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  RWS-101  Kaptain, Volume One
KAPTAIN VOLUME ONE
By Jon Reskind


Foreword


Once in every age of social reform or revolution emerges a writer who delves deeply
enough into his surroundings to extract the irrevocable truth, the nitty-gritty, in the
idiom of the times. Following the recent flair of wresting a novel from actual
occurrences, such as In Cold Blood and The Accused, Jon Reskind brings us Kaptain, a
story based wholly on fact with only names and places changed, and one, we feel
honored to publish.
Police brutality is no longer regarded as a questionable torture once practiced behind
the impregnable bastilles built by the taxpayer and called Police Headquarters, or City
Hall. Massive newspaper and magazine exposes, along with concerned civic-minded
people have brought such horrors to light, proving that inhuman cruelties which might
have shamed the tribunal inquisitors of old, were, and are, in too many instances, the
rule rather than the exception. Although great crusades are afoot to eliminate these
police-state, storm-trooper tactics, it is still a known fact that in certain sections of our
own great nation – especially in the smaller cities where little corrupt empires of graft
and deplorably crooked politics flourish – that unbelievable brutality is the applied
procedure in attaining local law enforcement ends.
Jon Reskind has capably woven for us an account of factual – but clothed in fiction –
despicable horror in Kaptain. As publishers who have, and will continue to unveil the
little known, the questionable, and the abominable that has plagued the innocent down
through the ages, we are proud to offer this novel.
We feel it will shock you as it did us when you read of the beautiful and ambitious
young wife, Marilyn Archer, who unwittingly places herself in the clutches of an evil
police official, a vile man who rules mightily over a small eastern city that might have
been your very hometown; or the brilliant young husband, David, who endeavors to
bring the progressive theories of psychology and rehabilitation to a warped and vice
ridden police department.
One, having read Mr. Reskind's novel, cannot help but wonder how such men as Lew
Devons, Parksburg's Chief of Police, with his massive dog, Kaptain, come into power
and manage not only to maintain it, but to build and strengthen it on the taxpayer's
dollar; yet, to reuse a phrase, we know this from Mr. Reskind's notes to be the rule
rather than the exception.
There is much more to be said for Jon Reskind's Kaptain, but we believe that
unnecessary. It speaks for itself. We are simply proud to be the publishers.
THE PUBLISHERS Sausalito, Calif. September 969


Chapter 1


Their were certain things about their apartment that annoyed Marilyn Archer greatly:
its smallness; its lack of the common conveniences she had always known, such as a
dishwasher and disposal, but above all, the fact that it was on the third floor of an
elevatorless business block right in the heart of downtown Parksburg. The idiotic thing
was that they could afford better, if only her David wasn't so steeped in what he felt was
right rather then what was expedient. Scruples, she supposed, was the proper term.
Ridiculous scruples that kept him from using, or allowing her to use, a penny of her
inheritance, even as an occasional supplement to his meager salary. The absurdity of it
irritated her to no end, but in the short six-months of their marriage she'd managed to
hide it and contain herself rather well, she thought.
Then, of course, she loved him, and that made every bit of the difference in this world.
He was the man in her life, handsome and soft spoken, of sensitive, introverted
qualities, and she had thrilled to the idea of bowing before his husbandly superiority,
readily accepting her role as the subserviant and protected wife. It'd been fun, the
culmination of near-all she had hoped for... except for the sexual aspects... and God,
how she loved him... but this unnecessary doing-without was suddenly wearing the
honeymoon glaze thin.
She had hardly slept at all last night following the repugnant episode of their love
making. She didn't intend to make an issue of it though... my God, how could she? It
wouldn't be fair... but she reasoned that he blamed himself as he always did once his
lust had been vented, when in reality she knew it was her own frigidity that was at
fault. Anyway, what had happened was done, over with, and nothing could change that.
Psychologically, as usual, she'd placed the guilt with him by expressing her martyristic
forgiveness for his uncontrollable animal-passion and he'd humbly accepted before
falling into an exhausted sleep.
Outside of being a little sore between her legs, there'd been no damage done, and
although she realized now the unfeasibleness of it, there had been a moment just before
he stopped when she thought little sensations of pleasure were beginning to ripple
through her... and then he had gushed into her vagina and he'd collapsed atop of her.
Immediately, the nausea had followed and she'd wept silently into her pillow for hours
after he slept.
Sometime in the first gray light of dawn she'd made up her mind to initiate some
drastic changes. She would force herself, henceforth, to perform her wifely conjugal
functions, but she was damned if she'd do it in needles squalor. She would call Chief
Devons this very morning and set her little campaign in motion... to what value, she
was still uncertain, but if David was ever to be more than a menial detective in the
Parksburg Police Department some political initiative had to be taken.
It was enough that he'd spurned her parents' offer of a comfortable position in Daddy's
firm for such a lowly profession, but to sit placidly by and wait to be recognized on
one's merits was simple naiveness today... especially since Lieutenant Ken Saddler's
death, and with his successor about to be appointed. There was more to getting ahead
in one's chosen field than being dedicated; Mama had certainly proven that by prodding
Daddy all of his life, until today he owned an entire chain of drug-stores...
Ash-blonde and voluptuously lovely, Marilyn Archer moved about the small, drab
kitchen preparing breakfast as she thought these things. She'd slipped on a see-through,
knee length, gossamery pink wrapper over shorty pajamas, en-chancing the long white
columns of her perfectly tapered legs and the full rounded smoothness of her thighs
and delightfully contoured buttocks. Her young lush breasts stood firm and high above
a waspish waist, the semi-hardened buds of their nipples embossing the sheer material
decoratively, as might a pair of in-sewn buttons, while her satin-skinned oval face,
absent of makeup, bespoke her youthful twenty-two years. Her nose was slender and
small, somewhat puggish, but classically so, and her large gray-blue eyes exotically
beautiful, while her full ripe mouth with the lower lip protruding slightly gave her an
almost little-girlish, perpetual pout. She wore her below-the-shoulder-length, silken
textured hair tied casually back in a ponytail, and her movements, although exceedingly
graceful, added to her little-girlish air. She wanted to appear especially sexy to him this
morning, after last night.
She could hear his electric razor humming busily in the bathroom down the hall.
Mathematically, she tried to estimate the time left to her before his appearance for
breakfast; not enough to cook fresh bacon, she decided. She'd burned this batch and if
there was any thing her twenty-seven year old beloved husband despised, it was burned
bacon. God, she'd never make a cook in two lifetimes. It just wasn't her forte, and that
was that... in fact, she was anything but the home-maker type, as were most of the
Radcliffe girls of her set. Take them out of the drawing-room and they were lost, Daddy
had always said.
Disgustedly, she buttered the too-dark toast and began shelling the "hard," soft-boiled
eggs, burning her long, nail-lacquered fingers in the process. Nothing, absolutely
nothing, was going right this morning... which was adding all the more to her
determination in contacting Chief Devons. If they were ever to get out of this damnable
apartment and have a decent home, yes even a maid, it was going to rest with her to
make the first move; she felt certain David never would. It just wasn't his way of doing
things.
Poor darling, there he was, probably the most educated and qualified man on the force
with his Masters from Syracuse, yet, the least likely to step into Lieutenant Saddler's
place, simply because of his lack of self-propulsion. Still, she wasn't overlooking the fact
that he hadn't yet gotten over Lieutenant Saddler's death either. It must have been
horrible for him, standing by his side in the darkness of that warehouse, then suddenly
the shot ringing out, followed by Ken Saddler's cry of agony. Dear God, when she
thought about it and realized that it might well have been her David that was killed... A
cold chill of horror passed over her. Damnit, why did he have to choose such a way of
making a living, anyway?
She poured the coffee and sat down slowly at the table to wait for him. She really loved
him so much. He'd been the only boy in her whole life that she'd really cared a thing
about... And he hadn't changed one iota since the first night she'd met him two years
ago. The Spencer's Christmas party, she recalled; she'd come home to Syracuse for the
holidays... and there, across the room he had stood looking at her, shy and handsome.
She'd had to take the initiative that time, too, hadn't she? Now, she smiled softly to
herself. Absolutely non-pretentious he was; she'd thought him too good to be true. His
simple and sincere down-to-earthiness had swept her off her feet; she'd never before
known anyone like him.
Lord, she remembered how frightened she had become later at the sudden thought of
losing him... and that was when she'd begun to employ sex to insure and gain a more
sound hold on him. Really, she'd taken unfair advantage, leading him on time and
again, pretending at near sexual abandon, when in truth there'd been nothing but a
cold little lump in the pit of her belly at the mere thought of actual relations, then
turning him off with the plea of saving her virginity for their marriage bed. Had he not
been the sweet and gentle boy that he was, she would never have dared to tease and
taunt him so, but she'd loved him and had known no other way of holding him for
certain.
Marilyn sipped at her coffee thinking that there was no question about what her
devised scheme had worked. They had never gone all the way, but Lord, how close they
had come several times... once, to the point of near panic for her when she'd feared she
wasn't going to be able to stop him. As usual, she had let him reach under her sweater,
unfasten her bra, and massage her exposed breasts. They were in the back seat of his
car and suddenly he had taken one of her nipples into his mouth, the gentle dallying of
his tongue around it causing a series of mixed, conflicting emotions to seize her, and
she had barely noticed when his hand had slipped under her skirt and begun caressing
the soft, warm skin of her smooth, white thighs.
"No, David, no!" she had cried out in sudden dread, aware that she had already let him
go too far, her flesh beginning to cringe beneath his touch and at the mere thought of
what he was doing. "My God, stop! Stop, I tell you...!"
But he hadn't; instead, his hands moved over the suppleness of her recoiling body,
stroking her, fondling the full length of her, across her flat smooth belly and downward
to the nylon-pantie covered fleeciness of her pubic mound. God, even now at the
memory, of his hand between her legs she shuddered. He had petted her there lovingly,
insinuating a finger beneath the tight band of her pantie-leg and suddenly into the
moist virginal split of her vagina. At first, a tingling sensation she had never before felt
had raced through her and then abrupt and total revulsion.
She had struck him, slapping him hard across the face, at the same time screaming at
the top of her voice, until he had collapsed on top of her, panting, almost sobbing, and
she had found herself gently stroking his head. Moments later, he'd asked her to marry
him and she had cried with joy the rest of the evening.
She knew he had wanted to wait, hold off the wedding for at least another year, until he
was situated and more capable of caring for her in the financial manner she was
accustomed, but his lean, virile body had betrayed him. He had to have her and she
knew it; he could wait no longer.
They'd ignored Mama's regal plans for an elaborate wedding and eloped to Lake
George to stand before a Justice Of The Peace. But now, she was sorry about that, too.
She had always hoped for a beautiful wedding. It was the only time she could ever
remember going against her mother's wishes... and that followed by David not taking a
position with the Haley Drug Corporation. Lord, she mused, his determination to
become a law enforcement officer had practically caused the poor woman to have a
stroke, and when he'd joined the Parksburg force and they'd moved the hundred miles
here, to this small city, Mama hadn't spoken to either of them for three months.
Once more, David's movements came to her and she called out: "Darling...? Are you
coming? Your breakfast will be cold."
"One minute," his muffled voice answered.
"I-I burned the bacon again..."
"It wouldn't be breakfast if you didn't."
Marilyn smiled. He sounded in a better mood than she'd anticipated... especially after
last night. God, how she wished sex meant something to her, instead of that cold little
feeling of claminess she experienced each time at the very pit of her stomach. The kisses
and caresses were beautiful, even the massaging and gentle manipulations at her breasts
had come to intrigue her, as did his stroking and fondling when he lovingly played at
her vagina and tweaked her clitoris; she could swear that this was going to finally be the
heavenly time... but then he would undress and the mere sight of his massive organ
instigated the cold repulsion that chilled any desire she might have felt. She couldn't
help it... my God, she couldn't! Even now, the thought alone nauseated her. Mama
would understand. What was there in sex that so captivated men... even made monsters
of some? She couldn't conceive of it. God, one would think there was nothing else in
life... and she was yet to enjoy the first moment of having David's thing inside her. It
turned her stomach, just as Mama had always said it would.
Poor Mama... she'd put up with gentle, backboneless Daddy all of her life, and in her
ingenuity, made something of greatness, a lasting mark of him. What he was and what
he had, he certainly owed to resourceful Mama... and how upset her parents had been
when she'd married a common pharmacist rather than a man in the woolen industry;
but she'd proven them wrong... just as she, Marilyn Haley Archer, was determined to
prove her mother wrong.
Again, Marilyn smiled to herself as she thought of the expression on her mother's face
when she would call and tell her of David's promotion to Lieutenant of Detectives...
and with less than a year on the force. She thought of what she would say: "Well,
Mama, a man has to choose his own path... make his own mold. Times are changing,
you know, and the need for men of David's caliber in law enforcement is great."
"Okay... here I am," David said, interrupting her thoughts as he burst into the kitchen
buttoning his coat. He bent the long distance of his six feet three inches and kissed her
cheek, then went to his side of the table. "Ahhhhhhh... cold eggs, burnt bacon and too
dark toast. A perfect breakfast, Honey. That must be some wild course at homemaking
they teach at Radcliffe, eh?"
Marilyn couldn't keep from laughing... God... dear God, how she loved him! He was
blushing self-consciously... Waiting... Lord, if only she knew how to give herself to him
completely...!
David Archer gazed at his craggy, almost cavernous young face in the bathroom mirror.
He'd decided sometime ago that his beard stood out like a background forest in a
Grandma Moses painting. He wished to hell he wasn't so dark-haired, and so damnable
skinny either. Yesterday in the gym, that rookie had almost thrown him in jiu-jitsu, and
only because of weight. If he could put on just twenty more pounds, get up to a
hundred eighty. Then he grinned at himself. He'd never make it on Marilyn's cooking,
he mused.
He smeared his face with pre-shave and plugged in his razor. Thoughts of the night
before with her immediately filled his mind and an emptiness yawned at his entrails.
God, what an utter disaster it'd turned out to be... and just when he felt certain he was
reaching her. What the devil had he done wrong? What was it that took her to that
point in sex, then shattered the whole picture? He was sure it was his fault... lack of
sufficient pre-love play, maybe... he didn't know... his brain was so addled since the
Lieutenant's shooting... something was wrong in that scene too... Damnit, he needed
Marilyn's understanding, her love and body so desperately... and making love to her
was like going to the dentist! Why, why, why? Cripes, it'd all been so beautiful to that
point, too...
He'd cooked the steaks himself. They'd had the wine, the whole enchanting spread,
even the checkered tablecloth with candlelight, and he recalled that he'd watched the
shimmering light of the flame playing on her wet, glistening lips and in her eyes, like
something from a romantically staged set. Her sensual beauty had whipped his breath
away and he'd gaped at her with his heart thumping in his throat, loving her even more
if that was possible.
Later, when she'd walked into the bedroom from the bath, naked except for that
diaphanous negligee, he could hardly control himself... certain it was the dawning of a
new era for both of them. His head swam, excerpts of every fiasco from their wedding
night to this racing through his brain... and now they were past, done with. She'd come
to him as he'd known she would one day.
She stood in the doorway, her body a lovely, sculptured work of art. Time and again the
sight of her voluptuous nakedness had intoxicated him as might a flagon of rare vintage
wine, but never had she appeared this way to him. The difference was in the resigned,
almost needing expression on her face. Every sensuous detail of her curvaceous
loveliness was lucidly clear, from her tiny rising nipples down to the soft triangle of
golden hair that nestled invitingly below her white soft belly.
She'd come to where he lay in the bed, the single sheet covering him, folding that
delicious body down beside him and he had begun to kiss her. Receptively, her mouth
answered his, her tiny tongue probing, warning, letting his own enter between the soft,
ruby wet lips and beyond the clean white barrier of her teeth. Her breath was hot and
sweet in his face, his cock throbbing and hammer-hard. She'd wrapped her arms
around him and clung frantically, just as she used to do in the back seat of his ancient
Ford, and he'd kissed her lips, her eyes, her nose, her neck. She'd squirmed against
him, soft little purring noises coming from deep in her throat, and he'd lowered his lips
until they found her breasts. She'd helped, cupping the firm, round sphere from
beneath in her hand and pressing the hardened pink nipple into his sucking mouth.
Heaven! My God! Almost insane in his rapture, he'd bit and sucked at her
magnificently full, firm breasts, his hand ever moving downward over the satin
smoothness of the flat little bowl of her belly to the silken, sparse hair covering the
mound just above the tight pink slit between her warm full thighs.
"Ooohhh," she'd whimpered against his mouth, slowly opening to him and his finger
had traced the snug, hair-lined crevice, then, wormed its way slitheringly between the
pouting, fleshy lips into the velvety, hot, moist loveliness, playing, dallying, taunting the
elasticized opening of its small vaginal mouth before trailing the length and depth of its
splendor to the tiny pink bud of her clitoris. She'd jerked and trembled, but erotically
so, as he aroused it into its erectile state, while simultaneously, he pressed his throbbing
prick hard against her smooth soft thigh and she seemed to respond with the writhing
length of her body.
God! What had happened?
When he couldn't stand it any longer, he'd thrown the sheet from him, climbed up over
and between her then receptive, wide-spread thighs... and suddenly he'd felt her go
stone-like beneath him. Her raised legs had tautened against his ribs, her mouth
drawing back in a near bloodless thin line, and all she could seem to do was stare at
him in wide-eyed loathing.
"What...? What is it, Marilyn?" he'd hissed down at her. "Wh-What in Christ's name is
the matter with you? You look as if you were going to be raped or something!"
"I-I-I... Oh, damnit... go ahead and do it if you're going to!"
"I... I just don't understand...! He'd shaken his head and gaped at her, his aching, 
rockhard prick in his hand, already having splayed the tight moist lips of her cunt with its
blood-inflated head, the tip of which lay poised at the entrance of her tight vaginal
passage. He'd stared at her in complete confusion. Expressions of disgust, maybe even
hate and horror seemed to distort her beautiful face.
"My God, what is it? What's wrong with you, Darling...?"
"Go ahead! Do it! Do what you're going to do... what you have to do! I'm your wife... I
can stand it!"
The near maniacal shrill to her voice had both frightened and angered him. She was no
longer the same girl beneath him, let alone his very own wife. It was unbelievable! Yet,
in the past six-months, he'd endured many similar occasions with her... and without
reason...
"Well? Go on will you?" Get it over with, please!" she'd gnashed between clenched
teeth and vile rage had welled up inside him, pure, utter fury, and at that moment he'd
plunged into her.
There was nothing, loving or husbandly in the way he'd gritted his teeth, grasped her
thighs forcing them back until her knees were jammed against her breasts and rammed
his cock home... home until his balls slapped resoundingly into the crevice of her ass,
buffeting her twitching anus, and she'd ground her squirming buttocks hard down into
the mattress in an attempt to escape the cruel, instantaneous impalement. She'd cried
out! Her legs had jerked widely out on either side of his long, lean body, kicking futilely
in the air.
"Ohhhh, my God!" she'd wailed as he'd felt the enraged nob of his long thick shaft
batter the snail-like mouth of her womb.
Several times, he remembered, he'd flexed his completely buried, rod, causing further
groans and whimpers to roll from between her locked white teeth, and as he'd hung
above her suspended on his outstretched arms, his prick submerged deep into the
vibrant heat of her hidden sanctuary, he'd grinned down at her... fiendishly, he
supposed, but that was the way he felt.
Damn her! He'd show her! She could stand it, eh? Wonderful! Then, let her stand this,
and this, and this, and this!
How long he had pummelled her unwanting, defenseless cunt, he wasn't sure, but in
the end he realized it hadn't been good. She had driven him into a state of
uncontrollable wrath and he'd continued to vent his rage against her groaning body
time after time, flooding her belly again and again with gushes of his hot, scalding cum,
until in near exhaustion he'd fallen away from her, the shocked horror stamped upon
her tear-stained face causing a torrent of guilt to overwhelm him... Dear God! What had
he done? And to what advantage...? Except to alienate her even more so... There'd be
no fulfillment, no real sense of physical satisfaction... and there was nothing he could
say that would erase the horror of his violent ravishment of her soft, supple body.
Yet, she had forgiven him! Why, he would never know. He had lain beside her in
drained silence, staring upward at the ceiling, fighting back his own tears of shame and
struggling to find words... even one single word that would make her understand the
depths of his self-disgust, and she'd said: "It's all right, David. Please... please, Darling...
it's all right."
"M-My God!" he'd gasped, biting at his lower lip in an effort to contain the choking
lump in his throat. "How... Baby... how can I make it up to you?"
"Shhhhh. Go to sleep now. It's late. We'll talk another time... maybe tomorrow," she'd
whispered, then rolled toward him, slipping her arm over his chest.
Now, a little chill ran the length of his slender body. He moved closer to the mirror and
pressed the mechanical device tighter to the hollows of his cheek. He loved her, he
thought. But it was almost as if he had never had her... as if, perhaps, they were still
floundering lovers in the back seat of his car... almost as if it would never be any
different. But, God, how he loved her! More than anything in the world...!
"Darling...?" Her voice from the kitchen broke into his thoughts. "Are you coming?
Your breakfast will be cold."
"One minute," he called back.
Marilyn felt David's eyes devouring her hungrily. The idea delighted her, knowing that
nothing further could come of it; he was already near-late for work. She kept her head
down and nibbled at her breakfast, pleased that she'd chosen this outfit to arouse him
in the aftermath of his feeling of guilt.
"About last night, Baby," he said suddenly, his face slightly flushed. "Cripes... I'm
sorry..."
"Darling, don't..." she cut him short, offering a sad, resolved little smile. "Let's not talk
about it anymore. I understand."
He reached across the table, placing his hand over hers, "God, I wouldn't do anything
to hurt you for the world. I love you, Baby... you know that, don't you?"
"Of course I know, silly," she replied, continuing her smile and turning her hand over
to squeeze his.
"I-I don't know what got into me," he said, lowering his eyes and shaking his head in
an expression of confusion. "I... I guess I just haven't been myself since Lieutenant
Saddler's death... can't seem to get it out of my mind. And the way the Chief's just
shelved the whole thing... hardly any investigation at all... no real attempt to find the
lousy punks that were in that warehouse... and here one of them shot and killed the
best man the department had. Cripes, I just don't get it, Honey... and it's driving me
crazy."
"I know, darling," she said sympathetically. "You don't have to explain. I've know all
along what was bothering you," she lied. "By the way... who will get the appointment?"
"What appointment?"
"The lieutenancy, Darling?"
"Oh... probably Mace or Baxter," he said, withdrawing his hand and pushing back from
the table. "They've each got twenty-years of service... Well, I better be on my way..." He
stood.
"How about you, David?" she put to him casually.
"Me...? Me what?"
"Getting the promotion," she answered him, somewhat sharply. "Good heavens, you're
more qualified than any of them. Haven't you given it any thought?"
He looked at her in surprise, then laughed. "Are you serious?"
"Of course, I'm serious," she said, trying hard to keep the knifing edge of her mounting
irritation from her tone. God, she thought, how could he be so complacently
unambitious?
"Why... why, it's out of the question, Honey," he said, as if amazed that she should
think such a thing possible. "I'm almost low man on the totem-pole when it comes to
seniority..."
"Oh, seniority be damned, David," she snapped, her disgust with him becoming
obvious. "I'll just bet that politics will be the deciding factor, just like in everything else.
Not how long you've been on the force, but how well you've cultivated Chief Devon's
friendship. After all, he will make the decision, won't he?"
David continued to stare at her in astonishment. He couldn't help it. But, God, she was
lovely, he thought, lovely, desirable... and just a little bit stupid like her Mama. "Look,
Baby," he said, coming around the table to fold her into his arms, drawing her tightly
against him until the hard tiny tips of her breasts pressed into his chest and his hands
smoothed down her back, each cupping a respective full round buttock to pull snugly
against him. "I've got about as much chance of getting that promotion as... as you have.
It's experience in law enforcement that counts, Doll... not what you know, or whom..."
"Nonsense. I don't believe that," she said, making a strong effort to control her
aggravation with him, rubbing her warm, soft body suggestively against his as she
raised her mouth to be kissed. He did and she pretended a little sigh. "Please... for me,
Darling... at least try, won't you? I'd be so proud of you."
He kissed her again. God, she was delicious... his very own luscious wife. How he'd like
to take her into the bed right at that moment... maybe it would be different this time...
His prick jerked in his pants.
"Please... for me?" she whispered insistently.
It struck him then the seriousness of her plea. "You really mean it don't you, Baby," he
said, gazing down into her beautiful face. "You actually think I might have a chance..."
"Darling, I know you have an excellent chance, if you'll only try... and go about it
right," she said, enthusiastically. "Have a talk with Chief Devon... let him know that
you're after the post... remind him of your qualifications..." He felt his face flushing
again. What she was saying didn't set well at all, but he had no intentions of arguing
the point. She just simply didn't understand and it would be useless to make an issue of
it. Instead, he said: "Let me think about it, Marilyn."
"You're only trying to put me off, David."
"No... I'll consider it, I promise."
She moved closer to him again and kissed him. "I love you, Darling... and I want to be
proud of you. Can you understand that?"
His hands still cupped the full warm spheres of her buttocks, gently massaging and
kneading them. Reluctantly, he gave them up. He was late now. "I understand," he said.
"And I love you, too, but I better be going or I won't have any job at all, let alone a
promotion."
She smiled and walked to the door with him. "When you become a Lieutenant you
won't have to worry about being late," she said, raising her puckered lips to him.
He bent and kissed her a last time. "Bye bye," he said.
"Bye, Darling."


Chapter 2


At seven o'clock in the morning, Chief of Police Lew Devons sat in the semi-luxurious
living room of his home clad only in a dressing gown, a mug of steaming coffee in his
hand. He was a handsome man by all athletic standards, tall and broad, square bronzed
face, with a heavy shock of grayless black-hair, except at the temples where he was pure
white, and only the thickening around his middle and the furrowed crinkles at the
outside corners of his hard, flint-hued eyes acknowledging his fifty years. Presently, he
was half leering at the pathetic figure of the still traceable, comely brunette who stood
in the center of the room, her hands trembling as she pulled the front of the chenille
robe tighter about her throat. He watched her, his near-grin a distorted grimace of pure
hate, while he stroked the massive head of Kaptain, his German Shepherd that lay on
the floor beside his chair to the left.
"P-Please, Lew... just one... that's all I ask... one little drink," Jessica Devon pleaded
humbly of her husband. "Please...?"
Devons raised the streaming mug to his lips and slurped at his coffee noisily,
continuing to stare at her in disgust. Christ, to think she was only thirty-six. He shook
his head in contempt. Was it possible...? What a beauty she'd been, too. Sexy,
voluptuous, one of TV's top rated singers when he'd married her ten years ago... B.C. –
before Charlie Candell – before she'd two-timed him and he'd found out, and poor
Charlie had wound up in his T-Bird, wrapped around a tree, dead as hell. Something
had gone wrong with his tie-rod they said... it damn sure had. Too bad... a shame... look
at her, he thought, a confirmed lush... broken, haggard, a bedraggled looking slut if
he'd ever seen one. Damn her soul... play him for a fool, would she? That was her first
and only mistake. No one did Lew Devon that way without paying the price, and so far
it'd cost her plenty... but he wasn't finished with her yet.
"Please, Lew darling... my God, I need it so bad," she whimpered. "Just one... that's all,
and I won't bother you anymore..."
"Go to hell, bitch," he spat, continuing to stare at her scurrilously, his big hand fondly
stroking Kaptain's impressive head.
She'd begged him for a divorce, but that was the last thing he intended to give her; and
then she'd pleaded with him to send her someplace where she could take the cure and
he'd refused that.
You want out of this hell, Pig, he would sneer at her. Then, kill yourself, because that's
the only way you're ever going to get away from me... the day your miserable,
worthless, two-timing life wheezes out of your drunken body!
She wouldn't, of course, and he knew that.
She had no guts... and what she did have was rotting from the booze she'd consumed.
At first, when she'd gotten onto the kick, he'd let her go, hoping against hope if he left
her alone she'd hook herself... and she had. She'd had bottles stashed all over the house
when he finally had decided she'd arrived. It'd taken a little time, but eventually he'd
found them all. The rest was simply a matter of cutting off her money and having his
boys keep an eye on the house to see that she didn't get out and no one got in. Simple.
Before he left in the morning, he always saw that she had half what she needed, enough
to keep her hooked, but only a portion of what her body craved. Her torture had to be
hell, and there wasn't anyone who amounted to a damn in the city who didn't pity him
for the affliction he had to contend with. Now, he grinned brutally to himself thinking,
it was a hefty and sadistic pound of flesh Lew Devon demanded.
"Oh God, Lew," she moaned, twisting the front of her robe tightly around her throat.
"I-I can't stand it! I've got to have a drink. I'll go mad if I don't! Please... dear, be
merciful, I beg of you!"
"Begging again, eh?" he said, grinning at her helplessness. He slurped his coffee once
more. "Really need it bad, don't you, Kid?"
"Oh Lew... Lew, for God's sake, don't torment me..."
"Torment you? Who's tormenting you, cunt?" He lay his head back against the chair as
he petted Kaptain's picturesque head. "I'm just wondering how bad you want it? You
know... I have to think of my wife's health."
Jessica Devons licked nervously at her dry lips.
Suddenly, she came forward and dropped to her knees in front of him. Kaptain growled
and she froze, knowing full well the viciousness of the dog.
"Oh God Almighty, Lew, I'm begging you," she wailed, not moving, only whining her
entreaty so as not to incur the trained animal's wrath, remembering the treacherous nip
of his flashing teeth from times passed. "Please, Darling, please...?"
Devons grinned down at her between his legs. He said: "I like the way you're saying
Darling this morning. I almost get the feeling that you still love me." He laughed.
"Stupid, eh?"
"Oh no, no! I do! I do! I love you with all my heart, Lew..."
"What've you got on beneath that rag?" he said, leaning forward and jerking the front
of her robe open.
Her full naked breast burst into view, the dark nipple withered, almost inverted he
thought, but he knew how rotund and firm they were, and how her flesh was still
smooth and tight to her curvaceous body. The liquor hadn't spoiled that as yet,
although he'd hoped it would.
She stared up at him, her dark-brown eyes wide and obviously not sexually wanting. He
saw this and broadened his grin.
"Take it off," he said.
She remained on her knees, hesitating only momentarily before complying with his
demand. The robe slipped to the floor from her shoulders and she knelt nude before
him. Her whole body trembled in the throes of her need for alcohol.
"Please... let me have one little drink..." she started, but he cut her short.
"Take my cock, get it hard and suck it awhile," he spat, pulling open the front of his
robe until his hair-covered genitals were exposed before her, his limp foreskinned
member lying docile between his legs and arched forward over the sac of his testicles.
She ran her small hand along the hairy flesh of his thigh, simultaneously forcing a
trembling smile up at him. "I-I want to, Darling... I really want to... but let me have one
drink first..."
"No!" he snarled. "Suck me off first, then... I'll think about it. Pretend I'm Charlie
Candell... that ought to make it easy."
"Lew... Lew... Jesus God, please, I'm begging you," she cried. "I'll do whatever you want
then..."
"You'll do whatever I want now! First, last, and as I tell you to do it, bitch!" he roared,
slithering down in the chair to place his limp penis immediately beneath her quivering
mouth. "Now, suck it! If you hope for one drink today, suck me off!"
Slowly, with forced quaking gentleness she grasped the length of his long flaccid prick,
raised its head and lowered her mouth to it.
"Wait," he said. "Skin it back and lick it. And lick it nice and clean."
He watched as tenderly she pulled the heavy outer layer of thick skin down toward its
base, making the full, moist, blood-colored nob squirt out like toothpaste from a tube,
and then he saw her pink, almost pointed tongue lave at its underside, moving to its
split to catch the secreting drop nestled there, and finally all around and over it until it
glistened from the saliva of her mouth. A chill of pure sadistic dominance surged
through him and he felt his cock jerk as her lips opened to absorb it in its limp state,
taking it all into her mouth until he could feel her face and lips tight against the hair of
his pelvis, her tongue swishing maddeningly in wild circles as the aroused shaft began
to grow.
"Suck, bitch! Suck!" he spat down at her, entwining his big hand in her disheveled
dark-hair brutally.
She did and he lay back until the might and breadth of his rod had hardened to its
unbelievable length and thickness and her ovaled lips clung elastically to the wet spear
of rock-hard flesh, her head bobbing up and down over him, her tongue lashing and
swirling as if possessed.
"Squeeze my balls you stupid bitch!" he hissed down at her. "Squeeze 'em the way you
did Charlie Candell's when you sucked him dry! You hear! Hurry up!"
She did, tenderly cupping his bloating sac in her hands, caressing and loving them as
she sucked furiously on his ever-growing, huge prick. She even slipped a middle finger
along the crevice of his ass to his anus and taunted it... gradually, like a prong of velvet,
slipping it inside the tight brown hole and probing gently, the way she knew he liked it.
She heard him begin to gasp and desperately tried to prepare herself for the gush of his
thick white cum. From experience, she knew the never-ending quantity of it. It would
flood her mouth and throat and no matter how fast she swallowed, she would as always,
choke. Sometimes, he got angry when she choked, and God, she didn't want to make
him that way this morning. Oh... she needed that drink so bad. She knew she'd go
stark raving mad if she didn't have something soon. Her stomach was ready to convulse
right now... at this very moment! Dear God, help me! Let me finish this! I've got to
have a drink... something to help settle me down. Oh God! Oh God!
Lew Devons could feel the pressure building in his balls. Godamn, he was going to
blow the top off her miserable head this morning. He sensed it all the way to his bowels
and her probing finger in his asshole was just about turning him inside out. He gaped
at the ridges of pink flesh dragging along his prick-shaft from her clasped lips as she
raised her head, then watched them disappear every time she plunged her face
downward to absorb it. He could even see her full, firm, distended tits dancing and
swaying, their nipples hard and a half-inch long now as she sucked him feverishly.
Christ, why couldn't she have been faithful? "Suck it harder you dirty cunt! Eat it!
Swallow it! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! I'm going to cum. If you ever want another drink,
make it the best you know how, you hear!"
Insanely, he grabbed at her head with both hands, pressing it downward onto his shaft
as he lifted his loins to drive his hardened cock deep into her throat. And then, he felt
it... like ground nails moving along the tiny channel from his inflated balls. "Oh
Christ...!" he bellowed, and it spurt wildly into her mouth from the tip of the raging,
jerking, rod while he watched as the ecstatic sensations tore through him, his eyes
glazed, yet seeing her mouth bloat and contract as she swallowed time and again, time
and again, the massive load she'd dragged up out of him, her mouth sucking, her
tongue working furiously while he continued to squirt his hot, thick sperm far back
into her desperately swallowing throat and ripples of pleasurable sadism trickled
through him as the profundity of his orgasm began to diminish.
When it was done, and his prick had deflated she continued to suck and nibble at it. He
pushed her face away saying nothing. Slowly, she raised her eyes to him.
"Now...? Can I have a drink now, darling... please?" she looked up at him desperately, a
thin string of white sperm dribbling lewdly from the corner of her mouth. "I-I did a
good job, didn't I? It ought to be worth a drink... one little drink...?
He sneered down at her watching her tongue lash out to ensnare the thin trail of white
liquid hungrily. "I could get better from any whore walking the streets, pig. No wonder
Charlie Candell killed himself. He thought he was going to have to put up with your
cock sucking."
Her once lovely face paled. "Please, Lew. My God, I beg you... please..." He pushed her
away with his bare foot, planting it between her full breasts and shoving brutally. She
went over onto her back, but quickly recovered herself as he got to his feet. He twisted,
square face glared at her.
"All right, slut," he threw down at her. "One drink... but not because you earned it.
Only out of the goodness of my heart, understand?"
"Oh God yes, Darling. I know... I know," she whimpered. "I-I'm sorry it wasn't good. I
tried..."
"Huhh," he grunted. "You tried. You, a common broken down pig, tried! You tug at
my heart-strings, cunt." He moved half way across the room and stopped, turning to
look at her where she still kneeled naked on the floor. A light suddenly flashed in his
hard eyes. "One drink, bag, that's all... unless you earn more."
She stared up at him, no shame, nothing inhibiting her, the need for alcohol, the one,
only, and foremost thing in her mind. Slowly, her red-rimmed eyes widened in fear.
"Wh-What do you mean, Darling?"
"Well... unless I miss my guess, you're going to need enough to take care of you
throughout the day, aren't you?... Well, aren't you?"
"Y – Yes..." Lew Devons laughed cruelly. "All right," he grunted, turning away from
her and going to a little cabinet she had never suspected.
Slowly, she raised to her feet, staggering slightly, staring at the cabinet and knowing
there would never be anything there again. A convulsive tremor surged through her.
There would be more torture to come, she realized, even as her tongue licked out at her
lips and she heard the clinking of bottle against glass and the dribbing of liquid being
poured.
He came back toward her smiling. It wasn't an ordinary shot-glass, or even a double...
but a large old-fashioned glass... almost three quarters filled! Dear God! How could she
ever think he didn't love her... didn't understand and have mercy on her!
She reached for it, but he held it above her head.
"Oh Darling, please," she begged. "If you only knew the torture I'm going through..."
"In a minute, pig. In a minute," he said, half grinning. "I just want to be sure you
understand."
"Darling... Lew, whatever you say, as always... I understand," she babbled, looking up at
the suspended glass of straight whiskey.
Lew Devons laughed. He shook his head. "What a broken-down bag you've become,
Jessica. You used to be a delightful woman too... Well... to hell with that. Now...! This
is all you get... all day... unless you perform."
She stared at him, the horrors of what was to come almost freezing her as her mouth
dropped open at the mere thought of three hours... even two, from this very moment;
but she had to have this drink.
"Wh... What are you saying?" she managed.
He held the glass out of her reach and grinned sadistically. "Just what you heard, Baby.
You want this drink, and enough to keep you from seeing snakes crawling out of the
wall, then, just tell little old daddy you'll do what he says... no matter what it is."
Jessica Devons ran her dry tongue against the drier roof of her mouth. Her body, every
inch of it convulsed from her head. She stared upward at the near-full glass of whiskey.
She had to have it! She had to!
"Yes... Yes... I'll do it, Lew... no matter what it is!" she gasped.
He chuckled, then slowly lowered the glass, handing it to her. With both hands, she
grasped it and he watched her plunge it to her lips and gulp away the contents without
a breath... then, stagger backward in her nakedness, lower her head and stand there, her
right hand pressing against the small, round circle of her belly, the other going to her
face as if she were smearing cold-cream over it. Finally, she bent slightly over, facing
him, and he knew he'd satisfied her very immediate need.
When she straightened, she was more woman than he'd seen her in a long time, but
he'd expected that. Her eyes seemed to level with his and there was a certain air of
defiance in her as she raised her chin high. She was queen of all she surveyed right
now, he thought, watching her, his hate and disgust mounting rapidly at the mere sight
of her reaction to the alcohol.
"You feel you've got the world by the ass right now?" he snickered at her.
"No... No, not really," she replied, sensing for the first time in hours the trembling
leaving her... almost as if she were a human being again. She smiled easily. "But I feel...
and that's something to me."
"I'm goddamned glad to hear that," Chief Devons tossed out at her.
Jessica hadn't felt this strong in... she couldn't remember when. She back-peddled to a
chair and sat down in it, entirely conscious that she was nude. She wouldn't even try to
be ladylike, she thought, as she dropped into the chair and threw one leg over the arm.
Let him gape in his filthy, lecherous lust at her... ogle her spread-open cunt... and
maybe that would do something to him! God, how she hated and despised him! How
she'd like to see him down between her legs once more, licking, sucking, driving
himself to a frenzy. Godamn him! She'd piss on him! She would...!
"In a little while you're going to be out of your mind unless you have more booze to
sustain you, he said factually. "You want more booze, big timer?"
She started to throw a smart comeback at him, then, thought better of it. "Yes," she
said. "You know I have to have more... enough to see me through the day..."
"I know. But I was wondering if you did... after that belt I gave you," he said, grinning.
She didn't answer him immediately. She was trying to think while she had those
capacities to think if there was any alternative. Momentarily, she was alive, at rest,
capable of overcoming any task... but in two hours, maybe less, what then? Not to be a
fool was the most important thing. She forced a smile as she lowered her leg from the
arm of the chair and tried to assume a more demure attitude.
"What do you want of me, Lew?"
He chuckled. "What do I want of you? Nothing, bitch... absolutely nothing, but there're
others in my family, you know."
She watched as he lowered his big hand to the head of the dog, rubbing it
affectionately. A ripple of revulsion surged through her; she steeled herself; she'd had
had to submit to such indecencies before with him and suddenly it didn't seem so bad.
At least, Kaptain was more gentlemanly than was he, and if a woman had to absorb a
prick inside her what difference did it make whether it was an animal's or a human
mad-dog's. In fact, she was better with the pure, real animal, wasn't she?"
"You want me to satisfy Kaptain," she said, a half-smile on her lips.
"Exactly."
She moved out of her chair, stood, then dropped to her knees. "All right, I'm ready."
Lew Devons chuckled again as he watched her circle around until the soft full orbs of
her buttocks faced him and he could see the thin hairline slit of her open pink cunt
between the still-smooth pillars of her full thighs gaping defenselessly back at him.
"Got it all figured out, eh baby?" he said, moving forward and kneeling behind her, his
long, thick shaft jerking into hardened position once more. He laughed loudly. Then!
"All right... Kaptain... in front... in front! Roll over, boy! In front and roll over!"
Jessica remained immobile as the huge dog came to stand in front of her, then lay down
and rolled onto its back. The pink, fur covered skin of its belly lay exposed to her, along
with the lengthy shaft of his sex. Behind dangled the almost black testicles and she
stared at all of it, realization of what her demented husband had in mind dawning on
her.
She tried to turn and face him and he came over her hips grabbing her waist. He said
almost hissingly: "Turn him around so that you can work better, slut. He might get
angry and bite you while you're sucking him if you don't use finesse... and a shrewd
smart girl like you has all kinds of finesse... don't you?"
"My... My God, Lew... not that! I can't do that! Not to a dog! Please... for God
Almighty's sake, have some mercy...!"
He laughed. Thunderously, he laughed and she cringed before him. "You whore! You
think you're too good to suck my dog? Why... Why you aren't even worthy to suck
him... but you make up your mind, bitch. You've got ten seconds to make up your
mind whether you want to pleasure my dog or suffer the tortures of the damned!"
Jessica's brain reeled. Dear God, her body still quivered from its need of liquor, and
God knows he would subject her to worse tortures if she didn't submit. She had to have
that whiskey he would give her when he left, even though it was hardly enough to see
her through the day... She had to have it! But a dog! Dear Christ, could she do it...?
"Well?" he screamed.
Solidly, she closed her eyes, her arms quivering in revulsion as she reached down and
took the length of his animal prick in her hand.
"Lay your head on the side!" Devons spat. "I want to watch it going in your mouth! Lay
your face down and suck it, you hear? Suck it!"
She refused to let herself think. Instead, she placed her face on the animal's warm, hard
belly while she manipulated his member with her hand. Slowly, gently, she stroked it,
back and forth while the beast lay on his back with half closed eyes, until suddenly, it
appeared... the tapered, red, glistening tip of his cock, ever oozing forward.
"Now! Now! Suck it, bitch! Suck it!" her husband screamed.
And she did. Barring all things from her mind, Jessica opened her mouth and let the
slender, tapered forepart of the animal's prick slide between her soft, rubylike lips... into
her mouth, until it had reached to the near back of her throat, and then she'd brought
her tongue into play. Surprisingly, there was nothing more than a sweet tangy taste to
her, perhaps more palatable than the human cocks she'd tasted. She sucked and twirled,
her tongue trying to categorize. The animal responded slightly to her, pressing his rear
flanks forward jerkingly and she moved her hands to its balls, scratching lightly with
her finger-tips as he picked up his thrusting rhythm, a slight whine coming from his
throat.
If there was a taste it was delicate, she decided through of the haze the glass of alcohol.
The smooth, tapered length of his thickening shaft shot into her mouth in perfect
cadence. She closed her teeth, but not to hurt, and swirled her tongue as excitement of
her own at what she was doing began to ferment inside her.
"Suck it, cunt! Suck it!" Devons called out, moving his wife's wide spread buttocks back
toward him and gaping at the tight little entrance of her dark, hairless anus.
His own cock stood out once again like a mop-handle. He reached down and drew the
heavy outer-skin back once, twice, then, kneed in closer to her, drawing the lust inflated
head upward, lubricating it through the flanges of her moistened pussy. Twice, he did
that before placing it at the mouth of her twitching anus.
"Stick it in!" he called down at her, clinging to her hips savagely. "Come on! Take my
cock and get it into you!"
Her hand came back and he watched it, half-mesmerized, as she grasped it solidly and
forced its head into the tight round ring of her rectal opening. He gasped aloud at the
entrance, the tight ring clasping at the head of his once-again throbbing prick. He
thrust then and heard her groan as he inched his prick inside the warm, tender folds of
her velvety channel.
Jessica felt the surge of his hot shaft worming upward into her back passage and
momentarily she had to gasp, but the liquid delight of the animal cock fucking into her
mouth as if mechanically was far beyond anything she'd ever imagined. It tasted almost
like honey to her, and the way it plunged taperedly into her mouth was nearly driving
her crazy. She'd thought sex was a thing of the past for her, but here she was ready to
go insane with the delight of this new perverted ecstasy. Lew was fucking into her anus,
an episode she could accept or despise, but Kaptain was thrusting his hardened animal
prick into her mouth and would soon squirt his own life into her with his hot warm,
animal sperm... and that's what she wanted.
She wanted his animal cum in her mouth... in her throat... strangling her if possible!
Maybe she was losing her mind, but that was what she wanted and she sucked and
tongued his thrusting prick ravenously while her husband burrowed his brutal cock
into the depths of her back passage... until she could feel his balls slapping resoundingly
against her cunt... and suddenly she wondered, if she set her mind, would she ever need
a drink again?
"Augggghhhh!" she grunted around Kaptain's prick pistoning into her mouth as her
husband, clutching savagely at her hips, rammed his cock into the rubbery forbidden
depths of her anus, pushing the soft, resistant flesh before it until finally with one last
plunge that flattened her buttocks against his powerful frame, he had sunk the entire
length of it into her warm, constricting rectum.
Now, she gasped for breath, hardly able to move from the sudden agony that was about
to split her thighs horribly apart. She was impaled in her rectum to the hilt of his
sadistic cock and he was showing her no mercy, not even allowing her obscenely
stretched passage to become adjusted. It was unbelievable torture...!
Lew Devons moaned softly, feeling with lewd delight the warm soft flesh of his wife's
flattened buttocks pressing tightly into his loins, while he watched Kaptain's long scarlet
prick plunging wet and glistening between her ovaled clasped lips, his strong muscled
flanks jerking in rapid spasms instinctively while she scratched at his dangling animal
balls with the nails of one hand. Christ, it was almost too much! He thrust forward into
her tightly puckered passage and his eyes locked on the hardened rod of flesh that
disappeared completely in the wide-stretched hole between her upraised mounds. He
grunted again and drew it out slightly, watching with cruel lust-filled eyes the tender
pink ridges of flesh drawing out with it and then disappearing inside again with his
inward thrust. His breathing became faster and suddenly he began sawing rhythmically
in and out, deep down into the warm clasping channel.
"Uhh, unh, unh, unh," Jessica chanted around Kaptain's ever-growing prick in her
mouth, as she knelt slave-like before him and Devons decided she was losing all
control. She was jerking back against his lewd, cruel sodomizing of her rectum as
though she were suddenly reveling in its perverted possession of her anus. Damn... he
could hardly believe it! What a slut she was! Evidently the pain was gone and she was
sucking the animal cock with obvious insane delight, while with her other hand she had
reached down between her spread thighs and was fingering her own clitoris.
Christ, he swore he'd never seen anything like it before in his life! He gaped at his
vicious white prick disappearing and reappearing as he drove it all the way into her
wildly gyrating buttocks with each hard, sadistic plunge. Not a bit of it could be seen
left as he buried it fiendishly into the tight resistant passage, its blood-engorged head
straining far up into her warm, quivering belly.
On and on she sucked at Kaptain's wildly pistoning shaft while her fingers played at the
pink, wide-spread split of her cunt, and he felt her clench her buttocks tight behind her
as if to imprison his ramming cock securely inside her until she'd reached her own
fulfillment. It was the final thing to set him off and he began pounding into the wide
spread crevice of her salaciously waggling buttocks furiously.
To Jessica, nothing else mattered in the world at the moment, only her awareness of an
uncontrollable desire where the shame and humiliation from the vile and deplorable
acts he was subjecting her to should have been, her desire to reach that point that was
building... ever building maddenly deep inside her... and she sensed the increase of his
assault up into her oval passage while her belly and loins screamed for release. She
buffeted back against his driving cock like the rutting bitch she was, while she sucked
and tongued the delicious animal prick fucking savagely into her throat. She felt the
ungovernable little mewls of passion humming from her clasped, sucking lips. She was
almost there...!
Suddenly, Kaptain whimpered, his massive sleek body beginning to jerk convulsively
and Jessica's mouth was flooded with a great undamning of hot, thick liquid which
choked her and slithered salaciously down her desperately swallowing throat.
Voraciously, she sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed as the big animal whined
once more, and her whole being was filled with masochistic sensations of perverted
rapture... and as quickly did the organ begin to deflate and withdraw from her mouth,
until she felt the beast roll from beneath her and get to its feet.
"Oh God! Oh, Oh, Oooohhhh..." she wailed back at her panting husband. "I-I'm going
to cum! Yes... yessss! Nowwww!"
Her hips forced themselves back as the battering cock worked demonically with brutal
strokes into her rectum, making her strain and grunt as the pressure mounted to its
peak and burst. She had never dreamed that she could again know such abandon
wantonness with this vile man, with her body contorting and convulsing wildly in her
orgasm that seemed to go blissfully on and on and on. She was gone! Nothing else
mattered in this world... just the continual satiating pleasures rippling through her long
denied body.
"Oooohhh... aaahhhhhhhh," she groaned in beautiful overwhelming release, her senses
dazed to all around her in the enchantment of the moment. Then, she heard him
mouth a foul obscenity and he gasped chokingly, thrusting into her so hard she thought
his massive prick would burst out her mouth, and in her blurred state she moaned with
the slight shock of pain. She felt his strong loins jerk spasmodically against the flatness
of her upraised buttocks and then a great surge of hot, swirling semen shot deep up
into her rectum, filling her quaking belly almost to the brim.
She heard him gasp one last groan of relief and then she felt him falling back away and
out of her, until a welcomed cool rush of air brushed against the unplugged hole of her
anus, and she, too, collapsed forward onto the floor, her breasts heaving against the
rough nap of the carpeting.
Jessica lay quietly, her face away from him, reality slowly enveloping her once more as
she heard him moving back into his chair. Slowly, she sat up, retrieved her robe and got
to her feet, slipping it on without looking at him. When finally she did turn to him she
saw the expression of contempt and hatred still masking his square, bronzed face, but
she'd expected that. There was no mercy, no forgiveness in his foul heart. And now that
he had managed to subject her to the vilest of depravities, it was in keeping that he
should taunt and degrade her with the constant reminder of it.
"You are a pig," he sneered after a moment. "Even lower than I thought you were."
She drooped her eyes and lowered her head. "May I have another drink, now?" Her
voice was steady, surprising her own self.
He stared at her in disgust. "Lush, slut, dog-sucker," he spat. "Go ahead, dog-sucker,
you saw where the bottle was... only remember, that's all you get today... what's in that
bottle; so I'd advise you to take it slow. You've got a lot of hours ahead."
Quickly, Jessica went to the cabinet and took out the bottle to look at it. It was less
than one-third full, not half of what her body would crave before this day was over.
Tears began to dim her eyes and she pressed the bottle close to her chest between her
breasts possessively. She would forego this drink as long as she could to make the vital
liquid last as long as possible. She turned away and started to leave the room.
"Well...?" he barked from behind.
She paused and turned slowly. With an effort, she raised her chin high. "Thank you,"
she half whispered.
He grinned at her. "That's better," he answered, and she heard him laughing evilly
behind her as she slowly climbed the stairs to her room.


Chapter 3


It occurred to Marilyn Archer shortly after he'd left for work that David would make no
attempt at achieving the Lieutenancy promotion. He would not approach Chief Devons,
nor would he do anything that he felt might label him unethical in the eyes of the rest
of the department. Because of his lack of seniority he didn't feel entitled, and even
though he had tried to pacify her with "I'll consider it, I promise..." she was certain he
intended to do absolutely nothing. Unfortunately, it was typical of him, and the more
she thought about it, the more furious she became.
For a while, she had almost decided to forego her little plan until she could see how
David would make out on his own, but the sudden realization that he was merely
trying to appease her, with no intentions of even making a bid for the office, had edged
her temper to the near-boiling point. God, sometimes his lack of drive frightened her,
while his simple and ridiculously stupid philosophy enraged her; she just couldn't help
it. He could be so damnably naive; he left her no alternative. She'd do just what her
mother would do and had done successfully time and again... 'take the bull by the
horns' herself.
She had sat at the kitchen table drinking coffee and smoking cigarettes for an hour,
weighing the situation. Here she possessed a hundred-thousand dollars in her own right
that her grandfather had willed her, yet, David refused to allow her to use a cent of it,
even to better their lot. My God, how utterly nonsensical could a man get with his
absurd pride? And what about her pride? After all, she was a part of this family, too,
and she hadn't exactly been raised knowing what it meant to be deprived of the better
things... in this case, she mused irritably, just the simple everyday necessities. Well, her
mind was made up. She would call Chief Devons and make a private appointment to
see him... but she would have to make him understand that their meeting must be kept
secret... that David must never know. Then... unless she had misjudged the man greatly,
and she had only met him a couple of times at departmental social functions... but
those had been sufficient for her to analyze the greed in his character, she would learn
how much rank the powerful dollar could buy in the Parksburg Police Force, and unless
she was entirely mistaken about the handsome, if lecherous appearing man, money was
his god. Anyway, she was determined to find out.
Right at the moment, she was doing something she had never before done in her young
life... drinking spiked coffee at ten o'clock in the morning in an effort to arouse a
measure of false courage... and it was working. Slowly, she pushed from the table, arose
and walked along the small hallway to the front room. It was time to play Mama's
game... time to make something of this boy she loved with all her heart. Someday, he'd
thank her; she was certain of that.
Hesitantly, she picked up the receiver and dialed...
Chief Lew Devons reclined leisurely in his huge swivel-chair behind the elaborate,
massive desk, smiling furtively at the big, jowly, well-dressed French-Canadian who
occupied the comfortable chair to his left. He was Vic Beaudry, racketeer, Parksburg's
leading gangster chieftain and the police official's lackey. A half-dozen years past,
Devons had given him sanctuary in his town when the oily, fat Canadian had been
chased out of Montreal, and the latter had repaid him by organizing and operating the
local vices under the Chief's direction; it had turned out to be a perfect mutual alliance.
"This little stronghold of yours never ceases to amaze me, Chief," Beaudry said, his
thick lipped mouth widening in a gold-teethed grin. He looked around him at the plush
suite of rooms Devons had built for himself on the fourth and top floor of Parksburg's
City Hall building at the taxpayers' expense. "Some class," he added, shaking his almost
bald head.
Devons smiled, automatically reaching down to pat Kaptain's great head beside him.
"Where's Boyce?" he asked.
"Holed up in a motel in Albany," the Canadian replied.
"You paid him?"
Beaudry nodded. "Twenty-five hundred... just like you said."
"Then why in hell isn't he out of the state, like I said?" Devons snapped, his smile
abruptly disappearing. "I told you to ship him west... get him out of the country.
Albany's too goddamned close."
"He's got a broad in Albany, Chief," informed Beaudry. "Said he'd only be there a week
or so, then blow. I didn't see anything wrong with that..."
"You didn't, eh," Devons spat sharply. "So you've taken up thinking again, is that it?"
"Aw, come on, Chief," the fat man said, squirming uneasily in his chair. "Everything's
okay. Boyce is safe and he knows enough to keep his mouth shut. Hell, he don't want
to get busted on a cop-killing, you know..."
"Shut up, you fat bastard!" Devons snarled, jerking forward in his chair. Immediately,
Kaptain was on his feet, his teeth bared viciously, a deep menacing growl sounding in
his throat as he watched the Canadian with unflinching eyes. "Don't ever make a
remark like that anywhere, you stupid frog!"
"I-I'm sorry, Chief," Beaudry blurted, staring with frightened eyes at the poised
powerful animal ready to spring at the slightest command of its master. "I-I guess I
didn't realize what I was saying..."
"You never do... and that may be your biggest and last mistake one of these days," the
Police Chief warned bitterly. Slowly, he lay back once more in his chair and ordered
Kaptain down. The great dog obeyed. Vic Beaudry sighed heavily, finding a
handkerchief to mop over his greasy brow. "Now... you see that punk out of the state,
you hear? And leave the thinking to me."
"Sure, Chief," the other said, managing a smile, "Anything you say..." Lew Devons
grunted his disgust. "Okay, that's all," he said, swinging his chair away to face his desk.
"Now, get out of here. I've got some taxpayer money to earn."
Immediately, Vic Beaudry got to his feet. He waited only long enough to see if the big
man intended to say more, decided that he didn't and quickly walked to the suite's
foyer stepping into the private elevator. He sighed heavily. Christ, it was always a relief
to get out of reach of that damned dog. Devons was bad enough by himself, but that
goddamned brute he kept beside him was a killer. A chill ran along his spine as he
pressed the button down.
Alone, and irritated by the stupidity of Vic Beaudry, Chief Devons did two things: first,
he went to his liquor cabinet and poured himself a double shot of scotch, and secondly,
he returned to his chair to switch on his closed-circuit TV screen. With a flick of the
channel selector he covered the department's operation, from the interrogation room
where Baxter and Jordon were laying heavy on a couple of drug pushers picked up the
night before... an aggravating situation in as much as they were independents and not
of his regime... to the Tombs in the bowels of the building where everything from
drunks and prostitutes to murderers were held for short terms before release, or being
shipped to the county jail or state prison. It was a unique tele-system that allowed him
to keep his thumb on the pulse of the entire department without leaving his suite, and
although the City Council had screamed at the expense, he had gone ahead with the
installation and told them to go to hell. As usual, the fuss had quickly died down; he
had too much on each member of the council for any of them to give him real trouble.
He was 'the Man' in Parksburg and he never let anyone forget it.
He was thinking of this, reveling, more or less, in his power when the phone rang. At
first, he didn't recognize the name, then he tied the sexy female voice to Detective
Archer's luscious young wife. Automatically, his eyes lighted, a lecherous little gleam
sparking them and he smiled into the mouthpiece. He switched the unit onto
amplification, set his tape recorder into motion and leaned back with clasped hands to
talk with the young woman whose voluptuous body was flashing mental pictures from
his memory bank through his mind.
"What can I do for you, Mrs. Archer," he questioned in his most charming voice.
Momentarily, she seemed to hesitate, then: "I-I think what I have to discuss with you,
Chief Devons, requires a personal interview. W-Would that be possible?"
Her augmented voice made even her breathing audible to him, and he found himself
wondering how sweet it would taste. He felt his penis stir at the mere thought. "Why...
I believe that might be arranged, my dear," he said reflectively. "When would it be
convenient for you?"
"The sooner the better," she replied quickly. "But... there's just one thing, Chief
Devons... my husband mustn't know a thing about this. It will be entirely between you
and me."
"Oh?" Devons said, a questioning lilt to his tone while his eyes assumed an even more
lecherous glint. He smiled wryly to himself, and furthered mental depictions of her long
blonde hair, beautiful face and delightful contours raced through his brain. This time,
his prick jerked lustily. "You make it sound interesting, Mrs. Archer," he went on
softly. "Suppose we set a time like ten o'clock this evening, here in my private office?"
"Well... I don't know what I'll tell David," she replied as if in thought. "You see, he'll be
off duty then and at home..."
"That shouldn't be any problem, my dear," said Devons, thinking rapidly. "I intended
to send him to Auburn late this afternoon anyway. I have a couple of felons that have
to be transferred to the State Prison there. That should make everything work out just
right, shouldn't it?"
"Yes... Yes, it would," Marilyn answered. "It would be perfect."
"Fine. Let's have it that way, then... tonight at ten here in my office. And... use the
Fourth Street entrance, Dear. You're not apt to be seen... which, I presume, is what you
prefer...?"
"It is, Chief."
"Fine," Lew Devons grinned to himself. "Just press the S-button. That'll bring you right
up to my suite... and I'll be waiting."
"Very well... and thank you, Chief."
"You're welcome, my dear... quite welcome."
The big man threw the telephone switch, cradled the receiver and cut his recorder off.
He relaxed in his big chair once more, his prick now lust-hard. Christ, what was this all
about anyway? Marital problems, maybe? Could be, but he doubted it. They seemed to
hit it off well the few times he'd seen them together. And she was a doll; that much he
was certain of. Cripes, he'd like to get into that tight young ass of hers... maybe... just
maybe he'd be able to accomplish that little feat. He shifted in his chair to ease the
binding pressure of his hardened member. Damn, just thinking about that was enough
to set him off.
But what was the big secret that she didn't want her husband to know about? He
thought about it for awhile but, came up with nothing. Archer was a good cop, too, he
thought; maybe a little too soft and strictly from the new egghead school, but he
seemed to keep his nose clean and do his job effectively...
Suddenly, Sergeant Mace's voice over the intercom interrupted his thoughts. Devons
snapped the TV Selector Switch to the interrogation room. He saw Mace with Baxter
and Jordon, their two prisoners naked and handcuffed over a waist-high iron wall so
that they were doubled over with their buttocks and genitals exposed obscenely. Baxter
held a length of heavy, rubber hose and he was sweating profusely. The two naked
bottoms were covered with thick, red welts. Mace said: "They're still trying to play
dumb, Chief. Don't want to tell us where they get their stuff. Shall we keep up the
persuasion?"
Lew Devons grunted angrily. The lousy punks, trying to cut into his operation. "Break
'em!" he growled. "Work on their asses until they beg you to listen. Rip a little hide and
rub 'em with salt. Bust a nut or two if you have to, but break 'em, you hear?" Mace
grinned evilly into the camera. He was a tall, hatched-faced individual with a missing
front tooth and a scarred left cheek. Once, he'd been a county prison guard in another
state before being dismissed for brutality to the inmates. "Okay, Chief, whatever you
say," he leered and Devons switched off his set.
He shook his head irritable. Christ, if a man wanted to get anything done around here
he had to practically do it himself. Surrounded by thick-headed morons, he thought...
then, he remembered Marilyn Archer and his grimace of disgust smoothed into a
salacious little anticipating smile. He lay back in his chair to fill his mind with her, and
began formulating plans for their clandestine little tete-a-tete that evening.
Just what in hell could she be after, anyway?


Chapter 4


David Archer was annoyed with himself for having implied to Marilyn that he would
even consider talking to Chief Devons about the Lieutenancy promotion. But it seemed
the easier way of pacifying her at the time, rather than trying to explain in depth, the
seniority system of the department. Secretly, he wished to God she was a little less
ambitious for him and a bit more concerned in overcoming her own frigidity. Although
they'd never discussed the relationship that existed between her parents, David was
certain that her mother was sexually an iceberg, and undoubtedly the manipulator
behind the Haley Drug fortune, forever prodding her easygoing husband toward higher
financial goals. In essence, Marilyn's character traits were inherited from Mama... at
least, the dominating ones were, and if there was anything of her father in her it was
certainly lying dormant.
He was sorry as hell for the way he had taken her the night before, but what bothered
him most was his lack of fulfillment, even after emptying his loins into her so many
times. It was almost as if they'd had no intercourse at all in respect to his libido.
Physically, he'd exhausted himself while mentally he was passion-starved, unable to
reach even the minimum point of satisfaction to his need. It was a hell of a confused
entanglement of emotions that kept him on edge most of the time... this, on top of
Lieutenant Ken Saddler's death and the way Chief Devons had handled his shooting so
far...
He couldn't erase the shocking horror of that moment when Ken had cried out, "I'm
hit! I'm hit!" then, died seconds later in his arms. A man didn't forget a thing like that
right away... especially when the victim was a friend and a man one admired greatly,
which was probably the main reason David was so upset when Anita Saddler called him
just before lunch.
"I'll come right over, Anita," he assured her calmly. "Now you just take it easy,
understand? Sit tight and I'll be..."
"David... there are some things I've just got to tell someone... or go mad," she
interrupted him, her voice tight, constricted, as if she were fighting back the tears.
"All right... just keep hold of yourself a few more minutes, eh? And... and no more to
drink. Okay?"
"Yes... I mean, no... all right, David. But please hurry."
He did, having no idea of what possibly could have so upset the attractive twenty-nine
year old widow to the point of setting her drinking at midday. She had been naturally
and openly heartbroken at Ken's death, but she'd borne up well under the telling blow,
displaying unmatchable courage. Although they were not the closest of friends, he and
Marilyn had spent more than a few bridge evenings with the Saddlers, and following
the shooting, Marilyn had sat many hours with her endeavoring to console her as much
as one could at such a time, and a few of those hours, he, too, had been present... Never
had there been any indication that she might break, the way she had just sounded over
the telephone, and the idea worried him.
Their home was a pleasant, small, ranch type house in the Grover-Heights district, a
comparatively new section of Parksburg. Anita met him at the door wearing a blue satin
robe that covered her demurely to the ankles. Her large eyes were swollen and redrimmed, 
but her pretty ovaled face seemed pale and somewhat haggard. She had obviously applied 
fresh lipstick and her short raven hair had been quickly brushed into smooth bangs and 
open curls. She smiled appreciatively, then suddenly bit at her full lower lip as if to 
keep from bursting into tears. David entered and she turned away quickly, walking toward 
the center of the nicely furnished living-room while he closed the door behind him.
"I – ... I'm sorry to have brought you way out here, David," she said suddenly, her head
bowed, her back to him. "I guess I just... just let my emotions get the better of me..."
"Don't apologize, Anita. I'm happy to be of any help I can," David said, noticing the
half empty bourbon bottle and glass on the small table with Ken Saddler's picture
beside it. It wasn't difficult for him to put two and two together. She'd been sitting here
mourning and drinking, tearing herself apart until she had to talk to someone...
someone who knew and was close to her husband... and who better than he who'd been
with him during the last moment of his life. David's heart went out to her...
She turned, facing him suddenly. "P-Please, sit down," she said shakily and pointing
toward the davenport. "Can I get you something? A drink... coffee?"
"Thanks, no, Anita... just sit here beside me and unwind a little," he said, bending his
long frame down onto the couch and patting the cushion beside him. He smiled,
watched her hesitate, then slowly fold into the corner beside him, her leg curling
beneath her. He caught a glimpse of the smooth white flesh of her thigh in the process
before she quickly and modestly drew her robe to cover herself and his awareness that
she was wearing nothing, or next to it, beneath, flashed through his brain. It irritated
him that he should have such thoughts at a time like this.
"David... I'm being watched... continuously watched, and I'm terribly frightened," she
blurted, her eyes reflecting her fear, her lower lip quivering as she spoke.
"Watched?" he repeated. "I don't understand..." Fumblingly, she lighted a cigarette she
took from the table beside her, scratching a book match with trembling hand. She let
out smoke from deep in her lungs. "Chief Devons..." she said, finally, "he's having me
followed everywhere I go, and there's always a man or two watching the house from
some vantage point, usually in a car... both night and day."
David studied her momentarily. Hell, she was letting her imagination run away with
her, but he wasn't about to let her believe he doubted her.
"Have you seen them, Anita...? I mean, you sound pretty sure..."
"I'm positive, David," she said matter-of-factly. "Go to the window and look for
yourself. Half way up in the next block you'll see a tan convertible with two men in it.
It relieved a green Ford sedan at nine o'clock this morning. Please... look for yourself."
He arose and went to the window, carefully looking out around the corner of the drape
without moving it. The car was there with the two men as she had described. They
were too far away to make out physical appearance. He went back to the davenport and
sat down. Nervously, she puffed at her cigarette.
"Have you seen these men up close?" he asked her.
"Close enough to know there have been more than a half-dozen of them. They're
alternated on some system or another."
"Do you recognize any of them?"
"No. They're not from the department... not police, if that's what you mean," she said
positively. "I know most of the men on the force. These men are ugly looking, gaudily
dressed, hoodlumish."
"But you said Chief Devons..." She reached out and touched his hand with her soft,
smooth one. "I know how it sounds, David, but believe me, I'm sure of what I'm
saying. Chief Devons is having me watched and has ever since Ken's... Ken's death."
She bit at her lip once more and David took her hand inside of his own reassuringly.
"Oh God, David... there's so much that you don't know about that man... I-I don't
know where to start, or if I dare..." He felt her hand tremble inside his own then saw
that her robe had fallen slightly open again to expose a peeking glimpse of soft, white
thigh, as well as parting enough above her waist for him to see a portion of the
delightful valley separating her full, round breasts and enough of one of those erect,
satiny mounds to stir him guiltily. He couldn't help the little sensation that rippled
through him, but nevertheless, it shamed and incensed him. He forced his eyes to her
face and said: "Just tell me why you feel it's Chief Devons' doing to have you watched,
Anita...?"
"Because he thinks I know something that I shouldn't," she answered, the words
tumbling from her lips before he could finish his sentence. "Something that might
incriminate him once and for all... put him behind bars where he belongs." She shifted
in her corner to better face him, exposing more luscious thigh and breast to his unwanting 
sight. "Oh God, David... don't you see? Ken knew this... had accumulated
enough evidence to smash Lew Devon's hold on this town... and now he's afraid that I
possess this information! That's why Chief Devons had Ken killed that night in the
warehouse! He had to get him out of the way before Ken exposed him to the State's
Attorney!"
David gaped at her, hardly believing what he'd just heard. "Christ, Anita," he blurted.
"Do you realize what you're saying?"
The attractive brunette smiled thinly. "I know exactly what I'm saying, David." She
took a long drag from her cigarette then ground the stub into the ashtray. "You see, my
husband was planted in the Parksburg Police Department three years ago by the State
Attorney's office... and so was I."
"You?" David continued to stare at her in stupefied awe.
"Yes, me." She didn't look at him and as he watched she lighted another cigarette.
"We'd only been married a year when Ken was assigned to the case. Albany had certain
reliable facts assuring them of Lew Devons' corrupt, graft-ridden little empire, but no
solid proof that would hold up in court. Ken was given the job of getting it... and I, like
a fool, offered to help him. The first task was working Ken into a position of trust with
Devons, and that didn't take long... once we found out what a lecher he was." Now, she
looked up at him, her eyes level, but glazed with tears. "Am I beginning to make myself
clear, David?"
She was, and yet, his mind was refusing to acknowledge it. "You're saying that you...
you made yourself available to Devons...?"
Again, she dropped her eyes, worrying her lower lip with her white even teeth. "I-I
did... many times... before and after Ken was promoted to Lieutenant and he became a
part of the whole illicit operation..."
"And Ken knew this?" David asked incredulously.
She nodded her head, still unable to face him directly. "Yes, David... he knew it... and at
first, it tore him apart inside, but it was the secret ingredient that made it possible for
him to compile the evidence needed... the evidence that I now have in my possession...
but I'm afraid if I try to turn it over or get it to Albany, Lew Devons will do to me what
he did to Ken that night with you."
"Dear Jesus!" David gasped, staring at her. It just wasn't feasible! She'd flipped... was
making it up as she went along! Christ, no man would let his wife do such a thing...
"I know what you're thinking, David," she said softly, puffing at her cigarette before
speaking again. "How could a man allow his wife to give herself that way to any man,
let alone a brute like Lew Devons. And God knows, I don't blame you for wondering...
but you see, you have to truly know a man like Ken, a man who was more devoted to
his work than he ever was to his wife... a man who was willing to sacrifice everything
for his career. My husband, David, had great political aspirations, and he felt by
accomplishing this task he would be setting himself up firmly in Albany. And... and the
fact that our relationship came to an abrupt end... I mean intimately to an end, over a
year ago meant nothing to him."
"Christ, Anita, I can't believe that," David said. "He loved you..."
"He loved his career... and I came to hate him!" she spat suddenly. "So now you know
the reason for the liquor and my sitting here staring at his picture, hating him with
every ounce of strength I can muster. He's dead... his great career a futile, lost effort...
and I'm faced with the menace he left me as my legacy, to say nothing of the horrible
memories and natural physical frustrations...!"
She broke then, dropping her face into her hands and sobbing half-hysterically, her
robe falling open until he could see the tiny ruby tip of one proud, full breast. He
couldn't help himself and he quickly slid closer to her, putting his arm around her and
drawing her to him to cry on his shoulder. She came against him readily, willingly, and
he tucked her head beneath his chin, stroking her hair in an automatic comforting
gesture.
His brain whirled from the impact of the shocking information she had just fed it,
while subconsciously his body reacted tinglingly to the feel of her soft round loveliness
against him. He felt the contour of one firm breast pressing into his chest and the smell
of a light, heady essence from her hair filled his nostrils. His member stirred in his
trousers. Cripes, he'd never realized what a desirable woman she was... and then,
abruptly, visions of Marilyn raced through his mind and he felt his face flushing guilty.
What in hell was wrong with him, anyway? That he should have licentious thoughts at
a time like this was insane... especially with anyone but Marilyn... damnit, he'd better
get a hold on himself. This poor girl was in trouble and there were questions to be
answered, work to be done.
Slowly, he raised her chin with his hand to look into her face. Her whole body quivered
against him, but she'd stopped sobbing. She looked into his eyes with her own tearfilled 
ones, her lips wet and partially opened. He started to speak, but never got there.
Her arms slipped tightly around his neck and her mouth glued itself to his in an open
moist kiss of almost desperate passion. Momentarily, he steeled himself, feeling her tiny
warm tongue sliding into his mouth as one of her hands found his and pressed it inside
her robe to the naked vibrant flesh of her firm full breast.
David gasped, feeling the resistance immediately draining from him as his long-fingered
hand cupped the soft smooth flesh and the hardening nipple burrowed into its palm.
Uncontrollably, he began to knead and caress the resilient mound of warm flesh,
tweaking and rolling the distending nipple between his fingers, his tongue darting into
her mouth exploringly while she began to mewl and suck on it passionately.
Finally, he eased his face back away from hers and saw the longing in her eyes. "Christ,
Anita... what're we doing?" he managed, completely confused.
"Oh God, David... don't talk... I need a man so badly! Please... please help me? I-I'm
going out of my mind!" She buried her face in his neck again and clung tightly to him.
"Please, I'm begging you," she whispered hotly. "Make love to me. Hold me close and
make love to me!"
Spasms of wild excitement coursed savagely over the awakened nerve-ends of his
unfulfilled body. She raised her head to him and he kissed her once more, then ran his
lips over her face hungrily. She squirmed in his arms, lengthening her body until she
was stretched out straight, half on the davenport, half on the floor, and he did the same
until their bodies at this distorted angle were pressing tightly against each other... Her
robe had fallen completely open and he felt rather than saw that she was entirely naked
beneath. Her hands moved down and locked at the small of his back as his lips covered
hers and her tongue slithered into his mouth while he felt the growing weight in his
loins.
Desperately, even as he kissed her, his conscience fought a losing battle against his
mounting lust. His upper hand trailed down over the smooth warm flesh from her
breast along the slight delineation of her ribs and over the curved swell of her hip to the
full soft sphere of her buttocks, stroking the one, then the deep cleft that divided them,
cupping a portion of each as he pressed into them to draw her soft belly snug against
his throbbing hardness. He held her tight to him as he kissed her and felt her warm
trembling body begin uncontrollable little undulating motions that ground her pelvis
against his member until it was jerking into an aching erection.
"My God... Anita... Baby," he rasped heavily. "I-I'm going to! You know I'm going to,
don't you? I can't help it! I've got to do it to you!"
"Oh, my darling... yes, yes! Please... I want you to... I want you to so badly!" Suddenly,
she was writhing to free herself, and then she sat partially up and was working at the
front of his pants. It was then that he saw the silken dark pubic hair covering the
mound between her full, cream white thighs and he smoothed his hand down over her
belly to the soft down and with a little moan she opened to him, letting his finger trace
downward over the tight pink slit separating the sensitive flanges of her already
moistened cunt lips.
He felt her hand move inside the front of his pants and beyond the cotton of his shorts
to grasp the long thick rod of his lust-incited cock and he grunted aloud as her fingers
encircled it to bring it out into the open with them. He heard her little quickening of
breath as she clutched it and saw her eyes widen excitedly as they locked on the husky
organ once it was exposed between them.
Affectionately, she began to stroke it, sliding the heavy foreskin back to reveal the
almost purplish, swollen head. Again, he gasped, and then she was maneuvering him
onto his back in a half sitting position as she dropped to the floor between his legs. He
watched in a semi-stupor as the robe slipped from her shoulders and she knelt in
breathtaking nakedness before him, pulling at the belt of his trousers until he was
entirely exposed to her... and then he realized what she was going to do.
"Darling," she whispered up at him, "I want to show you how much I need you... how
much I need you at this moment...!"
Insanely, his brain reeled and thoughts of Marilyn tried to creep back into mind but he
forced them away. "You don't have to... to do that," he hissed, groaning once more as
her small, long-fingered hand encircled his hard shaft of flesh again, and he saw the
tiny drops of lubricating fluid oozing from its tip in his building desire.
"My God!" she whimpered, "I want to! I've got to!"
David watched mesmerized as her white, soft hand massaged and stroked it, drawing
the heavy foreskin back and forth, up and down... and then suddenly, she lowered over
it, her small pink tongue flicking out to lick away the moisture at its tiny split and he
gasped and leaned forward reaching for both her full, lush breasts, cradling them in his
hands and feeling their hard pulsing nipples pressing into his palms as slowly she
lowered her head and her soft wet lips ovaled, warmly encircling his throbbing cock.
Down and down and down her head seemed to go as she absorbed his throbbing prick
deep up into the warm wet cavern of her mouth, her tongue lashing and working
lovingly against its heavy veined, hard flesh, and then she raised her head, her ovaled
lips sucking their way to its very tip, and he felt the unbelievable, swirling motions of
her tantalizing tongue until finally its point taunted the tiny orifice at its end.
Christ... he'd never been sucked before in his life. It was the ultimate in sensation... the
goddammed absolute ultimate! He was right out of his mind! Damn, he had to get his
things off and get at her!
"Wait!" he croaked breathlessly, pressing her back and getting to his feet as he pulled at
his clothes. Slowly, she climbed up onto the couch, watching him with passion-glazed
eyes as he shed himself of everything almost frantically, then he was on the davenport,
half atop and half beside her, his hot hungry mouth all over her face, then sucking at
her lips, his tongue finally sinking deeply into her mouth as his hands caressed her full
palpitating breasts and explored her body tremblingly.
"My darling, my darling, don't ever stop," she moaned and he shot his tongue between
her lips once more and she sucked gently on it, nibbling with tiny sharp nips of her
teeth, sending chills to dance along the length of his spine. She moved her thighs up
against his crotch, causing his cock to jerk in its now painful hardness. He could feel
the moisture from its seminal fluid seeping from the gland of its rock-hard tip. "It's
such a beautiful, beautiful cock, my lover," she whispered. "I could've sucked it all day
if you'd let me."
The mere thought of her sweet, lovely mouth uttering such lewd words with tender love
and meaning, let alone the things she was saying, was driving him into a near
uncontrollable frenzy of salacious lust. Dear Christ, Ken must've been insane to let Lew
Devons have her... and then, the sudden thought of that vulgar bastard fondling her
soft body, shoving his filthy prick into her tender cunt, or maybe her sweet mouth even
sucking him, caused a near violent wave of jealousy to sweep over him, yet, it made his
cock a hot aching pulsation which pumped against her thigh until he knew she must
feel its searing heat like a rod of scorching steel.
Angrily, he slid his body up over her, leaving his weight heavy upon her and she played
her fingers through his hair. With both hands she drew his face down to her and kissed
him, shooting her tongue up into his mouth as he moved his own hands downward,
clutching and cupping at the smoothness of her buttocks. She wrapped her arms
around him, crushing him tight into her, then ran her fingers exploring over his lean
flesh, searching greedily into the secret concaves and crevices of him. Now, his cock and
balls nestled at the juncture point of her thighs and crotch, a portion of its shaft almost
insinuated inside the split of her cunt, its head resting in the silkiness of the soft hair
covering the puffy little mound of her pelvis.
She squirmed beneath him, moving herself upward along the cushions until she was
satisfied that the inflated head lay atop of her clitoris, then, she lifted herself and him
too, while she moved her hands beneath her buttocks and from either side, spread her
soft hair lined vaginal lips open until his cock lay securely caught within the moist pink
flanges of her cuntal flesh. Then, she lowered herself with a sigh, his throbbing prick
imbedded snugly in the full length of her tight, spread slit.
David's mental capacities spun with the erotic elation of her lewd act. Once, again his
subconscious endeavored to send thought waves of righteousness to his immediate
controlling faculties, but those same lust-inflamed wits spurned them, forcing them
back into that temporarily sealed-off section of his brain. Instead, his hands smoothed
over the soft curves of her naked body as she began a slow, rhythmic undulation and he
felt the long sleek muscles and cords underneath the satin-like skin ripple lightly,
indicating an unexpected, belying strength. He thought of the hardness of his prick
sinking into her receptive loins and he could almost feel the power of her legs gripping
at his back.
This, he was thinking of when she purred catlike and crushed her wet lips upward
against his own, squirming her flat belly tight up to him, her long nails raking the flesh
of his back as he worked his hands beneath her to cup the fullness of her delectable ass
cheeks, drawing her crotch up tighter to him. He tasted the delicious sweetness of her
ecstasy-heated mouth as he moved up and down slowly, the insinuated full length of his
shaft massaging her tight widespread cuntal slit, now growing more moist with each
passing second, and he sensed her full eager buttocks begin a more frenzied circling
motion up against his aching loins, until finally, her legs shot out on either side of him,
her calves forcing against the back of his thighs in her effort to pull him tighter into
her.
"Oh God, Lover... I can't stand it any longer! It's been so long. Please... please make
love to me now?" she whimpered against his lips, her breath hot and sweet in his face,
her hand slithering down between them to gently grasp his aching cock and guide it
between the fleshy, hair-lined lips of her moist, wanting cunt.
David gasped aloud at the touch of her fingers, even while something in that sealed
portion of his brain tried to scream its warning that this was it... this was the moment
of adultery! Again, he drove the tormenting thought away, and as she drew the head of
his long thick staff upward, then downward separating the tiny, entwined silken hairs,
finally placing it at the small opening of her vagina, he flicked his hips with a decisive
movement that drove his pulsating cock with a fleshy, resounding smack into the
clutching hot receptive channel of her hungering pussy, ending all thought to a last
second of sudden overwhelming conscience. It was done! There was nothing now but
the sensation of his heavy cock buried deep inside the velvety walls of her moist,
grasping cunt... nothing except the enrapturing pleasure of this beautiful woman who
needed him and whom he needed as badly.
"Ooooohhhhh," she moaned pleasurably under him, the amazing tightness of her
lubricated passage encasing his love-starved rock-hard flesh with a skilled muscle
control that raised another gasp of delight from deep in his chest.
He found himself thrusting madly, soaring his long, frustrated cock up into her warm
and tight cunt with demonical force, ramming and pounding, the flow of her secretions
coating and easing the way with every plunge, until at last, the angry lust-bloated head
of his heavy prick struck bottom and his charged balls crashed hard against the smooth
rounded cheeks of her wide-spread ass.
Anita whined with the pain-pleasure and writhed in a moment of brief agony beneath
him as the rubbery head of his cock rammed and pummelled the depths of her soft,
yielding belly, but her cry of torment only incited his passion more so and he drove
harder, grinding his pelvis solidly into her soft loins, flexing the head at the apex of his
thrust to raise a further groan of masochistically desired pain from her, while he paused
momentarily to allow his own ache from his vicious entry to deplete itself.
Little mewling sounds of servitude continued to dribble from her lips as she lay beneath
him completely subjugated to his meagerist whim, entirely impaled by his lustfamished, 
heavy cock probing the very intricate depths of her warm soft belly, and a
never-before feeling of sadistic power came over him, causing him to tormentingly flick
the turgid head again and raise another guttural moan from between her erotically
happy, gritted teeth.
She strained up against him and he ground harder into the hot, moist flesh, feeling her
arch her loins needfully up to him, lifting both of their bodies from the davenport while
she moaned unceasingly and he commenced his driving cock-rhythm once more. He
felt her legs tighten and release him at his hips as she began to work up and down his
shaft with her grasping pussy, until they had established a mutual tempo and her head
started to toss wildly from side to side while her mouth gaped open in delicious
abandon.
"Oh my God! In the name of all things beautiful... you... you are magnificent, my
sweet. Oh God, how bad I needed you! I love you! I love your cock! God, how I wish it
was mine to kiss and suck and slip deep up into my cunt like it is right now! Oh
Darling... do more! Hurt me! Make me remember this moment always ! Put your finger
in my ass! Please... yes... yessss! Hurt me, my lover!" she begged in the throes of her
ecstatic anesthesia.
Her plea set off a wild current of sensation inside him, instigating a new tremor of
salacious lust to surge furiously to his cock, his brain, and his groping hands. He
reached in under her and found the wide-spread crevice between her rounded buttocks
while he pounded his unceasing cock into the soft wetness of her seething cunt. He
sought her hairless little anus with his middle finger, trailing along the velvety
smoothness of the undulating furrow, finding it without difficulty... and finding it wet
from a thin rivulet of warm seepage that had trickled down from where his prick
pleasurably drove into her. She shivered erotically as he taunted the puckered little hole,
lubricating with certainty the tiny mouth with the balled pad of his middle finger before
teasing and probing it with the very tip. He felt her quivering buttocks press back
against the stiffened digit and uncontrollably, he pressed hard into it, surprised at its
resistance, for this, too, was a new unbelievable adventure for him. It popped suddenly,
its elastic ring of rubbery flesh seeming to open like a small mouth to absorb and suck
his finger inside to the first knuckle joint. She jerked beneath him, almost as if trying to
evade the sudden intrusion, but he knew that couldn't be so.
"Oh... Ohhhh! You hurt me so beautiful, Lover. More! Give me more and fuck me
harder! Harder, Darling, harder!"
He was insane in his own building rapture. He'd never before seen, heard, even
dreamed of anything like this in his life. He thrust again as simultaneously he increased
the stroke of his cock into the warm wet channel of her clasping cunt, and felt the
smooth, rubbery walls of her rectum the length of his long probing finger to the palm
of his hand, causing her to whimper aloud with the wanted, masochistic pleasure-pain
that had unquestionably seized all control of her seething naked flesh.
She skewered her bottom back down onto the distended finger searching, thrusting,
encircling the elastic depths of her back channel, seeming to revel on its unnatural
presence as he rotated it wildly inside the soft fleshy cavern of her rectum, while at the
same time he could feel the in and out thrusts of his heavy prick through the thin wall
dividing the two entrances of her channels... feeling his cock with his exploring,
pummeling finger, and his finger against the sensitivity of his aching prick. God! It was
too much! He was going to go out of his mind if he didn't cum soon!
He endeavored to establish a combination rhythm of finger and cock, until he was
fucking into her furiously in unison while she groaned incessantly beneath him. She
spread her long white legs to the fullest in order to give him the greatest access to this
perverted ravishment of her genitals, and all of a sudden he sensed his prick expanding
more and more... growing inside her to the point where he was certain it would erupt
wildly like a volcano from the dull, needling pain-pressure building in his already
bloated balls smacking viciously between her smooth buttocks and against his own
probing finger buried in the secret depths of her anal passage.
Dear Christ, he thought, he couldn't last much longer! He hoped she was ready... had
had enough! God, he didn't want to let her down... He realized now how much she had
needed this. But his cock was ready to rip apart with his orgasm! Hell, he couldn't hold
it back... not any longer, once it started! And he had to shoot soon or he'd lose his
mind for goddammed certain! Christ, yessss...!
He began hammering into her with longer, harder thrusts as his finger gouged her
wide-stretched rectum mercilessly. She gripped him tight over his back with her thighs
and he hoped dazedly that she was getting ready to cum... he couldn't last another
minute without blowing his mind! Christ...! And then he heard her begin to moan and
whimper like an animal, guttural little sounds that were coming from deep in her throat
and he felt her strong working thighs opening and closing around him as she thrust
upward onto his cock and backward onto his finger to the tempo of his savage, wanton
ravaging of her loins.
"Oooohhh... harder, Precious! Fuck it harder! Harderrr!" Anita coughed, then spew a
barrage of foul and obscene words as she drove her heels high into the flesh of his back.
Abruptly, she pulled back her legs and raised them up over his shoulders, presenting
him with the full, widespread plain of her upraised crotch. Her eyes, like her teeth, were
locked tightly together, while her face twisted and strained as her orgasm came onto
her.
"Oh God... I'm going to cum, Lover! Fuck! Fuck! Oooohhh fuck it good! Fill me! Don't
ever... ever... Ooohhh... Now! Now! I'm cumming... cuuummmmmiiiinnnngggg...!"
She whimpered, then cried out, pulling her thighs back tighter until the whole of her
hungrily sucking vaginal slit was offered up to him to use as he wished. She thrust her
crotch up at him with bruising force, her mouth falling open loosely, her nostrils flared,
a near shrieking wail escaping her as she screwed herself up onto his cock and clung
there while the hot, moist walls of her cunt milked at his driving prick like a child
sucking at candy.
Her ecstasy drove him on and he continued to hammer into her as he felt her cuntwalls 
secrete their warm gushes of wet, slippery fluid around his plundering cock,
flooding his shaft and balls... and as she jerked and lurched beneath him, spasming
wildly, the mouth and lips of her cunt sucking at him feverishly, her breath laboring in
short deep gasps, he sensed his own hot, wet sperm race the length of his prick in
stimulating rapture, racking his lean frame as it spurted from the top of his cock far, far
up into her soft quivering belly. It convulsed and gushed around in never ending
delight inside her and she ground her crotch up tight against its buried depths.
"Oh fill me... fill me with your cum, Lover!" Anita moaned, her thighs quaking, her
belly trembling with the unleashed pool of pleasure he was emptying into her.
And then, as the peak was passing and he continued to fuck into her, it happened. The
front door flew open and two men rushed in, each with cameras in their hands. David,
lost in the erotic bliss of the moment, neither saw nor heard them, but Anita's sudden
scream along with the blinding flash of the cameras caused him to jerk his head around
in their direction.
"What the hell!" he blurted, struggling to climb off her, but by the time he had
staggered to his feet they were out the door and it was slamming behind them.
Cursing, David charged the door, then remembered his nakedness. Instead, he made it
to the window in time to see the tan convertible screech away from the curb. They were
gone! Slowly, he turned to face Anita who was sitting up now, gaping at him in stark
fear.
"M – My God!" she gasped. "Oh, my God! David, David... what have I done to you?"
He didn't know what to say; he was that shocked. Again, he remembered and looked
down stupidly at his own nakedness, seeing his wet, limp prick hanging uselessly, guilt
and shame suddenly flooding his brain simultaneously. He moved toward his clothes
and began pulling them on while Anita picked up her robe and quickly slipped into it.
Neither spoke for a long moment. Finally, he said: "Why? You have any ideas? What
the hell are they after? Some kind of blackmail scheme? What? Jesus, I don't get it..."
"I don't know, David. I swear, I don't," she answered, her voice shaky once more. "But
whatever it is, Lew Devons is behind it. I'm certain of that."
David stared at her as he knotted his tie. He'd certainly compromised himself
beautifully. Christ, if Marilyn ever saw those pictures... He didn't want to think of that.
"Are you still having anything to do with Chief Devons?" he asked her.
She hesitated briefly, then: "I'm not going to lie to you... Once in awhile he comes
here... but usually he sends for me to come up to his suite at City Hall. The last time
was before Ken was killed... I-I'm afraid not to go, David... afraid what he'd do to me.
He's terribly possessive and jealous... even though he treats his women like animals."
David was silent, completely enraged with himself for letting his passion lead him into
this mess. If Devons was behind it then it was going to mean his job for sure, and there
was damn little question but what Marilyn would shortly know the whole story. As
much as he hated even the thoughts of such a thing, it would be best if he told her
first... made a clean breast of it. He said to Anita: "What is this evidence you mentioned
that would hang Chief Devons?"
"A little book with names, dates, amounts in graft paid directly to Devons in Ken's
presence," she replied. "There are also names of pushers, pimps, prostitutes and all the
rest who work indirectly for him. Vic Beaudry handles it all for him, but Vic is
answerable to Lew Devons."
"And you have factual proof of what you're saying?"
"Unquestionable proof... if I can only get it to Albany." She paused, then came close to
him, not touching him but waiting for his move.
David looked down into her face. He saw her tears once more and his own problem
seemed to fall into the background. She had made him happier sexually than he had
ever been in his life... and he knew there could be more, if, and when, he wanted it. He
slipped his arms around her waist and drew her against him. She raised her face and he
kissed her lips tenderly.
"Oh God, Darling," she whispered, "I'm so sorry it happened this way. You were
wonderful. I loved it... and you... but I don't want to cause you any more trouble. You'd
better go..."
"I'm going to help you, Anita," David said resolvedly. "If all you say is true, it's no
longer just breaking Devon's hold on Parksburg... it's catching the man responsible for
Ken Saddler's murder. I'm still a cop, too, and Ken was a good friend of mine. I just
can't turn my back on this... Where's the book?"
Anita studied him for a long moment, hesitating, then she left him, going into her
bedroom. Momentarily, she was right back and handed him a small, blue,
memorandum note-book. David took it, quickly leafing through it to read names he
recognized... even City Council members. It was dynamite, no question about that.
"Will you see that it gets to Albany, David?"
"I promise."
She sighed, smiled, and moved into his arms again. "I feel much better," she said. She
raised her face and he kissed her. "Will... will you come back and see me again...
sometime?"
"I shouldn't. We both know I shouldn't."
"I know... but will you?"
"I-I don't know right now, Anita," he said, his eyes trailing over her saddened face.
"Please, don't ask me. But if you need me... if there's any trouble, I mean... call and I'll
come. You hear?"
"Yes, Darling."
He pressed her from him. "Good bye," he said, "and... and thanks for the most
wonderful time in my life."
They looked at each other for a long moment, no more words passing between them:
then, he left.


Chapter 5


Marilyn had prepared an early dinner after David called her from headquarters to let
her know he had to transport some prisoners to Auburn and would be late getting back.
He had come home shortly after that, bypassed his usual martini and had hardly
spoken all through the meal. Something was bothering him, but he obviously didn't
intend to divulge its nature. Once, she thought, he started to let it out, and as suddenly,
changed his mind, stopping right in the middle of a sentence to say no more. She
hadn't pressed, for it frightened her, inasmuch as she found herself wondering if
somehow he had discovered that she was meeting with Chief Devons in his office this
very night. Was it possible that the Chief had betrayed her confidence and spoke to
David about it? Dear God, she hoped not. David would never forgive her if he knew
what she had in mind... but dinner had passed, a little strained for conversation, and
then he was gone.
She thought these things now as she piloted their Mustang along the darkened city
streets to park behind the City Hall building. As the Chief had instructed, she entered
off Fourth Street and unnoticed, stepped into the elevator, pressing the top button
marked 'S.' A little shudder ran over her soft supple body at what she was about to do,
now that the moment was at hand. But she was determined, just as Mama would be. If
there was any consolation, it was in knowing that one day David would gratefully thank
her. She raised her chin in defiance and the elevator came to a stop, the door sliding
open just as she looked at her watch... ten o'clock exactly.
She stepped out into a small foyer and a voice coming from her right startled her.
"You're a very punctual girl, Mrs. Archer," it said pleasantly.
Marilyn turned to see that it was Chief Devons framed in the doorway leading into the
softly lighted rooms behind him. She offered a smile of recognition and said: "I always
try to be."
"And a very lovely girl... if I may," he added, his broad handsome face caught in a
warm, if somewhat lecherous, smile of his own. "Won't you come in?"
He waited and let her pass in front of him, her eyes widening at the unexpected
splendor of the quarters, as well as the sound of soft listening music gently filling the
atmosphere of the room. Then, she saw Kaptain standing nobly beside a huge reclining
chair and she received her third surprise.
"What a gorgeous animal," she said. "What's his name?"
"Kaptain," replied the Chief, pressing a button that caused a heavy metal-like paneling
to slide into place, sealing off the foyer from this room rather decidedly, Marilyn
thought. "He's my constant companion. I go no place without him... and a better
bodyguard a man couldn't have. He's been especially and thoroughly police-trained and
will kill a human being in less than ten-seconds at my command."
"My God! How terrible!" Marilyn exclaimed, sensing a void at the base of her stomach
at the mere idea.
Devons smiled. "Not at all," he said. "He's perfectly tame to those he likes... particularly
women." He had walked up to stand beside her. "Would you like to pet him?"
Marilyn stared at the magnificent animal which hadn't taken its great brown eyes from
her since she walked in. "I-I don't know," she said, looking up into the Chief's smiling
face. "Is it safe? He's such a picturesque beast..."
"Of course, it's safe. Come here, Kaptain," he smiled secretly to himself. "The beautiful
lady would like to get acquainted."
The animal responded immediately, coming to stand before her while she stroked the
soft fur of the massive head. Marilyn smiled down into the deep brown eyes and heard
the little whines emitting from its throat.
"I think he likes me," she said, patting and gently scratching the dog's neck.
"I'm sure he does," Chief Devons said, walking toward a small corner bar. "Sit down,
Mrs. Archer and I'll pour us a little refreshment."
Marilyn moved to a luxurious chair and eased down into it while Kaptain returned to
his place beside the reclining chair across from her, never taking his seemingly
appraising eyes off her. Now, she looked about at the plushly decorated room, deciding
that his office must be adjacent, this was but a sitting-room, and a lavish one. She'd had
no idea that police officials enjoyed such extravagant quarters. It reminded her
somewhat of her parents' own living-room, but on a smaller scale...
"Have you ever tasted Pernod, Mrs. Archer?" Chief Devons asked, offering her a glass
almost filled with a milky white liquid over ice.
"I don't believe so," she replied, accepting the drink and raising it to her lips to sip. It
had a licorice-like flavor, very palatable and easy going down. She tried a larger swallow
and smiled her approval. "It is refreshing... and certainly mild. I should imagine one
could drink considerable of it without getting too high...?"
"Yes, considerable," the Chief replied, lowering himself into the chair across from her,
his eyes riveting on her shapely nylon encased legs and the ample exposure of thigh
beneath the white mini-dress she wore. "Just a nice mellow glow that seems to stay with
you. I usually have one or two at the end of a long day," he said, his flint-hued eyes
raking the soft, full contours of her young body hungrily, until they finally came to rest
on her slightly flushing face. "So, my dear... what is the purpose of our little secret
meeting.
Marilyn shifted uneasily in her chair, consciously smoothing and tucking at the folds of
her short skirt where his eyes continued to glance in alternating fashion from face to
thigh and back again. She had gone over this moment a dozen times in the last few
hours, anticipating how she would lead into the subject, but suddenly she felt at loss for
words... completely confused. God, she was growing sorrier with every passing second
that she'd come. Then, she thought of her mother and how she would react under the
same circumstances and a revival of confidence trickled through her. She said: "Is my
husband a good policeman, Chief Devons?"
The big man studied her a moment, surprise at her words obvious in his expression.
"That's a rather unusual question, Mrs. Archer... but I'll answer it for you. Yes, I'd say
David was a good lawman, a bit short on experience yet... and maybe a little too
philosophical with his theories of rehabilitating hardened criminals, but basically a good
cop with a future."
Marilyn sipped at her drink, holding her eyes levelly on the official's handsome face.
"How much of a future, Chief Devons... and more important... how soon?"
Little furrows of wonderment crinkled the Chief's brow. He tasted his own drink while
he tried to make some sense of her questions. What the hell was she getting at anyway?
She was leading toward something, but what? He made a little smile and said: "I think
we might get further, my dear, if we come right out in the open. What're you trying to
say?"
Marilyn's tiny tongue peeked out to run along her upper lip. She hesitated, choosing
her words, then: "All right, Chief Devons, I will. I want my husband to take the late
Lieutenant Saddler's place in the department."
The bluntness of her statement left Devons temporarily speechless. He gaped at her in
silence. He watched her lift the glass to her lips again and take a long swallow. This is
no shy little broad, he was thinking... no sweet, empty headed skirt with just a body
that could set a man's prick to throbbing, but a doll with a sound head on her
shoulders, and a shrewd, ambitious head at that. Well now... maybe... just maybe... He
felt a sudden little tingling in his loins as he said: "You make yourself quite clear, Mrs.
Archer... except for a few minor points."
"Such as...?"
"Such as David's lack of seniority as well as experience for starters."
"In lieu of experience, David has the education," she replied evenly, her confidence
rapidly increasing with the alcohol and now that they were getting down to the nitty
gritty of things. "As for the seniority... I was under the impression that all promotions
rested with you, Chief Devons."
He nodded. "And you'd be correct... the final decision is mine," he said, pleased that
she was aware of his importance. He leaned back in his chair, eyeing her carefully. "You
realize, of course, that there are some twenty-year men like Mace, Baxter and Jordan
who are actually in line for the job through their seniority alone..."
"But are they qualified, Chief Devons?" Marilyn interrupted.
Devons shrugged his massive shoulders. "Their years of experience qualifies them, my
dear. Nothing takes the place of experience. You see, a police department is a great deal
like a military; a man must earn his promotions in rank with experience as well as
ability."
Marilyn sipped at her Pernod. She let her eyes rest unflinchingly on his face. "I'm
reminded of the earlier history of the military," she said thoughtfully. "I believe the
system had to do with the buying of commissions, which made it possible for
gentlemen to obtain ranks equal to their social position... or what they could afford.
Isn't that the way it was, Chief?"
Lew Devons couldn't contain the tiny smile tugging at his thin-lipped mouth. His eyes
gleamed interestedly. She had diplomatically touched him in one of his two most
vulnerable places, his wallet... while his prick was waiting patiently its own turn. He
raised his glass, draining it, then arose, holding out his hand for hers. She emptied it
and handed it to him, watching him walk off toward the little bar, talking
simultaneously.
"I'm not certain that was a very successful system, but it was the method practiced...
and who is to say it still isn't used somewhat today." He returned, extending her the
drink and going back to his chair. Automatically, his big hand dropped down beside
him to pet Kaptain's great head affectionately. "Shall we stop hedging with one another,
Mrs. Archer, and come out in the open? What's your offer?"
She hesitated only a moment. "Ten-thousand dollars," she said evenly. "In cash...
tonight... now."
He pursed his lips as he watched her. Once more, she had stunned him. Remarkable
little bitch, he thought. "You have that kind of money?"
"I do. Right in my handbag. I drew it from my personal account this afternoon." She
started to open it. "Would you care to see?"
He said nothing and she brought out a long manila envelope, offering it to him. He
took it, lifted the flap and leafed through the bills. His eyes came back to rest on her
face once more as he patted the envelope against the palm of his hand, and for the first
time Marilyn began to feel uneasy beneath their hot, probing gaze. Finally, he said:
"Does your husband have any idea what you're doing... Marilyn, isn't it?"
"Yes, it's Marilyn... and no, he does not. That's why I had to be certain that our
meeting be kept secret."
"What do you suppose he'd say if he knew?" Devons asked, the trace of a smile pulling
at the corners of his mouth.
"Oh God... I shudder to think of that," Marilyn said, a little chill running over her.
"David has a great sense of right and wrong... and I'm sure he'd say what I've just done
is very wrong... but I want my husband to be more than just a... a leaf on the tree,
Chief Devons... I want him to at least be a branch... and before I'm too old to
appreciate it. Isn't that understandable...?"
Devons continued to watch her. He was delighted with her philosophy; it was
coinciding marvelously with his own. "You're an ambitious young woman, Marilyn...
and I admire ambition," he said, confident now that it was going to work out to
perfection. He was going to fuck this luscious innocent morsel... and very damned soon.
His heavy cock jerked inside his shorts at the mere thought, and it occurred to him that
he might not have to use his trump card to accomplish the feat after all. He grinned at
her. "You know, I have a secret ambition of my own... that you might be able to help
me with... kind of a favor for a favor, you might say..." Marilyn studied him. Something
in the tone... the inflections of his voice caused the tiny hairs on her arms to stand up.
She searched his narrowed eyes for meaning and saw undisguised lechery there, truly
frightening her now.
"Wh-What do you mean... a favor?" she managed, hesitatingly.
"Well... first, I should make my position clear," he said, pausing to drink from his glass,
"Both of our positions, as a matter of fact. You've just tried to bribe me into promoting
your husband to a rank he isn't qualified for... and with hardly enough money to make
it worth my while at that. In short, my dear, you've placed yourself in a rather
defenseless predicament... and that's to my liking."
"I-I don't understand," Marilyn stammered, experiencing a sinking sensation in her
stomach, realization slowly dawning that it wasn't going as she had anticipated at all...
and she'd been so certain that she'd reached him.
"Let me be a little more explicit then, Doll," he said, grinning almost salaciously now.
"David gets the promotion... and we'll call the ten grand ample... as a down payment.
The balance I'll take out in trade... say, once or twice a week, or as the urge strikes me.
Fair enough?"
Marilyn gaped at him, the full, horrible meaning of his words yet to register clearly. She
felt the muscles of her stomach tense once more and a clamminess creep the length of
her spine causing a spasmodic shiver to pass over her. She couldn't take her eyes from
his openly licentious grin. Finally, she managed: "Are you... are you suggesting that I...
that we...? My God! You are, aren't you...?"
The big man chuckled gloatingly. Christ, was it possible there were still such naive
women in the world? He said: "If the word you avoided using is fuck, then that's
exactly what I'm suggesting, my pet."
A wave of shocked repulsion at what he had said and his use of that lewd vile word
abruptly overwhelmed her. She sat staring numbly at him, subconsciously lifting her
drink in stunned silence to her lips and letting a tiny rivulet dribble to her chin, finally
blotting it away with a finger. It couldn't be possible... it just couldn't be!
"M-My God," she half-whispered, "you can't mean that... Wh-What do you think I
am... some... some prostitute off the street that you can proposition like this...?"
Lew Devons' eyes narrowed in mounting anger. His grin faded. "Just a goddamned
minute, Sweetheart... let's get a couple of things straight," he spat. "I'm not
propositioning anyone. It's you who came to me offering bribery... I merely told you
the price. Now... how bad you want that husband of yours to be Lieutenant Archer is
up to you... your decision to make... but those are my terms. If you're not woman
enough to handle them, then let's call our little meeting ended, eh?"
Suddenly, she wanted to cry, scream, something to vent the unbelievable
disappointment and rage building inside her. That he could even conceive of such a
thing as she giving her body to him like some wanton slut was the lowest of imaginable
degradations. "You... you filthy brute, you!" she hissed at him. "My husband will kill
you for this...!"
Devons broke into gruff laughter. "Supposing we tell him all about it and see what he
does, Baby," he said, leaning forward in his chair, his eyes dancing with lewd delight.
Then, he reached inside his coat pocket, brought out an envelope of his own and
extracted several, what looked to be photographs from it. "And while we're at it, we'll
ask him to explain these."
The big man thrust the snapshots into Marilyn's hand and she focused her eyes on
them, staring in horrified disbelief. "Oh no... no..." she groaned as she fumbled through
the sickeningly obscene and abominable reproductions of David and Anita Saddler,
completely naked, she on her back with him on top of her... her legs up over his
shoulders, his thing shoved all the way into her until she could see only his testicles...
and the lurid, salacious expressions contorting their faces... "Oh my God... I... I can't
believe it...!" she gasped, a flooding of nausea overtaking her. She sensed the blood
draining from her face and a certain light-headedness she had never before experienced.
The room spun and a chill caused her to convulse, followed by a flushing spasm... and
then she fainted...
The detective driving was Mark Warfield, a rookie moved out of harness into
plainclothes two-weeks before. David was in charge and the two felons in the back seat
were securely handcuffed and encaged within the heavy mesh of screen and locked,
handleless doors. Mark had wanted to talk but David was too filled with his own
problems and the conversation had lapsed into silence after the first few miles.
Lew Devons was more than just a racketeer... he was a murderer, whether he'd pulled
the trigger or not; he was responsible for Ken Saddler's death. He had to be stopped
and fast. Maybe, he, himself, wasn't all that he should be... after what he'd sunk to with
Anita Saddler this very day, but he wasn't going to try to live with it on his conscience.
He would tell Marilyn everything; then, somehow try to make it up to her... if she'd
forgive him. Christ, though, it'd been wonderful... if only Marilyn could be half that
much woman... Damnit, he had to get her out of his mind. He had to lay some plans.
There wasn't that much time for him to get to Albany now, not with those pictures of
Anita and himself in existence. If he only knew a little more what it was all about. Why
was Devons having her watched? One of two reasons: either out of jealousy, or because
he figured she had the incriminating evidence in her possession that Ken had
accumulated... or both. Devons must know of the evidence, otherwise he wouldn't've
had Ken killed. And now, he might well suspect that Anita had passed the information
on to him... which could make his own life about as worthless as they come. If he'd
killed once, he wouldn't hesitate to do it again.
It all came down to one thing; he'd have to act first, before Devons had a chance to.
And his best bet was to confront the Chief the moment he got back from Auburn, some
three hours from now... lay his cards on the table and offer the man an opportunity to
give himself up willingly. It seemed like the least he could do before turning over the
evidence to Albany. They might go a little easier on him then... and after all, nothing
could bring Ken Saddler back to life...
"Cigarette?" Mark offered, interrupting his train of thoughts. "No thanks."
"You're awful damned quiet tonight, Dave. Something bothering you?"
"Nothing I can't handle," he said. "Personal problems is all."
"Fight with the wife?" Mark grinned and asked.
David didn't answer; he was thinking that the next three or four hours were going to be
the longest ones in his life. Christ, he'd be glad when this night was over.
"Here... sip a little more of this... it's brandy," the distant sounding voice directed.
Marilyn felt her head and shoulders being lifted by a strong arm and dazedly she
obeyed. Slowly, the room began to return to focus. She was lying outstretched... on a
davenport... and a man rested on its edge beside her. It was Chief Devons. His big hand
held a glass from which she had drunk and his other hand was around her, supporting
her in a half-raised position. The strong liquor caused her tongue to tingle and there
was a mild, pleasant, burning at the base of her stomach.
"Did... did I faint?" she asked, slowly setting up.
"I'm afraid you did," he said, running his tongue over his lips. "It must've been the
pictures."
Marilyn looked down and saw that her skirt was raised almost to her waist. Quickly,
she smoothed it down, a flush of embarrassment rushing over her. "I-I'm sorry... I
never faint. I don't know what hap..." She paused as abruptly, pieces of muddled
thoughts began to fit together; then, she remembered.
"Here," Chief Devons said, holding the glass to her lips. "Better finish this. It'll help."
She did. She held to the back of the davenport for a moment, then tried to move
around him, but his arm went over her, not touching her, but barring her way. She
lowered her hand to her thigh and his big one came down to cover it. Her heart bolted
at his little aggression, seeming to surge upward right into her throat. She gaped at him
breathlessly, then squirmed backwards, sliding herself into the corner of the davenport.
He smiled, not unhandsomely, but those lecherous little lights were dancing in his eyes
again.
"You're a very luscious and desirable girl, Marilyn," he spoke softly. "I'm sorry I had to
be the one to show you those pictures... I certainly didn't want you angry at me, but
you would've found out sooner or later, anyway." His big hand was caressing her own
tenderly.
"Please... I don't feel at all well," she tried, the full impact of the pictures he referred to
coming back to her. "I-I want to leave now..." Lew Devons smiled. "Leave now...?
When the party's just beginning? Is that anyway for my new partner to act? What
would the future Lieutenant Archer say if he thought his wife was being... shall we say...
rude to his Chief? I'm sure he'd be hurt just as I am."
He continued to smile while the licentious gleam sparkled in his eyes. A tremor rippled
over her as she felt his hand move suddenly to her flat, tense stomach, then around her
waist as he slithered closer to her, until his square handsome face was mere inches from
her own. What amazed her was that the touch of his hand and its warmth through the
material of her dress sent a further tremor... a near-thrill surging over her. Even so, she
couldn't ignore the fact that she was a married woman, and even though David had
violated their relationship, she still loved him and would stand beside him regardless of
anything he had done.
"Stop! Please... stop it!" she snapped, writhing from his grasp and gaining her feet, but
not too steadily. "I-I never should've come here! I was wrong... terribly wrong..." He
arose beside her, his big square face set in a determined expression. "Maybe, you were,
Doll... but it's a trifle late for remorse," he said, his carnal eyes devouring her. "You and
I have a deal now... one you proposed and I accepted... with a slight amendment... It
could be enjoyable... or you could make it difficult... Either way, Baby, it's going to
happen. I'm going to make love to you... or fuck you... it's your choice."
Marilyn stiffened as if she'd been submerged in ice-water. Her mouth fell loosely open
and her eyes widened in utter disbelief, once more, his blatant, sincere use of the vile
word knifing into her as she truly began to sense her helplessness against him. Then,
she felt his hands slipping around her waist and the strength of his powerful arms
slowly drawing her tight against him, those same hands moving down to encompass the
round full sphere of her buttocks. She felt the blood rushing to her face in the shame of
his coarse hands moving intimately over her tensed fear-stricken body.
"S-Stop! Stop it, do you hear! I'll scream!" she tried, desperately.
"Go right ahead, Doll... scream your lungs out. No one is going to hear you... the room
is sound-proof."
"Please... please... give me back my money and I'll leave..."
"You know it's too late for that, little girl," he said, grinning into her face. "The damage
has been done... can't renege now, we're in business, you and me... Besides, how would
David feel if I told him you were here trying to buy his promotion for him? But maybe
you'd think of some story to tell him, eh? I wonder what? What do you suppose he'd
say about you giving me ten thousand dollars. Think you could make up a clever
enough story to fool him? Is he that gullible?" He continued to grin into her face.
"Touchy, eh? A real hairy predicament... wouldn't you say?"
She could only gape the few inches into his face as his teasing hands massaged and
stroked her buttocks, pressing her tighter against the rising bulge at his loins.
God! How could she explain the money to David? She might be able to think of
something if she could just clear her head... Heavenly Father, why had she come here
this way? She'd been an utter fool... but she'd only wanted to help... and she'd been so
certain that in the end, David would have been grateful... she loved him so... Oh... oh,
his huge thing was grinding right into her...!
Again, she struggled in his arms, endeavoring to free herself, but she was helpless
against his great strength, and slowly he lowered his head until his lips completely
engulfed her soft wet mouth, his tongue slashing between her lips and against her teeth
lustfully. He held her close, his big hands hot and moving as they pressed into the
round orbs of her buttocks forcing her pelvis tighter against him, his height placing the
throbbing bulge at his loins hard against the softness of her belly and an uncontrollable
tremor rippled over her.
Something insane was happening within her! She was actually experiencing
ungovernable little sensations of excitement to alternate with those of shame and
repulsion at his demanding assault on her body, and although she offered momentary
spasmodic resistance, her mouth opened to the pillage of his tongue and she relaxed
against him as he drew her down to the davenport, his large right hand completely
covering her full erect breast to send further galvanic tingles shooting through her.
"Oh... oh... oh!" she groaned and he smiled above her.
"Can't help yourself, eh Doll?" he hissed, his hands roving over her exploringly. "And
you know why?... The Pernod, Baby... it turns you on... makes you wild. Oh, you're
going to love this, little girl," he went on, leaning above her and playing with her
beautiful face with his tongue.
His words ricocheted against the walls of her brain as she tried to decipher their
meaning. She was alive with overpowering, unfathomable sensation. His hands, his
tongue, his whole body was setting her aflame with desire. Never... never before, even
with David, had she ever felt so overcome with naked sensual craving. She had to get a
hold of herself! Was she losing her wits entirely... that she could come to enjoy the lewd
caresses of this vile man...? Oh David... What have I done...?
Now, his huge hand was on her leg... her thigh... the soft warm flesh of her innerthigh... 
and she wanted it there! Oh, David! David! David! Forgive me... but it's so
warm and big and gentle... moving upward... always upward toward...!
"You gorgeous creature, you," Lew Devons hissed down at her where she lay stretched
out beneath him, while his hand slithered up and down the smooth flesh of her
quivering leg, enjoying the touch of the nylon flesh of her hose just before it ceded to
the hot flesh of her smooth, vibrant thighs. He let his hand brush several times to the
very peak, so that it might instigate the sensation of contact as it pressed against the
white nylon strip encasing her soft, delicate young pussy... and it did, he was certain.
Marilyn groaned and jerked with each pressured touch against her tingling genitals, her
brain desperately fighting to seize control from her rapidly overpowering physical
senses. My God, she had to stop this deplorable degradation she was allowing her body
to be submitted to!
"No... No, Chief Devons... please... please don't," she moaned as she felt his fingers
tugging at the snug elastic leg band of her panties. And even as she spoke, her arms
snaked about his neck tightly and her legs opened to him uncontrollably while her
tongue trailed across his lips, little whimpers of helpless submission emitting from her
throat.
It happened, then! She felt his thick finger tracing the thin, pink furrowed line of her
naked cunt and she writhed and squirmed beneath it. Her hands moved to his powerful
shoulders, their long nails digging into the flesh through his clothes, and a brief
sensation of repulsion swept through her even as prurient spasms of involuntary desire
spiraled through her loins and belly, while slowly he parted the soft, sparse pubic hair
and insinuated his middle finger deeper and deeper into her moist, warm vaginal lips.
"Oh... Mamma... Mamma...," she whimpered aloud.


Chapter 6


Marilyn tossed her head and whined throatily in her emotional torment and
unprecedented libidinous craving, a stimulating shock playing along the smooth flesh of
her legs, and she twitched and squirmed her buttocks down into the softness of the
davenport, her whimpers changing into an incessant, helpless groan as his fingers
taunted the sensitive slit of her vagina, gently thrusting and probing into it, parting the
silken blonde pubic hair and making a sudden electrifying contact with the tiny
throbbing of her clitoris. She sensed her own dampness from the undesired passion that
had crept over her, saturating her whole being, and she chewed at her lips to withhold
the moan of delectation mounting elastically in her breast.
Oh... Oh... it was wicked and evil... terribly wrong! She must stop him from doing these
forbidden, lascivious things to her... before it was too late! Suddenly, she forced her
hands against his heavy chest, her teeth gnashing and bared as she began to squirm and
kick, endeavoring to shove him away from her.
"Stop! Stop it, I say! You can't... I won't let you!" she spat, snarling viciously between
her teeth. "Get off me! Let me up, damn you!"
Her savage attack not only surprised Lew Devons, but brought Kaptain abruptly to his
feet, and automatically she froze in new horror as the great animal moved close to
present his own bared fangs and ferocious growl only inches from her face. It was a
simple act for Devons to catch both of her flailing wrists in his one big hand while his
weight held her pinned helplessly beneath him.
"Now see what you've done, you little bitch!" he snarled down at her, forcing his hip
and leg between hers so she could no longer close her thighs at will to his thick finger
that continued to taunt the moist, tender flesh of her sensitive vagina. "Kaptain doesn't
like the way you're reacting, and unless you want those teeth sunk into that nice round
ass of yours, I'd advise you to cooperate, understand? Because, just as I told you, Baby,
I'm going to fuck you... even if it has to be rape," he spat down into her face. "Now...
you be nice and I'll send him away. You don't, and I'll give you a sample of his blood
thirstiness. You decide..." Slowly, Marilyn relaxed her struggling, the incredible horror
of her complete helplessness... of the entire abominable situation slowly impressing
upon her mind. My God, she was hopelessly trapped! There was nothing she could do
but lie there in defenseless subjugation while he lewdly felt of, and explored her soft
young body at will... taking any and all indecent liberties with her that he pleased.
There was absolutely no way she could stop him... and even if she could, she stood to
lose! He would tell David of her coming there and offering him the money, and David
would never forgive her for that...
What a horrible position she had placed herself in! But if she submitted willingly, at
least, David would have the promotion... he had promised that... Oh God...!
The tears of humiliation streamed warmly down her cheeks, and then in a new
revulsion she discovered that her treacherous body was again reacting with unwanting
desire to the maddening play of his fingers in her vagina, her hips actually responding
of their own volition in rhythm to his tantalizing ministrations in the wet, aroused split
between her legs.
"Now... that's better, Baby," he hissed at her. "Much better. You're beginning to enjoy
it, eh? That soft, tight little cunt of yours is getting nice and wet... and you've decided to
let Daddy fuck you, right?"
Marilyn couldn't speak. She tried but her words stuck in her throat, the sensual shock
of his thick fingers teasing around her quivering clitoris causing her to writhe her
buttocks down into the cushion in an effort to escape the frenzied spasms coursing over
her soft, vibrant flesh.
"Oh... Oh," she moaned helplessly, as he kept up his clitoral abuse, at last pausing to let
her answer him.
"Well?" he probed. "Do we fuck nicely?"
"Yes... yes... whatever you say... but David... he'll get the promotion, won't he?" she
questioned, almost breathless from his assault, her face still wet with her tears of shame
and subjugation.
"He'll get it all right, Baby... don't worry about that. And you... you'll cooperate... fuck
willingly?"
Again, the sound of the lewd obscene word caused her to react inwardly, but this time
she sensed a strange excitement as he uttered it and she rolled her face away from him.
"Yes, yes... I'll try, honest..." she whined between clenched teeth.
Lew Devons gloatingly moved his big frame further up over her, letting loose of her
wrists and bringing his hand up to clutch at her long, ashen blonde hair, drawing her
face back to him. He kissed her wetly, his tongue sliding deep into her mouth as his
thick long finger began to massage her cunt once more.
Marilyn groaned beneath him, struggling to keep control of her physical emotions as
the convulsive little twinges of delight commenced to race through her loins and belly
again.
"I'm going to strip you now, Doll," he whispered, "and I want your help."
She didn't struggle when he raised her up and lowered the zipper of her dress along her
back. She closed her eyes, refusing to think unless she scream out in pure fright,
assisting him subconsciously with the necessary movements of shoulders and hips,
lifting and lowering, sensing his hands behind her again as they unfastened her bra, the
cool rush of air against her throbbing breasts with their hard, distended pink nipples as
they became completely exposed to him... and his sharp intake of breath, his big hands
clutching them hotly... kneading, squeezing, rolling the nipples painfully between his
fingers, until finally, his warm, wet mouth encompassed one, his tongue flicking and
worrying the little nipple maddeningly... and then the other in the same manner... the
long wet tongue at last trailing down through the deep narrow valley that separated
them... her stomach muscles tensing as it slithered down her, dipping momentarily into
her navel... taunting it while his hands continued to squeeze and stroke her aching
breasts... and then his hands left them, drawing down along her ribs to her hips, his
fingers hooking inside the waist-band of her panties... and she raised her buttocks, her
eyes still tightly closed.
Once more, she felt a cool gush of air as it brushed against her warm, damp thighs and
loins... still refusing to allow herself a single thought as she obediently raised her legs,
letting him slip her panties down the long, ivory columns... her eyes clenched securely
shut, and she felt the pressure on the davenport while he raised to his knees and she
could hear him undressing.
Oh God in heaven... what's to become of me after this? I'll never be able to forgive
myself...
"All right, Baby... open those pretty little eyes," he ordered. "I've got something for you
to see."
She did, slowly, reluctantly... and she saw him kneeling erect between her legs that he
had forcibly spread open to him, completely naked now, his countenance twisted in a
lewd grin, and she let her eyes trail downward along his broad, muscular torso to the
thick, hardened penis standing out from beneath the little overhang of his slightly
bulging belly. Her eyes began to widen in mounting revulsion and frightened disbelief,
while his licentious smirk broadened and his hand lustfully stroked the heavy
uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over the hard, blood engorged head.
"How does that stack up next to your husband's, Baby?" he taunted. "Think it'll fill that
luscious cunt of yours?"
As always, it swept over her then, the inherent abhorrence, loathing and nausea, at the
mere sight of his huge, vile organ, icing her within to the point of near-destroying any
erotic sensations that possessed her. Even so, she couldn't help but gape at its massive
size and thickness in awe, the sight of her own naked, obscenely spread body filling her
with miserable, degrading shame as once more the helplessness of her situation dwelt in
her fogged brain; then, it further registered that he was fiendishly enjoying this almost
brutal debauchery he was subjecting her to, the cruel gleam growing in his eyes
bordering on sadism.
Still, she stared, her eyes seemingly glued to the inhuman-sized, fleshy instrument he
was still holding and stroking in his hand. Its thickness was terrorizing! There was no
question but that it would split a woman open... rip her inwardly! She could never take
it! Never!
"Gets to you, eh Baby?" he leered at her. "You want to play with it awhile... or you
want it right up inside that hot little belly of yours right now?"
Marilyn tore her eyes from it and rolled her head away as he continued to torment her,
watching with salacious delight the horrified expression of fear contorting her beautiful
face.
Once more the tears dribbled down her cheeks as she became acutely aware that there
was no appealing to this brutal man. He was not her beloved David that heard and
understood her pleas for mercy. She tried to steel her senses for what she knew was to
come, hardly hearing his vile utterances and filthy implications any longer; her brain
was too occupied with the hopelessness of her position and the horrifying dread of
knowing there was no escape, that she must endure his assault; for truly he was going
to ravish her defenseless, cringing body no matter how she begged him not to. There
was nowhere to turn, she was utterly alone and subject to his ruthless lust. Dear God,
how could she ever have so misjudged such an awful beast?
He dropped his heavy weight upon her then, forcing the breath from her body with a
gasp, the hardness of his thick, pulsating member crushing into the soft flesh of her
belly, his great hands once more squeezing her full firm breasts so viciously that she
cried out with the pain, and then his mouth was on hers, his tongue plunging deep into
her throat in his mounting lust.
"I'm going to make you beg before I'm finished with you, Baby," he hissed into her
face. "You're going to cry for me to fuck that snobbish little cunt of yours... beg me to
bury this cock so deep in your belly you'll be able to taste it... wait and see... just wait
and see!"
She said nothing, only tried to deafen her ears to his foul abuse... and then, he was
moving down her body... slithering down and down until his face was even with her
loins, mere inches above them, and the revolting shock of what he intended to do to
her caused Marilyn to recoil in complete repugnance.
"Wh-What are you...? Oh, no... no! Please, not that! You can't!" she wailed as he placed
his huge palms against the soft inner sides of her thighs and was pressing them apart
even more open to his lust-glazed eyes: her attempt to try and close them was futile.
She moaned aloud, raising her head to stare down between her erect breasts and see
him poised between her widespread thighs. "Oh no, no... please... not even my husband
has ever done that..." Between her legs, hands placed strategically against the warm
flesh of her inner-thighs, Lew Devons gazed greedily down at the tight pink slit fringed
enticingly with its soft, golden-hair, while two tiny glistening droplets moistened the
little tongue-like pink petals that peeked out at him from the thin vertical mouth; and
as she lay seemingly frozen to the cushion beneath her, eyes pleading, humiliation
complete, she watched petrified as with deliberately slow, decisive movements he placed
his thumbs delicately on the resilient fleshy lips of her cunt and spreading the soft
blonde pubic curls, torturously spread them apart, flowering open the moist coral flesh
to his desire-inflamed sight.
In sheer horror, Marilyn felt the hot wisps of his rapid breathing taunt her sensitively
delicate vaginal flesh and she moaned shamefully, her head still upright. Spontaneously,
her own breath almost choked her as she saw his face lower into her widespread loins
and felt the full length of his long hot tongue slip wetly up into her shocked and
quivering vagina.
Her soft, naked body recoiled through reflex, jerking convulsively, a loud whimper
bursting from her chest while her buttocks ground downward in her effort to evade the
perverted outrage he was committing upon her defenseless genitals. Her stomach
lurched and churned in jolting confusion as she moaned loathingly while his tongue
slithered in and out of her hopelessly exposed pussy in wild animal-like frenzy.
"Oooohhhh, Oooohhhh... don't... don't...!" She groaned incessantly in her debased
degradation, her head beginning to slope negatively as she held it raised in humiliated
horror, gaping in disbelief at his obscene aggression down between her widespread
thighs. It wasn't happening! It couldn't be! A nightmare... that was it, she tried to
reason as his tongue raced in a liquid torrent up into her unwanting, yet rapidly
dilating cunt.
"Ooohhh... Ooohhhh, my God! Stop! Please... please stop!" she whimpered in her
shame, while simultaneously, unwanted tiny spasms of lewd delight were coming alive
inside her whole being from his demented, animal-like tonguing of her moist,
palpitating cuntal slit.
Then, his hands moved caressingly up over her belly to the pulsing firm flesh of her
hard-nippled breasts, cupping and tormenting them almost brutally while his mouth
and tongue sucked and thrust into the wide-spread split in her loins with wet, obscene
sounds that filled the room, and she realized that his flint-hued eyes were locked
sadistically on her abased, tormented face, and suddenly she was aware that he was
awaiting her complete and total capitulation to his gross demoralization of her pride
and morals as well as her rebellious body.
Unwittingly, she clenched her hands into fists, her arms clutching helplessly and tight
against her sides, her entire fervent flesh forcibly endeavoring to temper itself against
the debased abuse he was compelling her defenseless body to endure. But even as she
waged her feeble attempt she realized it was useless; she was trapped; there was
absolutely nothing she could do... except fight to maintain mind over completely weak
and lost evil flesh... and that she would do! He could subvert her body, but never her
mind!
Wildly, her brain rampaged in some effort to struggle against him as he continued to
suck and lick insanely at the wet hair-lined slit between her open legs, fighting
desperately to keep her wits from melting into the hot, liquid ravishment that was
creeping delightfully over her, telegraphing unbelievable, bliss-filled sensations in
maddening excitement through every vein, muscle and cord of her subjugated body.
Vaguely, the innumerable times that David had tried to kiss her vagina flickered
through her mind... and the bitter way she'd reproached him because of its vile
perversion... Had she ever known what lay in store for her, now she'd have welcomed
his handsome, beloved face buried in her loins... But instead, lay this wicked sadist who
was humiliating her beyond any belief... defiling her as might his massive dog, and
there was absolutely nothing she could do but lie in under him and endure the vilest
degradation he chose to inflict upon her! Mother of God! She was lost... lost... and
completely alone and deserted by her own doing!
Lew Devons knew that he had won. He felt more than triumphant, for this was no
ordinary bitch... no Anita Sadler, no pretending whore-pickup. This was for real, every
inch of her magnificent, luscious body, and he was reveling in its conquest. He'd never
dreamed of such a complete conquest. Ten grand in cash, plus this... and even more... a
decided compensation for sweet little Anita in payment of her transgression... a
settlement she wasn't apt to forget after Beaudry's boys finished with her tonight.
Clever girl, passing the info to Archer, but that would all come out before the night was
over too... and in the meantime, he had the delectable wife completely entrapped, and
before it was done he was going to shove his cock right down her throat and make her
suck it like a common whore.
What a goddamned gorgeous bitch she was! It was a shame that she was so stupid... but
she, so devoted, obviously was. He raised his eyes to fix them on her lovely, contorted
face as he unceasingly kept up his moral-destroying thrusts of his tongue into her small
vagina. He saw tears once again welling from her near-vanquished eyes to dribble over
her cheeks and he watched this with ruthless enjoyment. Fight it, bitch, he mused.
Struggle with every ounce of purity you possess... because when you go, it'll be all
encompassing surrender... sweet surrender... and that's what he was waiting for.
Suddenly, his lips probed and explored until he found the erectile pulsing button of her
clitoris. He heard her abrupt moan of agonized pleasure as he engulfed the tiny,
pulsating nub between his teeth and clutching it tightly, laved his tongue over and
around it in a series of ever increasing circles, until at last, he opened his lust-hungry
mouth wider and sent his tongue downward, back through the velvety moistened slit to
the hot, throbbing opening of her vaginal channel.
Marilyn realized she could hardly, if any longer, control herself. The erotic pleasures
had reached beyond her physical powers. She had become enraptured, unwantingly, but
certainly. Her feeble power to fight had so diminished that it was barely any longer a
memory. She found herself flailing her head wantonly from side to side as he orally
fucked her, lashing and sliding his long, hot tongue up into her dilated and now
clasping vagina, while she listened as if from another world to her own whimpering and
mewling sounds and he swirled and plunged his tongue within the velvet-like insides of
her moist, passion-excited cunt.
Then, all of a sudden, he pressed her legs high, slipping his arms beneath them so that
they and his shoulders were wedged underneath her thighs: pressing them ever further
up until they draped over his broad shoulders, then, he maneuvered his hands skillfully
beneath her quivering buttocks and hauled them to him with captive authority.
Marilyn's whines of uncontrollable, involuntary pleasure filled the room as he burrowed
his tongue deeper and deeper into the seething fluid depths between her thighs. She
floundered jerkily for him and he watched her hands fighting against one another
desperately... losing the silly encounter as simultaneously they clutched at his hair,
lewdly struggling to press him further and further into her loins.
A deafened man could now hear her cries of involuntary delight filling the room as he
continued to thrust his tongue deep into the searing pleasurable depths of her cunt. She
had a handful of his hair now and he knew she was his!
Entirely his own to play with, to subjugate, to torment and fuck as he desired...
however the mood happen to strike him! She was all and completely his!
What little control she had managed to exercise was near gone, Marilyn knew. Now her
buttocks were jerking and convulsing involuntarily beneath the plunging tongue that
was shooting erotic jolts of never before realized sensation through her once frigid
body. And then, abruptly, she felt his tongue flick from her vagina downward toward
the secret, tiny, puckered little hole of her anus. She wanted to scream... but instead,
she groaned in rapture at the surprising, wet seething contact of his pleasure-giving
tongue with the forbidden, sensitive opening. She closed her eyes and licked at her lips
in sensual enchantment.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh," she coughed ecstatically. "No... no... you mustn't... Oh, please...
please," she moaned, even as she rolled her hips and tried to screw her tormented
rectum back onto his stiff probing tongue.
Lew Devons chuckled aloud and she opened her eyes as he thrust against the snug,
rubbery opening, raising goose-flesh on her quivering belly and heaving breasts.
"Oh... Ooohhh..." she continued, dropping her head back and letting it toss from side
to side, her helplessness and degradation still alive and strong within her, even as her
buttocks jerked and writhed of their own volition at the delicious, unwanted sensations
racing wildly through her whole being. "Oooohhhh... dear God..." she gasped further,
again raising her head to gape down at his evil face. "Please... oh please don't... don't,"
she begged, the horrifying realization that she had lost all control over herself
overwhelming her with its impact, arousing deep sobs of shame and humiliation from
her.
But he licked on and on at her open wet loins and her body trembled and spasmed
uncontrollably beneath the overpowering assault at the raw nerve-ends of her pulsating
cunt; her clenched teeth, fists and determination could do nothing to hold back the
wanton throes of sensual bliss that had seized complete domination over her. She could
no longer fight him... he was bringing her intense rapture the likes of which she had
never before dreamed. Her soft, round body had secretly cried out too long for
fulfillment. She no longer wanted to fight it... only fulfill it!
"Oooohhh... Oooohhhh God... Yes... Yes... Love me... please love me!" she moaned out
pleadingly, her shamelessly aroused flesh quivering and jerking beneath his long, hot
tongue. She raised her hips to him, her wet squirming loins submitting in complete
servitude. Her hands found his hair once more and gently caught themselves into it as
she cried out deeply from the depths of her soul. Shame, degradation, morals, pride,
frigidity, all were blotted from her mind as she tried to pull his head in tighter to the
throbbing, wide-spread slit in her crotch, while the insane delight of hedonistic
enchantment captured complete charge over her.
"Now... now, you're ready," Devons rasped, raising up suddenly, and she looked
upward into his leering face from beneath him where she lay stripped naked and
helpless in her debased, obscene position, reality slowly creeping back over her. "It's
time to fuck... fill that cunt to the very brim with this aching cock of mine, Baby... and I
promise... you'll never forget the fucking I'm going to give you..." Marilyn couldn't
move; it was as if she were mesmerized, with her thighs raised and spread wide apart to
him, her swollen breasts heaving as she breathed in short panting breaths and her belly
quivered and cringed while her eyes locked upon his long, thick cock spearing out from
his hairy loins angrily.
"Ooohhhh, no... no... please..." she whimpered as he crawled up over her, holding
himself aloft with his strong arms and hands pinioning her shoulders to the cushion of
the davenport, and then he lowered his head and sucked the nipple of one breast into
his mouth, sinking into it painfully, causing her to writhe her hips beneath him and
groan aloud at the sharp paroxysm of agony that simultaneously caused a little spasm of
delight at her grinding crotch below.
"Christ, I'm going to fuck you, Baby," he rasped down at her. "I'm going to fuck you
silly..." Marilyn lay unmoving beneath him, her eyes fixed on the working of his mouth
spewing the obscene filth at her, its lewdness echoing and reechoing excitingly against
the walls of her brain.
"Take it in your hand, Baby and put it in that hot, tight cunt of yours," he ordered, his
lust-inflamed eyes gleaming down at her sadistically.
"Oh... oh... I can't," she whined in her degradation, her body quaking in fear and
shame, yet, even as she said it, her hand slipped uncontrollably down and paused only
an inch from his massive prick, and she began to flail her head back and forth, the tears
of desire and humiliation again streaming down her cheeks.
"Damn you, do as I say, you little bitch!" he snarled. "Take it and put it in! Go ahead
Now!"
Marilyn whimpered aloud as her small hand encircled his thick, throbbing cock and a
sudden look of fear covered her face as she truly realized for the first time the enormity
of the rock-hard shaft. "Oh God... God! I-I can... I can't take that! It's too big...
please..."
"Go on, damn you! Put it in!" Devons growled, lowering his hips while Marilyn
reluctantly spread her thighs even wider apart and guided his heavy prick toward the
small moist opening of her vagina, using its hard, bulbous head to part the full, fleshy
lips of her cunt, her brain whirling in both fear and anticipation.
She moaned and twisted her head as an erotic shudder passed over her at the
electrifying contact of the soft, rubbery head with the wet, sensitive flesh of her pussy,
and she hardly dare breathe as she lay petrified beneath him waiting... then, he flicked
his hips slightly forward causing a sharp little pain from the stretching pressure of his
member at the tight elastic opening of her vagina.
"Aggghhhhh," she grunted and he pressed again. "Oooohhh God," she nearly choked
as the huge tip forced its way into the snug, elastic mouth brutally stretching the tender
resilient flesh until she was certain she was being torn from the almost unbearable
outward pressure. "Stop! You're tearing me! My God... no, no! Stop, please!" she cried
up to him, but his inhuman sadistic expression told her the useless-ness of her pleas.
Marilyn stared at him through agony-glazed eyes, his lust-contorted face advising her of
the extreme pleasure he was deriving at her torment, and cruelly, he kept up his slow
torturous impalement into her cunt.
"Aaagghhh" she grunted gutturally as he thrust his monstrous staff inch by excruciating
inch into her, until his face was but a mask of demented passion... as if the sight of her
helpless, defenseless body trying to absorb his great prick straining at the tight mouth
of her vagina was more than he could bear, and with an excited glance down at her
wide-spread, upraised crotch he thrust savagely, sending his long, stone-hard cock
roaring up into her cringing passage with the fury of a charging rhinoceros.
"Aaaaaagggggghhhhhhhh!" Marilyn screamed as the thick, blood-inflated head pressed
the tight resisting walls of her moist vagina in rippling waves before it, the full
unending length of it plunging into her belly until she felt his heavy, sperm-bloated
balls whacking resoundingly against the upturned cheeks of her fear-clenched buttocks.
"Oh... oh... oh," she whimpered beneath him, immobile now, not daring to move less
she split apart! Her belly was stuffed to capacity with his cock and her vaginal channel
felt as if he had scraped the tender, sensitive flesh raw with his cruel and inhuman
entry, his massive shaft's every wrinkle and ridge discernible to her as it lay buried deep
inside her quaking stomach.
Briefly, he, too, lay still and heavy upon her, his breathing raspy; then, he flexed his
cock deep inside the tight soft flesh of her moist sheath, lurching the thick rod another
fraction of an inch deeper up into her.
"Auuugggghhhh!" Marilyn groaned as again and again he repeated the torture, each
time raising further tearful whines of agony and shameful humiliation from deep in her
throat. And then, at last, her passage began to grow accustomed to his abnormal size;
her whimpers of pain lessened and the police chief began a slow revolving motion with
his pelvis, grinding his cock tightly into her naked crotch, expanding the still cringing
walls of her vagina until whining little mewls began to emit from deep in her chest.
Slowly, Devons levered himself above her as she purled helplessly beneath him, using
short smooth strokes that caused her body to react of its own volition, her
determination to fight the lewd sensations of passion rippling through her all but gone.
She no longer wanted to struggle against the obscene pleasure of lust nibbling at her
flesh... but to surrender to them, and the mere thought of this caused further chills of
excitement to spiral the length of her spine as she felt the easy tempo of his heavy cock
begin longer thrusts into her wet, throbbing pussy.
As he increased his pace and the length of his stroke, Marilyn sensed her whole body
responding rapturously, and she squirmed and writhed under him. He dropped his
mouth to hers and she thrust her tongue upward between his lips to be sucked as she
moaned incessantly in passion-filled acceptance of whatever lewd and vile whim his
mind could conceive. She began to raise her crotch up to him in simultaneous rhythm
to his every downward plunge as her desire-contorted face grimaced wantonly in her
new-found lust, while her mouth opened and closed against his lips and her nostrils
flared in objective surrender.
Devons could see the thin film of sweat oozing onto her forehead beneath the
disheveled entanglements of her long blonde hair, and the way her neck was straining
as low hums of abandon had begun to emit from deep in her throat against his lips.
Momentarily, he thought of Archer, her husband, and he could hardly contain his grin.
He wondered if he'd ever had his cock shoved as deep in this luscious creature lying
beneath him with her naked, wide-spread, golden crotch grinding furiously up against
his loins as he, Lew Devons, did at this moment? He'd bet a year's pay that he hadn't...
nor that he had never aroused this kind of response from that hot, moist cunt, or knew
what it was to have her round, full ass-cheeks churning and bucking, forcing that
delectable cunt up against his aching prick as it tried to drive even more of him into
her.
Christ, what a tight, hungry cunt it was! And what a voluptuous little bitch! She was
driving him out of his fucking mind! He slid his hands down her sides and beneath the
soft smooth spheres of her working buttocks, clutching them brutally in his big hands
and feeling them clench and unclench, the soft flesh warm and resilient as it ridged
between his grasping fingers.
She groaned, her breath catching in her throat, as he pulled her tighter to his loins,
feeling her drawing back her thighs further and causing the moist, clasping hole of her
cunt to flower open in reception of his cock to even greater depths.
Marilyn rolled her head in delighted, unequivocal ecstasy, the last twinges of pain long
passed from her passion-filled body, her legs on either side of his thick, impaling cock
quivering and twitching spasmodically in wild unrestraint as her tongue slithered in and
out of his mouth in an oral fucking semblance while velvety noises of rapture gurgled
in her throat. Never before in her young life had she known anything to equal this!
From the lewd sucking and licking of her cunt and rectum to this very moment with
his magnificent cock penetrating to the very mouth of her womb, filling her belly like
some marvelously warm thing that had crawled deep up inside her to remain forever...
and she learned that when she tensed her thighs, straining the muscles and cords of her
neck and back, writhing her cunt up tight against him that the intense-ness of her bliss
was almost brain shattering. Oh God, she had never in her most remote dreams
believed that such delicious sensations could come from lying in under a man and
being fucked against her will... from committing adultery... from willing and wanting to
give back to her ravager as much and more as he was giving to her.
God, it was heaven!
Devons had begun to plunge into her with insane force, lengthening his stroke as well
as quickening it, drawing his heavy cock nearly out of the tight, wet sheath clasping it
hungrily, then thrusting into her upraised crotch until his balls slapped hard down
against the hairless, puckered hole of her upraised anus. His throbbing balls ached as
did his prick with the mounting pressure forever building within his bloated sac, and
his head swam with his increasing lust. He had reached the point where he knew he
had to cum soon or burst. He gaped downward at where his cock was slipping
smoothly in and out of her moist, vibrant cunt, concentrating on the feel of the soft,
hairlined folds of her clasping pussy as it clung to his furiously rampaging shaft
thrusting with jack-hammer force up into her.
Again, he tried to increase his pace and deepen his thrust as she writhed wildly beneath
him, grinding up and down his cock with unbelievable frenzy, her legs jerking, her toes
curling as she lurched her legs wide and upwards... the first indication he'd had that she
was nearing her climax !
"Oh God... Oh God... harder! Harder, Darling!" she cried in her half conscious frenzy,
trying to raise her ass higher to him.
Her womb flared and the resisting lips of her gilded-fringed slit opened even further to
receive the delicious rape of her secret genitals. Her hands wrapped around his back,
her nails gouging a red streaked path down to his flexing buttocks.
Brutally, he pressed his hand behind her knees and thrust them back hard until they
framed her head on either side, bringing the table of her luscious crotch higher and
wider open to his almost inhuman plunges into her wide spread cunt. Christ Almighty!
He'd never known a woman who could take him like this!
"Ooohh... ooohhhh... oooooohhhhhhhhh," Marilyn began to chant beneath him, her
lovely face retaining only the slightest semblance of her own self as her passion
distorted her features sensuously.
Devons groaned, thrusting hard and deep in his effort to plunge his prick far up into
the tender sanctuary of her womb while she shoved her fleecy belly up hard to skewer
herself frantically onto the stake of flesh her cunt was endeavoring to suck the life from.
She drew his thick wet tongue voraciously into her mouth, swallowing greedily at the
droplets of his saliva running down it in her lewd excitement. Now her voluptuous
body was matching his battering plunges with her own rhythmic thrashing and he
watched her breasts heave and quiver... then she convulsed beneath him and her head
began to flail from side to side in wild ecstasy.
"Oh... ooohhh... ooooohhhhhhhh, God! Dear God! Yes... it's going to happen to me!
Oh God! I'm going to cum! My God... oooohhhh, yesss... yess...! Now, now,
nowwwww!"
Wildly, Devons slammed his inflated cock deep into her white rounded little belly,
feeling the hot, white semen amassing within his throbbing balls as they beat a tattoo
against her marvelously exposed ass. He was nearing his own explosion and with
harshly kneading hands, cupped the wide spread cheeks of her lush white buttocks hard
up against his ramming pelvis, as he pounded his spewing cock all the way to the hilt
in her soft, unresisting cunt.
In her ecstasy, Marilyn felt the new sweet pain to her insides as the head of his deeply
sunk, tormenting cock suddenly flared into a hugeness that threatened to mangle her
inner organs. It began to spurt! She could feel the delicious hot, white liquid shooting
into her like molten fire, sloshing around her dilated womb like great streams of searing
lava. The very pores of her cunt-walls opened to it, oozing forth their own enraptured
answer, spilling her secretions into the already flooded cavern of her quivering pussy.
It was maddeningly magnificent! No words could describe it! She was going out of her
mind with the ecstasy! She couldn't let it stop!
She clawed frantically beneath her squirming buttocks with both hands and began to
passionately milk at his balls pressed into the split of her ass. Her legs jerked out to
their full length wildly, spasming helplessly in the air on either side of him. The
enormous prick continued to squirt its completion. Thick, hot jets streamed from its
head never-endingly in blissful, unbelieving rivers, overflowing her womb and gushing
out the milking, convivial cunt-lips mounting the base of his cock, saturating in torrents
the silky pubic hair it was buried so deeply into.
"Oh God... don't stop... don't ever stop!" she cried almost unintelligibly while the
seething walls of her clasping pussy sucked ravenously at the jerking cock, until it
offered one final convulsive leap, the last dregs of his hot, seething sperm drained from
it.
Lew Devons fell forward, collapsing upon her, feeling his warm, slippery sperm mixed
with her own delectable juices back-washing his limp deflated penis. It seemed
unbelievable and erotically without end, until she, too, exhaustedly gave one last spasm,
jerking to a final lifelessness and lay shamelessly and obscenely still, her heart pounding
in her breast.
So... she reasoned in near disbelief, it had happened to her at last... sexual fulfillment.
She had hoped that when, and if, the moment came, it would have been her David that
produced it... but it wasn't. Instead, it'd been an adulterous act with a vile brute... but
dear God, she had never known such complete fulfilling joy existed on the face of this
earth...
Devons stirred, then climbed off her and Marilyn's eyes couldn't help but fasten on the
long, limp member that hung uselessly between his legs. And then, she saw him grin
down at her and she quickly turned her head.
"Quite a prick, isn't it, Baby," he said with a chuckle. "Never had anything like that in
your belly before in your life... right?"
She said nothing but felt her face flush as she sat up and reached for her clothes where
he had tossed them onto the floor. Again, he laughed and began to dress as he watched
her do the same. She stood and he stared at her in sheer delight. Christ, what a body
she had. He'd never seen tits like hers in his life, and already his prick jerked again at
the mere thought of how he had played with and sucked them. In her panties and bra
she was an enrapturing sight. Christ, Kaptain was going to love this when he got her in
the right position later on!
"Listen... no use of you and me not being friends... now, Baby," he said softly, moving
toward her.
He had pulled on his trousers and shirt and she stepped into her dress pulling it up
over her shoulders.
"Here, let me zip that for you," he said, walking behind her and gently performing the
task. "Remember... we've got a deal, you and me, eh?"
"It's... it's up to you to keep your end of the bargain now," Marilyn said, feeling his big
hands on her waist and once again knowing the shame and revulsion for her actions
with him only a few moments before.
"Sure," he said. "Don't worry... I'll take good care of your David, Baby... only just don't
you forget to come running when Daddy calls you, eh? Know what I mean? This cock
of mine is like Kaptain... it gets mean when things don't go right."
Marilyn cringed at his foul meaning and vulgarity, but nevertheless, she stood with chin
raised inimitably... and then he kissed her neck and ran his hand up to squeeze her
breast, and finally down over her belly, down and down to the protruding mound at the
V of her thighs, caressing and pressuring in little undulating motions with his hand as
she forced herself to endure the degrading transgression.
She heard his snigger sadistically and suddenly felt his loins crudely shoved tight
against her full, rounded buttocks in an unmistakable gesture of degradation.
"All right, cunt... get out of here," he spat into her ear. "Just stay nice and close to your
telephone... in case I get a hard-on."
Minutes later, when she walked onto the elevator, Marilyn could hear his mocking
laughter, and it seemed to follow her all the way to the parking lot. It was not until she
was inside the Mustang that she broke down for the first time, yet somehow, she
managed to hold herself until she got home... then, she broke down completely.


Chapter 7


They came shortly after midnight, when she had been in bed only a half-hour or so and
she had just really dozed off. Anita responded to the front bell as she usually did, sitting
upright in bed with a certain fear that she could never pinpoint gripping her. It rang
again and the idea struck her that it might be David. She swung out, threw her robe
around her and moved toward the door flicking on strategic lights en-route.
It wasn't David.
There were three of them, all men she had seen before while they were watching her
house, and they entered with efficient and rapid movements, each performing a
particular task, the first of which clamped his big, foul smelling hand over her mouth
and nose. There was no time to scream, no way of kicking or fighting as number two
caught at her lower portions and lifted her, no way of anything except to let them have
their way with her, unless she preferred to wind up dead.
The horror of the situation occurred to her immediately. They were going to rape her...
first, and what would come after she could only surmise in her horror. They carried her
to her lighted bedroom, stuffed her mouth full with a cologne-scented handkerchief,
pulled the hose from her dresser and tied her to the bedposts... but uniquely.
Anita couldn't understand as one they called Al tied both hands to one bedpost, causing
her to lay on her side, while another named Red, because of his hair, tied her lower
ankle to another, leaving her upper right leg free. Then, they began to undress, all of
them, lewd vicious grins contorting their faces and she tried to spit out her gag.
The third one, Rover, used a second handkerchief to tie around her mouth and hold the
choking gag in place. She stared at them wildly as they peeled their clothes away and
the lengths of their hardened pricks came into view. All were healthy, long and solid
weapons, but Red's stood out from the others in its massiveness, and Anita cringed
inwardly as they stood beside the bed and before her grinning down.
All moved in and tore her nightgown away, leaving her completely naked. He said:
"Not a bad looking bitch, eh? I've been watching her long enough to want to get into
her... I don't know about you guys."
"Okay," said Red. "How'd you want yours, Al?"
"Cunt for me," Al replied.
"I want her cunt," said Rover.
"Shut up," snapped Red, obviously in charge. Then, he grinned. "I'm taking her
asshole... she looks like it might be a beauty."
"What about me?" whined Rover. "Hold tight 'til we get into her, then, let her suck you
off," Red said. "She's gagged..."
"So take it off. She makes a sound... slit her throat," Red said, stroking his heavy prick
now as Anita watched and listened in utter horror. There was nothing she could do...
absolutely nothing! They intended to defile her in every way, and it could only be Lew
Devons' method of punishing her for making love to David. But it was even more than
that and she knew it. She wasn't going to get out of this alive! Devons had assumed
that she had passed the information onto David, and he, too, was in terrible danger...
Red walked to the other side of the bed and she felt him crawling on behind her. The
others waited while he placed his hand in the small of her back pressing her forward
onto her face with her two tied, outstretched arms. Then, she felt his heavy member
insinuated in the crease of her buttocks as he rolled half onto her and began to smooth
his hand over her flesh.
"Shit... she's soft like velvet," he said, his big hand moving up to clutch at her breast,
kneading it harshly and twisting the nipple into hardness between his fingers. "Feel that
tit."
They did, each one in turn and brutally while Red's big finger found her cunt from
behind, toying with it, worrying her clitoris, then thrusting up cruelly into her
unwanting vagina. From that moment on, hands were all over her, twisting and
pinching at her breasts, plunging into her pussy, tweaking her clitoris... but none were
like Red's who forced her onto her stomach, spread her buttocks apart and began to
taunt her tightly puckered anus unmercifully.
"Christ, you ever see anything like that?" he asked his cohorts. "Not a hair on it...
tight's a drum... just made for old Red."
"Go on," said Rover excitedly. "Fuck her ass, Red. Get your cock into it!"
In choking dread, Anita felt his hands opening her soft, quivering cheeks, drawing the
buttocks apart even further. She tried to hold them together by tensing the smooth,
ivory spheres, but it was useless. She felt obscenely naked beneath their lust-filled eyes,
and as he pressured them open she could feel the cool air on the hot, perspiring innersides. 
Tears suddenly wet her cheeks and she heard them gasp as a finger probed at the
tiny rubbery opening, an abrupt sharp pain following with the worming insertion of the
digit up to the first knuckle joint. Automatically her muscle reaction tried at closing her
buttocks and she gripped his finger with her nether hole.
Red laughed. "Look at that lil asshole work, will you?"
"Hurry up and get into her so I can," said Al impatiently. "I'm about ready to blow my
nuts just looking at her."
"Patience, Alfred," said Red tauntingly. "We want to be sure the lady really enjoys this...
gets the full benefit of having three pricks rammed into her at the same time, don't we?
I mean, it's kind of like having your last meal before going to the hot-seat, eh? We want
to be sure she leaves this world just filled to the brim with happiness..."
"Shit, what you got to talk about the hot-seat for?" Rover grumbled. "Come on, let's
fuck her."
Red chuckled once more and thrust his thick finger into the soft, rubbery channel to
the palm of his hand causing her to grunt painfully from deep in her chest while he
routed and sawed in and out of her helplessly exposed, unresisting anus, lewdly
stretching the warm velvety passage in preparation for the entry that was to follow.
In despair, Anita relaxed in resigned surrender. She wished she could faint... or that
they would just kill her outright, but she was fully conscious and what was worse, she
could see their reflection clearly in her large vanity mirror. She lay pressed almost
completely on her stomach, Red's legs wedged between hers, forcing her free one wide
apart from the other and completely exposing her naked loins to him. She couldn't help
but stare in horror at the mirror when she saw him pull the heavy foreskin of his prick
back, displaying the hardened, lust-bloated head, then aim it directly at her crinkled
little hole of her anus he had agonizingly stretched with his thrusting finger Again he
spread her buttocks wide open with his thumbs, then rolled further onto her to slowly
draw the huge head of his cock up through her moist, opened cunt-lips. She jerked at
the soft contact, her muscles tensing as he laid the entire full length of his thick shaft
into the soft, spread crevices of her ass, its tip poised at her snug throbbing anus. Then,
as she froze in terror, she watched him lever himself to his elbows and move his hips
forward, guiding the nob of the rigid member directly at the flexing little hole of her
back passage.
"For the record, bitch," Red said, "Chief Devons didn't like the idea of you making
your ass available to that Archer punk. He also feels you might've passed on a little
information to him that you shouldn't have... so he sent us over to visit you... kind of
get things straightened out, know what I mean?" She felt his rough hands running over
her neck, shoulders and back, then beneath her to maul her breasts brutally. God, if she
could only scream, but she could barely breathe with the gag in her mouth.
"Now, it just might be that if you're nice to us... you know, tell us what you've done
with this information and how much you told Archer... it ain't impossible that you
could go on living... once we're through with you. But of course, the Chief says that's
up to our discretion... so first, we'll have our little party, then, maybe we'll talk, eh?"
"Jesus, get it into her, will you?" Al blurted.
And then, she felt his prick, felt it pushing painfully against her anus and she gaped
wild-eyed into the mirror to see the brutally stiffened shaft pop suddenly through her
tightly resisting sphincter with splitting pain, and she watched with sheer horror the
tiny orifice stretching obscenely to slip over like a glove and absorb the probing tip of
his huge cock. The pain spread through her like a raging fire, and she saw him grin
triumphantly at the others just before he thrust his hips heavily downward, burrowing
half of the fleshy, turgid staff into the soft, velvety passage of her helpless rectum.
Her scream choked in her gagged throat as mechanically her buttocks jerked and
twisted beneath the depraved assault, but her every move only served to impale her
deeper, for with each buck and lurch of her tortured body, Red's massive prick was
skewering that much further into her desperately resisting rectal orifice.
"Hold her! Grab the bitch!" Red snapped, and they did. "Untie her leg. Hurry up...!"
Anita felt the stocking removed from her ankle and then she was being held firmly
again, unable to struggle as Red forced her buttocks up in the air, his knees moving in
between her thighs to push them wide apart, spreading her asscheeks even more so to
help his prick enter in and sodomize her. She felt the hot tears gushing from her eyes as
the pain spread and made her stomach convulse with a sickness that rose to her throat.
Once more, she looked to the mirror and saw the lust-inflamed faces of Al and Rover as
they moved closer in to observe the hot rod of thick hard flesh that was obscenely
slipping relentlessly into the warm depths of her defenseless rectum... until it was sunk
unbelievably to the very hilt. She had stopped jerking and struggling, realizing in dazed
panic that her only respite from the agony was to lay deathly still, for it was useless to
resist the depraved attack of these lust-crazed brutes whose only desires were to satisfy
their animal passions before they killed her. The pain was nearly unbearable from his
inhuman penetration of her rectum, and if she moved but the slightest it only served to
press him deeper into her, expanding the tight resisting channel to more agonizing
widths.
She could feel the enormous intrusion pushing solidly into her now, chafing and
rubbing to a raw pain the soft skin of her back passage. She became aware of his hand
gripping her hips with a numbing pressure as he sawed and throbbed into the depths of
her ass. The pain went on and on, and each thrust brought muffled grunts from deep in
her throat. The gag was wet with her tears, and he pummelled into her with longer,
smoother strokes, shoving the entire length of his cock right up her rectum until she
could feel his bloated balls slapping each time against her tight, spread pussy.
In the mirror, she saw Al climb onto the bed, his eyes gaping wildly at the depraved
union. Then, she saw and felt him clutch at one breast and run his hand down her
body harshly, twisting and gouging at her soft, white flesh until she thought he would
go mad in his lust.
"Goddamn, Red, turn her over will you?" he blurted at the other who was wide-eyedly
concentrating on the thin, pink ridges of flesh that pulled from her wide-stretched
rectum each time he withdrew his thick pulsating prick.
"Okay... untie her hands," Red said. And then to her: "You try anything bitch and
Rover'll slit your cunt to your navel with his switch... you understand?"
There was no way she could answer or even signal that she understood, but then her
hands were being untied and the gag removed. To scream or fight would be futile
anyway, she reasoned... but maybe, if she just cooperated... there still might be a chance
of coming out of it alive... and that was the most important thing now.
Suddenly, Red squeezed his hands tightly to her hips once more and rolled to his side,
pulling her backwards on top of him, raising the first audible groans of pain from her
lips as he lay outstretched beneath her, her full, hollowed back tight against his stomach
and chest, her legs splayed out obscenely on the outside of his own, while his massive,
throbbing cock lay interred to its entirety up into the very depths of her bowels. She
was helplessly impaled, as though sitting on a giant pulsating stake of oak.
Al crawled on top of her, ruthlessly, forcing his legs between hers and Red's, thrusting
her thighs even farther apart and grasping his stiff, jerking cock to guide it quickly into
the moist, stretched channel of her open pussy.
"Oooohhh, my God!" Anita groaned as it slithered up into her until she felt his balls
smack tightly against the spread cheeks of her buttocks, joining the other invading
phallus imbedded deep in her ass. She whimpered loudly, both in the agony of the pain
and the debased shame, caught between these two evil, lust-filled men who were
impaling her mercilessly on their massive, angry cocks thrust deep into her soft, tender
body, with only the slightest wall of tissue between rectum and cunt separating their
fleshy-hard shafts.
Rover watched in a near hypnotic state of rank lust. He stroked his own aching cock as
he watched Al begin fucking into her hot, moist pussy with unbelievable fury, while
Red's loins plunged up and down lifting them all right off the bed... in and out of her
tight asshole with crazy mean strokes... both of them finally falling into a rhythmic
cadence that buffeted her between them smoothly, and the dual-fucked broad lay limp
and sandwiched like a rubber store-dummy, moaning continuously at the outrageous
ravishment of her defenseless genitals. Christ, it was something to see!
His face was but a few scant inches from the pair of glistening, thick pricks ramming
into the girl's stretched passages like powered pistons, and his inflamed, lust-glazed eyes
stared excitedly at the lengthy wet cocks, moist from her cuntal secretions, fucking like
crazy in an harmonious rhythm into her. He watched the frayed, coral edges of her
pussy being extracted with Al's prick on the backstroke, and disappearing back inside as
he plunged deep into her belly. The same sight took his eye with Red's thick cock
sucking down out of her, tugging the tight pink ridges of her clasping, expanded
asshole with it, then fluidly soaring back into her as he rammed upward until his balls
were wedged into the cleft of her ass-cheeks. Christ, he couldn't take any more. He had
to get in on the goddamned act, or cum right there all over the three of them!
Quickly, he piled pillows on top of one another to raise him up, then lay down on his
side, his hard, thrusting prick even with Anita's shame-contorted face.
Shamed and aching, her head tossing back and forth against Red's chest while his
hands clung savagely to her breasts, Anita felt only a great heat and splitting at her
loins. She felt super defiled and every part of her seemed to be at those two great holes
they were burrowing between her legs. Her lips opened and closed in torment.
Occasionally she tried to flatten her hips or draw her buttocks in to contain the pain of
her anus, but then she was aware only of the tightening of her vagina and the extra
pain which followed from the one called Al's cruel, relentless entry.
Suddenly, she felt a hand entwining brutally in her hair, jerking her face to one side,
and then there were fingers at her lips opening her mouth and a spongy, stiff substance
rubbing against her lips. She focused her eyes and saw Rover's long slender prick before
her. At first, she tried to fight him, but realized the uselessness of it. Resigned, she let
him open her lips with his fingers and slide his cock into the warm, wet cavern of her
mouth. She felt it slither up the length of her tongue, filling her mouth completely with
its fleshy hardness. He held her head firm with his hand wound in her hair and began
to saw into her face viciously, causing her to gag as he rammed it half-way down her
throat, its near full length disappearing between her round ovaled lips. She struggled for
breath, catching small gasps of air on his outstroke.
Oh God! she groaned inwardly as they buffeted her between them like a lowly slave,
using her helpless, defenseless body as a human reservoir into which they would pump
their lewd seething sperm. She felt debased beyond all reason, and that the ravaging of
her body had been going on for a never-ending eternity.
Then, the very helplessness of her position raced through her mind, and the obscene
mental picture of her being fucked at every bodily entrance by three lust-filled men at
the same time, lewdly began to incite her, causing a masochistic hunger to begin
churning in her belly, and a low ecstatic moan escaped from her lips around the cock
fucking into her face. Subconsciously, she began to undulate her buttocks and squeeze
with her cuntal and anal muscles at the hard, thick shafts boring into her.
She found herself sucking more voraciously at the cock in her mouth, her cheeks
hollowing and bloating obscenely with his vicious thrusts, and suddenly delighting in
the exploring of its ridges and wrinkles as her tongue licked wildly at the blood-filled
head, the tip probing hotly into the tiny split at its end. Simultaneously, she felt her
hips moving back and downward against Red's up-thrusting cock raging into her
defenseless rectum, and then ahead and upward to absorb all of Al's ramming prick
into her now excited cunt as all sense of moral decency seemed to blot from her mind
in a sudden wave of erotic and masochistic sensation that was lewdly saturating her
whole being. Nothing registered any longer but the magnificent cocks fucking into her
and she rocked insanely to their rhythmic attack, while she sucked at Rover's prick with
mounting demonical fury.
God, she wanted it to shoot into her mouth... to swallow his cum and feel it dribble
down her throat... to fill her belly with it as those ramming into her cunt and insanely
stretched back passage would fill her there!
Oh God... she could feel Rover's cock swelling in her mouth and she sucked at it
madly. It burst then as he swore vilely, gushing forth thick streams of the creamy,
pungent liquid into her throat, her cheeks bloating and contracting and she swallowed
to keep from choking on the great continual spurts spewing ceaselessly from it. She
swallowed in hungry, thick gulps, fastening her lips like an elastic ring tightly around
the ejaculating prick, fearful of losing even a tiny drop of the precious liquid. Small
droplets seeped from the corner of her mouth as Rover fell away from her and his
shrinking member slithered lifelessly from her still sucking mouth, thin sticky strings of
the white viscid fluid stretching from her lips to his flaccid cock pulling away.
"Oooohhhh... Ooohhhhhh... Yes... Yes!" she chanted hoarsely in the litany of the
enraptured, as she continued to respond in kind to each lunge into her cunt and rectal
entrance. Wild and insane they became, punishing her without mercy, yet, she gave
them back in fury every stroke they delivered into her, until all three began to groan in
an unintelligible maze of feral sexual abandonment.
"Aaaahhh... God, yes! I can feel both of your cocks fucking beautiful inside me! Faster...
please, faster and harder! Oh God yes... harder... fuck harder!" Anita cried out to them,
urging them on now, the thought of having two men raping her at the same time
suddenly driving her toward a whirlwind of cyclonic lust. It seemed to go on forever...
the mounting, exotic bliss of it... the hands gripping and clutching at her as she was
completely and helplessly impaled from above and below. Her brain reeled... nothing
mattered but the tremendous sensations of erotic rapture about to burst inside her.
"Now!" she wailed. "Please... together... cum in me! Fill me! Now! Hurryyyyy! Please
hurryyyyy!"
Suddenly, Red began to mouth obscenities and at that moment Anita felt the hot,
boiling liquid of his sperm shoot deep up into her back passage as her own orgasm
seized her, sending delicious spasms of sensation rocketing through her, and she could
feel every contraction of his horrendous cock as it jerked out its load of hot white cream
deep, deep up into her contracting bowels; then, Al grunted and cursed as she drew her
thighs back as high as she could, her breath heaving from her lungs and his jerking
prick began spewing its thick jets of hot semen far into the depths of her quivering
belly, her own secretions blending and puddling hotly with his, an almost frantic
convulsion of bliss momentarily overwhelming her...
And then, it was done...
For a long moment, their heavy breathing filled the room; finally, Al climbed off her,
his deflated cock slipping feebly from her flooded and still tingling vagina. Surprisingly
gentle, Red lifted her off him, his useless member pulling from her rectum with a wet,
sucking sound, until Anita lay alone on the bed, her legs spread apart obscenely, the
cool air a soothing balm against her ravished loins.
Red stood by the bed looking down at her. "You know," he said, "You're all right, Doll.
That was a helluva fuck you gave us. Too bad you got yourself mixed up with the
wrong people. A girl can get killed that way."
Anita stared at him. "What're you going to do to me, now?" she asked, almost levelly,
her pupils still dilated from the ravishment her naked body had just gone through.
Red grinned. He was not an ugly man, she thought. He said: "Like I told you, we're
supposed to use our discretion... and you played ball... really gave us a time. So... maybe
if you're a good girl... take care of us from now on when we feel the urge, we'll be nice
to you and let you go on living."
Anita stared at them, hardly able to believe her ears. They were dressing now and Red
continued to grin at her. It didn't make sense... not even a little bit...
"I know what you're thinking," Red said, "and I don't blame you. That info you passed
to Archer could have really caused a lot of trouble... had it ever gotten to Albany. But
you see, the Chief figured what you did with it and sent his boy, Warfield, with Archer
tonight. When we left headquarters, they hadn't broken Archer yet about where he had
it stashed, but I don't think it'll take too long."
Anita slowly raised to one elbow, her eyes widening in shocked fear. "I-I don't know
what you mean..." she managed, a cold chill passing over her.
Red chuckled. "Simple, Baby," he said. "Who was with your husband the night he got
his? Archer, right? So... the Chief's tagged him with your late hubby's murder... and
when we left headquarters an hour or so ago, the old man had a pickup out on his wife
as an accomplice. Looks like they were in on it together... But, then, on the other hand,
if Archer is smart enough to turn that information over that you gave him it might go a
little easier on him. See what I mean?"
"That... that's insane" Anita gasped. "David Archer never shot my husband. And
certainly, Marilyn would have nothing to do with it..." Red came close to her, laying his
hand on her naked thigh. He was still grinning. "Police tactics, Doll," he said almost
humorously. "You see, Archer's being noble as hell... refusing to give up the info, so the
Chief figures by laying a little onto that pretty wife of his, he'll shortly be ready to agree
to anything. Know what I mean?"
Anita continued to stare, the full impact of his words reaching her. She was well aware
of the inhuman, brutalness of Lew Devons... she'd been submitted to it too many times
not to know the heinous workings of his demented mind. She could think only of
Kaptain... his constant dog companion... "My God!" she gasped. "That poor girl..." Red
moved his hand along her thigh to the damp silken hair covering her pubic mound.
Savagely, he grasped it in its entirety and began to pull. Anita cried out with the sudden
jolt of agony, tears almost immediately streaming down her cheeks from the intenseness
of the pain.
"Smarten up, cunt," he snarled. "You're alive only by the grace of your cunt and the
way you used it tonight. You want to go on living, then get on the right team.
Understand? Well... do you?"
"Yes! Yes!" Anita wailed, the excruciating pain nearly blinding her... and then, he
loosened his hold and she fell back on the bed, rolling over to bury her face in her
hands, her whole lovely body racked with the convulsive sobs of her mental anguish.
She heard them laughing then... laughing and exchanging lewd remarks as each one
came over to slap her on the behind before leaving... until finally the front door closed
and she was alone.
Oh God... poor David... poor Marilyn... What had she done to them?


Chapter 8


"Why don't you let Jordon and me interrogate the bastard for a few minutes, Chief?"
Sergeant Mace suggested, an evil grin twisting his scarred, hatchet-face.
"No... that won't be necessary," Lew Devons replied, seated comfortably in his swivel
chair behind the massive desk in his office. "I think our noble Detective Archer is going
to be very cooperative before this night's over. Besides, didn't you know that physical
police brutality is outmoded, Mace? Today, we use the psychological approach... more
humane... isn't that right, Archer?"
David said nothing. He was still dazed by the complete reversal his handling of the
situation had brought about. An hour before, at eleven o'clock, he'd returned from
Auburn, come directly to the Chief's suite and laid the incriminating facts before him,
to which the big handsome official had roared with laughter. Resign and turn yourself
in, David had offered him, but Devons, after listening quietly, had merely sneered at
him. Two minutes later, Mace, Jordon, Baxter, even Mark Warfield were surrounding
him, their faces caught in menacing grimaces as they relieved him of his revolver and
badge, handcuffed his wrists behind his back and Chief Devons officially charged him
with the murder of Lieutenant Ken Saddler. Preposterous, but true, and in the course of
the following few minutes it had dawned on David that as ridiculous as it might be, in
Parksburg, Chief Lew Devons could make it stick.
But he wasn't beaten yet, not as long as he still had the damning evidence of the
notebook in Ken Saddler's handwriting safely hidden. They could do whatever they
wanted to him, but he wasn't about to give that up. That was his secret weapon... and
the only chance he had left to beat Devons and the frame-up he was perpetrating...
"I'm going to give you one last chance to make it easy on yourself, Archer," the Chief
advised with narrowed eyes. "I know about the little book Saddler was compiling... a lot
of foolishness, but still it could be annoying to the department if it fell into the wrong
hands. I figure Anita Saddler passed it to you today when you two were enjoying your
little fucking party. Now... you turn that over to me without any trouble and I'll see
what I can do for you with the D.A. Otherwise, it's going to go hard with you, kid...
maybe even the chair. You know, everybody hates a cop, especially one who kills a
brother-cop."
Sergeant Mace sniggered and Devons glared at him.
David said: "I'm entitled to a lawyer before I make any statements... since I've been
officially charged."
Chief Devons broke into a slow grin. "You're a great stickler for rights, ain't you, Kid?
A regular legal brain. They teach you all that crap at college... or are you just naturally
naive?"
Again, Mace sniggered. "Why don't you just let me take him downstairs for awhile,
Chief?
I guarantee he'll tell us where he's stashed the book..."
"Shut up!" Devons barked at the evil-faced Sergeant. Then, to Mark Warfield, he said:
"Okay... I'm through playing games with this brain. Put out a pickup on that little
pussy he's got for a wife."
The order stunned David. He gaped at the big man in disbelief. "That's absurd...
unnecessary and you know it," he snapped angrily. "Marilyn had nothing to do with
this. Why do you have to intimidate her?"
Devons leaned back in his chair, pleased that he'd reached David, and where it would
hurt the most. He grinned. Memories of Marilyn's luscious, soft body and the way he
had sunk his cock into its almost virginal innocence only a few hours before were still
vivid enough to cause his prick to stir in his pants vigorously. He'd hoped to keep her
available for sometime to come, maybe even get a few more grand out of her, but now
that his neck was at stake he was more than willing to sacrifice her. There was always
plenty of cunt at hand, but he had only one neck... and he wasn't kidding himself... it
was going to be in a noose if he didn't get that book... and Marilyn Archer, he figured,
was his key. Finally, he said: "All indications point to your wife being an accomplice to
Saddler's murder, kid. Just no way I can avoid bringing her in and holding her for
questioning..."
"What indications?" David threw at him. "And for what motive?"
Devons continued to smile. "Well now, I haven't quite figured that out yet, Archer...
but I'll think of something."
David could feel the blood pounding in his temples. "Damn you!" he cursed, moving
toward the official, but he never reached him.
Kaptain leaped to his feet with bared teeth and a vicious growl, bringing David up
short. He wasn't fool enough to make the mistake of ignoring the massive animal. He
was well aware of the beast's ferocity and that it would kill at Devons' slightest
command.
"Change your mind, boy?" Lew Devons taunted. Then, he chuckled outright. "Okay,
Mace, take him down to the tombs and lock him up... in Block C where it's nice and
private... and hold the next cell for his pretty little wife. I think we're going to have
quite a party before the night's out..." Marilyn couldn't sleep and made no effort to try.
Once she had cried the last possible tear from her shame-racked body, she undressed,
slipped a wrapper over her nightgown and went into the living room to wait for David.
She had to tell him what she'd done, make a clean breast of it all or she could never live
with herself. And she'd made up her mind to let him know that she was aware of his
infidelity with Anita Saddler, but that she truly understood and forgave him. Had she,
herself, been a wife to him rather than an ambitious, designing woman, none of this
would ever have happened. But it wasn't too late for them, she felt certain of that; there
had to be a new, mutual understanding and forgiveness between them on both of their
parts for their indiscretions, then, they would be able to begin a warm, fresh
relationship together.
These were the things she was thinking when the police came to her. At first, a lump of
dread had immediately formed in her belly at the sight of them, visions of David being
hurt racing through her mind. But then, when they informed her that she was being
taken in for questioning and without giving her time to dress, a new apprehension had
gripped her. They would tell her nothing pertaining to the reason for her arrest, and it
was not until she again sat in Chief Devons' suite-office, holding her thin nylon
wrapper tightly about her throat and staring at the lecherous, handsome face with
shame and fear-filled eyes that she realized both David's and her own plight, and the
desperate measures this despicable monster would sink to save his own skin.
She sat, nearly paralyzed in panic, as Devons enlightened her fully of David's situation
and her own position in the contrived plot. They were completely entrapped, and
however impossible and unreal it all seemed to her, she had a terrible feeling of
certainty that this evil man would, and could, carry out his plan to destroy them and so
extricate himself.
"... Of course," he was saying, "if you were to make your husband understand that
should he turn this little book he has over to me... well, I might be able to reduce the
charge... maybe from murder to manslaughter, or something like that. See what I mean,
Baby?"
"My God... you know David never shot Ken Saddler," Marilyn insisted, her beautiful
young face drawn in fear and anger. "What are you trying to do to us? Haven't you any
mercy whatever in your soul? Or do you even have a soul?"
"Now... you're getting bitter, Mrs. Archer," said Devons, reaching down to pet
Kaptain's great head. "I like you better the way you were earlier when I fucked you... all
loose and sexy, with your ass humping like you were going out of your sluttish mind..."
"Stop it! Damn you, stop!" Marilyn shrilled. "You have no right to talk to me this way!
And you have no right to hold us without our having an attorney..."
"I never saw such goddamned legal brains as you and that husband of yours possess,"
Devons said, shaking his head and coming out of his chair. He moved around the desk
to where she sat and stood looking down at her, grinning. "You know something,
Baby? I've got ten thousand dollars you drew out of the bank today and brought here to
use as a bribe tonight, and that shouldn't be too hard to prove, now should it?
Supposing, I just say that you came here trying to buy your husband's freedom with all
that loot. What do you think a jury'd say to that?"
"But that's not true! That's not why I gave you the money and you know it!"
"Oh...?" The big man continued to grin. "And would you rather tell them why you gave
me the money? To buy your husband a promotion? Was that why David Archer killed
Lieutenant Saddler... so that he could move to his position in the department? The two
of you schemed it together... and then you tried to seduce me as part of the bribe..."
"No! No!" Marilyn exclaimed, her hands going to her throbbing temples and her
wrapper falling partially open to expose the deep valley between her breasts covered
with only the sheerness of her see-through nightie. "It's not true! It's not true and you
know it!"
Lew Devons' lust-filled eyes quickly locked on the soft enticing sight of her firm erect
breasts, the memory of their smooth, hard-nippled fullness causing his big hands to
twitch greedily. Suddenly, he reached down and caught hold of her wrist, jerking her
erect against him.
"You hot little bitch!" he hissed down into her face. "All I have to do is look at you and
I want to fuck you again. Already, you've got my prick jumping like a jack rabbit with a
hot poker up its ass." He hauled her to him roughly and smothered her soft wet lips
with his open mouth. She struggled in revulsive terror, but as before, it was useless. His
big hand yanked her wrapper open and clutched brutally at her tender breasts still
sensitively sore from the earlier bruising of his hands. Then, she tried to knee him in
the groin, but he anticipated the move and twisted in time, cursing her. "You lousy
little cunt!" he hissed and slapped her hard with one hand, as with the other he ripped
the front of her nightgown as if it were tissue paper.
"Oh my God!" Marilyn gasped, trying to cringe from him as he tore the thin covering
entirely from her body until she cowered before him naked for the second time that
night.
"Now, you little bitch," he spat viciously. "You'll do exactly as I tell you to do, or I'm
going to plant the ass of that punk husband of yours right smack in the electric chair!
You understand me?"
Marilyn didn't answer. She was too frightened and too shamed, not to mention the
heartbroken remorse she was filled with at the thought of her beloved David's
completely helpless situation. There was no question in her mind but what this horrible
man intended to do everything he said... and even if David was to give up the book, or
whatever it was, there could be no assurance that Devons wouldn't carry through with
his scheme and destroy them, anyway. He had no word; she'd already learned that... yet
what could she do? What he did to her was no longer of importance, but somehow,
someway, she must make him free David...!
"Wh-What do you want of me?" she heard herself question in an almost final, resigned
voice.
Abruptly, a wicked, salacious leer twisted the big man's face. His tongue shot out of his
mouth and began to lick at his dry lips as he absorbed the delightful contours of her
naked body with lickerish eyes. Bitch, he thought. Fucking, big-titted, innocent young
bitch! Enough to drive a sane man out of his goddamned mind with that body! He
couldn't get enough of her... just couldn't! Again, his hand reached out and clutched at
her firm, youthful breast, angrily squeezing and pinching the nipple until she winced
with the pain.
"First, get down on your knees in front of me," he snarled, grabbing her shoulders and
thrusting downward when she resisted. "Goddamn you, move when I speak to you!"
Marilyn, shoved brutally to the floor from the force of his powerful hands, crouched
before him in spine-chilling terror, unable to cry or hardly think as realization of what
he was going to make her do filled her brain. Dear God! Could she? Never before in
her life had she even considered such a depraved act of taking a man's prick in her
mouth... yet now that David's very existence depended on it, she vowed inwardly that
she could, and would do anything in the world. Yes... yes, she had to try every means
she knew how to save him. Dear God in heaven, she loved him so much.
"Well...? Take out my cock, damnit! What else do you think I want you down there
for?" He entangled his hand in her long, ash-golden hair and twisted cruelly.
She whimpered with the sudden pain and reached forward slowly, hesitantly, afraid that
he might slap her again, while in her mind she kept repeating: I must do this... I must!
For David...! And a spasm of sadistic delight coursed through Devons at the sound of
her whining as she began to fumble with his zipper.
"Hurry up! I haven't got all night, slut!" he barked down at her. "Or maybe you'd just
rather forget the whole thing and let us go ahead burning the ass off that stupid
husband of yours..."
"Oh, no, please..." Marilyn stammered, the mere thought of such a horror sending cold
chills along her spine.
"I wouldn't want you to do anything you don't feel is right..." he taunted, but she
interrupted him.
"God, please don't. I'll do it... I want to do it," she pleaded with him, finally fumbling
his huge fleshy instrument free to burst through the opened fly of his trousers.
"You want to do what?" he put to her quickly.
"You... you know... what I'm going to do," she faltered, knowing what he wanted her to
say.
"What? Say it, bitch! What do you want to do?"
"Oh... Oh," Marilyn whimpered. "I can't... I can't..."
"Say it, or I'll slap you silly!" he growled.
"S-Suck it..." she moaned in her debasement.
"Suck what?"
"Oh... damn you...! Your cock! I want to suck your cock! There! Is that what you
wanted to hear?"
Devons chuckled licentiously. "Well open your mouth and get at it, then, bitch!" he
sneered. "Get at it before I change my mind and turn Mace and Jordon loose with the
rubber hose on that brain you're married to."
Again, Marilyn's eyes raised to him pleadingly, and then she wrapped her hand around
the familiar, thick hardened rod of flesh and Devons shoved his hips forward causing it
to skin back until the smooth red-fleshed head popped from the heavy foreskin, a scant
few inches from her dreading lips.
"Well...? You know what to do with it, Mrs. Archer!" the police chief taunted sharply.
"Rub it around your lips, then lick it clean from top to bottom. It's still got some of
your dried cunt cum on it."
The nauseating thought almost caused Marilyn to gag; she was certain she could now
smell her own bodily odor emitting from it. Oh, God, she could never do it...! But then,
she remembered David... steeled herself, and moved her lips forward. Automatically,
her tiny pink tongue came out and she licked down the full length of the rigid shaft,
sickened once more by the thought of her mouth being used as a helpless receptacle of
lust for this evil man, and the repulsive thought eventually of his lewd sperm being
pumped down her unwilling throat. For surely, he would expect her to swallow his
filthy semen... and she would probably choke and be sick at her stomach...
"All right, that's enough of that. Now, suck it," he grinned salaciously.
Strangely enough, the taste was no where near as horrid as she had anticipated, but
merely a pungent, salty tang, and that mostly of her own self. She parted her lips,
opening her mouth to slide them along and over the hardened rubbery head, along the
full length of her tongue, the tiny drops of seepage from it filling the warm cavern of
her mouth with its warm piquancy.
Devons groaned above her bobbing head and began a slow undulation with his hips,
sliding his thick lust-inflated cock in and out of her mouth with a wet sucking sound,
guided by his big hand now ensnarled in her hair. He watched the puffing of her cheeks
beneath him as her head bobbed on the end of his prick with reluctant subservience,
and he shoved the throbbing shaft between her ovaled, clasping lips bluntly. His grin
widened with each thrust into her trapped face, and she groaned in degraded
submission between his legs. What she needed was a little stimulant, he decided
gleefully. Something to spur her on and excite her a bit.
"Wait a minute," he ordered, pushing her face back off his prick, and while she raised
her eyes to look up at him in fresh fear, Devons began to remove his trousers. "We
might just as well all enjoy this," he said, dropping down onto the floor and lying back,
naked now from his hairy belly down.
Marilyn watched in new revulsion as he spread his legs obscenely, exposing his haircovered 
crotch with its massive, upthrusting staff of thick flesh and the huge sac of his
balls hanging beneath.
"Okay, come on, Mrs. Archer. Get between my legs on all fours with your ass high in
the air."
Marilyn moved in a semi-stupor, afraid to disobey, not allowing herself to think unless
she completely lose her mind. Numbly, she assumed the lewd position as he directed,
lowering her head over his loins. Once more, she took the huge cudgel into her hand
and slipped her saliva filled mouth down over it.
"Now, spread your legs farther apart," Devons ordered, and she did, but for what
purpose except to sate his ogling lust, she couldn't imagine. "That's fine, Baby... now,
you're in for a treat. Kaptain! Up boy! Up! It's your turn too!"
Marilyn tensed at the sound of the animal's name, but fearfully continued her forced
perverted act in limited, unknowledgeable motions, wanting only to get the despicable
ordeal over with as soon as possible.
"Behind, Kaptain! Behind!" Devons ordered and Marilyn saw from the corner of her
eye the great beast padding silently behind her.
Suddenly, she heard him growl menacingly, and her blood seemed to ice in her veins as
she felt something cold and wet between her buttocks... then, moving downward toward
the completely defenseless slit of her upraised vagina. She stiffened and jerked at the
spasmodic, cold, wet touches against her sensitive genitals, but when the animal
growled warningly once more, she realized it was his nose... My God! What further vile
act of degradation was this? He was sniffing her as if she were another animal... a bitch
dog in heat! Abruptly, she lifted her face up off Devons' cock and the latter caught her
roughly by the hair.
"You make one crazy move and Kaptain'll take a chunk out of your ass the size of a
baseball," the Chief warned. "He doesn't like it when his mates are frigid. Now you get
back to sucking that prick, Baby, before I lose my temper entirely."
Marilyn choked back a scream of utter repulsion and lowered her head obediently to
the head of Devons' huge, throbbing organ, encompassing it with her lips in a reluctant
half-measure, while from behind her she heard the first lustful whines coming from
Kaptain's throat. She moaned again around the hard rod of flesh in her mouth as his
cold, searching nose suddenly rubbed wetly against her tiny, cringing anus.
My God! My God! What's he going to do to me! she groaned helplessly.
A split second later, she knew. His tongue snaked out and licked wetly up and down
the crevice surrounding her snug little rectum, the tip burrowing slightly into the outer
fleshy anal ring. She waggled her buttocks uncontrollably at the taunting torment and
heard the brute's responsive growl. A shudder passed over her as she realized she must
remain still... not displease him. Again, the long length of wet flesh touched her and she
felt him beginning to lap greedily at the opened, tight fissure between her wide spread
thighs. He ran his tongue wetly through her crotch, from the tightly puckered little
anus up over the fluted pink edges of her pussy, reaching to the tiny jerking bud of her
clitoris. My God, his thick tongue spread through the soft, sparsely fleeced vaginal lips
like a keen blade through soft, unresisting flesh. It laved relentlessly between her wide
spread thighs, pausing only occasionally to lunge in a curl deeply into her. Oh God...
she couldn't believe what was taking place, or the effect it was having on her. A brief,
lewd vision of the man whose cock was in her mouth, buried with his face in her open
cunt earlier this very night, flashed through her brain, and sudden, prurient sensations
raced across her belly from her loins and up to the very tips of her swelling breasts.
Oh... oh God! What was happening to her? She had to remember her husband! David
was her reason for performing this vile and debasing act! She mustn't forget... mustn't
lose sight...
But then, she groaned aloud as Kaptain's relentlessly probing tongue shot up the moist
channel of her vagina as if trained for such a purpose... shot up her like a squirming
little reptile, ravishing her upthrust vaginal orifice mercilessly. Unfeasible, wild, galvanic
sensations burst inside her and she found herself humming and purling loudly around
Devons' prick in her mouth.
The big man had waited patiently. He had known it would come. None of the bitches
he'd ever submitted to Kaptain could resist him for long... even his stupid, lush of a
wife. The goddamned brute was a bigger lecher than he, himself. Devons could sense
the change taking place in her; Kaptain was firing her up like a boiler. She'd begun to
suck to please herself, running her tongue exploring around and around the now
slipping, lubricated head, and flicking her tongue-tip teasingly into the tiny open slit of
the moist glans, and right away he knew it wasn't going to be long before he shot his
load into her throat... a piece of sex he was convinced she still was a virgin at.
Marilyn couldn't resist the sudden delicious thrill of Devons'... or any man's cock... in
her mouth if it had been right at that moment. Kaptain, behind her, his tongue lashing
teasingly up through the open furrow of her tight cunt all the way to her rectum in
never ending delight, was introducing her to a world of rapture she couldn't believe
possible. Within her loins was building an insane pressure that could only mean one
thing... ultimate ecstasy!
Devons watched with lustful eyes as Marilyn's soft, wet mouth clasped greedily around
his growing white prick sawing upward into her face. The thin, tensile rim of her lips
clung to it as though held there by some unseen force. He grinned salaciously as he
fucked her mouth and watched her, now passion-contorted, face suck and lick his
hardened cock as if it were some new phenomenon she had never before been exposed
to. She'd taken both hands to cup and squeeze his balls, and he could see his thick,
white fluid dribbling from the corners of her mouth in tiny rivulets as she suddenly
seemed to revel in the debasement he had subjected her to, a masochistic light gleaming
in her desire-glazed eyes.
Devons was beginning to wonder if he wasn't becoming mesmerized himself by her
lascivious, demonical attack. She was drawing at his expanding cock like a wanton
whore, and the thick, pummeling instrument seemed to disappear into a sensual,
lengthened fusion of her face and his shaft, as he rammed upward with hollowing
buttocks, driving it far into her mouth and throat, until his pubic hair was brushing at
the tip of her lovely nose, while his balls danced beneath in a bloating buildup of
pressure.
Marilyn had begun to pray inwardly... pray to some pagan god that the magnificent
animal-lover behind her would lick her to completion, for she was afire with flames of
lewd passion that were about to consume her. All thoughts of purpose or reason had
left her; only the obscene desire at her lust-maddened loins existed... her cunt being so
delectably licked by this proud, noble beast, and the ever-expanding, beautiful cock in
her mouth. The mere thought of it suddenly ejaculating, spurting its white, thick sperm
into her throat had already begun to set her wild with anticipation. She wanted it! Had
to have it shooting into her mouth and throat, filling her belly! She wondered if it
would be warm... hot, perhaps, like the feel of his great balls in her hands at that very
moment? Oh God... there'd never been a time of elation like this in her whole young
life...!
Lew Devons stared at the beautiful, golden haired bitch in disbelief, the length of his
mighty prick almost completely absorbed into her mouth and throat. Great whirlpools
of sensation were mounting deep, deep in his balls and loins as he watched her face
working over his sweating pelvis. He saw little rivers of perspiration running in thin
drops from the sides of her luscious body as she strained over him like any other whore
he'd ever known. The muscles of his belly, chest and thighs were as taut as steel bands.
He arched his back, shoving his pulsating rod even further up between her moist,
wildly sucking lips, and watched the thin pink ridges of flesh pulling from her mouth as
her lips clung voraciously to his thrusting cock, driving him on.
He stiffened and began to groan uncontrollably, over and over again, his mouth
twisting crazily with incoherent sounds spluttering from between clenched teeth.
And then, it was there! He gasped! The time was now, and a vile, guttural oath came
forth as he sensed the hot, sticky sperm begin its insane rush from the vast reservoir of
his balls to squirt in hot, pressured streams into her warm, sucking mouth. Her cheeks
expanded and hollowed as she swallowed the teeming, flooding gushes spewing from
him to keep from choking. She continued to pull hungrily with her lips as he watched
and emptied his white, seething semen into her clasping lips.
Crudely, his hands tangled in her long, blonde hair and she moaned subserviently as he
held her head slave-like to the convulsions of his pumping loins, and he rammed his
still spurting organ to the depths of her tonsils. She coughed sporadically while she
swallowed in rapid gulps to regain her breathing. Then, he grunted out his last spurts
in final fulfillment, and slowly the monstrous prick deflated in her mouth, even as she
continued her sucking, vacuuming every last drop of his warm, slippery fluid from his
limp, deflating cock, while Kaptain carried on at her cunt with his wild, hungry
tonguing performance.
When she had sucked and licked him dry to his satisfaction, and she still remained at
the very threshold of her own orgasm, Lew Devons pushed her away and abruptly
ordered Kaptain to stop.
Marilyn looked up in whimpering need, thin strings of his semen covering her lips and
delicate chin as Kaptain obediently, if reluctantly, backed away from her and moved
over beside the desk to lie down.
"Oh no! My God... I was almost there! Please... please... just another minute..."
"Shut up, pig!" Devons snarled, getting to his feet around her and pulling on his shorts
and trousers. And as he did this, he glared down at her, his face broadening in a wicked
grin. "You know something, cunt...? You're no different than any of the rest... maybe a
little more stuck-up... but just a bitch... another fuck hole."
Marilyn stared up at him blankly at first, his vicious words finally reaching her, and as
they registered in their full meaning, she threw herself forward onto the floor and
began to sob, unmindful of her nakedness. His leering face had spoken more than his
words. What he'd said was true and suddenly she realized it. She was nothing but a
bitch! A whore! A she-animal... not even worthy of the gallant Kaptain. In her own
selfish, lewd desire, she'd succumbed to the pleasures of the flesh, while her beloved
David was in danger of losing his very life over what he felt was right. She had failed
him again. Oh... dear God... what was to become of her?
"Don't worry, cunt... you'll get all the fucking and licking you want this night, and then
some," Chief Devons sneered down at where she lay on the floor. "Plenty of cocks to
suck, too." He chuckled lewdly. "We're just beginning, Baby. Now, you go down to the
tombs where some of the boys... and maybe even Kaptain'll take another crack at you. I
think once your precious husband sees that, he'll be ready to tell me where he's hidden
the book... don't you?"


Chapter 9


When Chief Devons, with Kaptain behind him, and Sergeant Mace escorted Marilyn
down to Cell Block C, David was nearly out of his mind with anger and remorse. She
was wearing only a thin little nylon robe, indicating they must have taken her right out
bed, forcing her to accompany them without even letting her dress. He watched in
bitter shock as they shoved her into the next cell to him and she moved as if she were
in the throes of a dazed coma, hardly acknowledging his presence through the bars that
separated them.
"Marilyn darling... have they hurt you?" he questioned anxiously, his hands clutching
tightly to the bars and his face pressed between them.
"I-I'm all right, David," she managed, looking at him pitifully and biting at her lower
lip. "Oh God, Darling... whatever it is they want... give it to them and... and maybe
they'll let us go..." David grunted a mirthless little laugh; he knew what his chances of
getting out of there alive were, especially if he were to give up the notebook to Devons.
He would have nothing left to fight with then. At least, they had a chance now. "I'm
sorry, Honey, but I can't do that. Just hold tight and don't worry... they can't harm you.
They wouldn't dare."
"Oh God, David," she moaned. "You don't understand..." Devons moved closer to the
bars of David's cell. "Your wife is using her head, Archer. Why don't you do the same
and give me the book. You're smart enough to know you can't beat me in this town."
"Go to hell!" David spat. "You'll get what's coming to you, Devons. I'll see to that... and
I warn you, if you harm one hair of her head..." Devons ignored him, turning away and
looking at Mace who still held to Marilyn's wrist. He gave a slight nod to the scar-faced
police sergeant and David saw the twisted expression of lust contort the latter's half
smirking countenance. Suddenly, Mace moved to the cot in the corner of the small cell
and jerked the thin mattress off to the center of the floor, and as David continued to
watch in mounting horror, Mace brutally tore the wrapper from his wife's soft white
body and pushed her roughly down onto the mattress where she lay completely naked,
her beautiful, voluptuous flesh entirely exposed to their salacious, lust-filled eyes.
"Goddamn you, Devons!" David screamed at him. "I'll kill you for this! I swear it! I'll
kill both of you!"
Chief Devons glared at him in disgust. "Where's the notebook, Archer? Give it up and
I'll think about letting your wife go free."
"Let us have a lawyer and I'll consider giving up the book," David replied.
"You think I'm that dumb?" Devons sneered.
"No soap, kid. Either you give up the book now, or your wife pays the consequences."
David bit savagely at his lip until he could taste the saltiness of his own blood.
Desperately, he clung to the bars.
"Well?" prodded Devons, and when David still didn't answer, the Chief turned to
where Mace stood waiting above the cringing girl who lay with her thighs squeezed
tightly together and her arms crossed, barely able to cover her full erect breasts as she
hopelessly tried to conceal her most intricate naked parts from the probing, licentious
eyes of the evil man above her. In abject despair, she glanced once more at the agonized
face of her tortured husband... and then she saw Jordon and Baxter enter her cell and
stare lewdly down at her.
"All right, boys," Devons ordered, "fuck her... anyway you like. We'll see just how long
it'll be before her stupid, devoted husband tells us what we want to know."
"Oh God, no... please," Marilyn begged. "David... David...!"
"Hold her," Mace said to Baxter and Jordon as he began to strip. "I'm going to enjoy
fucking the living shit out of this sexy little bitch."
"You dirty filthy bastards!" David swore viciously at them, tears beginning to stream
down his cheeks as he watched the two men, each, take one of her arms and pin it to
the mattress on either side of her shoulders, while simultaneously, with their free hands
they began to fondle and squeeze her lovely, tender breasts, tweaking and pinching at
their tiny pink nipples until they burst into painful hardness. Then, Mace was naked
and David saw his thick, mean spear of flesh jutting long and angry from his lean, hairy
loins, and as he watched in raging horror, he saw Mace drop to his knees and roughly
grasp his wife's slender ankles, yanking them apart to expose the thin pink-split in her
golden, hair-lined crotch. "Goddamn you! I'll kill everyone of you for this! I swear to
God I will...!"
But the lust-driven men were too engrossed with Marilyn's lush white body to hear the
threats and cries of her husband. Mace crawled slowly up between the smooth, shapely
legs, his eyes locked greedily on the sensuous sight of the thin, coral slit separating the
puffy hair-sprinkled flanges of her cunt, and lewdly he kneeled up, pushing her helpless
soft thighs farther apart and slightly upward, while Marilyn watched and responded in
stark, revulsive antipathy, completely helpless before him.
"Oh God, don't... please don't," she begged, even knowing her pleas were useless.
"David! David! Stop them... dear God!" Oh... why didn't he help her... how could he let
them do these vile things to her...?
Suddenly, she felt the thick, turgid head of Mace's lust hardened organ parting the soft
curls of pubic hair and being guided up and down through her tight slit, the immediate
contact of the hard, swollen nob with her own soft inner-flesh causing a combination of
further loathing, but mixed with a carnal little tingle that rippled over her naked belly.
And then, without further preliminaries he brought the throbbing tip to the small,
elastic mouth of her vagina and dropped his hips with a force that sent his shaft
plunging into her, spearing the tight resisting walls of her unwanting and unready
channel in wavelets of moist, velvety flesh before it, the full, stone-hard length of it
racing into her belly until she felt his heavy balls slap solidly into the cleft of her
buttocks.
"Aauuuggghhhh!" she gasped, his wicked thrust taking her breath away and
telegraphing a sharp pain from the depths of her delicate, contracting belly to her brain.
Mercilessly, he withdrew and rammed again, and again, immediately establishing a
rhythm of satisfaction to himself.
The agony was like tiny explosions of gunpowder inside her, searing the soft, sensitive
flesh as his thundering rod widened the tight, narrow passage with each battering
stroke, and she groaned in painful degradation beneath him.
David was like a caged animal. Tears streamed down his craggy face and desperately he
clutched and rattled the bars in a futile display of enraged hatred at the despicable sight
of the outrageous defilement of his beautiful and helpless wife. Continuously, he
screamed, cursed and threatened them, but only Chief Devons paid him any mind.
"Where've you hidden the notebook, Archer?"
"No! No, I won't tell you that, Devons... damn you!"
"Don't be a fool, Archer. Think of your wife."
"She's all I am thinking of... and you're going to have to kill me, Devons," David spat
at him. "Because if I ever get out of here..."
"Where's the notebook?"
"Go to hell!"
Angrily, Lew Devons turned back to the lurid rape taking place on the mattress. Mace
had thrust her smooth white thighs up and down until her knees were crushing her
breasts, and from where he stood, Devons could see the Sergeant's long, thick prick
sink deeply into the fleshy pink folds of her tightly clasping cunt. It looked to him now
as if her early moments of pain had passed, for the expression on her face was slowly
changing to one of desire, whether she wanted it or not.
Mace's rapid, deep thrusts into her expanding, moistened vagina soon revived Marilyn's
near-orgasm that Kaptain's tongue had instigated only a short time before, and
suddenly, her body, as though it were entirely disassociated from her resisting mind,
began an involuntary reaction. Lewd flames of passion had returned to lick through her
veins and she was fast losing any will to fight against the physical rapture. Her control
was leaving her and in spite of her mental repugnance and horror, she knew she was
about to surrender totally to this cock that was so deliciously pummeling the very
sanctuary of her womb. The mere thought sent chills of lewd carnality racing the length
of her spine as she felt the increased rhythm of Mace's shaft skewering wetly into her.
"Hold it," Devons interrupted them. "Let's turn her over... get her up on her knees. See
if we can expedite this thing a little bit, eh? You, Baxter, get your pants off. The
reluctant husband here would like to watch his loving wife suck you off while Mace
fucks her from behind. How does that sound to you, Archer?"
David could only stare at his evil grinning face, while his brain reeled with the shocking
abomination of the cruel ravishment. Yet, at the same time, he couldn't help being
amazed at Marilyn's almost immediate resigned acceptance to her lewd defilement, the
look even at that moment on her face as Mace kneeled up behind her, anything but
that of a frigid girl. Christ! He could almost believe that she was beginning to enjoy it!
Good God, was it possible?
He gaped in stunned incredulity as Mace's thick, rampaging cock suddenly disappeared
with a furious lunge right up his lovely Marilyn's defenseless cunt, his loins smacking
solidly against the soft white spheres of her wide-spread buttocks thrust back and
upward at him. He saw her heavy, full breasts dancing and swaying beneath her as their
resilient smooth flesh rippled and jounced with Mace's every jack-hammer plunge into
her. Then, to David's further horror, Baxter had grabbed her head in a vice-like grip
and was forcing his long filthy prick between her tender, wet lips. Dear Jesus! It was
unbelievable... for... for... she wasn't resisting, but instead he could see her cheeks
actually bloating and hollowing in a tiny sucking motion while simultaneously her
buttocks had begun to waggle back at the other's cock in wild, hungry little gyrations.
She was sucking Baxter and fucking Mace willingly! She was enjoying it!
"Well, Archer? Where's the notebook?" Devons threw at him, interrupting his
nightmarish, hypnotic state. "You might better tell me. It's only going to get worse as
we go along."
Suddenly, David felt completely at loss. He couldn't stand any more of this obscene
ravishment of his beautiful Marilyn... especially now that she had lost complete control
of her body. Again, he stared in unbelief at her sucking mouth clasped tightly around
Baxter's thrusting prick, while Mace pummelled her cunt from behind with furious
untamed strokes and she continued to wave and pound her upraised buttocks
salaciously back at him.
"Well... where is it?" Devons persisted.
David shook his head in hopeless despair. It was no good. He couldn't take anymore!
"In... In the patrol car we... we took to Auburn," he said finally. "Y – You'll find it
taped to the back of the dashboard. Now... for God's sake, stop them, will you, and let
my wife out of here?"
Devons broke into a slow grin. "Don't be in a hurry, kid. I've got to be sure you're not
lying to me. Besides... the boys haven't shot their loads up in her little belly yet." Then,
he turned to Jordon and said: "You heard him. Go find the book and bring it to me."
"Aw Chief, let me fuck the little wench first..." Jordon pleaded.
"Get out of here and bring me back that notebook!" Devons ordered.
Reluctantly, he obeyed while David stared at the big lawman. "It's there," he assured
him. "I'm not lying to you! Now, damnit, stop them...!"
"I told you, kid, the boys haven't cum yet, and they might give her a kid to be proud
of." Devons leered at him. "Now that'd be a real dirty trick to pull on them, wouldn't it.
Especially when your little wife's enjoying it so much herself. Hell, look at her go. She's
sucking Baxter almost as good as she did when I had her brought in. And I know what
a tight little cunt she's got, because I fucked her earlier tonight, myself." Evilly, the
police official continued to grin at his helpless prisoner, while at the same time he
stroked the head of Kaptain. "You know something, Archer? I don't think you've been
taking very good care of that little bitch at all."
David lunged at the bars, reaching between them in a futile effort to grab Devons, but
the big man had backed off with ease, and Kaptain's spontaneous charge at the
extended arm toward his master caused David to jerk back just in time.
"You filthy bastard!" David cursed, as once more tears of rage trickled down his face at
the realization of the mistake he had made. In a weak moment, and in an effort to save
Marilyn's further shame and degradation, he had told him what he had wanted to
know... given up his only chance of convicting this man... betrayed Anita Saddler's
confidence... and even worse, turned over the evidence that Ken Saddler had given his
life for.
And there'd be no mercy; he realized that now, too late, as with tortured eyes he turned
to witness the never-ending violation of his beloved wife who was being hopelessly
debauched at both ends of her soft, supple body.
Marilyn, in the heat of her rising, uncontrollable passion, had lost all sense of
surroundings, aware only of the increased vigor in the thrusts pounding the depths of
her cunt from behind and the naked hips crushing up tighter and tighter into her face.
She could feel the cock that was stiffly poling into her mouth begin tensing in great
trembling movements and the hands pressing against her cheeks grip harder. His pelvis
closed in on her until she was certain he was trying to push his cock all the way down
her throat to meet the other coming up deep in her belly. She was near-suffocating, and
choked groans of protest tumbled from her lips around the pistoning shaft only to be
muffled by the continuous brutal thrusts. She heard him mouth an oath and ram it far
into her mouth, until the tiny strands of pubic hair at the base of his wildly-thrusting
prick pressed tauntingly against her nose.
"Suck it, you cunt!" Baxter groaned. "Suck it hard, damn you! I'm cumming! I'm
cuummmmiiinnnggg!"
Abruptly, her mouth was flooded with a torrent of hot, white liquid that raged down
her desperately swallowing throat in a fury of seething fire. She fought for breath as she
gulped with sexual hunger at the thick, viscous fluid wildly ejaculating from the jerking
prick driven to the depths of her constricting tonsils. And then, as suddenly as it had
erupted in her mouth, the spurting organ began to lose its rigidity and she could feel it
slipping wetly from her still sucking lips. She was able to catch her breath again and ran
her tongue over her slippery, sperm-covered lips, ensnaring the last of the tiny
remaining droplets of semen that had trickled there from the corners of her mouth.
At the same time, she was aware of the delicious assault on her cunt and the almost
peaked sensations screaming within her belly for release. She buffeted back against the
driving cock furiously, small pleading mewls of passion emitting from her throat. She
was very near... almost there!
"Oh, oh, oh, oh," she chanted, her hips forcing themselves back as the plunging fleshy
rod hammered insanely into her unresisting and receptive channel. She couldn't
remember even feeling more wanton than at that very moment, and her body contorted
and convulsed as if she wanted to show the forgotten and hazy image of David, her
husband, just how wild she had become. And behind her, she knew, that Mace, too,
was ready. She could hear him gasping and panting, faster and faster, as he forced her
thighs so wide with his knees that she was almost flat on the mattress... but the pain
didn't matter... nothing mattered any longer except that she reach her climax.
In a minute...! It was cumming! Soon! Soon...! And then, she heard Mace blurt
something unintelligible and felt his loins jerk convulsively against the flatness of her
upraised buttocks. He was cumming! Oh God... and she couldn't! Not yet! Ooohhhh...!
"No! No! Wait... please!" she whimpered as his load of hot, swirling cream gushed into
her belly and she ground her buttocks tightly back against his pelvis to stop the flow,
but her very action defeated her desperate purpose. The nibbling clasp of her pussy
milked it dry and the last drop of his hot sperm sloshed around deep inside her womb...
and then he fell away from her, his limp penis slipping uselessly from her still
palpitating vagina.
While David watched in sickened anguish the incredible wanton performance of his yet
unsated wife, Jordon returned and handed the incriminating little notebook to Devons.
Quickly, the big man took it, examined it, and with a triumphant smile, struck a match
to its open edges.
"And that takes care of that," he gloated, watching the pained expression of defeat on
David Archer's face. "Now, to the other business at hand. Go ahead, Jordon... fuck the
bitch before she goes out of her mind.
Helplessly, David gaped at Marilyn still kneeling on all fours, incessant whimpers
tumbling from her lips in her unfulfilled need, her buttocks high in the air, her face
resting on the mattress as she seemed to wait in desperate anticipation for her next
ravager to fill her throbbing pussy. Then, Jordon had dropped his pants and was
kneeling up behind her in the fashion of Mace before him, but all of a sudden, a fierce
growl from Kaptain caused him to freeze in his movements.
"Better get out of the way, Jordon," Devons ordered with a chuckle. "Looks like Kaptain
wants a taste of that tight little pussy."
Jordon didn't hesitate as the big animal moved in on him with bared fangs, but quickly
got out of the way, holding to his trousers and with his prick still in his hand.
"Oh my God! No! No!" David cried, but once more no one paid him any mind. They
were all too taken with the obscene spectacle about to take place, and as he gaped he
saw the animal mounting the spread moons of Marilyn's soft white buttocks, paws
wrapping around her waist as if she were truly a bitch of his breed. He could see the
glistening, scarlet penis slipping from its huge sheath, dripping freely while the tapered
point jerked and danced in the hot damp slit as the brute quivered and lurched its hind
quarters, endeavoring to bury the pink, lean tip and the thickened shaft into her body.
Half sobbing in her desire now, Marilyn looked back, shifting her quaking round asscheeks 
in an attempt to capture the lengthening animal prick.
Like a bitch in heat, David thought frantically, as she strove to swallow the long, 
coralhued organ into her voracious, grasping vagina. But the hard tip missed, slid up to find
the momentarily relaxed anus, and David's breath caught in his throat as the almost
needle-point of the ever-growing rod shot into the exposed little puckered hole with a
fury, disappearing right up her un-expecting passage almost to his dangling, black balls.
"Auuugggghhhhhh!" Marilyn grunted in confused pain, and with a twisting lurch tried
to shake the impaling rod of animal flesh out of her invaded rectum, but to little avail,
for as she grunted and strained to free herself of the intrusion, Kaptain's fierce growl
filled her ears while his hairy fore-paws clutched savagely at her waist, and he began to
pump into her.
"Jesus Christ! He's got it right up her ass!" Mace exclaimed.
"Yeah," said Devons excitedly, his lust-incited eyes fastened on the long dog-prick
sawing in rapid feral thrusts into her tight, expanded, pink hole. "I'd like to see
anybody try to take her from him now. She's his bitch and he'd kill for her."
David continued to hold, then release, his breath, as did the rest of the spectators who
stood lewdly mesmerized, watching the massive dog bucking frenziedly at the now
moaning girl's lovely trembling buttocks, attempting to skewer her onto the last
remaining inches of the still growing shaft of his mighty, glistening prick. And to his
sickened amazement, David felt his own cock jerk with unwanting lust at the lurid sight
of the huge beast romping forward, burrowing his giant cudgel deep up into the
squirming, grasping asshole of his helplessly kneeling wife.
Marilyn hung on a mental plane of unbelievable pleasure-pain. At first, the vicious
invasion had nearly blinded her with the excruciating agony of the massive shaft
bursting into her, pushing the rubbery, resistant flesh of her anal passage before it, until
in seconds he had ground it all the way up inside the warm, constricting depths of her
rectum. And as he continued to piston into the softness of her upturned buttocks, she
could feel his animal balls swing hard down against the open lips of her vagina below.
She was impaled to the hilt on his sodomizing cock and suddenly reveling
masochistically in its depraved possession of her virginal asshole.
She breathed a moan from her lust-twisted mouth and she began to move rhythmically
backward to meet Kaptain's superb, panting thrusts. His forelegs clung to her hips like
powerful furry arms and she began to undulate her body, rotating her buttocks in lewd,
concentric circles, abandoning herself to the ecstatic pleasure of the animal-fucking this
beautiful beast was pounding into her from the rear. She wished there was some way
she could watch it disappearing inside her, but she could only visualize and the mere
thought of their unnatural coupling sent licentious exultation soaring through her
maddened, debauched body. She saw her large, taut breasts dancing tightly beneath her
writhing, perspiring torso, moving in cadence with the delightful, rampaging, animal
prick that was growing, growing... ever growing inside her entire passage to her belly.
She visualized it sliding deeper, deeper into the forever stretched mouth of her clasping
anus from behind, a relentless, steaming shaft of glistening flesh lunging into her.
Suddenly, with one hand, she reached down between her legs and dipped her fingers
into the throbbing blonde triangle of her pubic hair, and beyond into the open wet slit
of her cunt, feeling it palpitate against their tips. With a groan she sunk one finger into
the viscous moistened mouth. Her breath hitched in her throat at the added sensation,
and she could feel the massive animal cock ramming into her through the thin wall
dividing her vagina and rectum, pounding in and out of her as she buffeted her
quivering buttocks back against it. But the fire in her loins increased and her cunt
demanded more than the single finger trying to feed its lewd hunger. She inserted
another and yet another, cramming them into the wetness of her seething vagina in
rhythm with the huge shaft fucking into her asshole.
"Oh... Oh... Oh God! Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass like that!" Marilyn panted back to
Kaptain as she pummelled her fingers into her vagina and tried to spread her thighs
even farther apart to this perverted invasion of her genitals. "Ohhhhh... yes... it's
wonderful! Fuck harder! Harder! Fill my belly with your hot cum! Fill me! Fill me!"
In her passion, Marilyn felt like an animal herself. She was a writhing mass of sweating,
lust-deranged flesh that wanted to be subjugated. She was reveling in the humiliation of
being ass-fucked by a panting brute, and she ground her buttocks back against his
hairy, bucking body like the bitch she felt she'd become. She sensed the tiny rivulets of
moisture building in the wide-spread crevice between her ass-cheeks and felt them
trailing down the backs of her thighs, while the mounting pressure in her belly and
loins signaled that her rising orgasm was close to explosion.
David was nearly out of his mind from the sight of the horrifying depravity taking place
before him, yet, simultaneously, his cock had grown into an aching hardness that
threatened to rip away the front of his trousers. And then, suddenly, he saw Marilyn's
mouth pop open in a muffled scream as she began to toss her head from side to side
wildly, her long ash-blonde hair flailing and whipping about her shoulders. He realized
then that she was in the beginning throes of orgasm, and he gaped as she screwed her
buttocks back salaciously against the dog like a rutting bitch. The giant animal's tongue
hung loosely from his mouth as he fucked into the waving ass from behind. Saliva
dripped from it onto the coated film of sweat covering her back. Again, she screamed
and rammed back against the animal insanely, just as he jerked forward and his cock
began spitting its sperm in hard jet-like spurts deep into her clasping rectum.
Suddenly, Marilyn's white rounded buttocks began contracting uncontrollably,
indicating the orgiastic upheaval deep in her own quivering belly, and thick white liquid
oozed out around of her throbbing cunt, while her asshole squeezed and milked the
prick of the dog, forming thin trickles of the viscid fluid to run in obscene rivulets
down the ivory columns of her soft, inner thighs. Her backside glistened, displaying
soaked pubic hair and open pink flesh as she pitched forward onto her face, exhausted,
and the rapidly deflating cock of the great dog slipped from her ravaged back passage,
and then he stepped over her body to stand nobly above her, facing the watching
humans, a deep, possessive growl emitting from his throat. He was protecting and
guarding his new-found mate!
"Christ!" David exclaimed at the sight... but abruptly, all hell seemed to break loose as
men in uniform charged into the cell block with raised weapons.
David could hardly believe his eyes. State Troopers... and with them, Jessica Devons!
"That's him, officers!" she said, pointing to her husband. "He's your man, the indirect
murderer of Lieutenant Ken Saddler, and the boss of the filth and corruption this city
has been subjected to all these years... and I've got the damning evidence to prove it!
Arrest him!"
David saw the look of vile hatred warp the big man's face as he stared at his accusing
wife, and then the trapped gleam of fright that rapidly followed as Devons pushed his
cohorts to one side, barked an order at Kaptain while he reached in his pocket for a
revolver and grabbed Marilyn's wrist, trying to jerk her to her feet at the same time.
He had intended to use her as a shield, but his attempt was never accomplished.
Devons screamed as Kaptain bared his fangs and leaped savagely upon the police chief,
another half-choked cry of horror escaping him as he tried to protect himself from the
ripping, shredding teeth of the enraged, kill-trained beast. But he was no match for the
sudden ferociousness of the great animal, and David heard Marilyn's scream as Kaptain
lunged at Devons' throat and the blood began to spurt in great gushes from the gaping
wound that suddenly appeared there...


Chapter 10


David sat leisurely relaxing beside the pool of their new home in Grover-Heights. He
wore only swimming trunks and the summer sun was just pleasantly warm on his chest
and legs. It pleased him to be so luxuriously at rest and at the same time, able to ogle
the bikini-covered bodies of his voluptuous young wife and their supple, pretty,
widowed neighbor, Anita Saddler. The two girls lay face down on the deck, their
exquisite buttocks, slender waists and long, shapely legs demanding his attention
alternatingly. It was a hell of a sensual sight to behold, he thought, smiling to himself as
he sipped at a gin sling... but even a better one at night when they all occasionally
climbed into bed together.
It amazed him how Marilyn had taken to the idea when he'd suggested it, after they'd
finally found themselves and learned what love was really all about. But then, a devil of
a lot of things about Marilyn had amazed him this past month... like her calling Mama
and telling her she was all wet about sex; then, simply walking right out and drawing
enough of her inheritance money from the bank to buy this house... whether he liked it
or not. Well, he didn't blame her; she was entitled to whatever she wanted after the
horror Devons had put her through... but secretly, he realized, that had it not happened
just as it had, the word 'frigidity' would still be a big one between them, instead of
being banned from their vocabulary.
Kaptain, who lay between the girls, stirred and David concentrated his attention on the
massive animal, its presence reminding him of all that had transpired since that terror
filled night in the tombs of City Hall. In the aftermath of the clean-out at Police
Headquarters, it seemed logical that he should take the examination for Chief, along
with several other qualified men from the department, and the underlying whispers
along the political grapevine were in favor of his appointment. He hoped he was big
enough in the necessary capacities to handle the job, for certainly there was a strong
need in Parksburg's law enforcement for the humane practices he wanted to put into
force. If they'd only give him a chance.
"Darling... how about mixing us dry girls a couple of drinks?" Marilyn asked him,
interrupting his train of thought.
"Love to... on one condition," he replied, half-grinning.
"Name it."
"We all go inside after for a quiet Sunday afternoon 'nap.' I've been sitting here
watching you two lovely creatures stretched out like that and you're making me... ah...
sleepy."
"Sleepy... or sexy?" Marilyn teased.
"That's not even synonymous," David said.
"No... but I think it's fact," Anita chimed in.
Marilyn laughed cutely. "I'm for foregoing the drink in lieu of the 'nap.' How about
you, 'Nita?"
"Hmmmmm... Yes, I think I could be seduced by the right man about now," she
agreed.
They all laughed and got to their feet. David walked over and joined them, pushing
between them to slip an arm around Anita's tiny waist, and then Marilyn's... raising an
immediate growl from Kaptain.
"Oh, come on, lover," Marilyn Archer pouted at the magnificent dog. "You're not going
to be left out, don't worry."
Kaptain whimpered and David said: "You know... I'm never quite sure whether it's me
or Kaptain that's sharing his mate with the other. It always seems like I have to wait my
turn!"
And they all laughed as they walked inside, their arms affectionately wrapped around
each other's waist, while Kaptain walked close beside the ash-blonde girl, his powerful
sinuous body rubbing warmly against her leg.


THE END
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Chapter 1


Gaston Larreau smiled to himself. Guests, noting the expression, 
anxiously returned it with one of their own, but truly the little man 
was smiling in his own amusement. It pleased him that celebrities and 
others of importance vied for invitations to his weekly affairs. It 
gave him a certain inner sense of superiority. He knew what they 
thought of him ... Canada's czar of the underworld; yet, to be seen at 
one of Gaston's Larreau's Mont Royale affairs was to be mentioned in 
the society columns of the Montreal World. He hated them all; they were 
frauds and parasites; yet, he appreciated them too, for they gave him 
an air of legitimacy.


Gaston Larreau stood five-feet-seven-inches tall in his exclusively 
hand designed, one-hundred-and-fifty dollar elevator shoes; he was 
abundant of girth, broad at the shoulders, balding, and meticulous of 
dress. His head, like his face, was round and set close to his 
shoulders, and his small grey, almost colorless, eyes were spaced too-
wide apart, just as his too-small ears clung tight to his head. The 
cicatrix left from an aged razor wound ran the length of his right 
cheek, ending at the corner of his mouth, making the flesh there puffed 
and malformed until he smiled, and then the line of strong golden upper 
teeth became predominant.


Presently, he smiled with her by his side and moved amongst them, 
always hating yet always appreciating, lashing and cutting with his 
bitter tongue, but forever enjoying, listening to the whispers, staring 
down the men and lecherously eyeing their women, while unendingly 
squeezing her hand. She would be his ultimate moment this evening. He 
looked forward to it as might a connoisseur saving the finest wine 
until last. She had no idea what was to come. The expression on her 
lovely face would be as exciting to him as a moment of actual 
seduction, he thought. He could wait; to savor in anticipation was 
often greater than the act itself.


They whispered:


She is the niece?


She is Antoine's new wife three months, I think. But of course, he's 
adopted, you know.


I didn't know. I thought he was actually related.


Hell, no. He's not a Larreau; his name is Poirier. That monster adopted 
him when he was twelve ... conscience, I suppose ... inasmuch as he 
killed the boy's parents. A struggle for power within the syndicate, as 
I understand it, and the lad's mother happened to be in the car when 
the bomb went off.


My God! Are you certain, Chapput? That's a dreadful thing to say unless 
you're certain ...


Certain? Who's certain about anything these days, M. Minstre? I'm 
simply a reporter.


She is devastating, a female voice commented jealously.


Sexy, I believe is the modern term, my dear, replied her male 
companion.


They say she comes from the Gaspe ... that horrid place, spoke another 
female. Unbelievable ... such a lovely creature ...


Breathtaking. But why doesn't he have his own daughter act as hostess, 
seeing she is home from college? It doesn't seem right, does it?


Annette? Don't be silly. They don't get on, you know ... an 
estrangement of some sort between them ... at least, that's what I 
hear. Probably over her mother ... she's in an institution ... has been 
for years.


I've heard, but I know little ... Tell me, is M. Larreau as vile and 
evil a man as they say? tittered the first female voice.


Ask Chapput. He's the reporter, came a male retort.


Don't ask me anything. I need my job. Just look around you and consider 
yourself one of the chosen ... the czar has commanded your company.


Look! She's lovely. Isn't she lovely, Chapput? What to say to him.


My God! She's lovely. Isn't she lovely, Chapput?


Tonight, she's lovely; tomorrow, well ... one hesitates to guess ...


*   *   *


Madeleine Poirier watched her handsome young executive husband from 
across the room. Uncle Gaston's so-called secretary, Ginny Novak, 
continued to cling to his arm. It irked the beautiful, raven-haired 
girl, but there was little to be done about it; Uncle Gaston's Friday 
night cocktail-dinner parties were a social must on their calendar; 
they had no choice but to attend, it seemed, their wealthy and powerful 
benefactor having chosen her to act as hostess and remain at his side. 
It was a distinct honor, Antoine insisted, especially now that Annette 
was down from Quebec where she attended Lavel, Universite. Madeleine 
tried, as she had for the past eight weeks, to enjoy the distinction, 
attempting to put her own inner burden temporarily from mind as she 
assumed a false, worldly attitude, while the squat mighty overlord 
clung to her small soft hand inside his own fat, sweaty one; but 
invariably she felt uneasy ... hardly equal to the task, and the manner 
in which the glamorous twenty-nine year old blonde from the states hung 
possessively to her Antoine was annoying her to no end.


Ginny Novak was never a secretary; in fact, Madeleine wondered if she 
could write her own name correctly. She was Uncle Gaston's mistress and 
nothing more. There had been a great number of them over the last dozen 
years according to Antoine, ever since Aunt Yolande had been put away 
in some institution or other ... a mental case the family said; no one 
ever went to see her. Antoine, himself, could hardly remember her; he 
was fifteen at the time of her commitment, and he doubted if Annette 
remembered her at all. She had been only nine, and he remembered no 
mother-daughter relationship. A calloused, if, strikingly attractive 
girl, Madeleine had opined from their very first meeting, and 
constantly at odds with Uncle Gaston, seemingly taking pleasure in 
defying him. Now, she looked about the room, but the nineteen year old 
lovely was nowhere to be seen.


"Come, ma chere," Uncle Gaston said, distracting her fixed dark eyes 
from Ginny Novak who was laughing gaily into the slender handsome face 
of her husband. "It's time we reviewed this assemblage of social 
leeches, eh?"


Sometime earlier in the evening, Madeleine had fastened a perpetual 
little smile to her delicate-featured, oval face. She offered it to him 
in answer as the emperor maneuvered her about the luxurious room, 
always holding to her hand, introducing her to new guests as his 
Madeleine, "... wife of that adopted nephew of mine. Magnificent, isn't 
she? Sometimes, I wonder if the boy realizes how lucky he is ..."


After awhile, Madeleine no longer blushed at his syrupy compliments 
before others. It was natural that these praises should react upon her 
ego, never in her poor existence having known such flattery, but she 
hardly felt parallel to them and she was pleased when other topics 
dominated the conversations, especially politics and more worldly 
subjects in which she was not expected to be versed. It gave her the 
opportunity to look intelligent with pretended interest while her mind 
actually wandered on many planes.


Sometimes, she could not believe this new, luxurious life she had 
become a part of and she would have to pinch herself to know that it 
was real. Then the lump of near-ultimate happiness would rise into her 
throat, but always followed by the little tears of pain as thoughts of 
her tiny Igat would rush to mind. Her shame ... her child ... her 
dreaded secret ... Dear God, how she longed to hold the beloved little 
creature in her arms ... to cuddle her ... to mother her ... her own 
precious Igat. What would all of these people think of her if they 
knew? What would Uncle Gaston say? But more important than all, what 
would Antoine believe of her, then? Oh God, she dare not even think of 
that; she loved him so.


Now, automatically, she let her eyes search the room until they found 
him again, and the little lump of near-happiness arose in her throat. 
He stood among several guests engaged in conversation, that blonde 
vixen beside him ... he stood taller than the others, not handsome 
really, she supposed ... his face was too thin and his nose too long, 
but it had been his gentleness of eye and his firm, thin-lipped mouth 
that had first attracted her ... that she had fallen in love with. She 
watched him smile; his handsome white teeth sent a little thrill 
through her. Antoine Poirier, President of Galaxy Mining, Ltd., how 
impressive it sounded. Of course, Galaxy was one of Uncle Gaston's 
enterprises and it was not as if Antoine had worked his way up the 
ladder the hard way; all the same such an executive responsibility 
required great intelligence and ability, and Uncle Gaston was not to 
let him remain in such a capacity if he didn't merit it. She was so 
proud of him ... loved him so ... God, if there was only some way she 
could unburden her soul to him and have him understand, perhaps, even 
bring her Igat into their family ... Heavenly Father, how wonderful 
that would be ... if only there was some way ... But she was groping 
for straws and she knew it. There was just no way ... no way in the 
world ... at least, not at this time with only three months of marriage 
behind them, and that somewhat strained with their individual efforts 
of trying to discover each other.


She thought about that now as she wore her pleasant little smile and 
feigned being a good listener while Uncle Gaston argued with Ernest 
Mallory, the Minister of Citizenship and Immigration over existing, 
'stupid' immigration laws. She thought about their love-making, and her 
own inability to respond fully because of her constant pressure of mind 
over Igat. In effect, the unfulfilled results, time and again, had left 
her as flustered as Antoine, for invariably, once he had emptied his 
loins into her, he would blame himself over her lack of climactic 
achievement, often-times with tears and swearing that next time it 
would be different ... but as yet, it was not. Sometimes, she felt that 
he, too, was carrying some heavy inner burden ... a business pressure 
probably, but she didn't pry; when it was time, if he wanted her to 
know, he would tell her. Nevertheless, their sexual fiascos had added 
to her growing feeling of frustration, until she had reached this point 
of even being jealous over the likes of Ginny Novak. Lord, she had to 
get hold of herself. She was a woman of position now ...


"What is your opinion, Chri?" Uncle Gaston interrupted her train of 
thought, speaking in English for the benefit of the Minister from 
Ottawa.


Madeleine caught herself; she never liked to appear the fool. "I think 
my opinions are better left unsaid, Oncle," she replied smiling 
somewhat shyly, entirely unaware of the nature of their conversation.


"What's more, Madame Poirier is a diplomat, M'sieu'," Mallory returned, 
smiling broadly. "As if being beautiful is not enough."


"You flatter me, M'sieu' Mallory," said Madeleine into his pale, 
hawkish face. He was a tall man, lean and impressive of stature, with 
fine eyes and an unruly shock of white hair. "I fear if you gentlemen 
don't stop you'll turn my head."


"In my direction, I hope," the Minister teased.


Madeleine made an habitual gesture of tossing her head to right her 
shoulder-length, raven-black hair even as she continued to smile. The 
little movement caused her firm rounded breasts to quiver in the thin, 
invisible bra behind the low-cut, white mini-gown she wore and Uncle 
Gaston imagined that he heard male eyes click as they locked upon the 
voluptuous spectacle. He squeezed her hand and let his tongue wet his 
dry lips. It was time, he thought. Why the hell should he wait any 
longer? He'd been waiting all day. He stole a glance at Antoine and saw 
that Ginny was keeping him occupied ... per instructions.


"You will pardon us, M'sieu' Mallory," Gaston Larreau excused them, 
"but we must argue with the other guests too."


"Of course," said Mallory. "Perhaps we can get back into the subject 
later, M'sieu' Larreau. There are some other ramifications I believe 
you're overlooking ..."


"Later," the little czar replied bluntly. "Come, ma chere." He held to 
her hand and led her across the room toward the archway into the 
central hall, then addressed her in French: "There's something I want 
to discuss with you, my pet."


"Oh ...?" said Madeleine, surprised. "What is it, Uncle?"


He retained her hand within his own and escorted her to his large, 
paneled study. There, he let free of her, closed the double doors, 
flicking the locking catch on the knob, then walked toward his private 
bar to make them a drink. As yet, he had not answered her and Madeleine 
watched his broad expensively covered back move away from her; she 
glanced behind her at the closed, locked door, then back at the squat, 
powerful man who now mixed casually behind the bar. Occasionally, his 
colorless little eyes raised from what he was doing and dwelled upon 
her face, then, openly raked the length of her curvaceous body with an 
almost lecherous gleam lighting them. He smiled, his gold teeth 
flashing in the indirect lumination of the room. She felt a little 
catch in her breathing and a certain clamminess moved along her spine 
as he continued to smile ... almost leer while his eyes all but 
stripped her naked.


Whatever it was all about, Madeleine had no idea. She had never seen 
him like this, and he coldly frightened her.


"Are you happy with Antoine, dear?" he questioned in their native 
tongue, his vicious small eyes never ceasing their lewd undressing of 
her person.


"O-Of course ... why do you ask, Uncle?"


"I'm concerned. After all, besides Annette, I have no one else ... with 
the exception of you, now ... and I regard you of the greatest 
importance, Madeleine." His near-twisted smile seemed affixed to his 
round face as he came from behind the bar carrying two drinks. His eyes 
held her own exotic dark ones levelly, almost hypnotically, as he moved 
toward her, one hand bearing the glass, extended. "I wouldn't want you 
unhappy, my pet."


Automatically, Madeleine's graceful hand accepted the glass, but her 
eyes remained adjoined to his. Additional ripples of chill trickled up 
her back. She knew of his reputation, his ruthless brutality, had even 
guessed that such tales might be ... could be true, but she had never 
dreamed that she, herself, would ever witness any indication 
enlightening that part of his character. Dear God, she thought she was 
previewing it now ... but why? Had she done something! Where was 
Antoine ...?


From the moment he handed her the glass he never stopped moving closer 
to her. They were nearly of equal height. She felt his great middle 
pressing ever stronger against her, his round, scarred face closing in 
on her own. The meaning of the gesture was beyond her and Madeleine 
stood her ground, iced fear stiffening her being. But, then, within 
that scope of inches, she saw the blurred visage of his puckering lips 
swooping in upon her own, and she realized the affront.


"Uncle Gaston! My God! What're you trying to do ...?"


Her hands, one still holding a glass, came up between them, rigid at 
arm's-bent length against his chest. She backed several feet toward the 
locked door behind her and gaped at him.


"I was going to kiss you," he hissed, the wild satyrism she had read in 
his eyes even more pronounced now. "I'm sure you're familiar with the 
act."


"Uncle Gaston ...! I-I just don't ... I don't understand ...! Please 
... please, let's go join the others ..."


"Shut up, slut! Shut your fucking mouth!" he spat at her.


Madeleine stared in utter disbelieving, mounting horror at the squat 
despot of crime before her ... this man who not only controlled the 
vile and vicious underworld, but whose company the wealthy and famous 
competed for, while the lewd word he had blurted at her ricocheted like 
a giant, depraved, evil omen in her brain.


"Un-Uncle Gaston ... Wh-What is it ...?"


"Bitch! You stand there, cunt-slut that you are and tell me you don't 
understand?" Suddenly, he threw back his vicious head and laughed, loud 
and not caring, his teeth glistening in the light. He stared at her, 
his evil smile never lessening, then, he moved closer to her once more. 
"You've got a kid! You've hid it out in the home of one Rafael Girarde 
here in Montreal. A bastard brat you'd like to forget ... and you dare 
to marry my Antoine and pretend? Cunt-slut! That's what you are! Come 
into my house ... Me, Gaston Larreau, and put on airs! You pig! What do 
you think Antoine would say if he knew? Eh? And you wonder how I know, 
don't you, bitch? Well I'll tell you. Your Doctor Carey does little 
things for me ... takes a shady bullet out now and then ... whatever I 
have for him. But suddenly, he read the papers ... thought he might 
have a hot banana, one he could use to raise hush money, so he dared 
come to me and spit out the truth."


Madeleine had backed to the door. The czar inched closer against her. 
He said: "You know what that information cost me?" He laughed. "Twenty 
dollars ... enough for a gallon of booze. And you know the value of 
that same information my pet?" Once more, he laughed ... slowly at 
first, then, in a rising crescendo. "You! You, my dear, are the 
ultimate value of that twenty dollars so well-spent. You, with your 
young, voluptuous charms will crawl to me unless you want me to destroy 
your world. You will give yourself entirely to me to do with as I see 
fit ... otherwise, I'll completely destroy you not only with Antoine, 
but wherever you go. Now ... say something, darling ... say something 
intelligent, you luscious creature."


Madeleine stood frozen in mental horror. Her entire body seemed a part 
of the door as she pressed backward against it and stared at the 
metamorphosis of human into monster before her. She watched him raise 
his drink to his lips and sip, and she watched mesmerized in abject 
terror and instantaneous hatred, the salacious leer ever contorting his 
evil face as inch by inch he moved in closer to her.


"Oh God! Please ... Uncle Gaston ... My God! You can't tell Antoine," 
she pleaded, for nothing else mattered. "Let me! I'll tell him! I swear 
it ...!"


"Stupid cunt," Larreau spat and Madeleine cringed at the vile insult. 
"What good do you think that'll do, now? The damage is done. Do you 
think he would want someone else's bastard child?"


"But you don't understand! She's just a little baby. Stop calling her 
those names! Damn you ...!"


Larreau widened his grin. "So ... you do have some spunk, after all. I 
... I was beginning to wonder."


"She's not to blame! She's an innocent baby ...!"


"Shut up! You hear? Shut up, cunt!"


She did, gaping at him. His smile had disintegrated; his eyes were 
emblazened with rage. He raised his glass and drained it, then threw it 
on the davenport beside him, the ice dribbling out to wet the expensive 
cushions, his vile epithets cutting her to the quick. Heavenly Father, 
she had never been so abused in her life. He came next to her and tore 
the glass from her grasp, then wound his pudgy, brutal hand in her hair 
and forced her mouth to his.


He kissed her! His vicious tongue stabbed at her lips and she fought 
it, clenching her teeth until his hand twisted the long length of her 
hair, until tears streamed from her eyes and her mouth gaped from the 
pain. His tongue, hot and wet, plunged to her throat and his short arm 
encircled her waist powerfully, crushing her to him. He ground his 
belly overwhelmingly against hers, his groin tightly against her own 
soft, tender pelvis, until she could feel the hardness of his swollen 
member undulating in a near-pulverizing motion at the juncture of her 
full, warm thighs.


Mon Dieu! Antoine! Please ... come quick! I need you! I need you!


Finally, he eased back from her, smiling as if he had just brought her 
great pleasure.


"There now," he said, "Not so bad is it?" He lifted the glass he had 
taken from her and drank from it. "Why satisfy yourself with the 
parasite when you can have the king, my pet?"


"I-I-I love Antoine."


He drank again. "Love? Humph!" he grunted. "A word ... not a very 
meaningful one either. Only an excuse for attachment." Again, he drank, 
"Never mind, it isn't important what you think, or want. It's what I 
want that counts ... and I want you, my dear." He backed away and moved 
in a small circle before her. "You'll do what I say from here on ... 
unless you prefer to be completely destroyed ... along with your 
illegitimate daughter."


"What are you saying? You ... you wouldn't do anything to hurt Igat 
...?"


"Why not? Bastard kids are born every day. What's one more? If she or 
he holds me from getting what I want ... then, it's time to destroy 
them."


"My God! My dear God! You're horrid! An unadulterated monster ...!"


Larreau set down his glass and moved against her once more. His left 
hand encircled her small waist while his right darted to her left 
breast, encompassing its full, rotund protuberance, squeezing and 
kneading, working at its nipple through the several layers of garments 
until it stood hard and erect, and in her helplessness she submitted to 
him.


"No ... I'm not what you think," he said, letting his hands trail down 
her slightly delineated ribs to her hips, then moving behind her while 
she stood spellbound, and slipping downward to envelop her soft, warm, 
full buttocks in cupping fashion. He pulled her to him and once more 
she felt the hard unbelievable length of him grinding against her 
pelvis. "I'm human enough. Trouble is ... you don't know what made me 
the way I am. It isn't important, anyway. What's important is that I 
want you ... and I know I'm ugly. So ... I have to take you ... to 
force you. I-I-I'll make a deal with you. You be 'nice' to me and I'll 
get your kid back for you ... make Antoine accept it. I promise, I 
will. Girarde is a nothing ... a Ministre of Gouvernment, but a 
nothing. I'll get the child, I swear it ... if you're nice to me ..."


"And ... and if I'm not?"


His face changed. Before, when he'd spoken of returning Igat, he was 
almost the man she had come to know. But now ...


"I'll completely destroy you and the kid! I swear it! I take an oath on 
it!" Once more he grabbed her, clutching her to him. "Christ! I want 
you, pet! I'll give you anything ... just be nice to me. Don't you 
understand? I've got to have you ...


And then, she felt his small pudgy hand moving down her outside thigh, 
brushing up beneath the skirt of her gown along the nylon-encased 
column of her smooth, tensed, long leg. Dear God! What was he going to 
do? Should she scream ... create a scene? She was entrapped! His hand 
felt hot ... repulsively hot against the frightened, twitching flesh of 
her thigh, while the other brazenly cupped at her buttocks, holding her 
firm, unable to move away from his insulting hand. Even so, tiny, 
unwanted prurient twinges seemed to erupt within her at the attentions 
of a strange touch, while simultaneously, she fought the vile idea of 
his lewd suggestion.


"Please ... please, Uncle Gaston, don't! Please don't ...!"


"Christ! I've got to. You understand? I've got to have you ...!"


"No ... No! Please ... I understand ... yes, I understand ... really, I 
do!" she pleaded and babbled, frantically struggling both physically 
and mentally, but she was no match for his strength and her brain 
refused to function in her fear and shame. "L-Let's think about it ... 
tonight, we'll think about it ... Oh God ...!"


His hand reached and played at the tight, concealed portion between her 
legs where only the narrowest, sheerest strip of nylon protected her 
secret, sensitive genitals. She felt the knuckle of his hand press the 
material of her panties between the soft, fleshy lips of her vulva as 
it stroked again and again into the warm, moistness of her womanhood. 
She whimpered helplessly. Mother of God, no woman alive could endure 
such galvanic touches at her most delicate parts without knowing 
sensation, she swore it. Yet, she was near-overwhelmed with the 
abasement he was heaping upon her; it could not go on like this! He had 
to listen to reason!


"In heaven's name, Uncle Gaston, you've got to stop! It's not right! 
Please ... I-I'll never be able look at you again, think of Antoine, if 
not me ..."


"I'm thinking of me, damn you!" he hissed at her. "And I'm thinking if 
you want that kid of yours, you better be nice to me, understand? Nice! 
Now ... do you want her or not?"


Madeleine wagged her head in confusion. She felt the hot tears welling 
onto her cheeks as he continued to stroke tauntingly at the now 
trembling, nylon-covered aperture between her legs.


"Well ...?" he rasped.


"Yes ... yes ... you know I do! What would you expect? My God, I'm her 
mother! I want my baby ..."


"And you'll do anything to get her back?"


"... Yes ... anything ... I'll do anything! My God ... oh, my little 
Igat ..."


Suddenly, his colorless eyes glowed as if they had been dipped in 
Satan's fire and he hauled her closer to him, his thick middle-finger 
slipping inside her elastic panty-leg to ease slowly between the 
fleshy-fringed lips of her now moistened pussy, moving downward through 
the velvety, pink slit toward the small quivering vaginal mouth ... 
then, worming up into her ... ever upward inside her warm, snug 
channel. She gaped at him during the inserting process ... gaped and 
gasped in revulsive, helpless humiliation as she felt his thick finger 
sliding possessively further up into her while she stood as if frozen 
in horrified disbelief ... and then his thumb began to massage the 
tiny, soon-erected bud of her clitoris maddeningly. She jerked then, 
bodily against him, causing her buttocks to spasm and circulate 
uncontrollably in his other hand, and he said: "I'm going to give you 
an address and you come there tomorrow. It's downtown ... my special 
apartment. You fail me, pet ... and both of you will pay ... you and 
the kid ... understand?"


Madeleine tried to answer, but her words bunched in her throat from the 
unwanted shocking spasms he was causing at her loins, and she could 
only nod her head jerkingly. Finally, she managed: "I-I under ... 
stand."


Larreau laughed. "Good," he said. "But in the meantime ... I want to 
play with this ... this delightful little cunt of yours, pet."


Madeleine moaned pathetically, at the same time cringing as she sensed 
his thick finger move further up into her, while his use of the lewd, 
foul word caused strange, if, undesirable sensations to soar through 
her quivering body.


"Oh ... Oh, please ... can't we wait?" she heard herself whine, and 
even as she spoke she realized in self-abomination that she was moving 
sensuously upon his penetrating finger, making involuntary, pelvic 
motions as his finger reached and taunted the snail-like mouth of her 
womb.


"Oh God!" she blurted for the hundredth time.


"It feels good, doesn't it, pet?" Larreau tormented. "You wish to God 
it didn't, but you can't help yourself, eh? And how would you like to 
have a nice thick cock right up inside that little cunt at this moment 
... filling that round little belly ... shooting its hot load into you, 
eh? You'd like that ... but you wouldn't admit it, would you ... you 
hot little bitch ... All right ... I'll wait until tomorrow ... I want 
to be sure there'll be no interruptions when I fuck you, pet ... no 
interruptions whatever ... understand?"


"Y-Y-Yes ... anything you say ..."


"And now, you belong to me ... is that clear?"


Madeleine managed to nod affirmatively. Then, she said: "And ... and 
you promise about Igat?"


"Sure ... sure, I promise."


"S-She's my baby ... I'll do anything to get her back ... You realize 
that, don't you?"


"Of course," he said, his thick finger worming around in and out of her 
damp, dilated passage now.


"And ... and you'll help me ... even with making Antoine understand?" 
she stammered.


"I told you I would, didn't I?"


"Oh ... yes ... Oh God ..." she gasped, as vile, tingling sensations 
began to spread throughout her whole body.


"Damn!" he hissed, pushing his mouth against hers, his open lips 
engulfing her soft, wet ones, and then slowly he withdrew his finger 
from her vagina and she whimpered in the confused, unfulfilled passion 
he had aroused in her unwanting body. Dear God in heaven, she had to 
get out of here and think! Merciful Mother, what was she going to do 
now?


And a wicked spasm trembled Gaston Larreau's coarse body.


Chapter 2


Antoine Poirier was delighted with the way Uncle Gaston had taken to 
his Madeleine from the very beginning, immediately accepting her and 
making her feel as one of the family. He was worried for fear that it 
would not go that way at all. Madeleine not being of the select social 
class from which his benefactor had insisted he choose a wife when that 
time came; in fact, hers could hardly be called even the lower middle 
class, her father being nothing more than a fisherman. It hadn't been 
an act of defiance on his part, for Lord knows, he felt greatly 
indebted to this man who had taken him in following the brutal death of 
his parents, treating him as he might his own son, had there been one, 
even to giving him the finest of education at McGill University; no, it 
had simply been love ... of the head-over-heels variety, and upon first 
sight at that; then, Uncle Gaston had amazed him by understanding.


Antoine had found her in a small restaurant where she waited on table 
and where he took lunch only occasionally, until that day. The rest was 
inevitable, for as she had told him some two weeks later when he asked 
her to become his wife, she had loved him from the first moment she saw 
him. Her lack of formal education, or the fact that she came from poor 
peasant stock, nothing could have been of less importance to him; her 
exotic beauty stunned him; she had only to smile that first time and he 
was completely lost. Even Annette ... snippy, audacious, envenomed 
Annette ... even she had taken to her immediately, and from the first 
moment Uncle Gaston had laid eyes on her he had done little more than 
smile his pleasure.


Of course, the proof of Uncle Gaston's acceptance had come when he'd 
asked Madeleine to act as family hostess at these Friday night affairs, 
and he, Antoine, could barely contain his own elation ... even now, as 
he watched her graceful movements beside his Uncle, the powerful little 
man holding affectionately to her hand, and the manner in which she 
conducted herself in the presence of Montreal's most elite ... as if 
she had been born to it ... filled him with pride and love. God, if 
only he didn't have this other worry, he thought.


Uncle Gaston had assured him a dozen times that there was nothing to 
get upset about, but just the idea of Ottawa sending officials over to 
look at the company books and records had upset him considerably. He 
couldn't help it; after all, Galaxy Mining, Ltd. was his 
responsibility, and because Uncle Gaston had entrusted him with its 
helm he felt more accountable than ever. He had worried himself to the 
point where he could hardly sleep nights, and of course, the whole 
thing was having an effect on his and Madeleine's personal lives. Their 
love-making had become little more than a series of abortive attempts 
at sex on his part, filling his Madeleine with unsated frustrations, he 
felt certain, and God Almighty, he didn't know what to do about it.


She was such a vibrant, voluptuous creature; he had only to look at her 
even in her clothes to feel immediate stimulation and a stirring at his 
loins, but to enjoy the enchanting vision of her magnificent young body 
in the rich splendor of nakedness was enough to set him off like a 
rutting bull. It seemed at those times he had no control whatever over 
himself, that nothing mattered only plunging his aching penis into her 
tantalizing flesh and emptying his life-giving sperm into her. He just 
couldn't seem to contain his lust, even though he invariably hated 
himself after and would sincerely vow that it would be different next 
time ... yet, wonderful, loving person that she was, she would smile 
understandingly and forgive him. Nevertheless, he felt certain that his 
constant failures were straining their yet-to-be-seasoned relationship 
and he laid the whole damned mess to this Ottawa investigation business 
... whatever that was all about.


Now, as he watched them moving among the guests, Madeleine looked his 
way and smiled. A warmth crept over him and he responded with a slight 
pursing of his lips that she would understand ... a symbolic kiss. It 
was at that moment that Ginny Novak joined him, taking his arm fondly 
and brushing one soft, full breast against it.


"Darling, I've been looking for you," she said for greeting, smiling 
radiantly up into his face.


"Really? I've been right here," he said, always aroused by the 
suggestive tiny lights that seemed to be forever dancing in her sea-
green eyes. As always, she'd had a bit too much to drink and her 
attractive face reflected it in the slackness about her wide, full 
mouth and the slight glaze to her eyes. Her usually upswept, perfectly 
coiffured blonde-hair showed tattle-tale wild strands also, and when 
she spoke there was just the hint of thickness to her tongue.


"I've been in the playroom sampling the bourbon," she said, giving his 
arm a little squeeze and once pressing her full, ripe breast against 
him. "I was hoping you might wander back and sample some with me. We 
might even've gotten into a game of billiards ... or something."


Antoine smiled. Her words, her gestures, her every move was suggestive 
of sex, and had been since the first day she had walked into this house 
on the arm of Uncle Gaston better than a year ago, replacing his former 
mistress. Her capacity had been obvious, her duties nil ... except to 
cater to the master's personal and private needs ... whatever they 
might be. Antoine only knew that he didn't blame his Uncle; after all, 
he was human and Aunt Yolande had been ill for at least a dozen years; 
a man had to have a woman, and Ginny Novak was very much that.


He, himself, had never touched her sexually ... had hardly ever laid a 
hand upon her, but in all honesty he had wanted to many times, and from 
her actions ... just the way she would hang onto him, or brush her 
breasts against him teasingly as she was doing right at that moment, he 
felt certain that she would be receptive. But once again, his loyalty 
to the man who had befriended and raised him would never permit him to 
commit such an act. Ginny Novak was his uncle's toy, and although 
Antoine too-often could barely tolerate the little man's cruel and 
abusive treatment of her in public, he bit his lip and kept his place. 
After all, if she didn't like it, she could always go back to the 
States where she came from.


Now, as he watched her, she looked about the room until her eyes found 
what they sought.


"Ah, so there the little czar is," she said with obvious distaste. "And 
with your Madeleine, of course."


"Of course ...? Why do you say it like that?" Antoine questioned, her 
derisive tone provoking him.


"Did I say it wrong? I'm sorry, Darling. Probably just the natural, 
unrefined farmer coming out in me. Nothing more crude than a half-
drunk, corn-fed girl, they say."


Antoine grinned and she moved around until her back was to Uncle Gaston 
and Madeleine, then he saw the almost immediate, serious expression 
that sobered her attractive face. It surprised and puzzled him 
simultaneously.


"What is it?" he heard himself question. "Is something wrong, Ginny?"


"We must go someplace where we can talk," she replied in a voice above 
a whisper. "It's terribly important to you, Antoine ..."


"What is it?"


"We can't discuss it here," she insisted, "too dangerous."


"But ... I don't understand ..."


"Wait ..." she said, turning slowly, her loose little smile returning 
once more as she pretended to look dazedly across the room. Then, he 
felt her hand tightening on his arm, and she said: "Look, they're 
leaving the room ... now we can slip out ..."


Antoine watched his Uncle leading Madeleine toward the central hall and 
felt a moment of confusion. "Where the devil are they going?"


"Probably to the front sitting room," Ginny lied. "There're some guests 
in there, too. Please, now come with me."


She gave him little chance to refuse, ushering him by the arm through 
the doorway that led to the servants' corridor and back toward the 
playroom.


"Look, Ginny ... I don't understand," Antoine said, resisting, but not 
enough to slow her anxious pace. "What's so damned important that we 
couldn't talk about it back there?"


"Plenty, Darling," she half-whispered as they entered the near-darkened 
playroom and she closed the door quietly behind them. "In fact, I'm not 
going to tell it all to you here, either. It's too dangerous ... could 
even mean my neck ..."


"Your neck? Good God, what're you trying to say, girl?" he snapped, his 
accent broadening his English in irritation.


Ginny Novak eased in close to him, both hands suddenly clutching at the 
muscles of his arms. She looked up into his face, her own expression 
one of taut seriousness. "Listen to me," she almost hissed, her lovely 
eyes probing the depths of his own irked and questioning ones, "that 
filthy uncle of yours is working at hanging you. And unless you do 
something about it awfully damned quick, it's going to be too late."


"Wh-What? Look ... what the hell are you talking about, anyway?" 
Antoine rapped, angrily trying to shed her hands from his arms. "Is 
that what you brought me back here for? To malign Uncle Gaston? Christ, 
what kind of girl are you? You sleep with him, eat his food, drink his 
liquor ... and too damned much of that by the way you're talking ..."


"Stop it!" she hissed vehemently. "Stop and listen to me you stupid, 
nave idiot! Galaxy Mining, Ltd. is in trouble with the government. I 
overheard a conversation between Gaston and his attorney, Robert 
Jovell, this afternoon on the telephone. I heard Gaston say something 
to the effect that he'd been expecting it ... it had to come sooner or 
later, but that he wasn't worried, they couldn't touch him ... the 
whole operation was in your name! Now ... do you still think I'm trying 
to malign that noble bastard?"


Antoine was stunned. He stared down at her, hardly seeing her. Of 
course, it was all ridiculous. Either she had misinterpreted whatever 
it was she'd heard, or she was making the whole thing up for reasons of 
her own. Certainly, Uncle Gaston would never do anything that would 
reflect on him, Antoine, let alone making him some sort of scapegoat 
that might wind him up in prison. The whole idea was preposterous!


"I-I don't know what you're trying to do," he spat at her, "but 
whatever it is you're wasting your time. My advice is that you lay off 
the liquor and get yourself out of here as soon as you can. It looks to 
me like you've overstayed your welcome."


With that, he tried to get around her, but she quickly backed to the 
door and stood against it, momentarily preventing his leaving. Her 
usual dancing, suggestive eyes narrowed in her own anger, and although 
the scintillating lights continued to enliven them, they were now tiny 
explosions of rage.


"You are a stupid ass, Antoine Poirier! I don't know why in hell I 
should be putting my head on the chopping block for you ... but here I 
am! Now you listen to me, damn you; what I've told you is truth! You 
can do whatever you want about it, I don't care. This much I can tell 
you, that little gargoyle you call 'uncle' is a vile monster, and he 
doesn't care anymore about you than he does one of his lovely 
prostitutes who has to kick in a third of her earnings so that he can 
live in the style he's become accustomed to. And as far as overstaying 
my welcome, M'sieu', I'd be out of here in two minutes if I dared ... 
but you know what would happen to me if I tried? I'd be dead! That's 
right, dead!" Suddenly, a mean little smile stretched her pretty mouth. 
"I hope to God you don't think I'm here because I want to be? You'd 
have to be out of your mind to believe that. I'm here because that foul 
bastard won me in a poker game from a stateside hood just like him ... 
a gambler named Lou "The Ace" Fennell ... and you don't run away from 
their kind of scum ... you merely deteriorate into a common whore to 
provide their bread and butter when they're finished with you ... or 
you kill yourself ... You pays your money, and you takes your choice."


Antoine stared at her as if his eyes were glued upon her paled, anger-
lined face. Every word she spoke had registered, and abruptly, he 
realized her sincerity. Whether there was any accuracy in what she had 
said pertaining to Galaxy Mining and Uncle Gaston abandoning him, was 
still questionable in his mind, but her own position, he suddenly found 
himself not doubting for a moment. Almost instantly, his heart went out 
to her, and when he saw the little tears trickling down her cheeks he 
couldn't help himself. He opened his arms and she burst inside them 
with a sob.


"There, there," he whispered into her ear as she cried against his 
chest, the scent of her hair filling his nostrils as she clung to him 
and he held her, smoothing his hand down her back, caressing the silken 
material of her gown to feel the soft flesh and indentation of her 
barely perceptible spine beneath. Her full, pointed breasts dug into 
his chest, while the little round bowl of her belly rested snugly 
beneath his own, and as he held her, she inched tighter against him 
until her warm, full thighs clung tightly to his hard, lean ones, and 
her pelvis and belly ground against, and shared the length of his 
stiffening cock.


She raised her face to him then, her wet full mouth falling open ... 
and he kissed her. Her arms encircled his neck and her mouth clung to 
his hungrily. Almost subconsciously, his tongue slid between her opened 
lips and teeth and she softly began to suck on it, drawing it deeper 
and deeper into the warm moist cavern toward her throat as her soft, 
vibrant loins began to rotate against his already throbbing prick in 
tiny little stimulating circles. He gasped into her mouth, his long, 
sinewy hands dropping to cup at her soft, yet firm, hollowing buttocks 
so full and round in his grasp, and she pressed even tighter against 
him.


Eventually, they separated for a breath, and he said: "I-I didn't know, 
Chri .... I-I had no idea why you stayed with him ... the way he 
treated you ... I used to wonder why you put up with it ... God ... 
I've wanted you so bad a thousand times ..."


She whimpered at his words and he felt the vibrations of sound against 
him more than he heard it. Her mouth searched for his and he kissed her 
again, this time, tasting the deliciousness of her tiny tongue as it 
darted forward between his lips.


"Oh Darling," she hissed, "we must make love. I've wanted you for so 
long, too. But we have to be careful. He'd kill us if he found out."


"He won't find out ... nobody but you and I will know," Antoine assured 
her, his hands caressing and stroking her back and buttocks covetously 
now, the soft, warm resilience of her flesh causing his hardening penis 
to throb vigorously between them.


"I can feel you so hot and hard and excited against me," she whispered. 
"God, how I'd love to take it out right here ... right now, and suck it 
until it pumped its love sperm down my throat."


"Christ! Don't talk that way or I'll come right in my pants," he 
smiled, but said in a harsh, whispering voice. "I want those things 
too, but we have to find a place. We can't do anything here ..."


"I know," she interrupted excitedly. "The summer house at Ste. Agathe 
des Monts. We can go there ... tomorrow, Darling."


He thought about it briefly. It seemed safe enough. Uncle Gaston 
wouldn't be opening it for a mouth ... not until July. The idea 
intrigued him. Christ, he had to have her now, after this; there was no 
turning away from it any longer. He had to fuck her!


"All right. Tomorrow around two. I'll meet you there, Chri. Are you 
sure you can get away without suspicion?"


"Yes, I'm certain of it ... but it wouldn't make any difference. I'd 
come to make love to you even if I had to bring an audience."


"Damn!" he gasped, and kissed her once more.


Then, she eased back away from him and he read the concerned expression 
on her face. "Please, Darling," she whispered. "You must listen to what 
I've told you. Galaxy Mines is in great danger ... and that puts you in 
great danger. I don't know to what extent but maybe I'll hear more 
tonight and be able to tell you tomorrow."


"I'm not worried about that," he lied. "I'm more concerned about how 
I'm going to get you away from all this."


"Don't worry about me. I can take care of myself. What's important is 
that you take care of Madeleine and yourself. I know this evil man 
better than you, Darling. I know him at his vilest, bedroom self ... 
and that's where you really come to know a man's mettle."


"But I can't believe he would do anything to hurt me. I-It's just 
impossible to believe. I mean, after all, I'm like his own son ..."


"Oh Darling, please ... You must try to understand the type of man he 
is," she almost begged him. "I realize why you've closed your eyes to 
these things ... because he has been like a father to you. But in God's 
name, don't blind yourself entirely. He's the warlord over crime in 
Canada ... and you must know about his connections with the syndicate 
..."


"Yes, yes, I know all of that," Antoine replied, not looking at her now 
as he fished out a cigarette and lighted it. Then, suddenly looking at 
her, he said: "But I'm not just a ... a relative to him ... I'm like 
his very own flesh and blood. He's raised me, Chri, clothed, fed and 
educated me. No, Christ, I can't believe it! He just couldn't do 
anything to hurt me ..."


"Unless ..." she whispered.


"Unless? Unless what?"


"Unless ... it becomes a matter of your neck ... or his ..."


She reached him at that point. Antoine stood very still and dragged at 
his cigarette. In his mind, he was endeavoring to evaluate Galaxy's 
situation. It occurred to him that he had never actually seen the mines 
in Alberta or the Yukon; Uncle Gaston had not thought that necessary. 
His task was to see that the ever-increasing stockholders received 
favorable dividends and that the Board of Directors met once a month, 
with quarterly reports being sent out on the day to all investors. 
Should there ever be a shortage of cash to meet dividend payments, he 
was to immediately report it to his Uncle so that whatever the deficit 
might be it could be made up. Investors don't like to be informed of 
non-dividend quarters, Antoine, he'd said to him once. So, even if it 
hurts, and we have to take it from other enterprises, we'll keep them 
happy, eh?


He questioned the illegality of it then, but the powerful little man 
had merely laughed.


Don't you worry about illegality, young man. That's my department. You 
just take care of board meetings and that cute little wife of yours, 
eh? She looks to me as if she might require lots of loving.


And then, he'd laughed, vulgarly, a little too vulgarly, Antoine had 
thought, biting his own tongue to keep from saying something he might 
later be sorry for ...


"Darling ... do you understand what I've been trying to tell you?" 
Ginny questioned, moving close to him once more.


"I-I ... I've got to think," he said, walking to a table and stubbing 
out his cigarette.


"About me?"


He went to her quickly, enfolding her into his arms once more. "Hell no 
... not about you, Chri. You've haunted my mind for a year now." He 
kissed her. "Look, we have to get out of here ... get back to the party 
before we're missed."


"Yes, I know. Tomorrow then ... at the summer place?"


"At the summer place ... I wouldn't miss it for anything in the world."


"Oh ... Oh Darling," she moaned, kissing him a last time. "I wish I was 
twenty-one instead of twenty-nine ... I wish I'd never known a man 
before you ..."


"Funny," he said, grinning down at her, "I'm glad that you're twenty-
nine ... and more happy that you've known other men. Now, I'm going to 
get the benefit of all that experience ... and it better be good."


"Whatever it is, it'll be for you and you alone."


"We'll see," he teased.


"Yes," she whispered, "we'll see ..."


Chapter 3


Madeleine could not sleep. She lay restless in the large bed of their 
expensive Ville de Hampstead apartment, waiting for Antoine to join 
her. He had wanted a nightcap, but she had been too upset and had gone 
straight to bed. Now, she could hear the soft music from the tape-deck 
and visualized him sitting in his favorite chair with his feet up on 
the ottoman, comfortably stretched out and leisurely enjoying a scotch 
... entertaining no idea in this world of the abhorrent secret she must 
now live with.


Her brain whirled in her still-shamed, utter debasement. Again, she had 
failed this proud young man she loved so much, and this time, there 
could be no forgiveness. If only she had told him of Igat in the 
beginning, bared her soul to him ... made a clean breast of it. He'd 
loved her ... would probably have understood, but now ... it was too 
late. Dear God, how could she tell him now without laying the whole 
sordid story before him ... yes, even the way Uncle Gaston had forced 
his salacious attentions on her? She couldn't, not without revealing 
the whole despicable truth. Yet, if she didn't turn to her Antoine for 
help, where could she go?


There had been time to think since leaving the party, and once out of 
Larreau's horrible, dominating presence, Madeleine realized she could 
not keep their wicked appointment the next day; she just couldn't give 
herself to that foul beast ... yet, if she didn't, he had threatened to 
bring harm to both Igat and herself. She didn't care about herself ... 
but her baby ... her baby meant more than anything in the whole world.


Dear Antoine ... Antoine ... please come and help me? I need you so 
badly. Help me tell you my dreaded secret this very night ... Be 
understanding ... forgiving ... and take us away from here before some 
terrible thing happens to all of us through that evil man.


Quietly, Madeleine prayed for guidance and strength while she awaited 
the moment Antoine would join her. She must tell him about Igat ... she 
must! Perhaps she should hold back the horrid secret of Uncle Gaston's 
outrageous act, for to tell Antoine that would only serve to rile the 
troubled waters even more so. Certainly, it could serve no other 
purpose than to arouse hatred ... even vengeance of some nature, and 
God knows, she didn't want to strain their relationship any more than 
it was at this time, when they were yet to truly know each other, in 
love.


Once more, she began to toss restlessly on the bed. Why didn't he come 
now? At this moment she felt certain she could tell everything from the 
very beginning and make him realize. Yes, she would even tell him about 
M. Keel, the first iniquitous brute to bring her heartbreak. It was the 
only way ... recount it all in full ... everything and pray to God that 
he would try to understand.


Now, as she waited, her mind began to fill with unwanted memories, and 
she recalled how she had run away in the night from Mont Du Bane, the 
small fishing village of her birth on the Peninsule De Gaspe, escaping, 
she had felt, with the American named Keel, a salesman who passed that 
way twice a year to sell goods to M. Bidette, le Garde-Magasin.


Four years ago, she remembered, but the bitter reveries were as vivid 
in her mind as if they had taken place yesterday. She had been sixteen, 
nearly seventeen, the fourth of nine children and by far the prettier 
of her three sisters, she knew. She recalled that even at twelve, when 
she had begun to develop her pubescent charms, the opposite sex had 
always been strongly attracted to her, especially the older men, and 
she had been pleased, taking pride in her long black hair and the 
hygiene of her teeth, realizing that if she were ever to be liberated 
from the destined weary bondage of becoming a fisherman's wife, these 
were the assets upon which she would have to trade.


The day she had met the American she was physically ripe, a sensually 
alluring young woman, while he was somewhere in his aging fifties. She 
had only to smile at him coquettishly to see his small eyes come alive 
with lecherous excitement, and as she tripped provocatively from M. 
Bidette's store she felt certain he would follow.


It was difficult to remember all the little lurid details now, even, 
difficult to recall his features ... only a faceless, grey-haired, fat 
man ... taller and bigger than Uncle Gaston in every respect, but 
certainly his parallel in villainy, she realized now. And how upset 
she'd been at first when she decided that he wasn't going to follow 
her, but by the time she'd reached the edge of the village he had come 
along in his car and offered her a ride.


She hadn't hesitated; instead, she'd climbed in and began an immediate 
conversation. He spoke French, which had made it that much easier for 
her to play the flirt with him, and when he'd reached over placing his 
big, heavy, hair-covered hand on her knee she had pretended at being 
excitedly flustered, while in truth her flesh had recoiled at his touch 
and she'd winced repugnantly within her flat little belly.


"N-Not here ... not here," she'd insisted, catching at his hand and 
noticing the obscene bulge to the front of his trousers where his 
pumpkinlike stomach adjoined his groin. "There's no place here where we 
won't be seen ..."


"Where, then?" he'd rasped, his licentious, bloodshot eyes raking her 
young curvaceous body hungrily.


"There's no safe place around here," she'd answered him quickly. "And 
if we were caught my father would kill you ..."


Suddenly, he'd pulled off to the side of the dirtroad, his arms 
enveloping her and his thick lips engulfing hers, wetly, voraciously, 
sucking her small mouth into his own like a vacuum cleaner. She'd tried 
to struggle, but his surprise lunge had caused a frightened wave of 
dizziness to overwhelm her and momentarily she'd thought she would 
faint. He'd held her so tight that the breath had rushed out of her, 
and even now she could not remember whether he was deceivingly strong, 
or she unexplainably weak. His tongue had burst into her mouth like a 
slimy, wet eel, exploring, brushing obscenely around the inside. She 
had been nearly overcome with his odor of sweat and cologne, and his 
massive anomalous body easily subdued her own.


"No, no, no!" she'd insisted. "Let me go ... Later! Later!"


She'd fought him furiously, until at last, he'd seemed to regain 
control of himself and listen.


"What ... later? What'd you mean?" he grunted, breathing heavily into 
her face.


She had bit at her lower lip. "I want you to take me away with you."


He'd stared at her. "Away with me ...?"


"Yes. I want to go to Boston. If you'll take me with you ... then ... 
then I'll let you ... do things to me."


He had continued to gape at her, his hungry, red-rimmed eyes growing 
more gluttonous with lust at each passing second. "All right ... all 
right, tonight. We'll go tonight," he'd said, perspiration dribbling 
down his heavy jowls. "Yes, by God ... tonight!"


She would have done anything to get away from the decaying hovel of her 
parents, the absurd poverty of the village, and the inevitable arranged 
marriage to come. God, she remembered, she had only to look upon the 
drudge who was her mother, a woman unbelievably aged beyond her thirty-
five years to find justification in the way she had run off.


Keel had told her he was not married; she hadn't believed him. Anyway, 
that had been unimportant; all that mattered was getting to Boston 
where she could meet a nice American boy and marry him. How many nights 
she'd dreamed such fantasies ... a pretty little house with flowers 
around it, an automobile of their own, and perhaps one, two, even three 
babies, depending, of course, upon what her husband would want; and a 
wardrobe of three or four plain dresses, with as many beautiful ones 
for best ... for this was the way with American husbands, she'd been 
certain, having seen the pictures and read of their love and generosity 
in the old copies of magazines Docteur Laprise kept in his waiting 
room.


So, she'd left the note to her mother, saying little except that she 
was sorry, and that one day she would return to make them all proud of 
her ... and Grace a Dieu for M. Keel, for she wanted her parents to 
believe that he was a noble man doing this for her out of the goodness 
of his heart.


A noble man ... indeed ... Yet, at first, he'd been extremely kind, 
performing all the simple things to please her, taking her into 
restaurants where they were served hot-beef sandwiches after the soup-
of-the-day, then little pastries for dessert. She had never known such 
luxury, and before the first day was over she had convinced herself 
that she'd misjudged him, and vowed not to show the slightest sign of 
offense when he put his big hand on her thigh outside her dress as they 
drove along, or when he playfully squeezed and fondled her firm young 
breasts at every opportunity ... but she shortly had learned that her 
first opinion was very much correct. M. Keel was a vile brute!


However, she recalled now, that before ever realizing the extent of his 
evilness, she'd convinced herself to willingly carry out her part of 
their bargain. A girl had to be prepared to pay a price for such an 
extravagant life as she sought ... an American husband ... living in 
the States ... and all of the little luxuries that were actually 
considered necessities in that great country ... besides, it was not as 
if she had never known Jean Louis Blanchette, son of the avocat who had 
lived upon the hill and who was betrothed to Docteur Laprise's 
daughter, Francine. Jean Louis had punched away her virginity with his 
stubby little penis, and together they had discovered many exciting 
things in the ways of love, but with him it had been so titillating and 
romantic, while Keel had made her nausee even with the numbing of the 
wine ...


He had registered them into a seedy motel at Riviere du Loup even 
before the sun had set ... had bought wine and poured into the cloudy 
tumblers that set in a tray on the scarred bureau before removing his 
coat. Then, he'd smiled and said: "Take off your things, my dear. This 
is home."


She'd made a tight little smile of her own in response and removed her 
coat obediently while he took it to hang in the open closet. He ogled 
her then, in the ruffled and ribboned pink-gingham dress her mother had 
made for her, licking at his lips, the gentleness she had seen earlier 
abruptly gone from his eyes, leaving only exigent lust which had added 
even more ugliness to his carnal face.


At that moment she had wanted to get away from him, at least 
temporarily, and she'd walked past him toward the tiny bathroom. He 
came up behind her before she could reach the door, putting both hands 
on her firm, young buttocks. She'd frozen, sucking in a short breath.


"Lovely," he'd murmured. "You're a lovely piece, Baby." His hands had 
moved over her bottom and hips, around to her belly and upward to cup 
her lush, erect breasts. He pulled her back against him until she could 
feel the flab of his stomach and the hardness of his shaft grinding 
into the crevice between her round, full buttocks. She steeled herself, 
not resisting, until finally he'd let free of her, stepping back away. 
"Well ... go ahead and piddle. Then we'll have a little drinkie before 
we ... ah ... tumble into bed, eh?"


Laying there in the semi-darkness, Madeleine felt a slight tremor 
ripple over her as it had at his offensive, intimate touch all those 
years before, and graphically she began to recall even the most odious 
minute details ... it was almost as if she could feel his depraved 
hands on her at that moment ...


She stood there, subjected to his coarse explorations, his suggestive 
words racing wildly through her brain and she trembled, a convulsive 
shudder traversing the length of her soft, young body, from the tips of 
her toes to the very peak of her scalp. She looked toward the sagging 
bed, swallowing with difficulty. There was no longer any dubious 
mystery in her mind of what was to come ... no overshadowing ambiguity. 
Upon this bed it would happen to her, and she would be forced to endure 
his obese loathsomeness. Abruptly, the rays of the setting sun caught 
her eyes through the window and the thought of escape briefly rushed to 
mind ... but she fought it and went on into the bathroom. She must get 
to Boston.


When she returned, he held forth her glass of wine and she took it.


"You drink wine at home, eh?" He grinned. "You Canucks like your wine 
... I know about that."


Madeleine didn't answer him. The fact was, they were allowed only small 
amounts with meals, but she saw no reason to tell him this ... or 
anything. She took a long swallow, hoping its effect would be to 
soothe, even dull her senses for what was to come.


"Go ahead, drink up," Keel said. "Have all you want: it's good for 
you." She watched his grin twist crookedly. "Makes you sexy, too ... 
and we want that, don't we, Baby?"


Madeleine felt her face flushing. She watched him gulp away his entire 
glassful, then tilted her own to her lips. He nodded approvingly and 
filled the tumblers once more; then, as she stared half-fascinated, he 
began removing his clothes as if the act was completely divorced from 
her.


He turned to her suddenly. "Well ...? Want me to strip you, myself?"


She hadn't stopped trembling, but she managed to shake her head, set 
down her wine and unfasten the snaps behind at her neck, then, firming 
her lips determinedly, wriggled the dress from her shoulders, down over 
her full, rounded young hips and stepped out of it. Immediately, she 
sensed his eyes greedily feeding upon her but she dare not look at him 
lest she break in a mad flight for the door. Instead, she automatically 
lifted her slip over her head, picked up her dress and laid them over 
the one chair in the room. She felt embarrassingly naked before him, 
even though she was still strategically covered with her panties, 
garter belt, bra and the only pair of nylons she had ever owned.


The wine took its initial effect then, producing a wave of light-
headedness. She glanced at Keel; he was naked, removing his socks. His 
body was as massive and gross as his face, his jaundice-hued flesh 
sagging and wet with perspiration, causing him to glisten before her. 
Then, she saw it ... his thick penis ... rigid and standing out from 
beneath the hanging bulk of his flabby belly, surrounded by a heavy 
growth of greying pubic hair. Once more, she trembled in revulsion as 
she stared at him, the thought of his fat body upon her own sending 
waves of fear and abhorrence through her. The mere thought ...! My God! 
She couldn't do it! She simply couldn't!


Keel arose and faced her. His mouth had fallen open with a certain 
slackness, his lecherous eyes seeming to bug as he gaped wildly at her 
long, nylon-encased legs, the area of cream-white thigh above, the 
full, firm breasts causing delicious dunes of smooth, satin flesh above 
their tight cup-shaped enclosures, the area of milk-white midriff, the 
long sensuous contour of her hips ... Madeleine's eyes widened in 
shocked disbelief as he broke into a slow, salacious leer and his hand 
moved downward and began to lewdly stroke the heavy uncircumcised 
foreskin of his massive shaft back and forth over its hard, blood-
filled head.


"Ever see anything like that, Baby?" he taunted in vulgar pride. "Can 
you imagine how nice it's going to feel when I shove it up into that 
tight little hole of yours ...?"


The depraved spectacle coupled with lascivious words nauseated her and 
she gasped at him: "I can't! My God, I can't, M'sieu'! I just can't do 
it ...!"


He continued to stare at her, his stiff, fleshy rod in his hand, his 
red-saucered eyes narrowing dangerously. "What the hell do you mean?" 
he half-growled at her. "Forgetting our bargain, ain't you, Baby?"


Madeleine took a step backwards and he moved toward her, his eyes 
suddenly seeming vacant of anything human ... only lust, evil, cruel 
and unyielding.


"N-No ... please, M'sieu' Keel?" she stammered in accented English. 
"Please ... I can't do it ... I mean it ..! I-I thought I could, but I 
can't. Listen ... I'll leave ... catch the bus back to Mont Du Banc 
..."


"The fuck you will, baby. That li'l pussy of yours is mine tonight!" he 
spat at her, his hands reaching out and clutching her to him, his mouth 
coming down savagely upon her own as he had done the day before in his 
car, thick, wet tongue bursting between her lips furiously.


Madeleine struggled but he easily pressed her with him toward the bed. 
It was almost as if they were one individual, his great body seeming to 
move with her, rather than opposing her frantic efforts, leaving her 
nothing absolute to fight against. A frenzied panic seized at her belly 
and she felt herself beginning to tremble uncontrollably; the room 
carrouseled before her and all of a sudden she was staring upward at 
the ceiling ... and it was coming down to meet her, his wicked, lust-
filled eyes joining it fiendishly. She fought him, turning her face 
away, her strength quickly ebbing in futile desperation. His tremendous 
weight poured over her amorphously and her remaining clothes were being 
stripped away, while the huge, shapeless bulk crushing the breath from 
her emitted strange animal-like noises, until at last, she was 
completely naked.


He raised up off her then, having securely wedged himself between her 
forced-apart thighs and she saw him kneeling erect, his face twisted in 
a lewd, almost brutal grin. He said something that didn't register in 
her fear-stricken brain, as her eyes trailed down his repulsive torso 
to the ugly, long, thick penis jutting forth angrily from his hair-
covered loins. She saw the heavy, wrinkled sac hanging beneath it and 
further repugnance gripped at her belly.


"Now ... I'm going to fuck the livin' shit out of you, Baby ... just 
the way you led me to believe you wanted it," he hissed down at her.


Madeleine couldn't speak ... could barely breathe in her horror and 
shame; instead, she gaped up at him, too awe stricken to cry, engulfed 
suddenly by an overpowering sense of miserable degradation, the sight 
of her own naked young body spread obscenely beneath him filling her 
with a debasement that would live with her forever, and the 
helplessness of her situation screamed in her wine-fogged mind as she 
realized he was actually enjoying this wicked defilement he was 
subjecting her helpless body to, the cruel gleam ever-growing in his 
eyes bordering on sadism.


Until that moment, she had given no thought to the physical aspects of 
the coupling itself, but now a new, and acute, sense of terror came 
alive as she watched him on his knees before her, once more stroking 
himself. Her eyes locked on the fleshy instrument he was holding in his 
big hand. Its thickness was beyond belief. The size of a man's organ 
had never occurred to her before in her young life; there had been no 
reason for any such forbidden concern ... but suddenly the realization 
of her own small size in comparison to his huge thing struck her. Dear 
God! It would split her apart ... tear her horribly! She could never 
take that inside her, she knew ... she'd examined herself that close 
before ...!


"Does it frighten you, Baby?" he leered at her, continuing to fondle 
and massage the vile looking blunt spear of rigid flesh, working the 
heavy outer layer of skin to-and-fro, exposing its smooth, bulbous 
head, only to sheath it once more, then repeat the lewd act. "Well, 
don't let it ... 'cause this cock's going to bring you more pleasure 
than you've ever had in your life, eh?"


He went on tormenting her, gloatingly watching the distressed 
expressions of fear contorting her beautiful young face, and at last 
Madeleine felt the hot tears dribbling down the sides of her cheeks as 
she realized that there was no mercy to appeal to in this man ... and 
dear God, she had brought it all upon herself. She hardly heard his 
filthy utterances anymore; at first, his foul use of all those vile 
four-letter words that she had barely, if ever heard spoken in 
forbidden whispers or dirty little stories from girls her own age, had 
near-sickened her, but now her mind was too occupied with the 
hopelessness of her position and the horrifying terror of knowing there 
was no escape for her ... he was going to ravish her defenseless, near-
chaste body no matter how she pleaded with him not to. God Almighty, 
there was nowhere to turn ... she was alone and completely at his mercy 
...!


She rolled her head away from him and her heart pounded in her chest as 
she lay too petrified to move, her soft white thighs wide under him, 
her pink, thin vaginal slit fringed so lightly with its soft, raven 
hair, delicately splitting the pouting flanges of her completely 
exposed crotch that was helplessly available to his slightest whim. Her 
belly quaked in her fear, as though he had already forced the long, 
thick penis jutting out from his aged, hairy loins into the painful 
depths of her. The mere thought again sent a tremor of sheer horror to 
register in her brain, not only for the unforgivable sin itself, but 
from the agonizing, anticipated suffering the inhuman organ was bound 
to cause her.


She lay seemingly rooted to the mattress beneath, her shame and 
humiliation complete, as she watched in frozen trepidation the slow, 
decisive movements of his hands toward her vulnerable genitals; he 
placed his thumbs to rest on the soft, fleshy lips of her pussy and 
torturously drew them apart, laying open her moist, coral flesh to his 
lust-inflamed eyes. Slowly, he lowered his head as if to view the 
naked, delectable site more closely, and breathlessly she watched as 
his lecherous eyes drank of it greedily for a long moment, its almost 
virginal beauty delighting him, until he could seemingly no longer 
endure the abstinence and he dropped his head, thrusting the full 
length of his wet, salacious tongue deep into the quivering warm depths 
of her tight young vagina.


Madeleine's body responded of its own volition, jerking with convulsive 
lurches, a loud groan emitting from her throat as her buttocks ground 
downward in an effort to escape the bestial outrage he was committing 
upon her defenseless young womanhood. Her stomach churned in veritable 
repulsion and she wailed aloud loathsomely as his tongue slithered in 
and out of her unwanting, cuntal opening.


"Oooooohhhh ... my ... my God! Wh-What ...? Oooohhh, stop ... stop it!" 
she groaned in shocked humiliation, her head raising to shake 
negatively as down through her breasts she watched his violent assault 
on her naked vagina. It couldn't be true! It wasn't happening to her, 
she thought while his tongue raced up into her unreceptive, yet rapidly 
dilating cuntal walls. "Oooohhh, dear God ... please stop, M'sieu'?" 
she begged in her shame as unwanted, and never before, twinges of lurid 
pleasure immediately began to permeate her entire body from his 
depraved animalistic tonguing of her moist, quivering slit.


And he did, all of a sudden, raising up to again grin lewdly down at 
her, his lips wet from his own saliva mixed with the viscid secretion 
from her pussy, and as she stared he ran his thick tongue over his lips 
and said: "Christ ... nectar from the gods could never taste like that 
delicious little cunt, Baby. I'm going to have to eat more of that ... 
but it can wait ..."


And then he moved up further over her, lowering his evil face slowly 
with parting lips until he sucked a ruby, hard nipple between them, his 
mouth spreading to encompass even a generous portion of the proud, 
white firm flesh, and abruptly she felt his teeth sink into it cruelly. 
She groaned aloud with the pain and tried to push his big face away, 
but he held her tight while his hands taunted the softness of her 
thighs, hips and buttocks, until in despair, she relaxed her struggles 
in helpless subservience.


He raised up from her erect, firm breast and leered down. "You 
understand now, don't you, Baby? You're going to get fucked, just the 
way you wanted it." He chuckled lewdly. "Take me to Boston, you said, 
and I'll let you. All right, to Boston we go ... but first we fuck and 
suck, right? ... Well? Answer me ... right?"


"Oh ... Oh please, M'sieu'... I was wrong ... I didn't know ... Don't 
do anymore to me ... I'll go away ... never tell anyone, I swear ..."


"You'll swear, eh?" Once more, he laughed with licentious cruelty. "You 
goddamned frogs ... you get me, you know what?" His ugly face contorted 
fiercely. "Spread those thighs, kid ... wider ... wider! Yeah ... 
that's better ... now, just hold onto your skull, sweetheart, 'cause 
daddy's about to fuck the livin' hell out of you ...!"


Madeleine's breath lodged in her throat, as above her she read his leer 
of triumph, and she whined aloud in pure fear ... at the same time 
helplessly answering his command to spread her legs obscenely apart. He 
rested up over her, his arms, two giant pillars on either side of her 
shoulders; she then saw one move away as its hand disappeared down 
between them; she whimpered as the thick rubbery head of his huge cock 
parted the sensitive, fleshy lips of her tight, hardly-adult pussy. 
Again, she rolled her head to one side and then the other, clutching 
her eyes tightly shut even as a tremor fluttered through her at the 
sudden, galvanic tangency of its insinuation inside the hair-lined 
flanges of the slit he had lubricated with his salaciously licking 
tongue. Her breath, she still held wadded in her throat as she lay 
beneath him in total defeat, fearing to release it in her anxiety.


He eased his heavy hips downward and forward with a gentleness she 
never would have expected of him, yet, even so, the first actual 
contact with the tiny mouth of her vagina caused her to wince and 
cringe with a loud moan.


"Oh God, NO!" she cried as the huge head pressured tightly against the 
pink, snug elastic opening between her widespread thighs.


Once more.


"Aaaaaauuuggghhh," she grunted, as suddenly the tip slipped inside just 
beyond its coronal rim and she really sensed the first cruel stretching 
of the taut, rubbery opening in her crotch. My God ... with Jean Louis 
it had been nothing like this ... even the first time! It was as she 
had feared! Her thighs were splitting apart from the continuing, 
expanding pressures! He was going to rip her open ... tear her 
completely apart ... maybe, even leave her to bleed to death between 
her legs once he was finished with her ...!


He flicked his hips once more and she screamed at him. "Ohhhh ... Mon 
Dieu! No ... No! You're killing me, M'sieu'! I'll bleed to death! Ohhhh 
stop ... stop ... please, I beg ...!"


Then, there came a burst of agony between her naked thighs, a sudden, 
deep, plunging entry as if a white-hot ingot had been thrust into her 
body.


She screamed, futilely attempting to recoil from the fleshy snake, but 
it pursued her however she managed to twist and writhe, and a wet mouth 
clamped onto hers, chewing at her gasping lips and tongue, while the 
searing torture-rod raced in and out and in, pounding her little-girl 
cunt until she was certain it was being devoured by tongues of flame, 
and her whole lower portions seemed to be torn asunder, causing gushes 
of tears to stream down her cheeks until at last, she made her final 
sob ... and fainted dead away.


Madeleine awakened much later. It was dark and a bedside lamp burned in 
the room. As she gathered her wits slowly, she became aware of her 
breasts being stroked, and that a human being lay tight against her 
back. She was on her side, in a bed, covered with an unfamiliar patch-
quilt. She was naked except for her ruined stockings. It all came back 
to her then ... she felt like weeping over the nylons. She took a deep 
breath and gazed at what loomed before her eyes. The room was strange 
and her head throbbed. Then, the agonized ache in her vagina 
registered, and as she moved ever so slightly its soreness whipped her 
breath away. She stopped moving; it felt as if something was lodged 
inside it ... but after a moment, she knew that was not so. 
Momentarily, the events past materialized into a pattern of horror, and 
without moving further, she dropped her eyes to gape at the fleshy hand 
caressing her breast. So ... it was reality! He had done it to her! And 
that accounted for the inflamed fury at her groin. All right ... so, it 
was done. She'd kept her end of the bargain after all ... Good. Damnit 
... good! Instantly, she found that she was somewhat happy now that it 
was behind her. At least, he hadn't gotten her virginity ... the filthy 
pig! And now, he couldn't deny her Boston.


"I'm thirsty," she said matter-of-factly, licking at her parched lips. 
"I'd like some water."


She made a motion toward arising but he held her down. Then, his hand 
ran down her belly, the fingers tracing a line over her hip to rest in 
the hollow of her buttock. She felt his heavy bulk stir behind her as 
he rolled from the bed.


"You stay put, Baby. I'll get it for you ... in honor of your tight 
little pussy and most beautiful ass."


His filthy words twisted at her entrails. Dear God, she thought, what 
could she have been thinking of? Then, he came into view around the 
foot of the bed and she watched his flabby buttocks shake obscenely as 
he walked to his valise. She stared at him, refusing to believe that he 
had actually penetrated her almost virginal body so intimately.


"What you need's a slug of vodka and water," he prescribed.


"No ... please. Just water."


He grinned. "Better learn to listen to your elders, Baby. They know 
what's best."


It was useless, like everything else. She watched him pour a small 
amount from the bottle he took out of his bag, then fill the tumbler 
with water. He brought it to her and she drank thirstily; he climbed 
over her, laying down behind her once more. She tried to ignore his 
intense body heat, thinking vaguely how different one saw things once 
they were over and done with.


The drink was effective, bracing and warming her stomach. She lay 
quietly and felt him snuggle closer to her. That, she could endure; 
tomorrow they would be in Boston and she had enough money ... dear God 
... he had another erection! It felt huge against the cleavage of her 
bottom.


"You've got skin like green moss, Baby. Ever feel moss? It's as soft as 
velvet ... maybe softer," he said.


"Th-Thank you."


"But ... you surprised me, kid." He sniggered quietly. "You weren't no 
goddamned virgin like I expected. Someone'd been in that little cunt of 
yours playing around before me."


"No! That's not true," she lied. "It's ... it's from riding the horse 
for my brother when he plowed."


Keel laughed outright. "So ...? Cherries are always trouble anyway; 
they scream too loud. It makes no difference. You were good, kid. You 
were good ... wild enough as it was. That's some tight little cunt 
you've got ... or had." He laughed lewdly. "Can't imagine what it'd 
been like if it was any tighter."


He spoke the words with intense pleasure. It was obvious to Madeleine 
that he'd enjoyed every minute of her rape. She didn't respond, simply 
laid there, her mind almost a blank now, her only thoughts when they 
did occur, were of Boston and her future.


His pulsing shaft of flesh pressing between her soft, round buttocks 
surprised her with a sudden jerking motion, and then he put his hand on 
her waist, clutching at her hardly perceptible hip bone to draw her 
bottom toward his loins.


"Please?" she sparred, feeling quite safe now.


His huge body moved closer against her from behind and then he was 
nibbling at the nape of her neck, moving along to her shoulder. She 
lay, pretending impassiveness, even as a little ball of apprehension 
began to form once more inside her belly. Abruptly, his hand slipped 
between her thighs where her buttocks adjoined them. She jerked 
automatically, but his presence there no longer shocked her, nor did it 
please her either, but in fact, it affected her no way at all. His 
thick, long fingers dallied at the lips of her vagina, finally oozing 
inside her passage to gently stroke its walls. Her wetness startled her 
and she contracted her bowels in spite of herself. Then, amazingly 
enough, it occurred to her that she was not exactly repelled by his 
manipulations this time, that even a certain amount of thrill was 
surging through her. God ... what was she becoming, anyway? Was this 
the way it happened to the girls she had known who had ran away to 
Montreal? Were all females affected by something inserted in, or 
playing at the mouths of their pussies? She'd never have believed it if 
someone had told her ... And then, his rigid prick slipped between her 
tight, full thighs following his leading fingers that had probed for 
her pelvic opening.


God, she had to keep a hold on herself. "Please, M'sieu' Keel, I'm too 
sore for that," she managed in English.


"It's all in your head, kid ... just lay perfectly still and enjoy it," 
he hissed hotly into her ear.


Damn him! She caught at the moment of anger swelling up in her throat, 
swallowed twice, then felt the turgid head of his cock find the 
irritated ring of the moist hair-lined orifice between her thighs. 
Momentarily, she winced, groaning as it wormed into her, but he gave no 
quarter, and at that precise moment of entry he seemed to become 
transformed with all the animal-like qualities she had already become 
familiar with. His breath rasped from his lungs in a grunting burst and 
he skewered viciously and completely right up into her, so emphatically 
that she let out a cry of agony and tried to pull free of him.


"Oh pleaseee! You're hurting me!" she exclaimed.


But he held her fast, a hand clutching around each hip so that his 
fingers gouged into the firm pliable flesh of her abdomen. He thrust 
into her from behind without mercy, growing ever larger and larger. She 
gasped, writhing in her understandable increasing agony, impaled 
completely, helplessly, once again. His thighs were sweaty, sticky-hot 
along the undersides of her own, and the bristly hairs of his loins 
prickled at her nude buttocks. He pounded into her without letup.


Good God, he seemed to pack her entire young belly with his massive, 
pummeling prick ... up to her breasts ... and maybe beyond. Sometimes, 
he hurt her she thought, but not so often now, and there were other 
moments when it seemed as if he were bursting inside her, expanding 
intricate parts that had always been secret, closed, forbidden. He was 
like a churning sea of volcanic lava behind her, hissing, swirling, 
tossing, thundering and crashing against her soft, smooth behind.


"Jesus Christ!" she heard him grunt in English, while his fingers 
ground deeply into her belly, making her cry out. She felt an increased 
pressure at her hips, then he was pulling and guiding her onto her 
knees, forcing himself up behind her. She didn't resist, but let 
herself be maneuvered, although the animalistic position completely 
embarrassed her. She had never kneeled in front of a man before.


Madeleine felt him inch closer between her widespread thighs, 
separating them even further with his knees, ramming his lust-inflated 
cock deeper and deeper, to the very hilt ... his heavy, bloated balls 
swaying and slapping against her now erect and quivering clitoris as it 
peeked from its little shrine between the spread moist lips of her 
tight cunt. Stretched open this way, he was reaching an unmerciful 
depth inside her, forcing gasp after gasp of deceiving pain-pleasure 
from her panting mouth. Her back had already begun to ache from the 
cruel pressure of his hands about her waist, thrusting her upper torso 
down so that her buttocks loomed up toward his face. She had never even 
dreamed such debasement before in her young life; she wondered ... how 
could she ever face anyone again?


The pleasure was growing ... the pain lessening ... a never-before 
weird, erotic sensation; her loins tingled and clenched and there began 
a tiny, maddening, electric-like prickling that instigated deep within 
her womb and seeped relentlessly through the raw nerve ends of her 
flesh. His groin pounded her buttocks with punishing, resounding 
emphasis. She heard little wailing groans commence to escape him, and 
her own sensations had begun to ripple through her cunt and out the 
inflamed, fleece-lined lips, dancing like fire across her thighs. He 
writhed and fucked into her, raising a whine from her throat with every 
in-plunge. Dear God, he seemed to be continuously growing inside her 
... and going higher and higher toward her throat. Her firm, youthful 
breasts heaved and jounced, their nipples distended, pebble-hard and 
tingling as they brushed tantalizingly against the linen of the bed, 
and she found herself waggling the stretched moons of her ass 
uncontrollably back on his spearing rod of flesh ... ignoring her 
tormenting soreness, aware only of the great building pressure of 
fluid, screaming urgency in her loins ... pressure that was reaching 
toward a fine point of sheer bliss.


This was it! What Jean Louis had tried to explain and was incapable of 
arousing in her. Mon Dieu ... this was it ...! She had come to the 
conclusion it could never happen to her ... but it was! Oh God ... oh 
God ...! There was a tremendous ever-expanding balloon blowing up to an 
impossible size within her. Abruptly, she wailed aloud, an eerie shriek 
as the balloon exploded sending wild, ecstatic, liquid sensations to 
race poundingly through her loins, overwhelming her with utter joy, yet 
she screamed and screamed as the tears of frightening enchantment 
spilled down her cheeks in a rush of delightful relief.


Finally, she began to calm, but she was trembling like a leaf in a 
storm, her belly quivering, while he continued to incessantly thrust 
his massive prick into her moist, dilated vagina with driving ferocity, 
rasping and grunting like a madman and shoving her face into the bed 
with every wicked, forward plunge. Her momentarily forgotten soreness 
began to make its existence known once more; her passage bore the 
feeling of being massaged with steel-wool. She gnashed her teeth, 
praying now that she could endure it until he would cum ... and then it 
occurred to her that he had taken no precautions ... that once he 
squirted his life-giving sperm into her, she could become pregnant. A 
new wave of fear spiraled through her and she tried to pull away from 
him, but he wouldn't have it. He clung to her hips savagely, ramming 
with vicious strokes; she tried to plead her situation but by that time 
he was muttering to himself, an incoherent sound that quickly graduated 
into a moaning, groaning agony.


She felt a numbed splitting pain as the brutal head of his deep sunk 
cock suddenly flared into a hugeness that threatened to tear the tiny 
clamlike mouth of her womb wide asunder. It jerked and began to spurt; 
she sensed the gushing hot, white semen shooting into her in seething 
bursts, sloshing around inside her belly with the effect of liquid 
fire. The pores of her tight, still palpitating vagina seemed to clasp 
around it of their own volition, the raw, pink sheath sucking and 
milking the jerking shaft as if governed by a separate brain of its own 
... once more spilling its near-virginal juices into the already 
flooded cavern of her involuntarily quivering pussy.


At last, he fell on her with a groan, his great weight causing her to 
collapse beneath him. She struggled for breath, protested and he rolled 
off her. She said nothing, but got from the bed and went into the 
bedroom to clean herself up and apply cold towels to her aching loins 
and battered young slit. When she returned he was asleep on the bed, 
laying fat and naked, his snores filling the room. Quietly, she crawled 
beneath the covers and closed her eyes, falling into an exhausted 
sleep.


Once in the night, Madeleine remembered, he had come to her again and 
she'd tried to protest, arousing anger in him. When she'd attempted to 
push him away he'd slapped her hard, then climbed up over her, 
stretching her thighs wide apart once again. She'd sobbed half-
hysterically, but he'd ignored her, stuffing his rigid vile shaft into 
her tender and bruised cunt yet once more, his great bulk bearing down 
upon her mercilessly. And as his brutal, thick cock pummeled deeper and 
deeper into her tortured vagina, she could hear him sniggering almost 
insanely ... and that was the second time she fainted that night.


Now, reflecting back as she lay there waiting for Antoine to come to 
her, Madeleine recalled how her misery and heartbreak had just begun. 
In the morning, she had awakened to find M. Keel gone. She had called 
out first, thinking him to be in the bath, but suddenly panic had 
seized her and she'd leaped from the bed naked, flinging back the door 
to see that his car was not there! God, how she had wept!


The proprietaire, an aged man named M. Rondeau and his wife, had sensed 
her circumstances and taken her to them, provided for her under their 
roof, and in turn she had worked as long as she could through her 
pregnancy, maintaining the cabins and keeping the house until her time 
came. They had even paid for Dr. Carey to deliver her, and advised that 
she give Igat up when the drunken physician had suggested he could put 
the child in a good home in Montreal where she could look forward to a 
full and respectable life.


God, how Madeleine wished she had never listened to them ... her sweet, 
precious Igat ... The loss was greater than she could ever have 
imagined ... and once she had learned that the wealthy Rafael Girardes 
had her baby, she had immediately come to Montreal just to be close to 
her ... happy if she were even able to catch a glimpse of her child on 
the street. If ... if only there were some way she could make 
arrangements with Mr. Girarde just to see her ... to talk to her once 
in awhile ... it wouldn't be so bad, and maybe she could endure it ... 
Perhaps if she went and spoke to the wealthy importer who held some 
sort of seat in government ... He was probably a reasonable man ... If 
only there was some way she could tell Antoine, and he would help ... 
Why didn't he come to bed? She needed him so badly ...


Madeleine tossed a few more minutes in her restless confusion, the 
steady stream of unhappy memories draining her until she closed her 
eyes in choked weariness. Why didn't he come ... why didn't he ...?


She slept.


Chapter 4


Antoine made himself a third scotch and soda. He sat in his favorite 
chair with his feet up on the ottoman and let the music toil at 
soothing him. He was still upset; completely confused about Galaxy 
Mining and Uncle Gaston, and a bundle of ragged, mixed emotions 
concerning Ginny Novak. He could hardly think of anything but the vivid 
memory of her soft, vibrant body pressing hotly against him in the 
playroom ... her kisses and exuberant passion ... her admittance that 
she had wanted him physically for so long, just as he had ardently 
yearned for her ... insisting that they had to make love ... even to 
suggesting their trysting place. God, it was wrong ... wrong! And he 
knew it ... such adulterous deceit behind his beloved Madeleine's back 
... and to commit against this man who had befriended and raised him 
... Christ, how low could a person sink? Well, he knew he was going to 
find out; he couldn't help himself. He would go to the summer house at 
Ste. Agathe des Monts tomorrow.


He didn't know but what Madeleine suspected something. She had hardly 
spoken to him after leaving the party at Uncle Gaston's, nor he to her, 
and the little conversation they had exchanged seemed desultory and 
strained. He wondered if she had seen him going off with Ginny; he 
doubted it, but then, of course, he wasn't certain. He couldn't face 
her anymore this night ... not with knowing what he intended to do 
tomorrow, so he'd suggested the nightcap, certain she would refuse, and 
now he wanted to be sure she was sleeping when he joined her in bed.


Truly, he felt like a cad, but damnit, he doubted that he could endure 
a session of her amateur sexual calisthenics tonight, which was no 
reflection at all of his feeling for her; he loved her; there wasn't 
the slightest doubt in his mind about that ... but he needed a woman, a 
warm-blooded, capable woman who knew how to satisfy a man ... and there 
was damn little question but what Ginny Novak could and would 
accomplish the task. God, just the idea caused a stirring in his loins.


He tried to imagine what Uncle Gaston would do if he ever found out; he 
was such an unpredictable man that it was impossible to even hazard a 
guess. It was obvious that Ginny meant nothing to him except for 
satisfying his ruttish needs, yet, by the same token, Antoine assumed 
that he watched, or had her watched closely, just as he had with all 
the mistresses before her. They were his property; he appraised them, 
bought them, owned them, and when he was through with them they were 
discarded. Factually, Antoine had no idea what ever became of the many 
lovely young women he had seen come and go before Ginny, but he truly 
doubted that they were forced into the cordon of prostitutes who were 
obliged to share a large portion of their earnings with the czar of the 
Canadian underworld, as Ginny had tried to make him believe.


Antoine had never blinded himself to Gaston Larreau's sources of 
wealth, his criminal liaisons, or especially his syndicate connections, 
but nothing could ever make him believe that the man he called uncle 
would ever allow anything to happen to him. There was no question in 
his mind that if Galaxy was in serious trouble, he could rely on Uncle 
Gaston to protect him. Ginny was very much in error on that point, too.


She was acrimoniously bitter and he could understand that, the way the 
powerful little man abused her, but he was not about to let her 
vindictiveness cause him to lose his own head. After all, his 
allegiance ... if he possessed such a thing ... was primarily to his 
own ... to Uncle Gaston and to Madeleine ... but damn, he was going to 
fuck that breathtaking blonde beauty if it was the last thing he ever 
did ... and he was going to hate himself for doing it ... but there 
would be plenty of time for remorse ... after.


He blended for himself his fourth 'nightcap'. The liquor had charged 
him comfortably; he felt quite confident and secure once again and the 
stirring at his loins had grown to sizable proportions. Perhaps, if 
Madeleine was still awake ... He arose quickly and went into the 
bedroom, but she was sleeping. He moved close to the bed and smiled 
down at her lovely reposed form ... surprised to note the two little 
furrows between her closed eyes at the bridge of her nose, as if she 
might be perplexed or troubled in a dream.


My God, she was beautiful and so innocent ... and he loved her with all 
of his heart. He'd make it up to her, that's what he would do. No 
matter what happened between Ginny and himself at the summer place, 
he'd make it up to her. By God, he'd take an oath on that right now.


I love you, Madeleine darling. I swear it; I love you!


Chapter 5


"Oh! Ooohhh! My God, please? Wa-Wait just ... a ... moment ...!" gasped 
the naked and ravishing Ginny Novak as the gargoylish little czar 
caught hold of her waist in his deceiving, powerful hands and bounced 
her up and down, his salacious, almost colorless eyes wickedly 
absorbing the voluptuous sight of her full, erect firm breasts joggling 
and quaking before him, while her mouth gaped and her eyes widened 
blankly with the pain each time he raised his heavy lips to drive his 
massive cock up into her with evil vicious delight.


Gaston Larreau displayed a warped, gold-toothed grin. "You surprise me, 
ma chere. Don't tell me that canyon you call a cunt has contracted from 
lack of use." He leered at her mercilessly, continuing to raise her up 
off his penetrating rod of brutal flesh, then driving her down upon it 
to hear and watch her grunt and recoil with the agony.


Desperately, the lovely blonde struggled to endure the torment without 
further entreaty, knowing the uselessness of pleading to his barbaric, 
animalistic nature. It was not a punishment he was submitting her to, 
but a form of sadistic pleasure he derived from sprawling naked in his 
huge, leather reclining chair with his feet raised while she straddled 
him as she was now, her long, white, rounded legs astride and folded 
beneath her with wide-spread thighs, her crotch completely exposed to 
him, the stretched open lips of her sparse, blonde, hair-covered pussy 
disclosing her delicate, pink-hued inner-flesh as he forced her to 
absorb his elephantine prick up into her unprepared vagina without 
benefit of the least mercy.


When the last guest had left, he'd turned to her and ordered her out of 
his sight. He'd seen enough of her whorish face for one night, he'd 
spat, and in welcomed relief she had gone to her room to think and 
dream of Antoine and their rendezvous the following afternoon. She had 
no more than climbed into bed when he'd walked naked into her room, 
surprising her by plopping obscenely down in this, his favorite chair 
and snarling: "Come, sow! Get over here and squat down on this prick of 
mine ... All of a sudden it's acquired an itch that needs servicing, 
and that's what I keep you around here for."


Of course, she hadn't hesitated even for a moment; to do that would 
have meant a beating with a belt or his fists, however he happened to 
feel; instead, she had jumped from the bed, stripped away her night 
gown and immediately mounted him, taking his giant, stone-hard cudgel 
into her hand and quickly drawing the huge, rubbery, purple head 
through the sensitive, hardly moist coral-flesh of her vulva and 
placing its tip at the snug, unwanting and unprepared mouth of her 
vagina, catching and holding her breath in dreaded anticipation of his 
first inhuman thrust that she knew was to come. And it had ... a 
vicious spearing penetration of the blunt headed shaft, expanding the 
tight elastic-like mouth of her passage in an instantaneous piercing 
pain as he lunged his hips upward, simultaneously forcing her by the 
waist down onto his colossal instrument with bestial fury.


She had tried to contain her outcry, but that was impossible. The 
insane savagery of his cruel bursting entry had sent his impaling cock 
racing up into her, its swollen spongy head reaming her tight, unready 
vagina, scraping at the tender, sensitive walls and battering against 
her cervix painfully.


"Auuugggghhhhh!" she whimpered, little rivulets of tears suddenly 
appearing on her cheeks.


Gaston Larreau sniggered sadistically. "So," he grinned, reaching out 
to pinch and knead one pink, distended nipple harshly, "it makes you so 
happy you cry with joy, eh?"


Ginny did not answer. She attempted a smile but that, too, was feeble. 
Finally, she said: "I-I'll be all right ... in a ... minute ..."


Larreau laughed once more. As always, he was reveling in his 
subjugation of this luscious American creature whom he had won, body 
and soul, at the turn of a card from a cheap Las Vegas gambler named 
Ace Fennel. In a thirty-six hour straight session he'd cleaned Fennel 
of his last sou, then wagered twenty thousand dollars against the 
girl's ass, insisting that she strip naked and lay flat in the center 
of the table as Fennel's ante, next to his own green stacked bills. He 
remembered how she'd cried and pleaded in shame and fear as he'd run 
his hands over her nude body in an intimate, unnecessary, appraisal of 
her value while she begged Fennel not to do this thing to her. She'd 
loved the hood all right, which had served to spice the gamble to the 
limit, and when it was decided that one cut of the cards, high man, 
would determine the winner, and he had turned a five of spades, 
followed by Fennel's anxious but confident drawing of the deuce of 
diamonds, she had broken into near hysterics.


He'd taken her the first time right then, stripping and climbing onto 
the table between her pretty long legs while her dejected boyfriend 
turned his back and walked from the room, ignoring her desperate, 
wailing pleas for help, and it'd been the most satisfying, fulfilling 
fuck he'd ever had with her, for she had fought him violently and he'd 
beaten and raped her a half-dozen times, until his loins were drained 
dry and he'd collapsed on top of her in an exhausted sleep. After that, 
she had never been the same ... nothing but a spiritless pig who 
couldn't control herself once his prick tripped her libido, a cringing 
slave ready to stoop before him and perform the vilest act he could 
think of at his command; completely gone was the last trace of 
resistance that had made her at all worth while to him sexually.


He was damned near through with her ... maybe entirely through; he 
wasn't quite certain yet; that was going to depend on Antoine's sweet 
little wife, Madeleine, along with several other minor details ... but 
right at the moment he was enjoying the erotic spectacle of Ginny 
Novak's pain twisted face. Unfortunately, in a matter of minutes, she 
would come to enjoy it, lessening his own pleasure ... and even as he 
stared up into her contorted face, mercilessly driving his gigantic 
shaft up into her yet tight passage, he saw the masochistic little 
sparks of initial delight come alive to dance in her sea-green eyes ... 
that time had already arrived; she was suddenly beginning to relish her 
agony.


He clutched at her narrow, supple waist and thrust brutally once more, 
but her anxious, wincing moments had passed. She half-smiled a cold and 
hard expression, yet there was excitement blended with it.


God, how she despised him. To her, he was the culmination of all evil, 
but there was no way she could resist ... once it was inside her ... 
the intoxicating thrill of his unbelievable shaft. She had known many 
men in her life, from hired help on her father's mid-western farm when 
she was only thirteen, to the shifty-eyed, pasty-faced gamblers who 
shunned the daylight in the gambling casinos of Las Vegas, but never 
had she met a male to equal this wicked little monstrosity's sexual 
stamina, or massive, satisfying organ, and even with his twisted mind 
and depraved perversions, she was yet to be denied her first moment of 
satisfaction with him carnally. And his fat little ugly, pudgy hands 
with their deceiving strength ... they could set her afire with their 
skilled, pleasureable manipulations ... drive her to act regardless of 
how debasing; she was truly his slave in lust ... factually and 
willingly.


"All right, M'sieu' ... I'm ready now ... do whatever you damned 
pleased," she hissed down at him, as if they were engaging in some sort 
of contest of physical endurance.


"You pig," he spat at her in French, still he could not hold back his 
grin. "Bitch!" She was indeed his counterpart; presently, he was sorry 
he had to end their association.


She began to smile down at him excitedly, at the same moment clenching 
her buttocks tight to her own advantage as she began to rhythmically 
ride up and down his long, thick rod, and he could feel the abrupt 
secretion of her lubricating fluids from the velvety walls of her 
vagina bathing his cock warmly as she now swallowed up every fraction 
of it with a muscularly sucking action that pulled at the lining of his 
testicles. Viciously, he dug at her pink-nippled, erect breasts, the 
soft resilient flesh oozing between his fingers like rubbery putty as 
she worked her full, round, white buttocks up and down furiously, her 
now incited cunt endeavoring to ingest ... even devour him.


Mon Dieu. She was a human fucking machine, he mused. She had only to be 
set off and she went insane. If it were a stallion's cock it would all 
be the same to her ... a prick was a prick as long as it triggered her. 
Even so, he'd not missed the longing eyes she'd cast so many times in 
Antoine's direction; but what in God's name would Antoine do with such 
a women? Suddenly, he laughed aloud at the thought, then, he said: "You 
did well keeping my nephew occupied while I discussed important 
business matters with his Madeleine."


Ginny snickered openly, it seemed like her turn anyway. "What kind of 
business, M'sieu'?"


Larreau sobered quickly: he didn't appreciate her obvious meaning. 
"Your tongue is long enough to choke you, Ma'mo'selle. I suggest you 
curb it," he snarled at her. "Talking as you do, a girl could find 
herself in an awkward situation, eh?"


Ginny never lost her smile. Factually, she was in ecstasy, and at such 
times little could reach and upset her. Her loins had come alive with 
tiny prurient sensations caused by his massive prick that she was 
forcing in and out of her vaginal passage at a rapid, ever increasing 
rate. And she had serviced him long enough now to know that he would do 
little until he'd spewed his hot, white sperm up into her. She placed a 
kiss on the tip of her finger, then lay that on the end of his nose.


He grinned, unable to hold it back. His colorless eyes dropped to stare 
at his proud cock pushing and pulling at the pink, ragged lips of the 
hair-lined pussy between her straddling legs, the tiny coral petals of 
its inner lips clasping hungrily around the glistening shaft as it 
disappeared deep up the salacious clasping hole.


"You're the best," he said suddenly, not meaning to, but unable to hold 
it back. "You fucking whore ... you're the best ever!"


She laughed. "Yes, Darling, I know," she said, smiling and squirming, 
writhing her round buttocks on the down-stroke.


"But you think you have me trapped, eh pig?"


"No ... no, I don't. I never wanted you trapped, M'sieu'. I never 
wanted you at all. You made me what I am."


"Bitch!"


"Oui ... in French. Exactly ... in good old USofA, master."


"You are a big mouth! You talk too much and say too little," he snarled 
at her. "How would you like to join the ranks of my swill-pigs, sow?"


"I figure that's just about my next stop ..."


"Exactly!" he exclaimed, watching as she continued the same body action 
and he could see her stomach muscles contract as she clutched with the 
long velvety sleeve of her snug vagina skillfully at his prick.


"Cunt! Bitch!" he gasped. "On the floor, whore! On your belly, damn 
you!"


Ginny's breath caught in her throat. Had she gone too far? What in 
God's name had he conceived of now? She dare not hesitate. Nimbly, she 
hopped off him and dropped onto all-fours, her tongue-tip protruding 
between the two white even rows of her small teeth.


"Down!" he snapped, and she dropped flat on her belly.


Slowly, he came out of the chair and knelt to stare lasciviously at the 
warm, voluptuous body beneath him. He slid his hand along the inner 
side of her soft, white thigh to the moistened lips and thin pink slit 
of her pussy, tracing the hair-line separation with a forefinger upward 
between the creamy hued orbs of her firm, white buttocks, watching the 
round, soft moons arch and fall in growing excitement to his touch; 
then, he felt the desire in his own loins beginning to glow hotly. Mon 
Dieu, the feel of her satin-like skin could still set him off ... damn, 
but she was a desirable bitch!


Ginny Novak swallowed tightly. Her subservient prostrate position, and 
knowing she must submit to whatever vile whim that might titillate his 
warped passion, was making her brain whirl in a growing kaleidoscope of 
sensual lust. She had no idea what he was going to do to her ... or 
make her do to him; she only knew that she was rapidly losing all 
control in her rising need. Now, he was over her, and she squirming 
beneath him to the excitement of his near magic touch, little tongues 
suddenly licking salaciously at her loins and belly, building to 
greater and greater heights of captivating pleasure with every passing 
moment from the obscene teasing of his vile hands.


She dropped her face to the nap of the carpeting and groaned into it 
stifling the licentious throaty grunts of need emitting involuntarily 
from between her now tightly clenched teeth. God, how often had she 
vowed that she wouldn't let her body run away with her as it had so 
many, many times with him ... and now there was less control than ever. 
When she lost her head like this, he became absolutely fiendish ... Oh 
God, his hands ... his hands! Her full, round buttocks hollowed and 
ground wantonly beneath the caresses of his pudgy, but relentless, 
hands, and she knew that he must sense the sudden urgency of tremors 
rippling obscenely over her body.


She heard his rammish laugh. She couldn't see his face but assumed he 
was grinning ... rubbery lipped ... wet and loose mouthed from the 
sight of her near total surrender. God ... she wanted him ... as 
always, she wanted him ... and as always, she hated herself for it ... 
but she couldn't resist the thought of his huge, wonderful cock 
slipping into her ... "Ooohhhh," she moaned aloud as she felt his thick 
fingers slide up inside her moist, tingling vagina to further taunt 
her.


Gaston Larreau gloatingly listened to her whine down into the softness 
of the carpeting ... her voice unnatural, thick with desire and ever 
growing wantonness.


"Ahhhhh," she groaned once more, twisting her passion contorted face to 
the side so that he could see the effect his teasing was having upon 
her, and then it occurred to him that she was trying to anticipate his 
every move and he chuckled to himself; it was of the utmost importance 
to his sensual gratification that a woman be kept completely in the 
dark, lest the ultimate pleasure of shock and subjugation be destroyed.


Ginny, her bottom churning incessantly beneath his hand, made no effort 
to fight against the lewd, carnal urges now racing uncontrollably 
through her incited body, and in her mind she had begun to pray that he 
would fuck her soon, before his tormenting hands drove her completely 
out of her mind. Oh God ... I want his viciously mean, beautiful cock 
inside my tingling cunt. I do! I do! I've got to have it or I'll go 
mad! Why doesn't he fuck me? Please ... please ... make him fuck me now 
... now!


But instead, his thick middle finger surged with relentless force and 
depth into her vagina and she froze, momentarily catching her breath, 
until the sensations it caused finished skyrocketing through her.


"Oooohhhhh, do it to me ... do it, for God's sake!" she pleaded back at 
him, forgetting all of her vows to resist and not be conquered by his 
foul beast's lewd manipulations, trying now to twist her neck so that 
she could watch his maddening hands working back there at her crotch 
between her wide-spread thighs.


"Do what ma chere?" he taunted, grinning down triumphantly at her lust-
contorted face as she gaped helplessly and near glassy-eyed back at the 
continual growing of his massive, rock-hard cock.


"Oh, damn you ... fuck me!" she moaned, the words tumbling from her 
lips. "Fuck me animal fashion ... like a dirty bitch in heat!"


Larreau began to laugh gleefully. "Oui, ma chere, as you say ... but 
remember, you requested it, eh?" He gazed evilly down at her squirming 
back, a thin line of sweat beginning to form on his upper lips. "Raise 
up your ass," he commanded.


She was still on her stomach and without hesitation arched her hips 
higher, then felt his hands reaching for her to pull her up onto her 
knees. She let him guide her and kept lifting herself until she was 
entirely raised before him, high and open. She felt the weakness and 
trembling in her legs and wished he would hurry, but there was no way 
of making him enter into her again until he was ready.


Finally, he moved in behind her, spreading her thighs even wider with 
his knees, his heavy, pulsating cock heaving lustfully as it pointed 
itself toward the crinkled pinkish ring of her tiny anus so lusciously 
displayed to him from between the full rounded spheres of her buttocks. 
Suddenly, he inched backwards on his knees, then, leaned forward, 
probing his saliva-wet tongue upward from the moist, hair-collared 
flanges of her cunt-mouth, along the spread crevice to her small, 
prune-wrinkled rectum where he tried to penetrate with its stiffened 
tip, but the sphincter was too snug, and instead, he accomplished his 
main purpose ... to lubricate it well. Then, he raised up sliding in 
close to her once more to taunt her cunt with the violent purple head 
of his peeled-fore-skinned prick, until her whimpers drifted back to 
him as he ran its insinuated head between the splayed lips to gently 
tease her clitoris, and she began to moan incessantly.


He probed tentatively at her with the gigantic fleshy weapon, searching 
for the hot moisture of her vagina and left her buttocks clasping at 
his jerking cock as he guided it with his hand down the smooth white 
crevice past her anus to the eager hair-lined opening that awaited him. 
He felt the organ brush across the softness of her pubic hair and once 
again reach the quivering lips of her vagina. He was playing a game. 
His caresses had aroused her to the point where the flowing secretions 
inside her had completely lubricated her whole genital area with a hot, 
slippery wetness that made it easy for him to worm his throbbing prick 
into the smooth, tight gripping flesh between her legs.


She groaned in pleasure as she felt him introduce the massive tip into 
her viscous coated channel, never stopping, but continuing a constant 
penetration ... Oh God ... it's so big! So hot ...! until its entirety, 
was near submerged in slow, tormenting inches into the very depths of 
her belly.


"Ooohhhh yes, yes! Give it all to me ... all of it!" she choked in her 
passion, catching herself the several times she was about to cry out, 
realizing that this devastating, constant plunge into her entrails was 
what she wanted ... what she had to have.


The grotesque little czar grinned lewdly, his lips curling wetly back 
to expose his golden teeth as he began to fuck into her with long, 
powerful strokes ... never hurrying, but leaning back and watching his 
thick, lust-hardened rod of flesh moving in and out of her wide-
stretched vagina ... watching the soft, pink flesh gripping him, 
clasping his rigid prick and pulsating against him. He sensed the 
muscles deep inside her passage flexing and constricting around his 
mighty shaft as he fucked deeper into her.


"Uuugggnnnnhhhhh," Ginny groaned through partially clenched teeth as 
the throbbing, massive cudgel rammed savagely into her. She knew the 
pain ... wanted it, and couldn't contain the tears of agonized pleasure 
that streamed down her cheeks. Her vaginal passage was on fire, but 
experience with him had taught her that this would gradually pass once 
her channel walls grew accustomed to the giant invasion from this 
angle. Its huge head, it seemed, was ripping her deepest organs ... and 
she wanted it so. Suddenly, her own hand slipped between her thighs and 
spreading the soft curls of her sparse pubic hair, caressed the 
erectiled bud of her throbbing clitoris, caressed, stroked and taunted 
the already passion-inflamed bud pulsating lasciviously down between 
her open legs.


Behind her, Larreau had begun to gasp and pant heavily in his obscene 
delight, and he rocked rhythmically in and out of the soft confines of 
her moist, clasping cunt.


For Ginny, the pain was lessening, and the masochistic thrill of her 
helpless, debased position kneeling before him rippled through her; the 
ravishment of her body by this vile man who took her at will in 
whatever manner that pleased him at the moment, as a master might a 
slave, sent familiar waves of wicked pleasure coursing through her 
entire naked being. She groaned aloud and subconsciously began to 
undulate her buttocks lewdly in tiny tempoed circles to the long thick 
cock fucking into her mercilessly from behind.


"Yes ... yes ... yesssss," she moaned uncontrollably, hardly able to 
believe that he had not stopped when he saw she was enjoying it to the 
fullest, for this, too, was a demented torment he reveled in, and more 
often than once she had been forced to pretend her agony in order to 
deceive him into satisfying her. But tonight, it all seemed different, 
and she realized that at any other time this in itself would petrify 
her with fear, but at the moment she was too overwhelmed in her ecstasy 
to even think rationally.


Oh God ... I don't want him to ever stop ...!


On his knees, hunched behind her squirming body, Gaston Larreau gritted 
his teeth wickedly as he fucked in and out with long, hard lunges, his 
own heavy buttocks hollowing with every thrust. A feeling of absolute 
power spiraled through him as he held her hips down in total subjection 
to his stone-hard cock skewering relentlessly into her. She was his to 
do with in whatever manner he pleased and shortly he'd remind her of 
that ... all in due time ... just before her climax, when she was near 
ready to go out of her mind ... that's when he enjoyed it the most ... 
Presently, he could feel the soft, fleshy ridges inside her giving way 
before the inhuman onslaught of his pistoning shaft.


He squeezed her flesh in his brutal, pudgy hands, so that it grew up in 
thick ridges, small, bloodless, hillocks of her cream-like, satiny 
flesh embossed on her lush, round buttocks, and when he released them 
the ridges settled back slowly, leaving angry red marks fringed with a 
white bloodlessness on her skin. Each time he thrust, his fingers 
gripped her harder, squeezing her soft, unresisting thighs with 
sadistic delight, hurting her, forcing groans of pain from her 
tormented throat as she struggled uselessly beneath his mastery of her 
mind and body.


He stretched the quivering white orbs of her buttocks wide with cruel 
fingers, watching the pink folds of wet, glistening flesh clinging 
tightly around his rampaging cock. Suddenly, he levered forward on his 
knees, and with a loud grunt, drove his plunging shaft to the very 
hilt; he could feel the fleshy resistance deep inside spread before the 
blunt, turgid head of his prick, raising a soft, guttural sound from 
the depths of her throat, as though the breath had been driven from 
her. He knew she'd been fucked this deep before because he had done so, 
but each time it was as if he had entered a virginal passage, and he 
would worm the head around deep inside, enlarging the depths of her 
womb and feeling its clasping muscles gripping his rigid staff like 
warm, slippery elastic. As always, the soft enveloping tightness sent a 
tingle of pleasure surging through his balls, and his shaft encased in 
the warm, clasping sheath, pulsated with lewd and delightful 
sensations.


Ginny's eyes opened and closed in a lost glaze of passion. She spread 
her thighs wider, sliding her knees farther apart, thrusting her 
buttocks even higher back against his plunging cock. Now, with each 
battering stroke she felt with obscene rapture his sperm-bloated balls 
slapping against the erect, palpitating bud of her clitoris, while the 
thick, curled, pubic hair around the base of his prick brushed 
tantalizingly against the soft, inner edges of her ass. She rested in 
such a position that her breasts were squashed against the carpet, its 
rough nap erotically taunting her taut, distended nipples. She mewled 
with ecstasy as she felt the burrowing shaft behind her imbed its 
unbelievable full length inside her. Its smooth, spongy head grazed the 
flat hardness of her cervix, probing deep, deep where nothing or no one 
had ever before reached. Long forgotten was any humiliation of bending 
like a lowly serf before him while he fucked into her from behind 
exuding his lust into her hungry, open crotch. As ever, only the lewd 
pleasure surging through her like myriad tongues of fire was all that 
mattered. She wanted to be fucked like this, had to be subjected to 
every lewd demand he could think of to satisfy her lust-wracked body 
that he had so trained in the vilest of debauChries.


"So, ma chere, it brings you pleasure, eh?" Larreau hissed at her, 
sensing the wild pressure beginning to build in his balls.


"Oh yes ... God, yes ... Don't stop! Fuck it hard and deep! Hard and 
deep!"


With that, the little czar sadistically withdrew the hardened shaft, 
while Ginny in sudden frustrated dismay began to waggle and force her 
bottom back at him desperately, her wet, quivering pussy searching 
wildly for the pleasure-giving instrument that had escaped it. She 
whimpered and moaned frantically as behind her, Larreau raised the 
mighty weapon until its unseeing eye leveled with her hairless, 
puckered anus that glistened beneath its thin film of viscid fluid 
coating her entire loins and genitals. He might have better prepared it 
by stretching it with his fingers, he thought lustfully, but the 
pleasures derived were better unannounced.


He doubted in her sudden flustered state that she realized he was 
penetrating her asshole at first try, without benefit of any 
preliminaries. And then, she must have felt its thick bluntness 
prodding and working against her tightly clenched anus. Oddly enough, 
in all of the many ways he had taken her, he had never before sodomized 
her, and now he realized why; he'd been saving this for the one grand 
final, the final degradation before he finished with her for good ... 
and now, it was time. He chuckled lewdly to himself. She would have to 
decide it was much too big; she would judge that with certainty. He 
continued to grin to himself as he wormed the tip of it into the snugly 
resisting little aperture. He could feel the foreskin being stretched 
back against his long, thick cock painfully, and he gave a quick hip-
thrusting stab until he could feel it slowly slipping its way into her 
rectum. She would say to herself, it was all right ... all right, 
because she dare say nothing else ... and then, he was well beyond the 
barrier of the clutching elastic ring of the sphincter muscle.


Ginny forced herself to think: it's all right ... it's all right, as 
his vicious rod ground its way deep and deeper into her nether channel 
... and then, suddenly, without warning, she felt as if a railroad tie 
was endeavoring to burst into her body through her virginal anal 
passage! She tried to pull away, but he held her fast as the 
impossible, agonizing penetration continued.


"Aaaauuuuuggggghhhhhh! Dear God Almighty! Noooo, nooooo ... stop! It 
hurts terribly!" she cried.


Larreau grinned excitedly. Of course, it hurt, stupid pig! It was 
supposed to hurt. He held her in a bear-hug and simply rammed and 
thrust.


"God ... I beg you don't ... please? It's too big! It's going to kill 
me!" Ginny screamed back at him through her gnashing teeth.


But it was there and there it remained, ever moving into her back 
passage and she couldn't escape it. His thighs thrust hers forwards; 
his arms held her hips back to his.


Dear Jesus, I'm helpless! I can't move! It's paralyzing me! I can't 
move!


"Shove back!" Larreau commanded. "Damn you, sow ... push back, I say!"


She could barely think in her unbelievable agony, but she knew she must 
obey his words, lest further torture be heaped upon her. Every way was 
pain, pain, pain! But she did it ... she pushed back and somehow opened 
her ass that final measure through deliberate effort born of fear. She 
visualized the trunk of a tree unrelentingly being pressed into her 
tiny nether hole, stretching her buttocks wider and wider apart until 
she knew she would split open. And then, it was done, his vicious cock 
completely buried right up into her rectum, solid and extremely 
painful, but finally better because at last it was inside her in its 
entirety ... there was no more to take.


"Ohhh ... ooohhhh ... ooohhhh," she gasped. She was impaled on his 
long, fleshy rod thrust into her rectum to the hilt, unable to move 
from the excruciating pain that was endeavoring to split her thighs 
horribly apart. Dear God, now he had subjected her to the lowest and 
most brutally painful of defilements ... he was sodomizing her! Once 
more she gasped, but this time for breath as momentarily he remained 
immobile, perhaps allowing the obscenely stretched channel of her 
rectum to become adjusted to his new invasion inside it ... this rigid 
and ever-growing spear of flesh that packed her full! Oh, the filthy 
beast! God curse him. Dear Christ, could she stand it ...? Or would she 
faint ...?


Then all thought was whipped away as she heard him croon with delight 
and gasp as he began to saw rhythmically and without the slightest 
mercy deep up into the soft confines of her back passage.


Larreau couldn't contain the groans of delight escaping him as he felt 
the warm soft flesh of her flattened, full buttocks pressing tightly 
against his loins. He thrust forward into the tightly puckered and now 
obscenely stretched mouth of her passage, simultaneously sliding his 
hand down underneath and between her thighs to her opened cuntal slit, 
feeling the moisture from the smooth, fleshy lips seeping salaciously 
out to cover the softness of her pubic hair brushing teasingly against 
his testicles as they swung down between her legs. His eyes locked on 
the hardened shaft disappearing completely into the tight, wide-
stretched oval opening between the twin white mounds of her helplessly 
quivering buttocks. He moaned again and drew it out slightly, watching 
with bated breath the tender pink flesh pulling out with it and then 
disappearing back inside with his inward thrust. His breathing 
increased, incited by the lewd lascivious spectacle, until once more he 
began plunging into her in a tempoed cadence, in and out, in and out, 
deep up into the warm clasping channel of her rectum.


Ginny dug her nails into her palms, bit at her lower lip, and was 
surprised when the pain eased a bit, but even more so when a certain 
thread of arousal seemed to weave through her pain-wracked body ... 
although it was still a mixture of hurtful discomfort and stimulation. 
She felt saturatingly wet between her buttocks and more debased than 
from anything he had ever subjected her to. Of course, it was 
significant, this depraved perversion he was inflicting upon her, but 
she couldn't fathom to what degree ... or was it because she was 
refusing to face the truth ... he was finished with her ... breaking 
and destroying any last vestige toward decency she might still possess 
before putting her onto the street with the rest of his cochons ... 
God, if she could only think straight, but each time she tried to 
concentrate he shattered the thought by a skin-splitting thrust that 
jolted her forward ... until suddenly she realized that her body was 
voluntarily squirming back against his every ramming plunge ... 
squirming back onto his fleshy stem that was meting out the punishment. 
Abruptly, she was aware of a certain masochistic pleasure. The pain had 
become weirdly erotic, and she was heaving backwards to meet the 
forward charge of his loins ... undulating her body and moving her 
buttocks in tiny, lewd circles. In fact, she'd begun to feel quite 
excited through the pain ... wanting his massive cock buried deeper and 
harder up into the channel of her ass, and she found herself reaching 
back beneath her thighs to scratch gently at his swinging balls, all of 
a sudden, turning her face sideways again just so he could see the new 
effect his sodomizing prick was having on her.


Kneeling above and behind her, Larreau continued to watch the reddish 
inflamed skin of the little round hole draw back with his cock, 
clutching it as if it didn't want it ever to come out. At first, the 
pressure on his shaft had been almost too much to bear, but now it was 
just tight and exhilarating, the type of squeezing pressure that 
promised to draw the sperm right out of his balls with the ferocity of 
spewing molten metal at every stroke.


He stared at his white, vicious pole disappearing right up her satin-
smooth, gyrating ass with each lunge. It submerged until not even a 
fraction of it was left unabsorbed, straining wildly in that snug, 
resistant channel, its spongy, turgid, lust-inflated head probing deep 
into her soft, quivering belly.


"Oooohhh, Oooohhhhh," Ginny groaned as his pelvis slapped against the 
soft, resilient flesh of her twin white buttocks. The rampaging cudgel 
was the length of a ball-bat ... and sunk to his balls in her numbed 
and weirdly tingling asshole. Dear Jesus, she was completely and 
helplessly impierced.


Larreau's balls throbbed and his cock cavorted as if it were about to 
burst each time he plunged into her; she was moaning and adding to his 
pressure with the movements of her ass and the hollowing of her back. 
He gaped at her passion-twisted profile as his lips bared back from his 
teeth. Her face was flushed a bright red, her head flailing from side 
to side and her long blonde hair strewn down over her sweating forehead 
like an insane woman ... and she was gasping for more. Damn her! He'd 
never meant for her to enjoy it. The filthy, pig, bitch! Christ, how he 
wanted to cause her unbelievable agony! Goddamn her! He swore aloud and 
gouged his cock with a ramming thrust into her ass, leaving it there, 
listening to her whine as he brutally ground his pelvis in expanding 
circles, routing the already inflamed inner flesh of her passage with 
fiendishly cruel delight. "Ohhh ... Ooohhhh, yes ... yes," she 
whimpered to his dismay. "Fuck it, fuck it, damn you! Do anything you 
want to it! I love it ... do you hear me? God, I love it!"


Larreau was suddenly losing his own sense of balance in his near 
fanatical attempt to increase her agony and desperately he tried to 
think of something yet more vicious he could inflict upon her to bring 
about his insanely mounting climax. Christ, he had to cum, else he'd go 
out of his goddamned head! He had never meant that she would enjoy it 
... want it! The bitch! The dirty slut-bitch! Suddenly, he began to 
slap with brutal, alternating hands at the generous, wide-spread white 
mounds of her ass, crashing swats that echoed and re-echoed throughout 
the room.


"Wiggle it, you stinking cochon! Keep it moving and fuck me back, damn 
you, or I'll cut your heart out!" he screamed at her, his powerful 
opened little hands flailing in rhythmic, wild blows against the soft 
satiny flesh of her already angry-red ass cheeks.


"Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" Ginny cried and winced with every painful smack 
against her sensitive buttocks, a violent shudder rippling through her 
at this new demonical abasement. And even as he continued, she felt him 
withdraw his prick to the glans, then thrust it forward barbarically 
until his balls slapped with loaded heaviness against the flowered slit 
of her cunt in one long, racing stroke ... and the combined sensations 
were forcing her into an unbelievable state of rapture.


"Go on, you monster! Fuck it! Beat me! Ram me! Any damned thing you 
want! I love it ... you hear? Love it! Squirt your filthy cum in my 
ass! I want you to! I want you to!" she screamed back at him 
breathlessly.


Larreau's cock tingled as if charged with electric current; his balls 
were alive with fire. He'd tried to inflict unbearable pain upon her 
but she had accepted it and was asking for more! He couldn't believe 
it! And ... and ... and then, he realized that he was going to cum! He 
was going to shoot a torrent of sperm into her lovely white American 
ass ... the ultimate subjugation ... except that she wanted it ... she 
wanted it! Damn her! But he'd never had a woman like her ...! Christ, 
she was all that he'd ever wanted ... wasn't she ...?


His brain was a turmoil. Her sudden obscene response to his cruel 
beating and sodomy had suddenly inspired him like an infused satyr. He 
reached down and pulled her ass-cheeks wide apart, commencing to batter 
his pelvis against her soft, yielding, reddened buttocks with inhuman 
whaps that bounced off his own ear-drums. Perspiration from his 
sweating face dripped onto her lovely hollowing back to make it glisten 
in the light. His breathing came in short, puffing gasps, his eyes 
locked on the whiteness of her quivering body that was slipping back 
over his plunging cock with the snug delight of a fitted velvet glove. 
Mon Dieu, he was losing all control over the situation, even as his 
great shaft was growing unbelievingly. His sac hung heavy with its 
bloated reservoir of sperm, and it had to be emptied soon or he'd burst 
from the excruciatingly delicious pressure.


Ginny had reached the point where she was mumbling unintelligibly 
beneath his pounding hips. She waived her ass salaciously back against 
his unrelenting thrusts. She wanted him to cum. She wanted him to 
squirt his heavy load of semen right into her bowels. She wanted him to 
split her crotch wide open and spill his sperm into her until she was 
completely immersed in its delicious loveliness. She could feel a 
sopping wetness in the crevice of her ass and any thought of pain had 
long since left her ... as had all other thoughts except that of his 
magnificent cock battering her asshole. She dropped her shoulders to 
the floor so that her near-glowing-red buttocks were raised even higher 
in the air, and the ape-like, frenzied cudgel could fuck into her 
completely unhindered.


"Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu! It's time!" Larreau choked, tossing back his head 
and grunting savagely as he thrust his cock's full expanded length into 
her forever-stretched asshole, his ugly, squat body beginning to jerk 
convulsively, his mouth falling open slackly and he clawed at her waist 
and hips with harsh, clutching fingers, pulling her buttocks even wider 
apart for his prick to wedge yet another fraction of an inch into her.


"Fuck back! Fuck back!" he commanded her.


Ginny, beneath his pounding assault, felt the first exquisite gushes of 
his hot, white cum splutter into the remote depths of her rectum. It 
surged through her body with the torrential force of a bursting dam, 
burning into her heaving belly like seething liquid fire. The delicious 
sensation tripped her own climax and she screamed as the great 
maelstrom of pleasure overwhelmed her ... until at last, she sensed 
rivulets of his hot, sticky sperm running down the crevice of her wide-
split buttocks to the slit of her open, throbbing cunt ... and then he 
was withdrawing his deflated member inside her ... and a welcomed cool 
rush of air brushed and soothed the unplugged, inflamed hole of her 
anus as she collapsed forward onto the floor, her breasts heaving 
spasmodically against the rough nap of the carpet.


She lay, her face turned away from him, reality slowly enveloping her 
once more as she heard him struggling to his feet, his breathing coming 
heavily.


For a long moment, Gaston Larreau stared down at her obscenely spread 
body, a blank expression on his ugly, round face, and then slowly an 
evil little smile twisted at his rubbery lips. He walked to her vanity 
and picked up a long handled hair-brush, then returned to bend silently 
over her, and before she realized what was happening he thrust the 
blunt-ended handle to the hilt into her already tormented and enchafed 
rectum.


Ginny screamed with the shock of the vicious and torturing empalement 
as the little czar, roaring with laughter, joggled toward the door. 
There, he paused and turned to see her struggling to her knees and 
reaching behind her to clutch at the protruding end of the brush 
jutting out of her asshole. Once more, he laughed gleefully.


"Why don't you just leave it in there, pig ... you look natural with a 
tail," he spat.


"Goddamn you! You filthy bastard!" Ginny screamed, jerking the 
implanted brush from her bottom and throwing it at him as he closed the 
door behind him, the instrument smashing against it harmlessly.


He was gone then, but she could still hear his laughter as he walked 
down the hall and she threw herself forward onto the floor, sobbing in 
near hysterics.


God Almighty! What's ever to become of me?


Chapter 6


Rafael Girarde was a handsome man by any measure of standard. He was 
tall, broad shouldered and lean hipped, wore his well-cut, tailored 
clothes with a flair, smiled broadly with an open, warm expression, his 
discerning blue eyes sparkling sincerely, his deep masculine, resonant 
voice inspiring confidence. Madeleine was particularly taken with his 
heavy shock of waved, greying hair, the one single tell-tale of his 
fifty odd years.


She was surprised at his simple, lackluster office, knowing his 
successful business capacity as an importer and owner of night clubs 
throughout the city, as well as holding a post as Ministre Of 
Gouvernment, say nothing of his luxurious home in Mont Royal that she 
had only seen, of course, from the street. But in all, she was most 
impressed by the way he made her feel, even after she had told him who 
she was and why she was there ...


"Please, my dear, won't you sit down and be comfortable?" he had 
offered coming from behind his cluttered desk to place his hand on a 
chair in a gestured invitation.


Madeleine went to it and seated herself while M. Girarde returned to 
his place behind the desk. She felt extremely tense and had already 
begun to question whether she had done the right thing by exposing 
herself this way ... but she'd not rushed into it blindly, without 
considering Antoine's position. Earlier, she had desperately tried to 
lead into the subject with her husband, prepared to cleanse her 
conscience once and for all and beg him to help her recover her child, 
but his indifferent and preoccupied attitude had finally caused her to 
give up the idea. Instead, she had struggled through coffee with him, 
kissing him at the door as she handed him his briefcase, then hurriedly 
dressed, knowing exactly what she was going to do. Whether Antoine had 
suspected something was amiss she wasn't certain, nor hardly cared any 
longer, but certainly their conversation had been strained and he'd 
acted terrible edgy ...


"Well now ..." M. Girarde was saying with a pleasant smile, "... you 
have already brightened my day to no end, Madame Poirier ... for at 
last, I understand why Igat is such a beautiful child ... her mother is 
a ravishing beauty."


Madeleine blushed immediately; she dropped her eyes in sincere, if, 
gentle embarrassment. "You're most kind, M'sieu', but I must admit that 
I don't feel very ravishing ... coming to you with my sordid story this 
way ..."


"Ah, ma chere, but you mustn't degrade yourself over an unfortunate 
affaire d'amour," said M. Girarde suavely. "How is it they say ...? It 
is better to have loved and lost than never to ..."


"That was not the situation at all, M'sieu'," Madeleine interrupted 
quickly. "I assure you, it was not ..."


Rafael Girarde shrugged his broad shoulders. "So ... what difference," 
he said, his warm smile always prevalent. He leaned back in his chair, 
joining his hands at fingertips. "How can I help you, ma chere?"


Madeleine bit nervously at her lower lip, the ridiculousness of her 
proposed request suddenly dawning on her. To entertain even the 
remotest idea that these people would give up her baby after all this 
time had been insane ... unreasonable ... for weren't they more parents 
to her than she had ever been? In fact, they were the only parents Igat 
had ever known ...! Yet, she hadn't thought of it that way at all ... 
and now, faced with her own irrational decision, she hardly knew what 
to do next.


"Well, Madame ...?" Girarde prodded gently.


"I-I don't know what to say, M'sieu'," she stammered. Suddenly, she 
reached into her purse and found a small hanky to dab at her nose as 
her dark eyes began to glisten behind her tears. "It's ... it's my baby 
... I miss her so ... want her so ... Oh God, M'sieu' Girarde, what can 
I do ..? I-I think I'll lose my mind if I don't get her back ..."


Rafael Girarde barely moved; he studied this voluptuous girl who had 
given birth to the child both he and his wife had come to think of as 
their very own, the child they had purchased from a drunken doctor 
without benefit of legal documents because his barren wife's past 
narcotic history was a matter of record, and enough to destroy any 
possibility of proper adoption. It'd had been little Igat's entry into 
their family that had made the Madame's recovery from her addiction 
possible, not that he really cared a tinker's damn for the Madame, but 
he did have a certain position to maintain as a Ministre Of 
Gouvernment, along with his other enterprises, and having a dope fiend 
for a wife did little toward enhancing that position. Now, as his keen 
eyes absorbed the breathtaking loveliness of the desirable young woman 
seated before him, his brain subconsciously registered the threat of 
her presence, even as another section of his mind began to plot 
lecherously.


"Can you believe, ma chere, that I can understand and sympathize with 
you?" Rafael Girarde said in gentle tones. "They say there is no bond 
stronger in this world than mother-love ... but then, being a mother is 
more than just giving birth, is it not ...?"


"Please," Madeleine interrupted. "I-I realize I have no right coming to 
you like this, M'sieu' ... but ... but my God ... she is my baby, don't 
you see ...?"


At that moment, she broke down completely and Girarde made no motion 
toward consoling her. The interlude gave him time to think as well as 
an opportunity to ogle her sensuously inspiring curvaceous body, while 
simultaneously he sensed a carnal stirring at his loins. He smiled to 
himself, a barely perceptible little gesture, while she wiped at her 
nose in an effort to regain her composure. Finally, he stood and went 
to a small cabinet to bring out glasses and a half-filled bottle of 
cognac. He poured lightly and approached her, a glass in either hand.


"Drink this, ma chere, I believe it will help."


Hesitantly Madeleine accepted it and sipped.


God knows, she needed some sort of bracer at the moment. She'd been a 
fool for coming here this way ... completely stripping herself of pride 
... and worst of all, now she had exposed herself ... to say nothing of 
what it might do to Antoine if he were to find out of her past through 
someone else ... Dear God, she'd had to do something ... anything 
rather than keep her tentative clandestine meeting with Uncle Gaston 
... And then, the thought of him pawing her with his fat, sweaty hands 
as he had the night before, his wicked fingers inserted right up inside 
her vaginal passage between her legs, almost nauseated her. Today, it 
would be worse ... today, it would be everything, all the way; he'd 
have no mercy ...


"Of course, Madame Poirier, you must understand that we ... Madame 
Girarde and myself, regard Igat as our very own," he said, never losing 
his gentleness of voice. "I'm certain you do appreciate this ...?"


"Yes ... yes, I do appreciate it, M'sieu' and I know all that you've 
done for her," Madeleine acknowledged. "Oh ... I know I have no right 
to even hope ... but she's my baby ... if ... if I could just see her 
once in awhile, perhaps for a very little time each week ...?"


Girarde pursed his lips, his brow furrowing, as if he were not too 
pleased with the idea. He said. "I'm not certain that Madame Girarde 
would approve of you seeing her at all, ma chere ..."


"Could she be that cruel?" Madeleine put to him sharply.


"Ah oui, she could and undoubtedly would," replied Girarde, finishing 
his cognac. "My wife is not what you would call a considerate woman, 
however ..." He sat his glass on his desk and approached her with 
outstretched hands.


Madeleine sensed a quickening of her pulse at the expressive movement 
and as she fixed her eyes on his still beckoning hands, she set down 
her glass and slowly arose, feeling that he was bringing the interview 
to an end. He caught her hands in his and held to them warmly as she 
raised her eyes to lock with his own, both surprise and mild 
trepidation rippling over her.


"You ... you said, however ...?" Madeleine repeated.


Girarde nodded, smiling handsomely. "I was going to say that something 
might be arranged ... between you and me ... excluding Madame Girarde 
... perhaps some private little tete-a-tetes once a week ... quiet and 
ah ... shall we say, intimate, ma chere?"


Madeleine stared up into his face, her eyes widening in shocked 
disbelief as the full impact of his meaning struck her immediately. 
"M'sieu', my God ... what are you saying ...?"


"Ah, come now, Chri," he said softly, continuing to smile as he moved 
closer to her, his hands gently slipping to her narrow waist. 
"Certainly nothing wrong with us enjoying a ... say, a dinner one 
evening, eh? Where we might discuss arrangements more in detail ...?"


"A-Arrangements ...?" Madeleine repeated, her face flushing as the rage 
began to mount inside her. "M'sieu' ... you will please remove your 
hands from me at once. Wh-What do you take me for, anyway?"


Rafael Girarde chuckled lewdly and Madeleine detected the lascivious 
gleam in his eyes. "Let's not play cat and mouse, ma chere, I believe 
you've already established the answer to what you are ... my only 
concern is the extent of your price, eh?"


The brunt of his words was like a blow across her cheek; she actually 
staggered backward from it, even as he clutched at her waist.


"Damn you!" she hissed. "Goddamn you! You dare speak to me this way? 
Put your hands on me ...? My husband will kill you for this insult! I 
swear ...!"


Girarde continued to chuckle, as if she hadn't spoken a word. Finally, 
and calmly, he said: "Madame, I have a strange feeling that your 
husband would be more apt to kill you ... if he knew the truth ... if 
he knew the truth ... eh? Now, isn't that just a little bit closer to 
the facts? The so-called nephew of our country's infamous crime czar 
has no idea that his pretty little wife is the mother of an 
illegitimate child ... or wouldn't you care to answer that?"


Madeleine could do nothing, it seemed, but stare blankly at him. She 
had totally misjudged him, and by so doing, had compromised herself 
dangerously. For one brief moment, her legs nearly wilted beneath her 
... and then came the resurgence of anger and rage that caused her to 
flail out at him wildly with clawing hands as the tears gushed down her 
cheeks.


"You bastard!" she screamed, "You dirty rotten bastard!"


The sudden ferocity of her attack sent the handsome Ministre 
floundering backward and sputtering obscenities of his own, his retreat 
giving Madeleine the necessary time to break for the door, and before 
he could stop her, she was beyond it, racing through his office in a 
state of sobbing, emotional frenzy, to which M. Girarde's matronly 
secretary leaped to her feet to stare after her, then slowly turned to 
her employer with gaping, questioning eyes.


"Mon Dieu, M'sieu'! What is wrong with her ... she was almost 
hysterical ...?"


"Ohhh ... shut up and ... get back to work, eh?" M. Girarde spat at 
her, going back into his office and slamming the door behind him.


Chapter 7


Shortly, it began to rain and Madeleine walked aimlessly in it. She had 
taken a cab to M. Girarde's office rather than to drive and have to 
search out a parking place in downtown traffic, and now in the 
aftermath of the degrading incident the Ministre Of Gouvernment had 
subjected her to, she found herself wandering erratically along hardly 
familiar streets, the summer downpour nearly soaking her.


Dear God, in all of her young life she had never felt so despondent ... 
so all alone as she did at that very moment. Where could she turn? She 
had no one ... absolutely no one. There was no way she could approach 
Antoine, or unburden her soul to him, and subconsciously she had been 
aware of this all along, which was undoubtedly the reason she had not 
done so already; he would never understand ... never forgive her. She 
realized this to be a certainty, now, for the first time. And M. 
Girarde, whom she had misjudged entirely, he, too, was a vile beast, 
without the slightest touch of compassion in his heart, God, she was 
destitute for sympathy or a helping hand, and she must see her baby ... 
she must, or lose her mind altogether!


So ... there remained but one course ... Uncle Gaston. Dear God! Could 
she do it? She remembered the little ogre's words: "You be 'nice' to me 
and I'll get your kid back for you ... make Antoine accept it ... 
Girarde is a nothing ... a Ministre Of Gouvernment, but a nothing. I'll 
get the child. I swear it ... if you're 'nice' to me ..."


Oh God ... have mercy on me, she thought as she felt the warmth of her 
tears even in the midst of the rain drops brushing down her cheeks, and 
then, she raised her arm at the oncoming cab and signaled it over to 
the curb.


*   *   *


"So, you finally decided to come," Gaston Larreau smirked broadly at 
his adopted nephew's wife standing in the doorway of his elegant, if, 
compact little downtown hideaway. "Took a bit of time for you to make 
up your mind, eh?" He chuckled, a certain licentious note prevalent in 
the sound. "Well ...? Don't stand there, come inside. You look like a 
half drowned rat. What the hell've you been doing, crawling in the 
gutter?"


With downward cast eyes, Madeleine entered and felt a cold little chill 
ripple along her spine as he closed the door behind her and locked it 
securely. But she didn't look at him; she couldn't as yet. Again she 
heard him snigger deep in his throat.


"You better get those clothes off," he said matter-of-factly. "You must 
be soaked to that pretty soft skin of yours. Wouldn't want you catching 
a cold on my account, eh? Antoine would never forgive me." This time, 
he laughed loudly.


She stood with her back to him, yet to speak her first word since he'd 
answered her ring, and now he walked up to her, slipping one arm around 
her waist affectionately, then letting his hand slide down over the 
full round line of her hip and back to smooth over her buttocks as he 
bent forward to peek up into her face. She felt her flesh cringe and 
grow taut to his touch beneath the clinging wet garments, and she 
steeled herself to keep from bolting and screaming.


"Ah, chere, I see you've taken a more sensible outlook on things 
today," he said, leering up at her. "Not quite to my expectations ... 
but passable, temporarily. Now ... why don't you run into the bedroom 
and undress so that we can get these clothes dry. You'll find a choice 
of feminine wear to your liking ... but don't overdue it, ma chere, eh? 
After all, you won't be needing it long." He laughed. "Now, go ahead 
while I mix us a drink ..."


"U-Uncle Gaston ... please ... I-I ..." Madeleine started, hesitantly, 
the fear and shame distorting her lovely face obviously even to him.


He surprised her then by taking her firm, pointed chin delicately in 
his pudgy hand and raising it. "Look, Chri, don't be afraid. I'll 
protect you ... and I'll get your baby for you, just as I promised last 
night, but ... but you must be good to me," he said, moving in close to 
her, both arms encircling her while his hands cupped familiarly the 
full round orbs of her lush buttocks. Playfully, he squeezed, massaged 
and joggled them in his fat little hands, while a degrading sensation 
of incestuousness raced through her; then, he drew her tight to him, 
pressing his massive belly against her own flat one, his heavy thighs 
crowding hers, and the hardness of his obviously jerking member 
grinding into her pelvis. At equal height, his lips sought hers 
hungrily, and closing her eyes to shut out the sight, she suddenly felt 
his wet, open mouth ravenously suck in her soft lips, while his thick 
tongue brushed over them, then crashed brutally between them into her 
mouth and throat.


Madeleine didn't fight him; instead, just as she had closed her eyes to 
the sight of him, she now closed her mind to his actual existence and 
the despicable, nauseating things he was doing to her. One thought, and 
one thought alone filled her repulsive mind ... Igat ... her own little 
Igat ...!


Dear God, forgive me ... forgive me ...


"Please ...?" she managed at last, gently pushing back from him. "L-Let 
me get these ... these wet things off ..."


He backed away, smiling crookedly, displaying his gold teeth. "Oui, 
oui, but hurry, chere, I think it's about ready to burst a blood 
vessel, eh?" He laughed obscenely and watched her walk quickly into the 
bedroom, closing the door. He called after her: "I'll mix us a drink 
..."


Madeleine lay back against the closed door, her hand immediately going 
to cover her face as a sob burst from her throat. Her mind suddenly 
raced backward in time to a similar horror in her life in a shabby 
little motel at Riviere du Loup and a chilling sliminess crept over 
her, causing her whole body to tremble repugnantly. Mother of God! She 
couldn't go through with it! She just couldn't ...! There was no way 
...! Yet, even as her tormented mind churned in painful turmoil, she 
was unzipping her dress from behind and stepping out of it ... choking 
back little convulsive gasps as she lifted her slip over her head ... 
whimpering to herself while simultaneously she stepped out of her 
shoes, then, rolled her pantyhose down over her lush round hips and 
buttocks, finally lowering herself to the bed where she could more 
easily slide them along the long white columns of her legs ... and the 
tears continued to dribble in fine rivulets down her lovely cheeks. She 
stood, then, and reaching behind with both hands, unhooked her bra to 
let it slip away and reveal her trembling, full, erect breasts, while a 
cool rush of air brushed over them causing their tiny nipples to tauten 
of their own volition. She emitted one last little sob as she stared at 
the reflection of her soft, naked, voluptuousness in the full-length 
wall-mirror, realizing suddenly that her natural instinct had been the 
superior force dominating and guiding her hands ... that all other self 
protecting emotions were subservient to this most natural of inborn 
proclivities ... and abruptly she raised her chin in a gesture of 
defiance, her deep dark eyes leaping to life with a sparkling glint of 
determination ... She could and would do anything to get her Igat back! 
Nothing or no one else mattered ... especially herself! Yes, she could 
and she would ...!


The door opened suddenly and Uncle Gaston entered, drinks in his hands, 
only to stop short as he gaped in breathtaken dazzlement at the 
magnificent splendor of her unexpected nakedness before him.


Madeleine, hardly use to even the thought of her determined, if, 
artificial sang-froid, fell backward a step with the shock, grabbing up 
her sheer slip to hold it protectively in front of her beneath her 
chin.


"Jesus Christ!" Uncle Gaston gasped. His mouth hung open as if hinged, 
his little colorless eyes beading excitedly as they fell to the almost 
completely exposed delightful extremities of her rounded soft white 
thighs and tapering calves below the short silken garment she held 
raised protectively. "Y-You're beautiful, Chri ... Goddamn ...! 
Beautiful ...!"


Madeleine couldn't speak; she stared at him in immediate wild-eyed 
confusion, the first waves of shame and fear taking precedent over all 
else, and then, as he slowly began to move toward her, she 
automatically retreated ... forgetting that only the bed lay 
strategically behind her.


The drinks in his hands forgotten, Larreau set them on a table, never 
taking his hungry, lecherous eyes from her. Spontaneously, his thick 
tongue darted out to lick at his dry, rubbery lips as he continued to 
close slowly in on her.


In near terror now, Madeleine's eyes screamed her fright at him while 
her brain raced in wild chaos as she backed ever closer to the bed, her 
head beginning to wag negatively, causing her still damp, long raven 
tresses to brush about her shoulders in mild frenzy. At last, a word 
formed on her lips and she blurted it out: "N-No ...! No ...! No ...!"


Larreau was already breathing heavily while his eyes devoured the 
outlined contours behind the clinging, almost gossamery slip she held 
in front of her, a flickering sight of black, silken, pubic hair at the 
joined apex between her thighs briefly catching his eye her every 
backward step. Again, he ran his tongue over his lips.


"Be nice," he hissed, "That's all, Chri ... just be nice ... like we 
agreed, eh ...? Everything'll be all right ... I swear it will ... 
Maybe ... maybe, you'll even like it if you give yourself a chance ... 
I'll be gentle ... and ... and you be nice ... okay ...?"


"Oh ... Oh God! U-Uncle Gaston ... God Almighty, I can't ...! Oh 
please, I just can't ...!" She let out a scream of surprise then, the 
edge of the bed catching her behind the knees and she fell backward, 
her legs spreading apart as she lost her balance, the delectable sight 
of the tight pink slit in her sparse, hair-lined loins sending a 
licentious charge of lust jolting through him and quickly he forced his 
knees between her scissored thighs, clutching at them so that she could 
not slither or roll away from him while he knelt upright above her.


Madeleine let off a choking gasp and clung insanely to the slip that 
covered her breasts and stomach, entirely unaware that her crotch was 
completely exposed to him, and she continued to toss her head wildly in 
her fear and shame as abruptly, she realized the hopelessly entrapped 
position she was in.


"Oh God, stop! Stop it this minute!" she cried, futilely attempting to 
squirm from beneath him. "You can't ...! I won't let you! Mother of 
God, think of Antoine, Uncle Gaston ...!"


"And you think of your kid!" he shot at her.


"I know ... I know ... but there must be some other way ..."


"There's no other goddamned way!" he spat viciously. "I'm going to fuck 
you, damn your luscious young ass! I'm going to bury my cock in that 
tight little pussy hole of yours if it's the last thing I ever do, you 
hear me?"


Madeleine froze beneath him. Her mouth fell open loosely, her eyes 
glazing behind the blur of her tears as the horrid filth he had spewed 
caused a wave of loathing horror to surge through her. And then, she 
felt his fat, sweaty little hand with unbelievable tenderness sliding 
along the white, satiny smooth flesh of her inner-thigh, and she 
cringed to its touch as it moved ever upward toward the dark fringed 
juncture where it brushed and pressed skillfully against the fleshy 
hair-lined lips of her sensitive vagina, causing an uncontrollable 
little moan to escape her.


"Ohhhhh, no, Uncle Gaston ... no, no ... it's wrong ... so wrong ..." 
she whimpered vainly.


Larreau ignored her pleas, hardly hearing her as with his other hand he 
gently tugged the covering of her slip from her reluctant grasp, his 
breath catching in his throat at the enthralling spectacle of her 
round, full breasts standing proud and firmly erect, their small ruby-
like nipples distending from the unwanted manipulations of his hand 
between her thighs.


"There now, Chri, that's better," he said, bending down for a closer 
look at the thin, pink, hairline split running the length of her open 
crotch through the ovaled milk-white spheres of her buttocks pressed 
tightly to the mattress. He sucked in his breath at the unbelievable 
sight before him, her little agonized moan of degradation falling on 
deaf ears. He'd fucked and raped many luscious young creatures, but 
never anything like this; never anyone so tender, so lovely, so proud. 
The mere thought of her helpless, involuntary moans of pleasure 
tumbling from those soft red lips taunted his prick into a stone 
hardness. He could feel the blood pounding almost painfully into its 
massive, expanded head; he felt the small thick drops of seminal fluid 
already seeping from the sensitive glans at its tip, smearing wetly 
against his thigh. Christ, his own nephew's wife! Just the incestuous 
thought was inspiring a form of sadistic delight such as he'd never 
known before, initiating an actual ache in his cock ... until he was 
forced to open the fly of his trousers to ease the pain. Then, using 
thumbs pressed to either side of her fleshy, hair-shadowed cunt-lips, 
he tenderly spread the vertical aperture until its moist, pink 
loveliness flowered open to him, and his mouth fell agape at its 
sparkling jewel-like majesty. He felt her warm, soft, inner-thighs 
quiver uncontrollably to the backs of his hands and heard her breath 
hitch deep down in her gasping throat, followed by a half-choking moan.


Madeleine, her shame and degradation even greater with the sudden 
realization that his depraved manipulations at her sensitive genitals 
were causing incredulous prurient sensations to tingle unwantedly 
through her, moaned aloud in emotional agony and an unbelievable 
growing sensual desire; tiny electric-like shocks began to ripple along 
the satiny flesh of her legs, and she again squirmed her buttocks down 
into the softness of the bed, her moan dissolving into a near helpless 
whimper as his fingers taunted the moist slit of her tender vagina.


Oh God, no ... no! It's wrong ... wrong! I can't let him do these 
things to me ... Dear God! Please ... no ... nooooo ...


Expertly, Larreau leaned even closer into her delightful naked loins, 
and with the tip of his tongue opened the soft and delicate inner 
petals enshrining her clitoris. He felt the erotic shock of his oral 
touch surge through her convulsively.


"Oooohhhh, Mother of God! What are you doing?" Madeleine gasped, 
jerking her head erect to stare down with gaping eyes between her 
proud, rotund breasts at his lowered, balding head buried in her 
crotch. Then, his colorless little eyes were looking up over the 
sparsely silken, hair-covered mound and smiling at her sadistically. 
"Ooohhh, Mon Dieu!" she gasped and twitched as his hot, moist lips 
closed over the soft mound there at the base of her belly in plain 
sight. Then, once more, his entire face disappeared from her view into 
the soft fleece between the thighs he was raising upward and pressing 
back toward her breasts while he planted wet, taunting kisses on the 
closed thin furrow, his tongue flicking lizard-like at the now 
quivering opening.


Madeleine gasped with a breathless, almost hissing sound beneath his 
tantalizing abuse, her elbows pressed tightly against her ribs and her 
head rolling from side to side in utter desperation as suddenly, his 
hot searing tongue shot out, its soft flicking tip circling her pulsing 
erected clitoris.


Oh Dear God!


The lips sucked, drawing the warm, soft folds deep into the cavern of 
his gently biting mouth, while his tongue continued its maddening 
licking against the urgent pink smoothness of her now opened sex.


Antoine! Antoine! Mon Dieu, help me, Chri!


She felt the hot gushes of his breath graze her sensitive, secret flesh 
and she moaned aloud in her shame, her head still raised; she caught at 
her breath as she heard him grunt, then felt the full length of his 
long, hot tongue slide wetly up into her disgraced, palpitating vagina.


"Ohhhh, please ... no, don't! Not even Antoine has ever done that to 
me. Blessed Mother ... I beg you, stop, please ... please ... 
Oooohhhh!"


Her body responded automatically, jerking with convulsive lurches, loud 
groans emitting from her chest as her buttocks ground again and again 
downward in an effort to escape the bestial outrage he was committing 
upon her defenseless genitals. Her stomach churned in veritable 
repulsion and she wailed loathingly as his tongue slithered in and out 
of her unwanting pussy in wild animallike fury.


"Damn you! Damn you!" she groaned in her debased humiliation and to 
Larreau's delight, as her head began to wag insanely while she kept it 
raised in disbelieving horror to watch his violent assault. She 
couldn't believe it! She couldn't! Yet, she knew it was happening as 
she felt his long, seething tongue race up into her unreceptive, yet 
rapidly dilating cunt. "Ohhhhh, dear Jesus ... please, Uncle Gaston ... 
I beg you ... stop ... stop," she pleaded feebly in her degraded shame 
as unwanted twinges of vile pleasure began to pervade her whole body 
from his depraved animallike tonguing of her moist, quivering slit.


Larreau worked hungrily, feeling the soft, wet, pubic hair brushing his 
cheeks tauntingly. He had completely opened the front of his pants, 
pushing them and the silk shorts beneath them, down, and now he slowly 
massaged the heavy thick foreskin back and forth over the jerking head 
as he continued spearing his hot, flicking tongue deep into her cunt. 
When he had first laid eyes on her the day Antoine had brought her 
home, he knew then that he'd have her for his own pleasure, but he'd 
never dreamed it would be such a simple coup, such an enrapturing, 
satisfying seduction ... and now, here she lay, squirming wantonly 
beneath his tongue and completely at his mercy ... yet to realize how 
much she was loving it ... but that would come ... that would come, and 
soon ... he was confident of it.


He let his hands slip up over her smooth, flat belly to the full, firm 
flesh of her nipple-hardened breasts, cupping and squeezing them 
teasingly while his mouth and tongue performed lasciviously at the 
wide-spread split down between her legs with wet, obscene sucking 
sounds that filled the room, and again, Madeleine saw his eyes locked 
sadistically on her defiled, tormented face, waiting for her total 
surrender to his vile debasement of her pride and morals as well as her 
betraying body.


She clenched her small hands into fists, her arms drawn back so that 
her hands were nearly touching her shoulders, as were her knees near 
touching her throbbing breasts, her entire, vibrant, naked flesh 
steeled against the perverted abuse he was forcing her helpless body to 
endure. She was trapped; there was nothing she could do; he could have 
his way with her, but she would never allow herself to willingly submit 
... never! Never! She had to fight him, if only in the subjugation of 
her defenseless body, she thought, as he continued to suck insanely at 
her crotch, trying desperately to keep her brain from acknowledging the 
wild, blissful sensations coursing maddeningly through her every vein, 
muscle and cord from his carnally depraved, oral outrage.


Vaguely, she recalled the few times Antoine had started to make love to 
her this way, and how she had immediately stopped him because M. Keel 
had ran his tongue up through her and she'd never forgotten the 
depraved ecstasy of such love ... had Antoine only been a man and 
insisted. Truly, she had never known such enrapturing delight ... but 
she must keep control of herself ...! She mustn't give herself to this 
debauched, incestuous pig who was humiliating her beyond her wildest 
imagination ... when there was absolutely nothing she could do but lie 
beneath him and accept whatever degradation he chose to inflict upon 
her! Oh dear God! My Antoine ... forgive me my darling ...! Oh ...! 
Oooohhh ...!


Her groans drove Larreau's tongue faster and faster as it worked its 
way up and down the throbbing, pulsing lips of her tortured cunt. Yes, 
yes! She was going to beg and plead for his cock before he was finished 
with her. Even now, she was hotter than most women ever dreamed of 
getting, but she was inwardly still trying to fight it. He could almost 
laugh aloud ... if his tongue and mouth weren't so damned occupied. 
Fight it, bitch! You're too far beyond the point already to struggle 
against anything I decide to do ... and I can conceive weird, erotic 
approaches and positions we might try upon your lovely docile, desire-
wracked body ... and very, very soon.


He could not keep from gloating as suddenly her hands were toying about 
his head, her long fingers caressing it while moans continued to emit 
from her incessantly. And then, all of a sudden, she was no longer 
toying but clutching as the moans tumbled from her lips in a rhythmic 
chant, her head rolling from side to side ... and then, she was clawing 
at his naked scalp, grasping at his ears in an attempt to guide his 
face to the small palpitating opening of her vagina. He plunged his 
tongue into the soft hair-rimmed flesh, taunting it momentarily, then 
quickly withdrawing it to tantalize the ragged pink edges.


She cried out in her confused need and clutched at him, forcefully 
pressing his mouth directly over the tight little hole in her squirming 
crotch.


Once more, he complied, ramming his tongue deep down into it, rounding 
his lips and covering the clasping viscous opening to bring a low 
guttural groan from this lovely creature whose warm soft thighs were 
closing spasmodically around either side of his head. He could feel the 
wet, velvety cuntal-flesh slip moistly around his long extended tongue 
as the delicate walls of her invaded vagina opened and closed in an 
unmistakable hungry sucking motion, attempting to draw his tongue 
deeper and deeper into it. It seemed to him that the nibbling, hair-
lined pussy was suddenly endeavoring with a separate lust of its own to 
extract his tongue by the roots and devour it entirely. Her heels began 
to involuntarily push down against his back, pressing his obese body 
into the soft, quivering flesh trap between her wide-spread, uptilted 
legs. His nose was tight against her trembling clitoris and with every 
inhalation he sensed the poignant aromas of her ever increasing 
lustful, lubricious state. Christ! Its delicate piquancy was driving 
his cock to an impossible hardness, an erection that was near-aching 
and throbbing with the ferocity of an exposed nerve in a tooth. He had 
to fuck the little bitch soon, else, he was certain, his balls would 
blow apart!


Madeleine's voluptuously naked body was completely swept up in the 
enchanting rapture overwhelming her. Her brain whirled in tormented 
delight as hazily she realized that she was rapidly losing all physical 
control beneath this lewd and depraved outrage Antoine's own uncle was 
committing upon the most secret places at her crotch. Every muscle of 
her sex-incited being was tensed as she strained her hips upward toward 
the maddening debauchery between her legs.


Oh Antoine ... my love ... my darling ... I'm lost ... lost! He has 
mesmerized me! I cannot stop now ... I can't ... I can't! If only you 
had been the first, my darling ... Oh, why didn't you tell me it was 
like this! Ooohhh ... Oooohhh ... Oooohhh ...! I ... I think I'm going 
to ... to burst with ecstasy ...!


And then, thoughts of Antoine licking and thrusting his tongue up into 
her warm, waiting cuntal passage excited her even more. Her drawnup 
legs opened and closed around the tormenting head controlling the 
ravenous, slashing tongue that was licking at her passion-seared hole. 
The cords of her neck stood out in strained relief as she clawed and 
pulled at his head savagely, splaying her shapely long legs out wider 
and wider to the sides, allowing him greater access.


Her body had deserted her; it was his to do with as he pleased; 
Madeleine realized this with debased certainty as he slipped his hands 
beneath her quivering buttocks and pulled them up to him with brutal 
authority. They jerked and spasmed of their own volition beneath the 
plunging tongue sending wild erotic jolts of never-before experienced 
sensations surging through her love-neglected body. And then, suddenly, 
she felt his tongue flick from her vagina downward toward the solemnly 
private little puckered hole of her anus. She stiffened ... wanted to 
scream ... but instead she moaned in rapture at the surprising, wet, 
seething contact of his pleasure-giving tongue with the forbidden, 
sensitive orifice. She closed her eyes and licked at her lips in the 
sensual delight racing wildly through her body.


Responsively, she cried: "Oh don't ... don't, Uncle Gaston ... Mon 
Dieu!" even as she rolled her hips and tried to screw her taunted 
rectum back onto his stiff probing tongue.


Larreau could stand it no longer. Suddenly, he knelt up and tore the 
clothes from his grotesque body while she lay beneath him with closed 
eyes and tossing head, helpless mewls and whimpers erupting from her 
throat constantly as she awaited his next move with almost ungovernable 
impatience. His cock jerked and throbbed insanely. He grabbed her 
flailing legs behind the knees, thrusting them roughly back against her 
shoulders, slithering his squat, corpulent body up her sweat-coated 
flesh simultaneously. His rigid, cavorting prick brushed teasingly 
against the wetness of her sparse, soft pubic hair. He splayed his 
pudgy hands beside both of her shoulders and forced her legs up and 
back until her ankles were locked obscenely behind his neck. He gaped 
down between their bodies and saw her upturned crotch and the 
magnificence of her ivory-white buttocks completely exposed to him.


The expanded, narrow cunt-slit was visibly throbbing, the wet, coral 
furrow held wide apart by the pressure of his thighs tightly up against 
her own.


"Now, my little Chri, I'm going to fuck you," Larreau said down to 
her, a lewd smile twisting his round, evil face. "Oui ... I'm going to 
fuck and fuck you until that little cunt of yours screams for mercy, 
eh?"


Madeleine lay beneath him in a sensuously hypnotic state, her eyes 
fixed on the movements of his ugly mouth spouting the obscene words at 
her, their vile salaciousness echoing excitingly against the walls of 
her erotically steeped brain, even as she still fought feebly to 
control this gradual subjugation of her mind. Her body had betrayed 
her, but she must somehow maintain control of her wits. Oh, dear God in 
heaven ...! It's useless; Useless!


She could feel the fleshy hugeness of his lust-hardened cock lying the 
full length of her open, quivering vaginal slit. The jerking, rubbery 
head of his cock lay palpitating between her wide-spread buttocks, 
insinuating itself in a rising and falling, sawing motion, a maddening 
tease that caused her to grind her hips down toward it, her agonized 
pussy searching hungrily for its turgid blood-filled tip.


My God! I've got to have it inside me! My body is screaming for its 
hot, throbbing hardness! Oh, Antoine ... Antoine ... forgive me ... but 
I must have it inside me! Must! Must! Must!


In a near frenzy, Madeleine groped with her hands beneath the cheeks of 
her raised ass to grasp the unbelievable length of his rock-hard shaft. 
She gasped in awe as her fingers encircled it, unable to go fully 
around it, and momentarily a little spasm of fright trickled through 
her, but then her tightly closed hands began caressing it tenderly ... 
almost reverently, and she sensed its convulsive jerk against her soft 
palms, and the viscid fluid that oozed in droplets from its lust-
inflated head. She maneuvered it up the vale separating the soft, full, 
vibrant moons of her buttocks, never allowing it to lose contact with 
her flesh, and then she adjusted it between the ravenously lubricated 
lips of her voracious vagina. She held it in place with one hand while 
the other clutched at his hip in her effort to pull it into her, that 
it might satisfy the gnawing, hot, lust burning all the way into her 
belly.


Larreau could not resist the temptation to taunt as she began to squirm 
and writhe beneath him, lifting her magnificent sparsely-haired loins 
up toward the bulging head of his prick that lay with only its tip 
inside the moist, fleshy lips of her cunt, even though he had all he 
could do to keep from plunging into her, but his sadistic desire to 
torment couldn't be denied. Shortly, he'd empty his load of white, hot 
sperm into her steaming hole, but at the moment, he must taunt her ... 
and he did ... listening to her pleading moans to be taken ... watching 
her beautiful, almost virginal ass twist and jerk in its craving 
beneath him ... Then, he flicked his hips forward.


Madeleine winced audibly as she felt the lips around her throbbing 
vagina forced open. Its elastic rimmed tightness resisted momentarily, 
then gave way before the sharp, brutal pressure. The sudden, unexpected 
agony shattered her ecstatic sensations with the finality of a well-
placed bullet and mechanically she found herself trying to resist the 
penetration, squealing a throaty wail at the same time.


Gaston Larreau reveled in that. Her painful cries sent sadistic chills 
of delight surging through him. But they were not enough; he wanted to 
hear her scream for mercy! He couldn't endure the waiting any longer! 
He rammed into her with a brutal thrust of his hips, a momentary, 
contemptuous thought of his nephew dancing through his brain as he sunk 
his lust-hardened cock all the way in to his pelvis, his sperm-bloated 
balls slapping resoundingly against her twitching anus while she ground 
her frantically squirming buttocks down violently into the mattress in 
her attempt to escape the cruel, instantaneous impalement.


She screamed! Her legs jerked out wide on either side of his amorphous 
bulk and kicked, toes curling futilely, in the air.


"Jesus, God! Noooo! You're splitting me apart! Stop! Please ...!" 
Madeleine choked, her naked, white, curvaceous body pinned helplessly 
to the bed as though empierced there by a great blunt-headed stake, and 
she quickly learned that with her every resistant jerk the massive head 
burrowed deeper and deeper into her.


The little czar's outstretched arms pinioned her tightly beneath him, 
while his wide-spread knees held her thighs apart to their near fullest 
extent. She was certain that her soft, tender body was being ripped 
from her navel to her anus and she'd die right there from this giant 
cudgel imbedded deep, deep in her sensitive vagina. The burning, pole-
like shaft felt as though it would burst through her entrails and into 
her throat as its swollen head battered hard against her cervix, 
jarring and scrambling the thoughts in her brain as the monstrous thing 
pummeled into her.


Larreau gaped at her from above with a licentious smirk twisting his 
ugly features. Mon Dieu! In his lifetime he couldn't remember a more 
fulfilling seduction. His own adopted nephew's wife! Once more, the 
mere incestuous thought elated him ... and this wouldn't be the end ... 
not by a damned sight! There would be more such occasions ... many, 
many more ... God, yes! He looked at her innocent young face, contorted 
now from the viciousness of his first fiendish stab. Delightful! 
Delightful! He must train her well ... teach her to suck him and submit 
occasionally to the belt. Oui, oui ... the belt! Striping that 
magnificent ass ... ahhhh! He grinned widely as her lips curled back 
from her white, even teeth, incoherent whimpers emitting from the 
depths of her throat. Her arms were outstretched between them, palms 
against his hips, and he chuckled as he watched her attempting to hold 
back the blunt, hard knob pressing against the tiny mouth of her womb 
like a great heavy stone.


Suffer, you little bitch, he thought sadistically as he held her pinned 
helplessly in the obscene, humiliating position. He glanced down once 
more to see his curly graying pubic hair entangled tightly with her own 
silken, raven strands, the base of his thick fleshy cock barely showing 
from its submerged depths in her pink, throbbing cunt ... the very same 
hole that his tongue had licked to moist, craving receptiveness only a 
few moments before. He could see the tight, hair-lined lips stretched 
almost to the ripping point, the spongy, outer coral rim clasping 
tightly about the white skinned origin of his massive prick.


He smiled again to himself, holding her there for a moment, savoring 
the spectacle of her beautiful impaled loveliness speared helplessly 
beneath him, with his heavy prick sunk deep in her smooth white belly. 
Damn! He wished her husband, the stupid parasite punk, could see her 
now, spread-eagle beneath his crime-boss uncle! Maybe, he wouldn't 
think he was too good for his dear old Uncle Gaston, then, eh ... too 
good and too smart for the man who had taken him in, raised and 
educated him? Ah no, Gaston Larreau wasn't fooled by the young smart-
ass's glib tongue or pretensive ways ... not by a damned sight. The 
little punk blamed him for his parents' death and he was certain of 
that. Antoine would sell him out in a minute if he knew how ... and if 
he dared ... but he'd never have that chance ... any more than this 
luscious little cochon would ever get away from him again ... But how 
he wished her cockroach husband could see her now, screaming and 
yelling beneath him. Mon Dieu! What pleasure that would bring him ...


Madeleine squirmed helplessly beneath him. Her ecstasy of only moments 
before had left her, giving way to the searing pain his brutal weapon 
had introduced into her loins and sent racing madly through her whole 
body. She couldn't think logically with the splitting agony of it; 
nothing mattered but the torment that was immediately absorbing her. He 
moved but slightly and she could feel the searching hot pain of his 
inhuman shaft tearing cruelly at her insides from between her legs. She 
flexed her vaginal muscles tightly together in an attempt to hold off 
the huge, invading spears, but the throb of her internal sinews seemed 
to incite the fleshy monster and it plowed its way deeper and deeper 
into her vainly resisting channel. She felt the walls of her cringing 
cunt clasp around it like a gloved hand. She sensed its every spongy 
ridge as her nerve-ends transmitted its enormous form in minute detail 
to her tormented brain.


Mother of God! Its growing inside me!


The hard, rubbery tip pressed relentlessly against her cervix, the 
ridged blood-engorged tissues along its length, the tickling hairs of 
his bloated balls in the wide-spread crevice of her ass, were all 
suddenly a part of her. She had become one with it, and in spite of her 
pain her tongue snaked out to lick almost masochistically at her dry 
lips. Abruptly, the pungent odors of their coupling stung her flaring 
nostrils, even as his throbbing cock lodged deeper into her soft, white 
belly. She must be losing her mind entirely ... for in heaven's name 
there had never been anything like this before ... and maybe never 
again ... only this very moment! God forgive her! Antoine forgive her! 
Igat ... yes, yes, Igat! She was doing it for Igat! Now she remembered 
as her cunt contracted involuntarily around the magnificent breadth and 
length of his great prick buried to the hilt inside her suddenly 
wanting belly ...


Larreau felt, then, the slight fluttering pressure exerted against his 
aching prick. He'd waited patiently for it, knowing from experience 
that it would come. He hovered motionless above her prostrate form, 
waiting, waiting, knowing that eventually she would become accustomed 
to his bulky presence submerged in her vagina ... and she had: her 
whimpers of pain lessened and the obese little Frenchman began a slow 
revolving motion with his pelvis, grinding his cock tightly into her 
naked crotch, expanding the still cringing walls of her channel until 
her whimpers became whining little mewls that she couldn't seem to 
contain.


"Oh," she moaned through clenched teeth.


Larreau waited a moment, then flexed once more as he watched her face 
beneath him. Her mouth fell limply open, her eyes clenched tightly 
shut.


"Ooaaaaahhhhh," she gasped, then held her breath as the buried cock 
expanded more, stretching the narrow passage walls ever apart.


He chuckled lewdly and flexed again, setting a deliberate teasing 
rhythm to his throbs. He watched her nostrils flaring to the tempo. At 
last, soft purling sounds of rapture escaped from her open mouth in 
cadence with his provoking ministrations.


"Oh ... oh ... ohhh ... Oui ... Oui ..." she moaned.


He sensed her urgent answering throbs begin around the head of his 
cock. Her moist, clasping channel had begun a soft opening and closing 
as it swallowed around his pulsating rod of flesh. He didn't move, but 
continued the spaced, tantalizing prick-flexing inside the impaled girl 
beneath him. Then, he lowered his lips to wetly kiss hers and her whole 
body began to twitch and writhe under him as she groaned incessantly up 
into his mouth, thrusting her tongue with sudden complete abandon deep 
into his throat. Low hums of passionate, servile acceptance came in 
torrents from deep in her chest, her beautiful face twisting with re-
incited erotic passion, her neck straining as a light film of sweat 
formed on her forehead under the now disheveled, long raven hair. He 
drew his lips away and her head began to loll from side to side, while 
her hips began a slow uncontrollable undulation around his vibrating 
prick. Suddenly, her hungry nibbling cunt screwed itself up tighter 
against his hair-covered pelvis and he was forced to clench his teeth 
tightly in an effort to control his threatening climax.


There was no longer pain, Madeleine reasoned hazily. Her body, of its 
own volition, was responding. A maddening electric-like tingle had 
burst into existence inside her cunt and spiraled through every nerve 
of her vibrant flesh ... and she never wanted it to end.


Larreau grazed his hands down her sides and slid them beneath the soft, 
satiny spheres of her moving buttocks. They reacted with a flexing 
motion to his touch, oozing around his fingers as he pressed his hands 
tightly into them. He hauled her tighter to his loins and felt her 
drawing her thighs back a little more, the moist, lubricated hole of 
her cunt flowering open in reception of his cock to greater and greater 
depths. The cords in her neck and thighs were taut with her desire as 
she writhed in under him from the enormity of her building sensations.


"So, Chri, tell me now ... is it good, eh?" he hissed down at her.


"Ooooohhh ... Ooohhhhh," she groaned with closed eyes, not wanting to 
acknowledge his question.


He ceased all motion then and said: "Maybe, you would have me stop?"


Her deep dark eyes burst open to plead up at him. "Oh ... Ooohhh, no, 
no ... s'il vous plait, M'sieu' ... Mon Dieu!"


"You don't want me to stop, then, eh?" he said, grinning lasciviously. 
"You like my big cock in your cunt want me to fuck you is that right?"


"Oooohhh ... oui, oui ..." she whimpered in shame, aware now that all 
control, both physical and mental, had left her, the vile sound of the 
lewd words increasing her excitement even more so.


"Then, beg me, Chri! Beg your Uncle Gaston to fuck your little cunt-
hole!" he taunted wickedly, at the same time grinding his shaft once 
more into her moist, vibrant pussy.


Even in this sensually wanton state she had come to, Madeleine's 
subconscious struggled. Oh ... it was wrong, wrong ... so wrong! Yet, 
she wanted it ... had to have it now! Once more, she tossed her head 
from side to side, her face twisted in her mental anguish. Everything 
decent thought inside her rebelled and shrank from this vile command 
... excluding her throbbing loins, and therein lay her heart and soul 
at that very moment. She bit at her lower lip until she tasted the 
saltiness of her own blood, then felt the tears spilling down her 
cheeks.


"So? Beg me, damn you!" Larreau snarled, digging his fingers cruelly 
into the softness of her smooth, white ass-cheeks. "Now! I say! Beg! 
Beg! Beg!"


"Ooohhh, oui, oui ... I beg you ... I beg ... you ..."


"Say it! Say fuck me, Uncle Gaston! Fuck my little cunt-hole with your 
big, beautiful cock! Hurry, say it!"


"Oooohhh, Mon Dieu ... Oui ... oui ... Fuck me, Uncle Gaston ..."


"The rest! Say the rest!"


"F-Fuck my little ... cunt-hole w-with your big, beautiful cock! Oh ... 
oui! Fuck me ... fuck me!" she stammered, then blurted the words, the 
sudden thought of her own lips spewing such obscenities for the first 
time in her life sending a new licentious thrill swirling through her, 
and she began to revolve her hips in lewd circles around his thick, 
rigid cock lustfully, her vagina dilating in tempo to its rhythmic 
pulsing.


"Ah, oui ... you're going to be a good pupil, ma chere," the elated, 
ugly little man crooned as she whined passionately up at him. "And I'll 
teach you all of the beauty of fucking and sucking, eh? Make you happy 
like this all of the time ... It is beautiful, no?"


"Oh ... oh, oui, oui! Beautiful ... beautiful ...! Please ... don't 
ever stop!"


Larreau chuckled in evil delight. He said: "As you wish, ma chere, I 
won't stop, but you must learn to work harder, eh?"


Immediately, he sensed her response as might an eager student to his 
teacher; he felt her pelvis begin screwing up against the length of his 
colossal lead-hard rod, the tiny contracting muscles within her cunt 
nibbling hungrily at the inflated head. The dilated lips of her hair-
lined coral slit pulled maddeningly away, slipping moistly down the 
shaft for several inches, then munched their way back up, buffering her 
soft, shadowy-down tightly against his own pubic hair, embedding the 
full length of him deep into her warm, white belly. He remained 
unmoving, resting above her with his hands splayed on either side of 
her shoulders, his knees pressed tight to the mattress. He let her 
quaking body ride up and down at will on his rigid cock that bridged 
them together.


He watched intensely its slow withdrawal between them, extracting thin 
ridges of her pink flesh out with it as she screwed her buttocks down 
into the mattress, then pushing the velvety, coral folds back into her 
as the glistening length was absorbing deep into the palpitating, 
salacious hole. He let her strain against him for awhile, watching the 
utter abandon of her efforts, a dazed, ecstatic smile playing around 
her lips. Damn, he thought, she was going to make an excellent pupil, 
and then he began to fuck into her, sawing gently and rhythmically with 
his mighty cock. He grinned to himself as she began to whimper in 
cadence with his thrusts, and he felt the slap of his balls against the 
tight, unprotected crevice of her anus. Christ, what a delightful 
creature! She overwhelmed him! His brain raced wildly. It was time for 
further education ... education and subjugation of his nephew's lovely 
little wife ...!


Madeleine rolled her head in delighted, unequivocal bliss, the last 
twinges of pain long gone from her passion-filled body, her legs on 
either side of his thick impaling cock quivering and twitching 
spasmodically in unrestraint, as her tongue slithered in and out of his 
ugly mouth in an oral fucking semblance, while velvety sounds of 
rapture gurgled deep down in her throat. Never ... never in her life 
had there been anything like this! From his sucking and licking of her 
cunt to this very moment with his huge cock penetrating the very mouth 
of her womb, filling her belly to complete capacity ... and she learned 
that by tensing her thighs, straining the muscles and cords of her neck 
and back, writhing her loins up tight against him, that the intenseness 
of her ecstasy was almost deliciously unbearable.


Mon Dieu! She could not yet accept the thought that such magnificent 
sensations could come from lying beneath a man and being fucked against 
her will ... from committing adultery ... yet, it was true ... it was 
true!


Larreau had begun to pummel into her with increasing force, lengthening 
his stroke as well as quickening it, drawing his heavy cock nearly out 
of the tight, moist sheath clasping at it hungrily, then plunging it 
into her upraised crotch until his balls whapped hard against the 
hairless, exposed puckered hole of her anus. His throbbing testicles 
ached as did his prick with the mounting, building pressure, building 
... forever building inside his bloated sac, and his head swam with his 
intensifying lust.


His hand slid down over the taut skin of her lasciviously undulating 
buttocks to the small crinkled hole nestled so unprotectedly there, and 
he felt her intake of breath as he fingered its soft, warm flexing 
movements while she labored passionately against his loins. A rivulet 
of warm, viscid fluid that had seeped from her straining pussy 
moistened it, and he taunted it intentionally before making his move.


"Ma chere," he whispered hoarsely into her ear, "now comes another 
treat for you. I am going to shove my finger right up your asshole ... 
just as far as it'll go ... like a miniature cock it will be, fucking 
you in the ass while my prick pounds into your cunt, eh?"


Madeleine struggled with her breathing, the erotic sensations produced 
by his lurid words and actions, the subjugating of her body to his 
every vile and lewd whim, causing even further masochistic raptures to 
sweep over her. She moaned aloud.


"Oooohhhh ... Oui, oui ... do it ... do it!" she whimpered.


"Do what, my pet?" he prodded quickly. "What do you want me to do?"


"Oooohhh ... your finger ... Oui ... put it in my asshole! Oui! Quick 
... I want you to do it I want you to!"


The little czar's naked head screamed with the lustful exhilaration she 
was causing to race wildly inside it. His massive prick felt as if it 
would burst before he ever squirted his semen into her. He fumbled with 
his thick finger at the round, tight, little puckered hole, then he 
pushed into it with a sudden, almost brutal thrust, feeling the soft, 
spongy orifice give before his assault.


"Agggghhhhh!" Madeleine gasped, the sound tumbling from her lips in 
painful protest as his cock pounded mercilessly into her.


He thrust further and harder, taking gloating pleasure in hearing her 
groans of subservient agony. She grunted and coughed, even as her cunt 
rode hungrily up and down his throbbing cock.


"Auggghhh ... God!" she cried louder from his further outrage against 
her defenseless rectum, feeling him beginning to rotate the digit ... 
gently at first, then more rapidly, until he'd sunk it all the way to 
the palm of his hand into the deep, rubbery warmth of her anal passage 
and she groaned uncontrollably beneath him.


Mother of Christ! Never had she known such pleasure-pain ... nor such 
rapture, Madeleine thought. Agony issued from her tormented rectum ... 
from his thick finger buried and moving inside it, even as algolagnic 
delight filled her loins and belly ... and then the pain from his 
thrusting penetration began to subside as she grew accustomed to its 
thick presence ... adding richer bliss to the pleasures spiraling 
through her, and she began to skewer her anus lasciviously back onto it 
at the same time as she strained to absorb his joy-giving cock inside 
her belly.


Larreau could barely control his lust any longer. His loins ached with 
his need for release and he rammed into her upturned cunt with growing 
fury. She had accepted his finger in her asshole with delight, and 
suddenly, he shoved a second one into the very depths, without benefit 
of gentleness causing her to scream beneath him. This was what he 
wanted! Scream cochon, scream! He wormed them both around inside the 
warm, spongy depths, feeling his own cock plunging in and out of her 
through the thin wall that separated her passages ... until slowly, the 
wails of pain subsided, easing in to greater moans of pleasure as her 
anus became accustomed to the vicious, unnatural invasion he had 
subjected it to.


He grinned in triumph, then kissed her. She sucked at his tongue buried 
half into her throat as her rectum screwed back on his fingers and her 
legs raised higher to receive his thundering weapon while methodically, 
he probed around in the warm, rubbery channel. She was hopelessly 
impaled between his hard throbbing cock in her vagina and his fingers 
shoved tightly in her twitching rectum. And now, moaning and mewling 
beneath him, she began twisting and squealing wantonly under the dual 
ravishment of her loins. Her thrusts up against him became more urgent, 
her motions ever increasing, her small white teeth biting hard into her 
lower lip again as he continued the drubbing pillage of her asshole. He 
knew she was straining to come; the juices of her milking vagina were 
flowing like sap, and he could hear the wet sucking sound of the in and 
out sawing movement as she suddenly bolted sharply up his cock, taking 
it deep inside her, her back arched a foot off the bed, her feet 
planted flat on either side of his knees. She bucked against him wildly 
and he pulled his fingers from her rectum with a wet, hissing sound. 
She squirmed and skewered, raising a cry from her throat with every 
upthrust.


"Oh ... Oooohhh ... Mon Dieu! Oui ... Oui! I-I'm comming, Uncle ...! Oh 
Christ! I'm cummmmiinnngggg ... Oooohhhh! Uncle Gaston ...!"


Her body began to convulse uncontrollably, her cry choking in her 
throat. Torrents of warm, viscous fluid gushed from her open, jerking 
cunt, immersing his driving prick in its sticky heat and trickling 
obscenely down the crevice between her smooth, white buttocks, and on 
down over his balls pressed snugly against her wide-stretched anus.


Larreau continued to hammer into her, ramming harder and deeper, and as 
he felt her jerk, lurch, spasm wildly, the mouth and lips of her cunt 
sucking at his prick feverishly, her breath laboring in short deep 
gasps, he felt his own hot, thick sperm racing the length of his prick 
in stimulating ecstasy, racking his squat, obese bulk as it spurted 
from the tip of his cock far up into her soft, quivering belly. It 
jerked and spewed in never ending delight inside her and she ground her 
crotch up tight against its buried depth, her cuntal lips working like 
a gulping fish to suck the last of his hot, scalding sperm from his 
lust-bloated testicles.


The enrapturing bliss of his hot, white cum squirting into her raised 
an undeniable cry of enchantment from Madeleine. Her thighs quivered 
below and her belly quaked with the unleashed pool of pleasure he had 
emptied into her. She had never realized such joy could come from such 
a vile act ... and especially with such a loathsome man ... but it had; 
it had! She let her legs fall limp, while her heart pounded in her 
breast. Her body had been fulfilled, but now in the aftermath, her 
shame and degradation were creeping rapidly back over her in one vast 
all-consuming wave.


He collapsed atop of her, his great weight nearly crushing the breath 
from her, his thick, deflating penis still submerged deeply inside her 
quivering vagina. She rolled her head to one side in an effort to 
escape his foul gasping breath that she now noticed for the first time. 
She felt him flex his shrinking rod a last time, its dregs draining 
into her, and suddenly she wanted to scream and scream, but his massive 
body kept her from that ...


Dear Jesus! What had she come to? Oh my God, Antoine ... can you ever 
forgive me, my darling? But you see ... I had nobody ... nobody ...! 
And my baby ... my Igat ... Oh, mother of God ...!


Madeleine could no longer hold back her tears and as they burst from 
her in choking sobs, Larreau rolled his squat bulk from her sated, if, 
battered, voluptuous young body. He managed to sit up and gape at her 
and she turned onto her side, her back to him, her lovely naked form 
shuddering in her weeping.


"So? What the hell is this all about?" he shot at her. "Was it that 
bad, eh? One minute you fuck like a hot little bitch in heat ... the 
next, you're bawling as if you'd just lost your cherry. Look, 
goddamnit, cut it out. Sniveling women make me sick ..."


He lay his hand on her thigh and smoothed it up over the line of her 
hip to the hollow of one soft, white buttock. She flinched at his touch 
and shook her behind as if to shake it off. "Leave me alone! Damn you! 
Don't touch me anymore ... ever! Ever, do you hear? Ever!"


She rolled onto her back to glare up at him through her tears and 
Larreau read the hatred in her enraged dark eyes. Momentarily, a little 
tingle of excitement rippled through him at the sight and his limp 
member gave a start. Christ, if he had the time, he thought ... but 
there would be other occasions ... yes, many, many more. He could wait.


"All right, ma chere, if that's the way you feel ..." he said, 
shrugging his shoulders and getting to his feet from the bed, "you 
better get out of here. Get your clothes on and get out."


Madeleine stared at him. Already, she was sorry for what she had said; 
inasmuch as she had submitted to him because of his promise to help her 
get Igat from the Girardes. Dear God, she had sacrificed everything ... 
her marriage vows, all claims to decency ... and now to have it end all 
in vain ...


He went to his clothes and began to dress, no longer noticing her, as 
if she was not in the room.


"I-I'm sorry, Uncle Gaston," she forced herself to apologize. "But ... 
but ... I've never done anything like that before, and when I realized 
..."


He jerked his head around to look at her, his ugly face twisting in a 
nasty grin. "What the hell are you saying ... never done anything like 
that before? How about the kid, eh? What was that? An immaculate 
conception, Chri?"


"B-But that was different! You don't understand ..."


"They're all different," he snapped coldly. "Ask any woman. She never 
gives herself; she's always raped, eh? Like you just were. Raped. 
Always raped. Now tell me you didn't like it, Chri ... Go on, tell me 
that you hated my cock buried deep in that tight little pussy of yours 
... Well? Tell me ... if you can."


Madeleine lay unmoving, her eyes fixed on his round, ugly face, his 
words registering slowly in her brain. Dear God, she couldn't honestly 
deny it! She'd loved it. He had aroused inside her what Antoine, her 
own husband, had never even come close to ... a passion that had been 
near heavenly bliss itself ... unwanted or not, he had done that ... 
and then it abruptly occurred to her that the blame was not his, but 
her own, and the hatred she felt was not for him, but for her own self. 
She was the temptress, the one to be despised, the seductive animal who 
had come here of her own free will, just as she had gone with M. Keel 
for her own gain. But, Mother of God, she had done it for Igat ... for 
Igat ...


"Come on," he interrupted her self-condemning thoughts. "You better 
leave now. I've got business ..."


"U-Uncle Gaston ... I'm sorry," she said, slowly swinging her feet to 
the floor and sitting on the edge of the bed. "Please ... please don't 
be angry with me. I-I did like it ... honest."


"Humph ..." Larreau grunted, pretending indifference, while inside he 
was elated with the way it was developing. He had her; she was his to 
play with as long as he liked, even though she hated him and he knew 
it, but it was the kid ... she'd do anything to get back her kid. And 
he knew how to handle that, too; for if he did get her the child, it 
would be all over for him ... she'd have nothing more to do with him. 
So ...? He'd pretend ... but do nothing.


"Are you angry with me, Uncle?"


"I'll get over it, Chri."


"And ... and you'll do what you promised ... about Igat, I mean?" she 
asked as she started to dress.


"That will depend," he answered, matter-of-factly.


"Depend? On what, Uncle ...?"


He was knotting his tie. He turned to smile at her. "On how you perform 
tomorrow."


Madeleine could hardly believe her ears. Her mouth fell open as she 
stared at him. She stood with only her panties covering her lovely 
body, her full and erect breasts thrusting forward proudly. She 
repeated in abject disbelief; "T-Tomorrow?"


"Of course, ma chere. Tomorrow ... the next day, and the day after ... 
whenever I so crave your tight little ass, eh?" He chuckled, slipped on 
his coat and walked slowly toward the door. "Now, hurry and dress. You 
must leave before my business appointment arrives, eh? We wouldn't want 
anyone to see you here and tell our dear Antoine, now, would we?" He 
opened the door and stood momentarily looking back at her. "You're 
lovely, ma chere," he said, licking at his lips. "Yours are the most 
beautiful tits I've ever seen ... ah, oui. And tomorrow ... tomorrow 
I'll teach you some new delights, eh?"


He closed the door silently while she stood gaping after him, his words 
and meaning filling her brain with sickening despair. Dear God, she was 
completely and hopelessly trapped in a snare of her own making, a web 
of horrible circumstances that she had helped weave around herself, and 
now she was with less chance of escape than ever.


Oh God, help me! Somebody, help me!


She sat back down on the edge of the bed and wept quietly into her 
hands.


Chapter 8


Alone, Gaston Larreau relaxed in his favorite chair with a tall scotch-
soda. He smiled to himself, exhilarated with his accomplished 
seduction. It had gone so much better than he had ever anticipated; Mon 
Dieu, but she was a delightful creature; his legs were still weak and 
trembling from the extent of his climax, yet the mere thought of her 
voluptuous, naked body caused his prick to again stir in his trousers. 
He'd never get enough of her; she was the one he'd been waiting for, 
and he didn't intend that she'd ever get away from him. He'd hated to 
send her away in the mood she was in ... almost in an obvious state of 
despondency, but it was necessary if he were to keep her properly 
subjugated ...


The ringing of the telephone beside him interrupted his thoughts.


"Oui?" he said.


"M'sieu' Larreau, this is Robert Jovell."


"So?" the powerful little czar addressed his attorney.


"Problems, M'sieu' .. and of a serious nature, I fear," Jovell said, 
speaking in their native tongue.


"Well go on."


"It's Galaxy Mining ... the Ontario government is hot on the trail. 
I've been tipped that they are conducting an extensive investigation. 
There's no question, M'sieu', but what they'll uncover the whole thing 
..."


"Hummmm. I see. The whole thing, eh? To what extent, Jovell?"


"The ultimate ... they'll label it a stock swindle."


Larreau sensed a sudden vacuum at the base of his vast stomach. "So? 
What the hell can you do about it?" he snapped suddenly. "You're my 
attorney. What am I paying you for, eh ...?"


"I'm afraid it's not going to be that simple, M'sieu'," Jovell replied. 
"This is the government ... not the stupid local hacks. But, of course, 
you yourself are clean. They can't touch you ... but your nephew, 
Antoine ..."


"Yes? What about Antoine?"


"Well ... that's another story, M'sieu'. You remember that we set him 
up with indisputable control of the company for this very reason, 
hoping, of course, that it would never be necessary to use him as a 
dupe ... but I fear ... well ... someone is going to answer ... Do I 
make myself clear?"


Larreau rubbed the palm of his pudgy hand over his slightly perspiring 
forehead. "I see," he said after a moment. "It's that bad, eh?"


"Yes ... it's that bad, and maybe worse," replied Jovell. "He'll 
definitely take a ride for this ... We'll have to prepare him."


"Christ ... he's my nephew, Jovell," said Larreau, more for appearances 
than anything, his brain already reaping the advantages with Madeleine 
if Antoine were completely out of his way.


"I understand, M'sieu' Larreau ... but maybe I can ease that pain for 
you a bit," the attorney said, his tone of voice dropping to a quieter 
level.


"What're you talking about?"


The attorney hesitated. Then: "Axel just called. He was trying to 
locate you. He ... he followed Ma'm'selle Novak to Ste. Agathe des 
Monts ... your summer place. She went inside and Axel waited. In a 
little while Antoine showed up ... They're together right now ..."


Gaston Larreau stared across the room at nothing, rage rising 
uncontrollably inside him. He couldn't believe it ... that either one 
of them would dare try anything behind his back. That stinking blonde 
bitch! And that little punk ... planning to make a fool of him were 
they ... well, by God, he'd see about that. Slowly, he began to calm 
and an evil smile spread his round, ugly face. So. Maybe they were 
going to make it easy for him after all ... playing right into his 
hands ...


"M'sieu' Larreau ...? Are you there?" Jovell's voice sounded in his 
ear.


"Yeah ... I'm here."


"Look ... I didn't mean to upset you, but I thought ..."


"Shut up and listen. Tell Axel to pick up two more of the boys and come 
by here for me," Larreau said, still smiling. "I think I feel like 
taking a little ride in the country, eh?"


Jovell hesitated. Finally: "Oui, M'sieu', right away."


Gaston Larreau slowly replaced the phone in its cradle, the wicked 
little smile never leaving his face, even as he sipped at his scotch 
and soda.


By God, it's all going to work out to perfection, he thought ... 
absolute perfection.


Chapter 9


Antoine arrived at the summer house in Ste. Agathe des Monts shortly 
after noon. He circled the area carefully, satisfying himself that 
there was no one sitting off somewhere and watching. Oh, there was a 
car parked a ways down the road, but there was no one in it and he 
laughed a little tightly to himself. His guilty conscience was running 
away with him already. Driving by, he had seen Ginny's yellow Fiat 
parked to the side of the house and sensibly he'd decided to leave his 
own car in a nearby wood and walk the distance.


She'd been waiting for him when he entered through the side patio, 
waiting in nothing but a sheer nglige she'd brought with her, no 
less, and when he walked in she ran to him, throwing herself into his 
arms, her mouth finding his passionately, the soft flesh of her round, 
sensuous body grinding hotly against his own.


"Darling ... darling ... I thought you'd never get here," she hissed 
into his mouth, her tiny tongue darting out to paint his lips and 
search into his mouth covetously.


All the way he hadn't been able to take his mind from Madeleine or 
Uncle Gaston, his guilt over what he was about to do damned near 
unnerving him. Twice, he had almost turned back ... now, he was glad 
that he hadn't. He enfolded her into his arms and kissed her hungrily, 
feeling his prick immediately beginning to harden.


Ginny laughed warmly, her lovely eyes searching his own excitedly as 
her hand dropped between them to trace the outline of his stiffening 
penis.


"I can see that you're as ready as I am, Lover," she whispered, gently 
fondling and caressing his thickening cock through his trousers.


"Christ ...!" he gasped, pulling her tightly to him, his hand moving 
inside her nglige to cup her firm, hard-nippled breast and taking her 
breath away with a whimper. "I could hardly sleep last night, just 
thinking about you, Chri ... and this moment."


"Oh ... oh God," she moaned. "Come on, let's go upstairs to the bedroom 
where we can get everything off. I want to go over you with a fine 
tooth comb ... explore every nook and cranny of you. My God ... I want 
you ... need you so bad, Antoine darling."


He kissed her again, then gallantly lifted her into his arms and 
carried her up the stairs while she kissed his eyes and nose and lips, 
then traced her tiny wet tongue lavingly over his every feature. He lay 
her down on the bed, stepped back and smiled.


"Undress," she said. "Hurry, Darling undress so I can see you."


Antoine swallowed with an effort. His prick was jerking in his pants 
and she was watching it, laughing delightedly, sitting up to slip out 
of her nglige as he fumbled with his clothes, her eyes widening 
excitedly the moment he dropped his pants, and even more so as his 
shorts followed.


"Oh ... oh, my God, Darling ... its beautiful!" she breathed heavily, 
staring at his erect and throbbing shaft of hardened cock standing out 
from his naked loins with a proud, almost mean-looking upthrust. "Oh 
God," she moaned, rolling to the edge of the bed, hands outstretched 
toward it. "Bring it here to me so that I can love it."


Antoine could barely breathe with the desire she had already aroused in 
him. He moved toward the bed and she reached out, gently taking his 
prick between her two hands.


"Hmmmmm," she cooed with a loving little smile, her sea-green eyes 
engorging themselves on the rigid hardness of his long, thick member. 
"Oh Darling, it's going to make me so happy ... I know it is," she 
mewled.


Antoine groaned aloud as her soft hands caressed his pulsing shaft, and 
he saw the tiny drops of seminal fluid that oozed from its tip in his 
mounting lust. She brought it closer to her face while he watched 
entranced as her white, delicate hand stroked it, drawing the thick 
foreskin back back and forth ... and then suddenly, she leaned forward, 
her small pink tongue flicked out to lick away the moisture at its tip. 
His knees went limp as he watched her oval her open mouth and press her 
wet lips warmly over its swollen head ... slowly sliding his cock into 
the delightful haven of her mouth, her tongue lashing and working 
against its heavy veined, desire-hardened flesh in tantalizing 
enchantment: then, as slowly did she draw off of it, her encircled lips 
sucking their way to its very tip, and he could feel the unbelievable 
swirling motions of her tongue until finally her tongue-tip taunted at 
the tiny split of its end before she sucked it all the way into her 
mouth once more.


Christ ... it was beyond belief. Heavenly! He'd blow his mind! But 
then, she stopped and looked up at him.


"My Darling, I'd love to suck the cum from it ... and I will, but not 
yet. I want you to come down here and hold me first ... make love to me 
with feeling ... kiss my breasts and run your hands over my body. I-I 
need that so badly, Lover ... someone with warmth and feeling who cares 
whether I live or die ... Please, Antoine ..." she pleaded, looking up 
at him with tears in her eyes. "Make me feel like a woman ..."


He threw himself down onto her, close to tears himself at her emotional 
expression of her need, and his hands gently caressed the warm, silken 
flesh of her body, exploring the secret hollows and creases while his 
mouth and tongue sought the erogenous areas of her breasts, underarms 
and navel ... eventually even the sparse, golden, hair-covered mound of 
her pussy ... and he lay between her wanting, spread thighs, his face a 
scant inch above the thin, pink slit, not touching it with his hands, 
but licking the tight furrow from between the creamy spheres of her 
buttocks up to its very tip at the base of her belly, then down again 
and back up ... gradually insinuating his stiffening tongue between the 
already palpitating lips, always going deeper into her, the taste of 
her affecting him like some rare vintage wine, while the moans and 
choking purls grew audibly in her throat and tossing head.


He found her throbbing clitoris and sucked it into his mouth, his teeth 
nibbling tenderly, his tongue swirling and taunting it with maddening 
delight, until suddenly she could no longer stand her own abstinence.


"Oh God, Lover, turn around. Let me have that beautiful cock to suck. 
Hurry! I want it in my mouth ..."


Antoine responded automatically, his heart pounding in his chest as he 
spread his legs over her face, his open crotch above her and mere 
inches from her mouth. Excitedly, she pulled him down to her, hands 
clutching at his hips, and he felt her tongue on the inside of his 
thigh near his balls, hot and wet, and then it was tracing the seam of 
his sac in a wild, exhilarating sensation ... up through the crevice of 
his ass to his very asshole, licking and probing at the tight orifice 
wetly ... then retracing its course over his balls and along the 
underside of his prick ... until suddenly, he felt the warm, wet cavern 
of her lips slipping over the blood-inflated head and drew it with a 
sucking exertion nearly down into her throat.


Rhythmically, she sucked, and rhythmically, he licked. Christ in 
heaven! There'd never been anything like this before in his life! He'd 
lose his goddamned mind if he didn't cum soon. His balls were about to 
explode already! Damn, he was no match for her ... could never satisfy 
her; he was certain of it. She was going to suck him right to climax if 
he didn't stop her! But maybe ... maybe, if he fucked her ... He didn't 
want to be shamed ... not satisfy her ...


"Wh-Where are you going?" she whimpered as he climbed off of her, the 
expression on her passion-twisted face letting him know the extent of 
her ecstasy.


He crawled up over her between her legs, spreading her thighs with his 
knees, and she drew them up and back, a smile lighting her face. "I'm 
going to fuck you," he said, endeavoring to sound as positive as he 
could. "We've played around long enough ... now, we make love."


She wrapped her arms around his neck. "Mmmmmm, Darling ... I love you 
... I love you ..."


"Put it in," he ordered, kissing her on the nose, and then he felt her 
small hand take his wet, throbbing prick and place it at the mouth of 
her flowered, receptive vagina.


"Oh ... Oh God, Lover do it hard!" she gasped, her lovely face assuming 
a drawn, almost pained expression. "Please, do it hard ... hard and 
brutal ... It's the only way I know ..."


Antoine gaped down at her, his breathing once more hitching in his 
throat. He would fail her; he knew it ... just as he'd always failed 
Madeleine ... or any other woman he'd ever been with ...


"Please, Lover .. give it to me! Don't make me wait! Fuck me, Darling! 
Fill me with your wonderful cock ...!"


He rammed with every ounce of strength he could muster and she squealed 
like a speared animal.


"Eeeeaaauuuugggghhhhh! Oooohhhhhggggg! Oooohhhhh ... yes ... yes ... 
like that ... don't stop, Lover ... don't ever stop!"


He was pleasurably surprised at the amazing tightness of her moist, 
velvety passage walls encasing his sensitive rock-hard cock with a 
skilled muscle control that he had never experienced, but he knew that 
he couldn't keep it up without reaching his own orgasm in minutes, and 
already he was sensing his shame.


"Oohhhh ... Ooooohhhhh, harder, harder, Darling!" she groaned 
pleadingly.


He thrust wildly, sending his long, aching cock up into her warm, tight 
cunt with hellish force, driving and pounding, the flow of her 
lubricating fluids easing the way with each plunge, until finally the 
lust-bloated head of his heavy shaft struck bottom and his balls 
slapped hard against the smooth, rounded cheeks of her flexing ass.


She wailed sharply and twisted in a moment of torment in under him to 
his delight, as the turgid head of his prick battered the depths of her 
secret parts, but her cry of pain only served to incite his lust more 
and he rammed harder, grinding his pelvis tighter into her loins and 
flexing the head to raise a further groan of agony, even as he realized 
that he was damned near ready to shoot into her.


"Darling ... Darling ... you love me, don't you?" she wailed up at him 
suddenly. "Tell me you love me, my lover ...?"


He might have told her; he might have told her anything at that moment 
for he was ready to squirt his load of sperm deep into her belly ... 
but it was at that untimely second that the door burst open and Uncle 
Gaston with three others stormed brusquely into the bedroom.


Antoine froze on the upstroke, his eyes fixed on the squat little man, 
and almost simultaneously, did he feel the life drained from his prick, 
his orgasm choking in his balls like a lump of hot lead.


"Jesus Christ!" he swore.


"A little party, I'd surmise," the ugly, obese czar said with broad 
gold-toothed grin.


Ginny screamed and Antoine fell out of her, rolled onto his side and 
stared up at the intruders. Again, she screamed and tried to throw her 
arms around Antoine's neck for protection, but he fought her away. He 
swung to the other side of the bed and sat on the edge, his neck craned 
to gape at his grinning uncle.


"Damn ... damnit, Uncle Gaston ... I-I can explain ..."


"I'm sure you can, boy ... but not to my satisfaction," said Larreau, 
never unsmiling.


"Antoine! Antoine! My God, don't desert me!" Ginny begged, her fear 
causing her voice to break. "Darling, please ...?"


"Christ, Uncle ... I'm human!" Antoine blurted, ignoring her. "You know 
what it is! Who knows better than you ... a woman tries to seduce you 
... you take it as long as you can ...!"


Larreau's smile seemed permanent. The three hoods behind him were 
impassive of expression. "Of course, boy," the czar said. "One of the 
most cursed weaknesses of mankind ... women. Too bad, too. You have 
such a nice little wife. Well ... that's the way of things, I suppose."


"Look, Uncle Gaston ... I'll make it up to you. I swear I will," 
Antoine heard himself plead. "If it hadn't been me, it would've been 
someone else ..."


"Antoine!" Ginny cried.


"Shut up, bitch! It's true. It wasn't me as an individual you wanted. 
It was just a way of getting even ... or whatever with Uncle Gaston 
..."


"Both of you, shut your lying mouths!" the little man snapped.


"Oh, my God!" Ginny groaned pathetically, burying her face in the 
pillow to weep.


Gaston Larreau moved over in front of his nephew. He said: "You've 
failed me ... failed me miserably, as a matter of fact and after all 
I've done for you."


"Uncle, listen, I'll make ..."


"Shut up! Shut up before I lose all sense of reason," the little man 
spat, his face grimaced in a terrible expression of rage. "I-I could 
kill you for this, Antoine. It's done everyday."


"I know ... I know," Antoine agreed, his head hung forward between his 
legs.


"I thought of you ... treated you as my own flesh and blood," Larreau 
reminded him emphatically.


"Oh God ... God ... God ... I know, Uncle. I know ..." Antoine said, 
pounding his naked knees with clenched fists.


"There's nothing I wouldn't have done for you, boy ... but you've 
betrayed me ... and in our circle there's just one answer to the 
double-cross ... punishment. Ordinarily, you'd have to die for this; 
it's the code of the syndicate ... but I think maybe it's possible to 
save your ass and satisfy the score another way. Not much of a choice, 
perhaps, but better than dying."


Antoine looked up hopefully, while Ginny Novak shuddered in her tears 
behind him. She couldn't believe it. He had completely deserted her ... 
just as every man she'd ever known. The three hoods behind Larreau were 
staring at her lasciviously. Dear God, she could only hope and pray 
that what she was thinking wouldn't come true. "I'll accept whatever's 
coming to me, Uncle," Antoine managed, endeavoring to raise his head.


"It's the unwritten law, boy ... and we don't go against it." Larreau 
said. He moved in closer and placed his hand symbolically on Antoine's 
head. "Galaxy is finished. Trouble in Ontario. You're its president ... 
There'll be a little time ... and you'll have to serve it. Time is 
never easy ... but it's better than dying, eh? But you make your own 
decision, boy."


Antoine continued to stare up at him. "I'll ... I'll do whatever you 
say, Uncle Gaston."


The squat man walked away from him. He circled the bed to where he 
could look into the face of Ginny Novak whose tear-stained and 
contorted features were hardly her own. He grinned down at her. He 
said: "You've always been a naughty girl, ma chere, and a damned poor 
secretary at best." He chuckled. "But maybe the boys can inspire some 
fire in you, eh? Give you that feeling of fulfillment you've always 
been looking for."


"Oh Christ, Gaston, no! Don't! Please don't!" she begged. "Look ... I 
lost my head ... I'll make it up to you. I'll do anything you say ..."


He turned his back to her and walked away in disgust, back to Antoine. 
Still smiling regally, he said: "Come on, kid, get dressed. You can 
drive me back to Montreal while I explain what you have to look forward 
to ... and how to cope with it."


"Y-Yes sir," Antoine replied, getting to his feet.


"Meantime, boys ... see that Ma'm'selle Novak is properly taken care of 
eh?" the czar advised his underlings. "Make sure she doesn't want for 
anything ... anything."


The one called Axel grinned. "You bet, boss," he said. "You bet."


Chapter 10


Axel was a gaunt, hollow-chested man with a skull-shaped face, lead 
colored eyes, knife-like mouth and huge, brutal hands. He seldom smiled 
or changed expression; his was a mask of inbred, unfeeling cruelty. His 
cohorts were both ugly men in their own right, McShea being the larger 
with heavy, powerful shoulders, a large, ruddy face, thick lips, a 
bulbous nose and little mean eyes, while Poulette was wiry and small of 
stature, with a pointed, bird-like face, vicious bulging eyes and a 
gruesome manner of speaking through his yellowed, clenched teeth. Ginny 
Novak knew and feared all three; they were Larreau's enforcers. She had 
seen some of the horrible results of their work ... girls who had 
violated an order, or crossed the czar in one way or another; if they 
lived they were usually disfigured, maimed, or at the least, completely 
broken mentally.


She lay on the bed staring up at them in sheer horror; Larreau had 
thrown her to them as one might toss a bone to a pack of wild dogs, 
while Antoine had absolutely denied and deserted her, running off with 
his tail between his legs to humbly accept his punishment ... the 
cowardly fool. Oh, dear Christ, it was over for her; they'd kill her 
once they'd satisfied their perverted lusts ... she knew it, she knew 
it!


Axel walked to the bed and gaped down at her naked loveliness, while 
McShea and Poulette crowded in at the foot and opposite side.


"You're a stupid cunt," the gaunt one said. "And like all stupid cunts 
... you never learn."


"She likes to fuck," McShea said, grinning evilly. "And when a broad 
likes to fuck, her pussy does her thinkin' for her, eh, baby?"


"Maybe she'd rather suck than fuck," hissed Poulette. "Let's find out."


Ginny jerked her eyes from one to the other, eyes wide with terror, 
while her small white teeth nibbled helplessly at her lower lip. 
Suddenly, her breath caught, wadding in her throat as she watched Axel 
lean over her, his huge hand reaching down between her legs at her 
crotch.


"Open 'em," he ordered.


She was too frightened to refuse and she spread her smooth white thighs 
apart to him, exposing her slightly opened, moist pink slit, still wet 
from Antoine's attention, to their vile, salacious eyes. She gasped 
painfully as he dug into her with one thick finger, thrusting it right 
up into her cunt to the palm of his brutal hand and routing the 
sensitive, velvety flesh mercilessly.


"Augghhhh, please ... please don't ..." she pleaded, pressing her 
buttocks down into the mattress in an effort to escape his torturous 
invasion between her legs.


McShea sniggered, his ugly face twisted in a lewd grin as he watched 
his cohort's thick finger drubbing into the pink-fleshed hole in her 
sparse, blonde-covered loins. Christ, she was a sexy looking slut all 
right ... the old man's private fuck, too ... damn, he was really going 
to enjoy this one.


"You know what happens to people who cross the boss, don't you?" Axel 
sneered down at her, but Ginny didn't answer. "Well ... it's up to us 
to decide just how much punishment you've got coming. So, for openers, 
we're all going to fuck you ... or maybe these boys have other ideas of 
a few things they'd like to try on you." Poulette and McShea laughed 
softly, menacingly. "Me ... I've wanted to get my cock into you for a 
long time, bitch, but there was no way as long's the old-man wanted you 
... now, that's all over, eh?"


Ginny felt him jerking his finger out of her and she sighed with the 
relief from pain, but she continued to lay as if petrified as suddenly 
they all started to undress. Panic seized her then; abruptly, she tried 
to scramble and bolt from the bed. McShea caught her from behind, 
twisting his hand in her long blonde hair and yanking her backwards 
across the bed. She screamed and Axel struck her with his open palm, 
back and forth, a half-dozen blows across the face, breasts and 
stomach. McShea caught at her arm, wrenching it cruelly up behind her 
back, forcing her over onto her stomach. Poulette came up on the other 
side of her and together, he and McShea pushed her shoulders tightly 
down, then knees wedged her own apart with a rough pressure as one of 
them moved in close behind her.


"Up, bitch! kneel up!" Axel charged her, grasping her hips.


There was nothing to be gained by cooperating she reasoned; they would 
do whatever they intended anyway. In the end, she would probably wind 
up dead. She lay flatly on the bed in defiance, crying now, but in rage 
as much as fear. The hands holding her shoulders fast moved away, 
temporarily freeing her, then her arm was being thrust inhumanly upward 
behind her back once more and she was being hauled up and backward to 
her knees. She cried out, continuing to struggle against them, but she 
was no match for their strength.


"Fuckin' bitch!" snarled Axel as she swung her smooth rounded buttocks 
back and forth in a futile attempt to evade whatever he had in mind.


"I hope she throws it around like that when I get into her," McShea 
said, chuckling lewdly. "I'll fuck her silly."


Poulette had begun to squeeze, twist and pull at one of her full, 
hanging breasts, while McShea thrust her arm up further between her 
shoulder-blades, forcing her face down hard against the bedcover, and 
her swaying hips up higher into the air.


Ginny gasped with the pain as, suddenly, there was a thick invasion ... 
a brutal probing at her naked loins from behind ... as if the end of a 
baseball bat was being burrowed into her fear contracted vagina. She 
screamed, begging him to stop, but in vain. The tears gushed down her 
cheeks and the impalement continued, until she felt her thighs pressed 
wide apart, the heavy weight of his loins battering against her 
buttocks, shoving her face hard into the bed with the fierce pain 
racking her unwanting passage. The sensitive channel felt as if it were 
ablaze, and his massive prick ramming into it made her think of a 
leaden weight studded with burrs. She was in agony; her back throbbed 
from bending in her obscene position. Now, there were hands and more 
hands pawing her body, mauling her breasts and clutching at her bottom. 
Good God! Someone was shoving a finger right up her anus ... her still 
smarting rectum, sore beyond reason from Larreau's sodomy of the night 
before.


Hissing wails of breath tumbled from her lips. Her cunt felt as if it 
were being steel-wooled into raw, bloodied meat ... but then not quite 
so bad as it began to moisten with her own lubricating juices; however, 
simultaneously, his penetration increased, until she felt as if her 
whole passage and belly were being split open, as if she were being 
ripped from her anus to her breasts, the latter, of which, were being 
squeezed, pulled and knurled viciously.


Kneeling behind her obscenely spread and presented buttocks, Axel 
gritted his teeth and fucked in and out of her with dynamic lunges that 
began from his toes and quivered up through his strong, lean thighs to 
reach the apex of sensation in his long, rock-hard cock pummeling into 
her, ramming and splattering her flesh in every direction, blazing a 
trail of entry as if his lust-inflated shaft were an auger tunneling 
into her soft, vibrant body. His hands clutched at her satin-smooth 
white flesh, squeezing and punishing sadistically, hurting her and 
making her cry out and writhe with the pain, fear and degradation.


His balls swung wildly, alive with a mounting pressure ever building, 
while his cock tingled and pulsated. He ran his hands over the 
tormented flesh which, unwillingly but helplessly, was at his mercy. He 
jerked her buttocks apart, spreading them open obscenely, exposing the 
little wrinkled, inflamed hole of her anus, and he shoved his thick 
finger into it finding little resistance. His cock was battering into 
her to the last fraction of an inch, the sheath of her cunt still snug 
around his rigidity, its clasping, milking folds raising foul 
obscenities of delight to spew from his knife-like lips.


Ginny knew no pleasure. She was helpless, shamed, and her body ached as 
if it were infested with demons of the damned. She lay with her face 
sideways against the bedcover, enduring the unbelievable abuse at her 
helpless genitals with silent tears. All of her life she had given 
herself and had been taken by men, but never had she felt more naked, 
more debased, and so defenseless. Her crotch was one great open gap and 
his massive, violent prick was racing into it like some pistoning 
bludgeon being driven by super force. She was being hopelessly 
destroyed.


Her lips opened and closed in agony. Occasionally, she tried to flatten 
her hips or draw her buttocks in to lessen the pain of her rectum, but 
this only tightened her vagina, increasing the torture of his ruthless 
entry. And then, suddenly, there were fingers at her lips, opening her 
mouth, and a rubbery, stiff, hot object being rubbed around her there. 
She opened her eyes and saw it ... a prick long and thin ... Poulette's 
lead-hard rod, and he was lying along side her, pushing the vile thing 
into her mouth. She tried to resist, twist her head and squirm away, 
nauseated with the mere thought, but he grabbed at her nose, pinching 
it between thumb and forefinger until she gasped for breath, then the 
thin pole of flesh rammed in, crushing through her moist, red lips, 
between her even, white teeth and into the warm saliva of her mouth. 
She felt it on her tongue, no longer like a thin instrument, but a 
huge, blunt, hot cudgel, absorbing her complete attention momentarily 
from the never-ending battering of her vagina and the turgid head that 
was crashing against her cervix, causing her to jerk forward from the 
agony.


"Suck it, you cunt!" Poulette hissed between his teeth. "And suck it 
with feeling or I'll slit your fucking throat!"


Ginny felt his hips begin to rotate in toward her and his long cock to 
slide in and out of her mouth, never quite withdrawing, always leaving 
an inch or two beyond her lips in the warm, wet sanctuary of her mouth. 
He had grasped both sides of her head vise-like between his thin, 
strong hands and was holding it firm. Abruptly, he began to saw into 
her face with viciousness, causing her to gag as he plunged it half-way 
down her throat, its full length near-disappearing between her wide-
stretched, ovalled lips to the hilt. Suddenly, his balls slapped 
harshly against her chin, the wiry black hair covering them tickling 
like the brush of a feather. She struggled for breath, catching small 
lungfuls of air on his outstroke.


She closed her eyes. Saliva filled her mouth and once or twice she 
coughed and spluttered, but then she grew accustomed to the 
asphyxiating entry and let it move in and out with rapidly increasing 
vigor, racing at a faster pace than its cohort gouging her cunt.


Axel suddenly realized that he was going to cum. He squeezed and 
kneaded the soft, white flesh of her thighs and buttocks fiendishly, 
thrusting with demoniacal fury, sensing his approaching orgasm growing 
in its intensity, until there was a heavy weight of blood hanging on 
the knob of his aching prick. He gaped at her tender lips clasping 
around the expanding, whitening cock of Poulette, who was writhing his 
own hips frantically as he fucked into her face. She was sucking and 
licking him now with subservient compliance, completely resolved to her 
task, as if she was working to end it.


Ginny was praying for it to reach a conclusion. The cock in her mouth 
was slimy with her saliva, and momentarily the moisture was thicker and 
the taste more pungent. She felt his loins pound against her face, 
tensing now in growing, trembling movements. His hands gripped her 
cheeks and then her hair, and he seemed to be trying to shove his prick 
down her throat to meet the other racing up into her cunt. Oh God ... 
Oh God! she groaned inwardly, as they buffeted her back and forth like 
some lifeless mannequin between them, using her helpless, defenseless 
body as some great receptacle into which they'd pump their lewd, 
lascivious sperm. She felt hardly human any longer, for it seemed that 
the debased ravaging of her body had been going on for a never-ending 
eternity.


Poulette gasped, once, twice, a third time, then crushed his hips into 
her face so that she was suffocated and fought for breath, and even as 
she struggled, her mouth was flooded, his jerking cock gushing forth 
thick streams of creamy, piquant liquid into her throat, her cheeks 
bloating and contracting as she swallowed to keep from choking on the 
great continual spurts spewing from it, while immediately it began to 
lose its size and weight and his loins fell away, allowing her to 
breathe again. She opened her mouth to spit out some of the seething 
sperm clinging to her tongue and the roof of her mouth, but the 
opportunity was short lived. McShea had hauled Poulette from the bed 
and dropped his own big frame in his place. Before she could twist away 
or close her mouth again, his long, thick foreskinned prick crashed 
between her lips and she groaned in bitter anguish as she realized the 
vile degradation was about to be repeated. Again ... and then, perhaps 
... again after that ...


Numbly, she became aware once more of the filling of her cunt from 
behind, the pummeling rod of flesh that was pounding into her belly 
untiringly, and that was as broad and deep as her loins. There was no 
erotic feeling ... nothing except the pained frictioned scraping of his 
cock as it grated against her cuntal walls. He was almost to the point 
of orgasm; she could hear him panting and grunting, his brutal stroke 
always increasing ... faster, faster ... harder, harder ... and he 
expanded her thighs so wide with his knees that she was almost forced 
down flat on the bed, with her hips and pelvis afire with their ache at 
the inhuman stretching.


He gasped and cursed while at the same time, McShea's heavy cock was 
poling into her mouth to her tonsils, then, she felt him thrust into 
her so hard from behind that she cried out around the choking, blood-
engorged head of the prick in her mouth, and he began to jerk 
convulsively against her ass as his shaft began shooting its thick, hot 
load deep up into her painfully burning cuntal passage; at last, he, 
too, was falling back away from her, allowing a cool rush of air to 
brush against and soothe her tortured cunt. But it was a brief respite, 
for as he crawled away she could feel another taking his place. 
Frantically, she twisted her neck and looked up and back to see 
Poulette mounting her, his thin, powerful hands tearing brutally at her 
round, white ass-cheeks, his finger gouging at her tender, puckered 
little anus. My God, he had another erection!


"Round robin, baby," Poulette hissed down at her between his teeth. 
"And it'll go on and on like this for hours, eh? Suck and fuck ... 
until your belly's filled so full a cum you'll drowned in it ... the 
time of your life, oui Chri ... the very last time ..."


McShea chuckled lewdly as he clenched her cheeks and rammed his thick 
cock into her throat. "Suck it, you whore! Suck it!"


Ginny could barely think any longer; her agony had reached almost 
beyond human endurance. Her brain whirled and panic filled her ... 
then, suddenly, excruciating pain, as Poulette's re-hardened cock 
charged right up her tightly resisting rectum in one barbaric thrust.


Oh God ... Oh God ... Oh God! It was the end for her ... the bitter 
deplorable end ... and there was no one in the world to help her ... no 
one who cared a damn what happened to her ... Oh God ... have mercy on 
me ...!


Chapter 11


Three days following the discovery of Ginny Novak's body in the Saint 
Lawrence River, Antoine Poirier was brought to trial for extortion, 
found guilty, and sentenced to ten years in prison. Throughout the 
horrible ordeal, Madeleine remained secluded, appearing only at the 
court hearings and always in the company of Gaston Larreau and his 
battery of attorneys. But there was hardly any escaping the newsmen who 
swarmed the court daily and badgered her at every opportunity; it was 
front-page scandal for weeks inasmuch as the nefarious Canadian crime 
czar was involved, as well as his nephew, along with the untimely death 
of the powerful underworld lord's mistress.


Madeleine had never been close to Ginny Novak, but it was nearly 
impossible for her to think of the lovely blonde girl as being a 
suicide. When she had first disappeared right after Antoine's arrest, 
Madeleine felt certain she had run away, back to the states perhaps, 
but then, all those weeks later when they fished her horribly bloated 
body from the river, the shock, on top of Antoine's pending situation, 
was almost too much to bear. Only Uncle Gaston seemed to have the 
strength and perseverance necessary to keep them all going.


"Antoine will be all right, ma chere," the little emperor would insist. 
"You mustn't worry. So ... he has to do a little time; it won't hurt 
him, eh? He gambled for big stakes and lost. He's lucky he's got the 
syndicate behind him ... otherwise, he could end up with twenty years." 
Then, he would take her hands inside his own little fat ones and hold 
them possessively. "But don't you worry about a thing, Chri. I'll see 
that you're taken care of. You'll come to live with Uncle Gaston, eh? 
One big happy family ..." He'd wink then and the blood would chill in 
her veins.


Madeleine remained in her and Antoine's apartment until the end. On 
that last rainy morning when the judge passed sentence, she thought she 
would lose her mind. She had screamed out in the courtroom, then 
fainted. Later, in an adjoining chamber, she had awakened with only 
Uncle Gaston beside her. He sat on the edge of the leather chesterfield 
where she lay, and she could hardly believe it when she felt his hot 
hand caressing her thigh beneath her mini-dress, his wet, rubbery mouth 
stretched in a warm, if, lecherous smile.


"There, there, my pet," he cooed down at her. "Everything's going to be 
fine. You'll come home with me and I'll take care of you ... just you 
and me now, eh? We'll have some wonderful times together. We'll travel 
... see the world ... whatever your little heart desires, ma chere ..."


She stared up at him, her eyes widening in horrified disbelief, the 
meaning of his words registering fully in her sickened, heart-broken 
brain.


"First, we'll get the kid for you, eh? How's that?" he said, grinning, 
convinced that this of all things would influence her.


"Oh ... Oh God ...! Y-You filthy ... filthy, vile beast!" Madeleine 
hissed at him, shoving his hand from beneath her dress with such force 
that he nearly fell off the edge of the couch. Suddenly, she swung 
bodily around, pivoting on her buttocks, and was on her feet before the 
squat Larreau could regain his balance. "Damn you!" she half screamed 
at him. "You're the cause of Antoine's going to prison! You used him 
... and he's going there in your place ... just as you probably had 
Ginny Novak murdered! All so that you could have me ... is that it? Y-
You despicable pig! Filthy swine!" She backed toward the door, her 
beautiful face drawn in vicious hatred. "Well ... you'll never have me 
again, damn you! Never, you hear? Never!"


Abruptly, Larreau's expression changed, the blood draining from his 
round face, the scar on his right cheek suddenly becoming a livid 
purple in his mounting rage. He moved toward her then, but she was not 
there by the time he'd crossed the room; she had jerked open the door 
and was running down the corridor, her sobs and the pounding of her 
heels echoing back to him as he called after her.


Goddamn her! She was getting away from him after all!


*   *   *


Madeleine had no idea of how long she ran the wet streets of Montreal. 
She only knew that the rain dampening her face was all that was keeping 
her from fainting again, and when the pain in her aching chest became 
so severe from running, she stumbled into an unfamiliar little bar and 
found herself a secluded, darkened corner to collapse in. Fortunately, 
at this time of morning, the place was deserted except for the young 
bartender and a male patron at the far end of the bar.


Slowly, Madeleine composed herself as the young man approached and she 
ordered a vermouth.


He smiled down at her; he was clean-cut and had a pleasant smile. He 
said: "Are you looking for someone, Ma'm'selle?"


"N-No. Why do you ask?"


The young man shrugged. He wiped at the table in front of her with a 
dry little towel he carried. "Most of the girls who come here this time 
of day are looking for ... shall we say ... a companion?"


Madeleine could barely see his face in the shadows, but the gleam of 
his white teeth was very distinct. She understood then. "I-I'm not one 
of those girls, M'sieu'," she replied sharply, the ache in her chest 
gradually leaving her. "Do you have coffee?"


"No."


"Just the vermouth then, thank you."


He nodded, smiled, and went away. She watched him and saw that the 
patron at the bar was trying to study her. She couldn't see his face, 
but he seemed tall, well dressed, and perhaps middle aged.  The young 
bartender exchanged a few words with him and the older one continued to 
watch her.


Abruptly, her situation came back to her like an overwhelming shroud, 
and momentarily she felt nauseous.  Dear God, what was she going to do?  
Her Antoine was lost to her; she had failed him miserably as a wife, 
and now there would be no chance to make it up to him.  He was gone ... 
out of her life, perhaps, forever.  Oh God ... dear, dear God ... She 
never wanted to see Gaston Larreau again ... never, never!  But what 
was she going to do?  She had no money, no friends, no ready means of 
livelihood ... unless she went back to waiting table, but that was not 
as simple as it sounded ... finding a job, a place to live ... It all 
took money ... God ... she wished she were dead ... just like Ginny 
Novak ... at least, her miseries were behind her now ... And her Igat 
... her sweet little darling, Igat ... what of her? She couldn't 
contain her tears any longer. Her head dropped onto her arm and she 
wept.


Shortly, a familiar but unidentifiable male voice said softly: "Why are 
you crying, Ma'm'selle?"


Madeleine jerked her head erect. She wiped at her eyes with long 
fingers, looking up at him; she could hardly see his face, but 
recognized him as the patron from the end of the bar. He was carrying 
her vermouth on a small tray. He seemed to be tilting his head and 
squinting as if attempting to place her. She said coldly: "It's Madame, 
M'sieu' ... and I don't believe we've met ..."


He smiled. "Ah ... but I think we have, Madame Poirier," he replied, 
setting her drink before her, moving close enough now so that she could 
see him well.


For a long moment she stared at him, sensing a certain warmth flow 
through her. Yes ... yes, they had met all right ... It was Rafael 
Girarde, her own little Igat's adopted father. A tight little smile 
crept onto her face.


"Well," he said, "that's better. Now, may I ... ah ... sit down?"


Madeleine hesitated, then: "Yes ... why not? Please, sit down M'sieu' 
Girarde."


Chapter 12


It was a nice little apartment, clean and unpretentious. Rafael had 
helped her find it, move her things unbeknownst to anyone, then made 
her a cocktail waitress in one of his night clubs. He came to sleep 
with her on Tuesday and Friday nights, leaving her the remainder of her 
time to use in whatever way she liked. Thank God, he wasn't a jealous 
man.


Madeleine had soon fallen into the routine; it was a way of life and 
she was not unhappy. He was good to her, she thought, as she lay beside 
his naked, muscular body in the gray hours of dawn. She left certain 
that he cared for her in his own way, but of course she was only his 
mistress and never could expect more. Nevertheless, he took her nice 
places to dine and once they had gone on holiday together; yes, there 
was a certain feeling she had for him, never love per se, but a sense 
of admiration and loyalty, as well as obligation ... and he was a fine 
lover.


She rolled toward him, pressing her soft, warm, naked body against his 
and let her hand trail lightly down his hairy chest, over his flat hard 
belly to the pubic hair of his loins. There, she found his long, limp 
member in repose ... sticky from their last night's love-making as she 
encircled it. He moaned in his sleep, his closed eyes flicking 
distractedly. She smiled and moved down his body, pushing the covers 
back off them as she went. In the faint light she studied the foreskin 
and the thickness of his still limp shaft fascinatedly. Slowly, she 
began to massage it with one hand while her other went beneath to cup 
and cradle his balls. It was strange how her own desire seemed to peak 
at this time of night-morning. He had inspired and taught her this 
because of their odd working hours, never getting home until nearly 
dawn, but last night had been hers off, and he had taken her to dinner 
and the theatre. After, they had been too tired for love, but now ... 
Again, she examined and saw the tiny droplets seeping from its split 
tip. Tenderly, she stroked the uncircumcised foreskin down its now 
stiffening full length, then helped it return to cover the ever growing 
glans of its head.


"Pest," she heard him say softly.


She squeezed his cock tightly for answer, then dropped her lips, 
kissing the expanding purple head. She positioned her body so that he 
could see, then she kissed it again.


He groaned and she took it into her mouth, letting her lips move 
slowly, tightly and moistly down its shaft, her tongue working 
tauntingly as she lowered onto it; then, she raised with a strong 
sucking motion, tasting the pungent tang of it.


"Damn!" Rafael Girarde gasped.


Once more, she slid her mouth down, absorbing the heavy veined rod of 
flesh into the hot, wet cavern, her lips clasping tightly en route, her 
tongue beginning to aggravate beneath the sensitive head at its tip, 
until he blurted: "Christ, get up here so that I can get at you, you 
little minx!"


She crawled up beside him and rolled onto her back, pulling him on top 
of her. He kissed her and immediately her hand searched down between 
them, seizing his long, thick cock and guiding it between the soft, 
fleshy, hair-covered lips of her moist, ready cunt. She moaned up into 
his face, her eyes closed, her hips undulating, her loins wanting.


Mon Dieu! But she was a magnificent piece, he thought. At first, she 
had been cold ... receptive, but cold ... and now, it was as if she 
couldn't get enough. Something had happened to her that he couldn't 
comprehend ... love maybe, or perhaps just appreciation. Whatever, he 
reveled in it. He eased his hips forward, not wanting to hurt her with 
that initial thrust, but the mouth of her cunt seemed to clasp and suck 
at his prick as if to gobble it into her, and suddenly he penetrated 
her with a rush, his mighty cock soaring right up into her to its very 
hilt.


She grunted aloud as his rod drove up her, tightly at first, almost a 
maiden tightness, hurtful to him along the solid flesh of his shaft, 
until he had stroked several times and her inner passage walls seemed 
to slowly lubricate and expand. Again, she whimpered beneath him, a 
little wail of mixed pleasure-pain. Then, he began to thrust until 
their pelvic flesh slapped resoundingly together, and she strained back 
under him, arching her naked loins up to his now ramming cock, his 
balls whacking into the split crevice of her buttocks, taunting her 
tiny, puckered anus with every stroke. She began to moan incessantly, 
her nails raking the flesh of his back feverishly. She bit at his lips, 
turned her face away, then came back to bite once again.


God ... she must love him, he thought. But he had to keep his own head. 
He had a position to maintain ... Christ, nothing could ever come of 
it; he couldn't let it! After all, she was only another little bitch! 
He had to keep her in her place ... look out for himself ...


"Put your finger in my ass, Chri," she whispered passionately. "Quick! 
Put it in!"


His brain, as always, whirled at her lewd request. She could set him 
off like a satyr. He reached under her to the wet crevice between the 
luscious, white spread moons of her buttocks, spread them even further, 
found the tight crinkled ring of spongy flesh and dug in to the first 
knuckle.


"Aauuugggghhhh!" Madeleine gasped, even as she screwed her buttocks 
back onto his finger until it was entirely buried to the palm of his 
hand in the warm, velvety depths of her rectum.


Suddenly, his cock was a throbbing, aching spear of delight. The 
thought of what he was doing to her was firing him like a madman. He 
routed his finger wildly in the soft, rubbery flesh of her rectal 
passage, feeling his nails accidently gouge into her and raising a cry 
of protest from her throat; she jerked away momentarily, but presently 
came right back to offer her tight twitching anus for further 
punishment.


One of these days ... very soon ... he'd have to bring it to an end! It 
was going too far ... getting away from him! He'd have to end it ... 
have to ...!


His loins felt coiled like a serpent ready to strike, and his cock felt 
massive, as if it were growing and growing ... expanding and 
contracting, throbbing almost painfully.


She clung to him tightly with her long, lovely legs wrapped around him, 
her strong thighs squeezing his hips, slackening and clamping, while 
her hungry pussy milked his prick with spasmodic clutches.


"Fuck me, Chri! Fuck me hard!" she groaned, her face a rich crimson, 
her neck strained back, her fingernails tearing at the flesh of his 
back and ribs. "Mon Dieu ... j'arrive! Oh ... Oooohhhh ... I'm cumming, 
Chri ... Oui, Oui ... I'm cuuuuummmmmiiiiinnnnnggggg!" she cried, 
pulling back her thighs until her knees pressed tightly against her 
breasts, presenting him with a stretched and palpitating pink fissure 
of moist, hair-lined flesh. He hammered into her with pile-driving 
thrusts, her legs up and over his shoulders now as she lifted her 
crotch up to him with convulsive jerks.


Girarde felt her cunt flowering open around him and warm gushes of hot 
fluid pour into the channel flooding his thrusting prick. He plunged 
farther, faster, digging deep, deep inside her, then felt her jerk up 
toward him several more times, the lips of her cunt working and sucking 
at his cock as if to draw the very life from him. Her breathing came in 
short, desperate gasps, and he thrust deep once again, suddenly sensing 
his own hot, seething sperm shoot from the nozzle of his shaft far up 
into her soft, quaking belly.


Madeleine moaned incessantly as his jerking prick continued to squirt 
its long hot streams into her and his body trembled violently against 
hers. She gave a sudden shrill squeal and screwed herself up onto his 
already deflating rod, holding herself there while her loins worked up 
and down of themselves, and he continued to pummel his finger in her 
widely stretched rectum ...


And then, she expelled her breath in one long, deep sigh, slowly 
collapsing beneath him, her body shaking and quivering in the aftermath 
of her climax, and he eased his finger from her back passage as he 
lowered his lips to hers.


He rolled off of her and they lay silent for a long moment. Finally, 
she said: "It was good, Chri ... so good, eh?"


"Christ, yes ... it was beautiful. I-I'm exhausted, ma chere." He, too, 
sighed. "Aaaahhhh ... let's sleep awhile now, eh?"


"Oui, Chri," she whispered, laying her hand on his arm. "Now, sleep 
..."


He did, almost immediately.


Madeleine smiled to herself. She was getting much better at it ... 
losing the little revulsions she had harbored for so long against the 
perversions that delighted men ... even growing to enjoy them more each 
time herself. So ... practice made perfection; was not that the rule of 
thumb? It wouldn't be long now ... and life was bearable at worst. He 
was good to her ... helped her ... had taught her much in the art ... 
And on Sundays now, after mass, she was able to see Igat and take her 
to the zoo or park for a few hours; but of course she couldn't go to 
the house to visit, or telephone there, nor make herself a nuisance in 
any respect to Madame Girarde ... but she was certain it wouldn't be 
much longer now.


With what she made as a cocktail waitress, plus her growing exclusive 
clientele since she had begun to prostitute herself, she felt confident 
that it would not be long before she had enough saved to steal her 
little Igat and run away to some city in the states where no one would 
ever find them.


The Blessed Mother wouldn't desert her; she felt sure of that. One had 
to have faith, such as she had. Mon Dieu, hadn't she made an offering a 
week at mass ever since Antoine was sent to prison? What further 
assurance could she have ...? But ... still ... still there was Uncle 
Gaston ... if he ever found her ... God, if he ever found her ... She 
shuddered silently and rolled to her side to try and sleep as best she 
could ... knowing all the while that it was just a question of time 
until he did ... just a question of time ...


End Volume One
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FOREWORD


The idea and theory that certain humans have been and are "possessed by the 
devil" is as old as the bible and has persisted down through the ages.


Even certain sects among America's earliest settlers believed that some 
members of the community were "witches" and could cast the "evil eye" on 
those to whom they took a dislike or misguided hatred.


It is on this theme that the author has based this interesting treatise set 
in our own times in any middle class and middle size city or town in the 
United States. The place might even be where you, yourself, live.


The recent motion picture: "Rosemary's Baby" is what started the wheels 
churning in the mind of the writer and intrigued him with the idea of what 
might happen were one or more "witches" to infiltrate a community and place 
it under the complete domination of "The Devil."


In the book, the author offers no explanations or firm answers; nor does he 
come to any definite conclusions on the subject-"are there or are there not 
"witches?"


We all know that evil exists in the world. Surely, the "evil that exists in 
men's souls," as Shakespeare put it, was not born within them at birth or 
placed there by God. To imagine this would be to deny all the teachings and 
beliefs of practically every civilized religion. Who put it there then? Does 
man "acquire" it through living with his fellow man? Or, is it rather the 
work of some mysterious, hidden force which we do not understand? Is the 
"Faustus" story true ?


Can man "sell his soul to the devil?" Will he, if given the opportunity?


That is the question raised and discussed so vividly and dramatically in 
this philosophically penetrating work by the author. Also, if one reads 
carefully, he might detect rather significant threads of satire interwoven 
masterfully into the plot. After all, evil is evil, no matter what 
rationalization we may use to explain its existence. Ergo: the devil may not 
be the devil, but may be the mind of man himself.


-THE PUBLISHERS SAUSALITO, CALIFORNIA NOVEMBER 1969


CHAPTER 1


It was, as they say, "a lovely wedding."


It was made doubly lovely-lovely because the groom was not only taking a 
bride, he had just been elected Mayor of the town.


Yes, Charles Redding Simpson had overwhelmingly defeated his opponent in 
Summervale's recent mayoralty campaign and was the youngest man ever elected 
to that prestigious office.


Charles, or Charlie, or "Red," as he was sometimes called by intimate 
friends, not only because it was a shortened version of his middle name but 
because his hair was of that flamed color, had been going with Julie 
practically since they were in grade school.


She was blonde and lovely in a kind of "girl-next-door" sort of way; the 
epitome of the Ail-American girl, as was Charles representative of the new 
and up-coming breed of young politicos, so well formerly represented by the 
Kennedys.


Julie had gone with him all through high school and then waited patiently 
while he went to college and she went to a fashionable Girl's School, and 
then continued to wait patiently until Charles took his degrees in Law and 
Business Administration. One degree wasn't enough for Charles Redding 
Simpson. He always had to do things a bit better than anyone else. Julie 
contented herself with a simple English major and spent most of her time 
fending off would-be daters and suitors. She was committed to Charles. He 
knew it and she knew it. But that didn't stop other guys from trying. She 
was so young and so attractive-and so sexy, in a "wholesome way," of course.


Even after all that waiting, neither Charles nor Julie were very old; 
Charles in his late 20s, Julie about 23. It had only seemed a long time. 
They were both still very young with plenty of time to enjoy life.


Julie had campaigned with her fianc, naturally, and it had been a hard 
fight. In some ways, Charlie's youth and lack of political experience had 
been against him. But in the final analysis, it helped put him over the top. 
The people were tired of the same old, tired speeches and cliches. Charlie 
gave them new ideas and new thoughts-the ideas and thoughts of youth.


It's a shame that his ideas about politics and city government didn't extend 
into the bedroom. Both he and his bride had been brought up in the strictest 
of moral and religious codes. They had done a great deal of "soft" petting 
in the summers between college terms, and once, during the last year, Julie 
had gotten so hot she thought she would burst her panties. Charlie's shorts 
were already wet with some cum that had started to seep from the tip of his 
penis. And all that was just from some hot, wet kisses, a squeeze of 
Charlie's hand on her breasts and before she knew it, she had squirmed her 
dress up to her navel and Charlie's hand was under it, fondling her pussy. 
Mind you, she squirmed it up, not Charlie. To him, a woman's vagina was the 
most sacred thing in the world, especially Julie's. He would never have 
dared to violate it.


But now they were finally married. Everything was legal and holy sanctioned. 
They were not extravagant on their honeymoon. They could not go very far 
away or stay for an extended time. Charlie had to be back to be sworn in as 
the Mayor. But they took a small trip to the mountains and prepared to enjoy 
their first night as a married couple.


They were both quite trepidatious and nervous; Charles because he wanted to 
be sure and not "hurt" Julie, and Julie because she didn't want to 
disappoint Charles.


It wasn't that either one was completely un-knowledgeable about sex, its 
deviations, variations and perversions. Both had studied abnormal psychology 
in school and had done their share of reading-technical books, of coursethat 
treated on sexual matters. But their upbringing precluded that either of 
them would even think of indulging or engaging in anything but "normal," 
heterosexual relationships for the purpose of having children. They weren't 
even Catholic. But that's the way they naturally, by their upbringing, 
thought of the subject.


Hence, their first night together was typical of a young couple that might 
have become married twenty or thirty or even fifty years ago.


Julie retired, modestly, into the bathroom, while Charlie hastily undressed 
in the semi-darkness of the room, donning his brand new pajamas. Julie 
undressed, carefully folding her traveling suit and under-garments so they 
wouldn't be mussed. As she unhooked her bra and pulled down her panty 
girdle, she did permit herself a brief sneaky look at her naked body in the 
full length mirror. She had to admit, even immodestly, that she was as 
beautiful as any girl who ever adorned the center cover of "Playboy." Maybe 
not as sexy or provocative, but certainly as beautiful. Her high, firm 
breasts, practically untouched by human hands, jutted out pointedly, the 
nipples large and firm with a dark center ring. The skin on her body was as 
perfect as her facial complexion; smooth and milky white. Her blue eyes were 
dazzling; her blonde hair a fitting crown. Her legs were long and graceful. 
She permitted herself a small smile at what she was reflected back from the 
mirror and hoped that Charlie would not be sorry they had had to wait so 
long. For just a fleet second her eyes darted to that scared sanctorum below 
her navel and she glanced at the also-blonde pubic hair that adorned the out 
flanges of her vaginal slit running down between her legs. She rubbed her 
hand over it gently, then quickly drew it away. That wasn't "nice."


As she looked she heard Charlie's voice calling from the bedroom. "You 
almost ready, Hon?"


"Almost," she replied gaily. Oh, she wanted this to be fun. Love should be 
fun, she thought, as she put her flimsy, sheer nightgown over her head and 
let it drop in clinging folds around her body. She clicked off the bath room 
light and went into the bedroom.


In the semi-darkened room, her eyes took a moment to adjust. She could not 
see her new husband. He had already climbed into bed and was steeling 
himself for an ordeal. He remembered every bit of literature and piece of 
information he had ever read about how a husband should treat his wife on 
the wedding night, especially if she was a virgin. Kindness. Gentleness. 
Take it easy. Remember, it's painful the first time for a virgin.


He was willing himself not to become too excited too soon when Julie opened 
the door and stood framed in the window between the bathroom and where he 
lay on the bed. Charles had opened the curtains and the windows a bit. 
Health, you know. Fresh air in the bedroom at night, the way he had been 
taught.


Just enough moonlight lit the room to frame and outline every luscious curve 
of Julie's body. His penis stirred and began rising just at the sight of her 
through the night-wearing apparel she wore. It was an even sexier sight to 
him than if Julie had appeared completely nude. Had Julie known that fact of 
life she probably would have been nude rather than clothed in a piece of 
silk that only enticed more than it hid. She did not want to overly excite 
Charles on this, their first night and spoil things for him.


"Charlie?" she whispered in a small voice.


"Over here, sweetheart," he replied.


Her eyes became accustomed to the dim light and she moved toward the bed. 
She lifted the covers, climbed in on the opposite side, and rolled into 
Charlie's arms. She pressed herself close to him as he embraced her as 
tenderly as possible. His hands moved to her breasts, cupped one of them and 
squeezed. She gave a little moan which Charlie completely misinterpreted. He 
was hurting her, he thought. He withdrew his hand. She pressed herself 
closer to him and almost melted her pelvis into his legs. She felt the 
large, hard lump and hoped she wasn't rushing things. She did want him with 
all the fervor of young passion. She hoped he would take his time but she 
needed to be prepared for this first invasion of her most sacred possession.


She wanted to feel her husband's organ-feel it for the first time with her 
hand and not be ashamed of the wanting and of thinking the thought. But did 
she dare? She returned Charlie's squeeze with one of her own on his hand, 
then slowly inched her hand down his side and leg, approaching his prick 
closer and closer. She sensed its hardness now and its heat.


Charlie felt her hand coming down lower and lower and could hardly stand it. 
He reached for her shoulder, found the top of the flimsy garment that 
protected her tits and thrust his hand inside it. He cradled a bare breast 
with one hand and tried to struggle out of his pajama pants with the other. 
He untied it as quickly as he could and was inching it down his thighs with 
his feet; first one then the other. It wouldn't move quickly enough. The 
pain and throbbing of his cock was agonizing. Finally he managed to expose 
his prick and rolled over and on top of his wife.


"Not yet, darling, not yet," Julie almost moaned.


Charles Redding Simpson reached down with both hands and lifted Julie's 
sheer nightgown. His penis contacted her pubic hair and he spurted cum all 
over it.


"Oh, God! Oh, God, no! We've waited so long."


Julie realized what had happened and could feel his large member pulsating 
and throbbing. She felt the moistness on her body and began sobbing.


"Oh, I'm sorry, Charlie. I'm sorry!" Charlie rolled off her like a shot. He 
was embarrassed and ashamed. He had never had so little control before; not 
with any of the few women he had fucked. He threw off the covers and almost 
ran into the bathroom, slamming the door as Julie called out, "Charlieeee!"


Then she lay there, trying to think what to do. Being a woman, she had not 
been nearly ready for that first insertion and thrust but she wanted her 
husband. Perhaps if she gave him time to recover? That's what he needed, she 
thought, just some time.


But Charlie continued to stay in the bathroom. A half hour went by; an hour. 
Julie began to wonder if something was seriously wrong. She got out of bed, 
tip-toed to the bathroom door and knocked on it gently. "Charlie?" she 
whispered again. There was no reply. "Sweetheart, it's all right. Come back 
to bed. Please." When there was still no reply she called again: "Charlie? 
Please come to bed."


The door opened and Charles stood there looking like the wrath of God. He 
was almost in a daze. Julie took him by the hand and gently led him back 
into their marital bed. They both just lay there, quietly, for several 
moments. Finally Julie broke the silence.


"Sweetheart?"


He did not reply.


"I-I've heard..." she began, hesitantly, " ... I've heard that there are 
other ways."


"No!" Charles almost shouted the word. It was almost a snarl; a grunt. He, 
too, "had heard," and once a whore had sucked him. He did not intend to 
permit his wife to humiliate herself in that way. Julie sensed what he was 
thinking and hastened to add: "Not for you, darling-for me."


"What?? ? ? " Charles Redding Simpson was flabbergasted. He could hardly 
believe his ears. Was his wife-his sweet, innocent Julie, suggesting that he 
commit an act of perversion on her?


"I'm sorry," Julie said again. It seems that she could do nothing right on 
this night of all nights. "I-I only thought it might excite you again-and 
make me more-more ready," she finished lamely.


Charles inhaled and exhaled with a deep, long sigh. "Julie, I'm sorry for 
what happened. Sorrier than you are, I assure you." He sounded more like a 
lawyer in a courtroom than a husband on his honeymoon. "But," he went on, 
his voice beginning to sound more and more business-like and authoritative, 
"it-it's just one of those unfortunate things. I-I should have been in more 
control of myself but the whole thing was just too much for me; the wedding, 
the excitement, the election. It's no great catastrophe. We'll be married a 
long time. There'll be lots of other nights. But, please don't suggest 
anything overt-something that we might both be sorry that we did. I-I have 
the greatest of respect for you," he continued, compounding the felony, "the 
same as I have for myself. I wouldn't want either of us to engage in any 
perverse acts that we might be ashamed of later."


With that, Charles Redding Simpson turned away from his bride and moved away 
to his extreme side of the bed. Julie thought for a moment that she was 
going to cry. She contained herself and spent a moment reflecting. Charles 
was right. She was a little hussy to even suggest it. Sweet, pure little 
Julie, wanting her husband to play with her pussy with his fingers, or to go 
even farther-with his lips and tongue. No! Charles was absolutely right to 
have reprimanded her. Why, she was acting no better than a whore.


"I'm sorry, darling," she said for the third time and ran her hand down her 
stomach, touching the top of her pussy. It was still wet and moist with her 
husband's semen.


Quietly, she got out of the bed on her side and tip-toed to the bathroom to 
wash herself. The very least she could do was to eliminate any reminder to 
Charles of his failure. In the shower, she soaped herself good and had to 
restrain the desire to put her own fingers down between her lips and play 
with herself. That wasn't "nice" either. But Julie was as passionate as the 
next woman and desired sex with all of the heat and abandon of her female 
sex, whether she knew or admitted it at the moment or not.


Finally she was clean again and had dried herself, rubbing briskly with the 
large fluffy towel. She carefully extinguished the bathroom light and crept 
back into her marital bed. Charles was breathing deeply. She couldn't tell 
whether he was really asleep or merely feigning because he was too 
embarrassed to talk further. Julie only hoped that she hadn't disappointed 
her husband too much. She moved close to him and gently allowed her hand to 
rest on his stomach, being careful not to touch his by now limp and useless 
organ.


* * *


Almost at the same moment when Charles failed in his attempt to consummate 
his marriage, another scene was taking place in the home of Mrs. Georgiana 
Carter back in Summervale.


Mrs. Carter had moved into the community about three months before Charles 
and Julie were married and Charles' election as Mayor.


She had campaigned for Charles and had made a sizeable donation to his 
campaign fund. In this way, she met not only Charlie and Julie but most of 
their friends.


She did not confine her activities and circle of acquaintanceships entirely 
to the society that the young Mayor and his wife moved in, but Charles 
Redding Simpson and Julie were her principal targets and prey.


The "scene" taking place in an upstairs room of Mrs. Carter's lavish home 
was like something straight out of "Rosemary's Baby."


Attended by her faithful servant, Mrs. Fenley, Georgiana Carter was 
conducting a "Black Mass." The room itself had been changed from an ordinary 
room into something resembling a "Chapel." There was an altar, hanging 
draperies and large tapers or candles, all in black. Above the altar, in 
place of the expected Christ or Virgin Mary, hung a representation of His 
Most Satanic Majesty-The Devil! Beelzebub Himself. Mrs. Carter and her 
assistant were praying to the Lord of Darkness, asking for guidance, 
instructions, and swearing to do His bidding as He commanded.


As they offered up their prayers and themselves into His unholy hands, they 
seemed to hear His Voice, commanding them and instructing them. They 
replied, aloud, speaking to His Image.


"We understand, Sire," Mrs. Carter murmured, her two index fingers making a 
sign of "The Horns" above her head. "Yes, Sire. Charles Simpson and his 
wife. I have already told You about their marriage. I have prayed to You to 
desecrate their wedding night."


She listened a moment and then smiled, evilly. An evil smile was not 
something that Georgiana Carter managed easily. She was a beautiful and 
voluptuous woman who appeared to be about twenty-five years old. She 
contrasted Julie with her coal-black hair but had the same milky-white, 
perfect complexion. Her breasts were almost twice the size of Julie's; 
perhaps not quite as firm in tissue, but every bit as delectable, if not 
more so. Her figure was "hour-glass" in shape; a very thin waist with well 
rounded hips that tapered down into legs resembling the drawings of Petty or 
Varga in the old Esquire magazine. She was sex personified. Her lips were 
full and overly-red; not because of using too much makeup. They were just 
naturally blood-red and inviting. There wasn't a trace of a wrinkle, not 
even "Laugh lines" around her eyes. Mrs. Carter rarely, if ever, laughed. 
That was not what she had been put on earth to do.


After listening intently for a moment, she nodded with satisfaction. "Good. 
Good," she murmured again. Apparently her supernatural contact had informed 
her of Charles' failure with his wife almost at the moment that it was 
happening.


Impossible ?


Who is to say?


The very religious believe in the existence of "The Devil." And those who 
are either open-minded or know about these things believe in "witches." 
After all, our forefathers and the Pilgrims believed in them. Perhaps they 
knew something that we of the more "enlightened" and modern society do not.


Yes, Georgiana Carter was a real "Witch." She was not twenty-five years old. 
Her age is indeterminable. She, herself, has forgotten how many decades she 
had lived, always doing The Devil's bidding, and remaining always, 
perpetually young. like the picture of Dorian Gray. Other things grew old, 
but not Mrs. Carter.


To begin with, that wasn't even her real name. She had had countless names 
and was forced to adopt a new one each time she moved into a new community. 
Mrs. Carter moved quite often. It usually took some time for people to 
become suspicious of her, but eventually, either the fact that her 
appearance never changed or because, in doing the Satanic bidding, she 
managed to enrage so many people, that they grew to hate her and she was 
unable to remain in the community any longer. It really didn't matter. The 
world is large and Satan has many places and people to conquer.


She was always welcomed into any community where she moved-at first. She 
appeared to have plenty of money-and did. She moved in the best circles, 
lived in a style and manner that only a millionaire could afford, 
entertained lavishly and was a most gracious and charming hostess.


For all this, she was, nevertheless, a Witch. Her real name was Natas Lived, 
not pronounced in the usual way that one would expect by simply looking at 
the name. The accent was on the second syllable of the first name, as in 
"Natasha," and her second name was divided into two parts with the accent 
again on the latter half, as in "Livid."


No one ever called her Natas or Madame Lived except her "assistant" who 
posed as her housekeeper and companion. Mrs. Fenley. Mrs. Fenley was only an 
"apprentice" in witchdom.


She was old and appeared to be old. But she had almost served out her time 
as a Devil's Disciple and was shortly due to be rewarded with the same 
beautiful face and figure, as well as the assignments, of Mrs. Carter. She 
was growing impatient with her secondary role to Georgiana and wanted more 
than anything else in the world to become a full-fledged, number one Witch. 
She tried to conceal her growing impatience from Mrs. Carter, not always 
with total success. There were times when Georgiana had to remind Mrs. 
Fenley of her position and that she, Mrs. Fenley, was required to merely 
assist her. However, the old woman did pester Mrs. Carter quite often and 
wanted to know: "When? When?"


She was doing it now while Natas prayed to her god, The Devil. "Ask Him," 
she urged Mrs. Carter. "Ask Him!"


Natas ignored Mrs. Fenley and went on praying, asking for guidance and 
swearing herself on the "altar of the horns." She listened again when she 
stopped her chanting and nodded with understanding. "Yes, Sire. I 
understand. As soon as they return from their honeymoon." She was forced to 
grin again when she uttered the word "honeymoon." She knew that Charles 
Redding Simpson and Julie were in for a disappointing time, not only on 
their honeymoon, but an even worse experience once they returned to 
Summervale.


She continued nodding her understanding and murmuring, "Yes Sire," to the 
unheard commands. "As soon as they return. A party? Of course. I will begin 
the arrangements immediately."


With that, she bowed low, kissed the foot of the altar, again made "the sign 
of the horns" and backed away slowly, her eyes riveted to her Master's 
image. Together, the beautiful Natas and the crone made their way out of the 
altar-room and into the lavishly-appointed sitting room.


"You may start dinner," Natas coldly ordered her servant, "and bring me my 
guest address book. We are going to have a party to celebrate the return of 
Mr. and Mrs. Simpson from their honeymoon." With that, she laughed loudly 
and coarsely.


"Yes, Madame," the servant bowed deferentially and left the room.


Natas went to her always well-stocked bar and poured herself a drink. She 
gulped it off like a sailor and poured another. This one she carried into 
the bedroom and surveyed the king-size bed and dresser, surrounded 
completely by mirrors. They were two-way mirrors. Behind this room was a 
small corridor that completely encircled the room. A hidden access to the 
corridor was activated by a secret button which Natas pushed, then entered 
through the opening revealed by a sliding panel in one wall.


In the corridor was motion picture equipment; 8mm cameras on tripods with 
various lenses. At the far end was a door. Natas proceeded down the 
corridor, opened the door and went into a small, but completely equipped 
dark room for the processing of movies and stills.


It was neat and clean. All was in readiness. Her modus operandi was always 
the same. Whoever his Satanic Majesty foisted her upon was first seduced by 
sex and then blackmailed. In the case of Charles and Julie, Natas was 
certain that Julie would not succumb to a lesbian approach; certainly not at 
first. Therefore, her initial victim had to be Charles. It should not be 
difficult-especially with the Devil's help.


Natas smiled to herself and began rubbing her hands over her luscious body; 
gently fondling her own breasts, then working down slowly over her flat 
belly, lower yet to her thighs and legs and back up to a point between them. 
She squatted slightly to give her hands more play and feel, then rubbed the 
palm and fingers hungrily over her pussy. She was getting excited just 
thinking about what she would entice the handsome, wholesome, Mayor Charles 
Redding Simpson to do under her guidance. All of it would be captured on 
film, of course, the cameras operated by the faithful Mrs. Fenley.


The Devil had chosen his disciple well. Natas Lived had lived up to His 
every expectation, and so she would again. Perhaps that was why he had 
"deviled her" (as opposed to christened her) with the name Natas Lived. If 
one knew that it was her real name and took the trouble to spell it 
backward, one would immediately recognize the words-S-A-T-A-N D-E-V-I-L.


* * *


The balance of Charles' and Julie's "honeymoon" was almost as unsatisfactory 
as the first night; not quite, but almost. They found things quite dull in 
the mountains. Charles was unlucky at catching fish and there wasn't much 
else to do. Except, of course, what honeymoon couples are supposed to do and 
want to do--make love. That's why they usually came to this rather remote 
place with its lovely scenery, peace and quiet.


But it was obvious to the both of them that they were not having a "good 
time." The second night in bed, Charles had managed to prevent himself from 
cumming too soon. Matter of fact, he failed to reach a climax at all. 
Julie's vagina proved to be so tight that he was unable to fully penetrate 
her. This time he did play with her cunt. But only with one finger. He was 
forced to do something to try and moisten the tiny hair-lined lips and 
entrance and force it to dilate. He kneaded her breasts and kissed her 
passionate. Then he would place his hand on her pussy and feel that it was 
moist. But every time he mounted her and tried to insert his penis, it only 
went so far and was resisted by her virginal cherry. She also moaned a bit 
in the process of his attempts and Charlie always immediately withdrew. He 
thought he was "hurting" her. He did not realize that she was moaning with 
pleasure and that that was the precise moment he should have shoved and 
rammed his prick into her.


The inevitable result was that he could not get inside her and the effort 
turned him off and caused him to lose his hard-on.


Things went on like this for almost the entire week. Both of them became 
more and more frustrated. Julie found herself wishing and thinking that her 
husband ought to let them try "something different." A different position 
perhaps or even fellatio and cunnilingus. Oh, they both knew all of the 
proper and technical names for the various variations of sexual intercourse. 
But Julie was afraid to even mention the subject after Charlie's reaction 
the first night. She was even afraid to suggest that it might be better if 
she were on top; or maybe if they both lie on their sides-something. Charlie 
seemed to resist and resent anything but what he called "normal" sex. That 
meant the man on top and the woman on the bottom. The man was the "male" 
wasn't he? No man is supposed to allow himself to be humiliated by letting 
his wife fuck him, or to subjugate himself by going down on her.


So, they struggled along that for almost an entire week, pretending to have 
fun during the day and trying to consummate their marriage each night.


Finally, on their last night, Charles had really worked Julie into a frenzy 
of passion with his kisses and kneading her breasts and finger-fucking her 
clitoris. Her cunt was hot and moist but the membrane that still separated 
her from Charles was intact.


As Charles worked and tried to screw his way into her, still meeting the 
same resistance, Julie suddenly grabbed both of his buttock cheeks in her 
hands and literally pulled her husband into her. She kept pounding on his 
ass, urging him on and on until finally, there was a "plop" sound inside her 
belly, a rending and a tearing, a great surge of liquid, half cum, half 
blood, and she was free. Charles realized what had happened and the thought 
of it excited him beyond endurance. He, too, spurted his load into her, 
breathing like a steam engine and sweating like a pig.


Finally, they both lay on the bed, exhausted and spent. But Julie was happy. 
She really wasn't sure whether she had had a true orgasm or not, but at 
least she was no longer a virgin. She had given herself to her husband 
completely and made him happy. That was enough in itself. For him to be 
happy made her happy. Now that the first awful trial and experience was 
over, they would have lots of time, as Charles had said, to make love. 
Perhaps, even in time, Charles would be able to relax a little and indulge 
in a few "variations." She would be patient. She would not rush him. After 
all, didn't she have the most wonderful, sought-after man in her entire 
society? She and Charles would be happy. She was certain of it. Maybe she 
would even get pregnant after tonight's success. She wanted a baby-Charlie's 
baby. She lay there, quietly, in the dark, and thought of being pregnant. It 
must be wonderful to be filled completely with another human being; to give 
life where there was no life before. Charles had gotten up and gone to the 
bathroom to wash himself. "Cleanliness is Godliness," his mother had always 
told him, and Charles believed it. He, too, was happy. He had "made" it at 
last. It wasn't exactly the thrill he had imagined it to be during the long 
years and months he had waited to fuck Julie. While he washed his penis and 
pubic hair, and then pissed in the toilet, he could remember other 
experiences dimly that had given him more sensation. But that was to be 
expected. After all, a husband is really not supposed to "enjoy" sex as much 
with his wife as he has with other women. But now there would be no "other 
women." And that, too, was the way God had meant things to be. "For better 
or for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, so long as 
ye both shall live."


Charlie smiled and began to whistle happily as he dried off his cock and put 
his pajamas on. Now that the sex act was over he felt the need to be clothed 
in bed. Sleeping in the nude was "somehow "indecent."


He turned off the bathroom light and went back to bed. Julie had heard him 
whistling and knew that that was a good sign. "Happy, darling?" she asked.


"Urammra," was the reply.


"So am I," she whispered.


"Good night," Charlie said, and patted her gently.


"Good night, sweetheart," her happiness only slightly dimmed by the fact 
that Charles had turned over on his left side and seemed to be asleep almost 
immediately. Julie was left with her thoughts, and they were good thoughts. 
like a little girl she began to pray, silently: "Now I lay me down to 
sleep..." The sentence was too long. It should have stopped after: "Now I 
lay..."


* * *


Natas lost no time in contacting Charles when he and Julie returned from 
their partially successful honeymoon. Mayor Simpson had not been in his 
office half an hour when his secretary informed him that Mrs. Carter was on 
the telephone. Of course Charles accepted the call immediately. He could 
hardly afford not to. He was well aware of the charming and lovely lady's 
monetary contributions and help during his campaign. Besides, he had it in 
the back of his mind to ask that she head up a committee on Urban 
Development. He took the phone and assumed his most pleasant, political 
voice.


"How are you, Mrs. Carter? Good to hear from you."


Natas assured the Mayor that she was well and inquired about his own health 
and that of his wife's and hoped that they had had a fabulous honeymoon.


"Oh, yes, yes indeed," Charles replied. "It--it was wonderful." He felt a 
little guilty at this slight, little white lie. "What can I do for you?"


"Oh, Mr. Mayor," Natas gushed in her sexiest voice, "to paraphrase the 
famous words of our late, beloved President, "it is not that I want you to 
do anything for me, but to ask what I might do for you?"


"Well, as a matter-of-fact..." Charles began, then broke off as Natas 
continued.


"And to invite you and Julie to a small party I'm giving on Saturday."


"I'm sure we'd love to come," Charles accepted quickly. "And incidentally, 
while you're on the phone, would you consider taking over the chairmanship 
of my committee for Urban Development?"


"Why, I'm very honored, Your Honor," Natas murmured in an even lower voice, 
if that was possible.


"Good. Maybe we can talk about it at the party."


"Oh, no. No you don't, you naughty Mayor. I will not have business discussed 
at a party. That's strictly for fun. But if you're free next week, perhaps 
you'd like to drop over for tea one afternoon and we can discuss it then."


"It's a date."


"When?" Natas pressed for a firm commitment.


"Well, just a minute, I'll have to consult my calendar." He hastily thumbed 
the pages of his appointment book. "How about Wednesday afternoon?"


"Wednesday will be perfect."


"See you then," Charles said.


"No, no, no. See you Saturday evening. You won't forget now?"


"I won't forget."


"And be sure to tell Julie. Women don't like to be surprised with last 
minute appointments, you know. Especially new brides. She might want to buy 
a new dress or something."


"I'll tell her this evening. And thanks for calling, Mrs. Carter."


"Goodbye." Natas broke the connection, and smiled. She turned to find Mrs. 
Fenley at her side.


"It is arranged?" the old lady inquired.


"All arranged."


"Good."


"Now I must complete the invitations. When they learn that the Mayor will be 
here, you won't be able to drive them away with sticks."


"Or horns," the elderly woman grinned, then laughed.


And she was right. That Saturday evening, everybody who was anybody in 
Summervale was present to celebrate the Mayor's return with his bride. The 
couples varied in age from over fifty to under thirty. Natas circulated 
herself copiously, as any gracious hostess is supposed to do, and carefully 
noted, for future reference, the ones who might be "of use" in the future; 
the ones who drank a little too much or who appeared to "get high" easily; 
the husbands and wives who smiled at each other through clenched teeth and 
obviously were having some marital difficulty.


Natas wore a concealed cordless microphone-transmitter in her dress. All she 
had to do was bend her head slightly and whisper into it. Every word was 
taken down on a small tape recorder in the upstairs corridor behind the 
large bedroom with the two-way mirrors and cameras. She was preparing her 
next moves and making careful note of those whom she would invite back in 
the future for an entirely different kind of "party."


Mayor Simpson and his charming Julie were graciousness personified. All, or 
most, of the guests were already friendly to them and the Mayor's 
supporters, but Charles was so handsome, so self-contained and diplomatic 
that he managed to cement the loyalty of a few of the older guests who had 
questioned his youth and had doubted his ability to hold so responsible a 
job. When the affair broke up, no one had any doubts that their new Mayor 
was destined to go far in politics. The Governorship, perhaps, The 
Senate-even The Presidency, in time. Well, why not ? As one of the guests 
observed:


"He's as charming as John Kennedy, and every bit as good-looking."


"He seems to know what he's doing," another said.


In short, Mrs. Carter's homecoming party for the Simpsons was a huge success 
and certainly aided the new Mayor's quest for friends and support. He was 
properly grateful at the door before he took his leave.


"I can't begin to thank you, Mrs. Carter," Charles took Natas' hand and 
shook it warmly.


"You were marvelous. Simply wonderful,"


Julie added and gently pressed her face on Georgiana's, first one side then 
the other, like two Frenchmen greeting each other.


"I'm so glad you enjoyed yourselves," Natas replied with her most 
ingratiating smile. "We must do this more often."


"Any time you say," Charles said.


"Just give us a call," Julie chimed in.


"Good night."


"Good night."


Charles and Julie turned to go. Julie continued ahead of her husband toward 
their car. Charles remembered something and turned back. "Oh. You haven't 
forgotten our appointment on Wednesday?" he asked.


"Certainly not," Natas murmured like a cat about to pounce on a bird. "I'm 
looking forward to it with the greatest of pleasure."


And they were gone.


When the last guest had departed and the last drink consumed, Natas turned 
to Mrs. Fenley as she was about to retire to her room.


"We will say Mass every morning until Wednesday. Wednesday you will be 
prepared to assist me."


"Yes, of course, Natas Lived," the old one murmured and bowed her head.


Someday, she thought, I will be like her. I will be master. I will be young. 
If this comes off well she would ask Him to keep his promise and promote her 
to that position.


CHAPTER 2


On Wednesday, promptly at the appointed hour, Charles Redding Simpson 
presented himself at the home of Mrs. Georgiana Carter. He had cancelled all 
appointments for the day and was ready to be at his most charming best. He 
had the strange feeling that he needed this woman; not only her money and 
support, but in some other way. She was forceful and a commanding figure. 
She had authority, somehow, and was strong. He liked that kind of woman. He 
had not given her a single thought sexually. That wasn't in Charles' 
nature-at least he thought it wasn't. While it was true that he had had a 
few flings before he married Julie, they meant nothing. They were what every 
young, red-blooded American boy was supposed to do before he got married and 
settled down. He had sowed his wild oats, as his parents and grandparents 
used to say. No. This attraction to Mrs. Carter was something even stronger 
than sex. The Mayor couldn't put his finger on it and really didn't even try 
to analyze it. All he knew was that he wanted her on his side and that she 
could be valuable to him.


Natas opened the door to him herself. Mrs. Fenley was already upstairs in 
the corridor behind the bedroom, threading up the cameras with film and 
focusing them on the entire room with special close-up lenses for the bed, 
couch and chairs. The Witch was wearing her sexiest dress, but it was not 
brazen. It was not to shock, only to titillate. It hung close to her body, 
outlining every curve; not cut too low, but emphasizing her large breasts. 
In addition, she wore the slightest hint of a most exotic perfume. It was 
that odor that assailed Charlie's nostrils as he first entered and greeted 
her. Just a whiff of it made him quite giddy.


The "perfume" was actually a "potion" in a very mild form. Every Witch is 
supplied her potions and Natas had her share.


They exchanged pleasantries after "how do ya do's" and she led Charles into 
the living room.


"You must be tired," she began. "I am-a little."


"You have such a responsible job," she continued, "and in such difficult 
times. I do want to be of as much help to you as possible."


"You have been of enormous help already, my dear Mrs. Carter, and I owe you 
my everlasting thanks. But if I can prevail on you to take over this 
Chairmanship..."


"Wouldn't Chair-ladyship be more appropriate?" she laughed.


"Of course. It's just a figure of speech."


"I know. How about a drink?"


Charles immediately raised his eyebrows. "So early?"


"Yes, it's early, but you do look as though you could stand a bit of 
relaxing."


"Well, perhaps you're right," Charles agreed. He was willing to agree to 
practically anything Mrs. Carter said if he could only persuade her to give 
further of her time and money. He had no way of knowing, of course, that 
Natas was willing to give even more than that.


"What'll it be?" she asked.


"Oh, I don't know," he replied amiably. "I hardly ever drink this early so 
I'll leave it to you."


"It's rather warm out. How about a daiquiri."


"Daiquiri? I don't think I've ever had one."


"Really? Well then that's what it shall be. You really must try one of my 
daiquiris." She began mixing the ingredients; rum, lime juice, cracked ice, 
just a dash of sugar, and heavy on the rum. Natas knew that given enough 
citrus juice, the light rum became almost disguised no matter how heavily 
the drink was loaded with the potent liquor. It was something like a "Brandy 
Alexander." Most men used that one to loosen up women. The milk or cream hid 
the potency of the brandy and it tasted almost like a small milk shake.


"They tell me in the West Indies," Natas went on, "that my daiquiris are 
absolutely authentic and rank with the best the natives can make."


This was just a remark designed for conversation and Charlie took the bait. 
"I didn't know you had been to the West Indies," he said.


"Oh, more than 'been there,' she replied. I lived there for almost two years 
after Mr. Carter died."


"It must be interesting-traveling about like that."


"Yes, it is," she agreed as she brought him bomber number one. "But after 
awhile it becomes dull, like almost anything else. I find that I like it 
here in Summervale as well or better than anywhere else in the world."


"I'm glad," Charles smiled politely. "And I hope you'll stay forever."


Forever. A long time, but possible in Mrs. Carter's case. "Shall we drink to 
that?" she raised her glass in a toast.


"I can't think of anything better to drink to," said Charlie, raising his 
glass and clinking it lightly against hers. "Well, here's to you," he 
offered as he quaffed the stiff cocktail. He didn't frown or flinch, so well 
had the Witch concocted her brew. He merely moistened his lips 
appreciatively. "Urn. Good."


"I'm glad it pleases you," Natas returned.


Charles took another slurp, relaxed on the sofa and tugged at his tie a bit. 
"I wonder why people say that?"


"Say what?"


"Here's to you." Charles grinned. He was about to spring one of his best 
jokes on Mrs. Carter. "You know, there's an old joke about that."


"Tell me," she said, and sat down close to him on the sofa, her perfume 
floating gently in his direction.


"Well, it goes like this: An Englishman was criticizing the Americans, which 
is pretty usual, or used to be, and he said: 'you know, you Americans have 
some peculiar sayings. For example, when you make a drink, you put liquor in 
it to make it hot, ice in it to make it cold, lemon to make it sour, sugar 
to make it sweet, then you say: 'here's to you,' and drink it yourself."


Mrs. Carter laughed appreciatively even though the last time she had heard 
that old wheeze was-how long ago? She preferred not to think about how long 
ago it was. "Oh, that's funny," she said.


Charles sipped the remainder of the cocktail and set it down. "Now, about 
this Chairman-er-Chairladyship..." he began in a business-like way.


"Let's have one more before we begin talking business."


"Oh, really, I-I don't think I'd better, so early in the day."


"Mr. Mayor," Natas' voice dropped another octave and she feigned a mock 
frown, "you want me to take that Chairladyship don't you?"


"Indeed I do."


"Then, I insist. Another of my famous daiquiris and then we'll get down to 
the cold hard facts of life." Natas grinned to herself when she said that. 
Charles had no idea of the double entendre. "Hot, hard facts of life," Natas 
whispered to herself as she picked up the empty glasses and returned to the 
bar. While she mixed the second cocktail she stole a glance at Charles. He 
had tugged still more at his collar and seemed to be warm and really 
starting to relax. "Take your coat off Mr. Mayor," she invited. "Make 
yourself comfortable."


"Well, it is a little warm."


"I'll turn on the air-conditioner."


The drink seemed to be having the desired effect but Natas couldn't be sure 
of Simpson's tolerance for alcohol. Perhaps something a bit extra was needed 
just to be on the safe side. When she poured in the lemon juice she took a 
small vial from her bra and emptied its contents into Charles' glass. Natas, 
of course, was privy to all kinds of "potions." She would have been a pretty 
poor excuse for a Witch if she wasn't. This one was odorless and tasteless. 
It not only released all inhibitions, it was also a powerful aphrodisiac. If 
everyone could concoct Natas' potion, marijuana would go out of style the 
next day.


She stirred the mixture lustily and brought it back to the Mayor. "This 
time-to you," she said, sexily as she handed it to him.


In true Rowan and Martin tradition, he responded with: "I'll drink to that," 
and did.


It glided down as smoothly as the first. Natas sat beside him again, waited 
only a few moments, then moved closer. As she spoke, her hand casually came 
to rest on Charlie's knee.


The Mayor tried to pay attention to her words but suddenly his mind began to 
wander and the strangest thoughts rolled around.


"Now about this Urban Development project," she was saying.


"Yes-yes, the Urban Development..." Charles looked at her and could only see 
her blood-red lips and the tops of her milk-white breasts that peaked out 
enticingly above the bodice of her dress.


God, she's beautiful, Charlie thought, and took another gulp of his 
cocktail. Natas' hand crept slowly up his knee to his thigh and he felt a 
vague stirring under his shorts.


"It means an awful lot of work, of course," she went on casually, "but I 
think I can manage it. Of course, I certainly want to, if it will help you." 
She leaned even nearer to him and allowed her hand to drop over between his 
crotch.


His penis jerked again under his pants and his prick began to harden. What 
was she doing, he thought? And why was he thinking about what he was 
thinking about? He tugged at his collar and tie again, this time loosening 
it completely and unbuttoning his shirt slightly.


"Here, let me," Natas reached over obligingly and then began unbuttoning the 
shirt all the way to the top of his trousers and the belt buckle.


"Mrs. Carter..." Charlie began, but could find no words to continue. His 
body was beginning to feel as if it were on fire. His cock had now hardened 
stiffer than he had ever felt it before. He looked at the' woman who was in 
the process of undressing him and thought lewd thoughts of which he believed 
he was incapable. What would she look like without clothes? What would it be 
like to fuck her? He had to know. He had to find out. He gulped the last few 
drops in the glass as Natas finished unbuttoning his shirt and began pulling 
it out from its confines. The ends slid over his prick and stomach and he 
jerked involuntarily again.


"Could-could I have just one more?" he asked, extended his glass.


"Why certainly, Charlie," Natas took his glass, patted his stomach and the 
hard bulge beneath it lightly and went to the bar.


Quickly, she mixed another daiquiri; just a "plain" one this time but again 
heavily laced with rum. One "potion" was quite sufficient. That, coupled 
with the amount of rum she had put into the drinks were enough to set Mayor 
Charles Redding Simpson on his already flushed face. And that was exactly 
what Natas intended doing.


"Has anyone ever called you 'Red'? " she asked as she brought the drink 
back.


"Hmnnn? What?" Charlie was beginning to feel simply wonderful. He was 
burning with desire. Never had he felt such delicious, painful throbbing in 
his prick. He was rapidly going, as the kids say, "out of this world."


"Red. Anyone ever call you that?" Natas handed him the drink. He gulped it 
eagerly as if his tongue was burning, which it was.


"Red? Oh. Yeah. Yeah, they-they used to call me 'Red' in school."


"I thought so," the Witch answered.


"Yeah, well it-it's not only because of the color of my hair. Y'see my 
namesh Charles Redding Shimpson," he slurred. Charles Redding Simpson was, 
by now, both drunk and keyed to the bursting point from the potion Natas had 
given him.


"I wonder," Natas began as she again sat close to him," I wonder if you've 
got something else that-that's red."


"Huh? What-whtdya mean?" he asked thickly and slurped at his drink.


"Oh, you know," she said lightly. "All the men always wonder if a blonde 
girl is really a blonde. I was just wondering if you were really a 
red-head."


Charles stood up indignantly and stripped the shirt from his back, throwing 
it on the sofa. "You-you think I dye my hair? No sir. No-sir! It's red. All 
of it. Red. Red, red!"


"Show me," Natas half ordered, half suggested teasingly.


"Huh?"


"Show me. I don't believe you."


"Well, you better believe me," Charles said drunkenly." Charlie Simpson 
don't lie. Nossir. Whatever else you wanna say about Charlie Simpson, he is 
not a liar."


"All right then. Show me."


"I'll show you. I'll show you."


Charles began unbuckling his trousers. He was conscious of his extended 
penis but it didn't seem to matter. Why shouldn't he take off his clothes in 
front of Mrs. Carter and show her that he was red all over? He glanced out 
at her from the corner of one eye as he zipped down his pants and let them 
fall to the floor. She had bent over a little to watch, her breasts more 
revealed, her lips and body even more tantalizing. He tried to step out of 
his pants but the bottoms were too small for his shoes. Charles had not 
adopted the newer, "mod" wide trousers from the 30s. He was still Brooks 
Brothers, or close to it; conservative in dress, conservative in thought and 
deed, conservative in bed. But not today. Not at this moment. He almost fell 
to the floor, sat down and began yanking at his shoes. Natas smiled 
discreetly, reached under a table near the sofa and pressed a button. Mrs. 
Fenley, upstairs, would activate the cameras now. Two were focused on the 
living room; a wide angle and an extreme close up lens.


"That's it Red. Go boy, go," Natas urged him on as Charlie nearly tore his 
shoes off and slung them away. He pulled off his trousers and stood up clad 
only in shorts and socks.


"Well," Natas smirked.


"Well, what?"


"Well, go ahead, take 'em off. I can't tell anything when you've got all 
those clothes on."


Charlie gave the woman one more look. His thoughts were wilder now and more 
erotic. Yeah. Yeah. Get naked. If I get naked, she'll get naked. Then I'll 
fuck her. Boy, will I fuck her."


With a quick motion he drew down the shorts over his extended cock and let 
them fall around his ankles. His prick stood out at full length, throbbing. 
And there was no question that "Red" was red all over. His pubic hair 
glistened in the light of the lamp shade.


"See?" Charles said, almost belligerently. "Now do you believe me?"


Natas merely smiled ;her sexiest and most provocative smile, "Come to me," 
she murmured.


Charles almost fell down getting to the sofa. He threw himself upon Natas 
and tried to pull her face to his.


"No, Charles. Not yet. But I will kiss you. I'll do things to you, you've 
never even dreamed of. But first, it's your turn."


"What? Whatdya want me to do?" His speech was becoming even thicker; his 
passion mounting by the minute.


"Well..." Natas began hesitatingly and even more teasingly, "you might begin 
by taking off your socks. Socks are such unromantic things, don't you think 
so?"


She rose and moved toward him as Charles bent almost immediately and began 
removing them. "Besides," she continued, "I want to see you completely 
naked. I don't want you to even have socks on."


Charlie tossed the socks aside, grinned a silly grin and stood up. "How's 
that?" he asked stupidly.


"Hmnn. Not bad. Turn around."


Charlie did an awkward pirouette. Natas was having him perform like an idiot 
for benefit of the camera grinding away upstairs, recording every idiotic 
move.


"Ummmm. You've got a nice one," she whispered and moved next to his body, 
rubbing her pelvis over his lust-hardened penis.


Charles thought he would burst. Wildly, he threw his arms around her and 
tried to embrace and kiss her.


"Easy, Red, easy. I told you. "You'll get everything you want as soon as I 
get everything I want."


"What-what do you want?" Charlie could barely get the words out. He stumbled 
to the sofa and gulped the remainder of the cocktail. He had a strange 
peculiar kind of vision now; it was somehow blurred, yet clearer than ever 
before. The woman standing before him was the most desirable female he had 
ever seen. All thoughts of resisting her left him as the potion took effect. 
He only wanted to do her bidding and please her. He had to do anything she 
asked. Then, maybe, she would permit him to possess her.


Natas surveyed her victim with a practiced eye. She knew how straitlaced he 
was; what his moral upbringing had been and how he had resisted any 
suggestion of "abnormal" sex. All this, her Master, Satan Himself, had 
conveyed to her by hidden thought. She had to be sure that the drinks and 
the potion had made him into a complete love slave.


"Would-would you like to see me without any clothes on?" she teased.


"Oh, God!" It was a low moan and he tried to embrace her again. She held him 
off with her hand.


"Well, then, why don't you take off my shoes?"


Charles slid off the sofa to the floor, sat by her feet and removed her 
shoes. Natas had not worn any hosiery-on purpose. Her feet were bare under 
the stylish high heeled pumps.


"Ummm. That's nice. Now, you can massage my feet, darling, they're tired."


Charles immediately took one foot in both hands and began to massage it from 
toe to ankle, top and bottom with firm caresses. Natas lay back on the sofa. 
This was going to be fun, she thought, in addition to the humiliation it 
would heap upon the Mayor of the town.


"That's good. Why don't you massage them with your mouth, darling?"


Natas had one fleeting moment of doubt. Would this fine upstanding man, this 
pillar of society and moral righteousness, actually allow himself to be 
conned into kissing and licking her feet?


She offered up a silent prayer to His Most Satanic Majesty and hoped He 
would not fail her. He didn't.


Charlie hesitated only a brief instant, then bent low to her pedal 
extremities and began kissing her feet. She looked down on him and watched, 
hoping the films would be clear.


"Lower. Lower, my darling. All over. The soles and the toes. Suck my toes," 
she whispered into his ear and followed that by blowing a thin, hot stream 
of her breath into it.


Charlie jerked again. She looked at his prick. A small bit of cum had oozed 
its way to the top. He was ready. Devil! Was he ever ready.


Charles bent even lower, sprawling his nude body on the floor and took each 
foot in each hand. From one to the other he licked the soles then ran his 
tongue up and over the tops and down to the big toe. He placed it into his 
mouth. His tongue wrapped itself around the toe and he began sucking it.


"Oh, good, sweetheart," she told him. "Suck it. Suck it like a cock."


His oral movements became more vibrant. He moved from the big toe down in 
between and clasped the first to his mouth, lips and tongue. He sucked 
awhile then carefully ministrated to each toe on each foot. His ass began 
swaying and swirling and he was caught up in a sexual act and desire he, 
himself, was amazed at. It did not matter what he did. He wanted to do 
anything this woman told him.


Natas let him go on briefly, enjoying herself, then decided that there was 
no sense in wasting film. He was ready to be taken upstairs to the bedroom. 
The view would be clearer there and the circumstances more comfortable.


She pulled her feet away from his mouth impatiently. "That's enough down 
here. Follow me!"


She rose and went to the staircase. Charles sat on his haunches for a moment 
and looked at her longingly. "It's all right," she reassured him, "we're 
just moving where it's more comfortable. You want me to be comfortable, 
don't you?"


God! Did he ever. He rose and walked toward her, his penis waving like a 
wild thing. Natas stopped at a small table near the bottom rung of the 
steps, opened a drawer and took out a dog collar.


As Charles approached her, she said, "you know Red, I've always wanted a pet 
and I've never had one. I've always wanted a little doggie. Will you be my 
little doggie?"


"Anything. Anything. Only God..."


"Bend down then-on all fours."


Charles obediently dropped to his hands and knees. Natas carefully fitted 
the dog collar around his neck, attached a leash and began leading him up 
the stairs. "Come on, little doggie. Come, pet," she urged and hoped to the 
Devil that Mrs. Fenley had the cameras working properly.


Charles followed her, hopping his way up the stairs, giving little 
yapping-noise imitations of a pet poodle on the way. Natas laughed as though 
she were pleased with his performance, urging Charles on to even more 
ludicrous antics.


At the top she stopped, faced a wall where she knew a camera was trained, 
and commanded: "Now sit up and beg for mama. Sit up, oooptsy-wooptsy."


And Charles Redding Simpson, Mayor of Summervale, sat up on his bended hind 
legs, hands hung limp in front and pretended to beg like a dog.


"Oh, that's a nice doggie," Natas complimented him and tousled his red hair. 
"Now, mummy must be nice to her little bow-wow," she finished and led him 
into the bedroom.


This was where the real work was to be done and where Mr. Mayor was to 
receive his complete humiliation. She led him to the bed, took off the dog 
collar and faced him.


"No more little pet, Red. How much do you want me?"


"More than anything. More than..." Charlie dropped to his knees and clasped 
his arms around her waist.


"Get up!" she commanded.


He arose a little unsteadily. "Undress me!"


He opened his mouth to speak but no sound came. He was dry-mouthed and 
speechless. That's what he wanted more than anything; to see this beautiful 
woman naked.


"The zipper is behind," she told him.


He moved back of her quickly, found the zipper and pulled it straight down. 
It loosened her dress completely. The garment fell away and she was clad in 
only a bra and panties. When he hesitated she spoke a bit harshly. "Well, 
what are you waiting for? Take them off."


He sprang into action, fumbled for the brassiere clasp, found it, unhooked 
it and threw it aside. The next instant his hands attempted to encompass her 
breasts. She forced them aside. "No. First the panties."


This action forced him to his knees again in order to draw them down around 
her hips and help her out of them. She steadied herself with one hand on his 
shoulder while she disengaged her feet from the garment, then held him down 
at her feet when he tried to rise.


"Kiss me now Red. Kiss me-all over!"


When he again tried to rise and find her lips, she held him in a kneeling 
position. "From the bottom," she instructed.


This time, Charles didn't even hesitate. He began kissing and tonguing her 
from her feet straight up her legs to her loins. She spread her legs apart 
and ordered him inside her thighs-the fleshy part. He was beginning to get 
the idea now and liked it. Natas could tell by the way he kissed, and sucked 
and tongued and nibbled. When he reached her softly hair-lined vaginal slit 
she stopped him with a pressure on his head.


"Now, from the top."


"He immediately rose and tried to kiss her on the lips. She turned away. 
"Not yet. First my ears, my neck, my breasts..."


He nodded with understanding and fell to his work. He wormed his tongue 
inside her ears, gently caressed her neck with his lips and carefully sucked 
and licked at each breast nipple until it stood out as pointed as horns.


"That's good. That's nice," she urged him on. Now lower. Lower."


He obeyed without question, kissing and nibbling at her stomach, putting his 
tongue into her navel as he went down, down and down again. Now his mouth 
rested just above her pubic hair.


"Kiss it. Kiss it sweetly."


Charles nibbled and ran his tongue over the hair, went lower and found the 
smooth palpitating cuntal slit. His tongue slid inside and upward to the 
clit. He found his target and began licking as if he had done it all of his 
life.


Natas fell back on the bed, spread her legs wide and into an upward arc to 
give him complete access. She wanted his whole tongue in her cunt. This was 
a virgin tongue, unsoiled by any other woman and somehow it made it better. 
She bent his head, played with the hair on top, twiddled at his ears and 
screwed her buttocks in and out on his hot, moist tongue. It was all she 
could do to contain herself from cumming.


One more act. One more humiliation had to be recorded on film. Then she 
would be free to release her feelings in a wild surge. She gently withdrew 
his head and mouth from the wet cunny slit and turned herself over. "My ass, 
sweetheart," she whispered. "Kiss and love my ass."


Charles was too far gone to resist now. He took one look at the smooth white 
cheeks of the buttocks below his hungry eyes and began kissing every inch of 
it.


"In the middle-kiss it there. Put your tongue in it!"


Charles found the spot, stiffened his tongue and ran it up and down her anal 
entrance. Natas could contain herself no longer, she had to cum-she had to. 
She swirled her body frontward again, pulled Charles' head down into her 
cunt, wrapped her legs around his face as he buried his tongue in her and 
spurted her boiling cum deep up into his throat. She came and came and came. 
She hadn't had such a lovely orgasm in-oh Devil-how long?


At last she lay exhausted while Charles still tried to lick her and moved 
his hips from side to side, his prick as erected as when they had begun.


Natas looked down at it and smiled a smile that could have only been 
duplicated by her Master, the Devil. It was almost as if He had put the idea 
into her head. She had thought of letting Charles fuck her, for benefit of 
the camera, and later for his wife's edification. She had to smile when she 
thought about Julie and how she was going to react when she saw her husband 
kissing a woman's feet, being led around on a dog collar and leash, and 
finally sucking a woman's cunt and ass. The girl would do anything after she 
viewed the films.


Much as she wanted Charlie's prick in her at that moment, she restrained 
herself again. There would be time for that; plenty of time. She was free to 
enjoy Charlie any time and in any way she chose from now on. While she 
permitted the man to lick and suck the last of her cum from her still gently 
throbbing vaginal slit she reached out to a night stand beside the bed and 
again pressed one of the conveniently-placed buttons which would signal Mrs. 
Fenley that the show was over. She could stop the cameras now. She was going 
to humiliate Charles still further but she didn't need to record it on film. 
She had enough.


"Stand up!" she ordered Charles.


He immediately rose. Anticipation was in every muscle, vein and fiber of his 
body. He was ready to shove his hard cock into her and probably ready to 
spurt in a matter of seconds. That really wouldn't be any fun for her and 
would only satisfy him and make him think that he had conquered her. No! 
There was a better way to teach Charlie his final lesson.


"Now," she hissed, almost like a snake, "jerk it off."


Charlie's eyes opened slightly as he tried to wipe his brain clear and 
comprehend what the woman was saying. "Wha...? What?"


"Let's go in the bathroom. I'll tease you and you jerk off into the toilet. 
I want to see that beautiful cum of yours spurt out and go to waste."


"But-but you said..." Charlie began in a slight protest.


"I said nothing," Natas retorted sharply. "You want to please me, don't 
you?"


"Yes, but..."


"Then do as I say. Don't worry about losing a little sperm, Red, darling. 
There's plenty more where that came from, isn't there?"


With that she got up and gave his balls a tickle with one hand. The action 
caused his prick to jump and jerk even more violently. Then she grabbed his 
penis firmly in her hand and began leading him, pulling him by it into the 
bathroom.


It was a huge bathroom with a sunken tub, separate shower stalls and a 
recessed toilet bowl. His and Her wash bowls were in ebony black. She pulled 
Charlie to the toilet seat, raised it and began playing with his neck, ears, 
back and ass. "Go ahead," she urged. "Take it in your hand and jerk it off."


Almost mesmerized, Charles found himself putting his own hand on his prick 
and begin jerking it up and down. The effect of the woman's hands on his 
back and ass, up and down his legs made holding back impossible. He had one 
fleeting moment of thought, remembering when he had done it as a kid. He had 
been in the bathroom of his parents' house and forgotten to lock the door. 
He'd been sitting on the edge of the toilet stool, yanking away, beating his 
meat, when his mother had come in. She had taken one horrified look, then 
turned and ran, slamming the door. That night, his father had given him a 
two hour lecture on masturbation.


"It addles the brain, son," he had said. "People who do that go crazy."


His father had scared him so that, much as he had been tempted, he had 
resisted the impulse, until now. As a consequence, he had had more than his 
share of wet dreams. The cum had to be released some way while he had 
courted Julie, and so it had merely spurted all by itself, at night, in bed 
while he was asleep.


But now he was doing it to himself again--really jerking it. He felt it 
growing hotter and hotter; harder and harder. When Natas jammed her finger 
unexpectedly deep up into his rectal passage he reached a climax and the cum 
gushed as if from an artesian well.


Natas patted his back. "That's a good boy. Good boy. Now, don't you feel 
better?"


Charles nodded, dumbly and stared down at the organ in his hand which was 
rapidly going limp and relaxing. Natas handed him a Kleenex. "Here, wipe it 
off, then wash yourself and come lie down. With that, Natas went back into 
the bedroom, pressed the intercom and ordered Mrs. Fenley to bring a cup of 
specially brewed coffee for Charles to drink. It was brewed from specially 
imported beans and in addition, contained a small sleeping potion designed 
to give Charlie some much-needed rest and wipe all bad thoughts from his 
mind. Natas could not erase the entire memory of Charles' degradation from 
his mind, but he would only remember what he had done in vague generalities, 
not in specific details. That would come later, when she was ready to remind 
him of it.


Charles stood over the toilet bowl and shook his head to clear his mind. It 
was hopeless. He was confused and tired. Very tired. He used the piece of 
tissue to wipe the head of his cock, felt the need to urinate, did so, 
flushed the toilet and went to the wash bowl. He doused his face and head in 
the cold, running water, soaped his penis and dried himself. When he entered 
the bedroom, Natas had donned a negligee and beckoned to him.


"Come, Charles, lie down. You must be very tired."


"Yes. Yes, I am. A little." He went to the bed and sat down on it. He was 
hardly aware that the door had opened and Mrs. Fenley entered carrying a cup 
of coffee. He was not aware that now he sat naked before two strange women. 
It didn't seem to matter.


"Thank you, Mrs. Fenley, that's all," Natas waved the old woman out curtly.


Mrs. Fenley backed out slowly, but not without having observed with longing 
the sight of Charlie's prick. Even in its relaxed state it made her mouth 
and cunt water. Soon, she would be made attractive to a man like that. Soon, 
she too would ... she hesitated at the door.


"I said, that's all!" Natas' voice shook her out of her day dream. She 
nodded and left.


"Here you are, Charles. Drink this."


Natas held the cup to his lips and he sipped deeply. "It will make you feel 
better and help you rest."


Charles drank more and finally took the cup and drained it. Then he gave a 
big sigh and flopped back on the bed. Within minutes he was asleep.


Natas set up a still camera and took a few fast film shots of him stretched 
out on the bed in the nude. They might come in handy too. Anyone who saw 
them was bound to ask who had taken them-and why.


CHAPTER 3


Charles awoke with a start. He sat up on the bed and stared about the room 
for several seconds before his mind came back into focus and he remembered 
where he was. He rubbed his hand over his forehead and tried to clear the 
fuzziness from his mind. What had happened? It was all hazy and dim. He 
remembered getting the hots for Mrs. Carter and that she had responded and 
teased him. But he couldn't remember any details. The potion he had been 
given had that additional side after-effect.


He got up and stumbled into the luxurious bathroom. It, too, seemed familiar 
but he couldn't be sure. He doused his face in cold, running water from the 
tap and felt better. Returning to the bedroom, he seemed to realize for the 
first time that he was nude and looked for his clothes in a moment of panic. 
His shorts, shirt and trousers were neatly folded and laid out carefully on 
a chaise lounge. One closet door was open. His suit jacket hung there, 
perfectly pressed. As he dressed he had the impression that everything had 
been either washed or cleaned and pressed while he had been asleep. He 
glanced at his watch. Five-thirty. He hadn't slept too long but he was 
completely refreshed the same as if he had dozed for hours.


When he finished dressing, down to the carefully tied Windsor knot of his 
tie, he went to the door, opened it gingerly and looked out. There was no 
one to be seen in the corridor. He went toward the stairway and started 
down. When he reached the bottom rung, Mrs. Fenley appeared from nowhere.


Mrs. Carter hopes you had a pleasant nap. So do I," she added, just for good 
measure, practicing for the day when she would be entertaining good-looking 
young men and not merely assisting a younger woman as a servant.


"Well, thank you," Charles said a bit hesitatingly. "Uh-where is Mrs. 
Carter?"


"Oh, she had an appointment and had to go out. She asked me to tell you that 
she was sorry, and to give you this." Mrs. Fenley produced a note in a pink 
envelope, heavily scented with the same perfume Charles remembered that had 
enveloped Mrs. Carter's body.


"Thank you." Charles took the envelope and stuffed it into his pocket. 
"Well, I must be going too. Please-uh-please thank Mrs. Carter for me 
and-uh-and tell her I'll be in touch.


"Yes, sir," the old one replied quietly and opened the front door.


Charles began ripping open the envelope as he walked quickly to his car. 
Then, in the privacy of the front seat of the automobile he read it hastily. 
It was hand-written in long, flowing, almost Spencerian penmanship.


"My Dear 'Red', " it began, "I did so enjoy our afternoon and I hope you did 
also. I will be more than pleased to accept the Chairlady-ship of your 
Committee on Urban Development and will endeavor to lend my support to as 
many of your civic affairs as time allows-both financial and moral."


Moral, Charles thought. The word conjured up some great sexual experiences 
which were most pleasant. He felt a stirring under his shorts and shifted 
slightly in his seat to adjust the beginning of a bulge beneath his fly. He 
returned his attention to the letter.


"I regret that Julie and I have not had the opportunity to know each other 
better. Would you please ask her to come to tea tomorrow at three? If 
tomorrow is not convenient for her, ask her to call me and we'll set up 
another time. But the sooner the better. I feel that my support and the 
support of the community, depends in a large degree, on her. She and I ought 
to talk about it.


A rather cryptic remark, Charles thought again, but in a way it made sense. 
Julie could do a lot toward furthering his political career. She had already 
helped him become Mayor. Now, with Mrs. Carter's additional assistance, 
there's no telling how far he might go.


The letter concluded with: "I trust that you will prevail upon her to keep 
the appointment and accept my invitation. I did have a marvelous time this 
afternoon and I hope you will agree, on reflection, that you did too." It 
was signed: "Fondly, Georgiana."


Charles stuffed the note and envelope back into his jacket pocket, turned 
the ignition key and pulled the car out of the driveway. His first impulse 
was to go home. It was rather late in the afternoon. On second thought, 
however, he decided to drop by the office to see if he had had any calls or 
if his secretary had made any new appointments for him. His real reason was 
to destroy Mrs. Carter's note, although it was subconscious. He didn't want 
to simply tear it up and scatter it along the road. "Don't be a Litterbug." 
Charles was very aware of such admonitions. The Mayor must set a good 
example. Also, for some inexplicable reason, he didn't want to carry the 
note into his home and get rid of it there. He would take it to the office 
and burn it.


He wended his way through the heavy homecoming traffic carefully, and 
finally reached City Hall. He parked in the specially reserved place marked 
"The Mayor," got out and hurried to his office. The place was deserted. All 
the city employees left at 4:30 unless there was some kind of emergency.


He entered his private office by a rear door to which only he was furnished 
a key, went to his desk and took out the note. He re-read it once again. For 
a moment some strange, foreboding doubts entered his mind concerning the 
invitation to Julie and the rather strong words Mrs. Carter had used. But 
almost immediately these thoughts were dispelled and replaced by memories of 
having been completely satisfied sexually, something that had not yet 
occurred when he had made love to Julie. He had a moment of guilt when he 
realized that he had "cheated on his wife," but again, those thoughts were 
rationalized by the fact that he needed Mrs. Carter. What the hell! If she 
"went for him" who was he not to go along? He only hoped that Julie would 
never find out about it. And, he must not let it happen again. It was too 
dangerous. He had campaigned on a platform of "morality"; a return to "Law 
and Order," and had promised to clean up the vice in Summervale. It wouldn't 
do to have it become known that the young Mayor was having a love affair on 
the side. No. It wouldn't do at all.


He took the note and envelope, held it over an ash tray, and carefully put a 
match to it. When the flame first came into contact with the paper, there 
was a sudden, unusually bright burst of light. It startled him for a second. 
But then the fire caught and the paper began burning normally. He watched it 
curl and finally crumble into ashes. He checked his appointment calendar; 
found no unexpected call or dates, smiled happily to himself and went back 
down to his car. On the way he found himself again trying to remember 
exactly what had happened at Mrs. Carter's. All he really knew was that he 
felt wonderful and that he would like to have more of the same. His penis 
moved slightly for the second time and he knew that he would have to resolve 
what he felt for Mrs. Carter sexually with his vow not to indulge himself 
with her further.


* * *


The appointment Mrs. Carter had kept was a most unusual one. It took place 
in the penthouse of Summervale's largest hotel and was with the most 
powerful underworld figure in the area-Garson Fulton.


Gar was a large hulk of a man. He resembled a tackle or guard on a pro 
football team more than anything else. He was in his late forties and had 
clawed and scratched his way up the ladder of The Syndicate the hard way. 
He'd performed each and any task assigned to him from simple mayhem to 
bombings of a storekeeper's establishment who was unwilling to "go along" 
with the demands that he pay protection, to out and out murder. His reward 
was a good-size territory of which Summer-vale was a part.


Gar was "number one" in Summervale and surrounding territory. It was to him 
that all the smaller operators of gambling, prostitution and dope peddling 
paid off. The election of


Charles Simpson had posed a threat to his operations until he and Mrs. 
Carter had made contact. Gar, while not even a minor "witch" was a small 
gnome in the Devil's hierarchy and had immediately welcomed and accepted her 
help when she had offered it. Fulton was merely a cog in the machine of her 
plan to completely degrade and control the souls of Charles and Julie 
Simpson. She needed him and he needed her.


"Mrs. Carter!" he welcomed her in his booming voice. "Do come in. Siddown. 
Make yourself comfortable. Can I get you something to drink?"


"Nothing, thank you," Natas replied, coolly. "I only have a moment. I 
suppose we could have discussed this on the phone, but somehow I don't trust 
these modern inventions." She laughed lightly, trying to make the remark a 
joke. Actually, it was Mrs. Fenley whom she did not trust. "Step One in our 
plan has been accomplished. I have enough evidence on the Mayor to ruin 
him."


"You're the greatest, Baby," Gar said in frank admiration.


"Don't 'Baby' me, Gar, and remember your place," Natas snapped back.


"Oh. Sorry," Fulton said, sheepishly. "Don't get excited. I didn't mean no 
disrespect. It-it's just that I think you're the-the greatest, that's all."


"Now I'm ready for you," Natas told him. "I've made sure that Mrs. Simpson 
will be at my home tomorrow. I will show her the evidence of her husband's 
humiliation. She will undoubtedly go into a state of shock. You will be 
there to 'soothe her injured feelings,' if I may put it that way."


"Boy, will I ever 'soothe' her," Fulton gloated and whetted his lips. 
Imagine him. Gar Fulton, fucking the Mayor's new uppity young bride.


"I know what you're thinking," Natas interrupted his thoughts, "but don't 
rush things. I want her thoroughly degraded and humiliated, like her 
husband. Naturally, a filmed record will be made of the entire proceedings."


"Naturally," Gar agreed. "But just one thing. Don't-don't photograph my 
face. I-I ain't exactly what you would call-uh-photogenic-ally."


"I don't need anything more on you, Gar. And I don't think you'd be stupid 
enough to try to double-cross me. Not if you know what's good for you."


"Me? Double-cross you?" Gar feigned mock horror at the very thought. "Why 
lady, you and me is partners." He gave a raucous laugh, then broke it off. 
"Uh-ain't we?"


"As long as you obey orders and do as you're told. We couldn't care less 
about your petty vice here on earth. We think in terms of decades-of eons."


"Yeah. Yeah, sure." Fulton didn't quite know how to react to Mrs. Carter. 
Most of the time she sounded like some kind of religious nut; on the wrong 
side, of course. But with the same zeal he had observed in other religious 
people. He was not interested or concerned with Mrs. Carter's zealousness. 
All he wanted was her help and support. He couldn't afford to have anything 
happen to his set-up. It would be bad for his standing in "the family."


"Anything you say," he apologized.


"Be at my home promptly at 2:30 tomorrow. Julie Simpson has been invited for 
3:00. I may need you to help me set up things and do a few chores.


Fulton frowned instinctively, but immediately wiped it from his face. He 
didn't like being ordered around by this broad, but he had no choice. He was 
willing to do anything to scandalize the Mayor, and the thought of taking 
the Mayor's wife-that proud little bitch and fucking the living shit out of 
her was the most pleasant "chore" he could remember ever having been given. 
His prick began rumbling around inside his pants. Fulton wasn't exactly a 
handsome man. Actually, he was rather loathsome in appearance despite the 
fact that he dressed in the height of fashion and did his best to keep his 
weight down. He was a lumbering ox; the epitome of grossness. Even so, many 
women had gone for him in the past-really been turned on; women he had not 
paid or forced into submitting. He had one of the largest, longest, thickest 
cocks that the Devil had ever endowed a man with. He had found, throughout 
his life, that many women practically swoon at the sight of an unusually 
large penis. He was an avid subscriber to the magazines that brought 
"Swingers" and "Mate-swappers" together. He would read the ads and get a 
hard-on just visualizing the people who had placed them.


"Happily married couple-a bit bored with sameness.


Want to meet others of similar persuasion. Wife..."


There followed a description of the wife's measurements. A photograph was 
usually also included-a nude photograph. And then the word: "Husband well 
endowed."


Husband, well endowed. Gar Fulton could certainly qualify it that category.


Mrs. Carter got to her feet and started out. "At two-thirty tomorrow then. 
I'm sure you will enjoy the afternoon."


"Oh, me too," Fulton blubbered. "Thanks for coming Bab ... I mean, Mrs. 
Carter."


Natas swept out of the office in the penthouse regally and went to the 
elevator. Fulton stood for a moment in the doorway and watched her sensuous 
swaying buttocks. It was going to be fun with Julie Simpson, Gar thought, 
but I'd give one of my balls to just have a roll in the hay with that wayout 
bitch. He enjoyed an amateur but he, personally, never got as much out of it 
as he did with a "pro." And Mrs. Georgiana Carter was certainly a "pro."


* * *


When Charlie arrived at his home he found that Julie had prepared a rather 
special dinner for him. She was a good cook and had gone to great lengths to 
please him. There was candle light on the table and a chilled, imported 
wine. His wife was certainly trying, Charles thought. Maybe some day-or 
night-they would manage to have a complete, fully satisfactory sexual 
relationship.


While he sipped the wine and enjoyed the delicious roast she had prepared, 
he broached the subject of tomorrow's appointment with Mrs. Carter. He tried 
to make it sound as casual as he could.


"I saw Mrs. Carter today," he mentioned lightly.


"Oh? How is she?"


"She's fine. Fine. She-she's going to head up my Committee On Urban 
Development."


"That's good.


"She's also willing to help me in civic affairs all she can-us-financially 
as well as moral--as well as lending her moral support."


"Wonderful."


"She-she wants to discuss some things with you. She wants you to come to tea 
at three o'clock tomorrow." Charles blurted it out in one sentence.


"What in the world could she possibly want to discuss with me? I was 
planning on going shopping with..." Julie began, but Charles interrupted her 
quickly.


"No. No, you've got to keep this appointment."


For a moment, Julie looked at her husband with wide, questioning eyes, a 
little surprised. Charles seemed so intense.


"I-I mean-she made quite a point of it," Charles continued. "She-she wants 
to get to know you better. You know what people say," he said lightly, "a 
man is judged by his wife, darling. I sometimes think I wouldn't have been 
elected if it hadn't been for you. The people were voting for you as much as 
for me."


"Oh, Charlie, that's silly."


"No, it's not. People do judge men by their wives. Mrs. Carter can do a lot 
for us-for me. So, please, keep the appointment with her tomorrow."


"Well, certainly, Charles, if it means that much to you."


Charles smiled back at her and relaxed. Now that that was out of the way he 
could enjoy the fine food. He took another sip of wine and let it trickle 
down his throat. Again, he had some vague recollections of the drinks he had 
enjoyed at Mrs. Carter's. Could she have put something in them? The next 
moment he shook off the thought. Ridiculous! Why would she do anything like 
that?


They finished the meal in relative silence. Charles retired to the living 
room and started reading the evening newspaper. In a matter of moments he 
dozed off and fell asleep. When Julie finished clearing the table and 
stacking the dishes she came in and found him. He was snoring. Her shoulders 
sagged a bit disappointedly. She had hoped that they would have a nice, cozy 
evening together; their first since their return. Then, maybe, another 
chance at getting together in bed. She was selfish, she reprimanded herself. 
Charles had had a hard day. She must discipline herself to wait until he was 
in the right mood. She made a mental promise to herself not to fail him 
again and went upstairs to the den and watched television until she, too, 
dozed off in the middle of the "Tonight Show" and didn't stir until the 
morning's sunlight crept in through the blinds. When she went into the 
bedroom, Charles was sound asleep. He had evidently awakened, moved to the 
bedroom, undressed and promptly fallen asleep again. He was still snoring.


* * *


Gar Fulton arrived at Mrs. Carter's exactly on time. If anything he was a 
little early. He was admitted by the venerable Mrs. Fenley and ushered into 
the living room.


"Would you care for something to drink, sir?" Mrs. Fenley inquired.


"Sure. Bourbon on the rocks?"


"Certainly, sir." Mrs. Fenley went to prepare the drink. "How gross," she 
muttered to herself. He reminds me of an animal, she went on thinking. Was 
there really a woman in the world who could accept and enjoy such a man if 
he were not powerful and wealthy? Probably, she decided. God makes all kinds 
and the Devil takes what he needs for His own purpose.


As she returned to Gar with the drink, Mrs. Carter came down the stairs and 
also entered the room. "Ah, you're here. Good. Before Mrs. Simpson arrives I 
want to brief you on a few things. You can bring your drink."


She turned and went back to the stairs. Gar took his highball from Mrs. 
Fenley and followed her up to the bedroom.


"This is where you and she will eventually wind up-that is, after she has 
seen the movies. We'll show those in the den.


Mrs. Carter went on to point out the two-way mirrors and the copious camera 
equipment in the corridor that ringed the room. Gar laughed gutturally. He 
was already beginning to enjoy himself.


"Looks like one of those haunted houses in a mystery movie."


"There is no such thing as a 'haunted house,'" Mrs. Carter told him curtly.


"Oh! Well, if you say so. You oughta know," he grinned.


"Now remember, use your imagination. I want you to treat her like the 
cheapest and most common of whores. I'm sure you know what I mean."


"Lady, I know exactly what you mean. Don't worry. You'll get everything you 
want.


Mrs. Carter and Gar Fulton had already moved to the den when the door chime 
announced the presence of the young unsuspecting Julie Simpson. Mrs. Carter 
glanced at her watch. It was 3:00 p.m. on the dot. Charlie appeared to have 
his wife under control. Mrs. Carter nodded at Gar and re-filled his cup with 
tea. There would be no more drinks served this afternoon; not until much 
later at least. Gar sipped the tepid liquid and tried to concentrate on what 
was in store for Julie Simpson-and himself.


Mrs. Fenley opened the door to Julie and promptly led her upstairs to the 
den. "Mrs. Simpson, Madame," she announced to Mrs. Carter and Gar.


"Mr. dear! How very nice of you to join us," Mrs. Carter gushed and rose to 
greet the young bride. "This is Garson Fulton," a good friend of mine. Do 
sit down, my dear."


Julie took the proffered seat and crossed her legs primly. She was dressed 
rather warmly for the day and in quite a severe afternoon frock. She had 
chosen it on purpose. It was of heavy taffeta; brocaded and stiff. The hem 
length was modest and did not conform to the modern mode. Underneath she had 
chosen a fairly confining bra, a full-length, panty girdle, panties, and a 
garter belt to support her sheer nylons. Her heels were moderately high but 
not exaggerated.


Mrs. Carter surveyed the young woman who sat there so haughtily and could 
hardly restrain a smirk of contempt. An hour from now she won't be so proud, 
The Witch thought. But she only smiled and said: "Won't you join us in some 
tea?"


"Thank you," Julie answered politely and lowered her eyes. She had caught a 
glimpse of this Mr. Fulton, whoever he was, leering at her; practically 
undressing her with his eyes. It made her nervous.


Mrs. Carter poured the tea with a practiced hand, passed it to Julie and 
went on making small talk that really wasn't so small.


"Mr. Fulton is a very influential man in the community. I took the liberty 
of inviting him also. He can be of great value to Charlie suh-I mean, Mayor 
Simpson's career. That is, if we can persuade him," she finished with a 
smile.


"Oh," Julie did her best to turn on a pleasant expression in Gar's 
direction. "Well, I-I'm sure my husband is grateful for all the support he 
can get," she said politely. "What business are you in, Mr. Fulton ? "


"Business?" Gar was taken aback for a fleet instant. Mrs. Carter filled the 
breech immediately. "Mr. Fulton has many interests; Real Estate, Insurance, 
Laundries, Cleaning and Dyeing Establishments-just to mention a few.


"I see," Julie sipped her tea. "It's strange we haven't met before."


"Well I-I'm outta town a lot," Gar finally managed to find his tongue as he 
ran his eyes up and down this outwardly proper and prim broad.


Julie took another sip of tea and then moved the conversation along. She was 
anxious to know why Mrs. Carter had insisted that she come over, and even 
more anxious to leave the place. The whole atmosphere, including Mrs. Carter 
and Mr. Fulton gave her the creeps somehow. "Well, now, my husband said that 
you have something to discuss with me. Could we get started? I did have 
another appointment this afternoon and I...."


"Oh, of course, my dear. Certainly." As Georgiana continued she began 
pressing a "control panel" of buttons on the end table near her seat. The 
draperies came together blocking out the afternoon sun and a fairly wide, 
large motion picture screen lowered itself from the ceiling. "I know how 
much help you have been to Charles during his campaign, and I'm sure you 
want to be of even more help to him during his term in office."


"Of course," Julie replied and continued to wonder what the woman was 
leading up to. A motion picture screen? Why?


Meanwhile, Natas kept up a steady conversational drone. "You are quite young 
my dear, if you'll forgive me for saying so, and judging by what 'Red' tells 
me, fairly inexperienced.


"Red?" Julie thought. No one ever calls Charlie "Red" except some of his old 
college buddies. First she called him "Charlie," now "Red." Where does she 
get off, Julie asked herself and tried to bite into the tea almost 
viciously.


"You-you and my husband seem to be quite well acquainted," she managed to 
blurt out as her faced flushed and she found herself becoming slightly angry 
at the older woman's familiarity.


"That we are, Julie. Before we begin our little talk, I thought you'd like 
to know just how well acquainted we've become. So, I've prepared this bit of 
'entertainment' for you.


With that, she snapped off the one remaining light in the room and activated 
the projector. The flickering film ran through its leader for a moment, then 
Charles appeared on the screen, twice as big as life. It was the point at 
which Charles had begun disrobing. He was unbuckling his trousers and had 
difficulty getting them off over his shoes. Almost falling to the floor, he 
sat down and yanked at his shoes, throwing them off impatiently. He stood 
up, removed his trousers and stood there clad only in shorts. The noticeable 
large bulge under them was quite evident.


Julie sucked in her breath with an audible in-take. "Where did you get 
these? What....?


"Patience. Patience, my dear. As you can see, no one is forcing your husband 
to do what he does."


Julie did not want to look. She wanted to turn her face from the screen, or 
better yet, run from the room, but something held her in an hypnotic, 
vise-like grip. She sat and stared while Charles waited a moment, then 
ripped his shorts off his body exposing his fully erected penis.


Julie let out another gasp. Even she had never seen her husband stark naked. 
He had always been in bed when she came into the bedroom and clothed in 
pajamas. She hadn't realized what a large organ he had when it was fully 
extended. And what was causing the erection?


She learned in a fleet moment as the camera panned Charles to the sofa and 
he fell all over himself trying to plant a kiss on Mrs. Carter's face. Julie 
reacted again when she saw Natas.


"You!" she hissed.


"I'm sorry, my dear," Natas replied in a whisper, "but it's time you learned 
that men are gregarious creatures."


Meanwhile Charles had awkwardly removed his socks and pirouetted as Natas 
had ordered. My God! Julie's thoughts tumbled wildly. He's a stupid fool-a 
clown. Whatever possessed him?


Julie squirmed in her chair as she saw Charles bend to the floor and 
tenderly remove Mrs. Carter's shoes, take one foot in his hand, massage it 
and then eagerly begin licking it and sucking her toes.


"Oh, my God!" she blurted. She wanted to hide her eyes. She couldn't stand 
to look. Yet, she couldn't stand not to look at the lewd images of her 
husband on the screen.


Now Charles was on the floor, prostrate, licking and sucking the soles of 
both feet and sticking his tongue into, on and between each toe. A quick 
close-up lingered briefly on Charles' extended prick and the slight bit of 
cum that oozed from the small tipped opening. Mrs. Fenley had done her work 
well.


Gar Fulton divided his time between trying to watch the movie and Julie 
Simpson. He was relishing her agony as she watched her husband's antics on 
the screen. He was also enjoying the man's actions. God forbid that he 
should ever be put under one of Nata's spells.


The film had, by now, progressed to Charlie's performance as a dog. When 
Julie saw her husband prancing and sitting up, being led by a dog collar, 
she began to sob. Natas knew that she had broken completely. She did not 
want to ply the girl with liquor. She wanted her fully conscious and aware 
of what she did and what was going to be done to her later. But the woman 
obviously needed something to prevent her from going into complete hysteria.


As the pictures continued with Charles undressing her, then kissing, licking 
and sucking her body all over, Natas moved to a side-bar, poured some water 
into it and emptied a small vial into the clear liquid. It was the 
combination relaxant-aphrodisiac. She brought it to Julie quickly.


"Here, dear, this will make you feel better."


Julie took the glass and automatically started to drink. Then she stopped. 
"What is it?"


"Water, my dear. Just some water."


Julie took a sip cautiously. It was indeed, water. At least it tasted like 
water and nothing else. She drank deeply. Her entire body was burning with 
humiliation, but still she could not tear her eyes from the screen. Her 
husband had his head between her legs and was sucking and licking the 
woman's vagina. Her husband was doing the very thing she had suggested that 
he do to her and wouldn't. Why? Why? Why?


She saw the woman turn over and watched, horrified and fascinated as Charles 
stiffened his tongue and put it into the woman's rectum. She wondered what 
else her prim, straight-laced husband would do, and then saw, as Mrs. Carter 
again turned over and shot her cum into Charles' mouth. She watched him 
lick, gulp and swallow it. Then, for some strange, unknown reason her own 
pussy was becoming hot and irritated. And, in spite of her revulsion at the 
obscene movie before her, she suddenly felt her own hands on her body as she 
began fondling her own breasts and rubbing her hands over her stomach. The 
lewd potion was beginning to take effect.


The light on the screen went dark. The distraught young wife thought she 
would scream in agony-partly because of what she had seen, partly because of 
her own sexual needs. God, she wanted sex now. She had to have it and her 
drugged mind led her on. If her husband could let himself go like that, why 
wasn't she entitled to the same privilege and release? Her squirming jerks 
and movements had worked the heavy dress up over her knees. Now she lifted 
it still higher and pulled it up over the tops of her hose. The bare flesh 
between the stockings and panty girdle served to excite Gar fully. The 
enormous cock inside his trousers was almost fully erected and was getting 
damned uncomfortable. He began squirming too as he heard Mrs. Carter's 
voice.


"I'm sorry, my dear," she was saying soothingly into Julie's ear. "I know 
this is a great shock to you, but it shouldn't be. Now, tell me the truth. 
You and your husband haven't had what you would call a really good sexual 
relationship since your marriage, have you?"


Julie shook her head from side to side and tried to restrain the intense 
sexual excitement she felt creeping up into her loins.


"Many men are inhibited," Mrs. Carter went on, "even more inhibited than 
women. But, as you saw, deep inside him, your husband is a wild man, ready 
and willing to do anything that will satisfy a woman."


Julie nodded and tried to control herself. It was difficult for her to 
concentrate on what the woman was saying. She, herself, was so hot, so 
excited, she felt that if she didn't cum soon she would collapse.


"Unfortunately," Natas went on, "there is this filmed record of your 
husband's sexual activities. It would be ruinous to his career if anyone 
ever saw that except us.


"Oh, my God, no! You wouldn't!" she turned her face toward Mrs. Carter and 
really saw The Witch for the first time. Natas's face was contorted with a 
smile and expression that would have done credit to the Devil himself. At 
last, Julie saw her as she was-and in a fleet second, recognized her for 
what she was.


"Oh, no, please-please don't hurt him. I-I'll do anything. Anything!"


"I thought you would, my dear. You are a very sensible-and I might 
add-sexy-young lady. Mr. Fulton will be most happy to oblige. Won't you, 
Gar?"


Fulton was having a large problem restraining himself. He had never been so 
hot in his life. "Boy, will I ever," he managed to get out.


Natas turned back to Julie. Her voice became like cold steel. "You will obey 
every instruction given you and do everything you are told. If you don't, 
these motion pictures will be made public."


"No. No, please!"


"Take her into the bedroom!" she ordered Gar curtly.


"Okay, baby, let's go." Gar managed to get himself and his cock up out of 
the chair. He took Julie by the hand and pulled her relentlessly into the 
bedroom.


Natas left by another door, entered the corridor and found Mrs. Fenley 
waiting. "Ready?" she asked.


The old one nodded and moistened her lips. Even she was going to enjoy this. 
It wasn't often that Natas had the privilege of so thoroughly degrading and 
humiliating two such young, tender souls. She glued her eye to a camera and 
prepared to again make a filmed record of Julie Simpson's fall from grace.


Gar wasted no time on formalities once he had Julie alone in the bedroom. He 
had even forgotten that the entire incident was being photographed. He sat, 
sprawled on the chaise lounge and began giving the young bride orders.


"Okay, doll, let's see the pussy!"


When she hesitated, his voice became rougher. "Come on, come on. Strip!"


Julie's hands instinctively went to the zipper behind her dress. She yanked 
it completely down, eased her arms out of the sleeves and let it drop to the 
floor.


"Oh Christ, kid, you've got too many clothes on. "Take 'em off, take 'em 
off," Gar began clapping his hands and chanting in a mock example of the 
audience at a stag or burlesque show.


Julie's mind was torn between the humiliation she felt at showing her body 
to this completely strange animalistic man and her desire to protect her 
husband's reputation, get even with him and satisfy her own desires that 
permeated her entire body from the top of her head to the soles of her feet. 
She began wiggling out of her panty girdle.


"You mean you women still wear those, those things?" Gar asked, lewdly, as 
he watched her pull the heavy elastic down over her hips exposing her 
panties and the light blonde triangle of pubic hair that barely shown 
beneath their silken sheerness.


"Come on, baby, faster. I haven't got all day," he urged her, and had to 
turn to one side and adjust his thick prick again as it began jerking.


Julie did her best. She felt herself actually wanting to denude her body 
before this man. Doing it to save her husband was one thing. But why should 
she actually want to do it? She hastily unhooked the garter belt from her 
hosiery and let them drop around her legs.


"That's good. That's nice, sweetie. Now the bra. Lemmee see those big fat 
tits you've been hidin'! "


With almost studied carefulness, she unclasped the brassiere and let it fall 
on the floor. Her large, firm breasts burst into full view. Gar exhaled 
sharply in appreciation. His mouth began watering again when he saw the 
hard, pin-pointed nipples jutting out. The potion was doing its work well.


"Come're!" he ordered harshly.


Julie walked toward him slowly, clad now in only the panties, garter belt, 
stockings and shoes. She caught a glimpse of her swaying, tantalizing body 
in the four mirrors lining the walls of the room. It was like a 
kaleidoscopic effect.


"Siddown!" Fulton ordered her again and pulled her on to his lap. The twin 
cheeks of her buttocks felt good even through the panties, rubbing against 
his lust-hardened prick. He cupped both hands around her firm white tits and 
began kneading them, pausing to twit the nipples; snapping a finger at them 
to irritate them still more. Then, pulling her back he planted one of his 
vilest, wettest kisses on her mouth. His tongue forced her lips wide as he 
probed the inside of her palette, her tongue, crushing and pressing her 
breasts at the same time. He held his mouth clamped to hers and began 
sliding his hands down the sides of her body, over her stomach, past the 
panties, lingering a moment to press a palm against the blonde hair and then 
dug a finger through the sheer material into her vagina roughly. She tried 
to moan and squirm away from the brutality of his handling but his hands and 
arms held her torso tightly while his weight on her face pinned her down.


He fumbled for the garter clasps, found them open, reached for the top of 
her panties and ripped them off in one fast motion. Now the tops of her 
nylons hung loosely and the blonde pussy was fully exposed between the 
opening to her crotch in the garter belt. With another quick move, he 
released his grip on her mouth, turned her over and began fondling the twin 
mounds of her smooth white buttocks, gripping her neck and head firmly with 
the other hand. Her face was buried in his own crotch. He felt her hot 
breath on his stiff cock even through his trousers. He ran his hand 
teasingly over each buttock cheek and up and down the warm, white crevice, 
pausing to insert a finger in the tiny anal hole. She moaned again as the 
rough digit violated the small opening.


It only served to excite him more. He screwed and twisted his finger up into 
her, skewering her firmly.


"Pull down the zipper!" he ordered again.


Julie could hardly move. Her arms and hands flayed helplessly.


"Pull it down, I said," Gar repeated in a low, animal-like voice. "Pull it 
down and take it out."


Somehow she managed to raise up sufficiently to get one hand under herself, 
and in the doing, forced Gar's finger further up her ass hole. It didn't 
feel quite as painful now that the initial insertion had been made. She 
could feel her own passion mounting, her cunt becoming moist as she felt for 
the top of his fly and pulled down the zipper.


"Take it out, baby. Take it out and kiss it."


Gar lifted her body slightly to enable the impaled girl to carry out his 
orders. With that motion he worked his free hand between her legs and 
inserted two fingers into her cunt. Now he had her skewered with both hands, 
front and back. He worked them furiously in opposite direction, 
finger-fucking and finger-reaming at the same time.


Julie's hand finally found the enormous organ inside Gar's shorts and 
struggled to release it. Gar shifted from side to side as she worked the 
member through the opening and brought it into view. It came out with a 
whoosh and stood waving not two inches from her face. She looked at it with 
a combination of fascination and horror. She had never seen anything as 
large-not even in medical photographs and books. On the screen, she had 
thought that her husband's penis was extraordinary, but it was nothing 
compared with the thick, long, blood-filled rod that now tickled her lips, 
her nose and chin.


Gar dug his finger again, suddenly and deeper into her ass hole and cunt. 
"Suck it, babysuck it good."


Julie felt a sickening feeling of revulsion engulf her whole being. She had 
thought of pleasing Charles in this way if he had wanted it, but this-this 
creature-this animal. But she could not refuse even if she wanted to. And 
the next moment, she didn't want to. All resistance was gone. She closed her 
mouth over the head, her teeth scraping the thick skin as she went down.


"Easy! Easy you fucking bitch. You bite me again and I'll slap you 
senseless. I said 'suck it.'"


Julie released the pressure slightly, opened her lips a bit and tried to 
keep her teeth out of the way. Then, with a slow, sawing motion, up and 
down, down and up, she began fucking herself in the mouth with Gar's prick. 
She almost choked but she kept at it. Her own pussy was dripping by now as 
Gar worked a third finger into it.


Gar permitted himself a glance into one of the mirrors. Any way or side he 
looked he could see the helpless girl, lying face down on his lap, sucking 
his cock, his own fingers and hands torturing her anus and vagina 
unmercifully.


Behind the two-way mirrors, both Natas and her assistant were enjoying the 
view as voyeurs. Nata's breath began coming in short gasps as she, herself, 
began feeling heat creep-ping up between her legs. "Now strip her," she 
hissed. "Strip her and fuck her."


Gar could not possibly have heard the instructions inside the bedroom, but 
almost if he had, he removed his hands from inside either side of Julie's 
tenderest parts, shoved her head and mouth deep down on his prick, reaching 
into the lowest region of her throat he could probe, then yanked her back 
quickly and literally threw her on the bed. He was a man of enormous 
strength with thick biceps and heavy muscles. She was like a feather in his 
arms.


She landed on her back and just lay there, panting for breath. "Take off the 
garters and stockings," he commanded, then as a second thought, "and the 
shoes."


Julie was too weak physically and too far gone passionately to resist any 
lewd suggestion or order the man gave her. She reached behind herself, undid 
the garter belt, threw it to the floor, raised her legs, one at a time and 
pulled off her nylons, kicking her shoes to the floor in the same motion.


Gar, at the same moment, had ripped off his coat, shirt, unbuckled his 
pants, dropped them to the floor and stripped off his shorts. He, too, was 
now naked, except for his shoes and socks. He moved to the foot of the bed 
as Julie had raised her legs to remove her hosiery, exposing the pink, moist 
slit of her vagina to the full expanse of his view.


"That's it you bitch. Hold it, right like that."


Julie paused, feet in the air, legs apart, and watched, horrified, as Gar 
climbed between her legs and over her, his cock rubbing over the wet flesh 
of her opened vagina. Her clitoris had emerged, hung loose at the top of the 
thin hair-lined slit and throbbed.


"Now I'm gonna fuck you, you cunt, like you ain't never been fucked before," 
Gar grunted hoarsely as he took the thick head in his hand and guided it 
toward the soft, fleshy flanges.


"Oh, God! Please-please don't hurt me," Julie found herself begging. She 
couldn't take it. She just couldn't imagine herself filled with that 
enormous monster. It had been all she could do to get her mouth and lips 
around it. How could she take it in her small, tight, vagina. He would kill 
her. She knew it. Yet, she wanted it. She could not contain the longing and 
passion she felt. It was half-way the potion and half the frustration she 
remembered when she had tried to have "normal" intercourse with her husband.


"Hurt you? You'll love it!" Gar responded. "Tell me how much you love it!"


"I-I love it," she whispered.


"Can't hear you. Tell me, cunt. Say 'fuck me'. "


"I can't," Julie buried her face in her hands.


"Oh yes, you can, Harry pressed forward and shoved. Moist and wet and ready 
as she was, the young girl's opening could not fully accommodate a penis the 
size of Gar's. He wormed half of it into her and she screamed: 
"Aaauuuugggh!"


"Say it, say it!" Gar kept gurgling and inched the great cock inside still 
further."


"Oh God, yes. Fuck me. Fuck me!"


"Say, please!"


"Please fuck me! Oh, God. Aaaaughh!"


Julie thought she would faint as Gar gave one last buttock jarring heave and 
shoved his cock into her up to the hilt. His balls flapped hard against her 
ass and made lewd contact. He had cruelly lifted her legs higher and 
higher-wider and wider-forcing them back against her breasts and face. She 
was rolled up now in a tight little ball. Gar reached his hands toward her 
ass again and grabbed both cheeks. He pressed her in close and began a slow, 
rocking, rhythmic motion. Slowly, one hand went to her exposed clit above 
his prick, the other returned to the pink anal hole. Without regard for her 
pain and hurt, he shoved in two fingers at once and impaled her again from 
front and rear. The girl was helpless under him. Great tears welled in her 
eyes but this only infuriated him.


"Stop crying you silly bitch," and he clamped his mouth to hers and 
completed her humiliation with his tongue.


Julie could not contain herself. The combination cock, finger, tongue was 
too much. Her entire body rose up to meet each thrust. She met fuck for fuck 
and began pounding her cunt and ass against a man she wouldn't have spit on 
an hour ago. A great shudder ran through her entire body. It was as if the 
top of her head had suddenly been dismembered.


"Auuuagggh! Christ! I'm cumming. "I'm cumming," and she gave hungering naked 
loins completely to the human animal who was sunk deep inside her tight 
quivering little belly.


The cries, moans and sudden eruption of the new bride was more than Gar 
could stand. He had wanted to hold off; fuck her in the mouth again, maybe 
in the ass, but he couldn't. Despite his control he suddenly jerked, yelled 
and shot a hot jet of boiling cum deep into her quivering cunt.


"Great, baby, great," he grunted and shoved against her a final time. He lay 
still for a moment, his large frame completely engulfing her.


Inside the corridor, Natas was hissing again. "Get up. Get up so we can see 
her laying there."


Gar wearily pulled himself out of Julie's vagina. He was spent, and so was 
his penis. It was still large, even when deflated. It hung like a wild, 
dejected thing, still oozing cum. He backed off from the bed, thus giving 
the cameras an opportunity to photograph every inch of Julie's violated 
body. Her lovely blonde pubic hair glistened, partially with her own cum, 
partially with that the brutish like man had ejaculated into her. Her legs 
were still spread obscenely apart as if she hadn't the strength left to 
close them. Mrs. Fenley panned and titled the camera slowly, taking in every 
inch of the girl's condition.


"Now, the bathroom," Natas hissed again.


Gar had started into the bathroom but stopped with a sudden thought. Mrs. 
Carter's mental telepathic influence was reaching him. He turned back and 
snarled at the pitiful figure on the bed. "Get up!" he ordered.


"What?"


"I said, 'get up', " Gar repeated. "Come with me."


Julie slowly lowered her legs and wearily rolled off the bed and got to her 
feet. She half stumbled toward Gar and followed him into the bathroom.


Gar went to the wash basin. He happened to land at the one marked "Hers." He 
dangled his prick over the edge and put his hand on Julie's back, rubbing 
his fingers up and down and again tickling her.


"Wash it off," he told her.


Julie took the giant organ (even in repose), picked it up gently in her 
hands, turned on the water, soaped her hands and began stroking and washing 
it while Gar continued playing with her back, her smooth, rounded buttocks, 
and her tits. God! he thought, if she keeps this up long enough I'll be 
ready again.


She rinsed the prick carefully, took a large towel and dried it. "Good. Good 
girl," he told her. "You learn fast." For a minute he wondered if Mrs. 
Carter would like him to piss in the girl's face. He felt the urge to 
urinate. But he reconsidered and restrained himself. All that could come 
later when Mrs. Carter's purpose had been served and she turned the lovely 
young creature completely over to him. What a whore she was going to make. 
All she needed was a little more experience.


"Okay," he grunted, and left her alone to clean herself up as best she 
could. He returned to the bedroom and put his clothes on. Natas was waiting 
for him. "Okay?" he asked.


"Very good, Gar," the Witch replied. "You can go now. Leave her to me."


Gar finished dressing hastily and started out. Then, he turned with another 
thought. "I-I will get another crack at her, won't I?"


"Oh, indubitably," Natas replied. "And when you finish, there can always be 
a reward for your-your assistants?"


Gar stopped at the door. It hadn't occurred to him. He laughed. "Yeah. Yeah, 
wouldn't that be something. A gang fuck with the Mayor's wife! They won't 
believe it!"


"I'll arrange it," Natas assured him, and waved him out. She went to the 
bathroom, opened the door unceremoniously with no consideration for any 
privacy and looked at Julie who was sitting on the toilet stool.


"Very good, my dear. You performed admirably. I think that you and your 
husband and I understand each' other. I will let you know when I require 
your services again."


With that she closed the door and left the room.


Julie spent at least an hour in the bathroom trying to scrub the uncleanness 
she felt from her body, but it was no use. The potion was beginning to wear 
off but its side effects remained. Despite her revulsions, she could not 
help admitting that she had been satisfied sexually for the first time in 
her life. But the way it had been done was too much. How would she face 
Charles? What would she tell him? Then, she remembered the films of him that 
she had seen. He had some explaining to do too. After all, he didn't know 
about her. She did know about him. Unless....? A horrible thought crossed 
her mind. What if-what if Mrs. Carter had taken movies of her performance 
too?


Mrs. Fenley was, at the moment, in the process of developing them even as a 
dejected and confused young Julie Simpson went downstairs and left the 
house.


CHAPTER 4


Charles had left his office early again that afternoon. He had tried to 
work, see the various committees and individual callers that always occupy 
the Mayor's time, but he couldn't. Every time he tried to concentrate, his 
mind returned to his experience with Mrs. Carter. He had finally been 
initiated into the mysteries of pure, unadulterated, abandoned sex and the 
more he savored the memory, the more he realized that he had enjoyed it. Try 
as he might, he still could not remember the details of his experience and 
this annoyed him. He wondered if he had fucked her. It didn't seem to him 
that he had. He also found himself wondering just why the woman had been so 
insistent on seeing Julie. No doubt she would tell him as soon as he went 
home. So, that's what he decided to do; leave the office early and go home. 
He would be there, waiting for Julie when she came back from her "tea party" 
with Mrs. Carter.


Julie found him there when she arrived. He was in the den mixing a highball 
and seemed to be in good spirits.


"Hi, Hon," he greeted her. "Have a good time?"


Julie's first impulse was one of relief. From his attitude and general mood, 
Charles evidently suspected nothing. Her next thoughts were ones of anger 
and contempt. How could he stand there grinning and sipping a drink after 
what she had seen him do to that woman? But then she remembered that her 
husband was a charming, politician. He was trained to conceal his true 
feeling and emotions. He undoubtedly didn't know that Mrs. Carter had made a 
photographic record of his actions. But if he didn't, why had he been so 
insistent that she keep the appointment with Mrs. Carter? These were all 
questions that needed answers. She debated for a fleet instant what her 
position and attitude should be. Should she tell him what had 
transpired-confess everything? No! Why should she? The potion that Mrs. 
Carter had given Julie was a slight variation on the one she had given 
Charles. Both contained aphrodisiacs and tranquilizers, but Charles' had 
been stronger and was memory-erasing to a degree, burying most of his 
experience and actions deep in his subconscious. Julie could remember 
vividly every humiliating act she had performed and the way in which she had 
permitted herself to be used and enjoyed by that horrible Gar Fulton person.


Her attitude of anger superceded her fear of exposure, but she put on her 
best smile and resolved not to let her husband know the truth-not for the 
time being anyway. The question in her mind was: "Would he now make love to 
her with as much abandon as he had with Mrs. Carter? She intended to find 
out as quickly as possible.


She went close to him and rubbed herself lewdly against his body, offering 
her lips to him. When he responded, she kissed him wetly and passionately, 
her tongue probing deep into his mouth. It was something she hadn't done 
before with quite so much enthusiasm. He pressed himself against her for a 
moment, then broke away, embarrassed.


"Hey. What'd you have over there? It's only five o'clock."


"Believe it or not," she answered gaily, "nothing. Just some tea and a glass 
of water. But I'll have a drink now, darling. Bring it upstairs while I get 
out of these warm clothes and make myself comfortable."


With that, she swept out of the room, deliberately shaking her buttocks as 
provocatively as possible. Charles watched her with a puzzled expression. 
What the hell had happened at Mrs. Carter's Oh, well. Julie would tell him 
in her own good time. And if she didn't, he'd worm it out of her somehow. He 
mixed himself another drink and one for Julie and took it to the bedroom. 
Julie had already stripped herself of clothes and was lying stark naked on 
the bed. She raised her arms to him and beckoned him forward.


"Julie!" He went to the bed and handed her the drink. She gulped deeply as 
if the alcohol would help rid her mouth of the memory of Gar Fulton's thick 
prick and the taste of it still lingering on her tongue and lips.


"Why don't you get comfortable too?" she asked suggestively.


"Julie, it's only a little after five."


"So what? Are we making love by the clock now? Do we have to make love only 
when it's dark and we can't see each other? With that she dropped her hand 
to his leg, inched it up to the crotch and gave his penis a squeeze.


Charles' thoughts became wild. What in the hell had gotten into his wife? 
What had Mrs. Carter told her? He was reasonably sure that the woman didn't 
want to break up his marriage or ruin him in the town. She had indicated as 
much. No! He put the thought out of his mind. Georgiana Carter was trying to 
make his marriage happier. She was trying to break down all the moral do's 
and don'ts that had been instilled in him and Julie since childhood. She 
must be something of a psychologist, that woman. Julie was certainly in the 
mood for sex, and so was he now. This time it would be better. He gulped his 
drink, took another look at his young wife's naked body stretched out on the 
bed and began taking off his clothes.


He started into the bathroom when Julie's voice stopped him. "Don't 
Charles!"


"What?"


"Don't go in there. Take off your clothes in here, where I can see you."


For a moment he was nonplussed. What magic had Mrs. Carter worked on his 
prim, prissy wife? Then he had a second thought. Perhaps it wasn't his wife 
who was prim and prissy. Maybe it was he, himself. He grinned at her as she 
sipped at her drink.


"My, we are sexy today, aren't we?"


"I don't know about you," she replied, and rolled her body toward him, 
spreading her legs and exposing her still hot vaginal mouth to his view.


Charles began hastily divesting himself of his clothes. For the first time 
he didn't care about convention or what was nice, or being gentle with his 
wife. He literally threw off his coat, shirt, pants, stumbled out of his 
shoes, pulled off his shorts and fell into bed. His arms engulfed Julie's 
eager body as she put her drink on a night stand and wrapped her arms around 
her husband. She pressed her thighs and pussy into his hardening prick and 
opened her mouth wide for his tongue.


This was a new wildly sexed Julie that Charles had never known before. He 
could hardly contain himself as he moved his hands up and down her back and 
pressed her breasts with all the fervor of true love.


Julie felt her lubricating juices surging into her cunt and rolled over 
still further on top of her husband, then sild down his stomach and began 
tickling his cock with her tongue.


"Oh, God! Julie."


She began sucking him, and as he erected and hardened into full bloom, 
turned herself around until she lay with her cunt on his chin.


"Do it to me too," she whispered back at him hoarsely. "Do it to me."


She sucked at his prick harder, rubbing her lips up and down the head and 
the sensitive seminal canal. At the same time, she practically forced the 
lips of her cunt into his mouth. He grabbed at it eagerly with his tongue, 
found the opening and her extended clitoris and began to return her kisses 
in kind. Julie Simpson and her husband were locked in a "69" and giving to 
each other in a way they had never imagined.


Charles thought he would burst. He had to have her. He wanted to fuck her 
good and deep and full this time. She was his wife and he wanted her more 
than anything in the world. With a rough, sudden motion (for him), he yanked 
her head back, grabbed her body and spreading her legs, turned it on the 
bed. The next minute he was on top of her, searching for the ready, moist 
slit. He shoved his prick into her without further preparation. She gave one 
small cry and closed her legs around his waist.


"Oh, God, Charlie, fuck me. Fuck me, darling. Fuck me!"


Charles jammed his cock into her to the hilt. His toes clawed at the bed 
spread for leverage trying to probe her vagina deeper. His balls slapped 
against her naked anal mouth as she raised herself to meet every thrust. Her 
belly met his as she gave as much as she received.


Together they swayed, rocked and pounded. Charles raised her legs as high as 
possible, forced them back into her breasts, placed both hands on her 
buttocks and began fondling her tiny, puckered rectal opening. Julie gave 
another small cry. "Auuuuuugh, that's marvelous. More. More, darling."


He inserted a finger and wormed it into the tight, resisting hole. The next 
moment he felt Julie's hands on his ass. She was pressing him in. Her 
finger, too, found his anal opening and was probing it.


They impaled each other deeper and deeper and before he could stop himself, 
he spurted his hot, scalding cum deep, deep down inside her. They finally 
made it. They were, at last one. Locked together in the heat of unabashed 
passion they had both had a simultaneous orgasm that left them limp and 
exhausted.


"Oh, my God!" Charles managed to spit out as his prick jerked for a final 
time and he began going soft.


"Or, the Devil," Julie said, cryptically, and wondered what lay in store for 
them now. As angry as she had been at Mrs. Carter earlier-as humiliated as 
she had felt when she had been forced to give herself to Gar Fulton, this 
experience with her husband had made it seem like a dream; a nightmare to be 
forgotten. She made it with Charles, and everything was going to be all 
right!


* * *


A few days later Mayor Simpson received a visit from Mrs. Carter in his 
office. Although he was quite busy, he didn't dare keep her waiting.


"Show Mrs. Carter in," he told his secretary," and I'll take no calls until 
she leaves. I don't wish to be disturbed for anything."


"Yes, sir," the young girl murmured and went out to fetch Mrs. Carter.


Charles found himself watching her ass move as the cute trick left. It was 
something he wouldn't have even thought of a week ago. His experiences with 
Mrs. Carter and finally with Julie had definitely made him "sex conscious." 
He was looking at attractive women and girls with an entirely different eye. 
He measured, theoretically, the size of their breasts, noticed the shape and 
contour of their legs and thighs, visualized their pussies, and definitely 
enjoyed watching the cheeks of their asses bounce and sway from side to side 
as they walked. He was also finding his own sexual capacity and desires 
becoming more frequent. Charles had always been an intense young man. He had 
been taught that his studies and business came first; pleasure second. Now, 
he was conscious of his penis stirring inside his trousers with greater and 
greater frequency. Many times during the day he had to shift his position to 
keep it from becoming too uncomfortable and will himself to concentrate on 
the matters at hand.


He rose to welcome Mrs. Carter's entrance, smiled and assumed his best and 
most charming manner. "Mrs. Carter-Georgiana-how good to see you again."


"Hello, Red," she replied. She had no intention of permitting the Mayor to 
forget their intimacies. She wasn't certain whether Julie had told him about 
the filmed record she had made, but if Julie hadn't, she would, in due time, 
and as it suited her purpose.


"Do sit down," The young Mayor said almost obsequiously. "I trust you've 
come to discuss our Committee."


Natas took the proffered chair, crossed her legs provocatively, showing a 
vast expanse of leg and thigh, and lit a cigarette. "Well, frankly, Red, no. 
There is more urgent, important business at hand."


"Oh, really? Well, let's have it. I'm all ears."


"First-you tell me how your wife and you are getting along."


"Getting along?" Charles was a little puzzled by the question. "Why, fine. 
Just fine. Why?"


"Have you noticed any change in her?"


Charles paused for a moment. He wasn't quite sure what the woman was getting 
at but he had an idea that it was probably sexual. He knew that he had 
indulged in sex with her even though he still couldn't completely remember 
the details. There was no reason not to be perfectly frank with her, he 
finally decided.


"Well-uh-yes. Now that you mention it," he finally found his tongue. 
"She--uh-she does seem to be more abandoned, sexually. We-uh-we have a much 
better relationship now than when we were first married."


"Good. That's what usually happens and I'm glad."


Charles paused again to bolster up his courage and ask the question that had 
been on his mind ever since Julie had returned from that "tea party" at Mrs. 
Carter's home. "Say, would you tell me something?"


"Anything you wish," Natas replied cordially. This fool was going to play 
right into her hands, just as before. She had been all prepared to act the 
"heavy." It wasn't going to be necessary.


"Well, I was wondering," Charles began in his usual hesitant way, "I was 
wondering just what went on over at your house that afternoon."


"Oh, it was most interesting, Red. Almost as entertaining as the day you 
were there. We had some tea and I showed Julie my wonderful movies of you."


Charles' face went white. "Movies?" he managed to get out. "Of me?"


"A complete record on film of your marvelous antics. Julie was a little 
shocked at first, but she soon recovered."


"Antics? What-uh-what kind of antics?"


"You mean you don't remember?"


Charles shook his head negatively and admitted that his actions were a 
little hazy in his memory. Whereupon, Mrs. Carter gave him a blow-by-blow, 
suck-by-suck account of the paces she had put him through, including the bit 
with the dog collar. As she spoke, Charles began blushing a deep red. It 
matched his hair. He rose from his large mayoralty swivel chair and went to 
the window. He couldn't face the woman while she recounted his lewd, 
degrading and obscene acts.


Finally, he interrupted long enough for one question. "You-you mean you-you 
were photographing everything I did?


Natas merely nodded, smiled and took a deep drag on her cigarette.


"And-and you showed those movies to Julie?"


Natas gave him another amused smile. "But she-she didn't say anything to me 
about it."


"Of course not Red. She rather liked the idea of finding out that you were a 
real man-a human being instead of a human computer. What was her reaction to 
you in bed after that?"


"Great! She didn't seem like the same woman."


"That's right. And you aren't the same man. I'm sure she enjoys the new 
Charlie Simpson. You should both be grateful to me."


"Oh, I am-I am, Mrs. Carter, believe me."


"Good. I expect that, deep down, Julie is too. You see, she had quite an 
experience at our little tea party also."


"Experience?"


"Yes, indeed."


Natas now launched into a minute, detailed account of Julie's actions with 
Gar Fulton. She left out nothing. Charles began twisting his hands, rubbing 
his neck and finally loosened his well-tied Windsor knot at his collar. "I-I 
don't believe it!" he finally blurted.


"Red, you know I never lie. If you doubt me, come to the house and I'll show 
you my movies of Julie."


"Oh, my God! Oh, you-you bitch!"


"Not quite, but you're close," Natas smiled again and lit another cigarette.


Charles turned and perhaps for the very first time really looked at the 
woman closely. As she sat there, exhaling a cloudy stream of cigarette smoke 
from her mouth and nostrils, Charles had the same fleeting insight into who 
and what the woman really was as Julie had experienced. His puritan, logical 
mind refused to accept it, but he couldn't rid himself of the feeling and 
impression that this woman was, somehow, "inhuman."


Meanwhile, Natas had continued her conversation. "The man in question-the 
one I told you about-is outside. I think it's time you met him."


"You mean, here?"


"Of course. Mr. Fulton is a business man, just like you. He has some 
business to discuss. Would you ask your secretary to have him come


Charles moistened his lips. He didn't like the way things were going at all. 
But what could he do? He pressed the intercom on his desk and instructed the 
girl in the outer office to ask Mr. Fulton to come in.


In a moment, Garson Fulton strode into the Mayor's office. He was, as usual, 
attired in the latest fashion and most expensive, tailor-made suit money 
could buy. But in Gar's case, clothes did not "make the man." He was like a 
bull in a china closet.


"Mr. Fulton, meet Mayor Simpson," Georgiana made the introductions.


Charles shook hands with the animal reluctantly. "How do you do, Mr. Fulton. 
Won't you sit down?"


"Don't mind if I do," Gar smirked. "Nice little office you've got here. You 
oughta have a bigger one-Your Honor," he stated with over-enthusiasm and in 
a loud, raucous voice.


"Have a cigar."


"No thank you," the Mayor replied and hoped he wasn't offending the man. He 
had a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach that he was in trouble-deep 
trouble.


"All right, Gar," Natas picked up the ball and ran with it, "the Mayor is a 
busy man, let's get down to business."


"Sure, sure. Well, Mr. Mayor...." he began.


"You can call him 'Red,' Gar. All his friends call him 'Red,' isn't that so, 
'Red?'"


"Uh-uh, yes, certainly. Any friend of Georgiana's is a-a friend of mine," 
Charlie managed one of his usual cliches.


"Great! Okay, Red, this is the deal, see. My associates and me have got a 
pretty good thing goin' in Summervale. Oh, it extends into the County too, 
but Summervale is our biggest operation-specially during conventions. Know 
what I mean?"


Charlie squirmed in his seat. The name "Gar-son Fulton" was beginning to 
ring a bell. He had been told about a vice syndicate when he was running for 
election. Garson Fulton had been whispered as the head man.


"No,-no, Mr. Fulton," he was stalling for time, I-uh-I'm not really quite 
sure what you do mean."


"Oh. In that case, I'll just lay it right on the line. You play ball with 
us, we play ball with you."


"What-what kind of ball?"


"Just see to it that there ain't no trouble here. Now, I know you ran on a 
campaign to 'clean up vice' and all that other talkin' crap, and we'll even 
help you with that too. You can have your boys make a couple of raids now 
and then. We'll even give you a couple of the boys to arrest and bring 
charges against. But no rough stuff. Understand? My book parlors and houses 
continue just like before. And no narc raps either."


Charlie swallowed hard and looked at Mrs. Carter. She merely smiled, crossed 
and re-crossed her legs and puffed harder on her cigarette. "That's the way 
it is Red."


"But the people," Charles protested, "they--they'll crucify me. If I don't 
do what I promised, they'll never elect me again.


"Oh, I wouldn't be too sure about that," Natas replied calmly. "You have 
powerful forces on your side now Red. You'd be surprised what can be 
accomplished. The 'people!' and she almost spat out the word with contempt, 
"can be manipulated to do almost anything, if they're approached in the 
proper way."


"She's right," Gar agreed.


Charles struggled with his conclusion for a long moment, then finally shoved 
his chair to the wall and got up. "No! No, I won't do it!"


"I think you will, Red. Even if you don't care about yourself, surely you 
wouldn't want your wife disgraced along with you."


"My wife? You can't prove anything. Anyway, how do I know you're telling the 
truth? It could all be a pack of lies. You're good at that."


"Indeed I am," Natas maintained her cool. "But in this case I am not lying. 
If you don't believe me, come over to my home again and I'll show you her 
little home movies."


Charles' mouth dropped to the floor. He almost lost his balance and had to 
steady himself on the chair. "You-you took pictures of her too?"


"Excellent shots, my dear Mayor. I think you'd enjoy seeing them."


"Yeah," Gar chimed in. "She was a great fuck. Hot little bitch."


Simpson wanted to punch the man in the mouth, but it was useless. He was no 
match for the man physically and certainly no match for Mrs. Carter 
mentally.


"Don't be so down-hearted, Red. Things could be a lot worse. Gar, here, will 
see to it that the City gets a handsome payoff. You'll be able to lower 
taxes for the property owners and the whole town will be grateful to you."


"Sure!" Gar agreed. "Unless, of course, you'd rather put the dough in your 
own pocket. Who's to know?"


"Of course not! Charles replied, vehemently. "I wouldn't take a dime of your 
filthy money.


Natas shrugged. "That's entirely up to you. Meanwhile, we understand each 
other. You don't interfere with Gar, and your reputation-and Julie's-remains 
a safe secret with us." She rose and turned to Fulton. "I think that's all 
for now Gar. We mustn't take up any more of the Mayor's time. He's a very 
busy man."


"So long, Red," Fulton threw over his shoulder as he and Mrs. Carter left 
the office.


Charles Simpson slumped back into his chair. What was he going to do? What 
could he do? The answer came almost immediately. Nothing! Mrs. Carter and 
Gar Fulton now ran the town. He was the people's representative in name 
only!


* * *


Mrs. Carter and Garson Fulton took full advantage of their power over the 
Mayor. Natas envisioned and made plans for further "parties" while Fulton 
opened more houses of prostitution and crooked gambling joints. There wasn't 
a thing the Mayor could do about it.


Fulton was as circumspect as possible but it didn't take long before the 
word got around that Summervale was a "wide open city." Whores from Reno, 
Vegas, New York, Chicago, and even as far south as New Orleans flocked to 
Summervale. The town council and Chamber of Commerce were torn between their 
puritanical horrification and the tremendous amount of business that 
gambling and women-availability brought into the city's coffers by virtue 
(if that's the word) of the number of organizations that suddenly found the 
town an ideal place in which to hold their conventions.


Garson Fulton, true to his word, and herded over by Natas, took out all 
proper licenses and saw to it that the city's Treasurer received all taxes 
due from his illegal operations. From time to time, when self-styled 
"Morality Groups" and Committees visited Mayor Simpson to complain about the 
"appalling conditions" in their fair city, Charles denied the allegations 
vehemently, professed to know nothing about what was going on, and pointed 
with pride to the abundant amount of money in the treasury and the fact that 
his "surplus" enabled him to authorize new schools, playgrounds, parks and 
other municipally-sponsored advantages at no cost to the taxpayers.


Mrs. Carter, also, took full advantage of the city's "growth." The more 
industry and new population acquired by Summervale, the more constant and 
lavish her "parties" became. Soon, she was the most sought-after hostess in 
town. All the "big-wigs" vied to be invited to her home. Gradually, and with 
perfect timing, Natas saw to it that the "entertainment" provided became 
more and more "interesting." As the liquor flowed in greater abundance, as 
her guests began losing their inhibitions (thanks to some of her delightful 
potions), she introduced wilder and new "games" into the proceedings.


Most of those favored with her invitations were in the age groups between 
early thirty and middle forty. Most had been married anywhere from five to 
ten years or longer, and most had begun to tire of their partners where sex 
was concerned. Their bedroom activities, if almost non-existent, were simply 
a matter of routine. They went through the motions but they did not really 
enjoy themselves any longer.


To enhance their pleasure and titillate their excitement, Mrs. Carter always 
managed to come up with some new variation on sex play. For example, she 
introduced a novel "game" called "Post Office Special Delivery." As she 
explained to the gathering when they were in the proper mood, frame of mind 
and sufficiently "Loose" from the liquor and potions: "Now, I'm sure all of 
you dear people remember playing 'Post Office' when you were children. Well, 
'Special Delivery' is just an adult version. As you remember, in 'Post 
Office' it was always the girl who had the privilege of


'choosing' who they wanted to 'deliver the mail.' The same thing holds true 
here. All you girls line up on one side of the room-the men on the other."


As she announced the rules, Mrs. Fenley quietly passed among the guests and 
handed out note paper and envelopes and the refined ladies and gentlemen 
obeyed Mrs. Carter's instructions to separate into female and male 
contingents.


"Mrs. Fenley is providing you all with paper, pencils and envelopes. Each of 
the girls will write the name of a man on the envelope and print a note to 
him to be sealed inside giving him any 'instructions' you wish."


The "Ladies" could not help but suppress a giggle when their hostess said 
that.


"Now, we only have so many rooms here," Natas continued, "so you will each 
have to take your turn. Also, some of you may desire the same 'mailman'. "


There were more giggles.


"One more thing..." Georgiana's voice took on a strange quality, "the 
bedrooms are out of bounds."


All of the guests, men and women alike, gave out an audible sigh of 
disappointment.


"I'm sorry, but I think you'll find that 'Special Delivery' will be more fun 
if played in the closets, the bathrooms, the kitchen, the pantry, or 
anywhere else you may wish to go. The bedrooms will all be fully lit and the 
lights cannot be turned off except by a master switch which I control. All 
of the other rooms I have mentioned will be totally dark. You will not be 
able to see either the mailman or the person to whom the letter is being 
delivered."


More giggles and laughter greeted this announcement. Mrs. Carter certainly 
had a great imagination. This was going to be fun.


"All right now girls, start writing your notes and toss them into the basket 
that Mrs. Fenley will pass among you. I will give them each a number and see 
that they are delivered to the 'Post Office.' When Mrs. Fenley takes your 
letter she will tell you what your number is. As your number is called out 
you will find your 'address' and go there. Your address will be identified 
as 'the first closet on the second floor' or the 'pantry off the kitchen' or 
the 'downstairs bathroom.' You will be able to identify 'your home'. "


"What happens if we get in the wrong address?" a cute, overly made up gal 
piped in a high-pitched voice.


"Well, in that case, I suppose you'll just get the wrong mail man," Mrs. 
Carter replied, dryly, and got the biggest laugh of the evening.


As the ladies wrote their notes, addressed their letters, handed them to 
Mrs. Fenley and were given their 'addresses,' the men, lined up on the 
opposite side of the room gulped drinks, wetted their lips and leered at the 
women wondering which or who might choose them. Some seemed nervous and 
shifted their weight from foot to foot. Suppose no one addressed a letter to 
him? What a disgrace. Suppose one got a letter from his own wife? Well, a 
disappointment, but not a total loss. She might not even seem like his own 
wife in total darkness.


Finally the letters were written, addressed and the numbers assigned. Mrs. 
Fenley quickly called out the first few.


"Numbers one through seven, go to your homes."


Eleven of the ladies immediately left the room and sought out the darkened 
closets, pantries and bathrooms assigned to them.


"The rest of you girls just relax and make yourselves comfortable. The bar 
is well stocked. Help yourselves. Your turns will come soon."


The "girls" hurried to the bar, anxious to get as high as possible in order 
to be fully prepared for whatever thrills that might be coming their way.


Mrs. Carter and her assistant distributed the first seven "pieces of mail" 
to the lucky gentlemen together with the "addresses" where they were to be 
delivered.


Mayor Simpson was, of course, one of the first men to receive a letter for 
delivery. Julie was one of the first seven ladies to be assigned an 
"address." It turned out to be a small closet off the master bedroom. She 
went to it with some misgivings. She wasn't sure that she was going to like 
this "game" but, like everyone else, she, least of all, could not afford to 
offend Mrs. Carter. She wondered who had chosen Charles. She, herself, had 
picked a rather good-looking young man who had been introduced to her only 
that evening-a Jack Lowell, she thought. At the moment when she opened the 
closet door, went in and closed it, she couldn't quite remember if the name 
had been Lowell or Powell. Lowell she thought. The "Jack" part she was sure 
of. He seemed to her to be in his early thirties; tall, quite muscular but 
not grossly so-nothing like Garson Fulton who, she was happy to see, was 
conspicuous by his absence.


She waited in the closet nervously for some moments, then the door opened 
from the also darkened room, and her mail man entered.


Two hands reached out and fumbled for her in the blackness. "I-I have a 
letter addressed for this closet," the man's voice said.


Julie tried to remember what Mr. Lowell Powell-Jack's voice had sounded like 
but she couldn't. It was against the rules to ask questions so she merely 
murmured: "Um hmnnn."


The man moved close to her, embraced her, found her face with his hands, 
pulled her into his body and kissed her. It was thrilling. It was absolutely 
the most exciting thing she had ever experienced. His tongue probed deep 
into her mouth, caressed her lips and tickled her tongue as his hands roamed 
up and down her body from her neck to her buttocks and pressed the cheeks 
close against his crotch.


God! To be felt up and caressed by someone she wasn't even sure what he 
looked like or who he was. She returned his kiss with complete passion and 
abandon. The man broke off after a long moment and spoke again.


"The note said: "Love me."


"That's right," Julie replied. It was Jack, Lowell or Powell. He smelled and 
felt good. His face was smooth and clean. His hands were like fire running 
up and down her spine. He found the zipper behind her dress and pulled it 
down slowly. By now Julie had learned not to burden herself with too much 
underclothing. She wore a small bra, and a garter belt to hold up her 
stockings; not even panties. They only got in the way. She felt Jack's hands 
fumbling to unclasp the bra. She pressed in closer to him, allowed her own 
hands to drop to the front and fingered his fly, seeking his zipper. She 
found it and pulled it down just as he loosened the bra and pulled both its 
straps and the top of her dress over her arms and down to her waist. She 
felt inside the man's shorts and found his prick. It was already hard and 
hot. Jack inched her dress down over her hips and let it fall to the floor. 
She stepped out of it as he grabbed the cheeks of her ass again and began 
fondling the soft, smooth crevice up and down her anal hole. She unbuckled 
his belt, undid the buttons and drew his trousers down to, then over his 
erected cock. She felt for his coat, helped him out of it, loosened his 
collar and tie, removed them from his neck and struggled with him as he 
almost tore his shirt trying to get it off. He wore no under shirt. Now 
there were only his shorts and his shoes and socks which didn't matter 
anyway. He didn't seem to care about her garter belt or her shoes and hose. 
She ripped his shorts below his waist and pressed her pussy into his prick.


"Oh, God!! " he moaned. "Who are you? Oh, God!"


That's right, Julie thought. He doesn't know I am. It was all the more 
thrilling.


"Your lover," she whispered. "Kiss me, darling. Kiss me all over."


The man dropped to his knees without a word, parted the soft curls of her 
pubic hair with his thumbs and began slowly flicking his saliva moistened 
tongue at her vagina. He was obviously not too experienced but quite willing 
to learn. Julie guided his head, mouth and tongue into her pussy until it 
contacted her gently throbbing clitoris. "That's it, sweetheart. Kiss it. 
Lick it. Harder. Faster."


The man was more than willing. Standing there, being sucked off in the dark 
was more than Julie could take for very long. Her whole body shuddered as 
her cum spurted into Jack's mouth.


"Eeat it, darling. Eat it all. Tell me it's good."


"Oh, it's good. It's good!"


"Now you," Julie ordered. She was catching on to this sex business fast. Why 
had she ever been such a prim, mousy little creature? "Stand up!"


Her sex partner rose immediately as she dropped to her knees, found the head 
of his cock, thrust out her tongue to tease it and began playing with his 
balls. Jack let out another moan and shoved his penis deep into her mouth. 
Julie played her hands from his testicles to his ass and back again, 
pressing him in further and closer, rubbing her lips forward and backward. 
She felt the canal jerk and jump and she knew she had him. A gush of hot, 
thick cum spurted into her mouth. Her first impulse was to withdraw and spit 
it out. Her second was to savor its flavor. She had never tasted cum before. 
It was good. She sucked and swallowed and wallowed in her own wantonness. 
She milked him dry with her gently sucking lips while he moaned and groaned 
like a man possessed with pleasure.


"You-you're a very good 'mailman', " she said finally. "You can go now. 
Someone else may have a letter they want delivered."


The man pulled up his shorts, managed to struggle back into his shirt, 
buckled and buttoned his pants and put on his coat. Julie merely stood there 
in the dark, practically nude and caressed his body once or twice while he 
was dressing. He clasped her to him a final time, pressing both hands on her 
buttocks and gave her another deep kiss on her mouth.


"Any time, Ma'am," he said in mock seriousness, "any time at all."


Charles, meanwhile, had been given a letter addressed to "Bathroom in 
servants' quarters, downstairs, third door to the right off corridor." He 
had no idea who had chosen him to be her mail man but it excited him with 
expectation. He left the living room, went down the back stairs, fumbled his 
way through the darkened corridor and feeling his way, finally found the 
third door to the right off the hallway. He went in, adjusted his eyes to 
the dim light reflecting through the windows, saw another door, decided that 
it must be the bathroom and went inside. In the darkness he could only make 
out a well-rounded figure. His throat was dry and he couldn't think of a 
thing to say. The woman finally broke the ice.


"Yes? Are you the mailman?"


Charles found his voice. "Uh-yes. The letter says the bathroom in the 
servants' quarters. Are you the addressee?"


"I might be," came the provocative answer. "What does the note say?"


"It-it says: 'Mr. Mayor Simpson-Your Honor. Please fuck me."


"I'm the addressee," the low voice replied.


Charles moved toward the sound of the voice and stretched out his hands. Two 
other hands pulled him in and placed his own hands around her body. She was 
totally naked. While waiting for him she had undressed. Still holding his 
hands, the girl sank to the floor pulling Charles down with her.


"Take off your clothes, Mr. Mayor."


Charles needed no further urging. He stripped as quickly as he could, 
tossing his coat, shirt and trousers on the floor. He fumbled for his shoe 
laces, still wearing his shorts.


The girl's hands stopped him. "Let me," she said.


He felt her body climb over his as she bent to his shoes and began untying 
and removing them. She rolled down his socks and slowly pulled them off. At 
the same moment he felt her lips and tongue on his toes, then his ankles, 
his legs, his thighs and finally on his cock as she worked her way up his 
body, nibbling and sucking at each part and joint.


His hands reached out and played with her body; his fingers and palms 
running lightly over her full rounded buttocks, her stomach, her thighs, 
legs and tits. Who in the hell was she, Charles wondered? Whoever she was, 
she was exciting him beyond endurance. She rolled over on top of him and 
began playing with his face with her mouth. She kissed his nose and eyes; 
blew hot breath into his ear and gradually eased her moist cunt down over 
his prick, took her hands and pushed it into the warm, wet cavern of her 
waiting pussy.


"Aaauuugh!" she let out a scream as she impaled herself hard down onto his 
cock. Her note had said: "Fuck me!" but it was she who was doing the 
fucking. She rode him as though he were a horse. She bounced, weaved and 
slid from side to side on his prick, reared back until her body was almost 
bent in half, then lurched forward, fell on his chest and kissed him 
ravenously. Charles tried to give as much as he received. He had never had a 
woman on top before and he liked it. He loved it.


"Oooooh," the girl moaned again. "You're great Mr. Mayor. Great! Fuck it! 
Harder! Harder!"


Charles lifted his ass and shoved his lust-hardened cock in as deeply as he 
could.


"Oh, you bastard! I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Come with me. Please!"


Charles screwed her as hard as he could but it was no use. He couldn't make 
it. He felt the soft body grow limp and was aware of a wetness dripping down 
his legs. The girl had obviously cum.


"Oh, that was great. I knew you'd be great," she whispered. "But you didn't 
cum."


"I'm sorry," Charles whispered back.


"Don't be," the girl lowered her mouth to his ear and began licking it. 
"I'll make you cum. I'll make you happy. Get up on your knees."


Charles did as ordered, wondering what was in store. The girl raised 
herself, turned around, bent herself on all fours and presented the full, 
rounded moons of her buttocks to him. Charles couldn't quite see what was 
happening, but he felt warm flesh pressing against his prick. The girl took 
both hands, placed them behind herself and began guiding Charles' penis into 
the tight, warm confines of her rectum.


"Fuck me now darling. Put it in."


Charles thought he was merely doing it to her dog fashion until his cock 
struck the warm, puckered flesh of her tiny anal gland.


"Shove!" she ordered. "Push, sweetheart. Push! Fuck me in the ass."


Charles pressed forward with a great surge. The small hole squeezed and 
refused to give at first.


"More," she begged him. "More!"


Charles gave a great heave, the membrane parted and gave with a slight 
popping noise and he had his prick up her ass! It was tighter than anything 
he has ever experienced; tighter even than Julie had been when he had fucked 
her the first time.


As he shoved his balls against the cheeks of her buttocks, slapping them 
hard against the soft, yielding flesh, his hands found her breasts and her 
vaginal opening. He kneaded her tits with one hand while with the other he 
played with the gently throbbing clitoris, opened her wide and tickled the 
soft hair-lined lips that hung out and were still throbbing. It was more 
than either of them could stand for very long. With another shudder, the 
girl spurted her load into his hand and Charles with a soulful grunt jetted 
his hot sperm deep into her ass. It was one of the greatest feelings he had 
ever experienced.


"God!" he exclaimed. "You're marvelous."


"So are you, baby."


"Who are you?"


"Urn umph! Against the rules. Get dressed now. I'm expecting another 
delivery later."


Charles put his clothes on after soaping himself good and drying. Women are 
sexually insatiable, he thought, and wondered who might be fucking his own 
wife, Julie, and if she had enjoyed her experience as much as he had.


While Julie and Charles had been enjoying their unseen sex partners, the 
other guests were having equally abandoned fun.


One woman had sent notes to two mailmen at the same time. She was enjoying 
something she had only fantasized and wished about for years; two men at the 
same time. One fucked her while she sucked the other. Then the other man 
sucked her while the second male partner reamed her ass. She came six or 
seven times and was ecstatic with joy.


Mrs. Carter's party was a huge success. She and Mrs. Fenley also 
participated, manning their cameras equipped with infra-red film that 
recorded, in motion, every lewd act that her guests performed.


Later that night after everyone had wended their exhausted weary bodies 
home, Natas and her assistant offered themselves up again to their Master. 
The black candles in the chapel burned with greater brightness than ever 
before. The incantations were more intense and they evidently were well 
received. Natas had succeeded in degrading and overpowering practically an 
entire community. For this she would surely receive a special reward.


Mrs. Fenley, however, was not as pleased as was Natas. When they completed 
their obedience to His Most Satanic Majesty and were about to retire, Mrs. 
Fenley stopped her Mistress in the hallway.


"You did not ask Him," she said.


"I'm sorry. It slipped my mind," Natas lied.


"Tomorrow?" Mrs. Fenley asked.


"Yes. Yes, of course. I promise. Good night."


Natas left her servant and went to her room to dream sweet dreams of goblins 
and gnomes. Mrs. Fenley did not retire. She went back into the Chapel. She 
had had quite enough of Mrs. Carter's lies and promises. She was certain 
that she had earned her right to a full Witch-hood and she intended to get 
it. With all the fervor she could command, and calling on every catechism 
she could remember, she begged The Devil to honor His promise. She not only 
appealed to the Highest On High but to all of her own private small devils 
and witches; people of her own class and station.


"Help me," she pleaded. "Help me, and I will help you."


"Freedom for me will mean freedom for you."


A strange black light began pervading the Chapel and the woman received her 
answer. No sound was heard, but she knew and understood. Someone would come 
to teach Natas, a much needed lesson. His Most Satanic Majesty was becoming 
impatient with Natas. Mrs. Fenley had earned her right to Witch-hood and 
would receive it. The Devil had made a promise!


CHAPTER 5


Give a man an inch and he'll take a foot, a yard or an entire town. Such was 
Garson Fulton's insatiable desires. His operation in Summervale rivaled 
Chicago's Cicero and outdid it during the heyday of Al Capone.


There were prostitutes in every hotel and on every street corner. Each drug 
store was operating a bookie joint on the side. There were lewd shows for 
any and every perverted mind that visited the town. Not even in the old days 
of the "Sex Circuses" in Chicago had anything like it been seen. The Mayor 
was powerless to stop the orgies, the sale of dope, the prostitution and 
everything else that appealed to the most erotic interests of both men and 
women.


Conventioneers loved it. They had but to visit the equivalent of "Bourbon 
Street," sit down at a table in a bar and were served by waitresses totally 
naked. For a buck tip, in addition to the five dollar per drink, they had 
only to reach out a hand and fondle a breast, tickle a young girl's pussy.


Some of the more expensive places featured shows that went all the way; men 
and women fucking; women and women going down on each other and sticking 
dildos into each other. There were even performances to satisfy the male 
homosexuals; men sucking each other and fucking each other in the ass.


Nothing was too lewd, obscene or far out for Fulton's imagination. He was a 
showman and an entrepreneur who knew what people really wanted to see but 
wouldn't admit it to themselves. Gar Fulton gave it to them-in spades.


Fulton could have any woman in Summervale he desired, and did. But in the 
back of his mind there was always Julie. He coveted the Mayor's wife more 
than any broad he had ever used and subjected to his own vile imagination.


He remembered Mrs. Carter's promise to give him another crack at the haughty 
bitch and he intended to hold her to it. He also remembered her suggestion 
that when he had had his fill of her he could turn her over to his 
"henchmen."


Gar's coterie of bodyguards, muscle men and pimps had watched the proud 
young Julie Simpson with covetous eyes for a long time. One of them had even 
dared broach the subject at one of their high level meetings. Gar had merely 
smirked and said: "Soon. Soon, boys. Take my word. Have I ever disappointed 
ya?"


The next day, Fulton dropped in on Mrs. Carter quite casually and 
unexpectedly. Natas received him most cordially. There were few men in the 
world that really turned her on and Gar was one. He was so gross; so much 
the animal. He excited her beyond belief.


She greeted him with a large embrace and kissed him warmly. He returned the 
greeting half-heartedly and shoved her away.


"Got something to talk wid ya about," he informed her.


"Sure. Sure, Gar, anything. "What's on your mind?"


"It's about this little bitch, the Mayor's wife. I dig her. I want her 
again-only this time, my way-and for my boys too. You remember, you 
promised."


"Sure. Sure, Gar, I remember."


"Good. So then, how about settin' it up-like for tomorrow night maybe?"


"Just as you say." Natas felt a heat of passion rush over her body. Garson 
Fulton was her kind of man; he was a human Devil; the closest she could get 
to giving herself to her Master. She got up from her chair, went to the bar 
and mixed a drink. She sprinkled it liberally with her most powerful 
aphrodisiac and handed it to him.


"Bourbon on the rocks. Just like you like it," she told him.


"Thanks."


Fulton took it and drank deeply. Natas walked around his chair slowly and 
began divesting herself of her clothes. At first, Gar paid little or no 
attention to her. Finally he did.


"Hey. You ain't got a bad body, doll. Not bad at all." He gulped more of his 
drink and felt his prick harden. Natas, meanwhile, was doing the most 
seductive, sexiest strip-tease of which she was capable. The Devil had been 
kind to her and her body was provocative and exciting. She was only wearing 
a Hostess Gown, no bra, and sheer panties. She stripped off the gown, and 
sat in Gar's lap.


"I want you," she said. "I want to make you happier than you've ever been in 
your life."


"That'll be the day," he replied.


"Oh, I don't know. I may have a few tricks you haven't thought of."


"Yeah?" he smirked. "Show me."


"I will," she replied seductively and went to the bar. "Do you want me to 
undress you?"


"Naw! I'll strip myself. I don't like women pawing all over my body-unless 
it might be the Mayor's wife," he added with a chuckle.


At the bar, Natas took two ice cubes and sucked on them until they melted. 
Her mouth and tongue were cold as ice could make them. She began sucking one 
more ice cube and picked up a bottle of creme de menthe from the bar. She 
brought it back with her to where Gar was by now lying prone on the sofa, 
stark naked except for his shoes and socks. His clothes were strewn on the 
floor where he had dropped them as he took them off. His prick was limp, but 
even in repose it was still one of the most magnificent organs Natas, or any 
other woman had ever seen or even fantasized about in dreams.


"Not very sexy today," she remarked as she observed his large but sagging 
prick.


"Well, I already fucked two kids at one of my houses. Sixteen or 
seventeen-year-old; ran away from home to see what life was like in the big 
city. They couldn't get in with the boys there, but one of 'em recommended 
'em to me.


"Virgins?" Natas asked, rolling the ice cube around her tongue.


"Naw! What virgins? Kids these days lose their cherries in junior high 
school. It's that damned pill. I don't know what the hell gets into their 
folk's minds. Me? I keep my gals under lock and key."


"I didn't know you had daughters," Natas said, surprisedly.


"Two," Gar answered with all the pride of a proud father. Twelve and 
fifteen. And if I ever catch one of 'em fuckin' around with some 
pimply-faced kid, I'll kill 'em."


"Who? Your daughters or the boys?"


"All of 'em," Gar answered with relish, and sounded like he meant it.


"But why should your daughters be different?" Natas persisted. She wanted to 
keep Gar's mind on sex; keep him talking about it while the potion took 
hold.


"Because they're my kids!" he replied in an angry tone. "They gonna be 
virgins when they get married, and I'm gonna pick the guys 
myself-hand-picked. They gonna be respectable."


"Are they cute girls?"


"Cuter than a bug's ear. You oughta see the little one. She's only twelve, 
but with tits already, and an ass that won't quit. Every once in a while I 
have to whack her to remind her to stop shaking it when she walks. The older 
one's not as sexy, but she does all right.


Natas had dropped to her knees in front of Gar's body and had taken a swig 
of the mint-flavored creme de menthe into her mouth. Now she carefully bent 
to his cock and without spilling a drop, inserted the head of the penis into 
her liquid-filled mouth. Gar squirmed as he felt the cold mouth begin 
sucking and the oily, alcoholic liquid embrace the head of his prick.


"Hey! That's different all right, baby. Ummm. Roll it around some more, I 
like it."


Natas could feel the immense organ begin to stiffen as she dripped the 
liquor down the shaft of his rod and over his balls.


"Ummm," Gar mumbled again. "Cold. What is it?"


"Creme de menthe. Tastes like mint. I love to lick it." And lick it she did; 
every drop that dripped down. She lapped at it with a wide, hungry, frenzied 
tongue that soon had Fulton panting for breath and running his fingers 
through her hair and reaming her ears with the tip of his little finger.


"You're good, baby. You're real good." He began working his prick into her 
mouth as his erection built, bigger and larger and thicker.


Natas swallowed the last drop of the creme de menthe, blew in Gar's ear and 
whispered: "Don't move. I'll be right back."


She hurried back to the sink in the bar, turned on the hot water full blast, 
held a glass under the tap and filled her mouth with the hot liquid.


Back to Gar she went. His penis had started to droop again. It was cold to 
the touch and still smelled of mint. She closed her mouth over it, immersing 
it in the hot water. Gar nearly jumped out of his skull. The combination of 
first ice cold, then red hot, was something like the effect of taking first 
a warm then cold shower, except in reverse. Natas knew that it was an 
exciting experience for a man. As she let the water trickle down her throat 
she went to work on his cock. She was the Devil's own cock-sucker. No tongue 
was faster, no lips sucked with more greed. She made the man feel as if 
every stroke were pure joy, not only for him but for her as well.


His hips began moving and grinding in time to her up and down mouth motion. 
She could feel the canal begin to pulsate. "Not yet, darling. Not yet. Turn 
over."


Gar managed to roll himself over on to his stomach with great reluctance and 
Natas went to work on the crevice between his buttocks.


She planted wet, liberal kisses on each cheek, licking and caressing them as 
though they were a baby's. Then, gradually she found the upper portion of 
the opening and slowly worked her way down, nibbling, tickling and biting 
every quarter-inch of the way.


Gar's penis was on fire. It was all he could do to keep from spurting cum 
all over the sofa.


"God!" He exclaimed over and over again. "Goddamit! Shit! Oh, fuck! Oh, 
baby. You're the greatest!"


With that, Natas rolled him over again. It wasn't easy. She started licking 
his prick once more and worked her way to his chest, the small nipples and 
around his face, forehead, ears and finally reamed her tongue into his now 
wide open, grunting, panting mouth. Then she sat down on his cock and began 
pumping. Within moments she felt him jerk and his thick cum spurted into her 
cunt. Natas smiled to herself and was satisfied. That would give him 
something to remember. Gar Fulton might have the hots for Julie-bitch but he 
would long remember this orgasm.


"Happy, sweetheart?" she asked, as she rolled off.


"The greatest!"


"Still want Mrs. Simpson?" Natas chided him as she picked up her clothes and 
started for the bathroom.


"Aw, baby-you know how it is. Sure. She's a dish-a young cunt. Anyway, I 
promised my boys.


"You'll have her. Nine o'clock tonight."


"Promise?" Gar threw at her as she left the room.


"Have I ever disappointed you?"


"No. We'll be here. I'll buy the liquor and bring the food. This is gonna be 
a party to end 'em all. My gift to the boys. They've earned it."


Gar got up and started dressing. "Hey!" he called into the "powder room" off 
the living room hall, "you sure she ain't gonna give nobody no trouble?"


"If she does, we'll take care of it," Natas replied. "Just see to it that 
your guys aren't too loaded when they get here."


"I'll break 'em in half. Don't worry, baby, they will all act like perfect 
gentlemen-to a point," he finished and gave out with his typical raucous 
laugh. "See you tonight, baby. And thanks."


"Don't mention it," Natas called back as she dressed with an expectant smile 
on her face. She, too, was looking forward to the young Julie Simpson 
getting it from those brutes like she was nothing but a whore off the 
streets.


Maybe it would teach her to be so uppity all the time.


"Mrs. Fenley!" she bellowed through the intercom microphone that connected 
to every room in the house.


"Yes?" came the reply.


"We're having a little party tonight. Get things ready.


"Yes Ma'am," Mrs. Fenley replied, and wondered when her prayers to His Most 
Satanic Majesty would be answered.


* * *


Mrs. Carter went directly to the telephone from the bathroom and called 
Julie. In firm, commanding tones she ordered the proud little bitch to be at 
her home that evening promptly at 8:30.


"But-but Mrs. Carter-" she tried to begin protesting, "Charles and I have 
made other arrangements and..."


"Cancel them!" Natas commanded peremptorily.


"How can I?"


"Simple. Just tell Red that I've invited you here to meet several people who 
will be helpful to him and who can be depended on to donate large sums of 
money to all of his pet projects. I don't think he will object."


"But. . . " Julie began again....


"If he does, just remind him that I have some excellent movies of both he 
and you-including a few taken with infra-red film at our last party."


"Oh no!"


"Oh, yes," Natas replied with the greatest of cool. "I'm sure neither you 
nor Red would want your movies made public." She paused a fraction of a 
moment to let her next statement sink in with full force and effect. "If 
your husband gives you any trouble, or if you fail to cooperate tonight to 
the fullest, I promise you that prints of your activities with Gar Fulton 
and Jack Powell will be distributed to every whorehouse and sex-film theater 
in the country, not to mention the ones here in town. You might also remind 
him of his lovely performance as my little poodle dog on the stairs."


There was another pause. Then, finally, with a helpless tone of bitterness 
in her voice. "What time did you say?"


"Eight-thirty, and be prompt. My guests don't like to be kept waiting." 
Natas disconnected the phone abruptly. Again, she smiled. This would be a 
"party" to end all parties; something to be long remembered. She hoped her 
Master was pleased. She went to the Chapel to offer up further prayers.


Julie had no trouble breaking her date with her husband at all. "Mrs. Carter 
absolutely insists, darling," she told him. "She says she has some people 
coming over who can help you in everything you want to do."


"But why only you?" he asked.


"I don't know. Maybe it's one of those 'hen parties.' She didn't say, but 
the guests could be all women-wives of important men. Anyway, you're not 
invited."


"Okay, Charles shrugged. "I'll go down to the Club and play some Bridge. Try 
not to be late." He went to her and pulled her close. He was finally 
beginning to enjoy his wife's body to the fullest. His timidity had vanished 
and he had no compunctions about feeling her up and exciting her sexually, 
even in broad daylight.


By the time Julie arrived at Mrs. Carter's she was just a shade "Loaded" 
from the two martinis Charles had mixed before dinner. She had merely pecked 
at her food; too excited with anticipation and wondering what Mrs. Carter 
had in mind for the evening. She was reasonably sure that it would be 
sexual. She hoped that it wouldn't be Gar Fulton again, but deep inside she 
knew it would.


She presented herself at exactly 8:29 p.m. and rang the door chime. Mrs. 
Fenley admitted her and without a word beckoned her up the stairs to the 
bedroom of mirrors.


"Mrs. Carter says you should get undressed, take a shower and wait.


"For whom-uh-what?"


"I merely follow instructions, Mrs. Simpson, the same as you do," Mrs. 
Fenley told her as she went out and closed the door.


Julie heaved a large sigh, began undressing and finally decided to soak 
herself in the large, ebony bath tub. There was something very sexy about a 
black bath tub and she enjoyed it fully. As she immersed herself in the 
bubbles she found herself fingering her cunt. Well, she thought, Gar isn't 
that bad, if you don't look at him. She continued to soak as Fulton arrived 
downstairs.


Mrs. Fenley ushered him into the living room where Natas was waiting with a 
drink. He took it.


"What's in it, besides bourbon?" he asked. "Nothing," Natas replied. "And 
that's the truth. I swear it on the Horns."


"On the what?"


"Never mind. You wouldn't understand." Gar took a sip and frowned. "Well I 
want something in it, see? Haven't-haven't you got something that'll give me 
more staying power? You know what I mean?"


"Of course I have, dear Gar. Give me your glass." She took the tumbler, went 
behind the bar and unlocked a secret door. Inside were vials, bottles and 
small packets of powders. She selected one with great care, emptied it into 
Gar's glass and returned to him.


"You'll stay hard for a week with this, dear Gar, although why you feel the 
need for her I really don't know. You're quite sufficient without any 
potions," she smiled sexily.


"Yeah? You dig my action, huh?"


"The most," she replied, going along with his attempt at mod talk. It 
disgusted her. Why couldn't people speak their language with grace and 
polish, like in the old days? She didn't mind the obscenities. Those words 
have been with us since man became "civilized." Fuck. Shit. Cunt. Ass. 
Cocksucker. Cunt-lapper, as well as the minor curse words: Goddamit. 
Sonofabitch. Bastard. There was one word Natas never used: "Hell." It was 
absolutely taboo and forbidden to all witches and the disciples of His Most 
Satanic Majesty. One simply didn't take the name of one's eventual "home" in 
vain.


Gar slurped at his drink, paused and waited for it to settle down and hit 
bottom. He evidently expected some kind of reaction. When he felt nothing 
but the warm effect of the liquor he looked up at her questioningly.


"I don't feel nothin," he pouted.


"You will my dear. You will. Give it time."


"Is she here?"


"Upstairs, waiting for you."


"My boys oughta be showin' up in about an hour. See that they're entertained 
while I'm busy. I suppose you got an intercom in the bedroom?" he inquired.


"There's one in every room in the house more than one in some. For example, 
Gar dear, every word you've said since you came in has been carefully 
recorded on tape. Every word you've ever uttered in this house is on tape."


Gar sipped at his drink again and shook his head. "What a bitch!"


"I've told you before," she said, "you're almost right, but not quite."


"And I guess the cameras will be rolling during our little party?" he stated 
again, not really a question.


"Of course. You don't think I'd let an opportunity like this slip by," Natas 
murmured softly. 'He' wouldn't like it."


"Who?"


"The only one-the only thing in this world


I love and enjoy more than you, lover."


"I'm jealous."


""Don't be. Given enough time you'll be a fairly good imitation of Him."


"Like to meet him someday," Gar stood up and gulped the last of his drink.


"I don't think that's possible for you in this life. But I'll ask."


Gar held his empty glass out-empty except for the ice cubes.


"Sure you need another? That one was pretty powerful."


"Well, just a little more bourbon. And give me the bottle."


"You'll find one in the nightstand beside the bed," Natas told him.


"Okay. I think I'll go up and get started."


"Why not?"


She moved to a concealed microphone on the mantelpiece as Gar slowly climbed 
the stairs. The bitch was right. He didn't need too much more liquor or 
anything else. As he put one foot above the other he had to adjust his cock. 
It was getting harder and harder and larger than he had ever felt it 
before-and that was saying something!


Natas spoke sharply into the intercom. "More guests will be arriving soon. 
Be ready for them.


"Yes, Ma'am," Mrs. Fenley replied with as much subservience as she could 
manage. Soon. Soon, she thought. It will be my turn.


Gar entered the bedroom unceremoniously. Julie was still in the tub. "Hey?" 
he shouted.


"I'm in here," Julie answered.


He went into the bathroom and found her immersed beneath thousands of tiny 
bubbles. "Okay," he grunted, "you're clean enough. Get out!"


"Wouldn't you rather get in here with me?" Julie smiled her most provocative 
smile.


"Whatdya think? I ain't clean enough for ya?"


"Not at all. I just thought it might be fun to make love in the bathtub."


"Under all those bubbles?" he snorted. "I'll pull the plug."


And with that, she did. The water drained slowly, and with it the churning 
bubble bath. Little by little Julie's lovely body became more and more 
exposed. Gar's prick swelled to full proportions and this time he wouldn't 
explode so soon, thanks to Mrs. Carter's potion. He stood and watched until 
Julie was fully exposed in the tub. She smiled up at him and rolled her body 
around suggestively.


"Don't move," he said, "I'll be right back."


He went into the bedroom, found the bottle of bourbon in the bottom section 
of the end table, poured a stiff drink to match his expanded cock, undressed 
as quickly as possible and went back into the bathroom.


Julie was still lying in the tub, her eyes closed, relaxed and enjoying the 
effects of her warm bath.


"Get up!" Gar ordered. "I like it better in the shower."


Julie opened her eyes, looked once again at the man's elephantine organ, 
shrugged and raised herself in the tub.


God, she was gorgeous, Gar thought. What a young tender piece of ass. He 
opened the shower door, went inside and turned on the water taps. He 
adjusted them until the flow was tepid. Julie stood outside. He grabbed her 
hand and pulled her in with him under the spraying faucet. "Okay, cunt," 
wash my back. Wash me good all over."


The girl obediently took the cake of soap, worked it up into a lather and 
began soaping the large, hairy body from top to bottom. She got down on her 
knees to reach his legs and ankles. He looked at her and grinned as he let 
the water play over his face.


"That's the way I like you, you fucking cunt-down on your knees. Now lick it 
all off."


Julie tried to use as much of the cascading water as possible to prevent too 
much soap from getting into her mouth. Even so, much of it ran into her 
mouth and coated her tongue. Still she went on licking and sucking. She 
began at his toes and the soles of his feet and lapped every inch of his 
flesh. She worked her way up to his cock and began sucking at it. He stopped 
her suddenly.


"Naw! You soap it with your hands and lick me back there. That feels good."


Julie obediently began massaging his prick with both hands, pressing the 
head and the shaft between her palms. She was literally fucking him with her 
hands. At the same time she lapped at his buttocks, tickled his anal gland 
with her tongue and pressed her face in close to her nose and cheeks.


"Good. Good, baby. You're gonna make a real good whore."


For a moment Julie's heart missed a beat. She wondered what the man meant, 
then finally decided that it was just a figure of speech and went on 
massaging and sucking.


"Okay," Gar said finally. "Get ready, I'm turnin' on the cold." With that he 
switched off all the hot water and blasted them both with an icy shower. 
Julie shivered as the pin-pricking cold water engulfed her. Goose pimples 
broke out all over her body and she stopped her ministrations for the 
moment.


"Keep suckin' cunt," Gar ordered roughly. I'll tell ya when to stop."


She forced herself to continue swirling her tongue into his buttocks and 
tried not to shiver. At long last he turned the water off and stepped out of 
the shower leaving her squatting on her knees.


"Okay. You can dry me now."


Julie got up, stepped out and went to the towel rack. She took a large 
fluffy towel and started rubbing the big man.


"Who said anything about a towel? With your tongue, bitch. With your mouth."


Julie's mouth dropped open as she gasped for control. God! What other 
humiliations would the man think of before he took her normally.


There was nothing the girl could do. She dare not refuse anything that man 
asked of her. Obediently, as the man spread his legs and stood dripping on 
the bathroom rug, Julie again got down on her hands and knees and began 
drying his body with her tongue. She lapped and sucked every drop of water 
off his body, using her mouth and tongue as a towel. She avoided his naked 
genitals as she sucked up the liquid, licking at his hairy, thick legs, his 
stomach and his back. He was almost dry and she was about to stop.


"You ain't done the best parts," he snorted.


Down she went again and began sucking at his cock, licking the water from it 
and teasing the head with long strokes of her tongue.


"Feels good," he grunted again. "Dry it all off and feel me up back there 
again."


She slowly worked her way around his swaying testicles, under his thighs and 
to his buttocks. Julie didn't dare offend him or disobey his instructions. 
Why? Why, oh why did Charles have to be ambitious, run for Mayor; get 
himself involved with Mrs. Carter? She and Charles could have had such a 
happy life together. Now it was ruined.


As her thoughts tormented her she began tonguing him as he had instructed.


"Stick it in real good, doll," he told her. "Make it stiff and hard."


Julie stiffened her tongue as much as she possibly could and pressed it into 
him. He rolled his hips and pressed the cheeks of his buttocks against her 
face. Her head moved back against the side of the shower and he forced his 
backside into her mouth with greater strength.


"Now play with my cock and balls again." She reached out her hands, took his 
great rod in her hands and began rubbing it. She dropped one hand from time 
to time and teased the testicles.


Gar continued rolling his ass from side to side. He was as hot and ready as 
he could ever remember but not nearly to the cumming point.


Abruptly and suddenly he left the shower and went into the bedroom. He lit a 
cigarette and sat down on a large, easy chair.


"Come're!" he ordered.


Julie followed him and in spite of her revulsions at her hopeless position, 
felt herself getting passionate as she looked at his large cock extending 
over the chair.


"Sit down on it!" Gar ordered again.


She sat on his lap and obediently began forcing the organ up into her 
vagina, tiny tears of shame and humiliation trickling down her cheeks. But, 
the animal-like man could have cared less about her feelings. He had only 
one thought. Use her! Humiliate her as much as possible and make her ready 
for "his boys." They should be arriving by now. He glanced at his wrist 
watch. He was right. At that very moment, two of Gar's henchmen had rung the 
door chime. Mrs. Fenley admitted them, ushered them into the den and gave 
them drinks as upstairs Gar mercilessly pushed his cock into Julie's tight, 
involuntarily clenching pussy.


"Screw it, bitch! Tell me how much you love it."


Julie pressed her cunt down and into herself as hard as she could. It rubbed 
and irritated the vagina walls like sandpaper but she hardly dare open her 
mouth. She let out a small moan: "Aaauuugh!"


"It's good, huh?" Gar grabbed her head, pulled it back and kissed her lewdly 
with an open mouth, probing her throat with his tongue. "Tell me how good it 
is," he grunted as his mouth and tongue found hers.


"It-it's good," Julie managed to say as she fought to free her mouth from 
his thick lips and probing tongue.


"Talk to me sweets," Gar prodded her further and reamed his prick into her 
cunt."


"Wha-what do you want me to say?" Julie forced the words between her cheeks.


"Say what whores say. Tell me you want my prick in your cunt."


"I-I want your prick in my cunt."


"Tell me how good it is!" She moaned at him, too frightened not to do his 
every bidding.


Gar was really fucking her now and her juices had begun to flow. In spite of 
herself she found that she was enjoying that tremendous cock deep inside her 
belly. She began moving her ass in time to his thrusts. She needed little 
urging, but he wanted to hear the sweet young thing verbalize obscene and 
lewd words."


"Tell me to fuck you."


"Fuck me."


"Beg me for it," he urged. He loved to hear his women degrade themselves 
with words as well as deeds.


"Please," Julie sobbed, tears beginning to flow from her eyes. "Please fuck 
me."


Gar's organ began getting to her. She felt its hard fleshy shaft tickling 
her clitoris. She was getting hot and ready to cum. She began begging in 
earnest.


"Oh, God, yes. Fuck me. Please fuck me. I--I'm cumming. Oooooh. I'm 
cumming." And cum she did! She exploded her juices all over Gar's hard 
driving prick as she sat on it and screwed herself into the shaft.


"Good."


"Yes. Good."


"I ain't cum yet. You got yours all over my prick?"


"Oh yes. Yes. It was good."


"Suck it off," he told her.


"What?"


"You heard me. Go down on it now and suck your cum. Clean it up. I don't 
like no dirty whore fucking up my cock."


It was the third time he had called her a whore. She again had a moment of 
fear despite the enjoyment she had felt from having the huge throbbing penis 
inside her belly. Nevertheless, she withdrew from his prick, dropped to her 
knees again and began kissing his wet shaft, moist from her own cum. She was 
surprised that it did not nauseate her or taste badly. She rather enjoyed-it 
as she teased the member with her mouth and lips. It remained as hard and 
erected as before. Mrs. Carter's potion had seen to that.


"That's fine-fine," Gar grunted again as he watched the proud little blonde 
witch suck at his cock. He enjoyed watching women suck and eat their own cum 
almost as much as he enjoyed cumming in their mouths. It was somehow 
humiliating to make them suck themselves.


"That's good, baby. You're okay. Now, you take care of my boys and I'll take 
care of you."


"Your-your boys?" Julie managed to get out in her confused state of mind.


"Yeah. They oughta be gettin' here along about now. Why don't you wash off a 
little. I don't want 'em gettin' no wet dick."


Julie stood up defiantly. Even totally nude she managed a degree of 
imperious dignity. "I won't do it," she screamed. "I won't! I won't!"


"Oh, I think you will," Gar replied patiently and rather soft for him. "You 
do whatever you're told or you and your husband'll be rode outta town on a 
rail, and you know it."


Julie ran into the bathroom and locked the door. She tried to scrub herself 
and her thoughts clean but it was no use. She had been used and debased 
beyond endurance, and now she was going to be humiliated still further. She 
couldn't stand it. She simply couldn't.


Gar paid no attention to her. He dressed carefully and went down stairs. The 
den was almost totally dark. All of his five "boys" had arrived and were 
being entertained by Natas and Mrs. Fenley with drinks and stag movies.


Natas was not showing the ones of Julie and Charles. She had a large 
collection and had chosen the ones calculated to excite the men the most.


One depicted a large boxer dog licking a beautiful girl's cunt. Then the dog 
tried to fuck the girl. He moved his penis back and forth, trying to get in 
dog fashion but never quite made it. It was funny to see the dog's prick 
move in and out in mid-air, never making contact with the girl's cunt. Gar's 
henchmen found it all very amusing. They were laughing and nudging each 
other as Gar came in. They stopped quickly, almost on cue, as the boss stood 
in the doorway.


"It's okay fellas," he said. "Have fun. That's why you're here. I want you 
should enjoy yourselves."


He went to the bar and poured another drink. "Everybody got everything they 
need?"


There was a chorus of assents. "Good. Put on another movie, doll," he 
ordered Natas. Mrs. Fenley went to the projector and threaded up a thing 
called, "Greenwich Village Ball." It showed two couples in all forms of 
intercourse. Men and women fucking, women and women sucking each other, men 
sucking each other, men fucking each other in the ass, then their women; 
trading off; almost every sex act one could imagine.


The best scene was when one of the women after sucking her male partner to 
orgasm, took it, went to her female partner and slowly kissed the other's 
girl mouth. The second girl went "Yum-yum," and swallowed.


By the time the second film was finished, every man in the room had a 
hard-on that wouldn't quit.


Gar took over as master of ceremonies. "Okay guys. I promised you a party 
tonight and Gar Fulton always keeps his word.


"Yeah, boss," came a chorus of replies.


Now fellas, upstairs is one of the most beautiful broads you guys ever laid 
eyes on. That sentence could be too long," he giggled. "Maybe I shoulda 
said, 'ever laid'. "


The "boys" again laughed appreciatively.


"Now there's only one catch, fellas."


There was a sudden silence.


"You can't take her one at a time. That would cause problems-like who's on 
first?"


The laughter resumed as the "boys" relaxed. "So," Gar continued, "it's gonna 
be a gang fuck."


There was an intake of breath as the "boys" contemplated the idea.


"Now-there ain't gonna be no fightin' and no rough-house. This broad'll do 
anything you want her to do. She may not like it, but she'll do it. She 
don't dare not to, thanks to our good friend here, Mrs. Carter.


The "boys" nodded in Natas' direction. So, take your drinks-there's more 
upstairs, and play cards for who does what first, unless you can agree 
without gambling for first crack at her cunt or her behind. Okay?"


"Yeah, Boss," came another chorus of agreement. The men left and went 
upstairs. Gar turned to Natas who was in the process of mixing a drink.


"Get the guy over here."


"What guy?"


"Her husband-the Mayor."


"Over here?"


"Yeah. I wanna see his face while his wife gets it every way but loose."


Natas hesitated. She had an uneasy feeling that the whole party was getting 
a little out of hand. She didn't like the idea of having so many "hoods" in 
her home and she was a little afraid that Julie might resist such 
humiliation, even to save her husband's reputation and her own.


"But Gar..." she started to protest. "I said 'get him'! " the man repeated 
roughly. "I-I don't know where he is. Julie said he went out."


"Then ask her."


"All right. All right, Gar, take it easy." She went upstairs to find Gar's 
"boys" ready to break down the door to the bathroom where Julie had locked 
herself in.


"Stop it!" she shouted. "Now you men act like human beings or I'll have Gar 
throw you all out."


The human animals stopped pounding and kicking at the bathroom door and 
stood back as Natas went to it.


"Julie? Julie unlock the door and come out."


She waited for a moment and listened. All she heard was low moans and sobs.


"If you don't, I promise you that my movies of you and Charles will be shown 
in every theatre in the country. Not only that-I have some lovely stills of 
you and Gar and of Charles and me. We have nothing to lose by publishing 
them. I know at least five underground magazines and newspapers that will 
pay handsomely for them. Now, unlock the door and come out."


There was another short pause, then the key turned and the door opened. 
Julie stood framed in the doorway completely naked, her head bowed; a 
thoroughly defeated and humiliated young woman.


"Where's Charles?" Natas asked.


"At his Club."


"Which Club?" Julie gave her the name, her head still bowed. She didn't even 
dare look up but she was aware that there were several men staring at her 
nakedness.


"Phone number?"


"357-6659."


"Thank you," Natas said with a mocking nod. "Okay boys, she's all yours."


Natas left the room, went to the phone in the hall and put in a call to 
Charles. It took a moment to get him away from his Bridge game.


When he finally answered, Natas' voice was cold as steel, hard and firm. 
"Red, this is Mrs. Carter. I'd advise you to get over here right away unless 
you want a full-fledged scandal in the newspapers tomorrow morning."


"Why?" he asked. "What's going on?"


"You'll see when you get here. And make it fast!" She hung up without so 
much as a goodbye'. "


Upstairs, Julie continued to stand in between the doorway of the bath and 
the bedroom. Behind the walls, Mrs. Fenley had all cameras grinding away at 
top speed.


It took "the boys" several moments to take in the full, young beauty of 
Julie. Then, silently and without a word, they began divesting themselves of 
their clothes. When they were nude, "Butch," Gar's first in command, snapped 
at Julie. "Okay, bitch, on the bed."


Julie walked slowly to the bed and lay down. She only hoped they wouldn't be 
too rough on her. She spread her legs and prepared to receive whoever 
decided to go first.


"Lessee now," Butch thought aloud, "one can take her in front, one in the 
ass, one fucks her mouth, one rubs her tits with his prick," he paused and 
considered the fifth member of the firm. "You like pricks, sonny boy. Why 
don't you go down on some of us. Then if you're a real good boy, we'll let 
you fuck her."


Julie, the words suddenly registering in her hazy mind, leaped up from the 
bed in a frenzy.


"Noooooo!" she screamed. "Not that way. Not all at once."


"Grab her!" Butch ordered as she tried to retreat into the bathroom again.


The four men pounced upon her, spread-eagled her on the bed and began tying 
her hands and feet with their belt buckles, spreading them apart until she 
was literally in a crucified position. She could move and be turned over but 
she was helpless to defend herself against the men's onslaughts and whatever 
their lewd minds could dream up to do to her. One climbed completely on top 
of her face, buried his prick in her face and nose, rubbing his cock over 
her lips and forcing it between them.


Suddenly Julie opened her mouth wide, took the organ in it and bit down with 
all her strength.


"Owwww!" the man let out a yell and whacked her across her face with a blow 
that left a red welt on her lovely cheek.


Butch restrained his henchman from hitting her again. He bent down and 
hissed into Julie's ear. "You try anything like that again you fucking cunt 
and you won't live to see tomorrow."


Great tears swelled up in Julie's eyes as she allowed her mouth to be forced 
open and used. This time she played with the big prick and teased it with 
her tongue. An old joke entered her mind for no reason at all. "If rape is 
inevitable," the joke went, "relax and enjoy it."


As she sucked the man's penis she felt a second man shoving another prick 
into her cunt. A third pair of hands lifted her ass and rolled it over until 
she was on her side. Then, with no preparation at all, still a third cock 
began teasing her tight, resisting rectum; a finger shoved itself in, then 
two fingers; first one knuckle then another. She began to lubricate inside 
in spite of herself; her buttocks were wet with it and she hardly felt the 
prick as it reamed into her and shoved itself up to its hilt. She was red 
hot as she sucked, fucked and was, in turn, reamed in her tightly clenching 
rectum.


Still another man climbed aboard and had buried his prick between her 
breasts. He pressed them close together, sawed it back and forth and 
suddenly spurted his thick sperm all over her chest and partly on her chin 
and face.


Almost at the same time, the man with his prick in her mouth busted his 
load. It almost choked her as she fought to spit it out. He clamped his 
fingers over her nose and forced her to swallow.


"Auuuuugh, God!" Julie moaned as the two other men continued fucking her 
from front and back.


The final member of the group was alternately licking and kissing the men 
who were fucking and reaming the girl. He moved from one pair of buttocks to 
the other, moistening his tongue as he urged them to greater efforts.


Downstairs, the door chimed. Gar swayed drunkenly to it. "I'll get it." He 
opened the door to find a hatless, coatless Mayor Simpson, wide-eyed and 
frantic.


"What's going on here?" Where's my wife? Where's Julie?"


"She's being well taken care of, Buddy," Gar spoke softly and insinuatingly. 
"Follow me."


Natas tried to restrain him. "Gar-don't!"


"Whatdya mean, don't? I wanna see this cocksucker watch his wife wid my 
boys."


With that he led Charles up the stairs and into the bedroom of mirrors.


When the men entered, Julie was in the throes of another orgasm. How could 
she help herself? One man was tonguing her buttocks, the other had his prick 
buried deep in her vagina. The third who had just cum in her mouth and the 
fourth who had spurted on her tits were both trying to get their pricks into 
her mouth at the same time.


"Kiss mine, baby. Suck it!"


"Mine first," the other one ordered.


"She can take 'em both at once," the first man said. Together they forced 
both pricks into her mouth, first one then the other, and Julie licked and 
prayed that it would soon be over.


Gar leered at Charles who merely stood, muted, stunned and shocked at what 
was being done to his wife. "My God! Julie!" he finally managed to get out 
and ran toward the bed. Gar restrained him.


"Easy, old Buddy. I just want you should watch. But don't get no wild ideas 
or we'll tie you up too. Frenchie here would just love to have a crack at 
your ass. Or should I say, have a go at your crack?"


Charles stood back and miserably watched his wife being humiliated and used 
like the commonest of wretched whores. Most whores wouldn't even have stood 
for it, but she was helpless. Pinioned and spread-eagled physically; 
completely beaten mentally, she just lay there and let them use her as they 
would.


Both men worked themselves up into a frenzy and managed to cum at the same 
time. One jerked his prick a final time and splashed his hot, burning semen 
deep up into her helpless rectum. Almost at the same moment, the other came 
like a firing canon deep up in her cunt. The combination cumming was too 
much for the girl. She jerked her buttocks and vagina back and forth, 
skewered and impaled on two cocks and she, again, had an orgasm such as she 
had never before experienced. Charles turned away and buried his face in his 
hands.


"Okay shit-face," Gar ordered him. "Get out!"


Charles was only too glad to leave the room. He ran, half-stumbled and fell 
down the stairway. Natas was waiting at the bottom. "Just forget it, Red," 
she said. "It won't be so bad tomorrow."


Charles fled from the vile house and drove around aimlessly until it was 
dawn. Then he went to his office, made some coffee, shaved with his electric 
razor and tried to assume a proper appearance for his appointments.


Gar's boys finally had their fill of Julie and in the wee hours of the 
morning finally left her spread obscenely out on the bed, her naked body 
completely covered with the lewd dregs of their expended passion.


Mrs. Fenley had every vile, lewd act recorded on film and sound tape. Even 
she had become excited by what she had witnessed. She shut off the cameras 
and recorders and fell into bed, exhausted from what she had seen.


Gar's boys left after thanking the Boss profusely for a lovely evening. Gar 
remained long enough to give Natas some instructions.


"Send her to the Commodore Hotel when she wakes up and we'll make a little 
money outta that tight lil pussy."


"Gar, you can't do this," Natas protested.


"Don't tell me what I can or cannot do. I do anything I damned well please 
in this town. And don't you give me no lip if you want to stay healthy."


With that, he too left, leaving Natas with her thoughts.


* * *


Charles did his best to concentrate on his work. He kept his appointments, 
met with committees and went through the motions of being "The Mayor."


At two o'clock, his secretary delivered a note, heavily sealed with scotch 
tape in addition to the natural envelope adhesive. It was addressed to him 
and he recognized Julie's handwriting.


It said: "Dear Charles, I'm sorry for everything. I can't stand this any 
longer. Please forget me and do not try to find me. It will only result in 
more trouble for you and humiliation for me. I love you." It was signed: 
"Julie."


Simpson rose from his desk. His immediate impulse was to search the entire 
town-the whole world if necessary-and bring her back. In spite of what he 
had witnessed; in spite of everything, he still loved Julie and wanted her 
back; safe, and at home with him.


Just as he went to the door to inform his secretary that he was leaving, the 
girl herself entered.


"There's a gentleman who insists on seeing you at once, sir," she said. "He 
said that it is very important-urgent-and that it concerns your wife."


Charles went back to his desk, tried to assume a normal attitude and 
straightened his tie. "Show him in."


The girl stepped back and admitted a tall, extremely handsome, blonde, 
nordic man. He might have been in his forties-maybe fifties. It was 
difficult to tell.


"How do you do Mr. Mayor," he spoke with a charming Scandinavian accent. "My 
name is Dag Ehrling."


"Yes, Mr. Ehrling, what can I do for you?"


"Nothing, sir. Nothing. I have come to do something for you."


"Oh, You-you said it had something to do with Julie-my wife."


"So, it does. Where is she?"


"I-I don't know. Charles had great difficulty maintaining control. He was 
about to break into tears. He picked up Julie's note and handed it to Mr. 
Ehrling. The man read it quickly, smiled and nodded.


"Don't worry, Mr. Simpson. I will put a stop to all of this and see to it 
that your wife is returned to you safely.


"How?"


"You must leave that to me. I am afraid I can give you no real answers or 
anything definite. But, be assured, your wife will come back to you and all 
will be well.


"My God, if you can do that I'll pay anything-anything I can manage to 
raise. I-I'm not a rich man but..."


"Money is not involved here," Ehrling interrupted. "There is something much 
more important to be done. And now, if you'll excuse me...


Dag Ehrling left the office, but not without a final instruction. "You are 
to do nothing--absolutely nothing. Go home, take a drink and try to relax. I 
will attend to all the details."


Charles sat at his desk for a long moment. Who in hell was this Dag Ehrling? 
Could he trust him? Was he part of the diabolic mess he and Julie had gotten 
themselves and the whole town into?


He finally decided to take the man's advice and go home. He was worn out 
anyway, physically and mentally. He got into his car, drove home slowly, 
took a drink and a sleeping pill and soon was fast in the arms of Morpheus.


He might not have slept so peacefully had he known what further tortures and 
humiliations Julie was undergoing. After her ordeal, Natas had made her 
bathe, dress and then had her chauffeur drive her to the Commodore Hotel, 
per Gar's instructions.


The Commodore Hotel, for all its imagine name, was a flea bag in the worst 
part of town; one of Gar's whorehouses. Gar had already informed his 
"caretaker" to expect a new tenant and to spread the word that some special, 
young cunt would be available.


Almost as soon as Julie arrived and was shown the cubicle that passed for a 
room, she had her first visitor; a rather timid man who didn't quite know 
how to take such a lovely young woman, although he had paid fifty dollars 
for the privilege. It was Julie, tired and weary as she was, who had to 
tease him into a hard-on and finally, after sucking him, excited the man 
into an orgasm. If she was going to be a whore, so be it. Anything to save 
Charles. She only hoped she would prove to be a good whore and that Gar and 
Mrs. Carter wouldn't be angry with her and make trouble for her husband.


While Julie was "entertaining" her first client, Dag Ehrling had gone to 
Mrs. Carter's house. The moment Mrs. Fenley opened the door and looked deep 
into his eyes, she knew that her prayers had been answered. Here was a Witch 
of the highest order; neither she nor Natas were a match for this man. He 
was one of the Devil's right hands. Mrs. Fenley could hardly wait to welcome 
him into the house and call for Mrs. Carter. As soon as she had performed 
her duties she went to the Chapel to offer up her thanks to His Most Satanic 
Majesty.


Mrs. Carter, too, blanched a deep purple when she saw Dag Ehrling. One witch 
can always tell another; always knows another.


"To-to what am I indebted for the honor of this visit?" she began 
tentatively.


"You have displeased our Master in many ways and too many times," Dag told 
her. "We have our code of ethics also you know."


"I know. But I thought...."


"First of all," Dag interrupted, "you should have prepared Mrs. Fenley for 
her transformation several years ago."


"I meant to, but...."


"You were jealous of her and enjoying yourself by playing 'God'", Dag told 
her.


"Secondly," Dag continued, "His Most Satanic Majesty feels that you have 
gone far too far with Mayor Simpson and his wife. You will turn the entire 
community against Him and His pursuit of new souls will be made that much 
more difficult. A scandal such as you propose and threaten would merely turn 
the people back to the Church. You should know by now that this kind of 
thing always results into a return to Christian religion and principles. We 
cannot have this. Accordingly, you will be punished."


Natas's body suddenly grew cold with fear and hot with burning heat at the 
same time; not the heat of passion but with the fires of Hell.


"What-what are you going to do to me?"


"The punishment is prescribed." Dag took out a black book and carefully 
turned the pages. "For insubordination and failure to conduct yourself as 
properly befits a first-class witch in his Most Satanic Majesty's realm, you 
are to be raped by seven devils, goblins and gnomes."


"No, please!" Natas fell to her knees.


"It will result in a pregnancy from which our Master will claim a new son."


"Then-then He is not totally displeased with me?"


"As a Witch, yes. As a potential vessel to serve His ends, no. You will now 
retire to the Chapel, repeat your Catechism, disrobe, and prepare for your 
ordeal by fire."


Dag Ehrling rose, placed his smart, black homberg on his head, and without 
another word, left the house.


Natas shook her head and started wearily to the Chapel. She dared not even 
call upon Mrs. Fenley for help. The old woman had been watching the entire 
proceedings and chuckling to herself. "At last," she murmured. "At last!"


Natas entered the Chapel, divested herself of every stitch of clothing, 
knelt, kissed the foot of the Altar and lay herself down prone upon the 
steps leading up to the idol of the Devil. She closed her eyes and almost at 
once went into a deep trance.


From out of nowhere-from the walls, the floors, the ceiling, appeared a 
group of the most weird, fantastic assortment of depraved figures ever 
conjured up by the mind of man or the Devil. One by one; two by two; 
eventually in combinations of threes and fours, they hovered over her, 
teasing her breasts, her stomach, her buttocks and helpless cunt. They took 
turns fucking her. Natas came and came and came until she was crying for 
mercy. She could not stand the half-pain, half-ecstasy any longer. She 
literally screamed to be let alone.


Finally, it was done. She had been impregnate with the Devil's own brew of 
sperm. She could already feel a vague stirring deep in her belly. Soon she 
would give birth to another Witch-a son-devil who would carry on the work of 
debasing mankind and enrolling souls in the Devil's army.


When she finally found the power to move she returned to the bedroom. She 
wanted to take a shower and wash the filth from her body. She started into 
the bathroom and caught sight of herself in the mirrors. She was beginning 
to age. There were now lines in her face. Her breasts had begun to sag; 
wrinkles appeared on her forehead and the once slim, firm stomach and waist 
had begun to fill out and crinkle.


"Oh, God!" was all she could think of to say. But it was no use appealing to 
God. Her God had willed it this way and that was the way it was to be.


In her upstairs servant quarters, the exact opposite effect was beginning to 
take place on the body and in the face of Mrs. Fenley. As she looked at 
herself she felt new life, new blood surging through her entire being. Her 
face became firm, soft and beautiful. Her pitifully sagging breasts filled 
out, became firm and blossomed forth in all splendor. She was becoming young 
again. Her wishes, her prayers and her dedication were finally being 
answered.


Within the hour the two women had changed places. Mrs. Carter emerged from 
the bathroom an old hag. Mrs. Fenley was a gorgeous woman who looked not 
over twenty-five. She descended the stairs to the bedroom of mirrors and 
found an old crone sitting at a dressing table, unable to believe the image 
that stared back.


"You may lay out my clothes now, Mrs. Carter," she ordered. I will be 
leaving town tonight. Pack everything that I will need and put the rest into 
storage. You know what to do. You have been given your instructions."


Mrs. Carter merely nodded and whispered, "Yes, Ma'am."


* * *


Charles continued sitting and waiting. He dared not move from his chair and 
had given orders that he would accept no calls except from a Mr. Ehrling. 
Finally, after what seemed like hours, the call came.


"Mr. Mayor?" the soft voice began.


"Yes. Yes, sir," Simpson answered eagerly.


"You will find your wife in room 216 of the Commodore Hotel. I suggest that 
you take a contingent of your Vice Squad and go there immediately."


"But Mrs. Carter-Gar Fulton?"


"Mrs. Carter has been dispos ... uh-taken care of. You will find Mr. Fulton 
in room 419. Evidence to convict him on narcotics, prostitution and gambling 
activities will be found in a wall safe in the room. It is hidden behind a 
picture of..." there was a slight repugnant pause..."the Virgin Mary."


"How-how can I ever thank you?"


"Oh, there will come a day," Dag replied with a smile. "You'll hear from 
me."


The connection was broken. Mayor Simpson wasted no time carrying out his 
instructions. He and his squad arrived at the Commodore within minutes. When 
he identified himself and demanded admittance into Rooms 216 and 419 the 
clerk on duty turned several shades of red, pink, blue and purple and tried 
to run from the premises. Some of Simpson's officers stopped him half way 
out the door.


Charles banged on the door of Room 216 while the rest of his men broke their 
way into 419. Julie screamed when she saw him. She was fucking a dwarf. The 
unfortunate small monster had a prick as big and longer than Gar's and was 
straddling her face, dangling it in her hair, between her breasts and 
tickling the head of it on her lips. Charles leaped on the deformed little 
man, yanked him off Julie and threw him into the waiting arms of his vice 
squad. Then he went to the bed, took Julie into his arms and embraced her 
tenderly.


"My darling, my darling," he rocked her back and forth and pressed her 
close. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry."


Julie couldn't hold back her tears. They were tears of joy as well as 
hysterical.


"It's all right, Julie. It's all right now," Charles soothed her. "Get 
dressed darling. We're going home."


True to Ehrling's word, all the evidence needed to put Gar Fulton and "his 
boys" away for good, long sentences was found in the wall safe in room 419.


Unfortunately, when the Mayor and his squad raided Mrs. Carter's mansion the 
following morning they found nothing. All the mirrors were stripped from the 
walls; the camera equipment had been removed. In fact, the home resembled a 
haunted house more than anything else. Except, of course, there aren't any 
such things as "haunted houses."


What happened to Mrs. Carter and Mrs. Fenley ? Well, they're operating in 
another city now. Their roles are changed but their modus operandi remains 
the same. Why should it change? The Devil has been using it for centuries 
and it never fails.


What city?


I'm really not quite sure. It could be the one you live in. What do you 
think?


THE END
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Chapter 1


David Archer walked between them, his arms encircling their slender, naked waists, his
hands caressing possessively the smooth, satiny skin of the two bikini-clad beauties. He
smiled at one, then the other as they entered through the arcadia doors from the
poolside into the comfortably furnished living room that his wife, Marilyn, had chosen
and purchased without his consent, and conveniently enough, right next-door to their
widowed companion, Anita Saddler.
He sensed the stirring in the front of his swim-trunks at the exhilarating thought of
what was to follow during the next couple of hours... in the guise of a Sunday afternoon
nap. God, what a pleasant existence it had become, this polygamous association; they
were both going to miss Anita... it was a long summer.
"I think we should have that drink after all, Darling," Marilyn said, slipping out of his
embrace and walking toward the little bar in the corner, her hand resting affectionately
on the massive German Shepherd beside her. "Additional stimulation never goes to
waste, I find."
Anita laughed lightly and snuggled close to David, he let his hand slide smoothly down
over the contour of her hip and around to cup the firm sphere of her buttock beneath
the thin wisp of flowered material scantily covering it. He felt her breath quicken as
they both watched the voluptuous long-legged body of his ash-blonde wife move behind
the bar with a provocative movement of her delightfully provocative buttocks. She
looked up at them and smiled beautifully, her full, ripe lips parted to display a
glistening row of small, white teeth, her gray-blue eyes alive with an anticipating
excitement of her own, her oval-face exotically enframed by the pale golden hair that
hung below her shoulders, almost to her full, lush breasts standing firm and high
behind the narrow sash of bikini-bra trying to contain them.
"Heavens, Kaptain, lie down," Marilyn addressed the great animal. "I promise, you
won't be left out." She reached down and petted the dog once more before it strolled
out from behind the bar and seated itself in the center of the floor with ears standing
erect. She laughed and shook her head. "What will it be, Darling? Gin Slings?"
"Fine for me," replied Anita, tilting her attractive head to rest on David's shoulder as he
continued to fondle the full rounded moons of her scantily concealed buttocks.
David nodded his agreement and said: "When are the Neilsons moving in, Anita?"
"Tonight, they said... as soon as I leave," she replied, rubbing her cheek softly against
his lean, muscular shoulder. "It'll be their first home, you know, even if it is only for
the summer. They've been living with the Howells since they were married last month.
And you know what it must be like for a nineteen year old boy like Larry Neilson,
living with her parents...?"
David made a grunting sound. "I can imagine anything when I think of Milt Howell,"
he said with an air of sarcasm.
"Our arch enemy, eh Darling?" Marilyn put in as she finished blending their drinks.
"Here they are... come and get 'em."
David and Anita moved forward without separating while Marilyn remained behind the
little bar. When her husband drew close enough, the lovely blonde leaned toward him
with pursed, natural pouting lips and he kissed her fondly, both of them holding the
caress while he gently stroked her near-naked breast tenderly and Anita watched, the
scene warmly rousing her. She loved these two young people who had made her life
worth living after the horror of the past year and the dead Chief Lew Devens... along
with the emptiness her murdered police-Lieutenant husband had bred, then left within
her.
And God knows, Marilyn had certainly been obscenely tortured by the vicious police
Chief... to a point where it was a wonder that she hadn't lost her mind. Perhaps, they
both might have, had it not been for this gaunt, craggy-faced man they now shared
more often than not; he hadn't only helped them maintain their wits through his
profound love and affection, to say nothing of his physical prowess in bed, but he had
kept the Parksburg Police Department from outright scandal, assuming the helm as
acting-Chief with the approval of the three-man Police and Fire Commission, with the
exception, that was, of Milt Howell.
"Do you think he'll continue to block your permanent appointment, David?" Anita
asked, thinking that she would not be here to know.
Gently, the husband-wife kiss came to a soft conclusion with a tiny suction sound.
David looked deeply into his Marilyn's sparkling eyes and read her excitement there.
God, how he loved her, he thought. In a few minutes he was going to lose himself
inside the erotic temple of her unbelievably enchanting body... and within this soft,
supple one brushing tightly against him... two magnificently luscious females who made
love like wanton sorceresses... Christ, his prick was beginning to jerk into an aching
hardness at just the thought...
"You didn't answer her, Lover," Marilyn said, interrupting his immediate train of
thought.
"Wha... ? Oh, sorry. Baby," he said, giving Anita a little squeeze. "Milt Howell, you
mean... ? Well, if you want the truth, I can't see him voting for me. He wants Shad
Bartok from the Sheriff's Department in there. Shad's been one of his boys for years,
every since Milt was Mayor a decade ago. He knows he can't buy me, and more than
anything, he wants to take over the corrupt empire Lew Devons left behind."
"All of that nice graft is tempting, David," Marilyn said thoughtfully. "Devons had quite
a thing going with the drugs, prostitution and what have you. It must add up to a
pretty penny a year."
"It adds up to plenty of dirty money, Sweetheart, the kind we don't need, and the kind
no one's ever going to wring out of Parksburg again... if I have anything to say about
it," said David, determinedly.
"Hey... let's get off the politics," Anita put in, slipping one hand down to gently touch
the hardened bulge in the front of David's swimming trunks. She smiled as he gave a
little start from the contact, and then with thumb and forefinger she traced the outline
of the thick, still growing shaft. "Mmmmmmm, I'm going to miss that, Darling," she
added with a whisper.
"We're going to miss you, Anita," said Marilyn sincerely, laying her soft slender hand
on top of the attractive raven-haired young widow's ardently. "And you won't be here
for my birthday party, Tuesday."
"I know... that's why I want to give you my present this afternoon," Anita said, her
dark eyes suddenly sparkling licentiously. "I want to take all of these luscious memories
with me so that when I'm sitting on Papa's front porch in the evening after that
Nebraska sun sets, I can think of the two most beautiful people in the world and the
wonderful, sensual times we had together... and our own little mid-morning sessions
while David was working... oh, how I'll miss them, too, Darling..."
"Just think how wonderful it'll be when you come back in the Fall," Marilyn said,
tenderly pressuring her hand.
"Christ almighty... let's go into the bedroom before I rip the front of these trunks right
out," David interjected lustily, picking up his drink.
Both girls laughed, taking up their own glasses while Kaptain arose to fall in beside his
blonde mistress coming around the bar, and David brought them both, once more,
inside his arms, walking them toward the bedroom.


* * *


Eighteen-year-old, tow-headed Donnie Trent sat by the window of his bedroom
watching the Archer house across the street. Occasionally, he would look at the
snapshots in his hands, then, he would study the house opposite him for awhile. He
wondered what she was doing right at that moment? Maybe, taking a bath, or just
undressing like he'd seen her do when he peeked in her window the other night... or
even going to the bathroom. Wow, just thinking about it was making his pecker hard
again. He looked at the pictures he was holding for the dozenth time. They were all of
Marilyn Archer, some in shorts showing her bent over with her buttocks to the camera
as she worked around her flower-beds, others in street clothes and one in her next-to
nothing bikini. He had taken most of them right from this window, using his special
lens to bring her up close, and the one with her in the bikini even showed the nipples
on her tits. Man, when he looked at that one it really wound him up because his next
thought was of the way he had seen her undress three nights ago.
It was easy to get up to her window inside the shrubs without being seen, and he'd just
waited there until she came in and started undressing. Man, what a sight as she
unzipped her dress, then stepped out of it leaving only her bra and tight little panties...
He could see right through the thin stuff of her panties when she turned around and
bent over to pick up her dress... see the crack in her bottom and the puffy little slit
down between her legs with tiny strands of blonde pussy hair curling out from the
legbands. Then, she'd taken off her bra and her teats had just pushed right out straight
at him, real full and up high with pink nipples on their tips, and then she'd taken 'em
right in her hands, kind of massaging them like. God, he thought he was going to cry
he was so excited... but that was the end of it. He'd heard her phone ring and she'd put
on a flimsy thing, turned out the light and gone into the other room to answer it. He'd
waited, all right, but when she didn't come back he decided she was watching TV or
something and he had to get home or Mom would be sore. It was after ten then.
Tonight, he thought, maybe it would be different. He had the infra-red film for his
camera, too. He'd get some pictures so he could look at her bare any time he wanted to.
Wow... his thing was as hard as a lousy rock! If Mom wasn't out there in the kitchen
and Pop reading the Sunday paper in the living room, he'd do it... he sure as shootin'
would! But he could wait... maybe do it right outside her window while he watched her
undress... maybe, she'd feel of her boobies again... or even take her panties off this time
and he'd see her thing with all its hair... instead of just curling out her panty legs...
Man, that would be it, all right.
He lay back in the chair and looked up at the sky. He thought about her house
catching on fire with her trapped inside and her husband or no one being home to help
her, but he would see the smoke and rush across the street, right into the flames with
firemen and everyone watching and screaming at him not to. Then, he visualized
himself carrying her out in her flimsy nightgown, her soft full teat squashed against his
chest and his hand beneath the bare flesh of her legs...
He wondered if he could lift her? He was big for his age, but he wasn't sure he could
lift a hundred pounds. Maybe, he ought to talk to Pop about getting him some weights
to work out with. He certainly wanted to be able to pick her up if he ever had to... like
if she got hit by a car, or was drowning in her pool or something.
God, he really liked her. He couldn't help it; she just made him feel funny all over every
time he saw her, and especially when he talked to her on newspaper collecting day. She
was so pretty, and she always smiled at him and called him Honey. Most of the papers
he just threw, but hers he took right up to the door.
He glanced through the pictures in his hands once more. Man, he guessed secretly that
he liked her better than anybody in the whole world. She sure made him feel all funny
inside... like right now with his thing as stiff's a poker. He guessed that probably wasn't
right, but he couldn't help it. It seemed to get hard that way an awful lot lately...
anyway, whenever he thought of her and her bare boobies and the crack between her
legs... Man, he could hardly wait until tonight...


* * *


Once inside their bedroom, David released the girls and walked over to draw the
boudoir chair up close beside the bed while they watched in surprise. He smiled and
dropped into it, raising his glass to drink.
"What's this all about, Lover?" questioned Marilyn with tilted head.
"Your birthday, Darling, and Anita said she was going to give you your present," he
said, grinning salaciously. "So, I'm going to sit right here and watch that little show
until I can't stand it any longer... then, I'm going to fuck hell out of both of you... or
vice versa."
Neither girl spoke, but instead, slowly turned to face one another, their eyes meeting in
a warm mutual exchange of passion. Anita made the first move, eliminating the small
distance between them, her hand reaching out to touch Marilyn's cheek affectionately,
while her dark-eyes began to smolder with promises of things to come. Marilyn's lips
fell slightly apart as Anita drew ever closer, her hand moving down the line of her
cheek to her neck and along the sloping, smooth-skinned shoulder, down to the
luscious blonde's full, enticing breast; then, the ravishing brunette moved in until their
lips met, gently at first, and then more furiously. Suddenly, their arms were around
each other, their bodies tight together, flattening breasts, and undulating bellies,
pelvises and thighs, their breathing increasing as their tongues met between open lips.
Again, David's slowly hardening cock lurched inside his trunks as he watched them
ease down onto the bed and undress one another, until their captivating, naked
loveliness was completely bared before him, and he watched with growing lust, as
might any voyeur, the secret performance of naked lust unfolding in front of him.
Marilyn closed her eyes and let Anita gently force her onto her back, her head against
the pillow. She felt the soft hand move to her breast and tenderly caress, sending a
sensation of delight trembling over her. She gasped, holding her eyes closed, and the
sound of her David's increased breathing reached her. Then, the long, loving fingers
caught at her nipple, rolling and squeezing it in a delicate, understanding way that only
another woman could know, and all else escaped her mind. She felt her soft white body
beginning to shiver with the delight of Anita's sensuous caresses. Momentarily, she had
a fleeting thought of how once, not too very long ago, she would have regarded this as
forbidden and obscene; how differently she had come to look upon the many forms of
lovemaking since her horrible rape and subjugation by Lew' Devons... thanks to her
tolerant and understanding beloved David, plus this alluring creature who was at the
breathtaking moment filling her with unbelievable carnal pleasure.
The taunting fingers crept over her like feather-tips, until she felt soft wet lips engulf
the nipple of her left breast... all of the knob-like areola... all of the berry-like nipple,
with a swift flickering tongue that sent urgent, taunting messages radiating outward
along the nerves to her brain... to sweet conditioned responses.
Oh God... Oh God... it was beautiful. She was going to miss her Anita so greatly... Life
was magnificent... Love was heaven...!
Slowly, Anita slithered up her body until their faces were even, and her thigh crept up
Marilyn's, twining around it, her soft, curling fleece of dark, silken, pubic-hair brushing
provocatively against the sparse golden nest down between her own thighs. Then, her
soft lips found Marilyn's once more with an agile, pliant, sweet, knowing possession,
and her tongue fluttered into her mouth.
Hungrily, Marilyn responded, sucking at the sweet tasting, invading tongue as Anita's
hand trailed over her trembling body with fascinating touches, running over her
breasts, her sides and back, their bodies finally locking together as the caressing hand
reached her lush full buttocks and pulled them tenderly apart to stroke her tight little
anus delicately with a loving finger.
At last, Anita raised above her, taking Marilyn's right breast in her hand, her fingers
teasing the distended nipple. She let her eyes rove lustfully over the lovely blonde girl's
voluptuous nakedness as if they were alone in the room. Finally, David heard her speak
huskily: "Now, Baby, comes your present. I'm going to make you cum with the force of
an electric storm... no, with the might of an earthquake, you luscious little bitch!"
David could hardly believe his ears, let alone his eyes. He heard Marilyn gasp, "Oh
God, yes... yes... please, Darling, do it... do it!" Christ, it wasn't as if they'd never gone
this route together before, all three of them, and how many times had he watched them
make love to each other... ? But it had never affected him like this. His cock was
throbbing painfully and he raised his hips to peel the trunks from himself and give his
long thick shaft expanding room. He heard Kaptain whimper beside him as he, too,
watched the lewd scene and he couldn't help but grin at this magnificent animal that
had once belonged to the deceased Lew Devons.
"Now, Darling... now," Anita panted and began to slide away... down the trembling,
passion-filled body beneath her.
Marilyn raised her head to watch in excited rapture as Anita nestled her face into the
hollow of her opened thighs. She felt the soft kisses on her skin, on the tender creases,
felt the hot puffs of breath, and then... the magic tongue licking her vaginal cleft, simply
licking in long strokes from the bottom to the top, not entering yet, but bringing an
uncontrollable lifting of her loins with each slow up-lick of tongue on sensitive vaginal
lips. She felt her clitoris harden and knew it had peeked out from the silken pubic hair
as she enjoyed an erotic grazing sensation from the laving tongue. She hissed excitedly
and slowly began to roll her head back and forth on the pillow. Anita slid her tongue
inside at the bottom of her moistened pink split and drew it up... up through the
velvety flesh toward her tingling clitoris.
Suddenly, Marilyn felt her throat working insanely. God in heaven, she would never get
enough of this! Never! Never! She loved to love to love to love! Her breath caught in
her chest, then she exhaled with sharpness at the delicious contact of tongue and
clitoris.
Anita felt as if she might go wild inside. She drew the tiny bud of Marilyn's clitoris into
her mouth and sucked, simultaneously stabbing with her tongue. She reached up with
both hands and played with Marilyn's full, throbbing breasts, while her mouth grew
more lascivious... open, hot then nothing but tongue invading the beautiful seething
moist cunt before it, nothing but tongue lashing at the stiffened tiny clitoris, tongue
everywhere in Marilyn's throbbing pussy, slippery in the juices, eel-like in her vagina,
and always returning to the sensitive, tingling plexus of her womanhood.
Marilyn had begun to moan uncontrollably. David gaped at her ever mounting lust,
subconsciously stroking his huge cock that had swollen into stone-hardness. He
couldn't stand much more of this without joining in. Kaptain whimpered again beside
him, his dripping tongue hanging loosely from his open jaws. David could hold back no
longer and moved to the bed and lay down beside his lovely wife's hip where he could
watch Anita's oral ministrations more closely. He ran his hand down over the hollow of
the alluring brunette's back to her full firm buttocks and felt her body tremble beneath
his touch. His fingers followed the crevice separating her soft white ass-cheeks as he felt
her spread her thighs invitingly to his approaching hand. Suddenly, his fingertips met
with the silken fringe of pubic hair and the moisture of her own excited, dampened
pussy. Tenderly, he played as she whimpered and licked voraciously at the tight, pink
open split in Marilyn's golden crotch, while her long slender hands slipped beneath his
wife's full round buttocks to lift and draw her loins closer to her working mouth.
And then, all of a sudden, Marilyn's belly rippled. She began to pant and whine
explosively as she drew her thighs up and back, pressing her loins upward with vibrant
tension to bring the magic tongue tighter into the quavering center of her body.
Anita, too, had begun to gasp from David's manipulations in her own desire mounting
cunt, sucking air in short surges, hardly ever breaking the fervent, lashing contact of
her eager mouth with the palpitating slit beneath it... her tongue, lips, even her nose
buried... immersed in the wild, lewd act at Marilyn's seething cunt.
"Ooohhh... ooohhhh... my God..." Marilyn cried. "I-I can't stand it! It's too beautiful...
Ooohhhh Christ, I'm cumming... I'm cummmmiinnnnngggggg!" Her voice died in a
strangled mixture of sob and sigh and then broke out once more in a high-pitched wail
as her passion overflowed and swept through her loins with the force of a raging
inferno. She twisted in the grip of her sweet agony, writhed and convulsed, but never
broke with the open magnificent mouth glued to her cunt, while the flickering magic
tongue danced erotically over her clitoris to send wild, galvanic sensations racing
through her soft white body to her ecstasy-filled brain.
She endured the pleasure, gasping, groaning, clutching at Anita's short, raven-hair with
clawing fingers... at last, shuddering violently, then relaxing... as slowly Anita eased
from her clitoris and slid her tongue deep to its very roots into the depths of the most
vagina, tasting the slightly acid-like secretion, licking once more the now flushed,
swollen cunt-lips, then kissed the full, trembling inner thighs.
"Happy birthday, Darling," Anita hissed up at the near exhausted girl.
"D-Dear God..." Marilyn moaned with a shuddering breath. "W-What a gift!" She was
enervated, drained, nearly lethargic; yet, she knew in minutes that would pass. She
could never seem to get enough, anymore. She looked down to see Anita and David
kissing; he was sucking their neighbor's tongue hungrily, stealing the taste of his wife's
own cunt second-handed. The idea sent a thrill of lewd pleasure spiraling through her.
'Oh Lover, fuck me," Anita pleaded, gazing deep into his lust-filled eyes. "I need it so
bad."
"Christ!" David gasped. "With pleasure, Baby. I've been wondering where I was going
to bury this."
He got to his knees and Anita's eyes brightened as they locked upon his throbbing,
thick length. From where she lay, still between Marilyn's lovely spread thighs, she freed
a hand and grasped it lovingly... massaging and stroking the heavy foreskin back and
forth as he grunted to her gentle, affectionate caress. She saw the tiny droplet of
lubricating fluid seep from the split in its purple head and drew it down to her mouth,
flicking her tongue out eagerly to lick it away. Again, David groaned and his prick
leaped in her hand.
"What about me?" pouted Marilyn beautifully. "It's my birthday party."
Suddenly, Anita dropped her head and began once more to tongue the still hardened
little bud of Marilyn's clitoris, causing her to convulse with shocking surprise.
Simultaneously, Anita raised to her own knees into a position she felt certain David
would understand, and he did. She sensed the bed sag beneath her as he worked his
way around behind her, and then she felt him moving in close between her wide-spread
legs. Beneath her, Marilyn whimpered, her stomach muscles going noticeably rigid as
her hands locked behind Anita's head, her pleasures building once more.
David gaped down at his pulsating, heavy cock heaving lustfully as it pointed itself
toward the brownish crinkled ring of Anita's anus, so lusciously displayed to him from
between the full rounded moons of her splendid buttocks. The temptation was great,
but he let it slip by as he felt a small drop of moisture, again forming on the end of his
aching prick. This time, he had to take her straight; he couldn't hold it back that much
longer. He watched her ass rotating in lewd little circles, moving back exploringly
toward the knob of his cock; with thumb and forefinger he introduced the sleek,
swollen head between the moist, pink lips of her wanting vagina, into its elastic-like
mouth, and suddenly it was as if the voracious hole had sucked his shaft right inside
her, the blood inflated rod surging smoothly right up into the warm depths of her
velvety, moist passage. He gasped and withdrew, then thrust again, his hairy loins
smacking loudly into the crevice of her ass, his bloated balls taunting her clitoris while
the rubbery head of his shaft battered her womb.
Vaguely, Marilyn watched David's hands clutch at Anita's hips, and once more, she
spasmed and climaxed, her heart slamming wildly in her chest, her mind awash in
pleasure that flamed... her chest a bellows, animal-like sounds emitting deep in her
throat as her eyes glazed and her mouth fell limply open. Mother of God, she had to
rest! Just a moment. one moment was all, she thought as she pressed Anita's face
away...
She gasped aloud, sensing the uncontrollable shudder that rippled over her sensuous,
soft body. She could cry, she was so happy. Dear-God, how she was going to miss her
Anita. And her wonderful, handsome husband... she overflowed with love for him. She
would kill anyone who tried to hurt him; he was so beautiful. There were ways of
handling Milt Howell, too... and it would be worth it if it secured David's appointment.
The permanent office of Chief of Police meant as much to him as it did to her,
anymore... this new existence they lived was not. an inexpensive one as he had come to
realize, as well as enjoy.
She would think more on it later, when she had all of her wits... but there were ways,
she was certain, and she intended to find the right one. She stared down at Anita's
alluring face between her legs, now contorting in ecstasy as David plunged his heavy
cock into her from behind. His craggy face was drawn into a tight, teeth-clenched
grimace, his handsome eyes gaping vacantly while his loins hammered into her.
Marilyn smiled to herself, knowing the erotic pleasure her two favorite people were
reveling in. Then, Kaptain barked as only a wanting, needing, faithful dog can.
The salacious idea struck her spontaneously. "Up, Lover," she ordered, pointing at her
husband. "Up... behind! Up...!"
David was too engrossed in watching the enticing sight of the pink ridges of flesh being
pulled erotically with his every penis outstroke from Anita's delectable pussy and
clinging possessively, to his cock, to feel the weight of Kaptain leap onto the bed behind
him, or even notice Marilyn raising her leg to swing over Anita's head. Nor was he
hardly aware that the great animal had leaped up onto his rump, its furry paws clinging
to his loins... the pleasure of his own plunging prick was so overwhelming.
But when the tip gently punctured his rectum, his eyes widened. By then, it was already
too late. Marilyn had guided the coral, tapered animal-phallus into the hair-fringed
opening of his anus, and before he could defend against it, three inches of the stiff rail
of dog-flesh had buried itself up his ass, even as he soared into Anita's delicious, 
climaxmounting cunt.
He gasped, then swore aloud while Marilyn laughed with lewd delight and the mighty
German Shepherd growled disapproval at any sudden anticipated changes. Beneath him
Anita began to whimper and pound her wildly gyrating buttocks back onto his evergrowing 
cock. Again, he swore, and Kaptain's thickening rod of animal flesh lunged
seven inches up his tightly clenching ass.
Marilyn slipped her hand between her pet's spread hind-legs and began to scratch
tenderly the underside of the animal's bloated black balls, simultaneously hugging the
beast as he fucked into the rectum of her husband, burying his mighty penis
completely, now, with every rapid thrust.
David had never experienced anything like this in his life. He'd never been sodomized
by a human, let alone an animal, but the sensation was suddenly setting him wild. The
great dog's horrendous prick was taunting his prostate to an unbelievable state of
ecstasy. Wildly he plunged into Anita's receptive cunt, clutching at her hips and
listening to her groans of pleasure as she waggled and undulated her clutching buttocks
in wild circles before him. The room swam before him and his peak mounted... until
abruptly, Kaptain's expanding, animal prick dug another inch up into his rectum,
sending crazy spasms skyrocketing through him.
"Oh... Ooohhhh... oooohhh, David... Darling... my God! I'm going to...! I'm going to
cum! You hear? I'm going to cuuummm!"
"Shit! So am I! That fuckin' dog-cock is tearing me up! I'll blow my top... Christ... I'm
cumming, girls... godamn... I'm cuummiinng!"
David's brain spun in an impossible, sucking whirlpool that was drawing him down,
down down, even as it was propelling him up, up, up. He heard Kaptain's whine, felt
the increase of motion to his animal loins as he shot his animal sperm up into his wide
stretched rectum... into the very depths of his entrails... hot, splurting fluid that warmed
his guts even as his own semen began to travel the distance from his balls to the tip of
his jerking prick-head, spitting in thick, white spurts to splash against the walls of
Anita's wildly quivering belly, her magnificent ass skewering back onto his shaft, her
buttocks flat against his pelvis while her own climax unfolded insanely to the violent
force of his ejaculation.
And then, it was done. A near sensation of drunkenness overwhelmed David. His
deflated penis slipped from Anita's satisfied pussy and he rolled to one side and
stretched out onto his stomach. His anal passage burned as if he'd been reamed with a
hot poker. He lay close to the edge of the bed and suddenly felt the wet tongue of
Kaptain on his arm.
"What the hell... you bastardly sodomist," he spat, but without anger. "I ought to take
you down to the godamned pound..."
"It was beautiful, Darling," Anita said. She had rolled up next to him and was lying on
her back. "You were never better."
Suddenly, Marilyn appeared beside the bed. She held two drinks in her hands. "You
see?" she said, smiling, mischief dancing in her gray-blue eyes. "You've always thought
we girls had all the fun, Lover. Now, you know there's enough to go around... eh,
Kaptain?"
David raised up onto his elbows, smiling. He took the proffered drink and eyed his wife
thoughtfully. "Never mind, smart ass," he said, pretending at being angry. "It's still a
couple of hours before we take Anita to her plane... a lot of things can happen."
"Hmmm, sounds exciting," his wife replied, returning his smile warmly. "Any
promises?"
"Damnit, that was supposed to be a threat," said David, but both of the girls merely
laughed at him... and then, they were all over him again.


* * *


It was dark when little Donnie Trent watched the Archer automobile back from the
driveway. There was a third person in the front seat, he decided... and that could only
be Mrs. Saddler. Damn 'em they were going away! That lousy husband of hers! He
could kill him... even though he was the Chief of Police... or almost. He had been so
darn Sure that it would work out tonight... Pug Bennet had asked him to go to the
movies and his folks had said okay, but he'd slipped out of it, thinking about his plans.
Cripes, he should've gone to the show... it was a John Wayne, too.
Godamnit! He'd get even with all of them! There were private, secret things he could
do with himself that were as much fun as any... no, he wouldn't say that word, but he
could think it... even spell it the way they did in that novel... how was it... ? F-king.
Yeah, that was it. He could think of plenty of f-king things to do. First, though, he'd
look at his pictures; then, he'd think about the way he watched her undress... the way
she felt of her own boobies... and the crease in her behind when she bent over... along
with the puffed-out place between her legs... that's where the hair grew all over it... and
the slit... Wow, his tool was hard again, as always and he hadn't even looked at her
pictures yet.
He lay back in his chair and looked up at the moon, his hand rubbing at the stiffness
between his legs.
"I-I guess I love her all right," he half-whispered, his eyes wet with tears he couldn't
understand. "Godamnit!" he swore. "I wonder if she ever thinks of me?"


Chapter 2


Jill Neilson loved her new home; her one singular wish was that it was going to be
theirs forever, but of course it wasn't. Anita Saddler would be returning in the fall and
they would have to give it up. By that time Larry had hoped they might be able to make
a down-payment on a house of their own. He would have his engineering degree by
then, and come into the five-thousand dollars his grandfather had promised him upon
graduation, but that was another three-months off and sometimes she wondered if they
would ever make it.
Last night, when they'd moved in, all excited and full of love for one another in their
new, private little nest... away from her parents at last... where they could kiss and
caress whenever they liked... God, she had been certain it was all going to be beautiful
from that very first moment on to eternity. Yet, here she sat, alone once again, drinking
her coffee in silent, frustrated, disenchantment. Dear God, nothing had changed, just
the setting... but at least, her parents weren't leaning over her shoulder sneering, "I told
you SO..." Larry had stormed from the house without breakfast, and no one could work
or study on an empty stomach. Why did he have to be so damnably aggressive about
sex, especially when he knew how it was for her? It wasn't as if she refused him
entirely, or completely hated those vile perversions he tried to get her to participate in...
if he would only give her time, instead of coming at her like a depraved lecher... then
leave her in a worked up state of confusion both mentally and physically... Last night,
of course, it had been the wine; she felt certain that if he hadn't insisted on celebrating
because of their new home, it might have gone differently. She had been preparing
herself mentally all week and was resolved to let down every barrier her mother had
managed to erect in her brain-washed mind with her fanatical, puritanistic, religious
distortions... and then he had gotten drunk.
Of course, he hadn't intended to, anymore than he had meant to slap her when he'd
been trying to force his drunken face in between her thighs there and she'd pushed him
away in revulsion... but it had been revulsion of his state, not his act. And suddenly, in
a terrible rage he had jerked upright to his knees, swaying there before her, his teeth
clenched and bared, his long, thick rod spearing out from his loins in an ugly hardness
that only moments before had seemed beautiful to her.
He'd slapped her then, not once but a half-dozen times with both hands, climbing up
over her soft naked body and lashing back and forth across her face and breasts and
stomach, until in pure frightened horror she had half-screamed and he'd cursed her.
"Shut up, you fucking cunt! Stop that screeching or I'll whip you black and blue!"
"Oh... Oh, my God, stop, Larry! Please stop!" she had pleaded. "I didn't mean to... I-I
wanted you to... but... but you looked so depraved with your face twisted like that..."
"Twisted, eh? You don't like my face anymore, is that it?" he spat at her drunkenly,
purposely misconstruing her meaning. "Who told you that you don't like it? Your oldlady... 
that warped bitch ? Or was it that godamned crooked father of yours? Certainly,
you never made up your own mind..."
"Oh, please, Darling. Don't... don't. I love your handsome face and you know it. I love
you with all my heart... it's just that you've had too much wine..."
"Fuck you, bitch!" he spat down at her. "And that's exactly what I'm going to do... ram
my cock so far up your tight, stuck-up cunt that you'll think it's coming out your
mouth!"
With that he had thrown himself back between her legs, grabbing them brutally and
pushing them up until her knees pressed against her firm, pointed breasts, flattening
them into her chest, the soles of her feet pointing ceiling-ward, her round full thighs
imprisoned beneath his arms. Her position was such that she could barely breathe and
as she stared wild-eyed down between her raised legs, she saw his wicked lengthy shaft
poised before the small split in her helpless, completely exposed crotch.
She had never seen such a vicious, demented expression on his young, slender, boyman 
face: enraged hate spewed from his normally soft, brown eyes, and his thin-lipped
mouth was drawn away from his teeth so tightly that it was bloodless. Once more, she
started to beg him to listen to reason... but it was too late.
There were no preliminaries. He had grasped his angry-hard rod of flesh in his hand
and abruptly, she felt the blunt, bulbous head splay open the soft, tender lips of her
now unwanting vagina as he drew it coarsely up between them to find her clitoris,
sending jolting little spasms uncomfortably through her with his cruel massaging, using
the hard rubbery tip of his penis like a torture instrument. Then, he laughed without
smiling, working it up and down her sensitive opened vulva tormentingly.
"My lovely eighteen-year-old wife," he sneered drunkenly. "What a tight, sweet cunt
you've got, wife... and to think, you've kept it hidden away between those lovely legs all
your life... just waiting for me to come along and pop it open to the world... I'll bet you
never had your finger in it once in your life before I came on the scene. That fuck'n
old-lady of yours had you too scared with her fire and brimstone, burn-in-hell routine,
eh? But now, that's all changed, isn't it? It's my hole and I can fuck into it anytime I
feel like it, and there isn't one godamned thing she or that bastard she's married to can
do about it. Now, what do you think of that, wife?"
"Oh please, Darling... don't... Please stop... you've had too much to drink. Sleep a little
while, then we'll do it," she entreated. "Don't... spoil our first night together in our new
home..."
"Spoil our first night... ? Me, spoil... ? What the hell are you talking about, cunt? You're
the one who's spoiled it... just the same as you spoil every other night. But to hell with
you... I don't care anymore! From now on, when I want to fuck I'm just going to throw
you down wherever we are, in bed, on the floor, over a chair, any godamned place...
then... I'm going to ram my cock into you... just like this...!"
"Aaaaggghhh!" Jill cried out with a choking gasp of pain as he lunged the near-full
length of his swollen, rage-hardened shaft into her, scraping against the tight,
unreceptive vaginal walls that contracted and squeezed desperately in resistance around
him, as if her nearly virginal passage were trying to forcibly reject his thundering prick
of its own volition. He gasped and grunted drunkenly into her face at the heady
pleasure of the clasping enclosure enveloping him, while he continued to thrust deeper
and deeper into her, forcing the warm, barely moist walls of her vagina in rolling fleshy
wavelets before his throbbing, thick rod.
Lying helplessly dominated beneath him, tears of pain, shock, and humiliated pride
torturing her, she had felt as if she'd been torn apart inside by the brutalness of his
entry. But worse than the physical pain was the mental anguish; he hated her and she
loved him so... even at that very moment when he was inflicting irrevocable agony upon
her, she loved him as much as he must hate her! Had he ever loved her... ? Dear God...
what was to become of them, now?
"Oh... oh, Darling... Larry!" she gasped as he pressed her knees back harder against her
breasts. "Oooohh... not so deep... my God... please... not so fast...! Ohhh, why? Why?"
But in his drunken state there was no allowance for compassion, and as she lay helpless
in under him, he pounded his lips and loins against her young, soft, sensitive crotch,
until she thought his huge, thick cock would mash her entrails. Then, he had wedged
his hands beneath her knees to roughly clutch the full resilient flesh of her firm breasts,
until she could feel the tender creamy skin beginning to bruise beneath his cruel
fingers.
He rammed into her unmercifully, his eyes glazed, his twisted grimace that of an insane
man, ignoring her flood of tears, squirming and skewering, raising an additional
whimper of pain with every in-thrust. He seemed to be getting bigger and bigger if that
were possible, and thrusting higher and higher into her belly. Her tight vaginal passage
had instinctively lubricated, seeming to lessen the pain by degrees, until finally an
unfamiliar tingling had begun in her belly and loins, making his assault that much
more bearable.
She tossed her head back and forth on the pillow in confusion, the little galvanic
fermentations increasing within her; she found herself raising her pelvis uncontrollably
up to his plunging cock. She was sore and burning beyond belief inside her raw,
moistening channel, but suddenly aglow with astonishing, building pressure that was
growing swiftly toward a fine point of mounting rapture as he raced and pounded into
her.
She sensed her tears drying and stiffening the satiny skin of her cheeks while her mouth
fell open loosely and her mind was swept clear of all else but the enormous building
pressure and the never-before ecstatic, sweet frenzy that had suddenly burst into being
within her loins and quivering belly. This...! This had to be it! That moment of erotic
bliss... the ultimate pinnacle of enchantment! Dear God!... It was building... building!
And then, he had stopped, jerked, started again... and suddenly, she had felt the first
hot delicious torrents of his sticky white sperm shoot into her womb to fill her, its thick
jets streaming from the head of his pumping cock in convulsive squirts. Frantically, she
squirmed beneath him, trying to re-establish the lost rhythm, bucking and sliding her
flooded, tight young pussy up and down his rapidly deflating shaft, then clutching at
him in one last effort as he pulled out of her and rolled away.
"Oh God, Darling... no... no, don't stop now!" she moaned, clinging to him... but he
was already unconscious... dead weight. He had passed out... quite cold.
She hadn't been able to contain her tears of flustered physical emotions, and she had
wept in soft little sobs to herself, even as the prurient sensations he had aroused
continued to dance tormentingly through her excited loins far into the night.
Eventually, she had slept, but not until she had cried herself empty of tears.
This morning, there had been nothing but the soreness between her legs and the little
bruises to her vaginal lips and breasts to remind her of their fiasco. She had overslept
and found him gone when she awakened. Jumping from the bed, she'd caught him at
the kitchen door just as he was leaving.
"Larry...? Darling, aren't you going to have breakfast?" She called, moving rapidly along
the small hallway as she threw her wrapper around her.
"I'm not hungry," he'd replied, avoiding her eyes. "Besides, I'm late now. I've got to go
to the apartments before class..."
He had opened the door and was part way through it by the time she reached him and
touched his arm. "Wait... you must be hungry," she said, looking up into his drawn
young face. "Let me make you some coffee, at least..." He shook his head. "No... I'm
not hungry anyway. I-I've got to go."
Still, she clung to him. She knew he had the apartments that furnished them with their
meager income, he looked after, before he went to class, but she didn't care... nothing
was more important than he not leaving her with last night hanging over their heads.
"Darling... are you still angry with me?" she managed, her eyes searching his.
"I-I don't know... I'm too damned sick to think about it right now."
"It's the wine," she said quickly. "I knew it would make you sick. You drank almost the
whole bottle..."
"Christ, don't start that again," he snapped, interrupting her and jerking his arm free.
"I've got to go."
"Wait... aren't you going to kiss me goodbye...?"
He hadn't; he hadn't even turned around... and here she sat... ready to cry once more.


* * *


In the morning, after David went off to City Hall, Marilyn had developed the pleasant
habit of enjoying an invigorating swim. The pool was always inviting to her at that time
of day, and usually, Anita had joined her, but of course that was over with now for the
summer. This morning, she swam alone, lonesomely so, for she missed her attractive
neighbor in more ways than one. David, too, would miss her, she knew, but not as
much as would she, for it was generally following their morning dip that they lay
leisurely around the house drinking coffee... sometimes spiked... until one thing
pleasantly led into another and they would find themselves all excited sexually...
God, what marvelous times they'd had together, she thought, as she climbed from the
pool and glanced longingly toward Anita's house, almost as if she expected to see her
walk out the door...
Momentarily, the sight shocked her, for as her eyes fixed upon her neighbor's door, it
opened and a dark-haired girl in a pale-blue wrapper came out. She was carrying a
waste-basket to empty into the trash barrel, and Marilyn couldn't help but smile at the
little impact the girl's sudden appearance had on her. Of course, she was Jill Neilson,
the newly wed... Milt Howell's daughter... Quite pretty, too, from this distance, with
that long, chestnut-colored hair...
"Hello," Marilyn said in a slightly raised voice, then she was walking toward the low
fence that separated the properties, her beach-towel draped loosely over her shoulders.
"I'm Marilyn Archer... and you must be Jill Neilson. Anita told us about you and your
new husband leasing her place for the summer."
"Hi," Jill replied, smiling readily, pleased that some thing, or some one, had appeared to
help her forget her immediate downcast mood. "Yes, we moved in last night. It's so
lovely here in Grover-Heights. I-I thought I heard someone splashing in your pooh..."
"I usually hop in around this time every morning," Marilyn said, closely observing the
young girl's lovely, oval face. She was even more fascinating at this range, she thought.
She had unusually bright gray eyes with little brown flecks and crystal-clear whites that
brimmed with youth and excitement. She liked the way her long chestnut-hued hair
enframed her face in a swinging pageboy variation, parted low on one side and combed
into a curving dip at the corner of her left eye. She was enchanting... but she had been
crying... "Anita used to join me just about every day... do you swim, Jill?"
"Oh yes, I love the water," the young girl replied, smiling.
"Then, you must join me... make a habit of it," Marilyn put in quickly. "Why don't you
slip into your suit and come over now? We'll have coffee afterwards?"
Jill hesitated, the invitation surprising her, but it was a short-lived pause. "Well..." she
said, thinking that the lovely blond's friendship was exactly what she needed at the
moment... after last night and this morning, "All right. I'll only be a moment, Mrs.
Archer..."
"Oh, come now, Darling," Marilyn interrupted her. "Let's not be that formal... not if
we're going to enjoy knowing one another. It's Marilyn, and I'll call you Jill."
The lovely young girl nodded cutely. "Okay, Marilyn... I'll be right over."


* * *


He was no drinker and that was for damn sure, Larry Neilson thought of himself as he
piloted his ancient vintaged Ford toward the PCC campus. To hell with the apartments;
he couldn't take that routine this morning. He'd catch them after classes if he felt
better. His skull throbbed like someone was inside it thumping his brain with a bass
drum mallet. God, he needed a pickup of some description... and he needed a wife with
less sexual propriety and more wanton variety... Hell, he didn't really mean that, he
realized even as he thought it; he loved her more than anything... anyone in the whole
lousy world, but they'd damn near destroyed her, those parents of hers, that warped
bitch of a mother especially... kept her so steeped in damnation doctrine that the poor
girl was afraid to let herself go. And Milt Howell, that corrupt bullfrog; he didn't fool
anyone with his blustering, big-shot, political image; he was a blowhard fraud through
and through... out to do whoever he could, and that's why he despised one Larry
Neilson... he knew his son-in-law was hip to him...
Well, to hell with them; it was Jill that he was concerned with. God, he'd never had
anyone before her that meant a damn to him, not after his parents were killed in the
accident some ten-years ago and he'd gone to live with an uncle and aunt in Syracuse,
and that had been like playing referee at a boxing club. It'd been the happiest day in his
life when he'd gotten his job and saved up enough to get out of there and come to
Parksburg to enroll at City College. Then, he'd met the gang that were eventually to
introduce him to Jill at a frat-party. God, they'd hit if off right from the beginning, all
except that one thing, sex... and as difficult as it had been, he had respected her wanting
to... no, insisting, that they wait until they were married... he loved her that much.
Damn, they had come close many times, though; she was as warm-blooded and vibrant
as was he, but something always tied her into knots seconds before they reached that
critical point.
Now, as he drove, the morning sun burning his eyes painfully in the aftermath of the
wine he had drunk the night before, he couldn't help but wonder if he had fucked her
before they were married... would there ever have been a wedding?
Hell, this was nonsense to be cluttering up his brain with. He loved her and he was a
lousy slob for slapping her, let alone walking away from her the way he had this
morning. God, she was lovely. All he had to do was look at her and his prick began to
swell to the size of a gourd...
"Hey, Larry! What's with it, man?"
He'd pulled up at an intersection stop and Rick Roster's red T-Bird came alongside
him. Arnie Wilks was in the passenger seat. Larry grinned and answered: "Got a class
in five-minutes."
"Me too, but I'm cuttin' this morning," said Rick. Then, in lowered voice: "Park the
heap and join us..." He held up a rolled, brown-papered cigarette and winked. "You
look as if you might be needing..."
Larry gave it a quick second thought... then nodded. Hell, he had never been more
needing. A little rapping with the guys might help, too; Christ knows, he had to
unwind someway...


* * *


Jill Neilson's voluptuous young body was a pleasant surprise to Marilyn. She wore a
rather modest white bikini that did nothing but enhance the supple firmness of her full,
high breasts, tiny waist, and perfectly rounded hips that hollowed enticingly into lush,
rotund buttocks. She was shorter in stature than her long-legged blonde neighbor, but
perfectly proportioned, with eyecatching, tapered legs and full thighs that glistened
provocatively with their satiny, light tanned skin. She hadn't done anything with her
hair, but then as they swam, she was careful not to get it wet, and once they were in the
kitchen, over coffee, Marilyn complimented her on its fine texture.
Casually, then, Marilyn had leaned onto the table and reached over to run her fingers
through the soft, chestnut tresses, the act somewhat startling Jill, but certainly not
offending her. In fact, she had experienced a tiny unqualified thrill at the stunning girl's
delicate touch. It occurred to her at that moment that in spite of her seeming maturity,
Marilyn Archer couldn't be much older than she, herself... perhaps twenty-two or
three... "Its so soft, Darling," said Marilyn, almost in a half-whisper. "I wish mine were
that way."
Jill sensed the flush to her face. "Y-You have lovely hair," she managed, tossing her
head habitually to flip her own back into place. "It's natural, isn't it... the color, I
mean...?"
Marilyn smiled. "Yes," she said. "That's one thing about it... its really that shade." She
arose from the table and walked to a cupboard, retrieving a half-filled bottle of brandy.
Then, on a second, probing thought and with her back still to Jill, she said: "I'm quite
far-haired all over... even to my more intimate parts..." This time, the blood rushed to
Jill's cheeks, even as she watched Marilyn's full, round buttocks move attractively
beneath the scanty bikini briefs that scarcely covered them, and the symmetrical lines of
her waist and hips as she stretched to reach up into the cupboard. Her own reactions to
the sight and presence of this ravishing woman both astonished and confused her. She
could still sense the delicate caress of Marilyn's hand to her hair moments before and
the odd thrill her touch had brought had yet to leave her. Abruptly, she began to nibble
at her full lower-lip in disconcertion.
"Sometimes, a little stimulant in the coffee is good for the nerves, Jill," said Marilyn,
returning to the table.
"Well... I-I'm afraid I'm not much of a drinker," Jill apologized with a nervous
halfsmile.
Marilyn ignored her statement and poured lightly into her coffee, then, her own. "I
think it might help, Darling," she said softly, reaching out to touch the younger girl's
small; delicate hand. "This morning, when I first spoke to you... you'd been crying...
Please... don't think I'm being nosy, Jill, but I do want us to be friends... and what else
are friends for, except to lean on when things suddenly seem to go all to hell with our
husbands... or whatever?"
Again, Jill was confused. She looked quickly up into Marilyn's gray-blue eyes and read
something there that both embarrassed and excited her, the smooth warmth of her
slender hand upon her own once more raising unfathomable feelings to quiver through
her. "I-I... we had an argument last night," she heard herself abruptly begin to stammer,
"Larry and I... It was terrible..." Marilyn felt a tiny tingle of excitement surge through
her at the enchanting girl's spontaneous little outburst. She'd reached her. She gently
pressed her hand tighter to Jill's, and spoke softly : "Sex, no doubt... that's the usual
ground for a night argument that carries into the next day. Men can be so damned
cruel..." It was her last words that brought the tears tumbling down Jill's cheeks, and
Marilyn quickly eased her chair around the table to position herself for the next move.
"There, there, now, Darling," she soothed. "I didn't mean to trip the dam... me and my
big mouth..." she went on, enfolding the lovely, sobbing girl into her arms and cradling
her head against her shoulder as she tenderly caressed the soft chestnut hair. "Poor...
poor darling," she cooed into Jill's ear, one hand softly stroking the satin-like skin of
her back while the other fondled and brushed at her long hair.
The warmth and affection Marilyn was showing her was too much for Jill. She couldn't
hold it any longer, and suddenly she heard herself pouring out the whole story... and
even more, all the way back to her young girlhood when she had first become aware of
her sex, it's meaning, and the distorted influence of her mother... On and on, she
talked, unburdening her soul, it seemed, for the first time in her entire life... telling this
beautiful, wonderful creature little private, intimate things that she had never even
mentioned to her Larry...
The calming effect of the brandied-coffee became more acceptable as time fleeted away
and she fell into a relieved state of near-tranquility, the mere knowledge of Marilyn's
compassionate understanding consoling her as she talked on.
Finally, they had gone into the living room and dropped down beside each other on the
davenport where they could be more comfortable. It was then that Jill first saw Kaptain
as the massive animal strolled into the room.
"Oh... what a beautiful dog!" she exclaimed, her eyes just the slightest bit blurred from
the amount she had drunk. "What's his name?"
"Kaptain," Marilyn replied, smiling and leaning forward, allowing her thigh to brush
against the soft, tanned one of Jill sitting next to her. "He's been sleeping in my
bedroom. Come here, Lover and let me hug you."
The great animal responded, whining affectionately as Marilyn wrapped her arms
around his neck and drew his head against her full, soft breasts that were straining
against the narrow wisp of her bikini-bra. Jill couldn't help but notice them, they were
so heavy, yet firm and erect in their creamy-white resilience. She had always been aware
of her own firm, full rounded pair, but Marilyn's were larger and more... My God, what
was she thinking of, anyway? Was she losing her mind... all sense of decency entirely?
She had to get out of there before she did, or said something she would be ashamed of
for the rest of her life... Whatever in God's name had come over her?
Suddenly, she got to her feet and Marilyn released Kaptain, a little expression of
surprise on her lovely face. "You're not leaving, Darling...?"
"Y-Yes, I have to," Jill stammered. "I-I still have some unpacking and settling..."
Marilyn offered an understanding smile, then slipped her arm around the soft, young
waist as she walked beside her to the kitchen door. "Of course, Darling... and here I've
been wasting your whole morning..." 'Oh, no... please don't think that, Marilyn," Jill
assured her quickly. "It's I who've wasted yours... telling you all my troubles and
breaking down the way I did..." They were at the door and Marilyn gently turned the
younger girl to face her. With one finger, she raised the enchanting, young oval face
and looked deeply into her eyes. "That's why I'm here, Darling," she said softly. "I'm
your friend... and we're going to be very close... aren't we?"
Jill felt a little shudder ripple over her. She instinctively knew what was going to happen
once she gave her answer... and she wanted it to... Finally, she said: "Y-Yes... I want us
to be close, Marilyn..." Slowly, gently, Marilyn leaned forward and Jill felt herself
growing helpless, unable to move as the soft wet lips closed down onto hers, never
harshly, nor with violence nor fury... just tenderly sweet... and then she had swung
away and out the door, not daring to look back unless she burst out crying once more
in her young bewildered enchantment.


* * *


Larry Neilson lay his head back against the leather-cushioned seat and dragged deep on
the brown-papered cylinder, holding the smoke momentarily in his lungs.
"How's Jill?" Rick asked, looking into the rearview mirror.
"Great," Larry lied to avoid explanations, content just to let the mellow wave sweep
over him. This was what he had needed... what the whole world needed. But he felt
obligated to reciprocate in kind, so, he asked: "You and Gloria still making it?"
Rick shrugged heavy, athletic shoulders. "It's touchy," he said. "She's a needier, you
know. Things like my dirty socks on the floor bother her. I'm glad we tried it out
before we said the words. We could never make it."
Larry took one more long pull and handed the weed to Arnie Wilks, then lay back
again to revel comfortably in his partially drugged glow. He watched Arnie suck in a
couple of drags and pass the joint to Rick...
They were almost at an intersection and Rick had taken his eyes from traffic a couple of
seconds too long. Larry saw it coming, but there was hardly time to give a warning. The
T-Bird went beyond the crosswalk against the light and the Mustang rammed with
accelerated pickup solidly into their left front fender, spinning both cars half-way round
in the center of the streets'-hub.
Hell, there wasn't time for anything. The jolt had knocked the roach from Arnie's hand
and Larry could see him fumbling and stomping around with his feet, endeavoring
futilely to grind away the evidence. The sheriffs car just appeared out of nowhere with
two uniformed deputies hopping out to assume command.
"Anyone hurt in here?" one of the officers questioned, pulling open Rick's door.
"I-I don't think so," Rick managed. "Y-You fellows all right...?"
"Yeah... okay," Arnie said.
"I'm all right," Larry replied, hoping to tell that Arnie'd done a good job on that
roach...
"Hey... what's that I smell?" the officer questioned, wrinkling his nose, then, leaning
inside to get a better whiff. Suddenly, he stepped back and placed his hand on the
revolver butt strapped to his hip. "Okay, get out of here, all of you and lean against the
car. Put your hands on the roof and freeze. Harry, over here... pot!" Of course, they
found the evidence half-ground away on the floor of the front-seat. In minutes, a
second patrol car arrived on the scene and the three of them were handcuffed and
whipped away to the County Court House where the Sheriff's Department and a
cellblock occupied the basement floor. Roughly, the uniformed men herded them into a
small interrogation room and ordered them to stand with their faces to the wall.
"Don't move and don't talk," a voice spat. "You give me any trouble and I'll bust your
fuckin' punk heads."
Larry felt nauseated. Christ in heaven, he'd really fouled up... not that he was worried
about himself, but Jill... she'd come apart. Something like this was all that her father
needed as a wedge to destroy their marriage. He'd haunt her... make her life miserable...
force her to leave him, then try to get the book thrown at his unwanted son-in-law. Oh,
he'd really performed, all right... really loused up their lives beautifully... Christ, he
could vomit...
Shad Bartok, veteran Deputy Sheriff of Parksburg County, had sat behind Sheriff Ben
Lyons' desk ever since the lawman was stricken with a coronary occlusion. At first, it
had been pretty certain that Sheriff Lyons was finished and Shad had felt confident that
he would assume the office, but with the passing of weeks Ben had grown stronger and
was now rapidly on the gain, which, ordinarily, would have found Shad praying for the
old-man's demise; under the circumstances, however, he was pleased to see Ben coming
along. He didn't want the job; it was too uncertain politically, especially now that things
were looking bright for him in the Parksburg Police Department. Milt Howell wanted
him for Chief, a permanent appointment, where the take alone was equal to three times
the Sheriff's annual salary... and Milt Howell usually got what he went after in
Parksburg. He had big ties all over the state, besides being the oldest member on the
Police and Fire Commission. All they had to do was oust David Archer, that young
snot-nosed punk who had gained too much prestige by pulling the rug out from under
Lew Devons; it was just a matter of Archer making one little mistake and they'd pounce
on him... a matter of patience... the waiting game, and there was no sweat there;
everybody made mistakes sooner or later. In the meantime, Milt would block his
permanent appointment everytime it came up before the Commission... but right at the
moment, a myriad of loosely connected thoughts were dancing through Shad Bartok's
mind.
He was a big man, heavy shouldered and thick chested, not yet given to fat for all of his
fifty years. His thrusting chin was square and cruel, his thick-lipped mouth invariably
twisted by the slimy-tipped cigar stub that jutted out from one corner. A flat, wide,
broken-nose decorated the center of his beard-shadowed face, but it was his sadistic,
flint colored little eyes that bespoke his vicious, cunning nature. He leaned back in his
chair, running a huge hand through his thinning gray hair and stared at one of the
young men two deputies had just picked up on a possession and using charge. They'd
bumped another car while under the influence, which was enough to give all three a
nice rap, but the lecherous thought that there might be a little forbidden excitement to
be had here had suddenly struck him.
The kid before him, sitting cuffed with his head down, was Milt Howell's son-in-law
and Milt hated his-guts. He'd given his name as James Smith... real original... but Shad
had recognized him from the few times he'd been at Milt's home right after his
daughter had married him... and it was Jill who was raising all of the licentious little
ideas in his mind. Christ, he remembered how he'd had all he could do to keep his eyes
off her tight, round young ass whenever she paraded through the house when he was
there. She was a luscious, sexy bitch... enough to drive a man right out of his mind...
but that man would have to be careful... clever if he wanted to get in to her... smart
enough not to blow a deal like the Police Chief setup with her old-man...
"James Smith, eh?" Shad growled, his small eyes sparkling as his brain raced in thought.
The picture was clear enough. Neilson knew if his sweet little wife's daddy got hold of
the truth, he'd bust 'em up and see that he took a ride in the bargain... so, he was
trying and hoping to hell he could pull it off. Well now... maybe he'd just play along
with him for awhile... at least, long enough to find out how tight Jill Neilson's sweet
lovely ass really was...
"Well, Smith, what've you got to say?" Bartok snapped.
Larry shook his head. The door opened and one of the arresting deputies entered. "I'm
going to book him now, Shad," the newcomer said.
"No. Take him out and lock him up for awhile. I'll talk to him later," Shad said. "I want
to give it a little thought..."
"Hell, why not book him, Shad? We got 'em cold."
"Damnit, do like I said," Bartok snapped. "Use your head, for Christ's sake. There's
jurisdiction involved here. Understand?"
Momentarily, the other stood in silence. He was thinking. "Yeah," he answered, finally.
"You're right. I didn't think of that..."
"Naturally," Bartok sneered. "Now, do like I say. Lock 'em up."
"Sure. Come on, you. Let's go."
Alone, Shad picked up the telephone directory and thumbed through it. He found Milt
Howell's number and dialed it. Milt's wife answered and with a slight changing of voice
tones, Shad asked for Mrs. Neilson. He was surprised to learn that the Neilsons had
moved and jotted down the number as it was given to him. Then, he dialed a second
time.
Jill's voice came sweetly through the receiver. Shad grinned to himself, his tiny eyes
lighting up lecherously. No use toying with her, he thought... he was holding the cards.
"Jill... this is Deputy Shad Bartok... maybe you remember me. I used to see you once in
awhile at your father's house..."
"Y-Yes... I think I do... What is it, Mr. Bartok?" Her voice came to him hesitantly.
"It's your husband, doll... There was an accident, but don't worry, he wasn't hurt any..."
"My God!" Jill exclaimed. "What is it? Tell me...!"
"He's in trouble, Honey, but don't get all shook up now. Maybe, we can work
something out. You better get right down here without wasting any time, eh?"
"Trouble? Dear God, what kind of trouble? Please, tell me..." Jill managed, her voice
shaking.
"Drugs, I'm sorry to say, Jill," Shad answered after a moment, letting his voice assume
its normal severity. "I'm not going to tell you it isn't serious... but I'll do what I can..."
"Oh... oh my God... he heard her whimper. "Does... does my father know?"
Shad grinned. "No one knows yet, Honey," he said, enjoying using the tender petnames. 
"The best thing you can do is get down here right away. Then... we'll see what
you and I can work out, eh?"
For a long moment, Jill didn't speak, then, at last, she sad: "I'll... I'll come right
down..."


Chapter 3


The excitement of near-conquest was still vibrantly alive in Marilyn Archer long after
her obviously flustered younger neighbor had left her. She had switched to scotch over
ice, foregone her poolside chaise-longue because of the summer heat, shed her bikini
and stretched out on the bed with an erotic novel David had brought home from
somewhere. Less than a half-chapter later, the combined ingredients for a cool, quiet
afternoon were too much: she couldn't keep her mind off Jill Neilson's bewitchingly
exquisite body and that delicious moment that she knew was inevitably to come: while
her own lovely nakedness that was being reflected to her in the large strategically placed
mirror, along with the stimulation from the scotch and the printed tale of a young
maiden getting delightfully raped against her will by three dreadful motorcycle-gang
brutes with impossible-sized cocks, had done nothing but work her up to a state of
passionate need.
She lay on her back, propped against the pillows, one leg raised voluptuously at the
knee, her head slightly tilted to observe her soft, white creamy likeness in the long, 
giltedged wall-mirror. She lay down her book and subconsciously stroked the raised thigh
with long slender fingers, letting their tips play lightly along the edge of the sparse
golden hair at her pelvis, up over her flat little belly to her full, erect breasts where,
narcissistically, they began to gently massage and caress the resilient flesh, then tease
and tweak the tiny pink nipples into quivering hardness.
Damn... she was so hot she could burst into flames! Whatever had happened to that
Radcliffe girl who had thought sex was one step above a disease, even after she'd
married her handsome, ambitious young husband? Of course, she knew that she could
answer the question readily enough, but she would never forget the horror that had
become a part of the ecstasy the foul and vicious Lew Devons and his cohorts had
submitted her to, nor the shocking terror and repugnance of being raped by a massive
beast... Dear God, her own beautiful Kaptain... She couldn't help but smile to herself,
now... The hours of pleasure her beautiful Kaptain had brought her... her animal lover...
Christ in heaven, she couldn't get enough anymore ! Her desire and need for fulfillment
seemed constantly with her. Anita had done much to alleviate her ever growing want
but Anita was gone... and now there was Jill... voluptuous, entrancing Jill...
Marilyn sighed heavily. Kaptain approached the bedside and whimpered. She petted his
great head lovingly with one hand while she stroked her full, soft breast with the other.
Tiny prurient sensations raced across her belly to spiral through her. God, she had to
do something... if her darling David were only there right at that moment. She wanted
someone to kiss and suck her lips... her breasts... to hold her and whisper things to
her...
"Wait, baby," she spoke softly to the anxious animal. "Wait..." The music of the door
chimes reached her. She hesitated and listened until she was sure. It came again and she
arose, slightly irritated, grabbing up her yellow wrapper and slipping it on. Some
damnable salesman, she thought.
It was young Donnie Trent.
"Pay for the paper, Mrs. Archer?" he said, wearing a bright, smooth-faced smile.
"Oh... hi, Honey... sure. Come on in." Marilyn greeted, pressing open the screened
door and holding it while the boy entered.
He passed close to her, his arm and shoulder lightly brushing the tip of one protruding,
sensitive breast behind the thin material covering it, causing a tiny little sensation to
ripple over her. Respondingly, she pulled the wrapper tighter across her nakedness and
smiled at him as he looked at her, then, away quickly. His face was flushing... good
Lord, he must have noticed the contact, too... but he was just a little boy...
"H-How much is it, Dear?" she asked, unnecessarily, knowing to the penny, but
needing to say something as she walked to the desk where she kept petty-cash.
"Two-fifty, Mrs. Archer," he said from behind her and it was as if she could feel his avid
blue eyes traveling the length of her body, endeavoring to penetrate her single garment,
wondering what she wore beneath it. God, she was letting her desire-filled mind run
away with her... over-rule her usual sound senses. She fumbled in the drawer and
turned toward him with a bill in her hand.
"Do you have change, Honey?"
"Y-Yes, mam." He, too, fumbled in his pockets.
Marilyn approached him with the bill in her hand, her eyes measuring him
appraisingly. He was a handsome boy, she thought, wondering why she hadn't noticed
that before... and he was big, with good young shoulders and tanned, athletic arms. The
soft, peach-like fuzz on his forearms and cheeks instigated a prominent little tingle of
excitement in her belly, and she couldn't help but speculate over the size of his more
secret parts...
"Two-fifty... three... four... five-dollars... Thank you, Mrs. Archer," he said, glancing up
at her only once as he made change.
"It's so hot, Dear... wouldn't you like a Coke or something?" Marilyn heard herself ask
him, once more pulling her wrapper tighter around her.
"Well... yeah, that'd be swell, Ma'am," he replied with a pleasing, onesided grin.
Again, she sensed a little fermentation of delight trickle through her as he accepted her
invitation, and it occurred to her that she was actually flustered... "Sit down and I'll get
us both something," she said, pointing toward the davenport. "Then, you can tell me
about the camera you always have with you."
"Thanks," he said, dropping onto the long couch while she smiled down at him. "I-I
like to take pictures."
"I know... I've watched you," Marilyn told him, talking back over her shoulder while
she went into the adjoining kitchen. "You didn't know you were being watched I'll
bet... did you?"
Holy crap! She'd been watching him! A crazy feeling of apprehension mixed with
excitement raced through Donnie Trent. Did she know he'd been taking pictures of
her... watching her... peeping in her bedroom window? Maybe, she intended to bawl
him out... warn him that she'd tell his parents if he did it again... ? He should've said
no to the Coke and let... But man, she didn't have hardly anything on underneath that
robe she was wearing! He'd brushed right up against the end of her tit... could feel it
hard like a berry... Man, his thing was getting stiff...
"You didn't answer me, Donnie," Marilyn said as she re-entered the room carrying a
tray with a glass filled with ice, a bottle of Coke and a smaller glass of amber-colored
liquid with a couple of ice-cubes in it. She sat down beside him, placing the tray on the
cocktail table. "Did you know you were being watched?"
"N-No, Ma'am... I didn't."
She smiled, poured and handed him his glass, then picked up her own. "Mine's a little
stronger," she said and Donnie thought he detected a slight tremble to her hand as she
raised it in salute. "To people who watch other people."
He gulped, raised his glass the way he'd seen it done in the movies, and took a swallow.
Holy crap, she was pretty... and her robe had fallen a little bit open; he could see some
of the deep crease between her boobies, even a part of one... where it began to swell out
from her chest like a mountain... soft looking... creamy-white... and even part of her leg
way up high...! Man, she must not be wearing anything underneath...!
Suddenly, Marilyn inched closer to him, reaching out for the encased camera he wore
dangling from a strap over his shoulder. She said: "That looks like a nice camera,
Donnie. Sometime, you'll have to bring your pictures over and show them to me."
"Y-Yeah... I'll do that," he managed. "I-I've got some of your dog... and you're in them,
too."
"Really? Of Kaptain?" Marilyn said, hardly knowing what words were coming out of
her mouth. Dear God... how did one go about seducing a boy? He was beautiful, and
just his nearness was now sending wild, galvanic sensations charging through her. It
was crazy, absolutely insane, but she had to touch him... hold him... feel the
smoothness of his youthful, firm flesh against her hand... in her mouth! "T-Tell me,
Donnie... do you have any girlfriends?"
"W-What? Girlfriends...?" he repeated, jerking his eyes level with hers to see the wild
little sparks swirling around in them. "I... yes... that is, no, I guess not... not really
anyway."
"You like girls, don't you?" Marilyn said softly, reaching now for his strong, young
hand.
"Y-Yes... sure..." he managed, a gigantic shock surging through him at the contact of
her warm smooth hand on top of his own. Holy crap! What was she doing? His thing
was getting as stiff as a board... and man, now he could see almost all of one tit! God
almighty! What was happening?
Marilyn let her tongue slip out to run over her dry lips nervously. She felt hot and
flushed all over and her brain was racing madly as she moved closer to the handsome
boy beside her and slowly raised his hand to slip inside her flimsy robe and press
against her vibrant, naked breast.
"Older girls?" she whispered, moving her face nearer to his, until she could smell the
clean aroma of soap from his fresh, youthful skin. "Girls like me...?"
Momentarily, Donnie was petrified. She was holding his hand tight against her naked
tit, and it was as if the firm, smooth mound of flesh was going to burn a hole right into
his palm! Holy crap, he didn't know what to think... or do...! Her real bare tit right in
his hand! He was so tight inside, he could yell right out...!
"You didn't answer me, Donnie... Do you like me...?" Marilyn whispered excitedly,
brushing her lips against the smooth down of his cheek as suddenly she felt his strong
hand cup experimentally the quivering flesh of her hot, breast.
"Y-Yes... yes... I do," he half-gasped. "I... I like you... an awful lot..." His hesitant
revelation caused a delightful chill to ripple over her. She lowered her eyes and saw the
bulge at his crotch, swelling the front of his jeans. She smiled against his cheek and
dropped her hand to touch him there. She whispered: "You do like me. I can tell
because this is hard."
Donnie Trent whimpered aloud, his body jerking uncontrollably at the contact of her
hand with his penis. He gaped down at her thumb and forefinger, watching them trace
the outline of it gently, and of a sudden, he thought he might piss his pants, the feeling
she was causing him was so intense. Marilyn was surprised at its length and �
thickness, so much so, that she couldn't stand the suspense any longer. Suddenly, she
withdrew his hand from inside her robe and got to her feet, holding onto him as she led
him toward the bedroom. My God, she had to get his clothes off and run her hands
over him... kiss him and love him... she was going out of her mind in her wildly
building passion.
Donnie Trent wasn't certain but what he was in a dream... a crazy, impossible dream...
but there was Kaptain, the dog on the bedroom floor watching them, and Mrs. Archer
was leading him toward the bed... then, of a sudden, she was naked... completely and
absolutely bare, with her tits sticking right out at him, their little pink nipples like
berries on the ends... and... and there it was! Her cunt! He could see the pink slit right
through the thin, silky hair that was the same color as that on her head...! Then... then,
she was pulling him down onto the bed beside her and fumbling with his clothes...!
He couldn't speak. His mouth and throat felt as if they had been swabbed out with
cotton. He lay perfectly still and she got onto her knees, unbuttoning his shirt and
stripping it off, then kissing his naked chest and running her tongue over his nipples,
moaning and breathing heavy all of the time, her great big tits hanging down and
bouncing against his belly, sending crazy shocks all through him... Then, she was
unzipping his fly and pulling his jeans down over his hips. He raised them to help and
she gasped right out when his pecker shot up, snapping against his belly it was so rigid.
"Oh God," she moaned. "It's beautiful, Honey... beautiful."
She'd had no idea that a boy of eighteen could have such a marvelously thick, long
prick. But what pleased her most was his still scantiness of pubic hair; she could
actually count them... and his balls were so tight and round, their soft vulnerable sac
making her think of a large walnut with the dark seam-like ridge that separated them.
Quickly, she pulled his pants from him, then crawled up beside him, slipping one arm
beneath his shoulders and drawing his face to her.
"Are you scared, Darling?" she whispered.
"A... a little."
"Don't be, my sweet. I won't hurt you," she hissed, running her free hand hungrily over
his smooth, strong young body, feeling the sleek muscles beneath the skin to her touch
as she explored the secret hollows and crevices of him, her lips finding his to let her
tongue play lightly upon his lips, while she raised one soft, white thigh over him and
pressed her moistening, down-covered loins tight against his solid thigh with a little
undulating motion. "I'm going to make you the happiest boy in the whole world. Do...
do you want that, Darling...?"
"I... yes... I guess so... yes... yes, I do," he stammered.
Before he realized what was happening, she had slithered down his body and had
spread his legs and wedged between them, until her face was right above his aching
penis. Then she smiled up at him... the prettiest smile he'd ever seen in his life, and he
watched as she took his prick right into her soft, smooth hand, her touch to it causing
him to shiver all over. She began to stroke it tenderly, lovingly, sliding the loose skin up
and down in a slow way... like he sometimes did himself, then, she arose to her knees
and just stayed up there over him, her face and mouth only inches above the moist
purplish head. She held it tight between both hands for a moment, rolling it between
her palms, then moving her hands up and down in a way that made him pump his hips
with her.
Suddenly, his breath caught in his throat as he stared at her head dropping slowly
toward the hardness of his prick and her tongue flicked out, the tip boring teasingly
into the wet tiny slit on its end. He whimpered aloud and chills ran up his back, then,
she brought her mouth down to it, enclosing the full, pulsating knob in a soft, warm
pressure. He cried out, thrusting his young loins upward automatically as the warm
moistness of Marilyn's open lips closed over the throbbing, sensitive head. He couldn't
believe it as he watched her pretty lips tighten like an elastic band around it just below
the head, as if it were a stick of candy and she was holding it inside the warm, wet
cavern of her mouth.
"Holy crap!" he whimpered aloud, lifting his head from the bed to stare down at her
beautiful fish-shaped mouth sucking on him. Once, he'd seen a dirty picture of a
woman doing that to a man that one of the guys had at school, and he'd thought about
it at night in bed when it got hard and he wanted to jerk-off, but to think that she... his
own Mrs. Archer was doing it to him... he just couldn't believe it was true! The sight of
his stiff rod of flesh pushed right in between her ovaled lipstick rimmed lips was just
about driving him crazy. And then, she stopped and raised her head to smile up at him
once more, her lips glistening wetly from her tongue.
"Do you like it, Darling?"
"Wow... yes... you're not going to stop now, are you...?"
"No, Darling, no," she half-whispered. "But there's more I've got to teach you... if
you're going to be my boyfriend... You want to be, don't you?"
"Yes... yes, I want to be..." Again, she smiled lovingly up at him and took his solid shaft
of flesh in her hand; she bent down and lavished it with her warm, wet tongue,
brushing and grazing from its base along its wide underside to it coronal ridge, moist
and protruding from its pulled-back foreskin, washing, playing and caressing it with
every lapping stroke, then back down to its base and below to the smooth, velvety flesh
of his hairless balls, saliva dribbling excitedly down her tongue as she coated his sac
with smooth sweeping strokes; then she raised his thighs, pressing them back to expose
his tight brownish anus and she trailed her saliva moistened tongue along the coral-like
ridge between his wide-spread young buttocks, circling tauntingly the puckered little
hole, painting his inner asscheeks, finally, stiffening its tip in an effort to penetrate the
crinkled sphincter of his rectum.
Marilyn was wild with frenzied new sensations churning in her loins at the
forbiddenness of her wanton pedophiliac act, thrilling, erotic fermentations she had
never experienced before in her young life. The delicious sweet piquancy of his young,
virginal-genitals was driving her almost to the point of orgasm with the mere thought
alone... a phenomenon she would never have believed possible. God! She wanted to
suck his youthful sperm into her throat and belly; She had to! Quickly, she trailed her
tongue back over his proud young balls and along the solid shaft to its throbbing head,
slipping her lips down over it once more. God, there would be many many more hours
like this and she could teach him everything, but now she must suck the nectar from
his magnificent white young cock.
Donnie gaped down at her with open mouth. Again, she was holding his prick with one
hand and sucking it steadily, rhythmically, up and down and with a twisting motion of
her tongue at the peak of each stroke. He tensed his crotch muscles, pushing his shaft
up at her face, the sight of his own act making him want to piss again. She moaned and
began to suck harder, nipping now and then with her teeth and making him gasp right
out loud. His cock was white beneath the scraping suck and rich purple at its smooth,
rubbery tip.
Suddenly, she took her hand from his pecker and slipped both of them under the
cheeks of his ass, holding them while she plunged her mouth down over it from above.
Holy crap! It disappeared right up into her mouth... all of it... going all the way back
into the tightness of her throat! It struck him then that his wasn't the first she'd ever
sucked. Probably her husband's... godamn him! He hated him!
Her tongue, with that final swiping lick, was making his prick-head vibrate and jump
crazily. He stared at her breasts... those beautiful tits jerking and dancing below her
pumping body, the sight making it all the better... and then he felt the gnawing feeling
in his nuts. He watched her face stuffed full with his prick, working over him hungrily,
her lips being pulled out as if her mouth was being turned inside out every time she
came up off of it, her cheeks puffing in and out as she sucked. He forced his crotch
further up at her face, until he was right off the bed. His mouth was terribly dry and his
cock felt as if it was going to shatter all apart any second.
Holy crap! Did she know what would happen if she kept sucking it like that? The stuff
would shoot right out of it... and it was going to... any godamned second now... blow
right out into her mouth! He couldn't push her away! He writhed his strong young
hips furiously and tangled his hands in her long ash-blonde hair, the hot white stuff
staring to cum! He clenched his teeth and cried out!
His cock lurched into a frenzied staccato jerking that flooded Marilyn's wildly sucking
mouth with gush after gush of his delicious young, white hot sperm, bloating her
cheeks outward with every throbbing, seething squirt, and she swallowed ravenously as
she moaned against his pumping organ, while her own unbelievable climax, at the mere
thought of his gallant youthful loins shooting his semen down her throat, nearly
overwhelmed her and she plunged one hand between her thighs to her moist cunt lips
and tweaked and pulled at her throbbing, erect clitoris.
Donnie watched with blurred vision the sight of her trembling convulsing body as with
one last, whimpering groan he emptied the last of his pecker-cream between her lips
and he lay there in near painful exhaustion, until gradually his thing went soft in her
mouth; yet, she still nibbled at it, sucking out the very last drop of its stuff... It was then
that he began to feel ashamed.
She lay for some time with her head resting on his belly, then she eased up beside him
and kissed him on the mouth.
It almost made him sick. He sat up with a bolt, and jumped off the bed.
"I've gotta go," he said, grabbing at his clothes and beginning to pull them on, not
looking at her, his face suddenly flushed once more.
Marilyn felt hurt at first, but then, slow-realization came to her as she imagined how he
must feel, his very first time with a girl. She smiled faintly to herself and got from the
bed, slipping into her robe. She waited until he was dressed then went around the bed
to him.
"Are you angry with me, Donnie?" she asked softly.
He couldn't look at her. "No," he managed. "I'm not angry. I just have to be going is
all..."
"In a day or two you'll feel different," she said, smiling gently. "You can come back
then... but remember, it's our secret, me being your girlfriend. You mustn't tell
anyone... understand, Darling?"
"I-I understand," he replied, still unable to face her. He started toward the door, then
paused for a moment. "I-I like you a lot," he said abruptly, then ran out and down the
little hallway.
Marilyn listened as the door closed behind him. She smiled warmly to herself. My God,
he was a beautiful boy...!


Chapter 4


Following Shad Bartok's call, Jill Neilson had all she could do to keep her wits about
her. At first, an overwhelming wave of near-frantic shock possessed her and she fell into
a frenzied fit of crying, even as she managed to get into street clothes and haphazardly
apply her makeup. Dear God, her father mustn't learn of this; she felt certain he'd use
it to destroy Larry... he despised him that much. They had to hush it up at all costs... At
the last moment, she remembered that she had no car and her next thought was to ask
Marilyn to drive her; then she decided that might not be wise. No one must know, at
least until she found out herself how bad his situation was. She would call a taxi...
All of the way to the County Court House, her brain whirled in a churning frenzy,
terrified by the seriousness of the charge they were holding her darling on. God in
heaven, how could Larry have been such a fool? Shad Bartok had used the word
"drugs", nothing more, and she was desperately trying to rationalize it. Before they were
married she knew that Larry had smoked a little pot... she had even tried it herself at a
party and found it no worse then a few cocktails, perhaps not as bad... but it was
difficult for her to believe he would do anything like that since their wedding, knowing
it might jeopardize their future together, the way her daddy felt about him. She couldn't
imagine it being anything stronger than pot... not Larry; she had heard him put the
hard stuff down to others too many times... But why? How? Had he been that angry
with her over last night... ?
Inside the County Court House building, she grew panicky and decided she must talk
to someone. Dear God, if she ever needed a friend, she needed one at that moment.
"H-Hello... Marilyn? This is Jill... Marilyn, I... I..."
"Jill, Darling, what is it?" Marilyn's concerned voice replied quickly through the
receiver. "What's wrong? A-Are you crying?"
"I... I... Oh Marilyn, something terrible's happened. I'm down town at the County
Court House... the... the Sheriff's office is holding Larry. They've... they've arrested him
on a drug charge..." Jill paused, waiting, hoping that her new friend could say
something that would strengthen her, but instead, for a long moment she heard
nothing but the beautiful blonde's breathing. "Marilyn... ? Are you there?"
"Yes, of course, Darling. I'm just trying to think what to do. Have you seen him or
talked to him yet?"
"No. They called me and I just rushed down here... but then, I became frightened and
had to talk to someone... so, I phoned you..."
"You poor, sweet darling," Marilyn soothed.
"You should've come right here after they let you know..."
"I was so upset..."
"Yes, of course you were. Well, you go ahead and try to see him. Find out all of the
particulars," Marilyn advised reassuringly. "In the meantime, I'll call David. He'll help
someway... at least, he'll be able to tell us what to do. Try to call me back in a half-hour,
Darling."
"All right, I will. And... and thank you, Marilyn," Jill said, biting at her lip to keep from
bursting into tears.
Marilyn's voice assumed a noticeable soft sibilance that caused an unexpected tremor of
flitter over Jill's tense, frightened person. She said: "You already know that there's
nothing I wouldn't do for you... don't you...?"
"Y-Yes..." Jill managed, barely above a whisper. "I-I know. I-I'll call you as soon as I
can..."
"And don't be afraid, Darling. Everything will be all right," Marilyn said confidently.
Jill hung up slowly; she felt better. Marilyn had given her the necessary reinforcement
of spirit she had needed. She raised her chin and left the booth, walking toward the
down-stairway, a mental picture of Marilyn Archer's beautiful face filling her mind.


* * *


"We can talk more privately here," Shad Bartok said, opening the door to a small room
that led off the Sheriff's inner-office. Jill hesitated, then moved past him into the smaller
chamber that was windowless and furnished with a barren, marred table, two chairs,
and a low cot with a mattress covered by an olive-drab blanket. "Sheriff Ben uses this
room for nappin', amongst other things, when he's up and around, but someone's
always walking in out there. Can't talk private like we need to. Sit down, Honey." His
use of pet-names had not escaped Jill since he'd first spoken to her on the telephone.
There was something frightening about it; she had known him for several years from
his acquaintanceship with her father, but there had never been any "uncle-ish"
relationship that would serve as a foundation for his sudden familiar attitude. In face,
she had harbored a dislike for him from the beginning, aware of the lecherous manner
in which his small, flint-colored eyes had followed and undressed her right in her own
home... and they were doing that right at the very moment.
She eased down onto the edge of a chair, her eyes fixed on his square chin as he half-sat
on the barren, marred table. She said: "May I see my husband, Deputy Bartok?"
"Time enough for that, Little lady," he replied gruffly. "First off, I think you and me
better go over a few things... kind of see eye-to-eye, so's to speak... eh?"
Jill looked at him for a long silent moment. She saw the licentious gleam lighting his
evil, cunning eyes and she began to wonder if she hadn't made a mistake coming there
alone. If only she had asked Marilyn to come down...
"We picked up your husband with two other students from the college. They were
smoking pot and driving," Bartok said, as if bringing her up to date. "They caused an
accident at the corners of Cedar Avenue and Sixteenth street... fortunately, nobody was
hurt, but that doesn't lessen the charge one iota, Honey. It's a grave offense... and I hate
to think what could happen to him."
Jill had still not spoken; she continued to stare at him while he talked on, his little eyes
constantly raking her soft young body salaciously. She said finally: "Y-You said could
happen to him. D-Does that mean there's a way to avoid... avoid punishment?"
Shad Bartok broke into a slow grin. He took the cigar stub from his mouth and spread
his lips further until she could see his yellowed, square teeth. Finally, he nodded.
"Might be, Honey," he said, running his thick tongue over his lips, "Just might be."
A light rash of goose-flesh broke out on her satiny skin as she gaped at him, refusing to
acknowledge the lust-filled gleam flaming deep in his eyes. He continued to grin; she
managed: "I... I don't think I understand..."
"Oh?" he said with surprise, letting his eye-level drop lasciviously to her firm, full
breasts. "Well then, just let me clarify for you. The charges we're holding your husband
on, Honey, are about as serious as I want to make them. On the other hand, I might be
able to overlook them entirely... if it's worth my time. Is that clear to you...?"
He was mocking her; the twist to his sadistic mouth told her that much. She couldn't
take her eyes from his evil, lecherous face. It wasn't the first time she had ever heard of
"buying" one's freedom from the authorities even there in Parksburg, but she had never
in God's name dreamed that one day she might be faced with the situation. Mother of
God, she had no money; they hadn't had time to save as yet... and she couldn't ask her
father...
"We have no money," she said, almost desperately. "Larry's still in school. And I can't
ask my father. There must be some other way..."
"Hmmmm," Shad Bartok grunted, rubbing his big hand over his chin. It was following
the pattern he had hoped it would. He felt his heavy organ stir inside his pants as he
drank of the loveliness of her voluptuous young body seated tense and helpless on the
edge of the chair before him. He was going to fuck her... slip his growing prick right in
between those imagined, soft white thighs, and hold that tight little ass in both hands
until he made it squirm. Damned, if he wasn't! "Your daddy'd be right upset if he
learned the truth, wouldn't he, Honey...?"
"Oh God, he mustn't find out!" Jill blurted, coming to her feet. "He just mustn't!"
The big lawman continued to rub his chin, his evil smirk only faintly present now as
his eyes devoured her ravenously. "Well now," he said after a moment, "seems as if
you've got a little problem, Dolly. Let's see if we can work it out. You want to get your
husband out of this, but you haven't any money... and you can't go to your daddy
because you don't want him to find out about it, else he's going to cause a lot of
trouble. So... that doesn't leave you much to barter with, does it? Except, of course...
your luscious ass."
He might have slapped her; the shock couldn't have been greater. The obvious filthy
meaning of his statement struck her with the impact of a blow and momentarily her
head swam. She had to grab hold of the table-edge to keep her balance, and with open
mouth and eyes agape, she stared at him.
"What's a matter, Baby? Did that jolt the hell out of you?" Bartok questioned, leering at
her. "Or is it that maybe you think your ass is too good for the likes of Shad Bartok?
Well now, if that's it, you better just change your ideas, girl, else I'll slap that husband
of yours so far in the clink, he'll be the next five-years getting out."
Jill stared at him... this huge, ugly gargoyle of a human monster who... who, somehow,
had come to gain an upper hand over her. She felt the muscles of her stomach tighten
and a clamminess creep the length of her spine. She trembled noticeably and said:
"You... you're suggesting that I... we... my God! You are, aren't you?"
Bartok grinned lewdly at her. What kind of naive little bitch was she playing at now?
She knew damned well what he meant... had known ever since she walked in here with
him. These young twats today... trying to pretend they were so godamned much more
intelligent than his generation, revolting against all of the tried and true, wanting
everything handed to them on a silver platter as if it was owed to them... never paying
for a damn thing... Well, this little cunt was going to pay for what she wanted. He
straightened up and took a step toward her.
Instantly. Jill backed away, moving in small steps until the backs of her knees came
against the edge of the cot and she sat down heavily. Bartok grinned, walked to the
door and locked it; he went to the table, pulled open a drawer and brought out a half
filled bottle of amberish colored liquid.
"Put this in the drawer earlier. Thought it might come in handy," he said. He produced
two small glasses and pouring into them, then, approached her with one. "It isn't going
to be as bad as you're figuring, Honey," he said. "Stop and think about it. You want to
get your husband out of this, don't you? And you don't want Milt to know. So... we
make a little trade... your hubby's freedom and my silence for your ass... a nice sweet
fuck, and that's something I've thought about many, many times, Baby."
Subconsciously, Jill accepted the drink he pressed into her hand, her mind reeling with
that final, filthy, decisive word he had uttered, yet she could still only gape at him. She
was not even conscious of the fact that she had automatically raised the drink to her
lips until a tiny rivulet dribbled to her chin and she touched at it with her finger. The
strong spirits caused her tongue to tingle and then there was an almost welcome
burning at the base of her stomach. Dear God, she needed something to keep her from
fainting.
"P-Please... you don't mean that... that nothing except money... or... or giving myself to
you physically is the only way...?" Jill stammered, looking up at him pitifully.
He grinned. "No... I only mean half of that. Money wouldn't do you any good. Just that
tight ass, little lady," he hissed down at her matter-of-factly. "Nothing else, sweetheart...
just that tight little ass."
"Oh dear God!" Jill moaned, covering her face with her one free hand. "Why did I
come here... why...?"
Her words angered him and he slapped the glass from her hand, sending it across the
room and against the wall to shatter. "Damn you! You little stuck-up cunt!" he spat,
dropping down beside her. "Who in hell do you think you are? Now, you listen to me,
bitch. You'll fuck, understand? 'Cause if you don't, I'll ruin that husband of yours and
make sure your father finds out in the bargain, and you know what'll happen to your
marriage, then, eh?"
"Oh God, no... no, please!" Jill begged as she wept. "Stop... I'll... I'll do it... whatever
you say... anything... only promise me that you'll let Larry go free after... and that my
father'll never knew."
Bartok's eyes gleamed evilly and he licked at his lips once more. "Sure," he said. "You
be nice to me and I'll let him go free."
"And my father... he won't know?"
"He won't know," the lawman replied quickly.
Jill's entrails revolted at his nearness. She wanted to vomit. She could smell the heavy
perspiration odor of his clothing and body. Dear God! Dear God! Dear God! What was
to become of her? But she had to? But she had to! What else could she do? Where
could she turn? Suddenly, she raised her chin, then, took the almost full glass from his
hand brazenly. She lifted it to her lips and holding her breath, drained it with one great
swallow, the raw liquor burning at her throat and belly like hot, liquid fire. At last, she
looked up into his huge, ugly face, and suddenly he clutched her to him and kissed her.
Mother of God! She felt his lips repulsively hot and wet upon her own! The filthy
brute! He kissed her again, his tongue wet and thick, crashing into her mouth between
her soft tender lips, brushing and exploring vilely around the inside, and abruptly, she
was nearly overwhelmed by the odor of his foul sweat, mixed with cheap cologne and
the unbelievable overpowering bulk of his massive body.
"You want another drink?" she heard him inquire as he gradually eased back from her,
releasing her once more. "It helps."
"Y-Yes... yes, please," she managed, the first effects of the alcohol beginning to make
itself known as the stimulant raced wildly through her bloodstream. Certainly, she was
going to have to be numb beyond any reasoning whatsoever to carry through with this
horrible nightmare!
He stood, went to the table and poured once more, then returned to sit down beside
her. She took the glass, raised it to her lips and felt the amber liquid searing her throat
as it spilled into her stomach with a further warming sensation that quickly began to
spread through her. He moved closer to her, placing his hand on top of hers where it
rested on her thigh, and as she watched his little aggression, her heart seemed to bolt,
surging upward toward her throat, taking her breath away while she squirmed
backward against the wall behind. He grinned, breathing heavily, those lascivious
explosions ever taking place in his eyes.
"Christ!" he gasped. "You're a delicious piece. How old are you, anyway?"
The liquor was burning courage into her bloodstream. "Eight... Eighteen," she replied,
still cowering from him.
"Godamn!" he hissed. "Almost a virgin..." She felt his hand move across her flat, tense
stomach and around her waist as he slithered closer to her, until his big, ugly face was
but inches from her own. She wanted to cry out, she was so frightened, yet, she
couldn't deny that the touch of his hand and its warmth through the thin material of
her summer-dress sent an unwanted, unbelievable spasm to surge through her; but
neither could she ignore the fact that she was a married woman and being forced to
submit to and commit adultery with this wicked brute of a man, whom, she had loathed
for years.
"Oh God, stop! Stop it this minute!" Jill spat, squirming from his grasp and struggling
to her feet unsteadily. "I don't know what's going to happen... to me or Larry... but I
can't let you do it I just can't! I'm not a prostitute, you understand? No matter what
happens...!"
Shad Bartok leaped to his feet, his mouth twisted cruelly. "No matter what happens,
eh?" he spat. "Well now, we'll see, Baby. So far, I've tried to be nice to you, make it
easy on you... but I'm losing my patience. I'm going to fuck that cunt of yours, damn
you, even if I have to rape you!"
Jill froze in her tracks. Her mouth dropped open loosely and her eyes widened in utter
disbelief, the use of his obscene tongue causing only a minor repulsiveness within as
she realized his sincerity.
She felt his hands dart around her waist and the strength of his powerful arms as he
clutched her tight against him, those same hands dropping down to encompass the
round full spheres of her buttocks.
"M-My father," she stammered. "I'll tell him. I swear I will!"
He grinned down into her face. "No... no, you won't tell him anything, Baby. We both
know that, don't we. You think too much of that punk-husband of yours... and you
know what'll happen if Daddy ever learns about him being hauled in on a drug charge.
Besides, I'd only deny it... pretend you were trying to malign me for doing my duty...
and who do you think they'd believe?"
Jill could only stare the few inches into his face as his teasing, lecherous hands
continued to massage her buttocks and press her squirming loins tighter into the rising
bulge at the front of him shamefully.
Dear God, he was right and she knew it! Who would believe her, once it became
known that Larry was arrested on a drug charge? Certainly, not her father. Where
could she turn... ? If only she could think clearly... but her head was swimming with the
effects from the liquor... Why, why, why had Larry had to do this awful thing to them?
Her darling Larry... she loved him so... Mother of Christ! The brute's vile thing was
grinding right into her!
Bartok lowered his head slowly, completely engulfing her soft, wet mouth with his own
lips, his tongue darting out to slash between her lips and against her teeth as Larry
often did, and an uncontrollable tremor rippled over her. He held her close, his big
hands hot and moving as they dug into the moons of her buttocks, forcing her pelvis
tighter against him, his height placing the throbbing bulge of his loins tight into the
softness of her belly.
Oh God! Momentarily, she struggled against him, then realized the uselessness of the
effort and simply let herself go, her mouth opening to the pillage of his tongue, her
entire body relaxing in defeat against him as slowly he drew her down onto the cot, his
massive right hand absorbing her full, erect breast in its palm.
"Oh... oh... oh," Jill groaned and he pulled away, grinning at her.
"You're going to love it," he hissed, his hands wandering over her exploringly as he
leaned above her and laved the smooth, satiny skin of her lovely face with his tongue.
"It's time you knew what a real fuck means to a girl, baby, getting a man-sized cock
jumpin' around up into your belly."
Oh... oh no, no, no...! and then, in spite of her horror, she was alive suddenly with
unwanted sensation that she couldn't begin to control, that her own husband had
refused to fulfill last night! His hands, his tongue his whole body had set her aflame
with desire... easily aroused, still unfulfilled desire that her own Larry had never
quenched. Never, never had she felt a more wanton craving... Larry, Darling! Oh, Larry,
why? Why? I love you so! His hand was on her leg... her thigh... her inner thigh... and
in her utter helplessness she wanted it there! Yes, yes, oh Christ, yes! It was so warm
and big and soft and gentle... and close...!
"Godamn, you're the most delicious little bitch I've ever seen," Bartok hissed as he lay
her down, stretched out beneath him on the cot. "Shit, I'm going to fuck and suck your
cunt 'till you whimper for mercy," he whimpered hoarsely, his hands gliding up and
down the soft smooth flesh of her inner thigh, enjoying the soft nylon mesh of her hose
just before it ceded to the hot flesh of her warm, vibrant thighs. He let his hands brush
several times to the very peak of her loins, so that it might arouse that sensation of
contact as it pressed against the nylon strip encasing her soft, delicate, young pussy...
and it did, he was certain.
She trembled with every touch to her genitals, her mind still trying to wrest at
principals she knew to be lasting, even as her excited body betrayed her in her
longstanding dormant desire.
"Oh... oh, God, don't," she moaned feebly as she felt his fingers tugging at the snug leg
of her panties. Then, her arms wrapped around his neck tightly, her legs opening to
him even as she continued to whimper her protests and her tongue trailed across his
lips.
And he was there!
She felt his thick finger tracing the thin hair-lined furrow of her naked cunt and she
squirmed beneath it. Her arms fell away from his neck, her long nails digging into the
muscles of his powerful shoulders through his shirt, and a momentary sense of
abhorrence swept over her even as prurient quivers agitated her loins and belly, while
slowly, he insinuated his middle finger deeper and deeper inside her moist, warm
vagina.


Chapter 5


Her successful, if, unplanned seduction of Donnie Trent had left Marilyn in a
temporary state of warm, pleasant fulfillment. If anyone had ever told her that a
pubescent boy's delightful young body could so incite her, she would have called them
insane... but that was before their little escapade of an hour ago. Her passion had, in
fact, completely ran away with her, and she had only to think of it now to stir the still
glowing embers into little flames once more.
Well, she thought, setting aside her drink and walking toward the bath, it was time for
a soothing shower to help settle the carnal gnawings that seemed to be ever-increasing
these days. She smiled to herself as she removed her robe and narcissistically enjoyed
her voluptuous naked reflection in the full-length mirror. Certainly, she had been
blessed with beauty... and a handsome, ambitious, masculine husband... and now, a
splendid virginal boy... to say nothing of stunning Jill Neilson whose inevitable
conquest filled her with soul-jarring little tremors... Yet, she couldn't deny the constant
feeling of uneasiness that seemed to plague her, and that, she realized, was due to the
uncertainty of David's temporary and unsound position.
Until he was permanently appointed as Police Chief by the Commission, she could
never feel totally secure. And God knows, there was no way that she could ever go back
to their mediocre... even squalid, when she thought of it, mode of living while he began
struggling anew; nor could she conceive of resorting to her wealthy parents for help.
No... no, there was only one way and that was to take the bull-by-the-horns in the tried
and proven tradition of her mother: she would go to Milt Howell herself and persuade
him to sanction David's appointment... one way or another.
It hadn't come to her as a spontaneous idea; she had been giving it great thought over
the past two-weeks. The powerful politician was the only obstacle standing in David's
way and she was certain there were methods of altering the situation. Of course, he was
Jill Neilson's father and she had considered the fact that their new acquaintanceship
might be an asset, but on the other hand, she was also aware that the one-time Mayor
had strongly disapproved his daughter's marriage to the Neilson boy. In a small town
like Parksburg, it seemed that such things always became generally known... it might be
better to leave Jill out of it entirely.
Anyway, her mind was made up; she would go to Milton Howell's office in the
morning, and have a little talk with the robust gentleman. She smiled again to herself in
the mirror as she swept her luxurious wealth of ash-blonde hair to the crown of her
head, causing her full, round pointed breasts to raise excitingly with the movement
while she pinned it there.
The telephone interrupted her and she walked naked out into the bedroom.


* * *


Following Marilyn's alarmed phone-call concerning their new neighbors and young
Neilson being arrested by the Sheriff's Department, David Archer set about endeavoring
to learn the particulars of the situation. First, though, he had had to pacify his lovely
concerned wife and reassure her everything would be all right, while at the same time,
he was wondering how she had become such fast friends with Jill Neilson when they
had only moved in the night before. Of course, he didn't question her about it; he had
his own ideas, knowing his precious Marilyn, but it had brought a slight smile to his
handsome mouth. Perhaps, there were some little delights in store for him there, too,
once this mess was cleared up.
In reality, however, he knew it wasn't going to be a simple matter to obtain the details.
There was very little, if any, cooperation between the County Sheriff's Department and
the Parksburg Police, essentially because of Ben Lyon's illness and Shad Bartok acting
in the Sheriff's capacity. It was no secret that Shad wanted the Chief appointment and
that Milt Howell favored him. Damned politics... dirty politics at that, for God knows,
it was the dead Lew Devon's corrupt little empire of graft they were seeking to gain
control of, and his office as Chief was a must for them to be able to manipulate
rampantly. Well, he, David, intended to fight them right down to the wire; if he failed,
he'd go down fighting.
He sat comfortably behind the massive desk in the office part of the impregnable
fourth-floor suite of the City Hall building that his predecessor had built against the
better judgement of concerned city officials. Its luxury in furnishings as well as its
operational conveniences would never cease to amaze him, he thought, as he switched
on the closed TV circuit and called for Lieutenant Sam Vecchio, a close compatriot and
fine lawman. Momentarily, Sam's middle-aged, stubble-shadowed, rugged face appeared
on the screen.
"Sam, the County Sheriff's Department is holding one Larry Neilson on a drug charge.
He was picked up some time this morning. Find out what you can and let me know
right away, eh?"
"Neilson... Neilson," Sam repeated. "Hey, would that be Milt Howell's son-in-law?"
"The same."
The countenance on the screen pursed its lips and a little whistling sound came over
the audio system. "Old Shad could get himself in the bag on this one, couldn't he?"
"Maybe not. Milt's reported not to have much use for his daughter's husband,
remember? Anyway, I want you to get right on it and feed the details to me, pronto."
"Sure thing, Chief. Right away," said the Lieutenant and David cut the switch.
He leaned back in his swivel and lighted one of his rare cigarettes. Just what the hell
was Shad Bartok up to, he wondered?


Chapter 6


Jill whimpered aloud in emotional agony and sensual desire, an electrifying shock
rippling along the soft, white flesh of her thighs, and she squirmed her buttocks down
into the hard, blanket-covered mattress, her whimper changing to a helpless moan as
Shad Bartok's thick fingers taunted, inside her panties, the sensitive pink slit between
her open thighs, gently thrusting into it, parting the soft pubic hair and making a
sudden ecstatic contact with the throbbing tiny bud of her clitoris. She sensed her
wetness from the ungovernable passion that had infiltrated her entire being and she bit
into her lip to withhold the groan of pleasure she felt building deep in her chest.
Oh God no... it's wrong... wrong! She mustn't let him do these things to her! What was
she thinking of... ?
Abruptly, she thrust her hands against his heavy chest, her teeth gnashing, her lips
drawn back as she writhed and kicked, trying to push him away from her. "No! Stop!
Stop it damn you!" she snarled viciously through her clenched teeth. "Get off me! Let
me up...!"
Her sudden attack and emotional change surprised the massive lawman, but not to the
point of letting her free. He caught at both of her wrists and held them fast in one
hand, while his weight pinned her beneath him.
"Cunt!" he spat, forcing his hip and leg between her own brutally, so that she couldn't
close her thighs while his finger continued to taunt the moist, tender flesh of her
sensorial vagina. "I told you once... I'm going to fuck you, Baby... even if I have to rape
you!" He breathed heavily down into her face. "Now... you've got no choice... but you
cooperate and that punk-husband of yours goes free... otherwise, you just get fucked the
hard way... Which will it be, Baby? You decide... and quick!"
Slowly, Jill relaxed her struggles, the horror of her incredible, defenseless situation
registering in her liquor-dazed brain. Dear God! She was hopelessly trapped! There was
absolutely nothing she could do but lie there in helpless horror while he roamed his
hands over her soft, white body at will, taking any and all obscene liberties with her
that he pleased. There was positively nothing she could do! But... but at least, if she
cooperated, her Larry would be freed... that was all... absolutely all... she had to cling to!
The tears of humiliation flowed warmly down over her cheeks, and then in revulsion of
her own self, she found that she was again reacting uncontrollably to the maddening
play of his thick finger in her taut vagina, her hips actually responding of their own
volition in near-cadence to his tantalizing ministration inside the wet, aroused slit
between her legs.
"Ah... he hissed. "That's better, Baby. You're beginning to like it, eh? You've decided to
be nice, is that it?"
Her words stuck in her throat when she tried to speak, the sensual, unending shock of
his fingers tweaking her quivering, erect clitoris causing her to writhe her buttocks
down into the mattress in a feeble effort of escape from the frenzied spasms coursing
over her smooth, vibrant flesh.
"Oh... oh," she whimpered helplessly to his clitoral abuse, until he finally paused
waiting for her to answer him. "Oh God... yes... yes... but... but you promise... promise
that Larry will go free," she managed, near breathless now from his assault, her face still
wet with tears of shame and subjugation.
"Hell, I said so, didn't I? And you... you'll cooperate... fuck willingly?"
Again, the sound of that lewd, obscene word brought an inward reaction to Jill, but this
time she sensed a strange, almost forbidden excitement as he spewed it at her and she
turned from him. "Y-Yes... I'll do whatever you say..." she hissed, still looking away.
Bartok edged his massive frame further up over her, letting free of her wrists and
bringing his hand up to entangle in her long chestnut-colored hair, drawing her face
back to him. He kissed her wetly, his tongue sliding deep into her mouth as his long
thick finger began to massage around in her now helplessly throbbing cunt once more.
Jill moaned helplessly beneath him, struggling to maintain control of her body as the
spasmodic little twinges of pleasure began to ripple through her loins and belly again.
"All right... let's get naked, Sweetheart," he hissed lustfully. "You first..." She felt him
raise her up and the long zipper of her dress being drawn quickly down her back. She
closed her eyes, trying not to think, assisting him automatically with the necessary
movements of shoulders and hips, lifting and lowering, feeling his hands behind her
once more as they fumblingly unfastened her bra, then, the cool rush of air as her
throbbing young breasts with their hard and distended ruby nipples were completely
exposed to him. She heard him gasp and utter an obscenity... felt his big hands enclose
over them hotly, kneading, squeezing, rolling the little nipples painfully between his
fingers, until finally his hot, wet mouth encompassed one, his tongue flicking and
rolling the nipple maddeningly... and then, the other in the same manner, his long wet
tongue at last trailing down through the narrow deep valley that separated them. Her
stomach muscles tensed like thin bands of rawhide as he slithered down her, dipping
momentarily into her navel... taunting it while his hands continued to massage and
caress her aching breasts... and then, those same hands began to draw along her ribs to
her hips, their fingers hooking into the waist band of her panties... and she raised her
hips, her eyes still tightly closed...
Once more, she felt the cool brush of air as it grazed against her warm damp thighs and
loins. Still, she refused to let herself think as she obediently raised her legs, allowing
him to slip her soft nylon panties down the long, ivory columns... her eyes clenched
securely shut as she felt the pressure on the cot when he raised to his knees and she
realized that he was undressing.
Oh God... dear God... is there no other way... ?
"Look, Baby... look at what I've got here for you," Bartok ordered salaciously, and she
did, slowly, reluctantly.
He had wedged her legs apart and was kneeling upright between them. She saw him,
completely naked now, his face twisted in a lewd grin, then, her eyes trailed down his
hairy, muscular torso to his heavy, swollen penis standing out beneath his lean belly.
Her eyes widened in utter disbelief, causing his salacious grin to broaden while his hand
began to grossly stroke the thick, uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over the hard,
blood-filled head.
"How does that tickle your fancy, Baby? Can you imagine it buried in that tight little
cunt of yours?" he taunted her.
Jill, as if mesmerized, continued to gape at him in sheer miserable degradation, the
sight of her own naked, obscenely spread body, filling her with shame as once more the
helplessness of her situation raced through her fogged mind, and then it completely
dawned upon her that he was enjoying this brutal debauchery he was subjugating her to
as much as the act itself. He was a sadist! The cruel gleam growing in his eyes was pure
algolagnic.
But even as she stared and faint traces of her own unwanted desire still tingled within
her, a new acute sense of horror came alive as she watched him on his knees before her,
stroking himself shamelessly. She stared in cringing disbelief at the fleshy shaft he was
vilely massaging. Its thickness was near-terrorizing. Oh God! It would split a woman in
half! She knew that she could never take it...!
"Flabbergasted, eh, little lady?" Shad Bartok leered at her. "You're maybe comparing it
in your mind to that finger-prick your snot-nosed husband's got between his legs?
Well... just you wait until you get it all right inside that hot little belly of yours," he
tormented, watching the twisted, distressed expression of apprehension contorting her
beautiful face. "And that isn't going to be too far off is it, Honey?"
Once more, Jill felt the tears welling up into her eyes and dribbling down her cheeks as
she realized with finality that there was no mercy to appeal to in this foul man. She
hardly heard his filthy words anymore; her mind was too occupied with the
hopelessness of her position and the horrifying terror of knowing there was no escape
for her; he was going to ravish her defenseless body no matter how she pleaded with
him not to. Dear God in heaven... there was nowhere to turn... she was completely
alone and at his mercy. Oh, if only she had asked Marilyn to come down and be with
her...
Suddenly, Bartok dropped his heavy weight, forcing the breath crushingly from her, the
hardness of his thick, pulsating rod gouging into the soft flesh of her belly, his huge
hands once more squeezing her full, erect breasts so fiercely that she whined beneath
him with the pain, and then his mouth was on hers, his thick, tobacco-tasting tongue
stabbing bitterly deep into her throat in his mounting lust.
"Jesus... I used to look at you and wonder how it would be holding you like this," he
hissed almost savagely. "Holding you with your luscious bare tits and hot belly against
me... your warm little cunt just waiting to eat up my cock... me socked right in tight
between those soft, sweet thighs... Christ... how many times did my prick nearly burst
through my pants looking at you... wanting you?" He was breathing hoarsely, heavily
into her face. "Now... now, at last, I've got you, Baby... and I'm going to suck and fuck
you 'till you cry for joy...!"
And then, he was slithering down her body, panting like a wild animal, down, down,
down, until his head was just above her sensitive, naked young loins, and the shocking
realization of what he was about to do sent a weakening surge of abhorrence recoiling
through her.
"Oh no... dear God, no... please don't... don't do that to me?" she pleaded, but he had
already placed his huge palms against the inner-sides of her soft, trembling thighs and
was spreading them apart even more open to his near-mad leering face; her efforts to
try and close them were useless. She whimpered pitifully as she raised her head to stare
down between her breasts and see him sprawled, his face poised between her widespread thighs. 
"I-I beg you... no... No one has ever done that to me... not even my own
husband..." she cried.
Shad Bartok grinned sadistically up at her.
Good! Good, he thought. At least, she was going to be a cherry-lick, and with hands
still strategically placed against the warm, satiny flesh of her thighs, he gazed hungrily
down at the thin, pink slit fringed so delicately with its soft, dark hair, two tiny
glistening droplets of moisture dampening the little pink inner-petals that peeked out at
him, and as she lay seemingly rooted to the mattress beneath her, her terror-filled eyes
pleading, her humiliation almost over-whelming, he realized that she watched, petrified,
as with slow, deliberate movements, he placed his thumbs to rest on the soft, fleshy lips
of her cunt and torturously drew them apart, spreading the soft curls of pubic hair and
laying open her moist, coral tinted, secret flesh to his lust-inflamed eyes.
Jill cringed in repulsion as she felt the hot wisps of his breaths graze her sensitive,
sacred flesh, never before defiled by anyone but her husband and she moaned aloud in
her shame, her head still raised, her breath hitching in her throat as she heard him
grunt and saw his big face drop... suddenly, she felt the full length of his hot tongue
plunge wetly up into her tight quivering vaginal passage.
Her body responded automatically, jerking with convulsive lurches, a loud groan of
mental bewilderment emitting from her chest, while her buttocks again pitched
downward in an effort to escape the bestial outrage he was committing upon her
defenseless genitals. Her stomach churned in veritable repulsion and she wailed
loathingly as his tongue slithered in and out of her naked, pregnable pussy in wild
animal-like fury.
"Ooooohhh... my... my dear God! You horrible... filthy... Stop... stop it!" she cried
helplessly in her debased humiliation, her head beginning to shake fitfully as she kept it
raising in horror to watch his incredulous violent assault. It's impassible! It can't be...
can't be happening to me! she tried to reason as his tongue continued to race up into
her unwanting... yet, dilating cunt. "Ooohhh... dear God! Stop... stop it! Oh, please...
please stop?" she beseeched in the dregs of her shame, even as undesired twinges of
lurid pleasure began to dance lightly over the nerve-ends of her whole body from his
depraved, orgiastic tonguing of her moist, palpitating slit.
Suddenly, Bartok's hands slid up over her flat little belly to the full, firm flesh of her
hardened nippled breasts, cupping and squeezing the resilient mounds almost brutally
while his mouth and tongue continued to work fiendishly at the velvety furrow down
between her legs. Wet, obscene sucking sounds filled the room and she saw his eyes
fixer sadistically upon her debased, tortured face. It was then that she realized he was
waiting for her total surrender to his scurrilous defilement of her pride and morals as
well as her betraying body.
Jill clenched her small hands into defiant fists, her arms lying helpless and tight against
her ribs, her whole vibrant, naked body steeled mentally against the perverted abuse he
was forcing her to endure. She was trapped physically; there was nothing she could do...
except maintain her mind over weak, evil flesh... and that, she vowed to do!
Oh God... if only he would stop... even for a breath, she thought, as he continued to
suck insanely at her gradually moistening vaginal slit, and she struggled desperately to
keep her mind from acknowledging the wild, blissful sensations coursing maddeningly
through every vein, muscle and cord of her subjugated body.
Vaguely, she remembered the many times that Larry had tried to approach her out of
the norm and she'd refused him because of the foul depravity... Mother of God! Had
she ever known what lie before her! This... this vile, debauched sadist who was
humiliating and degrading her beyond anything she could ever imagine... and there was
nothing she could do but lie beneath him spread open obscenely, crab-like subject to
his most perverted desires...! Oh God! She had never felt so all alone... so deserted in
her entire young life!
Shad Bartok was exulting in his conquest. She was all that he had ever imagined her to
be! Her delicious, velvety cunt was like a baby's mouth filled with honey, hardly any
bigger... even to the point of sucking at his tongue as he slithered deep into the throat
of her tight vaginal channel. Shit... it was worth it should her old man find out and
come after him with a shotgun... But there was no worry there... there was no worry at
all... he had her and her husband right where he wanted them... and maybe a little
added insurance in case old Milt reared up one of these days. He might not give a
damn about his son-in-law, but it was a safe bet that he did about this delightful little
bitch. Christ! What a gorgeous morsel she was!
His eyes remained fixed on her lovely, contorting face as he unceasingly continued the
moral-destroying thrusts of his tongue up into her vagina. Tears had once more gushed
from her near-vanquished eyes to fall over her delicate cheeks, and he watched this with
ruthless and carnal satisfaction. His cock throbbed like a swollen dinosaur tail as he
ground it into the hard mattress beneath him. Fight it, bitch, he thought. Fight it with
everything you got, because when you come apart it'll be a spectacular... one sweet
spectacular!
Abruptly, his lips probed and explored until he found the erect, pulsing button of her
clitoris. He heard her sharp whine of agonized pleasure as he took the tiny, pulsating
bud between his teeth and holding it tightly, swirled his tongue around and around it
in continuous decreasing circles, until at last, he opened his ravenous mouth wider and
moved his tongue downward, back down the smooth moistened slit to the heated
throbbing hole of her vagina. Now, her head had begun to flail from side to side, and as
he orally fucked her, sliding his long, hot tongue up into her dilated and clasping
vagina, he listened to new whimpering, mewled sounds. She was ready for more, and he
pressed her legs upward, placing his hands behind her knees, forcing them back against
her breasts and holding her there, making the entire enchanting panorama of her wide
spread crotch and buttocks completely and vulnerably exposed before him.
At first, her whimpers were repetitive of her degraded shame, but then they changed to
little cries of involuntary pleasure, filling the small room with their sighing depths as he
thrust his tongue deep into the searing liquid profundity between her thighs. She was
reaching... reaching jerkily for him! His brain soared. She was arriving... arriving
beautifully! He watched her small, delicate hands war desperately against one another,
until they suddenly lost their hopeless battle and lewdly entangled in his hair, trying
hungrily to pull him tighter and tighter into her.
He had her! She was all his now! All! Entirely his to play with, to subjugate, destroy...
and fuck... however the mood might take him! She was gone... lost!
Jill knew her body had deserted her. In fact, it had deserted her the moment he had
plunged his evil, wet tongue into the depths of her cunt! She knew that now, and
somewhere in the back of her brain she wondered if that was why she refused her own
Larry so many, many times. Was it because she never wanted to let herself become
subservient to him? Oh God... she couldn't think straight. Not now... maybe, not ever
again! She felt her buttocks jerk and spasm involuntarily beneath the raping tongue that
was sending unbelievable erotic jolts of never-before sensations surging through her yet
to be fulfilled young body.
And then, suddenly, she felt his lingual member flick from her vagina downward
toward the secret, tiny, puckered little hole of her anus! She wanted to scream...! But
instead, she moaned in rapture at the surprising, wet, seething contact of his pleasure
giving tongue with the forbidden, sensitive opening. She closed her eyes and licked at
her lips as unbelievable sensual delight raced wildly through her quivering being.
Automatically, she made a feeble pleading.
'Ooohhh... oh, don't... my God... please... please..." even as she writhed her hips and
tried to screw her tormented, if, delighted rectum back onto the stiff tip of his probing
tongue.
Bartok laughed fiendishly and she opened her eyes as he thrust against the snug little
hole, goose-flesh raising on her quaking belly and heaving breasts.
"Oh... oooohhhh," she moaned, laying back her head and letting it toss from side to
side, her humiliation and degradation still alive within her even as her lush round
buttocks jerked involuntarily at the heavenly unsought sensations rippling through her.
"Oh God... Oh God..." Jill maundered on, raising her head yet again to gape dazedly
down at his leering face. "Ohhh... pleaaassseee don't... don't..." she uttered indistinctly,
the appalling fact that she had no control over herself any longer washing through her
mind like a tidal wave, instigating deep sobs of shameful abasement from the roots of
her very soul.
But he licked on and on at her open wet loins while her voluptuous young soft body
quivered uncontrollably beneath the overpowering assault at the raw nerve-ends of her
near-virginal, pulsating cunt, and with clenched teeth and fists snagged in his hair... not
even her determination could do anything to hold back the wanton and furious spasms
of sensual pleasure that had seized complete charge of her body.
It came then as a spontaneous decision! Suddenly, she no longer fought him. Dear
God! He was bringing her to a fervent internal rapture she had never known before...
that she had never realized possible! Her soft, round body had cried out too long for
fulfillment... she no longer wanted to fight it... only to satisfy it!
"Oooohhh... Ooohh my God... yes... yes! Do it! Lick it... suck it!" she hissed down at
him, her shamelessly aroused flesh quivering and jerking beneath his long hot tongue.
She raised her crotch to him, her wet squirming loins submitting to his slightest whim.
With hands still clutching at his hair, she cried out deeply from the depths of her soul,
shame, degradation, morals, pride, her own darling husband... all escaped her as she
endeavored to pull his mouth in tighter to the throbbing, cuntal opening between her
wide spread legs while the maddening throes of hedonistic enchantment captured
complete possession of her.
Shad Bartok couldn't contain his sadistic grin of elation as he continued to burrow his
long, curling tongue deep into the seething, clasping channel of her cunt, while she
thrust her crotch harder up against his face in total submission. The soft, silken, dark
pubic hairs fringed the flushed swollen flanges of her pulsating cunt-lips teased at the
tip of his nose and titillated his cheeks as she began to undulate her buttocks in a
responding, impassioned rhythm, while the twisting grimaces of her face reflected the
sensuous world of rapture she had slipped into. She was broken completely to his will,
beyond that point of no-return, and he godamned sure intended to get the fullest of
pleasured benefits from her hot, writhing young body.
In a moment, he was going to shove his aching cock deep into that warm, squirming
little belly and shoot his load of hot sperm into the very depths of her tight, quivering
pussy... until she screamed with delight... and that moment was just about at hand...!


Chapter 7


David Archer offered Lieutenant Sam Vecchio an embittered expression as the other
enlightened him of what he had learned via police grapevine and a quick on-the-scene
investigation.
"Damn that Bartok," David snapped. "He knows good and well those boys should have
been turned over to the Police Department... that he was out of his jurisdiction. You say
no one was hurt?"
"No. Just some fender-bending is all," Sam Vecchio replied. "According to the occupant
of the house on the Northwest corner, a Mrs. Wagner..." he went on, studying the
pencilings he had jotted into a notebook, "the Sheriff's boys made quite a scene of it...
hauling the young fellows out of the car and submitting them to standard search
routine. A crowd gathered, she said, and the word quickly circulated that they were
addicts and all doped up. You know the routine, Chief..."
"Yeah, I know. Tried and convicted right there," David said, wagging his head with a
sigh. "Then, they wonder about the generation gap... Well, let's see what we can do."
"You going to call Shad?" the Lieutenant questioned.
"No. They'd only give me the run-around," said David, getting to his feet. "No... we're
going over to the Court House and settle this once and for all. The Sheriff's
Department keeps hands off inside the city-limits and vice versa, or else I'm going to
raise hell in this town."
Sam Vecchio swallowed tightly. "I'm... I'm thinking Shad isn't going to like this,
Chief... and don't forget he's Milt Howell's boy..." David threw him a hard, angered
look. "That'll make two of us. I think it stinks... and as for Milt Howell, he can go fu...
go to hell! Let's get a move on."


* * *


Jill writhed and squirmed beneath the mind-shattering tongue licking of Shad Bartok
until she was certain that she would go mad from the sheer ecstasy he was bringing to
her love-starved loins and belly. Her heart pounded beneath her breasts as she watched
him in ever-increasing lust, her fingers laced behind his head as she pulled the
tormenting whip of his tongue deeper and deeper into the sucking hole of her moist
pink cunt.
Mother of God, it had gone on for an eternity... on and on and on... his wild sucking at
the very core of her sensitive, flowering slit... and she hoped it would never, never
stop... but then, all of a sudden, it did! She gasped and looked into his leering face as
she lay beneath him, stripped naked and helpless in her shamefully obscene position,
reality struggling to repossess her mind.
"Christ you're hot," he hissed at her, "hot enough to fuck... and that's what I'm going
to do, Baby... fuck you like you've never had it before!"
He couldn't stand it any longer. His cock jerked and throbbed as if it had been beaten
with a horsewhip. She whimpered and tried to move her legs; he grabbed them behind
the knees and climbed up over her, thrusting them roughly back until her knees
touched her shoulders. His rigid, palpitating prick brushed teasingly against the wetness
of her soft, sparse pubic-hair. He splayed his hands beside her shoulders and forced her
legs up and back until her ankles were locked behind his neck. Then, he gaped down
between their bodies and saw the magnificence of her upturned, ivory-white buttocks
completely presented to him.
The expanded narrow cunt-slit was visibly throbbing its flushed, swollen lips anxiously,
the damp pink furrow held wide apart by the pressure of his thighs tightly up against
hers.
Jill could no longer distinguish the face hovering over her through her passion-dimmed
eyes. Words had faded to unintelligible sounds; only animalistic values seemed of
importance. She could feel the fleshy hugeness of his hard penis lying the full length of
her open, quivering split. The jerking, chunky head of his cock lay pulsating between
her wide-spread buttocks, insinuating itself in a rising and falling, sawing motion, a
maddening tease that caused her to grind her hips down toward it, her needing cunt
searching hungrily for its rigid, blood-filled tip.
Oh God, she had to have it! Her belly screamed for it! Oh, Larry... my Larry darling...
forgive me... hut I've got to have it!
She groped in near-panic, her hands, finding their way beneath the round, full cheeks
of her wide-spread buttocks to grasp the full length of the rock-hard member. At first,
her brow furrowed as her fingers tried to encircle it, its fleshy massiveness causing a
vague, awesome concern in her dazed brain, but then she was holding it tightly between
both hands and her mind blanked to all else but the tender caresses she was
administering to it in near-reverence. She sensed its convulsive spasms against her soft
palms, and the viscid secretion that oozed in driblets from the lust-inflated head. She
guided it up the crevice between the soft, quivering moons of her buttocks, never
allowing it to lose contact with her flesh, adjusting it between the now ravenously
lubricated lips of her craving vagina. She held it in place with one hand and clutched at
his back with the other, hauling with all of her strength in her effort to pull it into her
and let it quell the gnawing, seething heat burning madly in her loins and belly.
Originally, Shad Bartok had entertained no intentions of taunting her, but now he
couldn't help himself. Even though he had all he could do to keep from instantaneously
impaling this lovely, proud young bitch on his aching cock, his sadistic desire to
torment her couldn't be denied. Shit... shortly, he would empty his white, hot sperm
into her luscious, steaming cunt, but right at that moment, he had to conquer her... if
only for a moment... then, he flicked his hips forward.
Jill winced as she felt the tight, swollen lips around her throbbing vagina forced open.
Its elastic rimmed snugness resisted momentarily, then gave way beneath the harsh,
brutal pressure. The agony shattered her for a long moment and she endeavored to
mechanically resist, squealing a throaty wail.
Bartok reveled in that. He thrust again, excitedly listening for her deeper cries of agony.
Christ! The gorgeous little bitch, he wanted to hear her scream for mercy! He rammed
forward with everything he had, sinking his lust-inflated cock all the way to his pelvis.
He felt his balls whap solidly against her twitching anus as she desperately ground her
helpless squirming buttocks down hard into the thin mattress, attempting to escape the
cruel, sudden, impalement. She screamed! Her legs jerked out wide on either side of his
huge body, splaying over the sides of the cot and kicking futilely in the air.
"Ooohh, Jesus God! No! Noooooo!" she choked, her naked white body pinned
helplessly to the narrow bed as though speared there by a lance. With her every jerk the
huge head seemed to burrow deeper into her. The lawman's outstretched arms pinioned
her tightly to the mattress, while his widespread knees held her thighs split to their
fullest extent. Jill was certain her body was being ripped in two from his giant cock
imbedded deep in her crotch. The searing, pole-like shaft felt as though it would burst
into her throat from beneath while its bloated head thrust hard against her cervix,
rocking her own head as if it were hinged to her neck.
Bartok gaped at her from above with a lascivious grin on his lips. Bitch, fight it! His
brain reeled excitedly. Fight it, cunt! That's what I want! Fight! Fight! Her face was
contorted from the agony of his first vicious stab. He grinned in lewd delight as her lips
curled back from her pretty white teeth, pleading incoherent whimpers gurgling from
her throat. Her arms were thrust forward, against his hips, and he chuckled loudly as
he watched her attempting to hold back the blunt, hard cock-head pressing against her
womb like a great heavy stone.
Bitch! She'd never known what it was like to be really fucked... fucked by a man!
Switch her ass at him would she... taunt him... look down her nose at him...! Cunt!
Never in her sweet young life had she had a prick so deep in her belly, he knew, as he
held her pinned in the obscene, humiliating position. He glanced down once more to
see his curly black pubic-hair entangled tightly with her own silken, lighter strands, a
half-inch of his thick, fleshy cock barely protruding from its submerged depths in her
pink, throbbing furrow... the very same that his hot tongue had licked to moist, craving
receptiveness only moments before. He could see the tight, slightly bruised lips of her
cunt stretched almost to the bursting point, the spongy outer coral rim clasping tightly
like a rubber band around the white-skinned base of his cock.
Jill squirmed helplessly beneath him; all sense of balance had forsaken her. Her brain
was a tormented maze of agonized thoughts, and she couldn't apply what thinking
capacities she had rationally... except to the immediate thing filling her. Presently, it
was untold horror! She could feel the-searching, hot pain of his sudden blunt entry
tearing cruelly at her insides from the now gaping hole between her legs. She flexed her
crotch muscles tightly together in an attempt to hold off the huge invading monster,
but the throb of her internal sinews seemed to incite the vile thing and it plowed deeper
and deeper into her vainly resisting passage. She felt the walls of her cringing cunt clasp
around it like a glove, its every fleshy ridge being transmitted to her brain in its entire
lust-bloated enormity.
Oooooh God! It's alive inside me!
The hard, spongy tip pressed relentlessly against her cervix, the thin folds of flesh along
its length, the tickling hairs of his balls pressed tight down in the smooth crevice of her
ass, were all suddenly a part of her. She had become one with it, and in spite of her
pain her tongue snaked out and began an erotic licking at her lips. Abruptly, the
pungent odors of their union stung her flaring nostrils carnally. Again her delicate and
beautiful nostrils flared as the throbbing cock plowed even deeper into her soft, white
belly. Dear God... there had never been anything like this before! She suddenly wanted
to die with it there inside her! This was it... this moment! Her cunt contracted of its
own volition as the lascivious thoughts raced out of control through her befogged brain.
Bartok felt the slight fluttering pressure exerted against his rod. He'd been waiting for
it, knowing that it had come. He had hovered motionless above her prostrate form,
waiting, until she became accustomed to his bulky presence submerged in her hot little
belly. Now, he flexed the member gently, expanding it inside her, but still holding his
body immobile.
"Oh," Jill whimpered through bared teeth, yet confused by the fine, thin line of painpleasure.
Again, he flexed, and again she responded with a moan, a little performance they
repeated over and over, until gradually her whimpers faded into tiny mewls of
mounting desire. At last, he had established a rhythm to his flexing throbs, and he
watched her nostrils begin a hesitant flaring to the tempo.
"Oh... oohhh... ooohhhh, yes... yes, yes," she moaned, and he sensed the urgent
answering throbs of her vaginal walls around the head of his prick. Her moist, clasping
cunt-throat, had begun a soft opening closing as it swallowed and sucked like another
mouth around his throbbing shaft.
Still, he didn't move, only continued the spaced, tantalizing pulsating of his cock
imbedded in the lovely piece beneath him. He lowered his lips to wetly kiss hers and
her whole body began to twitch and writhe in under him as she groaned incessantly up
into the moistness of his mouth, thrusting her tongue with sudden complete abandon
far into his throat. Low hums of passionate, servile acceptance came in torrents from
the depths of her chest, her beautiful face twisting in ecstatic passion, her mouth
gasping, her neck straining as a light sweat broke out on her forehead under her now
disheveled, long chestnut-hair. Her head lolled from side to side in her lust-dazed state,
and her hips began a slow unwitting roll beneath his impaling, fleshy shaft, while her
eager, nibbling cunt screwed itself up tighter against his hair-covered pelvis and he was
forced to clench his teeth tightly in an effort to hold back an uncontrollable surge
toward his climax.
The pain had gone, Jill reasoned nebulously. In its place a maddening electric-like tingle
had burst into being within her loins and raced relentlessly over the raw nerve-ends of
her vibrant flesh. It rippled through her cunt and out the fleece-lined flanges, coursing
like wild little imps of hell across her milky-white thighs to the full length of her legs
and about her toes as she curled them tightly to the soles of her feet. It shot from her
contracting belly insanely through her rib-cage and out to the bruised tips of her
cherry-like, palpitating nipples.
"Oh... Ooohhhhh, God! Fuck me! Yes... fuck me!" she rasped passionately. "For God's
sake, don't torture me any more...! Fuck me if you're going to, damn you!"
Foully, Shad Bartok cursed, the effect of the obscene exclamations spewing from her
beautiful ruby lips sending wild sensations of lust charging through him, and
immediately he began to move into her.
Slowly, at first, then, increasing his pace and the length of his stroke, the big lawman
established a sawing motion with his heavy cock and Jill felt her body responding
hungrily as she squirmed and writhed beneath him. He dropped his mouth to hers and
she thrust her tongue upward between his lips to be sucked as she began to moan
unceasingly in a never-before felt passion that had taken complete possession of her.
Nothing else mattered, only his magnificent cock buried deep inside her voraciously
hungry pussy. She began to raise her crotch up to him in simultaneous rhythm to his
every downward plunge as her desire-contorted face grimaced wantonly through the
veil of lust he had set aflame within her.
Shad Bartok's lecherous brain reeled as if he were demon possessed. He couldn't believe
the way she had come on; she was like a fucking mink beneath him, taking his
horrendous cock to the fullest, and thrusting her sucking little cunt up for more hot
cock in the manner of some two-dollar whore. Jesus Christ, it was almost beyond his
comprehension... the way her luscious round ass-cheeks begun to buck and churn as
she spiraled her cunt up against his throbbing prick and he tried to shove even more of
it into her. Godamn, she was driving him right out of his head!
He slid his hands down her sides and beneath the soft smooth orbs of her working
buttocks, clutching them brutally in his big hands and feeling them clenching and
unclenching, the soft flesh warm and resilient as it ridged between his grasping fingers.
She groaned and her breath seemed to catch in her throat as he hauled her tighter up
against his loins; he felt her drawing her thighs further back, causing the moist,
clasping hole of her cunt to flower in reception of his cock to even greater depths.
Jill rolled her head in delighted, unequivocal bliss, any sign of pain long gone from her
passion-filled body, her legs on either side of his thick, impaling prick quivering and
twitching spasmodically in wild profligacy as her tongue slithered in and out of his
mouth in an oral fucking semblance, while velvety noises of rapture gurgled up from
her throat.
Wildly, Bartok began to slam into her, lengthening his strokes as well as quickening it,
drawing his heavy-veined cock nearly out of the tight, wet sheath clasping at it
ravenously, then plunging into her upraised crotch until his balls slapped hard against
the hairless, puckered hole of her anus. His throbbing balls ached as did his shaft with
the mounting pressure building, building... ever building within his swollen sac, and his
head swam in his pyramiding lust. Christ, he was going to blow his mind if he didn't
cum pretty damned soon!
He gaped downward at where his cock was slipping smoothly in and out of her
unbelievably tight little cunt, concentrating on the spine-shattering sensation of the soft,
hair-lined folds of her clasping pussy as it clung to his furiously rampaging prick
ramming with jackhammer force up into her. He thought of every conceivable vile
thing he could do to her: he pictured her sucking his massive cock and holding his
bloated balls in her little hands; he saw her on all fours, bent before him while he
plunged his pulsating rod of flesh right up into the tight little hole in her ass... Oh shit,
he couldn't hold it back much longer! He felt the clutching muscles of her vagina
sucking and massaging at his stone-hard cock in its voracious desire to swallow all of
him burrowing deep, deep inside her.
Like some rutting animal, he increased the pace and deepened his thrust while Jill
writhed wildly beneath him, grinding up and down his cock with unimaginable fury,
her thighs jerking, her toes curling as she lurched her legs wide and upwards... the first
indication he'd had that she was near orgasm! He pounded, pounded, pounded into
her, pressing his hands brutally behind her knees and shoving them back hard until her
head was enframed by them, bringing the table of her magnificent crotch higher and
wider-open to his near-inhuman plunges into her receptive cunt.
Jesus Christ! He'd never known a woman who could take him like this!
"Oh... ooohhhh... ooohhh," Jill began to chant under him, her lovely face holding but
the slightest semblance of her normal self as her desire-contorted features twisted
sensuously, insanely.
Bartok grunted swinishly, grinding hard and deep, plunging his cock far into the tender
sanctuary of her womb... sensing the thick, boiling sperm rising from the vat of his
bloated testicles. Before him, he watched her breasts heave and quiver beneath his
brutal pummeling... even saw their tiny nipples expand before his very eyes as she
tossed her head wildly from side to side... but she'd have to be quick, he reasoned,
godamned quick... because he was going to cum!
Abruptly, the agonizing torment of being denied in her overwhelming carnal need
struck Jill! Oh Christ... God, no! Don't let him! Just a little longer... oh... ohhh, please!
"No! Not yet! Wait! Wait! she half-wailed in near-incoherence as she felt the shaft of
flesh pummeling into her throbbing cunt expanding almost to the bursting point... but
it was too late. The ugly lawman's eyes rolled around helplessly in his head and his
great balls began pumping spurt after spurt of hot white cum deep into her contracting
belly. She ground her naked crotch up tightly against his pelvis to stop the flow for a
moment but-her very eagerness defeated her desperate purpose. The nibbling clasp of
her pussy milked it dry, the last drop of his hot load sloshing deep inside her dilated
womb... and then he rolled uselessly from her still squirming form, a thin string of
white, sticky liquid trailing from his cock over her thigh and the blanket to where he
had maneuvered himself into a sitting position.
"Okay cunt, it's over," he gasped, breathing heavily. "Get up and pull your clothes on. I
want you out of here in five-minutes, understand?"
"Oh... oh, my God!" Jill groaned, still tossing her head from side to side in her
torturous, unsatiated craving. "Damn you! Damn you!"
She bolted up at him with the sudden fury of a feline beast, her teeth bared and her
long nails trying to claw talon-like at his half-grinning face. Tears rolled down her
delicate cheeks as she sobbed out her pent-up anguish and a hissing rasp came from
between her teeth.
Bartok caught her wrists with ease and cruelly he threw her back onto the cot. "Bitch!"
he spat. "Try that again and I'll hang that snot-nosed husband of yours! Now... get
dressed and out of here as fast as those legs'll carry you, Baby. Is that clear?"
Jill stared up at him from her obscenely sprawled position. Desperately, she fought to
gain control of her emotions as the wild little prurient flames still licked through her
unsatiated loins and belly. Dear God, she had to get hold of herself ! Had to... had to!
Slowly, she swung around and sat up on the edge of the cot. He was dressing. Finally,
she said: "Y-You promised... You said you would let Larry go free if I... Well, I did my
part... didn't I?"
Bartok gave her an evil, onesided grin. "Like any good little two-buck whore, Baby. You
sure did... and I'll tell you, I liked it so much I might just let you drop around to see me
often. How does that strike you?"
Jill dropped her head. She couldn't bear to look at his evil face. She managed: "Please...
will you keep your word...?"
Bartok chuckled gleefully. "I'll keep it," he lied. "Now you get dressed and out of here...
and hurry up about it. Just keep yourself available when I feel the need for a little fuck,
eh?"
Jill didn't speak. She looked up and saw him unlocking the door, then leave, closing it
behind him. Slowly, she got to her feet and began to dress. Dear God in heaven, she
thought despondently, she was about to go to pieces and she knew it! If... if only she
could die!


Chapter 8


David Archer paced the floor of their living room, his craggy handsome face drawn
angrily. He still couldn't believe that Shad Bartok had dared refuse to turn over any of
the three young men to the Police Department, including Larry Neilson. Of course, he,
himself, hadn't helped matters at all by arguing with the big ugly deputy; he might have
gathered that Bartok would hold them anyway after that, just for spite. Hell, by the
time he went through the necessary legal procedure to have them moved to City Hall,
Bartok would undoubtedly transport them over to him... another twelve-hours or so...
and that same procedure would let everyone in Parksburg know that Larry was being
held on a drug charge, including Milt Howell. But the worst part was what the vile
bastard had done to their new young neighbor, Milt Howell's own daughter. Christ, it
wasn't feasible... raping her right there in his office, not only gambling with Howell's
political friendship, but hanging his stupid neck out a mile. It just didn't add up, an
ambitious crumb like Shad Bartok letting his prick rule over his better judgement, but
there was no doubt that the near hysterical Jill had told the truth...
David heard the bedroom door open, then close softly and saw Marilyn coming along
the hall on tiptoes toward him. He raised his martini, drained the glass and popped the
olive into his mouth.
"How is she?" he asked.
"Resting... not sleeping, but drowsy from the nembutal I gave her," Marilyn replied. She
walked toward the small corner bar. "Did you mix me one?"
David walked behind the bar and poured from the shaker for them both. He looked up
at his wife and deep into her lovely eyes, then, he leaned forward and kissed her. "Don't
worry," he said. "It'll all work out, Kitten."
Marilyn replied with a strained little smile. "She... she's such a beautiful, sweet girl...
and that ugly, filthy... filthy bastard!"
David picked up his drink and circled the bar to begin pacing once more. "Yeah... he's
that all right, and then some... a limb right off the old Lew Devons tree."
Marilyn felt a little clammy shiver ripple over her at the mere mention of the deceased
Police Chief's name. Dear God, well did she remember that horror. She took up her
own drink and walked to a chair, folding her leg beneath her as she slipped down into
it. She raised her eyes to her husband and asked: "My God, isn't there anything you can
do, David? I mean, you heard Jill's story just as I did. That ugly brute forced her into
sex as a trade for Larry's freedom... and now he won't even keep his word. Cripes, what
is the law for...?"
"Sure," David interrupted her. "I can blast out of here and start making noises that'll be
heard all over the county. Shad Bartok blackmailed one of his prisoner's wives into sex
by promising her her husband's freedom, and undoubtedly there'd be earth-shaking
repercussions. The only trouble with that is, the unfortunate little wife happens to be
Jill Neilson, Milt Howell's daughter, and from all both you and Jill have told me, it's
essential that the truth be kept from her father. Now, just how in hell do you propose
to do that once you set the wheels in motion?"
Marilyn looked away, then shook her head as she drew a slender hand across her brow.
Damn, what a complicated mess it had become. To think that another vicious monster
of the ilk of Lew Devons could suddenly, and so soon, rear its head in Parksburg hardly
seemed possible... but it had, in the person of Shad Bartok. Dear God, her poor, sweet,
lovely Jill... She visualized the way the girl had stumbled through their back door hours
before, crying and babbling hysterically then, throwing herself into her, Marilyn's,
arms... and now she had held her cradled against her, soothing her with caresses and
kisses, finally taking her into the bedroom and tenderly undressing her, then, leading
her, whimpering like a child, into the bath and gently helping her into the tub where
she'd bathed her and calmed her with cooing whispers, lovingly stroking the voluptuous
girl's erect and full, aching breasts, her round little belly and luscious thighs, paying
particular attention to the tiny bruises on the delightful lips of her sparsely hidden,
silken-haired little pussy. And after, when she had toweled her dry and led her to the
bed, she had even massaged the enchanting girl's vaginal passage with a healing balm
she, herself, had needed in the early days of her own marriage, using her long, soft
index finger as an applicator inside the tight velvety walls of Jill's sensitive quivering
channel.
Now, as she remembered, little tingling thrills of excitement billowed through her, and
she recalled the way the enticing girl had lain there, her splendid, slightly tanned thighs
spread apart, and the catching short sighs that had escaped her as Marilyn's long finger
probed and soothed in a tenderly rotating in and out motion, while Jill's hips and
buttocks began an almost imperceptible undulating movement in response. Then...
David had come home...
She was jarred from her erotic reverie as he suddenly dropped onto the arm of her chair
and was holding something out to her, it was a small leather case, similar to what one
expected to receive jewelry in. She took it and looked up at him; he was smiling.
"I didn't intend to give it to you before tomorrow... your birthday," he said
affectionately. "But I guess I'm too much of a child to keep a secret. Besides, I think we
both need a lift right at the moment."
A thrill of excitement rippled through her and she leaned forward enthusiastically,
setting her glass on the table beside her as with both hands she opened the little case.
She gasped when she saw it. It was a magnificent square locket of platinum with an
unbelievable weblike frame of filigree, and an oval-shaped emerald was exquisitely set in
its center.
Again, Marilyn gasped in delight. "Oh, my God, Darling... its... its absolutely
enchanting...! Oh Darling...!"
"Open it," he said, smiling. "Here, let me help. You see, it opens like this... There... Can
you read the inscription?"
Tears were dimming her vision, but she studied the tiny lettering and read aloud: "To
Marilyn... from David. Love forever. July 25, '69... Oh... Oh David, I think I'm... I'm
really going to bawl..."
He laughed aloud and encircled her lovely shoulders with his free arm. She raised her
dampened face and he kissed her warmly. After, he said: "Happy birthday, Darling,
even though it is a day early."
"Oh... Oh, I love you so, David. Here, put it on for me."
He did and she bounced out of the chair to run to a mirror. Finally, she returned.
"How does it look?"
"Beautiful . _ . but hardly adequate for such a luscious creature," he said, slowly
standing erect.
She threw her arms around his neck and pressed her body tightly to his, offering her
mouth to be kissed once more. He did... once, twice, and yet a third time, then, he put
her from him.
"Unfortunately, we've still got a problem, Darling. A hell of a time for it, I know, but
it's there. Someway, I've got to figure a method of making Bartok release Larry... all of
them, for that matter, before Milt Howell finds out and it's too late for Larry and Jill."
Marilyn withdrew her arms and backed away. Dear God, what a wonderful man he
was, she thought, staring at him with love-filled eyes. "David... she said softly, "you
wonderful, wonderful person. I-I love you so much."
He looked at her for a long moment, his eyes soft and filled with his own reciprocal
affection for her. "I know," he said finally. "And I love you, Kitten... but right now,
there's a job yet to be done, and I better get at it."
"What... what are you going to do?" she asked him.
"I'm not sure. Go to headquarters first, and hash it over with Sam Vecchio. Don't
worry, we'll come up with something," he said, draining his glass and moving off
toward the door. "I'll keep in touch, and I'll be home as soon as I can. If you need me,
I'll be in the Suite at City Hall."
"All right, Darling."
At the door, he turned and smiled. "Take good care of your patient," he said, and she
read with understanding the underlying little tone to his voice, remembering the way he
had looked at their enticing young neighbor lying in their bed. She knew lust in her
own husband's eyes when she saw it... and she couldn't blame him.
"Don't worry... I shall."
He smiled. Then, he was gone.


* * *


Jill Neilson lay in an almost semi-conscious state within the soft luxury of the Archer's
large bed. Her mental and physical torments of only a few hours before had calmed
temporarily, both from her exhaustion and the medication Marilyn had given her. She
lay naked beneath the cool silk of the pale-blue sheet, her practically drugged mind
feeling strangely fluffy and wonderful, all of her trials and tribulations seeming of
microscopic importance in her languid cloud, only the tiny little galvanic gnawings
within her aroused and unsatiated belly and loins still causing her uneasiness, and
occasionally her lovely, smooth body would squirm and convulse lightly as a latent
tremor rippled through her.
Somewhere, in the midst of it all was her Larry, but her dazed mind could not quite
comprehend, and although his face kept manifesting itself in her dream-world, it would
as rapidly drift off once more. In truth, a confidence had swept over her; she was in
Marilyn's hands and she knew she was safe. All would be well again; Marilyn would
make it so... she felt certain of this...
And then, she saw her blonde friend's beautiful face smiling at her from what seemed
to be a great distance away. Oh, what an enchantingly vivacious girl she was... and she
was speaking and petting Kaptain's massive head with gentle strokes...
"How are you, Darling?" her voice, like throaty velvet, seemed to drift down to her.
"I-I feel delightful... yes, that's the word... delightful," she heard the soft tones of her
own voice respond lazily.
Marilyn smiled, and then she seemed to float down beside her on the bed until Jill felt
the gentle brush of her delicate hand on her brow and in her hair. Her belly and the
soft inner sides of her satiny thighs seemed to quiver in empathy to Marilyn's delicious
touch. Momentarily, a fleeting trace of apprehension endeavored to make itself felt, but
soon passed in the glow of fuzzy warmth the medication had spread throughout her
entire being.
The goddess-like apparition seemed to engulf her as suddenly Jill sensed delicate and
slender hands on her breasts, causing an ensemble of mixed emotions to tingle within
her mind and body, yet she had no power nor desire to resist. She felt as if mesmerized
within her realm of blissful intoxication as the breathtakingly exquisite face moved
closer to hers and its perfect full, soft mouth closed down upon her own, tenderly,
wetly, warmly... and then... more urgently.
Jill's own lips felt strangely soft in response, and she vaguely sensed them being pressed
apart by the vision's sweet-tasting tongue, slipping between them into her mouth as
Marilyn's voluptuous body stretched out against her own with only the silken sheet
between them, separating breasts, bellies and loins, Marilyn's of which, began an
intimate delicate undulating motion. It was then that Jill dazedly realized her lovely
neighbor-friend was as naked as she.
"You are a darling girl," Marilyn whispered huskily and hotly into her mouth. "And I
know what you went through this afternoon, because it once happened to me in the
very same manner. Just... just tell me one thing, pet, did... did he fulfill you... satisfy
you...?"
Jill's brow wrinkled and she began to move her head negatively as memories of her
horror and denial raced painfully through her brain, and she began to choke-up
immediately.
"I thought not. The bastard!... There, there, my darling," Marilyn cooed sympathetically
as she caressed the beautiful girl's features, letting her fingertips trail down her slender
neck and along the smooth skin of her shoulder. "You just relax and let yourself float
away. I'm going to make it all better for you... I'm going to make you the most happy
girl in the whole world... Yes, that's it, Darling... just relax... relax..."
"Ummra... yesss," Jill mumbled confusedly, slipping once more into the ecstasy of her
semidream-world.
Marilyn kissed her again and Jill met her tongue with her own as she sensed the silken
sheet being removed between them, then felt the gentle, loving hands caressing her
breasts and moving down over her body with an intimate tenderness that seemed to fill
her very heart with untold affection for this beloved girl. She felt the hands stroking her
buttocks and drawing her tightly into soft, satiny, fleshy loveliness.
Again, a brief sensation of learned repugnance flittered through Jill, but she wouldn't let
it dwell there. Something, erotically fascinating... strangely forbidden and sensuously
beautiful was happening to her... She wanted it... whatever it was, to continue... The
cool air bathing her voluptuous, love-starved body was bringing her tiny nipples to rigid
hardness, then Marilyn was pressing close to her once more, massaging her own
splendid nakedness against Jill's soft supple flesh, their nipples touching, their full, firm
breasts flattening against one another's, their thighs meeting as did the soft, silken
thatches of golden and dark pubic hair.
Jill gasped with the erotic tremor that rippled over her quickly revived, sensitive flesh
and through her dazed mind, while Marilyn's hand caressed her round, quivering
buttocks, spreading them open and tenderly slipping between to stroke her tight little
anus with a knowing and gentle finger. Once more, Jill trembled with delight, and
suddenly Marilyn rolled her onto her back, her hand tracing down over the arched line
of her hip to her soft, smooth thigh as she slithered down her body, gently pressing
Jill's legs open to her; then, she began kissing the tanned, warm skin of her inner
thighs, working slowly upward toward the sparsely covered dark-haired flanges of her
needing pussy.
Marilyn's gray-blue eyes sparkled excitedly as they locked on the narrow pink slit where
already a tiny drop of secreting moisture glistened from Jill's building passion. Greedily,
she flicked out her tongue-tip swiping its pungent deliciousness into her mouth, she
drew her tongue from the point where the enticing coral slit enjoined the smooth cleft
between Jill's luscious buttocks, lightly tracing the thin pink line separating her fleshy
vaginal lips upward to its very peak, feeling the vibrant tremor ripple over her gorgeous
neighbor's young naked body. Tenderly, with her thumbs, she brushed aside the soft,
resilient pubic hair and spread apart the tight outer cuntal lips until Jill's sensitive,
hooded clitoris came into full view before her, then, she licked it and Jill whimpered
aloud.
Then suddenly, the young neighbor felt her thighs being raised back to press against
her throbbing breasts, and she lifted her head to watch Marilyn's nuzzle into her loins,
her long ash-blonde tresses grazing tauntingly the soft flesh of her belly as she began to
lick and suck at her cunt with delicious frenzy.
Immediately, Jill's soft cloud of moments before began to wear thin and she found
herself wishing that she had another capsule to swallow. The sensations Marilyn was
causing to tingle wildly in her loins and flutter through her belly were breathtaking; yet,
even as she began to writhe and squirm beneath her hot, licking tongue and sucking
lips... certain revulsion toward this obscene lesbian act was mounting within her. Her
upbringing and natural instincts seemed in direct opposition. Even though she well
knew that such perversions went on in the world around her, she had never in her most
remote dreams imagined that she could be a part of such a performance... but, there she
lay, on her back with her legs raised high and her thighs widespread in lewd growing
desire beneath this beautiful creature whose mouth and tongue were instigating
unbelievable, forbidden pleasure inside her... and who was going to protect her... That
was the important thing! She and her husband were going to protect her... and help her
Larry! Dear God... yes, yes... it was beautiful... beautiful... after the horror she had been
subjected to by Shad Bartok... that brutal animal... and this magnificent, lovely girl...
sucking and licking at her cunt... Oh God! It was heavenly!
"Oh... oh," Jill moaned. Marilyn was sucking her clitoris and nipping at it with her
pretty white teeth, sending almost violent spasms of ecstasy spiraling through her. It
was near maddening... erotically maddening... but bearably maddening. Then, her
tongue was sliding smoothly in and out of her vagina, wetly rotating at its bruised, tight
elastic mouth, slipping deeply inside her again and Jill knew her channel was dilating
receptively to her neighbor's lovemaking. Abruptly, she felt her hips being raised by
those small, slender hands cupping the rounded moons of her buttocks, and she held
her knees tight to her aching breasts as she felt the enchanting tongue trail downward
through the smooth crevice of her ass to her anus, licking, then, its tip pressing firmly
into the small, puckered little hole, penetrating only a fraction of an inch though she
tried to help by relaxing to the fullest degree. Once more, the tongue returned to her
cunt, curling up into her, then flicking back to her clitoris as the pressure mounted in
her loins.
Jill remembered how earlier in the day she had felt that same delicious pressure
building inside her and how she had been certain that it was going to happen to her for
the first time in her life... but then, brute that he was, he had denied her... This time, it
had to be! Her whole mind and body wanted... had to have that release, else she would
surely lose her mind!
And then, Marilyn raised her head and smiled while Jill slowly lowered her legs.
"Come down here and kiss me," the lovely blonde said.
Jill lifted herself upright as Marilyn got to her knees between her legs. Jill wrapped her
arms hungrily around her neighbor's neck and planted her lips on the glutinous mouth,
tasting the poignant flavor of her own self there. The reaction to her senses set off wild
lustful sensations charging through her.
Marilyn took her inside her arms and held her, then pressed the younger girl's cheek
against the soft resilient flesh of her own breast. She ran one free hand down over Jill's
soft belly and downward through the silken, dark pubic hair of her fleshy little mound
to her pussy, drawing a finger up between its moist quivering lips.
Jill whimpered and tried to move closer. Marilyn cupped her own breast and pressed
the nipple into Jill's mouth, and she began to suck hungrily as her own small hand
came up to caress and hold the lush heavy breast lovingly.
"You like that?" Marilyn whispered, throatily.
"Mmmmmm... oh, yes... yessss," Jill moaned, her brain swirling.
Momentarily, Marilyn watched in growing lust as the gorgeous chestnut-haired girl
sucked and nibbled at her breast. She watched until she couldn't stand it any longer,
and then she pressed the girl back down onto the bed and straddled her, moving up
over her until her full buttocks flattened the younger girl's breasts into her chest.
Jill looked up at her, unfrightened, knowing suddenly what was to come and expressing
no distaste nor fear. Marilyn raised up until her tight widespread cunt was hovering
directly over Jill's mouth... and Jill licked out obediently with her tongue, the enticing
coral slit with its enfringing golden hair like a magnet to her as she laved her tongue
through the velvety length of it. Jill reached up with her hands and caught tight to the
beautiful blonde's hips, pulling her down closer while she ran her tongue through the
coral warm sensitiveness of Marilyn's cunt..'. exploring her clitoris, her vagina, her
urethra as her own desires continued to soar within the filmy rapture still clouding her
carnally excited brain.
Then, Marilyn suddenly scrambled off her. "You know, Darling, there's another
involved with us," she whispered secretively.
Jill could hardly think intelligently. She merely stared.
"Kaptain," Marilyn said. "We mustn't forget Kaptain, Pet. He'll be our lover when there
are no other lovers around."
Jill gaped at her, trying with difficulty to understand her meaning. It didn't make
sense... now did any of this, really... It was all a dream, she was certain of it, produced
by the medication Marilyn had given her... but a beautiful dream, nevertheless...
"He'll love you, Jill darling... I know he will," Marilyn was saying. "Turn over and get
up on your knees with your lovely ass high in the air..."
"Wh-what...?"
"Turn over!" Marilyn ordered, none to gently... and Jill did, onto her knees as
commanded, raising her buttocks in the air.
"Kaptain! Up boy!"
Jill felt the weight of the great dog leap onto the bed, yet, she couldn't see him because
he remained behind her, and as her belly constricted she looked sideways at Marilyn's
face, and she saw her beautiful neighbor pointing toward her buttocks.
For what seemed an eternity, Jill knelt in a near fear-stricken, half-hypnotic daze until
suddenly she felt the huge animal's wet nose sniffing at her crotch. She gaped at
Marilyn who was smiling. Abruptly, she wanted to scream... then, I felt his probing
nose against her anus, causing her to lurch forward from the shock. My God! She
sensed his tongue snake out and lick wetly up and down the crevice between her legs.
She couldn't believe it as he laved at her anal ring and she had to steel herself to keep
from screeching out. She started to protest, but then the animal began hungrily licking
her aroused cuntal slit and her words choked in her throat. My God! His tongue was
running the full length of her cunt... and then, she felt Marilyn's hand on her leg.
"Spread your legs wide apart, Darling," Marilyn hissed excitedly. "Open your cunt to
him."
"What? Mother of God! What are you saying?"
"Do as I say!" Marilyn snapped, her lovely eyes flashing angrily for the first time.
Dazedly, Jill responded, spreading her knees as Kaptain lashed his tongue the full
length of her open buttocks, from the snugly closed little pucker of her now cringing
rectum down beneath to the tight pink edges of her also cringing pussy, even to the
very base of her belly where it penetrated to flick at her quivering clitoris. He repeated
it time and again, his canine lingual member laving through her sensitive, hair-covered
genitals almost as if trained to the performance spreading her open in the tenderest
parts until her body began to twitch noticeably at his lapping and sniffling of her loins.
Again, Jill looked to Marilyn Archer, aware of the futileness of the gesture even as she
did it, disgusted with her own self in her handicapped fluffy world as the exciting
sensations she was beginning to perceive began to take command of her.
"My... my God!" she gasped aloud while Kaptain splayed his long thick tongue hotly
through the length of her velvety split. Then, she found herself trying to widen her
knees even further in an effort to open the pink gap more to him. His animal-tongue
thrust up the moist coral furrow, tingling at the deep, dilated passageway as it ravished
her crotch in merciless, mounting bliss. She moaned aloud and suddenly saw Marilyn's
naked loveliness moving around her head and squirming down beneath her kneeling
body... drawing her legs back to her full, erect breasts, so that her golden-hair-cover
cunt was completely exposed to her.
And then, through the haze of her passion, Jill felt Kaptain mount her, his soft furry
body crowding in toward her trembling buttocks, his forelegs clutching at her hips in
the manner of a human male. The beast's lashing tongue had rekindled the flame in her
loins even more so than Marilyn's gentle ministrations, and as she turned her head she
caught the entire reflection of their obscene orgy in the large, gilt-edged mirror on the
wall; the salacious sight of the magnificent animal mounting the licentiously spread
moons of her soft white buttocks, plus the lurid reflection of Marilyn lying on her back
with her legs raised in lewd presentation of her delightful, pink split-crotch to be licked
and loved, sent wildly insane and lascivious sensations of carnal rapture racing through
her still drug-fogged mind and body.
She saw the image of Kaptain's unbelievable, glistening, coral penis shoot forth from its
long sheath, wet and hard, the tapered end slipping and dancing like a pointed, scarlet
candle in the damp slit of her cunt, and she felt his strong animal-body jerk against her
in his effort to penetrate her vagina with the beveled, thick shaft.
"Help him, Darling! Help him!" Marilyn gasped, while she, too, watched the mirror,
her own hand moving magnetically down between her raised, spread thighs to slip her
probing index finger in and out smoothly, separating the clasping, lubricated lips of her
own contracting cunt.
With an unrestrained moan, Jill shifted her lush round buttocks in a searching effort to
capture the dog's lengthening prick, the feral tension within her mounting toward the
wanton stage. She wanted the long slippery organ inside her... had to have it inside her
before she lost her wits with her constantly building need! She reached back, grasping
the wet shaft and causing Kaptain to half-growl, half-whimper, as she guided the
pointed nozzle to the sucking mouth of her passion-flushed, moist vagina, and
immediately he thrust, thrust, thrust, spreading her hole open wider and wider as he
buried his long animal-cock deep up inside her hot pulsing passage.
Marilyn watched in lust-filled fascination, gaping as the thick scarlet cudgel slithered
forward with a wet charge until it was sunk to its delicious hilt, knowing the ecstatic
delight, while her Kaptain's hairy balls swung beneath Jill's damp, dark, pubic-hair
lined crotch.
"Oh, my God!" Jill blurted aloud, her eyes wide but glazed as the beast fucked into her
from behind while she stared down at Marilyn's several fingers moving sleekly in and
out of her own pink, wide-split cunt. "Ooooohhhh, ooohhhh, ooohhhh, ooohhh," she
chanted ii heavenly relief while she began to move backwards rhythmically to meet
Kaptain's powerfully long strokes plunging deep into the very depths of her belly.
Marilyn Archer watched as if hypnotized, her long fingers pummeling her own moist,
dilated channel while her eyes locked on Jill's contorted, beautiful face, sensually
enraptured by the absolutely magnificent fucking Kaptain was giving her, from behind.
She watched the younger girl's lovely, taut breasts dancing and swaying beneath her
writhing torso, keeping cadence with the animal's regal cock skewering deeper and
deeper into her from behind, a merciless piston of glistening dog-flesh sinking to its full
depth far up into her soft white belly.
At last, when she couldn't stand the mere watching, along with her own fingering of
her cunt, any longer, Marilyn entwined her fingers in Jill's long hair and pressed her
face downward into her crotch, immediately feeling the younger girl's smooth and hot,
wet tongue, of its own volition, begin to lick the moist velvety flesh of her cunt... the
roundness of her lips sucking feverishly at her clitoris... the length of her tongue darting
up into her vagina, to slash, swirl and lave... hot breaths coming in tight gasps against
her own pink, sensitive flesh as she rotated her buttocks and crotch furiously, just as
was Jill grinding her ass back against the fucking animal-cock like a bitch of the dog's
own breed.
The lewd, erotic sight was more than Marilyn could-bear to watch any longer; her
climax was about to erupt inside her from the beautiful mouthing of her cunt that Jill
was administering. She threw back her head and wailed deeply as the bubble burst and
waves of pleasure raced through her loins and belly, causing her legs to jerk out
spasmodically on either side of Jill's lovely head buried in her climaxing crotch.
Simultaneously, Jill began to utter muffled whimpers. Suddenly, she raised her face and
Marilyn saw her glazed dark-eyes grow round and wide as she blurted: "Ooooohhh, my
God, I'm going to! I-I-I... yes! I'm going to cum! Oh, dear Christ! Yes... now... I'm...
oohh! I'm cuummmiinnngggg...!" and her voice died in a strangled mixture of sob and
sigh, her head twisting from side to side, her long chestnut-hair flailing wildly as she
began the first delightful spasms of orgasm, screwing her smooth, rounded buttocks
hard back onto the thick driving animal-cock with abandoned fury.
Marilyn watched in the mirror as Kaptain's tongue hung loosely from the mouth of his
great head, panting and dripping its saliva onto the smooth tanned flesh of Jill's back
while he fucked into the salaciously undulating buttocks from behind with feral frenzy.
Then, Jill shrieked again, slamming her ass back against the dog with a frantic jerk as
simultaneously he thrust forward and his prick began to spew its hot animal sperm up
into her belly with long, hard spurts. Once again, Jill screamed, and her buttocks began
to contract convulsively while Marilyn watched the mirror to see the combination
human-animal, thick, white orgasmic liquid explode from the lips of her young
neighbor's tight cunt that was still clasping and squeezing Kaptain's long, thick prick,
thin rivulets of the sticky, white fluid running down the satiny, tanned columns of her
soft thighs... and then, Jill collapsed into the cradle of Marilyn's loins, giving one last
sigh of release as consciousness left her.
Marilyn ran her fingers lovingly through the entangled mass of silky, chestnut-hair and
smiled down at her. "There, my beautiful little darling, now you'll sleep," she
whispered. "Oh, what wonderful times we're going to have together, my pet. What
wonderful, wonderful times... all of us, Kaptain, darling...!" she smiled over at his
panting form.


Chapter 9


Sometime in the night, David had returned with Larry Neilson. He had forced Shad
Bartok's hand by threatening to bring the whole mess out in the open, regardless of
who got hurt, and his bluff had worked. The big deputy had obviously been scared by
the thought of Milt Howell learned of his assault on the politician's daughter, and in a
bitter rage, released his prisoners to the custody of the police chief, but he promised
David that he hadn't heard the end of it.
Sleepily, Marilyn had awakened to their presence in the room, but Jill continued in her
exhausted coma. Marilyn had gotten up then, and accompanied David into their guest
room, leaving Larry to enjoy the pleasure of seeing his darling wife's face fill with
delight when she awakened to find him beside her in the morning.
The sun was high when Marilyn opened her eyes fully, becoming aware of where she
was and that she was alone. David had already dressed and left for City Hall, and she
found her own bedroom empty of Jill and Larry. She was surprised that it was almost
ten-o'clock, and immediately dashed into the shower; she hadn't forgotten her special
plans for this morning.
She wasn't exactly certain how she would approach Milt Howell, only that the end
result had to be positive; David's permanent appointment to office had to be secured; it
meant so much to their future together. Oddly enough, she thought, she wasn't
frightened in the slightest at the prospects of the price; in fact, if anything, she was
secretly looking forward to the challenge. Besides, there were some other ramifications
to her wonderful husband's position that intrigued her, divarications that had to do
with the financial aspects, branches that the late Lew Devons had found most attractive.
Of course, David would blow his top if he ever knew what she had in mind, but by the
time he did find out, she mused, it would be too late, and she felt certain she could
handle her lovable, sweet husband... just as she was going to handle Milt Howell...


* * *


There was no longer the slightest doubt in Donnie Trent's youthful mind; he was in
love with Mrs. Archer. He'd slept very little the entire night, only rolled and tossed in
his bed with his prick as hard as the handle on his tennis-racket. Holy crap, just before
dawn his belly and nuts ached so he thought he would scream right out. He couldn't
get the picture of her hovering over him naked, with her mouth fastened onto the end
of his pecker, out of his mind. Man, he had to see her today... had to talk to her... and...
and maybe she'd suck him again... only this time he was going to feel o£-her cunt and
squeeze her tits a lot... they were so much bigger and nicer than his sister, Ann's, or
even his mother's... Maybe, he'd even start calling her Marilyn... Why not? After all, she
was his girl-friend now, wasn't she? Holy crap, he loved her all right... She was better
than Ann and his mother put together...
As he sat by the window watching the house across the street, he suddenly saw her. She
was all dressed-up and walking toward their garage; she was going somewhere.
In minutes, he had raced outside and was flinging his camera over his shoulder as he
hopped onto his mini-bike and kicked its small engine over. It didn't want to start and
he swore furiously, then, it caught, and by the time he reached the street, Marilyn
Archer's red Mustang was an easy block in front of him, not difficult to keep in sight.


* * *


Milt Howell was a large man, tall, fat and bald, with heavy jowls and alert rheumy, 
fishgrey eyes. He was red of complexion, pompous of manner, and sat behind a massive
desk in a plush downtown office that boasted Howell Enterprises, Inc., on the frosted
glass of its door. A middle-aged secretary, probably in her early fifties and ten years
younger than her employer, advised him of Marilyn's presence, then, beckoned for the
stunning blonde girl to enter.
"Well," said the heavy-bellied politician once Marilyn was seated with crossed, nylon
encased legs displayed fetchingly from beneath her colorful mini-dress, "to what do I
owe this visit, Mrs. Archer?"
Marilyn smiled. She watched, pleased with the tiny glint of lechery lighting his eyes as
they played upon her legs both below and above the knees, dallying hungrily on the full
roundness of her thighs peeking out teasingly at him. "I-I'm not quite certain, Mr.
Howell," she replied, letting her eyes drop in a pretended nervous shyness. "I-I suppose
you might refer to it as a favor of sorts... yet, I feel that it might be a profitable one to
all concerned."
Milt Howell studied the enchanting, sexy girl before him with growing interest. Christ,
she was a voluptuous little bitch, he thought, his eyes raking her sensuous loveliness
over and over desirously. Of course, this wasn't the first time he'd ogled her, or
wondered how it would be to crawl between those legs; he'd been in her company at
civic functions when she was with her husband, but he had never spoken to her alone
like this. What the hell was she up to, anyway, coming to him... ? She had to be aware
that there was animosity between Archer and himself, unnecessary animosity perhaps,
but that was her godamned "do-gooder" husband's fault, not his. He would've worked
with Archer had the young wise-ass swung into line and taken orders, even made it
damned profitable for him. As it was, David Archer would never be Chief of Police in
Parksburg as long as he, Milt Howell, was on the Commission... and sooner or later the
punk was going to make a mistake, then, he'd push Bartok right in there. All the same,
she was a luscious little bitch... He said: "Go on, Mrs. Archer, keep talking." His
gravelly voice -dropped a full tone in a show of interest. "The word profitable always
intrigues me."
Again, Marilyn allowed a slight smile to play around her full, red lips. "All right," she
said. "Shall we be candidly frank with each other, Mr. Howell?"
"Preferably so," he answered, the trace of a grin stretching his own thick, rubbery lips.
"Good." Marilyn leaned forward. "I want my husband's permanent appointment to the
Chief's position... and you're the only man who can make that possible. What will it
cost me, Mr. Howell?"
The big man stared at her. He had unquestionably been taken aback by her bluntness.
Now, he loudly cleared his throat and shifted his bulk with an uneasiness in his chair,
causing the furniture piece to groan from the strain.
"You... you do believe in being candid, don't you, young lady?" he grunted. "But maybe
it's just possible you don't realize what you're saying... or what's involved, eh?"
"Oh... but I assure you that I do, Mr. Howell... or may I call you Milt?" Marilyn said,
gazing levelly into his narrowing eyes. She watched his rheumy orbs sparkle as his
name tumbled from her lips and then saw them dart downward to her full breasts and
amply displayed legs once more.
He broke into a slow grin. "Yes... yes, I like that... the way you say it," he said, his
tongue licking out lasciviously. "And I'll call you...?"
"Marilyn," she answered softly.
"Marilyn... Marilyn... it fits you," he said. "Kind of sexy and soft sounding... the way
you look."
"T-Thank you," Marilyn replied, dropping her eyes demurely. Then: "D-Do you think
we can... can strike a bargain, Milt?" she asked, slowly raising her eyes once more.
"Hell... anything's possible, my dear," he said, shifting in his chair again as he felt his
heavy prick stir inside his trousers. Christ, how long had it been since he'd known that
to happen? But goddamnit, she was throwing it right in his face. Hell, he might be old,
but he wasn't so far gone that he couldn't get it up for the likes of something of her
class; she wasn't any old fat sow like what he had at home... but what the hell was it
going to cost him?
"Look," he said, "there's a lot of money involved here, Marilyn, incoming money that
Lew Devons made possible... and I intend to get it. The Chief's position is essential to
my little machine... Just how well can you control that husband of yours?"
"Fully and completely," Marilyn replied without hesitation. "Let me add, Milt dear, that
I'm not above a bit of extra financial gain myself. As for David, don't worry about him;
I'll take care of that end of it... if you'll just see to his permanent appointment."
Milt Howell leaned back heavily in his chair. He couldn't take his small, excited eyes
from the lovely creature before him who was offering the perfect proposition...
including her luscious, tight round ass... and as careful and shrewd as he had been all of
his life, he knew that right at the moment his prick was about to make a decision.
"And... assuming we do strike a bargain, Marilyn-pet, just how... how do we seal it?" he
heard himself ask hoarsely.
Marilyn gave him her beautifully trained smile, shifting her legs with enough of a
flourish to allow him a more intimate fleeing glimpse of panty-hose covered thighs.
"What ever way you might suggest, Milt darling," she half-whispered.
"J-Jesus Christ...!" he gasped under his breath, coming forward with forearms heavily
slapping the desk. He gaped at her in silence while his brain functioned rapidly. 
"SSuppose we give things a... a test-run, so's to speak, then, we'll go from there. How
does that sound to you...?"
Marilyn made a little nod of her lovely head. "Whatever you say, Darling," she repeated
softly. "I'm a gambler... especially when a real gentleman is involved."
Milt Howell jerked open his desk drawer and produced a key. His eyes blazed
lecherously as he passed it over to her. "This key fits my camp on the river. It's five
miles north of town. Take the Lambert Road from the main highway... know where that
is?" Marilyn nodded that she did. "You can't miss it," he said raspily. "Go up there and
wait for me; I'll be along in a half-hour or so. We'll... we'll see how serious you really
are, Baby..." Marilyn arose slowly and reached out for the key, letting her fingers brush
suggestively against the flesh of his pudgy hand, her little sultry smile never leaving her
enchanting face. She whispered: "I'll be waiting, Darling. Please hurry..."


* * *


Donnie Trent had followed Marilyn all the way to the river, keeping a safe distance
behind. He was surprised when she finally stopped before a large camp that was
privately tucked away in the pines, and he watched as she unlocked the door and went
inside. He found a place in the brush to hide his mini-bike, then kept off the road to
the woods as he encircled the camp, finally working himself in close to a window, the
underbrush growing tight to the building, affording him complete seclusion if he was
quiet. He saw her then, walking around the main room of the furnished camp, looking
at pictures and other objects as she absent mindedly played with the little locket around
her neck, just wasting time... as if she might be waiting for someone.
Donnie swallowed tightly at the closeness of her... only a few feet away, he thought, as
he watched her putter pointlessly about the room, a little smile playing continuously on
her beautiful face. Holy crap, how he loved her! He wished he dare go right in there
and kiss her on the mouth, then, put his hand right up her dress and feel there between
her legs the way he sometimes did to his sister, Ann... Someone was coming! He heard
the car and he froze motionless, hardly daring to even breathe. He saw the door open
and a big, fat man walk in. Mrs. Archer smiled up at him from where she had dropped
onto the davenport and he grinned down at her. Holy crap! It was Mr. Howell!
From his secluded position, Donnie watched them in confusion, not liking what he saw
even a little bit, but not quite knowing why as yet. Milt Howell had gone to a cabinet
and gotten out a bottle of what looked to be whisky. He'd taken off his coat so that his
big gut stuck right out inside his white shirt, then he'd unloosened his tie and was
bringing Marilyn Archer a glass of the whisky. Suddenly, he sat down beside her...
and... and oh crap! They were kissing!
Oh no... no... no! Donnie groaned with inward torment. It couldn't be true! How could
she let that fat slob kiss her on the mouth? And... and he was feeling of her beautiful
tits... squeezing them as he pushed her down on her back right there on the couch! Oh
shit! He was shoving his godamned ugly fat hand right up between her legs and feeling
of it! Holy crap! He couldn't help himself ; he was going to cry!
Donnie hardly knew what he was doing as he pulled his camera from its case and
began shooting pictures. The tears were streaming down his cheeks and his heart was
broken at the awful sight of Milt Howell kissing her and slipping his hand right up in
under her dress between her spread legs. Godamn her! Wait 'til he showed her these
pictures! She couldn't lie out of it then... Oh, for chrissakes! They were taking their
clothes off... all of them... until they were both bare, just as he was naked with her
yesterday... except he'd never seen such an ugly, slobby sight as Milt Howell... but man,
what a prick he had! It must've been a foot long and as thick as a fence post. Holy crap!
She could never stuff that into her little hole... never in the whole wide world!


* * *


Marilyn hadn't wanted to look at him in his nakedness; he was an obscenely vile sight
with his sagging, jaundiced flesh and massive overhang of belly, but the size of his huge
cock had utterly amazed her. She was gaping at it in sheer awe when he told her to lie
down on her belly and she started to respond.
"No! On the floor! On the floor!" he commanded gutturally and a little shudder of fear
rippled through her.
Nevertheless, she did as he ordered, downing the contents from her glass first, for she
was not so certain now that she had done the right thing by coming there this way.
And then, all of a sudden, he straddled her thighs, and sitting above her, began to run
his huge hands over her hips and back, grasping and kneading the soft flesh, rolling her
buttocks in his thick pudgy fingers like warm resilient clay. She could hear his
breathing increasing as he manipulated the fleshy cheeks of her ass and thighs with his
hot hands, not speaking, only the ever incessant rise and fall of his gasping belly, while
tiny little moans of strange pleasure immediately began to raise from her and she
sensed any inhibitions she might have entertained gradually leaving her.
"I'm ugly," he panted down at her where she lay stretched out beneath him. "No
woman wants to look at a specimen like me... and this way, you don't have to. Anyway,
this is my thing, as they say. Christ, your ass is like hot butter," he hissed, and she felt
herself succumbing to the warm delight that his gentle touch was bringing her.
Marilyn couldn't understand what he was doing that could arouse such ardent growing
passion inside her, but whatever it was, she didn't want him to stop. It was a heavenly
new sensation, the feel of his hands and fingers across her soft full buttocks, encircling
each in his huge cupped palms and running his fingers side by side down in between
the shadowed crevice separating them. Occasionally, his thumbs would brush teasingly
over the small tight circle of her anus, and further down to graze the soft moistening
lips of her vagina... and when this happened small tremors of excitement would ripple
up teasingly into her belly.
Milt Howell sat above her, lifting his weight slightly onto his knees so that he wouldn't
hurt her, while he watched in lewd delight the quiver of her body each time he touched
her asshole or cunt. Jesus Christ, she was a magnificent beauty! He could scarcely
believe the sight and feel of her beneath him. Godamn. He wasn't quite ready for the
grave yet, was he? Not so's you could notice it, with the hard cock he gaped proudly
down at as it jutted out throbbingly from his lust-filled loins. But he didn't know how
the hell it was going to end... because he didn't intend to get himself into the bag by
playing her game. Frankly, he didn't trust her; she was too fucking shrewd for him; he
liked them dim-witted in the manner of Shad Bartok... dim-witted and greedy... but he
was going to fuck her. Oh yes, he was going to fuck her, all right, but in his own way...
in the way he'd never been able to take that pious old sow he was married to... Godamn
her beautiful luscious ass!
Marilyn's moans snapped him from his stream of consciousness, and he gazed down at
the warm, voluptuous young body beneath him. He watched her buttocks arching and
falling to his touch, and felt the desire in his loins fanning into hot licking flames.
Dear God, Marilyn thought vaguely, would she ever get enough loving again ? Her
mind, loins and belly seemed to be in a near-constant state of craving, and even now to
this ugly gargoyle's ministrations, she had begun to lose all control of her senses; his
hands were driving her crazy. She lay beneath him and felt herself squirm with the
excitement of his almost magical touch, the sensations he had instigated at the core of
her body ever increasing to greater and greater heights of overwhelming pleasure with
each passing second of the obscene teasing.
"Oh... ooohhhh," she moaned against the carpeting beneath her, the lewd, throaty
groans of desire tumbling from between her lips. Admittedly, she thought with clouded
mind, she'd had qualms about giving herself to him after she'd left his office, yet, had
vowed to go through with it for both David's and her own sake... but that she would
come to this point of actually wanting him... foul, obese monster that he was... dear
God! "Oooohhh... oooohhh... what are you... dooiinnggg tooo meee?" she wailed down
into the carpeting while Milt Howell grinned gleefully at the sound of her passion-filled
voice.
"You like it, eh, my little bitch?" he hissed down at her.
"Ooohhh, God...!" she whimpered again, twisting her head to the side so that he could
see the effect his teasing of her heated genitals was having on her. "Do something!" she
gasped suddenly between clenched teeth. "For God's sake, do something before I go
mad!"
"Do what?" Milt Howell questioned triumphantly as she twisted her lust-contorted face
to watch his hands working feverishly back there between her open thighs, and he saw
her eyes widen as they locked onto the still rising hardness of his growing prick.
"Oh... oh, God... fuck me!" she rasped, hardly believing the sound of the foul word she
was using with this almost stranger as she gurgled it up from deep in her throat. "Yes!
Fuck me with it! Now! Now!"
"Sonofabitch!" the big man blurted chokingly. "Get up! Onto your knees... quick! Get
your ass up in the air!"
Unhesitatingly, Marilyn arched her hips, assuming the commanded passive position,
spreading and pressing the lovely round moons of her creamy-white ass-cheeks back at
him, even as he felt the trembling in her legs and the burning, quivering vacuum in her
belly that was waiting to be filled.
Milt Howell's brain reeled in his lust. He probed tentatively at her with his swollen,
heavy-veined shaft, searching for the hot moistness of her vagina with the blunt purple
knob of his huge cock, feeling her buttocks clasping at his jerking member as he guided
it with his hand down the smooth white crevice past her tiny pink anus to the eager,
hair-lined mouth that awaited it.
He felt the head brush over the softness of her golden pubic-hair and finally reach the
pulsating lips of her cunt. His caresses had aroused her to the point where the flowing
passion-liquid inside her had completely lubricated her passage, making it simple for
him to worm his throbbing prick into the velvety tight gripping flesh between her legs...
and as she whimpered receptively, he went into her.
Donnie Trent was nearly blinded by his own tears, yet his pecker had swollen stiff at
the sight of what was taking place before him. He didn't want to believe it... that his
own Mrs. Archer... his own Marilyn would let that fat bastard shove his huge, blunt
headed prick right into her cunthole... but there it was, all happening right in front of
him! He guessed he could probably die... and then, he heard her cry out...
"Aaaggghhh... oh, God... yes! Yes... shove it into me... all of it! All of it! Oh Christ... its
so big and hot! Yes... yeessssss!"
And the fat slob was grinning like an ugly ape, his thick lips stretched wetly back over
his teeth as he began to ram into her from behind with long, powerful strokes... slow
like and leaning back to watch his cock moving in and out of her pink hair-lined little
hole.
Donnie was close enough to see the soft, pink flesh of her moist cunt gripping it,
clasping at his prick and pulsating around it like a mouth sucking him. He felt his own
rod jerk in his pants and the temptation to take it out was great, but instead he began
to take more pictures.
Milt Howell sensed the muscles deep inside Marilyn flexing and constricting against his
huge shaft as he fucked deeper and deeper up inside her. Then, on second thought, he
began to withdraw from her, sadistically watching her thrust her ass back at him, trying
to recapture his rod and retain the fullness of its throbbing size.
"Nooo, don't stop! Put it in... please! Shove it into me! Fuck me, Darling... I need it so
bad...!"
The ex-mayor's brain was whirling lustfully once more; his special moment was at hand
now. He paid no attention to her entreaties, but withdrew it completely, then, began to
rub its smooth rubbery head up and down through the soft pools of whitish moisture
that had formed along the delicate lips of her vagina. He did this several times until his
massive prick was well coated with a thin film of the viscid liquid.
"Wh... what are you doing? Please... please put it back into me... Fuck me...!"
The big man clutched his throbbing shaft in his hand and inched its tip upward toward
her snugly working little anus, moving carefully until its huge spongy head rested
against the small, hairless, tight circle.
Abruptly, through the heat of her passion, Marilyn realized what he intended to do and
cried out as she tried to pull away from him.
"No! Oh no, please! My God... it'll never fit in there! Its way too big...!"
He grabbed her brutally, pulling her hard against him as he spread her ass-cheeks more
open and began to inch his way into the hot, velvety tightness of her rectum. He
ignored her screams of pain as he continued to worm it deeper and deeper, feeling the
taut elasticity, the rubbery channel expanding ever so slightly to accept the unnatural
invasion of his huge burrowing cock.
Marilyn was suddenly panic stricken; her brain was a whirlpool of agonized, frightened
horror. Dear God, even though she had taken it there before from her David, and even
loved it, didn't mean that she could accept this elephantine cock in her tiny back
passage. Oh... Oh, what had she done? She couldn't stand it... couldn't! It was going to
split her in half... at least mangle all of her insides! Oh Christ, stop him! Stop him!
Her mind screamed out in pain as he continued to tunnel deeper and deeper up her ass.
She was certain she was going to faint from the agony, and then all of a sudden, before
she realized it, he was swallowed all the way inside her and he stopped momentarily.
He remained unmoving and she could hear his heavy panting breaths behind her as
slowly the torment began to subside, leaving only a near-nauseating roaring fire inside
her. She sensed his hands moving down and his fingers sliding under her flat little
stomach, then down between the lips of her pulsing cunt and into her vagina. She felt
them moving against the thin membrane that separated them from the huge rod that
was buried to its massive entirety in her ass. And then, she felt the fiery heat spreading
through her tortured body as the lustful, masochistic desires crept over her whole being,
taking control of her dazed wits and urging him to continue.
She began to slowly move back and forth against him.
Donnie Trent couldn't believe what he was witnessing with his own eyes. Holy crap,
the bastard had his huge prick rammed all the way up Mrs. Archer's ass! He'd never
thought it was going to fit, and the way she had squirmed and cried out... he'd wanted
to crash right through the window and stomp the fat ugly face of Milt Howell to a
bloody pulp... But now, she was shoving her pretty behind back at it as if she wanted it
in there, and Donnie could see the way the thick rod of flesh was reaming up into the
obscenely expanded tight hole. For chrissakes, she wanted him to fuck her that way...
there was no question about it!
"Oooohhh... God in heaven, Darling... it's so big! It hurts... yes... it hurts... but it's
good... good! Oh damn, bury it in me! Fuck my ass, Darling!"
Donnie tried to close his ears and shut out her words, but then the mountain-of-the
quaking-flesh was pounding into her and they screamed at each other, their words
driving them into a wild, lewd frenzy of uncontrollable lust and passion. Donnie gaped
in wild-eyed disbelief and suddenly he clutched at his own rock-hard penis inside his
pants.
"Bitch!" Milt Howell spat at her. "Can you feel me filling your ass? How do you like it?
Answer me you blonde cunt! Is it burning right into your belly?"
"Oh... oh... oh! Yes... yes! Its horrible! Its beautiful! You're fucking me to death, damn
you! But don't stop... don't stop! Fuck my ass... don't ever stop!"
Donnie heard her screech filthy words back at him that he'd never heard before in his
young life, not even when his mother and father were doing it. They seemed to be
going crazy... the way he drove into her with pounding ferocity as she shoved her ass
back to receive him like some of the dogs he had seen fucking in the streets.
"Faster... faster! Ram it to me, you bastard! I want to feel it all the way to my throat,
damn you!" Donnie heard her scream back at the huge bulk that was fucking like a
wild animal into her salaciously sucking rectum.
And then, Milt Howell shouted something at her and she began to quiver all over and
shriek that she was cumming... scream for him to hurry... hurry... hurry!
Abruptly, they both began to jerk and squeal like animals, their bodies lurching
convulsively, and Donnie could see the white stuff oozing back out of Marilyn's asshole
and dribbling down the beautiful white flesh of her thighs... then, Milt Howell seemed
to fall apart; he collapsed back away from her, his long limp prick pulling out of her ass
while she slumped forward onto her face. Holy crap... it was all over.
Donnie waited for a long moment, not daring to move unless they see him there. He
wanted to leave, never even see her again, but he didn't think he should chance it yet.
Then, they began to argue. Mrs. Archer got up and started to dress while Milt Howell
slowly pulled on his clothes. The big man was grinning at her evilly and an expression
of near-tearful rage had come over her face. Donnie wished he could hear them, but
they weren't screaming now and he could only hear mumbles.
Suddenly, Milt Howell slapped her... slapped her hard and she nearly fell down. Again,
he wanted to jump right through the window and kick Milt Howell until he couldn't
stand up, but he knew he couldn't... and anyway, maybe she deserved it after what she
had just done, damn her. They argued a little longer before Mrs. Archer ran out the
door and Donnie could hear her car leaving. He wished to God he could get out of
there, but there was no way yet, without taking the chance of getting caught. He'd just
have to stay until after Mr. Howell left...


Chapter 10


Marilyn Archer would have happily forgone her birthday party had not the guests been
invited a week previous. She was that upset following her wanton escapade with Milt
Howell, especially after the complete turn-about he'd resorted to when he was finished
with her. Dear God, he'd laughed right in her face at her proposition and swore that
David would never be Chief as long as he was on the Commission... had even slapped
her before he threw her out. She had never felt so humiliated and degraded in her life,
and somehow she had gotten back home, vowing to herself that David must never
know the truth. How much damage she had done to this man she loved she couldn't be
sure, but someway, sometime, she would get even with Milt Howell, although at this
point she couldn't imagine how. As the saying went, he was holding all of the aces, this
vile, ugly man whom she had, in her abandoned passion, begged to sodomize her.
Perhaps the party was what she needed after all, she thought, as she looked around at
the faces of friends enjoying themselves. Of course, they were a few of choice friends,
the Caldwells, the Evans, The Bristols, and now the Neilsons, all swinging young
people who were of the same liberal sex philosophy as they, themselves, and there was
little doubt but what the evening would progress into one of their usual ecstatic nights.
Frankly, she hoped there'd be no hitches; she had set her goal on young Larry who was
undoubtedly what she needed more than anything to help her forget the foul Milt
Howell, even though the absinthe was doing a pleasant job of that right at the moment.
It was still early, but the lights were properly dimmed and the background music was of
the exotic South Sea variety, quite inspiring sensually, and already couples were
changing mates and finding little secluded corners for pre-play excitement. She saw Jill,
David and Larry talking and laughing at the bar, and with Kaptain beside her, walked
over to join them.
It was then that it happened.
The front door burst open and several men in Deputy Sheriff uniforms walked in to
face her guests, their hands on their revolver butts. Shad Bartok entered last. He was
grinning as his small eyes settled on David's shocked face.
"Wh-what the devil is the meaning of this, Bartok?" David threw at him. "What're you
doing in my house...?"
"Keep cool, Mr. Police Chief," sneered the deputy, surveying the room and its
occupants quickly. "Sorry to bust up your little sex-party, but I'm here on official
business... law business."
David slammed down his glass and moved toward the cigar-smoking lawman angrily.
"Listen to me you ugly bastard, you're going to pay for this intrusion onto private
property! Now, get these apes out of here, and fast...!"
"I said, keep cool, Archer!" Bartok snarled back at him, producing two folded legal
documents and shoving them under David's nose. "One of these is a search-warrant...
the other, a warrant for the arrest of your lovely little wife there. Now, let's not have
any trouble, eh?"
"M-My wife...?" David repeated, his mouth falling open loosely. "Arrest... ? In God's
name, what for ? What're you trying to pull...?"
"Murder, Archer... Milt Howell's murder this afternoon in his camp on the river," the
Deputy Sheriff sneered bitterly. "Poor Milt, his head was bashed in with a liquor bottle,
busted open like an ostrich egg... and that lovely little piece behind you was with him..."
"Oh my God... Daddy!" Jill exclaimed, her face growing pale as her knees seemed to
give out from beneath her.
Larry caught her before she crumbled to the floor, but two of the deputies took her
from him and laid her onto the davenport. Marilyn tried to go to her, but Bartok
grasped her arm.
"Stay put, lady," he ordered, then turned to the other guests who had cowered back in
the room. "The rest of you twat and cock swappers get out of here, and make it
snappy."
"Damn you, Bartok!" David spat, charging the other, but he got nowhere. Two of the
big man's deputies caught him from either side and held him while Bartok snapped
handcuffs onto his wrists. "Well now." he leered, speaking between his yellowed teeth,
"a mighty serious offense, as you ought to know, Archer, interfering with the arrest of a
criminal. Looks like I'll have to take you in along with this hop-head and that
pretending wife of his. Think maybe we've got a conspiracy here... a plot to force Milt
Howell to put you into office permanently for your own illicit gain, and a way for the
hop-head to get even with his father-in-law. It all adds up, eh...?"
"You know better than that, Bartok," David spat at the bigger man. "You're going to try
and frame us, but it'll never work. I promise, I'll have your badge..." Shad Bartok
laughed outright. "Why you stupid bastard. What do you suppose that bitch of a wife
of yours was doing with Milt in his cabin, anyway? Crossword puzzles?"
"You know damned well she wasn't in his cabin!" David replied angrily. "It'll never
hold water, Bartok..."
"It won't, eh?" The big lawman grinned evilly. "Why don't you ask her if she was there
or not... and what the hell they were doing?" He continued to grin as he said: "Or
maybe you'd like to know that we've got a perfect set of tire-prints, nice and fresh, and
taken from the soft ground in front of Milt's camp that match your Mustang to the
letter..."
"They're... they're more than one Mustang with those identical tires in Parksburg,"
David stammered. "You can't call that conclusive evidence..."
"Maybe... but this is," snapped the deputy triumphantly, extending his hand to show
the locket with its broken fine chain curled in the palm.
David gaped at it in disbelief, then, looked to Marilyn who quickly averted his eyes.
Christ, he couldn't believe it! It was the same one he'd given her last night...
. .' Found it on the floor beside Milt's body," Bartok was saying. "No question about it,
we've got you all cold, Archer... and you're going to pay right through the ass. I haven't
figured out all of your angles yet, but I will... and in the meantime I'm just going to
hold the lot of you. All right boys, let's herd these bastards out of here. Looks like we've
got a long night ahead of us..." David was dumbfounded. His brain was reeling as if he
had been struck at the base of his skull. He simply couldn't believe it! Christ, he
couldn't let Bartok get them down in that cell-block of the County Court House or
they'd never have a chance...
"Wait just a minute, Bartok," he tried, jerking free of the deputy's powerful hand. "I've
still got some authority in this town. As Chief of Police, I demand..."
"You'll demand nothing, Archer!" Shad Bartok growled. "This time, you're out of your
jurisdiction. Milt Howell was killed outside the city limits... in the county, and that's my
bag-of-apples, boy. Now, let's go!"
"David, please...?" Marilyn came up beside him, her lovely gray-blue eyes pleading. "I
didn't do it. I was there, but I didn't kill him... he was alive when I left. Good God, I
could never do a thing like that! I was only trying to persuade him to make your
appointment final. I thought... oh God, I don't know what I thought..."
She stared entreatingly at her handsome husband's stunned, craggy face, hardly
realizing at that moment that his heart had gone out to her. He was thinking how
much he loved her and trusted her. No matter what she did, he'd stand behind her. He
started to take her hand, but one of the deputies yanked her away, nearly throwing her
bodily through the open doorway before them.
Suddenly, there came a vicious animal growl and Kaptain charged her assailant. It was
Bartok who stepped to one side, hauled out his heavy service weapon and brought it
down crushingly on Kaptain's great skull.
The massive animal whimpered once, twice, then staggered outside and dropped over
onto his side.
"Kaptain! My God, my Baby! Kaptain...!" Marilyn screamed, but the lawman wouldn't
let her go to him, and they were all shoved roughly into the patrol cars.


* * *


Shad Bartok grinned at the two male prisoners who sat before him in the interrogation
basement room of the County Court House building. He was elated with the way he'd
sewed things up... cooked Archer's goose and gotten rid of Milt Howell in one fell
swoop. Now, the whole machine was going to be his own. In the meantime, he had the
two lovely little cunts locked up nice and tight down in a cell... and he wasn't through
with them by a damned sight. Memories of Jill Neilson's tight round ass were vividly
flashing through his mind. He continued to grin, then, he said: "I'll tell you the truth,
Archer. I've got another theory that holds water, too... and maybe, I'll just let you take
your choice. It's possible that it was you who busted poor Milt's skull with that liquor
bottle, and Neilson here was in on it with you, eh?"
"You're off your rocker, Bartok," David spat.
"Hmmm, maybe," replied the big man, seemingly unmoved by his prisoner's insult.
"Today was your wife's birthday, wasn't it? Well now... according to the inscription in
this locket, it says, To Marilyn from David, Love forever. July 25, '96, and today's the
twenty-fifth. It don't seem rightly plausible that you'd give your wife her present before
that party tonight... so... it's possible you had it on you and lost it struggling with Milt.
How does that strike your deductive instincts, Mr. Police Chief?"
David didn't answer. Christ, the big ugly lawman was actually drawing the noose
tighter and tighter. He didn't care about himself, but the others... He stared levelly at
the deputy who was chewing on the cigar butt stuck into one corner of his mouth.
Larry, beside him, had not uttered a word, and David was surprised as well as
appreciative of the young man's lack of fear. They both had to keep level heads if any of
them were ever to get out of this framed mess.
What had happened in the cabin this afternoon, David had no idea... except that he was
certain Marilyn couldn't kill anyone. That was impossible, but then, neither had he!
Yet, obviously, someone had... but who?
"Don't feel like talking, eh Archer?" Shad Bartok shifted his thick shoulders in his
chair. "Well, that's okay," he went on as he pushed two typed sheets of paper toward
each of the prisoners.
"These are confessions, gentlemen... confessions that admit you two plotted to murder
Milt Howell just the way I said. They need your signatures. Sign 'em and your wives
can go free. Now... how about it?"
David felt Larry's eyes upon him. The young husband was waiting for him to make the
first move... to advise him what to do.
"You're being ridiculous now, Bartok," David spat venomously. "We're not about to
sign a damn thing."
Bartok shrugged. "So, you like it better the other way, eh? Where your pretty little
wives take the rap and you all come in as accomplices? That sound better to you two
cowardly bastards... is that it?"
"We want an attorney, Bartok," said David evenly. "You know that's our right. Any
confession we sign here won't hold up in a court of law and you know it..." Bartok
came out of his chair and back-handed David viciously across the face. "You want to
know something else, Archer? You're a stupid cocksucker! And now I'm going to show
you just how stupid you really are!" The big man motioned to two deputies who were
standing at the back of the room. "Take these two wise bastards down in the cell next to
their wives. Then... bring me four of the ugliest, sickest slobs we've got in the drunk
tank. We're going to have a party, boys... a little persuasion party to show these two
punks the way we get things done around here. Maybe that'll change your minds, eh?"


Chapter 11


Marilyn sat on the edge of the hard, iron cot, holding Jill tightly to her. The younger
girl had been crying softly since their arrest, until she couldn't cry any longer. Now, she
sat silently within Marilyn's protective arms, her expression a near blank. Finally, she
said: "I-I know he wasn't a good man... he never was really good... but he was my
father..."
"There now," Marilyn whispered. "Try not to think about that, Darling. Just relax and...
and don't worry. David will get us out of here..." she went on, her own mind filled with
the horror of frightening memories when Lew Devons had held her prisoner in this
same manner... and the terrible assaults that had been committed on her helpless,
defenseless body... Dear God, don't let it happen again.
"I... I feel so strange from all that absinthe I drank," Jill said, interrupting her thoughts.
"It... it's almost as if I had little fires licking all through me..." The sound of heavy
footfalls in the corridor and the clanking of iron doors brought them both upright.
Then, they could see Larry and David being shoved into the cell next to theirs, while
from another direction, two deputies were bringing four of the vilest, foul-dressed men
either of the girls had ever beheld. Two of them were heavy bearded and unwashed in
their near-state of rags, while the other pair were several days unshaven and obvious
winos. They paused outside the girl's cell and Shad Bartok appeared.
"All right," he said, addressing David and Larry. "This is your last chance. You want to
sign... or you want to watch a show?"
David looked to Marilyn who was suddenly staring at him in mounting dread as she
read the same familiar props of horror she had somehow managed to live through once
before. Her mouth had fallen slackly open and she was searching his eyes pleadingly.
"Don't give up, Darling!" he whispered to her. "My God, it's our only chance... any of
us. You know that, don't you?"
Her husband's words raced through Marilyn's mind and she tried to evaluate them. Of
course, he was right; her David was always right. No matter what his promise, Bartok
would never keep his word anymore than Lew Devons had. He was too much of a
sadist... a brute and a lecher! He wouldn't be happy until he saw both Jill and her self
subjected to the most bestial of perversions. Suddenly, she realized that, and although
she wanted to scream out in terror, she raised her chin high instead... while in the back
of her mind she experienced a fleeting thought... thank God, she'd drank all of that
absinthe... it might deaden the horrible humiliation enough to allow her to go through
it.
Bartok gave a signal and a deputy unlocked the girl's cell-door. He nodded again and
two of the uniformed men entered.
"Strip 'em!" he snarled, and the two began to rip the clothes from the helpless, cringing
girls. "All right, you four, shuck those rags. You're going to get a little hot sucking and
fucking. Mosier," the big lawman snapped at another deputy. "You and Freeman get
the rubber hoses. I want to see these four scrounges work those two cunts over like
animals... and everytime they slow down, lay the hoses across their backs. That clear?"
The two named deputies grinned lewdly; there was no doubt of their understanding the
order, nor the fact that they were sadists in their own right. Bartok moved up close to
the husband's cell. He said: "You pricks could save your wives a lot of grief and shame
just by signing your names..." David reached through the bars in an effort to grab the
bigger man, but Bartok stepped back, eluding him. Then, David felt Larry's hand clutch
tightly at his arm.
"What're they going to do to them?" he asked, wide-eyed, showing the first sign of
breaking. "Christ, the girls are naked! And those godamned gutter-rats are going in
after them...! W-We've got to stop it...!"
"Keep hold of yourself, Larry!" David snapped. "I know it isn't pretty, but there's no
other way..."
"To hell there isn't! We can sign his godamned confessions!"
"It won't do any good!" David barked. "He'll never keep his word!"
"My God, I just can't stand here and watch Jill being...!"
Suddenly, a rubber hose bit hollowly into the flesh of a male back and the bearded hulk
of a man let out a vile oath. He leaped at Jill then, his broken, snagged teeth bared,
carrying her down beneath him to the damp and filthy cement floor, her naked back
and buttocks slapping hard as she landed, and although she tried to scream, her breath
was crushed from her.
Enraged by the vicious blow across his back, the bearded prisoner wasted no time in
thrusting her soft white thighs up and back, until her knees pressed cruelly into her
full, pointed breasts, and for the first time, she raised her head and looked down to see
his long, thick, hard prick jutting wickedly out from his loins. She tried to jerk her
trapped buttocks from side to side but it was useless. He grabbed his shaft, forced it
between the tender lips splitting her crotch, spreading them open with its purple, turgid
head, then rammed mercilessly into the tiny mouth of her unwanting cunt, the swollen
blunt nob rolling the delicate pink flesh of her vagina in little wavelets before it as it
thundered into her.
"Aaagggghhhhhhhhhh!" Jill choked as the horrible raping cudgel plunged into her with
all of the force of a death-dealing lance, and momentarily, everything grew dim... but
only momentarily, for immediately the agony was too severe to allow her the mercy of
welcomed oblivion.
Again and again the rubber hoses rose and fell, causing men to blurt out their wails and
filthy obscenities, but Marilyn said nothing. She dropped to her knees almost dutifully
when the second bearded prisoner forced her down before him with brutal hands
gouging into the soft white flesh of her shoulders... and then, when he wound them in
her long blonde hair she gasped out in pain, and his unwashed, vile-tasting cock shot
between her soft red lips all the way to the back of her throat, Larry Neilson gripped
the bars with white-knuckled hands, staring in utter helpless horror at his beautiful
young wife beneath the bearded derelict who was being forced to rape her. Once more,
he saw the rubber-hose bite into the attackers hollowing buttocks, a vicious blow well
placed as the deputy tried to lash his heavy swinging balls and anus with an upsweep of
his arm and missing only by a fraction of an inch, raising an insane oath from the
prisoner as well as a curse from the sadistically leering deputy administering the
punishment.
"Get fucking, you stupid goon!" the deputy barked. "Hurry, damn you or I'll pulverize
your nuts! Ram it to her! Faster! Godamn you; I'll peel the hide from your worthless
ass!"
"Aggghhhhhhh... Ohhhhhhhh, dear God!" Jill cried in agonized humiliation, as he
ruthlessly withdrew and rammed again and again and again, the full rock-hard length
of his heavy cock racing into her belly until at last, she felt his balls slap solidly into the
naked cleft between her buttocks. The vicious pain of his unprepared entry was
indescribable, scraping and bruising the soft sensitive flesh as the battering shaft
widened the tight, narrow passage with every brutal plunge, and she groaned
degradedly from deep in her throat.
But then, as she rolled her head in her torment, Jill's eyes focused on the sight of
Marilyn being forced down to all fours, her assailant dropping to his naked knees, his
filthy long cock shoved into her beloved friend's clasping mouth, while another of the
four men was kneeing his way back between her legs, crowding up behind her, his
heavy-veined, swollen prick in his hand. Dear God! He was going to fuck her from
behind while she sucked the despicable cock of the other pig! Oh God! It was
unbelievable... impossible! It couldn't be happening! Where were their husbands? Why
didn't they help them? Oh... oh... oh... she groaned inwardly, for even as she realized
the abject horrors that were taking place on both her own and Marilyn's defenseless,
soft white bodies, Jill became aware that her own pain was rapidly subsiding and the
little tongues of flame that she had felt before from the absinthe were once again licking
with welcomed wildness through her... and she continued to stare at Marilyn's ovaled
lips clinging tightly to the thick rod of flesh sawing into her mouth, her cheeks
beginning to hollow and bloat obscenely... while the insane cock plundering into her
own cunt was causing that memorable mounting pressure to build inside her young
vibrant loins and belly.
David bit at his lip until he tasted the saltiness of his own blood as he watched in
helpless rage the second forced rapist crawl between the helpless, shapely legs of his
wife from behind, while she, subjugatedly, if, with somewhat lessening reluctance,
sucked at the vile cock of the bearded one who was thrusting his shaft wildly into her
throat. He watched the lewd, sickening sight of the second man locking his eyes
greedily onto the sensuous delight of Marilyn's thin, coral slit separating the fleshy,
hair-fringed flanges of her cunt, then, excitedly kneel up, pushing her defenseless soft
white thighs farther apart and slightly upward.
Suddenly, Marilyn felt the thick, spongy head of the second prick being guided up and
down through her tight furrow, the immediate contact of the hard, pulsing nob with
her soft inner-flesh causing an unwanted tingle of libidinous delight to swirl through
her naked body. Again, within her reeling brain, she gave thanks for the absinthe that
made the filthy member sawing into her face not only bearable, but lustfully desirable,
and vaguely she prayed that Jill, too, was experiencing the merciful blessing of its
aphrodisiac effects. Dear God, if they had to endure such loathsome horrors, it was
better that they be able to sustain their wits, rather than to lose their minds entirely
from their torturous and vile subjugations.
And then, without further preliminaries, she sensed the throbbing tip of his cock
against the elasticized mouth of her vagina, forcing its way into her, the man's hips
grinding against her firm round buttocks... pushing and probing further into her
resisting channel until he was buried to the hilt, his hard, thick rod wrapped tightly in
the damp warmness of her clasping cuntal flesh. There was no pain! That was the
amazing thing... no pain! And abruptly, her contracting buttocks began to gyrate of
their own volition, undulate in frantic little circles as she pushed her ass back onto his
shaft, once more hearing the brutal thud of the rubber-hose against naked flesh and the
foul curses filling the cell all around her...
"Good Christ! I can't stand to watch it any longer!" Larry Neilson wailed, tears
streaming down his cheeks as he gaped at the bearded hulk who was fucking into his
lovely Jill, saw him roll her onto her side and the fourth man drop down behind her,
his ugly, stiff cock in his hand as he probed down between her rotund, full buttocks
that were smudged like her back and thighs from the dirt and filth of the damp, cement
floor. Larry's breath caught in his throat in a near-choking wad as he watched in
shocked abhorrence the long rod of swollen flesh search out the tight little raised circle
of his wife's pink anus, spreading her moon-shaped ass-cheeks apart with his hands
even as the other bearded one continued to ram into her now flowering pussy. "Christ
almighty, no!" Larry screamed. "Stop it, damn you! Stop!"
Shad Bartok grinned evilly from his spectator's position outside both cells. His small
eyes gleamed in sadistic delight. He said: "What's the matter, hophead? Don't want to
see your little wife get her asshole reamed?" He chuckled lewdly. "So... sign the
confession, boy... before it's too late."
"You filthy pig, Bartok!" David spat at him. "You'll pay for this, I promise you that! I'll
see you in hell...!"
Once more, the big man gave off his obscene laugh. "Suit yourself, punks. I'm in no
hurry, and everybody else seems to be enjoying themselves... including your wives. Just
look at 'em go, eh? Like a couple of two-dollar whores at a company picnic..."
"Godamn you, stop them!" Larry half-shrieked. "I'll sign... I'll do anything, just let my
wife go!"
Bartok's grin expanded triumphantly. He produced one of the confessions he had
prepared, along with a ballpoint pen and pushed them between the bars. "There it is...
sign it."
"Don't be a fool, Larry!" David warned.
"Damnit, I can't stand to see anymore," the younger man groaned. "I don't care what
happens to me as long as Jill's let out of this dungeon. I'm going to sign... you can do
whatever you want...!"
David looked to Shad Bartok who had never stopped grinning. He knew in his heart
that they were making a mistake, but it was a gamble that he, too, was going to be
forced to take for Marilyn's sake.
"Well, Mr. Police Chief?" Bartok taunted. "You ready to sign... or not?"
"Give it to me," said David resignedly, snatching the paper from the other's grasp and
quickly writing his name at the bottom.
Bartok accepted the confessions and examined them. Satisfied, he nodded toward the
deputies wielding the rubber-hoses. "Lay it onto them, boys," he snarled. "Let's make
sure those cunts don't leave here with hungry pussys, eh?"
Larry stared in stunned repugnance as Bartok's so-called lawmen began to whip the
four men brutally with their lengths of hose, forcing them to continue their perverted
assaults on the two helpless girls.
"Godamn you! You said you'd let them go free...!" he cried at the big man.
"And I will... once we're through with them," Bartok replied with a leer. "Hell, boy, you
wouldn't expect me to bust up the party before those poor slobs get their nuts off,
would you? Christ, hop-head, be a sport. That little wife of yours is a good fuck... at
least, she was yesterday when I had her..." David was forced to grab Larry and slap him
hard to keep him from going into hysterics, the boy was that insane with rage. It had
gone exactly as he'd feared it would... and now... Christ, he could see little or no hope
whatever for any of them...
"Aggghhhhhh... oh, my God!" Larry heard his Jill cry out in agony as he watched the
brutally stiffened cock of the man behind her pop suddenly through the tight, resisting
sphincter of her anus, and again his breath choked in his throat at the sight of the tiny
orifice stretching obscenely to slip over and absorb the probing tip of the heavy cock.
Once more, she wailed horribly while he thrust his hips forward, burrowing half of the
fleshy pole into the soft, velvety passage of her virginal rectum.
Scream after scream burst from her tortured throat, her buttocks jerking and twisting
before the depraved intrusion of the massive organ worming its way up into her
burning channel, but it was moments before Jill realized that her every fighting
movement only served to impale him deeper and deeper into her. She coughed and
choked in utter nausea as she became conscious of the deputies' faces moving in close
to observe the two thick cocks that were shoved to their hilts in her tender genitals...
and then they began to fuck rhythmically into her.
Marilyn was unaware of anything taking place around her except the two racing cocks
fucking into her mouth and cunt. The very helplessness of her position poured through
her mind, and the obscene mental vision of her body being fucked at both ends
between two broken hulks of men who were being sadistically forced to rape her,
lewdly incited her, causing the hunger in her belly to begin churning out of control.
She undulated her buttocks back vigorously against the cock fucking into her quivering
pussy from behind, squeezing her cuntal muscles like a starving animal's mouth at the
hard thick shaft.
She found herself sucking voraciously at the cock in her mouth, her cheeks hollowing
and bloating obscenely with his vicious thrusts. Her tongue licked wildly at the blood
filled head, the tip hotly probing at its split end. God, she wanted it to shoot in her
mouth... to swallow his decadent sperm and feel it dribbling down her throat... to fill
her belly with it just as the prick soaring into her from behind would fill her womb!
Oh God! Oh Christ...! Yes...! Yes...!
It all came to be! Even as her own orgasm began to rise inside her, Marilyn sensed the
prick fucking into her from behind, jerk and begin spewing its white, hot load deep up
into her clasping cunt. It splashed insanely around inside her and foamed from the
hair-lined lips into the drenched pubic-hair of his pelvis. His balls jammed tightly
against her exposed clitoris, caused her body to lurch spasmodically forward, driving the
cock in her madly sucking mouth to the hilt. Then, it too, burst, gushing forth thick
steams of the creamy, pungent liquid into her throat, her cheeks puffing out, then
contracting as she swallowed to keep from choking on the great continual spurts issuing
from it. She swallowed in hungry, thick gulps, fastening her lips elasticlike around the
ejaculating prick, as if fearful of losing a tiny drop of the precious fluid, while almost
insanely, she skewered her buttocks tightly back onto the still squirting prick in her
cunt...
Both David and Larry gaped in desperate, helpless loathing at the repulsive
performance taking place before them. They saw the thin, stringy rivulets of semen
oozing from the corners of Marilyn's mouth as her forced rapist collapsed before her,
his shrinking prick slithering lifelessly from her still sucking lips, and then, Jill cried
out: "Aaagggghhhhhhhh... oh, yes! My God... I can feel both of your cocks right up
inside me! Oh... ooohhhhhhhh, don't stop! Don't stop! Faster, please! Faster!"
Larry couldn't believe her pleadings... her urging them to move faster and faster... not
his own little Jill!
But the thought of having two men making love to her simultaneously was driving Jill
toward a volcano of fiery lust... and she wanted to scream, to cry out the wild
masochistic pleasure that they were bringing her.
It seemed to go on forever, the hands gripping her as she was completely impaled in
both of her passages. Everything seemed to be spinning, revolving in a great whirlpool
of burning sensations and she thought she would pass out from her ecstatic bliss.
"Ahhhhhhhh... ahhhhhhhh... oohhhhhhh... D-Dear Christ! I-I'm going to cum!
Ooohhhhh... both of you... cum with me... at the same time! Oh please, please! Now!
Now! I'm cuuummmmiiinnnggg!"
The cell and corridor re-echoed with the sounds of her desperate screams and the
twisted faces of the leering men watching were caught up in the madness of her
shouting lust. Deputies had pulled out their own throbbing shafts and were lewdly
stroking them, while one tried to spread Marilyn's legs and crawl between them. Even
the imprisoned husbands felt their own pricks lurch uncontrollably inside their pants at
the wild and depraved spectacle... then, Shad Bartok unleashed his massive jerking
organ as he stumbled fiendishly toward Jill, his little eyes salaciously fixed upon her
open, gasping, luscious red-lipped mouth... but he never got there...
It was a scene of wild commotion, with David's police force bursting into the corridor
their pistols drawn and ready, while Bartok's men were caught literally with their pants
down and their swollen, evil pricks in their hands...


* * *


While David tore the confessions he and Larry had signed into little pieces, Lieutenant
Sam Vecchio continued to explain.
"... So, when the Trent kid came running in here with these snap-shots he'd taken,
actually showing Shad Bartok striking Milt Howell with that liquor bottle, I tried to
locate you. Then, I found your dog whining but still alive in your front yard, and once
we got him on his feet he just began running down the street and we followed. He's
some animal, Chief... never faltered a minute, just as if he instinctively knew where to
find you."
They sat in David's office-suite on the fourth-floor of the City Hall building, just the
three of them, the girls having been taken home along with Kaptain and young Donnie
Trent, the latter of which had probably saved all of their lives.
"Well, that's the end of Shad Bartok's bid for power in Parksburg," David said as he
stared ahead at nothing, sipping the brandy he held in his hand. "Not much question
but what we can get an indictment from the D.A.'s office. Anyway, Ben Lyons will be
returning to take over as County Sheriff and that's good. We need honest men like
Ben..."
"And you, Chief," Sam Vecchio added.
Larry Neilson scratched his head. "What I'd like to know is what Donnie Trent was
doing looking in the window of Milt Howell's camp? I mean, how come... and at the
right moment, too?"
David smiled to himself. He wondered if maybe he couldn't answer that question if he
really gave it a little effort? Finally, he said: "Who knows about kids, Larry? Playing
some kind of cops and robbers game probably... just happened to be there at the right
time. Anyway, we should be damned glad that he was."
"Brother, you can say that again," said Larry, rising to his feet and emptying his glass.
"Well... ? Shall we go home, neighbor?"
"Yeah, I think it's about time, Larry... and don't be surprised if I'm a little tardy in the
morning, Sam. There's a good chance I'll sleep in... if my wife will have me..."


Chapter 12


Sunday turned out to be one of those lazy summer days that the people in upstate
Parksburg never quite got enough of, and the Neilsons had joined the Archers beside
their pool, stretching out languidly in trunks and bikini bottoms to let the warm sun
play delightfully on their young, near-naked bodies. Both girls lay on their backs behind
sun-shades, their round and full, lovely erect breasts enchantingly exposed to old-sol's
rays, while their husbands ogled them in proud content.
If it were not for other neighbors, David was thinking, they could enjoy complete
nudity outside, just as they did inside several nights a week. But, of course, the Grover
Heights section of Parksburg wasn't geared to such open, healthy recreation, with its
blue-noses, even though its sexual undercurrent was well known to him, including the
numerous incestuous situations he was aware of. However, as permanent Police Chief
now, and necessarily a stalwart pillar of the community, there were certain obligations
he had to adhere to, thus, making it essential that they keep their own liberal sex
philosophies rather secret, which didn't seem in the slightest to curtail their foursome
enjoyment of one another.
In fact, it was only moments before that Jill Neilson had suggested one of their special
Sunday naps might be nice in a little bit, and all had seemed in favor. So, among other
things, he was pleasantly, if, libidinously, looking forward to that, even as he mused
over the Trents across the street, and the rumors he'd heard concerning Donnie and his
lovely little fifteen-year-old sister, Ann, to say nothing of the mother-father
involvement...
"Darling, why don't you make us all a drink before we nappie?" Marilyn suggested,
raising to her elbows and causing her magnificent breasts to jut forward pointedly with
the effort. "I think we could all use one or two."
"Noble idea," Larry agreed. "Make mine pernod if you have it, Chief."
David smiled and got to his feet. "How about four pernods?" he said, his eyes falling on
Jill's delightful breasts as they quivered magically in their full resilience when she sat
up. He winked at her and she returned the little flirtation. "Okay?"
Kaptain stretched lazily beside Marilyn and she petted his great head fondly.
"Stimulating suggestion, Darling," she said, then her smile left her as she saw Donnie
Trent's handsome young face peering over the fence. Automatically, she covered her
breasts with her hands, a near impossible task, and Jill followed suit, both of them
suddenly tittering lightly.
"Well, young man?" said David, grinning at the boy. "What can we do for you?"
Donnie smiled. "Just wondered if Mrs. Neilson wanted to pay for the paper," he said.
"On Sunday?" Larry questioned, cocking one eye in pretended irritation.
"She wasn't home when I collected yesterday," the boy replied, unruffled.
"Of course, dear," said Jill, hopping to her feet and turning her back to the youth while
she fastened her bikini bra.
They all laughed, amusedly. Marilyn watched Jill trot off toward her house, then David
and Larry started for the arcadia door to pour the drinks.
"Why don't we all come inside?" her husband suggested when he'd gone beyond the
threshold and turned to her. "It's cooler in here, Kitten."
"All right," replied Marilyn. "I'll be along when Jill comes back."
The lovely ash-blonde girl lay back once more, her mind engaged in thought. It
occurred to her that Donnie hadn't been around to see her in several days, and that
lately she had caught him watching Jill with that certain hungry look in his young,
handsome eyes. Suddenly, she had to smile to herself. Dear God, she thought, I'm
jealous... now isn't that something? Jealous of my sweet Jill and my beautiful little 
towheaded sweetheart...
It seemed like ages that she lay there thinking before Jill returned, and Marilyn noticed
the coy little smile she was wearing.
"I gave him a Coke," the chestnut-haired beauty said, her exotic dark eyes dancing
excitedly. "He's... he's such a handsome boy, isn't he...?"
"Yes, Darling, he is," Marilyn replied softly.
"And quite talented, too. I think he'll surprise you... as well as delight you..." Jill felt her
face flushing. God, she thought, she could never keep a secret anyway. She smiled and
said: "He's coming to visit me in the morning... Would... would you like to join us?"
Marilyn offered one of her most devastating smiles. She whispered: "Baby, I wouldn't
miss that for the world."
Jill unfastened her bra and tossed it onto a chair, releasing her proud young breasts
once more. "Are the boys inside?" she asked, her eyes filling with exciting little fiery
explosions of sensual anticipation.
"Yes... shall we join them? I-I'm beginning to feel the need for a length or two of male
fulfillment," Marilyn said, running the tip of her tiny pink tongue over her full red lips.
"How about you?"
"God!" Jill replied in a half-whisper, "I don't believe I'll ever feel any other way again..."
And with arms affectionately around each other's slender smooth waists, they strolled
inside, while Kaptain walked close beside the beautiful blonde girl, his powerful body
rubbing possessively against her leg.


THE END
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Chapter 1


Madeleine Poirier knew very little about him except that he was an 
acquaintance of Rafael Girarde and in a governmental capacity, which 
automatically classified him as a person of some prominence. His name 
was Julian Forrest and he was a civilian Inspector of the Royal 
Canadian Mounted Police from Ottawa, undoubtedly in Montreal on 
official business. For all of his fifty-odd years, he was not 
unhandsome, and Madeleine was not offended when he approached her. He 
had brought it off rather smoothly the night before at the Salle de 
Venus-Apollon where she served as hotesse for M. Girarde, the club 
owner--and in some respects, her benefactor these past bitter months--
carefully choosing an appropriate time when Rafael would not overhear.


She had appreciated that. Rafael Girarde had been good to her and she 
wanted in no way to offend him, but by the same token, business was 
business, and she had her own goals that neither Rafael nor her income 
as club hostess was going to make attainable. As matters stood, she 
still kept Tuesday and Friday nights generously open to her employer at 
her place, and she felt quite certain that he had no idea of her 
private and selective circle of gentlemen friends upon whom she 
graciously bestowed her voluptuous charms for a substantial fee at 
tightly scheduled, pre-arranged tete-a-tetes. She was no prostitute, 
per se, and resented being approached as one. Julian Forrest must have 
assumed this, she thought, as she taxied toward his hotel that warm 
September afternoon.


She smiled to herself, her lush red lips parting slightly to display a 
dazzling row of white, even teeth. Her deep dark eyes sparkled in 
anticipation and she squirmed gently down into the leather cushion 
feeling the tightness of her panties tauten against the already 
moistened crevice between her legs. Thank God, she enjoyed her work, 
she mused, and that, too, she owed to Rafael. He was a fine lover and 
had taught her much. She had reason to be grateful to him; he had taken 
her under his wing after Antoine, her husband, had been sent to prison, 
aided her financially, found her an apartment and helped her evade the 
powerful and lecherous hands of Gaston Larreau, her own husband's 
nefarious "uncle". Yes, indeed, she owed Rafael Girarde much ... yet, 
she would hurt him, she knew, hurt him terribly before another year 
came to pass ...


Well, enough of those thoughts, she decided firmly. The tall, handsome 
and greying Julian Forrest was a more pleasant contemplation. His 
still-athletic physique beneath the exquisitely tailored suit had 
intrigued her. His smile had suggested sincerity, perhaps, even 
honesty, while his pale-blue eyes had portrayed the delights of the 
mischievous libertine, but in essence it had been his suave approach 
and delicate proposal she had succumbed to ... plus his wallet.


"I'm not a man who chooses feminine companionship haphazardly, my 
dear," he had said to her in his rich baritone voice, the well 
modulated French rolling off his tongue with a decided Parisian flavor. 
Then, strangely enough, in English he had added: "But you are 
breathtaking, ma chere."


"And you are married, Inspector," she replied, almost as a matter of 
form. "Besides, you're a personal friend of Rafael's."


"Isn't everyone?" he said, reverting back to French and laughing as he 
spoke. "Good God, at fifty a man should have twenty years of married 
life behind him and a son or two to prove it. And certainly every 
official in Canada knows and claims friendship with the Minister of 
Government, Rafael Girarde, eh?"


She had laughed lightly. "You put it all so nicely, Inspector Forrest. 
Tell me ... do I look like one of those girls?"


"Heaven forbid! You've misunderstood my luncheon invitation," he had 
said, his square handsome face assuming an embarrassed, if, awed 
expression. "How can I ever apologize and make you understand ..."


"Please don't, M'sieu'. It's not necessary."


"But I feel like a cad ..."


She had laughed once more. "I like you the way you were ... and shall 
we say about two-ish tomorrow ...?"


"T-Two-ish ...?" he repeated, his iniquitous rogue's eyes beginning to 
dance excitedly. "You overwhelm me, Ma'm'selle ..."


"It's Madame, darling, and there is a fee attached," she had said quite 
matter-of-factly.


"Fee? Whatever it is, it's not enough. I'll double it," he had 
responded, licking at his thin lips salaciously.


"And Rafael mustn't know. It would hurt him deeply, Chri. I'm sure you 
understand."


"Of course, of course! The utmost decorum, darling. I understand," he'd 
said in his rich depth of voice. "Ah ... what a marvel you are, my 
dear. I wonder if he realizes how fortunate he is to have such a 
mistress? But then ... I'm sure he does. Have you met Madame Girarde 
and their adopted child, Igat? What a splendid little girl. Beautiful 
... beautiful child ..."


She could remember little of his conversation following the mentioning 
of Igat. The name alone was like a paralyzing bolt of lightning jolting 
through her whenever it was spoken. Even now as she recalled his 
throaty voice rolling the name from his lips, a sensation of agonized 
longing spiraled through her. Her eyes moistened and she bit at her 
full, lower lip. Had she met their adopted child ...? Dear God ... her 
own baby! Her own Igat! Why else was she living but for the day when 
they would be together, away from all of this ... her own sweet little 
darling, Igat ...?


Damn ... she had to get a hold on herself, and right away. Certainly, 
she couldn't walk into his suite in this mood or he'd quickly lose his 
double-fee ideas. Double fee ... hmmmmm ... four hundred dollars ... 
not an untidy sum ... and she intended to hold him to his promise. Four 
hundred ... that would make her twenty-two hundred in the bank. Mother 
of God, it was coming so beautifully. The novenas in church were 
helping, she was certain. She must give him equal value for his money, 
and she was certain that would be no problem. If there was any problem 
at all, it was she, herself; it wasn't right that she should enjoy it 
as she did ... Sometimes, she was not so certain but what the stigma of 
Rahab coursed through her veins ... and maybe these walls of lust she 
was imprisoning herself within would be as vulnerable as those of 
Jericho when the trumpets sounded ... She shuddered at her own 
aphoristic thoughts.


"You said Hotel Victoria, Ma'm'selle?" the cabbie questioned, raising 
his head and cocking an ear.


"Oui."


"Merci. My mind was elsewhere, I guess," he bantered in a form of 
apology.


Madeleine looked through the window at the busy streets. They were 
nearing Dominion Square. As always, the city intrigued her ... had 
since the first day she set foot in it. How long ago ...? Nearly five 
years ... almost six since she'd left the small fishing village of her 
birth on the Peninsule De Gaspe with the American named Keel who was to 
take her to Boston. She had been sixteen, nearly seventeen, and he'd 
fathered her Igat in her ignorance, left her stranded in Riviere du 
Loup ... Oh God, she didn't want to think anymore about that! She just 
had to get hold of herself. Inspector Forrest was not to be 
disappointed by some morbid mood she allowed to seize hold of her. 
Heaven knows, there were too many lonely, dismal hours of reminiscence 
already in her days and nights without stealing from more pleasurable 
moments.


What she really needed was a drink, a little something to stimulate ... 
to rekindle her sensual appetite of such a short time before, and the 
gallant Inspector would take care of that, she felt sure. She must 
cultivate him to the fullest extent; he represented the ultimate in 
clientele and a bit of uncontrollable, egotistical bragging on his part 
to his associates could do much toward increasing her income and at a 
rapid, pleasing rate. Then, she would put it all behind her, this 
entire existence ... completely obliterate it from her mind ... just 
she and her little Igat together at last ... mother and child ... a 
nice apartment in some large city where no one would ever find them. 
Igat would start school and she would find a respectable job ... maybe 
in a fashionable ladies shop ... or even as a model ... But first, she 
must accumulate the five thousand dollars she felt to be the necessary 
minimum figure they would have to have ...


"Hotel Victoria, Ma'm'selle," the cabbie said, interrupting her 
thoughts. He swiveled around in his seat in order to gain a better view 
of his voluptuous, blonde-haired passenger. He offered her his best 
broken-toothed smile and looked at her gorgeous nylon-encased leegs and 
thighs beneath the short fashionable miniskirt. Lustfully, his avid 
little eyes ravaged her, the straining points of her firm, full breasts 
against the lowcut bodice of her dress causing his mouth to go cotton-
dry. Bitch, he thought. She was a whore; he'd bet his godamned life she 
was a whore and that her below-the-shoulder length blonde hair was 
bleached ... he'd bet his damned life on it ... "One fifty, 
Ma'm'selle," he said, smiling. She'd be expensive, all right ... that 
she would ... he could never afford her ... the bitch ...


Madeleine handed him two one-dollar bills and he sought change but she 
told him to keep it. He brushed his hand against her knee reaching over 
to twist the door handle and she shifted in the seat until he could see 
almost to her panties. Damn her, the bitch, she was a whore for 
certain!


"Merci, Ma'm'selle."


She stepped from his cab, hesitated momentarily, then entered the 
revolving door of the lobby while he watched the gentle, provocative 
sway to her full, rounded hips as she walked ... watched until the 
concierge motioned him on irritably and he roared off with a squeal of 
rubber. Damn, how he wished that he was the customer she was visiting. 
He sighed heavily as he wheeled dangerously into the stream of traffic.


Chapter 2


Shannon was but part of his name, not the first nor the last, but the 
middle, after his mother's people, and he chose it as his only 
identification when they released him from prison rather than to use an 
alias. Should he resort to the full Andrew Shannon Connelly there were 
those, he felt, who might remember him, although it was doubtful there 
in Canada. Generally, the sportsminded were hockey people, some 
football, but baseball had yet to come into its own, even with the new 
Montreal Expos; still, he wanted no ties nor to be reminded of that 
segment of his life if only by chance, and especially now with what he 
had in mind.


He'd been sixteen-years in the majors, a husky corn-fed farm boy of 
eighteen from upstate New York in the beginning, foregoing college in 
'47 to sign with St. Louis, and later with Boston, then Milwaukee. He'd 
been good, having two no-hitters to his credit with the Sox, and great 
things still expected of him even at thirty-four, but Maggi had ended 
all of that.


Maggi Delaney Connelly, his wife of thirteen years, mother of Paulie, 
their six-year old son, had been an ardent baseball lover, an excellent 
hostess, and a godamned promiscuous woman. One afternoon in July, six-
years past, Paulie, left alone had struck his head on the side of their 
swimming pool, tumbled into the water and drowned. He, Shannon, had 
been in Chicago and they'd wired him there. It was two days following 
the funeral that a friend advised him of seeing Maggi in a bar with a 
man at the time the accident occurred.


He'd said nothing to her, only pretended to return to the team. That 
night he'd found them together in his bed and attempted to kill them 
both with his bare hands. He might have succeeded, he remembered, had 
not Maggi managed to floor him from behind with a chair, knocking him 
unconscious and breaking his arm ... his left arm ... his pitching arm.


But the ironical part had come later when her lover, who had turned out 
to be a prominent, local political hack, had engineered an attempted 
murder charge against him and made it stick, netting him a year and a 
day in prison. When it was done, a bitter ex-baseball player named Andy 
Connelly was advised by a benevolent warden that he might do better in 
another part of the country ... or even another country. Had he thought 
about that?


In fact, he'd thought about a lot of things, and that was but one of 
them. Divorced, broke and overflowing with hate, he had migrated north 
of the border, found employment in a small factory in Ontario, then, 
fumbled a stupid attempt to hijack its payroll.


So, once again here he was, five-years later, no less bitter, but 
seasoned, and happy to be breathing free air once more as he walked 
along a side street off St. Catherine in the warm September sunshine, 
enjoying the pleasurable sounds of Montreal's bustling activity. Twenty 
years had passed since his last visit to the fabulous city ... since 
that exhibition game with Montreal's then International League team, 
and he was satisfied that its stellar attraction had not changed ... 
the women were still beautiful ... and God, how he needed one.


A half-dozen times he paused to ogle after a pair of pretty legs or a 
voluptuous figure wearing a piled-up, exotic coiffure ... radical, 
ridiculous, but beautiful ... slender ankles, rounded calves and 
curvaceous hips and buttocks ... tripping off on high, needle-like 
heels in every damned direction. Christ, it was enough to set him wild; 
his love-starved cock jerked uncontrollably in his pants. He didn't 
intend that another day would go by without him knowing the 
satisfaction of a woman's warm, soft, receptive body. How he'd gone 
these last forty-eight hours since his release was almost more than he 
could fathom right at the moment, but then, with a little thought that 
wasn't too difficult to reason either.


There were other things besides the need for normal sexual satisfaction 
one became obsessed with when he was buried "inside" ... and in this 
case it had been a plan to extort a half-million dollars. A thousand 
and one nights he had lain awake plotting, planning, learning all he 
could from his vindictive cellmate, Antoine Poirier, regarding the 
latter's infamous crime czar "uncle", Gaston Larreau; until he was 
certain he had devised a workable scheme. Nothing else seemed to matter 
all those long months and years except this fantastic coup that was 
going to even every score for him, even the medieval torture of being 
denied the biological need for a woman.


At first, when he'd walked onto the street and heard the big gate clang 
shut behind him the sensation of being a free man once more had nearly 
over-powered him. By god, he was going to kick things off with a few 
drinks, then, a woman, and he was going to fuck that doll, whoever she 
would be, until she couldn't walk, until he'd drained the last drop of 
stored-up semen from his aching, ravenous loins ... but he hadn't done 
either. Instead, he'd gone directly to the CNR station, bought a ticket 
for Montreal and spent the day enroute, his brain cogitating in a 
never-ending pattern of hashing and rehashing, for it was the enormity 
of such a scheme and the aftermath should it fail that caused him to 
break out in periodic cold sweats.


The big gamble existed in the fact that he was playing at a game he 
knew nothing about, where the stakes, win or lose, were the ultimate 
... financially fixed for life, or very, very dead. The payroll 
escapade had been a foolhardy thing; the proof of that had been his 
tackling it single-handed and without a carefully prepared program. 
They'd caught him flat-footed. This time, he intended to minimize the 
gamble with methodical planning. There was no room for error, or else 
he would damn sure wind up in a basket; not that he feared death so 
much, but it was the uncontrollable ways one could achieve the state 
that bothered him.


Anyway, his carefully conceived plans called for a woman and one he 
could trust all the way. Tony Poirier had lauded the praises of his 
voluptuous young wife the entire length of time that they'd shared a 
cell, long enough and with sufficient enthusiasm to lead Shannon to 
believe that she might be just the accomplice he was looking for ... if 
he could enlist her help. He'd told Tony nothing of his intentions, 
simply picked his brains until he was satisfied that he knew Madeleine 
Poirier as well as did the young husband, himself, even to every inch 
of the soft, white flesh of her delicious body ... and this was why he 
hadn't wasted any time sating his immediate carnal desires. He'd 
managed to survive for five years and another day or so wasn't beyond 
his realm of endurance; besides, from the small picture that Tony kept 
of her on the wall above his bunk, plus the untold hours he had 
listened dry-mouthed with his prick anvil-hard and throbbing painfully 
while the Frenchman expounded on her sexual charms and abilities, he 
was convinced it was going to be worth the extra short abstinence.


Of course, there were still questions he had no way of knowing the 
answers to, yet; questions like: how much had she changed since Tony'd 
been sent to prison? Did she still love him? What was she doing; how 
was she getting along? Could she really be trusted ... and was he going 
to have to rape her, or would she fuck willingly? Because he damned 
sure intended to have her, one way or the other.


He'd formed a few ideas of his own and based them on the fact that her 
letters to her husband had fallen off to one every two or three weeks, 
and dropped from six and seven pages to one ... it all added up to one 
thing, little Madeleine had had it with her Tony. New things were in 
the wind for her, which might well play right into his hand. Besides, 
he still had his main ace-in-the-hole ... her kid, and this was what he 
was counting on to swing things his way.


Shannon's mind churned busily as he hailed a cab, gave the address he 
had copied from one of her letters to Tony, and leaned back to 
contemplate his financial situation briefly. It wasn't what he could 
call sound; he had fifty-three dollars to his name and he was going to 
need a little bundle to set the wheels in motion. Someway, somewhere, 
somehow, he had to garner a sizeable stake, and for some reason he was 
convinced that Madeleine Poirier was also going to be his answer in 
this department.


The cabbie swung around the corner onto a narrow side street and slowed 
to study the housenumbers. Shannon noted the semi-shabbiness of the 
section with its near-ugly three and four storied red-brick buildings 
and their long ascending porch-steps. Momentarily, he speculated that 
Tony's little wife might not be making it too well and this didn't 
please him.


The Frenchman pointed out the right entrance and Shannon hopped out, 
paying but ignoring the tip.


"Merci, m'sieu'," the driver stressed sarcastically tossing his fare a 
disgusted side glance, as he pulled away from the curb with a squeal of 
rubber.


Shannon spat after him and cursed under his breath. Lousy frog. He 
climbed the steps irritably, hardly prepared to walk into the building 
superintendent. He had just entered the dingy, musty-smelling vestibule 
when the other appeared out of nowhere before him, a thin, narrow-
shouldered, elderly Englishman with a fat little belly and a pinched 
face. His hair had long left him and his eyes bore a strange cloudiness 
about them that reminded Shannon of a junkie he had known a long time 
before in Syracuse. The little man looked at Shannon's six-feet from 
head to toe, appraising the close cropped, almost white hair, the hard 
blue eyes and straight lipped mouth in a manner that indicated he 
didn't like what he saw.


"Well?" he said with a near cockney accent.


"Madeleine Poirier? She live here?"


"Maybe. Who're you?"


"Which apartment?" asked Shannon, ignoring the question.


"She ain't in. Saw her leave a couple of hours ago," the little man 
told him snidely, working his milky-eyes up and down Shannon's face 
once more. "Who're you, anyway?"


"Her brother."


His pinched face twisted into a contemptuous grin. "Now I've got yuh, 
wise guy. You don't look like her; you don't look French either. So, 
let's try a better one, eh ..."


Shannon lost patience. He caught him by his long necktie, winding it 
around his big hand until his fist was shutting off the breath in the 
other's windpipe. "Which apartment, Pop?" he hissed without moving his 
lips.


The Englishman attempted to swallow. It seemed difficult. "You ... you 
better not try any rough stuff here, mister," he gasped, the haze 
temporarily clearing from his eyes. "This is a respectable house, see 
... No rough stuff ... I ... I don't know anything about her ... I 
ain't sure she lives here ... okay ...?"


Shannon let go of him and stepped back. He sighed and brought bills 
from his pocket, peeling off one of the precious tens and extending it 
to him.


"W-Well ... well," the little man stammered, simultaneously massaging 
his throat while his eyes darted from the money up to Shannon's face. 
"W-Why didn't you say you were her brother?" He made a more acceptable 
grin and grabbed at the money, shoving it deep into his shirt pocket. 
"Follow me ... I'll let you in to wait for her, eh? She ought to be 
'long any time. Been gone quite awhile now." He winked and spun around.


"Thanks," said Shannon drily, falling in behind him to climb the 
stairs.


"Yeah ..." he repeated as he led the way to the third floor, "... 
should've told me that in the first place, mister ..."


Chapter 3


Madeleine doubted that she would ever get over her timorousness at a 
first appointment with a new patron. Perhaps in time, when, and if, one 
became seasoned, a certain callousing metamorphosis took place, but so 
far in her short career she'd noted no such mutation. In fact, at the 
moment, standing in the luxurious living-room of Julian Forrest's 
elegant suite before the appraising, lecherous eyes of the handsome 
Inspector, she sensed a tiny shiver begin at the calves of her legs to 
creep up over the satin-smooth flesh of her body and along her spine in 
an emotional blend of trepidation and sensual anticipation. The latter 
somatic reaction surprised her, but she couldn't seem to help herself; 
his imposing masculinity just seemed to set her off in a carnal manner 
she could never recall experiencing before.


"Ah, my pet, you're very punctual," he said, smiling and moving toward 
her with the suave charm and dash of a cavalier, "and even more lovely 
than I remember ... if that's possible."


"You're too flattering, Inspector," she replied as he took her soft, 
long-fingered hand inside his large, strong one, while the other moved 
tantalizingly along the warm, smooth skin of her arm almost to her 
shoulder, his fingertips brushing beneath to tease at the velvety, 
erogenous flesh at the pit of her underarm. The erotic sensation took 
her completely by surprise and she made a little unintentional gasping 
sound.


Her reaction pleased as well as excited him and he drew her closer, 
slipping his arms around her slender waist. Madeleine looked up at him, 
her dark eyes unable to conceal her own arousal. He held her gently but 
firmly, until she felt her full, erect breasts flattening against his 
chest and then his hands were moving downward to encompass the round 
full orbs of her buttocks possessively.


"Let's dispense with the formalities, Chri," he whispered in English, 
his strong hands teasing and massaging the smoothness of her buttocks, 
ever drawing her closer into the solid strength of his loins.


Once more, his overwhelming charm completely captivated her, raising 
another little gasp in her throat. Ohhhh ... for certain, she was going 
to enjoy this ... He lowered his head slowly, completely engulfing her 
soft, wet mouth with his own lips, his tongue sliding between her lips 
and against her teeth, sending an ungovernable tremor rippling over 
her. He held her almost crushingly, his large hands hot and moving as 
they pressed into the spheres of her buttocks, forcing her pelvis 
tighter to him, his height placing the still unhardened bulge of his 
penis snug against the softness of her belly.


An unexplainable, little sense of injured pride at his lack of 
immediate penial response to the physical contact of her body caused 
Madeleine to begin a barely perceptible undulation of her belly and 
pelvis as she opened her mouth to the exploration of his tongue ... and 
then he was slowly drawing her down onto the davenport, one massive 
hand moving to cup her full, round breast, squeezing and kneading it 
gently.


"Ohhh ... ohhh," she moaned purposely, but not wholly with pretense. 
"Y-You're not a lover who believes in wasting time, Chri." She 
squirmed suggestively beneath his hands.


"There's hardly time to be wasted in this life, ma chere." he half 
whispered, his hands investigating her soft, curvaceous body as he 
leaned above her and played with her face with his tongue.


A barely audible whimpering sound escaped her, and suddenly she was 
alive with sensation. His hands, his tongue, his whole body and actions 
were setting her aflame with lewd, lascivious desire. God, she couldn't 
remember ever feeling more wanton ... or a more urgent need for sexual 
fulfillment ...


"Do you like to fuck?" he asked her, his face scant inches above her 
own, and his sincere, sensual use of the lewd word causing immediate 
prurient sensations to come alive and ripple through her excitedly.


"Oui ... oui, I do cher," she answered quickly, without the slightest 
trace of pretense, "When I have such a lover as you."


He chuckled warmly. "You are a clever little girl, ma chere. You know 
the many ways to excite a man ... but I fear you have yet to know 
Julian Forrest." He continued to smile down into her face. He kissed 
the tip of her nose and his great hand went on caressing her breast 
through her clothing.


Madeleine squirmed beneath his gentle, but stimulating touch. She was 
not ashamed at her obviously growing desire; instead, she was pleased 
and satisfied that she would have to put on no airs for this man whom 
she wanted physically ... sexually, as was so often the situation in 
this new-found profession she had temporarily chosen. But, she wasn't 
about to wait much longer ... She slipped her arms up and around his 
neck, drawing him down to her kiss, forcing her tiny pink tongue into 
his mouth as she writhed against him.


Finally, she said: "Make love to me, Chri."


"How?" he whispered hotly into her mouth.


"However you choose?"


"You ... you say that so flippantly," he hissed down at her.


"B-Because that's the way I feel," said Madeleine, trailing her hand 
down over his chest toward his loins ... moving over his flat, hard 
stomach to the front of his trousers, her long, sensuous fingers 
seeking and exploring with gentle tenseness ... at last to discover his 
still flaccid member lying docile inside the protection of his 
clothing.


Her brow knitted and she stared up at him. He dropped his eyes and 
looked away; finally, he turned from her and sat upright on the edge of 
the chesterfield, his back to her.


"I-I'm sorry, Chri. I ... I had no right asking you to come here ... 
not a warm blooded, normal young woman such as you. It was a cruelty on 
my part ... but then, you see, I didn't expect to regard you 
differently from the others." Suddenly, he arose and walked toward a 
small corner bar. "What would you like ... scotch, bourbon, a gimlet, 
perhaps?"


Madeleine raised to a supporting elbow. Something inside her felt 
terribly denied, but as well had curiosity along with a certain anger 
gripped her. She ran her tongue over her full lower lip. "I'm afraid I 
don't understand, M'sieu'," she heard herself say rather sharply. "I 
was under the impression that you ... you desired my company ..."


"Oh God ... and you were so right ... so right, ma chere." He began to 
blend drinks, finally, carrying back two glasses. He seated himself on 
the edge of the couch and handed her one.


She took it and tasted it. It was a gimlet. She preferred scotch. Well, 
whatever the hell it was, she needed it. She said: "Why did you invite 
me here?"


"I wanted you," he replied simply.


"Wanted me ...?"


He turned to face her quickly, his handsome face breaking into a smile, 
then a laugh ... a harsh, almost brittle laugh. "I confuse you 
completely, don't I? Yes ... of course, I do. All right ... it's time 
for explanations I suppose. Why not?" He continued to smile down at 
her. "Ordinarily, I never explain my dilemma ... but to you, I shall." 
He sipped at his drink. "You see, ma chere, the war was not kind to me. 
Oh, not any of these modern wars, but the second great war ... it 
eliminated my manhood ... not my desire, you understand, only my 
ability to be a man. The physicians were understanding, kind, and 
expert for their time ... but they couldn't undo what a piece of 
shrapnel had done. They could provide the flaccid entities, the 
appearance of masculinity ... but there was no way on God's green earth 
they could make them function ... Unfortunately, that little chunk of 
shrapnel could only tear the flesh from my loins ... and not the desire 
from my brain."


Madeleine gaped at him. Her stomach knotted and her heart went out to 
him. Unconsciously, her hand reached for his. She clutched and 
squeezed. Suddenly, she said: "You have no sons ... no wife ... nothing 
but me, do you, Chri?"


He turned quickly, rage in his eyes ... but it melted before her as she 
looked up at him, and in its place came glistening tears. He didn't 
answer and it was then that she managed to sit up beside him, take his 
face between her hands and kiss his mouth warmly. Then, she pressed him 
backwards, down where she had lain, and she kissed him again, even as 
her fingers began to unbutton his coat and shirt, and tug at his tie.


She undressed him slowly, almost teasingly, kissing his naked flesh 
wherever she bared it.


"My God!" he groaned. "I'll give you a thousand dollars ..."


"Shhhhh," she whispered, grasping at the band of his shorts as he 
raised his hips. Slowly, she slid them down off his muscular legs, the 
sight of his massive, limp prick lying unmoving against the heavy 
testicles beneath arousing wild new delights inside her. She could only 
imagine what an impressive, dynamic organ it would be were it possible 
for it to rise to the occasion. Yet, there was something sadistic and 
masochistic in the fact that it could not ... that there was no way she 
could fulfill herself upon it ... that this handsome specimen of 
masculinity was suddenly and completely subservient to her in his 
shame, and something akin to motherhood swelled up inside her, until 
spontaneously, she took the thick lifeless instrument into her hand and 
fell upon it with kisses.


He raised up and forced her back in his place, slowly, teasingly 
undressing her. She felt him lift her up and the long zipper of her 
dress being drawn provocatively down her back. She closed her eyes, not 
thinking, assisting him wherever necessary with the proper movements of 
shoulders and hips, raising and lowering, not knowing why, feeling his 
gentle hands behind her once more as they unfastened her bra, then, the 
cool rush of air as her throbbing nipples were completely exposed to 
him ... and she heard him gasp and felt his great hands enclose them 
hotly, kneading, squeezing, rolling the nipples almost painfully 
between his fingers, until finally his hot, wet mouth encompassed one, 
his tongue flicking and rolling the sensitive bud maddeningly ... and 
then the other in the same manner, his long wet tongue at last trailing 
down through the deep narrow valley that separated them ... and her 
stomach muscles tensed as his tongue slithered down her naked flesh, 
dipping momentarily into her navel ... taunting it while his hands 
continued to massage her now aching breasts ... and then, his hands 
left them, drawing down along her ribs to her hips, his fingers 
catching the waistband of her sheer white panties ... and she raised 
herself, her eyes still tightly closed. Once more, she felt the cool 
rush of air as it brushed against her warm vibrant thighs and loins; 
she obediently raised her legs, allowing him to slip the wispy little 
garment down the long ivory columns ... her eyes clenched pleasurably 
shut, her breathing catching spasmodically in her throat causing her 
breasts to rise and fall with a quivering wondrous delight that was 
spurring Julian Forrest's libido to almost agonizing proportions.


He was mesmerized with the breathtaking loveliness of her as she lay 
naked in her desire before him. Her sleek, firm body was an entrancing 
combination of reversing golden curled lines ... rising and arching 
contours of her swelling breasts and thighs ... and then falling into 
the gentle concavity of her soft, smooth white belly. He gaped at the 
velvetlike, raven-hued, silken hair sparsely covering the juncture of 
her slightly spread thighs and belying the golden tresses that tumbled 
about her shoulders. The thin, pink, hairlined slit running the length 
of her open loins caused his mouth to go dry. Christ! The inhuman 
torment of his affliction! He'd go mad ...! His tongue moistened his 
thin lips as he raised his head to watch the glazed expression in her 
now open, exotic eyes.


Madeleine returned his gaze, neither able nor wanting to check the 
carnality building inside her, and as he lay his hand gently upon her 
thigh, tenderly sliding it along the white, satin smooth flesh, she 
felt as though she were about to ignite within. Lord, she had never 
felt this way with a man, any man ... not even Antoine, her husband! 
Why? His touch was like a thousand volts of electrical current surging 
through her, causing a myriad of tiny explosions to burst inside her 
loins and belly, until of their own volition her hands moved to her 
breasts caressingly, thumbs and forefingers taunting and rolling their 
hardened nipples wantonly.


God, what's done this to me? Certainly nothing I've drank, or taken 
internally? I've never felt so ... so whorish in my life! My God, I 
can't believe it! Why? He's just another man ... or is he? Can it be 
it? The fact that he can't perform ... the fact that he's alive with 
desire inside and can't fulfill himself ... Mon Dieu! Am I becoming 
some horrible kind of sadist ...?


Julian Forrest sucked in his breath at the unbelievable, enchanting 
sight before him. He had enjoyed many, many young women in his own 
necessarily resourceful ways, but never had there been anyone like this 
... never a morsel so lovely, so responsive. Dear Christ, if only his 
cock could leap to the challenge ... how he would fill her hot little 
belly then ... But that was wishful thinking; even so, he could feel 
the blood pouring into its knob hotly and knew that little driblets of 
thick, white seminal fluid were seeping from its soft, helpless glans.


Suddenly, with thumbs pressed to either side of her hair-lined cunt-
lips, he tenderly spread the vertical slit open until its moist, coral 
lusciousness was parted to him and his mouth fell agape at its 
glistening, bejeweled splendor. He felt her warm, soft, inner thighs 
quiver against the backs of his hands and heard her breath catch deep 
down in her gasping throat. Skillfully, he leaned closer and opened the 
soft fleshy inner petals enshrining her clitoris, but this time licking 
out with the tip of his hot, wet tongue, and he felt the erotic 
response of his touch jolt through her convulsively.


"Oooohhh ... Ooohhhh, Darling, Darling ..." she moaned, raising her 
head to gaze down with passion-filled eyes between her proud, erect 
breasts at his lowered head buried between her widespread thighs. Then, 
he was smiling up at her, the first traces of an evil gleam coming to 
life in his now wildly excited eyes, and causing the initial spasm of 
frightened, if, depraved lust that would overwhelm and seize complete 
control of her before the day was over. "Ooohhh!" she spasmed once more 
as his hot, moist lips closed over the soft mound at the base of her 
belly, and again his face disappeared from her view into the soft 
fleece between her open legs as he showered wet, tantalizing kisses on 
the closed vaginal fissure, his tongue flicking serpent-like at the 
palpitating opening.


Suddenly, a prodigious sensation of power raced through her and she 
thrust her loins upward toward his mouth. "Yes ... yes! Lick it!" she 
heard herself hiss down at him as her hands entangled themselves in his 
hair and she endeavored to pull him tighter into her. "Lick my cunt! 
Ooohhh ... lick and suck it, Darling ...!"


Her elbows pressed tightly against her ribs and her head began to roll 
from side to side as his hot, searing tongue shot out, its soft 
flicking tip circling her quivering erected clitoris. "Oooohhhh," she 
moaned again while his lips sucked, drawing the warm soft folds deep 
into the shelter of his gently biting mouth, and his tongue continued 
its maddening licking against the urgent pink smoothness of her open 
cunt.


From then on, Forrest worked hungrily, running his tongue up and down 
the length of the narrow wet slit, starting at her lower belly and 
pressing its way down, down over the elastic rimmed opening of her 
clasping vagina and into the crevice of her flexing buttocks where it 
sought out the tiny puckered hole of her anus, laving it wetly and 
raising deep, husky groans from her chest. Subconsciously, she lifted 
her legs, drawing her thighs back until her knees touched her breasts, 
raising her hips and buttocks to his delightful assault, and she heard 
her own purring, animal-like sounds emitting passionately from between 
her lips.


She was a queen being humbly serviced by a lowly slave ... her eunuch 
... his only desire to please her ... to lick and suck her cunt, or 
whatever other perversion she could think of ...! Mon Dieu! I'm losing 
my mind with the wicked lust he's causing to build inside me!


Beautiful, lovely cunt! thought Forrest. Oh, you exciting little bitch! 
Now ... already, you're mine to play with ... Yes, Yes ... all mine ... 
completely at my mercy!


Her groans drove his tongue faster as it worked its way up and down the 
throbbing, quivering lips of her excited pussy. Already, she was too 
far beyond the point of stopping him from anything he chose to do to 
her, or demanded that she do to him. Now, it was near time to get out 
his assortment of dildos. He couldn't keep from gloating to himself as 
suddenly her hands were clawing at his hair, attempting to guide his 
mouth back to the small palpitating opening of her cuntal passage. 
Again he parted the soft yielding pubic hair and thrust his tongue into 
the velvety-rimmed flesh, taunting it momentarily, then quickly 
withdrawing it to tantalize mercilessly the ragged pink edges throbbing 
between her widespread legs.


Madeleine whimpered aloud and clutched at him, forcefully pressing his 
mouth directly over the tight little hole in her lustfully squirming 
loins.


She must not cum, he mused as he sucked ... must only work herself up 
to that crucial, mind-shattering point ... but she must never cum, or 
else his own sadistic climax would be ruined. She must beg and plead 
and squirm like an animal while he tormented her, and she must suck his 
dangling, flaccid prick as it hung above her face ... yes ... yes, now 
it was time for that ...!


Once more, she cried aloud as she felt him pulling from her grasp, then 
the strange movements of his muscular body, until suddenly his loins 
were above her face, his long limp cock dangling down only inches above 
her mouth, his heavy, hair-covered balls swaying between his wide-
spread thighs, and she clutched at his buttocks to pull him down to 
her, her wet, ruby lips opening to receive the massive purple head of 
his helpless, pendulous cock, while he rammed his tongue deep into her 
moist, pink vagina, rounding his lips and covering the clasping viscous 
opening in a wild sucking performance that seemed to draw at her very 
entrails.


She moaned passionately around the limp flesh of his prick, lifting her 
head and slipping her mouth further up onto it in her insane effort to 
absorb all of it into her mouth and throat. Maddeningly, she slashed at 
the soft, fleshy rod with her tongue, working the foreskin back by 
pulling with thumb and forefinger at its wide base, simultaneously 
sucking strongly at its head as one might in drawing the fruit of a 
grape from its skin; then she cupped his great balls in both hands, 
massaging and squeezing them as she ground her cunt hungrily and 
lasciviously up into his face.


Forrest could feel the wet, gently throbbing flesh of her cuntal 
passage slip moistly around his long extended tongue as the walls of 
her invaded vagina opened and closed in a sucking motion of its own, as 
if it were attempting to extract his tongue deeper and deeper into it.


Madeleine was nearly lost in the lust-inspired rapture of the moment. 
Wildly, she sucked at the limber prick in her mouth, swallowing it into 
her throat and letting him pull it free, only to repeat the act, while 
every muscle in her lovely desire-wracked body tensed as she strained 
her hips upward toward that maddening, searching tongue between her 
legs.


Oh God, she must make him happy ... fulfill him as he was her! She must 
earn her fee ... oh good Lord! It'd never been like this with anyone! 
It was beautiful ... she loved it ... loved him ... loved everyone ...! 
Ohhhh, Igat, Igat ... my baby ... for you ... it's for you ... yes, yes 
... Oh, suck it ... suck it, Lover! "Ummmmmmm," she moaned around his 
prick in her mouth, her drawn-up legs opening and closing around the 
tormenting head that held the gluttonously slashing tongue licking at 
her inflamed-seared cunt. The cords of her neck and thighs stood out as 
savagely she sucked and pulled at his long, flaccid prick in eager 
response to the delight he was bringing her.


"Ohhhhh ... Ummmmmm," she mewled and purled, splaying her legs out 
wider and wider to the sides, allowing him greater access to her wildly 
wanting pussy.


Forrest could stand it no longer. Abruptly, he raised his head and 
reached out for the drawer of the small table at the foot of the 
davenport, while Madeleine squirmed and writhed frantically in search 
of the pleasure-giving tongue that had suddenly deserted her. She 
spewed his prick from her mouth and whined: "Don't stop! My God ... 
please ... don't stop now! Just a little longer, Chri ..."


Forrest sniggered lewdly as he withdrew a chest of rosewood from the 
drawer and flipped it open to display an assortment of six different 
sizes and shaped dildos. He moved off of her then and rose to his knees 
between her widespread legs to hold the open chest for her 
surveillance.


"Have you ever seen such a magnificent collection of cocks, Chri." he 
grinned as he questioned with salacious delight.


Dumbfounded, yet still alive with the incessant desire permeating her 
lust-wracked body, Madeleine stared at the almost human-looking penises 
that lay side by side in their erected state within the velvet-lined 
chest. From them, she raised her eyes questioningly to the handsome, if 
now, slightly demented appearing face of Julian Forrest.


"I ... I don't understand ..." she managed shaking her head in 
confusion. "You ... you want to use one of those on me ...?"


"So ...? You're surprised?" he snapped. "How else? Would you expect me 
to fuck you with this?" He grabbed his long, limp penis and shook it 
uselessly before her.


"I ... I was satisfied with what you were doing, Chri ..." she assured 
him. "It was beautiful ..."


"Enough!" he said sharply. "I'm paying the price, ma chere, eh? You'll 
do as I say ... as I want. Agreed?"


"O-Oui, Chri, h-however you say," replied Madeleine, an inward shudder 
of fear rippling through her at his cold, decisive statement. So ... 
after all, she was only a whore, wasn't she?


He chuckled lewdly. "Now my little cunt, you'll see why I pay you so 
well for my pleasures." He held forth the chest once more. "Choose your 
weapon. Which do you like ... the seven, eight or nine inch prick? The 
seven has an inch-and-one half diameter, the eight, one-and-three-
quarters ... and the nine, a marvelous two-inches. Well .... which one, 
ma chere."


Madeleine stared at the members that appeared as if they might have 
been severed from human male forms ... even to the attached testicles 
... perfectly contoured in every way.


"Well? Well?" he shot at her edgily.


"T-The small one, I think," she answered finally, her eyes dropping 
from his.


Forrest laughed. "Just as I thought." But as he spoke he reached for 
the eight-inch phallus and its matching mate beside it. "You'll need 
the eight, my love," he said, matter-of-factly. He smiled. "After all, 
I've had a better look at that little cunt of yours than you have, eh? 
And we do want you to enjoy this ... seeing as how you'll be doing all 
of the work."


Madeleine watched, another sensation of fear soaring through her as he 
took the two resilient members and screwed them together at their 
bases, making one long, double dildo. Then, from the chest, he took a 
small jar of what looked to be lubricating cream and coated one, but 
not the other. Her eyes sought his, found them and he smiled lustily.


"You're about to take part in a private perversion of my own, Chri." 
he said, licking at his lips licentiously. "You'll see, it's been a 
long time since I've been able to experience normal sex; therefore, it 
was necessary to devise my own methods. My satisfaction is achieved 
through the prostate gland ... as yours is reached through normal 
intercourse of that magnificent little cunt. So ... we approach love 
from a new angle, with the male being the passive member. Do you 
understand?"


Madeleine gaped at him. "I-I'm not sure ..."


"Damn!" he spat. "Lay back and spread your thighs, my little cunt, 
while I work this into you. Then, perhaps you'll get the drift."


"B-But ..."


"Shut up, and do as I say!" Forrest snarled, his smile suddenly leaving 
him. "Don't make me rape you with this, my love ... or you might be 
just a bit sorry."


Slowly, Madeleine lay back, opening her thighs reluctantly as she gaped 
at the massive two-ended weapon he held in his hand. It occurred to her 
then, that any desire she had enjoyed before had suddenly escaped her. 
Instead, a void of emptiness clutched fearfully at the base of her 
stomach and she stared with awe at the vicious looking double-cudgel in 
his hand. Dear God, what was he going to do to her?


"Wider! Open them wider, bitch!" Forrest snarled and she did as he 
pressed the bulging artificial knob toward her cunt's defensively 
clasping opening. At its touch, she spread her legs out wider 
automatically, as far as she could, raising her knees slightly in an 
effort to open herself enough to accept the wicked device he was 
gleefully introducing into her arching vagina.


"Oh ... Ooohhh ... it's so big ...! Oh God I'm afraid! I can't do it! I 
can't take it, Chri!"


The words gushed from her lips fearfully as he jostled its tip for a 
moment against the pink, ragged edges of flesh, then, with a flick of 
his wrist the lust incited man forced the flesh-like plastic tip 
brutally into the vibrating lips of her hair-lined cunt, expanding the 
resisting, elastic opening almost to the ripping point.


Madeleine's head lurched wildly to the side and she half-screamed.


"Aaaagggghhhhh!"


Forrest chuckled evilly. It had penetrated but a cruel inch, and the 
pain-tortured, struggling young lovely tried desperately to kick her 
legs free and escape the tormenting impalement as she clawed at it with 
her hands. But it was easy for him to subdue and hold her helpless.


Oh Jesus! Mother of God! Mercy! Mercy! What kind of monster had she 
uncovered! He would rip her from one end to the other! Her cunt-lips 
were tearing ... her whole crotch splitting! The pain was unbelievable! 
Mercy ... mercy ...!


Forrest watched her with wildly excited, lustfilled eyes. He grinned 
loose-mouthed as he forced the relentless blunt weapon into her one 
more excruciating inch.


"Uuuuuuuggggggghhhhh!"


Again.


"Aaaaggggghhhhhh ... Oh God ... Stop! Stop! You're killing me ... my 
God ...!"


She shrieked and continued to shriek, twisting and writhing, kicking 
her legs high into the air as he sunk the enormous, unbelievable, 
artificial cock deeper and deeper up into her screaming cunt.


"Oh ... Ooooohhh noooo, noooo!" Madeleine sobbed almost hysterically, 
tears streaming painfully from her open but unseeing eyes. "Scream, you 
whimpering bitch!" Julian Forrest spat gleefully. "Scream! Scream! But 
you're going to take all of it ... every last inch ... and love it, do 
you hear? Love it!"


He was insane, Madeleine reasoned somewhere in the back of her tortured 
brain. He was an absolute maniac and he intended to kill her with this 
vicious thing he'd impaled up inside her helpless belly. There was no 
hope ... she'd gone too far this time. "Ooohhh.... oh God in heaven ... 
please ..." she wailed, and her sobbing, struggling protests brought a 
sudden crushing jab from his hands thrusting the torture implement into 
her, sending the giant mock-cock deep into her resisting channel, 
forcing huge ripples of tender, coral flesh in rolling swells before 
it. She lurched convulsively as the onslaught of the elephantine dildo 
smashed into her belly like some rutting brute-animal. It was an 
uncontainable instrument of torture rampaging inside her, completely, 
without question, filling her every tiniest wrinkle and crowding her 
inner organs into crushed squashes that could neither breathe nor move. 
It was lurching for her throat, trying to burst from her mouth. It was 
unbelievable torment ... medieval torture ... some horror out of the 
inquisition itself ...!


And then ... it came to an end ... the maddening pain! He withdrew it 
and plunged it into her in rapid, impossible thrusts, his fist where he 
clutched it slapping hard against her crotch. His wrist insinuated 
itself into the soft, unprotected vale of her wildly spread ass-cheeks. 
The colossal dildo nuzzled quiescently to its guarding flanges, 
interred in her pulsating and stretched cunt like some barbaric, 
chastising instrument of torture.


"Aaaa-aggg-hhh," her lovely lips breathed in welcomed relief.


"Soooo? It's good, eh, Chri?" Forrest probed excitedly. "Better than 
you ever imagined? It fills your cunt to the very depths of your tight 
little belly, doesn't it? Eh? Well? Admit it! Admit it, damn you ..."


"Yes! Yes! Go on! Fuck it!" she half screamed in her helpless 
humiliation and agony. "Ram the bastardly thing into me! Damn you, fuck 
it if that's what you want!"


Forrest threw back his head and laughed. It was even better with her 
than he could possibly have dreamed. She had taken all of it ... all of 
it ... in that tight little hole of hers! Christ! "All right! All 
right! Now it's your turn for fun ... your turn to torture me, ma 
chere!"


Madeleine heard his words, but had no idea what he was talking about. 
Her entire body was covered with a thin film of perspiration from the 
agonies of her subjugated torture, and momentarily, she wanted only to 
lie there and grow accustomed to this massive, if now, stimulating 
weapon he had rammed into her. But, he was pulling at her, trying to 
haul her to her knees and swinging his ass around to face her. "Hurry! 
Fuck my ass with it, bitch! Shove it into me just as I shoved it into 
you! Only you leave it in your cunt ... eight inches in your pussy and 
eight inches in my asshole! Well ... Godamn you, do you want me to beat 
you? Hurry!"


Madeleine couldn't believe her hearing. In her lifetime she had never 
been subjected to perversions of this length. She had heard of them ... 
the weird things that men and women did together and with those of 
their own gender, but she'd never seen nor participated ... Yet, 
something of a sado-masochistic nature swept over her and she felt her 
breaths shortening, her mouth drying in anticipation. Was it because he 
had tormented her and this was a manner of getting even? Or was it the 
very idea of what they were doing? She didn't know ... but God, she 
wanted to ... to thrust the blunt end of the lubricated dildo right up 
into his tightly puckered rectum.


Her breasts heaved as she got to her knees behind him, moving between 
his spread legs toward his hair-covered thighs and buttocks, her eyes 
fastened lewdly upon the fringed crevice of his parted ass-cheeks, the 
exciting sight of his massive, dangling balls, and the round, puckered 
entrance of his dark-brown anus. She held to the dildo thrust tight up 
into her cunt, feeling it massage warmly against her passage walls as 
she kneed herself forward, holding the eight inches of soft, protruding 
flesh-like plastic in her hand much as any man who was about to mount a 
woman might, sensing untold pleasures of sadistic delight spiral 
through her.


Open-mouthed and nearly glassy-eyed, she rotated the head of the fake 
prick around the prunelike mouth of his asshole, the movement causing 
the other end of the mighty instrument to incite new sensations within 
her own loins. God! It was unbelievable! She had never dreamed such 
distorted, depraved innovations. Her delighted loins and belly tingled 
in perverted rapture. She stared down at his tiny puckered anal 
orifice, then ran the massive simulated cock below, caressing his balls 
and slipping between his legs in tantalizing stimulation.


Dear God, she was losing all sense of perspective ... but she didn't 
care ... she didn't! She taunted his clenching asshole with her long 
fingernail. He gasped aloud and lowered his face and shoulders to the 
davenport, forcing his buttocks higher in the air. Slowly, she pressed 
her finger into the rubbery, tight orifice and he whimpered. Her eyes 
bugged and her mouth hung loose as she watched her finger slip up 
inside the clasping, sucking hole, into the warm velvety flesh, never 
stopping until the long length of her entire finger was buried there, 
the palm of her hand resting in the separating crevice between the 
cheeks of his ass, her three other fingers with their long nails 
reaching downward to taunt the base of his balls.


Her brain whirled. She was losing all sense of reason with the 
perverted pleasure overwhelming her. She was a whore! A paid, vile, 
whore ... and this was her reward! Oh God! Oh God! Help me ...!


"Get it in, damn you! What am I paying you for, you stupid cunt! Get it 
into me, you hear! In! In! In!"


She did. Unmercifully so. Pressing the bulging, rubbery head to the 
tight, drawn entrance of his rectum, she clenched her teeth and shoved 
... rammed was a better word, steeling herself to oppose the pressure 
of the inserted end into her vagina as it forced itself almost brutally 
against her cervix, hearing him scream aloud, yet, simultaneously 
forcing his buttocks back onto the invading cudgel, and she clutched at 
his hips gouging her nails into his flesh as she thrust and forced and 
ground the wicked implement right up his waiting asshole to the hilt.


"Oh ... Ohhhhhh! Fuck it! Fuck it, you stupid cunt!" he screamed back 
at her. "Don't stop, godamn you, or I'll beat you senseless!"


She didn't. She was too frightened to stop. Instead, she worked 
demonlike, knowing for the first time in her life what it might be like 
to be the male partner ... listening to him whimper and purl with 
delight as she sent the massive dildo up his passage, and at the same 
time enjoying the pleasure of the huge artificial cock that was reaming 
and exciting her pussy to an extravagant culmination.


"Bend over me! Lay your tits on my back! Hold tight, and reach around 
underneath and milk my prick. Milk it, godamn you!" Forrest wailed back 
at her as he shoved his ass back onto the inhumanly penetrating dildo, 
at the same time forcing the opposite end up deep into her cunt.


Excited with her own mounting and approaching climax, Madeleine thrust 
her loins against his bottom, forcing the plastic phallus far up his 
ass and simultaneously ramming it deeply into her quivering pussy. 
Never before had she experienced anything like this and her 
overwhelming feeling of power and maleness was almost more than she 
could bear. She had to cum ... had to have release, or she'd explode.


She lay forward onto his massive back, grinding her breasts into his 
flesh, as her hand sought his wide-spread crotch beneath, clasping his 
limp prick and milking it according to his demand, the never ceasing 
feeling of dominance growing, growing inside her, pressuring her own 
building climax toward dynamic proportions.


Insanely, she slammed the dildo into both of them, her rounded hips 
working almost fiendishly ... until suddenly, he began to wail, 
whimper, nearly scream in a child-like voice.


"Milk it! Milk it, bitch! I'm going to cum. Now ... now ... nowwwww!"


Madeleine straightened to her knees and plunged the instrument into 
him, feeling and watching her breasts quiver and jerk against her, 
sensing her own beginning stirring of climax inside her loins. She 
leaned forward once more and again began to madly milk his long, thick, 
flaccid prick ... and then he cried out as might a banshee, his arms 
flailing and his ass jumping spasmodically, even as she felt the thick, 
warm, liquid bath drain from his cock onto her hand and the davenport 
beneath, and she plunged into his ass wildly in an effort to attain her 
own release.


"Oh ... oh, don't stop!" she begged as she clung to him, but he did, 
wiggling away from her and jumping to the floor to laugh as she gaped 
at him, the lewd dildo hanging grotesquely from her tightly grasping 
cunt in an obscene picture of lewd perversion.


Forrest slapped his naked knees in delight as he stared at her. "You 
filthy slut!" he sneered. "Get your fucking things on and get out of 
here! Hurry up ... before I call Girarde and tell him what a pig you 
are!"


Madeleine stared at him in disbelieving amazement. "W-What did I do?" 
she managed, after a moment.


He sniggered brutally. "You filthy cunthole!" he hissed. "You're just 
like all the rest ... dirty, filthy whores ..." He spun about suddenly 
and ran in his nakedness for his wallet. He pulled a bill out from it 
and threw it on the floor. "There's your pay, whore! Twenty dollars! 
More than you're worth actually ... but I'll pay it to be rid of you! 
Now ... get out. Get out! You hear? Get out!"


Slowly, Madeleine arose, setting her feet upon the floor and 
extricating the double-dildo from her vagina and dropping it on the 
floor. She could hardly believe the words he'd spat at her. Whatever 
his reason for this sudden change, she had no idea ... except, that he 
might be insane. Perhaps, she was lucky. She'd never experienced 
anything like this before in her new-found profession, but then, 
nothing was impossible, was it ... was it? She didn't speak, only began 
to dress. He watched her eagerly. Her only goal now was to get out of 
there.


"Y-You're beautiful," he said suddenly as she fastened her bra. "I've 
never known anyone as good as you. But ... but now, you hate me don't 
you?"


"No-No ... I don't hate you."


"Was it good?"


"It could have been."


Forrest licked at his lips. He fondled his cock but she pretended not 
to see him. Calmly, she slipped her dress over her head, zipped, then 
found her purse and extracted comb and lipstick.


"You hate me!" he said.


She didn't look at him, only into the mirror as she applied her 
lipstick, even though her whole inner-being cringed in fear. Finally, 
she said: "I don't hate you, Chri ... you've simply disappointed me."


He took several steps toward her, then stopped. "I-I'll make it up to 
you, Madeleine. Y-You were wonderful ... I loved it! Will ... will you 
come back again?"


"Would you ... if you were me?" she questioned.


He went into his wallet and extracted another bill and came close, 
offering it to her. She took it. It was a thousand dollars. A tiny 
thrill of excitement rippled through her. It'd been worth it after all, 
hadn't it ...?


"Will you kiss me good-bye?" he asked.


"Of course."


He followed her to the door and she turned. His hands rested on her 
upper arms and he kissed her. Slowly she dropped one hand with an 
enticing motion, her fingers searching for his long, thick, flaccid 
cock. It found it and went beneath to his balls. He moved closer to 
her, his mouth opening in delight as she cupped his sac ... then, she 
began to squeeze.


In the beginning, it was a slow, tantalizing process that stimulated 
him, but then, it increased in intensity ... harder and harder and 
harder, until he squirmed and she felt his fingers tightening on her 
arms as his mouth pulled away. But she didn't let go. Instead, she 
squeezed harder suddenly, until she could feel his testicles grinding 
... crushing against each other.


And then, he screamed and screamed as he writhed and kicked at her ... 
and she laughed in his face ... finally releasing him to crumble to the 
floor as she smiled and opened the door. "Goodbye, Chri, you bastard!" 
she hissed, and then she closed the door behind her.


Walking to the elevator, Madeleine raised her chin high but her mouth 
fell into a somewhat passionate twinge of denial.


God, she thought, if only it had lasted a little longer ...


Chapter 4


Her apartment surprised Shannon. It was small with a tiny kitchenette, 
livingroom-bedroom combination plus bath, inexpensively furnished but 
neat, girlish and cozy. He nosed around. Her ancient vanity supported 
the usual array of perfumes, cold creams, powders, nail-polishes and 
sundry articles. Her closet contained a sizable display of dresses, 
skirts, blouses, shoes, wraps and coats; her lingerie, silks, hose and 
ngliges were plentiful and fairly expensive. He found a man's suit, 
shirts, ties, several changes of underwear, pajamas and robe that were 
too large to belong to Tony. He grinned to himself; maybe she wasn't 
doing too badly after all.


Behind the bathroom door hung the inevitable douche-bag. Once more, he 
smiled. Tools of the trade, maybe, he mused.


Back in the main room he looked about for pictures but found none. In a 
small desk drawer he discovered a bank-book and noted that the last 
deposit was less than a week previous. The balance showed a little more 
than eighteen-hundred dollars ... Well now, that did shed a brighter 
light on things. So ... there was his stake, all in nice round even 
figures ... and just about enough. Things were looking better and 
better with every passing minute.


There was cold coffee in a pot resting on the small stove and he heated 
it; he was sitting in the one easy chair enjoying a cup when he heard 
the foot-falls approaching along the hallway outside, the key rattling 
in the lock and the door popping open with a certain angry vigor. She 
filled the opening with a decided vision of loveliness, her lack of 
surprise at seeing him there indicating that she had been advised of 
his presence by the bribed building superintendent. She banged the door 
closed behind her and stood looking at him questioningly.


"What the devil is this? I have no brothers," she lied, spitting the 
words at him in fractured English with strong French overtones. "And 
I'm damned sure that I don't know you. What do you want ... who are 
you, eh?"


Shannon smiled and arose casually, setting the cup on the table beside 
him. She was lovelier than Tony's picture had portrayed her ... taller, 
more delicate of feature and darker of eye. A minute appraisal caused 
him to speculate that her natural hair would better enhance her beauty 
than the bleached gold, but he liked the way it fell around her 
shoulders and the light touch of lip-rouge to her sensitive, wide, full 
mouth. The rest of her instigated a little hitch in his breathing that 
he struggled with, aware that the short, green minisheath she wore was 
accentuating sex in the manner its designer had intended.


"The name is Shannon," he said finally. "I'm a friend of Tony."


She tilted her head questioningly. "Tony? I don't know any ..." She 
hesitated. "You mean, Antoine ... my husband, Antoine?"


Shannon nodded. "Antoine to you ... Tony to me." He smiled. "We've been 
... shall we say ... associates for some time. Got to be pretty close 
friends. Nice kid, Tony ..."


"He's a coward and a bastard!" she snapped bitterly. "I want to forget 
that I ever knew him ... or any of his friends. Now, you can get out of 
here, eh?"


She wheeled around, jerked open the door and stepped to one side, 
holding it ajar for him. Shannon walked to it, a trace of the smile 
still playing around his mouth.


"Okay, baby," he said calmly, easing the doorknob from her grasp and 
closing it once more. "So ... old Tony's a coward and a bastard. Fine 
... any way you want it ..." He gazed at her, still appraising, his 
hard blue eyes raking her soft luscious body with obvious 
salaciousness. "But he sure knows how to choose lovely women ... and 
evidently win them."


"So?" she said, without a trace of emotion. "Just what the hell do you 
want, M'sieu ... whatever-your-name is? Did Antoine send you here ...? 
Or maybe you want a handout ... or could it be a little female 
companionship? Whatever, you've come to the wrong place ..."


Shannon felt his face reddening before her acrid, biting words. He 
studied her. Christ, she was a delightful creature, unbelievably 
tempting when she was angry; he could only guess what it would be like 
if she willingly gave herself to a man, but she had yet even to smile 
at him; his cock jerked uncontrollably in his pants. The essence of her 
perfume reached him and suddenly the blood throbbed in his temples; he 
felt the hot perspiration oozing onto his forehead and upper lip, 
coating even the palms of his hands. He was that close to her that he 
could reach out and crush her to him; he had to steel himself ... fight 
the almost overwhelming desire. The time wasn't right as yet; there 
were still several other things to be attended to, first.


Madeleine read the obvious lust in his eyes, in the twist of his not 
unhandsome mouth, and she'd noted the stirring at the front of his 
trousers. Her pink tongue-tip peeked out to moisten her full, lower-lip 
subconsciously. The aftermath of her lack of fullfillment with Julian 
Forrest was still very much in evidence in her own denied loins, but 
the fact that this intruder was a friend of Antoine's and the brazen 
manner in which he had gained entrance into her apartment tarnished the 
luster of any sensual thoughts that passed through her brain. She heard 
herself half-sneer. "Don't let your animal instincts run away with you, 
M'sieu'! I come rather high ... two hundred dollars ... even to my 
husband's vile friends."


It wasn't what she'd said, but the way she had said it that cut 
Shannon. He felt his mouth curving contemptuously and he had all he 
could do to contain himself from slapping her hard. Somehow, he kept 
control; reached beyond her to shoot the bolt on the door into its 
catch; then he walked back to the chair.


"Sit down," he ordered flatly, not looking at her. "I've got a deal for 
you."


Madeleine didn't move. Her antagonism at his uninvited, unwelcomed and 
unwanted presence was causing her to churn furiously within ... this 
along with the unsated little prurient sensations that Julian Forrest 
had aroused and sadistically left to torment her still excited and 
needing loins was both infuriating and confusing her ... in fact, she 
felt as if she might just burst out crying. She bit at her lower lip 
and said: "I'm not interested in any deals you have to offer ..."


"You will be when you hear this one," said Shannon in a confident 
monotone, still not looking at her. He found cigarettes, extracted one 
and held the package out to her. She ignored the gesture and he lighted 
his own. "I'm talking about money, baby ... much, much money ..." He 
let smoke from his lungs while his hard blue eyes focused on her once 
more. "Enough for you to get your kid back and take care of the both of 
you the rest of your lives ... Interested now?"


Madeleine had not shifted her glance from him nor moved since he'd 
closed and bolted the door. Now, in the wake of his words, she stared 
at him with widening eyes, adding a third dimension to her sudden 
frustrated emotions ... astonishment. She said: "How do you know about 
... about my child?"


Shannon smiled thinly. "Her name is Igat. She is five years old, and 
you were seventeen when she was born. Her father was an American 
salesman named Keel from Boston with whom you spent one night ... 
trading your young virginal charms for his promise to take you with him 
to the states ... but he immediately deserted you. When Igat was born 
you allowed a certain drunken Doctor Carey, who, incidentally, 
delivered you, to place the child in the home of Rafael and Madame 
Girarde here in Montreal." He continued to smile. "Stop me if I'm 
wrong," he said.


She didn't speak ... couldn't!


"You came to Montreal to be near your child, found employment waiting 
table and there met Antoine Poirier, adopted nephew of Gaston Larreau, 
the Syndicate's number-one wheel here in Canada. A real nice chap, too, 
this Larreau ... I mean, who else would make his own nephew, adopted or 
whatever, president of a company that he was using to extort beaucoup 
dollars from the public just so he could have a fall-guy? A real 
benefactor, that scrum."


Madeleine could not believe it; she could only stand there and stare at 
him. He had practically reviewed her life in a matter of minutes ...


"Want to hear more?" Shannon questioned.


She couldn't speak.


"Okay ... so, you married Antoine and the two of you were making it 
until Uncle Gaston threw your new husband to the wolves in Ottawa when 
the government turned on the heat. You went into hiding when Antoine 
was sent up in order to get away from Uncle Gaston, whom, unless I miss 
my guess, was trying to get you to play house with him. In the end, you 
wound up with the noble Ministre Of Gouvernment, Rafael Girarde, who 
not only gave you a job in one of his several night spots, but even 
hangs his clothes in your closet. I'd add that for this generous little 
favor, Girarde had arranged for you to see Igat once in awhile, just as 
long as you don't get out of line with the Madame, who'd probably play 
hell if she knew her charming husband had a mistress." Shannon sucked 
at his cigarette and let out smoke once more. "On top of all this, I'd 
guess you were operating a private little lay-business on the side ... 
probably with an exclusive clientele ... and I'd further venture that 
you're just getting back from doing a stroke of business of sorts. Now 
... how close am I to being accurate, baby ...? Or would you rather not 
say?"


Madeleine continued to gape at him, but with a bit more respect and 
less fury than she had known only moments before. Finally, she said: 
"I-I don't understand ... Where ... where did you find these things out 
... I mean, about my baby and the American, Keel ...?"


"From Tony, of course," Shannon replied. "A thousand nights we spent 
talking about it ... all of it ... until I came to feel that I knew you 
as well as he, himself, maybe, even better."


"But ... but," she shook her head, confused, "He ... he didn't know 
about Igat ... at least, I didn't think he did ..."


"Oh, he knew all right, Baby," Shannon assured her. "Uncle Gaston made 
sure he knew, and so did a little girl named Ginny Novak, Larreau's 
mistress ... before he had her dumped into the drink ... quite dead. 
I'm sure you remember that episode."


Madeleine shuddered; she remembered all right. She shook her head, as 
if to rid herself of the horrible memory. Momentarily, she swayed 
slightly and the room seemed to waver before her. Shannon read the 
symptoms, arose quickly and caught her by the arms, helping her to a 
straight-back chair beside the small kitchen table. He eased her down 
onto it and watched her erect full breasts rise and fall as she 
breathed in short measured gasps.


"You have any brandy?" he asked her, taking her wrist between his big 
hands and chafing them.


"B-Bourbon ... in the cupboard," she said, pointing with a nod of her 
head.


He found it and poured substantially into a waterglass, handing it to 
her. Madeleine sipped, then lay back in the chair, stretching out her 
long shapely legs, the tiny skirt of her dress hardly covering two-
inches of her full and rounded nylon-encased thighs as she slumped 
downward into the seat. He swallowed tightly, his eyes locking on the 
tiny wisp of sheer white panties that V'd tightly at her enticing 
crotch above the juncture where the soft, warm white flesh of her 
thighs brushed each other. He forced himself to turn away, then poured 
a lengthy measure of the liquor into a glass and downed it. When he 
turned around again she had raised herself up and adjusted her dress.


"Feel better?" he asked.


"O-Oui ... I think so." She let off a long sigh and rubbed her hand 
over her forehead. "P-Please, M'sieu' Shannon ... sit down ..."


But he didn't; instead, he stood there, his eyes moving over her, 
stripping her hungrily, a certain lasciviousness that she had not seen 
before coming to light in them. Once more, she felt a tiny shudder 
creep over her. She watched him wet his dry lips with his tongue and 
saw his hands clenching and unclenching slowly, as the stirring began 
at the front of his trousers again.


"You ... you spoke of a deal ... and much money," she managed, 
realizing suddenly that the magnetism of his obvious arousal was 
generating its silent communication like an electric current, 
immediately provoking her own unfulfilled desire once more. "Wh-what 
did you mean ...?"


He took two steps toward her and stopped, holding out his hand; he was 
so close to her that if she dropped her eyes from his face they would 
be level with the swollen, throbbing member in his pants. Her breathing 
shortened as automatically she gave him her hand and he said: "That can 
wait ... this can't ... not another damned agonizing minute."


Madeleine gasped as he placed her hand against the rock-hardness of his 
prick and an uncontrollable tingle of excitement rippled through her. 
My God! Had she become that much of a slut that she couldn't control 
herself at the mere touch of a man's erect penis? What kind of bitch am 
I becoming ...? Her brain reeled, much as had the room itself only a 
few moments before ...


"P-Please ... no ..." she stammered, trying to pull her hand free and 
get to her feet, but he held her hand fast against the outline of his 
jerking cock and drew her up tight to him, crushing her full pointed 
breasts into his chest.


"Five years ..." he hissed between his strong, white teeth, his breath 
hot against her face, "five long years since I've had a woman ... and 
I'm going to fuck you, lovely Madeleine, if it's the last thing I ever 
do in this lifetime. You hear?"


He kissed her then, his mouth slamming down brutally against her own 
soft wet one, engulfing her lush ruby-like lips entirely within his 
own, his tongue knifing out to slice between her lips and against her 
teeth savagely, his big hot hands immediately finding the firm, fleshy 
moons of her buttocks to clutch and knead lustfully, while her hand 
imprisoned between them was filled with the growing hardness of his 
long thick jumping shaft as he ground his pelvis ravenously into the 
softness of her belly and loins.


Madeleine couldn't hold back the little gasps she emitted into his 
mouth, while the lewd promise he had just made her ricocheted wildly 
about in her brain, along with the undeniable masculine assurance of 
the pledge she held in her hand ... and suddenly she was stroking and 
caressing it in her rekindled passion and anticipation. God, she wanted 
it ... had to have it to quench the tormenting flames Julian Forrest 
had left burning inside her.


Finally, he raised his head and whispered: "Just one thing, Angel ... I 
thing you're going to have to put these on the cuff ... and I do mean 
these ... because I'm going to fuck you from now right straight through 
until sometime tomorrow ... until neither of us has enough energy to 
move a muscle ... not one fucking muscle ... then, we'll talk some 
business ..."


"Oh ... Oh, God, Chri!" Madeleine whimpered, pressing her mouth up 
tightly against his while simultaneously her hand squeezed his 
throbbing cock and her tiny tongue searched his mouth excitedly. "Oui, 
Oui! Please ... I want you to ... I want you to ... but, we will do it 
my way, eh? Let me make you happy. You've waited so long ... and now it 
must be wonderful for you ... such beautiful love-making that you'll 
never forget it ... ever, ever ..."


"Christ!" Shannon gasped, his prick aching and dancing to the soft 
massaging caresses of Poirier's wife's hand until he was certain he'd 
cum in his pants if she didn't stop. "What the hell are we waiting for? 
Get those godamned clothes off ..."


Now, she smiled at him for the first time and he felt as if he were 
going to melt at the splendor of the sight. "No, Chri, no ... not like 
that," she was saying as she half freed herself and led him over to the 
chair. She pressed him down into it and stood before him. "It mustn't 
just be a tearing off of our clothes and going at each other. Please 
... let me make it beautiful for you ... as it will be for me, if only 
you will let me ...?"


Shannon was breathing like a rutting moose. His prick stuck out in his 
pants with the prominence of a center tent-pole. He stared at the 
unbelievably enchanting girl before him, skeptically. Whatever in hell 
had come over her, he didn't know or understand, only that it was 
almost too fantastic to be true ... like some kind of dream, and God 
knows, he'd had enough of those the past few years ... but he could 
wait that much longer ... as long as she wasn't trying to pull 
something ... like run outside and start screaming rape ... Christ, 
he'd kill her if she tried anything like ...


"You don't understand, do you, Chri?" she questioned, smiling warmly, 
excitedly, and moving away from him to where he had left the bourbon 
beside the sink. "And you don't know whether you trust me or not, eh? 
Yet, you come here to offer me some kind of deal ... Did it ever occur 
to you that I might not trust you either ... that, we have only known 
each other but a few short minutes ... yet, already, I feel that I've 
known you a hundred years?" She looked at him, her eyes sparkling with 
mounting delight as she took ice from the refrigerator and made them 
drinks.


She didn't say anymore and he watched her every move hungrily. Damn, he 
had never seen such a magnificent body on a girl ... and he was going 
to go out of his damned mind if he didn't have her soon.


To Madeleine, it was as if she had suddenly been catapulted into some 
new world of fantasia, yet, for the life of her she couldn't reason 
why. Nothing had happened to change her existence ... except the sudden 
presence of this American ... this handsome, masculine American who had 
forced his way into her apartment ... into her life ... for as sure as 
he sat there before her, she was going to fall in love with him ... and 
there was nothing, she knew, absolutely nothing she could do to avoid 
it.


Dear God, let him be gentle, kind and loving to me ... Please God, I 
beg You.


Shannon watched the provocative movements of her soft, sensual body as 
she brought his drink, then, sat down on his lap, her short dress 
hiking up carelessly to reveal the satin-like white flesh of her thighs 
above her hose. She slipped her arm around his neck and lay back 
against him, cradled in his arms, her round full buttocks shifting and 
undulating over his rock-hard prick.


"Oui, mon cher, I've known you a hundred years," she whispered to him. 
She leaned close and kissed him with tender, wet lips. "Drink your 
drink. I made it strong to relax you ... unwind you ... I want you just 
right for my love-making, eh?"


Shannon swallowed tightly. In a minute he'd wake up. He gulped half the 
bourbon-water away, feeling it burn pleasantly in his throat and belly.


"Better?" she asked.


"Fine ... except I think I'm going to burst."


She tittered lightly, a little chill of excitement racing through her 
as she felt the hardness jerking against her bottom. "And now ..." she 
said softly, "you want to make love to me, don't you, Chri!"


Shannon grunted some unintelligible sound.


She pressed her lips close to his ear and whispered. "I can feel your 
wonderful love tool against my behind, Chri. Mmmmmmm, it feels so good 
..." She ground her buttocks atop of him and heard him launch into 
deeper, heavier breathing. "Now ... you sit right here and watch me, 
mon cher ... I'm going to undress for you, eh?"


Like a wood-sprite, she was off his lap and out of his reach, only a 
few feet away, but to Shannon it was almost as if he were gaping 
through her bedroom window, for she went about the delightful 
performance as if she were alone in the apartment. He watched her tiny, 
minidress slip to the floor about her feet as she moved slowly, 
provocatively, not looking at him, with never the slightest trace of 
obscenity to her movements. Her nonchalance caused his cock to jerk 
wildly in his pants and he gulped at his drink once more. Then, she 
turned her back to him and bent down to retrieve her dress, the full 
rounded orbs of her buttocks causing his erection to lurch once more as 
he gaped at the sheer white nylon strip of her panties tightening 
snugly between her firm, full thighs, slipping tauntingly into the 
soft, rounded crevice of her buttocks to remain, caught there as she 
straightened up and moved toward the closet to hang her dress. He 
stared after her, his breath knotted in his throat, while she crossed 
the room, her magnificent, rounded ass-cheeks quivering enticingly as 
she walked.


Shannon raised his glass to his lips and drained it. His brain whirled 
in wild, ever-increasing lust at the beautiful, erotic sight taking 
place before him. Christ, she was extraordinarily lovely ... as Maggi 
had once been lovely ... but this enticing creature ... Christ! He 
never remembered seeing such gorgeous legs, such texture of skin, such 
grace of movement.


He gaped at her in panties and bra, garterbelt and hose ... her high-
heels ... Maggi had never looked like that ... no other woman had ever 
set him off this way ... shit ... five long years ... he was going to 
flip ...!


She came toward him. "You like me, Chri?" she said down to him, 
suddenly standing between his outstretched legs, her panties and bra 
gone and he hadn't even seen her remove them ... her magnificent 
breasts, so full, so erect, their dark red nipples distended at their 
tips, the breathtaking contours of her body ... the black, silken 
fleece at the base of her smooth, white young belly ... He gulped. Her 
hose and garter-belt and heels were the final touches to blow his mind.


"Y-You're ... you're too much, Baby ... absolutely beautiful," Shannon 
hissed between his teeth, the glass falling from his hand to the floor, 
not breaking, but being ignored by both of them.


She lowered herself slowly to her knees before him and between his 
legs. "Now, Chri," she whispered softly, looking up at him, a facet of 
mysterious light dancing on her moist lips and in her eyes as it might 
upon a chest of rare gems, "I must see you!"


Shannon made no move of his own while she unbuckled his belt, opened 
the waist and unzipped his trousers. His breath was a lump in his 
throat, his hardly believing mind a turmoil of lust, as her soft cool 
hand slid inside the cotton of his shorts to slowly grasp his prick and 
maneuver it out into the room with them. He grunted loudly at her touch 
and felt it lurch spasmodically in her hand.


"Oh God, Chri!" she gasped, her eyes engorging themselves on the rigid 
hardness of the long, thick member. "It's beautiful ... beautiful ...! 
And I'm going to love it so much ... Oh, I know it's going to make me 
so happy ..."


Shannon groaned again as her small, long-fingered hand almost, but not 
quite, encircled his shaft, and he saw the tiny drops of lubricating 
fluid that oozed from its tip in his mounting lust. He watched as if 
hypnotized as her white gentle hand massaged and stroked it, drawing 
the heavy foreskin back and forth, up and down ... and then, all of a 
sudden, she leaned over it, her tiny pink tongue flicking out to lick 
away the moisture at its tip and he gasped and reached for both of her 
full, lush breasts, cupping and squeezing them in his big greedy hands, 
feeling their hard pulsating nipples press teasingly into his palms as 
slowly she lowered her head and her tender, wet, lipstick-rimmed lips 
ovalled, warmly encircling his cock.


Down ... down ... down. Her head seemed to go as she absorbed his 
throbbing prick up into the warm, moist enclosure of her mouth, her 
tongue lashing and working against its heavy veined, hard flesh in 
tantalizing rhythm, and then as she raised her head and her ovalled, 
clasping lips sucked their way to its very tip he could feel the 
incredible swirling motions of her tongue, until finally, its point 
taunted and exploded the tiny orifice at its end.


Christ! He was going to lose his mind! It was out of this world ... he 
had to get his clothes off and get at her before his balls burst like 
an exploding firecracker!


"Wait!" he gasped hoarsely, pushing her back and moving to his feet 
around her, tearing at his clothes savagely. "I can't wait any longer! 
I've got to fuck you between the legs, now! Understand? Now!"


"Oui, oui, Chri. I understand," she said almost breathlessly, getting 
quickly to her feet and going to the bed to stretch out enchantingly 
before him, watching his frantic efforts to strip himself ... and then, 
he was on top of her, his hot hungry mouth all over her face and lips, 
his tongue sinking deeply into her mouth and throat as his hands 
kneaded her heavy, swollen breasts and explored her body ravenously.


Expertly, she maneuvered him between her spread thighs and whispered: 
"Hurry, mon cher let me draw the tension out of you this first time ... 
don't think of me ... just yourself ... Fuck me hard and shoot your 
cream into me until you're all relaxed ..."


She reached down beneath her thighs which she drew up quickly, and he 
felt her cool hand take his prick. Her touch once more sent a shock 
into his rigid flesh and his uncircumcised foreskin ripped back as she 
gently guided him at her vagina, until he could feel the moist fleshy 
warmth and the soft, tickling curls of her pubic hair grazing against 
his shaft, waiting for its entry.


"Oh Chri. Chri!" she whispered, losing the words in a groan which 
broadened and deepened as he lunged madly into her.


Her moist heat clasped him like a warm, resisting, velvet glove, and he 
swore aloud vilely as he began to pump and thrust vigorously up into 
her upturned pussy, long, urgent strokes that filled her receptive cunt 
to greater and greater depths.


Beneath him, her body quivered and trembled and her pebble-hard nipples 
pushed into him with a pointed, erect pressure; her warm soft belly 
brushed against his and her thighs clamped and unclamped, holding and 
releasing him as the warm clasping inner-muscles of her cunt sucked and 
pulled toward his much needed release.


"Oh ... oh, Christ!" he groaned as he felt the velvety sheath of her 
cunt squeezing and sucking along the full length of his lust-crazed rod 
of hardened flesh.


"Chri. Chri, mon Dieu ... oui, oui ... fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" 
Madeleine whispered over and over again as she bucked and writhed in 
under him. "Cream into me, darling, cream into me!"


Her face moved from side to side; marks appeared on her lips where she 
bit them, and every so often her mouth came against his and her teeth 
bit into him and she sucked his tongue, then forced her own between his 
lips, gasping warm breaths into his throat.


"Oh ... Oh ... Oh!" Shannon gasped, his mouth falling open loosely. "I 
can't hold it back, Baby! Christ, it's going to cum!" he blurted as he 
ceaselessly pounded his inflated cock deep into her white, rounded 
little belly with long cruel strokes. He could feel the hot, white 
sperm amassing within the reservoir of his throbbing balls as they beat 
a tattoo against her marvelously naked and upturned ass. Wildly, he 
thrust his tongue far down her throat and with harsh kneading hands, 
clutched the wide open cheeks of her lush white buttocks hard up 
against his ramming pelvis, while he slammed his now spewing cock 
brutally into her unresisting cunt.


"Oui ... Oui! Cum Cum, mon cher! Fill me! Fill me!" Madeleine urged him 
salaciously, at the same time, feeling the carnal delight taking place 
inside her as the turgid, pulsating head of his deeply sunk cock 
suddenly flared into a hugeness that threatened to mangle and tear her 
inner organs. It began to spurt! She could feel the delicious hot, 
white liquid shooting into her with the force of molten fire, sloshing 
around her dilated womb like great streams of searing lava.


Oh God, how she wished she could cum with him at that very moment, but 
she couldn't ... she couldn't ... not yet ... almost, but not quite ... 
Oh God ... Oh God! Her eyes were closed and all of the time he shot 
into her, her mouth worked and trembled and her neck was strained as 
she thrust back her head in the intensity of her feeling ... and then, 
trembling, he relaxed on top of her, and she put her arms around him, 
laying beneath him, neither of them speaking for several minutes. 
Finally, he rolled partially off her but she wouldn't let him go 
entirely, even after his limp member slid out of her; instead, she 
cradled him there between her wide-spread thighs and drew his head down 
to rest against her full, soft breasts.


"It was good, Chri?" she whispered.


"Damn," he sighed. "It was ... it was ... hell, there's no way to 
describe it, Baby ... It was terrific."


"I'm glad," she said into his ear. "My stomach feels full of you and I 
wanted it to be ... and now you're relaxed ..."


"For a minute," he said, his cheek pressed into the soft, resilient 
warmth of her heavy breast. He pursed his lips oddly, kissing the 
satin-smooth flesh almost from the side of his mouth, then taunting it 
with his tongue as he moved closer to the nipple and sucked it between 
his lips in the same side fashion. "But a hell of a long ways from 
being satisfied, Angel ... as you'll see in a minute."


His words caused a new and titillating sensation to spiral through 
Madeleine's still impassioned body. God, already she loved him. It was 
insane and unfeasible, ridiculous ... even impossible ... but it was 
true! She loved him ... and she didn't even know his name ... not his 
whole name. She ran her hand over his short cropped hair while his 
tongue and lips, nibbling and taunting her erect nipple, sent chilling 
fermentations jolting through her. She managed: "Ch-Chri ... I don't 
even know your name ...?"


"Shannon," he mumbled against her breast.


"That's all?"


"That's enough."


"I ... I think I love you, Shannon," she whispered.


He didn't answer, but he smiled a little to himself. It was going 
better than he could ever have possibly dreamed. What more could he 
ask? Christ, she was a luscious bitch ... and with enough loot in the 
bank to set his little operation in motion beautifully. His smile 
broadened: he thought, if old Tony could only see him now with his cock 
planted deep between his sweet young wife's widespread legs ... poor 
bastard ...


"Did you hear me, Shannon, Chri?" she interrupted his thoughts. "I 
think I love you ..."


"I heard you," be answered softly. "What do you want me to say?"


"Nothing ... I guess ... yet. But ... you will be good to me ... gentle 
and kind ... you won't hurt me ...?"


Again, it wasn't her words as much as her sincerity of tone that 
touched him. He felt like a rotten ass. He raised his head and looked 
down into her beautiful face. Her lovely dark eyes were moist and her 
parted lips wet, intoxicating, in her emotional and unbidden desire. He 
lay his lips tenderly against hers and felt her tremble beneath him. 
Then, he said: "We're going to make a half million dollars, Angel ... 
you and I ... and we're going to take back Igat and go a long, long way 
from here ... together ... the three of us ... Now, how does that sound 
to you?"


Slowly, his statement registered and her eyes widened in amazement. She 
repeated: "A ... a half-million dollars ...? Mon Dieu! What are you 
saying? How, Chri? Please ... please, don't make fun of me ..."


Shannon grinned down at her. "It's anything but that, little girl," he 
said convincingly. "A half-million ... that's what Gaston Larreau's 
going to pay for the return of his one and only child ... That's right, 
Baby ... I'm going to kidnap and hold Annette Larreau for ransom ... 
and you're going to help me ..."


Madeleine felt her muscles tighten and her breath hitch at even the 
mention of the little czar's name, let alone the incredible words that 
followed. An icy clamminess crept over her and she caught his face 
between her hands to hold it up where she could see and study it. She 
said: "You ... You can't mean what you said ...?"


"Every word."


"M-Mon Dieu! It's insane! He'd kill you ... both of us! Believe me, 
Shannon, I know him. It's impossible. Please ... tell me that you're 
joking ...?"


Shannon grinned down at her frightened, beautiful face. He kissed her, 
then began to run his hand down over her breast and ribs tauntingly, 
exploring really for the first time. She trembled lightly beneath his 
touch. He said: "We'll talk later, Chri, when we've less to do. Plenty 
of time ... right now, I want some more of you ... only this time, it's 
your turn little girl."


"B-But ... oh ... oh ... my Shannon ... my Shannon," she moaned 
receptively as she felt his thick member stirring against her thigh 
once more and she let her arms slip around his neck while he eased his 
tongue deep into her mouth and she began to suck gently on it, nibbling 
with tiny sharp nips of her small white teeth, sending new spasms to 
run the length of his spine. At last, she said: "Oh my Chri ... my 
Chri ... I'll do anything you say ... just love me ... I need you so 
badly ... Oh, don't ever leave me, mon cher ... I'll do anything ... 
anything you say ...!"


Chapter 5


Madeleine pressed her thigh up against his crotch, bringing his cock to 
a hurting hardness once more. Shannon grunted, feeling the wetness from 
its seminal weeping at the tip of the turgid, rubbery head.


"Oh, my Shannon, Chri ... you make me so happy ... I-I want to know 
every inch of you," she whispered, running her fingers through his 
hair, her breath warm and sweet in his face. He still lay atop of her 
and she kissed him, darting her tongue up into his mouth again as he 
moved his hands down beneath her to the smoothness of her buttocks, 
cradling the soft round spheres in his palms and splayed fingers. She 
clung tightly to him, then ran her hands exploringly down over his lean 
hard flesh, pale from his long incarceration, searching eagerly into 
the private hollows of him. Her head swam with the thrilling delight of 
the moment, with the anticipation of her fulfillment to come. Dear God, 
how she needed him ... how she was always going to need him ... how she 
would love him forever and ever and ever ...!


His cock pressed almost savagely against her thighs, its generous head 
splitting the narrow, hair-lined slit of her cunt-lips as it lay poised 
and ready, as if it might plunge into her again at any unknown second. 
The thought induced her to lift her hips suddenly, raising both of them 
while she moved her arms around beneath her buttocks and with the 
fingertips of both hands, spread her soft, fleshy vaginal lips more 
open to him, offering an even greater tensing contact for his prick 
with her moist, sensitive cuntal flesh. Then she dropped back onto the 
bed, his throbbing rod caught tightly between her thighs.


Shannon's own brain began to swirl once more with the erotic pleasures 
of her inviting body. Christ, he'd forgotten it could be like this ... 
that a man could completely lose all sense of perspective once he lay 
caught between a lovely woman's legs ... and this was the most enticing 
creature he had ever known ... but he wasn't going to kid himself ... 
she was no amateur ... no dainty godamned little flustered wife who had 
suddenly lost her husband to the law and was waiting patiently on the 
shelf for his return ... This delightful, breathtaking bitch had 
somehow become a seasoned whore in unsuspecting Tony's absence, and he, 
Shannon, intended to take full advantage of her talents, as well as her 
bank-balance ... and on top of that he was going to make her love it.


He trailed his hands over the soft curves of her naked body and she 
began a slow, rhythmic undulation with her hips; he could feel the long 
smooth muscles and cords beneath the sun-tinted flesh ripple lightly, 
indicating a hidden, unexpected strength he had not noticed before. In 
his mind he could feel the soft but powerful sinews of her thighs 
gripping at his back again when he buried his cock into her.


She whined, cat-like, and mashed her lips against his, writhing her 
smooth flat belly tight up to him, her long nails raking the flesh of 
his back as he drew her naked loins up tighter to him. He tasted the 
delicious sweetness of her desire-heated mouth as he moved up and down 
slowly, the insinuated full-length of his hardness massaging her 
widespread cuntal slit that was wrapped so warmly and wetly around his 
shaft, and growing more wet with every passing second; he felt her 
firm, full buttocks tauten and relax in his hands as she began a more 
frantic rotation up against his loins, until at last, her legs shot out 
wide to the left and right of his naked, grinding body, her calves 
returning to encircle and press against the backs of his thighs in an 
effort to pull and lock him tighter into her.


"Oooohhh ... now, Chri ... now! Fuck me ... please ... fuck me before 
I go mad!" she groaned against his lips, her panting breath hot in his 
face, her hand darting down between them to grasp his throbbing prick 
and guide it further into her between the fleshy, hair-fringed lips of 
her moist, quivering cunt.


Shannon grunted loudly at her touch, unable to hold himself back any 
longer, and with a decisive movement of his hips, drove his pulsating 
shaft with a flesh-resounding smack deep into the grasping hot mouth of 
her wanting pussy.


"Oooohhhh," she whimpered pleasurably under him, while the amazing 
tightness of her moist velvety passage walls sheathed his sensitive, 
steel-hard spear of flesh with a skilled muscle control that raised 
another guttural grunt of delight from deep in his throat.


He thrust viciously, sending his long, aching cock up into her warm 
tight cunt with hellish force, driving and pounding, the flow of her 
lubrication fluids mixed with his own sperm from before, easing the way 
with each plunge, until at last the blood-inflated head of his heavy 
rod struck bottom and his balls slapped hard between the smooth rounded 
cheeks of her desperately clenching ass.


Madeleine wailed with the pain-pleasure and writhed in a moment of 
brief agony beneath him as the bloated head of his cock rammed and 
pummeled the depths of her secret womanhood, but her cry of torment 
only incited him to greater lust and he drove harder, grinding his 
pelvis solidly into her soft loins, flexing the head at the apex of his 
thrust to raise a further groan of masochistically desired pain from 
her, then, he paused momentarily to allow his own ache from his vicious 
entry to deplete itself.


Little purling sounds of servitude continued to tumble from her lips as 
she lay beneath him completely subjugated to his meagerest whim, 
entirely impaled by his lust-famished, heavy cock probing the very 
intricate depths of her warm soft belly, and a never before feeling of 
sadistic power came over him, causing him to tormentingly flex the hot, 
blood-engorged head again and again, raising a series of gurgling moans 
from between her erotically delighted, gnashing teeth.


She labored tautly up against him and he ground harder into the hot, 
moist flesh, feeling her arch her crotch needfully up to him, lifting 
both of their bodies from the bed while she whimpered incessantly and 
he began his thrusting cock-tempo once again. He felt her strong legs 
tighten and release around him at his hips as she started to work up 
and down his hardened stalk of flesh with her clasping pussy, until 
they had established a mutual rhythm and her head started to loll in an 
ungovernable pattern from side to side, while her mouth opened and 
closed in delicious abandon.


"Oh, Mon Dieu! My handsome Chri ... You're magnificent ...! I love 
you! Don't ever leave me ... promise you'll never leave me ... Oh, mon 
Cher ... it's such a beautiful cock ... I must have it with me always 
to fill my cunt like it is right now. Oh God ... Chri, tonight I'll 
suck and kiss it until dawn ... Oui ... Oui! Ooohhhh, mon cher, do 
more! Do more! Hurt me! Make me your woman ... your slave ... Put your 
finger in my ass! Please ... please ... hurry! Oui, hurt me, my lover!" 
she begged like a wild bitch in heat in the uncontrolled throes of her 
ecstatic trance.


Her plea set off a near maddening current of sensation within him, 
fostering a new tremor of licentious lust to race furiously to his 
cock, his brain, and his groping hands. He searched in under her and 
found the wide-spread crevice between her rounded buttocks while he 
pounded his ever-growing prick into the soft wetness of her seething 
cunt. He sought her tiny, hairless anus with his middle finger, 
trailing along the velvety smoothness of the undulating furrow, finding 
it without difficulty ... and finding it wet from a thin rivulet of 
warm seepage that had dribbled down from where his cock pleasurably 
sawed into her. She shivered in carnal delight as he taunted the 
puckered little hole, lubricating the tiny orifice with the balled pad 
of his index finger before teasing and probing it with the firm tip. He 
sensed her lovely ass press back onto the stiffened digit while he 
pressed hard into it, surprised at first at its resistance ... then, 
all of a sudden, it popped, its elastic ring of rubbery flesh seeming 
to open like a small mouth to absorb and suck his finger inside to the 
first knuckle joint. She lurched beneath him, almost as if she were 
trying to escape the sudden invasion.


"Oh ... oooohhhh! Oui, oui! You hurt me so tenderly, mon cher. Oui ... 
more ... more! Mon Dieu, my lover ...! Hurt me ... fuck me harder ... 
harder ... harder!"


Shannon was wild in his own building rapture. He'd never before 
realized ... dreamed perhaps ... but never believed it could happen to 
him ... that there actually lived such passionate, passionate females 
... His brain was a saturated, spongelike component of lust. He thrust 
his imbedded finger further up into her clasping asshole, as 
simultaneously he increased the stroke of his pillaging cock into the 
warm, wet channel of her cunt, and felt her soft smooth rectum walls 
the length of his long probing finger to the palm of his hand, causing 
her to cry aloud with the wanted, masochistic pleasure-pain that had 
unquestionably seized all control of her soft, naked flesh.


She skewered her buttocks shamelessly back down onto the distended 
finger, searching, thrusting, encircling the elastic depths of her back 
channel, seeming to revel on its unnatural presence as he rotated it 
unmercifully inside the warm, rubbery cavern of her rectum, while at 
the same time, he could feel the in-and-out thrusts of his heavy cock 
through the thin, fleshy partition separating the two entrances of her 
passages ... feeling his cock with his exploring, pummeling finger, and 
his finger against the sensitivity of his pounding, aching prick.


Shit! It was too much! He was going to flip his fucking mind if he 
didn't cum again soon!


He sought to establish a combination of finger and cock, until he was 
fucking into her with furious unison in his effort to bring her to 
climax, while she groaned and writhed unceasingly beneath him. She 
spread her long white legs to the fullest in order to give him the 
greatest access to this unnatural ravishment of her sensitive sexual 
genitals, and all of a sudden, he sensed his prick expanding more and 
more ... growing inside her to that point where he was certain it would 
erupt like a boiling volcano from the ever-increasing, needle-like 
pressure building unbelievably in his already bloated balls that were 
smacking in steady cadence down between her smooth grinding buttocks 
and against his own probing hand with finger buried far in the secret 
depths of her asshole.


Christ, he thought, he couldn't last much longer! She was too much for 
his unpracticed staying-power. Damn ... he didn't want to disappoint 
her; he needed her ... both her ass and her money ... but his cock was 
ready to shatter with the load he was going to blow through it! Hell, 
he couldn't hold it back, was all ... not much longer, and that was for 
damned certain! Christ ...!


He began slamming into her with longer, harder strokes as his finger 
gouged her wide-stretched rectum wildly. She gripped him tight over his 
back with her thighs, her face contorted in a wild mask of animal lust 
and he hoped dazedly that she was getting ready to cum. He just 
couldn't last another minute, that's all there was to that! Christ ... 
Then, he heard her begin to moan and whimper like an animal, little 
guttural sounds that were coming from deep in her throat, and he felt 
her strong working thighs opening and closing around him as she thrust 
upward onto his cock and backward onto his finger to the tempo of his 
savage ravaging of her loins.


"Ooooohhhh ... harder, Chri. Fuck harder! Harderrrr!" Madeleine 
coughed, then spewed forth a barrage of foul and obscene words as she 
drove her heels high into the flesh of his back. Abruptly, she drew up 
her legs, raising them up over his shoulders, presenting him with the 
full, wide-spread plain of her beautiful, upraised crotch. Her eyes, 
like her teeth, were locked securely together, while her face twisted 
and strained as her orgasm came onto her.


"Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu! J'arrive! Oui! Oui! Chri ... I'm 
cuuuummmiinnngggg!"


She whimpered, cried out, then actually screamed, pulling her thighs 
back tighter until the whole of her hungrily sucking vaginal slit was 
offered up to him to take as he wished. She thrust her crotch 
ceilingward with bruising force, her mouth falling open loosely, her 
nostrils flaring, wail after wail escaping her as she screwed herself 
up onto his battering cock and clung there while the hot, moist walls 
of her cunt milked desperately at his prick like the mouth of a 
starving child.


Her uncontrollable ecstasy drove him on and he continued to hammer into 
her as he felt the warm gushes of wet, sticky fluid bathe his 
plundering cock, flooding his shaft and balls, and as she jerked and 
lurched beneath him spasming wildly, the mouth and lips of her channel 
drawing at him feverishly, her breath laboring in short, deep gasps, 
Shannon sensed his own hot, wet sperm race the length of his prick in 
stimulating rapture, wracking his lean frame as it squirted from the 
top of his cock far, far up into her soft quivering belly. It convulsed 
and spewed in never ending bliss inside her and she ground her still 
hungrily nibbling pussy possessively up tight against its buried 
depths.


"Oh, oui, oui, mon cher ... pump all of it into me! All of it! It's 
mine ... mine ... mine! Your cream is mine!" she mumbled, her thighs 
quaking, her belly trembling with the unleashed pool of warm pleasure 
he was emptying into her. Until, at last, he fell heavily relaxed on 
top of her and once more she encircled him inside her caressing arms.


She sighed from deep in her breast, her legs falling limp, shamelessly, 
while her heart pounded in her chest. Her body had been fulfilled at 
last ... and Oh God, how fulfilled ...


"Chri.... mon Chri," she whispered. "I love you ... You believe me, 
eh?"


Shannon swallowed and gave off a long sigh of his own. "I believe you, 
Baby."


"And we will be very happy ... I know ... won't we, Chri.


"Very ... once we get all that money, we have to be happy, Angel ... 
Money's the secret."


"And we will get my baby? My little Igat ...?"


"Of course, we'll get her," said Shannon, finally rolling off her to 
the side, on his back. "You never signed any papers with the Girardes, 
did you?"


Madeleine turned toward him and raised to one elbow, her magnificent 
breasts brushing against him pendulously. "Papers?" she repeated, then 
slowly shook her head. "There were never any papers, Chri."


"Good," he said. "Then, there's no question. Igat is still legally your 
child, and we'll get her when we're ready ... after we take care of the 
Larreau business."


His confident words sent a thrill of elation soaring through Madeleine. 
She clutched at his arm tightly. Dear God, they were going to be so 
happy, just the three of them ... "Tell me, Chri. what do you want me 
to do? How can I help?"


Shannon smiled, then rolled toward her. He said: "Well now ... you just 
lay quiet, Baby, keep your legs open and I'll tell you all about it 
..."


Chapter 6


Annette Larreau could not definitely pinpoint the exact moment in her 
twenty-two years when she first contemplated suicide; it was as if the 
idea had been haphazardly floating around in her brain as far back as 
she could remember, before all of her father's mistresses, before 
"Cousin" Antoine had been sent to prison and his Madeleine had 
disappeared, before the evil ogre who had first her committed her 
mother to an institution for the mental deficient when she was ten, 
even prior to the time when she had come to understand that the name 
Larreau was synonymous with every conceivable vice and evil imagined or 
otherwise, and that her father was lord-governor of the domain.


All the same, she had never tried it, nor was it a mania or fixation 
with her, any more than did she fall into morbid states of depression 
or dwell on the subject when she was with the select few people she 
called friends. The simple explanation was that she had long ago 
decided she was a social freak and had always been, that the sight of 
her name in the elite gossip columns nauseated her, that she did not 
belong and in general, was not wanted; but she was that novelty piece, 
the risqu bit, the notorious daughter of the nefarious Gaston Larreau, 
crime czar; and her first and immediate appearance at any function 
always made for a delightful raising of eyebrows and exciting under-
the-breath conversation. The entire picture of her whole life had been, 
presently was, and would be as long as she existed, a waste, and she 
had no desire to continue on with it further. It was that simple; the 
time had finally come to put an end to things, but the question was, 
how?


Being of the new, mod, non-violent generation, she abhorred guns, 
knives and the like, and the mere thought of strangulation by hanging 
one's self, or administering poison, even wrist-slashing, seemed 
nothing short of crude, abominable methods. An overdose of sleeping 
potions was probably the more practical and less painful approach, 
however, a little item on the back page of the Montreal Star had 
finally helped her to make up her mind. It was a short and concise 
piece that told of a young man being found in his apartment, dead from 
an overdose of heroin: thus, Annette Larreau decided to become an 
addict first ... a corpse later, once the novelty wore off.


There was one more issue of importance to be taken into consideration 
she thought, as she drove her sporty red, Karmann-Ghia south on Highway 
9 from Quebec City where she had spent a "square-peg" few days with old 
Laval schoolmates, and that was the disposition of the sleek, noble 
beast seated erectly on the seat beside her ... the future of her 
gallant and faithful Great Dane, Sir Launcelot. He was devoted to her 
and she loved him with a depth of feeling that went far beyond the 
shallow emotions peculiar to the human animal; she loved him as no 
woman ever loved even her lover, and the thought of leaving him behind 
to the unmercy of the world raised tears each time it crossed her mind. 
Yet, she had only to look into his great brown eyes to know that she 
couldn't bring herself to take his life; still, neither could she bear 
to leave him behind to some worse fate ... Dear God, she did love him 
so ...!


He was the only meaningful thing her father had ever given her, and she 
had raised him from a pup, raised, trained and taught him that his 
entire existence was meant to fill the void in her life. She had 
treated him as a human, never an animal, showering her love upon him 
and demanding the same in return. Her Launcelot had never known 
copulation with another dog for she had denied him that, jealously so, 
but in place of a bitch dog she had given him herself, patiently 
teaching and guiding him until she was certain there was no human of 
the male specie who could begin to match his magnificent love-making.


Dear God, she had only to think of their nightly intimate moments to 
work herself into a sexual frenzy. If only people could rise to the 
level of so-called dumb animals ... what a different and wonderful 
world it would be, she thought. She reached over and stroked his great 
head, smiled at him and he whined back his response. Damn, for two 
cents she was tempted to pull off on a side road to some secluded spot 
and let him lick her between her legs to climax. That anticipating, 
wanting expression was gleaming innocently in his great round eyes, and 
the mere thought had pleasurably moistened the tight, hairlined slit 
between her warm, itching thighs. She shifted in the seat and felt her 
panties draw snugly up into the soft, vibrant crevice, gently splaying 
the fleshy lips to tauten provocatively against her suddenly aroused 
clitoris. Once more, she squirmed her buttocks down into the leather of 
the cushion causing delightful little sensations to tingle in her loins 
and belly. The giant dog, with ears erect, watched her and whimpered 
longingly, his brown eyes pleading, as if somehow he could, and had, 
read her thoughts. His nose twitched also, as if the odor of the 
excitement forming down between her legs had wafted over to him.


Annette laughed warmly, almost excitedly, again reaching over to stroke 
his head. "Ah ... mon cher, but I'm afraid it will have to keep, eh? 
Maybe later, sweetheart ... but for sure, tonight ..." Then, her smile 
changed to an expression of sadness. After awhile, she said: "My 
gallant Launcelot ... what's to become of us, you and me ...? We are 
all that either of us have in this rotten world ... and in all 
humaneness I can't leave you behind when I go ... nor can I take your 
life ... Mon Dieu ... I don't know ... I don't know, Chri."


Her abrupt solemn change of mood immediately dispelled her prurient 
desires of a few moments before. She settled back in the seat and drove 
with her eyes fixed on the road as she thought. There was something 
almost sadistic in the method she had settled on to bring things to an 
end for herself, plus the idea of addicting her body to heroin, 
inasmuch as her own father filled his coffers from the illicit traffic, 
amongst other evil things; yet, at the same time, it sounded like a 
wild and crazy adventure. She'd tried it and liked it, freaked-out on 
"speed" a few times and forgotten her woes, but "smack" was going to be 
a brand new trip, and getting the stuff should be simple. Armand 
Nicolet would help her.


She smiled as she thought of sweet little Armand, son of Canada Steel's 
first family, introvert, homo and addict. He'd help her all right; they 
were buddies who occasionally cried on one another's shoulder, 
understood each other's plight, had even slept together to see if he 
could stand it heterosexually, but with the exception of a bit of 
soixante-neuf it had fallen flat for him. Still, they were friends each 
knowing and sharing the other's problems, finding mutual consolation in 
their individual ostracism from the established world. Tonight, she'd 
see Armand and the few others she called friends ... tonight at Mother 
Turtle's ... and that would be the beginning of the end ... but first, 
she was going home and spit in her father's eye. That was one more of 
the few remaining pleasures she still enjoyed on this earth.


*   *   *


Gaston Larreau, when he stood, towered a maximum of five-feet-seven-
inches, a portion of this supplied by his one-hundred-and-fifty dollar 
elevator shoes, but what he lacked in height he made up in width, both 
in belly and shoulders, for he moved the scale-hand beyond the two-
hundred-seventy pound mark. He possessed a glistening, naked pate and 
was deeply indebted appearancewise to his tailors who made him appear 
meticulous of dress. His nubbin head was round and set close between 
his shoulders, leaving him neckless, while his round-face gave him a 
pumpkinish look; his small grey, nearly colorless eyes were spaced too-
wide apart, just as his too-small ears clung tight to his head. The 
aged scar left from an early razor wound ran the length of his right 
cheek, ending at the corner of his mouth, making the flesh there puffed 
and malformed until he smiled, and then one noticed little else but the 
line of strong golden upper teeth.


At the moment, he was not smiling as he sat imperiously behind the 
massive desk in his "ballroom" sized study, facing his daughter who had 
walked in to inflict a bit of mental torture on this man whom she 
despised with a passion.


"The hell you say!" he blurted in his native tongue. "The Godamned hell 
you say girl. I won't stand for it, you hear? Not one godamned minute 
will I stand for it ...!"


The idea had come to Annette not minutes before as she walked into the 
house. It was so insane and bound to torment him that she couldn't 
imagine why she hadn't thought of it before. Right at the moment, she 
could hardly control her elation as she watched the little ogre before 
her fume and rant, and even Launcelot at her side momentarily bared his 
teeth and growled at the fat man's sudden fury.


"I can't imagine what you're going to do about it, pere," she said in 
English, knowing this, too, irked him. "I've made up my mind ... I'm 
going to marry Armand Nicolet."


"Jesus Christ! You must be out of your rattled head!" the czar 
bellowed. "You know what he is ...? Do you? That godamned little queen! 
He's one of those, for Christ's sake ... He's a ... a ... a ..."


"A homosexual, pere," Annette put in calmly. "Is that what you were 
trying to say?"


Larreau gaped at her, his cheeks bloated, his eyes bugged. "What the 
hell ... all right, yeah, that's part of it, and that ought to be 
enough for you. He's a godamned queer! On top of that, he's a ... a ... 
a ..."


"He's hooked, pere, eh?" she interrupted again. "Addicted ... and to 
heroin, right?" She lay her hand on Launcelot's massive head to keep 
the animal from growling. "But then, that should make you happy, mon 
pere, I mean, if it weren't for people like Armand, how could you get 
along? Really, I think you're very short-sighted ..."


"Godamn you, girl! Don't stand there and talk to me like that, you 
hear? I won't put up with it!" Larreau raged, the scar on his cheek a 
livid purple. Angrily, he struggled to his feet and once more, 
Launcelot unleashed a fierce growl. The little fat man stared at the 
great animal and swallowed tightly. "Damn it ... get that thing out of 
here. You know I don't like him, and he doesn't like me any better. I 
warn you, if he ever tries to bite me I'll put a bullet right through 
his skull ..."


Annette's own eyes narrowed viciously before he had hardly gotten the 
words out of his mouth. "And I'll put one through yours, damn you, if 
you ever try to lay a hand on him!" she spat through her teeth.


Once more, the ugly little man gaped at his only child, but this time 
in shocked disbelief. For a long moment, he didn't speak, then finally, 
he said: "Ma chere ... what the devil is it that's wrong between us? 
Mon Dieu! You're my daughter ... my baby ... all I have in this world 
..." He started to come around his desk but stopped at Launcelot's 
guttural warning. Again, he swallowed the lump from his throat. "Look, 
Chri ... all I want is your happiness, eh? Whatever I have will 
someday be yours ... all yours ... everything you see around you. My 
God ... why do you treat me like this ...? I mean, if you want to 
marry, then go find yourself a husband ... a man ... not some godamned 
fairy ..."


"A man, pere ...? Like Antoine, perhaps, one you might be able to use 
as a scapegoat and send to prison in your place?"


"Damnit, that's a lie and you know it ...!"


"It's the truth, and I know it ... just as I know you had Ginny Novak 
murdered by your hoodlums and drove Madeleine away in fear because you 
were trying to get her to share your bed ... but she was too good for 
the filthy likes of you, just as my mother was too good ..."


"Shut up! You hear, you little bitch! Shut up before I lose my temper 
entirely!"


Annette laughed. "Like you did those nights when I was only ten and 
eleven and you sneaked into my bedroom, and I cried when you put your 
rotten hands between my legs? You used to lose your temper with me 
then, too, pere, remember?"


"You ... you ungrateful slut, you!" Larreau half-screamed, his face 
pale, his colorless eyes near insane with rage. "I ought to beat you 
within an inch of your life ..."


"And you would, if you dared, but you don't, do you, pere?" Annette 
taunted him. "Because if you lay a hand on me you know that my 
Launcelot would tear you to pieces." Again, she laughed tormentingly as 
she gazed with a mocking sneer at the fat little man who was her 
father. And then, she watched the tears puddle in the almost fat-hidden 
sockets of his eyes, feeling nothing herself.


"Pl-Please, my baby ... there's nothing in this world I wouldn't do for 
you," he pleaded softly. "Please ... try to forgive me ... I'm your 
father ..."


Annette stared at him in utter disgust. At last, she turned away and 
started for the door.


"Annette ... Chri ... wait ..." he called after her. "Please ... tell 
me you didn't mean these terrible things you said ..."


She paused and faced him again. "But I did, mon pere ... every word."


"Mon Dieu!" he gulped. "You couldn't ... it's impossible! How ... how 
could you marry that ... that ...?"


"Cocksucker, pere," she finished, the faint trace of a smile playing 
around her mouth. "And why not? Live and let live, I say ..."


"You don't know what you're saying!" he blurted. "You're only trying to 
hurt me! Don't you suppose I know what you're doing?"


"And does it hurt, pere?"


"You little fool! He's a dope fiend ... a drug addict! You have any 
idea what that means? Damn it, girl, do you?"


"If I haven't, I'll learn," she spat at him.


"How? By prostituting yourself to pay for his fixes ...?"


A last time, Annette laughed at him before leaving the room. She said: 
"To pay for our fixes, pere ... and keep you in the luxurious style to 
which you're accustomed."


"Annette! Come back here! You hear me? Come back here ...!"


But she didn't, and Sir Launcelot's throaty growls filled the room as 
they left.


*   *   *


The willowy girl in the tight dark slacks and sweater with the 
straight, shoulder-length raven hair enframing her face caught his 
attention immediately. She was slight of build, her breasts small but 
firm and pointed, boyish hips, even though her buttocks filled the seat 
of the slacks with round, protruding ovalled spheres and her thighs 
were full and exciting looking. She was extremely tiny waisted which 
gave the illusion of feminine curvaceousness she didn't possess. Her 
mouth was small and thin-lipped, yet not unattractive, and her cheeks a 
hollow ivory hue with almond shaped hazel eyes that scanned, fixed and 
penetrated. The ugly, fat woman behind the bar told him her name for a 
ten-dollar bill. Annette Larreau ... and Shannon lowered himself to a 
table in the shadows of a corner, wetting his lips in surprise. The 
picture he had seen of her had depicted a shapeless, unattractive, 
sickly looking female. She was not that. As a matter of fact, she 
suggested sex ... but the godamned brute of a dog stretched out on the 
floor protectingly beside her was enough to discourage any such wild 
thoughts. He liked dogs; he hoped to hell he wouldn't have to kill this 
one.


It had taken him two weeks to grow the half-inch beard he wore. 
Madeleine wasn't sure that she liked it; it irritated her face and 
inner thighs, she told him, but she liked to feel its furry softness 
with her hands. He really gave little thought to her reactions; its 
purpose was not only a matter of disguise, but a more fitting 
admittance ticket to such places as Mother Turtle's and the other 
swinging spots where he had learned that the "czar's" daughter hung 
out. In fact, he'd learned a hell of a lot in the last couple of weeks, 
thanks to Madeleine's bank balance and his own ingenuity. For instance, 
even before he was familiar with her appearance, he had managed to 
obtain enough information regarding Annette Larreau's likes and 
dislikes, personal habits and companions to know that she was a little 
rebel who hated her powerful papa and all he stood for, the odd-ball 
variety.


A good example was the scrawny, hollow-chested male with the page-boy 
hair style sitting across the table from her at the moment. He was 
named Armand Nicolet of the multi-buck steel family, a playboy by trade 
... a hype and pansy by desire and whatever the hell his magnetism was 
it certainly couldn't be physical, yet, he, Shannon, had turned up a 
rumor concerning their impending marriage.


It didn't make sense, a stunningly attractive girl of her standing 
marrying a spindly, hooked queer, but then, the longer he lived and the 
more he saw of the human race, the less he understood it; besides, it 
wasn't going to make any difference one way or the other. With what he 
had in mind that marriage was going to be postponed ... at least, for 
awhile ...


A lantern-faced individual accompanied by another of the bull-necked, 
barrel-chested type, both in dark suits and dark turtle-neck shirts, 
caught Shannon's attention as they slunk into the cellar-room through 
the grotto-like doorway, abruptly interrupting his immediate thoughts. 
Their hoodish air definitely eliminated them as belonging, and when 
their eyes fell upon, and stared fixedly at Annette Larreau and her 
dainty companion, Shannon could almost feel their reason for being 
there, as well as guess who might have sent them. He sensed blood and 
swallowed tightly.


Armand Nicolet evidently perceived it also, for he paled noticeably. He 
leaned forward, whispering to the girl across from him who sat with her 
back toward the two. She took his hand, her knuckles whitening, started 
to turn but evidently thought better of it. The thin little man 
whispered again, his fright obvious, then arose quickly and made toward 
the rear entrance. The two hoods seeing his move started after him just 
as Annette stood to block their way, while simultaneously the Great 
Dane came erect to bare its teeth at their hasty, if, belligerent 
approach.


"What the hell!" the bull-necked one snarled, stopping dead before the 
menacing, bare-fanged growl of the massive animal. Automatically, his 
hand shot inside his coat, fumbling for the weapon there. Lantern-jaw 
had dodged around a table to charge after the escaping Nicolet and 
might have caught him if Shannon hadn't stuck out his foot to trip the 
gangly one and send him sprawling forward onto his face.


From that point, there was ample commotion, with patrons shuffling and 
scampering for the sidelines as Bullneck leveled the ugly looking gun 
in his hand on the Great Dane. Annette screamed and Shannon leaped, 
throwing all of his weight onto the big man and forcing the bullet to 
go wild. They went down with Shannon on the other's back, the Bull-
necked one's chin catching on the edge of a chair with enough force to 
stun him momentarily. Quickly, Shannon got to his feet, grabbed Annette 
by the hand and started for the front entrance.


"Come on! Let's get out of here ... and tell your dog I'm a friend! I 
don't like the way he's looking at me!" he snapped, pulling her along 
behind him up the stairs, two at a time, to the street. "You have a 
car?"


"Around the corner ... but what about Armand? They'll kill him if they 
catch him ...!"


"Let's hope they don't catch him, Baby ... In the meantime, I don't 
think they like me either. Let's go!"


Shannon took the wheel and they were out of the area in minutes. He 
kept to the back streets, moving in no particular direction, except 
further away from the shabby section where the two hoods would be 
undoubtedly canvassing with blood and rage warping their brains. After 
awhile, he said: "Your father evidently doesn't like Nicolet."


He felt her eyes on him. She sat in the middle with the dog she had 
called Launcelot, on her right by the window. She said: "Do you know my 
father?"


"I know who he is and who you are," he replied, his eyes fixed ahead.


For a moment she was quiet, then: "Why did you help? You could've been 
shot."


"I don't like hoods who shoot dogs," he said, easing around a corner 
onto a well lighted street. It was Sherbrooke East and they were headed 
west.


"We both owe you a debt for helping us ... Launcelot and I," she said 
slipping her arm around the animal's neck. "Do you think Armand got 
away?"


"I'd say that depends how resourceful he is. He certainly had time 
enough."


"Well ..." she said, pausing momentarily. "I suppose it won't make much 
difference anyway, knowing my father. They'll find him sooner or later 
... poor Armand."


Shannon made a little grunting sound. He couldn't get up any pity for 
the scrawny queer. Nevertheless, he said: "I doubt if they intend to do 
more than rough him up a little. Even Gaston Larreau can't go around 
having men knocked off just because they want to marry his daughter."


Again, he felt her eyes on him; it was progressing nicely, he thought.


"How do you know that?" she asked. "I mean, about Armand and me getting 
married?"


"Rumors."


"What else do you know about me?"


"That you've been on and off 'H' for the last week ... and that young 
frilly fruit's been supplying you." He turned toward her. "Are you 
hooked?"


She hesitated. "No ... that is, I don't think so."


"How long since you've had a fix?"


"Yesterday morning ... say, who in hell are you, anyway? How do you 
know so much about me?"


"You can call me Shannon," he replied evenly. "As for the second 
question ... I've been doing a little inquiring."


"Inquiring ...? Why?" There was an edge to her tone now.


"You intrigue me." He smiled over at her. "Don't get upset. Nothing's 
going to happen to you. I've been trying to locate you for a mutual 
friend of ours who wants very much to see you."


"Mu--Mutual friend ... of ours?" Annette said, her head tilting 
questioningly to one side. "I don't understand ... Who is this friend?"


"Madeleine Poirier."


"Madeleine?" She sat ahead in the seat. "Do you know where she is? No 
one has seen her since Antoine went to prison ..."


"That's where we're going, ma'm'selle." Once more, he smiled in her 
direction, his most fetching, disarming expression. "Just relax. It's 
going to take us awhile to get there. All right with you?"


"Yes ... yes, of course," she replied anxiously.


"Madeleine and I were always close. My God, I can't think of anyone I'd 
rather see ... I've been so afraid that something terrible might have 
happened to her ... like it did to Ginny Novak ..."


Chapter 7


Madeleine was frightened; she couldn't help it. By day, the island was 
beautiful, but at night it was so terribly dark and lonesome with 
Shannon gone, and the foreign, eerie sounds caused little chills to run 
along her spine. Even in the luxury of the big house with every light 
in the place burning she was still on edge, and had been since he'd 
taken the launch to the mainland just before sunset. Nervously, she 
glanced at her watch. Eleven thirty; he'd told her to expect him 
shortly after midnight if everything went well according to plan. God 
...! Supposing it hadn't? What would she do?


Mother of Jesus! She had to get those thoughts out of her mind 
immediately! It would come off just as he'd planned; it had to ... it 
just had to! All of her novenas she had said in church the past week 
had been offered up for their success. The Blessed Mother would never 
desert her; she felt confident of that. Lord, she should have more 
faith. What she needed was a little drink to steady her nerves.


She arose from the comfortable, overstuffed chair and went to the small 
wicker bar, finding one of the bottles of bourbon Shannon had brought. 
There was ice in the small refrigerator beneath and several different 
mixes. She set about blending, half listening to the music from the 
radio and thinking that one day she and Shannon would have a lovely 
home like this one. And to imagine, it was only a summer place. Some 
rich senator from the states owned it and Shannon had rented it for the 
week for two-hundred-and-fifty dollars, including the launch ... She 
paused in her actions as she thought of that. Two-hundred-fifty dollars 
of her hard earned money ... then, she laughed to herself ... a mere 
drop in the bucket compared to what they were going to have soon ... 
just the three of them. Lord, how happy they were going to be. She 
could almost cry just thinking of having her own little Igat with her 
for ever and ever ... really, it was all for her ... her sweet little 
baby. There was no sacrifice too great for her to make ... Well, she'd 
burned her bridges now by simply disappearing this way, leaving her 
place at the Salle de Venus-Apollon, without any word to Rafael Girarde 
... placing her all into the hands of this handsome American.


Still, she didn't understand yet why they had come all the way to 
Kingston before looking for a place, but her new lover had insisted it 
was necessary and she hadn't argued. Nor had she been displeased when 
she learned that Hyde Island was thirteen miles out in Lake Ontario, 
then actually saw the picturesque, castle-like structure that was built 
of field-stone and imported marbles. The idea of being isolated on such 
a beautiful little paradise with the man she loved had set her right 
off. Only the mail-boat that passed once a day would be their single 
connection with civilization, and then only if they signaled. Dear God, 
they would make love until they were feeble; for what else was there to 
do but a bit of fishing and swimming? And so they had for two solid 
days and nights, not even dressing except for the nglige that she 
presently wore. God, it had been so wonderful ... and she loved him so 
much. There had never been anyone like her Shannon ... absolutely no 
one.


The mere thought of his lean virile body next to her own was sufficient 
to arouse tiny, exciting tingles in her loins and belly. She picked up 
her drink from the bar, the movement causing the gauzy material of her 
nglige to graze against the suddenly distended nipples of her full 
breasts tauntingly. She shivered from the erotic effect and walked back 
to her chair, lifting her feet onto the ottoman and stretching out. The 
gossamery material fell away from her long shapely calves and thighs 
with a whisper and she looked down at herself narcissistically, the 
dark velvety down sprinkled over the V of her mound enticing her. She 
lifted the glass to her moist lips and consumed half of it, while the 
soft, romantic listening music from the radio created an enrapturing 
mood.


God ... if you were here right at this moment! Shannon ... Shannon ... 
I'd lick you to death! Mon cher ... how I love you!


Once more, she drank from the glass, then set it on the table beside 
her, closing her eyes as her hands found her own waist and moved upward 
over the slight delineation of her ribs to her heavy, now-throbbing 
breasts, cupping and lifting them beneath the flimsiness of her gown 
until the pointed, hardened nipples stood out like frozen red berries. 
Her long fingers sought the tiny fleshy marbles then and began to roll 
and tweak them hedonistically, while her mind filled with thoughts of 
her Shannon and his magnificently beautiful rod of almost always 
hardened passion. Suddenly, she could taste its pungent tang and feel 
its soft rubbery head against her tongue in her mouth, its heavy hot 
shaft in one hand while the other cradled and squeezed his balls 
reverently. Subconsciously, she lowered one hand down over the little 
round bowl of her belly and through the patch of silken hair to the now 
moist slit in her crotch, spreading her thighs slightly and gently 
sliding her long-nailed forefinger between the fleshy lips of her pussy 
into its pink wetness to tenderly slip down through the length of her 
slit to the already quivering opening of her vagina. Her breath caught 
in her throat at the erotic sensations her own gentle manipulation set 
off inside her.


God, I'm hot, she thought. If only you were here, my lover!


Her cunt was as moist and lubricated as if he had just shot his hot 
sperm up into her, and her desire was as piqued as if he had been 
sitting there in front of her licking and taunting her open loins with 
his fantastic tongue as he had last night. Her breathing quickened and 
she spread her thighs further, drawing up her knees slightly as she 
slipped her finger up inside her vagina to the palm of her hand, then 
withdrew it and repeated the act several times before letting her damp 
forefinger wander down the soft, hairless crevice to the tiny little 
puckered hole of her anus. This time, she drew her legs up higher and 
lifted her round white buttocks while slowly, excitingly, she inserted 
her own finger smoothly up into the warm rubbing depths of her rectum.


It was too much! In her mind, Shannon's wonderful prick was jerking and 
squirting its hot semen into her throat ... she could actually taste it 
to the point of swallowing voraciously! And then, all of a sudden, her 
other hand dropped to her crotch, its excited fingers finding her erect 
clitoris between the moist swollen cunt-lips, and as she began to 
pummel her long finger into her anal passage, she simultaneously 
tweaked, twisted and pulled at her clitoris with the other hand ... 
while Shannon mentally fucked into her face, shooting his load down her 
throat time and time and time again.


It was an ecstasy all of its own! It wasn't the first time she had done 
it, nor would it be the last, but never was it any better. She slid 
down into the chair, her knees pulled back to press against the pebble-
like nipples of her throbbing breasts as suddenly she inserted a second 
finger into her tiny rectum, twisting and routing them in sado-
masochistic delight while the other hand pummeled with increasing vigor 
at the moist, pink furrow of her ravenous cunt.


It was then that she heard the deep whirring sound of what had to be 
the launch ... it could be nothing else out here! A certain frightening 
tightness gripped her. She couldn't stop now! She had to cum ... had 
to! It was all a moment of self gratification, she realized, but it 
couldn't be denied ... not now ... not at this stage. It wasn't like 
actual fucking or sucking or making love in any way ... but it was 
necessary ... Oh Christ, she couldn't give the reasons ... didn't 
understand them ... only that she had to cum! That was all that 
mattered! All ...!


Wildly, she punished her genitals, inserting a third finger into her 
tightly resisting rectum to the very palm of her hand, while her 
fingers raped the soft pink flesh of her cunt with the brutalness of 
some fiend out of the night. The sensation was overwhelming ... beyond 
belief! Her loins danced, jerked and quivered with the ecstatic bliss 
of a thousand generations into the past, as in the back of her brain 
the sound of the ever-approaching launch grew louder and louder.


Mentally, she sucked Shannon's cock with clasped lips and savage, 
slashing tongue and hypothetically he emptied his hot sperm into her 
mouth and throat and she swallowed ravenously ... while, at the same 
time, her hands tore and pounded into her cunt and asshole with 
unmerciful delight.


It came onto her like that! Just as the launch sputtered and went dead, 
and she realized he was tying it up at the dock. She spasmed once ... 
twice ... a third time, and came with such violent force that she was 
certain she'd faint. Shannon squirted his load down her throat and the 
bubble burst at her crotch! Wild sensations tore through her soft, 
white body and her thighs quivered and jerked with the unbelievable 
release that spread through her.


Somehow, she heard them coming up the gravel path, forced herself erect 
and straightened her nglige. Her mouth hung open loosely and she 
tried to close it, at the same time endeavoring to force logical 
thoughts into place in her mind. She got to her feet, her knees hardly 
able to support her, then started for the door.


When she got there, the aftermath of her climax still excitingly 
prevalent in her loins and belly, she saw them nearing the house.


"I-I heard you coming," she said. "Is Annette with you?"


"I'm here," Annette replied. "Is that you, Madeleine?"


"Yes ... it's me," she heard herself say hesitantly.


"Oh God ...!" Annette said, and began to run toward the house, Sir 
Launcelot galloping silently along beside her.


*   *   *


Madeleine was entirely unprepared for Annette's fervent greeting; she 
had never felt that they were that close. The willowy girl threw 
herself into her arms and hugged her tightly, clutching Madeleine's 
near-naked, voluptuous body against her own while she wept on the older 
girl's shoulder. With the effects of the orgasm she had just subjected 
herself to still racking her soft sensuous flesh, the proximity of 
Annette's smooth firm body molded against her own seemed to rekindle 
the tiny prurient sparks that had raced through her loins only moments 
before. Madeleine couldn't contain the exciting little tremor that 
rippled over her. She looked beyond the clinging girl into Shannon's 
half-smiling face, sensing the flush to her own cheeks and hoping he 
wouldn't notice it.


"Ma chere, Madeleine ... it's been so long," Annette sobbed. "Oh, how 
I've wondered what had become of you. I've worried so ... even feared 
that maybe ... maybe the same had happened to you as to Ginny Novak."


Madeleine cradled her with conscious affection against her swollen, 
firm breasts while the other continued to weep, and Shannon watched, 
not displeased. It seemed that things were running smoother than he 
anticipated they might ... but of course, he hadn't unleashed the bomb 
yet. He hadn't much doubt but what that was going to change the 
complexion of things a bit, but presently, the matter of Launcelot 
bothered him. As mild and contented as the beast appeared at the moment 
with his mistress' emotional reaction to an old friend, Shannon felt 
safe in assuming that the animal could become a ferocious brute at her 
mere command, and he didn't intend to have to defend himself against 
such odds, especially when a little ingenuity could better serve the 
purpose.


"There ... there," Madeleine was saying soothingly, holding the slender 
girl tight to her and stroking her long raven hair. "It's all right, ma 
chere ... I'm happy to see you, too ..."


"The dog looks hungry," Shannon said. "I'll give him something to eat, 
eh? Come on, Launcelot. I've got some meat in the kitchen. Come on, 
boy! Come on!"


The great dog stood fast, eyeing Shannon closely but not moving from 
his mistress' side. Shannon continued to coax, but it was useless. 
Then, the girl separated and Madeleine drew her wispy nglige tight 
over her breasts uneasily as Annette wiped at her eyes and noticed 
seemingly for the first time the minimum covering the other wore. The 
sight both surprised and embarrassed her, but for a long moment her 
deep hazel-eyes dwelled there before she could tear them away. Finally, 
she said: "Were ... were you talking to me, Shannon?"


"I was going to feed the dog something, but he's stubborn ... doesn't 
want to go with me."


Annette managed a little smile. "Launcelot's very faithful. He won't 
obey anyone but me." She bent down and kissed the big dog's massive 
head. "There, baby, go with Shannon. He's going to feed you. Go!"


Madeleine heard him whimper and watched him follow Shannon toward the 
kitchen. She was well aware of the plan to lock the brute in a back 
room and feed him doctored meat that would put him temporarily to 
sleep. Her Shannon had thought of everything ...


"He is your lover, this Shannon?" Annette addressed her in French.


"Oui. Soon, we'll be married," Madeleine replied, then crossed the room 
toward the bar. She swallowed tightly. She had never realized that 
Antoine's wife possessed such an enticing figure ... nor had she ever 
felt such erotic stimulation at the sight of another woman's near naked 
flesh before. Again, she swallowed. She said: "He ... your Shannon ... 
he came to our rescue tonight. Some of mon pere's ruffians were after a 
young man I was with ... He saved all of us, this Shannon ... at least, 
I hope Armand is all right ..."


Madeleine wasn't listening. She poured bourbon into a glass nervously 
and added ice and water without asking. Her mind was in a state of 
thorough confusion. God, how she would like to throw herself into 
Shannon's arms right at that moment, and have him carry her upstairs to 
their bed ... forget all of this horrible ordeal before them ... just 
make love. She needed him so badly; her whole body was alive once again 
with the vibrant tingling Annette's physical closeness had re-
instigated inside her. Mon Dieu, it was insane that another woman's 
body could so set her off ...


"There ... he's eating," said Shannon joining them, his firm jaw fixed 
tightly. "Then, I expect he'll sleep for awhile ... at least I hope the 
hell he will." He walked to the center of the room and stood there 
looking down at Annette, then over to Madeleine behind the bar. "You 
can fix me one of those, too, Baby." His eyes swung back to Annette, 
and he said: "Has she told you anything?"


Annette Larreau stared at him. She wasn't certain whether a smile was 
in order or not, so in it's place she offered a head-tilted half-smile. 
She looked to Madeleine, then back to this handsome man who had played 
Galahad earlier. "I-I'm afraid I don't understand ...? Was she supposed 
to tell me something, M'sieu' Shannon?"


Shannon returned her stare with a level one of his own. "You're being 
kidnapped, Ma'm'selle. Be nice, cooperate, do as you're told and don't 
try anything. That way, no harm'll come to you."


Annette continued to gaze at him. She was trying to fathom the joke ... 
he wasn't smiling. She glanced at Madeleine, but the blonde-haired girl 
wouldn't look at her. Again, her attention snapped back to Shannon. She 
managed: "I ... I don't understand ...?"


"You will ... in awhile," he said, matter-of-factly. "It's not a joke 
or trick ... I'm holding you for ransom, Baby, and I expect your 
cooperation ... otherwise, we might have difficulties."


"R-Ransom? You mean ... you mean that I ... I'm being kidnapped ... 
right now ...?"


"Right now," said Shannon, walking to the bar to pick up both of their 
drinks. He returned and handed it to her, a bit surprised when she 
accepted it as if she were attending some sort of cocktail party. "Like 
I said, Baby, it's not a joke ... but the beginning of a hard and fast 
deal with your father." He lifted the glass to his lips and drank, then 
swallowed. "I expect to get a half-million dollars for your trim little 
body ... alive I hope papa feels it's worth it."


Annette could only ogle him with riveted eye. It had to be some sort of 
farce; it couldn't be a reality! Why ... why ... he had even helped her 
... and ... and tripped the man chasing Armand ...! It was crazy ... 
but ... but the expression on his face ... and the way that Madeleine 
was shunning her ... They meant it! They honest-to-God meant it! She 
blurted: "What did you do to Launcelot?"


Shannon caught her wrist as she started to gain her feet. He handled 
her gently. "He's all right," he said. "He'll sleep for awhile, but 
he's perfectly all right."


Damn him! If he'd hurt Launcelot ...! Automatically, her thin lips drew 
back away from her small white teeth. "I'll kill you if you've hurt 
him, Shannon! I swear, I'll kill you ..."


"The dog's all right, I said," Shannon snapped, raising his glass once 
more. "Enough of that crap. Let's get a couple of things straight, eh, 
little girl? You're not going to be able to do anything unless your old 
man comes through. This isn't a game we're playing ... it's for keeps. 
You try anything ... and I'll have to hurt you ... I don't want to do 
that. Your papa refuses to pay ... well, he just hadn't better ..."


"Or, you'll send me home in a basket, Shannon?" she said, looking right 
up into his face. Shannon said nothing and she turned to Madeleine who 
had not moved from behind the bar. "And you, Madeleine ...? Nothing to 
add? Like ... what a fool I made of myself at seeing you after all this 
time ...?"


Madeleine gulped from her own glass. Her nglige had fallen open 
almost to her waist and her magnificent breasts stood out, exposed 
before them in her next-to-nakedness. She kept her eyes from the girl 
and poured the drink into her. After a moment, she said in a forced, 
clear, crisp voice: "Do as he says and you won't be harmed, Annette ... 
I promise you ..."


"You promise me?" Annette snapped. Her small, thin mouth twisted in a 
distorted smile. "Now that's funny ... really funny."


"Maybe you've a warped sense of humor." Shannon said irritably.


"Perhaps I have," replied Annette, her humorless smirk advancing into a 
hollow little laugh. "But I was imagining the look on my father's face 
when he's informed of this. I don't believe he's going to like it very 
much, M'sieu' Shannon ... not very much at all ... but then, I suppose 
you've both taken that into consideration."


"Don't needle me, Baby," Shannon hissed. "I don't scare easy ... and 
you better hope that your daddy's emotions don't cause him to try the 
wrong thing, eh?"


Annette looked up at him unwaveringly. "Do you know very much about my 
father, M'sieu'?" she asked, a trace of her smile still evident. "I'm 
certain that she does," the girl added with an indicative nod of her 
head toward Madeleine. "And that's what surprises me, I guess."


"I know enough about him to gamble that he'll pay. You're the apple of 
his eye, Baby ... all he had left in the world," said Shannon, 
finishing his drink. "He may be filth, but I'm betting he still had 
that much decency."


Annette studied him for a long moment, until finally her head dropped 
and her slender body made a little convulsive shudder. Madeleine went 
to her then, lowering herself onto the arm of her chair and running her 
hand over the girl's long dark hair soothingly. Annette leaned against 
her, turning her face toward, and burying it between, Madeleine's firm 
full breasts. She wept quietly.


"All right," Shannon said. "I guess we understand one another. You'll 
be able to use the house, but you won't go outside of it. Don't try 
anything and I won't have to lock you up. You're thirteen miles from 
another living soul except us, and unless you're a hell of a swimmer I 
wouldn't chance that avenue. Just relax and make the best of it; we'll 
treat you properly.


"Madeleine, you two are going to be inseparable for the next few days," 
he said. "I want you with her every minute. You'll walk, sleep and eat 
together, understand?"


"Oui ... but what about you? Where will you sleep?" Madeleine 
questioned immediately.


Shannon grinned. "Don't worry, angel ... I'll be close by ... once I 
get the wheels in operation. Now, take her upstairs for the night. I've 
got some business to attend to."


Madeleine responded without further question and Shannon watched them 
climb the wide staircase, the slender girl being supported by the 
other's arm around her waist. Annette was still sobbing and that 
pleased him. She wouldn't try anything; he was certain ... but at the 
moment he was more taken with the voluptuous outline of Madeleine's 
delectable body through the gauzy nglige as she ascended the stairs. 
The provocative roll of her hips and buttocks, the sleek movement of 
her shapely legs and slender waist caused him to swallow tightly and 
his member stirred excitedly in his pants. Christ, how he'd like some 
of that right now ... but it was going to have to keep until after he 
went to the mainland and made his phone call to Larreau ... then ... He 
grinned to himself. Some wild ideas were forming in his mind.


Chapter 8


Annette Larreau was more enraged than fear-stricken; her pride had been 
severely damaged. She felt like a complete idiot, having fallen right 
into their plot as innocently as a lamb being led to slaughter. She 
couldn't imagine how she might have responded differently; 
nevertheless, she felt the perfect fool, and it wasn't in her nature to 
accept that without some sort of retaliation. Thus, although her tears 
were for the most part tears of anger, the larger portion were 
pretended, in an effort to gain additional time to think.


She felt that Madeleine wasn't in complete accord with her lover, at 
least, if she was, her tender, emotional nature was showing through. 
She had led Annette to the bed, helped her onto it and lay down beside 
her, cuddling the younger girl protectively to her and continuing to 
stroke her long dark hair. Annette couldn't help the exciting little 
fermentations she sensed at the other's naked, full and soft, perfumed 
breasts against her cheek, and it was then that the first thoughts of a 
wild plan crossed her mind.


Launcelot was still awake; she could hear him bark occasionally. She 
wasn't surprised. The animal had always been finicky about his food and 
would detect and refuse the slightest of tainted or tampered-with 
meats. If only she could get down stairs and free him ... that would 
change the complexion of things in a hurry ... yet, how was she going 
to get away from Madeleine to do it? She doubted that she could 
overpower the older, larger girl ... but ... there might be another way 
... Dear God ... she had never done anything like that in her life ... 
not with another woman ... still, as wicked as it seemed, she was not 
repulsed by the idea ... in fact, there was a certain lascivious 
stimulation that rippled through her at the mere thought, and suddenly, 
as if of their own volition, she felt her free arm creep around 
Madeleine's slender waist outside the sheer nglige, her own long, 
slender fingers trailing lightly over the silky material to feel the 
warmth of the soft flesh beneath immediately and vibrantly respond to 
her touch, while with her other arm and hand in under her, she eased 
those fingers forward to graze and brush with taunting delicateness the 
smooth resilient flesh of the other's heavy smooth rounded breasts.


Madeleine tensed and made an audible little gasping sound at the 
tantalizing contact of her still-swollen breasts with the girl's long 
slender fingers. Her own reaction embarrassed her: that another girl 
could stimulate her this way was absurd. It was simply the aftermath of 
the forbidden pleasure she had enjoyed while she was waiting for them 
to arrive ... besides, Annette had meant nothing ... the poor girl was 
simply overwrought at her sudden situation was all.


"Chri, listen to me," Madeleine whispered while simultaneously she 
ran her hand over the girl's long silken hair. "It'll be all right. You 
mustn't let yourself get upset like this. Think of it this way: how 
many people has your father inflicted his horrors upon? Believe me ma 
chere, nothing is going to happen to you. I promise ... I won't let 
anyone hurt you ..."


Slowly, Annette raised her face so that her damp eyes looked upward 
into Madeleine's dark ones. She pressed her willowy body tighter 
against the near-naked, soft contours of the larger girl, molding 
herself to them while her hand clasped with open palm at her back and 
the other opened slowly to cup with gentle fingers Madeleine's firm 
erect breast.


Once more, Madeleine gasped, only this time she felt herself 
automatically maneuvering Annette's long, supple body tightly to her 
while she pressed her own curvaceous form against it. She bent her head 
downward as Annette raised hers, both of them straining until their 
lips met, gently at first, each feeling the full sharp delineated 
imprint of the other, and then more furiously.


Both were rigid at first, confused, finally relaxing under the 
pressure, their tongues meeting at the point of contact, their bodies 
following it up, beginning to undulate and rub briskly against one 
another, their loins endeavoring to meet as were their lips.


"Oh God, Madeleine," Annette breathed in French, all of her brief, 
fore-laid plans momentarily forgotten. "I ... I don't know what's come 
over me ... you're ... you're lovely ..."


"Don't ... don't speak," said Madeleine, forcing her tiny pink tongue 
into the offered small, receptive mouth, while at the same time her 
hands began to caress the other's smaller breasts outside her clothing, 
and traverse down her ribs to the swell of her hips there to gently cup 
and massage Annette's firm, warm-fleshed buttocks.


Annette felt completely bewildered, both aggressive and passive; she 
hadn't expected it to go this way at all. An odd feeling was tormenting 
her stomach, and she suspected that Madeleine might be experiencing the 
same. The intimate touch of another woman had both excited and revolted 
her, the combined effect of the two powerful emotions leaving her 
nearly helpless to act. Her initial plan was floating about in her 
brain, hardly making heads or tails at the moment. She doubted that 
Madeleine was a lesbian ... in fact, felt certain she was not, anymore 
than she, herself, had ever felt such desires ... yet, there was no 
questions of what was happening between them ...


"Let's take off your clothes," Madeleine said. "My God, hurry, take 
them off ... let me ... let me!"


Annette felt completely bewildered. She wanted whatever was to come, 
just as she had wanted her first "fix" of heroin. She lay back and let 
Madeleine undress her with trembling hands. In seconds, she was naked 
and Madeleine had removed her nglige. She felt her slim, firm, 
willowy body quiver with anticipation and closed her eyes as movements 
took place on the bed that jostled her lightly. Then Madeleine's hand 
reached out to touch and caress her small, firm breast and Annette 
experienced another wild little sensation. She moaned behind her closed 
eyes, feeling the long, gentle, slim fingers catching at her nipple, 
rolling and squeezing it in a tender understanding way that only a 
woman could know. She sensed her whole being quiver at the lewd 
forbiddenness of their performance. She'd given herself to perverted 
gratification before with Launcelot, Armand and others, but nothing in 
her makeup had ever accepted Saphism, yet at that moment her whole body 
was alive with a growing lust, and she couldn't, had she wanted to, 
resist the voluptuous girl's advances.


The alien fingers crept over her like spiders as they gently rolled her 
onto her back, her head against the pillow. She nervously moistened her 
lips with the tip of her tongue as she felt Madeleine's soft, lipstick-
tasting mouth engulf the nipple of her left breast, all of the brownish 
areola and the hard berry-like nipple with a swiftly flickering tongue 
that sent urgent, taunting messages radiating outward along nerves of 
her brain ... to sweet conditioned responses.


Slowly, Madeleine slithered up her sleek, vibrant body until their 
faces were level with each other, and her thigh crept along Annette's 
entwining around it, her soft curling fleece of pubic hair brushing 
warmly against that of her partner. Again, her lips found Annette's 
with an agile, pliant, soft, sweet, knowing possession, and her tongue 
fluttered into her mouth.


Even though there was still shame and fleeting moments of revulsion 
inside her at the mere thought of their licentious doings, the young 
Annette couldn't help responding. She sucked at the invading tongue as 
Madeleine's hand trailed over her passion-filled body with fascinating 
touches, running over her breasts, her sides and back, their bodies 
finally locking together as the caressing hand reached her buttocks and 
pulled them apart to stroke excitingly at her tiny puckered anus with 
delicate, knowing fingers.


At last, Madeleine raised above her, taking Annette's left breast in 
her hand, her fingers teasing the palpitating, distended nipple. She 
let her eye rove over the younger girl's slender, supple nakedness in 
confused delight. Finally, her voice trembling as she said: "I--I have 
never done this before, ma chere ... Mon Dieu ... do you believe me? 
The ... the very touch of your warm, smooth skin is driving me wild ... 
I ... I don't know what's come over me ... but I want to bring you 
happiness ... I must ... do ... do you understand that?"


"O--Oui, Chri," Annette hissed, "I--I do understand ... I want you to 
... I want you to! And then ... I'll make you happy ...!"


"Oh ... Oh God ..." Madeleine moaned breathlessly. "Oui ... we will 
make each other happy, Chri. I ... I'm going to make you cum as no 
man ever could ...! I know ... I know where a woman likes to be touched 
...!"


"Ohhhh, Oui ... s'il vous plait, ma chere, ... Hurry! Hurry!" Annette 
whimpered up into Madeleine's panting face, watching and waiting 
tensely as the blonde girl began to slide away ... down her trembling, 
passion-incited body.


Slowly, she raised her head to watch in half antipathetic captivation 
as Madeleine suddenly nestled her face into the hollow of her slightly 
spread thighs. Immediately, she was nearly overcome with wild, erotic 
sensations that danced and rippled through her loins and belly as she 
felt soft kisses along the hot flesh of her inner-thighs, felt the warm 
puffs of breath and then ... the magic, wet contact of Madeleine's 
tongue licking the soft, fleece-lined cleft as if experimentally ... 
simply licking in long grazing strokes from the bottom to the top, not 
entering, but causing an involuntary, slight lifting of Annette's loins 
with each tantalizing up-lick of tongue on her sensitive labia.


Annette felt her clitoris quivering into hardness and knew that it was 
peeking out from its hooded little canopy, enjoying the first stab of 
ecstatic bliss as the tiny pink tongue grazed it. She expelled her 
breath with a hissing sound, rolling her head back and forth on the 
pillow, while Madeleine, growing braver, eased her tongue inside the 
rapidly moistening split to draw it upward from the very vaginal mouth 
... upward toward the tingling bud of her clitoris.


Annette's throat began to work insanely. She held her breath, then 
exhaled sharply at the delicious contact ... and suddenly, there came 
new delights.


Madeleine, whose own soft, white loins were alive with little tongues 
of ever-increasing, carnal flame at the unexplainable and 
uncontrollable desires racing through her, hungrily pressed her lips 
closer, separating the soft, fleshy, hair-sprinkled flanges of 
Annette's tight vaginal slit, reaching up simultaneously with both 
hands to caress the small and firm erect breasts, while her mouth 
became ravenous, open and hot, nothing but tongue invading the 
seething, wet cunt before it, nothing but tongue lashing at the erect 
clitoris, tongue everywhere in the willowy girl's throbbing pussy, 
slippery in the lubricating juices mixed with her own saliva ... 
lizard-like in the rapidly dilating vagina, and always returning to the 
sensitive, tingling clitoris.


Annette moaned passionately while ripples of lust-incited enchantment 
convulsed her smooth, sensuous flesh. She began to pant explosively and 
drew back her legs, thrusting her crotch upward lewdly to bring the 
magic tongue tighter into the quivering center of her body.


Madeleine was gasping, sucking air in short surges, never breaking the 
fervent, swirling contact of her eager mouth, tongue and lips. Even her 
nose was buried, immersed in the moist, pink, velvety flesh of 
Annette's now steaming cunt.


"Ooohhhh ... Oooohhh ... Chri! It's too much ... I can't stand it!" 
Annette wailed. "Oooohhhhhh ...!" Her voice died away in a strangled 
mixture of sob and sigh and then broke out once more in a thin, high 
pitched whine as her passion began to overflow all bounds she had ever 
known and swept through her loins with the raging fury of a prairie 
fire. She twisted in the grip of her sweet agony, jerked and writhed, 
but didn't break with the open, sucking mouth glued to her cunt, while 
the flickering, enrapturing tongue played like summer lightning over 
her clitoris, sending the sharp forks of jagged electricity through her 
body to her confused, if, elated brain.


Frantically, she endured the pleasure, gasping, groaning, clutching at 
Madeleine's long, blonde tresses with clawing fingers ... at last, 
shuddering violently, then relaxing ... with spaced convulsing jerks as 
Madeleine continued to lick and suck, refusing to end it.


Madeleine's own desire had reached such a point that she doubted if she 
could bear it much longer. Her soft round belly and inflamed loins were 
quivering hotly in their craving need for fulfillment. She could feel 
the moisture seeping readily in little rivulets from her own excited, 
swollen cunt-lips, yet, she did not want to give up the ecstatic joy 
that Annette's luscious, tight, moist pussy was giving her, and though 
she eased away from the other's clitoris, she plunged her tongue into 
the vagina, tasting the slightly acid-like secretion, licking 
passionately the now-flushed and swollen cunt-lips.


"Mon Dieu!" Annette exclaimed, drawing shuddering breaths. She was no 
longer certain if she had cum or was cumming, the breath-taking 
sensations spiraling constantly through her pleasure-racked body having 
arrived at a point of continuous flow, without interruption, until she 
was almost completely enervated. She couldn't push Madeleine's head 
away, nor could she close her thighs. Dear God, she was going to lose 
her mind! She sobbed aloud and Madeleine returned to her wild tonguing 
of the hard little bud of her clitoris, making her convulse as her 
stomach muscles went rigid and her hands locked around the blonde head 
... wanting, yet not wanting, her to stop. Once more, she spasmed 
inside, her orgasm as gentle as a runaway freight car, her heart 
slamming wildly in her chest, her mind awash in the momentary bliss as 
little animal-like sounds gurgled up from deep in her throat, while her 
eyes glazed and her mouth hung limply open.


Still, Madeleine kept on, and it was at that moment the heavy running 
sounds of thundering feet came to Annette ... familiar noises she would 
have quickly identified had she control of her wits.


Sir Launcelot announced his entrance with a loud bark and in a flash he 
leaped onto the bed with bared fangs, standing over Madeleine's prone 
body between Annette's wide-spread thighs. Madeleine screamed, trying 
to roll away, but the great animal's fierce growl and gleaming teeth 
paralyzed her.


"No! No!" Annette managed, raising to her elbows. "No, lover!" She 
ordered the beast. "Friend! It's all right, lover ... She's a friend 
... you hear? Friend!"


Slowly, the massive dog seemed to comprehend, covering his teeth, his 
round, devoted eyes darting from his mistress back to the warm, white 
body of the blonde girl lying in still frozen horror beneath him. His 
ears seemed to snap erect and his long nose lifted as if his nostrils 
had suddenly sensed a pleasing and arousing smell. Abruptly, he 
whimpered and gazed longingly at his mistress.


Annette understood. She couldn't contain her little smile.


"Dear God! Get him off me!" Madeleine gasped in fright. "I don't dare 
move ... Please, Chri ..."


"Don't worry, he won't hurt you," said Annette. "I've told him you're a 
friend ... He'll do whatever I tell him ... but how did he get free? I 
thought Shannon locked him in a room?"


"S--So did I," stammered Madeleine, lying unmoving on her belly and 
looking pleadingly with raised eyes upward between Annette's firm, 
pointed little breasts at her smiling face. "He must have put him in 
the room with the broken knob ... if he jumped up against the door, it 
would come open ..."


"Well, well," Annette said, continuing to smile. "So, this changes the 
whole picture, doesn't it, Chri? Now, I have my baby with me to give 
me protection, eh ...?"


"P-Please, Annette ... after what I just did for you ... would you do 
anything to hurt me?" Madeleine pleaded, her eyes wide with both fear 
and mental hurt. "I thought that we ... that you ..."


She didn't finish and Annette said: "That I'd bring you pleasure as you 
did me? Wasn't that what we said, Chri?"


"Oui ... but I don't care now ... I'm too upset," said Madeleine, 
jerking beneath the cold wet nose of the great animal above her who had 
suddenly began to sniff at the smooth white crevice of her buttocks and 
downward toward her loins between her slightly spread thighs. She 
cringed at the damp, grazing touch, endeavoring to draw her legs 
together, but thinking better of the move as Launcelot let off a wicked 
growl.


"Mon Dieu, Chri! Please call him off me ...!"


"Ahhh ... but no, Chri," Annette replied, an evil, if, delightful 
little twist contorting her attractive, thin-lipped mouth. "We promised 
each other pleasure ... now it's your turn, as well as my lover's, eh?"


Madeleine continued to gape at the obscenely sprawled girl beneath her 
who seemed to be suddenly taking almost sadistic pleasure in her fear-
striken state. Whatever the girl meant, she had no idea, for certainly 
any desire she'd felt before this beast had burst into the room to 
stand astraddle of her had long since dissipated ...


My God! The brute was licking her ... licking between her legs at her 
naked, defenseless genitals! Mother of God! She blurted: "Stop him, 
Annette! Can't you see what he's doing?"


"Of course, I can see, ma Chri," Annette laughed excitedly. "Don't 
you understand yet? My little pet wants some loving, Chri, eh? And I 
can assure you, he's the finest lover you've ever had ... believe me, I 
know."


Madeleine continued to stare in disbelief. Was she losing her mind 
entirely? Did ... did Annette intend that she should avail herself to 
this animal ... like ... like some rutting canine bitch ...?


"You see, ma Chri, he's picked up the scent of your excited little 
pussy, and I doubt if anything could stop him now," Annette advised, 
her aroused little smile never leaving her. "In fact, should you try 
... I wouldn't be responsible for what he might do to you. No, Chri, 
there's no way out of it ... so I'd advise you to get up on your knees 
with your lovely little round ass high in the air ... and the sooner 
the better."


"Mon Dieu, Annette! You can't mean it ..."


"Do as I say, damn you!" Annette snapped, her smile fading quickly. "Up 
onto your knees!"


And Madeleine did, her mind abruptly whirling in a daze as she heard 
the giant animal expound an almost lusty, savage growl behind her.


*   *   *


Earlier, Shannon had chosen a small lakeside village from which to make 
his first call, and studied his directions on the navigation map he had 
acquired, so that he would have no difficulty in piloting the launch at 
night. The distance was five miles greater than their regular mainland 
dock, but he didn't mind that. The near-cold breeze whipped up from the 
speed of the launch was invigorating, especially after the aroused hard 
prick he had left the island with. He needed something of this nature 
to cool his throbbing loins down. Two exciting bitches under one roof 
was a little more than he could handle yet, after five years of nothing 
but hand action.


Christ, he couldn't help the desire this Larreau broad raised inside 
him. Even though he hadn't intended that anything like that should 
happen, there was something about her trim figure ... that tight ass 
and those firm little tits that set him off. Damn, how he'd like to get 
into her. He'd bet his last buck that she had the snuggest little cunt 
he would ever come across, and he'd wager she'd let him at it if he 
tried under different circumstances. So ... maybe he'd just have to 
take it by force ... Of course, Madeleine wasn't going to like that, 
but he guessed he could handle her if that need be. There was hardly 
any room left in his life for gentleness; a man took what he wanted 
when he wanted it, or forever went without, otherwise, he was a fool. 
And who knew better than did he?


In actuality, Shannon figured he had committed one crime in his 
existence, one grave offense against the written law, and for that he 
had paid with five years of his life. He'd balanced the columns. In his 
mind, he was clean with society; and now, with this episode he was 
cleverly manipulating, he would still be clean and balanced. It was no 
violation to extort money from a pig like Larreau who had come by it 
evilly himself. He thought of it as kind of a Robinhood type of 
retaliation, with no stigma attached, and by the time he reached the 
town dock of Inlet, he had almost convinced himself that he was about 
to do society a favor.


He pulled the jacket collar higher around his neck and walked along the 
street considering the cool temperature of the lake area in comparison 
to the heat of Montreal. The little town, a summer-resort village, was 
deserted at this hour. He walked until he came to a public phone booth, 
aware that the call could be traced, but that it meant nothing. The 
next one he would make from Summerton, seven miles away, and right now 
this hamlet was completely asleep. He wasn't worried about being seen. 
He stepped into the booth, found change, and dialed his number. 
Eventually, he reached his party.


"M'sieu' Larreau?"


"Oui," a sleepy, irritated voice growled.


"Listen very carefully, Larreau," Shannon spoke slowly, his hand cupped 
between his lips and the mouthpiece. "Your daughter's been kidnapped. 
She's safe. If you do as you're told, she'll stay safe, and be returned 
to you in that condition."


"Who ...? What the hell is this ... some kind of joke, eh?"


"It's no joke, Larreau! So don't start laughing too early! We've got 
your daughter. You try anything, or bring the police into it ... you'll 
never see her alive again!"


"M--My daughter ...? Annette ...? Christ! The hell you say ... damnit! 
Who is this?"


"I repeat, Larreau. We're holding your daughter. It's going to cost you 
five-hundred-thousand dollars ... a half-million bucks ... is she worth 
that to you?"


"You're making a mistake, damn you ... whoever you are ..."


"A half-million dollars ... clear, Larreau?" Shannon spat into the 
telephone.


"O--Oui ... it's clear."


"You try anything at all to trace us, or bring the police in ... and 
we'll send her home to you in a bag ... all in little pieces, Larreau. 
You understand me?"


"All right ... all right ... Christ, you make yourself clear," the fat 
little crime czar managed.


"Good. I'll contact you again soon. At that time, I'll give you 
directions regarding the money. You better have it ready at a moment's 
notice ... you'll have only a short time to deliver it. Clear?"


"Y ... You're making a mistake, whoever in hell you are!" Larreau 
snarled at him. "I warn you ..."


"Don't bother, slob. And don't you make any mistakes ... unless you 
want a jig-saw puzzle for a daughter. Now ... do we understand one 
another?"


Silence ... then: "Oui ... it's clear."


Shannon hung up. He stepped out onto the street and took a long breath. 
So ... the game was on; he was committed. He flipped up his jacket 
collar, lighted a cigarette and walked back toward the town landing. 
Now, to the island for some fun and games.


*   *   *


Madeleine could not control her trembling as the huge muscular animal 
sniffed hungrily at her naked genitals. She looked to Annette who was 
smiling, hardly daring to breath. She wanted to scream ... but the 
great animal's wet nose against her anus shocked the urge out of her 
and automatically she lurched forward. Abruptly, she felt his tongue 
snake out and lick wetly up and down the crevice of her buttocks. His 
tongue taunted her tiny anal ring and she had to set herself against 
the sudden sensations that soared through her. She started to protest 
audibly and then the great dane began lightly licking her vaginal slit. 
She felt his tongue running the full length of it as simultaneously she 
felt Annette's hand on her naked shoulder.


"Spread your legs wider apart, Chri. Wider!" she ordered. "Open your 
cunt to him!"


"Mon Dieu, Annette! What are you saying ...?"


"Do as I tell you!" snapped Annette; and she did, in uncontrollable 
fear.


Sir Launcelot whimpered excitedly, running his tongue the full distance 
of her open crotch, from the tightly clenched hole of her puckered 
anus, down beneath the taut pink edges of her pussy, even to the base 
of her mound of silken hair where it penetrated wetly to flick against 
her clitoris. Again and again, he repeated the act, his tongue laving 
through her soft, hair-covered genitals savagely, spreading her open in 
the tenderest parts until she began to twitch and jerk noticeably at 
his lapping and sniffing of her loins.


Madeleine continued to gape at Annette, but actually perceived her only 
in brief, fleeting moments as the unbelievable jolts of erotic 
sensation began to take command of her.


Mon Dieu ...!


She gasped aloud as Launcelot drew his long, thick tongue the entire 
measure of her cunt. Subconsciously, she clenched her eyes tightly shut 
and inched her knees a little farther apart to open the pink, gently 
quivering gap further to him. His animal tongue thrust up the moist 
hair-lined fissure, tingling at the mouth of her vagina, ravishing her 
now defenseless genitals mercilessly. She moaned openly and suddenly 
saw Annette squirming further down beneath her ... drawing her slender 
white legs back to her breasts so that her own moist cunt was 
completely exposed to her ... only inches from her face.


And then, it happened! Sir Launcelot mounted her ... his muscular, 
furry body crowding in toward her buttocks, his forelegs clutching at 
her hips. The beautiful animal's lashing, wet tongue had set her loins 
ablaze again with desire and as she turned her head she caught the 
entire reflection of their obscene act in a full-length wall mirror; 
the sight of the splendid beast mounting the sensuously spread spheres 
of her soft white buttocks, and the vision of Annette lying on her back 
with her thighs pulled back in lewd presentation of her open cuntal 
passage to be licked sending untold licentious passion spiraling 
through her mind and body.


She saw the reflection of Launcelot's massive, glistening, coral penis 
shoot forth from its long sheath, wet and hard, the tapered end 
slipping and dancing in the moist furrow of her cunt, and she felt the 
strong animal body jerk against her as he tried to penetrate her vagina 
with the thick, pointed shaft.


"Help him, Chri," Annette instructed as she, too, watched in lewd 
delight their lascivious reflection in the mirror, her hand slipping 
down between her raised thighs to probe and rub and tweak, her long 
index finger finally easing in and out, in and out, in and out, between 
the wet lubricated lips of her gently contracting vagina.


With an unrestrained moan, Madeleine shifted her round, white buttocks 
in searching little circles attempting to capture Launcelot's 
lengthening prick, the tension within her mounting to a near unbearable 
peak. She wanted the long slippery shaft inside her ... had to have it 
inside her before she lost her mind with her building need. 
Frantically, she reached down through the beautiful arch of her thighs 
and crotch, grasping the moist, rubbery spear of hard animal flesh and 
guided its throbbing tip toward her pink, damp vagina. Immediately, he 
thrust, spreading her slightly opened cunt wider and wider as with a 
snarl he buried his long animal cock deep up into the squirming pink 
hole between her legs.


"Aaaaggghhhhhh!" she grunted gutturally, her breath literally bursting 
from her lungs. "Oooohhhhggggggg!"


Annette watched in lustful fascination as the thick scarlet shaft 
slithered forward with a wet charge until it was sunk to the hilt, 
Launcelot's hairy balls swinging lewdly down beneath Madeleine's damp 
raven pubic hair.


"Oh ... Oh ... Mon Dieu!" Madeleine moaned, her eyes wide but glazed as 
the brute fucked into her from behind while she stared down at 
Annette's several fingers moving sleekly in and out of her own pink, 
wide-split cunt. "Oooohhh ... oooohhhhh ... ooohhhhh," she chanted, 
almost in relief as she began to move backward rhythmically to meet the 
animal's powerful, long strokes into her.


Annette watched as if mesmerized, her fingers pummeling her tingling, 
wet pussy while her eyes remained fixed on Madeleine's beautiful, 
contorted face, completely enraptured by the delicious dog-fucking 
Launcelot was giving her. She watched with carnal entrancement the 
lovely girl's full taut breasts dancing and swaying beneath her 
writhing torso like pendulous, fleshy melons, keeping tempo with Sir 
Launcelot's magnificent cock skewering deeper and deeper into her from 
behind, his muscular body ramming and thudding resoundingly between her 
luscious, wide-spread buttocks, his prick a merciless piston of 
glistening rigid animal flesh sinking to its full depth deep into her 
soft white belly.


Suddenly, Annette wound her fingers in Madeleine's long hair and drew 
her face downward into her opened, damp crotch, holding her gently 
until she felt the girl's hot, wet tongue begin to lick the moist, pink 
flesh ... the roundness of her lips sucking wildly at her clitoris ... 
the length of her tongue darting up into her vagina, slashing, 
swirling, probing ... and she felt the hot breaths coming in tight 
gasps against her pink, sensitive flesh as Madeleine rotated her 
buttocks furiously, grinding them back against the animal like a hungry 
bitch in heat.


The erotic lewd sight had become more than Annette could endure; she 
couldn't hold back the climax that was about to erupt inside her from 
the voracious mouthing of her cunt that Madeleine was administering. 
She tossed back her head and wailed deeply as the needle-like pressure 
in her loins and belly peaked to send waves of rapacious erotic 
pleasure soaring through her, causing her legs to jerk out 
spasmodically on either side of Madeleine's golden head cradled face-
first in the crotch of her wide-spread legs.


And suddenly, did Madeleine, too, lift her head and cried out a 
gurgling sound from deep in her chest. Her glazed dark eyes grew large 
and round as she whimpered: "Mon Dieu ... It's beautiful! Oh God ... 
fuck me! Fuck me, you magnificent animal ...! Oh ... Oooohhhh ...!" and 
her voice died in a strangled mixture of sob and sigh, her head 
twisting from side to side, her long blonde hair flailing wildly as she 
began the first spasms of orgasms, screwing her buttocks back onto the 
thick, driving, animal cock with desperate fury.


Annette watched in the mirror as Launcelot's tongue hung loosely from 
the side of his great open jaws, panting and dripping its saliva on the 
smooth white flesh of Madeleine's voluptuous, arched back while he 
fucked into the wide-spread crevice between her wildly undulating 
buttocks from behind with savage animal frenzy. Then, Madeleine 
shrieked and slammed her ass back against the dog with a frantic jerk 
as simultaneously he thrust forward and his prick began to spew his 
animal sperm deep up into her belly with long hard spurts. Again, she 
screamed, and her buttocks began to contract convulsively while Annette 
watched the mirror lustfully to see the thick, white combination of 
animal-human orgasmic liquid ooze from her tight cunt that was still 
clasping and milking Launcelot's long, heavy prick, and thin rivulets 
of the sticky fluid trickled down the smooth white columns of her inner 
thighs ... until at last, she collapsed, her head falling back to the 
soft cradle of Annette's crotch, her cheek nestled against the swollen 
down covered mound of her moist pussy, a long sigh of release escaping 
her.


Annette ran her hand through the entangled mass of silken, blonde 
tinted hair and smiled down at her. She started to speak, but never 
finished. Instead, Shannon, whom neither had heard enter the house, 
said from the doorway: "Is this a private fucking party ... or can 
anyone join in?"


Chapter 9


At first, when he'd found the open door to the room where he'd 
imprisoned the dog and the animal gone, Shannon had experienced a cold 
emptiness at the pit of his stomach. What the hell had happened? 
Madeleine would never have let the damned brute out, but Annette would 
... if she'd gotten the chance ... and in order to have obtained that 
she would've had to put Madeleine out of commission ...


He'd ran through the house and taken the stairs three at a time, only 
to come up short in the open doorway of the bedroom where he'd ordered 
the girls to stay. Christ! They were there all right, dog and all, so 
godamned involved in a three-way orgy that they hadn't even heard him 
come pounding up the stairs. Even Launcelot's normal protective 
instincts had evidently been so overshadowed by his ruttish heat that 
he'd failed to detect the newcomer's presence.


Shannon could only gape in amazement at the unbelievably licentious 
sight. Both girls were completely naked: Annette sprawled on her back 
with her cream-white thighs yawning wide while Madeleine, with her 
beautiful round ass thrust high in the air, lay with her face nuzzled 
tightly in their prisoner's wet, down-covered genitals, her tongue 
licking furiously at Annette's pink, open cunt, and mounted behind 
Madeleine with his forepaws clutching at her waist and hips, his near-
foot of thick scarlet animal prick jack-hammering between her 
quivering, upthrust buttocks, sinking its full length into the coral, 
velvety flesh of her moist hair-fringed cunt, was the godamned Great 
Dane, fucking his heart out.


In his eventful and too often wicked lifetime, Shannon had never 
witnessed a more obscene sight that he could recall, nor had his cock 
ever leaped into hardness any quicker than it had right at that moment. 
He was damned near overcome with immediate lust and he clutched at his 
swollen member inside his trousers as Madeleine emitted a loud moan and 
began to chant and wail, her head raising to toss wildly from side to 
side while her soft sensuous body jerked and convulsed on the thick and 
squirting animal cock that was ramming and shooting its load like a 
fire hose up into her soft white belly. It was at the precise moment 
that she fell forward burying her face once more in Annette's crotch 
that he reached down and tore open the front of his pants, releasing 
his jumping and already aching shaft. He said: "Is this a private party 
... or can anyone join in?"


Annette raised to her elbows and craned her neck to see him in the 
doorway. She wasn't certain, but she doubted that Madeleine had heard 
him, and as she stared in shocked surprise she realized that the fly of 
his trousers was open and he was holding his heavy-looking cock lewdly 
in his hand, his pelvis thrust slightly forward. She felt her face 
flushing shamefully at the thought of him standing there watching their 
salacious performance, and then Launcelot interrupted with a vicious 
growl and she ordered him to the floor and to silence. Meekly, the 
animal obeyed as Shannon walked toward the bed gripping his long, thick 
prick, and she found her eyes suddenly locked upon it in rapidly 
growing fascination.


It was then that Madeleine also realized someone had entered and sat up 
with a start, her mouth dropping open guiltily at the sight of him, her 
immediate humiliation giving way quickly to astonishment when she saw 
that he was holding his rigid, heavy rod in his hand.


"Mon Dieu! Shannon, Chri," she gasped, her face a glowing crimsom. "I 
didn't hear ... that is ... I ... we can explain ... Wh--What are you 
doing ...?"


He was, in fact, undressing as fast as he could and grinning at the 
same time. "What the hell do you think I'm doing? I'm getting ready to 
join the party, baby ... even up the score with that dog, eh?"


"Wh--What do you mean, Chri!" Madeleine stammered. "Please ... I 
couldn't help myself ..."


"No?" Shannon continued to grin as he dropped his shorts down his long 
muscular legs and stood naked before the two embarrassed, staring 
girls. "And that's my problem, angel ... I can't help myself. I figure 
if that dog can fuck my mistress, then I can even the score and fuck 
his ... logical?" His keen, hard blue eyes narrowed lustfully and 
centered upon Annette's sleek willowy nakedness. "How does that strike 
you, Ma'm'selle?"


"If ... if I say the word, Launcelot'll tear you to pieces," Annette 
replied sharply, but confusedly, her passion once more aroused by the 
carnal sight of the thick stalk of rigid flesh jutting out in an upward 
arch from his lean hairy loins, yet, unable to accept willingly this 
man who had deceived her, whose prisoner she was, and who might even be 
considering murdering her if her father failed to meet his ransom 
demands. God, in truth, she hated him ... and she didn't intend to be 
taken by a man she hated ...


"Please, Chri, you mustn't," pleaded Madeleine, getting off the bed to 
stand between him and Annette where she lay. "Mon Dieu, she means it, 
Shannon ... the animal is a killer. I couldn't help myself ... I had to 
let him ..."


"Shut up!" he snapped at her, pressing her to one side not too gently. 
Then, to Annette who hadn't moved except to close her thighs: "I'm 
going to fuck you, doll-baby ... and if that canine makes one move 
toward me I'll crush his elephant skull with a chair. Now ... you going 
to take it willingly ... or do I rape you?"


Annette couldn't avoid the tiny galvanic tingles his lewd words raised 
inside her, nor control the thrill of excitement his pledge caused to 
ripple along her spine. She stared at him round-eyed, her line of 
vision once more fixing upon his stiff, thick sinewed cock, and as she 
gaped he drew the heavy foreskin back exposing its huge purplish, 
rubbery head and causing tiny droplets of its seminal fluid to ooze 
from the split at its tip. A tiny series of shudders spiraled through 
her and she felt the gooseflesh standing out on her naked skin.


"D--Damn you!" she gasped finally.


"Please, Shannon ..." Madeleine tried once more, reaching for his arm, 
but he shook her off and began to move slowly toward the bed.


"Spread 'em, Baby-doll ... spread 'em wide," he hissed. "'cause this 
Yankee bastard's going to fuck you like you've never had it before ..."


"Damn you! Godamn you ...!" She groaned out between hard clenched teeth 
and began to move, but Shannon climbed onto the bed, grabbing her as 
she tried to roll away. Roughly, he pressed her onto her back and 
forced his way between her kicking legs as Launcelot growled and gave a 
start, his great muscular body tensed and quivering, yet, unmoving in 
obedience to his mistress' last command.


"How'll you have it, Baby-doll ... a fucking in the mouth or pussy ... 
or maybe you'd rather take it in the ass for starters?" Shannon hissed 
down at her, his weight cradled between her forced-apart thighs, 
pinning her body while his big hands held hers tight to the bed.


Annette trembled in rage, fear and hate; still, she was aware of the 
hot churning desire the sight of his massive prick had re-kindled in 
her belly, along with a certain twinge of shame and humiliation that 
flickered through her confused mind. She struggled, throwing her head 
from side to side, tears of frustration streaming down the edges of her 
cheeks.


"One ... one word from me, damn you and Launcelot would kill you!" she 
reminded him, spitting the words up at him between clenched teeth.


"Don't try it, sweetheart ... not if you value the dog's life," warned 
Shannon firmly. "Just answer the question ... which way?"


"You ... you yankee bastard!" she snarled viciously, but giving up her 
struggles.


"Oh God, Chri. please don't ...?" Madeleine begged from where she 
stood beside the bed gaping helplessly down at them, realizing even as 
she spoke that her words were falling on deaf ears.


"You want me to decide for you?" Shannon taunted, grinning obscenely as 
he ground his rock-hard shaft against the tender, sensitive, pink moist 
slit in Annette's defenseless crotch. "You seem to like the sucking 
approach ... maybe, you'd like to eat a little cock first, eh?"


"Oh God ...!" Annette moaned helplessly. "Fuck it! Go ahead ... fuck 
me, you yankee bastard!" she hissed at him, the fire licking through 
her loins at the brutal contact with his huge prick, spurred further by 
her sheer helplessness and the obscene position in which he was holding 
her. "Well ...? What're you waiting for ... an engraved invitation? 
Come on ... fuck my cunt! Now!" she half-screamed up into his 
salaciously leering face, wiggling her buttocks in lewd, suggestive 
fashion.


Shannon needed no coaxing. He let free of her hands and reached down to 
draw her legs up and back over her head before she hardly realized what 
was happening, pressing the toes of her feet harshly into the mattress 
on either side of her shoulders. Her tortured body was bent back 
double, the sudden pain of her strained muscles raising an agonized 
little groan from her throat. The glistening, flattened plane of her 
delightful crotch was presented up to him to ravage as he would with 
his thick cock aimed straight at her defenseless upturned split. 
Suddenly, his heavy body crushed down on her twisting form, smashing 
her taut breasts tightly back into her chest. His heavy rod plunged 
into her unresisting cunt like a blunt fence-post, pushing the velvety 
moist folds of sensitive flesh in rippling waves before its cruel 
turgid head.


"Aaaauuuggghhhhhhh!" Annette grunted loudly at the sharp, brutal 
impalement, even more surprised now at its heavy-veined thickness as it 
soared up into her, ramming painfully against her cervix. She winced 
beneath the agony, but it was only a temporary shock that soon passed 
as the greedy moist walls of her vagina clasped around the massive 
shaft voraciously, the hair-lined lips slithering up wetly to devour 
its length to the hilt. His bloated balls smacked hard into the wet, 
naked crevice of her buttocks and she moaned in masochistic degraded 
humiliation at the pleasurable pain surging through her.


Madeleine watched in sickened, if, growing fascination the sight of 
Shannon's raised buttocks tensing heavily as he drove downward with 
unmerciful force, sinking his sinewed prick all the way into Annette's 
moist, gaping channel, until only a narrow white stretch of it showed, 
wet and glistening, beneath his heavy balls. She cringed, hearing the 
smack of his pelvis against the girl's, and stared as he withdrew and 
thrust, withdrew and thrust in ever-increasing rhythm, the underside of 
his prick's huge head becoming visible with each withdrawal. At last, 
he freed Annette's long slender legs and quickly they wrapped around 
his hips, her heels tight against the cheeks of his ass, straining to 
pull him back inside her. The cords on the insides of her thighs flexed 
tightly as she raised her soft, down-covered genitals back up over his 
spearing cock, her hollowed buttocks lifting inches off the bed while 
she struggled upward desperately in her effort to absorb the entire 
length of his rod back into the fleshy pink folds of her now hungry 
cunt. A wet, viscid sound filled the room as they fucked furiously and 
Launcelot began to whimper on the floor beside the bed.


Madeleine felt her own belly quiver sensuously at the lascivious scene, 
and her loins began to tingle once more as she became dimly aware of 
her hands moving over her body lustfully. She couldn't help herself, 
anymore than she could contain the sensations that had brought about 
her masturbation earlier. Abruptly, she lay down on the bed beside them 
and began caressing the swollen nipple of Annette's heaving breast. 
This, she did with one hand, while with the other she reached between 
Shannon's legs to grasp the hot slipperiness of his plunging cock. The 
heat and familiar thickness of it as it pounded savagely into Annette's 
cunt aroused a welling of carnal passion to fill her, and momentarily 
she began to run her finger into the soft, yielding flesh alongside the 
driving shaft ... feeling it slide hotly back and forth against the 
length of her probing digit.


Annette's wildly writhing body was lifting and jerking as if completely 
out of control now and her moans and whimpers of ecstatic pleasure were 
coming in continuous gasping breaths.


"Ooohhh ... Ooohhh ... Oui, oui ... fuck me mon cher! Damn you! Damn 
you! Fuck me hard ... harder ... harder!" she wailed chokingly.


Madeleine carefully adjusted her hand until she was able to withdraw 
her finger and insert her thumb in its place; then, with her free 
forefinger she began to edge her way down into the smooth dampened 
crease between Annette's buttocks until she felt the tiny puckered 
circle of her wildly working anus. The girl's hips squirmed and jerked 
convulsively at the touch, and very gently, Madeleine began to slowly 
press the tip of her finger into the tight opening ... probing almost 
imperceptibly deeper and deeper into the rubbery warmth of the small 
clasping orifice. Soon, through the thin wall of hot flesh separating 
Annette's cunt and rectum, she was able to feel the urgent thrusting of 
Shannon's cock driving against the pressing contact of her thumb. The 
sensation of lewd delight it caused within her was all that Madeleine 
needed to set her off.


She lay on her side facing them, her back to the edge of the bed where 
Launcelot waited, whimpering. Suddenly, she raised her leg, opening her 
thighs wide as she jutted her buttocks backwards and called: "Come, 
Launcelot, Chri! Come! Hurry ... here, here ...!"


Immediately, the great animal responded, poking his wet, cool nose 
between her thighs to the sensitive, tingling flesh of her exposed 
crotch, his long wet tongue thrusting into her well-lubricated vulva 
and up the moist passageway of her cunt like a rapacious slithering 
snake, ravishing her open split with pleasure-giving delight.


At first touch of something foreign slipping into the forbidden tender 
softness of her heretofore unplundered rectum, Annette had felt a 
scream building in her throat ... but whatever it was, it was being 
done so gently ... so very, very gently, that instead of pain she began 
to experience a weird and additional erotic pleasure ... increasing 
with every passing second as the probing depths of the unknown 
instrument thrust its way deep up into her nether hole ... Slowly, 
Shannon began to increase the pace and length of his stroke fucking 
into her cunt and she felt her whole body responding as it squirmed and 
writhed beneath him.


Then, he dropped her mouth to hers and she shot her tongue upward 
between his lips to be sucked, and she moaned unceasingly in passion-
filled acceptance of whatever lewd or vile whim his mind could conceive 
to subjugate her. Masochistically, she raised her crotch up to him in 
simultaneous rhythm to his ever downward plunge, sensing her own 
desire-contorted grimace of wanton joy as her mouth opened and closed 
against his lips while her heart became completely his in abject 
surrender.


Abruptly, the still whimpering Launcelot bounced up onto the bed, 
frightening Madeleine at first, and causing her to jerk her fingers 
from Annette's seething, moist genitals as she rolled onto her back, 
her thighs still yawning widely, exposing her dark hair-lined cuntal 
crevice to the massive beast. She raised her head to look down between 
her full, erect breasts to see his great tongue lash out and lick wetly 
up and down the crevice surrounding her snug, tiny rectum, the tip 
burrowing slightly into the outer fleshy anal circle. As she watched, 
he began to lap greedily the narrow pink slit between her wide-spread 
thighs. He ran his tongue wetly through it, from the tightly closed 
little anus up over the fluted pink edges of her cunt to the erotic 
plexus of her womanhood enshrined at its peak. His thick tongue spread 
through the soft, fleece-covered swelling like a knife through soft 
melted butter. It laved relentlessly between her wide open legs, 
pausing only sporadically to lunge in a curl deeply into her. She 
spasmed fitfully as she twisted and lurched under the Great Dane's 
tongue lapping and lashing at her genitals.


Soft mewls of delight erupted from her until suddenly she placed her 
hands to the sides of his massive head and with a deep animalistic 
groan, kicked her legs back over her head, pulling his long nose 
forward into her wet, throbbing vagina. His lengthy tongue shot up her 
moist channel with breathtaking delight, ravishing her upthrust cunt 
wildly. It was then that the feral, babbling, half-shrieks began to 
stream crazily from her lips, pleading and encouraging the dumb brute 
salivating between her churning, upturned buttocks.


"Oh ... oh ... Mon Dieu! I'm going to cum ... oui ... oui ... ooohhhhhh 
... lick it, damn you! Lick my cunt you fucking beast!"


Annette barely heard Madeleine's vile screams of release as Shannon 
raced madly into her own lust-incited cunt. Wildly, his bloated sac 
slapped into the wet crevice separating her buttocks and she groaned 
loudly at the filling of her tingling passage as he began an even 
deeper, harder thrusting into her seething crotch. Her head rolled 
loosely from side to side, her mouth opened in abandoned ecstasy. It 
was almost there ... almost! Oh God ... she loved him ... loved him ... 
oui, oui ...! His thick expanding cock was digging into her like a 
pile-driver, and she felt the cords in her neck twitch and tighten in 
an unmistakable sign.


"Oh Christ ...! I'm going to ... going to cum! Now ... Shannon, Chri 
... Oui! Fuck harder! Fuck harder, mon cher ... I love you ... cream me 
... cream me full ... I'm cuuummmmmiiiinnnngggggg!" she gasped in a 
voice shrill with passion. "I--I--I'm cuuummmiiinnnggg ... 
aaahhhhhhhh!"


Her hands darted behind his driving buttocks, pulling at him 
frantically to draw him deeper and deeper into her spread crotch. 
White, sticky liquid flowed wetly out around his still-driving prick, 
spilling down the split of her buttocks to flood his balls as they 
rubbed tauntingly against her tightly puckered anus.


"Oui ... oui, Chri," cried Madeleine suddenly. "Fuck her hard ... 
shoot it into her, my Shannon ...!"


Suddenly, Shannon felt Madeleine's hand between his legs, her long 
nails raking gently and teasingly against the soft, sensitive flesh of 
his balls, her other hand caressing his hard buttocks as he fucked 
furiously into the climaxing girl. Spurred on by her words and lewd 
manipulations, he dug deeper into the squirming, hair-lined hole 
beneath him, once more forcing Annette's legs over her head, pushing 
them farther and farther back while he hammered into her with demonical 
force. Convulsive flashes of ecstatic pain shot through his loins as 
the girl beneath him continued to grunt out her climax, the juices 
still flowing in unchecked spurts down the full quivering cheeks of her 
jerking ass.


She was near exhausted as Shannon groaned, signaling his time, and 
abruptly she felt the hot waves of his sperm shooting deep up into her 
dilating womb. Her head swam in depraved sensuality as the hot, 
powerful squirts surged insanely into her, filling her to the near 
bursting point with its milky whiteness. The hot, wet walls of her 
vagina clasped and unclasped in automatic cadence, pulling at the 
jerking organ like a sucking, voraciously hungry mouth. Annette's 
sleek, willowy body was drained of everything, her limbs collapsing 
loosely on the bed as Shannon's grip on her legs was released. She fell 
into a spread-eagle position and she sensed the heavy weight lift from 
her while a cool rush of air brushed her sweat-soaked body. She wanted 
only to sleep ... to sleep ... then later ... she'd tell them of her 
own plan ... but she must sleep first ...


Chapter 10


Shannon was awakened in the night by a small, warm, gentle hand wrapped 
around and massaging his rejuvenating shaft into a vigorous rigid 
state. For a moment, his sleep fogged brain failed him and he dwelt in 
a rapturous dream of sensual bliss, wherein he lay upon a haremish 
couch being sexually administered to by a pair of lovely concubines ... 
and then, his senses abruptly cleared, a delightful thought immediately 
occurring to him ... reality was more enticing than his dream ...


He lay between them in their naked loveliness: Madeleine slept, her 
soft, voluptuous body partially curled, close against him, her limp 
hand resting on his chest; Annette, on his left, writhed gently, her 
long willowy form sleek and satiny as it squirmed and pressed hotly, 
vibrantly to his own while her small, slender hand continued its 
taunting ministrations to his ever-hardening prick.


Finally, she whispered, her breath warm in his face: "At last, you're 
awake, Chri. I was beginning to wonder if I'd lost my touch."


Shannon grunted softly as her small hand began to work the heavy 
foreskin slowly up and down his lengthening rod. He could feel the cool 
air brush against its naked, rubbery head as she drew the thick skin 
down below the coronal rim, then assisted it in its re-sheathing. He 
slipped his arm beneath and around her, his big hand cupping her small 
but resilient firm breast and felt the nipple harden against the palm 
of his hand as he drew her snugly to him. "Don't you ever sleep?" he 
whispered back, kissing the tip of her nose.


"I--I wanted to talk to you," she said.


"You've got a nice way of gaining a man's attention," he replied and 
she tittered softly.


"Well ... I've got other things in mind too," she added, pressing the 
wet tip of her tiny tongue into his ear.


"I'd never guess," said Shannon, cringing pleasureably before her 
tantalizing tongue. "What do you want to talk about, teasing?"


"Sh-h-h-h," she hissed, giving his now solid prick a tight little 
squeeze as a galvanic chill rippled through her at the sound and 
thought of the whispered lewd word and all of its connotations. "Listen 
to me, Shannon, Chri ... I want to join you ... help you, eh?"


For a moment, he didn't answer. Then: "Join me ...? What do you mean?"


"Throw in with you ... both of you ... help you get the ransom money 
from my father," she said quickly, excitedly. "Don't you see? With my 
help, we couldn't fail ..."


"And without it, we will, eh? Is that what you're saying?" Shannon 
whispered back at her.


"Maybe ... maybe not, I don't know, Cher, but no one knows Gaston 
Larreau better than I do ... I know how his evil mind works, and I 
believe I can out-guess him, where you might not be so lucky because 
you don't understand how he thinks, eh? Doesn't it make sense ...?"


"Why?" Shannon interrupted. "Why would you want to do this? I mean ... 
we're going to take a half-million dollars from your papa, Baby ..."


"So? You think I'm above stealing a half-million dollars from that 
pig?" she hissed vehemently. "I hate and despise him for as many 
reasons! He is evil ... Oh God, Shannon, Mon cher ... that's not all," 
she went on, her whispering voice mellowing suddenly. "I ... I think I 
love you ... and maybe even Madeleine too ... I want to be with both of 
you ... forever ... is that so crazy, eh?"


Shannon swallowed tightly; she was writhing her warm sensuous body 
salaciously against him once more, her soft hand doing marvelous things 
with his cock and balls ... and just the mere thought of her triad 
conjugal suggestion was enough to incite the growing lust inside him. 
"I ... I don't know," he said after a moment. "Christ ... I can't think 
right now ... we'll have to talk to Madeleine about it anyway ..."


"Merci, Chri!" came a soft interrupting voice from his right, and 
Shannon felt Madeleine's gorgeous contours moving closer to caress his 
desire-tensing body possessively, her own hand making warm, delightful 
little circles against the lean muscles of his hairy chest. "I've been 
waiting for you to say that as I lay here listening."


"You've been awake all the time?" Shannon questioned, looking over at 
her in the darkness.


"Oui ... I've been listening ... and you made me happy ... both of 
you," she replied. "Maybe, Annette's idea is a good one, eh? Wouldn't 
we have a better chance of succeeding ...?"


"In what, making love or kidnapping?" Shannon punned.


Both girls had raised to their elbows and Annette had turned on the 
small bedside lamp. They looked at one another above his chest and 
Shannon read the gleams of anticipation and excitement in their faces. 
Then, Madeleine's hand slithered down over his stomach causing 
gooseflesh to raise on him as her fingers trailed lightly through his 
pubic hair to cover Annette's hand still grasping his now aching cock. 
It was the most lewd three-way pact he had ever witnessed contracted.


"Christ!" he blurted. "You gals are driving me out of my mind. You got 
that prick up from its sleep, now, what're you going to do with it?"


For answer, Madeleine removed her hand and slowly eased down in the 
bed. While Shannon watched fascinated, Annette held his cock and 
Madeleine lowered her mouth down to it, abruptly enclosing the full, 
pulsating glans in a soft, warm pressure. He groaned, thrusting his 
loins upward automatically as the warm moistness of her ovalled, lips 
closed over the throbbing sensitive head.


Gently, Annette's small hand worked up and down the rigid shaft while 
Madeleine's lips slid down to meet her clasping fingers, and she began 
to suck it steadily, rhythmically ... up and down with a twisting 
motion of her tongue at the peak of each stroke.


Shannon tensed his loins and Annette leaned over him to dangle one firm 
taut breast with its distended nipple above his lips. Ravenously, he 
sucked it into his mouth and between his teeth to nibble and bite, 
causing the slender girl to gasp and whimper with the pleasure-pain. 
Below, at his crotch, Madeleine moaned and began to suck harder, 
nipping now and then with the edges of her teeth. His prick was white 
beneath the scraping suck and rich purple at its smooth turgid head. He 
felt her hands cupping and cradling his balls while she plunged her 
mouth down over it from above. Suddenly, he raised his head slightly as 
he sucked at Annette's throbbing tit and saw his massive cock nearly 
disappearing right down Madeleine's throat. Annette had removed her 
hand and was dipping it into the moistened slit between her own legs.


Momentarily, Shannon's eyes fell on Launcelot standing erect at the 
foot of the bed, watching and whimpering as his great tail wagged back 
and forth. Fuck you, hound, he thought wildly. Go get your own bitches!


Madeleine's tongue, with that final swiping lick, was making the glans 
vibrate and pulse maddeningly. He watched her face stuffed with his 
cock, working over him hungrily, her lips being pulled out grotesquely, 
her cheeks hollowing as she sucked in wanton delight ... and suddenly, 
she stopped.


"What the hell!" he gasped. "What're you stopping for, damnit ...?"


Madeleine smiled as she raised her head, tossing her long blonde-tinted 
hair back over her shoulders. "To try something else, Chri!" she said 
scurrying to her knees beside him, and Annette raised in like fashion 
on the other side. "I have an idea ... as well as a wild desire to have 
it another way, my Shannon? Will you let me do as I want ...?"


"Damn ... I don't care what you do ... but do something before I come 
unglued," he said, the pressure she had sucked into being causing his 
balls to throb and his prick to jerk achingly.


"Oui, Chri!" Madeleine nodded enthusiastically. "I want it in my 
backside ... may I ...?"


"Oh ..." Annette gasped at the mere mention of the other's desire. "Oui 
... Oui ... let me help, Chri."


Wild spasms of lust twisted salaciously in Shannon's brain. "All 
right," he said. "But I'm not moving. The two of you can work it out 
your own way while I just lay here like some big fat potentate. How's 
that suit your fancy?"


"And we'll be your slaves!" cried Annette excitedly, delighted with the 
lewd and masochistic theme their private little orgy was taking.


"I'll just dictate," said Shannon, grinning.


"Oui oui!" agreed Madeleine. "So ... what do we do first, Master?"


Annette tittered, her flesh tingling feverishly at the sound of the 
title Madeleine had used.


"Okay ... Madeleine, you get on your hands and knees so that Annette 
can lick your tight little asshole and prepare it. How's that for 
starters?"


Madeleine gave a little shudder of delight and quickly moved around in 
the bed to do as she was ordered, while Annette got to her knees behind 
her more hesitantly, her brain whirling with the lascivious sensations 
his obscene command had instigated within her. She had never done such 
a thing ... to perform the act on a man was one thing, but upon a woman 
... she wondered if she could do it ... and Madeleine waggled her round 
white buttocks expectantly back toward where she knelt.


They were beautiful, ovalled, white moon-shaped buttocks, and Annette 
could see the hairless, puckered brown opening as the lovely girl 
lowered her shoulders to the bed, thrusting the enchanting area back at 
her. Annette's eyes lowered to the long coral slit of her cunt with its 
hair-lined lips only partially opened, and she could see the enticing 
pink flesh within. Small, sparkling droplets of viscous fluid clung to 
the thin fleecy lips ... and suddenly she sensed herself moving forward 
as if being drawn by a magnet ... until the musky-perfumed scent stung 
her nostrils pleasingly and she lashed out with her tongue, going down 
deep toward the voluptuous girl's throbbing clitoris, just as Madeleine 
had done to her earlier that night. She found it enclosed within the 
inner-petals, her own lips coming in contact with the silky, pubic-
haired folds of flesh as she stretched her tongue to its entirety, its 
tip stabbing at the erect bud and raising a deep groan from Madeleine's 
throat.


Slowly, Annette swept upward, flicking her tongue tip several times 
against the twitching clitoris, then backward toward the round viscous 
covered opening of her vagina, plunging in far enough to feel the 
rippled walls of hot flesh nibble and milk at her tongue, then out to 
taunt her urethra before traveling on up the satin-smooth vale between 
her buttocks to the crinkled mouth of her pulsating rectum.


Oh, Mon Dieu! It's wonderful! The delicious taste of her cunt ... I 
never realized ... I love her ... love him ... love me!


"Okay," interrupted Shannon. "Enough of that. Let's get down to the 
nitty gritty ... Come on, Madeleine ... sit down on it. I'll just lay 
here like any potentate worth his salt and you slip my cock right up 
your ass."


"Oui ... oui, Chri!" exclaimed Madeleine, moving quickly to get above 
him with her back facing him in a semi-squatting position.


While she was doing this, he said to Annette: "Ever lick another girl's 
ass before, Baby?"


"No ... no, Chri," Annette replied, her dark eyes alive with the 
obvious carnal sensations it had given her. "But I intend to do it 
again ... and yours many many times over."


Shannon pulled her down to him and kissed her mouth hungrily, running 
his tongue over her thin lips and into her mouth, tasting the familiar 
sweet tang of his Madeleine there.


"Aaaauuuuugggghhh," Madeleine groaned holding tight to Shannon's long 
thick cock and both he and Annette watched while she wormed the turgid 
rubbery head into the tiny orifice, squirming and wriggling her 
squatting wide-spread buttocks in her effort to skewer the massive 
cudgel up into her unbelievably wide stretching hole. Greedily, she 
lowered herself down onto it, the grunting little whimpers of torment 
she emitted charging both viewers wildly.


"Does it hurt, Chri?" questioned Annette, suddenly getting to her 
knees and reaching around to caress Madeleine's full, magnificent 
breast with sympathetic, if, masochistic envy. "Does it hurt 
beautifully?"


"Ooohhh ... Oooohhhhh Christ," Madeleine cried. "I ... I ... Oh ... 
it's horrible ... it's beautiful ... I love it!"


Shannon chuckled in obscene delight as he watched her gyrate her 
splendid hips down ... down ... until her ass-cheeks were flat against 
his pelvis, and he began to work with her, gently, in an effort to 
widen her back passage with his cock thrust hurtingly to its full 
length up the tight, hot velvety channel of her entrancing bottom.


"Christ, what a beautiful ass you've got, Baby," Shannon said, tensing 
and thrusting as she squirmed her buttocks down even tighter to his 
pelvis, forcing his cock further up into her.


"Ooohhhh, Mon Dieu! It's going to come right out my mouth," Madeleine 
gasped as slowly she lay back atop of him, her arms resting on the bed 
at the elbows while Annette stared at the two of them in licentious 
fascination.


Madeleine's dark hair-lined pussy looked up at her, its long pink slit 
trailing down to her soft white buttocks where Annette could see 
Shannon's massive cock splitting them ... holding them apart ... its 
thick length buried to the hilt up her wide-stretched anus, and his 
heavy balls pulsating before her. She couldn't, had she wanted to, 
contain herself and she nestled her face to the soft, sweet smelling 
crotch, starting her excited tongue at the tip of Shannon's testicles, 
taunting the exposed half-inch of his shaft not yet swallowed into her, 
and into the now pulsating, open cunt and upward, finally sucking the 
inner-lips and clitoris into her mouth with a wet little slurping 
sound.


Madeleine began to raise her buttocks up and down over Shannon's 
plundering cock and as she did this she pressed her glistening pussy, 
now flowered open with her splayed legs, against Annette's wildly 
sucking mouth. Frantically, Annette lashed her tongue around, over, up 
and into the sweet, delicious-tasting cunt, her own passion mounting 
feverishly in her belly and loins.


She reached down between her legs and began to massage her quivering 
clitoris vigorously. Mon Dieu! I've got to be fucked or something, she 
thought, and then, she remembered her Launcelot.


"Launcelot ... lover! Come up here, Mon Cher!" she choked, raising her 
ass up high, then burying her tongue deeper into Madeleine's pulsing 
cunt.


Annette sensed the bed give as the great dog immediately leaped onto 
it, raising up onto his hind legs and clasping his forelegs tightly 
around her waist. She thrust her behind high and back, feeling his hard 
wet animal prick ram and slip against her buttocks. Again and again it 
floundered until she spread her legs farther apart and thrust back her 
completely expanded crotch.


Once more, it rammed.


"Auggghhhh," she winced before it as the long, slender prick soared 
into her, spearing her hungry, moist vaginal walls like a flint-tipped 
arrow.


Mon Dieu! Her magnificent Launcelot! He was like a heavenly sent 
miracle ... always ready and able to satisfy the lusty desire of her 
ever increasing needful cunt. Dear God, she loved him too, she thought, 
as she licked and sucked shamelessly at the delectable wet split before 
her. She heard Madeleine whimper and Shannon's throaty grunts, all in 
the faint background of her mind, for her lover was hammering her with 
rapid, pile-driving thrusts that were reaching her very womb, and the 
slender cock was beginning to swell inside her as always. She could 
feel it getting larger and larger, filling her entire channel like a 
great growing monster ... the way no man could ever fill her ... a 
beautiful, unbelievable fucking machine ... driving her ever, ever 
toward her apex ...


Wildly, Annette licked and sucked until Madeleine screamed: "Oooohhh, 
Mon Dieu! I'm going to cum ... Mother of Christ ... Oui, oui ... I am 
... nowww ... I'm cuuuummmiinnnggg!"


"Pound your ass!" charged Shannon. "Godamn you ... don't stop now, damn 
you! Pound your fucking ass!"


"Yiiieee ... Oooohhh ... Oui ... ouiiii!" cried Annette as Launcelot 
fucked into her, his animal prick suddenly long, long ... and thick, 
thick inside her flooding cunt, those jackhammer lunges never lessening 
...!


And then, she felt the animal's stream of hot juices squirting into her 
unceasingly! Long jets of it scalding the inner walls of her vagina, 
spurting into her womb with violent force, sloshing against the inner-
sides of her wildly spasming belly, its steaming heat setting her off 
until at last she wailed loudly, helplessly.


Time and again she screamed; her release was that great! She heaved her 
ass back toward the humping dog's expanded shaft as it continued to 
shoot into her with unbelievable force, her thighs trembling, her 
stomach quaking, her brain reeling insanely with the sensual reactions 
traversing along her spine, all realism escaping her as she fell 
forward on her face into Madeleine's soft open crotch, a deep sleep 
almost immediately engulfing her.


Chapter 11


Annette's keen mind, once given the opportunity to function, surprised 
both Shannon and Madeleine. It was her plan of advising her father, 
Gaston Larreau, where and how to deliver the money that was the most 
acceptable, the less dangerous, and certainly quite ingenious. Shannon 
liked it from the beginning, for it was in the actual "pickup" of the 
ransom that he'd had qualms all along. This particular phase of the 
operation had always proven to be the most hazardous, according to 
statistics, in any kidnapping plot.


As Annette pointed out, her father was not apt to call in the 
authorities; such a move would be entirely contrary to Syndicate 
philosophy ... besides, he had a tremendously efficient network all his 
own. But she did expect him to try something when the 'pickup' was 
made; it wasn't in his nature to take such a slap-in-the-face without 
contemplating vicious retaliation. Thus, she had come up with the buoy-
boat idea.


A hiking tour of the island had produced an old thirty-six foot tub 
with a cabin, anchored in a cove, ancient and in need of paint, but 
hardy enough upon examination to perform the task they had in mind. 
Shannon guessed that the senator probably used her as a work craft, 
hauling rocks and lumber, from the appearance of dirt and scraps of 
wood littering her deck. Her engines seemed adequate and in fair shape, 
the point being proved when he added gasoline. There was nothing wrong 
with her that fuel didn't cure.


The plan, in essence, was for Shannon to take Annette to Summerton on 
the mainland where he would make his final call to her father, let 
Annette speak and plead with him not to try anything, only pay the 
ransom, or else they would kill her. He would then instruct Larreau to 
place the money in a waterproof sack and tie it below the waterline to 
a specifically numbered buoy in the lake. They had chosen number 
nineteen because of its location, with no islands for approximately ten 
miles in any direction. It was fifteen miles from their own island and 
about fifteen from the mainland ... a perfect plan.


"You must be careful, Chri," Annette warned cautiously. "I have a 
feeling that mon pere will try something when you make the pickup ... I 
don't know what, but we must plan for all eventualities. That's why I 
suggest the daylight ... at least, you'll be able to see."


"Oui," agreed Madeleine nervously. "Daylight is best, Chri. Mon Dieu, 
I wish ... I wish you'd give up this whole idea, mon cher. We both love 
you so much. Is it worth it ...?"


"Don't be a fool," snapped Shannon from across the kitchen table where 
they all sat over coffee and his unfolded navigation map of the vast 
lake. "You think I've gone this far for nothing? No, Baby ... not on 
your life. I intend to get that loot from the little fat czar, every 
dollar of it ... and with Annette's help, it can't miss. Look, 
sweetheart, don't go chicken on me now."


"I--I'm not thinking of myself, Shannon don't you see?" Madeleine said. 
"It's you ... and both Annette and I feel the same ... We love you, 
Chri ..."


"And what about Igat?" he interrupted. "You stop loving her?"


"You know better than that," Madeleine responded immediately. "She's my 
baby and I want her more than anything, but ..."


"But, hell," he said. "There's no buts. To get her back we need money 
to make a deal with Girarde, then disappear with, and that's just what 
we're going to have. Now ... let's forget all of this quit talk and get 
down to business."


He turned to Annette: "What do you think he might try? And how?"


Annette shrugged. "Pere is a scheming man. He'll probably try to have 
his men watching from some vantage point or other ... either in a boat 
far enough off, or a plane ... something, I'm sure. But he's less apt 
to suspect the buoy-tender if we make it look authentic enough and you 
perform a routine of it, stopping at all of them."


Shannon nodded slowly. "I like it," he said. "Yeah ... I like it."


It was still early in the morning and Shannon took the next hour 
checking the old craft's engines to be on the safe side, then took her 
on a trial run. Later, the girls came down and helped carry some cans, 
lanterns and other gear from the senator's boathouse, piling them into 
the boat to give her some sort of look of authenticity. When they were 
finished they stood back to survey their work.


"Well? What do you think?" Shannon addressed Annette, who seemed to be 
the foremost authority amongst them on buoy-tenders.


She nodded. "Pretty good, Chri ... if no one gets too close."


"She's no speed demon, but with luck it won't make any difference," he 
said, mostly to himself, a touch of nerves knifing at him once more.


"What do we do now, Lover?" Madeleine asked, taking his hand.


Shannon fingered his beard. "Well ... I think it's time we made a trip 
to the mainland. We'll take some of those large cans for gasoline. 
Then, we'll pick up some groceries, and finally ... we'll make the big 
phone call to papa. I've been figuring it out in my head. We'll allow 
four hours for them to drive down from Montreal and another hour to 
place the money on the buoy. That's five altogether ... What time is it 
now?"


"Eight ten," replied Annette, checking the watch on her wrist.


"All right ... by two-thirty this afternoon I should be able to start 
my run. That's giving them plenty of time. Any comments?" he asked, 
looking from one to another of his lovely cohorts. "Good ... let's head 
for the mainland."


*   *   *


At two-forty-five that afternoon beneath a scorching sun, the lake calm 
with a heavy cloudbank of thunderheads to the southwest, Shannon 
brought the boat alongside a buoy. He caught a rope around the gently 
bobbing marker and secured her loosely. He felt a bit silly with his 
routine since there was nothing visible in any direction except miles 
of water, but he followed through with it anyway. As Annette had said, 
it was possible that her papa could have men lying off far enough to be 
out of vision of the naked eye, yet, able to see him with powerful 
glasses. He would play it all the way; take no chances with this 
creeping tub beneath him.


Satisfied, he pulled loose his rope and opened the throttle. He lighted 
a cigarette and studied his map. Their buoy, number nineteen, lay about 
five miles west. Several more were spread between, and he would stop 
and pretend the same routine at all of them.


The tub cut the water rather gracefully, he thought, giving off a fair 
wake. He took a revolver he'd kept secret from his hip-pocket, opened 
the cylinder and assured himself that it was ready. He hoped to hell he 
wouldn't have any use for it, and shoved it into his belt beneath his 
shirt. The old nervousness and tension were there inside him again, and 
he sucked at the cigarette until its fire stuck out a half-inch.


Already, his eyes had commenced to burn from lack of sleep and the 
brilliance of the sunlight reflecting off the water. For some dumb 
reason, he hadn't thought of dark glasses, but he had remembered a hat-
-an old straw panama he had found in a closet of one of the Senator's 
bedrooms. It helped.


He half-sat on the pilot seat, one hand manipulating the wheel, and 
thought about how Annette had played her part well on the telephone. 
She had told her father she was okay, but that if he didn't pay off it 
would surely be the end for her.


She had gone on to feign semi-hysterics and when he, Shannon, had cut 
in, Larreau had threatened to chase him to the ends of the godamned 
earth if any harm came to her. She had performed to perfection.


All was well. On schedule and functioning smoothly. So, what the hell 
was wrong with him, he thought?


Why the qualmy guts and shaky hand? Too smooth. Maybe, that was it. 
Like swiping the bottle from the baby's mouth? Yeah, that's it all 
right. No competition. Unnatural. Too easy. Not in keeping. As if he 
was standing on third and he could steal home any damn time he felt 
like it. When's the lid going to blow off? Jesus! Right now ...!


A plane! He touched the hard handle of the gun and thought how godamned 
useless that would be if Larreau's hoods were up there looking down on 
him. It was a single motored private job and it was coming from the 
north ... the Canadian shore ... right toward him! He watched it 
without looking up and made for the next buoy off to the starboard.


You think the worst and you get it everytime! It was almost above him 
now as he came alongside the buoy and caught his rope fast. He didn't 
look up, but got the feeling the plane was circling. Sweat oozed out on 
his forehead and ran down the bridge of his nose. Nonchalantly, he 
proceeded with his act, but there was a hollowness in his belly.


He wished to hell if they were going to do anything they'd do it! But 
that was crazy, wasn't it? Why should they? Hell, no! Not until he 
reached 19. He raised his eyes and the plane was a half mile or so 
south and flying a course state-side. He sighed long and loud, freed 
and poured the gas to her. Dropping onto the pilot seat, he headed for 
the next buoy.


Three markers in a row were play-acting, with nothing alive or man-made 
as far as the eye could see. He began to feel silly again, but caught 
himself with the realization that the next one was 19.


With an effort, he worked at holding down his anxiety and cut back his 
speed, settling down to pull it off professionally. No blunders ... 
nothing that would arouse suspicion. He was servicing the buoys. That's 
all. And you had to service them all, didn't you? Make it look good. 
Just in case ...


Wait! What the hell was that? A lake freighter! Just visible on the 
horizon ahead and to the north! So? Nothing wrong with that ... he 
hoped. The perfect godamned setup through for some of Larreau's men! 
With glasses they could make him out fine. And if they had a fast boat 
tied along side ...


Shannon swallowed a ball of cotton. It might be coincidence. There were 
plenty of freighters on this lake ... but ... Jesus! He'd have to 
chance it! After all, he was only servicing the buoys.


He brought her in close and caught his rope. Mechanically, he went 
through his role, at the same time looking for the tell-tale line that 
would be tied just below the waterline of the marker holding the bag in 
the water below. There it was! Excitement prickled his flesh. A half-
million dollars! He tried not to move too fast, and bending down, he 
loosened the line, straightened, and secured it to the ring he had 
installed in the gunwale for that purpose.


He remained fast until he was satisfied he'd used enough time to make 
it look good, pulled loose his rope and made off, still following the 
course of the buoys ahead. He would stop at a couple more before 
circling and heading back to Hyde Island.


Then, he spotted the boat! A speed-craft she was, and bearing down on 
him from the direction of the freighter! He'd damned sure called that 
one all right! Something bitter spurted up into his mouth and he 
swallowed it back. He dug the revolver from against his belly and ran 
for the wheel. Damnit! He'd make a fight of it anyway!


Coming around, he opened her up, for all the damn good it did. She felt 
like a scow beneath him and when he looked back he could see the bag, a 
black shiny object, hitting the surface and skipping, submerging again, 
then breaking water to repeat the cycle. Beyond, and still a little 
north, came the speed-boat, her bow raised high out of the water and 
cutting a hell of a wake behind her. She was coming straight at him and 
he thought he could make out two ... maybe three people in her.


For a moment he panicked ... decided to cut the bag loose, then caught 
himself. To hell with it! He'd gone this far. He'd go all the bloody 
way! He gripped the gun tight and felt the sweat slime between the 
handle and his palm. Godamn them! He'd take a couple of them with him 
anyway! Jesus! Almost, but not quite! A half million dollars ...! 
Beautiful! Come on you bastards! Take it away from me!


"Well, Charlie, a cool head can't win 'em all, can it?" he said aloud, 
then laughed bitterly. A maze of things were running through his mind. 
He remembered as a kid how he had always abhorred the thought of being 
aboard a sinking ship and how God-horrible a watery grave would be ... 
and how his own little son had drowned ... and how he would never see 
Annette or Madeleine again, or any other godamned thing ... He swore 
aloud and watched the boat coming down on him. Behind, the bag broke 
water and went out of sight once more. He shifted the revolver from one 
hand to the other and back again. Wait until they were close enough. No 
use wasting the bullets. He had only six, and they had to count. He 
could see them now ... make them out. A man at the wheel and another in 
the seat behind him ... wearing white shirts and yachting caps ... 
yachting caps?


Shannon straightened slowly. The third passenger was a woman ... in a 
bathing suit. They were beside him now and maybe fifty yards off the 
starboard. The woman waved!


His arm felt as if it were made of lead. Both the pilot and the man in 
back waved. He could see the smile on the woman's face! He forced the 
hand that didn't have the gun up into the air. They all waved once more 
and he waved back.


Suddenly, he was limp. He wasn't certain whether he was going to laugh 
or cry. He plodded back to the pilot seat and flopped onto it. Then, he 
laughed until he choked, and when that was passed the speed-boat was 
two miles beyond and going away.


Chapter 12


The storm came up in what seemed to be a matter of minutes, the cloud 
bank of thunderheads looming rapidly out of the southwest to quickly 
overcast the heavens and burst open at their dull grey bellies, 
unleashing vicious bolts of chain lightning with great claps of thunder 
and churning up a wicked sea. Fortunately, Shannon had reached the 
island and was mooring the boat in the cove when it let loose its 
wrath. He hauled in his booty and ran to the house where the girls 
waited tense and weepy with both fear and excited anticipation.


The moment he entered they were all over him, hugging and kissing him, 
tears streaming down their cheeks in their obvious joys at his safe 
return. He dropped the bag, taking each in an arm and held them tight 
while they clung to him, pressing their delightful bodies snugly to his 
from either side, their hands caressing, their soft lips on his bearded 
face while he sought their round full buttocks with his big hands to 
smooth and massage them there. Christ, it was almost too much that one 
man should have it so good, he beamed happily.


"We worried so, Chri," Madeleine whimpered.


"Especially when we saw the storm coming up," added Annette. "We were 
both sorry we'd let you go ..."


"What would we ever have done if something had happened to you?" 
Madeleine sniffled.


"Okay, okay," Shannon chuckled, finally working himself free. He picked 
up the bag and said: "Nothing did happen ... but for awhile there I had 
my doubts ... Anyway, there it is! A half million bucks, dolls ... all 
ours! From here on out the world's our oyster ... and man, are we going 
to enjoy it! Come on, let's start counting."


Greedily and with nervous hands, he removed the waterproof container, 
opened the valise and gaped at its contents. Slowly, the girls came in 
close on either side to stare with him. It presented an almost 
unbelievable, breathtaking sight. It was divided in Canadian and U. S. 
currency and tiny little gasps of awe escaped each of them as they 
studied and touched it almost reverently.


"Y--You suppose it's all there?" asked Madeleine, her voice barely 
audible.


"I'd wager it is, but let's count it and find out," said Shannon, 
turning the valise over, emptying the packeted money onto the table. 
"Go ahead, you girls start counting while I watch and catch my breath."


"Oui, Chri," chirped Annette, setting immediately to the task with 
enthusiasm.


Sir Launcelot came up to Shannon then, nuzzling close to him 
affectionately. The movement surprised and pleased him; it seemed that 
he'd finally been accepted all the way around. He petted the massive 
head and heard the animal's whining response. Christ, it was a great 
life he had ahead of him, almost too great to comprehend right at the 
moment. All the money in the whole godamned world ... He crossed the 
room, his mind reeling with its pleasurable thoughts.


Outside, the rain had increased in its intensity, changing momentarily 
into hail-stones and causing an immediate dropping of temperature that 
would produce fog. Shannon looked to the girls who were working 
feverishly over the money and wondered if they had yet noticed the 
prompt cooling off of the house. Neither of them were overdressed: 
Madeleine in a summer mini-thing she'd brought with her, and Annette in 
the thin sweater-slacks outfit she'd been wearing when he'd brought her 
there, but they were too busy to pay attention to anything but the 
stacks of bills before them. He laughed to himself, sensing the odor of 
musty and overstuffed furniture along with that of partially burned 
wood from the fireplace the cooling dampness was raising. While they 
went on counting, he found paper and chips to light a fire, then made 
coffee, all of the time thinking about the wild little orgy they were 
going to stage right there before the godamned fireplace in 
celebration, just as soon as he calmed his nerves and remartialed his 
wits ...


"It's all here, Chri," informed Annette happily. "Five-hundred-
thousand dollars! Mon Dieu! I'll bet mon pere has turned blue with 
rage." She ran to where he sat and threw herself onto his lap, her arms 
around his neck, kissing him passionately. "Where are we going from 
here, lover? A thousand, thousand miles away, I hope."


"That far anyway," Shannon replied with a grin. "But not before I get a 
bit of loving from you two to show your appreciation."


"Mmmmmmmm," Annette purred, kissing him once more.


Madeleine came and joined them, sitting her lush full buttocks on the 
arm of the chair and slipping her arm around his neck. She said: "How 
long do we stay here, Chri?"


"We'll leave sometime tonight. The storm should be over then," he said.


"But there'll be fog," Annette warned. "There's always fog on the water 
after a storm like this one."


"Maybe ... but I think we can make it all right with the compass ..."


A loud throaty bark of warning from Launcelot caused Shannon to jerk 
erect. At first, he thought the wind had blown open the heavy door, 
until he saw the two of them burst through the entrance with leveled 
guns in hand, both of them crouched forward like something left over 
from a cheap monster movie in their skin-diving outfits. But the 
expressions on their faces advised differently, and from that point he 
never had a moment's doubt what was going on.


Both of the girls screamed and Launcelot charged them. There was an 
explosion and the big animal went down like a bolting rhino, blood 
pouring from his head. Again, Annette screamed, rushing to the side of 
the fallen animal while the one with the still smoking revolver said in 
French: "Don't anyone even breathe, eh? Just stay right where you are 
or you're dead!"


The big dog whimpered to Annette's touch, tried to move but couldn't. 
Frantically, she examined the wound to the crown of his massive head 
and saw that the bullet hadn't penetrated, but had grazed deep and 
painfully. "My baby ... my baby," she sobbed. "Don't try to move ... 
lay still, mon cher ... you hear? Lay still ..." Then, slowly she 
raised her eyes to the two weirdly garbed intruders, sensing the 
contorted expression of hate that twisted her own slender face. "You 
bastards!" she spat. "You filthy bastards ...!"


"Sorry, Ma'm'selle," the taller one said emptily. "He came at me ... 
nothing else I could do."


Annette fought to control herself, her brain racing wildly. She'd 
recognized them; they were her father's enforcers, two of the three 
men, she was certain, who had murdered Ginny Novak ... Axel and McShea, 
by names, both ugly and brutal men. In her peripheral vision she saw 
Madeleine backed across the room near the table where the money lay in 
neat piles, and Shannon standing beside the chair with his hands raised 
high. My God, was this how it was all going to end? Launcelot was dying 
... and that was the fate both Shannon and Madeleine could look forward 
to now ... and she could do nothing to help them.


She said: "I--It's about time you got here. What in hell took you so 
long? Was pere too busy to spare me the time?"


The tall one called Axel pulled off his skintight head covering, then 
grinned hollow-faced. "It took time, Ma'm'selle. Your father had to 
figure out a plan. Not a bad one, eh? We waited with aqua lungs below 
the surface of the water. When this punk took the bag we hooked onto 
his boat and let him pull us along behind ..."


Shannon felt the void in his belly growing. The one godamned thing that 
had never crossed his mind ... someone below the surface. He'd been too 
occupied with what was happening on top of the water. Beautiful ... and 
that's what made a crumb like Larreau the biggest crumb in the cake ... 
Christ!


"This is all of them ... just these two?" McShea, a broad, heavy man 
with powerful shoulders, ruddy face, thick lips and a bulbous nose 
questioned.


Annette nodded, her brain continuing to whirl. Dear God, her beautiful 
Launcelot was dying ... dying! Well ... she wouldn't have to worry 
about leaving him behind any longer, would she?


"Did they harm you?" asked McShea.


"No. They treated me well," she managed as she continued to soothe 
Launcelot with stroking hand.


Axel said: "See if he's got a gun, McShea."


McShea moved in on Shannon. "Turn around, punk," he ordered, to which, 
Shannon responded and he found the gun. Then, he walked to Madeleine's 
cowering form and ordered her to do the same. Twice, he ran his hands 
over her voluptuous, if, cringing body, lewdly squeezing and patting 
her soft full curves as he laughed salaciously. "The cunt's okay," he 
said, taking a long, greedy look at the piled currency on the table.


"Tie him," ordered Axel. "Tie the punk into the chair until I decide 
how we're going to handle this. This storm's going to be with us for 
awhile ... might just as well enjoy it, eh?"


McShea grinned his agreement. He'd brought a length of rope with him, 
evidently anticipating their every move, Annette decided. They'd 
planned it well ... and she was beginning to get the feeling that her 
father wasn't aware of all their intentions. She said: "Does pere know 
I'm here ... on this island, I mean?"


Axel eyed her levelly through evil, lead-hued orbs. "He hasn't the 
faintest, Ma'm'selle ... and this is a hell of a big lake, eh? The best 
he can do is sit and wait for us to contact him ... which we have no 
intentions of doing." He grinned humorlessly. "As a matter of fact, 
we've got other plans, sweetheart ... other plans entirely ..."


"I smell a doublecross," grunted Shannon who was already bound 
painfully into the chair, the circulation in his arms and legs almost 
completely cut off. "So ... now you're going to grab the loot and run, 
is that it?"


McShea straightened from his task, stepped back and lashed Shannon 
brutally across the face, splitting his lip and causing the blood to 
spurt. Annette winced, but held herself, while Madeleine rushed to his 
side.


"Damn you!" Madeleine screamed, clawing at McShea's ugly face, but it 
was a futile gesture. Grinning, the powerful man twisted her about, 
clamping one arm around her waist and clutching one full soft breast 
brutally with the other, raising a cry of pain from her throat.


"You know what, cunt?" he hissed vilely into her ear. "I'm going to 
fuck you ... along with a few other things, and right here in front of 
your boyfriend. Now, what do you think of that?"


Madeleine stopped fighting, her eyes fixed on her Shannon's bleeding 
and swollen mouth, even as the horrible meaning of her tormentors 
filthy words registered. God, she didn't care about herself, but 
Shannon ...


Annette bit her lower-lip, forced a smile and slowly got to her feet. 
She said: "Go ahead, McShea ... I'd like to watch that myself."


Abruptly, Madeleine turned her head to stare with disbelief at the 
unusual twisted smile contorting Annette's slender, attractive face. 
Mother of God! Was she losing her wits? It couldn't be true ... Annette 
was actually prodding this foul brute into raping her ... and right 
there before Shannon's helpless eyes ...!


"Hey, baby ... maybe you're all right after all," Axel said, a 
lecherous, hollow-cheeked grin coming into evidence. "Well, you heard 
her, McShea ... skin off that rubber suit and give us a show, eh? 
Meantime, sweetheart here can mix us a couple of drinks," he added, 
reaching out and drawing Annette willingly in close to him.


She looked up into his skull-shaped face and smiled sensuously. "What 
about us?" she teased. "You and me, Axel ...? You know, I think we 
could make it just fine together ... especially with all that money, 
Chri ... eh?"


Shannon watched the licentious expression of lust leap into the gaunt, 
ugly one's eyes and the way he licked at his dry, knife-like lips. His 
own brain was churning hazily from McShea's stunning blow. Christ! Was 
she acting ... or serious ... ready to throw in with the winning side 
regardless of who it was? Godamn ... hadn't he wondered that all along? 
She was a shrewd one ... with a brain like a computer and the morals of 
an alley-cat ... She was selling them out! He watched in semi-shock as 
Axel placed both hands onto the cheeks of her round little ass and 
hauled her to him, kissing her hungrily. Her arms went up around his 
neck and she ground her pelvis against him. The little bitch!


Madeleine continued to stare in disbelief, but tore her attention from 
the entwined couple as McShea let loose of her and began to peel the 
rubber suit from himself. She stood as if petrified, then, backed 
against the table while he shed everything but a pair of tight-fitting 
swimming trunks that showed the massive bulge at his crotch, and then 
she gaped in despair at Shannon who was watching helplessly.


"All right, cunt ... hike up your dress and show me your pretty legs," 
McShea ordered, standing back with hands on hips and grinning 
lasciviously at her.


Madeleine felt a wave of revulsion course through her. She pressed her 
buttocks against the table rim and shook her head slowly. "N-- Never 
... never," she hissed. "You'll have to rape me, damn you!"


McShea's grin broadened. He said: "I don't think so, cunt. I think 
you'll be glad to do anything I ask ..." He paused, then approached 
Shannon's helpless form secured in the chair. Twice, he struck the 
bound man across the face, Shannon's head rocking viciously from the 
force of the blows. Again, he raised his hand and Madeleine screamed.


"Stop it! Stop it! ... I--I'll do it ... anything you say ... only 
don't beat him anymore ..."


McShea chuckled sadistically while Axel smirked lewdly as Annette 
helped the gaunt one strip to his own trunks.


"Okay, bitch ... let's get a look at those long, hot legs," repeated 
McShea.


Madeleine's feeling of revulsion and disgust, although still prevalent, 
was far overshadowed by her love and pity for her Shannon. Mon Dieu! 
She would do anything to spare her lover pain! Anything! She reached 
down to the hem of the tiny dress and lifted it a couple of inches.


"Higher!"


She raised the skirt which clung to her hips up to the triangle of the 
sheer panties covering her genitals, watching his eyes bug and his 
mouth fall open.


"Sit up on the edge of the table and open your legs," he ordered and 
she did, her skirt pulled high, spreading her thighs in shamed 
reluctance, giving him a bird's eye view of the soft swollen place 
between, her tight split outlined enticingly beneath the thin, gauzy 
material, tiny strands of soft, resilient pubic hair slipping 
tantalizing out from beneath the crotch band.


McShea's mouth went dry. Axel and Annette, who had gone behind the bar, 
watched with seeming excitement lighting their faces. Shannon stared 
blurry-eyed, a feeling of nauseating helplessness gripping him. McShea 
began to breathe heavily. He enjoyed a session of exhibitionism to prod 
his lust before he performed. He said: "Take off your panties."


Madeleine hesitated, but only briefly. Dear God, she thought, all was 
lost! They'd kill them before they were done with it, just as they had 
murdered poor Ginny Novak ... But she had to do what she could to stave 
that horrible moment off. She shivered as she slipped her hands under 
her slightly trembling buttocks, grasped the flimsy material and edged 
the garment off her hips, down her thighs and over her low-heeled 
shoes, letting them drop to the floor in a useless pile.


McShea licked his lips. "Open wide," he snapped.


She spread her legs until her knees were wide apart. She felt giddy, 
almost as if she might faint as his eyes locked lustfully upon her 
completely exposed vagina, its moist pink flesh flowered open to him 
from her obscene position.


He made a grunting, animal sound. His prick had leaped into hardness 
inside his trunks as he stared at the open target of soft flesh in its 
wreath of silken, black cuntal fleece, her round full thighs spread 
open provocatively, if, unwillingly, the creamy-white orbs of her 
buttocks showing underneath. Roughly, he grabbed the waist band of his 
trunks and shoved them down, letting them fall to the floor to reveal 
his long, thick, rock-hard cock that was hot in his hand and already 
weeping from the tiny split at its tip.


Madeleine gaped at it; it was monstrous and it caused her lips to move 
in revulsion and her stomach to turn over. Desperately, she tried to 
cling to her wits.


"Pretty, eh bitch?" McShea taunted. "Make your mouth water, maybe?" He 
chuckled lewdly and began to stroke it as she watched in utter 
abhorrence.


"Go on, McShea," Axel prodded. He'd come around to the front of the bar 
and removed his trunks. He stood with a drink in his hand while Annette 
fondled his rigid prick standing out lustily from his bony loins. "Give 
it to her for Christ sakes. Let's start the show, eh?" He sat down his 
glass and tugged at the zipper of Annette's slacks. "Come on, kid ... 
let's get those fucking clothes off. I'm about ready to pump a load 
into you."


Annette managed a smile and quickly began to comply, while, of a 
sudden, McShea reached out, grasping the low-cut bodice of Madeleine's 
dress with cruel, rough fingers, ripping it to her waist. She was 
wearing no bra and her young magnificent breasts burst into view before 
him. He caught her by the wrist and jerked her off the table, holding 
her as he tore the remaining remnants of cloth from her, then with a 
brutal twist of her arm, forced her to her knees before him, her tear-
stained face even with his thrusting, jerking prick.


"All right, cunt ... suck it!"


Numbly, Madeleine raised her eyes to him in a pleading, if, useless 
gesture, then automatically she wrapped her hand around the sticky, 
heavy-veined rod of flesh and McShea shoved his hips forward with a 
grunt, causing it to skin back until the spongy, purplish head popped 
from the thick foreskin, a scant inch from her dreading eyes.


"Well, bitch? You know what to do with it!" the big man taunted 
sharply. "Rub it around your lips, then lick it clean from tip to balls 
... and be godamned quick about it!"


The nauseating thought nearly caused Madeleine to gag; she was certain 
she could smell its foulness. Oh God ... she could never ... but then, 
she stole a look at Shannon's helpless, bound figure and steeled 
herself to the task ... moving forward. Through sheer force of will, 
her tiny pink tongue came out and she licked down the full length of 
the stiff lust-hardened shaft, sickened by the thought of her mouth 
being used as a receptacle of lust for this vile pig, and the repulsive 
thought of his lewd sperm being eventually pumped deep into her 
unwilling womb. Oh God ... my Shannon ... my Chri ... what's to become 
of us ...?


"That's enough of that," she heard McShea bark suddenly. "Now suck it."


She did, hesitantly, surprised that its taste was not as horrid as she 
had anticipated, but merely a pungent, salty tang from the lake in 
which he had been swimming. She parted her lips, opening her mouth to 
slide them along and over the thick rubbery head, along the full length 
of her tongue, the tiny drops of seepage from it filling the warm 
cavern of her mouth with its acid-like, racy piquancy.


Axel watched with Annette's naked body pressed tightly to his own, his 
arm around her slender waist, and his long finger playing down over her 
flat belly and pubic mound, to ease between her slightly spread thighs 
into the moist pink slit of her cunt, while she massaged and stroked 
his jutting prick with rhythmic caresses. He watched with lust-filled 
eyes as McShea began a slow undulation with his hips, sliding the thick 
cock in and out of Madeleine's obscenely clasped lips with a wet 
sucking sound, guided by his hand now ensnarled in her long, blonde-
tinted hair. He watched the puffing of her cheeks as her head bobbed 
back and forth on the end of his prick with reluctant subservience, and 
McShea shoved the throbbing shaft deep into her mouth viciously. The 
big man's grin was widening with each thrust into the trapped face, and 
she groaned in degraded submission between his legs. What she needed 
was a bit more stimulant, Axel thought salaciously ... and Annette had 
anticipated him.


"Why don't you help him, Chri?" she whispered up at him, giving his 
throbbing cock an exciting little squeeze. "I'd like to see that ... 
her sucking McShea while you fuck her from behind ... the bitch!"


Axel grinned loosely, licentiously, at her. "Hey, you are bitter, ain't 
you. Okay ... come on ... you can help."


Annette accompanied him, dropping to her own knees as McShea knelt, 
then sprawled onto his back before Madeleine, his great cock spearing 
ceilingward. Once more, he grabbed her by the hair and forced her mouth 
down onto his rod, while Axel kneeled in behind her and Annette held 
his long prick, guiding it toward the moist pink slit beneath 
Madeleine's wide-spread buttocks.


Shannon could only stare in half-stunned hatred at their grinning 
faces, while his brain still reeled with the shock of Annette's 
betrayal. He gaped incredulously as Axel's long, rampaging prick 
suddenly disappeared right up into Madeleine's open defenseless cunt 
with Annette guiding it, his bony loins smacking solidly against the 
soft white spheres of her wide-split ass thrust back and upward at him. 
He saw her heavy full breasts dancing and swaying beneath her as their 
resilient, smooth flesh rippled and jounced with Axel's every brutal 
plunge into her. He stared in sickening horror at her cheeks bloating 
and contracting from McShea's thrusting cock into her face, while 
simultaneously he detected that her buttocks had begun to waggle back 
at the other cock behind in new and wild little gyrations. God ... she 
was sucking McShea and fucking Axel willingly. The bitch was enjoying 
it!


In growing and hopeless disbelief, Shannon gaped at the obscene sight 
that he could no longer term rape ... for her sucking mouth was clasped 
tightly around McShea's ramming cock, disappearing now almost to its 
entirety, his balls slapping hard against her chin with every plunge, 
while Axel's long pole pummeled her cunt from behind with long, furious 
strokes and she continued to wave and pound her ass back at him with 
ever increasing vigor.


The two ravagers were lost in their lust-filled carnal rapture of the 
moment ... lost to everything around them except the cock racing right 
up the salacious hole before him ... except the clasping, sucking mouth 
with the swirling tongue pulling voraciously at his tingling prick 
until he could feel the delightful strain at his very balls ... and 
lewd flames of unwanted passion had begun to lick possessively through 
Madeleine's veins ... she was fast losing any will to fight against the 
overwhelming physical rapture seizing her, in spite of her repugnance 
and horror ... she was about to surrender totally to these magnificent 
cocks that were so deliciously trying to meet inside her sensation-
filled body ...


Annette crept away ... unnoticed ... behind the bar where she had 
helped Axel strip ... to where his gun lay. The three were too 
engrossed in their orgy to realize she crept to and crouched behind 
Shannon's chair, fumbling with his bonds, unloosening them and chafing 
his wrists to start the blood flowing ...


Madeleine, in the heat of her rising, uncontrollable desire, had become 
oblivious to everything but the increased forcefulness of the thrusts 
pounding into the depths of her cunt from behind, and the naked hips 
crushing up tighter into her face. She could feel the cock that was 
stiffly poling into her mouth begin tensing in great trembling 
movements and the hands clutching her cheeks grip harder. His pelvis 
closed in on her until she was sure he was trying to push his cock all 
the way down her throat to meet the other soaring deeply up into her 
belly. She was near suffocating, and choked groans of protest tumbled 
from her lips around the pistoning shaft only to be muffled by his 
continuous brutal thrusts. She heard him mouth an oath and felt him ram 
far into her throat, until the tiny strains of his pubic hair at the 
base of his prick pressed tauntingly against her nose.


"Suck it, you cunt!" he snarled. "Suck hard, godamn you ... I'm 
cuuummmiinnnggg!"


Abruptly, her mouth was flooded with a torrent of hot, white liquid 
that raged down her desperately swallowing throat in a fury of seething 
fire. From behind, Axel blurted something unintelligible and she felt 
his loins jerk convulsively against the flatness of her upraised, 
wildly gyrating buttocks. Oh God ... he was cumming too ... and she 
couldn't ... not yet ... not yet! She whimpered as his load of hot, 
swirling sperm gushed into her belly and she ground her ass tightly 
back against his pelvis, her nibbling pussy milking at his spurting rod 
hungrily. She fought for breath as she gulped with sensual delight at 
the thick, viscid fluid wildly ejaculating from the jerking prick 
driven to the depths of her constricting tonsils, and beyond.


It was then that Shannon bolted from the chair, gun in hand. Harshly, 
he barked an unintelligible command at them and Axel was first to raise 
his head. He yanked his prick free of Madeleine's still-hungrily 
clasping pussy and leaped to his feet ... in time to take Shannon's 
first shot full in the chest, thudding him backwards several feet 
before he went down.


McShea had provided for trouble, never letting his pistol out of his 
reach. With a desperate wrenching of his body, he caught up the weapon 
and fired backwards over his head, just as Annette arose to her feet 
from behind the chair. The bullet struck her directly between the eyes 
... she had never known what happened. Shannon threw himself to one 
side, afraid to fire because of Madeleine, who, with the big man's 
penis fast deflating, but still in her mouth, gnashed her teeth 
together to raise a horrible scream from her attacker, as she sunk her 
small hard teeth into the flaccid gristle of his once-proud cock.


Instantly, she rolled away from the shrieking McShea who was clutching 
at his torn genitals, and spat blood from her mouth ... and then 
Shannon fired again and it was over ...


They lay quietly for a long moment ... a long horrifying moment of 
slow, hellish realization ...


Chapter 13


In a semi-stupor and with the rain drenching them, Madeleine watched 
while Shannon dug two wide graves: one for Larreau's enforcers, the 
other for Annette and Launcelot, the animal having died from loss of 
blood. For a long while they had simply sat beside Annette's lifeless 
body, Madeleine weeping and praying, Shannon silent ... knowing now, 
too late, that she had not betrayed them, but instead, had gambled her 
life to save theirs. Finally, realizing he could not leave their bodies 
there to be discovered, he'd carried them one by one to a remote 
thicket on the island and Madeleine had held the lantern for him.


After, they'd returned to the house, undressed and toweled dry before 
climbing into bed to warm each other with their individual body-heat 
... and then to find consolation only in the violence of their 
lovemaking ... until they fell into an exhausted sleep.


Much later, Shannon awakened her with a kiss. "It's time we got out of 
here," he said.


"Oh ... I was fast asleep. Has the rain stopped?"


"Yes. Come on, let's get off this godamned island."


"Oui ... I'm ready, Chri."


He reached for her, bringing her to him. "You love me, Baby?"


"Oh, oui, mon cher. You know I do."


"Yeah ... I know," he said, kissing her once more. "I just wanted to 
hear you say it."


*   *   *


Shannon approached the counter with Madeleine beside him, Igat asleep 
in her arms. They had originally intended to take a daylight flight 
because Madeleine had never flown before and she wanted to be able to 
see everything, but Shannon hadn't wanted to wait another day, and he'd 
called the airport making arrangements to leave that night.


A boy with a two-wheeled cart brought up their bags, with the exception 
of the large one that Shannon carried. He'd keep that one close to him 
all of the way. He stepped in line, exchanging smiles with her and 
glanced at the little round face of the sleeping child she held.


"She won't wake up until morning," Madeleine said tenderly.


Shannon made a nervous little nod, his own smile tense. He'd feel 
better when they were in the air and away from Montreal. Not that there 
was anything to worry about now, he assured himself for the thousandth 
time. It'd been three days since they'd left the island and there'd 
been no repercussions of any nature. There were no loose ends, and he 
was confident that the police weren't even aware that a crime had been 
committed. Still, he couldn't help it; he'd feel a hell of a lot safer 
once they were in Boston.


The line moved and he stepped forward. One more ahead of him. A 
feminine voice came over the PA system announcing in both French and 
English the arrival of Flight 28 from Vancouver at Gate 7 and people 
began scurrying about.


Madeleine smiled over at him. He sensed her elation and that gave him a 
warm feeling. Damn, he'd grown to love her all right. It was going to 
be a full, exciting life they'd all have together, just as she'd always 
wanted. The first thing that morning, he'd sent her over to arrange for 
Igat, and when she'd brought her back to the apartment she was crying 
with joy. It was the most wonderful day in her life, she'd told him. 
That's when he'd decided not to wait and press their luck, but to take 
the night flight.


The line moved once more and Shannon approached the young man behind 
the counter. "Reservations for Mr. and Mrs. Shannon and daughter for 
Boston."


The young man didn't reply, merely looked at him. Then, a rich baritone 
voice to Shannon's left said: "M'sieu' Shannon?"


Shannon looked directly into the handsome face.


A hand was extended toward him offering an opened folder of 
credentials.


"Julian Forrest, sir ... Inspector of the RCMP. We'd like a word with 
you if you'd step over here please," the well modulated voice spoke 
while a hand drew him firmly out of line.


Another thinner and pointed-chinned individual had moved up to take 
hold of Madeleine, and still a third was endeavoring to remove Igat 
from her arms.


"Wh--What the devil's the meaning of this?" Shannon stammered, 
clutching tightly to the bag in his hand.


"You don't know, M'sieu' Shannon?" Julian Forrest questioned, his 
little smile prevalent. "You're not aware that we have kidnapping laws 
in Canada?"


"Kidnap ... what the devil are you talking ...?" Shannon started, then 
stopped abruptly.


"Come on, come on, my dear chap," said Forrest. "Let's not make any 
trouble, shall we? After all ... a Ministre de la Gouvernment's child, 
M'sieu'? You must've realized the chance you were taking, eh?"


Shannon looked to Madeleine, understanding coming slowly. Oh God ... 
no! It couldn't be ...! Christ! He was certain she would've made a deal 
with Girarde ... not just stolen the kid ...!


"My baby!" Madeleine screamed. "You can't take my baby ...!"


They led them from the building with Julian Forrest taking the valise 
from Shannon. Madeleine continued to scream and fight them while 
Shannon walked along in a stupor.


"It's the Girarde baby ... kidnapped this morning ... in all the papers 
... kidnapped ... kidnapped!" came voices of onlookers as they were 
ushered to the street.


"Good God, M'sieu', what have you got in this bag?" asked Forrest 
puffing as he pushed Shannon into the automobile ahead of him.


"My toothbrush," replied Shannon, hollowly. "Listen, Inspector ... the 
girl ... she had nothing to do with this. I planned and pulled the 
whole thing ..."


"Really?" said Forrest, moving in beside him. "Well ... I'll just have 
a little chat with her anyway. We're old friends you know, Madame 
Poirier and I ... In fact, I owe her a little something."


"Old friends ...? I didn't know," said Shannon. "But that's good ... 
she needs all of the friends she can find right now. You ... you'll see 
that she's taken care of, Inspector ...?"


"Most certainly, M'sieu'. You can rely on that." He looked over at 
Shannon in the semi-darkness, an almost evil light dancing in his eyes. 
"I'll see that she's well taken care of."


The End
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Foreword


The pros and cons of the revolutionary, but yet rapidly wide spreading, 
concept of wife swapping-and its natural descendant, group sex-have been 
perennially discussed, argued, debated, and examined. Most every aspect of 
this sexual phenomenon has been carefully dissected by theologians, 
sociologists, psychologists, men of letters, and the average layman; 
opinions cover every inch of the spectrum, from one end to the other.


Constitutionally of course, each man and each woman has the legal and moral 
right to choose for himself what he shall or shall not believe in; but it is 
our opinion that in areas such as the aforementioned, this is intrinsically 
not the case. We are not told we must not believe in, or accept, certain 
avenues of human existence, that we must hold these strange new ideas in 
abhorrence because they conflict with the teachings of our 
forefathers-teachings which today are not only archaic but impractical, even 
detrimental. And if we do not so bold these new ideas and concepts-we are 
considered sick or perverted or immoral.


Who is it, you may well ask, who dares to force our beliefs in a certain 
direction, who dares to censor and to pass judgment? Who are the shapers, 
the molders, the dictators?


To our way of thinking, they are the so called intelligentsia; the men of 
government, of the arts, of the sciences, creative men, educated en, in a 
wide variety of fields and endeavors. It is to them which belongs the burden 
of guilt.


And the most deplorable fact, the saddest, is that these men denounce, 
decry, abhor and condemn without knowing anything of what they are 
denouncing, decrying, abhorring and condemning! Without having experienced 
it, having any conception of its effect on men such as themselves, 
intelligent men, creative men-or, shamefully, without caring!


We, the publishers, submit that this is a gross injustice being perpetrated 
upon the people of the world-if, indeed, it is not a heinous attack on 
freedom itself. Thus, we are indebted to Peter Jensen for having authored 
this novel, The Virgin Couple. In it, Mr. Jensen examines the case of one 
such man, a man named Barry Sutton-a writer, a creative individual, a shaper 
and molder, a man who holds narrow-minded, unjust views until a certain set 
of circumstances show him the other side of the coin.


Mr. Jensen weaves a vivid and compassionate picture of what happens when a 
man like Barry Sutton is once exposed to that which he has blindly condemned 
in the past. It is the author's contention, and ours, that Barry Sutton's 
reaction is not an isolated or minority one, that it would be thus in the 
clear majority of cases involving similar individuals. And it is both the 
author's and our contention, too, that there is a definite link between 
physical gratification, physical awakening, and creative achievement.


We cannot find further word to express our gratitude to Mr. Jensen for 
having written this vitally important novel.


Chapter 1


It was a small party-ten couples and a few unattached men and women-and it 
was, to Kim Sutton's mind, rather a stuffy affair. Everyone seemed to be 
standing in little clusters, talking inanely of topics typical to cocktail 
parties: local and national politics, current fads and fashions, the Viet 
Nam war, ad nauseam. The hostess, a tall, statuesque blonde whose name was 
Gerry Tatum, circulated amongst the guests with a tray of various 
preferential drinks-and her long-side burned husband, Roy, sat next to a 
slim redhead on one of the living room's two couches, putting his hand on 
her knee almost possessively when he thought his wife wasn't looking.


Kim stifled an involuntary yawn, knowing that Barry and she should never 
have accepted the Tatums' invitation. Barry had quit the San Francisco 
Sentinel three weeks ago, and everyone in the paper knew why; as a 
consequence, minor reporters like Roy Tatum thought it socially impressive 
to invite Barry Sutton and his wife to their drab little parties. Yes, that 
was certainly the reason they had been invited; but they'd accepted anyway, 
knowing this, just to get out of their own house, to see some other faces, 
to talk with someone besides one another.


They had stayed home every night since Barry's resignation-they'd turned 
down two other invitations to social functions-because Barry was trying 
desperately to get his novel started, working twelve to fifteen hours every 
day, writing fifteen or twenty pages but throwing most of them away in anger 
and frustration. It simply wasn't going right, he had told her; the words 
wouldn't jell. The reason for that was a combination of things: the 
Department of Public Works was putting in a new sewer main on their street, 
and the noise of jackhammers and heavy machinery and large trucks was 
deafening at times; the phone seemed to ring continuously with calls from 
friends, well-wishers, dogs barking, power lawn mowers whining destroyed 
whatever moments of silence were left. He'd given It up this morning, 
calling the whole idea an abortion, saying that he wouldn't-couldn't--write 
another line in that house; he had to get away, he'd said, somewhere where 
he could be alone, in peace and quiet, to collect his thoughts and 
coordinate his ideas into the cohesive format of the projected novel. And he 
had to do it damned soon, too; he'd already sold the book to a major New 
York hard-cover publisher on the basis of, an outline alone, had been given 
a large advance (most of which was already spent on old bills and 
incidentals), and he had less than eight months in which to deliver the 
completed manuscript. It was to be a major, lengthy work, and if he was to 
meet that deadline he couldn't afford to lose any more time getting started.


When the Tatums' telephoned invitation had come that morning, just after 
Barry's remonstrations, he had told Kim to go ahead and accept, what the 
hell; they might as well get out of the house since it was no use in trying 
to continue the novel.


Gerry Tatum tame around to where Kim and Barry were standing near the large 
fieldstone fireplace and asked them if they would care for another drink. 
Barry declined politely, and she moved off again.


He said to Kim, "I'm beginning to wonder if we shouldn't have stayed home 
tonight. I could've stared at the typewriter and you could've stared at me."


She squeezed his arm, smiling up at him wanly. "I think we'd have had just 
as good a time."


"I hate parties like this," Barry said. "They're so damned pretentious."


I know."


"I haven't heard an honestly intelligent statement all night."


"Spoken like the true, novelist," Kim said in a gently chiding voice. "Mr. 
Hemingway, I presume?"


"Ouch!" Barry said, recoiling in mock pain. "Your barbed wit cuts deep."


She touched the long, silky strands of her raven black hair in that 
unconsciously vain way women affect. "I was just teasing, honey."


"I know you were," Barry sighed. "How much longer do we have to remain at 
this abysmal affair, do you suppose? When can we leave without destroying 
our image?"


"Very shortly," Kim said. "Can you take another half hour of this?"


"Must I?"


"You must."


"This is a far, far better thing I do, as Hamlet said." Barry muttered, 
taking a moody swallow from his double martini.


Just then, one of the couples whom they had been introduced to upon arriving 
at the party-Jack and Lynn Goren-made their way over to where the Suttons 
were standing. Jack Goren was short and heavy-set, with a salt-and-pepper 
crew cut and dark, intelligent gray eyes. He gave the impression of having 
once been an athlete-he was broad shouldered and thick chested, and the 
material of his Madras jacket was stretched taut across his pectorals. 
Looking at him, Barry Sutton thought that he probably worked out regularly 
in one of the local gymnasiums or health clubs. He had a broad, friendly, 
contagious smile and an easy-going manner. He was carrying, oddly enough, a 
glass of dark ale in one huge hand. His wife, Lynn, was tall and lithe with 
brownish-yellow hair and huge, luminescent green eyes with tiny yellow 
flecks in the irises. She wore a clinging blue shift which hugged and 
caressed her slender, high-breasted body, accentuating the easy, natural 
sway of her tight mooned buttocks. She was holding onto Goren's arm and 
smiling warmly as they approached.


"Hello there, Sutton," Goren said heartily as they came up. "Lousy party, 
isn't it?"


"Shall I be honest about it?" Barry asked.


"Sure."


"Yes. It's a lousy party."


Goren laughed deeply, with good-natured, infectious amusement. He said to 
his wife, "I told you I was going to like this Sutton, didn't I, Lynn? He's 
a man after my own heart-honest and frank and totally lacking in the phony 
social graces."


"Thanks-I think," Barry said.


Goren laughed again. His eyes shifted to Kim, moving easily over her 
beautifully compact, perfectly symmetrical body in a way which was 
complimentary to Kim-not lecherous, but openly admiring. "How about you, 
Kim? What's your opinion of this little affair?"


The familiar use of her first name didn't bother Kim at all; she found 
herself rather liking this large man. "The same as my husband's," she 
answered ruefully.


"Don't really know why we came," Goren said. "Something to do on a Friday 
night, I guess"


"Same here," Barry said. They had established a common bond, and he, too, 
found himself liking Goren. And Lynn, even though she hadn't spoken as yet, 
struck him as being an intelligent, carefree soul like her husband. On top 
of that, she was damned attractive, Barry had to admit; very damned 
attractive.


They fell easily, then, into conversation. As both Barry and Kim had 
surmised, the Gorens were witty, intelligent people, interesting to talk to. 
It developed that Jack was an electronics salesman for a large national 
company, extremely successful; so much so, in fact, that he was now 
semi-retired, working when he felt like it. Lynn, in addition to being a 
housewife, dabbled in oil painting in her spare time. She was very modest 
about that, but Goren insisted that she was a tremendous talent, witness the 
fact that she had sold two of her seascapes for five hundred dollars each 
just last month.


The topic of conversation shifted, naturally, to the novel Barry was 
writing. The Gorens had heard of it from the Tatums (no surprise there, 
Barry thought a little sardonically), and Jack was extremely interested in 
it. He asked, "What's the book about? That is, if you don't mind revealing 
same."


"No, I don't mind," Barry said. "It has to do with student unrest on a large 
California college campus. At least, that's the basic foundation of the 
book. I like to delude myself into thinking I've got something to say on 
contemporary youth-why they act as they do, what social, political, and 
historical precedents they have and will set, the long-range cause and 
effect of riots, demonstrations, dissent."


"I have a few ideas on that subject myself," Goren said. "But it sounds like 
a hell of a book, if you can pull it off. I don't mean that at all 
derogatorily, you understand."


Barry grinned wryly. "Well, I'm not sure I can pull it off."


"Oh? Why?"


"I can't seem to get started on the thing. The first couple of Chapters are 
extremely important, and I can't get them flowing. I must have written 
seventy-five pages in the past three weeks, of which I've salvaged maybe 
four or five."


"What seems to be the problem?" Goren asked with genuine concern.


Barry told him-about the Department of Public Works, and the telephone 
ringing, and the power lawn mowers whining. Goren clucked his tongue 
sympathetically. "Sounds like you need to get off in the wilds somewhere for 
a few weeks."


"That's just what I need," Barry answered. "Trouble is, Kim and I aren't 
exactly the richest people in San Francisco at the present time. Most of the 
publisher's advance is gone, and we have a home to maintain. I just can't 
afford to rent, much less buy, a mountain retreat for the length of time I'm 
going to need."


"Then what will you do, Barry?" Lynn asked in her musically soft voice.


"Grin and bear it, I guess," he replied. "Maybe, one of these days soon, 
I'll be able to get into the book; if that happens, all the goddamned noise 
in the world won't affect my work."


"You will, dear," Kim told him.


Barry grinned his wry grin. "Wifely faith. Ah, what would we creative 
geniuses do without it?"


Goren laughed. "Behind every great man, there's a great woman," he said.


"And vice versa," Lynn put in.


They all laughed, and the rapport between the two couples was fully 
established. They spent the next hour and, a half discussing a various and 
sundry number of things, losing all track of time, each enjoying the company 
of the others. When midnight came, the party began to break up. Barry 
reluctantly looked at his watch, saying, "Hell, I didn't figure it to be 
this late. I've got to be up with the roosters tomorrow for another shot at 
the typewriter."


"I thought you were going to let it simmer for a couple of days, honey?" Kim 
said teasingly.


"Do you believe everything I say?"


"Of course."


Barry shook his head in feigned wonder.


"What did I ever do to deserve you?"


"I've wondered about that myself."


Goren's hearty laugh punctuated their conversation. "Listen," he said, 
taking Barry's hand, "talking with the two of you had made a pleasant 
evening out of what started out to be a huge bore."


"Same here," Barry told him. "It was a pleasure meeting you, Jack. And," he 
added gallantly, "your most lovely wife."


"That goes for me, too," Goren said, his eyes moving over Kim again in that 
admiring way until she blushed lightly with pleasure.


"What say we get together one of these days?"


"Sounds delightful," Kim said enthusiastically.


"Do you play bridge?"


"Yes, we do."


"Fine! We're a couple of tenacious players, Lynn and I, but we don't play 
for blood. We'll make it a foursome one of these evenings soon, if you're 
amenable."


"That we are," Barry said.


"Are you listed in the bock?'


"No," Kim responded. "What with all the calls we've been getting, we had our 
number changed to an unlisted one."


"If you'd rather not give it out-"


"Oh no, not at all," Kim said quickly, looking at Barry. He nodded. She gave 
the number to Lynn, who wrote it down in a small, red leatherette notebook 
from her purse.


"Just don't call between seven and noon," Barry warned. "Kim just picks up 
the receiver and puts it back down. Cardinal rule: no talking of any kind 
between seven and noon."


Goren chuckled. "Right."


They got their coats and bid one another good night at the door. Roy Tatum, 
more than a little drunk by this time, pumped Barry's hand enthusiastically, 
urging him to be sure to give "me and the missus" an autographed copy of his 
book when it was published. Barry said that he would, and Kim and he went 
quickly to where their car was parked in front. The Gorens, with Jack 
driving the dark green Lincoln Continental, waved as they pulled away from 
the curve.


As Barry helped her into their two-year-old Ford, Kim said, "Aren't the 
Gorens the nicest people?"


"Yes," Barry agreed. "They certainly are."


"I'm going to fuck Kim Sutton," Jack Goren said, "And you, my dear, are 
going to help me do it."


Lynn smiled, stretching languorously on the front seat of the Lincoln. "Of 
course, darling," she answered. "After all, Barry Sutton is a handsome and 
desirable man. I'm going to enjoy getting laid by him just as much as you're 
going to enjoy fucking the lovely Mrs. Sutton."


"Goddamn, but you're the hottest woman I ever knew," Goren said with some 
pride. "You just love cock, don't you, baby?"


"Just like you love pussy, sweetheart."


Goren took one hand from the steering wheel and put it on her firm, soft 
thigh, just at the point where the blue shift rode high on her lap. He began 
to stroke the feathery surface lightly. She slid over next to him and, 
without preamble, laid the palm of her slim hand on the crotch of his sports 
slacks. His prick hardened instantly at her touch through the material, and 
Lynn said, "Mmmmmmm, daddy's ready, isn't he?" in a teasing voice.


"Daddy's always ready," Goren said. "Just like mommy."


Lynn began to stroke his cock lightly with her palm while his hand moved 
higher along her thigh. She breathed into his ear hotly, saying, "How do you 
propose to get next to the nice Sutton couple, lover? They don't exactly 
strike me as swingers, so the direct approach would seem to be out."


"True," Goren said. "But I've got a plan."


"What is it?"


"I'll tell you when we get home."


"Tell me now, lover," Lynn said. Deftly, her fingers found the zipper of his 
fly and worked it down quickly. The throbbing length of his huge rod pushed 
the thin folds of his underpants out through the fly opening, straining for 
escape. But Lynn kept it imprisoned inside, stroking the rigid tool with 
knowledgeable fingers; she knew how to torment a man in many ways: by touch, 
by word, by manipulation of her own body. Goren was breathing faster under 
her agile ministrations, and Lynn shivered anticipatorily. Oh, she was going 
to give him a ride when they got home, all right-she really was! She could 
feel her cunt begin to seep warm, moist fluid, soaking the thin silk of her 
panty briefs, and she ground her smooth formed buttocks down against the 
pliant leather of the seat. "Tell me the plan, lover," she repeated.


"We're ... ohhhh ... almost home!" Goren panted. And then, "Damn you!" as 
her hand rubbed more tantalizingly over his prick, using the material of his 
underpants to taunt and rub the blood-engorged glands into near-explosion. 
His own hand went higher along her thigh and his fingers found the dampness 
of her crotch. He waggled a finger inside the leg band, dipping the tip into 
the secret juices of her warm, slightly throbbing vagina, causing a low, 
soft moan of sheer animalistic pleasure to escape her throat. "How do you 
like that, you little prick-teaser?" he hissed breathlessly.


"Ohhhh, lover!"


His forefinger found the quivering miniature phallus of her aroused 
clitoris, moved with provocative slowness back and forth across its 
sensitive surface until his wife was grinding her hips faster and faster 
down against the seat, her loins surging upward against his finger as if 
trying to beckon it to plunge deep inside her vaginal cavity. Goren 
whispered, "You'll wait until we get home, won't you, baby?"


"Aaaggghhhh, hhmmmmmm!" she groaned. "Yesssss, I'll waittttt!"


Goren grinned triumphantly, and eased his finger away from her clitoris, 
took it out from beneath her panties and let his hand rest on her thigh. She 
allowed her fingers to remain on his still-hardened cock, but they weren't 
moving now; her eyes were closed and she leaned against him, letting the 
sensations his probing, questing finger had caused ripple through her 
deliciously.


The Lincoln's headlights picked up the large, Colonial style home-in San 
Francisco's ultra affluent Sea Cliff-which they owned. Goren brought the 
large luxury automobile into the driveway and upward into the spacious 
two-car garage next to Lynn's canary yellow Triumph TR-6, shut off the 
engine and the lights. He stepped out, zipping himself up, feeling the blood 
still pounding in his erect cock. Tease him like that in the car, would she? 
Well, just wait until they got inside! He'd do a little teasing of his own!


He went around to open the door for Lynn, helped her out, and they went into 
the sprawling, maple-furnished house. Goren switched on the indirect lights 
in the knotty pine paneled living room and went to the impressive, well 
stocked bar at one end, near the avocado-draped front window. "How about a 
drink, baby?" he called to Lynn.


"Hmm, all right."


"Scotch?"


"No ice, lover," she nodded.


He poured two scotches and brought her one. "Let's go into the bedroom," he 
smiled teasingly, wrapping his big arm about her slim waist.


She pressed against him. "Will you tell me the plan then?"


"We'll see."


They entered the bedroom and Goren took off his Madras jacket, throwing it 
over one of the maple chairs near the dresser. Lynn undid the two buttons on 
the front of the shift and slowly, seductively, using her palms and 
undulating her body rhythmically, she slid the garment down, down along her 
body until it lay puddled at her feet. Her eyes were heavily lidded, smoky, 
and she watched his face as she undressed. She stood there, dressed now only 
in bra and panties. Tantalizingly, like an exotic dancer practicing her art 
expertly, she reached behind her and unhooked the bra fastenings, pulling it 
away from her firm white breasts slowly, making sure that the aroused, berry 
sized nipples were the last to meet his hot, hungry eyes. She dropped the 
bra on top of the shift and then raised her hands to cup the full, rich 
mounds, kneading them like a lover would. Finally, she dropped her fingers 
to her panties and slowly worked them down over her long tapering legs until 
she was standing before him completely nude.


"Like, lover?" she asked throatily.


"Christ, you're like a goddamned whore when you get in the bedroom!" Goren 
said, but he wasn't castigating her for it. Hell, he wouldn't have had it 
any other way. His eyes roamed over her well-tanned body, at the fleecy, 
light brown down framing the wet, pink folds of her cunt. She was something 
else, all right; in the six years they had been married, he had never had a 
woman who pleased him any more than she did-whether it be suck or fuck; a 
few had come close to approximating her prowess in the rack, but none had 
ever surpassed her. That was one hell of a compliment, considering the 
number of women Jack Goren had had in those six years of marriage.


Lynn reveled in his lustful gaze for a long moment, then she stepped over to 
the king-sized, satin-spread double bed and lay down on it, spreading her 
legs wide in a wanton, inviting position, exposing to his eyes the full, 
wet, palpitating opening of her cuntal passage. She rotated her hips lewdly 
on the sat up spread, arching them up and lowering them again in a measured, 
intoxicating way. "Aren't you going to get naked, lover?" she asked in a 
husky voice.


"Goddamn right I am!" Goren said. Quickly, he undressed, throwing his 
trousers and shirt and tie over the jacket on the chair, pulling his 
underpants down. He stood there with his great, trembling cock standing out 
from his groin like some impossibly huge instrument of torture, the unseeing 
eye in the glands oozing thin, clear droplets of aroused lubrications. Lynn 
stared at it, moistening her lips with her tongue as If tasting the seeping 
fluid already swirling around In the warm sucking caverns of her mouth.


"Come on," Lynn urged. "Lie down beside mommy."


"And what's mommy going to do then?"


"Mommy's going to take that big lovely cock of yours and suck every last 
little drop of hot cum right out of it," Lynn whispered up at him.


Damn! Goren thought. She really knew how to get a guy heated up, talking 
that way, using words like she used her body, fucking you verbally if such a 
thing were possible. His prick quivered and throbbed in anticipation. But he 
owed her a little teasing for what she had done to him in the car on the way 
home first, before he took her up on her offer. He sat on the edge of the 
bed, next to her; close enough to allow her hand to snake out and encircle 
his prick, to begin to stroke and then to massage the turgid length, rubbing 
the skin back and forth and then to slip her hand underneath and cup and 
caress his balls, cradling their softness in her palm.


Goren stifled a small groan of pleasure, and then reached down and removed 
her hand. "First things first," he said.


"What do you mean, lover?"


"You wanted to hear my plan, didn't you?"


"Oh, daddy! You can tell me the plan afterwards!"


"No, I'm going to tell you now. You were anxious enough to hear about it 
earlier."


She returned her hand to his penis and testicles, rubbing, caressing. 
"Please, daddy," she crooned. "I'm hot now, and I want to suck you. Come 
one, let mommy suck you now and then you can tell me all about your plan."


"No," Goren said. He moved down to the foot of the bed, looking up at her, 
watching her undulate her hips, her tongue still flicking along her lips, 
her eyes resting hotly on the huge, granite-hard expanse of his weapon, at 
the wrinkled sac of his bloating balls. "Now the way I figure it, Barry is 
the one to work on first. He's a man, and therefore he's more susceptible 
than Kim."


"So you plan to get to Kim through Barry," Lynn said. She stretched out her 
leg, frowning a little petulantly, and began to stroke his thigh with her 
toes, waggling her big toe upward to touch the rigid flesh of his cock until 
he reluctantly pushed it away and continued.


"That's right. Now I think we've got the answer on how to do it from what 
Barry said tonight. About not being able to work on his novel because of all 
the interruptions."


Lynn lowered her hand and began to stroke her belly lightly with her 
fingertips, teasing the softness of her pubic mound, then trailing lower 
down between her legs so that she was rubbing in slow, even tempo the 
moistness of her cuntal mouth, teasing her clit. Watching her, Jack became 
even more aroused-she knew that he really enjoyed watching her play with 
herself, and she was so hot for his hard pulsating cock now that she was 
pulling out all stops to get him to stop talking. Jack opened his mouth to 
continue, but he swallowed hard at the sight of his wife manipulating her 
genitals, darting her middle finger In and out of her soft, hair lined 
vagina with deft strokes in the attitude of copulation. As she did so, she 
pushed her buttocks down farther on the bed, coming nearer to him, and this 
time he didn't pull away. Her hand seized his cock again, began to stroke it 
then, before he was able to fend her off, she rose up and pressed her body 
against his, forcing him back into a prone position across the width of the 
bed.


"Damn it, Lynn, I'm trying to tell you about-" Goren began, but then he 
stopped as his wife began to trail her soft, moist lips along the side of 
his neck, into the hollow of his throat, down along his hirsute chest. She 
nuzzled the rigid buds of his nipples, rolling her tongue back and forth 
across one, and then let her mouth roam down across the girth of his large, 
protruding, but well-muscled belly. He groaned at the stimulations her 
expert lips were sending through his body, thrust his hips down hard against 
the satin spread. Her fingernails scratched lightly over his cock now, over 
his testicles, reaching under his body to probe briefly at the puckered ring 
of his anus, retracing their path back to his quivering penis.


"The plan ...," Goren began weakly.


"You can tell me what it is afterward, lover," she crooned. "Just relax now, 
Daddy, and let Mommy take care of you."


Damn it, she'd won again, Goren thought fuzzily, giving himself over to the 
prurient sensations of her lips and fingers. She always won, always got her 
way sexually if not in other matters; here in the bedroom, she seemed to be 
lord and master instead of the other way around. Not that he minded; hell, 
she was so damned good in bed that it didn't offend his masculine pride at 
all to have her get her way-because her way was invariably the best way.


Lynn was poised on all fours now, kneeling between his wide-spread thighs, 
her head lowered almost to the tip of his up thrust cock, stroking the 
palpitating flesh lightly with first one hand, then the other, then rubbing 
it gently between the palms of both hands, further arousing him until moans 
of joy rendered from his lips. "Goddamn it, hurry up, baby, hurry up!" he 
groaned. "Suck it, suck it, suck it!" His hips thrust upward, but she pulled 
her head back out of reach, chuckling softly, still stroking and 
manipulating his cock and balls.


He reached up and entangled his hands tightly in her hair, trying to guide 
her head down to meet his forward-leaping manhood. His head was lifted off 
the bed, so that he could watch the lust-contorted features of her beautiful 
face, poised there above his loins, and his brain reeled with the mental 
image of his thick, pulsating cock burrowing in and out of her ovaled lips; 
he was excited beyond all recall now, he had to have her suck him off! He 
could feel the semen beginning to boil in his testicles, and he knew it 
wouldn't be long before it would come spewing out of his shaft like a flow 
of hot molten lava.


"Hurry, hurry!" he begged. "Suck it, baby, suck it!"


Suddenly, as if in abeyance, Lynn plunged her head forward and down. Goren 
felt the incredible, hot moist softness of her lips close over the sensitive 
head of his cock, felt her firebrand tongue lick circles of liquid fire 
around and around it, flicking into the glands opening, drinking up the 
lubricating fluid oozing there. His hands in her hair tightened and he 
thrust his loins upward, driving the length of his massive prick deep into 
the soft, warm folds of her mouth, feeling it slam against the back of her 
throat.


"Uuuuummmmmmm!" Lynn mewled around her husband's hardened rod of flesh.


"Aaggggggghhhhhhhh!" Goren cried in lust-crazed agreement.


Lynn drew back slightly, so that she was able to taste the moist stickiness 
of the glands again, twirling her tongue maddeningly faster around the 
blood-inflated head. Then she began to suck him rhythmically, with all the 
practiced expertise of the accomplished female lover. He watched her 
convoluted lips working on his cock, watched the soft wet skin of her mouth 
pucker outward and then back in again as she sawed her mouth the full length 
of his rigid tool. The sight of her sucking him never ceased to increase his 
arousal, and his loins tensed and jerked upward into her face, all the 
fleshy expanse disappearing with each hard forward thrust, so that only a 
small stretch of it showed white and glistening with saliva wetness between 
her lips.


Her tongue, with a nerve-shattering, lick on the outstroke, was like a 
separate entity, a thing gone wild with lust, making the head jerk and 
convulse as though it, too, were a thing alive with a mind of its own. She 
sucked hungrily, her mind caught up in the task of what she was doing, her 
concentration as full and complete as that of a scientist applying 
mathematical equations. Her breasts danced wildly below her pumping head, 
adding to the lust-inciting picture he was viewing.


"Suck it, suck it, suck it!" Goren urged her on, dropping his head back on 
the bed heavily, closing his eyes and pretending for a brief moment that it 
was Kim Sutton sucking him, that it was Kim Sutton's round lipstick rimmed 
little mouth around his huge cock. Well, it would be, all right, soon 
enough; he'd fuck her one of these days, he was confident of that, and with 
the fucking went the sucking; that was irrefutable. He'd shoot his load of 
boiling cum deep into her throat and into her belly, and she'd be begging 
him for more.


Lynn slaved below, her body glistening from pustules of lust-sweat. The 
pressure grew and grew in Goren's balls, and he shoved his loins up hard 
against her face, hearing her protesting mumble, not heeding it in his 
desire for the final release of the maddening build up of semen in his 
scrotum.


And then-


And then, all at once, he felt the eruption take place, felt the first 
stream of white-hot fire leap along the passage of his plunging cock. He 
gasped, his lips pulling back across his teeth as though he were in agony. 
His cock began a sudden wild, convulsive jerking that flooded without 
advance warning Lynn's madly sucking mouth with rush after rush of burning 
semen, bloating her cheeks outward with each spurt until she was forced to 
swallow wildly to keep from choking, mewling and crooning and tickling his 
balls with the tips of her fingernails.


"Keep sucking!" Goren cried. "Lover, keep sucking, keep suckingggggg!" His 
hands were working spasmodically in her hair now, ramming her head down 
harder on his burgeoning cock, burying it deep in her throat. And then, with 
one last mighty groan as his wife crazily sucked at the juices of his lust, 
he emptied the final drops of his sperm into her mouth.


Lynn continued to nibble gently at the fleshy instrument, milking every last 
drop of his load, until the satiated penis began to gradually deflate in her 
mouth. Goren flung his arms outward on the bed in exhaustion, a great sigh 
of absolute fulfillment emitting from his lips. His wife lay for a long 
moment between his outstretched legs, her head on his thigh, still nibbling 
gently at the limp cock settling down into the cradle of his balls. Finally, 
she crawled up and kissed him full on the mouth. He accepted her tongue 
hungrily as she thrust it into his mouth, even though droplets of his white 
sticky cum were drooling down in thin rivulets from the corners of her 
glistening lips.


"How did you like that, lover?" she whispered.


"As good as always!" he enthused. "Hell, better!"


She kissed him again, and then said, "Now-I'm ready to hear your plan of 
action regarding the Suttons. After which," she added, smiling down at him 
with her eyes sparkling hotly, "you may return the favor of my sucking you 
by eating my pussy until I cum as well as you did. Sound good?"


"Sounds goddamned good!"


"But first the plan."


"Well," Goren said, "it's simple enough. Like I started to say before, Barry 
was complaining about not being able to work on his novel because of all the 
interruptions. What he wanted to do, he said, was get away somewhere, alone, 
where he could really get to work. Remember?"


"Uh-huh."


"Suppose we provide him with that retreat he mentioned."


"You mean--our cabin at Salmon Creek?"


"Exactly," Goren told her. "It's perfect."


"Do you think he'll accept the offer of the cabin?"


"Hell, why shouldn't he? He can't afford not to accept, can he?"


"Lover," Lynn said admiringly, "I do believe you're a genius. But suppose 
Kim wants to go along with him?"


"I doubt that," Goren said. "When he said he wanted to be alone, I think he 
meant just that. Completely alone, without even his wife. I'll call him 
tomorrow and put the idea to him, and we'll see if I'm right."


"And if he does accept, then I take over?"


"You take over," Goren said. "I'll tell him you'll meet him up there, show 
him where everything is and so on. Then you're on your own." He grinned. "I 
have no doubt what'll happen then."


"And you'll be doing what?"


"Dropping over to see Mrs. Sutton," he answered. "I'll suggest that she and 
I take a ride up to the cabin, so that she can see what it's like. I'll say 
it'll be a surprise, that 'we'll all have dinner together. We'll drive up 
there-"


"-and just happen to catch sight of Larry Sutton and me doin' what comes 
naturally," Lynn finished.


"Right. Of course, you'll have to make sure the two of you keep at it for a 
long time. No telling how long it'll be before I get his wife up there."


"No problem, lover," she chuckled. "You know me."


"Hell yes, I do," Goren said. "You just love cock, Mommy, like I said 
before."


"And you love pussy," Lynn told him. She began to push his head down along 
her body, moving her hips on the bed, letting her own fires rekindle hotly. 
"Now let's see you prove that I'm right, lover!"


Goren proved it without the slightest doubt.


Chapter 2


"Weren't the Gorens nice?" Kim said again as she and Barry walked into the 
bedroom of their Sunset District home. "I was certainly glad to meet them."


"Saved the night, that's for sure," Barry said. He sat down on the bed and 
removed his shoes, rubbing his feet. "If it hadn't been for them, I would 
literally have climbed the walls."


"Move, honey," Kim said lightly. Barry stood up as she removed the spread 
and folded it at the foot of the bed, then opened the covers.


"Well, never again," she vowed as Barry settled himself back again. "I guess 
writers are recluses at heart, anyway."


"No reason to put up with people you don't like."


"I hope to see the Gorens again, though. Maybe for bridge, like they 
suggested." She backed toward her husband. "Unzip me, will you, baby?"


Barry reached up and unzipped his wife's dress and then watched lovingly as 
she shrugged her shoulders and the garment slowly slid down the beautiful 
curve of her torso. He reached down the length of her long, shapely legs and 
playfully brought his hand up inside her half slip, pushing the hem up 
abruptly before she had time to resist.


"Ohhhhh!" Kim gurgled, jumping forward from her husband's electric 
fingertips. She was ultra sensitive along the softness of her inner thighs, 
her skin white and marble smooth and delicate. She tingled from his touch 
and stepped out of the pool of the fallen dress. "Oh stop it, stop it, 
baby!"


Barry grinned from his sitting position, and although he couldn't see her 
expression, he knew from their four years of marital relations that she was 
wincing with pleasure, her teeth bared with the first signs of sexual 
arousal. He continued to stroke his wife's legs, moving his hand up to 
tantalize the pubic mound so provocative under the silk crotch band of her 
panties. She wiggled her hips as if in protest, but didn't step away.


"Ohhhh, Ohhhh, Barry, oh Barry! I love you, Barry!" Kim turned suddenly and 
flung herself at her husband, pinning him to the bed. She kissed him hard, 
cutting off the laugh he was teasingly giving her, and then they embraced 
passionately.


How lucky I am, Kim thought to herself, her brain swimming with her arousal. 
Landing Barry for a husband was a coup d'etat of the first order. She must 
have been courted by at least ten other men, but Barry had been constantly 
surrounded by other women, yet somehow she had won him away from all the 
other girls. He was going to be a success, she had implicit faith in that, 
with his name lauded in the literary circles along with Hemingway, Lawrence, 
Roth. He was confident of his writing skill, and his columns for the 
Sentinel had been nationally recognized as the work of a talented writer: a 
really gifted man.


And she was important to him. He had told her so, many times, and she made 
herself reaffirm the promise to herself that she would do all in her power 
to help him and become a partner in his success. This key element to their 
marriage made her love him all the more. Of course, he had by nature of his 
profession, to be alone most of the time, and this was sometimes difficult 
for her to accept. There he was, cooped up in his study, so close to her all 
day and yet so far away. He was so wrapped up in his novel that it seemed 
that they weren't as close as when he went to work at the newspaper every 
day. In the evenings, he was so tired and frustrated that they hadn't made 
love as many times as before and this worried her. Not that she liked it so 
very much-oh, she did, but not as often as a man does-but because Barry 
didn't seem to respond as much as he used to.


A slight spark of worry crossed Kim's mind as she hugged and kissed her 
husband. Was the magic going out of their marriage? Had they grown old hat 
to each other? Had the excitement of their sex life lost its luster and 
Barry become bored with her? He didn't seem to be now, not with his heated 
lips pressed so tightly to hers, or his quiet moanings from deep within his 
throat as his arousal became stronger, or the hard lump of his rising penis 
as it stretched against her leg. She was being foolish, she concluded. He 
loved her more than ever. She darted her tongue deep within his mouth, 
feeling the roof and his tongue with her tongue tip.


And I love him ...


Barry turned his head away and smiled up at his wife. She returned his smile 
coyly, the fire In her eyes telling him that he was wanted and wanted badly. 
His hands slid along her sides and then cupped the tight alabaster mounds of 
her buttocks; a muffled murmur escaped from Kim's lips. He moved his fingers 
higher, connecting with the tight elastic band of her panties, running his 
hands along the bare, satiny skin. She squirmed beneath his ministrations, 
pushing her hot loins up into his hardening penis. She rotated her hips, 
nibbling his ear and neck with her mouth, and her hands gripped his shirt 
tightly with desire.


Then, suddenly, she stood up and pirouetted. She arched her back and 
unsnapped her bra. The white cups fell from her breasts like petals from 
ivory rose buds, and she stood for a moment with the ruby kissed tips 
pointing at her panting husband. Then she hooked her thumbs in the waistband 
of her panties and half slip and removed them in one easy, graceful motion, 
throwing them on the dresser beside her. She caressed her full rounded hips 
with her palms, lightly, wantonly, still smiling at her husband. Without a 
word she lay down beside him, stretching out along the king-sized bed, 
spreading her limbs.


Damn! Barry thought turning to stare at her beauty. There's no other woman 
like her, he had to admit, and she looks just as beautiful now as yesterday 
or last week or last year. She was a seductive woman, no denying that, and 
his breath sucked in from the sudden excitement of the abandoned pose she 
had taken.


He raised himself on one elbow and gazed with fascination at the 
well-rounded, perfectly formed curves next to him. She lay back against the 
pillow, her arms begging for him, her legs moving up and down, her toes 
digging into the spread, lashes shadowing her cheeks as she closed her eyes.


"Baby," she whispered softly. "Hurry please, baby, now ..." She squirmed her 
buttocks down into the mattress, enjoying the licentious effect her actions 
were having on Barry, enjoying the teasing exhibition of her body and the 
secret satisfaction of the power she held over him.


Barry didn't waste any more time but pulled at his clothes, not even 
bothering to get off the bed. It took only a moment for them to fall to the 
floor in a disorganized heap, and then he rolled to a kneeling position and 
looked down at her naked form. His thick, blood-enriched penis stood out 
hugely from his groin.


"Mmmmmm," Kim said softly. "That was quick, honey."


"I'm ready, ready right now," Barry grinned down at her. He roamed his hands 
over her, playing over her thighs and breasts. They stopped to tweak her 
nipples into rock-hard firmness, and then he ran a finger down the valley 
between the high-set firm white breasts. He never stopped marveling at how 
magnificent they were, especially considering how small a girl was in 
height. She was barely five three, but the parts that mattered were enough 
for any man. Her face was round and cherubic, with an air of innocence about 
it which made his lovemaking all that more enticing. It was like making love 
to a virgin every time, like arousing the woman in a girl and seeing the 
passion overcome the natural reluctance of "the first time." Her long, black 
hair was fine and silky and hung over her shoulders to curl across her 
breasts, highlighting the whiteness of her skin with its black strands. She 
wore a C-cup and filled it to overflowing with soft, lovely globes, and 
between her spread legs, which were shaped by a master craftsman, he could 
see clearly the soft pubic down which covered her pink vaginal slit. Her 
cunt glistened wetly in the light, her sexual excitement secreting droplets 
which formed like honeyed dew on her pubic hair.


Barry leaned forward, unable to control himself any longer, and he crushed 
his mouth against her groin, trying to suck up every sweet flowing drop of 
her pussy juices, brushing his tongue against her cuntal lips with yearning 
heat. Kim moaned but brought her thighs up sharply to stop him.


"No ... no ... not that, Barry! You know I don't like you to kiss me there. 
No, please stop ... please!" Her arms encircled his head and pulled him 
upward along her body toward her warm, pliant mouth, opened wide with 
desire. "Kiss me on the lips, baby," she whispered. "Not down there ..."


Barry didn't resist. He allowed himself to be moved up the length of his 
wife's body and ground he lips onto hers. This was the one flaw in an 
otherwise wonderful relationship, he thought. He had tried for all the time 
they had been sleeping together to show her the erotic arousal lips against 
vulva, mouth around penis, could produce. He had been sucked by other girls 
many times in the past, before Kim and he were married. He wanted Kim to do 
the same to him, to see her head roll from side to side as he tongued the 
velvet-like insides of her cunt-lips in return. He could shut his eyes and 
imagine that butter soft mouth of hers as it sawed rhythmically around his 
cock, and the very thought made him tense his loins, even as he kissed his 
wife on the mouth. He wanted to cum inside her there, to spurt his hot, 
white sperm into her throat as he had into others' throats, and hear her 
mewling and crooning with the desire of love as he did so.


Yes, and he wanted to make her reach a climax by taking her clitoris between 
his teeth and holding it tightly as he ran his tongue tip around and around 
her vagina, until at last be plunged his tongue deep into the cavern of her 
pussy, to soak up the secretions, to stab and dart in oral fucking just as 
he was now moving his tongue in her mouth in similar simulation of 
intercourse.


He held her tight to him and felt her warm body as it undulated 
uncontrollably beneath his body, her soft belly and pelvis grinding against 
his penis until it throbbed with hardness.


"Oh ... baby!" Kim moaned. "Darling, darling, I need you so badly ..."


"Yes ... yes," he managed to reply. One of his legs fell snugly between her 
open thighs, and she rubbed her soft, hair protected loins against him in 
perfect harmony. He 'kissed her again, his mouth dry with barbaric 
thirstiness, and she raised her thigh to press his exposed crotch. His cock 
seeped with lubricity from her touch, its tip being massaged by the light 
brush of her warm, smooth skin. It jerked, jumping as thought it was ready 
to spew its seminal fluid already. Once more he ran his tongue into her 
mouth and she sucked it eagerly, even nibbling it with her sharp little 
teeth to send new shocks of rippling excitement through him.


The thought of what lay before him, of what would happen when he entered her 
vagina and began to pound his cock to a fulfilling explosion, crossed his 
brain. He knew every action, every motion they would make, for it had become 
a ritual over the years. He was aroused and wanted her, but ... but what? 
What was nagging at the back of his mind? What was wrong with their 
lovemaking? Was it the sameness? Had he gotten to take her for granted after 
all this time, and the original thrill he had experienced when she was new 
to him been replaced by a complacency of familiarity? He loved his wife, but 
the spice was gone. He lifted his head and lay his cheeks against Kim's soft 
hair.


"Is ... there something wrong, Barry?" she whispered.


"What? Oh, no, of course not." "But there is, Barry."


"I ... was thinking how beautiful you are," he lied.


Kim began to shiver beneath him, her thighs rubbing his loins hungrily. "You 
want to make love to me, don't you?"


"Yes, 'yes I want to."


"How ...?" Her question was unexpected, and sent an electrifying current 
through him. It was something new to hear her ask for a good screwing, and 
then want to know-how! Yes, change was what was needed, for his cock leaped 
spontaneously with the added dimension.


"Hard!" Barry replied hoarsely. "Deep and hard, right up to hilt!"


"Oh, Barry, do it now! I want you inside me now!" she cried.


He drew her closer to him and moved one hand down to encase the round smooth 
buttocks, his hand over the soft, yielding crevice which halved them. She 
glued her mouth to his as she wedged a hand between them and grasped his 
fleshy hardness. Barry choked with the cool contact of her fingers around 
his cock, and he pressed his lips harder against hers to show his 
appreciation. She strained the full length of her body against him, grinding 
and pushing, and then she spread her legs and thighs wide and his penis 
poised proudly against the snug mouth of her waiting cunt, the thin, hair 
lined archway to her innermost desires relaxing with the need for him to 
enter. She kept firm hold of his bulbous, aching cock and drew it closer, 
sliding it up and down between her open legs, swirling it around her tender, 
pink flesh until its knob rested against her quivering cuntl entrance.


"There, Barry ... right there."


He lunged forward, his hips thrusting heavily as he drove into her wide 
spread pussy and felt the hot, rubbery passage clasp around his cock and 
absorb his naked surge like a hungry lion. She rocked gently beneath him. 
"Uhhhhh!" she murmured, and she leaned into his loins, trying to take more 
of him, and he levered his massive member to the full length of her cuntal 
tunnel. It was warm and tight, as though he had been the first, and the 
fluids helped her take him easily, wetting and lubricating his path. He 
thrust lustily until his blood-swollen head hit her cervix, and 
simultaneously his sperm bloated testicles crashed resoundingly against the 
firm, muscle-taut cheeks of her ass. He moved harder, flexing his prick as 
she moaned, imbedded beneath his driving cudgel.


"Oh God, Oh God!" Barry groaned, grinding his pelvis into her savagely, 
feeling the pliant warm flesh beneath as she strained to meet his pounding 
jerks, until her loins were inches off the bed. He angled his hips and drove 
into her, trying to establish a rhythm. She breathed a mewling sound 
incessantly, lifting her body to meet his forward attack, opening and 
closing her legs about his hips as she labored frantically to climb his 
solid pole, her head rocking from side to side in the abandoned supplication 
to their fornication.


"000hhhhhh, Barry you feel so good! So good!" She whimpered in his ear and 
then licked his lips, his nose, his eyes. "Yes, yes, yccccccssssss!"


Kim gave another gasp and screwed herself tighter to his penis, until it 
sunk to her soft fleshy depths completely. He worked around and around in 
her, feeling the muscular ridges of her vagina around his smooth sliding 
cock, his tempo ever increasing. His shaft continued to surge like a wild 
beast on a rampage until he was sure it was going to split down the seam, 
and the intoxicating pressure in his balls was enough to send him screaming. 
Oh God, surely he was going to reach his orgasm soon, for surely he couldn't 
hold back much longer! He increased his speed and stroke, drubbing into her 
savagely as his balls whacked against her unturned thighs.


She held him tightly in her strong legs, clamping her calves crablike around 
his hips, only to slacken them for a second and then clamp harder. She began 
to babble incoherently which he knew to be a sign she was approaching her 
own climax and then spurred him on with powerful long strokes. Her knees 
drew up as she raised herself even more fully to his battering attack, and 
her moist splayed vagina bucked wildly against his ramming penis and she 
rode his cock wantonly as though she never wanted to cease.


"Ooooooohhhhhhh ... OhhhhhhGoddddd, I'm I'm ... going to ... going to ... 
Cuummm!" With a sudden, deep throated groan, Kim began to vibrate 
uncontrollably; and then Barry, too, released his own dammed up passion. His 
cum churned through his boiling balls, up through the tube of his expanded 
cock, and surged into his wife's wildly clasping cunt. He shoved his tongue 
harder into her mouth and cupped the globoid cheeks of her firm white ass 
closer around his pumping penis, as he beat a wild tattoo against her with 
his still emptying testicles. Kim wailed into his mouth, her questing thighs 
jerking spasmodically against his belly while he discharged his overwhelming 
load of sperm violently into her. Finally, be collapsed across her, his sigh 
of contentment mingling with her own mewlings of gratification.


As sanity returned to him, Barry edged his body off his wife and rolled 
over. Kim, almost asleep, kissed him lightly on the cheek, curled herself up 
in a child-like fetus position. He put the covers over her, and for a moment 
before sleep overtook him, Barry thought of her tenderly. In spite of her 
few Victorian hang-ups about oral sex, she was still pretty good in bed, he 
had to admit. As good as most women he'd had. He stared at Kim, trying to 
imagine her as a strange woman he had just finished fucking, fucking for the 
sake of fucking and not out of love. Like Lynn, for example, that beautiful 
creature belonging to Jack Goren, that sensual, enticing all-woman. My God, 
he could just see her in bed, hungrily sucking his cock, naked and wild with 
prurience and desire, making love for its own-licentious sake. No ... no, 
why was he thinking like this. What would it accomplish? Besides, he could 
almost imagine the hurt Kim would feel if she knew of his lewd thoughts ... 
and the outrage it would cause the Gorens, for that matter. He groaned and 
turned over, shutting off the bedside lamp and plunging the room into 
darkness.


Kim woke him with a sweet, tender kiss the next morning. He slowly opened 
his eyes and looked up at his wife, who held a bathrobe around her, and then 
he smiled, stretched his arms and yawned.


"Morning, honey," she said. "Want some coffee?"


Barry nodded, turned over and put his face to the pillow. "MMmmmmm," he 
murmured in a sleep-filled voice. Kim, by moving up from the bed, let the 
sunlight from the open window stream across his body, warming it beneath the 
covers. He dozed again until she reappeared.


"You overslept, baby," she said. "It's nearly nine."


Barry suddenly sprang awake. "What?"


"If you plan to get any writing done, you'd better start pretty soon. You 
know what Saturdays are like around here. I should have called you, but I 
lost track of the time myself."


Barry gulped some of the coffee she had brought, then jumped out of bed, all 
thought of resting there gone. He hurriedly dressed, walked out to the 
kitchen where Kim was scrambling some eggs. He sat at the dinette and 
watched her lithe young form as she moved gracefully around in the 
flower-design bathrobe. Her bare legs were still tanned from the summer sun, 
and they were beautiful enough to not need stockings, he thought; even her 
small feet, not normally a beautiful or appealing part of anybody's anatomy, 
were cute to him. He ate the eggs and toast when she served them, and even 
talked a little. Usually conversation was a matter of grunts in the morning, 
neither of them very good at being friendly after just rising, but the 
coffee helped this morning, as well as the lovemaking of the night before. 
Sex was all important to a marriage; they both agreed to that. Again, he had 
another momentary flash of imagining Jack Goren's wife in the bed with him, 
and not his wife, but Barry quickly dispelled the idea from his mind as 
totally unthinkable.


Writing was impossible. Barry retired to the study, rolled a fresh sheet of 
yellow foolscap into the IBM electric typewriter, and stared at the keys. No 
bursts of inspiration came to him. He reread the few pages he had so 
laboriously salvaged from the previous week's efforts, made a face as he 
read them, and then looked back at the virgin sheet. At this rate, he was 
going to collect social security when he finished the novel, he thought 
disgustedly; and with a rush of anger, he tore the sheet from the machine, 
balled it up and threw it into the overflowing wastepaper basket.


Somebody started to cut his lawn down the block, and the gas engine of the 
mower made a tremendous racket. The man across the street added to the 
disturbance by starting up a power saw to cut down the limbs of an old oak 
tree in his front yard. Barry remembered the noise from two days previous 
when the neighbor had started the project. He finished his coffee morosely 
and walked out to the kitchen for a fresh cup. He waited, knowing full well 
he was procrastinating, as he heated the pot on the stove.


Kim had dressed in a pair of black stretch pants and a white frilly blouse. 
The blouse was sheer enough to see through, and her bra molded her breasts 
like mountain peaks through fog. She was in the laundry room, sorting the 
clothes for washing. Barry knew that at twelve she was going to start the 
washing machine.


"Must you?" he said out loud.


"What?" Kim, not knowing to what he was referring, looked up, startled. "You 
mean the washing? No, baby, I don't. Of course we won't have any clean 
clothes next week." Barry realized he had snapped at her for no good reason. 
"I'm sorry, honey, I'm just upset. First I'm late getting started today, and 
now all the racket ..." He sighed and drank some coffee. "I've got to get 
away some place."


"I know," Kim sympathized.


"Up to Tahoe or down to Aptos or some place where I can go just like it was 
an office and I had a regular job. That's what I need: a ritual, a regular 
schedule like I had at the Sentinel."


Kim had heard it all before, but she nodded in agreement, knowing full well 
how futile the idea was with their meager savings. As she turned back to her 
chore with the clothes, she thought about the week's food, and how to cut 
down on the cost a little more. Hamburger instead of roast beef, hot dogs 
and casseroles and no deserts ...


Barry went back to the study, but for all his efforts, he wasn't able to 
write anything even approximately worth saving by noon. The washing machine 
went on as promised, and with a muffled, frustrated curse, Barry threw in 
the towel and gave up for the day.


"Going well?" Kim asked when he appeared, knowing the answer even before he 
said it.


"Like hell," he grumbled. He opened a beer and sat down in front of the 
television set to watch an old movie, disgruntled.


At one, the phone rang. Kim answered it in the kitchen, and then called to 
Barry. He walked in and took the receiver; to his surprise, Jack Goren 
identified himself.


"Hello, Barry, how are you?" Goren asked.


"Fine. Say, this is a surprise."


"Well, it was really nice talking together the way we did last night, and so 
I thought I'd call and tell you so."


"Thanks. Both Kim and I enjoyed it, too. You were a lifesaver."


Goren laughed heartily. "Same here. Say, how's the writing coming? Did I 
interrupt you?"


"No, no, there were enough distractions to make me give it up an hour ago."


"That is a shame, Barry."


"Well, I'm just going to have to learn to cope with it, I guess."


"Maybe not. That's another reason I called. Lynn and I came up with an 
idea."


"Really?"


"We have a cabin at Salmon Creek on the Sonoma County coast. It's not very 
posh, but it has a heater and electricity and running water, and you're 
welcome to use it if you want."


Barry was pleasantly agape. "Well, Jack, that's very kind of you to offer 
..."


"Nonsense. Lynn and I don't use it much any more, and we'd like to have 
somebody up there. It's probably pretty damned musty, and could use some 
living in, so you'd be doing us a favor as much as we'd be helping you. 
Should have thought of it last night. What do you say? I won't take. no for 
an answer!"


"In that case ... why, yes, I'll be glad to, Jack."


"Fine! Great!" Goren said something to his wife about Barry accepting the 
offer, then there were muffled sounds and he came back on. "Say, Lynn had a 
fine idea, Barry. She has some free time this afternoon, so if you want to 
use the cabin immediately she'll meet you up there. Around four, if that's 
all right. She'll turn on the gas and the electricity, show you where things 
are and give you the keys."


"Sounds good," Barry said. "Let me talk to Kim. Just a sec." He quickly told 
his wife of their sudden good fortune, the Gorens' generous offer. His 
excitement was obvious. "What do you think, honey?" he asked her.


"I think it's marvelous," Kim said. Her voice was eager for him.


"Do you want to come along?"


She smiled ruefully. "Wouldn't you get more writing done if I didn't?"


"Well ... yes, probably so."


"Then you'd better go alone, honey. It'll just be for the weekend, won't 
it?"


"I guess it will. Though if the Gorens don't mind, and things work out, I'll 
most likely want to stay."


"Well, I can join you later on if that's the case."


Barry hesitated, looking at Kim for a moment, and then decided that she was 
right. Lord, it would be perfect! He could really get started in the novel 
once he was in seclusion, away from all the interruptions; and if he was 
alone this weekend, well all the more work he could get done. He said Into 
the phone as he nodded at his wife, "Sounds just great, Jack. Kim doesn't 
think she should go for the weekend, so I'll be going tip alone."


"Whatever you say," Goren answered amiably.


"How do I get there?"


"Take Highway 101 until you reach Petaluma, and then pick up Highway 1. You 
can get directions at any service station. Follow One to Bodega Bay Salmon 
Creek is about five miles north; the turnoff is adjacent to a State Fish and 
Game station there. Turn left and follow the road to Parkwood Lane, about a 
half mile in. Turn right there, and we're the fourth cabin on the right. Got 
all that?"


"Got it."


"Good luck, Barry."


"Thanks. Oh, and Jack, I can't tell you what this means. If there's anything 
I can do for you ...


"Forget it," Goren said. "That's what friends are for."


It took the better part of an hour to pack the Ford with the writing 
necessities, such as pens and paper and the IBM typewriter. There was an air 
of joy about the whole thing, for both the Suttons were elated at this 
stroke of good fortune. They talked about how nice the Gorens were to help 
them this way, and how much in debt to them they were. At last the car was 
loaded; Barry kissed his wife tenderly and drove away.


The drive was pleasant, leisurely, and the seventy-odd miles went by 
quickly. Most of it was freeway, and Barry was able to make excellent time. 
The road from Petaluma to Bodega Bay, and then north to the Salmon Creek 
turnoff was barren of traffic, and exceptionally pretty with its Northern 
California foliage. There was no fog and the sky was clear. Barry hummed a 
popular tune as he drove, as though he didn't have a worry in the world.


The cabin at Salmon Creek was small and smelled of fish and salt from the 
Pacific Ocean nearby. It was on a slight rise, with a large side window 
overlooking the water. The cabin was of rough-hewn, salt-eroded redwood 
planks, and the roof of redwood shingles sagged slightly in the middle; the 
porch was lopsided, but Barry couldn't have cared less. This was perfect as 
far as he was concerned, and the next neighbor was a good quarter of a mile 
away. No kids, no mowers, no street work crews, no telephone interruptions. 
Just the lapping of the waves and the cracking of typewriter keys on paper.


He drove up next to the canary yellow TR-6 Triumph sports car parked near 
the porch. He assumed it was Lynn Goren's car and that she was already 
there, for it was next to the house and the stone chimney was sending wisps 
of smoke into the crisp air. Barry felt strangely excited as he walked 
across the grounds and up the heavy plank steps to the front door. He 
knocked on it twice.


There was a scrape of chair legs and then the tiny patter of feet. The door 
opened. Lynn stood easily, her hand on the knob, the other hand grasping a 
freshly-made martini.


"Hi!" she greeted Barry cheerily. "Come on in to your new writing studio."


He stopped, his mind stunned by Lynn Goron's beauty. She had been 
provocative at the party, but now, this way, she was even more sensual. She 
wore short-shorts of bright orange, so tight as to show her pubic mound and 
its wide cleft clearly through the fabric between her thighs. Her long, 
statuesque legs, bronzed even more than Kim's were bare and beautiful, and 
her belly was just as bronzed nude between the shorts and an orange halter, 
flat and wrinkle free. Her breasts were barely concealed by the thin strips 
of the halter, and Barry could almost see her nipples. Her light brown hair 
seemed shorter than it had the night before, and the pixie cut added to the 
vivacious effect her sparkling green eyes gave forth.


"Come in, Barry," she repeated with a smile, moving aside with the fluid 
ease of a cat. She seemed to sense his hesitation, for she laughed and took 
a sip of her drink. "What's the matter, Barry?" she asked coyly. "You look 
scared. I'm not going to eat you."


She didn't add the word she was thinking: "Yet."


Chapter 3


Barry grinned, a little self-consciously, and stepped past Lynn into the 
cabin's interior. The walls were constructed of unvarnished redwood, the 
ceiling was high, with exposed studs, and the furniture was old and 
comfortable, mainly rattan and old leather. There was a homey, comfortable 
atmosphere to the cabin, and the dim, filtered afternoon light added to its 
warm solidarity.


As Barry crossed the bare wooden floor, Lynn shut the door and followed him 
into the main living room. He could smell a faint, musky perfume, and the 
headiness of the odor made him slightly light-headed; images of candlelight 
and soft music and brandy in fine old crystal decanters flashed briefly 
through his mind. He shook, his head, grinning his wry grin; hell, next 
thing you knew he would be getting romantic notions and half a hard-on, 
which would do him no good at all since Kim was seventy miles away in San 
Francisco-and Lynn Goren was strictly out of bounds. Still, though, the lewd 
thoughts he had harbored about the voluptuous Mrs. Goren after making love 
to Kim last night returned momentarily; Christ yes, she would probably be 
one goddamned holy terror in bed, the way she walked, and smiled, and 
smelled was irrefutable testimony to that ...


Lynn said, "Did you have any trouble finding the place, Barry?"


"No, no trouble at all."


"We were sure you wouldn't."


"This really is nice of Jack and you, Mrs. Goren ..."


"Lynn."


"Well, all right ... Lynn."


"It's our pleasure," she said. She smiled warmly at him, and her eyes in the 
pale light were dancing with hot, sparking embers. "Would you like to take 
the guided tour now, Barry?'


"Yes," he replied. "Fine."


The cabin had four rooms in addition to the huge main living room. There 
were two small bedrooms, each equipped with a large double bed and a 
dresser; a tiny kitchen with a stove and refrigerator; and a circumscribed 
sun porch with floor-to-ceiling windows running the width of the dwelling, 
which looked out on an oblong, fenced-in rear yard with several pieces of 
lawn furniture and quite a few large shrubs and bushes. Beyond the fence 
were rolling sand dunes, extending for about fire hundred yards, and the 
dark, blue-black, white capped surface of the Pacific Ocean.


Lynn concluded the tour on the sun porch, saying, "You could work out here, 
Barry. Pull the bamboo blinds if the light gets too strong for you." She 
indicated an oval redwood table at one end of the porch. "You could use that 
as your desk."


Barry looked around. "Sounds great," he said. "Are there any electrical 
outlets here? I've got an electric typewriter ..."


"Behind the settee there."


"Good. Perfect, in fact."


"Well," Lynn said, smiling at him, moistening her ups with the tip of her 
tongue. "Are you planning to do any work tonight?"


"I don't know," Barry mused. "I usually do my best writing in the morning. I 
could work a little tonight, but I'd probably be wiser to get a very early 
start in the morning."


"Then you wouldn't be averse to having a drink with me, would you?"


"Why ... no, not at all. In fact, I think I could use a drink after the 
drive."


"Would you mind doing the honors, sir?" she asked lightly.


Barry grinned. "Not at all."


She reached out and took his hand. "Follow me."


He allowed her to lead him back into the living room. The touch of her 
fingers on his hand had an odd, tingling effect on Barry; it was as if there 
were tiny, hidden electrodes beneath her skin, vibrating through to his 
flesh. He felt a certain dryness to his throat, and his eyes were on the 
undulating rhythm of her rounded buttocks through the tight orange shorts. 
Damn, but she was a hell of a sensual woman! he thought. If he wasn't 
married, and she wasn't married ... well, there was no use thinking about 
ifs, getting himself all worked up over nothing.


There was a roll-out bar near the large stone and-mortar fireplace at one 
end of the living room. As she slid the compact unit out of the redwood 
wall, Lynn said, "I'm afraid we really don't have much of a liquor supply 
here. We seldom use the cabin."


Barry bent over to peer at the bottles. "Vermouth, sweet and dry; ruby port; 
and... what's this?" He lifted a large bottle of clear liquid from the 
shelf.


"Ouzo," Lynn said, smiling. She was standing very close to Barry now, her 
hand brushing lightly against his arm. "My favorite! Do you like it, Barry?"


"I don't think I've ever had any."


"It's very good," Lynn told him. "It's a Greek liquor. Tastes a little like 
licorice."


"Well..." Barry said dubiously. "How do you mix it?"


"You don't," Lynn said. "It's served over ice. I'll get some from the 
refrigerator."


She moved away, returning moments later with a tray of ice. Barry had put 
two glasses on the bar face, and she dropped two cubes into each one. He 
uncapped the bottle and poured some of the clear liquid over the ice; almost 
immediately, its consistency changed to an opaque, almost milky one. "Hey!" 
he said. "I thought only Pernod did that."


"No, Ouzo does, too." Lynn lifted her glass, waited until he followed suit, 
and, then said, "A toast. To your novel, and its ultimate success."


"Thank you, ma'am." Barry sipped the drink, found that it did taste a little 
like licorice and that it wasn't at all bad; in fact, it went down quite 
smoothly.


"Like?" Lynn asked.


"Hmmm!"


"Shall we sit down on the couch?"


"All right."


They sat down. It seemed to Barry that Lynn sat rather close to him. She 
crossed one slim, tanned leg over the other, tightening the material of her 
shorts into the sharply-defined slit of her crotch, making the folds of her 
pussy bulge out in baa-relief the brilliant orange of the material. She 
leaned forward slightly, holding her drink in one hand, so that a good deal 
of the creamy white mounds of her full, globular breasts were exposed to 
him-and just a hint of the ruby hardness of her nipples. He felt a slight 
flush start on the base of his neck, but he wasn't able to take his eyes 
from her provocative lushness. His prick spasmed once, twice, beneath his 
trousers with beginning arousal. Quickly, feeling a little ashamed, he took 
a long deep pull at his glass, draining the Ouzo.


"I'll make us another one," Lynn said, taking a healthy sip of her own 
drink. Before he could protest, she slid off the settee, took his glass, and 
went to the bar. She was chuckling quietly to herself as she refilled their 
glasses from the bottle of Ouzo. The liquor was one of the world's finest 
and most subtle aphrodisiacs, though most people were unaware of the fact; 
she'd been drinking it for a number of years, and knew the effect it had on 
the masculine libido after three or four. It increased her own sexual 
fervor, too, though she could control herself if she felt like it; not that 
she was going to feel like it, of course. Yes, Barry Sutton was hers now, no 
mistake. She felt initial droplets of fluid begin to flow from the sensitive 
walls of her cunt as she thought about what would be taking place within the 
next hour. Oh, she was going to throw a fuck that Mr. Barry Sutton would 
never forget. Never! She carried the filled glasses back to Barry and handed 
him one. She was aware of his eyes on her, and she glanced every now and 
then at the front of his pants. She could see his cock pulsing there, 
jumping spasmodically from time to time, pushing his trouser material out 
briefly, and her cunt juices began to flow faster with increased 
anticipation. The second drink disappeared even more rapidly than the first, 
as she knew it would, and she quickly poured him another one. He didn't 
protest at all but drank thirstily from it when she gave him the glass.


Barry felt a warm, relaxed lethargy begin to flow over him. The drinks were 
beginning to have an effect on him, he knew that, but the feeling was so 
pleasant that he really didn't care. So what if he got a little drunk 
tonight? As long as he didn't get really bombed, so that he had such a 
hangover he couldn't work in the morning, why what the hell? Why not 
celebrate? The use of this cabin, and the philan ... thropy of the godsends 
that were the Gorens, merited celebrating; and, of course, it wasn't every 
day that a man had the opportunity of getting mildly looped with a woman as 
beautiful, as provocative, as Lynn Goren.


She was really something, he thought admiringly. She exuded pure animal sex, 
like a kind of miasma encompassing her invisibly as she walked, moved, 
spoke. What he'd, like to do, really like to do, would be to reach out at 
this moment and take her in his arms, kiss her, love her up a little ... oh, 
not anything more than that, he wouldn't fuck her or anything, but Lord it 
would be nice to kiss those soft red lips, caress those hot-looking white 
breasts, tweak the nipples into rock-hardness, take each one in his mouth 
and roll it around and around his tongue.


He felt his cock jerk into sudden, instant rigidity, as if it were alive, as 
if it were straining for release from its cloth prison. He tried to will it 
limp again, to banish the lewd thoughts swirling in his mind, but it 
remained throbbingly blood swollen Guiltily, his eyes went to Lynn's face.


She was looking at the bulge in his pants.


And she was smiling with half-parted lips and fervid eyes.


"Why, Barry!" she said in mock surprise, mock reproof. "Whatever were you 
thinking about to have that happen now?"


"I ... well, I ..." he stuttered. Lynn laughed deep in her throat.


"Lynn, I ... I'm sorry, it's just that I ..." he faltered.


"I know what it is," she whispered. "I know why you have a hard-on, Barry."


His breath quickened at her vernacular term. "You ... you do?"


"You have a hard-on because you want to fuck me," she said. "That's right, 
isn't it, Barry? You do want to fuck me, don't you?"


"Oh God!" he managed to breathe. His prick seemed to be palpitating wildly 
in his pants now, and his brain reeled. Had he heard correctly? Yes, yes, of 
course he had. But why was Lynn talking to him like that? What was the 
matter with her? Oh Christ, he could feel his balls begin to ache from the 
pressure of his gathering sperm; he really needed it, he really did, and 
Lynn Goren talking to him like that wasn't helping matters any. Didn't she 
know what might happen, saying obscene words like that to a man? Didn't she 
know? He took another long swallow of his Ouzo, and found that his hand was 
trembling slightly.


She leaned close to him, and he could feel her breath on his cheek, like the 
scorching heat of a white-hot firebrand. She touched his knee, lightly, but 
her fingers seemed to sear right through the cloth. "Well, Barry?" she 
asked. "Wouldn't you like to fuck me? Wouldn't you really?"


"Lynn ... Christ, Lynn, cut it out! I'm only human ...


"And so am I, Barry dear. So am I," she purred on. "My cunt is on fire right 
now. And the only thing that can put out that fire is a big, hard cock. You 
have a big, hard cock, Barry. I can tell you do."


And she reached out and touched the throbbing bulge.


He almost leapt off the couch in a convulsing reaction to the electrical 
shock of her touch on his sensitive penis, encased though it was. Lynn 
stroked it lightly, tantalizingly, sliding closer to him as he tried to pull 
back, increasing the rhythm of her strokes. Her breasts pressed hotly, 
softly against his arm, and her lips found his jaw line, traced a pattern, 
upward along his cheek and then over to search for his mouth. Her tongue 
trailed a path of liquid fire along the skin of his face as her hand 
continued to rub his already uncomfortably swollen prick.


"Lynn ... please, for Christ's sake!"


"You want to fuck me, don't you?" Lynn repeated, droning the words in an 
almost mesmeric voice, like a hypnotist practicing her art on an unwilling 
but nonetheless hypnotizable subject. "You want to fuck me, Barry, you want 
to tuck me."


"No, I ... no! ... oh Jesus, yes, yes, yes yes yes yes!"


He couldn't help himself. The words tore from his throat, in a strangled 
kind of whisper that he scarcely recognized, and then his mouth was grinding 
against hers, his tongue was flailing deep, deep into her mouth. Lynn's hand 
began to move faster on his turgid prick, and she sucked and nibbled at his 
tongue, swirling her own tongue around and around his, darting it into his 
mouth and then drawing it back to accept the onslaught of his probing 
member. As if with a will of its own, Barry's left hand came up and found 
her breast, squeezed and kneaded the flesh momentarily, then dipped inside 
the orange halter to draw the garment down and away, exposing her nude 
breast with its fiery nipple and dark brown areola. He could feel the 
wetness from the seminal fluid which seeped from the gland on the hardening 
tip of his prick as she continued to massage him with a practiced 
thoroughness until he thought the head would surely erupt.


And then, suddenly, with his finger kneading the resilient flesh of her 
magnificent tits and his cock jerking almost out of control, the full impact 
of what he was doing struck Barry's mind like a mailed fist.


My God! he thought wildly. No, this is wrong, all wrong, I'm a married man, 
a happily married man ... this Li wrong, it's sick, Jesus ... what would Kim 
say? What would she say if she could see what was happening right now, my 
hand on another woman's breast and that woman's hand stroking and rubbing my 
cock ... I can't go through with it, I just can't.


The guilt was so strong within him that he wrenched violently away from 
Lynn, pulling his mouth from hers, turning his body so that her hand left 
his bulging lap. His face was flushed a brilliant crimson-partially from 
shame and partially from his intense arousal. Re averted his eyes, looking 
at the far wall, breathing deeply, raggedly.


"What's the matter, lover?" Lynn asked casually beside him, and then, with 
full feminine perception: "You're having an attack of conscience, aren't 
you? You're thinking about your wife."


"Y-yes," Barry managed to answer. "What what are we doing ... what we were 
leading up to ... Christ, Lynn, it was crazy, it was all wrong."


"Was it?" she asked.


"Yes ... of course ...


"I don't think so," she said.


"Yes ... yes."


"You want to fuck me as much as I want you to fuck me," she teased in that 
droning voice of hers. "You know it and I know it. So why pretend any 
different, Barry?"


"Jesus, Lynn!"


"It's purely a physical matter," she continued. "You want to get into my 
soft, wet pussy, and I want your big cock inside me. That's all," her lewd 
words floated across to his mind. I love my wife."


"Sure you do. And I love my husband. But that doesn't have anything to do 
with us, with here and now, with fucking."


No, no, I don't want to hear any more! Barry thought with gathering panic. 
It's wrong, it's wrong, but what she says is true in some ways, you don't 
have to love a woman to want to fuck her ... but no, damn it, no, I can't do 
it!


He jumped up from the couch, standing with his back to Lynn, staring at the 
wall again. His heart hammered violently in his chest, and he was aware that 
his prick was still granite-hard in his pants, that it was still seeping hot 
droplets of lubrication. But he had to compose himself, find a way to get 
Lynn to leave, or better yet to leave himself, to get far, far away from her 
and to hell with the goddamned novel ...


Lynn's voice whispered huskily behind him, "Barry, lover."


He turned, gathering his courage to say what had to be said, but when he saw 
her the words froze in his throat. His mouth hinged open, and his eyes 
seemed to bulge goiter-like.


She stood before him completely nude.


She had unhooked the halter and stepped out of the brief shorts; the 
articles of clothing made a puddle of brilliantine color on the bare floor 
at her feet. She stood with her legs spread wide apart, her head and 
shoulders pulled back, her hands knuckled provocatively on her proud, 
bronzed hips. She was smiling at him with her mouth parted, her teeth 
slightly bared, the tip of her wet, pink tongue showing. The wet, petal 
like, hair-lined lips of her vagina were presented to his eyes like an Aztec 
virgin on a sacrificial altar, waiting for a huge, plunging weapon to stab 
into her. The brown triangular bush of her pubic triangle glistened lewdly 
in the pale afternoon light. Her high, perfectly rounded breasts, startling 
alabaster white against the deep tan of her other parts, jutted out like 
twin, inviting rub-crested mountain peaks, waiting to be climbed, asking to 
be conquered. Her legs, so long, so slender, so satiny smooth-looking at 
their inner thighs, were moist with the flowing juices of her passion 
flowered cuntal mouth.


"Well, lover?" she asked. "Do you like what you see?"


"Lynn ..." Her name choked past his swollen throat, but that was all. He 
couldn't say anything else. He could only stare at her, at her loveliness, 
at her completely lewd, wanton pose-and his cock began its maddening 
pulsations again in his pants.


Slowly, slowly, Lynn lifted her hands, her eyes fastened on his, and began 
to slide her palms up and down, up and down, along her silky sides from the 
outer swells of her breasts to her flanks. Then she cupped her tits, 
kneading them lightly, pushing them out toward him as if presenting him with 
two forbidden but delicious gifts of flesh. Then her hands were stroking her 
belly, moving down ever so slowly until the tips of her pink-tinted nails 
were just touching the golden brown fleece of her pubic triangle. She held 
that pose for a long moment, thumbs pressing against her slender, sculptured 
sides, fingers splayed across her belly. Barry stood as if transfixed, 
unable to move, unable to speak, captured totally and completely by the 
strange fascinating allure of this woman before him, the absolute lustful 
sexuality of the scene he was witnessing. His penis seemed to be screaming 
with his ever-increasing arousal.


Slowly, Lynn's hands began to move again, the fingertips dipping lower 
through her soft downy pubic hair, blazing a path toward the glistening pink 
slit between her legs. When she reached it, she placed the thumb and 
forefinger of her left hand on either side of the soft, glistening lips and 
spread them slowly, slowly, apart, revealing the trembling pink bud of her 
erect clitoris to Barry's lust-ridden gaze. With her right forefinger, then, 
she traced down, down, until the tip came in contact with the miniature 
phallus. She began to stroke it, titillating it back and forth, round and 
round, sending more rivulets of her lubrication trailing down her inner 
thighs. And while she stroked her cut, rubbing her finger in maddening 
cadence along the gaping crevice of 'her wet, pink cunt, she began to talk 
to him in her droning, mesmeric voice.


"I want to fuck you, lover. I want to fuck you like you've never been fucked 
before. I want to put my finger in your asshole while you're fucking me, and 
I want you to do the same for me. And afterward, I want to suck your big, 
throbbing cock, suck it until I milk you dry and then I'll lick your 
asshole, I'll put my tongue in it until I make you hard again. I want you to 
kiss my pussy, I want your tongue where my finger is now, licking and biting 
and kissing my cunt, I want ..."


On and on she intoned, and the words-the absolute perverted obscenity of 
what he was hearing-lashed Barry's mind into a swirling frenzy. Oh Christ, 
he had to have her! He didn't care about Kim, he didn't care about anything 
now, the only thing that mattered were Lynn's lewd, vile words in his ears, 
the sight of her manipulating her own genitals in surging billows of heat in 
his scrotum as his cum churned and rolled, begging for release. He had to 
have her, yes, yes ...


He had to fuck her!


As if he was somehow spirit-free from his body, he watched himself 
objectively as his legs worked, moving his body forward, bringing him closer 
to her. He watched her finger cease its rhythmic motion on her clitoris as 
he approached, and her smile turn to one of triumph as she claimed her 
victory beyond any doubt. His hands went out to her, touched her 
shoulders-but then she was moving back away from him, saying softly, "Not 
here, lover. In the bedroom."


He followed her mutely, blindly, like a faithful dog after its master, his 
body and his mind afire with his consuming passion. She led him into one of 
the two bedrooms, stepping over to the bed, lying back on it with her legs 
spread as wide as she wash able to splay them. "Get naked, lover," she 
whispered up to him. "I want to see that big rod of yours. I want to see how 
well hung you are. Show me your cock, lover, let me see it."


With numbed fingers, mindless with desire, Barry undid his belt, took off 
his trousers, his shirt, stepped out of his shorts. He stood there before 
her, as if waiting for queenly approval, his thick, blood-raged shaft 
standing out at right angle from his loins, quivering, drooling fluid from 
its blind eye.


"Oh, it's lovely, Barry just lovely. As big as I knew it would be." She 
laughed very softly. "You do want to put it inside me, don't you? Tell me 
you want to put it inside me."


"Yes ... yes, I want to put it inside you!" The words rasped from his throat 
hoarsely, in a voice he had never heard before.


"You want to tuck me, don't you?"


"Yes, yes, I want to fuck you!"


"How? How do you want to fuck me, lover?"


"Deep!" he cried. "Deep and hard! I want to jam my cock up to your throat! I 
want to make you scream for me! I want to fuck you like you've never been 
tucked before!"


"Yes, lover, that's the way! That's the way I want it!"


A small, tortured cry rended itself from the very core of Barry's being and 
he flung himself onto the bed beside her. He dragged her into the enveloping 
fold of his arm, not caring about anything but this soft, warm, 
musky-smelling woman pressed tightly to him. He was dimly, very dimly, aware 
that later, when it was over, there would be remorse, self-loathing, but at 
that moment he didn't care; he just didn't care.


He showered hot, moist kisses over her face, her throat, into the valley of 
her breasts, his hands moving over the smooth hills of her buttocks, cupping 
them, squeezing the flesh. She was breathing into his ear, hot and sweet, 
and her tongue flicked out to dance inside the orifice, racing along the 
soft skin of his sensitive inner ear. Her hand searched down between their 
tightly clasped bodies, located the rock-hardness of his penis. He gasped as 
the hot, searing tips of her fingers closed over his rigid penis member, and 
then his mouth closed over hers and their tongues lashed and twirled one 
another, as if trying to blend into one. She crushed the full length of her 
body against his and ground her pelvis hard into him-and then she twisted 
suddenly, pulling him over astride her, opening her legs as wide as they had 
been before, her cunt flared open, dripping, waiting.


Lynn's hands were running wildly up and down along his body, tracing the 
hard muscles of his shoulders, the cleft of his back, the hirsute cheeks of 
his ass, exploring all of him as if he was an uncharted island and she an 
inveterate explorer. His cock rested hard, trailing dribbles of liquid, 
against her thighs, pressed into the narrow, hair-lined slit of her cunt. 
She arched for a moment, levering their entwined bodies up with the strength 
of her back. She reached under her buttocks, then, with both hands, pulling 
her vaginal lips slowly apart, giving his cock greater contact with the 
moist, sensitive flesh as it lay cradled in the full length of her wet, 
throbbing crevice. She relaxed, dropping her body back to the bed, his rigid 
shaft trapped hotly between her down soft thighs.


He forced his hands between her shoulders and the bed and ran them down the 
soft curves of her back and hips, making little mewling sounds deep in his 
throat. The raised ridges of her spine felt hot, white-hot, to him as she 
undulated her body against him in slow, teasing rhythm. The sinews of her 
muscles rippled lightly just under the thin tanned skin, giving testimony to 
the secret, predatory power she possessed. The tenseness of the cords in her 
thighs pressed against the outside of his hips, and he wondered vaguely how 
they would grip around him moments from now, when he sent his pistoning cock 
burrowing deep, into her innermost depths.


"You feel good, lover," she breathed. "All of you feels good, but your cock 
feels the best of all." Her nails trailed across his back, leaving small red 
welts in their sharp path. Barry pushed his hands farther down beneath her, 
cupping the fullness of her ass in the palms of sweat-slick hands, pulling 
her crotch hard against him. He moved up and down the fiery slit, sensing it 
grow better and wetter as her passion seethed out of her. Her buttocks began 
a more desperate rotation up against his loins until her legs, without 
warning, snaked out wide on either side of him, her calves locking against 
the back of his thighs, pulling him tighter to her.


"Oohhhhh, fuck me!" she wailed. "Fuck me now Barry lover, fuck me, fuck me, 
fuckkkkk meeeeeeee!"


He began to thrust forward, but her pelvis was already grinding forward and 
her hands were already between their bodies, circling around his palpitating 
cock to guide it between the lips of her surging cunt. Barry groaned 
animally as she felt her hands move his prick up and down between her legs, 
running the length of her crotch, parting the soft, fleecy hair of her 
vagina with the sensitive, blood engorged head. The pressure in his balls 
was excruciating now, and he knew he couldn't hold back another second. Now! 
He had to tuck her now!


He flexed his hips with a sudden cruel, driving thrust that drove his huge, 
rock-hard penis deep up into the hot, gaping, mouth of her hungry pussy, 
drove it home with a flesh-splitting crash.


"Aaaaaarrrrrrggggghhhhhh!" she screamed beneath him.


He felt the elastic sheath slip wetly, hotly, around his fleshy rod, 
consuming it as it raced to the full length of her belly, her seeping 
vaginal walls lubricating the way. Suddenly, he hit bottom, his balls 
slapping with a resounding, staccato sound against the mooned cheeks of her 
ass.


"OOoooohhhhhhhh!" she screamed again. "Ohhhh, that's it, lover, that's the 
way to fuck me, that's ittttttt!"


Barry ground his pelvis into the squirming, pliant flesh beneath him, 
tucking into Lynn with long, hard strokes. She strained back under him, 
arching her loins up at him, lifting them both a few inches off the 
squeaking, already-sweat-soaked bedspread. She moaned and mewled wildly 
under his pounding, driving body now, opening and closing her legs around 
his hips as she worked up and down in a pagan rhythm. Her mouth gaped open 
wide, her head flailing from side to side in wild, insane abandon.


"Ohhhh, it's ... good, lover ... good like I knew it would be ... 
ooooohhhhhh yesssssss! That's the way, that's it. Now shove your finger in 
my ass! Do it now, Barry, do it now! Shove your finger in my ass and make me 
scream for you!"


In slave-like obedience, Barry reached under her, between her rotating 
buttocks as he drove his pistoning cock into the hot moistness of her pussy. 
He stretched the moons of her ass wide with his hands, and then dipped his 
middle finger toward her anus, found it. A small stream of warm moisture was 
running down the widespread crevice from where he was fucking into her. It 
lubricated the tight puckered anal ring, and he probed experimentally for a 
moment. Then he thrust forward with his middle finger, hard, feeling the 
rubbery opening yield slightly; suddenly, the nether ring gave way 
completely, and his finger slid in up to the first knuckle in the tight 
elasticity of her anal passage. She leapt her body upward to crash into his 
with a wet, slapping sound at the sudden, lancing pain of his digital 
entrance. And then she was screaming for him, saying, "Aaaaahhhhh, it hurts, 
it hurts, but I like it, I like it!"


He thrust again, sinking his finger to the second knuckle.


"Oooooohhhhh! Yessss, that's it, hurt me, hurt me!"


Despite her cries, he felt Lynn suddenly begin to screw her buttocks back 
down on his worming finger until it was sunk to the palm of his hand. He 
waggled it inside her fleshy passage, eliciting more cries of pain and 
passion from her. He could feel through the thin wall of flesh separating 
her two passages, the underside of his driving prick sliding in and out of 
her wet cunt; he timed the thrusts of his finger with the forward stabs of 
his monstrous rod, impaling her on two strong, hard, immovable objects. She 
groaned wildly under him, and he could feel his cock growing and expanding 
inside her until it felt as though it were going to burst from the exquisite 
pleasure building in his balls. He had to cum soon, he had to, he had to! If 
he didn't cum, he was going to go out of his goddamned mind! Oh Jesus, he 
had never known it could be like this, this good, never, never ...!


He wanted her to cum too, to mingle his bursting juices with hers 
simultaneously, and he began ramming his prick into her still harder, in 
time with his burgeoning finger skewering into the rubbery depths of her 
rectum. She gripped him tight between her9mprisoning thighs, opening and 
closing them around him in time to his long, hard thrusts, and he knew that 
Goren's wife was approaching her orgasm. He continued the merciless 
thrusting of his cock and his finger with all the strength he possessed in 
his muscled body.


"Aaaagggghhhh, tuck it, tuck it, that's it, lover, tuck it hard. 
Fuuuuuccccckkkkiiiiittttt!"


She continued to chant the words, over and over, drawing each syllable out, 
spurring him on to greater heights with her obscene mumblings, pounding her 
heels with rhythmic tempo on his back as she jack-knifed her legs up to mash 
them against her breasts, offering him the full expanse of her upturned 
crotch. Her eyes rolled like a hopeless drunk, her face contorted with lust 
as she sought to achieve her imminent release.


And then-


"I'm ... there ... oh God I'm there! I'm ... cccccuuuuuummmmmjiiiinnnnggg!"


The words burst from her throat in a low, banshee wail, piercing his 
eardrums, and she pulled her thighs back tighter until the whole of her 
widespread crotch was presented to his heaving pelvis. Her ankles locked 
over his shoulders, and she squirmed her hips beneath him in a wild, 
uninhibited dance of ecstasy, screaming out her orgasm to him.


Barry felt the warm, gushing juices of her climax seethe and flow around his 
thundering cock as he battered his body brutally against hers, as she locked 
herself up on his prick with all the power in her thighs, as her loins 
spasmed convulsively against his belly. And then the great, swirl of heat 
which was building, building in his testicles became unbearable, and he 
gasped again and again, and finally the hot sticky load began its frenzied 
rush from his bloated scrotum along the tube of his cock. He began to spew 
hot, thin streams into her sucking cunt in a seemingly never-ending burst, 
emptying his very being deep, deep up into the warm inner depths of her 
lusting pussy. He moaned his last final droplet, an eternity later, and then 
his cock began to deflate; he withdrew it slowly, with a soft popping sound, 
trailing thin gossamer-like threads of semen along her belly as he rolled 
over beside her, his mouth open and his breath wheezing forth like a gaffed 
sea bass.


A long moment passed, and Lynn said quietly, "That was lovely, Barry. It 
really was lovely. I don't know when I've been fucked so good."


He didn't answer. He just lay there, satiated, completely fulfilled. He knew 
he should feel guilty now, feel the first stirring wave of remorse, shame, 
self-deprecation. But they weren't forthcoming. He felt only like a full 
blooded, virile man, a man who had satisfied a true, sensual woman and in 
turn been satisfied himself. He felt a certain power, a certain complacency, 
a much-needed bolstering of his masculine ego. With Kim, he had never known 
that feeling, had known only a vague, veiled sense of inadequacy and 
frustration, as if there were something the matter with his lovemaking which 
prevented him from really arousing her deepest, hidden emotions.


Kim. His wife's name echoed again and again in his mind, and a small part of 
him tried to make the guilt, the shame, come; but the virile man fought the 
thoughts away, and he simply lay there, feeling the warm heat of the woman 
next to him, smelling the musk of her perfume and the permeating odor of 
their consummated lust.


He felt Lynn stir, then, and suddenly she was on all fours beside him, 
hovering over his belly, staring down at his now-limp cock glistening with 
the coagulating juices of her recent orgasm. She said, "I'm going to teach 
you things you never even knew existed. Would you like that?"


He ran his tongue across his lips, found them to be dry again. He felt a 
tremor course through his loins. Could he get another hardon so soon? Was 
that possible? "Yes," he answered. "Yes, teach me, teach me!"


Her head dropped slowly toward his groin, and suddenly her tongue flicked 
out, the tip boring teasingly into the glands opening, causing a thin 
oozing, the final stage of his cum, to flow forth and disappear into her 
eagerly lapping mouth. She ran her tongue along the flaccid expanse of his 
prick, down over his soft, wrinkled scrotum, wiping away her own orgasm 
juices before they could fully coagulate on his genitals. She smiled as she 
bent to her task, for Barry's prick was beginning to show signs of hardening 
again, was stirring beneath her expert oral manipulations. She drew her head 
back and let him see her smile, and then she said, "I'm going to kiss your 
lovely cock until it gets hard again, lover. Then I'll suck you for a while. 
Would you like that?"


"Yes ... oh, yes!"


"After that, we'll take a towel and go out in the rear yard. We'll 
sixty-nine under the open sky. Have you ever done that before, 'Barry?"


"No, God, it sounds wonderful!"


"It will be," she promised. "It will be, lover."


As she bent her head to his cock and his balls again, Barry knew that this 
was going to be an afternoon he would not soon forget.


When the doorbell rang, Kim Sutton was busily vacuuming the living room. 
With Barry gone, she had decided that it was a good time to do a little 
spring housecleaning; she had been hard at that chore-rearranging furniture, 
waxing floors, dusting, vacuuming, cleaning out closets and cupboards-since 
he'd left for the Gorens' cabin some two hours earlier. She hadn't even 
paused to fix herself something to eat.


At the sound of the door chimes, she switched off the vacuum and ran one 
slender hand through her long raven hair. She looked down at her 
attire-black, stirrup-tooted stretch pants and a sleeveless, pale green 
jersey blouse-and ruefully hoped it wasn't anybody important (like Barry's 
agent or somebody, even though she knew that was ridiculous). She padded 
across to the door and opened It, and her eyes widened in momentary 
surprise. But then she smiled warmly and said, "Why... hello, Jack! This is 
a pleasant surprise!"


Jack Goren smiled cheerily at her. "Hi, Kim. Looks like you've been doing a 
little housework."


"A lot of it, actually," Kim corrected lightly. "Won't you come in?'


"Thanks." He stepped in past her. "Nice little place you got here," he 
observed.


"Well, it's pretty small. As soon as Barry finishes the novel, and we get 
the rest of the money according to his contract, we're going to move into 
something a little larger."


"Don't pick Sea Cliff," Goren said. "Too damned much fog."


Kim laughed. "Can I get you something, Jack?"


"No, thanks. Listen, Kim, the reason I dropped over is that I had a great 
idea. I was sitting home, staring at the television, and I got to thinking 
how you were likely home all alone, too. Well, since our spouses are both up 
at the cabin in Salmoon Creek, I said to myself, "Why shouldn't Kim and I 
drive up and meet them there? We could all have dinner together, to sort of 
celebrate things." He grinned down at her. "What do you think of the idea?'


"Well ... I don't know. If Barry's working on his novel ...


"I don't really think he'd mind. After all, this is the first day up there; 
he's going to have many more of them in which to work. I thought it would be 
enjoyable for all of us. And it'll give you a chance to look over the old 
man's new workshop."


"Well ..." Kim said again. "All right, maybe it would be fun at that. Shall 
I change my clothes?'


"Heck, no," Goren answered. He waved a hand to indicate his polo shirt and 
sports slacks and canvas shoes. "Ultra-casual, that's the epitome of 
sartorial elegance, as far as I'm concerned."


Kim chuckled appreciatively. "Okay, then. But if my husband Is angry, you'll 
have to shoulder the blame," she teased.


"Deal."


Kim fetched her purse. She debated briefly putting away the vacuum, and 
straightened up a little more-and then decided that that could wait until 
tomorrow. She would have plenty of time for continued housewifely chores 
then.


Gaily, she took Jack Goren's arm. "Shall we go, sir?"


"By your leave, madam."


They were both laughing as they climbed into Goren's impressive Lincoln 
Continental parked in front.


Chapter 4


The drive from San Francisco was beautiful and relaxing, and Kim sat next to 
Jack Goren with pleasure. She talked continually, usually about nothing in 
particular or especially important. Things were finally going well for her, 
for Barry, and she felt the need to talk, to release some of her bubbling 
enthusiasm. Goren smiled and drove the Continental with one ear cocked 
toward the young, beautiful woman.


Occasionally Goren would add something, but only to praise Barry, and this 
made Kim all the more glad that she had decided to accompany him. The miles 
passed swiftly, and the quiet comfort of the luxury automobile made the 
passage of time effortless. Yes, Kim was at the very height of happiness. 
Her husband could get the book finished at last, she would not be worried 
nearly so much over him, and the two of them had met just the finest of 
people, the Gorens.


Shortly after they passed San Raphael, Goren said: "Reach in the back, Kim, 
and open the ice chest, will you?'


Kim turned her body, noticing the bright red Styrofoam container balanced on 
the rear seat. Goren watched her as she moved, her legs stretching the 
elastic of her pants as she brought them up under her, as she swiveled to 
lean over the back rest. Her breasts were outlined against the thin jersey 
blouse, the material clinging to the bra underneath so that her protruding 
hillocks were shadowed and detailed provocatively. She flattened them 
against the cushions as she leaned, and Goren gave out an involuntary groan 
of desire, for he wanted to have his palms around those breasts, squeezing 
and kneading and pressing them into the same kind of shape. She kneeled on 
the seat, exclaiming, "Oh! What did you bring along, Jack?"


"Open it and see, Kim." He brought his vision back to the highway, his 
tongue licking dry, hungry lips. "I wasn't sure whether Barry would have 
thought to stop for groceries, so there's some steaks in there, along with 
some leftover cole slaw and some other things."


Kim laughed and squirmed her tightly-encased buttocks in an unconscious way. 
"You're probably right about Barry. I don't think he'd remember me, once 
he's there by himself. That book seems to have taken over everything."


Goren chuckled. "Well, it'll all work out for the best, if the book is a 
success. Which I'm sure it will be."


Kim started to turn around again, but Goren stopped her, placing a hand on 
her upper thigh. "Grab the thermos in there, will you, Kim?" She hesitated 
from the touch of his friendly, almost too friendly-hand on her leg. Oh, his 
morals were unquestionable, of course, and she felt perfectly safe with him 
in the car ... but still a faint, swiftly passing mental image of him, a 
perfect stranger, lewdly grasping and pawing her, rippled with cold dread 
through her mind, and she froze, shivering slightly.


The hand stayed a split second too long, she thought, but before she could 
object or move away, or really become aware that the hand was the menace her 
intuition warned her it was, Coren placed it back on the steering wheel.


"And a couple of those plastic cups, too," he added.


It must have been her imagination, Kim thought, returning to comply with his 
request. She lifted the lid of the case and on top of the cubed ice, packed 
next to the butcher-paper wrapped steaks, was a large, ribbed aluminum 
thermos jug. The cups were handily beside the thermos, and she took two 
along with the thermos as she rolled around to face front again.


"What's this, Jack?"


"Well, it was for tonight, but I've developed a thirst for some reason ..." 
he paused, smiling at her warmly but honestly.


She unscrewed the thermos cap and poured a small cupful of its contents. 
"What is it?"


"Vodka Collins. I made them before I left today." Again the open, frank, 
almost boyish grin crossed his features. "See that? I remembered.


"Remembered?" For a moment Kim didn't understand, and then she recalled 
asking him to fetch her a drink at the Tatum party. "Oh, you mean-" She had 
to smile back. "Yet, it is my favorite drink. In fact, about the only one I 
really like."


"Have some, then," he urged."


"I don't know ..." it's too early in the day."


"Go ahead. There's plenty."


Kim poured herself a glass and slowly sipped the Collins. As she did, a 
vicarious thrill, brought about by the teenage act of drinking in a car, 
completely blanked out her fleeting fear of a moment previous. "Mmmmm. This 
is good, Jack," she enthused.


"I used to be a bartender years ago," he said proudly.


Well, now, Kim thought as the car sped on towards Salmon Creek. This is 
really the last word, drinking in the middle of the afternoon with a strange 
man in his fancy Continental. A little twinge of schoolgirl guilt made her 
giggle inwardly, and her mind recalled a long-ago drive-in movie when she 
was I; her freshman year of college, and the six-packs of beer her date had 
taken along, and her abandoned actions after the alcohol had gotten somewhat 
to her. Another shiver crossed her mind, and the fuzzy picture of that night 
returned, as it had many times. That was the night after she had first seen 
a man's erect organ, standing like a sentry, guarding the trousers open 
fly-and the first time she had handled one, though not allowing it to 
capture her virginity. But it had come so close, so close ...


Well, that was enough of that kind of thinking! She pressed her buttocks 
into the cushion,


"Here's to Barry," she said.


"Here's to him, all right. I hope he gets everything he deserves, Kim. 
Everything."


She took a heavier swallow from her cup, the bittersweet liquid warming her 
belly with comfortable fire. She had to watch it-she hadn't had anything to 
eat since breakfast. But before she could protest, Goren had picked up the 
thermos from the seat and refilled her cup, placing his empty cup down as he 
did so. She in turn refilled his.


By the time they reached the Salmon Creek turnoff, Kim was happier than 
ever. The liquor had soothed her into a mellow effervescence. As they 
approached the redwood cabin, she recognized the Ford in front as Barry's 
and hers, and with a squeal, she said: "Are we there, Jack? Oh, is that the 
cabin? It's lovely!"


Goren had to laugh at her impassioned words, and was tempted to reach over 
and squeeze her leg again; but he remembered her rather negative reaction to 
his familiar attempt earlier, and decided against it. He drove up next to 
the Ford; and shut off the quiet engine and stepped out. The sand was 
noiseless under his feet. He shut his door as quietly as he could, and Kim 
latched the passenger door with feminine grace, making: not a sound.


Perfect, he thought, perfect. Now if everything was as planned ...


Kim impulsively locked her arm with his as they walked to the cabin. "They 
must be inside," she said. They walked, to the front window and she peered 
in. "Oh, this is perfect, Jack. It really looks comfortable inside. But I 
don't see Barry and Lynn."


"Oh, they're around somewhere," Goren answered, his face slightly frowning 
as though he was somewhat worried. "The cars are here." Then he turned and: 
smiled. "Perhaps they took a walk down to the beach."


Suddenly, the sounds of giggling and girlish twittering reached Goren's and 
Kim's ears. It seemed to be coming from around to the rear of the cabin.


"Oh God, Lynn, you fuck like Aphrodite personified!"


Kim froze, her mind, so full of happiness, torn asunder by the crude, 
lascivious sentence she had heard. Her face contorted with confused horror, 
and she turned to Goren. Her breath seemed choked in her throat like a lump 
of molten steel. "Wha-what was that?' she managed.


"I don't know. It sounded like a man. Like Barry!" he whispered.


Goren, the picture of indignation and anger, grabbed Kim's tender hand. 
"C'mon, let's see what the hell is going on!"


"But Jack, I-"


They were interrupted by the sound of more lewd words, this time from a 
woman's lips. Kim couldn't believe it, but the voice sounded exactly like 
Lynn Goren's!


"Oooohhhhh, yes, oh yes, Barry! I love it, I love it like that! Now kiss me! 
Lick my cunt, my flaming cunt before the juices all run out! Ohhhhh


Kim was almost pulled off her feet by the prodding Jack Goren. She wanted to 
run, to flee from what her brain told her was an impossibility-but yet an 
all too real reality. She felt like the heroine in a cheap Hollywood horror 
movie, about to open the iron-clad vault door and let the monster loose. She 
tried to stall, to dig her heels into the ground, but the sand was too soft 
and Goren's strength too much. They rounded the corner of the building, the 
murmurings growing louder and the moans of passion now becoming distinct.


"You like fucking me, don't you, Barry?"


"Yes, God, I like it. I love It! Your pussy is like some magic perfume of 
the Gods, sweet, so sweet!"


"Turn around, lover. I want to taste your cock while you suck me." There was 
silence for a moment, and Kim heard the rustling of bodies upon a sheet or 
blanket as the man-no longer just a man, but her Barry, her husband!-turned 
to do as bid.


Still confused, still unready to accept the fact of her husband's infidelity 
so callously at hand, Kim let Goren take her to the rear wall of the cabin; 
and there, hidden by the overgrown bushes, she peered onto the sandy stretch 
of back yard. She took one, quick glance, and her whole, wonderful world 
shattered like crystal glass. She tried to scream, to yell, to blot out the 
scene she was witnessing, but the horror, the outrageous defilation of her 
soul, was too great. Abjectly, she turned and buried her now tear-streamed 
face into the comforting broadness Of Goren's chest.


"Oh, no ... no, no, it can't be! Not my Barry!" she moaned, her sounds of 
anguish muffled by Goren's body. "I don't believe it!"


What she had so briefly seen was Barry and Lynn Goren locked in the age-old 
embrace of mutual oral manipulation. They were lying on a fluffy beach 
towel, completely nude, their hands coursing over each other's hot, sweating 
bodies, their mouths and tongues buried in each-other's pubic area. They 
squirmed and writhed as though demon possessed, the wet, lewd sounds of 
their mutual sucking resounding through the salty air.


Jack Goren maintained his shocked, indignant expression as he saw his wife 
moaning with abandon while she sucked the large, glistening cock sawing 
between her lips, as he saw Barry's wildly bobbing head tear into the pink, 
tender flesh of her pussy. Inwardly, he glowed with satisfaction and 
sadistic pleasure, and he felt his cock harden in his pants. He brushed 
against the sobbing Kim, feeling her lithe, firm curves mold themselves to 
his body, and he had a sudden, almost overwhelming desire to grab her, strip 
the few wisps of clothes off between them and join the couple on the large 
towel. But he knew women well enough to be certain this was not the proper 
time. He would have to wait until the horrified and helpless shock in Kim 
turned into anger and revenge. A scorned or wronged woman would do anything 
against her errant mate and abandon the morals of a lifetime doing so. He 
would bide his time and slowly work her into the temper he needed.


"I don't believe it!" she gasped again.


Goren smiled cynically and folded his arms about her protectively. "It's 
true, Kim. I'm afraid it's true."


She shuddered. "They're acting like ... animals!" She tried to blank out the 
horrid, disgusting scene, but her mind's eye kept focusing on the picture of 
Barry and Lynn in their perverted pose. How could he do such a thing? She 
remembered the previous night, when he had tried to push his head down on 
her own sexual genitals and she had stopped him. And now he was doing that 
to another woman ...


Almost hypnotically, Kim turned and saw again the fantastic sight before 
her. All she saw or cared about was the horrible lewdness being performed on 
the towel, and she gaped in disbelief, her eyes absorbed by the passionate 
writhing. Lynn was at a fever pitch, her ovalled mouth straining to almost 
swallow whole the rigid penis pumping between her cheeks, and as Kim 
watched, Lynn let the cock bury itself all the way up to Barry's pubic hair, 
so that none of the fleshy rod was left to view. My God! thought Kim, 
through her horror, Lynn must surely choke with all of him in her throat 
that way.


Kim sucked in her breath as her husband took his hands and spread Lynn's 
fleshy inner thighs yet farther apart, his thumbs grazing her vagina as he 
splayed the woman wide. Her moist, blood-engorged slit was in full view, the 
throbbing surface matted with his saliva. Then Barry dropped his head again, 
and Lynn's writhing cunt was once more lost from sight. She moaned deep in 
her throat and locked her legs around Barry's head, her hips moving with the 
rhythm of his burrowing tongue.


Involuntarily, subconsciously, Kim found herself beginning to yaw with 
Lynn's undulations as Barry continued to lick the woman's crotch. "I can't 
stand it!" she gasped, steeling herself to cease the sympathetic movements 
of her body. "Stop them, please! We have to go out there and stop them!"


"No," he said.


"But you can't ... that's your wife, and ... we must stop them!" Her words 
were a jumble of incoherency, almost idiot's babbling. Goren knew that she 
was almost ready to crack, and that it was time to take her away. Her mind 
was filled with wretchedness, and to make her view more might jeopardize his 
plan. The last thing he wanted to do was make a scene now. Later, but not 
now. He turned her head away from the couple and looked deeply, concernedly 
into her glazed eyes.


"No, honey. Let them be. I'm as hurt and angry as you, but to stop them now 
would only make matters worse. We saw them, and we'll confront them, but 
later when everybody has calmed down. Let's be level headed about this."


"Then let's leave. Now. Take me home, Jack, please!"


Nodding agreement, Goren led her away from the bushes and back toward the 
car. "That's probably the wisest thing to do at the moment. We'll talk this 
over on the way back, like full grown adults."


Kim managed to stem her tears, and taking a deep breath to help gain 
control, she let Goren hand her into the Lincoln. He poured another cup of 
the Vodka Collins, saying: "Here, Kim. Drink this. It'll help."


She did willingly, downed it in a single swallow. He poured again and she 
sipped this time, steeling herself. Thank God for the few drinks on the way 
here, she thought as Goren backed the Lincoln and turned around. If I hadn't 
had them, I would have completely gone to pieces, I know I would ...


They didn't talk for a while, and Kim's head swam with the damning sight she 
had just witnessed. She had never seen Barry so lust provoked, so wicked. 
His hardened penis had never seemed so huge, certainly it hadn't been in all 
their married life, she was sure of that. And then there was Lynn, with her 
legs flaying obscenely around his head, sucking ...


Barry's cock, thought Lynn as she sucked it joyously, was almost as large 
and gifted as her husband's. Yes, Jack had been right: the Suttons had been 
an excellent choice, and his idea of her seducing Barry first was marvelous! 
All the more time to enjoy the strange and exciting thrill of a new prick, 
and the wonderment of new wrinkles to the same tricks. She felt the extra 
tingle of sexual passion at knowing they might at this very moment be seen, 
spied upon in the act of love by her husband and Kim Sutton, and then sent 
new shivers of pleasure through her lust-perverted senses. She loved that, 
she adored to have her body displayed and paraded in front of voyeurs, and 
if she could have, she would have loved to be gang fucked on stage in front 
of an audience. How lucky she had been to find such an understanding and 
cooperative husband as Jack Goren, and she returned to her task with renewed 
gusto, her mind filled with the credo of Barry's magnificent prick.


She tasted his masculine piquancy, the tang of his pungent genitals, smeared 
as they were with her own lubricating juices, sending wild tremors of 
delight coursing through her, and she ravished her warm, wet tongue upon it. 
She brushed and grazed along its base and wide underside to its coroneal 
ridge, sticky and protruding from the thick foreskin, and then washed and 
played with it with caressing, lapping strokes. The crown of her head rested 
on his inner leg as she managed to slit the tiny hole in his smooth, bloated 
glands with the tip of her tongue. And then she returned to its base and the 
hair covered sac of his testicles, the wiry hairs tickling her chin and 
cheeks and lips as her saliva dribbled freely down his testicles to be 
soaked up by the towel. She removed his cock for a moment, the cool rush of 
afternoon air making Barry moan with tingling pleasure, and she took hold of 
it with one hand and stroked it hard up and down, up and down, as she coated 
his balls with sweeps of her hungry mouth, her lips bending to catch as much 
of his fragrant flesh as possible. Barry groaned again and raised his leg, 
making Lynn move over him more fully, and then she squatted over him, her 
legs on either side of him, her own widespread cunt mashed to his face, 
while she trailed her tongue along his akin. She continued to manipulate 
him, to squeeze and jerk his penis with her tempestuous hand, the beat 
making him squirm and lift his legs and expose his hair encircled brown 
anus.


Lynn continued to lick along the cord-like ridge between his widespread 
buttocks, circling tauntingly around his puckered brown asshole, painting 
his inner thighs with the saliva of love, then stiffening her tongue and 
ramming it into the crinkled sphincter of his rectum. All the while her own 
pubic area was burning with the fire-like lashes of his tongue and flaming 
sweep of his mouth upon her clitoris and cunt. She was wild: with frenzy, 
the sensations churning her belly and loins with erotic fermentations, 
driving her with breakneck speed to a crashing climax. God! She had to cum 
with his giant cock in her mouth, with her cheeks bloating to the sudden 
engorgement of his own mighty orgasm. She had to taste his semen, to suck 
him dry to the balls! Quickly she trailed her tongue back over his 
sperm-churning scrotum, and along his heavy, sheening, purplish shaft at its 
pulsating head, and then she slipped her lips down over it again ...


Barry groveled in her cunt, her spasmodic rhythm in finely honed tune to his 
thrusting tongue. The abandonment, the complete capitulation to this vamp 
overwhelmed him, still blotted out any thoughts except the delicious 
debauchery of which he was a willing partner. It had been like a scene from 
some stag movie, or a seminal-emitting wet dream, to lazily rise from a 
still-moist bed and move to the out-of doors. Jack Goren's wife had shown 
neither remorse nor the slightest hesitation, unlike the still modest wife 
of his, as she strutted around the cabin naked, her breasts jiggling 
proudly, her thighs and matted pubic hair enticing him. The fleeting idea of 
covering himself seemed like a theory of the Dark Ages, and he, too, found a 
strange, magical excitement at parading in front of her, his semi-hard, 
still blood engorged cock dangling and swaying between the lumps of his 
spent balls.


The stretching out under the warm sun....


The free and easy play of hands upon each other in broad daylight, entirely 
in the open ...


These had all been new to Barry, and tremendously arousing. She had made him 
fully hard again, and then climbed over him, taking his rod with her hand to 
lead it into her dilated, gaping crystal channel. She had fucked him, 
leaning over him in such a way to enable him to suck the rubbery hard 
nipples of her breasts. Wild ... absolutely, mind blowingly wild! And then, 
just as he was about to shoot yet another stream of sticky cum into her, she 
had asked him to kiss her cunt-and be had acquiesced. He was kissing her 
cunt now, while she in turn licked and teased his throbbing penis. How long 
had he wanted to feel the soft down, of a woman's pubic area and smell the 
tangy musk of a desire-ridden pussy as it opened to his mouth, and here, 
now, with this vibrant, sensual female, he was doing just that. If only Kim, 
his own wife, wanted his kisses, his tongue, his cock in her mouth ... Oh 
God! He could feel his swollen member flow along the inner roof of the 
strange mouth, and a moan began to build deep, deep within his chest.


He breathed hard and blew into her, the cheeks of her ass clenching, then 
relaxing in front of his excited face. He pried her spread loins wider, 
pushing his mouth hard against the wetness of her vaginal slit, and she 
squirmed. He drew her over him, so that her palpitating, soft-rimmed pussy 
was sunk deep upon his nose and lips, and holding her tight around the 
buttocks, so that she couldn't slip away, he thrust his thick, wet tongue 
forward between the warm fleshy folds. He heard her gasp excitedly and renew 
her nibbling with frenzied motion. She jerked forward with his hot teasing 
contact, quickly screwing herself down upon him harder. Her vaginal passage 
contracted, opening and closing around his tongue like a tight rubber band, 
until he had a difficult time breathing. His breath exploded into her with 
tiny, mewling grunts that muffled themselves into oblivion, and then he 
spread her still wider with his palms and began to curl and flick his tongue 
at the expense of her pearl-white backside. He sucked and licked while she 
swayed her Sass around his face, almost out of control.


Her cunt flowered open wider, her secretions cascading down her legs and his 
chin while he ran his saliva around her stretched vaginal hole. He could 
feel her muscles hollow and contract around his head and sides of his 
cheeks, and he plunged slave-like, his tongue making wet sluicing sounds as 
it burrowed deeper into her cunt with each wicked thrust. The tantalizing 
odor which assailed his sex-flared nostrils was a bubbling mixture of her 
cunt and lubrications, her thinly sweat filmed akin, and the orifice of her 
anus, which was but scant millimeters from his eyes. He lifted his lashing 
tongue from the oral fucking he was giving her warm, slick pussy and he 
moved along to the pink bud of her asshole, rimming the crinkled edge and 
darting inside her anal passage with stabbing thrusts. Then he returned, 
licking the softly throbbing cunt lips, plunging into the secret valley of 
her desire to discover her pseudo-phallic clitoris. He began to suck and 
tease it unmercifully, his teeth biting tenderly, his tongue reaming the 
little button of love while she churned and writhed above him in the lewd 
dance of desire.


She was almost ready to cum!


He rammed his tongue deep down around her writhing hole, rounding and 
covering her viscous opening to bring yet further guttural moans from her 
filled mouth. Her soft warm thighs clenched him viciously and he could feel 
the wet flesh slip moistly around his tongue as if the nibbling, hair-lined 
mouth was trying to snap and rip out his tongue by the roots, devouring it 
completely with all its might. She snaked her heels against his shoulders 
and rubbed the palpitating pussy against his face as he mashed against the 
gluttonously tormented, flame seared vagina. The cords of her muscles stood 
out all along her body and she pulled savagely on his penis with 
ever-increasing slashes.


Then suddenly she stiffened, and Barry heard her cry aloud. "AAAAAAGGGGGGGH! 
I'm ... I'm going to ... going ... to ...!


Her whole being seemed to explode over Barry, and he could no longer hold 
his climax. My God! be thought crazily as the rush of sperm began to burst 
along its narrow tube my God, it's never ... been this good ... before!"


"I'm ... I'm cuuuummmmiiiiinnnnnggggg!"


Barry knew she was straining to climax, and she began to twist and wrench 
herself wantonly, her teeth biting his cock like a dog chewing a bone as he 
continued to pillage her loins. The juices of her milking cunt flowed, and 
she arched her back and bucked wildly, her body quaking uncontrollably. 
Torrents of lubricating fluid spread its sticky warmth over his face and 
down his cheeks, until she grunted the last of her orgasm, her muscles still 
heaving spasmodically. He could still hear her in and out sawing movement as 
she suddenly thrust deep over his cock, absorbing to its hilt in her mouth 
as the first rain of his molten sperm volcanoed into her throat.


Lynn's head bobbed furiously over his turgid shaft as she sucked the hot 
shooting jets of her semen hungrily, her mouth salivating as though his cum 
was the very essence of existence, and she felt him jerk and groan beneath 
her as he rammed his penis yet deeper in her throat. His cock continued the 
pulsating jerks of his ejaculation, the vengeance of his searing, hot semen 
drenching her gullet. Lynn groaned as she sucked and her Adam's apple 
paroxysmed rapidly in its fevered attempt to control the gushing stream 
which squirted hotly into her. She clasped her lips in a tight elastic ring 
around the jumping penis so as to not lose one precious drop, and she 
twirled her tongue around the throbbing head to make room for the seemingly 
unending torrent until she thought his balls were bottomless wells. His 
groans of pleasure incited her to greater effort, and then, with one final 
spewing, his cock began to slowly deflate in her mouth. She waited a moment, 
hoping for more, then lifted her head, his prick sliding from her glistening 
lips with a wet sucking sound. She turned and smiled at Barry, who grinned 
contentedly in return. A trail of semen dribbled down her lips and chin, 
dropping like a thick white spider web to his belly.


"What are we going to do about ... them?" Goren asked after a while. His 
voice was calm and low, but held a hint of menace. The real, inner emotion 
of high elation was well hidden.


"Oh my God, I don't know!" Kim dropped her head into her hands, tears 
streaming down her burning cheeks, her eyes dim with agony. She sobbed like 
a small child. "I never thought Barry would ... do ... such a thing!"


"Your husband is quite a lover," Goren said caustically.


"My husb-! I don't call what they were doing ... making love!"


"No? What was it then?"


"It was ... disgusting!" She stared at him. "You can't approve of what they 
were doing, Jack!"


"Of course not. You can imagine how I felt when I saw them. It hit me just 
as hard as it must have hit you. After all, it was my wife he was doing it 
to." Goren pursed his lips, intently looking out the window. "I was just 
referring to the oral acts they were performing."


"Kissing people ... there ... is sick!" Kim said, cringing. "They were like 
crazed animals. I'd have rather seen Barry actually ... having intercourse 
... than ... what he was doing." Goren smiled inwardly at Kim's reluctance 
to use the real words for what he saw and thought. How surprised she's going 
to be to say "fuck" and "suck," to beg him to fuck her and suck her, and 
want to fuck and suck him. But he only looked at Kim almost as a doctor 
would a patient, and replied, "Don't be too sure, Kim. Who can judge what 
should or should not be done in passion between two consenting adults? 
Everyone needs passion to achieve true happiness. And to make others happy. 
I certainly wouldn't want to make the laws about what is morally right or 
wrong."


"I ... I guess you're right." She sat morosely for a moment, dwelling on his 
argument, then she blurted, "But doing such things can really make people 
happy!"


Goren shrugged. "No? Well, they seemed to be."


Kim started to wail again, her agonized torment gushing like rainwater from 
her eyes. Goren reached into the pocket of his jacket and handed her a clean 
white hanky. She Wiped her eyes gratefully. She stopped crying again, and 
after a few choking sounds, tried to speak.


"I guess you think I must be an awful fool carry on like this. I ... I'm 
sorry, Jack."


"Don't be sorry, Kim. No one can blame you for being upset after what you've 
seen today. God knows I'm upset myself," he lied.


They continued toward San Francisco, each locked in their separate thoughts. 
Kim was confused. She poured herself another Vodka Colline almost 
mechanically and tried to sort out the horrible afternoon rationally. Barry 
had always seemed happy with their lovemaking, although she had to admit she 
was ignorant about a lot of sexual matters. Did it really take such 
deviations to satisfy a man? No. it couldn't, it just couldn't! But ... 
could it be that she was the one who was wrong? For the first time since she 
was married, Kim began to actually question her conservative values, 
wondering if she actually didn't know what it took to hold a man physically. 
At the same time she had no idea what to do about catching Barry flagrant 
delicate with Jack's beautiful sluttish wife. She loved Barry, in spite of 
this, and her heart ached for some way of repairing the damage he had 
wrought upon their marriage. Yet ... where was her pride, her moral 
integrity? Could she leave him? Well, she couldn't just stand for this, she 
couldn't and what about Jack Goren ... did he want a divorce, the ensuing 
scandal? Did she? Oh God, God! Kim slumped against the window, utterly 
dejected, her brain still whirling confusedly.


Goren watched her smooth, firm body as she sobbed into the handkerchief 
again. It was all he could do to keep himself from pulling the car over to 
the side of the road and fucking her silly right on the spot. But he still 
had to wait a little longer, to keep up the facade of the outraged husband 
until he got her back to her house. Else, he might destroy the confidence 
she was building in him, or abate the anger she felt toward Barry. The first 
step had gone so well that he hated to chance losing it all on one sudden, 
rash move. So instead of anything physical, he spoke soothingly to Kim, a 
practiced skill from the long years as a glib-tongued salesman, and his 
words came smoothly and easily, building the gap between Barry and her and 
all the while closing the gap between her and himself.


Less than an hour later, he parked the Continental in front of the Sutton's 
Sunset District house. As he helped Kim out, Goren said, "I've worked hard, 
Kim, awfully hard over the years, and I'm not going to jeopardize my 
position." He looked at her; she was still agitated and shaking. "I haven't 
accumulated a lifetime of effort just to destroy it all with a foolish 
reaction ... or an ugly scandal."


They walked along the path to the front door. Kim fumbled in her purse for 
the key.


"No, honey," Goren continued as she ushered him in. "There'll be none of 
that, I promise you." He shut the door and leaned against it, smiling a 
faint, sardonic smile. "But they aren't going to get away with this, are 
they?"


Kim turned to look up at him. "No," she said grimly. "They aren't going to 
get away with it, Jack."


Goren's smile grew progressively larger. His eyes moved slowly over the 
firm, slim curve of the distraught woman before him, trying to maintain a 
hurt, gentlemanly expression while the fire was building ever hotter in his 
loins. You're going to be a good fuck, baby, he thought hungrily. You're 
going to be as good a fuck as my wife when I get through with you.


He said, "I think we could both use another drink, Kim, don't you?"


Chapter 5


Kim sat next to Jack Goren on the three cushion couch, her fifth drink-or 
was it her sixth? she couldn't really be sure how many she'd had in the 
car-clutched tightly in both her hands. Her mind was swirling with the 
pictures of what she had seen at Salmon Creek.


Barry kissing Lynn between the legs, kissing her-well, her pussy, no use 
mincing words now ... Barry's large, bloated penis almost completely 
consumed by the wet, dripping lips sucking voraciously on it, as if it were 
some gigantic peppermint stick ... Barry's contorted, lust-expressioned 
face, and Lynn's, as they groveled in one another's private, sweating parts 
... God, God, it was all there in her mind, as vivid now as it had been when 
she'd witnessed it. She felt a little a nauseous, a little ashamed, but yet 
overwhelmingly angry; Barry had violated a sacred marital trust, the very 
essence of their love and their relationship.


She didn't know what to do. Actually, she wanted to hurt him, do something 
to pain him as he had pained her ... retribution ... reprisal ... But that 
was unthinkable, because the only kind of retribution or reprisal which this 
untenable situation warranted was doing the same thing-or at least, the same 
type of thing-that Barry had done. In plain terms, it meant making love to 
another man; and she simply couldn't do that.


Or-could she?


No, no, no, no! her mind repeated, over and over. No, that's liquor talking, 
liquor and shame and hurt talking, I really shouldn't have had all these 
drinks ... oh God, I don't know what to do! I don't know how to cope with a 
situation like this, who would ever have dreamed that I would have to?


Kim felt tears brim in her eyes, spill down over her cheeks. Crying wasn't 
going to do any good, she knew that, but she felt so wretched and miserable 
at that moment, so indecisive, that the tears were something of a defense 
mechanism to momentarily flood out the terrible hurt and still leave the 
questions unresolved. She let the tears flow freely, pouring from her eyes 
like cascading winter rain, sobbing brokenly without removing her hands from 
around the glass.


Dimly, she was aware of movement on the couch beside her; dimly, she felt a 
hand touch her shoulder, an arm go around her and draw her close; dimly, she 
knew the clean, faint cologne smell of a man in her nostrils. But the arm 
was strong and the odor was not at all unpleasant, and she allowed herself 
to be pressed close against a firm, supporting chest, lowering her head 
there and crying deeply, despairingly ...


Jack Goren felt the warm, resilient body pressed tightly to his own, felt 
the firm, rippling muscles of her shoulder beneath his encircling arm, 
smelled the heady fragrance of her hair and her body. Goddamn! Oh, it was 
going to be good, all right; it was really going to be good! Jack Goren felt 
a throbbing ache in his balls, and the blood was beginning to pound hotly in 
his rising cock, making little tingling sensations race back and forth 
across the swelling head. Damn, he couldn't wait much longer, that was for 
sure. He had to have her pretty soon now, because if he didn't he was going 
to blow his whole load in his pants, sure as hell. But he sensed that she 
was open and ready for suggestion now-she was ashamed and a little drunk and 
mad as hell-and that it wouldn't take much to convince her what was sauce 
for the goose was sauce for the gander.


Goren began to whisper softly against her hair, letting the soft strands 
tickle his nostrils, intensifying the warm, pleasant ache in his 
now-almost-fully-erect cock. At first the words were soft, mesmeric, 
quieting sounds, consisting of "shhhh, honey" and "don't cry, now, don't 
cry" and "everything will be all right, baby, you'll see." He took the glass 
from her fingers and placed it on the coffee table; almost immediately, she 
raised her hands and clutched at his polo shirt, bunching the cloth between 
her spasmodic fingers as she wept against him. He knew that the words, his 
nearness, were having an effect on her-though of course she couldn't be 
realizing it at the moment, would realize it only later when his forthcoming 
plays would have sent her beyond any recall. She was trusting him now, 
trusting his words and trusting the touch of his arm about her shoulders ... 
just the way he wanted it.


Goren began then to stroke the satiny side of her shoulder and upper arm, 
gently, comfortingly. And in the same tone of voice that he had been using, 
but with different words now, he intoned, "Don't think about It honey. Don't 
think about the way your husband and my wife looked there on that blanket, 
the way their faces looked In the sunlight Don't think about what they were 
doing, licking and sucking one another, touching one another. Don't think 
about your husband and my wife, honey; don't think about It at all ...


Goren could feel the firm, warm breast pressing against his rib cage, could 
feel the nipple hardening somewhat there, and he smiled as he continued to 
talk. His words were having the desired effect on her; she was thinking 
about Barry and Lynn, of course, just as he had known she would: She was 
seeing them mentally as they had looked there at Salmon Creek, Sixty-Nining 
... and the images were in turn causing unmistakable, if unwanted, arousal 
in her own body. Almost ready now, he thought; she's almost ready now ...


Despite her tears, the tortured confusion of her mind at the events of the 
afternoon, Kim was beginning to slowly experience an almost dreamy torpor as 
she remained enveloped in Goren's strong, gentle embrace. His words seemed 
to flow like soft warm butter into her ears, soothing, hypnotic; she was 
aware that he was telling her not to think of what she-they-had seen, of 
Barry's and Lynn's joint infidelity, but the vision was nonetheless there, 
unerasable, brought into crystal clarity by his soporific voice instead of 
dimmed into her subconscious. She didn't want to think about it, God knew 
that, but she just couldn't help it ... she just couldn't help it. She 
sobbed into the thin material of Jack Goren's polo shirt, finding a certain 
security in his masculine nearness and the gentle stroking of his hand on 
her bare shoulder and upper arm.


And, strangely, perversely, the images in her brain were starting to have a 
certain physical effect on Kim as well. She could feel twitching, excited 
sensations deep within her belly, and her vaginal orifice begin to secrete 
droplets of lubrication, moistening her panties under the black stretch 
slacks, causing her to open and close her thighs, open and close them in a 
gathering sexual rhythm. Her nipples hardened under the sleeveless jersey. 
She tried to will her body to cease its tingling ardor, but the images were 
too vivid-and Jack Goren's maleness was too close, too exciting ... yes, 
exciting was the right word, Jack was really quite an attractive man, 
certainly not repulsive in any way, and so kind and gentle and good ...


Goren felt Kim Sutton trembling beneath his arm, trembling with something 
else now beside the racking sobs of her misery, and he thought exultantly: 
Now's the time! She's ready, she's realty ready ... oh Christ, I'm going to 
throw a tuck into her that she won't soon forget! I'm going to shove it all 
the way up into her belly until she screams for me to cum, and then I'm 
going to fill her up with boiling hot sperm! She'll throw rocks at her old 
man when I'm done fucking her, goddamn right!


He continued to stroke her shoulder, letting his hand slide slowly and 
lightly down along the length of her arm, knowing that the motion was having 
an electric effect on her. She had stopped crying now, although her face was 
still buried against his chest and her hands still clutched his shirt, and 
he sensed rather than heard a quickening of her breath under his caress. He 
brought his hand up, sliding it along her back now, down, down almost to the 
curve of her buttocks, bringing it up to tease along the ridge of her spine. 
And all the while he was whispering words into her hair, words becoming 
bolder and bolder: "Don't think about them, Kim, the two of them making love 
... no, fucking, Kim, that's what they were doing, honey, they were fucking 
orally but you mustn't think about your husband's hard penis in Lynn's 
mouth, and you mustn't think about Barry kissing and licking between my 
wife's legs. You mustn't think about any of that, honey ..."


She was breathing faster now, all right, he could hear it and feel the heat 
of her breath through the shirt. Well, if there was ever any time to throw 
caution to the wind, it was now. Right now!


Goren brought his hand up to her shoulder again and then, casually, lightly, 
he put it on the swelling mound of her breast and began to rub the pliant 
globe tenderly through the encasing jersey and bra. He heard the sharp 
intake of Kim's breath, felt the sudden stiffening of her body and the 
convulsive kneading of his shirt in her hands. But she made no effort to 
pull away, and he grinned widely, evilly, knowing that he had won, that she 
was his, irrevocably now. He kept caressing her breast, running his thumb 
across the hardened nipple, his heart pounding in his chest and his cock 
leaping like a wild thing seeking escape from the cumbersome cage that was 
his shorts and trousers ...


A warning voice in Kim's mind tried to penetrate the lethargic state Goren's 
words had evoked, tried to tell her that something was going to happen if 
she didn't put an end to it right now. And yet, somehow, his hand on her 
breast didn't seem wrong to her, not really, it felt so good, like the hand 
of her father stroking her sweating body when she had been down with a high 
fever as a child, telling her everything to him and it would be all right. 
And Jack's voice, speaking against her hair, saying now: 'We have to do 
something, baby, we owe it to ourselves. Turnabout is fair play, sweetheart, 
and it can be good that way, very good you want to hurt him, don't you? You 
want to hurt him for what he's done, don't you? I want to hurt Lynn for what 
she's done, she deserves to be hurt and Barry deserves to be hurt, honey ...


Turnabout is fair play ... Barry deserves to be hurt ... The words spun and 
tumbled in Kim's confused mind as Jack Goren stroked her breast and held her 
close to him. Yes, he was right. Barry did deserve to be hurt, and the only 
way to hurt him was with her body But did she dare do what she knew this 
situation would lead to if she continued to remain passive? Did she dare to 
be, herself, as unfaithful as Barry had been? Well, why not? Why not, 
indeed? Barry had been the one to despoil the sacrosanct vows of marriage, 
hadn't he? He had performed those lewd, vile acts with Lynn Goren, hadn't 
he? Yes, damn it, she dared to do it, all right; she was just hurt enough, 
just angry enough, just drunk enough, and ... yea, just aroused enough ... 
that she would do it ...


Goren's hand had dipped under her sweater now, was trailing hot tremulous 
paths along the bare skin of her flat stomach, moving higher to touch the 
tightly encased orbs of her breasts, cupping first one and then the other. 
Kim's hips began to squirm against the softness of the cushions, and she 
turned her body slightly more toward him, pressing herself to him. And then 
her head lifted, her eyes squeezed tightly shut, her lips parting wetly; it 
was as if she were a puppet, and the puppeteer had activated the string 
controlling her head, raising it up for the innocent kiss of a boy puppet 
except that Jack Goren was not a puppet and not a boy and the kiss would 
surely not be innocent-


It wasn't.


He ground his lips onto hers, completely engulfing her mouth with his warm, 
moist ones, flicking his tongue forward immediately to slip past her teeth 
and into her mouth, to meet and entwine with hers. Pinwheels of light 
flashed in back of Kim's eyes at the sheer physical impact of his kiss, and 
her hand lifted from his shirt front to encircle his neck, press his head 
tightly, molding their mouths together like molten metals fusing into one. 
His hand was pushing her bra up now, insinuating itself beneath, touching 
the hot flesh of her naked breast now, touching the hard bud of her nipple, 
pinching it painfully between his thumb and forefinger. His tongue sawed 
mercilessly in and out of her mouth, in the attitude of copulation, and she 
made tiny, excited mewling sounds of pleasure deep in her throat.


And then Goren's hand left her breast, moved down along her stomach, seeming 
to sear her skin there, and then around to the waistband of her stretch 
pants. Quickly, then, deftly and without hesitation, he unbuttoned the 
single button at the side, located the zipper and drew it down; his fingers 
went to the band of her panties, swiftly moved inside, pushing the flimsy 
material down, his fingertips touching the hot flesh of her abdomen and then 
the first curling strands of her soft, downy fleece. But he didn't pause 
there; he let his hand slide still lower, his middle finger extended, until 
the digit came in sudden contact with the warm, damp furrow of her cunt.


Kim's body jackknifed against him with the electric contact of his touch on 
her naked, defenseless crotch; her whole being commenced to oscillate 
violently and she began to moan in wild, staccato cadence. From somewhere 
far, far back in her mind, the warning voice began to speak again: No, this 
is wrong, this is all wrong, I'm not some whore to be used, I'm not merely a 
receptacle for a strange man's semen I still love Barry, no matter what he's 
done I still love him ... no, no, no this is all wrong stop it, stop it now, 
before it's too late ... you have to stop, it, stop it, stop it!


But she didn't stop it. She couldn't stop it. She was incapable of pulling 
away from him, she liked his touch on her genitals, yes she liked it! She 
liked his tongue in her mouth, liked his touch, oh God she couldn't stop It 
now at all, it was too late, too late ...


Goren dipped his middle finger into the wet, trembling passage of Kim's 
burning cunt, teasing the hardened button of her clitoris, playing with it, 
reveling in the feel of her nubile pussy and the vibrating arousal of her 
firm young body. Christ, he thought, she really turns on, just like I knew 
she would. She wants cock all right, she's fired up for cock, and when a 
woman gets that way nothing else matters; nothing else at all.


"Baby," he whispered in his soft voice, taking his mouth from hers briefly, 
"baby, I want you, I want to fuck you, I need to Fuck you, baby ..."


She stiffened momentarily at his use of the obscene word, but he knew that 
his voice, his finger playing maddeningly with her vaginal opening, would 
overcome her hesitations ... she was too far gone now for anything else to 
happen.


And then, in a voice that was strange, detached, she breathed out her answer 
to him; breathed out words which caused Goren's prick to throb intensely in 
his pants and dribble excited seminal emissions from its swollen glands, 
words which were at once distinctly alien and impossibly exciting on her 
lips and in her ears, words brought about by many things not the least of 
which was a strange awakening of sexual desire wrought intrinsically by her 
own husband's perverted actions of the afternoon.


She said, "Oh yes, Jack darling darling, and I want you to fuck me, I want 
you to fuck me, I need you to fuck me just as much as you need it. Fuck me, 
Jack, fuck me fuck me fuck me ..."


Barry lay next to Lynn Goren on the large towel, spent, staring up at the 
late after noon sky paling into the first shadows of evening. Now that the 
wild, abandoned sexual games had ended-or at least, had ended until the 
impossibly ardent, insatiable Lynn Goren had recuperated his now-flaccid 
prick for another round-Barry was thinking once again of Kim. He was 
thinking of how much he loved her in spite of her sexual shortcomings, in 
spite of the fact that she was not now and could never be a match for a 
nymphomaniac like Lynn; and the thoughts brought the first lingering 
vestiges of shame to his mind, stirrings of guilt which would amplify later, 
he knew, and consume him with self-loathing and self-disgust at his 
inability to control his carnal instincts.


God, he thought, how can I ever face Kim again? How can I look her in the 
eye? She'll be able to tell of course, she'll take one look at me and she'll 
know what I've done here today ... oh Kim, dear sweet unsuspecting Kim, what 
could have come over me? I love you, I don't want to hurt you ... but I'm no 
good at lying, and you'll know that I've been making love to another woman, 
you'll surely know, and when you do I won't blame you if you leave me, God 
knows you've got the grounds and the right ...


"A penny for your thoughts, lover," Lynn said beside him, rolling over onto 
her stomach and looking into his face as she propped herself up on her 
elbows.


"Sure," Barry answered bitterly. He didn't meet her eyes.


"Oh," Lynn said softly. "You're thinking about your wife."


"Yes, I'm thinking about my wife."


"And you're feeling guilty about all that we've done here today, aren't you? 
Guilty because your dear sweet innocent Kim would be absolutely horrified if 
she knew. Am I right?"


Barry felt color blotch his cheeks, and he turned his eyes to her angrily; 
who did this bitch think she was, taunting him about Kim?


"What difference does it make to you if I am thinking about her?" he 
demanded.


Lynn laughed softly. "I don't like to see a man put a woman up on a 
pedestal," she said. "No woman belongs on a pedestal, lover, and when a man 
finds that out it's usually a rude awakening."


"What's that supposed to mean?"


"Just that I wouldn't be too terribly surprised, if I were you, to learn 
that you're not the only member of your family to engage in a little 
extracurricular activity."


The heat flowed through his entire body, and he had to repress a desire to 
slap her for her comment. His voice was low and menacing as he said, "You 
goddamned bitch! Just because you're a fucking nympho, just because you fuck 
around on Jack, doesn't mean that alt woman are like you."


"Doesn't it?" Lynn asked amusedly. She moved her body provocatively next to 
him, like a predatory cat just awakening on a summer morning.


"No, goddamn it, it doesn't!"


"Tell me, lover," she inquired lazily, "what do you suppose that darling 
little wife of yours is doing right at this moment?"


"Why ... why, she's home, probably cleaning the house or watching 
television."


"I don't think so," Lynn told him. "I think she's with Jack right about 
now."


"With Jack? Why would she be with your husband?"


"Why do you suppose, lover?"


"You bitch, are you insinuating ...?"


"I'm not insinuating anything. I'm simply stating a fact. I know my husband 
pretty well, and I'd be willing to bet just about anything I own that he's 
either got your darling Kim in bed by now, or is pretty damned close to it."


Barry was sitting up now, his mind whirling disconcertedly. What Lynn was 
saying was inconceivable. Kim would never ... submit to Jack Goren. And Jack 
would never take advantage of his, Barry's, absence by trying to seduce Kim. 
Would he? No, that was ridiculous, downright absurd! He knew his wife; she 
was strictly a one-man woman, she would never ...


"I know what you're thinking, lover," Lynn said. "You're thinking that 
either I'm crazy, or there's something going on that you never ever dreamed 
of. Well, I'll tell you this much; I'm not crazy."


Barry just shook his head numbly, staring at her.


"Tell you what," Lynn said casually, "why don't we get dressed and drive 
back to San Francisco? We'll take your car. When we get to your house, then 
we'll see what we shall see. Okay?"


"I don't believe any of this!" Barry insisted. "My wife wouldn't ..."


"You're not afraid to drive back to your little love-nest with me, are you? 
You're not afraid that instead of proving me wrong, it will prove me right?"


"No, goddamn it!" Barry exploded. "I'm not afraid of any such thing!"


Lynn stood up and ran her hands slowly down her naked, bronzed flanks. 
"Shall we get dressed then?'


"All right!" Barry said, gaining his own feet, fighting down another urge to 
slap this woman, this bitch, who dared to talk about his Kim the way she 
was. "Let's get dressed, and let's drive back to San Francisco! And when Kim 
turns out to be alone and cleaning house, I'm going to get an apology out of 
you! Or else!"


Lynn smiled wisely, and turned and started for the cabin's rear entrance.


Kim moaned loudly in frenzied sexual abandonment, giving herself over fully 
to this man, Jack Goren, this comparative stranger who shared her hurt and 
her torment, allowing his expert ministrations to arouse her to a fever 
pitch. As he guided her down on the couch, his middle finger still 
tantalizing her naked, clitoris, his tongue once again tucking her mouth 
rapaciously, Kim thought dimly: I'm doing this because of you, Barry, 
because of what I saw you doing, it's your fault, Barry, all your fault that 
I'm doing this ... turnabout is fair play ...


Goren suddenly took his mouth from hers and hovered over her prone, 
trembling, waiting body, his eyes feasting gleefully on her partially 
exposed cunt below the lowered panties and slacks, his finger worming its 
way along the wet, sopping passage at will. She was all his now, all his! 
"I'm going to make you naked now, honey," he whispered in his droning voice. 
"I'm going to make you naked, and I want you to help me."


"Yes," she moaned in reply. "Yes, Jack, yes."


His hand left her cunt and he began to agilely slide the stretch pants down, 
down along her creamy white thighs, bringing her petal-like, softly 
hair-lined pussy into the full view of his salacious gaze. When he had the 
garment off, he removed the panties. Kim was sitting up now, her eyes 
squeezed tightly shut, drawing the sleeveless jersey over her head, 
unfastening her bra, tossing both garments onto the floor and then lying 
back down again. She was completely nude now, completely at his mercy, and 
Goren drank in the beauty of her with spittle drooling from the corners of 
his mouth.


Kim felt spasmodic little jolts of pleasure ripple through her as the cool 
rush of air played over her naked and fevered flesh. Then she felt Goren's 
big hands close over her breasts, heard him gasp out his delight at their 
satiny pliancy, at their hard, distended little ruby nipples. He began to 
roll his fingers across the hardened buds, tweaking them into painful 
arousal ... and then she felt his head lower onto her chest, felt his hot, 
wet mouth encompass one of the teats, flicking and rolling it maddeningly 
with his burning firebrand of a tongue. She groaned again, her hips 
beginning a slow, undulating rhythm on the cushions of the couch. He 
continued to suckle her nipple while he moved on the couch beside her, his 
hands leaving her flesh now, and Kim was vaguely aware that he, too, was 
getting naked. Then his lips left her breast, and he commanded softly, "Open 
your eyes, honey. Look at me. Look at what I've got for you."


Slowly, Kim allowed her eyes to flutter open. She saw him kneeling on the 
floor beside her, as naked as she, his face twisted in a lewd, venomous 
grin. Her gaze moved down his heavily muscled body and then came to rest on 
his thick, rigid penis standing out from this large, round belly. She sucked 
in her breath sharply. God, it was big! It was huge, bloated, the purplish 
head seeming to throb with a hidden intensity. She imagined that great 
monster burrowing itself into the soft, fleshy folds of her vaginal orifice, 
and a quiver of fear coursed through her; could she take all of that without 
splitting herself wide open?


"Do you like it, honey?" Goren asked, and his hand began to stroke lewdly 
the heavily uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over the bloated glands.


"It's ... it's so big!" Kim managed to stutter out in her hesitancy.


Goren continued to massage the granite-hard expanse, slowly, tantalizingly. 
"It's all for you now, honey," he intoned. "All for you. I'm going to fuck 
you with every inch of it. Mrs. Sutton, every hot throbbing inch of my big 
cock."


His lewd, mesmeric words caused Kim's fevered body to twist more seductively 
on the soft couch. Her fogged mind, instead of being repulsed by Goren's 
gigantic member, by her own naked, body spread obscenely before him like 
some sacrificial pagan maid, was dwelling on the prurient sensations which 
pulsated along her sweating flesh. I want your big ... cock, that's the 
right word, yes ... I want your big cock, Jack Goren, I want it inside me, I 
want it to fuck me, to fill me up. I want to be fucked, fucked, Fucked. 
Barry, you did this to me, you made me do what I'm doing, you forced me into 
this situation; it's your fault, Barry, and I wish you were here to see 
what's going to happen. I wish you could see it like I saw you and Lynn; I 
wish you could, Barry ...


Dreamily, she watched Goren raise up onto the couch, settle his body beside 
hers, and this head dip once again to her gently quivering breasts. She 
moaned softly as she watched him take first one nipple, then the other, into 
his wide, salivating mouth, licking and sucking the rigid fruit until she 
wanted to scream from the waves of pleasure washing through her body.


She watched his head dip lower, trailing hot, moist kisses between the 
swollen tits and down to her navel, pausing there to flick his tongue into 
the tiny puckered opening, and then move still lower until he was breathing 
hotly into the softness of her pubic hair.


In that moment, Kim realized what Goren would next do, what the ultimate 
target of his fervid liquid kisses would be. Repugnance seized her for a 
moment ... no, it was wrong, wrong ... and she tried to draw his head away, 
pull him up over her as she had done to Barry when he attempted to perform 
the heathen rite of cunnilingus upon her. But Goren would not be drawn away. 
He remained where he was, kneeling now between her wide-spread legs, his 
fingers digging into the soft flesh of her inner thighs, his eyes feasting 
on the dripping, pink, fluted lips of her cuntal mouth.


"No, honey," he said, talking to her cunt instead of to her face, as if it 
were a being, an entity, unto its own. "I'm going to kiss and lick your 
pussy, just like your husband kissed and licked my wife's pussy. I'm going 
to bury my tongue in your cunt, I'm going to lick your cut, I'm going to 
suck you until you have an orgasm, Kim, until you cum and cum and cum ..."


Once again, Goren's vile, lascivious words made Kim tremble with wild, 
wanton desire. The degradation of the act she was about to have perpetrated 
on her defenseless crotch suddenly seemed to pale into insignificance; 
everything seemed to pale into insignificance in that moment-shame, guilt, 
fear, disgust-all of these meant nothing. The only thing that seemed to 
matter were the intense fires which his words, his actions, had set to 
flaming in her breasts and in her belly and in her cunt. She was aroused, 
wildly, crazily, insanely aroused for the first time ... and she didn't 
care, she didn't care


"Yes," she whispered in her stranger's voice. "Oh yes, Jack!"


"Yes what, baby?" Goren asked, unable any longer to contain his animalistic 
grin of triumph but knowing that pretense was no longer important. "What do 
you want me to do?"


"I ... I want you to ... to suck me, Jack."


"Suck you where, Kim? Where?"


"My ... my pussy!" Kim cried, her eyes closing again, her hips grinding a 
lewd sensuous circle down against the couch, her head beginning to loll from 
side to side with expectant lust. "My pussy, Jack, my pussy! I want you to 
lick my pussy! Oh, Jack, lick it, lick it!"


Still grinning hugely, Goren drove his head savagely downward, his lips 
mashing onto her vaginal lips, his tongue ramming deep into her vaginal 
orifice in the ultimate French kiss.


"AAAAAgggghhhhh!" Kim screamed as his long hot tongue slashed into her, 
harder and harder, and her body reacted with convulsive lurches. Her hands 
grasped his hair, tried to pull his face deeper into her lust-soaked loins. 
Oh God, it felt good, it felt so goooddd! Oh God, how could she have ever 
denied Barry this ... how could she ever have denied herself, this? It 
wasn't ugly, it wasn't sick ... it was sooooo goooooooddddddddd!


Goren continued his wanton tonguing of her moist trembling slit, his hands 
slipping up over her belly to her full firm tits once more, cupping and 
squeezing them almost brutally now while his mouth and tongue continued the 
wet assault of her wide-spread furrow, making obscene sucking sounds that 
seemed to fill the room and Kim's mind with a weird cacophony of sound. She 
clenched her small hands into white-knuckled fists in his hair, pulling some 
of the salt-and-paper strands loose in her convulsive actions, as Goren's 
probing tongue located the erect, pulsating button of her clitoris. She 
whined sharply, agonizingly, as he took the tiny bud between his sharp white 
teeth, holding it tightly there, and began to run the tip of his tongue 
round and round it in continuous circles. Her head began to flail in total 
abandonment from side to side, and Goren opened his mouth yet wider, moving 
his tongue downward along the smooth, heat-moistened slit to the throbbing 
hair fringed opening of her vagina. He began to orally tuck her, harder and 
faster, faster and harder, sliding his hot, hard, wet tongue up into her 
dilated, clasping hole, listening to her making unintelligible whimpering 
sounds as he swirled and flicked his member around the velvet-like interior 
of the pulsatingly soft cunt lips. He slipped his hand beneath her thighs, 
pushing them further up until they were now draped over his shoulders, the 
whole of her flowing vaginal plane in naked abandonment to his churning 
face, and then he cupped her soft white buttocks in both hands as he thrust 
his tongue deep, deep into the searing liquid depths of her cunt.


Kim's cries of animal pleasure now filled the living room. Oh God, Oh God, 
Oh God! her brain screamed over and over against Goren continued to mouth 
and tongue her sweating, dripping furrow. And then, as her buttocks jerked 
and spasmed beneath his plunging poker of a tongue, he drew the member out 
and drew it licking downward to the secret, tiny puckered ring of her 
virginal anus. She sucked in her breath in a gulping swallow, moaning in 
rapture, past all caring now even though a small part of mind cried out that 
this was dirty, vile, perverted ... she flung her loins up at him as hard as 
she could as he brought his tongue into seething wet contact with the 
forbidden opening, thrusting it into the tight little hole, splitting it 
wide to accept his phallic member. Kim's body quivered uncontrollably now 
beneath the overpowering assault, and her body was spasming furiously with 
torrent after torrent of sensual pleasure that had seized control of it


Goren licked and sucked and drove his tongue into her tight, pungent little 
asshole, reveling in the abandoned gyrations of her lust-controlled body, 
knowing that the moment of her climax wasn't far off. Well, that was fine 
with him; he would make her cum with his mouth first, and then, later, with 
his cock. He began to drive his tongue harder and harder into her anal 
passage, and then, abruptly, drew it out to return to her now saliva 
drenched crotch and the downy soft hairs fringing her pulsing cunt lips. He 
paused for a brief moment to stare up along the sweat-slick valley between 
her high breasts at the twisted grimace on her lovely face. Oh Christ, she 
was really digging it! She was wallowing in it, all right; it won't be long 
now, not long at all. He lowered his head and resumed his labor once more.


Kim writhed and squirmed beneath the insanely licking tongue until she 
thought she would surely go mad from the sheer ecstatic rapture in her 
love-starved loins and stomach. God, she had to have release, had to have it 
soon! Her head continued to flail like a broken puppet's, grinding her 
crotch up into Goren's lusting face and tongue, and she felt the gathering 
billows of her orgasm rising, rising, and then cresting and


She was there!


She was cumming!


A deep, almost half-human scream erupted from young Kim Sutton's throat and 
she locked her hands hard in Goren's hair, drawing him into her crotch with 
all her might. Her juices began to flow from her wide-spread cunt, 
inundating Goren's face and tongue, flowing down along her tortured rectum 
to pool in fragrant stickiness on the couch cushions beneath her. She 
screamed again, and again, and Goren sucked and licked and burrowed until, 
at long last, the cumming was over and she sank back with a long, exhausted, 
satiated sigh, releasing his hair and opening her thighs to allow him to 
remove his head from between her fevered legs.


Goren lifted himself onto his knees, grinning down at her, the juices of her 
orgasm making his face and his mouth glisten wetly in the room's soft light. 
"Well, honey?" he asked. "How did you like it?"


"Oh ... God!" Kim moaned, her eyes squeezed tightly shut. "Oh God, Jack, it 
was wonderful!"


Goren grinned lewdly. "Well, it's going to be even better," he said. 
"Because I'm going to fuck you now, Kim. My cock is like a petrified log, 
and I want to fuck you with it. If want to shoot my load of hot, sticky 
sperm deep into your belly. I want to fuck you now, Kim ..."


"Oh God yes, do fuck me, please, fuck me!"


And as Goren lowered his body down onto hers, Kim thought with total 
surrender: I wish you could see this, Barry, I wish you could see me about 
to be fucked by Jack Goren after he made me cum with his mouth on my pussy. 
I wish you could see it, Barry, I really wish you could because I liked it, 
I loved it! I loved every delicious moment of it, Barry, you adulterer, you 
son of a bitch ... it would serve you right.


It was dark when Barry and Lynn arrived at the Sutton's Sunset District home 
in San Francisco. Barry pulled the Ford to the curb in front, right behind 
Jack Goren's expensive and unmistakable Lincoln Continental. He sat there 
for a moment, staring through the windshield at the Lincoln, his body 
suddenly going cold and a viscid sweat starting up on his chest and under 
his arms.


Lynn said, "Round one goes to me," and laughed throatily.


"You fucking slut!" he exploded. "Just because ... just because Jack's car 
is here doesn't mean he and Kim are ... are doing anything they shouldn't be 
doing."


"Doesn't it?" Lynn asked. "Well, suppose we just have a look."


"Suppose we do just that?" Barry replied, opening the door and stepping out 
of the car. When Lynn had done likewise and they were standing on the 
sidewalk, he added, "There's a window around the far side of the house. 
We'll take a look through there. I can tell you what we'll see: Jack and Kim 
sitting there, maybe having a drink, but that's all."


"We'll see," was all Lynn said.


As they followed the path silently around the side of the dwelling, Barry 
felt a little uncomfortable at the idea of spying on his wife this way. But, 
damn it, he thought, it was the only way to disprove Lynn's ridiculous 
allegation of a tryst between Kim and her husband.


They reached the window, and Barry moved up next to the house, in the 
shadows and out of the elongation of warm light coming through the 
partially-draped glass. Lynn did the same, on the other side, sidestepping 
around the pool of light. And then, just as Barry began to edge his body 
into a position to see through the window, a loud, wailing voice penetrated 
the glass and reached his ears, a voiced that was recognizable even in its 
obviously impassioned state.


Kim's voice, the voice of his wife, saying: "God, Jack fuck it harder, fuck 
it harder! I'm going to cum, darling, I'm going to cum, fuck meeeeee!"


In abject horror, Barry stepped directly into the illumination, staring with 
bulging eyes at what was transpiring inside the palely lighted living room 
of his own home. He saw it that single instant the nude jumble of arms and 
legs, white and glistening with sweat, that thrashed and writhed on the 
couch; he saw the wide, hirsute, wildly pumping buttocks of a man who could 
only be Jack Goren flailing between the upraised and widely spread things of 
a woman who could only be his wife. He couldn't see either of their faces, 
but he knew fully and irrevocably-who they were.


Kim's wailing voice reached his ears again. "Now, Jack ... now, darling ... 
oh God, ooooohhhhhhhh! Yessssssssssss! I'm ... I'm cum ... 
cummmiiinnnnnngggggg!"


Barry recoiled in utter loathing as he saw his wife's legs kick out in the 
air and lewdly wrap themselves around Goren's upper torso, presenting up her 
naked crotch in wanton sacrifice to his frenzied thrusts as she achieved her 
orgasm under his pistoning, thundering cock. Suddenly, then, a blind, 
consuming, unreasoning anger seized control of Barry's brain. He emitted a 
low, animal like snarl of hate and disgust and hurt, whirled from the 
window, and ran toward the front door of the house. He wasn't aware that 
Lynn was on his heels, but if he had been he would have been further 
incensed by her soft, mocking laughter.


Barry grabbed the doorknob, twisted it violently; the door was not locked. 
He flung it open, rushing inside, and stood there, his face a brilliant red, 
his legs spread, spittle flecking his lips. "You fucking goddamned 
whore-bitch!" he screamed at Kim. "You dirty goddamned slut! Fucking another 
man right in my own living room, oh you filthy harlot bitch!"


Kim had sat up convulsively at the sound of his entrance, her legs still 
splayed on the couch, the white, sticky fluid of Goren's semen dripping from 
her pink, wet cuntal mouth to stain the material of the cushions. Her hand 
was up to her mouth, choking back a terrible, whimpering cry as she 
recognized her husband, Barry, standing there. Shame and guilt came to her 
then, came to her tenfold, and her face flamed. She leapt to her feet, her 
hands wildly seeking her clothing, pulling on her jersey blouse and her 
stretch pants, not bothering with her panties or bra.


"And you, you son of a bitch!" Barry yelled at Goren. "I ought to kill you, 
that's what I ought to do, you son of a bitch!"


Goren rose slowly, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. Almost 
casually, he picked up his own clothes and began to dress, saying, "Take it 
easy, Barry. Try to calm down, will you?"


"Calm down? You bastard, who do you think you are to tell me to calm down 
when I just caught you fucking my own wife?"


"Who do I think I am?" Gorn asked quietly. "Why, I'm the guy who saw you 
licking my wife's cunt while she was sucking your cock less than two hours 
ago at Salmon Creek."


More hot words chocked in Barry's throat at the calm revelation that he and 
Lynn had been observed Sixty-Nining in the rear yard of the cabin. But if 
that were the case ... oh God, then Kim had seen it too!


As if reading his thoughts, Goren said, "That's right, Barry. Kim was with 
me. We both saw you and Lynn together. And because we did, we decided that 
turnabout was fair play, if you know what I mean."


Barry spluttered, trying to find words, his brain reeling. Lynn came up 
beside him and touched his arm. "I told you, didn't I, lover? I told you 
that I knew my husband pretty well."


Barry whirled on her, staring at her with a certain revulsion. "You planned 
all of this!" he screamed suddenly, as full understanding overtook him. "You 
and Jack, you planned this whole goddamned thing!"


"That's right, we did," Goren said, buckling his belt and walking toward 
him.


"You ... you bastard!" Barry screamed.


"Oh come now, Barry," Goren said. 'Why don't you wise up? This is 1970, not 
the Victorian age. This kind of thing is done all the time, though usually 
all parties involved are willing and cognizant. The term is wife-swapping, 
and it's not half as ugly as most people-people like yourself-try to make it 
out to be."


"It's ... sick, sick!"


"No," Lynn said, "it isn't sick at all. It's a whole new concept. 
Wife-swapping - and group sex, too, especially-is a way of life which can 
heighten one's physical enjoyment a hundred-fold, teach a person a whole new 
dimension in physical gratification. In fact" -and she winked at Goren - "it 
usually heightens both partners in a marriage to unheard of pleasure from 
their own mating. Jack and I are proof positive of that fact."


Kim, sitting miserably on the couch, immobile as if she had been thrust into 
a catatonic state until that moment, lowered her hands from her face and 
stared at the room's occupants. She felt dazed, confused; so much had 
happened in so short a time to disrupt her life, she couldn't accept what 
she had heard Lynn and Jack say, but yet ... or God, she must be as depraved 
as they were, for she had enjoyed Jack Goren, enjoyed his tongue down 
between her thighs and his penis inside her vagina ... She didn't know what 
to think; Jack's soothing words, his strong arms and his sympathetic way-all 
of it had been a lie, a lie just so he could seduce her ... she should hate 
him, hate him violently, but she didn't ... that was the thing, she didn't 
hate him at all.


Barry, standing in the room's center and staring and Jack and Lynn Goren, 
was trembling violently. He didn't know what to think either, except that 
what he was hearing went against everything he had ever been taught, 
everything he had ever believed in. He needed time to think, and his temples 
were pounding insanely; he was going to blow his mind if he didn't calm down 
... and he couldn't do that with the Gorens still there.


He said in a low, deadly tone, "You'd better leave now, both of you. You'd 
better get out of here before I do something I'll probably be sorry for."


Goren nodded taking Lynn's arm. "All right, Barry. I know how it is you need 
time to think things over. We'll call you tomorrow, after you've had an 
opportunity to look at things more rationally. Maybe, then, you'll see that 
we're right."


"Get the fuck out of here!" Barry screamed.


The Gorens obeyed, shutting the door softly behind them.


Chapter 6


Kim sat with her head shamefully downcast now, unable to speak as Barry 
approached her. Now that the Gorens were gone, she felt total and complete 
humiliation over her own weakness, what she had willingly assented to do 
with Jack Goren no matter what the rationalization Goren or she had given 
the spectacle. Her legs were drawn tightly together, but still the cum ran 
stickily from its vaginal nest, and she could feel it secrete from the 
hair-covered lips and trickle down the backsides of her legs. She still 
throbbed from the merciless battering of Goren's hardened male organ, and 
her breasts ached from the twisting and pinching he had given them.


Barry looked at her, contempt dripping from his expression. He did not 
speak, though but walked with righteous indignation into the kitchen for a 
brandy and water, and then returned with the drink to his chair across from 
her.


Finally Kim could stand it no longer. Hesitantly, fearfully, she brought her 
eyes up to meet his Wringing her hands, she managed to whisper, "I'm ... 
sorry, Barry."


"For what?" he snarled. "The fuck you gave Jack Goren?"


Tears began to well ... and then something snapped inside Kim. Suddenly her 
abject self admonition changed to the same anger as this afternoon when she 
had seen Barry and Lynn. Her lids narrowed, and she replied in a cold, slow 
tone. "Yea, I am sorry for letting Jack make love to me. But you are 
evidently not sorry for doing it to that bitch of a wife of his."


"Come to think of it, I'm not sorry," Barry answered sharply, "She was one 
hell of a good lay. Far better than you'll ever hope to be. Besides, you 
don't look all that sorry. You look like some two-bit whore after a good 
night's work."


The words whipped Kim's brain, but she held her ground. "Then don't get on 
your high-horse to me! Jack was every bit as good as Lynn was, and I take it 
back about being sorry! I'm anything but sorry, you hear? I loved his big 
thing in me, Barry, loved it enough to climax just when he did! I still am 
carrying his seed in me, if you'd like to know, just like Lynn has yours 
coagulating in her vagina! And stomach!"


Barry was thrown off guard by his wife's sudden, vicious attack. "Kim-" he 
started to say, rising out of the chair a perplexed look creasing his 
forehead. "Please Kim-"


"Don't please Kim me, you bastard. You think just because you're a man you 
can go screw anything in skirts and I can't return the favor? Well, I've got 
equal rights, and by God I have equal feelings as well."


"Is-Is that why you let Goren fuck you?"


"No." The waves of anger passed over her as fast as they had arrived, and 
she calmed down, and again her head was bowed. "I-I let him have me because 
... because you made love to Lynn. That's why." She looked back up, tears 
welling and flowing from her eyes. "Oh Barry, I love you so much. Really I 
do. Can you ever forgive me, darling?"


Barry still smarted from his wife's infidelity, but he also realized that he 
had no argument to hit her with. He was as guilty as she was of breaking 
their marital promise, and if his wife still loved him after what he had 
done, then he would try to forgive her in return. God knows he loved her 
still. More, in fact. For some, unexplained reason, Barry was drawn to his 
wife more than before, as though with the thought of losing her to another 
man, he had awakened to the true vastness of his love for her. He crossed to 
her, sitting down beside her on the couch, and taking one of her tightly 
closed fists and opening her hand to entwine with his, he tried to comfort 
her.


"It's all right, sweetheart. I understand. I love you, too, and I don't want 
this to break us up. We have too much going for us." He put his other arm 
around her shoulder and drew the still weeping woman to his chest. "It was 
all a dirty plot by the Goren's, sweetheart. They admitted to that. We were 
just human, that's all."


As Barry held her close, Kim stopped her crying and found that as she 
thought over the afternoon, the remembrances of the lewd fucking she had 
received began to excite her. She snuggled to Barry, a tingling of arousal 
beginning to spread through her body. Slowly, with perverted emotion, what 
he and she had done and witnessed became erotic to her, and instead of utter 
loathing and a feeling of uncleanliness, she felt the sexual fires begin to 
spark to life again, after having been so thoroughly damped by Goren. As the 
lust grew, she wanted her husband more and, more, wanted his beautiful body 
lunging at her, his cock, yes, his cock, to plummet to the depths of her 
soiled vagina. I want him to tuck me! Now! Right here!


She withdrew her hand from the clasp of Barry's and dropped it to his pants. 
She began to rub around his fly, dipping lower until it was in the narrow 
crotch. He stared down at her hand uncomprehending her actions.


"I want you, Barry," Kim sighed. "Let's make love."


"What?" He was incredulous, unsure he had understood her.


"Let's fuck! Is that a better way of putting it?" Her hand rose to his belt 
buckle and she slowly took the belt strap and undid his pants. The zipper 
pulled down and she dipped her hand inside, rummaging around with grasping, 
teasing fingers at his white underpants. Her hand wormed through the slit in 
the front of the shorts and contacted the shaft of his penis, and blood 
pounded through his loins to fill the cock to bursting. His hips started to 
churn and he began to breathe raggedly. "Oh Christ! he groaned, "I don't 
believe this!"


"You want me, don't you?"


"Oh yes, Kim, yes I do!" He ground his lips to hers and slid his tongue deep 
within her, curling around her own darting tongue, and then he began to 
flick his tongue in and out in a crude imitation of fucking. Her cool 
fingers went on their search, grasping his now rigid prick and drawing it 
out of the hole in his underpants to stand, burning, in the air. His 
monstrous cock trembled in her hand as she began to stroke it. He began to 
undress her, and she helped him by undulating her body, letting go of his 
genitals only long enough to let him slip her blouse over her head. Then she 
returned to toy with his instrument and to fuse her wild lips upon his. Her 
breasts surged against him, their nipples smoldering coals in his pawing 
hands. Then he moved downward, over the flat plane of her vibrating belly to 
her hair covered mound and then past, taking the silk panties she wore with 
him as he stroked her thighs and legs. She whimpered with unrestrained 
pleasure and lifted her legs up off the floor so he could remove her 
panties, and then she threw herself upon him, forcing him down on the couch, 
her body jerking with the spasmodic rhythm of copulation. She groaned and 
wriggled onto his cock, her pink slit and fleece covered lips spreading wide 
as if to swallow his mighty weapon alive.


"Barry, oh Barry my beloved, I want to kiss your penis!" Her words sound 
alien to her, for never before had she desired the taste, but her hand was 
suddenly between their bodies, her grip firm upon his cock, and as she spoke 
she drew his shaft harder against her so that she felt every ridge and vein 
against her skin. "I want to feel it in my mouth!"


"God, yes, suck it, Kim," he moaned. "I've always wanted you to!" He was 
afraid this was a dream, for it seemed too good to be true. She wanted his 
prick in her mouth! Unbelievable! He kneaded her writhing buttocks, lost in 
the building passion which had so suddenly swept him off his feet.


She rose long enough to undress him, a momentary delay which left his 
clothes heaped in a disarray on the floor. All the while her eyes feasted 
hungrily upon his penis as it stood up from his loins, and a weird inner 
light seemed to shine through her eyes like glowing embers were blazing 
Inside her head. She stared at his purplish, mushrooming head and shaft as 
though it were a mesmerizing snake urging her to come closer.


Then she knelt between his splayed thighs, cupping the bloated sac of sperm 
with her hands, and she licked her lips anticipatorily, almost drooling with 
the desire to kiss the tiny sheen of fluid which had begun to seep from the 
eye of his glands.


She dipped her head, her long hair cascading over his belly, brushing 
tantalizingly around the object of her affections, and her lips rubbed the 
moist head, savoring the slight contact. Then her tongue lashed out, 
touching the smooth, rubbery tip, lapping the sticky secretions. Kim's whole 
body trembled from the electric force, and sighing with pleasure she opened 
her mouth wide and accepted his cock deep within the soft, wet folds of her 
cheeks. She began to suck it, pulling on the penis with a suction which sent 
billows of pure. delight racing through Barry's bloodstream.


He wrapped his hands in his wife's hair and drew her down farther, the 
sensitive underside of his shaft sliding along her tongue like butter along 
silk. "Suck it, baby, suck it," he panted, raising his leg to wrap around 
the back of the couch to give her more room, "You're doing great, 
sweetheart, just great!" He flexed his buttocks and dropped his other leg to 
the floor, and began to jerk his loins in the motion of fucking.


Kim moved her hands all over his groin, massaging the soft scrotum tenderly, 
then using her thumb and forefinger to beat the thick base of his cock to 
further excitement. She slavered up and down, her tongue swirling around his 
rod maddenly, the tip flicking across the throbbing head with abandonment.


He looked down at his wife, enthralled by her undulating buttocks as they 
waved in the air, and her groping fingers and lascivious mouth working hard 
at making him cum. And he was going to cum, soon ... already the tattoo of 
their tempo was provoking his balls into heated operation, boiling his sperm 
into escapement. He took one hand and parted her silken hair which hung 
across, his belly and he watched fascinatedly as she sawed back and forth 
upon his penis. Her pink lips contrasted with the blood colored shaft which 
pumped in her, her mouth so tightly encased around him that her lips pulled 
out grotesquely as he pulled, and then turned inward as he lunged forward 
again.


"Oh sweetheart, let up, please let up! I'll cum if you don't and I want to 
fuck you! I want to spill inside your cunt, not in your mouth. Not this 
time, oh please let me fuck you!"


Reluctantly, Kim released her frenzied hold upon his cock. Yes, she wanted 
to taste his sperm, to see if she could match Lynn's gleeful swallowing, but 
the barren feeling down in her pulsating vagina was overwhelming. She wanted 
him inside her, too, as a token of their true love, of their undying 
togetherness. She ceased to suck him, lifting her head and wiping away the 
thin strand of seminal fluid which still attached her to his cock. She 
smiled warmly at him.


"Take it, baby!" he whispered hoarsely, "Grab my prick and shove it in that 
beautiful cunt of yours." He reached for her, stroking her shoulders with 
fevered hands. "Do it now, baby!"


She raised herself on all fours over him with her knees on either side of 
his hips so she could dip her fingers between them, and she encircled his 
hardened penis, still throbbing with uplifted desire, and she teased its 
purplish shaft with her thumb and forefinger, making Barry squirm and moan 
with her electrifying contact. She moved forward, spreading her legs and 
thighs as she crawled over him, and she guided his prick to her desire 
drenched vagina, rubbing its bulbous glands, still dripping from the saliva 
from her mouth, over her fleshy, red tinted pubes. Her cunt valley opened as 
if it were the doorway to a magic kingdom, and his gigantic key the only way 
to unlock it. His cock sliced through her flesh as she fucked its girth up 
and down the furrows, and she gasped from its vibrating passion.


"You like that, darling?" she groaned.


"Uhhhhh!" came the bubbling answer, and then Barry jerked upwards. His hips 
driving his elongated rod in the smooth wet flesh of her unquenchable pussy. 
Her thighs shoved to meet his member, impaling her elastic cunt full upon 
him, sending his thrusting cock deep within her hidden caverns, deep to the 
very root of her lubricated passage.


"00000oooooooooooh!" she wailed, feeling his bloated sac of heavy cum smack 
against her inner thighs, and she moved her hands to his balls, fondling 
them with fevered joyousness. He plunged again, only withdrawing far enough 
to make his thick shaft rub the insides of her vagina with quicksilver 
tendrils, then in and out he stroked, her satin soft ass pumping in matching 
tempo to his motions, her pelvis rotating with madness over his monstrous 
shaft. All that Kim could think of was for the first time she was truly 
enjoying being fucked by her husband.


Dear God, there had never been anything so wild, so free so damned good! Not 
even with Jack Goren. She was awakened! She had never thought such rapture 
could happen to mortal beings, and now, with the glut of lascivious 
perversion she had witnessed and partaken of today, she was unchained of the 
Victorian fetters which had so long bound her from release.


Barry continued his demoniacal drubbing, slamming his penis still harder and 
deeper in her cunt until her cervix seemed battered out of shape. Her moist 
sheath clamored for more, clasping his frantic cock with ruthlessness, and 
her asshole seemed to want to pucker up and kiss his swinging balls as they 
slapped resoundingly on the upstroke. Kim humped over him, tossing her head 
in abandoned ecstasy, spreading her thighs yet wider so she could grovel on 
his loins, and her belly churned with her impending cum.


"I'm ... going ... to cum, baby," Barry shouted beneath her, "Oh, baby, 
don't stop ... fuck me! fuck me!" He babbled in mindless ecstasy, and she 
gurgled in agreement, lowering her head to kiss his neck and bathe his ear, 
and then she dipped her slavering tongue deep within his mouth, burying the 
words of encouragement deep in his throat as she continued to milk his 
thundering manhood with her dilated pussy. She was almost there ... so close 
... and she wanted to feel their cum juices co-mingle in a last consuming 
fire of lust.


The pace of his pistoning cock increased and he writhed on the sheets, his 
toes curling and his hands to her buttocks, forcing her upon him and he 
plunged and plunged inside her eager, straining cunt, their wetness making 
lewd slurping noises as he pile-drove into her thirsting vaginal passage.


"Oh ... oh ... oh ..." Kim chanted, raising her body, arching her back and 
gripping the headboard of the bed to grind downward with more pressure. 
Barry gazed at his wife's dancing breasts as they heaved and twitched from 
the result of his pummeling, and her nipples hardened and expanded from the 
heat of their passion. Barry ground harder and deeper into the tender 
sanctuary of her pussy, up into her womb and very essence of her soul. He 
watched as her features contorted with passion, as the orgasm began its 
spiraling ascent to the pinnacle of release. She became a gargoyle character 
of her normally soft and beautiful innocence, and then she cried out and 
convulsed, her mouth wide and her tongue lolling from pagan rapture. The 
core of her being seemed to rip from her in animal ferocity.


"AAAAaaaaaaaaahhhh!!!!" she howled, and warm spurts of vaginal fluid 
secreted, all around Barry's cock, the slick fluid inundating the mammoth 
shaft and trickling down between his legs. Her thighs and pubic hair became 
sopped with her climatic discharges, and Barry in turn sensed his own sticky 
sperm boiling up the cauldron of his testicles and race the length of his 
prick. He jerked and lurched upwards convulsively, his breath in short 
ragged gasps, and then the tidal wave of cum shot into every crease and 
recess of her wildly sucking vagina, a never-ending torrent of release which 
caused indecipherable cries of pleasure to erupt from both of them. Her 
belly quivered with the violent spasms of his orgasm, and he emptied and 
emptied and emptied until the white sperm gushed out from her clasping cunt 
lips to join the pool of her love juices on the bed.


He fell backwards, spent, and Kim toppled on him, relaxed to a point of 
lethargy. Her legs went limp and her chest roared with the beatings of her 
still avaricious spirit. She felt his turgid cock deflate with exhaustion, 
yet she did not move, desiring to swallow it in her heaving pussy. She gazed 
at him with loving tenderness, her eyes moist and filled with satiation. 
"Oh, Barry, that was so good," she crooned, "I never thought it could be so 
wonderful!" She kissed him. "It was the best lovemaking I've ever had."


"Better ... better than with ... Jack?" he murmured hesitantly.


"Yes, Oh God yes, darling. Much much better." She moved her legs, still 
careful to keep his limp cock imprisoned within her cunt, until she 
stretched out on top of him. "I love you, Barry," she sighed in his ear.


"And I love you, too, darling," he replied, stroking her back and ass 
tenderly. He cupped the soft white moons of her buttocks and nuzzled her 
hair. "I'm not even angry any more for seeing you with him."


"I'm glad." Kim licked his neck. "I'm glad that you were with Lynn, you know 
that? I really am. I think it helped us see what we mean to each other."


"Shhhh. Think about it, Barry. Up until now, I ... hated myself. Not just 
for making love to Jack, but before that, for refusing you the kind of love 
you need so badly. That-I need as well. I'm awakened now. I'm not sure how 
or why, but I am, and if It's because we were fucked by other people, then 
it was for the best. I'm glad Jack fucked me!"


"He cured you, Barry said with a trace of bitterness. "Something, I, your 
own husband, was incapable of."


"No, no, you don't understand. It had nothing to do with you. It was me, and 
it took an affair, a morally degrading act, to shatter my innermost 
repressions. It just happened to be Jack, but it could have been any man. I 
don't love him, I love you, and now ... now ..."


"Yes, Kim?"


"Now I'm able to respond, to be the woman you've always wanted. I know 
that's what has kept our marriage from being perfect, and that's of the 
past. Maybe ... maybe what the Gorens said was true."


They lay together, each wrapped in their own thoughts, their love for each 
other stronger and more lasting than they had thought possible. Finally 
Barry said, "Yes, maybe ... just maybe they were right. Do you want to see 
them again?"


"I-I don't know."


"All that talk of wife-swapping. That's what we did today. No mistake. And 
it helped our relationship. But ... do you want to do it again?"


A tingle began to crawl up Kim's spine, but she refused to acknowledge it. 
"No," she said, "I don't think we should. It was beneficial this one time, 
but anything more ..."


She stopped, again feeling the lewd trail of physical want wind through her 
organs. She breathed huskily. "But ... well, I am a woman now, Barry. Maybe 
we could take them up on their offer. At least talk it over with them. We 
just had something wonderful because of this afternoon, and perhaps more ... 
swapping would make us have wilder, freer, more beautiful times together in 
the future." She smiled at him. "You'd like to lay Lynn again, wouldn't 
you?"


He laughed briefly. "There's never going to be a better woman for me than 
you, and you know it, darling ... but damnit, yes, I would ...


The next morning, Barry was kissed awake by a beaming, satisfied woman. He 
gazed at his wife, smiling back, then threw back the covers and padded naked 
to the bathroom. Kim followed and played teasing games with him as he took a 
shower. Her fingers were everywhere as water cascaded down their nude forms, 
and she soaped and scrubbed his back and front and legs with loving care, 
taking special time with his penis and balls, putting his now rigid cock in 
her nibbling mouth and sucking him until he hardly could stand it. She 
laughed gaily, and then they made passionate love on the bed, still wet, as 
there didn't seem to be time enough to dry off with a towel.


They talked with the brightness of lovers, their marriage as fresh and 
exciting as it had been on their honeymoon. After breakfast, Barry went to 
the car and got the typewriter he had left there, and went into his study to 
write. In spite of the neighbors, the tree-cutting man across the way, the 
excavation for the sewer, he still managed to work, and work well. The words 
seemed to flow from him as his sperm had, hot and fast and never-ending. He 
was flushed with the success of finally getting into his book, of actually 
accomplishing what he wanted to say on paper. He stopped for lunch, 
exhausted, but still enveloped with the glow of mutual adoration with his 
wife.


As he was eating, the phone rang. Kim answered it and said after a pause: 
"Oh, Lynn? Yes, Barry is here. Wait a minute." Kim handed the receiver to 
Barry, adding, "It's the Gorens!"


Barry jerked slightly, but spoke to Lynn. "Hello."


"Hi, Barry," the woman's voice purred over the line, "I wanted to see how 
everything was. I hope you don't mind."


"No, not at all. In fact, things are going excellently. I've really been 
able to settle down to write."


"Wonderful! And ... the other?"


Barry pursed his lips, wondering what to say to her. "Well, I ... I have to 
admit that after you left, Kim and I ... talked it out, and I guess I was a 
bit hasty in my words to you and Tack."


"You just talked?" she prodded. "Is that all?"


"No."


"Good. I'd hate to think we had broken up your marriage."


"Don't worry. If anything, you have brought us closer together. I really 
must apologize for the way I acted. I do like you and Jack, and Kim feels 
the same way."


"We were worried, Jack and I. After all, we want you to be our friends, too, 
and we were afraid you held what happened against us." Lynn hesitated, 
pausing with the timing of a pro, and then said: "Would like to come over 
tonight?"


"I, uh, I don't know."


"For bridge. You and Kim did say you liked to play, didn't you?"


"Yes, we did. Let me ask and see if she would like to." Barry put his hand 
over the receiver and turned to his wife. "Kim, would you like to go over to 
the Goren's this evening for bridge?"


Kim looked at Barry, her expression one of consternation "Does that mean ... 
Are we supposed to ...?"


Barry shrugged. "We were invited for bridge. That's all we have to do. I'll 
see to that."


She nodded. "Yes, then I would like to. I haven't played bridge in ages. 
Besides, after last night, I thing it is something we ought to do. We have 
... changed."


"Yes, we have," Barry said, then into the phone he spoke, "Lynn? Yes, we 
would like to come over tonight for a game of bridge."


"You want to fuck me too, Barry?" she whispered throatily, "Do you want to 
put that huge prick of yours in my pussy again?"


Barry felt fire burn through him M sudden, startled arousal. God damn, she 
was a nymphomaniac! She couldn't be satisfied by one man, or two, or perhaps 
a dozen! His loins began to smolder and he could tell that he was beginning 
to turn red in the face with the heat of her words. He took one quick, 
guilty look at his still smiling wife and then coolly said, "Wouldn't mind 
it, if I do say so, Lynn. When should we come?"


Lynn laughed at the double meaning. "Together, silly. I'll suck you if you 
want. I'll take all your cum in my mouth, and lick up any that spills. Like 
that?"


"Very much!" Barry felt some of his suaveness slipping away and his cock 
began edging into erection along his trouser leg. "Six o'clock, then?"


"Six will be fine, lover. More time to play that way. I'll even fix a snack, 
if you don't mind leftovers." Her words were like caressing fingers on his 
passions, and after she hung up, he was still aware of her presence. He felt 
the aching pangs of desire surging through his loins, and shakily he told 
Kim of this evenings plans-minus any mention of Lynn's provocative 
suggestions.


Kim dressed with care, deciding on a simple white wool sheath and gold 
accessories which highlighted her well formed legs and firm, proud breasts 
to their utmost. As she slipped on her pantyhose, she mused at the 
tantalizing thought of what might, what possibly could happen tonight with 
Jack, and she paused to lick her lips and rub her palms down her smooth, 
bare skin, feeling the touch of licentiousness, of pure animal wantonness.


And Jack Goren did indeed like the way she was dressed. He was standing on 
the front porch of his Sea Clift mansion, drink in hand, as she and Barry 
got out of their car that evening. He grinned at Kim, almost as though he 
were stripping her naked with his gaze, and at first she blushed and dropped 
her eyes, but then she found new strength and she raised her face to his in 
pert boldness.


"You're late," Goren said jovially.


"Fashionably so," Barry replied, shaking Goren's proffered hand. "You know 
how women are about getting ready."


Again Goren ran his lewd, lust perverted eyes over the compact dress on Kim, 
and he chuckled low in his throat. "It was worth it, Barry. Your wife 
certainly is beautiful."


The three of them walked inside, and Lynn greeted Kim and Barry as she 
stepped from the kitchen. She wore a sarong of silk, tied in the middle by a 
thin belt. It seemed to Barry that the only thing holding it on was the 
belt, and if it were loosened, the full, ripe body of this seductive female 
would be open to his pagan desires. As she walked toward them, he could also 
tell she wore no bra-possibly no panties, either-underneath, and the short 
skirt portion was barely below the soft swell of her proud thighs. A twitch 
of his cock made him jerk from the dream-like reaction he had at her 
presence, and he turned to Goren, saying: "Your wife is. just as beautiful, 
Jack. That's quite an outfit."


"Oh this?' Lynn retorted with modesty, "This is something I just threw on. 
You know how one likes to be comfortable around the house. And this is an 
informal get-together, isn't it?"


"Mmmmm," Kim said, sniffing the air. "What a delicious aroma. What are you 
cooking?" She smiled at Lynn, an open and admiring expression, no longer 
jealous of the other woman's physical possession of Barry. Not with Jack 
Goren so close at hand, she thought ... "It's about ready to serve. I 
thought we might play after a snack, and so I whipped up something from the 
tongue we had for supper last night. I sliced it thickly crossway, spread 
the slices with mustard, dipped it in melted butter and bread crumbs and am 
grilling it. I was just putting the finishing touches on the sauce diable."


"Sounds absolutely delicious," Barry said expansively. "Write down the 
recipe for Kim, would you?'


"Be glad to," Lynn replied, "Only wait to see if you like it. I served 
tongue a la diable one night, and a guest told me she wouldn't eat it 
because she never ate anything which came out of an animal's mouth."


"How stupid!" Kim said, "I would have offered her eggs, if it had been me!"


They all laughed, and the evening commenced on a good note. The drinks were 
served liberally, and the tongue a la diable was every bit as tasty as Barry 
had thought. After the meal, they all settled down to bridge, and in spite 
of the many drinks, the Sutten's found the Gorens to be extremely capable 
players. They split the partners with Kim across from Jack, and Barry facing 
Lynn, and in spite of himself, Barry found he was becoming more aroused with 
each hand as Lynn smiled or moved the tip of her tongue over her ruby lips, 
and squirmed delicately in her chair.


The conversation ranged on all subjects, and Kim was pleased to discover 
that Jack had other talents beside lovemaking. His opinions were forceful 
and well thought out.


"What do you think," Goren said as he dealt, "I mean, do you believe that 
the students, the young people of today, are right in their protests?"


Barry pursed his lips and then said, "Yes, I do. I think that these kids are 
sick of the hypocrisy we have in government, both in the colleges and the 
nation. I think they're telling us to shape up."


"Shape up?" Goren frowned at Barry. "You call their tearing down of 
institutions, doing millions of dollars worth of destruction a lesson in 
shaping up? Do you, Kim?"


"Don't involve me," she said. "I'm only a poor housewife. I stay away from 
politics and religion."


Goren bid one heart, and Kim was pleased to see she had seven card support 
for his suit. Lynn bid five clubs and Kim possibly from too much to drink, 
passed. Barry said seven clubs, which Goren promptly doubled.


"We live in an aged of mental pygmies," Goren said as the bidding ended with 
the seven club bid, doubled. "I'm not just saying that about our colleges, 
but about politicians of both parties, judges, liberal newspapers. You 
cannot possibly defend those who wish to destroy us, as they do."


"Are we so right that we cannot change?" Barry said.


"Change, hell yes, we should change. But we have ways and means to do it 
legally, depending on the will of the majority to decide what's right. Right 
now the people, are excusing both white and black racists out of fear, and 
are appeasing those who threaten us and consistently submit to demands that 
are loaded with reprisals if not met. It makes no sense."


Barry hoped that since they were playing a five-card major opening bid and 
there weren't 14 hearts in the deck, Lynn had made a psychic opening and was 
void of hearts. He led a ten of hearts, and soon learned when Lynn laid down 
her hand that it had been a disastrous bid. Lynn had no hearts, but she also 
lacked a necessary black ace to make their contract. He had to admit to 
himself that Jack's doubling had been wise.


"That's because we live in an era of rapidity" he retorted. Instant 
communication, instant transportation, instant everything, including change, 
and the eighty year old fogy's in Congress can't be moved fast enough, 
that's all. Take an example, you've heard of the new transport and passenger 
jet, the SST?"


"Yes," Goren admitted. "It's like the Boeing 747, I believe, only it's 
supersonic while the 747 is not."


"Right. Well one old senator voted for the 747 instead of the American SST 
because, as he put it, he didn't want to go anywhere at 1800 miles per hour. 
He just wanted to go places at 600 miles per hour. The way the good Lord 
intended."


Goren laughed heartily. "That's a perfect example of fuzzy thinking, Barry, 
if you don't mind me saying so. An old man'... what does he know, right? We 
condemn him as a conservative while we adore those who call themselves 
socialists, all of whom are self-centered swine whose sole purpose in their 
rantings is to satisfy their ego. Now if you had done more research on that 
gentlemen's comments, you would have found that his argument for the 747 is 
the fact that it is subsonic, and therefore would not cause the sonic boom, 
and the SST, the size of a football field and priced around $50 million, 
would not be permitted to fly supersonic over the United States or any other 
land because of its "bang-zone." And the SST is nine years behind the 747, 
its fares would be 20 to 40 percent higher but could only carry 60 percent 
of the passengers at 65 percent of the range of the 747. The SST, even if 
the flying restrictions were lifted, could not fly nonstop from New York to 
Athens, Chicago to Rome, San Francisco to Tokyo-but the boomless 747 can."


Barry, frustrated, began to splutter. "I suppose you believe in the fascist 
idea about Vietnam and the South, too.


Fascist? Because I love my country I'm a Fascist? Don't be silly! I don't 
think that we should have been in Asia in the first place, not in order to 
save the lazy and the cowards who roam the streets raping and looting in the 
name of freedom. They bleat about love, these sick kids, but what they 
really mean is bestiality! The only sane group are us taxpayers who stand 
idly by while our money is used to support these vermin. I say, though, that 
since we're in it, we should fight to win, not lose, and then come home 
where we belong and clean up our domestic mess!"


Kim could see the discussion was degenerating to an argument and might end 
up in a brawl unless she stopped it. She didn't understand the entire thing 
anyway, except that Barry was not as liberal as he appeared. He was arguing 
for the sake of it, and was mad at going down on his bid and losing 
considerable points because of the doubling. "All right, boys, continue your 
harangue some other time. Right now I'm exercising my right as a guest to 
ask for peace and quiet."


Lynn looked at her gratefully. "Thank you, Kim. I second your idea." She 
stood up and said, "I could use another drink. Anybody for another?"


Barry rose, grinning. "Sure. I'll join you." They walked to the bar at the 
other end of the room, leaving Kim and Goren alone for the first time. Kim 
couldn't help but feel the salacious eyes of the man upon her, and she 
smiled provocatively at him.


"That little display we put on for your husband and Lynn didn't seem to hurt 
you," Goren said. "He seems to show a preference for my wife tonight. Would 
you be willing to go to bed with me again if they were? You were awfully 
upset yesterday."


"Well," Kim said with a smile, "Let's just say I was a little shy the first 
time."


"Are you now?"


Kim felt her whole moral upbringing abandon her for a second time, and the 
surge of sexual freedom stirred her thighs and breasts with physical desire. 
"Not in the least," she breathed huskily at him. "I want you as much as 
Barry wants Lynn."


"That's a hell of a lot," he laughed. "Then we'll work out something later, 
all right?"


"Mmmmmm, love to," Kim replied, wrinkling her nose.


"We have two double beds, and I know Lynn won't mind. Will your husband 
object?"


Kim was suddenly, painfully aware exactly of what she had so openly led 
herself into. She could no longer hide behind the fallacious rationale of 
subjugation by Goren: she was making plans with him to let him fuck her with 
her husband right next to them, and no amount of excuses could hide that 
fact from realization. She shuddered at her wild abandonment of life long 
principles, and she hoped that Goren wouldn't demand too much of her, as she 
had never engaged in any unnatural sex acts until last night when she had 
sucked Barry. Yet the excitement of the occasion coursed through her, and 
she tingled all over with the picture of the orgy which was to happen. She 
lifted her glass and drank heavily, the liquor not quenching her inner fire 
but only making it flame still brighter.


Chapter 7


As Lynn mixed a fresh round of drinks, Barry stepped up close to her at the 
bar, feeling his heart pounding at the nearness of this provocative woman, 
his mind flashing back to the events of yesterday as he stood there. He 
could almost feel her butter-soft mouth enveloping his turgid cock, could 
almost taste the aphrodisiac which was her flowing cunt juice. Christ, he 
had really changed in the past forty-eight hours; if anyone had told him 
just last week that the events of the previous two days would take place, he 
would have called that person a liar. It was unbelievable; and yet, it was 
very real. As real as his prick now hardening in his pants at the nearness 
of Lynn Goren, as real as his hand which had moved, as if with a will of its 
own, to cup and knead one of Lynn's firm, pliant buttocks.


"Ummmm!" she whispered, leaning her body back against his hand, undulating 
her hips lightly. "That's nice, lover. Are you getting a little hot, or am I 
all wet?"


"You're all wet," he answered. "I'm a hell of a lot more than a little hot 
right now!"


"Do you have a hard-on, lover?"


"Jesus, yes!"


"Let me feel it," she said, and she put down the swizzle stick with which 
she had been stirring the drink she'd just built and reached her hand down 
to lightly fondle the now-bulging front of Barry's trousers. "Oh, my, my, 
my! You really do have a lovely hard-on, don't you?"


"Christ, Lynn, I want you!" Barry breathed, pressing his loins against her 
swelling buttocks. "I want to fuck you again!"


She chuckled huskily. "I know you do, lover. And I want to fuck you, too, 
make no mistake."


"I don't know how much longer I can wait."


"Why wait at all?" she asked. "We can go right down the hallway there and 
into the master bedroom."


"But ... what about Kim and Jack?"


Lynn chuckled again. "Don't worry about them. There's a set of double beds 
in the master bedroom."


"You mean we'll ... be doing it next to each other? I ... I mean, Kim and 
Jack will be right there ...?"


"Does the idea turn you off, lover?"


"Well ..." Barry stopped, considering. No, damn it, the idea didn't turn him 
off. In fact, it rather excited him. He could feel his prick jerk 
convulsively in his pants at the thought of fucking this seductive woman on 
a bed right next to where his wife was being tucked by another man. "No," he 
said at length. "No, it doesn't, it actually is pretty exciting."


"Isn't it?" Lynn said rhetorically. She fondled his prick again. "Shall we, 
lover?"


"Christ, yes!"


Barry followed Lynn down the hallway, leaving the drinks on the bar, 
forgotten. The master bedroom was large, with the two wide double beds being 
set close together. Lynn didn't turn on any lights, but there was a full 
moon tonight and its shine penetrated the Undraped windows at the far end, 
illuminating the room as brightly as if there had been a small lamp lit.


As soon as they were inside, and the door had been shut, Lynn turned and 
began to slowly, tantalizingly, undo the belt which held her sarong closed 
at the waist. When she had it loosened, she drew the folds of cloth slowly 
apart, opening it wide to allow his eyes to feast on what lay beneath. She 
was completely nude, and the soft bristles of her pubic triangle seemed to 
glow phosphorescently in the pale moonlight. She shrugged the garment from 
her shoulders, letting it puddle at her feet, and her body was a thing of 
sheer beauty, causing Barry's breath to spew from between his teeth hotly. 
Jesus, she was gorgeous! Kim was beautiful, but Lynn was ... well, alluring, 
a seductress, a temptress as old as the world.


"It's all yours, lover," Lynn said, stepping backward nimbly to the bed and 
then lying down and stretching her body out full length, catlike and 
graceful, drawing her legs apart to allow him to see the glistening, already 
lubricated folds of her lovely pulsating cunt. "All yours, to do whatever 
you want. What do you want to do, lover?"


Barry's eyes were hotly fastened to the magical entranceway to all the 
world's pleasure which lay waiting between her widespread legs. "I want to 
suck you first!" he hissed feverishly, feeling his cock jerk paroxysmically 
with lewd desire. "I want to lick your cunt and tongue your clit until you 
cum! I want to make you cum with my mouth!"


"Then do it, lover!" Lynn urged, rolling her hips in slow, provocative 
circles on the chenille bedspread, kneading her breasts with the palms of 
her hands in the exciting way she had. "But get naked first! Let me see that 
beautiful hard cock of yours! I want to look at it and hold it in my hand 
while you eat my pussy!"


Feverishly, his mind whirling with crazed lust, Barry tore at his clothing, 
throwing his shirt and trousers and underwear in a heap on the soft carpet 
between her wide splayed thighs, kneeling there momentarily and staring down 
at her surging, passion-lubricated vaginal slit as if it were some 
all-seeing oracle about to reveal to him all the secrete of the world. Lynn 
reached down and took hold of his thick, throbbing, blood-swollen cock and 
began to stroke it gently, teasingly, her thumb teasing the glands opening, 
using the lubrication which had begun to seep from it to moisten the entire 
head until it glistened in the pale light.


Finally, with a low moan of desire, Barry flung himself at the target which 
his eyes had been devouring, his mouth grinding into her wet, desire 
drenched cunt, his tongue driving into the vaginal opening with the force of 
a raping cock. Lynn cried out softly in ecstasy, jackknifing her legs upward 
to encircle his neck, raising her squirming buttocks off the bed, her hand 
still stroking his cock with her arm between her backside and the yielding 
mattress.


"That's it, lover!" she crooned. "Ohhh, yeses, that's nice, lover, tuck me 
with your tongue, ohhhhhh lover, fuck me with your long hard tongue until I 
cum!"


"Mmmmmmm!" Barry groaned deep in his throat, his mouth pressed tightly to 
her pungent cuntal mouth, his tongue flicking in and out of her hole in wild 
abandon, his mind dwelling on nothing now except this magnificent woman who 
was his to do with as he pleased.


Sitting at the bridge table, Kim suddenly realized that Barry and Lynn were 
nowhere to be seen. Had they ...? Well, yes of course; they'd gone into the 
bedroom, to ... yes, to tuck. Kim trembled at the lewd images which began to 
pass through her mind-images which had only yesterday caused her pain and 
revulsion, but which were now bringing arousal to her body, hardening her 
nipples beneath the sheath she wore, causing fluid to flow from her vagina 
and dampen her panties. She couldn't help it; she was a new woman, wasn't 
she? She had been awakened, and as such she was becoming a creature of the 
flesh, with thoughts of sex and lovemaking having a direct physical effect 
on her body, making her to want loving.


She squirmed slightly on her chair, opening and closing her thighs, and 
looked at Jack Goren. "Lynn and Barry seem to have disappeared," she said.


"So they have," Goren grinned. "And I know where."


"So do I," Kim said boldly. "I ... think we should go to the same place, 
don't you?"


Goren moistened his lips. "I do, indeed."


Lynn stood up, smoothing the sheath down over her flanks. "You'll have to 
lead the way."


He took her arm, feeling the heat of her hip and thigh pressed against his 
own leg, feeling his cock begin to harden. He led her down the hallway by 
the bar and opened the door to the master bedroom quietly, pushing it wide 
and then drawing Lynn across the threshold and slightly in front of him, so 
that her tightly encased buttocks were pressed hard back against his now 
turgid cock.


Kim inhaled sharply at what she saw in the soft moonlight streaming in 
through the window. There, on one of the beds, was her husband, kneeling 
between Lynn's legs raised vertically toward the ceiling, imprisoning his 
head there, his mouth buried in the soft fleece-lined vagina, his tongue 
burrowing deep into the slippery passage. He was making low, growling sounds 
in his throat as he labored, and Lynn was mewling delightedly at his 
ministrations, her hips churning wildly on the bed.


"Christ!" Goren said, moving his loins against the softness of Kim's 
buttocks. "How do you like that, honey. He's licking my wife's cunt!"


His words hissed into Kim's ear and she felt the prurient sensations which 
had gripped her body outside magnify in her mind. Her breath caught in her 
throat at what she was witnessing-and at the hard protuberance of Goren's 
cock pressing into the crevice back between her soft yielding buttocks. Her 
stomach was churning madly now as she listened to the slurping and sucking 
sounds of her husband as he suckled the twitching pussy of Goren's wife. And 
then Goren's hand slipped around to her front, slipped inside the low-cut 
sheath and inside her loosely-fitted bra to cup her entire nipple-hardening 
tit as if she were a pubescent child. She gasped softly as his thumb rolled 
over the nipple, and pressed her cheeks back against him with a little 
undulating motion that caused him to squeeze her breast painfully.


Into her ear he breathed hot breath and the words: "I want to tuck you, Kim. 
Now, right now. I want to tuck you in the asshole! Kim, I want to tuck you 
in the asshole!"


She stiffened for a brief instant at the vile words, at the idea of her 
virginal anus being rent asunder by his huge, bloated penis. But then the 
sight of her husband licking and slavering between Lynn Goren's legs, and 
the feel of Jack's hard, unresisting cock in the crevice of her buttocks, 
sent more ripples of desire surging through her body. Well, why not? Why 
not? Why shouldn't she let a man tuck her from behind? She had tasted a 
man's cock, Barry's cock, for the first time last night; her mouth was no 
longer a virgin, so why should she allow her anus to remain virginal? She 
was emancipated now, wasn't she? a woman of the flesh? Why not cast this 
last vestige of innocence to the wind as well?


She turned her head slightly and whispered, "Yes! Yes, Jack, fuck me back 
there! Put your cock between my legs back there. I want you to, Jack, I want 
you to!"


Breathing raggedly with inflamed lust at her acquiescing words, Goren pushed 
Kim toward the one remaining bed in the room. Once there, he turned her to 
demand that she strip naked-but she was one step ahead of him. Her fingers 
were already drawing down the zipper at the rear of her sheath, drawing it 
all the way down to the base of her spine and then she shrugged out of the 
garment and let it fall. She stepped out of the pool, unhooking her bra, 
letting her lust-swollen breasts bob forth, the nipples like chips of hot 
rock; she pulled her panties down, and stood before Goren completely nude, 
her eyes fastened on the oblivious couple only a few scant feet away, 
hearing them moan and mewl as their lust was being fulfilled-just as hers 
would soon be.


Goren had stripped his own clothes from his body by then, and his huge, 
oscillating, erect cock jutted out like some monstrous implement of 
delicious torture from his abdomen. He took Kim's tiny waist in his huge 
bands, his breath hot on her face, and turned her, forcing her down onto the 
bed on her hands and knees so that she was facing the wildly twitching 
couple on the other bed. He knelt behind her, holding his great prick in one 
hand only inches from the tiny puckered ring of her rectum while his eyes 
fastened on the tableau of Barry Sutton's insane licking of his wife's 
insatiable cunt.


Then, with his other hand, he began to stroke Barry's wife's soft white 
buttock mounds, teasing her rectum with the tip of his finger, enjoying the 
first moans of pleasure which were erupting from her throat. Slowly, 
tantalizingly, he inserted the tip of his forefinger into her anal opening, 
wiggling it around it inside, drawing greater whimpers of increasing desire 
from Kim's throat. He released his cock then and used both hands to draw 
wide apart the glistening moons of her upraised buttocks, stretching the 
rubbery opening wide with his thumbs. He leaned forward, so that the hard, 
fleshy head of his blood-engorged penis rested against the tiny, defenseless 
hole. He moved his hips, teasing the shaft along the crevice, poising it 
finally at the wrinkled, slightly cringing anal ring.


Kim was trembling with a mixture of momentary fear at what was about to 
happen, and intense lusting anticipation of it. She could feel the huge, 
bulbous head of Goren's prick resting at her asshole, and she thought: It's 
going to hurt, Oh God it's going to hurt when he shoves all of his gigantic 
cock into me. But I don't care, I want it to hurt, I want him to tuck me 
there. God, I'm so hot I can't stand it ... I can see Barry there, sucking 
Lynn's pussy, reveling in it, sopping up all of her juices and it's making 
me ...


"Aaaaaaaaggggggghhhhhhh!" she screamed then, shutting off all her thoughts 
as a violent, shuddering pain rippled through her body. With a brutal 
forward thrust, Goren had bored his mighty cock far up into her tight, 
innocent asshole, tearing it through the membranes passage to bury it almost 
to the hilt. He clutched hard at her hips, flexing again as he thrust still 
deeper into her rectum, into the warm forbidden depths of her anal passage. 
The pressure pushed her forward, pushed her head down onto the chenille 
bedspread and prevented her from watching any longer the actions of her 
husband and Lynn on the next bed. Goren began heaving forward with long, 
sawing strokes now, the rubbery walls of Kim's asshole expanding before his 
invading sock until, finally, with one last savage lunge he buried every 
single inch of his tremendously expanded penis into her warm, tight anus.


"OOooooohhhhhh!" Kim moaned. "Ohhhhhh God, Jack, it hurts! It hurrrttttssss! 
Oh, I can't take it, it hurts too much!"


"Just ... relax, honey ... just relax and fuck back," Goren panted his 
instructions. It'll ... stop hurting ... in a little ... while ...


Numbly, Kim obeyed, grinding her buttocks back against his sawing cock. And 
suddenly, Goren's predictions came true; her anal pas sage grew accustomed 
to the great monster imbedded there, and she was overwhelmed in a sudden 
burst of desire. Yes, yes, she was de ginning to like it! She was beginning 
to enjoy this lewd, bestial sodomizing of her private, secret passage. Her 
head flailed from side to side and she buffeted back harder and harder 
against Goren's pistoning prick, feeling his bloated testicles resound as 
his belly smacked wildly against the upturned cheeks of her lovely, 
cream-white buttocks.


"Ohhh, yesssssss, Jack, you were right, it's goooodddd ... oh Jack, fuck it, 
tuck it harder, fuck my asshole harder ...!"


And Goren began to fuck it harder as he was bid, his balls filling, filling 
with his impending load of hot, steaming cum, his eyes still lewdly feasting 
on the salacious sight of his wife and Kim's husband on the adjoining bed 
...


As he lay cradled between Lynn's imprisoning thighs, his face buried in the 
pungent, fervent moistness of her lusting crotch, his tongue and his lips 
sucking and licking the juice of her flowing cunt, Barry was only dimly 
aware of the bedroom door opening, of the entrance of someone. He heard the 
whispered voices, but Lynn's moans of pleasure drowned out the words; he 
wouldn't have been able to concentrate on them anyway, didn't care to hear 
them anyway. All that mattered for him at that moment was the delicious 
hair-lined pussy which was splayed open to his questing mouth, the hot 
piquancy of Lynn Goren's lovely sex which was his for the moment, his alone.


He knew of course that Kim and Jack had come to join them, but he didn't 
care; he didn't care that his wife was about to be fucked by Jack Goren, and 
the total lack of concern amazed him to some degree. Only yesterday, he had 
almost gone off the deep end at the sight of Goren burying his huge cock 
into the soft folds of Kim's pussy ... and now, he was passively condoning 
it. Only yesterday, he had been afraid of what Kim might say if she knew he 
was tucking and sucking Lynn Goren ... and now, he was doing it right before 
her eyes, with full knowledge of her presence. Strange, he thought as he 
drew his tongue the length of Lynn's magnificent, drooling slit, how one's 
life can change in a matter of just a few hours, how you can become a 
different human being with different outlooks and viewpoints in just two 
short days ...


He heard the springs of the adjacent bed squeak, and he knew that Kim and 
Jack were on it now, were probably completely naked, were probably fondling 
and kissing one another. The thought sent ripples of generous desire 
shooting through him, and he wanted to raise his head, wanted to see what 
they were, doing as they had been able to clearly see what he and Lynn were 
doing upon their entrance. But Lynn's hands were wrapped in his hair, and 
her thighs were like a vise around his neck, preventing him from moving his 
head at all except in an up and down motion as he licked and nibbled and 
tongued her beautiful cunt, as he brought her closer and closer to orgasm.


I hope she cums soon, he thought. I want her to cum so I can shove my cock 
in her mouth, deep in her mouth. Christ, I want to be sucked, I want to be 
sucked so damned bad my balls are aching for release. I want to be sucked 
while I watch my wife getting fucked silly by another man, that's what I 
want. I want to see the depraved sight while I shoot my sperm into another 
woman's throat and belly ...


"Aaaaagggghh!"


The sudden scream of tortured agony made Barry freeze, his tongue buried 
deep in Lynn's vagina, his teeth nibbling at one of the petal like cunt 
lips. That had been Kim ... Christ, what the hell was Goren doing to her? 
Barry wanted again to raise his head, but Lynn's hands were urgent in his 
hair and she was moaning for his to continue the torturous slavering of her 
pussy, moaning that she was nearing her climax, moaning for him to hurry, 
hurry, hurry!


Barry resumed his tonguing of her open vagina, and then: "Oohhhhhhhhh! 
Ooohhh God, Jack, it hurts! It hurrrrttttss! Oh, I can't take it, it hurts 
too much!"


And then Goren's harsh, panting words reached his ears: "Just ... relax, 
honey ... just relax and ... fuck back! It'll stop hurting ... in a little 
... while ...


Damn it, Barry thought, what the hell were they doing? Fuck back, Goren had 
said. Was he giving it to her dog style? He had tried to get Kim to do it 
with him that way once, but she had steadfastly refused. And now she was 
doing it canine fashion with a man she hardly knew-


Again, Kim's voice screamed at his ears. "Ohhh, yesesssss, Jack you were 
right, it's go0000ddddd ... oh Jack, tuck it, tuck it harder, tuck my 
asshole harder ...


Her asshole! My God, Barry thought, he's fucking her in the asshole! 
Suddenly, he had to see it; he simply had to see this vile, depraved attack 
on his lovely, defenseless wife. His hands came up to pull Lynn's clasping 
legs from around his neck, oblivious to her cries of "Lover for God's ... 
sake, don't stop flow ... don't stop, I'm almost ... there!" He pulled his 
head from between her legs, bracing himself upward, his eyes swiveling to 
the opposite bed.


What he saw there-Goren's huge, pummeling cock disappearing, drawing part 
way out, disappearing again in the tiny puckered opening that was his wife's 
naked rectum-caused Barry's cock to jerk convulsively, wildly, almost as if 
he were about to cum. He stared in lust-perverted rapture at his wife's 
flailing head, her madly undulating buttocks jerking back against Goren's 
driving prick, her full, firm breasts dancing below her chest as she writhed 
and twisted and bucked every which way under the impossible assault.


God, he thought, oh God I wish that was me! I wish that was my cock in her 
asshole right now, thundering in there! Jesus, my balls are going to 
explode! I've got to put my cock in Lynn, but I want it in my wife ... wait! 
I can still have it in my wife! I can still put it in Kim! I can fuck her 
mouth! I can have her suck my cock, milk it dry like I've always wanted her 
to do! And I can do it while Goren's cock is buffeting her asshole!


The sudden, debauched thoughts were like an electric shock to Barry's hot, 
sweating body. He pulled away from Lynn, left the bed to stand before the 
other one, his cock throbbing and jerking before him like some crazed entity 
which was parasitically attached to his loins. Kim's head was pressed 
against the bedspread, her eyes tightly shut; behind her, Goren heaved 
forward like a rampaging bull, his eyes likewise squeezed tightly together, 
his fingers clawing at the soft white moons of Barry's wife's buttocks.


In a choked, barely audible voice, the result of his ever-increasing lust, 
Barry said, "Kim, raise your head. Raise your head and open your eyes."


"Barry ...?" Her voice came in a ragged gasp, almost a mewl, as Goren ripped 
mercilessly into her tight, expanding rectal passage.


"Yes, Barry," he said. "Raise your head, damn it, and open your eyes!"


Kim levered her body on her forearms, raising her and opening her eyes to 
look up at him. The first thing she saw was his huge cock, held lewdly in 
his hand now, seeming to sway hypnotically before her gaze. Her tongue came 
out to moisten her lips as she stared at the unseeing eye dripping fluid in 
the huge, purplishly swollen glands.


"I'm going to put it in your mouth, baby!" Barry whispered hoarsely. "I want 
you to suck me!"


Kim began to tremble with a renewed surge of fire. The idea of sucking her 
husband while Jack Goren ripped and tore at her backside was wild and 
somehow appealing. Yes, yes, it would be just what she needed, to have her 
anus and her mouth filled with the hot flowing cum of two men, one her 
husband whom she loved deeply and the other the man who had opened the gates 
to her new life as a full-blooded woman. It would destroy the woman she had 
once been completely and totally.


"Yes!" she breathed. "Yes, darling, let me suck it! Give it to me now, 
darling Barry, put it in my mouth and let me suck all the cum out of it, let 
me suck it dry, darling darling Barry ...!"


With a groan of sheer animal lust, Barry moved forward, guiding his 
palpitating, seminally-moist cock to her parted, waiting mouth. She tasted 
the bittersweet flavor of his lubrication against her lips, felt the heavy 
bloated head resting against them, and then she opened her mouth to accept 
the offering. She was acutely aware of Goren's pile-driving cock burgeoning 
into her now expanded, now, accepting anal passage, enjoying the heaving 
thrusts now; and she was dimly aware of Lynn's voice saying, "Damn you, 
Barry, why didn't you wait until I climaxed before you left me? Damn you, 
you could have let me suck you afterwards, or I could have done it myself! 
Damn you, damn you, damn you, now I've got to make myself cum with my hand 
while the three of you have all the fun! But wait, you just wait until later 
..." But the only thing which was important at that moment, really important 
to Kim, was her husband's hardened throbbing cock.


Her hot, wet mouth seized what it needed so desperately-her husband's 
member, an integral part of the man she loved-and she began to suck him 
slowly, agonizingly, running her tongue wetly around and around the slippery 
bead, easing the tip of her tongue into the open slit of the glands. Her 
head pumped abandonly to and fro, slavishly licking every inch of the thick 
shaft, sucking harder and harder, her tongue twirling faster and faster, and 
Barry's buttocks began to flex forward, adding his own movement to her 
pistoning head so that mouth and cock were fucking together, working 
together, like a perfectly tuned machine. Kim could feel the dripping shaft 
batter against her larynx, but she made no move to cease the intense ramming 
pressure there, her lips ovaling maddeningly as she attempted to suck the 
hot white load of his sperm from his balls like a siphon.


She rolled and flung her buttocks back against Goren's forward-driving 
shaft, feeling it deep in her belly, her mouth working harder and faster on 
Barry's cock; he moaned and thrust desperately into her mouth, a wailing 
gasp tearing from his throat as the moment of his climax neared. Kim was 
mewling and moaning like a depraved animal, totally abandoning herself to 
the wondrous feelings of two cocks sunk deep within her either end, about to 
flood her, drown her, consume her with gushing semen. Her hips swirled more 
wildly around Goren's prick; her lips swirled more wildly around Barry's, 
and her own orgasm was building, building. It wouldn't be long now for, any 
of them, it wouldn't be long now.


Suddenly, Barry emitted a loud, grunting sigh of release and he jammed his 
hips forward, burying his cock deep in his wife's soft, warm mouth. Her 
throat tightened and un-tightened as torrent after torrent of his burning 
fluid gushed from his wildly jerking rod, swallowing desperately to keep 
from choking on the frothing sperm, her cheeks bloating and hollowing as the 
cavern of her mouth filled and emptied, filled and emptied.


And then, behind her, Goren's fingers dug painfully into her hips, the nails 
drawing blood there, and he began to chant crazily, "I'm cumming, I'm 
cumming, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" His cock began to jerk then, as Barry's 
was doing in her mouth, and she felt the fire-hot semen erupt along his 
urethra tube from the cauldrons of his balls and fill her anus to 
overflowing, felt the searing liquid run down along the crevice of her 
churning ass cheek, along the backs of her thighs, and pool on the bedspread 
beneath her flailing body.


"Keep sucking, keeeepppp succckkkiingggg!" Barry howled, convulsively 
spasming forward. "Suck all of it, suck all of itttt!'


"Ooooohhhhh!" Goren wailed behind her.


And then, as if their mutual cries of delight were the final trigger of her 
own coming orgasm, Kim felt the beginnings of wild, rapturous, kaleidoscopic 
release take hold of her own body. She gurgled and squealed around Barry's 
prick, still swallowing his seemingly never ending flow of sticky-hot sperm, 
trying not to lose a single precious drop of his seed. She reached a 
pinnacle of pleasure she had never known existed in the world, a height so 
unbelievable, so dizzying, that her mind threatened to burst from the sheer 
physical pressure of the pleasure-pain.


Finally after a long long time, she collapsed forward on the bed, the two 
bliss-giving penises slipping from her mouth and her forever stretched 
rectum with loud, wet, simultaneous plopping sounds. In her stomach there 
was a pleasant burning, and she thought in her satiated state that it was 
the blending of Goren's cum and Barry's and her own, all the juices having 
flowed there from whence they were pumped into her, or from her own 
secreting glands.


It's beautiful, she thought, it's so beautiful ... Oh God, I've just seen 
heaven, and now I'm back on earth ... but not for Long, for I will visit it 
again and again and again now that I've known what it can be like, what it 
is ...


She felt her head being lifted, and then lowered again onto a warm, hairy 
thigh. Her husband's voice began whispering soft sweet words of love to her, 
his soft, gentle hands stroking her hair, and she moved her head around on 
his thigh until her mouth located his now flaccid cock cradled in the 
wrinkled sac of his spent balls. She flicked out her tongue, licking his 
still warm cum from the spongy member and from the pungent scrotum in 
grateful adulation ...


And then, in that moment, a strange and amused male voice said from the 
bedroom doorway: "Hot damn, it looks like we've got one hell of an orgy 
going on here! One hell of an orgy that's going to get even better once 
everybody joins in!"


Chapter 8


The man in the doorway was large, with bright red hair, and had his arm 
around a young girl barely past her teens, who leaned against his chest, her 
eyes aglow with passionate response to the scene before her.


"What's going on?" Kim shuddered, lifting her head with abject mortification 
from Barry's loins. The sperm seemed to congeal within her as she tried to 
squirm away from their lascivious gazes. "Who ... who are these people?"


"Friends, Kim," Goren said expansively.


"Come on in, Harry. And you, too, Lorene. Good to see you again!"


"Hey!" came a yell from the living room, "How about us?" To Kim's further 
horror, another two people came into the bedroom. The woman was tall and 
well proportioned, with magnificent breasts, pearl white and barely 
concealed in a low-cut blouse. She was rubbing the front of a boy's pants, 
the bulge she had caused obvious to the world. The boy was grinning madly, 
his tongue licking his dry, trembling lips, and he was the obvious mate to 
the pubertal girl named Lorene. "Hi, everybody!" the woman said. "Glad to 
see you're enjoying yourselves."


"Hey, Doris!" called out Gore; "C'mon in!"


"Please, Jack," moaned Kim, "Send them away."


"What? Just as the party is beginning? Hardly!"


Kim began to feel hot tears of frustration and fear swelling in her eyes. So 
this was the real reason behind the "bridge game." No ... no ... it was not 
the simple little wife swapping she had been led to believe, this was the 
group sex that Lynn had talked about yesterday. Group sex ... the ultimate 
in pure physical gratification, with no; even the rational of affection 
between the partners. She stiffened, dizziness overtaking her, and she 
glanced at her husband, unsure of her own true emotions. Is this what I 
really want? she asked herself.


Doris strode across the bedroom to Barry who looked at her with amazement, 
and he reached down and grasped his limp cock firmly in her hands murmuring. 
"I like you. Maybe we can fuck each other later on?"


Barry didn't speak at once. He stared at her hand as she began to beat his 
cock from flaccidity to a semblance of erection. He blinked, but spread his 
legs wider in dazed comprehension of her words. "Look ... what the hell is 
this anyway?" He took a deep breath, his penis impossibly leaping to full 
grandeur under the ministrations of the strange woman. "Jesus! I don't 
believe this!"


"You will in a while," she tittered lightly.


Kim, her eyes wide with shock, looked back at the other three strangers. 
They were undressing on the spot, laughing and gaily making comments about 
the fun to be had, kicking their garments from them in haste. With a squeal, 
the girl raced for Goren, throwing herself upon him, her hands grasping him 
as Barry was held, around the thick shaft of his penis. Goren laughed again 
and reached over and caressed one pear-shaped breast, soft and pliant and 
promising, and kissed her full on her tender young lips. He gasped as she 
skinned his foreskin away and his red-fleshed head popped out, and she 
dropped to lick her eager tongue on the glands.


With a cry of abandon, the boy revealed his own virile cock in violent 
erection. both men approached the bed where Kim lay cowering on the sheets, 
their movement a frenzy of glistening bodies, their muscles rippling and 
quivering, their long, inflamed cocks dancing in front of them with 
palpitate heat of excitement, their balls swinging against their thighs, 
their buttocks hollowing and tensing. Abruptly Harry, his pubic hair the 
same wild color as his hair, put his arm about Kim in an embrace. At first 
she resisted, her joints seeming to freeze from the unnatural contact, but 
as his hands covered the nipples of her breasts and began to knead and thumb 
them into rock hardness, she found herself moaning with unrestrained 
passion. "Some party," he whispered into her ear, "But you did know we were 
coming, didn't you?"


"No, I didn't."


"Leave that to Jack to pull a fast one. Is this your first time?"


"Yes," she nodded, "Yes, I'm afraid so. I never dreamed that this would 
happen. I don't know if I should ..."


"What's the matter? You've been screwing Goren haven't you?" He threw back 
his head and grinned with lewd disregard for her inner torment. "Hell, I'm a 
better fuck than he'll ever be! Now, c'mon, get with it. Let it all hang 
out!"


Kim took one more quick look at her husband before submitting to this lust 
perverted animal. Barry was groaning aloud, thrashing on the bed as Doris 
leaned over and thrust his cock deep into her mouth in one long, slow 
continuous sucking movement, her warm, wet cavern of her cheeks sending a 
wild spasm of ecstasy soaring through his wracked body. "Oh man," he 
gurgled. Then Kim looked around the rest of the room, seeing the pairing of 
mates, and she could scarcely believe the carnal activity which had been so 
cruelly thrust upon her senses.


Lynn, passionate from her masturbating fingers, had attacked the young boy 
with complete abandon. She was teasing him, bending slightly forward so that 
he couldn't reach between her thighs and to further hinder him from 
inserting his throbbing cock into her voraciously, throbbing vagina, she had 
put her slim hands around his prick and was rubbing the swollen member with 
her palms, working the tender skin up and down over the glands as as 
driblets of sticky, lubricating fluid seeped from its tiny orifice and his 
balls moved sensuously around his lean thighs. Lorene was on all fours over 
Goren, who had his knees behind her and was bucking away at her buttocks, 
tucking her mercilessly in the rectum with savage, repeating blows.


Doris' head still bobbed like a yo-yo around Barry's straining prick as 
though her mouth was on a string, and her hands and knees were in between 
his legs as his prick soared hard up into her face until her nose smacked 
licentiously into the matted pubic hair below.


"That's it, Doris," her husband breathed hotly, "Suck him good, you bitch." 
He delved down the slim but quivering flanks of Kim, and then dipped his 
middle finger into her pubic hair, still soaked from Goren's cum of a few 
minutes past, and Kim, horrified, found herself aroused. Her thighs jerked 
spasmodically and began to involuntarily open for his touch, and then he 
rubbed and caressed the blood-inflated lips of her red-rimmed pussy, and he 
moaned with sudden passion.


"Oh, God," she gasped, "This is terrible, terrible."


"No, baby, it's the living end," Harry said. "I really like seeing my wife 
get it. Don't you like watching, too?"


"Your wife-!" Kim's brain reeled as she realized that he was just like she 
was, involved with another person's mate while panting with excitement over 
the view of the sex acts in front of them. No, it wasn't terrible, it was 
beautiful! Beautiful! And Kim leaned back on the bed sheets and spread her 
legs wide to Harry's talented hand as he rummaged and pillaged her 
surrendering cunt.


Doris took one last lick on Barry's cock, and then jerked upright and turned 
around, placing her wet, almost writhing pussy directly in front of him, and 
in wide open display before Kim as well. Kim watched in unbelieving 
fascination as Doris gradually bent forward until the breadth of her 
buttocks jutted toward Barry's face and Barry obscenely rotated upward to 
meet the widespread lips of her vagina. Doris' thighs tensed and then 
rippled in slim strength as she shifted on her feet and she reached back and 
gently pulled apart her buttocks, disclosing the dark, still more depraved, 
hole of her anus.


Around the revealed asshole, which seemed so raw and vulnerable, were a few 
stray black hairs, and she twisted her buttocks, letting the tufts wave 
tauntingly at Barry. He groaned and began to manipulate his own cock with 
his hand and he lurched toward her buttocks. Doris grabbed the stiff ramrod 
and it slid forward into her waiting cunt with hot, slippery ease. Barry 
took hold of her loins with his hands and hauled her to him with a 
resounding slap. He leaned over her; squeezing her distended breasts as he 
pumped into her open cunt with complete ferocity, attacking and retreating 
unmercifully.


"Now, baby? You want me now?" Harry said lewdly.


"Yes," mewled Kim, watching her husband fuck his wife. "Anything you want 
... anything at all. Fuck me! Fuck me!"


Kim pushed her cunt up to Harry, her whole body aflame with unwanted desire. 
She could not help herself, and she knew she really, deep down inside, did 
not want to. She realized the full meaning of group sex, its marvelous 
mechanism for satiating the appetite of a full, red-blooded woman. God! Why 
doesn't he take me now!


She looked at Harry's enormous cock, which stood out from the folds of his 
belly and abdomen like some pagan spear, tipped with the clear fluid of 
love-juice. Her face contorted with passion at the thought of that strange 
member buried to its hilt in her vagina ... or mouth or anus ... Oh God, it 
was monstrous and webbed from glands to base with heavy, throbbing blue 
veins, giving gleaming advance warning of the carnality it was about to 
perform.


"Like it, baby?" Harry smiled lopsidedly at her.


"Yes, yes, I love it!"


"Good, because I'm going to put it up your cunt so far you're going to spit 
it out." His grin broadened into a toothy smile. "But first I'm going to 
lick that aching pussy of yours, suck up all that good honey you've been 
spreading down there."


Kim stretched out languorously, her thighs splayed wide on either side of 
him, her toes curled with expectation. All thoughts of modesty and of caring 
whether she truly desired this man were vanished, and she let a soft moan of 
delight escape from her lips and she squirmed her buttocks down on the 
mattress, inciting his lustful prowess still further.


Harry touched her and a million spine tingling jolts went through her loins 
and belly. Automatically her hands moved to her breasts, her thumb and 
forefinger plucking at her nipples and areoles as Harry had done, like a 
hungry bird of prey pecking at her skin, and more sensations rocked her 
body.


Involuntarily Harry sucked in his breath, and he could feel the blood 
drubbing painfully into his expanded, purplish head. Tiny drops of seminal 
fluid grouped around the eye of his glands as he leaned down, his cock 
rubbing along her inner thigh, smearing the sticky substance against her 
skin. Then, with thumbs pressed against her hair-lined cunt-lips, Harry 
tenderly spread the soft yielding walls of her pussy until its moist, coral 
lusciousness opened and he saw the jeweled splendor of her clitoris. He felt 
Kim's warm thighs quiver and he heard her breath gasp from her throbbing 
throat, and with the touch of an expert, he leaned forward and his hot wet 
lips closed over the soft protuberance at the apex of her belly.


"00000hhhh," Kim groaned, raising her head to stare down between her 
manipulated breasts at his lowered head in her crotch. She spasmed as he 
planted long, full kisses on the soft fleece of her upraised thighs, his 
tongue flicking snake-like at her gaping opening.


Kim continued her sensuous fondling of her breasts then slid her hands down 
along her stomach to rest on either side of Harry's gently nibbling lips. 
Her fingers stroked her pubic hair as her mind raced with the overwhelming 
sensations. Momentary thoughts of Barry flashed through her, but then they 
were gone, and she spread the fleshy, hair-lined lips of her cunt slowly 
apart, allowing the red-haired man complete access to her wet, pulsating 
vagina.


Her elbows pressed against her sides and she lolled her head from side to 
side as his searing mouth burned the core of her being, and his tongue 
wrapped itself around her erected clitoris. Dear God! His lips sucked, 
drawing warm folds deep within his mouth, gently biting the skin as his 
tongue continued the maddening licking around the urgent pink smoothness of 
her surging flesh. She groaned lustily, and then her eyes caught another 
sight, a sight so alien to her consciousness, that she bolted half upright, 
her legs rigid.


"My God!" Kim gasped, "there's a dog in here!"


A large German Shepherd was indeed sitting on its haunches just inside the 
doorway, its bushy tail wagging furiously as though it understood the 
lascivious rites it was witnessing. His tongue hung over thick ruby lips, 
the mouth ajar so that long canine fangs gleamed with pearl iridescence in 
the light, and his ears were cocked attentively.


"Don't get upset, baby," Harry crooned, his head still buried in her pussy. 
"That's only Caesar, my dog. Relax. You don't really mind if he watches, 
too, do you?"


Why not? Everybody else was watching or doing ... why not his damned dog? 
She sighed, and the sudden, unexpected thought of the German Shepherd 
departed, to be replaced by the enrapturement of Harry's hungry, massaging 
mouth.


Her moans of swelling arousal drove his tongue faster and he worked his way 
up and down her genitals until they burned ... Yes! yes! she heard herself 
wish crazily, yes I still need it so bad and he is doing his best! Her hands 
clawed his hair, attempting to guide his face to the small palpitating 
cuntal opening, and he plunged into her soft-rimmed flesh, taunting it 
momentarily, then quickly withdrawing to tantalize her ragged pink edges.


Kim cried aloud and clutched at him, forcefully pressing his nose directly 
on her pubes, and his mouth rammed deep down to cover the squirming crotch 
and bring low guttural moans from this delicate morsel whose soft wide 
thighs clasped spasmodically around either side of his head. He could feel 
the wet flesh slip moistly around his tongue as the walls of her invaded 
vagina sucked him and tried to extract his tongue deeper and deeper into it. 
It was as if her hair-lined mouth was a devouring animal unleashed with 
lust-inspired force, ripping his tongue out by the roots, and her heels 
snaked up and out, pushing down against his back, making him bury himself 
still further in the soft, trembling trap between her uplifted legs. His 
nostrils inhaled the poignant aromas of her throbbing clitoris and her 
lusty, lubricious state.


Harry could stand it no longer. He stopped, causing her to cord the muscles 
of her unreleased body, and she tried to stop him with her legs, but he was 
too strong. "I want you to suck me, baby. Suck me as I did you. Now ..." he 
slithered down on the bed and threw his legs wide, his swelling cock a 
straight arrow upwards toward the ceiling. It seemed to Kim she had never 
seen such a gorgeous sight in all her life. She had to have it, she had to 
taste that prick in her mouth, feel it swirl around her tongue and cheeks, 
and with a panting moan she turned and crawled over Harry. His cock leaped 
as he saw her insatiable desire, and then she posed her nudity over him, 
smoothing her hands over her taut breasts and firm thighs, finally moving 
toward the sensitive white flesh of her inner thighs and upward to the silky 
mound he had just finished sucking. Kim's fingers slowly glided into the 
fleshy fold of her cunt-lips, gently spreading the still wet slit until it 
opened like a new-flowering bud and she thrust her loins toward him so that 
he might better view her moist, coral flesh. Then quickly she licked her 
lips and climbing down between his legs she took his cement like pillar in 
her mouth, swallowing it almost whole into her throat. She began to purr 
kitten fashion while he tenderly caressed her soft hair and his cock swelled 
to fill her sucking mouth.


She milked his cock with her throat muscles in a manner that even her tight 
cunt could not match, and the length of her tongue laved the underside of 
his shaft while the tip taunted the base of his member and a portion of his 
testicles with insurmountable pleasure.


As they lay there, on the bed with the other, wildly fucking couples, Caesar 
stood at attention, his massive head tilted to one side and little throaty 
whines coming from his lips. As the dog watched Kim began to waggle her 
smooth-white buttocks and she hummed, Harry's heavy and throbbing cock 
vibrating and nearly reaching her stomach. The hot breath from her nostrils 
against his pubic hair sent further spasms of delight rippling through the 
man and then Kim cupped his balls, causing the sperm-bloated sacs to quiver 
as she manipulated and squeezed them. Her throat exploited his prick in her 
effort to suck him dry.


Harry lifted his head from the bed and stared down at his hard shaft 
completely absorbed by Kim's lust contorted face. The sight of her ovaled 
lips massaging his resilient skin increased his fever a hundred-fold and he 
groaned with madness. She tantalized the ball with one hand while her thumb 
and forefinger of her other hand stroked his mighty base as she continued to 
suck up and down. He flexed his buttocks, his head still raised, watching 
the top of her head bob up and down as simultaneously she worked her 
buttocks in undulating circles and Caesar relentlessly hammered his long 
tail on the floor.


"Turn ... turn over," groaned Harry. I want to fuck you in the mouth with me 
above." He pulled at her, and slave-like she obeyed. They twisted and 
writhed until he was on all fours, straddling her breasts, his turgid cock 
still firmly fastened between her teeth. Her body was under his, spread out 
in writhing lewdness between his bent legs, as he leaned over her and pumped 
voraciously into her insatiable mouth. Kim slid her hands along his inner 
thighs as she continued her sucking, and great swirls of heat were building 
up in the unreachable depths of his balls as he watched her face working on 
his loins. He could see the rivulets of sweat roll in thin lines down her 
sides as she bucked beneath him, and the muscles of his back seemed to be 
ready to snap from the pressure of arching above her greedily clinging 
mouth.


Suddenly there was a little commotion on the bed beside her, and Kim bent 
her head slightly, though never losing the stride of her sucking motion, and 
saw Jack Goren, a sadistic grin on his face, climbing astraddle of the young 
girl. He took her brutally by the hair and at the same time thrust forward 
with his thick penis, and rammed his head into the split anus of Lorene. The 
child's eyes were glazed with a wild, ecstatic film that sent a shiver of 
excitement through Kim's own naked body, and Lorene began to gyrate her 
impaled buttocks against Goren with complete abandonment.


Kim heard Goren croon with delight and gasp as he sawed rhythmically and 
without the slightest mercy deep into the confines of the girl's rectum. The 
reddish skin of the little round hole drew back with his prick, clutching it 
as if it didn't want him to come out, and then her white-smooth ass 
swallowed his shaft until it was submerged with not even a half inch of it 
showing, its chunky, bloated head touching her quaking bowels. 
"0000oooohhh," the girl moaned, "00000000hhh, fuck It, Jack, fuck it fuck it 
fuck it ..." She was moaning and adding to the joy by wildly moving her ass 
and hollowing her back. Kim watched her profile, seeing her lips bared from 
her teeth as she smiled back at Kim, her long golden hair strewn down over 
her sweating forehead like some mad woman, and her complexion the shade of 
her anus.


"Oh yessssss ..." the girl said. She rotated and squirmed, and it seemed to 
Kim that she was moving closer to her, slowly attempting to slide on her 
knees, while still dancing against Goren. Kim redoubled her efforts, 
wrapping her hands around the lowered shaft of Harry's cock while she sucked 
at the hard rod which tucked her mouth. Her tight elastic lips worked with 
all their might, her cheeks hollowing on every outstroke and expanding on 
the in stroke. Harry grinned salaciously from above as he watched Lorene 
edge her way closer to them and then he looked down at the unsuspecting Kim.


Then the girl was next to Kim, grazing the satin flesh with her body as 
still the giant pistoning cock of Goren lashed into her backsides. Goren, as 
if knowing what was In store, moved with the girl as she slipped down the 
bedspread, lower and lower, until her face gazed hungrily on Kim's open 
crotch. Then one slim hand moved forward, her other balancing her as Goren 
drove with repeated battering, and Kim gasped with the invasion of Lorene's 
fingers. Kim felt a strange hand catch her nipple, rolling and squeezing it 
in a tender understanding way that only a woman could know. Her upbringing 
had never accepted this sort of sick thing, let alone any of the other acts 
she had been doing that night, but at the moment she began to tremble all 
over with the forbiddenness of the situation. Her being was unfulfilled, and 
she couldn't, even if she had wanted to, resist the young woman's advances.


Goren flailed at the girl's ass-hole, urging her onto more perverted acts 
with Kim's body. "Touch," he commanded. "That's It. Let me see you feel her 
cunt, baby. Stick your hand in there and enjoy yourself while I fuck you 
back here I"


The alien fingers needed no urging. Like spiders they slithered down Kim's 
body and curled their tantalizing way into the brush of fleecy pubic hair. 
And in spite of her shame, Kim could not help but respond. She sucked 
voraciously at Harry's cock as the hand groveled in her crotch with 
tantalizing touches, running over her breasts, her sides and legs, only to 
return to the lubricious hole of her vagina and the little anus below. 
Lorene flicked a tender finger against the ring, and said, "I am going to 
make you come like a volcano ..."


Kim moaned through full lips, "Oh yes, yes please ..."


Thick fluid began to spill from the corners of Kim's reveling mouth as 
Harry, turning to see the action behind him, felt the rumbling cauldron of 
his balls begin to explode. Kim continued to suck at his cock like some 
wanton whore, and the thick pummeling instrument seemed to vanish into the 
fusion of her face as he drove with hollowing buttocks far into her mouth 
like some distended pile-driver. His coarse pubic hair caressed her nose and 
his balls slapped her chin in lewd unison to her strokes.


Kim shuddered again as Lorene put her lips to the wildly coursing cunt 
before her and kissed it long and tenderly. Dimly Kim realized that Harry 
was about to cum and she was afraid she would strangle in her position, but 
still she slavered on.


Until Harry jerked his cock out of her mouth and held it above her starving 
cheeks, his fingers a contrast on the glistening huge red-eyed glands but a 
scant two inches from her.


"Oh no," Kim groaned, "Please, I must have it, I must!" She tried to pull 
him down to her, her mouth gaping at his jumping prick. But before she could 
close the distance, he gasped and hot sticky semen flowed from it directly 
into her mouth, the searing cavern wide in anticipation of what it was about 
to receive. The thick, quick spurts streamed like milk from a cow's udder, 
filling her mouth to the brim, and she swallowed, trying not to lose a drop 
of the boiling, lust infused potion. Her Adam's apple bobbed as it tried to 
keep up with the ejaculating penis.


As Harry's cock pumped its remaining liquid and throbbed into stillness, Kim 
desperately lifted her head to catch the last thin streams which ran down 
his cock and she tried to take the deflating prick in her mouth.


"Please, oh for God's sake," she whimpered, "I'm going mad inside. Fuck me, 
tuck me now!"


Harry chuckled and rolled off and stretched out beside her across from the 
girl. "Not with Lorene to keep you warm," he said with a leer.


"Dear God," Kim breathed. What now ... what does he mean? I'm going out of 
my mind. That girl ... that Lorene's lickings ... are driving me wild!


Kim raised her head to watch in half revulsion as the young girl nestled her 
face in the hollow of her open thighs, and behind her kneeling body, the 
crude figure of Goren humping away with increasingly savage strokes into 
Lorene's tightly clenched rectum. She let her eyes rove over the loveliness 
of the blonde girl's voluptuous nakedness, and she felt the soft kisses on 
her skin and the hot puffs of breath on her creases and the magic tongue 
licking her cleft, simply licking in long strokes from top to bottom, not 
entering yet, but bringing Kim to raise her loins with each slow licking of 
her sensitive labia. Her clitoris hardened even more as it peeked out 
further to enjoy a grazing tickle and she hissed and squirmed and writhed 
insanely-then as suddenly as it had begun, it stopped.


Kim couldn't stand it. She had been played and brought along to such a peak 
of sexual frenzy that she had to have release, even by this girl. She curled 
around, trying to urge Lorene to further manipulations, kissing and playing 
with the girl's lips, closing her eyes as she felt soft lips answer back. 
Her hand engulfed the small, young breast with its berrylike nipple and then 
she turned completely around so that she could send her tongue swiftly 
flickering over Lorene's breasts, while Lorene lowered her head and sucked 
her areoles and nipples to hardness. Kim worked her throat insanely, 
wriggling still further down between the arms and legs of the girl, kissing 
and licking her ribs and stomach and belly with an eager and fervently 
lashing mouth ... tongue ... lips. Lorene pressed her mouth in 
encouragement, her tongue Invading in return as she gently contacted Kim's 
lower parts, and then ... at last, they lay in reverse to each other, each 
with their mouths glued tightly to the others seething wet cunt. Their 
tongues lashed everywhere, slipping in the juices of their vaginas, and 
always returning to the sensitive, tingling clitoris.


Kim looked up at the honey blond pussy, its long red slit trailing along her 
buttocks to where Goren's massive cock split it, its length buried to the 
hilt up her wide-spread anus, his heavy balls pulsating before her. She 
could see the puckered red opening of the anus as it clamped around the 
surging prick, and the beautiful moon-shaped buttocks as they swayed 
rhythmically and the enticing pink flesh and the sparkling droplets as they 
clung to her golden fleece. The musky scent was overpowering and Kim lashed 
out with her tongue again, going around Lorene's clitoris as she had just a 
second before, and she found her tongue clasped by the girl's cuntal petals, 
and her own lips came in contact with the soft pubic hair as she stretched 
her tongue to its entirely and stabbed the erect bud of the clitoris.


Then with uncontained lust, she reached higher and nuzzled Goren's 
testicles, taunting the half-exposed member with the tip of her tongue as 
she swallowed the open cunt, finally sucking the inner-lips and clitoris in 
her mouth simultaneously. She raised her buttocks around Lorene's ravaging 
mouth, pressing her gleaming pussy until she felt the girl's nose against 
her plundering hole. Furiously she tasted the sweet delicious cunt above her 
and the tangy saltiness of Goren as he fucked, her own unsated passion 
mounting and mounting.


Several sighs of envy seemed to come from the others, who had, at different 
times, released their animalistic passions around Kim. The boy and Barry 
crawled over to Kim and moved Harry aside so that they could lay beside Kim 
and reached for her hands, their cocks hardened and pointing ceiling ward.


"Christ look at them go!" the boy said.


Barry could only groan and then place his wife's fingers around his prick 
just as the boy had done on the other side of her. Automatically Kim's soft 
white fingers closed around the cocks and began to stroke them rhythmically, 
massaging them up and down to the same magic tempo of her and Lorene's oral 
fucking and Goren's sodomic perversion. Barry cupped one of Kim's breasts as 
Lorene moved her hands to spread the steaming cunt below her.


"Somebody, please fuck me!" Kim screamed. "I must have cock! You hear? 
Somebody stick their cock in me! Please!"


Harry, sitting cross legged with Lynn licking his cock in an attempt to get 
new life into it, laughed expansively. "Are you really ready, baby?"


"Ohhbhhh, yes, yes, I am!"


"Then raise your ass up. That's it! High!"


"Yes! Yes!" Kim cried, her tongue still buried in Lorene's quivering cunt as 
she thrust her behind as high as it would go.


"Get ready for the finest fuck you have ever had," Harry said, and then he 
snapped out, "Caesar!"


Kim felt the bed give and the strange presence of another weight climb on 
it, and suddenly she felt a clasping around her waist and a slippery yet 
hard, rubbery spike rub along her legs. Again and again the shaft danced 
near her spread-eagled hole, and yet it never quite made it in, and with a 
moan of desperation, Kim reached down and impaled her half crazed vagina 
full upon it.


"Oooooooooooohhhhhhh," she moaned as the long prick soared up in her cunt, 
quelling the burning demon which tore her innards asunder. The cock burst 
through her belly like a bullet, and she cared not who had supplied the 
weapon, only that his penis was battling the hungry wet walls of her vaginal 
tunnel. She sucked at Lorene's delectable young pussy as the girl twisted 
around to make room, licking and kissing it as her lover expanded his cock 
into a swelling, pile-driver which hit her womb. And then she reached down 
again, only this time to caress and encourage the man who had been so kind 
to her, and she felt fur and hairy forepaws as they wound around her waist.


Oh my God, she screamed inwardly ... it's that dog! It's Caesar who's 
juicing me! A low wail escaped her, and she flayed her head back and forth 
as she though of the mammoth brute expanding his animal penis inside her 
emit like a balloon. It was too late, she couldn't stop it ... she couldn't 
stop herself from the rising tide of her sensations ... he was like a 
hammering machine, and he was beautiful ... absolutely the finest! Wildly 
she returned to lick and tongue Lorene's wildly bucking cunt as the girl 
lowered herself on Kim's open mouth, grinding her pussy like a plundering 
abyss on the face below.


"Ooooo000000hhbhhbhh," Kim said in muffled squeals, "I'm ... I'm ... going. 
going to ... cummmmmmm!"


"Fuck the dog, damn you!" shouted Goren, "Pound that ass of yours tight up 
there!"


"Yea ... yes ... yessssssssssssss! MMMmmmmmmmmmmmmmm!"


As Kim cried out with her impending climax, Caesar suddenly gave a savage 
thrust deep within her entrails and let loose a stream of thick, scalding 
juice, and he flooded her vagina with jack-hammer lunges full of hot, sticky 
cum. Long jets of it ricocheted off her cuntal sides and steamed from her 
pussy to flow like lava down her thighs and pool in coagulated puddles on 
the squeaking bed below.


She came, screaming from the size of her release and she heaved her buttocks 
against the pounding loins of the German Shepherd as his cock continued to 
empty inside her with unbelievable force. Her thighs trembled and her belly 
quivered as though some giant pressure was beating down upon her, and her 
brain reeled insanely from the sensual reactions traversing through every 
bone and sinew of her lust crazed system. She was in Valhalla again, 
beautiful Valhalla! Faintly she heard Goren cry out and her husband's 
guttural groans and Lorene howl, but it was all in the background of her 
mind, and then she collapsed, a heavy black sleep engulfing her.


Later, and into the wee hours of the morning, pretending to enjoy themselves 
and wishing rotate by turns, abandoning themselves to frantic surges of 
lust, alternating cunt and asshole and cock until they were ready to drop 
from exertion. And then, they rolled off the beds in complete absolute 
depravity, boy and girl and dog, pawing and clawing at each other, squirming 
and groaning, hot and hungry for their delirious partners. Finally, at a 
quarter to four, Barry picked up the now sleeping Kim in his arms, and with 
Goren following with their clothes, walked naked to their car. He 'thanked 
Goren and the guests for a wonderful time, put Kim in beside him, and drove 
home, a contented, fully satisfied man.


Chapter 9


Barry completed his novel less than three months after that night, and it 
was accepted by his publisher with enthusiasm and praise and a promise of an 
unlimited promotion campaign to put it on the best-seller list. The 
publisher also requested a sequel to the novel, assuring Barry of a handsome 
five thousand dollar advance against nothing more than an approved outline.


Once the news of his success leaked out to Barry's former co-workers on the 
Sentinel, and to those San Franciscans who gave parties in honor of literary 
figures, Barry and Kim were inundated with invitations to get-togethers. 
They turned down most, but were forced by social necessity to accept one or 
two here and there. As Barry put it, "Going to one of these things once in 
awhile is a necessary evil. But I'd much rather move within our own circle 
of close friends."


"Like the Gorens?" Kim had asked teasingly.


"Like the Gorens," Barry bad agreed, winking. "And like Caesar, too."


At one of the parties, given by another former fellow Sentinel reporter 
named Phillips, Kim and Barry were standing on the patio, presenting to 
enjoy themselves and wishing enough time would elapse so they could make a 
graceful exit. Kim was restless, and kept moistening her lips with the tip 
of her pink tongue. Barry knew that she was becoming progressively hornier, 
for Kim's sexual appetite had heightened unbelievably since that orgiastic 
night at the Gorena' Sea Cliff mansion. She couldn't seem to get enough of 
him, his cock, his mouth, his tongue, every inch of his body. She was a new 
woman, all right, Barry thought; a new, exotic, alluring woman that he had 
never dreamed of possessing. It was like a miracle; he had never been 
happier, more contented, and his completion of the novel, the full and total 
satisfaction from the knowledge that it was good, very good, was directly 
descendent from Kim's physical awakening. And, for that matter, his own. A 
fulfilled man sexually was a fulfilled man creatively, he now firmly 
believed that.


They were still seeing the Gorens, of course. Usually about once a week. On 
some of those occasions it was just Lynn and Jack, but on others there was 
Lorene and Doris and Harry-and Caesar-plus a progression of others. 
Strangely enough, it was those nights that both he and Kim seemed to look 
forward to with the most relish; for weeks after one of those sessions, 
fucking Kim was like fucking a crazed, predatory panther.


He wouldn't have had it any ether way, since those were the weeks when his 
writing peaked to perfection.


As he stood now on the Phillips' patio, Kim tugged at his arm and whispered, 
"Do you see that couple standing alone over by the pool? The tall, 
red-haired girl and the handsome man in the herringbone suit?"


"Yes," Barry replied. "I see them, baby."


"They look as if they're as bored as we are."


"They do, don't they?"


Kim tapped one long fingernail against her gleaming white teeth 
thoughtfully. "You know," she said length, "that man looks extremely 
interesting, if you know what I mean."


"I do, indeed," Barry grinned. "And so does his wife."


"I wonder," Kim whispered, "if he's hung as well as you, darling. I'll bet 
he is, almost. I'll bet he has a lovely long, hard cock."


Barry grinned again. She was really working herself up, all right; she was 
going to throw him one hell of a fuck when they got home tonight. He said, 
"Why don't we go over there and introduce ourselves?"


"That's a fine idea, darling."


Barry's eyes slowly, languorously, began to undress the red-haired woman as 
he and Kim started across the patio. Maybe, he reflected, we'll have 
something in common, a starting point. And then, later, when we've gotten to 
know them ... well, we'll see about that. Damn, but that red-head is nice! 
If, as Kim had projected, the tall man possessed a large cock, then it was a 
certainty the red-head had one hell of a tight, sweet pussy to accommodate 
it.


As it eventually turned out, Kim was right ... and so was he ...


End
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Chapter 1


Patty Jennings studied her lush nude body, beaded with droplets of water
from her recent shower, in the full-length mirror attached to the back of
the bathroom door. She was tall, almost five-ten, perfectly proportioned
from the top of her rich, natural reddish-gold hair to the tips of her
small, Cinderella-like feet. Her breasts were full and firm and large, but
without the perpetual sag of most heavily endowed women; they were
beautifully rounded, marbled beneath their almost translucent whiteness
with tiny bluish veins, standing out high and proud from her symmetrical
chest, and the large pinkish brown nipples, distended from the hot, recent
lashing of the shower spray, rose from their darker areola like blossoming
buds on some exquisite spring flower. Patty stretched her arms luxuriously
high over her head, posing wantonly, sultrily in the bathroom's privacy,
the way her young husband Larry had always enjoyed her doing for him.


She held the pose for a moment, letting her eyes move slowly downward
over her smooth, pure white stomach, seeing the sculpted navel peeking out
from within its circular recess. Her pubic hair, the same reddish-gold
color as her tresses, glistening with moisture, formed a perfect triangle
which covered her somewhat prominent abdomen and pointed downward,
invitingly, to the soft, pink lips of her vaginal furrow, ending just above
the shyly nestling bud of her clitoris. She saw and was pleased by the way
her slim, alabaster waist swelled into softly rounded, classical hips that
curved in turn into lovely tapered, milk-white thighs. Her buttocks, she
saw as she pirouetted slightly, were large and just as flawlessly formed as
her pliant, peaked tits; she noticed that they hollowed and dimpled
provocatively, the muscles rippling beneath the naked skin like the gentle
current of a mountain stream.


Patty continued to study herself for a moment longer, critically,
deciding that her figure was just a little too lush. If she had had her
choice in the matter, she would have preferred her breasts to be just a
little smaller, her fanny just a little less rounded, her bushy pubic mound
not quite so bushy. But Larry had told her that he preferred full-blown
women, that he wouldn't have her any other way, and she reversed her
decision, concluding that she was really quite happy with her body as long
as Larry was happy with it. After all, a woman was made to please her man,
and she had pleased Larry during the two halcyon months they had had
together before his Marine unit was shipped to Viet Nam fourteen weeks ago,
he had told her that enough times after they had finished making love.


Patty selected one of the fluffy jacquard towels from the chrome rack
and began to dry herself, moving the soft shaggy towel briskly over her
albescent skin, watching in the mirror as her firm young breasts jiggled
and bounced from the quick toweling, the nipples seeming to grow even
harder, as if in arousal. She began to dry her pubic area, fluffing the
reddish-gold hair, making the triangle look curly-soft, like the hair of a
young girl child after a shampooing. She dipped the towel between her legs,
spreading her thighs apart slightly to allow it passage, moving the woolly
material along her open cuntal slit, along the well-divided, softly
seductive edges, bringing it back upward again to pass over her clitoris.
Surprisingly, she felt a sudden flash of desire at the electric contact of
garment and sensitive passion flesh, and the miniature phallus rose into
instant erection. Patty could see it, seeming to quiver in the cradle
between her legs, peeping excitedly through the sparse adornment of hair,
and she swallowed as another wave of arousal seized hold of her body. She
began to tremble slightly, and in her mind she could visualize Larry's
large, blood-fired penis, the way it looked as it stood stiffly out from
his hirsute belly, the way it felt as it stabbed into her passionate,
love-drenched vaginal passage, bringing her to unknown heights of sheer
ecstasy, spewing great quantities of her loved one's hot, sticky seed deep
into her cavernous pussy as they both climaxed together.


God! Patty thought, taking the towel away from her private parts and
putting it back again on the chrome rack. I can't keep thinking about Larry
like that, it's not doing me any good for heaven's sake.. but it's been
fourteen weeks since I've felt him inside me, since I've been loved, since
I've had release fourteen weeks is such a terribly long time to be without
a man once you've experienced the joys of sexual lovemaking.


She sighed, a little tremulously, and took her frilly pink nightie from
the clothes hamper; it was very short, ending just below her pubic
triangle, and the rustling material was not quite transparent, hiding
everything and yet hiding nothing. Larry had gone absolutely wild when he'd
seen her wearing it for the first time, during their honeymoon in Carmel,
and he'd almost torn it from her body in his haste to make her naked and
fulfill the desire it had built inside him. She probably shouldn't wear it
now, especially here in the home of Larry's father and mother, but she had
given all her other nighties and pajamas to the Goodwill when they'd gotten
married and had never bothered to buy another one.


She put the nightie on, smoothing it down, and the cool nylon felt
pleasing against her briskly rubbed skin. As she opened the bathroom door
and started down the short hallway toward her room, she thought of Larrys
parents. His mother, Gladys, had insisted that she stay with them while
Larry was overseas; there wasnt any use, she had said, of Patty trying to
fend for herself-buying groceries, paying rent and utilities  - when she
could live with them for free; that way, Patty could save almost all of her
salary from her stenographic position with one of San Franciscos larger
insurance companies as a nest egg for when Larry returned from his tour of 
duty. Larry had thought this was a fine idea, and Patty had agreed  -
although she had felt it was encroaching on her in-laws, that she was still
something of an outsider.


But the fourteen weeks she had been staying with the Jennings bad been
pleasant and happy ones. Gladys was like her own mother  - who had died
when Patty was twelve  - in that she was kind, genial, easy to talk to. A
plump, matronly woman, she had made Patty feel as if she was her own
daughter, mothering her, watching out for her.


Larrys father, Tom, was something of a different story. It wasnt that
Patty disliked him exactly; it was just that be made her feel uneasy at
times. A large, bearish sort of man, Tom Jennings was given to moments of
surliness, of caustic and not particularly funny humor. And the way he
would look at her occasionally, with his hot, intense gray eyes.. well, it
was almost as if he were undressing her, as if he was harboring a kind of
secret and full-bloated lust for his own sons young wife


Patty shook her head as she entered her own room, Larrys room actually,
telling herself that she was being silly. Tom was just a moody individual,
that was all, and he could be a lot of fun when he wanted to. And he was
Larrys father, for goodness sake. Still, she felt a faint uneasiness as
she sat down before the circular mirror on the vanity she had bought and
began to brush her long flaming hair, Gladys had gone to stay with her
sister in Los Angeles that morning, owing to the fact that the sister had
contracted some sort of crippling malady which left her unable to care for
her family, and Patty was now alone for at least a week, and probably
longer, in the house with Tom Jennings.


As she brushed her hair with long, rhythmic strokes, counting silently
to herself, Patty remembered the way Tom had looked at her over their
almost silent dinner that evening. That lustful look had been in his eyes,
making her feel uncomfortable and strangely vulnerable, and he had not
spoken at all to her  - almost as if he didnt trust himself to speak.
Finally, she had excused herself and gone into the living room to read the
evening paper, feeling an embarrassed flush color her cheeks the same
bright hue as her hair. He had come in there, too, sitting down opposite
her, staring at her over the top of his magazine, until she had defensively
decided to walk down to the corner newsstand to pick up a pocketbook to
read. When she had returned, Tom had been watching television and had
ignored her, seeming to be lost in another of his sulky moods. She had read
several chapters of the book shed bought, sitting on the patio in the mild
spring evening, and the familiar, peaceful, comforting sounds of crickets
and the barking of a neighbors dog had dispelled all of her foolish fears.
She had forgotten all about Tom when she had finally gone in to shower and
prepare for bed, forgotten that is until this very moment.


There was a soft knock on the bedroom door. Patty started, and in the
mirror she could see the door open and Tom Jennings step into the room. He
was smiling and carrying a glass of milk in his right hand; the smile
seemed somehow odd to Patty, and his eyes were intensely bright as he moved
toward her across the carpeted bedroom.


I brought you a glass of milk, he said, coming up behind her and
leaning close to her as he put the glass down on the vanity.


Patty moistened her lips nervously. Oh thank you, Mr. Jennings.
Thats very nice of you.


Not at all. His eyes moved slowly over her, looking into the mirror at
her barely concealed breasts, as if he could see through the thin material
of her nightie. His eyes dipped lower, looking at the creamy whiteness of
her thighs, at the faint hint of her loins where the garment ended even
though her legs were pressed tightly together. His smile seemed to widen as
he saw her discomfort, and he reached out and touched her bare shoulder,
lightly, with the tips of his fingers. Patty jumped involuntarily, the
contact of his fingers on her bare flesh somehow hot, somehow repulsive.
She shivered.


Jennings laughed silently, and moved away from her to sit on the bed
with his legs apart, a lewd position, as if he were exposing his privates
to her.


Patty looked sideways at him, quickly, at the way his thin polo shirt
stretched taut over his massive chest at the protrusion of his flabby
middle, at the way his trousers bunched in his crotch, outlining his penis
and testicles against the thin material She flushed and turned her gaze
back to the mirror, continuing to brush her hair, wishing he would leave,
feeling once again uneasy  and faintly frightened.


He said at length, Thats a pretty sexy piece of nightwear youve got
on there, Patty.


She didnt answer. Her throat was suddenly dry.


Ill bet Larry really liked it, didnt he? Jennings said, and there
was no mistaking the vulgarness of his meaning.


Again, Patty said nothing.


Yes sir, Jennings said, Ill bet my son really got himself all heated
up looking at you in that flimsy little nightie.


Patty took a long breath and exhaled it slowly. Mr. Jennings, if you
dont mind


Tell me something, honey, he interrupted.


What?


How is Larry in bed?


She gasped slightly. What kind of question is that? I dont


Ill bet hes good. Ill bet hes almost as good as his old man. A chip
off the old block, so to speak.


Patty was trembling in earnest now, completely frightened by her
father-in-laws words, his presence and his manner. Go away, she thought
fervently. Please go away and leave me alone. I dont want to hear any more
of this kind of talk.


Jennings said, You must be feeling a little horny now, eh, Patty? I
mean, its been more than three months since Larry left for Viet Nam, and
any warm-blooded woman whos gone without it for that long a time must be 
getting hot pants. And youre a warn-blooded woman, Patty girl, I can tell.
Oh yes, old Tom can tell about things like that, old Tom used to be quite a
cocksman in his day.


Stop it! she flared suddenly, turning toward him on the vanity seat.
Whats the matter with you? Why are you talking dirty to me?


Talking dirty? he said with elaborate innocence. Why, I dont know
what you mean.


Yes you do!


He laughed, his eyes staring at her belly, staring at the bottom of her
nightie She realized that she was facing toward him, that he could almost
see beneath the nightie at her naked womanhood, and she grew a brilliant
crimson and turned away from him again quickly. Mr. Jennings, she said,
will you please leave now? Id like to go to bed.


Whats the matter, honey? Dont you like old Tom?


Right at this moment, no! she shot back.


Tell the truth, now, he said. You are getting a little horny, arent
you?


No! Now will you


Sure you are. I can always tell. Its the way a woman walks. She walks
different when she hasnt had any loving for a while, when she hasnt had a
nice big cock to satisfy her


Please, Mr. Jennings, stop talking like that!


when she hasnt had a good, hot wild fuck in a long


Stop it! Stop it!


time and shes ready for it, ready to be fucked, ready to have a big
hot cock shoved up her cunt, a big hot cock like Ive got, honey girl


Patty jumped to her feet, her face livid, her eyes blazing with anger
and with fear. Youre youre crazy! she shouted at him. Youre crazy
and youre sick to talk to me like that, your own sons wife!


Oh come on now, he said, and a thin line of spittle flecked the
corners of his thick mouth. Where do you get that off acting so goddamn
righteous? I see the way you parade around here, wearing things like that
nightie, wiggling that young hot ass of yours, shaking those big tits.
Youre just asking for it, and you know goddamned well you are.


No! You really must be sick! Not me, Jennings said, his eyes
travelling ceaselessly, hotly over her. Im just a normal man with a cold
fish for a wife, a normal man who gets a big hard-on looking at a choice
piece of ass like you, sons wife or not. And what I see when I look at you
is a come-on, honey girl!, a big neon sign saying I want to be fucked, I
want to be fucked. You want cock, baby, you know that and I know it, if
you dont care whose cock, then neither do I. Its better if we keep it in
the family, anyway, dont you think?


You you animal!


Jennings stood up suddenly, his eyes narrowing, his big hands clenching
and unclenching at his sides. Dont you call me that! he snarled. Dont
you ever call me that!


Patty took a recoiling step backward, staring at him with increasing
tenor, seeing the unmistakable bulge which was in evidence along the left
leg of his trousers, the faint wet spot which stained the material at the
bottom of the bulge. He advanced toward her, licking his lips continuously
now, and then he began to talk to her in a low, lusting voice. Gladys
calls me an animal, my own wife, every time I want to fuck her. She called
me that on our goddamned wedding night, and shes been calling me that for
twenty-five years. Ive put up with it for that long because of Larry and
because of appearances involving my job. But I dont have to and Im not
going to put up with it from you, you prick-teasing little bitch!


Get get away from me!


The hell I will! he snapped, backing her against the far wall. His
breath was hot and fetid in her face, making her cringe, making a small
mewling sound escape her throat. I havent been laid in five months now,
two longer than its been for you, and I want my nuts cracked. Ive got a
load built up inside me that needs to be let loose, right now, and you,
honey girl, are going to let it loose for me inside that hot little belly
of yours!


No, no, no, no!


Oh yes, baby, oh yes. Ive had enough of your prick-teasing and now Im
going to sample what youve been putting on display. And youre going to
cooperate, understand, or Ill beat the living shit out of you!


Ill Ill scream if you touch me!


You do and Ill break your fucking neck! Jennings spat into her face.
Youll cooperate bitch! Youll give me a ride like you give Larry, like
you give my son!


Patty leaned against the cold wall of the bedroom, twisting her head
away from the lewdly contorted face which loomed above her. She felt
strangely detached, disembodied, as if she was dreaming all of this, as if
she could simply shake her head and wake up and find that everything which
had happened in these past few minutes had been a terrible nightmare. This
just cant be happening, it just cant! Her tortured mind screamed. My own
father-in-law, my husbands father, a man I trusted, the husband of a woman
who has been like a mother to me oh God, oh God, such perverted filth
cant be real.


Suddenly, Jennings hands shot out, gripping her shoulders with cruel
force. He crushed her to him, his lips seeking hers, his hands snaking
around behind her as he ground his pelvis against her stomach. She could
feel the hard bulge of his rising penis pressed against her abdomen, the
lewd ugly feel of his great weapon, and she began to struggle violently,
throwing her head from side to side in a vain attempt to escape his
questing lips, twisting her body in his squidlike embrace. And then his
mouth founds hers and he thrust his long, snaking tongue deep inside,
moving it around hers, tasting the roof of her mouth. She tried to clamp
down with her teeth over the wet, probing member, but the pressure of his
bulbous lips was enough to keep her mouth wedged open. Patty emitted low, 
agonized sounds as his hands crawled under the bottom of her nightie to cup
the soft, resilient mounds of her globular asscheeks, fingers pinching the
tender flesh mercilessly. He pulled his tongue from her mouth then, letting
it flick across her lips, across her chin and then upward along the
smoothness of her face, a hot, foul fire-brand on her sensitive flesh that
made her cringe with hate and humiliation.


Oh, honey girl, he crooned deep in his chest, you got the nicest ass
Ive ever felt, so soft, so soft and nice oh, honey girl, honey girl.


Her brain was whirling, trying desperately to find an avenue of escape
from his clutching hands. If she could knee him, crush his scrotum flat
with her up-pistoning leg but no, he was holding her too tightly, she
could scarcely even breathe in his vise grip. There was nothing she could
do, nothing


Jennings in that instant gathered his sons wife into his arms grinding
her against his chest, carrying her toward the bed. She wanted to scream,
but his threat of moments earlier stilt lingered in her mind; she knew
instinctively that he would carry it out, that he would beat her without
mercy if she didnt obey him, and she choked off the cry before it found
voice. Jennings threw her down on the bed, breathing hard, staring down at
her with his hot, hungry, carnal gaze. Then he reached toward her, and she
tried to hunch back, but the headboard prevented her from moving more than
a scant few inches, and his curled fingers found the neck of her thin
nightie and ripped it with animalistic fury from her body.


Patty heard him suck in his breath, saw the thin line of drool which
appeared on one side of his mouth and began to dribble down his chin, as he
looked for the first time upon her naked, voluptuous flesh. Jesus Christ!
Jennings muttered. Look at those tits! Ive never seen tits like that on
any woman, ever! And your cunt, oh Jesus what a fine juicy young cunt
youve got, honey girl.


Patty closed her eyes, trapped, nowhere to go, frightened, helpless,
with nothing to do except submit to this beast who stood slobbering above
her. Shame and degradation, utter loathing, ran rampant through her body
and even though it was a pathetically futile gesture, she dropped her hands
to partially cover her reddish-gold pubic fleece, her soft pink vagina,
from his sickly perverted sight. She heard him grunting, the whisper of a
zipper a sound she knew all too well  and some hidden perversity inside
her made her open her eyes to look up at him again. He was just struggling
out of his trousers, just pulling his white underpants down over his large
hairy legs. Then he straightened, leering at her, and she moaned in
helpless fright as she saw his huge, throbbing cock standing granite-hard,
curving slightly at the tip, from his paunch belly. She had never seen
anything so so ghastly, so horrifying in her life as Tom Jennings bloated
penis with its pulsating bluish-purple veins surging toward the
blood-filled head, tipped with the milky moistness of his escaping seminal
fluid. She prayed silently, anguishedly, for blessed unconsciousness to
free her from this terrible sight, from the ravagement of her sweet young 
flesh which would surely take place any moment now. But there was no
blackness to take her away from the horror of the moment, no respite at
all, and the fear grew within her by leaps and bounds.


Jennings grinned lewdly as he saw the growing terror in her eyes; oh
God, she was going to be a fuck and a half, she was going to be the best
fuck he had ever had, he was going to show her that a father can be a
better man than his son! He dropped his weight onto the bed, his mouth
hanging lax now and his eyes feasting on her alabaster flesh. He reached
out one hand and tore her concealing fingers from her pubic area, exposing
her lovely young pussy once again to his salacious vision. He put his hands
on her knees and moved them slowly upward, and when they reached her thighs
he dipped the tips of his fingers between the tightly pressed limbs, trying
to draw them apart in order to see all of her cuntal furrow. Patty
resisted, locking her legs closed with a cording of her muscles, and
Jennings cried out in rage, His fingers gouged into her sensitive flesh,
ripped her thighs apart cruelly, viciously, leaving ugly bruise marks on
her soft inner thighs which would turn black and blue in just a matter of
moments.


Aaaaaghhhhh! Patty screamed in sudden pain as her legs were wrenched
open, spread wide and held there by his steellike grip.


Goddamn you, you teasing little bitch, keep those legs open! Jennings
panted. "Keep em open, or Ill tie em open and beat you shitless
besides!


He released her then, tentatively watching to see what she would do.
Patty wanted to close her thighs again, hide her femininity from this foul
creature who was her husbands father, but his threat and the futility, the
terrible and irrevocable futility of the situation, caused her to leave
them spread obscenely wide. She closed her eyes again, leaning her head
back against the headboard, waiting, praying that it would be over soon.


Jennings stared at the soft, blood-swollen lips of young
daughter-in-laws open vagina and the drool fell from his mouth in a wider
stream. Holy Christ, but she had some beautiful cunt! Gladys pussy was a
dried-up, useless prune in comparison! He stared, fascinated, by the
involuntarily wet furrow glistening before his eyes, at the fear-trembling
clitoris, flaccid in its reddish covering of flesh. He reached out an
almost reverent finger to touch the fluted edges of the sweet young pussy
before him, and the power he felt when Patty tried to shrink back away from
his touch, tried to contract her cunt lips to escape his probing middle
finger, was rapturously enormous. He touched the moist pink phallus,
playing with it, reveling in the soft mewling cries which Patty sobbed
forth. Then he dipped his finger lower, tracing it along the sensitive
flesh of her slit, posing it at the opening of her vaginal orifice, poising
it there and then thrusting it savagely deep inside the moist, butter-soft
passage.


"Aaaaahhhhhhhhh! Patty screamed in agony.


He wiggled his finger around inside, glorying in the soft wetness 
flowing around it and the way the hole contracted convulsively, closing
around the worming digit. He drew it out part way and then thrust it
forward again, hearing Patty cry out another time, her hands gripping the
chenille bedspread more in humiliation than pain on either side of her. He
brought it out, shoved it home again and again. His cock throbbed and
leapt, emitting more seminal fluid as his arousal built higher and higher,
and his balls were like great heavy weights, aching and tender below the
pulsing shaft. He stared down at the wet, tender cuntal flesh he was
ravaging with his finger, spread open like a virginal sacrifice before his
feasting eyes, seeming to beckon to him.


He had to have her!


He had to fuck her right now!


Patty felt Tom Jennings throw himself full length beside her, felt his
finger pull from her emit with a wet sucking sound. And then he was
crawling on top of her, and she could feel the heavy, sweat-moistened
weight of him like a slippery, sickening snail covering her soft body and
he rose up slightly, taking his bloated cock with his right hand and aiming
it toward the helplessly quivering opening of her cunt.


Im going to fuck you now, honey girl! he panted evilly down into her
face. Im going to shove my cock right up into your tight little belly and
fuck the living hell out of you!


Patty moaned and writhed on the bed, tensing her body and suddenly he
thrust downward with his pelvis, sliding his huge, throbbing cock into the
moist opening hidden beneath the soft hair-lined lips of her pussy. Patty
felt a tremendous surge of excruciating pain and her legs splayed out
wildly as she helplessly accepted the full, white-hot length of his immense
cock, felt it tearing her soft yielding passage asunder as he flexed his
fleshy hips to drive the terrible cudgel deep, deep, deep up into her
quivering vaginal flesh.


Aaaaagggggghhhhhhh! she cried. Ooooooohhhhhhhhh!


She felt his hands move down under her, cupping her buttocks, lifting
them, squeezing them, and then sliding to the spot where his gigantic cock
was pistoning into her. The fingers brushed against the tightly clinging
ridges of flesh on either side of her young elastic-like slit and she
gasped and jerked her hips sharply, reflexively up against his. He battered
brutally into her, burying his hardened pole of cockflesh to the hilt in
her quivering vagina, Patty groaned piteously, trying futily to evade the
lust-maddened rapist who thrust into her, impaling her on his merciless
instrument of torture. His face was pressed between her large, swollen
breasts, tracing hot moist kisses there, racing his lips up over one of the
globes to suck the involuntarily hardened nipples deep into his mouth,
biting it without regard for anything but his own crazed passion. Patty
cried out in agonized pain as he nipped the bud between his sharp teeth,
rolled his tongue over the tiny sensitive berry, as he flexed and reflexed
his pelvis to send his monstrous fire-hot cock far up into her trembling
belly.


Patty writhed and bucked beneath his ravagement in a vain attempt to
throw him off as a wild stallion would attempt to throw off a rider, but
her movements only drove him on to wilder frenzy, to more frantic lickings
of her tits, to more savage thrusts into her now-inflamed cunt. He was
gasping and panting with sadistic delight, and his thick hot saliva flowed
down over her breasts, between their bodies so that his madly pounding
torso against hers made wet, slippery, sucking sounds of flesh smacking
against flesh in the confines of the silent bedroom.


Oh Jesus, oh Jesus, youre a wild fuck, honey girl youre a wild fuck,
wild fuck.


Im going to cum pretty soon, honey girl, going to fill your hot little
belly up with my cum juices


His filthy, depraved words rang terribly in Pattys ears, seeming to
echo and reverberate inside her head. He was fucking into her with long,
hard, pistoning strokes now, as if he were gathering strength for each
forward thrust from the very tips of his toes. His hands cupped under her
buttocks moved slightly, spreading the crevice between her legs wide to
accept his bouncing, sperm-weighed balls, reveling in the feel of his
testicles slapping down against the tiny puckered ring of her anus.


Patty was only half-conscious now, and in her semicomatose state she
felt that he was going to split her in half with his insane lunges, split
her right up the middle with an unhealable fissure, and groans of intense
pain burst from her tortured throat, comingling with the sucking sounds of
their slapping bodies to bring about a cacophony of noise that seemed to
deafen her. Suddenly, she felt him jam into her with his brutal probe even
harder, even more frenzied than before, and she knew that he was near his
orgasm. She prayed for it, twisted and flailed her body to bring it about,
to end this evil rape of her helpless flesh by her own father-in-law.


As if in confirmation of her thoughts, Jennings began to chant, Thats
it, honey girl, thats it, honey girl, fuck my cock, climb up my cock with
your cunt, thats it, thats it, thats iiiitttttttt!


He rammed forward, ceaselessly, viciously, interpreting her undulating
movements as signs of passion within her, as signs of excitement and total
lost abandonment in the perverse act, moaning and gurgling, feeling his rod
burrow itself far up into her screaming belly, feeling his balls batter
almost painfully against her asshole. And then


Oh oh ohhhhhhhhh, Christ, Im, Im there honey, girl Im
therrrrrreeeeeee, Im cuuummmmiiiiinnnnnggggggg!


Uuuuuuuugggggggg! Patty squealed in pain and terror as the first hot
jetting stream of his thick white cum burst through the engorged head of
his pile-driving cock, flowing against her womb in a seemingly never-ending
gusher of sticky fire, filling her completely, his seed blending with the
fluid overflowing her quivering cunt to drench his hands holding her ass
spread wide, turn the bedspread into a wet sea of sex juices beneath their
thrashing bodies. Finally, at long last, the last droplets of his climax
foamed out of the tiny eye of his glans, and he collapsed over her. The 
weight of him nearly driving the breath from her lungs, heaving and
panting. She could feel his cock slowly deflate in her battered vagina
until it was a limp and childlike toy that slipped from her sheath with a
tiny, anticlimatic popping sound.


She felt the tears, hot and anguished and salty begin to cascade from
her eyes, and she turned her head into the pillow, crying unabashedly now.
He raised his head, looking down into her flushed, wet face, and grinned
satiatedly. That was really something, wasnt it, honey girl? Didnt I
tell you old Tom used to be a cocksman? Well, it looks like he still is,
eh? It was the greatest, but it could have even been better if youd only
started moving your ass a little sooner Shut up!" she screamed suddenly
into the pillow. Shutttt upppp you filthy, disgusting beast!


What!


Get off me, get off me, let me up!" she wailed.


What the hells the matter with you?


Im Im going to tell your wife what you did to me! Im going to tell
Larry! Im going to tell whole world! I hope they lock you up in an
institution somewhere, a place with bars where you cant ever prey on women
with that evil thing of yours again!"


He slapped her abruptly, with the open palm of his hand, bringing it up
off the bed and lashing it stingingly across her cheek. Youre not going
to tell anybody, you hear me? he grated. Youre going to keep your mouth
shut!


No, no!


Goddamn right you are. You say anything to Larry or Gladys, and Ill
swear to hell and highwater that youre lying, that you made advances to me
and when I repulsed them you swore to get even with me. Ill make you out
to be the goddamned fucking gutter whore that you are, you hypocritical
little bitch!


Oh God, dear God


Whats the matter, you having second thoughts about it now? Jennings
asked contemptuously. You were really digging my big cock a couple of
minutes ago, and now youre acting like the ravaged virgin. Shit! Youre
the one responsible for what just happened, you remember that; you led me
into this, swinging around, begging to be fucked and then getting fucked
and liking it; and now you got the gall to pretend you were Miss Innocence
in the whole affair. Youre nothing but a gutter whore, and if you dont
keep your mouth shut Ill be the one to tell Gladys and Larry, and wherell
you be then? Right back in the gutter where you damned well belong!


His brutal, lashing words battered her brain like a series of savage
blows, and the tears came hotter and faster from her eyes. He slapped her
again and said, Well? Did you hear me?


She could only nod, reflexively, her head still turned away from him. He
grunted, satisfied, and she felt the crushing weight of his hirsute body
lift off her, move to the other side of the bed.


Patty lay there for what seemed like hours, but in reality was only a 
matter of minutes, sensing Jennings venal nearness, wanting to escape but
knowing there was nowhere to go. She merely lay still, crying out her shame
and degradation and torment.


At long last, Jennings said. Im going to the head, now; when I come
back, honey girl, maybe we can do a little more fucking. Youll cooperate,
wont you?"


Yes, she managed in a tiny, totally defeated voice.


He patted her naked, sweat-dried buttock. Thats my honey girl, he
said in a tone which was almost gentle. Then she felt his weight lift from
the bed, heard him pad into the bathroom. Moments later, there came the
sound of the toilet flushing; it seemed empty and faintly ominous in the
still and silent house


Chapter 2


Patty turned over, curling into a fetal position and silently began to
cry. The tears of shame and degradation rolled down her alabaster cheeks
and stained the sheets, and her lips quivered with remorse and
wretchedness. Yes, it was her fault. Mr. Jennings had been right She had
unconsciously tried to lead him on, to excite him, to try to arouse him as
a male animal. And all because her own mate, the man she had voluntarily
picked out of all the other hundreds of thousands of men in the world, was
away from her side and like all other women she did want to be wanted. His
father was all too right: she was nothing better than a gutter whore even
though she had never in her wildest dreams wanted it to go this far.


She moaned and rolled further into a ball, clenching her hands into
fists and closing her arms about her tender, recently defiled flesh. Oh
God how could she ever face Larry, her dear, sweet, kind husband who was
fighting so diligently in some disease ridden jungle for her and their
unborn childrens sake? How could she go to him, make him happy and loving
with the sperm of his father congealing inside her womb? And then another
even more horrible thought hit her. What if she were pregnant by this man
her own husbands father!


Mr. Jennings low hum of contentment came through the bathroom door.
Patty was tempted to turn over and see what he was doing, but she decided
against it, preferring to act as though she was asleep. Maybe he would
leave her alone, then, would honor her unconscious state and keep his hands
and penis to himself. Maybe she wouldnt be forced to again perform the
lewd and perverted incest he had insisted upon.


And she had subconsciously caused. A moan of agony escaped from her
lips.


Tom hummed the same monotonous tune from the bathroom to the bed. Her
back was to him but Patty could picture in her minds eye his rapacious
leer and sneering countenance and thick, bulging penis hanging from his 
groin and partially covered by a dewlap of belly fat. She heard him scratch
his hairy chest and yawn, and she thought that this was a good sign he was
sleepy, yawning like that, and perhaps she felt the bed sag and protest as
his weight forced it down, then he climbed under the sheet and moved up
against her. She could feel the warmth of his body as his naked flesh
molded to hers, and her backbone became encased with his chest and stomach
and her buttocks pressed against his thighs his cock rubbed the split of
her ass cheeks, tantalizingly close to her anus and his hot breath
streamed against the nape of her neck and then his hand slowly, silently
began to worm its way over her side.


Patty? he whispered, Are you awake, Patty?


She tensed up, every nerve on fire from his heathen touch. She pursed
her lips and refused to answer.


Patty? I want more. Dont you, sweetheart?


Sweetheart! That bastard, that son-of-a-bitch has the gall to call me
sweetheart after raping me! Patty clenched her teeth, swallowing the cry of
anguish which welled within her throat. The hot tears of subjugation began
to flow again. She prayed he wouldnt notice her crying and realize she
wasnt really asleep.


His fingers continued their nasty game. They teased and pawed like
lust-perverted spiders over her tender, satin skin, making goose bumps rise
in their trail.


Tomorrow, Patty, he crooned, Tomorrow well have all day to fuck.
Maybe other things, too. Good night, sweetheart.


Oh, would he stop calling me sweetheart! And tomorrow I cant face the
rays of sunlight and the horror of being exposed in the purity of the day.
Oh, God, no! Id rather die first! And that word fucking his crude,
filthy degrading language makes my stomach turn inside out. And other
things what did that mean?


Patty remembered the times when Larry had wanted her to kiss his penis,
to actually lean over while he stretched out on the bed and put her lips to
the head of his erected organ. And he said he would kiss her between the
legs in return. He had said it felt good. Not good, but fantastic. How
perverted, how sickening a thought. Is this what I will be subjected to
tomorrow with my father-in-law? His bulky stub of a penis jerking toward my
mouth? No no no! her mind screamed.


Yet Patty stayed quiet and still and presently Tom lost interest and
rolled over. Soon she heard him breathe the sighs of sleep and presently he
began to softly snore.


She thought what she should do. Run, Patty, run! her brain told her, but
where could she go? Who was there who would protect her? Was there a man
decent enough to understand what had happened and would fight off any
further attempts by her father-in-law? No, she knew of none. Certainly none
of Larrys so-called friends would help. They would tell him first chance
they got that is, after trying to make love to her for themselves. Her
marriage and the last vestiges of her self-respect would be shattered if 
she so much as dared to approach any of Larrys friends.


Suddenly she could not stand it any longer. There were too many things
to think about all at once; she was just going to have to get away,
anyplace, and then worry about sorting out her tortured mind. But get away
she must! Tonight! Before that mad beast beside her decided to crawl
between her legs and spew his seed into her again!


She waited long enough to assure herself that her father-in-law was
completely asleep and then cautiously she folded the covers back and got
out of the bed. Her bare feet touched the rug and she found her slippers,
then grabbing her bathrobe, she made her way out of the bedroom and down
the hall. Then she stopped, and holding her breath, crept across the room,
afraid with each step that he would hear her and wake up. Then she took
hold of his pants and silently slipped out of the room. She rifled his
pockets for his car keys and then dumping the pants on the floor, she
hurried to the garage and his three-year-old Chevy Impala.


She had forgotten just how bad the exhaust pipes of Toms car were. They
roared with the echoing sound of motorboats as she started the engine in
the garage, and she heard Toms shout as he awoke and realized she was
leaving. Luckily the garage door was open, she moved the lever into reverse
and stepped on the gas just as the massive hulk of Tom raced out the side
door.


He waved his fist, an almost ludicrous sight as he stood naked in the
driveway, silhouetted by the Impalas headlights. Then he was gone from her
vision as Patty gunned the car forward and down the otherwise quiet
residential street.


Marcia! That was it! The name of Marcia Allen came to Patty like a flash
as she neared the first traffic light. She had met Marcia Allen when Larry
had returned from boot camp. He had run across Marcias husband, Roger,
while he was in training. They had been in the same barracks together by
chance, and after they had found out they were from the same city, they
became friends. The four of them went out together a few times when Larry
and Roger were home, and Larry and she had even gone to a New Years Eve
party at the Allens. She liked Marcia and Roger and Marcia would surely
understand her plight of all people.


After all, Marcia was also alone. Her husband was away in Viet Nam now,
as was Larry, and that made a certain common bond between them. Patty drove
across town to a slightly better section around Westlake, and then to the
stucco duplex where Marcia Allen lived. Nervously licking her lips, and
extremely self-conscious of her nakedness under the flimsy bathrobe, Patty
hurried up the cement walk and rang the doorbell. At first nobody answered,
and she rang again.


Marcia!" she called out. Please let me in!" A light suddenly went on
in the back of the house, and then Patty heard the sounds of approaching
footsteps and then the door cracked open slightly, and the sleepy head of
Marcia peeked out.


Who is it?" she said groggily.


Patty, she replied breathlessly. Patty Jennings.


The door closed momentarily as Marcia removed the chain and then she
opened it wide. Come in, Patty, she said frowning, What brings you here
at this time of night?"


Oh God it was awful, Patty moaned, running in the house, I I she
choked on the words of her rape, and then sank to the couch beside the
door, sobbing bitterly and hysterically. Oh Marcia, help me!"


Marcia was completely taken aback by Pattys strange actions. She had
never seen the young wife of her husbands friend so distraught before; she
was nonplused as to what to do. She stood for a moment, looking down on the
obviously barely covered form, and pulled her own thin gown tighter around
her.


Marcia Allen was suddenly aware of Pattys female body.


She had to admit there was a certain amount of jealousy about her
reaction, for Patty was full breasted and ripe hipped, while Marcia felt
her own body was too thin. She had admired Patty from the first time they
had met, conscious of how the men stared at her flaming hair and rich skin
and bright, almost innocent eyes. She recalled how she had stood in front
of the full length mirror in the bedroom after Patty and Larry had gone
home that night, staring at her own nude reflection in the glass, almost
weeping at her small, tight breasts and thin hips. Roger had been in the
living room finishing the last of the scotch, and never knew that she was
so upset.


He would have laughed at her if he had known. How many times had he told
her that stupid phrase: The closer to the bone, the sweeter the meat!"


The same erotic impulse creeped up the insides of Marcias thighs as she
stood, trembling over Patty. Yes, that first night, alone in the bedroom,
she had molded and squeezed her breasts, trying to magically exercise them
into the exquisite balloons she knew lay encased in Pattys bra. Then her
hands had slid down the flat plain of her stomach and rubbed her loins, her
palms stroking her resilient skin, feeling her prominent hip bones and
pelvis, and then she dipped further, and her legs had parted, wet for
release and then her fingers tantalized the red lips of her vagina.


Oh Marcia, it was awful, just awful, Patty wailed. He was like an
animal, an enraged beast, with only one thing on his mind. Ooooohhhhh!
She continued to cry and Marcia pulled herself back to the present with a
jerk. She tried to comprehend what Patty was trying to tell her, what the
problem was which had brought her to this house in the dead of the night.


I never thought Larrys father could be so cruel, so depraved! Oh if
Gladys only knew what he had done! Suddenly Patty whipped the lower half
of her robe aside, and Marcia gasped.


Look, Marcia, look at the marks he left!


Marcia did stare, her whole being reacting with sudden lust at the
spread sight of Pattys naked cunt. Without modesty but without arousal,
either, Patty displayed the black and blue scarred inner thighs, and the
rough and ragged pubic mound. Marcia groaned, which Patty mistakenly took 
as a sigh of sympathy, and she sat down beside the woman, putting a hand
around Pattys shoulder to comfort her. It was also so that she could be
closer to that delectable young body which shone up at her.


The autumnal hued pubic hair still glistened from Toms savage fucking.
A droplet of dried cum remained near the top of the cuntal opening, a mute
testimony to the scene which Patty was hysterical over. The vagina was
blood engorged, with still swollen lips which stuck through the pubic hair
like a mountain range through the fog. It seemed to reach out to Marcia,
and she couldnt remove her eyes from its magnificence. It was soft and
lush, and with long lips and a tight, coral-hued slit, all well divided and
symmetrical and rounded. The whiteness of Pattys groin set off the carmine
redness of her warm, graceful seductiveness, and Marcia could imagine flame
to burst from her hole. Even the clitoris, large and still hard from the
rape, shown through and reminded Marcia of the Indian phrase for such a
vulva: abou tertour, the crested one. It was all she could do to stop
herself from reaching out with tender fingers and touching it.


Thats thats awful, she managed to reply. I cant think of anything
more horrible. Oh, Patty, oh you poor dear!


She pressed the distraught Patty to her, and the young girl nestled in
her shoulder, still crying with shame and humiliation. The robe slid still
further from Pattys thighs, exposing her belly and sides and Marcia
quivered with perverted desire.


What are you planning to do? Marcia asked.


I dont know. Im so confused and wretched! Mr. Jennings threatened to
blame it all on me, to tell Larry and Gladys I had seduced him, had egged
him on, if I so much as breathe a word of what happened. Oh, I cant lose
Larry! I cant take the chance hell believe his father and not his wife!
She broke away from Marcias grasp and looked up at her, tear stained eyes
pleading for help. What can I do? Oh, Marcia, what can I do?


Shhh, Patty, youre all upset. Things will look better in the morning.
Trust me. I mean, it was a repulsive thing which happened to you, but its
not the end of the world.


How how can you be so calm!


Well, face facts. Youre a big girl now, Patty. You werent physically
damaged, were you? I mean, you werent a virgin thats been torn apart and
youre not pregnant, are you?


"I I hope not. Patty convulsed at the thought. What if I am? Can you
imagine what would happen if Larry ever found out that he was a brother to
my child and not its father? It would crush him!


When was your menstrual period?"


What? Oh, I see what you mean. Last week.


There. You see? A chance in a thousand that you are pregnant from Tom.
Itll take some time to heal the mental scar, but maybe it would be wiser
to wait and see what develops with your father-in-law rather than go rush
into something foolish.


But where can I go, Marcia? I wont go back ever!


Marcia suddenly realized that an opportunity for her own gratification
was at hand. What is the matter with me? her mind cried out. My God, here I
am, setting this poor, raped friend of mine up for another depraved act
why cant I stop myself? Dont I like men enough. Why must I prey on women
on her as well?


Marcia knew the answer to her own questions. It was an answer she had
often had to live with. She liked sex; all kinds, all ways, all the time.
Roger was gone, there wasnt a man around to stick his cock inside her, so
she was going to have to try to interest Patty in the next best thing. A
womans touch. She groaned inwardly at the sensuous thought, then smiled at
Patty and said calmly: You can stay here as long as you like.


Can I? Can I really?


Certainly! Im all alone, and this house is built for two. That is, if
you dont mind sharing the bed with me.


Patty never caught the hesitation of Marcias reply. She was too
overjoyed at the prospect of a way out from the horrid situation she had
fled from to notice the intense and struggling facial features of Marcia
and the way her fingers stroked the robe gently. No, I dont mind. I
promise Ill be quiet and Ill help out with the housework and pitch in for
the food Marcia, Id be so grateful!


Marcia thought to herself of the pleasant ways which Patty could show
her gratefulness. Yes, Im sure everything will work out just fine!


The two girls talked over some hot coffee for another hour, Patty
telling all the gory details of the rapacious actions she had been part of,
and Marcia offering commiseration whenever possible. Marcia was on Pattys
side all the way, standing up beside her to ward off the evilness of the
male animal, or at least that was the impression she was trying to give. At
last it was time to retire, and after putting out towels for Patty and
showing her where she could put her things later, they were together,
alone, in the bedroom.


I sleep in the raw, Marcia said as she discarded her gown. I put this
on to answer the door, but I find the blankets are warm enough. Im stifled
otherwise.


Patty gulped as she viewed Marcias slender form. I I do the same
normally. She hesitated, her hands on the belt of her robe, then with a
small shrug as though saying Its all between us girls, she opened the
robe and slipped it from her shoulders. The two girls smiled at each other,
their nudeness a natural thing of beauty to each other.


Patty was struck by the slim, and to her, enviable, body before her.
Marcia had the apple shaped breasts and wasplike waist she had so often
desired for herself, and her hips had the kind of scalloped thighs and
slender loins of a woman built for sports. Patty glanced down at her own
fullness, wondering if she would be happier if she were more like Marcia,
if sex would be more stimulating if there were less flesh between the nerve
endings. She stared at the softness of the pubic hair between Marcias
legs, and the lewd picture came into her mind of a penis slipping wetly 
into the narrower aperture.


Marcia, as if reading Pattys brain, sat on the edge of the bed and
raised one leg to the spread, resting her thin, long-toed foot upon the
coverlet and seemingly inspected her toenails. There was no
self-consciousness about the fact that she was facing Patty with her cuntal
mouth splayed wide. The cool night air played across her thin lipped
vagina, making it tingle with urgency. She could almost feel her
lubricating juices beginning to seep from the insides of her pussy. She
knew that Patty was gazing at her crotch, and by some basic, animalistic
instinct, she also knew that Patty had the same urges, untapped as they may
be, to explore the same sex. With all the cunning of a female predator, she
smiled to herself and bided her time waiting waiting


Patty crawled under the covers on the other side of the bed, shaken at
the sudden strange intoxication which had swept over her. She couldnt
understand the peculiar tingling which had happened to her when she had
viewed the vaginal opening of her friend, the odd thrill at watching
Marcias small breasts perk up when she had removed the gown over her head,
and the way her dark, negroid colored nipples had contrasted with the
paleness of her skin. It was almost as if she was sexually aroused by this
woman!


Impossible! What a horrid thought! What a sick, sick thing to imagine!
First her whoredom with her husbands father and now lesbianism Oh God
what was happening to her, to the moral code which had been so much a part
of her life? Had she plummeted to the bottom of moral turpitude by being
apart from Larry? Was the loss of her hymen a signal to debauch herself in
carnal abuse?


She turned away from the now stretching woman who yawned beside her, and
tried to will herself asleep. Sleep eluded her.


Instead, her mind went back to an incident of many years previous, back
when she was but still a child, innocent and first awakening to the
mysteries of puberty. She was ten, her mother still alive, and the family
was visiting some relations who lived on a lake in Oregon. There, in the
little dressing room which was used for changing into swimming suits, she
had walked in on her Aunt Rosalie, who had been standing nude, drying
herself.


Everybody else had been up at the house, and it had been just Aunt
Rosalie and her, just like now it was just Marcia and herself. Aunt Rosalie
was a big woman with a figure almost as ripe as the one Patty had now, and
she had stood proud and spread legged, rubbing the woolly towel over her
thighs and pubic area, rubbing and rubbing and rubbing up and down until
Patty had come in and interrupted.


It was all as though it was happening again, Patty thought to herself as
she slipped into the drowsy dream-world of half sleep. The scene was vivid
before her minds eye


What are you doing, Auntie?" she had asked; and Auntie had merely said
she was drying herself, thats all. And would she like to have Auntie dry 
her, too?


Patty had giggled and wriggled out of her own wet suit and stood, her
slightly plump girlish body dripping and goosebumpy, and Auntie had closed
the towel around her and rubbed. She had rubbed Pattys hair and face and
arms and legs and then her tummy, stopping for a moment to tickle the sweet
little navel and causing Patty to laugh. Then upwards to the forming
breasts, and the tingling fingering through the material as Auntie rolled
the small teats between her thumb and forefinger.


What are you doing? Patty had asked, suddenly aware of a strange new
sensation; an electrifying, almost stinging charge which started at her
breasts and radiated throughout her body. She looked down at her Aunties
manipulations, fascinated to find that for the first time, her breasts
seemed to grow larger, that her little nipples were protruding and were
firm like light switches being turned on and off as they were stroked up
and down. Im Im getting bigger! she had said in awe.


Aunt Rosalie had hit upon the one fear Patty had the rather pointless
fear that her breasts werent going to develop. Auntie had chuckled and
rubbed harder. Why, this is how you make them bigger, sweets, she had
purred. You exercise them. A lot, just like your Aunt Rosalie does. And
look at mine! She had stopped with the towel and held out one breast for
Patty to examine, and Patty, with the curiosity of a child, had reached up
and touched the mammoth gland. Rosalie had moaned softly and at first Patty
had been afraid she had hurt her, but Rosalie had pressed the hand to her
breast tightly with her own, dropping the towel, and said; More, more,
sweets. See how my tit grows?


And it had. The large nipple seemed to burst from the ruby aureole
around it, popping into view like a worm from an apple, and Patty had
gasped. Rosalie had led her to the wood-slat bench and had told her to lie
down upon it, and then she had proceeded to exercise the tiny breasts,
causing Patty to breathe more rapidly and harder, Oh oh oh!


It had been terribly exciting, she had thought afterwards, but she never
knew whether it had been genuine passion or not. She had, in subsequent
years, refused to think it had been sexual arousal, for at that time, she
did not even know the word, much besides the feeling. She had automatically
reached out again and touched the wondrously soft breast of Auntie Rosalie,
and Auntie had then told her how to rub and twist and cup her so as to make
it better. Yes yes, sweets thats it thats it


Auntie Rosalie had soon moved her other hand down to the thin slit of
Pattys hairless little cunt, her eyes feasting on the mound, with
excitement. Patty had let her do it without question, not afraid or
worried, as Auntie was a wonderful friend she had loved. She had kept
massaging the warm breast Auntie proffered, tracing a finger over the
nipple, marveling on how it was so big and just stuck out! It was so firm
and had no prominent veins or anything imperfect about it as her mothers
had.


Oh, Patty, youre so good, Auntie had exclaimed. If you only knew how
much I wanted you since you came this summer! She had begun to twist
about, moving her body until it was beside Patty on the bench, her legs
stretched out and her heels off the floor and she continued to pillage the
virginal girls cunt. Patty had noticed that Aunties hand was no longer on
her breast but that it was between her own legs, pulling and stretching the
secret area hidden by the soft mat of pubic hair just as she was doing to
Patty. Her vaginal area was dry and Auntie Rosalies fingers hurt a little,
but she had been too full of wonder and excitement to protest.


Ooooohhhhhhh, Auntie had gasped. Ive just got to eat you up! Patty
hadnt know what she had meant, but merely stared as Auntie stood and
spread the towel on the floor, then beckoned to Patty to come join her.
Patty had dropped to her knees in front of the lying woman, and then arms
went about her and she had been pulled to Rosalie and they had kissed.
Aunties mouth was open and her tongue played around, and Patty, catching
the idea, opened her mouth and accepted the tongue. Auntie had rolled
about, clutching the child tightly to her, moaning and making noises and
moving her body against Patty. Then the aunt had moved from Pattys face
downwards, sucking the lump of forming breast, still shifting and moving
around. It was all so quick and new to Patty, but she had yet to complain,
it being so soft and gentle.


Rosalies tongue traversed Pattys belly and had gone deep into her
crotch. She had moved to a better position and spread the matchstick legs
apart and licked the insides of the young thighs and probed beneath the
crotch with her finger until the tip of it found the anus.


Oh, we have two little holes here, she had observed excitedly. And
lets see whats hidden in here.


Patty had lain transfixed as Auntie stretched apart the nubile cunt lips
and explored both visually and with her fingers. Later, Patty could
remember that, and she had repeated the act in front of mirrors, wondering
if her vagina really looked that pretty to somebody else. By the look on
Aunties face, it did at the time, and Patty had a great sense of pride, a
new feeling of confidence at becoming a woman


Auntie had licked upwards then, inserting her tongue where her fingers
had been, and Patty jerked with the wild touch. It had been so wonderful
and warm and nice and loving. The licking and sucking had continued as if
Auntie was trying to find something, although it had been too early in
Pattys maturation for a clitoris to be discernible. Patty had watched her
aunt intently, breathing heavier and heavier as the tongue had darted in
and out, loving the feeling of the suction of her lips.


Rosalie had shifted to her knees, her face and mouth pressed hard
between the little girls legs, and when Patty had moved her she could see
that her aunt had her hand between her own legs, and she had heard the
unmistakable slushing sound which later she had experienced when she
masturbated.


Oh oh Oh oh, Rosalie had moaned in a funny, slow whine. She had
raised her head long enough to say; Im going to cum, Patty. Im going 
to cum! Tell me you love me, Patty, tell me you love me!"


I love you, Auntie Rosalie.


Her body had convulsed and contorted in rapid jerks, and she had made
more pitiful whines and sighs. Then she had suddenly jumped upright into a
sitting position and looked at Patty with a wide and satisfied smile on her
face. Oh, sweets, you were wonderful! she had gurgled. She then grabbed
Patty in a tight embrace and kissed her cheeks and neck and shoulders. You
were so very good! But lets not tell Mummy or Daddy or anybody about this,
all right? Well keep this a secret just for us, and maybe, if youre a
good girl, we can do it again! Patty had nodded and smiled pleasantly
back, which evidently the aunt took as a sign of agreement.


She tossed in Marcias bed, whimpering and moaning with the dream of her
first experience with sex. She had tried to live it down, to forget about
her Auntie Rosalie and her lesbian ideas, but she had never quite
succeeded. There always seemed to be the spark of forbidden interest in the
back of her mind, springing to the fore during high school when she was in
the shower room with other naked girls, or at the YWCA, or when she caught
sight of pictures in the girlie magazines


Dimly she heard the faint rustling of the sheet beside her, but her
brain was unconscious enough to not tell her who it was. She tried to open
her eyes but they seemed weighed shut.


Patty, came the ethereal voice through the sleep clouds, Can I get
you anything? You seemed to be having a nightmare?


No, no, nothing Patty heard herself reply in a slurred voice. Who?


Its Marcia, Patty.


Patty felt one of her hands being stroked, and for some reason past her
comprehension the bedcovers seemed to have slipped from her. But it was so
warn.., so warm and the stroking felt so good.


Poor Patty. Poor, poor Patty, came Marcias voice from far away. Ill
rub your head, Patty. That will make you relax.


Patty felt the fingers, little points of softness around her forehead
and temples. She began to slumber again as the hypnotic voice continued.


I know what you need, Patty. You need to be loved, only gently, not
that brutal, crude way as Mr. Jennings did. You need a womans love, Patty,
I know you do


Yes Patty murmured in a drugged tone.


You have such a beautiful body, Patty. Would you like me to rub your
beautiful body just like Im rubbing your head? Of course you do.


Without waiting for an answer, Marcia moved her hands from Pattys face
down her arms, then back up and around the twin peaks of breasts, carefully
avoiding the nipples. Her eyes were hot upon the rounded globes, the teats
growing erect automatically. Yes, Marcia thought, men are the best, with
their great cocks and bloated balls and hairy bodies, but its nice to have
a woman once in a while a velvet smooth, creamy skinned female to fuck and
suck and crawl upon with passion.


She began to talk to Patty again, soothingly telling her how beautiful 
and desirable she was, and while she crooned, she stroked the now turgid
nipples and then slid one hand down the smooth, flat stomach and touched
the first downy soft pubic hairs.


Patty moaned slightly, her hips beginning to gyrate and she thought how
lovely was the feeling, how exquisitely nice. She reached up her hand and
Marcia pressed the fingertips against one tit, and Marcias cunt fired with
sudden desire. She stretched her nude body out against Patty and moaned as
Patty massaged mesmerically the diamond hard nipple. Gently she spread
Pattys vaginal lips apart and touched the bud of her clitoris. Patty
undulated at the sudden touch, and the clit rose to attention, the fluids
of her sexual awakening flowing on the already sweat stained sheets.


But who was doing this to me? Larry? Patty suddenly snapped into
consciousness and realized with full horror exactly who it was Marcia!
and what she was doing! Her eyes flew open just as Marcia bent her head and
her lips pressed against Pattys with an agile, pliant, sweet possession.
Dear God! I cant let myself do this! But it was too late. As the
flutterings of Marcias tongue enflamed her mouth, she capitulated to the
torment of her unfulfilled lust. Tom had raped her, but the damage had been
done. He had, in spite of her rejection, aroused her physical needs which
up until then she had been able to control since Larry had left. And now,
after dreaming of the incident with Auntie Rosalie, she could not have
resisted Marcias advances.


And in spite of the degradation she felt at accepting another womans
lovemaking, she responded. Patty sucked the invading tongue as Marcia
trailed her agile, spiderlike fingers over her body, tormenting her breasts
and thighs and vagina, their bodies locked together.


Finally Marcia raised above her, and she teased Pattys rigid nipple
while she roved her lascivious eyes over the lovely redheads voluptuous
nakedness. She trembled with anticipation as she spoke.


Im going to make you cum, Patty. Youre going to explode like you
never have before. I promise!


Patty moaned. Oh yes yes..


I promise Marcia repeated as she moved down the bed, her tongue
making a trail of hot saliva over the quivering passionate flesh. Patty
raised her head, and she was suddenly reminded of the similarity between
the scene now and the one with her aunt as Marcia nestled her head into the
hollow of her opened thighs. She felt the kisses on her tender, blood
filled vulva and the hot breath upon her pubic hair only there was a
difference. A wonderfully magical difference. This time it was more than a
nice feeling it was nirvana, heaven, complete mind-blowing Valhalla! The
swiftly flickering tongue sent taunting messages radiating up her body to
her brain, making her respond with conditioned reflexes.


Patty hissed and groaned and rolled her head from side to side on the
pillow, and her clitoris jerked and strained as Marcia grazingly tickled
the bud.


Marcia worked insanely, stroking from the top to the bottom and then 
back to the top of Pattys splayed, almost yearning cunt. Each gentle lap
brought an involuntary lifting of the loins, as the tip of her tongue toyed
with Pattys labia. She pressed her mouth closer, reaching up with her
hands to play with the juggling breasts. Her mouth was a seething, hot oven
of lust, invading the vaginal orifice and lashing the erect clitoris and
licking the whole wet furrow with an eellike tongue which was slippery with
flowing cuntal juices.


Patty mewled with uncontrollable, unsatiated passion. Her belly rippled
and she rubbed her hands against her thighs and curled her fingers in
Marcias strewing hair, forcing the womans face deeper to her burning
cunt. Marcia was gasping for breath sucking air in short surges so as to
not break the fervent contact of her eager mouth, tongue and lips. Even her
nose was burrowing the wild depraved groin, the odor of the female musk
driving her still wilder.


Oh oh Ooooohhhhh, I cant stand it!" Patty screamed. Its too much
too much!"


Her voice died in a strangled sob and sigh, but then broke out again in
a high pitched wail as the seething lust overflowed and swept through her.
She twisted in the grip of her sweet torture, twisting and writhing but
never breaking the mouth which was glued to her cunt. The tongue continued
to stroke her clitoris, sending lightning like stabs through her marrow.
She gasped and groaned and then she came, like the ravaging hurricane of a
summer season, to pound and wash and flood her senses.


Aaaaaaggggggghhhhhhh! she cried, lifting her buttocks off the bed.
Shuddering violently she relaxed as the climax passed over her.


But Marcia did not let go. She continued to pillage the clitoris and
vagina, licking the slightly acid secretions of Pattys orgiastic release,
sucking the swollen lips of her throbbing pussy, kissing the trembling
inner thighs.


Enough! Enough! whimpered Patty. But they both knew it wasnt. Patty
sobbed aloud and she convulsed, her hands once more locked in Marcias hair
as her stomach went rigid. She wanted, yet at the same time, did not want,
Marcia to stop. Again she spasmed inside, cumming once more, her heart
slamming wildly against her ribs, her mind adrift with the pleasure.


Then once more with Patty emitting animal like sounds from deep in her
chest, her eyes glazed and her mouth limply open.


And again and again and again for the rest of the night.


Chapter 3


The warm, diffused light of dawn shone through the bedroom window and
woke Patty the next morning. Curled into a small ball, her legs drawn up
with her arms circling them, hugging them, she opened her eyes and stared
at the bedside clock. It was eight-fifteen. At first, she thought she was 
home in her room at the Jennings' and that she ought to get up immediately
lest she be late for work this morning. Then, slowly, the sleep cobwebs
began to dissipate and she realized where she was, whose bed she was now
lying in, alone. And worse, what had happened last night, everything that
had happened last night.


A low, tremulous moan escaped her lips as wave after wave of shame and
degradation swept over her. Oh God, oh God, what had become of her? She was
lost, lost First she had experienced the sickly depraved rape at the hands
of her father-in-law and then, following her headlong flight, she had
allowed herself with condoning passivity to be sucked and kissed between
her legs by her best girl friend in an act of sheer lesbian degeneration.
And, most terrible of all, most horrifying of all, she had enjoyed that
illicit, orgiastic lovemaking and had climaxed again and again under
Marcia's expert tongue and mouth


Patty moaned again, and dimly she became aware of the sound of a shower
spray on tile walls. She listened, knowing that Marcia was in the bathroom,
bathing, preparing herself for work. Patty briefly entertained the thought
of getting up, of dressing and going to work herself but the idea left her
immediately. How could she work today? How could she go through the normal
motions of her everyday secretarial position, having to face her employer,
her coworkers? Too, she didn't have any clothing, had only the robe she had
been wearing when she had come here last evening.


No, she couldn't go to work, she would have to call in sick.


Abruptly, the sound of the shower ceased and Patty realized that Marcia
would soon be coming out of the bathroom. A certain panic seized control of
her brain momentarily. How could she face Marcia, for God's sake? How,
after last night, could she possibly look this woman who had been her
friend in the eye?


The bathroom door opened before she had an opportunity to further dwell
on the thought,


Marciaa fluffy bath towel wrapped around her slim body emerged into
the bedroom. Her face had a brightly pink, scrubbed look and she smiled
pleasantly as she saw that Patty was awake. She padded over to the bed and
sat down on the foot of it, looking tenderly at Patty. Good morning,
dear," she said. how do you feel today?


Patty turned her face away, staring at the wall, and didn't reply.


Marcia toyed with the bottom folds on the towel. "I know what you must
think of me, after last night, she said slowly. "I guess I'd best explain
about myself.


Patty said nothing.


"You see," Marcia went on, "I'm an extremely physical person. The needs
of my body govern my mind at times, if you know what I mean. I suppose I'm
oversexed anyway, but when I need lovemaking, when I need to make love, I
simply can't wait beyond that first sperate urge. I have to do it, or I
become so agitated I think I'm going to lose my mind sometimes. I'm not a
lesbian, Patty; I much prefer a man with me, inside me, a man to kiss the 
way I was kissing you last night. But with Roger in Viet Nam, and no other
man available right now, I well, I just had to have someone. I've had
women before, I'll admit not very often, but once in awhile, when I
couldn't find other outlets. I guess I really am sort of screwed up
sexually, but everyone has hangups, you know."


Patty turned her face toward her. "You mean, you you've been with other
men while Roger's been gone?"


"Yes I have," Marcia admitted. "One or two. I can't help myself, and
Roger knows that and understands. He also knows I love him, very much, and
that these other liaisons really don't mean a thing to me." She paused,
her face softening in a gentle, woman-to-woman smile. "I hope you'll
forgive me, honey, for last night. I I don't want to lose your friendship,
Patty.


Patty was struck with a sudden compassion for this woman who was her
friend, and the awful images in her brain of the lewd acts Marcia had
performed on her body faded and paled into insignificance. Who was she to
judge this poor woman? She, whom Tom Jennings had called a gutter whore and
said had been leading him on, tempting him with lascivious movements of her
lush body. If she expected to be forgiven for her transgressions, her
"hangups" as Marcia had put it, then couldn't she find it in her heart to
forgive another for hers?


"Oh Marcia," she said finally, "yes, I forgive you! I don't want to lose
your friendship either! But you-we must never do what we did again. You
have to promise me that"


"I promise," Marcia answered solemnly, and she reached out and clasped
Patty's hand. Then she stood, smiling, and returned to the bathroom. Patty
slid out of bed and put on her robe, wrapping it tightly around her. She
went out into the duplex's tiny kitchen and found fresh made coffee and
poured herself a cup. She was sitting at the breakfast nook, sipping it,
when Marcia came in, fully dressed, a few minutes later.


"Oh good, I see you found the coffee," Marcia said.


"Yes. It's very good."


Marcia beamed. "I've put out a loose-fitting housedress of mine which
you should be able to wear until you can get your clothes." She paused.
"Speaking of that, when are you going to pick up your clothes? And return
the Jennings' car?"


"I hadn't thought about it," Patty replied.


"Well, you should," Marcia told her. "I know you don't want to stay with
the Jennings any longer, and I certainly don't blame you, but your things
are there, after all, and you'll have to move them out. And if you don't
bring the car back, Larry's father is liable to have the police looking for
it; from what you've told me, he sounds like that sort of bastard."


"I guess I could do that this morning," Patty said reflectively. "He's
left for work by now, and there's no one else home; he always takes the
Muni bus."


"Good! Tell you what: I'll follow you to the Jennings' and help you load
your things into my car. Then we'll bring them back here."


"But I can't stay with you, Marcia," Patty said. "I'd be intruding.


"Nonsense! I'd love to have you, Patty, sincerely I would. I get
terribly lonesome for a friend sometimes."


"Well if you're sure you won't mind


"Not at all," Marcia said. "I'll call in to work and tell them I'll be
late this morning. Then, after you're dressed, we can be on our way."


"Oh!" Patty said suddenly. "I'll have to call in, too, to tell them I
won't


"Don't worry, honey. I've already taken care of that for you. I told
your boss you'd be taking a couple of days off, that you weren't feeling
too well. He said he understood. I really don't think you ought to go back
to work right away after an experience like you had with Larry's father."


"You're so good to me, Marcia," Patty said gratefully. "Thank you for
all you've done for me." She blushed slightly at the inference of inclusion
of last night's lesbian lovemaking.


Marcia seemed not to notice. "What else are friends for?" she asked
rhetorically, and moved toward the telephone in the hallway.


Patty was preparing supper, lamb chops and a tossed green salad with
roquefort dressing, when Marcia arrived home from work a little past six
that night.


Patty had spent the day uneventfully. She had returned Tom Jennings'
car, and the house had been deserted, as she had expected it to be. With
Marcia's help, they had moved as much of her belongings as Marcia's car
would allow and she had left a note for Jennings saying that she had moved
out and would pick up the remainder of her things, hers and Larry's at some
later date; she hadn't mentioned where she was staying.


When they had returned to Marcia's duplex and the clothing and other
items had been moved from the car inside, Marcia had bid Patty good-bye and
left for work. Patty had watched some television, trying to relax, and then
read an historical novel which she found in the storage closet until the
time came to prepare supper.


Marcia, coming into the kitchen now, said, "Patty, you didn't have to
bother making dinner."


"But I wanted to," Patty answered. "It gave me something to do."


"You're a dear," Marcia said. She sat down at the table as Patty began
to toss the salad in a large wooden bowl. "We've been invited to a party
tonight."


"A party?"


"Yes. At the home in St. Francis Woods, no less of Richard Renault.
You've heard of him, surely."


"No, I don't think so."


"Well, he's one of San Francisco's oldest and richest playboys, the heir
to a Peruvian tin mine fortune. You have to be well, terribly flattered
when he invites you to one of his exclusive little parties."


Patty frowned. "How do you know this Mr. Renault?"


"He ah, is a client of the brokerage firm where I work," Marcia replied
easily. "I've been to one other of his parties; they're great fun, Patty."


"But he doesn't even know who I am," Patty countered. "Why would he
invite me? Are you sure that he?"


"I told him all about you, and he insisted that I bring you along
tonight."


"Marcia, I really don't think a party


"It will do you good to get out and have some fun," Marcia told her.
"That's the best way to forget unpleasant experiences. Now I won't have
you sitting around here in a sad and depressed state, so please say you'll
come with me tonight."


"Well" Patty considered the idea for a moment, deciding that Marcia was
probably right; there was no purpose to be served in sitting around and
dwelling on life's dirty dealings. Why shouldn't she have a little fun,
meet some new people? God knew, she'd had enough unhappiness to last her a
lifetime. She said at length, "All right, Marcia, I will come tonight. It
sounds like it might be enjoyable."


"Oh it will be," Marcia said, smiling, It will be, honey.


After supper, and after the dishes had been done, Marcia and Patty
dressed for their outing. Patty selected a simply designed party dress,
carefully brushed and sprayed her long reddish-gold hair, and applied a
touch of perfume and some frosted pink lipstick. Marcia, wearing a clinging
red dress of rustling material, nodded her approval when Patty emerged
ready to go from the bathroom. "You look lovely, Patty!" she enthused.


"And so do you," Patty returned.


Smiling comradely, they went out to Marcia's car and drove across the
city to St. Francis Woods, an extremely fashionable section of San
Francisco. Marcia pulled to the curb on Buena Vista Terrace, in front of a
white stucco, Spanish architectured home with iron grillwork balconies and
a spacious, well-tended green lawn bisected by a red-brick path. The two
girls followed the path to a wide set of double doors which formed the
entranceway, and Marcia rang the ivory bell inlaid into the stucco; faint,
melodious chimes echoed throughout the interior.


Almost immediately, a Chinese houseboy, smiling pleasantly, admitted
them into a hallway. Mister Renault is in the study, ladies, he said.
This way, please.


He led them down the high-ceilinged hallway and through a door into a
darkly furnished room; the motif was Spanish, with luxuriant tapestries and
a brooding mural on one wall. On the right was a set of French doors in an
ovaled archway, opening onto a patio grown with oleander bushes and other
shadowed plants. A lush garden grew beyond it. Inside the room itself, on a
thick muted rug, a series of cushiony pillows of a dark gold color were
arranged in a wide circle before a leather couch. The only light came from
the moon, shining through the glass doors, and Patty could see four people
sitting cross-legged, Indian-fashion, on the pillows, three men and one
girl. As they entered, one of the men rose slowly and started across the 
room toward them; the Chinese houseboy slipped out and closed the door
behind him.


"Why is everybody sitting on those cushions?" Patty whispered to Marcia.


"Mr. Renault is kind of an eccentric," Her friend answered. "He's very
involved in Meditative Transmigration."


"What's that?"


"A mystical Eastern sect which believes in truth, beauty and the
eternity of the human soul."


"That doesn't sound very mystical to me," Patty responded. "It sounds
lovely."


"Oh, there's more to it than that," Marcia whispered. It becomes very
complicated if you listen to all the little intricacies which comprise it.


"Oh, I see," Patty said, not really seeing at all.


The man who had gotten up approached them now, his hand extended in
greeting. He was thin, short, and possessed a lined, leathery face that
disclosed his age as sixty or thereabouts; he had thick wavy gray hair and
a precise dove-gray mustache. He wore a velvet lounging robe, a deep wine
color.


"Hello, Marcia, my dear," he said, touching hands. Then he turned to
Patty, taking her hand and holding it for a moment. "I'm Richard Renault,"
he introduced himself to her. Rick, to my intimates. And you must be Patty
Jennings.


"Yes, she answered, smiling, a little flustered.


"Marcia's told me so much about you."


"I hope it was complimentary."


"Very complimentary indeed," Renault said. "Please come join the Circle.
I'll introduce you to my other guests."


They followed him across the study to the cluster of pillows. He said
then, "I would like to present two very lovely ladies, Marcia Allen, whom
you already know, and Patty Jennings."


Neither of the remaining two men stood, but both smiled up at Patty and
Marcia. Renault said, indicating the nearer of the two, a tall,
distinguished man with close-cropped blond hair. "This is Val Robbins, a
rather successful advertising executive. And the other gentleman " he
swept his hand to the shorter man across from Robbins, who had long, almost
shoulder-length hair and very wide, bushy sideburns is Frank Harrel, a
not-quite-so-successful but very talented artist.


Patty nodded to the two men, noticing that Robbins' eyes remained on
her, moving slowly up and down her body; she flushed a little, feeling
somewhat embarrassed and yet somewhat pleased, too, that he found her so
obviously attractive. He was, she decided, quite a handsome man in his own
right.


Renault said, The young lady is, ah, a guest in my house on a regular
basis, Miss Barbara Davis. The lone girl nodded up at them, tossing her
rich brown curls carelessly. She had large, finely defined breasts encased
in a thin black dress; her legs were bare, without stockings, and the hem 
of the dress had hiked up to expose most of her full white thighs; she
seemed not to notice, or if she did, to care.


Renault went over and sat on the pillow next to Barbara, and then raised
his hand to the two friends. Marcia, come sit next to Frank; and Patty,
please sit by Val if you will.


They obeyed, and Patty smiled at Val as she sat down next to him and
crossed her legs in the fashion of the others. She sensed then a certain
oddly unexplainable tension in the darkened air, as if all the others even
Marcia were waiting for something to begin. She really couldn't understand
it, though; she merely shrugged mentally and sat waiting.


They sat in silence for a long while, perhaps five minutes. The aging
head of Rick Renault was bowed and his eyes were closed, as if he were in a
deep trance; Patty wondered if he was meditating, remembering Marcia's
words. Finally, Renault raised his head and smiled at each of his guests in
turn. Then he reached down between his cushion and the one on which sat
Barbara Davis and produced a sculptured silver cigarette box. He held it up
in both hands for a moment, as if he was offering it for blessing to some
unseen deity; then he opened the lid and took a thin brown cylinder from
inside, muttering chanting words under his breath that Patty couldn't
understand. He passed the box to Barbara after a moment, and she also took
a cylinder and passed it on to Frank Harrel, who repeated the ritual. When
the box came to Patty, she took one of the rough, grainy items and saw in
the gloom that it was a cigarette. She frowned, looking at it, as the box
passed back to Renault. Their host returned it between the cushions and
produced then a series of small china cups which he passed around, so that
each member of the group had one.


Not wanting to sound naive, but at the same time completely puzzled by
the ritual of which she was a part, Patty turned to Val Robbins and
whispered, "What is this all about? I mean, I'm not sure I" She faltered,
blushing a little.


Val smiled reassuringly. "Rick is a strange sort of person at times," he
answered. "You just have to bear with him."


"What kind of cigarette is this?" Patty asked, and as she did so she
knew the answer even before Val told her. She had heard stories, read
articles, watched news programs on the subject, heard all the pros and
cons, the constant arguments, the vernacular terms: pot, weed, grass,
muggle, hash, reefers, Mary Jane, "Marijuana, of course," Val said,
somewhat surprised. "You mean you didn't know? Really?"


"Well, I" Patty was blushing feverishly now, and she was glad of the
darkness so that Val and the others were unable to see her. She felt
confused, extremely indecisive at that moment; she had never had any desire
to try marijuana, drugs of any kind, she had always said when asked her
opinion on the subject that such things were probably fine for other people
but not for her. Yet, she didn't believe that pot was harmful, that it led
to addiction to such things as heroin and cocaine and morphine; that was
just old-fashioned nonsense. And the idea of trying the relaxing drug for 
the first time, experiencing its effects was somehow wickedly exciting. I
really shouldn't, she thought, it's against the law, but if I don't I'll
seem like such a child to the others.


Renault had produced a silver lighter which matched the cigarette box,
and had flicked the wheel. Flame burst into the air-flickering eerily in
the darkness, making each of the six faces seem to be grotesquely satanic,
as if this little circle was a cult of devil worshippers. Renault lit his
muggle with the lighter and then passed it on to Barbara Davis, the flame
still burning. Patty watched the girl light her cigarette, pass it on to
Frank Harrel; she turned to Val again, having made up her mind to go
through with it, after all, marijuana didn't make you unaware of what you
were doing, she knew that much about it at least.


She said, "This this is my first time." Her voice was bold. "You'll
have to tell me what to do."


Val's face in the dancing light was surprised. "You really haven't
turned on before, have you? You're really not kidding me."


"No, I'm not."


"Well, then, you just take a drag like you would on a regular
cigarette," Val explained. "Hold the smoke in your lungs as long as you
can, and then let it out. Slowly, very slowly. You drag in slowly, too.
That's all there is to it."


Patty nodded, shivering with anticipatory nervousness. Finally, the
lighter came to her and she fired the short brown cylinder which she had
placed between her lips. She inhaled gently, as Val had instructed; the
smoke had an odd but not at all unpleasant taste, although it was very hot
curling into her lungs. She held it there bravely as she passed the lighter
on to Val, holding it there for the count of ten and then releasing it. She
tried a second inhalation, a third and a fourth; the smoke was not quite so
hot now, actually very smooth, and she was able to hold it in her lungs for
a longer period of time. The sweetish, almost cloying odor of the marijuana
seemed to fill the room as each of the six people smoked, and clouds of
smoke seemed to hang like a pall above their heads. The room was once again
dark as Renault had extinguished the lighter.


Patty took another puff on her muggle, and Val leaned close to her. How
do you feel?" he asked.


"Fine," she said. "But I don't think I'm turned on, or anything."


Val laughed softly. "Don't worry about that, honey. There's plenty of
time." He chuckled again and, suddenly, he placed his hand carelessly on
Patty's bare knee, just below the hem of her dress. He kneaded the smooth
satiny flesh tenderly with his fingers.


Patty felt a momentary anger at this familiarity, but it passed almost
as quickly as it had come. The thin cigarette seemed somehow to have dulled
her basic inhibitions; Val's hand felt warm and right on her knee, and to
take it away would be to take away the pleasant male touch on her flesh.
There wasn't anything wrong with a man and woman being close on an occasion
such as this one; in fact, she was really thankful for his attention as she
ventured into mental areas heretofore self-forbidden.


Patty finished the cigarette, watching the way Val dropped the narrow
remains and the ash into the little cup and then following suit. Almost
immediately, Renault produced the cigarette box and the ritual was
repeated. As she smoked her second reefer, Patty could feel a great peace
take hold of her body, an ultimate relaxing of all her tensions, a complete
abating of all the pressures of her world. She felt free and gentle, happy
and responsive, and when Val moved closer to her, sliding his hand upward
so that his fingertips were resting, caressing, on her soft inner thigh, a
scant inch from her panty-covered pubic mound, she made no move to stop
him. His touch felt so fine, so good She leaned against him as though she
had known him forever as she inhaled the sweet, pungent smoke, pressing her
soft, pliant breast against his arm. He was so nice, she thought through
her marijuana haze, such a nice, kind man


The second marijuana cigarette was nothing but ash now, and moments
later the ritual was repeated for a third time. Val's hand was stroking
Patty's leg and thigh now, up and down, fingertips almost but not quite
touching the soft silken crotchband of her panties. She was aware that her
feminine sex juices had begun to flow, moistening the thin material between
her legs, and that the first stirrings of sexual arousal were beginning to
burn slightly in her stomach. Such a wonderful feeling, the marijuana and
the passion comingling She began to squirm her buttocks down very gently
against the pillow as Val's hand teased its way up and down her naked
thigh. She drew on her third reefer, and the faces of the others in the
room no longer seemed like strangers to her.


They seemed soft and warm, like a close-knit family, in the glow of the
lighter flame and in the pale moonlight from the French doors. She felt a
need to take off her shoes and did so, with her left hand, wiggling her
naked toes against the wonderful silky material of the pillow, squirming
her buttocks down at the same time.


And then, suddenly, the man's fingers, next to her, reached her moist
panties, brushing against the outside of the filmy material, tracing upward
along her flimsily protected cuntal slit. She didn't jump or recoil from
his touch, it felt so nice to be stroked that way, and as though in a dream
she opened her legs wider to accept his caress, nuzzling protectively
against him as they both smoked. Time seemed not to exist for Patty now,
nothing seemed to exist except the great relaxed soft peacefulness that was
her body, even her admitted arousal was soft, not at all overpowering. It
was as if she could experience such feelings forever and not need the
release of her passion, just float along on the tide of pleasantness
forever and forever.


Val thought as he moved his middle finger up and down the drugged girl's
wet silk-covered vagina; Holy Christ, she's really something! I only met
her fifteen minutes ago, and here I am playing with her cunt! And what a
nice hot little cunt it is too! There isn't going to be any problem
throwing a fuck into this baby, no sir, and it's going to be one dandy fuck
unless I miss my guess. Her first time with pot, eh? Beautiful, beautiful!
She couldn't be reacting better if I'd planned it. And she'd been convinced
that she wasn't turned on! Jesus, Jesus!


Carefully, afraid to break the spell, he insinuated his finger inside
the tight elastic leg band of her panties now, drawing the material back
over the deliciously wet juicy lips of her cunt, with his forefinger and
then stroking the moist furrow with his middle finger, teasing upward along
the soft hair-lined slit to explore the entire lubricated expanse. She was
hot, all right, damned hot! He wormed his middle finger, just the tip, into
her vagina and with a soft moan she squirmed her firm young buttocks down
against the pillow pleasurably. He took the finger out then and found the
erect knob of her clitoris; it seemed to vibrate with delirious passion
against his digit and he tickled it with his fingernail, rubbing it back
and forth, back and forth. She made a pleased, relaxed sound, wiggling her
sensuous buttocks, her cunt seeming to open and close like the mouth of a
fish in anticipation as he slowly played with her open clitoris.


Renault, you lecherous bastard, you really know how to invite the right
women to these parties of yours! Val thought. A tender innocent-looking
piece like this Patty Jennings is what I've been looking forward to all
day, and you didn't disappoint me. Hell, you never do, Rick old man. That
last party, with Patty's friend Marcia, was a beaut, too. I've never had a
better fuck; that is, until now because this Patty is going to outdo her,
I've got a feeling about that and my big, stiff cock is never wrong about
such things.


Patty finished her third marijuana cigarette, as did the others, and
through drug dimmed eyes she watched Rick Renault get slowly to his feet.
As if slow-motion, she saw Barbara Davis take Renault's proffered hand and
pull herself up. Renault stepped closer to her and his fingers nimbly
unbuttoned two of the buttons on the front of her black dress. Patty saw
that she was not wearing a bra. Then Renault reached inside the bosom of
the dress and took one of Barbara's firm, darkly areoled breasts out and
held it cupped in the palm of his hand. He said a few short phrases in a
strange language which Patty did not understand, and then he lowered his
head to the nude breast he held and took the erect nipple between his
teeth, kissing it briefly, and then released it. Barbara stood robotlike as
he did this, her lips slightly parted in passion, then he returned the
breast inside the bodice of the garment.


He said then, "We shall leave you now. I wish you all pleasant happiness
for the evening." He took the girl's hand again. "Come, Barbara, dear." She
obeyed and together they walked to the door, and left the room.


Val whispered into Patty's ear, "He does that every time, kisses
Barbara's boob that way. It has some kind of symbolic meaning in this
Meditative Transmigration sect he belongs to."


"Mmmmm," Patty answered.


"We're supposed to do the same thing," Val said, breathing into her ear.


Patty nodded. How nice! she thought. Such a lovely gesture! She saw that
Frank Harrel, across from her, was unbuttoning Marcia's garment, removing
one of her slender, firm breasts and cupping it for a moment, as Renault
had done with Barbara's, then took the rigid nipple between his teeth.
Patty turned toward Val as he raised his left hand to her bosom, his right
still working gently, wonderfully, between her legs, in her strongly
excited cunt. Nimbly, he unbuttoned her dress, slid his hand around behind
her and unhooked her bra with deft fingers. Then her breast was free and in
his hand and he was lowering his head, taking her sensitive nipple into his
mouth, nibbling on it, kissing it, running his tongue around it.


Oh God, it felt so wonderful, she didn't want him to stop! She gave
herself up completely to the sensual arousal which was rapidly overtaking
her being, staring across at Frank Harrel and Marcia. The man called Frank
had bared both of Marcia's breasts now, and was alternately moving between
them, taking each nipple in turn into his mouth. Patty saw, dimly, that
Marcia's hand was on his fly, stroking gently the long thick bulge which
showed there.


Val took his lips from Patty's nipple and whispered against her ear,
still cupping the white succulent globe in his hand, You have wonderful
breasts, Patty. So soft and warm, and the nipples are delicious.


She leaned hard against him, her brain swirling now with a soft, easy
motion. She felt so unbelievably fabulous; she loved everybody in the whole
world and especially Val Robbins, this strange perfect man who had kissed
her breast and was playing so sensuously down between her open legs. It
wasn't wrong that he was touching her and fondling her so intimately, no it
wasn't wrong at all it was right, so right


Larry!


Her husband's name popped through the drug haze in her brain then, and
suddenly everything wasn't right any more. No, no, no! a warning bell
chimed in her mind. You mustn't let this strange man touch you that way any
more! You're married, a married woman in spite of all that's happened since
yesterday. You can't allow any more subjugation of yourself, certainly
can't passively allow your private parts to be touched by this stranger
until the arousal you feel consumes your body completely and you end up
allowing him to put his penis inside your vagina, to spew forth his sperm
into your belly like your husband's own father did such a short time ago.


She pulled away from Val's hands suddenly, in a convulsive movement that
slipped her breast free of his grasp, slipped his hand away from her lewdly
excited cunt and out from beneath her skirt. She tried frantically to
button her dress, succeeded in getting one of the buttons fastened.


Val was staring at her. "What's the matter, Patty?"


"Nothing, nothing!" she returned. She liked Val very much; he had been
so nice to her, but she just didn't want him to touch her any more. "I I
feel like I need some fresh air.


Yes, I I want to walk in the garden for awhile.


Val thought to himself; Damn it, she's having some second thoughts,
probably about her old man. I figured the pot to drive them all away. Well,
she's still turned on, no doubt about that, and if I'm patient I'll still
score, I'll still get into that warm, sweet pussy I've been playing


He smiled gently at her. "I understand, honey," he said. "I'll walk with
you. All right, Patty?"


"Yes," she responded slowly. "Yes, Val." She allowed him to take her
hand, help her to her feet as he too rose. He put his arm about her waist,
and she leaned gratefully against him, he was so nice, so kind, he just
couldn't touch her any more, that was all, and together they went to the
French doors. Val opened them and they stepped out into the balmy night,
onto the patio there. They walked along a path through the oleanders and
shrubbery, walking slowly.


Some of the marijuana fog seemed to lift from Patty's brain, but not
enough so that she didn't enjoy the pressure of Val's strong arm around her
waist, the comforting masculinity of his muscular body against hers. They
walked for several minutes, and then Val stopped and turned toward her. He
raised his hands to cup her face, looking tenderly into her eyes, and his
face in the moonlight was so soft and kind He kissed her then, gently,
touching her lips with the tip of his tongue but not forcing it between
them. Should she stop him from doing this too? she wondered dimly, but no a
kiss was all right, his lips tasted so sweet and his tongue was so warm
no, this was all right just as long as he didn't.


"Are you feeling better now, Honey?" he asked her.


"Yes, Val, oh yes" She clung to him, feeling the unwanted arousal begin
to course through her again, feeling her nipples harden into diamond chips
and her vagina begin to secrete lubricant once again. But it's wrong, wrong
to feel this way while you're gone, Larry, Larry no, it isn't really wrong
when it feels so good confused, I'm so confused


"Let's go back to the house now, Patty," Val said soothingly. "Come on
along."


"Yes," the young dazed girl answered, still confused and uncertain about
anything. She leaned against him as he took her arm and led her back along
the path.


They reached the patio and started toward the French doors. The
moonlight shone through the glass, and Patty could see clearly inside. What
she saw there made her stop abruptly, staring, clutching at Val's arm. "Oh
God, Val, Marcia and Frank are! She stopped, swallowing hard, turning her
face up to his.


"Yes," Val answered slowly. "I see them, Patty. It's beautiful, isn't
it?"


"Beautiful?"


"Yes. Nudity and lovemaking are beautiful, don't you think?" His voice
was soothing and intoning, almost hypnotic. "Soft and warm and beautiful,
Patty."


"Yes" She stared inside, listening as Val droned on behind her, telling
her how wonderful the sight was, how beautiful, and as she continued to
watch dazedly the actions of her married girl friend, Marcia and Frank 
Harrel on the study floor, she knew in her still fogged brain that the man
behind her was right, that it was everything he was saying it was.


She could feel her juices flowing faster and faster as she walked
forward trance like to the French doors, Val came up behind her,
whispering, telling her to watch the beauty within, to get onto her knees
and watch through the glass. She obeyed, sinking onto her knees on the cold
patio tile, cupping her hands to her eyes as she stared through rising
passion at the nakedly entwined couple ten feet away


Chapter 4


Marcia lay spread-eagled on the cushions, completely naked, and Frank
Harrel knelt between her widely spread legs. He ran his tongue slowly,
teasingly, up and down her slender body, moistly sucking her heaving
breasts and raising her nipples to cement hardness, then tracing a hot path
down along the writhing flatness of her stomach while she rolled her head
back and forth ecstatically, abandonedly.


Then Harrel dipped lower, scooting his legs back so that his face hung
greedily over her nude thighs and pussy, and then he moved downward, his
tongue sticking straight out like the beak of a giant predatory hawk, eager
to dine on the tender hungry cunt squirming below. Marcia writhed beneath
his flicking caress, her hand tangling in his long, black hair as she
pulled his lips to her open vagina like a woman possessed


Patty leaned forward on her knees, gripping the windowpane until her
fingers ached. She could not move from the obscene revelry before her, for
the sight of the man toying with the naked, squirming woman who was her
best friend mesmerized her. She knew dimly she should turn away from the
lewd and depraved sight, but she could not.


Behind her, Val lit a marijuana cigarette he'd taken from the box,
puffed on it to make sure it was going, then pressed the brown papered
reefer into Patty's unnerved lips. She drew deeply from habit, without
hesitation, not knowing or even caring that it was more of the
will-destroying drug. The sweet, acrid smoke curled up, taking with it the
last of her mental revulsion and moral hesitations, and her head lightened
and her eyes became lidded as each drag burned her lungs like searing fire.
As the heated potion filled her body with full euphoria, she suddenly
returned to the carnal scene before her with studied detachment, wickedly
enjoying the view.


Marcia never looked better, she thought as she gazed with intoxicated
enrapturement at the enchanting couple. Like a lamb in sacrifice, with the
high priest, Frank Harrel, working her up to a fevered pitch of heavenly
bliss. Marcia's glasslike eyes stared into the darkness as Frank placed
himself below her rapidly rising and falling belly, his hands pressing the
smooth skin of her thighs and his thumbs pressing the outer pink flanges of
her cunt lips. Marcia gasped as he massaged her pubic area with his
fingers, letting them crawl through her pubic hair and knead the resilient
skin of her abdomen, parting the vaginal slit to expose the gaping hole of
her excited young pussy. Patty wriggled closer, and strained to catch a
glimpse of the dainty bud of her friend's clitoris, which was just visible
as it throbbed into hardness above the stretched ring of her cuntal mouth.


Then Frank's head dropped again, his long wet tongue snaking out to
tease the palpitating little button of raw nerves, flicking around the top
of her blood rich slit. Marcia jerked from the electric contact and she
clamped her legs like a steel vise around Frank's rotating face, her soft
inner thighs corded with exertion, her hips slowly swaying in rhythm to his
probing, slavering mouth. She was caught in a smoke-filled, lust perverted
fit of sexual madness, and she raised her buttocks off the cushion to feel
his sucking lips deeper against her vagina.


Patty gaped in disbelief as she watched Marcia twisting like a bitch in
heat to the depraved licking of her loins, and she drew deeply on the
cigarette, feeling the forbidden inhalations open her mind like the
flowering of some exotic plant bud to the sun. Her own torso began to
writhe involuntarily to the surrender she saw in the room, and she groaned
in empathetic abandonment to the nerve-shattering sucking of Frank's mouth
and lips. Val had moved directly behind the sexually mesmerized girl, and
stretched over her, and she could sense his hot presence and fevered breath
upon her as he pressed himself to her back and buttocks. His arms extended
around her, unbuttoned the dress again, slid inside to tease her still-nude
breasts, massaging and cupping in a circular motion to the same tempo as
Frank was keeping on her girl friend, and Patty began to squirm, leaning
back hard against him. Through the thin material of their clothes, she
could feel the burgeoning stiffness of his cock as it swelled into
erection, and it pressed through her dress into the crevice of her soft,
yielding buttocks, the folds of her skirt grating her tiny, vulnerable
anus. Warning spasms of pleasure rippled from her heated loins and up past
her belly to the hardening nipples of her kneaded breasts.


The last vestiges of her defense broke into nothingness as the fourth
reefer seized her mind and Val's hand left her breasts and began to fumble
with the bodice of her dress. Slowly, ever so gently, Val undid all the
buttons until the dress was open from neck to abdomen, her full, firm young
breasts swaying free with passion, and as Val slipped his hands between the
fabric and her hot skin once more, a cool rush of air blew by the breasts,
causing her to gasp from the sudden iciness on her nipples. Then his
fingers closed again over the resilient mounds, trapping the berries
between thumb and forefinger, squeezing each engorged teat until an
excruciating sensation made her dizzy from the pleasure. She opened her
mouth and an involuntary sigh of ecstasy escaped from her throat, and she
pushed still harder back against Val's barely covered cock, wiggling his
hardness deeper into the crack of her contracting ass cheeks.


Patty still watched wide-eyed as Marcia and Frank passionately attacked 
each other. Frank worked his lips up Marcia's crawling body, slowly, then
quickly, then pausing to flick at an especially sensitive spot, bringing
further groans of delight and frustration from Marcia's clenched teeth. It
was then that Patty first saw Frank's thick, hardened penis protruding from
his crotch.


She sucked in her breath at the sight of his huge, magnificent organ. It
looked like the shaft of a giant redwood tree, its blood enraged skin like
burnt umber bark against the black forest of his pubic bush. Its enormously
thick head paused over the slippery, saliva soaked vagina of Marcia, and
Patty's impulsive thought was that it was going to ram immediately into her
girl friend, but it did not. Instead he slowly slid all the way up her body
and straddled her breasts, and the pressed balloons of flesh squeezed out
from the sides of Frank's thighs like the cushions Marcia lay upon. The
ramrod prick was but a scant few inches from Marcia's gasping mouth, its
scarlet, rubbery tip oozing fluid with anticipation. The droplets sparkled
as they dribbled down the cock and dropped upon Marcia's heaving neck. Then
Frank turned slightly and reaching back behind his buttocks with a quick
jerk of one hand, he shoved his middle finger deep up Marcia's widespread
cunt, skewering her pink rimmed slit upon his palm. She spasmed as he
rotated his finger in her, teasing the wet sensitive cavern of her vagina
until she panted and groaned like a lost banshee to the lascivious
plundering of her loins.


Patty could see how Marcia was trying to squirm from beneath Frank's
torturous hold, but he clamped her to the cushions with his knees tightly
around her arms and shoulders. A lewd sadistic grin lined his mouth as he
reached with his other hand and stroked his penis, pulling back the
foreskin to let the full, bloated head pop toward Marcia's open lips.
Marcia leaned forward as though the cock was a life sustaining meal, the
cords of her neck standing out to Patty's shocked view, and then her tongue
darted out and she lapped the thin string of lubricant hungrily.


The muscles of Patty's own body were as tight as a bow string as she
struggled with sympathy for Marcia's predicament. She reacted involuntarily
to Val's maddening caresses, whimpering as he raised one arm, then the
other, to remove the dress from her shoulders, drawing it back and over her
buttocks until it lay pooled around her bare feet. His fingers moved down
her spine then, around to her smooth, flat belly, up to her breasts again,
and then to the elastic band of her virginal white panties. Val toyed with
the nylon underwear for a moment, teasing the vee of her crotch and the
secretion band around her pubic area. The hands curled under the wispy
material and plunged downward toward her pubic triangle, fondling the
moist, wet slit of her vulva, scraping with one nail the tantalizing
protuberance of her clitoris, sending it springing upright for more. Patty
groaned and quivered as the tight elastic opening of her cunt sent stabs of
sexual frenzy enervating throughout her body. The Gorgon-sized monstrosity
of his manhood was pressed like glue to the passion perspired crevice of
her ass as though it had a life of its own, and she ground against it, 
imprisoned licentiously between it and the teasing fingers which were
worming around deep in her clasping pussy.


Val began a gentle rocking thrust to which she responded in time, while
Marcia finally jerked forward enough to make full contact with Frank's
turgid cock-head. Patty contracted her throat, for she was certain that as
Marcia tightened her lips like a rubber band around Frank she would choke
and gag on the monstrous stump buried between her cheeks, but Marcia did
not, sucking it voraciously as though she had waited all her life for this
magnificent moment.


Frank, his eyes aglitter and his mouth wide with beautiful agony, raised
himself over the suckling female, and he began to pump his cock cruelly in
her mouth like a cow offering her udder to a calf. He held Marcia's hair
and his expression was one of horrid, ecstatic delight which Patty had
never dreamed to be possible. Marcia, her lips puckering elastically with
all their might gnawed and nibbled obscenely, and the raw sight made Patty
lick her own lips, her tongue circled nervously and her aroused pussy
drenched Val's hand with its sticky secretions.


Val had seen Frank's fat penis fuck deeper into Marcia's mouth, and his
own drubbing instrument slithered inside his pants, bursting for release.
It was as exciting to him as it was to her, and he leaned forward and
whispered in Patty's ear: "I've got to have you now!"


"Oh no! Oh please no, not here, not now!" she moaned between clenched
teeth, but she was totally unable to stop her body's reaction against his
teasing machinations. Her buttocks continued to rock back and forth as the
lewd words he had spoken filtered through her drug-hazed brain and excited
her more than ever.


I'm going to fuck you, and we'll watch at the same time!


She whimpered with abject surrender, her muscles like so much putty as
he pushed her forward, her face pressed tightly to the window in front of
her. She shuddered as Val drew her panties down over the smooth, white
cheeks of her ass to hang uselessly down around her thighs. The air once
more washed her tender skin, and she blushed with sudden shame, for her
whole rear end was naked and exposed to the lascivious gaze of this wanton
stranger, a lewd invitation to whatever debauched game he wished to play on
her. A final, dim thought of her husband, Larry, flickered unevenly through
her fogged mind, and then she heard the sharp, metallic rasp of Val's fly
as he pulled down his zipper.


"Aaaahhh," Val sighed. "That's better!" His long, lust-hardened cock
burst from the pants into welcomed freedom, waving in the night like some
medieval battle standard. He dropped to his knees, not wishing to give
Patty the chance to reconsider, and he rubbed his face into her buttocks,
screwing his slender nose between the cheeks to touch the tantalizing
nakedness of her ass. His tongue snaked out and licked moistly the entire
length of her sweat dampened loins, then upwards to flick around the tiny
puckered sphincter muscle of her anus.


"Ooooooh," Patty breathed as the strange unknown lappings tickled her 
nude flesh, teasing her asshole like some nether-world demon. She jerked
back upon the wet, sensuous probe, revolving her buttocks in tiny circles
so as to completely sink in the lubricious rape of her loins. She had never
known this before not even with her husband, who never touched her rectum,
nor with Marcia and she knew it was wicked, deliciously evil, like nothing
else in the world. She relished the lewd tingling joy of Val's tongue
convoluting around her bowels until she thought her whole body was going to
explode in a thousand fiery fragments.


Val chuckled obscenely and stopped. Patty clenched the muscles of her
buttocks with a sudden fear of what was to happen next, and then she sensed
Val's rising and standing over her, his elongated penis quivering along the
tiny bone ridge of her coccyx, its head just touching her quivering flesh.
Then he dipped slightly and the monstrous member pressed into the soft,
yielding crevice of her buttocks where seconds ago his tongue had played so
deliriously. She drew away, but it followed, and her forehead was right
against the glass, making it impossible for her to move forward any more.
There was nowhere else to go! Her cringing body was trapped between the
window and the searching, prodding monster behind her. It nestled in her
anus, and she realized what it and Val wanted of her.


"No not that don't put it in there, Val," she pleaded, "It's too big!
You'll tear me open!"


He did not heed her cries. Instead he dug his hands into her exposed
thighs and gripped her harshly, his fingers clawing her soft white flesh.
"Reach behind and put it in," he snapped. "Put it in that sweet little
asshole of yours!"


"Oh no," she gasped. I just can't!


"Put it in, I say! he commanded again, and he squeezed the globes of
her buttocks until she groaned from the pain. In desperation she reached
behind her as he had directed and closed her fingers around his rockhard
cock, feeling it throbbing in lewd anticipation.


"That's it! That's it! Now in your asshole!


Patty trembled from the man's vile words. The huge, lusting bulbous head
of his cock began to slowly, tantalizingly work its insidious way between
the puckered ring of her rectum, and as much as the first tiny exploratory
thrust hurt, she still managed to hold his bludgeon still at the
defenseless door of her backside, gritting her teeth from the pain she
realized would be forthcoming.


Oh God it's going to hurt! When he shoves his gigantic member to the
hilt up my rectum, it's going to hurt terribly. But I don't care! Oh God, I
want him to! I want him to tear the last orifice of my virginity from me!
Make me the complete slut I know I am inside! "Oh yes," she screamed at
Val, "Fuck me! Fuck me there, darling!"


And then she gasped, her thoughts shut off as a violent ripple of pain
shot through her, for Val, lust maddened by her sudden and complete
surrender to his desires, pounded forward, worming his hardened cock deep
into the warm rubbery depths of her resisting anus, burying it to the base 
of his testicles in one bold stroke. He clutched her buttocks harder, and
still jerked deeper into the forbidden treasures of her backside. He could
feel the tip of his cock hit her bowels, forcing her face harder into the
glass in front of her. He began heaving with long sawing motions, the
smooth rubbery walls of Patty's lewdly exploited anal passage expanding
before the alien invasion.


"AAAAgggggghhhh!" Patty growled. "Oh Val, Oh God! Have mercy! It hurts!
It hurts horribly!"


"Relax it'll start feeling better in just a little bit!"


Numbly, Patty tried to obey, but she felt as if she were on fire inside.
The great penis penetrated her like a giant drilling rig, tunneling deep
into unknown rockhard flesh. She struggled and swung her buttocks in a vain
attempt to find a more comfortable position, but she was a hopeless
prisoner, stuck on the lust-hardened cock like a butterfly on a pin. Her
widely stretched anal walls cringed with the unaccustomed size of the
instrument that seemed imbedded to her belly, and she moaned, her mouth
opening and closing to the sensational torture.


The glass fogged from her hot breath, but still she could see Marcia's
soft lips clasping hungrily on the turgid bronzed cock surging into her
mouth. The thin, ribbed line of her lips clung to it as though it were held
there by some magic clamp, and Frank grinned lewdly above her as he fucked
her mouth like another vagina. Marcia's lust contorted features swirled
around his pistoning shaft, sucking and licking as though she were
devouring a lollypop, and somehow she had freed both hands from her sides
and was masturbating his cock at the base, entwining her fingers around the
balls and pubic hair and beating a tattoo of orgiastic rhythm as she
demonically sucked him to orgasm. Patty could see white, hot seminal fluid
drip from the corners of her mouth and dribble in tiny rivulets down her
hollowed cheeks, a transparent sign of the extent of Marcia's revelation in
Frank's cruel, inhuman subjugation of her open mouth.


Behind her, Val gasped and panted with delight and began to rock
rhythmically in and out of the agonized anal confines. His prediction
started to come true, for as her rectum accustomed itself to the gigantic
pole of hardened flesh it housed, she was overwhelmed with a sudden burst
of desire. She realized that it felt good, being fucked back there that
sodomy was one perversion that she wanted more of, and her head flailed
from side to side as she buffeted harder and harder against Val's hot,
throbbing penis. His bloated testicles slapped resoundingly against the
passion drenched lips of her vagina below, and again she looked dazedly at
the depraved sucking of Frank's cock by her girl friend through the window.
Coupled with the new thrill of her own ravishment, the sight sent further
familiar thrills of wickedness coursing through her body, and she undulated
her buttocks faster and faster, lasciviously rotating in time to the
thundering penis.


Stooped over her animal positioned body, Val gritted his teeth and
fucked in and out with long, hard lunges that seemed to receive their 
momentum from the very balls of his feet. A feeling of exhilarating power
rippled through his limbs as he gripped her hips still harder, forcing her
into utter total abandonment to the mighty battering ram which hammered
relentlessly within her. He could feel the fleshy ridges of her rectal
passage rub and give way before his cock, and he pressed even further,
causing a groan of agony from Patty's tortured throat as she struggled
helplessly beneath his mastery of her helpless mind and body.


He stretched the quivering moons of her ass wide with his fingers and
looked down with a satisfied leer, entranced by the pink folds of wet,
glistening flesh clinging tightly to his rampant tool. He levered forward
suddenly and stuck his sensitive, engorged head another half inch, the
resistance in her ass so great as to make Patty squeal like a stuck pig. He
knew she had never been fucked this way or so deep before and he routed his
prick head inside her, enlarging the anus and feeling the squeezing clasp
of her tightly resisting back passage grip his rigidity better than any
cunt he'd ever had. His balls filled and filled again with overflowing
loads of hot, stewing cum juice, almost ready to squirt like a giant,
erupting enema inside her.


Patty's eyes became glazed with the lost fog of passion. She tried to
spread her buttocks wider, moving her feet as best she could, stretching
the flimsy panties still clinging to her thighs apart with difficulty. The
obscene coolness of Val's zipper pressed tightly to her inner thighs, and
the shrubbery of black pubic hair at the base of his cock brushed
tantalizingly against the soft flesh of her ass. She dropped to her elbows,
lifting her buttocks higher to his driving prick, and her breasts squashed
flat against the cold surface of the patio tile. As she rotated her upper
torso, her distended nipples grazed against the material of her bra and
dress, causing them discomfort, but they were like masochistic machines
which gleaned pleasure from the sadistic stinging. Val's tunneling
instrument grazed against the walls of her intestines, its spongy head
probing deeper and deeper where no man had ever fucked her before.


In her euphoric state of sexual saturation, Patty had completely lost
her feelings of humiliation at being treated like a whore, prostrating
herself on her knees before the majesty of Val's sceptrelike cock as he
screwed her in the asshole, venting his lust upon her naked bowels. Her
ruined panties hung tattered, around her legs like a scarred battle flag
lowered to surrender, soft, silky panties which she had hoped to wear for
her husband when he finally came home to her. All that mattered to her was
the sodomistic obscenities which coursed through her like fire out of
control. She wanted Val's cock inside her, wanted to be subjected to the
lewd demands placed on her pleasure sated flesh.


Marcia was still before her eyes sucking at Frank's expanding penis like
a wild woman. She scratched her fingernails lightly over his testicles and
reached up and probed briefly the brown, ribbed vale of his anus, then
retraced her path along his quivering inner thighs. She continued to suck
Frank in rhythmic convolutions, swirling her tongue maddeningly over his 
blood infested head, nuzzling the long underside with her lips as he
plunged and stroked like a demon gone wild into her lewdly ovaled mouth.


It was obvious how Frank enjoyed the ministrations she was lavishing on
his bloated member. He ogled with sadistic interest as she sucked him; the
soft, pink skin of her lips puckering outward and then back in as she
pumped the length of his penis. The sight seemed to increase his arousal
and his loins tensed and jerked downwards over her face, his fleshy expanse
disappearing with his hard thrust so that a bare thin band of cock showed
glistening with saliva between her lips.


Her tongue worked around his rod with nerve-shattering lust, like a
thing gone wild, and Patty could see Marcia's cheeks boil with the hungry
convulsions of tongue and penis. Marcia was completely gone, her
concentration as full and intense as a hungry child sucking on its mother's
breast. Her breasts heaved and danced around her chest, adding to the
sensual picture Patty viewed.


Patty could not hear Frank, but he was mouthing words which seemed to
say: "Suck it! Suck it!" over and over like a broken record. Marcia slaved
below, her body glistening from the effort in postules of lust-sweat, and
Frank groaned and shoved down upon her face, his tongue licking his lips in
anticipation of the final maddening release he knew to be soon coming.


Dimly Patty realized that he was going to cum in her mouth, and when he
did, she would surely struggle. His hot surging sperm would hopelessly
overwhelm her throat and stomach and she would be flooded by the torrent.
He'd kill her, she knew it!


And as horrified she watched, Frank jerked back, releasing his penis
from the warm folds of Marcia's lips, and he held the quivering erectile,
its angry red glans a scant two inches from the still hungry, still
yearning mouth. Then, as if the gates of a giant dam itself had opened, a
spewing, pummeling flow of hot, white semen jetted forth from its tip, a
small river of warm milk which arched like a rainbow and shot straight into
the waiting cauldron of Marcia's cheeks. The thick, bursting squirts
streamed continuously, filling her mouth to the brim and she swallowed
voraciously, attempting not to lose one precious drop. The hot, virile
fluid slid down her gulping throat, her Adam's apple bobbing like a yo-yo
gone crazy and the penis kept ejaculating into her face. Some of the cum
missed and rolled around her lips and dribbled down her cheeks and against
the cushions, and more flowed against her nose, into her dilated nostrils,
but she took no notice. Patty groaned at the obscene sight of her girl
friend inflicting herself with the humiliation of swallowing Frank's
gushing sperm, as his cock continued its monumental outburst of strings of
seminal fluid which connected his penis with her face like a giant white
spider web.


As Patty watched, Marcia desperately lifted her head off the cushions to
take Frank's rapidly deflating penis between her lips, and then Patty felt
Val's hands leave her hips as he arched his back in a wild animalistic cry
of lust and then he crushed forward, the weight of his leaden cock ramming 
itself to its hilt. She gave a sharp howl of pain, her legs flung wide to
alleviate some of the hurt, her toes digging fruitlessly into the patio.
Then she tightened her buttocks together in a desperate, but useless
attempt to keep his pounding cock from tormenting her deeper.


"Come on," he hissed, "Back more, shove back more!"


"I can't, Val. Oh, its too much!" Tears of agony stained her face,
washing the carefully applied makeup down her cheeks. Yet her whole body
yearned for fulfillment, and she twitched and wiggled and groaned with
abandonment, welcoming the delicious torture his passion hardened rod was
giving. He sank into her again, and her face contorted with cries of
ecstasy.


"AAAggggggghhhh!" she groaned, and Val took the swelling, writhing
cheeks of her buttocks again and pulled her tightly back to him. She raised
them at the same time so that the smooth, now wet folds of her rectum held
him tightly until she could feel every parcel of his rigid column. She
moaned incoherently and capitulated to the wonderfulness of madness she'd
never known before. The lure of the flesh was a drug upon her mind, as much
a drug as the marijuana cigarettes she'd smoked. Her fogged brain reeled
pagan debauchery and she screwed her ass tightly back against his driving
pelvis and his balls pressed hard against the wet, wide-stretched
perforation of her vulva, and his soft, hair-covered skin prodded teasingly
against her tiny, wounded anus, sending shivers of lewd enchantment surging
through her raging nerve ends.


There was nothing left in this world; no tomorrow, no yesterday, no
Larry. Nothing except the deep, dark hole of her lust and flesh of this
stranger's instrument, and the smack of his belly flattening her ass cheek
with each powerful lunge of his hips.


"Ooooohh, yes yes yes!" she mewled. "Harder! Harder! Harder! Fuck me
harder in the asshole! Give it to meeee!" she begged uncontrollably,
gasping at her approaching orgasm. She was no longer human as she twisted
and contorted beneath her wildly bucking rider, her legs splayed wide
apart, her ass blush-red from the naked intrusion upon it. She was
white-hot, her head and long reddish-blonde hair tossing wildly, her mouth
open with abandon. Her legs quivered as she spiraled her ravenously hungry
anus back up against Val's slippery, plunging shaft. Tiny devils danced
relentlessly through her blood, probing her tissues and marrow with the
fiery tips of their three-pronged forks, and her rectum seethed for
release. She was seconds from cumming, and the sweat poured from her pores
and into the hollowing of her back as she strove wildly for her conclusion.


And then it happened!


Val clamped his mouth shut and gritted an oath through his firm jaw. His
hot sperm gurgled like the backing up of a great reservoir of hot seething
lava, and then jetted inside her belly in vast, gushing torrents. His cock
jerked and bolted like a crazed stallion, oozing and pumping and shooting
the orgiastic liquid in seeming bucketfuls from his vengefully emptying
balls into her warm, moist anus. She gripped her buttocks together so that 
the tight, elastic ring which encircled Val's throbbing penis would hold
the depleting seminal fluid. Finally the pouring turned into a thin
trickle, and she suddenly became aware through her own passion that his
climax had passed, and his penis began to deflate as he groaned out his
contentment from the release.


"Nooo!" she wailed. Nooo, darling, don't stop! Don't pull out! I want
to cummmmm! she sobbed, frustration making her beg and pound her feet on
the tile. She squeezed her buttocks harder against his softening penis, her
cum but an infinitesimal second away, and she cried out to Frank to shove,
to pump, to use his rapidly deflating cock for one last lunge.


Val needed no inducement. His heavy body dropped down on her ravaged
form like a sack of cement, smashing her fully to the patio, his still
half-rigid cock pushing the now widely stretched and unresisting rectum
before it in rippling waves of cruel passion.


It was all that was needed for Patty. She yelled from his brutal
impalement and surprise action, but as her greedy flesh clasped around the
cudgel hungrily, his balls smacking her hair-covered cunt, she groaned with
relief at the filling of her ass, and she groveled pitifully as the
expanding cock again dug into her like a jackhammer.


"I'm I'm cuuuummmmiiinnnggggg!" Her hands reached behind and stretched
the moons of her buttocks wide, skewering her ass up against Val's cock in
a maniacal, frenzy, wanting him deeper and deeper in her wide-splayed hole.
His cum dribbled down the split and mingled with her shooting vaginal
juices and drooled over his swinging balls as they rubbed against her
crotch. Bright flashes filled the sky as Patty continued to grunt out her
climax, her orgasm releasing more fluids which rivered their way down to
flow with the rest of the wetness. She bounced her ass cheeks and threw her
head from side to side, and then she fell flat, spent and almost comatose.
She never felt Val's cock slip from her rectum, all wilted and brown like a
wilted head of lettuce, or saw the lewd, satiated grin on his face.


Neither did she see the slender shadow which was beside the oleander
bushes, next to the patio. She would have cared about the dark figure which
lurked unobtrusively, for she had certainly never anticipated being seen in
such a lewd, depraved act that she had just been a part of. But the night
hid the man from her eyes, and he had wisely kept silent, but his eyes
fairly glowed with lust and the saliva edged from his panting jaws and
pooled upon the ground.


He rubbed his hands together, then as Patty burst apart with her climax
and collapsed to the tile, he turned and with a dry, quiet chuckle walked
back into the house.


Yes, he thought, that was a fine piece out there, a very fine piece of
ass. I'd like to add that trophy to my collection. I'd like to feel her
sweet young lips clamped around my cock, and see her suck me to cumming.
Yes, and I'll have just that or my name isn't Rick Renault the Third!


He wiped his wet chin and smoothed out the smog-gray mustache which
lined his upper lip. He thought about ways of seducing the girl, turning 
over in his mind a thousand plots which the years of venal skullduggery had
filed away. Then he hit upon one of the simplest, most foolproof of them
all.


"All I need is a pretext to get her here," he reasoned to himself as he
strode quickly to the bedroom where the guests' coats and belongings were
located. "Now I believe her purse is in here. Hmm


It took but one moment for the deftly fingered man to locate Patty's
purse among the effects, and after making sure nobody was around, he took
the purse and rifled it. He held up a small, gold compact, heavily scrolled
and very beautiful. He opened it and read the inscription:


"'To my darling wife with eternal love, Larry.'" He smiled at the
romantic thought. "Isn't that sweet of him?" he said. "Well, Larry, you
don't know it, but your generosity is going to help me debauch your wife.
You're going to betray her. Tomorrow!"


Renault laughed gleefully at the ironic thought, and pocketing the
compact he put everything back as it was and left the room to rejoin the
sleeping Barbara Davis


Chapter 5


Patty was watching a game show on television when the telephone rang at
one o'clock the next afternoon. She was drowsing in one of Marcia's easy
chairs, not particularly concentrating on the flickering TV screen. She
hadn't slept at all last night, simply lying awake in the large double bed
next to Marcia, staring at the darkened ceiling and reliving in her mind
the jumbled events of the evening the marijuana, the lewd shameless orgy
she had witnessed and been part of. The entire time, she had tried to make
herself feel low, demeaned, the worst kind of harlot, "A gutter whore" as
Tom Jennings, her father-in-law, had called her, but she had felt nothing.
It was as if that evening, and all that had happened in that evening, had
purged her of all guilt, all shame, all inhibitions yes, even all emotion.
She was barren inside now, somehow void of any normal reactions to the
totally alien acts which she had perpetrated upon her body and upon her
mind in the past two days. She was a shell, a lump of clay, no longer even
certain about her previously desperate love for her husband, Larry
Jennings; no longer even certain that she cared for him at all, or that she
cared for anything. She had moved about the house this morning in a kind of
listless daze, causing Marcia to ask if there was anything the matter,
answering that there wasn't, she was just not feeling too well, but nothing
serious. Marcia had clucked sympathetically, smiled tenderly at her, and
left for work. Patty had spent the morning just sitting in front of the
television, staring at the rectangular tube, not thinking about anything
really, her mind blank.


Now, as she passed slowly toward the hallway telephone to silence its 
insistent ringing, she was still not thinking, still not reacting. She was
only existing.


She picked up the receiver and said hello, and a familiar male voice
said, "Is this Patty? Patty Jennings?"


"Well, good afternoon," the voice said, and she recognized it then as
belonging to Rick Renault, the graying, leathery-skinned man who had given
the party the previous night. "How are you feeling today, my dear?"


"Just fine," Patty answered automatically and without emotion.


"I'm glad I found you home," Renault said.


My houseboy found something while he was cleaning up this morning and
turned it over to me. I believe it belongs to you."


"What is it?"


"A gold compact," Renault told her. "It is inscribed 'To my darling wife
with eternal love, Larry.' Your husband's name is Larry, is it not, my
dear?"


Yes. Yes, it is."


"It must have fallen from your purse somehow last evening. I'm sure you
would like to have it back, and I thought that if you weren't doing
anything this afternoon you might like to drop by and pick it up."


"Well" Patty began, and then, "I'm afraid I don't have any way to get
to your home


"If you would like to take a cab," Renault said, "I'll be more than
happy to pay for it."


Patty considered. Why not? she thought, disinterested one way or the
other. She didn't really feel much like sitting here in this lonely duplex,
waiting for Marcia to come home from work, waiting for night to come, and
night to turn into another day, and then into another night, and then into
Oh God, it was all so futile and useless; life was futile and useless, it
seemed. It was really funny, she reflected, how a person can change so
drastically in so short a period of time


"Yes," she said at length, "I'd like to come out and pick up the
compact, Mr. Renault."


"Rick, please," Renault said smoothly. "I'll send the cab for you
directly, my dear."


She hung up and returned to the living room and stared at the
television. She thought about changing out of the thin sweater and short
skirt she wore, putting on the bra and panties she did not now have on
beneath them, and perhaps a dress or something more appropriate for
calling, but she didn't move from the chair. The social amenities, proper
appearances, how foolish and unimportant they seemed to her now!


The cab arrived ten minutes later, honking its horn out front. Patty
went out and got into the back seat, and it seemed that she had just closed
the door when they were pulling up before the Renault mansion in St.
Francis Woods. The driver tipped his cap, smiling, as he stepped out and
opened the door for her; she only nodded perfunctorily and started up the
winding red-brick path toward the wide oak front door of the dwelling.


Renault himself answered her ring. He was dressed in a mock turtleneck
shirt and dove-gray slacks that matched his precise mustache and wavy hair,
and he was smiling charmingly. "Come in, my dear," he said, taking her
hand. "You look lovely, today."


"Thank you," she replied, knowing that she did not look lovely, that she
only looked tired and harried and defeated. She allowed him to lead her
along the marbled hallway, into the study where she had seen Marcia and
Frank Harrel orally fucking the night before. The French doors were closed,
the drapes drawn, but she was able to look through them in her mind to see
the patio where she had permitted Val Robbins to mercilessly pillage her
anal passage; and make her enjoy it, she thought perfunctorily. The study
itself was very dark, and she noticed without really seeing then that a
large 8-millimeter movie projector on a metal stand sat off on one side of
the leather couch, and a wide viewing screen had been set up directly in
front of it.


Renault smiled at her in his disarming way as they entered and he closed
the door, closing off the light from the hallway. The room's only
illumination was from a hammered curio lamp which sat on a table near the
projector. Renault walked to the table and picked up the gold compact Larry
had given her as a birthday present while they were still engaged, and
brought it to her, saying, "There you are, my dear. I even had the houseboy
polish it for you."


You're very kind, Patty said. Her tone was mechanical.


"Not at all," Renault beamed. Now then, would you care for a drink? I
have some fine imported brandy from France, or some excellent Scotch.


No, I don't think so.


Renault steered her gently toward the couch.


"I have something else, then, which you might enjoy," he said. He waited
until she had seated herself, sitting rather primly on one of the cushions,
and then he moved away, only to return moments later with the same
sculptured silver cigarette box he had passed around last evening. He
flipped the top open, extending the box to her.


"These are Acapulco Gold, my dear, the finest quality marijuana you can
buy. I only use them on, ah, somewhat special occasions."


Patty stared into the box with a faint revulsion. She was about to
decline his offer, tell him to take the marijuana cigarettes away, but then
something strange and perverse seized hold of her. A part of her brain
recalled the pleasant, euphoric feeling the grass had induced in her the
previous night, the total relaxation she had experienced, and suddenly she
wanted one of the little brown weeds; perhaps it would snap her out of her
abject fatalism, at least momentarily, give her a moment's respite from the
terrible, utter feeling of desertion, of emptiness which was now consuming
her body and her very essence.


She reached out and selected one of the cigarettes, placing it between
her lips. Renault smiled, moistening his own lips, touching his gray
mustache with the tips of his fingers. He produced a gold lighter, snapped 
it open and flicked the flint wheel; flame burst upward and he held it to
the tip of the cigarette. Patty sucked the sweet, hot smoke deep into her
lungs, held it there, released it slowly the way she had been taught the
night before. Then she expelled it, inhaled again, repeating the process.


Renault sat down beside her and lit one of the muggles for himself. He
inhaled deeply, watching Patty covetously out of the corner of his eye.
They sat in silence, smoking in the darkened room, and as the brown
cylinder burned down almost to her fingers, to nothing more than a thin
ash, Patty began to experience a certain diminishing of her depression. She
was feeling better now, yes, she was feeling much better but not quite
good enough. She turned to Renault, smiling a little. "Would it be all
right if I had another, Rick?"


"Of course, my dear," Renault said with solicitous enthusiasm. He opened
the box again, waiting until she had taken another marijuana cigarette from
inside, and then lit it with his lighter.


When that second muggle was nothing but dead ash, Patty was feeling
buoyant, almost happy, almost alive again. She closed her eyes, leaning
back against the pliant cushions of the couch. She began to giggle softly,
for no apparent reason, luxuriating in the coolness of the leather against
her neck, beneath her hands. She said between the soft girlish sounds,
"You're a very nice man, do you know that, Rick? You really are a very nice
man to make me feel this good when I was feeling so bad."


"Thank you, my dear," Renault said. "But why were you feeling so bad?"


"It's a long story," she told him. "A long, long story. I'll tell you
about it sometime. But not now, okay?"


"Okay."


"You're a very nice man," she repeated through her rising haze. "I like
you, Rick."


He touched her hand, and his touch seemed somehow to cause little
tingles of electricity to course up along her arm. She could feel a warmth
growing in her belly, and she knew that it was the beginnings of sexual
arousal, unwanted arousal that she could not stop. She had a sudden,
desperate urge to run, to get out of there, out of that house, away from
this man, but then the urge passed and she felt good and warm again,
letting the prurient sensations drift downward into her vagina and begin
the first flowings of her feminine juices from her naked crotch beneath the
short skirt.


Renault continued to stroke her hand, moving closer to her on the
cushions until his leg was pressed against hers. He said in a soft, husky
voice, "Would you like to see some movies, Patty?"


"Movies?" she asked, her eyes still closed, feeling her nipples harden
beneath the thin sweater.


"Yes," Renault said. "Very special movies. Very special movies, indeed."


"What are they about?"


"About love," Renault said. "About love and fulfillment in strange new
ways."


"Ummmm!" Patty said. "Yes, that sounds nice!"


"Shall I show them, then?"


"Yes, please do."


Renault released her hand and stood up. Patty opened her eyes, watching
dreamily as he moved to where the projector sat. The film was already
threaded, ready to be shown, and Renault reached down to flick off the
curio lamp, plunging the room into immediate darkness; then he put on the
projector, and a square of light danced onto the screen in front of the
couch, the projector making a pleasant whirring sound in Patty's ears.


After a moment, a large, oak-paneled bedroom, in full rich color,
appeared on the screen. At first it seemed empty, but then a young girl
with short raven hair came into view, completely nude, walking slowly
toward a wide, turned-down king-size bed in the center of the room. Patty,
watching phantasmagorically, marveled at the girl's full, globular breasts,
the nipples a dark, rich color against their still darken areoles. As she
lay down on the double bed, Patty could see that her pubic mound was
covered with a dark, thick thatch of curling down and when she opened her
legs in an attitude of complete relaxation, Patty's eyes focused directly
on the pink, wetly glistening folds of her fluted vaginal lips with their
secret, fully erect clitoris.


She's already aroused, Patty thought, she's very excited. She felt her
own juices still flowing, lubricating her entire vaginal slit now, forming
little wet pools on the slick leather of the couch beneath her; she
squirmed her buttocks against the yielding cowhide, feeling her skirt slide
up and the backs of her naked thighs come into contact with the coolness.
Dimly, from somewhere in the back of her mind, a voice seemed to be trying
to tell her that what she was seeing was not an ordinary cinematic film,
was in fact one of those "blue movies" her absent husband had told her
about once, the kind they showed at stag parties and smokers, the kind that
depicted, in great detail, all manner of lewd and perverted acts. But
somehow, the voice never penetrated any further into her conscious mind
than that first dim whispering; the increasing arousal of her own body
brought about by the marijuana and now the sight on the screen of the
young, nubile girl's nudity and the nearness of Rick Renault were all that
mattered.


Patty felt Renault slide over next to her, taking her hand in his and
putting his leathery face close to hers. His breath was hot and smelled of
mouthwash and faintly of sen-sen. He began to stroke her hand rhythmically
now, up and down, up and down, and Patty felt her nipples harden into
granite chips beneath her sweater.


On the screen, the young girl began to slowly undulate her buttocks, her
eyes tightly closed, her mouth slightly parted. She's thinking about her
lover, Patty thought hazedly. She's thinking about him making love to her,
kissing her and putting his huge penis into those sweetly parted young cunt
lips of hers


The rise and fall of the girl's firm, erect breasts increased with her 
excitement, with the vision she was experiencing in her mind, and her hips
began to rotate faster and faster on the bed. One of her slim white hands
left the spread beside her and began to slowly, teasingly, massage her own
breasts, squeezing the berrylike nipples with tantalizing movements of her
thumb and forefinger. She continued this rubbing, teasing motion for a long
moment and then she moved her hand away from her breasts and down through
her dark silky pubic fleece, placing the palm flat against her abdomen with
the fingers splayed wide in her crotch, playing in the lust-dripping
furrow, tickling the throbbing phallus of her clitoris with her middle
finger and then sliding it slowly, down to the entrance to her vaginal
chamber, dipping it inside, swirling it around inside her deliciously
oozing cunt.


Patty's own hips seemed to be moving in time to the girl's and when she
felt one of Renault's hands cease its stroking, pull away, and then return
moments later to place another of the heady cigarettes between her lips,
she did not protest. He lighted it and she sucked slavishly the sick, oddly
sweet smoke full into her lungs, held it, exhaled, sucked again, held it
The colors of the movie seemed to inexplicably brighten, to become vividly
and richly beautiful, adding perspective to the scene she was witnessing,
making the girl seem to be in the very room with them. Patty's own sexual
fervor, not intense, almost overpowering, grew attuned to the girl's, so
that her hips were flailing in the same mad fervor of motion; she wanted to
reach down, touch her own cunt, her own clit, but there was no need for
that, no, because Renault's hand was on her leg now, moving upward
insinuatingly toward her naked, unprotected pussy! She drew more of the
smooth, hot smoke into her lungs, tensing her body, watching the girl on
the screen masturbate, waiting for Renault's upward moving fingers to come
in contact with her cunt. And then they did, and she heard him gasp as he
discovered for the first time that she wasn't wearing any panties. His
fingers, crab-like, seized the soft hairlined objective which he sought,
digging into the moist warm flesh, finding her clit, rubbing it maddeningly
as the girl in the film was rubbing hers. Patty felt delicious waves of
passion flood through her at Renault's touch, and she squirmed downward on
the cushion, trying to move her insatiable pussy closer to his probing
digits. His other hand had left her hand and forearm now and was snaking up
across her belly, under the thin sweater, searching out and finally
grasping one of her warm, spongy breasts. His breath burst out from between
his lips in a ragged gasp, blowing into her ear, sending little ripples of
excitement down along her neck. He teased the nipple, rolling it back and
forth as he was doing to her clit..


This is wrong, she thought, this is terribly wrong, this man is old
enough to be my grandfather! But she made no move to stop his ravagement of
her flesh, enthralled by the rapacious lust which had seized control of her
being, by the swirling dreaminess of the muggles she had smoked. She sucked
in more of the marijuana smoke, feeling the heat of the flame against her
lips as it burned down all the way but not caring, reveling in the 
wonderful, euphoric, aroused state which she was in.


Suddenly, on the screen, just as the young girl seemed at the very point
of climax, her hips lashing the bed with insane fury, her fingers working
like some maniacal instrument of self-inflicting torture in her open,
widespread cunt, a second girl appeared in the view of Patty and Renault.
She too was nude, a tall buxom redhead with freckled white skin and large,
almost pendulous breasts and a sensuous triangle of sparse pubic hair that
was an almost carroty red color, much brighter than Patty's reddish-gold
triangle. The redhead walked very slowly toward the girl on the bed, her
eyes fastened on the manipulations of her finger in her cunt She sat down
beside the young girl, heavily on the bed, and the girl abruptly ceased her
frantic climb toward release, her eyes flying open to stare in what seemed
to be utter horror at the redhead. She tried to scuttle away on the bed,
but the redhead caught her arm and held her, smiling lewdly, saying
something to her in what Patty thought dimly was probably a soothing tone.
After a moment, the young girl nodded convulsively, and the redhead smiled
again and then stretched out full on the bed, opening her slender legs wide
to expose her pink little cuntal passage, fringed with the carroty hair,
secreting little rivulets of her juices which moistened and sheened the
petal-like folds of her pussy. The young girl moistened her lips, looking a
little frightened, hesitating; but the redhead urged her on with assuring
motions, and finally the girl moved downward on the bed, climbing over
between the redhead's widely spread legs. The angle of the camera switched,
moved in from the side very close to the girl who was licking her lips with
her long pink tongue again, her raven head poised over the flaming slit.
The redhead arched her hips, drawing her legs up, opening wider her
glistening vagina-and suddenly, the girl's head dipped, dipped hungrily
into the moist waiting furrow, the long pink tongue snaking out to flick
inside the gently throbbing mouth, lick up along the cuntal lips to locate
the large, distended clit. The girl took the miniature phallus between her
short, sharp white teeth and began to nibble it as if it was a piece of
birthday candy, her eyes squeezed tightly shut and her fingers digging into
the redheaded girl's upper thighs and pelvis. The redhead flailed her head
from side to side with wild abandonment, totally lost now in the salacious
lesbian suckings of the young girl in her tremulous, burning crotch.


I wish it was my cunt, I wish it was mine! Patty's drug-fogged brain
thought. I wish she was licking and sucking my pussy the way Marcia licked
and sucked it the other night, I wish I was that redhead and that Marcia
was that young girl Suddenly her mouth had opened and the same things she
was thinking were put to voice, sounding strange and distant in her ears,
"I wish it was my cunt, I wish she was licking my cunt, oh God how I wish I
she was licking my cunt!"


Renault's hands ceased their pluckings at her crotch and tits, and she
felt him shudder against her. "Would would you like me to lick your cunt,
my dear?"


"Yes," she heard herself answer, moaning. "Yes, yes, oh God, 
yesyesyesyes!"


Renault took his fingers from between her open legs, from her swollen,
tender breasts and pushed the short skirt up around her waist, exposing her
pubic area to his feverish, salacious eyes. Spittle ran from the corners of
his mouth in anticipatory lust at the act he was about to perform upon her.
He stared at the juicy, lubricious sight for a long moment and then he
pressed forward, turning Patty on the couch, lying her its full length,
lifting one of her smooth, creamy thighs and placing it over the couch's
back, pushing the other down until her toes touched the floor so that the
whole of her passion inflamed pussy was spread magnificently open to him.
Then he scrambled backward, positioning himself, and with a gasping cry of
ecstasy plunged his head forward, snaking his long, slavering tongue out
and ramming it expertly into her cuntal opening as his nose buried itself
in the sweetly-smelling fluids of her open vagina.


Patty gurgled delightedly as his hot, long probe snaked into her cuntal
passage, and her hands came up to entangle themselves in his wavy gray
hair, pressing his face tighter to her desiring vaginal mouth. Wave after
wave of fantastic, debauched pleasure rolled over her as Renault sucked and
licked her steaming pussy, driving his tongue like a hard, miniature cock
deep into her vaginal tunnel, groveling in her flowing liquids.


Patty turned her lust and drug-filled eyes toward the screen once again,
and the sight she saw there caused her hands to tighten convulsively in
Renault's hair, urging him onward to more profuse sucklings of her
passion-drenched slit. The young girl was still wildly mouthing the
redhead's cunt, just as Renault was now doing to hers; the redhead's legs
were clasped tightly around the girl's neck, locked together there at the
ankles to form a necklace of flesh, and her buttocks were upraised toward
the ceiling, a lewd offering to the pagan ritualistic act of cunnilingus
the girl was performing with lips, tongue, nose, cheeks. But a new
dimension had been added, a new character in this cinematic orgy she was
witnessing.


A dog!


A giant, sleek greyhound!


The great gray animal was standing at the foot of the bed, having
apparently just bounded there, its wide, slavering mouth parted and its
long, red tongue lolling wetly out of one side. As Patty watched, it moved
forward and began to nuzzle the young girl's waving, undulating rear end.
The cold nose startled her, caused her to cease her mad tonguings of the
redhead's cunt; but the redhead wrapped her hands in the girl's hair, as
Patty's were wrapped in Renault's, and urged the girl onward. She began to
lick and suck once again, and the greyhound, tail wagging, lowered its
massive head to the girl's quivering, well lubricated crotch, just below
the jiggling ass cheeks. Then the dog's long, hot tongue furled out and
began to lick the petalled edges of the girl's sweet young pussy, licking
upward with enjoyment the full expanse of her crevice, from cunt to anus
and back again. The girl was trembling almost mindlessly, her head like a 
dervish in the redhead's uplifted furrow, and the redhead tossed and
flailed and raised her buttocks still higher to the girl's glistening,
fluid-drenched face.


"I'm going to to cum!" Patty cried then, feeling the vortex of her
unquenchable passion spiral toward release as Renault's driving, twisting
head with its poker-hot, penis-hard tongue jabbing into her vagina worked
below. "Oh, yes Rick, I'm going to cum, I can feel it!"


Abruptly, he stopped, lifting his head, and she could see her juices
dripping down along his chin, see him wipe them away with a quick flick of
his pink tongue. "No," he said, "no, Patty, no don't cum. Not yet."


She tried to push his head back to her squirming crotch, but his neck
muscles stiffened, resisting. "No," he persisted, "I want you to do
something for me first. Will you do it?"


She didn't think to ask what it was he wanted; the only thing for her at
that moment, the only world in which she existed, was the seething cauldron
of impending orgasm which fired her body. "Yes!" she wailed. Yes, oh yes
anything, anythingggggg!


Renault, an evil, grotesque, gargoyle leer on his aged face, pulled back
away from her and deftly, quickly unzipped the fly on his gray slacks. He
jerked his hand inside and brought out his cock, long and thin and faintly
wrinkled even in its oscillating rigidity, the head purplish-red in the
flickering light from the movie screen and coated with a thin sheen of
seminal emission. He held it toward her, as if offering her a great and
honored treasure.


"I want you to suck it, Patty dear," he croaked. "I want you to suck my
cock while I lick your cunt. That way, we can cum together. Won't it be
lovely if we cum together that way?"


"Yes!" she moaned. "Lovely, lovely!" But she wasn't really hearing his
words in her own total abandonment to the ecstatic pleasures which rippled
along and through her body. And when Renault put his hands on her waist,
lifting her into a sitting position, and then wormed his own body out full
length on the couch, she didn't resist in any way; she was a puppet, and he
was her master and she would do as he bid. He raised her up then,
commanding, "Lay on me upside down and drape your legs out over the arm of
the couch. There, that's it. Now scoot back, dear, so I can taste your cunt
again. Aaahhhhh, that's it! Mmmmmmmm!"


She felt his huge, hot, wet tongue slide into her vagina again and she
cried out in rapturement. His hands came up over her buttocks, kneading and
spreading them as he sucked her cuntal passage, and then she felt his
finger probing her anal opening, teasing the sphincter ring and finally
insinuating itself into her rectum to the first knuckle. It felt so small,
so small in comparison with Val Robbin's huge cock of the night before, but
when he rammed the digit to the second knuckle she cried out in pain and
joy, the muscles of her rectal tunnel clasping and accepting the invading
member. He began to worm it around inside, sending it still deeper,
suckling her cunt like a wild man now, making little mewling sounds of 
delight in his throat.


Patty became aware, even through the insane lustful wonderment of her
passion, of the masculine wafting odor of his genitals, of the nearness of
his stiff, bloated cock. She remembered his command and she opened her
eyes, closed since she had been ordered to lie down over him. She saw the
great, slim member then, saw it standing upright in the dancing light like
an obscene totem pole erected to some pagan spirit. It seemed to waver
before her eyes, and she was fascinated by it, as a cobra is fascinated by
the music of a fakir's flute. She reached out hypnotically with one of her
hands and grasped it at the base, holding it in the circle of her thumb and
forefinger, squeezing it, staring at it. And then she remembered Renault's
command to suck him, to take his cock into her mouth. A part of her mind
tried to rebel again, tried to tell her that such a thing was wrong, that
she should not do for this man what she had never done for her own husband.
But the very vile nature of the depraved act excited her even more, and all
vestiges of her remaining inhibitions left her. She wanted to suck his
cock, yes she wanted to suck this older man's hardened cock, take it all in
her mouth, lick it and suck it and give him pleasure the way he was giving
her pleasure in her cunt and in her rectum!


With a groan of tormented lust, Patty guided Renault's large, wet,
rockhard shaft to her lips. She tasted the faintly acrid saltiness of the
seminal lubrication sliming the glans and felt the great bloated head
resting against their petal softness; and then she opened her mouth and
took the head inside, acutely aware of Renault's burgeoning tongue and
driving finger, and her hot moist cavern began to suck slowly,
rhythmically, the hard flesh. She ran her tongue wetly around the head,
easing the tip into the unseeing eye, eliciting moans of lusting pleasure
from his buried head in her crotch. Then her head pumping wildly, crazily
up and down, licking and reveling the great shaft between her convoluting
lips, wondering with an alien part that she had not known existed in her
mind how she could never have wanted to suck a man before, never have
wanted to taste a hot, hard male organ in her mouth. It felt so good, so
good, oh God she could feel her cum beginning to build inside her again,
build and build as Renault tongued her cunt and probed mercilessly in her
anus with his finger, and she began to suck him faster and faster, tasting
the rigid shaft as it slammed all the way back against her larynx, fondling
Renault's bloated, sperm laden balls now, cupping them tenderly in her
hand, squeezing them gently, lovingly.


Suddenly, she remembered the movie screen and her eyes flew sideways to
look once more upon the technicolor images which danced there. The sight
she beheld now was more disgusting and yet more enticing than any she could
have imagined. The young girl was still wildly mouthing the redhead's
cuntal opening, and the redhead's legs were still clasped tightly about the
girl's neck, her own buttocks still upturned high into the young, gleaming
face slavering between her legs. But the greyhound had mounted the girl
from behind, and Patty could see its huge forepaws sawing wildly at her 
sides and its large wet, crimson penis standing erect from its furry loins
as its hind paws danced on the bed. The girl reached behind her as Patty
watched, her hips wildly rotating in anticipation of the soon-to-be
invasion of the dog's great prick, and grasped the pink, glistening member
firmly, guiding it toward her upturned crotch. She moved her knees out
wildly, opening her cuntal mouth in preparation for the greyhound's
entrance. Then she had the wet cock of the animal at her vaginal opening,
still sucking and madly licking the redhead's churning cunt, and aimed it
inside, parted the soft, sparse pubic hair with the tip and managing to
insert the slippery head into her squirming passage. The greyhound needed
no further encouragement; it bucked forward savagely, driving its large
pole deep into her soft pink cunt. The dog's great hairy testicles bounced
against her lust soaked pubic hair as it thrust with impossible speed into
her, its long tongue lolling out of the side of its panting mouth, its
forepaws circling her belly in a tight lover's embrace. The girl's firm,
ripe breasts danced a macabre fertility ritual, bouncing up against the
redhead's slickly wet buttock cheeks, and her head seemed to be moving in
the redhead's furrow almost as fast as the animal was pistoning its animal
cock into her cunt from behind.


Patty, driven to heights of lust-pleasure that were unbearable now by
the face burrowed in her crotch, by the cock buried in her mouth and the
finger buried in her asshole, by the insanely perverted action on the movie
screen, knew she was going to cum any second. Little expectant mewls of
overwhelming desire gurgled from her throat, past Renault's steaming prick
as she began to suck him harder with her soft, warm mouth. He was making
sounds, too, in her furrow, his tonguings seeming to be hotter now, more
abandoned than before and his balls cupped in her hand were churning as if
with a life of their own; she knew his release was only moments away, the
same as hers.


He was right, he was right, we are going to cum together, oh God,
lovely, lovely, lovely, we're going to cum together!


Her eyes went to the screen again, saw the greyhound jerking into the
young girl's cunt with its hot, wet probe faster and faster. Her torso
whipped crazily from side to side, and the redhaired woman's head was
flailing insanely. They're going to cum too, Patty thought, all of them,
all five of us are going to cum together, I never knew there could be such
sheer, pure joy in all the universe


The young girl rammed her buttocks back against the animal with renewed
frenzy as her orgasm took hold of her; and then the dog was cumming too,
spewing great gushers of molten sperm deep into her belly, overflowing her
passage so that rivers of the hot white liquid oozed out from her vagina as
it sought to milk every last drop from the dog's great prick, oozed down
along the backs of her thighs to form puddles on the bed at her knees. The
redhead was climaxing now as well, and she whipped her head up off the bed,
holding it stiff, her eyes glazed over and unseeing as her release flowed
and flowed and flowed through her


I'm cumming too I'm cumming too cumming, cumming, aaagghh
cuuummmmiiiinnnngggggg!


Patty's passion-crazed brain chanted the silent words as she felt her
own orgasm seize her and render her deliciously, rapturously mindless,
sending her into orbit, out far, far into space where no human had ever
gone before. She jerked and convulsed, swirling her buttocks into Renault's
face, flowing her juices down over his face, inundating it, drowning him.
Her lips worked feverishly around his cock, cupping and squeezing his
balls, and then suddenly he flexed upward, burying his tumescent shaft to
the hilt in her throat and she felt the first jetting spurts of cum erupt
along his urethra tube and through the glans opening and into her mouth,
filling it. Her throat worked, tightening and untightening as the great
tidal flood of semen, of burning cum juice, rushed into her wildly ovaling
mouth. She swallowed frantically to keep from choking on his foaming seed,
her cheeks hollowing again and again as she drank every last droplet of his
ejaculation..


Moments later, all too brief those moments, her climax waned. As it did,
she felt Renault's slippery now flaccid prick slide from between her lips
with a wet sluicing noise, and she collapsed forward, her head cradled on
his wizened thighs, her hands still cradling the soft, now-almost-flat
brown sack of his scrotum. Dimly, through satiated, drowsily,
marijuana-deadened eyes, she saw the color images again, saw the young girl
lying with her wet cheek on the redhead's belly, her eyes tightly shut and
a beatific smile on her lips while the redhead gratefully, tenderly stroked
her raven hair, smiling a small fulfilled smile of her own. And the
greyhound, its tail wagging, licked at the girl's sweat-slick ass cheeks as
if wanting to thank her, and the now-still moons, for the great enjoyment
of only moments earlier.


Then, abruptly, the film ended and there was only the white square of
flickering light on the screen again. Patty's eyes closed, feeling
Renault's hands relax on her buttocks, his finger still impaled in her anus
but his face now unmoving in her satiated crotch. Moments later, she had
fallen into a deep, dreamless stuporous sleep.


Chapter 6


Patty awoke to the sound of a dog howling in the distance. It sounded
like the dog in the film, she thought blurriedly as she looked up at the
ceiling.


She frowned, confused. Where was she? It didn't look like the ceiling in
Marcia's bedroom, the powder blue one with the single light fixture no, it
was another room in a strange house and there was a different odor. She
moaned slightly from the odd situation she found herself in, trying to
place the smell which assailed her nostrils like something raw and savage. 
She started to move and then groaned, for her muscles were sore between her
thighs and it was hard for her to move them. She lay still until the pain
went away.


Her stomach felt funny and full. It was all warm inside, as though a
gently implanted coal was there, emitting a non-burning but soothing soft
radiance. She let one of her arms fall away from her naked breasts,
stretching slightly, and then she froze!


There was something next to her, soft and warm like like a man's body!
She held her breath and turned her head slowly to the side. Her mouth gaped
open as suddenly her eyes focused on the brown skinned back lying on the
couch next to her.


And then it all came back to her!


She clenched her eyes tightly shut from the remembrances. The beginning
with Rick Renault's patently false excuse to lure her to his den of
iniquity. Then the marijuana, the smoke filling her lungs with intense
desires, and then the films, the lewd, perverted movies of the two lesbians
and the giant dog, and then her own wild twisting and churning body as it
yearned for sexual release. She had succumbed like a harlot of pagan Rome
to the rituals of lovemaking, obliterating her inhibitions and prejudices,
which were already seriously destroyed by the ordeal of the past few days.
And that smell was one of consummated sex which covered both her and the
sleeping man beside her after the salacious orgy of the afternoon. Three
women, one man and one dog all lusting, all climaxing together! Oh how
sick! How wretched!


And she remembered too, the eruption of Renault's aging sperm deep
inside her young gullet as she urged him on with her lips and tongue. That
white heat in her stomach, the warmth which she could feel so strongly, was
from the great pool of hot, white semen that he had emptied into her belly.
She had begged for him to do that to her and had urged his own frantic
licking and sucking of her vagina with all her physical being like that
same sick whore. Nothing could excuse her lapse into uncontrollable passion
with the degenerate old man, not even the small excuse of rape as she had
had with Larry's father, she had deadened her every sense of righteousness.


She turned to view the naked man beside her, shuddering with revulsion
as he shifted his thin, lined haunches. His nude form reminded Patty of an
ancient hound dog snoring in the sun a hound dog of inexpressible evilness
which would soon be on the hunt again to ensnare her sweet pulchritude with
further debauchery. She slowly, carefully edged her way from the couch,
trying not to disturb Renault, lest he awaken and demand more from her.


She slipped quietly to the floor, smoothing the thin sweater and short
skirt, then she tiptoed to the door and peered through the open crack into
the hallway. All was dead silent, save for the regular heavy breathing of
Renault. Her thoughts raced a mile a minute. This was her chance!


She held her breath and opened the door further until she could slip
through without a noise. Cat-like, her bare feet barely touching the floor,
she continued across the vast house. A board squeaked!


She went rigid, her heart pounding in her chest, but Renault only
groaned softly and shifted to a more comfortable position. She continued to
tiptoe to the front door, and she pushed her way out to the front porch and
down the cement path. A gust of wind blew the door shut with a loud crash.
She ran as fast as she could on her tortured and wobbly legs to the street.
There was the main street of Portrero not far away. She hoped she could
reach it before Renault realized she had fled.


Patty was lucky: a bus was just discharging passengers, and uncaring
where it was going, she hopped aboard. The bus hissed and moved away from
the curb, and Patty, the horror of the situation over, sank into her seat,
a drained and hapless woman.


It took two more buses and another hour before Patty arrived back at
Marcia's house. Throughout the long rides, she kept mulling over her
predicament, her brain in a numbed state of shock. She was beyond crying,
her emotions exhausted as her bruised body was tired. But the loathing
continued to haunt her and she couldn't shake the fevered thoughts which
rampaged her ravaged mind. She was completely immersed in the feelings of
outrageous defilement which Rick Renault had so cruelly and debasedly
subjected her to.


She could not stop despising herself, nor would she ever, for the wanton
surrender to his foul, brutal raping of her cunt and mouth was a loss of
her control, and there was no denying it. Before he had finished with her
she had given back as much as she had received, her brain steeped in the
blinding passion of her own desire, her body an ungovernable mass of
seething lust. Oh God, she moaned softly to herself, she was still nothing
but a street walking slut with a strange man's hot white sperm digested in
her entrails..


She stumbled to the house, slamming the door after her impulsively. She
raced to the bedroom, the filth and degeneracy of her actions overwhelming
her mind. Quickly, almost feverishly she threw her skirt and sweater into a
heap and stood naked, rubbing her hands along her sides in a futile attempt
to cleanse her body. She looked down her breasts at the soft curve of her
stomach to her raised pubic mound, and at the matted, dried hair and her
inflamed cunt which Renault had so abandonedly manipulated with his long,
hot tongue. She thought of her sexual desires which the old man had so
callously raised into enveloping passion; she thought of how she had sucked
him off to climax and how disgusting and evil she had been. She thought of
her actions with Val Robbins, and her acceptance of Marcia's straining
lips, and the original, releasing rape of her body by her father-in-law.


Gone was the listless, lethargic barrenness of that morning. The empty
shell of her mind was once again filled by the terror and agony of her
plight. And the full impact of what she had done and what she thought of
herself hit with sledge hammer blows.


Her inner torment magnified a thousandfold, and she felt as if a
trillion tiny, unseen creatures were walking on her body, dirtying it,
defiling it so that she would never be able to be clean again. The filthy, 
unseen organisms scurried faster and faster over every inch of her velvet
flesh, trailing dung-like putrification


A low, tormented wail bubbled from Patty's lips as she ran to the
bathroom. She twisted the plastic handles on the shower taps bringing forth
a spray of water, and then she adjusted the stream almost with frantic
haste until the needles were hot, hot as the hell she felt inside her. Then
she stepped in the stall and gasped as the scalding spray beat upon her
skin, turning it bright crimson, burning off the insects which infested it.
She made no move to cool the water; instead she stood fast and endured the
pain, her mouth open, her eyes shut, enduring the lashing cascade as if it
were some cleansing, divine punishment.


For five minutes Patty withstood the torrent, blanking her mind to her
sorrow. She soaped her rectum, vagina, breasts and face in a desperate
attempt to rid herself of the dirty feeling, unsure whether she could
succeed or not. She turned off the water and stepped out to dry herself. Oh
God, will I never be wholesome again?


Briskly, almost as though she were heaping further abuse upon herself,
Patty dried with a large, fluffy towel. Her skin tingled from the water and
the toweling and glowed a burnished pink. She padded naked to the bedroom,
hoping above hope she could relieve the furnace of loathing which burned
inside her.


And suddenly the thought of Larry flashed into her mind. The idea of
his finding out what she had been doing was more than she could bear! It
was too much! She'd betrayed her husband's pure love lowered herself to
the very depths of moral degradation and she'd never be able to face him
again. She couldn't go on this way, knowing she had lasciviously given
herself to other men, complete strangers a woman, her best girlfriend no
matter what the extenuating circumstances. She couldn't! She'd rather die
first!


The horrible alternative drifted across her brain, tormenting her
further. She weighed the methods, poison, slitting her wrists, jumping from
the Golden Gate Bridge and the consequences of actually destroying herself,
and it was too much for her confused mind to take. She sank upon the bed,
and shortly her maddened thoughts dissipated into a weary, almost lethargic
state, and with her sex exhausted body, she fell into a deep sleep.


She awoke after dark, the sounds of night coming through the open
window. "Ooohhh, my God," she groaned aloud. "What's happening to me?" She
sat up quickly, her brain reminded her of Renault again, and of her
panicked flight and of the almost hysterical trance she had been in after
arriving home. It was too much, and she screamed, hard and high. She ran to
the bureau and looked in the mirror. "My God," she moaned.


Heavy lines marred her fresh, young skin, and her eyes were sunk into
her cheeks as though she had aged ten years over night. Her body was a mass
of blush-red marks and bruises from Renault's suckling mouth, mostly
centered around her breasts and inner thighs. Her nipples seemed to feel
completely raw and she leaned against the bureau with revulsion.


"It must have been a nightmare. It must have!" she babbled incoherently
over and over to herself, still hanging onto the bureau. "I'll ask Marcia.
She'll tell me the truth, I know she will. She'll tell me I never did such
things!"


"Marcia! Marcia!" she yelled, half staggering half crawling through the
house.


There was no answer. She could see the clock on the kitchen wall as
reading after seven, which meant that Marcia should have been home from her
job by now. Where was she? Patty collapsed in the dinette chair. Then she
saw the note propped against the sugar bowl, the handwriting Marcia's
barely legible scrawl. It was a short message, but it said a thousand
words:


"Patty: I'm letting you sleep, as you looked as though you'd had a rough
day. I'm going to a party at Renault's and hope to see you there when you
get up. Your friend, Marcia."


Patty slumped to the Formica table and sobbed. Her one friend had
deserted her, not even bothering to wake her up to see if she was all right
when she, Marcia, had come home after work. Oh God, she was the vile
creature she secretly thought she was, and this only proved it! Marcia
could not stand her except in the company of other lewd and corrupt
individuals. With almost hysterical reasoning, Patty cried and moaned her
feelings of abandonment and spuriousness out, wetting the table top. Then
she stopped, completely drained of her agony, and again the fog of
incomprehension began to roll over her mind. She settled back in the chair,
whimpering with soft sounds of agony and let the blackness of the night's
uncaring attitude envelop her distraught brain, soothing away the horror
she could not face, blanking out the reality of her life.


Yes, and as she stared at the wall, the tears of her rejection drying
upon her cheeks, she wanted to escape still further, right off this horrid,
degrading planet into the spiraling eternity of the universe and she knew
how to realize this fervent wish.


With sex. After all, her body was a used, vacant pit of decay, her soul
putrescence and atrophy, her morals nonexistent and her life a hollow
vestige of degeneracy. Why not use this gangrenous form to help her fly
from her world? Why not let Val and Marcia and Renault, that ugly, vile old
man, and even the dog on the screen grovel in her carrion? At least she, in
that one brief passage of time, was able to break away and be free!


And with marijuana. That sweet haze of euphoria, that abundant supplier
of soporific pleasure which heightened her ability to get away she wanted
more, more of the evil drug to fill her nefarious blood and take over her
controls. She no longer wanted to worry, ever, about what became of her.


Like a robot, mesmerized, Patty rose from the table and slowly trod to
the bedroom again. She had only one burning idea in her mind, the abject
surrender to the goals of sex and drugs, and she knew exactly how and where
to obtain them. At Rick Renault's. Tonight. At the party Marcia had already
gone to. A thin smile of anticipation creased her otherwise bloodless lips,
and Patty arched her form before the mirror again, only this time it was
with pride of possession, rather than sick revulsion. This plague of flesh,
this pestilence of spirit will serve my few desires well, she mused to
herself as she kneaded her fine breasts and played her palms along her
stomach ridges. It got me into trouble now it will get me out of it.


She rummaged through the few clothes she had brought from the Jennings,
and selected the dress she had worn on her honeymoon. She and Larry had not
had much money, neither when they got married, or afterwards, and so she
had been practical, picking out a simple all-white cocktail sheath as the
outfit to be married in and then travel with him. Occasionally she still
wore it, at special times when they had been invited to fancy places, or
when they saved up enough to dine at a very good restaurant. But now, now
was the time to wear it again, to have this symbol of her past defiled as
the wearer was, so that not even this tag would be left to remind her of
what she had come from. She slipped the fine wool dress over her head and
down her body, drawing its satin drawstring around her neck tightly and
tying it in a bow just above her breastbone. That was all she wore, save
for a pair of sandals. Her breasts, firm and buoyant with their own uplift,
stuck out, the nipples pointing through the material where her tits bulged
at their most voluminous proportions. The tight bottom clung to her hips
and outlined her bare buttocks and narrow vaginal slit as she walked. She
hummed as she dressed, then she took the pearl-backed hair brush and began
to stroke the soft, thin strands of her reddish waves, over and over,
hypnotically counting back from one hundred as she brushed. When she had
reached fifty-seven, the doorbell chimed. She didn't stop, but ignored its
sound, and it rang again at forty-five and another time at thirty. Then a
fist pounded on the door and a deep, gruff male voice yelled out her name.


"Patty! Patty! Please let me in!"


Patty put down the brush and walked to the door, grabbing her purse as
she went. She opened the door, and if she had been more herself, she would
have gasped with horror and shock. But as it was, the hulking figure of
Larry's father, Tom Jennings, barely caused a ripple of interest to crease
her forehead.


"Hello," she said tonelessly.


"Please, Patty let me in, will you? I-I have to talk to you."


"Can't. I'm sorry," she replied listlessly.


"But you don't understand! I'm sorry," Jennings said compassionately,
"I'm truly sorry for what happened, as sorry as I've ever been in my life!


Patty looked up at the wretched individual, discerning the pain and
remorse which were written across his features. "Don't be. You were right
all along, Tom. Your daughter-in-law is nothing but a gutter whore, and you
did what all men should do to her. You fucked me silly, but that doesn't
mean anything. Not any more."


"You-you don't mean that, Patty. It was me. I raped you, I raped my own
flesh and blood, and I don't deserve to live any more." He grasped Patty by
the shoulders, shaking her in an effort to make her understand. "Forgive 
me, Patty. Come home now and forgive me. I want only the best for Larry and
you, and I promise, I promise on my mother's grave I'll never lay a finger
on you again. I'll never say a nasty thing or even look at you wrong, but
please say you'll be part of our family again.


"Let go, Tom. I forgive you.


"Wonderful! I'll get your things and we'll"


"No. I'm staying here. This is where I belong."


"But I promise"


"I'm sure you'll be good. I'm just as sure I won't be. Now please get
out of my way. I'm late for an appointment.


She brushed past her stricken father-in-law and stalked down the
sidewalk to the street. She did not look back, not once, never seeing the
welling tears of humiliation and contrition, which filmed the broken man's
blurred eyes.


The high domed room buzzed with the low conversation of a dozen,
sophisticated people as Patty was led in by the Chinese houseboy. A
white-coated waiter balanced a tray of drinks and wound his way through the
cluster, stopping periodically to offer a replenishment to some guest with
an empty glass in his hand. A huge fire burned in the Spanish-accented
fireplace, which was almost as large as the entrance doors themselves.


Patty marveled once again at the wealth displayed, at the fine silver
and beautiful paintings and magnificent tapestries, which she had but
sparingly noticed upon her first visit.


Renault was, as to be expected, the center of attention, Patty moved
across the room to him, stopping the waiter as he passed to select a very
dry martini, and as she joined the three other people who surrounded him,
she heard Renault say: "Yes, and the Van Gogh above the statue has been in
our family for generations. The magnificent little artist gave it to
Grandmother as a token of his appreciation for sponsoring one of his first
art shows in Paris. He was eternally grateful, and rose to his well
deserved place soon afterwards.


Renault was once more in the velvet smoking robe; wide belt tied around
his slender waist, collar high and slightly ruffled with a studied
carelessness. He paused, seeing Patty for the first time, and she was
pleased to note that his eyes caressed her curves, and that her body had
not passed his appreciation.


"Well, well," he smiled, "I'm glad to see you are here, my dear." He
patted her shoulder warmly. "I was surprised to see you had left so early
this afternoon. I didn't even have time to tell you about this little
get-together before you literally disappeared."


"I-I was pretty tired," Patty replied in a soft murmur. She flickered
her eyelashes in feigned modesty. And, well, a little shy.


"Are you still, my dear?" he leered down, stroking his mustache
slightly.


Not in the least, Rick, darling, she smiled in answer.


"Good. I'm sure we'll work out something later of ah, similar interest. 
After all, you were brilliant, simply brilliant, today. You have, mmmm,
let's just say, a natural talent for such things."


"What things, Renault?" a gruff voice broke in. Patty turned toward the
stranger who had spoken, one of the four who had been around Renault when
she had joined them. She was attracted to the man on sight; a muscular,
good-looking man in a dark suit and tight-fitting turtleneck shirt. She
didn't think he was much over thirty, yet he gave a strong impression of
power and maturity, as though he had risen in the world the hard way and
knew whereof he spoke.


"Sex," she answered blatantly. "That's what thing, Mr"


"Jessup." The man grinned at Patty. "And you?"


"Meet Patty Jennings, Harold. Harold is a fight promoter, Patty, and a
very good one at that. Oh, and I'll introduce you to the others, which I
should have done before. Pardon my rudeness."


Renault gestured at the woman standing to the other side of Harold
Jessup; a short, yet perfectly proportioned five foot girl with a pile of
golden curls on top of her round, cherubic faced head. Patty thought she
was the most innocent, Shirley Templish looking type she had ever laid eyes
on, and she thought for a split second that certainly that one couldn't be
a part of this licentious, sex-ridden group. She belongs sucking on an
all-day lollypop, not some strange man's cock!


And this is Peter Harrison Fugazi," Renault continued, "Harold's new
fighter. Expect to see him as the new heavyweight champion in a few years,
Patty."


"Pete, Ma'am," Fugazi said. "Just call me Pete."


"All right, Pete." Patty shuddered inwardly at the size of the man, for
as adonis-like as Jessup was, he was nothing compared to the fighter. Pete
was a few inches taller and a yard wider than any male Patty could
remember, with a totally bald head and a cauliflower left ear, and a very
thin nose. His eyes were dusky Italian, with the glitter of Rome and Naples
in them, and Patty made no mistakes about him;: he would be all animal,
lover as well as fighter, and would be absolutely and hugely delicious
inside her cunt. She could feel him already, and it frightened her.


Next to Pete Fugazi was a medium-sized girl with absolutely stupendous
breasts. They were the size which would have put the plastics industry on
overtime if they had been injected with silicon, but Patty had the feeling
they were all flesh, all real. They protruded like the Swiss Alps, forcing
the girl to arch her back to balance herself. She had a flat nose with wide
nostrils, the exact opposite of Fugazi's, and very black, tightly kinked
hair. The girl smiled, her thick lips wide with lustful greeting. "Hi," she
said. "I'm Linda. Linda Vigal."


"Please to meet you, I'm sure," Patty said, smiling back at them.


Renault took her around to the other guest, introducing her to Fortesque
T. Franklynn, to "Fort," as he was known. He had his arm around Marcia, who
nodded warmly to Patty, and who in turn introduced George Laufgren, who
owned a chain of electronic parts stores; his brother, Carter; and their 
respective wives, Jean and Helen.


Patty was struck by the quiet, formal, sophisticated way everybody
conducted themselves, and if she hadn't known better, she would have
thought this was one of the most proper and stuffy gatherings she had been
to in her life. It was hard to believe these belonged to the mass-swap
life, and wondered if they would engage in any of the perverted and
unnatural acts she had so recently been introduced to.


"I'll leave you here, Patty," Renault said. "I have to see how Barbara
is doing with hors d'oeuvres. We have a cook, but she still insists he
sighed and shrugged with age-old way a man does when he doesn't understand
a woman. Then he turned and with a smile, he shook a warning finger at the
Laufgren's. "I saw her first, so no hanky-panky while I'm doing my duties.
Especially you, Carter, you rake."


Everybody laughed and Renault walked toward the kitchen.


"Good to see you, Patty," Marcia said, breaking the ice. "You were dead
to the world when I got home, so I thought it best to let you sleep."


"Thanks," Patty replied. "But I'm raring to go now."


"I'm sure you are," Carter said. "Ow! You didn't have to kick my shin,
darling," he protested to his wife, Helen.


"We were just talking about Viet Nam," Jean said. "Though I don't
understand a word of it. I'm a poor housewife and leave such matters to the
men-folk."


"Well, it is obvious to anybody, even to you, Helen," Carter said, "That
we have no right in that country. We should pull out of there at once.


What? bellowed George, "Leave those poor people to the ravages of
Communism? How many women and children do you think would be slaughtered
without our defense?"


"Less than the number we're killing now," came the hot retort. "Let them
decide for themselves who they want to run the government. It's not our
concern."


"Pshaw! I say the concentration camp and firing squad terrorism would
wipe the country clean of any thinking men within a year. What kind of
world would we have if we gave in to such tyranny, we; the nation which was
founded on the principles of decency and freedom for all mankind! Did we
not fight for our freedom? And are not all men our brothers? Why should an
ocean or a frontier make any difference to the universality of the human
race?"


"You mean we should play God with the lives of millions, just to sway
them to our beliefs?"


"No, but to give the poor people a chance to decide for themselves,
that's all."


"Imperialism has never worked, and you know as well as I do, George,
that the real reason we're over there is not to fight for their freedom,
but to enslave them in economic ties with the Western world. We're
interested in what they can do for us, not what altruistically we can do
for them."


"Is profit that bad? Is the money I take from my company dirty? Don't be
silly! The capitalistic system works on the basis that what's good for me
is good for you, because I need you as much as you need me. So South Viet
Nam is hurried into the twentieth century, is shaken up with
industrialization and progress. So is that so much worse than picking weeds
in a rice paddy all your life? Hell, no, it's not. And don't talk to me
about the history of Imperialism. For one thing, we're not the
Imperialists, for we plan to leave. Peking and Moscow surely don't, and
they plan to bleed the country, not build it up, and that's true
Imperialism."


"That still doesn't give us the right to kill."


"The only thing turning the other cheek ever got was another hit in the
mouth. You speak of history, and that's the greatest lesson going. Or
haven't you ever heard of Chamberlain's 'peace-in-our-times' sellout to
Hitler, and the resultant World War II, which slaughtered millions. Asia
will fall to the Reds just as surely, and we will have broken our
commitments and promises and seriously weakened the respect we hold now if
we do as you want."


"Respect?" snapped Carter. "Respect my ass! It's fear!"


"All right, fear! I say respect, but if our enemies fear us, so much the
better," Carter glowered at his brother, and sipped his drink. "That's
always the curse of the strong."


"All the strength hasn't done a bit of good, either. The Communists are
still as powerful as ever."


"Bull shit, brother. When we entered Viet Nam, Cambodia was Red, the
Philippines were overrun with Huk terrorists, Malaysia was threatened,
Burma was in deep subversive trouble, and the whole Western influence was
tottering on the brink of collapse. Now look. South Viet Nam was lost;
otherwise Ho Chi Mm would never have agreed to bargain in 1958 he had it
made and could put on a front of conciliation. Well, the front backfired
and he has been ground to a standstill. The other countries have rallied
behind our directive force, and Burma has thrown out the terrorists, the
Philippines haven't had serious trouble in over five years, Cambodia has a
new, pro-Western government, and we have never have better, more friendly
relations with more Eastern countries than now. True, things aren't
perfect, but they are a thousand times better than they were a decade ago,
and I say it's because we made a stand and have stuck to it."


"And I say"


"Please!" interrupted Patty. Continue your tirade later. But I'm
exercising my right as a partygoer to ask that the subject be changed. I'm
a nit about politics, and I feel left out."


"Thank you for the rescue," Helen said dryly. "The boys have been at
this ever since I can remember. They don't exactly see eye-to-eye on
everything. The silly thing is that they will never do anything else about
it except argue."


They all laughed and as the waiter passed, the four took fresh drinks. 
The talk switched to television, movies, books, and raising of children in
today's permissive society. Then Renault appeared beside Patty again, and
she could feel the hardening lump of flesh between his legs as he brushed
up against her. She wriggled the soft cheeks of her buttocks back against
his groin and felt his cock stiffen still more.


The tempo and heat of the party continued to increase, and after a few
more drinks, Renault dimmed the room's lights and had the Chinese houseboy
set out the gold pillows in a wide circle on the floor. He then instructed
everyone to assume seated positions on the pillows, and Patty knew that the
marijuana ritual, which she had been a part of the previous night was about
to be repeated. She felt her thighs and nipples tingle with anticipation,
and as she sank to the cushion, she thought to herself:


This is just the beginning, and tonight is going to be one hell of a
swinging party.


Chapter 7


Patty was floating soft, warm, pleasantly floating, the same feeling
she had had that first night. The sweet smell of the marijuana blanketed
the room now, and she could see the glowing ends of the brown cigarettes in
the darkness. Some of the couples on the cushions were fondling one another
now that the ritual had been completed; Renault had kissed one of Barbaras
alabaster breasts moments earlier to signify the close of the ceremony, but
he had not left with her as he had before. He was standing behind his
cushion, the only one standing, surveying the seated guests with
penetrating eyes; Barbara had resumed her position, her breast still
exposed, being fondled eagerly now by Garter Laufgren.


As Patty reveled in the inner sensations of warmth and beginning passion
at the lewdly locked couples round her, she saw Renault begin to walk
slowly around the circle of cushions, coming toward her. He stopped behind
her pillow, looking down at her, and as she turned her head to smile up at
him she noticed the hard, unmistakable bulge of his erect cock jutting
along his right leg. She found herself growing more excited as she stared
at his concealed hard-on, and she reached up two exploratory fingers to
stroke the prominence lightly. Renaults eyes lidded and his hand closed
over hers, pressing it tightly to his crotch. He said, Come with me, my
dear. I have something I want to show you.


This? she asked coyly, teasing his bloated prick.


No, he said. And yes. Will you come along?


Yes, yes, I will. Patty said. She stood and he took her hand and led
her out of the room, down the hallway to another hail which elled off to
the right. At the end of that second one was a closed door, and Renault
opened it and led her into a dimly lighted bedroom with a huge double bed
in its exact center. He closed the door then, turning toward her, his eyes 
glowing with the heat of his lust.


Patty giggled, stepping forward and touching his cock through his pants
again. Well?" she asked. What do you have to show me, Rick?


He grinned obscenely. Take off your clothes, my dear, he commanded.
All of them. I want you completely, lusciously nude for my old eyes.


Patty felt her cuntal muscles begin to contract expectantly. Quickly,
she took off her white wool sheath, untying the neck drawstring and pulling
it over her head to reveal her smooth white nudity, the dark reddish
triangle of her femininity starkly contrasting in the pale light. There!
she said. I didnt waste any time, did I, Rick?"


Renault licked his lips excitedly. Lie down on the bed, Patty, he
instructed. Spread your legs wide so I can see all of your magnificent
cunt.


She did as she was bid, lying on the soft mattress and splaying her
beautiful, satiny legs, moving her hips lightly as she watched him walk
slowly toward a sliding closet at one wall. He drew back the door, took
something from. inside, and then turned and walked to the bed. He stood
over her, holding the object in his hand, leering down at her with
perverted lust on his aged, wrinkled countenance.


The object was a feather.


A huge, plumed ostrich feather.


The swirling drug-fog in Pattys brain locked out all thoughts of the
complete debasity of what that feather represented. She knew, but refused
to admit to herself, what Renault was going to do with it. She watched in
lustful fascination as he quickly shed his lounging robe and pants,
standing nude over her like some pagan priest above a sacrificial virgin,
holding the feather like a heathen dagger, his slender, wrinkled cock
jutting out purplishly from his flabby midsection.


Im going to tickle your fancy, my dear, he chuckled croakingly.
Wont that be nice?


She squirmed, her cunt on fire now. Yes! she moaned. Oh yes it will
be, Rick, it will be!


But we must do it slowly, Renault said in a crooning tone. Very, very
slowly.


Yes, yes, yes! Pattys buttocks were undulating faster and faster on
the bed, and her eyes seemed to be riveted almost hypnotically on the
gently wavering plume in the old mans fingers.


Renault waved the feather over the length of her body, not touching her
with it, saying soft words in that same strange language he had used at the
pot ritual. His eyes glittered with an almost fanatical fire. Then he knelt
on the bed beside her and lowered the feather to flutter it at the balls of
her feet. Her toes began to twitch and she writhed all the more
ecstatically on the bed, her cunt seeming to open and close, open and
close, as if it were a starving mouth waiting to be fed the staff of life.


Renault began to move the feather upward, over her ankles and her knees
and along her inner thighs. Then he was dusting it lightly along her 
crotch, along the wet, glistening folds of her gently throbbing pussy until
the oscillating phallus of her clit seemed so engorged as to be near
bursting.


Oh-oh-oh-oh-oh-oohhhhh! Patty wailed in an almost crazed lustfulness.


Renault moved the feather higher, along the flat creaminess of her
belly, over one firm, resilient, pink-tipped breast and then over the
other, making the nipples as rigid as her bud below. Pattys hands were
clawing at the spread now, and she was grinding her firm, rounded buttocks
down on the mattress, her knees drawn up but wide spread, soles of her feet
touching and her cunt flowered wide, wide, and flowing her juices in
ever-increasing streams down onto the cloth beneath her churning bottom. He
continued to brush the feather over her tits, back and forth, again and
again, and then he was bringing it back down over her belly, between her
legs, teasing and stroking her liquidy furrow until she felt a scream of
near madness rise in her throat and burst forth into the stillness of the
room;


Aaaaagggggghhhhh!


Renault did not stop. Back and forth went the feather, up and down,
until Patty thought she would pass out from sheer ecstasy, feeling her cum
build inside her like a seething tornado of lubricious, delirious joy.
Another few seconds now, another few seconds, and she would be there, she
would be cumming, that wonderful beautiful fantastic feather would make her
cum He stopped.


All of a sudden, Renault drew the feather back, holding it high above
his head.


Pattys eyes fluttered open, her hips still wildly rotating. Dont
stop, dont stop! she pleaded sensuously. More, more, more, more!


No, my dear, Renault said softly. Now its your turn to give me the
same pleasure I have given you."


But


Hush now, Renault said authoritatively.


He stretched out beside her, pushing the ostrich feather into her hand.
"I know you were almost on the point of climax, and that's why I stopped.
We must build my desires, too, so that when I at last fuck you, it will be
a coupling of the greatest possible magnitude."


Patty nodded numbly. "All right, Rick, whatever you say."


"There's my girl."


She rolled onto her knees, holding the feather over him as he had done
to her. His eyes were fastened on the plume as hers had been, and his
tongue flicked out wetly over his puckered lips.


"Shall I start with your feet?" Patty asked.


"Yes," he answered. "But you must ignore my prick and my balls until the
very last. Do you understand?"


"Yes, I understand."


"Then-begin!"


Patty began to move the feather slowly, slowly, over the balls of 
Renault's feet, bringing it up along his legs. His buttocks began to squirm
on the bed, just as her firm young ones had, as she swept the feather in a
wide path around his pelvis, up along his belly, across his wizened chest.
Back down again, pausing at his belly; back up again, around his throat.


"That's it, my dear! That's it, my dear!" he chanted, and thin threads
of drool rolled out of the corners of his mouth. His cock stood straight
up, quivering with desire, the head lubricated with a wet, glistening
seminal film. As she brought the feather down along his sides, Patty could
sense her own passion beginning to approach its crest again; there was
something infinitely exciting, infinitely debauched, about the use of that
great colorful plume on one another's bodies. She stared at his cock, so
stiff and blood-purple that it could have been the penis of a young boy
instead of that of an older man, and she wanted it inside her pussy, wanted
it to reach into the depths of her belly more than she had wanted any cock
in her life. But she was under his command, under his spell; she would not
have his great member inside her until he deemed it time.


"Aaaahhhh!" Renault was crooning on the bed as Patty tickled his thighs
with the feather, brought it down to his knees, back up almost to his
crotch. And then: "Now, Patty! Now, my balls! Tickle my balls and the head
of my cock! Quickly, now! Quickly!"


She did as she was ordered, fluttering the tantalizing softness of the
feather all the way up his thighs to swirl around the two bloated pendulums
of his testicles. Then she reached down and grasped his prick at the base
with her free hand, holding it still as she moved the feather lightly over
the glans, around and around like a swirling tongue, then along the rigid
shaft to his balls again, back up to the head, back down, back up, back
down.


"Oooooooaaaaahhhhh!" Renault wailed, flexing his hips and his pelvis in
a mad jerking of sexual frenzy. "Now get on, get on, get on! Oh Patty,
Patty, impale yourself on my great rod! Fuck me with your sheathing cunt,
Patty dear! Get on and fuck me now, now, noooww!"


The lewdness of his command incited Patty's fires of passion to an even
hotter degree, and she dropped the feather, twisting her body up to
straddle him, locking her knees and thighs against his sides, raising up so
that her moist, widely-spread cuntal mouth was directly above the head of
his hardened cock, less than two inches from the wet, sticky, blood-raged
head. She reached down and held his staff in her hand again, her hips
beginning to sway slightly as she prepared herself for her down thrust. She
guided the head of his cock, positioned it, at the door of her secret
recess, lowered herself until she could feel the glans touching, touching
like a feather, the folds of her yearning, lust-burning slit.


And then and then she impaled herself down on it!


"Eeeeeeaaaahhhhhh!" she squealed in abject surrender as the full length
of his cock filled her cunt, slammed up against her cervix painfully. She
could feel his bulging, hairy balls against her ass cheeks, feel his
wiry-haired pelvis pressed to her crotch.


"Fuck me!" Renault screamed up at her. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! Oh
dear Patty, fuck my cock with your lovely cunt! Hurry, hurry, fuck meeee!"


Patty began to bob up and down then, leaning forward on her hands, which
were spread out on either side of his wildly lolling head. Her beautiful
tits swayed and danced like two live things, the nipples brushing his
throat and collarbone. Her cunt climbed his cock to the crest, fell back to
imprison it all the way, climbed to the crest again, fell back. The muscles
of her vaginal passage clamped tightly around the invader, squeezing it,
milking it, and she rotated her hips madly around the hard, fleshy, hot
shaft buried inside her.


Renault raised one of his hands from the bed and his clawlike fingers
dug into the soft, firm flesh of one of her pliant globular buttocks. He
kneaded and manipulated the sweating moon, reaching around to probe the
puckered ring of her anus briefly, dipping his fingers into her wet, warm
crotch to feel his own cock and the outward-pulling of her cunt lips as she
drew up on the shaft, the inward-contracting of them when she lowered
herself down on the turgid member.


Then his mouth was seeking, and finding, one of her bobbing breasts. He
used his other hand to guide the distended nipple to his lips, where he
took it between his teeth and began to nibble on it, squeezing the softness
of the tit hard in the palm of his hand. His teeth were bared now, and his
eyes were tightly shut as she rode abandonedly up and down the length of
his burgeoning prick.


Patty was approaching Nirvana, ascending toward heights of release
heretofore unimaginable. Her cuntal passage was one great throbbing
pleasure-pain, the magnitude of that mixture so intense as to render her
almost insane as she sought to cum, to make this old man beneath her and
inside her cum, the two of them cum together in one bursting, rapturous
moment when the ascension to Nirvana would at last be realized.


She was only dimly aware of the sound of the bedroom door opening.


The voices which followed that sound only dimly reached her ears; "Holy
Jesus Christ, is she giving old Rick a ride!"


"Goddamn yeah, she is!"


"I'd like to get in on that fuck! The way she's swinging that juicy ass
of hers says that when she cums, it's going to be like skyrockets going off
on the Fourth of July!"


"Well, why the hell don't you, Harry boy? Go over there and shove it in
her asshole! That'll really send her off!"


"Hell yes, I think I will!"


As Patty continued to wildly impale her body up and down Renault's
stiffened pole, she became aware that one of the two men who had been
talking was approaching the bed, was kneeling down beside her. And then she
felt hands on her spine, fingers digging into the flesh there; felt
Renault's hand slip away to come around and stroke her sweating belly and
the matted, slippery hair of her pubic mound. The full meaning of the brief
conversation she had just heard burst into her brain at that moment, and 
she knew that the man behind her was going to put his penis into her
rectum, as Val Robbins had put his huge rod into it the night before to
destroy her anal virginity. Waves of lewd anticipation seized control of
her body as the thought of still another male member buried inside her, at
the thought of two huge, sperm-filled cocks fucking both of her orifices at
the same time, she began to pump faster and faster, her cunt making wet
sluicing sounds as it drew up and juices out around the hardened penis to
pool down around Renault's prick, flowing her on his pubic hair and on
downward to his belly.


Behind her, Harold Jessup leered with gathering lust at the upturned
moons of Patty's firmly rounded ass. His large, thick cock touched one of
the soft mounds, and the contact sent a sensation of sheer lust down into
his cum-heavy balls. He dipped the fingers of both hands into the slick,
hot crevice and drew the white globes of her buttocks wide apart to expose
the brown nether ring of her asshole. It seemed to wink at him lustfully,
little globules of sweat glistening on the puckered ring. Oh Christ, he had
to fuck this hot little bitch there and he had to do it now! While she was
still fucking Renault, while she was almost ready to cum!


Brutally, almost sadistically, he guided his gigantic totem pole to the
opening and rammed forward, driving his cock into her rectum, sending it
home with a wild searing heat, burying it to his abdomen. The rod ripped
along the membraneous passage, still tight, still resisting in spite of the
fucking Val had given it the previous evening, like some terrible pistoning
jackhammer, and Jessup's balls slapped resoundingly against her wet, hot
slit almost at the point where her cunt was sliding up and down around
Renault's cock.


"Uuuuuuuhhhhhhh!" Patty screamed at the painful, sudden assault, and
then she was gasping and mewling as Jessup flexed his hips once, twice,
three times, fucking into her wide stretched rectum with sharp, short
strokes. She stopped momentarily her mad riding of Renault's penis, and he
grasped both her tits in his hands and squeezed them until she shouted with
pain, and he bit the one nipple almost hard enough to draw blood from it.


"Keep fucking me, keep fucking me!" he bellowed up at her.


She groaned and began her movements again, and then her anal passage
grew accustomed to the fleshy, turgid shaft imbedded there; each ridge and
muscle in her asshole contracted and gripped the invading cock, just as the
muscles of her cunt were doing around the older man's still rockhard penis.
She fucked back and then down, back and then down, attuning her movements
to the strokes of the two pricks inside her. Renault's hands were still
squeezing her breasts and he made small grunting animal sounds as he sucked
and licked and nibbled at her nipple; behind her, Jessup clutched harshly
at her hips as he thrust into her warm, forbidden depths of her rectum, the
pressure of his straining, jerking thighs forcing her forward, forcing her
one free tit to swirl and dance madly around Renault's heaving face.


"That's it, baby, that's it!" Jessup groaned as he fucked into her from
behind, pushing the rubbery flesh of her anal passage before his lunging 
cock in rippling waves in her warm, greedy back channel.


Patty's vagina seemed to have a suction of its own as it worked up and
down on Renault's cock, and she felt the man's hardened penis pushing
against Jessup's sodomizing her anus so that the thin membrane of her
vaginal and rectal walls seemed to not exist at all; it was as if the two
parallel cocks were one, fused together in her two openings like a Siamese
twin, a huge, monstrous Siamese cock tearing her body to wonderful,
rapturous shreds from below and from behind. She could feel her cum
building to the point of overflowing, and she knew it wouldn't be long
before her orgasm took hold of her. She worked like a possessed woman,
fucking down and back, taking and holding every inch of the two men inside
her, fucking them rhythmically with her wet, lubricious loins, rolling and
gyrating her hips and her crotch.


"Fuck me, both of you fuck me harder, harder, harderrrrrrr!" she cried
out in a strange pleading voice. "I want you to fuck me fuck me spew
your loads into my cunt and into my asshole fuck me, cum inside me, make
me cum with you


Her words, so obscene, incited Jessup to crazed, savage thrusts behind
her; incited Renault to jerk his hips up off the bed and meet her downward
thrust, grinding his shaft deeper into her cunt, ramming the swollen head
against her cervix time and again. The exquisite unison of the two
pistoning cocks and her own abandoned, frenzied twistings made the sight of
the threesome on the bed seem to the watching eyes of the man who had come
in with Harold Jessup, Carter Laufgren, to be like a six-legged crab gone
mad, a surrealistic montage of a seance a trois. It was unbelievable!


Laufgren's cock was vibrating with rigid intensity as he stared at the
woman and the two men on the bed. He began to stroke his shaft slightly,
feeling the cum build in his own balls, and suddenly he, too, had to join
in this crazed lustful scene which he was witnessing. He rushed forward and
sat on the bed near Renault's head, twisting so that his cock brushed
against Patty's outflung arm. Quickly, he raised her hand from the bed and
placed it around his cock, moving it up and down in a few short strokes so
that she knew what he wanted, and then released it. Patty's hand began to
jack him off, faster and faster, expertly drawing the foreskin back and
out, until he closed his eyes and gritted his teeth as the cauldrons of his
sperm-bloated balls verged on the moment of ejaculation.


Renault and Jessup were fucking Patty with a savage vengeance now, the
latter's balls slapping loudly, wetly, against her crotch; and she fucked
them down and back, grinding her pelvis and her buttocks, machinelike, on
the fleshy rods, reveling in the lewd gushing sounds of her vaginal fluid
and their early seminal emissions. She was vaguely aware of the unknown but
hotly erect cock she was masturbating with her right hand, and that
perverse act only seemed to increase her lust, her crescending orgasm. It
wouldn't be long now, it wouldn't be long now.


Suddenly, Renault jerked upward, seeming to freeze immobile with his
hips raised off the bed for a long moment, his cock burned to its hilt in 
the soft, petaled folds of her pussy. Then a thin, pig-like squeal rendered
from his throat, and words that were almost incoherent burst into the
sex-perfumed air; "Cumming, there there cumming, ccccuuuummmmiiiinnnngggg,
oooohhhhh aaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!"


And Patty felt the first hot torrents of his cum gush against her womb
like lancing flames of some raging inferno, filling her vaginal tunnel with
sticky hot fire, overflowing it and cascading like some obscene waterfall
around his now wildly jerking member to coat her pubic hair, mat them
together with long sticky strands like evil threads of silk. And then,
behind her, Jessup howling like a wounded beast, battering into her asshole
with demoniacal force as his own climax seized hold of him. His great cock
began to geyser forth thin, needlelike jets of cum, a different man's cum,
to fill her rectum as Renault's seed was filling her cunt, fill it to
overflowing so that Jessup's sperm burst out around his penis and flowed
down to mix and blend with Renault's in her crotch and on his belly. And
then the man whom she was masturbating cried out, a low wailing moan, and
she felt his cock twitch and jerk against her stroking palm and still
another stream of cum, like a torrent of blood pulsing from a severed
artery, shot from the eye in his glans, shot straight up into the air to
fall on Patty's wildly flailing hair, fall on her cheeks and stream into
her hungrily opened mouth like droplets of molten lava.


And in that moment, as the two cocks inside her body, and the one
roaring forth in her hand, poured white-hot seed into her and onto her,
Patty felt her own climax surge, surge, and then;


She was there!


She too was cumming!


Pinwheels of light, all different colors; reds and blues and greens and
yellows, kaleidoscopically spinning, exploded in back of her eyes and the
very essence of her being soared free, ascending to that Shangri-La,
bringing her to a pinnacle of wicked pleasure that she had never even
dreamed of existed, never thought possible to achieve. She screamed. She
screamed long and loud for the cocks gushing their fluid never to stop
gushing, never to stop transporting her on this uncontrollable ride to
blissful rapture.


"Aaaaaaaaaiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!"


She jerked and bucked and twisted like a dancer gone berserk,
endeavoring to ingest every drop of cum, inundate her whole body, inside
and out, with hot, gushing male sperm. Her tongue worked frantically over
her lips, licking and swallowing the juice of the man she was jacking off,
as the seeds of Renault and Jessup commingled in her belly and painted her
crotch and saturated the bed. When first Renault's, and then Jessup's,
pricks went limp and withdrew from her, she cried out mindlessly,
soullessly for them to stay hard, stay inside her. But it was too late,
they were gone and gone, too, was the cock from her hand, having deflated
and slid wetly from her cum-moistened palm.


Patty collapsed sideways, falling on her stomach to the side of the 
older man, her eyes still squeezed tightly shut. She was utterly exhausted,
drained, now that her own orgasm was beginning to wane. She lay there,
unable to think, feeling a welcome lethargy begin to flow over her, feeling
herself begin to drift on a cloud of satiation. Dimly, she heard the voices
of the men she had just fucked, and been fucked by:


"Goddamn, I never had anything that good!"


"The best I ever had


"I thought my balls were going to burst, she was beating my meat so
hard! I never had a cum like that!"


She smiled in dreamy satisfaction. Yes, she thought sleepily, it was
good, so very good, two cocks inside me and one in my hand is one of the
most beautiful feelings I've ever known, to make them all cum together, and
to cum with them, is the most wonderful feeling in the world I'm nothing
but a sick, depraved whore but oh God, I loved it, I loved every single
rapturous moment of it!


The last thing Patty felt were Rick Renault's hands turning her gently
onto her back, opening her legs again, and then, seconds later, his soft,
moist, tender kiss of gratitude on her wet, petal like cunt lips


Chapter 8


Patty was awakened from her drowsy state of completion by a steady
shaking. She looked up through still drugged and sleepy eyes at the smiling
face of Renault, who was bending over her, his hand still prodding her
shoulder.


Cmon, Patty, wake up. Wake up, he said in a soft voice.


Yes, Rick, Im awake. What is it? More marijuana? Its wearing off and
I could use some more.


A little later, my dear. First, lets go out in the garden.


The garden? Why there? She sat up, trying to focus on the dim shape
above her, moving her eyes around the bedroom. The others Jessup and
Laufgren, were gone now.


Havent you ever fucked out in the open, Patty?" Renault asked
solicitously. Its the best way I knew under the stars, with only the
trees and grass around really back to nature, which is what sex is all
about, isnt it?


Mmmmmm, Patty hummed, her thighs and nipples tingling at the idea.
Yes, it sounds like freedom itself. Lets go out to the garden, lover, and
screw each other into the earth.


Slowly she rose from the bed, her nakedness a delightful enhancement to
the moment. Her pubic hair rippled and brushed against her thighs as she
staggered uncertainly toward the door. Renault walked next to her, one hand
kneading a breast, a nervous state of excitement making his lustful penis
leap into full, throbbing erection. Patty fondled the cock as they 
continued out through the study and into the balmy night air, the cool
ground making her toes contract and tingle. They sauntered into the
oleanders, following a little path which wound among the shrubbery, lushly
grassed clearing with a little fish pond and fountain at one end.


Here, he murmured in her ear. Lets fuck here. He slipped his tongue
into her mouth and pressed his nudity hard against her, rubbing hips and
thighs together, bringing in the rush of openness, a deep tremor of real
response from her.


Then she turned, and the sigh which was forming on her lips turned to an
expression of shock. For out of the shadowed woods came, one by one,
Harold, Pete, George, and Carter. Ugly leers of carnality contorted their
drugged faces, and their bare bodies glistened with the sweat of recent
perversity.


What what is this, Rick?


Surprise, Patty. A little surprise party of your very own.


She heard snickers from the men, and her stomach began to clutch at
itself with dread. The numbing influence of the smoking fled with the fear
she suddenly experienced, and as she gaped at the surrounding circle of
lust-excited males. Perhaps she could take them all on if she were still
under marijuana, but now she was completely conscious! At last she managed
to say to Renault, Pl please, Rick, I beg you, tell me whats going on?


Sure, Harold said, tell her, Rick. It was your idea, after all.


Renault shrugged nonchalantly. Patty, my dear, you have to understand
my position. You see, your friend Marcia was a little careless one evening,
Im afraid. She, ah, posed for some pictures.


Pictures? Marcia?


Yes. Here, see for yourself.


For the first time, Patty noticed that Renault was carrying a brown
manila envelope in his left hand, and he opened it and took out a set of
full color glossy snapshots. One by one Renault handed the photos to Patty,
making lewd comments with each one.


I think theres enough moonlight for you to be able to see the actions
clearly. Hows this one, with her sucking a cock?


She gasped as she saw Marcias mouth stretched wide over a mans
enormous shaft, her lips locked on it as though they were stitched to him.
A ripple of sensation passed through Patty as she wondered who was the male
with so big a penis as that, for it was much bigger than Franks or Vals
or any of the mens assembled here. She flipped guiltily to the next one,
which was of her friend sitting on a couch with her legs spread wide apart
and she could see the man was kneeling between her thighs, his tongue
clearly curling into the spread vaginal lips. And again, she could feel a
slight involuntary moistness beginning in her own cunt and her hands began
to shake as the emotions on Marcias face transmitted themselves to her own
body.


Look, Patty, Renault added. Shes really enjoying it, isnt she?


Yes, yes she is, Patty breathed as her eyes locked on yet another 
pose. Marcia was on a bed with her legs wide apart and a man between them,
clearly Val Robbins, his cock sunk all the way her open vagina. The camera
angle was able to pick up the thick member disappearing into the soft,
hair-fringed folds of her cunt, with only a tiny portion of it showing wet
and purplish. Marcias expression was one of depravity and ecstasy. Patty
squirmed slightly, pressing her legs together to hold down the fire which
was brewing deep in her loins.


These are terrible, Rick, she said hoarsely. Im sure Marcia never
knew they were being taken, for shed never consent to doing that in front
of a camera.


Renault took the pictures back and replaced them in the envelope. True,
she didnt know. But the facts are they were taken, and Ive been offered a
considerable amount of money for them. Just think of the thousands of men;
dirty, greasy old men masturbating in their fly-specked hotel rooms with a
bottle of wine and these pictures. Your Marcia will be nationally famous,
my dear!


But what has that got to do with me?


These men have kindly decided to buy the pictures from me for the same
amount I was offered. Each one is going to chip in a fourth, but in return,
they each want you. Not singly, not over a period of time, but now, all at
once, in an old fashioned gang-bang. I said you might do it for your
friends benefit.


You cant be serious! she flared. You must be mad!


Well, if you really dont want to, we wont force you, but if you want
to keep Marcia, poor, dumb Marcia, from such notoriety, then youd best
cooperate. Can you imagine what it would be like to have her husband get
hold of this set? Say maybe from one of his buddies who happened to buy
them?"


Pattys blood boiled. She could have flung herself at Renault and
scratched his eyes out, but then her thoughts went back to Marcia. She
began to cool down a little as she considered the consequences of those
pictures. Marcia would be ruined.


Youre not exactly giving up anything, anyway, Patty, Renault said.
After all, youd probably get around to sleeping with each of these
gentlemen sooner or later anyway.


Patty moaned at his words, and tears of humiliation and sorrow began to
roll down her cheeks. Renaults words were all too true. She was little
more than a prostitute lately, screwing any man who came along. She wasnt
worth saving, but Marcia was, and maybe this one act of evil might somehow
result in good. She looked around at the clustered men, staring at their
waiting nakedness and she was filled with overwhelming self-loathing.


She tried to speak, but words escaped her. Her tear-wet eyes again
traveled over the assemblage, but no mercy was shown, and she realized that
there was nothing she could do except submit: She was alone, and would
probably be forced to let them fuck her even if she didnt agree, and so
silently she lowered herself to the soft earth arid arranged herself on her
back, spread-eagled. She glanced up at the naked body of Rick Renault, who
stood with his hand on his hips, his wrinkled penis erect and hovering
menacingly, his hairy sac hanging like a water filled balloon at its base.


All right, she whimpered in a strange, defeated tone. Do it to me.
All of you, if thats what you want!


The men closed in, forming a tight circle above her, and she watched in
wild-eyed agony as they bent over her to drink in the moonlit nakedness of
her loveliness, their lust twisted faces unbelievable visages of desire.
She could barely breathe with the air so filled with the pungency of their
rigid genitals, and for a moment she thought she might faint from the odor,
and hoped she would.


Renault started to kneel, his hands groping toward her breasts with a
clawlike grab, but then Pete caught him and said, Wait a minute, Rick.
His eyes were on Patty as he talked, beady with perversion and excitement.
Youve had her before. We havent. Let me fuck her first.


No, I"


Yes, Rick, broke in Petes manager, Harold. Let Fugazi go down on her
first. I want to see her face when he does.


Yeah, let him have her, chimed in Carter.


Renault grinned and stood up. All right, big one. But leave some for
the others, though.


Patty froze in terror as the bald fighter dropped to his knees between
her widespread thighs, his nose quivering and his lips licking at the feast
of her sparsely fleeced loins. Then his head moved down between her spread
thighs, and Patty moaned as she realized he was about to plunder her cunt
in full view of everybody. Oh God, if only she had the marijuana maybe she
could stand it, but not like this, not fully conscious, even she hadnt
sunk that low!


Please Pete take me into the bushes. Dont do it here, she pleaded
up at him, tearfully.


Pete only chuckled crudely, and Harold egged him on by saying, Cmon,
boy. Cant you see how bad she wants you? Lick the little whores fucking
honey-pot right now!


A convulsive spasm jerked her body as his lips pressed against the naked
plane of her open vagina. She cried out from his touch, but the sudden wet
contact sent a chill racing the length of her spine, paralyzing her brain.
His slobbering tongue lapped the pink, blood-pumped vulva, parting her
pubic hair, snaking into the crack of her moist, protesting pussy.


A cheer went up from the spectators, and another shudder ran through
Patty as he came in contact with her trembling clitoris. She felt his
rough, knobby fingers clamp against her thighs and force them yet wider,
and she looked down between her breasts at him, her eyes widened in terror
at seeing him hunched on all fours like some ravaging beast. He came up for
air and grinned lewdly at her, his mouth and cheeks one glistening area of
wetness, and then he licked his lips and fell again on her defenseless
crotch, devouring it as though it was a victim of a preying animal.


Patty tried to lie motionless, the grinning faces, the throbbing cocks
around her all waiting their turn, gone from her vision as she blotted them
out of her mind. But then Pete exposed her pink-tinged slit with his
thumbs, bringing oohhs and aaghs and harsh, sucked-in breaths from the men
and again she had to look, and again she saw him drop his head and bury the
full length of his slippery tongue into the warm, throbbing walls of her
pussy.


She ground her buttocks into the grass, whimpering wildly under his
depraved assault. Then he nibbled the erect bud of her clitoris with his
sharp teeth, drawing her tingling bud of eroticism into his mouth to suck
on it and roll it around with his tongue. She cried out and with a
horrified expression, she saw the nightmare of him rolling his head from
side to side in her cunt, in time to the chants and clappings of the crowd
who were clamoring for more.


It cant be! It cant be! she groaned over and over to herself in pagan
humiliation, the moonlight streaming down to highlight her wretched
predicament, to pinpoint the man who was flailing wildly into her cunt with
his spearing tongue. Dear God! I have to fight this with all my might! I
mustnt succumb to myself, even though I must to them!


But as Petes sucking tongue snaked lizard-like into her straining cunt,
burrowing like a jackrabbit in the soft, fleshy folds of her vagina, her
betraying hips again for the second time tonight began to respond
involuntarily, and a flickering fire of wanton emotion began to spark
within her womb. Tiny wisps of forbidden pleasure began to purl down in her
belly and her ripe breasts jiggled sensuously from the buffeting of her
lower body. Fire was rapidly replacing revulsion she had never felt so
subjugated so debauched in all her life, even back there with three of them
on her at once. And wasnt this what she had hoped for when she came to the
party? Demons danced wickedly along her skin, and her soft flesh quivered
desperately to quell the searing, hot lashes which licked maddeningly at
her naked body. And her desperate, subconscious cries of help to the
Almighty went unheeded, the fire roaring out of control. She saw in blurred
vision the head of Rick Renault nod in triumph at her lewd surrender, felt
her fingers hook like talons around the gleaming skull of Fugazi, and felt
a low, soul searing moan rasping from her dry throat.


She ground her cunt up to his face, pulling him over her in an attempt
to get his cock to jam itself in her pussy, for his maddening lickings had
made her want his penis like a woman possessed. And then Renault was there,
his face above hers, his own cock jutting from his kneeling body above her.
Forgotten was her debasement, her shame, her fears, for the devils danced
and she needed but one thing now a cock any cock but cock it had to be!
Renault grinned and he yanked Fugazi off her. I want to fuck her, Pete.
Im going to cum right now, all over the place if I dont shove it inside
her.


Put in a stroke for me, Fugazi growled, but he rolled aside and then
Renault was on Patty, kissing her lips and nose and neck while her tongue 
slavered over his victoriously grinning face. Then she reached between them
and guided his thin penis, its blood-filled head a questing rodent of its
own, into the now gaping gorge of her cunt. He smashed down on her, making
her emit a deep groan as her buttocks were ground hard down into the earth.
He levered up, ramming his familiar cock as far as possible into her
clasping, hungered vagina. His balls smacked loudly against her upturned
ass, his hard, hairy stomach boring hotly into the yielding softness of her
belly.


She strained against him, wanting more, much more of him inside that
insane cuntal passage she possessed. Fuck deeper! Fuck deeper, old man!
she screamed frantically. She clutched at the cheeks of his driving
buttocks and drove his prick into her. Oh Christ, youre not enough! she
wailed. Youre not enough!


The Laufgren brothers laughed at this, and jibbed Renault at not being
man enough. Renault, his face contorted with a mixture of lust and fury,
crammed his tongue into Pattys mouth in an effort to compensate, the
saliva drooling down her chin unheeded. Rabidly, she sucked on it, her body
caught in the convulsive vortex of naked, raw passion. She could not, did
not want to fathom why she was as venerous as this but she was. Cock!
Cock! That was all; she had to have cock!


She howled with frustration, splaying her legs beyond reason to allow
him greater access to her steaming, gyrating whirlwind of pussy, but he was
unable to take full advantage. His lashing weapon drubbed her cunt
mercilessly, bringing gasps of pain from him as his pelvis hammered her
crotch with brutal, splattering drives, and then he came, groaning with the
force of his ejaculation, the sperm drowning the walls of her savage vagina
with the hot, scalding milk of his lust.


She bucked beneath him maddeningly trying to bring about her own
release, but as he finished the spewing of his obscene seed, she cried out
with the subsequent disappointment. Too soon! Too damned soon! She had
almost been there, satisfying her tortured cunt, and the peak was within a
minute of two of realization. She strained at his deflating rod until he
pulled from her wetly clasping hole with a lewd slurping sound. She read
fuzzily the surprised look on his face as he rose from her, and she kicked
at him to get away, the fire raging uncontrollably.


Then she thrust her crotch in the air, moaning, More! More! tears of
hunger streaming down her face. She gaped upwards at the night, the torment
of her loins clouding any thought of escape. Then she saw Fugazi, the giant
Italian fighter, standing like Thor above her, his mighty thunderbolt in
his hands. He was stroking its shaft lightly, absolute slut perversion
brimming his eyes, and Patty stared with fascination.


His cock was as large as a gargantuan salami, and about the same color.
He grinned down at her, waving the hardened spectacle at her, his prick
rearing from his thighs like a third leg. Groggily she estimated its size
in yardage rather than inches, and the two sperm carrying containers below
its base hung like sacks of cement. She was reminded of a giant cannon and 
two cannon balls ready to roar in belching flames of action.


She jerked her feasting eye from his cock and balls to once more stare
up at the circle of faces, her mind dimmed in a manner she could not
comprehend, and then she locked her eyes once more on Fugazis fantastic
fulcrum. She gasped in terror, her mind unable to comprehend that thing
inside her cunt.


No not that, Pete! You mustnt! It isnt true! Youre wearing
something! That cant be all yours!


He laughed, long and hard, and said, Its mine, baby. And its going to
be all yours in a minute, even if I tear you apart!"


The others came closer, leering, sneering, as if to get a birds-eye
view of the marvel which they were about to see. The Laufgren brothers
squatted on either side of her and grasped her ankles, holding them apart
and steady. Her delicate, coral slit nestling in the pubic down flowered in
full, unrestrained view as she struggled, opening and closing like a mouth
of a gulping sea bass, and out of nowhere came a hand to pinch the nipple
of her left tit, withdrawing as quickly as it attacked.


Fugazi positioned himself between her thighs, and then on his signal,
the Laufgren brothers raised her ankles, bending them to her writhing body
until they were doubled all the way back, her toes near her head, and she
groaned from the pain. Her face was contorted with anguish, every muscle in
her body feeling as though it was torn asunder, and the flat plane of her
luscious, hair-covered pussy was presented in all its splendor to the
kneeling throng.


Fugazi grinned down at her, as he had when he was sucking her cunt then
with his lips bared back in a cry of plundering, his fine, white teeth
glimmering in the moonlight, he began to stroke his immense cock with both
hands as if in greedy preparation for the assault upon her helpless
offering. His body swayed on his great knees, his skin sweat stained in a
brilliant glow. He shuffled backwards awkwardly, his huge, bursting prick
thrust toward Patty, quivering out of balance from the load of blood it
carried like a top-heavy tree trunk.


Patty was awed, and the tremendous passion built up inside her lessened
considerably as she gaped hysterically at the writhing torso of a penis.
She stared through her splayed thighs, unable to drag her eyes from it. It
mesmerized her like a snake to a flute.


Then, Fugazi jerked his loins, and she found that she was lifting her
buttocks to meet him as if she were under some kind of hypnotic spell,
searching with her gaping vagina the horrendous cudgel which was to tear
her in two. She wanted him! All of him! She cringed in horror, but she had
to have that cock!


The other men stared with unconcealed jealousy as the blue-veined
monster nuzzled its head at the hungry opening between her legs, waggling
for a moment as a stallion might, poking at the pink, rounded slit of
flesh, gently opening the lips wider.


Be easy, Pete, she moaned breathlessly, Oh for Gods sake, be easy!


Ram her, Pete, yelled Renault in satyrical vengeance, gripping his own
limp shaft tightly. Marcia and Sylvia couldnt take you, but that bitch
can! Shes got the cunt for it, I know! Go on, ram it into her!


Then, as if he was jumping off a hundred foot cliff into a canyon below,
Fugazi leaped upon her, a wild cry of abandonment tearing from his throat:
Ooooooohhhhhhhhhhh ssshhhhhhheeeeeeeiiiiiiiitttttttttttt.


Patty threw back her head and screamed insanely; AAAAAAAhhhhg, God!
She tried to free her legs from the ruthless imprisoning, but Pete forced
his chunky, expanding penis inside the quivering lips of her hair-covered
cunt, brutally exploiting the stubborn, rubbery flesh almost to the ripping
point. Patty wrenched at the hands which imprisoned her, kicking and
squirming to escape this inhuman, agonizing impalement. But the men and
Petes cock held her tight.


Uuuuuuggggggghhhhhh! Its too big! Its splitting me in half! Stop!
Stop! She was certain her pussy lips were stretched wafer thin, and that
her vaginal walls had collapsed from the insurmountable pressure of Petes
hydraulic hammer. The pain seethed through her like electric charges of
flesh-searing lightning.


Pete took a deep breath and leaned toward her, pushing in further


AAAARrrrrrrrrrrrrrgggggggg! Oh God, please take it out! she screamed
at the top of her lungs.


The men around her tortured body leaned closer over her hot, perspiring
form, their faces hanging agape as if hypnotized by her straining nakedness
inches away from them. She was dimly aware of hands clutching and squeezing
and massaging her breasts and fingers clawing over every part of her body
like giant insects.


Nooooo, she sobbed, Nooooo! She was half hysterical with tears
flowing in great gushes from her pain blinded eyes. Pete thrust again,
plowing his giant cock into the deep furrows of her tightly resisting
passage, pressing great waves of her pink soft cuntal flesh rippling before
it. She quaked spasmodically as the gigantic rod plunged, her mind racing
in frantic reasoning as the huge monster filled her, crushing her inner
organs as it dug deeper and deeper into her quivering young belly. It
seemed to fill her to her throat, tearing the very soul from her body,
devouring her flesh as he flexed the colossus once, twice. Her life was
being torn from her in mouthfuls of depraved sensuality, and there was
nothing left but this horrendous cock fucking down between her legs.


With an earthquaking thud Petes pelvis crashed resoundingly against the
wide-split crevice of her ass. His immense semen inflated sac swaggered
with the effort his magnificent muscle lay imbedded deep inside her
quivering cunt like the great rod of a stud bull. He stopped, holding still
above her, knowing that he had hurt her, and he waited for her to become
accustomed to the presence of his huge prick in her tormented belly, He
watched her pain wracked face as she gnashed her teeth and bit her lip.


Then he flexed again and she groaned uncontrollably from deep inside and
reclenched her teeth, the sound of the anguished girl less as the pain 
subsided in her hot throbbing lesion. He began a slow revolving motion with
his pelvis, grinding his cock into her naked cunt, stretching the still
cringing wails of her vagina until he fit like a Goliathic sword in a
Davidean sheath.


She raised her eyes, a deranged feeling of pride running through her at
the idea of being able to accept all of Pete, as unbelieving faces stared
at the pussy which was able to swallow the whole of the prick. She knew
that they stared and why, and in her dazed, warped mind she also made out
the lewdly rubbing hands as they caressed her ass cheeks and fingered her
stretched pussy where Pete was stuck. She felt a fingertip probe of her
anus, beneath the soft, swaying bags of his testicles, flirting teasingly
with the defenseless hole like a dog tongue. She winced as the finger
probed, suddenly popping inside the tight sphincter ring to worm its way
through the spongy passage inside, enlarging the rectum until the palm of
the invading hand rested against her buttocks and the entire digit was
buried securely within the puckered, pulsating hole.


Pete commenced a racking, saw-like motion in and out of Pattys moist,
flesh-filled pussy, plunging piteously from the crest of his withdrawal and
ramming her agony strewn body mercilessly against the finger in her
asshole. The two foreign objects which had violated the sanctity of her
femininity became a dual fucking team, the massive cock and the probing
finger raising whimpers and whines of passion from her mouth as they kept
up the obscene cadence with their duo rhythm. Her torture was changing to a
strange sensation of tingling joy as the outrageous defilement and
subjugation aroused the full masochistic feelings she had withheld.


Her strong hips began to gyrate with unanticipated movements in an
abandoned harmony with the ever increasing speed of the cock and finger
fucking her. Hands from the circle of admirers groped to help while faces
leered down at her with hungered expressions.


AAAAaaaahhhhhhh. she heard herself yell, Fuck me! Fuck me! she
whimpered piteously. Oh God yes! Fuck me this way! she mewled, writhing
her body lustfully amidst the clutching hands and fingers which crawled
over her vibrant flesh everywhere. Hands were beating their masters cocks
to the same beat of her fucking large ones small ones fat ones she was
in a penis paradise, and all the time the most magnificent of them all was
imprisoned in her cunt, hungrily screwing itself with each growing thrust
like an immense, oversized gourd.


Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit, she cadenced as the delicious assault of
her asshole and cunt continued, Dont ever stop! Dont ever stop!" She was
strapped between their battering lust like an animal ensnared. Her mind
reeled and she rotated her upthrusted ass higher and higher as she
endeavored to keep pace with the twin shafts of flesh pummeling into her
like an automized fucking machine.


Then she felt someone seize her hand and place a cock in it, pressing
her fingers snugly around it. She began to jerk and stroke it in mutual
tempo, while Petes huge prick drubbed her throbbing pussy and the finger 
pulsated in her heaving anus. Then another penis was put into her left
hand she had cocks, cocks everywhere!


Suddenly Pete rolled his eyes moronically around their sockets and he
cried out in a guttural wail. His heavy balls began to force gush after
gush of his hot, thick sperm deep into her constricted womb. No! No! Wait!
Wait! she yelled at him, but again it was too late. She tried to stop his
stream by grinding her seething crotch up against his pelvis tightly, but
the very nature of her sucking movement defeated her purpose. The desperate
grasping of her unsatiated cunt milked him dry, the final dregs of his vast
load of cum gurgling deep within her distended belly.


The Laufgren brothers loosened their hold on Pattys legs and pulled
Pete off her still writhing body. A sticky trail of white cum stretched
from his uselessly drained and deflating cock across the milky whiteness of
her naked thighs, only to be broken as Harold thrust himself upon her,
cradling his stiff penis in her squirming cunt like a jackhammer.


Patty jerked upwards to meet him animalistically, his face a blurred
nonentity above her as she struggled wildly to achieve the climax she had
so far been denied.


Christ! Renault exclaimed, his voice only faintly registering in her
passion-crazed brain, Look at her Fuck!


You were right, Rick, you sure as hell were right! came the
unmistakably lewd voice of Carter Laufgren.


A shudder of wanton delight surged through her raw, nerve tingling body
as their obscene words were heaped upon her helplessness. Her breasts
heaved and quivered, and she surged against Harold with her hardened
nipples like they were sharp buttons on a skintight coat until her insane
fucking came to a tidal wave cresting, and a searing, indescribable elation
roaring through her madly rotating loins, the lips of her hair-lined cunt
working and grabbing at his penis, her breath rasping in short, gasps as
the lightning bolt of her orgasm jolted her from the top of her skull down
to her toenails.


OOOOOoooooooooohhhhhhhh Ggggggggooooooodddddddd! she wailed, Im
ccccuuuuuuuuummmmmmmmmiiiiiiinnnnnnngggggg! She rapped the cocks in her
hands, and they spewed forth their jets of viscid fluid over her hotly
naked breasts and belly, dribbling down her ribs and sides like melted
vanilla ice cream.


Harold came, his plunging shaft pouring its lust driven load into her
quaking womb, and as soon as he was off her, another mounted her, and then
another as Patty wallowed in the lewd, mucid pools of their sperm,
chastising and debasing herself in her maniacal arousal, her mind a
befogged mass of unintelligible cerebration.


Then they ordered her to get on her knees, and they grabbed impatiently
at her hips to help. Her head reeled as she got on all fours, and then she
felt the first body kneeling behind her open thighs, and she waggled the
stretched orbs of her ass as the blunt end of the invaders cock rammed
into the sperm-soaked gash of her cunt. She heard him groan and then thrust
again, shoving her forward.


Carter had knelt in front of her and shoved his still wet, semen
splattered cock into her gaping mouth, and then he held her head by her
hair, and sawed her face savagely. She gagged as he rammed his tool to the
back of her throat, her ovalled lips brushing the short, wiry hair of his
groin, his balls slapping harshly against her chin. She fought for breath,
managing to catch it on the outstroke of his cruel buffeting.


The two men pummeled her body between them, and once more the lustful
mental vision of her helplessness made her more excited. The desire deep
inside her belly became a rabid torrent once more and she began to roll her
buttocks high up behind her in a circulating movement, constricting with
her cunt muscles at the hot, fleshy, pole burrowing into her. She wanted to
exploit it to the limit, to saturate her womb with boiling cum until it
spluttered out of her glutted cunt to rivulet down her thighs in a thick,
hot mass of sheer sexual abandonment. She sucked insatiably at the stubby
penis in her mouth, her cheeks concaving and her tongue swirling. She
stabbed the dilated orifice where the sperm would soon be shooting, and she
wanted the juice to pour down her gullet and warm her entrails until she
was drenched with sperm inside and out.


She got her wish!


At the same time her second climax started, the cock fucking her dog
fashion bulged into a crescendo and spurting its creamy hot charge,
splashing and shooting violently against her cunt walls, then drizzling
back out of her to drip from her saturated vaginal hair. His balls massaged
her clitoris causing her to jerk forwards, submerging the prick she was
sucking to its very hilt. It roared with sudden discharge, flooding her
mouth and throat with the deliciously pungent liquid, bloating her cheeks.
She swallowed fast and greedily, clasping her lips together in a tight ring
around the prick so as to not lose a single drop. Still, some of his cum
managed to dribble down her chin, and she lashed out her tongue in a
sweeping, snakelike motion to salvage the strings of sticky semen as the
limp penis pulled free of her lips with a wet, sucking sound.


Patty skewered her ass back savagely onto the still spurting cock in her
cunt and with a wail from between her gnashing teeth, she felt her own body
explode in a burst of showering stars. Her body writhed in the racking,
agonizing ecstasy that sent her whirling madly into outer space. Then she
felt the clouds roll over her and she fell forward on her face and merciful
oblivion overtook her.


Chapter 9


As she awoke, the sun was just beginning to lighten the early morning
sky. She was alone, and the garden was deathly quiet, and at first she had
trouble orienting herself as to where she was. She somehow staggered to her
feet, and as she did, a small shower of pictures shed from her head and
shoulders like a rain of filth. It took only one cursory glance to tell her
that the photos were the ones she had bargained her body for, and that she
had been successful in saving Marcia from exposure.


She collected them with a dazed, almost incoherent mind, the muscles and
ligaments of her torn and battered body a mass of pain as she bent over to
pick them up. She staggered back to the house and found it deserted, except
for the houseboy who was asleep in his little bedroom off the library. Her
dress was miraculously where she had left it, in the bedroom where she had
been feathered by Renault, and slowly, agonizingly she dressed and cleaned
herself up a bit.


She went straight to bed when she arrived at Marcias house an hour
later, and stared at the flowered pattern on the wallpaper. She knew that
she had been fucked by God only knew how many men long after she had passed
out, even though she obviously couldnt remember it, been treated like a
cold corpse under necrophiliac pummeling.


Her mind was the degraded, humiliated, something less than human object
it had been the day before, and she was totally unconcerned whether she
lived or died. She was aware that even though her ravished, battered, and
bruised body would heal physically, she doubted that anything could ever
eliminate the horrible mental injury she had.


She tried to shake the memory of the savage assaults made upon her last
night, but then she would remember the pictures and that she has allowed
such viciousness to be done to her, and she convulsed in tremors She
should have been filled with repugnance and loathing, but instead she had
to admit that she had been an integral part of the action, enjoying and
pleading for more and more and more. Oh God! The appalling truth of her
debauched personality was too much to bear!


Suicide yes, she had to kill this horrid creature before it infected
others it wasnt suicide, it was more of euthanasia, for it would be
merciful to end the suffering and torment she was flooded with. Yet there
was still a message in the back of her mind which said to live, not die.
Perhaps it was the last vestige of her pride, or her stubborn, determined
resolve not to let her failure be taken as total defeat. The dim, dazed
recesses of her brain fought desperately for survival.


Nevertheless, Patty pulled back the covers and groped her way toward the
bathroom. The razor the sharp, clean razor which would simply and
surgically slice her wrists and let the perverted blood of her despicable
flesh pour out into the cleansing air.


She got to the medicine cabinet and took the razor with which she shaved
her underarms and legs, and removed the thin rectangle of death It glinted
in the bathrooms fluorescent light as if it was an angel, winking at her,
encouraging her to die. She placed it by the rim of the bathtub and turned
on the water and adjusted the flow of medium warm. She had read somewhere
that lying in the water and slitting the wrists makes it painless. You
merely waste away, the clear water turning milky pink, then bright red and 
then burgundy as the life forces ebbed away. You slept after a long, drowsy
period of relaxation. It sounded good and soothing to her wounded spirit to
go that way. She watched the water, not in a hurry but then not willing to
live any longer than she had to, either.


The phone rang.


She ignored the sound, intent on the gushing water. It rang again and
again and again until its persistent jangling made her irritated she
couldnt die with all that noise she walked into the kitchen, unmindful
that the window curtains were aside and her lovely nakedness was for the
passing world to view, and she picked up the receiver.


Hello? she said. Marcia isnt home.


I dont want Marcia, came the voice on the other end, I want you
darling.


Who? and then Patty jerked backwards, almost losing her balance as
she realized the man talking was her husband. Larry!


Ive been trying to reach you all last night and nobody was there. I
just got home and darling, I cant wait to see you. I love you so much.


Larry Patty, the defenses of her mind shattering from his closeness
like straw before a wind, sagged into a chair and cried. Oh, Larry, what
are you doing home?


Im wounded, Patty.


Larry!


Im all right, its just a leg wound, but Im out of the service for
good. At least the active part. They dont seem to want one-legged chaps
much, he added dryly.


One-legged! Oh Larry, oh my precious! The love she thought was gone
for him came leaping back stronger than ever, clogging her throat with the
emotion. Where are you?


At my parents, of course. Dad said you were staying at Marcias, but he
wasnt too clear why.


Its because and then she stopped, and the horror of the past few
days welled up like a monster from the ocean depth. Larry, do you really
love me? she asked impulsively.


Love you? More than the world itself. Come on home, darling. I need
you.


You need me, Patty sobbed. Larry, darling, I need you!


Patty hung up the phone and raced to the bathroom to turn off the water
and replace the razor blade. She had something to live for nowLarry
something which would make her body and mind whole and useful. Yet in the
back of her head she also knew that the lessons of the experiences shed
had would not be forgotten. She needed Larry, true; for his love and body
and security. She also needed the sex of the others, the wicked hunger of
many men wanting and lusting and, yes, needing her. She hoped that she
could make Larry understand somehow
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Chapter 1


The offices here were disgustingly similar to those of every other 
employment agency Ginny Dennison had visited since Monday when she 
began in earnest to find a job. And not a particular job this time; 
she'd learned her bitter lesson about job-hunting long ago. This time 
she had promised herself to take anything offered to her, anything from 
file clerk to dishwasher.


She read down line after line of qualifying questions, and reluctantly 
checked "none" for each of the areas of previous experience desired. 
And why not--there was no reason to think that this agency would be any 
different from the ten or twelve--she'd lost count--that had already 
turned her down. Oh, not in so many words, of course; agencies have a 
way of saying no without actually saying it. But that "we'll call you 
or drop you a card if anything comes up" is more than adequate.


This agency had advertised for cocktail waitresses, and though she had 
never had any experiences there either, it certainly did not seem too 
difficult, and Mr. Bondman had told her on the telephone when she 
answered the ad that sometimes they considered girls without experience 
as trainees. At less salary, of course, but at this point, salary was 
the least of Ginny's worries.


She knew she had to find work somewhere, or start climbing the walls. 
Fred had been gone now for over seven months, and for a bride of only 
three weeks, that sort of absence was hard to swallow. But Uncle Sam 
has a habit of putting his soldiers where he wants them most, and for a 
brand-new draftee, there wasn't much chance of getting any choice. Fred 
was in Germany; at least she had that much to be thankful for. He could 
just as easily have been sent to some jungle outpost in Vietnam, and 
that would have unquestionably been more than she could have taken at 
once.


It wasn't really a matter of economics, just more a problem of trying 
to stay busy. Without a job, and nothing to do all day, the weeks 
seemed like months, and sometimes it seemed that Fred would never be 
coming back at all.


"Have you finished your application?" A short, stubby balding man 
stepped from the inner office, closing the door behind him. She guessed 
he was the one she'd talked with on the phone. In fact, he seemed to be 
the only person around.


"Yes ... I've finished," replied Ginny, "but I'm afraid it won't be 
much help ... I just don't have the right experience to get a job, it 
seems ..."


He smiled benevolently, "Well, why don't you let me be the judge of 
that ... You might be qualified for something you never thought of." He 
motioned toward the open door to the inner office. "Why don't you step 
inside, honey, and we'll talk it over." Something was odd about the 
faintest outline of a smirk on his face, but Ginny was in no mood to be 
choosy.


The inner office lacked the refinements someone had added to the 
reception area; at least the outer office was paneled and well-supplied 
with fairly comfortable vinyl and steel chairs. The private office 
showed evidence of not being painted since World War II; the pale green 
paint was peeling in layers, like dead flesh from a bad sunburn, and 
there were broken sections of it here and there on the faded, sun-
bleached carpet. Marty Bondman's desk was old and battered, but without 
a trace of soul; and a large, upholstered wooden swivel chair stood 
behind it, where Bondman lowered his bulky, fleshy frame. "Now, let's 
take a look at your qualifications," he said, glancing over the penned 
notes on his brief application form.


"I called you earlier," began Ginny. "You said something about a 
trainee cocktail waitress position I might be qualified for ... I don't 
have any experience ... I guess you can see that." He glanced up from 
the paper with that same vague smirk and looked over her, as if making 
some mental appraisal.


"Haven't you ever had a job before?" he asked.


Ginny lowered her head, she'd been through this a dozen times already. 
"No ... except for a part-time job when I was in high school. I worked 
for a department store back in Indiana, but that was three years ago. I 
got married right after high school, and Fred--that's my husband--Fred 
took care of all the money matters, so I didn't need to work."


Bondman suddenly seemed interested. "Married, you say? And where is 
Fred now ... why do you suddenly need a job?"


"Oh, I don't have to go to work, I suppose," explained Ginny, "but 
Fred's with the Army in Germany, and I just feel like I ought to be 
working or something. It gets so boring just sitting around all the 
time ... and the car's busted, so I can't even get out much. Maybe with 
a job, the time would pass faster."


"How about typing and shorthand?" asked Mr. Bondman, "Did you take any 
commercial courses in high school?"


Ginny looked puzzled, "Commercial courses? You mean secretarial skills 
... that kind of thing?"


He nodded.


"No, I'm afraid home economics was the only elective I took."


Bondman made a couple of scribbled notations on her application card. 
"Can you type at all? Even a little hunt-and-peck?"


Ginny shook her head, "Sorry ... That's my whole problem. I just don't 
have any skills."


Bondman checked off a series of blocks on the back of the card and put 
it aside and turned his gaze to Ginny. She grew increasingly 
uncomfortable under his intense stare, and she self-consciously tugged 
at the hem of her miniskirt, in a futile attempt to conceal even a 
little of her bare thigh from his probing eyes.


"You know, there is one job you just might be able to get," he grinned, 
"It's at a little bar out near Santa Monica ... you'd have to wear a 
costume, though ... sort of like a go-go outfit."


Ginny thought for a moment. "Gee, I don't know. Fred would kill me if 
he knew I was parading around in some kind of a go-go outfit. How 
skimpy is it?"


Mr. Bondman laughed, "It's decent, if that's what you mean. But just 
barely ... It's about the size of a bikini. Have you got the build for 
something like that?"


"I ... I guess so," blushed Ginny, lowering her eyes to her lap. "Fred 
says I've got a nice figure. And I was a majorette in high school, if 
that means anything."


Marty Bondman pulled a sheaf of papers from his desk and glanced over 
them. "Yes," he said, "it appears that the position I mentioned is 
still open. However, they are very specific about applicants being ... 
that is, having the right figure for the job. It says here I'm to be 
absolutely certain before I send anyone out."


Ginny looked straight at the floor, afraid to look him in the eye. 
"Well, I told you the best I could do, Mr. Bondman. I ..."


"Telling me is not good enough," he interrupted, with a sly sparkle in 
his eyes. "I'm afraid you'll just have to show me. Stand up."


Ginny's mouth dropped half-open. "Mr. Bondman! I couldn't do that ... I 
mean, what kind of a girl do you think I am!"


"Don't worry, honey," he assured, "it's all part of my job. I have to 
look girls over all the time. You might as well get used to it. The 
only kind of jobs you'll be able to get are jobs where you show a 
little skin, you know what I mean? And employers just don't hire their 
girls sight unseen. Now be a good kid, and stand up so I can get a 
better look at you."


"Gosh, I don't know, Mr. Bondman ... But I suppose it'll be all right, 
since you do it all the time." She stood up slowly and turned her 
profile to his eager eyes, her firm, young breasts swelling under her 
thin, cotton blouse.


With one hand, she brushed down her miniskirt, smoothing out the faint 
wrinkles until it unbrokenly hugged the rich, full curves of her hips 
and buttocks, clinging tightly to her smooth flesh. As his eyes coursed 
over her, she suddenly wished she had worn a longer skirt, or maybe a 
suit-dress with a jacket top.


Marty Bondman nodded approvingly, "It's okay from here, at least what I 
can see. But you're going to have to do better than that. I can't send 
you out of here without being sure, my professional reputation's at 
stake. Suppose you have a big scar on your back, or an ugly birthmark 
on your thigh or something. I mean, those things show up when you're 
wearing a bikini top and panties." He stood up, his hand on his chin 
pensively. "Yeah, you'll just have to show me some more. I've got too 
much at stake to take a chance."


Ginny stepped back defensively, "And just what do you mean by that? I 
can't show you any more without taking my clothes off, and I'm 
certainly not going to do that!"


Bondman's joviality suddenly vanished, "Now listen to me, Mrs. 
Dennison, you're the one who's looking for work, not me. I don't need a 
job; so either you follow instructions and cut out all this modesty 
crap, or you can just go somewhere else and I'll give this job to the 
next girl who walks through that door!" he shouted, aiming his hand 
toward the closed door to his outer office.


Ginny suddenly felt very humiliated, and a hint of a tear began to form 
in the corner of her eye. "I ... I just can't do that, Mr. Bondman, I'm 
not that kind of a girl ... I just can't ... I mean, I understand what 
you're saying, but I just can't undress like some common tramp. I'm a 
married woman."


"I understand, Ginny ... I understand, but you've got to accept my 
position, too. I can't risk blowing this account. It's one of my 
regulars, and they always pay on time. I tell you what ..." He sat back 
down on his rickety chair. "I'll turn my back so you won't be 
embarrassed, and you just strip down to your panties. It'll all be over 
before you know it, and you can even keep your eyes closed so's you 
won't blush, how's that?"


She could feel the color filling her cheeks at even the thought of what 
he was suggesting. "I don't know ... I just don't think I could do it."


But Bondman was persistent; he didn't intend to miss out on this at any 
cost. If it took him all day to persuade her to drop that skirt, he'd 
keep trying until he got a good look at that luscious young body of 
hers. Even under the blouse and skirt, he could tell she was really 
built ...


"Okay, I'm turning my back," he said, "Now you go ahead and do as I 
told you. Let me know when you're ready."


"Well, maybe ..." Ginny nervously fingered the buttons on her blouse, 
tossing his ultimatum back and forth in her confused mind. That job may 
be the only chance I get, she told herself, and I'd be an idiot to mess 
up my one and only chance ...


Mindlessly, she unbuttoned the buttons one by one, until the thin 
blouse was open to her narrow waist. She felt a little chill as the air 
brushed over her bare belly; and despite herself, she could feel her 
tiny nipples begin to harden under the taut nylon of her bra. With both 
hands, she reached around in back and unfastened the single catch on 
her blue corduroy mini-skirt and tugged on the zipper until it came 
down. She let the skirt fall to her feet, then lifted it up on one foot 
and placed it on the chair beside her. The sheer gauze of her pantyhose 
allowed her white panties to show through clearly, and she was suddenly 
stricken with the urge to grab up her things and run. But she was 
determined to see this thing through, no matter how hard it was. "Okay, 
you can turn around now," she whispered, half-hoping he wouldn't hear.


Marty Bondman spun around quickly in his chair, and his eyes popped 
open wide with disbelief as he gazed on the trembling, blushing beauty 
standing before him. He took in the delicious spectacle slowly, from 
head to toe--the smooth, unblemished flow of her neck where it curved 
down to the jutting, ripely formed melons of her breasts, swelling 
proudly under the sheerness of her nylon brassiere; the trim inward 
curve of her waist, her perfectly arching hips, and certainly not 
least, her long, well-proportioned legs, blossoming in the soft 
fullness of her thighs, then again in the supple gracefulness of her 
well-turned calves. "Wow! You're too much!" was all he could manage.


Ginny stared down at the carpet, her face flushed with color. "Please, 
Mr. Bondman ... don't talk like that. I just want to get this over with 
as quickly as possible."


He didn't take his eyes off her for even an instant. "Sure, honey ... 
It'll be all over before you know it. But you've got to show me more 
than that. How about those pantyhose? And that bra? I've got to know 
what kind of merchandise I'm sending out of here. Now, I'll turn my 
back again and ..."


"You needn't bother," interrupted Ginny, suddenly impatient at his 
treating her like a child. She reached behind with both hands and 
unclasping the three catches on her bra, "I'll show you what you want." 
She blinked back the stinging tears of embarrassment in her burning 
eyes and loosened the snaps, letting her bra slide down over her bare 
arms. Her proud young breasts shivered in the open air, and she could 
feel her nipples harden instantly as Bondman's cold, appraising stare 
fell on them. They stood up firmly, without a trace of sagginess, her 
rigid, pink nipples thrusting straight ahead boldly, like two tiny eyes 
returning his eager gaze.


His eyes followed the twin, jutting bulges of her ripe breasts, then 
down along the smooth, unblemished expanse of her flat belly, past the 
puckered indentation of her navel ...


"How about the pantyhose?" he asked, almost afraid to push his good 
luck any further.


She complied unhesitantly, catching the tight elastic waistband and 
peeling it down over the gentle swell of her trim, narrow hips. The top 
band of her panties caught in the gauzelike material, but she made no 
effort to separate the two garments. As one, she pulled them down over 
her soft white thighs and down past her knees, exposing the dark patch 
of down at the bottom of her belly. She pulled the hose away from her 
panties and began to pull the taut, pale blue fabric back up to cover 
her nakedness.


"Hold it ... Just pull 'em both down. You might as well show me 
everything you've got, honey!" Bondman was leaning over his desk for a 
closer look, his eyes glazed with growing lust as he eyed the gorgeous 
young woman peeling down to bare flesh right before his eyes. He 
couldn't believe his good fortune; most of the girls balked at his 
proposition, and he just sent them on their job interviews anyway. But 
this one had a lot to learn. It was more than obvious she was new to 
the job hunting game; he would have known that even if the application 
hadn't said so.


"B--But you didn't say I had to take off everything, Mr. Bondman," 
protested Ginny, her voice cracking in her humiliation. Her cheeks were 
bright red in two patches that looked like someone had brushed her with 
two strokes of a paint brush.


"Now don't argue with me, Ginny," replied Bondman, loosening his collar 
and tie as perspiration rolled in beads down his stubby neck, "I know 
what's best for you, so just do what I say."


"Well ... okay, I guess," she answered, gripping her panties with her 
thumbs and yanking them down with her pantyhose until she stepped free, 
leaving absolutely nothing to shield her youthful nakedness from his 
eager, probing eyes.


She was the most deliciously perfect specimen of womanhood he'd seen in 
a long time; not since that young surfer chick from San Diego he'd had 
the unforgettable pleasure of balling right here on this battered, torn 
sofa. He grinned widely as he anticipated his plans for this delectable 
young beauty. Her flesh was gorgeously tanned, save for the milky-white 
softness of her inner thighs, and the pink-capped mounds of her 
protruding, ripely bulging tits. He tried to imagine what that warm, 
moist inviting crevice between her long legs would be like ... he knew 
it would be tight and hot--it would just have to be ... and those 
gracefully long stems would be so perfect entwined around his back as 
he furrowed wide that sweet warm slit of hers until she begged for 
mercy. But he could see she was no shop-worn barmaid, not some broad he 
could just climb on like so many of the others he regularly found jobs 
for. He knew this young filly was something special, and he'd have to 
plan his moves ever so carefully ...


"Yes, I think you'll do nicely," he said forcing an air of strained 
seriousness to his voice, though his breathing had grown so fast he 
could scarcely speak without gasping. "Now just turn around for me--
slowly--so I can get a good look."


Ginny obeyed, and with reddening face turned her naked backside to his 
greedy, probing gaze. Her buttock's cheeks were tightly clenched, and 
were nicely firm and high, and they tucked under tantalizingly at the 
tops of her creamy smooth thighs. Long and supple, her bare legs 
stretched in twin perfect lengths to the trim swell of her calves. Even 
her bare feet were tauntingly inviting--dainty little-girl's feet with 
tiny, curled-under toes as she stood before him, quivering a little 
with embarrassment.


"Ummmmm ... that's quite a nice little body you've got there, Ginny. 
You should go a long way with a figure like that."


She turned back to face him, making no attempt to cover her nudity, 
"I'm only interested in getting this job, Mr. Bondman. Nothing else."


He laughed nervously, "Sure, sure. I understand ... But there is just 
one more thing, though."


"What, now," implored Ginny, stopped in mid-reach as she started to 
pick up her clothes, "I thought you said this was all."


"I did ... I did," replied Bondman, reaching into his right-hand desk 
drawer, "But I need a couple of pictures for your new boss. I can do a 
better job of 'selling' him if I can show him what a beautiful girl you 
are. Just lie down there on that couch and I'll take a couple of quick 
professional shots with my Polaroid; and don't worry, I'll give 'em 
back to you and you can do whatever you want with them, as soon as I 
show them to Sidney."


Ginny hesitated, "I don't know about any pictures. What proof do I have 
that you'll give them back to me? I don't want any pictures of me like 
this just floating around."


"You can trust me, honey. Now just lie down there, and look sexy. You 
want the job, don't you? Why you could easily be knocking down two 
hundred a week in just a few months. Isn't that worth it?"


She decided not to argue, and sat down on the edge of the shoddy sofa, 
her knees clamped together and her arms folded demurely across her 
jutting breasts. She squirmed uncomfortably as he fumbled with the 
dials on the camera and inserted a flashbulb in the top.


"No, no, not like that," he said, "You can give me a better pose than 
that. How about stretching out kinda sexy like? You know, like in the 
girlie magazines."


Ginny followed his instructions, and sprawled across the sofa, first 
brushing off the dust before she allowed her bare flesh to touch the 
tattered upholstery. She leaned back against the opposite arm, propping 
her head there, both hands at her sides. He suggested she turn slightly 
on one side, and she obediently shifted her weight so she faced the 
camera, her flesh tingling as the camera lens aimed straight at her 
unclothed form.


"Put one leg over the other ... I want to see some of that nice inner 
thigh in the shot."


Ginny obeyed, and readjusted her long, bare legs, tiny strands of soft 
pubic hair visible from between her slim thighs. Marty smiled his 
approval, "Yeah, honey ... right there. That's perfect. Now hold it!"


He snapped one shot, popped in another flashbulb, and changed angles 
for a second photograph. Ginny was crimson with embarrassment, praying 
for this sickening humiliation to end. But his second shot became 
three, then four, and five.


"Please Mr. Bondman ... You have enough pictures. Can't we stop now?" 
pleaded Ginny, sitting up on the sofa, her long legs clamped together 
futilely. She started to fold her arms across her bulging breasts 
again, but it felt foolish, so she let her arms fall to her sides.


Marty placed the camera on his desk and came toward her, his eyes 
telegraphing his intent as obviously as flashing billboards.


"Mr. Bondman ... Mr. B-Bondman ... p-please ... don't look at me like 
that. You're frightening me ..."


Marty laughed menacingly. "Frightening you!? Me? Come on, baby ... 
You've got nothing to be frightened of. Not from Marty Bondman."


Ginny squirmed against the cushions of the sofa, vainly trying to 
cringe away from this awful, frightening animal leering at her like she 
was so much buyable merchandise.


She tried to swing her naked legs off the sofa as he sat down beside 
her, but he grabbed her quickly by both ankles and shoved her back at 
his side.


"Now ... Please, no! Don't touch me! Don't touch me!" she screamed.


"Go ahead and scream your fucking head off, bitch! It's after five now, 
and there's nobody on this floor except you and me," sneered Marty. His 
fingers were already unfastening his belt, a move that immediately 
caught Ginny's frightened eyes.


"What are you doing!? What are you doing!?" She grabbed the back of the 
sofa and attempted to pull herself up onto the high arm, but he grabbed 
her legs and pulled her easily back to his side.


"You're not going anywhere honey," smirked Marty, his belt undone and 
his pants half-open at the top of his zipper, "You wouldn't want to run 
off and leave me all alone, now would you, bitch? I've got a little 
somethin' here for you. Seein' as how your old man's been gone for 
seven months, I thought you could use a little of this to tide you over 
till he gets back."


"Don't talk like that, please ... you're frightening me ... Please!" 
begged Ginny, her eyes clouded with tears.


Marty squeezed her calf firmly in his strong, confining grip, holding 
her effectively, and yanked his zipper all the way down with his free 
hand.


"Here you are, sweetheart," he said, "Just what you needed, huh?" He 
reached inside like he was probing deep in a grocery bag, and pulled 
his thick hose of a penis out in the open. It flopped over his zipper 
in a rubbery, bulky knob, the tip slowly swelling in size as it hit the 
open air.


Ginny shrieked with terror as the heavy-set man's penis was suddenly 
cast before her, "Stop it, Mr. Bondman! Stop it or I'll scream ... I'll 
scream, I mean it!"


Marty only grinned, and grabbed both her trim ankles, pulling her 
further down onto the sofa, her head now clear of the padded arm. She 
reached behind, and struggled to get a firm grip on the sofa arm, but 
Marty slapped her hands back to her side. "Now you behave yourself, 
little lady, or you'll wish you had when I've finished with you."


Ginny shook with unbridled fear and revulsion as the balding, squat man 
rose to one knee, dropping his pants and rumpled undershorts to mid-
thigh. She could now see all of his bulky, thick cock and his huge 
balls, dangling like two leathery bulbs beneath the short, stubby knob 
of his prick.


Marty could see her sizing him up, making all sorts of appraisals of 
his manhood, and it made him laugh to know what thoughts must be 
running through her mind right at this moment. They all looked at him 
this way--at first. Maybe his little pumper wasn't much to look at now, 
but he knew what surprises it had in store for this snooty little 
bitch! She thinks she's too good for the likes of me, I'll bet ... 
Baby, what a surprise you've got coming! I'm gonna pump you up like a 
basketball. You'll be begging for it before I've finished with you, 
bitch!


He couldn't help grinning as he looked over his find, taking in her 
youthful, perfectly ripened loveliness. She was like a juicy, fresh-
picked peach--all naked and inviting, lusciously perched on a pedestal, 
awaiting his touch, his mouth, his lips.


He lifted one knee awkwardly, almost losing his balance, and shoved it 
between Ginny's bare hip and the back of the sofa, edging her away from 
the cushion until he straddled her securely, pinning her flat down on 
her back like a helpless insect.


Ginny squirmed to escape him as he raised on one knee and yanked his 
pants down over his ankle, over his already bare foot, taking advantage 
of his momentary clumsiness. But Marty was way ahead of her; he pinned 
her instantly with one hand right in the middle of her smooth, flat 
belly, tightly smashing her against the sofa as he pulled his pants 
free of his other leg and tossed them on the floor beside him.


Her body's strength to resist now weakening, Ginny pleaded helplessly 
for him to leave her alone, her mind a whirling, half-dazed windmill of 
fear and humiliation.


Oh, God, Please ... Don't let this awful thing happen to me! Please ... 
I'll never be able to look Fred in the face again! Oh, please, help me 
... Help me! I couldn't live with the shame of this horrible nightmare!


Chapter 2


"Please, Mr. Bondman, please! You can't ... you just can't!" Ginny 
wriggled helplessly as he held her pinned tightly to the cushions, 
squatting victoriously over her writhing young body, his immense balls 
brushing her flat, smooth belly, his thick knob of a cock beginning to 
swell and harden as it dangled from beneath the roll of obscene fat 
that circled his hairy abdomen.


"C'mon, honey, stop playing hard to get," leered Marty, gripping his 
hardening prick in his right hand. "You and I both know you want it, so 
why don't we quit playing games?"


"No! You've got it all wrong," cried Ginny, her eyes wide with fear. "I 
don't want to! I don't!"


Bondman eased his bulky form forward, sliding his naked crotch over the 
young girl's belly until his heavy balls dangled right between her 
bulging, quivering breasts. Her pink, crinkly nipples jutted straight 
up at him as he looked her over, and the soft curve of her tits rested 
against his thighs as he straddled her, pinning her between his thick 
legs as he knelt on the sofa cushion.


He pushed the fleshy, soft mounds of her ripe breasts tightly together 
with his thighs, squeezing the rubbery trunk of his throbbing prick 
between her warm, resilient tits. A barely audible sigh of pleasure 
escaped his lips as he felt the soft, yielding flesh of her young 
breasts caress the sensitive length of his rapidly swelling shaft, 
urging the slumbering beast into purple, blood-filled hardness until 
the swollen bulbous tip poked stiffly against her chest, hidden between 
the soft mounds of her bare breasts.


"That's it, old boy ... Just keep growing like that, harder and harder 
... thicker and thicker ... we'll show this young uppity bitch a thing 
or two!"


Suddenly, his rigid spear sprang from its hiding place between her 
fleshy mounds, and shot out like an arrow from his flabby, hair-covered 
loins. Still gripping it tightly in his right hand, he pulled back the 
sheath of flesh that covered the purple, throbbing head, and it poked 
free with a moist plopping sound. He squeezed the hard shaft of his 
penis tightly, and the bulbous tip swelled with deep purple fullness, 
distending until it was twice its normal size, and pulsing with 
eagerness just a few inches from Ginny's frightened eyes.


Tears trickled from her closed lids as she struggled vainly to shut out 
this awful, degrading nightmare she found herself trapped in. She 
hoped--she prayed--for a miracle; that this horrible moment might end 
as suddenly as it had begun. But she knew it was hopeless--she was 
completely at the mercy of this drooling madman, and whatever he wanted 
of her, she would have to surrender. Her mind reeled at the thought of 
ever facing Fred again; how could she even look him in the eye after 
this!


"Oh, please, Mr. Bondman! Please ... just let me get dressed and go ... 
We'll forget all about the job. Just let me go. Please!"


Marty grinned with a leer that covered his whole flabby face. "You can 
go, sweetie. And the job's yours."


Ginny opened her eyes, nearly afraid to believe her own ears. "What did 
you say? Did you mean it!?"


Marty aimed his huge swollen shaft at her face like a weapon. "Sure, 
baby ... Just as soon as you suck my dick. Suck it real good just one 
time, and the job's yours."


It took a full second for his words to register on her twisted, 
confused brain, but when they did, they slammed into her like a ton of 
steel. "No! No! You're out of your mind! I won't do it! I won't!" she 
screamed, struggling with all her strength to free her naked body from 
his viselike grip. But his thick, hairy thighs pinned her like glue to 
the sofa--she was powerless to escape him no matter how hard she tried.


Then she remembered something she'd learned from an ex-Marine she'd 
once dated--hit him where he was most vulnerable. Gritting her teeth 
and summoning all her meager courage, she slammed her tightened fist 
into his balls with all her strength, smashing her hand all the way 
into his crotch.


"Aaaaagggghhhh!" he gasped, clutching at his painfully throbbing 
testicles with both hands, releasing for an instant his grip on her.


But that fleeting instant was all Ginny needed. Like a serpent, she 
slithered quickly out from under the awesome weight of the naked man 
and flung her legs toward the floor.


Snapping to her feet, she grabbed her clothes and bolted for the door, 
trailing undergarments behind her in a mindless dash for safety. 
Nothing mattered except getting as much distance between him and her as 
she could.


Nearly stumbling as she cleared the worn carpet and reached the closed 
door in three bounding leaps, Ginny reached for the doorknob ... 
Locked!!


"You stupid goddamn bitch!" roared Marty, still clutching his pained 
groin. "You're locked in! What'ya think about that? Maybe you're not as 
smart as you thought, huh? You could have gotten out easy, but not now. 
I'm gonna fix you good for this!"


He staggered clumsily to his feet and came toward her, his eyes 
squinting with menacing viciousness. "You goddamn teasing little bitch! 
Come here!"


Ginny was too frightened to run; she cowered before him, awkwardly 
covering her sparse, dark V-shaped mound and the pink points of her 
young breasts. "Please ... p-p-please ... I'm sorry ... I didn't mean 
it ... please," she whimpered weakly, her lips trembling as she spoke.


"And you can cut out that shit, too," muttered Marty, grabbing her by 
the wrist and shoving her roughly back toward the sofa. "Get over 
there!" he bellowed.


Ginny sat timidly on the edge of the sofa, her knees clamped in 
ludicrous modesty as the naked, stubby man advanced on her. Her arms 
were folded across her chest.


Marty grabbed her painfully by the shoulder, squeezing the tender flesh 
in his tight grip, and shoved her to the floor in a kneeling position. 
Ginny offered no resistance; she had learned her lesson, and she 
couldn't afford to enrage him any more than he already was.


He pulled her head toward his brushy loins, smashing her face flat 
against his limp cock.


"Mmmmmmffff ..." She could barely open her mouth to speak, as he held 
her crushed against his prick, her lips touching the smooth rubbery 
head of his manhood.


Her stomach tightened nauseously as she tasted the salty tanginess of 
his prick crammed against her quivering lips; she'd never touched a 
man's penis with her lips, not even Fred's. It was something that had 
never come up in their lovemaking; maybe if they'd been together longer 
before he had to go overseas it might have been different. The burning 
knot of nausea in her stomach grew larger and threatened to make her 
violently sick, but she fought it bravely, determined not to add to her 
humiliation. Tears of abject degradation and helpless surrender 
streamed down her flushed cheeks as she realized she was about to be 
forced to do this lurid act with a total stranger; with Fred, in their 
own lovemaking, it would not have seemed so despicable. But with this 
awful, filthy man it became an act of total debasement, beyond anything 
she would have dreamed possible.


"You know what to do with it, baby," growled Marty, gripping her 
shoulder-length auburn hair tightly between the fingers of both his 
hands and twisting until her mouth opened in searing pain. "Suck it, 
cunt! Suck it! Suck it real good, and use that sweet little tongue of 
yours to clean it nice and slick."


Ginny tried to beg one last time for mercy, but when her lips parted, 
his bulky cock was quickly shoved between them, filling her tiny mouth 
with its fleshy length. He rammed it forward with a sudden snap of his 
pelvis, and her cheeks hollowed to accommodate its full size as it 
began to swell and harden quickly in the warm, wet confines of her 
mouth.


"Lick it clean, bitch!" he ordered, "Lick it till it's nice and hard. 
And if you're real good, you'll get an extra treat." She glanced up at 
him with soulful, pleading brown eyes, but the menacing smirk streaked 
across his face told her there was no hope left.


Instinctively, she tried to keep her tongue from touching his obscene 
member, but she found it impossible as the thick shaft continued to 
swell in the warm moistness of her mouth.


His fingers tightened once again in her thick hair. "Lick it, I told 
you! Lick it real nice!"


Timidly, Ginny touched her virginal tongue to the throbbing head of his 
fleshy cock, afraid of what response it might bring. She sickened at 
the mere thought of his hot, seething semen emptying into her throat--
she tried to keep those thoughts out of her mind.


Filled with hot blood, the swollen knob grew even larger as her tongue 
reluctantly caressed the thick length of his prick, swirling it in the 
warm juices of her mouth.


As it seemed to grow ever longer and thicker, Ginny was suddenly 
terribly frightened. And this time her fright was very physical and 
very real.


It's going to choke me ... I know it will! This horrible thing will go 
right down my throat and I won't be able to breathe!


Without a hint of warning, Marty suddenly pulled his long, heavy prick 
from Ginny's ovaled lips with a quick jerk of his loins. Ginny looked 
up at her captor with wide-eyed wonderment as his long shaft slipped 
from between her moist, clasping lips in a gleaming, hard length that 
amazed her when she saw how much her untried mouth had been able to 
contain.


"Surprised, bitch?" sneered Marty, holding his huge cock in his left 
hand so that the distended tip brushed her lips. "Well, don't be. I 
just decided I'll take a rain check on my blow job. You've got some 
nice little pussy between those pretty legs of yours, and I aim to have 
me some. What'ya say, you gonna do it my way, or have I got to get 
rough?"


Ginny looked straight at the floor, too humiliated to return his evil 
stare. "I ... I can't fight you anymore, Mr. Bondman. I'll do whatever 
you say." The words were weak and hoarse, and her voice cracked with 
fear as she surrendered completely to his lurid designs. Ginny knew her 
only way out was to give this terrible man what he wanted, and get away 
as soon as she could. She couldn't begin to think about anything beyond 
that--like how she could ever hope to continue being Mrs. Fred 
Dennison, or even how she could bring herself to tell her husband or 
anyone else about this horrible thing that was happening to her.


"Get up here on the sofa ... on your knees," he ordered, and Ginny 
shamefully obeyed, still unable to look her merciless master in the 
eye. She shivered involuntarily as she lowered her naked form to the 
sofa cushions, flat on her belly.


Marty looked over his choice prize appraisingly, taking in very slowly 
the incredible ripe youthfulness of her naked body--the tantalizing 
magnetism this young delicacy seemed to possess. Her twin, firm 
buttocks were clenched tightly, like a velvet fist, concealing the 
forbidden orifice of her puckered anus, as her tightly clamped thighs 
hid the juicy softness of her tender young slit.


You can keep it all to yourself right now, baby, but not for long ... 
I'm coming in there whether you like it or not!


"Up on your knees!" he barked. "I want to see that brown little eye 
looking at me!"


Ginny obeyed, cringing at his horrible, evil words, but resigned to her 
wretched plight. Oh, God ... why did I ever come to this awful place! 
Please, please let this all be a terrible dream ... Let me wake up and 
find this nightmare ended!


Marty gripped her firm young buttocks with both hands, and spread the 
deep crevice of her ass with his thumbs, opening up to his unobstructed 
view the taut, muscular ring of her tiny cringing anus and the warm, 
moist pink softness of her vaginal cleft, her fleshy, puckered lips 
spread ever so slightly in a tempting display of feminine appeal.


Ginny's whole body tensed like a coiled spring, in horrified 
anticipation of the bruising pain she expected to slam into her at any 
moment.


But she wasn't prepared for what happened next--pain, she would have 
been ready for, but not this ...


Marty skillfully spread the soft, pink flanges of her young pussy, 
opening wide the warm, moist lips and brushing aside the downy 
pussyhairs that lined the sides of her damp crevice. When the narrow 
slit was spread wide for his amusement, exposing the puckered edges of 
her cunt, Marty lowered his head to the fragrant lips, catching the 
young girl completely by surprise.


Her body cracked like a whip as his tongue made its first, electric 
contact with the sensitive, nerve-filled flesh of her vulnerable 
vaginal lips.


"N-no ... please," she gasped, her lips trembling as Marty's tongue 
probed her forbidden regions deftly, bringing shivers of wicked delight 
that coursed unwanted over her naked flesh in involuntary spasms, 
completely beyond her control. She blushed bright red with 
embarrassment, humiliated that this total stranger, this awful man, 
could bring such a lascivious response from her rebellious body, and 
that she was powerless to stop it.


Marty opened her young, moist cuntal furrow wide with his thumbs, and 
burrowed his tongue and lips in the warm slit, poking into her deepest 
hidden crevices, each worming probe bringing a new quiver of 
helplessness to her naked form. Her breasts were smashed against the 
sofa, beneath her kneeling form, and her lovely buttocks were shoved 
upward invitingly, unprotected and vulnerable to his lustful 
plundering.


"Oh, please ... this is so awful ... please stop ... please," begged 
Ginny, her face awash with stinging tears, "I don't want to ... 
please!"


Don't want to, my ass! She's just like all the rest, thought Marty, in 
a couple of minutes she'll be begging me for it!


He knew he was good with his tongue--enough women had told him so, and 
he knew this snotty little bitch was no different from the others. His 
eyes squinted with wanton anticipation as he thought of his aching 
prick pounding into this ripe young bitch's pussy, filling her sex-
starved, empty belly with his hot, scalding sperm ... reaming her tight 
little hole like she'd never had it before ...


Furrowing his nose into the moist juiciness of her pussy-hole, Marty 
fastened his teeth ever so gently on her tiny sensitive clitoris. He 
knew he'd found it when her whole naked buttocks suddenly quivered 
violently, sending a ripple of lewd, sinful pleasure shivering along 
her spine. Ginny felt her small pink nipples suddenly grow hard, poking 
painfully into the rough fabric of the sofa cushion beneath her 
breasts.


Oh, my God, what's happening to me ... What kind of an animal is he 
making me? I'm no better than this filthy beast! I can't help myself! I 
can't stop this awful burning that's raging inside me!


Marty teasingly rolled the tiny bud of her throbbing clitoris between 
his partially clenched teeth, feeling the little nub harden and swell 
as he tauntingly nibbled at it, licking it roughly with his tongue as 
Ginny squirmed to escape the agonizing assault on her naked loins. She 
tried vainly to clench her firm buttock's cheeks together, hoping she 
could shut off his salacious attack, but he held her fleshy half-moons 
tightly in his grip, and his fingers bit into her flesh painfully when 
she tried to pull away, leaving bright red welts between his digits 
that criss-crossed her ivory buttocks.


Ginny's eyes were tightly shut, still the tears streamed like rain down 
her cheeks. Oh, Fred I need you so much! Oh, God, how I wish you were 
here, Fred! You'd get me out of this! You'd know how to handle this 
evil man!


But as those very thoughts raced across her tortured mind, Ginny began 
to be shatteringly aware of a new sensation of lewd burning desire 
ravaging her insides--a raging-hot flame that seemed to roar from her 
ravished loins into her belly--a flame fanned with seven long months 
without a man--a flame she'd tried so hard, so very, very hard to 
suppress.


Oh, no, please God! Don't let this awful thing happen to me!


Marty chuckled to himself as her naked hips began to slowly and 
involuntarily grind in a quiet, steady rhythm, making tiny concentric 
circles as he nibbled voraciously on her throbbing clitoris.


"Oooooooohh ... please ... pleeeaaasssseee!" she moaned, her mouth 
half-open, her eyes still tightly shut. The tears had ceased to stream 
down her reddened cheeks, and her head was tossed back, her auburn hair 
trailing over her bare shoulders and onto her back. "Please stop! I 
can't stand it! I can't stand it!"


I'll bet this is the first time she's ever been eaten, laughed Marty. 
Well, I'll have to do a real good job!


Pleased with himself, he stepped up the pace of his hungry ravishment 
of her treasured crevice, his tongue alternating between the pulsing 
nub of her clitoris and the sensitive, fleshy flanges of her burning 
young pussy. He had a tight grip on her, holding her firmly in place, 
and he could feel her naked body shivering spasmodically as her hips 
ground faster and faster back against his swirling tongue.


Ginny's quivering, naked ass ground harder and faster as she shoved her 
hips back to meet his tongue's delicious probing; though she fought it 
with every particle of resistance her reeling brain could muster, she 
knew she was rapidly losing control.


"Oh, damn ... it feels so good! Oh, I can't take any more! Please!" she 
choked, rivulets of perspiration running down her spine and draining 
down the widespread furrow of her buttocks.


Marty knew he had her right where he wanted her; she was his to do with 
as he pleased--nothing could stop him now.


With one last electrifying nibble, he released his tormenting grip on 
her lust-swollen clitoris, and raised his head to look over his 
helpless captive one more time. Her whole body continued to shiver, her 
hips grinding in their same, steady rhythm, and a low mournful gasp 
slipped from her throat.


"Oooooohhh, please ... don't stop ..." she moaned unconsciously. "Don't 
stop now! I was almost there!"


His face smeared with a leering grin, Marty brought his ominous shaft 
up into position, poised at the fleshy entrance to her hot, moist 
passage, the blood-filled knob brushing the pink softness of her hair-
lined vaginal flanges just slightly.


Ginny's whirling mind suddenly snapped back to a fleeting jolt of 
frightening reality, and she realized only too well how close she was 
to consciously giving herself to this man. "No! Not that ... I won't 
let you! I won't!" she screamed.


Heedless of her tortured pleas, Marty buried his thick, hardened prick 
to its hairy base in the warm wetness of her pussy-tunnel, ramming it 
to the hilt with one snap of his hips. The soft pink walls rippled 
aside in waves of delicious ecstasy as his thick shaft filled her young 
passage completely, spreading her fleshy vaginal lips wide as he rammed 
his eager cock deep into her belly.


"Oooooowwww!!" she moaned, her tender passage on fire as his huge 
cudgel pierced her painfully, impaling her agonizingly on his heavy 
spear. "Oh, please ... Please!"


Her cries were like fuel for the fire that Marty could feel in his own 
loins, and he slammed his bulky cock into her narrow, constrictive 
passage again and again.


Christ, what a tight little pussy! I'd swear she was cherry if she 
hadn't been married! Oh, baby, you're too much ... Too much!


With both hands, he reached around her soft thighs and grabbed her bare 
legs, lifting her slightly for an even better angle. He heard her gasp 
for breath as his hard prick drove even deeper into the innocent depths 
of her young, quivering belly; he could tell he was in virgin 
territory, and it made him feel good to know her old man was less 
endowed, unable to find just the right spot way down in the bottom of 
her tight young pussy to drive her out of her mind. She was undeniably 
his now, and he aimed to give her a fucking she'd never forget!


"Come on, baby, back up on it! Suck it up in there real nice!" he 
shouted.


His words made the forbidden, lascivious excitement seem even more 
intense, and she found herself grinding back harder and harder onto his 
thick impaling shaft, rocking her naked hips from side to side as his 
cock burrowed deeper and deeper in her defenseless womb. Every inward 
thrust brought new ripples of wicked desire coursing through her 
ravaged body. Her breasts were crushed nearly flat beneath her, but her 
smooth rounded buttocks still waved high in the air, grinding upward to 
meet his plundering lunges with slow, delicious movements of her own.


His swollen, throbbing prick felt like a baseball bat shoved up inside 
her stretched, tender passage, but there was no longer any searing 
pain--just overwhelming waves of undiluted animal passion that swept 
over her in a warm surging tide.


Marty reached under her flat, sweat-soaked pelvis, and lifted her 
higher, slamming his stiff, aching penis deeper and deeper in the 
forbidden sanctuary of her tight, lust-moistened channel. His fleshy 
spear slipped in and out of her clasping sheath easily, well lubricated 
with her thermal juices that seeped from her puckered pussy-lips and 
trickled down her smooth, supple thighs.


He rocked his hips back, pulling his stiff member from her clutching 
tunnel until only the bulbous tip remained between her taut, stretched 
pussy-lips. Like a hungry, greedy mouth, her moist fleshy lips held the 
swelled knob of his cock tightly inside the warm shelter of her moist, 
cuntal passage, reluctantly allowing the glistening shaft of his long, 
thick penis to slide from their voracious grip. There could be no doubt 
about it now--she was his, and only seconds away from complete and 
lascivious abandonment.


"Oh, God ... don't stop! Don't stop! That's it ... Harder ... Harder! 
... HARDER!! PLEASE HARDER!"


Marty knew the end was close, and with every ounce of strength left in 
his body, he pounded violently into her young, eager pussy, gritting 
his teeth and tightly clenching the muscles of his buttocks in a 
desperate effort to hold back the seething flood filling his balls so 
painfully he thought they'd explode.


Just one more deep, grinding thrust ... one more!


"Oh, damn ... I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Don't stop! Don't stop! 
Aaaaaagggghhhhh! ... Oooooooooohhhhhh ..." she chanted unconsciously 
below him.


Marty slammed his hairy, sweat-drenched pelvis against her wildly 
grinding buttocks, burying his throbbing prick right up to the hilt in 
the wet, juicy furrow of her greedily clasping cunt, and with a loud, 
gasping cry of relief, felt his hot, surging sperm course along the 
length of his painfully swollen cock and explode in a torrent of hot, 
sticky liquid far up into her belly, filling her young, hungry hole for 
the first time in seven long, agonizing months.


Ginny felt her muscles loosen from her toes right up to her head, as 
the surging throes of her climax ran their devastating course, her 
ravished passage hungrily gulping up every precious drop of the man's 
life-giving load as it pumped into her in spurt after spurt of hot, 
searing ecstasy.


He released his grip on her thighs, dropping her back onto the sofa, 
and she fell forward, collapsing in a heaving, gasping heap across the 
tattered cushions.


Marty's rapidly deflating prick slipped from her taut, juice-soaked 
sheath with a lewd sucking sound as she fell forward, leaving behind a 
trail of sticky white semen that dangled for a moment from the end of 
his rubbery knob, hanging lifelessly between his bulky, hair-covered 
thighs, then dripped onto the sofa in a tiny wet puddle.


He reached for his undershorts, and wiped his limp prick clean with 
them, blotting up the lurid mixture of his own sperm and Ginny's love-
juices from his dangling, leathery balls and tossing the soiled 
undergarment aside.


"Baby, the job's yours if you want it," he said after a long pause. 
"I'll see to that."


Ginny pulled herself up from the sofa, and collected her clothes from 
the floor where they'd fallen, moving slowly and gingerly to ease the 
throbbing pain between her legs.


Oh, God, what have I done! What has happened to me!? Have I turned into 
some sort of tramp? Oh, how will I ever tell Fred about this? I'll die 
first! I'll die!


Chapter 3


Twenty-four hours did a lot to ease the agony of that long hour in 
Bondman's seedy office, and Ginny Dennison was far better equipped to 
deal with the memories rationally than when she had come home alone, 
her face reddened and streaked with tears, the afternoon before.


Ginny sat up in bed, ashamed of having slept so late; but she excused 
herself this time--there were plenty of reasons to let her off the hook 
just this once. Reluctantly, she climbed out from under the blanket, 
pulling down her nightgown as she stepped painfully on the floor, 
grimacing as a searing charge of pain shot from between her bruised, 
tender thighs.


She stepped gingerly to the bathroom, and turned on the faucets for a 
nice, long hot soak, and sat back to wait for the tub to fill. But the 
steaming water was so inviting, she decided not to wait, and hastily 
yanked the nightgown over her head, pulled down her bikini panties, and 
stepped into the still-shallow bath. She splashed a little on the cold 
ceramic tub so she could stretch out without touching the chilling 
surface.


The deepening water seemed to engulf her like an ocean wave, rising 
higher and higher, easing away her aches and soreness like gallons of 
liniment. In a few seconds, she caught herself falling asleep, sprawled 
in the whirling water, really relaxed for the first time since those 
horrible minutes in Marty Bondman's office.


Also for the first time, she was able to clearly think about what had 
happened, and more important, what to do about it.


She'd thought about calling the police--about putting that disgusting 
animal behind bars where he belonged, but it hadn't taken long to get 
that notion shoved out of her mind. Just a few brief thoughts about 
detectives, newspaper accounts, courtroom appearances, and most of all, 
about how she could explain what she was doing in this man's office 
alone, stripped down to her bare skin--that was all it took to convince 
her she'd have to forget going to the authorities.


And for another few short moments, right after she'd come in from her 
nightmare at Marty Bondman's, she'd thought of calling Fred, of the 
sweet relief that a few minutes of hearing his voice, even from so far 
away, would offer. But she knew he'd know something was wrong, that he 
would spot her anguish no matter how well she tried to conceal it. And 
Ginny knew he mustn't find out, not now at least; not when he was 
helpless to come to her side. She couldn't allow him to suffer like 
that--this was something she had to come to grips with alone, without 
anyone's help.


It wasn't easy, going it alone. All her life she'd had someone else to 
rely on, someone to lean on whenever problems stood in her way. But 
this time it was different--there was no one there with a friendly 
shoulder to cry on.


Daddy had always been around when she lived at home back in Indiana, 
and with three brothers, she had always been his special favorite. 
She'd always gone to him when Mother said no, and he'd never been able 
to turn her down. And even though they had never really been well off, 
she'd managed to have all the dresses and sweaters and new shoes she 
could use.


Thinking about Daddy like that always made her sad, and she tried to 
put those remembrances out of her mind. That cold night in 1967 ended 
all those warm, sunny days with her father--that dark night she'd spent 
with her mother and brothers huddled around his hospital bed while he 
choked through his last few moments on earth, one hand tightly gripped 
in his wife's, the other in Ginny's.


Fred had come into her life only a few months later, right after she'd 
graduated from high school. He had been working for the summer at the 
service station where her family always took their business, and she'd 
taken a liking to him right from the start.


She remembered it like it was yesterday; the way he looked at her when 
she took the family car in that sunny June day. He had seemed quite 
bold, she recalled, not like the boys she'd dated in high school, and a 
whole lot better looking. So brazen was he, in fact, he asked her for a 
date before she even knew his name.


And that was the beginning--two years later they were married, after 
Fred had dropped out of Sumter College and enlisted in the Army. Now he 
was halfway around the world, but he might as well have been in outer 
space, since the only letters she got were weeks apart sometimes. Fred 
had explained about that before he left. About how he hated to put his 
feelings into words, how it nearly killed him to have to write a 
letter. Ginny understood about that, and the interminable waits between 
letters were getting a little easier to swallow, now that she had been 
alone so long.


She knew she could have gone back to Indiana and stayed with her mother 
while Fred was overseas, or even with Fred's folks in Chicago. But 
she'd followed him half across the country to California before they 
were even married, and going home again seemed the furthest thing from 
her mind now. Even being alone, California was a lot better than 
Hammond, Indiana.


Ginny reluctantly brushed aside all her fond memories, and decided it 
was time to get out of the tub before she wrinkled like a prune.


She stepped dripping onto the cold tile floor and reached across her 
clean clothes for the towel she'd forgotten to place by the tub, 
sloshing a trail of water over her clean bra and panties.


Damn it, she muttered to herself, I'll have to go get some more or run 
around naked till these dry.


Tossing a towel around her shoulders, she marched into the bedroom and 
rummaged through the top drawer of her dresser, looking for a pair of 
panties that might have gotten shoved to the back.


Behind the slips and pantyhose, way against the back of the drawer, she 
found a stack of letters from Arnold and Florence, Fred's brother and 
his wife, bound together with a rubber band. The corners of the 
envelopes were all torn off, a habit she'd developed for her kid 
brother Mickey. He was a nut about foreign stamps, and they were living 
in northern Canada, so she always clipped the stamps off for him and 
mailed them to him.


It had been quite a while since she'd written Arnie and Flo, and Ginny 
made a point of putting the letters out where she'd remember them, 
right in the middle of the bed, and she made a promise to herself to 
write them that very night. She'd never known them very well, but she 
knew Fred was crazy about Arnie, who was ten years older than he, and 
that was enough recommendation for her.


Fred had talked often about going up to the Northwest Territories where 
Arnie operated a supply outfit for oil exploration companies and 
geologists headed up into the Arctic tundra along the Mackenzie River. 
Arnie had said many times that there was a standing invitation open to 
Fred to come to work for him, any time he was ready.


Ginny found her panties, then had a second thought about her letter 
writing, and sat down then and there to write Arnie and Flo a long 
letter. After all, they were sort of kin, and she knew Fred would never 
find the time to write them.


Surprisingly, the words came fast and easy, and it felt nice to have 
someone to tell her troubles to, even if she couldn't tell them about 
what happened the day before, and soon one page became two, then three, 
then four, as she emptied her mind of everything that had been weighing 
on her so heavily over the last long weeks


I hope they don't think I've lost my head, she thought, writing such a 
long, personal letter, but I've got to tell my troubles to somebody, 
and they're about the only ones left.


Chapter 4


NORMAN WELLS, ON THE MACKENZIE RIVER


Like the steady fire of a million cannons, the ear-splitting roar of 
the river ice cracking up reverberated off the distant Mackenzie 
Mountains, still shrouded with their winter mantle of snow and ice. 
Locals knew better than to be caught out on the river this time of 
year, when the thick winter shell begins to split and break into huge, 
house-sized chunks, sometimes rising from the frigid waters like giant 
freshwater glaciers, slowly beginning the long journey downriver to the 
Arctic.


This was a time of year when you traveled by land, or by air, or you 
didn't travel at all. During this short transition from winter to 
summer, without the luxuries of spring, there could be no travel on the 
Mackenzie at all, and travelers found themselves stranded in the north 
country's few settlements until the river was clear enough for boat 
traffic to resume. Once in a while, some foolhardy soul would venture 
out onto the ice with his dogsled or modern snowmobile, and if he was 
lucky, he might make it back with only a wet chill and soaked clothing, 
but if his luck ran out, they'd never find his sled or his body as the 
surging Mackenzie carried him to the frozen Arctic.


Arnie Dennison was no fool, there could be no question about that. 
Maybe he paced his cabin like a caged polar bear waiting for the river 
to clear so his barges could resume hauling gear and supplies for the 
mineral exploration sites downriver, but he knew better than to tangle 
with the elements. Up here in the Arctic, a man develops a healthy 
respect for the fickleness of Nature, in a land where wandering out for 
a breath of fresh air in the perpetual darkness of midwinter can mean 
quick death, a land where temperatures sometimes soar from fifty below 
to eighty above in less than a day, and can swing the opposite way just 
as quickly.


He'd been up here in the forgotten part of Canada too long to make the 
kind of mistakes newcomers sometimes died from, and he planned to leave 
this frozen land one day a hell of a lot richer than when he'd made his 
way North in 1956. He was hardly more than a kid then, and single, 
searching for that overnight million he knew was just waiting for him 
somewhere up here. Gold, maybe, or oil, or that new mineral everybody 
was talking about then, uranium.


But he'd learned the hard way that there was no quick and easy way to 
get rich, here or anywhere else, and by 1960, after four years of 
working on riverboats, roughnecking on oil rigs, and finally, flying 
geologists into the Arctic tundra for a charter-plane operator he'd met 
in Alaska, he began to see the pieces falling into place.


He must have watched a thousand men straggle into this desolate country 
at one time or another; some of them found what they were looking for, 
most didn't. But through it all, through rich strikes and crushing 
near-misses, the ones who stayed on, year after year, were not the 
miners, not the geologists from the big oil companies back in the 
States not the crackpots with their homemade Geiger counters, but the 
merchants--the men who sold them the food, the wolfskin parkas, the 
rifles and ammunition, the men who carried them in with stars in their 
eyes, and ferried them out, often broke and disgusted. No matter how 
well or how poorly the fortune-hunters fared, the suppliers came out on 
top. And that was where Arnold L. Dennison wanted to be--right on the 
very top.


Four years later, when he met Flo in Vancouver, he was more in a 
position to seriously think about getting married than in those rugged, 
leaner years scrounging for every cent. Business was surprisingly good 
right from the start, despite all the fatalistic warnings from the old-
timers along the river. He shrugged off their admonitions as just what 
they were: fearful, empty predictions from frightened old men, afraid 
of new blood, new competition.


He'd tried his best to get along with the longtime residents, but he 
knew only too well that some of them resented his success, though he 
gave it little thought how they cared.


Florence was working in a British Columbia beer bar when they first 
met, through a girlfriend of hers who just happened to have a date the 
night Arnie arrived in town and gave her a call. Her loss was Flo's 
gain, Arnie always told himself, and he made sure she remembered it. 
Flo never complained about the harshness of life in the sub-Arctic, and 
Arnie liked that--a woman's place is at her man's side, no matter how 
rough the going gets, he often said.


*   *   *


Flo was still in bed when Arnie stomped in with the mail, shaking the 
matted snow from his parka and boots in the narrow hall before entering 
the living room. This cozy cabin was his most important accomplishment, 
he felt, and it gave him great pleasure to know he'd built it with his 
own two hands, the materials either hauled in from his own forest 
holdings or paid for with his struggled-for earnings.


It had started as a two-room cottage, just after Flo came up from 
Vancouver, and half a year before they were married. They lived in it 
for nearly two years before Arnie was able to save enough to really 
finish it like he'd dreamed of on those long winter nights. It had cost 
him about fifteen thousand dollars, in all, but he had a home that 
couldn't be duplicated back in the States for twice that amount, and 
twenty-five acres of land surrounding it besides.


The new kitchen had been the first addition to the old structure, 
furnished with all new appliances that had taken nearly four months to 
make the long journey from Whitehorse, down in the Yukon Territory. 
Then came the three bedrooms, and Arnie's pride, his paneled office. 
That was when he knew he'd really made it, the day that plush retreat 
was finished. In the snowed-in winter months, he ran all the operations 
of Dennison Suppliers & Outfitters from that office, and he spent most 
of every single day behind that door, poring over his books, wracking 
his head for a better or cheaper way to run his business, or a new 
angle to try, a new dollar to earn.


"Flo, get your ass out of bed!" he shouted this day. "It's not your 
birthday." He hung his heavy jacket by the door, over the heater vent 
so it could dry out, and tugged off his leather boots. Placing them 
close, but not close enough to crack, to the heat source, he plopped 
down in his favorite chair in the living room, directly in front of the 
smoldering ruins of the fire he'd started before he left for the post 
office two hours earlier.


Flo entered, her hair uncombed and her eyes still half-closed with 
sleep.


"Hey, how come you let the fire go out," he asked, ripping open a large 
manila envelope with new orders from the American Petroleum base camp 
far downriver. "I told you to keep an eye on it when I left."


She wiped the sleep from her eyes. "Oh, stop belly-aching. I got up 
twice, but I must have fallen asleep again. I'll light another one, 
don't get all worked up about it."


Arnie had forgotten all about the fire by this time, and was engrossed 
in the increased orders the mail had brought. He shoved the purchase 
orders back in the envelope and quickly thumbed through the rest of the 
mail before heading for his study. "Here," he said, not looking up, "I 
think this one's from that little pussy, Ginny. You read it ... I've 
got too much work to do." He waved it in Flo's direction, and she left 
the fire long enough to take it from his hand.


Ripping it open, it didn't take her long to read it over, and it was 
obvious the girl's spirits were somewhat less than high.


"Arnie, you should take a look at this letter," said Flo, still 
thumbing through the last pages. "The poor kid sounds miserable. She 
can't find a job, and Fred never writes, and she's so lonely all by 
herself there."


Arnie didn't look up. "By herself? What'ya mean, she's got millions of 
neighbors in Los Angeles. I don't call that being alone."


"Don't be so heartless," snapped Flo. "Have you forgotten what it means 
to be down on your luck, and not to have anyone to fall back on?"


Arnie put down his papers. "I never had anybody to help me, and I made 
it all right. What's the kid complaining about? She's getting those 
monthly checks from the Army, ain't she?"


"And how much is that? Do you really think that's enough to live on in 
Los Angeles? Maybe in Norman Wells, but not in California. Everything 
costs a fortune down there, and you know it. Or have you been stuck up 
here in the snow so long you've forgotten what it's like?"


Arnie was getting annoyed; he didn't like this kind of talk from 
anyone, especially his wife. "Stop riding me, woman. If you don't like 
it here, you know how to get out, don't you?"


Flo's scowling face suddenly softened. "Oh, Arnie, you big bear, stop 
being so mean. Of course I like it here. I'm with you, aren't I?" She 
walked over to his chair, and gave him a big hug, throwing both arms 
tightly around his chest from behind. "You're the only man for me, 
honey. And if the Northwest Territories are home for you, then they're 
home for me too."


"Well, don't say things you don't mean," he growled, "It's too early in 
the day for fighting. What else has Ginny got to say?"


Arnie reminisced about his last--and only--trip to California, right 
after his brother Fred and Ginny were married. He and Flo had flown 
down for the ceremony; it was the only decent thing to do, especially 
since there'd be no other relatives there for the occasion. Mom and Pop 
were too sickly to make the flight, though Mom wouldn't have been 
dragged bodily on an airplane, regardless of her health. And Ginny's 
mother bowed out rather gracelessly, offering some lame excuse about 
the change in climate being so bad for her arthritis. Fred had written 
that she really refused to come because he and Ginny had been living 
together before they were married, and she considered that an 
unforgivable sin. He remembered what a pretty little number Ginny was, 
almost too pretty for the likes of Fred, with that gorgeous, just-
blossoming figure of hers, and that silky auburn hair that splashed 
over her shoulders. Ah yes, that was one little piece he wouldn't mind 
giving a tumble ...


"... Arnie? Arnie, were you listening to me?"


He snapped back to his chair in his living room in Norman Wells, and 
forgot, for the moment, about that tasty morsel stranded without her 
man five thousand miles away in warm, sunny California.


"... I said, why don't we invite Ginny up here? She could find 
something to do in the village for the summer, and maybe she'd feel 
more like making a go of it in Los Angeles by the time winter sets back 
in. Well, how about it?"


Arnie only looked at her, a slow widening grin spreading across his 
face.


"Now you cut that out, Arnie Dennison," teased Flo. "That's your 
sister-in-law, in case you don't remember. And you can just get those 
thoughts out of your dirty little mind right now."


"Sister-in-law, hell," answered Arnie, "she's a cunt, ain't she? That's 
all I need to know."


Flo tossed herself into his lap, her arms around his neck. "I can't 
fool you, can I honey? I guess you and me are just two beans in a pod. 
To tell you the truth, I was kinda making plans for you in that 
direction myself. That way I won't feel so bad when I spread my legs 
for that good-looking Swede foreman of yours, knowing you've got some 
on the side for yourself."


Arnie gave her a playful slap on her bottom, stinging her flesh through 
the thin robe. "Okay, slut, you've got yourself a deal ... You get me 
into that sweet little bitch, and Gus is all yours. I'll make a present 
of him to ya."


"You mean I should invite Ginny? Do you really want me to?" asked Flo.


"Of course. Unless you plan for me to go down there."


Flo leaped up and began to scrounge for a pen and her box of writing 
stationery. "It's a deal, baby. I'll write her right now, and you can 
take it down to the postal drop this afternoon." She closed her eyes 
and ran her hands down between her thighs. "Mmmmmmm ... I can just feel 
that big Swede's dick in me right now. You can start dropping a few 
hints ... like you did with Benny Alexander ... 'cause that gorgeous 
hunk of man is as good as mine."


Arnie laughed to himself--he liked Flo even more when she got like 
this. It was a part of her that made her that much more a real woman in 
his eyes--she felt no shame about her sex desires, never kept them 
bottled up inside like most women. And he didn't mind at all, as long 
as there was always plenty of that sweet pussy left for him, why should 
he mind if she spread it around a little. After all, he was quick to do 
the same thing, every chance he got.


But this was going to be one time when it really mattered ... one time 
he really wanted to get into that little honey's pants ... and he 
didn't aim to lose out, no matter what it took!


Chapter 5


Three weeks can be an awfully long time in the North country, where the 
nights are six months long, and the only television comes in over the 
government channel, and listening to the radio is something reserved 
for those late-night hours, provided the antenna is up and there's no 
interference from the Northern Lights. But these particular three weeks 
crept by unusually slowly, as if they would never end, and Arnie grew 
restless and jumpy like a pent-up animal. Flo did her best to stay away 
from him, dodging his razor-edged temper as it grew sharper and 
sharper.


"Arnie, I sometimes wonder if you've got all the sense you're supposed 
to have," said Flo finally. "You've been grumbling and muttering around 
here for days, and I'm about to lose my mind putting up with you ... I 
don't know what you're more worked up about, Ginny coming or that damn 
dog of yours Gus's bringing back from Old Crow."


"Don't call Novlik any of your names," snapped Arnie. "You know his 
name ... Use it! He's goddamn important to me, Flo, and you know why."


Flo had been through this argument too many times to hold out any hope 
for winning. "Okay, okay. You don't have to tell me that whole story 
again. About how Novlik chewed through his harness and swam fifty yards 
in Telegraph Creek to pull you ashore when you and him went through the 
ice. I've heard it so many times I could recite it for you backwards if 
you'd like!"


Arnie stopped his restless pacing, the first time in nearly an hour. 
"Maybe you'd have liked it better if he'd just left me out there in 
that cold water, half-unconscious and all! Maybe you'd have liked that, 
huh?!"


Flo shook her head disgustedly. "Honestly, Arnie, sometimes you're just 
a little kid. You know I didn't even know you then. I was back in 
Montana when that happened. So how could it have made any difference to 
me one way or the other?"


"You know what I meant," grumbled Arnie. "And ... and who else would 
have risked their life to save mine? Nobody, that's who! Novlik and I 
have been buddies a long time, and may be he's just a dog to you, but 
he's like a brother to me. And don't you forget it!"


Flo smiled and gave her husband a friendly peck on the cheek. "I'm 
sorry, honey. I guess you've got me a little worked up with all your 
worrying and pacing like a bitch in heat. Anyway, he's due back today, 
and you know Gus'll take good care of him coming from Old Crow. He'll 
feel a lot better after his trip to the vet, and so will you. Then 
maybe we can start making plans for Ginny's arrival ... she's due in 
another week. You haven't forgotten, have you?"


Arnie looked her straight in the eye, grinning like a Cheshire cat. 
"Don't be ridiculous, woman," he laughed, "I'm thinking about that 
sweet little pussy almost as much as I am about Novlik ... I'm going 
down to the airstrip and wait for Gus. He oughta be here soon. I'll 
give him your best."


Flo gave him a playful squeeze, tugging affectionately at his cock 
through his heavy work pants. "Don't worry about that ... I'll give him 
my best ... My very best!"


*   *   *


It was dark again, and the temperature had plummeted twenty degrees 
since Arnie left for the slow trudge through a half mile of melting ice 
and snow to the airstrip on the edge of the village, and she could hear 
them coming before they passed the general store and post office. 
Novlik had a distinctive bark that she could pick out over that of any 
of the dozens of dogs in town. And it carried for miles through the 
still sub-Arctic night, booming from his huge hairy chest like a 
cannon's report as he bounced along happily, sliding here and there on 
the freshly frozen ice while Arnie ran wearily along behind.


In a few minutes, they were pounding on the front door, then bursting 
in like a couple of carefree kids, slinging slush and snow all over the 
floor as Novlik shook his heavy fur clean.


"No! Not here! Outside, Novlik, outside!" she shrieked.


Arnie only laughed, but at least stepped back onto the front steps to 
kick the ice from his boots. "Don't scold him, Flo. It'll melt ... He's 
just happy to see you, that's all. Tell him you missed him, and give 
him a little pat on the head."


Flo obliged, knowing that to snub Arnie's dog would be a terrible 
mistake. Sometimes she wondered how she ranked in this household--
whether she was around for Novlik's convenience, or him for hers.


"As soon as you get your wet things off, come on in the kitchen. I've 
got some steaks on the broiler right now."


"I hope you saved one for Novlik. He's probably awfully hungry after 
his adventure. Gus told me he hadn't eaten a thing since they picked 
him up last night at the Mountie Station."


"Mountie Station?" questioned Flo, "I thought he was at the vet's."


Arnie dropped his boots by the heater grill, and closed the hall door. 
"He was. But the vet had to leave rather unexpectedly, so he dropped 
him with the RCMP outfit in Old Crow, so he wouldn't have to leave him 
alone out at the kennel. Good old Gus, he had enough sense to ask 
around when he got there and the Doc's place was all closed up. One of 
the vet's neighbors told him where to find Novlik, and he went back 
into the village and picked him up. He said the Mounties hated to see 
him go ... They don't have any dogs there since they switched to 
snowmobiles. Some of the old-timers said it was like the old days, 
having a malamute around again."


Florence was tempted to say the Mounties could have kept the beast, as 
far as she was concerned, but she thought better of it, and pulled 
another steak from the refrigerator for him.


Novlik immediately caught the scent of raw meat, and bounded into the 
kitchen like a charging lion, his thick furry tail wagging excitedly. 
Flo tossed it to him quickly, before he could jump up on her with his 
huge paws. She was still carrying a bruise on her side from the last 
time she'd fed him. It was no use complaining to Arnie about his dog's 
over enthusiastic friskiness; that dog could do no wrong in Arnie's 
eyes.


Novlik pranced into the back bedroom, the one he usually had all to 
himself, and contentedly began working on his two pound steak, pulling 
it apart with his sharp teeth, the bone crunching easily in his 
powerful jaws.


Arnie and Flo finished their dinner without another interruption, and 
settled in the living room afterward, the supper dishes still on the 
table.


"I told Gus to come right over," said Arnie, "I told him that hot cunt 
of yours needed some attention, and you'd picked him to do the job."


Flo nearly dropped her gin-and-tonic. "You what!? You didn't really say 
that did you? Well, did you?"


Arnie was nearly doubled with laughter. "Oh, baby, you should have seen 
the look on your face. I'd have given a hundred bucks to have a picture 
of that. You really fell for it, didn't you?"


"Well, it sounded like the kind of thing that twisted mind of yours 
would dream up," exclaimed Flo, "and besides, with you I never know 
when you're putting me on."


Arnie downed the last of his bourbon, and helped himself to another 
healthy slug from the bottle on the counter separating the living room 
from the kitchen. "I should have told him. It would be a whole lot 
simpler."


"Oh, no you don't, Arnie Dennison," threatened Flo, waving her fist in 
a gesture of mock defiance. "You stay out of it. All you have to do is 
lay the groundwork--the rest is up to me. It wouldn't be any fun your 
way. Getting there is half the fun."


Arnie looked at his wife, wondering how most men would feel about a 
woman like her; a woman who needs more than one man to keep her 
satisfied. Sometimes he wondered how many men Flo would have if they 
lived somewhere else, Los Angeles maybe. Just how many one-nighters 
would she give herself if there were hundreds of men around for the 
taking? It didn't really bother him, and that was what puzzled him most 
sometimes. He was supposed to be jealous and possessive about his 
woman, at least that was what he'd always been told. But with Flo, it 
was something different, something exciting, and most of all, 
completely open and honest. There wasn't any sneaking around in their 
marriage; everything was done right out in the daylight, with no lies, 
no excuses.


Of course, he'd never been the ideal devoted husband, either. When the 
opportunities were there, he'd never been one to turn down a little on 
the side. And he'd have done a lot more of it if running his company 
hadn't always taken so damn much of his time.


Flo was getting drunk now, he could always tell. He listened as her 
words began to blur a little around the edges, and her sentences 
occasionally took on extra verbs and adjectives. It never took much--
Flo'd never been one to hold her liquor; two or three drinks, and she 
was under the table.


"You really think that good-looking Swede wants to get in your pants, 
huh?" he teased, ready for a little fun to keep the evening 
interesting. "What makes you think you've got anything he wants? You're 
not quite the little dish you used to be, ya know. Why should he mess 
around with an old woman like you."


"Old woman!" Arnie sensed he'd struck a tender nerve. "Who the hell's 
an old woman!? Why, I've got a better body than most girls ten years 
older than me ..."


"You mean ten years younger, don't you, Baby?"


Flo thought it over a second. "Yeah ... that's what I meant to say ... 
Anyway, you know what I mean. Here, take a look at this ... Is this the 
body of an old woman?"


She yanked her housedress over her head, and she was wearing nothing 
underneath, not even panties.


"Goddamn, woman. Is that the way you run around all day? No wonder 
you're always so horny, galavantin' around with no drawers on. Where's 
your pants, cunt? Ain't you got any?"


Flo left the dress where it fell, right in front of her on the floor. 
"Of course I've got some. For your information, Mr. Wise-ass, I was 
getting ready to take a bath when you and that furry brother of yours 
came in. That's why I don't have any underwear on, all right?"


"Furry brother, huh? You calling me a son-of-a-bitch?" asked Arnie, 
staring her right in the face as though he meant it.


"Baby, if the shoe fits, wear it," laughed Flo, lifting her large, firm 
tits with both hands and aiming them tauntingly in Arnie's direction. 
"Hey, here comes your brother now. Here, boy! Come see the other SOB! 
Here, boy!"


Novlik took his cue like a veteran, and bounded into the living room at 
full speed, barking loudly as he cleared the length of the room in 
three huge leaps.


"No, Novlik! Don't jump! Don't ..." but it was too late. Flo had 
forgotten her hard-learned lesson; that was, never to call the enormous 
animal unless she was prepared to be knocked for a spin. He slammed 
into her chest with his tremendous furry paws and sent her sprawling 
onto the bearskin in front of the fire, arms and legs flying in every 
direction, and Novlik--all one-hundred-and-fifty pounds of him--right 
on top of her.


"That's what you get, stupid," roared Arnie, tears of laughter running 
down his cheeks. "That'll teach you to lay off the booze for a while?"


Flo was futilely struggling to shove the heavy mass of still damp fur 
off her, cursing the animal at the top of her lungs, "Get off me, you 
goddamn hippopotamus! Get the hell off!"


"Now, now, Florence," said Arnie with a trace of derision, "you know 
you shouldn't talk like that around Novlik. He's not used to foul-
mouthed broads. Talk nice to him, and he'll do what you tell him."


"Talk nice, my ass!" bellowed Flo, still pinned under the hairy 
behemoth. "I'll kill him if he doesn't get off me!"


"Here, Novlik ... Sit! Over here, fella." Novlik instantly obeyed, 
stepping right in the middle of Flo's chest as he trotted over to his 
master's side.


"Shit! That damn beast of yours will be the death of me yet," muttered 
Flo, brushing the mud off her skin and looking for any broken bones. 
"How come you don't teach him no manners if he's gonna live in the 
house like people?"


"He just likes you, sweetheart, that's all ... Isn't that right, 
Novlik?" The huge dog barked twice--loudly--and the echoing roar seemed 
to fill the whole house. "See, cunt, what'd I tell you? He's just a 
man, like all the rest. He knows a bitch in heat when he sees one."


Novlik left his post and sauntered over to Flo, nuzzling her bare leg 
affectionately with his cold, wet nose.


Flo grudgingly gave the animal a quick pat, and the enormous dog 
promptly rolled over on his back, his fluffy tail swishing wildly, and 
his long, pink tongue trailing from his panting mouth.


"See, I told you he likes you. He wants you to rub his belly."


Flo stroked the downy flesh of his underbelly, and as if on signal, his 
huge, bright red penis began to swell and poke from its furry sheath.


"You've sure got the knack, all right," laughed Arnie, finishing his 
third bourbon. "Even the dogs know about that gaping, hot cunt of 
yours. Give him a little hand job there, sweetie, that's all he wants. 
Why, he ain't been around no girl dogs in weeks."


Flo pulled her hand away from his belly. "You shut up, Arnie! I don't 
need to sit here and listen to that kind of talk from you!"


Arnie's smile suddenly melted away, and his eyes seemed almost to grow 
a shade darker--and twice as cold. "You'll take any kind of talk I want 
to give to you, bitch, and don't you forget it! And you'll do what I 
say ... unless you know somebody else who'd put up with your crap! I 
was only kidding you, cunt, but now I mean it. You're always bragging 
about how good you are with men. Let's see what you can do with 
Novlik!"


"You're crazy! You're completely off your nut, you know that!?" 
answered Flo. "I'm not about to satisfy no dog ... for you or anybody 
else!"


Arnie slowly stood up, put his drink down, and quietly pulled his 
three-inch leather belt from his belt loops, then doubled it and 
dragged it lingeringly across the palm of his left hand. Flo felt her 
skin break out in a million goose bumps as she remembered the last time 
that hot strap had left bloody blisters across her backside--the time 
she'd stayed overnight with that geologist from Chicago without telling 
Arnie where she was. She knew he meant business, that he'd use that 
frightening thing on her again if she riled him.


"Okay, Arnie ... You win, I'll do it." She dropped to her knees and 
placed her hand gently on the big dog's heaving belly.


Arnie chuckled as the soft full cheeks of her buttocks faced him and he 
could make out the narrow hairline slit of her pink open pussy nestled 
between the ivory columns of her smooth thighs, her fleshy lips pouting 
as if they were angry.


"You're always one step ahead of me, aren't you bitch?" he said, 
stepping out of his pants and settling to his knees right behind her. 
His prick snapped up instantly, already hard and eager. He laughed 
menacingly, then, "All right, boy! Get ready for a real treat! Tonight 
you're getting a real human bitch!"


The pink furry skin of the dog's belly lay exposed to her, and with it, 
the long shaft of his prick. And at the base of his sex, his huge 
nearly-black testicles like furry golf balls. She took it all in, 
slowly realizing what her husband had dreamed up for her.


She started to turn around and confront him, but he came over her naked 
buttocks from behind and grabbed her securely around the waist. "You 
don't want to be making any sudden moves now, cunt. He might get mad 
and take a hunk out of you. And we wouldn't want that, would we," he 
sneered. "You just give him a good blow job, and don't make any quick 
moves unless ..."


"My God, Arnie! Have you lost your mind completely!? I can't do that! 
Not to a dog! Dear God no ... I can't Arnie ... I can't do that!"


He only laughed. She was in utter torment, and he wallowed in it. "You 
fuckin' slut! What makes you think you're too good to suck my friend 
there? He's more of a man than some of those fruits you run around 
with! Why, you're not even worthy to suck him ... You should feel 
honored that he'll even let you put those lips of yours on his prick. 
You'd better reconsider, slut, or I'll change your mind for you!"


He reached for his leather belt, and Flo's mind spun crazily at the 
prospect of this awful thing he was demanding of her. She knew she had 
no choice--he'd use that belt on her without a moment's hesitation. But 
to do that to a dog! Could she make herself do it ...?


"Make up your mind, bitch! What's it gonna be?" he roared.


Her hand shaking like a falling leaf, she slowly reached down and took 
the forbidding length of his animal prick in her hand. Novlik squirmed 
impatiently under her gentle touch.


"Turn your head so I can see you," ordered Arnie. "I wanna see it going 
in and out of that dog-sucking mouth of yours. Suck it good, now ... 
Suck it!"


Vainly, she tried to blot out all thoughts of what she was doing from 
her mind, and to hold back the choking wad of nausea filling her 
stomach. She placed the side of her face on the big animal's warm belly 
while she fondled his long, fur-encased member with her hand. Slowly, 
ever so slowly, she stroked it, while Arnie looked on wide-eyed, and 
suddenly ... it appeared ... the pointed, red glistening tip of his 
long prick oozing out of its protective sheath, slowly moving forward. 
She took long, deep breaths to fight back the nausea ...


"Now! Suck it, slut! Suck it!" Arnie yelled.


Holding her breath now, she did it. Pushing it all from her mind, Flo 
opened her lips and allowed the slender forepart to slide into her 
moist mouth ... far inside until it touched the back of her throat, 
then bringing her rough tongue into action. The taste surprised her, 
amazingly it was almost sweet, and very tangy, even better than some 
men she'd tasted. The animal responded almost immediately, hunching his 
rear flanks forward as she sucked and twirled his organ in her mouth. 
As she moved her hand to his balls, caressing them lightly with her 
fingertips, a long, low whine came from his throat, and his left rear 
leg began to quiver convulsively.


Three double shots of booze had dulled her palate, but the taste was 
surprisingly delicate, not like she'd have imagined, if she'd ever 
given it any thought. She hollowed her cheeks slightly as the long, 
tapered shaft shot into her mouth in a steady, pumping rhythm. She 
closed her teeth, but not enough to hurt the animal, swirling her 
tongue around his pink member as the excitement of this incredible 
thing she was doing began to kindle inside her. Somehow, it didn't seem 
nearly so awful as she anticipated; rather, almost enjoyable in a 
terribly wicked, forbidden sort of way.


"Suck it, bitch! Suck it good!" Arnie shouted at her, maneuvering his 
wife's wide-spread buttocks back toward him and gaping greedily at the 
tight, puckered little entrance to her brown, hairless anus.


His cock jutted forward again, as if it had a mind of its own, and he 
reached down and pulled the thick foreskin back, then crawled in closer 
to her backside, dragging his thick penis through the wet juices of her 
moist pussy to get it well lubricated. Again he did that, delighting in 
the visible shiver that raced along her spine as his cock brushed the 
sensitive lips of her ever hungry pussy.


"Put it in!" he barked, gripping her hips tightly like handles. "Hurry 
up! Stick it in you, slut!"


Obediently, her hand came back around her hips and he watched eagerly 
as she grasped it tightly and forced its swollen tip into the 
deliciously tight, constricting ring of her anus. He couldn't hold back 
a loud gasp as his prick slipped into the taut sheath, the muscular 
rings clasping it agonizingly tight as his throbbing shaft wormed its 
way into her asshole. He gave a sharp, deliberate lunge and heard her 
moan as he inched his hardened cock into the warm, velvet folds of her 
tender passage.


Florence felt the sudden surge of his hot, throbbing shaft ramming 
upward into her tight passage and she had to cry out, but the 
fantastic, lascivious delight of the animal cock fucking into her 
ovaled lips was beyond anything she'd imagined. It was beginning to 
taste even sweeter, and the way it plunged taperedly into her mouth was 
driving her wild with pure animal lust. Sex at home had grown dull and 
lifeless for her, but the perverted thrill of this incredible 
experience was almost too much to bear. Arnie was screwing into her 
puckered anus, something she'd grown accustomed to and she could take 
it or leave it, but Novlik was thrusting his hard animal cock into her 
mouth and would soon squirt his own life-giving sperm into her in a 
seething flood ... and suddenly she wanted it ... she wanted it badly!


She thirsted for his animal cum in her mouth ... rushing down her 
throat ... choking her as it spurted in a hot, sticky torrent! Maybe 
she'd finally cracked up, but that was what she wanted, and she sucked 
and tongued his glistening pink spear ravenously while Arnie burrowed 
his stiffened rod into the tender depths of her back passage. She could 
feel his heavy, sperm-laden balls slapping with a loud thump against 
the sensitive folds of her cunt, and she closed her eyes, savoring 
every second of this abandoned, wicked ecstasy she had suddenly found.


"Aaaaagghhh! You're hurting me!" She opened her lips around Novlik's 
prick pumping into her mouth enough to speak as her husband rammed his 
cock into the rubbery, yielding depths of her rectum, shoving the soft, 
tender flesh aside before it until his loins finally collided roughly 
with her widespread buttocks, flattening them beneath his weight. Every 
inch of his long, thick prick was buried in her warm, tightly 
constricting rectum.


Gasping for a quick breath, Flo was unable to move even a little to 
ease the agonizing pain as her husband's sadistic cock impaled her 
helplessly, rammed to the hilt in her anus, her thighs split horribly 
apart. He was showing her no mercy, and she wouldn't satisfy him by 
begging for any. She fought back the tears as wave after wave of sharp 
pain shot upward from her obscenely stretching rectal passage. The 
torture was incredible!


Arnie cursed under his breath with delight, reveling with lewd 
excitement at the feel of his wife's ass pressing tightly against his 
hairy pelvis, while he watched Novlik's long, crimson prick sliding wet 
and glistening between her pursed lips, his strong, sinewy flanks 
jerking spasmodically while she scratched delicately at his furry 
animal balls with the nails of one hand. Goddamn, he didn't know if he 
could take it! He shoved his loins forward into her tightly puckered 
tunnel and his eyes focused intently on the stiffened rod that 
disappeared completely in the stretched, brown hole between the jutting 
fleshy mounds of her buttocks. He grunted with pleasure and drew the 
hard, blood-filled shaft out slightly, watching with cruel passion-
dazed eyes as the tender pink flanges of tender flesh were pulled out 
with it; then his cock disappeared once more in the forbidden aperture 
with his inward thrust that sank his cock again up to the hilt in her 
rectum. His breathing became faster and suddenly he began rocking 
rhythmically in and out of her warm clasping channel, deep down into 
her belly with each and every thrust.


"Oooooh ... oooohh ... oooohh," Florence moaned around Novlik's ever 
swelling organ buried in her mouth, as she knelt like a wretched slave 
before him, committed to his cruel satisfaction. Arnie delighted in 
watching her lose control like this--it gave him great amusement to 
watch her grinding back onto his wet, glistening shaft as it cruelly 
sodomized her again and again. She seemed to be enjoying the vicious 
thrusts that spread her tender rectum walls so painfully ... enjoying 
this savage ravishment of her asshole. Damn, she was incredible! What 
an unbelievable slut she had become! The pain seemed to be gone, for 
she was sucking the animal's prick with obvious wild-eyed delight, even 
reaching down between her spread thighs with her free hand and 
fingering her own clitoris, rubbing it fiercely in an insane effort to 
bring on her delicious, all-consuming climax.


Christ, he'd never in his whole life witnessed anything like this! Not 
even in those wild Alaskan whorehouses he used to visit when he was 
working freighters. He gaped with amazement at his vicious white cock 
disappearing and reappearing as he rammed it all the way into her 
savagely grinding buttocks with each powerful, sadistic thrust. She was 
taking everything he could throw to her, and was hungry for more. Not 
even the tiniest bit of his prick could be seen as he buried it 
relentlessly into the tightly clasping passage, its blood-swollen head 
straining far up into her tender, hungrily clutching depths.


On and on she sucked at Novlik's pistoning, scarlet prick, her fingers 
warmly caressing his downy black balls, while her other hand fondled 
the wet, puckered lips of her own wide-spread slit. He felt her 
buttocks tighten as she squirmed to suck him up even further into her 
ravenous belly, filling her taut rectum with his stiffened manhood as 
she came nearer and nearer to her own fulfillment. He couldn't stand 
any more, and he began pounding into the hungry furrow furiously, 
slamming his pelvis against her exposed buttocks so hard he thought 
he'd split her in half.


Nothing else in the world mattered to Flo except the burning desire 
ravaging her knotted belly, and where the shame and humiliation should 
have been, there was only an uncontrollable hunger for more ... more! 
Her ravenous needs grew maddening as Arnie stepped up the pace of his 
powerful assault on her rearward passage, and her wildly quivering 
belly and loins screamed desperately for precious relief. She ground 
back against his impaling shaft like the insatiable bitch she was, all 
the while sucking and tonguing the sweet, honey-tasting animal prick 
fucking deliciously into her throat. She could feel the telltale moans 
of passion slipping from her lungs. She was nearly there ...!


Novlik's massive, sinewy body began to quiver convulsively, and 
suddenly without warning, Florence's mouth was filled with a great 
undamming of thick warm liquid which gagged her and slithered and oozed 
down her hungrily gulping throat. Like a starving animal, she sucked 
and swallowed, sucked and swallowed while the huge beast whined with 
ecstatic delight, and her whole body shivered with the pleasurable 
raptures of unrestrained masochism ...


Just as quickly as it came, it was all over, and the huge dog's prick 
began to deflate and withdraw from her eagerly clasping lips, until 
finally, the animal rolled from beneath her and got to its feet.


"Oh, yes, yes! Oh ... Oooooohhhh ..." she moaned pathetically at her 
panting husband as he pistoned savagely into her wildly stretched 
rectal passage, streams of sweat running from his body and mingling 
with her own as they coursed along her thighs and legs. "I ... I'm 
going to cum! I'm going to ... Now! Oh, God, nowwwww!"


As his fiercely battering cock worked itself again and again into her 
rectum, her hips forced themselves back on the painfully impaling 
shaft, and she groaned incessantly as the pleasure grew greater ... 
greater ... and then--burst in a dizzying whirl of color. Never had she 
dreamed Arnie could bring her such incredible blissfulness ... never 
had she known such total and devouring wantonness.


She was spinning out of control in a frenzied rippling orgasm that 
filled her whole being. She was gone! Nothing else mattered ... nothing 
but those delicious, satisfying chills of pure pleasure coursing 
through her ravished body.


"Aaaaaaaahhhhhhh ..." she screamed, as the blessed, fulfilling relief 
spread over her naked form, her senses dazed to everything around her 
in the magnificence of this special moment.


Arnie cursed aloud, still sawing into her savagely with the last of his 
stored-up strength, thrusting into her so hard she thought his 
enormous, throbbing prick would rip all the way through her, and burst 
out her mouth; she moaned pitifully from the pain, but offered no 
resistance. She felt his strong pelvis snap convulsively against the 
flattened mounds of her buttocks and then a great, flooding surge of 
thick, hot semen burst up into her rectum, filling her trembling belly 
to the brim, and oozing out in a thin, hot rivulet down the inside of 
her quivering thigh.


She heard him gasp one last satisfied groan of relief and withdraw, his 
rubbery cock now deflated. Her tightly clasping passage released its 
grip on his limp organ reluctantly, and he slithered out of her with a 
wet sucking sound. In its place came a quick, welcome chilling rush of 
air in her unplugged hole; then, she too fell forward and sprawled 
exhausted on the carpet, her breasts heaving beneath her.


Florence lay very still for what seemed like a long time, then gathered 
enough strength to climb shakily to her feet, wiping the thin trail of 
semen from her thighs, retrieving her dress from the floor. She could 
feel Arnie's eyes on the naked flesh of her back even before she turned 
and faced him. When she finally did, there was no mistaking the mask of 
contempt twisting his face, but she'd expected nothing less. There 
could be no mercy, no understanding about something like this. 
Subjecting her to every unspeakable indecency he could dream up was not 
enough; only by rubbing her face in it could he really be satisfied.


"You really are a slut, you know that," he sneered. "You're even worse 
than I thought."


Flo knew better than to argue with him when he was like this. "I'm 
going to take a bath now, and go to bed. I'll see you." She turned 
slowly and made her way to the bedroom, her equilibrium off from the 
dizzying spin her mind had suffered.


Arnie reached down beside his favorite chair, his hand touching 
Novlik's furry head. "You liked that all right, didn't you pal?"


Novlik answered with a quick swish of his thick tail.


"Well, if all goes well, old buddy," grinned Arnie, rubbing the mammoth 
dog's forehead, "maybe in a few days you'll have another playmate ... A 
nice young one for you this time!"


Chapter 6


Winter was making one last dying effort as Ginny stepped down from the 
commercial propjet at Whitehorse, Yukon Territory. The falling snow was 
so thick she couldn't see the hangar as she made her way toward the 
charter line headquarters, falling in huge wet snowflakes that stuck to 
her like glue. She was soaked to the skin when she finally reached the 
shelter of the hangar, and the tiny office of Northern Lines Charter 
Service.


"I'm Mrs. Dennison," she said hopefully, "I think my brother-in-law 
made arrangements for a flight with your company. Have I got the right 
place?"


A young-looking man wearing a ski jacket looked up from the pile of 
charts on the large table, "Yes, ma'am ... you've come to the right 
place, all right. I'm Rick Scovill, your pilot."


Ginny's first thought was that he looked much too young to be flying a 
plane. "Oh ... Well, I guess I'm ready anytime you are," she smiled.


"That might be quite a while, ma'am," replied the pilot, "I guess you 
didn't notice all that snow coming down out there."


Ginny looked out the window, as if she was seeing the near-blizzard for 
the first time. "Gee I guess I wasn't thinking," she said, a little 
embarrassed. "I just never thought about it, I suppose. But don't the 
planes take off in rain and snow and such? ... I thought I remembered 
flying in the snow one time, coming home to California from Indiana."


The young pilot laughed, "Wait till you see the plane we'll be using. 
It's not much like those big jets you're used to."


"Oh, I flew up here in one ... A small one, I mean. It only seated 
about twenty-five or thirty people."


Rick stepped back and opened a narrow door to the hangar behind the 
office; a cold gust swept through like a winter storm. "That plane over 
there ... that's what I meant when I said small." He pointed his index 
finger toward a well-maintained L-16, a World War II spotter plane.


"That thing?" shrieked Ginny. "You must be kidding! It looks like a 
toy!"


Rick motioned her through the doorway into the hangar, and Ginny 
followed close behind, shivering in the unheated immenseness of the old 
building. They passed a dozen or more larger planes; she'd seen 
photographs of similar ones in magazines. Even those looked small after 
the commercial liner she'd flown to Whitehorse on, but this tiny thing 
was too much!


"Well, here she is," said Rick proudly, opening the flimsy door on the 
pilot's side. Inside were two seats, one in front, one in back. 
"What'ya think of her? Quite a cute little number isn't she?"


Ginny shook her head incredulously. "Cute, yes ... but can it fly?"


"Sh-h-h-h," whispered Rick, "don't let Nancy hear you talk like that."


"Nancy?" Ginny looked around for another face, but they were apparently 
alone in the huge hangar.


"Yeah ... That's her name. Nancy, meet Mrs. Dennison from California."


Ginny felt rather awkward, never having been introduced to an airplane 
before, and she didn't know quite what to reply. "Uh ... could we go 
back inside your office, Mr. Scovill? I'm freezing to death."


"Sure," answered Rick. "This was terribly inconsiderate of me. I forgot 
you aren't used to our Canadian weather yet. But you will be if you 
stay up on the Mackenzie very long."


Ginny had to think for a moment before her memory told her that was the 
name of the big river Arnie and Florence lived on. It flowed north, to 
the Arctic Ocean, she remembered from one of Arnie's old letters.


"I don't think I'll be up there too long," said Ginny. "Maybe just for 
the summer."


Rick smiled, "If that's the case, you might not see any real North 
country weather at all. It'll be more like California in the summer ... 
maybe even a little hotter."


"Hotter? I thought it was up close to the North Pole or something."


"You haven't done your homework, ma'am," said Rick, stifling a laugh. 
"Norman Wells is one helluva way from the North Pole ... if you'll 
pardon my language, ma'am."


Ginny could tell already she had a lot to learn about this strange part 
of the world. Strange at least to a small-town girl from Indiana. Cold 
weather and snow she'd come prepared for, but not for a California 
climate. "Just how warm is it up there in the summer?"


Rick thought for a moment. "Well, it depends on what part of the 
summer, such as it is. There's really only about two months of what 
you'd call summer. But sometimes it gets up in the nineties in the 
middle of the day ... though it might drop below freezing that same 
night."


"Ninety? I brought all my winter clothes!"


"Well, I wouldn't worry about it," laughed Rick. "Remember--it drops 
down awfully low sometimes at night. And you never know when a real 
cold wave is going to come through. Once in a while they get some 
awfully cold storms off the Arctic ice whistling up the Mackenzie."


Ginny was beginning to wonder if she'd made the right move in coming up 
here at all. But that had never crossed her mind back in Los Angeles; 
just the chance to get away from all her troubles and spend some time 
with relatives, even if they were in-laws, was all the incentive she 
needed to make up her mind. She hoped Fred wouldn't be too terribly 
angry when he got her letter. She hadn't had time to write him for his 
permission and wait for an answer. With the way he wrote letters, she 
might have been standing around for months waiting for Fred to say yes.


*   *   *


It was mid-afternoon when the freak snowstorm blew over, leaving in its 
wake a beautiful, cloudless blue sky that stretched from horizon to 
horizon. Ginny could make out the hazy shapes of distant mountains, far 
off to the north, ringed with cloud-like fog and squatting like 
watchdogs of the untamed Northwest Territories beyond, blocking out the 
influx of civilization from the warmer, less awesome south.


"Is that where we're going?" asked Ginny, peering out the misty window 
of Scovill's office. "It looks awfully rugged. Is there any chance ... 
I mean, is it dangerous?"


Rick was pulling on his insulated heavy jacket. "No, not terribly ... 
But it will be cold. Is that the only coat you have?"


Ginny was wearing the heaviest jacket she owned, one she never got a 
chance to wear in Los Angeles. "Yeah ... but I've got a sweater in my 
suitcase. I could put that on under my coat, if you think I'll need 
it."


"Don't bother," answered Rick, opening a locker behind the desk. "I 
think I can find something in here you can wear. Your brother-in-law 
should be able to get a real coat for you when you get to Norman 
Wells."


Rick picked up her suitcase from the combination baggage agent-ticket 
clerk in the tiny terminal building across the wide landing apron from 
the charter hangar and strapped it down in the back of the L-16 and 
Ginny climbed in, feeling more than a little embarrassed as she bent 
far over to maneuver into the back seat, revealing her thighs way up 
past the bottom of her white panties. No time for modesty, she told 
herself, and strapped the broad safety belt around her waist. Her elbow 
bumped the inside of the fuselage wall, and to her amazement, it gave 
like cloth!


"Rick! What's this plane made of?" she asked, almost hoping it had been 
her imagination.


"Oh, if you mean the fuselage covering, it's fabric ... a lot cheaper 
than metal, and a helluva lot lighter."


"Fabric! You mean like cloth ... cotton or something like that?" she 
asked.


"Yeah, something like that. But don't worry," he assured her. "It's 
airworthy. This little baby's been flying since 1943, and I don't think 
she's gonna quit on us now."


Ginny shook her head, unable to believe what she was about to do. 
Halfway across the Northwest Territories in a cloth-covered plane! I 
must be out of my mind!


*   *   *


The tiny L-16 leaped into the air almost before Ginny realized they 
were even moving down the runway, and before she could catch her 
breath, they were high over the Whitehorse airport, banking steeply as 
they left the pattern. The scurrying airport workers grew smaller and 
smaller, and soon they were just a dozen or so ants zipping back and 
forth between the six-inch airplanes scattered around the terminal.


"How high are we, Rick?" she shouted over the high-pitched whine of the 
single engine, leaning as far forward as her safety strap would allow.


"Not very high yet! About twenty-eight hundred feet! We'll climb to 
four thousand for the rest of the trip!"


The tree cover grew denser as they left the paved streets and houses of 
Whitehorse far behind, and the only break in the thick forest was an 
occasional logging road winding through the trees to a logged-over 
section. Animal life seemed everywhere; white-tailed deer leaped and 
bounded along beneath them, as if chasing the tiny shadow of their 
plane. She thought she spotted a huge brown bear, but she couldn't be 
sure, and Rick was using the radio, trying to reach the airstrip at 
Norman Wells.


They flew on for hours, seemingly in a straight line, and the 
excitement of flying soon became a monotonous bore, as they passed over 
miles of identical terrain, each mile no different from the dozens of 
others they'd left behind.


Rick started to spiral down, and Ginny readied herself for her reunion 
with Arnie and Flo, only to be disappointed when Rick leaned over the 
seat to let her know this stop was only for gas, and that she wouldn't 
even leave the plane. He cut the throttle and coasted in to a muddy 
landing strip--without a name, and only a couple of Quonset huts to 
identify it. They taxied over to an enormous red-painted tank, and a 
young boy, not more than twelve or thirteen obligingly filled their 
tank and wiped the dirt and grime from the plane's windscreen. Ginny 
stayed in her seat while Rick checked over all the fittings and the 
landing gear, and in a few minutes, they were back in the air, 
continuing their persistent northward course.


The constant whine of the airplane's engine soon lulled Ginny to sleep, 
and she dozed for over an hour, her head against the plastic window at 
her side. She might have slept all the way to Norman Wells, had the 
plane's course not suddenly shifted.


She blinked her eyes open groggily as the plane banked gently and began 
to head in a slightly altered direction.


"Are we almost there?" she asked. "I thought I felt the plane change 
course."


"Not quite!" shouted Rick. "But we're following one of the Mackenzie's 
tributaries. You'll be able to see the Mackenzie River pretty soon!"


Ginny anxiously searched the forest below, but could only catch an 
occasional flash of silver from the tiny stream beneath them. 
Tributary, indeed, she thought, why it looks more like a drainage 
ditch!


She looked away long enough to adjust her seat belt, and to maneuver 
her legs around a bit to ease the muscle cramps, and when she gazed out 
the window again, there was a long, widening giant of a river across 
their path, disappearing in the distance in the flat, treeless plain of 
the Arctic.


"There it is! You'll be in Norman Wells in about fifteen minutes!"


Ginny felt her stomach suddenly tighten, and for the first time, she 
was afraid of what she might find in Norman Wells--after all, she 
hadn't ever really gotten to know either of these people, even though 
they were Fred's relatives.


Oh, I hope they'll like me ... I hope everything works out all right 
...


Chapter 7


"Ginny darling!" came a loud shrill voice from across the taxi ramp, 
almost before Ginny could climb from the plane. It was Florence, but 
she didn't recognize the man with her, unless Arnie had changed quite a 
bit since the last time she saw him. This man was taller, and very 
blond, like maybe he was a Scandinavian.


"How are you, honey?!" Florence threw her arms around her as she 
stepped on the wheel cover, and then, shakily, onto the asphalt. "How 
was your trip? Was the weather okay?"


"Everything was fine, Flo ... I was in good hands." Rick came around 
after chocking the wheels. "This is Rick Scovill ... Rick, this is 
Florence Dennison, my sister-in-law and ..."


"And this is Gus," injected Flo. "He's my husband's foreman. Arnie's 
out on the river checking some landings that got broken during the 
winter, but he said he'd be back by tonight."


Flo signed the pad Rick was holding in his hand, and Gus grabbed 
Ginny's bag. "Thanks, Rick ... I had a wonderful time!" shouted Ginny 
as they walked toward the jeep parked by the landing strip. Rick waved 
good-bye, and headed for the hangar for a rest before the long lonely 
trip back to Whitehorse.


"Well, what'ya think of our little town?" asked Flo as they drove down 
the muddy street to the Dennison place on the northern edge of the 
settlement, past a surprising number of frame houses, some of the newer 
ones built on short stilts, like terribly fat birds perched in the 
melting slush of springtime.


"That's certainly a strange way to build a house, isn't it? Is your 
house built like that, Flo?" Ginny asked.


"No, no... Ours is just a plain house. Those stilts are kind of a new 
idea. It's supposed to keep the permafrost from doing any damage or 
something ... maybe Arnie could explain it a little better."


Gus steered the bucking jeep off the main street and up a little hill, 
through a dense thicket of green trees. Ginny could feel the 
temperature drop several degrees as they left the warm sunshine behind.


The house soon came into view, and Ginny was surprised to find it so 
large. From their letters, she would have guessed it as half this size. 
It looked like an overblown log cabin, and in fact, most of the 
exterior was made of large, rough-cut logs; it looked quite comfortable 
and cozy nestled among the thick trees.


"Well, Ginny, here we are. Home sweet home," said Flo as they stepped 
from the jeep. "I hope you like it, but if you don't, keep your mouth 
shut around Arnie. He's crazy about this place. Next to Novlik, it's 
his favorite ... I guess I come in about third or fourth." She winked 
at Gus as she spoke, but he didn't reply, just carried the suitcase to 
the front door and returned to the jeep, the motor still running.


"I don't want to seem stupid so soon," said Ginny as they entered the 
house, "but who's Novlik?"


"You mean I haven't written about Novlik? I should have devoted a whole 
letter to that animal."


"Animal?" Ginny looked puzzled.


"Animal is right, sweetie," exclaimed Flo.


"You see, Novlik is Arnie's dog ... mostly Malamute and Husky ... and 
the two of them are inseparable. Wherever Arnie is right now, you can 
be sure that dog is within ten feet. I swear, he'd let him sleep with 
us if I hadn't put my foot down. I guess you'll be the lucky one, since 
you'll be sleeping in his room."


Ginny was more confused than ever. "His room? What ..."


"But don't worry about it," interrupted Flo. "Novlik doesn't use the 
bed. He sleeps on an old sheepskin right by the door. You'll hardly 
notice he's around. You aren't allergic to dogs, are you?"


Ginny shook her head. "No, not that I know of. When do I get to meet 
this fantastic dog. I'm kinda curious to see what he can do."


Flo nearly burst out laughing at that last comment, but managed to keep 
a straight face. "Oh, you'll be surprised, honey ... You'll be most 
surprised."


Chapter 8


Ginny was sleeping soundly when Arnie finally got home from a long day 
on the river, and he thought it best not to wake her. He thought for a 
moment he might have to, since Novlik had never seen her before and 
might get spooked by a strange person in the house, but he was as tired 
as his master, and was dreaming dog-dreams by the time Arnie could get 
out of his wet clothes, curled up peacefully on his sheepskin.


"I'll introduce them in the morning," said Arnie. "Novlik wouldn't hurt 
her anyway, even if they ran into each other in the night." With that, 
he crept quietly off to bed, dying to get rid of a hard-on he'd carried 
around all afternoon.


"Spread those legs, bitch," he whispered, so as not to wake up Ginny. 
"I'm coming in."


Flo had learned years ago not to argue with him when he was in one of 
his moods, and--half asleep--she obediently spread her bare thighs for 
Arnie's satisfaction, muttering something about being cold and not to 
wake up their guest.


"Don't worry about her," grumbled Arnie, poking his stiffened prick up 
between his wife's thighs without even a hint of foreplay. "She's 
probably heard people fucking before. Just put it in, I'll take care of 
the rest."


Flo obligingly worked the swollen head of his cock between the fleshy 
lips of her pussy, rubbing it back and forth a little on her clitoris 
to get her slit moist enough to keep from hurting her. Arnie felt the 
bulbous head slip into her tight passage, and rammed it home with a 
quick, brutal slap of his loins against her upturned pelvis.


"Ooowwww! Goddamn, take it easy," she blurted, forgetting in her sharp 
pain that Ginny was only a few feet away. Arnie didn't ease off for a 
second, but kept on pounding his thick cock into her tender channel 
until the warm juices made it less painful, and the soft, pink walls 
began to loosen a little.


*   *   *


Ginny was wide awake she had been since Arnie brought the dog into the 
house and began to undress for bed. With no real reason, she'd just 
kept quiet, and now she lay quietly, almost afraid to breathe, lest 
they hear her and somehow know she'd been listening to their most 
private lovemaking all along. She fought the urge to eavesdrop ... she 
even put a pillow over her head, but it was no use. The sounds coming 
from their open bedroom door were drawing her like a moth to a flame, 
and she couldn't stop herself. Somehow, it was suddenly wickedly 
exciting to hear two people making love, and Flo was certainly making 
no effort to stifle her groans. In a steady, sure rhythm, Flo moaned 
again and again, and Ginny could hear the bed squeak as it went up and 
down ... up and down.


She could stand it no longer; as evil and wrong as it might be, she had 
to have a look. She could crouch beside the foot of her own bed and see 
easily into their bedroom. And their room was partially illuminated by 
the dim glow of the night-light in the hall, so their figures were 
outlined clearly. Moving slowly, careful not to make the bed squeak, 
Ginny lowered herself to the floor beside her bed, and crawled the 
couple of feet to the end. She nearly gave herself away when she got 
her first real glimpse of the two of them, Arnie hunched over Flo's 
tiny body like some sort of savage monster, his haunches rising and 
falling as Flo moaned softly her soulful gasps punctuated with an 
occasional sharp, muffled cry as Arnie pounded into her. Ginny nearly 
gasped herself from the wicked excitement of watching them like this, 
but she succeeded in covering her mouth before it was too late.


She could even see Arnie's cock when he rocked back, as it slithered 
wetly from Flo's wide-spread slit, pulling little ridges of pink, 
ragged flesh with it as it withdrew from her wet, clasping vaginal 
sheath. Ginny felt the wickedness fan the dormant coals of desire in 
her belly--never in her life had she watched anyone else make love. It 
wasn't something she would have guessed would be exciting, but how 
wrong she would have been. Already she could feel the dampness 
spreading between her tightly clenched thighs, and she struggled to 
fight the growing temptation to reach down between her legs and quell 
the rising flames of lustful desire as best she could. But she knew 
that was wrong, and she promised herself she wouldn't do it ...


Her eyes wide with amazement, she watched as Arnie's buttocks raised 
again and again, his long, thick prick burrowing into Flo's wide-open 
vagina with deep, powerful thrusts. Flo's moans grew louder, and 
Arnie's strong rhythm increased ...


Ginny fought it as long as she could, and when she could stand it not a 
second longer, she ran her hand down over the mound of her pelvis and 
between her legs, hesitating there a moment before she did this awful 
thing ... something she'd steadfastly denied herself all the long, 
lonely months while Fred was gone. But she had to ... she had to before 
this agonizing flame in her belly consumed her alive!


Gingerly, she touched the moist, fleshy crevice down between her legs 
with the fingers of her right hand, then explored for the sensitive, 
pleasure-giving bud of her clitoris. A shiver of ecstasy raced over her 
body as her fingers made warm, wet contact, and she hesitated again.


Oh, God, I can't ... I just can't do this awful thing!


But her desire proved stronger than her willpower, and slowly, lightly 
at first, her fingers began to caress the throbbing nipple of her 
clitoris, sending wave after wave of delicious pleasure coursing 
through her body.


Oh, it feels so good ... so good!


So great was her enjoyment, she failed to notice as a shadowy, massive 
shape crept toward her from the corner opposite her bed. Her eyes were 
half-closed, as she opened them only for another forbidden glimpse of 
Arnie's thick shaft pistoning in and out of his wife's hungrily 
clasping pussy-lips. Suddenly she snapped like a whip, leaping forward 
almost half a foot, still on her knees beside the bed.


My God, what is that cold nuzzling between my legs? What is it?!


She looked back over her shoulder, almost afraid of what she might 
find. It was Arnie's dog, Novlik! His cold, wet nose was sniffing back 
between the cleft cheeks of her buttocks, rooting as if searching for 
something in the nakedness of her exposed thighs.


What can I do? Oh, dear God, what can I do?


She tried to shoo the beast away, afraid to touch him for fear the 
mammoth animal might take off half her arm, but the huge dog seemed 
determined, and Ginny had no choice but to remain motionless, quivering 
with fear, as the savage animal nuzzled her crotch like she was no more 
than a bitch standing before him!


Her teeth gritted, she did her best to remain still, but every touch of 
the dog's nose sent fresh shivers of fright racing along her spine. She 
couldn't cry out ... how could she explain this to Arnie and Flo? She'd 
never be able to look them in the face again if they knew she had been 
watching them like a common voyeur, spying on them in their own house.


She shivered anew as the dog's long, pink tongue suddenly lashed out 
from his lips, licking the sensitive folds of her vagina. Her whole 
body tensed, and again she tried to brush the huge animal away, but he 
wouldn't budge. She even summoned enough courage to try shoving him, 
but he growled softly but menacingly when she pushed his muscular 
haunches aside.


She was hopelessly trapped! There was nothing to do but remain still 
and wait for the frightening beast to go away!


Again his tongue licked over her puckered anal crevice, coursing down 
over the fleshy ridges of her quivering pussy, along the deep crevice 
of her buttocks, and up again past the taut, brown-ringed hole of her 
rectum. She trembled in abject terror as the animal licked her crotch 
from one end to the other ... and he showed no signs of quitting.


Like the lashing tongue of a lizard, Novlik's rough tongue licked again 
and again at the moist, warm juiciness of her vaginal cleft, and she 
found herself quivering from his savage contact--not from fear, but 
from something she suddenly couldn't control, a strange sort of 
primitive excitement that emanated from deep within her naked vaginal 
crevice.


What's happening to me!? What's going on inside my body?! What is it!?


Novlik's bristly tongue raced over her clitoris faster and faster as 
the big dog lapped up the tangy, tasty wetness from her narrow slit, 
gulping it down eagerly. Ginny's belly was knotted to its breaking 
point, and she strained to hold back a tortured, relief-giving scream.


I can't stand anymore! I can't stand it!


Novlik's hungrily lapping tongue snaked deep between the soft, pliable 
lips of her moist pussy, licking out every drop of her precious juices. 
The rough tip brushed over her pulsing clitoris again and again, each 
time sending a convulsive shiver racing along her tightly-clenched 
furrow and along her naked spine.


His long, probing tongue wormed into the warm, moist entrance to the 
very mouth of her cuntal channel, lapping out the warm wetness deep 
inside her fleshy tunnel. Her body trembled out of control ... she 
didn't know how much more she could take before he licked her to orgasm 
and then suddenly she knew ... none ...


"Oh, no! Oh, no! ... Ooooohhhh ..."


She clamped her hands over her lips to muffle her deep, throaty moan 
and fell forward, her weak, wobbly knees unable to support her weight a 
second longer. She lay there, heaving convulsively in the dying throes 
of her sudden climax, afraid to look up for fear that Arnie and Flo had 
heard her gasping moan and would be towering over her.


She opened her eyes slowly--cautiously--but Arnie and Flo were still on 
the bed, Arnie's hips bucking savagely as he neared his climax. Still 
fascinated, she watched a second longer, and saw Arnie's buttocks 
quiver visibly, then an oozing cascade of white stickiness spurted from 
his swollen, throbbing prick as he pulled it from his wife's clasping, 
hungrily nibbling passage just in time, drenching her belly and pelvis 
with a hot white spray of semen.


The huge dog left her alone, and calmly trotted back to his sheepskin 
bed, as if nothing had happened. Ginny pulled herself back onto the bed 
with her last bit of strength, still gasping for breath, unable to 
comprehend what had happened to her.


She yanked the blankets over her trembling nakedness and cried herself, 
finally, to sleep.


Chapter 9


It wasn't easy, but the next two days, Wednesday and Thursday, were 
enough to help Ginny forget the unforgettable--those horrifying minutes 
at the mercy of Arnie's vicious dog, the incredible depths of 
degradation she sank to, even worse than her experiences with Marty 
Bondman back in California. Ginny had awoke the next morning feeling 
worse, perhaps, than on any day of her life, but by midmorning, she'd 
nearly forgotten the depravity of the night before.


Flo rushed her out of the house almost before it was light, and Gus was 
waiting for them when they made their way through the mud and slush to 
the post office. Ginny posted the letter to Fred she'd written on the 
plane coming up, and they sped away for a long day of sightseeing, 
beginning with the rugged drive east of town to the foothills of the 
Mackenzie Mountains. Those towering, rocky peaks were even more 
beautiful than she'd pictured them from Arnie's letters, remote and 
forbidding, almost untouched by human despoilation, they rose silently 
on the far horizon, like the Great Wall of China, running as far north 
as she could see.


Gus drove them up into the hilly meadows for an even closer look, and 
parked the jeep nearly ten miles from town, on a treeless bluff that 
afforded a picture-book view both of the river behind them and the 
majestic Mackenzies ahead.


"Can you drive all the way to the mountains?" asked Ginny.


Gus shook his head. "No ... but there are horse and foot trails. Some 
of them date back to the eighteen-hundreds. You can cross them even, if 
you are very brave. The hunting up there is fabulous ... better than 
any place in the Territories."


"Wow, I'd sure like to ride up there ... I'll bet the scenery's 
fantastic!" exclaimed Ginny, standing on the jeep's fender for a better 
look. "I sure wish I'd brought my camera. I left in such a hurry this 
morning, I forgot all about it."


"Don't worry about getting pictures," said Flo. "We'll be up here 
plenty of times. It's one of the most beautiful picnic spots around. 
Sometimes on week-ends, half the village is up here."


"Oh, I don't think I'd like that," Ginny decided. "Too many people 
would just spoil it. I like it like this."


Florence unpacked the sandwiches she'd thoughtfully brought along, and 
the three of them enjoyed a leisurely lunch high on the top of the 
world, a million miles from the nearest freeway or traffic jam, and 
completely free of pollution and noise. Ginny couldn't recall when 
she'd spent a more pleasant morning. Once in a while, when she'd look 
at Flo, she'd remember last night, and Flo's naked genitals right 
before her curious eyes. And more important, she'd remember everything 
that happened ... including those horrible few minutes with Novlik. But 
the sun and the cobalt-blue sky were the perfect cure, and by 
afternoon, she'd nearly put those frightful memories out of her mind.


They wound their way back through the forest, back down the hills, and 
arrived back in Norman Wells in time to watch the season's first cargo 
barge heading north, bound for Inuvik, and the gas fields of Alaska's 
North Slope. It wasn't much to look at, just a squared-off rust-colored 
hulk being towed by a chunky, smoke-spitting little tug, but it seemed 
that everyone in town was lining the banks for a peek.


"Why all the excitement?" asked Ginny when they left the jeep near the 
center of town. "Haven't they ever seen a barge before."


"That's a special barge, Ginny," explained Flo, "the first one heading 
for the Arctic this season. Those barges and tugs are the lifeblood of 
this town, and the people don't forget it. That tug-pilot will probably 
get a hero's welcome when he reaches Inuvik, all the way north on the 
Mackenzie."


"Is that an Eskimo town? I mean, with igloos and all that sort of 
thing?" Ginny asked.


Flo laughed, "I'm sorry, honey, I shouldn't make fun. I guess everyone 
back in the states think the Eskimos still live in igloos. The truth 
is, Inuvik has a lot of Eskimos, but they live in wooden houses just 
like we do. Nothing very romantic and exciting about that, I suppose."


"Gee, I guess there's a lot about the North country that isn't like the 
storybooks, huh?" Ginny surmised.


"Right ... even the famous Mountie dog sleds are gone. They've replaced 
the last ones with gasoline-powered snowmobiles now."


"The next thing you know, you'll have skyscrapers and crowded freeways 
right here in Norman Wells," sighed Ginny.


"Well, not any time soon, I hope ... C'mon, I told Gus to meet us down 
at the docks. He's taking us for a ride on the company boat."


"Great! That sounds like a lot of fun. Do you do this all the time?"


"No, no," laughed Flo, "only when we have guests. The rest of the time 
I just sit around the house and wait for Arnie to come home; he likes 
me around when he comes in."


Ginny remembered last night and blushed, then quickly asked, "how about 
friends? Do you know most of the people in town?" she asked.


"All of 'em," replied Flo, "every single one. You can't belch in this 
town without everybody knowing about it ten minutes later ... You'll 
meet some of them yourself, Friday night. Arnie has invited some 
friends over for a little party. I hope you don't mind."


"Mind? No, why should I mind?" asked Ginny. "I think it will be lots of 
fun to meet your friends."


"Well, maybe," grinned Flo, "I guess it's only fair to warn you that 
some of our friends go in for really wild parties ... you know what I 
mean? Not much else to do up here, I guess."


Ginny was getting a little concerned. "Wild? Just how wild do you 
mean?"


Florence smiled, "I wouldn't go worrying about it. It won't be anything 
to write home to Mother about, but it'll be fun ... you can count on 
that!"


Chapter 10


Ginny couldn't remember a party where the guest list was more diverse 
than this one. She'd forgotten most of the names already, but she'd 
never forget this party. Arnie's friends ranged from Cleveland 
Bartlett, the town's banker and local financier, to "Moose Jaw" Diker, 
the first friend Arnie had found back in those bleak, lonely years 
before he'd made his fortune. Moose Jaw was eighty-five if he was a 
year, and as tough as a keg of tenpenny nails. Ginny was glad he could 
come, for he came as close to being the grizzled prospector from the 
westerns she'd read as a child as anyone could be. He even smelled like 
a rough-and-ready outdoorsman, maybe even a pioneer. Mr. Bartlett was a 
whole lot less interesting, but Ginny noticed Arnie spent more time 
with him than with Moose Jaw or some of his other colorful 
acquaintances. Flo introduced her to every single one, but the names 
all ran together. She figured there was plenty of time for learning 
names later.


Arnie spent most of his time around the liquor, seemingly mixing one 
drink before he finished the other. But Arnie could never be called 
selfish with his booze; he was passing out drinks like crazy, though 
most everyone had long ago drunk their fill.


They'd long since exhausted every conceivable topic of discussion by 
eleven-thirty, and the guests began to thin out, pausing a moment to 
pay their respects to the host and hostess and to wish Ginny a 
pleasant, enjoyable visit. She was glad to see them go, frankly, for 
she'd tired of talking about the California weather, smog and hippies 
hours earlier.


Only Arnie was left in the living room by midnight, and he insisted 
Ginny have one last drink. She tried to refuse, but he was terribly 
persistent, and she finally relented. It was her fourth or fifth--she 
couldn't remember--and went down like water. It had hardly reached her 
belly before she began to regret it.


She started to get up, but the floor spun around beneath her feet, so 
she plopped back into the big chair.


"Looks like you're feeling no pain, huh sweetheart?" asked Arnie. Ginny 
could only see a messy blur where his face should have been.


"What ... oh, yeah, I guess so," she said thickly. "Where's Flo?" She 
seemed to add that last question as an afterthought when she slowly 
realized she was alone with Arnie.


"She's occupied with Gus at the moment," smiled Arnie.


Ginny tried to wait for all the words to sink in. "With Gus? You mean 
..."


Arnie cut her off. "Yeah, with Gus. She has these little flings once in 
a while. She'll have forgotten all about it by morning."


Ginny heard it all right, but she couldn't believe her ears. "I don't 
understand, Arnie. Is she in there?" She motioned toward the closed 
bedroom door.


Arnie nodded affirmatively. "Come on, we'll have a little fun." He got 
up, grabbing Ginny by the arm.


"Wait a minute," she insisted, "where are we going? I don't want to go 
in there."


But Arnie was his usual persistent self. "Oh, c'mon, live a little. You 
won't see anything you haven't seen already this week."


Ginny's cheeks suddenly were bright crimson. He knows! He knows I was 
watching!


"You didn't think you fooled me, did you? I saw you hiding down there 
beside your bed."


"But ... but why ... why didn't you say something," stammered Ginny, 
too embarrassed to look up.


"Why should I? I'd have spoiled all your fun ... and besides, I don't 
mind an audience when I fuck. I've got nothing to hide," he laughed.


Ginny's head was spinning like a top, and she wanted nothing more than 
to go to bed and sleep off this topsy-turvy state her mind was in.


But Arnie was in the best position; he was less dulled by the alcohol, 
being still way below his capacity, and soon Ginny found herself being 
led into the darkened bedroom, by way of her room.


"Please, Arnie ... I don't want to," she whispered, but Arnie pulled 
her behind him, and they settled quietly on the thick animal skin 
against the far wall. The bedroom fireplace still bore the smoldering 
remnants of the night's fire, and the glowing-red coals cast an eerie 
light over the couple intertwined on the bed fifteen away. The fire's 
glow was the only light in the room, and at the far end where Ginny and 
Arnie sat on the fur rug, it was pitch black.


"Are you cold," whispered Arnie, and put his arm around Ginny's 
shoulders before she could reply. She started to push it away, but it 
didn't seem to make any difference so she left it.


"Let's get out of here, Arnie," said Ginny softly, leaning nearly to 
his left ear. "I don't like this."


"Relax ... they won't mind as long as it looks like we're here for the 
same reason." He squeezed his arm around her shoulders, gently 
caressing the soft flesh of her bare arm with his open palm.


"What do you mean?" Ginny whispered loudly.


"Sh-h-h-h ... just follow my lead, and I'll guarantee you the show of 
your life."


Ginny thought of running from the room, of simply jumping up and racing 
back into the living room. But somehow, something kept her there, 
something almost like magic seemed to hold her securely to this spot. 
Just like the other night, when she'd spied on Arnie and Flo, some 
strange kind of wicked attraction seemed to draw her like a magnet.


The shadowy figures on the bed were practically still, with only an 
occasional movement to indicate they were even awake. Suddenly a head 
rose above the covers, and Ginny could feel someone looking her way.


"Cooperate, Ginny ... Gus is looking at us," whispered Arnie.


She gave in, it seemed the only answer and Arnie seemed so sure it 
would solve everything. The last thing she wanted was a scene ...


She allowed herself to drift freely in the dizziness brought on by the 
alcohol, and Arnie had pulled her so close she could hardly move. 
Catching her by surprise, his hand slipped down the collar of her 
dress, unbuttoning the top button, and fastened firmly on her naked 
breast. She could feel sharp pin pricks of delicious feeling racing 
through the tips of them as he rolled the tiny hardening nipple between 
his thumb and forefinger maddeningly. She could feel the warmth of his 
breath against her ear as he turned his head toward her, nibbling 
tantalizingly at the skin of her bare neck.


This is wrong ... I know it is! I've got to do something! I've got to 
get out of here!


She started to squirm away, struggling to get to her feet, but Arnie 
snapped her head back toward his and planted his lips firmly on hers. 
She tried still to get away, but the pressure was too great for her to 
escape. Maybe if she'd been sober, but in her present state she was no 
match for him.


His tongue thrust strongly between her clenched teeth, and wetly probed 
the inside of her mouth, its roughness rubbing the surface of her 
tongue. She found herself thrusting her own tongue back at him, and he 
sucked it deep into the wetness of his mouth. There was no question 
about it, he really knew how to kiss.


Something was wrong, she told herself. She should be sick to her 
stomach, revulsed at the touch of another man, especially this one, 
Fred's own brother! But she didn't feel that way, and no matter how 
hard she denied it to herself, she was really enjoying this man's 
kisses ... this man's caressing touch. He was a real man, maybe even 
more of a man than her own Fred and the first man she'd been this close 
to in months. That disgusting swine in Los Angeles didn't count, she 
thought, and something about Arnie's forcefulness was awfully hard to 
resist.


His probing kiss continued, while his fingers deftly fondled the 
throbbing tip of her breast, squeezing her pink nipple affectionately 
between his fingers.


There was a groan from the bed, but Ginny was afraid to look.


"Take a look ... Flo's going down on him," Arnie whispered with heavy 
breath.


She blinked to focus in the dim light, and got a sudden clear view of 
Flo's head working up and down on the big Swede's loins, her lips 
clasped tightly in an oval around the shaft of his immense organ, 
standing firm and erect like a tree stump rising from the bed. It stood 
hard and rigid through the fly of his pants, with wispy tufts of 
blonde-brown pubic hair around the thick base.


"Oh, God," gasped Ginny, turning her head to Arnie's shoulder, "I can't 
look! That's awful ... just awful."


Somehow, she hadn't expected this, though she really wasn't sure what 
she had expected. Kissing maybe. And there had really been no doubt 
what Gus and Flo might be doing on that bed, but until this moment she 
hadn't come face to face with the frightful truth. She had thought a 
moment ago she had everything firmly under control, but now she wasn't 
so sure.


The awful sight of that man's penis disappearing into her sister-in-
law's hungry, sucking mouth had been just too much for her. And the wet 
sucking noises, punctuated with mewls of pleasure from both Gus and 
Flo, hadn't made things any better. She burrowed her head against 
Arnie's shoulder, desperately trying to shut out the obscene sounds, 
but they were everywhere, it seemed, and nothing helped. She wanted 
more than anything to run, but she doubted her legs would even support 
her if she were to attempt it. She was helpless to do anything except 
lie here in her husband's brother's arms and listen in torment while 
those two on the bed made love in the most disgusting way possible.


She looked away as long as she could, but another shrill, mournful cry 
drew her attention back to the bed.


Florence had lifted her skirt to her waist and crawled up over the big 
man's body. She'd already pulled off her panties, or maybe she wasn't 
even wearing any, and was straddling Gus, the round whiteness of her 
naked well-shaped buttocks poised directly over the hardness of his 
huge, rigidly-erect cock. As Ginny looked up, Flo was reaching in back 
and guiding the enormous head of his prick into her. Ginny didn't 
breathe as she saw the blood-red tip of Gus's prick make contact with 
the moist, hungry lips of Flo's cunt. She moved it back and forth in 
the wet slit for a few moments, wetting it and parting the soft pubic 
hairs at the same time, and then, with a loud sucking noise, her 
buttocks slithered down the long shaft until they smacked hard down 
against his loins.


Ginny's eyes were wide in mesmerized disbelief as she watched Flo pump 
her soft, naked buttocks up and down on the thick, rock-hard cock. She 
watched hypnotized as the throbbing penis slid slowly up into the wet 
clasping flanges of Flo's pussy, making a juicy sluicing noise as it 
entered. She ground her buttocks all the way down until all Ginny could 
see were a few tiny hairs around the hidden base of his immense organ 
protruding from the tight moist lips around it. She knew she should 
scream and put an end to this filthy, perverted madness, but she 
couldn't ... her eyes were glued to the incredible spectacle unfolding 
right in front of her. She sat frozen as Flo began a slow grinding up 
and down movement with her ass rising in the chill air above the big 
Swede until the tip of his swollen prick was all that remained between 
her hungrily nibbling pussy-lips. Then, with a deep, throaty moan, she 
dropped heavily back down on him, impaling herself completely with each 
long smooth stroke.


She turned away again, embarrassed at the growing sensation between her 
own tightly closed thighs, humiliated that something like this could 
affect her this way. Arnie's hand slowly inched along her leg, pushing 
her skirt up in its path, and she was powerless to resist. Her mind 
cried out, No! No! Stop!, but her body seemed unable to answer.


Arnie's creeping fingers reached the legband of her white panties, and 
she felt a shiver of fright ... or maybe of excitement rush over her 
like a cold breeze.


"No, Arnie, please," she whispered, afraid Flo and Gus would hear. But 
Arnie had come too close to be turned away now. He could feel the soft 
resilient pubic hairs curling out and was within inches of that sweet 
young pussy of hers and nothing would stop him now!


She gasped aloud as his fingers slipped under the taut elastic leg band 
and made electric contact with the tender softness of her warm, 
inviting slit. He wasted no time, and his rigid index finger quickly 
parted the pubic curls and sought out its mark and plunged abruptly 
into the taut, fleshy sheath of her vagina. She tried clamping her bare 
thighs together, but the time for such action had long passed.


"No, please..." she murmured, but her legs opened without another 
moment's hesitation, and Arnie began to pull and yank her tight panties 
down over her thighs. When they were free of her long legs, his hand 
quickly rammed back up between her legs, opening them, like a steel 
wedge. This time there was nothing in his way, and his whole hand 
suddenly fastened over the moist tenderness of her soft, fleshy folds, 
his middle finger probing the tight confines of her moist warm tunnel. 
Her hips squirmed and ground frantically, vainly trying to escape this 
sudden invasion of her genitals, but it was no use, she was hopelessly 
impaled on his finger like an insect skewered on a pin.


With one quick, strong movement, Arnie pushed her back onto the furry 
rug beneath them, and his lips suddenly lowered to her naked, 
vulnerable thighs. Again she was caught totally by surprise, and that 
had been just what Arnie was counting on.


Spreading the ivory smoothness of her thighs, Arnie began to kiss his 
way to the soft, hairy triangle at the base of her smooth, white belly, 
nibbling tenderly at the sensitive flesh of her upper leg, each gentle 
bite sending a fresh chill through her confused, tormented body.


She opened her eyes just enough to catch a fleeting glimpse of Flo and 
Gus, Flo's naked buttocks still pistoning savagely up and down on the 
impaling log shoved between her fleshy, hair-covered vaginal lips.


Ginny heard a metallic sound, and glanced up to see Arnie squirm 
quickly out of his pants and undershorts, pushing them down below his 
knees and kicking them aside.


An electrifying shock rippled along the flesh of her legs as Arnie's 
hand slid back between her legs and opened her thighs wide to his 
cruel, hungry gaze.


He crawled up over her until he towered over her quivering body like a 
giant, holding the menacing shaft of his thick, hard prick between his 
two hands. He looked down at her, and with an evil grin, pulled back 
the uncircumcised foreskin until the swollen, bulbous head was exposed.


He leaned nearer, "You like that, honey? I'll bet that squirt brother 
of mine never had anything like that to cream in you," he continued to 
torment the horrified young girl, relishing the contorted mask of fear 
that crossed over her face as her eyes focused on his immense cock just 
over her head.


Ginny tried to speak, but couldn't. The words seemed to catch in her 
throat, and she couldn't take her eyes away from his hard, fleshy 
instrument for a second. It pained her to admit it, even to herself, 
but Arnie was right, Fred's penis was large, but nothing like this.


My God, it's so thick! How could any woman take that thing inside her!?


It looked much bigger than the night she'd watched him make love to 
Flo, but that had been from a distance, and most of the time it had 
been buried deep between Flo's widespread legs.


"Please, don't ... Arnie, please," she whispered as the moans and 
grunts from across the room grew louder and more frantic.


"Get that dress off you," ordered Arnie in a hoarse whisper. "Let's see 
what you've been giving that baby brother of mine."


Ginny didn't move, paralyzed with fear as she realized what he intended 
to do. He was going to ravish her--his own brother's wife, and there 
was nothing she could do to stop him.


"I wasn't kidding," he said, louder and more menacing this time. "Get 
that dress off now!"


Ginny was only dimly aware of Arnie's hands reaching behind her body to 
the zipper at the back of her dress. With a swift downward jerk, he 
opened it all the way to the tops of her buttocks. She felt the cold 
rush of air against her skin as he pulled it from her shoulders and 
yanked it along her body, lifting her as he pulled the garment off her. 
The snaps of her brassiere were next, and she surprised even herself by 
offering no resistance, and she heard him gasp as it came off and he 
tossed it to the floor beside them. His eyes quickly fastened on the 
soft white globes of her perfectly-formed breasts as they came into his 
view.


There was nothing left; she lay naked before him like a young excited 
Venus as he dropped again to his knees, panting like a starved animal 
before her. She shivered as his wet lips kissed the flat plane of her 
belly, then nibbled their way downward toward the warmth between her 
naked thighs.


He knelt before her like the savage he was, licking his moist lips in 
anticipation of the feast about to come. The soft pink folds of her 
vagina were presented up to him like a gourmet dinner. Ginny lay frozen 
to the thick, furry skin as she watched him drooling at the sight of 
her helpless young nakedness.


With his hands flat against the insides of her quivering thighs, Arnie 
spread the soft fleshy flanges of her vaginal cleft with his thumbs. 
Then, with a slow torturing movement, he drew the warm, ragged lips 
apart, exposing the moist pink slit to the cruelness of his wanton 
gaze. He watched it greedily for a moment, and then, with a groan like 
an animal, buried his head between her thighs, probing with his long 
slippery tongue the warm throbbing walls of her pussy.


She snapped viciously, a long, low soulful moan escaping from her lips. 
Her buttocks ground down against the thick, furry skin under her in a 
hopeless attempt to escape the maddening assault on her most secret 
genitals.


"Oh, God ... Nooooo ... Nooooooo!" she whimpered before his lust-crazed 
attack, watching down between her breasts in terrified disbelief as 
this nightmare grew more and more incredible.


Frantically, he licked at her tender moist slit, his tongue finding the 
hidden bud of her clitoris, and his lips fastening tightly around the 
throbbing knob. She squirmed helplessly, but he didn't ease his savage 
assault on her loins for an instant. He sucked and nibbled on the tiny, 
pulsing nipple, rolling her sensitive clitoris between his teeth, 
feeling her whole body quiver beneath his touch.


She tried desperately to fight it, but the aching need in her belly 
screamed for fulfillment, and soon she felt the tiny shivering wisps of 
pleasure begin to ripple through her body. Arnie stepped up the pace, 
his long tongue coursing over the pink, fleshy folds of her pussy, then 
snaking between the soft lips into the warm depths of her moist, 
throbbing sheath, licking hungrily at the walls of her young tender 
pussy.


Oh, God, why did I ever come here ... why didn't I stay home where I 
belonged and wait for Fred! Why did I come up here with these awful, 
filthy people!?


Arnie could see that she was nearly his, a few seconds more and he'd be 
able to do anything he wanted to this stuck-up little bitch ... she'd 
be his slave, and would do anything to satisfy him. And, oh, how he 
wanted to burrow his aching rod between those sweet, innocent pussy-
lips of hers, how he would shove his thick, hot cock right up into her 
sweet belly! She'd be begging him for it any minute now ... and by God, 
he was going to give it to her like she'd never had it before!


He pushed her legs up and back and wormed his tongue down the narrow 
crevice of her buttocks until he found the tightly-puckered ring of her 
anus, and poked his tongue against the taut opening with a lizard-like 
movement, flicking the tip against the tight forbidden hole nestled 
just below her cunt.


The unexpected burning contact brought a moan of tortured anguish from 
her half-parted lips. She clenched her eyes tightly shut, her teeth 
bared slightly from the agonizing sensations rippling out of control 
through her quivering body.


"Oooooh, God, no ... please, not there ..." She squirmed desperately to 
escape the hot flicking tongue probing without mercy at her anus. 
Arnie's reply was a coarse, evil chuckle and another searing stab into 
the tight fleshy ring.


Ginny sobbed helplessly before this new attack, and now it didn't 
matter who heard her. But suddenly, in spite of gnawing revulsion and 
humiliation she felt her body begin to desert her, to lose control. Her 
buttocks began to jerk back against Arnie's probing tongue 
involuntarily, sending spasms of helpless ecstasy rippling through her 
raw nerves.


She knew she could stand it no longer, but she fought it with every 
ounce of her very being. It was no use; after a long tortured struggle 
in her twisted and confused mind--there was nothing left ... she was 
totally his!


Her shamelessly aroused body suddenly jerked spasmodically and began a 
slow abandoned grinding up against his thrusting tongue.


She reached down and gripped his hair with her fingers and with a low 
soul-stirring moan from deep in her chest, pulled his lips tight 
against her naked loins. Forgotten were all thoughts of Flo and Gus 
still caught in their own lovemaking just a few feet away, forgotten 
were all thoughts of Fred halfway around the world in a foreign land, 
forgotten was all the humiliation ... all the degradation. All that 
mattered now were the incredibly delicious waves of pleasure coursing 
over her in a million prickling points, like needles of fire piercing 
her tortured flesh.


Arnie sensed her sudden, unconditional surrender and with a vicious 
smirk, thrust his thick wet tongue deep into the quivering warm sheath 
of her vagina. He could feel the soft silky pubic hairs brushing 
against his face as he burrowed between her smooth yielding thighs, her 
buttocks grinding in a slow, erotic rhythm up against his face.


She was his now, there was no question about it, and he watched 
excitedly as she squirmed before him, her eyes tightly clenched, her 
lips baring back over the whiteness of her teeth.


It wouldn't be long now, he sensed with anticipation, before he rammed 
his aching, hard cock home into that little belly of hers and emptied 
his burning eager sperm all the way up into her tight, hungry pussy. By 
God, she wasn't too good to fuck him anymore. Now she was just another 
hot little cunt begging to be fucked by any man with a cock ... begging 
for anybody to fill her eager young pussy with a stiff cock.


Well, he grinned, this is one time she'll get her wish ... and oh, how 
she'll get it!


Chapter 11


Ginny squirmed and bucked under the maddening torture of Arnie's 
flicking tongue until the pounding of her heart seemed about to burst 
through her chest. Her head was raised up from the animal skin looking 
down between her raised thighs and watching his contorted face, her 
hands locked tightly behind his head pulling the pleasure-giving lash 
of his tongue deeper and deeper into her. It seemed as though this 
delicious sucking of her quivering vagina would go on endlessly, when 
suddenly Arnie pulled his head from her tight restraining grip and rose 
to his knees between her opened thighs.


She closed her eyes tight to shut out the humiliation of having him 
stare down at her stripped naked under his gaze, totally defenseless at 
his feet.


"Now, we're gonna do the real thing, baby. But better than you've ever 
had it before."


Ginny didn't move, her thighs open wide, her breasts heaving as she 
fought for breath. Her belly quivered as though his hard cock were 
already deep inside her.


"Spread those legs wide, honey ... I'm coming in!"


Quivering with a strange mixture of fear and anticipation, Ginny opened 
her thighs as wide as they could go. She looked to the bed for Flo and 
Gus, but she couldn't see them. But that didn't matter to her any 
longer ... this was all that counted. Her fleshy vaginal lips seemed to 
be nibbling with insatiable hunger, puckered eagerly, awaiting his 
thick cock to spread them wide with delicious pain.


Arnie leaned over her, resting his hand on the floor behind her head, 
and with his other hand, brought his hard, throbbing cock up between 
her parted thighs to the warm, hungrily clasping lips of her cunt. 
Using the swelling, blood-filled head to part the fleshy folds, he 
inched his loins forward until the throbbing tip was pressed against 
the moist opening. Ginny turned her head to one side, closing her eyes 
with a shuddering chill as she felt the immense organ make warm, wet 
contact with the ragged, sensitive edges of her moist pussy. She held 
her breath for an eternity, lying perfectly still, waiting for the 
agonizing pain of his cock driving home in her burning belly.


"Oooooooh," she gasped as she felt the pressure against the tight 
fleshy sheath increase, slowly parting the pubic curls and spreading 
the taut elastic lips.


"Oh, God ... Aaaaaaggghhh," she choked as the tip slipped through, 
painfully stretching the tight rubbery opening until Ginny felt as 
though her thighs were splitting apart from the relentless pressure.


Arnie held back as long as he could, an evil leering grin across his 
face as he looked down at the helpless, innocent young wife of his 
brother sprawled beneath him, while the throbbing head of his cock 
disappeared into the dark curly hair of her pussy.


God, it was more than he could stand. He had to fuck her ... he had to 
fuck her now!


He fell forward with a slap as their naked bodies smacked together, her 
soft breasts smashed beneath his weight. He thrust his hips forward as 
he fell, and his long, thick cock slammed into her cunt like a loaded 
truck, pushing the soft, pliable walls in rippling waves before it. 
There was no stopping it until his balls slapped heavily into the 
upturned crevice of her buttocks, and his pelvis ground tight against 
her naked, vulnerable loins.


"Oh, my God! Oh, my God!" she screamed beneath him. Never before had 
she been so completely filled, and his cock felt as if it would rip her 
in half at any second.


He lay still for a moment, his face over hers.


Neither made a sound for a long while and then Ginny felt the 
unmistakable throb of his swelling cock, buried deep in her belly. It 
jerked up another half inch as Arnie flexed it inside her.


"Oooooowwww ... you're hurting me," she grunted breathlessly, her face 
contorting from the deeper, sharper pain.


"I told ya I'd stretch that tight little pussy of yours wide, honey," 
he sneered above her, flexing again.


"Aaaagggghhhh," she groaned deeper this time, the blood vessels in her 
neck standing out from the agonizing pressure of her resistance.


"Like it, baby?" he grinned.


She didn't answer.


"I said ... Like it baby?" He gave a quick lunge with his hips, burying 
his swollen organ a little further in her tightly clasping sheath.


"Ooooooo, yes ... yes," she cried, terrified to say anything to offend 
him.


"Beg me, then," he hissed between clenched teeth.


Ginny squirmed from the searing pain. "No ... No, I can't." She knew 
she must escape this final humiliation, if she didn't, there was 
nothing left, no self-respect, no pride, no fidelity left to her 
darling Fred. She couldn't let him have the lewd satisfaction of 
hearing her beg for it like some slut off the streets.


He throbbed deeper, and she gritted her teeth to stifle the pain.


"Beg me, bitch! Beg me!"


"Ooooooh, yes," she sobbed, her resistance broken by the burning pain 
and the helplessness of her plight. "Do it to me ... do it to me."


"Not like that," he growled. "Say fuck me!"


"Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!" she screamed. Her humiliation and degradation 
were now complete. She would never be the same again. She had allowed 
herself to lose control, to surrender all the things she thought were 
right, and with this man, of all the men on earth ... her husband's 
brother!


Ginny's body began to react involuntarily. There was no longer any 
reason to hold back, to fight the lewd ravages of passion coursing 
through her veins. She had lost the battle and nothing could save her 
now.


She felt the burning flames of desire grow hotter and hotter as Arnie 
began to mercilessly skewer into her, slithering his thick, heavy cock 
into her hungrily nibbling vagina in a slow erotic rhythm that soon 
caught her up.


Arnie remembered the first time he'd seen her, how he wanted even then 
to get in her tight little pants! Well, now he'd show her! Now was his 
chance!


Her legs suddenly snaked out and locked around him as he stepped up the 
deep, plundering thrusts, burrowing to the hilt in her innocent young 
vaginal passage.


Arnie slaved over her, moving suddenly into longer smooth strokes that 
brought his cock almost all the way out of her tautly clasping sheath 
on the backstroke and then thrusting forward up into her uplifted 
buttocks until he could hear the loud, wet slap of his balls against 
the unprotected crevice of her anus.


He reached down around the smooth, undulating cheeks of her ass and 
fondled and played with the soft, contracting lips of her pussy where 
he entered her, bringing softer moans of abandoned passion and at the 
same time he could feel the ever-widening passage of her vagina 
flowering in its greedy desire to suck in all of his hard, throbbing 
prick.


He quickened his thrusts, hot and pulsating and deep, as she squirmed 
and thrashed beneath him. Her sharp nails dug painfully into his back 
as a soft, soul-stirring moan began to come from her half-parted lips.


He knew she was almost there, and he clenched his buttocks together 
tightly in an effort to hold back the seething flood of sperm boiling 
in his loins. Her gasping moan became a continuous cry, a long, 
mournful pleading for fulfillment coming straight from her belly.


"Oh, God, I'm going to cum ... I'm going to cum!" She began to thrash 
wildly, her legs flailing in every direction out beside their entwined 
bodies, her hips grinding savagely up to meet his deep plunges halfway. 
"Don't stop! Don't stop!"


Her hands reached under him, grabbing frantically for his balls, and 
the dam suddenly burst. Arnie could hold back the scorching flood no 
longer, his cock bucked and snapped as the hot, white load of semen 
raced along the shaft of his organ and spurted in rapid-fire bursts 
from the throbbing tip deep into the aching depths of her belly.


"Oh, no ... not now ... Don't stop now, please! Just a little more! I'm 
almost there! Please!"


But it was no use, Arnie's cock slipped uselessly, limp and deflated, 
from her still-hungry sheath, leaving her writhing helplessly on the 
furry rug. "Oh, God, please ... help me somebody ... please!"


Ginny opened her eyes for the first time since Arnie had entered her, 
and found the towering Swede standing over her with Florence at his 
side. In her state, not even her nakedness mattered, only the 
insatiable thirst between her thighs.


"Don't worry about a thing," said Gus, picking her up like she was a 
bag of flour and dropping her on the bed before she realized what was 
happening.


She opened her mouth to protest, but Gus's long, hard cock answered her 
every request, rippling down deep into her agonizingly hot belly, 
quenching the flames that had ravaged her.


"Oh God, yes ... yes! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!" she begged, her body a 
writhing, teeming mass of quivering nerves.


Flo and Arnie had knelt on the edge of the bed, eagerly watching as the 
big Swede answered her burning needs. "That's it, Gus! Fuck her! Split 
her tight little ass open!" shouted Flo. "Fuck the snooty little number 
real good for me, baby!"


Chapter 12


The door to the bedroom was tightly closed, and Arnie, Gus and Flo had 
helped themselves to another round of doubles, still wound-up from the 
excitement of what had taken place in the bedroom.


"You sure threw the meat to her, Gus," said Flo, a drink in her hand. 
"I thought you'd come out her mouth."


"Yeah," he laughed. "She was quite a little number. I hope she's 
planning to stay a long time. I could get used to having her around."


Flo slugged him playfully on the shoulder. "Let's not have any more 
talk like that. You've got more than you can handle right here ... and 
so do you, Arnie." He didn't answer, but sat staring into space. 
"What's up, Arnie honey? You've got something on that evil mind of 
yours. I can always tell."


Still no sign of recognition from Arnie.


"What is it, Arnie? Come on, you can tell us," she persisted.


Slowly, Arnie looked up from his drink, a smile of anticipation easing 
across his face. "I think I've got an idea," he said, "One that'll 
teach little Miss Ginny a real lesson or two. We'll have no more 
problems with her if this works."


Flo and Gus were all ears. "Well, come on and tell us before we burst 
from curiosity," implored Flo.


Arnie shook his head inscrutably. "Just wait and see ... wait and see."


*   *   *


Ginny was just beginning to stir when the door opened, her mind still 
bruised from the tremendous psychic beating she had endured, and her 
tender passage throbbing with pain from the two men. She staggered 
uneasily to her feet as Arnie entered the room.


She opened her mouth to speak, but his hand rammed roughly between her 
thighs quieted her instantly.


Oh, my God, what more could he want of me? What more?


Arnie pushed her back onto the fur skins without a word of explanation.


"What is it ... what do you want now?" she asked tearfully.


He handed her the stiff drink he'd carried in his other hand, "Here ... 
you'll feel a lot better."


Ginny gulped it down like it was lemonade, oblivious of the burning 
flow as it coursed down her throat, mindful only of the soothing, mind-
blotting escape it would bring. It didn't take long, coupled with the 
others she'd consumed already tonight, and within minutes, Ginny's head 
was pleasantly spinning, taking her miles and miles away from the 
frightening reality confronting her.


This time she offered no objections at all as Arnie's lips met hers, 
his hand caressing the softness of her inner thigh. Her legs parted 
obediently, and she felt his manhood stiffen and slip between the 
stretched fleshy lips of her quivering pussy. Strangely, the smoldering 
coals of desire were quickly fanned, and as his thick, rutting cock 
burrowed deep in her moist, clasping sheath, she found herself grinding 
back at his loins with slowly increasing rhythm.


"Ummmmmm," she moaned as his hips began to rock back and forth, sawing 
his huge cock in and out of her tender, soft tunnel.


Had her eyes been open, she might have seen two pairs of eyes peering 
down at her nakedness from the loft above. Quietly, Flo and Gus had 
taken their positions perched like birds high over the delightfully 
enticing spectacle below. Both of them were still nude, and it didn't 
take long for Gus's stiffening rod to catch Flo's ever-eager eye. She 
was on it in a flash, caressing the long, hard spear delicately, her 
fingers fondling his leathery testicles as they dangled between his 
open legs. They were sitting on a pile of deerskin and empty luggage 
Arnie had long ago stored in the tiny loft that extended over both the 
bedrooms. It had proven to be the ideal place for storing odds and 
ends, and now, the perfect vantage point for anything going on in the 
bedroom below.


Arnie's throbbing, lust-inflated cock was slithering wetly in and out 
of Ginny's clasping, fleshy sheath faster and faster, every deep thrust 
taking him right up to the hilt.


"Ooooooh ... yes, yes ... oooooooohhhh," she moaned, grinding her naked 
crotch up to meet his deep, satisfying thrusts, her buttocks grinding 
slowly in tight, concentric circles.


Suddenly, Arnie gripped her tightly around the small of her bare back, 
and flipped her over on top of him, rolling over so that he was on the 
bottom with her naked thighs straddling his hips. It surprised her for 
a moment, but she quickly regained the delicious, lustful tempo from 
her new position, his cock now ramming straight up into her belly as 
she squatted over him. Her buttocks ground upward, squirming 
unguardedly in the chill air, when Arnie made a whistling sound with 
his pursed lips, and Ginny heard the door creak open behind her. She 
turned over one shoulder to see if Flo or Gus had come to watch her 
final debasement ...


Oh, my God, no! No!


The shattering realization of what Arnie had planned for her tore into 
her like a hundred pounds of dynamite, and she screamed helplessly, 
pounding Arnie's face and chest with her tiny clenched fists. "Let me 
go! Let me go you animal! I'll scream!"


"Go ahead and scream, bitch," he sneered, "see what it gets you. Novlik 
has his sights on something he wants, and if I were you, I wouldn't 
make any sudden moves."


She was trembling with fear, beads of cold sweat streaming down her 
back.


Oh, no, this can't be happening ... This can't be real!


Her trembling buttocks were completely exposed and vulnerable, waving 
like a red flag before a bull as she squirmed to get away from Arnie's 
tight grip on her wrists.


The huge dog walked over to his prey, and sniffed her upturned buttocks 
knowingly, licking the familiar crevice he'd already lapped to orgasm 
once already.


"See, he likes you. Why don't you be a nice girl and give the dog what 
he wants." Arnie punctuated his request with a sharp upward thrust of 
his pelvis, pounding his stiff, thick cock into her belly brutally. She 
grimaced from the sudden pain.


"No! I won't! I won't!" she screamed as Flo and Gus peered down in 
wide-eyed and excited disbelief from their perch above.


Suddenly, Novlik growled viciously, his cold, wet nose touched lewdly 
to Ginny's quivering buttocks. She froze instantly, petrified at the 
prospect of what the enormous dog could do to her if he wanted to.


"Looks like Novlik just wants a taste of that tight little pussy of 
yours," said Arnie with a sinister grin.


He pulled the hapless young girl forward, crushing her breasts against 
his bare chest, shoving her naked buttocks up even higher, more 
vulnerable, more exposed to the vicious animal's nose and tongue.


His own cock hardened painfully inside her tight elastic vaginal sheath 
as he watched the animal mounting the spread half-moons of Ginny's soft 
buttocks, paws strongly around her waist as if she were just another 
dog. He could see the glistening, crimson penis slipping from its furry 
sheath, dripping wetly while the tapered point snapped and jerked in 
the warm moist slit of her buttocks. The massive beast quivered and 
adjusted his hindquarters, positioning himself to bury the pink, lean 
tip and the thickened shaft in her trembling body.


Ginny looked back, eyes wide with fear, as Arnie resumed the pistoning 
in-and-out movements of his loins, pushing the bulbous tip of his 
aching-hard cock right up to her belly with every heaving plunge.


To Flo and Gus, watching eagerly from above, she was like a bitch in 
heat as her buttocks seemed to reach out for the animal's stiffening 
maleness. Suddenly the huge dog lurched forward, and no one breathed as 
the tapered, coral-hued organ shot right into the exposed little anal 
hole with a vicious stab, disappearing right up her unprotected rectum 
almost to his black dangling balls.


"Oh, God ... Aaaaaaaaggggghhhhh!" Ginny screamed in pain, and with a 
twisting, squirming snap tried to dislodge the impaling animal prick 
out of her invaded rectum, but it was hopeless; she was sandwiched 
helplessly between the two of them, impaled on two painfully throbbing 
male organs at once!


Arnie's cock felt as if it would explode, so great was his lust as he 
felt the animal's cock just a few fractions of an inch from his own. He 
could actually feel it pumping in and out of her rectum, just on the 
other side of the thin, fleshy membrane that separated them!


God, it was unbelievable!


Novlik's furry forepaws clutched her hips savagely as he began to rock 
back and forth, burying his scarlet, tapered prick every time deep in 
her bowels.


"Goddamn!" gasped Flo to her fellow spectator, "It's going right up her 
ass!" They nearly fell from the loft as they scrambled for better 
vantage points, not wanting to miss the chance of a lifetime. This show 
was too good to miss!


"That's it, Novlik ... fuck her good," ordered Arnie, bucking his hard, 
thick rod viciously up into her from underneath.


Ginny was whirling in an unbelievable spin of unbearable pain, and 
indescribable pleasure at once. At first, the savage invasion had 
nearly killed her with the excruciating agony of the pointed shaft 
bursting into her rectum, coupled with the relentless pounding of her 
brother-in-law's hard, thick penis from below. It felt as if her whole 
insides were filled to overflowing with the two massive organs.


Novlik's tapered shaft bored all the way up into her rectum, pushing 
inside the rubbery, resistant flesh of her anal passage until he had 
ground it as far as it would go into the warm, constricting depths of 
her anus. As he continued his savage pistoning, she could feel his 
furry animal balls swing hard down against the fleshy ridges of her 
tightly stretched vagina. Arnie, too, could feel the massive animal's 
testicles slapping against his own as they jointly ravaged the hapless 
girl, pinned helplessly between them as they sawed into her.


She was impaled to the hilt on his sodomizing animal cock, yet she was 
suddenly reveling in this incredibly lascivious assault on both her 
treasured orifices.


She gasped a quick moan from her half-opened lips and began to rock 
backwards as best she could to meet Novlik's strong, muscular thrusts. 
Every inch she moved brought new chills of pleasure-pain from her 
stretched vaginal passage, as Arnie heaved his heavy thick cock into 
her with renewed vigor.


Novlik's forelegs clung to her hips like powerful furry arms, and she 
began to slowly undulate her quivering body, rotating her jutting 
buttocks in lewd, grinding circles, abandoning herself to the 
incredible ecstasy of being fucked by this mammoth animal and by her 
brother-in-law both at once! She wished she could see this spectacle, 
wished there was some way she could step out of her own body and watch 
as the two of them buried their cocks deep in her belly, sawing into 
her in the most primitive of unions. Her breasts swung freely beneath 
her as she hunched far forward over Arnie stretched beneath her ... 
swung in perfect cadence with the two ravishing, plundering pricks that 
were growing ... ever growing inside her. She could visualize the two 
pricks rubbing together somewhere deep in her belly, joining together 
to slide deeper and deeper into the very depths of her insides, 
spurting their hot, sticky loads together in one mutual stream, animal 
and man mingled as one in her quivering belly.


Suddenly, the raging inferno in her loins seemed to burst free, out of 
control.


"Oh, yes ... yes ... I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Oh, God, both of you 
fuck me! Fuck me hard!" Ginny ground her ass savagely against the two 
pricks stretching both her ravaged back passages. "Oooohh ... yes... 
Yes! That's it! Fill my belly with your sweet cum! Fill me! Fill me!"


With wild passion, Ginny was more animal than human, a writhing, 
sweating mass of deranged lust-crazed flesh that wanted to be abused 
... to be subjugated ruthlessly. She was reveling in the humiliation of 
being sodomized by this savage brute, while Arnie pounded his man-cock 
into her hungry pussy from below, and she ground her buttocks 
alternately against the two of them, her body bucking like the bitch in 
heat she'd become.


She shivered as chilling little rivulets of sweat poured down the wide-
spread crevice of her ass and dripped from the trembling insides of her 
thighs. The fast-rising pressure welling in her belly signaled that her 
orgasm was close to bursting inside her.


Flo and Gus were nearly insane with the vicarious wantonness of 
watching this helpless girl go mad with lust, her head tossing wildly 
from side to side, her hair flailing the air behind her. They could see 
she was in the first throes of her orgasm, and they gaped with 
amazement as she screwed her buttocks back lasciviously against the dog 
like a rutting bitch. The mammoth animal's long tongue dangled wetly 
from his mouth as he fucked into the wildly waving ass from behind. 
Arnie fought to hold back the agonizing flood of hot sperm in his 
balls, eager to hold out till the last precious second, lingering on 
every single moment of this incredible female debasement. Ginny 
screamed, loudly, and rammed back against the animal madly, just as he 
jerked forward and his scarlet cock began spurting its sperm in hard 
jetlike squirts deep in her clasping rectum.


The sight of the thumping animal emptying its hot, scalding sperm in 
the girl's rectum, spurting past his own cock somewhere deep inside 
her, was all it took for Arnie. With a deep groan of pleasure, he 
pumped his load into her from underneath, spurting it into her belly in 
hot sticky blasts that trickled back down the shaft of his long cock 
and oozed down the crevice between his legs, over his emptying balls.


Suddenly, Ginny's white rounded ass-cheeks began contracting and 
quivering uncontrollably, indicating the delicious orgiastic explosion 
deep in her own quivering belly, and thick white liquid oozed from her 
cunt, mingling with Arnie's spent load in an obscene trickling down his 
rapidly deflating rod, while her well-plundered little anus squeezed 
and milked the dog's prick, thin rivulets of the viscous liquid running 
down the ivory columns of her smooth inner thighs. Her backside was 
soaked, and it glistened in the dim light, displaying matted pubic hair 
and open pink flesh as she pitched forward on top of Arnie, exhausted, 
and the limp cock of the huge dog slipped with a wet, sluicing noise 
from her ravaged back passage.


Novlik stepped over her legs and stood proudly over her, like a buck 
over its mate, while Arnie and Ginny, lying smashed together like two 
halves of a sandwich, gasped to regain their breath.


Chapter 13


Two weeks had passed since that night, and a lot of changes were 
beginning to make themselves known around the Dennison household. 
Scarcely a night had passed without Flo and Arnie and Gus and Ginny 
recreating some of the incredible diversions that decisive night had 
offered. Gus had practically moved in now, taking most of the meals 
with the rest of them, and he and Arnie shared the two girls, 
alternating between one bedroom and the other.


Ginny had started to write this letter a dozen times, and this time she 
knew she had to finish it.


Dear Fred,


Things are absolutely wonderful here with Arnie and Flo. A couple of 
better relatives you couldn't ask for. We've had some great times 
together, and they've asked me to stay on here permanently. That is, if 
it's okay with you. You can join us here when your tour is over. I'll 
write more when we've worked out the details,


Love,


Ginny


There, that's over, and it wasn't so bad after all. Anyway, why should 
I try to explain the way things are here in a letter. There'll be 
plenty of time for that when he comes. And if I can't make him see the 
light, I know Flo has a few tricks that should do the job nicely.


Ginny stamped the envelope and sealed it and opened the door to walk to 
the post office. As was normal now, her ever-constant companion was by 
her side before she could leave the porch.


He rubbed his big, furry head against her bare leg as she walked in the 
summer heat, nuzzling her as a low whine slipped from his mouth.


"Good boy, Novlik! Good boy ... We've got quite a night planned for 
you, big fella! ... Gus is bringing a young Eskimo girl from 
Yellowknife over ... and who knows, maybe if you're real good ... there 
just might be a big surprise for you!"


The End
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Chapter 1


Iris Harrault stepped back and surveyed the summer porch. It was all
ready -- newly dusted, the plants all green and thriving, the small wicker
table intimately laid for two. The whiskey sours were in the refrigerator
and the cold supper prepared. She glanced at her watch, and then out the
porch screen which looked out over the wooded drive. No sign of him yet.
I'll just freshen myself up, she thought, and then he ought to be here.


She walked into the bathroom, and hurriedly combed her short dark hair and
applied a natural lip gloss to her lips. Casting a critical glance over
her figure, dressed in yellow -- her best color -- she nodded to herself in
satisfaction. Then she heard the sound of the car.


Running out to the driveway, she was just in time to see her husband John
step out of their station wagon.


Happily, she ran right up to him and he hugged her, lifting her small
frame right up off the ground.


"Mmm, good to see you again, honey," he murmured, kissing her soft scented
hair.


She wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him lingeringly on the
lips. Arm in arm, they went inside.


Iris immediately got out the frosted glasses and poured them both a drink.


They sat on the cool porch, sipping their drinks and chatting about John's
trip to New York City.


"Boy, am I glad to be back here!" he said, shaking his head. "How anyone
can live in that city in the summer is beyond me!"


"Try running this place by yourself for a week, and then you might be glad
to get back to New York!" Iris retorted, only half-joking.


"Oh come on, honey, surely it isn't that bad!" John answered.


"Keeping eight teen-age girls in line is never easy!" Iris said, looking
at him steadily.


"Oh, I think I could handle them ... heh ... heh ..." John joked.


"I bet you could, you dirty old man!" Iris laughed.


This was the third year they had been running Endwood Camp. Ever since
they were married, it had been their driving ambition to purchase some land
in upstate New York and start a summer camp for young girls. Finally, three
years ago, they managed to, acquire some land in the Catskills. It was a
beautiful area, and they had built the main house and the dormitory
building right on the edge of the forest. That had decided the name,
"Endwood," and a short walk through the woods lead to a beautiful lake, not
very big, but excellent for swimming, created by a tributary of the
Delaware. The first two years, they had had only six girls, but this year,
they had eight. Actually, their financial status at the end of the summer
would determine whether they could continue the camp in the future, and
they were very anxious to make a success of this summer, in the hope that
the present boarders would telegraph the word and result in even more
applicants before the season was over.


But now, pressing as they were, their minds were not on the business
troubles of running the camp ...


"I've missed you, darling ..." Iris murmured, "after all, a week's a long
time!"


"After ten years of marriage," John kidded, "you should be sick of me, not
wanting me back!"


"Want me to prove it?" she asked teasingly, looking at him through long
dark lashes.


"Yes," he answered lightly. "Come to think of it, I do want proof!"


Iris got up from her wicker chair, and slowly walked over to her husband.


"Come with me, lover," she whispered huskily, taking his hand.


She half-pulled him into the bedroom, and he, continuing the game,
pretended not to know where they were going.


"What the ..." he said, smothering a laugh.


In their bedroom, Iris placed her drink on the bedside table and then,
slowly, deliberately, unzipped her sundress. The cotton dress slipped down
her lithe, tan body and fell in a heap on the floor. With a flick of her
fingers, she released her breasts from the confines of her bra, and stood
there, her bronze skin glowing against the whiteness of her brief nylon 
panties.


John sucked in his breath at the sight of his wife's naked body. He was
still awed by the perfect symmetry of her frame. Even though she was only
five foot three, she was perfectly proportioned. Her firm breasts were
still upswept even at thirty-two, and her slender waist flared to
gracefully molded hips.


The past several years of physical activity had kept her legs in trim
athletic condition and there was not a trace of excess fat on her sinewy
thighs.


Aware of her husband's admiration, Iris slowly walked over to him, hands
on hips.


John was sitting on the bed, his drink in his hand. As he saw Iris
approaching, he took a long gulp from the glass and sat it down on the
table.


Iris sat down on his lap, and wrapped her arms around his neck. She
immediately began to blow softly into his ear, and John could feel himself
flush all over. His cock leapt into half-erection, and pushed painfully
against his pants, demanding release. The heady scent of Iris's perfume
filled his nostrils and he inhaled it. It seemed to waft into his lungs
and up to his brain until his entire being was intoxicated by the musky
fragrance. Iris nibbled at his ear, and played with his hair, twisting her
fingers through the strands, pulling and tugging it gently. He could feel
her full, firm breasts digging into his chest, and the nipples were already
beginning to rise from the friction that Iris was voluntarily creating by
rubbing them against the nylon of his shirt.


He pulled her closer to him, and crushed his mouth down on hers. He
stroked her heart-shaped face, and his tongue slipped in past her guardian
teeth and joyfully united with hers. As they kissed, John could feel a
gnawing beginning in the pit of his stomach, and his cock was even more
painfully erect. He could feel Iris quiver beneath his touch as she
returned thrust for thrust with her own agile tongue. She slipped her hand
down and cupped his bulging genitals, massaging them softly with an expert
motion. The gnawing in his stomach was spreading to his loins as he probed
frantically with his tongue in the warm softness of her mouth.


"Oh, honey ..." he moaned. Her stroking of his prick had become more
rapid, and her other hand was creeping down under his shirt collar and
tracing light feathery touches on his back. Suddenly, he couldn't stand it
any longer. He pushed her away from him, and she fell onto the bed. He
ripped off his clothes and stood over her, his erect cock jutting out 
proudly, thankful for its freedom.


Iris lay spread-eagled on the bed, and looked up at him, her hazel eyes
half-closed. John could see her dark pubic hair through the diaphanous
material of her panties, and he noticed that the crotchband was already
moist. A sheer film of perspiration coated her inner thighs, which were
spread invitingly.


With a groan, John lowered himself over the prostrate figure of his wife
and once more clamped his lips down on hers. Her arms encircled his neck
and drew him even closer to her. His hands closed in on the shivering orbs
of her breasts, and he rolled the turgid nipples between his thumbs and
forefingers, eliciting little mewls of pleasure from Iris. He felt the
budding nipples grow under his manipulation until they stood out tautly
from the dark circled areolae. His hands dropped down to her nipped-in
waist, and still further, caressing the firm flesh as they went. They came
to the confining waistband of her panties, and with an almost angry tug,
tried to pull them off.


Iris raised her hips off the bed and John was able to slip the flimsy
nylon covering from her quivering thighs. He ran his hands joyfully over
her smooth hips, and cupped her pubic mound in his left palm. Iris flexed
her loins up and pressed her ebony-colored pubic triangle against his palm,
and began to gyrate slowly, grinding herself up mercilessly. John probed
and searched and finally parted the soft throbbing furrow down between her
legs.


Iris gasped as she felt his fingers come in contact with her sensitive
inner cuntal lips, and then began to moan as the ceaselessly working
fingers teased the delicate tissues.


"Aaaaaaahhhhhh," she sighed softly as the index finger came into contact
with the throbbing button of her clitoris. Expertly, she thrust her pelvis
up and John's finger stroked the acme of her desire, sending chills
rippling up and down her greyhound-like back. She could feel the hardness
of his prick digging into her lower stomach and she felt an overpowering
desire to have it crammed deep into her hot pussy. John's middle finger
found the star shaped entrance to her body, and plunged into the warm
fleshy folds. The contact with her hidden recesses seemed to set off a
spark in Iris's body, and she thrashed about, desperately trying to engulf
more of the fingers deeper into her hungry body. She wrenched her mouth
free from John's, and began to toss her head from side to side.


"Oh, God, fuck me, darling, please fuck me now ..." she moaned, digging
her fingernails into her husband's back. Her animalistic clawing touched
off the dynamite of John's week-long abstinence and he lowered himself 
slightly, until his prick was poised teasingly at her tight quivering
cuntal opening. Withdrawing the lubricant-soaked fingers, he hesitated
just a second before plunging his enlarged rod into her waiting orifice.


"Ohohohoohh," Iris groaned, her body leaping up off the bed in frenzied
passion. She raised her legs and locked them tight up around her husband's
back, imprisoning him in a desperate love-grip. Immediately, John began a
slow fucking in and out, drawing the long prick out until just the head was
still enclosed, and then ramming forward until the entire length of it was
buried deep in her hungrily grasping cunt. Iris began to answer his
downthrusts with an upsweep of her own, and tantalized his withdrawing cock
by a slow, clasping downsweep. Their years of lovemaking had honed their
reactions to a razor edge of precision and their bodies fucked in perfect
unison, each completely familiar with the other.


Iris moaned softly, her entire being engulfed with sensuous desire, and
John's gnawing had erupted into an all-devouring hunger, reaching for
complete lustful satiation.


* * *


Carla Stafford walked along the woodland path, her shoulders slumped in
dejection. Two weeks -- two weeks she had been here at Endwood Camp, and
it seemed like two years!!


Why did Daddy have to send me to camp again this year? she thought
bitterly. Why can't he see that I'm grown-up? I'll be fifteen in two
months, and he still treats me as if I'm a baby!


Oh, God, how I wish I could spend the summer with him, meeting all those
interesting people, instead of here with these silly schoolgirls!


She looked up, and found herself in the driveway to the main house. She
noticed the Harrault's station wagon and knew that John was back. Curiosity
lead her up the driveway. There was no one in sight. The office door was
locked so she couldn't even go talk to Mr. or Mrs. Harrault. Shrugging her
shoulders, she was just about to turn and go back towards the wood, when
she stopped. What was that strange noise? Silently walking closer to the
house, she listened. There it was again! A whimpering, moaning sound! She
tiptoed around the side of the house and the moaning sound got louder.
There was an open window a few feet along the wall, and holding her breath,
Carla crept up to it. Standing upright, she was able to see over the edge
of the window and into the room.


Carla drew in her breath and gasped! Her eyes were riveted on the nakedly
entwined couple in the bedroom. She had never seen anything like it! She 
knew she should leave, refrain from watching this private scene, but she
couldn't tear herself away.


She feasted her eyes on the writhing figures on the bed. Iris's hands
were digging hungrily into her husband's back, leaving deep red scratches
on the smooth surface. Her face was grotesquely distorted, and her shiny
dark hair was tangled and mussed. Her legs were kicking furiously in a
wild staccato into his lower back, urging him on to greater and deeper
surges. John's entire body glistened from his exertion, and occasionally
he dipped his mouth down, and planted leechlike kisses on his wife's body,
leaving a black and blue imprint of teeth on her soft flesh.


Carla dug her knuckles into her mouth to try and stifle the cry that was
threatening to erupt when she first caught sight of John's huge penis as it
withdrew from Iris's hot moist cunt. Her eyes bulged as they drank in the
length of it. She couldn't believe that it could be so thick, so huge.
She had never seen a male penis before -- not even a picture of one and she
had no idea that it could get so big. A strange new sensation caught hold
of her body as she gazed at the skewering instrument -- the blue venous
underside, the angry red blood-engorged head. She noticed his balls
dangling obscenely down between his legs and she thought she could see them
throb with the weight of their lewd liquid. She watched in amazement as
she saw John suddenly grasp Iris's legs and raise them up till they dangled
over his shoulders. For a moment, he gazed at the salacious view of her
unprotected crotch that this position afforded him, and as he did so, Carla
could also see the whole of Iris's upraised pelvis.


Even from outside the window, Carla could see the hungry clasping hole of
her cunt, opening and closing, trying to suck in anything that ventured
near. She could see that the outer lips were swollen in passion, and the
tip of her reddish clitoris was visibly quivering through the hair-lined
flanges.


Then John plowed forward once more, sinking his rod all the way into
Iris's upraised cunt.


"Hhhhnnnn," Iris moaned as the hardened head of her husband's prick
slammed against her cervix, now exposed to assault from the unnaturalness
of this new position.


Mesmerized, Carla watched as John surged forward again and again, his
hands digging into Iris's buttocks, holding her in a love-locked vise.


Carla ran her tongue over her lips. Suddenly, her mouth was dry, and she
felt hot and clammy all over. There was a curious burning sensation
between her legs and she clamped her thighs together in an effort to quench
it. Beads of perspiration broke out on her upper lip, and she felt dizzy.
But she couldn't bear not to watch the lewd sight -- she had to see
everything. Her eyes still glued to the frantically fucking inside, she
began to sway slightly in time to their furious rocking. Of its own
accord, her hand flew to her small budding breasts, as yet unconfined by a
bra, and gently began to massage the tiny nipples, which were beginning to
involuntarily throb and ache. With a slow circular movement, she moved her
palm over her awakening buds, bringing a little relief to her trembling
body.


But her relief was short-lived. Yielding to the ache in her breasts had
only served to increase the fire that was now suddenly burning like
wildfire down between her legs. Frantically, she dropped her hand to her
pubic mound, and pressed it against the quivering flesh.


She knew she should go now -- that the scene inside was too much for her.
But try as she would, she could not convince herself to leave the sight of
the couple hungrily fucking inside. The fire raging between her legs was
all-consuming. Casting a quick look around, she was relieved to see no one
in sight.


Hastily, she dropped her hand and raised the hem of her short summer
shift. Inch by inch, her hand crept up to the passion, moistened point of
her desire. She slipped a finger inside the leg of her panties, and then
gasped with relief as it made contact with the already moist flesh.
Tentatively, she probed through the sparse, baby-fine hair, and stroked the
outer lips gently. She stroked in time to the rhythm of the bucking bodies
in the bedroom, and her eyes never left their wildly writhing figures. But
she knew that what she was doing would never be enough. She would have to
go further -- she had to do something to control the burning searing fire
raging out of control deep in her white young belly.


Sometimes, at night, or in the bath, she had played experimentally with
her genitals, not really sure of what she was doing, and once or twice, she
had touched the electric button of her clitoris. But always, fear of
discovery and fear of what would happen had prevented her from going any
further. Now, she knew that she wanted to go further -- she had to have
the relief that additional probing would bring.


Carla's breath was coming in short gasps as she searched in the warm
hidden folds of her virginal cunt. With a tiny moan, she found the
throbbing hardened tip of her clitoris, and began to stroke the erotic
button. Shivers of ecstasy raced through her as she caressed the tiny
fleece hidden bud. Her eyes dimmed and she could only make out the blur of
Iris and John as they jerked against each other. Through the mist of her
eyes, she could see Iris thrust her pelvis up, arching her back and raising
both their bodies up off the bed. Every muscle and cord was tensed in her
supple body as she rose to meet John's insurge. John was perspiring freely
now and his breathing became a series of heavy pants.


A warm flush enveloped Carla's young body as she stroked her awakened
clitoris in time to John's rhythmic sawing, and her other hand freely
manipulated her breasts through the material of her dress. Rivulets of
perspiration ran down her inner thighs, and she felt damp patches on her
miniskirt. She could barely control the countless mewls which were
escaping from her throat. Suddenly, angered by the impeding material of
her dress, she bunched it up around her waist, and reluctantly removing her
hand from her aching breasts, held it there. Impatiently, she eased the wet
panties down over her slender hips, until they fell to just above her
knees. All caution left her -- nothing mattered but the fiery tingling
deep in her young loins.


Tentatively, she tested the tight resisting ring of her cunt with her
middle finger. The tender flesh felt moist and elastic under her touch and
she pushed gently at the unwilling entrance. She winced from the pain as
she probed the fleshy petallike opening, and slowly, she insinuated the tip
inside the warm, wet little hole.


Chills and shivers ran up and down her back like icy fingers, raising
goose bumps all over her, which created a tingle over her entire body, and
contrasted almost painfully with the warmth of her skin.


The cries from the bedroom were now more strangled and more intense and
suddenly, Carla could stand it no longer! With a deep-throated grunt, she
rammed her entire finger up into the virginal orifice between her legs.
Gasping from the novel contact, she rotated her finger harder up inside the
steaming sheath. She felt the warm walls of her pussy close in on her
finger and sighed as her rummaging sent new spasms of joy shooting through
her. Then, she inserted another finger, and then another, until all three
were stretching around in her secret depths. The fire was quenched at last,
but a new, more searing sensation took its place -- growing hunger reared
up and threatened to overpower her. Desperately, she finger fucked herself
and tears of frustration came to her eyes as she realized that they were
not enough -- she needed more inside her. Greedily, she stared at the huge
fleshy pole which was tearing into Iris's cunt, and anger welled up in her.


She wanted that cock inside her, that's why the ache would not go away;
she wished, oh, how she wished that it was she who was twisting and
flailing nakedly wider the man's rod!


Closing her eyes, Carla tried to imagine what it would be like to have him
fucking her -- to feel his weight rocking above her. But all she could
feel was the inadequacy of her own fingers, and she moaned softly outside 
their bedroom window. She could feel the waves of heat gathering momentum
inside her. She was out of control now. She didn't know what was
happening and she didn't care. She opened her eyes again, and fastened
them once more on the monster cock plowing into Iris. She saw her cunt
cling hungrily to its width as it withdrew, the delicate pink hair-fringed
edges pulling out with it, unwilling to let it go, even for a moment.


Again, she closed her eyes, thinking only of John's engorged cock, sawing
in and out, his balls pounding against her anus, his fingers digging into
the flesh of her buttocks, her arms locked around his neck, her legs
hanging over his shoulders, her naked vagina, upraised and defenseless
before his ceaseless surging ...


"Aaaaaaggggghhhhh! Oh, God, I'm ccuummiiinnnggg!"


Carla's eyes flew open. The unearthly shriek had come from the bedroom.
She saw Iris bucking and jerking like a wild woman, her head flailing from
side to side, her mouth wide open, her eyes rolling. Another groan pierced
the twilight stillness -- this time a low, male groan and then she saw John
lurching uncontrollably into Iris as spasm after spasm overtook him, his
testicles jerking as they pumped their hot, scalding sperm deep up into her
belly.


Something was happening to her, too. The heat was a furnace now and cloud
after cloud of it swept through her. Her hips were jerking strangely, and
she felt as if she were drifting ... her head spun around, and
involuntarily her fingers dug deeper and deeper into her. And then the head
cloud burst, raining sparks on her. She heard a mewling -- was it herself?
-- and she felt a warm wetness on her fingers and running down her inner
thighs. It felt so good -- she wanted this new feeling to go on forever.
Finally, it stopped, and a strange peace took over. Her body still
quivered and she opened her eyes. It was quite dark now -- as if it had
turned dark suddenly when her eyes were closed. She looked into the room.
John was lying over Iris, whose legs were still spread. They seemed to be
asleep. Carla could see a thin stream of sticky white liquid seeping out
from between Mrs. Harrault's legs, and there was a look of utter
tranquility on her face.


Carla smoothed down her dress and pulled up her panties. Hardly daring to
breathe, she crept back towards the dormitory building. She felt different
-- more knowledgeable, more grownup. She knew she would never be the same
again, but she didn't care.


Maybe camp won't be so bad this year after all, she smiled to herself as
she let herself quietly into the dormitory. 
Chapter 2.
---------


It was a scorching hot day and Endwood Camp was still. It was Saturday --
the "Do Your Own Thing" day at the camp. The girls were all in the nearby
village, with the exception of Carla, who was swimming.


The camp was dedicated to providing as free an environment as possible,
and the girls' days were virtually unstructured. Of course, riding
instruction was available from Iris, who was an excellent horsewoman, and
swimming was taught by John, who had been a college 100- meter champion.


A woman from the village came every day to cook and clean, and she left
every evening at six. There was a good library in the lounge, plus
television and records. Occasionally, Iris or John organized nature walks,
which were popular, or they all played tennis or handball on the lawn. But
the favorite pastimes were swimming and riding.


There were six permanent horses at the camp -- all mares, all part
Arabian. There was one other horse, Conquest, a stallion, which belonged
to Iris, and no one else ever rode him. He was completely Arabian, and
only stood fifteen hands. But he was the joy of Iris's life, and this
morning, she happily lead him in from the pasture. John didn't want to
ride with her, so she decided not to saddle Conquest. She put on a simple
snaffle bridle, and set off towards the woods.


It was much cooler in the shade, and Conquest trotted briskly along,
interested, as usual, in everything. Iris wore only her swimsuit, a blue
two-piece, and was glad she did, because even in the forest it was still
warm.


A sense of well-being pervaded her -- she always felt that way after a
night of lovemaking with John. She thought it was worth it, sometimes, to
be without John for a week. Homecoming was so good!


Iris breathed in the cool redolent air of the forest. Everywhere, life
was bursting out. Birds sang in the treetops and flew back and forth.
Chipmunks chattered on the ground, scurrying for nuts. The edges of the
bridle path were dotted with clumps of daisies and milkweed, and Iris could
see here and there the brilliant blue of early gentians nestling among
their leaves. Deep in the forest as far as the eye could see, the
peach-colored leaves of the swamp roses brightened the many shades of
green.


She patted Conquest's gray neck as they trotted along, and he, sensing her
increasing relaxation, slowed to a walk. She smiled to herself when she 
remembered how John had objected at first to her keeping a stallion. He
was afraid she couldn't handle him, and wanted her to have him gelded, but
she couldn't bear the thought. She knew that he wasn't good enough for a
stud, but somehow, keeping him whole made all the difference to her.


A familiar feeling of warmth and peace stole over her. The rhythmic
motion of the horse lulled her into a hazy fog, and she shifted slightly
and pressed her crotch further down onto the horse's bony back.


Smiling to herself, she reached back and unbuttoned her swimsuit top. Her
firm breasts leapt happily into the cool air, and the nipples hardened
immediately. Resting the reins on Conquest's neck, she fondled her
breasts, aware of their tanned beauty. She lay forward, stretching her
body along the animal's neck. Her breasts hung down, one on either side of
his neck, and his wiry mane tickled the valley between the full,
down-hanging orbs. Conquest walked very slowly now, and whickered softly
as he felt their feathery warmness brush against his furry skin. Iris
raised her hands and pressed each breast in towards the smooth gray sides
of his long neck.


"Mmmmmmm," she sighed, his slow jaunting motion stroking her breasts
tantalizingly. She flexed her pubis and the horse's dorsal bone made
delicious contact with her clitoris through the fabric of her swimsuit. A
tremor ran through her, from head to toe, and she murmured softly:


"Good boy, Conquest, good boy ..."


Her eyes still closed, and her mind in a sensuous daze, rider and horse
drifted aimlessly through the woods.


* * *


John was busy with the accounts. He would liked to have gone riding with
Iris, although he couldn't stand the way she was always talking to and
petting her horse, as if he were human. But the nagging thought of all the
paperwork he had to do weighed heavily on him and he knew he wouldn't enjoy
the ride, no matter what the circumstances. He was dressed only in
loose-fitting Bermudas, and sipping a can of beer, he settled down to his
task. He knew that everybody was away, so he had hopes of getting all his
work done before dinner.


He was deeply engrossed in debits and credits when he heard a slight knock
on the door. Without looking up, he said: "Come in!"


He went on calculating, and completely forgot to look up, until he heard a
sultry voice say:


"Boy, you sure look busy!"


He glanced up and saw the young girl, Carla.


"Hello Carla!" he said cheerfully, smiling at her. "Yep, I'm busy all
right, trying to make ends meet!"


"Am I interrupting? I can come back another time ..."


"No, not at all!" he answered, closing the accounts book.


Carla was wearing only a bikini coral-colored crocheted one, which barely
covered her nipples and pubis before turning into open-work lattice.


He couldn't help noticing how the bright color contrasted with her long
dark hair, which hung over her shoulders, and her tawny young skin.


She gazed at him with clear blue eyes, and her lower lip was stuck out in
a small pout.


His eye wandered over her lithe fourteen-year-old body -- she was tall,
but very slender, her breasts barely there, but with the promise of full
voluptuous womanhood. Her hips were softly rounded and her legs were long
and coltish. She looked like a young Aphrodite and John felt a faint,
uncontrolled stirring in his loins as he looked at the lovely girl.


"Can I help you, Carla?" he asked softly, averting his eyes.


"I think perhaps you can!" she answered.


He waited for her to continue, thinking she had some problem she wanted to
talk about.


"Well," he said finally, "what is it?"


"Can I sit down?" she asked, still staring boldly at him.


"Sure," he said, clearing the remaining chair.


To his surprise, she pulled the chair up beside him, instead of leaving it
where it was, across the desk.


Another silence, and then Carla crossed her legs. This action stretched
the brief bikini bottom even more and John could see the flesh of her
buttocks and hips bulging slightly through the holes of the lattice-work on
the sides.


"May I have a cigarette?" Carla asked.


John gasped. He couldn't refuse her one, not when the policy of the camp
was "natural growth" but he couldn't really condone a fourteen- year-old
smoking. Still, not knowing what else to do, he offered one of his menthol
cigarettes.


She waited for him to light it, and as he reached over with the flaming
match, she touched his hand lightly and guided it to her cigarette. A
shiver coursed through him at her touch. The hand holding the match began
to tremble and he was afraid she would see it. But she didn't seem to
notice and thankfully, he extinguished the match.


She was still staring at him, and casually blew the smoke from her first
inhalation into his face. John was on edge now; he didn't know what to do.


What's the matter with me, anyhow? he thought, getting nervous around a
mere child!


Finally, John said again:


"What's bothering you, Carla?"


"I don't know the facts of life!" she answered slowly, her voice barely
above a whisper.


John blushed beet red. Oh God, he thought, why am I behaving like a
teen-ager?


Trying to regain his cool, he said:


"Don't you think you'd better talk to Iris about that?"


He tried to sound authoritative and fatherly, but he knew he was acting
more like a kid brother.


"I thought you'd be able to explain them better!" she said coolly, leaning
forward to flick ash into the ashtray.


Immediately, John's eyes dropped to her breasts, and he could see their
faint swell as she brushed past him.


Her arm grazed his naked chest, and sent ripples of delight surfacing on
his skin. His eyes were fixed on her breasts, and he tried to see more of
them through the crochet.


"What are you staring at, Mr. Harrault?" Carla asked, a mocking note in
her voice.


"Nothing!" he answered quickly. "I was just thinking. About how to
start, I mean."


He raised his eyes with an effort, to look at her face.


"Would you like to see them?" Carla asked, raising her hands behind her
back, as if to open her bikini top.


"Good God no!" John said, laying a hand on her shoulder.


Just then, Iris walked in. She was still wearing her swimsuit, and she
was running her hand through her tousled hair. She stopped short when she
saw John, his hand on Carla's shoulder.


"Excuse me!" Carla said, suddenly rising. "I'll talk to you later about
my problem!"


Without another word, she left.


"Wowee!" John said, when she'd left. "What a cookie!"


"What kind of problem can she possibly have?" Iris asked icily.


"Can you imagine? That brat wants me to tell her the facts of life!" John
said, laughing.


"Tell her? Show her is more like it!" Iris spat, her eyes flashing.


"What's wrong with you anyway?" John said, noticing her anger.


"When will you learn to keep your hands off the girls?" she hissed.


"For Christ's sake, Iris, will you come off it? I'm sick and tired of you
imagining things. You should be glad the girls come to me with their
problems! After all, I'm supposed to be the counselor!"


John was really angry now. This wasn't the first time his wife had become
angry and jealous over the boarders, and he was sick of it. As if he'd
touch one of them -- they were his bread and butter -- he'd be a fool to
mess around with them. Minors, too.


"What facts of life did you tell her? Did you give her a demonstration?" 
Iris taunted, her fare twisted with bitterness. "No wonder you didn't want
to come for a ride!"


"Damn it!" John snarled, "I've had enough of your childishness!"


He got up and slammed the door, and locked it.


Then he turned around to face Iris.


She stood there, hands on hips, an angry, mocking look on her face.


John reached out and grabbed her by the waist. Angrily, she tried to yank
her hand back but he held her tightly. Pulling her over to the chair
behind the desk, he dragged it to the center of the room, and then sat
down.


"W-what are you going to do?" Iris asked, frightened.


"I'm going to give you what you deserve!" he said, pulling her down over
his lap.


"No, no, stop it! Stop it!" Iris cried, struggling desperately.


John turned her over, until she was lying across his knees, face down.
Her legs were kicking and her hands were doubled into fists and she was
pounding in mid-air, trying to strike him.


Holding her firmly by the waist, he slowly inched her swimming suit bottom
down until it was halfway down her thighs.


The golden moons of her soft, well-rounded buttocks stared up at him. He
noticed that they were almost as brown as the rest of her, and he could see
them quivering, as if in terror of what was to come.


"Oh, please, John, I'm sorry," she sobbed. "Don't do anything to me!"


But John didn't answer.


Whoooosssshhhh! His hand made a whirring sound as it sliced through the
air and landed with a resounding smack on her bare buttocks.


"Owowowowowowowwooww!" she sobbed, wincing from the sharp tingling pain.
She began to struggle again, and almost succeeded in toppling them both
over on the floor, but John caught her just in time.


Her buttocks retained the whitish imprint of his hand, and then it turned 
to red, before it faded away.


He slammed his palm down on her again, harder this time, and again Iris
cried out. Tears were streaming down her face, and she was babbling
incoherently, all the while struggling like a fish out of water.


John began to rain slaps faster on her now, until her buttock- cheeks
turned a red color without change. Each slap sent her loins pressing down
into his lap, desperately trying to escape the harsh stinging pain.


"Oh, please stop, John, please stop! I won't be jealous anymore, I
promise!" Iris sobbed.


But John went on unheedingly. He seemed mesmerized by the up and down
movement of his own hand, and with a fixed grin, sadistic and cruel, was
pasted obscenely on his face.


An unaccustomed new feeling was taking hold of him. A strange, almost
eerie sensation, that made it impossible for him to stop his punishing
task. The slap-slap sound of his hand against his wife's bare backside,
her cries and pleas for mercy, the pounding of her loins into his crotch,
all sparked an unnatural flame deep within him. He felt his cock lurch,
springing into semierection. Each hard, cruel stroke of his hand sent his
member jerking into greater size, until it was pushing painfully against
his Bermuda shorts.


Iris's voice was now a steady whine, interspersed with almost
unintelligible pleas for mercy. But John was untouched by her anguish.


Hypnotically, he slashed on and on with his hand, until he began to feel a
dull ache in his palm, but still he could not stop. There was a connection
between the rising and falling of his hand and the churning that was
increasing in intensity in his balls. His cock was rock-hard and throbbing
and jerking as Iris's naked crotch pushed down on it, trying to avoid the
blows from above.


Perspiration was pouring down John's face, and his chest was heaving. His
knees and thighs felt numb and sore from the weight of his wife's body.
His upper arm began to ache and felt as heavy as a sledgehammer, but still,
as if guided by an unknown demoniac power, it kept rising and descending.
His eyes were closed now, and nothing mattered to him, but the great swirls
of heat that were building up in his balls. He was like a man possessed --
his wife's pleas were drowned out -- he heard nothing and saw nothing.


Iris was terrified. Try as she might, she could not escape her husband's
punishing hand. His other arm gripped her tightly and her whole body ached
from the strange position but mostly from the cruelty he was inflicting on
her buttocks. Every slap sent fresh pain shooting up from her ass to her
back, and worse still, she could feel his cock, risen to tumescence digging
into her lower stomach. It felt like granite and she didn't know what he
was going to do next. He was acting like an automaton -- nothing seemed to
penetrate his iron skin. Her head was spinning and her eyes, long since
dry of tears, began to water. She felt she was going to faint, when
suddenly, she felt her husband's loins jerking upward.


John had tried to control it -- to fight it when he had found that he was
on the point of cumming. But he couldn't! The floodgates were open, and
his pelvis was grinding upwards, uncontrollably. He mesmerically continued
the spanking, buffeting Iris unmercifully between his downward hand and his
upward loins. His back arched and his hips thrust forward in a mighty
surge -- and he was there!!!


A bearlike snarl erupted from his throat as he spewed his hot white liquid
out of his trapped cock. It gushed out, staining his Bermudas, and
trickled down his leg. Finally, when he had spurted out his last drop of
semen, the mechanical spanking ceased. His head sunk down onto his chest
and his mouth hung slightly open.


Iris fell off his knees and onto the floor. Her face was crimson -- she
had never been so humiliated in all her life. There were traces of her
husband's cum on her stomach where it had soaked through his Bermudas, and
her buttocks were red and throbbing. She felt as if every bone in her body
was broken, and she sobbed -- harsh dry sobs that wracked her whole body.


Slowly, painfully, she raised herself up and using the chair John was
still sitting on, hoisted herself up. Without even retrieving the bottom
of her swimsuit, which had fallen from her flailing legs, she limped out of
the office and into the hall that led to their bedroom.


* * *


Carla and Nancy ran until they were halfway between the lake and the main
house. Finally, they stopped, their hearts thumping, and their faces red
from exertion. They sat down under a tree, glad of the shade. After she
had her breath, Carla broke the silence.


"Well, what did you think of it?"


"It ... it frightened me!" Nancy confessed timidly. Her golden hair
fanned out like a shining veil and framed her small, pale face, making her
look like a cherub. Her large gray eyes were opened wide, and she looked
like a scared rabbit.


"Fraidy cat!" Carla taunted. "What's there to be frightened of?"


"We shouldn't have been watching! Suppose he'd looked up and seen us?"


"He wouldn't have noticed us if he'd been staring right at us! He was way
out of it!" Carla said triumphantly.


"Why did he do that to her?" Nancy asked, wonderingly.


"I guess she musta deserved it!" Carla drawled.


"I bet it hurt ... I feel sorry for her ..." Nancy said timidly.


"Well, don't," Carla said. "At least she gets his thing in her every
night! Did you see the look on his face when he came?"


"Y-yes ..." was the whispered reply.


"I'd sure like to see his thing again!" Carla mused.


"What? Have -- have you seen it? When?" Nancy asked disbelievingly.


"Sure! He showed it to me!" Carla answered.


"I bet he didn't! You're making that up!"


"Like hell I am! I can describe it for you. It's about this long," she
gestured, measuring an exaggerated distance, "and when it's big, it's all
red and ..."


"Stop it!" Nancy said, her face scarlet. "I don't want to hear any more!"


"Oh, all right, you're just a baby anyway! You're too young!"


"I'm not, I'm not!" Nancy said indignantly, "I'll be fourteen in October!"


"That's too young!" Carla said jeeringly, walking on ahead.


"Oh, please, tell me about it again!" Nancy begged, catching up with her.
"How big is it? Please tell me ..."
Chapter 3.
---------


"Ssshhhhh ... don't make a sound!"


The two figures crept stealthily along the gravel path towards the main
house. It was a cloudless night, but the moon was a mere crescent, so the
shadowy figures were not immediately discernible to anyone looking out into
the night.


They approached the wall of the house, and then skulked along until they
came to the back window of the bedroom. There was a light on, and they
tiptoed right up against the screen.


Carla could see clearly by straightening her hunched figure, but Nancy had
to stand on tiptoe and crane her neck.


Iris had her back to the window. She was hanging her shift up in the
closet, and John was sitting on the side of the bed, still in his Bermudas,
but with a sportshirt. He was looking across at her.


"I'm sorry, honey! I don't know what came over me!" he said. "Let's make
up!"


"No sir!" was the hard reply. "You've had your fun with me!" She turned
to look at him, and Carla drew in her breath. Iris's normally soft pretty
features were cold, giving her a look of callousness, which in turn made
her look like an ugly harridan.


She was wearing a bra and panties, and with her back turned to her
husband, she slipped off her bra and put on a cotton nightdress over her
head. Then she removed her panties.


Without another word, she walked over to the bedside lamp and turned it
off.


The room was plunged in darkness, and the girls heard John sigh loudly.
The sound of the bedsprings creaking was followed by footsteps and the
slamming of the door.


"Quick," Carla whispered, "he must be in the bathroom!"


Hastily, they slipped around the other side of the house, and Carla gave
Nancy's hand a squeeze when they saw that the bathroom light was on.


Sneaking up to the window, they were grateful that the ground had risen in
that area and they could see clearly into the bathroom.


John was looking at his face in the mirror over the washhand basin. He
peered intently at the reflection of his eyes, and examined his chin and 
cheeks minutely.


"Christ," he said suddenly, "now what am I going to do?"


With a deep sigh, he began to peel off the sportshirt he had on. His
muscles flexed as he pulled it off over his head, and Carla and Nancy were
able to see his biceps rippling as he raised his arms. They noticed the
long straight dark hair under his arms, and the profuse hairiness of his
chest.


"I've seen his chest already!" Carla whispered impatiently, "I want to see
the rest of him again!"


As if in answer to her demand, John began to ease off his shorts. They
slipped down to his legs, and he stepped out of them. His penis lay
flaccid, nestled against his dormant balls, and looked like a harmless
little worm. The dark pubic curls sprouted out around it, framing the
sleeping flesh.


"I thought you said it was big!" Nancy whispered.


"It is, wait until you see it!"


John surveyed himself in the full-length mirror which was on the back of
the door.


Carla and Nancy had an excellent side view of him, and they pinched each
other as they peeped in the window, barely able to suppress their giggles.


John ran his hands up and down his sides. His stomach protruded slightly,
but his buttocks were firm, and all in all, he was in fine shape for a man
of thirty-five. His chest was muscular, and as he stood with legs slightly
apart, he looked taller than his five foot eleven.


To their amazement, they saw him take his deflated penis in his right
hand, and tug playfully on it!


They gasped as they saw him roll the protracted organ in his palms, and
Nancy blinked her eyes in disbelief as she saw the member increase in size
before her very eyes!


They nudged each other as they saw him cup his balls in his left hand, and
weigh them gently in his palm. They could see the wrinkly skin squirm and
contract fin his hand, as he pulled gently on them, and then began a soft
pumping movement.


"Wh-what's he doing?" Nancy whispered, her eyes round like saucers.


"I don't know -- maybe he'd going to jack off!"


"What does that mean?" Nancy asked.


"If you don't know, I'm not going to tell you!" Carla retorted, her eyes
still glued on the strange sight.


John now turned around and his back was facing them. They could see from
the mirror that he was still cupping his balls in his left hand stroking
and massaging his prick with the other. They saw him look over his back
and buttocks and to their amazement, he flexed his buttocks, clenching and
flaring the ass-cheeks rhythmically.


Carla felt hot all over. Little beads of perspiration broke out on her
upper lips, and her hands felt clammy. There was a moistness growing down
between her legs, and a tingle was beginning deep in her stomach. Her
breasts were beginning to throb and it was all she could do to stop herself
from ripping off her clothes and running into the bathroom to John.


Nancy was mesmerized by the sight of the naked man. She had never seen
anything like it. Even the sight of John spanking his wife didn't have
this strange effect on her. She felt hot and cold all over, and she felt
as if her entire body was bathed in sweat. Tremor after tremor shot
through her and there was a strange gnawing in her breasts and between her
legs. What was happening? Tentatively, she raised her hand and touched
her small breasts with the palm of her hand.


"Mmmmm," she sighed, barely audibly, "it feels so good."


Closing her eyes, she drew the palm over the jutting points again and
again, murmuring from the delicious contact She raised her other hand, and
timidly touched the burning spot between her legs. She barely brushed it
with her hand, but the split-second touch caused the sparks of fire to leap
into a Pentecost of flaming tongues. Glancing over at Carla, she was
amazed to see that her hand was groping at her breasts, and her eyes were
still glued on the bathroom.


Raising her eyes, Nancy was just in time to see John step into the shower.


She suppressed a pang of disappointment as he drew the shower curtain,
shutting off the wonderful view of his manhood from their eager eyes.


"Oh damn!" Carla murmured. "Why did he have to do that!"


They saw the water spray down over him, and they could see his silhouette 
through the shower curtain. The shadow was distorted, and to their
feverish eyes, his prick was twice as long, and jutted out like a bayonet
held aloft.


John soaped himself thoroughly. He was trying to wash away his desire,
soap off the degradation the memory of this afternoon's vile action made
him feel. He wished he hadn't been so hasty. After all, what was his wife
to think, when she'd walked in and seen his hand on an almost-naked girl's
shoulder, and a damned pretty one at that! God! She'd better not walk
around like that too often, barely covered, and asking about the facts of
life! She didn't look or act as if she were too ignorant of them either!
Bitch! What was she up to, anyway?


Carla and Nancy watched as they saw his shadow soap his still erect penis
and rub it lovingly. Nancy stroked her tiny breasts in time to his
circular soaping, and Carla ran her tongue over her parched lips. She had a
cottony feeling in her mouth, and her whole body throbbed and ached. She
didn't know what to do. She was afraid to touch her pussy, for fear she
would cum on the spot -- her nerve endings were a quivering mass of
sensation, ready to ignite at the merest touch.


Her glance fell on Nancy, who was stroking her breasts, oblivious to
everything except the silhouette of the man in the shower, and Carla was
surprised to see her palm cupped down against her pubic mound.


Just then, John stepped out of the shower. The water dripped down,
running in little streams down his face. His hair was plastered down, and
Carla felt little shivers of excitement run through her as she drank in the
sight of his wet body. He began to dry himself, rubbing his body briskly
with the towel, and Carla stifled a cry of disappointment when the large
bath towel engulfed and covered almost his entire body. She knew that soon
the wonderful sight of his naked masculinity would be denied her, and she
wanted to prolong it forever. She wished it were she who was in the
bedroom, instead of Iris. The throbbing between her legs intensified at
the delicious thought and she pressed her inner thighs closer together, to
block out the warning ache.


Suddenly, the light went out. He was gone!


For a moment, Carla stood there. She saw that Nancy was still gently
stroking her breasts, and didn't even seem to notice that John was no
longer in view. She reached over and grabbed Nancy's wrist.


"What ..." Nancy began.


"Sssshhhh ... c'mere!" Carla hissed.


Protesting, Nancy stumbled over to where Carla stood.


With a rough gesture, Carla pulled Nancy's hand towards her dress and
began to force it up her dress.


Nancy, woken by force from her sensuous reverie, was seared. Whatever
Carla had in mind, she didn't want to do it.


"I want to go back to bed ..." Nancy began to whimper.


"Shut up!" Carla snapped.


"No! Stop, Carla, stop it!"


Carla's only answer was to jerk Nancy's wrist, which caused the smaller
girl to stumble. She almost fell, but held onto the redwood wall of the
house.


"No, I don't want to do it; it's wrong, Carla, don't make me do it ..."
Nancy whined.


"I'll tell Iris if you don't ..." Carla said warningly.


Nancy blinked back her tears. "Tell her what?" she sniffed.


"I'll tell her about you, spying on her and John!"


"But-but you were too!" Nancy blubbered.


"I'll tell her you made me! She'll believe me ..."


In her distraught state of mind, Nancy was unable to think. All she could
think of was Carla telling Iris, and Iris sending her home, with a letter
telling her mother why she was returning before the end of the season ...


It was too much.


"Oh, don't tell her ... I'll do it ... I'll do anything you want ..."
Nancy sobbed, clutching at Carla.


Carla loosened her grip on Nancy's fragile wrist, and guided her hand,
more gently now, up her dress.


Nancy gasped when she felt the wetness of Carla's panties.


"Take my panties off!" Carla hissed.


"But Carla ..."


"No buts! I'll tell Iris ..."


Slowly, Nancy began to tug at the damp panties and inched them down over
Carla's hips. When they were halfway down to her knees, Carla once more
grabbed her friend's wrist and pushed her hand up towards her heated young
pussy.


"Oh, hurry, Nancy ..." Carla mumbled through clenched teeth. "I can't
stand it much longer ..."


Tentatively, she began to stroke the other girl's moist, desire- quivering
pussy, and probed slightly at the swollen fleece-lined folds.


"Aaaaaaahhhhhmmmmmmmmm," Carla sighed, as shiver after thrill tingled
through her.


Nancy felt the hardened, engorged button of Carla's clitoris and jabbed
her finger experimentally at it.


"Uhhhnnnhhhhh," Carla moaned, her hips beginning to jerk.


Nancy was afraid. All this was new to her. She knew that what they were
doing was wrong, and she hoped that Carla wouldn't make her do it again.


"Ohhhh, Nancyyyyyyy," Carla moaned again, as she spasmodically jerked
against Nancy's probing finger.


To her surprise, Nancy felt a gush of warmness flowing down over her
fingers, and drew them back. Carla's mouth was open, and her eyes were
closed. Her head was thrown back and her hands were clutching frenziedly
at her breasts. Nancy gaped at her friend, and began to cry softly.


"Carla, Carla ..." she whined.


Finally, Carla opened her eyes. She looked at Nancy, who was whimpering,
staring back at her with frightened eyes. "Oh, Nancy, that was so good!"
Carla said warmly. "Good? Oh, Carla, I was so afraid ..." "Why? You were
great!" "Oh, Carla, you won't tell on me, will you?" "Of course not,
Nancy," Carla answered. "You're my friend." "You're my friend, too, Carla.


My very best friend." Hand in hand, the two girls slipped back to the
dormitory.
Chapter 4.
---------


John and Iris had just finished breakfast, and it was another silent meal.


The warm sun filtered in through the kitchen window as they sat drinking
their coffee. "Look, Iris," John said suddenly, "I'm sorry, I'm truly
sorry! I don't know what else to say or do, but we can't go on like this!"
"Maybe you can't, but I can," she said icily. She looked at him with
loathing, her eyes burning into his face, causing a flush of embarrassment
to rise. Her every look seemed to emanate disgust, and John felt himself
squirming under her cold stare.


"Oh, please honey ... it'll never happen again. I don't know what came
over me!" "I'm not interested in your explanations, and that's that! Now,
excuse me," she said, getting up. "I'm going for a ride!" Her iciness and
cruelty really angered John. "That's right!" he yelled, "Go for a ride.
You'll probably get that nag to fuck you!"
"If I did," she replied coolly, "he'd probably be a damn sight better than
you!" "You fucking bitch ..." he shouted, starting after her. But the door
slammed in his face. Dejected, he slumped back in his chair, and finished
his coffee.


Four days had passed since the day he'd lost his temper and spanked her --
four long, cold unbearable days. He didn't know what he was going to do;
he just knew he couldn't keep on like this. He walked slowly out to the
office, and wearily sat down in the chair. His dispirited frame of mind had
accomplished one thing, though -- all the paperwork was up to date. But
now he had nothing to do! Christ, why did this have to happen to me, he
thought glumly. What's wrong with her anyway? Was what I did so horrible?


She had it coming! Making a big thing out of nothing, just like she always
does. Well, who needs her? A knock on the door shook him out of his angry
thoughts. "Come in," he said wearily. "I'd like some help with my
backstroke, please, Mr. Harrault." It was Carla.


This time, she was wearing a more modest yellow two-piece bathing suit,
and her dark hair was pulled back. She looked young and sweet and innocent
-- could this be the girl who was willing to strip for me a few days ago?
John thought as he glanced at her. "Sure, Carla," he replied, "I'll go
change and be right back." Minutes later, he came out, wearing checked
swimming trunks. They walked silently out to the pasture. They caught two
bay mares, and decided not to bother saddling them. They set off at a
trot, and then cantered when they got to the shady woods. John felt himself
beginning to relax. A swim would be good after all the days he had put in
at the office and it was fun to be with someone who would at least talk to
a guy! They reached the lake, and John dismounted. "Oh, let's not swim
here! The rest of the girls will be here soon, and I don't want them to
see how bad my backstroke is!" John hesitated. They had a rule that all the
girls were to swim in this area, but, hell, he thought, what's the harm in
going somewhere else, especially since I'm with her. I can understand how 
she feels about not wanting the others to see her. "Okay Carla! Let's try
further down the lake." John mounted his mare again, and they set off,
cantering through the water. When they had made almost a complete
half-circle of the lake, Carla, who was leading, stopped. "Let's try here,
Mr. Harrault. There's a waterfall!" Sure enough, a small waterfall cascaded
over some rocks. The area was shaded by pine trees, and the opposite shore
of the lake was not visible from the little grove where they dismounted.
Tying the horses to a tree in the shade, they walked down to the water's
edge. John was beginning to feel really good. The ride in the fresh air had
revived him, and now he welcomed the solitude of the spot they had chosen.
Running on ahead, he splashed around in the cool water and turning to
Carla, called: "C'mon, last one in's a ..." He gasped. He couldn't believe
it! Were his eyes playing tricks on him? He blinked them, but it was still
the same. She had taken off the top of her swimming suit! His mouth hung
open. He tried to speak, but no words would come out. His eyes were fixated
on her firm young breasts, sweeping up proudly, the nipples still dormant
in their brownish-pink beds. "Carla!" he finally managed to say, "what do
you think you're doing?" "I'm going for a swim, silly!" she teased. "Put
your top back on!" he ordered, sounding as gruff as he could. "Oh, John,"
she pouted, "don't be a spoilsport! It feels wonderful to swim with my
breasts free!" "Oh, all right," he said reluctantly noticing her use of his
first name. Turning, he dove into the clear water, a precise shallow dive,
and surfaced many yards beyond the shore. Looking around, he saw that Carla
was swimming out to him, using a very practiced overarm stroke. When she
finally reached him, he said: "Okay water baby, now let's see how bad your
backstroke really is!"


Her reply was to press firmly on his unsuspecting head, sending him
sputtering underwater. Skillfully regaining his breath, he swam silently
and then suddenly pulled at her dangling legs, yanking the shrieking young
girl under water with him. Her arms thrashed wildly as he pulled her, and
he could see the hardened points of her breasts protruding from the firm
water-buoyed young orbs. Her mouth was open, sending clouds of bubbles to
the surface, and her long hair had loosened itself from the confining band
and now billowed sensuously around her head. Finally, he released her madly
kicking legs, and they rose to the top together. Gasping, Carla said: "You
jerk! What a lousy trick!" "You started it!" John laughed back. Then he
froze. He had felt a hand brush against his groin, so fleeting a touch that
he was unsure of whether he had really felt it. Carla's dripping face
revealed nothing, and she continued to mildly berate him. No, he thought, I
must have imagined it! The sight of her young underdeveloped naked breasts,
bobbing in the water, was affecting his brain! "Race you back to the
shore!" Carla said, suddenly. "But what about your backstroke?" "We can get
to that later!" she called, already flashing by him, swimming madly.
Shrugging, he followed her, uninterested in racing her, his thoughts still
wandering over that phantom touch. Whatever it was, he mused, it sure put
some life into me! He could feel the first tendrils of life beginning to 
grow in his prick, and a dull ache, barely noticeable, was starting in his
balls.


Swimming idly, John noticed that Carla had already reached the shore, and
was walking up onto the beach, the water still at her hips, reminding him
of the pictures he had seen of Venus rising from the sea! Quickening his
pace, he finally touched bottom, and began to wade the last few feet to the
beach. He could see Carla, lying sunbathing a few yards in, and he made
his way over to where she lay. "Boy, are you lazy ..." he started to call,
when his voice caught in his throat. Was he seeing things? It looked --
it looked as if she were completely naked! Walking a few steps, a clearer
view of her did not contradict his initial thought. With a strangled gasp,
he saw that she had removed the bottom of her swimming suit, and was lying
completely nude, soaking up the sun. His feet felt rooted to the ground.
He tried to call out, to warn her that he was within distance, but his
voice died in his throat, and he could only gaze at the incredible
lust-inciting sight before him. Her arms were flat out on either side of
her, and her tanned skin was already dry from the hot rays of the sun. Her
legs were slightly apart, and the dark shadow of her sparse young pubic
triangle glistened invitingly in the sun. Her eyes were closed, and her
dark hair fanned out, rapidly drying. "Hi John ..." he couldn't believe the
throaty voice. She had opened her eyes and was staring at him. "Why don't
you sunbathe here beside me ... it's a perfect spot!" she continued
languidly.


His legs led him over to her of their own volition, and he found himself
standing directly over her. Was it his imagination or did her breasts
heave a little more rapidly? He ran his eyes over her slender body,
feasting on the enticing sight. His hands, guided by some primordial
instinct, began rolling down his swimming trunks, over his hips, and when
they fell to his feet, he absently kicked them aside.
Carla's eyes immediately darted to his cock, which was rising to tumescence
rapidly, spurred on by the loveliness of her tempting body.
His brain had ceased to function, and he had become a mindless animal,
acting purely by instinct, guided by primeval urges alone. Falling to his
knees, he stretched out a hand, and tentatively laid it on a bronzed
shoulder. Suddenly, his head was buried between the glimmering cones of her
breasts, and he was whispering. "Carla ... oh, Carla ..."


His cock fell on to her taut, smooth young stomach and immediately jerked
against the smoothness of her abdominal plane. He felt a tremor run
through her and he grasped her by the shoulders. Looking into her eyes, he
read acquiescence there, and even more prominent, desire.


Slowly, he lowered his lips on hers. An electrifying chill shook him as
his mouth touched hers. The soft pliant lusciousness of her lips awoke new
sensations in his own, and he eagerly ground them down on the willing young
mouth. Gently, he pressed his tongue against her teeth, firm in their
custodianship of her mouth, until he finally felt them give and he slipped 
his probing organ inside. Immediately, tip touched tip, and he felt her
tongue timidly respond to the advances of his. Then they entwined, slipping
and darting together in play, and he began to jab deeper and deeper into
her throat. Her mouth felt like velvet, and her tongue was gaining in
expertise as it probed and prodded experimentally.


Her arms crept up around his neck, and drew his head tighter down on her.
His hands were gripping her shoulders, and unconsciously, he dug his
fingers into the naked flesh, opening and closing his grip automatically.
He could feel the vibrations of the first mewls of pleasure beginning in
her throat, and nothing mattered to him now but the feel of this hot young
body beneath him. One hand began to caress her hair, already matted with
the pine needles which formed their bed, and their pungent odor mingled
with the freshwater smell which was clinging to her hair.


Slowly, he lowered his lips and began to tenderly kiss her doelike neck,
trailing down to her throat and her shoulders. He could feel a gentle
undulation begin in her body, and her flesh cried out in desire, every
nerve-ending sending a message to his own lust-aroused senses. He closed
his lips over one of the ruby nipples, and he began to pull on it, rolling
the tip between his lips, and gently pressing his lower teeth into the
crinkled outer skin. The nipple rose to an even greater length, like a
root reaching for water, it reached out for further caresses. He gently
kissed the other rosy young bud, tweaking and teasing it, until its length
corresponded with its greatly erected twin.


His lips wandered over the finely grained periphery of her burnished body,
tracing a moist shower of kisses which the love-parched skin seemed to soak
up instantly.


Carla's hands were grasping his shoulders now, and her long nails dug
unmercifully into his skin, leaving reddening nail imprints on the
unprotected flesh. Her mouth was open, and her red lips were framing words
which he never thought he would hear from a young girl.


"Oh, John, do it to me please ... oh, please kiss me all over ... John
..."


Tenderly, he stroked the firm curves of her hips, and ran the tip of his
tongue over her flat youthful stomach. His hands dropped to her smooth
inner thighs, and played there, caressing the sensitive flesh with his
fingertips, awakening each erogenous area in turn.


Almost reverently, he kissed the sparse young curls of her raised pubic
mound, and breathed in the faint female odor of her which was beginning to
rise from the moist awakening entrance down between her squirming legs.


His fingers played along the inside of her thighs, and gently he eased
them further apart. He could see a faint sheen of moisture there, as he
pressed aside the soft fleshy portals of her tight little vaginal mouth.


He could see the faint pink of her slit, lying under the dark immature
fleece like a half-open magnolia. The tiny tip of her clitoris was barely
discernible, peeping out like a vermilion needlepoint through the teasing
fuzz of her outer cunt lips.


The trembling young girl began to whimper, and her hands, no longer able
to reach John's shoulders, began to feverishly dig into the pine needle
carpet, and futilely squeeze whole clumps of them as if trying to awaken
some life, elicit some response from the inanimate objects.


John looked up, afraid instantly at the sound of her whimpering. Was she
sorry? Did she want to stop? Had she come to her senses?


"Oh, Mr. Harrault," she moaned, "Please, please don't stop ... please ..."


Her answer came immediately, and John, hesitating no longer, pushed her
knees up until the whole expanse of her virginal young pussy was visible to
his hungry view.


The thinly-haired outer lips were throbbing faintly and increasing in
size, almost before his eyes, as they became blood-laden with desire. He
could see the tattered edges of her tiny inner lips, guarding the pink
pulsating point of her clitoris. Her already-moist cuntal opening, ragged
and clustered like a delicate rose, lay beneath the sensuous pivot, and
below that, John could see the faint brown ring of her tight little anus.
His breathing was becoming more jagged now as he surveyed the bewitching
panorama before him. He ran the tip of his wet red tongue over his lips,
by now parched from the combination of the sun and the mounting heat of his
own still rising desire.


Then slowly, surely, he lowered his head between her tanned upright legs,
and reaching out with his long saliva-moistened tongue, gently flicked at
the narrow slit before him.


Carla jerked back from the strange new sensation of a living tongue
licking between her legs, and ground her hips into the green spongy surface
in a vain attempt to escape the incredible sensation. But John's tongue
flicked out again, and darted over the entire length of her pink throbbing
cunt.


"Oh! Oh! Oh!" she cried, her hips jumping from side to side. But John 
grasped her firmly just below the waist, and held her fast. Then once
again, his tongue darted out and began to probe at the hidden folds of her
tender young cunt. It prodded under the swollen outer lips, and his mouth
pulled gently at the purplish inner lips. He searched the secret recesses
of her cunt, and finally came to rest on the pulsating head of her
clitoris. He took the tiny button between his lips and imprisoning it
there, began to tease it with the tip of his tongue. Carla writhed from the
novel contact, and John could feel the head growing beneath his tonguing.
He nipped gently at it, and then began to peck in a series of small
birdlike bites.


"Ooooooohhhhhhhhhhhh," Carla sighed, her moans taking on a new more urgent
sound now. He raised his eyes, and could see a faint blush of red
spreading over her face. Her eyes were closed, and she was biting her
lower lip.


She lowered her hands and groping, felt the wiry hairs of his head. She
sunk her hands in the dark strands, and began to pull at them, trying to
seek release from the tantalizing pecking at her tiny sensitive vaginal
opening.


John's tongue slavered on, licking and sucking at her palpitating cunt.
The tongue dabbed at her viscous cuntal opening, trying to force an entry,
and eliciting gasps of pain-pleasure from Carla. With a surge, John
finally managed to insert just the tip of his frenzied tongue into the
tight membrane of her tight virginal cunt. The tongue wriggled and
squirmed inside her, trying to force itself further into the warm pulsating
little hole.


"Oh, Mr. Harrault-t-t-t ..." Carla moaned, and ground her pelvis up to
receive his thrusting tongue. Frantically, he buried his tongue deeper and
deeper into her tight fleshy sheath, which began to close in around his
plundering organ. He spread apart the furry flanges of her cunt to allow
himself greater access to her succulent pussy. His nose and mouth were
buried in her warmth, and he could feel his own hot breath returning in
clouds from the expanded tunnel to heat his face.


Carla was in the throes of a spine-trembling delight. She had never known
anything like it. She had wanted Mr. Harrault; plotted and schemed to
engineer this outing, and guided him intentionally to this solitude. Even
as she had done so, she had no idea it would be like this -- she couldn't
believe that his tongue could arouse this primitive joy in her. Passion
rushed through her from the tips of her toes to the top of her skull. His
darting tongue sent electric shocks of excruciating pleasure through every
vein in her body and she lay writhing in the sensual thrill of his nerve
tingling ministrations.


The slight stubble on his chin abrasively added to her increasing
pleasure, stimulating her dewy flesh into greater erotic heights. Her
hands were clawing at his head, pushing his working face deeper into the
throbbing opening of her cunt. Tumultuous spasms of desire gripped her
body and she could feel herself buffeted by sexual paroxysms of lust.


John labored on, his ever-working tongue coaxing her responses into
fever-pitch. He felt her hips begin to rise and fall with an involuntary,
fury, and a savage gurgle was beginning in her throat. With a driving
grind, she matched his thrusts, mashing his face with her now fully
awakened crotch on the upgrind, and suctioning his tongue painfully as she
bore down.


Finally, a series of rending wails pierced the air -- her body was
flailing like a bottle at sea, her hands pulled cruelly at his hair and her
hips bucked as furiously as if she were riding a wild bronco.


"Ohhh ... ohhhhh ... ohhhhh ..." she moaned, her cries cut off and
sounding again like a static radio.


John, his exhausted tongue still probing and sucking, less energetically
but still effectively, felt a warm moistness envelop his face as her
unleashed sexual juices gushed out of their secret retreat and drenched his
swirling member.


Then she was still. John lay, face down in the pines, his breathing
ragged, his tongue sore and tender from its workout. His head was still
between her widespread legs, and her orgasmic juices drained from her cunt
and darkened the needles on the ground.


Minutes later, John, dozing in a sort of sexual twilight sleep, felt the
young girl stirring beneath him. Raising himself up, he saw that her head
was raised and resting on her elbow, and she was looking down at him.


His neglected cock leaped into semierection from the piercing sensuality
of her gaze. Her smouldering dark eyes stared at him, and her full red
lips were flushed with passion. Her nipples were still raised from her
small mounds, and her other hand was resting on the dark triangle of her
pubic mound.


John stared back, mesmerized. In all his life, he had never seen anything
so erotic as the sight of this young girl lying on the beach beside him.


He didn't know what to say, but it didn't matter, because his throat was
arid and he could only gurgle like an imbecile. Her unwavering stare 
burned right through him, down to the pit of sensuality which was
fermenting in his loins.


With an animalistic growl, he rose up and almost leaping on top of her,
knocked her flat on her back. He smashed his mouth down on hers, and all
gentleness thrown to the winds, he ground down with a harsh brutal kiss on
her lips. Again, her arms reached up and pulled him down on her, and she
returned the crushing bestiality of his kiss, biting at his lips, sucking
his tongue far back into her mouth, until he felt it would surely be pulled
from its roots. She raked her nails down his back, and John could feel the
sun burning into the rawness of her catlike scratches. He could feel her
turgid young nipples digging into his chest like electric prods, and his
head began to spin from the combined pain and lust which enveloped his
body.


His cock which was fully erect was pressing painfully against the hard
bone of Carla's pubic mound, and he shifted his hips, allowing it to slip
between her legs. Immediately, her thighs closed in on the hardened rod of
flesh, and began to hollow in and out on his cock, milking it and drawing
it to even greater length. With a moan, he pulled his lips from her
impassioned kiss, and began to bite at her neck, leaving teeth marks of
kisses on her tanned skin, trailing down over her swanlike throat and even
further to her upthrust breasts. Savagely he bit at the tantalizing orbs,
wringing cries of pain from Carla, but still she pressed his mouth down on
her flesh. Brutally, he spread her legs with his knees and grasping his
enlarged prick in his hand, he guided the mammoth shaft towards her tiny
cuntal opening. Without hesitation, he surged forward, pressing with all
his might.


"AAARRRRGGGHHHHH!!" Carla's heart-rendering shriek rang through the
forest, silencing the birds who had been, until now, gaily singing. Even
the chipmunks and the crickets ceased their music, and a deathly silence
pervaded the area. Carla's agonized cry had brought John to some semblance
of his usual senses. Of course, he thought, she's a virgin! Oh, God, how
could I be so stupid! Frightened, he looked up, and saw that tears were
streaming down her face. Her hands, now released from his body, were
clenched in pain, and her face was contorted with agony. Her features
seemed particularly childlike, and for the first time, realization of what
he was doing dawned on John! Tremors of fear and remorse coursed through
him as the full implications of his actions seeped through his
lust-inflamed brain. Shakily, he tried to rise to his knees, but he was
stopped by Carla's had on his shoulder.


"Oh, Mr. Harrault, please ... don't stop ... but not so hard ... please,
darling ..."


He couldn't believe it. Was she actually asking him to continue? After
what he had done to her? Anxiously, he peered at her again. The agonized
look of pain was gone from her face and once again, animal lust had
replaced it. Her limpid eyes gazed back at his, and her hand reached down
and encircled his huge cock.


"Put it in me ... fuck me ..." she said, never taking her eyes from his
face.


The lewd words coming from so young and supposedly innocent a mouth
incited John to greater lust and banished all thoughts of conscience from
his head.


His passion-inflated prick was aching for release, and he slowly lowered
himself over her willing body once more. Gently, he massaged her soft
inner thighs, drawing them apart, widening her cuntal plain for his entry.
He could see the petallike opening of her cunt contracting in expectancy,
and a thin stream of perspiration ran down from her vagina to her tiny
puckered anus nestling teasingly down between the amber moons of her
buttocks.


Gently, this time, he guided the engorged head of his prick and lay it at
the small cuntal entrance. Gazing at the astronomical difference in
circumference, John could hardly believe that he could penetrate her tiny
virginal canal. She squirmed back from the contact of his rockhard penis
against her soft cunt, and John briefly wondered whether he should abandon
his attempt to enter her. But the sight of her silky pink skin, and the
memory of her saltine taste in his mouth overpowered him, and he began to
moisten the head in the lubricants which were still flowing around her
pulsating pussy.


Tenderly, he tested the moistened head against the star-shaped hole, and
flexed his hips slightly in an attempt to warm his hardened pole of flesh
into it. Again, her virginal cunt held firm. Finally, desperately, he
grasped her hips, and holding her in a clamplike grip, he surged forward,
and managed to insert just the head in her tightly resisting elastic hole.


Another wail of pain erupted from Carla's throat, but she did not draw
back from his thrust. He rested the head just inside her cuntal entrance
for a moment, giving her unused cunt a chance to adjust to the unaccustomed
size and then, slowly, inch by inch, began to move forward, imbedding more
and more of his mammoth prick inside her tightly clasping tunnel. Moan
after moan escaped Carla's lips and her head tossed from side to side, like
an animal in pain. The sinewy walls of her cunt closed in on his prick
like a wide elastic band, and John could barely push his encased cock
onward. Finally, he had sunk it, every last inch of it in her cunt. Beads
of perspiration stood out on his forehead from the harsh exertion of his
task, and his cock felt truly imprisoned. Carla had ceased moaning, but her
face still wore a look of pain -- no trace of pleasure or passion showed in
her tearful face. John felt a surge of pity for the young girl so cruelly
skewered by his huge mature rod, and another stab of remorse twisted his
heart. He didn't want to hurt her, but she wanted it ... and he couldn't
resist. He could only hope that the pain would go away soon from her
slight young body.


Gently, he began to withdraw from her, and to his surprise, his penis came
out fairly easily. He pulled out until just the bloated head was still
inside the tender folds, and then began to plow forward again. This time,
his cock found her sheath more open and easier, and he was able to glide
forward without too much restriction from her tight channel. Then, he was
able to saw in and out easily -- her cuntal passage adjusted to his
enormous size and aided by fresh internal lubricants, expanded freely with
the approach of the burgeoning instrument.


Carla began to relax, too. The body-crushing pain that had engulfed War
earlier had terrorized her as well -- she felt as if she were being split
wide open. She thought she could never be the same after it and was
beginning to be sorry she had encouraged Mr. Harrault to do it to her. But
now, the pain had completely subsided and something else had taken its
place -- a flicker of heat was smouldering again in her loins, and as
John's fucking in and out gradually became easier, the flicker ignited into
flames, sending shooting heat waves up through her body. As John sawed in
and out with long smooth strokes, her virginal body fanned the flames into
an inferno of raging fire, and her whole being quivered and shook under the
boiling murkiness of her vaginal cavern.


The volcano which was started in John's stomach at his first sight of
Carla lying on the beach like an odalisque erupted now, and began sending
the first streams of molten lava bubbling throughout his body. The raging
fire inside was burning fiercely, threatening to uncap the volcano and send
him shattering into a thousand pieces.


God, he had never felt anything like this. He couldn't imagine anything
as wonderful as fucking into this young tender virgin, just a few miles
from where his wife was! The pure fresh air which whistled around their
bodies as his body sliced through the air and the chirping of the wildlife
all made him feel as if this act, that they were performing under the wide
blue sky, was as clean and as good as the water of the lake. Gone were his
feelings of anger and hurt pride at Iris's refusal to make up with him!
Nothing was of any consequence now but pleasing, and being pleased by this
tender young body writhing in desire beneath him, begging for his cock to
continue plowing into her.


Carla's hands were clenched around his neck, and she had raised her legs
and was clasping him around the waist, her ankles locked together, her
passion giving surprising strength to her slim legs.


Mewls of pleasure punctuated her gasps for breath, and her entire body
rippled like a fish under water. Every inch of her tanned skin seemed
alive and anxious to breath his maleness in and her young cunt had aged
years in its experiments at drawing his cock in and pleasing and teasing
it.


The inferno inside Carla was also now raging out of control and she bucked
her hips up against John's grinding loins. Waves of passion were flowing
over her entire body, and try as she might, she could not keep her eyes
from watering -- lust dimmed them and it was beyond her control to focus
them. The feeling was emanating from her loins where every nerve-ending
seemed to be roiling in a lewd pot of lust. Suddenly, her hips were
jerking up out of control -- spasm after spasm twisted her body and her
head was spinning -- flashes of purples and reds and pinks and blues
exploded in her brain and she felt as if her head was a multi- colored
gyroscope, rotating of its own accord. A strange wailing escaped her lips
as she flailed her head from side to side.


"Iiiiiieeeeeeee ..." she screamed, as she rocked and tossed in a mania of
lust and passion, completely abandoned to her hedonistic search for
gratification.


Finally, the volcano erupted in John, too, and he battered his hips
against her hot, plunging young loins, as he spewed spurt after spurt of
hot bubbling sperm far, far up into her yielding cunt, filling it almost to
the bursting point. Gnawing, savage noises tore from his throat -- sounds
over which he had no control, as they clung to each other in a feverish
love grip, her tight quivering young belly growing by the instant from the
force and impact of his orgasm.


Then, he collapsed onto her exhausted body and they lay there, their
bodies spent from their lust. John's head was a jumbled mass of thoughts,
but throughout his whole being, a peace spread, infusing him with optimism
and joy -- feelings he hadn't felt for days.


Carla lay there, reliving as best she could the whirlwind crescendo of her
passion, eternally grateful to John for the Eden to which he had
transported her. In the back of her mind, satiated as it was, was the
recurring thought -- "Now I'm really grown-up!" 
Chapter 5.
---------


John walked quickly towards the house. It was dark and he didn't even
know how late it was. Carla had sneaked into the dormitory a few minutes
ahead of him, and now he tried to make it appear as if he had just gone for
an evening stroll. He began to whistle and think about the hours he had
spent lately with the young girl. Under his tutelage for the past few
weeks, she had really begun to blossom and now her body had ripened into a
real instrument of pleasure.


Memories of the sensual heights of the last few hours sent shivers
rippling through his body, spent as it was from their passion. His
cheerfulness faded when he thought of Iris. If the last few nights are any
example, he thought ruefully, I'll really be in trouble tonight. He
dreaded the thought of facing her. His interest in her had dropped to zero
since his affair with Carla had totally consumed him. Iris, indignant
about his increasing coldness, had become more bitchy and complaining, and
was forever harping on the day he had lost his temper and spanked her.
Just as he headed up the pathway toward the house, he noticed that the
lights were on in the stable. Thinking someone must have left them on by
mistake, he went over and let himself in. To his surprise, he saw Iris
there, standing by Conquest's box stall. Normally, during the summer, all
the animals were out in the pasture, so John was puzzled to see the
stallion stabled.


"What's he doing in?" he growled.


"If you were around here a little more often," Iris snapped, "you'd know
that he has a sprain! Not that you care anyway!"


"Why should I care," John sneered, "when he has his wet-nurse to cater to
him!"


"At least he shows me some affection!" Iris retorted, her eyes bright with
anger. "Where the hell have you been till now?"


"None of your damn business!"


"It's my business as long as half of this place belongs to me, and don't
you forget it!"


"You goddamn bitch!" John grated, advancing towards his wife. The
stallion in the stall backed away, flattening his ears. Grabbing Iris by
the arm, he raised his hand and slapped her full force across her face.
His hand left an angry red welt on her cheek and Iris stared at him
uncomprehendingly, her mouth open. The horse whinnied, and John felt a 
surge of hatred as he turned to look at the animal, who was staring back at
him, his eyes red and fiery, and for a long moment, the air between them
was charged with the strength of their mutual loathing.


"Leave me alone, you bastard!" Iris hissed.


John was incensed. His wife's whining voice, her obvious disgust for him,
coupled with her obvious love for her horse all united in him and set the
stage for an uncontrollable fury.


Snarling, John tightened his grip on his wife's arm, and cruelly dragged
her away from the stall and towards the open space in the stable where the
straw was in bales. Roughly, he threw her down on an opened bale.


She began to whimper softly, and lay, half-sprawled, her arm shielding her
eyes. The multi-colored shift she was wearing contrasted with the golden
hue of the straw, and she looked like a bunch of wilted flowers tossed
carelessly on the ground. John stood over the cowering figure of his wife,
legs apart, arms folded, the result of his brutal action increasing his
feeling of power and masculinity. He secretly felt glad to be away from
the direct hot breath of the angry stallion behind him, and exulted in the
knowledge that the beast was securely tied inside.


Iris raised her head and turned to look at her husband. Her eyes were
full of tears, and her mouth quivered.


"Get away from me, you lousy bastard!" she spat, her entire frame shaking
with her wrath.


Angrily, John began to tear at her dress, until he had torn the garment
from her and it lay in rags beside them. She lay there, cringing into the
straw, trying to hide her nakedness from his deranged eyes. Her bra shone
eerily in the light of the stable and her panties were a mere nylon strip
around her sun-bronzed hips.


With one swift tear, he pulled the bra from her, allowing her breasts to
drop freely away. They trembled immediately in the air, goose bumps
standing out over the full smooth orbs, and the nipples rose to turgidity,
their red tips glowing. Again he wrenched the panties from her loins,
tearing the flimsy garment, until she lay there, completely naked, her legs
drawn up to protect her secret womanhood and her arms folded over her
breasts to shield their tenderness from the bestiality of her husband.


He knelt over her, drinking in her nakedness, reveling in her fright. His
brutal action seemed to arouse fresh animosity in Conquest, because the
dumb beast, sensing his mistress's distress, reared up on his hind legs, 
and battered the stall gate with his front hooves, whinnying in a loud
fierce voice. An involuntary chill swept through John at the sound of the
stallion's fury, and he sneaked a glance over his shoulder. The animal was
staring straight at him, and again, John was thankful for the horse's
confinement.


Blinded by her tears, Iris could barely make out the rearing body of her
stallion. Fear convulsed her again as she thought of what man and horse
might do to each other in their hatred, but something told her that
tonight, the man was going to vent his anger on her, and her alone. She was
half-crazed with fright -- she didn't know what he would do to her, but she
knew she shouldn't resist -- he was on the verge of a maniacal fury that
would be nightmarish if fully released. So she just lay there, cowering
before her husband.


John, looking at the prostrate figure of his wife, remembered all her
nights of coldness and the relatively minor event which had started it all.


With a growl, he flung himself down on top of her, and began to cover her
body with hard biting kisses, sinking his teeth hard into her naked flesh
with the regularity of a hungered vampire. Little moans of agony wrung
themselves from Iris's throat, and she twitched under the sharp pain of his
teeth. His arms held her in a wrestler's grip and she was unable to move
her body. His fingers dug into her flesh, sending fresh pain rocketing
through her, and suddenly, one hand shot out and grabbed her by her short
hair.


He pulled her until her head was pressed back painfully, and he maneuvered
her until she was kneeling on all fours. Still holding her by the hair, he
stood up, and then straddled her, and sat down heavily on her naked back.
The unexpected weight pushed all the breath out of her body, and her back
swayed under him. His feet reached the floor, but he folded them under so
that his entire weight was resting on her abused backbone. She knew she
daren't sink to the ground because he maintained his cruel grip on her
hair. Then, sadistically, he slapped her on her bare buttocks, and began
to pump up and down on her aching back, aping the movements of a rider on a
horse.


"Giddyap there, giddyap!" he called, straining her bruised body beyond
belief.


Her sobs had dried up and she could only hack pathetically as he bounced
up and down on her. Finally, unable to stand it anymore, she collapsed in
a heap, doubled up with pain.


"Aha, you don't like being ridden like a goddamn horse, I see!" John
sneered as he disentangled himself from her beaten body.


Still kneeling, he grasped her by the hips, and pulled her back up on all
fours. Crushed beyond endurance, Iris could only yield to whatever
brutishness he had in mind. He knelt behind her, his fingers digging into
the soft moons of her buttocks. He ran his hand along the vertebrae of her
back, pushing down painfully on each one, causing Iris to gasp with new
pain. Again, he shoved her head down into the straw, until her naked
buttocks were waving defenselessly back in the air. The rough straw
tickled her face and its abrasive stems scratched her skin, but she daren't
object. Her ass cheeks felt defenseless and unprotected, and she clenched
them together. His palms flattened on each of her trembling buttocks, John
slowly spread them wide, stretching the soft yielding crevice almost to the
straining point. He stared at the puckered little ring of her anus,
nestled between the fall quivering melons, the wrinkled brown skin
contracting slightly. He could see the pink split of her cunt beneath it
and the sensuous button of her clitoris was barely visible through the dark
jungle of her pubic hair. A faint piquant odor of sex rose to greet his
nostrils, and they flared as they inhaled the pungent smell. Deliberately,
he lowered his head, and ran the tip of his tongue along the full length of
the widespread crack, which caused Iris to pull forward in an attempt to
escape the salacious licking of his tongue. But he held her fast and she
could only submit to his perverted licking. His tongue grazed
tantalizingly at the tiny elastic ring, jabbing at it, testing its
resiliency. He nipped at the fleshy loaves, leaving indentations in the
soft flesh, and his bristly chin rubbed into her tender buttocks,
sandpapering the skin into an angry redness. He raised a finger and began
to probe at the tightly resisting rectum, as if mesmerized by the tiny
quivering nether entrance.


John felt as if he were possessed by a demonical being who steered him
onto greater atrocities and cruelties. He had no control over his base
actions and he could only follow the orders of his unknown master. He was
spellbound by the vile deeds he was perpetrating on his wife, and their
very perversity only seemed to spur him on. Spittle from his lascivious
licking of his wife's backside drooled out of his mouth now as he prodded
at her virgin anus. Iris was now beyond fear. There was only a numbness
in her and a wish to have it all over with. She doubted if she could even
feel pain, so beyond human feeling was she. She didn't know what madness
had possessed her husband -- she only wished it would pass before he did
something really irreparable with her. Now she winced again as she felt
his finger jabbing cruelly at her back passage. What was he going to do?
Why didn't he leave that place alone?


"AAARRRGGGHHHH ...!!" She screamed wildly as the finger, just the tip,
penetrated the tight elastic opening and entered her rectum. Lashes of
agony shot through her. She felt as if her entire back passage was on fire
-- as if someone were shooting a cannon up her rectum. She plunged her
buttocks wildly from side to side in an attempt to dislodge the invader,
but nothing seemed to help. Desperately, she put her hand back there, and
through the mindless daze of pain, reached for the intruding finger and
yanked it out with new found strength.


John stared, agog, for a moment at her brazen action. Her defiance
kindled additional anger and snarling like a cornered wolverine, he jammed
his finger all the way back up into her tender, vainly resisting anus.


"Owwwowwwowwowowowowowow!!" she shrieked, the new intrusion even more
painful than the last. She ground her head down into the straw, trying to
block out the brain-shattering pain that had skyrocketed up there from her
tortured rectum. The finger remained there, imbedded in her virginal
membrane, and then it began to probe around inside the tender canal,
widening and stretching it beyond all human endurance.


John's other hand still dug cruelly into her hip and her entire body was
one seething mass of pain. Even her knees ached from being ground into the
straw, and her entire frame was wracked from the unnaturalness of her
position.


Finally, to her intense relief, she felt the finger being withdrawn from
her sorely stretched rectum, and the crippling pain which jarred her entire
dorsal bone, eased a little.


Unbelievably, she felt her ass cheeks being stretched again until she
thought the skin would break between them.


Iris then heard the sound of clothes being removed and she knew that her
husband was preparing himself for whatever bestiality he had in mind. Then
he was behind her once more, and she felt the full length of his steel-hard
prick pressing up into her buttocks. It felt huge and long, and she
shuddered at the thought of the strength with which he would plunge it into
her.


John looked down at his erection in satisfaction. In spite of his endless
fucking into Carla, he was proud that he could still manage such a mammoth
display of his masculinity. He couldn't help shuffling around to face
Iris, where he paraded his manhood obscenely in front of her blanched face.


She stared at it as if hypnotized, and he dangled the obese instrument a
few scant inches from her eyes. He cackled evilly as he strutted back to
his former position behind the helplessly kneeling figure of his wife.


Then again, he tested the lust-inflated head at the tiny anal opening,
barely stretched by his probing finger. With a brutal savage lunge, he 
jerked forward and succeeded in implanting the tip of his cock inside her
tormented rectum.


A long low moan of pure animal pain sounded in the stable, and Iris moaned
again and again, the bone-chilling, sobs wrenching themselves painfully
from her demented body. She feebly tried to move her buttocks away from
the cruelly skewering pale of hardened flesh but her strength was ebbing
and she could only manage a few faint jerks.


Still holding her fast, John began to slice forward, thrusting his giant
shaft into the tight clinging depths of his wife's back passage. He could
feel her body quivering under his touch and her screams still rent the air.


On his right, from the corner of his eye, he could see the stallion,
plunging against the stall door, flecks of foam at his mouth, his eyes red
and furious. He was neighing -- a shrill angry whinny that combined with
that of his mistress and gave the stable the sound of sinners in damnation.


The eerie sounds sent chills sneaking along his back, but he was unable to
do anything but ream forward with his sodomizing prick boring deeper and
deeper into his wife's rectum.


Iris's thoughts were blank -- she was conscious of nothing but the
agonizing pain. Even moments of shame and mortification disappeared and
all that mattered was the desire to be released from the excruciating
agony. Oh, God, she thought, how can he do this depraved thing to me?


"Oh, stop, please John stop, you're splitting me ..." she sobbed
mindlessly, her buttocks thrashing with new strength.


John, goaded on by the whining quality of her plea, thrust forward and
sunk even more of his hungry cock into the smooth rubbery walls of her
grotesquely distended back passage.


Iris ceased struggling when she realized that her every movement only
served to draw the brutally stiffened cock even further into her forbidden
sanctuary. Pain spread like wildfire through her body as she felt the
staining cheeks of her ass being stretched and pulled even further apart to
allow her husband to sink his fleshy shaft deeper into her virginal
channel. Then, all of a sudden, he was all the way in! He had buried
every peripheral inch of his hardened rod into her soft bruised rectum!
Moaning piteously, she could feel his balls, dangling lewdly with their
heavy load of sperm, slapping down against her open cunt, the crinkly skin
curiously irritating the tender lips of her naked pussy.


Iris lay completely still, hardly daring to breath, fearful of increasing
the splitting pain by any unnecessary motion. Her hips, still inhumanly 
gripped by his gorilla-strong hands, were numb and the only thing she was
conscious of was the enormous cock pushing solidly into her painfully
widened anus, the hard fleshy length of it stretching and expanding the
soft yielding flesh unbearably.


John stared down at his plunging cock, ripping cruelly into his wife's
tender flesh. He gazed greedily at the delicate pink inner ridges as they
clung to his withdrawing pole. Then still watching the disappearing
length, he rammed it into her depths until his balls were wedged hard
between the tight globes of her backside. He could feel his wife
periodically trying to clench her buttocks to squeeze him out, but her
tightening only increased the pressure on his cock, transporting him to new
ecstasy.


To her intense relief, Iris felt the inhuman pain abate and she could feel
her breath coming almost normally again. The horse had ceased kicking and
rearing, and was now whining softly, his eyes still riveted on the lewd
lascivious rape in front of him. His ears were still flattened on his head
and his tail was swiping back and forth menacingly.


As John began a rhythmic sawing in and out of her abused anal passage,
Iris began to wonder what had brought this cruelty, this base action on
her. What had she done to deserve her husband's humiliating anal fucking?
She was still angry over the spanking incident, unable to block out the
degradation from her mind, but this, this was far worse. She didn't think
she could ever face him again after tonight. He was inhumanly fucking her
from behind, mounting her like a stallion might ...


Her thoughts were blanked out by the recognition of a new feeling
beginning deep within her -- a small needleprick of fire. The tingling
quickly grew and horror blinded her as she realized that her body was
betraying her -- she was actually beginning to enjoy the vile act! She
clenched her buttocks together in an attempt to drown out the burning that
was there, but to no avail. The desire grew, until the flames licked up
and spread like wildfire through her entire body. Her whole body felt
charged with electricity, and even the tips of her fingers tingled until
she thought she could feel sparks crackling from them. Oh, God, she thought
miserably, I am just as bad as he is!


A strange masochistic pleasure began to swirl in her belly, and from her
face, buried in the straw, a low ecstatic moan helplessly escaped. Her
slowly awakening body began to, against her mind's will, undulate her
buttocks, and she began to clench her ass cheeks fistlike, this time to
draw in deeper the fleshy rod of her husband's penis.


John, sensing her subjugation, felt a flush of exultant pride overtake 
him, and he renewed his efforts, and sent his cock slicing through her
cock-widened passage, surging forward until the base was flush against her
sphincter, and his balls buffeted hard against her upraised cunt. Then he
withdrew the long shaft quickly allowing just the head to remain inside,
noting with satisfaction the satiny sheen of her inner lubricants coating
his prick, before battering forward again like a charger.


All thoughts of the lewdness of her position vanished from her thoughts
and she was obsessed with a flood of ecstatic and masochistic joy which
enveloped her like a whirlpool. Iris rocked her buttocks up against her
husband's onslaught, screwing her rectum hard back against the oncoming
pole, trying to devour every millimeter of its length in her forever
stretched anal canal.


"Ooooohhhhhh," she whined through clenched teeth, "fuck it, please fuck it
harder ..."


John, incited by her lewd command, began to fuck even more furiously into
her, until his breathing was ragged, and the muscles on his thighs stood
out like whipcords against his flesh.


"Eeeeeehhhhhhh!" she moaned again, "hurt me, split me ..." Her body
thrashed uncontrollably as her ass rose hungrily to meet his powerfully
driving cock. The salacious thought of what her husband was doing to her
drove her into an incredible frenzy of lust and she was aware of nothing
but the obscene smacking sound of her husband's hips against her ass and
the soft whickering of the stallion in his stall.


She could feel her rectum contracting of its own volition around the
skewering cock, and then she heard her husband begin to mouth obscenities
at her.


"Oh, Christ ... fuck back ... fuck back ... I'm cuummiiinnnggg!!" and his
hot river of semen swept like a floodtide deep up into her anal passage,
sending searing pain and masochistic pleasure shooting through her as she
felt the stinging liquid burning into the rawness of her rectum. She could
feel every throbbing sensation of his prick as it pumped in heavy pulsating
spurts its load of sticky milky fluid deep into her wildly clasping depths.


And then an almost insane convulsion of pleasure overwhelmed her, and she
was flailing madly, her knees digging into the ground, her hands clutching
at her own hair, adding to her agony as she pulled at the short strands,
and her ass was battering desperately back up against her husband's
deflating cock as she felt her entire body caught in the mainstream of a
tremendous climax which lifted her up and pounded her down again like a
grain of helpless sand caught in the sea.


Finally, they were still and their declining panting filled the stable.
Iris's eyes were closed and she knew that even if she tried, she couldn't
move. She felt her husband stirring and felt his flaccid prick slipping
from her cum-filled anus with a slight sucking noise. She heard him get up
and then the stable door close, and she was left alone.


What seemed an eternity later, she opened her eyes. He had turned out the
light, and she was lying in darkness. She could see the shining eyes of
the stallion looking at her, and he whinnied softly to her. Dragging
herself up painfully, she tottered over to the stall and patted his eager
nose. Then, slowly, she gathered up her things and limped into the house.


The bedroom was in darkness too, and wearily she closed the door behind
her. She was grateful when she noticed that John was not there, and
glancing at the top of the closet where their sleeping bags were kept, she
saw that his was missing and felt relieved that he was going to spend the
night in the woods.


Exhausted and drained, she sank down on the bed. From nowhere, a sudden
rush of tears leapt to her eyes and rushed scalding down her face.
Convulsed with sobs, she finally managed to drift off to a fitful and
restless sleep.
Chapter 6.
---------


John dismounted at the waterfall. Looking around, he saw that no other
horse was tethered, and he wonder if Carla had gotten there yet.


He sat down under a pine tree, and waited. He hadn't seen Iris since last
night, when he had gotten his sleeping bag and slept in the woods. He was
secretly afraid to face her again -- after last night, he knew he had gone
too far, and he daren't think of the effect his bestiality would have on
her and on their marriage.


Hearing a crackling of the underbrush, he jumped up and was relieved to
see Carla running towards him. He held out his arms and she ran into them,
and he folded her in close to his heart. She was the bright spot in his
life these days, and he eagerly looked forward to the hours he would spend
with her.


After a moment, she wordlessly slipped to her knees on the ground before
him and began to toy with his sunburned legs, running her hands up and down
the sensitive inner thighs. John groaned -- he could never cease to be
amazed at the expertise and hunger with which Carla had managed to practice
her lovemaking. In a few short weeks she had changed from a young 
schoolgirl to a love-ripened goddess. Now, she played her fingertips along
his legs, teasing the erotic area, and pulling childlike on the profuse
hair which covered his thighs.


Boldly, she slipped out her tongue and ran the tip of the smooth pink
organ along his flesh, which tickled as if crawling with insects. He
stroked her shining black hair, and closed his eyes, giving himself up
completely to the sensuous caresses.


He felt a tug at his Bermudas -- looking down, he saw that Carla was
toying with the fly zipper. Finally, she managed to unhook the top and
slide the metal down, and his shorts slipped effortlessly to his ankles.
His prick, in the wakening stages of erection, looked out sleepily at the
sunshine.


Carla began to stroke it with her fingers, the tips of her nails barely
scraping the flesh. She cupped his balls, dangling low between his legs,
as yet unaware of the attention, and weighed them in her palm. She searched
through the wiry pubic hair, pulling the matted dark curls, and slid a
finger down between his legs, and wormed it along to where his anus lay
between his clenched buttocks. Then she returned her attention to his
growing prick and began to massage the fleshy organ, rolling it between her
two palms, all the while pulling gently on it as if she were striving to
lengthen it that way. Under his eyes, he could see it become infused with
reddish color, the head took on more obese proportions and the whole length
of it began to protrude from the forest of his pubic hair like a proud oak
tree. The blue veins were raised against the smooth top surface, and they
seemed to palpitate beneath the, young girl's touch. He could feel her
fingers grate along the webbed underside, and she began to probe at the
base where it separated from his loins, digging at the foundation, sending
thrills of hitherto unknown joy scurrying through him.


Then, he felt the delicious contact of warm moist lips on the burgeoning
head, and with a sigh, he felt more and more of the length being enclosed
in her soft, buttery young mouth. Looking down, he saw that her eyes were
closed, and her silken hair was falling down over her face and onto his
prick, where it tickled the fleshy protuberance tantalizingly. He saw her
ovalled lips slide down the full length and he could hardly believe it when
he felt the head of his cock touch all the way to the back of her throat.
Surely she'll choke, he thought to himself, but he made no move to withdraw
his hardened rod from her willing mouth. He could feel his sensitive flesh
ripple along the ridged roof of her mouth and he could barely discern the
sharp edges of her teeth as they glided over his slippery length.


His balls were still cupped protectively in her palm, and the other hand
was clasped around what little remained of his prick, where it furled and 
unfurled around the base stimulating it on to even greater length.


Inside her velvety mouth, her tongue teased the tiny opening at the head
of his cock, darting in and out of the slit, trying to suck whatever cum
might be lurking there.


Her teeth pressed gently against the under channel, playing with its
venous surface, and her lips slipped up and down, stopping just under the
spreading folds of the head as her hand drew the instrument out.


Carla labored on as if in a trance. Her head pumped abandonly from side
to side, slavishly licking every inch of the monstrous pole, sucking harder
and harder, her tongue swirling faster and faster. She could taste the
mildly sweet-sour taste of John's cum which was beginning to form at the
tiny opening, and the bloated head felt heavy in her mouth. Her hand
automatically pumped at the sperm-loaded balls, frantically pummeling them,
trying to send their life-giving seed on their way. She could feel the
hard knobby head pressing painfully against her larynx, but she made no
move to ease the giant instrument a little further out of her lips --
instead she seemed to be trying to swallow even more of it in her
completely filled mouth.


A blissful rapture was seeping all over John. He felt as if his head were
floating, reaching up for dizzy sensual heights. He felt as if every
muscle and vein in his body were bursting with passion and he felt sure
smoke must be rising from his skin, so intense were the fires burning
inside him. The water and trees around him swam before his eyes, and he
foolishly felt that the whole universe had started to spin faster on its
axis, and that he and Carla alone were standing still in the world.


Just when the beginnings of a wild, uncontrollable release were starting
to take hold of him, the warning ray that never sleeps in the human brain,
regardless of the situation, tolled an alarm. Dimly, he was aware of
footsteps behind him, and he tried to turn his head to see who the intruder
was. But all his faculties were concentrated on the tremendous pounding of
pleasure that was hammering away in his loins, and he anxiously strained
for the ultimate release.


Suddenly, the world was spinning, and John felt himself falling. For a
split second, he was confused. He thought he had reached an unknown
pinnacle of pleasure and that he was cumming, but he hit the ground with a
thud so hard that it removed all his doubts.


Dazed, he sprawled there, arms and legs awry, and tried to focus his
swimming eyes on what was happening. He was aware of girlish voices, and
could barely make out Carla laughing, seemingly no longer interested in his
prick that was burning with its unshed passion. Another voice caught his
ears. It sounded familiar but who was it? With an effort, he turned his
head and made out a slight female shape looking down at him. For a moment,
his heart turned a somersault and he thought it was his wife, Iris, who had
discovered them, but thankfully his vision cleared allowing him to see that
the third party was Nancy Harper! What is she doing here? he thought,
puzzled. She was dressed in a brief swimming suit, her long blond hair
blowing in the summer breeze. The sun shone through her golden mane,
sending curious shafts of glowing light reflecting on his face, until he
thought she was some sort of heavenly being appearing before a mere mortal
in all her celestial array. With an effort, he tried to raise himself to
his arms, and was finally able to grunt:


"Nancy, what are you doing here?"


"What are you doing here, Mr. Harrault?" she echoed, a mocking sound in
her still-childish voice. He could hardly believe that this mini-temptress
standing over him, hands on hips, was the same timid Nancy who crept
mouselike around the camp. "The Younger Generation" flashed through his
mind and he shook his head.


Then he felt a weight on him. He was aware of two female bodies jumping
on him, and then all he felt was a tangle of naked arms and legs. They
pulled at him, tugging on his limbs, and succeeding in rolling him over and
over until he found himself at the edge of the lake. The water lapped in
on the three of them, writhing there on the shore, drenching his tee shirt.


He heard himself laughing, and he began to splash the water over the two
sprites, and they cavorted and played at the water's edge like three young
dolphins. He felt his tee shirt being lifted off his back and a strange
wild feeling, a desire to retaliate, possessed him and he began to rip at
whatever shreds of clothing his fingers landed on. He ripped off a
swimming suit top, with someone's help, a suit bottom and various other
articles of clothing, until there was no more, and the three of them were
stark naked, the water seeping invitingly in and out of whatever orifices
and nooks it would find.


Their girlish giggles sounded in the forest, and he felt as if a great
weight had been lifted from him. He felt as young as they were, unburdened
by any of the griefs of an adult.


Then, exhausted by his kiddish playfulness, he sank back on the beach,
begging his girl companions to give him a breather. He was half in the
water, the water covering his legs, and the wet coldness of it felt as
relaxing as a cool drink.


The two girls sat side by side, whispering conspiratorially, and John let 
his glance fall on the golden hue of Nancy's petite, thirteen- year-old
body. Her long yellow hair fanned down to almost her waist, and her
rosebud breasts, their delicate pink nipples showing like the heart of some
beautiful flower, swelled up proudly from her smooth flesh. He could see a
faint flaxen down covering her pubic mound, and her entire body was only
just beginning to take on a womanly appearance. He gulped at the sight of
this beautiful nymph, her pale golden appearance greatly enhanced by the
sultry darkness of Carla.


Suddenly, they were on top of him again, knocking the breath out of him.
His prick had died of neglect and it was just a soft mass of flesh cuddled
between his thighs, hiding itself in the knotted pubic curls.


He now felt it being raised again and gently taken between two hands.
Looking down, he saw that Carla had again resumed her position between his
legs, and was beginning to stroke new life into his disappointed prick. He
could feel it stirring beneath her feathery touch and he could see the
crinkly skin of his balls moving and writhing, like some giant sluggish
insect. He spread his legs, allowing more room for Carla's slender body,
and lay back, basking in the attention and the sunshine. He closed his
eyes, reveling in the new warmth which was spreading from his loins over
his whole body.


Then he felt a moistness, and warmness over his face, and he opened his
eyes in time to see a shadow descending over him. Before he could pull
away, the moist, fleshy mass settled itself on his mouth and for an
instance panic seized him as his breath was cut off. Adjusting his head
slightly, he became aware that it was Nancy! She had placed her young cunt
directly over his mouth! Her spicy feminine odor permeated his nose and
already he could taste a drop of her sweet, excited lubricant which escaped
from her hungry cunt.


Tentatively, he flicked out his tongue and dabbed at the moist pink split
above him. He felt Nancy jerk back from the unexpected contact and then
settle herself back on his tongue. He began to swipe at her luscious
pussy, twirling his tongue around the moistening folds and crevices of her
virginal orifice, eliciting tiny gasps of pleasure from her. His searching
organ found the tip of her clitoris, and began to massage the tiny bud,
gently titillating the very tip. He traced his tongue along the
sparsely-haired lips, which were already beginning to throb and swell with
the blood that was rushing into them. He tickled the frayed pink edges of
her tiny inner lips feeling their ragged pulsating edges. He dabbed at the
small cuntal opening, and he heard Nancy's breath come in pants, in time to
his tonguing dabs.


He raised his hands, and placed one on either side of her, squeezing her 
widespread hips. His fingers caressed the smooth golden flesh, pulling and
stroking in wide circular movements. Her hands automatically began to
massage his shoulders, slipping in and out of the bony hollows. They ran
along his rough neck, petting the bumpy skin. They slipped up to his hair,
where they dug into the strands, and massaged his head, kneading the skin
and pulling at his short dark hair.


John began to suck voraciously at the proffered cunt above him. He licked
the tender flesh, drawing its nectar-sweet juices into his mouth. His teeth
nipped at the soft edges, trapping it here and there, while the tongue
teased the imprisoned flesh unmercifully. Her clitoris began to increase
in size under his ministrations and he bit into it with a series of teasing
little bites, each one sending an electric charge through her twitching
body. His tongue jabbed at the contracting cuntal opening, and then he
surged it forward and buried the tip in her warm cuntal depths. A deep
sigh escaped her as she felt the organ snaking out from between his lips
and hungrily searching in the warm wet walls of her pussy. She could feel
it lick along the inner grooves, and darting ever deeper into her inner
sanctum.


John could feel her velvety vaginal sheath contracting over his tongue,
and he began to swirl it around faster and faster, whipping up a froth of
lubricant, which dripped from her vagina and foamed at the corner of his
mouth. His face was becoming flushed from his exertion, and also from the
fantastic manipulation of Carla's mouth on his prick.


It had risen again like a phoenix and was now towering out from his loins.


Carla was purring like a kitten around the hard pillar of his cock and her
throat muscles were milking it in a manner he had never experienced before.


The whole length of her tongue washed the underside of his shaft with her
saliva. Then she withdrew his shaft from her mouth and John stifled a
groan as he felt the dripping rod exposed to the coolness of the air. She
leaned slightly forward and began to paint his balls with her juices, still
holding his thick cock firmly by the base. He felt the sperm bloated sacs
quiver as she trailed her wet tongue over them, and then once again she
enclosed the turbulent prick in her mouth and continued to exploit it in an
effort to milk it dry, increasing his fever a hundredfold.


John's head was still imprisoned between Nancy's thighs, and he burrowed
his tongue deep into her slippery passage. Her thighs clenched tightly
around his face, squeezing his face unmercifully. He licked at the juice
of her flowing cunt, her pungent fermenting moistness coating his face.
His strange lewd sucking sounds echoed in the forest, and all that mattered
to him at that moment was the delicious pussy that was splayed open to his
questing mouth.


Little mewls of pleasure were gurgling from Nancy's lips as she rode him
like an equestrian heroine, not relinquishing for a moment her thigh-grip
on him for a moment. Her body moved with a rhythm of its own, and she
ground her pussy hungrily down on John's trapped face. He could feel the
walls of her cunt closing in on him in even stronger contractions, and his
tired tongue worked feverishly to sustain the heights that it had
initiated.


He could also feel Carla's voice vibrating somewhere around his cock and
occasionally little moans of pleasure escaped from around his
still-spreading prick.


Opening his eyes, he saw the ecstatically contorted face of Nancy waving
above him, her eyes closed, her mouth half-open and working grotesquely.
Her small breasts were bobbing in the air, and thin rivulets of sweat ran
down the small valley between their youthful orbs. Her taut stomach
palpitated with the force of her grinding down on his face, and the downy
surface of her pubic mound was glistening with perspiration. He raised his
hand and began to knead the rocking moons of her ass, shaping the flesh
with his fingers like dough.


His entire body was on fire, buffeted between the two girls. He was
coated with perspiration, and tremors convulsed him.


His prick was leaping obscenely into Carla's sucking mouth, and he could
feel the fomentation swirling in his balls. Red-hot pokers jabbed at his
flesh, and boiling lava coursed through his veins.


Suddenly, a catlike wail sounded in the stillness, and then:


"I'm cuuummmmiiinnngggggg!" and Nancy was bucking and rearing like a wild
thing, bouncing up and down on his face until he thought that he would be
disfigured. Her warm juices flowed down over his mouth and nose, their
honeylike sweetness seeping in through his facial orifices. Her small tight
young cunt was convulsing demonically, and he felt a tremendous ache at the
root of his tongue, where the mouth of her hot little hole was pulling at
the flicking organ in a desperate attempt to swallow it entirely.


Just then, the brushfire within him raged out of all control, and he felt
his own body begin a lewd dance of wanton abandon and he jerked and tossed,
unseating the now satiated Nancy. Carla still clung by her mouth to his
gushing cock, and her face billowed and hollowed as she hungrily swallowed
every last drop of his molten semen. She gasped and sputtered and drops of
his foaming white cum overflowed out the corners of her mouth.


Then, all three of them lay there, satiated and spent from their 
lust-crazed orgy, sensual desire swelling out of every sinew and bone in
their bodies, and little trickles of cum trailing in the water that lapped
around their bodies, to be swept out and buried in the womb of the lake.
Chapter 7.
---------


Iris woke up with a headache. As usual, she saw that John had already
risen, although it was only 7:00 a.m. Downcast in spirit, she got out of
bed and hastily threw on a loose fitting dress. She ambled into the
kitchen and was relieved to see that John had left some coffee for her.


As she drank the strengthening liquid, she glanced out the kitchen window,
and saw John out there, saddling one of the horses. Now where is he off to
so early? she thought.


As if in answer to her thoughts, she spotted Carla and Nancy riding on
ahead. Still half asleep, she began to think that he must be giving them
swimming lessons, just like he had for the past several days.


She pondered over the dreariness of the past few days. They had dragged
by, each day seeming longer than the one before. She hadn't spoken a word
to John since that awful anal rape in the stable. And he hadn't said
anything to her, either. And, to cap it all, Conquest's sprain had gotten
much worse as a result of the anguish John had caused him by raping her in
front of him, and making him batter the stall gate with his sprained hoof.
The combination of events lead Iris to feel an almost unnatural loathing
for her husband, and she was desperately seeking ways to get even with him.


But he was so busy during the day, she hardly saw him. Always with the
girls -- giving them lessons, going to the village with them, taking them
to the movies.


In the back of her mind, a nagging question recurred. Was he really
teaching the girls to swim? He always seemed to be with Carla and Nancy --
none of the others got any private lessons! Suspicion growing in her mind,
she got up and dashed out to the yard in time to see John swing out towards
the woods. She ran over to the paddock and hastily slapping a bridle on
one of the horses, she leaped up and cantered off in the direction that
John had taken. Careful to keep him a respectful distance in front, she
was surprised to see that he didn't stop at the usual swimming area, but
cantered on, making a circle of the lake. Silently, she followed him, and
finally, in the distance, she saw him dismount. Ducking behind the trees
so he wouldn't see her, she stealthily traced the path he had taken.


She tethered the horse a few hundred yards from where she could see three
other horses, and then began to creep through the woods. She was afraid 
that the birds would give their usual warning -- telling everyone that
someone was creeping through the forest -- but fortunately, this morning
they obliged by keeping quiet.


She heard the laughter of feminine voices and then the huskier guffaw of
her husband's voice. As the voices got louder, she craned her neck in an
attempt to see the trio.


Finally, she approached a clearing, and could see through the trees a
small waterfall, chattering over the rocks. She edged closer and finally
she was separated from the clearing only by single trees.


For a moment, she saw nothing and was just about to step into view, when
the naked laughing figure of her husband dashed past, only a few feet away
from her. He was looking over his shoulder and he almost bent double with
laughter. He was galloping around in circles, and Iris could barely stop
herself from dashing out there herself and confronting him. Then she
gasped. Another naked figure ran into view -- it was Carla, her long dark
hair flowing behind her, her arms outstretched, trying to reach John. Her
shaded young pubic triangle gleamed against her bronze skin, and her long
slender legs rippled with the efforts of her gait. Iris had barely time to
draw a breath before she caught sight of yet another figure -- this time it
was Nancy, running on her shorter legs, her long blond hair like a golden
cloud about her small face. Even from the distance, Iris could see her gray
eyes were sparkling and her cherry red mouth was open, revealing perfect
white teeth. The tip of her pointed pink tongue darted out to wet her
lips, and her small breasts bobbed and bounced from the jaunting movement
of her body. All three were playing some kind of lewd game of naked tag,
and the places they were trying to touch were not the usual places either!


Blind fury convulsed Iris as she watched her husband frolicking like a
lascivious satyr with wood nymphs.


Unable to stand it any longer, Iris dashed out, her hands doubled into
fists, her dress riding up around her thighs.


"You dirty bastard!" she screamed, "You dirty old man!"


All three of the naked figures stopped their game abruptly and looked at
her. Her hair was all askew, stuck with brambles and leaves. Her face was
contorted and saliva was forming into flecks of foam at her lips. Her arms
were raised in a typical John L. Sullivan pose and her shift was so high
they could see the nylon of her panties.


Iris made straight for John and began to pummel him with her fists, all
the while mouthing obscenities at him. He, surprised beyond belief, just 
stood there, mouth open, staring at the strange sight, impervious even to
her stinging blows.


Carla and Nancy, at first dismayed by the sudden entry of Iris, regained
their cool and began to laugh with gusto at the ludicrous sight. Iris was
kicking freely at John, and she landed one hard thump on his shin, causing
John to lift the attacked leg and bellow in rage.


The two girls began to jump up and down, complete children again in their
enjoyment of the tragicomedy, and began to clap their hands, egging John on
to defend himself against his angered wife.


The pain of the sharp blow to his shin brought John to his senses and he
lunged forward, tackling Iris like a football player, bringing them both to
the ground.


She continued to kick and swing at him, digging up the ground in her
efforts, and pine needles and other leaves flew up, coating the perspiring
pair. Finally John was able to subdue his enraged wife by pinning her arms
back and sitting on her legs. Trapped though she was, she continued to
spew invectives at her husband, her face a deformed picture of rage,
covered with leaves and dirt.


"Bastard ..." she howled. "No-good bum ..."


John, seeing the funny appearance his wife presented, grime-covered as she
was, couldn't suppress a laugh.


"What kind of wildlife do we have here?" he asked, prodding at her with
his free hand. "A dirt-covered fishwife, fresh from the forest!" Carla and
Nancy laughed uproariously, adding fuel to Iris's smouldering fire.


"Let's see what this bird looks like without feathers!" he sang, and began
to pull her dress from her imprisoned body. She tried to struggle, but
pinioned as she was, the attempt was futile. He managed to remove her
dress, and then flicked her bra and removed it. He reached down and began
to roll down her panties. Iris, her legs released for a split second,
kicked out furiously, and landed a hard blow to John's chin, knocking him
completely off balance.


Iris leaped up, her panties still just above her knees, and began to run
toward the woods. The girls, galvanized into action by the sight of the
fleeing woman, gave chase. Usually a strong and fast runner, Iris was
hampered by the confining panties above her knees, and before she had fled
many yards, the two younger girls caught up with her. They grabbed her,
one on either side, and managed to slow her down. Tired from her struggle,
the older woman was no match for the equal strength of Nancy and superior
power of Carla. Triumphantly, the two girls marched back to the clearing
with their prisoner, like natives capturing a fleeing missionary.


John had recovered from the blow, but her strike for freedom had awakened
the anger which never seemed to be far from the surface as far as Iris was
concerned.


He instructed the girls to make Iris lie flat on the ground. They
gleefully complied, and she was stretched out, Nancy sitting on her legs
and Carla holding down her arms.


He could see his wife quivering in fear, and he relished the look of
fright on her face. Her legs were slightly spread and he could see a faint
pulsing of her pussy. Sweat was running in trickles down between her legs,
and her breasts were heaving. Her entire body was streaked with dirt, and
she looked like a captive primitive jungle maiden.


He paced up and down, stroking his chin, pondering over what to do with
her.


Finally, he snapped his fingers and said:


"I've got it! Nancy, why don't you give Iris a little kissing and loving
to make up for what we've done!"


Nancy stared at him for a moment, and then a salacious grin spread across
her young features. She glanced at Iris's unprotected pussy and then back
at John. Her eyes were flashing as if in expectancy of what was to come.
Again, she swiped her tongue over her dust-covered lips, and returned her
gaze to Iris's trembling pussy.


John reached down and replaced Nancy as custodian of Iris's feet, and
grasping an ankle in either hand, spread her legs wide, and then sat back,
still grasping her ankles, allowing plenty of room for Nancy, who was
settling herself between the widespread legs.


Iris, recognizing what was to come, tried to struggle, but she was held in
a viselike grip and couldn't move. A broken sob escaped her throat and she
could only grit her teeth.


To John's surprise, he saw Nancy almost immediately lower her head and
take a closer look at the pink throbbing delicacy between his wife's legs.
Her small hands began to knead the fleece-covered pubic mound, and John was
surprised by the expert motion of the young girl.


He raised his eyes quizzically to Carla, who nodded her head.


"Yes," she said, with the air of a successful teacher, "she's pretty good
at it, too. She's been doing it to me for weeks so she's had plenty of
practice!"


John opened his mouth in amazement and was about to reply, when his
attention was caught by the action beside him.


Nancy was slowly spreading the soft, hair-rimmed flanges of his wife's
cunt, her thumb and forefinger pressed out on either side. She drew apart
the outer lips, and craning his neck, John could see the pink frayed edges
of her inner pussy lips come into view. The tip of her pink-budded
clitoris was barely visible through the maze of black pubic hair, and
Nancy's eyes widened at the voracious sight in front of her. Greedily, she
ran her eyes over the moist throbbing folds, the jagged edges of her cuntal
hole, which were pulsing slightly, the darkened crinkled skin of her anus,
barely noticeable wedged between the full rounded folds of her buttocks.


The blue veins stood out prominently against her smooth inner thighs and
above the upraised mound, her flat stomach quivered. Raising her eyes,
Nancy could see the shivering mounds of Iris's breasts, the nipples still
flush with the flowing pink areolae. The tanned orbs rose up proudly,
forming a deep golden valley. Nancy swept her eyes down the finely
sculpted form of the older woman, and noted the fine sweep of her hips, the
tiny puckered navel which gave way to a thin line of jet black hairs which
fell all the way to her dark pubic triangle.


Then her gray eyes darted back automatically to the sight in front of her.


She raised a finger and guided it toward the tight quivering little apex.
She felt Iris jerk back from the touch of her finger on her open vaginal
alit, but continued to stroke the narrow furrow, digging in underneath the
shielding outer lips. She ran the tip of her finger along the ragged edges
of the pale mauve inner lips and touched the sensitive button of her
clitoris. A violent spasm convulsed through Iris as she felt an alien
finger on her most erogenous area. But the finger remained in place and
began to gently stroke the tiny tip, coaxing it into hardness. Nancy could
feel the tip growing under her touch and continued her massaging, reveling
in the sight of the growing miniature cock. She could see that the outer
lips were beginning to swell with passion -- they assumed a reddish color
and began to throb visibly. She dropped her finger to the viscous opening
and probed tentatively at it, sending fresh shudders spasming through the
older woman. She inserted the tip of her finger inside the moist opening,
and immediately the walls contracted the closed in around her finger and
began an involuntary but rhythmic throbbing movement. She insinuated her
finger further in, and began to swirl it gently around. To her surprise, 
this made Iris moan with pleasure -- little whimpers of joy came from her,
and her hips began a slight, but definite, rotation on the skewering
finger.


John was amazed. He was witness of the slight flush which was spreading
over his wife's body, and he could hardly believe his ears when he heard
her begin to whine with pleasure. He released his strong grip on her legs,
and they immediately folded up and tried to encircle the girl who was
laboring between them. Shaking his head in disbelief, John sat back, happy
with his ringside view of the exciting show.


Reluctantly, Nancy withdrew her finger from the tempting hole, and began
to massage Iris's inner thighs. The withdrawal elicited gasps of outrage
from Iris but she was somewhat mollified by the sensuous caresses which
Nancy was lavishing on her thighs. Then, Nancy pushed the thighs further
apart, and pressed back on her knees, so that Iris's legs were raised up
and Nancy had a better view and closer access to her womanhood.


Slowly, Nancy lowered her head towards the warm visibly pulsating spot.


"Mmmmmmmm ..." Iris sighed as she felt Nancy's cool tongue make contact
with her involuntarily moistening cunt. Little ripples of pleasure raced
along her flesh, and a sensuous serpentlike writhing again followed
involuntarily. Nancy began to lick at the soft skin, her tongue swirling
here and there, lapping up the delicious cunt-nectar. The tip probed into
every nook and cranny, every hidden crevice of her cunt, searching,
seeking, drawing out every last drop of seeping vaginal honey. It played
with the burgeoning bud of her clitoris, tantalizing it. It darted into
the roseate cuntal opening, which blossomed open like a flower over the
darting organ. Nancy surged forward, her tongue working frantically,
twirling, slashing inside the older woman's now steaming depths. Deeper
and deeper it plunged, lashing around in her hungrily contracting vaginal
sheath. On and on she slavered, plowing her frenzied tongue in and
withdrawing it out again, making wet sluicing sounds as it plopped out.
She ran the length of it down to where the little anal mouth lay hidden,
and dabbed at the tiny puckered nether entrance. The strange sensation
made her clench her smooth buttock spheres together but the ubiquitous
tongue found its way and began to brush teasingly over the clenched mouth
of her rectum.


Her hips began to wave in time to the probing rhythm of the organ digging
into her, and the ripples gave way to great waves of tumultuous pleasure.
She closed her eyes, giving her body over completely to the torrential
ecstasy. God, she had no idea it would be as good as this. The thought
that this was depraved, this enjoyment of a little girl's body crossed
Iris's mind, but she blanked it out. All that really counted was the 
delicious pleasure that this girl-child was giving to her hungry
love-denied cunt. The sensations that swept through her at the tantalizing
swipe of the girl's tongue were greater than she had ever experienced
before. The maddening lashes were whipping her into a maniacal frenzy and
with superhuman strength she tore her arms away from Carla's imprisoning
grip and flung them down on Nancy's head. Desperately, she pushed the
girl's head down even further between her legs. She could feel Nancy's hot
breath explode from her body and pour into her widened vagina, adding to
her tremendous pleasure. She raised her knees up even further and clasped
the girl around the sides of her head, imprisoning her even more securely.


Nancy's entire face was now covered by Iris's voracious cunt and the
warmness of the woman's body heated her own flushed visage. She could feel
Iris's hands digging into her head, pushing her down and she thought she
would suffocate. But she kept on slavering, her reptilian tongue working
furiously, lewdly inciting the older woman to even greater abandon.


John was mesmerized by the scene. He had no idea that the depraved act
would affect his wife so much. He had never seen her like this, not even
in the throes of their most uninhibited lovemaking. A momentary pang of
jealousy stabbed him but he suppressed it. After all, who was he to deny
his wife her pleasure, whatever way she found it, particularly in view of
the way he had found his? So he contented himself with being an audience
to the perverted scene, his eyes fixed with a glassy stare, anxious not to
miss a single second of it.


Carla, too, was hypnotized by the lewd slavering. She was well acquainted
with Nancy's active tongue, and watching the older woman being favored with
its thrilling touch, she felt herself cheated and wanted to feel the same
pleasure that it was obvious Iris was feeling.


She could see that Iris needed no restraining grasp from her so she was
going to take her pleasure where she could find it, too.


Her attention was drawn to the madly flicking tongue of Iris, darting out,
trying to coat her parched lips with saliva. Her mouth was half open, and
her eyes were rolling crazily in her head, and she was tossing from side to
side, her hands locked tightly, in Nancy's hair.


Bending over, Carla reached out and touched one of Iris's bouncing
breasts. She felt it stiffen under her touch and the nipple leaped into
longitude, pulling the brownish surrounding skin with it, making it wrinkle
and squirm. She toyed with the other bud, pulling and tweaking it until
it, too, jutted out from the golden flesh of her breast.


Lowering herself still further, she closed her mouth over one of the 
flushed buds, and began to suck fiercely on it.


The new sensation sent streaks of ecstasy rocketing through Iris and her
mind was lost in a lustful daze of pleasure. She didn't know who was
sucking and licking her breasts and she didn't care. The, important thing
was that they were getting attention, and what attention!


Carla trapped the burgeoning bud in her mouth, holding it with her teeth,
and wrapping her lips around her breast, until almost half of the firm
fleshy mound was buried in her mouth. Then she began to tease the
incarcerated nipple, biting at the areola, and flicking her tongue into the
tip.


Iris writhed from this incredible new feeling, and tried to push her chest
up to enclose more and more of her twin orbs in that delicious velvety
mouth.


Carla's hair hung down and grazed delightfully against her body, trailing
in the deep cleft of her breasts, and tickling her sides. Carla released
her tit and started to trace a hot wet snaillike path over her whole upper
body. She slavered over her throat, her neck, her ears, until finally, she
came to Iris's lips.


Iris blanched. She didn't know if she could take this -- a woman's lips
fully on hers, but she didn't have time to decide. Carla was pressing her
full lips down on the older woman's, and began to kiss her, a long deep
soulful kiss. Gently, Carla pried Iris's teeth apart, and inserted her
tongue into the warm cavern of her mouth. Carla's tongue darted forward,
and finding Iris's inert organ, began to challenge it, until involuntarily,
Iris's tongue rose up and began to dance with Carla's. The two organs
entwined, and they swirled around and around. Iris felt her head twirling
with her tongue. This kiss was like nothing she had felt before. She
wanted this girl's tongue down her throat. She began to suck it in, trying
to draw it entirely into her mouth, while her own tongue fenced madly,
dashing back and forth, playing with the other. Then she reversed it.
Iris insinuated her tongue into Carla's mouth, and pressed forward, making
Carla gag from the pressure of Iris's tongue pulsating against her larynx.


Then, to Iris's dismay, she felt Carla withdraw and move away from her.
Disappointment crowded in on her and tears started to form in her eyes.


But suddenly, a weight descended on her face and she felt her breath cut
off and her vision darkened. Something warm, moist, clinging, was on her
face. It was Carla! For a moment, Iris was put off-guard by the sweet
fragrance of Carla's cunt -- it smelled of beautiful roses, and the
softness of it clung tantalizingly to her face. She felt Carla settle 
herself over her, burying her nose and mouth in her cunt.


Gingerly, Iris extended the tip of her tongue and it flicked briefly at
the tender outer area. Carla flinched from the wonderful touch and Iris,
encouraged by her reaction, reached her tongue out again and swept it along
the full length of the young furrow.


"Aaaaaaaaahhhhhh ..." Carla sighed, her hands falling to caress Iris's
upper face and hair.


Iris's tongue swept out and began to kiss the soft feathery down on
Carla's pubes, leaving it wet and slick like a kitten that has just been
washed. She tripped her tongue along the outer lips, tasting her pungent
woman-odor, and licking at the tender inner folds. Her tongue found the
crinkled edges of her fine little lips, and sucked on the minute fringes.
She dabbed at the tiny clitoris, nestling just below the dark curtain of
hair, and teased the very tip, feeling it already beginning to stiffen.
Her tongue roamed around, testing her and searching there, until it found
the petallike flower of her cunt. It flicked at the sensuous opening and
Carla gasped and sighed above her, grinding her hips down over Iris in a
desperate attempt to suck the organ into her inner cuntal depths.


Iris reamed her tongue forward, slicing into the wet, open pussy flesh.
It jumped around inside her cunt, slashing and poking at the hidden walls,
the dark and secret corners of Carla's cunt.


Iris had never believed that orally fucking another woman could be so
heavenly as this. At the same time, the intense tongue fucking she was
getting below incited her to greater action, striving to give Carla the
magnificent satisfaction she herself was getting. She felt an overwhelming
love and desire for these two beautiful young girls, and she wanted to lave
their bodies with her own love juice.


So she slaved on, her tongue working like a demon possessed of a will of
its own, and she was rewarded by the frenetic jerking of Carla above, who
was writhing and twisting, caught in the whirlwind of a tremendous joy.


Opening her eyes, she saw that Carla's eyes were squeezed shut. Her
beautiful face was flushed and her mouth was opening and closing like a
bellows. Her small breasts, terminating in unbelievably crimson points
were dancing with the force of her thrashing. A thin trickle of sweat was
running down the valley of her breasts to her navel where it disappeared in
the little hole.


Her taut stomach was pounding in and out, and a faint sheen of
perspiration covered the entire smooth plain. Her dark pubic curls, sparse
as they were, were still damp from her ministrations, and Iris could see
the cords standing out on the girl's thighs, so tightly was she clasping at
her head.


Iris could feel Nancy's hands digging into her asscheeks, and her cunt
felt numb from the drubbing it was receiving from Nancy's young voracious
tongue.


Iris felt her own hips begin to jerk like a whiplash, and suddenly her
entire body took up the dance, and she was flailing like a dervish. An
overwhelming tide of pleasure washed over her and spasm after spasm of
convulsive rapture shook her body. Gurgles of insane shrieks tried to
escape from her throat but the words caught and blew unheard into the wide
splayed cunt of the girl sitting on her face. But then, as surely as if
she'd said it herself, Iris heard:


"I'm cuuummmiiiiinnnnggggg!!" It was Carla, and she began to pound her
loins even more brutally into Iris's gasping face, until she thought she
would be broken into bits.


Through her satiated eyes, Iris could see Carla's arms waving akimbo, and
her body was thrashing and spinning out of control. Her own body still
twitched from the last licks which Nancy was administering, and the madly
cavorting figure of Carla pulled Iris over until all three of them were
writhing in unadulterated passion, arms and legs and cunts and mouths
entwined, until they all finally lay still, the warm juices of their
orgasms still flowing from their womanly orifices.
Chapter 8.
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Slowly, sanity returned to Iris's lust-depraved mind. Her body felt
sticky and hot and it was with an effort that she managed to drag her frame
up off the ground. She was aware of John standing over her, staring at
her. He had been enthralled by the lewd sight of the three naked women
fucking each other, and he was only just recovering from the spellbinding
sight.


The two girls were swimming off the outward evidence of their lust, and
were romping around like water babies, and just as innocent.


She stared back at the triumphant stare of her husband, and then, averting
her eyes, she struggled into her dress. Turning her back on him, she
limped into the forest, where she found her horse waiting.


She rode slowly back to the house, her cunt still sore from the intense 
oral fucking she had experienced. Her thoughts were full of the two girls.


She was surprised at her own reaction to their lovemaking -- it had never
occurred to her that she could be aroused by female sex. And yet, here it
was. She had been awakened like she had never been before!


She thought about John, remembering how she had come upon him and the
girls naked in the woods. He had been giving them lessons, all right, but
not in swimming, she thought.


Approaching the house, she was surprised to see a strange car in the
driveway. It was a large luxurious limousine, and she could see somebody,
who looked like a chauffeur, sitting inside it. Feeling worried, she
turned the mare out in the paddock and hurriedly walked toward the house,
trying to smooth down her wrinkled shift and shake the brambles out of her
hair.


She went directly into the office, and stopped short when she saw a tall,
strikingly handsome man seated in there, leafing through a magazine.


He stood up when she came in, and smiled at her, a dazzling smile which
transformed his face from merely handsome to totally sensual.


"I'm Peter Stafford," he said, extending his hand. "You must be Mrs.
Harrault."


"Yes, I'm Iris Harrault," she stammered, shaking his hand.


"I've heard a lot about you," he went on. "Carla wrote and told me that
she is really enjoying camp this year, for a change!


Carla! Her numb brain shouted, then this must be her father! Good God,
what does he know? Did she tell him?


"Carla tells me that she has really grown up in the last few weeks," he
went on in his smooth sophisticated voice. "It looks like quite a place
you've got here!"


"I-I'll show you around if you like!" she said, avoiding his eyes.


Grown-up! she thought dazedly. Does that mean that she told him
everything about John, and that he's here to take her away -- and God knows
what else? Her confused thoughts rambled on, as she lead him out of the
office. She knew that Mr. Stafford was a very influential man, being a
magazine publisher, and that if they could only get a good recommendation
from him, their financial troubles would be over and the future of the camp
secure.


"How is Carla, incidentally?" he asked, stopping, halfway down the drive,
and looking at her intently with piercing blue eyes.


"She -- she's fine," Iris mumbled.


"I had some business in Albany, and I thought I'd drop by here and say
hello, on my way back to New York. Is she around?"


"She's at the lake; she'll be back in an hour or so," Iris answered, her
face beet red.


They walked around the immediate grounds, and Iris showed him the
buildings and stables.


As they walked back towards the house, Stafford said:


"You know, it seems like a great place here! I think I'll tell my friends
about it so their kids can get the benefits that Carla has!"


Iris could contain herself no longer. She burst into harsh, racking sobs
which tore themselves from her very core.


Stafford was surprised, but immediately took the situation in hand.


"What is it, Mrs. Harrault?" he asked, "is it something I said?"


"N-nooo ..." she blubbered, clutching at his lapels.


He put an arm reassuringly around her, trying to soothe her, and they
walked back in the direction of the house.
Chapter 9.
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When they reached the house, Iris turned to him.


"Would you like a drink?" she asked, tears still streaming down her face.


"Sure!" he answered enthusiastically, his arm still protectively curled
around her shoulder. "I'll just go tell Jason, so he can stretch his
legs."


Iris waited at the front door, as Stafford walked over to the limousine.
After a minute, Jason got out of the car, and Iris was surprised to see how
tall, and how alike he was to Stafford. After another minute, Jason ambled
off down the wooded drive, and Stafford joined her at the front door. She
lead him out to the summer porch, and he settled himself comfortably on one
of the wicker chairs.


Iris went out to fix the drinks, leaving Stafford alone.


A sophisticated man of the world, Stafford was able to immediately discern
that when a woman appears, flushed, her lips red and swollen, her hair and
dress in disarray, it can mean only thing -- she has just been fucked. He
was sure he was not wrong about Iris, and her sudden bursting into tears
seemed to him to be a confirmation of his assumption.


He figured it must have been someone other than her husband, or else she
wouldn't be so distraught over it. No wonder, Carla is so enthusiastic
over this place, he laughed to himself, fully aware of his daughter's
penchant for eavesdropping and peeping into open doors and windows.


Just then Iris re-entered. She was looking a lot better. Her hair was
brushed and her tears had disappeared. She brought in a bottle of Scotch,
a pitcher of water, and glasses with ice.


She poured a liberal amount of Scotch for them, and offered the water to
Stafford. He refused, smiling, and she decided to drink it straight also.
Her good spirits were returning and the sight of this handsome man in her
front porch made her feel decent, and somehow respectable again.


"Just what is it you do, Mr. Stafford?" she asked, turning her attention
to him again.


"For a start," he answered, "call me Peter. I don't feel old enough to be
called Mr. Stafford by such a lovely young woman as yourself!"


Iris blushed from his casual compliment, and was sorry she hadn't spent
more than a minute tidying herself up. She was beginning to relax more,
feeling quite certain that Carla had not mentioned to him the real reason
for her sudden maturity, and she was enjoying the company of a suave
sophisticated man.


"My company," he went on, "Publishes six different magazines," and he
explained the inner workings of the publications, several of which were
high fashion monthlies.


It sounded very exciting and Iris felt drab in her workaday dress and even
more uninteresting when she mentally compared her life's work with the
occupation of this fascinating man.


They chatted freely, and Iris helped herself to more of the potent Scotch.


Ordinarily, she couldn't touch more than a sip, but somehow today, it
seemed just about as strong as soda. Peter also sipped it liberally as he
expansively explained the psychology behind the glossy fashion magazines.


"So you see," he said airily, "the conspiracy is all against the consumer
-- you -- the woman on the streets, to make her throw out her entire mini
wardrobe, and start afresh with midis, maxis -- the longuettes!"


"You mean it's all a trick to rake in more money for the garment industry,
the magazines, the designers?" Iris could hardly believe that this was the
case, he had always thought that those who designed, advertised and sold
clothes always had the best interests of the woman at heart, always
striving to create a more flattering, cheaper, better garment for her to
wear!


"That's just what I mean!" he continued, "as soon as Miss and Mrs.
Everywoman has been completely sold on the latest style of shoe, dress,
pants, coat, and has gone out and bought, bought, bought -- presto! the
announcement is made -- that style is out! And they all fall for it, like
fishes for bait. Year after year. Of course," he added, "I'm not
complaining! It's money in my pocket. The manufacturers will be even more
delighted over this latest push for the longuette -- they feel justified in
charging more for a maxiskirt than they did for a miniskirt, and the woman
feels less cheated paying a higher price because she figures she's getting
more for her money. The factories were really getting worried, with skirts
being no longer than a wide belt!" He laughed gleefully, and drained his
glass.


Iris sat back in a daze. She was shocked by what she had heard -- she
felt like throwing out every item in her wardrobe and clothing herself with
leaves and twigs! But the daze was also caused by the effect of the
straight Scotch on her -- she was completely unaccustomed to imbibing at
this noon hour, and she had heedlessly downed several glasses. Now she was
feeling it. Her forehead suddenly felt hot, and she brushed the back of
her hand against her brow to cool the burning.


Her gesture was not lost on Peter, who sat back, watching her. He liked
her and he ran his eye appreciatively over her petite, perfectly molded
frame. He could see her breasts jutting out through the thin material of
the dress and he guessed that they would be just as upswept without a bra.
He saw the firm line of her hip through the shift, and the curve of her
thigh was just visible. She had an air of sensuality about her which she
hadn't managed to shake off when she had "tidied" herself up, and this
slightly muddled air made her more appealing in his eyes. Living in the
city, he felt himself to be slightly jaded of the perfect 
not-a-hair-out-of-place girls who abounded in his usual habitats. He felt
in the mood for a taste of naturalness and the surroundings and his hostess
greatly pleased him.


"Are you all right?" he asked, leaning forward slightly.


"Yes, I think so ..."


She started to rise, but suddenly the room swam around her and she felt
herself falling. But she was caught and she didn't reach the ground and
then she felt herself being lifted, and carried. Then she lost
consciousness.


* * *


Opening her eyes, Iris looked around her in amazement. Blinking them, she
tried to focus on the man who was sitting at the edge of the bed. Yes, she
was in bed, she realized, and then gasped when she felt that she was
completely naked! How had she gotten here? Who had undressed her? Her
vision cleared and she recognized the tall man who was looking at her, an
anxious frown on his face. She noticed his dark hair, attractively framed
with gray at the temples, his interesting, slightly craggy face, his deep
blue eyes. She boldly examined his appearance, seemingly unconscious of
the fact that he also was alive and staring back at her. Timidly, she
pulled the blanket up to her chin, and then with great effort, managed to
sit up.


"W-what happened?" she whispered.


"I guess you fainted, and I brought you in here," he replied. "Can I get
you anything?"


"No, I don't think so!" she said, sinking back against the pillow. "Wait,"
she said, "would you bring a damp towel -- my forehead is burning!"


He disappeared into the bathroom immediately, and then Iris relaxed when
she felt the iciness of the wet towel being pressed against her perspiring
brow.


"Mmmmm," she said, "thank you so much. It feels wonderful!"


"You're welcome," he said, leaning his face close to hers. Suddenly, his
mouth was on hers, and he was grinding down on her, in a tight passionate
kiss. She was mildly surprised but she did not resist. His kiss felt so
good. Her tiredness and achiness slipped away from her and she felt her
lips responding to his throbbing kiss. She could feel his breath pouring 
out of his nostrils and warming her face, and she reveled in the feeling.
She strained her lips up against his, clinging to them as best as she could
terrified lest he stop kissing her.


His hand was resting on her naked shoulder, the wet towel forgotten. His
other hand began to stroke her hair, her neck, her shoulders. She quivered
under his light expert touch, and she reached up and encircled him in her
arms, pulling him down on her.


She felt his tongue parting her lips, and she willingly yielded, and then
his tongue slipped inside her teeth, and joyfully united with hers. The
lingual organ felt warm and strong, and its very masculinity sent thrills
through her.


"Oh, Iris ..." he sighed ...


He began to kiss her all over -- hot suctioning kisses that pulled and
clung to her skin, leaving little red blotches. He slowly drew back the
blanket and exposed her naked body to his stare. He gazed appreciatively
down at her golden form -- greedily drinking in the mold of her natural
upswept breasts, the smooth line of her waist fanning out slightly to
well-covered silky hips, descending to satiny thighs. His gaze came to
rest on the dark shimmering triangle of her pubic bush, and she felt a
burning there from the intensity of his stare.


Peter felt his prick begin to pulsate feverishly as it grew along his leg,
forcing itself heavily against the material of his pants. He felt the
blood-inflated head burning into the flesh of his inner thigh like a red
hot poker. As he gloated over the sensuous curves of her body, his
lust-hardened prick began a hot throbbing which was growing into a steady
ache.


He reached for her and his hands closed over her shoulders and her skin
felt soft and firm at the same time. He momentarily expected her to try
and draw away, but he could sense her straining against him, trying to push
her body into his hands. He stared at her breasts in the sunlight and the
tantalizing flesh glimmered like bronze sculptures. Reaching down, he
brushed one pink bud with his lips and it seemed to increase and harden and
turn a deeper shade. The very tip was a blood red color and he enveloped
it in his mouth, swallowing half the soft, resilient flesh at the same
time, and Iris emitted a sudden gasp as the fleshy nipple swelled even more
against the sharp edges of his teeth.


He ran his hands over her back and down over her slender waist, and his
fingers closed on the satiny orbs of her buttocks which were set enticingly
high beneath her small waist. Her entire body trembled under his touch, 
and his fingers transmitted its pliancy, its lack of resistance to his
delighted brain.


She was staring up at him with half-closed eyes, and she didn't fail to
see the growing bulge between his legs. Her body was aching with desire
very nerve ending was quivering with longing and she wanted this man --
this stranger -- to fuck her, yes, fuck her, right here in her own bed!
She didn't care that her own husband and his daughter might come in at any
moment and catch them in their forbidden passion -- all she wanted was his
arms around her, his prick in her, ramming all the way up deep into her
belly.


The abuse she had suffered at the hands of her husband during the past few
weeks had drawn her attention to certain facets of her personality -- there
were certain, murky things which attracted her, that she liked, that she
responded to. And being fucked by a veritable stranger was one of these
things! She was no longer ashamed of her secret desires. If she was going
to be able to tolerate her husband's infidelity at all, she would have to
look deeper into herself and find compensations. And that's what I'm
doing, she thought as she watched Carla's father fumbling with his shirt
and then he cast the garment from his back. Iris admired his broad chest,
and was attracted by the dark hair which covered its entire surface, all
the way down to the navel. As he unzipped his fly, and rolled down his
pants, she could see the darkness of hair continued all the way down. Then
as he eased off his shorts, his cock, already in the advanced stages of
tumescence, soared into view, freed at last from the prison of his pants.
It swung up like a giant pillar knifing the air, the bulbous head shining
an iridescent purple. She drew in her breath at the sight of its full
length, and its unusual circumference. She wondered for a fleeting moment
if she could take it all inside her vagina, and then she knew she didn't
really care. It didn't matter if it only went halfway in, she wanted it
inside her. She had to have it!


His hand trailed down the sweeping curve of her hips and came to rest on
the soft ebony triangle. His fingers buried themselves in the velvety
folds of her cunt, feeling the palpitating lips swollen and wet, waiting
for him.


She flexed her hips forward, thrusting her eager pussy onto his fingers,
and she gasped aloud as he searched and wormed them through the gleaming
wet walls.


Then he lowered himself over her and began kissing the soft, resilient
mounds of her breasts once more, teasing and taunting the rubbery nipples
to greater erection with an almost brutal pressure of his lips.


She trembled with delight, whimpering softly, as his hands moved freely
over bar body, exploring every curve and twist of her smooth flesh. His
mouth followed his hands, his tongue flashing out, coating erogenous areas
here and there, probing at the tiny orifice of her navel. She pushed his
head down, her hands clutching wildly at his head, until his tongue was
rooting through the curly mop of pubic hair, and then found the tumescence
of her clitoral bud, and gathered the tiny tip in his mouth. The flesh of
her cunt was smooth and silky, her very willingness increasing his desire
for it, and he licked and sucked at the fragrant split with relish.


Peter's prick was a throbbing mass of burning sensation and raising his
head, he pulled himself up slightly, and, using his knees to lever her
trembling thighs apart, he placed the full length of the stiffened organ
against her willing crotch. He felt her squirm back from the hardness of
it, and he flexed his hips, accustoming her soft silky flesh to the
stiffened rod.


Slowly, he took the bloated shaft of flesh in his hand and guided the
inflated head towards the gleaming entrance to her willing body. He
hesitated there for a moment, pressing slightly against her tight,
throbbing cuntal hole.


"Oh, put it in ... please fuck me ... please fuuuccckkkkk me ... Peter
...!" she shrilled, and leaning her hand down, she grabbed the thick pole
and rammed forward with it, impaling herself like a butterfly on the
hardened cock flesh.


Peter sensing her urgency, surged forward and sunk the instrument to the
very hilt in her cavernous sheath.


"Oh ... oh ... oh ... oh ... it's so goood ..." she sighed, thrusting up
her buttocks to skewer herself even more on his manhood.


He sliced through her cuntal passage until the large tip came to rest
gently on her cervix.


He lowered his hands, and cupping the soft resilient moons of her ass,
raised her crotch up even more, and pressed forward, grinding around the
entrance to her womb. The unexpected and novel contact made her catch her
breath, and then she began to squeeze like a tiny bearded mouth with her
cunt, contracting in and out, sucking hungrily on the hardened shaft
imbedded deep in her belly.


Iris's body jackknifed against him with the electric contact of his penis
against her womb; her whole being began to oscillate wildly and she began
to moan in wild cadence. She ground up against him as he bore down into 
her, and suddenly, she reached up with her arms and pulled his face down on
hers. This time, she forced open his teeth and shoved her willing tongue
into his mouth. Together, their organs danced a lewd dance, whipping up
saliva which flew from their working mouths like surf from the sea on a
windy day.


She raised her legs and spreading them out wide, obscenely locked them
around his back and she returned thrust for deep thrust, rising up
completely from the bed, hanging from him like a baby monkey.


His cock sawed mercilessly in and out, plowing forward all the way until
their dark pubic hairs entwined and were indistinguishable, and she felt
his balls smack soundly against her upraised ass crevice, and then he drew
it slowly out, and he could feel the warm, fleshy ridges of her cunt
clinging to it, and looking down, he saw the ragged edges, pink and moist,
as they stuck to his burgeoning cock.


His hands kneaded her buttocks furiously, digging into the soft flesh.
Suddenly, his fingers dipped and trailed along the widely stretched
crevice, searching for her hidden anus. Suddenly, he found it, and she
jerked away, his maddening probing more than she could take. His fingertip
found the tiny working nether ring and again, began to insinuate itself
into the tight opening, past the restricting sphincter muscles.


She shrieked at the initial pain when his finger slipped past the vainly
resisting rectal mouth, and began to worm further up into heir soft rubbery
depths. But there was now no more pain -- her husband's brutal rape of
days past had stretched her rectal passage forever. She began to enjoy the
feel of his finger tunneling in there and she screwed her buttocks down on
the burgeoning finger, delighting in the double impalement.


His finger and cock began to screw into her with long rhythmic strokes,
until her body was buffeted between the two skewers, and she could feel
them brush against each other through the thin dividing membrane separating
the twin passage down between her legs. The double fucking carried her
body to the heights of passionate abandon, and her skin rippled with the
sheer wanton quality of it. She was being fucked, and was fucking back,
like a madwoman. Banished were all thoughts of her husband and what had
happened by the lake -- she no longer cared that she had made love with
this man's daughter and now he was making love to her. Her body was
striving to reach the shattering climax she could feel building up in her.


And yet, suddenly, every muscle in her body froze. All feeling ceased, as
she strained her ears to catch the sound she had heard. Footsteps! Someone
was coming in the room! Paralyzed, the blood rushed from her face, and she
felt stone-cold.


The person was in the room now, and she momentarily expected to hear the
barrage from whoever it was. But nothing happened. Instead, she felt
something brush by her face. Opening her eyes, she looked up and saw a
cock, long and rangy, fully erected, just a few inches away from her eyes.
For a moment, she just stared at it, taking in its long proportions, its
steellike rigidity. Then, it surged forward, and the head was positioned
at her mouth. She raised her eyes, and looked up at the man who was
standing over her. It was Jason, the chauffeur! For a moment she was
confused -- so much did he resemble his boss that if it weren't for the
still insistent fucking she was receiving below, she would have thought it
was Stafford. Without thinking, she slipped out her tongue and began to
lick joyously at the strange new prick. Extra shivers of pleasure coursed
through her lust-perverted senses as she tasted the piquancy of this
stranger's prick. She wanted this cock in her mouth -- she wanted to suck
it until he spurted his seed into her mouth at the same time that the other
stranger at her loins emptied his hot scalding semen into her. The
knowledge of her own carnal defilement heightened her already unbelievable
pleasure. She raced her warm wet tongue along the long prick, and brushed
and grazed around the base, where his wiry pubic hairs tickled her tender
facial skin. Then she slipped her tongue up to the widening head, and
split the tiny slit at the top with her tongue. She withdrew her tongue
for a moment, and began to coat his balls with her saliva, stretching her
mouth to enclose as much of them inside her as possible.


Stafford, sweat pouring from his steaming face, looked at the depraved
sight with delight. Jason had timed his entry perfectly -- Iris was so
excited and lust-craven that she couldn't wait to sample an extra prick!
He continued his wanton fucking into her willing cunt and the room
resounded with the sounds of their three way fucking.


Iris continued to manipulate Jason's cock, to squeeze and jerk his penis
with her mouth. The beat made Jason squirm and toss, and he lowered his
hands and grabbed Iris's breasts, a mooring in the storm of his passion.
She continued to lick along the cordlike ridge of his balls and then
trailed her tongue back over his wet, glistening shaft to its burgeoning
head, then she slipped her lips once more over its lust- hardened
dimensions.


She sucked its length inside her mouth until she could feel the head
pressing hard back against her throat, but still she strove to swallow even
more of it. She raised her hands up and began to knead his balls, her
forefinger and thumb pressed into the wide base, where they squeezed
automatically at the very foundation of his manhood.


Jason began to utter animalistic grunts of pleasure, and couldn't take his
eyes off the ovalled lips of this strange woman, as she expedited her
sucking on his cock, absorbing it to its hilt in her mouth. Shudder after
shudder convulsed him as he felt the power begin to build up in his balls,
and he groaned as passion dynamited from his loins and exploded in his
whole being.


Iris sucked furiously as the first shower of Jason's sperm volcanoed into
her larynx. She swallowed and gulped the hot shooting jets of spray as if
she were dying of thirst. Jason jerked and twisted and began to ram his
prick even further down her throat. He continued to spew his hot semen
into her, the fiery liquid burning and intoxicating her like no alcohol
ever could. Little moans escaped her as she sucked and pulled on his
prick, and she was unable to swallow some of the precious seed because of
the rapid cascade down her throat, and she could feel it trickling out the
sides of her mouth, down her cheeks, and down onto the bed. Jason
continued to fuck into her face as if he were making up for what was lost.
Her lips were convoluted around his prick just below the head, and her
teeth grated along the narrow tube under the rod through which the
life-giving sperm flowed, trying to hurry them along on their journey.


A moan of disappointment escaped her as she felt his cock begin to deflate
in her mouth but still she would not let it go. She held onto it for all
she was worth, hoping for more, and when she realized that she had drained
him, she finally allowed the flaccid member to slip from her mouth. She
moaned again as she saw Jason stagger away from the bed, sorry that she was
only being fucked by one man again.


Then a low masculine growl sounded in the room. She found herself
battered like a boat in a storm, and down between her widespread legs, she
felt Peter furiously pounding his spewing cock into her. She was striving,
reaching for her own cataclysmic earthquake, and she found it ...


"AAAAAAAAAAGGGHHHHHHH!" she shrieked, her body plummeting and plunging
like a bouncing ball.


"I'm cuuuummmmiiiiinggggg!!" she shrieked again and again. Her head
flailed from side to side, and her arms clenched his neck tightly. Her hips
thrashed and bucked up against hits and her buttocks screwed down insanely
on his finger until it was completely imbedded in her anus, right down to
the flat of the palm.


She felt his hot scalding sperm shooting far up into her womb, and the
boiling liquid burned into her depths, sending fresh frenzied spasms
skyrocketing through her. Her cunt milked voraciously at his deflating
cock, and the semen was already beginning to flow from her widely expanded
cuntal channel. Finally she lay still, and Peter collapsed over her, his 
soft prick slipping easily from her sperm flooded pussy. He extracted his
finger with a wet plopping noise from her anus and she felt a curious
emptiness as her twin genital passages were both vacated. But her being was
satiated, and she dozed off, her pussy dripping with the cum of one
stranger, and her mouth filled with the sweet, pungent taste of the semen
of another.


* * *


Later, when all three had satiated their seemingly endless lust still
further, in all different ways and combinations, they showered and dressed,
and were quietly drinking coffee when John returned.


Carla was delighted to see her father, and regaled him with happy accounts
of all the wonderful times she was having -- the horse rides, the swimming
lessons, how nice her best friend Nancy was, how marvelous John and Iris
were, while John and Jason wandered off together, instantly friends.


Iris held her breath while they were all together -- she was terrified
that Carla would tell her father, intentionally or otherwise about the
debauchery in the woods. But Carla was too entranced with her own freedom
and the pleasure she derived from John's body to spoil it all, and she only
elicited a promise from her father to allow her to come back to Endwood the
following year.


Mr. Stafford parted several hours later, happy in the knowledge that his
daughter was enjoying camp life, and warmed by the memory of the
hospitality he and Jason had received from Mrs. Harrault. He renewed his
promises to try and secure new business for the camp, and Iris felt that
his visit had really been worthwhile for all of them.
Chapter 10.
----------


John glanced at the clock beside his bed, and saw that it was 7:30 a.m.
He got up and dressed hurriedly. He was glad to see that Iris was not up
yet, and drank a leisurely cup of coffee in the kitchen. Since they had
gotten separate bedrooms, he didn't see much of her at all. They met once
or twice a week to discuss accounts, etcetera, but the only other times
they encountered each other was by accident.


It was nearing the end of the season, and it had been a very good one.
Several more girls had arrived, due to Carla's father's promotion, and they
had a promise of twenty girls, their full capacity, for next summer.
Although the workload at the camp had increased with the new arrivals,
their future was secure and John felt that his limited amount of free time 
was balanced by the security.


At about eight, he left the house, and began to walk towards the paddock.
He noticed that two of the horses were missing and grinning salaciously to
himself at the implication of it, saddled one of the others.


It was a beautiful morning and he trotted down toward the lake. The woods
were as fresh as usual, and the birds were singing drowsily, wakening
themselves with their song. He reflected on the events of the past few
weeks. Naturally, he was glad that the camp was on firm ground financially
and he was grateful to Carla's father for his help in securing clients. He
wondered if she had said something to make him really work on encouraging
people to send their girls to Camp Endwood, but she never said anything
about it.


He was sorry that things had worked out the way they did with Iris. He
missed her at times, although he had given up trying to patch things up.
He had been surprised when she gave in to his hints about his determination
to keep on seeing the girls, and had actually tacitly agreed to turn the
other way when she saw the three of them riding off together.


As he approached their place of rendezvous, he heard the girls' happy
shouts as they splashed around in the water. Dismounting, he ran down to
the shore, and began to tear off his clothes. He ran into the cool water
and the three of them frolicked around in the lake, playing and teasing
each other. Then, when they had tired of their games, they all waded out,
holding hands, and collapsed on the beach in a laughing heap.


As usual, John's prick was beginning to grow rapidly and he could feel a
soft childish hand caressing it. Looking down, he saw that it was Nancy
who was stroking it so lovingly, and he gently pushed her back on her back.


He caught her by the ankles and spread her slim legs and settled himself
between them. He cast his eyes over her luscious body, and thought how she
had filled out in the last few weeks. She was no longer a timid, awkward
little girl -- she was a ripened young woman, her body blossoming almost
under his eyes. Her breasts were beginning to grow more firm, and her hips
were rounder and smoother.


She lay back against the soft ground, her face raised to the sun, her hair
almost bleached white. Her fingers trailed along his back, teasing him,
trying to pull him down on her. The sparse young pubic triangle between
her legs was bleached bone white, too, contrasting strangely with the dark
gold of her skin.


Both the girls had all-over tans from their continuous total exposure to 
the sun, and Carla, naturally swarthy, was almost nut brown now.


Nancy's hand was still clutched around his expanding penis, and the tip of
her forefinger played with the opening at the top, taunting it, the nail
slipping into the tight little slit. John lowered himself between her
legs, and began to caress her body with his hand. He felt her tremble and
quiver beneath his touch and her body, perfectly honed to pleasure from the
many hours of practice that she had, was already beginning to flush.


She guided the head down towards her downy triangle, and began to
lubricate it in the juices which were beginning to trickle from her willing
cunt. The faint pearly pinkness of her treasure gleamed in the sun, and
John could see the eye of her clitoris twinkling through the white hairs of
the swelling furrows.


He could feel the delicate skin of her cunt as it grazed the head of his
cock and his hands continued to play along the smooth contours of her body.


She raised her knees up and he grasped her firmly by her ankles, and
hoisted a leg over each shoulder, so that they dangled down his back. He
stared at the delicate feminine mystery as if he was seeing it for the
first time. The softness, the many shadings of pinkness, the faint pulsing
of it utterly fascinated him and he licked his lips in anticipatory glee.


He tested the smooth fleshy head against the contracting folds of Nancy's
cunt, and then gently began to sway forward, trying to insert its
massiveness into the soft unresisting pussy flesh. Tenderly, he pressed
on, until he felt the head slip inside with a gentle whoosh. He held Nancy
securely by her buttocks, his fingers clutching the tender sun-bronzed
flesh. He looked down at her pearly pink cunt edges closing in around his
cock as he began to saw slowly forward, sinking his member deep up into her
molded depths.


Her cunt responded eagerly to his advancing penis, grasping and sucking it
in, her sensitive flesh rippling over the webbed ridgy surface of it. On
and on he reamed until he had imbedded it all in her sinewy depths. He
felt his pendulous balls scrape against her upraised crotch, and he looked
down and saw that their pubic hairs, still damply curled from their swim,
entwined in a curious tangle of black and white.


Nancy's hands were digging convulsively into the soft earth on either side
of her, and her breasts were heaving in passion. Her mouth was half-open
and her eyes were tightly closed. Little droplets of sweat stood out on
her upper lip. Slowly, he withdrew his penis, watching the greedy
velvetlike flesh clinging hungrily to his exciting cock. When he had
withdrawn all but the very top, he plowed forward again, burying it 
completely in her once more.


Little moans of joy escaped from Nancy's lips and already her head was
beginning to flail from side to side. He felt the beginnings of a churning
motion in her loins, and the inside of her cunt grasped at his prick,
opening and closing without letup. He forced his hands between her
shoulders and ran them down the soft curves of her back and waist, and she
rippled the ridges of her backbone serpentlike in a slow undulation. The
sinews of her muscles quivered lightly just under the tanned skin, and he
could feel the vibrations resounding through her from her desperate
churning below.


Carla sat watching the lustful scene, her greedy little eyes riveted on
Mr. Harrault's plunging cock. She enviously watched as Nancy began to
writhe and flail beneath him. Carla saw Nancy's hips pound and batter
against his, her legs clutching his neck in a bearlike grip. Her hands
were digging into his neck, and he felt as if his body was being torn
asunder, so strong was her passion incited hold.


A deep animal growl began to murmur in Nancy's throat, and then she was
screaming wildly, her head pounding against the ground, scattering the dirt
and twigs in all directions.


Her cunt clutched and unclutched his penis in a frenetic attempt to drain
it dry in time to the gushing of her own secretions which were copiously
flowing out around it, and she succeeded.


He heard himself uttering harsh snarls of animalistic fury and then his
own hips were bashing against hers. A volcano had erupted in his balls,
and now the white molten lava was speeding along his cock to burst into the
crater of her cunt. Spurt after spurt he sent shooting into her, and her
ever-hungry cunt swallowed every last drop. Long after she had pumped his
cock dry, she continued her maniacal milking refusing to believe that there
was none left. With the whimper of a sulking child, she relaxed her
deathlike grip on him and sunk in a heap on the ground.


John dozed off, satiated by the beautiful fucking of the young
thirteen-year-old he had just experienced, until he was wakened by what
seemed like insects crawling all over him. Rousing himself, he attempted
to swipe the pests off, but found that they were not insects -- it was
Carla, a curious lustful gleam in her eyes, who was bending over him, her
long hair sweeping and tickling his flesh. A lascivious grin spread over
her face, and John, thinking of his satiated prick, sighed aloud:


"Oh, no, not again!" which convulsed the girls with laughter.


* * *


Iris, hearing John in the kitchen, decided to wait until he had left
before getting up. Then, when she had drunk a cup of coffee, she ambled
out to the office and did a little paperwork.


Glancing at her watch, she saw that it was eight-thirty, and she went into
the bedroom, and put on a matching shorts outfit. She applied lipstick and
combed her shining cap of hair into place.


Then she sauntered out into the bright morning sunlight, and humming to
herself, walked in the direction of the woods. She breathed in the fresh
morning air, redolent with the scent of many blossoms. When she had walked
for about ten minutes, her face lit up when she spied a figure in the
distance. The figure began to run towards her, and she in turn, quickened
her pace. They reached each other and embraced warmly. Iris's companion
was a young girl, recently enrolled at camp. Her beautiful long auburn
hair gleamed in the sunlight, sending off red highlights, and her
delicately chiseled face lit up with joy as she walked hand in hand with
Iris.


They reached a shady glade, well off the main path, and they sat down
under the shade of an old tree.


Immediately, the girl's hands began to roam over Iris's body, caressing
and squeezing the older woman's flesh. Then she raised her angelic face to
Iris, and Iris responded, pressing her lips down in a feverish kiss on the
younger mouth. The girl's hands began to fumble at Iris's outfit, tearing
impatiently at the buttons, all the while murmuring terms of endearment,
and stroking the glossy cap of hair.


Sighing with pleasure, the girl finally managed to undo Iris's top, and
began to slip it from her. She flicked open her bra, and released Iris's
firm breasts. She cupped them lovingly in her hands, and buried her head
in the warm doughy mounds. Iris breathed in the subtle perfume of the
girl's hair, and the red strands fell over her tanned breasts creating an
intriguing pattern, both of touch and visually.


Iris wrapped her arms around the girl and cradled her, as the girl began
to kiss and fondle her breasts lovingly.


Iris sighed, drifts of warmth soaking through her. As her mind floated
off on a heavenly cloud of unsurpassed delight, she thought dreamily:
"Well, I said I'd take John for better or worse ... and I have to admit
that it was worse, but this is much, much better!"


The End.
RWS-122  Lurking Camera
Lurking Camera
[aka 'A Young Wife's Revenge']
by Roger Grayson


Preface


Revenge is one of the most powerful themes in literature. Equally powerful 
is the theme of sexual attraction between two people. British author Michael 
Jaegger has taken these two biblically-inherent threads and woven a tale, 
almost moralistic in tone, in which the desire for revenge and the desire 
for love clash head on in a battle that leaves every participant scarred.


We see in Lydia Donovan a personification of many of our society matrons 
today. She is bitter, unhappy, and disappointed that the magic, the 
wonderful! promises of life have-like the morning mists-burned away under 
the hot glare from the sun of reality. At thirty-one she is childless and 
ready for divorce after ten years of marriage. When she realizes that her 
husband has used her and betrayed her and is now preparing to discard her, 
Lydia Donovan becomes an avenging angel of doom.


Under her neurotic plan for revenge, she uses everyone-including her own 
body-as expendable pawns in some grotesque chess game of revenge. Mike 
Hansen, the private detective who had taken the revealing photographs of 
Lydia's husband and his secretary, finds himself serving first as a hired 
stud, then as a scout for wife-swapping clubs that might be used in her 
plan.


During a wife-swap party aboard a yacht of the Southern California coast, 
both Mike and Lydia encounter their moments of truth. For Lydia, she is 
offered a second chance to experience everything she has missed in her 
marriage-sexual contentment, happiness, companionship. So blinded is she 
however, in her desire to humiliate her husband, that the opportunity for 
happiness appears and disappears before she realizes it. Later, as she lies 
beneath the weight of four strangers, each using her body for his own 
delight, she begins to understand that the quest of revenge has led into the 
deepest depths of total depravity.


Mike's revelation comes when he realizes that the golden apple being offered 
to him by Lydia is poisoned forbidden fruit, and that the things Lydia likes 
most about him are the things that will wither and die if he remains around 
her destructive presence.


Two hundred and fifty years ago, Thomas Fuller wrote in Guomologia, "In 
taking revenge a man is but even with his enemy; in passing it over, he is 
superior."


In this graphic, extremely candid novel by Mr. Jaegger, the question of 
superiority and the question of the strength of love over revenge are not 
answered until the final page.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER 1


The man parked his weary old Plymouth out in the street, rather than pull it 
into the circular driveway where it would have looked ludicrously out of 
place. The man himself looked out of place-as weary and out-of-date as his 
automobile. His pleated out-of-fashion trousers were shiny in the seat, the 
occupational hazard of a patrol car cop or a man who spends long hours 
seated behind the wheel of his car waiting for something or someone. And 
that was his profession: A man hired to wait patiently-a man paid to observe 
and put his observations in printed or photographic form.


He scratched the black-gray stubble of his beard as he pushed the button 
beside the door. Somewhere deep in the confines of the house, he could hear 
the chimes. It was an expensive sound-just as the house was expensive ... 
and the woman who lived in the house, and who had hired him.


She opened the door, and once again the man felt his groin tighten in desire 
for her. She was taller than his five foot nine by at least three inches 
"statuesque" that was the only word for her, he thought. Her breasts were 
like Arkansas cantaloupes, so ripe that a man's hand wouldn't begin to cover 
the mound of flesh; and she had a way of looking at a man that caused his 
balls to melt and his prick to freeze. It was all he could do to keep from 
moaning deep in his throat just from the sight of her. For a brief moment he 
thought he would have liked to have spent hours just watching her, but he 
knew that would be a painful mistake-even watching her for a minute or two 
was too much. To look at her was to want to go down on her and fuck hell out 
of her ... and the man knew he had about as much chance of doing that as he 
had of becoming President of the United States.


"Mister Hansen. Come in please," she ordered, and the sound of her voice 
coming from those full, generous lips, sent a tingle rippling along his 
inner thigh.


"Mrs. Donovan," he acknowledged, feeling at once stupid, ill-kempt and 
uncivilized.


"We can talk in the library," she said, and turned away from him to lead the 
way to the room.


He followed, watching her buttocks move sinuously in the tight hip-huggers. 
She was all motion-smooth, powerful, welcoming. God, he thought, how 
beautifully she swings that ass. In his mind he kissed and nibbled like a 
hungry rabbit at those supple mounds of moving muscle, and could almost feel 
his pecker slowly slipping between them. That was a mistake; one that if 
allowed to grow to fruition would not go away for a long time. By a supreme 
effort, he finally made his errant penis subside.


The woman motioned him to the couch and then eased herself into a large 
leather chair facing him. As she sat, he noticed the way her slacks tugged 
in between her legs; her delectable pussy was clearly out-lined-the whole 
wonderful vaginal slit was there, hiding just behind the cloth. To kiss that 
would be heaven! His dreaming penis stirred restlessly again at the thought, 
for he knew she wasn't wearing a damned thing under the slacks.


"Well, Mister Hansen ... you have some news?


He had an instinctive feeling that his information and the photographs were 
going to hurt her. For just a moment he deliberated whether he should 
produce the evidence or not, then he mentally shrugged. Hell, that was why 
she had hired him in the first place. "Yes, ma'am," he said, and withdrew a 
thick manila envelope from his coat pocket.


He passed it over and watched her weigh it in her hand. After a moment, her 
half-frightened eyes looked directly at him, as if seeking reassurance. "Is 
it bad?"


He swallowed. "I'm afraid so." Then he added quickly, "You might prefer not 
to see them ... or maybe look at them after I've gone."


"I see. They're as bad as that?"


He nodded. And they would be bad-from her point of view. From a photography 
standpoint, however; they were goddamned good pictures shot under extremely 
trying circumstances. His telephoto lens had caught every hair on the Calley 
girl's hot, twitching, little pussy-every hair on Mrs. Donovan's husband's 
mustache as the banker used his tongue, lips, teeth, and mustache to scour 
his new secretary's cunt. Another photo showed the girl with her full ripe 
lips pooching out as they lovingly clung to the shaft of Mr. Donovan's 
hardened cock. Still another photograph showed him pounding away at the 
wildly thrashing figure, with his prick buried deep in her hungrily clasping 
vagina. For that shot, Hansen had focused on the banker's rectum; it was one 
of the best action shots he had ever taken.


Mrs. Donovan continued to stare at him as if she were reading his mind. 
Finally she closed her eyes and took a deep reluctant breath. Then she 
quickly ran her fingernail under the flap of the envelope and pulled out the 
five by seven pictures. The one on top showed the couple walking into a 
motel room. The second showed the nude girl on her knees helping the banker 
off with his trousers. His erection could clearly be seen in the snapshot. 
The third was where it really got interesting, and Hansen watched her 
carefully when she got to it.


Lydia Donovan felt the blood rush to her face when she looked at the third 
picture. She gasped aloud. There was her husband, Randy, with an idiotic 
grin on his face as the girl sucked rapaciously on his penis. Randy had been 
after her to do that same thing to him ever since they were married, but she 
had refused, feeling the act was unsanitary, perverted, and dirty. She knew 
her hands were trembling, and she wasn't sure whether the movement came from 
anger, hurt, or embarrassment.


She looked at the next photograph. There was Randy, his face buried between 
the girl's widespread thighs. And suddenly she was very angry. "That filthy 
son of a bitch!" she hissed through clenched teeth.


Hansen shrugged. "I'm sorry."


"Not half as sorry as Mr. Randolph Donovan is going to be," she snapped, her 
mind wildly searching for an idea-for any way to really make her husband 
sorry. And abruptly, it came to her.


It was so audacious that she found herself completely frozen for a moment. 
But the more she thought about it, the more the idea appealed to her. It 
would be horribly degrading for her, but what did that matter; it was oh so 
beautiful an act of revenge! She looked at the private detective opposite 
her. She would have liked someone better looking-someone younger. But he'd 
do; he'd have to do! She knew he would go along with it; after all, he had 
been staring at her in that hungry, rather obvious way men have of looking 
when they want a woman.


"Mister Hansen, do you have your camera with you?"


Puzzled, he nodded.


Lydia hesitated, seeking a way of putting it into words. She stood up and 
deliberately took a deeper than normal breath to make her breasts swell 
inside the thin blouse. "I want to get revenge on my husband. The only way I 
can do that is to embarrass him in public. I need photographs for that. For 
an extra fee, would you take some photographs of me ... and you ... 
together, like this?" She tapped the pictures.


Hansen almost fell out of his chair in surprise. He had heard it with his 
own ears, but he still didn't believe it-feeling he had misinterpreted her 
remarks. "I'm not sure I understand," he said, cautiously.


"Of course, you do," Lydia snapped. "Can't you set your camera so it will 
take an automatic photograph of the two of us together. I mean, you don't 
always have to stand behind the camera, do you?"


Hansen blinked. My God, he thought, she's actually serious. The bitch is 
serious! Suddenly his throat was dry. Never in his entire life had he 
encountered anything quite as kooky, but he wasn't about to permit this bit 
of luck slip out of his hands.


"Let me get this straight," he said slowly and with emphasis. "You want me 
to take a picture of us," he pointed his finger at her, and then at himself, 
"the two of us doing what the girl ... and, ah, your husband ... are doing 
in these photographs."


"Yes."


He swallowed audibly, feeling the blood beginning to surge to and fro in his 
groin. "Everything?"


"Everything, Mister Hansen. Including, I believe the technical terms are 
'fellatio' and 'cunnilingus.' "


"Jesus," he muttered softly, staring at that luscious body opposite him. 
Never before had there been such a wonderful crazy proposition offered him. 
Sweat was breaking out on his forehead, and he used the palm of his hand to 
wipe it away.


"Well? Will you do it ... for an additional two hundred dollars?"


The private detective had wanted to blurt out that he would do it for 
nothing-would be happy to pay her! But he kept his mouth shut, sternly 
telling himself, "Don't louse this up, Mike old boy. Let her take the lead." 
He tried to look as if he were weighing the pros and cons of the situation. 
After a moment, he said, "That would be very satisfactory."


"Fine, then. Go get your camera, come back and set it up in my husband's 
bedroom."


Ordinarily Hansen could have made the camera and tripod setup in less than a 
minute; however, he was so excited by what was about to happen that it took 
over five minutes and three trips back to the car before he had everything, 
including the remote snap cable, ready to go. The woman had disappeared 
following his last trip back to the bedroom, and now he could hear the 
shower running in the bathroom. He didn't know what to do-whether to get his 
clothes off, or wait for instructions.


About three minutes later he heard the water die and the sound of a glass 
shower door snap open. He was staring out thewindow at the blue waters of 
the patio's Olympic-sized swimming pool when he heard the voice behind him. 
"I have washed myself for you. Would you care to take a shower, also?"


He spun quickly around and felt his breath hiss out of his body just as if 
he had been kicked in the groin. "Sweet Jesus," he groaned, and his penis 
leapt to a sudden throbbing life as his famished eyes took in her lush nude 
body. Her harvest moon breasts, still damp from the shower, shone as if they 
had little lights buried beneath the warm golden skin. The areolae, about 
the size of brown half-dollars, created little halos around the nipples. Her 
belly was smooth, as gently rounded as an alluvial plain, where it flowed 
toward the hairy tributaries of her soft pubic triangle. She had a woman's 
hips, he observed ... a real woman's.


Her thighs were almost muscular; they looked powerful ... and the thought of 
those wrapped around his waist or across his shoulders brought immediate 
pain to his loins. "My God ... you are so beautiful," he said, reverently.


Lydia refused to accept the compliment; she wanted to keep this on strictly 
a non-personal basis. It was imperative that he realize he was only a 
servant-that under ordinary circumstances she wouldn't give him the time of 
day, much less her body.


"I think you should take a shower," she said coldly, "And you can used my 
husband's electric razor to shave."


For one split second, anger flared in Hansen's mind. But then he shoved it 
aside, thinking to himself: Just wait, baby ... just wait. In less than 
twenty minutes you'll be screaming for me to fuck you good. Just wait.


He sat down and slowly took off his shoes and socks. One of the socks had a 
hole where the nail of the big toe had gouged through. Next, he removed his 
coat, his tie, shirt and tee shirt. He watched the woman with some 
amusement. She looked completely off balance-embarrassed-obviously not 
knowing whether to stay and see the strip tease or get out. To hell with 
her, he thought, and he dropped his trousers. The huge bulge of his penis 
threatened to rip the seams out of his jockey shorts. Then, never taking his 
eyes from her, Hansen pulled down the shorts.


Lydia knew her eyes had widened, that her face had turned crimson, as she 
saw the mammoth penis leap out like a tiger released from a cage. Good Lord, 
it was so big! Her eyes were locked on the white throbbing instrument. Maybe 
this hadn't been such a good idea, after all. He would split her with that; 
she didn't know how any woman could take it. Then feeling sudden guilt and 
embarrassment, she forced her eyes up to his face and saw that he was 
watching her with amusement. That made her very angry. "Take your shower," 
she commanded.


"Yes, ma'am," he answered in mock meekness.


Lydia watched him walk across the room. His testicles dangled like huge twin 
pendulums on a clock, and his organ was stuck out and up in an angle that 
made it look like an elevated artillery gun being sighted before firing.


Now that he was out of the room, she tried to force her mind into some 
semblance of order. She felt that all of the photographs probably could be 
taken in about two or three minutes. They would be posed. The detective 
obviously would want to try to have real sexual intercourse with her but she 
would permit him to put his penis inside her only long enough for the 
photograph to be taken. She wouldn't permit him to make any movements, 
nothing! Just the photograph. As for the other two or three things she was 
forcing herself to do, well ... she'd do them and permit them to be done to 
her, but she knew she would be fighting regurgitation all the way. And she'd 
gargle and douche thoroughly afterwards!


Abruptly Lydia realized the water had been turned off and she was now 
hearing the muted whine of an electric razor. Then it, too, fell silent. She 
sat, apprehensive, on the edge of the huge king-sized bed waiting for him to 
make an appearance. Her usually orderly mind was beginning to churn. Once 
again she began to doubt the wisdom of what she was about to do. Was it 
really wise or logical to debase herself just to publicly embarrass her 
husband? Wasn't that stupid? The door opened and the detective entered. It 
was obviously her imagination, but somehow he looked different. She noted 
for the first time that he was extremely muscular through the shoulders and 
arms. He was stocky; his bull-neck and legs looked as if they belonged on a 
football full-back. He appeared much cleaner-more acceptable as a male, she 
thought. The only thing that hadn't changed was that mammoth cyclopean penis 
that bobbed and throbbed with each beat of his pulse.


He stood in the middle of the room, feet spread apart, and hands on hips. 
"Well?" he asked.


She took one deep shuddering breath and then stood. "Let's get over with 
this as fast as possible," she said. "Which picture do you want to take 
first?"


"I've focused on the end of the bed." He motioned where she was to be. Lydia 
moved next to the camera. She was suddenly very aware of the odor of 
after-shave lotion; it was her husband's yet it seemed to have more 
vigor-seemed more feral-than when Randy used it. Unaccountably, her knees 
were beginning to feel rubbery.


Hansen made an adjustment on the camera then unfastened the remote cable 
from the leg of the tripod. He turned to her. "Sit here on the edge of the 
bed."


"You want me to sit?" Lydia repeated idiotically.


He smiled; she noticed his lips ... they looked strong, too. "Yes, sit. 
Because if you want to have a photograph taken of someone eating your pussy, 
it has to be that way."


Lydia recoiled at his crude obscenity. "Watch your language, Mister Hansen. 
You aren't with a street whore now."


"I beg your pardon," he said sarcastically, and put one strong hand on her 
shoulder and pushed her naked buttocks down to the bedspread.


Lydia tried to regain command of the situation. She watched as he took the 
long wire cable from the camera and put it at the foot of the bed. Then, 
without warning, he knelt down between her ankles. She was incapable of 
movement, feeling almost like a hypnotized bird watching the snake approach. 
Only then did her mind begin shouting storm warnings at her, but she ignored 
them and forced her self to continue.


Hansen's lascivious eyes feasted on the soft golden triangle of pubic hair. 
Almost reverently, he put his strong capable hands on her knees and forced 
them apart. He kissed her inner thigh, and felt the woman shudder.


"Just take the photographs," Lydia said, feeling the skin tingling where his 
hot lips had touched.


"This has to be done properly, or it won't look real," he said.


"Oh, very well," Lydia answered impatiently, "but do let's get it over 
with."


"Yes, ma'am." Hansen replied, suppressing a smile.


"When will you take the picture?"


"I'm taking them as I go along; I've already taken one."


Lydia felt his hot lips on her other thigh, together with the quivering heat 
of his tongue tracing a wicked galvanism against her naked skin. He spread 
her legs even further apart and raised her knees a bit by placing her feet 
on top of his thighs. Through her toes, she could feel his rock hard penis 
and the bristly hairs of his pelvis. She tried to remove her foot, but he 
merely grasped her ankle and moved it up until the toes were actually 
resting on the pulsating flesh of his penis itself. "Leave it there," he 
ordered. "This has to look right, otherwise you're wasting your time."


Lydia closed her eyes in disgust, only to snap them open a second later when 
his finger tentatively touched her vulva; she jumped as though she had been 
touched with an electric cattle prod.


Hansen slithered forward, down toward the wide beautiful lips of her cunt. 
He used her cunt. He used his thumbs to peel them back and saw the inviting 
red cavern of soft, sensitive flesh open to him. God, never in his wildest 
imaginations had there ever been anything quite as luscious as that sight 
before him. It was a temple-homage must be paid to it and its unknown gods.


Lydia was aware of his sudden indrawn breath which sounded almost as if it 
were an exclamation. She wished he would hurry up and get the horribly 
repugnant act over with. She could feel his hands gently massaging her inner 
thighs as he spread her legs wider to a point where she was almost incapable 
of resisting, should she decide suddenly to change her mind. Then a jolt 
shot through her as his thumbs pressed against the vulva and gently parted 
the tingling hair-lined lips. He slithered forward once again, his head 
abruptly bowed, and his hot hungry mouth had fastened on her gently 
pulsating clitoris.


"Ahhhh ... no!" she said loudly, knowing now the danger she was subjecting 
herself to, and struggling to sit upright. "Don't do that ... I've changed 
my mind!"


If he heard her, he paid no heed. His mouth now had begun a gentle sucking 
motion on her outer lips, sucking them in and out in rhythm with the 
flickering of his tongue on her clitoris.


"Stop it," she screamed. "I don't want to do this." Lydia could feel every 
horrible thing he was doing; his hands were massaging her buttocks and inner 
thighs. His lips-now hot and eager-were caressing, kissing and sucking her 
vulva. Sparks of unwanted delight were arching throughout the sensitive 
nerve ends between her open thighs. Then, without warning, his tongue-hot 
and quivering with a life all its own-shot like a steelhead trout into the 
warm cavern of her vaginal slit. Down his trembling tongue went, even 
deeper, until it was lodged like a small quivering penis fully inside.


"Gaaaahhhh. Please no." She writhed helplessly beneath him. "No you can't do 
it. I don't want you to any more. Don't. It's horrible. Please ... please 
... oh, pulll-eeezz...." The last was said even as her abdomen, without 
volition, rose eagerly to meet his voracious mouth.


Hansen grinned to himself. Now he had the bitch going. She had seemed so god 
damned glacier-like, such a smart ass ... and now, within two minutes of 
scouring her cunt, she was begging for it ... even if she didn't realize she 
was begging.


He pulled his mouth away and was delighted to hear her low moan of 
disappointment. He thought: I'm really going to turn her on now. And he 
laughed to himself, knowing she was going to be a very hot little piece 
before he got through with her. He decided to play her along...."I think," 
he said seriously, "we'd better try that shot again; I'm not sure we got the 
photograph."


She attempted to sit upright, but his strong arms kept her pressed back 
against the bed ... with her knees and thighs spread lewdly apart. "No," she 
said, trying to gain control of her runaway emotions. "Please. No more. Not 
even my husband has done this before. Please...."


Hansen tweaked her clitoris, and she jumped as though he had stuck a needle 
into her buttocks. "Your husband ate the pussy of that little secretary of 
his ... it's only fair that you should get some of it, too. Besides ... 
remember the photographs." And so saying, he bent his head forward again, 
where his eyes feasted hungrily on the ripe red lips of her vagina, framed 
so beautifully with the soft blond pubic hair. From her engorged clitoris, 
one droplet of her seeping vaginal juice glistened in the light; to Hansen 
it looked as though it were honey oozing from one inflamed petite rosebud. 
His voice was almost hoarse with desire when he said, "We'd better take 
another photograph, just to make sure we got it."


Lydia moaned in shame-feeling her own body betraying her-as his tongue 
slowly and deliberately licked the soft golden curls of pubic hair aside to 
expose the cavern leading to her innermost femaledom. He breathed against 
her clitoris, and even the expulsion of his hot breath sent tingles of 
ecstasy throughout her entire abdominal area. Her body jerked automatically 
as once again the quivering tongue returned to her vaginal opening. This 
time he was licking-like a thirsty dog lapping up sweet life-giving water 
... licking from clitoris to anus-running the gauntlet of uncontrollable 
desire to horrifying shame. A groan bubbled out of her lips, and she once 
more made an effort to escape him-knowing now that she was within sec onds 
of losing all control.


"Please. ... Oh, God ... please stop ... pulll-eeezz...." His long, hot 
probing tongue suddenly entered full-length into her cunt, and she screamed, 
"Ahhhh...." Saliva bubbled at the corners of her laxly opened mouth, and her 
head tossed back and forth on the blue satin covers of the king-sized bed. 
She wailed in desperate longing and passion as his tongue curled around her 
clitoris and his lips made loud sucking noises at her pulsating vulva. 
"Stop...." It was said weakly, the last gasp of her dying decency. She felt 
his head shake negatively ... and the shaking motion, the feel of his 
scraping beard against her inner thighs, was enough to cause the flood 
waters of her passion to suddenly break the levees that had held them in 
abeyance for all her life.


Her mind was on fire with a hundred thousand different sensations and 
thoughts-thoughts screaming and bumping against each other as though they 
were maddened animals crowded in one small cage. The unwanted jolts of 
pleasure were taking precedence over all other feelings. It was happening to 
her! It couldn't be true! She was being tongue fucked and eaten-yes, eaten 
alive. She could feel his teeth devouring her down there ... and nothing, 
absolutely nothing! in her entire life had ever felt so delicious before.


Hansen was forced to slip his hands under her buttocks when her wildly 
squirming pelvis kept slipping out of his mouth. He massaged the soft, 
resilient cheeks of her ass as though he were kneading bread dough, then 
slipped one finger down the crevice between her buttocks and found the tiny 
quivering ring that would open her rectum. She jerked upward when the finger 
began making its invasion, but the upward movement of her body only drove 
his tongue deeper into her vaginal well. She cried out aloud, but her words 
were unintelligible. With one sudden almost vicious movement, Hansen's 
finger wormed into the tight cringing anus-going in as far as the middle 
knuckle.


"Gaaaagggh ... ohhhhhh," she groaned. "Stop!" His only answer was to make 
his tongue flicker like summer lightning across her clitoris. He began 
moving his finger in and out of the squirming rectum.


Lydia knew she had gone insane-there was nothing rational about what she was 
doing. Nothing so perverted, or so lewd as this had ever happened in her 
entire life. Randy had wanted to make love to her this way in the beginning, 
but she had refused knowing how dirty it was. She had been horribly 
disappointed and a little frightened, when Randy had suggested it a second 
and a third time. And the third time she had screamed at him that he should 
see a psychiatrist, for it was obvious he was sick to want to do something 
as perverted as that to her. And now, she was letting a perfect stranger do 
this to her body. She knew her expression must be the same as that on her 
husband's new secretary's face; lustful, perverse, demented! And she didn't 
care. Nothing mattered anymore except that delicious tongue bringing her to 
what she knew was going to be unsuspected peaks of climax; his tongue was a 
passport to a land of wild uninhibited passion and pleasure never before 
entered by her body.


She was only vaguely aware when Hansen, without removing his mouth, drew her 
legs up and around his neck. Lydia's buttocks spasmed beneath his touch, and 
she cried out deliriously when a second finger joined the first in her 
rectum. When they were pulled out, she groaned in disappointment until, 
abruptly, she felt his tongue leave her vagina and seek out the now slightly 
stretched little cavern. She actually screamed in rapture as his tongue 
flickered sensuously against the anal lips and then pushed its way in. The 
hedonistic pleasure was like a runaway forest fire; she could feel it 
roaring up the canyons until suddenly, without warning, it crowned in one 
raging inferno of lust.


"Don't ... do ... that...." she cried, giving lie to her words by spreading 
her legs further apart and lifting her loins so he could get in deeper. The 
sound of her own voice brought tears to her eyes, for she realized that this 
was total degradation. For the first time in her life she had lost control 
of her traitorous body. Oh, God, she'd have orgasms sometimes-from her 
husband, but even they had been controlled. Nothing though-nothing 
ever!-like this wildly plunging tongue that aroused her to the point of 
complete subservience. And finally, she fell back no longer fighting 
anything he did to her-made completely helpless by her own lust-incited 
body.


Hansen changed tactics as he suddenly felt the fight go out of her. He began 
licking again-knowing, even if she didn't-that her clutching and clenching 
pussy was getting close to a gigantic orgasm. He licked on and on-moving 
from clitoris to anus-deliberately touching at every spot where he knew 
there was a nerve ending.


Lydia lay there feeling pleasure wash over her like a warm roaring tide, and 
her woman's body began crying out for fulfillment. She wondered if it were 
possible to reach a climax this way, she presumed so, for reportedly this 
was the way lesbians brought pleasure to each other at times. She was barely 
conscious of her wildly squirming hips that swivelled as though on ball 
bearings, grinding her hungrily clasping vagina harder and harder up into 
his eager face.


And then she felt it. She knew it was coming-that the gate to the wild, 
untamed land so long denied her were swinging open. She had no idea what it 
would be like in that other country; she merely waited as the sight 
unfolded. Now, with Hansen's fevered mouth clamped on her tingling clitoris, 
she began experiencing the first flush of the overpowering climax. Her 
vaginal walls began automatically squeezing, her cervix dipped and rose in 
time to music only it could hear, her clitoris shorted out in a blaze of her 
fiery sparks, and her rectum clenched and unclenched so rapidly that it 
could have sucked up water like a vacuum. Loud mewls of pleasure broke out 
of her taut lips, and her breasts reddened, mottled, then turned almost 
magenta as the straining blood pumped into them. Her abdomen whipped back 
and forth like an insane pile driver, and her hands reached down viciously 
to shove his face, nose, tongue, teeth, eyebrows, head and all deep inside 
her voraciously churning loins.


She was there! She was there! "Ahhhh? Aaahhhhh. ... Ohhhhh. Aiiiieeeeeeee, 
I'm cumming....I'm cummm-eeee-iiinng!" And then she was jerking helplessly 
against his face, her body pumping up and down in wild and uncontrolled 
abandon as the cataclysmic orgasm ripped like a powerful earthquake through 
her entire being. She was only vaguely aware of his hands groping and 
reaching and teasing her breasts and clitoris and rectum while his tongue 
continued its machinations at the desperately throbbing entrance to her very 
soul.


Half an eternity later, with the orgasm fading away like a reluctant sunset, 
Lydia became aware that the loud rasping noise she was hearing was actually 
her own breath whistling and hissing through her constricted throat. Through 
heavy lidded eyes, she looked up at the man who had brought her to this 
point. Her heart was pounding so heavily that she felt surely the bed must 
be quaking. Lydia stared at him and his figure became dimmed and misty; she 
was weeping and she didn't know why-didn't know whether it was from the 
overpowering shame she felt ... or from the equally overpowering, but 
beautiful, aftermath of passion.


His face had a strange expression on it-almost expectant ... as though he 
were a conductor who has just completed the overture to a symphony and 
checks the orchestra before beginning the first movement. Her eyes trailed 
from his face down to his powerful hairy chest and flat muscular stomach to 
finally come to rest on the mammoth penis that throbbed and beat with a life 
of its own. Hansen glanced at her, and seeing that she was watching him, he 
slowly pulled back the foreskin so that the one cyclopean eye of the 
hardened instrument could peer out at her. He stroked it teasingly and she 
saw it grow even larger. Lydia knew she should say something now ... put an 
end to this before it became even more shameful. Yet, even as the thought 
went through her mind, she could feel a strange wanton desire begin building 
up in her loins. The sight of that beautiful male organ was doing something 
to her. She blushed as she realized she actually wanted to kiss it, to 
enclose its throbbing head within her lips.


"I'm going to fuck you now," Hansen said gruffly.


And she heard her desperate, almost hysterical, voice say, "Don't be a fool, 
Mister Hansen. Remember, you're here to do as I say. I don't want a 
repetition of that disgraceful scene again. Just take your photographs."


Hansen smiled at the audacity of the woman. How could she say such a thing, 
lying there with her orgasmic juices bubbling like fermenting champagne and 
her vulva pulsating as it cried out for more. Well, he'd show her ... oh, 
yes! And starting right now. He got up from the bed "What are you doing?" he 
demanded.


"I'm rearranging the camera for the next series of shots." He moved the 
camera until it was focused midway on the bed. Then he turned to her, "Scoot 
up."


Lydia paused, trying to summon up enough energy and will to resist him ... 
to call off this entire stupid project. But then she realized he had already 
taken half a dozen photographs, so the project might as well be completed. 
"All right," she said, moving up until she was directly in the middle of the 
bed, "but I want one thing understood. You are going to insert your penis; 
you are going to take a picture immediately ... and then you are going to 
withdraw. This is for photographic purposes only. Is that understood?"


The detective one again was forced to suppress a grin. "Yes, Mrs. Donovan, I 
will do anything you say."


Lydia watched as he bent down behind the camera and adjusted it to his 
satisfaction. Then he stood upright and came over to the bed. She could not 
take her eyes off that mammoth penis; it was so huge! She had never seen one 
this big before; but then, of course, she had only seen a few in her 
lifetime anyway ... and only one had ever been inside her-her husband's.


Hansen felt the soft satin against his knees as he crawled across the bed 
toward the waiting figure of the woman. Then his hands were pulling her 
long, lithe legs apart. Her naked cunt slowly came into view again as though 
the curtains were parting on a theatrical production. Once again he wanted 
to plunge his face into the still quivering mass of nerves, but he knew that 
probably would cause her to rebel.


He tried to keep the excitement out of his voice when he said, "I don't know 
which will make the best photograph, so we'd better try three or four 
positions. That way at least one definitely will be good." He noted that she 
blushed in embarrassment, and for a moment he thought she was going to 
protest. But she kept her mouth shut.


The heat in Hansen's groin would have done justice to a rocket engine. He 
felt as though he were about to explode, and he hadn't even put his cock 
inside her yet. He wasn't too worried; control had never been something he 
lacked. He could fuck her all night and not cum until he wanted to. And he 
might just do that ... fuck her until she was a whimpering broken, 
completely subjugated mass of flesh.


He felt the woman shudder as his hands slipped along her thighs, Then. Then, 
using the thumb and forefinger of his left hand, he parted the vulva. The 
glowing entrance to the smooth fleshy tunnel immediately came into sight. 
There, at the top of the vaginal split, stood the clitoris like a guard 
tower over a sleeping city. And there, at the bottom, ran a silver river of 
her own orgasm and his earlier saliva. Slowly, he stuck the middle finger of 
his right hand into the gently pulsating opening.


Lydia jumped. "Stop that," she ordered.


"Look," he said quietly, as though he were explaining something to a 
backward child, "I don't want to hurt you. I have to prepare you first 
before I can get inside of you for the photograph."


Her only answer was to close her eyes. Teasingly, he moved his finger in and 
out. Christ, he thought in surprise, she has a tight little cunt for a broad 
her size. Her husband must not use it very often ... and, of course, the 
detective had no way of knowing that it hadn't been used in three months, 
and prior to that, only once or twice a month for the past seven years. The 
tempo speeded up as his finger began sliding in deeper and more rapidly. She 
winced when he wormed in a second finger, but she was so well lubricated 
that her vagina easily accommodated it. Hansen was hypnotized by the sight 
of his finger moving in and out of the soft, hair-fringed lips. He was so 
taken by the sensation that it was a moment or two before he realized he was 
getting some reaction from the snooty little cunt. He felt one muscle twitch 
in there against his fingers, and saw the smooth, white cheeks of her 
buttocks flex.


She was ready. Quickly then, before she could change her mind, he lifted and 
draped her knees up across his shoulders and dropped between her open 
thighs. His savage throbbing cock was eager to begin the invasion of this 
promised land. His breath was coming hoarsely now, and he knew he could not 
deny his prick its well-earned reward any longer. Then he pressed forward. 
The head of his cock touched the wet, fevered cuntal lips. She moaned. He 
let it stay there for a moment, savoring the feeling of her soft resilient 
pubic hair against his glans. He pressed in, and felt the hardened rod of 
flesh slowly slip in about an inch.


"Oh, you're hurting me," she groaned. "Hurry up and take the photograph."


"I'm not in all the way yet."


"Then hurry up," she commanded, closing her eyes in mortification and pain.


"As you say, ma'am." Hansen grinned savagely, then he grunted and with one 
smooth stroke shoved it all the way in.


"Agggggggaggggh," she screamed, and the sound of her agony caused birds 
outside the house to fly away in terror. She was being split apart-torn 
asunder like a recalcitrant slave put between two draft horses. Her 
fingernails dug against his hirsute chest and her legs splayed out wide in 
an effort to alleviate the horrible pain. But it was to no avail. Down, 
down, down the white inexorable drill moved into her defensively contracting 
belly. "No ... stop! You're killing meeeeee...." And then Lydia felt his 
penis slam against her cervix and his testicles slap hard against her 
defenseless, upturned rectum. He was all the way into her; deeper by at 
least three inches than anyone had ever been into her before. Her body was a 
sheet of red agonizing flame-a flame that surged and swept upward like a 
fire storm with each pulsating beat of her vagina. Her breath was coming so 
hoarsely that she actually had to force words from her pain contorted lips.


"Don't move it. Please." And then the tears began flowing ... tears of pain, 
and shame.


Hansen knew he had let his emotions get the better of him. That one savage 
plunge into her helpless body was something he had not planned to do. He had 
wanted to take it easy-by stages-and bring her to a mewling chant of desire 
where she would beg ... beg ... beg! He feared he had injured her; he knew 
he had hurt her. She was tight-so terribly tight for a woman her size. Once, 
a few years ago, he had had sexual intercourse with an eighteen-year-old 
virgin daughter of a client. Even that hadn't been as tight as this cunt. He 
wanted now to kiss her tears away, to beg her forgiveness ... but instinct 
warned him against this. He glanced down at his chest and saw the skin torn 
beneath the hair-two long furrows left by her desperately digging 
fingernails. Odd, he thought, it hadn't hurt a bit. He glanced even further 
down and saw his black pubic hair tangled with the golden strands down 
between her widespread thighs. That was a mistake, for he felt his penis 
twitch uncontrollably.


"No ... don't," she begged.


He remained still for a moment, but when he felt her smooth trembling legs 
against his bare shoulders he consciously made his prick twitch again.


"No ... you're hurting me," she complained. Then, sobbing, she asked, 
"Haven't you taken the photographs yet?"


"I can't without moving you around a bit," he lied.


Lydia, feeling the cruel impalement between her thighs, wanted desperately 
to have him take it out, but she was afraid withdrawal would be just as 
excruciating as the fiery entry had been. She had never before in her life 
been so filled up there. It seemed as if her stomach was being stretched 
upward and outward from his instrument of maledom. As for the vagina itself; 
she knew beyond a doubt that it had ripped and was bleeding ... she could 
even feel what must be blood trickling down the crevice between her 
buttocks. Had she looked, however, she would have realized-as did 
Hansen-that the viscous fluid came solely from the tortured walls of her 
vagina pouring out lubricant ... a defensive lubricant that would permit the 
sheath to accommodate the sword.


Lydia took a deep shuddering breath, and Hansen felt her abdominal muscles 
involuntarily pull upward with the expulsion of her breath. Her cervix 
dipped in reaction and scraped across the throbbing head of his cock. He 
twitched. She moaned again. Then, miraculously, Hansen felt the vaginal lips 
themselves-clasped tight like elastic around the end of the penis-move 
slightly.


Lydia was not aware of her body responding automatically to the invasion. 
All she knew, for sure, was the pain seemed to be lessening a bit. She 
swallowed, and her muscles relaxed to permit passage of the saliva from 
mouth to stomach. With the relaxation of these muscles, other tissues and 
tendons in the area of the cervix crept forward. To Hansen it was as though 
an expert massage artist were at work down there on the head of his warmly 
surrounded prick.


He twitched his cock, making it jerk upward inside her. This time, the only 
reaction from her was a brief grimace which might have been pain ... or 
something else. Now was the time, he thought. The bitch is ready for some 
real fucking, providing it's done gently at first. "I'm going to move us 
around a little so I can get the photograph. All right?"


"Yes ... sss" she replied almost inaudibly, and Hansen felt all her muscles 
suddenly tighten again as though she were attempting to protect herself from 
any feeling whatsoever.


"Relax," he crooned. "Just relax. I won't hurt you any more."


She sighed. "All ... right. But please hurry with the camera. It still 
hurts."


Very very slowly, Hansen began pulling back a bit. Her vaginal lips clung 
like a tight rubber band to the trunk of his penis-they seemed almost 
reluctant to let it leave. But Hansen had no thoughts of leaving. He flexed 
the cheeks of his buttocks which caused his cock to throb in the tight 
clinging passage. One flicker of pleasure crossed Lydia's face. It was a 
momentary thing, but enough to let him know he was on the right track. When 
he had pulled about three inches of his long desire-hardened penis out of 
her tightly clasping pussy, he stopped. Then, slowly again ... very slowly 
... he pushed it in, feeling it slip like an underground gondola through the 
warm, closely surrounding walls of flesh.


Lydia had felt him start to pull out and was surprised that there was no 
pain in the withdrawal. She felt his penis twitch and was surprised at the 
delight this one little motion brought her. She felt withdrawal stop and was 
surprised that one rebellious part of her mind was glad it wasn't being 
pulled out after all. Then she felt him move in again to the deepest depths 
of her womb and was surprised how very pleasurable it was.


She could feel every muscular ridge on the trunk of his probing male organ 
pressing out against the smooth velvety walls of her vagina.


Within moments, he was slowly and tantalizingly pumping in and out of her. 
"No ... ugh ... you mustn't. Ugh ... just the ... photo ... ugh ... 
graphs...." she began, realizing that her pelvis was beginning to 
involuntarily elevate upward to meet him. God, her body was coming 
completely alive. She could suddenly feel everything, could feel the heat of 
his ears as she clasped her knees against his head, could feel her nakedly 
exposed rectum throbbing in what she feared was expectation, could feel her 
breasts crying out for attention.


Now Hansen began to rotate his hips, grinding his hardened penis deeper and 
deeper into her vagina. He was not the least bit surprised to find an 
answering rotation movement coming from her. He had known the girl was 
beginning to heat up ... in another minute or two, she would be ready for 
almost anything. Patiently, he rocked above her, stroking into her with a 
long easy rhythm.


And then, in spite of her initial revulsion at being made love to by a 
stranger, Lydia's mouth was beginning to open and close with passion. She no 
longer cared about the photographs, there was nothing left but that long 
beautiful cock sawing into her as though she were a violin and it a 
bow-bringing with it a wild savage music she had never heard before. Gone 
were all thoughts of pride, or morals, of anything except the feeling ... 
and a music older than Adam and Eve themselves.


Randy, her husband, had never caused her to feel this way, and even as she 
thought about it she wondered if perhaps it hadn't been partially her own 
fault. With the rapid departure of morals and pride, all her facades and 
inhibitions were falling away. She strained upward, heaving her abdomen in 
passion, and clasped her hands against his buttocks pulling this stranger 
deeper and deeper into her screaming body.


With considerable surprise and pleasure, Hansen suddenly felt her go wild 
beneath him. For a second, he thought she was cumming; then he realized that 
the cunt's motor had just been put into gear ... it had only been idling 
before. Smiling triumphantly, he moved up higher on her body and without 
breaking his rhythm began nibbling at her breast.


"Aahhhhh," she moaned, feeling not only his hot lips on her nipple, but a 
new and even more wonderful sensation as his cock began really pressing 
against her clitoris. She dipped and revolved her pelvis, hard, hungrily 
keeping the clitoris in contact with his rigid driving pole of flesh.


Hansen, feeling the first vestiges of control leaving his body, began 
fucking into her with ever-increasing force. He lengthened the stroke, 
drawing his cock almost all the way out before slamming it home again. 
Faster, faster, faster, he worked. She met him each time. Her vaginal lips 
caressed it as it went in-sucked and massaged it as it came out. His scrotum 
was beginning to tighten-to swell, and he knew his time was coming close.


Lydia's body had begun rocking from side to side in addition to her frantic 
up and down movements. She was soaring rapidly toward a pinnacle. Her head 
tossed back and forth like a buoy in a stormy sea, and her breath whistled 
and rasped out of her in short cries of passion. My God, she thought, I'm 
about to cum again. Never ... never before had anything felt as wonderful as 
this. This man had mouthed her cunt until she was helpless with desire; he 
had made her reach a climax the likes of which she had never experienced 
before. And now ... and now! That gigantic throbbing godhead was causing her 
senses to leave her. His huge prick had filled her with insane pleasure, and 
it was peaking ... she was peaking. She fought her own climax; she didn't 
want it ... because it would mean the end of it. He would leave her ... he 
would pull it out of her. And she began weeping. She was nothing more than 
an adulteress ... a common slut! "Oh, God!" she screamed.


Hansen wanted her to cum first; he wasn't sure how close she was. Abruptly, 
he stopped.


"Whas-szzit wrong," she panted. "Don't stop now."


Hansen felt her cunt pulling and sucking desperately at his hardened cock. 
For Pete's sake, he thought, the hot crazy bitch was going to make him cum 
anyway ... whether he moved or not! Quickly then, he withdrew his cock until 
only her thin, hair-lined vaginal lips covered the head.


"What? Why ... are you ... stopping?" she groaned, looking up at him with 
calf-like pleading eyes.


Hansen was fighting his own breath as well. He smiled, panting, "The 
photographs are taken."


Lydia blinked, as the perspiration ran off her forehead, across her 
eyebrows, and into her eyes. She couldn't believe what she was hearing. The 
raging fires he had set in her loins had to be extinguished. No one could be 
that insensitive, that unfeeling. She didn't care what she sounded like now 
... all she knew was that she had to have that life-giving instrument of 
maledom back in her. She was incomplete without it; she'd die, a screaming 
death, without it. "Don't stop, please, don't stop," she wept, knowing she 
was debasing herself even further by begging. "Please?"


Hansen felt the joy in his balls at the knowledge she was begging for it. 
Begging for him! For his cock! "Say what you want," he ordered sternly.


"Do it to me."


"Do what?" He was as unbending as his own prick.


"Fuck me," she screamed. "Fuck me, please ... fuck me, you bastard!" The 
sound of her own lewd expression caused the flames to leap even higher in 
her abdomen and she screamed again as she felt the cruel white submarine 
crash dive, sliding inexorably into the turbulent depths of her vaginal sea. 
"Ahhhhhh, God...." she gasped, and the delight flowed over her in an aurora 
borealis of pleasure. Her legs quivered on either side of his thick 
shoulders and she reached up for his head, French-kissing him, sucking his 
tongue as though she were sucking voraciously on a cock. The bliss was 
unbearable. He slammed mercilessly into her vagina, and with the perigee of 
each stroke she screamed from sheer lust and pleasure; screwing his tongue 
deep into her throat as though she wanted tongue and cock to meet midway in 
her body. She was close ... coming closer ... closer.


Hansen moaned as he felt his own unbearable climax beginning deep within 
him. No amount of flexing ass muscles would keep this one away, he thought, 
and abruptly gave himself in to the exquisite sensations. He hammered in an 
out as though he were a runaway pile driver, and then he felt the scalding 
heat as her vaginal walls began to seep the elixir that was the precursor to 
her climax. Beneath him, the woman's eyes suddenly widened in disbelief and 
her breath caught in her throat. "I'm cummin g," she shouted, "I'm 
cumming....Oh, God.... I'm ... I'm cumming. Yes.... Yes? Now.... NOW ... 
Aiiiieeeeeeeee." Her body twisted beneath him and then she was thrashing 
around, convulsing crazily with her mouth and cunt both sucking at him, 
while her vagina squirted its own white hot lava around the impaling shaft.


Hansen fucked her as if she would be the last fuck ever! He pounded into 
her, pinning the thrashing body to the mattress, his breath coming in short 
hot gasps. The bitch continued to cum ... she wouldn't stop. Her orgasm had 
been going on for at least a minute and still she thrashed and screamed. He 
dug deeper into the quivering slit between her widespread legs, stretching 
it even wider. Then he was cumming! He felt the tortured pressure within his 
scrotum suddenly blow up and, like waters from a collapsing dam, his seminal 
juices and cum roared down the subterranean tunnel of his cock to explode 
like a ball of fire deep up into the estuaries of her wildly heaving belly. 
He fell forward against her breasts with an incredible feeling of delight 
and sensuality sweeping over him in a seismic wave of all consuming 
pleasure.


Lydia felt the boiling white sperm pumping into her, and she worked vaginal 
muscles she had never known existed before to milk his penis in a desperate 
effort to consume every bit of every spurt. Her own orgasms were fading now, 
but her belly muscles still rippled and jumped from the unaccustomed delight 
and exertion.


She felt his maledom deflating inside her. God! it was like something slowly 
dying-something that had once been so terribly alive. It continued to 
twitch, but more slowly ... until, finally, it lay quiescent. Then, after 
about a minute, he pulled it out. She heard the soft plopping sound when it 
was removed-almost like a cork coming from a flat bottle of champagne.


Lydia felt him lie down alongside her. She hoped he wouldn't say anything. 
She needed time to think. She heard him swallow; his spittle sounded like 
dry sandpaper sliding down his throat. Lydia knew that within the last hour 
she had discovered a wanton streak in herself. She had never realized that 
sex could be so wonderful. And that was Randy's fault! God damn him ... the 
dirty son of a bitch. She had wasted twelve years of her life on him ... 
twelve long dry years in which he had led her to believe that she was a 
"frigid neurotic female incapable of feeling anything for anyone." And all 
that time, Randolph had been sleeping with everything and everyone that wore 
a skirt. Twelve years! Well, she would show him. Oh, how she would show him! 
He'd pay for those twelve years, and it would seem like he was paying one 
day at a time.


Hansen's breath still hadn't returned to normal when he felt the woman turn 
over to face him. Her eyes were unfathomable; he thought she looked pretty 
angry about something though.


Lydia said, "Is your camera focused for the next photograph ... the fellatio 
one?"


Wearily, the detective nodded, and blindly reached out of the remote cable.


"Will the picture show it when ... when ... you cum in my mouth?"


Hansen felt a jolt go through his half-awakened body. He nodded once more. 
"It might take a while, though, for me to build up strength again."


Lydia wanted to get the thing over with as soon as possible. "What's the 
fastest way to build you up again?" she asked.


Hansen grinned broadly. "Just suck; it will do the rest." He watched, 
fascinated, as the woman lowered her head down and her golden hair fell 
across his stomach and her warm lips ovaled and then dropping fastened 
uncertainly around the head of his cock. She was inexperienced, but instinct 
told her what to do. The soft warm suction began and, within seconds, the 
miracle of resurrection had occurred ...


CHAPTER 2


Hansen had been too weary that night to develop the film; as a result, it 
was after two o'clock the next afternoon before he withdrew the negatives 
from the soup and examined them in light. As he looked at the developed 
film, his prick stirred to life again. Of them all, probably the best of the 
batch was the one where she was blowing him, he thought.


He didn't even remember taking the picture, so lost had he been in the 
overpowering sensation of her lips and tongue working on his cock. The 
photograph showed him with his straining buttocks lifted at least a foot off 
the bed as he seemingly sought to jam the spurting cock deeper into her 
eager throat. Shining white cum squirted from between her pooched out lips. 
The woman's expression was the most surprising thing about the picture. On 
her face was a look of sheer, unadulterated exaltation ... as though she had 
accidentally stumbled upon the legendary Fountain of Youth.


Hansen thoughtfully hung the negatives up to dry and went back into his 
office where he sat, feet propped up on the desk, staring out the window and 
seeing nothing. For a moment yesterday afternoon, he had entered paradise. A 
beautiful, seemingly untouchable woman. The world of softness. An expensive 
velvet comforter hiding satin sheets atop a king-sized bed ... not a 
threadbare and grease-spotted corduroy cover hiding the sagging springs of 
his own pathetic pull-down Murphy bed. Once again he felt her body thrashing 
beneath him, screaming out obscenities that were never truly "obscene" 
coming from the throat of a woman in a fit passion. Once again he tasted the 
rare elixir of her vagina. Once again he felt his tongue trembling at the 
threshold of her anus. He groaned deep in his throat and was abruptly angry 
at the realization he was actually feeling sorry for himself. "You stupid 
son of a bitch." he snarled aloud, castigating himself. "So you got to fuck 
a rich man's wife. Does that spoil screwing poor women for you? Isn't one 
cunt just as good as another?" Even as he said the words, he already knew 
the answer to the questions: Yes: She had spoiled everything. Her money had 
nothing to do with it; she could be in debt up to that wonderful ass of 
hers, and it wouldn't make any difference. He'd had her; and as obviously 
inexperienced as she was, no other broad could ever be the same again for 
him. Angrily, he fished for a cigarette and then cursed as he found the 
package was empty. He threw the pack at a waste basket and shook his head 
mournfully as it hit the rim and bounced off.


When the phone jangled at that moment, he almost ripped the cord from the 
receiver when he yanked it up and growled, "Yeh?"


Her voice came over the line. "Mister Hansen?"


He took a deep breath and tried to sound civilized. "Yes, Mrs. Donovan."


She didn't waste any time in getting to the point. "How did the photographs 
turn out?" He could sense her embarrassment over the phone.


For a split second he thought about telling her the film had been ruined and 
that they would have to do it over again. Then he realized she wouldn't buy 
that and, besides, it would be a reflection of inefficiency on his part. 
"They're o.k.," he said non-committally.


He heard the sound of her swallow over the phone and then her voice was 
brisk and businesslike. "Good. Are you willing to continue working with me?"


"More photograph s," he wise-cracked and almost blew the whole deal right 
there.


The heat of her anger came through the miles of wires. "Don't be smart, 
Mister Hansen."


"Sorry."


"All right. Here's what I want you to do. First: I need to get in touch with 
at least three different ... ah ... 'wife-swapping' organizations. I want to 
know the name of each of the club's leaders. It would be better, I believe, 
if they were from another part of the state. They must be high-class people, 
however. No tramps! And ... one of them has to be an all-Negro, or mainly 
Negro, club. Is that understood?"


Hansen blinked and scratched his right ear thoughtfully. "That may be a tall 
order, Mrs. Donovan. Christ! I'm not even sure where to start.'


"At two hundred dollars a day plus expenses, I'm sure you'll find a place."


"It's liable to take a week or so...." he began.


"I don't care. I'll give you a retainer. Will a thousand dollars be enough 
to start?"


Hansen, speechless, merely nodded and then, suddenly realizing she couldn't 
see his nod of acceptance, said quickly, "That will be fine."


"Good. Incidentally, I don't know anything about these organizations, but I 
would suggest you begin looking at the Santa Barbara Royal Yacht Club for a 
group. It's common knowledge that they have an active bunch that swaps with 
other yacht clubs. Perhaps you can find the all-Negro group in the San 
Francisco Bay area. For my plan, I will need at least twelve couples 
altogether. No more than fifteen couples though."


Slowly, Hansen brought his feet down off the desk. He realized he probably 
should keep his mouth shut, but he also knew the question had to be 
asked-even if he got his head snapped off. "Mrs. Donovan ... would you mind 
telling me just what you have in mind?"


She didn't answer for so long a time that Hansen began to think she had left 
the line, then he heard her inhale and exhale loudly as if she had just 
reached a decision. "You're entitled to know, I think. I'm planning a little 
surprise party for my husband. He'll enjoy it so! I want him to come home to 
me ... at midnight ... after visiting his little tart, and I want him to 
walk in on a wild orgy. He's a brilliant banker, but a small-minded, 
possessive, selfish, petty little bigot. He hates Negroes. And I want him to 
see his wife being made love to like the lowest harlot by a black man. I 
want him to be humiliated in public, with lots of people around to see him 
squirm. I want big-very big-enlargements in the hallway of me ... and you 
... in bed together!"


The breath whistled out of Hansen's constricted throat, "Jesus!"


"It is the only way I can ever repay him."


The broad was nuts. She had to be. She'd slipped her trolley somewhere. This 
thing was getting crazier by the minute. Hansen knew he had to make some 
effort to change her mind-even if it were to cost him a thousand bucks. 
"Look, Mrs. Donovan. I don't know about this. How do you know these groups 
will respond to your invitation? I mean, hell! you're a stranger; they 
aren't acquainted with you. Most of them are secret organizations-not easy 
to break into. Besides, I'm sure they won't go along with any party you plan 
unless your husband participates, too."


She brushed all his arguments aside. "They'll come if the invitation is 
worded properly. I intend to see that it is an affair they will be eager to 
attend."


"And your husband?"


"I thought you understood that, Mister Hansen. You are to be my partner for 
the evening...."


Hansen's mind was reeling when he hung up several minutes later. He was 
still in a daze when he made the photographic prints and put them on the 
dryer. In the fifteen years as a private detective, he had never before made 
extra copies of any client's photographs-no matter how juicy. This time, 
however, he broke his own rule because he knew that he wanted always to 
remember Lydia Donovan and what she had done to and for him that afternoon.


He really didn't come back to complete reality until he found himself 
standing before a mirror in one of Palo Alto's best known and most expensive 
men's stores-having a $350.00 black mohair and silk suit fitted to him. He 
hardly recognized the man he saw in the mirror; it was a different Hansen-a 
Hansen who was almost polished, almost handsome. It was the image of the man 
Hansen had wanted to be when he had planned to become a lawyer. The war had 
shot down those plans. Before he left the store, he had blown another $75 on 
one pair of shoes, and over $100 on shirts and ties.


As he walked back to his dingy little office, he noticed that he was 
actually standing a bit straighter and taking long strides. It was then he 
knew with utter incredulity in his mind-that he wanted the Donovan woman and 
was going to do his goddamnedest to get her ... for keeps ... no matter what 
the cost. Then he said, aloud, "Mike Hansen, you are the stupidest shit 
alive."


Five hours later, he was en route to Santa Barbara on the first leg of his 
assignment.


CHAPTER 3


The day was simply full of pleasurable surprises, Lydia thought. First, she 
had awakened to find that Randy hadn't come home at all last night and 
hadn't even bothered to call. For a moment she had flared in anger and then 
abruptly recognized she didn't care one way or the other any longer. To hell 
with him; she wanted only one thing and that was revenge.


The second and third surprises had come with the telephone call from the 
detective, Hansen, while she was still in bed. She was surprised at the 
effect his voice had on her body; it was almost as though he were lying in 
bed with her. Her abdomen and breasts both reacted as if they had been 
caressed. She closed her eyes and imagined him alongside her-that beautiful 
penis, hard and throbbing, pressed against her buttocks. She spread her legs 
out wide and flexed her vaginal lips, pushing her pelvis in the air. "What 
did you say, Mister Hansen?" she asked, shamelessly stroking her clitoris 
and waiting to hear his voice.


"I said I have the names of three different groups in Santa Barbara and two 
all-black organizations in Oakland.'


"That's fast work for only two days," she relied, feeling a hot dampness 
against her fingers.


"I was lucky," he said. "Ah ... look! This thing is rather involved for a 
written report. I think I had better just tell you about it."


"All right. When can you come out?" And a wanton little voice within her 
mind cried silently out, "Come now, right now. I've got a present for you!"


There had been silence over the line then Hansen's voice came, "I have to be 
in court this morning and probably won't get out until noon. It's probable 
that I'll be recalled to the witness stand in the afternoon session, so ... 
well, are you free for a business lunch?"


Lydia had paused, all of her upbringing scolding her not to get socially 
involved with an employee. Then she remembered what she had done to him, 
what he had done to her, what she was doing to herself right now as she 
listened to his voice ... and what they were going to have to do together 
before this whole thing was over. It struck her as a joke ... on herself ... 
and she began laughing. There was genuine warmth and sincerity in her voice 
when she had answered, "I'd love to have lunch with you, Mister Hansen. 
Where?"


She was surprised-and amused-at her feelings of anticipation as she dressed 
and drove to the restaurant he had named. This was, she abruptly realized, 
the first time she had lunched with a male alone-other than her 
husband-since her marriage. She was actually looking forward to it!


The Barrister Restaurant was across the street from the Superior Court 
Buildings and the Police Department. Lydia had heard of it and seen it 
mentioned in the various gossip columns, but she had never eaten there. She 
was pleasantly surprised when the parking lot attendant took her Porsche and 
she entered the restaurant itself. The exterior had been rather deceptive, 
the inside was impressive. Although there was a line of almost two dozen 
people waiting for seats, the maitre d' immediately came over to her; there 
was a look of open admiration in his eyes. "You must be Mrs. Donovan."


"Why ... yes?" She found herself flustered for a second; how could he have 
known who she was.


She got her answer. "Mister Hansen said you'd be here. He described you. We 
have your table ready."


Lydia followed him past the crowded tables and booths until they reached an 
alcove marked "Judicial Chambers." It was quieter in here, the conversation 
was muted, and although every booth was occupied the room didn't seem nearly 
as crowded as the main section. Over in the corner, Lydia saw the detective 
deep in conversation with a gray-haired man who had his back to her. She 
felt a strong tug of disappointment; Hansen should have told her there would 
be someone else.


Then as she came closer she became aware of a change in Hansen. He was so 
different! His clothes looked as if they had been tailored for him. He 
seemed completely at ease in these surroundings ... as if he belonged! It 
was almost as if he were a completely different man than that dreary-weary 
little creature who had brought the photographs ... and then she remembered 
that he had seemed changed when he came out of the bathroom that day and had 
... had ... obeyed her instructions. She was blushing when she reached the 
table.


She saw Mike look in her direction. A broad smile of welcome-and something 
else-lit up his face as he stood. The older man stood also and Lydia gasped 
in recognition. "Judge Coors?" she stammered.


"Lydia? Good Lord! What a pleasant surprise." He looked from the private 
detective back to her. He opened his mouth as if to say something, but then 
obviously thought better of it.


Hansen's thick eyebrows had raised quizzically. "You two know each other?"


Lydia merely nodded, feeling some embarrassment. Judge Coors had been a 
friend of her father's family for over fifty years; he had performed the 
marriage ceremonies for her and Randolph's wedding ... even though she had 
overheard him telling her mother that he was sure Lydia was making a 
mistake.


Hansen moved to her rescue. "Please sit down, Mrs. Donovan. Judge Coors and 
I were just shooting the breeze."


Lydia moved into the designated seat and Hansen sat down beside her. She 
looked up, almost guiltily, toward the magistrate who continued to gaze 
speculatively at her.


Hansen said, without too much sincerity in his voice, "Sam, why don't you 
join us for lunch?"


"No, Mike. I've other plans." The judge stared at both of them and then 
asked the question he had obviously been holding back. "Lydia, I'm 
dumbfounded. Have you two known each other very long?"


She didn't get a chance to answer, for Hansen interrupted, "This is strictly 
business, Sam."


Judge Coors peered at her, and said slowly, "I see. You and Randolph ... ah 
... thinking about...?"


"I'm leaving him," she said simply, feeling that honesty was probably the 
better policy. Then she added rapidly, "Mother doesn't know about it yet. No 
one knows. Not even Randy."


The Judge nodded. "I shall say nothing." He gazed at the two of them then 
smiled paternally. "For a moment there I thought that perhaps the two of 
you...." he shrugged, then grinned. "Hell, I've known the two of you for 
about thirty years. When an almost old man sees two of his favorite young 
people together, he obviously begins to hope that ... that maybe...." He 
said nothing else, but Lydia could feel herself blushing. She looked over 
toward Hansen and saw his face was colored as well.


The magistrate patted her hand paternally. "Well, Lydia, I must say that if 
you need assistance in a divorce matter you've certainly come to the right 
man. Mike, here, is the most honest, the most capable....He's in the wrong 
business, of course. I keep telling him that he should go back to school and 
get his law degree, but he's really quite stubborn."


Lydia sat through it all, listening with amazement at the good-natured and 
obviously affectionate banter between the two men. It was not until the 
Judge left them alone that the detective turned his full attention on her. 
She felt a jolt of pleasure shoot through her. He was a goddamned handsome 
man, she thought. Handsome and virile, too. And he had come up in her 
estimation considerably. Judge Coors had called the detective one of his 
"favorite" people; that meant Hansen was o.k. all the way down the line.


"What will you have to drink?" he asked.


"Oh ... whatever you're drinking."


Hansen merely held his hand up about shoulder height, and a waiter almost 
immediately appeared carrying two Tauqiievays with a lemon twist.


Lydia knew her earlier poise of snobbish superiority had been shattered; 
even so, she tried to regain her composure and command of the situation ... 
after all, he was working for her. She toyed with her drink, refusing to 
look directly at him. "How did you and Judge Coors come to know each other?" 
she asked.


"I used to deliver papers to his office. He was just a struggling attorney 
at the time. Horribly poor. Near starving. We used to share cheese crackers 
together." Hansen laughed in remembrance, and Lydia suddenly realized she 
liked his laugh. "It was the Depression then. He didn't have any money, so I 
gave him credit. I was only nine years old, living with an uncle. My folks 
died when I was six. I guess I felt sort of protective toward Sam. He 
couldn't pay his bill for almost nine months, then he finally won a case-his 
first big one. When he paid me, he tried to give me ten bucks extra. I 
refused to take it."


Lydia looked at him then, and he turned his eyes away as if he were ashamed 
of his own emotions. "It seems kind of stupid now, but I was just a kid. I 
remember that I got mad at him and started bawling. He asked me what was 
wrong and I answered something like I had given credit because I thought he 
was a friend who needed help, and you can't pay friends for helping you. I 
ran out of his office, blubbering. He chased and caught up with me three 
blocks away. Funny thing ... I remember ... he had tears in his eyes, too, 
when he asked me to forgive him. World War II came and he went-wrote to me 
regularly every week about Africa, Italy, Germany ... wherever he happened 
to be, just like an older brother-or a father. He helped me get a 
scholarship at Pomona College, then sponsored me in my first two years at 
Boalt. I was going to be a lawyer, too ... but the Korean War came along." 
He shrugged. "When I came back I discovered that all these punks who had 
gotten deferments had crawled out of the woodwork from as far away as New 
York to get into Boalt, and now the school had a waiting list of two years. 
I got married, went to work as a cop, then got involved in a shooting beef 
one night with a joker who hit me in the left arm with a .44 slug. They gave 
me a forty percent disability and told me I wasn't suitable for active 
police work any longer." He laughed and for a moment his bitterness showed. 
"They offered me a job inside as a record clerk. I told them what they could 
do with that job. Then I used my disability pay to start my own 
investigation agency. So here I am."


"And your wife?" It was said casually, too casually.


"We couldn't hack it together. We'd been married about seven months and she 
was constantly bitching about my working nights as a policeman; she took off 
with a boyfriend-sent me divorce papers from Mexico. She wiped herself out 
about ten years ago in an automobile accident in Germany."


"I'm sorry."


"Don't be. Not for me. Or for her! She went out the way she would have 
wanted to go-taking an internationally famous movie star with her. It made 
headlines throughout Europe. They'd been living together while she was 
trying to get her fifth divorce."


Lydia listened to him talk. Odd, she thought, I've been married to Randy for 
ten years and I never understood or felt one damned thing about him. Yet, 
here I am sitting with almost a stranger, and I've gotten more insight into 
this man's character in fifteen minutes than I'll ever have about Randy-even 
if we were married for another ten years. She found herself in empathy with 
the detective. When he had been talking about the newspaper delivery episode 
she'd actually found herself reaching impulsively for his hand to show him 
she understood. Fortunately he hand't noticed her abortive movement.


Over lunch they chatted about inconsequential things. When they both fell 
silent at the same time, it was a warm, companionable silence, with neither 
feeling any need of conversation. Someone had once told Lydia that when 
lovers are silent and not speaking, their bodies are talking to each other. 
While it had seemed nonsense at the time, she could almost believe it now. 
She was all too aware of his body next to her. She imagined she could feel 
the heat of his thighs radiating against her own. And although she fought 
against the remembrances, she found herself recalling her reactions to him 
when he had been taking the photographs. It had taken her hours of soul 
searching that night before admitting that she had, for the first time in 
her life, truly enjoyed sex. She didn't know if it were the result of some 
mental quirk on her part-of having "paid" for a sex servant who did her 
bidding ... or whether the man's body and her body were that compatible. One 
way or the other, she thought, I'll find out for sure before this thing is 
over.


Lydia was forced to concentrate on his report about the Santa Barbara group. 
Twice she found herself watching his lips move-not hearing his 
words-remembering how his lips had felt against her body. With considerable 
dismay, she realized there was a hot dampness between her legs, and she 
flushed as she knew it came from her arousal.


"I'm sorry," she said. "I didn't hear that-would you mind repeating."


Hansen nodded and glanced down at his notes again. "I said you might think 
the group best suited to your purposes in Santa Barbara is one led by a 
couple named Sue and Richard McGuffin. They own a yacht called the "Jolly 
Rogue," and it would appear that some of the parties are held aboard the 
boat. They have a three-day party coming up over the long weekend next 
month, and they're presently seeking two new couples."


"How did you find all this out?"


Hansen smiled. "Electronics."


"Can you think of any way of ... of meeting them socially?"


The detective thought a minute, then pursed his lips and answered, "We could 
wait until the McGuffins are on board some evening, take a water taxi out, 
get on board and dismiss the taxi, then claim that we've accidentally gotten 
on the wrong boat."


Lydia thought about it. The plan should work-would definitely work if the 
McGuffins had any social graces at all. The couple would invite them to have 
a drink while another taxi was en route. Then ... well, they'd have to play 
it by ear from there. Finally she nodded. "All right. When shall we do it?"


Hansen shrugged. "We should infiltrate as soon as possible, if we're going 
to be included in the three-day party."


"This weekend?"


Hansen blinked; he actually seemed uncertain of himself. "We'll have to 
register someplace as "Mr. and Mrs.," in case the McGuffins run a check on 
us."


A sudden shock of alarm surged through Lydia's body. She scolded herself 
silently, "Silly, what else did you expect?" Then she recognized, with more 
surprise than ever, that she was actually looking forward to it. She wanted 
to be in bed with him; she wanted to spend an entire night with him. She 
wanted him to ... to ... and she framed the words in her mind, "Fuck me half 
to death!"


"All right," she said, hoping that none of the throbbing excitement was 
showing on her face.


Hansen paused, staring at her thoughtfully. "You know, of course, what's 
involved? The McGuffins will probably want to swap that first evening; 
you'll have to ... to ... cooperate."


"You mean I will have to let him make love to me.


"Yes."


"And presumably you and Mrs. McGuffin will be alongside us in the bed or on 
the floor-doing the same thing?"


"Yes."


The thought of the lewd spectacle they would present sent a shiver of 
forbidden excitement up her spine. To actually watch Hansen's monstrous 
penis pile-driving into another woman's naked vagina! "My God," she said to 
herself in sudden dismay, "what's happening to me that I would want to 
witness a perverted thing like that." Part of her dismay came with the 
knowledge that she not only was eager to watch it, but eager to participate 
in it.


Her hands were trembling noticeably when she finally nodded again. "This 
weekend. I'll meet you in Santa Barbara on Friday afternoon. Will you take 
care of the accommodations?"


Hansen relaxed then and grinned. "It's already taken care of. "We're staying 
at the Ambassador. A king-sized bed ... just in case the McGuffins try to 
check on us or want to come up for a drink."


"Of course," Lydia said, refusing to look at him. And suddenly-very 
suddenly-she knew that even though it was only three days away, it was going 
to take forever for Friday to arrive. She wanted Hansen to come back to the 
house with her now; she wanted him to undress her-to peel her panties slowly 
and tantalizingly down over her buttocks, around her knees-to unfasten her 
bra-to kneel ... She swallowed. Realizing the wickedness of her thoughts, 
she told herself that she was glad the detective had to get back to court 
that afternoon.


But then, when Lydia analyzed her thoughts, she knew she wasn't "glad" at 
all. She was disappointed!


It was a disappointment that gradually turned to a smoldering excitement 
that continued to grow during the next three days-growing in strength and 
heat until her entire body was aflame with a passionate impatience when she 
stepped off the elevator at the Ambassador Friday afternoon and followed the 
bellboy with her bags to her "husband's suite."


CHAPTER 4


For a split second, as she entered the suite, Lydia felt a deep sense of 
disappointment because Hansen wasn't there to greet her. Then she heard him 
singing off-key in the shower. The edges of her mouth turned up in a small 
impish smile of delight, and the first zephyrs of anticipation were already 
blowing through her belly when she tipped the admiring bellboy five dollars.


God, she thought, I'm acting like nothing but a bitch in heat. She wanted 
Hansen; she wanted him now, right now! There was a vast loneliness aching 
down there between her legs. There really was only one question to be 
answered: should she play hard to get and act coy, or take the initiative?


She strode across the room and gazed out the window toward the harbor where 
half a hundred boats rode at anchor. They bobbed gently up and down; the 
motion was a completely sexual one, and the masts looked like thin eager 
penises jamming the womb of the sky.


And now her hands had begun to shake and her knees felt rubbery; the moment 
for action or non-action had arrived. She could still turn back. Her face 
dimpled in sudden decision, and then she was almost frantically removing 
shoes, yanking down panty hose, stepping out of her expensive, blue Italian 
knit skirt, and taking off blouse and bra. She wanted to be naked before he 
finished his shower.


She stood in the center of the room, waiting for him. Her breasts had 
darkened, and her nipples had grown erect by themselves. She groaned as she 
ran a hand feverishly down over her pubic hair; the current shot through 
her. She flaunted her pelvis a couple of times and whimpered deep in her 
throat ... like a bitch in heat, she thought again.


When Hansen still did not put in an appearance, Lydia bit her lower lip 
indecisively and then tiptoed rapidly toward the bathroom. She opened the 
door. The steam hit her with a warm moistness. Through the fog, she could 
see his muscular body out-lined in the glass door of the large shower stall. 
He continued to sing.


Her eyes were flashing mischievously as she slowly reached out for the door 
handle. Then, quickly, she opened it and stepped inside. She couldn't have 
asked for a better setup, she thought; there was the detective, his hair all 
lathered up, his eyes closed ... and not the least bit aware that someone 
had stepped into the shower stall with him. She choked back a giggle as she 
watched him-watched the white soapy suds running down his backbone to 
disappear into the crevice between his strong buttocks. Slowly, with a 
prankish grin on her face, she reached out for his penis....


Hansen's first awareness that someone was in the shower with him came with 
the soft touch of a hand sliding down his abdomen to fasten gently on his 
cock. "What in hell," he shouted, and jumped in sudden alarm almost 
slipping. His eyes opened-a mistake! for the soap blinded him again almost 
immediately. He saw enough, though.


There, as if a dream had suddenly materialized, was the nude golden body of 
the Donovan woman, her harvest moon breasts already wet, and a stream of 
water running down her belly into her silken pubic hair. She was laughing at 
his reaction.


The surprised yelp came out of him, "Lydia?"


"Who else did you expect? Sophia Loren? After all, I am supposed to be your 
wife."


He gasped, then choked as soapy water ran into his mouth, for Lydia had 
begun to slowly move her hand back and forth on his prick. A low groan of 
desire came squawking out of his larynx, and her delighted laughter hit his 
ears.


Lydia stepped up even closer to him and, still stroking his cock with her 
right hand, put her left arm around his waist. She knew she was getting her 
hair soaked. Too bad, she thought uncaringly; her hairdresser had worked 
almost an hour on it this morning because Lydia wanted to look especially 
nice. Under the machinations of her fingers, she could feel life surging 
into the prick; it was a terribly sensual feeling as the soapy water caused 
her hand to slip almost without friction from head to base of the huge rod. 
She felt lewd excitement expanding in her loins as the thing in her hand 
grew in size. Now it was elongated, sticking out in front of him as though 
it were the long, white-skinned neck of a turkey.


"Hurry up and get the soap out of your hair and eyes," she said, beginning 
to feel impatient again and jerking his cock a couple of times in emphasis.


Hansen who had been standing there with his eyes closed, let the sensations 
flow over his body. He could feel the warm water flowing over his head, 
could feel Lydia's breasts and nipples pressing against his chest ... but 
the best thing of all was that excruciatingly wonderful movement of her hand 
stroking his hardening prick.


Quickly he rinsed his hair and washed the soap from his blinded eyes. Then 
he looked at her. Even barefoot, she was still about two inches taller than 
he. Her eyes were gazing unfathomably at him, almost as if they were daring 
him. Her moist lips-parted in amusement and, possibly hunger-were only 
inches from his. He reached out, planted his sinewy hands on her flaring 
hips, and gruffly pulled her to him. The new position made it difficult for 
her pliant fingers to stroke his prick, so she contented herself with 
holding it tightly in her fist-clenching and unclenching her hand in time to 
the beat of his pulse down there. It was a maddening tempo, one that she 
found echoed in her own belly.


Mike found his thoughts, in complete disarray, but that did not stop him 
from shoving his tongue into her open mouth. Her tongue met his, and teased 
and cajoled it until he was pushing it in and out of her mouth as though it 
were a little red throbbing cock. They dueled this way for almost a minute, 
the water streaming down both of their faces.


Lydia was the first to break contact; when she pulled away her breath was 
coming in short, puppy dog-like pants. She looked at her hand gripping his 
monstrous maledom, and then pushed down on it so the head of the penis was 
touching the upper entrance to her vaginal slit. He moved forward just a 
tiny bit, and she felt the head slide against her dampened pubic hair and 
soap-lubricated clitoris. She groaned as a shower of heated sparks shot 
through the region of naked genitals.


"Life is just full of surprises," Mike said, French-kissing her again. He 
hadn't been sure the girl would really consent to sexual intercourse with 
him. How wrong can one guy be, he thought. Christ, she's practically raping 
me, but I'll go along peacefully!


Hansen felt the wild elation growing in him as Lydia began sliding the hair 
covered softness of her vagina along the top of his cock. She was tall 
enough that he could take her this way without undue strain on his leg 
muscles. She was obviously ready; he could put it in right now if he wanted. 
Her eyes were closed as her breath rasped out horsely. She did something 
with her pelvis and inner thighs which caused the cuntal lips to look like a 
hot fleshy vise over the cock; she held it that way as she began moving back 
and forth again. It was almost as if he were deep inside her.


Amazed, Mike began running his hands up and down her soapy buttocks. He 
slipped his middle finger down into the soft, yielding crevice and nudged 
her anal ring. She jumped and her eyes fluttered open.


The sensation of his finger against her rectum had startled Lydia. It had 
actually shot a nefarious jolt of pleasure through her; never before had she 
realized she was sexually sensitive there. Now Hansen was doing other things 
with those capable hands of his; they were all over her, kneading her 
breasts as though they were bread dough, tweaking the nipples, stroking her 
abdomen in time to her own body movements. She was afire down there. She 
wanted him inside her. She said it, and the obscene words spilling out of 
her lips caused a certain amazement to register in her mind. "Fuck me, 
please do Mike...." she crooned. It wasn't so much a command as it was a 
plea.


His balls throbbed, and the blood had long since been pounding hotly through 
the veins in his rigid cock. He wanted her now ... and yet? He also wanted 
it to be absolutely right. It was important that it be right the first time 
she came willingly to him.


He pulled his penis from between her tightly clenched thighs. "What's 
wrong," she asked, whimperingly.


"Nothing. Let's not hurry it though."


"I want you now." She reached for his cock and enclosed it in her fist 
again. She began yanking on it in short impatient motions.


Mike said nothing. He merely reached behind him and got the soap from the 
soap tray. He used the palms of both hands to raise a lather. The hot 
scented soap was almost an aphrodisiac in itself.


Lydia didn't protect when he began to lather up her breasts; she watched the 
white bubbly river run down across her navel and disappear down into her 
drenched pubic hair. Mike now was lathering up her abdomen and hips; his 
hands were gentle, and the electrifying sensations arched through her belly. 
Then he was using two fingers and the palm of his hand to soap up her 
vagina. She closed her eyes and moaned; her legs becoming so weak that she 
felt they couldn't support her any longer. Mike kneeled in front of her and 
used both hands to bring a white lather to her thighs and legs. He ran his 
hands up and down her lower extremities as though he were stroking a giant's 
cock. She screwed her pelvis toward him, wanting to feel his lips against 
her femaledom, but he avoided it ... then began working his way up her 
backside.


A part of Mike's mind stood off watching him operate. It was obvious the 
girl was just about to go out of her mind with lust. He knew that the upper 
torsos of some women became mottled, almost as if they were just getting 
over a bad case of measles, when they are within seconds of a climax. 
Anytime this mottling occurs on a woman, an orgasm is almost inevitable ... 
no matter what the man does or doesn't do. And Lydia was that color now.


Quickly then, he lathered up his cock and used his soapy hands on her 
abdomen. His fingertips brushed across the wet, curling strands of the soft 
nest of fleece between her legs. He didn't pause there; his hand slid down 
ever further, middle finger extended, until he parted the soft wet strands 
of pubic hair, touched and began caressing her cuntal slit.


Lydia's body almost jackknifed with the maddening contact of his finger 
sliding through the already fevered area. She began to moan in wild, 
inarticulate phrases, and her inner thighs tried to trap that hand-that 
beautiful hand-and keep it captive. Now a second finger was making a lovely 
intrusion; the middle finger toyed with the clitoris ... both fingers moving 
in unison.


She had to have it ... now! She was close. ... She wanted to feel that 
powerful maledom inside her. She could no longer be patient. "Please?" It 
was a craven croak of desire spilling out of her throat.


Hansen watching her and listening to her, reveled in the feel of her nubile 
pussy and the vibrating arousal of her goddess like body. God, he thought, 
she's the hottest thing I've ever seen. She really wants it; she's so fired 
up that she's about to explode.


"Lydia, baby," he said very slowly, "Put it in for me."


Frantically, she reached down for his soap slickened penis and pulled it up 
between her legs. She spread her thighs and pointed the cock, like a 
Coca-Cola bottle, toward the opening of her vagina. She snaked her other arm 
around his waist and pulled him forward, guiding the magnificent hardened 
instrument toward her eagerly awaiting cuntal lips.


Her cunt opened and closed like a hungry sea anemone as she pushed forward 
with her pelvis. His prick sliced through the voracious lips, down and up, 
and rammed deep into the soft pulsating flesh of her belly.


"Ahhhhh," she chanted, moving her body back and forth, feeling his 
cum-bloated scrotum swinging and teasing against her thighs. She reached 
down for his testicles and caressed them, as she wildly flaunted her 
pelvis-sliding her cunt up and down on the throbbing rod of hardened male 
flesh sunk so deep up inside her. It all happened unbelievably fast. "Ahhh? 
Ahhhhhhhhhh?? AH! Aieeeeee. I'm cumming ... I'm cumming....Oh, God, I'm 
cumming," she screamed. And then she was really in a frenzy with her pelvis 
slamming so hard against Hansen's hip bones that it seemed certain something 
was about to break.


Mike's eyes had widened in complete surprise. My God, she had reached an 
orgasm within twenty seconds of the time the cock was first shoved in. He 
hadn't made one single thrust on his own part; she had done all the work. 
She swallowed with her mouth hung loosely open, and the sound of air panting 
in and out of her throat made almost an obscene noise of unmistakably 
satisfied passion.


Lydia stood there, trembling uncontrollably, as the orgasm drained away her 
strength. She was forced to lean against Hansen; there was nothing left in 
her body. She was sure she had lost consciousness at the height of the 
climax for she had slumped, and the movement had caused his hard rigid 
instrument to slip out of her vagina with a wet, plopping sound that could 
be heard even above the hiss of the shower water and the deep gasps of her 
breathing.


She felt an almost uncontrollable desire to go to sleep. This in spite of 
her mind swarming with thoughts like a disturbed wasps' nest. She knew what 
had happened; she had reached a powerful orgasm, and it had been just as if 
she had hooked into a high voltage line. She had been aroused for days and 
release, when it came, had been as sudden as a thunderbolt.


"Are you all right?" Mike was looking at her with some concern.


She closed her eyes and nodded. A moment later, Mike's hands were on her 
shoulders, turning her around so the soap would wash off. She was as 
obedient as a small sleepy child. Then there came the velvet-like softness 
of a wash cloth gently rubbing between her legs as it rinsed the soap suds 
from her still slightly pulsating cunt. She winced when the cloth-as soft as 
it was-accidentally brushed against her clitoris. The organ was overly 
sensitive now; any touch there was painful for the moment. Then the hissing 
hot water was turned off.


Mike began towelling her dry, treating her as if she were an infant being 
dried after a bath. The roughness of the towel began bringing a new life to 
her body; it felt, she decided, very, very sensual. Warm, comfortable, 
and-for the moment-satisfied, she permitted him to do anything he wanted. 
She even stood on tiptoe to help, when he rubbed the towel between the 
cheeks of her ass. She was all too aware that he still had his mammoth 
erection, and dully she wondered if he wanted to be "relieved."


Mike wadded up the towel and threw it into the corner of the shower. Then, 
without saying a word, he picked up Lydia and carried her out of the stall, 
through the bathroom, and to the king-sized bed. He carried her as 
effortlessly as a rag doll. Feeling like a little girl, which she knew was 
pretty ridiculous considering her Amazon-like body, Lydia put her head 
against his hairy chest. She closed her eyes and gave herself to the 
sensation of his erect cock rubbing across her buttocks with each step he 
took.


He put her in the center of the bed and stood looking down at her. She still 
had her eyes closed, and her lovely full breasts rose and fell like the 
surge of the sea with each breath. It was incredible, simply incredible, he 
thought. All this-mine ... for now. Once again, he wondered about her. She 
didn't seem the "hair trigger" type, yet that first evening when they had 
taken the photographs, she had cum almost immediately ... and had continued 
to reach orgasm after orgasm, each one building on the other. And in the 
shower? She had been there within seconds after he had pushed his prick 
between her warm welcoming thighs. Yet? During her moments of delight, she 
had implied she had never been able to do anything with her husband, and 
that her husband Randy, thought her "frigid." Mike couldn't understand it at 
all! The photographs had shown that Randy was well-versed in the art of 
turning on a woman, so what was the score?


On the bed, Lydia's eyes blinked open. She felt a great wave of tenderness 
well up within her as she gazed at the detective. It was something she had 
never felt before about any man. Those broad shoulders, that craggy handsome 
face, the fur-like hair on his chest ... and that beautiful, beautiful 
penis.


She wanted that penis. She wanted to kiss it-to pay homage to it. Never 
before had she desired the taste of one, but then never before had one 
brought her such sweet rapture. Still lying on her back, she bent her knees 
and used the balls of her feet and shoulders to scooch over so that the 
prick was directly above her pouting mouth; it hung above her like a 
hardened sword of Damocles. She was amazed at her own boldness, and her 
words sounded alien-almost unintelligible to her-when she said, "Mister 
Hansen, I want to kiss your penis."


His laugh rumbled out, "I'd love to have you do just that. But don't you 
think it's time to dispense with the formalities. My friends call me Mike."


Lydia suddenly giggled. It was funny. But then she stopped giggling when the 
"sword" dipped toward her lips. She reached up and caressed it, feeling 
every powerful ridge beneath the taut skin. Her eyes feasted hungrily upon 
it; she was beginning to understand many things. This, she thought, was the 
real staff of life. Her eyes were hazy "smoky," coming from the fires that 
were being kindled within her and the huge throbbing god's head was already 
oozing love from the eye of the glans.


She licked her lips in anticipation, then cupped the bloated sac of sperm as 
though she were evaluating it. Her lips kissed the underside of the moist 
head, and Hansen quivered like a powerful stallion at bay. Then her tongue 
lashed out, making maddening circles around the entire head of the cock. Her 
own body reacted. It trembled with a suppressed power. Sighing with 
pleasure, she opened her mouth wide and accepted the cock. She began to suck 
on it, gentle little milking motions that came from an instinctive knowledge 
older than time itself. She thrilled to the residual taste of soap, his love 
secretions, and still another taste. "Could it be," she asked herself, "the 
taste of my own vagina?" And feeling as though she were somehow completing a 
circle of life, she took his cock deep within the soft, wet folds of her 
cheeks.


Mike's hands dropped to Lydia's hair and pulled her even closer to him. She 
had begun running her tongue along the underside of his cock, and the 
sensations were causing great thunderheads to build up in his belly. "Suck 
it," he panted, "suck it, Lydia." He lifted his right leg from the floor 
and, without pulling away from her, placed his knee on the pillow alongside 
her head. A second later, he was straddling her breasts and kneeling above 
her face. He began jerking his loins forward at her beauty in the motion of 
fucking.


Lydia cupped his buttocks in the palms of her hands. She liked him in this 
position; it gave her a masochistic pleasure to know that she was almost 
incapable of moving her head in any direction now except up and down on that 
vibrant wonderful penis. She slavered up and down, instinct telling her to 
use her tongue and teeth against the head.


Hansen slowly moved his pelvis back and forth so that her lips-like the 
voracious lips of a hot, hairless vagina-slid along the trunk. God, he 
thought in wonderment, nothing has ever felt this good before! She obviously 
was inexperienced in this type of thing, but the heat of her mouth and the 
way she used her tongue was absolutely fantastic. He'd had blow jobs before 
from a woman; his first wife had been a master at it, and with her he hadn't 
cared enough to want to know where she had learned the art or who had taught 
her. With his wife, the act had been a grotesque parody of sexual 
intercourse. With Lydia, though, it was something else-something of a 
greater dimension. He knew he was going to cum soon, already his boiling 
cauldron of semen was beginning to seek avenues of escape. He put both hands 
on his hips and straightened his shoulders so he could look straight down at 
her as he sawed in and out of her mouth. Her pink lips contrasted with the 
blood infused shaft which pumped into her. Her mouth was so tight around the 
cock that the flesh of her lips were pulled out like the hot opening of a 
volcanic crater-each time he made a withdrawal.


Lydia, lost in a frenzy of delight, was only vaguely aware of his saying, 
"Better stop, or I'm going to cum." She merely sucked harder. She wanted to 
taste his sperm; she wanted the boiling eruption in her mouth. Yet...? What 
would he think about her? Reluctantly, she unfastened her lips from around 
his desire-throbbing cock. When she looked up at him, Mike seemed twenty 
feet tall-staring down at her as though his head were somewhere near the 
ceiling. He was breathing rapidly, and she could see hs stomach muscles 
quivering as he fought for control. She swallowed and forced herself to say, 
"Do you want to cum in my mouth?"


Mike fought a battle within himself. Yes, he wanted to cum in that wonderful 
mouth, but ... at the same time ... he wanted to fuck her. Maybe, if she 
were willing later tonight, they'd get around to other ways. Right now, 
though, there was one thing he wanted more than any other.


"I want to fuck you," he said firmly. "Fuck you between the legs!"


"Oh, my darling. Yes! Then do it now." Lydia was amazed that the term of 
endearment coming from her lips. She abruptly realized there was an 
unfulfilled feeling down in her pulsating vagina; that feeling rapidly swept 
away all other desire. She wanted him inside her; she wanted him to be a 
part of her-of her to be part of him. Joined in fucking. "Now ... do it now. 
Fuck me, Mike." she repeated, and opened her legs wide to receive him.


Mike put his hands beneath her knees and pushed them back until they were 
against the pillow. Her tight defenseless pussy was revealed beneath him; 
the outer lips a darker than normal color from her intense excitement, the 
inner lips pumping out a viscous lubricant, and the large red clitoris 
engorged with blood and ready ... ready ... ready.


Mike put the head of his throbbing prick against the hot moistened lips of 
her vulva. He pushed forward, and the head parted the still wet curls of 
pubic hair and slipped easily down through the two sets of sensitive cuntal 
lips.


"OOOOhhhh," she crooned, and her eyelids flickered in rapture.


"You like that?" he asked, not really needing assurance, but wanting to hear 
her say it.


"Oh, God! ... yes. It's beautiful."


Mike pushed in a bit further; he knew he had to take this in easy stages for 
the position was one which would permit him to go at least two inches deeper 
into her. Too rapid an entry would result in pain or injury. When he had 
gotten about three inches inside her, he began slow withdrawal movements 
coupled with tiny, controlled jerking of his prick. He felt a responding 
twitch from her vaginal walls.


"Ahhhh...." she panted, and tried to rock back and forth on the hardness 
hanging down between her legs.


Lydia could feel his scrotum tingling against her naked, uplifted buttocks 
and she reached down and around to fondle his balls with fevered joyousness. 
Mike had begun moving in and out and she was sure she had taken all he had, 
not realizing that he was less than five inches into her. She could feel the 
head of his maledom pressing against the cervix, knocking at the door to her 
womb. The shaft-like hot hard iron and soft feathers-rubbed the inside of 
her vagina.


"Ooooooohhhhhh," she wailed, for now he was going even deeper. "You're 
hurting...." she began, but then she felt his pubic hair tickling against 
the backs of her thighs and knew that he was in as far as he could go. 
Joyously, she realized she had taken all of him; they were a perfect fit. 
Now his movements became masterful, she could feel him in complete command 
of the situation, and so she lay there, grinding her full rounded buttocks 
around in tiny teasing circles, as he pounded in and out of her body.


Her entire belly was afire as her mind screamed out its insane delight. 
Nothing had ever been so wonderful, so wild, so free. She knew she had 
become a woman. She was really being fucked and she was responding as a 
woman-a hot, tempestuous woman, full of fire for the man she loved. And it 
was tribute to Hansen's fucking ability that she didn't even wonder about 
her use of the alien phrase, "the man she loved."


Mike was aware that she was approaching another explosive orgasm. Her body 
was fighting him down there; it was as if he had hooked into a mighty game 
fish that was attempting to dislodge the hook. Her pelvis jerked and 
revolved madly, but there wasn't much she could do because of the position. 
It was then Mike decided to hold back his own climax and see just how much 
he could do for her.


He clamped down on his sphincter muscles and began pounding into her with a 
demonic fury, screwing his cock even harder and deeper into her cunt until 
it seemed her battered cervix would be dislodged. Her hot passageways 
screamed for more, and the interior muscles of her vagina clasped his shaft 
like the hungry tentacles of a starving octopus. Her asshole clenched and un 
clenched as it seemingly sought to bite and capture his balls as they 
slapped down in a ceaseless drumbeat of lust against her upturned buttocks.


Lydia tossed her head from side to side, her mouth open laxly, and her eyes 
focused in disbelief at her own knees rocking above her head. "Ohhh ... 
ohhhh...." she said, with each shove of his cock into her. It was a chant, a 
liturgy of love, a song whose tempo speeded up as she felt her body taking 
over. "Ohhh ... oohhhh ... ohhhhh. ... Ahhhh?"


Suddenly, Lydia punched her pelvis up with almost superhuman strength, and 
her legs splayed out until it seemed as if she were splitting herself right 
down the middle. The scream of delight bubbled out of her mouth, "I'm 
cumming.... Ohhh ... AHHHHH ... AaaaaIIIIeeeeeee. ... I'm cummmmmmm ...ing, 
darling!" She groveled beneath him, and her fingernails dug long bloody 
furrows down his back. Then she fell lifeless against the mattress.


Mike slowed his pace to the point where he merely bobbed in and out of her 
like the soft surgings of the tide. He knew he could bring her on again by 
continuing this gentle movement, and so he bided his time. A slow movement 
in, gentle partial withdrawal, slow in, pull out ... slow in ... pull out.


From somewhere way out beyond the futhermost planet of her emotional solar 
system, Lydia's errant mind began returning to her body. The wild storm that 
had arced through the heavens of her nerves had moved on; now there was only 
the voluptuous, almost hypnotic, movement in and out of her cunt.


Mike was aware of the returning sensations in her body. Knowing she would 
soon be cramped by her present position, he released her captive legs and 
pulled them down alongside his hips. She almost immediately lifted her knees 
and wrapped her legs around his thighs. Her knees pressed in tightly against 
and partially around his buttocks.


She was groaning-not a sound of pain, but of guttural wonderment-and the 
sound spewed from her throat. Lydia couldn't believe what was happening to 
her; she had reached some beautifully high, wind-swept plateau-a land of 
pure sensation! She was cumming again! She reached up for his head and 
pulled his face down to her. She passionately kissed him, grinding her 
tongue into his mouth ... and then she whispered, "I'm ... cumming."


This time her climax was different-just as powerful and strong, but more 
controlled. She found she could manage it-bring it along-play it and make it 
peak like a musical piece. But, only seconds later, she discovered that in 
reality his hot living shaft was the baton-that he was conducting the 
symphony of sensation-and she was only a player following directions.


"Oooooh, God, Ooooooh, God! So wonderful ... so goooooood!" she sang, 
feeling unwanted tears welling up in her eyes. She wrapped her arms and legs 
tightly around him, and pulled his hairy chest down into the soft 
voluptuousness of her breasts. She discovered that pulling him down against 
her caused his prick to ride higher against her clitoris ... and a wild 
wantonness was on her again. "I'm cumming ... again...." she whimpered, and 
her body thrashed beneath his.


Mike knew that in spite of all his control he was nearing the end of his 
efforts. His balls had begun to throb painfully, and suppressed excitement 
had swollen his prick until his urethral opening was large enough to take a 
pencil.


"I'm cumming...." she screamed, for the second time in less than twenty 
seconds, and her body jerked and twisted as though she were in throes of a 
huge, uncontrolled epileptic seizure. Her face was contorted in lust, and 
her mouth opened and closed ceaselessly as her nostrils flared like an 
untamed wildly bucking animal's.


It was time, Mike thought, and he plunged his long white cock up and up, 
deeper and deeper into the warm caverns beneath him. He let the sensations 
flow up the shaft where they spread out through the scrotum and overflowed 
into his belly.


Lydia's forehead, face, and shoulders glistened with the sheen of sweat. Her 
breasts felt as if they were balloons being pumped full of hot scented air, 
and her vagina and uterus felt as if they were being stuffed with electric 
eels, all throwing off electric charges ... and wiggling up deeper, ever 
deeper, into her innermost femaledom. She knew instinctively that each 
preceding orgasm had been like a higher step on a high diving board, that 
she had reached the top, and now there was a swan dive to be made into the 
warm waters of oblivion. There was nothing that could stop her from making 
the dive, and she knew Mike was suddenly fucking her like a mad man as he 
sought to join her dive.


"Cum with me Mike ... cum...." she pleaded. "Cum with me ... in me...." She 
wanted him to make the dive with her; she was giving herself completely to 
him. No man had ever had this from her before. It was a gift. A gift. "Cum 
... my dar ling ... please cum...!"


And Mike, hearing the words, felt the dam gates slowly opening within him. 
He slithered his strong, sinewy hands under the wildly pumping cheeks of her 
ass and cupped them tightly-pulling them toward him for greater access to 
her open and pleading cunt. He drove into her with all his strength-wanting 
to give her everything he had; he could feel the smooth, hot flesh of her 
tight, almost unusual massaging and sucking away at his expanding, explosive 
cock. He fucked into her, ramming every last inch of his huge cudgel into 
the hot willing hole down between her legs. A cry started within her, and at 
first it sounded like the low moan of the Arctic winds blowing high in the 
heavens; the sound grew in intensity until it was the shriek of a typhoon 
levelling everything before it. "AIIIIEEEEEE....I'M CUMMING!" She screamed, 
and it was the cry of a hawk-and eagle-diving from great heights. Her smoky 
eyes stared, unseeing, at things beyond both of them. Her ass waved in wild 
abandonment from side to side, screwing her cunt up and down crazily on his 
white pistoning rod.


Lydia's wildly thrashing body triggered his own climax. He could feel the 
velvet explosion beginning somewhere around the spine. It spread rapidly to 
his balls. Mike increased the intensity of his strokes so that his scrotum 
swung like an iron wrecking ball against the trembling walls of her 
buttocks.


Then he was there; its intensity frightened him for a moment, but he let 
everything go. Her arms had him in a deathlike grip, but he was still able 
to gasp into her open mouth, "I'm cumming...."


Her words were almost incomprehensible when she panted, "Cum in me ... cum 
... dar-leeenng."


Mike heard the whimpering moan from her and her knees flexing and unflexing 
powerfully back against his driving ass, as she sought to assist him. With a 
low moan of ecstasy, he exploded inside her, and the white hot lava of his 
love erupted deep down inside the pulsating depths of her womb.


His cock continued to spurt and throb for almost two minutes, then it 
gradually stilled. Deep inside her, he could feel her muscles loosening, the 
uterine walls deflating, the cervix returning to its normal position, and 
the vaginal lips twitching like the lips of a slowly dying fish. He opened 
his eyes and looked down at the girl; she appeared to be at least ten years 
younger than her real age. A soft, wondering smile was etched on her lips; 
she looked happy, fulfilled. He smiled gently as he watched the even rise 
and fall of her beautiful breasts at repose. She was asleep-so soundly 
asleep that she didn't even stir when he slowly withdrew his deflated penis. 
It came out with a soft hissing sound and with the stopper removed, a 
torrent of white, expended sperm began to flow like a river out of her open 
cunt.


Mike pulled the bedspread over her perspiration streaked body. Then, nude, 
he walked toward the window overlooking the yacht club and picked up his 
binoculars. Sunset was coming to the basin. In the fading light he could see 
three people on the deck of the Jolly Rogue. Two of them he recognized as 
Sue and Richard McGuffin. The third one was a tall brunette clad in an 
extremely small bikini that accentuated, rather than hid, her body. She 
looked very good indeed. Even as he watched, he saw Richard McGuffin pat the 
girl's ass in a very proprietary manner. The brunette threw back her head 
and laughed, then wantonly put her hand down the side front of McGuffin's 
bulging swimming suit. Sue McGuffin, standing right alongside them, seemed 
amused at their antics. She turned as a fourth figure-obviously the 
brunette's husband-came on deck. Sue pointed toward the man and woman 
fondling each other and made a remark which caused him to double over in 
glee.


"Eight bells and all's well," Mike said softly. "Fun and games time on the 
old 'Jolly Rogue'."


Behind him, he heard Lydia stir on the bed. One lovely golden arm had come 
out from beneath the bedspread, and one delicious mound of breast flesh with 
its inviting little nipple was uncovered. She was still asleep and 
apparently dreaming now, for there was a tender smile on her face as her 
lips opened partially and she whispered, "Mike ... darling."


He watched her. She had surprised hell out of him, but his biggest surprise 
had come with his own emotions. It was one thing to want to fuck a woman, 
quite another to feel a need to protect her and to want to share things with 
her.


When he turned his attention back to the Jolly Rogue, Sue McGuffin-a lewd 
expression on her face-was spread-eagled on the deck and being finger-fucked 
by the man. The brunette and Richard McGuffin had disappeared below decks. 
The only evidence that they had ever been on deck was a scanty blue 
handkerchief lying next to the galley door ... the bottom part of the girl's 
bikini.


CHAPTER 5


The Anchor Bay Restaurant sits out near the end of the Santa Barbara wharf; 
most of it hangs out like an aircraft carrier's forward deck over the water. 
The view is of the Yacht Club and the opening to the breakwater. If the 
Table Captain thinks you look important enough and you're prepared to wait a 
bit after tipping, you get a window table where you can watch the, lights 
dancing across the water, the sun setting behind the blue-gray shrouded 
Channel Islands, and-at certain times of the year-the moon rising like a 
ripe pumpkin over the Santa Ynez mountains.


Friday night is the worst evening to get reservations; Saturdays are almost 
as bad. To walk in on one of these nights with no reservations at all is 
tantamount to dropping in unexpectedly for a chat, tea and tiffin with the 
Pope.


Hansen and Lydia had arrived without reservations. One look at Mike's 
expensive suit and Lydia obviously original Pucci silk crepe mini, and the 
Table Captain put a small "w" in front of Hansen's name. A ten dollar bill 
surreptitiously pressed into his hand resulted in a large black asterisk 
following the name-this denoting a big spender. They were seated within 
three minutes ... at a table that had been set only moments before for a 
party of six who had been waiting for almost two hours in the bar and were 
rapidly reaching a state of non compos mentis.


The Tanqueray arrived in a frosted glass. The waiter asked, "Will there be 
anything else at the moment, sir?"


"Thank you, no."


Then Mike was left alone with Lydia, with only the soft hum of other 
conversations in the background. She looked very female-very beautiful, he 
thought, and then told her so. She smiled softly in answer. Her hair looked 
like a golden waterfall frozen in mid-flight. Her face seemed softer, her 
lips fuller, her eyes a deeper haze. There was just the faintest suggestion 
of color high on each of her lovely cheek bones. That, he was pretty sure, 
had come from his beard stubble during their second round of lovemaking 
after Lydia had awakened. Her inner thighs would be the same color ... for 
the same reason.


Lydia, watching the candlelight dance on his face, thought he was the most 
handsome man she had ever known. She told him so; he grinned in reply. She 
really couldn't get over how contented she was, how very secure and very 
complete she felt around him. She lifted her glass in a toast, "What shall 
we drink to?"


Mike pursed his lips, then shrugged his shoulders, "To drinking?"


"No, silly. To ... to...." she closed her eyes, unable to force herself to 
say it. She wanted to say, "To us!" but that would sound possessive.


Mike saved her. "To the rest of the weekend. May it be as pleasurable as its 
beginning."


She nodded, touched his glass, then drank. She sat back in her 
chair-completely relaxed-and let the sensations wash over her. Every single 
pore of her body was alive and singing. God, she felt so alive! She could 
spend the rest of her life just sitting here, feeling this way. How much of 
it was due to sex and how much of it due to being with Hansen, she couldn't 
say. She was pretty sure, though, that the two were inseparable. She had 
never come close to feeling this content with Randy. Not once. Never!


"Penny?" Mike asked.


"What?"


"A penny for your thoughts," he said. "You looked so bloody serious."


"If I told you, I'd embarrass you ... and myself."


"Try me and see."


She paused, then said, "All right. Light me a cigarette, buy me another 
drink, and I'll tell you my life's story. A little sad piano music, if you 
please, Hoagy." She grinned impishly at her own joke.


She gazed toward the window, studying her reflection in the glass. She 
pointed at her image, "See that woman. I sometimes think that is the real 
me-something seen dimly, infrequently." She squinted and blew smoke at the 
reflection. "Sometimes I don't see her for months. Sometimes she won't go 
away, like now. Look at her, staring at me. She's accusing me."


"Oh? Have you done something you shouldn't have?"


Lydia ground out her half-smoked cigarette. "No, it's the other way around. 
I haven't done a lot of things that I should have. When I was very, very 
young ... say about four, I knew what I wanted to do I wanted to be a doctor 
and help people. Then my father-he and I were very close-died when I was 
six, and the doctors couldn't help him. I hated doctors then. When I was in 
junior high school, I was sure I would be a famous movie actress; that 
lasted until I was about fourteen, when I decided I would rather become an 
Olympic swimmer. That lasted about four days; the coach took one look at my 
form and said no dice. Then I thought I'd be a famous writer or artist. No 
talent. When I got out of school, I thought about joining the Peace Corps or 
something like that. But I knew I just couldn't spend time in some 
dirty-floored hovel, trying to make someone do something they really didn't 
want to do ... or holding someone else's sick child. I was in my third year 
at Scripps College and had changed my major six times in the three years, 
when I suddenly realized I really didn't give a damn about school either. I 
came back home. Mother took me with her on a round the world tour on the 
Cavonia; she hoped I would meet some nice eligible male who had acceptable 
social qualifications." She snorted and there was a touch of bitterness in 
her voice. "We're very social and very rich, you know."


"No, I didn't know," Hansen said, softly.


"Oh my, yes." She mimicked the words, "Terribly rich!" Then she became 
serious again. "My maiden name was Benton."


Mike cocked one eyebrow and was impressed in spite of himself. "Martin 
Benton? Benton Aircraft? Benton Boats?"


"The same. Daddy's." She fell silent as the waiter brought the second round 
of drinks. When he left, she raised her glass again. This time she paused 
only a second before saying, "To us!"


Hansen nodded his approval and touched glasses with her.


"Where was I?" Lydia asked, then answered her own question.


"Oh, yes! Aboard the Caronia, 'eighty beautiful days, forty exotic ports, 
eighty romantic nights!!" She knew her bitterness and sarcasm were showing, 
but she didn't care. "I couldn't get interested in any of the males; they 
bored me stiff. Mother kept pushing me off on Randy; she even had his table 
changed from the Second Officer's to the Captain's where we sat. He gave me 
the creeps. Mother nearly exploded when I told her he looked like the 
crooked banker in a Western movie." She grinned as she saw Mike's 
appreciative smile.


Lydia held her glass up to the candle and inspected its contents, 
deliberating whether she should continue or not. She mentally shrugged and 
went on. "I ... ah ... began to think there was something wrong with me. 
There I was, twenty one years old and still a virgin, and not the least bit 
interested in any male I had ever met. Except one I met when I was fifteen. 
He was fifteen, too. And I would have given in to him if he'd known what to 
do. He didn't. His name was Jon. He was tall and blond and skinny, and was 
going to be a poet. He used to read poems to me that he'd written, and some 
of them were so sad and beautiful that I used to cry, you know." She paused 
and stared out the window at a fishing boat plowing its way into the harbor. 
"I saw him again a couple of years ago. Already bald at thirty, working as 
assistant manager in a chain shoe store, married, five kids, no longer 
writing poetry ... or anything." She looked up, grimacing. "Jesus, this is 
getting depressing. Sure you want to hear the rest?"


"I'm interested," Hansen said.


"Okay, then. Back to the old Carouia. I'm on board, you see. Mother is 
pushing Randy, the blue plate special at me. Randolph is socially 
acceptable. He's a nose talker, Harvard and some precious private finishing 
school on the East Coast. He's also fifteen years older than I. Divorced. He 
kept coming on like gang busters. I couldn't see him, or the panting Third 
Officer, or the deck boy who looked as if I were a hot fudge sundae and he 
hadn't eaten for a month. So ... ah ... well, I started thinking there must 
be something horribly wrong with me. That maybe I was a lesbian. There was 
another girl on board-a Swede-who definitely was lesbian. I mean, she had 
made no bones about that to me. She just up and told me that she was lex and 
wanted to know if I was straight or gay, and one way or the other would I be 
interested in letting her make love to me. Finally, I think it happened 
between Gibraltar and Egypt, one night I went with her to her cabin and let 
her do what she wanted. I felt I had to know. She did everything to me ... 
and nothing for me. After it was all over, and I hadn't reacted, I felt 
dirty and sick. When I got on deck, I saw Randy. He made his usual 
proposition; I said 'why not'. He ... he ... 'laid' me the same evening. It 
hurt a little, not much. Nothing happened. Absolutely nothing. He told me 
that he had used 'protection', but he lied. He took away my hymen and left 
in its place a baby. It wasn't until later that I realized the son of a 
bitch had done it on purpose."


Hansen watched as she fumbled angrily for a cigarette; he didn't have a 
chance to light it ... the hovering waiter beat him to it.


Lydia exhaled a boiling cloud of smoke. "We got ... we had! ... to get 
married. Mother was thrilled, in spite of the circumstances. Two days after 
we started our 'honeymoon', I lost the baby. You know ... it was the first 
real thing I had wanted in a long time; I wanted to be a mother. And even 
that was denied me. Since then, Randy has repeatedly stated that he doesn't 
want a child." She sighed. "He even had his tubes or something tied off so 
he couldn't."


She was silent for so long a time that Hansen thought she had decided to 
stop talking, but then she began again. "We had parties, got our pictures in 
the society pages of the newspaper, attended all the socially proper things 
like polo at Pebble Beach, the Regatta, and so on. I joined all the proper 
society matron organizations, the Junior League, the Hospital Auxiliary, the 
Symphony Guild." She looked directly at him and her eyes mirrored her 
misery. "I was bored to death with it all. I started dying little by little. 
There was a thick shell of indifference growing around me, shutting off the 
fresh air and sunshine. By the time I was thirty years old that shell seemed 
impenetrable to me. I ... I ... even tried ... to kill myself once last 
year." She smiled sadly. "I failed at that, too. Failed so badly that not 
even Randy knew I had tried. Not that he would have given a damn one way or 
the other, except for the bad publicity." She paused, cocked her head to one 
side, and asked, "May I have another drink?"


Hansen used his forefinger to indicate he wanted the drink order repeated, 
and the waiter-standing like a silent sentinel just out of earshot-nodded 
his understanding.


Lydia continued to stare at Mike. "You know something?"


"What?"


"I'm glad I didn't commit suicide."


"I'm glad you didn't, too." He meant it.


"That thick old shell of indifference I was telling you about ... you broke 
through it as though it wasn't there at all. You just shattered it. Crash! 
Tinkle ... tinkle ... tinkle. It was an egg, and out came the ugly 
duckling."


"No ... out came the swan. Long slender neck, graceful, queenly...."...." 
and I've got good tits, too." She giggled then put her hand quickly to her 
mouth. "Oops. Say ... are you trying to get me drunk? I haven't had anything 
to eat all day." Her eyes narrowed wickedly and she grinned as she bit her 
lower lip, " ... at least nothing to eat in the food department."


Hansen's delighted laughter boomed out. "Lydia, my pet ... you are beginning 
to talk-shall we say-'dirty'. Time to get some food into you ... Anything 
special you want?"


"I'll have what you have."


"Right. Well, after our little exercise this after noon, maybe we'd better 
have some red meat." He scanned the huge menu. "How about a Chateaubriand 
for the two of us?"


"Great," she answered enthusiastically.


"How do you like your meat?"


"How do you like yours?"


"Charred and blood rare," Mike said.


"Charred and blood rare is fine with me. I always feel barbarian when I eat 
raw meat." She growled playfully and raised her eyebrows suggestively. Then 
her face collapsed. "No ... that's a lie. I've never felt anything. Before 
you...." She forced a smile. "Anyway, hell, I'm hungry!"...." and let's try 
a bottle of number twenty four-the Pinot Noir," Mike said, finishing his 
instructions to the Captain who had come over personally to take their 
order.


Moments later, they both were watching silently as the Captain made a 
full-scale production out of the Caesar Salad. By the time he had finished 
and handed the salad to the waiter for serving, Lydia and Mike were 
ravenous.


Still later, they watched appreciatively as the mammoth 
Chateaubriand-together with its garnish of ten fresh vegetables and 
mushrooms-was presented to them. They dawdled pleasurably over dinner, and 
lingered even longer over coffee and brandy. It was with considerable 
surprise then that both of them suddenly realized the dining room had 
emptied of everyone except one or two busboys and their waiter.


Mike glanced down at his watch. "Good God! It's midnight."


"I can't believe it," Lydia said, looking at her own wrist watch for 
confirmation.


Mike signalled for the bill, and when it arrived he peeled off three 
twenties. The waiter's eyes widened at the size of the tip; he was 
practically fawning over them as he pulled out Lydia's chair for her.


"An after dinner drink in the bar?" Mike asked.


"That would be nice," Lydia replied.


They made their way to the cocktail lounge. In the corner, several people 
were crowded around a piano bar. Most of the booths were empty, however. 
Lydia and Mike slid into one against the far wall.


They sat close together, their legs and thighs pressed together.


When their drinks had been served, Mike asked, "Are you still planning to go 
ahead with your ... plan?"


"Of course," she replied, almost indignantly. "That's why we're here, isn't 
it?"


"Just asking."


"As I told you earlier this evening, I've never wanted very much out of 
life. But I do want to pay Randolph Donovan back for everything he's 
done-and hasn't done-to me. I hate him. Oh, God! How I hate him. I want 
revenge. I'm going to get revenge. Whatever the cost."


"All right. I just wanted to make sure you still felt the same way." He 
nodded his head toward the piano bar. "There's your quarry."


"What do you mean?"


"The McGuffins. She's the little brunette with the busy hands in the tight 
purple sheath; he's the cigar-smoker in the lime-colored blazer. The couple 
they're playing kneesies with at the moment are the ones who were on deck 
earlier tonight before they switched partners."


Lydia stared at the men. She felt an immediate sense of dismay and 
disappointment. Richard McGuffin was pot-bellied; if his laughter was any 
indication, he was coarse as well. The other man was almost a non-entity. 
The thought of letting those men make love to her was repulsive. She 
crinkled up her nose, "Yeeccck."


Hansen smiled. "The best we could do under such short notice. You should 
have seen the members of the other two clubs."


"There's nothing wrong with the two women, but just look at those two men."


Mike agreed with her evaluation. The two females were extremely well built, 
both looked like well-oiled high-powered sex machines.


"What about the other two couples in this group?"


Mike shrugged. "A little better. One of the men looks like a professional 
football player. Big, big man. The other male is shorter than I am. He looks 
like Jack Lemmon, the actor."


"That's something anyway."


Lydia continued to watch, then she nudged Mike, "Here's your chance for a 
really close look at her, she's coming this way."


Sue McGuffin passed their table, and her hungry glance locked on Hansen's 
face and shoulders. Her expression was unfathomable, but she gave off a 
powerful aura of sensuality that clung to the air even after she had 
disappeared.


Lydia stood. "She's going to the powder room. I think I'll try to strike up 
an acquaintance."


Hansen ordered another drink for himself and had just lit a cigarette four 
minutes later, when Lydia said rather loudly, "Darling, I want you to meet 
someone. Sue, this is my husband Mike. Mike meet Mrs. Sue McGuffin."


Sue put out her hand, and Mike discovered she had an especially strong grip 
for a woman. "Mr. Hansen ... Mike," her voice purred. "I'm pleased to meet 
you. Your wife and I were just talking in the powder room. She says you two 
don't know anyone in Santa Barbara. This isn't a town to be alone in ... 
Come on. I want you to meet Dickie, my husband. And another couple, too."


Mike forced himself to look uncertain. "I don't know ... Mrs. McGuffin. I 
... we ... don't want to intrude."


"Oh, nonsense! Come on." She grabbed him by the arm, and Mike was all too 
aware of her breasts pushing purposely against his biceps. She led them to 
the piano bar. Richard McGuffin, in the middle of a bawdy story, simply 
stopped talking when he saw Lydia. His mouth stayed open and his cigar 
slipped from his lips. He looked as if he wanted to fall on his knees at 
that moment and bury his face between Lydia's thighs. Lydia's high color 
indicated she read the message loud and clear.


Sue held onto Mike's arm all during the introductions. "Mr. and Mrs. 
Pronzini-Saul and Phoebe ... meet Mr. and Mrs. Hansen-Mike and Lydia. And 
this ... this here ... is my husband ... Dick."


"You don't have to sound so damned proud about it," Richard McGuffin snarled 
playfully, and then turned his undivided attention back to Lydia. "Migawd! 
You are really something," he said.


Mike, watching his expression, felt a twinge of jealousy and, perhaps, 
anger. He knew if Lydia were actually his wife, McGuffin would get slugged 
for staring like that.


Phoebe's eyes widened in appreciation as she looked at Mike. When she spoke, 
her voice was almost a growl, "You, sir, are a handsome devil. Where have 
you been hiding...."


Her husband paid no attention, he was obviously mentally undressing Lydia 
... and he liked what he saw.


Lydia found herself separated from Mike. Richard McGuffin had given her his 
stool at the piano bar. Now he stood alongside her, surreptitiously rubbing 
his pelvis against her nylon sheathed right leg. On her left, Saul 
Pronzini's cock was stirring to life against her thigh. She could feel it 
growing through his trousers. She forced herself to think of revenge against 
Randy when McGuffin casually placed his ham-like hand on her upper thigh; 
his fingers twitched, and she felt his thick forefinger nudge her pubic 
area.


Guiltily, she glanced over toward Mike. The two women had flanked him, and 
even as Lydia watched, Phoebe bent over the bar to get a cigarette. The 
scoop-neck of her dress gaped open and one full rounded breast was visible. 
Mike grinned and made some remark and Phoebe said, "Naughty, naughty." Sue 
McGuffin laughed uproariously at it.


Lydia became aware that Dick McGuffin was actually trying to finger fuck her 
right out here in the open. That's when she took his hand away. She smiled, 
in what she hoped was a seductive manner, to show him she wasn't too 
displeased. He guffawed. On her left, Saul's erection was complete; he 
looked as if it were actually paining him.


McGuffin began telling her a dirty joke about a customer in a Montana 
whorehouse who insisted on doing it on the window sill during fifty degree 
below zero weather. Dick's breath smelled like stale cigars and bad booze. 
She noted his teeth were stained from nicotine. " ... All of a sudden, there 
he is banging away into her, and the window flies up. They fall out, still 
screwing sway, and are frozen solid before they hit the ground. A few 
minutes later, this drunk is stumbling down the street and he sees the 
frozen whore with the frozen guy frozen deep inside her. He goes up to the 
door and knocks loudly. When the madam comes to the door and asks, 'Yes? 
What is it?' The drunk answers, 'Excuse me, ma'am ... but your sign fell 
down."


Lydia laughed, but not as loudly as McGuffin. Saul didn't laugh at all; he 
merely stood there staring at her face to see how she was taking it. Finally 
he said, "Richard, why in hell don't you show a little hospitality and 
invite the lady out to see your boat? It won't hurt you to spring for a 
drink out there, either, you cheap son of a bitch."


McGuffin, right on cue, turned as if he hadn't thought of this idea before. 
"Say ... you're right." He grabbed Lydia's arm and his fingers dug into the 
flesh. "Come on. We'll run on out for a quickie ... a drink that is."


Lydia suddenly made up her mind. "Not tonight, thanks. May I have a rain 
check?"


"Why not tonight? Hell, it's plenty early yet." McGuffin insisted, and was 
echoed by Saul, "Sure ... it's not even one o'clock yet."


"No." It was final; her tone of voice was emphatic. She stood, and as she 
did her skirt slid up all the way to her bikini panties. She did it on 
purpose; it had the desired effect. "Jesus," McGuffin groaned, staring at 
the promise between her open thighs. Saul's hand was quick, he made one 
swipe up her thigh and cupped her loins in the dimness. Lydia merely smiled 
and took his hand away.


"Come on, darling," she said loudly to Mike. There was protest from Sue and 
Phoebe, both of whom called simultaniously, "Don't be a party pooper!"


McGuffin apparently made a quick decision. "Look," he said in his most 
winning way, "We're going to have a little party tomorrow night on board my 
boat, the Jolly Rogue. Why don't you and your husband come. There'll be two 
other couples ... I think you'll like them."


"I ... don't know...." Lydia said, trying to appear uncertain. She looked at 
Mike as though she wanted him to advise her, knowing he would play along 
with the reluctance act.


"Come on," Sue said, rallying to her husband's argument. "The party tomorrow 
night is going to be fun. You'll love it. Everyone is lively. Lots of fun."


"Yeh...." Phoebe amplified.


Mike asked, "You're sure we won't be intruding?"


McGuffin clapped his hands together and rubbed his palms, "Hell, no. We'd 
love to have you. Come on out about ... ah ... six o'clock! I'll have the 
launch here at the boat landing outside the restaurant. Don't get dressed 
... very informal."


Phoebe said, "No, don't get dressed. No one dresses at one of Dickie's 
parties." She giggled and was rewarded by Sue's elbow savagely jabbed into 
her ribs in warning.


"Okay," Lydia said as if she were delighted with the whole affair, "six 
o'clock."


Lydia and Mike made a hasty exit from the piano bar. They were riding up in 
the Ambassador's elevator before Mike asked the question that had been 
bothering him. "Why didn't you want to go out there tonight? We could have 
infiltrated right then and there. God knows old Dickie baby was, hot for it. 
And .Phoebe and Sue were about to crawl up the wall, they wanted it so 
badly."


Lydia, who in spite of herself had become very aroused by the strange hands 
on her, grinned and said, "And Saul baby was a bit excited, too. He almost 
punched a hole in my leg by jabbing me with his ... ah ... erection." She 
looked directly at him and then answered his question. "I didn't want to go 
out there tonight and spoil the evening we've already had. I didn't want 
anything to ruin that. Silly of me, I guess. But I felt this might be our 
last chance to be together alone. I wanted you tonight. I want you to 
undress me-slowly. And then...."


"Yes?"


She gritted her teeth and purred, "And then? I want you to fuck me." The 
door to the elevator whispered open, and the smile disappeared from her face 
as she was struck with a sudden thought. "That is ... if you can? I mean ... 
can you again ... after doing it this afternoon and this evening? "


Mike laughed. "I can. I can and I will."


He could and he did, again and again, and the smog-inflamed sun had already 
crept up over the Santa Ynez before they finally went to sleep, lying on 
their sides, face to face ... with Mike's softened prick still buried deep 
inside her.


CHAPTER 6


About two o'clock in the afternoon, the fire boat raced out of the Harbor 
with its siren and klaxon echoing through the steel and concrete canyons of 
the waterfront. Mike awakened to find the bed empty. He stretched 
lethargically and felt the incrustations of cum split open on his legs and 
buttocks. He had a vague desire for a cigarette, but the pack was over on 
the table by the window, and so he thought: To hell with it!


He lay looking up at the ceiling and smiling contentedly. God, what an 
absolutely fabulous woman Lydia was. She was learning the arts of love 
rapidly, and most of her new found knowledge seemed to well up from deep 
hidden springs within her. She used her vaginal-uterine muscles as though 
she had worked in a whorehouse all her life. This, in spite of the fact that 
she obviously hadn't even known she had such muscles until last week! And 
she liked to experiment with positions in an effort to find new ones that 
would bring her even more pleasure.


The experimentation didn't stop with positions alone.


At four-thirty this morning she had suddenly rolled over and whispered, 
"Mike ... are you awake?"


"Yes."


"Let's take a shower together."


"Now?"


"Sure ... come on lazy bones. I'll wash you-you wash me."


It had taken less than a minute of Lydia's soaping his body before Mike was 
raring to go again. That's when she really surprised him.


She was blushing when she asked, "When sailors talk about playing 'Drop The 
Soap', does it mean what I think it does?"


Mike laughed in answer.


She was persistent. "They make love in each other's rectum? Is that it?"


Mike, suddenly catching the drift of her conversation, nodded his head in 
amusement and felt a sudden tightening of his groin.


"Do men ever make love to women that way?"


"Some do-frequently."


"Does it do anything for the woman? I mean, does she get any pleasure out of 
it?"


"Many do. Why?"


She reached one soapy hand down for his cock and began sliding her fingers 
up and down the shaft. "I want you to make love to me that way then. What 
shall I do?" She turned around so that the full roundness of her naked 
buttocks were exposed to him.


Mike felt a new excitement pounding in his loins. With each beat of his 
pulse, his cock bobbed up and down as though it were eager to play this new 
game. In his mind there was one little seed of doubt. He knew his prick was 
considerably larger than most; he also knew that it would fit very nicely in 
an experienced woman's anus, but in a virginal asshole? "It might be 
uncomfortable at first," he said in warning.


"I don't care. Fuck me there." She bent over even further.


Mike worked up a lather on his hands then ran his hands along the rounded 
globes of her smooth wet buttocks. When he reached the anal ring, he 
tentatively dipped his middle finger against the tightly puckered opening. 
"Ummmmmph," Lydia said, a grimace crossing her face.


The finger nudged and prodded and then slipped in up to the first joint. 
Lydia felt a jolt of perverted pleasure shoot through her abdomen.


"Bend over and put your hands on the wall-spread your feet out a little 
more," Mike ordered, beginning to make little circular motions with his 
finger.


Lydia did as she was told. Now, Mike's finger began slowly worming its way 
in and out, going in deeper with each new push inward. Finally she felt the 
knuckles of his fist pushing up against her buttocks. His soap lubricated 
finger slid easily in and out, and she felt no pain-just a growing 
excitement.


Mike sensed she was relaxing, and felt it was time to widen the aperture 
even further. He began working his forefinger also into the anus.


"Ooohhh," Lydia moaned, and Mike felt her sphincter muscles suddenly tighten 
in alarm. "Relax," he crooned. "Push back on my finger ... relax ... ah, 
that's right...."


"Ummmmmmm," Lydia crooned as his second finger joined the first in the warm 
aperture of her asshole. She felt pretty proud of herself. It really hadn't 
hurt at all. And she was enjoying it! She was being stretched down there, 
but it was a pleasurable stretching. She found herself wiggling her hips 
back against his fingers, clenching and unclenching her buttock cheeks in 
time with each of his shoves inward. God, she was getting excited! Her mouth 
fell open, and she started to moan as she felt an overwhelming need to be 
completely subjugated. "Put it in ... put your penis in my rectum now," she 
whimpered eagerly.


Mike pulled his fingers out, the rubbery lips of her anus clinging to them. 
Their withdrawal resulted in a slight sucking, hissing noise that caused her 
to redden in embarressment. Then his hands were lathering her anus again, as 
well as working up a lather on his own cock.


Mike gazed at the lewd spectacle of Lydia bent over at the waist, her ass in 
the air like a waiting archery target. Well, he had the arrow for that 
little bullseye, he thought impatiently. Suddenly, very suddenly, he no 
longer felt the least bit gentle about her. She wanted to be sodomized; he'd 
do the job and she would never forget it. "Spread the cheeks of your ass," 
he said, gruffly.


Lydia, wide-eyed at the sudden change in the sound of his voice, looked 
apprehensively around.


She flinched as though she had been struck with a whip when he repeated 
savagely, "Spread your cheeks. Open them up!" Lydia hesitantly presented him 
with the stretched orbs of her buttocks. She put her hands behind her, and 
spread the fleshy globes apart as he had instructed. She felt a shiver of 
fear go through her. Mike, gentle Mike, sounded so mean all of a sudden. 
Then a shiver of anticipation surged through her as she felt the huge 
throbbing head of his penis pressing against the small entry way to her 
rectum.


Mike's cock pressed inward relentlessly. It was easily twice as large as his 
fingers had been, and Lydia suddenly felt alarm growing in her. She would 
never be able to take that there. He would split her apart. She started to 
raise upright, when she felt a sharp sting as Mike cruelly slapped her 
buttocks with the open palm of his hand and snarled, "Stay down."


"Ough, that hurt," she complained, bending over again.


"This was your idea." There was no mercy in that voice, she thought. She 
held her breath as his hands locked themselves on her hips; she was a 
captive now, she could move only one way-back against that insufferable, 
monstrous rod of lust-hardened flesh. She felt him begin to prod and knew 
abruptly that her fear had been well founded. He was going to hurt her. He 
would never be able to slip that thing into her body this way. It was much 
too large! The prick strained against her virginal passageway. She cried out 
in pain as her tiny puckered anal ring suddenly gave, and he popped into 
her. Desperately, she tried to pull away from him, but his hands held her 
with all the strength of a ship's hawser.


"No, Mike," she panted. "Oh, God," that hurts. You're too big."


It was as though Mike had suddenly lost his sense of hearing. He paid 
absolutely no heed to her. The inexorable cock moved in-slowly, but 
persistently. "Gaaagghh, Mike." It was a scream of agony. She was being 
split apart down there; it was as painful as though he had shoved in an 
electric knife that was sawing away at her.


"Aaaggggh," she yelled. "No!" Would he never stop?


"Push back, you bitch. Shove your ass back to me!" It was a stranger's voice 
coming from the throat of a cruel barbarian savagely raping a helpless 
female inhabitant of a conquered city.


What was he saying? What was he saying? What was he telling her to do? Lydia 
could hardly think. The agony was so overwhelming that it had 
short-circuited out her centers of intelligence. All she felt was pain-pain 
from that red hot pole being levered up into her rectum.


"Push back, goddamnit!"


Panting, she did, and then screamed, "Aaaaaaagggggghhhh!" as the guard gates 
to her rectum fell before the inexorable onslaught of his cock. His huge 
prick surged into the spongy, resistant flesh; it slid mercilessly in until 
she felt his pelvis hit hard against and flatten the softness of her 
buttocks.


Mike gave a long sigh that was almost a whine of passion as he felt her 
defensively clasping asshole tremble around the shaft of his cock. God, she 
was tight! He'd never been in a rectum so tight before in his life. It was 
so confined that it actually caused him pain as well. He knew what it must 
be doing to her. And strangely enough, with the heat upon him as it was now, 
he didn't care about her.


"Don't move it, please don't move it," she pleaded, the tears and water both 
running down her face. She almost immediately realized the futility of her 
request, for he began to saw rhythmically deeper and deeper into the nether 
regions of her rectum.


"Aaaggghh!" The pained protest was wrenched out of her throat. He was in so 
deep that she felt that he surely must be using her spinal vertebrae as a 
xylophone-and his cock as the hammer, pounding out notes of savage perverted 
music.


It was at least two or three minutes before she became vaguely aware that 
the pain was beginning to lessen. There was, if she were to admit it, even a 
certain stimulation starting within the depths of her belly. She made a 
deliberate effort to relax, and discovered that she could lessen or tighten 
the tension on her muscles at will. It was then that she really began to 
feel the harmonic vibrations resulting from his salacious movements in her 
rectum.


Mike felt her suddenly relax, and then subsequently she was using some 
hidden inner muscles to work on the cock; it felt almost as though he had 
gotten caught in a milking machine. Lydia had bared her teeth and wagged her 
head from side to side, her hair swaying like golden seaweed at the bottom 
of a warm and wonderful ocean. He rammed her again and again, and each time 
he heard and felt the resonance of her increasing passion and enjoyment.


She was moving freely with him now, meeting his every thrust with one of her 
own. Mike felt he could relinquish his hold on her without losing her, so he 
dropped one hand to her front and began massaging her clitoris.


Lydia had been astonished when she felt his hand fumbling for and finding 
the tiny hungry organ down between her thighs. She wanted to scream with 
ecstasy as he began stroking it gently. But she did moan, "Wonderful! Oh, 
God, that's beautiful." She began squirming back onto his beautiful cock and 
rotating her pelvis so that delightful contact between finger and clitoris, 
penis and soul would remain. She was filled with a wild masochistic joy. She 
was being sodomized! The pain had long since been vanquished, replaced by an 
all-conquering pleasure. She not only matched his movements, but made 
movements of her own! She found herself undulating her body and moving her 
buttocks in savage, tight little circles. She could feel his sperm filled 
scrotum bouncing off her unprotected vaginal lips with each new movement, 
and this too, excited her.


Mike was lost in the wonder of it. He watched the crinkled pink flesh of the 
little round asshole draw back with his cock; it seemed reluctant to 
relinquish its tight grip on him, and it greedily clasped at him as if to 
keep him captive. He watched and smiled in far-off delight as his balls 
slapped against her vaginal lips each time he sank his prick to the hilt in 
her wide-split crevice. And he played a tune of love on the passion-engorged 
clitoris in front; he strummed it as if it were a finger harp. His cock felt 
as if it were being squeezed out of shape in there. And the jolts of 
pleasure! She must have an electric cattle prod in here, he thought. Most 
amazing though was Lydia's reaction. He knew she was building to a climax. 
Each time he plunged into her and his white throbbing shaft disappeared into 
that gyrating ass, her loud moan of delight echoed louder and louder above 
the hiss of the shower water. Her beautiful face was flushed-the color of 
strawberries-and her eyes rolled around in her head. She began mewling 
little inarticulate sounds of lust, and he saw her suddenly rise on tiptoe.


"Mike ... Mike, darling! I'm cumming ... I'm cum ... mingggg!"


He drew his prick out to the point where only the head was lodged inside, 
then pushed gently but firmly in all the way. The long, long stroke drove 
her insane. She whined and jiggled her ass as though she were a friendly 
puppy wagging its tail. He did it again, and again, and again! speeding up 
his tempo now as he felt the white hot lava of his own cum threatening an 
eruption in his balls.


She was panting so loudly that it was almost impossible to make sense of her 
words, but the meaning did reach him, "Harder, faster. Fuck harder. Fuck 
faster," she groaned with her mouth open-making silent screams-as her body 
suddenly began an uncontrollable convulsing.


And then Mike was there, too. In spite of her own orgasm, Lydia felt the 
first delicious torrents of hot, white cum spurt far up into the hidden 
depths of her rectum. She was getting an enema of love filling her almost to 
the bursting point! And she almost immediately careened into a wilder and 
deeper orgasm. She screamed as the great gush of pleasure shot through her. 
And had it not been for his almost superhuman strength, she would have 
toppled forward onto the tile floor of the shower.


Later, much later, when they had returned to bed, Lydia had pouted like a 
little girl. "I'm sore there," she said, pointing to her ravaged anus.


"Shall I kiss it to make it feel better?" Mike had asked playfully.


His only answer had been a low purr, and then she had presented him with her 
buttocks.


And, of course, that had started all the machinery working again in both of 
their bodies....


Now, lying in the deserted and rumpled bed, Mike began to wonder where Lydia 
was? He called her name, but there was no answer from the bathroom. Finally, 
curiosity got the better of lethargy, and he rolled out of bed and padded 
into the bathroom. A crumpled towel on the floor was evidence that she had 
showered and left the room-for what purposes, he couldn't imagine.


The stinging spray of the shower began to fully awaken him and after he had 
been in it for almost ten minutes, he turned the temperature knob all the 
way to cold. That drove the last vestiges of sleep away. He was still under 
the stream when he heard the outer door of the bathroom open and Lydia's 
voice yell, "Good afternoon, Sleepyhead."


"Hi," he shouted back, and then turned off the water. When he opened the 
glass door of the shower stall, Lydia-dressed in a blue mini and very tight 
blue cashmere sweater-was holding an open towel for him.


She grinned at him and mimicked a Japanese bath girl's voice, "Master, alh 
reddly to be dlied off." She blinked her eyes several times rapidly and then 
giggled. "Come on," she said, jerking her head sideways. "Don't be bashful. 
I'll be gentle with it ... you! I mean." She giggled again. "That was a 
Freudian slip."


Mike docilely permitted himself to be dried.


The rubbing of the towel was a terrible sensual thing, and he could feel the 
reverberations of an awakening desire-especially when she carefully, oh, so 
carefully, the beautiful bitch! dried his scrotum and penis.


As she worked, she looked up at him and grinned, "Aren't you curious about 
where I've been? Or don't you care? An entire army of wildly erotic Chinese 
gangsters could have burst into the room and sold me into white slavery 
while you were sleeping ... for all you know."


Mike laughed. "Did they?"


"Yes," she said, feigning distress. "It was all so horrible. They all had 
me-three times each!"


"I would have thought you'd have a ball on a deal like that. What's so 
horrible?"


She pouted, "There wasn't a single one of the evil gang who ... who ... 
could match junior here." She bent and kissed the head of his cock.


Mike growled low in his throat and attempted to cup her face in his hands.


She twisted away from him. "No. Not yet. Come on in the front room; I want 
to show you what I bought."


"All right. How about tossing me my bathrobe?"


"No. Come out as you are. I have a surprise for you."


Mike felt the corners of his mouth turning up in amusement, and he decided 
to play along with her little game. He padded out into the front room of 
their suite. There were several packages on top of the couch.


Lydia acted like a small child at Christmas time. She excitedly opened one 
sack and pulled out a navy blue tie with silver pen stripes. "This is for 
you. Do you like it?"


Mike nodded his thanks. "Great. It makes me look as though I came from a 
terribly important British school."


Lydia came up to him and began to wrap it around his neck. Mike's penis was 
stirring to life, so he tried to catch her around the waist and pull her 
body into him. Again Lydia twisted away and smiled teasingly at him. "No. 
No-no!" she said, shaking her finger in mock anger at him. She stood back, 
her head cocked to one side, evaluating the tie. "It looks very dignified on 
you."


"Thank you. Are you talking about the tie? Or this?" He looked down at his 
rising prick.


Lydia's answer was a giggle. "Now something for me!" She bent over another 
sack and then stood up triumphantly brandishing an incredibly transparent 
pair of white silk bikini panties. Embroidered on the front of the 
panties-or at least Mike assumed it was the front-was a green-stemmed red 
rose. The petals of the rose opened to full bloom over the pubic area. Lydia 
looked askance at him, waiting for his reaction.


"Wild." What the hell else was there to say, he thought feeling a need for 
sex from just looking at the thing being held up in the air.


Lydia clapped her hands in glee. "You do like them, don't you. I can tell." 
She pulled out a half bra that was so skimpy it wouldn't cover twin postage 
stamps. "I bought them for the party tonight. Would you like an advanced 
preview?"


"That would be very, very nice," he said, beginning to feel foolish standing 
in the middle of the room with a half hard-on.


Lydia began to strip and his hard-on almost immediatedly graduated with 
honors. It actually pained him, and Lydia obviously knew it was hurting him. 
Shamelessly, she removed each item of her clothing as though she were 
working in a burlesque theatre. A button undone, a quick peek-aboo glimpse 
of the merchandise, then teasingly cover the sweets again for a moment 
before spinning around and tossing the item of clothing onto the couch. Her 
sweater went first, followed by her skirt. All this took time, for she was 
enjoying herself-enjoying the tease she was performing. And it was 
definitely a performance. To make sure he understood it was a show, she was 
cornballing, "a ... purty girl ... is like a ... mello-dee...."


Finally she was down to the buff. Twice Mike had impatiently started toward 
her and twice he had been ordered to get back.


She stepped into the panties and tantalizingly pulled them up. The rose now 
had an extra dimension; it looked as though it were growing, and her mound 
of Venus caused it to swell with life. The bra, of course, didn't hide a 
damned thing; it merely emphasized the already almost perfect upthrust of 
her breasts.


Mike's words were forced out of his desire-tightened throat. "Jesus, Lydia. 
You're killing me."


She grinned a Cheshire cat's smile and asked, "Do you think it will be 
suitable for the party tonight?"


"Baby, if those guys feel like I feel right now, you won't have that outfit 
on long enough for anyone to see it."


Lydia bowed in acknowledgement. "Thank you, sir. That's the nicest thing 
anyone has said to me so far today. Well, now. Are you ready for your other 
present?"


Mike nodded rapidly.


"Will you do as I say?"


"I am ... your obedient slave." It was an echo of a little game they had 
played earlier last evening.


She laughed delightedly, "No, I am your slave. And I am going to do as you 
command. But first you have to do what I tell you."


"Fire away, baby; fire away!"


"All right, then. Go over and lie down on the bed."


Mike grinned happily; that was more like it. That, at least, was an order he 
could obey without question.


"Close your eyes," Lydia said.


Mike did as he was instructed. He heard a paper sack rattling and then he 
was aware of Lydia's presence next to the bed. "Your eyes closed?" she 
whispered.


"Yeh."


"Don't open them until I tell you to. Promise?"


"Okay."


There was a moment of silence. Mike was waiting for something, anything! to 
happen. And then Lydia said, "Cross your heart and hope to die, you won't 
peek."


"Oh, for God's sake, Lydia!" he protested. "Are you trying to build me up 
for rape?"


She laughed. "No, you poor boy. Here's your present. Keep your eyes closed."


Mike heard the hiss and then jumped as something very cold hit his abdomen. 
"What the hell?" he started to say and was pushed back against the mattress 
by Lydia's firm hand. "You promised," she said.


The hissing continued, and now Mike could feel the cool yet satiny 
substance, beginning to cover his belly. A second later, the coldness hit 
his prick. First the head was covered, then the entire shaft. Next he felt 
it covering his inner thighs and then, almost painfully, the frigid stuff 
hit his scrotum and anus. During the entire event, Lydia was chortling 
aloud. Finally, the delightful and mysterious torture ended.


Lydia said, almost breathlessly, "You can look now."


Mike raised himself up on his elbows and then exclaimed, "Good Christ! 
What's that?" There, written across his belly in something that looked like 
shaving foam, was the word LYDIA. The tail end of the "A" was in the form of 
a curlicue that surrounded his penis. His penis, itself, looked like a 
snow-covered tower, and his scrotum and thighs were white with the stuff as 
well.


"What is it?" he asked again.


Lydia dimpled. "Whipped cream ... master."


"That," said Mike in mock sternness, "is a terrible waste of food."


"I agree. We mustn't waste it."


"Do you have any ideas?" Mike asked, already knowing the answer.


Lydia looked as though she were really studying the problem, then she said, 
"Maybe ... if we put some walnuts around it, and a cherry on top ... we 
could sell it as a sundae?"


Mike doubled in laughter. "You little bitch," he said and there was warm 
affection in his voice.


"Or ... I could lick it off. Which would you prefer?"


"Like lick, little friend. Lie-yceck!" The last was squeezed out of his 
throat as he felt her hot trembling little tongue scraping the underside of 
his cock. "Ummmmmmm," he purred.


Lydia, with cream all over her face, looked up and asked softly, "You like 
that?"


"Oh, God!"


She went back to her ministrations. The consistency of the whipped cream was 
almost that of a lightweight foamy butter, so her mouth moved up and down 
the shaft of his cock almost without friction. She licked the letter L, then 
Y, and then with one tingling swipe wiped out DIA. Her tongue followed the 
curlicue as it circled the massive base of his cock. Then she was licking 
his balls. Lap ... lap ... lap ... like a dainty little kitten lapping up 
milk. But then she became a tiger and bit his thigh, only to become a kitten 
again when she reached that sensitive area between scrotum and anus.


At first, Mike was content to lie back with his eyes closed and let the 
wonderful sensations wash over him. He had never felt anything quite as 
erotic in his life. He was completely alive in the mid-portion of his body. 
He could feel the heat of her tongue working at the entrance to his anus, 
could feel the beat ... beat ... beat ... of the metronome in his scrotum.


But then, as if sensing the build up within his body, Lydia stopped and 
said, quite firmly. "Don't tell me when you're ready to cum. I want it to be 
a surprise." Her head bowed and her hot lips enclosed the head of his cock.


The movement and her command had taken him by surprise. It was then he 
opened his eyes and gazed down at her kneeling between his hairy knees. He 
watched with unbelieving rapture as the tight rounded ovals of wide 
stretched lipstick covered lips covered the head and a good portion of the 
shaft of his cock. His instrument skewered into the beautiful face of the 
woman, and there was a moment when her enraptured expression looked as if it 
were something on canvas done by a master. The look of enjoyment was almost 
electric in itself.


Lydia had started using her tongue, slowly at first, but with increasing 
expertise and tempo. She licked and sucked, and once when she playfully bit, 
his cock jerked in her mouth. Those lips, those ripe, wonderfully full lips, 
were soft and smooth as they clasped his prick in a close elastic ring. He 
could feel them as they moved down, down the shaft when Lydia attempted to 
take as much of him as she could in her mouth. She surrounded, almost 
drowned his cock, with her hot saliva, and then she went back to that 
maddening, that beautiful! slow lick ... lick ... lick on the underside. He 
pressed his hands on either side of her hollowing cheeks and pressed inward 
attempting to ram it even further down her voracious throat.


The pressure in his cum-stretched scrotum had grown almost unbearable. 
Apparently sensing this, Lydia began to suck him with a moist, nibbling 
motion so perfect that it seemed surely she had done this every day of her 
life. She was so instinctive in her actions that it was almost as if she 
were sucking at the teat of life ... almost as if a hidden hunger deep in 
her vagina was now concentrated in her mouth.


In spite of her instructions to the contrary, Mike began to groan 
incoherently low in his throat. He clasped both sides of her face and began 
to fuck it as though it were some large, happy incredibly moist vagina. She 
gagged with each inward stroke. He wanted to cum. He had to cum. She wanted 
him to cum! And he did! feeling the boiling sperm suddenly freed of all 
restraint ... suddenly able to shoot toward freedom. And it gushed out of 
him in a never-ending torrent, filling her mouth, raging down her 
convulsively working throat, spurting out of her tightly clasped lips to 
drain down across her chin and drip onto her breasts. She drank his exilir 
of love, she took all he had ... and then nibbled and sucked continuously 
until finally the slowly deflating cock died in her mouth.


Mike fell back onto the bed. Never in his wildest imaginations had he 
believed a blow job could feel so good. After a moment, he felt those lips 
reluctantly leave his godshead, and then there was the warmth of her nude, 
trembling body against his.


She whispered, "Did I please the master?"


His eyes were closed; he didn't bother to open them. "You did."


Lydia kissed the hair on his chest, she even nibbled once or twice at his 
almost imperceptible breast nipples. Then her mouth was on his; her tongue 
swam into his mouth ... and Mike-for the first time in his life-tasted his 
own semen. It was all over her face and her mouth was full of it. Slightly 
alien, slightly saline ... his!


She continued to tremble alongside him, and he knew her own desire had 
gotten the better of her. She wanted him; she needed release ... any kind of 
release! He had been so lost in his ejaculation that he had spent everything 
he had ... it would take hours to build it up again to full potential. 
Caring, he knew Lydia shouldn't have to wait that long. And then, abruptly, 
he knew what he was going to do.


He laughed as he sat upright and looked down at her trembling body. 
"Love...." he asked slowly. "Is there any more whipped cream left?" There 
was.


And it was Lydia a few minutes later, with legs splayed out wide, who was 
screaming her release.


And it was Lydia, all-breathless in wide-eyed eagerness, who said-as they 
toweled each other dry after showering, "You know, I think walnuts and a 
cherry would be too rich for that sundae." She paused as if suddenly 
thinking of something, and her cheeks dimpled, "Everything I like is 
supposed to be fattening. How many calories would you say you shot into my 
mouth?"


Mike rolled his eyes and groaned at the ridiculousness of the question.


Lydia smiled, "Are you trying to say it isn't fattening?"


"Only at a certain time of the month, when deposited in your pussy ... 
unless you're on the pill."


Suddenly she was serious, completely serious. "I'm not on the pill. And I'd 
like to get fat that way!"


And Mike hearing the words and seeing her expression, abruptly decided it 
was time to change the subject.


CHAPTER 7


Lydia tried to analyze her emotions as she walked out on the wharf toward 
the waiting motor launch from the Jolly Rogue. She knew she was rapidly 
approaching a point of no return. Part of her churning uncertainty was 
Hansen's fault. He had, quite unexpectedly, once again asked her before they 
left the hotel, "Are you positive you want to do this?"


She had stared at him, perplexed. "I told you before: that's why we're 
here."


"And you're quite prepared to go to bed with McGuffin, Pronzini, and two 
other men you've never seen before? Prepared to let them use your body-two, 
three, even four of them at a time?"


"Yes!" It was said sharply, and in a tone of voice that requested him to 
drop the subject.


Hansen was persistent. "One more question, and I'll leave you alone."


"Well?"


"Would you, even though ... ah ... suppose you don't like the two men?


"I don't care terribly much for Dickie Baby, or Saul; neither is exactly 
what I call my cup of tea."


"But you'd do it to get revenge?"


She was exasperated. How many times did she have to tell him! Her voice 
indicated her anger, "Mike, you're not that dense. I've told you at least 
twice now that revenge is the only-I repeat-the only reason I intend to go 
through with this. I'll do anything to humiliate Randy."


He had sighed. "Okay. End of subject. You're over twenty-one."


Still, though, the conversation had disturbed her. She knew he had been 
trying to say something important; his real meaning had eluded her.


She abruptly put it out of her mind when she heard Phoebe's shrill voice 
calling from the landing, "Over here, Lydia-Mike! Yoo-hoo!" Phoebe waved 
frantically to get their attention. She was wearing a pair of black matador 
hip-huggers so tight that they looked as if they had been painted on her. 
For her top, she wore a buttonless, black silk, long sleeve blouse that was 
tied just under the breast. Obviously, she was not wearing a bra.


Lydia heard Mike's low whistle of admiration, and for a second she was 
jealous.


Richard McGuffin's boisterous laughter boomed out, and he shouted loudly 
enough for tourists to turn around and stare, "Hey ... come on. The booze is 
getting hot ... and the broads are cooling off."


Saul Pronzini's giggle cut through the air like a jackal's bark.


Lydia climbed down the ladder to the skiff. She still had six rungs to go 
when she felt McGuffin's hands cup her hips and his voice say, "Okay, I've 
got you." His fingers were digging unnecessarily into her full rounded 
buttocks as he lowered her to the deck. She was surprised at his strength; 
he had brought her down as lightly as a sack of sugar. Even after he let go, 
she could still feel the tingling where his hands had been.


Phoebe gazed enviously at Lydia; alongside Lydia's expensively cut, navy 
blue cashmere sweater and white raw silk sailor pants, Phoebe 
looked-slightly cheap. "Gee," Phoebe said, blinking her eyes, "Your outfit 
sure is cute." Then her eyes shifted to Mike and began glowing with an 
animal-like intensity. "Hello, there...." she said breathlessly.


McGuffin seated Lydia in the front seat between himself and Pronzini, and 
indicated Mike was to sit in back with Phoebe.


Mike still had not settled down when McGuffin opened the throttle with a 
roar, throwing Mike down against the Pronzini woman. His shoulder scraped 
across her breast, pulling the skimpy cloth aside. The areola and half of 
her left breast was unveiled; she made no effort to pull the cloth back. She 
merely stared at him, her tongue quivering on her lower teeth as if daring 
him to bite.


Mike finally got himself adjusted in a comfortable position, and discovered 
Phoebe had slid over until her leg was wantonly pressed against his. In the 
front seat, he could see Saul's hand slowly and surreptitiously massaging 
the top part of Lydia's shoulder. He was wasting no time, Mike thought, then 
mentally added as Phoebe pressed her hip against his, "and neither is she."


"Where's everyone else?" Mike asked.


Phoebe simpered, "They're all on the boat already." She put her hand on 
Mike's knee and acted as if she were testing the cloth of his trousers. "I 
just love the feel of good wool, don't you?" she asked, blinking, and 
running her hand up and down his leg.


Mike went along with the gag. He put his hand on her leg at mid-thigh. "I 
like your nylon better."


She giggled, and then lowered her voice. "So do I; that's why I'm not 
wearing anything under them."


Up front, Lydia was aware of Saul's hand moving over her shoulder; she could 
also feel McGuffin's knee suggestively rubbing against her leg. She was a 
little frightened ... and a little amused. Saul, gaining courage as they got 
closer the yacht, dropped his hand until his fingers idly brushed across the 
tip of her left breast with each movement the launch made. That disturbed 
her a bit; it wasn't displeasing, but it seemed rather obvious, so she 
captured his hand and held on to it. McGuffin snorted, obviously he had been 
aware of what was going on.


McGuffin abruptly swung a wide circle as they approached the yacht. The 
unexpected swerve of the vessel threw Phoebe over onto Hansen and, in what 
seemed to an accidental attempt to straighten herself, she put her hand in 
his lap for support. He felt her hand squeeze his prick oncetwice, before 
sitting upright again. "Little girls get into trouble that way," he said 
quietly, as his cock stirred out of its sleep.


"I can hardly wait," she answered, staring directly at him in an 
unmistakable fashion. Her eyes were really smoldering now, Mike noticed, and 
he knew that Phoebe-dear little Phoebe-was very impatient for the evening's 
entertainment to begin.


McGuffin cut all power as they came in alongside the Jolly Rogue, and the 
motor launch came to a smooth stop right opposite the gangplank. Saul 
reached out for the mooring rope, and then they were snug against the large 
vessel.


The sound of stereo music came from the decks, along with laughter from 
somewhere within the confines of the ship.


"It sounds like they didn't wait," Saul said petulantly.


"What the hell, there's enough for everyone," McGuffin grinned lewdly and 
stared at Lydia.


Lydia climbed up the coconut matted steps to the teak deck. She stared 
around her. The yacht was much larger than it had looked from a distance. It 
was in immaculate condition, obviously McGuffin thought a lot of it. "I'm 
impressed," she told him.


"You should be," he grunted, "the goddamned thing costs me twenty grand a 
year for taxes, fuel and mooring fees."


Saul cackled, "Don't listen to him, the cheapskate. He writes it all off on 
taxes."


"Why, you little son of a bitch ... do you want to walk back?" McGuffin 
snarled, rising to the bait.


"Now ... now, gentlemen-and I use that term loosely," Sue McGuffin said, 
coming out on deck.


She grinned as she saw Lydia and Mike, and came toward Lydia with her hand 
outstretched in greeting. "I'm so glad you came."


"We're happy you invited us," Lydia said.


"I'm glad they came too," Phoebe said, wiggling her eyebrows and flaunting 
herself against Hansen.


"Phoebe, darling! Why don't you go into the cabin and mix yourself a drink," 
Sue said through tight lips.


"Ta ... ta," Phoebe, waved goodbye to Saul and McGuffin. She grabbed Mike's 
arm, "I'm taking you with me."


Sue shook her head in mock dismay, sighed, and laughed. "Come on, Lydia. 
I'll show you what the old tub looks like."


"Hey," McGuffin growled. "That's my chore. I'm captain."


"You have duties to do. Do them ... Captain," Sue retorted.


Saul cackled again, and was rewarded by a glare and a command from McGuffin. 
"You can help, Buster. Get that launch tied up at the stern and for Christ's 
sake, do it right this time."


Saul, grumbling, helped secure the launch to the davits, and a moment later 
the boat was raised-dripping-out of the water.


Lydia followed Phoebe and Mike and Sue into the main cabin salon where two 
women and a man were gathered, singing, around a male playing show tunes on 
a solid red piano-even the keys were red. The luxuriousness of the salon 
startled Lydia; she recognized the work of several well-known contemporary 
artists whose original oil paintings -lined one entire wall of the spacious 
main cabin. The other wall was taken up with a long mahogany bar with eight 
red leather stools. A round divan about six feet wide was placed in front of 
a fireplace. The fireplace, she noted, was genuine.


Lydia became abruptly aware that the singing had stopped at the piano. She 
realized she and Mike were now up for inspection; she had no doubt that they 
both had passed at first glance ... if the hungry expression on the faces of 
the other couples was any indication. The two new women looked as if they 
were devouring Mike. The one on the right-introduced as Carla Bengstrom-was 
a tall, green-eyed brunette with a tan so dark that she looked North 
African. She was wearing a simple yellow tunic open to her navel, tied with 
a golden velvet rope. Her hair was piled high atop her head in a Grecian 
hair style; this, together with sandals that had leather thongs wrapped 
around her shapely calves, made her look as though she were an island 
goddess of love out of the Mediterranean area. The other woman-Georgia 
Daniels-was a petite blonde, barely five feet tall, with an intense air 
about her. She had a broad Texan accent to go along with a deep, almost 
whiskey, baritone voice. She looked lesbian, Lydia thought, then rapidly 
dismissed the thought in view of the nature of the party. Still, though, 
Georgia had a manner about her that undoubtely brought out all the bestial 
qualities in a male and raised storm warning flags in a female's mind. Lydia 
made a mental point to avoid being alone with Gerogia if she could help it.


The two men were quite attractive. Mike had been pretty close in his 
description of them. The big man-who had been playing the piano-was John 
Bengstrom, and he did look like a professional football player. Paul Daniels 
was shorter than Lydia, but he had a warm good-natured air about him, and he 
moved with a litheness that was almost animal-like. Lydia knew she was 
blushing because she could read their thoughts, and their thoughts were 
enough to make an experienced whore somewhat apprehensive.


Working as a team, the two men lost no time separating her from Mike and Sue 
McGuffin. Talking animatedly, they took her to the long mahogany bar that 
ran half the length of the room, and began mixing drinks.


Mike wasn't the least bit lonely. All four women had closed in on him, like 
cattle buyers inspecting a prize bull at an auction. He thought about the 
delight that was to come-knowing that before the night was over, he was 
going to fuck all four of them. He said nothing, merely grinned and held out 
his arms to them. All four, giggling, crowded like chicks under his wing.


Phoebe said, breathlessly, "Carla. You should feel his muscles."


Carla did and made appreciative sounds.


Georgia also reached up and touched his biceps, then his stomach muscles. 
"Why, gracious sakes alive! The man feels like he's made out of real hard 
old steel."


Sue, stared speculatively, and growled, "That would be nice."


Phoebe rolled her eyes, "Just heavenly."


Carla gazed languidly at him, then said pointedly, "Are you that muscular 
... all over?"


Mike grinned. "That, lady, is for me to know ... and for you to find out."


There was a moment's silence before Carla smiled wickedly and-without taking 
her eyes off his face-said to Sue, "You know, I think I'm going to like this 
boy."


"This 'thirsty' boy," Mike corrected.


"Oh, how thoughtless of me!" Sue exclaimed, stepping out from beneath his 
arm. "What are you drinking?"


"Any Tanqueray in the house?"


"No ... but we've got a case of Bombay gin and several bottles of House of 
Lords."


"That should do ... for a start." His little joke was rewarded by 
appreciative laughter. Carla meanwhile had taken over the spot vacated by 
Sue. She had her arm around his waist and was covertly doing disconcerting 
things with her fingers playing "hop-skip-jump" along his ribs. Her perfume 
was a heady aphrodisiac, and Mike knew he was responding to her. It was 
impossible not to respond; even a wooden, cigar store Indian would get a 
hard-on around her! Carla stood on tiptoe and whispered, "Would you like to 
see the rest of the boat?" Her breasts strained against him; he could feel 
her nipples burning holes through his shirts.


Why not, he thought, and nodded.


Carla smiled and pulled him away from Phoebe and Georgia. "I'm going to show 
him the rest of the boat," she said.


Phoebe began pouting; she looked over her shoulder for support from Sue. 
None was forthcoming, Sue merely looked amused at the entire stiuation. 
Georgia was openly sneering at Carla's impatience. Phoebe guiltily glanced 
over to see how Lydia was taking this outrageous play for her husband. Lydia 
was getting a snow job of her own; she obviously wasn't aware of Mike's 
happy predicament.


Mike followed Carla's sensuously swaying buttocks as she led the way up 
three stairs at the far end of the salon and through the doors into a 
well-lighted passageway. Highly varnished brown oak doors -lined both sides 
of the narrow corridor. Carla glanced behind them, then opened a door marked 
"3C" leading to a stateroom. A large round bed with a royal purple bedspread 
took up most of the room. "This is playroom ... I mean ... stateroom number 
three." She smiled wantonly up at him, the invitation written on her face 
and breasts and body. She kicked the door shut with her heel.


Mike felt his heart pounding at the nearness of the woman. His being here at 
this moment seemed almost unreal; the only real thing was his rapidly 
hardening cock ... and his hand which had-of its own accord-reached out to 
knead one of her supple buttocks. She immediately came to him, her mouth 
open wide to receive him, and her expert fingers tracing the growing outline 
of his prick beneath his trouser.


"Ummmmmm," she whispered, undulating her hips in a jerking motion. Your hand 
feels nice there."


"And your hand feels nice there," he said, feeling the tingling excitement 
that came from her little stroking movements against the outside of his 
pants.


Carla clamped her lips against his as if to shut off any more unnecessary 
conversation. Her hand reached surely up to his zipper and pulled it down. 
There was no fumbling, no uncertainty, as she reached in through the opening 
and found his bare cock. Only then did she pull back in some surprise. "No 
shorts?"


"No shorts," he said grinning.


She laughed, and then, just before she began passionately French-kissing him 
again, she said, "Join the club."


For a second, he wasn't sure exactly what she meant. Then a moment later, as 
his eager hands began their treasure hunt for the secrets of her body, he 
knew the answer. Beneath the short little yellow tunic, she wasn't wearing a 
thing. The little black triangle of pubic hair was already hot and damp at 
its lower end, and she spread her legs slightly in order to give him freer 
access. Meanwhile, her hand had begun a tantalizing stroking movement of his 
penis, highlighted by wild sensations as she expertly used her fingernails 
to trace a design of rapture on the underpart of his hardening shaft. Her 
touch was driving him almost out of his mind, but by the same token, Carla 
was quaking like a tree in a high wind as his thumb and forefinger tapped 
out a Morse code of lust and desire on her clitoris.


"Oh, God, I can't stand it any longer," Carla said, pulling him back toward 
the bed. "Fuck me ... fuck me now."


She didn't let go of his prick, so he didn't take his fingers away from her 
clitoris as they slowly backed toward the bed. When Carla felt the mattress 
behind her knees, she fell back. In almost the same motion, she raised her 
legs so that her heels were resting on the mattress and her hot moist, eager 
pussy was there quivering impudently up at him.


Mike used his left hand to release his belt and waistband, then dropped his 
pants. His huge cock was throbbing eagerly. He had started to move forward 
when suddenly he heard Phoebe's voice say from behind him, "Oh ... here you 
are." Then she gasped and said to Carla, "You didn't waste any time, you 
bitch." She walked forward and then her delighted eyes froze on Hansen's 
eight-inch rigid shaft. "Oh, my. ... Oh, my!" she exclaimed. Her eyes the 
size of half dollars.


"Get out of here, Phoebe," Carla said through gritted teeth.


"Let me stay and watch ... please?"


Carla closed her eyes and sighed in exasperation. She looked questioningly 
up toward Mike. He shrugged.


And then Phoebe clapped her hands joyfully.


"Thank you.... Thank you. I'll be quiet as a little mouse. I promise you." 
She was quiet less than four seconds before she timidly asked, "Would you 
mind, Mike ... If I put it in her for you?"


"That's the best offer I've had all day."


"Hurry, for Christ's sake, and stop all this talking," Carla said, twisting 
her body back further on the mattress, and lifting her impatient cunt off 
the bed.


Phoebe was in genuine awe when she took hold of Mike's cock. "I just can't 
believe it," she said, and then stroked it a couple of times. She looked 
almost mesmerized as she bent her head and took it in her mouth.


Carla sat up angrily, "Damnit, what do you think you're doing, Phoebe 
Pronzini? Stop that!"


Mike feeling the delicious sensations from her hot lips clasped about his 
cock, held out his hands expansively, "Girls ... don't fight over me."


Phoebe gave a little nibble, then took her mouth away. "It's delicious," she 
told Carla in all sincerity. "I was just lubricating it for you."


Carla lay back again on the bed. Phoebe began stroking Mike again and 
continued stroking, all the while pulling him forward until the massive head 
of the prick touched the fevered cuntal lips of Carla's waiting pussy. Carla 
jumped and moaned as Phoebe either accidentally or purposely hit the 
clitoris with her fingernail.


Mike pushed forward, gently. Carla was not so gentle. She viciously pushed 
her pelvis up to meet him, and his cock slid in like a great white whale in 
a crash dive. Down, down-down! The cunt-the warm, wonderful, throbbing 
cunt-took every bit of it, and then Carla, her eyes closed in rapture, 
locked her legs around his buttocks and tried to pull him in even further. 
"Heavenly," she said. "Heavenly." She began moving her body up and down to 
meet his strokes.


It was then that Mike realized Phoebe was impatiently removing her clothes. 
She hadn't worn anything under her clothes either. Completely nude, she 
walked over until she was standing right alongside the wildly fucking 
couple. She reached out and began caressing Mike's mammoth scrotum, and then 
she began lavishing kisses on his back and buttocks. A second later she 
straddled his left leg and began rubbing her cuntal lips up and down the 
back of his calf.


It was all very disconcerting at first, but Mike soon got used to it. Not 
only "used" to it, but wildly enthusiastic.


Back in the bar, Paul had already made Lydia a third drink. John had spent 
the last two minutes gazing in rapture down the front of her dress. Then, 
tentatively, he kissed her. She felt his tongue swim into her mouth. She 
pulled away from him, embarrassed. Glancing around, she became aware for the 
first time that she was alone with just the two men.


John, correctly interpreting her look, said, "Don't worry. It's okay." He 
kissed her again and this time she responded, standing up and pressing her 
body into his. Paul came around from behind the bar carrying her drink. He 
put it down in front of her, then casually reached out and began massaging 
her breast through the sweater.


Lydia startled, pulled away. She sat down again on the stool. John and Paul 
stood looking at each other and grinning. They sat down-one on each side of 
her.


John said, "What's wrong? Haven't you ever made out with a stranger before?"


"You two work too fast for me," she answered.


"Evasive ... evasive," Paul crooned. "The lady's being evasive."


"You like a slow worker, eh?" John asked. "One that takes a long, long 
time?"


Lydia smiled in spite of herself. "I can't win, can I?"


"Everyone wins-that's our motto," John said, and he took her chin in the 
palm of his hand and turned her face to him. He began savagely 
French-kissing her. She returned his kiss, feeling a forbidden excitement 
beginning to well up in her body. She felt as though she were taking part in 
some Satanic ceremony. A moment later, she felt Paul's hand take hers and 
put it in his lap. He wrapped her fingers around a warm rigid shaft of 
flesh.


The shock reverberated through her body. He had exposed himself; he had 
taken her hand and wrapped it around his erection! What did he think she 
was? A whore? She pulled her hand away and attempted to pull her mouth away 
from John's hungry kiss. John, however, simply put one hand behind her head 
and held her captive. Paul, undaunted, put her hand back on his penis again.


She thought of struggling, but then Randy's evil, smirking face came to 
mind. In her imagination she could see him at the very moment he would be 
humiliated. All this she was experiencing now-yes, all this and even more to 
come was worthwhile because this would lead to his ultimate humiliation. And 
so, instead of removing her hand from Paul's prick, she stroked it ... 
lovingly, tenderly.


She did not see Paul's grin toward John. A look of unspoken agreement passed 
between the two men. Slowly, as to not alarm her, Paul's hand slid up her 
inner thigh and, with one smooth, unhesitating motion, pushed past the tiny 
elastic band and touched her defenseless, unprotected vaginal area. A jolt 
of pure pleasure racked through her cunt, and it was only then that the 
alarm bells began ringing in her mind, and a shrill sure little voice in her 
mind began screaming, "What are you doing, Lydia? What are you doing? Have 
you no pride? No decency?"


Lydia pulled herself away. "No," she stammered, twisting away from both of 
them. She could feel the familiar rubberiness in her knees; she wanted it. 
She wanted cock! And yet? She didn't want it with two complete strangers. 
Where was Mike?


"Mike?" she called, turning around to look at the completely empty room. 
"Mike!"


"Now just where do think he is?" John asked, and then answered his own 
question. "By now, he is in the process of fucking hell out of my wife."


"And mine...." Paul added. "After all, let's not kid one another, 
sweetheart. That's why we are all on this ship, isn't it?"


Lydia, swaying on her feet, silently said to herself, "That may be why you 
two are on this ship, but Mike and I are on it for a better reason than 
that." She swayed again, and it was then she realized-with a heart-pounding 
dismay-that the Jolly Rogue was underway. Even as her startled eyes looked 
out the porthole, the lights of Santa Barbara were growing smaller and 
fainter.


"Come on, love, sit down. We'll not harm you," John said in a hypnotic tone 
of voice.


And Lydia, knowing now that she had really passed a point of no return, 
permitted herself to be led back to the bar. A moment later the strange 
hands, the strange lips, were busy again ... along with her own hands, for 
now it seemed there were two pricks to be fondled.


Inside the deepest part of her mind, that shrill voice of conscience 
continued to scream its warnings to her ... a voice that gradually faded 
until it-like the lights of Santa Barbara-disappeared.


CHAPTER 8


An angry Sue, followed by Georgia, climbed the stairs to the wheelhouse 
where they found McGuffin at the wheel and, together with Saul, chortling as 
he watched something on the closed-circuit television screen. The men were 
so engrossed at what they were viewing that neither one of them heard the 
girls enter. Both jumped like guilty small boys when Sue petulantly 
demanded, "What happened to Mike and Carla and Phoebe?"


"Goddamnit," McGuffin snarled, "don't come creeping up on us that way. You 
scared the piss out of me."


"Who's creeping, you creep?" she answered angrily. "We've been looking all 
over the ship for them."


Saul cackled, "Did you check stateroom three?" He jerked his head toward the 
T. V. monitor.


Both women moved toward the set; it was Georgia who spoke first, "Why lookee 
there." Her eyes were wide in surprise. "That man certainly didn't waste any 
time." And then, admiringly, "Look at him go! And look at that big old 
mustang whang on him. Wheeeee."


Sue walked right up to the set and shouldered Saul aside. Through gritted 
teeth, she said, "That bitch Carla. She knows the rules!" She slammed her 
fist down on top of the console. "Those two will wear him out."


On the screen, Mike and Carla fought each other for mastery. Mike's 
monstrous white rod drove mercilessly into the hungrily clasping pussy 
between the girl's legs, while Carla's sandals pounded at his buttocks as 
though she were spurring a horse onto greater effort. For comic relief there 
was Phoebe, her eyes rolling around deliriously in her head as she stood 
straddling Mike's muscular leg, wantonly scraping her cuntal lips and 
clitoris against the back of his lower leg. Her right hand was hidden in 
back of her at first, but then it came into view as Mike climbed higher on 
Carla; abruptly everyone in the wheelhouse saw that Phoebe not only was 
masturbating herself on Mike's leg, but had one long slender finger buried 
in Mike's anus as well. She was madly sodomizing him in time to her own 
motions against his calf.


"Oh, I declare," Georgia said. "They are going to use him all up."


"Goddamn her," Sue spat out, and found her anger doubled by the snorts of 
laughter from her husband. She spun on him, and a bitter sarcastic smile 
crossed her face. "Go ahead and laugh, you baboon. The Lord and Master of 
the ship may think it's funny when dear little Carla breaks the rules, but 
you'll sing a different tune when you have to slither through a tidal wave 
of someone else's cum to reach the new girl."


The amusement left McGuffin's face, to be replaced immediately by a snarl. 
"What in hell are you blabbering about?"


Sue gave him a tight little smile of satisfaction. She didn't answer, merely 
reached over to the monitor and switched to the main salon cameras.


The screen flickered with horizontal lines, then adjusted itself to a steady 
glow. Sue punched a button marked "PAN", and the camera swung from the empty 
round couch in front of the fireplace over toward the bar. Then the screen 
was filled with close-up images. First was the hunched over figure of Paul 
Daniels who was voraciously sucking on Lydia's right breast while Lydia's 
fingers stroked his rampant prick. On the other side, John Bengstrom was 
working his tongue around in Lydia's eager mouth, while his hand expertly 
played an arpeggio of stimulation on her cunt. Lydia was eagerly massaging 
his cock as well. Even as they watched, Paul was easing a skimpy pair of 
panties down past Lydia's knees, aided and abetted by her.


"Jesus!" No one wasted any time," Saul began, and was interrupted by 
McGuffin's impatient shove pushing him away from the console.


McGuffin pushed a button on the public address system leading to the main 
salon and shouted into the microphone, "Goddamnit you guys, leave the cunt 
alone. You know the fucking rules."


They heard Lydia's squeal of fright as the voice came booming powerfully out 
of the speakers. John and Paul both jumped, startled. John apparently knew 
exactly where the camera was located, for he looked directly into it and 
said placatingly, "Ah, Dick. We're just tuning up the machinery, you 
know...." He smiled and held his hands out, palms up.


"Bull shit," McGuffin answered. "Keep your hands off her until we get to San 
Pablo Island. That's a goddamned order ... otherwise I'll put you ashore 
there and let you figure out how in hell to get back to the mainland." He 
turned to Sue and Georgia. "Get your asses down there and see that they obey 
the rules. We'll be at San Pablo in another twenty minutes. They can keep 
their fucking peckers in their pants that long."


Georgia had turned to go, but Sue grabbed her arm. "We're not going ... and 
to hell with you!"


"Do as I say, damnit."


"Not unless you stop that horseshit in stateroom three, too."


McGuffin sighed in resignation and pushed another button on the p.a. 
console. He took half a step back from the microphone and then shouted at 
the top of his lungs, "Carla! Phoebe! Get your asses into the main salon! 
Right now. ... You know the rules!"


The sudden booming shout from right over his head startled Hansen so badly 
that he thought for a second he would lose his erection. The fright had the 
exact opposite effect on Carla; it triggered her orgasm, and her 
leather-thonged legs slapped against his buttocks and thighs with so much 
power that he actually felt pain. She wasn't a screamer or moaner, she just 
came, and came! ... and convulsed with her mouth open, making dry sucking 
sounds, with her eyes rolled up in her head. One of her sudden kicks outward 
had kicked poor Phoebe in the rear, and she had been thrust across the room 
to fall with a loud thud against the door.


Carla unwrapped her legs from Mike's buttocks, and she lay with a smile of 
contentment on her face. "God, that was just what the doctor ordered."


Phoebe, undaunted, shook her head, and staggered to her feet. When Carla lay 
back, Phoebe impatiently slid down on the mattress beside her and reached 
over to pull Mike's ripe, throbbing, and ready-to-burst prick over to her 
own starving cunt.


For Mike it was simply a matter of using his knees to move over about two 
feet. Phoebe never relinquished hold on his cock; she put it at the hot 
pulsating opening to her steaming cunt, and then reared her haunches upward. 
And the cock slid in with one uninterrupped movement, down, down, down into 
the hot fevered valley between her widespread legs. She felt completely 
different from Carla-hotter inside ... and softer, fleshier. He made exactly 
six strokes when Phoebe began squirming uncontrollably beneath him. Her 
panting voice cried out the message, "I'm cumming ... I'm cumming ... 
Aiiiiieeeeee...."


Carla, who had turned on her side to watch them, had amusement mirrored on 
her face. "Just like a little rabbit, that girl!"


The public address system boomed again in the stateroom. "Phoebe ... I'm not 
going to tell you again: get your ass off that bed and go to the main salon. 
That goes for you, too, Hansen."


Mike merely looked up toward the speaker and said, "Fuck you, Friend." His 
throbbing cock was primed, and he made an effort to continue fucking into 
Phoebe. She, however, sucked in her gut and twisted out from beneath him.


"Listen," he began angrily, "What in hell gives here?"


Carla smiled, reached out, and clasped his prick in her hand. She massaged 
it gently. "Don't worry," she crooned, "you'll have plenty of chance to use 
this before the night is over. Don't be impatient."


And from the ceiling speaker came the snort of McGuffin's lewd laughter. 
"Look who's talking about impatience. You practically raped the poor 
bastard."


Carla gazed up languidly toward the camera. She made a production out of 
pulling her tunic down to cover her pubic area. She smiled sweetly and then 
hissed. "Fuck you, Dickie ... Baby!"


The voice came again, this time with undisguised excitement. "Yeh! You will 
... and I will, you bitch. I've got something here you'll be begging for 
before the night's over!"


"What is it? A Mink coat?" She laughed sarcastically. And Phoebe, using 
Kleenex to wipe her cuntal lips, shrilly giggled.


Only Hansen, feeling the pain from the boiling white hot lava of his 
unreleased semen, did not laugh. It wasn't very damned funny, he thought. He 
was still grousing and unhappy as hell twenty minutes later in the main 
salon when he heard the anchor chain rumble and rattle as the Jolly Rogue 
came to a dead stop in the water at a little known cove on the east side of 
San Pablo Island.


His unhappiness, he knew, was compounded by the expression on Lydia's face. 
There was a wantonness in her eyes, a color to her cheeks, and a certain 
animal-like intensity about her movements that made him realize she had been 
aroused to a fevered pitch by something or someone. Even though it was 
patently ridiculous, he knew he was jealous of the man, the men, who were 
going to have her.


CHAPTER 9


Although it obviously wasn't necessary, Sue had felt the new couple should 
be apprised of their situation. All five couples were lounging in the main 
salon. Drinks had been replenished. Saul and Dick had come down from the 
wheelhouse with the announcement that the Jolly Rogue was now anchored. Over 
the stereo system came the sensuous hypnotic beat of Brazilian-Southern 
Caribbean music. Sue clapped her hands for attention and, when everyone fell 
silent, she said to Lydia and Mike, "I suppose you realize that we are all 
members of a rather exclusive club, and you've been invited to join us 
tonight."


Lydia and Mike both nodded their heads.


Sue continued, "Do you have any idea what kind of a club this is?"


Lydia looked at Mike, and Mike laughed. Lydia grinned in a friendly fashion 
and answered, "I have a feeling that this club is like our club in Pebble 
Beach. We swing, we swap up there."


A vast sigh of relief swept the room, and everyone began talking at once. 
Sue smiled in satisfaction. "Well, then, so much for that. I now turn the 
floor over to the Captain, who will explain the evening's program."


Dick stood up importantly and held up his hands, "No applause, please." 
Laughter. "You've all heard about the girl we had aboard the Rogue last 
month. Here's a ditty to mark that historic occasion. Ready?" He hummed a 
tune, then began singing off-key: "Oh, there was a young lady named Bide; 
Who, while fuckin', fell o'er the side; One could tell by her squeals: That 
those wiggly ole eels; Had discovered a warm place to hide."


When the laughter died down, Saul cackled, "With a voice like that, you 
ought to be on the stage ... there's one leaving for El Paso in ten minutes. 
Be on it!"


This old gag brought groans of dismay from the group, the 
loudest-predictably-coming from Dick. McGuffin turned to his audience and 
shook his head sadly, "A funny thing happened to poor Saul en route to the 
brain bank...."


Lydia listened to the good natured banter with only part of her mind; the 
other part was thinking with considerable astonishment that anyone dropping 
in unexpectedly on this group would think it consisted simply of ten people 
having a cocktail party and making small talk. Twenty minutes before, when 
the great booming voice had interrupted John and Paul's activities with her, 
she had felt the heat of her own arousal. That impatient heat had gradually 
faded, to be replaced by a vague restlessness. She was still damp between 
her thighs, and the fires were still tightly banked down there. She glanced 
around the room; she wasn't the only one who was becoming restless. Sue 
McGuffin's pearl lacquered fingernails drummed impatiently on the back of 
the couch. Georgia was almost imperceptibly rubbing her thighs together as 
she looked in undisguised lust at Mike.


And abruptly, the waiting was over. McGuffin's good-natured introduction had 
ended and he got down to business. "Okay, Mike-Lydia. Our club has the same 
rules as most of the other swap organizations have. The first part of the 
evening, the regular male members get to initiate your wife ... while the 
regular female members initiate you. Males in the main salon here; females 
in stateroom two. It's now eight-fifteen. We all meet back here in an hour 
and a half for dinner. After dinner, we have a general meeting with everyone 
here in the main salon. Any questions anyone?" No one spoke up, and Dick 
nodded, satisfied. "Okay, then. Strip."


For the first time, Lydia felt an overwhelming feeling of embarrassment 
sweep through her body. She gazed around her, but nothing she saw did 
anything to alleviate her own uncertainty. The women had begun peeling off 
clothes; Lydia noticed that she was the only person in the room who had worn 
undergarments. Now, as trousers dropped, it seemed as though a whole forest 
of rising penises had suddenly sprung up. Lydia tried not to look, but it 
was impossible. Five cocks were all too evident, each of them 
different-three already at full erection, and two slowly rising like 
artillery guns. She blinked as she suddenly realized that she was the only 
one still with any clothes on; the other women were gazing at her 
expectantly. The men looked hungrily at her ... all except Mike, who was 
staring in amusement at her.


Lydia unbuttoned her sweater and pulled it off. She made a big thing out of 
looking for her zipper, and she kept her eyes fastened on it as she pulled 
it down-not wanting to look at anyone or anything. She took off her slacks 
and carefully folded them over the back of a chair. She heard a low growl in 
John's throat as he gazed rapturously at the embroidered rose covering her 
vaginal area. Quickly then, she slid down the panties and stepped out of 
them. And a moment later, her full firm breasts were freed. She stood 
completely nude-defenseless-encircled by nine people, all staring at her.


Saul said, in a hoarse tone of voice, "Goddamn Sam ... look at that 
beautiful, fantastic ass."


Lydia knew she was blushing. Paul had said nothing, but he continually 
licked his lips as though he were tasting and evaluating a rare wine.


"Okay, Hansen. Take your harem and go," McGuffin said, jerking his head 
toward the passageway leading to the staterooms. He turned back to Lydia and 
grinned lewdly, "Well, Baby. You ready for your initiation to the Jolly 
Rogue Society?"


Lydia, feeling apprehensive, glanced toward the passageway, but even as she 
looked, Mike's broad shoulders and muscular bare buttocks were disappearing 
into an open stateroom door midway down the corridor. Carla stood at the 
salon door, looking questioningly at Lydia; then she threw her head back, 
laughed, and shut the door.


Something akin to terror was beginning to come over Lydia. What was she 
doing here? Nude! With four strangers-four men who had encircled her as 
though she were a trembling, helpless doe that has been tracked down by a 
savage pack of hungry wolves. They were closing in now. She jumped as though 
she had been touched with a live wire when Saul lovingly stroked one cheek 
of her supple buttocks.


"Don't be jumpy," John said.


"Maybe she's goosey," Saul suggested, then wormed his middle finger into the 
crevice between her buttocks. Lydia jumped again, and this time all four men 
laughed cruelly at her. McGuffin stood right in front of her, his burning 
eyes-like spotlights-moved up and down her body. And he said, in a lust 
contorted voice as he thoughtfully stroked his salami chub-like cock, "Baby, 
you were made for fucking, and you're going to be fucked like you've never 
been fucked before."


Humiliated and biting her lips in shame, Lydia stood with downcast head, as 
John reached forward and used his thumb and forefinger to part her vaginal 
lips. "That is eating pussy, if I've ever seen it."


McGuffin nodded his head, "I agree. Maybe we should all try a little." He 
took Lydia by the arm and pulled her over to the round divan in front of the 
fireplace. "Time for your initiation, baby," he said. "Lie down."


Lydia hesitated, and found herself being forced down on the divan. From then 
on, everything happened so fast. She heard McGuffin order, "Get a couple of 
pillows and put them under her ass." Then John grabbed the left arm and 
stretched it out from her body; simultaneously, Paul had taken her right arm 
and extended it. She tried to struggle, but her efforts were fruitless. 
"What? What are you doing?" she asked, frightened, as she felt leather 
straps being placed around her wrists.


McGuffin put two hands under her buttocks and lifted them so Saul could put 
the pillows in place.


"What are you doing?" she demanded in a loud voice.


Only then did McGuffin deign to answer her question. He stared down at her, 
and his face was infused with a hot, implacable lust that was akin to 
cruelty. "We won't hurt you. This is the initiation." He nodded his head, 
and Lydia felt her ankles grabbed and pulled apart.


"No...." she whimpered, and then said louder as she felt the leather straps 
being put around each ankle, "No! I've changed my mind." It was too late, 
and she knew it. She was spread-eagled, a prisoner on the divan; her legs 
were wide apart, her defenseless, trembling loins and nakedly exposed vagina 
raised in the air like an exhibit-completely exposed.


"God, what a beautiful, delectable pussy," Paul said in obvious awe as he 
stared down at her.


"Please," she pleaded. "Not this way. I don't want to ... please?"


"Come on," McGuffin snarled, "you're acting like a shit-scared goddamned, 
high school kid."


John glanced over toward Dick and smirked, "If anyone would know what one 
looks like, you ought to."


"Go to hell," McGuffin replied. He looked down again at the helpless 
quivering figure of the girl. "We're not going to hurt you. Now just relax. 
I'm even going to give you some music to relax by." He grinned and walked 
out of sight. Lydia struggled to find release from her bonds, but it was 
hopeless. She was a captured butterfly, impaled on a collector's display 
board.


A second later, she thought she was becoming sick for the room seemed to be 
going around. It wasn't though; she was the one going around. The divan was 
beginning to revolve slowly, and as it moved a music box-like affair began 
to play, "The Music Goes 'Round and 'Round."


McGuffin reappeared alongside her. "This is the initiation. We call this 
first part, 'The Compass Game.' All you have to do is relax.


She heard Saul cackle and, as the divan revolved, he came into sight. "I'm 
South," he explained, and held up a long peacock's feather. Lydia saw his 
shoulder dip, and then she felt the feather tickling her vaginal lips. She 
jerked against her bonds and said, "No ... no!" As the divan moved the 
feather could no longer reach her cuntal lips, and it stroked the outer part 
of her thigh.


"I'm West," John said, grinning lewdly, and showing his feather. Lydia 
jumped again as the feather caressed her vulva and inner thighs. The touch 
of the thing was electrifying.


"I'm North," McGuffin said, gruffly. He bent over and his feather just 
barely flicked at her clitoris. A jolt of pleasure shot through her. 
"Ahhhh," she squirmed. "Don't...."


McGuffin's cruelly grinning face swirled out of sight to be replaced by 
Paul's, who stared affectionately down at her. "I'm East, as you might have 
surmised." He smiled, and his feather traced an electric erotic path from 
her cuntal lips down to her tiny quivering anus. "Ugggh! Please...." she 
begged. "Let me up. Not this way."


The feather touches started coming faster and lasting longer as the men 
began taking two or three strides keeping up with the revolving divan.


Lydia pleaded with them, a pleading that became more and more urgent as the 
feathers started bringing an unwanted life to her vagina. It was torment. It 
felt ... it felt horrible ... horrible! No. No! Beautiful! Lydia fought 
against the sensations to no avail; she fought against her own rebellious 
muscles wanting to respond to the delightful titillation they were 
receiving. The low moans of distress began changing, almost imperceptibly, 
to tiny mewls of unwanted pleasure.


Lydia felt an almost overpowering sense of shame as she realized what was 
happening to her. Those feathers, that tickling, were fanning the banked 
fires deep within her womb. She knew she was losing the battle for control 
of her body-knew it with a certainty when, without volition, her pelvis 
raised eagerly and sought out the continuing, delightful touch of one 
feather. Her breath was coming faster, and she began whipping her body 
around-not in an effort to escape, but to keep the sensation constant.


She barely heard McGuffin's short snort of contemptuous laughter and his 
voice, hoarse with a desire of his own, "Jesus ... look at the machinery 
going to work. I'll bet she's got a Rolls marine engine working that cunt."


Lydia's head bounced from side to side and her eyes were beginning to glaze 
in passion. The tick ling was driving her insane. She had to make them stop. 
She screamed and her body thrashed against the confining leather straps. The 
wildly sensual flicking and caressing from the feathers didn't stop; if 
anything, it grew in intensity and tempo. One of them, she didn't know which 
one, was concentrating on her tiny defensively clenching rectal mouth. 
Another on her clitoris. Her body grew used to the routine; her anus, 
clitoris, vagina, and inner thighs, all eagerly looked forward to their own 
feather, and each of them lunged wantonly upward when its time for caressing 
came. The lascivious stroking against her moist pink slit had caused a flood 
of lubricant to pour out; it ran like a tiny silver river down to her anus.


She was going out of her mind; her body had cast off all her mental and 
emotional restraints. Now it buckled and gamboled as though it had never had 
an inhibition in its life.


It was her voice, she recognized it-even though it was a guttural croak-that 
cried out, "Oh ... no. Please, stop it. Please! I ... I can't stand it. 
Pluu-eezz."


One of them-was it Paul? Yes ... Paul! used his feather to tantalizingly 
play with the soft, tender area under her arms. Saul, noting this, used his 
feather on her breasts. And, in spite of her raging torment, she felt a 
disappointment that the feather at her anus had gone on to another part of 
her body.


That one teasing feather working at her clitoris stayed, however, and made 
its appointed rounds. It circled the engorged little column of flesh; it 
created its own electricity. Lydia could hear McGuffin's cruel laughter as 
she pumped her body eagerly against that tormenting feather. She knew she 
was beginning to weep from shame, from degradation ... and from the 
knowledge that she no longer was master of her own body or mind. Against her 
will, her proud, full breasts had peaked to a mottled hardness as the 
feather drew imaginary halos around the areolae. And then, as if by some 
signal, all the feathers went to work on her cunt. She heard their 
exclamations as her body writhed; she heard their laughter as her pelvis 
strained up toward the ceiling in desperate effort to prolong the contact. 
She was close to cumming; the insane, torment and teasing had caused her to 
reach a trembling plateau of pleasure. She held her breath. Yes ... she was 
almost there. She reached for it, throwing her head back against the 
mattress and willing her orgasm to come. And reached for it ... and reached. 
... Then, with an absolute feeling of disbelief, she realized they were no 
longer using the feathers!


Her voice like a shrill scream of agony, cried out, "You can't stop now." 
She sobbed and pleaded, "Please ... don't stop."


McGuffin and Saul both laughed like hyenas; John looked amused. Paul was the 
only one who seemed to feel empathy toward her.


She turned to him, pleading, "Paul...." and could go no further for her body 
was quivering, and she was sobbing so loudly that it was impossible to speak 
any longer.


Saul said loudly, "My God. Look at her! I've never seen a cunt so hot for it 
before. I'm going to fuck it right now."


Through a haze of lust and frustration, Lydia heard McGuffin's impatient 
snarl, "Oh, no you don't. Not until I give the word. And then we roll dice 
for first go at it."


Oh, God! How low could she sink? Here she was, spread-eagled and crying to 
be fucked, while men fought over her like dogs around a bitch in heat. This 
had to be the bottom of the pit of depravity, for she 
knew-instinctively-that the true reason she wanted the fighting and snarling 
to end, was so the fucking could begin.


Somewhere over to the right, Paul's voice came. "I'm going to eat it." This 
was echoed by John's, "I'd like a little eating pussy, too."


Lydia felt the divan jerk to a stop; the room still revolved in her mind, 
but she couldn't tell for sure because her eyes were closed. Her body shook 
with unsuppressed shudders, and her breath came in rasping uneven whistles 
from her lust constricted throat.


Then there was someone between her legs. She opened her eyes, but they could 
not focus properly at first. That someone was kneeling, and even as she 
watched, she saw the head drop, and a wet quivering tongue begin to probe 
the starved, impatient lips of her vagina.


Her body responded automatically, convulsively jerking, and a loud moan 
spewed from her lips as, at first, she sought to avoid this perverted 
wickedness in public. "Aaaagghhhh ... God! You mustn't...." But even as her 
words bubbled to her lips, her body was already betraying her. That tongue, 
that wonderfully hot and talented tongue, unmercifully scoured her 
defenseless cunt. She wailed like a banshee as his voracious mouth clamped 
like a wet suction cup on her vaginal lips, and the tongue flickered like 
heat lightning in and out of her pussy.


Straining, she stared around her. She saw McGuffin, Saul, and John. Then it 
must be Paul, she thought, "Paul...." and it was a cry of ecstasy as she 
felt her body begin to reverberate. Suddenly she fell back and gave herself 
completely to his perveted licking. Paul licked on and on, moving from 
clitoris to vagina to anus. He was bringing her release, she could feel it 
coming ... and her body cried out for fulfillment. She raised her 
desire-heavy pelvis up to his face, and she groaned and bubbled with each 
swipe of his tongue.


Her body had climbed from the plateau to the moment of truth. She was so 
close to cumming now that she could feel nerve endings vibrating like the 
strings of an aeolian harp. This was it, she thought. She reached toward 
those golden apples of the sun and then ... realizing Paul had sadistically 
stopped, she screamed.


"Please ... oh, God!" and deep shuddering sobs wracked her body.


She heard the voice, as though it were coming from a million miles off, 
"Don't worry, Sweetheart. Here's old long-tongued John." And then, 
miraculously, she felt a new and different tongue down there; it moved in 
and out as surely and as strongly as a small penis. Above her impending 
orgasm, she could feel only love for this man who was doing this for her ... 
she was there!


"I'm ... I'm ... ," she panted, and then screamed, "I'm cumming ... I'm 
cummmm-innnnnng!" She writhed and twisted with inarticulate sounds of 
passion pouring out of her mouth; her face was twisted in a grotesque parody 
of lust, and her body bucked against the straps in deep feral abandonment.


Lydia was only vaguely aware of someone else's mouth on her left breast, 
another mouth on her right breast, and still another mouth on her lips. She 
opened her mouth gratefully to welcome the tongue ... and could feel, over 
and above her own continuing orgasm, a new and different excitement building 
in her. Someone loosened the straps at her ankles, and she immediately 
raised her knees and splayed her legs even wider in a lewd invitation for 
anyone to do what they liked down between her thighs. Her hands were freed, 
and she put them around the neck of the person kissing her.


Now there were gentle ministrations going on about her cunt. Someone was 
stroking her gently down there and a second later, a large middle finger was 
tentatively inserted in her vagina. The finger began sawing in and out.


Lydia, feeling a complete impotency to fight any further indignity to her 
body and emotions, simply lay back and let them do what they wished. A warm 
comfortable glow was spreading through her body.


Two mouths still sucked voraciously at her breasts, and she could feel her 
nipples coming back to life! The fire spread from her tits to her navel and 
then to her cunt, where two fingers moved in and out in a delicious harmony 
of pure sensation. Her flames were rapidly fanned by the rising winds of her 
own lustful desire. She wanted to cum again ... she needed to cum again. She 
wanted to be fucked.


"Lydia!" The voice was coarse, rough, demanding. Everything else was gentle, 
peaceful, loving. She ignored the voice. "Lydia!" The fingers in her open 
cunt cruelly jabbed down there , and a fingernail painfully scraped her 
vaginal walls. She cried out and opened her eyes.


McGuffin smiled when he saw he had her attention finally. She saw him 
kneeling between her legs, his face twisted in animal-like lust. Her eyes 
fell down his chest to his pot belly and to the erect penis standing out 
like a cross-arm on a telephone pole from the bristly gray-black patch of 
pubic hair. He smiled as he stroked it. That rod, not as large as Hansen's, 
still seemed monstrous in size. Lydia continued to stare at it, and felt the 
return of shame again. She looked at Paul and John's hungry mouths lock on 
her breasts, and Saul's penis within inches of her own moistened lips. The 
awful realization of what was being done to her filled her mind with a great 
humiliation and despair.


"I'm going to fuck you 'til your eyes pop right out of that lovely little 
head of yours, "McGuffin said. "You won't be able to walk for a week after."


"No ... I ... I don't want...." she began.


McGuffin simply said, "Shut up. Put it in for me." He took her hand and 
placed it on his cock.


Lydia pulled back as though she had touched a poisonous snake. It did her no 
good, for seconds later McGuffin had her hand captive again. "Put it in, I 
said," McGuffin growled.


"Oh, God...." she began, and in abject surrender, tightened her hand around 
the rigid shaft of warm throbbing flesh.


"Go on," he said, a little more gently this time, and lowered his hips to 
her widespread legs. "Stick it in ... you know where it goes."


She gasped and guided the blinded giant of a cock to the open cave of her 
cunt. She fumbled for a moment, then felt the thick bulbous head touching 
her cuntal lips. The touch of his hardened penis sent unwanted spasms of 
ecstasy surging through her abdomen. He pushed in, whining with pleasure as 
the huge prick slid through the portals of her femaledom.


"Ohhhhh," she panted...."no...." and attempted to grind her buttocks down 
into the mattress to escape the impaling pain. The movement only brought her 
clitoris into electrifying contact with the sinking shaft. McGuffin 
continued his merciless impalement and his cock slowly slid inch by inch 
into her piteously cringing pussy. He filled her completely, and she could 
feel every wrinkle, every variegation on his prick through the tortured 
walls of her vagina.


McGuffin lay still for a moment, then made his cock jerk deep inside of her.


"Aaaaggh," she responded feeling the forbidden rapture spreading like warm 
honey through her loins. Her strained passageway rapidly became accustomed 
to the invading penis, and her low moans of protest changed to small, 
involuntary whimpers of uncontained pleasure. McGuffin had begun rotating 
his hips as though he were screwing his cock in even deeper, and soon he had 
the head of it beating relentlessly against her cervix. He rocked above her, 
stroking in a long easy rhythm which she found almost intolerable in its 
sensation.


Paul and John had let up on her breasts. They kneeled atop the divan 
watching her face go from shadow to light as the clouds of passion boiled 
across her sky. She was panting now, her mouth open. Beads of perspiration 
had formed on her forehead, and her neck tendons stood out like steel 
cables.


She felt nothing new-no shame, no remorse, no despair-nothing! except that 
wonderfully vibrant cock that was fucking into her like a pile driver. 
McGuffin thrust for thrust, when she saw Paul nod as if he were giving a 
signal. McGuffin stopped.


"What ... what's wrong?" she groaned, bewildered.


McGuffin smiled mysteriously at her. "Nothing. I'm just going to let you be 
the boss now." He grabbed her buttocks, shoved his prick in as far up her 
cunt as it would go, then rolled over on his side carrying Lydia with him. 
She was on top, looking down at him. She ground her buttocks up and down 
experimentally a couple of times, and felt happiness at what happened down 
there. She moved her cunt up and down the hardened pole at will. It was 
simply fabulous this way ... she liked it.


Beside the divan, she saw Saul smearing some clear jelly on his penis. He 
looked at her, grinned, reached out, and began rubbing it around the tiny 
puckered lips of her anus.


"What...." she began, startled by his action, and then yelped as his 
well-lubricated finger slid effortlessly deep into her rectum. "What ... 
what are you ... doing...?" she grunted as McGuffin locked his arms around 
her waist.


"Ready?" Saul asked.


"Go ahead," McGuffin ordered, then looked up at Lydia's disbelieving face. 
"Just relax."


Saul slithered between her legs and stared at the unprotected golden mounds 
of flesh and its brown puckered little opening. He inserted a finger and 
began finger fucking her.


"You can't. Not both of you at the same time," Lydia cried, horrified. She 
turned to Paul for help. "You can't let them."


Paul, unexpectedly, laughed. "Darling, you must have double and triple 
features up in your swap club. Just relax. You're with friends. We won't 
hurt you."


Saul cackled, and then fiercely stroking his cock, he put the head against 
the tiny clenching anal ring and shoved.


Lydia suddenly felt the straining elastic ring of her asshole give way under 
Saul's relentless pressure.


"Aaaaagggghhh," she screamed, and her face reflected pain and shame, and yet 
at the same time, some unfathomable thing-masochistic joy, perhaps. She made 
a frantic twisting effort to pull her lewdly stretching rectum away from the 
cruel invading cudgel, but McGuffin held tightly to her from below.


Saul whined, "God ... that's a tight little one." McGuffin laughed. Paul and 
John watched, fascinated, as Saul's lust hardened rod disappeared in the 
wide-stretched opening between the two smoothly quivering mounds of flesh. 
Lydia groaned loudly through the entire insertion. Finally, it was in all 
the way. Lydia cried out in an almost inarticulate voice filled with torment 
as he began moving it back and forth. She tried twisting down away from him, 
only to find herself being skewered even more deeply on McGuffin's jerking 
cock. She attempted to throw Saul off, but the waggling of her ass caused 
his prick to burrow even deeper in her bowels-already hideously stretched 
beyond capacity.


Then, both men were moving in unison, driving in and out of her cunt and 
asshole like well-oiled machinery-neither missing a stroke. Lydia suffered 
through it, knowing now this was her punishment for getting involved in this 
perverted sex club. It was her own stupidity, her own illogical desire for 
revenge that had brought her to this place, and now she was paying for her 
stupidity. The payment was this cruel debasement in public, this degradation 
... this pain. Pain? I should feel pain, she thought. I need pain to be 
punished. But even this absolution was denied her, for the pain had 
evaporated under the encroachment of the two cocks. Now she felt ... she 
felt? What? She could feel McGuffin's pubic hair grazing teasingly against 
her belly, could feel Saul's bristly balls hot against her legs. She 
recognized the sudden rippling of her own internal muscles, and knew she 
must control herself. "Punish me, oh, God, punish me!" she whispered, not 
knowing why she was mewling the words, but feeling punishment was better 
than this evil sensation of wantonness in her bowels and cunt. A moment 
later, she was whimpering, "Fuck harder ... fuck me harder in the asshole 
and punish me." There was an ocean of excitement surging and pounding in her 
loins as wave after wave of pure feeling crashed in on the wild lonely 
shores of her cunt's consciousness. For her now, there was only an almost 
insatiable desire as she reveled in the perverted sodomizing of her 
defenseless asshole and felt her vagina being cruelly raped by an uncouth 
stranger. The shame and humiliation had fled, leaving behind only 
uncontrollable spasms of delight that continued to build with each inward 
thrust of the two lustfully driving pricks.


Now she was to find, as Paul gently took her head and turned it toward him, 
that two cocks really were not enough for her. She wanted more! She stared 
gratefully toward him as his powerful, throbbing penis was lowered 
salaciously toward her mouth. She parted her lips in a soft smile, and 
wrapped her fist warmly around his masculinity, jerking it impatiently 
toward her. The feeling of carnal delight completely blacked out her only 
remaining vestiges of decency and intelligence, as she eagerly took the 
alien cock in her mouth and began slowly and wetly sucking. Only then-being 
fucked in all her bodily orfices by three men-did she begin to feel the full 
humiliation, her debasement, was complete.


She stared through unseeing eyes at the cock in her mouth, at Paul's 
reddish-blond pubic hair. God! it was evil. But, it was beautiful! She 
nibbled and sucked, and tickled the softness of his testicles with her 
fingernails. In penitence, she slaved over his penis with her own drooling 
saliva, lavishing her fevered tongue over its base, along its sensitive 
underside, playing and caressing it with every lick. She nibbled gently at 
the throbbing, rubbery head, and her tongue sought out and tried to enlarge 
the urethral opening. She concentrated on the lust-hardened penis to the 
exclusion of all other things, and she realized that-like some participant 
in a black religious mass-she loved it in her mouth. She wanted his hot 
juices of love-cum to fill her throat. Frantically then, she began using her 
hand to milk the shaft of his prick, making her lips and mouth form a 
powerful sucking vacuum.


She forced herself to keep on thinking about it-thinking about the moment 
that wonderful instrument would swell almost twice-sized in her mouth, and 
the exilir of his manhood would suddenly begin spurting like an uncapped 
geyser exploding under intolerable underground pressure.


An interruption in McGuffin and Saul's smooth tempo fucking into the dual 
orifices down between her legs made Lydia shift her concentration to what 
was happening to her body back there. Saul was rasping and moaning like a 
man about to have a heart attack, and then abruptly, spewing obscenities, he 
shoved his hardened shaft of flesh in as far as it would reach into the 
tightly clenching depths of her rectum.


Lydia felt the first tentative squirt of hot boiling semen begin to flood 
her asshole. Saul was acting like a sex-crazed maniac now as he pounded his 
prick mercilessly into the warm rubbing depths of her rectum. And he 
continued to cum ... continued to cum until the white hot cream bubbled and 
gurgled out of her anus, to run in a shining white river down her inner 
thighs. Lydia quivered beneath him, enjoying now the majesty of McGuffin's 
still hardy prick slamming into her. She did not lose the rhythm of her 
mouth on Paul's cock, not even when Saul pulled out his rapidly deflating 
cock from her still clenching anus and moved over to make room for John. She 
was so well lubricated from the earlier petroleum jelly and Saul's semen, 
that John's larger cock slid all the way up into her forever stretched 
rectum without hesitation.


And now, as though the first string team had returned to action, all three 
of the men worked and bucked in unison ... pounding into anus, mouth and 
cunt with a hypnotic savage rhythm. Lydia knew she was cumming. She didn't 
encourage it; as a matter-of-fact, she fought it. She didn't want a 
climax-not yet! She wanted to feel it all, to experience it all. Everything! 
Her body had other ideas, however. It began to twist and surge and turn to 
catch every sensational movement they made. She was afire with unholy 
delight. Her senses were failing. The beautiful taste of cock in her mouth 
was slowly fading. Her breasts were numb, her heart pounding ... her ears 
deafened to the obscene encouragements of the men. And suddenly, an 
earthquake of passion began its tremoring devastation of her body. She tried 
to tell them she was cumming, but all she got out of her cockfilled mouth 
was a strangled unintelligible sound.


McGuffin apparently sensed her approaching climax, for he began speeding up 
his movements. His cock banged hard against her cervix, bringing an 
indescribable sweet feeling of pure animal lust and pleasure to her. John's 
elongated penis rode smoothly in and out of her anus as he speeded up at the 
same moment that McGuffin changed pace.


Lydia was suddenly aware that Paul had taken her head in his hands and was 
making violent pumping movements. "Suck harder ... milk me, baby," he 
pleaded. And Lydia, tried to obey, only to be rewarded with a throat-rending 
lunge that almost shoved his expanding prick all the way back against her 
gullet. She gagged. She was being smothered to death in his pubic hair. She 
didn't care. She could die now ... she would die and be happy! It was her 
just punishment. Her lips sucked his prick as though she were a starving 
infant ... sucked at them ... until her eyes widened and her mouth opened in 
a scream as her triple climax overpowered all other nerve functions and 
shorted out nerve ganglions that had her naked body twitching and jerking 
uncontrollably. She was cumming! She was cumming! Paul grabbed her head and 
used his hands to press her lips tighter around his cock. Then, groaning, he 
began spurting hot steaming jets of sperm deep into her throat.


McGuffin made one powerful lunge upward that almost unseated both Lydia and 
John, and then fell back as his overpowering orgasm brought a beatific smile 
to his face. Lydia fell forward, almost dislodging John's still wildly 
ravaging prick in her rectum. She wantonly rubbed her breasts against 
McGuffin's hairy chest, all the while feeling his throbbing, spurting cock 
drowning her pussy in his seminal juices. And then, miraculously, she felt 
the velvet vibrations in her vagina spread to her anus. She was cumming 
there, too. She splayed her legs even wider in an effort to give him more 
room, allow him in deeper. She pushed back against the rampaging cock and 
was rewarded with one mighty plunge that went in deeper than she had ever 
believed possible. It stayed there ... and began pumping its love juices 
into her already impossibly flooded rectum.


Lydia, lost in the delirium of her continuing climax, was only vaguely aware 
when McGuffin and John pulled their deflating cocks from the dual steaming 
holes between her widespread thighs. She was turned over on her back, and 
then Saul was fucking like a wild man inside her pussy. He made her cum 
twice in three minutes; then there was Paul-gentle Paul-who rode her and 
carried her to new and unexpected heights of bliss ... and then John and 
after John, someone else. She screamed out her releases until she was 
hoarse, and her voice sounded like the croak of a raven....


McGuffin shook her awake. "Hey ... we're taking a breather and then having 
supper. Don't go to sleep on us ... go take a cold shower. It'll wake you 
up." Staggering in weariness, she got to her feet. She stood, swaying, as a 
torrent of seminal juices flooded down the inside of her naked thighs. Then 
she made her way toward the indicated shower. The last words she heard 
before the door swung shut behind her came from McGuffin; it was a 
compliment, she supposed, but she was much too tired to think about it. 
McGuffin said, with sincere admiration in his voice, "You know ... that's 
just got to be the hottest fucking pussy I've ever had. God, she's a real 
goer." And there was the weary rumble of assent from the other men.


When Lydia got under the cold salt water shower, she discovered that she was 
crying ... and it was the weeping of a small, frightened, lost child a long, 
long way from home.


CHAPTER 10


For Mike the entire affair was something out of an unbelievable wet dream.


Here he was lying atop a circular bed surrounded on all sides of the compass 
by four of the most luscious nude women he could ever remember seeing in one 
room. Sue McGuffin was stroking his cock gently. Georgia had offered him her 
breasts, which he had accepted gladly. Carla and Phoebe stroked his thighs 
and played with his scrotum.


He knew he was about to explode. The animal heat had been building up in him 
since his earlier unsatisfactory, but stimulating, bouts with Carla and 
Phoebe. He wondered about their teasing him-if that was part of the 
initiation. Then Sue had taken his hand and placed it down between her legs 
on her moist cuntal lips; she was so wet, so hot down there, that she 
couldn't possibly be teasing. He began massaging it, and was rewarded by a 
deep sigh from her.


Georgia pulled her tit away from his mouth, she purred with excitement. 
"Your little ole tongue feels so good against my nipple ... just like a 
teensy-weensy kitty lapping up milk." She licked her lips, "I bet your mouth 
would be even bettah if it were used someplace else. I mean ... if you ever 
do that sort of thing ever?"


Hansen smiled up at her, teasing her, wanting her to say it. "What are you 
suggesting?"


Georgia fluttered her eyes. "Well, I declare! You know."


"Nope. I don't know. Why don't you just tell us all."


"You ninny! You-all know very well what I'm talking about. How about using 
that college trained little old tongue right here." She kneeled alongside 
and grasped the softness of her pubic hair in the palm of her hand. "This 
little ole thing right heah." she squeezed.


"Why sure, honeychile, why didn't you say so?" Mike laughed. "Up north, 
we-all call that 'eating pussy'."


Georgia looked at him in mock seriousness. "You-all promise not to let on to 
anyone? Well, down south we use the same term." She giggled, then became 
serious again-staring at him with an intense look. "Well?"


Mike started to roll over toward her, but Sue said sharply. "No!" Then she 
took the sting out of her refusal by ordering, "You just lay there, big boy, 
and leave the driving to us!"


Sue rose on her knees and raising a leg over him, straddled Mike's hips. 
Slowly, very slowly, she began settling down on his hungrily throbbing cock. 
Mike watched her, then felt his prick against her steaming cuntal lips. She 
spread the tight, hair-lined lips with her fingers, then settled a bit more. 
A grimace of ecstatic pain crossed her face, and she rubbed her vagina back 
and forth against the head, lubricating it with her own vaginal juices. Then 
she settled down again. Mike, lost in the fabulous wonderment of the 
spectacle and the sensations, felt his fevered cock slide in the tight 
elastic opening about two inches. Sue bobbed up and down, making little 
sawing motions that sent ripples of pure delight through his hardened penis. 
All three of the other girls were breathless and silent as they watched the 
huge cock slowly disappearing into Sue's clasping, fur-lined vagina. 
Finally, when there still was about four more inches to get inside her, Sue 
merely closed her eyes in rapture and with a small mewling grunt sunk down 
completely on it. God, Mike thought, what a feeling! Her vagina slid like 
soft melted butter down the length of his pole, and Mike could feel every 
twitching little muscle, every jumping little nerve in her voraciously 
devouring pussy. He felt the head of his cock touch and press in against her 
cervix. Sue did not make a movement. She merely sat there and allowed her 
uterine and vaginal muscles to do the work. For Mike it was one of the 
damndest, most wildly sensual things he had ever felt. It was almost as if 
there were hundreds of tiny little leeches locking around his penis-all of 
them hungry and nibbling at him with rubberized teeth.


In the midst of all this Georgia rose on her knees and straddled his chest. 
She looked breathlessly down at him, and then offered her gently pulsating 
pussy as a tasty gift from the gods.


Mike looked up at the overhanging cunt, wide open and ready for anything he 
had to offer. The pink moist lips of the vulva were shining from her heated 
vaginal secretions; the most amazing thing of all was a clitoris with the 
size and shape of a tiny cock. Even as he watched, it quivered with a life 
of its own. Never before had he had a cunt offered to him quite this 
sensuously. He took advantage of it, gladly, feeling an overwhelming power 
and sense of sexuality raging through his blood stream.


Groaning, he cupped her full supple buttocks in his hands and pulled the 
naked pussy toward his face. Georgia squirmed and squealed as his teeth 
clamped lightly on the clitoris; then she moaned when he used his tongue to 
maddeningly encircle the tiny engorged nerve. She almost collapsed in 
delirious enjoyment when his tightly compressed lips encompassed the 
clitoris and began milking it as though he were actually sucking the 
miniature cock. He drove his tongue in through the vaginal lips and for the 
first time tasted the pungent nectar of her cunt. It was delicious; it acted 
as a powerful aphrodisiac to his already raging desire. He licked, he 
scoured, he lavished, he teased, he sucked ... all the while vigorously 
kneading her buttocks.


Georgia came before Sue, cumming with a shrill Confederate War Cry of 
delight and release that could have been heard on the other side of the 
island. She ground her cunt down against his face; she attempted to bury his 
face between her rampaging thighs. All to no avail! Each time she sought to 
smother him with her voracious cunt, he used his teeth against the clitoris 
or drove his tongue deeper into her vagina. The bliss was too much for her 
each time and she was forced to pull away. Finally, trembling, and panting 
in exertion, she came ... and came ... and rolled over almost dead to the 
world.


Sue, meanwhile, had continued her devastatingly sensual exhibit of the use 
of interior muscles. She was wearing though, and Mike could sense she was 
probably ready for the whole of his cock to take over. Sure enough, a moment 
later she began tentative little movements of her pelvis. Up and down ... 
around and around. Little movements that brought an inexpressible look of 
animal lust and sexual happiness to her flushed face. She moved up, up, all 
the way until only the bulging head of the sperm loaded cock was still 
inside her. The seven-inch shaft glistened in the reflected light like a 
silver-white column supporting two ivory globes. Sue kept it that way, her 
eyes closed and her tongue quivering restlessly on her lower lip. Mike 
pushed up and was rewarded by a low guttural moan of ecstasy as his hardened 
flesh drove in four more inches. He dropped back to the mattress, and 
slowly-like a descending elevator-her cunt slid teasingly down the shaft 
again.


Poor Phoebe obviously was going out of her mind at this display, for now she 
had unashamedly put two of her own fingers into her vagina and was wantonly 
finger fucking herself. Her body quivered and shook, and her eyes rolled 
around with each inward jab of her fingers.


Mike felt a difference in Sue, and he grinned.


All his years of experience told him that she was approaching the ultimate 
climax. Her womb seemed to have expanded, her cervix had moved up and back, 
and her cuntal lips had thickened until they were no longer soft and pliant, 
but hard and almost inflexible. That tightening of her vulva had increased 
the friction against the shaft and head of his cock. He knew now that not 
only was Sue about to cum, but his own sperm laden balls were about to empty 
as well.


He lay back quite happy to let Sue do the work if she desired. Her full 
rounded buttocks riding his prick up and down, up and down, as though she 
were riding a carousel, tossing her head wantonly from side to side, and 
unconsciously muttering incoherent phrases of joy.


His view of Sue was blocked out by McGuffin's wife's perspiring face. She 
knelt alongside his right shoulder and looked at him with a lustful pleading 
expression. "Me next?" she groaned huskily, sliding one knee over his chest.


Hansen merely clasped the softness of her buttocks in answer, and a second 
later he was voraciously tonguing deep between her legs, listening to new 
and greater moans of delight.


Sue had become almost demented now as she sought her release. She bounced up 
and down on his prick, using straight jabs and rotary movements of her ass. 
Her breath came loudly, unevenly in deep gasping gulps of air. And then, her 
eyes opened until they were almost completely circular. She stopped all 
movement. Mike could feel the twitching and jerking of her vaginal interior 
muscles as the gigantic orgasm began racking her body. She moaned and then 
savagely impaled herself in one great slam forward-the cock thundering like 
a runaway express train through the wildly clasping tunnels of her open 
cunt. She moaned continuously, and her muscles milked and sucked at him 
until he thought he would go out of his mind. She was making him cum, the 
bitch! She was taking control away from him and making him cum like he had 
never cum before!


McGuffin's wife had buried her cunt in his face, and it was with 
considerable surprise that he felt her vaginal lips milking and sucking at 
his tongue. She had already cum!


And it was then, feeling his cock being milked like a hungry sucking child 
and his tongue being sucked by an insatiable vagina, that Mike simply let 
himself go.


He felt his balls growing and straining inside their watery sac, felt his 
penis expanding until it tightly filled every nook and cranny of Sue's cunt, 
felt everything falling apart all at once. And then he was cumming, groaning 
out his powerful release like a snorting bull as semen roared to freedom out 
of its insufferable captivity, down the hot tunnels of his maledom, where it 
surfaced leaping with new found life into the waiting, eager womb of the 
McGuffin woman. As with so many females, the hot spewing liquid spurting 
into the deepest part of her womb caused a second orgasm to wreak its 
sensuous havoc throughout her whole body. She seemed almost insenseless as 
she rolled almost lifelessly away.


Mike felt it all and loved it all. He felt powerful, alive, happy, 
contented! There was only one other thing he could ask for: Lydia! The 
thought of what was probably happening to her at this very moment perversely 
excited him again. But then he forgot all about that because Phoebe had 
begun impatiently jerking at his limp, deflated prick in an effort to make 
it come to life again.


"Hey!" he protested, laughing. "Give the poor thing a chance to breath. 
He'll be okay in a minute or two."


"Honestly, I can't wait, Mike," Phoebe said, "I'm going out of my mind." She 
bent forward and began licking the cum and Sue's vaginal juices from his 
cock. It felt tremendously and wickedly erotic, he thought, and lay back 
with his hands behind his head, watching her. His prick had already begun 
stirring when Georgia bent down opposite Phoebe ... and then he had two 
trembling little tongues working in harmony on his rising shaft and cock's 
head. He was fully erect within two minutes, feeling the warmth of Phoebe's 
mouth covering the head and her sucking, nibbling motions ... while at the 
same time, Georgia was making mewling sounds of pleasure as she cleansed the 
trunk with her tongue and prepared the well-used instrument of love for its 
next insertion.


Mike later was to recall the next hour with a certain amount of satisfaction 
and a great deal of pride. Once he had cum, he no longer felt the urgent 
need of release, and so he was able to go from woman to woman-his masterful, 
all-powerful cock bringing them rapidly to their peaks and keeping them 
there, resulting in powerful orgasm after orgasm. Sometime shortly after the 
first thirty minutes had elapsed, Mike simply stopped trying to keep track 
of their climaxes; he had quit counting at an even dozen ... and there still 
was another forty minutes or so before they were to go knock off for dinner 
and the "general meeting."


It was a very shopworn and exhausted Sue who called a halt to the 
initiation. Her weary voice announced, "It's almost time for supper. But we 
can go one more round, girls, if you care."


Phoebe, sitting slumped against the wall, merely shook her head negatively.


"Carla?" Sue asked, and was answered by a low moan from the girl who was 
turned on her side facing the wall.


"Georgia?"


"Honeylamb, my little ole pussy would just jump right out of my body and 
march away in protest if I tried to do it again ... without some kind of 
rest. My Gawd!"


Sue tried to sound businesslike, but it didn't come off. "Well, then. I 
guess we should clean up for dinner."


And Mike, looking at them, felt a great wave of affection go out to the four 
women. He loved them all; they were his ... and he'd been man enough to 
handle them. He rolled off the bed and stood, straddle-legged and hands on 
his hips, gazing down at their satiated bodies. Then, grinning impudently, 
he reached over to the oak chest of drawers and took a pair of sunglasses 
off the top. He fitted the nose piece just behind the head of his cock, and 
then took the still powerfully erect prick in his hand and moved it back and 
forth across the room. He said, completely straight-faced, "Look around, big 
boy, and see if we missed anybody."


There was a moment of stunned silence, and then the girls were 
giggling-crowding around him again, seeking shelter as they had done earlier 
under his wing.


It was not until he was standing alone under the cold salt water shower that 
he felt his self-assurance fading and a strange sadness creeping in upon 
him. Once again, his thoughts had turned to Lydia ... and abruptly, he knew 
that it was-for all intents and purposes-over between them. If, indeed, 
there had ever been anything more than several beautiful moments shared 
between them.


CHAPTER 11


Mike, standing behind the wheel of the Jolly Rogue, watched the dawn come in 
the east. First the mountains were merely black indefinable monoliths 
against the horizon, but then as the stars faded and the sky lightened, the 
Santa Ynez mountain range began to assume its individual characteristics. 
Beside him, in the pilot's chair, McGuffin snored loudly.


The gulls swooped and soared playfully around the bow of the yacht, and 
occasionally their shrill cries could be heard above the muffled roar of the 
marine engines.


McGuffin snorted and came awake suddenly the moment Mike entered the 
breakwater. He blinked, yawned prodigiously, and glanced at his watch. "Five 
o'clock," he commented. "You shouldn't have let me sleep so long." He stood, 
then put his hand over his kidney area and groaned. "God, I'm bushed. I'm 
getting too old for this sort of thing."


"Maybe you should cut down on the length of the general meeting," Mike said, 
fighting back a grin. The so-called "general meeting" following dinner had 
been a classic production of debauchery that would have turned the Roman 
hedonists green with envy. At one point, all five women had been on hands 
and knees atop the revolving divan; their smooth rounded buttocks had been 
pointing outward. The divan was timed to stop for twenty seconds in front of 
each man. The women had squealed like a herd of pigs being led to slaughter 
as their rectums and cunts were soundly reamed for twenty second periods. 
The hole to be used was at the discretion of the male. Another time, Mike 
looked up from his energetic fucking of Georgia to gaze around the room; the 
floor was covered with writhing, moaning bodies. The entire orgy had lasted 
slightly over three hours. Then, satiated and exhausted, the participants 
had begun falling asleep.


Because Mike felt relatively awake-compared with the others-he had 
volunteered to ride in the wheelhouse with McGuffin on their return to the 
mainland. McGuffin had turned over the wheel to Mike within seconds from the 
time the anchor was lifted aboard.


Mike had welcomed the solitude and had spent almost the entire time behind 
the wheel thinking about Lydia. Except for the revolving divan episode, he 
hadn't been permitted to make love to her.


Probably, he thought, it was just as well. He didn't look forward to telling 
her that he was resigning, but he knew it had to be done. He was getting 
much too involved with her. That's what he had wanted to do, in the 
beginning. Not now, though. She would destroy him, just as she was 
destroying herself. In the end, she would make a eunuch of him. This insane 
desire for revenge against her husband, Randolph: she couldn't be swayed 
away from that ... even at the cost of her self-respect and decency. He had 
known women like that in the past. Bad news ... always bad news, that's what 
they were.


Now McGuffin reached across him and pulled the throttles down to 
quarter-speed as they entered the yacht basin. The Jolly Rogue slowed in the 
water, then coasted toward its mooring as the throttles were shut down 
completely. McGuffin let go the stern anchor, while Mike went forward and 
tied up at the buoy.


McGuffin yawned again and scratched himself. He gazed sleepily around at the 
morning mists still hugging the water. The sound of a garbage truck grinding 
up trash came echoing from the shore. "Well ... another day, another 
dollar," McGuffin said, obviously not energetic enough to make conversation. 
He yawned again.


"You going to wake up the rest of them?" Mike asked.


"Nah ... hell, let them sleep," McGuffin answered, then turned to Mike. "You 
in a hurry to get ashore?"


Mike thought for a moment. He nodded. "I think I'd better get Lydia back to 
the hotel. I'm due in San Jose this afternoon."


"Okay, take the launch. Just leave it tied up at Freddie's Landing. Tell him 
I'll ship-to-shore him when we're ready to come ashore."


Mike went down into the main salon where Lydia slept stretched out on a 
couch. He looked down at her naked body and tried to think what it would be 
like to wake up every morning and find her beside him. It was fantasy he 
could no longer afford. Wanting to remember her, he mentally took a picture 
of her as she was now-her lips slightly parted, a soft tentative smile on 
her face as she dreamed, and a golden strand of hair entwined like a 
necklace around her neck. Her breasts rose and fell gently with her even 
breathing. Yes, he thought, she would be something to remember ... always.


He reached down and touched her shoulder. "Lydia." She came awake at once, 
and looked up at him. She smiled happily and reached out for his hand. Then, 
abruptly, as recollection of the night's events came flooding back into her 
mind, her expression changed. She closed her eyes as if to blot it out.


"We're in the harbor," he said. "I'm going ashore. You want to come with 
me?"


She shuddered. "Oh, God ... yes!" It was said quickly as she swung her feet 
onto the deck. She looked around her in distaste.


McGuffin had lowered the launch and the loading ramp. He held Lydia's hand, 
all the while inspecting her. "God, honey, you were really something 
special. I'm glad you came to the party," he said, and then smiled at Mike 
and added, "You, too, of course."


"Thank you," she said softly.


"Ah ... we all will be up to Pebble Beach for that party you were talking 
about," McGuffin said, patting her hand paternally. "Looking forward to it 
on the twenty-fifth. Should be fun with an all-black outfit invited too; 
they're real swingers, you know." He beamed and looked as if the thought 
were bringing him completely awake.


Lydia quickly went down the stairs into the launch, where Mike steadied her 
as she sat down mid-ships. She looked up and waved back at the Jolly Rogue 
as Mike opened the throttle. Then, silent and lost in her own thoughts, she 
sat with shoulders hunched forward as if she were warding off a blow. She 
stared woodenly at the approaching wharf, not really seeing it nor feeling 
the coolness of the morning.


They both remained silent all the way back to the hotel. The first words 
either of them said came from Lydia when they got into their suite. "I'd 
like to take a shower." Mike nodded. Lydia turned to him and opened her 
mouth as if she wanted to say something else, to explain something, but then 
fell silent.


When Mike spoke, he sighed deeply. "I won't be here when you come out. I'm 
going back home."


She reeled back as if she had been slapped, a look of astonishment and 
bewildered hurt on her face. "You're what?" It was said unbelievingly.


"I'm going back home. To where I belong. I'm resigning. You're going to have 
to get yourself another boy." He held up his hand as she attempted to 
interject. "No!" he said sternly. "Let me finish. Don't say anything until 
I'm through. Then go take your shower. When you come out again, I'll be 
gone."


She blinked, and her eyes were misty. She swallowed loudly, "I ... don't 
understand, Mike. Why?"


This was the part he had dreaded. He rubbed his face wearily, and sought to 
organize his words. "Answer me a question first," he demanded. "Are you 
still planning the big party?"


She closed her eyes.


Mike sighed again. "I was sure that would be the case. Look ... I'm not sure 
you'll understand what I'm trying to say. I want to tell you something about 
yourself. You operate from a base of hate. I don't know when it started, but 
it had reached its full bloom before you married your husband. You use 
people as objects of hate. You used me-photographs of me-so you could hurt 
your husband. You used yourself-last week and last night; you humiliated 
yourself, destroyed your self-respect ... not because you wanted to have sex 
with other men. That, at least, would be understandable. No, you fucked them 
all solely because you needed these people for a party. Is the party going 
to be held for fun? No. It's being held to hurt your husband. You're 
inviting an all-black-and on the basis of what I saw of them, a fairly 
decent bunch of blacks-to the party. You're going to use them as objects of 
hate. You want your husband to walk in and see a black man making love to 
you. That's your revenge! You've used us all-just as though we were 
expendable pawns. I have no doubt that right now you feel you're essentially 
a much nicer person than Phoebe or Sue or Carla or Georgia. I mean, in your 
mind they're just a bunch of swappers. And yet, there's this important 
difference between them and you; it's what makes them far, far better human 
beings than you are. You see ... they enjoy what they're doing; they enjoy 
swapping ... they do it out of hunger and love. And you, Lydia? You do it 
from hate, for reasons of your own ... you use us all for some stinking, 
petty, spiteful, little scheme of revenge." He shook his head sadly. "It's 
odd, too. You're a woman who can give of herself; you have a great deal to 
give. But I don't have time, or the passive character, to wait around until 
you come to your senses."


Lydia stood penitent before him, the tears streaming down her face and 
splashing on the blue cashmere sweater. His words had seared themselves on 
her consciousness. He was right; she had destroyed anything that might have 
been between them. Her stupidity had done it! And the punishment while on 
the racks of passion last night was only a precursor of the long sad days to 
come. Mike was a good man. Much too good for her. She wanted to fall on her 
knees and beg forgiveness, but he had made up his mind ... and she knew she 
cared enough for him that she wouldn't embarrass him by creating a scene. 
So, when Mike said softly, "Now ... go take your shower," she turned blindly 
and forced herself not to run to the bathroom.


She was on the floor, weeping silently a few minutes later, when she heard 
the door open and close. Mike was gone. He hadn't even told her, good-bye. 
Only then did she tearfully give voice to her terrible despair.


Epilogue


The summer had come, all hot and brassy, and then gone away. Fall and winter 
brought life-giving rains to a parched California, and now spring had once 
again cloaked the brown hills with green. A soft rain was falling as Mike 
left the company car in care of the Barrister's parking lot attendant.


He saw Sam Coors wave at him from a back booth, and made his way across the 
room-stopping here and there to say a word or exchange pleasantries with 
various attorneys.


"Mike," Sam said warmly, "it's good to see you again."


"Good to see you, too, your honor." Mike grinned. "Sam, you don't look a day 
older than the last time I saw you."


"Well, now ... let's see. That was over a year ago. No ... by George, I 
shouldn't look older. After all, I live a good, clean, healthy, wholesome 
and boring as hell, life." He cleared his throat and inspected the younger 
man. "You look different though. You've lost weight-look tired."


Mike shrugged. "I've been a little busy."


Sam grunted, "Yes ... I know. I've been keeping up with you in the 
Mercury-News and the Chronicle. Stories there all the time about Hansen and 
... ah...."


"Hansen and O'Bannion," Mike said.


"Ah, yes. Hansen and O'Bannion. The fastest growing industrial security 
agency in the U.S., the papers say. Just how many people do you have working 
for you anyway?"


"About two hundred and fifty on the industrial side; twenty-five or so on 
the private investigation section. I don't have a definite figure, we're 
expanding so rapidly." He took a sip of his martini. "I just this morning 
signed a contract with the airport authority. That'll mean another fifty or 
so patrolmen have to be hired." He sighed wearily, and took a deep drag on 
his cigarette.


Judge Coors gazed at him from under the thick gray eyebrows. He said, 
casually, "You've come a long ways ... since last year about this time."


"Yes ... I guess it was largely a matter of waking up. I've changed. I 
stopped feeling sorry for myself, Sam. Stopped thinking about what I had 
become and what I should have been, and began concentrating on what I could 
be ... if I concentrated hard enough." He grinned wryly, "All it took was 
twenty-four hours of concentration a day, seven days a week."


Sam asked, playing with a matchstick and not looking at him, "No time out 
for play? No love life?"


Mike ground his half-finished cigarette out in the ash tray. He shook his 
head. "No play. No love life. No time...." As incredible as it sounded, it 
was the truth. There had been no one, not even for one night or one short 
assignation in a motel. No one since Lydia and that weekend in Santa Barbara 
almost fifteen months ago.


Sam wagged his head in dismay, "I don't know what the young people are 
coming to these days." Then he dropped the bombshell, "Oh, incidentally, 
speaking of young people, I hope you don't mind: I've invited Lydia Donovan 
to join us for lunch."


Mike glared angrily at him and started to rise from the booth; he was pushed 
back by Sam's hand. "Look, Mike," he said sternly. "I want you to listen to 
me. Think of me as you did in the old days-as a brother or father." He held 
up his hand as Mike sought to interrupt. "How long are you going to make her 
do penance? My God! It's been fifteen months. I don't even sentence some 
gun-waving hoodlums that long."


"Sam, you don't know what in hell you're talking about," Mike growled 
unhappily.


"Don't I? I know more than you give me credit for. I know, in spite of your 
protestations to the contrary, that you're in love with her. And she freely 
admits that her life is nothing, absolutely nothing-meaningless!-without 
you."


Mike stirred restlessly, and the judge tapped the table with his cigarette 
case as though he were pounding the gavel in court. "Pay attention. Yes, I 
know far more than you could suspect. I know all about her infantile plan to 
get even with Randolph. She told me. Everything! I know the part you played 
in it, the photographs, the Santa Barbara hotel, the orgy on the Jolly ... 
the Jolly whatever in hell it was. I know what she planned to do in Pebble 
Beach with the Negro swap club. What you don't know is that she discarded 
that plan the instant you told her what she was really doing. I can relate 
to you-word for word-your indictment of her the day you walked out on her. 
She remembers it. She feels it was justified. I'm not completely sure that 
it was justified. You had no way of knowing then that she had already come 
to the same conclusion about herself as you had. She hated herself. She 
hated what she had done to the relationship between you and her. She 
recognized, instinctively, that you and she had had something special which, 
added together, made you both compatible to each other. You were able to 
talk to each other-as man and woman-and that's something valuable right 
there. You had other things, individually and collectively. You were good 
for each other."


Judge Coors peered at him. "Just look at you today. You brushed against her 
for only a brief moment as time goes, but some of it rubbed off on you. 
After meeting her, you realized that if you were ever to win or deserve a 
woman like her that you would have to better yourself, pull yourself up by 
the bootstraps. She made you realize what there was to be had in this world; 
she made you stop feeling sorry for yourself."


The judge looked down at his hands, inspecting them, looking at them as if 
he had never seen them before. "And so you know something? Some of you 
rubbed off on her. Since her divorce a year go, she's been working four 
nights a week as a volunteer in the Geriatrics Ward of the County Hospital; 
she hasn't missed a single shift during that time. Some of those poor damned 
patients have no control of their bowels or bladders. Lydia cleans them 
up-that's her job. She soothes them and comforts them. They're the children 
she'll never have now ... unless you and she ... "


Judge Coors took a very deep breath. "I'll say this, even knowing it might 
mean the end of our friendship, Mike. Whatever reason you had for breaking 
with her, that reason no longer exists. You don't hate her, you never did. 
You love her. She loves you. You knew she was falling in love with you. To 
deny her and yourself the companionship and love and children you two could 
have together ... to do this thing means that you, Michael Hansen, are in 
the exact same position she was in when she wanted to get revenge. You are 
being vengeful! I know you're man enough not to let her money come between 
the two of you. As far as that's concerned, you'll probably be a millionaire 
yourself within three or four years at the rate you're going. So there's no 
reason why you two should not be together." He stood. "Here she comes ... 
you think about what I said."


Mike looked up at the same moment Lydia saw him. She stopped, a look of 
uncertain fright ... and something else ... crossing her lovely face. For a 
moment, it appeared as though she were about to turn away and run away from 
them. Mike felt his throat grow tight. She looked thinner, far more 
beautiful than he had remembered. This was the face that had haunted him all 
those sleepless, lonely nights-a face that now loomed up out of the 
dreamworld passing into reality. As cautiously as some timid forest creature 
prepared for instant flight, she approached the table and waited for his 
invitation.


"Lydia," he said, his swollen throat unable to say more.


He saw the hot tears boil up in her eyes as, trembling, she held out her 
hand. He took it, held on to it.


"How ... how ... have you been ... Mike?" she asked in a voice so low that 
it was almost inaudible.


He nodded his head several times rapidly, not trusting his voice, and seated 
her beside him. Then he said, uncertainly, "How have you been?"


She bit her lower lip and used the back of her hand to wipe away one tear 
that had begun running down her nose. "Do you want the horrible truth?" She 
gazed at him, the truth in her eyes ... the truth, her own being, her hopes, 
her future, all mirrored in her eyes.


They were so engrossed in each other that neither noticed Sam Coors slip 
from the booth and make his way toward the exit. He stepped outside. The 
rain had stopped. Here and there the sun was breaking through the clouds. He 
took a deep breath, then whistling jauntily, he crossed the street toward 
his offices. It was, he thought, turning out to be a fine day after all. A 
splendid day-one he was sure he would remember for all the rest of the days 
of his life.


THE END
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Chapter 1


"Come on, honey," Laura whispered into Don's ear, tugging at his arm.


Don gave a little embarrassed laugh, largely for the benefit of the 
children who were sitting directly across from them. He and Laura had 
just returned from ten days honeymoon in Mexico, and somehow, he wanted 
to reassure the children ... Laura's children really, that he'd be a 
good father to them. He wasn't quite sure how to go about the whole 
thing, but he was determined to try.


"Tell us more about Mexico, Don!" MaryAnn piped up, her bright eyes 
scanning her new stepfather's face for some indication of how it would 
be to live with him.


Rick meanwhile, sat watching his mother. It seemed odd to him that 
she'd hardly kissed him hello and now, she wasn't really paying any 
attention to them, but kept looking at Don with that strange 
expression. He'd never seen his mother with such a queer look on her 
face! It made him very uncomfortable, and he wished they would leave, 
since that seemed to be what his mother wanted to do.


"We'll tell you all about it in the morning, darlings," Laura replied, 
brushing her dark hair back from her face with her hand. "Right now, 
Mommie and Don are tired from their trip!" She gave a delicate yawn as 
if to corroborate this, and whispered into Don's ear again.


"I feel all hot and bothered, baby come on!"


Don blushed a bright red and stood up. In spite of himself, he realized 
that he had an enormous erection, and he hoped the kids wouldn't 
notice. As soon as he could, he turned his back to them and started 
toward the bedroom door. It was strange. This was going to be his new 
home, with a ready-made family to boot. Once more he wondered if he'd 
thought the whole thing out carefully enough before deciding to marry 
Laura ... but as usual, he abandoned it, because it was too late now. 
Laura jumped up from the sofa, and went to kiss the children goodnight. 
Absentmindedly, she rumpled their hair and patted their heads.


"Goodnight, darlings ... see you in the morning!"


"Goodnight mother!" Rick and MaryAnn echoed. "Night, Don!"


Their faces reflected their curiosity and confusion caused by their 
mother's marriage, and as they watched the newlyweds walk arm in arm 
into their mother's bedroom, they looked at each other nervously.


Rick was only thirteen and his sister a year older, but they both had 
the precocity of extra bright children that comes from being largely on 
their own. Growing up with no father, they had learned quickly how to 
get along by themselves when their young and pretty mother was at work. 
But now, things were going to be quite different, and they knew it ... 
and judging from the way it was starting out, neither one of them 
thought they were going to like it much.


MaryAnn went over to turn on the TV and then let her petite body drop 
heavily into the big easy chair. Her brother sat on the sofa opposite 
her, depression making him frown slightly as he watched the flickering 
screen.


When Laura closed the door behind them she immediately threw her arms 
around Don's neck, pressing her voluptuous body as close to his as she 
possibly could, letting the proud, firm peaks of her breasts dig 
sensuously into his chest. She had stopped wearing a bra altogether 
during their honeymoon, expressly for the purpose of inflaming her new 
husband. And she'd found that it always worked. As his hands moved 
swiftly up from her waist she heard the expected gasp that came from 
his lips as he slid up under her blouse and found her bare golden 
tanned breasts, just waiting for his touch.


"Oh, baby ..." he murmured.


He had felt funny at first doing this while the children were sitting 
right out in the living room of the small California house ... but now, 
he rapidly forgot them, and began to concentrate all his attention on 
Laura. He'd never known a woman as hungry for sex as she was, and it 
made him turn into a lust ridden madman, when she would tell him at the 
most unexpected times that she wanted him ... just had to have him. His 
ego was happily confused at the craving his new wife had acquired for 
him ... but he couldn't complain. Almost any man would give his 
eyeteeth to be in his position, he thought now, as he slid his tongue 
between Laura's invitingly parted lips. Her head was tilted back 
slightly and her eyes were closed. The dark fringed eyelashes fluttered 
slightly as his hand dwelled lovingly upon the smooth flesh of her taut 
breasts, twisting the nipples softly between thumb and forefinger and 
making them like hard little balls.


Her slender body felt over-warm and moist against him and he wanted to 
rip his clothes off right then and there. He could feel the sweat 
standing out on his forehead as their kiss continued, his tongue 
probing deeply into her mouth, searching out every hidden crevice, 
sucking slowly, methodically, as his penis grew to mammoth proportions 
against her belly.


"Come on ..." he said suddenly, breaking away from her. "Come on over 
here!"


Laura, flushed and out of breath, followed her husband. Her slacks and 
blouse were rumpled from being drenched with perspiration, and she 
could think of only one thing. Soon, she would be writhing in naked 
passion beneath the body of the wonderful man she'd married. Her entire 
being seemed to long for him, to belong utterly to him, and she wanted 
to prove it to him again and again. It wasn't the way it had been 
before they were married, while they were dating, when Don would have 
to convince her to make love with him. And somehow then, even when they 
did make love, she had been unable to let herself go completely. Now, 
it was different. Now she wanted to please him so much, that she could 
hardly control herself.


Watching him with lust dulled eyes, Laura started to remove her blouse, 
noting that her new husband, and now, father of her children, too was 
rapidly taking off his clothes. She pulled it off over her head, and 
then shook her dark curly hair so that it wouldn't hang in her face. 
She was naked to the waist and though proud of the shapely round, 
widely spaced, brown tipped breasts, she trembled a little nonetheless 
under Don's avid scrutiny. Before she had finished undoing her 
waistband of her slacks, he, completely nude by this time, stepped 
forward and pressed his face between the beautiful melon shaped 
swellings, running his tongue hungrily from one perfect, erect nipple 
to the next.


Her pale blue slacks slid from her hips to the floor, revealing the 
round luscious curve of her thighs and hips. A smooth, gently curving 
belly topped the inverted crown of the tremulous "vee" between her 
legs. A profusion of dark curly pubic hair glistened through the 
transparency of bikini nylon panties that started way below her deep 
set navel. Many people had told her that she resembled Elizabeth 
Taylor, and this resemblance was not only facial, but physical, for 
Laura's body was reminiscent of the star's at her very best.


Laura gasped and caught on to her husband's wagging head, to prevent 
falling backwards. He was muttering endearing terms into her breasts, 
and she could feel a definite tingling around her nipples where his 
teeth had started to nibble. Her breasts felt hot and swollen as though 
they might explode, and she wanted desperately to lie down. Right there 
on the rug if necessary. She pulled backwards a little to make this 
message clear to her husband, and as she did so, the smooth bulbous 
head of his erect penis bumped against her upper thigh. It grazed 
sideways along her leg and then skidded against her panties, right at 
the fullest point of her half hidden pussy.


A shudder of desire went through her, and Don let himself be pulled 
over backwards, grabbing her around the waist to make their landing 
soft. Her back pressing into the rug beside the bed, Laura enjoyed the 
split second of waiting before Don's muscular body crushed down upon 
her. Oh, God, she thought ... this was the best part! Just the sheer 
weight of him on me. She felt absolutely marvelous to be pinned down 
flat on her back, to have him hard and lean over her, manipulating her, 
taking her!


Don's hardened penis was excitingly red and stiff as it pressed against 
his new wife's luscious thigh, and he thought he would go crazy if he 
didn't enter her soon. It was as though they hadn't made love in ages, 
and yet they had just been at it for almost an hour that very morning, 
before catching the plane home. He wanted her every bit as much now as 
he had then, and he hurriedly hooked his thumbs into the elastic of her 
flimsy panties, pulling down on them. Laura lifted the full pliant 
moons of her lush buttocks up off the floor to assist him, and soon, 
she lay naked and quivering beneath him. The fabric of the rug felt 
warm and prickly beneath the smooth flesh of her buttocks and down 
between her legs, her tender, gently throbbing pussy felt open and 
vulnerable, just waiting for his hardened cock to worm its way inside 
of it.


"Oh, Don," she cooed, "oh hurry, darling, hurry!"


He was hovering over her now, on his knees, her legs between his spread 
thighs ... and his long, thick cock pointed straight out from the base 
of his flat stomach. Looking down at her, he thought she was the most 
beautiful woman he'd ever seen, she looked like some goddess who was 
just created for love and nothing else. Nudging his knees between her 
long, graceful legs, he spread Laura's thighs as far as he could. She 
was moaning a little now, and he enjoyed watching the expression of 
torment that twisted her lovely features. His surging penis bobbed 
obscenely now, anxious to get on with it, as Don let his fingers wander 
down along the soft surface of his wife's flat and trembling belly. 
Every touch now he knew was sheer agony to her. He would let her wait 
just for a little while longer. His fingers approached the curve of her 
lower belly, and she began to toss her head to and fro on the rug. He 
intertwined his fingers in the moist curly hair of her silken pussy, 
and then spread the small pulsating pillows of flesh apart. Looking 
curiously downward, he examined the delicate coral pink of Laura's open 
cunt. Her hips twisted as she squirmed, pleading for mercy as Don's 
teasing middle finger inserted itself among the soft pink lips of her 
moist, waiting pussy. The thick pad of his finger pressed downward on 
the tiny head of Laura's clitoris, and he felt it jump like a 
frightened animal. It twitched, and grew steadily larger beneath the 
relentless pressure of his finger, until he felt it hardening and 
beginning to throb like a little prick ready for love.


"Oh, oh, oh!" she cried, as he began a steady flicking motion in the 
ever moistening opening of her pussy. It was getting better by the 
second, and Laura was now completely lost in the throes of mounting 
pleasure, her face a mask of lustful longing.


Perspiration dripped from Don's chest and hair, and he saw the drops 
falling upon the velvet peach of his wife's skin. A drop fell directly 
between her firm full breasts, and then another upon her belly, right 
near her navel.


"Christ, you're gorgeous," he said to her, breathing heavily.


The feel of her seeping wet beneath his finger was incredible. The 
smooth pink flesh of her pussy slipped and nibbled deliciously until he 
thought sure he'd have to stop and fuck her right then. But he wanted 
to continue the unbearable teasing that he knew would make Laura turn 
into a wild screaming banshee of lust underneath him.


"Kiss me, darling ... kiss me!" she pleaded finally and the words were 
like hot coals searing right through him. Quickly he bent to do as she 
asked and as he did so, he took his swollen cock in one hand and guided 
it unerringly toward her wide-spread cuntal opening. Removing his 
fingers from her pussy, he slipped his tongue far back in her mouth, 
and put his arm underneath her at the waist, pulling upward. At the 
same time the blood-filled head of his prick touched the tight wet 
mouth of Laura's vagina, and Don pushed. At first it was too tight, and 
then it loosened up a bit, just enough for the head of his cock to bury 
itself snugly inside.


"OOOOOOH" Laura cried, bucking her hips upward spasmodically. "OH GOD!" 
Her legs spread still further out on either side of his body as her 
eyes rolled back up into her head.


Don grunted and pushed again. He could feel her breasts, smashed 
against his chest, and her heart, or was it his, pounding hard between 
them.


"AAAAAAAAArgh!" This time the full length of his thick cock sped like a 
roaring night train straight to the center of her belly, crashing 
ahead, pushing the delicate flesh in tiny ripples of pink before it, 
continuing onward, unstoppable until the very end. With a dull thud it 
landed against the tip of her womb and stopped, pulsing hard and hungry 
against it.


*   *   *


MaryAnn looked over toward her brother when she heard her mother's 
scream. He didn't look up from the comic book he'd recently opened. 
Hadn't he heard, she wondered? But then she realized that was silly. 
How could he possibly not have heard that shattering cry? She adjusted 
her position in her chair uneasily, and for some reason, pulled her 
short miniskirt down a little over her thighs.


She had started to leave the room to go to bed a few moments ago, but 
now somehow, she couldn't move. She watched as Rick turned a page of 
his book and tried to decide whether or not he was really reading or 
just pretending. Then suddenly there was a very loud bumping noise 
coming from the bedroom like something being pounded into the floor ... 
and then it stopped ... only to start again.


Rick jumped up from the sofa and stood, trembling in the middle of the 
living room. MaryAnn could see that he was terribly upset ... his face 
was bright red, and he seemed to have trouble breathing. She herself 
didn't feel terribly well either. She had chills running all up and 
down her back, and she wished she could think of something to do or 
say.


The bumping noise was now accompanied by grunts and moans that drifted 
loudly through the flimsy plywood door of their Mother's bedroom.


"Do ... do you suppose that Mother's all right?" MaryAnn asked, more to 
break the silence between them than anything else.


She knew there was nothing the matter with Mother, although she hadn't 
been quite so sure at first. She hadn't been to all those sexy movies 
in town for nothing ... still and all, those had been movies, and this, 
well, this was very real! How could Mother be doing such a thing?


She was unprepared for her brother's angry response. He turned on her 
almost viciously and cried out, "Of course she's all right, you idiot 
... don't you know what they're doing in there?" He stalked over to the 
TV set and turned it on loud. Still the lewd noises came from behind 
the door. They seemed to be getting louder every minute.


Angry and hurt in her turn, MaryAnn replied, "Yes, you ninnie ... I 
know ... don't forget, I'm a year older than you ... I know lots of 
things you don't know ... I know just what they're doing!"


Rick was silent. Ears burning, he returned to the sofa, keeping his 
eyes averted from the bedroom door.


"As a matter of fact," MaryAnn continued, warming to her speech, "I've 
even done it myself!" At this she stood up, and after glaring at her 
brother for a split second, turned and ran from the room. As she ran, 
she could hear her mother's voice.


"Oh Don ... oh darling, oh, OH YES, DO IT! DO IT TOOO MEEEEE! Oh honey 
... GOING TO CUM, I ... I ... IIIIEEEEEEEEEEE! OH, I'M!"


The bumping and scraping and rubbing noises were almost deafening, and 
yet, the words came out into the living room with crystal clear 
accuracy.


Rick sat still, hardly daring to breath. The combination of what was 
going on between his mother and their new father and his sister's 
recent words had stunned him. His mind was racing, but he couldn't even 
tell what he was thinking. Even as he heard the last tremulous notes of 
his mother's climax, he could tell that they were starting up all over 
again. It wasn't over yet, and it might not be over for a long time! He 
felt hot all over and looking down, he was surprised to see a rising 
bulge in his own pants. His shorts were tight as it was, but now, his 
young thirteen-year-old penis, swollen and bothered, had managed to 
create a great feeling of discomfort down there.


MaryAnn had said she'd done it herself!


"MMMmMMMMMMMmmm" a steady droning sound now issued from the bedroom, 
and Rick tried desperately to visualize what was happening. Somehow 
though he couldn't. He just couldn't really imagine his mother doing 
what all the fellows at school were always talking about. On the other 
hand, logically, he saw no reason for her not to ... it was just that 
he had never thought of her in connection with ... with fucking!


Now all alone in the living room he tried to prevent the creeping of 
his hand toward the center of his crotch. But it was impossible. His 
young boy's cock was thick and throbbing and its cramped position in 
his pants was unbearable. He reached out suddenly and turned out the 
lamp on the table beside him. Then, in total darkness, he unzipped his 
fly. His erect young penis popped out easily from his shorts, and 
before he had thought about it any further he was massaging it lovingly 
in his hands. It was oddly soothing at a moment like this, when he 
didn't quite know where to turn for solace. Everything seemed to be 
crumbling beneath him as though someone had opened a trap door on which 
he'd been standing. He'd heard MaryAnn's bedroom door close, so he 
didn't expect her to come out again, and as for his mother and her new 
husband, well, they were clearly still very much occupied.


Fervently his hand moved up and down on his stiffening prick, as Rick 
let his head fall back on the sofa. Lips slightly parted, eyes closed, 
he pulled up the encircling foreskin until it covered the smooth tip of 
his penis, then forcefully, he brought it back down again. Again and 
again he continued this, something he'd been doing every night now 
anyway. But this time, it was different. Dull images of writhing naked 
bodies formed as his mother's cries grew again, rising to a feverish 
pitch. His mother, oh mother ... he thought, and in his mind her cries 
were uniquely combined with the surreptitious motions of his hand on 
his own hardened young cock. The prickly electrical sensations that 
raced through him were heightened at each downstroke, and somehow, on 
each downstroke his mother emitted sigh after throaty sigh. He'd never 
really thought of masturbation as evil ... they'd been taught in school 
that it was not ... but now it seemed totally illicit to him to be 
there in his own living room, exposed as he was and feeling feelings 
he'd never even dreamed of. Yet, could the connection with his mother 
be all wrong? As far as he'd been concerned ... up 'til now, she could 
do no wrong ... whatever wrong there was, therefore, had to do with 
Don. Anger welled within him, as the reality of the situation dawned on 
him once more ... shaken from his reverie, he nonetheless continued 
slipping his fist over his heated penis. It fit so well there in the 
palm of his hand, snug and warm, now moistened from the seeping of his 
excitement.


"Oh Don ... don't ever stop fucking me ... don't ever stop ... 
uuuuuuungh!"


Tears sprang to Rick's eyes as he heard the startling words. And 
enraged and almost at the point of complete breakdown, he rammed his 
foreskin quickly down and then jiggled it up the complete length of his 
penis again, twisting slightly with small teasing motions when he 
reached the top.


"Oh, no mother ... no ..." something prompted him to say ... "I'll 
never stop ... I'll never stop!"


*   *   *


There was a stretching feeling in Laura's loins as the tight swollen 
head of her husband's penis pressed up into her. His long thick cock 
slithered once more up into the depths of her hungrily throbbing cuntal 
passage, and the heavy weight of him continued to push down on her. He 
was taking her with such force that she had trouble breathing, but the 
fire inside her more than compensated for any discomfort she felt. She 
was skewered now to the hilt, her cunt walls aching at the thick round 
pole of lust-hardened flesh they surrounded so tightly. Her entire 
vaginal passage was consumed with tormented lust. One orgasm had led to 
another and now, she knew she was going to cum again. How was it 
possible for her to cum still one more time? But she knew she would. 
She felt it in her entire being with a profound certainty. She moaned 
slightly and tried to move a little beneath him. He was really too 
heavy on her ... much too heavy this time. But she could see from his 
lust incited features that she could no longer reach him ... he would 
do with her what he wanted now. It felt as though he was fucking her 
all the way up to the fullness of her breasts! His hands were cupped 
underneath her smooth undulating buttocks, and she could feel the pain 
as his knuckles kneaded hard into her tender flesh. She had attained 
the state of total submission that she had hoped for. Within her secret 
passage ... so carefully guarded, all those long years of widowhood ... 
there were no more secrets from Don's impaling cock. It was what she 
had wanted, what she needed ... to give herself up completely this way! 
She thought that if she were to die at that very moment, she would be 
completely happy.


Her vaginal crevice grew moister still, and a loud sucking noise filled 
the room every time Don slid out and then slammed brutally back into 
her helplessly aroused genitals. She felt a gigantic shudder race 
through her, starting curiously at the nape of her neck. It traced 
downward toward the base of her spine and then traveled the length of 
her wide split rectal passage. From there it spread to her vagina and 
seemed to pause a moment before expanding incredibly within her 
squirming loins as though it were about to burst her into a zillion 
tiny pieces. She started to cry out, but the sound caught in her 
throat, as the orgasm increased, moving outward in all directions at 
once. Sometimes it seemed to be in her breasts, other times it dwelt 
upon the bludgeoning head of her husband's cock where it increased and 
decreased as he continued his steady pounding in and out. She felt him 
grow bigger still within her, as though he too, were going to split 
apart, and this tiny addition of bulk within her shattering vagina was 
enough to dislodge the sound of her voice, as she flailed outwards with 
arms and legs, hips and buttocks skidding against the rug with each 
upsurging blow against her convulsing cervix. Wave after wave of 
dazzling relief, sparkling lights of hot incandescent fireflies, 
inundated her straining body. Moans of incredulous wonder escaped her 
lips as every second she thought it would end, but, impossibly the 
orgasm continued. She was falling through the night, lost in space 
somewhere, totally weightless. Desperately, her satiny vaginal walls 
clasped tighter around her husband's enormous penis.


Warm liquid was spreading wetly inside her widely stretched cunt and 
Don's voice joined hers as she felt his cock pumping ... oh God, what a 
delicious feeling ... pumping steady streams of seminal fluid deep into 
the soft pink folks of her hungrily sucking pussy.


When, a short while later, Laura and Don sunk into a mindless bliss of 
darkness, drenched and satiated and still clinging together, Rick, 
their son, let loose a hot white stream of cum in the living room, 
straight into the air. There was not much yet, but it in no way 
affected the quality of his climax, for on his lips almost unbeknownst 
to him, were two names ... his mother's and then ... strangely, his own 
sister's. He had never known such a bittersweet orgasm and although his 
passion- distorted mind had knowingly been spurred on by his young 
mother's love cries, Rick was still not sure what it all meant.


Chapter 2


Rick went to bed early, as was his custom ever since his mother had 
returned home from her honeymoon. Ever since that first terrible night, 
he had been unable to stay anywhere near the living room at night. Even 
so, during the week that had passed, he had discovered that grownups 
did not confine their lovemaking to night time. Over the weekend when 
Don was home from his job as a surveyor in Marin County, both he and 
MaryAnn had been startled ... while they were having peanut butter and 
jelly sandwiches in the dining nook, to hear the unmistakable sounds of 
their mother's sexual arousal ... emanating from behind the closed 
bedroom door.


He and his sister had not been on the best of terms since that first 
night, but now they looked meaningfully at each other, and each 
recognized the expression of fright and distress mirrored in the 
other's eyes. A feeling of dependent kinship resprouted instantly 
between them.


Indignantly, MaryAnn had beckoned Rick from the house, and they'd gone 
bike riding until quite late that evening. Neither one of them saying a 
word to the other about what was uppermost on their minds.


But that had been days ago, and tonight Rick was particularly upset, 
the reason being that MaryAnn had gone out to a movie that afternoon 
straight from school, but had not yet returned home. Worried, Rick 
mentioned it to his mother, but she just shrugged her shoulders and 
replied that MaryAnn had probably stopped off for a soda the way she 
usually did after the movies.


He'd given his mother a dark look, hating the fact that she seemed to 
be getting prettier every day, hating the fact that she paid little 
attention to either of them any more. Every other word out of her mouth 
was Don this and Don that. He couldn't stand it! Slamming the door to 
his room behind him, he raced to his bed, and threw himself upon it, 
sobbing loudly. He was sure that MaryAnn was out doing it with some 
boy. Hadn't she said she had done it once? Why wouldn't she do it again 
then? Each night he had thought more deeply about her compelling 
confession, and each night he'd grown more curious about it. Alone in 
his bed with nothing but lascivious thoughts filling his young head, 
he'd had no choice but to take his thickly swollen penis consolingly in 
his hands. And the more vivid his imagination became, the more pleasure 
he found there was to be had in his solitary activity. Sometimes he 
would try to picture his young 14-year-old sister without any clothes 
on ... but it was difficult. He knew that her breasts were already 
growing big like a woman's but it was clear from the way she filled out 
her dresses and blouses that she was not yet as big as Mother. He 
wondered if one day she would be! As for the way the rest of her 
looked, he knew that she had admirably long legs, and graceful calves 
and ankles. Her hips were slender, almost as slender as his, only her 
little behind was more full and curvy. And between her legs ... well 
that was the hardest part to imagine. He knew that there was hair. All 
the boys at school said it was hairy and there was a little hole of 
some sort. But what else?


He himself was already sprouting some hairs around his penis, and at 
first he'd thought that there was something wrong ... that men weren't 
supposed to have any. But later he'd seen some older boys in the 
swimming pool and they'd all had hair surrounding their adolescent 
groins.


Both he and MaryAnn were fair skinned with chestnut colored hair, 
unlike their dark-tressed mother and she'd always told them that they 
resembled their father to a tee ... but they'd only seen one fading 
picture of him in his Air Force uniform, and they'd both been too young 
when his plane went down to remember anything about him.


Rick's nightly sessions beneath the covers were, he felt, the only 
thing that kept him going. The days were getting harder and harder as 
his resentment grew of his new father and his mother. He'd overheard 
them talking once ... his ears had perked up when he realized they were 
talking about him and MaryAnn.


"They'll get used to you, Don," his mother had said, in an assuring 
tone of voice. "Give them a little time. They'll adjust!"


He'd felt like screaming out ... "NO, I'll never adjust ... never! And 
neither will MaryAnn!" He knew that MaryAnn felt the way he did, but he 
didn't know any of the details of her thinking. He was really afraid to 
ask her ... and in a way he thought, they were both hoping it all might 
go away if they tried to ignore it.


Now surrounded by the familiar objects in his room, all his favorite 
things around him, Rick felt infinitely safer. His tears gradually 
abated and through blurry eyes he looked about him. The tree fringed 
window of his room admitted a dusky twilight. It was another beautiful 
California summer evening. He could see his baseball bat lying in the 
corner, his mitt, and lined up against the wall, the track trophies 
he'd earned last year. Somewhere in the house a door slammed, and 
Rick's ears strained to hear if it was his sister, or just Don, 
returning late from work. The sound of his mother's laughter echoing 
through the house told him it was his new stepfather. WHERE WAS SHE 
ANYWAY? Was she right at this very moment spreading her legs ... that 
was the way he'd heard it was done ... and was some boy (WHO?) putting 
his thing between them? Was she crying out the way Mother did all the 
time? He began to sob again and turned over on the bed, kicking his 
long legs out behind him. His penis was once again hard and stiff 
between his legs, and as he lay on his belly, it pushed onto the 
mattress of his bed. By moving ever so slightly he would create greater 
sensations in that area, and soon, he was pushing and grinding his 
entire pelvis into the bed. Beneath him, the impersonal mattress took 
on new forms and shapes, and soon he could actually feel his sister 
writhing nakedly beneath him. She was calling his name, her arms 
holding him tight, as she raised her lips to kiss him, and he was 
loving it, loving her, feeling his cock upon her, feeling her tongue, 
her breasts beneath his chest. The fuzzy area between her legs was 
rubbing against his heated shaft and he was going to cum any minute. 
His sister, too, was going to cum. She was screaming and carrying on 
just like mother and begging him to do it harder, never to stop!


"NNNNNNNNGH!" he groaned, muffling his anguished cries into the pillow 
... "OH MARYANN ... OOOOOOOOONNNNNNGH!"


His cum felt like it was starting a long distance away from his 
corporeal body. It was flying toward him rapidly, and then it was 
there, MaryAnn beneath him accepted his sperm totally as it came 
spurting forward, traveling the entire length of his 13-year-old cock, 
spinning crazily out the opening, releasing the pent-up fever in his 
balls.


"OH Jesus," he sighed, "Oh God, it's good!"


He groaned a bit as he felt the uncomfortable wetness in between his 
legs ... and then suddenly he leapt up, for someone had entered his 
room and turned on the light!


"MaryAnn!" he cried, staring at her in disbelief. "What are you doing 
here?"


"I thought I heard you call my name," she said. "I was right next door 
in my room. You seemed to be making quite a racket in here ... What are 
you doing?" She looked around the room suspiciously, and then back at 
her younger brother's face. Her gaze drifted idly downward toward his 
stained and still bulging trousers. Embarrassed, she turned her eyes 
away and Rick moved quickly toward the bathroom that connected their 
rooms.


"I've been in my room for hours," she called after him. "Came in 
through the window ... I can't stand going through the house anymore 
... it's such a colossal bore, if you know what I mean. Besides, Mom 
could care less where I am!"


She heard the sound of running water coming from the bathroom, and not 
knowing whether Rick had heard her or not, decided to remain silently 
until he came out. After a few seconds, he reappeared, a tall, lanky 
boy, big for his age, wearing his terry wrap-around. MaryAnn tried to 
keep from looking toward her brother's groin, but she was curious to 
see if he was still big down there.


"Was the movie any good?" Rick asked, noting her eyes lingering just 
below his belt line. He tried to appear nonchalant as he moved away 
toward his bed, but his knees felt wobbly and weak, and he knew that 
MaryAnn would be able to tell that he was nervous.


"Oh the usual," she replied, not going into detail about the X rating 
movies she'd been sneaking in to see, using a fake ID card. She usually 
tried to go at least once a week, considering it an essential part of 
her education, and today's movie had been a humdinger. There had been 
detailed close-ups of everything, and she'd found it all particularly 
interesting in the light of recent developments at home.


Her clear, hazel eyes sparkled now at the thought of what Antoine, the 
hero of the movie had done to Carita beside the swimming pool of her 
estate. But right now she was wondering just what her brother had been 
up to, and why he had called her name if he'd thought she wasn't there!


She wondered too, if she should tell him of her new discovery. She 
decided to wait a while before telling him how she'd been passing her 
mother's bedroom window had discovered that one could see perfectly 
clearly into the room ... right through the sheer curtains. She'd 
realized at the time that her mother would have no reason to pull down 
the shades since there were no neighbors behind them, and ordinarily no 
one was in the narrow area behind their house. It was a narrow 
alleyway, and nothing grew there but weeds, and behind that a large 
wooden fence divided their property from the vacant lot next door.


The small ranch style house was situated upon a medium sized lot in the 
dry flat area outside of San Francisco that spread out away from the 
city towards the airport. Even though the area had originally been 
designated as middle income, the property had been rapidly 
deteriorating around them since they'd been living there and MaryAnn 
had heard Don say to her mother that soon they would move to a more 
desirable place, maybe in Marin County where he usually worked, and 
where they would not have to listen to the sounds of the jets overhead 
night and day, or hear the whooshing traffic from the highway.


MaryAnn settled her small compact body into Rick's desk chair and 
picking up a comb from his desk, began to comb through her long 
straight hair. She was thinking about how much she hated the house, and 
although she was not really too fond of Don thus far, she nevertheless 
hoped that his promise that they would move would turn out to be a 
reality. She knew that in other, higher class houses you could not hear 
through the doors and walls, and she visualized this one fact as a 
possibility that all of their lives might one day return to normal.


But what normal meant, she was no longer sure. Normal was supposed to 
be having both a mother and a father. The mother stays home and takes 
care of the house and children while the father goes out to work. She 
was glad that her mother no longer had to go and sit typing in an 
office in the city every day, returning home late each night pale and 
haggard, but somehow now that she was home when she and Rick returned 
from school, it was more of an annoyance than anything else. She was 
almost like a stranger to them now, wearing her hair in odd new styles, 
constantly rearranging the living room furniture ... experimenting with 
weird recipes that usually didn't turn out too well. When they got home 
she'd most often be bustling nervously about the kitchen, on the verge 
of tears because she'd misgauged still another Julia Child recipe, and 
Don's dinner was not going to be what she had hoped.


Then, when and if the kitchen situation ever got under control, they 
would see her rush into the bedroom to change into one of her new 
outfits before Don got home. She'd return, flushed and made up, looking 
beautiful but a little out of place in the Early American style living 
room, in a flowing gown of diaphanous chiffon, or see-through culottes 
that started at her navel, topped with a light revealing blouse.


"It's funny," MaryAnn suddenly said, breaking the long silence between 
her and her brother, "how we were so glad in the beginning that Mom was 
going to get married ... and now it's turned out to be so awful!" She 
continued absentmindedly combing her hair, unaware of her brother's 
curious looks from the bed.


"Yeah," he replied. He was watching the curve of his sister's young 
breasts, beneath her blouse as she raised her arm in the easy combing 
motion. She didn't seem to be wearing a bra, because he could see the 
firm round protrusion of her nipples, tight and small, pressing against 
the white cotton fabric of her clothing.


"Would you like to see what they are really doing in there?" MaryAnn 
suddenly asked. She hadn't intended to, but somehow it had just slipped 
out. She couldn't keep it to herself any longer. What good was a secret 
anyway if you didn't tell someone?


Rick felt his recently satiated young penis leap to attention beneath 
the soft blue terry-cloth of his wrap-around. What did she mean by 
that? His eyes never left the button-like tips of his sister's breasts 
as his mind began rapidly working.


"Sure," he replied casually. "Why not?"


Whose hands had caressed his sister's teenaged bosom, he wondered, 
mentally running through the boys he knew were in her class at school. 
Technically, he knew that she was not yet allowed to go out on dates 
alone ... only group gatherings. But knowing MaryAnn, he was sure she 
could have easily gotten around that. Oh, she was full of surprises, 
his older sister!


"Well, I haven't tried it yet," MaryAnn continued, at last replacing 
the comb to her brother's desk. "But ..." she stood up, and Rick saw 
that the crotch of her denim shorts had gotten caught between her 
thighs. He gulped as she wriggled a bit and pulled down the fabric. How 
did it feel there between her young, luscious white thighs when the 
material got bunched up there? he wondered. It must feel good, he 
thought, trying to put himself in her place.


"But ..." MaryAnn continued after a dramatic pause, "tonight we can go 
see for ourselves!"


"Go see ... but where? What do you mean!?"


"Out back!" MaryAnn replied impatiently, with a sharp gesture toward 
the window, as though Rick were addle-brained for not understanding 
immediately. "You can see right in their window!" she finally added, 
seeing that her little brother's face did not yet appear enlightened.


"B ... bbb... should ... I mean ... do you think we ought ...?"


"Well," MaryAnn bristled, having already thought it out in her mind, 
"we can hear everything, can't we? What's the difference if we see it 
too?"


*   *   *


There was no moon at all, it not having risen yet, when MaryAnn entered 
Rick's room through the bathroom. They were usually not in the habit of 
knocking before entering each other's rooms, but tonight, MaryAnn 
tapped lightly before entering. She was very excited about what they 
were going to do, but decided to hide as much of her nervousness as 
possible from her brother. She had never for a moment faltered in her 
determination to spy on Don and her mother. It served them right! But 
she knew that Rick was not quite as enthusiastic about the whole thing 
as she was. Therefore, the more natural she acted, the better.


She was wearing her dungarees and sneakers ... (for climbing) and one 
of her favorite sweatshirts. Rick was sitting up in bed, also fully 
clothed, but wearing a light T-shirt over his levis. It had only been 
an hour since MaryAnn had left his room, promising to return at the 
right moment for their adventure, but it had seemed like ages to him. 
The waiting had been sheer torture, and he'd found himself hoping that 
his sister would change her mind about the whole thing! It just seemed 
too daring ... and he was not at all sure that he really wanted to see 
them! How would he react? He was afraid of doing some stupid thing in 
front of his sister, something that would forever cast him out of her 
good graces.


But now it was too late, and MaryAnn had arrived as promised. She told 
him of how she'd listened in the hall as Don and their mother ate a 
late supper. They'd had lots of wine, and after dinner drinks, she 
confided, and then giggling, they'd turned out all the lights in the 
house and gone into the bedroom. Now was the time to go out back, and 
there wasn't a second to lose!


Rick had felt his anger rising at the very story of their intimate 
supper and the part about the giggling had him fit to be tied. Feeling 
feverish and on edge, he stealthily followed his sister out his window, 
jumping softly to the ground beside her on the outside. The sweet scent 
of Eucalyptus trees greeted them as they made their way around the 
other side of the house where they could already see a yellow patch of 
light shining from their mother's bedroom.


When each of them had finally reached the window, and were standing 
directly outside, MaryAnn was the first to look in. She saw her 
mother's big double bed in the center of the room, bathed in the 
lamplight from the dresser. MaryAnn's heart skipped a beat, and she 
drew her brother closer so he could see. Just a few feet away lay their 
beautiful, young mother, completely nude, stretched out on the bed. 
They both gulped and stared, bug-eyed as they saw the entire scene in 
its minutest details.


Laura's head was lolling back and forth, her normally composed angelic 
features, contorted in a mask of ecstasy. The children might not have 
recognized her if they didn't know better! Don was kneeling between her 
naked legs, as they spread widely apart on the bed, and he was running 
his lips moistly up and down her exquisitely proportioned body. They 
could see wet traces along her cream-like skin, where his tongue had 
lovingly passed. Her large heaving breasts trembled and the nipples 
stood up high and hard as his mouth sucked upon them, then he began to 
move downwards along the gentle slopes of her torso and quivering 
belly. Hotly, his tongue flicked out along her stomach, and then down 
toward her inner thighs. Laura writhed beneath his caresses with 
mindless passion as her hands clung tightly to his sandy colored hair, 
pulling him hungrily forward toward her soft glistening pussy.


Both Rick and MaryAnn leaned forward, holding on the window pane for 
dear life. MaryAnn felt her knuckles aching from the pressure she was 
exerting to keep herself raised on tip-toes in order to see in the 
window. Beside her she heard her brother's breath coming in harsh 
gasps. She could not move. She wanted to run away screaming, but she 
could not. It wasn't a movie she was watching now ... it was real life! 
It was her mother and new father! She tried to blot out the lewd sight 
before her, but couldn't. She had to watch. She was hypnotized by this 
obscene performance, yet she knew she ought to leave ... and her 
younger brother ... what must Rick be thinking? She wished desperately 
that she had never proposed this horrid idea. But it was too late now! 
She remained glued to the spot.


Beside her, Rick trembled and bit his lips. The nude body of his mother 
was presented to his wondering eyes in all its glory. Never again would 
he have trouble imagining a woman's body! His mother was absolutely 
beautiful, he thought as he gazed admiringly at the enchanting figure 
spread out on the bed before him. It was like watching some strange 
pagan ritual in the adventure stories he read ... where they sacrificed 
the beautiful woman on an altar. Only this was of course different. His 
mother's torment, he knew was acutely pleasurable to her, despite her 
pained expression ... and somehow even though he felt a distinct 
feeling of hatred toward Don, his mind was able to detach itself from 
these feelings and to concentrate solely upon his mother and upon her 
rapture.


Don had gotten his new wife so excited that she lay back, her mouth 
wide open, her lust glazed eyes staring into the void. Now Don 
positioned himself between her lovely thighs, his face within moments 
of touching her soft curling pubic hair. Laura's belly rose rapidly up 
and down, trembling slightly in anticipation, as Don's hands pressed 
outward against her belly, the thumbs dropping below into the moist 
area of her already wet pussy.


MaryAnn and Rick jumped slightly, and then clung to each other, as they 
watched Don's fingers separate the outer lips of their mother's moistly 
shining cunt. The soft and cushiony hair-lined flesh spread slowly 
apart, exposing the moist coral pink interior of their mother's 
sensitive pussy, from the small budding nib of her clitoris to the 
throbbing entrance of her seeping vagina.


Brother and sister felt a tremor of disbelief racing between them, when 
their stepfather's head dropped down and his long pushing tongue 
slipped out to graze against the upright little nub of nerves at the 
very top of their mother's warm wet cunt. Laura's whole body executed a 
little jerky motion as she felt this searing contact at her most 
vulnerable place. Her long legs flexed upward and she clamped them 
together around her husband's head, letting the soft inner flesh of her 
full thighs imprison his face in a soft trap. Her hips started a slow 
up-and-down motion to meet his flicking tongue. Tiny groans of pleasure 
escaped her parted lips as she began to rock herself up and down in a 
startling fit of sexual agony.


MaryAnn's mouth dropped open. Never in her fourteen years had she even 
dreamed of such a thing, nor had anything like that been hinted at thus 
far in any of the movies she had seen. She became more and more 
disturbed as she watched her mother's body twisting lewdly beneath the 
prolonged sucking down between her widespread legs. The whole scene 
took on an aura of unreality, and although she knew that she and her 
brother were there ... standing outside the bedroom window, she seemed 
to lose all sense of time and space, as weird images danced in her head 
and strange sensations traversed her youthful body. For some reason, 
she began to identify with her mother ... hadn't they been so close for 
so many years ...? Right up until the time she had met and decided to 
marry Don? Everything that was happening to her mother seemed, 
mysteriously, to be happening to her, as though she were connected to 
her mother by an invisible bond.


Involuntarily, her own young torso began to sway rhythmically against 
her brother's, in rhythm to her mother's squirming underneath Don's 
lewdly positioned tongue. She seemed to feel in her own untested pussy, 
the same nerve shattering lickings that her mother was experiencing.


Unconsciously, Rick was swaying with her, his thirteen-year-old mind 
and body seething with desire. His sister's warmth inflamed him and as 
she pushed softly against him, his penis rose slowly in his pants, and 
he felt ripples of pleasure wherever his body touched hers. Almost 
without thinking, he moved a little bit behind her, still watching the 
depraved bedroom scene over her shoulder ... for although he was 
younger, he was already taller than MaryAnn. He could feel the length 
of his sister's back against his body, the soft bulge of her firm round 
young buttocks pushing against his hardening penis. He rubbed up 
against her, letting the hard rod press between her dungaree clad 
thighs from behind. When she did not move to stop him, he continued, 
too lust ridden by now to stop. His arms went around her waist, and he 
pulled her a little backwards toward his young lean body. He felt a 
shiver pass through her body, and encouraged, he boldly passed his hand 
upward toward her breasts, cupping them and squeezing them and holding 
them hard beneath his trembling fingers.


Surprisingly, MaryAnn squirmed backwards, smashing her small pliant 
buttocks against his cock with a hard urgent motion. He heard her gasp 
as the full stiffness of his cock jerked against her.


MaryAnn felt she was in a dream. The imperative messages of pleasure 
she was getting from her body were impossible to ignore. Her brother's 
touches had only seemed the fulfillment of her subconscious wishes ... 
and now all remnants of her earlier desire to run away had faded. 
Impulsively, she turned from the window and threw her arms around her 
brother's neck, pulling him toward her trembling body, as she sought 
out his moist and frightened lips. They kissed passionately, each 
feeling that the other represented at once salvation and downfall.


Tears were streaming down both their faces, as they clung helplessly 
together, feeling the tingling sparks fly between them, as their young 
bodies pressed hard into each other.


"Oh, Rick! Oh, Rick," she cried softly, kissing his cheek. She could 
feel his young cock pulsing harder against her belly now and she felt a 
little faint.


"MaryAnn ..." Rick replied, his voice a tremulous whisper. He could 
hardly believe that his dream was coming true. "Let's get down on the 
grass!"


In the softness of the summer night the two young children lowered 
themselves slowly to the slightly moist earth below the bedroom window 
... no longer interested in the events taking place between their 
mother and her new, virile husband, they found a new interest ... 
themselves. At first they lay for a long while hugging side by side, 
and then listening to the sounds from the window above them, they began 
once more to fondle each other. Tentatively and inexpertly, Rick 
insinuated his fingers beneath his sister's blouse, feeling her warm 
skin naked to his touch. Her breasts slid beneath his hand, soft, high 
mountains of young flesh that trembled at his investigation. MaryAnn 
sighed, and he heard her say ... "Oh, Rick we mustn't ... we really 
mustn't!"


"I know," Rick answered, nudging his swollen groin into her gently 
rounded hip. "I know!" But still he continued, and then imitating what 
he had just seen, he lowered his mouth to kiss his sister's still 
growing breasts.


Her whole body seemed to gyrate as he took the pointed little nipples 
into his mouth. Hungrily, he sucked upon them, one at a time, until 
they became like sharp, little points in his mouth.


"Oh Rick," she sighed over and over "... oooooh ... no!"


And, then, later, "We can't do this here ... we just can't!"


Chapter 3


Rick woke up feeling very strange. He felt the way he usually felt when 
he'd had a nightmare, depressed and badly rested. Had he had a bad 
dream? Sleepily he shook his head, automatically reaching out to turn 
off his Big Ben alarm clock, trying desperately to remember what was 
wrong. It was only a matter of seconds before the whole thing flashed 
before his eyes, in one shattering image.


His sister, MaryAnn, writhing on her back, her levis hastily pulled off 
on the dark ground outside the house ... his mouth upon her breasts, 
her hands tangled in his hair ... JUST LIKE DON AND MOTHER! His tongue 
drifting down to the wide open tiny split, the faintly hair-lined 
triangle down between her young quivering thighs. His pause to inhale 
her girlish fragrance, his thoughts jumbled, imagining God knows what 
... imagining yes ... that she was his mother! And then he'd plunged 
downward into the sweet mist of desire, the succulent, honeyed pit of 
his sister's cunt!


His tongue had wrapped luxuriously among her secret inner vaginal folds 
... HAD HE LEARNED SO WELL FROM WATCHING ONE PERFORMANCE? It had been 
sheer desire to please her that egged him on, making him experiment 
with his mouth upon her squirming pussy, nibbling with his lips, taking 
her smooth inner pussy walls gently between his teeth. How softly he'd 
breathed upon her private flesh, how lovingly he'd sucked her!


And when she'd started to cum, he'd thought he'd die, thought he'd be 
inundated by her flowing wetness, thought that he too would start to 
cum then and there ... and he had! Just as the low grunting, rugging 
sound escaped from his sister's straining throat, and her pelvis arched 
impossibly up, her silken pussy thrusting itself hard into his hungrily 
licking tongue, he'd freed his boyishly thick cock from his pants. How 
it had felt hard and big in his hands! And giving the surging plane of 
her uptilted pussy one very special sucking lick with his tongue and 
mouth, he'd spewed forth his own soul racking orgasm, by slipping back 
his thick foreskin hard and fast. She'd bucked savagely beneath him for 
long moments, waves of passion whipping her young body this way and 
that, the clandestine nature of their lovemaking adding to her 
culminating pleasure, as she strained not to make too much noise. 
Silently, then, or at least with only low mewls and groans of delight, 
her body had twisted about in the grips of not one, but two, body 
wracking orgasms. Sweating and struggling her younger brother had kept 
up with her, pumping lewdly upon his long suffering but proud penis. 
MaryAnn gasped as she felt her brother's warm semen spurting against 
the naked flesh of her thigh, and then she bucked up again, so that her 
climaxing clitoris was rubbing insistently against his mouth, her 
supple back arched like a taut bow, the wet sensitive walls of her 
tight young cunt surrendering totally to her brother's lovemaking.


The memory in full bloom now, Rick jumped out of bed. He fully expected 
to be struck dead by a thunderbolt ... or to have someone come in and 
take him away! What they had done the night before was something that 
was considered more than just wrong ... that much he knew! He looked in 
the mirror, sure that some lasting mark upon his features would 
proclaim to everyone that he and his sister were lovers. But there was 
no discernible difference in the way he looked, save for the haunted 
expression on his face, and he went into the bathroom to brush his 
teeth, wondering if MaryAnn was up yet, and how he could manage to get 
through school that day with a night like that behind him.


He recalled as he reluctantly finished rinsing his sister's female 
taste from his mouth that MaryAnn and he had gone directly to bed after 
their oral lovemaking out back. She to her room and he to his. They 
hadn't even paused to kiss each other good night, so startled were they 
by their own actions. Rick had gotten into bed and fallen asleep 
instantly, and wondered now if MaryAnn had done the same.


In her own room, MaryAnn pulled up the covers over her head. She had 
already turned off her alarm, deciding that she couldn't possibly go to 
school that day. Now as she lurked moodily beneath her sheet, she heard 
Rick running the water in the bathroom, and trembled as her hitherto 
innocent young body, recalled the delights of the previous night. She 
felt just terrible. Hadn't it been her fault after all that the whole 
thing had happened? She had not only perverted herself but her little 
brother as well! It was only a minor relief to realize that they hadn't 
done anything more than exactly what they had seen through the lighted 
bedroom window, because MaryAnn knew that she had tossed and turned 
most of the night, her still stimulated body wanting more, craving the 
natural continuation of their actions. From the sounds they'd heard 
below the window, they each knew that their parents had moved on from 
the oral phase of their abandoned pleasure to wilder things. The real 
thing!


She shivered now and curled up in a tight ball, the tiny silk furrow 
between her teenaged legs quivering at the thought! It was awful to 
know so much about lovemaking, at least certain phases of it, and yet 
to have never done it! What Rick had done to her ... putting his mouth 
on her, had felt so wonderful ... but today she couldn't reconcile her 
feeling that they had done something evil, with her desire to do still 
more than that!


A soft knock at the connecting bathroom door startled her. Almost 
timidly, she called out, "Come in ..."


*   *   *


Don left the house after having a big breakfast. Laura always insisted 
that she serve him huge cups of steaming coffee, piping hot rolls or 
buttered toast, and eggs with bacon or ham any way he wanted them. As 
he jumped into his Chevy, and started off for his job, he thought that 
he really couldn't complain about the way she treated him ... it was a 
far cry from his bachelor life ... and yet something was wrong and he 
couldn't quite put his finger on it as he recalled with a smile of 
pleasure their previous night's lovemaking. What a lovely body Laura 
had! He seemed to still be able to taste her womanly scent upon his 
lips, although he had showered twice since then.


The flat land and track homes whizzed by him as he headed North on the 
highway, hundreds of other cars racing along beside him as he surged 
through the rush hour traffic. What was really bothering him, he 
realized, as he cut through the winding hilly slopes of San Francisco, 
was the kids. Laura kept telling him that they'd come around, but so 
far all efforts on his part to make friends with them had failed. And 
Laura wasn't really much help in that department. Several times he'd 
tried to persuade her to go on a family outing with them ... but she 
always protested, saying how much more she preferred being alone with 
him! Even dinner now at the house usually meant just the two of them, 
for the children had taken to eating earlier and going off to their 
rooms. They seemed to feel ill at ease in their own house.


He had to do something about it. Even though Laura was a lovely, 
charming woman, he had to admit that she did not seem to be the best 
mother in the world at the moment. True the circumstances were 
extraordinary ... a woman widowed for such a long time, was bound to 
respond with more fervor to a new marriage than others might. Yes, he 
figured, gazing at the Golden Gate bridge looming in the distance ... 
it was up to him to make everything work out.


He decided to take them out to dinner. Laura had said something about 
the hairdresser's that evening. She'd recently gotten in the habit of 
going to a very chic coiffeur, Mr. Joseph, and as with most of his 
customers, she took an appointment whenever she could get one. That 
would be perfect, he thought, stepping on the gas and passing a 
dawdling VW ... he'd take them out somewhere nice, talk to them, get to 
know them ... make friends. This decision had the effect of removing a 
great weight from his shoulders, and he began to mentally try out some 
topics of conversation that the two teenagers might find interesting. 
He supposed the boy would be interested in sports ... he'd seen some 
track trophies in his room ... and the girl, MaryAnn ... what on earth 
could he say to her? He visualized her now, a truly beautiful little 
girl, just teetering on the brink of womanhood ... her complexion fair 
and clear, with long straight light brown hair, that he knew would get 
lighter as the summer progressed. He wondered if she had any boyfriends 
... a girl as bright and pretty as she ought to have many ... and yet 
so far as he knew neither one of them had had any visitors at the 
house. Well, he'd just have to find out all these things tonight. If he 
was going to be a father, he was going to try his best to be a good one 
anyway!


*   *   *


Rick and MaryAnn took the same bus home from school together. MaryAnn 
walked slowly down the block toward their house, keeping in step with 
her brother. She was glad that he had persuaded her to go to school 
that morning. Something about the pure boring normality of school had 
made her feel a little better. Still, just walking beside Rick was 
enough to reawaken her dormant, secret desires. She turned toward him 
before they reached the house.


"We mustn't ever, ever do anything like that again," she said with a 
serious expression in her eyes.


Rick's eyes blazed into hers. His cock tingled madly and his blood was 
pumping wildly. "No," he answered, "I suppose not!"


"Friends?" MaryAnn asked, smiling.


Rick took her extended hand in his, feeling violent thrills race 
through every inch of his body. "Friends!" he replied solemnly.


When they entered the house they found a note from their mother.


Gone to town to do some shopping and then to Mr. Joseph. Don called and 
is taking you two out to dinner tonight. Wear your good clothes ... 
MaryAnn, be sure to wear a dress!


Love, Mother


They looked at each other in mutual disgust, and then, retired to their 
rooms to rest up for what they knew would be a trying evening.


*   *   *


Don was wearing his best suit that night, and he'd even had the car 
washed on the way home from work. He was pleased to see that the kids 
were looking very spiffy too, having never seen them wearing much else 
but dungarees and sweat-shirts. MaryAnn was sitting beside him in the 
car and Rick was in the back seat. Surprisingly, a familiar scent was 
wafting toward him from his teenaged charge.


"What's that you're wearing, MaryAnn?" he asked, trying his best to 
sound genial and fatherly.


"Mom's Ma Griffe," she replied without hesitation.


"Oh ..." he fell silent. "Does your mother know you use it?"


"No ... she'd probably have kittens!" Rick piped up from the back.


Don thought it best to change the subject ... but it was a little 
disturbing to him nonetheless to continue to sniff the perfume he had 
come to associate so closely with his wife, emanating so sexily from 
the presence of his fourteen-year-old stepdaughter!


"You both look awfully nice tonight ..." he tried.


"This is Mom's dress too." MaryAnn offered, interrupting.


Don took his eyes away from the wheel a second, rapidly taking in 
MaryAnn's composed form beside him. She was wearing Laura's dress! One 
of Laura's tiniest mini-dresses fit MaryAnn like a normally hemmed 
dress, falling nevertheless way above her knees, although not up to her 
thighs the way it fit her mother. What Don couldn't believe (and he was 
noticing it now for the first time) was that MaryAnn was filling out 
the top of the low-cut crocheted dress almost as amply as her mother!


He gulped and returned his eyes to the wheel when he saw that MaryAnn 
was following his gaze down the cleavage of her bosom, and he sensed 
Rick observing from the back seat. Suddenly he knew that the evening 
was not going to be the simple, easy dinner he had planned, and that he 
might as well prepare himself for it now.


"Mom would have a baby, if she knew!" Rick volunteered.


Somehow Rick's reference to Laura having kittens, and then to her 
having a baby, had an unsettling effect on Don, and he started to 
wondering just how much the kids actually knew about life. He and Laura 
had never discussed it ... but somehow he was sure that Laura was not 
the type to sit down and have a long talk with her children about sex.


He pulled into the gravel of Faro's parking lot and came to a stop. 
Silently, the trio walked into the restaurant, MaryAnn teetering on 
chunky heels that nonetheless gave her young slender legs a very 
womanly look. Her mother had insisted she wear a dress out to this dumb 
dinner, she thought, instead of her favorite outfit, pants and sneakers 
... so it served her right that she was wearing one of hers!


They settled into a booth, and Don blushed to see that his wife's dress 
dipped far lower than he'd thought. Why he could almost see MaryAnn's 
nipples! He ordered a martini for himself immediately, and was glad 
when MaryAnn held the menu up in front of her to examine it. When the 
waiter came to get their order, he found himself becoming furious and 
embarrassed at the same time when the older man's eyes dwelled upon his 
stepdaughter's bosom for an unusually long time. Only by coughing and 
raising his voice did he manage to get the insolent waiter's attention.


As they were ordering, Rick smiled to himself at the scene. The least 
they could do was get a little fun out of the evening, he and MaryAnn 
had decided before leaving, and it looked like it was going to be a 
riot, judging from the events so far!


They all had antipasto and MaryAnn ordered Eggplant parmesan, as well 
as veal scaloppini. Rick decided to try the stuffed clams. Don ordered 
spaghetti with white clam sauce.


The dinner was progressing without further incident, until Rick 
suddenly piped up, "clams are a sex food, I understand."


Don poured himself a glass from the carafe of wine he'd ordered.


"May I have some, Don?" MaryAnn asked, her eyes boldly examining her 
stepfather's face. She was recalling how he'd looked the night before, 
completely nude ... his big thing bloated and thick between his legs.


"Uh ... well, OK ... but maybe you kids should cut it with a little 
water ..." Don was still thinking about Rick's clam remark.


"Oh, Mother lets us drink wine," Rick said. "It's OK."


Don watched helplessly as the kids gulped down two glasses of red wine 
before he could do anything about it. Then he suddenly decided to take 
matters into his own hands. After all, he was a grown man ... their new 
father in fact ... he'd better take charge now or never!


"That was an interesting remark, you made, Rick," he began, wondering 
if he was making a mistake.


"What ... which one?" Rick asked, beaming. The wine had made him giddy 
and he felt very pleased with himself for some reason.


"About the clams ..." Don replied. "Do you know anymore about that 
fact?"


"Oh, I hear they make you hot!" Rick snickered.


MaryAnn giggled and poked him under the table.


"Oh?" Don blushed and decided to brazen it out. He'd read a book on 
child psychology once, but he couldn't seem to remember a thing about 
it. "Do you know what that means?" Don asked.


It means what you do to Mom every night! Rick thought, resentfully, but 
replied angelically, "No ... I don't ... what does it mean?"


"Yes, Don," MaryAnn spoke up, giving him the same burning look, "can 
you tell us what that means?" Don tried to focus his eyes so he would 
see as little of her yawning neckline as possible, but even looking 
directly at her eyes, his peripheral vision picked up a wide and smooth 
pink shaded area of naked young flesh. "I mean..." she continued, "we 
have a slight idea I think ... don't we, Rick?" she turned to Rick for 
corroboration, and he grinningly nodded assent. "But I mean nobody has 
ever really told us what do you call it ... the facts of life!"


"Well uh ..." Don averted his eyes and looked down at the tablecloth. 
The waiter came and removed the dishes and they all sat in stunned 
silence until he had gone.


"Well ... uh ..." he began again. "We'll certainly have to rectify 
that! Uh!"


The waiter arrived again, bringing hot zabaglione and coffee, and as he 
set the last cup down, Don felt an unmistakable prod from beneath the 
table. He could swear that MaryAnn was playing with his knee! Quickly 
he moved his leg to one side as far away as he could.


"What we'll do is get some books from the library, and on the weekend 
we'll all have a long talk ... OK?"


"Oh, can't you tell us anything right now?" MaryAnn asked, pleadingly.


"Well, it depends..." Don had a sinking feeling in the pit of his 
stomach. "What is it that you want to know?"


"When a man puts his thing inside a woman, what does it feel like?" 
MaryAnn replied.


*   *   *


The ride home was made in complete silence. Don felt mortified. They'd 
made a complete fool out of him, and yet he kept on reminding himself 
that it really wasn't their fault. What they were saying was really 
true, they didn't know the things they ought to have been taught at 
their age. That was the reason for their disproportionate interest in 
such things. He intended to have a long talk with Laura ... she was 
just going to have to start looking after her children's welfare ... 
why they'd gotten completely out of hand!


He drove quickly and within minutes the car pulled into the driveway. 
Don stepped out and opened up the back door. Rick and MaryAnn had 
chosen to sit together in the back for the ride home.


Together, they walked silently to the door, MaryAnn praying that her 
mother would be in the bedroom and wouldn't see her wearing one of her 
best dresses.


Once inside, she was pleased to note that Laura was nowhere in sight, 
and jauntily she skipped back to her room, throwing a "Thanks, Don," 
over her shoulder. "Yeah, thanks Don," Rick added running down the hall 
after her.


Don looked after them and shook his head. Then he turned to go into the 
bedroom. Opening the door, he spied Laura in pink chiffon sitting up in 
bed reading. As he walked toward her he realized he had a raging hard-
on, and he wondered why. But it hardly mattered as he sat down beside 
her and scooped her willing body into his arms.


"Oh, darling," she sighed, "I've missed you!"


His hands rummaged beneath the bed sheets, aiming for his wife's warm 
and tender, hidden pussy.


"I've missed you too," he breathed hotly into her ear.


Chapter 4


Beneath the soft light from her night lamp, MaryAnn was still flushed 
and excited from the wine she'd had at dinner and the stimulation of 
teasing her stepfather. Her young brother sat across from her watching 
curiously as she probed behind her dresser. She had invited him into 
her room, promising to show him something "very interesting!" and now, 
she was clearly fetching whatever it was from a secret hiding place.


Rick felt consumed with excitement too. MaryAnn had not yet removed the 
revealing dress that made her look so womanly, and he thought he'd 
never seen anyone so beautiful, with the possible exception of his 
mother. Watching as she bent over, he saw the dark tips of her swelling 
orbs of her pale breasts jiggling slightly, and she retrieved a small 
white book from behind the chest of drawers.


"What is it?" Rick suddenly felt hot all over. He started to undo his 
shirt, and then just took it off completely. He hated shirts!


MaryAnn came and sat on the bed next to him, and handed him her secret 
treasure.


"I found it in Mom's room once ... it was in her drawer!"


Rick looked at the title of the book. "Marital positions" it said. "Ten 
positions for the execution of normal marital intercourse, with 
foreword by Dr. Milton Zerkowitz."


Hastily Rick opened to the first page. To his astonishment there before 
his eyes, was a photograph of a woman lying on a bed with her legs 
widespread. And there was a man between them! His large pendulous cock 
was sunk all the way to the hilt between her raised legs. Clearly, Rick 
could see his long thick pole disappearing into the slender hair-lined 
slit of the woman's vagina! It was in almost all the way, only a little 
bit was left showing outside of the wide-stretched hole between the 
woman's open legs.


It looked very wet between the woman's thighs, and her face was 
distorted in an expression so similar to the one Rick had seen on his 
mother's face that very night before, that he gasped.


He had never seen a picture of a man and woman fucking before, and he 
could feel his veins constricting, and his heart thumping as he 
continued to examine the graphic photo.


He looked at the man's hard and strong body. "How he must feel," he 
thought. "It must be fantastic!" A stab of acute jealousy ran through 
him as he wondered just when he would know that same forbidden 
sensation. Beside him, he felt his sister's warm breathing close to his 
naked shoulder.


Suddenly, it occurred to him that this must be the way MaryAnn had 
looked when she was making love to whoever it was. Her legs must have 
been spread open in much the same obscene way! Curiously, he glanced 
sideways at her youthful face. She was studying the picture as though 
she had never seen it before ... although Rick assumed that she had 
looked at it many times already. He noticed that her lower lip was 
trembling slightly as she gazed at the open book before them, and that 
her eyes were heavy, the lids also quivering lightly. While he looked 
at her he saw her squirm a little on the bed, and press her thighs 
tightly together. Looking down, he could see her rose-tipped breasts in 
their full glory, nestling precariously in a low-cut strapless bra. The 
fact that she was wearing such a womanly item of apparel suddenly 
aroused him beyond anything he'd known thus far, and suddenly his hand 
reached out, and he slipped his fingers down beneath one young, 
ripening breast.


Squeezing hard on the soft mound of his sister's flesh, he heard his 
own voice demanding, "IS THAT HOW YOU LOOKED WHEN YOU DID IT?" He was 
glaring into her eyes, noting how shocked she was both by his action 
and his question.


"Rick!" she responded, "What?" And then her arms were around him, and 
laughing shakily, she told him that she had lied.


"No ... I've never ... never ... I swear to you!"


Rick felt her breasts nudging into his chest as he pulled her still 
closer to him, the book fluttering from his knees to the floor. Rolling 
back, they found themselves lying together on the bed. There was 
silence until Rick began planting moist kisses upon her bosom, his arms 
comfortably encircling her small waist.


The memory of the photograph burned excitedly in his head, and the now 
familiar terrain of his sister's body was revealed more and more to him 
as he undid her back zipper and peeled the dress away. Already, in the 
back seat of the car, returning from the restaurant his fingers had 
traced loving lines along her upper thighs, and hers had drifted 
sensually along his arm. Now in total privacy she helped him remove her 
mother's dress ... and quickly peeled her flimsy white nylon panties 
down over her full youthful buttocks.


"The wine ..." she breathed heavily. "We shouldn't have had the wine!"


She felt quite dizzy and as though something had control of her ... 
something that she couldn't combat. Why had she shown him the picture? 
she wondered, even as his hands were running along the nakedness of her 
back, down to the round naked globes of her buttocks. She was shivering 
with an unprecedented desire. Her body instantly aroused, awakened to 
fever pitch by the lust that churned deep within her. Through a strange 
haze she could see her brother's lustful expression, his mouth open as 
he stared at her loveliness. She realized that it had been too dark the 
night before for him to really see what her body looked like, despite 
the yellow glow from the bedroom window. But now, in her room, her lamp 
cast a golden shadow of light over her, and MaryAnn felt her younger 
brother leave her side to stand at the edge of the bed looking at her 
pubescent body. She was wearing only her bra and the new high heels 
she'd worn only once before, and as if taken by a great lethargy that 
made it impossible for her to move, she lay quietly on her back, her 
lithe, youthful thighs slightly parted, her slightly hair-sprinkled 
pubic triangle and the narrow girlish vaginal slit fully exposed to her 
brother's eyes.


She felt the night breeze blow over her trembling upper thighs, and 
simultaneously Rick reached down to unclasp her bra. Her fresh, budding 
breasts popped from their tight encasing, and MaryAnn, adjusting to the 
new freedom, lifted her arms up, pulling the weight of them higher on 
her chest.


She heard the rustle of clothing being taken off, and knew that her 
brother was removing his pants. She was glad she had thought to lock 
the door, although she doubted that anyone would ever come to her room 
at this hour. The evil aspects of what they were doing only served to 
heighten her anticipation now. She was fully resigned, or thought she 
was, to the sexual experiment that she and her brother were making. 
Yet, she trembled with fear as she felt a movement on the bed and Rick 
was kneeling toward her. She rolled over a little into the indented 
area caused by his greater weight beside her, and then his hot hands 
were on her, running rapidly all over her satin skin and she heard 
herself calling his name, and writhing into his touches.


Deliciously her body pressed against his ... smooth nakedness of 
brother and sister ... full breasts against his flat chest ... his hard 
virile young penis against her smooth white belly, her thighs, her 
sparsely hair-fringed little cunt. Cool and hot flashes of skin moving 
easily together, his lips divinely kissing hers ... her thighs parting 
and closing involuntarily around his warm cock ... it snuggling hard 
between her legs, below her moist, beautiful pussy.


"Oh, God," she sighed "it's beautiful ... it's magic! It's what I've 
always wanted!"


Rick groaned in assent as his older sister ground her thighs together, 
enclosing his fiery pole between them. He could feel the wetness of her 
pubic hair along the side of his hard, throbbing penis and now he 
sought to pull back. How should he fuck her ... what was the best way 
to do it? Uncertainty plagued him at what seemed an impossible task. 
But then he remembered the picture, and slowly rolled MaryAnn over on 
her back, letting his full weight press downward upon her. Her 
quivering white nudity pulsed gently below him, and he could sense that 
she was waiting for him to continue. Waiting to see what he would do!


MaryAnn's entire body twitched uncontrollably as she moaned in 
abandoned bliss, waiting to feel what she had dreamed of for so many 
nights ... visualizing an unknown face, an as yet unknown lover ... how 
could she have known that it would turn out to be Rick ... her baby 
brother! And yet it most undeniably was he, stretched out upon her, his 
strong young cock straining excitedly against her belly. But it was a 
brother she had never known, a rough and yet gentle boy who loved her, 
wanted her every bit as much as she wanted him!


"Oooooohh, Rick," she cried as her brother's hands slid beneath the 
rounded cool cheeks of her buttocks, lifting them upward, and at the 
same time straining forward with his hips. His inexperienced cock 
grazed against her outer pussy lips, striking the hollow of her inner 
thigh, and MaryAnn opened her legs outward just a tiny bit more. Urgent 
hands parted the lips of her throbbing untested vagina, and then came 
the hard blunt stab of rock-hard flesh!


"Aaaaaahhh!" she cried out as her brother's penis pressed hard against 
the ungiving slit of her virginity. But she held onto him, clutching at 
his back and buttocks to keep him in place, and after a second, he 
tried straining forward with determination, feeling his blood-filled 
cock give a little, buckling at the impenetrable opening of his 
sister's throbbing little cuntal passage.


"Oh, God," he groaned, "it won't go in, MaryAnn!" He pushed again, and 
once more she let out a cry of pain, but this time it felt slightly 
different down there ... as if he had made some headway. He ground his 
teeth and lunged forward with all his might. Suddenly the tip of his 
cock was being swallowed up by wet tightness, and then the entire thick 
head was in!


"Oooooohhhhhh!" MaryAnn moaned at the odd sensation between her legs 
... her brother's penis had become a wondrous instrument of torture, 
sinking deep into her tiny unused cunt. Her face contorted with ecstasy 
and passionate little cries of pain and pleasure mixed escaped from her 
lips.


Moving up into her, Rick felt his cock going further and further into 
the blissful, slightly bearded little cavern. She was mumbling 
incoherently now, and her smooth legs were winding up around his hips 
and thighs. JUST LIKE IN THE PICTURE! The incredibly smooth tight folds 
of her virgin cunt held him, massaged his pulsing cock, squeezed it 
unbearably! He was so rigid, and she was so soft ... but unbelievably 
tight and snug at the same time! This was an insanity he had never 
known ... and he happily surrendered his young thirteen-year-old body 
to it entirely. What had seemed so difficult before was now incredibly 
easy, as his lithe body responded with mute delight to his sister's. 
Together they reveled in their own wickedness, MaryAnn screwing her 
buttocks up tight against his testicles, forcing his virgin cock to 
pound higher into her now liquidly streaming pussy. All pain gone now, 
she let the soft, almost hairless, mound of her pussy grind lewdly 
against his searing pole of hardened young boy flesh each time it 
entered her ... for he had started a steady in-and-out motion, sending 
endless shivers of delight surging through the willingly ravaged little 
hole down between her legs.


To each of them it was a willing descent into the most ecstatic 
oblivion. Far from all cares and worries, far from Don and their 
mother's erstwhile mysterious rituals. There was no more mystery, no 
more fear. They were two godlike creatures, creating their own world, 
and nothing else existed but that world!


MaryAnn's body felt white hot. Her mind could not grasp the 
overpowering excitement that controlled her body. It was just too much 
to comprehend. All her thoughts about lovemaking had produced nothing 
that vaguely compared with this. Her head flailed from side to side, 
her hair wringing wet from perspiration, as she received the hard 
buffeting of her younger brother's cock deeper and deeper into her 
heated belly. Each moment the madness grew more intense, and she arched 
her wildly pumping buttocks upwards with a small grunt, swinging her 
thighs still higher up and around Rick's driving hips, clasping his 
young pelvis to hers in a fierce ankle lock. The hunger in her grinding 
little pussy spiraled ravenously around inside, only temporarily 
assuaged by the ramming length of her younger brother's lust-swollen 
penis.


Rick surged on, his entire body felt like one big cock forcing itself 
high and hard into the most divine orifice in the world. He felt great 
love welling up inside him for his writhing older sister ... love and 
gratitude both. That she would allow him to give her such pleasure ... 
and that he was capable of giving it! These two thoughts consumed him, 
fired him on. He could feel hot flaming tongues of fire building in his 
balls now each time the thick rubbery head of his penis was squeezed by 
his sister's warm, wetly clenching vaginal muscles. He was going to cum 
and he couldn't stop it. But there was no reason to stop it, he thought 
if he could get her to explode with him!


"MaryAnn," he groaned, "I'm going ... to ... cum! Cum with me sis ... 
cum with me!"


The words swirled like mist in MaryAnn's head, a mist that loosened 
something deep in her belly, as one stone starts a landslide, one drift 
of snow an avalanche. It was half a second away, and then ... THAT 
SECOND WAS THERE!


Her mouth opened wide and Rick forced his tongue savagely into her 
throat. Down below, his prick grew to larger size within her, and with 
a deep groan of triumph he began to spurt hot, virile young sperm far 
up into her streaming pussy.


"OOOOOOOOOHHH, yes, yes ... I'm cumming toooo! ... Oh, yessss!" Her 
voice was tremulous and halting, as MaryAnn's legs stiffened, her toes 
curling under, her hands pulling upon her brother's spastically driving 
buttocks. Her orgasm ricocheting in a strange, outrageously beautiful 
pattern, her cunt walls seemingly illuminated by flares, a glowing 
incandescence that would last forever. Her orgasmic juices slipped 
wetly down, drenching her brother's climaxing member, oiling it like a 
driving piston as he continued to screw into the widespread plane of 
her tight, hungrily sucking young pussy. Exotic images of foreign lands 
filled her head, lascivious picture post cards of carnal desire swarmed 
to crowd out all normal thinking processes in her head. Depraved 
sensuality filled her as her wildly contracting young belly seemingly 
burst apart, fucked lewdly by her own baby brother. Her firm young body 
slapped fleshily against his, the cumming together lubricating their 
tightly meshed sex organs impossibly so that the sheets were wringing 
wet beneath them. Still the hot wet walls of her clasping vagina 
strained and shuddered throbbingly as her gyrating hips thrust 
impossibly upward, milking her little brother's jerking young organ 
like a hungrily sucking mouth.


It was only minutes, but it seemed like hours before both their 
sweating young bodies were drained, totally drained of everything. 
MaryAnn's limbs collapsed and lay lewdly spread beneath Rick's 
embracing form. Occasionally a tremor would traverse them as sensuous 
memories of their lust returned.


Chapter 5


Don observed his face in the mirror as he shaved, carefully attending 
to the spot on his beard that was particularly difficult to reach. He 
could already smell the odor of frying bacon coming from the kitchen, 
and he knew that Laura was preparing his breakfast. A momentary flash 
of anger swept through him as the events of the last evening with the 
kids returned to him in their full humiliating detail. Fucking their 
mother had helped him blot the whole thing out of his mind last night, 
but now it floated up again in his mind and he had the same 
uncomfortable, uneasy feeling he'd had the night before.


He would have to talk to Laura this morning.


After putting on the clean underwear and shirt that Laura had carefully 
laid out for him, he donned his khaki work pants and went into the 
living room. He could see Laura bustling about in her red and black 
housecoat, buttering toast and cutting it in triangular slices. He 
approached her, entering the small kitchen and putting his arms gently 
around her waist.


"Morning, beautiful," he said, nibbling at her sweet smelling neck. Her 
perfume sent a shiver through him, and abruptly he released her, going 
over to the table to sit down.


"Where are the kids?" he asked, unfolding his napkin.


"Oh, they said they didn't feel up to school today, both of them have 
some kind of virus I think. I hope it wasn't anything they ate last 
night!" Laura continued humming a little tune to herself as she started 
scrambling the eggs.


"It could hardly have been anything we had last night ... the food was 
excellent ... and besides I'd be sick too!" Don felt unaccountably 
furious, as he poured himself a hot cup of coffee.


"Are you sure they're not faking?" he asked.


"Why, what ever would make you say a thing like that ... if they say 
they're sick ... I'm sure they are ..."


"Well ... Laura ... it's just that you and I are going to have to have 
a talk about the kids ... I think they're getting a little out of 
hand!"


Laura bristled. She couldn't remember Don ever having called her Laura 
that way, except perhaps when they first met.


"What do you mean ... out of hand?" she replied. The eggs weren't 
coming out right, and she felt angry at Don for bringing this up now, 
at the most crucial moment of breakfast.


"I'm ... well, I'm not sure just what I mean ... but I think we're 
neglecting some fundamental parts of their education ..." Don 
floundered, wishing he'd waited until evening to broach the difficult 
subject. He was getting a slight headache just thinking about it.


"NEGLECTING!" Laura replied, scraping the eggs out onto a platter. 
"Just look at these eggs ... Here ... they're ruined!" She brusquely 
dropped the platter on the table before her husband and then stood 
looking down at him, ready to cry at any moment. "Why they go to an 
excellent school ... I can't imagine ..."


"Sit down, honey," Don said. "Come on, sit down." He scooped up some 
eggs from the platter and some bacon, noting that they did indeed look 
very strange. "Now just calm down ... didn't we agree that we would try 
to talk all our problems out quietly?"


"PROBLEMS? WHAT PROBLEMS?" Laura felt a little hysterical ... 
everything had been going so smoothly, so beautifully ... how could 
there suddenly be the enormous problems he was talking about?


"Well, for one ..." Don tried using his most calming and reassuring 
voice, "for one thing ... uh, have you ever taught them anything about 
the, well, the facts of life?"


"Don ... really sometimes I don't understand you ... they get all those 
things at school ... they have hygiene classes and things like that 
..."


"Yes, but have you ever told them anything ... actually sat down and 
answered their questions?" His stomach felt tight as he gulped down a 
second cup of coffee. He observed his wife's pretty face as she blushed 
a deep pink and searched for words.


Laura felt the tears starting from her eyes, and angrily brushed at 
them. Why was he going on about this? The children were much too young 
to really be interested in that sort of thing.


"Why they're just babies!" she blurted out, rising from the table 
hurriedly. The china rattled and coffee sloshed from Don's cup as she 
pushed her chair away. It had turned out to be a horrible morning! 
Their first argument. Laura rushed from the room, feeling hurt and 
upset. Why was Don being so mean to her? And about such a silly thing!


She went into the bathroom to throw cold water on her face before she 
started looking bloated and red, and while there, she thought angrily, 
"Why, when they have questions they'll come to me with them!" But she 
didn't expect that for another year or so ... they were so young for 
their ages anyway!


When a few moments later she heard the front door slam, she burst into 
tears again, at how unfair Don was, criticizing her that way ... for no 
apparent reason!


She spent the entire day in her room. Once she heard noises outside and 
she figured the kids were making themselves lunch. But she stayed in 
the bedroom, she just couldn't face them or anyone else for that 
matter. She was reading a good mystery novel that helped take her mind 
off things, and she lay propped up by pillows turning the pages slowly 
and occasionally looking at the clock to see if it was almost time for 
Don to be coming home. By the time it was 5:00 she rose and went into 
the kitchen. He just wouldn't be getting a special meal tonight, she 
thought, ruefully looking into the freezer compartment of the 
refrigerator, and withdrawing two TV dinners. While they were thawing 
in the oven she went into her room and put on a lounging robe that she 
knew Don particularly liked. Then after brushing her black curls into 
place on her shoulders, she went down the hall to see how the children 
were. They seemed to be awfully quiet.


She knocked on Rick's door and after a few seconds, his groggy voice 
replied, "Ye ... es?"


"It's mother, Rick, how are you feeling ...?"


"Oh, I was sound asleep ... so is MaryAnn ..." came the answer.


"Oh, well, I won't bother you then ... I just wanted to see if you'd be 
wanting dinner ..."


"No thanks, Mom ..."


"All right ... get some rest then," she replied, turning from the door, 
without bothering to open it. As her footsteps echoed down the hall, 
MaryAnn returned to her brother's bed from the bathroom where she had 
hidden at the first knock. Her nude young body slipped quickly beneath 
the sheets beside her brother, and she was delighted to feel his cock 
rising against her leg, thick and strong again, after their last 
lovemaking.


"Darling," she sighed, lowering her hand to caress its warmth.


"Shall we do another page of the book," Rick whispered, reaching under 
the pillow and withdrawing the now dog-eared pamphlet.


*   *   *


The next morning as the sun streamed in through the window Laura 
declared she felt ill, and didn't get up to fix Don's breakfast. She 
had been surprised the evening before to find when her new husband 
returned from work, that instead of having softened and apologized to 
her for that morning's argument, he seemed more determined than ever to 
discuss the matter of the children with her. The frustrating discussion 
had gone on until they were both ready for bed, and once under the 
covers, Laura waited for him to reach out for her. Instead, he said, 
"I'll handle the situation myself from now on ... if you want to know 
the truth ... you're a lousy mother!"


Now, still in bed, the slam of the front door, and Don's parting words 
still in her ears, she fried to control her irrepressible tears.


"Don't bother to make dinner," he'd said, "I'm picking Rick and MaryAnn 
up from school this afternoon ... and we'll eat out and take in a 
movie!"


It had been the first night since their wedding that they hadn't made 
love, and Laura felt overwhelmed by the implications of this depressing 
fact. The beautiful dream she'd created of her marriage seemed to be 
bursting before her very eyes like a giant soap bubble.


*   *   *


Don felt very unsure of himself as he left work early to go pick up his 
stepchildren. He regretted having been so blunt with Laura, but it 
really seemed the only way he could get through to her sometimes ... 
and even now, he was certain that she didn't understand a word of what 
he was saying. Doubts plagued him about the wisdom of his decision ... 
maybe Laura was right after all, and he should just let the whole thing 
drop ... but on the other hand, the memory of the kid's faces as they 
demanded answers to their questions that night at dinner haunted him, 
and made him hold firm. They needed some kind of guiding hand all right 
... there was no doubt about that. Otherwise one day he and Laura might 
have real trouble on their hands. Better to nip the whole thing in the 
bud! As the idiomatic phrase ran through his brain, for some reason Don 
visualized the twin young buds of his young stepdaughter's breasts, as 
they had presented themselves to him three quarters bare across the 
table at Il Faro's. She was going to have some build when she was fully 
grown, considering that she was only fourteen now!


He tried to dismiss the thought from his head as he approached the 
school, but he started wondering again about just how much experience 
MaryAnn had had ... was she seeing boys? He recalled the odd pressure 
on his knee the other night at the restaurant, and although his mind 
told him it had to have been a mistake, his dormant penis leapt to 
semi-erect state.


Don was sure that it was because he had gone a night without making 
love to his wife's lusciously responsive body. His own body had grown 
accustomed to the luxury of their daily lovemaking, and he was 
surprised at how much he felt its lack.


As he arrived at the school block he saw hundreds of children of 
various ages swarming around, and he drove slowly looking for his. He 
had knocked on their doors that morning telling them first that they'd 
better get to school that day no matter how they felt, and second, that 
he was going to pick them up afterwards. Now, after several minutes had 
passed and still he didn't see them, Don worried that his invitation 
had sounded more like some kind of punishment than anything else. 
Suppose they just didn't bother to show up!


Just as he was getting ready to drive off, the side door of the Chevy 
opened and a sultry young voice inquired, "Looking for me, handsome?"


He jumped and turned to see MaryAnn getting into the car beside him.


"Where is your brother?" he inquired, looking around.


"Oh, Rick has track practice and he was sure you wouldn't mind just 
taking me out anyway. They're finishing up the season ... you know only 
a few more weeks of school before vacation." MaryAnn adjusted her short 
miniskirt across her thighs and reclined against the car seat.


"Oh ..." Don answered. This wasn't quite what he'd had in mind, but he 
supposed there was no reason why he couldn't try to make friends with 
MaryAnn by herself.


"Well, where would you like to go for dinner?" he asked, starting up 
the car. "And I thought we might take in a movie after ... would you 
like that?"


MaryAnn looked sideways at her stepfather. He really wasn't bad, she 
thought ... and a movie would be fun ... she knew just the one she 
wanted to see! She was prepared to enjoy herself. Something about her 
newly acquired womanly status made her feel very sure of herself, very 
superior. Now she really knew what it was all about, and her sweet 
young genitals reminded her almost constantly of their most recent 
plunder by sending little sparkles shooting through her from time to 
time. She gazed out the window as they headed for her favorite Chinese 
restaurant and thought lovingly of her brother, and of his expanding 
knowledge of her body and its secret pleasures.


As she and her new father walked into the restaurant, she was sure that 
the people who turned to watch them walk past thought they were lovers, 
and she giggled at the thought. When they sat down and Don asked her 
why she'd giggled, she told him, and he said, "Don't be silly ... 
you're just a child!" He almost bit his tongue after he said it ... why 
he was beginning to sound just like Laura, for crissakes! Why was he 
always letting MaryAnn get the better of him? Obviously, she wasn't 
quite the child either he or Laura thought she was, as he gleaned from 
her answer. Batting her long silken eyelashes as she had seen her 
mother do, she replied.


"I'm not a child, Daddy," she called him for the first time, "... I'm a 
woman. Can't you tell?"


"Fine ..." Don answered gruffly. "Now what do you want to eat?"


MaryAnn smiled calmly to herself and glancing at the menu, started to 
order.


*   *   *


It was pitch dark by the time they reached the movie theater and Don 
was glad. He felt somehow safer in the dark with his young charge. And 
what a charge she was!


He couldn't quite believe what had gone on under the table of the 
Chinese restaurant, but his earlier suspicions had been definitely 
confirmed. MaryAnn had taken every opportunity to brush her knees 
against him, and once she had even dropped her fork and bent low to 
pick it up, letting her fingers trace a few inches up his pants leg. He 
still felt a little shaky about the whole thing, and didn't even bother 
looking at the billboard outside the theater to see what movie it was 
that MaryAnn had insisted upon seeing. He noticed that she nodded to 
the ticket taker who seemed to know her and also noted that the same 
fellow gave him a very curious look.


But once they were inside the large movie theater, he was caught up in 
the coming attractions that were flashing on the screen, and looking 
forward to munching the candy and popcorn he and MaryAnn had bought, he 
pushed all the embarrassing events of the early evening to the back of 
his mind. A great picture was coming next, one that he was sure his 
wife would like to see and made a mental note to mention it to her. He 
settled into the comfortable seat that reclined slightly under his 
weight and resolved to make up with Laura that very evening. It was too 
lonely being angry with her.


It was just possible that he was exaggerating things anyway ... maybe 
the way MaryAnn and her brother were reacting was normal for their 
ages. He'd have to get a book on adolescents and find out. Meanwhile, 
he intended to try to relax and enjoy the movie.


MaryAnn began munching on her popcorn. This was her favorite movie 
theater ... the one she always came to, where they thought she was over 
sixteen. She recalled how a couple of times men had sat down next to 
her during the movies and started to push their legs annoyingly against 
her thighs. She had always jumped right up and changed her seat. It was 
funny, she thought, to be here for the first time with someone else. A 
cartoon came on, and she impatiently waited for it to end, the main 
feature being a film of special interest to her. She had already seen 
it twice, and now she was very interested to see her new stepfather's 
reaction to certain scenes. She wasn't quite sure why it was happening, 
but she was feeling very strange tinglings whenever she looked at Don. 
After all, she had actually seen him making love to her mother and 
heard the incredible things he made her feel. Now that she had had such 
delightful experiences with her brother, she found it hard to stop 
imagining what it would be like to be made love to by a grown man ... 
by her own Daddy!


KISS MY YELLOW FLOWER


The title of the movie scrawled over the screen beneath its original 
Swedish name and then superimposed over a woman's naked belly and navel 
came the credits.


While Don watched, in astonishment, the oversized shot of the woman's 
stomach began to twist and turn slowly beneath the changing credits.


"What kind of movie is this anyway?" he thought ... but before he could 
even complete the thought, the answer was clear, for the camera moved 
upwards on the woman's lean and lovely torso until it panned fully upon 
her firmly pointed breasts. Two enormous nipples stared out from the 
screen in full Technicolor and as the credits slowly disappeared from 
the wide screen, two black hands reached out from behind the woman's 
body and grabbed a full rounded white breast in each palm.


Don jumped and was visibly disturbed. He looked around him sheepishly, 
wondering what people would think of him for bringing his young 
stepdaughter to such a movie. But all eyes were riveted to the screen 
and no one seemed the least bit interested in what was going on around 
them. Don turned uneasily to MaryAnn.


"Uh ... MaryAnn ... this is no kind of movie for you to see ... I ... 
uh ... think we'd better leave ..."


"Don't be silly ..." MaryAnn chastised him. "I've seen this movie a 
thousand times ... besides, I think you'll like it!" she said, her 
mouth full of popcorn as she lightly let her hand fall upon Don's arm 
as she spoke.


Don was shocked to feel a violent tremor traverse his body at his 
stepdaughter's touch. Startled into silence, he turned once more back 
to the screen. The actors were speaking slow dreamlike sentences in 
Swedish and the English subtitles were imprinted below the images of 
the integrated couple. But the words had little importance, for what 
was transpiring on the screen was of such a nature that Don could 
hardly tear his eyes away.


The huge black man and the petite young Swedish girl were now shown in 
their entirety. Both were completely nude and both completely beautiful 
representatives of their races. Together they formed an incredibly 
erotic tableau of black and white, their bodies molding together in a 
sensual pattern that at first glance seemed purely abstract, until it 
was clear that the two were interlaced, he enormously tall and proud; 
she small and shy, although voluptuously formed.


The two kissed, their bodies sliding close together in a standing 
position and Don watched the black man's hands move slowly up and down 
over the girl's slender back, his fingers playing an imaginary keyboard 
upon her naked flesh. When he cupped the blonde girl's tender pink 
buttocks up in his large black hands, Don gasped to see, for the first 
time on the screen, the black man's enormous penis jump, bulking 
upwards between him and the girl, moving against her flat white belly, 
growing in size as he ground her closer still towards his muscular 
body.


God it was big! Every bit as big as his imagination had always told him 
a black man's penis might be ... although he knew that stereotypes were 
silly. Still, it was clear that like white men, at least some of these 
dark-skinned men had cocks of tremendous girth!


His own cock began to stir between his legs and he could feel his balls 
contracting slightly, the way they always did when he was getting 
excited. Meanwhile, on the screen, the two beautiful people were 
rubbing persistently against each other, and from time to time, the 
man's dark purplish cock would slip sideways, giving the camera and the 
movie audience the full benefit of its large bulbous head, already 
shiny with moisture, the tip apparently a good six inches in 
circumference.


Slowly, almost imperceptibly, while still mouthing the unintelligible 
words, the two were making their way back towards a large double bed 
that was in the background. Don looked down at the subtitles. 
Unbelievable, they were discussing politics! His eyes returned to their 
undulating bodies, now shot from above, the girls small hand clung to 
the large fleshy pole of her dark lover's penis as she pulled him along 
toward the bed, a radiant smile upon her lovely face.


Then they were on the bed, the girl's face filling the screen, her 
blond hair fanning out over the pillow ... her eyes fluttering, the 
pupils a deep blue, wavering ... then a long sigh ... and they rolled 
back up into her head.


WHAT THE DEVIL WAS GOING ON? Then she spoke the subtitles read: "Oh, 
yes, Abdul with your hand ... I always love your hand."


There were more sighs and the girl's expression became almost angelic, 
her sighs turning to hums and she moved her head back and forth, her 
eyes now ecstatically closed.


Don's cock was a rock! He was sweating like hell, although the theater 
was air-conditioned. Suddenly, he remembered that MaryAnn, his 
fourteen-year-old stepdaughter, was sitting there right next to him, 
watching this too! He turned to her and noticed first that her hand was 
still resting on his arm. He was about to speak, but he saw to his 
astonishment that his stepdaughter's expression was almost identical to 
the young girl's on the screen. She seemed to be in a hypnotic trance, 
watching the lewd film ... and what was more, Don thought, it was not 
the first time she'd seen it! In the dark, her pert young features were 
illuminated by the color from the screen. Her face ... so like her 
mother's ... was alternately dark, alternately light and Don found 
himself staring at her, mesmerized by her youthful beauty. His prick 
jerked inside his shorts, and he realized that MaryAnn's hand was 
moving along his arm. Her small fingers clutched at his arm, and she 
gave a little moan. Don looked back at the screen.


The giant black cock in all its glory filled the front wall of the 
theater, hovering close to something ... what was it ... a long white 
... THIGH! It touched the soft flesh, moving upward ... and then tiny 
fingers ... pink and delicate; came down circled around it, unable to 
encompass its enormous girth, guiding it tugging down on the thickness 
of the foreskin


Don found himself visualizing MaryAnn's hand ... only it wasn't a hard 
ebony cock it was holding ... it was his own still rising prick that 
now throbbed painfully against his leg.


MaryAnn suddenly turned to him.


"It's a hot one, isn't it?" she asked coyly and when he looked at her, 
she suddenly wet her lips with her tongue and bringing her young face 
brazenly close to his, kissed him full upon the lips.


Don's brain whirled as he sat stunned, feeling her hand clutching at 
his arm and now moving up and down along it. Her kiss remained on his 
lips, burning there exactly as if her lips were still touching his. 
Then he felt it. Her hand dropped teasingly to his leg ... wild tremors 
raced through him and his long thick shaft pulsed eagerly. He made a 
small grunting noise. He couldn't let this go on ... no this was ... 
good God! ... this was wrong ... what was wrong with him, anyway?


On the screen, the wide open moist blond split appeared, pink and 
fleshy, framed with softly curled hair ... only to be covered by a dark 
shadow and then the actual object of the black man's trembling cock. It 
just lay there upon the Swedish girl's body, covering her sweet young 
cunt, not entering it, not moving. It was almost too much, to take!


And still Don made no move to remove MaryAnn's hand from his leg. The 
little fingers were crawling now ... crawling upwards ... unmistakably 
toward his helplessly throbbing loins.


"OH, GOD; FORGIVE ME!" Don thought. "I CAN'T STOP HER ... I JUST 
CAN'T!"


Strange images wound round in his brain as Don realized for certain 
what was about to happen. How had it all started anyway? How had he 
found himself in this position? Then MaryAnn's hand was there ... 
smoothing along the hard rocklike shaft of his cock where it bulged 
sideways in his pants. Wild sensations shot through him and it seemed 
as though he had never ever been so excited in all his life.


HOW DID SHE KNOW THESE THINGS? THE CHILD WAS ONLY FOURTEEN YEARS 
OLD!!!!!


His prick jerked uncontrollably, straining against the small hand that 
teased at it and Don gulped, swallowing noisily, feeling as though he 
were about to explode from this forbidden torture by his barely 
maturing young stepdaughter.


MaryAnn's eyes kept watching the screen but her hands moved along until 
she found what they wanted ... her stepfather's rock-hard cock. She 
knew somehow that it would be hard and she sighed softly when her 
fingers reached its reassuring bulk. When Don didn't stop her, she 
smiled, encouraged; and continued, squeezing it beneath the flimsy 
fabric of his summer pants and moving her hand up and down. It felt 
wonderful! So big! Far bigger than her baby brother's ... and she knew 
how good that felt! She squirmed a bit in her seat just thinking about 
it, and continued feeling its ever stiffening warmth beneath her boldly 
insinuating fingers.


"Oooohhh ..." she sighed. "Oh, Don ... you're turning out to be such a 
nice Daddy after all!" She heard her stepfather groan at her words and 
then came the satisfaction of feeling his penis surge upward beneath 
her trembling hand. It was so wonderful!


Don knew that he was becoming involved in something that would 
irrevocably change his life ... and yet he found himself letting it 
happen ... it was as if he were watching the entire scene from afar, 
too far away to change anything that was happening. When he felt 
MaryAnn's sweet young thigh pressing into his, moving sensuously back 
and forth, he welcomed it ... welcomed it and even started to encourage 
her. He couldn't struggle against what he was feeling any longer. 
Almost unconsciously, his hand reached out and made searing contact 
with the soft white flesh of his stepdaughter's leg. Her skirt was way 
above her knees and a wide area of tempting flesh was exposed to his 
hand. She was still eagerly kneading his cock and Don's hand groped 
hungrily at her willingly offered silky skin.


His brain whirled. From the screen a low animal-like growl signaled 
that the black man was ready to enter his pretty Swedish girl friend. 
The entire lewd act could be seen from afar, the camera having pulled 
back so as to encompass the entire room. The blonde girl called out his 
name and then howled ... a bloodcurdling sound that made MaryAnn grab 
hard onto Don's impossibly rigid prick and Don's hand go sliding upward 
toward the high unreachable, forbidden spot between the teen-ager's 
slightly parted legs.


Suddenly, the black and white film couple were fucking ... right before 
Don and MaryAnn's eyes. The black man could be seen pushing and arching 
his back, rearing backwards, stabbing forward, letting his long 
hardened pole of excited male flesh part the tight clenching little 
orifice of the young girl's golden-haired pussy. Although it couldn't 
be seen, one could sense the tender, hair-lined lips between her legs 
straining, the moist pink dabs of flesh between her voluptuous thighs 
moistening, being battered and maneuvered into place as the huge-sized 
cock advanced slowly into her waiting cunt.


Don's fingers assumed lives of their own. He was so close ... Oh, God! 
... so close to that darling puffy little pussy that he knew lurked up 
there between her limply spread thighs.


"Don't let him stop ..." MaryAnn thought. "Oh, let his fingers continue 
..." Her tiny cunt felt like a hot jeweled button between her legs and 
she could feel her nylon panties getting moist from her excitement. 
Tiny ripples of pleasure were running all over her as the large hand on 
her naked thigh advanced inch by inch. IT WAS REALLY GOING TO HAPPEN! 
Her entire being felt warm and receptive ... womanly and delicious ... 
as she knew her first female triumph of seduction. Moving downward ever 
so slightly, she let her snugly covered pussy grind up teasingly 
against the tips of her conquered stepfather's searching fingers.


Don gasped audibly ... he was stimulated far beyond anything healthy. 
He felt his young stepdaughter smooth her hips about ... the warm 
little ass lifting upwards off the theater seat so that his hand was 
cupped full over her hot young pussy! The ultra-hot skin of her 
surrounding thighs parted further and the little mound of her fourteen-
year-old cunt was sliding wetly along his hand. Moisture seeped through 
the nylon of her panties to his skin and through the thin fabric he 
could feel her flattened pubic hair and the twin mounds of soft flesh 
that formed a deep cleft of erotic tissue.


MaryAnn thought she might faint from pleasure. Flushed and excited, she 
leaned upward whispering into her stepfather's unbelieving ear.


"I want to call you Daddy all the time ... Please, Don ... can I call 
you Daddy?"


Don did not ... in fact, could not answer her. Her budding adolescent 
breasts had brushed against his arm and through his sleeve he'd been 
able to feel the taut hard nipples. He couldn't stop his wildly 
fluttering fingers now. They slid and rubbed against her fuzz-covered 
pussy, feeling the hot throbbing of her excited little vagina. He was 
sweating profusely as her frenzied fingers still fumbled at his aching 
penis.


"Daddy ... Daddy ..." he heard her murmuring. "Don't stop ... oh, 
please don't stop!"


The sticky material of her soaking panties had all but disappeared and 
it felt as if he was in direct contact with her enticingly spread 
genitals, but MaryAnn wanted more. Whispering once more in his burning 
ear and once more pressing her breasts into his arm, she implored ...


"Inside, Daddy ... slip your hand under my panties ... do it, please do 
it ..."


"Oh, God ..." Don hissed between his teeth as he suddenly felt his 
fingers pushing aside the passion-moistened crotch-band and moving in 
and under the tight elastic leg band of his teenage stepdaughter's 
panties.


"Yes ... Yes ... yeeeeessss ..." he heard her moan as she squirmed 
upward so that his finger could get under the clinging skin-tight nylon 
material.


Don's breath caught in his throat ... his mouth dry ... his lips 
parched. The way her sparse little cunt curls brushed his fingertip was 
enough to make him go stark raving mad. Then there was the incredible 
moisture ... the youthfully soft slit of her vaginal flanges, tight and 
waiting. He moaned to himself, his eyes staring sightlessly at the 
screen and then let his invading middle finger worm salaciously upward 
through the wet folds of quivering young pussy flesh to the erect nib 
of MaryAnn's wildly twitching clitoris.


"MMmmmmmm ... oooohhhh Daddy ... Daaaaady ... oooooohhhhhhh ..." she 
crooned in a low whisper, her hot little cunt gyrating about so that 
she was fucking herself and he hardly had to move his finger inside the 
minuscule arena of her hungrily throbbing pussy.


The young teen-aged girl seemed so hungry for her stepfather's touch 
... so anxious ... and finally so relieved when he reached her hidden 
secret parts that Don couldn't help thinking to himself ... "... hot 
little number ... hot little bitch of a number ..."


But he tried desperately, even while his finger was sliding about over 
her heatedly squirming pussy and her hand was insistently fondling the 
exterior of the granite shaft of his cock, to remind himself that he 
had to stop what was happening ... to stop because she was only a child 
... only fourteen ... and what was more she was his own wife's 
daughter!


"Oh, Daddy ... inside please ... go inside!"


"No! ... No, MaryAnn I can't... I can't!"


Don whispered urgently, keeping his voice as low as he could, painfully 
aware of their public surroundings.


"Yes, Daddy ... yes you can ... Oh, please ... don't you want to do to 
me what you do to Mom ... don't you ... you know, we've seen you, Rick 
and I ... and we always hear you ... won't you do that to me, too ... 
please Daddy..." Once more her lips grazed his cheek and sought his 
mouth. The sweet honeyed taste of her tongue thrust in between his 
slightly parted lips and urgently, Don's middle finger went worming 
slowly upward into the tiny opening of his stepdaughter's vagina. The 
tiny orifice clung to his finger damply as MaryAnn's mouth clung to his 
... he could feel her tight youthful cunt flesh melting around his 
surging finger, feel her breath hot upon his face, her mouth 
desperately sucking upon his. Up ... up his finger went, feeling all 
her youth and innocence squirming about upon it ... all her pent-up 
desire wetting his curving digit as it snaked up slowly, ever and ever 
higher. A low growl came from her throat and Don felt her little cunt 
contracting and sucking voraciously against his middle finger. Lewd 
thoughts ran through his mind ... if he could just get his cock into 
that tight little pussy ... if only ... But her sweet soft lips were 
caressing his and her face was desire racked and tormented by the 
rising plunder between her trembling white thighs.


This is all my fault ... all my fault ... he kept thinking. But then 
... 0h, God ... what a sweet little pussy ... oh, Jesus! ... His prick 
was about to burst and his finger had suddenly gone as far as it could 
go. Lovingly, he let it revolve teasingly around within the moist 
confines of his fourteen-year-old stepdaughter's pussy and then push 
upward against the straining womb of the half-child.


"... Daddy..." she mumbled softly into his mouth. "... OOOOOHHHHH ... 
Daddy ... OOOOOOHHHHHH Daddy ... I'mmmmmm ... ooooohhhhhh ... 
yeeeeesssss ... doooooo iiiittt ... ddooooo iiitt ... oooooohhhhh ... 
iiii ... looooovve you ... looooooveoooooohhhhhahhhhh ... 
yyyyyyeeeeesssssAAAAHHH!!!"


The softly intoned cries of her climaxing agony met her stepfather's 
whirling mind like a sharp slap in the face, but a slap that caused no 
pain but rather the expanding relief of ecstasy within his tormented 
loins.


God, he was cumming too right there in the goddamned movie theater with 
people sitting all around them. It was unbelievable ... but he was 
cumming too. His finger felt like a greased piston doing its appointed 
job in a tightly convulsing glove of wet flesh that it fitted to 
perfection. What he was doing seemed for those instants, right and good 
... and he knew he was doing it well. She was cumming so deliciously 
around his hard middle finger as he pushed the ridges of pink delicate 
flesh ever forward and upward into the tight wetness of her excitedly 
contracting pussy. Don could feel MaryAnn's thighs quivering and hot 
against his hand and as his own orgasm expanded helplessly beneath his 
stepdaughter's grasping hand, he let his finger ram up against her 
cervix, pinning her effectively to the seat of the movie theater. She 
clung to him, whimpering her joy and holding on as though she might go 
through the ceiling of the theater if she did not.


They shuddered together for long moments, gradually beginning to hear 
the foreign sounds emanating from the screen, gradually separating to 
sit once more staring straight ahead of them.


Don looked back at the lewd film. His trousers were wet and he felt 
uncomfortably sticky with his own orgastic juices. Slowly he withdrew 
his cramped finger from MaryAnn's slippery genitals.


On the screen, the black man and the young Swedish girl were outdoors 
and seemed about to join two other young people for a nude swim.


"Come on ..." Don said quickly, grabbing his stepdaughter by the hand. 
"Let's get out of here!"


Chapter 6


Rick listened, his eyes becoming round saucers of shock and amazement 
as his sister sat opposite him in his room, telling him what she had 
made Don do to her in the movie theater.


When she had finally finished the entire story, Rick realized that he 
had a raging hard-on. He could hardly contain himself. Far from being 
jealous as he would have thought he'd be, he found that the entire 
story had stimulated him no end. It opened up all sorts of 
possibilities that he had never dreamed possible.


"And then he brought you right home?" he asked ... his eyes sparkling.


"Oh, yes ... he wouldn't even speak to me ... wouldn't touch me! 
Dropped me off in front of the house and drove off ... Guess he won't 
be home 'til late tonight!"


"Yeah!" Rick replied. "Mom's gonna miss him!"


"I'll bet!" MaryAnn laughed.


"MaryAnn? Do you think ..."


"Do I think what?"


"Do you think that maybe ... maybe I could ... could touch ..."


"Touch what? Who? Rick, will you please say something!"


MaryAnn watched as her brother's face turned scarlet ... and finally he 
blurted out,


"... touch Mom the way Don touched you!"


MaryAnn thought for a moment ... and then replied, "Well, maybe ... 
maybe I could get Don, I mean Daddy," she quickly corrected, "to 
arrange it somehow!" She got up, suddenly excited by the idea and 
started removing her short skirt and blouse. Rick sat watching, his 
young penis throbbing expectantly.


"Meanwhile, baby brother ..." MaryAnn said smiling and removing her 
bra. "Maybe you'd like to practice with me ... even if I am only your 
sister!"


The gently pulsating tips of her upcurved breasts approached Rick's 
face as MaryAnn slowly and deliberately approached him, her young body 
swaying as she walked. Her thumbs hooked against the edge of her 
panties and she peeled them down over her rounded young hips and the 
whiteness of her thighs as she reached him.


Rick bent low to inhale the gentle fragrance of her light brown, fuzz-
covered pussy and as he did so, he clasped his arms around her small 
naked waist and drew the warm, mysterious triangle of his sister's 
loins tightly against his face.


*   *   *


Don finally drove back to the house. He'd been in three bars and had 
had twice as many double scotches. His eyes felt bloodshot and he knew 
he reeked of whisky as he turned his door key in the lock. He had 
seriously considered going elsewhere for the night, but the thought of 
a hotel made him certain he would do away with himself in despair and 
the only place for him after all was said and done, was home.


All the lights in the living room were off. A bad sign, he thought. 
Laura had not even left a waiting lamp for him. Stumbling in the 
darkness, he sensed all of their presences in the house ... the child-
woman, MaryAnn ... it made his blood run cold to think of her ... her 
brother ... he recalled what she'd said about the two of them watching 
him and Laura ... Watching, for Chrissakes! As he reached the door to 
his bedroom, he became suddenly absolutely furious with his new wife.


"Laura!" he yelled as he entered the room. "You little cunt! This is 
all your fault!"


Laura sat up brusquely in bed, rapidly turning on the bed lamp. Fear 
contorted her beautiful face ... fear and surprise. She was the one who 
had planned to be angry when her husband finally returned home. Well, 
there was no question of that now. None at all! She had never seen him 
look like that ... never known him to go out drinking.


"What's wrong?" she asked meekly, cringing back under the covers. She 
was alarmed when Don just stood there, wavering on unsteady feet, 
glaring at her ominously. She wondered what he was going to do ... and 
for the first time since she had known him, she began to think that she 
had married a complete stranger. This growling ape standing at the 
bedroom door so little resembled the man with whom she'd chosen to 
spend the rest of her life that she began to tremble just watching him.


Slamming the door behind him, Don started toward her.


"Don!" she cried. "You've been drinking, you ... you stay away from me 
..."


Don fumed, walking still closer. "You idiot! Of course I've been 
drinking. I should think that would be perfectly obvious ... even to 
someone as blind as you are!"


Tears sprang from Laura's eyes as the words hit her. "Oh, God!" she 
thought. "Oh, Dear God!"


Horrified, she saw that Don was removing his clothes. He sat down 
heavily on the bed beside her and she moved as far as possible to the 
other side. First he kicked off his shoes and then his socks. He stood 
and unloosened his belt, letting his pants fall to the floor. Laura 
thought she glimpsed a big stain on the front of his shorts, but she 
couldn't be sure. The whole scene was so completely unreal ... nothing 
seemed normal. As Don pulled his shorts down, Laura was shocked to see 
his prick in a state of full erection, the bloated head poised in mid-
air, angry and red as his face.


"You like it, baby?" Don asked lewdly, shaking the swollen cock up and 
down with one hand.


Laura's mouth hung open. He had never spoken to her like that before 
... never done such a ...


"Well, Daddy's gonna give you a little taste of it ... like you've 
never had before!" His words interrupted her thoughts. Completely nude 
now, he knelt back on the bed and reached over, roughly pulling the 
covers away from her trembling nightgowned form.


"Don ... don't!" she cried, "don't ..." But he was tugging at her new 
yellow silk gown, tearing it away from her breasts, revealing their 
lushness to his fury.


"I hate yellow!" he bellowed suddenly. "Don't ever let me see you 
wearing it again!"


Sobs racked Laura's firm, supple figure as she tried to scramble away 
from her husband, but his hands gripped her breasts gruffly, pulling at 
them and fumbling at the nipples ... pushing her down until she was 
trapped on the bed.


"You bastard! ... you're hurting me ... let me go ... let me go!"


"Shut up! I'm sick of your bullshit!" He screamed back at her. "What 
you need is ... is ..." he tried to think of some punishment that would 
fit her crimes, but he never finished the sentence.


"But what have I done? Don! What have I done????" she cried, still 
trying to stop his kneading hands as they tore at her voluptuous 
breasts.


"It's not what you've done ..." Don replied. It's what you haven't 
done! Now ... turn over!"


"What?!"


"Turn over, I said!" He flipped her over, pulling part of the sheet 
with her and when she lay crying beside him on her stomach, he watched 
the rise and fall of her white quivering buttocks as they shook with 
each trembling breath she took. He pulled away the sheet and then the 
still-clinging fabric of her yellow gown where it was bunched around 
her waist.


His wife's gleaming cream colored skin appeared in its full nudity, the 
well-rounded softness of her buttocks staring defenselessly back at 
him. Her exquisite beauty maddened him tonight and he could only think 
of ways to humiliate her ... to torment her. His cock ached dully and 
he felt prey to a horrid kind of desire that no normal loving could 
cure.


He thought of beating her, but that wasn't the answer. Then, as he 
continued to observe her helplessly wavering ass cheeks, he had a 
sudden inspiration and reaching over, with his thumbs pressing outward, 
he spread the full white globes. Leaning over, he peered inside the 
warm deep crevice of his wife's nakedly trembling buttocks.


"What are you doing?" Laura started to say, but she felt his hand on 
the back of her head and found her face suddenly pushed down hard into 
the mattress, and afraid of what he might do to her, she abruptly 
stopped talking.


With growing panic, she felt him begin to probe inside her now 
widespread buttocks. His fingers were roaming over the open split, 
teasing and exploring. He had never touched her there before. Her dazed 
mind sensed in horror that he was going to make her submit to some kind 
of horrible indignity, and even as she realized it, his middle finger 
was pressing experimentally at her tiny puckered anus, spreading it, 
teasing it ... and then suddenly, painfully, it popped up to the first 
knuckle into the tight virgin hole.


"Aaaaarrrggggg ..." she cried out. "NNOOO ... Don ... Oh, God ... 
NNNOOOOOOOO!!!"


"What you need is a good straightening out ... you like to wag your 
little ass around, don't you? Well, wag it like a good little girl for 
me now!" Don knew his words weren't making much sense, but he was 
getting so much pleasure from them and from the sight of his wife 
squirming on the end of his finger, her firm, well-curved ass trembling 
helplessly upward at him, that he smiled with diabolical glee.


Savagely, he wormed his finger in further, feeling the tight little 
hole expand unwillingly at the forced pressure. Laura winced in pain 
and cried out again, but it only caused him to move his finger around 
still more within the dark, defensively clenching confines of her 
virgin rectum. The rubbery outer lips gave a little beneath his 
prodding and encouraged, Don stuck in another finger.


"AAAAAAAARRRRRRRGGGGGG!!!!!!!"


Laura screamed again and again, desperately trying to get away from the 
maniac she'd married. But Don pinned her back down to the bed with his 
other hand pressed into her back and continued his attack. He 
maneuvered around so that he was kneeling back between her legs, 
looking directly down into the widespread area of her rectum.


"Please stop ... oh ... oh ... oh ... please ... please stop ..." She 
was crying now. She had never felt such pain ... such humiliation.


Her entire backside spread open like that ... and him looking in ... 
his fingers working at her secret feminine flesh ... it was so awful! 
She could feel the air blowing across her normally tightly protected 
rectal channel and the strange intrusion of Don's fingers was the most 
unnatural thing she'd ever felt.


"Kneel up!" Don commanded.


His words sounded obscenely in her ears and at first, she could not 
respond.


"I said KNEEL UP!" he shouted, ramming his two fingers hard into her 
already aching anal passage.


The sharp pain stunned her, but somehow she hoped that by obeying him 
she would end her torment faster. Perhaps if she changed her position, 
it wouldn't hurt so much. Obediently, and on shaky knees, she lifted 
herself up, presenting him with the wide-stretched moons of her 
buttocks as she rested her hot flushed face upon the perspiration 
soaked sheet. She kneeled there panting like a trapped animal. It did 
hurt less like this, she realized and for some reason his fingers 
remained still for a moment. Then, oddly, his fingers were moving 
backward ... out! Her still clenching rectum closed up again behind 
their withdrawal and she could feel pure blissful relief all along her 
rectal passage. Slowly ... slowly they moved and then they were 
completely out. A small popping noise accompanied their exit and Laura 
was surprised to feel a weird kind of pleasure back there ... totally 
different from anything else she'd known. There was something about her 
position that was causing it ... something about her buttocks being 
spread lewdly open like that ... the curly tendrils of her pussy were 
also being spread apart by her almost obscene kneeling position and she 
felt exposed ... completely exposed and at the mercy of whatever her 
husband might do to her next.


Surprisingly, she wanted him to make love to her. Funny little thrills 
were racing along her spine and her fear seemed to be making her 
excited! She was conscious of the fact that Don could really do 
anything he wanted to her now ... even kill her if he wanted to! The 
thought of his superior strength sent a perverse shiver from the tips 
of her toes up to the nape of her neck. In spite of everything, a 
growing desire for her husband was sprouting in the pit of her stomach. 
Her tense vagina felt open and empty and she longed to feel his 
hardened cock entering her from behind. Oh, God, she wished he would 
take her now!


Timidly she whispered, "Oh, Don ... darling ... take me ... take me 
..." She felt her husband's body approach hers and she invitingly 
rotated her white trembling behind around a little in lewd 
encouragement. His huge rock-hard cock grazed the naked flesh of her 
buttocks and she felt a giant tremor of lust in her loins.


"Ooooooh!" she groaned out into the bed below.


"Bitch!" Don yelled. "Take it in your hand!"


Obediently, his new wife's hand reached back behind herself and she 
enclosed the long pole of his penis in her palm. GOD; IT WAS BIG! 
Shivering with anticipation, she clung to its girth and tried to 
position her pink, already moist pussy so that he could enter her 
easily from his kneeling position. To her dismay, he stopped her 
quickly.


"Not there! Oh, no! It's not gonna be that easy!"


Laura cringed as she felt her husband move his cock from her hand, 
prying her fingers away so that he could put it where he wanted it. 
Sheer panic almost blinded her and she clenched her eyes shut as she 
felt him place the huge blunt tip of it against the tight hairless 
opening of her rectum.


Don leaned back so that he could watch his cock going in. He observed 
it as it took up a big place in the soft yielding crevice, worming its 
way into the tightness of her anus. He could hear her pleading 
desperately beneath him, but it didn't matter. Her ballooning buttocks 
remained perfectly positioned for his cock, submissively pointed 
skyward while he strained hard against the tiny, tightly resisting 
nether ring. It seemed as though it wouldn't go in. Laura was 
whimpering and moaning now and he was getting impatient. His balls 
ached and his cock was tingling. Suddenly he pushed with all the 
strength he could muster and like a huge battering ram, the thick, 
bloated prick surged forward, the red, swollen head popping inside her 
clenching anus with a sudden, brutal thrust.


"AAAAAARRRRRRGGGGGGG!!!!!" Laura screamed, the sudden entry into her 
virgin passage of such an enormous instrument caused searing flashes of 
white to form behind her tightly closed lids. The pain was astounding 
... she couldn't remember what it felt like not to feel pain. It was 
everywhere inside her ... all around her ... an integral part of her.


The burning passage of her anus felt stuffed and torn, and she knew 
that she would never be the same back there. Hatred welled up in her 
for what her husband was doing to her ... he was ruining her for life!


Above her, Don moaned in ecstasy, letting his giant cock sink all the 
way in until the flat surface of his hard belly smacked against the 
bulging moons of his wife's hopelessly impaled buttocks. As he went 
further and further into her, Laura groaned louder and louder, gasping 
for breath as though it were blocking her wind passage. Don closed his 
eyes and abandoned himself to the luxurious feel of her tight clamping 
nether lips, rippling in rhythmic convolutions around his hard, driving 
prick. It felt incredible! He began to saw mercilessly into the soft, 
gently throbbing regions of her defenseless anal canal.


As the plunder of her abused rectum continued, Laura felt the pain ease 
a little. It wasn't much at first, but it helped. The white searing 
flashes were gone and then as she heard her husband's moans of pleasure 
behind her and grew more accustomed to the odd slapping of his stomach 
against her buttocks and the strangeness of his invading rod sunk deep 
in her anus, that other sensation began to return. That strange kind of 
pleasure that seems to grow out of pain! It was a dull pleasure ... a 
different pleasure. There was something obscene about it ... it reached 
different nerve endings from those she was used to. And then again ... 
something about her very helplessness served to make her feel another 
surge of masochistic pleasure. Don was obviously punishing her for 
something ... something she did not understand ... but nevertheless, to 
her distorted mind, it seemed that she might need punishing! If only 
for this new lust she was beginning to feel ... if only for beginning 
to enjoy her punishment!


"OOHHHOOOOOHHHHHH!!!" she gasped, feeling the tiny rippling waves of 
excitement start to overcome her. Absurdly, she began to move backward 
to meet his forward thrust ... the wiggle of her ass upward to greet 
his powerfully working loins.


"Aaaaahhh! AAAAAAHHHHHHHH!!!!" she sighed as the sensuous thrills 
expanded from her abused anal tunnel to every part of her now totally 
submissive body. She knew it was wrong, and knowing this made her enjoy 
it all the more ... in fact, every time she visualized herself as 
someone else might see her, kneeling like this, being sodomized by a 
hardened male cock, she felt an undeniable surge of pure passion. She 
felt as though she was truly his--his willing slave!


Pounding furiously into her, Don felt exhilarated by his dominant 
position. He heard the change in her cries and realized what was 
happening. Feeling hot flashes of desire spiraling through his driving 
penis, he pushed it deeper into her anus and left it there a moment, 
then wormed it around and around in her back passage by grinding his 
hips back and forth and up and down. Her cries of mixed pain and 
pleasure were mournful and ecstatic. He pulled almost all the way out, 
leaving only the gigantic head buried within the tight elastic opening, 
paused a second, only to plunge into her to the hilt in one long 
agonizingly slow stroke. His balls slapped up against her exposed 
pussy, alive with sperm. He knew he couldn't last much longer ... it 
was a miracle he had been able to last this long! Now he quickened his 
pace, slipping into her hard and fast, battering against her white 
shaking buttocks. His hands dug into her waist, his breath came 
haltingly from his open mouth. He could hear her moaning his name and 
as he pulled her already widespread cheeks further apart with his 
thumbs, she started a low, throaty whining noise that almost sent him 
out of his mind.


"OH, FUCK!" he cried out, his cock swollen to undreamed-of proportions, 
the thick head pressed hard by his wife's contracting rectum, as her 
entire body shivered and quaked. He reached under her and grabbed onto 
her dancing swaying breasts, one large mound of flesh fully occupying 
each hand.


"Oh, baby ... oh, baby ... oh, yeah ... baby ... YEAH!"


Laura fucked back at her husband with renewed fervor, her untouched 
pussy contracting on its own in response to the signals from her 
rectum. She was cumming too!


"OH, GOD, DON! OH, IT'S GOOD! SOOOOO GOOOOOOD!!!!!"


Her new husband gasped and gave a mighty thrust into her hotly 
clenching depths and his wife's wildly clutching behind responded 
hungrily.


His hot thick semen came in wave after gushing wave of unabashed 
pleasure as his orgasm climbed to dizzying heights. It seemed as if he 
had never cum before. He realized that Laura was collapsing on the bed 
beneath him, her body convulsing as though she were having an epileptic 
fit. Her anal muscles were climaxing all around his cock, milking and 
massaging at it as it had never been massaged before. Tears of delight 
sprung to his eyes as he smashed his wife's moaning, twisting body 
beneath his, his spending cock still deeply thrust between the gyrating 
cheeks of her soft, still gently trembling buttocks. He could feel his 
own cum expanding within the tight passage of her bowels doubling back 
onto his cock.


It felt warm.


And slippery.


And good.


*   *   *


Rick and MaryAnn slipped down from the window from which they had 
witnessed the sodomizing of their mother.


"Whew," Rick said.


"Whew is right!" MaryAnn echoed.


They started making their way back to Rick's room.


"Do you think I caused all that?" MaryAnn asked.


"Do you want to try it?" Rick asked, ignoring his sister's compliment-
fishing and slipping his hand beneath her skirt, feeling the soft naked 
surface of her small rounded buttocks.


MaryAnn shivered.


"If you'll be gentle ..." she whispered, smiling. She was already 
thinking of her next meeting with her stepfather ... what fun that was 
going to be!


Chapter 7


The next day was Saturday, and fortunately for the entire family, no 
one had to get up early. Rick and his older sister lay enveloped in 
each other's arms, dreams of their new exciting adventures and 
discoveries rippling through their heads as they slept. They always 
kept both their doors locked now to guard against unwanted intrusions, 
so they slept peacefully until the sun came streaming in through the 
bedroom window.


When MaryAnn awoke, her bottom still felt a little funny. Her little 
brother had been as gentle as possible, but it had hurt at first, all 
the same. Nevertheless, she was pleased to be able to add a new notch 
to the mental tote board of her womanhood. And as she climbed out of 
bed, leaving her sleepy brother, she enjoyed the dull sensation of pain 
back there as she walked to the bathroom to shower. Things were going 
to beautifully. Why, a few months ago she had been complaining that it 
would be years before she would know the complete joys of being a woman 
and now she knew most all of them!


"Almost!" she answered her reflection in the mirror. "Almost, but not 
quite!"


*   *   *


Laura woke up late feeling a similar dull throbbing pain between the 
now bruised and tender cheeks of her naked buttocks. She awoke to find 
herself in almost the same position she'd been in the night before. She 
was lying sprawled on her stomach, her legs widespread behind her. When 
she looked up with a start, she saw that her husband was still asleep, 
snoring loudly right next to her.


"God, he looks a mess!"


Laura sat up and stretched her long slender arms, recalling with mixed 
pleasure the events of the previous evening. What had gotten into Don, 
anyway? she wondered. What had made him behave that way? She struggled 
mentally about what attitude she ought to take with him ... should she 
be angry ... or more in keeping with the lingering sensual fulfillment 
she was feeling, ought she to be loving and forgiving? After all, she 
thought as she rose to go brush her teeth, he made me feel things I've 
never dreamed of feeling ... perhaps this is just a broadening of our 
relationship. She was still puzzled though and finally decided to play 
it by ear. She would see how her husband felt when he woke up! 
Meanwhile, humming to herself, she took a quick bubble bath and donning 
a blue house-dress, went out to prepare breakfast.


She was surprised to see MaryAnn come down to breakfast, her hair 
neatly brushed and wearing a well becoming dress.


"Well, young lady ... you seem to be wearing skirts more and more these 
days ... what's happening?"


MaryAnn sat down at the table.


"Oh ... got tired of pants ..." she replied casually.


"I see ..." Would she ever understand kids, Laura wondered. "Is your 
brother coming out for breakfast, or don't you know?"


"Oh, sure ... he'll be out in a minute ... What are you making this 
morning? Eggs a la Arabian Nights?"


"You watch your fresh tongue, young lady!" Laura retorted, blushing a 
pale crimson. "We're having French toast."


"Oh, one of Dad's favorite dishes!" MaryAnn replied, gulping down her 
orange juice.


Laura stopped what she was doing. Had she heard correctly? Had her 
rambunctious daughter called Don "Dad" for the first time? She decided 
not to say anything ... but she felt a rush of delight that Don had 
finally gotten through to her ... perhaps everything was going to be 
all right after all!


MaryAnn sat watching her mother go through this series of thoughts. She 
looks good this morning, she thought, considering what she went through 
last night! She observed how her mother bustled happily into the 
bedroom, temporarily suspending the first batch of French Toast.


"Good!" she thought gleefully. "She's gonna get ol' Dad up!"


Laura stood over her husband, looking tenderly down at him. Poor dear, 
she thought ... he must have been out celebrating his nice evening with 
the kids. I'll just have to caution him about drinking so much! She 
bent over and kissed him gently on the lips.


In Don's dream, MaryAnn's legs were spread wide over him and her juicy 
little pussy approached his lips, brushing them with the delicate fuzz 
of her cuntal mound. He pushed his tongue out, reaching for the tender 
cleft of her baby cunt


"Wha--what!" he woke with a start as his wife's tongue responded to his 
probe. Instantly, he was aware of everything that had happened ... 
everything! Guilt consumed him, overwhelming him like a dark gray 
cloak. He could hardly look Laura in the eye.


"Time for breakfast, darling," she said sweetly unaware, and turned and 
swept gracefully out of the room.


Half an hour later, after several more calls into the shower, Don 
appeared at the breakfast table looking haggard and pale. To his 
horror, MaryAnn sat beaming up at him, looking absolutely adorable in a 
short pink print dress. Her brother too, sat opposite her, staring at 
him curiously. To top it all off, Laura, who had been withholding the 
French toast until his arrival, began to chatter on about how pleased 
she was that her "little family" was getting on so well.


Don groaned as he pressed his palm to his thudding forehead and sat 
down. He wasn't able to get down his first gulp of coffee before he 
felt an insistent hand on his knee. He almost sent the hot coffee 
spattering across the table but caught it just in time.


"Careful, Daddy," MaryAnn cautioned, cutting into her toast. "You'll 
burn yourself!"


*   *   *


That evening, Don decided to take Laura out to dinner rather than face 
another family meal ... for he was convinced that from then on his 
pretty stepdaughter would not miss a meal as long as she knew he would 
be there. He lay in bed listening to the sounds of Laura getting ready 
in the bathroom. Breakfast had been far worse than he would have been 
able to imagine. The worst part being that he had found himself 
responding so violently to MaryAnn's touches under the table that he 
thought he'd jump up and fuck her silly right there in front of 
everyone! The fact that he could even imagine such a perverted fantasy 
had shaken him to the marrow ... and now, as he lay thinking about it, 
he began to wonder if he should consider consulting a psychiatrist.


Laura came out of the bathroom wearing something frivolous and 
turquoise. She smiled at him and Don felt his stomach turn into a tight 
knot of anger. Somehow he couldn't get over the idea that it was her 
fault ... if only she were more observant ... cared more about the kids 
... thought more about the important things instead of frivolities! 
God, where was her brain! She had always seemed an intelligent woman 
before they married ... but her wits seemed to have left her the minute 
she said, "I do"!


"Aren't you going to get dressed?" she asked.


"Yes, damn it!" he growled.


He watched tears come to her mascaraed eyes.


"Well, if you don't want to go, darling, we don't have to. You're the 
one who said ..."


"I know ... I know ..." Don grumbled and sat up. "Well, don't stand 
there watching me like a hawk ... go out into the living room ... watch 
the news while I get ready!"


Laura turned and ran from the room and Don felt like kicking himself. 
He walked slowly toward the chest of drawers that contained his shirts 
and underwear and as he was picking out fresh clothes to wear, he heard 
a tapping sound. Looking around, he realized it was coming from the 
window ... and for the first time since she'd said it, Don thought 
about where the kids had been when they were watching! Feeling trapped 
and panicky, he covered his exposed genitals with a pair of shorts and 
dashed toward the window. Sure enough, there was MaryAnn, her angelic 
features distorted by her pressing against the windowpane.


"Open up!" she mouthed.


Shaking with anger, Don threw up the window.


"What do you want?" he almost shouted.


"Shhhh ..." MaryAnn whispered. "I just wanted to tell you that I'll be 
in my room tonight waiting for you."


"You must be out of your mind ..." Don blurted.


"Don't you think we ought to discuss ... what happened? It doesn't 
matter if it's late ... you and Mom have a good time and after ... 
we'll talk." With that, she disappeared from sight and Don heard the 
sound of light footsteps running back around the other side of the 
house. He stood there for a second and then looked out the window. 
Peering down at the ground he saw a worn spot where several pairs of 
sneakers had stood on several occasions. Cursing and muttering to 
himself, he slammed the window back down, resolving to have it boarded 
up or at least frosted the very next day. He hurried into his shorts, a 
T-shirt, and with shaky fingers, buttoned up a shirt. When finally he 
was ready, he tried to make his harried mind a complete blank and 
stepped into the living room.


Laura was sitting in front of the TV. He was surprised to see that she 
had followed his orders to the letter. She was watching the news!


*   *   *


Over a quiet dinner, Don tried being kind, but it took a great effort 
on his part. Everything annoyed him, from Laura's hair to the steak. 
When finally the check came, he breathed a sigh of relief and threw 
fifteen dollars down on the table. As they drove home, he knew that 
Laura was unhappy, but there wasn't much he felt he could do about it.


At home, Laura creamed her face before her mirror and observed her 
husband as he paced nervously behind her. She was afraid to say 
anything.


"Listen, honey," Don finally said. "I've got some thinking to do about 
work ... do you mind if I go out for a while and get some fresh air?"


"Why, no, darling," Laura replied, pleased that at least he had asked. 
And as Don turned and walked out the door, she wondered if when he 
returned that night would he be in a state similar to the night before. 
In spite of herself, a delicious thrill passed through her loins at the 
thought of the submissive torment she had suffered and enjoyed.


*   *   *


When Don returned to the house, he had spent the better part of an hour 
at the corner tavern, a dump that he ordinarily never even glanced at 
twice. Tonight though, it had looked appealing and there he'd consumed 
several stiff drinks before he felt himself able to return home. He had 
not come up with any solution to this problem, but had decided that it 
might be best to talk to his young stepdaughter after all. Perhaps he 
would be able to reason with her, to convince her of the sheer folly of 
her actions.


He tiptoed through the living room and then through the hall leading to 
the children's rooms. His head whirling with alcohol, he stopped in 
front of MaryAnn's door. A light shone from beneath it and he wondered 
if she really was still awake. He hesitated and then knocked lightly, 
wishing afterwards that he hadn't. When there was no answer, he turned 
and breathing a sigh of relief, started down the hall. But before he 
had gone two steps, a small voice called after him.


"... Daddy? ..."


MaryAnn cracked the door and beckoned him inside. With a hollow feeling 
in his belly, Don went in. It was still a little girl's room with 
frills and lace and a few dolls thrown in the corner. Don looked around 
him curiously and as the door closed behind him, his heart started 
beating so loud he thought sure that she could hear it too. She was 
wearing a short, babydoll outfit that just reached the tips of her 
womanly shaped thighs. Don gasped as she passed in front of the light 
and he realized that he could see her cute little pussy right through 
it.


He sat down quickly on a straight backed chair trying to avoid the bed. 
MaryAnn hopped onto the bed and Don found himself staring directly into 
the naked softness of his stepdaughter's full white thighs. MaryAnn 
spread them slightly, exposing the inner pink slit of her vagina framed 
by sparse, beginning curls of pubic hair. She sat primly, but for this 
one glaring exception and Don wanted to yell at her, to scream for her 
to close her legs, but he was only able to stare.


His cock was as hard as a sledge hammer and his mouth had that cottony 
feeling again. He could feel the booze racing in his veins and sitting 
hard in his stomach. God, he couldn't take his eyes off of the zero 
spot between her sweet young legs. There in the soft light, her little 
cunt seemed to beckon him on as surely as though it could speak.


"I'm so glad you came, Daddy ..." MaryAnn said nervously. She had been 
waiting for hours, only managing to stay awake by rereading the sex 
manual from cover to cover. Rick had long since given up and gone to 
his room to bed. But now it looked like it was all going to pay off. 
"Daddy" was here ... actually here in her room with her. She ran her 
tongue over her lips and then spread her thighs a little bit wider.


Don rose silently and approached the bed. Grabbing the young girl by 
her shoulders, he started shaking her hard, but MaryAnn let herself go 
limp and when he paused for a moment, she arched her body upward, 
pressing against him and putting her small pouting lips full upon his.


Her kiss raced through him crazily and his belly and loins flamed up 
along with his jerking cock. The frantic words he'd been about to speak 
were lost somewhere in space and nothing more existed but the child 
whose kiss enraptured his very soul. Slowly she pulled herself 
backwards, pulling her stepfather along with her until she was lying 
flat on her back and he was half sitting, half lying upon her, his legs 
swinging off the bed, his torso crushing down on hers. Realizing what 
was happening, he struggled to right himself, pulling away from her 
clinging, youthful form. Her long fingers moved along his arm as dazed, 
he sat looking down at her. High-tension lines of electricity seemed 
strung from his body to hers as he heard her say:


"Don't you want to fuck me?" she asked and without waiting for an 
answer pushed him back slightly.


"Look," she offered, lifting her nylon gown and showing him the snug 
little mouth of her trembling pussy. She brushed the little lips of 
flesh open on each side, exposing the pink inner aperture to his 
wondering stare. Inside, her nimble fingers insinuated themselves, 
sliding over the tenderest areas.


Don gasped as he viewed the incredible sight of his stepdaughter's 
lovely light brown hair-lined pussy. He felt as though he were 
strangling.


"Daddy ..." MaryAnn moaned as her fingers toyed with her own swollen 
clitoris. "... please, Daddy ... please..."


Don gulped and began ripping off his clothes, throwing them in a 
crumpled heap beside the bed. A voice echoed in his head as he 
unclothed.


Don't do it ... don't do it ...


But it went unheeded as Don's eyes remained glued to the young girl's 
widespread gemlike genitals. She was moaning now and urging him to 
hurry and he was lost in the utter beauty of her voluptuous little 
body. He sat back on the bed, his cock hard and hot and heavy in its 
upright position. Quickly, he removed her nightgown up over her head, 
and in an instant, she was nude on the bed before him.


At the sight of her creamy nakedness, her gentle upcurved breasts, the 
tiny waist that gave onto fine delicate hips and thighs, and in 
between, the working fingers of her own hand manipulating the open 
wound of her tiny pussy ... Don knew he was going to fuck her! There 
was no question about it. He HAD to fuck her.


MaryAnn's desire-filled eyes looked downward toward her stepfather's 
belly and there she saw the full huge looming hulk of his member, red 
and angry looking, piercing skyward.


"Oh!" she said, reaching her hand down to touch it. "It's so big! So 
big!"


Don was sweating. She was touching his cock, her small hand encircling 
it slowly.


"Have you ..." he started. "I mean, have you ever ..."


"Oh, yes ... yes..." MaryAnn assured him, "... now hurry, please ... 
hurry ..."


Don pushed his hands down beneath her, and climbing onto the bed, 
kneeled between the spread legs. The closer he got to her, the more 
beautiful she became. Dizzy, he hung over her, his cock hanging in mid-
air ... then he crushed down onto her body, smashing his mouth onto 
hers, feeling her smallness squirm impatiently beneath his weight. He 
was ravenously hungry for her as she moved tightly up beneath him, her 
arms hugging round his back, her flat naked little belly snuggling 
against the rock-hard spear of his penis. Moving downward and panting 
hard, he let the tip of his aching cock slide into the velvety moisture 
of her tight little vaginal slit, rubbing it up and down along the 
short length of it, the enormous mass of his thick pole spreading the 
baby cunt lips far apart.


The friction was unbelievable! MaryAnn moaned and groaned beneath her 
stepfather's heavy weight, gasping with delight as she felt the 
increasing heat in her nubile cunt. Her hips began a steady rotating 
motion while her legs slid out sideways and then suddenly jerked up and 
clutched around his muscular back.


"Oh, Daddy ... daddy ... I'm ready ... oh, I'm ready for you ..."


Don's heavy cock was resting hard against her nimble body, and now he 
let it press up against the narrow aperture of her tender pussy. It was 
just too much for him to take ... he couldn't take it any more. He 
wedged his hand down between their tightly pressed bodies, circling his 
own throbbing cock. His finger measured the tiny opening of the petite 
girl's vagina.


"God!" he thought. "I'll never fit!"


"Oh, dear Daddy ... please hurry ... hurry!"


Don groaned as he felt her tiny cunt move eagerly up and down on his 
bloated prick. He felt her spreading her thighs apart as far as she 
possibly could until he thought she might split in two from the 
pressure.


"It's okay if it hurts a little, Daddy ... hurry!" MaryAnn whimpered 
fearfully even though her words were brave as she felt her stepfather's 
penis was much, much bigger than her brother's. Yet, she couldn't allow 
herself the thought that it might not go in. It had to. It just had to. 
She strained up against the older man's body, feeling him start to 
tense against her. The tender lips around her throbbing vagina resisted 
the enormous instrument for a moment and then suddenly, something gave 
way, bringing on pain so enormous that MaryAnn's beautiful young face 
turned into the pillow and through her contorted features let out a 
long low wail.


Agonized by the torture MaryAnn was going through, Don stopped all 
movement, holding perfectly still until he was sure she was all right, 
only to hear her whisper through clenched teeth: "Don't stop, daddy ... 
don't stop now ..."


Maddened by her words, Don surged forward again. This time, his 
stepdaughter's minuscule pussy lips spread even further to accommodate 
his splitting ramrod.


"Ooooohhhh ... nnnnnnnggggggggg ... AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH!!!"


Despite her efforts not to cry out, MaryAnn couldn't help herself. She 
had never felt such pain. She gasped for breath.


"Oh, honey ... oh, I'm sorry, baby!" Don crooned at her, but the guilt 
he felt did not erase the ever-growing lust in his aching loins. Still, 
he pushed gently against the warm velvet of her unbelievable tight 
cuntal channel. Unexpectedly, the huge blood filled head was making 
progress into her naked flesh. His long thick penis slipped forward bit 
by bit feeling her moist, quivering furrow squeeze against it. His 
heavy veined member was being inundated by the tight snugness of her 
exquisite young cunt.


"Oooohhhhh ... OOOOOHHHHHHHH!!!!! OH GOD!!" she cried out, over and 
over again. Even though he was inside her, almost halfway in, her tiny 
pussy still felt as though it had been ripped to shreds and she had 
wanted this so. Automatically, she tried to hide her pain while her 
stepdad lay unmoving upon her.


And then, with one massive thrust, the full length of his massive prick 
thundered the remaining distance to her waiting womb.


"AAAARRRRRGGGGG!!!!..." MaryAnn screamed out, filled, splitting, 
bursting apart. "OH ... OH ... OHOHOHOHOH ..."


Don felt as though he had never fucked before, never known as extreme 
pleasure as he was feeling now. He panted heavily as his massive 
throbbing penis, moist from his stepdaughter's vaginal secretions, 
began to piston into the pink of her sweet little hair-lined cunt. The 
tickling hairs of his balls nestled in the crevice of her upturned 
buttocks as he sank deeper and deeper into her now unresisting passage. 
The ragged edges of her pussy were drawn back with each outstroke and 
then when he thrust back into her, they were swallowed up again along 
with his piercing organ.


MaryAnn still teetered on the brink between pleasure and pain but the 
pleasure side was winning. Suddenly she felt an obscene ecstasy take 
hold of her. She was really doing it ... really doing it with Daddy! 
She flicked her tongue wildly into her stepfather's mouth, spreading 
her thighs still wider, giving him even greater access to her wide-
stretched little cunt.


"Oh, yes, Daddy ... do it like that ... like that ... as hard as you 
can ... it's good now sooooo gooooood. YES ... OH, GOD that's it ... 
harder HARDER ..."


Don's cock seemed to expand even more as he heard MaryAnn's lewd 
encouragement. He answered her urgent requests with equally intense 
thrusts, gaining momentum as the rapture of his young ward's lovemaking 
enveloped him. Soft mewling noises escaped her throat as his giant 
piston continued to widen her clasping cuntal shaft.


MaryAnn screwed herself up tighter onto Don's advancing fleshy rod ... 
her cunt nibbling at his penis as though she wanted to devour it. Their 
tongues mingled in ecstatic bliss while together their bodies molded to 
each other's demands, giving and taking, pushing and pulling. She 
writhed incessantly, her face growing more lovely as her passion 
increased. Her neck strained and her long straight hair became a 
tangled mass as her head tossed to and fro.


Don felt like some ancient pagan god, fucking some tender, nubile young 
wood nymph as he rode her budding young body relentlessly.


*   *   *


From his vantage point, Rick could see quite clearly. He didn't even 
bother to hide himself now as he knew that neither his sister or his 
stepfather would be looking over toward the connecting bathroom door. 
He could see his sister's pink, sparsely bearded little cunt swallowing 
up their stepdad's long thick cock, see her tiny puckered little anus 
that he himself had explored the night before, spread wide and working 
beneath his slapping testicles. He clasped his longing cock in his 
hands and downing a surge of jealousy, began to imagine how it would be 
when he would be with his mother. Back and forth his foreskin slipped 
over his young cock which poked out from his crumpled pajamas. He could 
imagine the hot moist walls of his mother's pussy ... imagine his prick 
sneaking right up inside her. She would feel like MaryAnn, only better. 
She would call out his name and play with his hair. "Rickie ... my 
little Rickie," she'd say ... "do it harder ... harder, baby, harder 
..."


*   *   *


"Oh, don't ever stop!" MaryAnn groaned, half witless with desire. New 
pinpoints of lust sprouted as her stepfather lifted her buttocks up 
higher, playing with the hungrily clenching cheeks of her smooth white 
bottom, spreading the cheeks and bringing them back together. Her 
breasts were swollen and taut, her belly quivered against his hardness. 
The flat planes of his thighs smashed against and between her upraised 
cord tensed legs. He adjusted his position, inching ever deeper into 
her never-before plundered young depths, the smooth raw flesh of her 
pussy showing itself equal to his measure. Through glazed eyes, she 
looked at his face, so close to hers with unadulterated love.


With renewed vigor, Don raised up and grabbed her magnificent breasts 
in his hands, holding onto them as he fucked like a wild man into her. 
Pushing upward higher, he watched her ecstatic expression with dawning 
comprehension. He began to run his hands all over her body, feeling 
every sensitive area he could--He was intoxicated by her, smitten by 
the wonderful girl who had become his daughter!


Rick was about to cum, but he held himself back. He thought he'd never 
seen anything so exciting as his sister and stepfather fucking together 
like two untamed animals. He had become caught up in their rhythmic 
loving and he was convinced that his stepfather's cock and his cock 
were one ... and that he could actually feel what he was feeling with 
his sister! Each time his stepfather's massive cock slammed home 
between his older sister's widespread legs, Rick's hand would come down 
hard on his own penis, stretching the foreskin way down until he could 
hardly bear it. He leaned against the bathroom door for support, 
letting the acutely pleasurable sensations wash over him. He had never 
heard MaryAnn utter such low guttural cries and some of the sounds she 
was making were almost frightening. But it didn't matter ... it really 
didn't matter very much at all because Rick knew it was all a part of a 
bigger plan ... a plan that would change his entire life!


Neither Don nor MaryAnn heard Rick's strident cry of release, their 
ears were plugged with their own consuming sounds. In their loins 
burned such heat that it occurred to Don that they might turn into 
nothing but charred cinders if they did not soon complete their 
incestuous act. He knew that he couldn't hold out much longer and he 
could feel his stepchild clutching, hanging onto him for dear life. He 
knew she had been on the verge of slipping away into a climactic orgasm 
for some time and now her slim young hands darted behind his driving 
buttocks pulling him in maniacal frenzy deeper into her young crevice.


"Daddy ... DADDY!!!" she screamed and Don felt her juices suddenly 
flooding around his bursting cock. Groaning with relief, he arched back 
and using his thick pole like a blunt cudgel, smacked into her wet 
crevice, spurting his long withheld white semen high up into her 
hungrily clutching womb.


"AAAAAAAHHHHHH..." MaryAnn's head whirled as the wet walls of her 
clasping vagina dilated around his squirting penis, accepting all of 
the juices it had to offer with greedy need. She felt herself being 
slammed harder down into the crazily squeaking mattress as her 
convulsing young pussy soaked up the last remaining star-bursts of 
orgasm and then miraculously, she lost consciousness.


Chapter 8


It had been eight days since that incredible night in MaryAnn's room. 
Don knew because he had counted them that morning in the office. 
Wearily returning home, feeling tired and irritable, he wondered if his 
foxy little stepdaughter would refuse herself to him again that night. 
For the last two nights, he had gone to her room and they had begun to 
make passionate love ... the kind of loving he had come to crave from 
her tender childlike body, but she had stopped him always at a most 
crucial point ... stopped him and sent him away as though he were some 
kind of teenager. The only explanation she would give him was a cryptic 
one: "Not until you do what I want you to do!"


He thought about it now as he drove home. It was so humiliating to find 
himself at the beck and call of a mere slip of a girl, and yet he was 
unable to rid himself of his strange obsession with her youthful 
freshness. Everything about her had taken on a magical aura and he had 
rapidly learned to sublimate his guilt, but not his desire for her.


As for his wife, Laura ... well, that was going very badly. Right now, 
beside him on the seat of the car lay a large bouquet of roses ... an 
attempt to apologize to her for the way he'd been treating her. He 
pulled into the driveway, trying to block out his brutality with his 
wife for the last two nights. He had returned to their bedroom from one 
of his supposed walks and having been stirred up beyond the breaking 
point by his sensual young stepdaughter, he'd found himself turning 
into a madman with Laura!


Two nights in a row it had happened and the funny thing was that Laura 
seemed to be responding to him more and more the worse he treated her! 
She actually seemed to like it! Nevertheless, this odd fact didn't 
condone his behavior, he felt. He must somehow try to control his anger 
with his wife! He was beginning to feel like a werewolf!


As he walked into the house, he noticed right away that neither of the 
kids was in sight. School had been out for a few days and their 
appearances in the house were sporadic at best. Don never knew when he 
would catch a glimpse of his darling MaryAnn dashing through the house 
on her way to play tennis or wearing a brief, revealing bathing suit on 
her way to the beach.


A recently familiar jealousy loomed up inside him as he saw she wasn't 
there. He had known she was not a virgin, but what he and the boys used 
to call a half-virgin ... a young girl who had had only one or two 
experiences. But the idea of anyone else touching her drove him insane 
now. Those sweet pert breasts being manipulated by hands other than his 
own, the velvet dark tightness of her little ...


"Hello darling!" Laura sang out from the kitchen. There was a wonderful 
scent of roasting lamb throughout the house, and Don hoped that for 
once his wife had been content to just roast it without any fancy 
additions.


"Hello, hon ... here, these are for you!" He handed her the bouquet and 
watched her eyes light up as she unrolled the thin tissue paper.


What is it MaryAnn wants me to do? Don asked himself over and over as 
he absentmindedly watched his wife looking for a vase. What could it 
be? he wondered, even as Laura approached him and pressing her 
voluptuous bosom against him, breathed seductively into his ear, "last 
night..." she whispered, "you were so ... so wonderful!"


"But Laura, I was brutal ... I ..."


"I know ... but after ... after ... I could forgive you anything for 
making such wonderful love!"


The loving I'd intended for your daughter! Don thought ruefully, guilt 
returning to his badly bruised psyche.


*   *   *


It seemed like forever to Don, waiting until it was late enough for 
Laura to go to bed. But finally after watching a TV special, she began 
to yawn and started off toward the bedroom. He watched her go, and told 
her he'd be in after he took a drive around the block. She smiled and 
nodded, no longer questioning him, and closed the bedroom door behind 
her.


After a few minutes, Don got up and turned the television off. Then he 
went to the front door and slammed it, turning and tiptoeing down the 
long hall toward MaryAnn's door. He knew he'd be sorely disappointed if 
she wasn't there after all, but a sixth sense told him that she was. He 
knocked softly at the door, holding his breath until there was a soft 
answer.


"Daddy? Come in, darling!"


Nervously, Don entered, recalling the first night he had entered this 
now familiar room. To his surprise he found both MaryAnn and her 
brother, Rick, sitting completely nude upon the bed. He stammered 
something and started to leave, but MaryAnn asked him to stay.


"Stay Daddy, I ... We want to talk to you!"


There was a surreal quality about what was taking place, and Don felt 
as though he had fallen down a bottomless pit as he faced the fresh 
young nudity of brother and sister. MaryAnn asked him to sit down, and 
he did so with a self-consciousness that made him acutely aware of 
their burning bright eyes upon him. In particular, he felt Rick's 
stare, and although he was but a boy, Don felt that he was being 
appraised as one man sizes up another.


To his surprise, when he looked up at them again, he saw that Rick's 
hands were fondling MaryAnn's delicately protruding breasts. He 
watched, still sure he was dreaming as MaryAnn's hand went down to her 
brother's penis, and she stroked it lovingly until it reached a thick 
hardness. Don's mind reeled and yet he realized that he wasn't really 
very shocked. How could he be? And now the two seemed so natural 
together and the sudden realization that MaryAnn had no other lovers 
but him and her brother Rick elated him, making him feel as though a 
weight had been lifted from his shoulders.


"Come over here, Daddy," MaryAnn cooed, never releasing Rick's 
quivering cock from her grasp.


Don moved over toward them, and sat down beside MaryAnn's frail but 
exquisitely proportioned body. Before he could speak her lips had 
covered his and he could feel his head swimming from the sweetness of 
her mouth. It had been two whole nights since he had sampled her 
darling little cunt. Why, from where HE SAT, HE COULD SEE IT ... COULD 
ALMOST TASTE IT! Automatically his hand went to her breasts, and he 
found Rick's hand already there. Flushed with emotion, he started to 
pull away, but MaryAnn sighed, "I have two, you know ..."


Don returned his hand to the strawberry tip of her nipple.


"I want to ask you something, Daddy ..." she began. "A favor!" As she 
spoke, Don realized that her hand was touching his groin, and she was 
starting to stroke his penis slowly and smoothly. It leapt to 
attention, quivering beneath his pants.


"What do you want me to do ... tell me!" he gasped.


"Do you want to fuck me ... tonight ... now ... Do you want to fuck me 
always?"


"I ... I," he stammered. Her hand was still moving, she was working at 
his zipper!


"You know Rick and I fuck together all the time..." she sighed, 
squirming a bit as her stepfather's hand manipulated one of her nipples 
while her brother's worked the other. "In fact, we just did it!" she 
moaned lazily. Her lewd words seemed to bounce off him, as she groped 
inside his pants, making his cock grow impossibly rigid. The bare tips 
of her fingers ran along the naked pole of his prick and then she was 
holding it hot and throbbing in her hand.


"OH, GOD!" he groaned. "Yes, baby, I want to fuck you, yes!"


"Your wonderful cock is sooo big!" she continued. "I think I want to 
put it in my mouth. Would you mind Daddy?"


With that, she bent low and licked the trembling tip of his exposed 
member, causing him to jerk from the wet contact of her small tongue.


"You could cum in my mouth ... while Rick fucks me!" Her flicking 
tongue circled the entire lewd head and then suddenly her mouth opened 
wide to swallow the whole circumference of it, as her head moved 
downward to force the entire shaft into her throat.


Don's loins were afire. He sat paralyzed by lust, watching the top of 
the young girl's head while her full lips engulfed the pulsing rod of 
his prick, sucking it deep into the warm, wet cavern of her mouth. A 
startling crescendo of sensations whipped through him as he felt his 
stepdaughter's warm, saliva-filled cheeks surrounding his rampant cock. 
He saw her adjusting herself, swinging her body about so that she was 
lying flat out on the bed. Then she knelt up a little, and Rick placed 
himself behind her.


When she apparently felt she was in a good position, she pulled her 
head upward so that only the smooth rubbery head of her stepfather's 
cock was within the confines of her lips. Then suddenly she was bobbing 
her head back down, her tongue licking wildly all the way, beginning to 
suck ... suck like Don thought an angel might suck ... upon his rock-
hard cock!


Her young plush buttocks were wavering behind her, and Rick was poised 
and waiting there, his erect penis in his hands. As if on some hidden 
signal, he moved forward, slipping his rod into the widespread orifice 
of his sister's pink-red pussy, his young cock speeding upward, pushing 
forward with a joyful motion, racing all the way to the end of her 
deep, now widely expanded cuntal channel.


Don winced as Rick's belly slapped against MaryAnn's bottom forcing her 
open mouth hard down onto his engorged flesh. Garbled noises came from 
her throat as she gagged on its mass then wondrously, she was taking it 
all in, sucking first soft, then long and hard. He felt that when she 
had finished with him there would be nothing left ... nothing at all. 
He was being sucked completely dry by his little stepdaughter, while 
her brother screwed into her from behind! With a cry of complete 
surrender to her ... to them both, he grabbed her head in his sweating, 
trembling palms, feeling her silken hair slide beneath his fingers. He 
was acutely aware of the turmoil in her loins as his new daughter 
pushed her soft white buttocks backward to meet the advances of her 
brother's penis. His hard boy's cock was ramming up, making a wet 
sluicing noise to match that of his sister's mouth on Don's turgid rod. 
Rick's features were distorted, his lips pulled back in an unconscious 
grin that gave his entire face an obscene expression that clearly 
portrayed his inner emotions.


Then, impossibly, just as Don was at the point of cumming ... that 
crucial moment before the moment ... she stopped. Her head bobbed 
upward, and supporting herself on her hands, she arched her neck 
backward, still receiving the buffeting blows into her flaring young 
cunt.


He tried to push her head back down onto his straining cock where it 
stood high and dry, suspended in mid-air ... but she was faster than 
he. Motioning to her brother behind her, she quickly slipped away from 
both of them; only to lie spread-eagled on the floor before them. Don 
was peering directly into the streaming orifice that had already that 
week afforded him so many delights. Abruptly, he moved to mount her, 
kneeling down on the floor between her long, lithe young legs. He knew 
that he was no longer in control of himself, but he just didn't care. 
He was aware that Rick was watching him, and that his big cock would be 
following MaryAnn's brother's in the heavenly baby cunt that lay before 
him!


"No ... not yet!" MaryAnn cried out, her voice loud and imperious. "You 
must promise ... first you must promise!"


"God, child! Anything ... But I've got to ... got to ..."


A voice behind him whispered, "I want to fuck Mom!" Much later he 
recalled that the words had made little impression upon him. He heard 
himself replying, "anything ... anything at all!" And his fate sealed, 
he felt a strong push from behind, and MaryAnn's slender white arms 
were raising to him, pulling him forward, his cock was gracing the damp 
precious furrow between her legs. Incredibly, the silken shaft was 
spreading to receive the throbbing head of his lust-hardened cock, her 
hair-lined young pussy was straining at his size, but making it!


The sensation of entering her was so acutely pleasurable that it made 
him want to cry! But in the remote areas of his mind something was 
turning over the odd proposition to which he had just agreed. But all 
depravities had come into the realm of possibility now ... anything was 
possible. He felt two hands massaging his hanging testicles as he 
reached the final squeezing depths of his stepdaughter's quivering 
little cunt, and knew they were Rick's.


"Jesus!" he thought, "what a perverted pair!" And yet his body was 
consumed by hot waves of lust. As if by entering that room he had 
entered hell itself. He reached for the swaying mounds of MaryAnn's 
breasts, his stomach flat on hers, his cock filling her entirely.


"Just like that! That's how I want to fuck MOM ... Just like that!"


Chapter 9


Laura tried to control herself, but she just couldn't help quivering 
with anticipation. Don had gone around all day muttering darkly about 
some kind of punishment. The very word made her tremble with a 
masochistic kind of excitement. Her husband's actions puzzled her, but 
out of love for him, she had found she was quite capable of adapting to 
his new personality.


"It's only a passing phase, no doubt," she told herself while sitting 
under the drying machine at the hairdresser's.


She had read books about men who enjoyed brutality, who found a sexual 
thrill in being mean and domineering with their wives. And the more she 
thought about it, the more she could understand how it was possible to 
actually enjoy such treatment ... as long as it didn't go too far, of 
course.


The more she thought about it, Laura decided that things weren't going 
so badly after all. Whatever Don had planned for her that evening, it 
was mysterious enough to make her day very interesting. In fact, she 
hadn't hardly had a dull day since their wedding! After twelve years of 
boredom and loneliness, Laura thought it was high time she had a little 
excitement in her life. She still felt the results of her long sexual 
deprivation during the years when she had been alone, raising the 
children. She had worked hard, getting sitters to watch the children 
during the day until she got home from one of her tedious secretarial 
jobs. That was why Don's remarks about her being a bad mother had hurt 
so much. Didn't she deserve to rest a little now!


She placed a cake pan in the self-timing oven. Beneath her sun-dress, 
she felt hot and prickly. Her breasts seemed unusually sensitive that 
day, where the nipples pushed against the fabric of her bra, and she 
felt very moist between her full soft thighs.


She decided to read a little bit before starting to fix supper, and 
reclined in the living room chair with a sexy novel she'd picked up 
that afternoon at the drugstore.


"Connie's breathing came heavily," she read with interest. "Her face 
tilted back on the sofa, wore an expression of the pain of waiting for 
the lovemaking that was to come."


Laura knew just how the girl felt. She herself had felt that way with 
Don many times.


*   *   *


Don drove back to the house with the children sitting squeezed in 
beside him on the front seat. He could feel their special warmth close 
to him, and he still smelled the salt air from the beach they had just 
visited. They had gone to the nude free beach and spent a gloriously 
innocent day in the sun and the water.


Tonight, however, was the night ... of that he was painfully aware. He 
had tried to prepare both himself and his wife for an unusual event, 
but he felt dreadfully confused and apprehensive about it. However, he 
had a small package in his pocket which he hoped would make it all 
easier. Something for Laura ... a small wedge of chocolate brown 
hashish. He no longer puzzled the rights and wrongs of what he planned 
... it now only seemed the logical, if bizarre sequel to the already 
strange events that had already taken place.


As they walked up to the house, he recalled that the friend who had 
given him the hash had suggested that it be eaten rather than smoked, 
and as the delicious odor of Laura's cake wafted to his nostrils, he 
proposed to MaryAnn that she devise a special chocolate sauce to go 
with it.


Rick went into the kitchen to help his sister, and he went to find 
Laura in the bedroom. To his amazement, he found her spread out upon 
the big double bed, sound asleep. An expression of bliss still lingered 
upon her lovely features, and her hand remained clutching the downy 
surface of her inundated cunt. She had obviously been playing with 
herself.


Immediately Don felt a longing welling up inside of him and for the 
first time in many days he remembered how much he really loved Laura. 
And the fact that she had obviously just finished indulging in solitary 
pleasure of her own making filled him with lascivious thoughts.


He bent to kiss her, planting a sensuous embrace upon the still 
trembling surface of her exposed pussy. Jerking to attention, she woke 
up instantly, and quickly smiled when she saw him.


"What's for dinner," he inquired, "Lemon cake?


*   *   *


The candles flickered noiselessly, while MaryAnn's record player played 
soft music in the living room. The family of four sat dreamily around 
the dining room table and Laura felt unusually mellow. They had all had 
several slices of cake topped with thick chocolate sauce. She had been 
surprised that everyone found it so delicious, since she felt that the 
odd concoction that her daughter created was not the most fortunate of 
combinations with the lemon cake. However, encouraged by the extreme 
good humor of everyone around her, she consumed her fair share, 
carefully hiding her true opinion of MaryAnn's first culinary effort.


Now glancing around at her beautiful family, it seemed as though she 
had never been as happy as at that moment. The company of the children 
seemed to complement her relationship with Don, rather than distracting 
from it as she had often feared in the past.


Don phoned the liquor store and had several large jugs of Lancer's 
Sparkling Rose delivered, and soon the delicious liquid was tickling 
Laura's nose, and making her laugh. In fact, everything was making her 
laugh suddenly. They were all clearly in the midst of a big 
celebration, but she had no idea just what it was they were 
celebrating! But it really didn't matter ... continuing the festive 
atmosphere was what was uppermost on her mind. She ran into the bedroom 
and returned wearing her sheer harem pants. They seemed perfect for the 
occasion, and satisfied a longing she seemed to feel for things 
mysterious and Eastern. As she reclined against the pillows on the 
living room couch, she felt just like Scheherezade. Don was sitting 
across from her, and Rick and MaryAnn were sitting on the rug in the 
middle of the floor.


"You all look so beautiful! So very beautiful!" she declared, raising 
her glass.


Don sat heavily in the easy chair. "Boy," he thought. "This is the real 
stuff!" The hashish made him feel drowsy at first, but underneath the 
drowsiness, he could feel a subdued excitement a marvelous feeling of 
anticipation ... the feeling that something wonderful was going to 
happen any minute. And in a few seconds it did.


MaryAnn got up to dance. She was wearing a short, cream colored shift 
that swirled outward as she began to turn exposing the upper region of 
her thighs and the tender mounds of her naked buttocks. She wasn't 
wearing any panties! Her young body swayed to the music in a delight 
dance that grew more erotic by the moment. As Don watched her, it was 
all he could do to keep from attacking her right then and there. He 
grinned lecherously to himself, surreptitiously feeling his cock 
hardening, and crossed the room, taking in the luscious sight of his 
wife in her transparent trousers. She sat up to make room for him, but 
he insisted upon lying stretched out beside her ... behind her on the 
couch, and when she had snuggled herself back down against him, he 
whispered, "MaryAnn's lovely, isn't she?" He slipped his hand over 
Laura's palpitating breast and felt the peaked globe of her velvety 
orbs respond instantly to his touch as she melted backwards against 
him.


A feeling of great well-being pervaded her. She felt loved, wanted ... 
taken care of!


"Yesss ..." she replied, wondering why the sight of her daughter's 
dance should be causing her to feel such unusual sensations. But Don 
soon began to squeeze and massage the ripe firmness of her nipples 
beneath her flimsy halter top, and she squealed a little from time to 
time from the mixture of pleasure and pain. Suddenly she was aware of 
her husband's hardened penis, pushing against her buttocks, the huge 
bulge of it filling the crack between the unconsciously quivering 
mounds. The material of her pants was so thin that she could feel him 
almost as though she were naked. She wanted to feel him ... needed him 
inside her desperately ... instantly! Her hand snaked around behind her 
and she groped blindly for the erect shaft of his penis.


"Darling!" she whispered.


Just then, Rick got up to dance with his sister.


Don and Laura watched while mutually caressing each other as the young 
handsome boy took MaryAnn into his arms, pulling her close to him as 
they continued to circle the floor. They were seemingly molded together 
as one body, complete unto itself, and Laura relayed this thought to 
her husband while she fondled his big prick.


"Yes," she thought, dreamily, "They look so natural ... so perfect 
together!"


She continued looking at them as she unzipped Don's fly, seemingly 
unaware and uncaring that their own children were in the same room. 
Quickly, she searched out the length of his burning cock, and clung to 
it, feeling it like a wonderful prize as it jumped in her hand.


MaryAnn and Rick were kissing. How odd, she thought, that they would be 
kissing ... but again, how natural in a loving family! Everything had a 
strange quality about it, she thought, but it was like a carnival. She 
felt as though she could do no wrong ... and that went for all of the 
others too. The night was filled with love and understanding ... that 
was it ... for the first time, she felt that everyone understood 
everything! She felt a closeness to them and a tenderness for them all, 
and she knew it was reciprocal. Don's long hard body, his breath in her 
ear, his cock oh, God, his wonderful cock ... in her hand!


She had been watching it for sometime before she realized it. How long 
had it been going on? Rick and MaryAnn nude in the middle of the floor. 
Her young son's penis ... his dear little penis ... it had been so long 
since she'd seen it! It was just about to enter ... Why what were they 
doing! There was something she wanted to do ... to say ... But Don's 
hands kneaded again hard against her breasts, and she forgot; wriggling 
back, she felt herself being forced downward onto his cock. The soft 
ripping of material met her ears ... framed by the sighs from her 
children on the floor.


Rick was fucking MaryAnn! She could see his cock entering and exciting 
her daughter's excited little pussy ...


"No!" she said suddenly, but just then Don cried out, "This ... all 
this is your punishment!"


"AAAAAAAARGH!" she screamed, as her husband's enormous cock entered her 
savagely from behind, his rigid pole finding the hairy slit of her 
vagina, where it nestled in silken folds between her thighs.


She was left utterly breathless! Stunned by its sudden entry into her 
unexpecting depths, her vagina began to pulse sensuously around his 
violently hard cock. She could feel his breath harsh in her ear, his 
lips forming sounds, words that she didn't understand. Her buttocks 
pressed against his loins, the full resiliency of her breasts enveloped 
by his arms as they wrapped around her from behind.


"Oh, yes," she sighed, "Oh, yes, Don ... punish me ... fuck me ... Oh, 
yes, I need it!"


His cock began a slow motion fucking, pulling out of her clinging 
pussy, milking her cunt for what seemed to be hours of exquisite 
pleasure. She could feel every ripple, every pore of the massive 
instrument ... her vagina was endowed with such acute sensitivity that 
she could control every tiny inch of it. What a wonderful plaything!


Through dull, hashish-drugged eyes, she was sure she could see that her 
son and daughter were going through a similar feeling, and it seemed a 
fine thing that they too could experience such joy. She wanted suddenly 
to be able to share it with the world! Even when Rick and MaryAnn stood 
and came closer to their coupling parents, Laura observed their bodies 
with a new interest. How they had grown ... why they were almost 
adults! But she couldn't fully concentrate on them because of the fiery 
pole of hardened flesh that intruded far up into her voraciously 
flaring cunt.


She was sure that the children couldn't tell what was going on, but it 
hardly mattered. She saw no reason to stop the joy that was spreading 
like a beautiful sleep throughout her whole being ... it never occurred 
to her to stop it! She panted a little as the smooth blood-filled head 
of her husband's cock pulsed and prodded at the oversensitive tip of 
her cervix.


"MMMMMMMMMM!"


She heard her son mumble something, and she was sure that Don replied, 
"Now ... Now ...!" but then she was lost again in a wonder-world of 
lust. She was nothing but one big cunt ... and Don was one big cock ... 
together they could do anything! Gradually she became aware of an added 
sensation. Something crawling along her thigh. Fingers moved slowly 
upward along the gauzy material of her pants ... they teased at the 
junction of her legs, at the sprinkling of pubic hair that grazed her 
upper thighs, and as she ground her exposed vaginal slit backwards onto 
her husband's raging cock, her pelvis rotated hard against the fingers, 
making them slip against the passion-moistened mound of her pussy. A 
warm flood of fluids surrounded Don's thick pole, and now this strange 
and new invasion from the front served to increase her desire.


Her startled clitoris jumped about, hoping for renewed contact with the 
fingers, and then in answer to her silent thoughts, a hand was slipping 
beneath the elastic of her harem pants, pulling them downward, exposing 
the front of her belly, her pussy ... whereas the back was already 
exposed by the gaping hole rent by her husband's impatient cock.


Rick's fingers worked firmly at his mother's excitedly slippery cunt 
now, separating the soft hair-lined flesh that surrounded the wet slit 
between. He watched her close her eyes tightly and let the rolling 
sensations of pleasure course through her tingling body.


"Oh ... AAAAAA ... oh, oh, oh!" she began to chant as the dual 
manipulations started a double triggering spark inside her womb. Then 
she was gasping in surprise. The cock was gone ... gone from her aching 
cunt, leaving it open and bare, leaving it alone and unwanted. 
Desperately, she clawed behind her. "OH! Please, PLEASE!" But Don slid 
his cock down and back until it reached the hidden entrance of his 
wife's tightly puckered anus. His hands guided his cock toward it, and 
then the large head began its attempt to bore inside the tiny hairless 
opening. Once well-aimed, he grasped his wife firmly around the breasts 
against him and ground his pelvis upward.


"NNNNNNNNGH! AAARRGH!" she cried.


Don felt it slowly slipping in ... it was easier now that he had 
stretched it several times before. His cock was being unmercifully 
manipulated by Laura's tight rectal sphincter. He rolled over so that 
he was on his back and she was lying out flat on her back on his 
stomach, speared from behind by his prick in her anus.


After conferring with his sister from his position midway upon the 
couch, Rick, trembling like the child he was, climbed up. His knees 
slid between his mother's widespread and flailing legs, and he gazed 
mesmerized at her beauty. Her eyes were still tightly closed as she 
responded to the ecstatic ravagement of her anal channel. Her hair fell 
in delightful black curls that framed her lovely features. Images of 
such joy and love filled him that he thought he might burst with pride 
and longing. His young cock ached for her, trembled in his hands as his 
eyes swept over her partially exposed figure, gyrating lewdly beneath 
him.


"OH, GOD; SHE'S BEAUTIFUL!"


He could smell the sweet pungent odor of her aroused and naked vagina 
rising to meet his nostrils as he hesitated above her. Her lovely pussy 
seemed to be calling out to him, and his cock wavered forward as if 
drawn by a magnet.


OH, MOM," he groaned, "OH, MOM!"


Then with infinite care, the head of his thick thirteen-year-old cock 
was suddenly touching at the softness of his mother's black hair-
fringed cunt lips. Wetness surrounded the excitedly twitching tip. He 
could see her belly white and glistening above the black triangular 
"vee" of her pussy ... see the red interior of her cunt ... see 
everything as his cock slid miraculously and wonderfully into her 
trembling orifice!


Slithering upward, his cock was met by a tight incredible friction ... 
his father's penis, ramming up into his mother's rectum from below ... 
just a thin fleshy partition away!


He was soaring ... flying up into her, his head in the clouds 
somewhere, but with his hardened young cock, buried deep within the 
velvet snugness of his mother's passionate cunt! His rigid penis surged 
inward making his mother like a wild woman beneath him. He clung onto 
her firm, full breasts to keep from falling off, his belly pressing 
hard into hers while she writhed uncontrollably beneath him, bucking 
upward at each thrust of her husband's cock behind her, and downward 
when Rick pushed forward!


Rick thought he might die right there on top of her. Never had any boy 
been so blessed, he thought as to fuck such a wonderful mother! Tears 
streamed down both their faces, as Rick sobbed, watching her become 
delirious, slipping into a far distant world of blissful eroticism.


"UUUUUU ... AAAAA!" Laura groaned, her body turning voluptuously from 
side to side, her back arching upward, her tender genitals jerking 
spasmodically at the long smooth strokes that filled both her rectum 
and her aching pussy.


"OH, MOTHER! OH, MOM!" Rick shouted. He wanted her to open her eyes ... 
to acknowledge that it was he fucking her, his cock making her cry out 
with such pleasure. Falling upon her, her breasts bumping up against 
his small boy's chest, he kissed her passionately on the mouth, his 
penis burrowing to the farthest height it could attain in her streaming 
cunt.


Laura was dimly aware that her son was calling her name. Awareness 
reached her, dimly, and opening her eyes, she saw him through a blurry 
haze. Her own darling baby boy clinging to her naked flesh, his driving 
penis sinking blissfully into her open cunt.


"OH, GOD... IT CAN'T BE! IT JUST CAN'T BE!" she cried before the 
gigantic climax struck. Her son's penis flexed hard against her cervix, 
and her husband rammed simultaneously high into her tormented bowels. 
She groaned as the lightening struck, closing her eyes again and 
keening, "YES ... LITTLE RICKIE! OH, YES, my baby!!! Fuck your Mother! 
MAKE ME CUM ... OH I'M CUMMING RIGHT NOW ... RIIIIIIIIGHT 
NOOOOOOOWWWWW!"


Rick didn't know how many times he fucked his mother, or how many times 
she screamed out for mercy beneath his wonderfully potent penis.


It seemed hours ... maybe days later that they were all rolling nakedly 
about on the floor, his mother frantically sucking at his jerking cock, 
while her own daughter sucked blissfully upon her pink-flanged pussy 
... MaryAnn herself feeling her tiny cunt being restretched from behind 
to its ultimate proportions by her stepfather's enormous cock.


MaryAnn's excited cries rebounded through the room joined by the moans 
of her parents and her brother, and soon they were all whining and 
wailing together as the ragged edges of Laura's pussy were wedged 
together with those of her daughter while Don and Rick took long 
satisfying turns at fucking them from behind, plowing deep into their 
tenderly entwined cunts.


Laura looked at them all and thought, "Oh, God, I'm happy! Oh, how I 
love you all!" Again and again she opened her legs wide to accept her 
son's white gushing semen, and each time she seemed to feel a greater 
desire for him. Willingly, she tried position after position, showing 
him everything she knew, and learning a few new things herself. Don 
watched them with a perpetual smile, while MaryAnn pumped her fourteen-
year-old loins lewdly up and down upon his inflated cock.


From time to time, Laura would take her son's tired young cock in her 
mouth, soothing it into a lulling state of sensual suspension until 
they both felt rested enough to start again. Nothing seemed wrong or 
alien to her now, and even as the effects of the drug wore off, she 
began to feel an inner peace she'd never known ... as though she'd been 
waiting for this to happen all of her life.


Toward morning, she led Rick into the bathroom with her, and while 
there, allowed him to wash her curvaceous skin in the big tub, and once 
he'd finished, she pulled him into the water with her, and hungrily 
spread her legs beneath the warm liquid while his slender penis filled 
her convulsing pussy and his arms wound lovingly around her graceful 
neck.


In the living room in the sixty-nine position, MaryAnn slid her arms 
beneath her new father's buttocks, and opening her red lips wide, began 
to nibble at the base of his hardened man-sized cock, flicking her 
tongue up and down the long throbbing s h a f t. "MMMMMMMMMMMMM! 
OOOOOOOH! She cried, as Don reciprocated by shooting his tongue high 
into her baby-tight vagina, where it lay pulsing hungrily above his 
face.


"OH, DADDY, DADDY!" she sighed at the wet contact of his tongue. New 
thrills of lust sparked through her pubescent body, as suddenly she 
giggled, and lifting her mouth from his glistening cock, murmured, "But 
Daddy, darling ... you never did teach us about the facts of life!"


Without waiting for a reply, she let her mouth fall upon the rock-
hardness of her father's penis, swallowing it to the hilt. Don groaned 
and gave himself up to the delightful decadence of his new family as in 
the distance he could hear his wife screaming out yet another climax 
beneath the wildly pounding body of her son ...


"God, what a night," flickered crazily through his dazed mind ...


The End
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Chapter 1


"Hello there!"


Bob Redding whirled around at the sound of the throaty voice, and 
gasped as he saw the beautiful girl coming down the steps. At first 
glance she appeared to be only about fifteen, but as she came nearer, 
and the molded firmness of her breasts, pushing against the soft pink 
silk of her blouse, became evident, Bob judged that she must be about 
eighteen. Her long cornsilk blond hair swept around her golden-tanned 
face, and she walked over to him, her hips jiggling in a jaunty coltish 
walk. She was wearing tight white shorts, which revealed the enticing 
line of her upper thigh, and Bob thought he could see a faint darkening 
at the vee of her legs through the almost diaphanous shorts.


"Hello," he gulped, unable to take his eyes off her swerving pelvis.


"You must be Mr. Redding," she said, extending her hand. "I'm Leslie 
Lansing."


Bob could hardly believe that this was the same woman who had answered 
his phone call. He expected someone different ... the Miss Lansing of 
his imagination was nearer forty than under twenty! He clasped her 
well-manicured hand in his rough one, and was amazed at its coolness. 
It felt like a piece of soft, finely sculpted ivory and he was loathe 
to release it.


"Would you care for some coffee while we talk business?" she asked, her 
nasal twang adding to her air of New England refinement.


He timidly followed Miss Lansing inside, feeling awkward and out of 
place as he stepped into the magnificent hallway of the old house. She 
led him into a small sitting room, where she left him, flashing a 
dazzling smile as she went to get the coffee. Bob looked around the 
room admiring the oak paneling on the walls, and the ceiling which was 
covered with teak tiles. Nautical ornaments adorned the shelves and 
mantelpiece.


There were several tanks of tropical fish, and two cages containing two 
parrots in each rested on matching tables. He gazed with interest at 
the tiny intricate ships in bottles, the multicolored shells and the 
stuffed fish mounted on plaques. He was rather surprised at the 
antiquity of the room, which contrasted very sharply with the youth and 
freshness of the girl who lived there.


He chuckled to himself as he thought of the wording of the ad Leslie 
Lansing had placed. He pictured it now in his mind....


"Landscape gardener required for extensive project. Could lead to other 
things."


Bob felt that this job would be a turning point. His one-man landscape 
gardening business, which he started just two years ago in his home 
town of Providence, Rhode Island, right after his marriage, had not 
been doing too well. In fact, if this new job did not result in further 
contacts, he'd have to give it up and work elsewhere.


Goddamnit, he thought, even if we starve, I'm not going to work for old 
Lamont! "Old Lamont" was his father-in-law, and Bob grimaced at the 
memory of his wife's pleas, at first gentle hints, but now persistent 
nagging, to give up their precarious existence on his meager income and 
accept her father's offer of a sales position in his real estate 
office.


"Never!" Bob had said aloud, as he'd driven up to the huge iron gates 
that opened on to a long, poplar-lined avenue. "Sea Garden" the sign 
said, and Bob could smell the salty air through the open car window, 
even though the bay was not visible.


As he was still waiting, musing over what looked like an old log-book, 
Leslie came back carrying a tray with two large glasses.


"Do you find this room interesting?" she asked, her green eyes 
sparkling. Bob was again struck by her dew-like freshness and the 
superb carriage of her perfectly proportioned frame. His eyes stole 
down over her swan-like neck, and he stared, until his eyes were 
straining, to catch a glimpse of the cleft of her smooth, undulating 
young buttocks.


"Actually," she continued, without giving him a chance to answer, "it 
was Daddy who collected all these things, but now he and Melissa live 
in the Bahamas, so my sister and I live here alone. Melissa is my step-
mother, you see," she added quickly, smiling her brilliant smile at him 
as she motioned him to join her at the small round table. She was a 
little out of breath from her long explanation and Bob could see her 
breasts heave faintly and her lips were slightly parted as she 
recovered her breath. A tingle coursed swiftly through his body and 
then was gone, almost before he was aware of it.


He seated himself comfortably in the captain's chair, and sipped his 
iced coffee.


"Mmmmm, this is great!" Bob said enthusiastically, "What's your secret 
recipe?"


"I added a little borage," she said. "It's an herb we have growing in 
the back. C'mon, I'll show you!"


Bob followed her out of the small room. The material of her brief 
shorts slipped into the crevice of her rounded bottom as she walked, 
and again, Bob felt a rush of pleasure sweeping through him. His cock 
leaped in awareness and he could feel it growing along his leg. He felt 
an almost uncontrollable urge to reach out and knead the enticing 
cheeks of her buttocks in his hands but just then, they went through 
some French doors and out onto a patio. He was aware of Leslie pointing 
out the view to him, and tore his eyes reluctantly from the tight moons 
of her creamy flesh. Before them was a spectacular panorama of the bay, 
and Bob thought he had never seen anything as beautiful in his life. 
His gardener's eye assessed the perfect harmony between the surrounding 
area and the grounds of the mansion and realized that in the past, 
great expense and effort had been expended to achieve the present 
result. Leslie led him over to a small patch of cultivated ground near 
the patio and began to identify the many herbs for him. Almost 
lovingly, she pointed out the small blue flowers of the borage, the 
delicate white buds of the balm, the multi-mauve blooms of coriander 
and the more familiar yellow flowers of dill and fennel. As she named 
the different plants, Leslie knelt down and gently touched each bloom 
with her fingers. Bob remained standing and sucked his breath as the 
girl leaned forward to point out the pink blossoms of the sage. He 
could see directly down the top of her blouse, to where the butter-
colored tops of her young breasts pushed up out of her lacy pink bra. 
He could almost feel their tender softness and the warmth of the secret 
valley cutting between them. His prick wakened again, this time more 
insistently and he felt sure that at any moment, she would look up and 
see the telltale bulge. Kneeling down put an extra strain on the 
already tight shorts and Bob could just barely see the outline of the 
fleshy folds of her pussy. A tiny wisp of golden pubic hair curled 
around the tight leg band of her shorts and Bob's eyes were riveted on 
the escaping fleece. His eyes burned in his head and he could not 
release his gaze from between her thighs, as if in hope that his 
staring would strip away her protective clothing.


His own groin was maddenly alive with sensation, and he began to feel 
the perspiration breaking out on his face. The muscles of his thighs 
felt like cruelly stretched rubber bands and his stomach was a churning 
knot of tension. His discomfort must have been mirrored in his face for 
Leslie looked up at him and said solicitously, "Are you all right, Mr. 
Redding?"


Her bright green eyes flicked over his trembling form, and rested 
briefly and a trifle daringly on the tremendous bulge of his cock, 
before returning to his face.


"It's just ... the sun ... I guess ..." he stuttered, feeling as inept 
as a schoolboy.


"Let's go inside where it's cooler," she urged, taking him by the arm 
and propelling him inside. Her touch magnified the tumultuous feelings 
inside him and he gratefully sank into the over-stuffed leather 
armchair in the sitting room wondering why he was reacting so strongly. 
Leslie disappeared and quickly came back with a glass.


"Here, drink this!" she said almost coldly in the tone of one who was 
used to being obeyed. Bob obediently sipped the drink, which turned out 
to be almost straight Scotch. The sharp fire of the liquid burned his 
throat, and then seared an intoxicating path down to his stomach. After 
a moment, its smooth fingers reached out and calmed his quivering 
nerves and he was able to look the young girl in the face.


"Are you sure you're all right?" she repeated. After assuring her, they 
went out again into the garden, and Leslie outlined the work to be 
done, explaining that the job was to be a surprise for her sister, 
Lila, who was on vacation in Europe. As Leslie talked, Bob's earlier 
belief that this job would be a turning point for him was reinforced by 
the casually dropped indications that the Lansings were one of the old 
families of Providence, and hence had many other wealthy connections, 
and also by the generous financial payment which Leslie proposed for 
the work.


They agreed that Bob should commence work the very next day, and he 
left the mansion elated with his good fortune and brimming with self-
confidence. He whistled as he wound around the narrow country road, but 
in the back of his mind, he kept thinking guiltily of Julie, his wife. 
Not that he had done anything to feel guilty about. But he'd thought 
plenty. He wished that things were better between him and Julie, but he 
didn't know what to do to make them better. He kept going back over the 
early days in his mind, in hopes of finding some clue. There, and now 
on his way home, he relived it all again, remembering how, after high 
school, he had enlisted in the Army and travelled in America and Europe 
only to come back to Providence after his discharge. It was on the very 
day of his arrival home that he had first seen Julie Lamont. Of course, 
he'd vaguely remembered a little red-haired, snub-nosed girl from years 
ago, whose father rented out all the apartments in the slum where he 
lived, but this Julie was different. She had a mane of chestnut hair 
that on any other girl of her petite dimensions would have seemed 
ridiculous. But not on Julie! It was just a crown to top off the 
perfect assembly of her voluptuous body. She had stared at Bob that 
first day, her piercing blue eyes cutting into him until he turned to 
rubber. Then she had looked past him and walked haughtily on. He swore 
then that no matter what, he'd have Julie Lamont if it was the last 
thing he did.


As he drove, he thought about the grim three years following his 
discharge. An endless stream of ego-wrecking jobs with no prospects and 
low pay. The bright spot had been an old gardener, who had taken a 
liking to him when they were both working for the same hotel, Bob as a 
waiter, and who used to talk to him about planting and sowing and 
reaping. That had started the seed of interest in Bob but the old man 
suddenly died, leaving an empty spot in Bob's life.


He remembered now how the memory of stand-offish, sensuous Julie had 
never left him, and it seemed like a miracle when he'd managed 
eventually to land a job as mail boy in the company where she worked as 
a receptionist.


By sheer determination he got first one date with her, and incredibly, 
another and another.


He slowed the Buick down, smiling a little as he recalled how happy and 
proud he'd felt when she'd timidly admitted to being in love with him 
and wanting to marry him.


"If only I'd known what I was getting into!" he snarled, the hitherto 
calming effect of the Scotch giving way to a latent resentment which 
had been simmering deep inside him for months.


"Frigid little bitch!" he thought, thinking of the contrast between the 
apparent sensuality of his wife's appearance and the actual prudishness 
of her nature. His face boiled with rage as image after image of her 
timid responses flicked through his brain, each session of lovemaking 
terminating in a cold, unfulfilling letdown for him.


I bet that rich bitch Leslie knows how a woman should treat a man! he 
thought, picturing the young girl's ripe, upswept breasts as he had 
glimpsed them from the neckline of her blouse. A wave of pleasure 
throbbed through him.


But then his thoughts, softening, returned to Julie. He had to admit he 
was still in love with her. He was still attracted by the creamy, 
ivory-like proportions of his wife's body. She only had to look at him 
in a certain way and he was ready and willing to make love to her on 
the spot. All the humiliation of his attempts to experiment with her 
would be forgotten if she would only open up and love him completely, 
LIKE THAT FIRST TIME! He recalled again, savoring each moment, the one 
time, just before their marriage, when Julie had really let loose, and 
shown him the volcano that was buried inside her.


They had been at a party for a friend of Julie's, a few months before 
their marriage, and the champagne was flowing freely. Bob had felt out 
of place among Julie's friends, but in the flush of love, was anxious 
to please her. So he had consented to go. However, he spent most of the 
evening drinking glass after glass of champagne alone in a corner. He 
was busy watching Julie, who unlike her usual self under the influence 
of the champagne, was flitting about, and flirting. Bob became more 
sullen as he noticed that Julie was spending more and more time with a 
tall blond guy, whom he knew only as Frank, but who was a former 
boyfriend of Julie's.


Enraged, he watched as they went outside, and he was enveloped by a 
slow, seething anger when they returned, much later, both looking 
flushed. Before he couldn't bring himself to leave the sanctuary of his 
corner to follow them, but now, impelled by a furious rage, he dashed 
over to Julie, and grabbing her roughly by the arm, half-pulled her out 
of the house. She followed him meekly and sat silently beside him as he 
drove his old Chevy in the direction of the Forest Preserve. He parked 
in their favorite parking place, in a grove completely surrounded by 
trees, where no one else ever came. Angrily, he turned and faced her.


"You goddamn little bitch!" he rasped. "Isn't one man enough for you? 
Or are you giving him something that you're not giving me?"


Julie looked frightened and cringed back against the door.


"Oh, Bob! We were only talking about old times! Honest!"


Her blue eyes were opened wide in terror and she was trembling. Her 
rabbit-like fear touched off the tremendous desire for her that was 
always lurking in him, and reaching over suddenly, he crushed his mouth 
down on hers in a hard, bruising kiss. She struggled violently, trying 
to escape his grasp, but he held her in a tight grip. Then, she sunk 
her teeth into his lower lip. The excruciating pain numbed his brain 
for a second, and he felt the salt-taste of his own blood. He drew back 
and then lashed his palm hard across her face. With a piteous cry she 
immediately cradled the reddening cheek in her hand. Tears sprung to 
her eyes and gushed unchecked down her face. Again, he ground his mouth 
down on hers, and at first her lips were soft and unresisting from the 
shock. But then she began to struggle again and Bob felt her body 
stiffen. He tightened his arms around her and drove his tongue into her 
mouth, forcing it forward against her resistance. Then he felt a 
shudder convulse her small body, and her struggles weakened. 
Unbelievably, her arms crept up around his neck, and her tongue began 
to play with his, chasing it around, trying to entwine with it. His 
hands darted over her breasts, reveling in their firmness. He had only 
touched them through her clothing once or twice. Eagerly he unzipped 
her summer dress and unhooked her bra. Then his hands raced around 
again and cupped the lovely swellings of her breasts. He was actually 
touching them! He could feel her nipples between his fingers, already 
tense and full erected. He stroked them gently, the heat of her soft 
pliant body urging him on, further igniting the rushing desire in him. 
He slipped the dress down over her shoulders and in the clear moonlight 
gazed at the beautiful milk white of her breasts, the high round 
smoothness set off by coral nipples. He could see that she was 
shivering and tiny goose bumps all over her exposed flesh made him even 
more excited.


He lowered his head and fastened his mouth on one of the tiny 
pebblelike nipples and he was surprised when Julie immediately pressed 
his head to her breast, moaning softly, as he sucked on first one and 
then the other. He felt her straining under him, and realized with 
disbelief, that she was thrusting her pelvis upward, trying to press 
her groin against his. He could hardly believe that this was his Julie 
... the prim, prudish Julie whom he loved but who barely had tolerated 
a tentative hand on her breast thus far. Something in him wanted to 
stop, to protect her ... but his desire was too great now and she was 
wriggling a little beneath him, her breath coming in uneven gasps. Her 
hand was reaching down and he could feel her fingers fumbling at his 
fly. Disbelief swept over Bob as he felt her steadily lowering the 
zipper, and then slowly insert a tentative hand inside. A low guttural 
moan escaped him as he felt her hands on his swollen penis. Her touch 
sent eddies of spasmodic pleasure rippling over his entire body. He 
reached down and assisted her until she held his burgeoning cock in her 
hand and gently squeezed it, testing the hot, hard surface with her 
fingers. Then she instinctively began a rhythmic milking, moving slowly 
up and down and Bob was afraid that he'd cum right then in her hand. 
Looking down at her he saw that her normally sedate face was contorted 
with lust. He began rhythmic down-thrust against her belly.


Her dress was up over her hips now and was bunched around her waist and 
looking down between them he could see the gleam of her russet pubic 
triangle through her passion drenched panties and feverishly he began 
to work the intervening garment down over her hips. She moaned again as 
her lower belly was exposed to the air and his middle finger moved 
toward the wetness of her pulsing cunt. Stealthily he stroked the 
velvety fleshiness of the lips of her vagina and slid beneath the 
secret folds. She twisted and groaned under his touch, desperately 
trying to avoid, and at the same time, engulf the trespassing finger. 
Gently, he thrust one finger up into the constricted warmness of her 
sensitive pussy, then tenderly, he stretched the virginal orifice, 
widening it for his ever-expanding cock. Her hips were undulating under 
his fingers, and her own grip tightened on his throbbing member. 
Incredibly he heard her sob:


"Oh, darling, please do it now! Please put your big thing into me ... 
oh, please ..."


Urged on by her lewd words, he tore his engorged penis from her grasp 
and moving down a bit placed the blood-pressured rod at the tiny 
opening of her vibrant young cunt.


The searing contact of the bulbous head against the tip of her moist 
pink clitoris electrified Julie, and her entire body seemed to explode 
and flower with an overpowering desire.


His own body was on fire and it took all his willpower not to ram his 
bursting prick far up into her now hungrily throbbing depths.


Gently, he began to press the head against the moist mouth of her silky 
virgin cunt. Her mewls of pleasure had ceased and he saw that she was 
biting her lip in anticipation of the pain she feared was coming. A 
doubt flickered across his mind ... maybe she'd decide not to go ahead 
... to stop now....


The maddening thought blocked out all reason for a moment and he lunged 
forward, mindless of her strident scream, he buried the fleshy head in 
her open vagina, forcing it upward further and further until piteous 
sobs racked Julie's body from the harsh intruding pain. But still she 
did not stop him. Slowly, inch by inch, he pressed forward, imbedding 
his rock-hard prick in her yielding young cunt. He felt her inner 
muscles contract hard around his rod, sheathing it completely, and then 
with another push he was all the way in! Dizzy with pleasure, he could 
feel the silkiness of her pubic curls grazing the base of his cock as 
his squirming balls nestled heavily down in the niche of her tightly 
clenched young buttocks. After a moment he withdrew his long prick and 
again surged forward. This time, it disappeared more readily into her 
dark moistness and Bob could feel her vaginal walls begin to relax 
around him.


He looked down and saw the white pillar of his hardened cock slicing 
into the warm mystery of her tight secret passage and in the dark of 
the car, he could just barely make out the pink gleam of her slit. The 
glossy columns of her thighs shone eerily in the half-light, and Bob, 
heedless of the discomfort of their position, began to fuck in and out 
with mesmeric regularity. Again he pulled her head up to his and she 
responded passionately with a long ardent kiss. Their breaths mingled 
hotly and their tongues fenced wildly together in a rising heat of 
desire. The hard tips of her breasts burned into his chest through his 
shirt like branding irons. Every sense, every nerve ending in his body 
was intoxicated with the erotic pliancy of her body, which fitted like 
a piece of jig-saw into his.


Julie uttered a series of shrieks, proclaiming the increasing crescendo 
of her passion. Her hands were raking into his back urging him to drive 
still deeper into her vibrant young belly. Their combined guttural 
moans reverberated heavily in the confinement of the car.


As he rode her wildly, holding her firmly by the hips as he plunged 
with hard, reaming strokes into her.


"Fuck me ... fuck me harder ..." she screamed, all her former sense of 
propriety obliterated from her mind. Her clasping vagina clutched 
desperately, like a drowning animal, at his pistoning cock, the warm 
clinging sheath inside sucking violently. The lewd words, coming from 
her hitherto innocent and prim lips, inflamed him even more and he 
heard a roaring in his ears. An anguished groan rumbled deep in his 
throat and he was just about to shriek out his orgasm when Julie, her 
body lashed to a frenzy of desire, began to heave uncontrollably, and 
half sobbing, gurgled an incoherent jumble, as the gushes of the first 
of her mind-shattering orgasms flowed down in a continual, hot, moist 
stream over her boyfriend's invading prick. And as thick hot streams of 
burning fluid gushed from Bob's invading cock into her churning depths, 
he glanced down at her lust-contorted face and thought he had never 
seen her look as beautiful as she did then, and an overwhelming feeling 
of love swept over him as he emptied gush after gush of his hot 
flooding sperm into her wildly contracting belly.


*   *   *


Bob, coming back to reality, was surprised to find himself parked in 
his own driveway. He had been completely lost in his daydream, and was 
unaware of his arriving at his house. Now, with a deep sigh, he got out 
of the car and went inside.


Chapter 2


Julie whipped the eggs furiously. She could hear Bob in the bathroom 
and knew that when he came out, he'd be bad-tempered because they'd 
both overslept and he didn't want to be late for his job. She hadn't 
felt like getting up this morning, much less like fixing his breakfast, 
but even before she'd gotten married, she vowed to herself that she 
wouldn't be one of "those" wives who didn't get up to see their 
husbands off to work. Not that he cares, she muttered as she emptied 
the eggs into the skillet. "It is ready yet?" Bob called gruffly, "I'm 
late already!"


He came hurrying out of the bathroom and Julie could see that he had 
nicked himself with the razor.


He sat down noisily and began to rattle the cutlery absentmindedly. The 
irritating noise was torture to her as she was already beginning a 
headache, and it was all she could do to stop herself from screaming at 
him. She served him breakfast and sat down opposite him with a cup of 
coffee.


"Where exactly will you be working?" Julie asked.


When he came home last night, Bob had, in answer to her questioning, 
admitted to being successful in being hired, but had not elaborated.


"On the other side of town!" he answered gulping down his eggs. Julie 
knew it was useless to question him further and returned to her 
solitary thoughts.


She'd noticed how strange he was acting when he came home last night. 
He had a funny look in his eye, and she couldn't help noticing that 
there was an obvious bulge in his trousers. The way he kept staring at 
her, too, like a dirty old man, had made her uneasy ... she'd been 
afraid that he'd try and make her do disgusting things that night in 
bed. But to her surprise, he had just rolled over on top of her, 
without a word, and roughly spread apart her legs. As usual, she tried 
to be responsive and to show some sign of arousal, but his coarse 
jabbing with his thick, hardened penis disgusted her more than 
anything. She just lay there with her eyes closed, as he thrust into 
her, like a rutting animal, and she breathed a sigh of relief when, 
with a few heavy grunts, he emptied his semen into her. She could 
hardly wait for him to roll off her again, before she dashed into the 
bathroom to wash away the outward signs of their coupling.


Bob broke into her thoughts with a curt goodbye and it was with a 
feeling of pleasure that she heard the door slam behind him.


Automatically, she began to clear away the breakfast things. A dull 
plodding resentment governed her actions. She felt used and humiliated 
... a piece of chattel to be used at her husband's whim. She'd tried 
hard to make him a good wife. She kept the house clean and tidy, cooked 
good meals, and she knew she had kept her looks and figure. She'd even 
asked her father to offer him a job so he wouldn't have to labor like 
an ordinary workman in other people's gardens. If he likes gardening so 
much, she thought indignantly, he could do ours on weekends, as a 
hobby, like other men do! She put the dishes in the dishwasher, and 
began to tidy the other rooms. But she felt no joy in her work. She had 
been so relieved when her father had found this house and offered to 
buy it for them. He was so good to them and Bob was so ungrateful!


She couldn't help feeling that most of the fault for the trouble in 
their marriage was Bob's. She had really tried to help him. She offered 
to teach him the ins and outs of society etiquette, but when she 
suggested it, he got furious and refused to discuss it. He just didn't 
want to be helped, to improve himself.


She still had her headache, so she decided to treat herself to what she 
considered a real luxury ... a long luxuriant bath.


One of the things that impressed her about their otherwise ordinary 
suburban house, was its two bathrooms. One of these was a magnificent 
large room, with a deep old-fashioned tub. This she had appropriated 
for herself and had even gone so far as to have a special lock attached 
to the door. Now she stepped into the room and as she habitually did, 
locked the door behind her.


Her taste for old-fashioned luxury was obvious in the dcor she had 
chosen. The walls were covered in a special fabriclike wallpaper with a 
tiny rose pattern. She had installed a marble dressing table, topped by 
a huge gilt mirror, and instead of an ordinary shower curtain, she hung 
a pair of red antique velvet drapes with a waterproof backing. These 
fell from the high ceiling right down to the floor and they were tied 
back in a Victorian style. The whole effect was that of a regal 
boudoir, and Julie felt tension drop away from her as she selected a 
lavender scented bubble soap and began to draw the tub.


As the bath was filling, Julie slipped off her robe and nightdress and 
scrutinized herself in the full-length mirror. On the whole, she was 
pleased with what she saw. Her tummy was a trifle rounded, but knew 
that it was not unattractive. Apart from that, she still had the figure 
she had that day, over five years ago, when Bob had come home from the 
army and had stared so rudely at her. Goodness! She was only seventeen 
then ... so much had happened since then! Not all good either, she 
sighed, stepping into the fragrant bath.


She lay back, covering her shoulders with the creamy lather. The ends 
of her coppery hair floated for a moment and then sank into the foam. A 
sigh of contentment escaped her as the warm enveloping water seeped 
into her pores.


As she lay there soaking, she recalled again the girl she had been at 
seventeen ... cheerful, vivacious, full of hope for the future ... a 
far cry from the lonely, depressed person she was now. What had gone 
wrong? Again she asked herself the question that tormented her daily 
... was it a mistake to have married Bob? She knew the difference in 
their backgrounds was overwhelming and now they didn't even have the 
same interests. Tears blinded her eyes as she thought of the endless 
litany of unfulfilled nights ... their frustrating sexual encounters 
... they were almost like strangers with each other. Surely it wasn't 
all her fault, as Bob so darkly intimated? She knew that, coming from a 
conventional, somewhat religious background, she was a little 
inhibited, but wasn't it a husband's duty to try and help his wife, to 
be patient with her and carry her out of the repression of a cleric-
dominated way of life? But no! Bob was too selfish, too caught up in 
satisfying his own animalistic impulses to take time and find out what 
she really needed. Tears streamed down her face and all the misery of 
her unhappy existence flowed from its pent-up hiding place. A memory 
came flickering back ... a thought she tried to banish forever from her 
mind. An image of a girl on the seat of a car, flailing about in 
lustful abandon, under the surging poundings of her fianc's penis! 
Wildly shaking her head, she tried to blot out the memory of her own 
pre-marital surrender, but her lewd words, screamed at the height of 
depraved passion, seemed to echo throughout the room.


"Fuck me ... fuck me harder...."


She clasped her hands over her ears to shut out the lascivious memory. 
Where had she learned those words? She never used them, before that 
time or since, and felt a pang of distaste whenever she heard her 
husband use them.


Sanity returned to her troubled mind, and she lay back again, the tears 
drying on her cheeks. She felt cold and began to scoop up the soap 
bubbles. Idly, she smoothed them over her breasts, delighting in the 
way the frothy lather coated her creamy orbs. As she covered them with 
bubbles, she noticed how the nipples, a deep blush pink, stretched and 
awoke and the crinkled brown skin around them began to contract and 
squirm. She continued to massage them, enjoying the relaxing sensation, 
until the reddening buds jutted out boldly from the soap-covered 
mounds. A shiver raced through her and she sank further back in the 
suds. She began to soap herself, lifting one graceful leg and then the 
other, lathering it right up to her thigh. A tingle erupted deep in the 
pit of her stomach as her hand grazed the wet clinging curls of her 
bronze triangle. She rested her palm momentarily on the glistening 
mound and a forbidden tingle shot through her. She felt her nipples 
stiffen again and involuntarily, her hand flew up to the hungry orbs. 
The tingle in her stomach had grown to a jabbing fire and horror crept 
over her as she realized that she was becoming aroused.


But, almost of its own volition, her hand dropped lower and began to 
search gently in the swelling folds of her pulsating vagina. Her finger 
brushed against the tiny erogenous knob of her clitoris and she gasped 
at the electrical shock of the unexpected contact. A twinge of guilt 
prodded at her conscience ... memories of the childhood warnings 
instilled in her that to touch oneself there was evil, dirty ... but 
the incredible hunger, borne of two years of frustration would brook no 
sidestepping, and she began to trace the hot, throbbing lips of her 
vagina, swollen to fleshiness, with her fingers. Her fingertips glided 
over the slippery flesh of her inner folds, and slid toward the 
clasping, viscous opening. Her breathing was ragged and a series of 
sensual visions tumbled about in her head and she felt swept along in 
the increasing erotic frenzy that she was conjuring up in her mind. She 
raised up her knees to afford her probing fingers greater access to her 
burning vagina and she began to thrust her finger into the moistness of 
her vaginal orifice. Her loins were aflame, and her head was spinning 
with the strength of her overwhelming need. With a savage mewl, she 
sunk her finger into the inflamed opening. The warm fleshy walls closed 
in ravenously over her finger and a gnawing hunger told her that one 
finger wasn't enough.


Desperate now, she plunged two more of her fingers into the hot, moist 
opening and began to frantically swirl them around in her cavernous 
depths. Her other hand began to knead at her breasts and her nails dug 
deeply into the doughy fleshiness, trying to rout out the overwhelming 
fire that was raging in them. She was moaning incessantly now and her 
hips were jerking and twisting in time to the incessant probing of her 
fingers. The lewd rhythm of her undulance gained momentum until her 
whole lust-crazed body was thrashing wildly in the water, whipping up a 
new froth of bubbles and lashing the water out over the sides of the 
bath. The back of her head was totally submerged and only her face was 
above water. Her hips rose up in paroxysm after paroxysm of delight and 
every muscle in her body was tensed, waiting for the final release.


Then Julie's lithe, young body was convulsed with a gigantic spasm 
which seized her trembling loins and held them teetering dangerously 
over the edge before sending her shattering into the water, her 
luscious hips, flailing spasmodically like a fish on a hook as wave 
after wave of hot, screaming tremors raced throughout her entire body, 
crashing against the deep secret inner walls of her womb like the 
California surf at Big Sur. For interminable seconds she as unable to 
breathe and her heart seemed to stop in the wake of her shattering 
climax, until finally she sank back, exhausted and satiated.


When the momentary pleasure of orgasm passed, a feeling of degradation 
and mortification engulfed her. Fresh tears streamed down her face and 
rising up from the tub, now a thing of horror to her, her legs, weak 
from the draining surge of her passion, gave way and she collapsed on 
the floor, her body racked with guilty heartfelt sobs.


Chapter 3


It was just 9:00 when Bob pulled up outside the Lansing mansion. There 
was no one in sight, and not knowing where the rear entrance was, he 
pressed the front doorbell. A moment later, the young girl who had 
hired him opened the door. She was wearing a flimsy dusty rose peignoir 
which gave her golden skin an unusual blushing glow. Bob's eyes roamed 
over her voluptuous body, accentuated by the clinging fabric. Finally 
he stammered:


"Good morning, Miss Lansing!"


"Good morning," she answered gaily, "but," she added, "from now on, I'm 
going to call you Bob, so you'll have to call me Leslie!"


"All right, Leslie," Bob smiled, his equilibrium recovered.


"Care for some coffee? I'm just having breakfast."


Bob followed her into the dining room, where he couldn't help noticing 
that the table was set for two. She poured him a cup of coffee.


"I think I've prepared too much ... would you help me eat it? It's Eggs 
Lucullus!"


The mixture of eggs, mushrooms and spinach looked very appetizing, and 
although it hadn't been very long since he'd eaten, Bob felt tempted by 
the delicious aroma.


They sat eating and exchanging small talk, until it was nearly ten. Bob 
got up, and thanking Leslie, made his exit into the garden. The 
excellent meal, eaten in the company of his beautiful young employer, 
put him in an exceedingly good mood and he set to work with a will.


*   *   *


About an hour later, Bob looked up from his measuring and saw his teen-
age employer standing over him. She wore a short shift, and from his 
squatting position, he could see right up to the thin strip of white 
panties covering her pubic mound. The long, slender columns of her legs 
were like finely sculpted marble and Bob felt a flush spread over his 
features. Straightening himself up, he felt ill at ease, his face was 
burning and he could hardly look the young girl in the eye.


"How about a break?" Leslie asked, her hand on her hip and her head 
tilted a little to one side.


Bob barely mumbled assent, and together they walked silently toward the 
wide patio. On the patio table, there was a pitcher and two glasses. 
She poured out two long drinks and watched Bob over the rim of her 
glass as he sipped his drink.


"What's this called?" he asked after a moment.


"Singapore Sling," she answered, "made with Daddy's special rum!"


"From Triangle Trade days?" Bob quipped, referring to the old method of 
trading used by New Englanders of buying slaves in Africa, selling them 
in the West Indies for molasses, and bringing back the molasses to be 
distilled into rum which was used to buy more slaves in Africa!


"Not quite!" Leslie replied, blushing. "This is of a later vintage, 
from Cuba. Pre-revolution of course!"


They were silent for a moment, and then Leslie said:


"Let's sit on the lawn!" She walked ahead with the pitcher, and Bob 
followed her over to a large spreading oak tree, and sat down beside 
her on the grass. Bob watched appreciatively as she yawned a little as 
she stretched out, and lay on her side facing him. Nonchalantly, Leslie 
sipped her drink, carefully observing him, her eyes strangely narrowed 
to smoky green slits.


Bob wondered just what was expected of him and he felt very nervous, 
sitting so close to this strange, exotic girl. Her heady perfume wafted 
over to him on the soft breeze ... an erotic scent that bespoke 
mystery, excitement, promise. He couldn't keep his eyes off her legs 
where the mini-shift had ridden up till it barely covered the tops of 
her thighs. The superb line of her long legs tapered to a womanly 
expanse of thigh and the whole sweep from hip to ankle was exquisitely 
beautiful.


"I want to kiss you!"


Bob's mouth dropped open and remained there a second before he had the 
presence of mind to close it. He looked at Leslie's face, but her 
expression was inscrutable, as if not a word had been said. For a 
moment, he thought he had imagined it, or perhaps it was one of those 
strange parrot-like birds which had somehow escaped from their cages in 
the sitting room. He felt more and more uncomfortable.


"Do you want to kiss me?"


Again he looked at the young girl's face and this time there was no 
doubt as to the origin of the statement. Her lips were slightly parted 
and glistened moistly. Her hand toyed gracefully with the curve of her 
well-rounded hip.


Before he could speak, he felt her warm hand on his arm, and the teen-
age girl pulled him gently over to her. His first impulse was to draw 
back, but her hand was still clasped possessively on his arm and her 
face lay invitingly close to his. There seemed to be a magnet drawing 
his head down to hers and a shot of exquisite pleasure darted through 
him as his lips touched hers. Her firm yet pliant flesh seemed to burn 
into his and he felt he could go on kissing her like this indefinitely. 
His tongue slipped out and, pressing against the unresisting barricade 
of her teeth, gained entrance to her soft, velvety mouth. Her tongue 
rose expertly to meet his and performed a sort of lewd ecstatic dance, 
teasing and touching his own eager organ. He dabbed at her throat, 
feeling the ridged roof of her mouth, the sharp indentations of her 
teeth, and pushed at the back of her throat. Still she sought to 
swallow more and more of the feverishly drubbing tongue. Bob felt the 
buttons on his shirt being opened and then a cool hand was resting on 
his chest, playing with the dark curly hair. Shivers coursed up and 
down his back and he almost leapt up off the grass in a convulsing 
reaction to the electrifying shock of her touch. Her tongue withdrew 
from his sucking mouth and trailed a path of burning fire along his 
face. Slowly she inched closer to him and Bob could feel her large, 
firm breasts pressing hotly against his arm. His prick was palpitating 
wildly in his pants and his balls began to ache from the pressure of 
his churning sperm.


Suddenly, her hand reached out and she touched the throbbing bulge. 
There was a roaring in his brain and his blood-swollen prick leapt to 
even more agonizing life, burning like a firebrand against his leg. Her 
hand never stopped gently massaging his tormented penis while her 
darting tongue snaked wetly down, over his throat and among the crisp 
hairs on his chest.


As if with a will of its own, Bob's hand reached up and found her soft, 
pulsing breasts. He squeezed and kneaded the smooth resilient flesh for 
a moment, and then hurriedly reached back and pulled down the zipper of 
her sheath. The brief dress fell willingly away from her tanned 
shoulders, revealing her lacy white bra which gleamed against the 
golden glow of her skin. Her heaving breasts swelled up provocatively 
from the lacy cups and Bob felt the moistness of his semen as it seeped 
impatiently from his engorged penis, egged on by her relentless 
ministrations. Boldly, he unclasped her bra and drew his breath at the 
tempting sight of her firm young breasts, sweeping upward to fiery, 
burgeoning nipples, jutting out from pinkish areolas.


His fingers reached out and began to tweak the already rigid buds, 
rolling them between his fingers, gently pulling on the tender tips, 
eliciting gasps of pleasure from Leslie's throat. As he felt the turgid 
nipples responding to his urging and with his cock jerking almost out 
of control, the full impact of what he was doing struck Bob with the 
force of a sledge hammer. He was actually going to fuck this voluptuous 
young teen-age nymph!


Guilt rose speedily inside him as he remembered all the fantasies he'd 
had ... how he dreamt about fucking some other woman, taking a mistress 
... but he knew they were just dreams. No harm in them.


But the teasing, stroking that this gorgeous, half-naked teen-age girl 
was giving his bursting cock drove all such thoughts from his head. Now 
he had to have this child-woman ... there was no turning back ... it 
was too late to stop! He closed his mouth once more over the delicious 
firmness of her breasts and he realized that she was quivering beneath 
him and that her breathing was heavier.


Her shift was just a rumpled belt around her waist as Bob began to ease 
it down over her hips, his eyes straining for a glimpse of the secret 
treasure between her legs. She raised herself up from the ground, 
helping to free herself from the restraining garment and his eyes fell 
on her tiny bikini panties where he could see the golden curls of her 
palpitating young pubic mound twisting out from under the legbands.


As she lay there on the green carpet of grass, her butter color skin 
shimmering under the afternoon sun, Bob cast a surreptitious glance 
around him. There was not another human being in sight and the gentle 
slopes of the garden stretched away, broken only by clumps of bushes 
and trees. The draping branches of the oak spread like a canopy over 
them in their bucolic bed and Bob shivered, as much from the feel of 
the fresh air on his chest as in anticipation of what was to come.


Leslie lay stretched out invitingly beneath him, her eyes half-closed, 
the sun making strange patterns on her body, dancing through the 
leaves. A bee hummed around them and its hypnotic droning seemed to add 
to the state of complete mesmerization which Bob felt.


He reached out and tenderly began to draw Leslie's flimsy panties down 
over her satiny hips, gasping when the full vee of her silken yellow 
pubic hair came into view, and he began to imagine the moist entrance 
of her vaginal opening gleaming through the golden curls waiting for 
his touch. He ran his hands along the inside of her fleshy thighs, his 
fingertips feeling the faint film of moisture which coated her slender 
limbs. He could feel the inner muscles of her thigh flex against his 
touch and he could sense the shivers of pleasure which raced up and 
down the full length of her unbelievably exciting body. Her tongue 
flicked out to moisten her parched lips and her breath was a shallow 
rattle in her throat. His middle finger moved up the silky flesh until 
he could feel the crinkly pubic hair brushing against the back of his 
hand. He could see the pink flanges of her softly pulsing vagina 
contracting and a few droplets of her lubricating juices wet his hand 
as he grazed it. Softly, Leslie began to moan ... low sighs of passion 
which made Bob realize that she was more than ready for loving.


Abruptly Bob stood and began desperately stripping his pants off. A 
twinge of self-consciousness came over him as he stood over her, his 
long, thick cock jutting out like a lone tree from the dark forest of 
his pubic hair, the head glinting purplish in the sun. I'm going to 
fuck her in broad daylight, he thought becoming even more aroused at 
the thought.


Leslie focused her glance on the throbbing penis dangling over her and 
she smiled as she contemplated the ponderous girth of the bulbous head 
and the venous surface of the massive palpitating rod.


He lowered himself down beside her on the grass, and drew her to him, 
cupping the sun-warmed moons of her buttocks in his hands, and 
breathing deeply of her meadow-scented flesh. Her body was soft and 
yielding against him as he ground his mouth down on hers, locking their 
lips together in a bruising all-consuming kiss. Tremors cavorted up and 
down her spine as her fingers reached down and closed around the fleshy 
protuberance of his lust-engorged cock. She spread her legs a little 
and felt his pelvis grind against her smooth, slender hips. His belly 
glided against the smooth flat plane of hers and the abrasive rubbing 
of his pubic curls against her tremulous pussy acted as a completely 
new erotic stimulant. The young girl squirmed beneath him and began 
running her hands exploringly all over his hard body. Unable to wait 
any longer she lifted up and wrapped her legs around him, squeezing 
hard. Bob groaned with pleasure as he felt the full fleshy lips of her 
pussy contract around his rigid penis which felt about to burst from 
the pressure. Leslie's pelvis began to gyrate, swirling his cock around 
in an unbearable imitation of fucking, and already it felt moist and 
lubricated from her free-flowing juices, and the sensual aroma of her 
secret orifice combined with the redolent air around them intoxicated 
him more than the exotic drink.


"Do it now ... oh, lover ... do it to me ..." His new employer moaned 
through clenched teeth.


"You put it in!" he whispered hoarsely, taking command of the 
situation.


Eagerly, Leslie reached her hand down, forcing it between their clamped 
together bodies and once more her fingers curled around his long-
suffering cock. Unhesitatingly, she guided the blood-filled column of 
hardened male flesh towards her young and pulsating pussy lips and 
moved it up and down the hot eager outer surface, coming to rest at the 
throbbing, softly bearded mouth. He could feel the clasping petal-like 
opening grazing the sensitive head of his swollen cock as it tried to 
desperately suck his manhood into its gaping hot depths. Then the pent-
up fury of his aroused passion was unleashed and he drove his thick rod 
forward until it slipped inside the elastic ring of her eager young 
cunt and it glided easily through the slippery satin sheath.


"AAAAaaaaahhhhh ..." she moaned, her heart-felt cry a mixture of 
lascivious delight and slight shock at the girth of his cock inside 
her. As he continued to slide forward, the smooth walls of her vaginal 
canal caressed his granite member like a velvet glove, until he reached 
the very tip of her cervix. The head of his rampaging member teased and 
jabbed at the firm guardian to her womb, the novel sensation eliciting 
little catlike moans from the child-woman, Leslie, who was flinging her 
head from side to side, a rosy blush spreading over her angelic face.


He began to saw into her lithe, young pussy with long, hard relentless 
strokes all the way up, far into her belly, until he could go no 
further. Still, he wormed his thick rod around inside her, probing at 
her feminine secrets, battering her ceaselessly in the age-old rite of 
subjugation. Her face was a contorted rage of desire as her fingers dug 
hard into his shoulders and she returned thrust for thrust, slamming 
her uptilted pelvis against him, spreading her quivering legs even 
further apart, to help him in her ravagement.


Perspiration ran in little rivulets down their bodies and Bob could 
feel the salt-taste of his own sweat as he labored over the young 
sinewy girl he had met such a short time ago. The sun was beating down 
relentlessly on their straining bodies and little blades of grass clung 
to Leslie's flesh as she thrashed about under his continual surges.


"Oooohhhh, God ..." she moaned, almost incoherently, "stick your finger 
in my ass ... do it now, please do it now ..."


Her blatantly lewd request startled Bob and he was unsure at first of 
what to do. He wasn't sure he'd heard her right at first, but she 
continued to beg him, and, almost in a daze, Bob reached down and 
tentatively pushed between the twisting cheeks of her buttocks. His 
fingertip grazed the tight puckered lips of her anus and Leslie moaned 
impatiently.


"Do it now, please ... do it now!"


He loosened the tight little ring, stroking its elastic resistance with 
his finger, and then he rammed it in to the first knuckle, the rubbery 
flesh closing tightly in on his digit. A strangled cry escaped Leslie's 
throat and she grimaced with pain, but she immediately began to screw 
her rectum down on his finger, seeking to swallow it completely. He 
probed further, to the second knuckle, and then until it was all 
completely imbedded in her grasping nether passage. He twisted it 
around inside her, feeling his own still-pistoning cock through the 
thin membrane dividing the twin channels, and the pulsating venous 
underside of his cock made a strange vibration on his finger as the two 
intruding implements fucked into her.


Her pelvis was flailing wildly between the dual intruders, and Bob 
began to saw in and out, his cock and finger in unison, bring a shrill 
unending whine from Leslie, ringing through the trees.


His bloated balls felt as if they were on fire and he knew that he 
would cum soon. But he wanted the pleasure of seeing her, this rich, 
high-class little bitch, writhing about in abandon from the orgasm he 
was giving her, before he spewed his cum into her hot blue-blooded 
little belly. She began to jerk in great body-heaving spasms, her hips 
smashing against his.


"Oh, God, I'm cumming ... fuck harder, fuck harder!!!" she cried out.


The words tore themselves loose from her in a mad jumble and at the 
same time, her creamy orgasmic juices gushed around his battering cock, 
as giant tremors of sexual ecstasy ripped at her insides and the 
crashing walls of her gasping vagina milked at Bob's churning prick now 
swollen beyond anything he had ever known and her cumming, the supreme 
act of submission acted as a signal for his own release and his thick, 
hot seminal fluid began its headlong dash from his fomenting balls. His 
cock jerked again and again as the milky liquid splashed heavily into 
her still-quivering belly, until finally he was milked dry and there 
was nothing left and they lay back on the sweat-dampened grass, already 
glistening with tiny trickles of shimmering cum-juice.


Bob lay on his back, looking up at the cloudless blue sky, his teen-age 
sexual partner lay beside him, sleeping lightly. The glow of satiation 
fading, Bob felt embarrassed as he glanced over their naked bodies. The 
realization that anyone could have passed by and seen them in their 
nude lustful fornication, combined with guilt over deceiving his wife, 
not to mention Leslie's age, brought a blush of shame to his face. His 
shame and guilt began to give way to anger after a moment, when he 
began to think about the details which lead to their lewd coupling. 
Anger at Leslie ... and what she stood for. He knew that her proper New 
England upbringing had nurtured an affinity in her for the coarser, 
less refined elements of life, by dint of their complete exclusion. And 
that includes me! he thought bitterly.


His bitter thoughts were interrupted when he felt the youthful sprite 
stir beside him, and then she was sitting up, looking at him.


She began to rub her hands up and down her smooth, curvaceous sides, 
stopping to cup her breasts in her hands, kneading the smooth flesh, 
the nipples spilling teasingly out through her fingers. Her hands 
dropped down, stroking and massaging, coming to rest at the vee of her 
legs. Her fingertips rested for a moment on her golden fleece and then 
dipped down and slid between her thighs. His eyes were riveted on the 
sensual sight of auto-eroticism and the young girl, fully aware of the 
lustful effect of her manipulation on the older man, spread her legs 
slightly. There was a dreamy, far-away look on her young face as her 
fingers began to probe at the soft hair-lined lips, and Bob could see 
the hint of glistening pink. He was totally transfixed, unable to take 
his eyes from the alluring sight. His eyes were burning and his mouth 
hinged open as she continued to titillate herself. As the tempo of her 
massaging increased, she began to drone:


"Oh, Bob ... kiss my pussy ... I want you to lick it ... put your mouth 
where my finger is! See, it's all ready for you. I want your mouth on 
me ... biting me ... kissing me ... your tongue in my pussy, sucking, 
licking ..."


The obscene words spilling out of the teenager's mouth again exciting 
Bob to fever pitch. The young girl's lewd cantation and her unabashed 
masturbation acted like a drug on him, desensitizing and stimulating at 
the same time, and he half-crawled over to her, his eyes watering from 
the strain of staring at her luscious ready pussy. Seeing her desire on 
the point of being fulfilled, Leslie lay back and Bob crawled up dog-
like between her thighs. The musky odor of her fresh-flowing juices and 
the smell of his own cum still mingled with hers permeated his nostrils 
and with a groan, he placed a hand on either leg and pulled them apart 
and up, as far as they would go. Breathing heavily, he placed his 
thumbs on the outside of the soft, hair-lined flanges, and slowly drew 
the tender fleshy folds apart. He gasped as he gazed avidly at the 
treasure he had exposed. The moist pink flesh, pulsing in anticipation, 
lay open to him and he could see the star-shaped viscous opening 
contracting, and the red tip of her clitoris peeping through the maze 
of curls, hidden by the passion-aroused folds.


After a moment of feasting on the sensual sight, he lowered his head 
and with an animalistic growl, his tongue snaked out, flicking at the 
juicy flesh. The sweetness of her aroused him even more and his tongue 
began to jab at the secret indentations of her pussy, searching, 
seeking, sucking voraciously at her honey-like moistness, his mouth 
making slavering sounds which echoed in the silence of the late 
afternoon. The teenager squirmed wildly under the cunt-licking he was 
giving her and raising her head slightly, drank in the sight of the 
grown man hunched on all fours down between her widespread legs. She 
moaned as she felt his tongue jabbing tentatively at her vaginal 
opening and she squirmed her vagina up, trying desperately to impale 
her desire-ridden pussy on his feverishly working tongue. She could 
feel his hot breath blowing into her and her hot, moist passage opened 
and closed like an insect-eating flower around his probing organ.


A change was coming over Bob. No anger remained ... only gratitude ... 
thankfulness to Leslie for offering him the taste, the feel, the smell 
of a warm young pussy around his face ... a sensation he had often 
wanted and longed for. If only Julie would let him ...


But all thoughts of his wife vanished as he felt the young girl's cunt 
flower open and her passion juices run freely down, masking his face in 
a sticky sweetness. His tongue increased its furious lashing, licking 
her cunt lips, nipping at the blood-engorged bud of her clitoris, 
flicking at the tormented orifice, until she bounced around on the 
lawn, grinding her grass-stained buttocks harder and more desperately 
down into the earth. Her thighs gripped around his ears viciously, 
loathe to release him, and then her pelvis began to churn, her hips 
mashing hungrily up against his face until he was barely able to 
breathe.


A long, guttural moan signaled her cumming and then she was whipping 
around like a dervish, her body a whiplash of sensual reaction. Spasm 
after spasm convulsed her, as her shrieks rent the air, and Bob thought 
he might drown as the eighteen-year-old girl's tender, young pussy 
gushed forth with giant torrents of excited vaginal juices which filled 
every corner of his voraciously sucking mouth and the sweet pungent 
odor inundated his flared nostrils until finally, her thighs released 
their vise-like grip, and they both collapsed completely exhausted and 
panting heavily for breath.


*   *   *


Later that night, Bob sat in his own den sipping brandy. Although it 
was almost midnight, he didn't feel tired. Anyway he wanted to be sure 
Julie was asleep ... the thought of making love to her tonight was 
unappealing. She had been so curious and inquisitive when he came home, 
late, moody and preoccupied after the hours of mind-blowing love with 
the teen-age girl who was his new employer.


Thinking back now on the incredible afternoon, his feeling about Leslie 
had changed completely. Whatever the reason was for her interest in 
him, he was willing to go along with her in anything she wanted him to 
do. He wanted to learn all she had to teach, and judging by her 
performance of this afternoon, he thought wryly, that's a hell of a 
lot!


Chapter 4


"Bob, we just have to do something about our garden! It's a real mess! 
You promised me you'd take care of it ... at least clip the damned 
hedges! I just can't believe you ... of all people, would let it get 
into such a state!"


Julie continued to complain as she poured the coffee. In the four weeks 
since Bob had started work at the Lansing mansion, he had neglected 
their own garden, which was becoming completely overgrown. Weeds 
sprouted profusely, thanks to the warm summer weather, interspersed 
with frequent showers, and the grass and hedges also flourished.


"For God's sake, Julie," Bob stormed, "I've told you before ... I don't 
have time. So quit nagging ... I'll get to it sometime."


Julie, fighting back biting words of anger, dashed out of the kitchen 
and rushed into the bedroom, slamming the door behind her. Once there, 
she lost her temper completely and began throwing clothes and shoes 
around in a fury.


"The bastard! The Goddamn bastard!" she mumbled, finally sitting down 
on the bed, out of breath. The room was a complete shambles, but Julie 
was oblivious to the havoc she had wreaked.


She felt more than just angry at Bob ... a slow, burning hatred was 
taking over her being and controlling her. She felt just like the 
garden ... neglected, uncared-for ... the object of no one's attention. 
Daily now she nagged at her husband trying to get him to tend to the 
lawn and the hedges, but he seemed to be in a different world recently. 
At times, he was moody and dreamy, other times gruff and morose. And 
they hadn't made love in weeks! Her negative feelings were like the 
weeds in the garden, choking out all the flowers and shrubs, until the 
whole thing was nothing but a mess.


*   *   *


Bob slammed out the door. How could he be bothered hanging around her 
nagging! Julie had certainly been giving him a hard time recently he 
grumbled, as he got in his car and hurriedly drove off. Maybe she had 
her reasons to complain, he thought, but a man just had to have his 
freedom. Leslie had taught him that ... in fact he'd learned more from 
her about himself than he'd dreamed possible. She was some baby! It was 
almost impossible to give any thought to Julie's snide remarks when he 
knew he was going to see Leslie every day for some time to come!


His little blonde employer might be young, he thought, but she knew 
enough to instruct women twice her age in the ways of the world. 
Pleasure and more pleasure seemed to be her motto, and Bob was in 
complete agreement with her philosophy! Why he'd gone years with Julie 
without getting laid properly ... and it had taken only answering one 
simple want ad in the paper to settle that as well as his formerly 
distressing financial circumstances! What a windfall!


He drove quickly down the by now familiar route to the imposing 
mansion, already anticipating the surprises, both culinary and sensual, 
that Leslie might have in store for him that day.


*   *   *


In her pink and white bedroom, Leslie lay back languidly on her bed, 
watching as her identical twin sister adjusted her eye makeup in the 
elaborately carved mirror.


"Oh, you'll love him, Li ... he has the most beautiful cock!"


"Shhhh ..." her sister cautioned, blushing a delicate rose pink under 
her skin. "Don't use such words!" But nevertheless her green eyes 
sparkled a little more at the things her sister had been telling her 
about the new gardener. Leslie was incorrigible, she thought, last year 
it had been the carpenter, and the year before, the plumber ... they'd 
been only sixteen then, but the plumber hadn't seemed to mind. It was 
always Leslie who had the penchant for working-class men, but somehow 
Lila would always be drawn into the fun before it was over. She didn't 
mind really, although it was always a little harder for her at first 
than it was for her twin.


But now that Leslie had already broken this one in ... well ... she'd 
been away for a long time, and it hadn't exactly been as stimulating as 
she might have wished, And besides, she was very curious by now to see 
just what this gardener was like!


"Okay sweetie ... give me one of your dresses before he gets here," she 
said, giving her sister a knowing look in the mirror.


"Here we go again," she thought, as a familiar rush of excitement 
seemed to fill her veins.


*   *   *


The front door opened slowly, and Bob felt his usual excitement when he 
caught sight of the beautiful blonde girl. She looked even more 
fabulous to him this morning than ever ... her golden hair was neatly 
tied back and she was wearing a short crisp cotton dress that made her 
look like a fresh young schoolgirl.


"Good morning, beautiful," he said, gaily, reaching out for her. He was 
surprised to see that she drew back from him, stepping backwards beyond 
his reach.


"What's wrong?" he asked, suddenly worried that he'd done something to 
mess up his incredible windfall.


Lila's exquisite features recomposed themselves, and she smiled 
reassuringly at the stranger before her. He was good-looking, she 
thought ... but it would be far more interesting to put him through a 
little test before he so much as touched her!


"What about your gardening?" she inquired. "All play and no work makes 
Bob a dull boy!"


Bob blushed and felt a momentary flush of anger. After all he'd done 
with this little broad, it was humiliating to be reminded that he was 
after all, still only an employee.


"I'll get on with the job," he mumbled stiffly, moving past her.


"Fine!" she replied, closing the front door.


Bob worked furiously all morning in the back rose garden, growing more 
and more


incensed by the way Leslie had treated him when he arrived. She hadn't 
even offered


him anything to drink, the way she usually did! He worked on, until 
about noon,


completely unaware of the two giggling girls who watched him from the 
upper floor


of the house.


When finally, the sweat was pouring off him and the sun was high in the 
sky, he was relieved to see a familiar shape, walking easily toward him 
across the lawn, carrying what looked to be two frosty gin and tonics. 
She was wearing a frilly pinafore that resembled a maid uniform, except 
it was obviously fabricated from a very expensive material, and was of 
a soft pink-violet color. The top of it was scooped out so low that he 
could see the tops of her nipples when she leaned over to set the small 
tray down.


"Boy!" he said, wiping his brow ... "I could sure use one of those!"


"Oh?" Lila asked, looking directly into his eyes ... "and what else 
could you use?"


Bob stammered a little not wanting to be rebuffed again. Still the tone 
of her voice had done it again. He was hungry for her touch, his stiff 
cock quivering at the very hint that it would get a chance to slip 
between the tantalizing young thighs of the girl before him.


"I ..." he started.


"Don't bother to answer," the lovely twin replied, brushing her hand 
through the air, as if to dismiss her words. "Come on over this way 
with me!" Bob picked up his glass and followed her, his face wearing a 
puzzled, quizzical expression. She certainly was acting strange! Would 
he ever understand women?


He observed her carefully as she walked before him. There was something 
different about her today, but he couldn't quite put his finger on it! 
His rampant penis, however, jerked upward a little more at each sway of 
the full, sensual hips before him, and he found that this new attitude 
of hers was highly stimulating, whatever its cause.


Finally she stopped, after having traversed the back gardens. Leslie's 
gorgeous twin sister turned to him and laughed, "Do you play croquet?" 
she asked, extended her arm to where several wooden mallets and balls 
lay alongside the hoops, already laid out in order on the lawn.


"No, I don't," Bob replied, "but I could learn!"


Lila carefully explained the rudiments of the game, stating that a 
penalty would have to be paid for each miss.


They started playing, Lila being the first, and she succeeded in 
steering the ball through the first hoop.


Bob took his turn, but his ball was wide of the hoop.


"You missed! You missed! You have to pay a penalty!" Lila sing-songed, 
jumping up and down in childish glee.


"Okay!" Bob laughed, "what do I have to do?" He figured he'd go along 
with her little game.


"Take off an article of clothing!" Lila said slyly, "this is strip 
croquet!"


"Like strip poker?" Bob asked, his interest peaking.


"Uh-uh," Lila said, her lovely face wreathed in smiles.


Bob was wearing a working shirt and pants, so he took off his shoes 
first.


Slowly, the game progressed, Bob rapidly losing his socks and shirt 
before the exciting blond creature even took off her thong sandals.


It was Bob's turn again and he took careful aim. To his dismay, his 
shot was wide of the mark, and he slowly put down his mallet and with a 
sheepish look on his face, slowly removed his trousers. He stood there, 
in his shorts, acutely aware of Lila's stare burning into his still-
bulging crotch. The realization that she was straining, staring at his 
shorts was strangely exciting to him. Unaccountably he was somewhat 
embarrassed to be playing this silly lawn game in his undershorts with 
his eccentric young employer watching him as though he were some kind 
of zoological specimen. Yet he felt a stab of pride when her eyes began 
to register, with obvious delight, the enormity of the growing bulge.


The game continued, Lila scoring again, and once more Bob carefully hit 
the ball, only to have it fail to pass through the hoop.


"Penalty!" Lila said quietly, a slightly husky quiver now discernible 
in her voice.


Deliberately, he drew down his shorts, and they slipped down, falling 
around his ankles. His uncommonly big prick sprang up, semi-erect, 
joyfully free, the head gleaming a phosphorescent purple in the sun, 
and Lila stood there, gaping at it, as if mesmerized by the sight.


"Oh, it's lovely," she breathed, all interest in her game completely 
gone, "and so big!" She took a step towards him, licking her lips, 
running her pointed little tongue around their fully provocative 
plumpness, her eyes fixated on his growing cock.


"I want to make it bigger ... let me suck it until it's bigger, much 
bigger ..."


Something about the way she said this made Bob wonder what was going 
on. She acted as though she'd never seen him nude before!


"What about our game?" Bob stammered unthinkingly, confused.


"I give up!" she said dramatically, "you win!" And she began to unzip 
her dress. Bob watched the frilly garment fall away from her well-
filled shoulders, leaving her dressed only in a push-up bra and lace 
panties. His eyes followed the voluptuous line of her well-built body 
and he suddenly realized that there was something different. Her skin 
was just a trifle more tanned in places, and right beside her indented 
belly button was a strawberry birthmark in the form of a star!


He watched agog, eyes staring in disbelief as she began to unhook her 
bra and in a second her breasts fell free ... golden silky smooth orbs, 
the nipples like brown eyes, already squirming into rigidity. He gaped 
as he saw her slip her hands inside her lacy stretch panties and gently 
ease them down over her flowing hips, exposing the glossy pubic 
triangle at the vee of her well-shaped legs.


She stepped out of her panties, and as casually as if she were alone in 
her own bathroom she stood there, her head and shoulders thrown back, 
her high, perfectly swelled breasts jutting out proudly like twin snow-
capped mountain peaks. Her trim waist flared to perfectly molded hips, 
which fell to long slender, aristocratic legs, so smooth, so velvety. 
She thrust out her pelvis, her hipbones straining and Bob could see the 
sliver of her sparsely hair-lined cunt lips, already moist with the 
flowing of her vaginal juices, offered to him unequivocally.


"How about another little game?" she rasped.


"Lila ...!" her name gasped past his arid throat but he couldn't say 
another word. He knew now that this was Leslie's twin sister, returned 
from her trip. Her loveliness, the stark sensuality of her lewd pose 
overcame him and he could only stand there, his eyes bulging. He could 
feel pinpricks of desire pinching at his cock creating an almost 
unbearable ache that demanded relief.


Taking his hand in hers, she wordlessly led him and he mindlessly 
followed her over to a grove of cypresses that rose in a phalliclike 
cluster to the sky. They entered the sheltered, well-secluded grove and 
sat down. Lila's eyes fastened greedily on Bob's ever-growing prick.


"Oh, Bob," she breathed, "Leslie was right ... it's really beautiful!"


And without another word, she reached towards him and cupped his 
expanding organ in her two hands. He jerked up off the ground at the 
electrifying touch of her cool fingers on the bloated sensitive 
periphery of his penis and moaned as he felt her run her fingertips 
along its length. He felt her nail scrape the bulbous head and jab 
momentarily at the tiny glans opening from which he knew lubricant was 
already seeping. Her long slender fingers toyed with the pulsing, 
webbed underside, testing the resiliency of the sperm-carrying tube, 
and trailing along till they came to the flaccid, wrinkled sac of his 
testicles. He hissed out a harsh groan as the tentaclelike fingers 
gently squeezed his testes, sending chills shooting through him.


Lila was still staring at his rock-hard cock, as if fascinated by the 
result of her expert manipulations, and now she lowered her lovely, 
blond head towards his groin and her little tongue flicked out and 
licked lightly at the grotesquely distended pillar of his masculinity.


"Oh, Christ ..." he moaned, turning his head from side to side as he 
felt the first warm wet sensation of her tongue coating his prick with 
hot saliva. She ran it up and down its full rigid length, accustoming 
herself to every inch, every crevice of it, probing at the base, 
rooting among the wiry tufts, searching for the very foundations. Then 
she painted his balls with her hungry mouth, trying to catch as much of 
the wrinkled flesh as possible.


Bob writhed on the soft ground. He'd never known anything like it. To 
lie there, in the open sun, and be sucked off by a virtual stranger, 
yes, that's what she was! This was something completely new! But 
perverted as it was, it felt oddly natural having his cock sucked ... 
and sucked damn well ... by the exquisitely beautiful twin sister of 
his teen-aged employer. And it felt so good, so goddamn good!


Lila's lips closed thirstily over the now-enormous head of his cock and 
she gasped aloud as she formed a firm circle with her mouth about the 
rigid rod of flesh just below the head. Then she squeezed on it, while 
her tongue flitted in and out of the tiny slit at the head, noting that 
spasms of profound pleasure were shaking the gardener's body. Her lips 
slipped farther down the moistened rod until the head was pushing 
against the back of her throat. But still she kept on taking more and 
more of the huge organ into her mouth until it reached the top of her 
esophagus! Mmmmm, she wondered in the swoon of ecstasy, can I take it 
all in without gagging?


Raising his head slightly, Bob saw her bent over him on her knees, a 
faint sheen of perspiration coating her face, as she blushed from the 
sheer exertion of what she was doing. But there was a look of complete 
joy on her face as she worked over him and the sight of his purple cock 
disappearing between the smooth oval of her rosy lips, increased his 
pleasure a thousandfold. Then she released his prick for a moment and 
began to lick his madly churning balls once more with great sweeps of 
her tongue, tickling the ridge between the testes and then dropping 
below to the crevice of his buttocks, teasingly moving lower, pushing 
his legs up and back and opening the cheeks of his buttocks with her 
thumbs. He gasped in surprise as he felt her pointed tongue dabbing 
snakelike at his anus and chills of forbidden pleasure raced up and 
down his spine. She stiffened her tongue until it was as rigid as 
buckram and began to probe harder at his untested sphincter, until his 
loins were threshing about frenziedly in surprised delight.


Then, once more lowering his legs back down, she returned to his prick, 
which was huge and bloated, throbbing with an intensity all its own. 
Again she enclosed it in her mouth, establishing a slow sucking rhythm 
by gliding her soft ovalled lips along its almost never-ending length 
right down to the base, and then slipping back along its palpitating 
surface until just the head was still imbedded in her mouth, while at 
the same time, milking his balls in almost unbearable time to the oral 
fucking she was subjecting her mouth to.


Bob felt as if his to lower torso as on fire.


Great red-hot flames were licking at his loins and his sperm were 
rioting around in his balls, pressuring for release. His head was 
spinning and he ground his teeth in anticipation of the shattering 
orgasm he knew was coming and at the same time, willing it away for 
just another moment of ecstatic pleasure.


"I can't trust either of you for a moment!"


The voice rang through the grove, and Bob sat bolt upright his eyes 
wide open and his mouth hanging like a broken hinge. Leslie had found 
them! Momentarily hidden by the trees, she now came into view, wearing 
only a towel, sarong-style, which just covered the twin mounds of her 
breasts and barely covered her pubis. He knew it was a stupid time to 
think about it, but Bob felt he had never seen her looking so appealing 
... her legs still moist and her hair wisping from the steam of her 
bath.


"I see you two have already met!" Leslie said with a sarcastic note.


He saw her eyes fall on his ponderous prick and was self-conscious at 
the way it stuck up like a flag, waving blue and purple in the 
sunlight, a drop of cum from his just-thwarted orgasm glistening in the 
slit at the top. Lila knelt there, looking at her sister, her hand 
still squeezing at his balls.


"How could you do this to me, Lila?" Leslie asked, a pained expression 
on her face.


"I just couldn't help it, Leslie ..." Lila answered in a low voice. Bob 
didn't know where to look. He felt mortified at being found like this 
by Leslie and was afraid she wouldn't understand that he had thought it 
was her at first.


"Look, girls ..." he began in a conciliatory voice.


"You stay out of it!" they chorused together and Bob felt like a 
chastised schoolboy.


"What shall we do?" Lila asked, a questioning look on her face.


"I guess we'll have to share him ..." Leslie answered, dropping the 
towel from her body.


"What do you mean?" Bob stammered. He'd already been planning to slip 
away as soon as possible.


He was answered by a burst of girlish giggles and then he felt a hand 
against his chest and he was pushed over backwards. Chaos ensued for a 
moment until he felt his cock become warm and moist again, the 
hypnotizing slipping of a warm buttery mouth down over its almost full 
length, the gently insistent milking of his balls. He was just about to 
raise his head when he felt a warm moistness over his face, a weight on 
his chest, and then his breath was cut off for a moment. Opening his 
eyes, he looked up and saw a soft golden forest, surmounted by a flat 
smooth belly, rising to upswept breasts proudly pointing. Her head was 
thrown back and he could just catch a glimpse of a tawny mane. It must 
be Leslie, he thought, or is it Lila?


She settled back on his chest and then closed her thighs around his 
face, easing the damp pinkness of her vagina over his nose and mouth. 
Heat was rising in his groin again as Lila, or was it Leslie, continued 
to lick along the uneven surface of his cock, slavering lovingly over 
its growing girth, jerking his scrotum with a stormy hand. The sweet 
feminine smell of the pink furrowed pussy on his face assailed his 
nostrils and his own warm breath returned, cunt-scented, to add to his 
fervor.


He stabbed out with his tongue and began to emblazon trails of fire in 
its warm hair-lined folds, bringing gurgles of pleasure from the girl 
above. He probed with his tongue at the satiny softness of the hair-
rimmed outer lips, feeling their swollen fleshiness, biting at their 
pliant edges. His tongue found the crinkle-edged inner lips, tiny and 
ragged, and taunted them mercilessly. He came upon the burgeoning 
button of her clitoris, already a hard bud, and holding it firmly with 
his teeth, licked at it relentlessly with his laboring tongue, feeling 
it growing and expanding under his oral lashing, wringing shrieks from 
the passion-ridden girl, who was twisting around on his face, trying to 
escape the maddening ministration. His tongue roamed at will, dabbing 
at the luscious chiffony flesh, until it found the dark, private 
sensitive opening to her body. It darted inside, and he could feel her 
velvet cunt walls contracting, opening and closing on his tongue. He 
could taste the nectarlike juices of her downy pussy, which dripped 
down around his tongue and fell into his mouth and dribbled down his 
chin. She was rocking about on his face, her knees clenched over the 
crown of his head. All along his face, he could feel the smooth 
silkiness of her inner thighs and the soft curliness of her pubic hair 
tickled his nose.


Looking up he could see her full, jiggling breasts bobbing, like buoys 
at sea. Reaching up he encompassed each firm, ripe melon in his hand 
and felt with pleasure the smooth resiliency of their alabasterlike 
flesh. The hardened nipples were like horns butting against his palms 
and he could feel the contraction of the wrinkled areolae as they 
strove to greater turgidity.


A sense of weightlessness took hold of him as he licked and lapped with 
his tongue in time to the sucking of the mouth below on his near-
bursting cock and his mind began to wander into a mistiness of 
sensuality.


He was brought back to reality by heavy raindrops which splashed down 
in quick succession on the three writhing nude bodies in the cypress 
grove. In the height and dizziness of their passion, they had failed to 
notice the darkening of the sky. Nonplused for a moment, Bob stopped 
his slavish licking of the cunt squashed against his face, but the 
vacuumlike sucking of his enormously erect cock continued unabated, in 
spite of the many raindrops which slipped between the furiously pumping 
mouth and the madly pistoning cock.


He could feel the ground beneath him getting soggy and the rainwater 
was running in little streams from the body perched over his face.


He could sense the sensual twin's approaching orgasm and she began to 
mash her helplessly aroused pussy harder down into his face, her entire 
loins rimming his nose and mouth, so that he had difficulty breathing. 
She clasped his soaking hair and pulled furiously on it while she 
strained to climax, bucking about over him. He rammed his tongue deep 
up into the churning mouth of her cunt, bringing cry after tortured cry 
from her lust-tormented throat. Her maddened thrashing made a wet 
sluicing sound as her heated loins ground hungrily on the rain drenched 
surface of his face and her breasts felt slippery as he tried to clutch 
at their wildly dancing fullness. The image of a mermaid entered his 
mind, wet, sensuous, rising from the sea, and the thought renewed his 
feverish tongue slashing far up into her smooth cuntal depths, where he 
could feel the sinewy walls closing in on his tongue, desperately 
trying to tear it from its roots.


Then he felt her stiffen, her entire body straightening like a 
whiplash, and he heard her voice in gasping sobs:


"Aaaaaggghhhhh ... oh God, I'm ... I'm ... cuummmiiinnnggg!"


Her whole body seemed to shatter over Bob, and he could feel the wild 
vibrations as they passed from her shimmering cunt up through her body, 
like myriads of electric shocks. She arched her slender back and then 
jerked uncontrollably, moaning and wailing to the skies, as a wildly 
cascading flood of her sexual juices spilled down over his face, 
commingling with the rain, to slide down over his chin and onto his 
neck.


The tremendous force of her tumultuous orgasm loosened the control Bob 
had over his own climax, prolonging the exquisite pleasure, and just as 
he felt that his sperm bloated balls would burst, a furious thunderclap 
in the distance shook the earth and loosened the torrents of his hot 
jets of semen. He ground up his pelvis against the voraciously sucking 
girl, sinking his member in her voraciously milking mouth up to the 
hilt, as the searing hot sperm exploded down her gulping gullet.


"NnnghOOOHAargghnnnn!" he moaned and gurgled into the cunt of the 
still-twitching girl above, and with one final outrageous paroxysm, 
spurted his last drop of lust-heated semen deep into the still pumping 
oval mouth of the young blonde sister below him. His last orgasmic 
spasm disengaged the swooning beauty on his chest and all three 
gradually fell in a drenched tangle on the ground, panting in great 
gulps.


Minutes later, his breath back to normal, Bob looked up at the two 
girls. They were laughing and giggling, their bodies sleek and shiny 
from the still falling rain, their hair dripping yellow rattails on 
their shoulders.


God they are identical, he thought, as he looked at their glistening 
bodies.


"Which one ...?" he started to ask.


His unfinished question brought another bout of twittering, until 
finally, one of them said:


"Guess?"


"I couldn't," Bob answered, smiling.


"Well, then there's only one way to find out!" she said.


"What's that?" Bob asked earnestly.


"Do it again!" the decadent teen-aged twins laughed together and Bob 
nodding in agreement, reached over towards the two eager and waiting 
twins.


Chapter 5


Julie gulped down her martini, her eyes fastened on the young boy 
outside, who was busily mowing the lawn. She wondered if she had made a 
mistake in hiring such a youngster to take care of the garden. She 
remembered her desperation of that morning and how, over her usual 
solitary cup of black coffee, she had finally decided to take matters 
into her own hands and do something about the chaotic state of the 
garden.


Ideal Garden Help, the ad in the local paper had read, and promised all 
kinds of garden work done. The final sentence in the imposing ad, 
Satisfaction Guaranteed, had clinched the matter in her mind and she 
decided to ring them.


An hour later, this young man had arrived, He was only about fifteen 
and he was tall and dark with almost swarthy features and intense moody 
eyes. She guessed he must be of Portuguese extraction, as there was a 
settlement from Portugal in the city. His name was Eduardo, and she had 
felt ill at ease from the thorough visual examination he'd given her 
when he first came. His eyes seemed old beyond his years, and they had 
burned into her making her feel as if her body had been laid bare to 
his rather insolent gaze.


Her martini finished, she found that she was constantly looking at him. 
The drink bolstering her confidence, she decided to go out in the 
garden and see how the work was progressing.


He looked up at her as she walked across the lawn to him.


"How's it coming along, Eduardo?" she asked cheerily.


"Very well, ma'am," he said, a faint smile brightening his deeply 
tanned youthful face.


"When do you think you'll be finished with the lawn? There are a few 
more things you can help me with."


"I'm at your service anytime ma'am," he said, his dazzling white teeth 
flashing, as he bowed slightly.


"Good, Eduardo. I'll probably need you for several days."


"Thank you, ma'am," he said simply, his eyes wandering over her body, 
brazenly taking in the outline of her nipples pressing against the thin 
material of her dress. His stare brought a flush of embarrassment to 
her face. She gave the boy a cold look and walked briskly back into the 
house.


Once back in the safety of the house, Julie tried to pass off his look 
as the product of his lack of upbringing. Poor boy, she thought, he's 
probably been underprivileged all his life! She sat on the living room 
couch engrossed in a copy of a Homes and Gardens magazine. Her recent 
preoccupation with their own garden had led her to buy several glossy 
magazines portraying magnificently laid out gardens, well-appointed 
houses and sumptuous interiors.


Her mind wandered as she gazed at the lovely colored pictures, secretly 
envying the owners of such well-manicured grounds and she pictured how 
their own place would look when Eduardo was finished.


He was really a nice boy, she mused, probably just a trifle overawed in 
her presence, hence his familiarity with her. And he really was very 
attractive. He had a good build, too. She wondered what kind of girl 
friends he had. Little dark girls like himself, she supposed. She had 
heard about how passionate they were too.


As she read, she sipped another dry martini, and when she'd finished 
it, she found she wanted another. Outside, she watched as Eduardo 
continued his work, and gradually over her third drink, she stopped 
reading completely to watch the young boy.


She was so absorbed in her own thoughts, that she didn't notice when he 
turned to watch her watching him ... not until he had smirked 
insolently and smiled as though he knew her every secret thought.


She blushed profusely when she saw, and looked quickly down to her 
magazine, the printing and photographs a blur to her martini-dulled 
eyes. She dared not look up again, and as she held the magazine, she 
noticed that her hands were trembling.


"Silly fool," she said to herself. "What on earth's wrong with you 
anyway? After all, it wasn't as though I'm dealing with a grown man. He 
was just a child ... hardly anything to get all upset about!"


All of a sudden she squealed, nearly jumping out of her skin. Eduardo 
had entered the house through the side door, and was now breathing 
heavily over her shoulder. She could smell a slight waft of animal 
perspiration from his work in the garden, and although she expected to 
be rebuffed by it, there was something about it that she liked. BUT WHY 
WAS THIS BOY LOOKING OVER HER SHOULDER THIS WAY? She felt unable to 
cope with anything ... WHY HAD SHE HAD THAT LAST DRINK?


"Pretty pictures!" Eduardo smiled, flashing bright beautiful teeth at 
her. "You like your garden to look like that?" His hand snaked out, and 
brushing past Julie's cheek, pointed directly at a luxurious garden in 
the magazine.


"Why ... of course," Julie found herself stammering ... "Who wouldn't? 
But shouldn't you ... I mean have you finished for the day?"


He hadn't budged an inch, his youthful face was still dangerously close 
to hers, hand still extended across her shoulder to the open magazine 
page.


"I like the way you look at me ..." he grinned pleasantly, still not 
budging.


"Why whatever ... I mean I don't think I've looked at you any special 
way ... you're a very nice boy, but ..."


"Oh!" Suddenly Julie gasped aloud, shivers of fear tingling her nerves. 
To her horror, she felt hands on her, one on each breast, and she was 
so stunned at the shattering reality of this fact, that it was moments 
before she could make a move. In those split seconds, her terrified 
eyes saw the dark young face of the young gardener looking down at her, 
his eyes boring into her.


He shifted slightly, lightly licking his lips and moving closer to her. 
The movement broke the strange spell and with a cry, she struggled to 
break away from the child's embrace.


"How dare you!" she cried indignantly. "Take your hands off me! Why I'm 
almost old enough to be your mother!"


His only answer was a small, conceited laugh, squeezing harder on her 
straining breasts and then he began to manipulate them slowly beneath 
the prying of her fingers at his hands.


"I saw how you looked at me," he whispered sensuously. "I'm not a boy 
... I'm a man ... you'll see!"


In spite of her initial anger, a kind of dreamy torpor was enveloping 
her as she listened to his soporific voice and waves of unwanted desire 
began to flood through her deprived body.


It felt so good! How was that possible?


For a moment, she wondered just how much of a man he actually was, but 
it didn't really matter, what mattered was getting away from him. She 
struggled against his hands again, but a general weakness invaded her 
and she fell back to the couch. It wasn't so very wrong ... a voice 
said. She had to have some consolation for her husband's disgraceful 
treatment of her ... and besides, it wouldn't go any farther than this, 
it was harmless enough ... she was a grown woman, after all!


Eduardo slid around and noiselessly sat down beside her, his hands 
rapidly returning to the older woman's breasts. He had her where he 
wanted her, now. He'd seen that look on women before, and he knew what 
it was they wanted. And this one was really stacked, not like that 
skinny Mrs. Hertz he'd worked for a few weeks ago! Oh, he knew what she 
wanted alright, and he was fully capable of getting what he wanted ... 
a piece of her high and mighty, Miss Priss, pussy!


He smiled and inched closer to Julie and releasing one hand from her 
breasts, tried to pull her toward him, so that her head was on his 
chest. Julie resisted feebly, she'd had too many drinks and the 
confusion in her head had let the entire situation get out of control. 
Julie heard the whine of a dress zipper and then she felt a hand 
sliding confidently inside her dress. She must stop him now, before it 
was too late, he was going too far now!


But then his hand was on the bare flesh of her chest and began tracing 
a tremulous path up to where her breasts were throbbing encased in a 
light nylon bra. Her heart began to thud as his fingers insinuated 
themselves up under the band of her bra and with an upward tug, slipped 
the right cup over her trembling globe, releasing it into freedom. 
Shivers chilled her as she felt the cool rush of air raise goose bumps 
on its sensitive surface and then the boy's fingers were around it and 
he was cupping the ripe fullness of it in his palm, the nipple pressing 
against his finger. She moaned as she felt the contact of his cool 
flesh against her hot skin, as he touched the hard bud of her nipple, 
pinching it between his fingers.


Then Eduardo's bold young hand left her breast and Julie felt a 
distinct pang of disappointment as her naked flesh lay there uncaressed 
once more. But he had withdrawn his hand from her dress and in a flash, 
snaked it up her thigh, further, further, as she clenched her smooth 
white thighs tightly together. But his palm brushed electrically 
against her nylon covered pubic hair anyway and it hesitated there for 
a moment before beginning to massage the throbbing unprotected 
triangle.


Julie trembled from the delicious contact. It was good, very very good 
... it wasn't her fault that she couldn't, wouldn't stop this brazenly 
forward boy. His fingers slipped down feeling the moist furrow of the 
older woman's wet cunt through the dampened crotchband of her panties. 
Involuntarily Julie flexed her pelvis up against the boy's middle 
finger and flushes of hot and cold arrows darted up from the pink 
flanges of her lust ridden pussy.


From somewhere in the back of her mind, came a warning note, and 
gathering her willpower, she pressed her palms firmly against Eduardo's 
chest and tried to push him away.


"No, no," she cried, struggling. "Stop it! Stop it! We--must--stop--
it!" But Eduardo didn't stop. Instead he flicked up his hand and boldly 
inserted it down the waistband of her flimsy panties, resting a few 
seconds on the trembling plane of her stomach only to drop lower to 
tangle in the first curly strands of her pubic thatch.


The shocking contact was too much for Julie's love-denied body, and she 
began to wildly oscillate her pelvis, with almost violent shudders. Her 
eyes closed as she began a low, lascivious moan, and the last vestiges 
of struggle and doubt fled from her and she surrendered herself to the 
crude animalistic advances of the fifteen-year-old boy.


Eduardo sensed with triumph her complete capitulation to him. So I 
wasn't wrong, after all, he gloated, she's hot for it, just like I knew 
she would be!


His fingers played maddeningly at her desire-drenched pubic curls, 
tugging at them, stroking them like he would a cat, and then suddenly 
dipping into the quivering furrow of her passionate pussy. Julie clung 
to his slight form, half sobbing, as his fingers rummaged around in the 
warm, moist recesses, pillaging her inner secrets and her whole body 
vibrated from the fierce arousal below. The fingers found the 
palpitating point of her clitoris and began to tease at it, stroking 
the hard little spearhead into greater rigidity, each deft probe 
bringing fresh moans of delirious delight from the lusting woman.


She groaned freely in frenzied sexual abandon, no thought left in her 
head but the appeasement of the hunger that his delicious attentions 
had started in her. Julie sobbed aloud when the youthful gardener 
finally found the tiny quivering cuntal entrance with his middle 
finger, and without preliminary, wormed it around in the wet, willing 
hole up to the knuckle. He rotated it around the lubricant-saturated 
sheath, feeling the spasmodic contractions of the smooth vaginal walls 
as he finger-fucked her in and out. She thrust her churning cunt 
further down, her face a crimson mask of wanton lewdness as she tried 
to engulf his finger in her pulsating depths. Almost angrily, unaware 
of what she was doing, she reached down and grasping his hand, of which 
one finger was plundering her open cunt, and she tried to jam the 
remaining digits into her burning pussy.


Thwarted by the still hindering material of her panties, she angrily 
grabbed at the restricting clothing and with strength born of unabashed 
depravity, tore the flimsy fabric from her loins, exposing her naked 
crotch to the young boy she'd hired to do the lawn. This time, Eduardo 
needed no more persuasion and sunk one, two more fingers in the 
throbbing hole until all three were teasing around in the velvety 
interior of Julie's straining cunt. She ground her soaked pussy against 
his hand and her vaginal juices flowed freely down on his laboring 
palm, so that he could feel the soft pulsations of her hair-fringed 
cunt lips.


Julie's cries of pleasure filled the living room and her full mooned 
buttocks spasmed into the drenched sofa cushion as she squirmed under 
the intense finger-fucking of the pseudo-phallus.


Eduardo glanced with pleasure at the twitching body of this frustrated 
housewife, his eyes taking in her glazed lust-dimmed look, her upper 
lip stretched taut over her teeth, her fingers digging convulsively 
into the sofa.


She's really a hot one, he nodded to himself. Wait till I fuck her! 
Just wait!


Just then, her whole body stiffened like a ramrod, and with an inhuman 
scream, Julie began to flail about, her pelvis mashing up against his 
fingers. Her hands began to claw convulsively at his hair, his head, 
and when the full force of her orgasm hit her like a hurricane, she 
began to shriek insanely:


"Oh, God ... I'm cumming ... oh, I'm cumming ..."


Eduardo was afraid she'd fall off the couch in her tremendous jerking. 
He'd never seen anything like it. But finally she lay back, her breasts 
heaving, her legs askew, a thin trail of sticky moisture clinging to 
her thighs.


Sanity finally returned and with it, reality. The insolent young boy 
was standing over her now, a lewd grin on his face, and he was patting 
the ominous bulge between his legs, which seemed to be growing before 
her eyes.


"Are you ready for me now, baby?" he leered, his eyes glued to her 
still-throbbing, still-exposed cunt.


"Get out of here!" she screamed, "Get the hell out of here!"


"My finger is good enough for you, but not my cock, eh?" Eduardo called 
as he nevertheless exited rapidly, his eyes blazing.


"If you're not out of here in three minutes, I'll call the police! I'll 
tell my husband!" she threatened, her voice shrill and loud.


"Okay, lady," the boy snarled, "have it your way. But why not let me 
tell him what your pussy looks like!"


He stalked out and Julie was left standing alone trembling violently, 
the drying stains on the couch staring at her in accusation of what 
she'd done. Becoming conscious of her half-naked state, one breast 
lewdly bare, her eyes fell on her torn panties, discarded on the floor, 
and her face turned scarlet as the details of her obscene surrender 
came clearly back.


What came over me? she sobbed. How could I allow a fifteen-year-old 
boy, a dirty, filthy young boy, to even touch me?


Chapter 6


"You'll like our friends," Leslie said, lifting up on one elbow. They 
were all sunbathing on the upstairs terrace, and Bob scanned the full 
brown globes of the delightful twin's naked breasts as she rose up to 
address him. Lila lay a few feet beyond, stretched out upon her back, 
the golden triangle of her tight young pussy exposed to the warming 
rays of the sun. Her eyes were closed, and Bob wondered if she was 
sleeping. Neither one of them had seemed to be in the mood for 
lovemaking that day, and he was curious to know just what they had on 
their minds.


The last few days had been like a pasha's dream ... he had never been 
happier, treated to the most glorious days of his life.


Gradually, he had taken to spending more and more time at the mansion, 
and consequently less and less time at home with Julie. He rationalized 
that there was little reason for him to stay home anyway, the way Julie 
had been acting recently. Once he'd even considered mentioning it to 
the girls, but then he'd thought better of it. They certainly could 
give Julie some pointers, though, he'd figured, about what being a 
woman is all about!


Although he'd completed his gardening chores by now, the sumptuous fee 
the girls had paid him was enough to enable him to loaf for several 
weeks ... so instead of bothering to look for new jobs, he'd decided to 
give himself the vacation he figured he so richly deserved.


A hot tingle streaked through him as he thought about what the ever-
surprising twins had been hinting at for some time. It certainly looked 
as if today was the day!


"We'd better start getting ready for Ken and Linda!" Leslie said, 
reaching out and gently shaking her stark naked sleeping twin by the 
arm.


"Remember, Bob ..." Leslie said as they gathered up their cushions and 
suntan creams. "Three o'clock ... in the study!" Lila finished.


"And don't bother to dress!" they echoed in unison as they left him to 
himself.


*   *   *


At exactly three o'clock, Bob knocked on the study door. Curious and 
excited, he held his breath in that split second before the door was 
opened. Contrary to his first expectation, he was somewhat disappointed 
to see Ken standing there holding the door open.


Ken was a tall guy, about thirty, with salt and pepper hair, and even 
Bob could see that he exuded a kind of magnetic sexuality and 
overpowering maleness. Stark naked with a drink in his hand, he 
cheerfully ushered Bob in. His prick lay semi-erect, dangling down 
under his belly, and Bob could tell that when it was fully aroused, it 
would be a long, menacing weapon. Bob was far more interested in the 
girl, Linda, a rather small, dark-haired girl, her face shining with a 
schoolgirl freshness. She could not be any older than the twins. In 
fact, Bob mused, I'll bet she's a year or two younger! Her pert breasts 
jutted out in greeting ... creamy rounded orbs, her dark pubic triangle 
a striking contrast to the ivory of her skin. She was talking 
animatedly with Lila, and Leslie engaged in quiet conversation with 
Ken. The twins were also naked but Bob had learned to distinguish them 
by Lila's birthmark so he could tell them apart at a glance.


"Why don't you make yourself a drink, Bob ... and then perhaps you'd 
like to watch for a while!" Lila suggested. Hoping that he wouldn't 
miss anything, Bob slipped into the kitchen and made himself a tall 
whiskey and soda. Carrying his drink, he went silently back to the 
study, and was rather surprised to find that things had progressed 
rapidly in his absence.


Ken and Linda had spread a blanket on the floor and were already locked 
together in a tight, passionate embrace. Her slender, manicured hands 
were wound around his neck and Bob could catch a glimpse of Ken's 
hungrily probing tongue slipping into the petite, dark-haired girl's 
receptive mouth. He could see that Linda's eyes were beginning to 
dilate and an unmistakable smoky haze of passion flickered through them 
as the older man slowly aroused her ripe, young body. Being only about 
ten feet away, he could see every nuance and expression on their faces. 
Ken's mouth tore away from the passionate fullness of Linda's lips and 
began to trail hot, moist kisses down her swanlike neck, sucking 
voraciously at the tender flesh, leaving a path of raw red patches in 
its wake. Her hands were caught desperately in his hair and from her 
gaping, half-open mouth, it was obvious that she was already deep in 
the throes of tremendous excitement.


Bob sat down on a big chair a short distance from them and watched with 
total fascination. But then, Bob's attention was diverted from the 
passionate couple on the floor by a flurry of movement on the Murphy 
bed. For a minute, being several more feet further away, he couldn't 
make out the tangle of arms and legs, but after a moment, he saw to his 
intense shock, that it was the twins, Leslie and Lila. In amazement, he 
saw that Leslie, her blond hair flowing like molten silk was hovering 
over the equally golden Lila, who was spread-eagled on the bed. He 
gasped as he saw her slowly lower her mouth and enclose one of her 
sister's firm, rounded breasts. From the ecstatic gasp that Lila 
uttered, it was obvious that she reveled in the strange feeling of her 
sister sucking ecstatically at her breast. Leslie bit at the brown 
little berry of her twin's breast, savoring its sweetness and with her 
hand, kneaded the plump resilience of the other breast. Bob could see 
the nipple spring to attention, the dark knob leaping up from the 
crinkled brown areola. He could almost feel it himself as he watched 
Leslie squeeze the ripe flesh as she kissed first one and then the 
other buttery globe. Then she raised her head, and Bob could see her 
tongue darting out as it flicked down the smooth plane of Lila's lithe 
body, stopping to poke at the tight puckered little navel, licking it 
lovingly, wringing squeals of joy from its youthful owner. She 
continued down, her mouth coming to rest on the golden fur which lay 
invitingly between Lila's spread legs. Leslie teased at it for a 
moment, running the silky strands between her fingers. Then her fingers 
dipped out of sight and Bob could see renewed tremors spasm through 
Lila's body as her sister's deft fingers probed through the soft 
sensitive folds. Bob could just barely see the pink line of pussy 
through the golden fringes of her vaginal lips but he could see clearly 
the desperate upward thrust of her pelvis as she strove to imbed 
Leslie's fingers in her hot, wanting cavern.


Then she withdrew her finger and he saw the faint smear of lubricant 
glistening on it and he knew that Lila was already moist with desire. 
He saw the young aroused girl lift her knees and then she shifted 
slightly so that the whole naked expanse between her legs was visible 
to his greedy glance. He could see the already swollen, hair-lined lips 
crowding protectively around the tiny reddish tip of her clitoris just 
above the tight elastic cuntal ring. Her entire pussy seemed to pulsate 
in expectancy and Bob watched the petallike mouth opening and closing, 
like an oriental kissing fish. Leslie placed a thumb on either side of 
her sister's moist young furrow and slowly drew the fleshy folds apart, 
exposing even more of the delicate pink flesh. She gazed at it for a 
moment in obvious rapture, her eyes bright in anticipation, and slowly 
ran her tongue over her lips. Her own ivory-chiselled breasts were firm 
and full, the nipples rock-hard and her trim little buttocks were 
flared and strained from her kneeling position. Then, with painstaking 
slowness, she lowered her face and Bob could just see her tongue 
slipping out and with one long lap, stroke the full length of the 
moistened pink furrow. A gasp escaped Lila's lips and she twisted 
around in an obvious attempt to escape the burning contact. But Leslie 
held her firm and her tongue continued to lick teasingly at the moist 
cavern. She drove her tongue into all the dark secrets of Lila's 
pulsing vagina, searching, seeking, gulping down its honeydew 
sweetness, dancing around the soft, luscious folds, to emerge, dripping 
wet, for breath. After the initial contact, Lila began to relax and Bob 
could see her inner thighs close in around her twin's head, trapping it 
there and hands reaching down, pushing Leslie's imprisoned face even 
further down onto her burning vagina.


It was incredible! It was as if a wood nymph, entranced by her own 
exquisite reflection in a stream, had decided to make love to herself 
and by some magical power, turned her reflection into flesh and blood 
and then proceeded to carry out her bizarre, narcissistic daydream. And 
somehow, because the two sisters were so identically beautiful, there 
seemed to be nothing strange in their incestuous love.


But his languid contemplative reverie was interrupted by the squeals 
and moans of Ken and Leslie. Ken had parted the damp rosy slit of 
Linda's tender pussy with his fingers and holding the outer flanges 
firmly apart, was ravaging her defenseless genitals with intensity. His 
tongue shot out repeatedly and swiped across the pink split, sucking 
and slavering as the pointed tip slashed the bud of her hardening 
clitoris, sending it into a throbbing firmness. He teased the slit 
incessantly, running his thick organ up and down the full length of the 
widely spread flesh. He sunk his tongue repeatedly into the clasping 
hotness of her vagina, burying it again and again in the darkness of 
her depths. His hands were digging into her buttocks like claws and Bob 
could see the muscles on her flailing legs standing out rigidly against 
the flesh as she held him in a viselike grip. He could see Ken lifting 
up her naked loins, still clutching at her fleshy buttocks, and 
slicking his tongue down the crevice of her now exposed ass-cheeks, 
where he rammed the tireless muscle into the tightly clenched nether 
ring of her anus.


Ken's thick lewd cock dangled before Linda's face and suddenly her 
small mouth opened wide and she was swallowing Ken's engorged penis in 
great gulps, her petite ovalled lips like an elastic band around its 
fleshy circumference. Her cheeks hollowed and expanded with each stroke 
of his huge rigid cock as tiny ragged edges of soft pink flesh pulled 
out from her lips as the cock withdrew from her mouth. Her eyes were 
closed and she seemed to be doing her best to consume the thick pole as 
it sliced in and out of her greedy lips. The giant rod was sawing 
rhythmically back and forth in time to the in and out plowing of his 
tongue below. He withdrew the fleshy protuberance almost all the way 
out, until just the head remained in her mouth and then he rammed it 
forward, burying its length in her moist mouth. Her hand cradled his 
big, loose balls, tenderly holding them and gently squeezing them while 
the other firmly grasped the driving penis around the thick base, lest 
it escape.


The tempo of their mutual sucking increased, until Bob thought that 
every muscle and cord in their bodies was straining beyond all 
endurance and their entire flesh was coated in perspiration. They were 
both braced like bows, their spines taut and he knew that they would 
soon lick each other to frenzied orgasm. As if on cue, a loud wail rent 
the air and then Linda was jerking like a puppet on a string, her hips 
grinding frantically against Ken's drenched face, the soft beard of her 
teen-age pubic hair slamming against his nose.


"Mmmmmmmmnnnnggggg ..." she moaned in complete ecstatic abandon, her 
mouth totally filled by the older man's driving penis. Bob could see 
that Ken's face was bathed in fluid as he strove to keep the flame 
burning hotly in her crashing climax. As the twitching in her pelvis 
increased, she began to suck even more voraciously at his distended 
cock, almost chewing on it in an effort to coax the molten liquid out 
of it that she knew was lurking there. Her hand milked his balls with 
rhythmic fervor, yanking so strongly on them that Bob thought she'd 
surely dislodge them. Then he heard a series of masculine grunts and he 
saw that Ken's pelvis was spasming convulsively and then he was 
battering his loins against the small girl's face, which was almost 
turning blue from its capacious load. His hands appeared from nowhere 
and knotted into her hair, drawing her face even further down on his 
pistoning member. With a number of tremendous jerks, Bob knew that Ken 
was shooting his hot molten load into her throat, and she was gulping 
furiously, trying to swallow as much of the precious sperm as she 
could. Finally, with a grunt of satisfaction Ken spurted his last and 
fell with a satiated moan as Linda still forced her wildly convulsing 
pussy up into his soaking mouth.


Bob could barely drag his eyes away from the sex-drugged couple, but 
was distracted by renewed fervor on the bed, where Leslie was still 
slavishly lapping at Lila's throbbing cunt. Lila's legs were like 
stocks, pillorying her sister's head and her face was invisible, buried 
in the steaming cavern of Lila's pussy. Her head was flailing from side 
to side, her mouth half open, a warm flush spreading over her body. Bob 
could just see Leslie's tongue as it buried itself in the honeycombed 
layers of her cunt. Her hands reached up and grasped a firm breast, 
kneading the pliant flesh almost mechanically in time to her laborious 
licking. Leslie's own breasts were rock hard, the nipples roseate 
spears, and her plump little buttocks jiggled as she plunged with zeal 
into her task.


A catlike wail sounded the toll for Lila's release and she began 
bouncing around on the bed, her hands now released from her twin 
sister's hair and clutching at the bedspread, her pussy grinding up 
violently against Leslie's face.


"Aaaaaahhhhh ... yesssssss ... yesssssss ... yesssssss!!!"


A series of anguished cries rang through the room as she pounded out 
her orgasm, and Bob watched mesmerized as Leslie lapped at her sister's 
orgiastic fluids as if they were a life-giving elixir. Finally, when 
Lila was completely drained, she relinquished her deathlike grip on her 
willfully entrapped sister who emerged, her face bright red, lubricant-
dampened but eminently smiling and obviously delighted.


Bob gulped down the remainder of his drink and stumbled out to get a 
refill. His own sorely neglected penis was very rigid and it strained 
painfully against his leg. He felt envious of the tremendous pleasure 
everyone but he had just experienced and even his initial shock at the 
two sisters had vanished in the sexual excitement of it all. He had 
never seen two women together before and he found it strangely 
exciting. When he returned to the study he saw that Ken and Lila were 
in the preparatory stages of making love, this time on the bed, with 
Linda and Leslie watching. Was it possible that Ken could get another 
hard-on so soon? It obviously was, for his large organ was ripe and 
ready for another onslaught. It loomed, gross and blood-engorged, the 
bulbous head proportionately monstrous, till even Bob wondered how Lila 
could take it in her tight little hole. Ken, by this time, was stabbing 
at Lila's mouth with his tongue and she was avidly returning thrust for 
thrust as the two muscles fenced and tarried, whipping up a froth of 
salival foam.


Bob was now painfully aware of his own erection and he unzipped his fly 
and eased the large instrument out through the split in his underpants. 
He sighed in relief as he freed his penis, and sipping his drink, 
decided to watch a while longer. Ken was running his tongue all over 
the golden-skinned body beneath him and she was mewling with pleasure 
under his moist ministrations. Her long slim legs were spread 
tantalizingly wide and he could see the gleam of her moist pink cunt, 
still slick from her own juices, shining through the nest of dark pubic 
curls. Every nerve ending in her body seemed to quiver as he ran his 
tongue lightly over the sensuous surface. His long thick prick rested 
between her legs, spread along the length of her furrow. Her previous 
lovemaking seemed to have honed every nerve, every sense in her body to 
razor sharpness because she needed nothing as Bob heard her plead:


"Oh, Ken ... put your cock in ... lover, fuck me now!"


Her sensuous plea brought a leap of response from his own neglected 
prick and he began to cradle it in his hands, as if in consolation for 
its present lack of a receptacle.


Without waiting, Lila reached down and clasped Ken's large rod in her 
small hand, squeezing it appreciatively and began to steer it towards 
the trembling entrance to her body. Bob could see a drop of cum 
gleaming at the tip of the head and marveled at Ken's rapacious 
capacity. Lila posed the gross head at the pulsating pink ring of her 
vagina and in a mesmerically slow manner, began to rub the knob up and 
down her moist split, lubricating its massive fleshiness in her free-
flowing juices. The titillation seemed to be too much for Ken, who 
suddenly lurched forward and rammed his rod into the waiting hole.


"Aaaaaarrrrrsssss ..."


The sound like shattering glass reverberated through the room and a 
moment passed before Bob realized it was Lila, anguished by the sudden 
harsh entry of such a protuberant monster. Bob could see that only the 
head had penetrated the teen-age girl. Eagerly he leaned forward to 
watch and wondered if she could take much more of it in her tiny 
vagina. The expression of pain which had clouded her face disappeared 
momentarily to return again when Ken began to inch forward. He seemed 
oblivious to the girl's torment. On the contrary, he appeared to enjoy 
the wracking pain he was causing by the forceful plowing of his giant 
harrow. He continued to ream forward, the monstrous prick straining her 
tender vaginal flesh incredibly. He pushed forward an inch.


"Aaaaaaaarrrrrggggg ..."


Another inch.


"... nnnnnnnnhhhhhhgggggghh ..."


And finally, pulling back slightly, he rammed the entire length of his 
swollen prick deep into Lila's fully stretched vaginal canal until Bob 
could almost hear the bulbous tip crash hard against the young girl's 
cervix.


"Noooooooohhhhhhhh Yesssssss ..."


Every last inch of it was buried in the wide-stretched sheath of the 
teenager who lay beneath him, biting back the tears. Ken looked around 
him with the satisfied air of one who has done a great deed, and then 
commenced to withdraw the almighty shaft. For a moment, it looked as if 
he might not be able to budge it, but he began to pull it out, 
centimeter by slow centimeter, his eyes voraciously taking in the sight 
of his returning cock. When he had withdrawn all but the head, he 
reamed forward again, sinking it once more in the skewered girl.


"... Oooooooohhhhhhh ..."


This time, the pain was not as intense as her cunt adjusted to the 
mammoth size and he began to fuck in and out of her more easily, 
grunting deeply as he hit bottom, his pendulous balls smacking hard 
against her upturned young buttocks.


"... Aaaaaaahhhhhhh ..."


The pain seemed to have subsided completely and his forward surges took 
on a rhythmic regularity. Lila, too, seemed to accept his plunges in 
her stride and flexed her pussy to meet his every thrust. Gazing at the 
pistoning rod of flesh, Bob wondered if Lila's pussy would ever be the 
same ... whether it would be irrevocably stretched by Ken's plundering 
member. His thoughts were interrupted by a throaty masculine voice:


"Fuck 'er good! Fuck 'er good!"


He froze.


Again, the raspy voice boomed out:


"Fuck 'er good! That's it! That's it!"


He glanced quickly around. There was no one else around! He was about 
to get up and search the room when the mawkish voice shrieked again and 
this time, he saw the originator. He laughed out loud when he 
discovered one of the parrots heedlessly uttering the lewd words and 
shook his head in wonderment over the endless bag of tricks the 
perverted young twins had.


Glancing back, he saw that Ken was really pounding into the sweet 
child, Lila, his hands clutching feverishly at her backside, his cock 
thundering into her in long, hard, cruel strokes. She kept up a steady 
moan, her fingers clawing at Ken's shoulders, her breasts bobbing up 
and down. Her shoulders pounded into the bed, her back arched and her 
hips ground up and down furiously. Linda was half-sitting, half-lying 
in the far corner, in dreamy unawareness, her fingers probing in her 
own juicy pussy.


Leslie was on her hands and knees, her ass waving in the air, directly 
in front of Bob, peering intently at the disappearing pillar of flesh 
as it sliced into the grasping hole of her twin sister's cunt.


Bob had never seen anything like it in his life. Such a scene of wanton 
lust, such lascivious licentiousness, right down to the lewd old 
parrot. The scene of sexual ecstasy sent tremors of delight rippling up 
and down his spine and his cock seemed to leap into greater enormity 
with each powerful lunge of Ken's shaft. Sweat rolled off the fucking 
couple as they bucked and rocked violently under their forceful 
motions.


Beside himself with excitement and brimming over with lustful desire, 
he leapt forward, clutching his cock like a weapon before him. Linda 
was drifting off into self-induced ecstasy. Leslie's eyes were glued on 
the plunging piston of flesh that dove into Lila's welcoming cunt, and 
Ken and Lila themselves were oblivious to everything but the insistent 
drubbing that was going on between them.


Bob, inflamed by the unabashed lust all around him, tore off his 
clothes, throwing them helter-skelter in a careless heap. He strode 
over to where Leslie was hunched down on all fours, and kneeling down 
behind her, wrapped his arms around her, kneading her breasts until the 
nipples were like marbles. She seemed only vaguely aware of his 
presence and he began to absently bite a path of hard kisses down her 
spine, the knobs of which were like red-hot firebrands burning into his 
chest. He could feel the coolness of her soft white buttock mounds 
against his cock and he pressed his swollen member into the moist 
valley between the twin loaves. His hands roamed over her body, 
caressing the smooth flesh, squeezing her tender thighs. And with a 
snarl, he drew her back towards him, his hands digging into her hips. 
She kept her eyes transfixed on her sister, seemingly oblivious to the 
unnatural penetration about to be perpetrated on her. He kneaded the 
fleshy mounds of her well-formed buttocks, pulling and pushing at them, 
spreading them wide, exposing the crack to his crazed gaze. 
Dissatisfied with her pose, he roughly pushed her head down until it 
was flat on the rug, facing the wildly twitching couple on the bed, her 
backside waving unnaturally in the air.


Then, with one hand holding his distended cock, he spread her ass 
cheeks wide with the other and lodged his thick member between the 
straining moons of flesh. He could see the small puckered ring of her 
anus nestling in the hidden valley, dark and crinkly against the white 
of her ass. His thick cock prying the protective ass-cheeks apart, Bob 
began to probe at the little brown hole with his fingertip, the novel 
sensation raising a ridge of hair on Leslie's back. He began to push 
more insistently at the tight elastic ring, until finally the tip of 
his finger plopped inside the tight restricting sphincter.


"Nnnnngggg ..." Leslie moaned but made no move to stop him.


He began to rotate around in the skin-tight passage, wringing gasps of 
pleasure from Leslie, who though completely engrossed in the fucking 
her sister was receiving, was not oblivious to her own pleasure. His 
finger pushed and pulled, trying desperately to widen the tight anus. 
After a moment, he managed to insert just the very tip of a second 
finger inside the now slightly moistened channel, and waiting a moment 
till the initial shock of the thicker entry had passed, he continued to 
expand the defenseless sheath for the perverted assault to come.


He could feel Leslie quivering under his touch, his probing fingers 
sending forbidden chills slipping almost surreptitiously through her. 
He withdrew his fingers with a slight popping noise and Leslie gasped 
in disappointment.


Then, once more clutching an ample mound of buttock flesh in each hand 
and spreading them very far apart, he bared the darkened crack 
completely. He could see the little anal opening pulsating faintly, the 
wrinkled brown skin tremulous in anticipation. He placed the large 
bulbous, blood-filled head of his cock against the tiny ring, secretly 
wondering how he'd ever manage to penetrate it.


Leslie felt the light pushing of the giant knob against her rectum and 
for a brief moment she almost wanted to stop what was about to happen. 
But wisps of forbidden pleasure tickled at her and the engulfing flames 
of lust that were fed by the sight of her twin sister being fucked out 
of her mind had to be quenched.


Bob pressed the shaft against the minute opening and with a lunge, 
surged forward, only to have nothing happen. It wouldn't go in! The 
memory of the brutal forced entry of Ken's mammoth monster into Lila's 
tight little cunt that he had witnessed earlier came rushing back 
vividly, and following his example, he plowed forward violently, the 
rock-hard head bursting its way past the tight resistant anal ring.


"AaaaaaaGGGGGGGHHHHHHH!" Leslie screamed, but her heartfelt cry was 
lost in the louder melee set up by her sister, who after teetering on 
the crest of ecstasy, finally crashed down to fulfillment in a chorus 
of blood curdling shrieks. Bob watched as Ken furiously pumped his lewd 
load into Lila's madly churning loins, the foamy white liquid already 
bubbling up and running out of her saturated cunt.


His own unnatural entry forgotten momentarily, he watched as Ken 
continued to send jet after streaming jet of molten seed deep into 
Lila's quavering belly, until they both finally collapsed in a spent, 
drenched heap on the bed.


As the searing pain in her rectum eased, Leslie ground her teeth in 
dreaded anticipation of the next assault. Bob began to push forward, 
but so tight was the virginal passage, so wide was his prick, that he 
could barely make headway, and inch by agonizingly slow inch of it 
disappeared into her asshole by painful degrees. He could feel the 
smooth rubbery skin inside clinging tenaciously to his advancing cock 
and his cock actually forced the clinging flesh aside as it went on its 
way. Finally, after what seemed an eternity, he reached bottom ... he 
had sunk his cock to the hilt in her tightly molded asshole. He could 
hear her whimpering quietly under his brutal ravagement and somehow, in 
his maddened perverted state, the knowledge of her suffering was like 
an added incitement to further bestiality. He began to slip his cock 
out, and the return journey was surprisingly easy. He withdrew it until 
just the head was inside and then rammed forward again, tearing the raw 
flesh as he slipped forward.


"Noooooo!!!" Leslie gasped. "It hurts, it hurts too much ..."


But Bob continued to saw in and out, heedless of her anguish, until the 
passage became easier and Leslie began to relax a little. She began to 
grind her ass back on the rampaging cock and each backward thrust of 
her ass seemed to make things easier.


Little tendrils of pleasure began to show themselves like new flowers 
after the winter and she realized she was beginning to enjoy the rough 
pillaging of their gardener's sodomizing cock.


She began to buck back harder and harder against his buffeting cock, 
feeling his balls slap hard against the tender flesh of her cunt down 
below and in a swift movement, she reached her hand back and clasped 
the pendant balls in her hands, willing him on to longer, smoother 
strokes.


"Oh, Bob," she groaned, finally convinced, "Oooh, it's sooo nice!"


The audience to this perverted scene feasted their lust-glazed eyes on 
the sodomizing couple, vicariously enjoying all the pleasure-pain of 
the sadomasochistic act.


Bob enjoyed the feeling of plunging his hardened rod of flesh into her 
unprotected secret passage, and hearing her depraved cries for more. He 
had no idea it would feel like this, so tight and hot and damp, and he 
slashed into her with long sweeping slices of his cock, wringing 
strangled moans of pleasure from her.


Lila watched Bob's huge cock pummeling into her sister's virgin rectum, 
heard her rattling cries of delirious pleasure, saw her furiously 
undulating buttocks pumping back against his bulldozing prick as her 
full golden pearlike breasts danced and jiggled under her chest.


Oh, God, I wish that were me! she thought enviously as she savored 
every moment of the disappearance and reappearance of Bob's cock into 
her twin sister's forever stretched nether channel.


Leslie rolled and flung her buttocks back against Bob's hard driving 
cock, wild rapturous feelings of dizzy delight taking hold of her. She 
knew she was nearing cumming now and all she needed first was to feel 
Bob's hot searing liquid scorch into her backside and then she too 
would cum ...


Then a crazy chant sounded behind her:


"CUUUUMMMMMIIIIINNNNNGGGGG!"


Bob's nails were digging like talons into the soft quivering flesh of 
her curved buttocks and his pile-driving cock began spewing its burning 
fire of seminal foam deep into her hungrily milking anus, shooting it 
far, far up into the soft rubbery depths and then she too was cumming, 
flailing and tossing like a newly landed fish, sobbing out a lewd 
incoherent jumble of words as the inner walls of her pussy opened up 
and a torrent of her sex fluid gushed from deep inside her jerking 
young belly.


"OOOOOHHhhh, good God! Oh, Baby! OH! OH! OH!" her tormented backside 
wriggled endlessly against his climaxing cock, muscles wildly 
convulsing, tight sphincter opening wide, flaring in an unprecedented 
agony of lust.


"AAAHHHHHHH!" she sighed, finally. "Mmmmmmmm!"


Minutes later, Bob was aware of Lila hovering over him.


"It's my turn now, Bob," she breathed heavily. "Fuck me in the ass!"


Her frank demand awoke the life in Bob's prick once more and leering 
assent, he reached out for the depraved twin.


"Okay," he agreed, "but I haven't even had a chance at Linda yet!"


"Don't worry," Lila assured him, kneeling in front of him and offering 
up her rear passage for his use. "The day is still young!"


Yes, Bob thought, a lewd grin appearing on his face. And so is Linda!


Chapter 7


Julie bolted upright in bed, cold beads of perspiration covering her 
soaking body. It was several seconds before she realized where she was 
and she shook her head from side to side in an effort to clear out the 
obscene images that still lingered in her nocturnal subconscious. In 
the dream, she had been trying to walk down the aisle to where her 
husband stood waiting for her to join him in their marriage ceremony, 
but all along the aisle pews in the church, little boys of all ages 
pulled at her wedding gown which had somehow become transparent and she 
could see that each of them had their young penises in their hands, 
fondling them and offering them to her. And then, coming from just in 
front of the altar, she heard a strange buzzing, and looking up, she 
saw Eduardo mowing the lawn that was growing on the floor of the 
church. And now, finally awake, the mowing sound continued and Julie 
realized for the first time that Eduardo had come back and was right 
now downstairs, working in her garden as if nothing had happened the 
day before.


"I can't believe it!" Julie whispered out loud in the empty room. 
"Imagine, the nerve of that boy coming back here."


At first she panicked, but then she reasoned that that was silly. After 
all if he dared bother her again she could always call the police. 
Deciding that the best thing to do would be to ignore him, she pulled 
herself up out of the crumpled bed and threw her lightweight robe over 
her flimsy shortie nightgown. Bob had obviously already left for work.


"That goddamn job of his," Julie thought to herself as she made her way 
into the bathroom to brush her teeth. "Ever since he started it, 
wherever it is, he hasn't been home one night before midnight, I'd like 
to know just what kind of gardening it is one can do after dark--"


She peered into the mirror above the sink and shuddered at the sight of 
her drawn face. And dropping her toothbrush back into its holder 
without bothering to use it, she turned the hot water on full blast 
into the marble tub and poured a handful of scented bath beads under it 
and watched for a moment as the tub began to fill with the delicious 
smelling suds once again. And as soon as it was ready, Julie could 
begin to feel herself relax.


She slowly lowered herself into the steaming hot water, feeling its 
caressing warmth envelop every inch of her firm young body.


"Oh, if only my husband would make me feel this way," she sighed as she 
lay completely immersed, the fragrant bubbles lapping at her chin. But 
Julie knew that he definitely wasn't there ... and that most probably 
even if she were to be with the man she was still, after all these 
hurtful years ... in love with ... the experience would be a 
disappointing one!


A flicker of resentment passed through her as in spite of all her 
efforts to erase him from her memory, Eduardo and the pleasure she had 
known with him--a mere boy!--came back to her in full depth. She felt 
herself lapsing into a dreamy state during which in her imagination 
Eduardo was not a fifteen-year-old, but a grown man, a lover who would 
take her away from all of this. And after all, she reasoned, swirling 
the washcloth over her erect nipples, since Eduardo definitely was not 
fully grown yet, no matter what his amorous propensities, didn't that 
in some way lessen her transgression, rather than making it greater as 
she had previously supposed!


Besides, it served Bob right that she had had a moment's pleasure ... 
no matter how repugnant it had been. What did he care anyway?


Unconsciously when she began to wash her inner thighs, Julie lingered 
at the pleasure spot between her legs, so recently satisfied ... and 
yet still yearning for more ... more .... Bob's loving, only him doing 
it just the right way, slowly, beautifully, passionately. Her fingers 
slipped up into the wet petals of her cunt, and she began to flick at 
the pink interior beneath the water, the delicious sensations rising 
within her steadily until there was a sharp rap at the door.


Guilt stricken, she removed her hand quickly, and instinctively 
covering her unprotected breasts, she asked in a tremulous voice:


"Who ... who's there?"


"It's me ... Eduardo." an insolent voice replied. "Are you decent?"


Julie could see the door handle twisting, and she screamed out "NO! NO 
... don't you come in here!!!!" as she simultaneously jumped up out of 
the water, almost losing her balance in the process and slipping back 
into the warm water. She recovered herself though and groped for a 
towel, wrapping it swiftly around her.


What strange slip of the mind had made her not lock the door as she 
usually did ... today of all days?


She just reached the door as it was being pushed open. HOW COULD THIS 
BE HAPPENING TO HER? IT COULDN'T BE REAL!


She could hear Eduardo's high falsetto laugh as he pushed against the 
door. Valiantly, she struggled to push back against him, losing her 
towel along the way. But she let it go ... it was much more important 
to keep him out! WHY WAS HE CACKLING AWAY LIKE THAT ... AS THOUGH HE 
WAS PLAYING SOME CHILDREN'S GAME? His laughter unsettled her beyond 
anything else, and hysterically, she began to cry, still pushing hard 
against the door. Her tears weakened her efforts, and somehow, with one 
gigantic heave, Eduardo pushed his way in.


"NONONONONO!" she cried, folding herself up in a ball on the floor and 
scrambling for the towel to cover her nakedness. "Go away ... please 
... oh, please ... you must go away!"


The boy stood above her, his dark eyes taking in the soft rounded 
curves of his employer's body. He smiled once more ...


"Sure," he said, "I'll go away ... I just wanted to ask you if you got 
any more work for me to do?" he chuckled slightly as he watched Julie 
covering up a bit of exposed thigh with the edge of her towel. She was 
sitting on part of it, so there wasn't enough to cover her completely, 
without her getting up to arrange it, so Eduardo realized that as long 
as he kept standing there, he would continue to enjoy the treat of Mrs. 
Redding's quivering pink flesh.


Tentatively he stepped forward. What did he have to lose ... what could 
she prove ... he'd deny everything ... he was only a kid anyway ... 
besides, she'd been happy enough with his fingers in her hoity toity 
little cunt the day before!


"GO BACK!" Julie screamed. "GET AWAY!" He took another step, and 
reached forward. As if in slow motion, his hand touched her breast ... 
Julie's terror stricken eyes looked into his. Brusquely he knelt down 
on the thick bathroom rug beside her, his face close to hers. He began 
to insinuate his hands between her large freed breasts, feeling them 
tentatively and then boldly as Julie, transfixed, made no move to stop 
him. The touch of his hands on her breasts sent shivers coursing 
through her, and the knowledge that these alien fingers already knew 
the feel of her resilient flesh, added to her dilemma. She should push 
him away! But still she didn't move. Then his warm palms closed in 
again on them, the fingers tweaking the nipples, kneading at the spongy 
fullness of the firm full mounds. She whined softly, and then felt his 
other hand tracing a burning hot path up her leg ... to where her 
sparsely hair-fringed pussy was gently throbbing. She could hear his 
breathing become heavier as the young boy ran his hands over the full 
length of her body, exploring her secret hollows and indentations, and 
her own voice rattled out in a series of small animal mewls.


He was looking at her, sucking in his breath sharply, his eyes on the 
two full white moons of her breasts, the satin-like softness of her 
thighs, the darkly gleaming flash of her bronze pubic triangle. Julie 
felt paralyzed by desire. She couldn't ignore the strong signals from 
her aching pussy as she looked at this blatantly confident young boy.


He was running his hands with near reverence up and down her 
unprotected nudity, bringing gasping and quivering responses from the 
softness of her body.


She had never felt like this before. Not even that time when she had 
given in to Bob before their marriage. Something about this situation 
... lying naked beside a young boy in her own bathroom, added to the 
prurient desire the clandestine act awoke in her and she lost all 
consciousness as to why she was here or even who she was with, and gave 
herself up completely to the licking flames of passion which were 
engulfing her. With a deep sigh, she felt his finger rummaging between 
her legs. Eagerly, she spread them wide, anxious now to assist him in 
her satiation. His fingertip ran moistly up and down the length of the 
dampening furrow, the tip slipping into the burning hot hole of her 
love-starved cunt, making her body jackknife against him from the 
sudden unexpected touch.


"Oh! Oh! Oh!" she moaned, biting her lip in passionate arousal, until 
she could taste the blood from her self-inflicted punctures. Then the 
boy's mouth was on hers, his thick lips pressing down on the older 
woman's as his tongue shot into her mouth, feeling the warm wet contact 
of her velvety interior on her hungry organ. Round and round it swirled 
inside her, until she felt her whole mouth was filled with this 
devillike thing tantalizing her and she began to suck voraciously at 
it, closing her lips tightly over its base, trapping it completely 
while she tried to swallow it all.


Her passion spurred his. He could feel his cock heavy against his leg, 
confined by the tight material of his Levi's, and his heart was 
pounding painfully in his chest. He had no idea ... not even from her 
intense arousal yesterday ... that she would be this hot, this anxious 
for him to fuck her. There was no mistaking her intentions now. She 
grabbed him roughly and desperately, sought to ram his entire hand up 
into the rapacious cavern of her tight cunt, her chestnut hair a 
gleaming mane in the dim light as she flailed her head from side to 
side.


Julie heard the sound of clothes being removed and knew that he was 
getting undressed. She waited with bated breath until she knew he was 
nude and then looked at his young, virile body. He was absolutely 
beautiful, she thought. What a beautiful boy! Eduardo seemed to read 
her mind. "You like my cock?" he smiled, pulling her gently by the hair 
until her face was a scant inch or two away from his outsized, fully 
erect member. Julie could see the large pillar of flesh jutting out in 
front of her and to her lusting mind, it appeared to take on even 
greater proportions. Her eyes widened as she surveyed it and she 
hesitatingly stretched out a hand and gently enclosed it in her 
fingers. God, it was as big as a full-grown man's! Her fingers barely 
closed around it! Slipping her circled fingers up and down it, she 
estimated its length. Even as she was feeling it, a shudder of 
masochistic delight sneaked through her at the thought of this well-
endowed young boy making love to her.


"Ooooh!" she crooned, trembling slightly.


She felt the prick in her hand leap and then she was being pushed down, 
her legs splaying wide. He fell unceremoniously between her widely 
stretched thighs and grabbing her by the ankles, pulled her limbs up 
and out as far as they would go, ignoring her impassioned pleas for him 
to be gentle. Her legs were now pushed flat back against her shoulders, 
squashing her breasts painfully against her chest. Her taut pussy was 
fully exposed ... naked, defenseless, the moist rosy flesh gleaming 
teasingly in the shaft of light from the small window.


She felt Eduardo place the thick muscley head against the palpitating 
opening to her cunt and she lay there trembling, half in anticipation, 
half in fear of what was to come. Her fear brought back to her mind the 
reality of what she was doing.


This is wrong, she thought wildly, beginning to struggle. I can't do 
this ... I just can't! I've never done it with anyone but my husband!


"AAAAGGGHHHHH!!" she sobbed out from her very depths as she felt the 
plowing without mercy into her tender channel, cutting off her guilty 
thoughts. God, it was wonderful! She'd never known anything so 
wonderful! She felt his fifteen-year-old cock speeding crazily into her 
womanly vagina and tears sprang to her eyes as she felt the full force 
of the young boy's frantically plowing penis continue to ream forward, 
until finally, he hit bottom, crashing against the tender head of her 
cervix with astonishing force. Julie's cries reverberated through the 
bathroom, bouncing off the walls and coming back at them in mocking 
notes.


For a moment, Eduardo held his plundering pole there and then began to 
withdraw it, the overlarge instrument slipping out easily from her 
willing flesh. Julie sighed at the momentary relief afforded by his 
exit, but he immediately began to plunge forward again, ramming it in 
all the way, and she squirmed helplessly beneath him, trying for one 
sane moment to clench her thighs together to ward off his obscene 
invasion of her secret genitals. But her resistance was in vain ... her 
very clenching seemed to encourage the plowing forward of his young 
penis. She could feel every ridge and fold of it as it wriggled about 
inside of her like a giant worm and Eduardo's squirming scrotum 
pressing against the widespread crevice of her buttocks signaled a 
searing pain as the head reached the home base of her womb.


She lay stunned beneath his lean young body as he began a more regular 
fucking in and out of her cunt, flexing his hard cock as it lay 
imbedded in her, feeling the beginning responsive throb of her inner 
vaginal walls. He could sense that she'd forgotten all her fear and was 
now on the side of pleasure as she began a soft mewling sound of 
unmistakable enjoyment as her soft wet cunt mouth began a rhythmic 
opening and closing around his hardened young, cock.


The older woman's hips began a slow undulating roll beneath Eduardo's 
skewering penis and her hungry pussy, so long frustrated, began 
voraciously screwing itself up further onto the boy's dancing member. 
Julie could feel her nerve endings, so recently raw with pain, begin to 
tingle throbbingly from the electric shocks that jolted her body. She 
felt at one with his lewd impaling member as it imbedded in her and she 
rotated her hips in time to its desperate skewering.


His small, tense hands were digging into her shoulders and his sweating 
body dripped down beads of perspiration onto her churning frame as he 
pushed with all his might into her, his flailing member wide and thick 
between her tormented thighs. Julie was moaning steadily now, the pitch 
rising in intensity as she felt the enormity of her approaching climax. 
It was gross! Her body was wracked with pain from the unnaturalness of 
her position, but she was enjoying this total subjugation to the brazen 
young Portuguese ... enjoying the humiliation he was causing her, 
reveling in the abject pleasure she was getting from him.


"Ooooooooohhhh ..." she moaned, "I'm cumming now, yes, yes, I'm cumming 
now ..."


She bucked against him wildly, her body vibrating uncontrollably as her 
wet cum seeped down the throbbing walls of her cunt and dripped down 
over her straining thighs and into the crevice of her churning 
buttocks. She felt drained and exhausted but somehow exhilarated as she 
felt him continue to fuck into her, his knees pressing into the backs 
of her thighs, his hands cupping her buttocks, raising her up off the 
ground, affording him even deeper entry into her.


His long hard strokes slipped like a knife through butter into her wet 
slippery passage, now drenched with her own cum.


How could I have lived without this for so long? she thought wildly as 
the mouth of her womb flared involuntarily to engulf more of the 
rubbery head in its secret depths. Memories of her long, unfulfilled 
nights and bitter wasted days cut her like a sword and in her anger at 
her husband she began to batter feverishly back against him, opening 
her crotch completely to his onslaught, her cunt making wild wet 
sucking sounds as it contracted gratefully around his pistoning young 
cock.


And then Eduardo too began to cum, gleefully spurting out his white hot 
jets of foamy sperm, which seared her drubbed vagina deep inside, 
emitting a long low animalistic moan as he continued to empty into her 
wildly sucking womb. The throbbing sheath of her ravished cunt sucked 
thirstily at the streaming prick buried inside her until finally his 
testicles were drained completely dry and began to grow limp inside 
her.


"More," Julie sighed, clutching at the youthful shoulders of the 
fifteen-year-old. "Oh, God, fuck me more, please!!"


Chapter 8


Julie stood in the kitchen of her mother's summer house, desperately 
trying to make the sauce she was cooking taste the way it was supposed 
to. But her hands seemed to be all thumbs and she didn't seem to be 
able to recall what ingredients, she had already added.


"Why don't you let me help you with that?" Julie's mother offered.


"Mother, please! Just leave me alone!" she cried.


Julie was sorry as soon as she'd spoken. She was unable to count the 
many times she had snapped at her mother that day at the least 
provocation. Nothing that's happened to me is her fault! she thought 
regretfully as she retired to the front porch to recline in a rocking 
chair. But whose fault is it? Certainly not mine!


For the tenth time at least that day she rehashed the events of the 
past few years, concentrating most heavily on the most recent few weeks 
before she had felt compelled to make a hasty visit to her mother's 
Cape Cod house. What hurt most, and what she seemed to recall with the 
most agonizing detail, was the way Bob had acted when she'd told him 
she was leaving for a month or two.


"Fine!" he'd said, "I think that's a great idea!"


He'd almost offered to help her pack. "It'll be good for you ... you're 
right ..." he'd continued almost gleefully, and then had gone on to 
stress the benefits of her departure until she had fled the room in 
tears.


She'd been seeing the youth, Eduardo, almost constantly and finally the 
guilt she felt at her odd coupling with the young Portuguese boy had 
gotten the better of her. She could hardly look herself in the mirror 
anymore ... and yet every morning, she found herself anxiously, even 
impatiently awaiting his arrival. That coupled with the absolute 
impasse between her and Bob had made her decide to leave. It was the 
only thing to do!


But now that she'd been on the Cape for almost two weeks ... and those 
spent without so much as a word from Bob ... Julie thought she'd really 
finally go completely out of her mind. The nights were pure torture, 
and the days were filled with her mother's well-meaning questions and 
suggestions. Of the two, the nights were worse ... she slept very 
poorly, and then her sleep was filled with lewd, erotic dreams ... more 
and more they were dreams of Eduardo, the little lawnmower ... (Bob had 
never even noticed, or at least hadn't mentioned it when the lawn was 
finally done. Another frustration!) And now, she had even taken to 
daydreaming about her young lover, her loins tingling, breasts 
sensitively rubbing up against the fabric of her bra ... she wanted his 
touch again! It was a shameful admission, but it was true! Even as she 
rocked right there on her mother's front porch, she felt an undeniable 
lust spreading through the entire lower portion of her body. Her full 
thighs pressed close together, and the tender hair-lined cleft between 
them snuggled moistly up against them, wanting a more definite caress.


Suddenly Julie leapt up from the chair, her decision made. She went 
inside to the living room and began leafing through the yellow pages of 
the Providence phone book. Finally her trembling finger located the 
establishment she was looking for. Ideal Garden Help. Quickly she began 
to dial the area code and then the Providence number.


"Hello," she said in her haughtiest voice. "This is Mrs. Robert 
Redding." The voice at the other end responded with due reference. "I 
have some rose hedges that need clipping. Can you arrange to have that 
young man ... what's his name, Eduardo? come by tomorrow morning ... 
yes, it must be tomorrow ..."


With a sigh of relief she heard the voice reply, "Why certainly, Mrs. 
Redding ... what time would be good for you?"


She rapidly calculated that she could leave late that night while her 
mother was asleep if she rented a car ... "Between nine and ten would 
be fine ..." she answered ... that way she would get a few hours sleep 
and be well rested by the time he arrived ... and Bob would most 
certainly have left the house by then.


Joy spread across her drawn features as she hung up the phone. She had 
no idea how she would solve all her problems, but at least one was 
going to be solved ... and within just a few hours.


*   *   *


"Well, why didn't you tell us earlier that your wife had gone away?" 
Leslie asked, pouting prettily.


"Yes ... we'd love to see your house ... Wouldn't you like to see where 
Bob lives, Les?" Lila chimed in.


"Nothing would thrill me more, darling ... Can we go this evening ... 
maybe we can even cook dinner there!"


Bob realized that there was no way of getting out of inviting the twins 
to his house. They were looking forward to it like the big children 
they were, and even though he was a little nervous about it, he didn't 
want to disappoint them, so he agreed. Julie had been away two weeks, 
and she was planning to stay a couple of months ... no reason why she 
should come barging in tonight, he figured. Besides, it would be fun 
seeing the gorgeous blonde twins in his own house ... liven up the 
place!


A few hours later, the girls were running all over the house, 
exclaiming over it and praising its charming dcor. They had often 
wondered what kind of home Bob had and now they appraised it with 
interest. They looked at several pictures of Julie which were in the 
bedroom, and exclaimed at her beauty expressing an interest in meeting 
her.


"I'm afraid she's not your type, girls," Bob laughed, thinking of 
Julie's prudish manner and how she'd die of shock if she even suspected 
what he'd been up to with the twins.


"You can never tell, Bob!" Leslie said, "Don't be too sure she doesn't 
have a lover behind your back!"


Bob laughed out loud, the thought of Julie taking a lover seemed so 
farfetched. She barely tolerated sex in the legal confines of marriage! 
Yet, a sudden pang of jealousy stabbed through him at the thought, and 
he realized that in spite of everything, he did miss Julie.


When the girls had finished exploring the house, Bob took them down to 
the basement den, where he started making them each a big drink and 
then, finding there was no ice left in the tiny basement refrigerator, 
he sprinted upstairs to get some from the kitchen. Coming back down 
into the basement a few minutes later he laughed when he saw that the 
girls were stark naked and sitting primly on the sofa.


Delighted, he exclaimed, "Hey, you girls don't waste any time, do you?"


The teen-age twins ran up to him, laughing and each taking an arm, 
dragged him over to the thick pile rug on the floor. Playfully, they 
began to tickle him until he rolled around on the rug, doubled up with 
mirth. Taking advantage of his defenseless position, they began to 
strip off his clothes, Bob pretending all the while to be angry.


When finally he was naked, he propped himself up on his elbow, and 
looked appreciatively at the lush, naked bodies of the two young girls. 
Their tans had become deeper from their long summer days out of doors 
and the only obvious effect of their summer of intense sexual activity 
was a subtle ripening of their womanly curves, giving them a more 
mature, worldly appearance.


"Well girls, who's first?"


"I am!" Leslie shouted. "I want to fuck you this time!"


Bob, always a willing partner, stretched out luxuriantly on the rug. He 
was just getting used to the completely emancipated behavior of the 
twins and their frank demands no longer surprised him. In fact, 
although he'd hardly dared admit it to himself, he was beginning to 
think he no longer wanted to see as much of the girls. Now that he had 
almost run the gamut of sexual experience with them, he thought he 
would be quite happy to spend more time at home ... maybe pay more 
attention to his wife. He didn't want to completely wreck his marriage. 
Julie had grown more and more distant, he realized and he hadn't done a 
thing about it! In fact, he'd been acting pretty badly!


His thoughts were interrupted by Leslie, who was beginning to mount 
him, straddling his belly. His overworked cock started into semi-
erection and Leslie lovingly cupped it in her hands, rolling it around 
between her palms, coaxing strength into it. He could feel her tight 
little buttocks pressing into his thighs and her golden breasts bounced 
as she continued to massage his swelling prick.


Lila had settled back against the wall, happy for once to be an 
audience.


He sucked in his breath as he felt Leslie's smooth lips around his 
prick and then her tongue flicked out and began to lick it carefully 
with her salival juices. Her hand gently cradled his balls and tenderly 
squeezed them, holding the fragile flesh carefully. Her tongue 
continued its warming coating and Bob's cock began to respond. She 
dabbed at the little slit in the top with her tongue, burrowing deep 
into it and she pressured the hypersensitive area under the head with 
her forefinger, burgeoning the tip into bulbous fleshiness.


His prick now stood up from the tufts of his pubic hair like the thick 
stump of a tree. The teen-age blonde raised herself over the towering 
instrument, one leg on either side of the gardener's prostrate body, 
and lowering her hands, gently drew aside the fleshy folds of her cunt, 
laying bare the fuzz-guarded vaginal opening. Bob could see her lick 
her lips in anticipation and then slowly, she bent her legs at the knee 
and began to lower her wide-split, open vagina down towards his 
excitedly throbbing penis. She poised herself just over the blood-
engorged head and holding its rangy length with one hand and still 
separating the folds of her pussy with the other, she steered it 
towards her waiting orifice. A gasp exploded in her throat as she felt 
the initial touch of his hard rubbery flesh on her frail pink cunt and 
then she lowered herself a fraction of an inch so that the ragged pink 
edges flared open and barely grasped the knobby head. Lowering herself 
a little more, she drew in her breath sharply as she felt the thick 
bulbous head slip inside her. It felt rock hard as it filled her 
delicate sheath and she could feel the throbbing of it as it vibrated 
off her moist pussy walls.


Bob lay back, his breath rattling in his throat, his cock on fire from 
the teasing grazing of Leslie's ravenous vagina. He could feel the 
crinkled edges of it nibbling hungrily at the head, sending spasms of 
intense pleasurable sensation cavorting through him. The expert channel 
of her pussy, moist and clinging, closed in greedily on the imprisoned 
head, contracting staccato fashion.


Leslie was slowly, oh so slowly, easing herself down on his straining 
prick and suddenly he couldn't stand it any longer and reaching forward 
with his hands, grabbed her roughly by the hips and with one savage 
tug, crashed her down cruelly on his rock-hard member, ramming his 
swollen prick to the hilt in the young girl's vaginal canal.


Leslie sobbed ... harsh, racking sobs from the brutal slamming pain 
which seemed to split her insides apart, ripping mercilessly at her 
tender channel. The thick cudgel was buried completely inside her and 
the rounded resilient head rubbed against the soft, yielding mouth of 
her womb.


Impatiently, Bob again grasped her by the hips and raised her up the 
slippery pole of his cock, until just the tip of the head was still 
enclosed in her. Then he slammed her down again, her moistened cunt 
slapping against his wiry pubic hair with a wet sloshing sound. This 
time, the discomfort was not so intense as Leslie's cunt adjusted 
itself to the greater access afforded by her up top position. She began 
to raise herself up, gently this time, feeling the ragged edges of her 
inner lips clinging to Bob's cock as she rose up off it and then she 
lowered herself down, feeling it slip easily into her sheath, where she 
could feel every ridge, every indentation of its throbbingly alive 
surface.


She began to sway rhythmically, moving up and down yo-yo fashion, 
enjoying more and more the novelty of her fucking him. Almost casually, 
she reached a hand back and began to stroke his balls, sensing the 
turmoil which was beginning there.


Bob's hands began to claw at the rug, pulling tufts of the thick pile 
out of it. Then they reached forward and grabbing at the swinging 
breasts in front of him, their little brown nipples oscillating like 
bait on a line. He dug his fingers into the soft flesh, leaving angry 
red welts, as his hips began a hard, upward grind, forcing his cock 
deep up into her.


The tempo of her sliding up and down increased every second until she 
bounced around as if she were on a trampoline and then her hand was 
pumping insanely at his cock, trying to squeeze it dry. Her whole body 
was vibrating violently and the pulsations reached down into her cunt, 
where they pressured his near-boiling-point penis into release. His 
hips battered up against hers as he spewed his semen into her 
convulsing body and before he was even finished his spasming 
ejaculation, the sticky hot fluid was pouring out of her cunt and 
trickling down on the shaggy rug. Drained, he lay there panting 
regaining the strength he knew he'd need for the rest of the night.


*   *   *


Julie let herself into the house. It was not quite 7:00 a.m., and she 
had just driven back from the Cape. She was tired but glad to be home. 
A driving rainstorm had delayed her and she'd gotten in later than she 
planned.


She tiptoed into the kitchen not wanting to wake Bob up and quietly 
made herself a cup of instant coffee, pleased that in a few hours, 
Eduardo would be arriving. Then she heard a strange series of soulful 
groans coming from the direction of the basement. Puzzled she walked 
over to the door which was standing ajar. Julie held her breath 
listening. There it was again ... weird sounds like someone in pain. 
Her heart thudding she crept silently down the steps.


She bit back a cry when she reached the last but one step. Her head 
whirled in disbelief at the disgusting act that was taking place in her 
own basement. For a moment she thought she was watching strangers ... 
but no, those hirsute buttocks wavering obscenely in the air could only 
be Bob's.


Her shocked eyes took in the lustful sight of her husband on all fours, 
his head buried between the widespread thighs of a moaning, twitching 
blonde no more than a child, whose hands were buried in his hair, 
pushing his face further down into her moisture-soaked curls.


To add to her horror, Julie caught sight for the first time, of another 
pair of legs, this time stretching out obliquely from under Bob's 
belly, the blond pubic hair between them plainly visible. Julie could 
even see the faint pinkish gleam of the girl's slit nestling between 
the yellow fringes. Shifting slightly, she could see the girl's lips 
closed tightly around her husband's cock and she was sucking him 
furiously, while at the same time, mechanically kneading his balls!!


"I can't believe it!" she gasped, biting back the tears.


Julie tried to shut out the horrible scene, but her eyes kept 
returning, as if drawn by a magnet, to the perverted sight of her 
husband slavering animallike at another woman's cunt, his big red 
tongue digging again and again into her flooded young hole. She 
continued to gape in disbelief, her eyes glued to the passionate 
writhing. She could see the other girl, her mouth straining to swallow 
the rigid penis dangling above her, her whole body twitching in 
uncontrolled ecstasy.


How could he do such a thing? her mind screamed. It would be horrible 
enough if he were just making love in the ordinary way, but this lewd 
act was an outrage to her.


Her first impulse was to run into the room and stop the obscene act 
before it went any further, but something held her back and she felt 
compelled to watch them. She wondered how that brazen young girl could 
open her legs to him like that, allowing her secret genitals to be used 
in such a manner. She found herself wondering what it felt like, to 
have a man kiss you there ... feel his tongue ... abruptly, she shut 
out the thought and clenched her thighs together to dampen the strange 
little tingle that was starting there.


I'm as bad as they are! she thought bitterly, standing there gaping at 
the disgusting sight of her husband, his face buried in one girl's 
vagina and his penis being sucked to rigid hardness by another girl, 
while her mouth hollowed and filled as she slavered over the giant rod. 
How could she take it all in her mouth without gagging, Julie wondered, 
feeling a strange stretching sensation in her own mouth, as if in 
sympathy with the young girl. She had never seen Bob so lustful, his 
penis had never seemed so throbbingly huge, and she felt slightly 
resentful of the girl who made it that way.


Just then she stifled a cry as two wiry hands slipped around and drew 
her backwards to him. They wormed their way up to her breasts and 
pressured them lightly. Eduardo! It was probably already after 9:00 
a.m. Julie's first inclination was to push him away. She was so utterly 
ashamed of the disgusting thing her husband was doing! Just because her 
husband was an uncontrolled sex maniac, did that mean that she was just 
as licentious? The answer seemed to be yes as the young boy's caresses 
behind her felt surprisingly exciting on her breasts, like a kind of 
confidence-giving massage, bolstering her ego, as she stood there 
watching her husband bury his mouth in the soft, fleece-lined cunt, his 
tongue dipping deep into the wet slippery channel. She could hear him 
making low growling sounds in his throat as he ministered to the 
twitching vagina, while the girl mewled in ecstasy.


Julie's breath caught in her chest at the utter depravity of what was 
happening. What must Eduardo be thinking? Almost gratefully, she leaned 
back against her young lover and she felt at once his protuberant rod 
of flesh, burning into the crevice of her ass. His hands still squeezed 
her breasts lightly and he was murmuring obscenely in her ear.


"Why should he have all the fun? Let's fuck too, Mrs. Redding!"


The young boy's words lashed into a blazing pyre the flames that had 
been lurking inside Julie. Her cunt felt as if it were consumed by fire 
and was twitching and quivering in time to the slavering that her 
husband's tongue was giving the girl beneath him.


Oh, God, she moaned, what was happening? Eduardo's cock, so long and 
hard, felt so good pressed against her trembling buttocks and her body 
was undulating in time to the teasing massaging of her breasts.


The lewd fucking she was watching filled her with mixed emotions. She 
felt revulsed at the sight of her husband doing those awful things with 
his mouth between the young girl's open thighs but it was also 
undeniably exciting. She always thought it was sick to have a man kiss 
you there, and she had certainly emphatically discouraged Bob any time 
he had tried to make her give in to that. Even so, she'd often wondered 
about it, and what it would feel like. And she'd always steadfastly 
refused to take his hardened penis in her mouth. But, those young girls 
seemed to be enjoying it, and Bob was whipped up to an ecstatic frenzy 
like she had never seen before.


Eduardo's hand dropped down and was groping between her legs, 
desperately trying to find the hot, burning gash that was her cunt. He 
found it and pushing aside the passion-drenched crotchband of her 
panties buried his middle finger deep in the throbbing hole, and Julie 
had to fight back the helpless gasps of pleasure that came bubbling to 
her lips.


"I want to fuck you now, Mrs. Redding!" he whispered hoarsely.


Julie fastened her eyes once more on the trio on the basement rug. Her 
husband's wet sucking sounds still filled the whole room, mingled with 
the groans of the girl, whose hands forced his head further down to 
grovel deeper in her pussy, and all that was visible of the other one 
was her madly churning lips as she strove to suck Bob's wildly building 
seminal juices from his massive cock.


Julie could stand it no longer. Her breathing ragged, she tore her eyes 
away from the lust inciting scene and rasped:


"Yes, Eduardo, fuck me. Oh, God, fuck me now!"


The fifteen-year-old boy grabbed her by the hand and they stumbled up 
the stairs.


Chapter 9


Bob's body was a raging inferno. It was now morning and for the 
umpteenth time he was on the verge of another body-crushing orgasm. His 
tongue was raw and swollen and his prick was humming from the continual 
sucking and fucking he had been giving and receiving from the 
insatiable twins. He moaned as he felt Lila increase the tempo of her 
furious sucking and knew that at any moment, his sperm would shoot into 
her willing mouth.


Leslie was a raw moaning mass of desire. Her little clitoris, granite 
hard, leaped electrically at his touch and the moist, heated pussy 
walls closed in frenetically on his burrowing tongue.


He thought he heard stumbling sounds on the stairs, but Leslie's thighs 
held him firm and he couldn't move. Anyway his own sluicing sounds 
filled the air, and Leslie's screams were reaching crescendo peak, so 
he couldn't even be sure he'd really heard anything.


Then an ecstatic wail rent the air and he felt a warm flooding of his 
face and Leslie was mashing her flooding vagina up with animalistic 
fury, her thighs clutching him in a death grip. He continued to send 
his tongue deep into her writhing hole, rotating it around teasingly in 
her depths, until the cumming was over and she was still, panting and 
satiated. Then it was his turn and he was amazed at the copious flood 
of semen that he sent shooting into Lila's never-quenched mouth. Jet 
after jet of it, that spilled over the sides of her mouth, and dripped 
down on to the rug. Then, all three lay back in a twilight sleep, their 
bodies tired and well used.


Bob dozed lightly, fervently hoping that the twins had had enough. He 
didn't think he could get his prick up again and his mouth was buzzing 
from the prolonged labor. Besides they would have to leave soon, it was 
broad daylight and ...


"Aaaaaaggggghhhhhhhh ..." the sudden scream of pleasure-pain rang 
through the house, and Bob froze. What was that? Or had his sex 
tortured mind imagined it? It seemed so near, almost ...


"Oooooh, God ... Fuck me, fuck me harder ..."


The impassioned plea sounded again and this time Bob knew he hadn't 
imagined it. Staggering to his feet, closely followed by the twins, he 
clattered up the stairs and flung open the basement door.


The loud wailing voice rang out again just as he stepped into the 
kitchen.


"Oh, Eduardo, oh, baby boy, harder, harder, that's it, harder!"


Horrified, Bob stared with bulging eyes at what was happening on the 
floor of the kitchen. He saw a jumble of nude legs and arms, twisting 
and flailing; the pumping dark-skinned buttocks of some young boy 
pummeling into the upraised and wildly flung thighs of someone who 
could only be his wife, her mouth half-open, her long copper hair 
thrashing uncontrollably from side to side.


Bob recoiled from the lascivious sight. It couldn't be, he thought 
wildly, Julie wouldn't ... but obviously, Julie could and did. Her 
long, creamy legs scissored out and wrapped themselves around Eduardo's 
back, pulling him lewdly down on her naked pussy, her fists pounding 
into his back. Bob could see the sheen of the long, lubricated pole as 
it tore into the willing flesh until it was sunk to the hilt and the 
petallike lips of his wife's palpitating cunt still grabbed at the 
base, trying to engulf it all inside her.


Bob barely noticed the excited twittering of the twins behind him, as 
they observed his wife being screwed half to death by the young 
fifteen-year-old boy. They were obviously amused and undoubtedly 
aroused again. As he watched the young prick pistoning into his wife's 
open and unprotected vagina, Bob thought he'd go crashing through the 
floor! It just wasn't possible! But it seemed to pose no problem to 
Julie as she tried to spread her legs wider and wider to afford her 
child lover greater access to her hungry insides.


As Bob watched the incredible sight, Leslie's mocking voice came 
ringing back with painful clarity ... don't be too sure she doesn't 
have a lover behind your back! His face blazed in memory of how 
scornfully he had dismissed the idea as preposterous. His thoughts 
whirled around in his head. This was his own saintly wife, the Julie 
who barely accepted the most normal form of lovemaking, who was 
flailing about in complete abandonment under the satanic thrusts of an 
adolescent? What had happened to change her into this over-sexed 
creature? He remembered the stumbling noises he'd heard earlier and 
realized that Julie must have come back early from her mother's and 
seen him and the twins engaged in orgiastic three-way sex. The thought 
that his wife had witnessed him that way crimsoned his already red 
face.


God, this is all my fault, he moaned to himself. But, if that's what it 
took to awaken her, he thought suddenly excited, then it was worth it! 
His tired cock leapt into half erection, exhilarated by this new 
thought, glad to be free of the pall of guilt that was hanging over it. 
If that's the case, his thoughts ran on happily, then everything will 
be alright with us again!


His cock jerking out convulsively, Bob eyed the writhing couple on the 
floor, listening as his wife's moans of pleasure increased in 
intensity. He could see her firm, curvaceous buttock cheeks flattened 
out against the floor, cruelly spreading from the strain of coaxing the 
boy's oversized cock further and deeper into her. Bob's eyes seemed 
mesmerically fixed on her tight, grinding little ass and unconsciously, 
he began to stroke his long thick penis, running his tongue over his 
lips, all earlier feelings of tiredness and satiation forgotten.


The blood in his big prick was pounding painfully and like a man in a 
trance, he dashed into the kitchen, screaming in a crazed voice:


"Wait for me, Julie ... wait for me!!"


The twins gasped and avidly turned their sight on the depraved scene, 
anxious not to miss a second of what was to come.


Great waves of heat were crashing in Julie Redding, sending out ripples 
of pleasure to her every nerve ending, and she felt the moment of her 
imminent release nearing. Just as she was drifting off into her 
euphoric bliss, her husband's bellowing voice shattered her reverie.


"Wait for me, Julie ... wait for me!"


She struggled to raise her head and realized that Eduardo was moving 
from between her legs.


"Oh, please, God," she sobbed silently, "what am I going to do?"


Then she felt herself being turned, and Eduardo was slipping beside 
her.


Shaking with fear, she found herself straddling and lying on top of her 
child lover, his hard rod resuming its skewering up into her. She 
turned her head and saw out of the corner of her eye, her husband Bob 
standing behind her, his large, blood-filled penis held out lewdly in 
front of him. Then he yanked savagely at her hair, turning her face 
away again, so that she was left staring down into Eduardo's 
passionately contorted face.


Bob observed the cowering figure of his wife atop the body of the young 
man who was still pumping into her, his hips raising up off the ground 
and his shoulders pushing back against the floor. Bob was gasping as he 
drew aside the soft white mounds of his wife's quivering ass. Julie 
moaned piteously and tried desperately to clench them together again, 
but Bob dug his talon strong hands into the soft flesh and she knew it 
was useless to struggle. She relaxed her trembling backside and he 
spread the soft yielding crevice wide apart.


Julie heard him suck in his breath as the dark puckered ring of her 
anus came into his greedy view. He could see it throbbing gently, the 
crinkled flesh drawing the soft, whiter flesh in as it contracted. He 
pushed his hand down, quivering with excitement and thrust 
experimentally at it with his finger. Julie gasped and began a furious 
wriggling as she felt the probing digit against the soft sensitive 
skin. What was he going to do to her? her mind screamed. But, oddly, 
her struggling only served to increase the satisfaction she was getting 
from Eduardo's intense screwing from below, and involuntarily, she 
moaned aloud, her cries unmistakable mewls of pleasure.


Bob heard her ecstatic sighs with rage. The wanton little slut! he 
raved, the goddamn little bitch. So she even wants it in the asshole, 
the fucking little bitch! His anger uncontrolled he rammed his finger 
forward, sinking it to the first knuckle.


"Owowowowowowowowowow ...!" she sobbed, vainly trying to fart and 
dislodge the unnatural intruder. Tears rushed to her eyes and fell 
freely down her face. "Let's see how she likes this ..." Bob slurred, 
his eyes dimmed with sadistic glee as he watched the unhappy result of 
his brutal action. He rammed his finger forward again until it was 
imbedded to the second knuckle and Julie moaned and writhed under the 
horrible impalement.


He scoured her widening anus gleefully with his finger, expanding it 
unnaturally, while his other hand stroked and patted his monstrously 
enlarged cock, aiming the angry red bulbous head at the dark little 
ring of his wife's rectum.


He withdrew his finger and methodically placed the giant head against 
the sorely stretched anus, the tiny drops of moisture from the slit at 
the tip lubricating the abused area. Then, his cock laying the full 
length of her anal crack, he again spread the futilely resisting moons 
of her ass apart, stretching them beyond belief, and opening the whole 
defenseless split to his onslaught.


Bob grinned sadistically as he hesitated for a moment, his cock poised. 
He couldn't believe it.


One of his secret dreams nurtured in the two years of their marriage, 
about to come true! How often had he thought about burying his shaft 
deep in the virginal anus of his frigid young wife, and feeling her 
squirming about in helpless impalement under his savage thrusts?


Now, his eyes bulging, he drove the steel-hard instrument straight at 
the tiny, defensively clenching mouth.


"AAAAGGGGGHHHHHHH!!!" her piteous scream shattered through everyone 
there, and the watching girls felt their blood running cold as she kept 
up her agonized wail, the pitch rising steadily.


The tip had ground its way into and burst through the tight elastic 
nether ring and the full throbbing head lay buried in the tightly 
restricting flesh.


Julie was blinded for a moment. The pain seeped into every crevice of 
her body until she felt she was being split apart. Fresh tears gushed 
down her face in her abject mortification of what was happening to her. 
Her smooth white buttocks jerked and twisted trying to dislodge the 
unnatural invader. But it was no use and her angered husband lost no 
time. With each desperate jerk of her body, her husband's cock slipped 
a centimeter further into the tight rubbery sheath and with one mighty 
surge, he sunk the entire length of it in her warm, contracting rectum.


"Oooooh, God, oooooh, God, darling ... you I re ... you're killing 
meeeee!"


Julie kept up a mournful wail, oblivious to everything but the harsh, 
grating pain. She didn't know if she would ever be able to walk again 
after this bestial double impalement by her husband and her fifteen-
year-old lover at the same time and tears stung her eyes in shame and 
degradation.


Bob looked with satisfaction at the smooth white pillows of her ass-
cheeks closing in on his deeply sunk cock. He had wanted to hurt his 
wife, humiliate her for all the time she had spurned him, shrugged off 
his advances, and for this, the final grief she had caused him. He 
began to thrust with his hardened cock, forcing the rubbery resisting 
flesh to yield, until he began an even fucking in and out, the now 
wide-stretched anal passage becoming easier around his prick. He felt 
the thick, long cock of the young man through the thin dividing 
membrane separating her rectum and vagina and almost as if they had 
agreed, they began to screw into her in a rhythmic fucking unison, 
buffeting her unmercifully between them.


Julie's sad keening had ceased and for a moment she was silent, and 
then, unbelievably, she began to murmur low gurgles ... tiny whimpers 
of unmistakable pleasure. She was beginning to enjoy it!


When the pain had ceased and her body became accustomed to the dual 
fucking, her only thought was to have it over with. But now, tiny 
trickles of pleasure ... featherlike strokes ... started deep inside 
her and with each double thrust from the impaling spears, the trickles 
increased until they were roaring rivers of pent-up passion. She began 
to thrust her ass backwards, voluntarily skewering her roundly 
stretched anus on her husband's sodomizing prick, and then bearing down 
to swallow the full length of her young lover's cock in her voraciously 
hungry cunt. She was actually enjoying it ... the masochistic joy of 
being helplessly fucked frenziedly back and forth! She liked the 
ruthless feel of her husband's penis as it ravaged her virginal anus 
and fucked in sadistic strokes in time to Eduardo's deep plunges into 
her hungry vagina! She began to chant mindlessly:


"OOOOoooooohhhhhhh ... hurt me! hurt me! Do it harder! Fuck me harder! 
Harder! Harder!"


The two men, mesmerized by her lewd cries, pumped furiously into her 
with merciless pounding swipes of their violently hardened pricks.


Leslie and Lila could hardly contain their voyeuristic glee. The wild 
fucking was more exciting to them than anything they had ever 
experienced, and their eyes were glued on the cruel sandwiching of 
Bob's wife between two madly screwing cocks. Almost as one, they had 
plunged their fingers into the hot throbbing furnaces of their cunts 
and were twisting their hands up between their legs in time to the 
pummeling the men were giving Julie.


As her high-pitched screams became more intense, the girls could stand 
it no longer and dashed like nymphs into the kitchen.


Without hesitation, Leslie lowered herself on the surprised face of the 
sweating Eduardo, and he, recovering from his surprise, immediately 
lashed out with his tongue, slashing with fury into the writhing 
orifice over his face.


Lila, at first at a loss as to what to do, grabbed the mildly 
protesting Bob by the hair and pulled his head slightly to one side, 
giving him easy access to her waiting, willing pussy.


Bob blinked his eyes at the pink moist slit that appeared from nowhere 
in front of him. Maddened by the repeated shrills of his wife, begging 
to be hurt, and goaded on by the increasing turmoil in his balls, he 
licked out fervently at the insistently proffered cunt, not knowing or 
caring whose it was.


The twins twitched and moaned with increasing passion as the men licked 
and sucked intently at their throbbing cunts, while they fucked 
mercilessly into Julie, who kept up a steady cantation, her body 
thrilling to the increasing feelings of pleasure. The bodies bucked and 
jerked against each other, the air resounding with the sound of flesh 
smacking against flesh, and wet slavering sounds or oral satisfaction.


Julie was the first to cum, her now-hoarse voice raucously shrieking 
out as orgasm after orgasm spasmed through her, while at the same time, 
the two men, sensing their absolutely total conquest of her body, 
plunged forward, ejaculating their pumping sperm far, far up into her 
wildly quivering belly. The twins then came, their orgasms being 
nonetheless potent for being their dozenth or so in twenty-four hours. 
They all collapsed in a licentious, satiated heap, and for a few 
minutes, Julie through her lust crazed mind, thought she would never 
move again, let alone have another orgasm, but of course, she did, when 
her rejuvenated husband and teen-age lover and the never-tired twins 
initiated her into new realms of pleasure she'd never even thought 
existed.


Epilogue


"Darling," Julie's voice rang out, "I just loved sucking your cock last 
night, while Ken fucked me in the ass and Eduardo fucked my cunt! I'm 
so happy things happened the way they did and I've got you to thank for 
it all."


Bob was silent. To him, the last few weeks had passed into nothing but 
a tangled mass of breasts, cunts, thighs. He had forgotten which night 
was which, whose house, of their new circle of "friends" they'd 
visited, whose cunt he'd sucked or fucked, and he didn't care! He knew, 
to his regret, that he and his wife had passed the point of no return, 
and Julie reaching the point where she was unsatisfied if she didn't 
have at least several men a night.


At first, he was happy to go along with satisfying his wife's unleashed 
sexuality, thinking it would be satiated after a while, but it raged on 
like a brush fire, until he wondered why she bothered with him at all. 
It was obvious now that he alone could never satisfy her! So, bitterly, 
he refrained from comment, afraid that any rebuke on his part would 
draw her scorn on him, and what was even worse, he might lose her 
altogether!


"Darling," she called again, interrupting his thoughts, "here's an ad I 
think we should answer."


She showed him the edition of a "Swingers" magazine she was reading, 
and the advertisement she had penciled out mentioned "Erotic couple 
seeking others with same interests for fun and games ... must be 
completely open minded."


"I'd say we're pretty open minded, wouldn't you, Bob?" Julie asked, and 
without thought, he weakly nodded assent.


The End
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Chapter 1


The knowing, wise, old eyes of the school nurse regarded the lovely,
auburn-tressed girl who sat across the desk from her. The complaint was
a common one; the girl was suffering some faintness with her menstrual
period. Ordinarily, Ernestine would have sent the afflicted girl home
with instructions for bed rest for the remainder of the day, but she was
stopped in mid-reach for the special form excuse she would have to fill
out. The girl had just said that she didn't want to go home, asking
instead, that she be allowed to stay in the Health Office until the
close of school.


"Is there some special reason, Charity, something that would keep you
from staying at home ...?" the nurse asked.


Charity Scott glanced up into the kindly face, momentarily, then
concentrated her gaze on the pen-holder on the desk as an attack of
dizziness reminded her of her reason for this visit to the school's
Health Office. She didn't know exactly how she should answer Mrs.
Keaton's question. It was difficult to put into words; she just knew
that it would be best if she did no? go home. With an effort, she began,
"M-My dad's at h-home ... he's sick and stayed h-home from w-work ...
t-today ..." she stumbled.


"Is he quite ill?" It was a leading question.


The girl was quiet for a moment, not answering. How should she answer?
How can a young girl put it into words?


"Well ..." Charity dropped her eyes to the floor, "h-he drinks ....
quite a lot ... a-and ..." She stopped then, not wanting to go on.


"... And, what ... Charity ...?" Ernestine's voice was kind, coaxing.


"I-I just d-don't want t-to go h-home ... is all ...!"


Ernestine Keaton, School Nurse, knew the reason without asking. She had
heard it all before, many times, from many girls. She flipped through
the Emergency Card file to extract Charity Scott's card signed by both
parents. She knew the answer to her question, but she asked "Is Gabriel
Scott your real father?"


Most of the time, Ernestine mused, it was stepfathers who molested the
young girls, but she had known of many cases where the girl's real
father had had sexual interests in their own, flesh- and-blood
daughters. The unnatural, incestuous lust revulsed and disgusted the
nurse, but there was little she could do about those situations, most of
the time, it was too late. Dear God! Here's another lovely young girl,
exposed to Heaven only knows what! ... A drunken, sex-maniac of a
father, no doubt ... peeping and pinching .... waiting for his chance to
... to debase her ... ruin her! God! Why isn't there some way we can
help ... before it's too late? She had to know. She probed a little
further.


"Are you afraid ... of your father, Charity ...?" she asked, "... afraid
to be alone with him ... afraid he might ... do something to you ...?"


Charity's face flamed. She looked up in disbelief at the school nurse
who had dared to say what she had not even wanted to think.


"That's crazy, Mrs. Keaton ... Why sh-should I-I ...?" Tears welled into
her lovely grey-green eyes, and she looked away, out of the window,
across the sprawling campus, quiet now after the change of class.


Empathetically, Ernestine's heart reached out to the girl. She knew for
sure, now, and she understood. Softly, she said, "I'm sorry, Charity.
Please forgive an old lady for prying ... and I do understand ... and
want to help you ... if you need help."


"Wh-What's to h-help, Mrs. Keaton, go ahead and write m-my Health excuse
... a-and I-I'll go h-home ..." she said, forlornly.


"It won't be necessary. I have an extra cot ... just go on in the next
room, there, lie down and rest. Stay until final dismissal."


Ernestine watched the girl as she left her office and went, obediently,
into the separate room where several cots were provided for the girls'
use. She sighed, resignedly. Her mind was in a whirl. Dear God! How had
Mrs. Keaton known ...? How had she guessed ...? I didn't tell her ...!
Daddy's really never ... done anything ... but ... Oh, God ... the way
he looks at me ... sometimes! I know he must be thinking some awful
thoughts ... about me! Thinking about sex-things ... maybe about things
he'd like to do to me! Oh, God! It's just horrible ... living in our
house ... with him! But what can I do ...? Dear God ... What can I do?


* * *


And Don knew that Jack Roberts would be there. He was always there,
except for the times when he got busted and was hauled off to Juvenile
Hall for possession of drugs. Somehow Jack was always clean. The fuzz
couldn't pin anything on him, even when they put on the big crunch.


Jack was sitting on a bench at one of the outdoor tables, a
stringy-haired blonde sitting next to him, hanging on his every word. He
was a heavy dude, for sure, as far as the chicks were concerned. Looking
up, he saw Don approaching and said, "Split, Baby ... here comes a dude
looking for a hit ... like, you know, bread first, meat later.


Don sat down, giving the mini-skirted chick a long look at her cute,
little behind, the skirt barely covering it, as she twitched away to
join a knot of girls, giggling about some confidence just exchanged.


"Man ... like she comes on strong ..." Jack said.


"Must be something else ..." Don agreed; then, "You mowing any grass.
Today ...?"


"How much you need, man ...?" Jack's voice toneless.


"Ten roaches ..."


"Only ten ...?" Jack turned away. "Man, I ain't got the time ...."


"It's all I got bread for ..." Don was desperate.


"You know how much ... put it in the saddle-bag on your hog!" Jack said.


"It's already there!"


"About ten minutes, then," Jack told him. "But I don't know why in hell
I should take a chance on being busted for ten lousy roaches? Christ!"


"Shit! I can't buy it by the ounce, yet!" Don flared.


Jack glanced around apprehensively, then glared at Don. "Back off, Man!
There's liable to be narcs around ...!" He turned to leave, but after
one step, he came back and went on. "No more, after this, Don, it's got
to be by the ounce!"


Don watched him as he mounted his big Japanese motorcycle, kicked it
into roaring life and rode away up the broad avenue. Jack, he knew,
didn't live in that direction, but then, a big man like Jack wouldn't be
foolish enough to keep the stuff at home. Idly, he wondered who Jack was
working for, because he was pretty sure the pusher was handling hard
stuff, as well as marijuana. He knew the kid was making big bread, and
he was envious, but at the same time, he was aware of the risk Jack was
taking in furnishing him with the ten roaches he had ordered. The fuzz
could bust you for that as easily as for a whole kilo.


Don went to the order window and bought a large Coke and a bag of fries.
He was munching them when the girl Jack had been talking to when he
arrived came over and sat down next to him. She took a piece of his
French Fried potato, put it in her mouth and sucked it in, little by
little. He watched in fascination, aware of the symbolism, and his penis
jerked upright in his pants.


"You come on strong!" he said. "What's your name ...?"


"Marcy," she said, repeating the performance.


"You Jack's chick?"


"In a way ... we swing ..." she said.


"He's a heavy dude ... I don't want him to put the crunch on me!" Don
told her. "So ... why don't you split ... now ... unless you got
something going ..."


"Just being, like, you know ... Friendly ..."


"Flake off!" Don snapped.


She scribbled a telephone number on a paper napkin and thrust it at him,
"Get me on the horn, Don! It might be ... like, you know ... a real
thing ..." She was gone.


He remembered seeing her around Perry High School. She was a Junior,
too, like himself. He watched her walk away and decided he would like to
get to know her better. It would be easy if Jack didn't have a prior
claim on her. He finished off the fries and drank his Coke. Man! She's
on it!


A few moments later, Jack roared into the parking lot, parked Don's
cycle and ambled over. He sat down.


"Same place ..." Jack told him. "and remember, only in ounces from now
on!"


"I'll remember!" Don said, getting up. "See you around!"


He mounted his motorcycle, started it and headed for home. As he roared
along the avenue, his long hair blowing in the wind, he spotted her
walking along the sidewalk. He would know her anywhere, her auburn hair,
the way she walked.


Pulling alongside her, he stopped and grinned. "Want a ride .... Sis?"


Charity returned her brother's smile. "Sure, if you promise to go slow,
I don't want my hair to blow all over!"


She climbed behind him, straddling the cycle saddle, exposing her firm
young thighs as her skirt hiked up. The vision of those lovely columns
was not lost on Don Scott. He thought his sister had the most beautiful
figure he had ever seen. Many times, lately, he had spied on her in
various stages of undress ... and last week, he had caught her
completely nude when he had walked into her room without knocking. She
had been flustered, covered herself in embarrassment and shooed him out
of the room, but not before he had gotten his eyes full.


Don rode slow, enjoying the feel of her arms around his middle and the
twin mounds of her luscious breasts seemed to be boring holes into his
back.


Shit! Chicks like Marcy are like nothing ... compared to. Sis! She's
really got it ... and all in the right places, too! ... But damn it!
She's still my sister! Christ! If she wasn't I'd really want to swing
with her! Man! She's something else!


He allowed his hand to drift down to her knee and run up her thigh a few
inches while he steered the cycle with one hand. Charity slapped his
hand away, and she cringed, inwardly, at the salacious suggestiveness of
his caress. She put her mouth next to his ear and shouted over the roar
of the wind, "That's not nice, Donnie! Stop it!"


"I can't help it if you've got nice legs!"


"You can keep your hand to yourself, little brother!"


"Don bristled. "Little brother, hell! I'm almost as big as Dad!"


"I don't care ... I don't want you to do that! It isn't right, and you
know it!"


"I'll do what the hell I want to!" he said, defiantly.


"You do ... and I'll tell Mom!"


"Oh, Christ! Here we go, again!" he mimicked. "I'll tell Mom! Don't
sweat it, though, Sis, because I'm going to split one of these day. I've
had it! It's the street for me!"


"You're going to ... run away?"


"Soon's I get a little bread ... I'll be long gone!"


"Why?" she asked. "Anyway ... you've got to graduate from high school!"


"School! Crap, Sis ... there's nothing for me at school! Only the
chicks! Man! Some of them come on strong ... like, you know ... they
swing! Groovy."


Don left the avenue and turned into their street. Reaching the house, he
turned into the driveway and parked the motorcycle. Charity clambered
down and went into the house, feeling the dislike deep in her of the
shabbiness the whole place exuded.


She passed through the living room, where her father sat, glassy-eyed,
nursing a can of beer and watching a newscast on the portable television
set. He sat, heavily, wearing only an undershirt and tan work pants, his
paunch hanging over his belt, slightly. He had kicked off his shoes. A
three-day growth of beard darkened his jowls.


Gabriel Scott's eyes lighted up as she came in, responding with a grunt
to her airy greeting. His eyes roamed over her figure, his head twisting
to follow her path through the living room and dining room to the door
of her bedroom that opened up off the dining area. He turned back to the
T.V. newscaster, only after she had disappeared into the sanctuary of
her bedroom. Christ! She gets prettier every day! No matter what they
say ... those short skirts sure show a lot! Damn! ... And she's my
daughter ... turning into quite a woman!


Outside, in the driveway, Don reached into the saddlebag on his cycle
and extracted a neatly wrapped package, the ten marijuana cigarettes he
had bought from Jack Roberts. With trembling fingers he stowed them
safely in his shirt pocket. Shit! He hadn't liked that scene with Jack,
but a guy had to have some of his own! He had to have something to share
... and he had a place to share it .... and some kids to rap with. Then,
there was the sex ... with chicks that were with it. That's all there
is, man! That's all there is ... and now there was Marcy! He checked his
pocket. Yes, he still had her telephone number. He'd have to give her a
buzz on the horn ... like, tonight! man! She really comes on strong!


He went into the house through the back door to his bedroom, converted
from part of the back porch. It was a tiny room, hardly large enough to
contain the single bed and a small student desk. He hid the roaches,
suppressing a desire to burn one, right then, knowing that he had to
save them for later. Stretching out on his bed, he retrieved a
pornographic novel he had hidden under his mattress and soon lost
himself in the lurid descriptions of natural and unnatural sexual
athletics.


As he read, the explicit descriptions stimulated him, and his penis came
up to rigid, erect attention, his hand going down, unconsciously, to
massage and caress it. His thoughts drifted to the girls he knew, but
soon the vision of his sister pushed the others aside, as somehow, the
forbidden became the most desirable in his mind. Charity? Christ!


Retreating to the door of the motel room and stuffing the money in her
purse, Dorothy Scott said, "Damn it! I told you when I came I couldn't
stay all night ... It's just impossible!


She avoided another lunge of the drunken traveling salesman she had
agreed to meet after her stint as a cocktail waitress, made it out the
door and headed rapidly for her car. The slam of the door behind her as
she fled told her there would be no more difficulty from him. Thank God!


Ordinarily, she tried to avoid the real drunks, but this one had been
fairly sober, looked clean and decent, a man who had been on the road
for two weeks ... and needed a woman, baby. She had met him at ten
thirty, after work, went to his motel with him, where he broke out a new
fifth of V.O., forcing her to drink with him before the bout on the bed.
Ugh! I hate to have drunks mauling me!


She had done her best for him, giving him his money's worth, using her
mouth to bring him to a fully hardened condition, then allowing him to
slobber his lips over her nakedness, hurting her lush, white breasts
with his strong hands; finally, ineptly trying to use his tongue on her,
before he rammed his short but thick penis between her legs and
jack-hammered away into her vagina until he came, after long minutes of
exertion, and collapsed on top of her. She had had to push his
slumbering weight off of her in order to get dressed; it was already
nearing midnight, and she always tried to be home by then to allay
Gabe's suspicions.


The salesman had awakened just as she finished dressing and insisted
that she stay with him all night. He was willing to pay, he had told
her. She had refused, politely, but he had become abusive. It was then
she had made her hasty exit. God! I just couldn't do it! His money
looked awfully tempting, though! But I'm still a wife, and mother,
first! I couldn't ever let Gabe find out ... but I'd die, I think, if
Charity or Donnie ever found out what their mother is doing ...! And
Dear God, it's only for the money, money to get a few of the little
extras, extras that make life just a little better for all of us. I
wouldn't do it, if there was enough money! Heavens only knows when
Gabe'll be able to get a job, and keep it.


Dottie drove home through the almost deserted streets of Redfern, past
grand old houses of an earlier time, most of them beginning to fall
apart with abundance of time and decay. The huge trees, on either side
of the broad avenue reached their limbs across the street to each other,
creating a feeling in her as though she were driving through a long
tunnel. The cooling effect of the trees, in the day time was pleasant,
and the effect of the arching trees was different. It was at night, the
eerie feeling overcame her.


She turned into her driveway and noted that Donnie's big motorcycle was
not there. It was slightly after midnight, and she was irritated that he
was not home. She had told him, repeatedly, that he must be home before
eleven thirty, but more and more, it seemed, he'd been staying out later
and later. And I really don't know where he is ... Or who he's with! I
hardly ever see my children ... Anymore. They're gone off to school
before I get up, and they're out, somewhere when I come home at night.
No, it's Donnie that's out, Charity's always here, at least, when she
does go out on a date she's got enough sense to come home at a
reasonable hour.


She let herself in the front door. Her husband was seated before the
television set watching a movie re-run. He had made no move to open the
door, barely glancing up when she came in and responding only with a
grunt to her greeting and brush of a kiss. He took a swig from his
ever-present can of beer, looked up at her, finally, as she turned to go
into their bedroom that opened off the living room and said, "Out kind
of late, ain't you?"


"I had to work overtime," Dottie lied. "One of the girls bad Some car
trouble ... and couldn't get to work on time."


"Oh ...?" He was satisfied.


"Did you see about that job at the mobile home factory?"


"Yeah, they filled it already. No jobs available, they said ...."


"And the dairy job across town ..."


"Didn't make it ..." Gabe growled, "ran into a couple of buddies and
drank a few beers. Swapped a few yarns ..."


She went into their bathroom, musing that they didn't call her husband
'Gabby' for nothing. He was just that. When he sat in a bar with some of
his old crones, the hours flew away from him as he talked and told
stories. Yes, he was well-known in the town as drunken Gabby Scott,
ne're do well, unable to hold a job for more than a few months, a man
who was willing to let his wife support him and their two children. He
was a real mess, and Dottie wondered why she continued to put up with
him. If I'd had any sense I would have divorced him ten years ago! ...
But, here I am still married to him, slaving to keep us together as a
family, and I take on men on the side, for a little extra cash, acting
the whore, and trying to be respectable at the same time! Dear God, what
else could I do? I guess I love him, still ... I did love him, I think,
when we were first married, or maybe it's just blind loyalty ... loyalty
to the children ... because I thought they needed a father ...


She turned off her thoughts about her family as she prepared for bed.
She was tired, physically and emotionally. She had risen at about ten in
the morning, did her housework, reported for work at two thirty in the
afternoon ... and afterwards the hour and a half she had spent with the
salesman: That had really done her in. His sex techniques had only
served to arouse her, to be left dangling, emotionally, when he had cum,
the end result being frustration. Remembering the sex act, she decided
she had better wash herself, even though she had insisted, in spite of
his grumbling, that he use some protection. Thank God, I've been lucky
so far, no disease ... or pregnancy! ... And to think how often I take
the risk! God! is it all worth it?


The bathroom connected with Charity's bedroom. On impulse, Dottie opened
the door a crack and looked in on her firstborn, a beautiful, young girl
budding into young womanhood. Charity lay in her bed, sound asleep, a
sweet, serene expression on her face, her upraised arm had brought a
mounding breast up from under the sheet, its contour under her thin
nightgown promising a fullness that was also her mother's. Her face was
framed in a glory of auburn hair, and Dottie could think of only one
word to describe her daughter in peaceful sleep: Innocence.


... And as she watched, a fleeting grimace crossed Charity's face. It
was an expression of pain. Dottie guessed instantly. It was time for her
daughter's menses to begin. She had remembered marking it, secretly, on
the calendar. She didn't know why she did it, but perhaps she didn't
expect the innocent to remain innocent. It was, she realized, a cynical
attitude, a fear that corruption begets corruption ... or simple guilt
on her part, the hypocrisy of the lie she, herself, was living making
her suspicious ... almost paranoid concerning her daughter's chastity.
She told herself that she was only being protective. Kids these days
seem to have lost any sense of decency! They're reaching out for sex
long before they're emotionally ready for it! Sex and drugs! It's just
horrible!


She finished her bath and came out into the bedroom, a towel wrapped
about her. Heading for the dresser to get a clean nightgown, she was
aware that Gabe lay on the bed in his shorts, the bulge of an erection
throbbing up against the fly of the thin cloth.


"Dottie, you got a ten-spot you can let me have?"


She hesitated. "No, I'm saving to get our couch upholstered, and I've
got just enough, now," she told him. "I've already picked out the ..."


"God damn it!" he roared. "I ask you for ten, and I get ten reasons why
I can't have it!"


He came off the bed, bounding over to her, moving fast for his
corpulence. "And how about a piece of ass, or are you too tired .... or
too sleepy?" His hands reached to rip the towel from her body, revealing
her lovely nudity to him. Instantly, he crushed her in a bear-hug, his
lips seeking hers.


She turned her face aside and said. "Please, Gabe, not tonight! I am
dead tired, And ..."


CRACK!


His open palm caught her across the face. "Bitch!" he growled. "I ought
to give you something to remember!" He drew back his hand to strike,
again.


"P-Please, Gabe, don't hit me again ..." she begged, tears welling into
her eyes from the pain and humiliation. "I-I'll go to bed w-with you,
a-and you can have the ten you want ..."


Chapter 2


At about seven, that evening, Don Scott had dialed Marcy's number. Her
voice came down the wire to him, knowing and throaty, "Oh, Don ... I was
wondering if you'd call."


"You know it ... like you came on strong, this afternoon!"


"Like what ..."


"Like you make the motions ... send up smoke signals ..."


"You curious ...?" she queried.


"You know it ...!"


"Curious enough to find out ... for sure ... Don?"


"Like groovy! Where?"


"My house," she said. "My parents have split!" She gave him her address,
over near the college.


"I'm on my way "


"Bring some bread, Don!"


He thought she was joking. "You putting me on?"


"No, man! I said to bring bread ... and that's it! Otherwise no party!"
She hung up on him.


"CHRIST!" He spat at the dead phone. The little bitch! God damned little
whore! Christ ... And I thought she was interested in me!


Don looked in his wallet; he had a ten-dollar bill he was saving. He had
been planning to use it for the next school dance scheduled for the
following Friday. Oh, well, maybe I can earn some more before then ...
or sell something to get a little extra bread! Christ! I've got to see
Marcy, though.


He went back into his bedroom; his search turned up another 75 cents in
change. He'd have enough for a couple of packs of cigarettes. An
inspiration struck him and on impulse he carried it out. Carrying the
ten-dollar bill was foolish, he decided; he should have two fives,
instead.


Going back through the kitchen, dining room and living room, he went
into his parents' bedroom and rummaged in a drawer where he knew his
mother kept some cash.


Charity was watching a television show and doing some math homework, at
the same time. She saw Donnie go into the front bedroom. Curious, she
got up and followed him into the room. She saw him with bills in his
hand.


"Donnie! What are you doing in mom's drawer?"


Startled, he looked up and grinned, "Just changing a ten for two fives
..."


"It looked like you were ... well, taking something ..." she accused.


"Stealing ...?" He was incredulous. "Not me that's not my bag!" he
assured.


He put the money back in the drawer and put the two fives in his wallet.


Charity still watched him. He looked at her, hard and said, "What's with
... little sister ... don't you trust me?"


She relaxed. "Yes ... I'm sorry, Donnie ... it just looked kind of
funny."


Coming out through the door he gave her a pat on the behind, a
caressingly affectionate pat that was definitely not brotherly. Charity
twisted aside to avoid any other contact.


"Donnie! Ugh! How many times do I have to tell you ... to keep your
hands to yourself?"


He mimicked, reciting, "Keep your hands to yourself, Donnie .... or I'll
tell mom! Christ! You're not with it, Sis! You don't know where it's at!
I'll bet you wouldn't say cock ... even if you had a mouthful!"


"Shut up, Donnie! I don't want you to use those words around me!" She
was angry, instantly. She huffed off to sit on the couch, ignoring him.


"You'll learn them ... sooner or later!" he taunted; then he chanted,
"Shit! Cock! Cunt! Fuck!"


Charity covered her ears with both hands. "Stop it!" she screamed. "Stop
it!"


"Never!" He went on, "Ass! Prick! Cum! Suck!"


She hurled her math book at him. It missed. "Shut up ... Donnie ... or
I'll tell dad!"


"What'd he do ...? That old drunk! Fuck him!" Donnie roared. Then,
"Where is he?"


"Out!" she said. "Out to get some more beer, I think!"


"That figures!"


"You get out, too ... and leave me alone!"


"When I'm damned good and ready! I'll split when I feel like it!"


She was on her feet and stormed into her own room, slamming the door
behind her and hurling a final word over her shoulder, "Foul mouth!"


Don laughed aloud. Christ! She was pretty when she's angry. He didn't
know what had possessed him to taunt her, but he had enjoyed watching
her as she had burned with anger, her expressive face mirroring her
every emotion; in addition, the way she had twitched her hips, her
tapering, white thighs showing under her miniskirt as she had flashed
past him produced a pang of pure lust in him. Damn! What a beautiful
chick his sister was! Man! She comes on strong! What a swinging chick
she's going to be! Too bad she's my sister ... all that nice cunt going
to waste! Shit!


Going into his own room, behind the kitchen, he dug out the ten roaches
he had bought that afternoon, extracted two and re- wrapped them,
carefully, stowing them in his shirt pocket ... just in case Marcy would
want to burn one with him. The other eight hand-rolled cigarettes went
back into their secret hiding place. He was ready to go. He went out the
back door, walked around the house, climbed onto his big bike and kicked
the engine into a full- throated roar.


He roared down the avenue, staying well within the speed limits. The
last thing he wanted was for one of the local pigs to bust him for
speeding. They might try to shake him down. If they did ... they'd find
the two marijuana cigarettes, for sure. Then, they'd have him for
possession ... and he'd wind up in Juvie ... and that's the last place,
man! The last!


Arriving at the address Marcy had given him, he found the house to be
one of the older ones in town; however this grand old house was not
falling into decay. It had been well cared for over the years, and when
Marcy invited him in, he saw that it had been remodeled and thoroughly
modernized. The name on the mailbox intrigued him: It was one of the
oldest and respected names in Redfern. A Lunceford had been one of the
founding fathers of the city, and the Lunceford name figured prominently
in cultural and political, as well as business aspects of the community.


"You a Lunceford ...?" he asked.


"Yeah ... like old Isaac Lunceford was my great grandpa ..." she said,
flippantly, "but don't let it get to you! I don't! All that silly old
crap turns me off!"


Don knew that his family had come to Redfern not long after its
founding. He remembered that they had lived in such a house as this,
further out on the edge of town in the orange groves. Somehow, his
father had lost the house and the grove, and the family had had to move
into town to take up residence in the shacky house in which they now
lived. He was too young to know and understand all of the reasons. There
was a bankruptcy. They were evicted. His father couldn't seem to hold a
job. He was drunk most of the time, anyway. Don's mother had been
supporting them for several years. It was all a big mess, for try as he
might, he couldn't warm up to his father, give him the respect a son
should give a father. Christ! The old drunk!


"What kind of wheels you got, Don?"


"My bike ..." he answered. "Why?"


"I thought you might have a groovy car we could ride in."


"Sorry ..."


"Well, you know ... like if a guy wants to make it with a chick, he's
got to have a car!" she explained.


"Yeah ... Well ..."


"Houses are too risky! We got to stay here ... and my folks could come
home ... and well, you know, there'd be a big crunch ... but in a car
... Man! It's groovy ... nothing but privacy ... if it's fixed up right
..."


Don understood, now, and suddenly, his big Japanese motorcycle was
nothing but real kid stuff. He had to have a car! Christ! No wonder he
hadn't been making it ... as often as he would like. It's the dudes with
the cars that are scoring, man!


"You better park it in the alley!" she told him.


"Right on!" he agreed and went to do as she suggested. He was elated.
She was practically inviting him to stay, although she had not said it
in so many words. Her meaning was clear enough to him.


Marcy Lunceford met him on the back walk, just inside the gate. It was
dark now, and she put an arm around him, snuggling close and led the way
to an old-fashioned, screen-enclosed pergola standing in deep shadows
under towering trees in a corner of the spacious back yard. He draped an
arm, carelessly over her shoulder and cockily allowed his hand to stray
down to a pouting hemisphere of firm young breast. Through the thin
material of her dress he caressed and gasped with acute pleasure to
discover that she wore no bra to confine them. The bud of her nipple was
firm and erect, burgeoning into the palm of his hand, tantalizingly.


"You dig that?"


"Like, wow ... you know ..." he said, carelessly.


They were in the pergola. She led him to a seat on a roll- around garden
lounge. It had a nice soft mattress on it, and he lay back, luxuriously,
on it. "Man! This is soft! Better than my pad." He reached for her.


She came easily into his arms, lying on top of him, their mouths
searching, finding, welding in a deep kiss, their tongues probing,
tasting and twining together. It was she who broke the kiss and asked,
"You got some grass?"
"Yeah ... you want to take a chance ... here?"


"It's plenty safe!" she affirmed.


"Nosy neighbors ..."


"They're like too fossilized to know what's with it."


Don broke out one of the roaches, lighted it and inhaled deeply, holding
it in his lungs as long as he could, passing the cigarette to her and
watching as she duplicated his actions. To be safe, he took a regular
cigarette from his pack, lit it, hoping that the odor of the burning
tobacco would cover the characteristic, burning-alfalfa smell of the
marijuana. They traded, puffed, inhaled, held breath, exhaling slowly,
allowing the narcotic smoke to work in them, its effect beginning slowly
and building, building, building, until time stood still and the beauty
of the night was magnified, every sound was heard ... and they were
all-seeing ... all being. There was only the beauty of now! This is
where it was! Everything was there in the smoke. The world was love ...
and love was everything, because they were young and healthy human
animals ... knowing all things ... and capable of doing all things. They
were the young invincibles! It was their right, indeed, their command to
love. "Love the world!" it said. "Love each other! Love me ..." it said,
"and I'll love you back!"


The roach burned down. He snuffed it out and re-wrapped the remaining
paper, ash, leaves and twigs, carefully, allowing none to escape him. It
was necessary to be this careful; investigating narcs could find even
one carelessly dropped particle. He put it safely in his pocket and
buttoned it; then, languidly, seeing Marcy, clearly, in all her glorious
beauty, he reached to the zipper on her dress, running it down her back
and the whisper of the tiny pieces of metal was loud in his ears, as
though a freight train had thundered through the quietly serene pergola.


She moved, helping him, standing to remove the dress over her head,
revealing the budding womanliness of her, instantly, as she wore nothing
under the dress. She was completely, gloriously naked .... and he saw
her as Athena, the goddess of love. Indeed, she was love, incarnate.


All love resided in her. Marcy was love!


Dancing a few steps away from him, she moved to unheard music, her body
shining alabaster, her long, raven hair swishing across her back, a few
locks straggling over her shoulders to fall into the cleavage of her
full, proud young breasts, her hips swaying, teasingly, back and forth,
in imitation of sexual movements. Her rounding and tapered thighs moved
with sure strength, and he watched the suppleness of her legs as they
moved.


Don had to have her. Christ! He had to have her now! His penis ached,
throbbingly, jerking against his pants, demanding release and relief.


He came off the couch and captured her in his arms to mash his mouth
down on hers, kissing her hard and brutal. She melted into his arms and
kissed him back with lips and tongue, searching deep into his mouth.
Suddenly, he abandoned her mouth, and he was kissing her breasts, taking
the nipples into his mouth, one by one, then moving down ... down ... he
kissed her belly, stopping to probe into her navel. Then, he was at the
vee of her loins, and he knelt to hold her around the hips while his
tongue pressured into the top of her warm femaleness to search for the
tiny bud of her clitoris in its warm little shrine of sex-flesh. He
found it alive and quivering under his tongue. He licked and she
exploded in rapture.


"Oh, yes, Don! Do it!" she murmured. "Lick me! Lick me good! OOOOoooh!
It feels soooooo goooooood!"


Inching backward, she leaned against a small table and spread her thighs
wider, standing in wide-spaced stance, her buttocks resting on the edge
of the table, half supporting her weight. Uncontrollably, her hands went
to either side of his head to guide his face between her open thighs and
encourage him. He used his tongue, hungrily, licking deep at her vaginal
slit, the sparse, youthful curls of her pubic mound tickling softly
against his lips. She pushed him away.


"Let's do it the easy way ... on the lounge." she whispered, hoarsely,
moving away from him.


Don got to his feet and followed her. She turned and reached for his
belt, opened it and zipped down the fly of his jeans. Then, she
unbuttoned his shorts to release his virile young cock into the night
air, the cooling wash of it over his sensate flesh a new and different
sensation. With hands on his shoulders she pushed him down flat on the
garden lounge and positioned herself upside down over him, her
glistening, coralline vagina inches over his face, her knees on either
side of his head, as she knelt over him, her own face only inches above
the hardened cock-flesh of him, spearing up into the air, massively
above him, its bulbous head waving excitedly like a battle standard in
the wind.


She lowered her loins slowly and teasingly to his mouth, and he used his
hands to spread the soft fleshy lips of her young pussy wide apart. He
clamped his mouth to the moist, now slightly pulsating mouth, the gentle
movements of its own muscular nibbling action apparent to him on his
lips pressed up deep between her open thighs, his tongue coming through
them, now, to taste and savor, then to thrust and swirl into her cuntal
opening, wildly.


The exquisite sensations in him, arcing in the nerves of his cock-head
as her mouth slipped warmly and wetly down over the sensitive, throbbing
flesh caused him to flex his hips to shove his member up to her. He
looked down the length of his body, straining to see in the semidarkness
through the arch of her breasts hanging down, soft and lush above his
hard, flat belly. He could see the nipples, hard and erect, like small,
ripe berries ready for picking. His cock was in her mouth, and she held
the shaft of it with one hand while the other gently stroked and
caressed his testicles in their soft wrinkled sac, below. Then, her lips
turned in to cover the sharpness of her teeth, her mouth began to slide
heatedly down his hardened length; down ... down ... down, encompassing
him, engulfing him, slowly and continuously, until he knew that she
would take it all the way back to her throat.


Don stared in utter disbelief as his thick, hard cock disappeared deeper
and deeper up into her mouth and throat, her voraciously sucking lips
working on him, suctioning him, as, inside her mouth, her tongue swirled
and laved him. He flipped. Christ! There was nothing like it! It was out
of this world! Out of sight .... and still going away!


Her smoothly undulating young pussy came down harder on his face,
reminding him of the mutual orality of the act, and he returned to the
hungry, moist opening with renewed effort, using his lips and tongue
both flow on the tiny erect bud between her legs. He sucked the tiny
female phallus up into his lips, holding it while his tongue licked and
caressed. He could feel the shock of it in her body, the gasping for
breath around his hardened rod.


Then, Don remembered the first and only other time he had experienced
oral sex. He had been at a pot party and was all toked up. Watching
another couple who had, uninhibitedly, kicked off the sex scene by
tearing off their clothes and making passionate love right in front of
everybody, he had gotten aroused almost to the point of ejaculation. He
had grabbed Betty Fowler, the youngest girl there. Even under the
influence of the grass she had smoked, she had been unwilling to fuck,
agreeing in stead to blow him, use her mouth to bring him to climax. She
had been inept, he knew now, but she had tried ... up to the point when
his big cock had begun to spurt his cum into her mouth. She had gagged
and made a big scene about it, causing everybody there to have a good
yuck at her expense.


... But Marcy ... Christ! She's an expert! She 's taking my whole cock
in her mouth! She'll probably swallow it ... too! She hasn't gagged yet
and my cock's halfway down her throat! Man! She really eats it ... like
it was an all-day sucker!


The building pressure in him told him that it would not be long. His
cock throbbed and ached for release, the acid-like burning sensation of
the held-back semen urging him to flex his hips, shoving his prick up
into her mouth to counter her up-and- down movements, fucking it deeper
and deeper into her oral cavern with the urgency of his youthful desire
to cum.


"Oh, Baby!" he moaned. "I'm ready to cum!" Her mouth moved on him faster
and with increasing pressure and suction, her cheeks hollowing in and
out, and a couple of times, she allowed her teeth to scrape along the
hardened length of him, eliciting a sharp pleasure-pain that caused him
to gasp aloud.


"Oh, Christ! That's the most ...!"


It was there for him! His big cock, in her slaving mouth, exploded,
spewingly, his semen, hot, white and viscous, spurting from the tip of
his cock-head deep up into her mouth and throat, forcing her to swallow,
voraciously. God! He came and came ... and came, his sperm jetting from
him in endless streams, it seemed to him. The sensations of release were
exquisite; the rapture of them causing a high whine of pleasure to come
from far down in his throat. Christ! She's pumping me dry!


As she licked and sucked at him and his jerking penis began to subside,
the waves of muscle-relaxing euphoria of sexual release left him
satiated, but he tried, manfully, to bring her, too, to climax, sucking
and licking at her wildly gyrating cunt above him. Damn! Why doesn't she
cum?


Events happened suddenly then. A light at the rear of the big old house
was snapped on, its cone of light reaching out into the spacious back
yard, but, fortunately, not out as far as the pergola where they lay in
illicit sexual embrace.


Don froze. His heart pounded. He was scared. Good God! "Wh-Who ...?" he
strangled.


"Oh, God!" Marcy gasped. "It's my folks!"


She scrambled off him, groping for her dress. She was thinking fast.
"I-I'll have t-to go in!"


"I've got to split!" He was in panic. Standing up, he pulled up his
shorts and pants, zipped the fly and cinched up his belt. He started for
the door.


Marcy was shrugging her dress down, smoothing it over her hips. She saw
him move toward the door. "No! Wait! I-I'll go in f-first! When the
light goes out ... split fast!"


He drew back into the shadows, trying to make himself invisible. Marcy
had more instructions for him.


"P-push your bike! D-Don't start it ... un-until you're out of the
a-alley!"


"Right!"


"Pay m-me!" she demanded.


"Wh-What ...? Now ...?"


"I-I told you t-to bring bread!"


"Marcy!" It was a high, female voice, strident and demanding.


"Coming ... Mom!" she called back, then, "Give!" she snapped at him, her
voice deadly.


Don fished out one of his fives and gave it to her. She didn't look at
it; she crumpled it in her hand and made for the screened door of the
pergola.


"See you around!" she said and was gone, walking toward the light at the
back door of her house.


"Marcy?! Where are you ...?" Her mother, again.


"Right here ... Mom!" Marcy said, with some irritation.


Don watched as she came into the light. It shone through the thin
material of her dress, showing her shapely legs. She might as well have
been nude. He would have enjoyed it more, if he hadn't been so
frightened. His heart was still pounding hard in his throat, and his
mouth was dry from the fear. Christ! I almost flipped!


As he watched her go up the back step, open the door and go into the
house, he had some second thoughts about having given her only a five.
She hadn't actually named a price, but he knew that ten dollars would
have been more like the going rate among the teen-age hustlers that
seemed to throng Perry High School. Establishment, he knew, would never
have believed the extent of the practice; the administration was blind
to it, either because they couldn't see it, or because they didn't want
to see it. The V.D. rate as reported regularly in the press was a good
indicator, but it was laid to promiscuous sex ... not to prostitution.


It's done, now! I should have laid the other five on her, but shit! I
was in a hurry ... and scared half to death! Anyway ... we had to split
... right in the middle of it! I could have fucked her in the cunt,
tonight ... if it hadn't been for her old lady coming home and breaking
up the party! Damn it!


He was still under the narcotic influence of the pot, but he could think
straight and his motor control of body was good, and as he waited for
what seemed eons of time, the light in the Lunceford back yard was
switched off.


"Damn!" he breathed. "About time!"


Slowly, he drifted out of the pergola and across the yard, sticking to
deep shadow, until he gained the gate and went through it into the
alley. It had taken him only a few moments to traverse the short
distance, but the distortion of time, in his drugged brain, made it seem
like miles and miles and hours of time to accomplish. It seemed to him
that he moved in slow motion, every step taking an eternity, and it was
as though he had no contact with the earth. He floated in a marijuana
dream world ... only this was a bad dream in which he had to run away
... run until he could run no more ... until he dropped from sheer
exhaustion.


He was through the gate, now. He almost had it made! A car entered the
upper end of the alley, its lights lancing ahead of it into the
darkness. Don shrank back, kneeling down to hide behind the two garbage
cans next to the fence. The car ground slowly down the alley until it
was abreast of the gate into the back yard of the Lunceford place. The
car stopped. A man got out and shone a flashlight on Don's motorcycle.


He got a glimpse of white-striped blue pants.


PIGS!


"Does it belong here!," a deep voice from the patrol car.


"Naw! Probably belongs to some kid that's making it with that youngest
Lunceford girl!"


"Marcy? That the one ...?"


"Yeah ..."


"She's playing fast and loose!" the patrol unit driver said. "We'll have
to take her in one of these days ... then there'll be hell to pay
because it's just a matter of time before they'll get her in a narc raid
on one of those pot parties!"


The policeman with the flashlight got back into the patrol car. He lit a
cigarette. "That bad?" he asked.


"Hell yes! She's a Lunceford ... and Luncefords carry a lot of weight in
this town."


The patrol car moved off down the alley; whatever else the driver had to
say about the Luncefords was lost in the sound of the engine and the
crunch of the tires on the gravel.


Don came out of his cramped place of hiding behind the garbage cans with
a huge sigh of relief. He expelled the air, gratefully, convinced that
he had been holding his breath for at least an hour. He leaned against
the fence to calm himself. MAN! That was close! They would have busted
me for prowling ... and what could I have said? Nothing! That I was just
diddling with Marcy ... toked up on pot ... and Frenching each other?
They would have found the joints on me ... and I would have been had!
Christ! Who would've ever expected something like this to happen ...
It's just too close! Too damned close! If the man ever busts me ... It's
Juvie .... and maybe C.Y.A. Shit! I'm still shaking!


Out in the alley, now, he kicked up the parking stand on his big motor
bike, grasped the handlebar grips and pushed it up the alley, in the
opposite direction from the police patrol unit. Near the end of the
alley, he started the engine and rode out onto the street. He gained the
avenue in a few moments and headed for home.


A few blocks from the house, he decided not to turn into his street. He
was still under the influence of the marijuana and didn't want to risk
having either of his parents see him yet. He continued riding out the
avenue into a semi-rural area where he turned off on a lane heading into
the hills. He gunned the big bike up to the top of one of the steeper
hills, dismounted, killed the engine and stretched out on the ground,
enjoying the stillness and studying the expanse of the starry canopy
over him. He stayed there for almost three hours, alternately dozing and
being totally aware, all of his senses alive to everything around him
... and in him.


Finally, he mounted his cycle, rode back down the hill and went home. It
was well past 1:00 a.m. when he crawled into bed dead tired. He had had
a full day ... and night!


* * *


He saw Marcy Lunceford in the hallway during passing time. She was cool
to his airy greeting, but he persisted.


"Get lost, Don!" she snapped.


"Marcy ... I just wanted to tell you ..."


"Didn't you dig ...? I said split ... get lost!"


He couldn't understand her manner. He had just wanted to tell her that
he wanted to give her the other five he still carried in his wallet. It
was too late, he guessed. Christ! I sure goofed it up with her!


After school dismissal, Don spent several minutes gassing with some of
his acquaintances. The campus was almost deserted as he made his way to
his motorcycle parked in the South parking lot. He had almost reached
his big bike before he realized that something was wrong. Jack Roberts
was seated in the saddle, obviously waiting for him. Two other students
lounged near him. It was too late, he realized. He would have to talk to
Jack!


"What's with, Jack ...?" he greeted the pusher.


Jack climbed off the motorbike and faced Don Scott. He stood, easily,
arrogantly, lazily alert before him.


"Marcy ..." he said. "She tells me like you were making it with her last
night ...?"


"Yeah, Jack ... I was over her house ... why ...?"


"Like she says, she gives you head ... and you only lay a five on her!"


"Her old lady almost busted us ... I had to split but fast! I thought I
was giving her a ten!" Don explained.


"That's nowhere, man! Like she says she has to finger herself to bring
it off afterward ... and she's feeling like frustrated ... so she wants
another fifteen! Lay it on me for her!"


"Christ! I ain't got another fifteen ... I got five!"


Jack looked at him coldly. "Fifteen, man! Like it's your problem! You
get it!"


"This gets to sound like blackmail!" Don said, screwing up his courage
to say it.


The pusher glanced toward the nearest building, drawing Don's eyes
there, as he said, "Well, look at that!"


Don was sucked into the ploy. His eyes swiveled to look where Jack had
indicated. Off guard, he was totally unprepared for the hard, swinging
blow to his gut. As he bent over with the sudden, nauseous pain of it, a
steel-shod toe booted him, painfully, in the buttocks. He sprawled
writhing in pain to the ground. Instinctively, he balled himself, as
from the other side another boot caught him in the ribs. Several more
such blows were rained on him, all accurately placed in his body so they
wouldn't show. His arms, legs, groin and face were scrupulously avoided,
as the beating was administered, quickly, soundlessly ... and with
professional elan. It was over in a matter of seconds. As the three
hoodlums walked away, Jack said, curtly, "Tonight!"


Don Scott was almost seventeen. It had been a long time since he had
cried real tears, but he did now. He sat on the curb and bawled. He hurt
all over, and he cried with the hurt, the fear ... and the humiliation.


Finally, after long minutes, he crawled onto his motorbike, painfully,
and headed for home. On the way, he passed his sister, Charity. She
waved at him, flashing him a smile as he went by, but he did not stop to
pick her up. He didn't want her to know what had happened to him.
Actually, he couldn't tell anyone. It was a burden he would have to bear
alone. Christ! I am in it now! Where in hell can I get fifteen dollars?


He was almost home when it hit him. The idea was monstrous! He had never
considered anything like it before, and he wondered whether or not he
could do it. Hell, if I don't pay off ... those goons are liable to cut
me up next time!


Shuddering, he visualized how he would look after having been beaten
with bicycle chains, iron bars and brass knuckles. It was too horrible
to think about. The beating administered to him was just a warning. He
knew that. He could do nothing now but pay off! He had to have money! He
had to have it fast!


His mind was made up. He would do it. Don Scott was going to steal a
twenty-dollar bill from the money his mother kept in her dresser drawer!
He did it before Charity got home.


Chapter 3


Charity walked home in the midst of a group of chattering, giggling
girls of her acquaintance; her head was in the clouds, and she was in
contact with reality only intermittently as she talked excitedly with
them hardly believing that it was true.


She had stayed after school for the auditions for the annual school
musical production. Her singing and acting had been outstanding, and she
had been selected to sing the leading female role. She couldn't believe
her ears when the final announcement had been made just a few minutes
before as she sat in the auditorium surrounded by several of the other
girls who were trying out for parts. There had been screams of
excitement and general confusion after the announcements. Needless to
say, she was elated. Getting the leading role in the musical was one of
the things she had dreamed about, but she had worked, too. She had
worked hard at her music and dramatics. It was the hard work that had
paid off for her.


The drama teacher had talked with her, briefly, after the auditions,
questioning her concerning her plans for further education and
suggesting that she consider applying for various scholarships.


"They've an excellent Drama Department at Redfern College, and I'd be
willing to recommend you ... Charity," he told her.


"My folks don't have much money ... It'd be ..." she began.


"Scholarships go begging every year ... I'll help you get started, and
the earlier the better!" She was still walking on air after her talk
with the drama coach, her mind filled, now, with impossible dreams.


One sad note entered her thoughts. She hoped and prayed that this year
her parents would attend the musical production. The year before, as a
high school junior, she had sung an important supporting role in the
musical. She had been happy and elated with her accomplishment, and had
looked forward to the night when her parents would be in the audience.
On the night of the performance, however, her mother had had to go to
work at the last moment to replace a waitress who had called in saying
she was sick and couldn't work. Charity had been disappointed. Her
mother had said, "Charity ... you understand, don't you ... we need the
money, and my boss isn't able to get anyone else, just now."


Charity had understood with her mind. Yes, it was true they needed the
money, but she needed something money couldn't buy ... she needed her
father and mother in that audience watching her and listening to her ...
she needed their moral support to complete the reason for her effort. It
was not too much she was asking: Three hours of her parents' time, spent
in the darkened auditorium enjoying the world of make-believe she was
helping to create on the stage.


Well, even if both her parents couldn't be there, her father would be,
she told herself, but in this hope, she was disappointed, too. Her world
had been shattered when he didn't show up. He had gotten drunk with some
of his cronies, forgetting all about his daughter's great performance.
An evening that should have been a high point in her life had turned
sour, and she cried herself to sleep that night in her loneliness.


Charity was walking alone, now, along the avenue. She heard the roar of
her brother's motorcycle as he overtook her and passed her. She flashed
a smile at him, but he didn't stop. It wasn't unusual; it was only
occasionally that he would stop to give her a ride home, but today,
especially, she had wanted to talk to Donnie. She wanted to tell him
about her having won the leading role in the musical. She had to tell
him, because mom would be at work and dad was probably out somewhere
drinking. Even if he were home, he'd probably be half-soused, she
decided. Anyway, there was no talking to dad. He talked to everybody
except his family. She knew of her father's reputation as a talker; it
was an embarrassment to her to know that he was one of the town drunks,
a character known as Gabby Scott. His loud-mouth ways, quick temper and
ready fists had landed him in jail for short stretches on more than one
occasion. And mom ...? She wouldn't be able to see her until morning ...
that is if she hadn't had to work overtime and was sleeping later than
usual.


She let herself into the house. Donnie's cycle was parked in the drive,
but he was nowhere to be seen. She was surprised not to find him in the
kitchen gobbling down a snack. Her father, also, was apparently not at
home. She headed for her own room, but on impulse, she went on through
the kitchen to the back porch and knocked, softly, on his bedroom door.


"Donnie ...?" she called.


"Yeah ..." His voice a croak.


"I wanted to tell you something ..."


"Flake off!" he grunted.


"I got the lead ... in the musical ... And ..." she faltered, feeling
his rebuff.


"Big deal!"


She recognized, then, that something was wrong. "Are you all right ...
Donnie ...?" she queried.


"Get the hell out of here!" he roared. "Get off my back ... just get the
hell off my back ... damn you!"


Charity turned from his door, not understanding, a tear welling into
each eye to run down her cheeks, and went into her own room. Dear God
what's happening to us ... to our family?


For the second time, the thought worked to the surface of her conscious
mind. I'd be better off ... if. I didn't live here! I feel like I could
run away ... maybe run away with Donnie! He said he felt the same way
... and was going to do it pretty soon. I wonder if ... he'd take me
with him ...? We could go on the street together ... and help each other
... and look out for each other. It would be just the two of us ... the
two of us ... against the world ...!"


She realized that something must be bothering her brother. He was
sometimes moody and treated her badly, but he always came around. Later,
he would rap with her about the musical and tell her how glad he was
that she had gotten the part.


Don, meanwhile, lay flat on his back, on his narrow bed, smoked a
cigarette and tried to find some answers for himself. His body hurt,
horribly, from the blows he had received at the hands=93=93and
feet=93=93of Jack Roberts and his two hangers-on.


Right after he had let himself in the house, he had gone, immediately,
to the drawer in his parents' bedroom where his mother kept her extra
cash, took a twenty dollar bill, put it in his wallet and went directly
to his room. He felt a qualm of conscience, knowing that what he was
doing was wrong ... but rationalizing with himself that he could not do
differently. He had to have the money! It was expedient to take it from
his mother's cache. He had a passing thought concerning the possibility
of trying to return it, later, but he knew that would not be possible
... at least, not right away; especially, after she had discovered its
disappearance. He had already decided to take it ... and he would lie,
if necessary, after his mother discovered its loss. God! He was in a
real bind! They'll cut me up ... sure as hell ... if I don't pay up!


Then, he had stripped himself naked, in the privacy of his room, to
examine his injuries. There was no blood, no broken bones, but the
bruises were already evident. He would be awfully sore and stiff. In a
little while, he would go take a hot, soaking bath to allay some of the
soreness.


Damn! It's muscle and organization! That's what Jack's got! And there's
no fighting it alone! Christ! Three to one! I didn't have a fucking
chance!


His mind raced. His thoughts dealt with revenge, planning how he would
even the score with competition, trying to think of ways to hurt Jack
Roberts, fighting fire with fire, as it were. He couldn't settle
anything, but he knew that Don Scott had been made a fool of ... for the
last time. He was going to play it smart and cool ... never allow
himself to get into any kind of bind at all, and he would do all and
more that Jack Roberts was doing. When the time came, he would take care
of Jack ... and Marcy! Just use my head from now on! Brains! Muscle!
Organization! That's for me, man! Yeah!


He put on a bathrobe and went into the bathroom. There was only the one
connecting bath in the house, making it necessary to go through one or
the other of the bedrooms. He chose to go through Charity's room,
thinking he might get to see her nude body, again.


Not knocking at her door, he went in. She was just taking off her bra,
the only garment she wore, and just before she turned her back on him,
clutching at herself to cover her nakedness, gasping out a frightened
Donnie!, he saw her in all her luscious, young beauty: The mounding
swell of her breasts, high and proud, her smooth, white thighs, her
full, soft, rounded buttocks and the curling reddish hair at the Vee of
her thighs. "Sorry, Sis!" he mumbled, not at all sorry, but happy with
what he had seen.


"Ugh! How many times do I have to tell you to knock!" she stormed,
angrily, as he went on into the bathroom.


Turning back to her, as he closed the door, he said, "Don't get Shook,
Charity ... I've Seen naked women before!"


He closed the door quickly; she had just hurled a shoe at him, with
another Snort of irritation. Inside, the bathroom he took off his robe
to reveal an almost instantaneous erection, spearing out from his loins,
thick and hard. He reached down to massage and caress it with a hand.
Christ! She's beautiful! Man ... how I'd like to get it into her ... if
she just wasn't my sister!


Charity was irritated with her brother for his frank appraisal of her
body. It seemed he had "accidentally" been seeing an awful lot of her
nakedness, lately. She was embarrassed by his lustful stare, each time
he had walked in on her like this. He looks at me .... like he does at
those pictures in the books and magazines he reads!


She remembered how her cheeks had flushed when he had shown her a
particularly suggestive picture of a couple in lewd copulation. "Donnie!
That's not very nice!"


"Get with it, Sis!" he had told her. "Sex is here to stay!"


Then she remembered what he had just said. "I've seen naked women
before!" He hadn't said girls ... he said women! Donnie considers me a
woman!


She looked at herself in the mirror, tipping it and standing tall to see
as much of herself as she could. What she saw, she liked, for the first
time. Yes! He's right! I'm really a woman .... almost a full-grown
woman!


* * *


Something he overheard from the man next to him caused him to prick up
his ears and listen more closely. The man had asked about a woman ... a
woman named Dottie!


"Yeah ... I got a real good lay with her a couple of days ago, when I
was through here ... thought I'd look her up, again!"


"Sorry, Buddy ... I can't help you ..." the bartender said.


"Name's Dottie Scott ... good looking ... damn good legs ... and she
really knows how to wriggle her ass! Hell! It cost me twenty bucks for
less than an hour with her!"


The bartender looked aghast at him, then cast a surreptitious glance at
Gabby Scott. Good Christ! Gabby's wife! "Look, Buddy! I think you'd
better drop it ... just a word to the wise!"


Scott was off his chair, his fists swinging in short, punishing arcs,
and the salesman was on the floor, in seconds. Gabby's drinking buddy
grabbed him to keep him from changing the man's sex as he aimed a deadly
kick at the salesman's groin. The bartender called the police, and Gabby
was arrested and booked on a disturbance of the peace charge. The
salesman was pretty badly shaken up. He told the arresting officer that
he was thinking of preferring a charge of assault, against his attacker.


"Damned if I know what got into him!" he told the bartender.


"Dottie Scott is his wife!" he told the salesman, levelly. "Now, get the
hell out of here!"


"It's a fact ... What I said,"


"Maybe Gabby'll want to sue for slander ... now, just leave my bar,
Fella! ... I don't like your kind of business!" the bartender said. He
was exasperated. Trouble like this was bad for business .... and he
could care less how many guys Dottie laid. It was none of his business
... up to the time it began to affect the patronage of his bar. Then, he
didn't want any more to do with it. The stupid ass could take his
problems some other place!


The salesman slapped a bill on the bar and growled. "Mighty friendly
place you got here!" His voice dripped with sarcasm. He left the bar and
went back to his motel to take care of his cuts and bruises. Damn! That
was a coincidence! Who'd ever think the broad's husband'd be sitting
right next to me? Well, he'll be in jail for a few days! Then, the idea
hit him! He's in jail! Obvious!


* * *


"Dottie ... I'm being booked ... down here at the jail," he said ... can
you go bail for me ...?"


"What happened? Why were you arrested?" she worried.


"I hit a guy ... in a bar! I was under the influence ..."


"Whatever for ..."


"You and me'll talk about that, later!" he said grimly; then, more
placatingly, "... But, I don't want to spend the night in jail! Can you
get me out?"


"Gabe ... I can't! We're short-handed here ... and if I walked out ...
I'd get fired sure!" she explained. "I'll come down first thing tomorrow
morning ... all right ...?"


"Hell no ... it ain't all right ... but if that's the way it is ... I
guess I'll have to live with it!" He growled and hung up.


She stared at the silent receiver, replacing it in its cradle, absently,
trying to fathom what he meant. How could she be involved? What dark
reason was there for her husband to beat up another man in a bar? Who
was it? Why? WHY? There were no answers coming her way, and there was a
customer signaling for her. She moved out to the floor, going about her
work in a daze. Dear God ... what's happened? I wish I knew! Oh, how I
wish I knew!


About ten o'clock, the traveling man came into the cocktail lounge.
Dottie recognized him, at once, but there was no way she could avoid
him; she had to take his order, Serve him his drink ... and talk to him,
if she had to do so The owner wanted happy, satisfied customers. It was
that simple, and since he had chosen to sit alone in one of the booths
rather than at the bar, she went, reluctantly, to take his order.


"Hello, Dottie ..." he leered in a sarcastic tone of voice, "I'll have
Scotch on the rocks."


She hurried away to fill his order, not wanting to talk to him. He was
slow with the money when she brought his drink. His question was direct,
however. "How about a little party, tonight?"


Her smile was dazzling, artificial, "I'm all tied up," she lied, "for
the rest of the night! Maybe ... some other time."


Crestfallen, for a moment, he brightened with, "All right ... some other
time, then. You know I made a swing back down here, on purpose ... just
to see you, again ..."


"I'm flattered ... If you'll excuse me ... My customers ..." she said,
grateful that there really was a customer trying to get her attention.


The salesman finished his drink and left the lounge, after a few
minutes. Dottie breathed a sigh of relief as she watched him go. She had
no intention of having anything to do with that man again. He repulsed
her.


Dottie fielded a couple of other pick-up proposals, turning them down
flat. She was worried about Gabe, and she would have to arise earlier in
the morning, in order to get downtown, to arrange bail for her husband.
She was in no mood for anything involving sex.


Finishing her shift at the usual time, around 10:30, she hurried to her
car and drove home. For some reason, she felt apprehensive, and she laid
it to her worry over her husband, Gabe; additionally, she couldn't get
rid of the threat, the darkly veiled subject Gabe had hinted at in his
telephone call to her, a subject that, somehow, concerned her. She had
still not been able to fathom what it was.


She parked her car in the driveway, noting that Donnie's motorcycle was
not there. The boy was still out, somewhere, but it was nearing the time
when he should be coming home. She would have to speak to him, again,
about his late hours. It had been past one in the morning, the last time
he was so terribly late. That boy is starting to run wild! ... But he's
a good boy ... Donnie always has been good ... but lately, he seems to
be getting more and more independent ... and rebellious!


The front door lock was stubborn, and she jiggled the key around, trying
several times before it finally opened. As the door swung open and she
took a step inside, a dark figure lurking in the shadows of the porch
came up behind her, gave her a push, stepped inside and closed the door.
It was a man. Fear pounded into her, as she stumbled across the floor
from the impetus of his shove. She wanted to scream. She opened her
mouth, but she was seized from behind, her arms pinioned, a hand clapped
over her mouth. There was a raspy, low voice in her ear, "Take it easy
... Dottie! Don't scream Don't make a sound ... I don't want to hurt
you!" It was the salesman from the bar. "Understand?"


Dottie nodded her head in the affirmative. She Wouldn't scream, now; at
least, she knew who it was. He was not a complete stranger to her. After
all, she had bedded him once, already. No! He Was not a stranger, yet
she knew, instinctively, that she should not trust him. He removed his
hand from her mouth.


"Wh-What are y-you doing h-here?" she demanded, peering him in the dim
glow of the night light in her living room.


"I knew you lied!" he accused. "There's nobody else ... Tonight!"


"Th-That's right! And this is my home you've come busting into!" she
hissed, aware that Charity was sleeping only a few paces away, in her
bedroom.


"And we're going to have that little party!" he leered. "Right here!"


"No! No, W-We're not! I'm g-going to s-scream ... call the p-police ...
a-and have you arrested f-for b-breaking in h-here ... and t-trying t-to
molest m-me!"


He laughed a hard, brittle laugh. "Like hell! I'll tell them you invited
me ... promised me a piece of ass ... for a price!"


"Y-You w-wouldn't dare ...?"


"Wouldn't I?" He was confident. "This town's got laws against
prostitution ... hasn't it? What is it ... thirty days?"


She sat down, heavily, resignedly, and looked up at him. "Yes .... a-and
a f-fine ... I think ..."


"You've never been run-in, then ... there's always a first time."


"No ... I-I've been careful ... my h-husband doesn't su- suspect ..."
she faltered.


"He knows now! That's why he's in the lock-up!" The salesman fingered
the bruise on his jaw.


"H-How ...?"


"I was asking about you. He over heard me ... and started beating me
up!"


"Oh! No!?"


"That's the way it was!" he gloated. "Now, he's in jail ... and you and
I are alone ..."


"And y-you expect m-me t-to ...?"


"You're going to get fucked ... but good!"


She panicked for a moment. "N-Not h-here! Th-This's my h- home ...!"


"What difference does that make?"


"M-My d-daughter ... she's asleep ..."


"Don't worry about it ... It's you I want!"


Dottie thought fast. She could demand a higher fee, discourage him,
perhaps, in his pursuit of her. "I-It'll cost y- you f-fifty dollars!"
she said with some firmness.


"I'll pay you!" he snarled. "But, I'll pay you exactly what you're
worth, Bitch!" He took out his wallet, removed a twenty dollar bill and
thrust it at her. "In advance!"


She made no move to take it from him. At that point, the money really
made little difference to her. Her naming a fifty dollar fee was only a
ply. It was useless, she decided. The salesman seemed to hold the high
cards.


"Take it, God damn you ... or are you trying to make out you're too good
for me?"


She spat at him, the sputum spattering his jacket. His reaction was
swift. He slapped her on the side of the face, his palm smacking loudly
in the still house. She looked up at him, her hand going to her face.
She was dry-eyed. She would not cry for him.


"All right ... y-you bastard!" she said, tonelessly. "Y-You win! D-Don't
h-hit m-me, again ..."


It had ever been thus: Her fear of pain subjugated her. One slap and she
caved in, the fight gone from her. Gabe knew it ... and used it, when he
wanted to subdue her, bend her to his will, and this man had
accidentally found her weakness. She would do his bidding, now, for she
was a physical coward. It bothered her, but she could do nothing for
herself in the face of physical violence, except to submit to the will
of the one who perpetrated it upon her. Dear God! P-Please ...? I-I
don't w-want to be h-hurt ...


She cringed away from him, trying to make herself small and
insignificant, burrowing into the cushions of the couch. He came to her,
put an arm around her and led her, unresisting into her bedroom. She sat
down, numbly, on the side of the bed while he found a bedside lamp and
turned it on, then went to her dresser and put the twenty dollar bill he
still carried in his hand on the top of it.


He turned to her, noting that she had made no move to undress. "Get
naked, Bitch!" he ordered.


"N-Not here ..." she murmured. "M-My d-daughter ..."


"To hell with the brat! I'm going to fuck you right here ... in your own
husband's bed!" He advanced upon her, his eyes twin spots of pure lust.
"So ... let's get your God-damned clothes off!" A hand darted out,
grasping the front of her blouse and ripping downward, buttons and
material giving way under his brutal onslaught.


Dismayed, she looked down at her ruined garment, tears welling into her
eyes. "All right," she said, resignedly, "but, please ... don't ruin
anything else for me ..." She began to undress, almost mechanically, her
feeling of unreality strong in her, sure that she was dreaming this
scene and hoping that it would go away. She felt completely trapped.
There was no way, now, she could avoid going through with the sex act
with this man. He dominated her at every turn.


She glanced up at him. He was undressing, too, and already he was down
to his shorts, socks and undershirt. The obscene bulge of his erection
beat against the cloth of his shorts. She looked away. Dear God!


He dropped his shorts and peeled them from him, his short, thick penis
was freed, and she glanced back to see that it jutted out from his hairy
loins almost horizontally. Both his hands reached down to grasp and heft
his genitalia, lifting testicles and hardened rod together as he fondled
and massaged it. Then, he took hold of the thickened flesh and skinned
back the foreskin, the smooth, red, bulbous cock-head sliding forth like
some primeval, reptilian monster.


"I was a little too drunk to really enjoy our little party the other
night," he said. "Tonight's going to be different ... I've got some
plans for you!"


Dottie ignored him. She continued to undress at the slow pace she had
set for herself.


The salesman was impatient. He came to her, unhooked her bra, removed it
and flung it across the room, his hands moving, greedily, to the soft,
full, female mounds, to fondle and squeeze. Pushing her back on the bed,
he undid her garter belt and stripped it and her stockings from her to
follow in the same general direction of her bra. Now, only her panties
remained. They came off over the swell of her thighs in one swift
movement. She was completely naked. His eyes feasted on the loveliness
of her, concentrating on the dark, reddish hair of her pubic triangle,
the curving contours of her hips, tapering thighs and the reverse,
smoothly blending calves, delicate ankles and long, narrow feet.


Damn! She's a luscious piece! She must be 36, maybe 37 years old ... but
she looks like a young bitch of 25 or 26!


She shifted her body on the bed until she was lying straight;
positioning herself in the middle of it she deliberately spread her legs
wide and said, "O.K., if y-you want t-to f-fuck ... let's fuck!"


"Oh, no, you don't!" he fumed. "That's what my wife does ... just lays
there, waiting for me to cum, so she can roll over and go to sleep!
She's got about as much life as a frozen piece of liver .... and I get
just about that much out of it! Christ! It'd be more fun to jerk it
off!"


He grabbed her by the ankles and pulled her around toward him, to the
side of the bed, until her soft, rounded buttocks were resting on the
edge of the bed, her long, tapering legs dangling down to the rug on the
floor. As he positioned her, he went on, "She never lets me suck her
cunt ... or lick her little clit ... and she refuses to suck my cock!
Shit! she wouldn't even say fuck .... until I made her say it!"


"Why tell m-me your wife's problems ...?"


"Because ... Tonight ... I'm going to do anything I want to!" he leered.
"All the things I've ever wanted to do to her!"


Kneeling down in front of her, he reached out and separated her
perfectly sculpted thighs and brought his face down to her warm, softly
pulsating female slit. He inhaled deeply of her clean femininity, as his
mouth searched for and found the soft, coral furrow that was hidden by
the curling strands of her pubic hair. He pushed his tongue into the
smooth-fleshed warmth between her open thighs and licked, parting the
soft resilient pussy hair with his broad, moist lingual member, savoring
the pungent female taste and reveling in the sensations created in him
as his tongue gained contact with the quivering, pulsating little
clitoris hidden in the soft, fleshy vaginal lips at the top of her
loins.


Dottie quivered and jerked, and she felt the firm warm helpless glow
spreading in her, infusing her loins and belly with the knowledge of
sexual reaction. She could feel the instant erection of her miniature
phallus as it hardened and pushed out to meet his probing tongue. She
hadn't wanted to respond to this man. Since she was committed to a
sexual encounter with him, against her will, she had hoped that it would
be fast, that she could remain uninvolved ... and get rid of him, once
and for all. God! How had it happened? How had she gotten trapped into
this? The last thing she had ever wanted was to bring a strange man into
her own home. She had kept everything compartmented, and she had felt
that the woman who entertained men, the prostitute, was a different
woman from the wife and mother. Now, the compartmentation of her life
had been destroyed, as she lay on her own marital bed and, reluctantly,
allowed this vile creature to do as he would with her. P-Please, God ...
don't ever let my children find out! With Gabe, she had decided, it
would be a different matter. They would work it out, but the real fear,
flow, in the back of her mind, lay with the possibility of discovery by
her children ... especially Charity! Then, she moaned, forgetting her
random thoughts of family. It was uncontrollable. The slashing sexual
sensations were there, working in her, against her will, her arousal
almost complete.


The man's tongue flicked steadily at the inner valleys of her moist,
excitedly flowering cunt, his lips nibbling at the sensitive coral lips,
sucking them to turgid stiffness, until his darting tongue began to move
in and out of her smooth, wet vaginal passage, pausing to tease around
its open mouth in tiny, excruciatingly maddening circles; then, she
moved her hips in tiny, undulating motions against him, her body begging
him for more, even as her still vainly resisting mind tried to deny the
pleasure of her body.


Now, the agile, ever-moving, searching mouth Was over her clitoris,
again, and he held the sensitive tip of it in his lips While his tongue
moved on it, tantalizingly Her pleasure grew in her, the winds of her
arousal Whirling around her, the vortex concentrated in her now hungry,
voraciously demanding loins.


He had licked and sucked, steadily, not allowing her a moment to change
her mind, and he knew that he was bringing her almost to the pinnacle of
her desire.


"Oh, ooh, Oooooh!" she moaned. "Oh, that's so good! Fuck me .... n-now!
Oh, fuck me!"


Her hands moved down, convulsively, to his head, to guide him, her
desire-heated loins straining up at his face, as she moved in a sexual
stupor, obeying the primal, animal urge to copulate ... wanting ...
needing it!


Feeling the nearness of her orgasm, he stopped. He had other plans for
her, and she was in exactly the state he wanted her! Damn! She's hot ...
really hot to trot and could probably get the hot little bitch to do
anything he wanted her to now.


He lifted his head from the seething moistness between her widespread
legs and looked up at her, pure lust reflected in his eyes. Looking
along the length of her body, her hair-covered pubic mound at eye-level,
in the middle ground of his vision the plain of her flat belly, dimpled
with the crater of her navel and in the background, the twin mounds of
her soft, white breasts, capped with the erectile nipples, standing tall
and proud; between the mounds was the deep-clefted valley. Beyond that
valley, he saw her red, lipsticked mouth, ovalling with the intensity of
her pleasure.


Her mouth was his goal, now. It was the one thing he wanted most: for a
woman to use her mouth on him ... bring him to full orgasm ... to
ejaculate there, spewing his hot sperm into her mouth and throat. It was
the thing denied him ... the one act he wanted because it was denied.
Christ! He could almost feel it now ... that luscious mouth on him,
sucking him. He had controlled the urge to mount her ... jackhammer his
cock into her cunt until he came. It would have been easy to do ... but
he had wanted her to be ready ... to do anything. And, she's ready, by
God!


Again, she groaned in agony. "Fuck me, God damn it! You're only teasing
me ... frustrating me! I want your c-cock fucking me in the cunt! Come
on! Fuck me ... that's what you're here for ... isn't it?"


The salesman pressured several more tongue-licks, back to front, through
her sensate, moistly ready flesh, before he raised his head, again, and
said, "Not yet, Baby ... I've got something else I want to do ...
first!"


"Wh-What ...?"


"I'm going to fuck you in the mouth!"


Dottie was not shocked. She had performed fellatio before, sucking on a
cock to ejaculation She had done it for several of the men she had gone
with, and in her estimation, it was sometimes highly desirable as a way
of making a man finish quickly, earning her money to feed the children
and getting rid of him right away. She hadn't learned to like it,
especially, but she had no real objection to it. It was certainly less
bother than vaginal intercourse.


She said, resignedly, "All right ... I guess I can s-suck you off!"


"You misunderstood me!" he snapped, stand mg to his feet before her, his
cock lancing out thick and hard, its shortness seeming to make it appear
more massive. "I said that I'm going to fuck you in the mouth! Get up on
the bed!"


Finally, she understood him. He intended to use her mouth like he would
her cunt. He was not going to be a passive recipient of a sucking
action; he intended to be the active one She visualized it, his big cock
moving in and out of her oral cavern in brutally punishing strokes. Dear
God! He wants to degrade ... humiliate me, beyond all reason!


She had not moved to lie straight in the bed, yet. Her head whirled. It
was difficult to make up her mind ... whether to obey him, allow him to
use her in such an obscene manner ... or disobey him ... and take the
consequences of her disobedience.


"My God ... that's inhuman ...!"


CRACK!


He leaned over her and put the full weight of his body behind his hand,
as he slapped her across the face, for the second time. Tears started,
instantly, into her eyes, scalding her cheeks as the tiny rivulets
cascaded down. Mindlessly, dully, she hastened to obey, her body gaining
dominance over her reasoning mind. Her fear of bodily pain acting as the
trigger, she knew she had lost another round in this sexual bout. She
had lost; she knew it and could do nothing about it. She was helpless to
defend herself.


As she gained her new position in the middle of the bed, he crawled on
to it beside her. "That's more like it!" he grunted, leering down at
her. "When I pay a whore ... I expect her to do what I want to do ...
otherwise, there's going to be hell to pay!"


The salesman crawled over her naked body, straddling her face, his
buttocks resting on her chest, crushing the soft, white hillocks of her
breasts under his weight. He took his massive rod of hardened flesh into
his hand and pressed the throbbing, rubbery head against her lips. She
kept her mouth tightly closed, not yet prepared mentally to engage in
such an obscene act.


"Open your mouth, Baby," he threatened, "or do you Want another one
across the face?"


"God, n-no ...!"


When she opened her mouth to speak, he pushed the tip of his hardened
cock past her opening lips, into the damp, warm cavern of her mouth. Her
tears streamed down her cheeks, unchecked, as she realized she would
have to do as he bade her.


There was nothing else for Dottie to do, now, but submit to his Wishes.
Automatically, she ovaled her mouth wide for him, cushioning her teeth
with lips drawn over them, as he pushed into her oral opening a few more
inches. She used her tongue to lave the length of it in her mouth,
swirling it around the smooth, rubbery head.


"You can go ahead and suck like that ... if you want to, but I'm going
to do the work, Baby! I'm going to ram my cock down that sweet little
mouth of yours ... fuck your mouth like a hot sucking cunt!"


He withdrew his prick until just the head remained in her mouth. "Now,
keep your lips just like that ... tight, but not too tight!" he
commanded, leering gleefully down at her shamefully contorted face.


With a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach, she obeyed him,
keeping her mouth ovaled and steady, as he began to move in and out of
her mouth with long, powerful strokes, his cock feeling like a log
sliding in and out of her throat. Her jaws began to ache with the
effort, as his huge thickness ground down into her face. God! He's so
thick ... and huge! It feels like he'll break my jaw!


She closed her eyes, hoping that she would be able to blot out the
obscene spectacle of her own debasement ... the ultimate humiliation of
having a strange man have his way with her helpless body in her own
husband's bed ...


Then, perhaps because of her very helplessness, she suddenly and
unexplainably, began to feel a rearousal of her own sexual needs, the
arcing sensations in the nerves of her loins signaling a coming
rapturous ecstasy. She couldn't understand it. The brutal thrusts of his
cock into her mouth was somehow erotic, perhaps a masochistic eroticism,
an unconscious desire to be debased and punished for being the whore she
was. She didn't know, of course, it was the sensations that were real in
her; sensations that told her she was going to soar to a climax. How,
she didn't know, but the pinnacle of her passion was there just ahead
... and she would reach for it! The pleasure in her seething,
voraciously, needful loins was building ... building, and she flayed her
legs ineffectually out to the sides of the bed, then brought them
together again to rub her tingling thighs together.


She opened her eyes. The obscene spectacle was still there. The man's
prick moved in and out of her mouth, disappearing past her tongue, into
her throat, the hairiness of his loins tickling her nose as he plunged
into her. She could see the slight paunch advancing and retreating in
front of her, the muscles of his abdomen straining as his strokes became
harder, deeper, spearing down into her gullet, until she was aware that
she was taking all of his thick shaft inside the confines of her mouth.
Now, her own arousal prompted her to move with him, countering his
thrusts by bobbing her head up to meet him, and his cock went ever
deeper into her mouth and throat. The sensation in her loins was driving
her wild. She had to have a cock in her cunt! It was only a man's hard
driving penis, she knew, now, that would make her cum!


Dottie gave in, completely, to her debasement. She sucked, hollowing her
cheeks, increasing the pressure of her lips around his huge rod, and her
tongue swished and swirled around him, as though she were a little girl,
again, with an all-day sucker.


Above her, the salesman was lost in a wild ecstasy of his own. He was
panting; now, driving for his orgasm, his ejaculate demanding release,
and he increased his thrusting speed and depth. "Oh, God!" he moaned.
"Just a little more ... and I'll cum in that sweet little mouth of
yours!"


Gagging, now, from the forceful pile-driving flesh into her throat, she
fought for air, trying at the same time to move her head and suck for
all she was worth. Continually, now, she mewled deep in her chest, the
sounds muffled and eerie, and, uncontrollably, her thighs moved,
scissoring back and forth to gain maximum stimulation of her genitals
that felt neglected below. Her debasement was crowded out of her mind by
the need to cum to orgasm. Oh, God! I'm so close ... but I have to have
a cock in my cunt! I have to have something ... something!


The man, above her, slid his knees back until he was lying flat on her
face. He began fucking, furiously, jerking in and out of her gaping
mouth, using her desperately working lips exactly as a cunt. She gasped
with the fury of his pounding prick, writhing beneath him, struggling
for breath, but needing to cum herself; then, her hands moved down
between her own widespread legs. Yes! Oh, God, yes! That's it! I'll cum,
now!


Into the seething moistness of her voracious pussy, she thrust three
fingers, jabbing them in, savagely, and finger-fucking them in and out
to the established rhythm of her obscene sucking of the cock locked
tightly in her mouth. God! It felt good!


Her other hand moved to her clitoris, and together, they worked there,
substituting for the cock she had been denied by the perverse actions of
the vile man who was fucking into her mouth so fast and furious.


His body stiffened, suddenly, and she felt his cock expand in her mouth
as he shoved it in even further and stopped dead, his prick spewing his
hot, white sperm into the depths of her throat. Desperately, to keep
from choking she swallowed, the warm viscous liquid going down as
quickly as he shot it into her.


... And, then, the climax was there for her, its magnificent convulsions
overcoming her, taking her under into an undertow of terrific power,
shooting her to the surface, finally, as she gasped for breath, afraid
that she would drown, and she was aware that it was his cum in her mouth
that had seemed to gag her, cut off her .... make her feel that she was
drowning.


Dottie lay under him, still swallowing desperately to keep from choking,
feeling the deflation of his cock as it grew softer, more spongy in her
mouth each moment, until, finally, it slipped wetly out of her lips and
rested on her face. She used her hands to push him from off her,
struggling to sit up, at the same time.


"Oh, Baby ... that was good ...!" he groaned.


She made up her mind, this time, in a lightning second.


"All right ... you got what you came for ... you can clear out, now!"
she said, firmly.


He laughed a short, hard laugh. "That's what you think! I'm staying here
all night!"


Calmly, she sat up on the edge of the bed and reached into the drawer of
the bedside stand. Her hand came up holding her husband's P-38. She
stood to her feet and said, "Get dressed ... and get the hell out of my
house ... or by all that's Holy ... I'll shoot!"


The salesman's eyes widened in sudden terror at her obviously serious
threat. "Christ! D-Don't point that thing ... a-at m-me!"


"Move!" she ordered, her voice, steely.


She hadn't thought she could do it, but she surprised herself, her
confidence supreme, as she watched the frightened man come off the bed
and begin to get dressed, hastily.


When he had finished, she motioned him out of the room, keeping the
deadly pistol aimed at him, Constantly. He paused at the door, cleared
his throat and began, "Look ... I-I ..."


"Out!" she snapped.


He went out the front door, his face grim ... frightened. He knew better
than to argue. She held all the cards.


Locking the front door of her home, securely, she fled back to her
bedroom and flung herself onto the bed, drained, completely, her
emotional reaction, now, to her ordeal allowed full reign, as great sobs
wracked her body and scalding tears Washed over her face. She couldn't
believe that it had happened. It was too bizarre ... impossible.


A strange thought flitted through her mind:


After all this ... my first time with him in his motel ... his fight
with Gabe ... and this ... tonight ... I don't even know that monster's
name!


Perhaps it was just as well she didn't know his name. The name would
haunt her. As it was ... it would only be his face ... and the memory of
his lewd sex act with her that she would remember.


Oh, Dear God! Charity!


She sat bolt upright, her eyes darting to the connecting bathroom door.
A fleeting memory was there. The door had been closed, but when she came
back into the bedroom after shooing the salesman out of her house ...
and out of her life, it had been ajar, slightly. God! Had Charity seen
her? Had she watched through the crack in the bathroom door? Oh, God,
please ... don't let it be so!


... Of course, she would never know She would never know, unless Charity
indicated by word or action that she had been an observer of her
unnatural actions with a strange man.


Dear God ... What have I done ...? WHAT HAVE I DONE?


Chapter 4


Some of the soreness was soaked away in the hot bath, and Donnie felt
better, both physically and mentally. He relaxed in his room, getting
dressed, finally, and going into the kitchen to forage for some food.


Charity heard him rummaging around and went in to help him. Together,
they put some sandwiches on the table, along with a quart of milk and
some cookies. Don wolfed down his food, talking now to his sister, as he
chewed huge mouthfuls.


"That's out of sight ... you getting the lead in the musical!" he told
her. "Sorry, I laid it on you ... when you first told me about it ..."
She glowed, happy that her brother had complimented her.


"Thanks, Donnie ... it's real groovy ... and it's a good show they chose
this year ..."


They chatted on about groups, festivals and school happenings. It was
nice, Charity reflected, to be able to talk to Donnie. He could be nice
some of the time, and he seemed to be working at being extra polite to
her.


Dad had not been home, all day, she remembered and asked her brother,
"Where's dad ...?"


"Who cares ...!" he said, offhandedly; then, "Probably stoned
somewhere!"


"I'm worried about him!"


"Don't!" he snapped. "It's not worth it!"


"He's still our father!" she pouted.


Donnie snorted. "Not much of a father!" He was sarcastic, disdainful. He
arose from the table. "I'm splitting ... got to take care of some
business."


"Girl type business?" Charity kidded.


"Yeah!" he said, grimly. "Girl type?"


It was just getting dark when he left the house, mounted his motor bike
and roared off down the street. He stopped, on his way across town to
change the twenty dollar bill for two tens.


He parked his cycle in front of Marcy Lunceford's house, ambled up the
front walk and rang the doorbell. Her mother come to the door, eyed him
up and down and barked, "Yes?"


"May I talk to Marcy?" he asked politely.


"And who are you?"


"Don," he told her. "Just tell her Don wants to see her."


Mrs. Lunceford, again, looked him over from his boots to his
middling-long hair. She must have found something distasteful in the way
he looked, for she turned away, saying, "I'll call her ... She'll see
you, I suppose, if she's not busy!" She closed the door in his face.


"She'll see me!" Don assured the intricately carved portal.


The door was re-opened in a few moments. It was Marcy. Don lounged on
the porch railing; he did not go to her. She was forced to walk over to
him. He held the bills in his hand.


"I brought you your blood money!" he gritted.


"Groovy! Give it to me!"


He flung the bills to the floor at her feet.


"Pick them up ... whore!"


Hers was a bitter laugh. "Wake up, Don ... smell the coffee! If it gives
you a thing ... try the same label out on your mother!"


Don shot off the porch railing. He grabbed her by the shoulders. "That's
a God damned lie!" he grated into her face. "You little bitch ... I
ought to give you some of what I got this afternoon!"


Calmly, she shrugged free of his grasp. "You wouldn't dare! Jack and his
boys are just waiting for a chance to cut you up!" It was a bare-faced
threat.


He backed away from her. There would be no point in running into
something he knew he couldn't handle ... yet.


"All right ... lay it on me ... you know so damned much! How do you know
... that ... about my mom ...?"


"I've known it for months ... my uncle was talking to my father=93=93I
overheard them. He said he'd laid Dottie Scott ... took her to that
motel, on the highway ... just outside of town. He said she sucked him
off ... and fucked him!"


"That's enough!" Donnie's mind was seething. Christ! My own mom! "Did he
pay her for it ... just like a regular ... p- prostitute?"


"Yeah ... he said it cost him twenty bucks!"


"The God damned bitch!" he raged.


"Cool it, Don! It's her bag! She's the one that's doing it! It's her
thing!" she reasoned.


"But ... it's my mom!"


"... And, maybe there's a reason ..."


"Like what ...?"


"Like your father, Gabby ... he's the town drunk ... isn't he? When was
the last time he worked?"


Her truths were hitting home. Damn! Maybe she's right! Maybe Mom did
hove reasons for ... for doing it! He walked to the edge of the porch
and stared out into the street. Then, it's really dad's fault! He's to
blame! ... And, mom just wanted to get things for us kids ... like her
helping me to get my motor cycle! Christ!


"I know something else, too ..." she taunted.


"Lay it on me ... too!" he growled, not turning to face her.


"Your dad's in jail! He beat up a guy in a bar ... because he called
your mother a whore!"


"Great! Just great! Don grunted, "I hope he rots there!"


He walked quickly down the walk, started his bike and shot off down the
street, without a backward glance.


God! What a mess! Our family's just one great big nothing! Christ ...
the sooner I hit the street, the better! ... But, I've got to have some
bread ... before I leave! Got to have something to start out with!


Don headed for Ray Donahue's house. In Ray's room, lounging at ease, he
talked about what had happened to him at the hands of Jack Roberts.


"We've got to have muscle, man! We can do the same things better ... if
we've got the organization!" he told Ray.


"Yeah, like that's what I say, too. We could get a couple more cools
guys ... and do some leaning of our own!" Ray agreed, enthusiastically.


They talked for hours and laid it all out. Their meticulous plans, they
were convinced, was going to net them a lot of bread. The money would
come their way, now, and they were going to use every means at their
disposal. Don, of course, didn't tell the tall, freckled-face boy that
for him, at least, this was going to be a short-term project. All he
wanted was a stake ... then he would get the hell out of Redfern. It was
the street for him ... probably in San Francisco! Things happened up
there. He wanted to be in on it ... where it was happening!


"You want to go the whole route, Don ... use some real muscle?"


"Like what?"


"Like guns, maybe?"


"Guns?" Don was incredulous. "Christ! You get caught ... and they send
you up North! No simple little Juvie for that!"


"But, if you're smart ... real brainy ... you don't get caught!"


"Yeah ... But ..."


"I lifted a couple, already!" Ray boasted.


"Guns ...?"


"Like, why should I put you on ...?" Ray reached into his closet and
produced two pistols, a snub-nosed .38 and a .45 automatic. He handed
Don the .38, and he hefted it in his hand. "Be careful ... it's loaded!"
Ray warned.


Don was impressed. "Like, man ... nobody'd argue with this!" He suddenly
saw the weapon for what it was: A powerful force, in the hands of the
wielder ... and equalizer ... a counter force. He had given up some
ideas about Peace, Love ... and Non-violence that afternoon. Those ideas
had fled as the blows rained down on him from the fists and boots of
Jack Roberts and his two goons. Christ! What a temptation!
"You want to learn how to use it?" Ray asked.


"Sure, man! Go ahead ... lay it on me!"


Ray Donahue showed him the mechanics of the pistol and gave him a
half-full box of ammunition and loan of the pistol so that Don could do
some target practice.


"Now ... don't let that thing get away from you!" Ray told him. "I can
let you have it till Saturday ... got it?"


"Right on ... I'll get it back to you on Saturday, sure!"


Riding home on his big motorcycle, Don felt important, confident, even a
little cocky, with the .38 tucked into the waistband of his jeans, his
windbreaker zipped up to cover the butt of it. As he rode along, his
hand would steal to the pistol, to feel it, fondle it, and he idly
wondered whether or not he would use it. Could he point it at a person?
More importantly, could he fire it ... if he had to do so? He didn't
know. One thing he did know: There could be no such thing as a three to
one fight ... with the loaded gun in his hand.


A station wagon, standing at the curb on the opposite side of the
avenue, attracted his attention. A stockily built man labored, in shirt
sleeves, to change a flat tire. It was almost one o'clock in the
morning. There was no traffic. The man was alone.


Don rode on for two more blocks. He wrestled with an idea he couldn't
shake. It was late. The guy was alone. He was a middle- aged
establishment type, and he probably had a wallet stuffed with bread.
Man! it would be easy! He fondled the butt of the short- barreled .38
that nestled in his groin. Like taking candy away from a baby! Shit!
This could be perfect! The guy couldn't possibly identify me ... it's so
dark!


The boy pulled over to the curb and parked. His heart pounded. Fear and
a certain sense of profound excitement welled up in him. He had
experienced it once before and overcame it, as he reached into his
mother's dresser drawer and stole a twenty dollar bill. What he
contemplated, now, was bigger ... much bigger. With an effort of will,
he calmed himself. His mind was racing, planning what he must do. He
must have every detail set in his hastily formulated plans. Every move
must be thought through ... so there could be no possible foul-up.
Satisfied, finally, his mind made up, his plan of action settled, he
went to work. He took off his boots, removed his socks, put the boots
back on and used the socks, tying them on with bits of string from his
saddlebag, to conceal the registration plate on the rear fender and the
manufacturer's name on the right side of his bike. He was almost ready,
but he looked around to make sure he was not observed. All the homes
were dark and peaceful; however to throw off suspicion, he knelt down
and pretended to tinker with the engine. It was a master stroke. A car
drove by on the avenue, and he was caught in the glare of its
headlights, as head down, he delved into the machinery of the motor. His
heart beat like a jackhammer, momentarily, until he was sure the car
would not stop. It continued on up the avenue, not pausing in its steady
forty mile an hour speed. Damn! That scared the living hell out of me!


After long moments, he stopped shaking, mounted his bike, made a U-turn
and headed back towards the parked station wagon with the flat tire.


Don had tied his handkerchief over the lower part of his face as he rode
along and pulled his stocking cap down to his eyebrows. He pulled up
beside the car and behind the man changing the flat tire, noting that he
was just tightening up the lug bolts. Don said nothing. He waited, the
gun in his hand.


The salesman looked up at him, finally, and started to say, "Got the
damn thing ..." He stopped. The menacing pistol in Don's hand was
pointed directly at him.


Speaking low, Don told him, "Put your wallet on the hood of the car!"


The frightened man hastened to obey. It was the second time tonight he
had stared down the barrel of a pistol.


"Now, put your hands up ... on the roof!"


"He retrieved the wallet, looked in, saw several bills and removed them.
"This all?" he barked.


"That's it ... l-look I've got to drive eight hundred miles to get home
... I-I can't ..."


Donnie put a twenty dollar bill back in the man's wallet. Then, he threw
the billfold under the car.


"Crawl under after it!" Don ordered. Again, the full-faced man obeyed.
Far be it from him to argue with a gun.


Stuffing the bills into his jeans pocket, Donnie mounted his motor cycle
and roared off down the avenue, in the opposite direction from his home;
then, taking a round-about route he worked his way homeward, parked his
bike in the driveway, removed the socks from it and put them in his
windbreaker jacket. Easy! Christ! It was almost too easy! The damned guy
was seared almost shitless!


Don hastily counted the money, as soon as he was in his room. It
amounted to seventy-nine dollars. Not bad! Not bad at all! He put the
money in a safe hiding place, the gun into the back of his closet in a
cloth duffel bag. He was just emerging from the closet when he heard a
soft tap at his door.


"Don ...?" It was Charity, his sister. "Can I talk to you ....?" she
murmured in a half whisper.


"Sure ... why not?" He opened the door and let her in.


* * *


Afterward, she applied herself to her school assignments and watched a
favorite T.V. show. It was later than usual when she prepared for bed.
Her father had still not returned home, and she wondered, again,
briefly, where he might be, deciding after some reflection, that it was
not unusual for him to be away from home for long hours. He was probably
drinking with some friends, trading stories, or maybe telling dirty
jokes. He did get completely stoned, at times, she knew ... but his
absence out of her mind, went into the bathroom and began her bedtime
ritual of bathing.


She couldn't, however, put her father completely out of her mind. The
way he looked at her, lately, really bothered her. It was as though he
was mentally undressing her, his half-lidded eyes following her every
movement, avidly, devouring her every contour, and she knew, almost
instinctively, that it was wrong. No father should have that kind of
interest in his own flesh-and-blood daughter as a sex object.


... And, it was sexual interest in her, on his part; she knew it and
recognized it, and was afraid to be alone with him. This was, of course,
the reason why she had wanted to remain at school in the nurse's room,
rather than go home. It was the unmentioned subject of her conversation
with Mrs. Keaton, the school nurse. It was also what prompted her to
remain in her own room, as much as possible, with the door locked, and
she, habitually, locked the door to the connecting bathroom when she
occupied it. On more than one occasion, he had accidentally blundered in
on her, his eyes sweeping over her naked young body before he excused
himself and left the room.


She knew, also, that Donnie was doing the same thing, now. There was the
same look in his eyes, a lustful yearning ... an unnatural desire.


Stripping her clothing from her young body she prepared to step into the
warm bath she had drawn. Her reflection in the mirror caught her
attention, and she studied her definitely womanly figure. She was
satisfied with what she saw ... But I'm not really as beautiful as mom.
My breasts are smaller ... and my hips are not as curvy ... at least not
yet.


Running her hands over the smooth, satiny skin, she brought up both
hands to cup the rounded hemispheres of her high, proud breasts, rolling
the erectile buds of the nipples in her fingers until they were
distended and the areolae puckered up around them, the warm flush of
tumescence flooding through her ... that feeling of need ... of desire
... of sexuality.


With an effort of will, she denied that sexuality, making herself think
of other things to relieve the concentration of her thoughts on her body
... and its promises.


As she had undressed a few moments before she was elated to discover
that her menstruation had stopped. Well ... that's finished and done
with ... for this month ...


Charity knew about and understood the mechanics of sex and reproduction.
She had had the Sex Education Class in school, but she had no burning
interest in sexual things. She had refused to go steady with any one
boy; she preferred to date several, but the mores of modern youth
dictated steady dating as de riguer. It followed, that although she was
an extremely attractive girl=93=93no .... she was an extremely beautiful
girl -- she didn't have many dates, because the word was out: Charity
doesn't want to go steady! She was practically cut off the vine, so to
speak, for one of the main reasons for steady dating was easy
availability for petting .... heavy petting ... and sexual intercourse.
Making out was the word, and Charity knew that many of the couples of
her acquaintance were either going all the way in sexual encounter ...
or were petting to orgasm, so-called heavy petting.


She remembered with an embarrassed blush the boy she had consented to
date for the third, consecutive time. He had parked after their date,
and she had consented to a few kisses and embraces. Bill Cartwright, the
boy, had gotten more and more aroused, his kisses deep and probing, his
tongue tantalizingly sweet and demanding in her mouth, then his hands
were on her breasts, dipping inside her blouse, unhooking her bra and
going under it to the warm, satin smoothness of them, her nipples coming
up spiky-hard, unbidden. There was that warm glow in her, and she did
not stop him, strangely, in spite of her resolve not to, wanting it to
go on and on, as searing sensations played in her loins ... new,
delightful feelings with their ever growing promise of rapture.


His mouth had trailed down her neck to the cleft between her breasts,
and then unbuttoning her blouse, he claimed the budding nipples with his
warm, wet lips. Oh, God! It was wonderful!


... But, something in her told her that it must stop, and she tried to
pull away from him, mumbling, "No ... Bill, no! We can't go on ...!"


He muffled her protests with his mouth, welding it to hers, as he kissed
her, again, deeply, his tongue doing wonderful things to her, and she
reciprocated, giving him her tongue to suck and nibble upon, while he
allowed his hand to caress and smooth down across her flat belly,
arriving, finally, at the vee between her thighs where he rubbed at her
through her clothing.


Again, she objected, but his insistent hands were under her skirt,
moving up her satiny smooth inner thigh against the rising wetness of
her panties, his finger through the filmy nylon material, finding the
hardening flesh of her clitoris in its secret hiding place, the sparse
hair-ringed furrow of her femaleness. His finger played there, stroking
her while the fiery sex sensations flooded through her, making her weak
in her objections to his manipulations, until finally, with a low
throaty groan up into his mouth, she surrendered to them.


She hadn't wanted to do it. Her reasoning mind told her that it was
wrong, but her body, sensate and reaching for ecstasy overruled all
rational thought and grasped for the pleasure of the moment, as her hips
moved, uncontrollably, in tiny, undulant movements up against his
teasing finger. Then, he pulled aside the wispy material of the
crotchband of her panties, his finger teasing into the tight, virginal
lips of her cunt, moving, tantalizingly, in the vestibule, but not
entering further, merely stimulating her beyond all reason.


"Oh, God ... Bill! Don't do any more to me ... I'm afraid!"


"Like what ...?" he asked. "Orgasm ...?"


"I've never ... d-done ... That ..." she faltered.


"Man ... you're strung out and ready, now!" he said with authority.


Reaching up, he grasped the waistband of her panties and pulled them
down as far as he could, she, unconsciously, shifting her weight until
he was able to pull then halfway down her thighs. He wormed a finger
into the viscous moistness of her pussy, again, and drew it through the
coral furrow up to the pulsing miniature phallus that peeped out, above.
She gasped when his finger touched her there, the nerve endings sending
out desperate signals for fulfillment. He stroked and fondled with his
hands, one in her cunt, moving with gentle caresses on her clitoris, the
other squeezing and smoothing her firm, rounded young breasts,
alternately, his mouth, meanwhile, busy sucking, nibbling and chewing at
her mouth, her neck and the hard, erectness of her nipple-buds.


Under his manipulative movements, her body had gone wild. Her hips moved
back and forth, now, countering the stroking movements of his fingers,
her mouth returned his kisses, and as the building fires in her loins
became almost unbearable, she began to moan, incessantly, her voice
keening in the closeness of the car. Her breath came in short gaspings;
she knew it was a sign that her climax was near. Oh, God! It feels
wonderful! I never want it to stop!


Her body began to jerk convulsively, her hips flexing upwards faster and
faster off the seat of the car, the sex-raw sensations arcing in her
like thunderbolts, until, suddenly, she recognized the new experience of
orgasm. She was in it! Surging tides of rapture enveloped her. Sight and
sound dimmed, and there was only the all-consuming ecstasy of the
moment. As from a great distance, she heard her own voice, "OOOOh!
Biiiillll! OOOOOOOoohhh! It's happening ... to me! It's cumming! It's
cuuummmming! AAAaaauuugggh!"


Wave after wave of euphoria washed through her. She collapsed in Bill's
arms, and he kissed her tenderly.


"Groovy ... wasn't it ...?" he asked.


"Y-Yeesssss! Oh, yes!"


She was ecstatic for a moment, but a disturbing thought struck her. She
verbalized it, immediately. "But ... it seems ... Wrong .... s-somehow
... doesn't it ...?"


"Hell! How can it be wrong? It felt good didn't it? And you enjoyed it
... that's the main thing!"


"But ... it's m-masturbation."


"That crap's for the dark ages!" he said, vehemently. "It's never hurt
anybody! Now, you can fix me ...!"
He reached down, unzipped his pants, delved inside and brought his fully
erect penis out into the car with them.


Charity had seen it standing up massively from his body, as he held it
by the shaft and pulled the foreskin back to expose the bulbous head of
it, a tear of preparatory lubricant glistening, viscously, at the slit
in the very tip. She looked away in embarrassment, not knowing how to
handle his obvious exhibition of it. On a few occasions, she had seen
both her father and her brother nude, but she had always felt
uncomfortable ... as though she were witnessing something that was
basically dirty.


"Here, let me put your hand on it," Bill said.


"M-My hand ...?"


"Of course ... you're going to jack me off ... do the same thing for me
... like I just did for you ... You know ..."


"Wh-What do you ... M-mean ...?" she asked.


"I'll show you!" he grunted, taking her hand and placing it on his
hardened rod, curling her hand around its chunky girth. "Now, move your
hand on it ... up and down ... until I cum!" He kept his hand around
hers and demonstrated the movement.


At the first contact of her hand with his virile young cock, she tried
to shrink away, the shock of actually touching the thing frightening to
her.


"N-No! I-I can't ... do it!" she moaned.


"Come off it, Charity! You'll either do it this way ... or suck me off!
I've got to have my fun, too!"


"S-Suck ... on that ...?" She was incredulous. "Ugh!"


He had given her a choice. She chose the former suggestion, finding it
the least disagreeable. She just couldn't imagine anyone doing it.
That's horrible! Why that's the nastiest thing I ever heard ... sucking
on a boy's t-thing!


"Sure! Millions of people do it!" he assured her.


"I don't believe it!"


"I'm just laying the facts on you! he said, exasperated. "Here ... let
me put a little spit on it!" He removed her hand for a moment while he
applied saliva to his upstanding prick. "There, now ... move your hand
... slow at first ... I'll tell you when to speed up ...!"
His hardened cock was warm in her hand; she could feel the heat it
exuded as she did his bidding, moving her hand stiffly in the up and
down motion he had shown her. Her fingers barely reached around it, and
she wondered idly how an erect penis was ever able to go into a girl's
vagina. Specifically, she wondered how it could ever fit into her own
tiny virginal cunt. She knew from examination of herself that there had
to be a disparity of size.


She knew she would not ask him that particular question; he might want
to show her, and she was not ready, yet, to lose her virginity. In the
state she had been, just a few moments, before, she might well have
allowed it, the power of the passion that had held her in its grasp had
been all-consuming. It would have been easy, she realized, now, for her
to have accepted anything, at that point ... even vaginal intercourse.
The thought was frightening. Dear God! I might have done it! I might
have let him put his thing in me ... and ... and ... It was too much.
She couldn't bring herself to complete the thought. God! She had been so
close .... and hadn't realized it, at the time!


"Christ!" he grated. "Don't try to choke it to death! Loosen up your
hand ... and let it move kind of loose like ... all the way up and down
... over the head, too!"


Trying to do it the way he instructed her, she felt it throbbing and
jerking in her hand, and somehow, there was a thrill to it ... some
undefinable feeling of erotic stimulation. She suddenly, had the idea
that there was power, force ... an animal energy in the organ itself, as
it responded to her now feathery touch. His cock expanded and throbbed
against her hand, its heat seeming to increase with the friction as she
moved on him.


Now, his hips were jerking up and back to meet her manual manipulation
of his prick, fucking her hand-substitute with jackhammer fury. Finally,
she realized that he was moving faster and faster. She tried to keep up,
but could not. Finally, holding her hand almost immovable on him, she
could only wait desperately for his explosive climax.


Charity had not noticed, earlier, that he had removed his handkerchief
from his pocket, but now, she saw it in his hand; she knew,
instinctively, what it was for, as he brought it down to hover just
above her hand curled around his racing cock. He must be very near, she
decided, feeling a definite stirring in her own being, with the
realization that she was acting as an instrument for all of this
magnificent power, a power held solely in her own tiny, trembling hand.


Suddenly, he groaned and gave a final thrust, and she could feel the
hard rod of flesh in her hand expand and begin spasmodically jerking,
pumping his white, hot and viscous cream through the tumescent tube of
his cock. Several times she felt it, a tiny, shivering thrill going
through her. At the instant of his shuddering climax, he had brought the
handkerchief down to cover the head, catching the sperm in its
enveloping shroud. She was slightly disappointed that she could not
actually see it ... see it and feel it as it spewed forth, but she
understood his concern for their clothing and the interior of his car.
Then, some of the warm, sticky fluid ran down onto her hand, and she
could smell the pungent male odor of him in the confines of the car. She
found it not at all unpleasant, now, and she was completely surprised at
herself. What had come over her? Was it because she had helped to give
him pleasure? She didn't know ... and slowly, reluctantly, she released
him.


She finished her preparations for bed, snapped out the light and crawled
in between the sheets. Tossing and turning, restlessly for several
minutes, she was finally claimed by sleep from sheer fatigue. Hers had
been a full day.


Charity had been aware of the sexual activities in her parents' bedroom
for several years. She had been about six years old, when curiosity had
overcome her, and she had walked into their bedroom in the midst of a
particularly passionate scene. Her father had punished her, severely,
paddling her little, bare bottom and telling her she must never come
into their bedroom, again, at night. She had been so thoroughly
frightened and chastised that she had never considered the possibility
of spying on them, again. True, she had heard them; it was difficult not
to have heard, because the flimsy walls of the old house made that kind
of privacy impossible.


When she had awakened that fateful evening, hearing voices in her
parents' bedroom, she assumed that it was her father and mother who made
them. They did often make love very late in the evening, or in the early
hours of the morning; her mother's work schedule, of course, must have
been the determining factor.


She was suddenly disturbed, however, when she became aware that tonight
her mother was talking to someone, not her father! It was a strange man.
She was sure of it. She would have known her father's voice, anywhere,
anytime ... and she could think of no valid reason why her mother should
be having a strange man in her bedroom at this very late hour. Words
were not clearly distinguishable to her, and, finally, her curiosity
could no longer be held at bay. She had to see who it was!


Her heart pounding with both fear and apprehension, she slipped out of
her bed and padded, softly, into the connecting bathroom. She stood near
the door leading into her parents' bedroom, ears straining to hear the
trend of the conversation and trying to identify, if she could, who the
strange man might possibly be. There was not the slightest suspicion in
her mind concerning why the man might be there.


Then, she heard him say distinctly, clearly, "BECAUSE ... TONIGHT ...
I'M GOING TO DO ANYTHING I WANT TO!"


There was several minutes of relative silence on the other side of the
closed door. Then, the sounds of rustling bedsheets, the slight squeak
of bedsprings came to her, and afterwards there was the sound of low,
mewling moans, followed by her mother's voice. It was unmistakable, now!
The strange man in her mother's bedroom was having sexual intercourse
with her mother. The realization of it shocked her. Her mind spun. She
was dizzy and she grasped the wash basin to maintain her balance. Her
mother's words were distinct. She had actually heard her mother say
them: "OH, THAT'S SO GOOD! FUCK ME ... N-NOW! OH, FUCK ME!"


Mom! Oh, Dear God! My mother! ... It's my mother ... another man ... and
he's doing it to her! Oh, God ... my own mom .... committing adultery!
That's what it is ... when a woman does it with another m-man ... a man
who's not her own husband! Oh, Mom! Why? Why are you doing it? Why are
you ... ch-cheating on daddy? Why, oh WHY?


Unbidden tears welled into her eyes and streamed, unnoticed down her
smooth, young cheeks. An overwhelming feeling of shame flooded through
her ... a feeling that her mother had no right to do what she was doing.


that, somehow, her mother's lewd act involved her, also. It was, in her
mind, as though her mother had betrayed her ... betrayed her in the
cheapening act of taking another man into her bed, into her father's
rightful place.


Again, her mother's voice came to her where she stood listening at the
connecting bathroom door. Her mother's voice was different. It was
agonized, strained ... straining and full of desire and passion. "FUCK
ME, GOD DAMN IT! YOU'RE ONLY TEASING ME .... FRUSTRATING ME! I WANT YOUR
C-COCK FUCKING ME IN THE CUNT! COME ON! FUCK ME ... THAT'S WHAT YOU'RE
HERE FOR ... ISN'T IT?"


The strange man's voice: "NOT YET, BABY ... I'VE GOT SOMETHING ELSE I
WANT TO DO ... FIRST!"


"WH-WHAT ...?" Her mother's tremulous voice.


"I'M GOING TO FUCK YOU IN THE MOUTH!"


Charity was shocked again. She hadn't realized that her mother could use
such language. On rare occasion, she had heard her father use those
obscene words -- Donnie used them, too -- but never had she heard her
mom use the vile words. Dear God!


Her mother was answering, "ALL RIGHT ... I GUESS I CAN S-SUCK YOU OFF!"


"YOU MISUNDERSTOOD ME! I SAID THAT I'M GOING TO FUCK YOU IN THE MOUTH!
GET UP ON THE BED!"


A horrible vision of the humiliating act the stranger described passed
through Charity's mind. She shuddered. Dear God! That's awful ... I-It's
obscene ... and d-dirty! How could mom ... d-do it ...? Ugh!


Her mother's voice, again: "MY GOD ... THAT'S INHUMAN ..."


Charity heard the loud crack of flesh being slapped, cruelly. Oh! He's
slapping her ... forcing her to do it!


There was the faint rustling sound of a body moving on the bed, the
groan of the bedsprings as the second person got onto the bed. That
would be the man, she decided.


"THAT'S MORE LIKE IT! WHEN I PAY A WHORE ... I EXPECT HER TO DO WHAT I
WANT TO DO ... OTHERWISE, THERE'S GOING TO BE HELL TO PAY!"


Charity had to cover her mouth to stifle her gasp of surprise and
dismay. How much more could she stand? Oh, My God! My God! It's not
j-just a-adultery ... Mom ... i-is doing it f-for m-money .... s-selling
herself ...! Mom i-is a-a ... Whore ... A WH-WHORE ....! OOOOOoooooooh!
Mother!


The anguish in the girl's heart was immeasurable! Her senses whirled,
and for several moments, it seemed, her whole life went into a tailspin,
crashing to earth with tremendous force. She was crushed. The knowledge
was almost unbearable that her own mother was nothing but a prostitute,
a whore ... a woman of the streets .... a low woman. Her own mother had
sunk to the lowest rung of humanity!


Again, the stranger was speaking: "OPEN YOUR MOUTH, BABY, OR DO YOU WANT
ANOTHER ACROSS THE FACE?!"


"GOD, N-NO ...!" Her mother.


There was a few moments of silence on the other side of the closed door
before the man spoke again. "YOU CAN GO AHEAD AND SUCK LIKE THAT ... IF
YOU WANT TO, BUT I'M GOING TO DO THE WORK, BABY! I'M GOING TO RAM MY
COCK DOWN THAT SWEET MOUTH OF YOURS ... FUCK YOUR MOUTH LIKE A CUNT!"


In her shocked and stunned condition, Charity moved as one in a trance.
There was something in her that made her want to see for herself ... her
eyes, alone, would give the lie to her ears. It wasn't really possible
that her mother could allow herself to be debased in such an unnatural
and cruel way! Stealthily, her hand crept to the doorknob and found it
in the darkness. She turned the knob, praying that it would make no
noise. The door opened, silently, and swung toward her an inch or two,
her eye peering through the crack with fright, the fear pounding in her.
It was not necessarily the fear of being discovered in her spying,
although that was something she did not want; rather, it was the fear
that her eyes would reveal the corroborative truth of that which her
ears had already heard.


The bedroom was dimly lighted, but she could see, clearly, the obscene
tableau on her parents' bed. Her mother was stripped completely naked;
her white, tapering thighs spread wide to reveal the moist, pink furrow
of her femaleness, and the nude, solid and stock figure of the stranger
sat astride her mother's chest, her full, rounded breasts crushed,
cruelly, under his fleshy buttocks. Then, her frightened, watching eyes
swung to her mother's face where she saw the lewd spectacle of the
thick, hard penis that was absorbed to the hilt in the tiny,
red-lipsticked and ovaled lips of her mother's mouth.


Oh, God! It's true! He's doing it ... doing what he said he was going to
do! He's got his thing in morn's mouth ... and ... and ... d-doing it
like he would down b-below ... i-in her v-vagina ....!


Charity watched, now with perverse fascination, as she saw the man begin
to withdraw his hardened rod until just the head of it remained just
inside her mother's mouth, and she saw that the inner flesh of her lips
was pulled out, a ragged line of the tender, pink flesh showing around
the thick hugeness of him. He was speaking, again, now: "NOW, KEEP YOUR
LIPS JUST LIKE THAT ... TIGHT, BUT NOT TOO TIGHT!"


She saw her mother's lips turn in, now, the flesh stuffed back in, as
the hard rod of male flesh slid deeply into her mouth and throat,
burying itself far down into the confines of her warm working throat.
Again, he withdrew it, only to plunge his rampaging cock powerfully down
and in, between the cruelly tortured lips of her mother's roundly
stretched mouth, until she was sure that she would gag or suffocate with
the unnatural invasion.


Then, he established a regular rhythm, fucking in and out with long,
powerful strokes, his cock disappearing each time, until his bristly
pubic hair covered her mother's nose and mouth, and she saw her mother
close her eyes.


Did she close her eyes in shame ... to blot out the lewd debasement to
which she was being subjected ... or was it because of erotic
stimulation, a perverse, masochistic pleasure she obtained from the lewd
act? Charity didn't know, could not fathom her mother's reaction to this
whole sordid affair. What would she, Charity, have done ... if she were
in her mother's place? Swiftly, the thought came and went. She tried to
visualize herself in her mother's place. It was useless. She could not
imagine it ... could not take her mother's position and allow such an
obscene act to be perpetrated upon her.


Mom ... how can you let it go on? Dear God ... sh-should I do something
... make a noise ... let them find out that I-I've been watching ...
a-and make a big s-scene ...? I-I could do it real easy ... but, then
... Mom would kn-know that I-I know a-all about h-her ... and what good
would that d-do ...?


The girl knitted her brows in deep thought as she watched. Her decision
was a hard one to make, but, instinctively, she knew that she was making
the right one. No! I-I'll never l-let her kn- know! ... But, I-I can't
stay here ... live in this h-house with h-her ... knowing what I-I d-do
...!


Now, the movement of her mother's soft, smooth, white thighs caught her
attention, and she watched with fascination as her beautifully sculpted
columns began to move, rubbing back and forth sensuously against each
other, her hips moving in undulant circles under her, erotically. This,
the young girl saw and recognized. Her mother was sexually aroused!


It was a completely surprising revelation to her; the possibility that
her mother could enjoy this unnatural oral coupling had not occurred to
her.


Then, the truth of this shocking discovery was borne out for her, as she
saw, now, that her mother's head had begun to move in Opposition to the
punishingly hard cock in her mouth, countering his fucking movements,
her lips seeming to tighten around the thick hardness of him and her
cheeks beginning to hollow in and out with vigorous sucking movements.
Oh God! Her mother was helping him! She was a participant!


Above her mom, now, the man was panting, his face contorted with the
agony of his need for release. He was moaning aloud. He spoke then, the
first sounds for several moments: "JUST A LITTLE MORE ... AND I'LL CUM
IN THAT SWEET LITTLE MOUTH OF YOURS!"


Charity watched as he slid his knees back and lay flat on her mother's
face, his hips flexing up and down, driving his lust- inflated prick
ever deeper into her tightly locked lips and the young girl marveled
that her mother was not suffocated from the brutality of his
pile-driving actions. Her mother gasped for breath and writhed under
him, her thighs splaying out, almost as though they begged for
something. It happened then! Charity knew what her mother felt. She was
unfulfilled and frustrated. Her mother's thighs were spread to receive a
penis she could not get, and as she watched, her mother provided it for
herself!


Her mom's hand snaked downward to the moist, blatantly throbbing mouth
of her cunt, three fingers held closely together, forming, roughly, a
stiff substitute with which to fill her demanding pussy. Charity
watched, disgust filling her as her mother's fingers ground deeply into
her own voracious depths, matching the rhythm of the huge penile
presence in her mouth. Then, her other hand moved on her clitoris, and
together, both hands worked there, lewdly, faster and faster, her
fingers jabbing almost savagely into her open, hair-fringed cunt.


Suddenly, she saw the man's body stiffen, and the horrified young girl
knew that he must have reached his climax, his sperm pumping through his
swollen cock deep into her mother's mouth. She saw her mother struggling
to swallow it as his ejaculate spewed from him. She decided, at that
instant, that she had seen enough and heard enough of the depravity
going on in her mom's bedroom.


Sick at heart, she turned away and padded through the other connecting
door into her own bedroom and closed it, softly, to blot out the scene
that was rapidly coming to an end. Then, the girl threw herself full
length on her bed and sobbed softly into the crook of her arm, reaching
for a corner of the pillow to stuff into her mouth when she feared that
her grief would be heard in the other bedroom by her mother. Never would
she allow her mother to know that she had spied on her. Oh, Mom ... why?
Why? WHY? Charity, of course, would never know how that scene ended.


Chapter 5


After several minutes, her emotional storm was over, and she lay
dry-eyed, on her back, now, staring up into the darkness of her lonely
room. She was alone, she had decided. No more, would it be possible for
her to re-kindle a feeling of warmth in her for her mother. There is a
thin dividing line between love and hate, and Charity felt disgust,
betrayal and contempt for her mother, at that moment. Did she hate her
mother? Most probably, she did. Her youthful idealism had been
shattered, brutally, within a few moments, as she discovered that her
mother had feet of clay. The mother who had nurtured her and trained her
had become, suddenly, the lowest creature on the earth, and the girl did
not know why ... perhaps would never know why her mother had done what
she had done. The youth that was Charity was all too ready to condemn
... ready to hang a label ... ready to hate what she had loved. Later,
perhaps, with maturity of thought on her part, she would be able to
reason it out, but at this excruciatingly painful moment in her life,
she could only feel ... feel the betrayal and the sudden hate; most of
all, she felt the aloneness, as though she were lost in a trackless
forest, her last dismal hope of rescue gone as the wild animals seemed
to close in on her, their cries echoing in the blackness of the night.


The roar of Donnie's motorcycle crackled in the still darkness. She
listened as he parked his bike and heard his footsteps as he walked
along the side of the house, passing her window, on his way to his
sleeping porch cubicle at the rear of the small cottage.


Donnie! Donnie, her little brother, was all she had, now. Suddenly, she
didn't feel so alone. He would understand how she felt. She had to talk
to someone, and Donnie was the only one she could talk to, now. Her
heart was so near to bursting that she had to share her burden with him,
ask him to prop her up, give her the moral support she needed. Yes! She
would have to lean on Donnie .... because it was just the two of them,
now!


She listened, carefully, straining her ears to catch any sound coming
from her parents' bedroom. There was none, and she assumed that the
strange man had left, for, surely, she reasoned, her mom would not allow
him to stay with her for the rest of the night.


Slipping quietly from her bed, she slipped from her room, threading her
way, carefully, through the dining room and kitchen to the back porch.
Unexplainably, her heart was beating wildly, and she realized that she
had not thought through how she would tell her brother about what she
had seen and heard in her mom's bedroom. Her face flushed. She could
feel the warmth rising from her neck to her hairline. How could she tell
him? What should she tell? Bear God! It was such a delicate subject. How
could she bring herself to tell even her brother that their own mother
was a common whore?


She stood, silently, before her brother's closed bedroom door collecting
her thoughts and her composure. Inside, she heard Donnie moving about,
and she assumed that he was preparing for bed. She hesitated. Should she
bother him, now? Her own agitation was too great, she decided. She had
to talk to him, tonight! Dear God! She felt that she would go out of her
mind, if she did not talk to someone ... someone who would listen.
Someone who would be sympathetic.


Charity tapped lightly on Donnie's door. "Don ... can I talk to you
...?" she murmured in a half whisper.


There was a moment of silence, then she heard him answer, "Sure ... why
not?" The door opened, his rather grim face poked out at her, and he
held the door open for her. She walked in. He closed the door, looking
at her guardedly for a long moment before he asked. "What's with, Sis
...? You look all uptight and strung out?"


She turned to him, her eyes beginning to mist, again, "D- Donnie ...
I've got to talk t-to y-you ...! I-I saw ... S-saw ..." She stopped,
unable to continue for a moment. She swayed against him. Instinctively,
Donnie caught her in his arms, her soft body molding itself to him; he
could feel the trembling of her limbs and knew that she had experienced
something that had severely upset her. It was nothing trivial.


"What's wrong, Char ... you're shaking like a leaf? What's bugging you?"


Sobbing softly against his shoulder, she said, "J-Just a minute ... or
two ... and I'll be able to tell you ..."


Don held his sister close while she sobbed, inconsolably. He stood
awkwardly, his arms around her, not knowing what to do for her. He had
the strange feeling, suddenly, that he felt closer to his sister, in
that instant, than he had ever felt before in his life. He stroked her
back with his hand, hoping that it would stem the flow of her tears, and
as he did so, he became, increasingly, aware of her lovely young
womanliness. The supple, pliant flesh of her back, under the thin
material of her nightgown, was warm and smooth to his touch. His hand
drifted almost naturally down to the curving swell of her round, firm
buttocks, feeling them silky under his hand. God! His sister's body was
really something else! He had never held her close, like this, before,
and unbidden, unwanted, he felt the sudden flood of his pounding blood
into the flaccid tube of his penis. His cock rose to partial erection,
quickly. It throbbed and jerked in the confines of his jeans, and he
decided that he shouldn't be that close to her. She would certainly be
aware of its erect condition in just a moment.


He murmured, "Let's sit down, Sis ..."


She nodded her head in agreement. Together, they sat down on the edge of
his bed. He tried to pull away from her, but she clung to him, almost as
a child would cling to its mother.


"Come on, Char ..." he said, "lay it on me ...! What's bugging you so
much?"


Charity pulled back from him then, wiping and dabbing at her eyes to
clear them of tears. She drew a couple of deep breaths; a deep sigh
followed. Her smile was weak but brave; she felt as though she could
control herself, now. The flooding torrent of tears, she realized, was
only the womanly side of her showing. Now, she would have to be
objective ... describe what she had seen and get her brother's reaction
and views concerning it. Objectivity, she recited to herself ...
objectivity and reason had to be applied to this, as to any other
problem.


She pulled her feet up and sat back on her spine, doubling her knees and
hugging them to her. In this position, she rocked back and forth for a
moment. She could talk, now, and she began: "It was just awful, Donnie
... what I saw ... tonight! That's why I-I was so upset ..."


Donnie lounged back on the narrow bed, pulling his own knees up, as he
lay on his side facing his sister. He looked up at her and said, "Yeah
... I know ... the waterworks and all that ... but what in hell did you
see ...? You haven't said anything ... yet!"


"Well ... mom came home, as usual ... but there was this man with her
... and they were in the bedroom ... and he was ..."


"Fucking her?"


"Donnie ... please!" she chided, the sound of the word offensive to her.
"Yes ..." she went on after a moment, "only he .... d-didn't do it ...
like you'd expect ... h-he put his thing in her m-mouth ..."She turned
away, her embarrassment flooding in on her, again.


Donnie was blas, unimpressed, "So? She sucked him off?" he said,
spreading his hands and lifting his shoulders. "What's the big deal
...?"


"H-He p-paid her for it ...!"


He grinned at his sister, knowingly, "So ... you finally found out?"


"Y-Yes ... I-I guess ... S-so ..." She still couldn't look at him. "I-Is
she-she really ... a ... A ...?" Her sentence remained unfinished.


Her brother finished it for her. "A whore ... The plain truth is ...
yes, she is!"


Charity turned, then, and searched her brother's face. "Wh- What can we
d-do Donnie ...?" she asked.


"Split!" he spat.


"Leave here?"


"Like I'm gone ... as soon as I clutch a little more bread!"


"Take me w-with you ... Donnie?" she begged. "It's so mixed up ... and
all ... and I-I've already d-decided t-to r-run away! Please ... take me
...?"


"You Christ, Sis ... how'd you get along? You haven't even tried to be a
part of it ... you don't know how to talk ... or act .... or dress ...
or anything! You're square!"


Her eyes began to mist, again. "Then, y-you won't t-take m-me ....?"


"Hell! I didn't say that ... but you've got a lot to learn!"


"Then ... you c-can teach me!" she brightened, leaning forward and
planting a kiss, impulsively, on his cheek.


Don stared at his lovely sister, his mind racing, heart thumping,
wildly, while down below, his virile penis throbbed, achingly. He
couldn't believe the havoc her innocent kiss played on his emotions.
Could he do it? Christ! He wasn't sure! She was his own sister! And,
what he felt for her wasn't just love for a sibling.


No! It was much more. She was a beautifully budding young woman, a woman
to be loved ... loved well, with the hardened rod of his maleness. He
wanted her. He had to have her!


With a trembling hand, he reached out to her and gently pulled her down
beside him on the bed. His voice was hoarse. "Char ... how much ... do
you want to learn ...?" he asked.


She struggled to sit up. "Don! Wh-What a-are you d-doing ....? What d-do
y-you ... Mean ...?"


He knew, then, that she was not ready to go the route he was thinking
about, but maybe she could be brought around to it. He knew a way to it.
His own experience and what he had learned from other kids, as well as
what had been written in various popular magazines, told him that the
turn-on from pot was the way to reduce inhibitions ... intensify desire
and add to the pleasure of sex. Should he try it on her? Damn! He ached
to find out. She was so God damned beautiful ... so innocent and
virginal! And, if she really wanted to go on the street with him, she'd
have to know all about grass and sex. Anyway, he rationalized, I could
lay it on her right! Make he understand it ... and like it ... Hell!
It'd be better if I did it ... instead of some heavy dude that might
mistreat her!


He allowed her to sit up, then sat up, himself, facing her with a
serious face. "Listen," he said, "you know ... almost all the street
people blow grass ... POP pills or drop acid."


"Yes ... I-I've heard all about th-that.


"Everybody to their own bag like ... but I don't go the pill or acid
route ... or the hard stuff, you know, H for heroin. People blow their
minds that way! ... And it's not worth it ... so stay away from it!
Don't let yourself get strung out!"


Charity struggled to understand his jargon. She got most of it; she
heard it a great deal, not only from Donnie but from her classmates;
however, she had made no effort to speak in that manner herself.


She cocked her head to one side and surveyed him, gravely. "What you're
saying then ... is that marijuana ... i-is the only one that's s-safe
...?"


"Yeah ... and a hell of a lot cheaper!"


"Isn't it against the law?"


"Sure ... but some day the laws could change ... and pot's the only one
that's got a chance of being legal ...!" he explained.


"Why?"


"Nobody's ever really proved that it's bad for you ... or that it leads
people to the hard stuff!" he rationalized.


"H-How do y-you know ...?" she queried.


"Christ! I've been blowing grass for over a year!"


She was aghast ... completely surprised at his admission. She could only
gasp, "Donnie!"


"Yeah ... Donnie!" he mimicked. "And, it's the most! There's no turn-on
like it!"


"I-I didn't know ... Y-you ..."


"That's what I mean ... it doesn't string you out ... up or down! When
it wears off after a couple of hours ... you're right where you were
before. No after-effects ... no side-effects!"


"You make it s-sound ... sort of ... well, you know ... n-nice ...." she
murmured.


This was it, he decided. He would lay it on her. She just might be
ready, now. His selling job must be working. Casually, he arose from the
bed, ignoring the fact of the distinct bulge in his jeans where his
throbbing cock demanded release, and walked to his bureau. In a moment,
he had one of the joints he had hidden there. Holding it carefully in
his hand, he turned to his sister and said, "I'm going to toke up ...
You can blow some with me ... if you want ... but I've got to trust you!
I don't want you to go spilling your guts about it! It's got to be
secret ... just between you and me ... O.K.?"
Her eyes widened in surprise and a fleeting look of fright passed over
her face. "Y-You've g-got some of i-it ... here?"


Swiftly, he checked the curtains at the window, making sure they were
closed, then locked the door. He held up the homemade roach for her to
see. "Yeah ... right here!"


In wide-eyed fascination, Charity watched as her brother sat down,
again, beside her, extracted a book of paper matches from his pocket and
lit the marijuana cigarette, drawing the sweet-smelling smoke deeply
into his lungs, holding it there for long moments before releasing it
then exhaling the bluish-grey smoke with controlled slowness. He smiled
at her.


"You ever try smoking, yet?"


She crimsoned. "Yes ... I-I didn't I-like it ...!"


"This's even easier ... than regular tobacco, Sis," He drew a deep
breath. "Want to blow a little?"


The rich smoke he had exhaled so close to her gave her a heady feeling.
She couldn't help inhaling some of it; it was thick in the small room,
already. She nodded her no.


He took another deep puff, going through the same ritual of deep
inhalation, holding and slow exhalation, blowing the smoke, purposely,
into her face.


"I-It smells funny ..." she observed.


"It'll relax you ..." he said, languidly. "It makes the whole world
beautiful ... for a little while. There's no problems ... and there's
nothing but love ... The whole world is love ... and everybody loves
everybody. What mom does ... isn't important anymore! This's where it's
at ... the turn-on to love ... and beautiful things ... for beautiful
people!"


Her brother's voice, somehow softer, more musical ... almost lyrical,
washed over her, mesmerizing her, and she saw that he was being
influenced, already, by the narcotic effects of the marijuana. She
realized, too, that he was seeing things that were presently barred to
her. He was in a world far distant from hers .... in a world of love and
beauty. True, it was a world of unreality, but the reality of this
world, the part of it she had witnessed only a little while before, had
been too much for her. That was the reason she was here, in Donnie's
bedroom. She had felt so alone that she had come to him. For solace?
Yes. For sympathy? Yes ... But, Donnie wasn't there with her, now. He
had fled ... or was he leading her? At any rate, she knew that the real
Don was not here; he was experiencing another world, a world from which
he was beckoning her, urging her to follow him there to bask in the pure
sunshine of that other place. Oh, God? Dare she follow him? The bridge
over which she must cross was a flimsy one. It was only smoke, and yet
... it was the way. She could see it hanging in layers in the room. No
... perhaps it was not a bridge, after all. The smoke from his roach was
an elevator. She looked up into the dimness above the light. What was
there? She didn't know. Could she reach out to the smoke, grasp it and
pull herself, carefully, over to the other side where Donnie waited? If
she did not ... she would be more alone than ever, and he was all she
had, now. She bad to be with Donnie. Oh, God ... I've got to find
Donnie, again!


With a trembling hand, she reached out to touch his arm. "D- Donnie
...?" Her voice was small, the voice of a frightened little girl. "I-I'm
so s-scared ... and l-lonely ..."


He gave her a bemused look. "Here's where it is ... Sis! It's in the
smoke! It's the smoke that sets you free! You want to turn on ... now?"
He extended the joint to her.


For a moment, she looked at it with next to loathing. The thing he was
offering to her could be a monster in disguise. She was truly
frightened.


"Here! Take it!" he said. "It's the only way you'll ever find out!" He
put the cigarette between her fingers.


Suddenly, she knew. He was reaching out to her from that other, more
beautiful place; he was reaching out to her and almost, literally,
dragging her into it. Dear God!


She held the burning marijuana cigarette in her own hand and stared at
it, unable to bring herself to put it to her own lips.


"You won't be sorry!" her brother urged.
"You're sure ... D-Donnie ...? No after-effects ... a-and n- no
s-side-effects?"


"None!" he assured. "... And, it'll be everything I told you it would
be! I wouldn't lie to you!" He stifled an urge to put the narcotic
cigarette in her mouth for her, force her to smoke it, but he knew he
couldn't do it that way. She would have to make that final move of her
own volition. That final decision had to be hers.


Hesitantly, Charity raised her hand, the roach held awkwardly between
her fingers, as she brought the wet end of the paper tube to her lips,
placed it between them and inhaled lightly, drawing some of the smoke
into her mouth.


Don watched her with a mounting sense of elation. Christ! She's going to
do it!


She blew the smoke out of her mouth, experimentally, and Donnie said,
"You've got to draw it into your lungs and hold it for a while."


Again, she tried; this time, successfully getting the smoke into her
lungs and holding it there with determination, before she exhaled it.
She coughed. "It feels k-kind of s-strange."


"It'll start taking effect ... in just a little while." he assured her.


"H-How much does it t-take ... t-to t-turn on?"


"You know ... like maybe three or four deep drags."


She took another, deeper, longer puff on the joint, drew it deep into
her lungs, and while she was holding her breath, extended her hand to
give him back the cigarette. He took it from her and smoked in his
usual, careful style, handing it back to her, again, as she slowly
exhaled, clearly following his example and directions.


"I-I don't really f-feel any different ... yet." She was still a little
tense and frightened.


"Give it a chance, Char ... but you'll know when it starts to turn you
on."


They smoked, now, in silence, for several moments, passing the roach
back and forth between them.


She recognized the feeling of euphoria as it overtook her. There was a
feeling of well-being, but she noticed that now, although her movements
must have been normal, it seemed to take an interminably long time to
raise her hand to her mouth to take a drag. Time seemed to be standing
still.


This must be it! Like Donnie says, 'This's where it's at!' She looked at
her brother long and hard, studying his face. Strange, she had never
noticed the tiny mole just below his left eye, before, but of course, it
must have been there all the time.


Her fears began to fade. The tenseness in her muscles was vanishing. She
relaxed and lounged back against the headboard of the bed, as she
watched the patterns of the smoke in the still air of the bedroom. The
stub of the joint was getting shorter. She took a final puff and handed
it back to her brother, watching as he dragged on it, then extinguished
it carefully, saving the unsmoked portion of the dried hemp leaves and
destroying the remaining paper by chewing it to a pulp and swallowing
it.


As she watched him, she began to realize how truly handsome her younger
brother was, and again she found it strange that she had never thought
of him in that context. He's really a good looking boy ... almost a man,
I should say ... so strong and ... well, manly.


Charity closed her eyes. She knew and understood the physical reasons
for the pattern of lights she saw, seeming to appear just behind her
eyelids, but she had not known that they could be so beautiful. What was
I so scared for? There's really nothing to be afraid of ... really. It
just seems like all my senses are sharper .... and brighter ... I can
hear better ... and see better ... notice things that I never noticed
before ... that is what seems so strange.


Opening her eyes, she looked directly into her brother's penetrating
blue ones. He had shifted his position to lie back against the headboard
beside her, leaning over her, Slightly. He grinned at her engagingly and
said, "Sis ... are you starting to feel it, now? Is it turning you on?"


"I don't know ... Donnie." she said with languor, no trace of the former
slight stutter of fear in her voice.


Then, matter-of-factly, he told her, "When you're turned on .... all the
way ... we're going to make love! I'm going to fuck you!"


She, strangely, felt no surprise at his words. It was as though she had
expected them, or her normal reaction to them was thwarted, turned
aside, as it were, for in a perfectly civilized conversational tone, she
answered. "We can't do that! Remember .... I'm your sister ..."


But, she experienced a tingle of excitement, a tiny tremor in her, and
she was aware of it like a minute spark struck from a piece of flint
against hard steel. She was the tinder box into which the spark of an
idea was directed. She had no idea how powerful that one spark would be!


"We'll just forget that ... anyway, it's been done lots of times ... by
other brothers and sisters ..."


"Who ... for instance."


He thought a moment. "The Pharoahs of Ancient Egypt!" he said.


"Well ... we're not Ancient Egyptians!" She didn't really feel like
arguing the point. All she felt like doing was relaxing and letting the
feelings of euphoria wash over her.


"We could pretend ..."


"Pretend what ...?"


"That we were Pharoahs!"


"Let's talk about something else, Donnie ... something like the musical
I'm going to sing the lead in."


"I told you I thought it was great ... didn't I? Let's talk about sex!
Did you ever see this?" He grinned lewdly, as he pulled a book from
under the edge of his mattress. Opening it, he showed her the graphic
pictures of sexual intercourse with all its variants. Consistently, all
of the women were beautiful and shapely, and all of the men were endowed
with penile members of monstrous proportions.


Idly, she glanced at the photographs as he turned the pages. They did
not really interest her, until she saw one depicting fellatio.


"That's what mom ... and that man were doing ... except that he made all
the motions with his hips ... And ..."


"He was actually fucking her in the mouth ...?" Don filled in her
incomplete thought.


"I wish you wouldn't use that word ... It's awful sounding!" she said.
"Anyway, that's what he said he was going to do ... and he did! I don't
see how mom could ..."


"Could stand it?"


"Yes."


"She probably liked it ... most women do, after they learn to do it!" he
instructed.


"Ugh!" She made a face of distaste.


"Don't knock it! Did the guy have a big cock?"


"Please ... Donnie! Do you have to be vulgar all the time?"


"Like I said, Char ... you're going to have to learn all the words!" he
said. "Did he have a big prick?"


"How would I know! It was sort of short and fat like!" She indicated its
dimensions with her hands. "I think," she added.


"Was it bigger than mine, Char?" he asked, boldly reaching down to
loosen his belt and unzip his jeans, then dipping a hand in to release
his erect, throbbing penis and bringing it out into full view.
Instinctively, Charity looked away, at first, but at his next words she
looked down, fastening her eyes on it in amazement.


"Look at it, Char!" he had snapped.


"Oh, God! No ... you're much bigger!" she gasped, unaware that her
little brother had developed so much.


"Have you ever touched a cock, before?"


She blushed, instantly, and looked away. "Do I have to answer that?"
countering with a question.


"I guess that tells me! Who was it, somebody I know?"


Remembering, with a rush, the orgasm Bill Cartwright had brought her to,
and the subsequent ejaculation she had induced with her hand, she became
aware that there was that same warm glow in her loins. All of Donnie's
talk of sex, the memory of Bill ... and above all, the still present
impression of the lewd sex act she bad witnessed involving her mother,
all of these, in addition to the inhalation of the smoke from the
marijuana cigarette, were working on her, insidiously, pushing her
nearer and ever nearer the brink of sexual desire. She squirmed her
thighs together to stem the rising tide of her passion. It was only a
tiny movement, but Don saw it and knew that she was becoming aroused,
that it would be only a matter of a few minutes before she would be
ready, and, hopefully, willing to give up her virginity to him. Don was
certain, in his own mind, now, that he would carry it through to
completion. Christ! He had to, now! He was so damned hot, himself, he
didn't know whether he would be able to wait any longer, but he had told
himself that he would go slow, make it good for her, too; after all, he
didn't want to force her. It was bad enough=8B=8Btaboo=8B=8Bthat he
wanted to fuck his sister, but he sure as hell didn't want to be accused
of rape! She had to be willing to give her consent!


"I-It was Bill, Bill Cartwright." Charity murmured.


"Did he fuck you?"


"Donnie!" she spat. "You know better than that! I've never .... done
that!"


"Then, did you suck him off?"


"Really, Donnie!" She was exasperated. "I-I just used my hand to, to
..."


"Jerk him off ...?"


"I think the right word is ... masturbate!" she said, huffily. "... And,
he did the same thing to me!"


"Well, lay it on me, my sweet sister isn't so innocent after all!" he
taunted, playfully, reaching over to her and cupping a round, proudly
upthrusting breast in his hand.


His touch was fiery to her. The sensation seared her, scorching down
through her belly to burn brightly and furiously in her already warmly
inflamed young pussy. She tried to shrink back away from him, but he
followed, keeping his hand on her and feeling the bud of her nipple
expand and grow under his hand. Then, he rolled the tumescent tip
rapidly between his thumb and forefinger, before he left it to do
likewise to its mate.


"Oh, Donnie ... p-please ... don't d-do that ...! I-It's not right!" she
pleaded. "After all ... you're my brother ... and ..."


"We've already settled that ...! We're going to make believe that we're
Ancient Egyptians, remember ...?"


"That doesn't m-make it ... r-right."


"Brother-sister, right-or-wrong! To hell with it! Who cares! It's right
now that counts ...! And sex is good! Sex is beautiful! You didn't tell
me ... but I'd bet that mom was turned on, tonight ... flipped out
coming to orgasm ... wasn't she?" he pressed.


Charity remembered the scene, vividly. "She was cooperating .... then,
at the last she used her fingers on herself ... to ..."


"She finger-fucked herself to cum?"


"Y-Yes ..."


Her brother's hand began to move, slowly and deliberately down across
her flat stomach, the feel of his hand as hot as a searing branding
iron. She squirmed and drew her legs up to impede his progress toward
the soft, sparsely curling hair of her pubic mound. She couldn't deny
the sensual, salaciousness of his caress; it was even more intense than
the time she had allowed young Cartwright to use his hand on her there.
It was a thrill, almost a near spasm of lewd sensation that surged
through her, and in her present state, under the influence of the
marijuana, it seemed that eons of time passed, during which she savored
every never-ending message of sexuality as his hand passed so slowly and
searingly over her vibrant body. The thin material of her nightgown
might as well have been non-existent as she experienced his exploration
of her genital mound.


But, even through the narcotic fog in her brain, there was a still,
small hesitant signal from across all civilized time, a signal that came
down to her through the long line of past generations, a signal that
said: This is taboo! It is wrong for sister to lie with brother in
sexual congress! This you must not do! Thou shalt not ...!


Oh, God ...? I can't let this go on! It'll end in only one way, and it's
wrong! I can't let my own brother do it to me! It's incest!


With a supreme effort of will, she twisted away from him, removing his
searching hand with her own, swung her legs to the floor and stood to
her feet, her eyes flashing as she told him, "N- No, Donnie! God no!
I-It's unthinkable!"


She was not fast enough. Donnie caught her around the waist as he moved,
quickly, to sit on the edge of his bed. His hands moved to encircle her
hips in lithely powerful arms, drawing her in close to him, his hands,
simultaneously, slipping down to grasp the full roundedness of her
buttocks, massaging and kneading the firm young cheeks with his strong
fingers. He laid his head against her breasts and blurted, "Christ, Char
...! Don't run out on me, now! The party's just beginning! It's too late
to run, I've gotten so hot I've got to fuck you! ... And, I know you're
hot, too! You want it just as much as I do ... so why don't you relax
... really let yourself get turned on ... and enjoy it!"


Struggling, futilely, in his strong grip she said, "No! Donnie ... no!"


He went on, "Anyway ... it'd be better ... if you did it with me ... for
the first time ...! Better than with some goon who'd mistreat you! Let
me show you, Char! You'll love it ... once you decide to do it!"


Don reached down, grasped the hem of her nightgown and pulled it up over
her hips, exposing her loins completely to his aroused gaze. Swiftly,
then, he slid from the bed to his knees, swinging her around with him
and keeping a firm hold on the rounded fullness of her smooth-skinned
buttocks. He bent his head back, slightly, as he sat back on his heels
to bring his face close up to the vee of her crotch; then, with tongue
extended, he moved deliberately, letting it slide into the top of her
hair-encircled vaginal slit, pressuring the tip of it inward and parting
the outer, fleshy lips to find the tiny, erect shaft of her clitoris.


Summer lightning played there in her loins where he probed and licked,
and an involuntary gasp of pleasure escaped Charity's lips. She stared
downward at him to where his face was buried in the dark, auburn curls
of her pubic mound and felt the searing sensations wash over her, not
understanding how it was that her own brother could evince such intense
feelings of sexuality in her.


"Oh, Donnie! No ... p-please don't ...! Oh, OOh! OOoohh!" she protested
weakly.


Oh, My God! My Dear God!


She was alive, suddenly, with sensation, her whole body, it seemed,
suffused with the tingling warmth of the keening nerve endings that sent
their messages of promised rapture to her brain, overriding all other
rational signals to the thinking brain. She felt! She existed in the
sensate, only; her whole body was inflamed with desire, a wanton craving
for fulfillment. Never had she known such intensity, before, as the
ravaging tongue of her own brother brought her to full sexual arousal.
God! She could feel the moist warmth of his pillaging tongue and the
grasping, smoothing and massaging of his strong hands as they moved,
constantly, in their caressing of her buttocks, hips and smooth,
tapering thighs, and she was being driven wild with desire. Suddenly,
she knew! She wanted it. She wanted it just as much as Don did! Oh, God!
Forgive me! It's wrong! It's depraved b-but I can't help it ... I can't
help myself ...!


She made one last effort to forestall what she knew now had to happen;
indeed, it must happen or she would go insane.


"P-Please ... Don ... w-we can't! We m-mustn't ...!"


Her brother moved his head back, momentarily, and said, thickly, "It's
too late ... Char! We're both beyond the point of no return! Hell
couldn't stop it, now!"


Her rational mind -- at least, a portion of it that still functioned --
recognized a certain truth in what he said, and she knew that the
juggernaut of sexual desire that they had released was plunging forward
and downward with inexorable speed and force, carrying them with it in
its mad, wild, careening course. They could do nothing to stop it! They
were trapped in a sensate tangle of illicit, salacious sexuality. Dear
God!


Quiveringly, her hands that had gripped his shoulders moved up to cradle
either side of his head, pressing his face in close to her trembling
loins, unconsciously, giving him her tacit permission to continue;
indeed, her hands pressuring against the back of his head urged him on
to even greater effort, as his tongue plunged wildly in and out of her
sensate cuntal furrow, sliding easily along the short length of her
female bud, the seat of womanly sex.


... And, again, unconsciously and instinctively, she relaxed the tension
in her leg muscles, allowing her thighs to spread submissively apart as
she moved her feet to a wider stance on the rug and her pelvis tipped up
with the flexing of her hips to begin a tiny countering back and forth
motion to the in-and-out movement of her brother's hungrily licking
tongue.


She moaned, Softly, the building ecstasy almost too much to bear, but
there was another flash of lingering abhorrence that swept through her,
a momentary emergency of conscience that tried to tell her: Stop! Stop
before it's too late! But even as the swift signal reached her mind,
there was the jamming counter-signal of the prurient, salacious desires
that agitated her loins, demanding, commanding her immediate compliance.
The moment was lost! Nothing remained but the potential rapture of
wanton joy in their illicit sex act. It was too late! Forgive me! Dear
God forgive me!


Her brother stood to his feet, then, sliding his arms up around her,
carrying the hem of her nightgown up and over the full round firmness of
her breasts, and, automatically, she lifted her arms over her head,
reluctantly allowing him to remove the thin garment from her vibrant,
young body. He tossed the gown to the top of his dresser, carelessly,
and swept her into his sinewy arms.


Charity felt herself crushed against his hard, youthful body, her naked
breasts mashed flat, Painfully, between them, while below, the hardness
of his fully erect, throbbing penis pressed into her abdomen, the heat
of it being transmitted to the sensitive skin of her belly. She found
herself, then, reciprocating, as in spite of lingering fear, her arms
went around him, her hands moving in caresses of affection and love up
and down his back, her face tilting up voluntarily for his kiss.


His lips sought hers, found them and welded themselves to her
half-opened mouth, his tongue snaking out to burst voraciously between
her lips. Her taste buds, sensate and sharpened by the marijuana,
detected the flavor of her own vaginal secretions on his tongue, and she
wondered at its zest, savoring it. A sudden half- thought overtook her.
What does his taste like? Somehow, she found the thought erotic, in the
extreme. She wanted to taste it, now! Under the present aegis, she was
propelled toward the desire; however, she would have been hard pressed
to explain it, for just a few moments previous she would have cringed
away from the idea, just as she had been outraged to witness her
mother's participation in a lewd oral sex act. A change had taken place
in her. Now, she looked forward to it. She wanted to take her brother's
excited young cock in her mouth to suck ... to love ... to give him what
she knew now must be a wonderfully satisfying sexual sensation She
guessed it, fathomed it, by her new-found knowledge of herself, as Don's
tongue had licked her between the thighs to wild, wanton desire.


Suddenly, she felt as though her legs would no longer support her; they
quivered, and she felt them giving way under her. A hand went out to the
edge of the bed to keep herself from falling as a wave of dizziness
overcame her.


Don, aware that she needed to be lying down, Supported and helped her
onto the bed, then, began, hastily to strip his own clothing from his
eager, anticipating body. As he stood tail above her, he devoured the
perfection of her lush, Young nakedness, his eyes roving over her taking
in every detail of the voluptuous beauty of her. Christ! She's the most!


"God damn it, Sis ... You've really got it!" he said.


Charity writhed on the bed in an agony of need, watching as her brother
stripped naked before her, standing finally, lithe, lean and muscular,
his hard, fleshy penis standing out in virile erection at an acute
angle, aiming itself at his navel, while below his testicles, she
noticed had been drawn up taut within his scrotum. Oh, his penis is so
huge! I-It'll never be able to fit inside me! There's never been
anything bigger than my finger in there!


Remembering her virgin state, a feeling of fear arced in her chest,
causing her heart to pound, momentarily Oh, God! I- It'll tear me ...
hurt me ... terribly!


He noted the intent direction of her gaze and grinned at her. "Bet
you're worried ... Aren't you ...?" he asked.


"W-Worried ... about what, Donnie?"


"I saw you eyeing my cock, and I got the idea you were worried about
whether I'd be able to get it in."


In spite of her trembling body, she had to smile at him; she was not
sure whether it was a case of mind-reading or a case of inflated ego.
Lightly, she returned, "There is a difference in size, that is ..."


"Don't worry, Char ... I'll stretch you a little with my finger first
... then, I'll fuck you!"


Charity loved her brother, more than ever, from that instant; his
seeming concern for her, in the face of his own great need, overwhelmed
her. Thank God! He was not going to ram his big thing in her right away;
instead, he was going to be slow and gentle, just as he had said he
would be.


"Oh, Don ... oh, my Donnie ..." she murmured.


Then, he was beside her on the bed, his lips on hers, their tongues
intertwining, probing each other, as his free hand caressed her breasts,
belly, thighs and pubic mound; finally, his hand went down between her
legs and covered the whole of her genitals, massaging in a general way
the whole oval of her pubic triangle. Her pelvis moved in tiny, churning
circles under his hand, and he knew that she was fully aroused ... would
remain so until she exploded in orgasm. Christ! He was so hot, himself!
He wasn't sure that he could hold off much longer. He had to get his
cock in her little cunt and fuck her! His balls ached from his great
need, and his prick throbbed, painfully.


Shifting his position, he moved to kneel between her legs, levering them
apart as he crawled part way into the open vee they made, then lifting
by the knees, he flexed them and splayed her thighs wide apart to expose
her young virginal cunt completely to him. His eyes gazed hungrily down
at her nakedness, the coralline flesh of her vaginal split glistening
moistly in the dim light of the room, and peeping out between the fleshy
lips of her vulva he could see the deeper coral of the inner petals
clasped tightly between the fleshy folds of her virginal pussy.


It happened then.


She felt his finger tracing the thin furrow of her exposed female slit,
and she squirmed, involuntarily, beneath the tantalizingly salacious
probing. Moaning aloud in an emotional agony of sensual desire, as the
electric shock of his teasing finger rippled along the flesh of her
legs, she squirmed her buttocks down into the mattress, her moan
changing to a helpless mewl under the impact of his taunting finger. The
sensitive flesh of her vagina seemed to cringe as he gently parted the
fleshy, hair-lined folds of her vulva to expose the moist, pink and
tender tissues of her virginal cuntal opening. She sensed the wetness
present in her vagina and knew that it was the result of her high state
of sexual arousal, a condition she had not wanted; however she was so
entangled, now, that she knew there was no retreat. Again, an
uncontrolled moan of sheer pleasure emitted from her lips.


Then, oh, then ... Oh, God! ... she felt it so plainly! Don, slowly,
inserted a finger, probing it deeply into the depths of her cuntal
passage, then moved it in and out for several slow teasing strokes
before he began to move it churningly around and around just inside the
tiny, pulsating mouth.


There was a slight pain. She gasped, "Oh, Don ... p-please don't h-hurt
me ..."


"Don't worry, Char ... I'll stretch it good before I put my cock in it!"


Again, a twinge of pain caused her to jerk her hips down and away,
squirming them down into the softness of the mattress.


"I've got two fingers in you, now!" he reported excitedly.


The slight pain was rapidly replaced by intense sensations of pleasure
as he finger-fucked his sister in and out, around and around for a few
moments; then, a more severe pain seared through her. She moaned, "Oh,
God ... that hurts!"


"Just a little more!" Donnie assured her. "Now I've got three fingers in
you!"


Flashingly, the scene passed before her eyes, again. She saw the strange
man on her mother's bed using her mouth for a lewd, cunt-like
receptacle, his short, thick penis sawing in and out ... but, below, as
her mother had reached her climax, she had reached down to shove three
of her fingers into the depths of her own vagina, stabbing them in and
out with reckless abandon to achieve her orgasm. And, her brother had
just told her that he, at this very moment, had entered three of his
fingers into her own seething cunt.


Oh, God! Three fingers ...! He's got three of his fingers in me! It's
not possible! ... but, that's just the same as mom was doing!


Now, there was another, sharper twinge of pain, but somehow, it didn't
bother her as much as had the others. Was it possible, she wondered, for
a person to get used to having pain, even to learn to enjoy the
sensations of pain? She remembered, dimly, that there were people like
that. Dear God! Could she become one of those people? The thought fled
from her, but the idea had been planted. Could it ever germinate and
grow in the fertile soil of her sexual inexperience?


"How's that, Char?" her brother breathed heavily above her. "I've got
four fingers in now! That ought to stretch you, enough! Christ! I've
never seen a tighter or a cuter little cunt than yours!"


"Don ... Oh, Don ... it's starting to feel so g-good!" she mewled. "I-I
don't want you to stop!"


Then, she found that she was reacting with vigor to counter the manual
manipulation of her now widestretched vagina, her hips moving,
uncontrollably, in wild gyrations under her, moving, it seemed, of their
own volition in an instinctive dance of sex around the probing fingers.
Then, she knew: This was but a preview of what was to come when her
brother would finally put his huge penis in her ... and ... and actually
fuck her.


She was appalled. She had actually thought it! Oh, God! I said it to
myself ... but I don't believe it! How could I do it? I've never even
considered using a word like that! ... But, Oh, God ... it feels so
good! I've got to have it! I've got to have .... his c-cock in m-me ...
Fucking me!


A wave of disappointment washed through her, when a moment or two later,
she felt him remove his hand from her hungrily squirming pussy, and she
had the feeling that she was empty, unfulfilled. She raised her head to
look down between her mounding breasts to see her loving brother leaning
forward, his face coming down between her open thighs, and she
understood, instantly, his intentions. He was going to suck and lick her
cunt some more! God! she was becoming depraved. Three times now she had
thought those words: Fuck! Cock! Cunt! Oh, God! What's happening to me?
I'm ... I'm being coarse ... and immoral ... thinking thoughts I've
never thought before!


Between his sister's legs, Don placed his hands, strategically, against
the soft, warmly smooth flesh of her inner thighs and gazed down,
hungrily, at the narrow, pink oval, fringed so delicately with the soft,
auburn hair, where droplets of dew shown, glisteningly moistening the
gently pulsating petals of the inner lips. He was pleased to see that he
had stretched her without drawing blood. Using his thumbs, then, he
slowly parted the outer, fleshy lips to reveal the coralline vestibule
of her cuntal passage, and he saw that the soft pink flanges of her
hymen were cleared from the opening. There seemed to be only a mild
irritation from which she would recover, almost immediately. He was
secretly pleased with himself and his thoughtful technique. Idly, he
wondered whether or not he would have been so considerate of another
girl, not his sister. Hell! I'd have just shoved it in .... I think ...
but Char? Christ! I had to do it right for her!


He drew her cunt lips a little farther apart, laying the moist,
fuzz-lined flesh wide open to his lustful eyes. Smiling up between her
thighs lewdly, Don told his sister, "Damn, Sis ... you've got the
sweetest, tightest little pussy I've ever seen!"


Charity gazed back at him through passion-glazed eyes. She supposed that
he expected her to say something in return to what he meant as a
compliment, but she couldn't think of a single thing. Words failed her;
instead, a deepthroated moan came from her, "OOOOOoooooh! Don! Don!
Donnie ...!" At the same time, she felt herself lift her pelvis up to
him, offering her cunt to him ... to do with as he would, and it was
involuntary ... uncontrolled ... instinctive. She was a woman on the
brink of orgasm, a woman who needed to be filled and fulfilled ... to be
frictioned and stroked by a cock until she exploded into climax.


She felt the hot wisps of his breath graze her secret and sensitive
flesh. She moaned aloud, still looking down the valley between her
breasts and across the flat plain of her belly to the softly curling
mound of her sparse young pubic hair where she saw her brother drop his
head, his face almost disappearing into the split of her legs, nuzzling
in against the sensate flesh, and she felt the full length of his long,
agile tongue slide wetly up into her quivering, more-than-ready vagina.
He grunted, the sound animalistic as it emitted from his throat. Her
body responded, automatically, convulsively, at the wet, electric
sensation, her body lurching up to him, then grinding back and down into
the softness of the mattress to escape the intense, galvanic thrill that
seemed, momentarily more than her overloaded nerves could bear; however,
in the next instant, her hips flexed to raise her voraciously moist cunt
to him, once again. Unbidden, her throat gave voice to her utter
commitment, her complete and total physical and mental surrender to the
lewd rapture that encompassed her and held her captive. There was no
reprieve, no pardon ... no solution except delicious delivery through
orgasm. Her stomach churned with her agitation, and she wailed, now, in
her entrapment, as her brother's tongue slithered in and out of her
defenseless, naked pussy with wild, animal-like fury. She was deep in
the throes of sex, her sensations heightened, intensified and amplified
by the narcotic affecting her brain. The pot she had smoked had released
all of her inhibitions. All the barriers were down. She was nothing but
a feeling animal, an animal in rut that had to be fucked ... and fucked
good!


Blindly, her hands groped to find her brother's head. Finding it, she
entangled her fingers in his long hair and pulled his face gently, yet
firmly, in close, closer, to her wildly undulating vagina.


Groaning helplessly, her head began to flail from side to side. Oh, God!
It was happening! All of it was happening to her. She knew it was true;
she could feel everything down there, in her cunt, so clearly, as his
tongue continued to race in and out with maddeningly sensual and
rhythmic regularity. In ecstatic rapture, she moaned, "OOOOOoooooh ...
My God! My Godddddd! OOOOOOOooooooh, Don! Donnnnnnniiieee!"


Chapter 6


Dottie Scott was in a blue funk! After the stranger had left the house,
and she had found her connecting bathroom door slightly ajar, the fear
overcoming her that her own young daughter had possibly seen and heard
what had happened on the bed, she came apart at the seams, emotionally.


She still had her husband's German made pistol in her hand. Looking at
it, dumbly, she wondered whether or not she would have had the courage
to pull the trigger and shoot the stocky salesman who had imposed
himself so lewdly upon her ... perpetrating that obscene act, using her
mouth as he did. Ugh! She was revulsed, again, by the mere thought of
how basely she had been used. True. She had sucked a man's penis before
... but this?! It was too much even for her own worldly attitude.
Christ! There are limits!


Placing the gun on the dresser, perhaps thinking that she would need it,
if that character showed up, again, she stumbled to her bed, threw
herself face-down upon it and let her pent-up emotions go. She needed to
have a good cry ... after all she had been through, and woman-like, her
scalding tears helped to cleanse the psychic wounds. Physically, she had
not been hurt, in any way, except that her jaw seemed to be a little
tired and sore.


For several minutes, her shame and humiliation was allowed to run its
gamut in her. Afterward, she began to feel better and decided to take a
bath. She needed to feel clean, all over.


After her long, soaking bath, she stood before the mirror toweling
herself off. Catching her reflection, there, she experienced a nauseous
feeling of revulsion for her own beautiful body. God! It was that very
beauty that had been her downfall, her burden ... almost, it seemed, her
own destruction, but she could not crawl out of this skin, of course; it
was the body she had to live in ... and with, until the day she died.


She reflected on her past life. Her real problems had begun the year her
folks had moved from Michigan to California, settling in Redfern. It had
been her Senior year of high school, and she had become, almost
immediately, the most popular girl in her class. She had dated several
boys, but she fell in love, hopelessly, with a handsome young man who
was a sophomore at Redfern College.


It had been her beautiful face and figure that had attracted him. She
was flattered by the attentions of an older man, a college man. Sex had
followed, naturally, it seemed ... and also, quite naturally, pregnancy.


But, when she knew for sure, nature having taken its inexorable course,
a period missed, she received the news that he had been killed by
Chinese Communist troops in the bitter fighting around Chosin Reservoir
in North Korea. He had enlisted in the U.S. Marine Corps, but before he
was airlifted off to the war he had left her a living memory.


Gabriel Scott, one of the boys in her Senior Class, she had dated,
agreed to marry her ... after she had seduced him, and then told him the
child she was carrying was his.


If Scotty had ever suspected that Charity was not his own daughter, she
did not know of it. He had said nothing, and she was sure that he
accepted her explanation of premature birth when her beautiful
auburn-haired daughter was born only seven and a half months after their
hasty marriage. The secret of Charity's paternity was locked in her
heart. She had vowed never to reveal to any one the name of the man who
had fathered her love-child. She had kept that vow, made to herself,
more than eighteen years ago.


She had to smile, ruefully, to herself, as she realized that her Life's
Review sounded like an unlikely plot from a confession type magazine.
But ... damn it ... that's the way it is! That's why I'm so concerned
about Charity ... she's a real young woman now .... cursed with beauty,
too ... and she could go off the deep end over some boy ... and repeat
the same story! I shouldn't worry, I guess ... or suspect her of doing
something she shouldn't! If there was only some way ... I-I could help
her ... tell her of the pitfalls without letting her know that I've
already been down the road and got my lumps ... fallen into all the
traps! Oh, God! I want her to have a good life!


Donnie, her second child, had, of course, been fathered by Gabe, and she
remembered how proud he was when their second born had been a boy. Just
like most men!


She had never fully understood, though, how it was that her husband had
lost their citrus acreage and the house. Certain aspects of business
escaped her.


The one thing that had been very clear to her was that after they had
moved into town, into the present ramshackle rented house, Scotty had
not been able to keep a job for more than a few months. His drinking
became chronic, and with his seeming deterioration, his inability to
support them, she saw that it was up to her to be the provider.


Work in cocktail lounges had led her to part-time prostitution.
Remembering, now, she would have gladly applied to the Welfare
Department for assistance ... rather than follow the course she had
followed, but a false sense of pride kept her from asking for help;
instead, she had fallen for the story of easy money that had been told
her by another waitress with whom she worked. Yes ... it was true. She
did pick up some extra money that way ... money that provided a few of
the things the family really needed plus some extras.


... But I was able to keep the family going ... and still, somehow,
raise two fine children. Gabe and I don't have much left of our love ...
and our marriage ... and now that he's probably found out what I've been
doing, he'll probably leave me ... want a divorce ... maybe even want to
take the children away from me! Dear God! I'd die if they found out ...
and I lost them, too!


Her morbid thoughts grew and multiplied. They seemed to be suffocating
her, making it impossible for her to think clearly, and she could see no
solutions, no compromises to work out. Damn! Everything's in such a
mess! There's just no way out! I don't know what I can say to Gabe in
the morning ... when I bail him out of jail ... and Charity? God ... how
I wish I knew ... whether she heard or saw what that vile man did ...
what I allowed him to do to me! ... But, oh God! There is some truth to
what he said ... a-a wh-whore's paid to do those things ... however lewd
or obscene they are! But, it's still hard for me to think of myself that
way!


The thought about Charity prompted her to open the connecting door from
the bathroom to her daughter's bedroom to take a quick peek at her
loveliness as she slept. Pushing the door open a crack, she peered
through. Charity was not in her bed!


Oh, God! She's not there! Where could she be? Where would she go? Could
she have slipped out ... t-to ... to meet a boy ... and.


A vision ... a memory of what she, herself, had done, so many years
before, flashed across her mind. She was stunned. Was it possible?
Charity ... her own lovely daughter ... lying with a boy, somewhere ...
making love ... copulating, a male cock in her virginal young cunt,
because she believed in the same romantic notions of undying love ...
and all the other crap that went along with it? Dear God! Don't! Oh,
don't let it be that way for her!


Quickly, she wrapped her towel about her naked body and padded into her
daughter's room. The other door, leading into the dining room was open,
slightly, and she went through it into the dining room. Then, on
impulse, she glided on through the darkened kitchen to the back door
that gave on to the back porch and Donnie's bedroom. She had heard him
arrive on his motorcycle, but something in her made her want to check on
him, make certain that he was safely in his bed.


A dim crack of light shone through, at the bottom of his door making a
small beacon to guide her footsteps. She stopped, ready to turn back,
convinced that he was, indeed in his room, but a sound behind the closed
door arrested her attention. It was the voice of a girl ... a girl
experiencing the passion of sex. It was Charity's voice. Oh, no ... God!
No! NO! NOOOOOOOOOO! She screamed in silence to herself at the
possibility of the monstrous thing that could be happening in her own
son's bedroom. Donnie ... and Ch-Charity ... Together? In bed? Oh, God,
no!


Dottie was stricken, rooted to the spot, and almost as if to prove her
wrong, she heard her daughter's voice, clearly, "DON ... OH, DON ...
IT'S STARTING TO FEEL ... SO G-GOOD! I-I DON'T WANT YOU TO STOP!"


A flashing mind-picture of the forbidden sex act taking place in
Donnie's room further stunned her. All she could think of, at that
moment, was that they had to be stopped ... if it were not too late!


She raised both fists to knock on the door, her mouth opening to shout
out her objections, but she stopped short. Her impetuous action, her
searing words were halted, as yet another lightning thought came to her,
the memory of her own depraved actions of but a little while before, an
act that could have been heard and seen by her daughter, burned into
her, reminding her that she, of all people, had no earthly right to
condemn ... to sit in judgment or hang a label. Slowly, her arms dropped
down to her sides and she stood there in abject shame, while inside, she
heard the rustle of the bed as her son and daughter writhed upon it in
uncontrollable sexual ecstasy.


Tears formed in her eyes and ran in unnoticed rivulets down her cheeks.
Donnie's voice, now:


"DAMN, SIS ... YOU'VE GOT THE SWEETEST, TIGHTEST LITTLE CUNT I'VE EVER
SEEN!"


Dear God! This isn't the first time for Donnie! He's so young! It
doesn't seem possible that he could have had sex relations already!


"OOOOOH! DON! DON! DONNIE!"


Charity's voice was so full of rapturous passion, a passion that Dottie,
herself, knew well ... and she couldn't bear to hear any more. She fled.
Blinded by her tears and hampered by the darkness, she made her
stumbling way back to her own bedroom and sat down, heavily, on the edge
of her bed.


Suddenly, she felt old ... drained. All of the cares of the world, of
mankind, it seemed, rested square on her shoulders. She didn't know how
she could bear that heavy burden. The one overriding thought in her mind
was that she had failed ... failed as a wife, a mother ... perhaps even,
as a human being. It was too complicated to sort out aH of the reasons
why she felt that way. Life itself was too much. She couldn't cope with
it. Life had defeated her!


Disconsolately, she looked around the shabby room with its faded,
peeling wallpaper and flaking paint, contrasting it, in her mind, with
the home she and Gabe had lived in, when they were first married and, by
extension, comparing it, again, to her parents' home. There was, of
course, no comparison, and she hated what she saw; hated it with a
passion, for the tumble-down old house only served to re-enforce her own
feelings of spiritual and moral decay, not to mention those of her
husband ... and now ... of her children.


Her eyes came to rest on Gabe's pistol that she had placed on the
dresser, for protection, in the event the salesman came back, again.
Suddenly, she saw the gun in a different light. She saw it as a
solution! That was it! Of course, it would be so easy!


Falteringly, she reached out and picked up the weapon. She ran her hand
over its cold, blue length. Strange! she thought, It's like a cock ... a
man's hard cock ... loaded with death ... instead of life! All these
years ... it's been my death, anyway .... a slow death, impaled on a
man's cock ... taking its way with me ... and leaving me with shame ...
humiliation and degradation .... a-and a b-bastard child ... a psychic
cripple for a husband!... And, now my own two children engaging in
incest ... while I-I'm nothing but a wh-whore! Christ! What a mess! It
would be so easy! All I have to do is pull the trigger ... and all my
troubles will be over!


She lifted the gun in her hand. Dear God ... forgive me! It's too hard
... to keep on living!


* * *


Suddenly, Donnie's hands slipped up over his sister's belly to find the
full, firm flesh of her hard-nippled breasts, cupping, squeezing and
massaging them with strong-fingered, almost brutal caresses, while
below, his mouth and tongue continued their labors in the widespread
slit down between her legs, his wet obscene sucking sounds filling the
room; meanwhile, she was aware that his eyes were looking at her face up
over her pubic mound, through the soft, sparse hairs curling softly
there, and they were smiling eyes that watched her ... eyes that waited
for her to cum. Somehow, she knew. He was going to lick her into
complete submission, perhaps even to orgasm before she would have his
lust-hardened young cock fucking into her hungry cunt.


Watching, he knew that it would not be long before she climaxed. He only
hoped that he, himself, could wait ... wait for just a little while
longer. Christ! My balls ache! But, I want this to be good for her! I'm
going to lick and suck her cunt until she cums ... then, I'll fuck her
... fuck her with everything I've got! Just a little while more and I'll
get to my part of the real fun!


His eyes remained fixed on Charity's lovely, contorting face as he
unceasingly continued his frenzied tongue-mouth tantalizing thrusts into
her moist cuntal depths.


Changing pace, now, he suddenly shifted his mouth upward, his lips
probing and exploring, until he found the erect, pulsing bud of her
clitoris. He heard her sharp whine of agonized pleasure as he took the
tiny, throbbing erectile shaft between his teeth, and holding it tightly
but gently, ran his tongue around and around it in ever decreasing
circles, until, finally, he opened his hungry lips wide and slid his
tongue downward, back down the smooth, moist furrow to the throbbing
heat of her tiny, bearded little cuntal mouth. Her head flailed from
side to side, uncontrollably, as he relentlessly fucked into her orally,
sliding his long, agile tongue in and out of her now dilated and
clasping pussy without mercy, in an effort to bring her to an exploding
climax. Christ! Why doesn't she cum? She's hanging right there on the
brink!


Charity was trying to speak. She fought to gain control of her throat
muscles. Swallowing several times and wetting her lips, she was finally
able to say, "D-Don ... Oh, Don ... Please ...? Why don't y-you put your
th-thing in m-me and d-do it?"


Taking his mouth away, temporarily, he grunted, "Not yet, Char, Baby ...
I'm going to tongue you to your first one!"


He returned, quickly, to her steaming loins to listen to the whimpering,
mewling sounds that she was emitting, constantly, while he swirled and
flicked his tongue around and around, churn-like, in the velvety smooth
insides of the soft, hair-lined lips that pulsed and throbbed there
before his eyes. Then, he pulled her legs up, sliding his arms under
them so that his shoulders and arms were wedged tight up beneath her
thighs, pushing them up even farther until they draped over his
shoulders. Now, his hands went beneath her smooth, white, quivering
buttocks and pulled them up harder toward his face with brutal force.


His sister's cries of involuntary rapture filled the small bedroom, and
her buttocks in his grasping hands jerked and convulsed beneath the
plunging tongue, sending erotic high-voltage jolts of sexual sensation
surging through her young, untried body.


Then, suddenly, she felt him flick his tongue away from and out of her
vagina, downward toward the tiny, puckered secret orifice of her anus.
She gasped aloud. "Oooooh God!" She could have screamed, but the
ecstatic, supremely erotic and salacious sensation only caused her to
continue moaning, incoherently, as the surprising and searing contact of
his wet tongue with the forbidden, sensitive opening was made.


"Oh, God! Don ...! I-I can't stand it! S-Stop!"


She closed her eyes. God! I'll go insane ... I-It's too much! Oh, God
... why doesn't he just f-fuck m-me ...?


And, even as she spoke, she rolled her hips against his hands and tried
to screw her sensate rectum back onto his stiff, probing tongue.


Don grinned up at her, then and laughed, croakingly, "Did you flip for
that, Char ...?"


Dropping his head, again, he thrust against the snugly tight little
hole, gooseflesh raising on her thighs, quaking belly and heaving
breasts.


In her deep Passion, she could only moan, "Oh, God ... Oh, God .... Oh,
God ..." As she groaned, her loins continued to jerk and writhe up to
his questing tongue in uncontrollable undulations at the delicious,
unwanted yet wanted=93=93even needed=93=93sensations slashing through
her.


"Oh, God ... Oh, God ... Don ... Don ..." she whimpered, raising her
head to gape down at his impish eyes that peeped up over the auburn
haired mound at the Vee of her loins. "P-Please .... Oh, please ...
do-do it ... to me ..." She was begging, now, the realization of it
seeming strange to her, aware that she had no control over her body,
overwhelming her with its impact. She had the feeling that there was
nothing in the world but the sensual needs of her cunt; indeed it was
only her vagina that mattered. He had licked and sucked at her, her body
quivering, uncontrollably, beneath the overpowering assault on the raw
nerve ends of her throbbing pussy, bringing her to the penultimate
pinnacle of her climax, where she hung in agonized, aching need to go on
to the final stage. She clenched her teeth and fists in determination as
the waves of wanton pleasure passed through her in furious spasms of
sensuality. Suddenly, however, it came to her that she was too anxious,
trying too hard. Perhaps she should relax and let it come to her. That
was it!


She made the decision spontaneously. She relaxed her tense, quivering
muscles, unclenched her fists, surrendering unconditionally to the
intense, internal ecstasy that she had never known before, deciding to
let her brother alone transport her to that final, dizzying height she
sought. Her soft, voluptuous body had cried out too long for
fulfillment; she had to end the agony by relaxing and just letting it
come. Oh, God! She had to cum ... quick!


Still in a narcotic fog, she cried, "OOOOOooo ... Goddddd! Darling ...
Don ...! Love me! Oh, God! Love meeeee!" She pleaded with him,
shamelessly, her aroused body quivering and undulating beneath his long
hot tongue, as now, he shifted to tantalize her clitoris, again,
slipping his wet lingual member up and down the pulsating shaft of it
several times, before finally plunging it into the hot, liquid depths of
her voracious cunt. Her hands found his hair again, and with force she
pressed his face into her seething crotch, raising her hips to him,
rhythmically. She began to pant desperately, her breath coming in short
gasps, her whole body spasming, as she sunk crazily into the final
throes of orgasm!


She recognized it when it came to her. Wave after wave of ecstatic
rapture surged through her convulsing body, and she was there. She was
cumming!


Unreal, in the confines of the small bedroom, her voice came in a wail
of sensuous, carnal, almost feral sound, the noise of carnal desire of
pure, animal sex. "OOOOoooooooh! IIIII'mmm Cuuuuuuummmmmiiiinnnnggg!
AAAAAAaaaaauuuuggghhhhhhhhhhh!"


Don could barely contain his broad smile of elation, as he continued to
work his long, curling tongue deep into the seething, clasping passage
of her vagina while she made one, final violent thrust of her hips,
pushing her swirling young pussy up tight to his mouth, as the height of
her climax struck her, the soft, silken curls of her pulsing cunt lips
closing in on him, titillating his cheeks and teasing at the tip of his
nose.


Then, as her subsequent and subsiding waves of passion swept over her,
she slumped back onto the mattress, her body relaxing, going all limp,
the euphoric aftermath of her climax claiming her. Her eyes were closed.
She was in a near faint.


Now! Don was gloating. Now ... it's my turn! Damn, she's really turned
on ... maybe she'll be able to cum, again while I'm fucking her!


Her body relaxed by gentle stages, until she reached a plateau of
partial fulfillment where she was still aroused. She didn't know that
from this state, she could be brought, again to the pinnacle of orgasm
... and again, and again, if her body wanted it. For now, she thought
that she had experienced the ultimate. Little did she know that soon
again she would soar to unbelievable heights of another orgiastic
climax.


She felt her brother move away from her still throbbing loins, and she
opened her eyes to look up into his face. He had shifted his position to
kneel between her limply spread legs. His pulsating cock speared out
from his loins, massively, its throbbing length almost touching her
sensitive love-flesh.


"Now, I'm going to fuck you, Char! Fuck you silly with this!" he grinned
lewdly, reaching down to grasp the hardened rod of his prick and
skinning back the foreskin to reveal the fiery bulbous head of it to her
gaze.


Charity couldn't move. It was almost as though she were petrified, her
thighs raised and spread wide open to him, her passion-swollen breasts
heaving, her breath still coming in short panting gasps and her belly
quivered, cringingly, as her eyes locked upon her brother's long, hard
cock that lanced out from his crotch like some dangerous medieval
weapon.


"Oh, God ... Don ... your thing scares me! I-It won't fit in me ...
after all! It's just too b-big!" she whimpered.


"Christ, Sis!" he exploded. "I stretched you out ... don't you remember?
It'll fit ... don't worry ... And, damn it ... you've got to start using
the right words! This is a cock!"


He crawled up over her, holding himself aloft on strong arms and
pinioning her shoulders to the mattress. "So start saying it! Tell me
you want me to fuck you ... with my cock!" he grunted, lowering his head
to suck a distended nipple, taking it into his mouth and sinking his
teeth into it, causing her to writhe in pain, her hips beneath him
rising to meet the hardness of him. Simultaneously, there was a definite
erotic twinge in the fluttering agony of his biting teeth and a spasm of
sensuous delight in their grinding loins, below.


"Say it, damn it!" he breathed heavily down at her writhing nakedness.


"P-Please ... Don ... do I-I have to ...?"


"Yes ... God damn it ... I want to hear you say it!" he ground out at
her. "It turns me on ... and gives me an extra charge! Oh, God ... am I
going to give it to you! When you get my cock in that cute little cunt
of yours ... you're going to be begging me to fuck you ... fuck you
until you can't walk! So start saying it ... now!"


Charity lay beneath him as if she were paralyzed, her eyes staring in
disbelief at her brother's oddly twisted mouth as it spewed out the
obscene words. She couldn't understand the change that had come over him
... couldn't understand why he was now insisting that she use the same
vile words.


"I-I c-can't bring myself t-to say them ... Don ..."


"Christ! You've heard them ... and I'll bet you've thought them ... so
get on with it!"


Dear God! He's right! I have thought those words ... and maybe there
isn't much difference! ... And, I suppose since they do something ...
something erotic for him ... I-I shouldn't deny him ... after all he's
done for me! So, whatever's fair ... I guess! After all, they're only
words!


Licking her lips, she tried hesitantly, "Don ... I-I want you .... I
w-want you t-to f-fuck m-me ... with your c-cock! Put it in m-my cunt
... and fuck me ... s-silly with it ...!"


He grinned lopsidedly down at her, lewd delight registering in his eyes,
"You're doing great!" he grunted. "Now ... reach down and take my prick
in your hand and put it in that tight, little cunt of yours!"


"Oh, God ... Don ... I-I can't d-do that too ...!" she moaned.


"You damned well better ... or you won't get it!" he taunted. "You want
it ... don't you ...? And, if you do, you'll have to put it in! Anyway
... you've already handled another guy's cock ... so that'll be no
problem ..."


Even as he spoke, her hand had moved down, tremblingly, toward his
hardened rod and poised only an inch from it, unable to force herself to
that final movement. Her head began to shake back and forth, negatively,
and tears started into her eyes. Oh, God! Why was her darling brother
forcing her to this?


"Do it, Char!" Don snarled. "Put your hand around my cock and guide it
in!"


"Oh, my God ..." she groaned, once more, as she hastened to obey him,
her small hand encircling his thick, throbbing rod of male-flesh.
Somehow, she was ready, now. She had leaped up from the quiescent
plateau of her arousal to full-blown sensuous sexuality in the space of
but a few moments, and the sex words, cock, cunt, fuck, dinning in her
ears, her forced use of them, added to the eroticism, building the
searing flame of her passion even higher.


Then, as she held her brother's rock-hard, more-than-ready penis in her
tiny hand, she truly perceived, for the first time, the enormity of it.
A sudden expression of fear flashed across her face. Oh, God, No! It's
t-too big? I-It'll tear me in two ... rip me! It's a monster!


"Hurry up ... damn it! Put it in! I'm just about ready to cream all over
your cunt, now!" It was an order. His voice was steel-hard.


He lowered his hips, while Charity spread her smooth, white young thighs
even wider and guided his thick, heavy prick down toward the tiny, moist
opening of her vagina, using its bulbous head to part the cringing
fleshy lips of her cunt, her mind reeling with both fear and
anticipation. It would be the first time in her life that a boy's penis
had touched her there. Momentarily, she remembered that the particular
boy whose cock would make its first stiffened entry into her virginal
cunt was that of her own brother. Oh, God! Dear God! It was really
incest!


But, her hesitant thoughts came a moment too late!


She gasped aloud and flailed her head, a shudder passing through her
body, deliciously, at the first, hot, electrifying contact with the
soft, rubbery head, moistened by its own lubricants, against the dewy,
sensitive flesh of her cunt mouth, and she dared not breathe, even, as
she lay frozen, immobile beneath him, a mixture of fear and anticipation
flowing chillingly in her veins. Then, he flicked his hips forward,
slightly, eliciting a sharp, little pain from the stretching pressure of
his hardened lance of flesh at the snugly tight entrance to her cuntal
passage. Oh, God ... please don't let it hurt me anymore!


"OOOOooooOOOh!" she cried. He had pushed into her a fraction of an inch
more, forcing it with inexorable pressure ever deeper.


"AAAAaaauuughhh!" she choked as the ponderous crest pushed into her a
little stretch more, wedging itself into the tight, elastic opening,
brutally stretching the as yet untried flesh of her pussy until Charity
was sure that she must be tearing from the almost unbearable, outward
pressing strain of his slow entrance into her.


"Stop ... Don! Oh, God ... you're splitting me! It hurts too much!
P-Please ... stop?!" she wailed. Then, as she looked up pleadingly into
her brother's face, she knew that he would not, indeed, could not stop.
His face was contorted with lust, a driving need in him, lashing him to
sexual fury. The thought crossed her mind that his face looked almost
savage ... sadistic.


"Crap!" he spat. "It'll be all right! A cunt'll stretch as much as it
needs to ... take any size cock!"


She gaped up at him, her tormented eyes begging him for relief, but
there was now no mercy in him. He shoved, again, harder, and it popped
just inside the warm elastic mouth of her cunt, the smooth, rubbery
head, buried throbbingly now in her forever-stretched cunt. She was
sure, now, as she pleaded with him, that he was thoroughly enjoying her
suffering, while he cruelly continued his agonizing impalement of her
virginal vagina.


"OOhhhh! Dear God ... My God!" she groaned, as he pressed his hard tube
of hardened maleness into her inch by inch, torturing her with the
inexorable slowness of his entry, until suddenly, she was aware that his
facial expression had changed. It was a grotesque mask of pure animal
lust. It was almost as though he had reached the limits of his waiting
game, his body demanding its due, needing fulfillment and release of the
terrible built-up pressure in his balls. With a glance down at her
widespread and roundly stretched pussy lips where his thick hard cock
strained into the tight mouth of her cuntal passage, he thrust, hard and
cruel, sending his long, iron shod cock racing up into her cringing
vaginal vault with the energy of a rutting elephant. A heavy, guttural
grunt of feral, animal-like satisfaction issued from his throat,
"AAuugh!"


"OOOOOhhhHHH!" she screamed as her brother's massive, lust- inflated
cock-head pressed the tight, momentarily resisting walls of her moist
vagina in wavelets of warm virginal flesh before it, the full length and
breadth of his rod racing up into her belly, the rubbery head flicking
the neck of her cervix in its headlong course, until finally, it stopped
as it nudged hard against the back wall of her defensively clenching
passage. She felt his heavy, sperm-laden balls smack up hard against the
upturned cheeks of her smoothly sculpted buttocks. His great cock was
buried to the hilt in her cringing cunt ... and suddenly Charity Scott
was no longer a virgin. She would never be the same, again!


"God! My Goddddd!" she moaned piteously.


"It's like a log ... up inside me!" She lay unmoving beneath him, not
daring to move, lest she would fall apart ... split asunder ... right
down the middle of her body!


His huge cock had stuffed her belly full, and her vagina felt raw and
irritated from his brutally cruel entry into her, his virile young rod's
every wrinkle and corrugation plainly felt as it lay snug and tight in
her passage, sunk deep up into her forever stretched cunt.


For a long moment, Don lay unmoving and heavy upon her his breath raspy
in his throat, then he flexed his cock deep inside the tight, soft
confines of her moist, coral-lined sheath, expanding it and forcing
another fraction of an inch of it deeper up into her.


Groaning in helpless subjugation, now, she felt each stretching,
lurching motion as he repeated it again and again, each time raising
tearful grunts of agony from deep in her throat; however, after only a
few moments, she began to feel the erotic arousal of it in her nerve
endings, as her tortured passage became accustomed to the truncheon he
had thrust into her; her whimpers of pain and discomfort lessened, and
her brother began to grind his cock tightly into her naked crotch,
revolving his pelvis around and around, churning it, expanding the still
clinging, cringing walls of her vagina, until finally, her whimpers
became whining, little mewls of pleasure-pain she could not contain.
They escaped her, involuntarily. She knew, then, that her body had
responded for the second time, and that she was on the shoulder of
another figurative orgasmic mountain, scaling its heights to yet another
pinnacle of wild delight. Oh, God! She hadn't known it was possible!


Slowly, her brother levered himself, raising up to support his weight on
his arms, again, as his sister purled helplessly beneath him, and he
said, "Now Char, we come to the begging part! Ask me for it! Beg me to
fuck you!"


Charity stared up at him, unbelievingly, her hips already undulant
beneath him, a motion she couldn't control, her drug glazed eyes
mirroring her passion mixed with a plea for gentleness and mercy. She
couldn't understand why he was putting her through the paces, again.


"OOOOoooh ... Please ... Don ...?"


"Beg me, Char!" he grunted. Say it ... damn it!"


"Why ... Don? Haven't I already done ... everything you wanted ...?"


"Beg!" He commanded. "I like it that way!"


She obeyed, There was nothing else to do. "OOOOOooh, yes ... Don ...
d-darling ... I want it ...! I w-want you t-to fuck me! Fuck me with
that big c-cock of yours. Fuck me half to d-death with it!" she
breathed, the obscene words rolling from her mouth easier, now. She
found it a small price to pay, for there was nothing in the world she
really wanted more than his thick, pulsating cock racing in and out of
her needful cuntal passage. Oh, God! She felt as though she were all
cunt. All of her drugged senses were concentrated there in her keening
vagina.


As he began to rock above her, now, using short, smooth strokes, her
body reacted of its own volition, instinctively; she had surrendered
completely to the rippling passion in her, and the mere thought of her
unconditional commitment caused further chills of excitement to race the
length of her spine as she felt the easy tempo of her brother's turgid
length begin to thrust ever long and harder up into her cavern of her
moist, throbbing pussy.


As he slowly increased his pace and the length of his stroke, Charity
felt her whole body, indeed, her whole being responding to her brother,
and she writhed, squirmingly, beneath him. His mouth dropped down to
hers, and she thrust her tongue upward between his lips to be sucked, as
she moaned, unceasingly, in ecstasy, ready to accept anything, now, that
he wanted to do with her. She began to raise her loins up to him in
rhythm, countering his driving plunges into her moist depths, and her
lovely face contorted in wanton desire, her mouth opening and closing
against his lips, her nostrils flaring, her breath beginning to come in
short, gasping pants as she became one with him in their illicit,
incestuous copulation. It was an abject surrender to the lewd desires of
the flesh, even in the face of all ancient taboos.


He could see the perspiration forming on her forehead and between her
lusciously firm melon-breasts. Her lovely auburn hair was now in
hopeless disarray, and he could see the straining neck muscles, as the
mewling sounds of her throat emitted in a constant hum of sound. Christ!
She was hot as a three dollar pistol!


... And, Christ ... she's my sister! I never really dreamed I'd ever be
fucking her!


At that moment, he too gave no heed to right or wrong. He could care
less! Charity was his sister, but she was, also, a female whose full,
round ass was churning, writhing and bucking, forcing her seething,
voracious cunt up against his pillaging cock .... a woman, in every
sense of the word, who needed to be fucked. Grunting with the effort, he
tried to shove even more of his throbbing cock into her.


Damn, what a tight, cute little cunt it was ... and what a gorgeous
woman his sister was! Christ! The way she was fucking back was driving
him right out of his skull!


He slipped his hands down on either side of her and slid them in under
the soft, smooth orbs of her slaving ass-cheeks, grasping them hard and
brutal in his strong hands, feeling them as they worked, the pliantly
smooth muscles of them clenching and unclenching as the white flesh
ridged between his clutching fingers.


Charity groaned beneath her brother's grinding cock, and her breath
caught in her throat as he hauled her up tight against his pounding
loins, and he felt her draw her thighs even further apart, flexing them
back to either flank of his sweating body which caused the moist,
clasping opening of her cunt to flower open, receiving his great knobbed
cudgel to even greater depths, the blood-engorged head of it flicking
past her womb-neck with every plunging stroke.


Now, her head rolled and swiveled on her neck in delighted, highly
distilled ecstasy, the last twinges of pain in her vagina gone from her,
as her legs, on either side of his thick, impaling cock quivering and
jerking, spasmodically, lewdly, splayed open to him, and her tongue, on
slippery hinges of its own slithered in and out of his mouth, in
duplicate of the pistoning action below, while satiny sounds of
love-rapture gurgled in her throat. For the first time in her young
life, she experienced ... she lived ... she loved .... she fucked back
at him with everything in her, her whole being vibrant and attuned to
every nuance ... every sensation that was in her. In retrospect, had she
been able to think clearly, at that moment, everything, from the licking
and sucking of her genitals, the stretching and the entry of his huge
penis had prepared her for this total commitment to the joys of
copulation. Her brother had done well by her, he had succeeded in
arousing the sleeping beauty of sex for her.


Truly, she thought that the warm, hard, live thing inside her, filling
her belly, was a key, a key that was opening the lock of her sexuality
... opening it forever, as her cunt had been opened by him.


And, as she lay under him, taking his long, hardened member deep up into
her, she found that when she tensed her thighs, straining the cords of
her neck and back, writhing her genitals up tight to him, relaxing and
tensing the muscles of her vaginal vault, there was an intensity, a
delicious blissful sensation, she never in her wildest dreams would have
believed possible. Suddenly, she wanted to give back as much as she was
getting ... and, Dear God ... she wanted it never to end ... never!


Don began to pound into her with sledgehammer force, taking longer, as
well as faster strokes, drawing his rock-hard cock nearly out of the
snug, moist sheath that clasped at it, hungrily, then slammed back into
her upraised crotch until his sperm-laden balls slapped hard against the
hairless puckered hole of her tiny naked anal passage. God damn! His
balls ached! The pressure building in him made his head swim with
ever-increasing lust.


Sliding his hand down over the tight skin of her exquisitely formed
buttocks, undulant and lascivious under his palm, he searched with a
finger for the secret, brown ring of the tiny nether orifice nestled
there between the working orbs of her ass- cheeks. He felt her sudden
intake of breath and a loud moan of mixed pleasure and shock came,
involuntarily, from her mouth as he fingered its soft, warm flexing
movements while she thrust up against him, passionately, welding their
loins together in the ages-old dance of genital sex. A small rivulet of
warm, slippery and viscous fluid seeped down to run from her moist,
widespread cunt to moisten her forbidden back passage. Teasingly, his
finger lingered there, taunting it, purposely, before attempting any
further move.


Don looked down at her and said, gutturally, "I-I'm going to do
something now ... that'll really make you flip! I'm going to shove my
finger up your asshole ... as hard as I can!"


And, in spite of her total arousal, Charity was shocked. She struggled
with herself; her breath came short and hard for a moment. There was a
flashing feeling of instant abhorrence that was replaced with equal
speed by a lewdly erotic acceptance of his proposed act, and she was
surprised when she heard her own voice saying: "Yes ... oh, yes ... Don
darling! I want it ... I want you to ... to shove your finger into my
asshole!"


Damn! She learns fast! His body-mind screamed with lust as the words
spilled from her mouth. God damn! His cock felt expanded and hardened
almost to the bursting point! He would explode in jetting streams of
cum, it seemed, in just a few moments. He fumbled, momentarily, his long
finger searching out the round, tightly puckered hole. He found it and
pushed the tip of his finger into it with a quick, almost brutal thrust,
feeling the elastic ring of muscle give way until the soft, spongy
passage accepted it up to the first knuckle.


"OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOhhhhHHH! My God Don!" Charity gasped painfully. "That
... h-hurts!"


Christ! He had never had a fuck like this ... never! As his cock fucked
in and out of her, mercilessly, he could feel against the bottom of it
the bulge of his own finger in her rectal passage, and it added another
tremendous surge of sensuous eroticism to his sensate prick driving deep
up in her steaming pussy. He squirmed his finger in harder and heard her
grunt and cough with the discomfort of it, even as her cunt rode up and
down his pulsating member. Then, he began to rotate his finger and
pushing inward at the same time, buried it to his palm deep in the
rubbery warmth of her rectum, and she moaned, incessantly beneath his
rutting body.


Oh, God! God! Never ... never before had she experienced such
pleasure-pain. The pain was there ... in her anal passage, pain caused
from his finger as it wormed salaciously around, now, in rhythm with his
plunging hardness. Clearly, as in a vision, she realized the duality,
for even as the sharp twinges of pain in her rectum gave her tremendous
discomfort, yet there was an unbelievable, over-all, sensuously erotic
ecstasy, the rapture of it pervading and filling her loins and belly and
slashing upward, the sensation was there, also, in her vibrant, swollen
breasts.


And, then, the agony of his anal entry began to subside, as she adjusted
and became accustomed to the foreign presence in her backside. She
couldn't believe it when it happened, for suddenly, the pain of it no
longer bothered her; there was only the pleasure. It was pleasure-plus,
because now the sensations searing her seemed to be heightened, enhanced
and ever more intense. In her desire, she began to consciously work her
rectum back on his finger, impaling her throbbing anus deeply on it,
while at the same time, she tried to absorb more of his beautifully
virile cock deeper and deeper into the coralline passage of her hungrily
clasping cunt.


Don could not control his need any longer. His loins ached with the
built-up pressure. He had to cum! Christ! With insane fury he
jack-hammered into her upthrust cunt, driving for his release. Got to
cum! Got to!


Surprisingly, she had accepted his finger in her asshole without
objection, even, he decided, with delight, and suddenly, he withdrew it,
only to replace it instantly with two fingers, which he thrust into her,
to the very depths, with brutal force. She screamed beneath him. This
was what he wanted! Christ! She'd really flip, now!


He worked the two fingers around, inside the warm, spongy depths of her
backside, feeling his own cock, plainly, as it pistoned back and forth,
in and out of her, through the thin separating tissues of her vaginal
vault and her anal passage, and again, more slowly, her first whimpers
of pain, of objection, began to subside, to be replaced by greater moans
of pleasure as her anus became accustomed to the strange, unnatural
invasion to which he had subjected it.


She sucked, frantically, at his tongue buried deep in her throat, her
hips screwed her rectum back down on his fingers, and yet at the same
time she raised her legs even higher to receive his plundering cock.


Charity moaned, unceasingly, to herself in agonized ecstasy. Oh, God!
She was impaled, hopelessly, on her brother's stiffened lance of a cock
that pounded, mercilessly into her sensate, throbbing cunt, and his
fingers were buried, tightly, in the rubbery warmth of her back passage.
She had never known that such wild, insane rapture could exist, and she
began writhing and squealing in completely uninhibited abandon under the
double ravishment of her loins. Oh, my God! She was so crazy-wild with
desire she thought she might be going insane.


Don Scott had reached the point where he was sure he would go raving mad
if he didn't cum soon. God! He had to cum ... now! He looked downward,
lewdly, to watch his cock as it slipped smoothly in and out of his
sister's hotly clenching cunt, concentrating on the sensation of the
soft, hair-lined folds of her clasping pussy, as it clung, tightly, to
his furious, pile- driving prick thrusting into her without mercy, now!
In an effort to find something else that would hasten his own climax, he
slid his other hand down between them to the widespread lips of her cunt
and fondled them, forcing them tighter around the pistoning shaft of his
maleness, eliciting further moans of pleasure from her; at the same
time, his own sensations were heightened and intensified. Then, he
became acutely aware that the interior muscles of her vagina now
hungrily clutched and clasped at him, rhythmically, massaging his
rock-hard cock in its voracious desire to absorb him deep and deeper up
inside her belly.


Desperately, he tried to increase the speed and depth of his thrusting,
as she squirmed and writhed, wildly, beneath him, grinding up and down
his thundering shaft with unbelievable passionate fury, her beautiful,
tapering thighs jerking wide and upwards, indicating to him, for the
first time, that she was nearing her climax. He pistoned her fast and
furious, pounding his length home to the hilt in her with every
punishing thrust, fucking now with all of the young strength of his back
and legs. Oh, Christ! It was getting nearer now! "Christ, Char ... I'm
ready to cream!" he bleated.


He pulled his fingers out of her rectum with a moist hissing sound as he
pressed his hands, brutally, behind her knees and shoved them back and
down, hard, until her head was framed between them, raising the whole
plane of her crotch up higher and wider, completely open and vulnerable
to his cruel, almost inhuman battering thrustings into her wide open
cunt. God! She had never had a fuck like this one!


"Oh, OOh! OOOh ... Ooooohhhhh ... OOOOOhhhHHHHHH!" his sister began to
chant under him, her lovely face contorting with sensuous passion, her
features twisted and bearing no resemblance to her normal facial
expression., Then, words spilled from her mouth, incoherently, "Hard!
Harder! Oh, Don ... Don, darling! Fuck ... Me ... hard!"


Don grunted, animalistically, deep in his throat in his effort to drive
his prick up into the tender, coral flesh of her vaginal cavern ... and
he was suddenly afraid, afraid that he would not be able to bring her to
her second orgasm, that he would cum too soon. Hell! He had tried so
hard. He couldn't fail her now! More than anything else he wanted
Charity, his lovely sister, to have another soaring climax. He watched
her passion-contorted face above her heaving, quivering breasts that
jounced prettily as the shocks of his pummeling, punishing cock in her
cunt were transmitted through her body, watched as the berry-like
nipples of them expanded before his eyes and small rivulets of
passion-produced perspiration ran down their mounding hemispheres into
the valley between.


For one horrified second he thought he had failed, as he felt it
beginning for him, back behind his prick, in his sperm-swollen balls.
God damn it!


Then ... then, she convulsed, jerkingly, under him!


"Oh, my God! My God ... it's going to ... happen ... to me .... again!
It's almost here! I can feel it! Oh, God! Don ... I'm going to cum
again! Oh, yes! Yessss ... Don! That's it! I'm .... I'm ...
cuuuummmmmiiinnnnGG! AAAAAaaaaauuuugggghhhhhh!"


He pounded deeper and faster into her, with every bit of his strength.
He, literally, gave her everything he had in him ... and as he felt her
spasm, wildly, under him, her cuntal lips sucking at him, voraciously,
he felt his own hot, white sperm begin to race the length of his prick
in welcome release, his ecstasy knowing no bounds as his body convulsed
in one final, slamming plunge far up into the far, hidden recesses of
her still cumming little pussy, the semen jetting from him through the
tiny slit in his cock-head to squirt in a seemingly never-ending stream
of hot, white ejaculate ... and she ground her crotch up to him, to take
all of him ... to receive all of his hosing fluids deep into her young,
wildly contracting womb.


Charity moaned aloud. Her white, sculpted thighs quivered and her belly
quaked with the intense pleasure of her own orgasm. She could clearly
feel the expansion of his cock buried in her and the warm moistness of
his sperm as it splashed around in the lower depths of her cuntal
passage and belly. Dear God in Heaven! Never had she realized that pure
joy, such as she now experienced existed on the face of the earth. With
a final convulsion, she allowed her legs to fall limp and widely splayed
to either side, shamelessly, while her heart pounded in her breast and
she gasped for breath, gulping air into her laboring lungs to forestall
the dizziness that tried to overcome her. Her eyes were clenched tightly
shut as wave after wave of relaxing euphoria swept through her. She was
fulfilled and completely satiated.


Her brother collapsed on top of her pinning her to the mattress under
him. She tried to think clearly, but no coherent thought came to her.
Every fiber of her being was concerned only with the physical part of
her. Later, she would be rational and try to think through what had
happened, but for now she found it impossible.


One thing she did know for sure: She had really and truly been fucked!
Her brother's cock was still buried in her. His body lay relaxed and
panting on top of her, and she could feel the liquid warmth of his semen
as it began to run in a tiny, viscous rivulet from the mouth of her
vagina down through the open crevice of her buttocks to pool on the
sheet beneath her.


"How'd you dig that ... Sis?" he whispered breathlessly.


"God ... Don! It was really something ... out of this world!" she
murmured, her breath still coming hard.


"Out of sight!"


"Yes!" she agreed. "Out of sight!"


She was still in a drugged state, and soon, she was sound asleep. It was
later -- how much later she didn't know -- that she was awakened by her
brother, as he stirred and rolled to one side to lie beside her, his
flaccid penis pulling from her with a slightly moist popping sound.
Almost automatically he reached out a hand to her and brush his fingers
in the hair of her pubic mound. His youth had marvelous regenerative
powers for his sexuality. He would have been ready to fuck her, again,
in an instant.


Sleepily, she placed a restraining hand on his. It would be impossible,
she knew now, for them to ever do it, again.


She murmured, "No ... Don! Once is enough for a brother and sister ...
maybe too much! We lost our heads ... maybe ... but it can never happen,
again!"


"It could ... if we decided we wanted to! After all ... it's the
twentieth century! We could be careful ... from now on ... and nobody'd
ever know ..."


"B-But ... I could get ... pregnant ... and that would be bad!" she told
him with emphasis.


"But ..."


Charity swung her legs over the edge of the bed, stood to her feet,
reached out for her nightgown and shrugged it over her head. Covered,
now, she faced him.


"I-It's no good ... Don! I-I really flipped ... and I loved every minute
of it ... but it's impossible! We just can't ever let it happen, again!"


She unlocked the door, went through it and padded back to her own
bedroom, leaving her brother lying nude on his bed, a dumbfounded look
on his face. She crawled into her own bed and was soon sleeping soundly,
again. She was completely satiated, tired and drained. As she settled
down in her own bed, she knew how easy it would have been for her to
remain in Don's bed, letting him fuck her the rest of the night. Dear
God! It had taken all of her will-power to leave him, for she knew that
she was a fully aroused woman, now; a woman who would have definite
sexual needs. Certainly, her wonderful brother could serve those needs,
but the built-in taboos of civilized man were too deeply ingrained in
her. Incest! My God! She had been a party to it once ... But never ...
never, again, she vowed would it happen between them. She loved him too
much!


Charity did not awaken when her mother came into her bedroom, gazed down
at her for a moment, leaned down and kissed her smooth, tranquil brow
and lips; however, a few moments later she was awakened by a sudden,
sharp sound.


She sat up, listening; it was the front door of the house. I had opened
and shut, noisily, as it always did. The first rays of the sun streamed
into her bedroom through the window, as outside, in the driveway, she
heard her mother's car start, its engine cold and coughing in the early
morning chill. Idly, Charity wondered where her mother might be going so
early. She started to get out of bed to investigate when she spotted the
envelope addressed to her in her mother's small but flowing script. With
pounding heart she ripped open the letter and read it. She read it
through twice.


Chapter 7


Jack Belleson came charging into the Police Building in downtown
Redfern. He was bellowing angry words as he approached the night desk.


"What kind of a God damned town you got here? Nobody's safe here! I was
just robbed! The son-of-a-bitch got $79.00!"


The desk-sergeant looked up at him, levelly, and asked, "Do you want to
make a report, Sir?"


"You're damned right! And, then I want you to do something about it!"


"I realize you're disturbed, Sir ... and I'd appreciate it if you'd calm
down and give me the details ..."


His pen was poised ready to write.


"Calm down? Why for Christ's sake ... my life was threatened .... and
you say calm down!"


"Yes, sir ... otherwise, I can't make heads or tails out of what you're
saying!" The sergeant's voice was steely. "Your name, Sir?"


"Jack Belleson ..."


"Your age ...


"What the hell's my age got to ...?"


"Your age ... Sir?"


"Forty-six."


"Occupation?"


"Salesman ... When do I get to tell you what hap ..."


"What time did this happen?"


"A little after one ..."


"Can you describe the person ... or persons?"


"A kid ... on a motorcycle ... I couldn't see his face ..."


"How old would you say?"


"Sixteen ... seventeen ..."


"The make of the motorcycle?"


"I didn't notice ... but come to think of it ... it was covered up!" the
salesman said.


"Did you notice the license tag?"


"No!"


"Weapon?"


"A pistol ... sort of short, snub-nosed ..."


The questioning went on, until the sergeant was satisfied that he had a
complete report. "We don't have too much to go on ... there're probably
two or three hundred kids ride motor bikes in the area ... but we'll
start checking out some things on these."


"You're not going to put out a bulletin on it call your cruisers on the
radio?"


"What ... and stop every kid riding a motorcycle, tonight?"


"Sure ... round them up?"


The sergeant looked at him in disbelief, shook his head and said,
"Mister ... we can't work like that ... in this country!"


"What do you mean ...?" The salesman didn't understand.


"This is Redfern, California ... U.S.A."


"Then, you're not going to do anything ...?"


"I didn't say that! I said that we're not going to go out and bring in
every teen-age kid who happens to be riding a motorcycle!"


"I know you said that, but ..."


"Because ... Mister Belleson ... It's only a coincidence that the boy
who robbed you ... was also riding a motorcycle! We'll be checking out
on it, tomorrow!" The sergeant turned away to attend to a trivial matter
on his desk.


"Is that all ...?"


"Yes, Sir!"


"Christ ... I'm in your town a few hours and three violent things happen
to me! I still want to know ... what kind of a crazy town this is?"


"Do you have something else to report?"


"Oh, well ... that other thing's been taken care of ..." the salesman
backtracked. "Some fellow name of Scott punched me in the jaw!"


"Have you preferred charges?"


"Well ... I was supposed to come down here to do that tomorrow .... I
mean this morning ... but I'm not so sure I want to spend another minute
in the fucking town.!"


"Then ... you want to drop charges against Mr. Scott?"


"Hell no! I want him kept locked up!"


"We can't do that without formal charges?"


"I'll be a son-of-a-bitch ... what can you do?"


"Prosecute him ... when proper charges have been made against him!"


"Then, if I leave ... nothing happens to him?"


The desk-sergeant surveyed the salesman with disdain. "That's right!
Gabby'll just get dried out, again ..."


"Gabby?"


"Mr. Scott ... he's been with us, before. "Christ! There must be some
kind of collusion ... you pigs protecting young hoodlums ... and town
drunks that assault people ..."


"Mr. Belleson! You're getting abusive! I'd suggest that you stop, now!
Otherwise, I could arrange for you to share a cell with Mr. Scott!"


The salesman looked at the sergeant in disbelief and backed away toward
the door. "Shit! I-I don't understand it ... I come in here to report a
r-robbery ... and I get threatened with arrest! Christ! I wouldn't stay
in the town for another minute!" He turned to flee. "I take it you're
dropping the charges against Gabby?"


"Do what you want with him! I'm leaving ... and I'll make damned sure
never to come back!" He leaped for the door and made his way hastily
through it, flinging back over his shoulder, "Fuck you! Fuck this whole
Goddamned town!"


"Up yours!" the desk sergeant muttered, smiling to himself, as he
watched the confused retreat of the salesman. "... And, please don't
come back!"


* * *


What was she to do, then, with her life? She had passed by the morbid
moment in which she had contemplated suicide. If she could not die ...
she must live, but living in this house, with her family, would be out
of the question. It would be better if left .... just drive away from it
all!


Her solution was a cop-out; of course, taking her own life was but a
manifestation of the same thing. Running away from her present life, was
the only idea that pervaded her mind. She must get away ... At least ...
if I'm gone ... Charity and Donnie won't find out about me ... And the
life I've been leading!


Then, there was the incestuous sex act she had overheard. She had
already decided that she could do nothing about it. No! There was one
thing she could do; she owed it to Charity for her own protection, but
not, she knew, for peace of mind ... for either her or her daughter.


Her mind was made up, the sooner she left the better. With resolute
steadfastness of purpose, dry-eyed, now, she began to dress. Afterward,
she packed, selecting the best garments from her wardrobe and limiting
herself to taking only two suitcases and her cosmetic case.


She took her small cache of money from her dresser drawer, counted it,
counted it, again, to make sure. Twenty dollars was missing. Was the
money lost ... or stolen? A burglar would have taken all of it, and she
was sure there was no way for it to become lost. Gabe? Possibly.
Charity? A definite no, she decided. Donnie? The most likely! She knew
instantly that it was unfair. She really had no way of knowing, and she
dismissed it from her mind. Why should she try to find out which of her
family was the thief? Taking the twenty dollar bill the salesman had
left on the top of the dresser into her hand, she contemplated whether
or not she really wanted it. Somehow, that particular bill was a symbol
of evil, but was it any more evil than the other $240.00 she had just
stuffed into her purse? It had all been earned in the same way! Oh, well
... I might need it! Who knows which thorn hurts worst ... when you fall
into a clump of cactus?


One, final item remained for her to do. She forced herself to it,
removing a piece of her ultra-feminine stationery from its box and
taking pen in hand to write a letter ... a letter of farewell to her
daughter, Charity.


The letter finished, over which she had agonized for more than a half
hour, she read it and decided that she would change nothing in it ...
for nothing could be changed. The letter=93=93and her life, as she had
lived it=93=93would have to stand. She had told her daughter the brutal
truth about herself!


I'll leave it on her pillow ... where she'll be sure to find it!


The first streaks of grey dawn filtered into Charity's room as Dottie
tiptoed in, not really expecting to find her lovely daughter there, but
she was pleasantly surprised. Charity was asleep, beautiful as before,
her lovely face serene, seemingly unchanged; however, as she gazed on
the innocent face of her daughter, Dottie knew that the girl had just
leaped into full-blown womanhood ... in her own brother's bed!


Dear God forgive me ...


She leaned over and brushed her lips in a light kiss across her
daughter's slightly opened mouth. Placing the envelope on the pillow
near the cascading auburn tresses, she left the room, hastily, picked up
her suitcases and left by the front door.


As she turned the key in the ignition, there was a sudden catch in her
throat. She had promised herself that she would not cry. God! I've shed
enough tears! There're no more left! Steeling herself, she started the
engine and drove away. She had no idea where she was going, but
automatically, she turned eastward, Into the rising sun, a dim thought
in her mind that she would head toward Michigan, the state where she had
been born and where she had spent her early childhood and adolescence.


Quickly, Charity stuffed her mother's letter under her pillow. No one
must ever know of its existence! She would hide it ... or destroy it,
later. Jumping from her bed she ran into her parents' bedroom. She had
to be sure! The room was in disarray, the closet almost empty and
drawers left open. It was true! Her mother had really left!


Almost frantically, she dashed to the front door, flung it open and ran
out onto the porch. Her mother's car was gone. The street was silent and
empty. Then, her tears came. "Mom ... oh, mom!" she cried, turning back
to shuffle into the living room.


Donnie heard her cry of anguish, arose, slipped into his jeans and raced
for the living room. He found his sister crumpled into the cushions of
the couch.


"What's with, Char ...? What's happening?"


"Mom ... sh-she's left us ...!" she sobbed.


He was incredulous. "How do you know?"


"H-Her clothes a-are g-gone ... and I-I heard her drive away ....!"


"I'll be damned! She copped out first!" he mused.


He sat down beside her leaned down, put his arm around her and tried to
console her. "Don't flip ... Sis ... it's not ..." he began.


"Don't touch m-me ... damn it!" she snapped. "Don't ever t- touch m-me
... a-again!" Her voice was venomous.


"Christ ... Char ... I was only ..."


"Get away from m-me ...!"


"Whatever you say ... Sis ..."


He left her there and walked back to his own room.


Don Scott was really not disturbed very much. The fact of his mother's
flight was, in his mind, ironic. She had just beat him to the punch.
Shit! This family has been falling apart for a hell of a long time! But,
Char and I ... we could get along all right. She's practically all I've
got, now ... all the family I've got!


In his room, again, he dressed and came back out to the kitchen to
forage for breakfast. He couldn't sleep any more now, even if he wanted
to do so. His mind was busy with his own plans. The certainty of his
thoughts centered around the fact that he, too, would have to leave soon
... very soon! He doubted that he could live in the same house with
Charity without trying to make her, again ... and again. And, she's got
an attack of conscience .... telling me never to touch her, again. Well
... that's not too much of a surprise. The idea of getting fucked by
your brother is .... pretty far out ... for her ... I guess. One thing
... the next guy that gets into her is going to get a lighted
firecracker! He'll know he's been somewhere when he crawls off of her!


He decided that he'd have to see Ray Donahue, and to do that he'd have
to go to school, of course, he didn't have to stay there. He and Ray
could split, go truant ... maybe Ray could come up with some ideas for
raising more bread. It was necessary he have some stake before he took
off; a person couldn't go on the street with nothing in his jeans. He
figured, roughly, that he should have a couple hundred dollars in
addition to what he had taken from the salesman. It was Ray, he was
sure, who could come up with some surefire possibilities.


His thoughts, again, went back to Charity, and the memory of her
beautiful young body, as it writhed in uncontrolled passion under him,
made his blood begin to run hot in his veins and his penis to come up
hard and erect. Damn! I've got to figure a way to get her in the sack,
again! She's the hottest little cunt I've ever seen or even heard about!
Of course, it could've been the pot that turned her on so hard ... but,
Christ ... I think she's just naturally hot ... like mom probably is!
The grass! Man! That's it! I could get her to turn on with that ...
almost any time! I think she sort of flipped for it ... and I'd bet
she's not a one- time girl for that!


Charity came through the dining room headed for her bedroom. Don looked
up, noted her tear-streaked and swollen face, He started to say
something, thought better of it and asked, instead, "You going to
school, today, Char ...?"


She didn't look at him. "No ..." she answered, dismally. "I c-can't go
to school, today ... Will you pick up my assignments for me ...?"


"Yeah ... sure ... if I get a chance."


"Don't put yourself out ...!" Her voice was loaded with sarcasm.


"Char ...?" he called, as she went through her door. "You going to be
all right, here ... by yourself?"


"I-I can take care of myself!" she snapped, closing the door hard.
Inside her bedroom, she finished it for herself, "I-I'll have to ...
from now on!"


Don studied her closed door, for a moment, and observed to himself. "Too
much ... but hell ... things are kind of strung out for her ... I guess
..."


He arose, went out to his motorcycle, kicked the engine into roaring
life and headed out for his high school. He felt a measure of sympathy
for his sister, but he had his own problems to work out. The sooner he
split this bad scene the better!


* * *


"Lady, you got a problem ... best I can tell you got some burned valves
... maybe some bad bearings! Can't tell until we open it up ..."


"H-How much would it cost me ... t-to get it going, again?" she asked.


"Oh ... maybe $175.00 ... might go as high as a couple hundred ...." the
mechanic told her.


"And, how long would it take to ... fix it?"


"I'd have to have at least two days ..."


Mentally, she calculated, casting her assets against the expense of the
repairs and her forced stay. There would barely be enough money for it,
but she wouldn't have money to continue her flight.


"All right ... I-It has to be repaired ..." she said, making her
decision. "Is there a good m-motel near here ...?"


"Sure ... right down the avenue ... be glad to run you down there in my
pick-up."


He helped her with her luggage, carrying it into the room for her. It
wasn't his usual services; hell, she was traveling alone and in trouble,
and it didn't hurt business to put himself out a little.


Dottie stopped him at the door. "Thank you ever so much ... Mr. ...?"


"Davis ... Bill Davis ..." he said, smiling.


She arched her eyebrows at him and smiled, "C-Could we make a deal ...
on the car repairs ...?" she asked. "I-I'm alone and ..."


Her invitation was instantly clear to him. He looked at her, admiring
what he saw and said, "Lady ... I really can't afford something like you
... I'm just a plain old knucklebuster with a wife and four kids! Why
don't you try some of the downtown cocktail lounges ... the hunting's a
lot better!"


Turning away from him, unable, now, to look at him, she said, "Th-Thank
you Mr. Davis ... I'll pick up my car when you're finished."


The mechanic left. He was elated. Damn! What a woman! It's too bad I'm
such an old stick-in-the-mud married man! She'd really be something! Oh,
well ... I can dream!
That evening, she dragged herself out, wearily, taxied downtown, found
the most likely looking lounge and went in to sit alone ... but only for
a while.


She turned two tricks, satisfying both johns, in all particulars to the
tune of fifty a piece, finally saying goodnight to the second one, an
aging, Loan Company executive at two in the morning. To get rid of him,
she had to promise that she would see him, again, some three days later.


"Of course, I'll be here ... about ten in that same place ... The Palo
..." she stumbled on the name. She had had a couple more drinks than she
was used to drinking. "... that club where I met you ..."


"The Palomino Club ..." he corrected.


"That's right ... how could I forget ... Then, it's settled .... Three
days ... ten o'clock ... the Palomino Club ... Goodnight ...." she
smiled.


Her smile slid off her face as soon as the door was closed behind her.
God! I'm tired!


She stuffed the bills into her purse. It would take another night like
this one to get her out of Phoenix. As she stepped into the shower to
wash off some of the unseen filth, she imagined was clinging to her
skin, she saw herself in the mirror and smiled ruefully at the reflected
contours of her lovely body. Well ... I'm on my own ... completely and
absolutely! All I've got is me .... and a beautiful shell of a body ...
and to keep going ... I'll have to make it on my back ... with a cock in
my cunt! ... And, there were no tears. She had already cried them all.


* * *


"Has my wife shown up here ...?" he demanded.


"No ... not yet."


"I'll be damned!"


He rode the bus home, getting off on the Avenue and walking the few
blocks, his anger increasing with almost every step. He stormed into the
house, shouting, "Dottie! Dottie ... you bitch .... where the hell are
you?"


Charity heard him coming and prudently locked the connecting door from
the bathroom to her parents' bedroom. She was standing at the sink,
half-nude, washing her hair.


She heard her father in their bedroom as he slammed around and came to
the realization that his wife was gone. He tried the bathroom door,
found it locked and shook the door. "Dottie ... are you in there?" he
bellowed.


"No ... I'm here!" Charity said.


"Where's the hell your mother?"


"She split!"


"Talk English!" he demanded. "It looks like she's left!"


"That's right, Dad ... she's gone!"


"Where? When did she leave? Did she leave a note ... or anything?"


"I don't know where ... She left early this morning ... and, no ... she
didn't leave a note!"


"God damn it! You must be mistaken! She just wouldn't take off ... just
like that ... with no explanation!"


"Well, she did ... and I am not mistaken.!"


There was a short silence on the other side of the door, then he asked,
"How come you're not in school?"


"I just couldn't go to school, today," she said, "because ... it isn't
every day ... a person wakes up and finds out that her mother ..." she
paused, catching herself, before she went on to finish, "... has left
... Gone ... for good!"


"Yeah ... yeah ... I-I guess you're right ... Charity ..." There was a
trace of sadness in his voice, now, maybe even of understanding. He fell
silent, and she heard him sit down, heavily, on the bed.


Gabe didn't know what to think. He didn't really have any concrete proof
that Dottie had been selling her body to men ... acting the whore. There
had been only the allegation that salesman had made, before he had
jumped up to fight the fellow for having made it. True. He had always
been a little too hasty with his fists. The time in jail had cooled him
off and dried him out, and he had wanted to hear it from Dottie,
herself. He was going to confront her with it. When she had not shown up
at the police station, then finding that she had left him, with no
explanation, only served to condemn her the more, in his mind. Christ!
Maybe it's true! Instead of punching that guy ... maybe I should have
bought him a drink and thanked him for telling me the truth! I'd be the
last one to know ... it seems like your friends will never tell you ...
even if they knew!


Morosely, Gabe went into the kitchen, found a can of beer in the
refrigerator, opened it and sucked on the alcoholic brew.


Hell, I guess it was just a matter of time before Dottie would have
pulled up stakes, anyway. I haven't been very much of a husband ... or
provider for her and the two kids.


He congratulated himself that he was able to be as objective as he was
being at that moment. A flashing thought that he dismissed almost as
soon as it appeared across his mind. I'll have to do something, I
suppose, about getting a job to keep some food in the house ... pay the
rent ... and all that crap ... but to hell with that, right now. I'm
just going to get drunk ... and forget all about it!


Searching his pockets, he found enough money to buy a pint of cheap
liquor. He didn't care what it was, just as long as it was alcohol.


After he finished off the can of beer, he got up and walked out the
door, headed for the liquor store down on the Avenue.


Charity heard him leave and decided that she would not stay in the
house, alone with him. She had been too much aware, lately, of his
leering looks. Her newfound self-knowledge concerning her own sexuality,
her desirability, made her worldly-wise, quite suddenly. It would he
just horrible ... If he tried to ... to do something!


Hastily, she dried her hair, tied a kerchief around it and dressed
herself in jeans and blouse. She was not sure where she would go, but
she would not return until Donnie was there, in the house, with her.
Donnie would understand, she was sure; she would tell him of her fears
... even somewhat unfounded as they may be .... and ask him to see to it
that she was never, never left alone with their father.


She let herself out the back door and walked down the alley, thinking
vaguely that she would catch a bus to the downtown, and merely float
around window-shopping to kill the time until school would be dismissed.
Her purse, she found contained enough change for the bus and a coke. At
least I'll he out of his reach! It's just horrible to think that I can't
t-trust him. Ugh! His eyes when he looks at me ... just like he was
mentally undressing me!


Gabe returned with some gin. He didn't like the stuff, especially, but
he bought the cheapest he could get for the money he had, just for the
temporary drowning of his troubles.


Looking into their bedroom, a sort of automatic assurance that he had
read the situation right the first time, he spotted Dottie's box of
stationery. Idly, he opened it. The top sheet had the impression of
writing on it. Damn! This sheet was under something she wrote!


He took it to the light and searched it carefully, but he could not make
it out. Carrying the fancy sheet of paper into the dining room he found
a soft pencil and scribbled across it. Words came up on the sheet ...
readable words!


MY DEAREST DARLING DAUGHTER, he read, I'M GOING TO BE LEAVING YOU, IN A
FEW MINUTES. THE REASONS ARE HARD TO PUT DOWN ON PAPER, BUT THERE ARE
SOME THINGS I WANT YOU TO KNOW BEFORE I LEAVE.


There was nothing more on the sheet. It was as though she had realized
she had two sheets, removed the bottom one and, unthinkingly, returned
it to the box.


God damn! There was a note! Charity lied to me!


Angrily, he strode to her door, bellowing, "Charity! are you in there?"


There was no answer. He opened the door and walked into her bedroom. She
was not there, nor was she in the bathroom.


She must have hidden it!


He looked into every possible hiding place, sure that there was a note,
and that his daughter had hidden it.


With a shout of triumph, he found it, after almost twenty-five minutes
of diligent searching. He recognized the envelope, instantly, as
belonging to the same box of stationery. He had found it on the inside
of Charity's English book.


He read, avidly.


"Christ!" he said aloud to himself. "It's good to know the truth ... the
real truth, after all these years!"


His eyes lighted up with a quick thought. "... And, it's a whole new
ball game! This puts a different light on things!"


His imagination began to work. There's no reason now! Christ! After all
this time of wanting her ... and thinking that I couldn't have her ...
and now this ... this confession of Dottie's makes everything different!
Charity, baby ... you've had it coming .... for a long time ... and now
I'm going to give it to you ... good!


He could feel his erection building down below, beginning to bulge in
his pants. Reaching down to it, lewdly, he caressed its length. "It
won't be long, now!"


Gabriel Scott didn't get drunk, after all. He limited himself to three
drinks, because he wanted to be sober. A sloppy drunk man doesn't
perform as well as one who is relatively in possession of his wits ...
and his senses, and above all, he wanted to be in complete command of
all his sensations when he got into bed with young Charity Scott, his
wife's daughter!


Chapter 8


Many things were now extremely clear to Gabriel Scott. He settled back
in his favorite chair nursing his gin tonic, promising himself that,
tonight, he wouldn't get sloppy drunk. Hell! He had waited too damned
long! After having read the note his wife, Dottie, had written to her
daughter, Charity, revealing the truth of her paternity, Gabe's memory
went back to years ago when he and Dottie were married.


How had it happened? He hadn't understood it then. He hadn't understood
why or how it was that Dottie had ignored him ... then, suddenly, before
he knew what was happening, he was married to her. He had had Dottie out
on a couple of dates, but he hadn't been able to get a third one with
her; meanwhile, he knew, she had been dating some of the Redfern College
men. Christ! He hadn't had time to ask himself what was happening. She
was just there ... and available. He had taken her to a drive-in movie
and was pleasantly surprised when she allowed some heavy petting.


... But, on their next date, that same week, she had pleaded not feeling
well and didn't want to go skating.


"... Maybe, we could just go for a ride, in your car ... Gabe ...." she
suggested. "If you don't mind ...?"


"Okay."


He had been driving his old Mercury station wagon, the car on which he
had, painstakingly, restored the wooden body to its original condition.
He was proud of the car and liked to show it off. Naturally, he wanted
to show Dottie off, too. He cruised the streets of Redfern, stopping at
a drive-in hamburger stand that was a favored hangout for the high
school crowd. They ate burgers, fries and drank cokes. Gabe felt just a
little proud to be seen with the girl who was, undoubtedly, the most
beautiful in their senior class. She was by far the most popular, too,
and he didn't question why she chose to go out with him. The fact that
she was there with him was enough ... and there seemed to be a promise
of more intimacy to come. Damn! She's beautiful! I wonder if I've got
any chance at all ... of getting next to her ...? Christ! I'll bet she's
a damned good lay!


It hadn't taken very long to find out. As they drove away from the
hamburger stand, Dottie had slid over close to him. "Let's drive up into
the mountains, Gabe ... where it's nice and quiet ... okay?" she asked.


"... And private ...?" he added.


"Real private!" Dottie affirmed.


With a worried look at the fuel gauge, he made a quick estimate of the
distance and a mental calculation of the money he possessed. He couldn't
do it, he decided, but he could find that privacy. It was not very far
away. He laid it on the line to her, honestly, "I don't have enough gas
... or money, Dottie ... but I know a place where we can park ... and
have all the privacy we want ...."


She snuggled her face into his shoulder and murmured, "Go wherever you
want to ... we don't have to go to the mountains."


Damn! Her talk of privacy had his mind whirling, already. Was she
thinking about what she was saying? Some real privacy could lead to real
lovemaking, not just the heavy petting she had allowed him the last
time. Christ! I'm getting hot, already ... just thinking about the
possibility of getting it into her!


Gabe had driven out the Avenue past the turnoff to his own home. The
whole area was' planted in citrus, the groves bordering the avenue
thickly with only an occasional house standing tall and Victorian amidst
the trees. He turned onto a dirt road to the left, stopped at a locked
gate, got out of the car, produced a key to the padlock, opened it and
drove the car through. As he got back into the car, Dottie asked him,
"How come you've got a key ....?"


"We're on the back side of my old man's property," he told her, "and our
house is just down this road a ways ..."


"Oh ..."


He became expansive, then. "It's all going to be mine ... someday!"


"Do you want to raise oranges ...?"


"Yeah ... I guess so," he said, "My granddad planted the trees, my dad
inherited the place ... and it looks like I'm expected to carry it on.
Soon as I graduate I'm supposed to go to work for dad, full time!"


She was impressed. "Not very many boys know exactly what they're going
to do!" she observed.


"I guess not ..." He was nonchalant. He had parked the Mercury in a
little cleared area where agricultural implements were stored. There
were barrels of oil, lubricants, fuel and pesticides stacked about. When
he turned off the car's lights it was almost pitch black and very few
sounds penetrated through the thick foliage of the orange trees.


"Is this private enough?" he asked, reaching out for her.


Dottie had come easily into his arms, her face lifted to him for his
kiss. He kissed her tenderly, at first, and as her lips parted he thrust
his tongue, hungrily, into her mouth to probe, taste and savor her. Her
avid response surprised him.


With a little moan, she had pressed against him, the mounding
hemispheres of her breasts crushing up warmly between them. He felt the
slight tremor in her body that seemed to signal desire. In the darkness,
he pulled back from her, slightly; he could barely see the outlines of
her face. Her eyes were closed; her mouth still parted. Christ! She's
got hot pants!


His hand reached out to her, found and encompassed a breast, his fingers
kneading and massaging as his lips found hers, again. He found himself
mumbling, "God ... you're beautiful, Dottie!"


For answer, another little moan escaped her lips, and she tentatively
snaked her tongue into his mouth, searchingly. He sucked it, gently, for
a few moments, then, voraciously, as she became bolder, her tongue,
searching and teasing the inside of his mouth.


Below, the hot blood surged, quickeningly, and his tumescent, erect
penis throbbed and jerked against the confining fabric of his pants. He
shifted, uncomfortably, in the seat of the car, his hand going to his
crotch to move his aching cock to a more comfortable position; then that
same hand drifted to her warm, smooth thigh, moving up under her skirt
to the wisp of nylon panties that encased her loins.


"No ... p-please, Gabe ... I'm not ..." she mumbled up into his mouth,
pulling back only slightly, her objection not entirely convincing, as
his hand continued to wander, searchingly, over the warm smoothness of
thigh and hip.


"I've got to ... have you ... Dottie! God! I'm so hot ...! I've got to
... to fuck you! I love you ... so very much!"


She pulled away from him and smoothed down her skirt. "I-I like you, too
... Gabe ... b-but love ... a-and sex ... are for marriage ... and ..."
She turned her head away from him.


"Couldn't you learn to love me ...?"


Facing him, again, she said, "Y-Yes ... maybe ... but we can't ....
well, you know ... we couldn't do it ... before we ..."


"Before we get married ...?" He finished her unspoken sentence.


"Yes ..."


"... But ... if we were sure ...?"


"How could we ever be sure?" she asked.


"God, Dottie! I've loved you for months ... already ... ever since you
came to school the first day after you moved here!"


His confession of love for her came from a youthful heart, a heart
brimming over with sentimentality, but in truth, it was the virile
member, aching for carnal knowledge of her that throbbed out its message
there below. His was a common confusion, the misunderstanding of the
meaning of love, which is the substitution of sex for love.


Gathering her into his arms, again, he kissed her with brutal force,
then more tenderly as she melted against him, her breath beginning to
come in short panting gasps; while his hands moved on her, she responded
to him more and more until, finally, his searching hand, below, slipped
between her thighs ... and her legs parted, slightly, to allow him
access. God! He almost went insane with desire. Now, he knew that she
was aroused ... ready to be laid! And, he could hardly wait, as he
stroked and massaged the moist warmth of her cunt through the thin nylon
barrier of her panties.


"Oh, Gabe ... n-no ... we mustn't ..." she gasped, but in his highly
aroused state, there was no stopping him, as with a boldness born of
desperate need, he reached up for the elastic band at her waist and
pulled her panties down over her curvaceous hips and thighs. Again, her
voice told him no but her actions said plainly yes. He hadn't had to
work very hard to get her panties off; she had helped him and he hadn't
been aware of it. "P-Please, Gabe we mustn't ... I-I've never ..."


"I love you ... Dottie! I've got to ..."


He was clumsy and inexperienced; she managed to guide his finger to her
clitoris, and when she was ready, she helped him to get his erect and
pulsing penis into the proper position, after he had, himself, tried ...
and missed. With proper surprise, she remarked his size and virility.


"Oh, Gabe ... i-it's so huge ... it'll hurt me! N-No!"


Blinded by passion, proud of his virile cock and sure that he was the
first, he had gone into her with a rush of youthful vigor, jackhammering
his virgin cock into her like a young, rutting bull, concentrating on
his own enjoyment and his great need to cum to the exclusion of all
else.


... But, had he been aware, he would have known that he could not
possibly have been the first. She was not virgin, although her cunt was
tight and firm around his rampaging cock ... and she was too
knowledgeable, even though she had tried to hide her experience behind a
faade of demure maidenliness. He had been too callow ... too raw a
youth, and he fell into an ages-old trap.


Dottie exploded into orgasm under his pounding cock, screaming out her
pleasure to the stygian darkness of the orange grove. "Ohhhhh! Oh, God!
Gaaaaaaaaabe! I'mmmmmmmm cuuuummmmmiiinnnggg! AAaaaaggghhh!"


His own ejaculation was not far behind her soaringly rapturous ecstasy.
The liquid fire of his sperm shot from him deep up into her belly.
Christ! He had never felt anything like that before. It was wonderfully
new and strange ... and he loved her for it! "Oh, God! I Move you,
Dottie!"


Then ... it had been two weeks later -- there had been other nights of
clandestine sex, wild, carefree and careless, in the back of his station
wagon parked in the orange grove -- when she had told him, "G-Gabe ...
you keep s-saying you l-love me ... a-and I-I love you, too ... but now
w-we've got to do s-something about it ..."


"What do you mean ...?"


"We've got to g-get married ... I'm going to h-have a b-baby!" she told
him in a rush.


"My God! How do you know ... for sure?"


"I'm sure!" she said. "N-nature doesn't lie!"


Within another two weeks, Gabe and Dottie were married. There had been
the usual family recriminations, but in the end Dottie had moved into
the Scott house where the newlywed couple set up housekeeping.


I was a blind, stupid fool ... any son-of-a-bitch could have figured it
out! Dottie trapped me ... made me think that Charity was my kid! ...
And, she fooled me ... for all these years! Of course, Donnie's mine ...
there's no doubt about that!


He nursed his drink and waited. She would have to come back, he told
himself; Dottie's little bastard daughter would have to come back,
because she had taken nothing with her. She had merely left for a few
hours ... But, when you get back Charity, Baby ... I'm going to give it
to you ... but good!


All his hate, his frustrations and his failures were concentrated in a
warped plan for revenge ... against his wife's daughter, Charity.


* * *


"We could hit a liquor store or a service station ..." Don suggested. So
far he had avoided telling Ray about the robbery of the salesman; he had
no intention of telling him. Hell! He might want a split ... because I
used his gun!


"It's too risky, Don!" Ray told him. "I don't dig that! They really lay
you out on that kind of a charge ... if you get caught!"


"You got any better ideas ...?"


"Whatever we do it's got to be safe!"


Ray looked off down the street to where a vaguely familiar figure was
seated near a fountain. "Hey, man ... isn't that your sister ...?" He
pointed.


"Yeah ... it sure as hell is!" Donnie's heart skipped a beat. What the
hell is she doing downtown?


"Man ... is she built! I'll bet she's a real mink ... when she's turned
on!"


Without thinking, Don reacted to his statement with an affirmative,
"Yeah, man ... she's something else ..."


Ray looked at him in disbelief. "Like ... are you saying you've laid her
... your own sister ...?"


"I didn't say any such thing!" Don barked.


"Don't try to put me on, man ... I heard you, and I saw the way you
looked at her!" Ray said. "You must've fucked her!"


"... And, what if I did ...?"


"You trying to save it all for yourself?" Ray leered.


"What are you driving at ...?"


"Christ, man! It's right in front of you! Spread a little bit of her
sunshine around ... Don!"


"And ..."


"And we've got that bundle of bread!"


"Hell no! That'd be just like ..." He caught himself before the words
were out of his mouth, as he realized that he was going to say: our mom!
He finished the unspoken part weakly, "You know .... like making a whore
out of her!"


"You meant to say something about like mother, like daughter, didn't
you?" Ray grinned.


"You really lay it on, don't you?" Don snapped. "Where'd you get that
idea?"


"Hell, Don ... this town's too small! The word gets around pretty damned
fast!"


Don sighed and turned away. "Yeah ... and we're the last to find out
about it!


"... But, that's your mom's bag ... right now, we're talking about that
gorgeous sister of yours," Ray went on. "I know I'd sure as hell like to
lay her!"


"Cry your eyes out ... because you'll never get the chance!" Don
retorted.


"Why not? If you turned her on ... I sure as hell can, too!"


"How?" Don queried.


"I've got a way ... believe me! It hasn't failed yet!"


"Bullshit!"


"Can I try?"


"Like you know, man ... she's got a mind of her own! But I don't think
you'll get very far!"


Don told him. He was sure in his own mind that Charity would not be
taken in by anything Ray could tell her.


"I asked you can I try it!"


"Yeah, man ... go ahead!" Don said, airily. "But I'm going to watch you
work!"


"But no interference!" Ray warned.


"Okay! No interference ..."


"Split ... and meet me at my house ... my folks are gone ... some kind
of meeting in Chicago ..."


"When?"


"Oh, like an half hour."


Don rose to his feet and ambled down the picturesque mall toward where
he had parked his motorbike next to Ray's enclosed van. Christ! This is
crazy! I'm going to be watching ... while he tries to get Charity into
the sack! That's what I want, myself! .... And, I didn't want some other
guy in on the act! Come to think of it, though ... there's a lot of
sharing, like that ... when you're on the street!


* * *


... But, she had enjoyed it. The rapture, the ecstasy of the moment was
more than she had ever dreamed! She had soared to bursting orgasm under
him, but still that sense of right and wrong was with her, strong in her
to the point of disgust. After all ... sex activity between brother and
sister was one of the strongest taboos of civilized man, and she had
violated it! Dear God! It'll never happen again! That's one thing I know
for sure! ... I'll never let Donnie know that we're only half-sister and
brother! Heaven only knows what he'd do!


That had been the third and worst blow of all! Their mother had run away
... copped out on them, unable, apparently, to face the consequences of
her own actions; however, before leaving, she had written a note to
Charity, the words of which still burned, indelibly, into her mind. It
was this terrible knowledge that had pierced her heart like a
cold-bladed dagger, a knife that had been twisted in her, for good
measure. GABRIEL SCOTT IS NOT YOUR REAL FATHER. HE DOESN'T KNOW THIS,
AND THERE WOULD BE LITTLE POINT, NOW, IN TELLING HIM. THERE IS ALSO NO
NEED FOR ME TO TELL YOU HIS NAME ... EXCEPT TO TELL YOU THAT HE WAS A
FINE AND GOOD MAN, A MAN WHO GAVE HIS LIFE FOR HIS COUNTRY. HE DIED IN
KOREA. HE NEVER KNEW THAT OUR LOVE HAD RESULTED IN THE BIRTH OF A
BEAUTIFUL DAUGHTER, YOU ... MY OWN CHARITY. YOU'LL NEVER KNOW HOW
DIFFICULT IT WAS TO MAKE THE DECISION TO GIVE YOU UP ... A DECISION I
SHOULD HAVE MADE BEFORE YOU WERE BORN! INSTEAD, I PRACTICALLY FORCED
GABE TO MARRY ME ... AND SUCCEEDED ONLY IN BOTCHING UP ALL OF OUR LIVES
....


There was more; her mother's letter had been full of recriminations,
confession, outpourings of love and some irrational reasoning ... But,
Dear God ... why did she run? Why did she cop- out ... when I need her
the most? Oh, God ... I want my mom! I've never felt so alone ... and
lost! What can I do? I know for sure .... that I can't stay at home!
Ugh! The way dad ... er Gabe ... looks at me ... I just know he wants me
... lusts after me ... that's what it really is! It's pure animal lust!


In her own mind, she was sure that she had done the wisest thing in
getting out of the house where she would be safe, because almost
anywhere else -- the street especially -- would make it impossible for
her mother's husband to get at her. She was not sure just how she would
make sure it was safe to return; it would be safer, she had decided,
while Donnie was there. Perhaps, she would telephone, disguising her
voice and pretending that she was a girl friend of her brother's. If
Donnie came on the wire, she would explain it to him ... but if Gabe
answered, she'd hang up.


She had walked, disconsolately, along the shopping mall, looking into
store windows, wasting time that only seemed to drag itself, limpingly,
along and finally buying and drinking a Coke for its nutritional, sugary
lift. She had made the Coke last a long time as she had sipped at it,
slowly, and observed the many shoppers, mentally cataloging their
various and eccentric ways. Hers was a good eye for character and for
action that revealed that character, her interest in and training in
drama standing her in good stead, as she played this little game by
herself.


Later, as she tired, she found a comfortable seat near the central
fountain and watched its changing patterns. It was a restful release
from her own emotional anguish, and she lost herself, momentarily, in
the cooling display of the shimmering columns of water.


The adolescent voice interrupted her enjoyment. She glanced up at the
speaker and recognized him as one of Donnie's acquaintances.


"So, Charity ... you split from school and went truant ...?"


She answered too quickly, "I-It's the first time ... really .... I just
couldn't s-stand to go to school, today ..."


"That's all right. I'm not a hookey fuzz!" he grinned. "I was just
kidding ..."


"You're a friend of Donnie's, aren't you?" Charity asked, regaining her
confidence, somewhat.


"Yeah ..." He sat down beside her, lounging easily.


"Have you seen him, today?"


"No!" he lied.


She heaved a deep sigh. "I wish I could see him ..." Then, she went on,
"What did you say your name was ...?"


"I didn't ... but it's Ray ... Ray Donahue!"


He leaned back watching her, narrowly, a half-grin still plastered on
his face. It was going to be something else, he told himself, when he
laid it on her. Christ! I'll bet she can't get into the sack fast enough
when I'm through with her!


"I'm glad to know you, Ray," Charity said, turning back to watch the
water. "I just love to watch ..."


Ray cut in, fast, "You're going to get to know me real well!"


Turning to face him, quizzically, puzzled at his statement, she said,
"Oh ... how come ...?" She was completely innocent of his intentions.


He lowered his voice but said with firm steeliness, "You and I are going
to have a little party!"


"Wh-What do you mean ...?"


"A little sex party ... you're going to crawl into the sack with me ...
for some fucking!"


Charity jumped to her feet, instantly, ready for flight. "You're
d-disgusting!" she spat. "I'll do n-no such thing!"


Desperately, she looked around, trying to decide which way to go, run,
if necessary, to escape his blatantly open proposition. Oh, dear God ...
he's revolting! If I have to I'll run to the nearest store ... and call
for the police!


He reached for her wrist and jerked her back down beside him, his grin
still in evidence. "Don't try to run!" he ground out. "Stick around and
listen to the reasons why you're going to do what I say!"


Eyes blazing, she said, "Why? Wh-Why should I-I ...?"


"To stay out of Juvie! You ever been there ... it's just like a jail ...
you know?"


Curious passersby eyed them, but Ray kept his voice low so that words
could not reach them, as he held her tight, the pressure on her wrist
painfully firm. "... And, don't make a bad scene! Just listen!" he
finished.


"You're hurting my wrist! Let me go ... p-please ...!"


Ray relaxed his steel-fingered grip on her wrist, slightly, saying, "I
don't want to hurt you! Just stay put and listen to what I've got to
say! Then, you can make up your mind what you want to do!"


It was completely unreal to her. She was sitting near the middle of the
beautiful downtown shopping mall, near the fountain, in the midst of a
sunshiny afternoon with hundreds of people walking about, shopping and
chatting ... and she was being held, against her will, to listen to the
vile mouthings of this gangly youth, Ray Donahue ... a supposed friend
of her brother's.


It couldn't happen! It just could not be!


As he relaxed his grip, she sat forward, poised for flight, like a game
bird. All right, she would listen ... for a while. She was curious, now,
to know what it was all about.


Picking up his remark concerning Juvenile Hall, she asked, "Wh-What are
you s-saying about Juvie? I-I've never done a- anything b-bad to be sent
there!" Unconsciously, she also kept her voice low, not wanting anyone
in the passing crowd to hear the crazy conversation in progress.


"All right," he said, leering at her, "I'm going to lay it on you! Now,
listen close! Donnie's been laying you ... and I know it ..."


Charity gasped, her face draining of color, "N-No ... no! That isn't
t-true!"


"Don't try to lie! I know it for a fact!" he snapped. "Now .... our
hung-up society doesn't like that sort of thing ... and one word from me
... and they'd be coming to take you away from that lewd and unsavory
environment ... and you know where they'd put you ....? In Juvie!"


Dear God ... how could he know? Nobody would know ... unless ....
u-unless D-Donnie told ...!


Unbidden tears began to flow unchecked. "N-No ... no ... oh, my God ...
n-no!" she sobbed, her heart breaking once again with the realization
that, somehow, she had been betrayed, yet another time by someone she
loved dearly. "I-It's impossible! Donnie w- wouldn't do that ...!"


"What?" Ray shot back. "Lay you?"


"N-No ... t-tell anybody ... about it ...?" she murmured.


"Then ... he did! You just admitted it, yourself!" he pursued,
relentlessly.


Suddenly, she realized his entrapment of her. She had been so confused,
her thinking twisted and her emotions so turned inside out that she had
fallen, innocently, into his snare.


"N-No ... that's ..." she stopped, aghast, her mind a turmoil. Dear God!
What could she do?


"It's no good, Baby Doll! I've got you right where I want you!" he
rasped. "Now, by God ... we'll play by my rules! You know what I want
... don't you? ... And, if I don't get it I drop a few hints to the
fuzz!"


All of her resources of resistance seemed to drop away from her. She
couldn't fight back, any more. There seemed to be nothing but the bleak
prospect of doing as he demanded. Her body slumped into a pose of abject
defeat.


Then, as if to clinch his argument, Ray added, "... Of course, they'll
pick Don up, too ... and it's bound to get into the papers!"


"I-I don't believe y-you ..." Charity said, forlornly, trying, again, to
find some chink in his argument.


"All right ... you want to try? You want to get up and split, right now
... and see what happens? If you do ... go ahead! ... But, you'd be in
what they call protective custody, tomorrow! They'll take you out of
that nasty, immoral home ... and lock you up in Juvie! Public morals
have to be defended!" He piled words on her, snowing her under the
deluge of lies and half-truths.


Charity was silent for long moments; finally, she said, "... And, if I
d-do what you s-say ... y-you won't b-bother me again ... and y-you
won't tell ...?"


Ray's eyes lit up. He had won! Christ! It was like taking candy away
from a baby! Easy, man ... easy as pie!


"Whatever's fair ... if that's the way you want it!" he chuckled.


Her voice was full, flat, "Y-You don't g-give me much choice ...."


"We're going to split, now!" he directed. "We're going to walk down to
my van ... and get into it! Man! You and me are going to have a real
ball ... with some real nice goodies!"


He rose to his feet, reached for her hand and raised her to her feet,
slipping an arm, casually, around her small waist. He went on, "Like,
why don't you dry up your tears ... and smile at the nice, square people
... you look like you're going to your own execution!"


"You've s-said it ... exactly! That's the way I-I do feel!" Charity told
him.


Chapter 9


Charity remembered little of the ride to Ray's house; her mind was in a
complete whirl, her thoughts entering and leaving in rapid order, her
confusion complete, her emotions turned topsy-turvy with her new
concern, not only for herself but for Donnie as well. She did know that
there was some truth in what Ray had told her; however, she was not sure
what the attitude of the law was toward incest. She just knew that it
was wrong ... and that somehow she and Donnie had been exposed. Dear
God! Perhaps he had only guessed ... or jumped to a conclusion, a
conclusion that had been correct; then he had merely played a bluff.
God! What if he's bluffing!


It was a ray of hope. She turned to him and said, "Ray ... y- you don't
h-have any proof ... just hearsay ..."


He grinned over at her, confidently, eyes hooded, "You want to bet on
that ...? Or do you want me to name the time and place?"


"N-No ..."


She dropped back into her inner absorption, the maelstrom of her
thoughts giving her little comfort, and she didn't notice when they
passed Donnie's motorbike parked at the curb a block away from Ray's
house.


Donnie, sitting on the curb, watched Donahue's van pass with Charity in
the passenger's seat. He whistled through his teeth. Christ! I didn't
think he could do it! I wonder what he laid on her?


Morosely, he sat waiting for another five minutes before mounting the
cycle and riding the short distance to Ray's parents' home. The house
was a California ranch style, set back from the street, low and long,
sandwiched between two Victorian houses. Obviously, one of the old homes
had been torn down to be replaced with the modern house.


Parking the van in the triple garage, Ray ushered Charity into the
affluence of his parents' home. The quality and obvious expense was
reflected in the furniture and accessories.


A few moments before, when she had dismounted from Ray's van, she had
had a terrific impulse to break away from him and run ... run for her
life, but his firm grip on her arm had dissuaded her. Now, as she looked
around at the costly surroundings, seeing at the same time, the gangly,
long-haired youth in his sub-culture garb of jeans, boots, fringed
leather jacket and beads, she couldn't help but wonder what it was, in
him, that made him want to reject it all.


Charity sank down onto a soft couch and ran her fingers over the richly
sculptured material. "I-It's beautiful!" she said. "Such a l-lovely home
..."


The sneer on his face surprised her, as he said with derision, "It's
only money, Doll ... but, like my old man doesn't know what to do with
it!"


"Wh-What do you mean ...?"


His voice was harsh. "Things!" he spat. "He's just like
all the rest! He doesn't give a fuck about people!"


"A-and you ... you care about p-people ...? she trembled. "...
But I-I get the idea y-you're trying t-to use me ... like I was ... a
thing ...!"


Ray stood on wide-spread legs before her, his face livid, "You're a
smart little bitch!" he grated.


The door chimes sounded. He left her to go to the door, grunting,
"I wonder who in hell this could be ...?" His grin was barely
concealed from her; he knew it would be Don Scott, her ever- loving
brother.


"Don!" he exclaimed in mock surprise. "Come in ... join
the party!"


"Party ...? What party?" Don asked, going along with Ray.


"Like, you know ... there's three of us, now! Charity's here!"


"Charity ...?" He walked in, feigning surprise, "What are
you doing here?"


She sprang to her feet, shock and surprise on her mobile face.
"Donnie!"


"Yeah ... it's me ..." He sat down, sprawling carelessly.


She stood there, in utter confusion, looking from one to the other of
them, stupidly, feeling as though she should say something to explain
why she was there. Her open, innate honesty compelled her to say, dully,
"He kn-knows ..."


"K-knows what?"


"A-About us?" she answered, miserably.


"Like crap!" Donnie spat, looking hard and mean at Ray, who
stood watching them, a slight sneer on his face. "You want to
split, Char? If you do ... we'll do it now!"


Charity heard his offer to take her away, but the fear of exposure, the
possibility of publicity -- friends and classmates at school learning of
their depravity, the scandal of it rocking the town, the attendant
gossip, the stares, the jibes and the innuendoes -- plus the fact that
both she and Donnie would be placed in Juvenile Hall, if a word of it
got out to people in authority, such as the district attorney, made her
hesitate. He doesn't understand! Dear God! I don't want anything like
that t-to happen to m-me ... and most of all I-I don't want anything to
happen to Donnie! What can I do ...?


"I-I can't, Donnie ... I just c-can't! Don't you understand?"
she sobbed, hot tears beginning to glisten in her eyes.


"Okay, Char ... you know what you want to do," he told her,
but Donnie knew that in letting her follow the course she had chosen, he
had, almost literally, given her to Ray Donahue. His eyes bored into
Ray's, as he swiveled to look at the tall boy. He went on, "I don't
know what you laid on her Ray ... but you must have come on pretty
strong! What's next in this farce of yours?"


"Well ... for starters ... how about some drinks? My old man's got
one of the best stocked bars in town!"


"Make mine Scotch on the rocks!" Donnie said, trying to appear
worldly and man-about-townish.


"I-I don't want anything t-to drink ..." she said. Her voice
was small, frightened.


"I'll make a special one for you," Ray leered. "I know
you'll like it ... after you've tried it!"


"Is it a-alcoholic ...?"


"Yeah ... it's got a little ... but it's more like a punch,"
he assured, as he went to mix for them.


He brought drinks; Scotch for him and Don ... and a slightly
green-tinted milky looking drink for Charity. Ray raised his glass and
said, mockingly, "Well, since we're playing square ... drinking,
instead of toking up ... here's looking up yours!"


Charity sipped. It tasted good, but she didn't know what it was. She was
going to ask, decided against it and drank from the glass. The liquid
slid down her throat, easily, and was not at all unpleasant. There was a
slight warmth from the alcohol, but not enough to alarm her. She had
seen too much of her father's drunkenness. A long time ago, she had
decided that indulgence in drinking would not be for her. This drink was
different. It didn't seem to be at all strong.


Flopping carelessly into a soft chair and flinging his boots onto the
surface of the beautifully inlaid coffee table, Ray watched her,
narrowly, as he sucked on his own drink. If I can get another one of
those down her ... she'll be fucking like a mink! Christ! I can hardly
wait! ... But, I'll have to play it cool ... cool as hell!


He flipped through some of the long-play records stacked on top of the
stereo unit at his elbow, selected a driving, hard rock, put it on the
spindle and started the machine. The driving twang of the guitars and
the high, nasal vocal thundered into the room through a special hi-fi
speaker system.


Charity listened and sipped at her drink; before she knew it she had
finished it. In a few moments, Ray thrust another at her, a big friendly
grin on his face.


"No, thank you," she said, politely.


"We're having another round, too ... you might as well drink up
..." He left the pernod on the coffee table before her.


A few moments later, she reached for the drink, automatically. She hated
to let it go to waste. Sipping steadily she was more than halfway
through the second drink when it hit her. There was a warmth in her
belly, seeming to exude to all parts of her body ... and there was a
certain headiness, an almost giddy feeling. More important, though, she
felt glowing warmth in her loins, and she shifted her position. Strange!
She hadn't felt it before! God! What was that stuff? Is it s-some kind
of ... sex drug ... something that would make people do it?


Abruptly, she set the glass down, a wild, cornered look appearing in her
eyes. "Ugh!" she said aloud.


"What's with you, Doll ... I thought you liked that drink?"
Ray Donahue asked.


"I-It tastes good ... but I think there m-must be something in it
... something strong that sneaks up on you!" She felt a sudden
weakness in her knees as she tried to stand up.


Instantly, the tall youth was beside her, steadying her; he leered down
at her, as he slipped a sinewy arm around her waist. "That was
pernod you had ... it's almost as good a turn on as pot!" he
explained.


"I-I don't understand ...?"


"I mean you're just about ready to fuck! That stuff works ...
almost every time!" he gloated.


"Oh, n-no ..." she said weakly. Somewhere in that morass of
confused thinking that had been hers for some time, now, she had thought
that if she must go through with the sex thing with this vile, young
monster, perhaps, she could do it with no involvement. Now, even that
dim hope was smashed. She had been tricked into drinking something that
was an aphrodisiac; pernod, he had called it. Dear God! Now, I won't be
able to help myself ... at a-all! I-I'll be completely at his mercy!


Don Scott had been pretty sure that it was absinthe pernod that Ray had
given his sister. He knew very little about it himself, except the fact
that it had been outlawed almost every place in the world. "Where'd
your old man get that stuff, Ray?"


"Connections, man! You got money ... you can get anything!"
Ray bragged.


Vaguely, then, for the first time, Donnie began to see his friend in a
different light, and he began to wonder: Damn! He's playing both sides
... making out like he's one of us ... talking about going on the
street, but hanging on to what he's got going for him here! Christ! I'll
bet when the time comes to split he'll run like hell the other way!


Don watched with more than a little interest, the scene that was
transpiring before his very eyes, for now, quite obviously, his sister
was reacting to the effects of the drink. Ray's arm around her waist
shifted now to turn her to face him, his other arm going around her,
drawing her up tight to him, the obvious bulge of the erection under his
jeans pressing into her belly, and unbidden, Don realized that his own
penis lurched with desire.


As Ray gathered her into his arms, plastering her loins to his, and she
became aware of the warmth and the bulk of his hardness against her, she
stiffened as though she had been drenched in ice-cold water; her body
arched back away from him, her hands pushing, futilely, against his
chest in an attempt to escape his embrace.


"No ... n-no ... this is crazy! I-I can't ... let you ...!"
Her eyes swept the room, desperately. Donnie was there. She looked at
him, pleadingly, "Don ... D-Donnie ... please ..."


"Hell ... Char ... you made up your mind to stay ..." he said.


He could have said something different; there was even the possibility
that he could have taken her away, but something perverse in him wanted
to see his sister trapped, seduced. His own desire for her was too
great. Christ! He had to have her, too!


"Don't make such a big scene out of it, Doll! It's going to happen ...
no matter what ... so stop fighting it!" Ray leered down into her face,
still holding her tight to him.


Suddenly, then, she realized there was nothing she could do. Donnie had
refused to help her; he was willing, almost, it seemed to her, to stand
by and watch her humiliation and debasement. She stopped struggling and
slumped against him, helplessly. Dear God! What have I done ...? Her
mouth fell open in disbelief that her brother could do this dreadful
thing to her.


Then, she felt Ray's searching hands upon her body, moving from her
waist to cup and massage the rounded firmness of her buttocks through
her light skirt. Her face flamed with shame and embarrassment as his
long, lean hands moved intimately over her tense, fear-stricken body.
Desperately, she tried once again, "P- Please ... let m-me go ..."


"Not a chance! You're going to get fucked, now ... whether you want to
or not! I'm so goddamned hot I can't wait to get between those hot
looking legs of yours!" he grunted, leaning down to capture her mouth
with his own.


Again, she struggled in his arms, trying to free herself, but she was
helpless against his greater strength, and his lips closed on hers,
engulfing her soft, moist lips completely, his tongue lashing between
her lips and against her teeth lustingly. He held her tight against him
with one hand while the other searched for the zipper of her skirt,
found it, unfastened and zipped it down, giving the waistband a tug and
moving away from her, momentarily, to allow her skirt to fall to the
floor around her ankles. Quickly, then, he clasped her close, his mouth
welded to hers, his hot hands digging into the rounded hemispheres of
her firm young buttocks that were covered, now, only by a wisp of white
nylon panty. Tighter yet, he forced his pelvis against her, his height
placing the throbbing bulge of his erection hard and unresisting against
the softness of her belly. She could feel it outlined there long and
hard ... and, to her complete surprise an uncontrollable tremor of
desire rippled through her.


My God! Something ... something entirely unwanted was happening inside
her. She was actually feeling ungovernable little sensations of sexual
excitement that seemed to alternate with those other feelings of shame
and repulsion at his demanding hands and mouth upon her. Momentarily,
again, she tried to resist him, attempting to pull away, but as she
opened her mouth to shout out negative words, to scream, if necessary,
his tongue pillaged her mouth, slipping past the barrier of her teeth to
joust with her mobile lingual member. Galvanic sensations shot through
her, and she relaxed into his arms, her mouth beginning to suck, her own
tongue searching for more of the essence of his lustful mouth.


"Oh ... oh ... oh ...!" she moaned, as he drew her unresisting body down
to the soft cushions of the davenport, a sinewy hand covering a full,
up-tilted breast, instantly, to massage and tantalize.


Ray broke the contact of their kiss, and as he pushed her back on the
cushions, smiled down at her, a smile of pure lust, his hands never
leaving her for a moment. His voice was a dry croak. "Can't help it ...
can you?"


Dumbly, she looked up at him, lost in the morass of sensations that
surged in her.


He went on, "Damn ... you're really hot ... hot enough to fuck, right
now!" Leaning back, he fumbled with his belt to loosen it.


Watching them from across the room, Don cut in, "Hell ... why don't you
take her in the bedroom? This is no place for this scene, man!"


The gangly youth looked up at the girl's brother; he had almost
forgotten his presence. "Yeah ... okay ..." Swiftly, he stood to his
feet, leaned down and picked Charity up, lightly; with seemingly
effortless ease he carried her down the hallway to the master bedroom.
Don had anticipated his choice and went into the room ahead of them;
quickly, he stripped the coverlet and blankets from the bed, tossing
them, carelessly, to a small slipper chair.


For an instant, the auburn-haired girl stiffened in his arms,
resistingly, but as she saw that Don was now helping by preparing the
bed for her further debasement, she collapsed into herself, an inkling
of understanding coming to her. Dear God! Donnie wants me .... t-too!
Her thought was confirmed by the tremendous bulge she saw in her
brother's jeans. N-No ... no! Not both of them at the same time!
OOOoooh, My God!


The insane idea ricocheted inside her skull, the monstrous thought
almost more than she could bear. It's impossible! I-I can't ... not with
my own brother ... a-again! I v-vowed it would n-never ... never
h-happen ... again!


... But, Ray's hands, his tongue, exploring her mouth ... and the pernod
had set her whole being aflame with sensual desire. As she lay in the
middle of the big bed, now, where the tall youth had place her, she
looked up at the two boy-men, dumbly, her eyes eloquently pleading for
mercy; then, uncontrollably and in spite of her revulsion, she raised
her knees, and began to rub her thighs together. It was a completely
unconscious action.


Now, Ray eased his lanky frame down onto the bed, reached down and
pulled off his boots, dropping them, heavily, to the floor. >From the
corner of his eye, he saw the slight movement of her thighs and the
slightly undulating roll of her hips.


One of his long-fingered hands reached out to her leg and moved down the
soft, warmth of her inner thigh ... moved slowly and inexorably along
the sculpted column toward the white crotch band of her nylon panties
that barely covered her pussy area. She felt it, intensely,
anticipatingly, but there was still in her some vestige of resistance.
With a moan, she straightened out her legs flat on the bed, trapping his
hand between her tightly tensed thighs and the sheet-covered mattress.


He extracted his hand and glowered at her, "What's with it, Doll ...
getting touchy, now?"
"P-Please ... Ray ... Donnie ..." she begged, "p-please don't ...." Her
head swiveled between them, pleadingly.


Donnie, lounging on the foot of the bed, watching her closely, said,
gruffly, "It's too late, Char! Christ ... I'm getting hot for you, too!"


Her piercing wail keened sharply in the room. "Noooo!"


"Why not?" Don asked. "After all ... we've already ..."


She wanted to tell him, desperately, that she didn't trust Ray Donahue.
"He m-might ..." she began.


"Might what ...?"


"T-Tell on u-us ... anyway ..."


Her brother looked over hard and deadly at the other youth, "Not one
word, Ray ... not one, because we're both going to be in on the act,
now! I'm going to fuck her, too!"


It hadn't worked the way she thought it would. Everything had taken a
different turn. Now, it was out in the open; Donnie had just said it ...
said that he wanted to ... Dear God! What can I do ...?


The feeling of overwhelming aloneness and helplessness was strong in
her. She had been drugged ... and her brother had been a party to it.
She was desolate ... and betrayed, again!


Then, Ray hissed down at her, "And no more of that stupid yelling!
Christ ... we don't want the neighbors thinking the wrong things!"


Turning away, he stood up, finished unbuckling his belt, unbuttoned his
jeans and slipped them from his long legs. His shirt and undershirt
followed; then, with tantalizing slowness he slipped his jockey shorts
over his hips to release his lancing hardness to her surprised gaze.


Charity didn't want to look at it; she tried to tear her eyes away from
it, but the length of his hardened member, standing out from his hairy
loins held a perverse fascination for her ... and yet there was also
revulsion for the things she knew now that the male organ was capable of
doing. She had forgotten, temporarily, the exploding orgasm she had
experienced with Donnie. Oh, My Dear God ... he's so huge! Sudden fear
quivered in her. God! She had to get out of there! Run! Get out of that
beautiful, soft bed ... and run ... far away!


... But, she was paralyzed, as Ray leaned over her, stretched out his
hand and began to slither it up and down the smooth flesh of one
trembling leg, moving it ever upward, until his hand brushed teasingly
over her nylon-encased pubic hair, allowing the contact to linger,
perceptibly, the light, tantalizing pressure against the vibrant flesh
of her delicate, inflamed vagina. She closed her eyes to blot out the
obscene vision of him, attempting with all her strength to get herself
under control.


Hands began to unbutton her blouse, a different pair of hands. Donnie!
Donnie was undressing her, now. Opening her tightly closed eyes, she
looked up with disbelief into his smiling ones, noting at the same time
that he had removed some of his clothing, also. He was naked from the
waist up.


"Oh, D-Donnie ... please ... d-don't ... I she mumbled.


For answer, he flipped open her blouse, lifted her upper body,
brusquely, and stripped the garment from her; then, he unhooked her bra,
deftly removing it with swift motions and flung it toward the
modernistic double dresser along the wall where it joined her blouse.
Lowering her back to the bed, a low moan of desire coming from his
lust-distorted mouth, he sprawled beside her, avid hands grasping for
the mounding firmness of her breasts, his mouth finding and engulfing a
spiky, berry-like nipple to suck and nibble.


His hands on her tender flesh were, at once, cruel and inciting, as he
clawed at them, feeling the silky smoothness of their firm, young
womanliness.


"God ..." he said, mouthing his words around the puckering areola of her
hardened nipple, "You're something else, Char!"


She should have felt revulsion for what he was doing; her sense of
decency, of right and wrong was not completely destroyed yet. She knew
it was wrong ... she had vowed that it would never happen, again, but
the slashing sensuousness that arced in her as he massaged her breasts
and sucked on a nipple was too much for her. There was nothing she could
do to stop him; the fiery rapture being generated down between her
thighs, aided by the pernod caused her to undulate her breasts up to
him, offering them to her own brother, while below, her hips began to
move in tiny salacious circles. Her desire was, for the moment, in
supreme command.


Charity moaned aloud, "OOooh! Oh, Donnie ... oh, my God! D-
Donnnnniiiiiee!"


Then, while her brother was sending ecstatic thrills stampeding through
her, as he shifted his voracious mouth to the other breast, below, she
felt Ray grasp the waistband of her panties, and with one slow teasing
movement roll them down over her hips and trembling legs. They were her
last protection; now, they were gone, and she lay naked and ashamed on
the bed, her lovely nudity even more of a sexual goad to the two boys.


Now, she felt Ray ease himself down on the bed and stretch out beside
her, his warm, sinewy body pressing up close to her. He was lying on his
side, she knew, because the hardness of his erect maleness pressed into
the white smoothness of her thigh. Dear God! It's so hot ... and hard!


When Ray lay down beside her, his hands still roaming over her body, at
will, Donnie left her breasts, momentarily, and Ray sought her luscious
mouth with his own. He took her in his arms and kissed her, deeply,
probing' with his tongue, until she responded, opening her mouth to him,
her own oral member intertwining with his. His rampant, hardened cock
was trapped between them; suddenly, she felt it jerk against her thigh,
and there was a sensation of wetness there. It must be a tiny drop of
semen from his excitement, she thought hazily. At that instant, she had
to repress a sudden desire to reach down between them to grasp it ... to
feel its virile hardness. N-No ... no ... I-I can't! I can't give in to
them completely! Oh God, How did I-I get into this?


The bed sagged as her brother stretched out on the other side of her.
She knew by the contact of his body as he pressed up against her that
he, too, was now completely naked. She could feel, distinctly, the
outline of his rock-hard penis made on her own warm thigh.


Charity just couldn't believe it; this couldn't be happening to her.
What was left of her reasoning mind tried, halfheartedly, to sort out
her confused thoughts. She could find no solution. She was hopelessly
trapped, and there seemed to be no way out for her. Unwittingly, her own
fears ... and the pernod had brought her to this complete impasse.


Anxious, now, his passion growing each moment, Ray raised his head,
surrendering her lips and leaned up on an elbow. Almost on the instant,
Donnie's lips were on hers replacing Ray in the deep, passionate kiss.
Their tongues jousted, momentarily, before his lingual member snaked
deeper into her mouth.


Her whole body was a mass of libidinous sensation as she lay on her back
between the two naked, virile boy-men their stiff cocks on either side
pressed up hard against the warm, smooth, milk-white flesh of her
shapely thighs. Again, Ray's hands roamed at will over her lush, young
womanliness, seeking all the female contours of her curvaceous body, and
against her will, she found herself, perversely, enjoying having this
strange boy's hands move so provocatively on her now defenseless
nakedness.


The sudden, moist warmth of Ray's mouth on her sensate breasts made her
start with surprise. As she jerked away, turning her head to break the
kiss, a small groan escaped her, "Oh ... OOooh!" Then, her brother was
whispering in her ear, reassuring her, "It's all right, Char ...
everything's going to be okay! I'm here with you ... and I won't let
anything bad happen to you ..."


"Oh ... D-Donnie ..." she whispered back, "I-I'm s-scared ... a-and I-I
d-don't want to ... to d-do it ...!"


"We're all past the point of no return! It's going to happen! It's got
to happen now! You're going to get fucked like you've never imagined ...
by both of us at the same time!"


"NOOooo ...! Oh, my God ... no ... D-Donnie ... I-I don't want to be a-a
gangbang!"


He recaptured her mouth, effectively stopping her outcry, his tongue
probing her oral cavern, hungrily, and she could feel the moist warmth
of Ray's lips on her sensitive breasts, the nipples spiking out hard
under his stroking hand, their areolas puckering pinkly as he sucked
them up into his mouth, alternately.


Arcingly, the high-voltage passion ignited in her by Ray's hands and
mouth, and the deepness of Don's searching kiss was being built up in
her, unbearably. The searching mouth on the sensate mounds of her white,
velvety breasts was driving her wild with insane desire. It seemed that
there was no resisting the slashing, electric fire that had begun to run
rampant and unchecked through her belly and aroused loins.


With a conscious act of will, she pressed her thighs tightly together
again in an effort to deny the heightening desire that seared her
genitals. Somehow, she must stop this insane charade .... but if she
could not stop it, at least, there was no reason why she should enjoy
it. After all, she was there, against her will. She had been frightened
into coming here with Ray, in the first place ... and now, there were
two boys -- one of them her own brother -- who wanted and desired her
nakedness.


Then, Ray's mouth left her throbbing breasts and his body slid
downwards, his mouth trailing across the smooth, flat plane of her
belly, stopping momentarily to pay court to her navel.


It was only a few moments, but the passage of time was distorted as she
felt him move lower, ever lower, until at last, his searching mouth was
just above the soft, auburn curls of her sparse young pubic mound and
his strong, lean hands were reaching down to spread her thighs firmly.
There was no doubt in her mind, then, as to what he intended to do to
her. He was going to use his mouth on her to lick and suck her into
complete submission to his will. Oh, God! How can I-I fight them? I
d-don't want it t-to happen!


Charity groaned with uncontrolled anguish as her brother, Don, squeezed
her breasts, teasing the nipples of them between his thumb and
forefinger, then pulling his head away to break the open- mouthed kiss,
only to move his head, instantly, to the up-tilted hardness of her pink,
berry-like nipples. He took one between his lips, moving it rapidly in
and out while at the same time maintaining a strong sucking pressure on
it. She gasped. It was a breathtaking sensation! Involuntarily, she
reached down to cup the other breast up to him, inviting him to treat it
the same way. She would never know why she did it ... but suddenly, it
was there in her. It was almost as if she were, symbolically, offering
her body to them, now. Then, there was the sudden realization that she
could not keep herself uninvolved. She was in it, now! She was reacting
... almost enjoying ... even cherishing having these two potent boys
doing wild, insane things to her. It was a definite surprise to her. How
could she have changed? She hadn't wanted it .... this way!


Below, Ray had parted her legs, spreading them widely, his head
following, his mouth and teeth moving, now, on the soft, white flesh of
her smoothly-rounded inner thighs. He nipped at her warm, pliant skin
with his teeth, gently, his mouth like a searing torch on her as his
lips followed, kissing her warmly and moistly; finally, his searching
lips found the coraline division of her vagina, the thin bearded slit
moist and pulsating from the exudation of her womb. Deliberately, his
tongue moved there, up and down the narrow crevice, boring searchingly,
finally into the portal of her vagina. Under the blinding impact of the
slashing sensations generated in her, her hips began to move, grinding
in tiny circles under her, undulantly, her mounting desire, now, almost
completely out of control. Now, I'm getting all warm ... and moist down
there ... a-and it's starting t-to feel like ... l- like I-I want them
to do it! She was responding to them, against her will. My God! She just
couldn't let it go on and on. They couldn't subdue her like this ...
humiliate her ... debase her with their blatant sexuality. For all of
her right desires, there was the counter balancing effect of her own
unbidden sexual sensations. They were too much for her; she couldn't
fight it any longer. OOoooh, oh! They're driving me crazy! Their mouths
... their hands on me ... i-it's more than I can s-stand!


Below, Ray shifted his lanky body to kneel between her widespread legs.
Placing his thumbs on either side of the sparsely hairfringed cunt, he
parted the fleshy lips of her vagina to expose its moist, pink channel.
He grunted as he noted the tight passage was clear of hymenal barrier.


"Christ ... that's a tight little cunt you got, baby ... but I see
you're not cherry!"


Vaguely, she was aware that he had spoken to her. She looked at him over
her brother's head and shoulders and asked, uncomprehendingly, "Wh-What
... I-I don't know what you m-mean?"


"Like you're not virgin!"


"Oh," she mumbled back, "Donnie ... s-stretched m-me ..."


"That figures!" Ray choked, looking down at the exposed cusp of her
thighs, again, where he saw secretions of clear, viscous fluids forming
in droplets to run part way down the inner side of her thigh, down
toward the tiny puckered mouth of her anus. He dropped his head down
between her legs, his mouth descending on that spot to blaze a passage
his hard, throbbing cock would soon follow.


His long tongue, agile and moist, found her sensate cuntal passage and
plunged into it to move in tiny circles inside, against the sensitive
inner lining, eliciting a moaning mewl of anguished pleasure from her
lips. At the same time, he felt her loins thrusting up toward him, and
her auburn-tressed head began to move helplessly from side to side in
uncontrollable response to him.


Ray shoved his face tight down into her seething loins, his tongue
flicking and curling into her open, waiting pussy, the urgency of her
upthrusting hips signaling clearly to him her needful passion. God damn!
What a little mink! She's almost ready to fuck, right now!


Inhaling deeply of the pungent, heady perfume of her womanliness, he
lost himself in savoring her vaginal exudation, its warm female taste
inciting his massive cock to more than steely readiness. Deeper, ever
deeper, he plunged his circling tongue into her; her moans of ecstatic
pleasure coming from deep in her throat, unceasingly, and her loins
began to move in steady, countering motions to the rhythm of his
tantalizing tongue deep in the hot slick depths of her vaginal passage.


Relentlessly, his tongue bored into her, and he paused only momentarily
to nip at the tender flanges of her tiny, petal-like cuntal lips with
his teeth, returning again to his tongue-thrusting titillation to bring
her ever closer to the peak of desire. Under his constant mouth caress,
she became a blazing inferno of passion.


Charity couldn't stand it any longer. My God! It had gone on so long ...
both of them doing vile, wicked ... but insanely pleasurable things to
her. Suddenly, she knew. She had to have them both! It had to go on to
completion, now! She wanted the strange boy, Ray ... to fuck her ... and
she wanted her brother, Donnie ... to fuck her ... again!


With a strong heaving motion, she arched her hips off the bed, shoving
her searing loins hard up into Ray's face and groaned aloud, "Oh!
OOOoooh! Yes! Yesssssss! Do it! Do it t-to m-me!"


Ray withdrew his tantalizing tongue, raised his head and looked up at
her, leeringly, through lust-filled eyes. "Do what to you ... Doll?" he
asked. "Christ! You know the words, don't you? Say it!"


She frowned her resentment. Remembering the lewd words Donnie had forced
her to say, she seethed, inwardly. Wasn't it enough that she had been
forced to come here, against her will, drugged with an aphrodisiac ...
and her secret loins licked and sucked into submission ... without
having to beg to be further humiliated and debased? She didn't want to
be a supplicant ... but there was her burning desire; she couldn't deny
it. She had to have a long, hard cock in her, now! Oh, God ... I-I'll go
crazy ... if they don't d- do s-something!


There was nothing she could do ... except ask ... beg them to fuck her,
now! All right! I-I'll do it! I-I have to do it ... or .... or ...


Her voice sounded strange, choked, unreal ... almost unrecognizable to
herself, as she mouthed the obscene words, "F- Fuck me! I-I want b-both
of y-you ... t-to fuck me ... now!"


Even as she said it, she didn't know how she could take them both God!
What am I-I s-saying? Th-That's impossible!


"You surprised me, Doll ... you do know how to ask!" Ray chortled. "...
And, you're going to get it ... but good! We'll fuck you so Goddamned
hard you won't be able to stand up!"


Ray wanted to be absolutely sure she was ready to explode before he
rammed his big prick in her. He could wait a little while longer. His
face disappeared into the soft furrow between her legs again, his
industrious tongue going unerringly to her throbbing clitoris in its
fleshy folds at the apex of her softly hair-ringed pussy.


Maddeningly, he licked, and she felt herself slipping into a crescendo
of intense pleasure, as lightning sensations flashed arcingly in her to
build into mammoth, surging, electric waves of ecstatic desire.


Unconsciously, uncontrollably but instinctively, her hips moved in time
to the insanely licking tongue of the tall youth, while at the same
time, she thrust her mounding breasts upward into her brother's face,
wanting them both, wanting more and more of everything sensual and
sexual, and she knew, somehow, that it was only a short way to the peak,
to the time when she would explode in a frantic frenzy of orgasm ...
cumming, cumming ... and cumming, again ... and again!


Except when they had pressed them hard into her thighs, one on either
side, neither of the two boys had touched her with their deliciously
hardened pricks, but in her imagination she could see them ... feel them
as they worked in her. She wanted it to be happening ... now! Oh, how
she wanted it! God! Oh, God! Why are th-they teasing m-me? I want their
big, hard c-cocks in me ... f- fucking me!


Then, Donnie raised himself up, kneeling above her, his rampant hardness
lancing out at an acute angle upward, its menacing length almost
frightening to her. He was saying words, now, but they were not directed
at her. "God damn it, Ray ... I can't wait any longer! Why don't we turn
her over ... you take her from the back ... and she can suck me off at
the same time!"


Kneeling up and leaving her seething genitals, momentarily, Ray agreed,
"Whatever's fair, man! I'm with you on that!"


As she lay there on the bed, prone, between the two kneeling boys,
Charity had a fleeting thought: It was as though she were a sacrificial
offering ... and the two boys were pagan high priests who offered up her
body on the altar bed of the Great God Sex. A second thought followed:
Dear God! I-I hadn't thought of that! That's the way ... I can t-take
both of them ... a-at the same time!


Then, in her memory, she saw, again, the perverted way in which that
strange man had fucked her mother's mouth, and she was aghast, rejecting
the idea almost as soon as it had formed in her befogged brain. N-No!
God! I-I couldn't!


She felt herself being shifted, her body being moved to positions to
suit them as though she were a marionette on the end of a
puppet-master's string. They turned her over and placed her on her
knees, her buttocks in the air only inches, she realized, dimly,
separating her widespread cunt from the massive, rock-hard cock that
stemmed from Ray's hairy loins. How obscene! It's like animals!


Charity's next sensation brought a delicious sigh to her lips, as she
felt Ray slide his hands, appreciatively over the rounded, soft
protuberances of her naked buttocks; then his finger was teasing against
her vaginal furrow, and she felt him insert one, two ... and finally
three fingers in the liquid depths between her open legs, moving them in
and out slowly and gently. She knew his purpose, after a moment; he was
stretching her. He had realized that she would have been too small and
tight for him, and she was thankful that he had taken care to insure her
pleasure. At that moment, she loved him ... loved him almost as much as
her brother. Oh! It felt so good!


Meanwhile, Don, who had been kneeling at her side, knee-walked himself
around until he was in front of her and sat back on his heels. His
hardened member, long and pulsing, pointed straight up at her face. She,
impulsively, turned her face away from it. There seemed to be something
wicked and evil in seeing his cock so close up. Dear God! It's so big!
How could I-I ever get it in m- my mouth?


"What's the matter, Char?" her brother asked, reaching both hands out to
her cheeks and bringing her face around to him, again.


She looked at him through agonized eyes. "I-I just c-can't do it ...
D-Donnie ... I keep r-remembering that awful man ... a-and what h-he did
t-to mom ..." she groaned brokenly.


"What's to worry, Sis ... that guy was some kind of sadist! I'll teach
you how to do it right," he assured her.


Ray, on his knees behind her kneeling body, moved in closer, now, and
withdrew his fingers from her moistly ready pussy, his hands going,
then, to her white, smoothly rounded buttocks to caress and massage
them.


Then, as he allowed one hand to continue its wandering search of her
exquisitely formed legs, his other hand reached down to massage and
fondle his hardened, massive cock. His long-fingered hand worked the
foreskin back and forth over the bulbous, blood- inflated head, and a
few drops of the thick, colorless lubricant spread over the shiny,
reddish surface of his throbbing cock-head.


Slowly, almost reluctantly, he took his hand away, and his prick stood
out rigid and throbbing, his heartbeat evident in its pulsing readiness.
His avid eyes were glued to her upturned and undulant pussy, the
flowered-open, moist cunt attracting him like a beacon, guiding him to
the tiny bearded lips, and he could see that she was more than ready to
receive his aching cock into her clasping cuntal passage.


Placing both hands, now on her waist where it curved in, swelling down
to her hips and feeling the warm, softness of her curling young pubic
hair, he pulled her back toward him, until the pulsating head of his
steel-hardened penis was brushing, teasingly, up against the warm, moist
furrow of her pussy.


The sudden, warm contact brought a moan of need to her lips, "OOoooh,
Ray ... go ahead and do it ... put it in ... a-and fuck m- me ...!"


Her use of the obscene word was like a spur to him. He ground out at
her, "Reach back ... and guide it in!"


Hesitatingly, she put a tiny, trembling hand back under and between her
thighs to reach out for the massive, blood-inflated cock that waited
there to enter her now greedily throbbing depths, but her hand stopped
short. She couldn't bring herself to touch it.


"Put it in ... Goddamn it! Put your hand around my cock and put it in
that tight, little cunt of yours!" he commanded.


"I-It's so b-big ..." she whimpered.


Suddenly, viciously, he slapped her flat-handed across the white,
rounded buttocks, his hand leaving a pink imprint on her velvety flesh.
The sudden pain of his blow galvanized her into instant action, as she
yelped in pain and surprise. Her hand went out, grasped the tumescent,
throbbing member waiting there and guided it to the trembling opening of
her vagina. Simultaneously, he pulled back on her hips, forcefully, the
heart-shaped head of his long, hard cock sliding with a tight resistance
into her moistly hot passage, the pressure he exerted as he pulled her
toward him impaling her and the elastic, coral flesh of her cuntal
channel stretched painfully to receive him, even though he had used
three of his fingers to prepare her earlier. Strange! She realized, as
his cock sunk into her from behind, the slap with his hand hadn't really
hurt her; there seemed to be something of pleasure in it, too, and she
knew that it was so. It was a pleasure-pain that bordered on ecstasy.


He stopped short, not allowing full penetration, yet. Only his giant,
blood-inflated head was in her, teasing and stretching the tender, moist
flesh of her young, seething pussy. As he held himself, immobile, he
felt her move back toward him, as her cunt tried hungrily to absorb more
of his massive hardness deeper into the searingly sensitive channel.


Ray squeezed and massaged at her hips and buttocks, running his hands
over her naked backside incessantly; then he began to shove his
tumescent prick into her throbbing pussy with slow and inexorable
pressure, deeper and deeper into her, feeling the ring of muscle at the
opening contract around the massive girth of his hardened member, and it
seemed to him, almost as though her tight, moist vagina was sucking him
into her, setting off tantalizing sparks of further stimulation in his
sensitive, blood-heated member.


With a final, forceful flexing motion of his hips he drove the last few
inches of his aching cock deep into her quivering depths, his loins
smacking up tight against and flattening her upturned ass cheeks.


The force of his plunge into her brought an involuntary gasp from
Charity's lips. Her lips rounded as his hairy loins smacked into her
full, rounded buttocks, and his long, hard cock went all the way in to
the very limit, the monstrous head flicking past her womb to lodge
solidly against the back wall of her vaginal sheath.


She was jolted forward as Ray rammed his hard maleness into her, and her
slightly opened lips brushed lightly against the velvet tip of her
brother's rampant prick. She hadn't realized that it would be that soft,
but she recoiled from the contact.


"Go ahead, Sis ... just open your mouth, now ... and let it slip right
in!" Donnie said. He moved himself closer to her, allowing the tip of
his shiny, blood-inflated cock to rest, solidly, against her soft, pink
lips.


Now, there was no further backing away, and as the warmth of his erect
member was transmitted to her lips, she felt a thrill that she couldn't
identify.


Donnie went on, "Cover your teeth with your lips ... and open your
mouth, Charity! You're going to learn how to suck cock, now!" His voice
was brittle commanding.


Under the impetus of that unidentified thrill which she now recognized
as anticipation, she remembered that she had almost halfway been tempted
to this very act ... when they had done it in Donnie's room. Silently,
she corrected herself. The night Donnie .... f-fucked me ... for the
first time!


Closing her eyes, she opened her lips, tentatively, and Donnie inched
himself toward her, pushing with his legs to enter the velvety head of
his aching cock into her still resisting mouth.


"Take it ... damn it!" he hissed at her. "Take it all!"


Charity ovalled her mouth more, opening her jaws, slightly, and heeding
his instructions, she folded her lips over her teeth, knowing,
instinctively, that she must, so that she wouldn't hurt him. Then,
slowly, as he pressed, firmly, she was forced to part her lips even
more, and the great head of his rampant prick was imbedded in the moist
warmth of her oral cavern.


Donnie exulted within himself. She's taking it! The sensations on the
head of his cock, as she used her tongue, now, to lick at it,
swirlingly, were almost making him go out of his mind.


The huge presence in her mouth was like nothing she had ever
experienced. There was a moment of hesitation ... of doubt, but once it
was there, locked immovably in her warm mouth, she flicked out her
tongue and moved it around the blood-engorged crown, savoring the
pungent flavor of it and finding it exciting ... something she had not
expected. After a few moments, she hollowed her cheeks and sucked on it,
experimentally; as she did it, she felt the throbbing tremor of
excitement her action was causing in Donnie.


Behind her, his big cock buried to the hilt in the moist confines of her
softly clasping cunt, the other boy, without warning suddenly withdrew
it several inches, until just the tip of it remained in her,
momentarily, and then rammed forward with all his young animal strength,
his lust-filled member tunneling back into her with the force of an
express train. As his hairy loins smacked into her, resoundingly, her
body jerked, rocking forward on her knees and elbows, and instantly, her
whole mouth was filled with her brother's lengthy, pulsating cock.


With Donnie's hardened, blood-inflated prick now imbedded deep in her
throat, she gagged, slightly, and closed her eyes, to help her control
the momentary feeling, using her tongue along the under side of the
massive shaft in an attempt to dislodge it, but the tantalizing, sucking
action on the sensitive cock-head only incited Donnie to force it
further up into her mouth.


Rocking forward on his knees, behind her, Ray flexed his expanding prick
deep in her moist, cuntal depths and was rewarded to feel her own
countering contractions, the walls of her vaginal passage clasping him
in a sheath of insanely sensate flesh; meanwhile, his hands continued to
move on her, unceasingly, caressing and massaging her quivering thighs
and buttocks, his fingers going down underneath her kneeling body along
her flat belly, as he reached around her upturned behind with his long
arms, and his long, middle finger went into the hair-lined furrow to
find her throbbingly sensitive clitoris. It was erectly alert and
pulsating under his finger as he stroked the miniature phallus,
teasingly.


Within her, every fiber of Charity's being was responding to the two
boys, the electric sexual desires building massive charges of heat
lightning in her loins that threatened to arc completely out of control,
to consume her ... to goad her into complete submission to her burning
desires.


Suddenly, she couldn't stand it any longer; the prolonged, teasing
playfulness had to come to an end. She had to move on to the next part
of the sexual cycle ... the active moving phase. She knew it was time;
her whole being demanded Ray's long, hard rod of flesh to begin surging
in and out of her palpitating, now unbearably hungry pussy. She wanted
it, wantonly and recklessly, spearing up inside her completely.


When she had first felt his brother's friend's blood-engorged prick
entering her, spreading and stretching her cuntal passage, pausing for a
moment then sliding into her to its full length, she could have fainted
from the pure joy of it, the wild sensations of his flexing shaft
eliciting instinctive and involuntary movements of her own, her vagina
seeming to act on its own, to suck him up, absorb him, full length, into
her expectant, quivering belly. She moved back against him, rocking on
her knees, her buttocks moving in tiny circles, signaling her need to
him.


Ray knew then that she was ready for him, ready to take his
lust-inflated cock, all of it, poundingly, into her seething,
desire-ridden cunt to rock her with sexual power, a power that would
bring her to the heights of ecstasy ... and he was ready, too, the ache
in his throbbingly swollen cock almost too much for him to bear waiting
any longer.


Moving then, slowly, with long, smooth strokes, kneeling behind her,
strong hands clasping her hips, his own loins flexing fluidly, he began
to piston his aching cock in and out of her moist, clasping cuntal
passage. He didn't grind or ram; rather, he established a steady
stroking motion into her hot clasping passage that did not, as yet, hit
all the way up to the bottom of her womb. He didn't want to rush
himself, or hurry her too much; there was still plenty of time, so he
stroked her, smoothly and slowly, waiting for her response. He knew it
would come, shortly ... and when it did, he would give her everything he
had with piledriver force! Wait! There's still time!


Now, his hand cupped her full-rounded buttocks, squeezing and massaging,
then drifted down the widespread cleft, his finger searching there for
the secret, puckered, little nether mouth that nestled between the
working, trembling mounds.


The tall youth's finger probed at the tiny, brown ring then circled it,
teasingly, before he slipped it down further to moisten it in the
viscous fluids of her cuntal opening.


Then, with his long, lubricated middle finger, he probed at the warm,
spongy opening between her full, flexing ass cheeks. He found it and
pressed into it, slowly and gently, to the first knuckle. Her body
jerked once, jockeying forward away from the unnatural presence in her
backside, then, unexplainably, she screwed her trembling loins back on
his finger until it slipped through the resisting ring of muscle and it
was absorbed, fully, his palm flat against the wildly flexing cheeks of
her white, perfectly sculpted buttocks.


"Oh! OOOOooooh!" she groaned. "That h-hurts ...!"


Ray gave a short, raucous laugh. "You mean it hurts good ... don't you?"
he asked.


In a sudden flash of insight, she realized that he was right. "Y-Yes ...
oh, yeeeeeesssss! It does! I-It h-hurts ... good!" she murmured.


As she jerked away from Ray's finger in her backside, she had,
instinctively, lifted her head back and away from Donnie's prick that
was still imbedded deeply in her throat. His massive cock pulled,
moistly, from her mouth as she moaned with the first pain of it, but
Donnie would have none of that. He reached out for her head and guided
her once more to it, saying, gutturally, "Come on, Sis ... stay with
it!" Brutally, he shoved his sensate cock back into her mouth. "Keep
sucking!" he ordered.


She could do nothing else! Her ovalled lips were filled, again, his
hardened flesh deep in her throat. Desperately, she swirled her warmly
moist tongue around and around it, then hollowed her cheeks as she
sucked on it.


"Now ... start to move your head back and forth on it!" her brother
commanded.


Instantly, she obeyed him, moving her head and, consequently, her whole
torso back and forth, the length of him sliding, easily, in and out of
her mouth, rhythmically.


As she moved, she counterpointed Ray's pistoning cock that moved
smoothly in her clasping cuntal passage from behind, his member
throbbingly aware of her movements against him.


Charity's breath began to come more deeply and her eyes were glazing as
the sensations in her belly, in the depths of her vagina became a
raging, unquenchable fire, except in rapturous orgasm ... and as she
moved between the two boys, she suddenly realized that she was filled,
completely filled ... in all her bodily openings. She had never known
that it was possible.


Now! Behind her, Ray couldn't wait any longer; she was responding. She
was fucking back, her buttocks squirming back against his hairy loins,
the moving sheath of her warm, moist pussy inciting him, bringing him to
the very brink of his own rapture. He had to give her all he had, now!
With a deep-throated groan, he flicked his hips forward and began to
plunge his steel-hard rod of flesh deep into her pulsing, now needful
cunt.


With pile-driving force, he rammed into her, driving his ever- expanding
young cock deep into the searing, coraline depths of her, his pubic hair
smacking into his own hand between them where his long finger drubbed up
into the soft sponginess of her anus. Under the double ravishment of her
loins, she groaned in pleasure-pain, the exquisite sensations now
beginning to scale the full heights of passion.


As he soared into her, Ray could feel the bulging presence of his finger
through the thin separating tissue of flesh between her back passage and
her vaginal vault. It contacted his lust-inflated cock-head on each
in-out movement. It was a series of wild, unbelievable sensations that
incited him to ever more powerful thrustings into the tight moistness of
her seething young pussy.


Ray knew that the fiery dam in his balls would have to give way, soon.
He could feel his orgasm nearing, the ache in his sensate cock becoming
almost unbearable. Quickly, he pulled his finger from her anal passage;
there was a slight pop and a faint hiss as it slipped out of the
puckered ring of flesh; then looking down, he watched with fascination
as the hardened rod of his prick rode in and out, poundingly, glistening
ivory-white with viscous moisture.


Grasping her hips with both hands, he began jackhammering it into her.
It was like a monstrous pole, pulsing and alive, sliding in and out of
the smooth wet depths of her hotly clenching cunt, his hairy loins
smacking, now, up against the round protuberances of her full buttocks
and into the hairless valley between them.


In front of her, her brother knelt, his lust-inflated cock deep in his
sister's throat. He looked down at his own hardness, the saliva bathed
rod of flesh glistening and disappearing to the root right into her tiny
ovaled mouth, her lips creeping up over him to devour it completely,
then as she moved her head back, several inches of his long youthful
prick was revealed, moistly white. As he watched, he could see tiny
fleshy portions of her lips pulled out on withdrawal, then stuffed back
in again when she absorbed it deep into her throat, her lips sliding,
moistly and easily along his hard shaft of flesh.


Charity had at first felt revulsion when her brother had forced her to
take his cock into her mouth. She had gagged and felt sick, but with the
building rapture in her loins, the tension of impending orgasm that she
knew must come soon, she began to experience a definite erotic, sexy
sensation, centering around her mouth and throat as his hard young cock
moved in and out of her oral cavern with each rhythmic motion of her own
head.


Suddenly, she surrendered to the salacious sensations of the double
entry into her body: her brother's friend's thundering cock behind her
soaring into her hot, moist cunt ... and Don's, hard and long, slipping
easily, now, into her warm receptive mouth. She reached out a hand to
between her brother's thighs and fondled the tight, wrinkled sac
containing his sperm-swollen testicles. To her, it was an unexplainable
paradox. That which she had reviled, earlier, now had become something
she could accept ... even like. Now, it was a desire. She wanted to do
it!


Somewhat dazedly, she dimly wondered whether the two potent boys would
tear her apart, as Ray, behind her on his knees thrust ever more
powerfully into her ... and as Don, in front began to move in
counterpoint to her moving mouth on his hardened cock; however, there
was, among them, a concert of rhythm, as smoothly, powerfully, she was
fucked, without mercy in both orifices of her sexually responsive body,
the rapture building in her every moment that the exquisite double
ravishment continued.


Two of them ... my brother and his friend ... and both at the same time!
I can't believe it!


Now, to Charity, the mounting, sensuous ecstasy at the very core of her
being began to explode inside her, deep in her belly. It was her coming
peak, her orgasmic release. It won't be long, now! Soon! Soon! ... And
I'll cum ... and cum!


Then, she was aware that Ray, pounding into her from behind was almost
ready to cum, spewingly, into her moist, hungry depths, the force and
rapidity of his powerful thrusts into her buffeting her like an
out-of-control pile driver.


It hadn't occurred to Charity that her brother would cum right into her
mouth. She sensed his urgency, the head of his cock seeming to grow ever
larger as he came nearer and nearer the time when he would cum ... but
had she thought of it, in advance, the very idea of his viscous semen
jetting into her throat would have revulsed her. Instinctively, she
began to move faster on him, sliding her mouth rapidly up and down the
moist rod of flesh; then, resting on both elbows she reached out to
grasp his muscular, working thighs.


Don felt his ejaculation cumming, deep up in his belly, and he reached
out to take his sister's face in both hands to hold her while he flexed
his hips to drive his great, hard cock deeper up into her warm mouth ...
until he came. His white, hot semen jetted from the tip of his expanding
cock, showering the interior of her mouth with cascades of viscous sperm
that forced her to swallow, again and again to clear it from her throat
as he slammed his spewing prick hard up into her mouth, almost brutally
... and he held himself there, immobile, as he shot his hot cum deep
into her working throat.


"Damn! I'm cummmming ... Sis!" he gasped between clenched teeth.


His sister was helpless, now, in the grip of her own near orgasm. It was
coming to her, soaringly, the rapture of the moment blocking out all
else ... even any revulsion she might have felt as she voraciously
swallowed the sweet pungent-like semen filling her mouth.


She ground her buttocks back against the other young boys, squirming and
rotating her quivering hips expectantly, waiting impatiently, now, for
the time bomb of her sensuality to explode inside her. Now, faster and
faster, harder and longer, Ray slaved, his unsatiated cock pistoning in
and out of her moist, young sheath of pussy flesh without let-up or
mercy, until with a panting groan his viscid cum hosed through him,
searingly, to splash far up in the depths of her vaginal vault, his
wildly jerking cock pumping crazily as he grasped a full, rounded ass
cheek in each hand and squeezed the white, plaint flesh of her in
doughlike rolls through his long, lean fingers.


"Christ!" he grunted. "Here it is ... Doll!"


Then ... it was there for her, too! She clutched her brother to her and
rammed her buttocks back hard against his friend when she felt her own
orgasm breaking forth in her. She would have screamed out with the
pleasure of it, wantonly, but for the massive presence of her brother's
cock still buried deep in her straining throat. Don, on his part,
pressed his still spewing organ even more deeply into her mouth, hurting
her lips as he pressured his loins into her face, and his deliciously
pungent semen jetted into her hungrily gulping mouth.


All three of them came together, within seconds of each other. The two
boys clutched greedily at her, rubbing, smoothing and caressing her
naked curves and breasts with their hands, their wildly pumping cocks
boring relentlessly into her, until finally, the last of their hot,
white sperm was drained from them ... and they released her, the heights
of their orgasms beginning to subside, their hard, erect cocks pulsing
less and less and returning to a more flaccid state. Then, at almost the
same time, the two boys, completely satiated, pulled away from her. Ray
heaved himself back, his prick pulling moistly out of her semen- filled
vagina to collapse heavily on the edge of the big bed. Don, collapsed
crosswise of the bed with an enormous sigh of pleasure and murmured,
"That's the most ... Sis! Damn! I'm drained ... I feel like I'm sucked
inside out!"


As they pulled away from her, Charity slid down to lie on her stomach.
She was too overcome by the powerful release to speak. She could only
moan, "Oh! OOOoooh! OooooOOOhH!"


Ray reached out after a few moments and patted her, affectionately, on
her upturned bottom. "You were just great, Charity ... after we have
another little drink ... and rest up a little ... we ought to go at it,
again ..."


Her reaction was vehement unexpected. "No! Th-There w-won't be any more!
Y-You got what you wanted ... now I want to leave!" she grated out at
him.


"Make her stay, Don!" Ray said, turning to face her brother.


"She said she wanted to leave ..." Don told him, "and that's the way it
is!" Then, to her, "Get dressed, Sis!"


Chapter 10


Charity had gathered up her panties and other clothing and fled to the
bathroom where she locked herself in to dress and put herself in order
again.


In spite of the fact that she had, indeed, had a tremendous orgasm with
the two boys, she had regained her straight-thinking processes, again,
soon after the orgiastic, three-way, sexual debauchment ... and she knew
that she was right in refusing to continue. She was glad that her
brother, Don, had agreed to take her away. In truth, she really didn't
know what she would have done ... if he had insisted, also, that she
stay. His agreement had restored a measure of her faith in him, for
there had been several instances in the last few days when she had been
sure that he had betrayed her. At this point, he was all she had of her
family. With a shudder she remembered why she had left the house that
afternoon; it had been to escape possible molestation by the man she now
knew to be her stepfather. She would have to tell Don .... on the way
back to that dismal house.


* * *


Putting her mouth close to Don's ear, she shouted above the roar of the
engine, "Don ... I'm hungry. Can we stop somewhere ....? Besides, I-I
want to talk to you!"


"Sure!" he yelled back. "I'll pull into the first place I see."


Over a pair of tacos apiece, Charity, somewhat haltingly, confided in
her brother, telling him of her very real fears about their father.


"I-I just know ... that he's thinking it ... a-and waiting for his
chance to ... d-do something t-to m-me ..."


"Let's lay it out, Sis ...!" Don said, bluntly. "What you're saying is
... you think the old man wants to get between your legs .... right?"


She blushed. "Y-Yes ..."


"How do you know ... has he said anything ... done anything?"


"Well ... n-no ..." she admitted, "but ... th-there's something about
the way h-he looks at m-me ... like he was u- undressing me ... mentally
..."


Don recognized himself in her description ... and it was his turn to
flush, pinkly. Hell! The only difference between me and the old man is
... I've already had her ... twice! What he said to his sister was:
"That's possible ... any man would flip for you ... including him!"


"Will you ... t-take care of m-me ... Don ... and make sure it n-never
happens ...?" she asked.


"Like how ...?"


"Don't ever l-let him be alone w-with me!" she answered, with
conviction.
"All right, Char ..." he agreed. "...But, after all he is your father
... and ..."


"... And, you're m-my brother!" she cut in. "A-And ... it happened t-to
us ..."


"You're right ... and you've made your point!"


"Then ... y-you'll do it ...?"


"Hell, yes!" he gritted. "It's the least I can do for you ... now!"


* * *


"Hide it somewhere in your room," her brother told her.


"Okay."


"... And, yell like hell ... if anything happens!"


"I-I will!"


"Good! ... But, don't lock me out, Char ..."


"I-I'll have to ... Don! It can n-never, never happen ... again!"


"Never's a long time!" he said.


"I know!"


They rode along in silence, each absorbed in thoughts of their own. It
was Charity who spoke first. "Don ...?" she asked. "How are we going to
get into the house ... w-without h-him knowing it ....?"


"We'll go in through the back!"


Don turned off the avenue onto their street. Just before reaching the
ramshackle house they had called home for so long, he silenced the
engine and coasted into the driveway. Quickly, they dismounted, as Don
parked the motor bike, and hurried around to the rear of the old house.
Going in ahead of his sister, Don gingerly opened the kitchen door that
gave onto the back porch. From there, he could see nor hear nothing. He
signaled Charity to stay on the back porch.


Walking through the kitchen and dining room into the living room, he
stopped short when he saw his father stretched out on the lumpy sofa. He
seemed to be asleep, but as Don came a little closer, he realized the
man was dead drunk.


"It's all right, Char!" he called out. "He's laid out drunk .... and
sleeping it off!"


Charity came to stand beside her brother. She looked down at him where
he lay like a lump of dough, slack-faced and unconscious. Her compassion
for him came to the fore, even in the face of her strong revulsion.


"Oh, Donnie ... he should be put to bed ..."


"Hell ... let him sleep it off here ... where he passed out!"


"No ... that sofa's uncomfortable ... and he should be covered up ... so
..."


"That's something else, Sis! One minute you're afraid of him .... scared
to death he's going to try something with you ... and the next, you're
the all-American mother!" he grunted in disgust.


"He's still your father!"


Don glanced at her, puzzled by her strange statement. He's still YOUR
father! Damn it! What does she mean?


It was but a heart's beat ... and Charity realized what she had said.
Quickly, she added, "... And mine, too ..."


"Yeah ... well, like maybe you're right ... I'll help you put him to
bed, then ..."


Together, they half carried, half walked Gabe Scott into his bedroom.
Don stripped off the drunken man's trousers and shirt; then, clad only
in his underwear, they tucked him, snugly, into the double bed.


That task finished, Don picked up his father's garments to drape them
across the back of the vanity chair. An envelope fluttered out of the
shirt pocket, and as it lay on the floor, he recognized their mother's
handwriting.


Charity recognized it, too! Swiftly, she swooped down to pick up the
envelope. Oh! It's mom's letter t-to me ... a-and he found it! He knows
... a-about m-me ... now!


... But, Don was quicker. He scooped the letter from the floor, saw that
it was addressed to his sister, but didn't surrender it to her.


"That's mine ... D-Donnie!" Her face flushed, brightly. "Give it t-to
me!"


"I know ... but it's mom's writing!" he countered. "... And she did
leave a note ... didn't she!?"


"It's just for m-me! I-I don't know how he found it ..."


"You hid it?" he queried. "Why ...?"


"... B-Because ... i-it's personal ..." she choked, twin tears appearing
in her eyes.


Gabe Scott's intention to remain sober had gone down the drain, as so
many things had with him, but now, lying in the bed, in his own bedroom,
he swam back to partial consciousness through the fog of alcohol in his
brain. Don and Charity were there, in the room, their voices somewhat
strident as they argued about the note. Charity! She's back!


Raising himself on a none too steady elbow, he said, "So ... you li'l
bastard bitch ... you came back?"


Charity whirled to face him, horror-stricken; then without a word, she
ran from the bedroom, through the living room, the dining room and into
her own bedroom. Crossing to the connecting door to the bathroom, she
shot the bolt, locking it, then digging the new door-locking device out
of her purse, she fitted it to her bedroom door. Not until she was
completely locked in did she remember that her brother still had the
all-revealing letter in his possession.


Dear God! I-I hope Donnie d-doesn't read i-it ... too.


Donnie had watched her as she fled, and when he heard her slide the bolt
to the bathroom door, he turned back to face his father on the bed where
he struggled with the blankets trying to sit up. He mumbled, "Where'd
she go?"


"She's gone to her room ... dad ..."


"Just le' me get my hands on her ..."


"You just cool it ... dad! Stay in bed and sleep it off!" Don's voice
had a steely quality Gabe had never heard before.


"What th' hell's this ... my own son telling me what t' do?!"


"Yeah ... that's right! ... And, like keep your hands off of Charity!"


"You makin' threats ...?" Gabe blustered.


"No ... just laying it on you ... like the way it is!"


Gabe made another effort to get up off the bed, but Don pushed him
prone, again, and told him, "You better sleep it off, dad!"


Dimly, through his befogged brain, Gabe Scott knew that he was in no
condition to argue or fight. Yeah ... sleep it off ... tomorrow ... I'll
take care of both of 'em ... tomorrow. He turned away, curled himself
into a ball and growled, "Get th' hell out of here!"


Don left the bedroom, Charity's letter still in his hand. I wonder what
in hell's so important ... and so personal in this?


Closing the bedroom door, he flopped into the overstuffed chair,
considered the envelope for a moment and came to his decision. He would
read it. Charity probably wouldn't like it ... but his curiosity had
been aroused. Personal, or not ... he had to know the contents.


Removing the sheets from the envelope, he began to read. He read the
letter twice, to absorb all that was in it. He whistled between his
teeth. "Well ...!"


His reaction was not extreme. He took it in stride. Damn! I see why it's
so important to Char! She really had it laid on her .... but good! Poor
little gal! ... But, Christ! It sure changes things ... that makes me
and Char only half-brother and sister!


He thought about it for a moment: ... And, dad knows it, too! He found
the letter where Char had hidden it! Hell! No wonder she's scared!


Carrying the letter with him, he went to his own room, still thinking as
he stretched out on his bed. There's one thing, for sure! Charity can't
stay here! ... But, I don't have enough of a stake to get us out! I'll
have to do something about that, right away ... like tonight!


Glancing out the window, Don saw that the sun was almost down. I'll see
if Ray'll help me ... he's got that big .45 automatic ...


Then, he slept for an hour. He awoke refreshed and went into the kitchen
to find some food. There wasn't much to eat, but he threw together a
hasty snack and began wolfing it down.


Charity heard him rummaging in the kitchen and came out to join him. She
sat down near him, her eyes downcast.


"Y-You read mom's letter ..."


"Yeah ... I had to ... to find out why it was so damned important to you
..."


"Then ... y-you know ... a-all about mom ... a-and m-me?"


"Yeah ..." he mumbled around a mouthful of food. "I'm going to get you
out of here!"


"You are ...? Oh, Donnie ... I-I was hoping y-you'd say that!" She was
ecstatic with joy. "I-I just couldn't stay h- here!"


"It'd be hard ..." he agreed.


"It'd be impossible!"


"Don't worry, Char ..." he grinned. "I'll take care of you ....
somehow!"


Don didn't tell Charity what he planned to do. Christ! She's got enough
to worry about! Right after he finished his plate of food, he arose from
the table and told his sister, "He'll probably sleep all night ... but
stay in your room, anyway ... with the doors locked! I'm going out,
tonight ... for a while."


Charity showed her disappointment in her quick frown of disapproval and
her dull, "Oh ..."


Quickly, he added, "But, not for long ..."


"Why a-are you going ... l-leaving me a-alone ...?"


"Damn it, Char!" he snapped. "You'll be all right! I've got to find a
way to get us out of here ... for good!"


On impulse, then, he leaned down and kissed her, quickly, full on the
mouth. She was taken by surprise. She gasped, "D-Don ..."


"Now, get off my back ... and be sure to stay in your room!"


Donnie didn't really know why he had kissed her, but there was a strong
feeling in him, at that instant, that he loved his sister more than
anything else in the world.


... And, he knew, in the back of his mind, that there was a strong
element of danger in what he planned to do. He thrilled to it. There was
a challenge in the danger of it.


He left her sitting there, perplexed and puzzled and went directly to
his own room, locking the door, securely, behind him. Swiftly, he took
the snub-nosed .38 from its hiding place and slipped it into his
waistband, put on his jacket and stocking cap and left the house through
the back door.


Striding to his big motorcycle he started it and swept out of the
driveway to roar off down the street toward the avenue. Damn it! I hated
to leave her there ... but I don't know any other way to do it!


* * *


"Don ... like don't make so much noise, man! What do you want .... this
time of night?"


Looking at the tall youth, critically, Don knew, on the instant, that
Ray was stoned ... probably on pot.


"Well ... like what are you toked up on, Ray?"


Elaborately, the other invited him in and closed the door, before
answering, "I got me some hash, man ... the best!"


"And you're stoned ... all by yourself?


"Of course ... man except for little old Marcia ..."


"Marcia ... who?"


"Just little old me ... Marcy Lunceford ..."


Don was startled by her voice, but was, instantly, agape with surprise
when he turned to see her. She was completely nude as she walked from
the hallway into the living room and lowered herself to the sofa,
stretching out on it and arranging herself, provocatively, sure of her
impact on him. She went on, then, "Come on over here, lover boy ... I
want to see you close up ..."


He gulped; the memory of her that night, in her yard, came flashing back
to him. She was even more beautiful than he had remembered.


Sitting down beside her, he said, "Okay here I am, now what?"


Marcy ran a trailing hand over his thigh. She smiled a tight, coy little
smile and said, "Ray's been telling me some interesting little things
about you ..."


"That right?" he said with some nonchalance ... but his heart skipped a
beat. "Like what?" He glanced up at Ray in time to catch him trying to
signal Marcy to silence.


If she saw, she chose to ignore it, as she went on, "Oh, things ..."


Ray broke in, then, saying, "Want to join us, Don? The party's just
starting ... and I've got some more hash ... What do you say, man?"


"Maybe ... like ..." He turned back to Marcy and reached out to a
full-rounding, naked breast, his hand cupping and caressing, her pink
nipple coming to instant, alert erection. He took the berry-like bud
between his fingers and squeezed it, hard. She winced and tried to pull
away.


"Oh! That hurts!"


Leaning over, his mouth at her ear, he gritted in a low, deadly voice,
"That's just for starters! I can think of lots more .... so you want to
start telling me all those interesting little things Ray's been telling
you ... about me?!"


"N-No ...!" she said, loudly.


In a narcotic haze, Ray had sat down, heavily, into an upholstered
chair; now, he struggled to his feet and said, "What the hell's going
on?"


"Nothing ..." Don said, mildly, innocently.


"He's th-threatening me ... trying to make me tell ... wh-what you ..."
Marcy started.


"Shut up, Marcy!" the tall youth shouted. "... Anyway, I didn't say
anything ... that wasn't the truth.


"You did tell her, though?" Don choked. "You lousy son-of-a- bitch!"


Don was on his feet, instantly, a red veil of anger in his snapping
eyes. He balled his fists and attacked with fury. Two hard-swinging
blows brought the gangly youth down. Ray fell, heavily, to the floor,
blood welling from nose and mouth. He was unconscious.


Don looked down on his crumpled figure, contemptuously, "Some goddamned
friend you turned out to be ... you bastard!"


Turning back to Marcy, he grunted, "You ready ... now?"


She looked at him in wide-eyed terror. "Y-You won't h-hurt me?"


"Start talking, bitch!"


She put on a fetching smile, stood to her feet and came across the
living room to him. Her arms went around him and she lifted her mouth to
him to be kissed. Damn! She was desirable ... but he would not allow
himself to be distracted ... yet.


Her naked loins undulated against the growing bulge inside his jeans,
and unconsciously, his arms went around her, his hands grasping a white,
smoothly rounded buttock in each. He dug in, hard, the satiny flesh
rolling out in ridges between his strong fingers. Her hips jerked in
toward him, and lie held her tight while she writhed up against him.


He grated in her ear, "Later with the sex ... Right now, you're telling
me all that louse told you!"


Marcy gasped, "He d-didn't tell me v-very much ..."


Suddenly, Don raised one hand and gave her a short, hard smack on her
full, rounded buttocks. "What?" he demanded.


"OOooh! P-Please, don't h-hurt me ...! I'll tell you! H-He said that
you're l-laying your s-sister, Charity ... a-and that b- both of y-you
fucked h-her ... at the s-same t-time ..."


"Is that all?"


"Y-Yes ... that's all except he w-was bragging about how he d- did it
..." she added.


"Now, listen!" Don ground out at her, holding her out at arm's length,
his hands grasping her arms above the elbows. "Don't ever tell anybody
else ... or by God, I'll ..." He didn't finish. He was not sure what he
could do ... short of beating her -- or killing her -- to keep her
quiet. It was a monstrous thought, and he recoiled from it.


"Or you'll wh-what ...?" she trembled.


Her beautiful, naked body, quivering in his grasp, suddenly inflamed and
incited him. Goddamn it! He had to have her!


"I'll show you, you bitch! I'm going to fuck you ... until you can't
walk straight!"


Marcy's eyes smoldered with instant desire. "Maybe y-you can .... and
maybe you c-can't!" she challenged.


The memory of the vicious, humiliating beating Don had suffered because
of this girl turned him mean and hard. This was his chance! He'd even
the score, once and for all.


"Don't be so damned smug about it ... because you're going to get it
rammed up into that teasing little belly of yours like you've never had
it before!"


With a sudden movement which took her completely by surprise, Don caught
her by one wrist, as he released her upper arms, and twisted her arm
behind her, turning her so that her back was toward him. Holding the
armlock, he walked her down the hall and into the master bedroom, the
same one he had been in with Charity and Ray during the afternoon.


Marcy's automatic reaction was to cry out, but as she started to scream,
Don clamped a hand over her mouth, while it was still in her throat.
"Not one sound, bitch!" he commanded.


He flung her headlong into a heap on the big bed. Instinctively, she
curled herself into a protective ball. She didn't know what to expect
from him ... a beating ... or sexual ravishment. He was acting like a
madman.


Then Don stepped back and stripped off his jacket. The butt of the .38
stuck in the waistband of his jeans attracted her attention; her eyes
rounded in real fright. He saw her reaction at the sight of the gun and
reached down to remove it. Holding it up to her he chortled, "Nice ...
huh? It's a great little equalizer! Nobody'll ever get the chance to
beat me up, again ... like Jack Roberts and his goons!"


"Y-You w-wouldn't use th-that ... would Y-You?"


"Damned right ... I'll use it ... if I have to ...!" He laid the pistol
on the double dresser.


She was cowed and he knew it. He went on, commandingly, "Turn over on
your back ... and spread those long legs of yours all the way out to the
sides of the bed!"


Marcy hesitated for a split second; then as she saw his glowering face
and heard the steely tone of his voice, she moved to obey him, turning
her body and arranging herself in the way he directed. There was
something in his forcefulness, his commanding way that ignited a spark
of desire in her. She had never before been treated in this manner;
always before, she, herself, had been the dominant one.


Now, she watched in fascination as Don unbuttoned his jeans, reached
into his fly, and unsheathed his long, tumescent cock. It stood out,
spearingly, from his loins, and she could see a few tufts of his pubic
hair at the base of it. Wrapping a fist around its girth, he pulled the
foreskin back to reveal the reddish- purple, blood-engorged head.


Suddenly, he was on the bed, still fully clothed, his boots mussing the
bedclothes, as he wedged himself between her outspread legs. He used a
hand to guide his throbbing prick into the soft, hair-fringed opening of
her cunt. Then, with a forceful thrust of his strong, young hips, he
drove the anger-hardened member deep up into her dry, and as yet,
unwanting vagina.


She gasped with the pain and surprise of his vicious, unprepared
intrusion. It felt to her as if a great, unpeeled log had been rammed
into her.


"OOOoooh! Oh, God ... D-Don! Th-That h-hurts!"


"Just lay there and take it, you bitch!" he grimaced.


Tears came to her eyes and rolled down her cheeks, as she realized his
intentions. He was raping her ... punishing her for the things she had
done to him before.


Her thighs quivered and she felt them spread even more cruelly apart as
his weight bore down on her forcing his huge, hardened rod of flesh
deeper into her, searing her tender passage with hot pain. Her vaginal
canal was being punished beyond reason; the huge cock invading her felt
like hot, abrasive sandpaper as it went in ever deeper and deeper.
Finally, the spongy head of his prick flicked her cervix and moved on
past to lodge, solidly, against the farthest recess of her vaginal
vault, and the rough material of his jeans, the buttons of his fly,
smacked solidly up against the soft, resilient flesh of her sparsely
hair-ringed pussy.


Moans of pain issued from her lips. She begged, "D-Don ... p- please ...
not like th-this ..."


He didn't hear her. There was only one thing he wanted to do, now. He
was going to screw her like a fuck machine until she begged for mercy.
I'll fix her! The little bitch! She's had this coming for a long time!


Then, not caring, not waiting for her natural lubrication, he withdrew
until only the head of his lust-inflamed cock remained within her
chafed, tender passage; with insane force he rammed it home in her,
again and again, his prick a punishing cudgel in her inflamed passage.


Again, she groaned, aloud. This time, though, it was a groan of growing
arousal ... mixed with the terrible pain of his tormenting member as it
pounded in and out of her tortured cuntal canal.


Finally, tiny droplets of viscous lubricant exuded from the walls of her
vagina, and the pain became less and less, the penetration of his
ravishing prick deeper and deeper; she felt as though she were being
split asunder each time his loins, still fully clothed, slammed into her
nakedly soft genitals.


Gritting his teeth against the chafing discomfort his precipitous
entrance was causing him, also, Don fucked in and out of her, all his
pentup fury concentrated in the punishing drubbing he was giving her.
His hands gripped her body, squeezing her with sadistic force, then he
dropped his body full upon her, taking a berrylike nipple in his mouth.
He sucked on it until it grew and expanded, the areola puckering against
his lips. Animalistic growls came from deep in his throat. Suddenly, he
wanted to hurt her. He bit at the nipple and felt his teeth break the
skin. His mouth was flooded with the salty taste of her blood.


"AAAAAaaaaaggggh!" Marcy screamed. "P-Please ... Don ... dooooon't ...!"


His bite hurt her. Unexplainably, though, lightning sensations slashed
at her. God! She had never had it like this! He's raping me ... b-but I
want him to ... I-I want him to fuck me u-until ... I can't stand it ...
anymore!


On every plunge Don made into her liquid, now muscularly contracting
depths, he felt himself coming closer to his own orgasm. Actually, when
he began his insane thrusting into her, he hadn't cared whether she came
to a climax or not, but now he felt her response; her loins moved up to
meet him, undulant, supple, her soft, warm cunt-mouth slithering up his
rampaging shaft, clasping him in the ancient dance of love. God damn ...
she's hot ... really fucking me back!


"Okay ... doll ... you ready?" he grunted.


Raising himself, he supported his weight on his hands and began to
stroke into her deeper and faster, every plunging motion causing his
lust-inflated cock to soar deep up into her belly, eliciting continuous
moans of passion from her lips.


"Oh ... OOh ... OOOoooh! Don! Fuck m-me ... hard ... harder!"


There was nothing in the world for her now, except the awareness of his
thundering prick as it worked smoothly in her now lust-inflamed cuntal
passage.


She heard him panting, his breath raspy in his throat, and she knew that
he was driving for his own orgasm ... that he was making no attempt to
satisfy her, too. She had a moment of panic. I won't be able t-to cum!


"Donnnn!" she wailed. "M-Make me cum ... too! Shove your f- finger in my
ass!"


He wondered why he hadn't thought of it.


"Okay ... you asked for it, baby!" he panted.


Reaching down between their straining bodies, he searched her seething
loins, running a finger, briefly, into the viscous moisture which
trickled in tiny droplets from the portal of her vagina where his
pistoning cock plummeted in and out of her. Then, finding the secret
back passage she had pleaded with him to violate, he worked his finger
into it to feel the spongy softness of her anal opening. He didn't work
it in gradually; he thrust, cruelly, driving it into the tight working
little mouth in one sudden plunging motion.


She screamed in masochistic agony. Her hips jerked back and down to
escape the searing pain of it. Don didn't withdraw his finger, nor did
he slacken his pace, as he realized that he had hurt her. That her
scream had done something to him, he couldn't deny ... then, incredibly,
he felt her squirm her hips, undulating them ... screwing them up on his
finger to sheathe it completely with the soft clinging sponginess of her
back passage.


Then, with both orifices of her loins filled, she began to feel it come
to her, as he pounded her, unmercifully; she knew that she would have
her release. It was all she wanted. It was everything to her, at that
moment!


Wantonly, she crooned her need to him. "Oh, oh, oooh! Fuck me ... Don!
Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck ME! FUCK ME!"


... Then ... it was there! The exploding rapture wiped out everything
else. She forgot the pain the fact of her being raped .... almost. She
soared to meet it. "AAAAaaaaauuugggggghhhhh Donnnnnn! IIII'mmmmm.
cuuuuummmmmmiiinngg!"


Her body convulsed under him, her legs jerking out to either side, her
head rolling, uncontrollably. This is it! "AAAaaaauuugggghhhh!"


As she climaxed under him, Don jerked his finger from her anus. He heard
it pop and hiss, slightly, and now, supporting himself on elbows and
knees, he jackhammered his hard, still- expanding cock deep ... deeper
and faster into the hot, desperately milking depths of her satiated
cunt.


He felt the acid, searing sensation of his ejaculation begin. It hosed
from him in quick jets of white, hot, viscous sperm ... and he slammed
into her with one, final spine-jarring thrust to hold himself immobile
while the soul-satisfying sensations swept over him. Time after time,
his cock pumped, wildly, until at last he was drained and he collapsed
on top of her.


Marcy's arms went around his spent body and she hugged him close to her
entwined nakedness. She panted, "Oh ... Don ... i-it was super ...
wonderful!"


"Don't be stupid ... Marcy! I didn't mean for it to be!" he mumbled. "I
wanted to hurt you ... you know ... like punish you ...."


"You d-did ... but you made m-me cum ... too!"


"Quite a show!" It was Ray Donahue who stood at the doorway watching
them. "What's for an encore?"


Don came off the bed fast. He smelled danger, somehow. His rapidly
deflating penis pulled from Marcy's pussy with a slight pop, as he
rolled off the bed and dived for the .38 on the dresser.


A raucous laugh greeted his acrobatic performance. "Christ, Don ...
what's all that for?"


Then, he saw that Ray was not a danger; the tall youth merely stood in
the door, nursing his wounded mouth and nose with a wet handkerchief.
Don looked at him, sheepishly.


"Nothing ... just jumpy ..." he said, and put the .38 in his waistband.


"That's mine!" Ray said. "Give it back to me ... and put your cock away
... it looks kind of stupid flopping out of your pants like that!"


Don looked down, saw that he was right, and stuffed his flaccid member
back into his pants. As he buttoned his fly, he said, "I'll give you
fifty bucks for it."


"I don't want to sell it ... I paid more than ..." Ray stopped short,
catching himself saying something he hadn't intended to say.


"That figures ...!" Don shot back. He reached for his wallet, took out
bills and thrust them at his erstwhile friend.


Ray wouldn't take the money from him, so Don stuffed the bills in the
tall boy's shirt pocket. "Just for the record ... Marcy saw me pay you
... Okay?"


"Hell, Don ... you don't have to make a big scene about it ... it's just
money!"


Don turned to Marcy, a hard, cynical smile on his face. "Now .... Marcy
... here's yours!" He flung a twenty-dollar bill at her. It fluttered
through the air to land on her sperm-moistened pubic mound. She looked
at it, stupidly.


"What's with you, Don? You're acting real weird, tonight!" she murmured,
taking the bill in her hand, as she set up in the big bed.


"That's your price ... isn't it? Then, that's what I'm paying!" he
grunted. "... But, you're sure as hell not worth it!" He picked up his
jacket and put it on.


Striding to the door to leave, he added, "Don't either of you say
another word to anybody ... about me and Charity!"


He left them staring after him, dumbfounded ... nonplussed.


Chapter 11


It was a somewhat sad and lonely young man who mounted his motorbike and
rode away from the Donahue home. There had been, for him, a short-lived
thrill in his sadistic treatment of Marcy and a certain satisfaction in
his domination of the boy whom he had once considered a friend; however,
now as he pulled away from the curb, it was the complete feeling of
aloneness that swept over him. If anything were to be done, he had to do
it ... alone, and if necessary, assume the consequences himself. It was
a risky and dangerous undertaking! He had to have some money, fast!


Then, he thought about how stupid his grandstand play had been, back
there with Ray and Marcy: Fifty bucks for the gun ... and twenty ...
just to be able to tell Marcy off! Damn! That's playing it pretty
stupid!


He had to find exactly the right place ... the right setup ... one that
would enable him to make his hit, fast, and would give him a clean
getaway, afterward.


Riding up and down the streets of Redfern, he checked out several
possibilities: A couple of liquor stores and two or three all-night
service stations. It came to him, then; he was thinking of pulling a
robbery right in his own home-town where there were too many
possibilities of recognition. Why pull something else stupid, now? There
are a hell of a lot more places over in San Bernardino!


Decisively, he headed for the larger city; his plan, now, to hit a
late-closing liquor store, head toward Los Angeles, to throw off any
possible pursuit, then work his way back to Redfern on the back roads.
He reexamined his ideas and felt satisfied his plan was workable.


Idling along the streets of San Bernardino, he spotted what he was
looking for, a liquor store in a small shopping center. It was the only
business establishment still open, and there was but a single clerk on
duty within the brightly lit store with its overloaded shelves of bottle
goods.


Don parked his bike and watched the place, from a distance. There were
few customers. The parking lot was almost empty. As a patron's car
pulled away from in front of the liquor store, Don decided it was time
to make his move.


He left his bike, out of sight, some twenty-five yards from the
entrance, the motor idling; then, pulling his stocking cap down low to
his eyebrows and hastily covering his lower face with his handkerchief,
he strode to the door, his snub-nosed pistol in his hand.


The night clerk, a broad-faced man with a definite paunch was taken
completely by surprise. He sat on a stool behind the counter, his nose
buried in a paper-back book with a lurid, sexy cover.


"Put the money in a paper sack ... and be quick about it!" Don ordered.


With excruciating slowness, the clerk laid the book aside and focused on
the young gunman. He arose and moved toward the cash register, carefully
selecting a small sack from a pile of them under the counter, as Don
moved closer to watch the man's every move.


The older man glanced once toward Don, saw his obvious nervousness and
said, "Son ... you sure you want to go through with this?"


"Hell, yes!" he barked. "Don't talk! I just want the money!"


"Just as you say! You've got the hardware!" He punched the cash register
open and scooped bills into the sack, then put the sack on the counter.
"There you are ..."


Don made no move to pick it up. "All of it!" he snapped. "The big stuff
... underneath the cash box!"


Obediently, the clerk lifted out the cash box, picked up more bills and
put them in the sack. "That's it ... you've cleaned us out!" he said.


"Now, come around the counter ... keep your hands in sight!" Don
commanded.


Again, the man obeyed, and when he had reached the end of the counter,
Don ordered him to lie on the floor.


"Don't move from there for ten minutes ... and you won't get hurt!" he
warned, as he turned and sprinted for his motorcycle.


Galvanizing himself into instant action, the moment Don's running figure
had cleared the door, the clerk moved fast for one of his girth. He
dived behind the counter and came up with a long- barrelled .45
revolver. Guessing that the robber was working alone, he went through
the door fast and flattened himself on the asphalt. He saw his target,
the boy was just mounting the motorcycle. The big gun, in his hand
roared out once.


Don's left leg suddenly collapsed under him, and searing pain caused him
to cry out. Then, he was on the ground. His pistol was jerked out of his
waistband, and he was conscious that someone was examining his wound.


Merciful unconsciousness blotted out the rest ... until he woke up again
in the prison ward of County Hospital. When he finally became aware of
his surroundings, where he was ... and the circumstances of his being
there, he turned his head into his pillow and wept -- not because of the
pain -- but for sheer frustration and worry about what would happen to
his sister, Charity.


Christ! I've really messed up everything!


A white, starched nurse, fat and grandmotherly, bustled in, saw that he
was awake and said, cheerily, "Time for your shot! Turn over on your
side ... please!"


Obediently, Don turned, aware now of the pain in his leg. It hurt more
than he was willing to admit. Efficiently, the nurse jabbed the needle
into his alcohol-swabbed backside. "There ... that'll be better, now!"
she clucked.


* * *


She unlocked the bathroom door and peeped in on her mother's husband,
Gabe. He was still fast asleep. Relocking the door, she drew her bath,
having decided that she would leave early for school, well before her
stepfather would be awake. She knew that she would be safe at school,
since Don would not be with her. Worry concerning him furrowed her brow.
She couldn't understand why be had not returned home.


Oh, God ... I hope he hasn't had an a-accident with his motorcycle ...
or something ...


What that vague something was, she had no idea ... but there was in her
a feeling that something quite horrible had happened to Donnie. A
feeling of frustrated helplessness swept over her. It seemed that life
was crowding her, bearing down hard ... and she didn't know what to do.
Everything seemed so complicated ... so difficult to find solutions.


She finished bathing, combed her hair, dressed carefully and applied a
small amount of makeup to her face to hide the dark circles and the
tiredness; then, she went quietly into the kitchen to get a bite of
breakfast.


There was not much left in the kitchen cupboards. No one had done any
shopping for food since their mother had left; however, she was able to
improvise a meal, after ransacking all the cupboards for what they would
yield.


She left for school, much earlier than necessary, walking slow, deep in
her worry about Don. It was her hope that she would see him during the
day ... or at least, have some word from him.


A thought that flashed through her mind and stuck there was that he had
left, too. He had spoken often of it; perhaps he had done it ... not
wanting her as a burden on him.


N-No ... please don't let it be like that! Donnie's really all I have
... now!


Her school classes were flat, dull; they held no interest for her ...
and she had had to accept an unexcused absence permit in order to attend
classes.


* * *


Her heart went wild. It must be something to do with Donnie! She hurried
across the campus to the main office, and arrived there, breathless from
the exertion.


As she approached the desk, she saw that Gabe Scott stood talking to the
vice-principal. His back was to her, and she was flooded with a strong
desire to run ... turn around and leave, right then ... anything but
face him!


Mr. Graves, the vice-principal, looked up and saw her, "Ah, here she is,
Mr. Scott ..."


They both faced her; there was nothing she could do but walk up to them,
where they stood. She was apprehensive ... real fear began to build in
her. Both men looked so grim and unsmiling. She ignored Gabe and
concentrated her attention on Mr. Graves. He gave her a quick,
reassuring smile.


"Charity ... your father has asked that you go with him to see your
brother, Donald. He ... ah ... has had an accident ... and is in the
county hospital ..."


"OOooh, no!" she gasped, quick tears springing to her eyes. "What
h-happened to h-him ...?"


"Your father will explain ... as you drive along ... right, Mr. Scott?"


"What ...? Oh! Yes ... of course ... I'll tell her all about it ... at
least, what I know ... so far ..." Gabe said.


"Well ... Charity, you go along with your dad, now. You're officially
excused for the rest of the day ..." Mr. Graves said. "... And, I do
hope your son is not too seriously injured ..." His serious face
reflected real concern.


The vice-principal might as well have been a judge passing sentence upon
her. There was no way she could escape having to leave, now, with
Gabriel Scott ... but it was the only way she would learn about what
happened to Don ... the only way she could get to see him.


Dimly, she was aware that Gabe was answering, then taking her by the arm
and leading her from the building across the parking lot, to his
ancient, dilapidated car.


Then, as he steered into the stream of traffic away from the high
school, she asked, "Wh-What happened to Don?"


Gabe turned bleary eyes to her, and she saw that he needed a shave, as
he grunted, "Some trigger-happy bastard shot him, last night ... and
he's accused of an armed robbery!"


"N-No!" she choked. "No! That's i-impossible! D-Don wouldn't d-do
something L-like that!"


"Maybe not ... but that's what the sheriff's deputy told me! He's in the
security ward at county general ..."


"I-Is he h-hurt ... bad ...?"


"They took a .45 slug out of his leg ... we'll know how bad it is when
we see him."


She lapsed into silence, hiding her worry and grief from him with a hand
to her face, only half listening to his tirade on the younger generation
... its long hair, weird clothing, mobility, drugs and lack of morals.
In a way, she was glad that his attention was not focused on her, for a
change.


At the hospital, they were told, they could see Don for only a few
minutes, one at a time. Gabe went in first. He was inside for a very few
minutes. When he came out, Charity knew that he was seething with anger.


"I can't get anything out of him!" he growled. "Anyway, he says he wants
to see you!"


Shyly, Charity went in to see him, not knowing what to say. He was
sitting up in the hospital bed, a forced grin on his face.


"Hi, Char ... like come on in ... and see the prize exhibit!"


Gabe Scott, waiting outside, lit a cigarette and reflected -- not on his
wounded son and the charge of armed robbery that was being lodged
against him, but on Charity -- on the startling thing he had been told,
just before picking her up at school.


He had parked his car, walked across the parking lot toward the school
administrative offices, when a musical female voice called out his name:
"Gabe ... wait up a second ...!"


Turning, he saw Marcy Lunceford. His first impulse was to continue
walking, but she came up beside him, smiled and asked, "What brings you
to school?"


"Damn it, Marcy ... I told you never to ...


"Yeah ... I know what you said ... but I've got something to say ... and
I'm going to say it!" she said, defiantly.


"You got nothing to say to me ... in public, Marcy!"


"Listen good, dad, I've got a debt to pay back to that no-good son of
yours!" She was venomous.


"Don ...? He's in the ..." he began.


"Yeah, Don!" she went on, not listening. "That bastard pulled one too
many dumb stunts with me! Last night, he practically raped me ... then,
h-he said I wasn't w-worth the twenty he threw at m-me ....!"


"Don ...? Y-You ...?" He was taken by surprise.


"Yeah ... but that's not the juicy part ... listen to this!" she said,
gloatingly. "He's been b-banging Charity ...!"


Gabe looked at her in consternation. Her eyes were pure venom as he
gazed at her. He knew it was the truth; her only motive was revenge.


"You m-mean ...?"


"I mean he's been ..." She looked around; there were no students within
earshot. "... Fucking her ... is that plain enough?!"


"Christ!"


"You want to hear more ... dad ...?"


"N-No!"


"Listen anyway!"


"That's enough, Marcy!" He turned away.


She persisted, following him, "Yesterday, Don and ... another boy both
had her ... at the same time!"


Gabe had had all he could stand. "You're sure as hell not one to be
telling tales ..." he glowered. "How do you know all this?"


"The other boy told me ... and last night ... Don threatened both of us.
He h-had a gun ... too!"


"Yeah ... so I hear!" he said dryly; then, "who was the other one?"


Marcy hesitated, not knowing whether to mention Ray's name or not.


"Well ...?" he prodded. "What's his name?"


"Ray ..."


"Ray ... who?"


"D-Donahue ..."


She turned and walked away from him, rapidly, as the buzzer sounded for
the beginning of the third period. He watched her go, her lithe walk
reminding him of the supple strength in her beautiful, curving torso ...
and he felt the throb in his loins, as he remembered her, the last time
... wanton, passionate, exploding under him in ecstatic orgasm.


Damn her! She's a mean one ... when she gets crossed! ... And, Don's had
her, too? Her story about Don and Charity is damned hard to believe ...
but she must have been telling the truth ... for only one reason ... to
get even with Don!


Thoughtfully, he walked toward the school office to ask for Charity's
release from school. He knew the emergency warranted it .... and after
seeing Don in the hospital, there would be the rest of the day. He knew
exactly how they would spend it. There was one thing that galled him:
Don had had her first ... But, hell ... maybe I can use that little tale
of Marcy's ... That's it! Christ .... its perfect!


Then, he was in the administrative unit asking to see Mr. Graves. Yes!
This was going to be a very interesting day ... after he had taken
Charity with him to see Don.


* * *


"I flubbed it ... trying to hit a liquor store ... the guy shot me in
the leg ... but that's not important, Char ... I was doing it, so I
could get you away from here ..."


"R-Robbery ...? W-With a g-gun ..."


"Yeah ... it seemed like the only way to get some money, fast ...."


"OOOoooh ... D-Don ..." she wailed. "I-I never w-wanted ..."


"Like ... come on, Sis ... turn off the waterworks!" he choked. The main
thing is ... it didn't work ... so you'll have to split on your own ..."


"I-I couldn't ..."


"Damn it, Char you'll have to unless you want to stay and ..." He
offered, not finishing.


"Uuuugh! N-No ..."


"Then split, now! Run like hell ... hitchhike ... try to make it to the
communes in New Mexico! San Francisco's no place to go .... stay away
from there!" he went on, rapidly.


"Y-You mean r-right ... n-now ...?"


"Hell yes! Go out that door ... and run ... otherwise ..."


"A-And leave y-you ... here ...?"


"Yes! Now, get going!" he snapped.


The determination on his face and the steeliness in his voice pushed her
over the brink of decision. She knew she would have to do it. The
alternatives, if she stayed, or hesitated were too much to contemplate.
Suddenly, impulsively she leaned over and kissed him. "A-All right,
D-Donnie ... I'll g-go!"


"Split!"


His voice was like a starter's gun that galvanized her into action. She
pushed through the door, and without a backward glance, walked rapidly
down the corridor toward the main exit. Passing Gabe where he sat
smoking, she increased her pace, knowing only that she had to gain the
exit, the first door to her escape.


"Charity!" Gabe called. "Where're you going?"


Desperately, she broke into a run. Gabe jumped to his feet and pursued,
catching her as she pushed through the big, plate glass door.


"Let m-me go!" she screamed, struggling to escape his grasp on her.


"You're not going anywhere!" he grated.


"OOOoooh!" Her wail was like that of a trapped animal.


The commotion brought several nurses to the scene.


"What seems to be wrong, sir?" he was asked. Genuine concern was
expressed.


"She's my daughter ..." he panted. "Just been in to see ... my son ...
all shot up in there! She just seemed to go to pieces completely
hysterical ..."


"Perhaps one of the doctors should see her?"


"No ... she'll probably be all right ... just needs to be calmed down
..."


"A sedative would ..."


That's it! Perfect! Christ ... it's better than I'd hoped for! She just
damned near ran out on me!


To the nurse, he said, "Yeah ... maybe you're right ... it'd calm her
down ..."


"N-NOOOoooo!" Charity screamed. "Y-You don't u-understand! I've got t-to
get away ...!"


"Yes ... of course, my dear ... just bring her this way, sir .... and
I'll get one of the doctors to see her, right away!"


Then, she was half dragged into an examining room, her desperate
struggles subdued and she sobbed to be taken to her brother. "I-I've got
to s-see Donnie ... you d-don't understand! Y-You don't u-understand
...!"


A serious-faced young doctor diagnosed hysteria and ordered a sedative.
Her hips was swabbed with alcohol, the needle pricked her ... and she
desperately wanted to tell someone -anyone-what a horrible mistake they
were making, but who could she tell? Who would listen?


Dear God! There's nothing left ... now! I'm ... I'm t- trapped!


After a few minutes, she felt the euphoria of the drug working in her
veins, relaxing her ... making her drowsy ... and she didn't want that!
The feeling of absolute helplessness that swept over her left her
feeling empty and alone. There was nothing she could do. The half-sleep
drowsiness overtook her, vision and hearing were dimmed, but she was not
asleep, yet. She wouldn't allow herself to go to sleep ... not yet ...
NOT YET!


Gabe waited beside her, watching intently. There was plenty of time; he
could wait. They would let him, the concerned father, take his daughter
home, in an hour, perhaps. An hour would be a comparatively short time
... compared to the weeks, months, years he had already waited. She must
know that I found Dottie's letter .... last night when I was blotto ...
and she and Don put me to bed! It was missing from my pocket ...


Chapter 12


Through a drug-induced haze of unreality, Charity felt herself being led
to Gabe's old car, her legs obeying, automatically, but her mind was
still, dimly, uncertainly, aware that what was happening to her was
bizarre. She was, for all practical purposes, a prisoner, being led off.
to a cell from which there was no escape. The thought swept through her
that she was as much of a captive as Donnie ... and the ironic part was
she had been reduced to this position by well-meaning people, the nurses
and the doctor who had administered the potent sedative to her.


She balked at getting into the car, momentarily, but Gabe's strong hands
forced her into the seat. "We're going home, sweetheart," he said, for
the benefit of the nurse who accompanied them to the car. "Don't you
understand ...? We're going home, now .... so you can get some rest!" He
was all the concerned father, completely solicitous of her well-being.


"N-No ... no ..." she mumbled, "d-don't want t-to go h-home!"


"Everything will be all right ... soon's you're tucked into your own bed
..." It was the nurse smiling down at her with professional assurance.


Oh, NO! Her mind screamed it. You don't u-understand! You d-don't know
... you couldn't kn-know ... what you're sending me h- home to ...!


The ride back to Redfern was a nightmare for her; she knew the streets
they traveled, and she was conscious of where she was each moment. Each
block of every mile was taking her closer. She had to do something. Her
first attempt to escape from Gabe had been thwarted ... but if she
jumped out of the car when he paused at a traffic light, she could make
it ... perhaps she could run into a building and hide. That's it ... I
could hide in a ladies room ... or somewhere ... Oh, God ... give me
what I need t-to do it ... now!


Watching for an opportunity, as they moved with the traffic along the
streets, Charity began thinking ahead of their route, trying to remember
certain locations. Finally, Gabe stopped at a four-way-stop
intersection. There was a large furniture store, a small market and two
service stations. If she could make it to the furniture store, she would
be safe. Gabe wouldn't dare make a public uproar. There would be a
telephone; she could call the police!


Her hand went out to the handle of the car's door, as Gabe braked to a
stop. She pulled up, hard. The door swung open, and she began to
scramble out of her seat.


Gabe saw her. He grabbed her wrist and pulled her, bodily, back into the
car, slammed the door and locked it. Then, shifting gears and popping
the clutch, he punished the old car into a jackrabbit start, his strong
fingers still holding her tight.


"God damn it! Don't try any more stupid stunts like that!" he roared.


She whimpered, "P-Please ... L-let me g-go ...?"


"Not on your life! I've waited too damned long for this chance!" he
grated.


"Wh-What do you m-mean ...?"


"I'm going to lay you, Baby Doll!" he chortled. "I've wanted to fuck you
ever since you started growing those pretty little tits of yours!"


"N-NOOoo! You c-can't! Y-You're my ..."


"Father ...?" he finished. "Like hell! You know ... and I know, now ...
you and I are not related! Some other bastard knocked up your mother ...
then she made me believe I'd done it ... and tricked me into marrying
her. Dottie's letter was ..."


"Y-You stole m-my letter ...!" she accused.


"All right ... I stole it ... but it was nice to know the truth!"


"Mom d-did what she th-thought was r-right ..." she countered.


"She lied!" His eyes were furious. "... And, she's a no-good whore! She
was a whore when I married her!"


"No ... no ... NO!" she sobbed.


"... And, so are you!" he flung at her.


"OOOOoooh, God! N-No! Th-That's not t-true!"


He looked at her, his contempt plain on his face. "You wouldn't try to
deny Don's been laying you ... and yesterday, both Don and Ray Donahue
fucked you ... at the same time?"


Charity's jaw dropped open with consternation. Shame and humiliation
flooded through her. He kn-knows! Oh. God ... he knows! How? Who t-told
...? ...N-Not Donnie! Ray! I-It must have b-been Ray ...!


What could she say? There was absolutely nothing she could do; it was a
fact she couldn't deny. The ugly truth had caught up with her, and her
only recourse was to womanly tears. They flowed, copiously, coursing
down her shame-inflamed cheeks, unchecked, unnoticed.


Gabe persisted. "Well ... do you deny it?"


For answer, she shook her head in negative muteness, admitting to him
the depth of her degradation.


"Little bitch!" he barked. "You no-good little bitch!"


"N-No ..." she managed through her tears.


"Committing incest with your brother ... orgies ... taking on two at a
time! Christ! How many others have you laid?"


"N-None ..." she mumbled. "Ray m-made m-me do it!"


"Rape ...?"


"No ... he th-threatened t-to tell on m-me ... a-and Don!"


Gabe's laugh was short, mirthless. "Christ! That's good. No girl can be
fucked ... unless she wants to be!"


"H-He gave m-me something t-to drink ..."


"That was your mistake ... for drinking it!"


"B-But it was ..."


He plunged ahead, not listening to her. "... And, I suppose you'll tell
me Don forced you, too ...?"


"H-He g-gave me some ... marijuana to s-smoke ... and ..."


"Christ!" he exploded. "The whole bit ... drugs ... drinking .... sex!
Is there anything else you haven't tried?"


"... But, y-you don't u-understand ..."


"I understand plenty! You're no damned good ... just like your mother!"


He turned off the avenue into their shabby street. It was her last
chance, she decided. As soon as the c-car stops ... I-I'll j- jump out
and start running ... a-and screaming ...


As he guided the car into the driveway, he must have been reading her
mind, because Gabe reached over and took her wrist, again, in his strong
fingers. "Just in case you have any ideas about running out on me,
again!" he grunted.


The car was stopped, now, and he went on, "You and I are going to walk
into the house ... just like a loving father and his daughter ... and I
don't want to hear one peep out of you ... or I'll clobber you!" He
waved a threatening flat in her face. "Understand ...?"


Her frightened eyes stared at him, unbelievingly. "You w- wouldn't ...!"
she said, dully.


"You want to try me ... and see ...?"


"N-No ..." Charity murmured. She felt the pressure on her wrist
increase, painfully, and she saw the mean determination on his face.


"All right ... come along, then!" He almost pulled her from the car,
dragging her across the seat to exit from the driver's side of the car.


Keeping a tight hold on her, he walked her up the steps to the porch,
opened the front door and shoved her, quickly, inside. He locked the
door from the inside, pocketing the key.


"Now ..." he gloated. "You're safe at home with your ever- loving
father!"


Charity turned and plunged toward the door of her own room, fleeing like
a frightened gazelle. Gabe caught her in five steps and pinned her to
him, holding her from behind.


"No you don't! We're going into my bedroom ... and you know what's going
to happen, bitch ... I'm going to fuck you silly!" He panted with the
exertion of catching and holding her. She struggled, futilely, in his
bear-hug grasp.


"N-No ... Oh, p-please ... no!" she pleaded. "L-Let m-me go ....
p-please ...?!"


"Not a chance, Charity Baby ... I've waited too God damned long for
this!"


He walked backward, half-dragging her into his bedroom, the room he and
her mom had shared ... the room where she had watched while that
stranger had debauched her mother.


"NOOOooo!" she screamed.


Gabe flung his young stepdaughter to the bed, his own slightly flabby
body following, pinning her there as one of his hands covered her mouth.
His voice was gritty, "Let out another yell like that and I'll knock
your damned head off, bitch. You're going to get fucked ... and there's
nothing you can do about it!"


Then, shifting his hand downward to hold her jaw, he dropped his mouth
to hers, capturing her lips, covering them, completely, engulfing them,
moistly, as his mobile tongue darted out to force itself between her
lips and against her teeth. She resisted his kiss, attempting to turn
her head aside, but his grip on her jaw prevented it, his fingers
pressing with cruel force into the muscles of her jaw, at the hinge
point, forcing her mouth to open to him. His tongue lashed inside to
taste and savor the delicious freshness of her youth.


Frantically, she resisted him, trying to worm her body free of his
weight on her, disgust and revulsion sweeping through her at the vile
physical contact with this man she had considered her father ... until
just three days ago, but he held her down, as his other hand began to
move, searchingly, over her curvaceous form, smoothing and kneading her
hips while his pelvis prodded into her loins. She could feel, clearly,
the bulging hugeness of his erect cock, inside his pants as it pressed
against her, hard, into the triangle of her unwanting genital mound.
There was no doubt at all, in her mind, that he truly intended to carry
out his threat.


With all her strength, she pulled her face aside, breaking the kiss and
escaping his voraciously devouring lips and struggled to free herself
from his body pinning her to the mattress. She grated out at him,
flaringly, "Damn you, Gabe! L-Let me go! I-I'll never l-let you d-do it
to m-me!"


CRACK! His open-handed slap rocked her already drug-dimmed head.


"You keep asking for it, don't you?" he grunted.


Charity moaned, a hand going to the side of her face where the ugly
imprint of his hand showed, clearly.


He went on, then. "I don't want to hurt you ... so you might as well
make up your mind to it! Either we do it my way ... or by God ... I-I'll
tie you up ... and beat you half to death, if I have to! ... And, you'll
still get fucked!"


She saw the evil determination in his eyes. He meant it! His lust for
her could lead him to do ... anything. She could be injured, seriously.
He was acting and talking like a madman. What can I do ... t-to stop
him?


"P-Please ... don't h-hurt m-me ... anymore ..." she said, pitifully.
Her decision had been made for her. His slap, the threat, the drug still
working. in her blood ... all combined to weigh down on her, to defeat
her. There was nothing she could do .... unless she wanted to risk being
mutilated!


Once again, Gabe captured her mouth, his tongue spearing into hers,
probing avidly, and he rolled from her, slightly, his hand going to a
full, round and firm, young breast, his fingers digging into her soft
flesh through her clothing.


How can I stand it ...? He's still like my father ... even if I know he
isn't! Living with him for so long ... calling him dad .... and now ...
now, everything's changed! It's all so mixed up .... a-and so a-awful!
... A-And, it's wr-wrong ... so wrong!


She struggled, again, momentarily, to escape him, trying to avoid his
pillaging tongue, to shake his questing, rapacious hands from her body.
It was futile. He held her in a viselike grip. Perhaps, if she gave in
... allowed him to ... have his way, it would be over all the sooner ...
and she could wait for an opportunity to slip out of the house and make
good her escape, once and for all. She could just lie there, not
responding and let him use her as a receptacle for his lust. After all
... I don't h-have to L-like it! He's practically raping m-me ... anyway
... f- forcing m-me ... just like R-Ray d-did!


She groaned aloud. There didn't seem to be any other way out. She was
trapped ... and all alone. Donnie was not there to take care of her.
Then, she slumped back, relaxing onto the mattress, all of her will to
fight him off gone from her. It was a groan of submissive resignation.


Gabe heard and misinterpreted her groan of defeat, from the very depths
of her tortured young soul, as one of sexual arousal. It signaled his
victory. He was hers, already.


"Don't worry, Baby Doll ... I'm going to take care of you ... good, but
I'm going to take a little time for some fun, ahead of that ... you
might as well relax and enjoy it ... because you'll be begging to be
fucked before I'm through with you!" he bragged.


He began kissing her neck, his tongue flicking out to lave her soft
skin, moistly; now, it was flicking investigatively, into her ear, its
warm moistness as the tip ran around the outer edges of her tiny earlobe
giving her uncontrollable shivers of unwanted delight.


"You're a beautiful little thing, Charity!" he hissed into her ear.
"I've always thought so ... now I'll find out how hot a piece of tail
you really are!"


She lay stretched, at full length, under him, her softly curving thighs
clenched tightly together, dreading the moment when he would want to
touch her ... down there ... in that private, secret place, between her
legs. She didn't want it to happen ... yet she knew that it would. Each
time, it had been that way: First with Don ... then Don and Ray,
together ... and now ... it was Gabe, her stepfather. She dreaded it,
feared it with every fiber of her being, for somehow, she knew it would
be the beginning of the end for her. She had always lost!


Leaning up on an elbow, his hand roamed, freely, down across her flat
belly, on down the outside of a tapered thigh to the hem of her
miniskirt, then up, again, back along the same route on the smooth, warm
flesh to the triangle at the juncture of her trembling thighs, pulling
the dress up, as his hand crept between to touch the wisp of nylon
panties that covered her, and exposing her completely to his lust-filled
gaze. His fingers probed the soft nylon that encased her loins and went
smoothly in under the leg band to touch her soft, silky pubic hair,
caressingly; then, he deftly used a finger, pushing it into the crease
at the top of her quivering vaginal furrow, sliding it in to find the
tiny bud of her clitoris.


He grinned at her salaciously as he rubbed across it, feeling it come up
hard and firm under the pad of his sensitive finger. He knew it would
send flashing sensations through her, for no woman, once she had been
brought to full arousal, would be able to resist such teasing
manipulation of her naked pussy.


Charity tried to cringe away from his questing finger. Her hips pushed
down into the mattress, and she attempted to roll away from him. It was
useless; she felt his strong hands, now, pulling and tugging at the thin
material of his sheer, white panties, the only barrier protecting her
sensitive cuntal opening from his rummaging hand.


"Oh, p-please ... don't d-do that ..." she moaned.


"It's a little late for that isn't it, baby you're already getting hot!
Christ! That little clit of yours is hard as a rock!"


Then, twisting his hand into the leg band of her wispy panties, he gave
a quick, hard yank, tearing them away from her, the thin material
ripping away, leaving her tender, young loins tremblingly naked and
completely defenseless before him.


Instinctively, she clamped her legs tight together, and a hand went down
to cover her naked shame. "Nooo! No! Please ... N-No!"


"Open those legs ... bitch!" he growled. "... Or, do you want another
one across the mouth?!"


"I-I c-can't! I-I just can't L-let you d-do it!" she wailed.


"You can't let me ... but you sure as hell let others fuck you ....
didn't you?" he needled.


"Y-You don't really kn-know how it was. I-It was different ...." She
tried to defend her actions with Don and Ray.


"... And, that makes you nothing but a little whore ... so open them up!
I might even consider paying you ... just like Marcy ...."


She was dumbstruck. P-Pay me ...? Marcy? Marcy Lunceford? He p-pays her
t-to d-do it? She's a ... a whore? ... And, he keeps telling m-me I'm
one ... t-too! Why?


It was useless. She couldn't unravel it ... but one thought stuck in her
mind: Gabe and Marcy Lunceford, together, in bed, or in a car just
didn't seem possible.


She was beaten down by his intimidating words, and as defeat, disgust
and fear mingled in her, she relaxed the muscles of her thighs,
slightly, allowing the white, curvingly tapered columns to part,
revealing the dividing coral slit, glisteningly moist there, an auburn
ring of sparse young pubic hair lining the soft femaleness of her.
Peeping through, the tiny petals pouted out like a small but lower
tongue, while above, the miniature phallus, her clitoral bud, throbbed
pulsingly. Her whole body quivered with fear ... and anticipation.


Then, in spite of her revulsion, it began for her, just as it had before
with her brother and his friend.


She didn't want it to happen ... but she felt his lewd finger moving on
her, tracing the thin, pink furrow of her naked and defenseless young
cunt, and she shivered with another feeling of revulsion; then, there
was a moment of strange, tortured agony, of salacious agitation, that
seared her loins with unexplainable and delicious, ecstatic need.


He insinuated the finger deeper and let it slide into the moist warmth
of her trembling vaginal passage where he rotated it around in tiny
teasing circles just inside the desire-slickened walls of her cuntal
mouth, eliciting a long, low moan from her agonized lips.


Something was happening to her, in her helplessness; that spreading
warmth in her loins, the tingling awareness, the prurient sensations
that arced in her, seeming to center where his finger probed into the
soft flesh of her cunt, signaled sexual arousal ... and pleasure she had
forbidden for herself.


His finger ... Oh, God, it's driving me crazy!


Charity moaned aloud in an agony of conflicting emotions. Her nerve
endings were shimmeringly alive to the electric sensations that surged
in her loins ... but she didn't want to respond to this father-figure
... indeed, to the man she still, unconsciously, -thought of as father.
If it had to happen -- as he said it must -- she didn't want to be a
party to it. Why, oh, why didn't he just put his thing in her ... make
his vile motions of sex and be done with it? Why did he have to keep
torturing her, making her want it .... need it? It all seemed so wrong
... so very wrong!


Tremblingly, she squirmed her buttocks down into the soft mattress,
seeking to escape the tantalizingly worming finger, her deep throated
moan changing to a helpless, mewling whimper of building pleasure as he
continued to taunt her taut, young pussy lips, thrusting his finger deep
into her several times; then, parting the softly curling pubic hair, he
made a sudden electrifying contact with the tiny, pulsing head of her
firmly erect clitoris.


She could feel the moistness all around the sensitive opening, the
exudation caused by his manipulating, tantalizing finger. It was
unwanted and forbidden sexual excitation that now filled her whole
being, and she clenched her teeth to hold back another moan of pleasure.
She wouldn't allow herself to give in to the salacious feelings building
within her defenseless, trembling loins.


This was impossible! She couldn't let it go on! Forcefully, she pushed
up against his heavy chest, writhing and kicking, under him, in an
attempt to free herself from his grip.


"P-Please, d-daddy ... stop d-doing all these th-things to m- me ...!"


Gabe roared with spontaneous laughter. "Daddy ...? Daddy, hell! I'm not
your father ... and you know it! You were a little bastard ...
remember?"


Charity couldn't help it. It was definitely a slip of the tongue that
caused her to call him daddy, but his cutting words were too much for
her.


"... B-But I-I never knew h-him ... you're the only f-father I kn-know
..." she sobbed. It seemed almost an unconscious attempt to appeal to
whatever sense of decency remained in him.


"Shut up, bitch! You're still a bastard ... and a little whore, to
boot!" he growled at her.


Suddenly, she heaved her body up against him and tried to roll to her
side, away from him. His constant bombardment of her with vile names,
names that degraded and humiliated, was more than she could stand. She
had to act ... now, to put a stop to it!


The sudden force of her action caught Gabe by surprise, but he was
quick. He caught her by the shoulders and wrestled her back, again, his
weight fully on top of her, pinning her to the soft mattress beneath
him, again.


"You little bitch ... still got some fight left, eh?!" he grated,
forcing his muscular leg between her thighs, parting them, forcefully,
while his middle finger wormed into her, again, to plunder the moist
readiness of her gently quivering vagina.


"... But you can't get away," he went on, boastfully, "because I won't
let you go ... until I've fucked you till you can't walk! .... And, if
you try to call it rape ... it'll never hold water! You're legal age ...
and before I'm through you'll be begging me to fuck you, like I said ...
so relax ... and enjoy it!"


"N-No ... never!" she gasped through clenched teeth. "Y- You'll never
m-make m-me want t-to ..."


"We'll see about that!" He was supremely confident.


Then, as his weight bore down on her, Charity stopped struggling and
relaxed back into the bed, the completely insane horror of her helpless,
completely defenseless situation sinking into her frantic brain. There
was nothing she could do!


No matter what she did or said, she was going to be used by him. She was
trapped like a wild animal. All she could do, now, was lie there and
allow him to take any liberty his depraved mind dictated ... let his
hands roam at will over her helpless, young body, fondling, kissing,
licking ... and sucking at her tender flesh; then, when he was ready ...
he would use his monstrous cock to violate her warm, moist, unwanting
vaginal passage, pounding into her without mercy and squirting his lewd
sperm deep into her tortured loins.


Tears of humiliation flowed down her cheeks, unchecked. The revulsion
she felt for her own response to his lewdly taunting finger caught in
her throat, as she became aware that the tantalizingly cruel tracing of
his fingers in the soft, sensate flesh of her open genitals elicited
uncontrollable sensations in the aroused wetness of her cuntal channel.
His leg wedging her thighs apart made it impossible for her to avoid the
plundering contact.


His raspy voice was loud and close to her ear, his breath hot against
her. "Feels good doesn't it?" he taunted.


She twisted her head aside and her words stopped short in her throat;
she couldn't speak, as the sensual shock of his maddening fingers
massaging her throbbing clitoris and the now slightly throbbing mouth of
her pussy caused her to writhe her firm rounded young buttocks down into
the mattress to escape the frantic, nerve- shocking sensations that
slashed at her soft, vibrant cunt.


"Oh! ... Oh, OOoohh, God!" she whimpered, involuntarily, as he
continued, unceasingly, to stimulate the erect, pulsing little bud
between her thighs.


Gabe moved his paunchy body to kneel up over her, his strong hands
holding her shoulders, immobile, to the mattress, then he lowered his
head to kiss her moist, tightly clenched lips, his tongue forcing them
apart and sliding deep into her mouth, as at the same time, he slipped a
finger into her vaginal opening to massage her soft, nakedly defenseless
cunt once more.


After a few moments he told her, "I'm going to strip you bare- assed
naked, now ... and you're going to cooperate!"


Dully, Charity knew that she would. At this point, there was nothing
more she could do to help herself ... or better her situation.


She felt herself being raised up to a sitting position, felt him fumble
as he unbuttoned her blouse, heard the zipper of her skirt whisper open,
and she closed her eyes, not wanting to think about what her own
mother's husband was doing to her. Then, she was helping him, shrugging
her shoulders as her blouse came off, raising her hips for him to remove
her skirt and the remains of her soft wispy panties. Now, his busy hands
were behind her, unhooking her bra, removing it, and the cool air of the
room washed over the warm flesh of her full, firm and youthful breasts,
the erect, distended nipples pointing, spikily, into the palms of his
avid, grasping hands as he reached out to encompass them.


She gasped as his talonlike fingers enclosed the warm, vibrant flesh,
his lustful hands kneading and massaging, hotly, until he began to roll
the sensitive, pink nipples between thumb and forefinger which brought
breathy mewls of pleasure-pain from her passion-distorted mouth.


Then, his hot, wet mouth was on her, taking one of the hardened,
berrylike buds -- the areola as well -- into his oral cavity, his lips
sucking and nibbling, his tongue licking, maddeningly. Transferring his
attention to the other breast, he paid it similar homage, his long,
mobile tongue trailing, finally, through the clefted, narrow valley
between them. She tightened her stomach muscles, involuntarily, tensing
against him, as his body slithered down and down, his tongue trailing,
moistly, across the flat plane of her belly to dip, probingly, into the
shallow well of her navel, teasingly, while his hands reaching out above
him kept up their constant kneading of her tremulant breasts.


His hands began to shift, and she could feel them as they left her
full-mounded breasts to slide, sinuously, along her rib cage to her
waist, slipping on down, over the full rounded curve of her hips and the
outside of her tapering thighs to her knees. Then, back up, they crept,
along the inner surfaces of her warm, velvety thighs, moving stealthily,
spreading her legs as they went, exposing her naked, defenseless loins,
completely to his gloating gaze.


She heard his breath, raspy raw in his throat, as his hand, again worked
itself into the moist open furrow, plundering her tight, nearly virginal
cuntal lips. Charity kept her eyes closed tight as she felt him kneel up
on the bed above her nakedness ... and she could hear, clearly, the
whisper of his zipper, the rustle of male clothing as it was shed. She
knew he was undressing himself, and she dared not look.


Gabe saw her tightly closed eyes and chortled down at her, "You might as
well look, Baby Doll ... you'll have to ... sooner or later!"


There was truth in what he said. She was involved. She was responding to
him ... whether she wanted to or not. The beginnings of a soaring
ecstasy was building like an out-of-control forest fire in her belly.


Reluctantly, she unclenched her tightly closed eyes. She couldn't help
seeing it; her eyes were drawn like a magnet to his hairy loins, below
the slight paunch of his belly.


She saw his naked form, kneeling now between her widespread legs, his
face distorted with lust. Her eyes swept down to see the erect penis
that stood out below in obscene nakedness. Involuntarily, her eyes
widened in surprise, disbelieving what she saw there. Her stepfather's
hardened penis speared out into the air before him, thick and massive,
and while he grinned at her lewdly, she saw his hand move to grasp it,
caressingly, the huge, oversized cock throbbing in his hand.


Through horrified eyes she watched as he stroked, gently, back and
forth, his hand moving the full length of it, the foreskin slipping
easily over the shiny, red, blood-engorged head with each stroke. It
jerked and throbbed, obscenely, in his manipulative hand. She couldn't
help but stare at it!


"Pretty nice isn't it?" he teased.


"I-It's b-big!" she choked. "I-It's too b-big!"


In her imagination she saw it sliding, ponderously, into her, splitting
her belly wide open. "Oh, God ..."


"Those damned young kids couldn't match this!" he stated.


Dumbly. Charity continued to stare at him in miserable humiliation, the
degradation of knowing what was coming, the sight of his obscenely naked
penis, her own completely nude body spread out on the bed before him,
helpless, defenseless, filled her with unfathomable feelings of shame
... and she was utterly alone as she faced the sexual onslaught of this
lust crazed man.


Even as she stared, it was this same feeling of helplessness that
stirred further tinglings of unwanted desire. They came surging,
somehow, from her, playing like summer lightning in her loins,
discharging feelings of wanton depravity along her sensate nerve
endings; nevertheless, there was a new horror in her. It was not her
imagination working, now. She knew it for a fact. As she watched him on
his knees, above her, obscenely, stroking himself to fully erect
hardness, her eyes fixed upon his lust-filled cock in his hand, she
knew, without a doubt, that it really was too big. She looked at it,
now, with terror and fear. It would rip her apart! How can I ever take
that ... h-huge thing ... inside m-me ....?


"You'll really know you've been fucked ... when I get this into that
tight little cunt of yours!" he told her, his lewd smile of anticipation
revulsing her.


Tears brimmed her eyes, again, as she realized there was nothing she
could do to prevent him from ravishing her. She hardly noticed his
filthy language, now; he kept using the words over and over. Her mind
was too busy assessing the complete hopelessness of her position, for
there was the terrible realization that there was no escape from the
sexual plunder of her helpless, young body ... a ravishment that was
going to be carried out, no matter what she said or did. There was
nowhere to turn ... no one to turn to, now that Donnie could not be
there with her. She was completely at his mercy.


Suddenly, Gabe leaned forward and dropped the full weight of his paunchy
body upon her, forcing the breath from her lungs, momentarily, and the
long, hard thickness of his fully erect cock was pulsating against the
smooth softness of her belly. His brazenly searching hands, once more,
were squeezing and mauling the full rounded mounds of her breasts, with
savage cruelty, causing her to whimper in pain, beneath him, while his
mouth sought hers, avidly, his long, agile tongue stabbing deep into her
throat. There came, constantly, from deep in his chest, animallike
sounds of pure lust, as he massaged, deeply, with strong-fingered power
into her soft, young girl-flesh.


He raised his head, after long moments of this tantalizing torture, and
said, huskily, "God! You're a luscious piece ... but you're not hot
enough, yet! Before I'm through sucking that tight, little cunt of yours
... you'll be crawling up the walls!" he boasted.


Too late, she realized his meaning, as he moved, slithering down her
body until his mouth was just inches above the coral moistness of her
pussy. The horrible thought of what her own stepfather intended to do to
her, now, filled her with repugnance and loathing.


"P-Please ... d-don't do th-that to m-me ..." she pleaded.


Already, he had placed his hands against the satiny smooth flesh of her
inner thighs and was parting them, spreading them wide apart; her
efforts to keep him from splaying her legs open wider were futile
against his superior strength.


She whined, pitifully, in her throat, as she looked down between the
twin, mounding hemispheres of her breasts to the auburn triangle of
softly curling pubic hair where she could see his face,
passion-distorted, poised over her softly palpitating cunt.


Kneeling between his stepdaughter's legs, his hands forcing apart the
soft, young columns of her smooth, white thighs, Gabe looked down,
hungrily, at the thin, gently throbbing furrow of her tight young pussy,
ringed, sparsely, with soft, red-gold, auburn hair, the pink petals of
her tender inner lips peeping out like two tiny, pink tongues, viscous,
clear droplets of lubricating moisture clinging to them, delicately, and
he smiled lewdly, in anticipation of the sensual act he was about to
perform.


Charity lay there, terror-stricken, beneath him, her eyes pleading,
mutely, with him not to shame her any further; then, her humiliation
complete, as he ignored her, she watched, petrified, as his hands moved
up between her thighs, and she felt him place his thumbs against the
soft, trembling cunt lips to part the soft curls of her pubic hair,
drawing them apart, ever so slowly, to expose her innermost secrets to
his hungry gaze.


Then, she felt the humid warmth of his breath on her sensitive flesh,
and she moaned aloud in an agony of shame and humiliation, as still
watching, transfixed, unable to take her horrified eyes away from the
scene, she saw him lower his head to her trembling loins and felt the
moist length of his tongue slide, sinuously, into the portal of her
defenseless, quivering vagina.


Tremulously, she responded, instinctively, squirming with determination,
her hips grinding back and away from him, jerking, convulsively, in an
attempt to escape the humiliating outrage he was performing against her
defenseless, naked pussy, as a seething revulsion stirred in her for the
man she had known as father for most of her life, this man who was using
his warm tongue down between her open thighs, building an unwanted
passion within her almost to the bursting point.


"OOOOoooh ... My God! OOooh n-no! NOOooo!" she groaned.


She didn't want it, but she could no longer deny the reality of it. Her
mother's husband's tongue was there snaking up into her unreceptive, yet
rapidly surrendering cunt ... and she could not stop it.


In the midst of her shame, the unwanted sensations of forbidden pleasure
began to surge through her whole body from the insane, animalistic
stimulation of her moist, trembling cuntal slit. Desperately, she tried
to keep her mind from acknowledging the wild, sensual twinges of sexual
need that stabbed, tantalizingly, through her, searing her loins with
lightning flashes of ecstasy and subverting her body to his lewdly
salacious will. And ... in spite of all, her traitorous body demanded
its own way ... and won!


Then, she was aware that Gabe's eyes were watching her, peeping
gleefully up over the softly curling hair of her pubic triangle. His
eyes studied her facial reactions up through her breasts, while his
mouth and tongue slaved there, below, in the widespread cuntal passage
between her legs. His mouth made obscenely moist sucking sounds, and she
knew, in a sudden flash of insight, that he was watching ... and waiting
... for her final, unconditional surrender to his lewdly sucking mouth.


I-I won't let him ... I-I can't g-give in t-to him! ... But those
feelings ... down there ... between my legs! OOooh! His tongue's so wild
... it's driving me crazy!


Gabe's eyes stared bug-like up over her genital mound, observing every
expression on her lovely, passion-contorted face, his tongue thrusting
into her, unceasingly, racing in and out of her now wild, scorchingly
hot vaginal passage. Tears rolled from her eyes, again, as he watched
with sadistic pleasure. He knew it would be soon, the space of a few
moments, until her already squirming body would lose the battle against
him ... and also with her own proud little mind.


You're going to go all the way, Baby Doll. You'll be all mine .... to do
anything with ... anything I want ...!


Suddenly, he shifted his mouth upward, his lips probing, until he found
the erectile, pulsing shaft of the miniature phallus, her throbbing
clitoris. He heard her mewling whimper of agonized ecstasy as he took
the tiny, quivering bud between his teeth, gently; then, holding it
firmly, he ran his agile tongue in tiny teasing circles around it,
finally, coming to the sensitive head where he licked and sucked without
mercy.


He was gratified, as almost instantly, he felt the involuntary
undulation of her loins grinding up at him in uncontrollable, rhythmic
counterpoint to his obscenely licking tongue. Her head began to flail,
tossing her auburn locks to and fro, the sensations generated in her
seething little pussy so intense that she could only agonize; then, he
heard new moans of pleasure, interspersed with whimpers of helplessness,
emitting from deep in her chest.


This is it!


Reaching under her, he pulled her legs up, sliding his arms under them,
until her knees were hanging up on his shoulders, her shapely calves
draping down across his back and his hands slid in under the quivering,
full-rounded orbs of her buttocks to cup them up, cruelly, tight against
his maddeningly swirling tongue.


Charity's cries of involuntary pleasure resounded in the bedroom as he
shoved his long, moist tongue deeper into the searing, coral depths of
her wildly pulsating cunt. With trembling hands, she reached downwards
to him, the desperate battle raging within herself lost, now, her
fingers entangling themselves in his hair to pull his face tighter into
her steaming loins.


He had won! She was his! Now, he was absolute master of the situation!
He could do anything he pleased with her, and he chuckled his victory
aloud. Christ! This'll be one fuck she'll remember ... all her life!


Yet, again, Charity's body had betrayed her. He was in complete command,
now, and she could only obey, instinctively, the demands her loins made
on her. Her buttocks squirmed and undulated, moving in circles upward to
his plunging lingual member as she pulled his mouth close into her.
Lightning played across her belly when she felt his warm, moist tongue
nick down, suddenly, to taunt the hidden, tiny, brown ring of her anus.


Her scream died in her throat. She wanted to scream, but it was changed,
at the last instant, into a moan of helpless, sensual pleasure as his
hot, wet tongue played at the nerve-charged opening. For him, it was
only a momentary detour from his main goal, for in the next few moments,
his long, agile tongue was laboring again in the tender flesh of her
now, more-than-ready cunt.


Then ... she cried out, the sound of her voice unnaturally loud to her,
it seemed, the moaning cry coming from deep in her tortured soul. The
decision had been made for her. She couldn't resist any longer. It was
pointless to do so ... because now, she wanted it ... needed it ... more
than anything else in the world.


"Gabe! Oh, Gabe ... OOOOOoooooh! Ooooh, God! GAAaaaabbbbe!" she groaned
in helpless ecstasy, her head flailing from side to side.


He could hardly contain his elation. In a few moments he was going to
get what he had waited so long for from his hot little stepdaughter, and
it was hard to believe that it was really happening to him. Damn! He was
going to cram his big, aching cock into her tight, young cunt ... and
fuck her silly. He could feel the load of cum building in his balls ...
and, now, he could hardly wait to get it into her cute little pussy.


Jerking his head free of her insistent, hair-entangling hands, he raised
up to look at her, leeringly.


"You're getting hot, now ... almost ready to fuck! That tight, little
cunt of yours is really asking for it!" he rasped.


Charity lay trembling, unable to move away from him; it was almost as
though she didn't want to move, now that the moment she dreaded had
arrived. Then, she knew! She had to have it ... now! Her whole world
centered in her throbbing loins.


Magnetically, her eyes were drawn to and locked on his long, massive,
pulsing cock, and she knew she had to have it inside her, racing in and
out of her hotly quivering vaginal passage. She had to have it or she
would go insane. Even the great pain she knew it would cause her, as it
forced its way into her tight little pussy -- that had only been
stretched by boys before, would be welcome. Anything would be better
than hanging on the brink in unsatisfied limbo of full arousal. God! Why
doesn't h-he just p-put it in ... a-and fuck m-me?


Gabe was over her, on his hands and knees, now. His face was contorted
into a sadistic leer, as he ordered, "All right, Charity Baby ... take
my cock in your hand and guide it into that hot, little cunt of yours!"


This was the moment!


Her brain spun, turning flip-flops inside her skull. She froze. God! She
couldn't do it!


"NOOooo! Oh, no! D-Don't make m-me do th-that ... too ...!"


"Put it in, bitch!" he snarled.


Forced, against her will, helplessly, she reached out, sliding her tiny
hand down over her flat belly, between them, her fingers reaching for
his monstrous, hardened rod of blood-engorged flesh, and her hand
stopped short, an inch away; somehow, she couldn't bring herself to this
final act of degradation. She groaned aloud, "Noo ...!"


"Do it ... bitch ... or so help me ... I'll ...!" He didn't finish. He
dropped his head, suddenly, and took a pink, spiky nipple into his mouth
... and bit down on it, salty blood flowing warmly into his mouth from
the slight wound.


"OOOOooooooh!" she wailed, her hand, instantly, reaching the final inch,
her tiny fingers encircling his thick, lust-inflated prick to feel for
the first time the true enormity of its massiveness. He had made his
point, painfully ... and she had to act.


Gabe raised his head to glare at her. "That's more like it! Now, let's
go ... all the way, Baby Doll!"


Working the bulbous head up and down between her open thighs to part the
sparsely hairlined lips of her trembling, moistly ready cunt, she placed
the tip of it at the mouth of the tiny, fearfully pulsating channel. She
reeled, almost in shock, with both fear ... and anticipation.


The shiny red cockhead paused there, at the entrance, momentarily; his
prick flexed, involuntarily and moved against her, sending shivers of
pure, delightful sensuousness through her sensate loins.


Flicking his hips forward, slightly, Gabe forced the great,
blood-engorged head into the tight, elastic sheath, stretching the
sensitive flesh, cruelly, and Charity was certain that his monstrous
cock was tearing her apart as she felt her tender cleft stretch ever
more and more with every fraction of an inch that it went into her.


The pain of it, now, was more than she could stand. She screamed for
mercy. "OOOooooh! G-God! NOOOooo! It's r-ripping me ... I-I can't stand
it! P-Pleeeeeaaasssse!"


Through pain-tortured eyes she begged him for mercy, but she saw on his
face, instead, such a mask of pure, sadistic pleasure, she knew he would
not hear her pleading.


For Gabe, it was pure delight to watch her suffer ... for a while, as
with inexorable pressure, he continued his brutal impalement of her
tortured cunt. Inch by painful inch he forced his massive cock into her
quivering vaginal vault, until, suddenly, he thrust with every erg of
his energy, shoving the rock-hard shaft spearing up into her tightly
resisting cuntal passage with the force of a rutting bull.


Charity screamed, again, with the searing pain of it.
"AAAAAaaauuuuuuugggghhh! I-It's killing m-me ...


Words failed as a means of communication between them; there was only
the animalistic, sexual connection, and his shaft raced, thick and
lustful, with full length and breadth, into the coraline softness of her
vaginal passage, pushing waves of warm, resisting flesh before it,
searingly, until she felt his heavy, ball-filled sac smack into the open
anal crevice between her smooth, round- cheeked buttocks, upturned
nakedly, helplessly, beneath him.


He lay still, heavy and immobile, on top of her, his breath rasping in
his lungs; then, he grunted and expanded his deeply buried cock, flexing
it inside her, against the tight cuntal sheath of warm sex-flesh and
ground it into her vagina, deeper yet, for another fraction of an inch.


Charity groaned; every ridge of his great prick could be felt deep up
inside her belly. He repeated the expanding action several times, each
muscular movement eliciting moans of agony and shame, resonating from
deep in her chest.


After a few moments, surprisingly, her sensitive, stretched cuntal walls
began to adjust to the massive presence of his throbbing cock shoved
deep up into the moist warmth of her tremulant pussy.


Her whimpers and moans of pain came with less frequency as he commenced
a slow, undulantly grinding movement of his pelvis that insinuated his
prick even more tightly into her naked loins, expanding and stretching
the resilient walls of her vaginal sheath more and more, until her
agonized groans of pain became mewls of forbidden pleasure, humming in
her throat, and she couldn't control them; they just came from her
unbidden ... and unwanted.


And ... she was suddenly on fire with forbidden passion. Uncontrollably,
her hips began to move under him, grinding in tiny tight circles up
against him, countering him in perfect rhythmic thrusts.


She's ready to beg for it, now! Gabe smiled a lewd smile of triumph, as
he levered himself up on his arms, above her. He pulled his hardened
prick out of her now gently clasping channel until only the throbbing
tip, blood-engorged and bulbous, remained between the fleshy folds of
her softly hairlined cunt. Hungrily, her loins followed, attempting to
regain it ... but he wouldn't allow it; he kept the great cockhead
there, immobile, in the warm elastic lips of her demanding vaginal
canal.


"Now, Charity Baby ... you can start begging me to fuck you!" he
commanded.


"B-Beg ...?" she mumbled, not understanding.


"Yes, God damn it! Beg for it!" he roared at her.


"OOooh ... n-no! I-I can't ... just g-go ahead ... and d-do it ... t-to
me ..."


Charity flailed her head from side to side in frustration and
humiliation, feeling both, strongly, as she whimpered up at him, her
legs widespread, expectantly, beneath him.


"Beg!" he snapped. "Your brother and his friend must have taught you the
words ... didn't they?" He expanded the lust- inflated cockhead, again,
just inside, against the sensation-hungry walls of her cuntal passage.


She purled mewlingly in ecstasy, under him. She couldn't help it, now.
Every fiber in her being rejected it; she didn't want to say it, but,
again, she was being forced to do it, against her will .... forced to
say obscene words, if she were to get what she now desperately wanted.
She had to have it ... and there was nothing she could do except beg!


"F-Fuck me!" she spat up at him. "Oh, God ... how I-I need it! I w-want
you t-to fuck me ... now! P-Please?" Her words rasped out at him between
tightly clenched jaws. It was the final humiliation. There was nothing
left to her, now ... only her perverse desire for that huge cock that
taunted at her inflamed, needful pussy.


"Where, damn it ... where do you want to be fucked?" he prodded,
demandingly.


"I-In my c-cunt!" she answered. She found it easier, now, and she went
on, "Fuck m-me in my cunt ... quick! I-I can't stand it any l-longer!"


"Get on with it!" he prompted. "With what?"


"Your cock! I-I want you t-to fuck me in the cunt w-with that big c-cock
of yours!" she said, completing the litany.


She shivered, then, with the ecstasy of the moment, as he began to rock
above her, thrusting into her with short, smoothly powerful strokes, and
her body began to respond of its own volition. Now, she knew that she
was totally involved. There was no more will to struggle against it; she
only wanted to surrender herself, totally, to the perverse, wanton
desires of her flesh, and when the thought of her unconditional
capitulation to her own stepfather-and what it meant-flashed through her
confused mind, it brought her further excitement, the summer electric
storm in her grounded in the close tight sheath where her mother's
husband's big cock pistoned in and out with rhythmic ferocity.


Faster and longer Gabe fucked it into her, and Charity's whole body
responded to the increased speed and depth of his strokes. She began to
squirm and writhe beneath him, as he lowered his lust- twisted mouth to
hers to engulf her lips in his. She pushed her tongue deep into his
throat to be sucked and nibbled, moaning, incessantly, now, up into his
face, her passion-crazed mind willing to accept anything he chose to do
to her. Her naked, sensate cunt ground up to him, matching the tempo of
his plunging cock, accepting all of his length and breadth deep up in
her seething, needful loins.


Charity's lovely young face was contorted with ecstatic desire, her eyes
glazed, nostrils flared and her breath came in panting rhythm with his
plungingly masterful cock.


Never, in her young life, had she known that such rapture could come to
her. She had never expected that from the manipulation of her genitals,
the licking and sucking of her then unwanting cunt to this very moment
with her stepfather's big cock pistoning into her sensation-filled
vagina, filling it completely, fulfilling her, that she would ever want
anything so much. It was absolutely marvelous ... and she forgot,
temporarily, that the man, above her, was the man she had considered her
father, until just three days ago.


Then, she discovered, as she moved in concert with him, slithering her
cunt up and down his thick, hardened member, that the sensations created
were more intense, more delicious ... more unbearably ecstatic, and she
realized she hadn't really known that lying beneath a man, his big cock
racing up her cunt, being fucked against her will, being raped, almost
-- until she had changed from not-wanting to wanting -- could possibly
be so pleasurable ... so utterly fantastic.


Another thought that came to her, it's insight lighting a candle of
understanding in her mind, was that she wanted to give pleasure in
return. She thought she hadn't wanted it at first, but this wonderful
thing had been given to her, against her will, initially, but now, it
was different. Now, she wanted to give herself to him ... in return.


"Don't s-stop fucking m-me ... Gabe ...!" she gasped into his face.


He lifted his mouth from hers and grunted, "It's all the way, now ...
Baby Doll!"


Reaching down between them, now, he slid a hand over her gyrating
buttocks, working smoothly beneath him, searching in the moist crease
between them for the defenseless, puckered circle of her rectum. He
dipped a finger in the viscous moisture that trickled down from the
cock-filled cunt lips above and ran it around the perimeter of the tiny,
brown opening before he placed the tip of it solidly against the rubbery
softness of her anus. He felt the shock of it in her body, heard her
sharp, quickly drawn breath as he pressed against the elastic, puckered
opening to gain an entrance there.


"I'm going to give you something to remember, now. My finger's going
right up your asshole ... as far as I can shove it!" he grunted.


This was it!


And somehow, she found his lewd words exciting. They inflamed her
passion further, for now, she wanted that, too! She wanted to be hurt
... until she screamed.


"Y-Yes! Oh, yes! M-Make me scream with it! That's what I-I want! Shove
your f-finger right up m-my asshole and make me scream!" she cried.


Suddenly, she was overcome with a delirious rapture of anticipation. He
didn't make her wait for it. Pushing hard, his finger went through the
barrier of elastic muscle and surged up into her, smoothly, all the way
to the palm of his hand. She screamed at the initial entrance, as his
finger speared into the sponginess of her unstretched rectum. Never had
she felt the delicious agony of such pleasure-pain before. It was,
somehow, more intense, her nerves more ready to respond, for in a very
few moments, she adjusted to the foreign presence in her backside,
trying to skewer herself, even deeper, on his long, middle finger. She
realized, dimly, that it was an insanely masochistic desire, but now,
she strained to absorb both torturing shafts into her wantonly ecstatic
belly.


Now, Gabe began to plunge in and out of her with increased speed,
feeling the bulge of his finger against the underside of his cock
clearly, in the thin, separating tissues, inciting the aching rod to
even faster and deeper thrusts into the tight, clasping sheath of her
cunt.


She writhed, wildly and uncontrollably, beneath him, her cunt nibbling
up and down his hardened shaft with ever-building fury, white, tapered
thighs jerking, splaying open and closed, toes curling and slaving
buttocks moving her anus on his finger in abject submission to his
double ravishment.


He couldn't wait any longer. Back behind his balls, he felt the building
well of sperm attempting to break through the dam of hardened penile
flesh. He began to pound into her with increased speed, depth and vigor,
popping his finger from her now wide- stretched rectum to concentrate on
his own driving need. Then, using both hands, he pressed her knees back,
cruelly, until they framed her face, mashing back against her mounding
young breasts until her whole genital plane was exposed and defenseless
against his pile-driving cock.


. Charity's lovely face was contorted with wantonly reckless passion.
She felt it coming to her, the dizzying heights of her orgasm poised on
the brink of supreme rapture, and she began to croon up into his face.


"Oh, OOooh, OOOOooooh! Fuck m-me! Hard! Fuck me ... deep .... and hard!"


Slaving away above her, he stroked in and out of her, wildly, his
jackhammering pelvis rocking her down deep into the mattress .... and he
could feel the walls of her cunt clasping and unclasping around his
hardened length as he slammed his big, aching cock home with every
stroke, the ever-expanding, blood-engorged head flicking her womb as it
struck the far back wall of her vaginal glove with every surging plunge.


Then ... then, it was there ... for her!


It surged over her, drowning her in indescribable sensation. She tossed
her head, wildly, as convulsive waves of orgasm swept over her, and she
was transported, momentarily, on a cloud of vaporous euphoria and
limitless, deep-space rapture. As from a distance, across time and
space, she heard herself, repeating the ecstatic animallike cry of
satiated female, "OOoooOOOOH! IIIII'mmmmm cuuummmmiiinng!
AAAAAaaaaauuuuuggggghhh!"


Above her jerking body, her stepfather, battering into her naked,
upturned loins, cradled between her wide splayed legs, felt the surging
tremors rippling through her young pussy beneath him, even as he knew
that his own was beginning for him, deep in his expanding balls.


... And, suddenly, he was cumming, too, the viscous, hot sperm jetting
forcefully, in spurting founts of semen, from the lust- inflated tip of
his cock far up into the moist, wildly clasping confines of her open,
still hungrily sucking cuntal cavern.


"AAAuuugh! God ... Baby Doll ... that gorgeous cunt of yours .... is
milking my balls dry!" he panted; then, with an agonized groan, he
collapsed on top of her, his full weight pinning her, immobile, to the
mattress.


After long minutes, lying under him, muscles relaxing in stages into
final quiescence and complete sexual satisfaction, she was aware that
his long, slow breathing meant he was on the edge of sleep. She tried,
futilely, to wriggle free of his weight.


He roused himself, groggily, "Hey ... what ...?"


Charity pushed hard up against his heavy chest. "Let me up ...."


"Why ...? Stay here ... and rest for a little while ..."


"No ... Gabe ...!" she said, firmly. "You got what you wanted .... now I
w-want to get up!"


"I sure as hell did ...! And, you really popped, too! How was it?"


"It was ... g-good ... Gabe. Now, let me get up ... I've got to go take
care of m-myself ... I-I might get pregnant ..."


"Damn ... that felt like more ... later on, ... so stick around!"


"All right ... later's okay for me ..." she lied. "Can I get up, now?"


"Yeah ... well, all right, but get your ass right back in here with me!"


Reluctantly, then, he rolled from her, his cock pulling from her with a
faint wet sucking noise. She raised herself to a sitting position and
noted that his lancing member of a few moments ago was now rapidly
deflating. Sliding across the bed, she swung her legs to the floor, and
with her hand clasping her cleft walked quickly, in her nakedness, into
the bathroom. She didn't look back at her stepfather, lying nude in the
middle of the big, double bed, for she had no intention of ever
returning to that room. She closed the door, firmly, behind her and shot
the bolt to lock him out of her life ... forever.


Chapter 13


A half-formed plan was in Charity's mind when she gained the temporary
sanctuary of the bathroom; it was a plan to make good her flight from
that house that was no longer a home. She had to act, decisively, on the
instant. There was no time to lose!


Turning on the taps, she refreshed herself, quickly; then, leaving the
water running and hoping the sound would cover her movements, she went
into her own bedroom, rummaged in the drawers for clean panties and bra
and put them on to cover her curvaceous nakedness.


In her closet, she found a long-neglected airline flight bag and stuffed
in extra underwear, a couple of blouses, a slip and a skirt. Not daring
to take time for packing more than that, she slipped on a pair of shoes
and tiptoed out of her room, across the dining room to the kitchen and
on out to the back porch to Donnie's little cubicle of a room.


She put the small canvas flight bag on his mussed bed and delved into
his closet. She found one of his shirts and a pair of blue jeans.
Putting them on, she shrugged the jeans over her swelling hips and found
they fit her rather tightly, but she was afraid to take more time to
look for a larger pair. Next, she found one of Donnie's old baseball
type hats and put it on, trying to tuck up her long, auburn hair to
confine it, somewhat. One of her brother's windbreakers completed her
outfit. A womanly glance in the mirror told her that she had not really
made a transformation. It had been a vague hope that she would be able
to disguise herself well enough to pass for a boy, but the swell of her
hips and buttocks inside the jeans and the tell-tale shape of
full-mounding breasts showing under the boy's shirt could not be hidden.
It would have to do, she decided, knowing that time wasted now could be
her undoing.


Her mind was clear, and she was alert and ready. Picking up the light
bag, she eased herself from Donnie's room, her ears attuned for any
sound within the old house. Good! He was still in the bedroom ...
hopefully, sound asleep, or merely lounging at ease, at least.


Nimbly, she slipped through the back door and ran, lightly across the
back yard toward the rear gate opening into the alley. Her heart pounded
with excitement. She was going to make it!


"CHARITY!"


It was Gabe! His commanding voice stopped her in her tracks. Oh, God ...
no!


She turned to face him, absolute dread in her. He stood at the back
door, still nude, his face contorted with anger.


"Where the hell are you going?" he demanded.


"I-I'm leaving ... for good!" she said and turning walked through the
gate into the alley, realizing that he could not possibly pursue her ...
naked.


"Come back here!" he yelled.


Charity kept walking. She didn't look back when she heard Gabe slam the
back door.


It was a little after 1:00 p.m. when she thumbed a ride downtown, and
from there walked out along the street designated as an interstate
highway through town. Soon, she was out of the congested area, and she
walked along, alert to the traffic, her thumb waving, asking, mutely,
for a ride, willing to take her chances with whomever she rode ... as
long as they were going East.


* * *


Jack had walked over to her booth, where she sat alone, and struck up an
inane conversation, both of them knowing it was a pick-up attempt. He
had not been wrong; she went with him willingly ... and she had been
great in bed. This was his second evening with her.


She fluffed a pillow for him and put it against the headboard while he
rummaged for a pack of cigarettes, lighting one for himself and offering
her one, too.


"No, thanks, I don't smoke ... remember," she said, smiling over at him,
relaxed ... sexually satisfied, herself.


He drew smoke into his lungs and studied the glowing end of his
cigarette, thoughtfully, then he said, "Dottie ... I've been trying to
figure you out ... you're a damned beautiful woman ... all alone, here
in Phoenix ... playing the part of a hooker ... but there's something
about you ... you're not a real pro, at all. There's something domestic
about you ... like you ought of have a husband and kids ..."


Dottie's eyes glistened. It was strange, this man's insight into her,
his being able to look beyond the obvious, and she responded to it.


"I-I have two children ..." she murmured.


"Boys ...?"


"A boy ... a-and a g-girl ..."


"Husband ...?"


She was thoughtful for a moment, trying to judge just how much she
should tell this big, rangy stranger. Finally, she said, "He's basically
a g-good man ... but I-I ..."


"... But, what ...?" he prodded.


"H-He drinks ... and can't hold a j-job ..."


"... And, you've had to support him ... and the kids?"


"I ... I ran away ..." she confessed.


It was his turn to be thoughtful before answering, "Well ... I can see
you had quite a burden ... but why run away from it?"


Dottie turned away from him, her face to the wall, the tears running
freely and unchecked, now. She sobbed, "Our l-lives ... absolute m-mess
... you'd n-never believe ..."


"Why don't you try ...?"


"Wh-What do you m-mean ...?"


"Tell me about it ... I listen good ..."


Little by little, detail by sordid detail, he was able to draw the story
from her, asking questions, listening to her answers, trying to see
things from her point of view, but not making any comments. When her
recounting of all that happened up to the point of her leaving and
subsequent arrival in Phoenix was finished, he told her. "I can
understand most of it ... and I can sure see that you had had as much as
you could stand ... but there's one thing I think you made a mistake on
... you should have gathered up that young daughter of yours and taken
her with you ...!"


It was the brutal truth. She recognized it for that, and she was
immediately contrite, willing to admit that she was wrong. "Oh, God ...
you're right ... that was when she needed me the most .... wasn't it!"
She was clear-eyed and decisive, now.


Later, dressed and ready to leave her, there in her motel room, Jack
Leonard had made a decision to involve himself in Dottie's life. He
said, off-handedly, "I've got to make a run over to L.A., tomorrow ...
how'd set with you if I stopped by, on my way back ... and bring your
daughter back here to Phoenix with me ...?"


It was an answer to her unspoken prayers. "Oh, Jack ... would you ...? I
know it's the right thing ... now!"


"I'll need the address ... and your daughter's name. "Her name's Charity
... Charity Scott ... a-and ... here, let me write down the address for
you!" She was excited, almost girlish in her enthusiasm. "Maybe, I
should write a note to her ... explaining ...."


"All right ... it'll make it easier for me ..." he agreed. Sitting down,
he waited the few moments it took her to pen the short note.


Dottie gave him the envelope and an impulsive kiss. "Thank you ..." she
murmured.


As Jack left her, somehow, her kiss, when she gave him the envelope, was
more meaningful than the frantic ones of two hours before as she came to
full, sexual arousal under him. He couldn't have explained it ... but he
knew that that particular kiss was given to him, freely, by the real
woman -- a good woman, he knew, instinctively -- who resided,
simultaneously within the beautiful but life-used body of Dottie Scott.


* * *


He heaved himself, unsteadily, to his feet and staggered to the door.
Opening it he saw a tall, spare man standing on the porch. "Yeah ...?"
he asked, trying to focus his bleary eyes on the stranger.


"Mr. Scott ...?" Jack queried, amiably.


"Yeah ... what do y' want?"


"Actually, I want to speak with your daughter, Charity ..."


"She's not here ...!"


"Where could I get in touch with her?"


"How'n hell would I know ... she ran away ...!"


"Ran away from home ...?"


"Yeah ... I don't know what got into her ..." Gabe said, then, finally,
focusing on Jack, he asked, "who the hell are you ... asking all these
questions?"


"Just a friend of a friend ... passing through ... thought I'd stop by
and say hello ..." he evaded.


"Name ...?"


"I'm Jack Leonard ..." He stuck out his hand.


Gabe ignored him. "Sorry ... can't help you!" He started to close the
door.


Jack stopped the closure with a big hand, asking mildly, "How about your
son ... maybe he'd know where she is?"


"Donnie ...? He's in the hospital ... all shot up ... they took a .45
slug out of him!"


"Which hospital?"


"County General ... why?"


"I'll stop by and see him ..."


Gabe bristled. "What's your game? You're too damned interested in my
kids! You a cop ... or something ...?"


"No ... like I said, I'm a sort of a friend of a friend ... just passing
through Redfern ... that's all ..."


Jack Leonard turned to leave. "Thanks ..." he said, anxious to be gone,
trying to control an urge to slam a fist into Gabe's slack, drunken
face.


"Who's this friend of a friend ... you're talking about?"


The big man faced him again and said, "I don't think you'd know her ...
maybe you never did ... really know her!"


"Well ... what's her name ... damn it?"


"Dottie!" Jack Leonard said. "Dottie Scott!"


He walked, quickly, to his car at the curb, got in and drove away toward
the avenue.


Gabe came after him, shouting, "Dottie? Where the hell is she? WHERE IS
SHE?"


His voice was drowned out in the roar of the big car's engine. He
stumbled and fell, and could only watch as the car disappeared from
sight. "WHERE IS THAT BITCH?" he screamed.


* * *


"Was he smashed ... as usual?" Don asked.


"Yes, I'm afraid he was!"


"... And, you say Charity split?"


Jack grinned. "Yes ... Gabe said she ran away ..."


"That's great!" Don smiled. "I was afraid she wouldn't make it ... she
was really afraid he'd ..."


"Afraid ...? Of what ...?" Jack probed.


Don became serious. He asked, "You really want to help Charity ... and
mom?"


"Yes ... yes, I do ..."


"All right ... I'll lay it on you ... give it to you like it is!"


"Okay!"


"I was trying to get Charity away ... she was afraid our old man would
try to rape her ... that's why I tried that stupid robbery ... to get
some money, so's we could split! All she had was me ... and I fucked
up!"


"Do you know where she'd head for?"


"East! I told her to head for New Mexico!" Don told him.


"Why?" Jack wanted to know.


"L.A. and San Francisco are no place to be on the street, right now!
Where it is is the communes ... and New Mexico's the best!" Don said.


"Would she do it because you told her to?"


"I think so!"


"It's not much to go on, but I'll try!" Jack told the boy.


* * *


"Hop in ... if you want a ride we're going through New Mexico ...." he
said, with a disarming smile.


"Well ... I-I don't know ..." Charity said, doubting the wisdom of
accepting a ride in a truck ... with two drivers. "... I-I was trying to
catch a r-ride ... in a car ..."


She had been trying for over an hour and a half to thumb a ride, but the
motoring public -- especially travelers -- she discovered was
apprehensive about picking up hitchhikers. Several cars had slowed down,
but the drivers had sped on, after looking her over, and she was,
rapidly, getting discouraged.


"People aren't picking up hitchhikers like they used to ... too many
things happening nowadays," he said, re-enforcing her own feelings;
then, "Good luck ..."


The driver shifted into gear and the truck began to move, the big diesel
engine developing an ear-splitting roar as the huge rig began to inch
forward.


"W-Wait!" Charity yelled.


The truck shuddered to a stop, and she noted that another truck, painted
the same bright blue had stopped just behind the first.


"You change your mind?" the co-driver asked, leaning out his window.


"Y-Yes ... I've got to have a ride ... even for a little ways .... maybe
you could let me off in Palm Springs ..."


"All right ... hop in here! Palm Springs it is!" he opened the door,
smiling down at her and offering her a hand to boost her up.


"Th-Thank you ... ever so much!"


Just before the door was opened for her, Charity read the sign on the
side of the cab: J. L. TRUCK LINES; Phoenix, Arizona; San Francisco, Los
Angeles, Phoenix, Albuquerque, El Paso, Dallas, Oklahoma City.


"I'm Pete ..." the co-driver said. "My partner's name is Jeff .... and
you're ...?"


"Charity ..."


Chapter 14


The caravan of two trucks stopped at a lunchstand catering to truckers
on the outskirts of Palm Springs.


"You hungry?" Pete asked her as the big freight rig came to a stop. "We
usually have pie and coffee about this time."


Charity was hungry; she had had very little breakfast and no lunch. She
had no money at all.


"Y-Yes ... I am feeling a l-little hungry ..." she admitted.


Pete escorted her into the small cafe, selecting a booth near the back.
They were joined in a few moments by Jeff, the driver of the truck she
was riding in and the two drivers from the second truck. Jeff introduced
them as Matt and Brad.


It was a congenial lunch, the men joking boisterously, and including her
in their conversation, making her feel a part of their group as they
touched on various subjects.


Charity was feeling completely at ease with the four men; not once had
they said or done anything untoward to give her an inkling of their
plans for her. As they pushed back empty plates and finished off second
cups of strong, black coffee, Jeff said to her, "It's sometimes hard to
get a ride out of Palm Springs ... you could get stuck here all night!
Why don't you just stick with us .... until we get to Phoenix, maybe
..."


She looked around at the circle of friendly faces. They all seemed to be
such open, friendly men, rather straightforward, somewhat rough,
perhaps, but certainly they were not men who would take advantage of a
young girl, alone; besides, Matt had said that he had a daughter near
Charity's age. Jeff, the oldest had mentioned, somewhat boastfully that
he had a two-year old grandson.


"We'd sure like to have you along," Jeff added, "to sort of help liven
things up a bit."


"All right ... I-I'll go with you, then ... as far as Phoenix ...."


"I've got to get our thermos bottles filled with hot coffee," Jeff said.
"I'll be right with you." He excused himself and went to the truck for
the thermoses.


Pete and the other two men, trailed by Charity, trooped out to the
trucks where they busied themselves checking over the big rigs to make
sure everything was functioning correctly and safely.


"We have to do this every time we stop," Pete told her.


"Why is that?" she asked trying to show an interest in his work.


"Safety regulations ... we have to be sure everything's all right;
otherwise, we can't operate on the highways."


"That sounds like a good thing ..." she observed.


"Yeah ... we never know when they'll inspect us ..."


"I see ..." she said, inanely, wishing now that they were moving, again,
putting more miles between her and Redfern, California.


Jeff returned with the freshly filled thermos bottles, swung up into the
right-hand seat and gave Charity a hand-up to the high cab. He leaned
out and told Pete: "You go ahead and take over herding this rig for a
while!"


"Okay!" Pete climbed into the driver's seat, started the powerful
diesel, clutched it into gear and moved out on the highway, shifting
smoothly through the numerous gears.


After an hour or so, Jeff poured steaming coffee for them. He and Pete
had their coffee black, but Jeff poured hers from the other container.
"I noticed you used cream and sugar, so I had this one fixed up special
for you," Jeff told her. "Hope you like it."


Charity accepted the creamy, sweet coffee, gratefully. "I don't see how
you can drink it black, like that ... it always seems so bitter."


Later, after a second cup, she yawned, deeply, and confessed that she
felt terribly sleepy.


"Well, just crawl on back there in the sleeper where you can stretch
out," Jeff said.


"Thank you ... I will ..." She clambered up into the almost coffinlike
box behind the seat and laid down, feeling more drowsy every moment.


She was in a twilight state of semiconsciousness. The drone of the
voices of the two men in the cab was muted, drowned, partially, in the
roar of the mighty engine as it ground along, pulling a long grade.


"How much ... give her ... in that ... coffee?" Pete.


Their voices cut in and out. She yawned.


"Enough ... sleep ... until we get to ... Salome ..." Jeff's voice.


"... Hurt her ... will it?"


She was missing whole words and sentences, now. It was terribly hard to
concentrate. They seemed to be talking about her. Something in the
coffee? Sleep ...? Her eyes closed. She couldn't keep them open.


"Last one ... we had ... one hell of a lot of ... fun ..." Jeff, again.


Deep sleep was overtaking her, but something seeped through her
consciousness: They p-put something ... in the coffee ... t-to make me
s-sleepy! God ... can't stay awake ... got t-to get out of here ...
g-get away!


Her regular breathing told the two men in the truck cab that she was
sound asleep ... knocked out ... drugged!


Jeff looked back at her and reported, "She's out like a light! Damn! I
can hardly wait!"


"We'll have to ... now!" Pete reminded.


"Yeah, I know ... Remember, now ... she's supposed to be your wife!"


"No sweat!" Pete said, grinning lewdly. "I'd sure as hell rather crawl
into bed with her than with the old bat I'm married to!"


"She's damned nice!" Jeff agreed.


He leaned into the sleeping compartment and fumbled with the buttons of
her shirt, opening it halfway to her waist; then he slid his hand inside
to fondle her breasts. "Damn!" he breathed. "Young and tender ... just
the way I like them!"


Down below, his penis jerked to attention and bulged out in his pants.
Christ! She's a gorgeous looking little piece of tail!"


"No free samples, yet!" Pete kidded.


Jeff turned back to face the road. "Just a little preview, is all!"


The two-truck caravan rumbled through Blythe. Since their cargo was not
produce, there was no entomological inspection by Arizona Agricultural
Inspectors, but they were waved into a truck weigh station several miles
further on down the highway.


A Highway Patrolman, a member of the weighing team asked about the woman
sleeping in the sleeper.


"My wife ..." Pete lied easily. "She conked out on us ... said she
wasn't feeling too good ..."


"What seems to be wrong?"


"She's about six weeks along ... and her stomach's kind of squeamish!"
He laughed. "You know how it is ...?"


"Pregnant ...?"


Pete grinned, lewdly, "Knocked-up solid!" he said.


"Well ... just let her sleep, then ... we won't bother her," the
patrolman said, agreeing, tacitly, to bend the regulations, slightly.


Vaguely, Charity was aware that they had stopped. She had to get out of
there! Her muscles wouldn't respond. Call out for help! Dear God! I-I
need someone ... anyone ... t-to help me! She couldn't form the words to
call out! She was absolutely helpless.


Then, they were moving, again, and the hypnotic roar of the engine, the
whine of the tires and the gently rocking motion of the truck as it sped
down the highway, combined with the drug in her bloodstream to keep her
fast asleep.


She was not aware that the trucks stopped one more time in a turn-out at
the side of the road while the four men conferred.


Jeff told them, "We've still got to have a good reason for stopping ...
otherwise the boss'll be on our backs!"


"All right, but what?" Brad asked.


"A tire's easiest ..." Jeff said. "Just let the air out of one of the
inside duals ... it'll take at least two hours to get it off and back
on!"


"Where ...?" Pete queried.


"Salome ... We'll check into a motel, then bring her in!"


Chapter 15


Charity awoke, groggily, to find herself lying on a bed. The ceiling
swam into focus, first, then gradually, the room began to take on
substance and outline; finally, she could assess what her senses told
her: She was nude on the bed. The four men, drivers and co-drivers of
the two trucks were in the room with her. Jeff sat on the edge of the
bed, nearest her, a glass in his hand, smiling, lewdly, down at her
nakedness. Brad sat on the foot of the bed smoking a cigarette. Lounging
at ease, just taking a long draught from his glass, Pete sat in a gaily
upholstered chair. Matt sat on a straight chair leaned back against the
wall.


"She's waking up!" Jeff warned.


"Christ! It's about time!" Matt commented.


Her eyes fluttered open wide, then, and she looked around the room,
alarm and fear surging through her. All four men were watching her,
avidly.


She struggled to sit up. "Wh-What ...?" she managed, a scream rising to
her throat.


Jeff's hand went tight over her mouth. He hissed down at her. "Not a
peep out of you!"


Rolling her head from side to side, she tried to escape his restraining
hand; then, as she tried to use her hands to tug his hand away from her
mouth, her wrists were seized in dual, stronghanded imprisonment.


"Hold her, tight!" Jeff grunted.


Charity heaved up against him, lashing out with a knee at the same time.
Likewise, now, her ankles were grabbed and held in strong hands. She lay
spread-eagle, held immobile by four men, Jeff's hand still clapped,
tightly, over her mouth.


"Now, you little bitch!" Jeff panted. "We're not going to hurt you ...
unless we have to! We're just going to have us a little gang fuck ...
with you!"


She tried vainly to escape their tight handholds on her.


Jeff went on, "No use to try to get away! Now, all you have to do is
cooperate! Make up your mind to that ... and you'll be all right! You
know what we want!?"


Charity stared in disbelief up at him, her eyes pleading for mercy. My
God! F-Four of them!


"You understand what I'm saying?"


Her head wagged in the affirmative, and he added, "All four of us are
going to gang fuck you ... one way or another ... and whether you
cooperate or not!"


Desperately, she thrashed arms, legs and head, in another futile attempt
to gain her freedom. They held her tight and let her struggle against
them for several moments.


"Goddamn ... we'll have to tie her and gag her!" she heard Matt say who
was holding one of her legs.


"Okay! Bitch! You asked for it! Tie her up ... and get something to gag
her with!" Jeff ordered.


Pete's voice, now, louder than the others, gained their attention,
"Christ! Fucking a woman that's tied up isn't much fun! You don't know
yet whether she'll cooperate or not ... ask her ... then let her answer!
She can't answer with your hand over her mouth!"


"Okay ... go ahead, smart-ass ... ask her, yourself!" Jeff grunted.


"Listen, Doll," Pete said, close to her ear, "you know what's going to
happen to you, one way or another, don't you?"


Charity shook her head up and down, tears glistening in her eyes. She
knew! The prospect frightened her, beyond all reason, but she didn't
want to be tied up. That was even worse!


He went on, "If we don't tie you up ... will you play ball with us ...
don't yell ... or try to make a break for it!


It was a minuscule alternative. No matter what she did, what she agreed
to do ... or not do, she was going to be subjected to the sexual desires
of all four of them ... at the same time! My God ... how could I ever do
it? Four men ... at the same time ... i-it would k-kill me! Then, one of
the men -- it must have been Matt, she decided -- ran his hand, gently
and sinuously up her thighs, and, unerringly, drew a moist finger
through the coral furrow of her loins, parting the lightly curling,
auburn pubic hair to find the softly pulsing bud of her clitoris. The
sensuous contact caused her to jerk her hips away and writhe them down
into the soft mattress. Unwanted sex thrills flashed through her,
instantly, and she knew the answer she must give. Her head moved up and
down in the affirmative. If it has to happen, anyway ... I don't want to
be t-tied up and g-gagged ...


"Take your hand off her mouth!" Pete told Jeff.


Her mouth was freed. She licked her lips and looked up at the circle of
faces above her. It was then she discovered that they had prepared for
this; the bed had been dismantled and the mattress lay directly on the
floor.


"You do understand the conditions, don't you?" Pete asked.


"Y-Yes ..." Her voice was dull.


"You want a drink ...?" Brad asked, pushing a water glass under her
nose.


"P-Please ... I-I would like to have some water ..."


"I'm talking about whiskey ..." Brad said.


Whiskey! Perhaps it would help ... at least it might dull things a
little for her.


"All right ... I'll have a drink!" Charity said with decision.


"It'll help ..." It was Brad, again; he put an arm under her shoulders
and lifted her to a sitting position. Thrusting the glass into her hand,
he slopped cheap bourbon into it. "Sorry ... no mixer ... no ice ...
just drink it neat!"


She sipped. The fiery liquid burned her throat, and she made a wry face.
"UUugh!"


"Come on ... drink it down!" Jeff snapped. He took the glass from her,
placed it to her lips and tilted it. "Drink it!" he commanded. The raw
liquor spilled down her throat, and he would not allow her to stop
drinking until the glass was empty.


Charity gasped for breath. It seemed as though her whole insides were
seared, and the warmth was beginning to spread through her whole body.


"Ugh! That's h-horrible stuff!"


Pete moved in behind her, his hands going around, under her arms, to
capture the fullness of a youthful breast in each callused palm.
Purposefully, he kneaded and massaged the soft, smoothness of them, the
satiny skin sliding through his hands sensuously. Then, she felt the
hairiness of his chest pressed up against her back ... and lower down,
the hard warmth of his erect penis brushed the small of her back. He was
naked! She decided that he must have been undressing while the whiskey
was being forced down her .... and now, he was squatting or kneeling
behind her, fondling her breasts, with his cock, already hardened,
shoved up against her warm flesh. She shuddered. It had begun!


Shakily, she asked, "C-Can I-I have another one ... before you do it to
me?"


"Okay ..." Jeff said, dubiously, "but we don't want you to get too
swacked to shake that hot little ass of yours, baby!"


The glass was put into her hand, again, an inch of bourbon in it. She
raised it to her lips and took a large gulp.


"Take it easy, Baby!" Matt warned. "That's pretty powerful stuff ... if
you're not used to it."


Charity looked down at him where he sat, near her feet, his hands busy
moving up and down the smooth, soft columns of her thighs. She said,
"I-I need s-something strong ..."


They watched her as she drank, sipping now, and letting the searing
liquid slide down her throat. She hated it ... but she wanted to be
completely numb. When she finished the last drop, Jeff took the glass
from her hand; Pete, behind her, laid her down on the soft mattress and
slithered down beside her. Instantly, he sought for and captured her
mouth with his, his tongue bursting through her lips to slide deeply
into her throat. Strangely, and perhaps because of the helplessness of
her position, she found herself responding to him, her own tongue
lashing out to joust with his. One of his hands caressed her
full-mounding breast, rolling the pink bud of her nipple between his
fingers until it speared out hard, the areola puckering up at its base.


Then, Brad, who had rapidly stripped himself naked, stretched out on the
other side of her, his warm body snuggling close, and she felt the hard
rod of his prick press up tight against her smooth, white thigh. It
seemed to be the twin, massive and long, of Pete's whose hardened cock
pressed hard against the other thigh. Now, Brad's mouth was on her other
breast, sucking and nibbling, voraciously, drawing the nipple and the
areola completely into his mouth.


The liquor in her bloodstream began to spread its warmth through her
body, the searing heat of it seeming to concentrate in her loins where
tiny, tingling thrills of unwanted sexual excitation had begun to play a
game of erotic leapfrog. An uncontrollable moan escaped her lips. She
had to face the inevitable: Even though she was being subjected to these
rapacious outrages against her body, she was helpless to stop them, in
the first place, and in the second instance, she was responding to them,
against her will. She had hoped that the alcohol would numb her to the
point where she could go through with it ... but not be a part of it. It
was hopeless. Her body was responding just as it had with Gabe ... and
with her brother and his friend, Ray Donahue.


Matt's voice came to her, from a distance; she looked up to see him,
standing near her feet, stepping out of his pants. His erection lanced
out through the fly of his shorts. He stripped them off, and his
lust-inflated member stood out at an acute angle from his hairy loins,
the sperm-filled scrotum swinging, heavily, below. "Christ ... I've got
to get my mouth on that sweet little cunt!" he grunted, dropping to his
knees.


Then, she watched, horrified, as he pulled her knees up, flexing them,
his hands going down her soft, inner thighs, forcing them to splay
apart. Briefly, she resisted him, trying to keep her knees together, but
he growled, "Goddamn it! Open your legs, bitch! If I have to ..."


He didn't have to finish his threat. Charity knew -- although she had
not been mistreated, yet -- that if she did resist, they would not
hesitate to beat her, unmercifully. It was there in their powerful,
hulking bodies ... and in the fact they had carried out their planned
rape ... drugging her and bringing her to this motel room. She had no
idea of where she was. The thing uppermost in her mind was to do what
she must, without risking the possibility of being hurt, seriously. She
allowed her legs, then, to be spread apart, slowly, and she heard his
gasp and the wash of his warm breath over the sensitive flesh of her now
widely exposed vaginal slit.


She could feel the moisture as it gathered there, exuding from the
nearly aroused walls of her softly palpitating cunt. Then, his long, wet
tongue taunted at the opening, at the tiny bearded mouth of her passage,
for a long moment before he plunged it into her searing depths. Wildly,
he moved it in and out, duplicating the motion of Pete's tongue in her
mouth. She moaned, involuntarily, and sucked on the long lingual member
that raced in and out of her throat so hungrily.


Shifting upward, then, Matt's lips nibbled their way through the
searing, coraline flesh to find the tiny, erect miniature phallus,
hiding in its folds of flesh, the sparse, pubic hair parting as his
tongue pressured into it, tantalizingly.


Both Pete and Brad could feel the deep shock of it in her. The sparking
are was grounded in her sensitive loins, the surge of it causing her to
writhe her buttocks down and away from the erotic, super-charged
sensations. In an instant, unconsciously, uncontrollably, her now fully
aroused cunt moved, undulantly, up to Matt's plundering mouth.


"Oh ... OOoohh ... OOOooohhh!" she moaned into Pete's mouth.


Exquisite sensations multiplied themselves in her, and she could do
nothing to stop them. The alcohol she had absorbed had not deadened the
nerve ends of her body to them; if anything, she was more alive to their
manipulations. She savored Pete's tongue in her mouth and his hand that
roamed over her body, returning always to a breast, fondling and
caressing it, the taut, smooth roundness of it satiny in his hand, the
nipple spoked out pertly into his palm.


At the other breast, Brad still nibbled and sucked, unceasingly, at that
nipple, his hand, too, smoothing down across her flat belly to caress
the lesser mound just above Matt's licking, sucking mouth.


... And, now, Matt took the throbbing, erectile clitoris into his teeth,
holding it, lightly, while his tongue danced in a circle directly on the
tiny head of her throbbingly alive female bud.


The sensations generated in her aroused body was almost more than she
could stand. Her naked, exposed genitals rose up to the tantalizing
mouth, and she groped with both hands down to the center of her sexual
being, searching for and finding Matt's head. She took hold of his hair
and pulled his face tight up to her needful, sensation-filled cunt.


"Oh, Godddd!" she breathed into Pete's mouth.


"Okay, Matt! That's enough of that fancy stuff! It's time to do some
plain ole fucking!" It was Jeff's voice.


Suddenly, Matt's mouth was jerked away from her seething loins. She
looked down to see that Jeff had pulled him roughly away, and he now
knelt between her widespread thighs, his hand grasping his huge,
lust-inflated cock. She watched mesmerized as he drew the foreskin back
to reveal the knob of its head, satiny smooth and fiery red, ready for
action. She could see the clear viscous tear of moisture wetting its
tip.


"You ready to be fucked?"


Charity hesitated for a moment, not answering. She was not going to beg
in humiliation as she had with Gabe. The memory of it searing her once
more.


"I-I don't have a choice ... d-do I ...?" she moaned in abject
acceptance.


"No! You sure as hell don't!" Jeff snapped and dropped his weight on
her, his pelvis cradled between her open legs, but his upper body
supported on brawny, work-hardened arms. On either side, Brad and Pete
moved away, slightly, making room for Jeff as he guided his hardened
cock into her with no further preliminary.


The blood-engorged cockhead entered her tender, warmly wet young pussy,
and Jeff forced it all the way in with one forceful lunge, using all of
his strength to shove his huge, tumescent rod deep into her quivering
belly. The defensively lubricated sheath of her cuntal passage was
clenched, the massive head pushing waves of her tight, vaginal walls
ahead of it. It felt to her like a great, unpeeled log being shoved into
her without mercy.


She screamed aloud with the sudden stretching pain. Every ridge of his
hardened cock was evident to her, as he slammed into her, his pubic bone
crashing into hers and his balls slapped up tight and hard into her
naked, upturned buttocks.


"OOOoooOOOOoooooOO! Th-That hurts! Tears welled into her eyes.


"Shut up, bitch!" Jeff growled. "Another yell like that ... and I'll
knock your head off!"


Then, like an insane, unthinking automaton, he began to fuck in and out
of her, completely oblivious of her groans of pain. He pulled almost all
the way out, only to plunge back in, again, with punishing force. Faster
and deeper he drove it into her, interested only in achieving his own
satisfaction. She began to lubricate more after a few moments, and it
became more bearable; however, there was nothing she could do. She
couldn't move with him or against him. All she could do was lie there,
on her back, and accept his buffeting cock into her young and tender
cuntal passage that protested, painfully with each slamming stroke.


She could never have explained it, but suddenly, she began to feel it,
herself; his pummeling cudgel wasn't hurting as much. The abraded
passage adjusted to his vicious pounding, and before she knew it, she
was fully aroused and wanting it.


Her hips began to move, countering his pile-driving thrusting hips,
undulating them up to him, wantonly, as she took his massive cock deep
up into her vaginal tunnel.


I didn't want it this way!


Suddenly, she knew that Jeff was driving for his ejaculation. He panted
and groaned on top of her, his lustful prick soaring in and out like a
runaway steam engine.


Jeff felt it, too. Then, it was there. He drove his cock deep in her
gently clasping pussy, his balls slapping up against her full, white
buttocks ... and held himself there, unmoving, while his lewd, hot sperm
hosed through him to splash, forcefully, against the back wall of her
womb.


"AAAuuughh! Chriiiiiist!" he exploded.


Desperately, she bucked up against him, wanting him to continue, but his
rapidly deflating penis could not function, now. He would have to have a
period of rest. His frantic plungings into her had only served to arouse
her, fully.


* * *


Many of these people knew him from long association.


One counterman told him, "Well Jack ... I saw a girl who looked a little
bit like that, but she was dressed in boy's clothes. She was in here
with some of your drivers ..."


"You sure they were my men?"


"Hell! Jack ... I know your rigs when I see them!"


"All right ... thanks ..." he said, making sure to leave a dollar tip
tucked under the saucer of his half-full coffee cup.


It was little enough to go on, but he decided it might be worthwhile to
check some of his own trucks as he saw them along the highway. Let me
see ... there should be four or five East-bound rigs, today ... Two from
San Francisco ... and three out of Los Angeles ... and those two from
'Frisco are running together! That accounts for the counterman saying
SOME of my drivers ... and knowing my RIGS. Let's see ... who'd they be
... Jeff Riggs and Peter Dolan ... and the other one's Bradley Dawson
and Matt Richardson ...


Mentally, he pinpointed the two trucks he would be watching for, hoping
that by some wild coincidence he might be able to find Dottie's daughter
for her. He knew she would be pleased ... and somehow, for longer than
he wanted to remember, he felt like pleasing a woman. The memory of
Dottie was strong in him. Then .... he caught himself up short: What in
hell am I doing ... mooning over her? I swore Id never give another
woman a chance to get at me ... inside of me, where I live! Come off it!
She's just another cunt!


* * *


"OOOooooh! "she moaned. "Keep going! Keep fucking my cunt!" She groaned
it out, spontaneously, from the core of her very being, and she couldn't
believe that she had said it.


"Get the hell off of her, Jeff ... and let a real man fuck her! You
heard what she said!" It was Brad lying beside her. He scrambled up and
gave Jeff a shove, rolling the older man to one side.


Brad came to kneel between her wide-splayed thighs and looked down at
her young, now overheated pussy. Uncontrollably, her hips undulated her
loins up to him, and she heard herself murmur, "Oh, Pete! Fuck me ...!
P-Please ...?!"


"She's really wanting to be fucked, now!" Matt chortled. "Let's get her
up ass-backward ... so she can handle more than one at a time!"


Charity felt herself being turned over, her hips hauled up until she was
on her knees, her round, full-sculpted buttocks upturned nakedly in the
air behind her, as she rested on her elbows.


Kneeling behind her, Brad used his hands to spread her defensively
clenching buttocks wide, then guided his steel-hard rod of flesh
straight into her wildly clasping cuntal sheath. He flicked his hips and
drove his aching cock deep up into her already sperm-filled depths. She
gasped, as she realized the size of him. He was larger by far than Jeff
who had just shot his alien cum up into her unsatiated cunt.


"My God! I-It's too big!" she wailed.


Several times, he worked it in and out of her, and she adjusted to its
monstrous size. Then, as he began to fuck into her smoothly from behind,
the wild sensations returned, again, to her, and she ground her naked
buttocks back against the hair of his groin, counterpointing his virile
thrusts, his huge cock soaring deep up into her belly, the
blood-engorged head lodging with every stroke at the extreme capacity of
her cuntal passage.


At the time, she felt it was the most natural thing in the world to take
Pete's long, straight and thin cock into her mouth when she felt it
brush her lips. He lay sideways in front of her, his hardened member
lancing straight out at her side-turned face.


"Here, Doll ... suck on my cock!" he ordered.


Automatically, unthinking, responding only to the erotic stimulus, she
opened her mouth and took the satiny, blood-filled head of Pete's prick
between her lips, ovaling them over it, her tongue beginning to lave it
in hungry little swirls around the corona; then she tried to push the
tip of her tongue into the tiny slit, and she felt the shock of the
sensations it caused him, as the long member jerked and throbbed in her
mouth. Gradually, he began to push up against her, flexing his hips to
force the long, hardened cock deeper into her mouth .. , and into her
throat. She accepted it; almost all of it but a little stretch was now
absorbed into her tiny mouth and deep into her throat.


"Damn it!" she heard Matt growl. "I've got to get some of that tight,
little cunt, too!"


"Wait your turn!" Brad snapped.


"Hell no! I've waited too long, already! Anyway, we can both take her
... at the same time!" Matt insisted.


"How ...?"


"Easy! One of us in her cunt ... the other one in her ass!"


Charity wanted to cry out in protest at the lewd suggestion, but she
couldn't. Her mouth was filled with Pete's throbbing cock which he now
fucked in and out wildly, as she hollowed her cheeks sucking voraciously
on it. Dear God! Th-That's inhuman ... impossible! They c-can't do THAT
t-to me!


Then, she felt Matt's hands, cupping smoothing and caressing the rounded
orbs of her buttocks, his hands sliding down between Brad's flexing
pelvis that pistoned his big cock in her and her own quivering,
clenching behind. One of his fingers delved into the crease, searching
for her palpitant rear entry. He found the puckering, brown, nether
entrance and pushed at it, experimentally, the tip of his finger going
into her past the tiny clenching muscle barrier. Having found the route,
he shoved hard, his finger moving into the soft, spongy flesh of her
anus. Charity screamed, inwardly, her throat working, but no sound
escaping her around the huge cock fucking up into her throat and mouth.


For a few moments, he sawed his finger in and out of her resisting back
passage, in time to the thundering cock of the one called Brad, behind
her. He added a second finger, thrusting both into her tortured anus,
brutally.


Heaving herself up on her hands, kneeling now on all fours, she was able
to clear her mouth of Pete's long, hard penis. She screamed.
"OOOoooooohhhhh! Gooooddddd! D-Don't!"


CRACK!


Jeff slapped a naked buttock. He gritted, "Shut up, bitch! We warned you
not to scream!"


She sobbed out, "Wh-Why don't you j-just fuck m-me in the cunt ....
b-but don't d-do THAT t-to me"


"That's great!" Matt chortled. "She knows all about it!"


"NOOoooo!" she moaned.


"If you don't ... you soon will! You're just about stretched enough,
now!" Matt went on. Then, to Brad: "Shove your cock in her hairless
little asshole, now ... and I'll guarantee you there's nothing hotter or
tighter in the whole world!"


He pulled his fingers from her searing back passage. The one called Brad
slipped out of her wildly clasping cunt and placed the tip of his
rock-hard cock at the tiny, cringing anal mouth, and Matt used both
hands to pull her buttocks far apart to expose her completely to this
unnatural ravishment.


"Come on ... shove it in her!" Matt snapped.


The man behind her flexed his hips, forcefully popping the head of his
tumescent member an inch into the warm sponginess of her backside. She
began to moan loudly, but Jeff was there, instantly, to clap a hand over
her mouth. "Not another peep!" the older man ground out close to her
ear.


Brad pushed harder into the smooth rubbery flesh. It went in another
inch. She felt as if a red-hot forging were being shoved into her back
between her open buttocks.


"Ram it all the way up her!" Matt hissed, his eyes bulging at the sight
of his friends hardened cock sunk into the young teen- ager's ovally
stretched rectal mouth. Then, with superhuman effort, sweat popping out
on his brow, the exquisite pleasure-pain almost too much for him, Brad
strained, using all the strength of his back and legs ... and drove his
massive, blood-en gorged cock all the way into her tightly resisting
little rectum with one prodigious effort.


The pain of it was more than she could bear. Her vision dimmed; there
was a roaring in her ears ... and she screamed and screamed,
soundlessly, into the one called Jeff's restraining hand.


She felt the great presence, in her rear passage, expand involuntarily
several times, and to her amazement, she began to adjust to it, as he
moved it, experimentally, in her.


"Now, turn her over!" Matt grunted.


Brad wrapped his muscular arms around her, tightly, and rolled to his
side, she following; then, he squirmed over onto his back, heaving her
up to lie on his stomach, his hardened cock still sunk far up inside her
wide-stretched rectal passage.


Now, the one called Matt knelt in between their legs and pulled her
knees up, slightly, splaying the tapered white columns of her thighs
wide. He guided his cock right into her, without preparation, and drove
it deeply home in the palpitating coral flesh of her young and tender
cuntal passage.


Moaning with both the pain and the pleasure of it, she flailed her head,
tossing her auburn hair about her contorted face. Jeff, realizing that
she was adjusting to the two massive male cocks sunk deep in her loins,
and would probably not cry out again said, "I'm going to uncover your
mouth, now ... but you'll have to promise to be quiet ... okay?"


She nodded her head in agreement. God! T-Two of them up inside me at the
same time. I-It feels l-like they're t-tearing me apart!


Above her, Matt began to fuck in and out of her, her sensate vaginal
passage exploding with sensation. Little by little, she ground up to
meet him the reverse movement, driving Brad's huge, lust-throbbing penis
deep into her tightly locked anal passage.


... And ... after a few moments, the rapture that came to her was
immeasurable, as she began to move with abandoned wantoness, accepting
the double ravishment of her loins in joyous ecstasy.


The one named Pete knelt, then, crossways over her, his aching cock
throbbing just over her face. She opened her lips to take it, hungrily,
into her mouth, sucking wildly on it, as he began to move in rhythm with
the other two men, the one called Matt, above her, surging into her
cunt, the one called Brad, below, flexing his hips up to move, smoothly,
into her throbbing anal passage.


Rested, partially, but stimulated, erotically, to full arousal, again,
Jeff could no longer stand merely to watch them; his hand went down to
his wildly pulsing cock, grasping it and stroking himself to hardened
readiness, then he moved close to the tangle of moving bodies, picked up
Charity's hand and guided it to his massively erect prick Curling her
tiny hand around his throbbing member, he moved her hand up and down the
great shaft to indicate his need to her.


Charity was filled with searingly erotic sensations, and she was,
literally, filled up with cock. There was nothing in her world, at that
moment in time, but cock. Matt fucking like a demon into her desperately
clasping cunt. Behind and under her, Brad fucked wildly in and out of
her hotly clasping rear passage, feeling as he did, the massive bulge of
Matt's huge cock, sliding in the sheath of her vagina, the separating
tissue feeling almost nonexistent between the two plundering cocks.


In her mouth, she had Pete's long, thin penis on which she sucked,
avidly, absorbing him deeply into her throat, and in her tiny fist, was
Jeff's huge pulsing shaft of flesh.


A concert of motion existed among them, point and counterpoint, the
rhythm and tempo increasing by degrees, the multiplicity of sensations
building almost beyond all endurance in her, until she knew she would
explode on the instant into surging orgasm. She began to cum ... and cum
... and cum, almost unendingly.


"Oh! OOOoooh! OOOOOoooohhh! Goooooddddd! I'mmmm cummiiingg!
AAAAAaaauuuggghhh!"


She couldn't scream it aloud. Suddenly, she realized that the expansion,
the wild throbbing of Pete's cock, in her mouth, heralded the beginning
of his climax. He came. The hot, white semen jetted from him, deep into
her throat, and she swallowed, automatically, to keep from gagging, the
flavor of him, she decided, was not unpleasant. Finally, with a gasp,
Pete pulled his deflating prick from her still sucking mouth and rolled
to his side with an audible groan of deep satisfaction.


Matt, cradled between her widespread thighs, slammed hard, long, strokes
into her ... and she began to cum for a second time.


"AAAAAaaaauuuugggghhh! FFFFuuuuuckkk mmmeeee ... haaaarrrd! AAAuuugh!"


Almost simultaneously, Matt and Brad began to spew their lewd, viscous
sperm into her. She could feel both wildly pumping cocks hotly filling
her intestines and belly as they jerked, involuntarily, Matt continuing
to move, slightly, as he ejaculated, Brad heaving up, lifting them both,
as he drove deep, his semen spurting into the confines of her
quiveringly sensate rectum.


Matt collapsed on top of her, but Jeff, wild with desire, would have
none of that. He unclasped her hand from his pulsingly ready prick and
prodded Matt, roughly. "Get your ass off of her!" he commanded pulling
Matt bodily away.


Instantly, Jeff was between her legs, his big cock slipping into her
cunt smoothly, to fuck her to yet another orgasm. This time, she almost
blacked out as she came ... and from a distance she heard her own voice,
unreal and screaming: "Come on ...! Fuck me! Haaaarrrd!
Haaaaarrrrrrdddddeeer! Fuck me! Oh, God! FUUUUCCCCKKKK MEEEEEE! OOoooh!
AAAAAAAAUUUUUUUUGGGGGHHHH!"


For the second time, then Jeff spewed, explosively, his sperm hosing,
searingly, through him in great throbbing spurts.


"Oh ... Chriiiiiiiiist!" he squealed and collapsed on top of her.


It was several moments before any of them moved, as they lay there,
completely satiated, their pagan orgy finished.


Events happened almost too rapidly, then, for Charity to grasp. There
was a tall, rangy man, exuding authority who stood at the door of the
motel room, commenting, testily, on their sexual performance but taking
the four men to task for not performing their assigned work.


He handed each of the men their severance pay on the spot, telling them,
"There's a bus stop down the road!"


Jeff was belligerent for a moment. "The union grievance committee'll
hear about this!"


"All right ... you speak to the committee ... and I'll talk to the
police about kidnapping ... gang rape ... and sabotage of my trucks!
Take your choice!"


The four men filed out, silently, after they had dressed. None of them
gave Charity a backward glance. They were afraid to meet her eyes.


"All right, get dressed!" Jack told her, grumpily.


She went to sleep soon after he pulled the big car onto the highway.
Only two questions, she had asked as he put her in the car.


"Where are we going?"


"Phoenix ..." he told her.


"What's your n-name ... Mister ...?"


"Jack Leonard ... we'll talk, later ... after you're rested up ....
okay?"


Charity awoke in a large, comfortable bed, her memory of getting into it
hazy in her mind. She swung her legs to the floor and padded, naked into
the hallway. It was a beautiful home, expensively furnished, but she had
no idea of who her benefactor was. She knew only his name: Jack Leonard.


She peeked into the living room. Jack saw her and came to her. "Sleeping
Beauty's finally awake, eh?"


"Yes ... wh-where am I ...?"


"My place ..."


"I-It's beautiful!" she gushed.


Then, impulsively, she was in his arms, her face tilted up for his kiss.
"Th-Thanks ..." she murmured, "for what you did ..."


"No need to talk about it!" Jack said, brusquely, trying to control his
emotions ... his rampant desires.


Pressing close to him, she felt the warm bulge at his loins and knew the
effect her young, luscious body was having on him.


Reluctantly, his arms went around her, his hands moving over her soft,
curvy figure. "Damn! You're a beautiful woman!" he said, meaning it.


"...And, y-you're quite a man ..." Charity said, allowing a hand to
wander to the bulge in his pants between them.


He found her mouth and his tongue lashed between her lips, against her
teeth. She took his questing tongue and sucked it, hungrily.


Then, in a few moments, she was back on the big, double bed, her legs
locked high up around his back, as he went into her, gently, at first,
then poundingly ... and she exploded under him in ecstatic orgasm, his
own spewing climax not far behind.


Afterward, he told her, "Charity ... I'm going to ..."


She broke in, "How do y-you know my name ... you didn't ask me .... and
I never told you ..."


"Your mother told me ..." he said.


"Mom? You know my mom ...? Where is she ...?"


"That's what I was trying to tell you. I'm going to take you to her ...
as soon as you get dressed!"


"That'll be wonderful ... I want t-to see her and ..."


"... Get things straightened out ...?" Jack supplied.


"Yes ... oh, yes ..."


"I hope it doesn't complicate things," Jack said, serious now, "but I'm
thinking of asking Dottie to marry me ... just as soon as she can get a
divorce ..."


Her reaction was enthusiastic. "That'd be j-just super!" she bubbled.
Then, thoughtfully, "Poor Donnie ... he'll probably have to go to
p-prison! Do you kn-know about Donnie?"


"Yes ... I saw him in the hospital ... and I've arranged for him to get
a good lawyer, already. Maybe we can beat them ... or get a minimum
sentence or probation. He doesn't have a record ... and this is a first
offense."


There was a dreamy light in her eyes. "... Then ... I-I ... we could
have a family ... again!"


"One slight detail, yet ..." he reminded her. "I haven't asked your mom
to marry me ... and she hasn't ..."


"That's no problem ... how could she s-say no ...?"


He reached over and slapped her, playfully, on her white, rounded
buttocks, "Give me a chance, will you ... get up and get dressed ... or
we'll be delayed ... again!"


Charity rolled on top of him, instead. She kissed him. "Are you sure ...
y-you want my mom?"


Jack kissed her back and told her, "That's the best way to get both of
you ... isn't it?"


That idea hadn't occurred to her. "That's more than super!" she agreed
and scrambled happily out of bed. "You're one stepfather I'm certainly
not going to mind at all!"


The End
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CHAPTER ONE


Many things were now extremely clear to Gabriel Scott. He settled back in his favorite chair nursing his gin tonic, promising himself that, tonight, he wouldn't get sloppy drunk. Hell! He had waited too damned long! After having read the note his wife, Dottie, had written to her daughter, Charity, revealing the truth of her paternity, Gabe's memory went back to years ago when he and Dottie were married.


How had it happened? He hadn't understood it then. He hadn't understood why or how it was that Dottie had ignored him... then, suddenly, before he knew what was happening, he was married to her. He had had Dottie out on a couple of dates, but he hadn't been able to get a third one with her; meanwhile, he knew, she had been dating some of the Redfern College men. Christ! He hadn't had time to ask himself what was happening. She was just there... and available. He had taken her to a drive-in movie and was pleasantly surprised when she allowed some heavy petting.


... But, on their next date, that same week, she had pleaded not feeling well and didn't want to go skating.


"... Maybe, we could just go for a ride, in your car... Gabe..." she suggested. "If you don't mind...?"


"Okay."


He had been driving his old Mercury station wagon, the car on which he had, painstakingly, restored the wooden body to its original condition. He was proud of the car and liked to show it off. Naturally, he wanted to show Dottie off, too. He cruised the streets of Redfern, stopping at a drive-in hamburger stand that was a favored hangout for the high school crowd. They ate burgers, fries and drank Cokes. Gabe felt just a little proud to be seen with the girl who was, undoubtedly, the most beautiful in their senior class. She was by far the most popular, too, and he didn't question why she chose to go out with him. The fact that she was there with him was enough... and there seemed to be a promise of more intimacy to come. Damn! She's beautiful! I wonder if I've got any chance at all... of getting next to her...? Christ! I'll bet she's a damned good lay!


It hadn't taken very long to find out. As they drove away from the hamburger stand, Dottie had slid over close to him. "Let's drive up into the mountains, Gabe... where it's nice and quiet... okay?" she asked.


"... And private...?" he added.


"Real private!" Dottie affirmed.


With a worried look at the fuel gauge, he made a quick estimate of the distance and a mental calculation of the money he possessed. He couldn't do it, he decided, but he could find that privacy. It was not very far away. He laid it on the line to her, honestly, "I don't have enough gas... or money, Dottie... but I know a place where we can park... and have all the privacy we want..."


She snuggled her face into his shoulder and murmured, "Go wherever you want to... we don't have to go to the mountains."


Damn! Her talk of privacy had his mind whirling, already. Was she thinking about what she was saying? Some real privacy could lead to real lovemaking, not just the heavy petting she had allowed him the last time. Christ! I'm getting hot, already... just thinking about the possibility of getting it into her!


Gabe had driven out the avenue past the turnoff to his own home. The whole area was planted in citrus, the groves bordering the avenue thickly with only an occasional house standing tall and Victorian amidst the trees. He turned onto a dirt road to the left, stopped at a locked gate, got out of the car, produced a key to the padlock, opened it and drove the car through. As he got back into the car, Dottie asked him, "How come you've got a key...?"


"We're on the back side of my old man's property," he told her, "and our house is just down this road a ways..."


"Oh..."


He became expansive, then. "It's all going to be mine... someday!"


"Do you want to raise oranges...?"


"Yeah... I guess so," he said, "My granddad planted the trees, my dad inherited the place... and it looks like I'm expected to carry it on. Soon as I graduate I'm supposed to go to work for Dad, full time!"


She was impressed. "Not very many boys know exactly what they're going to do!" she observed.


"I guess not..." He was nonchalant. He had parked the Mercury in a little cleared area where agricultural implements were stored. There were barrels of oil, lubricants, fuel and pesticides stacked about. When he turned off the car's lights it was almost pitch black and very few sounds penetrated through the thick foliage of the orange trees.


"Is this private enough?" he asked, reaching out for her.


Dottie had come easily into his arms, her face lifted to him for his kiss. He kissed her tenderly, at first, and as her lips parted he thrust his tongue, hungrily, into her mouth to probe, taste and savor her. Her avid response surprised him.


With a little moan, she had pressed against him, the mounding hemispheres of her breasts crushing up warmly between them. He felt the slight tremor in her body that seemed to signal desire. In the darkness, he pulled back from her, slightly; he could barely see the outlines of her face. Her eyes were closed; her mouth still parted. Christ! She's got hot pants!


His hand reached out to her, found and encompassed a breast, his fingers kneading and massaging as his lips found hers, again. He found himself mumbling, "God... you're beautiful, Dottie!"


For answer, another little moan escaped her lips, and she tentatively snaked her tongue into his mouth, searchingly. He sucked it, gently, for a few moments, then, voraciously, as she became bolder, her tongue, searching and teasing the inside of his mouth.


Below, the hot blood surged, quickeningly, and his tumescent, erect penis throbbed and jerked against the confining fabric of his pants. He shifted, uncomfortably, in the seat of the car, his hand going to his crotch to move his aching cock to a more comfortable position; then that same hand drifted to her warm, smooth thigh, moving up under her skirt to the wisp of nylon panties that encased her loins.


"No... p-please, Gabe... I'm not..." she mumbled up into his mouth, pulling back only slightly, her objection not entirely convincing, as his hand continued to wander, searchingly, over the warm smoothness of thigh and hip.


"I've got to... have you... Dottie! God! I'm so hot...! I've got to... to fuck you! I love you... so very much!"


She pulled away from him and smoothed down her skirt. "I-I like you, too... Gabe... b-but love... a-and sex... are for marriage... and..." She turned her head away from him.


"Couldn't you learn to love me...?"


Facing him, again, she said, "Y-Yes... maybe... but we can't... well, you know... we couldn't do it... before we..."


"Before we get married...?" He finished her unspoken sentence.


"Yes..."


"... But... if we were sure...?"


"How could we ever be sure?" she asked.


"God, Dottie! I've loved you for months... already... ever since you came to school the first day after you moved here!"


His confession of love for her came from a youthful heart, a heart brimming over with sentimentality, but in truth, it was the virile member, aching for carnal knowledge of her that throbbed out its message there below. His was a common confusion, the misunderstanding of the meaning of love, which is the substitution of sex for love.


Gathering her into his arms, again, he kissed her with brutal force, then more tenderly as she melted against him, her breath beginning to come in short panting gasps; while his hands moved on her, she responded to him more and more until, finally, his searching hand, below, slipped between her thighs... and her legs parted, slightly, to allow him access. God! He almost went insane with desire. Now, he knew that she was aroused... ready to be laid! And, he could hardly wait, as he stroked and massaged the moist warmth of her cunt through the thin nylon barrier of her panties.


"Oh, Gabe... n-no... we mustn't..." she gasped, but in his highly aroused state, there was no stopping him, as with a boldness born of desperate need, he reached up for the elastic band at her waist and pulled her panties down over her curvaceous hips and thighs. Again, her voice told him no but her actions said plainly yes. He hadn't had to work very hard to get her panties off; she had helped him and he hadn't been aware of it. "P-Please, Gabe we mustn't... I-I've never..."


"I love you... Dottie! I've got to..."


He was clumsy and inexperienced; she managed to guide his finger to her clitoris, and when she was ready, she helped him to get his erect and pulsing penis into the proper position, after he had, himself, tried... and missed. With proper surprise, she remarked his size and virility.


"Oh, Gabe... i-it's so huge... it'll hurt me! N-No!"


Blinded by passion, proud of his virile cock and sure that he was the first, he had gone into her with a rush of youthful vigor, jackhammering his virgin cock into her like a young, rutting bull, concentrating on his own enjoyment and his great need to cum to the exclusion of all else.


... But, had he been aware, he would have known that he could not possibly have been the first. She was not virgin, although her cunt was tight and firm around his rampaging cock... and she was too knowledgeable, even though she had tried to hide her experience behind a faade of demure maidenliness. He had been too callow... too raw a youth, and he fell into an ages-old trap.


Dottie exploded into orgasm under his pounding cock, screaming out her pleasure to the stygian darkness of the orange grove. "Ohhhhh! Oh, God! Gaaaaaaaaabe! I'mmmmmmmm cuuuummmmmiiinnnggg! AAaaaaggghhh!"


His own ejaculation was not far behind her soaringly rapturous ecstasy. The liquid fire of his sperm shot from him deep up into her belly. Christ! He had never felt anything like that before. It was wonderfully new and strange... and he loved her for it! "Oh, God! I love you, Dottie!"


Then... it had been two weeks later -- there had been other nights of clandestine sex, wild, carefree and careless, in the back of his station wagon parked in the orange grove -- when she had told him, "G-Gabe... you keep s-saying you l-love me... a-and I-I love you, too... but now w-we've got to do s-something about it..."


"What do you mean...?"


"We've got to g-get married... I'm going to h-have a b-baby!" she told him in a rush.


"My God! How do you know... for sure?"


"I'm sure!" she said. "N-nature doesn't lie!"


Within another two weeks, Gabe and Dottie were married. There had been the usual family recriminations, but in the end Dottie had moved into the Scott house where the newlywed couple set up housekeeping.


I was a blind, stupid fool... any son-of-a-bitch could have figured it out! Dottie trapped me... made me think that Charity was my kid...! And, she fooled me... for all these years! Of course, Donnie's mine... there's no doubt about that!


He nursed his drink and waited. She would have to come back, he told himself; Dottie's little bastard daughter would have to come back, because she had taken nothing with her. She had merely left for a few hours... But, when you get back Charity, baby... I'm going to give it to you... but good!


All his hate, his frustrations and his failures were concentrated in a warped plan for revenge... against his wife's daughter, Charity.


***


Don Scott and Ray Donahue had skipped out of school. They lounged on a grassy mound on the downtown shopping mall, their conversation centering around possible ways of raising their stake before they split for the streets.


"We could hit a liquor store or a service station..." Don suggested. So far he had avoided telling Ray about the robbery of the salesman; he had no intention of telling him. Hell! He might want a split... because I used his gun!


"It's too risky, Don!" Ray told him. "I don't dig that! They really lay you out on that kind of a charge... if you get caught!"


"You got any better ideas...?"


"Whatever we do it's got to be safe!"


Ray looked off down the street to where a vaguely familiar figure was seated near a fountain. "Hey, man... isn't that your sister...?" He pointed.


"Yeah... it sure as hell is!" Donnie's heart skipped a beat. What the hell is she doing downtown?


"Man... is she built! I'll bet she's a real mink... when she's turned on!"


Without thinking, Don reacted to his statement with an affirmative, "Yeah, man... she's something else..."


Ray looked at him in disbelief. "Like... are you saying you've laid her... your own sister...?"


"I didn't say any such thing!" Don barked.


"Don't try to put me on, man... I heard you, and I saw the way you looked at her!" Ray said. "You must've fucked her!"


"... And, what if I did...?"


"You trying to save it all for yourself?" Ray leered.


"What are you driving at...?"


"Christ, man! It's right in front of you! Spread a little bit of her sunshine around... Don!"


"And..."


"And we've got that bundle of bread!"


"Hell no! That'd be just like..." He caught himself before the words were out of his mouth, as he realized that he was going to say: our mom! He finished the unspoken part weakly, "You know... like making a whore out of her!"


"You meant to say something about like mother, like daughter, didn't you?" Ray grinned.


"You really lay it on, don't you?" Don snapped. "Where'd you get that idea?"


"Hell, Don... this town's too small! The word gets around pretty damned fast!"


Don sighed and turned away. "Yeah... and we're the last to find out about it!"


"... But, that's your mom's bag... right now, we're talking about that gorgeous sister of yours," Ray went on. "I know I'd sure as hell like to lay her!"


"Cry your eyes out... because you'll never get the chance!" Don retorted.


"Why not? If you turned her on... I sure as hell can, too!"


"How?" Don queried.


"I've got a way... believe me! It hasn't failed yet!"


"Bullshit!"


"Can I try?"


"Like you know, man... she's got a mind of her own! But I don't think you'll get very far!"


Don told him. He was sure in his own mind that Charity would not be taken in by anything Ray could tell her.


"I asked you can I try it!"


"Yeah, man... go ahead!" Don said, airily. "But I'm going to watch you work!"


"But no interference!" Ray warned.


"Okay! No interference..."


"Split... and meet me at my house... my folks are gone... some kind of meeting in Chicago..."


"When?"


"Oh, like an half hour."


Don rose to his feet and ambled down the picturesque mall toward where he had parked his motorbike next to Ray's enclosed van. Christ! This is crazy! I'm going to be watching... while he tries to get Charity into the sack! That's what I want, myself...! And, I didn't want some other guy in on the act! Come to think of it, though... there's a lot of sharing, like that... when you're on the street!


***


No really straight thinking about any of her problems had come to Charity. To say that she was confused and hurt would be a gross understatement. The anguish she experienced was almost unbearable. Within a short space of time, she had undergone shock, extreme shock that had shattered her whole existence. Her sense of having been betrayed was an overriding feeling within her. First: she had seen her mother with another man, discovering that her mother was a prostitute. This had been made clear to her by her mother's participation in an obscene sex act... for which she had been paid; secondly, she, herself, had been a party to incestuous sex with her brother, Donnie. When she had gone to him for solace, he had offered her something different than she had expected or wanted. Much against her will, she had progressed from joining him in smoking a marijuana cigarette to full-blown sex. It was her first, but she had vowed to herself that never again would she be so weak as to allow Donnie that intimacy, again! It was wrong... so terribly wrong!


... But, she had enjoyed it. The rapture, the ecstasy of the moment was more than she had ever dreamed! She had soared to bursting orgasm under him, but still that sense of right and wrong was with her, strong in her to the point of disgust. After all... sex activity between brother and sister was one of the strongest taboos of civilized man, and she had violated it! Dear God! It'll never happen again! That's one thing I know for sure...! I'll never let Donnie know that we're only half-sister and brother! Heaven only knows what he'd do!


That had been the third and worst blow of all! Their mother had run away... copped out on them, unable, apparently, to face the consequences of her own actions; however, before leaving, she had written a note to Charity, the words of which still burned, indelibly, into her mind. It was this terrible knowledge that had pierced her heart like a cold-bladed dagger, a knife that had been twisted in her, for good measure. GABRIEL SCOTT IS NOT YOUR REAL FATHER. HE DOESN'T KNOW THIS, AND THERE WOULD BE LITTLE POINT, NOW, IN TELLING HIM. THERE IS ALSO NO NEED FOR ME TO TELL YOU HIS NAME... EXCEPT TO TELL YOU THAT HE WAS A FINE AND GOOD MAN, A MAN WHO GAVE HIS LIFE FOR HIS COUNTRY. HE DIED IN KOREA. HE NEVER KNEW THAT OUR LOVE HAD RESULTED IN THE BIRTH OF A BEAUTIFUL DAUGHTER, YOU... MY OWN CHARITY. YOU'LL NEVER KNOW HOW DIFFICULT IT WAS TO MAKE THE DECISION TO GIVE YOU UP... A DECISION I SHOULD HAVE MADE BEFORE YOU WERE BORN! INSTEAD, I PRACTICALLY FORCED GABE TO MARRY ME... AND SUCCEEDED ONLY IN BOTCHING UP ALL OF OUR LIVES...


There was more; her mother's letter had been full of recriminations, confession, outpourings of love and some irrational reasoning... But, dear God... why did she run? Why did she cop-out... when I need her the most? Oh, God... I want my mom! I've never felt so alone... and lost! What can I do? I know for sure... that I can't stay at home! Ugh! The way Dad... er Gabe... looks at me... I just know he wants me... lusts after me... that's what it really is! It's pure animal lust!


In her own mind, she was sure that she had done the wisest thing in getting out of the house where she would be safe, because almost anywhere else -- the street especially -- would make it impossible for her mother's husband to get at her. She was not sure just how she would make sure it was safe to return; it would be safer, she had decided, while Donnie was there. Perhaps, she would telephone, disguising her voice and pretending that she was a girl friend of her brother's. If Donnie came on the wire, she would explain it to him... but if Gabe answered, she'd hang up.


She had walked, disconsolately, along the shopping mall, looking into store windows, wasting time that only seemed to drag itself, limpingly, along and finally buying and drinking a Coke for its nutritional, sugary lift. She had made the Coke last a long time as she had sipped at it, slowly, and observed the many shoppers, mentally cataloging their various and eccentric ways. Hers was a good eye for character and for action that revealed that character, her interest in and training in drama standing her in good stead, as she played this little game by herself.


Later, as she tired, she found a comfortable seat near the central fountain and watched its changing patterns. It was a restful release from her own emotional anguish, and she lost herself, momentarily, in the cooling display of the shimmering columns of water.


The adolescent voice interrupted her enjoyment. She glanced up at the speaker and recognized him as one of Donnie's acquaintances.


"So, Charity... you split from school and went truant...?"


She answered too quickly, "I-It's the first time... really... I just couldn't s-stand to go to school, today..."


"That's all right. I'm not a hookey fuzz!" he grinned. "I was just kidding..."


"You're a friend of Donnie's, aren't you?" Charity asked, regaining her confidence, somewhat.


"Yeah..." He sat down beside her, lounging easily.


"Have you seen him, today?"


"No!" he lied.


She heaved a deep sigh. "I wish I could see him..." Then, she went on, "What did you say your name was...?"


"I didn't... but it's Ray... Ray Donahue!"


He leaned back watching her, narrowly, a half-grin still plastered on his face. It was going to be something else, he told himself, when he laid it on her. Christ! I'll bet she can't get into the sack fast enough when I'm through with her!


"I'm glad to know you, Ray," Charity said, turning back to watch the water. "I just love to watch..."


Ray cut in, fast, "You're going to get to know me real well!"


Turning to face him, quizzically, puzzled at his statement, she said, "Oh... how come...?" She was completely innocent of his intentions.


He lowered his voice but said with firm steeliness, "You and I are going to have a little party!"


"Wh-What do you mean...?"


"A little sex party... you're going to crawl into the sack with me... for some fucking!"


Charity jumped to her feet, instantly, ready for flight. "You're d-disgusting!" she spat. "I'll do n-no such thing!"


Desperately, she looked around, trying to decide which way to go, run, if necessary, to escape his blatantly open proposition. Oh, dear God... he's revolting! If I have to I'll run to the nearest store... and call for the police!


He reached for her wrist and jerked her back down beside him, his grin still in evidence. "Don't try to run!" he ground out. "Stick around and listen to the reasons why you're going to do what I say!"


Eyes blazing, she said, "Why? Wh-Why should I-I...?"


"To stay out of Juvie! You ever been there... it's just like a jail... you know?"


Curious passersby eyed them, but Ray kept his voice low so that words could not reach them, as he held her tight, the pressure on her wrist painfully firm. "... And, don't make a bad scene! Just listen!" he finished.


"You're hurting my wrist! Let me go... p-please...!"


Ray relaxed his steel-fingered grip on her wrist, slightly, saying, "I don't want to hurt you! Just stay put and listen to what I've got to say! Then, you can make up your mind what you want to do!"


It was completely unreal to her. She was sitting near the middle of the beautiful downtown shopping mall, near the fountain, in the midst of a sunshiny afternoon with hundreds of people walking about, shopping and chatting... and she was being held, against her will, to listen to the vile mouthings of this gangly youth, Ray Donahue... a supposed friend of her brother's.


It couldn't happen! It just could not be!


As he relaxed his grip, she sat forward, poised for flight, like a game bird. All right, she would listen... for a while. She was curious, now, to know what it was all about.


Picking up his remark concerning Juvenile Hall, she asked, "Wh-What are you s-saying about Juvie? I-I've never done a-anything b-bad to be sent there!" Unconsciously, she also kept her voice low, not wanting anyone in the passing crowd to hear the crazy conversation in progress.


"All right," he said, leering at her, "I'm going to lay it on you! Now, listen close! Donnie's been laying you... and I know it..."


Charity gasped, her face draining of color, "N-No... no! That isn't t-true!"


"Don't try to lie! I know it for a fact!" he snapped. "Now... our hung-up society doesn't like that sort of thing... and one word from me... and they'd be coming to take you away from that lewd and unsavory environment... and you know where they'd put you...? In Juvie!"


Dear God... how could he know? Nobody would know... unless... u-unless D-Donnie told...!


Unbidden tears began to flow unchecked. "N-No... no... oh, my God... n-no!" she sobbed, her heart breaking once again with the realization that, somehow, she had been betrayed, yet another time by someone she loved dearly. "I-It's impossible! Donnie w-wouldn't do that...!"


"What?" Ray shot back. "Lay you?"


"N-No... t-tell anybody... about it...?" she murmured.


"Then... he did! You just admitted it, yourself!" he pursued, relentlessly.


Suddenly, she realized his entrapment of her. She had been so confused, her thinking twisted and her emotions so turned inside out that she had fallen, innocently, into his snare.


"N-No... that's..." she stopped, aghast, her mind a turmoil. Dear God! What could she do?


"It's no good, baby doll! I've got you right where I want you!" he rasped. "Now, by God... we'll play by my rules! You know what I want... don't you...? And, if I don't get it I drop a few hints to the fuzz!"


All of her resources of resistance seemed to drop away from her. She couldn't fight back, any more. There seemed to be nothing but the bleak prospect of doing as he demanded. Her body slumped into a pose of abject defeat.


Then, as if to clinch his argument, Ray added, "... Of course, they'll pick Don up, too... and it's bound to get into the papers!"


"I-I don't believe y-you..." Charity said, forlornly, trying, again, to find some chink in his argument.


"All right... you want to try? You want to get up and split, right now... and see what happens? If you do... go ahead...! But, you'd be in what they call protective custody, tomorrow! They'll take you out of that nasty, immoral home... and lock you up in Juvie! Public morals have to be defended!" He piled words on her, snowing her under the deluge of lies and half-truths.


Charity was silent for long moments; finally, she said, "... And, if I d-do what you s-say... y-you won't b-bother me again... and y-you won't tell...?"


Ray's eyes lit up. He had won! Christ! It was like taking candy away from a baby! Easy, man... easy as pie!


"Whatever's fair... if that's the way you want it!" he chuckled.


Her voice was full, flat, "Y-You don't g-give me much choice..."


"We're going to split, now!" he directed. "We're going to walk down to my van... and get into it! Man! You and me are going to have a real ball... with some real nice goodies!"


He rose to his feet, reached for her hand and raised her to her feet, slipping an arm, casually, around her small waist. He went on, "Like, why don't you dry up your tears... and smile at the nice, square people... you look like you're going to your own execution!"


"You've s-said it... exactly! That's the way I-I do feel!" Charity told him.


CHAPTER TWO


Charity remembered little of the ride to Ray's house; her mind was in a complete whirl, her thoughts entering and leaving in rapid order, her confusion complete, her emotions turned topsy-turvy with her new concern, not only for herself but for Donnie as well. She did know that there was some truth in what Ray had told her; however, she was not sure what the attitude of the law was toward incest. She just knew that it was wrong... and that somehow she and Donnie had been exposed. Dear God! Perhaps he had only guessed... or jumped to a conclusion, a conclusion that had been correct; then he had merely played a bluff. God! What if he's bluffing!


It was a ray of hope. She turned to him and said, "Ray... y-you don't h-have any proof... just hearsay..."


He grinned over at her, confidently, eyes hooded, "You want to bet on that...? Or do you want me to name the time and place?"


"N-No..."


She dropped back into her inner absorption, the maelstrom of her thoughts giving her little comfort, and she didn't notice when they passed Donnie's motorbike parked at the curb a block away from Ray's house.


Donnie, sitting on the curb, watched Donahue's van pass with Charity in the passenger's seat. He whistled through his teeth. Christ! I didn't think he could do it! I wonder what he laid on her?


Morosely, he sat waiting for another five minutes before mounting the cycle and riding the short distance to Ray's parents' home. The house was a California ranch style, set back from the street, low and long, sandwiched between two Victorian houses. Obviously, one of the old homes had been torn down to be replaced with the modern house.


Parking the van in the triple garage, Ray ushered Charity into the affluence of his parents' home. The quality and obvious expense was reflected in the furniture and accessories.


A few moments before, when she had dismounted from Ray's van, she had had a terrific impulse to break away from him and run... run for her life, but his firm grip on her arm had dissuaded her. Now, as she looked around at the costly surroundings, seeing at the same time, the gangly, long-haired youth in his sub-culture garb of jeans, boots, fringed leather jacket and beads, she couldn't help but wonder what it was, in him, that made him want to reject it all.


Charity sank down onto a soft couch and ran her fingers over the richly sculptured material. "I-It's beautiful!" she said. "Such a l-lovely home..."


The sneer on his face surprised her, as he said with derision, "It's only money, doll... but, like my old man doesn't know what to do with it!"


"Wh-What do you mean...?"


His voice was harsh. "Things!" he spat. "He's just like all the rest! He doesn't give a fuck about people!"


"A-and you... you care about p-people...?" she trembled. "... But I-I get the idea y-you're trying t-to use me... like I was... a thing...!"


Ray stood on wide-spread legs before her, his face livid, "You're a smart little bitch!" he grated.


The door chimes sounded. He left her to go to the door, grunting, "I wonder who in hell this could be...?" His grin was barely concealed from her; he knew it would be Don Scott, her ever-loving brother.


"Don!" he exclaimed in mock surprise. "Come in... join the party!"


"Party...? What party?" Don asked, going along with Ray.


"Like, you know... there's three of us, now! Charity's here!"


"Charity...?" He walked in, feigning surprise, "What are you doing here?"


She sprang to her feet, shock and surprise on her mobile face. "Donnie!"


"Yeah... it's me..." He sat down, sprawling carelessly.


She stood there, in utter confusion, looking from one to the other of them, stupidly, feeling as though she should say something to explain why she was there. Her open, innate honesty compelled her to say, dully, "He kn-knows..."


"K-knows what?"


"A-About us?" she answered, miserably.


"Like crap!" Donnie spat, looking hard and mean at Ray, who stood watching them, a slight sneer on his face. "You want to split, Char? If you do... we'll do it now!"


Charity heard his offer to take her away, but the fear of exposure, the possibility of publicity -- friends and classmates at school learning of their depravity, the scandal of it rocking the town, the attendant gossip, the stares, the jibes and the innuendoes -- plus the fact that both she and Donnie would be placed in Juvenile Hall, if a word of it got out to people in authority, such as the district attorney, made her hesitate. He doesn't understand! Dear God! I don't want anything like that t-to happen to m-me... and most of all I-I don't want anything to happen to Donnie! What can I do...?


"I-I can't, Donnie... I just c-can't! Don't you understand?" she sobbed, hot tears beginning to glisten in her eyes.


"Okay, Char... you know what you want to do," he told her, but Donnie knew that in letting her follow the course she had chosen, he had, almost literally, given her to Ray Donahue. His eyes bored into Ray's, as he swiveled to look at the tall boy. He went on, "I don't know what you laid on her Ray... but you must have come on pretty strong! What's next in this farce of yours?"


"Well... for starters... how about some drinks? My old man's got one of the best stocked bars in town!"


"Make mine Scotch on the rocks!" Donnie said, trying to appear worldly and man-about-townish.


"I-I don't want anything t-to drink..." she said. Her voice was small, frightened.


"I'll make a special one for you," Ray leered. "I know you'll like it... after you've tried it!"


"Is it a-alcoholic...?"


"Yeah... it's got a little... but it's more like a punch," he assured, as he went to mix for them.


He brought drinks; Scotch for him and Don... and a slightly green-tinted milky looking drink for Charity. Ray raised his glass and said, mockingly, "Well, since we're playing square... drinking, instead of toking up... here's looking up yours!"


Charity sipped. It tasted good, but she didn't know what it was. She was going to ask, decided against it and drank from the glass. The liquid slid down her throat, easily, and was not at all unpleasant. There was a slight warmth from the alcohol, but not enough to alarm her. She had seen too much of her father's drunkenness. A long time ago, she had decided that indulgence in drinking would not be for her. This drink was different. It didn't seem to be at all strong.


Flopping carelessly into a soft chair and flinging his boots onto the surface of the beautifully inlaid coffee table, Ray watched her, narrowly, as he sucked on his own drink. If I can get another one of those down her... she'll be fucking like a mink! Christ! I can hardly wait...! But, I'll have to play it cool... cool as hell!


He flipped through some of the long-play records stacked on top of the stereo unit at his elbow, selected a driving, hard rock, put it on the spindle and started the machine. The driving twang of the guitars and the high, nasal vocal thundered into the room through a special hi-fi speaker system.


Charity listened and sipped at her drink; before she knew it she had finished it. In a few moments, Ray thrust another at her, a big friendly grin on his face.


"No, thank you," she said, politely.


"We're having another round, too... you might as well drink up..." He left the pernod on the coffee table before her.


A few moments later, she reached for the drink, automatically. She hated to let it go to waste. Sipping steadily she was more than halfway through the second drink when it hit her. There was a warmth in her belly, seeming to exude to all parts of her body... and there was a certain headiness, an almost giddy feeling. More important, though, she felt glowing warmth in her loins, and she shifted her position. Strange! She hadn't felt it before! God! What was that stuff? Is it s-some kind of... sex drug... something that would make people do it?


Abruptly, she set the glass down, a wild, cornered look appearing in her eyes. "Ugh!" she said aloud.


"What's with you, doll... I thought you liked that drink?" Ray Donahue asked.


"I-It tastes good... but I think there m-must be something in it... something strong that sneaks up on you!" She felt a sudden weakness in her knees as she tried to stand up.


Instantly, the tall youth was beside her, steadying her; he leered down at her, as he slipped a sinewy arm around her waist. "That was pernod you had... it's almost as good a turn on as pot!" he explained.


"I-I don't understand...?"


"I mean you're just about ready to fuck! That stuff works... almost every time!" he gloated.


"Oh, n-no..." she said weakly. Somewhere in that morass of confused thinking that had been hers for some time, now, she had thought that if she must go through with the sex thing with this vile, young monster, perhaps, she could do it with no involvement. Now, even that dim hope was smashed. She had been tricked into drinking something that was an aphrodisiac; pernod, he had called it. Dear God! Now, I won't be able to help myself... at a-all! I-I'll be completely at his mercy!


Don Scott had been pretty sure that it was absinthe pernod that Ray had given his sister. He knew very little about it himself, except the fact that it had been outlawed almost every place in the world. "Where'd your old man get that stuff, Ray?"


"Connections, man! You got money... you can get anything!" Ray bragged.


Vaguely, then, for the first time, Donnie began to see his friend in a different light, and he began to wonder: Damn! He's playing both sides... making out like he's one of us... talking about going on the street, but hanging on to what he's got going for him here! Christ! I'll bet when the time comes to split he'll run like hell the other way!


Don watched with more than a little interest, the scene that was transpiring before his very eyes, for now, quite obviously, his sister was reacting to the effects of the drink. Ray's arm around her waist shifted now to turn her to face him, his other arm going around her, drawing her up tight to him, the obvious bulge of the erection under his jeans pressing into her belly, and unbidden, Don realized that his own penis lurched with desire.


As Ray gathered her into his arms, plastering her loins to his, and she became aware of the warmth and the bulk of his hardness against her, she stiffened as though she had been drenched in ice-cold water; her body arched back away from him, her hands pushing, futilely, against his chest in an attempt to escape his embrace.


"No... n-no... this is crazy! I-I can't... let you...!" Her eyes swept the room, desperately. Donnie was there. She looked at him, pleadingly, "Don... D-Donnie... please..."


"Hell... Char... you made up your mind to stay..." he said.


He could have said something different; there was even the possibility that he could have taken her away, but something perverse in him wanted to see his sister trapped, seduced. His own desire for her was too great. Christ! He had to have her, too!


"Don't make such a big scene out of it, doll! It's going to happen... no matter what... so stop fighting it!" Ray leered down into her face, still holding her tight to him.


Suddenly, then, she realized there was nothing she could do. Donnie had refused to help her; he was willing, almost, it seemed to her, to stand by and watch her humiliation and debasement. She stopped struggling and slumped against him, helplessly. Dear God! What have I done...? Her mouth fell open in disbelief that her brother could do this dreadful thing to her.


Then, she felt Ray's searching hands upon her body, moving from her waist to cup and massage the rounded firmness of her buttocks through her light skirt. Her face flamed with shame and embarrassment as his long, lean hands moved intimately over her tense, fear-stricken body. Desperately, she tried once again, "P-Please... let m-me go..."


"Not a chance! You're going to get fucked, now... whether you want to or not! I'm so Goddamned hot I can't wait to get between those hot looking legs of yours!" he grunted, leaning down to capture her mouth with his own.


Again, she struggled in his arms, trying to free herself, but she was helpless against his greater strength, and his lips closed on hers, engulfing her soft, moist lips completely, his tongue lashing between her lips and against her teeth lustingly. He held her tight against him with one hand while the other searched for the zipper of her skirt, found it, unfastened and zipped it down, giving the waistband a tug and moving away from her, momentarily, to allow her skirt to fall to the floor around her ankles. Quickly, then, he clasped her close, his mouth welded to hers, his hot hands digging into the rounded hemispheres of her firm young buttocks that were covered, now, only by a wisp of white nylon panty. Tighter yet, he forced his pelvis against her, his height placing the throbbing bulge of his erection hard and unresisting against the softness of her belly. She could feel it outlined there long and hard... and, to her complete surprise an uncontrollable tremor of desire rippled through her.


My God! Something... something entirely unwanted was happening inside her. She was actually feeling ungovernable little sensations of sexual excitement that seemed to alternate with those other feelings of shame and repulsion at his demanding hands and mouth upon her. Momentarily, again, she tried to resist him, attempting to pull away, but as she opened her mouth to shout out negative words, to scream, if necessary, his tongue pillaged her mouth, slipping past the barrier of her teeth to joust with her mobile lingual member. Galvanic sensations shot through her, and she relaxed into his arms, her mouth beginning to suck, her own tongue searching for more of the essence of his lustful mouth.


"Oh... oh... oh...!" she moaned, as he drew her unresisting body down to the soft cushions of the davenport, a sinewy hand covering a full, up-tilted breast, instantly, to massage and tantalize.


Ray broke the contact of their kiss, and as he pushed her back on the cushions, smiled down at her, a smile of pure lust, his hands never leaving her for a moment. His voice was a dry croak. "Can't help it... can you?"


Dumbly, she looked up at him, lost in the morass of sensations that surged in her.


He went on, "Damn... you're really hot... hot enough to fuck, right now!" Leaning back, he fumbled with his belt to loosen it.


Watching them from across the room, Don cut in, "Hell... why don't you take her in the bedroom? This is no place for this scene, man!"


The gangly youth looked up at the girl's brother; he had almost forgotten his presence. "Yeah... okay..." Swiftly, he stood to his feet, leaned down and picked Charity up, lightly; with seemingly effortless ease he carried her down the hallway to the master bedroom. Don had anticipated his choice and went into the room ahead of them; quickly, he stripped the coverlet and blankets from the bed, tossing them, carelessly, to a small slipper chair.


For an instant, the auburn-haired girl stiffened in his arms, resistingly, but as she saw that Don was now helping by preparing the bed for her further debasement, she collapsed into herself, an inkling of understanding coming to her. Dear God! Donnie wants me... t-too! Her thought was confirmed by the tremendous bulge she saw in her brother's jeans. N-No... no! Not both of them at the same time! OOOoooh, my God!


The insane idea ricocheted inside her skull, the monstrous thought almost more than she could bear. It's impossible! I-I can't... not with my own brother... a-again! I v-vowed it would n-never... never h-happen... again!


... But, Ray's hands, his tongue, exploring her mouth... and the pernod had set her whole being aflame with sensual desire. As she lay in the middle of the big bed, now, where the tall youth had place her, she looked up at the two boy-men, dumbly, her eyes eloquently pleading for mercy; then, uncontrollably and in spite of her revulsion, she raised her knees, and began to rub her thighs together. It was a completely unconscious action.


Now, Ray eased his lanky frame down onto the bed, reached down and pulled off his boots, dropping them, heavily, to the floor. From the corner of his eye, he saw the slight movement of her thighs and the slightly undulating roll of her hips.


One of his long-fingered hands reached out to her leg and moved down the soft, warmth of her inner thigh... moved slowly and inexorably along the sculpted column toward the white crotch band of her nylon panties that barely covered her pussy area. She felt it, intensely, anticipatingly, but there was still in her some vestige of resistance. With a moan, she straightened out her legs flat on the bed, trapping his hand between her tightly tensed thighs and the sheet-covered mattress.


He extracted his hand and glowered at her, "What's with it, doll... getting touchy, now?"


"P-Please... Ray... Donnie..." she begged, "p-please don't..." Her head swiveled between them, pleadingly.


Donnie, lounging on the foot of the bed, watching her closely, said, gruffly, "It's too late, Char! Christ... I'm getting hot for you, too!"


Her piercing wail keened sharply in the room. "Noooo!"


"Why not?" Don asked. "After all... we've already..."


She wanted to tell him, desperately, that she didn't trust Ray Donahue. "He m-might..." she began.


"Might what...?"


"T-Tell on u-us... anyway..."


Her brother looked over hard and deadly at the other youth, "Not one word, Ray... not one, because we're both going to be in on the act, now! I'm going to fuck her, too!"


It hadn't worked the way she thought it would. Everything had taken a different turn. Now, it was out in the open; Donnie had just said it... said that he wanted to... Dear God! What can I do...?


The feeling of overwhelming aloneness and helplessness was strong in her. She had been drugged... and her brother had been a party to it. She was desolate... and betrayed, again!


Then, Ray hissed down at her, "And no more of that stupid yelling! Christ... we don't want the neighbors thinking the wrong things!"


Turning away, he stood up, finished unbuckling his belt, unbuttoned his jeans and slipped them from his long legs. His shirt and undershirt followed; then, with tantalizing slowness he slipped his jockey shorts over his hips to release his lancing hardness to her surprised gaze.


Charity didn't want to look at it; she tried to tear her eyes away from it, but the length of his hardened member, standing out from his hairy loins held a perverse fascination for her... and yet there was also revulsion for the things she knew now that the male organ was capable of doing. She had forgotten, temporarily, the exploding orgasm she had experienced with Donnie. Oh, my dear God... he's so huge! Sudden fear quivered in her. God! She had to get out of there! Run! Get out of that beautiful, soft bed... and run... far away!


... But, she was paralyzed, as Ray leaned over her, stretched out his hand and began to slither it up and down the smooth flesh of one trembling leg, moving it ever upward, until his hand brushed teasingly over her nylon-encased pubic hair, allowing the contact to linger, perceptibly, the light, tantalizing pressure against the vibrant flesh of her delicate, inflamed vagina. She closed her eyes to blot out the obscene vision of him, attempting with all her strength to get herself under control.


Hands began to unbutton her blouse, a different pair of hands. Donnie! Donnie was undressing her, now. Opening her tightly closed eyes, she looked up with disbelief into his smiling ones, noting at the same time that he had removed some of his clothing, also. He was naked from the waist up.


"Oh, D-Donnie... please... d-don't..." she mumbled.


For answer, he flipped open her blouse, lifted her upper body, brusquely, and stripped the garment from her; then, he unhooked her bra, deftly removing it with swift motions and flung it toward the modernistic double dresser along the wall where it joined her blouse. Lowering her back to the bed, a low moan of desire coming from his lust-distorted mouth, he sprawled beside her, avid hands grasping for the mounding firmness of her breasts, his mouth finding and engulfing a spiky, berry-like nipple to suck and nibble.


His hands on her tender flesh were, at once, cruel and inciting, as he clawed at them, feeling the silky smoothness of their firm, young womanliness.


"God..." he said, mouthing his words around the puckering areola of her hardened nipple, "You're something else, Char!"


She should have felt revulsion for what he was doing; her sense of decency, of right and wrong was not completely destroyed yet. She knew it was wrong... she had vowed that it would never happen, again, but the slashing sensuousness that arced in her as he massaged her breasts and sucked on a nipple was too much for her. There was nothing she could do to stop him; the fiery rapture being generated down between her thighs, aided by the pernod caused her to undulate her breasts up to him, offering them to her own brother, while below, her hips began to move in tiny salacious circles. Her desire was, for the moment, in supreme command.


Charity moaned aloud, "OOooh! Oh, Donnie... oh, my God! D-Donnnnniiiiiee!"


Then, while her brother was sending ecstatic thrills stampeding through her, as he shifted his voracious mouth to the other breast, below, she felt Ray grasp the waistband of her panties, and with one slow teasing movement roll them down over her hips and trembling legs. They were her last protection; now, they were gone, and she lay naked and ashamed on the bed, her lovely nudity even more of a sexual goad to the two boys.


Now, she felt Ray ease himself down on the bed and stretch out beside her, his warm, sinewy body pressing up close to her. He was lying on his side, she knew, because the hardness of his erect maleness pressed into the white smoothness of her thigh. Dear God! It's so hot... and hard!


When Ray lay down beside her, his hands still roaming over her body, at will, Donnie left her breasts, momentarily, and Ray sought her luscious mouth with his own. He took her in his arms and kissed her, deeply, probing' with his tongue, until she responded, opening her mouth to him, her own oral member intertwining with his. His rampant, hardened cock was trapped between them; suddenly, she felt it jerk against her thigh, and there was a sensation of wetness there. It must be a tiny drop of semen from his excitement, she thought hazily. At that instant, she had to repress a sudden desire to reach down between them to grasp it... to feel its virile hardness. N-No... no... I-I can't! I can't give in to them completely! Oh God, how did I-I get into this?


The bed sagged as her brother stretched out on the other side of her. She knew by the contact of his body as he pressed up against her that he, too, was now completely naked. She could feel, distinctly, the outline of his rock-hard penis made on her own warm thigh.


Charity just couldn't believe it; this couldn't be happening to her. What was left of her reasoning mind tried, halfheartedly, to sort out her confused thoughts. She could find no solution. She was hopelessly trapped, and there seemed to be no way out for her. Unwittingly, her own fears... and the pernod had brought her to this complete impasse.


Anxious, now, his passion growing each moment, Ray raised his head, surrendering her lips and leaned up on an elbow. Almost on the instant, Donnie's lips were on hers replacing Ray in the deep, passionate kiss. Their tongues jousted, momentarily, before his lingual member snaked deeper into her mouth.


Her whole body was a mass of libidinous sensation as she lay on her back between the two naked, virile boy-men their stiff cocks on either side pressed up hard against the warm, smooth, milk-white flesh of her shapely thighs. Again, Ray's hands roamed at will over her lush, young womanliness, seeking all the female contours of her curvaceous body, and against her will, she found herself, perversely, enjoying having this strange boy's hands move so provocatively on her now defenseless nakedness.


The sudden, moist warmth of Ray's mouth on her sensate breasts made her start with surprise. As she jerked away, turning her head to break the kiss, a small groan escaped her, "Oh... OOooh!" Then, her brother was whispering in her ear, reassuring her, "It's all right, Char... everything's going to be okay! I'm here with you... and I won't let anything bad happen to you..."


"Oh... D-Donnie..." she whispered back, "I-I'm s-scared... a-and I-I d-don't want to... to d-do it...!"


"We're all past the point of no return! It's going to happen! It's got to happen now! You're going to get fucked like you've never imagined... by both of us at the same time!"


"NOOooo...! Oh, my God... no... D-Donnie... I-I don't want to be a-a gangbang!"


He recaptured her mouth, effectively stopping her outcry, his tongue probing her oral cavern, hungrily, and she could feel the moist warmth of Ray's lips on her sensitive breasts, the nipples spiking out hard under his stroking hand, their areolas puckering pinkly as he sucked them up into his mouth, alternately.


Arcingly, the high-voltage passion ignited in her by Ray's hands and mouth, and the deepness of Don's searching kiss was being built up in her, unbearably. The searching mouth on the sensate mounds of her white, velvety breasts was driving her wild with insane desire. It seemed that there was no resisting the slashing, electric fire that had begun to run rampant and unchecked through her belly and aroused loins.


With a conscious act of will, she pressed her thighs tightly together again in an effort to deny the heightening desire that seared her genitals. Somehow, she must stop this insane charade... but if she could not stop it, at least, there was no reason why she should enjoy it. After all, she was there, against her will. She had been frightened into coming here with Ray, in the first place... and now, there were two boys -- one of them her own brother -- who wanted and desired her nakedness.


Then, Ray's mouth left her throbbing breasts and his body slid downwards, his mouth trailing across the smooth, flat plane of her belly, stopping momentarily to pay court to her navel.


It was only a few moments, but the passage of time was distorted as she felt him move lower, ever lower, until at last, his searching mouth was just above the soft, auburn curls of her sparse young pubic mound and his strong, lean hands were reaching down to spread her thighs firmly. There was no doubt in her mind, then, as to what he intended to do to her. He was going to use his mouth on her to lick and suck her into complete submission to his will. Oh, God! How can I-I fight them? I d-don't want it t-to happen!


Charity groaned with uncontrolled anguish as her brother, Don, squeezed her breasts, teasing the nipples of them between his thumb and forefinger, then pulling his head away to break the open-mouthed kiss, only to move his head, instantly, to the up-tilted hardness of her pink, berry-like nipples. He took one between his lips, moving it rapidly in and out while at the same time maintaining a strong sucking pressure on it. She gasped. It was a breathtaking sensation! Involuntarily, she reached down to cup the other breast up to him, inviting him to treat it the same way. She would never know why she did it... but suddenly, it was there in her. It was almost as if she were, symbolically, offering her body to them, now. Then, there was the sudden realization that she could not keep herself uninvolved. She was in it, now! She was reacting... almost enjoying... even cherishing having these two potent boys doing wild, insane things to her. It was a definite surprise to her. How could she have changed? She hadn't wanted it... this way!


Below, Ray had parted her legs, spreading them widely, his head following, his mouth and teeth moving, now, on the soft, white flesh of her smoothly-rounded inner thighs. He nipped at her warm, pliant skin with his teeth, gently, his mouth like a searing torch on her as his lips followed, kissing her warmly and moistly; finally, his searching lips found the coraline division of her vagina, the thin bearded slit moist and pulsating from the exudation of her womb. Deliberately, his tongue moved there, up and down the narrow crevice, boring searchingly, finally into the portal of her vagina. Under the blinding impact of the slashing sensations generated in her, her hips began to move, grinding in tiny circles under her, undulantly, her mounting desire, now, almost completely out of control. Now, I'm getting all warm... and moist down there... a-and it's starting t-to feel like... l-like I-I want them to do it! She was responding to them, against her will. My God! She just couldn't let it go on and on. They couldn't subdue her like this... humiliate her... debase her with their blatant sexuality. For all of her right desires, there was the counter balancing effect of her own unbidden sexual sensations. They were too much for her; she couldn't fight it any longer. OOoooh, oh! They're driving me crazy! Their mouths... their hands on me... i-it's more than I can s-stand!


Below, Ray shifted his lanky body to kneel between her widespread legs. Placing his thumbs on either side of the sparsely hairfringed cunt, he parted the fleshy lips of her vagina to expose its moist, pink channel. He grunted as he noted the tight passage was clear of hymenal barrier.


"Christ... that's a tight little cunt you got, baby... but I see you're not cherry!"


Vaguely, she was aware that he had spoken to her. She looked at him over her brother's head and shoulders and asked, uncomprehendingly, "Wh-What... I-I don't know what you m-mean?"


"Like you're not virgin!"


"Oh," she mumbled back, "Donnie... s-stretched m-me..."


"That figures!" Ray choked, looking down at the exposed cusp of her thighs, again, where he saw secretions of clear, viscous fluids forming in droplets to run part way down the inner side of her thigh, down toward the tiny puckered mouth of her anus. He dropped his head down between her legs, his mouth descending on that spot to blaze a passage his hard, throbbing cock would soon follow.


His long tongue, agile and moist, found her sensate cuntal passage and plunged into it to move in tiny circles inside, against the sensitive inner lining, eliciting a moaning mewl of anguished pleasure from her lips. At the same time, he felt her loins thrusting up toward him, and her auburn-tressed head began to move helplessly from side to side in uncontrollable response to him.


Ray shoved his face tight down into her seething loins, his tongue flicking and curling into her open, waiting pussy, the urgency of her upthrusting hips signaling clearly to him her needful passion. God damn! What a little mink! She's almost ready to fuck, right now!


Inhaling deeply of the pungent, heady perfume of her womanliness, he lost himself in savoring her vaginal exudation, its warm female taste inciting his massive cock to more than steely readiness. Deeper, ever deeper, he plunged his circling tongue into her; her moans of ecstatic pleasure coming from deep in her throat, unceasingly, and her loins began to move in steady, countering motions to the rhythm of his tantalizing tongue deep in the hot slick depths of her vaginal passage.


Relentlessly, his tongue bored into her, and he paused only momentarily to nip at the tender flanges of her tiny, petal-like cuntal lips with his teeth, returning again to his tongue-thrusting titillation to bring her ever closer to the peak of desire. Under his constant mouth caress, she became a blazing inferno of passion.


Charity couldn't stand it any longer. My God! It had gone on so long... both of them doing vile, wicked... but insanely pleasurable things to her. Suddenly, she knew. She had to have them both! It had to go on to completion, now! She wanted the strange boy, Ray... to fuck her... and she wanted her brother, Donnie... to fuck her... again!


With a strong heaving motion, she arched her hips off the bed, shoving her searing loins hard up into Ray's face and groaned aloud, "Oh! OOOoooh! Yes! Yesssssss! Do it! Do it t-to m-me!"


Ray withdrew his tantalizing tongue, raised his head and looked up at her, leeringly, through lust-filled eyes. "Do what to you... doll?" he asked. "Christ! You know the words, don't you? Say it!"


She frowned her resentment. Remembering the lewd words Donnie had forced her to say, she seethed, inwardly. Wasn't it enough that she had been forced to come here, against her will, drugged with an aphrodisiac... and her secret loins licked and sucked into submission... without having to beg to be further humiliated and debased? She didn't want to be a supplicant... but there was her burning desire; she couldn't deny it. She had to have a long, hard cock in her, now! Oh, God... I-I'll go crazy... if they don't d-do s-something!


There was nothing she could do... except ask... beg them to fuck her, now! All right! I-I'll do it! I-I have to do it... or... or...


Her voice sounded strange, choked, unreal... almost unrecognizable to herself, as she mouthed the obscene words, "F-Fuck me! I-I want b-both of y-you... t-to fuck me... now!"


Even as she said it, she didn't know how she could take them both God! What am I-I s-saying? Th-That's impossible!


"You surprised me, doll... you do know how to ask!" Ray chortled. "... And, you're going to get it... but good! We'll fuck you so Goddamned hard you won't be able to stand up!"


Ray wanted to be absolutely sure she was ready to explode before he rammed his big prick in her. He could wait a little while longer. His face disappeared into the soft furrow between her legs again, his industrious tongue going unerringly to her throbbing clitoris in its fleshy folds at the apex of her softly hair-ringed pussy.


Maddeningly, he licked, and she felt herself slipping into a crescendo of intense pleasure, as lightning sensations flashed arcingly in her to build into mammoth, surging, electric waves of ecstatic desire.


Unconsciously, uncontrollably but instinctively, her hips moved in time to the insanely licking tongue of the tall youth, while at the same time, she thrust her mounding breasts upward into her brother's face, wanting them both, wanting more and more of everything sensual and sexual, and she knew, somehow, that it was only a short way to the peak, to the time when she would explode in a frantic frenzy of orgasm... cumming, cumming... and cumming, again... and again!


Except when they had pressed them hard into her thighs, one on either side, neither of the two boys had touched her with their deliciously hardened pricks, but in her imagination she could see them... feel them as they worked in her. She wanted it to be happening... now! Oh, how she wanted it! God! Oh, God! Why are th-they teasing m-me? I want their big, hard c-cocks in me... f-fucking me!


Then, Donnie raised himself up, kneeling above her, his rampant hardness lancing out at an acute angle upward, its menacing length almost frightening to her. He was saying words, now, but they were not directed at her. "God damn it, Ray... I can't wait any longer! Why don't we turn her over... you take her from the back... and she can suck me off at the same time!"


Kneeling up and leaving her seething genitals, momentarily, Ray agreed, "Whatever's fair, man! I'm with you on that!"


As she lay there on the bed, prone, between the two kneeling boys, Charity had a fleeting thought: it was as though she were a sacrificial offering... and the two boys were pagan high priests who offered up her body on the altar bed of the Great God Sex. A second thought followed: dear God! I-I hadn't thought of that! That's the way... I can t-take both of them... a-at the same time!


Then, in her memory, she saw, again, the perverted way in which that strange man had fucked her mother's mouth, and she was aghast, rejecting the idea almost as soon as it had formed in her befogged brain. N-No! God! I-I couldn't!


She felt herself being shifted, her body being moved to positions to suit them as though she were a marionette on the end of a puppet-master's string. They turned her over and placed her on her knees, her buttocks in the air only inches, she realized, dimly, separating her widespread cunt from the massive, rock-hard cock that stemmed from Ray's hairy loins. How obscene! It's like animals!


Charity's next sensation brought a delicious sigh to her lips, as she felt Ray slide his hands, appreciatively over the rounded, soft protuberances of her naked buttocks; then his finger was teasing against her vaginal furrow, and she felt him insert one, two... and finally three fingers in the liquid depths between her open legs, moving them in and out slowly and gently. She knew his purpose, after a moment; he was stretching her. He had realized that she would have been too small and tight for him, and she was thankful that he had taken care to insure her pleasure. At that moment, she loved him... loved him almost as much as her brother. Oh! It felt so good!


Meanwhile, Don, who had been kneeling at her side, knee-walked himself around until he was in front of her and sat back on his heels. His hardened member, long and pulsing, pointed straight up at her face. She, impulsively, turned her face away from it. There seemed to be something wicked and evil in seeing his cock so close up. Dear God! It's so big! How could I-I ever get it in m-my mouth?


"What's the matter, Char?" her brother asked, reaching both hands out to her cheeks and bringing her face around to him, again.


She looked at him through agonized eyes. "I-I just c-can't do it... D-Donnie... I keep r-remembering that awful man... a-and what h-he did t-to Mom..." she groaned brokenly.


"What's to worry, Sis... that guy was some kind of sadist! I'll teach you how to do it right," he assured her.


Ray, on his knees behind her kneeling body, moved in closer, now, and withdrew his fingers from her moistly ready pussy, his hands going, then, to her white, smoothly rounded buttocks to caress and massage them.


Then, as he allowed one hand to continue its wandering search of her exquisitely formed legs, his other hand reached down to massage and fondle his hardened, massive cock. His long-fingered hand worked the foreskin back and forth over the bulbous, blood-inflated head, and a few drops of the thick, colorless lubricant spread over the shiny, reddish surface of his throbbing cock-head.


Slowly, almost reluctantly, he took his hand away, and his prick stood out rigid and throbbing, his heartbeat evident in its pulsing readiness. His avid eyes were glued to her upturned and undulant pussy, the flowered-open, moist cunt attracting him like a beacon, guiding him to the tiny bearded lips, and he could see that she was more than ready to receive his aching cock into her clasping cuntal passage.


Placing both hands, now on her waist where it curved in, swelling down to her hips and feeling the warm, softness of her curling young pubic hair, he pulled her back toward him, until the pulsating head of his steel-hardened penis was brushing, teasingly, up against the warm, moist furrow of her pussy.


The sudden, warm contact brought a moan of need to her lips, "OOoooh, Ray... go ahead and do it... put it in... a-and fuck m-me...!"


Her use of the obscene word was like a spur to him. He ground out at her, "Reach back... and guide it in!"


Hesitatingly, she put a tiny, trembling hand back under and between her thighs to reach out for the massive, blood-inflated cock that waited there to enter her now greedily throbbing depths, but her hand stopped short. She couldn't bring herself to touch it.


"Put it in... Goddamn it! Put your hand around my cock and put it in that tight, little cunt of yours!" he commanded.


"I-It's so b-big..." she whimpered.


Suddenly, viciously, he slapped her flat-handed across the white, rounded buttocks, his hand leaving a pink imprint on her velvety flesh. The sudden pain of his blow galvanized her into instant action, as she yelped in pain and surprise. Her hand went out, grasped the tumescent, throbbing member waiting there and guided it to the trembling opening of her vagina. Simultaneously, he pulled back on her hips, forcefully, the heart-shaped head of his long, hard cock sliding with a tight resistance into her moistly hot passage, the pressure he exerted as he pulled her toward him impaling her and the elastic, coral flesh of her cuntal channel stretched painfully to receive him, even though he had used three of his fingers to prepare her earlier. Strange! She realized, as his cock sunk into her from behind, the slap with his hand hadn't really hurt her; there seemed to be something of pleasure in it, too, and she knew that it was so. It was a pleasure-pain that bordered on ecstasy.


He stopped short, not allowing full penetration, yet. Only his giant, blood-inflated head was in her, teasing and stretching the tender, moist flesh of her young, seething pussy. As he held himself, immobile, he felt her move back toward him, as her cunt tried hungrily to absorb more of his massive hardness deeper into the searingly sensitive channel.


Ray squeezed and massaged at her hips and buttocks, running his hands over her naked backside incessantly; then he began to shove his tumescent prick into her throbbing pussy with slow and inexorable pressure, deeper and deeper into her, feeling the ring of muscle at the opening contract around the massive girth of his hardened member, and it seemed to him, almost as though her tight, moist vagina was sucking him into her, setting off tantalizing sparks of further stimulation in his sensitive, blood-heated member.


With a final, forceful flexing motion of his hips he drove the last few inches of his aching cock deep into her quivering depths, his loins smacking up tight against and flattening her upturned ass cheeks.


The force of his plunge into her brought an involuntary gasp from Charity's lips. Her lips rounded as his hairy loins smacked into her full, rounded buttocks, and his long, hard cock went all the way in to the very limit, the monstrous head flicking past her womb to lodge solidly against the back wall of her vaginal sheath.


She was jolted forward as Ray rammed his hard maleness into her, and her slightly opened lips brushed lightly against the velvet tip of her brother's rampant prick. She hadn't realized that it would be that soft, but she recoiled from the contact.


"Go ahead, Sis... just open your mouth, now... and let it slip right in!" Donnie said. He moved himself closer to her, allowing the tip of his shiny, blood-inflated cock to rest, solidly, against her soft, pink lips.


Now, there was no further backing away, and as the warmth of his erect member was transmitted to her lips, she felt a thrill that she couldn't identify.


Donnie went on, "Cover your teeth with your lips... and open your mouth, Charity! You're going to learn how to suck cock, now!" His voice was brittle commanding.


Under the impetus of that unidentified thrill which she now recognized as anticipation, she remembered that she had almost halfway been tempted to this very act... when they had done it in Donnie's room. Silently, she corrected herself. The night Donnie... f-fucked me... for the first time!


Closing her eyes, she opened her lips, tentatively, and Donnie inched himself toward her, pushing with his legs to enter the velvety head of his aching cock into her still resisting mouth.


"Take it... damn it!" he hissed at her. "Take it all!"


Charity ovalled her mouth more, opening her jaws, slightly, and heeding his instructions, she folded her lips over her teeth, knowing, instinctively, that she must, so that she wouldn't hurt him. Then, slowly, as he pressed, firmly, she was forced to part her lips even more, and the great head of his rampant prick was imbedded in the moist warmth of her oral cavern.


Donnie exulted within himself. She's taking it! The sensations on the head of his cock, as she used her tongue, now, to lick at it, swirlingly, were almost making him go out of his mind.


The huge presence in her mouth was like nothing she had ever experienced. There was a moment of hesitation... of doubt, but once it was there, locked immovably in her warm mouth, she flicked out her tongue and moved it around the blood-engorged crown, savoring the pungent flavor of it and finding it exciting... something she had not expected. After a few moments, she hollowed her cheeks and sucked on it, experimentally; as she did it, she felt the throbbing tremor of excitement her action was causing in Donnie.


Behind her, his big cock buried to the hilt in the moist confines of her softly clasping cunt, the other boy, without warning suddenly withdrew it several inches, until just the tip of it remained in her, momentarily, and then rammed forward with all his young animal strength, his lust-filled member tunneling back into her with the force of an express train. As his hairy loins smacked into her, resoundingly, her body jerked, rocking forward on her knees and elbows, and instantly, her whole mouth was filled with her brother's lengthy, pulsating cock.


With Donnie's hardened, blood-inflated prick now imbedded deep in her throat, she gagged, slightly, and closed her eyes, to help her control the momentary feeling, using her tongue along the under side of the massive shaft in an attempt to dislodge it, but the tantalizing, sucking action on the sensitive cock-head only incited Donnie to force it further up into her mouth.


Rocking forward on his knees, behind her, Ray flexed his expanding prick deep in her moist, cuntal depths and was rewarded to feel her own countering contractions, the walls of her vaginal passage clasping him in a sheath of insanely sensate flesh; meanwhile, his hands continued to move on her, unceasingly, caressing and massaging her quivering thighs and buttocks, his fingers going down underneath her kneeling body along her flat belly, as he reached around her upturned behind with his long arms, and his long, middle finger went into the hair-lined furrow to find her throbbingly sensitive clitoris. It was erectly alert and pulsating under his finger as he stroked the miniature phallus, teasingly.


Within her, every fiber of Charity's being was responding to the two boys, the electric sexual desires building massive charges of heat lightning in her loins that threatened to arc completely out of control, to consume her... to goad her into complete submission to her burning desires.


Suddenly, she couldn't stand it any longer; the prolonged, teasing playfulness had to come to an end. She had to move on to the next part of the sexual cycle... the active moving phase. She knew it was time; her whole being demanded Ray's long, hard rod of flesh to begin surging in and out of her palpitating, now unbearably hungry pussy. She wanted it, wantonly and recklessly, spearing up inside her completely.


When she had first felt his brother's friend's blood-engorged prick entering her, spreading and stretching her cuntal passage, pausing for a moment then sliding into her to its full length, she could have fainted from the pure joy of it, the wild sensations of his flexing shaft eliciting instinctive and involuntary movements of her own, her vagina seeming to act on its own, to suck him up, absorb him, full length, into her expectant, quivering belly. She moved back against him, rocking on her knees, her buttocks moving in tiny circles, signaling her need to him.


Ray knew then that she was ready for him, ready to take his lust-inflated cock, all of it, poundingly, into her seething, desire-ridden cunt to rock her with sexual power, a power that would bring her to the heights of ecstasy... and he was ready, too, the ache in his throbbingly swollen cock almost too much for him to bear waiting any longer.


Moving then, slowly, with long, smooth strokes, kneeling behind her, strong hands clasping her hips, his own loins flexing fluidly, he began to piston his aching cock in and out of her moist, clasping cuntal passage. He didn't grind or ram; rather, he established a steady stroking motion into her hot clasping passage that did not, as yet, hit all the way up to the bottom of her womb. He didn't want to rush himself, or hurry her too much; there was still plenty of time, so he stroked her, smoothly and slowly, waiting for her response. He knew it would come, shortly... and when it did, he would give her everything he had with piledriver force! Wait! There's still time!


Now, his hand cupped her full-rounded buttocks, squeezing and massaging, then drifted down the widespread cleft, his finger searching there for the secret, puckered, little nether mouth that nestled between the working, trembling mounds.


The tall youth's finger probed at the tiny, brown ring then circled it, teasingly, before he slipped it down further to moisten it in the viscous fluids of her cuntal opening.


Then, with his long, lubricated middle finger, he probed at the warm, spongy opening between her full, flexing ass cheeks. He found it and pressed into it, slowly and gently, to the first knuckle. Her body jerked once, jockeying forward away from the unnatural presence in her backside, then, unexplainably, she screwed her trembling loins back on his finger until it slipped through the resisting ring of muscle and it was absorbed, fully, his palm flat against the wildly flexing cheeks of her white, perfectly sculpted buttocks.


"Oh! OOOOooooh!" she groaned. "That h-hurts...!"


Ray gave a short, raucous laugh. "You mean it hurts good... don't you?" he asked.


In a sudden flash of insight, she realized that he was right. "Y-Yes... oh, yeeeeeesssss! It does! I-It h-hurts... good!" she murmured.


As she jerked away from Ray's finger in her backside, she had, instinctively, lifted her head back and away from Donnie's prick that was still imbedded deeply in her throat. His massive cock pulled, moistly, from her mouth as she moaned with the first pain of it, but Donnie would have none of that. He reached out for her head and guided her once more to it, saying, gutturally, "Come on, Sis... stay with it!" Brutally, he shoved his sensate cock back into her mouth. "Keep sucking!" he ordered.


She could do nothing else! Her ovalled lips were filled, again, his hardened flesh deep in her throat. Desperately, she swirled her warmly moist tongue around and around it, then hollowed her cheeks as she sucked on it.


"Now... start to move your head back and forth on it!" her brother commanded.


Instantly, she obeyed him, moving her head and, consequently, her whole torso back and forth, the length of him sliding, easily, in and out of her mouth, rhythmically.


As she moved, she counterpointed Ray's pistoning cock that moved smoothly in her clasping cuntal passage from behind, his member throbbingly aware of her movements against him.


Charity's breath began to come more deeply and her eyes were glazing as the sensations in her belly, in the depths of her vagina became a raging, unquenchable fire, except in rapturous orgasm... and as she moved between the two boys, she suddenly realized that she was filled, completely filled... in all her bodily openings. She had never known that it was possible.


Now! Behind her, Ray couldn't wait any longer; she was responding. She was fucking back, her buttocks squirming back against his hairy loins, the moving sheath of her warm, moist pussy inciting him, bringing him to the very brink of his own rapture. He had to give her all he had, now! With a deep-throated groan, he flicked his hips forward and began to plunge his steel-hard rod of flesh deep into her pulsing, now needful cunt.


With pile-driving force, he rammed into her, driving his ever-expanding young cock deep into the searing, coraline depths of her, his pubic hair smacking into his own hand between them where his long finger drubbed up into the soft sponginess of her anus. Under the double ravishment of her loins, she groaned in pleasure-pain, the exquisite sensations now beginning to scale the full heights of passion.


As he soared into her, Ray could feel the bulging presence of his finger through the thin separating tissue of flesh between her back passage and her vaginal vault. It contacted his lust-inflated cock-head on each in-out movement. It was a series of wild, unbelievable sensations that incited him to ever more powerful thrustings into the tight moistness of her seething young pussy.


Ray knew that the fiery dam in his balls would have to give way, soon. He could feel his orgasm nearing, the ache in his sensate cock becoming almost unbearable. Quickly, he pulled his finger from her anal passage; there was a slight pop and a faint hiss as it slipped out of the puckered ring of flesh; then looking down, he watched with fascination as the hardened rod of his prick rode in and out, poundingly, glistening ivory-white with viscous moisture.


Grasping her hips with both hands, he began jackhammering it into her. It was like a monstrous pole, pulsing and alive, sliding in and out of the smooth wet depths of her hotly clenching cunt, his hairy loins smacking, now, up against the round protuberances of her full buttocks and into the hairless valley between them.


In front of her, her brother knelt, his lust-inflated cock deep in his sister's throat. He looked down at his own hardness, the saliva bathed rod of flesh glistening and disappearing to the root right into her tiny ovaled mouth, her lips creeping up over him to devour it completely, then as she moved her head back, several inches of his long youthful prick was revealed, moistly white. As he watched, he could see tiny fleshy portions of her lips pulled out on withdrawal, then stuffed back in again when she absorbed it deep into her throat, her lips sliding, moistly and easily along his hard shaft of flesh.


Charity had at first felt revulsion when her brother had forced her to take his cock into her mouth. She had gagged and felt sick, but with the building rapture in her loins, the tension of impending orgasm that she knew must come soon, she began to experience a definite erotic, sexy sensation, centering around her mouth and throat as his hard young cock moved in and out of her oral cavern with each rhythmic motion of her own head.


Suddenly, she surrendered to the salacious sensations of the double entry into her body: her brother's friend's thundering cock behind her soaring into her hot, moist cunt... and Don's, hard and long, slipping easily, now, into her warm receptive mouth. She reached out a hand to between her brother's thighs and fondled the tight, wrinkled sac containing his sperm-swollen testicles. To her, it was an unexplainable paradox. That which she had reviled, earlier, now had become something she could accept... even like. Now, it was a desire. She wanted to do it!


Somewhat dazedly, she dimly wondered whether the two potent boys would tear her apart, as Ray, behind her on his knees thrust ever more powerfully into her... and as Don, in front began to move in counterpoint to her moving mouth on his hardened cock; however, there was, among them, a concert of rhythm, as smoothly, powerfully, she was fucked, without mercy in both orifices of her sexually responsive body, the rapture building in her every moment that the exquisite double ravishment continued.


Two of them... my brother and his friend... and both at the same time! I can't believe it!


Now, to Charity, the mounting, sensuous ecstasy at the very core of her being began to explode inside her, deep in her belly. It was her coming peak, her orgasmic release. It won't be long, now! Soon! Soon...! And I'll cum... and cum!


Then, she was aware that Ray, pounding into her from behind was almost ready to cum, spewingly, into her moist, hungry depths, the force and rapidity of his powerful thrusts into her buffeting her like an out-of-control pile driver.


It hadn't occurred to Charity that her brother would cum right into her mouth. She sensed his urgency, the head of his cock seeming to grow ever larger as he came nearer and nearer the time when he would cum... but had she thought of it, in advance, the very idea of his viscous semen jetting into her throat would have revulsed her. Instinctively, she began to move faster on him, sliding her mouth rapidly up and down the moist rod of flesh; then, resting on both elbows she reached out to grasp his muscular, working thighs.


Don felt his ejaculation cumming, deep up in his belly, and he reached out to take his sister's face in both hands to hold her while he flexed his hips to drive his great, hard cock deeper up into her warm mouth... until he came. His white, hot semen jetted from the tip of his expanding cock, showering the interior of her mouth with cascades of viscous sperm that forced her to swallow, again and again to clear it from her throat as he slammed his spewing prick hard up into her mouth, almost brutally... and he held himself there, immobile, as he shot his hot cum deep into her working throat.


"Damn! I'm cummmming... Sis!" he gasped between clenched teeth.


His sister was helpless, now, in the grip of her own near orgasm. It was coming to her, soaringly, the rapture of the moment blocking out all else... even any revulsion she might have felt as she voraciously swallowed the sweet pungent-like semen filling her mouth.


She ground her buttocks back against the other young boys, squirming and rotating her quivering hips expectantly, waiting impatiently, now, for the time bomb of her sensuality to explode inside her. Now, faster and faster, harder and longer, Ray slaved, his unsatiated cock pistoning in and out of her moist, young sheath of pussy flesh without let-up or mercy, until with a panting groan his viscid cum hosed through him, searingly, to splash far up in the depths of her vaginal vault, his wildly jerking cock pumping crazily as he grasped a full, rounded ass cheek in each hand and squeezed the white, plaint flesh of her in doughlike rolls through his long, lean fingers.


"Christ!" he grunted. "Here it is... doll!"


Then... it was there for her, too! She clutched her brother to her and rammed her buttocks back hard against his friend when she felt her own orgasm breaking forth in her. She would have screamed out with the pleasure of it, wantonly, but for the massive presence of her brother's cock still buried deep in her straining throat. Don, on his part, pressed his still spewing organ even more deeply into her mouth, hurting her lips as he pressured his loins into her face, and his deliciously pungent semen jetted into her hungrily gulping mouth.


All three of them came together, within seconds of each other. The two boys clutched greedily at her, rubbing, smoothing and caressing her naked curves and breasts with their hands, their wildly pumping cocks boring relentlessly into her, until finally, the last of their hot, white sperm was drained from them... and they released her, the heights of their orgasms beginning to subside, their hard, erect cocks pulsing less and less and returning to a more flaccid state. Then, at almost the same time, the two boys, completely satiated, pulled away from her. Ray heaved himself back, his prick pulling moistly out of her semen-filled vagina to collapse heavily on the edge of the big bed. Don, collapsed crosswise of the bed with an enormous sigh of pleasure and murmured, "That's the most... Sis! Damn! I'm drained... I feel like I'm sucked inside out!"


As they pulled away from her, Charity slid down to lie on her stomach. She was too overcome by the powerful release to speak. She could only moan, "Oh! OOOoooh! OooooOOOhH!"


Ray reached out after a few moments and patted her, affectionately, on her upturned bottom. "You were just great, Charity... after we have another little drink... and rest up a little... we ought to go at it, again..."


Her reaction was vehement unexpected. "No! Th-There w-won't be any more! Y-You got what you wanted... now I want to leave!" she grated out at him.


"Make her stay, Don!" Ray said, turning to face her brother.


"She said she wanted to leave..." Don told him, "and that's the way it is!" Then, to her, "Get dressed, Sis!"


CHAPTER THREE


Charity had gathered up her panties and other clothing and fled to the bathroom where she locked herself in to dress and put herself in order again.


In spite of the fact that she had, indeed, had a tremendous orgasm with the two boys, she had regained her straight-thinking processes, again, soon after the orgiastic, three-way, sexual debauchment... and she knew that she was right in refusing to continue. She was glad that her brother, Don, had agreed to take her away. In truth, she really didn't know what she would have done... if he had insisted, also, that she stay. His agreement had restored a measure of her faith in him, for there had been several instances in the last few days when she had been sure that he had betrayed her. At this point, he was all she had of her family. With a shudder she remembered why she had left the house that afternoon; it had been to escape possible molestation by the man she now knew to be her stepfather. She would have to tell Don... on the way back to that dismal house.


***


They were on Don's motorcycle, Charity mounted behind hanging on to her brother's waist as they roared, noisily, down the street away from the Donahue's house.


Putting her mouth close to Don's ear, she shouted above the roar of the engine, "Don... I'm hungry. Can we stop somewhere...? Besides, I-I want to talk to you!"


"Sure!" he yelled back. "I'll pull into the first place I see."


Over a pair of tacos apiece, Charity, somewhat haltingly, confided in her brother, telling him of her very real fears about their father.


"I-I just know... that he's thinking it... a-and waiting for his chance to... d-do something t-to m-me..."


"Let's lay it out, Sis...!" Don said, bluntly. "What you're saying is... you think the old man wants to get between your legs... right?"


She blushed. "Y-Yes..."


"How do you know... has he said anything... done anything?"


"Well... n-no..." she admitted, "but... th-there's something about the way h-he looks at m-me... like he was u-undressing me... mentally..."


Don recognized himself in her description... and it was his turn to flush, pinkly. Hell! The only difference between me and the old man is... I've already had her... twice! What he said to his sister was: "That's possible... any man would flip for you... including him!"


"Will you... t-take care of m-me... Don... and make sure it n-never happens...?" she asked.


"Like how...?"


"Don't ever l-let him be alone w-with me!" she answered, with conviction.


"All right, Char..." he agreed. "... But, after all he is your father... and..."


"... And, you're m-my brother!" she cut in. "A-And... it happened t-to us..."


"You're right... and you've made your point!"


"Then... y-you'll do it...?"


"Hell, yes!" he gritted. "It's the least I can do for you... now!"


***


On the way home, Don stopped at a small hardware store in a shopping center. There, he bought a door-locking device that would enable Charity to lock her bedroom door from the inside.


"Hide it somewhere in your room," her brother told her.


"Okay."


"... And, yell like hell... if anything happens!"


"I-I will!"


"Good...! But, don't lock me out, Char..."


"I-I'll have to... Don! It can n-never, never happen... again!"


"Never's a long time!" he said.


"I know!"


They rode along in silence, each absorbed in thoughts of their own. It was Charity who spoke first. "Don...?" she asked. "How are we going to get into the house... w-without h-him knowing it...?"


"We'll go in through the back!"


Don turned off the avenue onto their street. Just before reaching the ramshackle house they had called home for so long, he silenced the engine and coasted into the driveway. Quickly, they dismounted, as Don parked the motor bike, and hurried around to the rear of the old house. Going in ahead of his sister, Don gingerly opened the kitchen door that gave onto the back porch. From there, he could see nor hear nothing. He signaled Charity to stay on the back porch.


Walking through the kitchen and dining room into the living room, he stopped short when he saw his father stretched out on the lumpy sofa. He seemed to be asleep, but as Don came a little closer, he realized the man was dead drunk.


"It's all right, Char!" he called out. "He's laid out drunk... and sleeping it off!"


Charity came to stand beside her brother. She looked down at him where he lay like a lump of dough, slack-faced and unconscious. Her compassion for him came to the fore, even in the face of her strong revulsion.


"Oh, Donnie... he should be put to bed..."


"Hell... let him sleep it off here... where he passed out!"


"No... that sofa's uncomfortable... and he should be covered up... so..."


"That's something else, Sis! One minute you're afraid of him... scared to death he's going to try something with you... and the next, you're the all-American mother!" he grunted in disgust.


"He's still your father!"


Don glanced at her, puzzled by her strange statement. He's still YOUR father! Damn it! What does she mean?


It was but a heart's beat... and Charity realized what she had said. Quickly, she added, "... And mine, too..."


"Yeah... well, like maybe you're right... I'll help you put him to bed, then..."


Together, they half carried, half walked Gabe Scott into his bedroom. Don stripped off the drunken man's trousers and shirt; then, clad only in his underwear, they tucked him, snugly, into the double bed.


That task finished, Don picked up his father's garments to drape them across the back of the vanity chair. An envelope fluttered out of the shirt pocket, and as it lay on the floor, he recognized their mother's handwriting.


Charity recognized it, too! Swiftly, she swooped down to pick up the envelope. Oh! It's Mom's letter t-to me... a-and he found it! He knows... a-about m-me... now!


... But, Don was quicker. He scooped the letter from the floor, saw that it was addressed to his sister, but didn't surrender it to her.


"That's mine... D-Donnie!" Her face flushed, brightly. "Give it t-to me!"


"I know... but it's Mom's writing!" he countered. "... And she did leave a note... didn't she!?"


"It's just for m-me! I-I don't know how he found it..."


"You hid it?" he queried. "Why...?"


"... B-Because... i-it's personal..." she choked, twin tears appearing in her eyes.


Gabe Scott's intention to remain sober had gone down the drain, as so many things had with him, but now, lying in the bed, in his own bedroom, he swam back to partial consciousness through the fog of alcohol in his brain. Don and Charity were there, in the room, their voices somewhat strident as they argued about the note. Charity! She's back!


Raising himself on a none too steady elbow, he said, "So... you li'l bastard bitch... you came back?"


Charity whirled to face him, horror-stricken; then without a word, she ran from the bedroom, through the living room, the dining room and into her own bedroom. Crossing to the connecting door to the bathroom, she shot the bolt, locking it, then digging the new door-locking device out of her purse, she fitted it to her bedroom door. Not until she was completely locked in did she remember that her brother still had the all-revealing letter in his possession.


Dear God! I-I hope Donnie d-doesn't read i-it... too.


Donnie had watched her as she fled, and when he heard her slide the bolt to the bathroom door, he turned back to face his father on the bed where he struggled with the blankets trying to sit up. He mumbled, "Where'd she go?"


"She's gone to her room... Dad..."


"Just le' me get my hands on her..."


"You just cool it... Dad! Stay in bed and sleep it off!" Don's voice had a steely quality Gabe had never heard before.


"What th' hell's this... my own son telling me what t' do?!"


"Yeah... that's right...! And, like keep your hands off of Charity!"


"You makin' threats...?" Gabe blustered.


"No... just laying it on you... like the way it is!"


Gabe made another effort to get up off the bed, but Don pushed him prone, again, and told him, "You better sleep it off, Dad!"


Dimly, through his befogged brain, Gabe Scott knew that he was in no condition to argue or fight. Yeah... sleep it off... tomorrow... I'll take care of both of 'em... tomorrow. He turned away, curled himself into a ball and growled, "Get th' hell out of here!"


Don left the bedroom, Charity's letter still in his hand. I wonder what in hell's so important... and so personal in this?


Closing the bedroom door, he flopped into the overstuffed chair, considered the envelope for a moment and came to his decision. He would read it. Charity probably wouldn't like it... but his curiosity had been aroused. Personal, or not... he had to know the contents.


Removing the sheets from the envelope, he began to read. He read the letter twice, to absorb all that was in it. He whistled between his teeth. "Well...!"


His reaction was not extreme. He took it in stride. Damn! I see why it's so important to Char! She really had it laid on her... but good! Poor little gal...! But, Christ! It sure changes things... that makes me and Char only half-brother and sister!


He thought about it for a moment:... And, Dad knows it, too! He found the letter where Char had hidden it! Hell! No wonder she's scared!


Carrying the letter with him, he went to his own room, still thinking as he stretched out on his bed. There's one thing, for sure! Charity can't stay here...! But, I don't have enough of a stake to get us out! I'll have to do something about that, right away... like tonight!


Glancing out the window, Don saw that the sun was almost down. I'll see if Ray'll help me... he's got that big .45 automatic...


Then, he slept for an hour. He awoke refreshed and went into the kitchen to find some food. There wasn't much to eat, but he threw together a hasty snack and began wolfing it down.


Charity heard him rummaging in the kitchen and came out to join him. She sat down near him, her eyes downcast.


"Y-You read Mom's letter..."


"Yeah... I had to... to find out why it was so damned important to you..."


"Then... y-you know... a-all about Mom... a-and m-me?"


"Yeah..." he mumbled around a mouthful of food. "I'm going to get you out of here!"


"You are...? Oh, Donnie... I-I was hoping y-you'd say that!" She was ecstatic with joy. "I-I just couldn't stay h-here!"


"It'd be hard..." he agreed.


"It'd be impossible!"


"Don't worry, Char..." he grinned. "I'll take care of you... somehow!"


Don didn't tell Charity what he planned to do. Christ! She's got enough to worry about! Right after he finished his plate of food, he arose from the table and told his sister, "He'll probably sleep all night... but stay in your room, anyway... with the doors locked! I'm going out, tonight... for a while."


Charity showed her disappointment in her quick frown of disapproval and her dull, "Oh..."


Quickly, he added, "But, not for long..."


"Why a-are you going... l-leaving me a-alone...?"


"Damn it, Char!" he snapped. "You'll be all right! I've got to find a way to get us out of here... for good!"


On impulse, then, he leaned down and kissed her, quickly, full on the mouth. She was taken by surprise. She gasped, "D-Don..."


"Now, get off my back... and be sure to stay in your room!"


Donnie didn't really know why he had kissed her, but there was a strong feeling in him, at that instant, that he loved his sister more than anything else in the world.


... And, he knew, in the back of his mind, that there was a strong element of danger in what he planned to do. He thrilled to it. There was a challenge in the danger of it.


He left her sitting there, perplexed and puzzled and went directly to his own room, locking the door, securely, behind him. Swiftly, he took the snub-nosed .38 from its hiding place and slipped it into his waistband, put on his jacket and stocking cap and left the house through the back door.


Striding to his big motorcycle he started it and swept out of the driveway to roar off down the street toward the avenue. Damn it! I hated to leave her there... but I don't know any other way to do it!


***


Ray Donahue came to the door, only after Don had rung the doorbell several times, then leaned on it, hard, in one continuous ring.


"Don... like don't make so much noise, man! What do you want... this time of night?"


Looking at the tall youth, critically, Don knew, on the instant, that Ray was stoned... probably on pot.


"Well... like what are you toked up on, Ray?"


Elaborately, the other invited him in and closed the door, before answering, "I got me some hash, man... the best!"


"And you're stoned... all by yourself?"


"Of course... man except for little old Marcia..."


"Marcia... who?"


"Just little old me... Marcy Lunceford..."


Don was startled by her voice, but was, instantly, agape with surprise when he turned to see her. She was completely nude as she walked from the hallway into the living room and lowered herself to the sofa, stretching out on it and arranging herself, provocatively, sure of her impact on him. She went on, then, "Come on over here, lover boy... I want to see you close up..."


He gulped; the memory of her that night, in her yard, came flashing back to him. She was even more beautiful than he had remembered.


Sitting down beside her, he said, "Okay here I am, now what?"


Marcy ran a trailing hand over his thigh. She smiled a tight, coy little smile and said, "Ray's been telling me some interesting little things about you..."


"That right?" he said with some nonchalance... but his heart skipped a beat. "Like what?" He glanced up at Ray in time to catch him trying to signal Marcy to silence.


If she saw, she chose to ignore it, as she went on, "Oh, things..."


Ray broke in, then, saying, "Want to join us, Don? The party's just starting... and I've got some more hash... What do you say, man?"


"Maybe... like..." He turned back to Marcy and reached out to a full-rounding, naked breast, his hand cupping and caressing, her pink nipple coming to instant, alert erection. He took the berry-like bud between his fingers and squeezed it, hard. She winced and tried to pull away.


"Oh! That hurts!"


Leaning over, his mouth at her ear, he gritted in a low, deadly voice, "That's just for starters! I can think of lots more... so you want to start telling me all those interesting little things Ray's been telling you... about me?!"


"N-No...!" she said, loudly.


In a narcotic haze, Ray had sat down, heavily, into an upholstered chair; now, he struggled to his feet and said, "What the hell's going on?"


"Nothing..." Don said, mildly, innocently.


"He's th-threatening me... trying to make me tell... wh-what you..." Marcy started.


"Shut up, Marcy!" the tall youth shouted. "... Anyway, I didn't say anything... that wasn't the truth."


"You did tell her, though?" Don choked. "You lousy son-of-a-bitch!"


Don was on his feet, instantly, a red veil of anger in his snapping eyes. He balled his fists and attacked with fury. Two hard-swinging blows brought the gangly youth down. Ray fell, heavily, to the floor, blood welling from nose and mouth. He was unconscious.


Don looked down on his crumpled figure, contemptuously, "Some Goddamned friend you turned out to be... you bastard!"


Turning back to Marcy, he grunted, "You ready... now?"


She looked at him in wide-eyed terror. "Y-You won't h-hurt me?"


"Start talking, bitch!"


She put on a fetching smile, stood to her feet and came across the living room to him. Her arms went around him and she lifted her mouth to him to be kissed. Damn! She was desirable... but he would not allow himself to be distracted... yet.


Her naked loins undulated against the growing bulge inside his jeans, and unconsciously, his arms went around her, his hands grasping a white, smoothly rounded buttock in each. He dug in, hard, the satiny flesh rolling out in ridges between his strong fingers. Her hips jerked in toward him, and lie held her tight while she writhed up against him.


He grated in her ear, "Later with the sex... Right now, you're telling me all that louse told you!"


Marcy gasped, "He d-didn't tell me v-very much..."


Suddenly, Don raised one hand and gave her a short, hard smack on her full, rounded buttocks. "What?" he demanded.


"OOooh! P-Please, don't h-hurt me...! I'll tell you! H-He said that you're l-laying your s-sister, Charity... a-and that b-both of y-you fucked h-her... at the s-same t-time..."


"Is that all?"


"Y-Yes... that's all except he w-was bragging about how he d-did it..." she added.


"Now, listen!" Don ground out at her, holding her out at arm's length, his hands grasping her arms above the elbows. "Don't ever tell anybody else... or by God, I'll..." He didn't finish. He was not sure what he could do... short of beating her -- or killing her -- to keep her quiet. It was a monstrous thought, and he recoiled from it.


"Or you'll wh-what...?" she trembled.


Her beautiful, naked body, quivering in his grasp, suddenly inflamed and incited him. Goddamn it! He had to have her!


"I'll show you, you bitch! I'm going to fuck you... until you can't walk straight!"


Marcy's eyes smoldered with instant desire. "Maybe y-you can... and maybe you c-can't!" she challenged.


The memory of the vicious, humiliating beating Don had suffered because of this girl turned him mean and hard. This was his chance! He'd even the score, once and for all.


"Don't be so damned smug about it... because you're going to get it rammed up into that teasing little belly of yours like you've never had it before!"


With a sudden movement which took her completely by surprise, Don caught her by one wrist, as he released her upper arms, and twisted her arm behind her, turning her so that her back was toward him. Holding the armlock, he walked her down the hall and into the master bedroom, the same one he had been in with Charity and Ray during the afternoon.


Marcy's automatic reaction was to cry out, but as she started to scream, Don clamped a hand over her mouth, while it was still in her throat. "Not one sound, bitch!" he commanded.


He flung her headlong into a heap on the big bed. Instinctively, she curled herself into a protective ball. She didn't know what to expect from him... a beating... or sexual ravishment. He was acting like a madman.


Then Don stepped back and stripped off his jacket. The butt of the .38 stuck in the waistband of his jeans attracted her attention; her eyes rounded in real fright. He saw her reaction at the sight of the gun and reached down to remove it. Holding it up to her he chortled, "Nice... huh? It's a great little equalizer! Nobody'll ever get the chance to beat me up, again... like Jack Roberts and his goons!"


"Y-You w-wouldn't use th-that... would y-you?"


"Damned right... I'll use it... if I have to...!" He laid the pistol on the double dresser.


She was cowed and he knew it. He went on, commandingly, "Turn over on your back... and spread those long legs of yours all the way out to the sides of the bed!"


Marcy hesitated for a split second; then as she saw his glowering face and heard the steely tone of his voice, she moved to obey him, turning her body and arranging herself in the way he directed. There was something in his forcefulness, his commanding way that ignited a spark of desire in her. She had never before been treated in this manner; always before, she, herself, had been the dominant one.


Now, she watched in fascination as Don unbuttoned his jeans, reached into his fly, and unsheathed his long, tumescent cock. It stood out, spearingly, from his loins, and she could see a few tufts of his pubic hair at the base of it. Wrapping a fist around its girth, he pulled the foreskin back to reveal the reddish-purple, blood-engorged head.


Suddenly, he was on the bed, still fully clothed, his boots mussing the bedclothes, as he wedged himself between her outspread legs. He used a hand to guide his throbbing prick into the soft, hair-fringed opening of her cunt. Then, with a forceful thrust of his strong, young hips, he drove the anger-hardened member deep up into her dry, and as yet, unwanting vagina.


She gasped with the pain and surprise of his vicious, unprepared intrusion. It felt to her as if a great, unpeeled log had been rammed into her.


"OOOoooh! Oh, God... D-Don! Th-That h-hurts!"


"Just lay there and take it, you bitch!" he grimaced.


Tears came to her eyes and rolled down her cheeks, as she realized his intentions. He was raping her... punishing her for the things she had done to him before.


Her thighs quivered and she felt them spread even more cruelly apart as his weight bore down on her forcing his huge, hardened rod of flesh deeper into her, searing her tender passage with hot pain. Her vaginal canal was being punished beyond reason; the huge cock invading her felt like hot, abrasive sandpaper as it went in ever deeper and deeper. Finally, the spongy head of his prick flicked her cervix and moved on past to lodge, solidly, against the farthest recess of her vaginal vault, and the rough material of his jeans, the buttons of his fly, smacked solidly up against the soft, resilient flesh of her sparsely hair-ringed pussy.


Moans of pain issued from her lips. She begged, "D-Don... p-please... not like th-this..."


He didn't hear her. There was only one thing he wanted to do, now. He was going to screw her like a fuck machine until she begged for mercy. I'll fix her! The little bitch! She's had this coming for a long time!


Then, not caring, not waiting for her natural lubrication, he withdrew until only the head of his lust-inflamed cock remained within her chafed, tender passage; with insane force he rammed it home in her, again and again, his prick a punishing cudgel in her inflamed passage.


Again, she groaned, aloud. This time, though, it was a groan of growing arousal... mixed with the terrible pain of his tormenting member as it pounded in and out of her tortured cuntal canal.


Finally, tiny droplets of viscous lubricant exuded from the walls of her vagina, and the pain became less and less, the penetration of his ravishing prick deeper and deeper; she felt as though she were being split asunder each time his loins, still fully clothed, slammed into her nakedly soft genitals.


Gritting his teeth against the chafing discomfort his precipitous entrance was causing him, also, Don fucked in and out of her, all his pentup fury concentrated in the punishing drubbing he was giving her. His hands gripped her body, squeezing her with sadistic force, then he dropped his body full upon her, taking a berrylike nipple in his mouth. He sucked on it until it grew and expanded, the areola puckering against his lips. Animalistic growls came from deep in his throat. Suddenly, he wanted to hurt her. He bit at the nipple and felt his teeth break the skin. His mouth was flooded with the salty taste of her blood.


"AAAAAaaaaaggggh!" Marcy screamed. "P-Please... Don... dooooon't...!"


His bite hurt her. Unexplainably, though, lightning sensations slashed at her. God! She had never had it like this! He's raping me... b-but I want him to... I-I want him to fuck me u-until... I can't stand it... anymore!


On every plunge Don made into her liquid, now muscularly contracting depths, he felt himself coming closer to his own orgasm. Actually, when he began his insane thrusting into her, he hadn't cared whether she came to a climax or not, but now he felt her response; her loins moved up to meet him, undulant, supple, her soft, warm cunt-mouth slithering up his rampaging shaft, clasping him in the ancient dance of love. God damn... she's hot... really fucking me back!


"Okay... doll... you ready?" he grunted.


Raising himself, he supported his weight on his hands and began to stroke into her deeper and faster, every plunging motion causing his lust-inflated cock to soar deep up into her belly, eliciting continuous moans of passion from her lips.


"Oh... OOh... OOOoooh! Don! Fuck m-me... hard... harder!"


There was nothing in the world for her now, except the awareness of his thundering prick as it worked smoothly in her now lust-inflamed cuntal passage.


She heard him panting, his breath raspy in his throat, and she knew that he was driving for his own orgasm... that he was making no attempt to satisfy her, too. She had a moment of panic. I won't be able t-to cum!


"Donnnn!" she wailed. "M-Make me cum... too! Shove your f-finger in my ass!"


He wondered why he hadn't thought of it.


"Okay... you asked for it, baby!" he panted.


Reaching down between their straining bodies, he searched her seething loins, running a finger, briefly, into the viscous moisture which trickled in tiny droplets from the portal of her vagina where his pistoning cock plummeted in and out of her. Then, finding the secret back passage she had pleaded with him to violate, he worked his finger into it to feel the spongy softness of her anal opening. He didn't work it in gradually; he thrust, cruelly, driving it into the tight working little mouth in one sudden plunging motion.


She screamed in masochistic agony. Her hips jerked back and down to escape the searing pain of it. Don didn't withdraw his finger, nor did he slacken his pace, as he realized that he had hurt her. That her scream had done something to him, he couldn't deny... then, incredibly, he felt her squirm her hips, undulating them... screwing them up on his finger to sheathe it completely with the soft clinging sponginess of her back passage.


Then, with both orifices of her loins filled, she began to feel it come to her, as he pounded her, unmercifully; she knew that she would have her release. It was all she wanted. It was everything to her, at that moment!


Wantonly, she crooned her need to him. "Oh, oh, oooh! Fuck me... Don! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck ME! FUCK ME!"


... Then... it was there! The exploding rapture wiped out everything else. She forgot the pain the fact of her being raped... almost. She soared to meet it. "AAAAaaaaauuugggggghhhhh Donnnnnn! IIII'mmmmm cuuuuummmmmmiiinngg!"


Her body convulsed under him, her legs jerking out to either side, her head rolling, uncontrollably. This is it! "AAAaaaauuugggghhhh!"


As she climaxed under him, Don jerked his finger from her anus. He heard it pop and hiss, slightly, and now, supporting himself on elbows and knees, he jackhammered his hard, still-expanding cock deep... deeper and faster into the hot, desperately milking depths of her satiated cunt.


He felt the acid, searing sensation of his ejaculation begin. It hosed from him in quick jets of white, hot, viscous sperm... and he slammed into her with one, final spine-jarring thrust to hold himself immobile while the soul-satisfying sensations swept over him. Time after time, his cock pumped, wildly, until at last he was drained and he collapsed on top of her.


Marcy's arms went around his spent body and she hugged him close to her entwined nakedness. She panted, "Oh... Don... i-it was super... wonderful!"


"Don't be stupid... Marcy! I didn't mean for it to be!" he mumbled. "I wanted to hurt you... you know... like punish you..."


"You d-did... but you made m-me cum... too!"


"Quite a show!" It was Ray Donahue who stood at the doorway watching them. "What's for an encore?"


Don came off the bed fast. He smelled danger, somehow. His rapidly deflating penis pulled from Marcy's pussy with a slight pop, as he rolled off the bed and dived for the .38 on the dresser.


A raucous laugh greeted his acrobatic performance. "Christ, Don... what's all that for?"


Then, he saw that Ray was not a danger; the tall youth merely stood in the door, nursing his wounded mouth and nose with a wet handkerchief. Don looked at him, sheepishly.


"Nothing... just jumpy..." he said, and put the .38 in his waistband.


"That's mine!" Ray said. "Give it back to me... and put your cock away... it looks kind of stupid flopping out of your pants like that!"


Don looked down, saw that he was right, and stuffed his flaccid member back into his pants. As he buttoned his fly, he said, "I'll give you fifty bucks for it."


"I don't want to sell it... I paid more than..." Ray stopped short, catching himself saying something he hadn't intended to say.


"That figures...!" Don shot back. He reached for his wallet, took out bills and thrust them at his erstwhile friend.


Ray wouldn't take the money from him, so Don stuffed the bills in the tall boy's shirt pocket. "Just for the record... Marcy saw me pay you... Okay?"


"Hell, Don... you don't have to make a big scene about it... it's just money!"


Don turned to Marcy, a hard, cynical smile on his face. "Now... Marcy... here's yours!" He flung a twenty-dollar bill at her. It fluttered through the air to land on her sperm-moistened pubic mound. She looked at it, stupidly.


"What's with you, Don? You're acting real weird, tonight!" she murmured, taking the bill in her hand, as she set up in the big bed.


"That's your price... isn't it? Then, that's what I'm paying!" he grunted. "... But, you're sure as hell not worth it!" He picked up his jacket and put it on.


Striding to the door to leave, he added, "Don't either of you say another word to anybody... about me and Charity!"


He left them staring after him, dumbfounded... nonplussed.


CHAPTER FOUR


It was a somewhat sad and lonely young man who mounted his motorbike and rode away from the Donahue home. There had been, for him, a short-lived thrill in his sadistic treatment of Marcy and a certain satisfaction in his domination of the boy whom he had once considered a friend; however, now as he pulled away from the curb, it was the complete feeling of aloneness that swept over him. If anything were to be done, he had to do it... alone, and if necessary, assume the consequences himself. It was a risky and dangerous undertaking! He had to have some money, fast!


Then, he thought about how stupid his grandstand play had been, back there with Ray and Marcy: fifty bucks for the gun... and twenty... just to be able to tell Marcy off! Damn! That's playing it pretty stupid!


He had to find exactly the right place... the right setup... one that would enable him to make his hit, fast, and would give him a clean getaway, afterward.


Riding up and down the streets of Redfern, he checked out several possibilities: a couple of liquor stores and two or three all-night service stations. It came to him, then; he was thinking of pulling a robbery right in his own home-town where there were too many possibilities of recognition. Why pull something else stupid, now? There are a hell of a lot more places over in San Bernardino!


Decisively, he headed for the larger city; his plan, now, to hit a late-closing liquor store, head toward Los Angeles, to throw off any possible pursuit, then work his way back to Redfern on the back roads. He reexamined his ideas and felt satisfied his plan was workable.


Idling along the streets of San Bernardino, he spotted what he was looking for, a liquor store in a small shopping center. It was the only business establishment still open, and there was but a single clerk on duty within the brightly lit store with its overloaded shelves of bottle goods.


Don parked his bike and watched the place, from a distance. There were few customers. The parking lot was almost empty. As a patron's car pulled away from in front of the liquor store, Don decided it was time to make his move.


He left his bike, out of sight, some twenty-five yards from the entrance, the motor idling; then, pulling his stocking cap down low to his eyebrows and hastily covering his lower face with his handkerchief, he strode to the door, his snub-nosed pistol in his hand.


The night clerk, a broad-faced man with a definite paunch was taken completely by surprise. He sat on a stool behind the counter, his nose buried in a paper-back book with a lurid, sexy cover.


"Put the money in a paper sack... and be quick about it!" Don ordered.


With excruciating slowness, the clerk laid the book aside and focused on the young gunman. He arose and moved toward the cash register, carefully selecting a small sack from a pile of them under the counter, as Don moved closer to watch the man's every move.


The older man glanced once toward Don, saw his obvious nervousness and said, "Son... you sure you want to go through with this?"


"Hell, yes!" he barked. "Don't talk! I just want the money!"


"Just as you say! You've got the hardware!" He punched the cash register open and scooped bills into the sack, then put the sack on the counter. "There you are..."


Don made no move to pick it up. "All of it!" he snapped. "The big stuff... underneath the cash box!"


Obediently, the clerk lifted out the cash box, picked up more bills and put them in the sack. "That's it... you've cleaned us out!" he said.


"Now, come around the counter... keep your hands in sight!" Don commanded.


Again, the man obeyed, and when he had reached the end of the counter, Don ordered him to lie on the floor.


"Don't move from there for ten minutes... and you won't get hurt!" he warned, as he turned and sprinted for his motorcycle.


Galvanizing himself into instant action, the moment Don's running figure had cleared the door, the clerk moved fast for one of his girth. He dived behind the counter and came up with a long-barrelled .45 revolver. Guessing that the robber was working alone, he went through the door fast and flattened himself on the asphalt. He saw his target, the boy was just mounting the motorcycle. The big gun, in his hand roared out once.


Don's left leg suddenly collapsed under him, and searing pain caused him to cry out. Then, he was on the ground. His pistol was jerked out of his waistband, and he was conscious that someone was examining his wound.


Merciful unconsciousness blotted out the rest... until he woke up again in the prison ward of County Hospital. When he finally became aware of his surroundings, where he was... and the circumstances of his being there, he turned his head into his pillow and wept -- not because of the pain -- but for sheer frustration and worry about what would happen to his sister, Charity.


Christ! I've really messed up everything!


A white, starched nurse, fat and grandmotherly, bustled in, saw that he was awake and said, cheerily, "Time for your shot! Turn over on your side... please!"


Obediently, Don turned, aware now of the pain in his leg. It hurt more than he was willing to admit. Efficiently, the nurse jabbed the needle into his alcohol-swabbed backside. "There... that'll be better, now!" she clucked.


***


Tossing and turning, Charity spent a fitfully sleepless night. She awakened several times to check on whether Don had come home, each time finding his room empty. In the early dawn, when he had still not returned, she could not go back to sleep at all.


She unlocked the bathroom door and peeped in on her mother's husband, Gabe. He was still fast asleep. Relocking the door, she drew her bath, having decided that she would leave early for school, well before her stepfather would be awake. She knew that she would be safe at school, since Don would not be with her. Worry concerning him furrowed her brow. She couldn't understand why be had not returned home.


Oh, God... I hope he hasn't had an a-accident with his motorcycle... or something...


What that vague something was, she had no idea... but there was in her a feeling that something quite horrible had happened to Donnie. A feeling of frustrated helplessness swept over her. It seemed that life was crowding her, bearing down hard... and she didn't know what to do. Everything seemed so complicated... so difficult to find solutions.


She finished bathing, combed her hair, dressed carefully and applied a small amount of makeup to her face to hide the dark circles and the tiredness; then, she went quietly into the kitchen to get a bite of breakfast.


There was not much left in the kitchen cupboards. No one had done any shopping for food since their mother had left; however, she was able to improvise a meal, after ransacking all the cupboards for what they would yield.


She left for school, much earlier than necessary, walking slow, deep in her worry about Don. It was her hope that she would see him during the day... or at least, have some word from him.


A thought that flashed through her mind and stuck there was that he had left, too. He had spoken often of it; perhaps he had done it... not wanting her as a burden on him.


N-No... please don't let it be like that! Donnie's really all I have... now!


Her school classes were flat, dull; they held no interest for her... and she had had to accept an unexcused absence permit in order to attend classes.


***


It was right after her third period class had begun that an office runner brought a message requesting that she report to the administration unit. Reluctantly, the math teacher allowed her to go, reminding her that she now had two assignments to get caught up on, by tomorrow.


Her heart went wild. It must be something to do with Donnie! She hurried across the campus to the main office, and arrived there, breathless from the exertion.


As she approached the desk, she saw that Gabe Scott stood talking to the vice-principal. His back was to her, and she was flooded with a strong desire to run... turn around and leave, right then... anything but face him!


Mr. Graves, the vice-principal, looked up and saw her, "Ah, here she is, Mr. Scott..."


They both faced her; there was nothing she could do but walk up to them, where they stood. She was apprehensive... real fear began to build in her. Both men looked so grim and unsmiling. She ignored Gabe and concentrated her attention on Mr. Graves. He gave her a quick, reassuring smile.


"Charity... your father has asked that you go with him to see your brother, Donald. He... ah... has had an accident... and is in the County Hospital..."


"OOooh, no!" she gasped, quick tears springing to her eyes. "What h-happened to h-him...?"


"Your father will explain... as you drive along... right, Mr. Scott?"


"What...? Oh! Yes... of course... I'll tell her all about it... at least, what I know... so far..." Gabe said.


"Well... Charity, you go along with your dad, now. You're officially excused for the rest of the day..." Mr. Graves said. "... And, I do hope your son is not too seriously injured..." His serious face reflected real concern.


The vice-principal might as well have been a judge passing sentence upon her. There was no way she could escape having to leave, now, with Gabriel Scott... but it was the only way she would learn about what happened to Don... the only way she could get to see him.


Dimly, she was aware that Gabe was answering, then taking her by the arm and leading her from the building across the parking lot, to his ancient, dilapidated car.


Then, as he steered into the stream of traffic away from the high school, she asked, "Wh-What happened to Don?"


Gabe turned bleary eyes to her, and she saw that he needed a shave, as he grunted, "Some trigger-happy bastard shot him, last night... and he's accused of an armed robbery!"


"N-No!" she choked. "No! That's i-impossible! D-Don wouldn't d-do something l-like that!"


"Maybe not... but that's what the sheriff's deputy told me! He's in the security ward at County General..."


"I-Is he h-hurt... bad...?"


"They took a .45 slug out of his leg... we'll know how bad it is when we see him."


She lapsed into silence, hiding her worry and grief from him with a hand to her face, only half listening to his tirade on the younger generation... its long hair, weird clothing, mobility, drugs and lack of morals. In a way, she was glad that his attention was not focused on her, for a change.


At the hospital, they were told, they could see Don for only a few minutes, one at a time. Gabe went in first. He was inside for a very few minutes. When he came out, Charity knew that he was seething with anger.


"I can't get anything out of him!" he growled. "Anyway, he says he wants to see you!"


Shyly, Charity went in to see him, not knowing what to say. He was sitting up in the hospital bed, a forced grin on his face.


"Hi, Char... like come on in... and see the prize exhibit!"


Gabe Scott, waiting outside, lit a cigarette and reflected -- not on his wounded son and the charge of armed robbery that was being lodged against him, but on Charity -- on the startling thing he had been told, just before picking her up at school.


He had parked his car, walked across the parking lot toward the school administrative offices, when a musical female voice called out his name: "Gabe... wait up a second...!"


Turning, he saw Marcy Lunceford. His first impulse was to continue walking, but she came up beside him, smiled and asked, "What brings you to school?"


"Damn it, Marcy... I told you never to..."


"Yeah... I know what you said... but I've got something to say... and I'm going to say it!" she said, defiantly.


"You got nothing to say to me... in public, Marcy!"


"Listen good, Dad, I've got a debt to pay back to that no-good son of yours!" She was venomous.


"Don...? He's in the..." he began.


"Yeah, Don!" she went on, not listening. "That bastard pulled one too many dumb stunts with me! Last night, he practically raped me... then, h-he said I wasn't w-worth the twenty he threw at m-me...!"


"Don...? Y-You...?" He was taken by surprise.


"Yeah... but that's not the juicy part... listen to this!" she said, gloatingly. "He's been b-banging Charity...!"


Gabe looked at her in consternation. Her eyes were pure venom as he gazed at her. He knew it was the truth; her only motive was revenge.


"You m-mean...?"


"I mean he's been..." She looked around; there were no students within earshot. "... Fucking her... is that plain enough?!"


"Christ!"


"You want to hear more... Dad...?"


"N-No!"


"Listen anyway!"


"That's enough, Marcy!" He turned away.


She persisted, following him, "Yesterday, Don and... another boy both had her... at the same time!"


Gabe had had all he could stand. "You're sure as hell not one to be telling tales..." he glowered. "How do you know all this?"


"The other boy told me... and last night... Don threatened both of us. He h-had a gun... too!"


"Yeah... so I hear!" he said dryly; then, "who was the other one?"


Marcy hesitated, not knowing whether to mention Ray's name or not.


"Well...?" he prodded. "What's his name?"


"Ray..."


"Ray... who?"


"D-Donahue..."


She turned and walked away from him, rapidly, as the buzzer sounded for the beginning of the third period. He watched her go, her lithe walk reminding him of the supple strength in her beautiful, curving torso... and he felt the throb in his loins, as he remembered her, the last time... wanton, passionate, exploding under him in ecstatic orgasm.


Damn her! She's a mean one... when she gets crossed!... And, Don's had her, too? Her story about Don and Charity is damned hard to believe... but she must have been telling the truth... for only one reason... to get even with Don!


Thoughtfully, he walked toward the school office to ask for Charity's release from school. He knew the emergency warranted it... and after seeing Don in the hospital, there would be the rest of the day. He knew exactly how they would spend it. There was one thing that galled him: Don had had her first... But, hell... maybe I can use that little tale of Marcy's... That's it! Christ... its perfect!


Then, he was in the administrative unit asking to see Mr. Graves. Yes! This was going to be a very interesting day... after he had taken Charity with him to see Don.


***


"Wh-What happened... D-Don...?" Marcy asked, not wanting to break down.


"I flubbed it... trying to hit a liquor store... the guy shot me in the leg... but that's not important, Char... I was doing it, so I could get you away from here..."


"R-Robbery...? W-With a g-gun..."


"Yeah... it seemed like the only way to get some money, fast..."


"OOOoooh... D-Don..." she wailed. "I-I never w-wanted..."


"Like... come on, Sis... turn off the waterworks!" he choked. "The main thing is... it didn't work... so you'll have to split on your own..."


"I-I couldn't..."


"Damn it, Char you'll have to unless you want to stay and..." He offered, not finishing.


"Uuuugh! N-No..."


"Then split, now! Run like hell... hitchhike... try to make it to the communes in New Mexico! San Francisco's no place to go... stay away from there!" he went on, rapidly.


"Y-You mean r-right... n-now...?"


"Hell yes! Go out that door... and run... otherwise..."


"A-And leave y-you... here...?"


"Yes! Now, get going!" he snapped.


The determination on his face and the steeliness in his voice pushed her over the brink of decision. She knew she would have to do it. The alternatives, if she stayed, or hesitated were too much to contemplate. Suddenly, impulsively she leaned over and kissed him. "A-All right, D-Donnie... I'll g-go!"


"Split!"


His voice was like a starter's gun that galvanized her into action. She pushed through the door, and without a backward glance, walked rapidly down the corridor toward the main exit. Passing Gabe where he sat smoking, she increased her pace, knowing only that she had to gain the exit, the first door to her escape.


"Charity!" Gabe called. "Where're you going?"


Desperately, she broke into a run. Gabe jumped to his feet and pursued, catching her as she pushed through the big, plate glass door.


"Let m-me go!" she screamed, struggling to escape his grasp on her.


"You're not going anywhere!" he grated.


"OOOoooh!" Her wail was like that of a trapped animal.


The commotion brought several nurses to the scene.


"What seems to be wrong, Sir?" he was asked. Genuine concern was expressed.


"She's my daughter..." he panted. "Just been in to see... my son... all shot up in there! She just seemed to go to pieces completely hysterical..."


"Perhaps one of the doctors should see her?"


"No... she'll probably be all right... just needs to be calmed down..."


"A sedative would..."


That's it! Perfect! Christ... it's better than I'd hoped for! She just damned near ran out on me!


To the nurse, he said, "Yeah... maybe you're right... it'd calm her down..."


"N-NOOOoooo!" Charity screamed. "Y-You don't u-understand! I've got t-to get away...!"


"Yes... of course, my dear... just bring her this way, Sir... and I'll get one of the doctors to see her, right away!"


Then, she was half dragged into an examining room, her desperate struggles subdued and she sobbed to be taken to her brother. "I-I've got to s-see Donnie... you d-don't understand! Y-You don't u-understand...!"


A serious-faced young doctor diagnosed hysteria and ordered a sedative. Her hips was swabbed with alcohol, the needle pricked her... and she desperately wanted to tell someone -- anyone -- what a horrible mistake they were making, but who could she tell? Who would listen?


Dear God! There's nothing left... now! I'm... I'm t-trapped!


After a few minutes, she felt the euphoria of the drug working in her veins, relaxing her... making her drowsy... and she didn't want that! The feeling of absolute helplessness that swept over her left her feeling empty and alone. There was nothing she could do. The half-sleep drowsiness overtook her, vision and hearing were dimmed, but she was not asleep, yet. She wouldn't allow herself to go to sleep... not yet... NOT YET!


Gabe waited beside her, watching intently. There was plenty of time; he could wait. They would let him, the concerned father, take his daughter home, in an hour, perhaps. An hour would be a comparatively short time... compared to the weeks, months, years he had already waited. She must know that I found Dottie's letter... last night when I was blotto... and she and Don put me to bed! It was missing from my pocket...


CHAPTER FIVE


Through a drug-induced haze of unreality, Charity felt herself being led to Gabe's old car, her legs obeying, automatically, but her mind was still, dimly, uncertainly, aware that what was happening to her was bizarre. She was, for all practical purposes, a prisoner, being led off to a cell from which there was no escape. The thought swept through her that she was as much of a captive as Donnie... and the ironic part was she had been reduced to this position by well-meaning people, the nurses and the doctor who had administered the potent sedative to her.


She balked at getting into the car, momentarily, but Gabe's strong hands forced her into the seat. "We're going home, sweetheart," he said, for the benefit of the nurse who accompanied them to the car. "Don't you understand...? We're going home, now... so you can get some rest!" He was all the concerned father, completely solicitous of her well-being.


"N-No... no..." she mumbled, "d-don't want t-to go h-home!"


"Everything will be all right... soon's you're tucked into your own bed..." It was the nurse smiling down at her with professional assurance.


Oh, NO! Her mind screamed it. You don't u-understand! You d-don't know... you couldn't kn-know... what you're sending me h-home to...!


The ride back to Redfern was a nightmare for her; she knew the streets they traveled, and she was conscious of where she was each moment. Each block of every mile was taking her closer. She had to do something. Her first attempt to escape from Gabe had been thwarted... but if she jumped out of the car when he paused at a traffic light, she could make it... perhaps she could run into a building and hide. That's it... I could hide in a ladies room... or somewhere... Oh, God... give me what I need t-to do it... now!


Watching for an opportunity, as they moved with the traffic along the streets, Charity began thinking ahead of their route, trying to remember certain locations. Finally, Gabe stopped at a four-way-stop intersection. There was a large furniture store, a small market and two service stations. If she could make it to the furniture store, she would be safe. Gabe wouldn't dare make a public uproar. There would be a telephone; she could call the police!


Her hand went out to the handle of the car's door, as Gabe braked to a stop. She pulled up, hard. The door swung open, and she began to scramble out of her seat.


Gabe saw her. He grabbed her wrist and pulled her, bodily, back into the car, slammed the door and locked it. Then, shifting gears and popping the clutch, he punished the old car into a jackrabbit start, his strong fingers still holding her tight.


"God damn it! Don't try any more stupid stunts like that!" he roared.


She whimpered, "P-Please... L-let me g-go...?"


"Not on your life! I've waited too damned long for this chance!" he grated.


"Wh-What do you m-mean...?"


"I'm going to lay you, baby doll!" he chortled. "I've wanted to fuck you ever since you started growing those pretty little tits of yours!"


"N-NOOoo! You c-can't! Y-You're my..."


"Father...?" he finished. "Like hell! You know... and I know, now... you and I are not related! Some other bastard knocked up your mother... then she made me believe I'd done it... and tricked me into marrying her. Dottie's letter was..."


"Y-You stole m-my letter...!" she accused.


"All right... I stole it... but it was nice to know the truth!"


"Mom d-did what she th-thought was r-right..." she countered.


"She lied!" His eyes were furious. "... And, she's a no-good whore! She was a whore when I married her!"


"No... no... NO!" she sobbed.


"... And, so are you!" he flung at her.


"OOOOoooh, God! N-No! Th-That's not t-true!"


He looked at her, his contempt plain on his face. "You wouldn't try to deny Don's been laying you... and yesterday, both Don and Ray Donahue fucked you... at the same time?"


Charity's jaw dropped open with consternation. Shame and humiliation flooded through her. He kn-knows! Oh. God... he knows! How? Who t-told...? N-Not Donnie! Ray! I-It must have b-been Ray...!


What could she say? There was absolutely nothing she could do; it was a fact she couldn't deny. The ugly truth had caught up with her, and her only recourse was to womanly tears. They flowed, copiously, coursing down her shame-inflamed cheeks, unchecked, unnoticed.


Gabe persisted. "Well... do you deny it?"


For answer, she shook her head in negative muteness, admitting to him the depth of her degradation.


"Little bitch!" he barked. "You no-good little bitch!"


"N-No..." she managed through her tears.


"Committing incest with your brother... orgies... taking on two at a time! Christ! How many others have you laid?"


"N-None..." she mumbled. "Ray m-made m-me do it!"


"Rape...?"


"No... he th-threatened t-to tell on m-me... a-and Don!"


Gabe's laugh was short, mirthless. "Christ! That's good. No girl can be fucked... unless she wants to be!"


"H-He gave m-me something t-to drink..."


"That was your mistake... for drinking it!"


"B-But it was..."


He plunged ahead, not listening to her. "... And, I suppose you'll tell me Don forced you, too...?"


"H-He g-gave me some... marijuana to s-smoke... and..."


"Christ!" he exploded. "The whole bit... drugs... drinking... sex! Is there anything else you haven't tried?"


"... But, y-you don't u-understand..."


"I understand plenty! You're no damned good... just like your mother!"


He turned off the avenue into their shabby street. It was her last chance, she decided. As soon as the c-car stops... I-I'll j-jump out and start running... a-and screaming...


As he guided the car into the driveway, he must have been reading her mind, because Gabe reached over and took her wrist, again, in his strong fingers. "Just in case you have any ideas about running out on me, again!" he grunted.


The car was stopped, now, and he went on, "You and I are going to walk into the house... just like a loving father and his daughter... and I don't want to hear one peep out of you... or I'll clobber you!" He waved a threatening flat in her face. "Understand...?"


Her frightened eyes stared at him, unbelievingly. "You w-wouldn't...!" she said, dully.


"You want to try me... and see...?"


"N-No..." Charity murmured. She felt the pressure on her wrist increase, painfully, and she saw the mean determination on his face.


"All right... come along, then!" He almost pulled her from the car, dragging her across the seat to exit from the driver's side of the car.


Keeping a tight hold on her, he walked her up the steps to the porch, opened the front door and shoved her, quickly, inside. He locked the door from the inside, pocketing the key.


"Now..." he gloated. "You're safe at home with your ever-loving father!"


Charity turned and plunged toward the door of her own room, fleeing like a frightened gazelle. Gabe caught her in five steps and pinned her to him, holding her from behind.


"No you don't! We're going into my bedroom... and you know what's going to happen, bitch... I'm going to fuck you silly!" He panted with the exertion of catching and holding her. She struggled, futilely, in his bear-hug grasp.


"N-No... Oh, p-please... no!" she pleaded. "L-Let m-me go... p-please...?!"


"Not a chance, Charity, baby... I've waited too God damned long for this!"


He walked backward, half-dragging her into his bedroom, the room he and her mom had shared... the room where she had watched while that stranger had debauched her mother.


"NOOOooo!" she screamed.


Gabe flung his young stepdaughter to the bed, his own slightly flabby body following, pinning her there as one of his hands covered her mouth. His voice was gritty, "Let out another yell like that and I'll knock your damned head off, bitch. You're going to get fucked... and there's nothing you can do about it!"


Then, shifting his hand downward to hold her jaw, he dropped his mouth to hers, capturing her lips, covering them, completely, engulfing them, moistly, as his mobile tongue darted out to force itself between her lips and against her teeth. She resisted his kiss, attempting to turn her head aside, but his grip on her jaw prevented it, his fingers pressing with cruel force into the muscles of her jaw, at the hinge point, forcing her mouth to open to him. His tongue lashed inside to taste and savor the delicious freshness of her youth.


Frantically, she resisted him, trying to worm her body free of his weight on her, disgust and revulsion sweeping through her at the vile physical contact with this man she had considered her father... until just three days ago, but he held her down, as his other hand began to move, searchingly, over her curvaceous form, smoothing and kneading her hips while his pelvis prodded into her loins. She could feel, clearly, the bulging hugeness of his erect cock, inside his pants as it pressed against her, hard, into the triangle of her unwanting genital mound. There was no doubt at all, in her mind, that he truly intended to carry out his threat.


With all her strength, she pulled her face aside, breaking the kiss and escaping his voraciously devouring lips and struggled to free herself from his body pinning her to the mattress. She grated out at him, flaringly, "Damn you, Gabe! L-Let me go! I-I'll never l-let you d-do it to m-me!"


CRACK! His open-handed slap rocked her already drug-dimmed head.


"You keep asking for it, don't you?" he grunted.


Charity moaned, a hand going to the side of her face where the ugly imprint of his hand showed, clearly.


He went on, then. "I don't want to hurt you... so you might as well make up your mind to it! Either we do it my way... or by God... I-I'll tie you up... and beat you half to death, if I have to...! And, you'll still get fucked!"


She saw the evil determination in his eyes. He meant it! His lust for her could lead him to do... anything. She could be injured, seriously. He was acting and talking like a madman. What can I do... t-to stop him?


"P-Please... don't h-hurt m-me... anymore..." she said, pitifully. Her decision had been made for her. His slap, the threat, the drug still working in her blood... all combined to weigh down on her, to defeat her. There was nothing she could do... unless she wanted to risk being mutilated!


Once again, Gabe captured her mouth, his tongue spearing into hers, probing avidly, and he rolled from her, slightly, his hand going to a full, round and firm, young breast, his fingers digging into her soft flesh through her clothing.


How can I stand it...? He's still like my father... even if I know he isn't! Living with him for so long... calling him Dad... and now... now, everything's changed! It's all so mixed up... a-and so a-awful...! A-And, it's wr-wrong... so wrong!


She struggled, again, momentarily, to escape him, trying to avoid his pillaging tongue, to shake his questing, rapacious hands from her body. It was futile. He held her in a viselike grip. Perhaps, if she gave in... allowed him to... have his way, it would be over all the sooner... and she could wait for an opportunity to slip out of the house and make good her escape, once and for all. She could just lie there, not responding and let him use her as a receptacle for his lust. After all... I don't h-have to l-like it! He's practically raping m-me... anyway... f-forcing m-me... just like R-Ray d-did!


She groaned aloud. There didn't seem to be any other way out. She was trapped... and all alone. Donnie was not there to take care of her. Then, she slumped back, relaxing onto the mattress, all of her will to fight him off gone from her. It was a groan of submissive resignation.


Gabe heard and misinterpreted her groan of defeat, from the very depths of her tortured young soul, as one of sexual arousal. It signaled his victory. He was hers, already.


"Don't worry, baby doll... I'm going to take care of you... good, but I'm going to take a little time for some fun, ahead of that... you might as well relax and enjoy it... because you'll be begging to be fucked before I'm through with you!" he bragged.


He began kissing her neck, his tongue flicking out to lave her soft skin, moistly; now, it was flicking investigatively, into her ear, its warm moistness as the tip ran around the outer edges of her tiny earlobe giving her uncontrollable shivers of unwanted delight.


"You're a beautiful little thing, Charity!" he hissed into her ear. "I've always thought so... now I'll find out how hot a piece of tail you really are!"


She lay stretched, at full length, under him, her softly curving thighs clenched tightly together, dreading the moment when he would want to touch her... down there... in that private, secret place, between her legs. She didn't want it to happen... yet she knew that it would. Each time, it had been that way: first with Don... then Don and Ray, together... and now... it was Gabe, her stepfather. She dreaded it, feared it with every fiber of her being, for somehow, she knew it would be the beginning of the end for her. She had always lost!


Leaning up on an elbow, his hand roamed, freely, down across her flat belly, on down the outside of a tapered thigh to the hem of her miniskirt, then up, again, back along the same route on the smooth, warm flesh to the triangle at the juncture of her trembling thighs, pulling the dress up, as his hand crept between to touch the wisp of nylon panties that covered her, and exposing her completely to his lust-filled gaze. His fingers probed the soft nylon that encased her loins and went smoothly in under the leg band to touch her soft, silky pubic hair, caressingly; then, he deftly used a finger, pushing it into the crease at the top of her quivering vaginal furrow, sliding it in to find the tiny bud of her clitoris.


He grinned at her salaciously as he rubbed across it, feeling it come up hard and firm under the pad of his sensitive finger. He knew it would send flashing sensations through her, for no woman, once she had been brought to full arousal, would be able to resist such teasing manipulation of her naked pussy.


Charity tried to cringe away from his questing finger. Her hips pushed down into the mattress, and she attempted to roll away from him. It was useless; she felt his strong hands, now, pulling and tugging at the thin material of his sheer, white panties, the only barrier protecting her sensitive cuntal opening from his rummaging hand.


"Oh, p-please... don't d-do that..." she moaned.


"It's a little late for that isn't it, baby you're already getting hot! Christ! That little clit of yours is hard as a rock!"


Then, twisting his hand into the leg band of her wispy panties, he gave a quick, hard yank, tearing them away from her, the thin material ripping away, leaving her tender, young loins tremblingly naked and completely defenseless before him.


Instinctively, she clamped her legs tight together, and a hand went down to cover her naked shame. "Nooo! No! Please... N-No!"


"Open those legs... bitch!" he growled. "... Or, do you want another one across the mouth?!"


"I-I c-can't! I-I just can't l-let you d-do it!" she wailed.


"You can't let me... but you sure as hell let others fuck you... didn't you?" he needled.


"Y-You don't really kn-know how it was. I-It was different..." She tried to defend her actions with Don and Ray.


"... And, that makes you nothing but a little whore... so open them up! I might even consider paying you... just like Marcy..."


She was dumbstruck. P-Pay me...? Marcy? Marcy Lunceford? He p-pays her t-to d-do it? She's a... a whore...? And, he keeps telling m-me I'm one... t-too! Why?


It was useless. She couldn't unravel it... but one thought stuck in her mind: Gabe and Marcy Lunceford, together, in bed, or in a car just didn't seem possible.


She was beaten down by his intimidating words, and as defeat, disgust and fear mingled in her, she relaxed the muscles of her thighs, slightly, allowing the white, curvingly tapered columns to part, revealing the dividing coral slit, glisteningly moist there, an auburn ring of sparse young pubic hair lining the soft femaleness of her. Peeping through, the tiny petals pouted out like a small but lower tongue, while above, the miniature phallus, her clitoral bud, throbbed pulsingly. Her whole body quivered with fear... and anticipation.


Then, in spite of her revulsion, it began for her, just as it had before with her brother and his friend.


She didn't want it to happen... but she felt his lewd finger moving on her, tracing the thin, pink furrow of her naked and defenseless young cunt, and she shivered with another feeling of revulsion; then, there was a moment of strange, tortured agony, of salacious agitation, that seared her loins with unexplainable and delicious, ecstatic need.


He insinuated the finger deeper and let it slide into the moist warmth of her trembling vaginal passage where he rotated it around in tiny teasing circles just inside the desire-slickened walls of her cuntal mouth, eliciting a long, low moan from her agonized lips.


Something was happening to her, in her helplessness; that spreading warmth in her loins, the tingling awareness, the prurient sensations that arced in her, seeming to center where his finger probed into the soft flesh of her cunt, signaled sexual arousal... and pleasure she had forbidden for herself.


His finger... Oh, God, it's driving me crazy!


Charity moaned aloud in an agony of conflicting emotions. Her nerve endings were shimmeringly alive to the electric sensations that surged in her loins... but she didn't want to respond to this father-figure... indeed, to the man she still, unconsciously, thought of as father. If it had to happen -- as he said it must -- she didn't want to be a party to it. Why, oh, why didn't he just put his thing in her... make his vile motions of sex and be done with it? Why did he have to keep torturing her, making her want it... need it? It all seemed so wrong... so very wrong!


Tremblingly, she squirmed her buttocks down into the soft mattress, seeking to escape the tantalizingly worming finger, her deep throated moan changing to a helpless, mewling whimper of building pleasure as he continued to taunt her taut, young pussy lips, thrusting his finger deep into her several times; then, parting the softly curling pubic hair, he made a sudden electrifying contact with the tiny, pulsing head of her firmly erect clitoris.


She could feel the moistness all around the sensitive opening, the exudation caused by his manipulating, tantalizing finger. It was unwanted and forbidden sexual excitation that now filled her whole being, and she clenched her teeth to hold back another moan of pleasure. She wouldn't allow herself to give in to the salacious feelings building within her defenseless, trembling loins.


This was impossible! She couldn't let it go on! Forcefully, she pushed up against his heavy chest, writhing and kicking, under him, in an attempt to free herself from his grip.


"P-Please, D-daddy... stop d-doing all these th-things to m-me...!"


Gabe roared with spontaneous laughter. "Daddy...? Daddy, hell! I'm not your father... and you know it! You were a little bastard... remember?"


Charity couldn't help it. It was definitely a slip of the tongue that caused her to call him Daddy, but his cutting words were too much for her.


"... B-But I-I never knew h-him... you're the only f-father I kn-know..." she sobbed. It seemed almost an unconscious attempt to appeal to whatever sense of decency remained in him.


"Shut up, bitch! You're still a bastard... and a little whore, to boot!" he growled at her.


Suddenly, she heaved her body up against him and tried to roll to her side, away from him. His constant bombardment of her with vile names, names that degraded and humiliated, was more than she could stand. She had to act... now, to put a stop to it!


The sudden force of her action caught Gabe by surprise, but he was quick. He caught her by the shoulders and wrestled her back, again, his weight fully on top of her, pinning her to the soft mattress beneath him, again.


"You little bitch... still got some fight left, eh?!" he grated, forcing his muscular leg between her thighs, parting them, forcefully, while his middle finger wormed into her, again, to plunder the moist readiness of her gently quivering vagina.


"... But you can't get away," he went on, boastfully, "because I won't let you go... until I've fucked you till you can't walk...! And, if you try to call it rape... it'll never hold water! You're legal age... and before I'm through you'll be begging me to fuck you, like I said... so relax... and enjoy it!"


"N-No... never!" she gasped through clenched teeth. "Y-You'll never m-make m-me want t-to..."


"We'll see about that!" He was supremely confident.


Then, as his weight bore down on her, Charity stopped struggling and relaxed back into the bed, the completely insane horror of her helpless, completely defenseless situation sinking into her frantic brain. There was nothing she could do!


No matter what she did or said, she was going to be used by him. She was trapped like a wild animal. All she could do, now, was lie there and allow him to take any liberty his depraved mind dictated... let his hands roam at will over her helpless, young body, fondling, kissing, licking... and sucking at her tender flesh; then, when he was ready... he would use his monstrous cock to violate her warm, moist, unwanting vaginal passage, pounding into her without mercy and squirting his lewd sperm deep into her tortured loins.


Tears of humiliation flowed down her cheeks, unchecked. The revulsion she felt for her own response to his lewdly taunting finger caught in her throat, as she became aware that the tantalizingly cruel tracing of his fingers in the soft, sensate flesh of her open genitals elicited uncontrollable sensations in the aroused wetness of her cuntal channel. His leg wedging her thighs apart made it impossible for her to avoid the plundering contact.


His raspy voice was loud and close to her ear, his breath hot against her. "Feels good doesn't it?" he taunted.


She twisted her head aside and her words stopped short in her throat; she couldn't speak, as the sensual shock of his maddening fingers massaging her throbbing clitoris and the now slightly throbbing mouth of her pussy caused her to writhe her firm rounded young buttocks down into the mattress to escape the frantic, nerve-shocking sensations that slashed at her soft, vibrant cunt.


"Oh...! Oh, OOoohh, God!" she whimpered, involuntarily, as he continued, unceasingly, to stimulate the erect, pulsing little bud between her thighs.


Gabe moved his paunchy body to kneel up over her, his strong hands holding her shoulders, immobile, to the mattress, then he lowered his head to kiss her moist, tightly clenched lips, his tongue forcing them apart and sliding deep into her mouth, as at the same time, he slipped a finger into her vaginal opening to massage her soft, nakedly defenseless cunt once more.


After a few moments he told her, "I'm going to strip you bare-assed naked, now... and you're going to cooperate!"


Dully, Charity knew that she would. At this point, there was nothing more she could do to help herself... or better her situation.


She felt herself being raised up to a sitting position, felt him fumble as he unbuttoned her blouse, heard the zipper of her skirt whisper open, and she closed her eyes, not wanting to think about what her own mother's husband was doing to her. Then, she was helping him, shrugging her shoulders as her blouse came off, raising her hips for him to remove her skirt and the remains of her soft wispy panties. Now, his busy hands were behind her, unhooking her bra, removing it, and the cool air of the room washed over the warm flesh of her full, firm and youthful breasts, the erect, distended nipples pointing, spikily, into the palms of his avid, grasping hands as he reached out to encompass them.


She gasped as his talonlike fingers enclosed the warm, vibrant flesh, his lustful hands kneading and massaging, hotly, until he began to roll the sensitive, pink nipples between thumb and forefinger which brought breathy mewls of pleasure-pain from her passion-distorted mouth.


Then, his hot, wet mouth was on her, taking one of the hardened, berrylike buds -- the areola as well -- into his oral cavity, his lips sucking and nibbling, his tongue licking, maddeningly. Transferring his attention to the other breast, he paid it similar homage, his long, mobile tongue trailing, finally, through the clefted, narrow valley between them. She tightened her stomach muscles, involuntarily, tensing against him, as his body slithered down and down, his tongue trailing, moistly, across the flat plane of her belly to dip, probingly, into the shallow well of her navel, teasingly, while his hands reaching out above him kept up their constant kneading of her tremulant breasts.


His hands began to shift, and she could feel them as they left her full-mounded breasts to slide, sinuously, along her rib cage to her waist, slipping on down, over the full rounded curve of her hips and the outside of her tapering thighs to her knees. Then, back up, they crept, along the inner surfaces of her warm, velvety thighs, moving stealthily, spreading her legs as they went, exposing her naked, defenseless loins, completely to his gloating gaze.


She heard his breath, raspy raw in his throat, as his hand, again worked itself into the moist open furrow, plundering her tight, nearly virginal cuntal lips. Charity kept her eyes closed tight as she felt him kneel up on the bed above her nakedness... and she could hear, clearly, the whisper of his zipper, the rustle of male clothing as it was shed. She knew he was undressing himself, and she dared not look.


Gabe saw her tightly closed eyes and chortled down at her, "You might as well look, baby doll... you'll have to... sooner or later!"


There was truth in what he said. She was involved. She was responding to him... whether she wanted to or not. The beginnings of a soaring ecstasy was building like an out-of-control forest fire in her belly.


Reluctantly, she unclenched her tightly closed eyes. She couldn't help seeing it; her eyes were drawn like a magnet to his hairy loins, below the slight paunch of his belly.


She saw his naked form, kneeling now between her widespread legs, his face distorted with lust. Her eyes swept down to see the erect penis that stood out below in obscene nakedness. Involuntarily, her eyes widened in surprise, disbelieving what she saw there. Her stepfather's hardened penis speared out into the air before him, thick and massive, and while he grinned at her lewdly, she saw his hand move to grasp it, caressingly, the huge, oversized cock throbbing in his hand.


Through horrified eyes she watched as he stroked, gently, back and forth, his hand moving the full length of it, the foreskin slipping easily over the shiny, red, blood-engorged head with each stroke. It jerked and throbbed, obscenely, in his manipulative hand. She couldn't help but stare at it!


"Pretty nice isn't it?" he teased.


"I-It's b-big!" she choked. "I-It's too b-big!"


In her imagination she saw it sliding, ponderously, into her, splitting her belly wide open. "Oh, God..."


"Those damned young kids couldn't match this!" he stated.


Dumbly. Charity continued to stare at him in miserable humiliation, the degradation of knowing what was coming, the sight of his obscenely naked penis, her own completely nude body spread out on the bed before him, helpless, defenseless, filled her with unfathomable feelings of shame... and she was utterly alone as she faced the sexual onslaught of this lust crazed man.


Even as she stared, it was this same feeling of helplessness that stirred further tinglings of unwanted desire. They came surging, somehow, from her, playing like summer lightning in her loins, discharging feelings of wanton depravity along her sensate nerve endings; nevertheless, there was a new horror in her. It was not her imagination working, now. She knew it for a fact. As she watched him on his knees, above her, obscenely, stroking himself to fully erect hardness, her eyes fixed upon his lust-filled cock in his hand, she knew, without a doubt, that it really was too big. She looked at it, now, with terror and fear. It would rip her apart! How can I ever take that... h-huge thing... inside m-me...?


"You'll really know you've been fucked... when I get this into that tight little cunt of yours!" he told her, his lewd smile of anticipation revulsing her.


Tears brimmed her eyes, again, as she realized there was nothing she could do to prevent him from ravishing her. She hardly noticed his filthy language, now; he kept using the words over and over. Her mind was too busy assessing the complete hopelessness of her position, for there was the terrible realization that there was no escape from the sexual plunder of her helpless, young body... a ravishment that was going to be carried out, no matter what she said or did. There was nowhere to turn... no one to turn to, now that Donnie could not be there with her. She was completely at his mercy.


Suddenly, Gabe leaned forward and dropped the full weight of his paunchy body upon her, forcing the breath from her lungs, momentarily, and the long, hard thickness of his fully erect cock was pulsating against the smooth softness of her belly. His brazenly searching hands, once more, were squeezing and mauling the full rounded mounds of her breasts, with savage cruelty, causing her to whimper in pain, beneath him, while his mouth sought hers, avidly, his long, agile tongue stabbing deep into her throat. There came, constantly, from deep in his chest, animallike sounds of pure lust, as he massaged, deeply, with strong-fingered power into her soft, young girl-flesh.


He raised his head, after long moments of this tantalizing torture, and said, huskily, "God! You're a luscious piece... but you're not hot enough, yet! Before I'm through sucking that tight, little cunt of yours... you'll be crawling up the walls!" he boasted.


Too late, she realized his meaning, as he moved, slithering down her body until his mouth was just inches above the coral moistness of her pussy. The horrible thought of what her own stepfather intended to do to her, now, filled her with repugnance and loathing.


"P-Please... d-don't do th-that to m-me..." she pleaded.


Already, he had placed his hands against the satiny smooth flesh of her inner thighs and was parting them, spreading them wide apart; her efforts to keep him from splaying her legs open wider were futile against his superior strength.


She whined, pitifully, in her throat, as she looked down between the twin, mounding hemispheres of her breasts to the auburn triangle of softly curling pubic hair where she could see his face, passion-distorted, poised over her softly palpitating cunt.


Kneeling between his stepdaughter's legs, his hands forcing apart the soft, young columns of her smooth, white thighs, Gabe looked down, hungrily, at the thin, gently throbbing furrow of her tight young pussy, ringed, sparsely, with soft, red-gold, auburn hair, the pink petals of her tender inner lips peeping out like two tiny, pink tongues, viscous, clear droplets of lubricating moisture clinging to them, delicately, and he smiled lewdly, in anticipation of the sensual act he was about to perform.


Charity lay there, terror-stricken, beneath him, her eyes pleading, mutely, with him not to shame her any further; then, her humiliation complete, as he ignored her, she watched, petrified, as his hands moved up between her thighs, and she felt him place his thumbs against the soft, trembling cunt lips to part the soft curls of her pubic hair, drawing them apart, ever so slowly, to expose her innermost secrets to his hungry gaze.


Then, she felt the humid warmth of his breath on her sensitive flesh, and she moaned aloud in an agony of shame and humiliation, as still watching, transfixed, unable to take her horrified eyes away from the scene, she saw him lower his head to her trembling loins and felt the moist length of his tongue slide, sinuously, into the portal of her defenseless, quivering vagina.


Tremulously, she responded, instinctively, squirming with determination, her hips grinding back and away from him, jerking, convulsively, in an attempt to escape the humiliating outrage he was performing against her defenseless, naked pussy, as a seething revulsion stirred in her for the man she had known as father for most of her life, this man who was using his warm tongue down between her open thighs, building an unwanted passion within her almost to the bursting point.


"OOOOoooh... My God! OOooh n-no! NOOooo!" she groaned.


She didn't want it, but she could no longer deny the reality of it. Her mother's husband's tongue was there snaking up into her unreceptive, yet rapidly surrendering cunt... and she could not stop it.


In the midst of her shame, the unwanted sensations of forbidden pleasure began to surge through her whole body from the insane, animalistic stimulation of her moist, trembling cuntal slit. Desperately, she tried to keep her mind from acknowledging the wild, sensual twinges of sexual need that stabbed, tantalizingly, through her, searing her loins with lightning flashes of ecstasy and subverting her body to his lewdly salacious will. And... in spite of all, her traitorous body demanded its own way... and won!


Then, she was aware that Gabe's eyes were watching her, peeping gleefully up over the softly curling hair of her pubic triangle. His eyes studied her facial reactions up through her breasts, while his mouth and tongue slaved there, below, in the widespread cuntal passage between her legs. His mouth made obscenely moist sucking sounds, and she knew, in a sudden flash of insight, that he was watching... and waiting... for her final, unconditional surrender to his lewdly sucking mouth.


I-I won't let him... I-I can't g-give in t-to him...! But those feelings... down there... between my legs! OOooh! His tongue's so wild... it's driving me crazy!


Gabe's eyes stared bug-like up over her genital mound, observing every expression on her lovely, passion-contorted face, his tongue thrusting into her, unceasingly, racing in and out of her now wild, scorchingly hot vaginal passage. Tears rolled from her eyes, again, as he watched with sadistic pleasure. He knew it would be soon, the space of a few moments, until her already squirming body would lose the battle against him... and also with her own proud little mind.


You're going to go all the way, baby doll. You'll be all mine... to do anything with... anything I want...!


Suddenly, he shifted his mouth upward, his lips probing, until he found the erectile, pulsing shaft of the miniature phallus, her throbbing clitoris. He heard her mewling whimper of agonized ecstasy as he took the tiny, quivering bud between his teeth, gently; then, holding it firmly, he ran his agile tongue in tiny teasing circles around it, finally, coming to the sensitive head where he licked and sucked without mercy.


He was gratified, as almost instantly, he felt the involuntary undulation of her loins grinding up at him in uncontrollable, rhythmic counterpoint to his obscenely licking tongue. Her head began to flail, tossing her auburn locks to and fro, the sensations generated in her seething little pussy so intense that she could only agonize; then, he heard new moans of pleasure, interspersed with whimpers of helplessness, emitting from deep in her chest.


This is it!


Reaching under her, he pulled her legs up, sliding his arms under them, until her knees were hanging up on his shoulders, her shapely calves draping down across his back and his hands slid in under the quivering, full-rounded orbs of her buttocks to cup them up, cruelly, tight against his maddeningly swirling tongue.


Charity's cries of involuntary pleasure resounded in the bedroom as he shoved his long, moist tongue deeper into the searing, coral depths of her wildly pulsating cunt. With trembling hands, she reached downwards to him, the desperate battle raging within herself lost, now, her fingers entangling themselves in his hair to pull his face tighter into her steaming loins.


He had won! She was his! Now, he was absolute master of the situation! He could do anything he pleased with her, and he chuckled his victory aloud. Christ! This'll be one fuck she'll remember... all her life!


Yet, again, Charity's body had betrayed her. He was in complete command, now, and she could only obey, instinctively, the demands her loins made on her. Her buttocks squirmed and undulated, moving in circles upward to his plunging lingual member as she pulled his mouth close into her. Lightning played across her belly when she felt his warm, moist tongue nick down, suddenly, to taunt the hidden, tiny, brown ring of her anus.


Her scream died in her throat. She wanted to scream, but it was changed, at the last instant, into a moan of helpless, sensual pleasure as his hot, wet tongue played at the nerve-charged opening. For him, it was only a momentary detour from his main goal, for in the next few moments, his long, agile tongue was laboring again in the tender flesh of her now, more-than-ready cunt.


Then... she cried out, the sound of her voice unnaturally loud to her, it seemed, the moaning cry coming from deep in her tortured soul. The decision had been made for her. She couldn't resist any longer. It was pointless to do so... because now, she wanted it... needed it... more than anything else in the world.


"Gabe! Oh, Gabe... OOOOOoooooh! Ooooh, God! GAAaaaabbbbe!" she groaned in helpless ecstasy, her head flailing from side to side.


He could hardly contain his elation. In a few moments he was going to get what he had waited so long for from his hot little stepdaughter, and it was hard to believe that it was really happening to him. Damn! He was going to cram his big, aching cock into her tight, young cunt... and fuck her silly. He could feel the load of cum building in his balls... and, now, he could hardly wait to get it into her cute little pussy.


Jerking his head free of her insistent, hair-entangling hands, he raised up to look at her, leeringly.


"You're getting hot, now... almost ready to fuck! That tight, little cunt of yours is really asking for it!" he rasped.


Charity lay trembling, unable to move away from him; it was almost as though she didn't want to move, now that the moment she dreaded had arrived. Then, she knew! She had to have it... now! Her whole world centered in her throbbing loins.


Magnetically, her eyes were drawn to and locked on his long, massive, pulsing cock, and she knew she had to have it inside her, racing in and out of her hotly quivering vaginal passage. She had to have it or she would go insane. Even the great pain she knew it would cause her, as it forced its way into her tight little pussy -- that had only been stretched by boys before, would be welcome. Anything would be better than hanging on the brink in unsatisfied limbo of full arousal. God! Why doesn't h-he just p-put it in... a-and fuck m-me?


Gabe was over her, on his hands and knees, now. His face was contorted into a sadistic leer, as he ordered, "All right, Charity, baby... take my cock in your hand and guide it into that hot, little cunt of yours!"


This was the moment!


Her brain spun, turning flip-flops inside her skull. She froze. God! She couldn't do it!


"NOOooo! Oh, no! D-Don't make m-me do th-that... too...!"


"Put it in, bitch!" he snarled.


Forced, against her will, helplessly, she reached out, sliding her tiny hand down over her flat belly, between them, her fingers reaching for his monstrous, hardened rod of blood-engorged flesh, and her hand stopped short, an inch away; somehow, she couldn't bring herself to this final act of degradation. She groaned aloud, "Noo...!"


"Do it... bitch... or so help me... I'll...!" He didn't finish. He dropped his head, suddenly, and took a pink, spiky nipple into his mouth... and bit down on it, salty blood flowing warmly into his mouth from the slight wound.


"OOOOooooooh!" she wailed, her hand, instantly, reaching the final inch, her tiny fingers encircling his thick, lust-inflated prick to feel for the first time the true enormity of its massiveness. He had made his point, painfully... and she had to act.


Gabe raised his head to glare at her. "That's more like it! Now, let's go... all the way, baby doll!"


Working the bulbous head up and down between her open thighs to part the sparsely hairlined lips of her trembling, moistly ready cunt, she placed the tip of it at the mouth of the tiny, fearfully pulsating channel. She reeled, almost in shock, with both fear... and anticipation.


The shiny red cockhead paused there, at the entrance, momentarily; his prick flexed, involuntarily and moved against her, sending shivers of pure, delightful sensuousness through her sensate loins.


Flicking his hips forward, slightly, Gabe forced the great, blood-engorged head into the tight, elastic sheath, stretching the sensitive flesh, cruelly, and Charity was certain that his monstrous cock was tearing her apart as she felt her tender cleft stretch ever more and more with every fraction of an inch that it went into her.


The pain of it, now, was more than she could stand. She screamed for mercy. "OOOooooh! G-God! NOOOooo! It's r-ripping me... I-I can't stand it! P-Pleeeeeaaasssse!"


Through pain-tortured eyes she begged him for mercy, but she saw on his face, instead, such a mask of pure, sadistic pleasure, she knew he would not hear her pleading.


For Gabe, it was pure delight to watch her suffer... for a while, as with inexorable pressure, he continued his brutal impalement of her tortured cunt. Inch by painful inch he forced his massive cock into her quivering vaginal vault, until, suddenly, he thrust with every erg of his energy, shoving the rock-hard shaft spearing up into her tightly resisting cuntal passage with the force of a rutting bull.


Charity screamed, again, with the searing pain of it. "AAAAAaaauuuuuuugggghhh! I-It's killing m-me..."


Words failed as a means of communication between them; there was only the animalistic, sexual connection, and his shaft raced, thick and lustful, with full length and breadth, into the coraline softness of her vaginal passage, pushing waves of warm, resisting flesh before it, searingly, until she felt his heavy, ball-filled sac smack into the open anal crevice between her smooth, round-cheeked buttocks, upturned nakedly, helplessly, beneath him.


He lay still, heavy and immobile, on top of her, his breath rasping in his lungs; then, he grunted and expanded his deeply buried cock, flexing it inside her, against the tight cuntal sheath of warm sex-flesh and ground it into her vagina, deeper yet, for another fraction of an inch.


Charity groaned; every ridge of his great prick could be felt deep up inside her belly. He repeated the expanding action several times, each muscular movement eliciting moans of agony and shame, resonating from deep in her chest.


After a few moments, surprisingly, her sensitive, stretched cuntal walls began to adjust to the massive presence of his throbbing cock shoved deep up into the moist warmth of her tremulant pussy.


Her whimpers and moans of pain came with less frequency as he commenced a slow, undulantly grinding movement of his pelvis that insinuated his prick even more tightly into her naked loins, expanding and stretching the resilient walls of her vaginal sheath more and more, until her agonized groans of pain became mewls of forbidden pleasure, humming in her throat, and she couldn't control them; they just came from her unbidden... and unwanted.


And... she was suddenly on fire with forbidden passion. Uncontrollably, her hips began to move under him, grinding in tiny tight circles up against him, countering him in perfect rhythmic thrusts.


She's ready to beg for it, now! Gabe smiled a lewd smile of triumph, as he levered himself up on his arms, above her. He pulled his hardened prick out of her now gently clasping channel until only the throbbing tip, blood-engorged and bulbous, remained between the fleshy folds of her softly hairlined cunt. Hungrily, her loins followed, attempting to regain it... but he wouldn't allow it; he kept the great cockhead there, immobile, in the warm elastic lips of her demanding vaginal canal.


"Now, Charity, baby... you can start begging me to fuck you!" he commanded.


"B-Beg...?" she mumbled, not understanding.


"Yes, God damn it! Beg for it!" he roared at her.


"OOooh... n-no! I-I can't... just g-go ahead... and d-do it... t-to me..."


Charity flailed her head from side to side in frustration and humiliation, feeling both, strongly, as she whimpered up at him, her legs widespread, expectantly, beneath him.


"Beg!" he snapped. "Your brother and his friend must have taught you the words... didn't they?" He expanded the lust-inflated cockhead, again, just inside, against the sensation-hungry walls of her cuntal passage.


She purled mewlingly in ecstasy, under him. She couldn't help it, now. Every fiber in her being rejected it; she didn't want to say it, but, again, she was being forced to do it, against her will... forced to say obscene words, if she were to get what she now desperately wanted. She had to have it... and there was nothing she could do except beg!


"F-Fuck me!" she spat up at him. "Oh, God... how I-I need it! I w-want you t-to fuck me... now! P-Please?" Her words rasped out at him between tightly clenched jaws. It was the final humiliation. There was nothing left to her, now... only her perverse desire for that huge cock that taunted at her inflamed, needful pussy.


"Where, damn it... where do you want to be fucked?" he prodded, demandingly.


"I-In my c-cunt!" she answered. She found it easier, now, and she went on, "Fuck m-me in my cunt... quick! I-I can't stand it any l-longer!"


"Get on with it!" he prompted. "With what?"


"Your cock! I-I want you t-to fuck me in the cunt w-with that big c-cock of yours!" she said, completing the litany.


She shivered, then, with the ecstasy of the moment, as he began to rock above her, thrusting into her with short, smoothly powerful strokes, and her body began to respond of its own volition. Now, she knew that she was totally involved. There was no more will to struggle against it; she only wanted to surrender herself, totally, to the perverse, wanton desires of her flesh, and when the thought of her unconditional capitulation to her own stepfather -- and what it meant -- flashed through her confused mind, it brought her further excitement, the summer electric storm in her grounded in the close tight sheath where her mother's husband's big cock pistoned in and out with rhythmic ferocity.


Faster and longer Gabe fucked it into her, and Charity's whole body responded to the increased speed and depth of his strokes. She began to squirm and writhe beneath him, as he lowered his lust-twisted mouth to hers to engulf her lips in his. She pushed her tongue deep into his throat to be sucked and nibbled, moaning, incessantly, now, up into his face, her passion-crazed mind willing to accept anything he chose to do to her. Her naked, sensate cunt ground up to him, matching the tempo of his plunging cock, accepting all of his length and breadth deep up in her seething, needful loins.


Charity's lovely young face was contorted with ecstatic desire, her eyes glazed, nostrils flared and her breath came in panting rhythm with his plungingly masterful cock.


Never, in her young life, had she known that such rapture could come to her. She had never expected that from the manipulation of her genitals, the licking and sucking of her then unwanting cunt to this very moment with her stepfather's big cock pistoning into her sensation-filled vagina, filling it completely, fulfilling her, that she would ever want anything so much. It was absolutely marvelous... and she forgot, temporarily, that the man, above her, was the man she had considered her father, until just three days ago.


Then, she discovered, as she moved in concert with him, slithering her cunt up and down his thick, hardened member, that the sensations created were more intense, more delicious... more unbearably ecstatic, and she realized she hadn't really known that lying beneath a man, his big cock racing up her cunt, being fucked against her will, being raped, almost -- until she had changed from not-wanting to wanting -- could possibly be so pleasurable... so utterly fantastic.


Another thought that came to her, it's insight lighting a candle of understanding in her mind, was that she wanted to give pleasure in return. She thought she hadn't wanted it at first, but this wonderful thing had been given to her, against her will, initially, but now, it was different. Now, she wanted to give herself to him... in return.


"Don't s-stop fucking m-me... Gabe...!" she gasped into his face.


He lifted his mouth from hers and grunted, "It's all the way, now... baby doll!"


Reaching down between them, now, he slid a hand over her gyrating buttocks, working smoothly beneath him, searching in the moist crease between them for the defenseless, puckered circle of her rectum. He dipped a finger in the viscous moisture that trickled down from the cock-filled cunt lips above and ran it around the perimeter of the tiny, brown opening before he placed the tip of it solidly against the rubbery softness of her anus. He felt the shock of it in her body, heard her sharp, quickly drawn breath as he pressed against the elastic, puckered opening to gain an entrance there.


"I'm going to give you something to remember, now. My finger's going right up your asshole... as far as I can shove it!" he grunted.


This was it!


And somehow, she found his lewd words exciting. They inflamed her passion further, for now, she wanted that, too! She wanted to be hurt... until she screamed.


"Y-Yes! Oh, yes! M-Make me scream with it! That's what I-I want! Shove your f-finger right up m-my asshole and make me scream!" she cried.


Suddenly, she was overcome with a delirious rapture of anticipation. He didn't make her wait for it. Pushing hard, his finger went through the barrier of elastic muscle and surged up into her, smoothly, all the way to the palm of his hand. She screamed at the initial entrance, as his finger speared into the sponginess of her unstretched rectum. Never had she felt the delicious agony of such pleasure-pain before. It was, somehow, more intense, her nerves more ready to respond, for in a very few moments, she adjusted to the foreign presence in her backside, trying to skewer herself, even deeper, on his long, middle finger. She realized, dimly, that it was an insanely masochistic desire, but now, she strained to absorb both torturing shafts into her wantonly ecstatic belly.


Now, Gabe began to plunge in and out of her with increased speed, feeling the bulge of his finger against the underside of his cock clearly, in the thin, separating tissues, inciting the aching rod to even faster and deeper thrusts into the tight, clasping sheath of her cunt.


She writhed, wildly and uncontrollably, beneath him, her cunt nibbling up and down his hardened shaft with ever-building fury, white, tapered thighs jerking, splaying open and closed, toes curling and slaving buttocks moving her anus on his finger in abject submission to his double ravishment.


He couldn't wait any longer. Back behind his balls, he felt the building well of sperm attempting to break through the dam of hardened penile flesh. He began to pound into her with increased speed, depth and vigor, popping his finger from her now wide-stretched rectum to concentrate on his own driving need. Then, using both hands, he pressed her knees back, cruelly, until they framed her face, mashing back against her mounding young breasts until her whole genital plane was exposed and defenseless against his pile-driving cock.


. Charity's lovely face was contorted with wantonly reckless passion. She felt it coming to her, the dizzying heights of her orgasm poised on the brink of supreme rapture, and she began to croon up into his face.


"Oh, OOooh, OOOOooooh! Fuck m-me! Hard! Fuck me... deep... and hard!"


Slaving away above her, he stroked in and out of her, wildly, his jackhammering pelvis rocking her down deep into the mattress... and he could feel the walls of her cunt clasping and unclasping around his hardened length as he slammed his big, aching cock home with every stroke, the ever-expanding, blood-engorged head flicking her womb as it struck the far back wall of her vaginal glove with every surging plunge.


Then... then, it was there... for her!


It surged over her, drowning her in indescribable sensation. She tossed her head, wildly, as convulsive waves of orgasm swept over her, and she was transported, momentarily, on a cloud of vaporous euphoria and limitless, deep-space rapture. As from a distance, across time and space, she heard herself, repeating the ecstatic animallike cry of satiated female, "OOoooOOOOH! IIIII'mmmmm cuuummmmiiinng! AAAAAaaaaauuuuuggggghhh!"


Above her jerking body, her stepfather, battering into her naked, upturned loins, cradled between her wide splayed legs, felt the surging tremors rippling through her young pussy beneath him, even as he knew that his own was beginning for him, deep in his expanding balls.


... And, suddenly, he was cumming, too, the viscous, hot sperm jetting forcefully, in spurting founts of semen, from the lust-inflated tip of his cock far up into the moist, wildly clasping confines of her open, still hungrily sucking cuntal cavern.


"AAAuuugh! God... baby doll... that gorgeous cunt of yours... is milking my balls dry!" he panted; then, with an agonized groan, he collapsed on top of her, his full weight pinning her, immobile, to the mattress.


After long minutes, lying under him, muscles relaxing in stages into final quiescence and complete sexual satisfaction, she was aware that his long, slow breathing meant he was on the edge of sleep. She tried, futilely, to wriggle free of his weight.


He roused himself, groggily, "Hey... what...?"


Charity pushed hard up against his heavy chest. "Let me up..."


"Why...? Stay here... and rest for a little while..."


"No... Gabe...!" she said, firmly. "You got what you wanted... now I w-want to get up!"


"I sure as hell did...! And, you really popped, too! How was it?"


"It was... g-good... Gabe. Now, let me get up... I've got to go take care of m-myself... I-I might get pregnant..."


"Damn... that felt like more... later on... so stick around!"


"All right... later's okay for me..." she lied. "Can I get up, now?"


"Yeah... well, all right, but get your ass right back in here with me!"


Reluctantly, then, he rolled from her, his cock pulling from her with a faint wet sucking noise. She raised herself to a sitting position and noted that his lancing member of a few moments ago was now rapidly deflating. Sliding across the bed, she swung her legs to the floor, and with her hand clasping her cleft walked quickly, in her nakedness, into the bathroom. She didn't look back at her stepfather, lying nude in the middle of the big, double bed, for she had no intention of ever returning to that room. She closed the door, firmly, behind her and shot the bolt to lock him out of her life... forever.


CHAPTER SIX


A half-formed plan was in Charity's mind when she gained the temporary sanctuary of the bathroom; it was a plan to make good her flight from that house that was no longer a home. She had to act, decisively, on the instant. There was no time to lose!


Turning on the taps, she refreshed herself, quickly; then, leaving the water running and hoping the sound would cover her movements, she went into her own bedroom, rummaged in the drawers for clean panties and bra and put them on to cover her curvaceous nakedness.


In her closet, she found a long-neglected airline flight bag and stuffed in extra underwear, a couple of blouses, a slip and a skirt. Not daring to take time for packing more than that, she slipped on a pair of shoes and tiptoed out of her room, across the dining room to the kitchen and on out to the back porch to Donnie's little cubicle of a room.


She put the small canvas flight bag on his mussed bed and delved into his closet. She found one of his shirts and a pair of blue jeans. Putting them on, she shrugged the jeans over her swelling hips and found they fit her rather tightly, but she was afraid to take more time to look for a larger pair. Next, she found one of Donnie's old baseball type hats and put it on, trying to tuck up her long, auburn hair to confine it, somewhat. One of her brother's windbreakers completed her outfit. A womanly glance in the mirror told her that she had not really made a transformation. It had been a vague hope that she would be able to disguise herself well enough to pass for a boy, but the swell of her hips and buttocks inside the jeans and the tell-tale shape of full-mounding breasts showing under the boy's shirt could not be hidden. It would have to do, she decided, knowing that time wasted now could be her undoing.


Her mind was clear, and she was alert and ready. Picking up the light bag, she eased herself from Donnie's room, her ears attuned for any sound within the old house. Good! He was still in the bedroom... hopefully, sound asleep, or merely lounging at ease, at least.


Nimbly, she slipped through the back door and ran, lightly across the back yard toward the rear gate opening into the alley. Her heart pounded with excitement. She was going to make it!


"CHARITY!"


It was Gabe! His commanding voice stopped her in her tracks. Oh, God... no!


She turned to face him, absolute dread in her. He stood at the back door, still nude, his face contorted with anger.


"Where the hell are you going?" he demanded.


"I-I'm leaving... for good!" she said and turning walked through the gate into the alley, realizing that he could not possibly pursue her... naked.


"Come back here!" he yelled.


Charity kept walking. She didn't look back when she heard Gabe slam the back door.


It was a little after 1:00 p.m. when she thumbed a ride downtown, and from there walked out along the street designated as an interstate highway through town. Soon, she was out of the congested area, and she walked along, alert to the traffic, her thumb waving, asking, mutely, for a ride, willing to take her chances with whomever she rode... as long as they were going east.


***


Jack Leonard rolled to his side from his cradled position between Charity's mother's long, smooth tapering thighs, his thick cock sliding out of her gently clasping vaginal passage with a slight pop, a thin filament of semen connecting them for an instant, until he was on his back, and it finally broke. He was completely satiated, and he looked over at her appreciatively, taking in the curvy, youthful appearing contours of her body through still sex-hungry eyes. He had picked her up in the Palomino Club; she had seemed to be waiting for someone, but whoever he was, the man had not shown.


Jack had walked over to her booth, where she sat alone, and struck up an inane conversation, both of them knowing it was a pick-up attempt. He had not been wrong; she went with him willingly... and she had been great in bed. This was his second evening with her.


She fluffed a pillow for him and put it against the headboard while he rummaged for a pack of cigarettes, lighting one for himself and offering her one, too.


"No, thanks, I don't smoke... remember," she said, smiling over at him, relaxed... sexually satisfied, herself.


He drew smoke into his lungs and studied the glowing end of his cigarette, thoughtfully, then he said, "Dottie... I've been trying to figure you out... you're a damned beautiful woman... all alone, here in Phoenix... playing the part of a hooker... but there's something about you... you're not a real pro, at all. There's something domestic about you... like you ought of have a husband and kids..."


Dottie's eyes glistened. It was strange, this man's insight into her, his being able to look beyond the obvious, and she responded to it.


"I-I have two children..." she murmured.


"Boys...?"


"A boy... a-and a g-girl..."


"Husband...?"


She was thoughtful for a moment, trying to judge just how much she should tell this big, rangy stranger. Finally, she said, "He's basically a g-good man... but I-I..."


"... But, what...?" he prodded.


"H-He drinks... and can't hold a j-job..."


"... And, you've had to support him... and the kids?"


"I... I ran away..." she confessed.


It was his turn to be thoughtful before answering, "Well... I can see you had quite a burden... but why run away from it?"


Dottie turned away from him, her face to the wall, the tears running freely and unchecked, now. She sobbed, "Our l-lives... absolute m-mess... you'd n-never believe..."


"Why don't you try...?"


"Wh-What do you m-mean...?"


"Tell me about it... I listen good..."


Little by little, detail by sordid detail, he was able to draw the story from her, asking questions, listening to her answers, trying to see things from her point of view, but not making any comments. When her recounting of all that happened up to the point of her leaving and subsequent arrival in Phoenix was finished, he told her. "I can understand most of it... and I can sure see that you had had as much as you could stand... but there's one thing I think you made a mistake on... you should have gathered up that young daughter of yours and taken her with you...!"


It was the brutal truth. She recognized it for that, and she was immediately contrite, willing to admit that she was wrong. "Oh, God... you're right... that was when she needed me the most... wasn't it!" She was clear-eyed and decisive, now.


Later, dressed and ready to leave her, there in her motel room, Jack Leonard had made a decision to involve himself in Dottie's life. He said, off-handedly, "I've got to make a run over to L.A., tomorrow... how'd set with you if I stopped by, on my way back... and bring your daughter back here to Phoenix with me...?"


It was an answer to her unspoken prayers. "Oh, Jack... would you...? I know it's the right thing... now!"


"I'll need the address... and your daughter's name."


"Her name's Charity... Charity Scott... a-and... here, let me write down the address for you!" She was excited, almost girlish in her enthusiasm. "Maybe, I should write a note to her... explaining..."


"All right... it'll make it easier for me..." he agreed. Sitting down, he waited the few moments it took her to pen the short note.


Dottie gave him the envelope and an impulsive kiss. "Thank you..." she murmured.


As Jack left her, somehow, her kiss, when she gave him the envelope, was more meaningful than the frantic ones of two hours before as she came to full, sexual arousal under him. He couldn't have explained it... but he knew that that particular kiss was given to him, freely, by the real woman -- a good woman, he knew, instinctively -- who resided, simultaneously within the beautiful but life-used body of Dottie Scott.


***


Sprawling drunkenly on the couch, Gabe grumbled at the knock on his door. "All right... all right..." he mumbled, "I'm coming..."


He heaved himself, unsteadily, to his feet and staggered to the door. Opening it he saw a tall, spare man standing on the porch. "Yeah...?" he asked, trying to focus his bleary eyes on the stranger.


"Mr. Scott...?" Jack queried, amiably.


"Yeah... what do y' want?"


"Actually, I want to speak with your daughter, Charity..."


"She's not here...!"


"Where could I get in touch with her?"


"How'n hell would I know... she ran away...!"


"Ran away from home...?"


"Yeah... I don't know what got into her..." Gabe said, then, finally, focusing on Jack, he asked, "who the hell are you... asking all these questions?"


"Just a friend of a friend... passing through... thought I'd stop by and say hello..." he evaded.


"Name...?"


"I'm Jack Leonard..." He stuck out his hand.


Gabe ignored him. "Sorry... can't help you!" He started to close the door.


Jack stopped the closure with a big hand, asking mildly, "How about your son... maybe he'd know where she is?"


"Donnie...? He's in the hospital... all shot up... they took a .45 slug out of him!"


"Which hospital?"


"County General... why?"


"I'll stop by and see him..."


Gabe bristled. "What's your game? You're too damned interested in my kids! You a cop... or something...?"


"No... like I said, I'm a sort of a friend of a friend... just passing through Redfern... that's all..."


Jack Leonard turned to leave. "Thanks..." he said, anxious to be gone, trying to control an urge to slam a fist into Gabe's slack, drunken face.


"Who's this friend of a friend... you're talking about?"


The big man faced him again and said, "I don't think you'd know her... maybe you never did... really know her!"


"Well... what's her name... damn it?"


"Dottie!" Jack Leonard said. "Dottie Scott!"


He walked, quickly, to his car at the curb, got in and drove away toward the avenue.


Gabe came after him, shouting, "Dottie? Where the hell is she? WHERE IS SHE?"


His voice was drowned out in the roar of the big car's engine. He stumbled and fell, and could only watch as the car disappeared from sight. "WHERE IS THAT BITCH?" he screamed.


***


Once he gained permission to see Don Scott, Jack was able to gain his confidence, revealing where his mother was and telling him that she was safe and well; further, he explained why he was in Redfern, attempting to find his sister, Charity. He, also, related his conversation with Gabe.


"Was he smashed... as usual?" Don asked.


"Yes, I'm afraid he was!"


"... And, you say Charity split?"


Jack grinned. "Yes... Gabe said she ran away..."


"That's great!" Don smiled. "I was afraid she wouldn't make it... she was really afraid he'd..."


"Afraid...? Of what...?" Jack probed.


Don became serious. He asked, "You really want to help Charity... and Mom?"


"Yes... yes, I do..."


"All right... I'll lay it on you... give it to you like it is!"


"Okay!"


"I was trying to get Charity away... she was afraid our old man would try to rape her... that's why I tried that stupid robbery... to get some money, so's we could split! All she had was me... and I fucked up!"


"Do you know where she'd head for?"


"East! I told her to head for New Mexico!" Don told him.


"Why?" Jack wanted to know.


"L.A. and San Francisco are no place to be on the street, right now! Where it is is the communes... and New Mexico's the best!" Don said.


"Would she do it because you told her to?"


"I think so!"


"It's not much to go on, but I'll try!" Jack told the boy.


***


The big freight truck, pulling double trailers sixty feet long overall, a sleeper behind the seat and requiring the services of two drivers, ground to a stop alongside Charity where she stood at the side of the highway. She looked up, almost seven feet above the ground, at the man who leaned out of the side window and said, "Where are you headed?"


"New Mexico..."


"Hop in... if you want a ride we're going through New Mexico..." he said, with a disarming smile.


"Well... I-I don't know..." Charity said, doubting the wisdom of accepting a ride in a truck... with two drivers. "... I-I was trying to catch a r-ride... in a car..."


She had been trying for over an hour and a half to thumb a ride, but the motoring public -- especially travelers -- she discovered was apprehensive about picking up hitchhikers. Several cars had slowed down, but the drivers had sped on, after looking her over, and she was, rapidly, getting discouraged.


"People aren't picking up hitchhikers like they used to... too many things happening nowadays," he said, re-enforcing her own feelings; then, "Good luck..."


The driver shifted into gear and the truck began to move, the big diesel engine developing an ear-splitting roar as the huge rig began to inch forward.


"W-Wait!" Charity yelled.


The truck shuddered to a stop, and she noted that another truck, painted the same bright blue had stopped just behind the first.


"You change your mind?" the co-driver asked, leaning out his window.


"Y-Yes... I've got to have a ride... even for a little ways... maybe you could let me off in Palm Springs..."


"All right... hop in here! Palm Springs it is!" he opened the door, smiling down at her and offering her a hand to boost her up.


"Th-Thank you... ever so much!"


Just before the door was opened for her, Charity read the sign on the side of the cab: J. L. TRUCK LINES; Phoenix, Arizona; San Francisco, Los Angeles, Phoenix, Albuquerque, El Paso, Dallas, Oklahoma City.


"I'm Pete..." the co-driver said. "My partner's name is Jeff... and you're...?"


"Charity..."


CHAPTER SEVEN


The caravan of two trucks stopped at a lunchstand catering to truckers on the outskirts of Palm Springs.


"You hungry?" Pete asked her as the big freight rig came to a stop. "We usually have pie and coffee about this time."


Charity was hungry; she had had very little breakfast and no lunch. She had no money at all.


"Y-Yes... I am feeling a l-little hungry..." she admitted.


Pete escorted her into the small cafe, selecting a booth near the back. They were joined in a few moments by Jeff, the driver of the truck she was riding in and the two drivers from the second truck. Jeff introduced them as Matt and Brad.


It was a congenial lunch, the men joking boisterously, and including her in their conversation, making her feel a part of their group as they touched on various subjects.


Charity was feeling completely at ease with the four men; not once had they said or done anything untoward to give her an inkling of their plans for her. As they pushed back empty plates and finished off second cups of strong, black coffee, Jeff said to her, "It's sometimes hard to get a ride out of Palm Springs... you could get stuck here all night! Why don't you just stick with us... until we get to Phoenix, maybe..."


She looked around at the circle of friendly faces. They all seemed to be such open, friendly men, rather straightforward, somewhat rough, perhaps, but certainly they were not men who would take advantage of a young girl, alone; besides, Matt had said that he had a daughter near Charity's age. Jeff, the oldest had mentioned, somewhat boastfully that he had a two-year old grandson.


"We'd sure like to have you along," Jeff added, "to sort of help liven things up a bit."


"All right... I-I'll go with you, then... as far as Phoenix..."


"I've got to get our thermos bottles filled with hot coffee," Jeff said. "I'll be right with you." He excused himself and went to the truck for the thermoses.


Pete and the other two men, trailed by Charity, trooped out to the trucks where they busied themselves checking over the big rigs to make sure everything was functioning correctly and safely.


"We have to do this every time we stop," Pete told her.


"Why is that?" she asked trying to show an interest in his work.


"Safety regulations... we have to be sure everything's all right; otherwise, we can't operate on the highways."


"That sounds like a good thing..." she observed.


"Yeah... we never know when they'll inspect us..."


"I see..." she said, inanely, wishing now that they were moving, again, putting more miles between her and Redfern, California.


Jeff returned with the freshly filled thermos bottles, swung up into the right-hand seat and gave Charity a hand-up to the high cab. He leaned out and told Pete: "You go ahead and take over herding this rig for a while!"


"Okay!" Pete climbed into the driver's seat, started the powerful diesel, clutched it into gear and moved out on the highway, shifting smoothly through the numerous gears.


After an hour or so, Jeff poured steaming coffee for them. He and Pete had their coffee black, but Jeff poured hers from the other container. "I noticed you used cream and sugar, so I had this one fixed up special for you," Jeff told her. "Hope you like it."


Charity accepted the creamy, sweet coffee, gratefully. "I don't see how you can drink it black, like that... it always seems so bitter."


Later, after a second cup, she yawned, deeply, and confessed that she felt terribly sleepy.


"Well, just crawl on back there in the sleeper where you can stretch out," Jeff said.


"Thank you... I will..." She clambered up into the almost coffinlike box behind the seat and laid down, feeling more drowsy every moment.


She was in a twilight state of semiconsciousness. The drone of the voices of the two men in the cab was muted, drowned, partially, in the roar of the mighty engine as it ground along, pulling a long grade.


"How much... give her... in that... coffee?" Pete.


Their voices cut in and out. She yawned.


"Enough... sleep... until we get to... Salome..." Jeff's voice.


"... Hurt her... will it?"


She was missing whole words and sentences, now. It was terribly hard to concentrate. They seemed to be talking about her. Something in the coffee? Sleep...? Her eyes closed. She couldn't keep them open.


"Last one... we had... one hell of a lot of... fun..." Jeff, again.


Deep sleep was overtaking her, but something seeped through her consciousness: they p-put something... in the coffee... t-to make me s-sleepy! God... can't stay awake... got t-to get out of here... g-get away!


Her regular breathing told the two men in the truck cab that she was sound asleep... knocked out... drugged!


Jeff looked back at her and reported, "She's out like a light! Damn! I can hardly wait!"


"We'll have to... now!" Pete reminded.


"Yeah, I know... Remember, now... she's supposed to be your wife!"


"No sweat!" Pete said, grinning lewdly. "I'd sure as hell rather crawl into bed with her than with the old bat I'm married to!"


"She's damned nice!" Jeff agreed.


He leaned into the sleeping compartment and fumbled with the buttons of her shirt, opening it halfway to her waist; then he slid his hand inside to fondle her breasts. "Damn!" he breathed. "Young and tender... just the way I like them!"


Down below, his penis jerked to attention and bulged out in his pants. "Christ! She's a gorgeous looking little piece of tail!"


"No free samples, yet!" Pete kidded.


Jeff turned back to face the road. "Just a little preview, is all!"


The two-truck caravan rumbled through Blythe. Since their cargo was not produce, there was no entomological inspection by Arizona Agricultural Inspectors, but they were waved into a truck weigh station several miles further on down the highway.


A Highway Patrolman, a member of the weighing team asked about the woman sleeping in the sleeper.


"My wife..." Pete lied easily. "She conked out on us... said she wasn't feeling too good..."


"What seems to be wrong?"


"She's about six weeks along... and her stomach's kind of squeamish!" He laughed. "You know how it is...?"


"Pregnant...?"


Pete grinned, lewdly, "Knocked-up solid!" he said.


"Well... just let her sleep, then... we won't bother her," the patrolman said, agreeing, tacitly, to bend the regulations, slightly.


Vaguely, Charity was aware that they had stopped. She had to get out of there! Her muscles wouldn't respond. Call out for help! Dear God! I-I need someone... anyone... t-to help me! She couldn't form the words to call out! She was absolutely helpless.


Then, they were moving, again, and the hypnotic roar of the engine, the whine of the tires and the gently rocking motion of the truck as it sped down the highway, combined with the drug in her bloodstream to keep her fast asleep.


She was not aware that the trucks stopped one more time in a turn-out at the side of the road while the four men conferred.


Jeff told them, "We've still got to have a good reason for stopping... otherwise the boss'll be on our backs!"


"All right, but what?" Brad asked.


"A tire's easiest..." Jeff said. "Just let the air out of one of the inside duals... it'll take at least two hours to get it off and back on!"


"Where...?" Pete queried.


"Salome... We'll check into a motel, then bring her in!"


CHAPTER EIGHT


Charity awoke, groggily, to find herself lying on a bed. The ceiling swam into focus, first, then gradually, the room began to take on substance and outline; finally, she could assess what her senses told her: she was nude on the bed. The four men, drivers and co-drivers of the two trucks were in the room with her. Jeff sat on the edge of the bed, nearest her, a glass in his hand, smiling, lewdly, down at her nakedness. Brad sat on the foot of the bed smoking a cigarette. Lounging at ease, just taking a long draught from his glass, Pete sat in a gaily upholstered chair. Matt sat on a straight chair leaned back against the wall.


"She's waking up!" Jeff warned.


"Christ! It's about time!" Matt commented.


Her eyes fluttered open wide, then, and she looked around the room, alarm and fear surging through her. All four men were watching her, avidly.


She struggled to sit up. "Wh-What...?" she managed, a scream rising to her throat.


Jeff's hand went tight over her mouth. He hissed down at her. "Not a peep out of you!"


Rolling her head from side to side, she tried to escape his restraining hand; then, as she tried to use her hands to tug his hand away from her mouth, her wrists were seized in dual, stronghanded imprisonment.


"Hold her, tight!" Jeff grunted.


Charity heaved up against him, lashing out with a knee at the same time. Likewise, now, her ankles were grabbed and held in strong hands. She lay spread-eagle, held immobile by four men, Jeff's hand still clapped, tightly, over her mouth.


"Now, you little bitch!" Jeff panted. "We're not going to hurt you... unless we have to! We're just going to have us a little gang fuck... with you!"


She tried vainly to escape their tight handholds on her.


Jeff went on, "No use to try to get away! Now, all you have to do is cooperate! Make up your mind to that... and you'll be all right! You know what we want!?"


Charity stared in disbelief up at him, her eyes pleading for mercy. My God! F-Four of them!


"You understand what I'm saying?"


Her head wagged in the affirmative, and he added, "All four of us are going to gang fuck you... one way or another... and whether you cooperate or not!"


Desperately, she thrashed arms, legs and head, in another futile attempt to gain her freedom. They held her tight and let her struggle against them for several moments.


"Goddamn... we'll have to tie her and gag her!" she heard Matt say who was holding one of her legs.


"Okay! Bitch! You asked for it! Tie her up... and get something to gag her with!" Jeff ordered.


Pete's voice, now, louder than the others, gained their attention, "Christ! Fucking a woman that's tied up isn't much fun! You don't know yet whether she'll cooperate or not... ask her... then let her answer! She can't answer with your hand over her mouth!"


"Okay... go ahead, smart-ass... ask her, yourself!" Jeff grunted.


"Listen, doll," Pete said, close to her ear, "you know what's going to happen to you, one way or another, don't you?"


Charity shook her head up and down, tears glistening in her eyes. She knew! The prospect frightened her, beyond all reason, but she didn't want to be tied up. That was even worse!


He went on, "If we don't tie you up... will you play ball with us... don't yell... or try to make a break for it!"


It was a minuscule alternative. No matter what she did, what she agreed to do... or not do, she was going to be subjected to the sexual desires of all four of them... at the same time! My God... how could I ever do it? Four men... at the same time... i-it would k-kill me! Then, one of the men -- it must have been Matt, she decided -- ran his hand, gently and sinuously up her thighs, and, unerringly, drew a moist finger through the coral furrow of her loins, parting the lightly curling, auburn pubic hair to find the softly pulsing bud of her clitoris. The sensuous contact caused her to jerk her hips away and writhe them down into the soft mattress. Unwanted sex thrills flashed through her, instantly, and she knew the answer she must give. Her head moved up and down in the affirmative. If it has to happen, anyway... I don't want to be t-tied up and g-gagged...


"Take your hand off her mouth!" Pete told Jeff.


Her mouth was freed. She licked her lips and looked up at the circle of faces above her. It was then she discovered that they had prepared for this; the bed had been dismantled and the mattress lay directly on the floor.


"You do understand the conditions, don't you?" Pete asked.


"Y-Yes..." Her voice was dull.


"You want a drink...?" Brad asked, pushing a water glass under her nose.


"P-Please... I-I would like to have some water..."


"I'm talking about whiskey..." Brad said.


Whiskey! Perhaps it would help... at least it might dull things a little for her.


"All right... I'll have a drink!" Charity said with decision.


"It'll help..." It was Brad, again; he put an arm under her shoulders and lifted her to a sitting position. Thrusting the glass into her hand, he slopped cheap bourbon into it. "Sorry... no mixer... no ice... just drink it neat!"


She sipped. The fiery liquid burned her throat, and she made a wry face. "UUugh!"


"Come on... drink it down!" Jeff snapped. He took the glass from her, placed it to her lips and tilted it. "Drink it!" he commanded. The raw liquor spilled down her throat, and he would not allow her to stop drinking until the glass was empty.


Charity gasped for breath. It seemed as though her whole insides were seared, and the warmth was beginning to spread through her whole body.


"Ugh! That's h-horrible stuff!"


Pete moved in behind her, his hands going around, under her arms, to capture the fullness of a youthful breast in each callused palm. Purposefully, he kneaded and massaged the soft, smoothness of them, the satiny skin sliding through his hands sensuously. Then, she felt the hairiness of his chest pressed up against her back... and lower down, the hard warmth of his erect penis brushed the small of her back. He was naked! She decided that he must have been undressing while the whiskey was being forced down her... and now, he was squatting or kneeling behind her, fondling her breasts, with his cock, already hardened, shoved up against her warm flesh. She shuddered. It had begun!


Shakily, she asked, "C-Can I-I have another one... before you do it to me?"


"Okay..." Jeff said, dubiously, "but we don't want you to get too swacked to shake that hot little ass of yours, baby!"


The glass was put into her hand, again, an inch of bourbon in it. She raised it to her lips and took a large gulp.


"Take it easy, baby!" Matt warned. "That's pretty powerful stuff... if you're not used to it."


Charity looked down at him where he sat, near her feet, his hands busy moving up and down the smooth, soft columns of her thighs. She said, "I-I need s-something strong..."


They watched her as she drank, sipping now, and letting the searing liquid slide down her throat. She hated it... but she wanted to be completely numb. When she finished the last drop, Jeff took the glass from her hand; Pete, behind her, laid her down on the soft mattress and slithered down beside her. Instantly, he sought for and captured her mouth with his, his tongue bursting through her lips to slide deeply into her throat. Strangely, and perhaps because of the helplessness of her position, she found herself responding to him, her own tongue lashing out to joust with his. One of his hands caressed her full-mounding breast, rolling the pink bud of her nipple between his fingers until it speared out hard, the areola puckering up at its base.


Then, Brad, who had rapidly stripped himself naked, stretched out on the other side of her, his warm body snuggling close, and she felt the hard rod of his prick press up tight against her smooth, white thigh. It seemed to be the twin, massive and long, of Pete's whose hardened cock pressed hard against the other thigh. Now, Brad's mouth was on her other breast, sucking and nibbling, voraciously, drawing the nipple and the areola completely into his mouth.


The liquor in her bloodstream began to spread its warmth through her body, the searing heat of it seeming to concentrate in her loins where tiny, tingling thrills of unwanted sexual excitation had begun to play a game of erotic leapfrog. An uncontrollable moan escaped her lips. She had to face the inevitable: even though she was being subjected to these rapacious outrages against her body, she was helpless to stop them, in the first place, and in the second instance, she was responding to them, against her will. She had hoped that the alcohol would numb her to the point where she could go through with it... but not be a part of it. It was hopeless. Her body was responding just as it had with Gabe... and with her brother and his friend, Ray Donahue.


Matt's voice came to her, from a distance; she looked up to see him, standing near her feet, stepping out of his pants. His erection lanced out through the fly of his shorts. He stripped them off, and his lust-inflated member stood out at an acute angle from his hairy loins, the sperm-filled scrotum swinging, heavily, below. "Christ... I've got to get my mouth on that sweet little cunt!" he grunted, dropping to his knees.


Then, she watched, horrified, as he pulled her knees up, flexing them, his hands going down her soft, inner thighs, forcing them to splay apart. Briefly, she resisted him, trying to keep her knees together, but he growled, "Goddamn it! Open your legs, bitch! If I have to..."


He didn't have to finish his threat. Charity knew -- although she had not been mistreated, yet -- that if she did resist, they would not hesitate to beat her, unmercifully. It was there in their powerful, hulking bodies... and in the fact they had carried out their planned rape... drugging her and bringing her to this motel room. She had no idea of where she was. The thing uppermost in her mind was to do what she must, without risking the possibility of being hurt, seriously. She allowed her legs, then, to be spread apart, slowly, and she heard his gasp and the wash of his warm breath over the sensitive flesh of her now widely exposed vaginal slit.


She could feel the moisture as it gathered there, exuding from the nearly aroused walls of her softly palpitating cunt. Then, his long, wet tongue taunted at the opening, at the tiny bearded mouth of her passage, for a long moment before he plunged it into her searing depths. Wildly, he moved it in and out, duplicating the motion of Pete's tongue in her mouth. She moaned, involuntarily, and sucked on the long lingual member that raced in and out of her throat so hungrily.


Shifting upward, then, Matt's lips nibbled their way through the searing, coraline flesh to find the tiny, erect miniature phallus, hiding in its folds of flesh, the sparse, pubic hair parting as his tongue pressured into it, tantalizingly.


Both Pete and Brad could feel the deep shock of it in her. The sparking are was grounded in her sensitive loins, the surge of it causing her to writhe her buttocks down and away from the erotic, super-charged sensations. In an instant, unconsciously, uncontrollably, her now fully aroused cunt moved, undulantly, up to Matt's plundering mouth.


"Oh... OOoohh... OOOooohhh!" she moaned into Pete's mouth.


Exquisite sensations multiplied themselves in her, and she could do nothing to stop them. The alcohol she had absorbed had not deadened the nerve ends of her body to them; if anything, she was more alive to their manipulations. She savored Pete's tongue in her mouth and his hand that roamed over her body, returning always to a breast, fondling and caressing it, the taut, smooth roundness of it satiny in his hand, the nipple spoked out pertly into his palm.


At the other breast, Brad still nibbled and sucked, unceasingly, at that nipple, his hand, too, smoothing down across her flat belly to caress the lesser mound just above Matt's licking, sucking mouth.


... And, now, Matt took the throbbing, erectile clitoris into his teeth, holding it, lightly, while his tongue danced in a circle directly on the tiny head of her throbbingly alive female bud.


The sensations generated in her aroused body was almost more than she could stand. Her naked, exposed genitals rose up to the tantalizing mouth, and she groped with both hands down to the center of her sexual being, searching for and finding Matt's head. She took hold of his hair and pulled his face tight up to her needful, sensation-filled cunt.


"Oh, Godddd!" she breathed into Pete's mouth.


"Okay, Matt! That's enough of that fancy stuff! It's time to do some plain ole fucking!" It was Jeff's voice.


Suddenly, Matt's mouth was jerked away from her seething loins. She looked down to see that Jeff had pulled him roughly away, and he now knelt between her widespread thighs, his hand grasping his huge, lust-inflated cock. She watched mesmerized as he drew the foreskin back to reveal the knob of its head, satiny smooth and fiery red, ready for action. She could see the clear viscous tear of moisture wetting its tip.


"You ready to be fucked?"


Charity hesitated for a moment, not answering. She was not going to beg in humiliation as she had with Gabe. The memory of it searing her once more.


"I-I don't have a choice... d-do I...?" she moaned in abject acceptance.


"No! You sure as hell don't!" Jeff snapped and dropped his weight on her, his pelvis cradled between her open legs, but his upper body supported on brawny, work-hardened arms. On either side, Brad and Pete moved away, slightly, making room for Jeff as he guided his hardened cock into her with no further preliminary.


The blood-engorged cockhead entered her tender, warmly wet young pussy, and Jeff forced it all the way in with one forceful lunge, using all of his strength to shove his huge, tumescent rod deep into her quivering belly. The defensively lubricated sheath of her cuntal passage was clenched, the massive head pushing waves of her tight, vaginal walls ahead of it. It felt to her like a great, unpeeled log being shoved into her without mercy.


She screamed aloud with the sudden stretching pain. Every ridge of his hardened cock was evident to her, as he slammed into her, his pubic bone crashing into hers and his balls slapped up tight and hard into her naked, upturned buttocks.


"OOOoooOOOOoooooOO! Th-That hurts!" Tears welled into her eyes.


"Shut up, bitch!" Jeff growled. "Another yell like that... and I'll knock your head off!"


Then, like an insane, unthinking automaton, he began to fuck in and out of her, completely oblivious of her groans of pain. He pulled almost all the way out, only to plunge back in, again, with punishing force. Faster and deeper he drove it into her, interested only in achieving his own satisfaction. She began to lubricate more after a few moments, and it became more bearable; however, there was nothing she could do. She couldn't move with him or against him. All she could do was lie there, on her back, and accept his buffeting cock into her young and tender cuntal passage that protested, painfully with each slamming stroke.


She could never have explained it, but suddenly, she began to feel it, herself; his pummeling cudgel wasn't hurting as much. The abraded passage adjusted to his vicious pounding, and before she knew it, she was fully aroused and wanting it.


Her hips began to move, countering his pile-driving thrusting hips, undulating them up to him, wantonly, as she took his massive cock deep up into her vaginal tunnel.


I didn't want it this way!


Suddenly, she knew that Jeff was driving for his ejaculation. He panted and groaned on top of her, his lustful prick soaring in and out like a runaway steam engine.


Jeff felt it, too. Then, it was there. He drove his cock deep in her gently clasping pussy, his balls slapping up against her full, white buttocks... and held himself there, unmoving, while his lewd, hot sperm hosed through him to splash, forcefully, against the back wall of her womb.


"AAAuuughh! Chriiiiiist!" he exploded.


Desperately, she bucked up against him, wanting him to continue, but his rapidly deflating penis could not function, now. He would have to have a period of rest. His frantic plungings into her had only served to arouse her, fully.


***


Jack Leonard stopped along the highway, several times, questioning cafe countermen, service station attendants and motel managers as to whether they had seen a runaway girl hitchhiking towards New Mexico. He had only a sketchy description of her and how she was dressed from Donnie, but he was dogged in his determination.


Many of these people knew him from long association.


One counterman told him, "Well Jack... I saw a girl who looked a little bit like that, but she was dressed in boy's clothes. She was in here with some of your drivers..."


"You sure they were my men?"


"Hell! Jack... I know your rigs when I see them!"


"All right... thanks..." he said, making sure to leave a dollar tip tucked under the saucer of his half-full coffee cup.


It was little enough to go on, but he decided it might be worthwhile to check some of his own trucks as he saw them along the highway. Let me see... there should be four or five east-bound rigs, today... Two from San Francisco... and three out of Los Angeles... and those two from 'Frisco are running together! That accounts for the counterman saying SOME of my drivers... and knowing my RIGS. Let's see... who'd they be... Jeff Riggs and Peter Dolan... and the other one's Bradley Dawson and Matt Richardson...


Mentally, he pinpointed the two trucks he would be watching for, hoping that by some wild coincidence he might be able to find Dottie's daughter for her. He knew she would be pleased... and somehow, for longer than he wanted to remember, he felt like pleasing a woman. The memory of Dottie was strong in him. Then... he caught himself up short: What in hell am I doing... mooning over her? I swore I'd never give another woman a chance to get at me... inside of me, where I live! Come off it! She's just another cunt!


***


As Jeff's pounding cock stopped, for her, in mid-stream, and she felt his hot, white semen cascade into her, his rock-hard member deflating, she felt as though she had been left hanging in mid-air, unfilled and unfulfilled.


"OOOooooh!" she moaned. "Keep going! Keep fucking my cunt!" She groaned it out, spontaneously, from the core of her very being, and she couldn't believe that she had said it.


"Get the hell off of her, Jeff... and let a real man fuck her! You heard what she said!" It was Brad lying beside her. He scrambled up and gave Jeff a shove, rolling the older man to one side.


Brad came to kneel between her wide-splayed thighs and looked down at her young, now overheated pussy. Uncontrollably, her hips undulated her loins up to him, and she heard herself murmur, "Oh, Pete! Fuck me...! P-Please...?!"


"She's really wanting to be fucked, now!" Matt chortled. "Let's get her up ass-backward... so she can handle more than one at a time!"


Charity felt herself being turned over, her hips hauled up until she was on her knees, her round, full-sculpted buttocks upturned nakedly in the air behind her, as she rested on her elbows.


Kneeling behind her, Brad used his hands to spread her defensively clenching buttocks wide, then guided his steel-hard rod of flesh straight into her wildly clasping cuntal sheath. He flicked his hips and drove his aching cock deep up into her already sperm-filled depths. She gasped, as she realized the size of him. He was larger by far than Jeff who had just shot his alien cum up into her unsatiated cunt.


"My God! I-It's too big!" she wailed.


Several times, he worked it in and out of her, and she adjusted to its monstrous size. Then, as he began to fuck into her smoothly from behind, the wild sensations returned, again, to her, and she ground her naked buttocks back against the hair of his groin, counterpointing his virile thrusts, his huge cock soaring deep up into her belly, the blood-engorged head lodging with every stroke at the extreme capacity of her cuntal passage.


At the time, she felt it was the most natural thing in the world to take Pete's long, straight and thin cock into her mouth when she felt it brush her lips. He lay sideways in front of her, his hardened member lancing straight out at her side-turned face.


"Here, doll... suck on my cock!" he ordered.


Automatically, unthinking, responding only to the erotic stimulus, she opened her mouth and took the satiny, blood-filled head of Pete's prick between her lips, ovaling them over it, her tongue beginning to lave it in hungry little swirls around the corona; then she tried to push the tip of her tongue into the tiny slit, and she felt the shock of the sensations it caused him, as the long member jerked and throbbed in her mouth. Gradually, he began to push up against her, flexing his hips to force the long, hardened cock deeper into her mouth... and into her throat. She accepted it; almost all of it but a little stretch was now absorbed into her tiny mouth and deep into her throat.


"Damn it!" she heard Matt growl. "I've got to get some of that tight, little cunt, too!"


"Wait your turn!" Brad snapped.


"Hell no! I've waited too long, already! Anyway, we can both take her... at the same time!" Matt insisted.


"How...?"


"Easy! One of us in her cunt... the other one in her ass!"


Charity wanted to cry out in protest at the lewd suggestion, but she couldn't. Her mouth was filled with Pete's throbbing cock which he now fucked in and out wildly, as she hollowed her cheeks sucking voraciously on it. Dear God! Th-That's inhuman... impossible! They c-can't do THAT t-to me!


Then, she felt Matt's hands, cupping smoothing and caressing the rounded orbs of her buttocks, his hands sliding down between Brad's flexing pelvis that pistoned his big cock in her and her own quivering, clenching behind. One of his fingers delved into the crease, searching for her palpitant rear entry. He found the puckering, brown, nether entrance and pushed at it, experimentally, the tip of his finger going into her past the tiny clenching muscle barrier. Having found the route, he shoved hard, his finger moving into the soft, spongy flesh of her anus. Charity screamed, inwardly, her throat working, but no sound escaping her around the huge cock fucking up into her throat and mouth.


For a few moments, he sawed his finger in and out of her resisting back passage, in time to the thundering cock of the one called Brad, behind her. He added a second finger, thrusting both into her tortured anus, brutally.


Heaving herself up on her hands, kneeling now on all fours, she was able to clear her mouth of Pete's long, hard penis. She screamed. "OOOoooooohhhhh! Gooooddddd! D-Don't!"


CRACK!


Jeff slapped a naked buttock. He gritted, "Shut up, bitch! We warned you not to scream!"


She sobbed out, "Wh-Why don't you j-just fuck m-me in the cunt... b-but don't d-do THAT t-to me."


"That's great!" Matt chortled. "She knows all about it!"


"NOOoooo!" she moaned.


"If you don't... you soon will! You're just about stretched enough, now!" Matt went on. Then, to Brad: "Shove your cock in her hairless little asshole, now... and I'll guarantee you there's nothing hotter or tighter in the whole world!"


He pulled his fingers from her searing back passage. The one called Brad slipped out of her wildly clasping cunt and placed the tip of his rock-hard cock at the tiny, cringing anal mouth, and Matt used both hands to pull her buttocks far apart to expose her completely to this unnatural ravishment.


"Come on... shove it in her!" Matt snapped.


The man behind her flexed his hips, forcefully popping the head of his tumescent member an inch into the warm sponginess of her backside. She began to moan loudly, but Jeff was there, instantly, to clap a hand over her mouth. "Not another peep!" the older man ground out close to her ear.


Brad pushed harder into the smooth rubbery flesh. It went in another inch. She felt as if a red-hot forging were being shoved into her back between her open buttocks.


"Ram it all the way up her!" Matt hissed, his eyes bulging at the sight of his friends hardened cock sunk into the young teen-ager's ovally stretched rectal mouth. Then, with superhuman effort, sweat popping out on his brow, the exquisite pleasure-pain almost too much for him, Brad strained, using all the strength of his back and legs... and drove his massive, blood-engorged cock all the way into her tightly resisting little rectum with one prodigious effort.


The pain of it was more than she could bear. Her vision dimmed; there was a roaring in her ears... and she screamed and screamed, soundlessly, into the one called Jeff's restraining hand.


She felt the great presence, in her rear passage, expand involuntarily several times, and to her amazement, she began to adjust to it, as he moved it, experimentally, in her.


"Now, turn her over!" Matt grunted.


Brad wrapped his muscular arms around her, tightly, and rolled to his side, she following; then, he squirmed over onto his back, heaving her up to lie on his stomach, his hardened cock still sunk far up inside her wide-stretched rectal passage.


Now, the one called Matt knelt in between their legs and pulled her knees up, slightly, splaying the tapered white columns of her thighs wide. He guided his cock right into her, without preparation, and drove it deeply home in the palpitating coral flesh of her young and tender cuntal passage.


Moaning with both the pain and the pleasure of it, she flailed her head, tossing her auburn hair about her contorted face. Jeff, realizing that she was adjusting to the two massive male cocks sunk deep in her loins, and would probably not cry out again said, "I'm going to uncover your mouth, now... but you'll have to promise to be quiet... okay?"


She nodded her head in agreement. God! T-Two of them up inside me at the same time. I-It feels l-like they're t-tearing me apart!


Above her, Matt began to fuck in and out of her, her sensate vaginal passage exploding with sensation. Little by little, she ground up to meet him the reverse movement, driving Brad's huge, lust-throbbing penis deep into her tightly locked anal passage.


... And... after a few moments, the rapture that came to her was immeasurable, as she began to move with abandoned wantoness, accepting the double ravishment of her loins in joyous ecstasy.


The one named Pete knelt, then, crossways over her, his aching cock throbbing just over her face. She opened her lips to take it, hungrily, into her mouth, sucking wildly on it, as he began to move in rhythm with the other two men, the one called Matt, above her, surging into her cunt, the one called Brad, below, flexing his hips up to move, smoothly, into her throbbing anal passage.


Rested, partially, but stimulated, erotically, to full arousal, again, Jeff could no longer stand merely to watch them; his hand went down to his wildly pulsing cock, grasping it and stroking himself to hardened readiness, then he moved close to the tangle of moving bodies, picked up Charity's hand and guided it to his massively erect prick. Curling her tiny hand around his throbbing member, he moved her hand up and down the great shaft to indicate his need to her.


Charity was filled with searingly erotic sensations, and she was, literally, filled up with cock. There was nothing in her world, at that moment in time, but cock. Matt fucking like a demon into her desperately clasping cunt. Behind and under her, Brad fucked wildly in and out of her hotly clasping rear passage, feeling as he did, the massive bulge of Matt's huge cock, sliding in the sheath of her vagina, the separating tissue feeling almost nonexistent between the two plundering cocks.


In her mouth, she had Pete's long, thin penis on which she sucked, avidly, absorbing him deeply into her throat, and in her tiny fist, was Jeff's huge pulsing shaft of flesh.


A concert of motion existed among them, point and counterpoint, the rhythm and tempo increasing by degrees, the multiplicity of sensations building almost beyond all endurance in her, until she knew she would explode on the instant into surging orgasm. She began to cum... and cum... and cum, almost unendingly.


"Oh! OOOoooh! OOOOOoooohhh! Goooooddddd! I'mmmm cummiiingg! AAAAAaaauuuggghhh!"


She couldn't scream it aloud. Suddenly, she realized that the expansion, the wild throbbing of Pete's cock, in her mouth, heralded the beginning of his climax. He came. The hot, white semen jetted from him, deep into her throat, and she swallowed, automatically, to keep from gagging, the flavor of him, she decided, was not unpleasant. Finally, with a gasp, Pete pulled his deflating prick from her still sucking mouth and rolled to his side with an audible groan of deep satisfaction.


Matt, cradled between her widespread thighs, slammed hard, long, strokes into her... and she began to cum for a second time.


"AAAAAaaaauuuugggghhh! FFFFuuuuuckkk mmmeeee... haaaarrrd! AAAuuugh!"


Almost simultaneously, Matt and Brad began to spew their lewd, viscous sperm into her. She could feel both wildly pumping cocks hotly filling her intestines and belly as they jerked, involuntarily, Matt continuing to move, slightly, as he ejaculated, Brad heaving up, lifting them both, as he drove deep, his semen spurting into the confines of her quiveringly sensate rectum.


Matt collapsed on top of her, but Jeff, wild with desire, would have none of that. He unclasped her hand from his pulsingly ready prick and prodded Matt, roughly. "Get your ass off of her!" he commanded pulling Matt bodily away.


Instantly, Jeff was between her legs, his big cock slipping into her cunt smoothly, to fuck her to yet another orgasm. This time, she almost blacked out as she came... and from a distance she heard her own voice, unreal and screaming: "Come on...! Fuck me! Haaaarrrd! Haaaaarrrrrrdddddeeer! Fuck me! Oh, God! FUUUUCCCCKKKK MEEEEEE! OOoooh! AAAAAAAAUUUUUUUUGGGGGHHHH!"


For the second time, then Jeff spewed, explosively, his sperm hosing, searingly, through him in great throbbing spurts.


"Oh... Chriiiiiiiiist!" he squealed and collapsed on top of her.


It was several moments before any of them moved, as they lay there, completely satiated, their pagan orgy finished.


Events happened almost too rapidly, then, for Charity to grasp. There was a tall, rangy man, exuding authority who stood at the door of the motel room, commenting, testily, on their sexual performance but taking the four men to task for not performing their assigned work.


He handed each of the men their severance pay on the spot, telling them, "There's a bus stop down the road!"


Jeff was belligerent for a moment. "The union grievance committee'll hear about this!"


"All right... you speak to the committee... and I'll talk to the police about kidnapping... gang rape... and sabotage of my trucks! Take your choice!"


The four men filed out, silently, after they had dressed. None of them gave Charity a backward glance. They were afraid to meet her eyes.


"All right, get dressed!" Jack told her, grumpily.


She went to sleep soon after he pulled the big car onto the highway. Only two questions, she had asked as he put her in the car.


"Where are we going?"


"Phoenix..." he told her.


"What's your n-name... Mister...?"


"Jack Leonard... we'll talk, later... after you're rested up... okay?"


Charity awoke in a large, comfortable bed, her memory of getting into it hazy in her mind. She swung her legs to the floor and padded, naked into the hallway. It was a beautiful home, expensively furnished, but she had no idea of who her benefactor was. She knew only his name: Jack Leonard.


She peeked into the living room. Jack saw her and came to her. "Sleeping Beauty's finally awake, eh?"


"Yes... wh-where am I...?"


"My place..."


"I-It's beautiful!" she gushed.


Then, impulsively, she was in his arms, her face tilted up for his kiss. "Th-Thanks..." she murmured, "for what you did..."


"No need to talk about it!" Jack said, brusquely, trying to control his emotions... his rampant desires.


Pressing close to him, she felt the warm bulge at his loins and knew the effect her young, luscious body was having on him.


Reluctantly, his arms went around her, his hands moving over her soft, curvy figure. "Damn! You're a beautiful woman!" he said, meaning it.


"... And, y-you're quite a man..." Charity said, allowing a hand to wander to the bulge in his pants between them.


He found her mouth and his tongue lashed between her lips, against her teeth. She took his questing tongue and sucked it, hungrily.


Then, in a few moments, she was back on the big, double bed, her legs locked high up around his back, as he went into her, gently, at first, then poundingly... and she exploded under him in ecstatic orgasm, his own spewing climax not far behind.


Afterward, he told her, "Charity... I'm going to..."


She broke in, "How do y-you know my name... you didn't ask me... and I never told you..."


"Your mother told me..." he said.


"Mom? You know my mom...? Where is she...?"


"That's what I was trying to tell you. I'm going to take you to her... as soon as you get dressed!"


"That'll be wonderful... I want t-to see her and..."


"... Get things straightened out...?" Jack supplied.


"Yes... oh, yes..."


"I hope it doesn't complicate things," Jack said, serious now, "but I'm thinking of asking Dottie to marry me... just as soon as she can get a divorce..."


Her reaction was enthusiastic. "That'd be j-just super!" she bubbled. Then, thoughtfully, "Poor Donnie... he'll probably have to go to p-prison! Do you kn-know about Donnie?"


"Yes... I saw him in the hospital... and I've arranged for him to get a good lawyer, already. Maybe we can beat them... or get a minimum sentence or probation. He doesn't have a record... and this is a first offense."


There was a dreamy light in her eyes. "... Then... I-I... we could have a family... again!"


"One slight detail, yet..." he reminded her. "I haven't asked your mom to marry me... and she hasn't..."


"That's no problem... how could she s-say no...?"


He reached over and slapped her, playfully, on her white, rounded buttocks, "Give me a chance, will you... get up and get dressed... or we'll be delayed... again!"


Charity rolled on top of him, instead. She kissed him. "Are you sure... y-you want my mom?"


Jack kissed her back and told her, "That's the best way to get both of you... isn't it?"


That idea hadn't occurred to her. "That's more than super!" she agreed and scrambled happily out of bed. "You're one stepfather I'm certainly not going to mind at all!"
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Foreword


Throughout history, man has been faced with the dilemma of how to deal with the 
criminal, the individual who deliberately or inadvertently breaks the rules or precepts of the 
society in which he is existing. In the thousands of years during which our present civilization 
was developed, it was necessary also to formulate a complex system of retribution and, ideally,
rehabilitation for those whom the particular society deemed dangerous or unacceptable.


In this novel, author Elizabeth Watson has attempted to expose the crippling faults which 
have caused our own society’s largest penal operation, its prisons, to function as no more 
than great storehouses for the chaff, vassals where the disobedient, and sometimes merely the
unwise, are closeted until they have “paid their debt,” as it is judged to be by the many 
arbitrary and often archaic laws of our state and federal governments.


Through the tragic experiences of the heroine of this story, a young and virtually innocent 
bride of the captain of the guard of a state penitentiary, the author gradually unveils the 
fallacies and hypocrisies that have made the American prison system one of the last 
strongholds of the antiquated and inhumane “eye for an eye” philosophy. While penal 
systems in other nations have increasingly turned to rehabilitation and psychological 
adjustment to bring the criminal back into the societal fold, the United States has stubbornly 
and selfishly clung to its outmoded tenants of punishment and psychological degradation for 
any individual who deviates from the restrictions and rules deemed necessary for the 
well-being of the greater part of society.


In this story, authoress Watson brings her heroine into more and more intimate contact 
with the type of men this system produces, embittered and beaten individuals whose greatest 
goal in life is retaliation against the society that has dealt so unfairly with them. As the story 
unfolds, the young and innocent girl is forcibly lead down a path of humiliation and sensual 
depravity by men whose consciences have been lost in the dark years of imprisonment.


Due to its stark and graphic detail, we, the publishers do not feel that this is a book for the
faint-hearted. Yet, this is a novel we felt compelled to print and are proud to have under our 
masthead. We sincerely recommend this novel as a shocking and enlightening experience, a 
terrifying journey that may prompt our readers to think again about the penal system that 
may well endanger more than protect the society it serves.


-THE PUBLISHERS


CHAPTER 1


The mid-day sun streamed through the living room window panes to form golden squares
of light on Cecelia Bailey’s outstretched legs as she sat pensively staring at the spacious yard 
outside of her new home. Before her was the front lawn, a lovely expanse of deep green grass,
as smooth as velvet carpet unrolled from the house to the narrow, elm-shaded, cobblestone 
avenue. Like jewels in verdant settings, each house in the neighborhood was nearly 
surrounded by perfectly kept hedges and flowering bushes.


If only she could forget where she was …


Tears of misery welled up in Cecelia’s clear blue eyes as she looked up over the houses and
the stately trees to where the ancient stone wall loomed overhead. Like a monstrous serpent 
uncoiled for seemingly miles in either direction, the wall of Dunstead Prison protected Cecelia 
and her neighbors from the wrong-doers within, yet its very presence seemed to silently 
suggest the evil and discontent that seethed beyond her vision. Her troubled gaze moved 
over the huge slabs of darkly sweating gray-brown stone to the nearest gun tower, a squat 
ugly structure. Even in the brilliant afternoon sunlight, the day lights from the tower searched 
the landscape, like the pale cold eyes of a giant, robot guard. She could well imagine that 
those lights served as a constant reminder to the prisoners that there were other eyes, 
positioned behind powerful guns, that watched their movements.


The thought chilled her, and Cecelia wondered if those anonymous tower guards would 
turn their guns on her if she tried to break away, to escape from the painful circumstances 
that seemed to be surrounding her, choking off all her dreams for a happily married life.


Quickly chiding herself for her sudden attack of morbid self-pity, she rose from the chair to
get back to her work of unpacking. After all, she mused, she and Ken had been married for 
only two days, though it was already beginning to seem like an eternity of doubts and 
misunderstandings. Even though she knew that every newlywed couple had problems in the 
beginning, she could not help but wonder if she and her new husband would ever find their 
way out of the vicious cycle of silence and resentment that she hoped would not characterize 
their marriage forever.


As things stood right now, it all looked pretty discouraging, she thought as she stood in 
the kitchen doorway, contemplating the small mountain of cardboard cartons that still had to 
be unpacked. She felt both emotionally and physically exhausted from the strange ordeal of 
the two-day honeymoon. Nevertheless, rather than risk Ken’s anger again, she decided to 
postpone the short nap she felt she needed. If the house were in order by the time he got 
home that evening, perhaps he would not be able to find fault with her housekeeping as he 
had found fault with everything else she had done since the marriage. Besides, if he decided 
that she had not properly performed her duties as a housewife, she was certain that her 
weariness would not serve as much of an excuse for her domestic shortcomings. After all, she 
thought bitterly, that, apparently, was her function in this marriage, as a housewife, not a 
lover, not a friend, but as some sort of live-in maid.


Cecelia suddenly started in shocked surprise as she saw a shadowy form moving in the 
darkened back porch behind the kitchen. But, a moment later, she gave a little laugh at her 
own stupidity. It was only her reflection in the glass-paned door. Pausing to stare at the 
image, she wondered that none of the strain she felt seemed to show on the face of the 
young girl reflected in the glass. Why, her expression was as clear and untroubled as that of a 
child-blue eyes, round and innocent, in a sweet pixy’s face, haloed by short ringlets of wavy, 
corn-silk hair. She had always had a little girl’s face, and that, combined with her short stature, 
had made her the butt of teasing from the youngsters she had grown up with. That was, until 
a few years ago. Then, suddenly and miraculously, her body had blossomed into that of a 
woman, and now, for the first time in her life, she felt truly lovely and desirable.


Yes, she mused, as she stared at her reflection, she certainly did not look like a child 
anymore. Even in her working clothes, a too-small T-shirt of Ken’s and tight, faded blue jeans, 
her figure looked perfect, proud, full breasts above an impossibly tiny waist that sloped 
faultlessly into trim, but well-rounded hips and buttocks. In the past two years, she had 
enjoyed reaping the benefits of her newly-developed attractiveness to men, going out on 
dates almost every night with young men from her home town. But she had never let them go
any farther than occasional passionate kisses. She had wanted to save the ultimate of bodily 
pleasures for the right man, and one of her local boyfriends had seemed exactly right.


She had always been so sure that she was doing the right thing to wait, but now she 
wondered why she had bothered. After what had happened on her wedding night with Ken, 
Cecelia was afraid she would never know what sex was really supposed to be like. He had not 
noticed or cared whether or not she was a virgin, but had taken her like a slut off the street. In 
fact, that’s what he had called her-“Whore!” But, why? she wondered for the hundredth time 
that day. What had gone wrong?


Of course, he had been tired. They had driven for hours after the ceremony, because he 
had wanted to be at the prison by the next day. But, at sunset, when they had finally stopped 
at a roadside motel, he had seemed happy, smiling and laughing as he carried her over the 
threshold of the motel room. If anyone had been frightened and nervous, it would have been 
she. They had been married after a whirlwind romance of only ten days, and there she was, in 
a motel room with a man she barely knew. In all honesty, though, she had not been worried. 
She had known from the first moment she saw him that Ken was the man she had been 
waiting for, and she had thought that nothing could ever go wrong between them. And, up to
that point, nothing had happened to mar their happiness together. He, a stranger in her town,
had come into Cecelia’s life like a redheaded Lancelot, making her feel as precious and loved 
as a princess. Then, after a few minutes in that room, something in his eyes had changed her 
from a princess to a common tramp.


Their first night together had begun just as she had always dreamed it would. With a 
tender, possessive smile, Ken had taken her into his arms, kissing her long and passionately. It 
had been thrillingly beautiful, and Cecelia too had felt a rising ardor, greater than she had ever
experienced before. Joyfully anticipating her first sexual fulfillment, she had thrust her body 
warmly against him, responding to his exciting embrace with all the fervor of her 
newly-awakened desire.


Then, for no reason she could yet understand, the nightmare had begun.


Abruptly, he had pushed her away from him, freeing his hands so he could tear at the belt 
of his trousers. Startled and confused, she had looked up into his face for some explanation of
the sudden action, but what she had seen only increased the fear that had just begun to build 
within her. Raw lust had blazed in his eyes as they had savagely raked her trembling body, and
she had immediately recognized that something was terribly wrong. Unthinking terror had 
gripped Cecelia’s mind, and she had turned to fumble blindly at the door of the motel room. 
Before she had had time to find the lock. Ken’s powerful hands had descended on her 
shoulders, pulling her roughly around to face him.


“Where do you think you’re going?” he had harshly demanded. “You wanted it bad 
enough a minute ago-humping up against me like a whoring little slut!”


She had cringed away in stunned amazement at the cruel impact of his words. “D-darling, 
what do you mean?” she had faltered, not knowing how to answer the anger that had 
smoldered in his voice. Afraid that she had unintentionally hurt his feelings, she went on in a 
loving whisper. “I’m sorry … I just love you.”


The tall, handsome Ken had grasped her arm and leaned over to stare coldly into her 
questioning eyes. “I’ve heard that line before; so have a lot of other men,” he had spat. “I 
know your type. My mother was another one just like you, panting and grinding against any 
man who’d hold still.” His face had been twisted into a hard bitter smile as he had added, “No 
decent woman acts like you just did, but I’m going to give you just what you want-a good 
hard fuck!”


Her head had whirled at the sound of the obscene word and she had struggled to escape 
from her sadistically leering husband. She had not been able to believe that he had meant 
what he had said, but the coldly determined look on his face had shown all too clearly that he 
did. As the golden flecks in his green eyes swirled angrily, he had brutally snatched at her 
blouse, ripping open the buttons in his fury.


Cecelia had felt petrified with fear, but she forced her mind to work reasonably. Though 
her voice was trembling with terror, she had quietly begun to speak, hoping she would be 
able to talk him out of the irrational rage he had seemed to feel toward her. “You don’t have 
to rape me, darling. Let me help you. Our wedding night should be something we share 
together.”


To her relief, he had ceased his brutal assault as she had spoken and stared at her with an 
unfathomable look in his cool green eyes. Summoning all her courage, she had smiled up at 
him and begun to undress herself, praying that he would not hurt her if she demonstrated her
willingness to totally subjugate herself to his demands.


When she finally stood before him, naked and afraid in the strained silence, he had 
suddenly broken into harsh mirthless laughter. “Oh, my God,” he had gasped as his laughter 
subsided, “You really disgust me. Do you think you’re fooling anyone ? I’ve never seen a 
woman want a cock so bad in my life!” As his eyes flickered with a strange mixture of hatred 
and lust, he had spoken in a low, cold voice. “Get on the bed, whore, and wait for me!”


Still unable to understand his anger but afraid to argue, she had edged over to the bed 
and seated herself to watch as he took his clothes off. As he had removed his shirt, shoes and 
socks, she had almost had enough time to talk herself into relaxing, but then he had dropped 
his trousers down over his buttocks, revealing that he had worn no shorts. Cecelia’s breath 
had caught in her throat as her gaze fell on the awesome length and girth of Ken’s upstanding
penis. The only male organ she had ever seen before was that of a six-year-old neighbor in a 
childish game of “Doctor” many years before, and the sight of the tiny flaccid member had not
prepared her for the shock of this moment. The tremendous proportions of Ken’s protruding 
erection had frightened her, yet at the same time left her trembling with desire until she was 
powerless to tear her eyes away. A moment later, he had kicked his pants away and turned to 
walk over to the bed, his face full of loathing and distaste.


He had wasted no time in preliminaries, had not even made an attempt to prepare her for 
her first experience in lovemaking. Ignoring her low moaning pleas, he had pressed her 
shoulders back into the mattress, catching her body as her slim shapely legs flew out in a 
desperate attempt to escape. His loins had pressed down between her widespread thighs, 
pinioning her torso to the bed.


Almost before she had known what was happening to her, Cecelia had felt the huge 
rock-hard shaft throbbing against her inner thigh, straining and growing until the fat bulbous 
tip pushed against the golden, silky brush of her pubic hair. No, no, her mind had screamed, it
was too big and would surely hurt her when he put it up between her legs. Yet, the first light 
touch had not hurt her at all, and she had been surprised to discover then that something in 
her wanted it, wanted that massive instrument to plunge far up into her belly. Almost 
involuntarily, she had wriggled her pelvis down toward it, fever chills running through her 
body as she had felt the soft rubbery head grazing the soft, velvety folds of her vagina.


All the fears of a moment before had been forgotten as a throbbing lurch of his penis sent
waves of exquisite delight coursing out from the wildly sensitive nerve ends of her naked 
genitals. In an instinctive gesture of welcoming acceptance, she had relaxed her thighs and 
thrust her buttocks upward to experience even more of the intoxicating sensation of contact 
with his probing member.


Then, as if in savage response to her innocent movement, Ken had entered her with all the 
strength of the disgust and hatred he apparently felt toward her, reaming through the vainly 
resistant sheath of her hymen with the first brutal lunge. Her eyes had opened wide with the 
shock of the excruciating pain and she saw him above her, his face contorted with raging lust 
as he battered down into her virginal passage. Her own brief passion had vanished and she 
had screamed in agony as he had pushed the huge blood-filled instrument into her, shoving 
the pulsing head inch by inch, further and further, until at last he had been in her up to the 
hilt. He had been oblivious to her tormented cries, deaf and blind to everything but his wild 
desire to skewer her like a common slut.


He had ridden her like a savage stallion, holding her thrashing hips firmly in his grasp as 
he pumped mercilessly into her pain-wracked body. She had struggled like a helplessly pinned
butterfly, trying to escape his brutal impalement, but her pitiful attempts had seemed only to 
spur him on to greater frenzies of sadistic lust. Venting his angry passion again and again 
against her quivering, pinioned buttocks, he had not needed or even missed her cooperation 
in bringing his desire to the pinnacle of climax. Without warning, his hot sticky sperm had 
begun to spurt into her in quick, powerful gushes, filling her wide-stretched young pussy to 
the bursting point with its lewd white rush.


And that was the wedding night, she thought gloomily … And the honeymoon … And, so 
far, the marriage. Since the horribly humiliating experience of that night, they had spoken to 
each other only when necessary and he had not kissed her, or even touched her, since then. It 
was as if all the delights of falling in love and of being lovers were over as soon as they had 
pronounced the wedding vows. Now, she wondered if they would ever really have a chance to
even learn to live with each other, as the ugly memory of that first night hung like a lead 
curtain between them.


No, it was not exactly like a lead curtain, she reconsidered as she placed the last of their 
new dinnerware in the kitchen cabinet; it was more like the gloomy stone wall of the prison 
outside their home. Their marriage was like this house, potentially beautiful but marred by the
constant presence and shadow of that monstrous old stone wall. But at least there was a 
reason for that wall out there, she thought as the anger and hurt of her recent experiences 
began to well up inside her. Why had Ken raped her when she would have been more than 
willing to do anything for him, anything he wanted. It had been cruel and unfair of him to 
brutalize her, and worse, deny her the opportunity of ministering pleasure to him as a wife 
should.


Using her as he had, he had made her almost as much a prisoner as the men behind that 
ominous wall-and in a way, she was less fortunate than they. For they at least had companions
in their captivity, while she was completely alone, walled off by her own husband’s mysterious 
silence. And yet, she was expected to behave as though everything were perfect, she a blissful 
new bride.


CHAPTER 2


Cecelia awoke late the next morning, her eyes dreamy and thick with sleep as she listened 
idly to the sound of birds twittering gaily behind the house. She had been up earlier in the day
to make her husband’s breakfast and see him off to work, but after he had left, taciturn and 
unsmiling as usual, she had felt so depressed that she had decided to return to bed and start 
the day over after a few hours extra sleep. Now it was almost ten o’clock and the earlier 
grayness of the dawn had burgeoned into a beautiful, sunlit morning. Rubbing her eyes, she 
rose and squinted out at the bright beds of many-colored roses just outside the bedroom 
window, forgetting her own troubles as she thought of the tragic fact that the delicacy and 
color of the flowers would not last very long. Finally, she tore herself reluctantly away from the
window and went toward the bathroom, steeling herself for another day of unhappiness and 
disappointment in this unfriendly environment.


When she returned to the bedroom a few minutes later, she caught sight of Ken’s pillow, 
just where he had left it, as close to the edge of his side of the bed as it could be without 
falling off. The sight of it momentarily saddened her, but then she quickly lifted her chin in an 
attitude of iron-clad determination and set about the task of making the bed. No, she was not
going to worry anymore. The marriage would have to take care of itself, come what may. 
When Ken wanted to approach her to explain things, or even just to say he loved her, she 
would be happy to accept him. But until then, she would have to learn to accept her role as a 
lonely wife, finding neighbors to serve as friends and perhaps even delivery men as lovers.


My God, what could make her think such a thing? Certainly she was bogged down in a 
morass of self-pity, but, for her, there would never be anyone except Ken. She would simply 
have to wait until he gathered together his courage to talk to her about what was troubling 
him.


Before she had time to further consider the problem, the telephone rang and she hurried 
downstairs to answer it.


“Hello, Mrs. Bailey, this is Superintendent Winston’s office,” a competent male voice 
answered her greeting. “I’d like to speak with you a moment.”


“Why yes, certainly,” she replied, wondering what the prison superintendent could possibly
want with her.


“Your husband, Captain Bailey, has informed us that you’re not familiar with prison routine,
so perhaps you don’t know that, as an institutional executive’s wife, you’re entitled to 
domestic help from the prison work pool. Now,” the voice went on, “we have a 
newly-appointed trustee, Michael Farmer, who might be very helpful to you as a houseboy … 
and we’re wondering if you would be interested in interviewing him.”


“A trustee?” Cecelia asked, confused by the unfamiliar term. “What’s a trustee?”


“Well, Mrs. Bailey,” the caller said, “a trustee is a prisoner who has been granted a 
minimum security clearance. Farmer will only be in Dunstead for another year and his behavior
has been such that we’ve seen fit to trust him to work outside the walls. Would you be willing 
to accept someone for such a short length of time?”


Not sure about what Ken would want her to do but starved for any sort of company, 
Cecelia made a rapid decision. “Yes, yes, please send the man over and I’ll talk to him. If you 
refer him, I’m certain he’ll be just fine.”


“Fine, Mrs. Bailey … We’ll tell him to be at your house by two o’clock this afternoon, if 
that’s all right with you.


“That’s convenient for me,” she said, “and … thank you so much for thinking of me.” When 
she had returned the telephone receiver to its cradle, she sat back thoughtfully and mused 
over the idea of having a prisoner in her home. Perhaps she was letting herself in for more 
than she expected, but then, she did not really know what to expect. And besides, having 
someone to talk to, even a convict, would be a welcome relief from the life she imagined she 
would be leading as Ken’s wife. And more, perhaps a prisoner would be just the person to 
become friends with: maybe he could provide some insight into the strange problems that 
seemed to be preoccupying her husband.


Still thinking over the matter of the houseboy, Cecelia returned to the bedroom to change 
into shorts and a blouse, what she considered her work clothes, as she planned to give the 
house a thorough cleaning that afternoon. Moments later, she went to the kitchen, to make 
herself a cup of strong coffee to perk her up, and stopped by the window to sip it. Then she 
saw a tall, heavily muscled black man in a prison uniform who was standing at the far end of 
the rose garden with his back to the house. Suddenly he turned slightly, just enough for her to
determine that he had pulled his penis out of his trousers and was now rhythmically stroking 
it with one hand. From where she stood, Cecelia could only see part of the Negro’s sexual 
organ, but it appeared to be long and thick, and it was throbbingly erect!


My God, she wondered in horrified amazement, why was that prisoner standing in her 
back yard and what… what was he doing to himself? The coffee in the cup in her hand began 
to spill unnoticed onto the counter as she watched the spectacle before her in nearly 
hypnotized fascination. Though she was shocked and disgusted by the black man’s lewd 
actions, she could not tear her eyes away from the sight of the huge dark staff of flesh he was 
working with his hand and an involuntary tremor of excitement ran down the length of her 
spine as she saw tiny droplets of glistening fluid begin to ooze from the knobby purplish 
head. The Negro stood not twenty feet from her kitchen window and she could clearly discern
the heavy dark blue veins that ran like a road map over the underside of the weighty 
instrument and the fat blood-inflated tip that seemed to swell and throb as the man stroked 
up and down the length of his rod. Strangely, the fear she felt at the sight of the strange, 
powerful-looking man behind her home was completely forgotten as she became more and 
more engrossed by the sight of his dark-skinned meaty hand moving rapidly up and down the
shiny stretched skin of his penis.


The black man seemed almost insane with excitement as he hunched over his organ, 
jerking his hand faster and faster, pushing the thick foreskin back and forth over the thick 
head of his uncircumcised member until it looked to her like a dark winking eye. Just as she 
was again beginning to feel a little fear at the frenzied passion of the man’s manipulations, 
she saw him tremble violently, and from the head of his lust-inflamed organ shot a long 
stream of thick white liquid, spurting out to land on the yellow tea roses on the bush in front 
of him. Then the towering column of flesh he was grasping began to deflate, shrinking and 
falling an inch at a time to one side. Cecelia could see tiny rivulets of sweat coursing down the
sides of his face as the Negro straightened himself to his full height again and squeezed the 
now drooping penis between his thumb and forefinger, shaking it gently until the last of the 
milky viscous fluid dripped out the end and spattered on the ground at his feet. Then, 
apparently undisturbed by the emotional tremor that had so recently shaken his body, the 
man bent over to inspect the roses he had just sprinkled with his sperm.


Why, how dare he? Cecelia suddenly thought with indignation, as full realization of the 
vileness of his action penetrated her consciousness, driving out the mounting excitement that 
had preoccupied her only a moment before. As if it were not sickening enough that this 
convict had chosen her back yard in which to relieve his animal lust, he had found a way to be 
even more obnoxious, contaminating her beautiful roses with the product of his lewd 
perversions.


In her annoyance, she cast aside all fear or caution, and strode out on the back porch, 
banging open the screen door to noisily announce her presence to the Negro who still had 
made no move to leave her garden.


“Who are you and what are you doing in my yard?” she demanded in a wrathful voice.


The burly Negro turned slowly around and, to her dismay, she saw that he was only now 
zipping up his trousers. A wide grin creased his face as he caught sight of the dainty blonde 
girl and his dark brown eyes casually appraised her lush curves as she stood sharply 
silhouetted in the dark doorway.


“Why, H’l girl, Ah jus’ didn’t know that ya’ll were here or Ah woulda come in and 
innerduced mahself,” he drawled in a thick, lazy southern accent, obviously unruffled by the 
knowledge of what she had probably observed. “Man name is Buck Jones, and Ah take care of
these here flowers for ya’ll. Ah don’ know ‘zactly what it is, but folks ‘round here says Ah got a 
way with roses.”


Detecting a sardonic glint in his eyes, Cecelia angrily realized that the big black man was 
playing with her, putting her on as though she were an ignorant child who would not know 
the difference. She was shocked and disgusted by his cool insolence, but she decided that this
was one humiliation she did not have to accept.


“Mister Jones, I am the wife of the captain of the prison guard!” she loudly announced, 
“And I am not a little girl! I’ll thank you to get off my property as I am expecting guests. Do 
you think you can find the way or shall I call my husband to escort you?”


Cecelia was surprised at her own vehemence. It was not like herself to be so harshly short 
tempered, and yet she felt an unexpected sense of relief that she could at last take out the 
frustrations she felt on someone who so obviously deserved the upbraiding. In her haughty 
role of social superiority, she barely noticed that the Negro’s eyes had narrowed at her 
mention of her husband and that he had begun to study her with a less friendly interest. 
Nevertheless, he continued to grin good-naturedly as he slowly shook his head from side to 
side, indicating that the scorching heat of her fury had left him at a loss for words.


“No, ma’am, don’ mind ‘tall,” he finally replied in the same bantering tone. “Fact is, you can
make appointments for services, if ya’ll like. Jes’ let me know where and when-Ah always lahk 
to please a pretty li’l lady.” His smile had broadened as he spoke and before turning to stroll 
out of the garden, he gave a small bow and raised his hand to tip his nonexistent hat.


Damn him! she raged inwardly as she stamped back inside the house. Just what did he 
mean by all that? She was sure that he had somehow made her look foolish, but she did not 
know exactly why or what she could do about it. Obviously, he was one of the trustees she 
had been told about, but how did a man like that obtain a position of trust? Why, he had 
probably been sent to prison for murder or child-molesting.


The thought brought a twinge of fear to her mind. Though she imagined that an escaped 
prisoner would not stop to masturbate in her rose garden, it was a possibility she should have 
considered. She immediately thought of calling Ken, but just as quickly she reconsidered. He 
might become annoyed with her and even his painful silences were preferable to the raging 
anger to which she had been introduced on their wedding night. Nevertheless, she was alone 
and defenseless in the big, old house and she had to talk with someone before she went out 
of her mind with worry. Besides, she had to find a guest. She could not bear to be further 
humiliated by the knowledge that the insolent Negro might know that she had lied about 
having company.


At last, she reached a decision and strode out the front door. A moment later, she climbed
the steps of the house next door and banged determinedly at the brass knocker.


“Yes? Can I help you?” asked a tall, attractive dark-haired woman who answered the door.


“H-hello. I’m your new neighbor, Cecelia Bailey,” the young blonde faltered, suddenly at an
embarrassing loss for words. The woman before her was impeccably dressed in a dark tailored
frock and high-heeled shoes, and Cecelia realized how casual, even sloppy, she must appear in
her shorts and tennis shoes. “If you’re busy, I can come back another time,” she timidly 
suggested.


“No, no, my dear, come in. I’ve been anxious to meet you.” Smiling graciously, the woman 
gestured Cecelia through the doorway. “I’m Martha Winston, I’m sorry our boy Jim wasn’t 
here to meet you at the door, but I tell him not to come sometimes, so I can straighten up the 
house after he’s finished cleaning it.”


“I’m still new here,” Cecelia laughed. “You’ll have to tell me who Jim is.” She was already 
beginning to feel more comfortable with her new neighbor, and began to wonder how she 
could gracefully bring up the subject of the man in her back yard.


“Oh, Jim’s our trustee. He’s terribly sweet and he really tries, but God knows, he doesn’t 
know which end of a broom is for sweeping.” The woman had led Cecelia into the kitchen and
was taking cups and saucers from the cupboard when she added. “Of course, they’re not all 
like Jim. You’ll find that some of the trustees are bad all the way through and should never 
have been allowed the run of the prison grounds.”


“That’s something I wanted to ask you about, Martha,” the young blonde broke in, happy 
that the topic had come up so naturally. “Do you know of a trustee named Buck Jones?”


“Yes, unfortunately, I do,” the woman frowned. “Harry, my husband, is the superintendent, 
and he thinks he has that man completely rehabilitated. But, I’m afraid he’s going to find out 
that Buck Jones hasn’t changed a bit. Eventually, that man is going to go back to his old ways 
and one of the women in this compound is going to be the victim of Harry’s stupidity.”


“What was he convicted of?” Cecelia asked, almost afraid to hear the answer.


“Rape, or three, I should say. And one murder that they know of. To tell you the truth, I’m 
afraid to be alone in the house when he’s working in the yard.” Even though she was 
discussing such a gruesome topic, Martha was chatting freely now. She was obviously 
enjoying her task of warning the pretty newcomer of the dangers of living in a prison 
compound. “By the way, I should tell you about something else. Be careful about your trustee 
when you get one. After spending a long time in that prison, they’re all sex-starved. If you let 
one near you, you may not be able to keep him down.”


“Why, Martha!” Cecelia exclaimed, shocked by the unsolicited disclosure. “I’m sure that 
common sense would tell a person that much. And I’m certainly not about to get involved 
with any man other than my husband.” She tried to think of some way to change the topic of 
conversation, uncomfortably aware that her neighbor’s comment had come disturbingly close 
to the mental infidelity she had committed earlier in the day.


“Speaking of husbands, I hope I’ll be able to meet Harry sometime soon. We could get 
together for dinner some evening, if you like.”


“That would be nice, but Harry’s usually so busy … ” Martha’s voice trailed off as she rose 
to replace the coffeepot on the stove.


Cecelia thought she detected a note of bitterness in Martha’s voice and decided that 
perhaps it was time for her to go. She was too involved with her problems with Ken to risk 
lending a sympathetic ear to the marital difficulties of the superintendent’s wife. Besides, it 
would do Ken’s career no good for her to become embroiled in the family problems of his 
immediate superior. But though Cecelia had broadly hinted that she had to leave, Martha had 
not responded, preferring instead to relate extensive case histories on almost everyone who 
lived in the executive compound of the prison.


My God, the girl thought an hour later, as she walked back across the front lawn to her 
own home, I had better watch what I say around my neighbors. Before she had left Martha’s 
house, she had had the distinct feeling that the woman was trying to pump her for 
information about her life with Ken. Pleading a splitting headache, she had hurriedly left 
before her own domestic troubles were added to Martha’s tremendous repertoire of gossip. 
By that time she had gathered that the superintendent’s wife spent all her spare time 
alternating between the telephone and the windows, and Cecelia had an idea that it would 
require a great deal of ingenuity to keep her private life off Martha’s hot line.


It was too bad that a woman like Martha could find nothing more interesting in her life 
than to keep track of her neighbors’ comings and goings. Martha was a beautiful woman with 
a tall, well rounded body that Cecelia almost envied, yet it was obvious, even after a short visit,
that Harry Winston had shown no interest in his wife in quite a while. Perhaps, Cecelia mused, 
that was the result of Martha’s constant biting criticism of him; the nicest thing Martha had 
said about him that day was that Harry was busy, and that did not speak well for their 
relationship. But Cecelia knew that even if she had the power to help Martha, it would be 
wiser to stay clear of the whole situation. Cecelia’s father had told her many years ago that 
other people’s problems were something that only the rich and the lonely could afford, and 
she did not particularly want to be included in either of those categories.


At least the visit had not been a complete waste of time. Cecelia now knew to stay clear of 
Buck Jones, though she doubted he was quite the criminal maniac Martha had intimated. As 
for Martha’s dire warning about the trustees, Cecelia had taken it with two or three grains of 
salt. After all, if a man had adjusted to the discipline of prison life, he certainly was not going 
to ravish the first woman he saw. Nevertheless, she did hope that this Mike Farmer was not a 
hardened, embittered inmate who would sullenly work out his time without any interest in her
as a person. More than anything else, right now she needed a friend, someone she could talk 
to. And perhaps her new servant might turn out to be the answer to her problems. Maybe 
another man would be able to tell her what was troubling her husband.


And even if he did not know, at least he would be some company during the long, lonely 
days.


CHAPTER 3


When Cecelia had arrived home from her visit with Martha, she was dismayed to find that 
it was after one-thirty. She had only a half hour to get ready for the arrival of Mike Farmer, her
new trustee. To make matters worse, she belatedly remembered that she had not yet 
unpacked her good dresses and though she had planned to look as mature and dignified as 
possible for the interview, she was forced by time to wear one of the cool mini-dresses that 
were already ironed and ready to be worn. With Martha’s warning in mind, she had chosen 
the most demure one of the lot, a crisp yellow cotton of figure-skimming design with a 
modest scooped neckline and pearl buttons down the front.


Now, she was just fastening the row of buttons when the front doorbell rang. Oh Lord, 
why did he have to be early? she moaned to herself as she realized that she had not even 
brushed out her tousled hair. Quickly running a comb through her unruly curls, she hurried 
down the staircase just as the bell rang for the second time. Dashing through the living room 
to the foyer, she hoped again that she was not dressed too daringly to receive a male 
prisoner. Anyway, it was too late to change now, and taking a deep breath she pulled open 
the front door.


“Hello, you must be Mike Farmer,” Cecelia smiled at the slim, masculine figure which she 
could only see in outline against the blinding afternoon sunlight. “Come in, please.”


She moved behind the door to allow him entrance, then gasped in pleasant surprise when 
she obtained her first clear view of him in the dim light of the hallway. Far from appearing to 
be the cynical veteran convict she had half-expected, Mike Farmer looked just a little older 
than herself with the clean-cut good looks she had always associated with recent graduates of
expensive and exclusive colleges. Had he not been wearing the light blue prison denims, she 
would have guessed him to be a young professional man. She felt genuinely elated for the 
first time since her marriage to Ken. This was better than she had ever hoped when she heard 
she was to get a trustee. He looked young enough to understand her feelings, and intelligent 
and considerate enough to share them with her.


“Sit down,” she said, smiling warmly as they arrived in the living room. “Would you like 
some iced tea or coffee? You must be hot, after walking in that sun.”


As she spoke, the trustee looked up to meet her eyes for the first time. He opened his 
mouth several times as if to speak, but it was a full minute before he finally began to talk.


“Mrs. Bailey, I know you’re not going to understand this,” he said in a low, tense voice, “but
I’d be very grateful if you would call the superintendent’s office and tell them to send 
someone else out. Please, try not to take this wrong, but I don’t think I should work here.”


Cecelia’s smile faded as the young trustee’s words registered in her mind. She could see 
the muscles in his neck standing out as if he were under some kind of great strain and though
she would have done almost anything to relieve him of the painful anxiety he seemed to feel, 
she did not want to let him go. He appeared to be so well suited for the position, both as a 
helpmate and a companion.


There in the sunlight that filtered through the curtains he reminded her somewhat of the 
young men she had dated before she had met Ken. Not even admitting it to herself, she had 
already begun to hope that Mike Farmer might feel the same way her boyfriends had felt-that 
she was beautiful and desirable, yet someone to be worshipped and respected. But, now he 
did not want to stay. She decided to make every effort to change his mind.


“Look, whatever it is, we can work it out,” she began softly. “You wouldn’t have to work 
hard and I’ll try not to bother you very much while you’re here.”


As if he had not heard her, the young man sat silently on the sofa, clenching and 
unclenching his fists in his lap. She could see him rebuilding his courage before he spoke 
again. “Mrs. Bailey, I hope you don’t report me for this, but-” He took a deep breath, then 
went on, “No trustee who doesn’t want to spend more time in this prison is going to work 
here if you dress like that. I mean, we just can’t afford to get involved with women.”


“What are you talking about ? ” she asked truly puzzled. With the exception of a short 
skirt, this dress certainly was not provocative.


As if in silent response to her question, the trustee’s dark eyes moved down to the front of
her dress and Cecelia’s gaze followed his, stopping where the front of the bodice was held 
open by the full mounds of her taut, high breasts. Dear Lord, in her hurry to answer the door, 
she had not finished buttoning her dress, and now the two halves of the tailored bodice were 
drawn wide apart, displaying the deep valley between her breasts and most of the smooth 
creamy skin that swelled roundly over the top of her dainty, lace brassiere.


“Oh, dear. I’m so sorry,” she muttered shakily, blushing to a deep pink as she hurriedly 
pulled the two sides of her dress together to cover the smooth flesh. “I didn’t… know … no, I 
was … you were … early … ” she stumbled, trying to think of some explanation that would 
soften the cool disbelief she sensed he was feeling.


But, he was again staring down toward the floor, his fists clenched tightly on his lap. Hot 
tears of shame and humiliation welled up in Cecelia’s eyes as she turned away from him to 
button up the front of her dress. She was sure he thought she was just a silly, bored housewife
who was trying to tease him, because she had nothing better to do. Though it certainly was 
not true, she had no idea of how to explain to him what it was she wanted-a friend. Then, 
from behind her, she suddenly heard him begin to speak again, this time in a soft, gentle 
voice.


“Mrs. Bailey, I’m terribly sorry if I offended you. It’s just that you can get so lonely in a 
prison with no one but other men to talk to. When you finally do see a woman, you have to be
careful not to let your emotions run away with you.” He hesitated a moment, then added, “It 
was just a shock, that’s all … and you really are a beautiful woman … “


Cecelia felt her heart tremble with joy at his words. He did know what it meant to be 
lonely. She would be able to tell this trustee, this man, what she was feeling and he would 
understand and be able to share it with her-the way Ken never had.


In an instinctive gesture of friendship and compassion, she sat down beside him on the 
sofa and took both of his tanned, muscular hands in her tiny, white ones. Looking up into his 
brown eyes, she whispered, “I understand, more than you’ll ever know. Stay here, and we can 
be friends. In fact,” she smiled excitedly, “I’ll call the superintendent’s office right now!”


Not waiting for his reply, she jumped up from the sofa and pulled him up, running with 
her hand still in his, into the kitchen. The superintendent’s office was one of the phone 
numbers Ken had posted above the wall phone there and, as she stood with Mike Farmer 
close beside her, she quickly dialed the number. She waited in anxious anticipation as the 
number rang several times, hoping the handsome, young trustee would not change his mind 
before she could complete the call.


“Hello? Hello? This is Mrs. Ken Bailey, the captain’s wife,” she said, as soon as someone had
picked up the phone of the other end of the line. “I’d like to talk to someone about the trustee
you sent over today.”


There was a brief pause as the phone changed hands in the superintendent’s office and 
while she waited, Cecelia tightly squeezed Mike Farmer’s hand. She wanted him to be truly 
aware of how happy she was to have him with her. To her delight, he returned the gentle 
pressure, then freed his hand to move his arm around her shoulders. Just to know that he 
already cared about her was the most wonderful thing she had felt since the marriage. She 
leaned her head against his chest, feeling as if a great weight had been lifted from her 
shoulders, for now she had someone to share her disappointments and small victories, 
someone who perhaps could help her with the problems in her new marriage.


“Yes, he’ll be just fine,” she said to the voice at the superintendent’s office. “If it would be 
all right, I’d be happy to have him start today.”


A moment later, the telephone receiver had been placed back on its hook and Cecelia was 
smiling up at Mike Farmer. “There! It’s done,” she laughed gaily. “Now, aren’t you glad you 
decided to stay?”


He looked down at her for a long time, a deep warmth smoldering in his eyes. Then, as he 
gently pulled her closer to him, he asked in reply, “Isn’t it more important, Mrs. Bailey, that you
are glad I decided to stay ? ” Suddenly, he gathered her into his arms, her warm flesh pressing 
tightly against his, and kissed her with fury, flattening and spreading her lips open until his 
tongue jabbed deep into her mouth.


A frightened hollowness came alive in the pit of Cecelia’s stomach as she realized for the 
first time just what the trustee thought she wanted of him. She knew that this was wrong, that 
she had no right to accept this kind of kiss from any man but her husband. Yet, she 
remembered the last time she had been kissed so passionately, in the motel room on her 
wedding night, and she found herself wondering if this young stranger would have been as 
brutal as her new husband. Impulsively, she wondered what would happen if she decided not 
to stop the trustee, just to see what would happen. After all, she had the right, as a woman, to 
learn more about love than her brutish husband had shown her that night. Besides, she knew 
she could call a halt before things went too far.


Cecelia parted her soft, moist lips to meet his next kiss, wrapping her arms around his 
broad back and shoulders to draw him even closer to her. Except for that one disastrous night
with Ken, she had never allowed herself to truly surrender to any man, even for a few minutes. 
But, with this man, Mike Farmer, she felt surprisingly secure and safe, and she resolved to 
enjoy these few stolen moments of delicious passion, even though she would soon have to 
end it and make sure that it would never have to happen again.


Some time later, and she was not certain just how long, she was shaken from the reverie of
the moment by the insistent pressure of his fingertips along the delicate line of her throat, his 
fingers dropping even lower as his hand circled in a seemingly innocent movement that 
brought him dangerously close to the cleavage of her breasts. The closeness of his gentle 
touch sent sharp electric thrills running through her breasts, centering magically at the 
distended nipples, and she instinctively pressed forward to thrust the tender, swelling mounds
further into his palms.


“Dear God,” she moaned, knowing she had to stop him soon, before it was too late. Yet, 
she had never felt anything so exciting as the maddening teasing of his hands that had now 
moved down to her nipples, pressing and pinching them through the thin material of her 
summer dress until the tiny bud-like tips throbbed in pleasure.


Then, to her surprise and disappointment, he suddenly stopped his manipulations and 
stepped back away from her. She noticed for the first time that his breathing had become 
ragged and husky, and when she looked up to see his face, she could tell that he was making 
a concentrated effort to bring his overwrought emotions back under control. Thank God, he 
had been able to hold himself in check, she thought gratefully, as she quickly straightened her
clothing which had become slightly disheveled in the ardent embrace. She knew that she 
might not have been able to call a halt to the lovely sensual fondling of her body and 
suspected that he too had sensed her arousal and had stopped before they had done 
something they would both regret. Whatever his reason had been, she was thankful for his 
display of unselfishness and good judgment.


“Don’t you think you should show me the rest of the house?” she suddenly heard him ask 
in a voice that was still a little breathless and harsh with passion.


“Y-yes … all right… ” she murmured, trying desperately to ignore the tingling sensation 
that was still burning deep in her loins and in the exquisitely throbbing tips of her breasts. Yes,
yes, she thought, let’s do anything, except don’t touch me again or I’ll never be able to stop.


Silently, she turned to lead him out of the kitchen. He had already seen the entire first 
floor when they went from the living room to the kitchen, so she would have to show him the 
upstairs. Then she could give him something to do, anything to keep him busy so she could 
pull herself together before Ken came home that evening.


Slowly and methodically, she walked him from room to room, showing the bathroom and 
the two guest rooms where the linens and unpacked boxes had been stored. It all took only a 
few minutes and then there was only one room left, the master bedroom at the end of the 
hallway, where she and Ken slept. For some reason she could not understand, she felt as 
though she should not bring him to that room. And yet, why not, she wondered. She was 
being silly and besides, he would be insulted, probably think she did not trust him if she didn’t
bring him in there.


“And this is our bedroom,” she said, pushing open the dark wood door. Realizing what she
had said, she quickly amended it. “I mean this is my husband’s and my room.” She could feel 
the blood rush to her face for the second time that day, but before she could explain further, 
she felt the trustee’s hand at her elbow, gently nudging her into the room.


“Well, it took us long enough to get here,” he said, laughing softly as he spoke. “You’re a 
sly one, but I guess the captain’s wife would have to be, if she wanted to get away with 
anything like this behind her husband’s back.” As he drew her over toward the large double 
bed, Mike Farmer’s hand snaked around her waist, pulling her body tightly against his.


“No, you don’t understand,” she protested, realizing for the first time that he had intended
to be alone with her in this room. “I never intended-”


“Don’t worry, baby,” he coolly interrupted, lifting her chin with his fingers until she was 
staring directly into his eyes. “I’ve known all along what you wanted. I just wanted to make 
sure it wasn’t some kind of game. Believe me, after two years in the joint, I want it just as much
as you do.”


His hands were slowly and deliberately exploring her body, caressing the swell of her 
breasts. She felt their nipples distend, and then he leaned over to bite one through her dress.


“Please, Mike, no!” she begged sensing the danger. “You misunderstand.”


But his hands kept on stroking her, moving down the full length of her torso, kneading the
softness of her belly through the thin softness of her dress. Traveling down to the base of her 
abdomen, his fingers rotated against the hair-puffed mound of her vagina, teasing through 
her clothing at the narrow crevice between her legs. Cecelia’s breath was coming in tight 
gasps and the burning sensation was again beginning to grow in maddening intensity. She 
knew that the trustee had a completely false impression of her and yet she wanted to enjoy 
this thrilling sexual stimulation for as long as she could before stopping him again. Her 
panties were soaked between her legs and she squeezed her thighs together to hold down 
the tingling sensation that was building there. She was on dangerous ground and knew it but 
could not bring herself to leave.


As his fingers worked more insistently against her warm, pulsating cunt, indecision arose 
again but the pleasure rationalized away the danger. Mike Farmer could not, without forcibly 
overpowering her, get beneath her dress, and in his position as a prisoner, she did not think 
he would risk his freedom. She knew it was immoral, but it felt so good … all pleasure and no 
real danger.


In a gesture of resistance, she grasped his wrist tightly but it did not stop the 
manipulations of his hand. His long, slender fingers still moved freely, pinching and teasing at 
her lower belly and the edge of her vagina until she thought she would scream from the jolts 
of pleasure that were coursing through her body. The trustee suddenly gave a hard pinch 
against the soft rubbery nipple of the breast he still held in his other hand, sending a flash of 
pain and pleasure down the full-length of Cecelia’s spine. She uttered a low helpless groan 
which was quickly choked off by the harsh pressure of his wet lips clamping over hers. His 
tongue flicked moistly into her mouth and she suddenly tried to squirm away from him in an 
attempt to stop the flowing tide of passion creeping over her.


‘Oh, God, I want you, baby! I’ve got to fuck you now!” he gasped frantically. He ground his 
pelvis tightly into the smooth roundness of her hips, sliding his hand around to the curve of 
her buttocks to pull her loins tightly into his.


“Oh, no, please. We can’t,” she moaned, his foul obscenity sending a new shock of lewd 
excitement through her as she fought desperately to control the need that was building like a 
raging bonfire within her. She tried to wriggle away from him but his strength was just too 
great and she succeeded only in worsening her position. “Please, we have to stop,” she 
begged. “This isn’t right.”


As if in answer to her plea, Mike Farmer’s middle finger began a gentle stroking motion, 
pushing the folds of her dress moistly into the throbbing crevice between her buttocks. His 
touch made her tremble with desire and she heard him chuckle evilly above her.


“Tell me, baby,” he sneered. “Tell me how much you don’t want me to fuck you.” His voice 
was harsh with passion that had been too long denied. “I can feel that li’l pussy of yours 
beating right through your dress and panties!”


A tremor of shame passed through her at her indecent pleasure overcoming her desire to 
resist. Yet she knew it was no use to even pretend that she did not want it as much as he. For 
the trustee, it had only been two years in prison, for her it was her whole life. She had never 
known what it meant to be sexually fulfilled and now she felt desire so strongly that it was 
drowning out all other considerations. If it only happened once, she could keep Ken from ever
knowing, she rationalized through her confused mind, and it might make her a better wife to 
him if she were not so inexperienced. Yes, there was no other way out. If she tried to scream, 
no one would hear her except Martha Winston, and Martha would undoubtedly tell everyone 
in the prison what had happened.


“Come on, baby. Get your clothes off,” she heard him rasp. “I want to really get at that 
body of yours.”


Yes, it was really the only way, she thought in her dim haze of newly-awakened lust. Slowly,
almost as if in a dream, Cecelia nodded and stepped back from the trustee, unbuttoning one 
after another of the buttons down the front of her dress. She knew it would feel so beautifully 
good, and just for one time …


Suddenly, she was torn out of her trancelike state by the sight of the trustee standing 
before her completely naked. His thick hard penis was standing out from under his flat 
muscular stomach like the menacing shaft of a heavy blunt spear. He walked up to her and 
with a diabolical grin began to stroke the heavy uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over 
the hard bulbous head.


My God, what had she been thinking of? she wondered. This could not be happening, not 
to her. Ken would never forgive her if he ever found out. She had to get out of this quickly or 
it would be too late!


“Oh, please, Mike. I’m sorry, but I’ve made a terrible mistake,” she said quietly. “I just can’t 
do this.”


Cecelia watched in terror as she saw a menacing look pass through his gleaming dark 
eyes. “Don’t give me that ‘innocent’ bit,” he growled as he advanced upon her trembling body.
“You can only tease a man so much and you’ve already pushed me too far. Take your clothes 
off-or I’ll do it for you!”


“N-no, please!” she pled, but it was too late. He grabbed the soft fabric of her dress and 
pulled it down over her shoulders and hips with one hand while he held her still with the 
other. She could feel the cool rush of air against her skin as the dress fell away from her body 
and landed in a crumpled heap on the floor. The snaps of her brassiere came next and she 
heard him sigh in obscene appreciation as her full white breasts burst from their confinement 
into the open air. The brassiere joined the soft heap of the dress on the floor and then he 
knelt down before her. Hooking his fingers in the elastic waistband of her thin nylon panties, 
he slowly pulled them down on the smooth creamy softness of her hips and buttocks, then let
them slip the rest of the way down to drop in the small pile of garments around her ankles.


There was nothing for her left to do but to submit, she thought numbly, as she stood 
before him completely naked. Where could she run like this, and who would ever believe her if
she tried to explain that it had not really been her fault. Ken already thought she was a slut, 
she thought bitterly, so why not prove him right? And, yet, she did not want this … all she 
really wanted was for Ken to love her … was this what he had really wanted all the time? No, 
no, she couldn’t. It wasn’t right.


Suddenly, her mind was brought back to the present by the sound of the trustee panting 
on his knees before her. His wet mouth had begun a gentle nibbling into the nude flesh of her
belly sending goose bumps racing over her skin. Her mind formed protests as she felt his lips 
moving lower toward the mound of her pubic area, but her mouth had suddenly gone dry and
she could not make it respond to her mental commands. Slowly his lips dropped to the 
golden hair of her pubis, and, spreading the soft curls with his thumbs, he flicked his tongue 
snake-like into the moist flowering slit of her vagina.


The unexpected electrifying contact against the moist bud of her clitoris made her sway 
from the shock and she suddenly toppled over onto the bed behind her. The edge of the 
mattress caught her knees as she fell, bending and spreading her smooth shapely legs as she 
landed sprawling on the bedspread.


But before she could rise up from her compromising position on the bed, Mike Farmer 
leapt forward and caught her legs as she tried to kick them closed. She could feel his hot 
sweating palms clamping open the soft insides of her thighs, pushing them further and further
apart. In terror and humiliation she tried to close her widespread legs, but every move seemed
to make the situation worse until the trustee was kneeling between her ankles at the foot of 
the bed with an iron-like grip on her trembling loins. She could see him leering up at her 
through the valley between her proud, upstanding breasts like a beast of prey about to 
pounce on its helpless, fear-stricken victim. The throbbing pink flesh of her naked vaginal lips 
was offered up like a bound sacrifice below his diabolically grinning face. Paralyzed by the 
numbing guilt and fear she felt, Cecelia lay motionless as she watched his tongue licking his 
lips in preparation for the ravishment about to take place.


She could feel the flat palms of his hands moving upward on the smooth flesh inside her 
quivering thighs until his thumbs rested on the moist soft lips of her cunt. Then he slowly 
spread them open until Cecelia could feel the cool air brushing against the sensitive flesh 
between her legs. He stared hungrily at the delicious, rose-hued flesh within the framing 
silken-gold hair, then slowly lowered his head.


“No … no! Please … Oh God, don’t do that!” she moaned as his hot moist lips closed over 
the soft mound at the base of her belly. His handsome face disappeared from her view into 
the soft curling pubic fleece as he placed wet, sucking kisses there, his tongue flicking 
teasingly at the sensitive opening. “Please … don’t,” she begged. “No one has ever done that 
to me, not even my husband ! “


She moaned in shame as he breathed against her, the hot air grazing her exposed, tingling
vaginal flesh, then suddenly he buried the whole length of his long slippery tongue lizard-like 
into the warm throbbing passage of her pussy. Her body responded involuntarily, a groan 
escaping from deep in her chest as she ground her buttocks down to the bed trying to get 
away from his maddening assault on her secret genitals.


“Oooooh, noooo! My God!” she whined softly under the teasing attack of his tongue up 
between her open thighs. She moaned and twisted as his lips sucked, drawing the warm soft 
folds deep into the moist cavern of his mouth, the tongue maddeningly flicking at the 
straining pink bud of her quivering clitoris. This was depraved and wrong, she knew it and she 
begged him again to stop. But he shook his head negatively and raced his searing tongue 
even faster up the tiny tight opening between her open legs. Her blond head was raised up 
off the mattress to watch in agonized disbelief, her mind reeling with the idea that this 
immoral, humiliating act was actually being performed on her defenseless body by a man she 
had met only a few short moments ago.


The trustee worked hungrily, feeling the soft moist pubic hair brushing against his cheeks. 
A feeling of power was in him. He still had one more year of imprisonment and never in his 
most erotic dreams had he ever hoped to have such a beautiful woman writhing under his 
lashing tongue. And though she did not know it yet, she was loving it. Her groans drove him 
on, working his way up and down her widespread cunt. He wanted her to cry for it, when he 
finally drove his hungry cock far up into her soft, white belly. By the way she had reacted to his
touch, he knew she needed it as badly as he did, and she was going to get it. This was just the 
beginning.


In spite of her horror and revulsion at the obscene things being done to her naked body, 
Cecelia felt unwanted jolts of forbidden pleasure begin to tear through her pinioned body. 
Knowing she had no right to be in this position with a strange man, she tried desperately to 
fight the growing arousal that was persuading her to forget her marital vow to be faithful to 
Ken right in their own bedroom and she pulled her arms tensely to her sides while her breasts 
jiggled slightly from the trustee’s merciless abuse of her widespread vagina.


“Noooooo … Please, nooooo … ” she sobbed, but her pleas sounded unconvincing, even 
to herself as she panted in unconcealed arousal. His hands moved up over the smooth 
flatness of her belly to grasp harshly at her breasts, his fingers pulling at the hardening 
nipples. Staring up over the quivering white mounds of her breasts, he watched in triumphant 
delight as her face contorted in mounting lust.


While she listened to the obscene wet sucking noises rising from down between her open 
legs, Cecelia tried to fight down the rising tide of desire building in her loins. She felt his 
hands slip back down and under her buttocks, pulling and squeezing the firm flesh of her 
ass-cheeks as his tongue and mouth continued to grind deeper and deeper into her 
squirming cunt. Almost automatically, she jerked her pelvis upward, easing the trustee’s access
to her wet, throbbing crevice. Then suddenly, he flicked the tip of his tongue into the tight 
little puckered sole of her anus, nestled just below the burning opening of her cunt.


“Ooooooh, God, noooooo,” she whimpered, frantically screwing her buttocks down, away 
from the tongue that was obscenely ravishing her tiny asshole. His only response was a 
rasping chuckle and another rapier-like stab into the tight fleshy ring.


Her hips ground uncontrollably down into the bed now, soft mewling sounds of passion 
escaping from between her tightly clenched teeth. She realized with fright and shame that, 
despite the depravity and wrongness of what was happening to her, her body was beginning 
to enjoy it. She clenched her eyes tightly shut and fought with all her will against the rising 
tide of lust that was threatening to devour her mind and overcome all that she had been 
taught to believe was right. But it was a futile battle against impossible odds as Mike Farmer 
worked ceaselessly at her wet naked loins.


Then, after several moments of desperate struggle within herself, she gave in to the 
overwhelming pleasure. She stopped fighting the intense delight he was bringing to her, and 
her lush body began to fight for fulfillment, fulfillment that she had been too long denied. Like
an unthinking, sensual machine, her body jerked spasmodically, rising and thrusting to meet 
the movements of his tongue as it fucked into her now greedily responding cunt. Her hands 
drifted down over her throbbing swollen breasts and her smooth flat stomach to twine into 
his dark hair, pulling his head deeper into the steaming crevice between her legs. Nothing 
mattered now but the molten fire of lustful passion that was pulsing through her veins, 
making her body feel glowingly warm and more alive than she had ever known it.


Mike Farmer sensed the young newlywed’s sudden surrender and with bestial delight, he 
slid his thick wet tongue deeper and harder into her hot, throbbing vagina, listening gleefully 
to her deep animalistic groans of passion. His hands flew wildly over her squirming body, 
teasing at her breasts and clitoris and asshole, spurring her to even greater frenzies of erotic 
excitement as his tongue burrowed into her like a tiny hungry animal.


Never before in her life had Cecelia been so close to an orgasm. She bucked and groaned 
beneath the prisoner’s mouth and hands, working upward toward the final release. Her heels 
pressed down against his back, pushing him closer to her, as the tension within her built to 
almost painful proportions …


Then, when it seemed that she could stand no more without losing her mind, some kind of
dam seemed to burst inside her and she screamed, “It’s happening! I’m going to cum! Yes, 
oooooooh, yessssss … Oh, I’m cummmmmmiiiinnnggggg! Aaaaaaggggghhh!” Jerking and 
heaving against his sucking mouth, she moved in abandoned delight as the hot spasms of her
orgasm tore through her body.


Finally, she gave one last gasp and collapsed down into the mattress, dropping her legs 
heavily on either side of the trustee’s kneeling body. Slowly, he pulled his head up from 
between her widespread thighs and smiled up at her. “That’s a wild ass you got there, baby,” 
he chuckled softly. “You’re a hot little bitch, aren’t you.”


Still too dazed to think or even understand what he was saying, Cecelia nodded happily, 
her sweet face wreathed in a blissful smile. A moment later, though, memory of her guilt 
began to return to her and tears welled up in her blue eyes. Even though it had been 
beautiful, she knew that it hadn’t been worth it. If only Ken would do such wonderful things to
her …


“I’m terribly sorry, Mike, but I made a horrible mistake,” she said, trying to sound briskly 
businesslike as she started to rise. “Let’s get dressed now. We have a lot to do before my 
husband gets home tonight.” Almost as an afterthought, she remembered to add, “This must 
never happen again.”


“Oh, no, you don’t,” he suddenly snarled, standing up to brutally push her back onto the 
bed. “That was just a little warm-up exercise, baby. Now, I’m going to fuck the shit out of you!”


“Oh, no! You can’t!” she gasped, staring up at him as he kneeled over her trembling body. 
“Nobody but my husband has ever … done it to me … “


“Baby, I’ve been in there for two years,” he hissed. “Two years without touching a woman! 
And now you want me to turn off-just like that!” His lips were contorted into an obscene leer 
and his eyes were cold with long pent-up lust. “It’s not that easy … and even if I wanted to I 
couldn’t stop now. But, baby, I don’t want to! You’re the hottest little piece of ass I’ve ever 
seen!”


Cecelia’s head whirled from the impact of his lewd, insulting words. No one had ever 
spoken to her like that before, and though she knew she should be angry, faint traces of 
desire began to build in her again. She knew she was risking her entire future happiness, yet a 
part of her wanted more of the exquisite pleasure she had experienced for the first time that 
afternoon. But, then, visions of her husband began to loom up in her brain, as if he were 
somehow standing there, staring down at them, a contemptuous sneer of hatred lining his 
handsome face.


“No … no … please, I can’t… my husband … ” she whispered. Suddenly, the words she had 
spoken brought an idea to her. She had forgotten that she held, had always held the key to 
her freedom from the convict who was practically holding her prisoner in her own bedroom. 
Gathering all her courage, she stared into his eyes and declared loudly, “If you don’t let me go
this minute, I’ll tell my husband that you tried to rape me. Now, please, get off my bed!”


Cecelia saw his eyes narrow thoughtfully at her words and she felt a surge of triumphant 
joy. Thank God, it’s over now, she thought happily, and I’ll never let anything like it happen 
again. Her tensed muscles began to relax with relief as she waited for a movement or reply 
from the trustee.


“Are you serious ? ” she finally heard him ask in a flat, expressionless voice.


“I certainly am!” Cecelia answered coldly and decisively. “You may lose your trusteeship, 
but you’ll learn that you can’t just go around attacking any woman who suits your imagine … 
especially not the wife of the captain of the guard!”


The young trustee moved back away from Cecelia, then suddenly slashed his heavy palm 
brutally across her face. “Don’t try to pull your rank with me, Mrs. Bailey,” he snarled. “Your 
husband may be captain of the guard, but he’ll be the laughingstock of the prison if this gets 
out. So, do you want to play it my way, or shall we see who gets to him firsts-you and your sad
tale … or the dirty little story I could have all over the prison within an hour?” He gave a 
mirthless laugh, then added, “Just how much does your husband trust you, Mrs. Bailey?”


Cecelia lay in a state of shock listening to Mike Farmer’s cruel threat. Though she knew she
could easily call Ken right that minute on the telephone, it was little consolation. He thought 
she was a slut already. Surely, he would believe anything this man told him about her.


“Please, don’t,” she begged pitifully, knowing as she looked into his lust-contorted face 
that he would show no more mercy to her than he would to any common whore. Her eyes 
traveled down his broad chest and stomach to where his long hard penis jutted out from its 
nest of wiry black hair. Tears began to spill down her cheeks as she remembered how Ken’s 
huge organ had hurt her. God, she could not stand it again.


“Stow the sobs, baby,” the convict grinned evilly from above her, sensing his complete 
victory over her. “I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before. And you’re 
going to love it. I can’t wait to see you twisting and squirming when this cock of mine sinks 
into your tight little cunt.”


“No … no … I can’t.”


“Put it in,” he ordered, climbing over her leg to position himself between her open thighs.


Quivering in fear and humiliation, she reached down to wrap her hand around his thick 
shaft. It was huge. Though she had never touched Ken’s cock with her hand, this one felt even 
larger than his had looked. Dear God, she would never be able to take it all, she thought in 
terror, it would tear her apart down there!”


“Hurry up!” he commanded again. “Put it in your cunt!”


Closing her eyes with a shudder, she guided the stone-hard cock into the valley of her 
buttocks, poising it between the waiting lips of her vagina. Grasping the smooth, 
blood-swollen head between her thumb and forefinger, she gingerly placed it at the edge of 
the moist, hair-fringed opening and gasped at the first soft thrilling contact against the 
ragged soft edges of her pussy.


Gradually, he began to push against her, painfully pressuring against the tight, almost 
virginal opening of her vagina.


“Aaaaaagggghhh,” she gasped, as the huge, throbbing head forced its way into the moist, 
elastic lips until Cecelia felt that the tender flesh would surely tear from the strain of the huge 
lust-inflated tip of his cock.


“Oooooooh, please stop … you’re hurting me,” she screamed. Her legs jerked out wide on 
either side of his body, kicking futilely into the air to escape the cruel impalement. She looked 
pleadingly up into the trustee’s face, but there was no compassion in his expression, only the 
lust and frustration that had been building for two years.


Slowly, he forced his massive rod into her resisting passage, filling her inch by inch. Then, 
when his hard, thick cock was only partially inside her, he could stand it no more. He had to 
fuck her! It had been too long. He rammed forward with all the strength in his thighs and 
buttocks, sinking his huge shaft all the way up to the hilt. It slammed into her cunt, pushing 
the soft, moist flesh of her vaginal walls before it until his balls smacked heavily into the tightly
clenched cheeks of her naked ass. Beneath him, she writhed and moaned, screwing her 
buttocks back into the mattress to find some relief from the painful skewering. But with each 
jerk, the fiery lance seemed to stab even deeper into her ravaged passageway until it felt as 
though it was coming out her throat as its bloated head pressed hard against her cervix. Her 
face was contorted with the pain of that first cruel lunge and pleading incoherent whimpers 
rose from deep in her chest. He glanced down between their joined bodies and could see his 
dark, curly pubic hairs tangled with her golden blonde ones, the gleaming base of his thick 
cock buried between the pink, moist lips of her wide-stretched vagina.


He wished only one thing now, that that bastard Captain Bailey could be there to see his 
pretty young wife pinned to the bed and being fucked silly by one of his own lowly convicts. 
Yes, he was going to make her pay for every minute of the two years he had spent in that 
prison, under her husband, Bailey, and all the others who had kept him at Dunstead. And 
when he was finished, she would be begging for more. He would give it to her too. until she 
had his sperm swimming in her eyes.


Beneath him, Cecelia struggled helplessly against the pain of his sudden blunt entry. 
Though she desperately tried to force it out by flexing the muscles within her vagina, each 
throb seemed only to excite him more and he rammed even further up inside her aching 
passageway. She could feel his huge leathery balls brushing against her clitoris between her 
widespread thighs, as it lay sunk deep inside of her. There was not one ridge or vein on the 
massive instrument she could not feel as her cunt walls clasped around it like a tight elastic 
sleeve. Far up in her belly, the hard rubbery tip seemed to throb against her cervix like a 
second heart in her body. The gentle pulsing of the thick shaft within her sent tiny jolts of 
pleasure-pain coursing through her trembling body and she moaned softly beneath him.


Suddenly her body quivered and jerked as the trustee flexed his cock, driving it another 
cruel half an inch into her tortured vagina.


“Oooooooohh, nooooo,” she groaned, struggling frantically to escape the painful 
skewering. But his hands moved up to pin her shoulders tightly to the mattress.


He throbbed the stiff rod again in the hot-channeled depths of her tight narrow passage, 
stretching her vaginal walls even further apart. Slowly, her strained sensitive inner flesh 
became accustomed to the massive invading instrument and the pain began to gradually 
diminish.


“Oooooooooh,” she gasped breathlessly, as the convict flexed again and again, setting a 
rhythmic pattern to his movements. Her pain-contorted face slowly relaxed and he could feel 
hesitant answering throbs around the head of his deeply imbedded penis, as her body began 
to mechanically respond to hard masculine intrusion.


Aware that her last resistance was finally fading, Mike Farmer continued his slow, gentle 
ministrations. He watched with delight as her nostrils began to flare slightly with passion and 
her soft grunts of pleasure began to fill the silent bedroom. The bed squeaked quietly as her 
pelvis began a slow involuntary rocking motion beneath his throbbing cock.


Cecelia could feel her body reacting as it had never done before. The agonizing pain had 
given way to another sensation, a deep thrilling tingle that rose from deep in her womb and 
seemed to be saturating her body with an urgent need to have even more of the brutal 
impaling rod that had rammed so viciously into her innocent body. Her flesh seemed alive 
with dancing tongues of fire and the burning warmth centered in her loins, making her cunt 
involuntarily dilate and twitch around the rock-like pole that filled her. She wanted more of it, 
wanted to feel the swollen member drilling in and out of her moist hungry passage. 
Instinctively, she drove her buttocks upward, grinding into his pelvis, but he stayed immobile 
above her, his weight pressing her back down into the bed. She could not move and she felt 
like she was going out of her mind with frustration and fiery need.


“P-please, Mike, do something,” she gasped pleadingly, looking up into the face of the 
trustee. She saw a grin of lewd delight crease his face.


“What, Mrs. Bailey? Does the captain’s lady want something?” he tormented. Sweat trickled
down his face as he fought to control his own mounting passion. First, he had to force her to 
submission. He wanted to humiliate her to show her that he was not just doing another little 
job for the men who ran the prison. Then, he was going to screw her, whether she liked it or 
not.


“Y-yes, please, do it to me,” she panted.


“Do what?” he taunted, flexing his huge member again. “Say it. Tell me to fuck you!”


“Ooooooh, no. I can’t; I can’t,” she breathed. This, she knew, would be the final humiliating
surrender. There would be no escaping the fact that she had wanted it as much as the convict 
and she would never be able to face her husband again.


“Beg me, bitch,” he snarled, losing patience with waiting for her surrender. With a low 
growl, he grabbed her shoulders and dug his fingers painfully into their softness. As he 
roughly shook her trembling body, he commanded again, “Say it!”


“Oooooh, noooo, I can’t … nooooo … ” she moaned, but even as she said it, the 
overpowering knowledge of her guilt and helplessness melted her last defenses and she knew 
it was useless to protest anymore. Though her own weakness sickened and repulsed her, the 
urgent demands of her aroused body had completely conquered her protesting conscience. It 
was no longer a matter of right and wrong. All that mattered was that she wanted him now, 
wanted his lust-hardened cock to be set in motion to match the desperate desire that was 
churning within her. At last, through clenched teeth, she hissed bitterly, “All right, … fuck me! 
Right now-FUCK ME!”


As she closed her eyes in defeat and humiliation, the young convict’s handsome face 
twisted into an obscene grin of victory. Savoring his sweet revenge, he levered himself to a 
push-up position and slowly withdrew his deeply-imbedded instrument until only the bloated 
mushroom-like head still rested within the moist, glistening outer lips of her tender pussy. His 
anger was quickly forgotten as he felt the intoxicating friction of his hard staff against the 
smooth, moist walls of her cunt and as a new wave of intense passion pulsed through him, he 
gathered all his muscular strength and rammed forward again, the broad head of his cock 
pushing the soft flesh of her warm channel before it like buttered velvet, until the entire 
length was buried once more in her wide stretched pussy. This time there were no cries or 
pleas for mercy, only the throaty animal sound of a lustful woman reaching for pleasure. To his
delight, he felt the aroused young bride’s trembling hands snaking up around his body to 
clasp his buttocks, pulling at his tightly-clenched muscles to draw him even deeper into her 
aching belly. Confident now of her unconditional submission, he began working to please 
them both, hammering in and out with long smooth strokes. The bed shook beneath them as 
Cecelia rose to meet each slamming thrust, working her buttocks higher and higher to get 
more and more of his skewering cock.


“Christ, you’re good, baby,” the convict breathed, ramming faster and faster into her with a
maniacal frenzy, his heavy-lidded eyes filmed over by the force of his sexual transport. The fire
of animal lust raged out of control in his lunging groin and he was aware of nothing else in 
the world but the fact that a beautiful, blond, full-bodied woman was responding under him 
to his impaling rod and frantically roving hands. Spurred on by the Captain’s wife’s pitching 
body, he dug more deeply into her, grabbing her shoulders to pin her flatter to the bed and 
restricting her movements until she was afraid she would lose her mind unless he allowed her 
to move as freely as she wanted. She strained upward, heaving her abdomen in passion, 
driving the young criminal deeper and deeper into her screaming body.


Cecelia sighed in wonder, dipping and revolving her pelvis frantically as she felt another 
climax approaching.


The convict, feeling the first vestiges of control leaving his body, tried to slow his pace, 
lengthening his strokes to draw his cock almost all the way out before slamming it home 
again. But her passion had reached the point where she could bear no delay. Faster and faster 
she thrust upward, sucking and massaging at this heavenly, powerful staff with strange, secret 
muscles she had never known she contained.


She was rocketing to a new and thrilling height of pleasure and her breath whistled and 
rasped from her throat in short cries of passion. My God, she thought, I’m going to cum again.
Never before had anything felt as wonderful as this. That gigantic throbbing rod had caused 
her senses to desert her and she joyously knew that this was what her body was for-to give 
pleasure and to take and take and take this exquisite sensation until her mind was lost in 
delirium.


“Oh, darling, I’m cumming! I’m cumming, oh God, I’m cumming nowww!” she cried in a 
voice shrill with mind-reeling passion. He screwed mercilessly into her vagina, and with the 
depth of each lunge she screamed from sheer lust and pleasure. Her cum juices flowed out 
around his driving prick, spilling down into the soft, excitedly clenching crevice of her buttocks
and flooding his testicles and the base of his cock as he drubbed unrelentingly into her.


Faster he thrust, digging deep, deep inside her. He wanted her to remember this fuck for 
the rest of her life. At last he erupted, his hot thick sperm shooting deep into her 
wide-stretched womb, blending with the boiling juices of her own cumming. The hot walls of 
her pussy clasped and unclasped desperately, milking at the jerking organ like a sucking, 
starving mouth. Slowly, they both relaxed, Cecelia’s legs collapsing limply on the bed, lying 
obscenely open on either side of his still gently heaving body. Her heart pounded as though it
would burst through her chest as her exhausted cuntal muscles gradually unraveled the knots 
of sublime tension that had bound them moments before. She could feel his huge organ 
deflating inside her. Then, after a moment, he pulled it out and rolled away. She felt an 
immediate sense of loss, but that slowly faded as she remembered where she was and who 
was lying beside her with his thick penis still dripping with the fluids of their mutual orgasm. A
spasm of horror and shame shook her body as she imagined how they must look, she lying 
exposed and satiated next to a strange man collapsed naked beside her. Raising her head, she
could see that they were still connected by a thin gleaming string of his sticky sperm that 
stretched from the soft head of his cock, across her thigh to disappear in the dark valley 
between her legs.


Well, she thought bitterly, Martha had been right about the trutees and she had been a 
fool not to listen. Or was it that she hadn’t wanted to listen? Cecelia shook her head to drive 
out the unwanted doubt and quickly rose from the bed. It wax rape-she would never believe 
anything else. But who would believe her? Certainly not her silent, uncaring husband. Well, 
he’ll never know, she decided, never know.


“Like it, Mrs. Captain?” the trustee suddenly grinned tauntingly up at her from where he 
lay sprawled on the bedspread.


“Yes, Mike,” she said coldly, “Now get out of here. I don’t ever want to see you in this 
house again. I won’t get you into trouble, I promise. But, now leave me alone.” She began to 
falter as she saw an evil grin spread across his face. “I’ll call the supervisor’s office … tell them I 
don’t need any help … I don’t want a trustee … “


“Ah, now, Mrs. Captain, that’s not true-you know it’s not,” he whispered, staring pointedly 
at her still-trembling body. “You certainly wanted a trustee two minutes ago. And, whether 
you like it or not, you need a trustee-need one particular trustee to keep his mouth shut, don’t
you, Mrs. Captain?”


She stared at the cocky young man as he lounged back on her bed. It was true. One word 
-even a hint of her infidelity could spread through the prison like a wild fire. The men would 
only be too happy to have discovered that the hated captain of the guard had been 
cuckolded by one of his own prisoners. Wild thoughts of escape, flashed through Cecelia’s 
mind as she tried desperately to think of some way out of this awful mess. But, even if she had
any hope of disentangling herself from the situation, it would have been dashed by the sight 
of Mike Farmer’s lazy, confident grin. He knew the workings of the prison better than she, and 
he obviously was not worried.


“Look, Mike, I’ll try to get you out. I’ll set up a bank account so you’ll have money when 
you’re free again. I’ll do anything you say, just leave me alone. Please, I beg of you.” Her round
blue eyes were damp with tears as she sank to her knees at the edge of the bed.


The young criminal gazed coolly at her beseeching form, the welcome power of revenge 
against her husband blanking out whatever compassion he might have felt toward the 
beautiful young woman. “That’s touching, very touching,” he said, sneering openly at her 
desperation. “Just how do you think your beloved husband would respond if I got down on 
my knees and begged him for a little common courtesy ? Well, what do you think, Mrs. 
Captain of the Guard?”


“I-I don’t understand. What are you talking about, Mike?” Cecelia asked, confused by his 
snarling question.


“I mean that your husband and all his bulls have kept me and all the other prisoners 
exactly where they want us,” he snapped. “They kick us around and fuck over us constantly. 
They get their nuts off by reminding us that we’re less than human-and I’ve been fed up with 
it for a long, long time. So,” he smiled bitterly, “So, I’m going to fuck over the sweet young 
bride of your son-of-a-bitch husband for a little while. And get my own nuts off in the 
process.”


Cecelia stared at him in horror. “You can’t just use someone like that-just for revenge!”


“Baby, I have nothing to lose,” he answered softly. “Another year in this hole is like a 
lifetime to me. Besides, I know that you could rat on me anyway, so I might as well enjoy the 
risk.” He propped himself up on one elbow and stared down at her. “What have you got to 
lose, sweetheart?”


“Oh, for God’s sake, get out,” she moaned as her head dropped down on the bed. She had
no choice, she knew, but to submit to whatever vile degradations this criminal could imagine. 
She knew, in fact, even better than he did what she had at stake. Her husband was a proud 
and unpredictable man; she did not want him to become angry again. There was no telling 
what he would do if Mike Farmer ever talked.


Cecelia would just have to play his game and pray that no one else ever found out.


CHAPTER 4


“I wouldn’t kid you, man. She’s the sweetest little piece I’ve ever had. She loves a good 
hard cock! I had her begging and you’re welcome to tear off a little piece for yourself, if you 
like.”


Cecelia almost dropped the bedspread she was carrying in to the washing machine in the 
back porch of the house. That couldn’t be Mike Farmer’s voice-not talking about her. He had 
left over fifteen minutes ago to go back to the prison and in that time she had barely gotten 
her wits about her enough to clean herself up and strip the bed of its sperm stained coverlet. 
She had been going to wash and dry it before Ken returned home for dinner, but now her 
plans were forgotten. Who could he be talking to ? White-faced and trembling, she edged up 
to the back door to peer out into the back yard.


It was dusk and the rose garden was a jigsaw puzzle of dark shadows and golden light 
from the setting sun. She could see no one among the carefully tended trees and bushes. Just 
as the petite blond was about to quietly push open the screen door, another voice spoke 
softly, so close to her that she instinctively jumped back into the dimness of the tiny porch.


“Sheeitt! man, I gotta admit that gal’s got some pretty li’l ass, but you is playing with fire 
there. Tha’s Cap’n Bailey’s ol’ woman. Though, Ah do admit, a li’l poontang would hit the spot 
with ol’ Buck. Ah ain’t had no ass since Ah ripped off that last one in L.A.”


Stunned with horror, she realized that they were beside the house, right outside the door. 
And worse, Mike was talking to Buck Jones, the black rapist. Her mind fought to understand 
and accept what she knew was happening out there. They were talking about her! Mike 
Farmer was planning to make her submit to that huge, horrible Negro. Brain whirling with 
shock, she started to turn around to run into the other room, to get away from the awful, 
frightening conversation she was overhearing. But, some strange, perverse fascination made 
her stop and listen a little longer.


“Yeah, and let me tell you it was good, laying into that son-of-a-bitch’s wife. Every time, I 
punched that thing down into her tight, little pussy, I just grinned and thought ‘There’s 
another one for you, you bastard. After a while, though, it got so good to me, I just forgot and
plowed into her. That’s why I thought I’d just like it to be a little worse for her. After all, we 
can’t beat on Bailey, but we can certainly get to that high class little wife of his.”


Cecelia leaned against the cool wood wall, drained and humiliated by the trustee’s words. 
How could he be so cold, so unconcerned with her feelings? Her thoughts were interrupted by
the black man’s sinister chuckle.


“Hey, man, let’s get Garcia out here too! That mother-fucker’s so horny he screws 
anything. And from the stories he’s told me, he could have that bitch so shook up, she might 
nevah’ come to herself. Sheeitt! I’d like to try a couple of them things mahself.” He paused for 
a moment, then added, “You knew, that li’l gal threatened to call the man on me today. That 
did piss me off … Ah believe Ah’d like to see her beg a little. Yessuh, maybe Ah’ll just let her 
beg around this big ol’ black cock-crammed right to the hilt between those soft pink lips.”


“Hold up, man. You’re giving yourself a hard-on,” she heard Farmer laugh. “Anyway, that’s 
a good idea about Garcia, he’s just the man for our little party. We may do life for this, but 
we’re going to have a good time making it!”


Cecelia cringed back against the wall as she heard them moving away, laughing as they 
went. She could never face them if they discovered her now. For that matter, how could she 
ever face anyone again after this afternoon. He was right -she had begged, but she had never 
asked for anything like he was planning now. One criminal using her defenseless naked body 
for his own pleasure was bad enough, but three! And Buck Jones was one of them! Her feeling
about him had been confirmed; he was a dangerous man under that honey-sweet charm of 
his. And he had talked about putting his black penis in her mouth! No, she could never do it. 
That was too much to ask of any woman, especially a virtually innocent young newlywed.


Though she had no idea how she would get out of the horrible situation, she resolved that
no threats could make her cooperate with Mike Farmer’s evil plan. Even if she had to ruin her 
marriage, she would escape somehow. But, for now, she was too tired and shaken to even 
think straight. Tomorrow morning, before Mike arrived, she would think of a plan. Yes, 
tomorrow, she would somehow clear this whole thing up.


Wearily, she brushed a stray blond curl away from her face and turned back to the washing
machine. It was late. Ken would soon be home for dinner.


CHAPTER 5


Cecelia stood before the long bedroom mirror, inspecting her body in the pale morning 
light. As she had hoped, it looked the same as it had yesterday morning-lush, youthful, almost
pristine. Her ivory skin was still as smooth and unflawed as before, her face showing no 
wrinkle or sign of stress. She smiled slightly, thinking of the silly fear that had gnawed at her 
mind only a moment before. Of course, an adulteress doesn’t look any different, she laughed 
at herself. Her guilty feelings had made her suspect that her husband’s customary silences 
were caused by some knowledge of her illicit activities yesterday afternoon. But the rational 
part of her brain had reminded her that, even if Mike Farmer had said anything to the inmates,
there would not have been time for word to get back to Ken.


After Ken had left this morning, she had lain in bed, struggling with the dilemma of Mike 
and the blackmail he was subjecting her to. It was too great a price to pay, she had decided, 
even for her marriage. Today, she would tell Mike Farmer to either leave her alone or get out. 
And tonight


… tonight, she would tell Ken everything that had happened. If he somehow understood 
and could forgive her, fine. But, if he flew into a rage and told her to leave … well, that would 
be all right, too. After all, at this point, she wouldn’t be breaking up much of a marriage and, 
even though she did love him with all her heart, perhaps it would be better for both of them if
they parted ways now, rather than later, when it would be even more painful. She knew that 
there had to be a better existence than living in uncomfortable silence with a near-stranger.


Suddenly, she heard a noise and, whirling around, came face-to-face with Mike Farmer 
who stood grinning in her bedroom doorway.


“Like what you see?” he asked, leering suggestively at her nude body which, moments 
before, had been posed before the full-length mirror.


“What are you doing here already?” she demanded, furious that he had appeared so 
unexpectedly. “It’s only nine o’clock.”


“Why, Mrs. Captain, ma’am, did you forget? It’s your own private houseboy, reporting in 
for duty.” He bent over double in a mock bow of subservience. “We convicts may be a burden 
on society, but apparently, we make dandy slaves for the lovely ladies of the prison. This is 
called rehabilitation, Mrs. Captain. When I get out-why, I’ll know all about being a personal 
janitor to some fine lady.”


His words had sounded bitter to Cecelia, but the trustee’s face looked cheerful. He seemed
to be in a more buoyant mood today, she thought hopefully. Maybe, if she could show him 
that she really cared about him as a person, not just as a prisoner or servant, he might think 
about her more kindly. Perhaps, she could even talk him out of the “party” he had planned for 
today. It was certainly worth a try.


Choosing her words carefully, she asked quietly, “What… what happened to you, Mike? 
Why are you here? You don’t seem like the type of man to be in prison.”


To her surprise, he didn’t snarl an answer, but smiled and answered good-naturedly. “Well, 
that’s what I told the judge. I said, ‘Please, sir, don’t send me to the penitentiary. My friends 
will miss me.’ But, he just leaned back in the big leather chair and chopped three years out of 
my life. He never blinked an eye.” He leaned against the doorframe and shrugged. “That’ll 
teach me to play around with a judge’s daughter, I guess.”


“What?” Cecelia gasped, not yet grasping his point.


“Well, it seems that I misjudged the age of a little chick I picked up at a dance. And, God 
knows, she wasn’t fighting off any unwelcome advances.” He grinned ruefully and went on. 
“One of the patrolmen on the local lovers’ lane just happened to catch us in the act and one 
disaster led to another. Not only was she fifteen years old, but she had run away from home 
two days before. And then, of course, there was the not unimportant fact that her father was 
one of the two district judges. Her uncle was the other local justice.”


“Oh, no, Mike,” Cecelia murmured sympathetically. “It sounds like you never had a 
chance.”


“Baby, you just don’t know how bad it was,” he sighed. “Before that trial was over, they had
the jury convinced that I was everything but a Russian spy. I was lucky that statutory rape isn’t 
a capital offense, because I wouldn’t be here now if it were. I was in this prison for two weeks 
before I even knew what had happened to me.”


“Well, Mike, if that’s all true, then why are you letting yourself in for another trial?” she 
asked quietly.


He stared at her for a moment and she could see the warm friendliness in his face harden 
into a mask of hatred and resentment.


“Because, Mrs. Captain, I don’t care anymore,” he growled. “In the past two years, I’ve been
put through every kind of shit those mother-fuckers could imagine in their dim minds. And, 
now it doesn’t hurt anymore. I don’t mind at all, because I’m getting back-in spades. I may 
spend the rest of my life in that sewer, but I’m going to know that I returned the favor to at 
least one of those bastards!”


Cecelia’s heart sank as she heard his words, but she had to try to reach him. Mustering all 
her courage, she walked over to stand beside him. Taking his hand, she looked up at him and 
spoke firmly. “Why make me suffer, Mike? I never did anything to you. I like you. Much as I 
hate to admit it, I liked what happened yesterday afternoon, but… ” She faltered, trying to 
think of the right words, then went on impulsively, “I heard you talking to Buck yesterday … 
and, I … I can’t do that … not with all those men … h-he said he w-was going to put his … his 
thing in my mouth … Please! Don’t make me do that!” she begged, breaking down into sobs.


But, he stood unmoving, staring down at her contemptuously. “Baby, you’re going to do 
all that and more, so you might as well get used to the idea. I tell you what to do, and you’d 
better remember that!”


His arrogant words cut through Cecelia’s misery and she forcibly stilled her wracking sobs. 
No, she thought furiously, no matter what was at stake, she was still her own person and she 
did not take orders from anyone!


“You do not tell me what to do, Mike Farmer!” she blazed. “You have no hold on my life. I 
don’t care who you tell about what. I’m going to tell my husband anyhow-tonight! I won’t be 
blackmailed any longer. Now, get out!” Angrily, she tried to shove him out of the bedroom.


To her amazement, he moved away from her, then turned to face her, smiling sweetly. 
“Now, don’t upset yourself, Mrs. Captain. I knew it wouldn’t last forever, anyway. But,” he 
added as his smile faded and his eyes gleamed cold as gun-metal, “when I go this time, I’m 
going to go for something big, not just a lousy rape. Baby, you will as I say, whether you like it
or not. After all, I don’t want to disappoint my friends.”


Almost before she knew what was happening, the criminal took her arm in a brutal grip 
and dragged her back into the bedroom, tossing her harshly onto the bed. The telephone, she
thought frantically, if I can just call Ken, he’ll send help. But as she tried to rise, the man caught
her shoulders and threw her back down on the mattress, pinning and holding her there with 
his broad palm over her slender throat. His face had become twisted into a frightening mask 
of cruel fury and he leaned over her, breathing hotly into her fear-stricken face.


“You will cooperate with me! You will! If I have to kill you to make you understand how 
serious I am, well, then, I’ll kill you. Now, will you cooperate, bitch?”


Although his hand was crushing her windpipe, cutting off her air supply until she felt dizzy,
Cecelia managed to croak her consent. Immediately, he removed his palm.


As she lay beside where he sat on the bed, Cecelia’s eyes met his and she saw that there 
was no mercy or compassion in them. Whatever had happened to him in the prison must have
killed all his humane emotions until he seemed to be driven by nothing but his maniacal need 
for revenge. She felt real fear now for the first time since this strange chain of events began. 
As she stared at him, his eyes left her face and began to roam over the smooth, ripe curves of 
her still-naked body, a sadistic smile playing over his lips. Almost against her will, she felt a 
thrill of excitement course through her body, as she saw the familiar fire of lust begin to 
rekindle in his eyes.


“Now that we have agreed,” he began softly, reaching over to pinch her nipples into hard 
peaks of tingling sensation. “Now, that we have traded places, and you are the prisoner, and I 
am the master, you will follow my every direction. Is that right?”


Cecelia could feel her body coming alive under his fingertips, throbbing and burning with 
growing excitement. Barely aware of the sound of his voice, forgetting the fear she had 
experienced only a moment before, she arched her back, trying to get even more of the 
delicious sensation that was beginning to drive her mad with mounting passion. She did not 
notice as anger mixed with the lust in his expression.


“Isn’t that right,” he insisted.


A tiny moan escaped her throat as she felt the now-familiar need churning in her loins.


“Answer me, bitch,” he suddenly shouted, twisting her nipples cruelly.


Jagged spears of pain shot from Cecelia’s twin peaks as he continued to twist and pull 
brutally at her tortured nipples and, wrenched from her dreamy arousal, she struggled 
frantically to free herself from his excruciating grip. Finally, with strength born of pain and 
desperation, she managed to tear herself from his agonizing grasp and leapt up from the bed 
to run for the bedroom door. But mid-leap, almost before her feet touched the floor, his 
hands clamped over her arm, slamming her back on the bed.


“All right, bitch,” he snarled. “If that’s the way you want it, we’ll do it the hard way.”


Rising from the bed, he walked over to the bedroom door, turned the key that rested in its
old fashioned lock and dropped the key into the pocket of his denim trousers. Turning back to
the blond girl who lay trembling on the rumpled sheets, he snarled a vicious warning:


“You make one move, bitch, and I’ll slap you unconscious.”


Then he strode to the big open wardrobe that held most of Ken’s clothes and began 
rummaging through it, keeping his eyes on her all the while. Moments later, he drew out 
several of Ken’s ties, one of which she had given him as a wedding present, and returned to 
the bed.


Cecelia’s eyes widened in terror as she realized what he was going to do.


“No, Mike, please,” she begged. “I promise I won’t run away. I swear it.”


“I swear it, too,” he muttered, brutally yanking one of her slender wrists to a corner 
bedpost. With quick, efficient movements, he knotted the strip of heavy cloth around her 
wrist, then wound the ends around the wood, drawing her hands up tightly to the post. When 
he was finished, there was barely enough slack in the bond to allow her blood to circulate into
her hand. And there was no chance that she could pull it free. As he repeated the procedure 
on her other wrist, she lay staring up at him, her face impassive. At last, he was finished and, 
moving away to inspect his handiwork, he laughed sardonically.


“Well, Mrs. Captain, let’s see you call your husband now,” he sneered at her tightly bound 
form.


“Take my word, Mike Farmer, you’ll pay for this,” Cecelia hissed. “You’re more evil than any 
of the guards or anyone in that prison and I will make you sorry if it’s the last thing I ever do.” 
Raging fury shot from her eyes like blue sparks, but the trustee only laughed.


“I believe I know exactly how you feel, Mrs. Captain. I’ve felt the same way myself. But, 
don’t you worry, you’ll get me back, I’m sure. And it will be easy-for you. But you’re not going 
to do anything until I and my friends have fucked you every way but Sunday to make up for 
every raw deal we’ve had in that prison, every time your husband or one of his dummies has 
made us crawl! Now shut up or I’ll gag you too.”


CHAPTER 6


Cecelia watched in silence as the convict moved away from her and began removing his 
clothes. When he turned away from her to pull down his denim trousers, she used the 
opportunity to try and wriggle out of the neckties Mike had used to bind her hands to the 
bedposts, but it was no use. The knots were too tight and she abandoned her attempts before
he turned to face her again. She knew she couldn’t bear it if he lost his temper and began to 
beat her, as he had said he would. Tied like a slave to the bed she and Ken shared, she felt 
more humiliated than she had ever imagined possible. She was completely at the mercy of 
Mike Farmer, this trustee who was so filled with hatred that nothing could reach him. She 
realized that she would have to cooperate with him and his friends, but she wondered how 
she could ever stand being touched by that huge black man. She prayed that he would not 
think of what he had said-putting his huge black organ into her mouth. Everything she had 
ever been taught about right and wrong rebelled against the thought.


Her train of thought screeched to a halt as Mike Farmer turned around, completely naked, 
to walk back to the bed. She could see that his long thick cock was only partially erect, but it 
was even bigger, more powerful-looking than she remembered. Just the sight of it started that
involuntary fevered churning between her legs and, though she hated herself for the obscene 
thought, she had to admit that it would be wonderful to have his huge pulsating hardness 
placed into the warm hungry mouth of her vagina. Oh, God, just the idea made her shiver with
anticipation and, in spite of herself, she found that she was smiling up at the handsome 
convict. As she felt the weight of his body lowering onto the bed beside her, she closed her 
eyes in delicious expectation of the exciting touch of his fingers on her tingling body, his 
warm lips pressing hard on hers.


To her surprise, though, she felt him lifting her head and she opened her eyes to see him 
gathering up both the pillows from the bed. A moment later, he had wedged the pillows 
down under her head and neck, propping them up until she felt her chin almost resting 
against her chest. She looked up to see his face wreathed in a grin of salacious amusement.


“What … what are you going to do?” she questioned, truly puzzled by his arrangement of 
the pillows under her head.


“Well, Mrs. Captain, I think it’s about time you sucked a little convict cock,” he said, smiling 
sadistically. “How would you like that?”


Oh, God, no, her mind screamed, he couldn’t mean that. Why couldn’t he be satisfied with 
just using her body in the natural way. Did he have to make her the victim of horrible 
perversion too ? She watched in terrified disbelief as he lifted a leg over her torso and 
positioned himself with his buttocks above her breasts, his knees snug into her armpits, his 
throbbing prick dangling before her face.


“N-no, Mike, please,” she whined, knowing already that it was futile to argue. “I-I can’t.. . I 
can’t do that … it’s wrong.”


“Baby, you’re in no position to argue,” he growled, shaking his long, blood-engorged 
member before her eyes. “Now, kiss my cock, bitch!”


Cecelia closed her eyes; this was even worse than she had imagined. The humiliation, the 
debasement she was going to suffer today simply was not worth it. When she refused, rolling 
her head from side to side to avoid touching the massive instrument with her lips, the trustee 
grabbed her cruelly by the shoulder, digging into her soft flesh until she cried out from the 
pain. “Open your mouth, you fucking cunt,” he snarled. When she was slow in responding, he 
grabbed a handful of her golden hair and yanked until her eyes watered from the pain.


“Oow! You’re hurting me!” she whimpered.


“Open your fucking mouth!”


Cecelia slowly opened her mouth; her lips were trembling from fright and suppressed pain.


“Now, put your lips around the head of my cock,” he commanded. “Do as I say!”


Moaning with fear and mortification, Cecelia reluctantly did as he directed, closing her lips 
hesitantly around the blunt, distended tip of his fleshy staff. To her surprise, it was not 
unpleasant and she could taste the bittersweet piquancy of a clear, sticky substance already 
oozing from the tiny opening at the end. In spite of her natural revulsion at the vile act the 
convict was forcing her to perform, she felt an unmistakable tremor of excitement at the spicy,
pungent taste of the warm, male semen on her palate. Experimentally, she twirled her tongue 
over the thick, purplish head and her efforts were rewarded by a deep groan from the man 
kneeling over her.


“Ooooooooh, that’s it, baby. Now lick it,” he breathed, panting slightly from the 
excitement of seeing his huge cock placed in the mouth of the innocent young wife. 
Reluctantly, he withdrew the mammoth staff from between her lips and directed, “Lick it like a 
lollipop, baby. Lick it all over and keep your eyes open so you can see what you’re doing.”


Following his directions like the obedient slave she had become, Cecelia stared at the long,
rigid pole that rose like a stone monolith before her face. It was hard, so hard that the skin 
stretched tautly over its surface shone as if it were polished and the thick veins that covered it 
like a road map, pulsed madly against the tightly drawn skin. Below the awful weapon, his two 
huge balls hung in their soft, swaying sacs, swollen and heavy with the sperm that boiled 
within them. Cautiously, the blond ran her tongue down the instrument, daintly licking it all 
the way, lavishing her tongue over its trunk-like base, along its thick underside to the dark 
ridges sticky and protruding from the thick foreskin, playing and caressing it with every 
lapping stroke. Then, as she licked at the hardness of the convict’s cock, Cecelia began to feel 
a strange perverse excitement growing in her body at the thought of being used this way, as if
she were nothing more than a dirty street whore, tied to the bed, being forced to orally 
minister to this man’s monstrous throbbing penis. Deep in her belly, she could feel a fire 
kindling and she suddenly thought that she would like to take the whole massive instrument 
into her mouth.


Above her, the trustee trembled slightly from the exquisite sensation of her pointed 
tongue slaving over her new master, the giant rigid cock he held before her face. As if he 
could read her thoughts, the young criminal moaned and growled, “Okay, baby, now suck it! 
Suck my prick!”


Quickly, Cecelia trailed her tongue back over the heavy shaft and then ovaled her soft lips 
and slipped them gently over the smooth, rubbery head. Mike Farmer groaned loudly and 
flicked his hips forward, sliding the lust-engorged rod into the warm, wet cavern of her mouth
and down the full length of her tongue until the tip banged brutally against the back of her 
throat. Panic flooded her mind as she gagged at the unnatural invasion, but Cecelia quickly 
remembered what he had told her to do and began to suck, simultaneously slipping her 
tongue up and down the rock-hard lance, nibbling softly at the base with her teeth.


“Aaaaaaagggggh!” he gasped. “That’s gooood, soooo gooood! Oh, suck it, baby, suck it!”


Slowly, the trustee began to rock his hips back and forth, fucking into her mouth as if it 
were a smoothly shaved cunt. Obediently, Cecelia tried to suck on the hot throbbing rod of 
flesh, but she could barely get a breath before he had rammed it down into her throat again. 
Her cheeks hollowed on each out-stroke, then bloated like balloons each time he rammed 
back in, grazing her tonsils and almost choking her.


Cecelia had virtually forgotten her shame and horror at what he was making her do. She 
was in another world where all there was, was this huge cudgel drubbing into her mouth, 
banging against her throat. Yet, in a way, it thrilled her to know that she had no choice, she 
could not move her head; she had to suck on this mammoth, excitedly vibrating cock. As if to 
demonstrate her complete subservience to his will, Cecelia managed to raise her head enough
to bob it up and down in cooperation with the convicts slamming thrusts into her mouth.


Mike Farmer was out of his mind with the ecstasy of the moment. Looking down, he could 
see the lovely oval of the young bride’s lipstick rimmed lips stretched tightly around the thick 
base of his cock, then rammed forward even harder, trying to make her take it all into her 
mouth. He could see tiny ridges of soft pink flesh as he pulled back from her gently sucking 
lips that disappeared back inside as he slid it forward again even deeper into the tightly 
confining depths of her throat. His eyes widened as he saw his pubic hair brush against the 
sides of her mouth as she all but swallowed the full length of his fleshy male hardness.


God she was good, he thought. If only her husband could see her now, lips wrapped 
tightly around his big, hard prick-his sweet little virginal bride blowing a lowly prisoner. He 
began a rhythmic sawing, back and forth, never quite drawing it all the way out but leaving 
the tip just inside the warm moistness of her mouth, then plunging further, deep, deep into 
her throat. He felt her gag beneath him, but it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered but shooting 
his white, hot load into that warm, sucking hole in her beautiful young face.


“It’s here! Oh, suck it, bitch, suck harder!” Mike screamed, locking his hands hard around 
the back of Cecelia’s bobbing head, drawing it over his rigidity until all he could see was a 
small bit at the base protruding wet and glistening from her wildly sucking lips. He watched in
animal delight as his balls erupted and her throat tightened and untightened, swallowing in 
great desperate gulps the hot, sticky fluid he was spewing into her mouth. Her cheeks 
expanded and hollowed as she greedily gulped at the warm flooding gushes to keep from 
choking. She went on sucking as he emptied his sperm into the wetness of her mouth. Finally, 
he moaned his last and grunted in complete fulfillment. Slowly, his cock deflated in her mouth
but she continued the gentle sucking, drawing every last drop of the warm sticky sperm from 
his softening cock.


At last, Mike Farmer’s thick flaccid prick slipped from her mouth and he collapsed on the 
bed beside her. A long sigh of drawn out relief breathed from her heaving chest and she 
closed her eyes in absolute exhaustion, vaguely conscious of a painful throbbing in the back 
of her throat.


Then, the shattering consciousness of the vileness of her act burst upon her and she 
remembered what had happened and who was lying beside her. Oh, God, she thought, 
fighting to keep her horror and fear under control, I have got to talk to him. Some how, I have
to convince him not to bring all those men in here this afternoon. Her wrists ached dully from 
the tightness of the bonds that held her to the bed.


“Mike … please … I have to talk to you,” she said quietly, turning her head to face the 
sprawled form beside her on the bed. “Mike?”


There was no answer but a gentle snoring. He was asleep and, she realized, she was too 
spent to try to wake him now. As sleep began to drift over her, mercifully dulling the pain of 
her debasement, she decided again that she could not allow herself to give up … not yet, not 
without making a strong effort. She’d never be able to live with herself if she gave up now. 
After all, her marriage might not be as hopeless as she had begun to let herself believe. And it 
was certainly worth a try to save whatever virtue she had left.


Yes, later, she would talk to him … later … talk … must convince him … not Buck Jones … 
never … Ken, help me… .


Fear and apprehension shook her body with a violent trembling and then she slept.


CHAPTER 7


“Hello, Martha. What is it now?” Harry Winston asked over the phone, his voice seething 
with impatience and annoyance at the interruption of his work. “I don’t have time to chat as 
you well know.”


Martha recognized his tone and bridled at it. “Harry, dear, I know that,” she purred 
venomously. “You haven’t had time to talk to me in three years and I wouldn’t think of 
disturbing your schedule now. But, Harry,” her voice changed to one of real sincerity, “this is 
really important.”


“Yes, yes, I’m sure,” he cut in. Over the line, she could hear papers rustling as he snapped, 
“Well, what is it?”


Martha Winston fought down her impulse to hang up on him. This sort of thing had been 
going on for three years, ever since Harry had been made prison superintendent, and she was 
getting tired of being treated like domestic help, a necessary but not particularly well-liked 
housekeeper. She knew she was still a beautiful, desirable woman, but he hadn’t even kissed 
her since she couldn’t remember when. If she were just a bit younger she’d leave him, in fact, 
she wished she had when she was still young enough to find another husband. Nevertheless, 
the old bastard was still lovable when he occasionally found time for her.


“For God’s sake, Martha, what is it?” The deep, authoritative voice boomed from the 
receiver she held in her hand.


“Oh, yes, I’m sorry,” she said, rapidly collecting her thoughts. “Well, dear, I just saw two 
men go into the Bailey’s house next door. Mrs. Bailey’s trustee just let them in the back way.”


“Martha, I’m trying to get out of this office to get my lunch and you called to tell me that?”


“Harry, just shut up for once and listen to me. They were both inmates-one of them was 
that Buck Brown. The other one, well I’ve never seen him before but he looked horrible, really 
evil. I’m worried about that poor girl alone there.”


“Martha, haven’t you got anything better to do than sit all day with your nose pressed up 
against the window. The girl is probably letting them eat lunch together in the kitchen. I know 
you would love to think that they are all over there raping her, but I doubt it, I really doubt it.” 
His voice turned snide as he added, “If you’re absolutely positive they’re violating the poor 
girl, why don’t you go over and join the orgy … It might get you off my back for a few days. 
Goodbye.”


Martha heard the noisy click on the other end of the line just before she slammed down 
her receiver. Her eyes filled with angry tears as his last words echoed in her ears. He wouldn’t 
have been so sure of himself if he had heard the cries that had drifted through her window 
yesterday afternoon, she thought furiously. The phrases still pounded through her brain with 
an obscene rhythm: “Oh, fuck me. Yes, please. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me.” Martha shook her 
head violently to clear her mind of the vile, but exciting refrain. She couldn’t know for sure 
which of the near-by houses had held that passion-fired voice. Anyway, she definitely had 
seen Captain Bailey come home-a good half hour after Mrs. Bailey’s handsome new trustee 
had left the house. Martha stop this, she chided herself, you have no right to go dreaming up 
stories you don’t know are true.


Still, it was intriguing to imagine such a fascinating scandal in the house next door. 
Thoughtfully, Martha ran her hands over her still-perfect body. Even through her light knit 
dress, the sensation of her warm palms following the smooth, full curves of her voluptuous 
form sent unusually sensuous thoughts flooding into her mind and she wondered for a 
moment how Harry would respond if she really did find a lover. Pensively, she walked back 
into the kitchen and sat down at the table in the tiny breakfast nook, her favorite vantage 
point. Through the window there, she could see most of the Bailey’s home and, if she opened 
it, she might be able to overhear fragments of any conversation going on next door.


Smiling conspiratorially to no one in particular, Martha raised the window and poured 
herself another cup of coffee.


*


Harry Winston sat in the plush executive dining room of the prison, picking disinterestedly 
at the remains of his dinner of beef stew and dumplings. He was troubled by his earlier 
conversation with Martha, not so much by what she had actually said, but by the sentiments 
conveyed by her tone of voice. He had been curt with her, true, but she had responded as 
though she expected that he would not listen to her. She had spoken to him as though it were
a duty, as though he were some sort of business contact and not her husband of almost ten 
years. He hadn’t really thought about it before, but perhaps he had been too wrapped up in 
his work lately, been ignoring her for too long. Though he may not have shown it, he did love 
her and a beautiful woman like her might not wait forever for a little love and affection.


Yessir, he decided suddenly, he owed it to the both of them to start doing his part to make
their marriage more of a joy and less of a habit. By God, starting this very night, things were 
going to be different.


He smiled in self-satisfaction as he pushed his chair away from the table, congratulating 
himself on his ability to make quick decisions. As he strolled back to his office, some other 
matter nagged from the back of his mind. What was it, he asked himself, something Martha 
had said. No matter, he’d ask her tonight when he got home, or maybe he’d really surprise her
and come home early for a little pre-dinner session in the bedroom. That’s it, Harry, he 
thought smugly, now you’re thinking like a husband again!


CHAPTER 8


The sounds of a small commotion, whispered voices, gradually wakened Cecelia, parting 
the clouds of slumber like the afternoon light that now filtered brightly through her half-open 
eyelids. The clock on the dresser in front of the bed read almost one o’clock. Time for lunch, 
she thought drowsily, and tried to rise. The bonds that held her hands jerked her back down 
and she shuddered, abruptly remembering everything that had happened that day. Licking 
her parched lips, she found the saline taste of Mike Farmer’s sperm still on them. The pungent 
taste brought back other memories of what it had been like to lie helpless under the fury of 
his stone-hard cock pistoning in and out of her mouth. Though she knew she should feel 
revulsion and shame, little pangs of raw uninvited pleasure began to nibble again at her 
nerve-ends, peaking in her nipples, and budding into full flower in her throbbing clitoris. Stop 
it, stop it, her mind screamed as her faithless body responded to the mere thought of the 
bestial act to which Mike Farmer had subjected her.


Abruptly, the struggle of Cecelia against her body was halted as a man walked into the 
room, a stranger, almost.


“Mornin’, li’l gal,” Buck Jones grinned toothily.


Cecelia could feel herself blushing hotly as she lay naked and unable to cover her body 
from the black man’s gleaming eyes, but the tall, powerful-looking Negro just chuckled at her 
discomfort, smirking self-confidently. “Don’t you worry none about dressin’ for me, gal. We’s 
all real good friends aroun’ here.”


Suddenly determined not to show her fear, Cecelia glared at him through hate-filled eyes. 
She was afraid her voice would crack from the fear that roared through her mind, but she 
would not submit again to the outrageous indecency they had planned. They might conquer 
her body, but they would never conquer her spirit again.


The black convict walked up to the side of the bed and Cecelia closed her eyes tightly as 
she felt the humiliation of his hands moving over her body. Great tears of self-pity swelled 
through her clenched eyes and rolled silently down her cheeks. How could she live through 
this? How could she ever face her husband again after being used like a common whore with 
these rejects of society using her helpless body to satiate their own warped desires? She had 
no idea what to expect, but her imagination ran wild. What would they do to her? What would
they expect her to do? Her mind suddenly rebelled again; she couldn’t go through with it.


“Don’t touch me!” she suddenly screamed, opening her eyes and staring directly at the 
huge Negro looming over her. “Get away from me, you … you nigger! I swear I’ll have you put 
away for the rest of your life!”


“That don’t scare me,” he said slowly, gazing back with cold malice in his eyes. “They 
already done put me away for the rest of my life. Ah’m just waitin’ out my time.” He calmly 
began unbuttoning his shirt, watching her from the corner of his eye as he did so. Cecelia 
stared back at him arrogantly, refusing contemptuously to drop her eyes from his almost 
amused gaze.


“You ever had any nigger cock, li’l gal,” Jones asked suddenly. “There ever been any big, 
black pricks shoved up that soft white belly of yours?” He smiled, flickering his eyes over the 
blonde girl’s prone body.


Dropping his shirt on the floor the black man placed his hand on one of her full naked 
thighs, moving it slowly upward to the soft, curling vee at the junction of her legs. Cecelia lay 
quietly beneath his touch in a temporary state of shock from the vile things he had said, but 
suddenly her body reacted. Her leg drew back then flashed out, narrowly missing his jaw, then
pulled back for another attempt to injure him. Before she could kick out, his huge meaty fist 
was clenched around her ankle, pushing it back, back until her knee was bent and pressed 
tightly against her chest. Her other leg he pulled over until her foot hung over the edge of the
bed and her crotch was presented to his view, wide open and defenseless.


“Don’t touch me, you pig,” Cecelia snapped, encouraged by the near success of her 
struggle.


“Bitch, you jus’ won yourself a whole lot less kindness and unnerstandin’, ” the black 
growled. “Now, you shut up or you’re goin’ to win sumpim’ even worse!”


Cecelia clenched her teeth tightly together, her face locked in a determined expression of 
defiance that seemed to increase with each moment and final assault on her helpless body 
drew near.


“You gonna do as I say, white gal?” he demanded.


Cecelia grunted with the discomfort of the position in which he had placed her legs, but 
still refused to speak. Not even the fear that was raging within her could overcome the intense
revulsion and hatred she felt for this man and the other who would use her body today. She 
had to resist, even though she knew her fate was inescapable. At least she would have the 
comfort of knowing that her humiliation and debasement would be none of her own doing 
and that might let her live with herself after this horrible afternoon was over.


“All right, li’l gal, you asked for it,” he growled, angry and frustrated by her unexpected 
resistance. “Now that you is here at the prison, it’s high time you had a touch of 
rehabilitation.”


He moved forward and quickly untied one hand from its corner on the bed. For one 
joyous moment, Cecelia thought that he was going to free her, but with cruel power he jerked
her arm to the opposite bedpost and retied it above her other wrist. She heard him snicker 
with sinister mirth as he withdrew a long black belt from his dirty trousers. As an afterthought,
he pulled a clean, blue kerchief from his trousers pocket and forced it through her trembling 
lips, filling her mouth with the soft cloth until he was sure she could make no sound.


She could see the muscles rippling ominously beneath his gleaming black skin as he 
reached down and firmly grasped her full white hips, then suddenly she was turned over on 
her stomach, held in place by a huge calloused palm pressed into the small of her back like a 
twenty-pound weight. She cringed down into the mattress like a small dog cowering before 
an angry master. Small pleading sounds leaked out around the cloth stuffed brutally into her 
mouth.


“Now, now, li’l gal,” she heard him murmur with a mirthless chuckle. “This is going to be 
educational. Ah’m just going to show you how your husband and his friends deal with social 
problems in the prison. In fact, this sort of thing make some li’l gals just hot as pokers and 
ready to fuck.”


Suddenly, the belt cracked through the air, the tip biting into the left cheek of her bottom 
with a sickening slap. Cecelia whined through the cloth gag and kicked her legs out in an 
instinctive reaction.


“Now, baby, you gonna beg ol’ Buck for a li’l nigger cock,” she heard the black man taunt 
her.


Cecelia tried to speak, to consent, to beg him not to hit her again, but all that came out 
was a muffled mumbling. The belt sang through the air again, this time catching her full 
between the open thighs. The belt raised and descended again and again, tracing a painful 
path of tiny red welts on her ivory skin. Then, as suddenly as it had begun, the cruel torture 
ceased. Even after it had stopped she lay trembling in fear for long terrifying minutes until 
strong hands gently lifted her head and drew the rag from her mouth.


“Now beg, gal,” the Negro said softly.


Cecelia opened her eyes only to face the black man’s rampant cock, hard and throbbing 
with lust. It was even bigger than Mike’s, like a huge arm with two tiny fists beneath it. She felt
fear at the sight of it, but had no more will to fight.


“Fuck me … do anything to me … but please, don’t hit me anymore … I can’t stand it … 
please, please, fuck me w-with your … your nigger cock.” She gave one final long, low 
whimper and her body went limp on the bed.


The Negro stood above her, grinning broadly. If there would ever be anything that gave 
him satisfaction, it was breaking the will of the captain’s wife, personally degrading the 
voluptuous young bride of the man in that hated position of power. Buck Jones couldn’t even 
remember if this Captain Bailey had ever done anything to him personally, but Bailey was the 
man in charge of the men who had made his life hell for fourteen years and it seemed only 
right that Buck Jones be able to hand out a little hell in return.


But now he knew there was no longer any reason to punish her. She was drained of 
resistance and was his for the taking. His eyes ran over her body in unbelieving delight. She 
lay unresisting before him, slim and generously curved at the buttocks and shoulders which 
flared out breathtakingly from her narrow, young waist.


Cecelia stretched unmoving across the center of the mattress, unable and not caring to stir
her pain-wracked body. Any ideas of defiance she might have harbored had been beaten out 
of her by that lashing belt. There was no further sense in postponing the inevitable rape to 
which they were going to subject her. She had shown them as well as she could that they 
would be taking her by pure brute force, not by conquering her spirit.


Suddenly, she felt the Negro’s hands moving over her shoulders and back, rubbing softly 
as if to ease her fear-born tenseness. “Okay, li’l gal,” she heard him murmur. “Now, I want you 
to take a good long look at my ol’ black cock, ‘cause in a minute it’s gonna be buried deep up
where nobody can see it.”


She wearily raised her head again and stared at the long, black instrument he held over 
her head. It was gigantic and hard as stone with the lust he had worked up during her beating.
Her blue eyes traced a slow path up his shining black body to his grinning face. Her eyes 
housed a final, futile plea for mercy, but found nothing but triumph and blazing lust in his 
countenance.


“Ain’t that pretty, li’l gal?” he tormented.


She tried to find the breath to speak, but nothing came out of her mouth but hoarse 
gasps.


“Ain’t it,” he snarled, a sinister threat thinly veiled by the cold smile he still wore.


“It’s … it’s beautiful,” she faltered at last through her fear and humiliation.


“Wahl, Ah’m glad you think so, honey,” he drawled viciously. ” ‘Cause this ol’ cock gonna 
fill you so full of nigger cum, you gonna have to swim to get around.”


As Cecelia’s head dropped back down on the bed, she heard laughter from behind her at 
the Negro’s obscene remark. Come on in, she thought bitterly, join the party.


“Hey, stud,” she heard a strange voice say. “I thought you just wanted to prepare the lady 
for us. She don’t look like she got anything left for the rest of us.”


“Don’t worry, man,” the black man laughed. “I just cleaned some of the fight outa her. 
She’ll be all ready to fuck in a minute or two.”


They were talking about her as though she were a dog being trained to do tricks, Cecelia 
thought. If only … if only … but she knew it was no use wishing any more. The moment of 
truth had come. She felt a body drop to the bed and roll against the full length of her back. 
She looked up to see someone’s hands untying the knotted neckties that bound her to the 
bed. They knew she wouldn’t run now, there were too many of them and besides, she had no 
more strength to fight. Someone’s hands were slowly and relentlessly forcing her knees apart.


She fought with all her power to keep her legs closed, but it was a hopeless struggle. The 
man lying beside her rolled over her and dropped between her long, shapely limbs as they 
were stretched wide across the mattress until her toes hung either side of the rumpled 
bedclothes. A tiny, despairing moan escaped her as she felt the rubbery, hardness of an erect 
male organ pressing into the soft flesh of her thigh, just below her sensitive vaginal opening. 
He wiggled forward, wedging the huge weapon along soft, vulnerable crevice of her buttocks. 
In silent protest, she desperately writhed her hips to free her lower quarters, but her only 
reward was the sound of the man’s harsh breathing as her struggles incited his lust.


“Get up on your knees, gal,” the man breathed into her ear.


It was Buck Jones, she realized. That stone-like protuberance pressing into the bottom of 
her spine was his mammoth black cock and he wanted her to take it from the back-like an 
animal. Hot streams of tears of anger and humiliation wetted the sheets below her face as she 
thought of the man’s ebony skin pressed against her own velvety white flesh. I can’t; I just 
can’t, she thought miserably.


But the black man would not be put off any longer. Powerful hands gripped her hips, 
pulling them up from the bed, another hand firmly behind her neck to keep her breasts and 
face down on the mattress. She groaned in abject helplessness as she thought of the full 
moons of her buttocks waving in the air, offering up her moist, warm vaginal passage to the 
first taker. She knew now that there was nothing left but the terrible subservience to their 
every depraved whim. She was nothing to them but an object to use for their own selfish 
vengeance and then to be used again to satisfy their base animal instincts.


Behind her, the black man stared at the exciting spectacle of Cecelia’s perfect white ass, 
offered up to him like a gift to a visiting monarch. For a few agonizing seconds, he scraped his
lengthy cudgel within the warm valley of her buttocks, grinding and squeezing the trembling 
flesh to form a luscious, tantalizing pocket around his organ. Then, suddenly, he moved away, 
and gently he slid his fingers down to the thin red folds of flesh that covered her vagina, softly
caressing the delicate tissues. Under the careful manipulations of his fingertips, the black man 
could feel a slight moisture forming on the soft insides of her thighs as, in response to the 
unexpected tenderness, she let her backside slip wider and wider apart.


The blonde girl fought to hold back a rising moan she felt growing from deep in her chest.
The lessening of the pain, the sudden and unexpected gentleness of the Negro’s touch, her 
own fatigue all were taking their toll of her will to resist. Despite everything, she felt a searing 
hot flame suddenly lick at her bowels. Pinpricks of glorious sensation danced madly under her 
skin, following the course of the black man’s fingers teasing up between her thighs. Around 
her body, she could hear the fevered breathing of the other two men as they watched, 
mesmerized by the spectacle of Buck Jones playing this beautiful young girl’s body like some 
kind of musical instrument.


“Ooooooooh, God, ooooooooh,” she moaned joyfully as she felt one thick black finger 
carefully insinuating itself into the burning hungry folds of her throbbing vagina. Her 
resistance was completely shattered now and she wantonly pressed her hips backward to 
gather even more of the exquisite sensation carried by that insolently invading finger.


Above her, the black man grinned triumphantly as the smooth rounded cheeks of her ass 
relaxed before his hotly gleaming eyes. Gleefully, he ran his middle finger all the way into the 
depths of her cunt and smiled wider as she instantly responded, screwing back on his hand 
and releasing a deep sigh of involuntary satisfaction. Her breath was coming in small, muffled 
gasps as he flicked his finger in and out of her wildly jerking buttocks. Her vaginal passage 
was contracting, opening and closing tightly around the long, knuckled length of his finger 
sunk deep inside her. Her cries were one long, continuous moan now as he suddenly withdrew
his finger from the warmth of her moist channel and began massaging her hard, throbbing 
clitoris. Pulling and teasing at it without respite, he watched delightedly as her buttocks 
churned and writhed before him in a lewd dance of desire.


Cecelia suddenly realized shamefully that she was almost ready to cum. She could feel her 
cunt, against her will, blossoming wider and wider until warm trickles of her lubricating fluids 
ran down the insides of her wide-stretched legs. The black man too could sense the 
impending climax from the frenzied agitation of her body and knew that it was finally time to 
plunge his cock into her waiting chasm. He wanted to share in the moment that was so near 
now, wanted to feel her smooth muscles tightening around his cock as she reached that 
climax. He’d show this pretty young white girl that nigger cock was just as good, no better, 
than anything her son-of-a-bitch husband could put out. She’d never be satisfied with 
anything else again once ol’ Buck rammed no it to her, he gloated to himself. All those years 
he had spent in the prison, humiliated and subjugated, came suddenly to a head in a seething
mixture of hate and lust that boiled within him.


Suddenly, he moved up against her and began grinding his hips into the now wet and 
glistening crevice between Cecelia’s thighs. His mammoth cock tingled and ached with the 
frustration of years of imprisonment.


“Hey, man, watch this,” she heard Mike Farmer whisper excitedly to the other convict who 
held her down. “He’s going to fuck her now!”


“Yeah, he’d better hurry up,” the stranger’s voice answered hoarsely. “I don’t know if I can 
wait for my turn.”


Buck was kneeling behind her now, the fat swollen head of his huge black prick pressing 
against the tight, elastic opening of her vagina. Cecelia felt it begin a slow prodding and 
working against the warm, soft folds, parting them and forcing its way past the ring of flesh 
that guarded the entrance to her secret passage.


“Oooooh,” she gasped as she felt the tender lips of her vagina being stretched apart and 
he surged into her, like a great drill tunneling deep into her belly. The sudden assault had 
taken her completely by surprise, clearing her mind of the cloudy daze that had befogged her 
since the brutal beating she had received not long before. Now, her body trembled in a new 
world of complete ecstasy. Her cunt walls throbbed and burned from the unaccustomed size 
of the huge instrument imbedded in her belly, but a new kind of arousal was taking hold of 
her body and mind.


She knew all too well the degrading reality that she was hopelessly trapped on the bed 
between the hands of the convicts in front and the thick, fiery cock impaling her from behind, 
but suddenly the realization of her humiliation made her feel a strange kind of masochistic 
pleasure. Unfamiliar thrills of wicked excitement coursed through her body as she understood 
that this was her punishment. Some divine power must have ordained it-that she be 
subjugated and humiliated to pay for her infidelity to her husband. She had no choice but to 
accept it, the young girl thought, and began to undulate her buttocks lasciviously in circles in 
rhythm to the long, thick cock that had slowly begun to fuck her from behind.


“Sheeeitt, man,” Buck whooped. “This little pussy is tight as a goddamn whore’s mouth. 
Hump, baby, hump.”


Biting her lip to hold back the tears of shame, Cecelia pressured back. To her shocked 
horror, he lunged toward her again, forcing another inch of hard flesh into her vagina that 
already felt stuffed to bursting. He’s not even all the way in yet, she thought in terror, 
clenching the muscles of her buttocks tightly together to keep the huge staff from violating 
her further.


“Please, no more,” she begged. “It’s too big!”


“Gal, you ain’t got but half of what you’re gettin’, ” the big Negro laughed. “Now, hump 
back, baby, ‘cause Ah’m gonna give you the ride of your life.” Her struggles inciting him more,
the black convict rammed forward again, crashing into her with all his strength until the huge 
rubbery head of his cock banged against her cervix and his balls slammed down against her 
throbbing clitoris.


God, it was monstrous!


Cecelia felt as though her buttocks had been stretched beyond human endurance. That 
huge black instrument he had waved before her face was now sunk all the way into her. She 
felt someone’s hand softly stroking the white globes of her quivering buttocks. Other hands 
kneaded and squeezed at her breasts, nipping at her bud-like nipples until they stood out in 
tingling erection. Within her, the huge black cock flexed like a clenching fist, stretching and 
soothing her ravished vagina as she gradually became accustomed to the gigantic intrusion.


“Isn’t that good, Mrs. Captain?” Mike Farmer’s voice taunted. “How do you like Buck’s big 
black cock?”


Before she could gather her wits about her enough to answer, another hand coursed over 
her spine, following the bony ridges down to the split of her ass where, without warning, a 
finger dug deep into the confines of her tight, unused anus.


“Aaaaaaaaggggh … ” she groaned at the painful intrusion, then forced herself to relax the 
muscles to ease the agony. The pain passed quickly as her back passage became accustomed 
to the unnatural impalement, and in its stead was a strange new kind of pleasure that melded 
with the now-wonderful sensation of Buck Jones’ huge, hardened cock implanted deep up in 
her helplessly exposed cunt.


Kneeling behind her bent form, the Negro began fucking in and out of her with long, 
lunging strokes. A feeling of absolute power rippled through him as he held her hips down in 
total subjection to the rock-hard cock skewering into her. He could feel the soft fleshy ridges 
deep inside her giving way before the relentless onslaught of his pistoning cock.


He stretched the quivering moons of her buttocks wide with his fingers, watching in the 
afternoon light the pink folds of wet glistening flesh clinging tightly around his rampant 
instrument. Higher up in the crevice of her ass, Mike Farmer’s finger ground and twisted 
deeper, circling and expanding her anal passage. His hands buried deep beneath her 
quivering torso, the convict named Garcia squeezed brutally at her naked breasts, teasing and 
pulling at every part of their young round firmness, his breath coming in harsh gasps as his 
own passion mounted beyond endurance. With his every forward lunge, Buck Jones’ thick 
black cock filled her cunt to the bursting point and flung her hard forward against Garcia’s 
thighs.


He slammed into her with lustful fervor, incited by the sight of the hands working at her 
every sensual part. Her breath had become one long, continuous sigh, her face turned 
sideways so she could breath freely. Her face contorted in passion, cries of ecstasy forced 
through her tightly clenched teeth.


“Hey, man, I can’t wait any longer,” Cecelia heard the strange convict gasp. “Let’s get her 
from both ends.”


There was a movement around her head and she felt the mattress dropping in front of her
as a heavy weight descended on it. Strong hands lifted her shoulders until she rested on her 
hands and knees and then something spongy and wet pressed against her mouth. Cecelia’s 
eyes flew open and she saw a long hard cock poised in front of her face. She looked up at the 
man’s swarthy smirking face and opened her mouth to beg for mercy. Another hard lunge 
from behind drove her forward, her lips slipping forcefully over the cock in front of her.


The man was kneeling on the bed before her and he grasped both sides of her head 
vice-like between his calloused palms, ramming forward into her gaping mouth. She could 
feel the rubbery bluntness of the head sliding the length of her tongue, lifting momentarily 
her concentration on the huge penis fucking into her body from behind. The stranger 
immediately began sawing viciously into her face like it was a second delicious cunt. Cecelia 
gagged as he rammed it half-way down into her throat, the huge weapon disappearing into 
her ovaled lips almost up to the hilt. The blond girl closed her eyes tightly to block out the 
horrible sight of the tightly-curled black pubic hairs growing at the thick base, Moisture filled 
her mouth, puffing her cheeks wide as he shoved forward, cramming the shaft deep in her 
throat, keeping pace with the cock fucking into her from behind.


Cecelia tried not to think about what she was doing but it was impossible not to. The 
man’s hairy testicles bounced against her chin and an odor of perspiration and sexual juices 
filled her nostrils with a constant reminder of the cruel attack she was being subjected to. She 
struggled to breath, catching small gasps of air on the out-stroke. Suddenly she felt a rising 
tide from deep in her belly. The very helplessness of her position flashed through her mind. 
Two wildly excited men, at the same time, were using her tortured body as a receptacle into 
which they would pump their hot boiling sperm and the depraved mental picture of her 
helpless body being buffeted between them, strangely excited her.


She began to swing her buttocks in tiny circles, teasing hotly at the mammoth fleshy staff 
that was jack-hammering into her cunt. She licked and sucked at the hardened rod 
rhythmically pumping into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing and filling with his cruel thrusts. 
She wanted them to cum, to shoot their stranger’s sperm into her womb and her mouth. She 
wanted to swallow it and feel it running down her thighs. She wanted it to run through her 
very veins in great hot floods. Sucking and fucking back like a mad woman, she felt her own 
orgasm building until she thought she would explode.


Suddenly, she felt the cock fucking into her cunt inflate and erupt, spewing its white hot 
stream into her hungrily clasping belly. The big Negro jerked convulsively forward, triggering 
Cecelia’s orgasm and she groaned around the cock pummeling into her mouth as her body 
exploded in great sensual waves of cum around the quivering, squirting cock in her cunt. At 
the same time, the strange convict crushed his loins into her face, sinking the full length of his 
cock deep in her gasping throat. A soul-searing groan shattered the air and Cecelia’s mouth 
was flooded with his hot, thick liquid. She gulped unthinkingly, savoring the sweet, salty taste 
of the convict’s sperm and reveled in the lewd, animal-like debasement she felt. There was 
nothing in the world but those two spewing pricks and her own wildly quivering body, a mere 
vessel to be used to satisfy them both. Small, liquid droplets ran from the corners of her 
mouth as the man called, Garcia, collapsed in front of her and his limp organ slithered wetly 
from her still sucking mouth.


Her strength suddenly gone, Cecelia collapsed to the bed as the Negro’s cock slipped 
limply from her stretched and ravished pussy and gushes of air rushed in to cool the 
unplugged opening. She lay panting in utter exhaustion as weary sighs of satiation slipped 
from her sperm-coated lips. Above her, Mike Farmer stood, stoking his swollen and ready 
cock.


“Oh, God, Mike, please have pity,” she begged, shamed in spite of her satiation, at the 
spectacle she knew she must present.


But she was not paying attention. Even while he manipulated his rampant prick, his head 
was cocked to one side as though he were listening to something. Cecelia tried to still her own
ragged breathing and listen too.


She jerked up on the bed in horror and amazement as she recognized a similar sound of 
heavy breathing in the hallway, right outside the bedroom door. Oh, dear God, don’t let it be 
my husband out there, she thought in an agony of fear as Mike Farmer strode quietly to the 
doorway.


A moment later, he returned, dragging behind him the terrified intruder.


“Martha!” Cecelia gasped.


CHAPTER 9


Martha Winston had sat sipping coffee for several hours. Despite her natural curiosity and 
lively imagination, the vigil had begun to bore her after a while. The Bailey’s house had shown 
no signs of unusual activity and, even though the two visiting trustees had not emerged, there
was no sign of anything amiss. On top of that, a light wind had sprung up to rustle through 
the leaves of the trees so that Martha had not been able to hear a sound from the 
neighboring house.


At last, tense and fidgety, she had pushed her chair back from the table and walked out 
the living room to read the morning paper. For several minutes, she had sat, staring at the 
printed pages, but it had been to no avail. She had not been able to concentrate on the words
before her.


The same strange mental images that had been plaguing her all afternoon had kept 
returning to bother her. Pictures of that sweet young Cecelia Bailey being beaten or raped or 
even worse kept flashing through her mind. Harry had told her to stop her meddling in other 
people’s affairs, she had reminded herself of that advice, but what if the poor girl needed 
help?


The handsome, brunette woman had wrestled with her instincts for a few moments longer,
then came to a quick decision. She would go over and see for herself. She would say she had 
come to borrow an egg or something, she had decided. If something was wrong, the girl 
would have a chance to communicate her distress and, if there were no problems, … well, they
could sit and chat for a few minutes-anything to while away the long, lonely afternoon.


A moment later, she had been outside the Bailey’s back door, her hand raised to knock, 
but something halted her a moment before her knuckles rapped on the screen door. There 
was something odd going on in this house, she had almost been able to sense it. She had 
peered through the screen to the dark interior of the kitchen, but she had been able to see no
one. Where are they, she had wondered. From somewhere in the house, she had heard 
muffled, rhythmic sounds that she had been unable to identify.


Quickly surveying the area to make sure she would not be seen, Martha pushed open the 
door and slipped inside. The house had been absolutely silent except for the measured 
cadence of the sounds she now could tell were coming from the upstairs level. There was 
nothing else for it, she had decided; her curiosity would drive her mad unless she found out 
for herself exactly what was happening upstairs.


*


Martha stared in fascinated horror at the trio who lay panting on the bed in the Bailey’s 
bedroom. A moment ago, she had seen them all involved in something she had never even 
dreamed of in her wildest erotic fancies. There had been that young Mrs. Bailey kneeling on 
her hands and knees with two men using her mouth and vagina at the same time and another
plunging his finger in and out of her anus! Martha’s horror had lasted only until she realized 
that the fantastic spectacle was arousing her violently. Then, moving back into the hallway, she
had begun to try to satisfy herself, peering every few minutes around the doorway to make 
sure it was really happening. She had been nearing a climax when Mike Farmer discovered 
her.


Now, she stood blushing in chagrined embarrassment before the three naked convicts and
Cecelia. The slim skirt of Martha’s dress was still wrapped high around her full hips where she 
had pulled it up in the heat of her excitement.


“Look what I found outside the door,” Mike Farmer announced to the exhausted 
threesome on the bed. “I don’t know who she is, but she was fingering her cunt like it was 
going out of style tomorrow.”


“Wahl, mah goodness,” Buck Jones drawled, propping his sweat-shiny body up on one 
elbow. “Why, gen’l’men, we is in the presence of royalty. Mrs. Harry Winston, the 
superintendent’s wife in person, has come to join our li’l party. How gratify in’. “


Martha smiled hesitantly, not sure of what to say, not sure she even wanted to escape 
from what was obviously going on. Her body still raged with the fires of passion and she knew
that her Harry certainly would not have time to put them out.


“Oh, God, Martha, I’m so sorry,” Cecelia moaned from where she lay sprawled on the 
sheets. “These men … th-they’re crazy … they raped me… . “


“Oh, shut up, lady,” the swarthy-faced Garcia growled. “You weren’t complaining a minute 
ago and Mrs. Winston don’t look like a little he-man cock would hurt her none either.”


Martha shivered with excitement, the man’s lewd words flustering her. Something told her 
that she should run, try to escape from these men, but she held back. It had been months 
since she had been so aroused. She could not help but admit to herself that she wished it had 
been her instead of Cecelia between those two lunging men.


“Sheitt! We gonna do a hundred years for this anyhow,” the Negro suddenly exclaimed. 
“Why not get the warden’s ol’ woman in on it too.”


“Yeah, man, and I got an idea that will get these tired cocks of ours jumping again,” Garcia 
said eagerly. “Let’s get Martha and blondie here together, playing with each other and sucking
each other off!”


As she heard the convict’s words, the look of happy anticipation faded from Martha’s face. 
Fearfully, she searched the three men’s eyes for some sign that they were only joking.


“Oh, no,” she faltered. “I … can’t do … I mean, I’ve never … “


Martha’s eyes came last to Cecelia who met her gaze with a look of quiet despair.


“You’d better do as they say, Martha,” Cecelia stated calmly. “Their methods of persuasion 
are rather unpleasant.”


Martha gulped and nodded. It was all too apparent that Cecelia had been “persuaded” by 
something. The ivory flesh of her thighs and backside still carried pale red traces of what must 
have been ugly welts. Slowly, as if she were in some kind of trance, Martha reached behind her
and pulled down the zipper of her dress. Slipping the garment off her shoulders, she let it 
drop to the floor, revealing that she wore nothing beneath it but panties and a low-cut 
brassiere.


The men in the room gasped in amazed appreciation.


Martha’s flesh was as firm and smooth as that of a teenager. The bounteous swell of her 
large breasts all but overflowed the scanty lace brassiere she wore and her waist narrowed 
breathtakingly above her full, beautifully proportioned hips and thighs. Even Cecelia gazed 
admiringly at the marble-white flesh of the woman’s body. The young blond had not yet 
completely calmed down from the earlier session and now she found herself becoming 
unexpectedly aroused at the sight of the older woman’s body.


“Come her, Martha,” Cecelia whispered throatily. “Let me help you.”


The warden’s wife hesitated for a moment, then walked over to stand beside the bed. 
Cecelia slowly rose and stood beside the taller woman, her eyes roving hungrily over her 
full-rounded body. The young girl could not understand what was happening to her, but 
suddenly she realized that she was unfastening the clasp of Martha’s brassiere, gently pulling 
the garment away from her shoulders. Cecelia dropped the flimsy lace under thing to the 
floor, then reached out to tentatively touch the pale gleaming skin of Martha’s breasts. They 
jutted proudly from the woman’s body like full ripe melons, their large nipples the 
ruddy-beige color of doeskin. As though in humble homage to their dramatic perfection, 
Cecelia’s fingers traced a trembling path over the smooth swell of Martha’s breasts, circling 
and finally coming to rest on the sensitive tips. The young girl felt a strange new arousal at her
own bravery and she looked boldly into Martha’s face to register the effect as she began to 
squeeze and pinch the rosy protuberances. To her delight, she saw the older woman’s eyes 
close in ecstatic though involuntary reaction as beneath her busy fingers the soft flesh 
contracted and tightened under her insistent touch.


Her mind alight with joy at her power to control another woman’s body, Cecelia slipped 
her hands down Martha’s torso and began to tug gently at her filmy panties.


“Oh, no,” Martha breathed. “Please don’t … no more … I can’t.”


“Relax, Martha,” the blonde girl murmured. “I won’t hurt you. Relax.”


Around the two women, the trio of men stared with eyes ablaze with lust. The sight of the 
young girl seducing the beautiful older woman was arousing them beyond belief. Mike Farmer
stroked his still-rampant prick and moaned in frustration. But he did not want to interrupt this 
unbelievable performance, not yet. Cecelia’s ragged breathing broke through the stillness of 
the afternoon as she slid Martha’s panties down over her rounded hips and thighs, then 
gently lifted one ankle then the other to remove the underclothing. She tossed away Martha’s 
last vestige of protection, then crouched beside her. Caressively, she wound her arms around 
Martha’s legs, then slowly began to run her palms up the inside of the woman’s thighs. Above 
her, Martha trembled and groaned in an agony of conflicting emotions.


“P-please, dear, don’t do any more,” Martha gasped. “I can’t stand it… . “


Cecelia just smiled smugly and moved her hands upward until her fingers grazed the soft 
sparse hairs that framed Martha’s pussy. Something had happened to her that afternoon, she 
knew, something that had snapped something inside of her, somehow releasing all her 
inhibitions. Now, she could not calm her body down. It was blazing again with need, 
screaming for release. For some reason she could not yet fathom, the sight and the feel of 
Martha’s body was arousing her even more until she could not care less about the uncertainty
and fear she sensed in the other woman. In fact, the idea that she was forcing Martha to 
become excited against her will aroused Cecelia even more. Rising from her squatting 
position, she began to nudge Martha back against the bed.


Martha’s mind was a confused jumble of agonizing indecision and mounting passion that 
was straining at what was left of her control. She knew she wasn’t a lesbian, yet this young 
girl’s touch was driving her mad and she almost thought she’d like nothing more than to have
this innocent-faced young, blonde sucking and licking at her burning vaginal slit. Hesitantly, 
she allowed her body to be muscled back against the bed, then forced down onto the 
mattress where Cecelia sat down beside her.


Martha’s eyes were riveted on the other woman’s face. There was a queasy feeling in the 
pit of her stomach and she apprehensively tightened her buttocks. Cecelia’s blue eyes 
gleamed as she gently pushed Martha down on her back, then lay down herself, stretching her
body against the older woman’s. Martha could feel the heat of the young blonde’s body next 
to her own, thigh against thigh, smooth belly against hip, her breasts crushed against 
Martha’s rib cage with each of the hard pink nipples jabbing into her soft flesh.


Both women had completely forgotten the three men who stood around them, staring in 
fascination at the scene being enacted before them.


Slowly, Cecelia took Martha’s face in her hands. Martha felt Cecelia’s lips on her own, soft 
and warm at first. It was done so gently that Martha wasn’t even aware of the exact moment 
that Cecelia’s tongue floated into her mouth. The older woman was breathing in short gasps, 
excited by the idea that she was doing the forbidden. Her objecting conscience was 
completely overruled by the thrills of delicious feeling between her legs as her cuntal muscles 
expanded and contracted in delightful anticipation.


Almost without knowing what she was doing, Martha began to lick and suck greedily at 
the strange tongue swirling in her mouth. When Cecelia pulled it back, Martha’s tongue 
quickly followed it into the other woman’s warm sucking cavern.


Cecelia slipped one leg over Martha’s firm upper thighs, rubbing her swollen clitoris over 
Martha’s hip bone. Martha felt an electric shock course through her at the contact, shuddering
as she realized that Cecelia’s hand was moving up toward her breasts again, stroking and 
massaging at Martha’s snow-white skin with an exciting knowledge, born of this strange new 
lust that had captured the young girl’s mind.


“Ooooooooh,” Martha moaned in sheer delight as Cecelia’s lips left her own and began 
kissing and nibbling their way down to the breast she now held tightly in her grasp. Cecelia’s 
hands had become suddenly aggressive, locking and squeezing on both snowy mounds, 
pushing them high up on Martha’s chest to ease the blonde’s access to Martha’s throbbing 
nipples, which she sucked on alternately like a starving child.


Martha was trembling with passion by the time Cecelia reluctantly released her hold on 
one of the older woman’s breasts to reach down and tangle her fingers in Martha’s soft dark 
pubic hair. A moment later, Cecelia’s long middle finger began carefully sliding up and down 
the damp, secret crevice between Martha’s thighs, maddeningly avoiding all contact with the 
distended clitoris, even though Martha was helplessly undulating her hips with frustrated 
desire.


A strangely exciting idea popped into Cecelia’s lust-inflamed brain as she felt the narrow 
crack becoming more and more lubricated from the overflow of Martha’s vaginal lubrications. 
Why not let Martha experience the same oddly sensual pleasure that she, Cecelia, had felt for 
the first time today, she thought eagerly. Following her inclination, Cecelia’s finger slid further 
and further back in the damp crevice until it reached the tiny anal ring. Here, it began an 
unrelenting pressure to break into the forbidden opening.


Suddenly frightened, Martha raised her hips to get away from the uncomfortable pressure,
but the slender finger was moistened and slippery enough to penetrate with a slight pop into 
the hot twitching cavity.


“Noooo, please, noooooooo,” Martha suddenly screamed. “That hurts!”


In answer to the complaint, Cecelia sank her teeth into the tender flesh of the warden’s 
wife’s breast, seemingly trying to cram the whole thing into her sucking mouth. The pain, she 
knew, would fade quickly and become an exquisite sensation. Cecelia began to move her 
finger back and forth in the tiny quivering rectum, trying to gain more depth, but she could 
not get it in any deeper than the first joint. The puckered ring had so tightly clenched on 
Cecelia’s knuckle that it followed each movement of the blonde’s squirming finger.


Martha moaned from deep in her chest. The painful sensation had changed into 
something else -something fantastically exciting. Suddenly, she began to move the muscles of
her naked buttocks in a frantic effort to pull the invading finger in further. Flexing and relaxing
desperately, she found herself building toward a climax. Her body quickly worked toward that 
badly-needed peak of sensation. She wanted more and more of that finger shoving in and out
of her pulsating anal passage, she wanted something shoved in her cunt … something big and
hard.


Suddenly, Cecelia was brutally pulled away from Martha’s frantically churning buttocks. 
Both women groaned with frustration as they were separated. She had been so close, so close 
… but, then, Martha looked up.


Before her stood Mike Farmer grinning salaciously and lewdly massaging his inflamed 
cock. Beside her, Martha heard the bed squeak as the strange prisoner climbed between 
Cecelia’s widespread legs.


“That was some show, Mrs. Warden,” the handsome convict purred, “but we just can’t wait 
any longer.”


“Oh, God, hurry,” Martha fairly screamed in the agony of her need. She stretched her legs 
wide apart. “Fuck me now! Somebody hurry up and fuck me!”


The young convict knelt beside the bed, his huge, blood-gorged member resting against 
the side of the mattress. Grasping her hips, he jerked Martha toward him until her buttocks 
hung slightly over the edge of the bed and her legs were splayed on either side of his panting 
form. Grabbing his cock, he aimed it at her gasping hole and lunged forward with a violent 
thrust.


The huge seven-inch prick was driven in hard like a battering ram until the two 
sperm-filled balls slapped hard down against the sensitive ring of Martha’s rectum.


“Aaaaiiieee … ” she screamed in ecstasy. The thin, soft edges of her vagina clung lovingly 
to the penis as it slowly withdrew and she screwed her ass down into the mattress. Then the 
thrusts -that fiery entry that brought her body to blazing life-pushed the soft fleshy fold back 
into her. The glistening cock, like a never-ending oil drill, disappeared into the warm dark 
depths of her welcoming cuntal passage.


For just a moment, Martha thought of her husband, feeling a brief spasm of guilt, but then
Mike Farmer again thrust deep into her and the centers of her reason and sanity shorted out 
in a shower of delicious sparks.


The bed jiggled wildly from the action of Cecelia and the stranger fucking into her and 
Martha realized she had never been so excited in her life. Her eyes rolled and she saw Buck 
Jones behind her, unhappily stroking his huge rampant erection as he waited for someone to 
finish. A new and exciting idea struck her and she grasped her own huge breasts, pushing 
them together invitingly and glancing significantly at the huge Negro. His eyes lit up as he 
caught her thought.


Mike Farmer stopped his rhythmic stroking for a moment as the black man climbed over 
Martha’s body until he was kneeling over her chest. Lubricating his bone-hard ebony cock 
with a drop of spittle, he wedged the massive instrument between her pair of tightly-pressed 
tits and found the narrow, warm tunnel between them. The two men using Martha’s body 
began stroking again, this time in rhythmic unison.


Martha looked down and sighed in ecstatic contentment as she saw the blue-black shining
head of the black man’s cock peeking through the valley of her cleavage at the same time the 
young trustee’s prick battered excitingly against her tingling cervix.


“Harder … ” she moaned. “Fuck harder, you bastards.”


The bed quivered and shook as the three men drove their cocks harder and harder into 
the two women humping on the mattress. Cecelia’s legs were pushed higher and higher by 
Garcia until her ankles were pressed over her quivering shoulders. Martha too was in a 
position where she could not do much but take what the two men were thrusting into her 
body. Still, both women screamed and moaned with the force of their approaching orgasms.


Cecelia felt the first scalding spurt as Garcia’s ejaculation began to pour into her. Her cunt 
instinctively contracted and squeezed around his spurting cock, sucking at it to pull all of it 
into her. His orgasm triggered her own and her body began to twitch uncontrollably, her feet 
and legs dancing in time to some unheard wild abandoned music. The convict’s life-giving 
white hot lava filled her quivering belly and when the volcano continued to erupt, the molten 
flow spilled out of her pink quivering vagina and cascaded down the smooth white crevice 
across the white mounds of her still-twitching buttocks. She was too exhausted to notice or 
care when Garcia’s prick slipped out of her and he sank beside her on the bed.


A moment later, though, both their heads lifted at the sounds coming from the other side 
of the bed and they turned to watch the spectacle before them.


Cecelia gasped in amazement as she saw Buck Jones riding Martha’s rib cage, his huge 
black prick sliding in and out of the deep furrow between her breasts that the woman held so 
tightly together that bloodless ridges of flesh bulged between her pressing fingers. At the 
same time, in automatic rhythm with the Negro’s lunging strokes, Mike Farmer was thrusting 
his own visibly growing cock in and out of the hungrily sucking hole between Martha’s legs.


“Oooooooh, fuck harder, both of you,” Martha suddenly screamed as her body began to 
twitch and hump against them. “I’m cummmmming, oh, God, I’m cummmmmiiiing!”


The two men began driving with renewed fury and the sound of their three damp bodies 
slapping against each other could be clearly heard. Martha’s back arched from the bed and 
she savagely used her heels as spurs to drive Mike Farmer even further. The young man gave 
one mighty lunge and his buttocks began twitching as he reached his climax at the same time.
Then, suddenly, all three were groaning out their pleasure and release as the cum spurted 
from the open cunt between the warden’s wife’s legs and spattered on to her face and chin 
from the cock that was fucking between her tits.


Gradually the storm within them died. They all lay almost lifeless on the bed, panting and 
groaning happily. Later, when they began to feel more energy, the momentary 
embarrassment between the two women was quickly dispelled as they both realized that it 
would be silly at that point, to start acting shy and innocent before one another.


Predictably, it was Martha-whose husband had shown her so little attention for so 
long-who initiated the idea of one more bout of fucking and sucking before the party broke 
up an hour later. It was five o’clock, a mere half hour before their husbands’ usual arrival from 
work when Martha and Cecelia handed the convicts their clothes and ruefully reminded them 
of the time. A few minutes later, the five happily bid each other adieu in gleeful anticipation of
another day’s fun.


Not one of them had noticed or heard the quiet click of the screen door an hour and a 
half earlier or the heavy-hearted trudging steps of a man walking across the Bailey’s back yard
to the house next door.


CHAPTER 10


Harry Winston sat hunched over the breakfast table where his wife Martha had spent the 
first half of her afternoon. He knew very well where she had spent the other half.


When he had come home at three-thirty, complete with a dozen roses and a bottle of 
champagne to celebrate the rebirth of their marriage, she had been nowhere in the house. 
Thinking that perhaps she had gone grocery shopping, he had sat down at the same table to 
drink a leisurely cup of coffee before she had arrived. That was when he had heard it.


Even though the breeze was rustling the leaves like crinkling parchment, he had still been 
able to make out the emotion that ran through that voice as it shrieked out: “Fuck harder, you
bastards, fuck harder!” The voice had been familiar, too familiar, and, like a man in the throes 
of a nightmare, he had risen from the table and strode over to the house next door. He had 
found the screen door wide open and, without even thinking of what he was doing, had 
slipped into the Bailey’s house.


Harry had walked through the downstairs of the house, and then he had stood in an 
agony of indecision at the foot of the steps leading to the upper level. He had listened to the 
abandoned heaving on the bed, the wild shrieks and moaning and, after a few miserable 
minutes, he had decided to go back to his own house. It had been painful enough to listen, 
but he had known he might lose control of himself if he tried to just watch his wife being 
fucked by two other men.


White-faced and trembling, he had slipped back out the screen door and wearily walked 
back to his home, oblivious to anything but the gruesome mental pictures of his wife in 
various poses of intercourse with the two strange men.


The pain had soon diminished though, followed by a calm rage that frightened him by its 
intensity. Forgotten was the guilt he had felt for neglecting his wife and his intentions to 
rebuild their relationship. All he could think of was her audacity in daring to criticize him for 
his indifference to her-while she was probably anticipating meeting her two lovers at an orgy 
next door. He would make her pay, he had decided, and not only Martha, but that bitch-wife 
of Captain Bailey. He had never had any doubts about his wife’s fidelity before that new 
woman came to their happy, quiet neighborhood.


The beginnings of a plan started to crystallize in his tortured, angry mind.


Now, Harry Winston rose from the table where he had been morosely contemplating the 
remains of his coffee and went to the telephone. A moment later, he was speaking to his 
private secretary, one of the inmates at the prison.


“Smithson, listen, I won’t be in tomorrow. Something important has come up … a personal 
matter … That’s right … I definitely will be in the next day, Smithson, so you can reschedule my
appointments for then … All right. Thanks. Goodbye.” As he started to return the receiver to its
cradle, Harry suddenly realized who the strange men at Bailey’s might have been. Quickly, he 
lifted the receiver up to his ear again and asked, “Smithson, are you still there? … Oh, good, 
listen, did you send any trustees over to the Bailey’s house yet? … Hmmm, uh-huh. Just one, 
huh? … Well, keep him in the prison tomorrow and any other men who work in the 
neighborhood … no, that’s all right. There’s nothing wrong now, but there may be something 
happening around here that’s not according to regulations … All right. Goodbye.”


A few minutes later, as he stood over the telephone, congratulating himself for his 
cleverness, Harry heard Martha come through the back door. He turned to see her walk into 
the kitchen, her face flushed and happy. He felt his anger rise again at the sight of her 
contented expression, but he fought it, forcing himself to be calm.


“Hello, darling,” he greeted her, smiling coolly. “Been out visiting the neighbors?” Come 
on, you lousy bitch, he thought to himself, let’s hear your lies.


Martha’s jaw dropped at the sight of him, but she quickly regained her composure and 
answered him, side-stepping his question so he would not catch her in a lie. “Well, hello, dear. 
What are you doing home a half hour early?” she asked, smiling brightly. “Did the prison burn 
down?”


Harry chuckled briefly in acknowledgement of her sarcastic humor, then began the next 
step of his plan.


“No, dear, Dunstead is still intact. I just thought it was about time I started taking it easier,”
he replied to her question, forcing his voice to remain nonchalant. “By the way, darling, you 
haven’t had a shopping spree in quite a while … Do you think you might enjoy a trip to the 
city tomorrow-with a couple of hundred dollars to spend on a new wardrobe, of course. I 
think it would be good for you to get out of the house for a while.”


Martha stared at him in astonishment. Did he somehow find out about what happened 
today, she wondered suddenly. Was this some kind of trick to make her feel guilty? She 
studied her husband’s expression, but could find nothing more than the expansive smile he 
wore on the infrequent occasions when he took time from his work to give her a bit of his 
attention.


Why, he is trying to buy me off, she thought in rising anger. He feels badly about how he 
has treated me lately, so he is trying to make it up with money and clothes. Whatever guilt she
had felt about the illicit encounter that afternoon faded from her mind. All right, Harry, she 
fumed mentally, I’ll take you up on your kind offer. The least I can get out of this disastrous 
union is a new wardrobe.


“Oh, Harry, you sweet man. How terribly thoughtful of you,” she purred sweetly, hiding her
irritation behind a sparkling smile. “I’d love to go shopping and I’ll ask that sweet young Mrs. 
Bailey if she wants to come with me. I’m certain a pretty girl like her is already bored to tears 
with our stodgy old neighborhood. She probably be absolutely thrilled to go into town for the
day.”


Harry heard his wife’s words with a thrill of malevolent satisfaction. Things were working 
out even more beautifully than he had hoped for. A “sweet pretty young thing” would be just 
perfect for what he had in mind.


“I’m sorry, darling, but I’m afraid you’ll have to invite one of your other friends to go with 
you,” Harry said, managing to look as though he sincerely hoped Martha was not 
disappointed. “Mrs. Bailey is going to be tied up tomorrow. Captain Bailey has some sort of 
surprise planned for her and he wants her to be home all day, I think. He mentioned it to me 
at the staff meeting today.”


“Oh, well, I’m sure one of the other girls will be free to go,” Martha said. “Thank you, dear. 
You are good to me. I’ll go start dinner now.”


Smiling to himself, Harry strolled into the living room and settled down in his easy chair to 
read the daily paper. Ah, yes, he thought to himself, tomorrow will be a day to remember. For 
us all.


CHAPTER ll


Cecelia relaxed in the warm bath water, contemplating her problems. It was nearly ten 
o’clock in the morning and she happily considered the possibility that perhaps Mike Farmer 
and his friends might not show up today. If that were so, she would be truly grateful for that 
small favor from the fates that seemed determined to punish her.


She remembered the evening before, how, after everyone had finally left the house, her 
guilt had returned with the force of a tidal wave, and she had had to struggle violently within 
herself to keep from confessing everything to Ken as soon as he had returned home from 
work. Instead, she had tried for hours to involve him in conversation, commenting brightly on 
everything from the weather to the friendliness of Martha Winston. All she had wanted was a 
smile or some kind of gesture to show her that her husband cared about her even a little bit. 
All she had received for her efforts were a few gruff, monosyllabic answers and, eventually, she
had gone to bed even earlier than he, her head averted to hide the despairing tears she could 
no longer contain.


This morning, though, she had discovered that the daylight made it much easier for her to 
think rationally, to put away her emotions and consider things objectively. Before she arose 
from bed, she calmly decided that she would not fight Mike Farmer today; it did not much 
matter anymore what he did to her. The important thing was that tonight, she was going to 
tell Ken everything that had happened, whether or not he would listen. She was beginning to 
doubt if anything she had to say could elicit a response from him, but, if anything could, this 
was it.


Later, she had wakened Ken, seen him off to work with a smile born of pure, blind courage,
then washed up the breakfast dishes, resignedly awaiting Mike Farmer’s arrival. To her delight, 
nine o’clock came and went with no sign of him and, in celebration, she decided to go take a 
long, leisurely bath. Now, her contented smile disappeared as she heard the insistent ringing 
of the front doorbell downstairs. Oh, God, she wondered, who could it be now?


“I’m coming! I’ll be there in a minute,” she yelled down the stairs as whoever it was at the 
door continued to punch the button. Quickly, drying herself off, she bundled herself into a 
thick terry cloth bathrobe and hurried down to the front door.


“Hello. Excuse the delay in answering your ring,” Cecelia said, smiling at the short, 
potbellied man who stood outside the door. “I was in the bathtub, as you can see. Are you 
selling something?”


“No, Mrs. Bailey,” the little man in the dark suit and tie answered amiably. “I’m one of your 
new neighbors and I’ve just come by to welcome you and get acquainted.”


“Why, how lovely of you. I’m sorry I’m not dressed,” Cecelia exclaimed, embarrassedly 
patting her damp curls. “Won’t you please come in, Mr… . I’m sorry, but I don’t believe you 
told me your name.”


“Winston. Harry Winston,” he answered. “My wife and I live in the house next door. I’m the 
warden at the prison.”


Cecelia’s mind raced as she heard his words. My God, she wondered frantically, had 
Martha told him what had happened yesterday ? What did he want from her? Reluctantly, she 
moved away from the door to let him pass into the living room.


“I’m v-very happy to meet you, M-Mr. Winston,” she faltered as she followed him into the 
room. “I’m Cecelia Bailey.”


“Just call me, Harry, my dear,” the man said jovially as he ensconced himself in Ken’s 
favorite chair and pulled out a long, black cigar. “And I’ll call you Cecelia. After all, Martha’s 
told me so much about you, I feel as though we were good friends already.” His eyes virtually 
stripped the young blonde girl of the fuzzy bathrobe she wore before he added, “We are 
going to be great friends, you know. Even better than you and my dear Martha. Don’t you 
agree.”


Cecelia’s heart leapt almost into her throat as her mind tried to digest what the pudgy 
middle-aged man had just said. It was too much to believe that Martha had told him what had
happened yesterday, yet he seemed to be obliquely informing her that he knew all about it. 
Not only that, but his eyes had hinted at something worse. Gathering her courage, she slowly 
sat down on the sofa and turned to face him, staring directly into his watery, pale blue eyes.


“Mr. Winston, I’m afraid I don’t understand your meaning,” she said haughtily. “Your wife 
has been very kind to me. As a matter-of-fact, I don’t know anyone else in the neighborhood, 
yet. But I find your overtures of friendship a bit overpowering.”


“Is that so, Cecelia, my dear,” the man asked gleefully, chomping on the end of his cigar. 
“You don’t seem to find afternoon orgies overpowering. Did you know that you could be 
getting your husband in quite a bit of trouble, playing around with the inmates of the prison?”


Cecelia gasped audibly. How could he know? It didn’t matter, she told herself quickly. The 
important question was why was he here?


As if reading her thoughts, the man grinned slyly and said, “You may be wondering about 
my purpose in coming here today, my dear. Well, put your mind at ease-I have no intention of
firing Captain Bailey.” He paused to light the ugly-looking cigar, then, when it was lit, went on.
“At least, not if you are willing to do certain favors for me.”


Oh, God, no, not him too, she thought. When is this thing going to end? “What do you 
want, Mr. Winston?” Cecelia asked calmly, praying that it would not be the same thing 
everyone else had wanted. “I’m a pretty good typist if you need help in the office … ” Her 
voice wavered then faded away as she recognized the expression in his eyes.


“Don’t be naive, Cecelia,” Harry Winston snapped. “I’m not getting any younger and 
neither is Martha. In fact, she’s getting a bit set in her ways. Often, when I want to do anything
daring or “experimental” in bed, she is horrified, and, to tell you the truth, I’m getting a bit 
bored with her. You will be my safety-valve, my dear. You can salve your conscience, if that is 
your imagine, by the idea that you’re helping hold our marriage together.”


The young blonde wife stared at him aghast. Hadn’t she been through enough already? 
she wondered. “What … what do you mean by anything … anything daring?” she whispered.


Harry Winston merely smiled smugly and puffed on his cigar.


“Mr. Winston, I demand to know what you are talking about!” Cecelia almost shrieked.


Harry Winston stared silently at Cecelia as if wordlessly condemning the bad taste of her 
outburst, then leaned back in Ken’s easy chair and put his cigar down in the ashtray beside 
him. “My dear, please, calm yourself. You’re losing sight of the pertinent aspects of this little 
encounter. What you should be interested in is not what I am going to do to you, but what 
you must be willing to submit to in order to keep your husband employed at Dunstead Prison.
After all, my dear, you are in no position to negotiate. As a matter-of-fact, does you husband 
have any idea of what goes on here in the afternoons?”


Completely shaken by the unexpected turn of the vicious cycle in which she was now 
involved, Cecelia broke down into tearful pleadings. “A-all right, Mr. W-Winston, I-I’ll d-do … 
anything … ” she sobbed brokenly, “anything y-you t-tell me… . “


“First of all, please quit that infernal weeping,” he snapped. “You sound like Martha.”


“Yes, of course,” Cecelia said, trying desperately to pull herself together. If she had to act 
like a tramp for these men, at least she could preserve her dignity, she told herself. 
Brightening, she realized that Harry Winston looked like an absolutely inept lover. The would 
be some consolation, at least. If nothing else, she could preserve the tattered remains of her 
self-respect. Nothing this repulsive little man could do would make her enjoy sex with him. 
Then, someday, when this nightmare was all over, she would make sure that he knew that she 
was laughing at him all the time.


“Now, Cecelia, I want you to remove whatever clothing you’re wearing and sit down on the
sofa,” he directed. Harry Winston was feeling very proud of himself. Things were going even 
more smoothly than he had planned and the little bitch was very attractive. He only hoped her
body was as good as it appeared through that thick robe. If so, this would be a real pleasure. 
There was only one thing that would hurt Martha more than his fucking another woman and 
that was his fucking a beautiful girl who was at least ten years younger than she. Yes, old 
Martha was going to be sorry she had played around, but, first-first, he would have the 
enjoyable duty of paying back the little cunt who led his wife astray.


A gasp of admiration whistled through Harry’s lips as Cecelia dropped the robe, revealing 
that she had worn nothing beneath it. She felt as much as saw his eyes lustfully lingering over 
her ripe young curves. Suddenly embarrassed by his openly salacious gaze, she quickly sat 
back down on the long sofa, curling her legs and arms tightly around herself to protect her 
body from his gleaming eyes.


“Come, come, my dear, it’s a little late to run shy on me,” he chuckled smugly. “We both 
know that your innocence and modesty are things of the past. After all, what kind of woman 
holds orgies in her husband’s own bed.” His expression suddenly turned vilely sinister. “Now, 
do as I say and don’t try any more silly tricks, you slut! Spread your legs! Wide, so I can see 
your cunt.”


No, no, she silently protested. I was forced to do everything I did; I had no choice. But the 
expression of determination on the warden’s face killed any thought of explanation. He would 
believe only what he wanted to believe and he had already called her a slut. Slowly, Cecelia 
swallowed her pride and spread her legs apart. When she could see by his eyes that the coral 
slit of her vagina was visible to him, she stopped and leaned back in the cushions, closing her 
eyes to the humiliating leer that twisted his chubby features.


“I said, spread your legs, you little whore,” he suddenly bellowed. Cecelia’s eyes flew open 
and she saw him gesticulating wildly with his cigar, his face almost purple with rage. “I want 
one foot over the back of the sofa and the other one touching the floor. Now, do as I say!”


Numbly, she did as she was told, splaying her legs wide open and positioning them as he 
had directed. She found herself leaning back into the corner of the couch, her thighs spread 
so far apart that it almost hurt the taut muscles. Shuddering in revulsion, she saw a drop of 
spittle form at the corner of the warden’s mouth and trickle down his chin as he stared 
hungrily at her helplessly exposed crevice. Her humiliation was heightened by the fact that the
man still sat there, completely dressed in his business suit as she posed naked before him, 
presenting up her open cuntal slit to his devouring eyes.


“Now,” he growled hoarsely, start playing with yourself.”


“Oh, no, I can’t do that,” she gasped in horror. “I’ve never, ever done anything like that.”


“My dear, I’ve been quite patient with you … ” he began, an evil light shining from his eyes.
“But, if you don’t start cooperating, I will be forced to become unpleasant.” His baleful gaze 
sent chills up Cecelia’s spine and she nodded wordlessly to indicate that she understood. 
“Very good. I’m glad we finally understand each other. Now, play with your body.”


Hesitantly, Cecelia lifted her trembling hands to her full luscious breasts, commencing to 
pull and tweak at the aureoles and nipples until her body began to respond to her 
manipulations. She was certain that she had never felt so mortified in her life, but she forced 
herself to go on, rolling the nipples between her thumbs and forefingers until they became 
erect, standing out from the smooth swell of her breasts like tiny, hard penises. After being 
roughly used by so many strange men in the past few days, Cecelia found it oddly pleasurable
to just be able to touch herself, without fear of harm or further, unexpected humiliations.


“That’s enough of that,” she heard the warden suddenly command. “Your cunt. Massage 
your cunt. I want to see you make yourself really hot.” His hand was now resting on his 
trousers below his belt and Cecelia could see the rising protuberance under his stubby fingers.


You stupid old fool, Cecelia silently fumed. I can’t make myself hot, and it would certainly 
take a lot more of a man than you are to arouse me. Catching the vulgar thought as soon as 
she had formed it, Cecelia chastised herself for sinking to his level and began to concentrate 
on the task he had set for her. Even if she could not satisfy herself, perhaps she could pretend 
enough excitement to appease him. Maybe, she mused to herself, maybe he just wants to 
watch me.


Encouraged by the idea, she let her hands drop downward and flutter like pale birds over 
the golden thatch of her pubic hair. Slowly and dramatically, she ran the tips of her fingers 
over the smooth, sensitive outer lips of her vaginal opening, experiencing an electric shock of 
surprise as a startling shock of exquisite pleasure resulted from her first tentative touch.


Inquisitively, she stroked her forefinger over the tiny rosebud of her clitoris, softly at first, 
then with more and more vigor as a delicious tingling sensation radiated out around the tiny 
swollen peak. It was good, almost as good as a man, she realized joyfully as, forgetting the 
presence of her audience, she furiously fingered her clitoris, feeling her whole torso quivering 
in response to her fevered manipulations.


A tortured groan slipped from between her lips as she suddenly plunged one finger into 
her hot waiting passage. She wiggled it experimentally inside of herself until her impaled 
vagina became accustomed to the invading finger probing at the lubricated softness of its 
tender walls. She could feel its moisture covering the palm of her hand as it ground erotically 
into the fiery knot of her clitoris. She moved her finger in tiny circles, expanding the tight hole 
with each teasing rotation.


Realizing that two fingers would probably be even better than one, she quickly added 
another and began to frantically finger fuck herself as she started to fight for an orgasm.


Harry Winston watched the depraved drama before him in undisguised delight, his flabby 
paunch heaving up and down as he felt himself becoming more and more aroused. His eyes 
were glued to the fascinating spectacle of this lovely, young blonde woman trying desperately
to bring herself to a climax, and, almost involuntarily, he had begun to stroke his rapidly rising
member. “That’s it, baby, give it hell,” he growled hoarsely as beads of perspiration began to 
break out on his forehead and upper lip. “Go ahead, whore, fuck it. Fuck yourself!”


Oblivious to his obscene remarks, Cecelia was almost out of her mind with excitement. She
was ready to crawl the wall to quench the fire raging in her clenching vagina. Her two long, 
slender fingers dipped wildly in and out of the swollen, deep pink lips of her cuntal passage, 
the outer surface of which was pearled by glistening droplets of her lubricating fluids. Tiny 
rivulets of perspiration coursed down her trembling thighs as she began to heave her 
buttocks upward, trying to get more and more of her skewering fingers. A deep growl of 
frustration rose from deep in her chest, then changed to a whine of ecstasy as she added one 
more finger to the two with which she was punishing herself.


Cecelia drove herself on, three fingers now in her wide-stretched, liquid drenched cuntal 
channel, trying insanely to break out of this plateau of passion on which she found herself 
stranded. But, she could not do anymore. She had turned herself on, and now she found that 
she was driving herself mad because she could not come to a climax.


At last, there was nothing to do but give it up. She allowed her hand to fall away from her 
throbbing, aching slit and moaned despairingly. Suddenly, her gleaming eyes fell on the man 
who had started this.


“Oh, God, Mr. Winston, help me. Fuck me!”


“I thought you’d never ask, my dear,” he grinned lopsidedly and rose to tear down his 
trousers.


A moment later, Harry Winston stood before her, completely naked, his great, heavy cock 
standing out from beneath his paunch like a thick ramrod. His weighty balls swayed ominously
between his pudgy thighs as he stroked the thick uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over 
the bulbous head of his shaft.


He moved closer to the sofa on which she sat and she sensed unwanted flames of desire 
burning furiously in her loins. Staring in horror and disgust at the unattractive middle-aged 
man who stood over her, she wondered again, what had happened to her in the last few days 
that she could feel desire for someone like him. A lifetime of chastity and now she was 
reduced to this!


The warden reached down and ran his hand over the awakened mounds of her breasts 
and down over her belly to the soft, fleshy folds of her cunt below. “Ooooooooooh,” she 
moaned as his touch sent new waves of pleasure over her body until her nerve ends felt 
scorched and frazzled from the heat of her desire. A rash of goose bumps arose over the ivory
paleness of her sensitive skin.


Yes … she wanted him. She wanted him! She wanted him to crawl up inside of her, to 
possess her, to quiet the thunder that was building up deep, once more, from his maddening 
fingertips, playing over her defenseless nakedness. “Yes, please, touch me like that. Fuck me … 
now ! ” she pleaded piteously.


“Shut up, whore,” the warden rasped, enjoying his hold on this beautiful slut who had 
introduced his wife to other men. “You’ll get cock when I decide to give it to you!”


His greedy eyes feasting on her squirming nakedness, the warden lowered his bulk onto 
the sofa, then crouched on all four over the white moving body, resting his palms hard on the 
inside of her widespread thighs. His mouth watered as his eyes fastened onto the hair-framed 
slit of her open crotch, rotating sensuously, expectantly, a scant few inches from his lips. Saliva
drizzled down his chin to mingle obscenely with the lubricating juices oozing from the narrow 
passage at the bottom of her smooth white belly.


Through half-open eyes, Cecelia gazed down at the man crouched between her parted 
thighs. She could feel his hot, sweating palms pressed against the soft flesh of her inner thighs
and suddenly she wished she could widen them even further for him. She was no better than a
whore now, a slave to his lewd desires, bought and paid for!


“Aaaaagggghh!” she groaned piteously, jerking upward as she felt his hot lips clamp down
over the pulsating opening of her cunt. She felt his lips suck, drawing the warm, soft folds 
deep into the hot cavern of his mouth, while his tongue began a maddening licking against 
the straining pink bud of her hot, excited young pussy. She wriggled her buttocks 
unashamedly against him as the hot, probing tip worked its way up and down the length of 
the narrow, wet slit, then worked its way into her straining cunt like a racing lizard. Her hips 
ground wildly into the cushions of the sofa, soft mewling animal sounds of pleasure escaping 
from between her passion-clenched teeth.


Then, suddenly, he stopped, raising his head to grin up at her through her heaving thighs.


“Go on! Don’t stop!” she pleaded. “Oh, God, don’t stop now! Lick my cunt! Lick it! Lick it!”


But, in response, she merely received his salacious grin and the words: “Turn over, baby. 
I’ve got a real surprise for you!”


Unthinking, willing to do anything for the release she needed so badly, she twisted around
on the sofa, changing position until she was kneeling with her body resting on the back 
cushions. She felt the warden rise from the sofa and stand up behind her, his hands suddenly 
resting on the smooth oval globes of her buttocks. Then, she felt him kissing the ivory cheeks 
of her ass, biting into them with sharp little nips.


Through the haze of her passion, she felt him opening her buttocks, drawing the cheeks 
wide apart, then licking the crevice between them. He pulled and stretched at her asshole and 
she could feel the strain on the tight, rubbery ring of her anus. Suddenly, she felt obscenely 
naked and exposed as the panting form leaned over her buttocks and slobberingly kissed the 
tiny, brown puckered hole. But she didn’t really care now. Nothing seemed to matter any 
more as long as he could give her some kind of release from this agony of arousal.


Then, she felt the tip of his finger again at the entrance of her naked rectum and she 
jerked automatically away from the strange sensation.


“Relax,” the man rasped, jabbing again at the tightly clenched opening. “Open your ass.”


She gasped, then relaxed to be used as the man behind her desired. He probed for a 
moment longer at the outer edges of the small elastic circle, then shoved forward, sadistically 
sinking the finger up to the first knuckle. To her surprise, the pain was not nearly as keen as 
she had thought it would be. The warden dug into the tight, expanding hole, insinuating his 
finger slowly and methodically into the velvety depths of her rectum.


She began to relax slightly until suddenly she felt the extra pressure of another finger ram 
unexpectedly in along side the first. She winced with pain and tried to cringe away from him, 
but he followed; pinning her upper torso to the back of the couch with the palm of his hand.


“Oh, stop it, please. It hurts.” Tears of pain and humiliation streamed down her cheeks as 
she realized for the first time what he was going to do to her. He was going to shove his long, 
thick cock up into her rectum in an unnatural act of love she did not even know existed 
before. This is what he had meant by something “daring.” No wonder poor Martha had 
refused, Cecelia thought in horrified disbelief. God, she would never live through it; she could 
never face anyone again after this horror and subjugation.


As if in cruel answer to her plea, his fingers began to work together inside her clinging 
rectum, grinding down into her tightly contracted anal passage, expanding it mercilessly as he
twisted and turned his fingers in the narrow hole, preparing it for his coming assault. She tried
to jerk her buttocks away, but her quivers only drove the cruel probing deeper and deeper 
into her ravaged depths.


“You know, I’ve never fucked a woman in the ass before,” the warden said softly, as if 
talking to himself. “I’m really going to enjoy this, my dear. You have a lovely ass. Nice and 
hairless.”


“No, please, don’t do it to me,” Cecelia pleaded, knowing already that it was futile.


As suddenly as he had worked the fingers in, he pulled them out of her. They seemed to 
come out reluctantly, the rubbery skin of her anus clinging to them and making a sucking, 
hissing noise. Climbing onto the couch behind her, he forced her legs wide apart with his 
knees, then moistened the tiny hole with a drop of spittle, preparing it for the greater entry. 
She was held wide and helpless, completely at his mercy and she bit down on her lower lip to 
keep back the tears of fear and frustration brimming to her eyes. She couldn’t bear it; this was 
just too horrible.


His hands grasped harshly at her hips, holding them firmly in the air as she felt the 
excitedly pulsating head of his cock resting within her split crevice. She gasped in surprise at 
the first contact. It was huge! As big as Buck Jones’. She hadn’t expected it from such a small 
man. She would never be able to accept that into her back passageway. It would tear her 
bowels open! Desperately, she tried to pull away from him but he held her tight and began to 
prod at the tight, hairless opening of her backside.


His hands coursed down over her buttocks, his thumbs pressing on either side of the tiny, 
puckered anus, stretching it wide. The gentle probing grew into a hard, unresisting bluntness.


“Ooooooohhh! No! Pleeeeeeeease!” she shrieked as the tight resisting ring gave way 
before the unyielding pressure, the tip popping into her with a slight jerk.


The pain was so unbearable that she twisted and screamed, again and again, trying with all
her strength to get away. Her buttocks were moving wildly, but her thrashing only allowed 
him to drive his huge penis deeper and deeper inside her. There was no escape from the 
horror and degradation of her defenseless body. Filling her backside ceaselessly as if she were 
being impaled on a tree trunk, pushing the soft rubbery flesh inside of her widely-stretched 
anal passage in great waves of pain before it.


“Please, stop. It hurts. It’s too tight,” she cried, her eyes open wide in agony.


But he ignored her pleas, forcing inch after inch up into her vainly resisting rectal passage 
as he hugged her hips tightly in his barbarian attack and growled, “Push back, damn you. 
Shove back, you fucking cunt. Open your ass!”


With a mind-reeling effort, she forced herself to move back against him, than gasped in 
agony as his prick slid smoothly into her rectum, not stopping until she felt her buttocks 
flatten to her hipbones and his pubic hair slap hard against her ass. The excitement she had 
felt before was ripped away by the reality and overpowering presence of that hot, pulsating 
staff sunk deep in her rectum.


The warden chuckled lewdly and throbbed his long, hard prick deep within the confines of 
Cecelia’s rectum. “How do you like that, my dear? How do you like it-being fucked in the ass?”


Cecelia heard him snicker again and she groaned in anguish as he began to saw 
rhythmically and without mercy deep into the soft depths of her back passage, bringing 
further sobs of pain and misery to her tortured lips. She had never felt so soiled and 
debauched in her life, she thought miserably as the warden began to lunge the full length of 
his punishing rod into her with long smooth strokes.


He could see tiny ridges of her pink, clasping flesh pull out with the base of his cock every 
time it withdrew for another vicious lunge inside. This was it, this was his revenge. He had 
conquered the little bitch and was ass-fucking her. Now, he thought triumphantly, he would 
make her like it, whether she wanted to or not!


A moment later, Cecelia felt the warden’s arms reaching down under her heaving belly and
his fingers stroking her clitoris, fondling the knobby protrusion until the familiar sensations of 
pleasure again began to radiate out around it. To her amazement, she also began to feel a 
change in her rectum; the pain was becoming oddly pleasurable. She was beginning to 
experience some masochistic enjoyment from his thrusts and she instinctively knew she would
enjoy it even more if she reared back to meet those thrusts. She began to shove backwards 
with vigor, in tempo to meet the forward movement of his loins.


The warden groaned again and surged into her with renewed power. She too was 
groaning and twisting and waving the whiteness of her ass back at him in a lewd invitation to 
fuck harder and deeper. Her buttocks were swinging in tiny, rotating circles, clenching tightly 
around his cock with a slight throb of her rectum on each out-stroke.


Sweat poured down the face of Harry Winston. He stared in sadistic delight as his balls 
smacked resoundingly against her tight cunt each time he sunk his prick to the hilt in her 
wide-split crevice. He had stopped fondling her clitoris and still she bucked before him like a 
mare in heat. He knew she was his to do as he wished now. She was kneeling like a slave 
before him, prepared to follow his every desire and command. He would give it to her now as 
she had never had it before and she would love it-hell, she was loving it, he realized as he 
watched the wiggling of her buttocks and the golden curls bouncing around her head and 
neck as she worked frantically in front of him.


“Aaaaaaahhhh,” she moaned and grunted beneath him as he pressed forward as far as he 
could, pulling the soft cheeks of her ass wide apart to allow him to go deeper, and just 
holding it there. “Oh, God, yes, fuck it like that,” she gasped, rotating her buttocks around the 
giant blood-filled head deep in her asshole.


With long, unending thrusts, he began to batter into her quivering ass. His balls had 
commenced to throb almost painfully and his prick felt as though it were charged with a 
thousand volts each time he plunged into her. Cecelia was moaning like a crazy woman, her 
face flushed, her eyes rolling in her head as she sought her final fulfillment. He had always 
wanted to fuck a beautiful woman in the ass and now he had one. And she was his to do as he
liked, just as he was doing -digging his cock into her ass and leaving it there, hearing her cry 
and beg while he pushed and probed, moving it inside her anyway he liked and not having to 
worry about facing her over the breakfast table the next morning.


“Oh, yes, yes, fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck harder,” she gasped as he rammed into her with a 
mighty thrust that seared up her roundly stretched anus like a sword of fire. He did it again, 
pulling her back over his cock like fitting a boot, causing her to half-scream in the exquisite 
sensation of mixed pleasure and pain. She whined in ecstasy as he increased the vigor and 
power of his strokes.


And then the boiling lava began to churn in his balls. His prick tingled and he knew it was 
time.


Cecelia, beneath his battering attack, felt his giant staff of flesh begin to grow and expand 
until she thought it would never stop. “Oh, God, cum, cum!” she screamed in masochistic 
pleasure and fucked back against him in wild abandon.


He gasped above her and shoved forward with a mighty thrust that almost tore through 
the walls of her quivering belly and shot the hot torrents of his thick, white cream deep up 
into the welcoming depths of her rectum. It surged through her body like a volcanic eruption, 
warming her belly like a hot soothing bath. He cried out and his strangled voice set off her 
own explosion.


Cecelia screamed as a great gush of pleasure rippled through her. Her body tensed and 
shuddered as the long awaited peak of sensation was finally achieved, then gasped as she felt 
his deflated and limp shaft of flesh slowly withdrawn from her flooded behind. There was a 
slight, wet, sucking noise as it slipped out from between the full white moons of her buttocks 
with a lewd slurping sound. Then a sudden rush of cool air into the wetness of her loins as she
remained kneeling with her buttocks waving high in the air for a moment and then collapsed 
off the back of the couch into the softness of the cushions.


Finally, she opened her eyes and looked across the room. She saw that Harry Winston was 
again sitting in Ken’s chair, drying his limp, deflated penis with a clean, white handkerchief. 
She stared at him for a long time, her vision still somewhat glazed by the ordeal to which she 
had been subjected, but reality was slowly returning, bringing with it all the harsh ugliness of 
her situation.


Twisting off the sofa, she sat up and snatched up her discarded robe to use as a covering.


The warden looked up at the sudden movement, then smiled benignly at the girl’s attempt
to shield her body from his gaze.


“Rather late to be developing a sense of modesty, isn’t it, my dear?” he asked softly.


Cecelia sat on the sofa, her legs curled under her, tucking the robe tightly around her still 
tingling body. “All right, Mr. Winston, you have had what you came for. Now, won’t you please
leave?”


The man across the room merely leaned back in the easy chair, making no attempt to hide
his nakedness.


“Don’t be so impatient, my dear,” he murmured smoothly. “Why, we still have most of the 
day ahead of us. Your husband isn’t due home for many hours yet, so you might just as well 
learn to enjoy the pleasure of my company.”


“Kindly say what you mean, Mr. Winston,” Cecelia snapped irritably. “I’m tired of playing 
word games with you.”


“What I mean, my dear, is that today is only the first payment for my continued silence,” he
explained, picking up his cigar from the ashtray. “I’m not greedy, my dear. Shall we agree that 
you save one day a week for my pleasure. I can see no reason why your prisoner friends 
wouldn’t be able to spare me that much time. Actually, I rather think the rest would do them 
good.”


Cecelia stared at the man with amazed disbelief. My God, was there ever going to be an 
end to this, she wondered, feeling her patience stretching to the breaking point. Even the 
prisoners’ desire for revenge made more sense to her than this pudgy old man’s selfish 
demand for payola. Suddenly, something inside of her snapped and she knew she was not 
going to take any more humiliation or debasement-from anyone!


Eyes blazing with hatred and rage, she jumped to her feet, determinedly knotting the robe
sash around her waist. Then, the tiny blond woman began to speak, quietly, but with all the 
force and power she could muster.


“Mr. Winston, I am going to the telephone now and I am going to ask my husband to 
come home. You can be here when he arrives or not. I don’t care. But, you are going to have 
to explain your presence in this house, because I won’t have time. I have a very long story to 
tell him, and you are only at the end of it!”


Cecelia watched with smug satisfaction as the warden digested the meaning of her words, 
then turned on her heel and began to walk toward the kitchen. Behind her she could hear the 
warden lifting his bulk from her husband’s easy chair, followed by the quiet rustling of 
clothing being retrieved and hastily donned. Had it been that easy all the time, she wondered 
to herself as she realized the warden was going to leave without an argument.


“My dear Cecelia, I hope you know what you’re doing,” Harry Winston called after her. “I’ve
heard rumors that your husband has a nasty temper and I wouldn’t want you to be harmed.”


Cecelia laughed silently at the undertones of fear in the warden’s voice. Yes, I know, she 
thought calmly. I know my husband’s nasty temper probably much better than anyone else. 
But, she knew too that she could not bear for things to go on as they had been, and would go
on, if she did not do something about it.


As she dialed the prison number, Cecelia heard the front door closing, the first truly 
welcome sound she had heard for days.


CHAPTER 12


This was going to be just as hard as she had anticipated, Cecelia realized as she stared at 
her husband’s face, set in an expression of impatience and displeasure at being called home 
from his work in the middle of the day.


It had taken quite a bit of talking to get him to come home at all, she thought ruefully, but
she had refused to take no for an answer, repeating again that she would explain when he got
home. Now, he sat stiffly in the same easy chair Harry Winston had occupied only a half hour 
ago, tapping his fingers in obvious irritation on the upholstered arm of the chair. For once, 
though, Cecelia was not afraid of him, not intimidated by his gruff manner. She had been 
through a dozen kinds of hell since she married him and now he was going to sit there and 
listen to her, even if … if she had to tie him to the chair.


Before beginning to speak, she studied her husband’s face for a moment or two. It still 
surprised her to realize how much of a stranger this handsome redhead was, even after a 
whole week of marriage. After his strange outburst on their wedding night, when he had so 
unfairly labeled her a “slut,” comparing her in some strange way to his mother, who he had 
never talked about before or since… . Well, after that, somehow, he had gone through day 
after day, saying so little that his young bride really felt she was living with a stranger.


Perhaps, she should have tried to shock him of his silence, she mused as she studied the 
ruddy masculine face that had not shown a whit of interest in her since that dreadful wedding 
night. But, she had been afraid of another show of violent anger, and afraid too that whatever 
love he had felt for her had been lost that night in the motel. Well, this would show it if there 
was any feeling left under that taciturn exterior. And, God knows, she thought glumly, if this 
appalling story doesn’t pull a reaction from him, nothing ever will.


Cecelia could see extreme annoyance becoming more and more apparent on Ken’s face, 
so, taking a deep breath, she began to speak.


“Darling, I wouldn’t have insisted that you come home right now if it hadn’t been 
something important,” she began hesitantly. “It… it’s not that it couldn’t wait until tonight but 
… I had to speak to you before I could think about it too much. It so … horrible … that, well, 
I’ve been afraid to tell you before this … Y-you may want me to leave after I tell you, but that’s 
all right.… We … We can’t keep going on like we have… . I can’t bear it anymore… . “


To her dismay, Cecelia suddenly realized that she was crying. Even though she tried to 
stop, her body shook with the racking sobs that she could no longer hold back. She couldn’t 
tell him about all those men, she thought hysterically. He might do anything; he might even 
kill her. And, she thought, he had every right to do just that.


Overwhelmed by her shame and grief, Cecelia rose from the couch and turned away so 
that he could not see the guilt that she was sure must be obvious in her face. She stumbled 
around the couch, wanting to turn, but not knowing where to go to escape her actions in the 
past several days. Suddenly, Ken’s voice boomed out, drowning out the sound of her 
heart-rending weeping.


“Cecelia! Sit down and stop crying! I know all about Mike Farmer and the others.”


“W-what did y-you say?” she gasped through her sobs, not believing she had really heard 
right.


His eyes warm with sympathy, her husband said again: “I know what happened. And I can’t
really say that it’s all right, but we’ll work it out. Now, sit down and let’s talk.”


Oh, God, how can I face him, she thought miserably, as she slowly reseated herself on the 
couch. Then, as a second thought hit her mind, she looked up to face him squarely, her eyes 
afire with anger.


“If you knew all about it, why didn’t you do something to stop it? Why didn’t you help 
me?”


Ken stared back at her, his eyes level and calm. “I didn’t know until today. Things get 
around very quickly in a prison and none of those men are capable of keeping their mouths 
shut. When you called, I had just finished questioning Garcia. I was going to talk to Mike 
Farmer and Buck Jones this afternoon. Why don’t you tell me what happened ? “


“Oh, I can’t, darling. Please, you’ll hate me,” she cried in anguish. Even if you still love me a 
little bit, you won’t if I ever tell you what happened ! “


“Even if I still … what?” he asked, an expression of astonishment spreading over his face. 
Then, suddenly, he snapped his fingers in shamefaced awareness. “Oh, baby, I’m so sorry. Did 
you think I’ve been mad at you all this time? Cecelia, I love you. I really do. You’ve got to 
believe that. It’s been … other things.”


“What do you mean by ‘other things’? ” she cried. “I’m your wife! Your new bride! What 
other things could make you yell at me and rape me on our wedding night-then not touch me
or even talk to me for almost a whole week?”


His face crumpled in pity as he realized the painful depths of her distress and insecurity. 
He quickly rose from the easy chair in which he had been sitting and crossed the room to the 
sofa, seating himself beside her. Slipping his arm around her shoulder, he drew her close to 
his body, squeezing her tightly as if to protect her from the fears that were causing her such 
anguish.


“Baby, do you remember, before we were married, how we used to talk about the prison?” 
he began. “Remember how you used to ask me about the things you’d heard … about how 
prisoners were mistreated … not allowed even the barest dignity a human being deserves.” His
brow wrinkled with the effort of putting his thoughts into words. “Well, I told you then that 
those were just stories made up by bleeding-heart journalists to sell newspapers and 
magazines. But, since then, I’ve been watching … and thinking … ” He paused for a moment.


“Yes, Ken, go on,” Cecelia murmured.


“Well, I guess it’s all true,” he blurted angrily. “My men, even the people in the 
administration just think of the men as cattle to be herded around. They don’t even show 
them the kindness they’d show to an animal. I’ve seen men locked up in solitary confinement 
for weeks for some silly little thing-anything that strikes a guard’s imagine.” He looked down 
at her, a plea for understanding in his eyes. “It’s just that I’ve been thinking, trying to 
rationalize what I’m standing for by working in this prison. I originally became a policeman 
and then a prison guard just because I wanted to help people… . “


“Oh, darling, I do understand, especially after this week,” Cecelia cried, throwing her arms 
around him to embrace him sympathetically. “But … well, that doesn’t explain everything 
exactly… . “


“Yes, I know, sweetheart,” he said quietly. “It’s a long story, but it boils down to the facts 
that my mother was a sort of bargain basement whore and … you see, every time I’ve ever had
a woman respond to me sexually, I can’t help but remember my mother nuzzling up to one of 
the neighborhood Romeos and then, I see red… . That’s what happened on our wedding 
night.” He smiled ruefully. “Since then, I’ve been afraid to touch you for fear I’d hurt you again.
I’m sorry.”


“You big dummy,” Cecelia giggled. “I know we can cure that with just a little therapy.” She 
looked up at him mischievously, wrinkling her nose in an impish grin. “Besides, some women 
think their husbands don’t love them unless they get slapped around once in a while.”


“Is that so,” he growled in mock sternness. “In that case, stick out your chin and I’ll let you 
have one. I don’t want any doubting wives around here!”


Cecelia laughed for a moment, then stopped as she saw the happiness in his eyes cloud 
over with some sudden fear. She knew he was thinking of what the prisoner, Garcia, had told 
him that morning. She realized that she would have to ease his mind, maybe even lie a little, if 
he were ever going to trust her again.


“Darling, you asked me to tell you what had happened with those men,” she began softly. 
“Well, I don’t really want to talk about it. It even makes me shudder to think about it, but… . 
Believe me, I was bullied and blackmailed and forced to do everything I did… . I swear I’d kill 
myself before I’d ever let anything like that ever happen again.”


She lowered her eyes, partly in embarrassment at having to make such a speech, but also 
so that he wouldn’t be able to see the fact that she was partly lying. Even if he knew what had 
happened, she decided, at least she could spare him the pain of knowing she enjoyed it, 
probably just as much as his mother would have.


To her delight, she heard him sigh in relief.


“Thank you, sweetheart,” he said happily. “I wouldn’t have known how to ask you about it. 
I should never have doubted you, but I was a little worried, especially after that wedding night
ordeal.”


“Was it such an ordeal?” she asked shyly, fluttering her eyelashes at him.


“Hmmmmm, it’s been such a long time, I’m not sure,” he said, grinning almost boyishly. 
“How about an instant replay?”


Cecelia felt a momentary stab of apprehension, remembering the horror of that night in 
the motel, but quickly pushed it aside. “I’d love to,” she smiled. “Shall we retire to the 
boudoir?”


*


Several minutes later, she and Ken lay naked, side by side, on the same bed that had been 
the setting for Cecelia’s debasement the two days preceding. Even after all she had been 
through in the past few days, the young blond felt strangely shy now that she was there with 
her husband. She blushed a deep pink as she realized he was examining her body with great 
interest.


“You’re absolutely beautiful, sweetheart,” he breathed when he had finished his inspection.
“This is the first time I’ve really had a chance to look at you. You know, I almost can’t blame 
those guys.”


Cecelia’s eyes were riveted to the rapidly hardening length of his cock. “Y-you’re beautiful 
too,” she whispered hesitantly. “Would … would it be all right if I … kissed it?”


Her heart sank as she saw the smile in his eyes fade away. She could see that he was 
battling down his natural suspiciousness, then suddenly he smiled again and she almost 
laughed aloud for joy when he answered: “You can kiss it any time you like, sweetheart. It’s all 
yours.”


Slowly, she reached out to tenderly touch his chest then ran her hand down his stomach 
until her fingers became entangled in the wiry patch of his pubic hair. Turning her hand palm 
upward, she began to softly caress the huge staff that rose like a totem from the auburn 
forest.


“I love you, darling, with all my heart,” she murmured as she bent over to plant myriad soft
kisses on the blunt shiny head of his blood-swollen instrument. Then, she slowly swirled her 
tongue over the mushroom-like tip, eliciting an ecstatic groan from her gasping husband. 
Encouraged, she repeated the maneuver, then stretched her lips over it, engulfing the entire 
glans in the warm, wet cavern of her mouth.


Her tight lips moved slowly down the shaft, her pointed pink tongue working persuasively 
as she lowered onto it, tasting the pungent tang of his viscous semen seeping from the tip.


“Ooooooh, sweetheart! That’s beautiful, beautiful!” Ken moaned as the warm, elastic 
pressure of her lips and the skillful ministrations of her tongue caused him to thrust his pelvis 
upward, stabbing his distended column deep in her mouth, forcing it toward her throat like a 
throbbing, aching piston of pleasure.


Her heart leapt as she heard the words rasped from the lust-contorted lips of her husband.
Holding his rampant prick in one tiny hand, she eased down on his loins, beginning to draw it 
steadily up and down through her open lips, twisting her tongue at the peak of each stroke.


As he raised his head to watch, the exciting vision of her lovely, flushed cheeks, bloating 
and hollowing with each thrust, drove him to even greater frenzy. She gasped and sucked 
harder as he began a rhythmic pounding into her mouth, brutally crashing the huge muscled 
cock against the tender tissue in the back of her throat. Her breasts quivered and billowed 
beneath her buffeted torso as he slammed his groin into her face, fucking her receptive 
mouth with his wildly straining rod of hardened flesh.


Then suddenly, his movements stopped and Cecelia could feel him gently tugging at her 
head, motioning for her to cease her sucking. She looked up and found, to her amazement, 
that there were tears in his eyes and his facial muscles were working desperately to force back 
the sob that was rising in his throat.


“Darling, what’s wrong?” she cried, jumping up to throw her arms comfortingly around his 
neck. “Did I hurt you?”


“No, baby, I’m afraid I was trying to hurt you,” he said unhappily. “Maybe, we’d just better 
forget it… . I’ll go and see a psychiatrist, or a lawyer, if you like.”


“Ken, darling, you haven’t done anything wrong,” she murmured soothingly. “And you 
didn’t hurt me a bit. But, anyway,” she added, smiling brightly, “let’s do something else so you 
won’t have to worry… . ” Wisely, she caught herself before she began to inform him that all 
men acted a little rough when they were about to cum in a woman’s mouth. Even, if he 
already knew she had done this before, it would not do either of them any good to remind 
him of it.


“Okay, baby,” he agreed hesitantly. “If you’re sure you’re not afraid of me… . “


“Well, maybe you’re right,” she said in mock pensiveness. “Maybe we’d better stop now 
before we get carried away… . ” Her expression stern, she reached down and wrapped her 
hand around his still-hard cock, slowly massaging it up and down. “Of course, we’ll have to 
figure out what to do with our friend here … ” she whispered, glancing up at Ken through her 
long silken lashes.


“I know just exactly what to do with ‘our friend’, ” he growled as an extra-hard squeeze of 
her hand made him gasp for breath. “Get on you back, wife!”


She was ready. Quickly, before he could change his mind, she twisted around, drawing her 
legs up, her feet flat on the bed and her knees pressed together. Then, with tantalizing 
slowness, she let her legs fall limply apart. She knew what he wanted now and, more than 
anything else in the world, she wanted to give him just that.


“Oh, God, Cecelia, I’ve been wanting to do this for so long,” Ken breathed as he gazed 
down at the young firm body spread waiting before him. “Tell me that you want me.”


“Oh, Ken, I do,” she panted. “I want you now more than I’ve ever wanted anything.”


They smiled lovingly at each other for a long, magic moment, then she saw his handsome, 
young body crawling over the bed and between her open and waiting legs. She curled them 
around his slim hips as he reached down and pressed the bluntness of his cock between the 
swollen pink edges of her moist and ready cunt. He drove forward with a grunt, impaling her 
on the thick shaft of flesh. Cecelia groaned in happy surrender and, tightening her arms 
around his neck, pressed her open wet lips against his, and with a deep moan, sucked his 
tongue deep into her mouth as she felt his huge driving cock hit bottom in her belly.


“Ooooooooh,” she wailed as she felt his bloated sacs of heavy cum smack against her 
buttocks and she stretched her hands down around his buttocks to touch his balls, tickling 
them gently with her fingertips.


Above her, Ken pushed himself up on his elbows and stared down into the face of his 
young wife. He had begun to feel the old resentment rising within him again, but when he 
looked at her and saw the sweet, childish face of Cecelia, he realized anew that this was not 
some wanton whore beneath him, but his wife-the woman he loved. Suddenly all the hatred 
and pain he had been nurturing for so many years began to seem a little silly and, for the first 
time, he realized that his mother was not all women, but only one who had nothing at all to 
do with the beautiful, loving creature who now lay beneath him, joyfully impaled on his long, 
throbbing cock. Experimentally, he flexed the hard shaft in the hot depths of her vagina and 
watched delightedly as her sweet face contorted in joyful passion. This was it, the woman he 
had been waiting for all his life. Suddenly, his thoughts were interrupted by the gentle 
insistent nibbling of Cecelia’s cunt muscles on his swollen rod. Aaaaah, he thought happily, 
the lady is waiting… .


Cecelia felt him slowly withdraw his huge instrument, only far enough to make it rub 
maddeningly along the fiery walls of her vagina, then he plunged forward again. He started 
stroking in and out and her satin soft ass began pumping in matching tempo to his motions, 
her pelvis rotating with madness over his monstrous shaft. All that Cecelia could think about 
was that for the first time, she was being fucked by her beloved husband and she was truly 
enjoying it.


Oh, God, she thought, there had never been anything so wonderful, so free, so beautifully 
good! Not with any of the others. She was awakened! No guilt, no fear, no shame, at last! She 
had never thought such rapture could happen to mortal beings and now, after all the horror 
and perversion of the previous days, she was free to be a woman. Gone were all thoughts of 
pride or morals, of anything except the feeling … and a music older than the world.


Ken continued his demoniacally lunging, drubbing into her like a well-digger gone out of 
control, slamming his hardened cock even deeper into her cunt until her cervix seemed as 
though it must be moving up into her belly to accept him. She met him each time. Her vaginal
lips caressed it as it went in, sucking and massaging it as it stroked outward. Below him, 
Cecelia tossed her flaxen curls in abandoned ecstasy, spreading her thighs wider to take up 
into her open vagina even more of his exquisite masculinity and the thrilling sensation it 
brought.


Cecelia’s body had begun rocking from side to side in addition to her frenzied up and 
down movements. She was soaring rapidly to a new pinnacle of pleasure. Her breath whistled 
and rasped out of her throat in short, choking cries of mounting passion. Perspiration drizzled 
in glistening streams down her forehead and the sides of her face as she felt her orgasm 
churning deep in her belly.


“I’m … I’m going to … Oh, Christ, baby! I’m cummmmmmmming,” Ken shouted as he 
pumped madly into her seething pussy.


He babbled in mindless ecstasy and she gurgled in happy agreement, raising her tousled 
head to kiss his neck and bathe his ear, gasping jumbled words of encouragement as she felt 
the boiling sperm pumping into her. She worked with every vaginal muscle she had to milk his
thundering manhood of its precious load. She was almost there … so very close … and she 
wanted to feel their orgasmic juices mixing deep inside of her clenching womb.


“Oh, fill me, fill me, darling,” she whispered incoherently as the pace of his wild pistoning 
increased and he writhed over her heaving body, their wetness making lewd slurping noises as
he pile-drove into her thirsting vaginal passage.


“Oh … oh … ooooooooh … ” Ken stared down as the strange pagan chant began coming 
from his wife’s lust-contorted lips. Suddenly, she arched her back and, gripping his buttocks, 
began to grind upward like a woman possessed. He gazed down at her jiggling breasts as 
they heaved and twitched beneath his pummeling. He gritted his teeth and ground harder 
and deeper into her throbbing cavern, watching as her features became twisted with passion 
as her orgasm began its spiral up to the peak of her passionate fulfillment.


“Aaaaaaaaaaggggh!” she screamed as the very core of her being seemed to go up in 
flames. Her legs quivered on either side of his thick shoulders. The bliss was unbearable. Her 
body twisted and thrashed beneath him, convulsing crazily as her vagina squirted its warm 
white lava down the sides of his impaling shaft.


It seemed like they were cumming for hours and then Cecelia felt her husband’s maledom 
slowly deflating inside of her. It continued to twitch but more slowly … until finally it lay still. 
She gazed up at him with loving tenderness, her eyes moist and filled with satisfaction. Then, 
after about a minute, he pulled his limp penis out of her cum-flooded vaginal passage and 
toppled to the bed beside her.


Instinctively, she reached out and clasped his hand. “Oh, Ken, that was so good,” she 
enthused. “I’ve never thought it could be as wonderful as that. That… that’s the most exciting 
thing that ever happened to me!” In inexpressible gratitude, she lifted his hand and pressed it 
to her lips.


“Was … was it better than the other?” he questioned uncertainly.


“Yes, oh, God, yes. That was a nightmare. This … well, this … oh, I don’t know how to tell 
you!” She giggled in joyful satiation, then sobered slightly to whisper happily: “I love you, 
Ken.”


“And I love you too, sweetheart,” he replied, stroking her stomach and loins. “And, believe 
me, I don’t hold any bad feelings about what happened to you with those men. I know it 
wasn’t your fault.”


“Oh, thank you, darling. I was so scared you’d hate me when I told you,” she said, smiling 
with relief. “I hated myself for what was going on, but I never knew how to stop it. Anyway, 
now I’m almost glad it happened. I guess it helped us realize what we really mean to each 
other.”


“Well, I don’t know-”


“Yes, Ken, it is true in a roundabout sort of way. If all those men, those prisoners and Harry 
Winston, hadn’t forced me to do all those things, we might never have started talking, and 
who knows how long we would have gone on like we were.” She stopped talking as she 
realized that Ken had lifted himself up to his elbow and was staring at her with a strange, 
angry intensity. “Ken, darling, what’s wrong?”


“Did I hear you correctly ? Did you mention the Warden?” he asked, his voice smoldering 
with fury.


Suddenly, Cecelia realized that Ken didn’t know, had no way of knowing what had 
happened to her this morning. “I’m sorry, darling, I somehow thought you knew,” she said 
slowly, testing each word before she uttered it. “Harry Winston came over this morning. 
Somehow, he either guessed or found out from Martha what was happening. He … he told me
he would have you fired and disgraced if … I didn’t do what he said … I tried to bluff him, but 
it was no use … ” The words were coming harder now and Cecelia’s lower lip was trembling 
with the remembrance of the humiliation of that morning.


“Well, dammit, what happened?” Ken snapped impatiently.


Cecelia cringed back from his harsh tone. She began to feel the fear of her husband rising 
again like a chronic ache. Ken saw her reaction and immediately softened, gathering her into 
his arms and cursing himself for being so harsh with her.


“I’m sorry, sweetheart,” he crooned soothingly. “I didn’t mean to sound angry. I just hadn’t 
expected this too.”


“Do you think I did ? ” she said bitterly, and then was sorry as soon as she realized that she
had been snappy too. “Oh, forgive me, darling, it’s just that it was so horrible. He forced me … 
well, I guess the technical term is sodomy … “


Almost as soon as he heard it, Ken rose from the bed, his expression black with fury, 
fumbling around on the floor for his clothes.


“That son-of-a-bitch! That lousy bastard!” he raged as he pulled his trousers on. “Did he 
hurt you? I’ll kill the stinking little coward, sneaking around to take advantage of you while I’m
at work. There wasn’t much excuse for what the prisoners did, but him… . “


“Ken, wait,” Cecelia begged. “You’ll lose your job. They’ll put you in jail! Believe me, the 
pain wasn’t half as bad as the humiliation. Can’t we get back at him some other way?”


As her words slowly penetrated Ken’s anger, his expression became pensive, then exultant.


“Yes, love, we can,” he said slowly. “We certainly can. I’d just about made up my mind to 
get out of this prison anyway, so I don’t really care about the job … Yes, I think we can do 
quite a job on old Harry Winston and come out of it beautifully … “


“What do you mean, Ken?” Cecelia asked, puzzled by his exuberance after what she had 
just told him.


“Let me ask you two questions first,” he said gleefully. “Number one, do you think you 
could face Harry Winston again-for just a few minutes ? And, number two, how would you like
to go back and live in your hometown or somewhere nearby?”


“Well, I wouldn’t enjoy it, but, yes, I’m sure I could stand his presence for a little while,” she 
answered thoughtfully. “And, of course, I miss my home, but what … “


“One more thing, sweetheart,” he said, ignoring her implied question. “Would you be 
willing to tell the police what happened with the prisoners and Winston? You won’t have to, of
course,” he added hastily as an expression of alarm spread over Cecelia’s face. “But, as 
competent blackmailer’s, we should be able to back up our threats with action.”


At the word “blackmail,” a light went on in Cecelia’s brain and she laughed in sheer 
delight.


“Oh, Ken, what a marvelous idea!” she bubbled. “When shall we do it?” A shadow of fear 
flitted across her eyes as a disconcerting thought struck her. “You will come with me, won’t 
you. I … I just don’t want to have to face him alone again.’


“Baby,” he grinned. “I wouldn’t miss this for the world.”


CHAPTER 13


The next morning, Ken was kissed awake by a beaming, satisfied woman. He gazed at his 
wife, smiling back, then tossed back the covers and padded naked to the bathroom. Cecelia 
followed right behind and jumped into the shower with him to play teasing games as he 
washed himself. Doubly excited by the idea of again having a loving husband and the 
prospects of revenge against Harry Winston, she giggled and tickled him until he begged for 
mercy.


Her fingers were everywhere as the steamy water needled down on their nude bodies, 
flushing them pink with the heat and the tingling sensations they both were very aware of. 
Cecelia soaped and scrubbed his back and front and legs with gentle care, taking special time 
and interest in his genitalia. When it too was fully awakened, Cecelia slipped the stone-hard 
instrument into her hungry mouth and sucked and nibbled on it until they both were going 
out of their minds with excitement. Not even taking time to dry off, Ken finally dragged her 
out of the shower and threw her dripping form down on the rumpled bed where they found 
ample occupation for the next half hour.


Later, when they went down to breakfast, they talked and laughed with the bright interest 
of lovers, feeding each other huge forkfuls of scrambled eggs and chunks of buttered toast as 
happily as if it were the wedding cake they never had. After that, they returned upstairs and 
started to dress. Succumbing quickly to the delights recently discovered in each others bodies,
they postponed dressing for another hour.


It was a flushed and shaky couple that finally peered into the morning sunlight from the 
front porch of the house. Their spirits dampened only slightly by physical exhaustion, they slid 
into the car and drove the length of the prison wall to the gate and guardhouse leading 
within.


“Good morning, Captain Bailey,” the sentry greeted Ken. “Who’s that with you, sir?”


“It’s just my wife, Simmons,” Ken called back. “The warden’s going to show her around the 
administrative offices.” Cecelia smiled at the lie.


Once they were inside and driving up the long road to the main buildings, she began to 
feel her first twinges of nervousness about what they had planned to do. “Do … do I look all 
right, Ken ? ” she asked uncertainly.


Ken’s eyes played momentarily over her lush form encased in the clinging blue knit dress, 
then he grinned devilishly. “Well, we might have a rough time keeping Harry down long 
enough to talk to him,” he teased. “But, other than that, you look just dandy.”


“Oh, Ken, don’t say that,” she cried, then took a deep breath. “The very thought of that… 
that reptile touching me again make’s my stomach turn over.” Nervously, she leaned over to 
smooth the already-smooth nylons that encased her shapely legs.


“Don’t worry, baby,” Ken said, a grim undertone in his voice. “This time I’ll be there to 
protect you. I’d just like to see that slimy lowlife try something again. Just for the pleasure of 
tearing him apart with my bare hands.”


A moment later, Ken brought the car to a halt in a small parking lot beside a group of 
squat, white buildings. A sign planted in the grass in front of them carried the terse message 
“Prison Administration (Employees and Trustees Only)”.


As they walked along the sidewalk leading to the main door, Cecelia felt misgivings again 
begin to gnaw at her mind. “Darling, are you sure he can get you a job on the police force of 
my home town?” she questioned as she skipped a little to keep up with the long stride of her 
tall husband. “And, if he does, maybe we shouldn’t ask for the severance pay too. I’m afraid he
may get us into trouble if we ask for too much … “


Ken grinned down at her and bent over to cheerfully pat her on the rump. “Don’t you 
worry, little wife. He can and he will do everything we ask. He has strings to pull all over the 
state … and, if he doesn’t, he’ll find them. Besides,” he added, “that severance pay is in my 
contract, so we’re not doing anything illegal. We’re just being a little nasty about it, just like he
was.”


“Okay, boss,” she agreed, forcing herself to be calm and collected as they walked into the 
warden’s waiting room. To her relief, there was no one there but a man at a desk, busily 
typing.


“Tell the warden that Captain and Mrs. Bailey are here to see him.”


Ken’s voice rang through the office like a thunderbolt and the man at the desk jumped to 
his feet with a crisp “Yes, sir, Captain Bailey.”


The man disappeared through another door and momentarily returned, his face vaguely 
puzzled. “I’m sorry, sir, but the warden isn’t in today. He’s home ill with a cold.”


“Is that so?” Ken roared. “Well, you get back in there and tell him that he’d better 
recuperate pretty fast if he doesn’t want an investigation that will shake him right out of that 
big leather chair!”


“Well, sir-” the man faltered, obviously uncertain of what to do. Then suddenly, the door 
behind him opened wider and Harry Winston’s head emerged around it.


“Get back to your work, Smithson, you idiot,” the warden growled. “What do you mean by 
telling the Captain of the Guard that I’m not here? Are you crazy, man?”


“But, you said-”


“Get back to work, Smithson,” the warden screamed, his voice a little shaky beneath his 
angry tone. Turning to Ken and Cecelia, he snapped, “What do you want with me? I haven’t 
got all day to chat!”


“Don’t you, Harry?” Cecelia purred as she strolled into his office, followed by her 
stern-faced husband. “That wasn’t what you said yesterday, my dear … “


THE END
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FOREWORD


In this age when education is alleged to be more sophisticated and broader 
than ever before in history, author S. K. Mason offers us a novel that will 
surely stand our hair on end. He has courageously unfolded a tale of the 
horror and perversion plaguing some of America's institutions of learning, 
drawing on her own personal experience to authenticate and lend force to the 
plight of Allyson Carson, a beautiful twenty-three-year-old housewife whose 
average, middle-class morality is forever compromised.


Author Mason clearly demonstrates that not even academicians and their 
students can always escape the rapidly accelerating pace of life in the 
United States, and that there is no longer a steadied norm and sane rate of 
development and change in what Americans must do to stay apace of one 
another.


All the characters peopling this realistic work-from Allyson to Angus 
Cardwell, the unscrupulous school principal, a notorious bon vwant-are 
outwardly normal people, such as ourselves and our friends, and yet in truth 
represent that which is most shocking in every man's and woman's drives and 
desires. This, then, is a novel as much about us as it is the fictionally 
disguised characters in the text.


While the language of this book may cause some readers to recoil in 
indignance, we the publishers feel that the sensitive, enlightening 
atmosphere of the book is by far its most important aspect. Here is a work 
in which we can identify the best and the worst of the modern world in the 
courage as well as the depravity of many of its denizens.


Marriage, as it is today, is also a vital element dealt with by author 
Mason. We see, and better understand, some of the stresses and strains 
inevitably placed on even the most average, typical marriage when under 
assault by new dynamic forces in our society. More, we see some of the 
unusual methods of coping, not always successfully, with these intruding 
forces ... and how a marriage can be as easily devastated as strengthened 
and saved by our merely human responses to changing mores does not 
necessarily lead either to the doom or salvation of a relationship.


In closing, the publishers do not intend to instill fear in the minds of 
responsible, dedicated parents: rather, it is our intention to avail readers 
of the knowledge that nothing in the modern world is too strange to occur, 
perhaps where one least expects it.


And so we present The Principal's Office, one of the most remarkable 
literary achievements of this year.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


"Oh, Jeff, don't be so bull-headed. You know we could use the extra money!"


Ally Carson impatiently tossed her mane of black hair and strode across the 
living room arguing with her husband, on and off, for almost three days and 
she was getting absolutely nowhere. Crossing her arms in determination, she 
went on. "I'm sick of hanging around this house all day, and suppose ... 
well, just suppose I got pregnant? We'd never be able to afford all the 
bills on what you're making now. But, if I'd already built up a little nest 
egg, we wouldn't have to worry at all."


Jeff Carson leaned back in his easy chair and stared across the room at his 
wife, trying to fight down the chuckle that was rising to his lips. Even 
though he knew his attitude annoyed her, he felt that she was just too 
pretty to take seriously, especially when she was angry. Despite his best 
efforts, he could not hold back an amused grin at the sight of her standing 
before him, her green eyes flashing with sincerity, the generous mounds of 
her chest heaving under the tight beige sweater she wore. When a woman had a 
body like that, how could she expect a man to pay attention to her mind too? 
he wondered. It was difficult enough to keep himself from ripping the 
clothes off her, much less listen to whatever silly thing she was trying to 
say.


His eyes roamed hungrily over her beautiful form, lingering appreciatively 
on the high-set voluptuous breasts whose rose-tipped nipples strained 
against the thin knit of her sweater. The light fabric clung lovingly to her 
flesh, covering but not hiding the taut tapering rib cage that narrowed to a 
slender waist and smooth flat stomach. Below that, her round, luscious hips 
and buttocks were all but exposed by the short green mini-skirt and the 
whole lovely vision was completed by long, sun-bronzed legs that a Las Vegas 
chorus girl would envy. Yes, sir, he congratulated himself, you certainly do 
know how to pick them.


"Damn you, Jeff Carson," you're not even listening to me!"


Her strident tone broke through his happy reverie and his gaze moved back up 
to her pouting face.


"Now, honey," he began soothingly, as if calming a distraught child. "I've 
already decided this whole issue. You're not going to accept the job and 
that's all there is to it. I'm sorry if I ever gave you the impression that 
I would consider letting you take a job. Come on," he cajoled, winking at 
her, "Let's go on into the bedroom. I've got just the thing to calm down 
your nerves."


Ally gritted her teeth as she recognized his sugary tone of voice. His 
casual assumption that he would do all the thinking for the both of en them 
was beginning to annoy her. Before they had been married, she had thought it 
was fun, the way he treated her like a baby, cuddling and coddling her as 
though she might break if she tried to do something on her own. But, now, it 
was starting to wear on her.


Jeff had a job, teaching mathematics at the high school five days a week. He 
did not understand what it was like to be cooped up in this little house, in 
this little town, fifty miles away from anyone they knew. It was not that 
she had minded moving here so that he could get the teaching job, but the 
fact that she did not know anyone in town only contributed to her boredom. 
And now ... well, she was tired of being treated like a beautiful, but 
brainless, fixture in his life.


She wanted to show him that she was capable of doing something by herself 
and, she guessed, now was as good a time as any to drop the bombshell.


"Jeff, I called the principal this morning," she began, speaking quietly but 
firmly. "I told him I'd take the job, and I'm starting on Monday. He's even 
rearranged the hours so we'll both be working at the same time of day."


"But, I told you-" Jeff sputtered angrily, then stopped, realizing it was no 
use going on. The damage was already done and the principal, as usual, had 
gotten exactly what he wanted, in this case, Ally's services as his 
secretary. Angus Cardwell ruled the high school with an iron hand and Jeff 
had already heard that Cardwell had no qualms about making things unpleasant 
for those who crossed him. Jeff had hoped that there would be some way to 
diplomatically turn down his offer of a position for Ally, but now it was 
too late. They had come to Wilson Crossing just to get this job, and Jeff 
certainly did not want to mess things up, now that they were two weeks into 
the school year.


Nevertheless, he wished that Ally would stay in her place and a woman's 
place was in the home. He felt his anger beginning to rise again at the 
thought of his wife's audacity in disobeying his explicit wishes. He would 
have to think of some way to teach her a lesson, he decided.


"Jeff, are you mad at me?" she asked meekly, breaking the ominous silence 
that had filled the room since her unexpected pronouncement. "He said I had 
to let him know by today ... I-I really wanted it."


"Is that so?" he growled. "Well, I really wanted you to just forget the 
whole idea. I don't particularly like Cardwell and I especially did not like 
the way he looked at you the other night when he so graciously took us to 
dinner and, incidentally, sprang his little job idea on you. If that old 
lecher thinks you're going to do anything but secretarial work for him, I'll 
knock his teeth in!"


Ally just smiled at her husband's impassioned outburst. He was not acting 
half as angry as she had been afraid he would. But, then, she thought 
ruefully, the worst part of Jeff's moods was not his anger, but his 
frightening capacity for carrying a grudge. Maybe, if she could just make 
him forget he was angry at all....


"Hey, lover," she whispered throatily. "I thought you were going to calm my 
frazzled nerves." With cat-like grace, she glided across the room to where 
her husband was sitting and bent over the chair to nibble on his earlobe. "I 
hate to bother you but I think I feel a nervous breakdown coming on...."


"Now, don't you try to butter me up," he answered gruffly. "You deliberately 
did exactly what I told you not to do. I don't see why you want to get a job 
at all, and certainly not with that old skirt-chaser!" Despite his anger, 
though, he felt himself automatically responding when her pointed little 
tongue snaked teasingly into his ear, the sensation sending tremors of 
excitement all over his body. "Cut that out, you horny little bitch," he 
gasped as her tongue again flicked into the sensitive aperture.


Aware of the effect she was having on her husband, Ally slipped her hand 
around him and let it rest on the hard bulge that was already swelling and 
pressing against the crotch of his trousers. Although she ordinarily found 
it embarrassing to touch him there, she decided that perhaps this might be a 
good time to let herself go a little. It would be worth a little 
unpleasantness if she could just get him to forget that he was angry with 
her.


Ally could remember only one occasion in the six months of their marriage 
that she had provoked Jeff into losing his temper, but that one experience 
had convinced her that it was much easier to agree with him, if it was 
humanly possible, than to annoy him again. The incident had occurred one 
night, about a week after they were married. Although she had been a virgin 
on their wedding night, she had adjusted very well to sex, or so she had 
thought until that evening. During their honeymoon at the seashore, he had 
gently taken her maidenhead, then patiently had shown her the delights of 
physical love. Most of the time, she had been a willing pupil, excited and 
enthusiastic about the wonderful things she had only heard about before, but 
never experienced. Nevertheless, she had been shocked at several of the acts 
he had suggested, but when she adamantly refused, he had never forced the 
issue-until this night.


That evening, he had gone out by himself and, when he returned an hour 
later, he brought with him a brightly-wrapped package, a gift to surprise 
her. But, when she had opened the parcel, she found a black lace nightgown, 
so sheer that it was practically invisible. At first, she had laughed, 
thinking it was only a silly joke, but when he had insisted that she wear it 
that night, she had become angry, then tearful. Only a whore would wear 
anything like that, she had protested. Finally, he had become furious and 
stomped out of the honeymoon cabin, returning later without a word of 
apology.


Ally could still remember how he had sulked for days, refusing to speak or 
even acknowledge her presence. Actually, it had been two or three weeks 
before she had been certain that he had gotten over his anger and forgiven 
her. It had been a disheartening experience for the young bride and she had 
promised herself to do everything she could not to let it happen again. 
Nevertheless, she had been as stubborn as he and, when it was over, she was 
glad she had not given in to him and worn the disgusting thing. She knew she 
would have felt cheapened for the rest of her life.


Since then, there had been no cause for them to quarrel, until now. Having 
had a taste of the unpleasant results of his anger, she was willing to try 
to patch things up before he became sulky again. So, putting aside her 
instinctive shame at touching his sexual organ, she now softly fondled the 
slightly-throbbing protrusion under the fabric of his trousers. She could 
tell Jeff was pleased and excited by her uncharacteristic boldness. Under 
her tentative manipulations, the bulge was rising to fill her entire palm 
with its rock hard form.


Suddenly, Jeff grabbed her hand away from its teasing activity at the crotch 
of his pants and pulled Ally around to the front of his chair. She could see 
by the smoldering light in his eyes that he had forgotten about her 
disobedience, forgotten about everything but the nearness of her body.


"Come here, wife," he growled playfully, drawing her closer to him. His free 
hand reached out and began to slide up the beautiful curve of her thighs, 
tickling the senstive inner flesh between them.


"Oooooooh," Ally gurgled, jerking forward a little from the electric 
sensation of her husband's fingertips. She was hypersensitive along the 
softness of her inner thighs and she knew that Jeff was well aware of the 
fact. She tingled from his touch and could feel tiny goose bumps rising 
under his fingers.


Jeff grinned contentedly from his sitting position and continued to stroke 
his wife's legs, pushing his hand up under her short skirt to brush his 
fingers tantalizingly over the pubic mound so provocative under the silk 
crotchband of her panties. Above him, she was wincing with pleasure, her 
teeth bared with the first signs of sexual arousal. Oh, fuck the job, he 
thought to himself, the bitch really knew how to turn him on. If she wanted 
to play, he would be happy to oblige her. As one of his fingers skillfully 
insinuated itself under the elastic band of her panties, she wriggled her 
hips, as if in protest, but didn't step away.


"Oh, honey, I'm going to fuck you so good," he breathed as his finger began 
to rub teasingly over the soft hair-lined lips under her panties.


"Oh, yes, I want you too," she moaned, her eyes now clenched tightly shut, 
her pelvis executing little jerky motions in spite of herself. She was so 
excited, even his crude language did not put her off this time as it had so 
often before. She had sometimes wondered where he had learned to use such 
words, but she was sure that he must have had sex with other women before 
they were married. How else could he have been such a wonderful lover? But, 
she didn't care so long as he wanted her now ... and she had no doubts that 
he did.


She was almost relieved that he had responded so quickly to her overtures. 
Since they had come to this town, it had seemed to her that he was away at 
the school so much of the time. She had been a little afraid that they 
weren't as close as they were last year when they were both in college and 
newly married. Now, in the evenings, he was often too tired or too busy 
grading papers to spend much time with her and they hadn't made love as 
frequently as they had this summer, after they were married. This worried 
her, not because she liked it so much, certainly not as much as Jeff seemed 
to, but because she thought that he wasn't responding to her as much as he 
did before.


As if to calm the nagging fears that had clouded her mind, Ally leaned over 
and kissed her husband hard on the mouth. He responded immediately, 
thrusting his tongue through her open Ups and swirling it around in the warm 
wet cavern of her mouth. Still, the worry flickered through her mind. His 
responses seemed more automatic now, as if she had become no more than a 
habit in the short space of six months. Was the magic going out of their 
marriage? she wondered. Was Jeff becoming bored with her?


He didn't seem to be now, not with his heated lips pressing so passionately 
against her own. No, she was just being silly, she told herself, forcing the 
gnawing doubts out of her thoughts. Impulsively, she darted her tongue deep 
between his lips, flicking her tongue tip over his teeth and the roof of his 
mouth.


Jeff turned his head away and smiled up at his wife. "Don't you think it 
would be a good idea to get rid of some of the clothes, you wanton woman?" 
he murmured hesitantly. She nodded silently, unable to speak as his hands 
slid around her thighs and cupped the tight silk-clad mounds of her 
buttocks. Moving his fingers higher, he caught the tight elastic waistband 
of her panties and pulled it downward, running his fingers over her bare, 
satiny skin. Squirming beneath his exciting ministrations, she nibbled 
passionately at his ear and neck, her hands gripping tightly at his shirt.


Suddenly, she straightened and turned away from him. Crossing her arms, she 
lifted the sweater over her shoulders and head and tossed it to the floor. 
Then, with a smile of gay abandon playing over her lips, she unzipped her 
skirt and kicked it away as it slipped down over her ankles. She could feel 
his impatience as she slowly reached behind her back and unsnapped her bra. 
The lacy white cups fell away from her rose-tipped breasts and she stood 
still for a moment to allow her husband to savor the titillating sight of 
the snowy mounds still jiggling from their burst freedom from the 
confinement of the brassiere. Then, she hooked her thumbs in the waistband 
of her panties and peeled them teasingly down over her full rounded hips and 
thighs, dropping them on the tiny heap of her discarded clothing. Pleasantly 
aware of the power of her beautiful young body, she slowly slid her palms 
down over the smooth curve of her hips, still smiling at her husband. 
Wordlessly, she lay down on the carpeted floor, inviting him with her eyes 
and ripe naked body to join her there.


Raising himself from his chair, Jeff began ripping off his shirt and pants. 
The quiet whoose of his zipper being pulled down aroused her even further.


"Hurry, darling," she whispered softly. "Hurry...." She wiggled her buttocks 
against the carpet, enjoying the obvious effect of her licentious actions 
were having on her young husband's body and the secret satisfaction of the 
power she held over him.


Then suddenly he was on her, his naked body pressed tightly against her, 
pushing her sensitive flesh down into the soft rug on the living room 
carpet. "Well, that certainly didn't take long," Ally breathed softly.


"I've been ready for the last ten minutes," Jeff grinned down at her. His 
hands moved slowly over her breasts and thighs, stopping to tease her 
breasts, pinching her nipples to tight little buttons, then floating down 
over her smooth stomach to the dark secret junction between her thighs.


Lifting his head, Jeff ran his eyes once more over her curvaceous body. Even 
after six months of marriage, her body still excited him beyond belief, and 
before he met her, he'd always gotten bored with women almost as soon as 
he'd laid them. Even her face, with its wide sea green eyes and full red 
lips, looked as though it were designed for sex. He could still remember the 
day they had met, how he had thought immediately of how much he would like 
to see his hardened cock locked hotly between those pouting lips. But that 
was before he found out how really innocent she had been, and how stubborn. 
Now, his idea was nothing more than a fantasy. Even after they were married, 
when he had suggested that she suck him with her mouth, she had shuddered 
with revulsion and loathing at the very thought. Despite that 
disappointment, he had to admit she had turned into a pretty good lay, he 
thought proudly, thanks to his patience. His eyes drifted down to the soft 
pubic curls that covered her pink young vaginal slit. He could see her cunt 
glistening wetly in the light, her sexual excitement secreting droplets 
which formed like dew on her vaginal lips. She had been so willing today, he 
thought pensively, bolder than he had ever seen her. Maybe it was time to 
try another of the ideas she had vetoed on their honeymoon.


Jeff leaned forward and crushed his mouth between her open thighs, his 
tongue working furiously to suck up all the sweet juices that had dripped 
from her pussy, his lips brushing against her clitoris in the intensity of 
his yearning. His wife moaned, but immediately clenched her thighs tightly 
together to stop him.


"No, darling, don't do that," she whispered firmly. "It isn't right for you 
to kiss me there. Please, stop, pleeeeeease!" Her tone had become almost 
hysterical as his face had continued to nuzzle down between her legs. She 
reached down and grasped his upper arms trying to pull him upward. "Please, 
kiss me on the lips, Jeff ... not ... not down there."


He didn't resist, knowing from experience that she would only became 
distraught and angry if he tried to convince her that there was nothing 
wrong with what he was trying to do. This was the single discouraging flaw 
in an otherwise perfect sexual relationship. His wife did not try to enjoy, 
would not even consider the wonderful erotic pleasures of lips against 
vulva, mouth around penis. He wanted Ally to suck him, wanted to see her 
lose that cold dignity of hers and go wild with delight when he nibbled on 
her bud-like clitoris in return. The mere thought of her sweet warm lips 
wrapped around his thick hard cock made him tremble with excitement. He 
wanted to cum in her mouth, wanted to shoot his hot white sperm deep into 
her throat, wanted to feel her throat clenching around him as she swallowed 
the boiling liquid to keep from choking. Other girls had done as much for 
him, and done it happily. And, almost as badly, he wanted to thrust his 
long, agile tongue deep into her honeyed little pussy to stab and dart into 
her cunt just as he was now plunging his tongue into her mouth.


Even as he imagined what it would be like, he felt her soft naked belly and 
pelvis grinding against him, deliciously rubbing his swelling rod until it 
was pulsing, big and hard against her undulating flesh.


"Oh, darling," Ally moaned. "I want you so much."


"I ... I want you too," he answered slowly, reluctant to leave his wishful 
dreams for the reality of what was happening. The sameness of their 
lovemaking had undoubtedly begun to wear on him. The original thrill of 
expectation had been slowly replaced by the knowledge that each time, 
everything would be exactly the same as the time before, and that any 
deviation would be met by his wife's horrified refusal. He loved his wife, 
but the magic was almost gone.


"Is something wrong, darling?" Ally asked softly, wondering why he had 
suddenly become so quiet and so still.


"Of course not," Jeff lied. "What could possibly be wrong when I have a 
beautiful wife like you?"


Ally began to tremble with desire, her hips rubbing hungrily against his 
throbbing maledom. "Please, do it to me, darling," she whispered from deep 
in her throat. "I need it now...."


Her unexpected request sent a surge of excitement running through him. It 
was something new to hear his wife actually ask for a screwing. Yes, he 
realized, a little change was exactly what they needed. Her tremulous plea 
had set his cock lurching like a nervous stallion.


Ally strained the full length of her body against him, then gently tugged at 
his waist until he rolled over her body and positioned himself between her 
wide-spread legs. Reaching down between them, she grasped his fleshy 
hardness and moved it up and down, parting the soft resilient curls of pubic 
hair until it fit snugly into the outer lips of her waiting vagina. Slowly 
again she slid it up and down the entrance to her churning passage until the 
hotly throbbing tip rested firmly in her quivering cuntal mouth.


"Now, Jeff, now!"


His hips lunged forward, driving the swollen shaft into her wide-spread 
pussy.


"Ooooooo" she moaned as she thrust her pelvis upward trying to take more of 
him. His long, thick cock slammed up into her cunt to the very depths of her 
smooth white belly warm and taut, stretching the hot fleshy sheath with its 
rigidity, and she could feel her pussy growing wetter with each passing 
second. He drove unceasingly until his blood-swollen cockhead hit her 
cervix, and his sperm-filled testicles smacked noisily against the firm 
round cheeks of her slightly lifted buttocks.


She squealed in rapture as he withdrew and plunged again, and then again, 
grinding his pelvis into her savagely, feeling her pliant flesh moving under 
him as she strained to meet each pounding jerk. He tightened the muscles of 
his buttocks and drove into her again, trying to establish a rhythm. 
Instinctively following his lead, she labored to clasp every inch of his 
thick pole with the clenching muscles of her vagina.


"Oh, Jeff, it's so beautiful, so goooooood," she cried out, her mind lost in 
the dizzying spirals of ecstasy. Her legs opened and closed around his hips 
as she bucked beneath him, arching her body up so that more of his 
desire-hardened cock could enter her. She felt totally possessed by him and, 
at that moment, wanted nothing so much as for him to just take her like an 
animal: to show her that he was the victor by sheer power in the eternal 
struggle between the sexes, to make her scream out the agonizing pleasure of 
her defeat.


Jeff looked down at his wife as she writhed mindlessly on the floor beneath 
him, her head thrashing from side to side as her fingers clawed at his back 
and buttocks in an effort to bring him closer. Her lips were moist and 
parted and from her throat came a long, low wail of pleasure. Like a pestle 
in a mortar, he worked his cock around and around inside of her, feeling the 
muscular ridges of her vagina around his smooth sliding weapon as he pounded 
and crashed into the smooth fleshy sheath. His tempo increased as her legs 
clamped tightly around his hips, tensing on each stroke to bring him down to 
her with even more fury. He sensed that she was rapidly approaching her 
climax as her knees drew up and her moist splayed vagina bucked wildly 
against his ramming member, sucking him deeper and deeper into her, trapping 
his hardened flesh with unbelievable muscular ripples and twitches.


"Come on, baby," he rasped, clamping down on her bobbing breasts and 
squeezing them savagely in the heat of his own passion. "Shake it, 
sweetheart. Move your ass!"


The cruel shock of pain from her tortured breasts almost halted Ally's 
impending orgasm, but then suddenly it didn't matter at all. The pain 
changed into another sensation, expanding her arousal, sparking an even 
greater ecstasy than she had felt before.


"Oh ... oh ... oh ... oooooooooh...." she began to chant rapturously as her 
husband's excitedly throbbing penis drubbed savagely into her steaming 
pussy, slamming against her upturned cervix, his balls smacking heavily 
against her quivering buttocks. Finally it was too much to bear, and, like a 
dam collapsing before a flood wave, her mind began to disintegrate before 
the force of the overpowering sensation that was radiating out from her 
loins.


With an abrupt deep-throated moan, Ally's body began to vibrate 
uncontrollably, her legs jack-knifing out and around over his back as her 
heels pounded wildly against his buttocks. Feeling his wife reach her 
pinnacle of excitement, Jeff was aware that his cock had begun to expand 
inside his wife's trembling cunt, growing bigger and bigger until he thought 
it might burst from the fantastic pressure of lust building in his 
testicles.


Then, suddenly, Jeff, too, could hold back no longer. The muscles in his 
buttocks began to tense and twitch as the boiling sperm began to churn up 
through his bloated balls and jerking cock, exploding out into his wife's 
spastically clasping cunt. Cupping the round cheeks of her firm young ass 
closer around his throbbing member, he beat a wild tattoo against her 
up-thrust loins. Then, with a groan, and a last dying spurt of hot male 
semen deep up into her belly, he collapsed on her naked, quivering form.


For a while, they lay like that, silently, their bodies trembling together 
in the afterglow of their ecstasy. Then Ally opened her eyes and looked up 
at him with a sweet, satisfied smile.


"Oh, Jeff, I do love you so much," she murmured. "That was so beautiful ... 
it seems to get better every time."


Maybe for you, he thought wearily, as his earlier dissatisfaction began to 
drift back into his mind. "Sure, baby, it was wonderful," he mumbled. But, 
he added mentally, it would have been a whole lot more exciting if you could 
manage to get over your damn hang-ups about oral sex.


He could feel that Ally was beginning to wriggle impatiently, trying to 
indicate to him that she wanted to get out from under the weight of his 
body. What's the matter, baby, he thought bitterly, what's your hurry: are 
you afraid you, might be tempted to do something nasty if you stay around me 
too long? His returning annoyance was quickly growing to anger as he thought 
about his wife's selfish and narrow-minded prudishness.


"Darling, I'd better get up now," he heard her meekly suggest. "I ought to 
get washed and start shopping for dinner."


"To hell with dinner," he growled. "We'll go to a restaurant tonight. I'm 
your husband and I want you right here!"


Her quiet reasonableness had infuriated him even more. Why did she always 
have to be so responsible, he fumed, so worried about everything but him. 
Sure, he wanted a good wife, but every woman should be a little bit of a 
whore, just enough to really let go when it came to sex with her husband. It 
was just his rotten luck to land up with a beautiful, sexy looking wife who 
came equipped with more than her share of puritan virtue.


His limp cock was still nestled snugly in the warm, moist confine of her 
vagina and, as she struggled to find a more comfortable position beneath 
him, he could feel the soft, hair-lined opening rubbing against the base of 
his deflated organ. The exciting friction made it twitch with the beginnings 
of rejuvenation. Now, she was not only telling him what he could do, he 
raged mentally, but she was trying to dictate how many times he could do it. 
Venting the angry frustration he felt, he raised up his hips, then slammed 
his again hardening cock back down into her already sperm-flooded pussy, 
feeling the juices seeping out around his balls and down the soft crevice of 
her open buttocks.


Ally gasped as she lost her breath with the force of his unexpected thrust. 
There was no longer any question in her mind that something was definitely 
wrong between them: he had never acted like this before, treating her body 
as though she were a cheap slut he was paying to have sex with him. Her 
worries were soon forgotten, however, as his rapidly swelling shaft began to 
slip in and out of her wide-stretched passage, making her forget everything 
but the burning hunger that was again kindling in her loins.


Jeff was infuriated as he saw his wife immediately responding to his 
rhythmic lunges. In his anger, he had wanted to take her against her will, 
to punish her for denying him the pleasures that were his by right. He 
wished his cock were hardening in her mouth instead of her cunt, sliding in 
and out between those full, pouty lips, growing long and hard until she 
could barely accept the full length of it into her mouth. But then, he 
thrust the desire from his mind, knowing that she would only refuse again, 
as she had done every time he had ever asked her to suck him. So, he stabbed 
into her again, venting his anger, using her body as a mere object on which 
to gain his own gratification.


A smile of sadistic satisfaction crossed his face as he felt Ally 
approaching another climax. Pushing himself harder, he fucked into her with 
more and more power until she was mewling and writhing with passion. Then, 
suddenly, he stopped....


"What ... what happened, darling?" Ally gasped, her body trembling with 
frustration. Staring up at him through lust-glazed eyes, she saw that his 
lips were twisted in a grin of cruel delight. "Don't stop! Please, don't 
stop, Jeff!"


"Don't worry, baby. You'll get your cock," he chuckled ominously. "We're 
just going to do it a new way. Turn over!"


Feeling his weight lifting off of her, she unthinking followed his command, 
twisting around until the front of her body was pressed down into the 
carpet. "What are you doing, Jeff?" she asked as she felt his strong fingers 
clamp around her hips, pulling her lower torso up until she was on her 
knees, her full rounded buttocks waving nakedly in the air behind.


"Just shut up and hold still," he snapped. "For once, we're going to do 
things my way!" He stared down at her smooth, white buttocks, feeling a wave 
of lust wash over him at the idea of his innocent young bride kneeling 
before him like a slave. He knew that she was going to think that what he 
was going to do was wrong and dirty-and that was just what was going to make 
it so good!


Ally felt his hands stretching open the twin mounds of her buttocks, 
spreading them wider and wider apart. The first realization of what he was 
going to do penetrated her passion-fogged brain. He was going to take her 
from the back-like dogs did it! "Oh, no, Jeff, not like that!" she 
protested. "I can't ... it's wrong!" She cringed before his touch, the soft 
resilient cheeks of her buttocks clenching tightly together. She tried to 
draw her thighs together, but his knees insinuated between them and held 
them cruelly open.


"Okay, baby, now relax," he whispered. "I'm going to slip it in, nice and 
easy...."


He moved forward and guided his long thick cock into the entrance of her 
cunt, then surged into her, pulling her hips back until his loins crushed 
hard into her buttocks.


"Ooooooooh, Goooooood," Ally cried out as she felt his blunt tipped weapon 
slam against her cervix. He had never entered her this deeply before. Behind 
her, she could feel him pushing forward with all his strength, sweeping her 
buttocks wider and wider apart as he strained to sink it as deeply as he 
could into her quivering white belly.


She fought, clenching the muscles of her buttocks tightly together to keep 
the long hard fleshy staff from imbedding itself further, but it was no use. 
Her struggles only seemed to incite him more as her cuntal muscles clasping 
around him, wet and warm in protest against the unwanted entry, enclosed 
around him like warm melted butter and made the huge cock throb and grow 
inside her until she felt stretched and filled beyond all possible 
imagination.


She felt completely humiliated, kneeling before him in servile acceptance 
like a slave of old to be used as her master desired. Her face was flushed, 
her long black hair hanging down to the floor as she unsteadily tried to 
support herself while Jeff rammed into her harder and harder. Tears of 
helpless indignation filled her eyes as she tried to imagine what would make 
him do such a thing, making her feel dirty ... like an animal ... and there 
was nothing she could do but accept the vile, obscene usage of her body 
without resistance.


Behind her, her husband's eyes gleamed as he watched the long, hard 
whiteness of his cock, glistening from her vaginal secretions and his own 
sperm, pistoning in and out of her trembling behind. He felt his excitement 
growing stronger than it had been in months as he saw the ragged pink edges 
of her cunt lips drawing back with each outstroke and then being swallowed 
in again as he thrust forward driving his rigid cock far up into her velvety 
depths. He could feel the pressure already building again in his balls and 
he pumped into her harder, squeezing all around her soft, joggling buttocks. 
His thick inflated cock ached and burned as he ground savagely into her with 
a wave of sadistic delight flickering over his face.


Letting loose of her hips, he reached down under her torso and cupped her 
full, swinging breasts, crushing their bulk into her chest and pulling her 
sharply back and down on his rampant prick. He was almost there and he 
continued to ram eagerly into her with long hard strokes, controlling her 
body by the pressure of his hands on her breasts and his cock in her 
tormented vagina.


Her protests had stretched into a long, low continuous whine and he vaguely 
wondered for a moment if he were hurting her, but he couldn't think about it 
for long. His body had become a mindless mass of sheer driving lust and he 
strained for an end to the exquisite sensation, striking again and again 
into her softest, most vulnerable part.


Through the haze of her humiliation and shame, Ally could feel him growing 
deep, deep inside her until it felt as though he were going to split her in 
two. Over and over he moaned, ignoring her cries, babbling incoherently as 
he slammed into her harder and harder. She felt sweat dripping down from his 
face onto her defenseless buttocks, running in tiny rivulets down her thighs 
to the floor. It will be over soon; he's almost there, she tried to comfort 
herself, as he attacked her body with increased fury.


Suddenly, he threw back his head and, with a soul-searing groan, began 
spewing his boiling sperm in great jerking waves into the hot open cavern of 
his slavishly kneeling wife's cunt. She trembled and moaned helplessly 
before him as he shot spurt after spurt of his excited male cum deep inside 
her, filling her womb and belly to bursting. At last, he gasped and fell 
forward, forcing his wife's body down flat beneath him and he lay there on 
top of her trying to catch his breath.


"Wow!" he finally said. "That was really wild. We'll have to do that more 
often!"


Ally did not try to disagree with him, but lay silent beneath his panting 
body, trying to collect her scattered thoughts. Her breasts ached from his 
cruel manipulations and her vagina still throbbed hotly from his punishing 
treatment. She was not really angry, but more puzzled and hurt by his 
insensitive treatment of her. But how could she protest if he had really 
enjoyed it so much? After all, she rationalized, that was a wife's duty, to 
sexually satisfy her husband. Still, it didn't seem fair of him to force her 
to do something that she thought was not quite right ... and what had he 
meant when he said that they were going to do things his way, "for a 
change?" Had he really been unsatisfied with their sex life and never told 
her about it?


"Jeff?" she finally began hesitantly, trying desperately to put her thoughts 
into words that would not anger him. "Why ... why did you want to ... make 
love to me ... that way?"


Above her, her husband grinned in lazy contentment. "Oh, I just thought we 
needed a little change of pace...."


As soon as he finished speaking, Ally felt the weight of his body lifting 
off her, then heard the sound of his bare feet padding off toward the 
bathroom. Far from comforting her, his casual statement had only increased 
her misery and uncertainty. He had taken her brutally, like a wild animal, 
and then all he had to say was that they needed "a change of pace." She had 
felt: such need and had not even been aware of his discontent. No, it was 
cruel and unfair of him to use her like that, she finally decided, and she 
wasn't going to let it happen again. Who knows what else it might lead to? 
she thought indignantly.


If only he didn't have so many strange, perverted ideas about sex ... she 
thought wearily as her exhausted body and mind began to drift into sleep. 
Unhappily, she curled into the child-like fetal position there on the living 
room floor and allowed sleep to mercifully overtake her troubled mind.


CHAPTER TWO


Ally felt an unexpected twinge of nervousness as she stood in the corridor 
of George Washington High School and knocked lightly on the door marked 
"Principal." Around her, hundreds of teenage students milled in the narrow 
hallway, gossiping, comparing homework papers and banging in and out of 
their metal storage lockers that were lined up along the walls. It was 
almost eight-thirty, time for the first class period to begin and time for 
her to report for her first day of her new job, as secretary to Angus 
Gardwell, the principal of the high school.


This was the first time she had been in a high school since she had 
graduated from her own, over five years ago, and it felt strange to be there 
now. In comparison with the young people who were now surrounding her, she 
felt really grown-up for the first time, no longer a part of the temporary 
world of books and tests, complexion problems and steady boyfriends. It was 
not an entirely welcome feeling and she nervously patted her long black hair 
and straightened her plaid mini-skirt, hoping she didn't look too much out 
of place among the teenagers.


"Well, hello there, Mrs. Carson," she suddenly heard a deep masculine voice 
booming from behind her. "I see you're right on time."


Whirling around, she crashed into the tall, brawny form of the principal who 
had come up behind her as she waited outside his door. "Oh, ex-excuse me, 
Mr. Cardwell," she sputtered in embarrassment as she quickly stepped back 
away from him. "I-I was just waiting for you to answer my knock."


The big, middle-aged man just laughed heartily at her confusion. His good 
humor was so infectious that Ally soon forgot her embarrassment and began to 
laugh too. "I certainly hope I haven't disappointed you on your first day," 
he finally said, grinning down at her. "Had I known you were going to be 
here so early, I certainly would have been here to let you in before you 
bruised those pretty little knuckles of yours on my door."


"Oh, I've only been here a minute or two," Ally started to explain, then 
smiled self-consciously as she realized that the principal had only been 
teasing her. Before she could speak further, the gray-haired man turned away 
for a moment to greet one of the students, a pretty, red-headed girl whose 
lush, well-developed body contrasted markedly with her sweet young face.


"Watch out for that boyfriend of yours, Kim," he quipped jovially, adding, 
"Don't do anything I wouldn't do." Then, as the laughing youngster turned to 
walk away, Ally watched him reach out and affectionately pinch one of the 
twin half-moons of her trim young buttocks. As she gasped in shocking 
disbelief, the young wife saw the teenager grin back over her shoulder and 
slyly wink at the principal. Ally stared after her in horrified silence as 
the youngster strode off to class, her full-rounded hips swinging 
provocatively under her skimpy suede skirt.


"Charming girl," the principal commented as he fitted a key into his door, 
oblivious to Ally's disapproving look. "One of our most precious students."


A moment later, he had disappeared into the dark interior of his office and, 
after a moment's hesitation, Ally followed him in, closing the door behind 
her. The darkness of the room was soon dispelled as the principal strode 
noisily from window to window, pulling back the heavy, dark velvet drapes to 
let in the brilliant morning sunlight. While he went around the room, 
drawing the draperies, Ally stood quietly, just inside the door, wondering 
uneasily about the strange scene she had witnessed out in the hallway. There 
must be some explanation, she reasoned to herself, but she could not 
remember any principal she had ever seen acting so ... so intimate with one 
of his students.


"For God's sake, sit down, woman," the principal's voice suddenly thundered, 
squelching her train of thought. "Are you going to guard the door all day." 
Pull up a chair and let's get acquainted before we get you to work!"


"Y-yes, sir," Ally answered feebly, momentarily stunned by the volume of his 
deep bass voice. She hurried to seat herself in one of the leather 
upholstered chairs that surrounded the huge mahogany desk at which he now 
sat.


"And don't 'sir' me," he commanded brusquely. "Inside this office I am 
Angus. Now, what do people call you?"


"Allison ... er, Ally, sir, I mean, Angus." Ally leaned back in her chair, 
trying to recover her composure. She felt completely overwhelmed by 
everything that was happening and especially by the force of the principal's 
personality.


"All right, Ally," he grinned. "How long have you been married to that 
pompous young ass?"


She started at the unexpected question. Pompous ass? "Do you mean Jeff?" she 
inquired timidly.


"Well, how many pompous asses do you live with?" he roared, then chortled at 
his own joke.


"Jeff and I have been married for almost six months," she said haughtily, 
beginning to take offense at his casual disparagement of her husband. "Six 
lovely months!"


"Humph, is that so?" he commented. "Well, if you're satisfied, who am I to 
say anything. Though it looks to me like you're more of a woman than that 
young pup could-"


"I beg your pardon, sir," Ally interrupted him, rising from her chair with 
indignation. "I came here to do a job, not to hear a discourse on your 
opinion of my husband, and I have no intention of either listening or even 
staying here unless ... you ... you stop...." Ally's voice faltered, then 
stopped as she realized the principal was not listening to what she was 
saying, but was taking advantage of her standing position to study her body.


She could feel as much as see his eyes running over her like hot coals, 
burning through the layers of clothing that covered her, until she was 
almost certain that he could see right down to her smooth creamy flesh. But 
it wasn't his lascivious glance that so confused and disturbed her as the 
arrogant confidence of his look, as though he were inspecting her to make 
sure she was up to his standards. Yet, even with all the foul and vile 
implications of his licentious gaze, Ally couldn't help the near-prurient 
sensations his sparkling blue eyes sent through her body as they undressed 
her so knowledgeably. She shivered under the lustful intensity of his stare, 
then sat back down in the chair, realizing suddenly that she was having 
trouble catching her breath.


"Excuse me if I said the wrong thing, Ally," the principal said with a quiet 
sincerity that shocked her even more than his searing gaze. "I occasionally 
overstep myself."


Ally stared at him, trying to figure out exactly what kind of game he was 
now playing with her mind. To her amazement, she could discern no trace of 
the lustful gaze he had shown only a minute ago. Instead, he was quietly 
smiling at her, talking in a calm and friendly tone as if she were a 
business associate or a newly-introduced acquaintance.


Had she imagined that look in his eyes, she wondered?


"Oh, that's all right," Ally replied with a tremulous smile, uncertain of 
exactly how to deal with this strange and disturbing man. "I'm sorry I got 
angry ... It might be that I'm just a little nervous...."


"Don't worry about it, my dear," he warmly assured her. "We'll get you to 
work and you'll be feeling at home here in absolutely no time. Your desk is 
right over there," he said, nodding toward the part of the room that was 
closest to the door."


Ally twisted around and peered over the back of her chair. There, in the 
corner, was a small, green metal desk and typewriter stand. On the desk was 
a tall, crystal vase, holding a single red rose.


"You'll be doing mostly my correspondence and file work," he continued, his 
tone becoming brisk and business-like. "I'm afraid my last secretary left me 
rather abruptly, so I'd advise you to clean out the desk first thing. No 
telling what she left behind. After you've finished with that, there are 
some letters to be typed in your top drawer." He rose from his chair, 
adding, "I'm leaving now, for an hour or so. I'll see you later."


As soon as she heard the door click shut behind the departing principal, 
Ally leaned back into the chair and breathed a sigh of relief. It was no 
surprise to discover that her hands were trembling and she sat quietly for a 
moment, trying to calm her frazzled nerves before she began work.


Just as she felt that she was again getting a grip on herself, the door 
banged open.


"Ally?" she heard the principal's voice reverberating through the office. 
"Where are you, woman?"


"Right here," she volunteered anxiously, jumping up from the chair and 
pivoting to face him. "I-I was just trying to, um, organize my thoughts."


"A very commendable project, my dear," he chortled, obviously taking delight 
in her flustered air. "I just dropped in to tell you that the door to the 
records room is underneath the draperies behind my desk. Just as a point of 
interest for when you feel you are organized enough to examine the filing 
system .-. ."


The sound of his amused chuckling was cut off by the slam of the door as he 
banged out again.


Good Lord, he's completely insane, Ally thought, smiling in spite of 
herself. Then, she remembered what he had said about her husband and her 
smile faded. No one had ever said anything like that about Jeff before. Even 
though she had to admit that he took himself a little too seriously at 
times, he was, nevertheless, a good husband. At least, he had been 
completely to her liking until this very weekend, she mused, her thoughts 
going back to the disquieting events of the two days before.


After what had happened on Saturday, when they had made love so beautifully 
at first and then he had taken her from the back, ruthlessly and without 
regard to her feelings, after that, she had decided that perhaps it was not 
wrong, after all. And, feeling very proud of her broad-mindedness, she had 
decided that the next time he wanted to do it like that, she would try, 
really try, to enjoy it.


But, then, she thought angrily, that very same night, when she was still 
aching and bruised from his cruel handling of her body, he had tried to 
actually force her to kiss and suck his penis. Her stomach felt queasy at 
the very thought of that horrible scene. By that time, she had felt 
justified in getting absolutely furious. Of course, he had gotten angry too 
and said a lot of things she was certain he didn't really mean. He had 
actually dared to call her a frigid wife, she remembered, after everything 
he had put her through that afternoon. And now, he was sulking, she thought 
resentfully, as though he had actually been wronged by her.


Well, she didn't care this time, Ally thought angrily, as she stamped across 
the principal's office to her desk. She was not going to act like a whore 
for her husband or anyone else and he could be silent and cold until ... 
until he died of loneliness. This time, she was not going to try to reason 
with him. He would find out that she could be just as stubborn as he!


Forcefully dropping her weight down into the swivel steno chair behind the 
desk, she wrath-fully jerked open the top drawer in the row of three down 
the side of the desk and began to sort through its contents. Besides pads, 
pencils, filing cards and other assorted equipment, she found much evidence 
that the former secretary had left in a hurry, just as the principal had 
said. She had left behind various articles of make-up and a half-full pack 
of cigarettes.


After cleaning and arranging the drawer, Ally went on to the next one. She 
found that it was completely empty except for a large manila envelope. 
Inquisitively, she withdrew it and pried open the metal clasp that held the 
envelope shut. Inside, she saw a thick packet of photographic prints.


Instinctively, Ally knew that the pictures were probably none of her 
business, but just as she was about to replace them in the drawer, the image 
of the principal's face, when he was so intently studying her body, came to 
her mind. Though she was not yet sure whether or not she liked her new boss, 
Ally was certain that she wanted to know more about him, to understand, if 
she could, what he was thinking about when he had stared at her with those 
insolently burning eyes. Perhaps, the pictures would give her some clue, she 
rationalized, as she pulled the pile of photographs from the envelope.


Her breath caught in her throat as she stared in shocked horror at the 
topmost picture. There, in blazing, blatant color, was a photograph of a man 
and a woman, doing something, in front of a camera, that was so vile and 
shocking that Ally flinched back in her chair at the very sight of it. The 
woman in the picture was sprawled on a bed, completely naked, her legs 
spread obscenely apart. Between them was buried the head of the naked man 
and, from the angle of the camera, Ally could see that his thick pink tongue 
was sunk deep up into the woman's widely open vaginal slit.


"Oh, my God," Ally gasped as her gaze travelled to the woman's face. To her 
horrified amazement, she saw that the woman actually appeared to be enjoying 
the degrading humiliating ministrations of the man's tongue and mouth. In 
the photograph, her head was thrown back, her face twisted in a lewd grimace 
of sexual frenzy.


"Oh god, that's sick, it's disgusting," Ally muttered, picking up the pile 
of photographs to replace them in the envelope. Then, for reasons she did 
not really understand, she stopped. Despite her revulsion at the vile act 
portrayed in the photograph, she felt a strange, forbidden curiosity in the 
pit of her stomach, tiny tendrils of unwanted sensation creeping over her 
loins. This was filthy smut, she told herself, but, despite the warnings of 
her conscience, she went on to the second photograph.


Ally was not even aware of the strangling noise that forced its way up from 
her lungs as she stared in perverse fascination at the next picture. There 
was the same girl, now crouching on the floor, between the legs of the man 
who sat on the edge of the bed, her wetly ovaled mouth clasped greedily 
around the man's rock-hard cock. The photograph was so realistic that Ally 
could almost see the thick white penis sinking upward into the girl's 
lovely, salaciously contorted face. The girl's expression was reverent, 
almost adoring, as she sucked at the massive rod, her red, lipstick -rimmed 
lips a thin rim around the broad base as both of her hands were cupped 
around his sperm-inflated balls.


Ally swallowed tightly and closed her eyes to the obscene tableau pictured 
before her. She felt as though she were petrified, in some befogged coma of 
rising excitement. Her loins and belly had begun to churn warmly, alive with 
tiny prurient tingles she had never felt before, except when she and Jeff 
were making love.


Though a voice in her mind was telling her over and over again to throw the 
pictures away, tear them up, do anything to escape from the vile, bestial 
reality they presented, she continued to slowly thumb through them, studying 
each picture carefully before she went on to the next. Some were not quite 
so objectionable to her, portraying actions that she and Jeff had done many 
times, but most filled her with a mingled feeling of loathing and 
excitement. Some of the photographs even frightened her a little, showing 
the woman being violated in inhuman ways by sometimes two and three men at 
the same time, but still she went on, her fright and disgust completely 
overpowered by the strange hypnotic fascination the pictures held.


Anyone who would do these things is sick, she kept saying to herself, and 
yet there was the undeniable fact that the woman in the pictures invariably 
looked as though she were utterly mad with ecstasy. Unthinkingly, Ally began 
to squirm her buttocks down against the hard leather cushion of her chair, 
trying instinctively to alleviate the raging fires that were burning between 
her thighs. One of her hands began to massage her breasts, that felt swollen 
and heavy under her thin yellow blouse.


Suddenly, she realized that she was on the next to the last picture. With an 
unexplainable feeling of regret, she went on to the last one. There for the 
first time, the woman was alone on the bed, and yet this photograph was no 
less licentious than the others. Ally's shocked gaze wandered over the 
photograph, absorbing the lewd spectacle of the woman trying to satisfy 
herself, without a man.


In a way, Ally found this picture even more scandalous than all the others. 
Repelled yet spellbound, she gazed glassy-eyed at the woman whose vaginal 
lips were spread hungrily apart, impaled by three fingers of her one hand. 
Her other hand was clamped tightly around one of her full, white breasts.


Without conscience decision, Ally leaned back in her desk chair and squeezed 
her fingers tightly around one of her own ripe, tingling mounds, while her 
other hand snaked down under her skirt. Slowly, her slender fingers worked 
their way between her thighs, pressing and rubbing against the silken fabric 
that covered her now in voluntarily burning vaginal slit. Then, trembling in 
delicious anticipation, she slipped a finger under the silken crotchband of 
her panties, tiny groans of excitement rising from her constricted 
throat....


Abruptly, an electric-like jolt shot through Ally and she nearly cried out 
in alarm as the loud clanging of bells filled the office with their 
ear-splitting racket. Outside the office, Ally could hear the clatter of 
footsteps and chattering young voices as the students poured from their 
classrooms into the corridor.


A second later, she almost laughed out loud from sheer relief. It was only 
the bell, signaling the end of the first class period. Guiltily, she looked 
down at her fingers which were wrapped so tightly around the edge of the 
desk that the knuckles showed bloodless white. The middle finger of her left 
hand was glistening wetly from the moisture it had found down between her 
limply open legs.


She shuddered in horror at the thought of the depraved arousal that had held 
her its captive only seconds before. Angrily, she gathered up the 
photographs that lay scattered on her desk and stuffed them back into the 
envelope. A moment later, the sealed packet lay in her waste basket, a dark 
spot on the yellowish envelope where the young school teacher's wife's 
vagina dampened finger had touched it.


* * *


It was almost an hour later when the principal returned, accompanied by a 
man who was introduced to Ally as the director of the board of education. By 
this time, she had finished typing the correspondence Cardwell had left in 
her desk and had managed, by pure force of well, to still the sexual 
turbulence the packet of photographs had inspired.


While waiting for the principal's return she had debated within herself as 
to whether or not she should mention the pictures she had found in her desk, 
but at last had come to the conclusion that it would be easier to stay 
silent about them. The mere thought of the contents of that envelope sent 
ripples of excitement scurrying through her body and she was afraid she 
would betray herself, exposing her moral weakness in front of her new 
employer. Besides she had mused, there was always the chance that he had 
left those pictures in the desk and, if that was the case, she did not want 
him to ever know the effect the obscene photographs had had on her body and 
mind.


She had even decided to avoid telling her husband, Jeff, about the pictures. 
If he ever discovered the effect they had had on her, he might take it as 
license to try to force her to do those same horrible things. She knew now 
that she was too susceptible to carnal impurity and therefore, she would 
have to try even harder to stay free of the sensual temptation that suddenly 
seemed to be surrounding her and trying to drag her under into a whirlpool 
of corruption.


Now, she watched as the principal sat down behind his desk and the other man 
pulled one of the leather chairs closer to the desk and seat-ed himself 
there. When the two men began to speak. together in low tones, she realized 
that they might want to have a private conversation. She rose and walked 
quietly over to Cardwell's desk.


"Excuse me, sir," she interrupted timidly. "I'm going to go look at the 
files now, if you don't need me."


The principal looked up from his conversation. "For God's sake, woman, can't 
you do anything on your own?" he bellowed. "Go on and examine the records. 
In the odd chance that you find anything interesting, be sure to let me 
know. Now, get out of here and don't bother me unless it's something 
important!"


"Yes, sir," Ally muttered, embarrassed by his outburst in front of the other 
man. Fuming over the principal's insulting abruptness, she strode to the 
back of his desk and looked under the draperies. There, as he had said, was 
a door. Opening it, she went inside and pulled the light cord that extended 
from the ceiling.


The file room was a long closet with a door at the far end that apparently 
led out to the corridor. After looking around her for a moment, she began to 
study the labels on the file drawers.


Suddenly, she heard a loud burst of guffaws that sounded like it had come 
from somewhere in the room in which she was standing. Her eyes searched the 
room for the source of the laughter, finally coming to rest on the long row 
of air vents that ran along the ceiling of the room. Of course, she realized 
with a sigh of relief, it was only the principal and his friend talking. She 
wondered for a brief moment if the principal was aware of how well the sound 
carried into the file room, then shrugged her shoulders and returned to her 
perusal of the many cabinet drawers.


"He did what?" Ally suddenly heard the principal shout in amused delight. 
She heard his voice break up into loud chuckles, before he gasped, "I don't 
believe it!"


"Would I lie to you, Gus?" she heard the other man crow. "I swear, I saw it 
right there, in broad daylight. He had that hot assed young kid bent over a 
desk and he was fucking her like it was the last day in the world! And 
during lunch hour, for Christ's sake! I had trouble believing it and I was 
standing right outside the door.'"


"I'll have to bring him in here for a little talk," the principal said, his 
voice sobering for a moment. "We can't have that sort of thing going on in 
the building during school hours. The stupid bastard might have been 
caught!"


Ally's body felt petrified as she listened to the conversation in horrified 
amazement. Then, she recoiled, as if struck by the renewed peals of laughter 
that came cascading through the vents. She couldn't believe the appalling 
things she had just heard. Was it a teacher, she wondered, and a student? 
She shuddered in loathing as she imagined some innocent young girl being 
seduced then raped over a desk in one of the classrooms. No, it couldn't be, 
she thought, shaking her head slowly in disbelief. It just couldn't be....


"Well, let's get the young bugger in here," she heard the principal abruptly 
exclaim in between fits of chuckling glee. "We're just going to have to tell 
him again that he can't keep on ripping off these girls in his classroom. 
Jesus, last time, he had two of those youngsters sucking him off at the same 
time! In the goddamned teachers' bathroom!"


Ally's eyes were wide with disgust and loathing as she heard the two men 
break into chortles and guffaws at this new piece of information. How could 
they laugh at something as vile as that? she wondered in horror. That was 
sick, disgusting-and they were no better for laughing at it, she decided 
angrily. She was not going to remain here for another moment!


She was just about to turn the doorknob of the entrance back into the office 
when she had second thoughts. She just could not face those two men after 
what she had just heard. She didn't want to be anywhere near them. Turning 
around, she rushed down to the door at the end of the file room. As she 
started to pull it open, she heard the principal begin to speak again.


"Those damn kids just out of college," he chuckled. "It takes them a few 
years to learn they're not teenagers anymore, but they certainly do enjoy 
learning...." She heard him sigh loudly, then burst into more sniggers, 
before she stepped out into the hallway and closed the door.


Their laughter still echoed horribly in her ears as she looked up and down 
the long corridor, trying to determine where she could go. And, though she 
tried to block out the ugly thought, something else they had said remained 
in the front of her mind. "Damn kids just out of college...." The words rang 
like the bells of doom through her tortured brain. They couldn't be talking 
about ... No, she told herself, trying to thrust the painful idea from her 
thought. He wouldn't ... couldn't do that to her. It was too unspeakable to 
even think about.


Looking up at the clock, she suddenly remembered that this was Jeff's free 
period. Thank God, she thought, she could go talk to him. She would tell him 
that he was right about the job, about the principal. And then she would go 
home and make him the best dinner she had ever cooked. And try to forget 
about this terrible, frightening day. Why had she ever been so stupid as to 
doubt that he was right, she wondered, lovingly picturing her tall, handsome 
husband in her mind's eye. She would never be so silly again.


Uncertain of which room was his classroom, she began to walk up the hallway, 
carefully reading the teachers' names that were posted over each classroom 
door, grateful she had a loving husband to turn to at a time like this.


CHAPTER THREE


An hour earlier that morning, Jeff Carson was watching his students as they 
sat hard at work on an algebra test he had just given them. To be more 
specific, Jeff was watching young Kim Reed as she worked and reworked one of 
the more difficult problems. The girl may not have a head for algebra, he 
thought to himself, but her body was definitely designed with multiplication 
in mind. He chuckled briefly at his little joke, then stopped quickly as 
several students stared up from their papers to find out what he was 
laughing at.


After meeting their eyes with a stern gaze, he turned around and strolled 
back up the aisle of desks to his own desk at the front of the room. The 
teasing little bitch had been driving him crazy since the first day of 
school and she knew it. It was as though she were deliberately trying to 
seduce him, a man almost ten years older than she. He shook his head in 
disbelief at the crazy idea, then looked over to where she was seated in the 
back corner of the classroom.


Almost as though she knew he was watching, the young red-haired student 
began to wriggle down in her chair, her eyes still glued innocently to the 
test before her. Jeff felt his throat tighten as he saw her skirt slowly 
rising up her creamy thighs as she maneuvered to a more comfortable 
position. The damn thing didn't have too far to go, he observed, spellbound 
as the scrap of fawn-colored suede slid higher and higher on her smooth 
muscular limb. Then, when the exciting curve of her ripe young buttocks was 
poised on the very edge of her chair, she stopped and began to slowly 
stretch her long, shapely legs as if to exhibit them to his burning gaze. He 
could see her sensuously wriggling her toes under the dark suede boots she 
wore.


The little cunt is teasing me, he thought angrily, and with a willful 
effort, tore his eyes away from the sight of her fully exposed legs. A 
minute later, his eyes jerked back, however, as she languidly crossed her 
legs, driving her miniskirt up another two inches. Jeff swallowed with 
difficulty. From where he sat at his desk, he could see the tight round 
curve of one cheek of her ass, covered only by a narrow strip of flowered 
silk panties.


Good Christ, he thought to himself, are those little things her panties? 
They look like a damn G-string!


A sickening guilty feeling hit him in the pit of his stomach and his gaze 
rose to her face. As he had feared, she had caught him staring at her again. 
Her big-eyed, little girl face wore a smile of impish invitation that 
couldn't be misread and, as he watched, she puckered her pink, heart shaped 
lips and coyly inserted the forefinger of her left hand between them. 
Staring back at him in insolent delight, she began teasing the finger in and 
out of her mouth, sucking on it as though it were a stick of peppermint 
candy.


He could barely hold back the groan that rose to his throat as he saw 
exactly what she wanted him to see, his cock, instead of her finger, going 
in and out between those pink, puckered lips. He tried forcing the picture 
from his mind, but it was no use. It was impossible to deny that he would 
love to see those rose-bud lips stretched thin around his thick, hard prick, 
to feel the head of his cock sliding into her mouth all the way to the back 
of her throat. And, man, she would love it too, he thought bitterly, unlike 
another woman in my life.


Unhappily, his thoughts drifted back to Saturday night, when he had tried 
again to prove to his young wife that there was nothing dirty about sucking 
her husband's cock. He had been so confident that he'd even tried to force 
her for a moment, thinking that, as soon as she tried it, she would find 
that it was not horrible, even fun. Fat chance, he fumed. She had gone into 
her virgin act, raving as though he had just tried to rape her mother or 
something.


Well, fuck her, he thought angrily. This time, he was going to wait her out, 
no talk, no kisses, nothing until she decided to see things his way. And she 
would, he was sure of it. She enjoyed her gooey idea of romance too much to 
let it all go down the drain for the sake of her stupid Victorian morality.


And, until she came around, he just had to concentrate on keeping his hands 
off this hot little red-head. He did love Ally, whether she believed it or 
not after this weekend, and inviting as Kim Reed looked, it would be nothing 
but trouble to let himself get mixed up with a fifteen-year-old kid.


Almost as soon as his thought had crystallized, however, he felt his 
determination begin to weaken. His luscious student had taken her finger 
from her mouth and was slowly rubbing it over the pointed tip of one of her 
breasts. He realized with a start that she had worn no bra under the tight 
white jersey as soon as the nipple under her finger began to come to 
erection under her manipulations. He could see the tiny bud-like 
protuberance, clearly delineated under the thin knit shirt. Despite his 
noble resolves, he was aware of his cock insistently lurching under his 
trousers.


Damn her, he fumed, this has got to stop! "Kim, will you please stay after 
class," he managed to croak through the lump in his throat. Checking the 
clock, he added, "All right, students, pass up your papers. Time's up...."


Two minutes later, the class was empty except for Jeff and the lush-bodied 
teenager, who was languidly strolling up to his desk, obviously aware of the 
effect her swaying hips were having on his still rampant prick. Trying 
desperately to control his mounting desire, Jeff stared fixedly at the grade 
book that lay open on his desk, staying silent until she arrived at the 
front of the room.


"Kim, I've been meaning to have a talk with you for some time," he began in 
a voice that he hoped sounded stern and authoritative, crossing his legs in 
a vain effort to hide the obvious bulge in the crotch of his trousers.


"I'm certainly glad," the teenager breathed, moving up so close that one of 
her full, high breasts was brushing across his upper arm. "I've been wanting 
to talk to you alone for the longest time, Mr. Carson, but I didn't exactly 
know how to go about it."


"Oh, really? Well, what did you want to talk about," he asked coolly, hoping 
that she hadn't noticed the lurch of his cock as her musky feminine scent 
assailed his nostrils.


He smiled slightly in triumphant satisfaction as his question made her 
pause. I should have taken this approach a week ago, he congratulated 
himself. The direct approach is the only way to deal properly with some 
youngsters.


"Well, you see, Mr. Carson," she finally said, speaking slowly as if trying 
to find the right words. "I think you're really groovy. I mean, well ... I'm 
not in love with you or anything ... It's just that I think it would be 
really far out if we could get together and, well, fuck. You know?"


"Kim, you don't know what you're saying," he gasped once he had recovered 
from his shock at hearing her say exactly what she meant. He had never even 
met a grown woman this bold-and he certainly hadn't expected it from a 
teenage girl.


"Oh, is that what you think?" she grinned, hopping up to sit on his desk and 
crossing her legs so he could see right up her skirt to where tiny curling 
tendrils of youthful pubic hair had escaped from the sides of her tiny 
flowered panties. Smiling mischievously, she added, "Well, teacher, I might 
even be able to show you a thing or two, if you gave me the chance."


Jeff started in surprise as he felt the pointed toe of one of her boots 
rubbing gently against the swollen lump of his trousers. "Now, stop that," 
he gasped as he felt himself involuntarily hardening from the teasing motion 
of her foot. Then, his thoughts were interrupted by the bell signaling the 
beginning of second period. Thank God, he thought with relief. "Kim, 
shouldn't you be in your next class now?" he asked, smiling a little too 
brightly for belief. "We can talk some other time ... I mean...."


He flushed as he saw her smile and shake her head. "I have study hall this 
period," she purred. "And I can take it anywhere I want...." She winked to 
emphasize the double meaning of her remark, and gave a little flick of her 
toe that sent his cock jerking again.


"You like it, don't you?" she inquired with a low, throaty laugh. "Don't 
worry about your trousers. I'll brush the dust off them before I leave."


Before he could answer, she uncrossed her legs and slid off the desk to 
stand beside him. No matter how good it had felt, Jeff was glad she had 
stopped. He was in such a state of shock, he still was not certain whether 
she was kidding or not. But she just had to be. Things like this just don't 
happen-not with beautiful, fifteen-year-old girls!


He sat still for a moment, trying to think of something to say to dissuade 
the young girl from her expressed desire for him. But, before he could 
collect his thoughts, she moved closer to him, rotating her pelvis against 
his arm, her small white hand dropping down to softly massage the painful 
bulge under his trousers. Her eyes sparkling brightly, a small confident 
smile playing over her lips, the student leaned over and kissed him full on 
the mouth, forcing his lips open with her tongue, then drawing his tongue 
into the sweet, warm cavern of her mouth. Without considering what he was 
doing, Jeff instinctively responded and reached up to wrap his arms around 
her small body, pulling her down against him.


"See, it's not so hard," she whispered into his ear, a moment later as she 
broke away from the long, passionate embrace.


The sound of her sweet, childish voice brought Jeff back to his senses. 
Abruptly, he thrust her away from him, his eyes flashing with anger.


"God damn it, Kim!" he barked anxiously straightening his clothes to make 
sure they would carry no tales of his momentary infidelity. "I could lose my 
job for what you just did? Now, listen! I don't want anything to do with 
you, except as a teacher. The answer is no and that's the end of it!"


The beautiful teenager stood erect beside him and Jeff could see the warmth 
in her big blue eyes frosting over. Her expression had changed to a smile 
that was neither friendly nor reassuring. Jeff could see by the slight 
trembling of her lower lip that he had badly injured her feelings.


"Is that all you're going to say, Mr. Carson?" she inquired tremulously.


He nodded assent.


"Well, then," she said, angrily flinging her red curls back about her face. 
"I'm going to make you very sorry you made that decision...."


Jeff felt his heart begin to beat a little harder as her ominous tone and 
threatening words registered in his mind.


"Now, Kim, there's no need to become vindictive about this," he began, 
trying to make his voice sound more confident than he felt. "It was all just 
a mistake. Believe me, there was nothing personal about it. I do like you 
very much, and I think you're a lovely, desirable girl ... but I love my 
wife ... I don't want or need another woman...."


"I hope your wife will be as kind to you, Mr. Carson, when you are arrested 
for statutory rape," the student interrupted, her voice flat and 
expressionless.


"Kim!" he gasped as he stared beseechingly into her impassive face. "You ... 
you can't do that to me! I ... I've only been married for six months!"


"That's too bad," she shrugged. "I guess you'll miss her then, when they 
lock you up."


Jeff s brain whirled as he heard her matter-of-fact tone of voice. There was 
no doubt that she meant every word she was saying. He was trying to imagine 
Ally's reaction if he were arrested for supposedly fucking one of his 
fifteen-year-old students, when another even more shattering thought 
exploded through his consciousness. Ally could be convinced somehow, but a 
scandal like that could ruin his entire career as a teacher! What school 
would chance hiring a teacher who had been accused of molesting a 
student-whether he had been proven guilty or not!


"In case you're wondering," Kim coolly interjected, "this is not an idle 
threat. The man who taught math here last year was very attractive too. I 
think he's somewhere in Arizona now, trying to write a textbook, because he 
can't get a job teaching anymore. Of course, the girl eventually dropped the 
charges...."


"You didn't ... It wasn't you, was it?" Jeff sputtered.


She smiled and shook her head. "Nobody knows for sure. The police didn't 
want to embarrass her by telling the newspapers who had charged him." Her 
smile broadened as she added, "It could almost be any girl in the 
school...."


Jeff's mind raced as he tried to consider all the possible solutions to the 
dilemma. There weren't many. In fact, there was only really one, and he had 
to admit that it was not altogether unpleasant to accept. After all the shit 
Ally had put him through this weekend, he mused, it might be good to have a 
little change of scenery.


And the view wasn't bad, he chuckled to himself, lecherously running his 
eyes over Kim Reed's voluptuous body.


As soon as he had made the decision, Jeff found himself becoming rapidly 
excited at the idea of fucking the sexy teenager who had been distracting 
him from his work since the first day of classes. He pictured her as she had 
been in class today, sucking suggestively on her middle finger. Well, he had 
no doubt that he could give her something she would enjoy sucking on a hell 
of a lot more than that skinny, little finger!


"I don't see that you've left me with much choice, Kim," he said slowly, 
trying to sound reluctant in spite of the hard-on that was reasserting 
itself in his trousers. "You've got me over a barrel, so I guess we'll do 
things your way."


The girl leapt into Jeff's lap with a joyous whoop and began dotting his 
face and neck with tiny kisses. In spite of the ever-present danger of 
discovery, he found himself responding to her obvious enthusiasm. Slipping 
one arm around her shoulders, he insinuated his other hand under her tight 
jersey and kneaded at one of her soft, full-blown breasts, bending her head 
back with the brutal force of a fiery tongue-thrusting kiss. Only the sudden 
sound of quickly departing footsteps out in the hallway startled him back to 
reality, several minutes later.


"Wow, we've got to watch that stuff," he gasped as he gently pushed the 
wriggling girl off his lap. "If that had been the principal, I would have 
been out of a job. Now, kiddo," he grinned, "just tell me where and when, 
and I guarantee I'll be there, even if I have to bring my wife along."


"After school. I'll meet you here and we'll go find a nice, quiet place. Oh, 
you'd better not bring her with you," she added coyly. "She might be jealous 
when she sees how much I'm going to wear you out."


With a final caress that sent his throbbing member lurching skyward once 
again, she winked and strolled to the classroom door, the smooth tight 
mounds of her young teenage buttocks rolling sinuously beneath her suede 
skirt. Just before exiting, she turned and added, "You won't be sorry, Mr. 
Carson. This is going to be far out!"


Smiling smugly, the teenager closed the door behind her, leaving a confused 
but happy teacher sitting alone at his desk.


Well, he chuckled to the empty room, you can't win every time, but, then 
again, sometimes it's more fun losing....


CHAPTER FOUR


Ally quietly closed the door behind her and stumbled to her desk in the 
principal's office. Struggling to control the racking sobs that were trying 
to rise past her throat, she shuffled frantically through the papers that 
lay on her desk, trying to find something to take her mind away from the 
agonizing thoughts that were stampeding through her tortured brain. A moment 
later, she abandoned the search and eased down into her chair, her hands 
clasped tightly in her lap, her eyes wide and unseeing.


"Good God, woman, you look as though you'd just seen a ghost! Where did you 
disappear to so suddenly? The superintendent wanted to speak to you before 
he left."


Ally barely heard the principal's voice. At that moment, nothing was real to 
her but the shattering scene she had witnessed in her husband's classroom. 
The image of the vile spectacle lay like a hot coal on her mind, the burning 
pain of its presence blocking out everything around it.


"He couldn't ... not Jeff ... not with that girl...." She spoke slowly and 
calmly, as if trying to reassure herself with the familiar sound of her own 
voice. Still, the picture of her own husband, sitting behind his desk, 
clutching that young, voluptuous red-headed girl, with his hand squeezing 
under her blouse, his lips pressed hard on hers ... try as she might, Ally 
could not erase the horrible scene from her anguished mind.


After walking all over the school, she had finally found his room and seen 
that ... that teenaged slut squirming on his lap as though they were lovers. 
Ally had taken one look and kept on walking, for hours it seemed, trying to 
calm the tumult in her brain. Once, she had turned back to go and try to 
talk to him, but she had quickly changed her mind, afraid of what she might 
find if she returned to the classroom. Jumbled fragments of the overheard 
conversation ricocheted through her mind. "He was fucking her like it was 
the last day in the world ... ripping off these girls in the classroom ... 
sucking him off in the teachers' bathroom ... damn kid just out of 
college...." No, no, her mind screamed, it just couldn't be her Jeff!


"Ally, dammit, what's wrong with you?"


Ally started as the concerned tone of the principal's voice brought her back 
to her surroundings. She remembered that she had come back to the office to 
hand him her resignation. Of course, that was changed now, she mused, trying 
to be rational, I'll probably need a job after Jeff leaves me. Obviously, he 
was not happy in their marriage. Why else would he....


"Ally!"


She felt the warmth of the principal's hand on her shoulder and looked up to 
see him standing beside her, his eyes warm with concern as he studied her 
face. He must never know, she told herself, if he doesn't know already. 
Forcing her voice to be calm, she said, "Oh, it's nothing. Nothing at all. I 
just felt a little sick and didn't want to disturb you, that's all. It ... 
it's getting better already. Utilizing all her self-control, she smiled up 
at him.


"Good. You had me worried for a moment: I thought I heard you talking to 
yourself." He smiled in relief. "By the way, I just got a note from your 
husband. He said he's staying after school to talk to some parents...."


Ally's composure crumpled at the principal's words. She didn't need to hear 
anymore, she thought, it was obvious that Jeff thought she was so stupid 
that she would believe anything. Bitter tears cascaded down her cheeks and 
she didn't fight as the big, gray-haired man enfolded her in his arms and 
began to comfort her.


"Come on, Ally," he crooned soothingly. "Tell me all about it. It will make 
you feel better."


As she started to blurt out the story of what she had seen into his warm 
shoulder, Ally couldn't see that the principal was wearing a little smile of 
smug satisfaction. In fact, she felt nothing but gratitude for his 
understanding when, a few minutes later, he whispered:


"Don't worry about it any more. I'll help you find out for yourself exactly 
what's going on....


CHAPTER FIVE


The walk across the school was agonizing for Jeff. When Kim had suggested 
that they go to the school gymnasium, he had been horrified, certain that 
they would be found by a student or a teacher, but Kim had assured him that 
it was "cool." The building, she said confidently, was locked and she knew a 
secret way in. There in the classroom, he had weakly protested when she had 
unzipped his fly and begun to teasingly manipulate his male organ into 
hardness. She had merely laughed at his arguments and bent over to kiss it 
warmly before replacing his now rampant cock in his trousers. Then, she had 
taken him by the hand and led him through the deserted school to the asphalt 
"student smoking area" that lay between the main building and the large 
gymnasium.


He had never been so happy in his life as when she slipped a small pocket 
knife between a side door and its frame on the far wall of the gymnasium and 
successfully lifted the inside hook that had held it shut. He reddened 
slightly as she grasped his hand again and pulled him inside behind her.


Once they were inside the building, Kim lead him through a short hallway and 
under the bleachers into the huge main room. "How's this for props?" she 
giggled as he looked around the area.


They were standing on the edge of a huge basketball court, bordered by 
tiered bleacher seats. In the center of the court were scattered large mats 
and various gymnastic equipment including leather "horses," climbing poles 
and trapezes. Standing there with his erection threatening to burst through 
his pants, Jeff couldn't help but think of the dozens of crazy positions 
they could fuck in, with the assistance of all the equipment in the room.


He whistled softly, then laughed. "Did you have this arranged ahead of time, 
you hot little vixen?"


"No," she giggled. "But, it's here all the time, anytime we want to use 
it...." She tightened her grip slightly on his hand as she saw his cock 
lurch in anticipation. She looked at him out of the corner of her eye and 
added with a slight teasing curl to her lip, "You can undress in the boys' 
locker room, if you like."


She let go of his hand and scampered across the polished wooden floor before 
he could answer her taunting remark. Well, he thought, he'd show her the 
difference between the boys and a real man! His cock felt like a telephone 
pole, it was so hard, and his balls felt as heavy as cement blocks. The boys 
are going to have a rough time living up to this baby, he chuckled to 
himself, rubbing his hand over his huge stone-hard erection.


His thoughts returned abruptly to the buxom teenager as he turned his head 
just in time to see her drop her white blouse onto the floor beside her 
discarded boots. He felt another jerk from his swollen prick as he saw her 
standing there, the creamy voluptuousness of her body in plain view, except 
for the narrow strip of suede that covered her hips and upper thighs. When 
she bent over, a moment later, to pick up her blouse from the floor, the 
full rounded moons of her buttocks came into tantalizing view. Her skirt 
slipped up over her hips and her tiny flowered panties pulled teasingly into 
the crevice of her buttocks from the pressure of the position, then remained 
bunched up in the hollows as she straightened up again to take the blouse to 
a hook on the wall. He watched her with bated breath as she walked across 
the room, the cheeks of her buttocks joggling slightly under the skirt that 
had hiked up over her hips.


There was a lithe suppleness about the teenager's body that seemed to drip 
sex and nothing else. He could almost understand how she had become so 
startlingly worldly for her young years. With a body like that, he imagined 
that she must have been attracting men even before she knew what sex was all 
about, if there ever was such a time.


There was one thing he was certain of: he could not back down from her now. 
If she wanted him badly enough to blackmail him, he didn't stand a chance of 
remaining in the school unless he went along with her. Also, his wife, Ally, 
was as much to blame for this situation as he was. If she hadn't been so 
damn prudish since they had been married, he would never have been tempted 
to go along with the little bitch. She deserved this infidelity to make up 
for all the times he had had to put up with her moralizing lectures on the 
"proper" kinds of sex.


Jeff began to walk across the basketball court as Kim was wriggling out of 
her skirt and panties. As she bent over, he glanced down at the thin 
hair-lined lips of her vagina, clearly visible between her slightly parted 
legs. She saw him coming toward her, and, with a teasing grin, she opened 
them a little more, showing him that the first tiny dewdrops of moisture 
were already gathering in the tight narrow slit. He began to hurry across 
the room, the heat in his own body rising rapidly.


When he reached the side of the mat on which she now stood, she had turned 
to face him, exposing the large full mounds of her breasts, the tight pink 
nipples glistening wetly. She had moistened them with saliva so that the 
rosy tips were slightly erected from the sensation of her own fingers 
against them.


"You know you've been driving me crazy for weeks, don't you?" he murmured, 
staring at her naked perfect body. It was all he could stand to keep from 
throwing her down on the canvas-covered mat and taking her right then, but 
he held himself back. He sensed that better things would come if he waited. 
Unlike Ally, this little teenager knew what sex was all about. The rewards 
would be well worth the agony of waiting.


"Don't you think that I wanted you too," she smiled, her eyes smoky with 
excitement. "I really dig older men, and you're the sexiest man I've met in 
a long time.


"Come on, now," he defended. "I'm not that much older than you."


"Older enough to make it interesting, Mr. Carson," she grinned, slipping 
down to a reclining position on the mat. Reaching up, she took his hand and 
pulled him down beside her. She moved her thigh up against his crotch as he 
pressed his lips tightly down against hers. He could feel the wetness from 
the seminal fluid seeping from the gland on the tip, smearing against his 
leg inside his pants. She reached down and began to massage him with a 
practiced thoroughness until it felt like his cock was going to explode 
under her warm young hand. Chills ran up and down the length of his spine as 
he stabbed his tongue deep in her mouth and she commenced nibbling it with 
tiny sharp bites of her teeth. Suddenly, he pulled his head away as thoughts 
of Ally came to his mind. He tried to imagine what she would say if she ever 
found out.


"Is your wife good in bed?" Kim breathed into his ear as if knowing his 
thoughts.


"She will be when she gets rid of some of her hang-ups," he replied, amazed 
at his casual dismissal of his wife's sexual inadequacies. Too bad she isn't 
here right now, he thought wryly, it might straighten her out about a few 
things.


"Maybe we can all get together sometime," the teenaged giggled. "I'd be 
happy to teach her everything I know." Suddenly, the smile disappeared from 
her face and she whispered throatily, "Please take your clothes off."


He realized that she was trembling beside him.


"You do want to fuck me, don't you?" Her breath was coming harder and faster 
now. "Oh, baby ... Yes!"


"Then, tell me," she gasped beneath him.


"I want to fuck you, Kim," he breathed. The lewd words coming from this 
sweet-faced youngster had excited him even more.


"How?" she murmured.


"Deep and hard. I'm going to fuck you until you beg for mercy, and then, I'm 
going to fuck you more."


"Oh, God," she groaned, almost pushing him off the mat. "Take your clothes 
off before I go crazy."


He rose from the floor and began frantically tearing his clothes from his 
body. A feeling of pride came over him as he dropped his shorts and saw her 
jay drop slightly at the sight of his huge, naked erection. She stared at 
the throbbing blood-filled head for a moment, and then said, "Oh, it's 
beautiful. It's going to feel so nice going inside of me, sliding deep up in 
my cunt. Oh God, I can almost feel it already."


He dropped down beside her on the mat and roughly pulled her over to him, 
cupping his hands around her smooth sinewy buttocks. Her body was warm and 
willing against him and she raised her face and locked her mouth tightly 
against his as her tiny hand slid down between them and closed around the 
hardness of his cock. He gasped at the coolness of her fingers and pressed 
harshly against her lips, dueling madly with her tongue. As she crushed the 
full length of her body into his, she ground her pelvis tightly against his 
hip before quickly twisting her body and pulling him over on top of her, 
opening her legs wide to take him between them.


* * *


Angus Cardwell grinned slightly as he slipped a key into another side door 
of the gymnasium, then noiselessly led Ally inside the entrance marked 
"Girls." Ten minutes earlier, she had been dissolved in tears as they had 
listened over the two-way classroom public address system to Jeff and Kim 
deciding to go to the gymnasium. He had had to spend a few minutes gently 
persuading the distraught wife to get herself under control, but now Ally's 
green eyes were dry and sparkling with anger. He had carefully talked her 
into viewing her own husband's infidelity.


Even now, as he silently led her through the girls' locker and shower room, 
he could tell that she was having second thoughts, but he tugged insistently 
at her hand when she tried to draw back.


"Remember now," Cardwell whispered to her as they reached a large wooden 
door. "Don't get hysterical and try to stop them if they're really doing 
anything. You'll be sorry later on if you start running around like a 
chicken with its head cut off. I only agreed to bring you here so you could 
see-Take care of your domestic troubles at home."


"Alright, Angus," she whispered tremulously, her heart beating a mile a 
minute. It was so good of him to help her like this, she thought, when she 
had been so silly, crying practically all afternoon over what she had been.


As he began to quietly push the door open, she felt another impulse to turn 
back and run away, but the horrible thought of Jeff possibly being out there 
with that girl strengthened her resolve to stick it out, no matter how rough 
it might become. She had to know for her own personal satisfaction if he was 
playing her for a fool. What she would do when she found out, she could 
decide then, but right now she just had to know if it were really true.


"Ooooooh, baby, that's gooooood...."


Ally froze.


It was Jeff's voice. After six months of marriage she would recognize it 
under any circumstances. Cardwell sensed her sudden tensing and slipped his 
arm around her waist pulling her to him. She made no move to resist. The 
shock of hearing Jeff's voice, that very private, special tone of voice, had 
made her totally incapable of resistance. She felt the softness of her 
breasts crush into the principal's chest.


"Shhh," he whispered close in her ear. Look...."


* * *


Jeff groaned above the young girl as he felt her moving his cock up and down 
between her legs, parting the soft silky hair of her vagina with the 
pulsating blood-filled head. The auburn fuzz grazed teasingly against it, 
forcing it into greater hardness until it ached from the excruciating 
pressure.


He couldn't stand another second of this torture. Flicking his hips forward 
with a sudden thrust, he drove his swollen member with a flesh-splitting 
crash into the gaping hot mouth of her fifteen-year-old pussy.


"Oooooooo," she groaned as his long cock raced up her cunt to the full 
depths of her belly, suddenly hitting bottom, his balls slapping hard 
against the rounded cheeks of her ass. She twisted a moment to escape the 
sudden painful impalement, but he thrust harder, screwing his pelvis tighter 
into her loins so she could not escape.


She was completely skewered and Jeff lay for a few moments to allow the pain 
to subside. Despite the teenager's boldness and her blackmail attempts, he 
knew that he had suddenly gained the upper hand, because he was a man.


H had hurt her and she could not hurt back in return. Relishing the power he 
now held over the insolent youngster, he deliberately made his cock throb 
deep inside her and was rewarded by another low moan from between her 
tightly clenched teeth.


* * *


Tiny droplets of tears brimmed into the corners of Ally's eyes as she 
watched the redheaded young girl begin to rotate her pelvis beneath Jeff's 
sunken cock. She was seeing for the first time, with her own eyes, her 
husband having sex with another woman. She was barely conscious of Angus 
Cardwell speaking next to her.


"Do you want to leave?"


"N-oo, I don't think so," she managed after a short pause. "I want to see it 
all and remember it for the rest of my life."


"You'll only hurt yourself," he murmured into her ear, a sly smile creasing 
his face.


Blinded by tears, Ally did not notice the strange expression. "I don't 
care," she replied, shaking her head. "I've never felt so humiliated and 
hurt in my whole life." A slow, burning anger had begun to seeth inside her, 
blotting away the tears that had formed from the shock of what she had just 
seen. For a brief moment, Jeff's warning about the principal being a "skirt 
chaser" flickered through her mind, after all he had been through with her 
that day, and besides, there was no mistake about Jeff's infidelity.


She watched in cold anger as Jeff bucked over the young girl's writhing 
body. How could he? she wondered. That girl was barely more than a child and 
yet, she had to admit with a jolt of jealousy, that the teenager was 
responding like an experienced woman, grinding her buttocks up and down to 
meet each thrust of Jeff's cock.


Ally's eyes were wide in hypnotized disbelief as she watched Jeff's lurching 
cock slide slowly up and down in the wet, clasping lips of the girl's cunt, 
making a wet sluicing noise each time it entered. She knew she should scream 
and tear them apart, but instead, she stood frozen in immobility and watched 
helplessly from the tightness of the principal's arms.


* * *


Jeff ground his pelvis into the squirming girl beneath him as she strained 
back under him, arching her loins and thrusting them both off the mat a few 
inches from the force of her upward lunges. Her mouth hung open and her head 
flailed from side to side in wild abandon.


"Oh, fuck me hard!" she moaned in her delirium. "Shove your finger in my 
ass! Do it, quick!"


Reaching under her, Jeff searched with his middle finger for her anus. When 
he found the tiny opening, he lubricated his finger with the fluids that had 
trickled out around his driving prick and began to probe at the tiny 
puckered hole. He pushed hard, feeling it give a little, and then suddenly 
the tight elastic ring fell before his attack and his finger slid in to the 
first knuckle. She cringed away, squirming beneath him to escape the initial 
pain of his entry.


He pushed harder, sinking it to the second knuckle.


"Aaaaagggggh, yessss, hurt me!" she shrieked, screwing her buttocks back on 
his finger until it was buried to the palm of his hand.


Experimentally, he rotated it inside of the velvety depths of her rectum, 
feeling the thin wall of flesh that separated her two passages and the 
underside of his cock as it slid in and out of her. He began to pick up the 
same rhythm with his finger, sawing it in and out, skewering her with the 
double-fucking. To his delight, she again picked up the tempo, bucking madly 
and opening her legs wider to give him greater access to the dual ravishment 
of her loins.


He could tell that she was near a climax as she began scissoring her legs 
open and shut in time to his long, hard thrusts into her and he began 
ramming harder, impaling her asshole with his finger to excite her more. He 
heard her gurgling and gasping beneath him and he drubbed into her with all 
his strength.


"Oh, I'm cumming," she gasped frantically. "Fuck harder. Oh God, Mr. Carson, 
fuck me harder, I'm cumming!" She drew back her thighs tighter until the 
whole of her wide stretched young pussy was offered up to him to batter into 
as hard as he wanted. Her slim ankles locked over his shoulders and her 
pelvis writhed beneath him in a jerking dance of wildly abandoned ecstasy. 
Her mouth slipped open, her unseeing eyes rolling up toward the ceiling.


Both were too involved to notice the two heads peering around a half-open 
door near one corner of the basketball court, one set in horror and anger, 
the other twisted by a smug, lustful grin of sadistic glee.


A low, strangled scream suddenly forced itself from between the teenager's 
contorted lips and she screwed herself up on Jeff's ramming cock, locking 
herself to him with her thighs while her loins jerked spastically against 
his belly. A moment later, she collapsed limply beneath him on the mat. She 
lay still, except for the last trembling of her vaginal muscles around his 
rampant prick. He thrust deep into her, then lay quiet until she regained 
her strength.


It was all he could do not to go on fucking into her until he came. Even 
with all the experience of his college years, he had never seen or felt 
anything like this before. She was a wild, sex-crazy woman, the kind he had 
only dreamed of screwing-and she was only fifteen years old! He throbbed his 
prick deep inside her belly, hoping to bring her back to life.


"Wow, that was really something else," she mumbled. "Far, far out!"


"You're not through yet, kiddo," Jeff grinned down at her, despite the 
insistant ache in his bloated testicles.


"Oh, yeah?" she smiled sweetly up at him. "Well, why don't you roll over and 
let me give you something to remember me by, Mr. Carson."


He hated to pull away from her, but he decided to let her have her way. 
After all, she had managed things pretty well up to this point. Reluctantly, 
he rolled away from the soft warmth of her body over onto his back, lying 
tensely with his rigidity aimed straight up to the skylight overhead. He 
folded his arms under his head so he could watch as she reached out and 
began stroking him, sliding the loose outer flesh of his stony shaft up and 
down in a mesmerizing rhythm that increased the ache in his balls almost 
beyond endurance. Suddenly, she scrambled to her knees and leaned over his 
loins, her childish face a scant two inches from the blood-engorged head of 
his lust-hardened prick.


Her head dropped slowly and then her pointed tongue was flicking teasingly 
into the wetness of the tiny opening on the tip. Jeff sucked in his breath 
as chills rippled along his spine. She dipped lower, enveloping the entire 
sensitive head in the moist, warm pressure of her lips. As her mouth 
tightened around it, he involuntarily thrust his pelvis upward, pushing more 
of his tingling member into the hot, wet cavity of her young teenage mouth.


"Oh, God, that's good," he groaned, lifting his head a little higher for a 
clear view of her contorted face. The sight of his swollen rod of flesh sunk 
halfway between her thin-stretched lips increased the sensation a thousand 
fold. Still wet and glistening from the juices of her vaginal climax, it 
gleamed like an ivory club along the part she had not yet taken between her 
lips. lie felt her massaging the soft, velvety skin of his balls 
tantalizingly with one hand, while the thumb and forefinger of her other 
stroked its husky base as she began to suck rhythmically up and down. He 
could feel the softness of her tongue twirling maddeningly around it each 
time she withdrew her head, the tip flicking magically across the tiny split 
of the glans on its knobby head. He flexed his buttocks, his head still 
lifted, watching the crown of her head bobbing up and down below.


The teenager sensed Jeff's throbbing reactions and began to suck his prick a 
little harder, the tips of her small teeth digging gently into the hard 
resisting flesh, leaving tiny white trails where they had scraped the skin. 
As she reached under his buttocks to pull his loins up tighter to her face, 
her tongue swiped around and around the swollen glans until Jeff felt it 
nearing the bursting point. Watching her take as much of the rigid shaft 
into her throat as was humanly possible, Jeff wondered that she didn't 
choke, but she continued the maddening sucking, on and on.


Great pools of heat began to build in the depths of his bloated balls as he 
watched her face working over his sweating loins. Tiny rivulets of 
perspiration rolled down the sides of the girl s body as she bucked over him 
like demon gone insane. The muscles of his stomach tightened until it felt 
like they were going to snap from the pressure as he arched his back up, 
shoving his hard fleshy rod even further between the moistness of her full 
lips. Excitedly, he watched at the thin, tensile rim of her lips clung to 
the shaft as if held there by some unseen force.


Suddenly, he gasped. The moment was here and a low, gutteral sound rose from 
somewhere deep in his chest as he felt the needle-thin streams of white, hot 
sperm rush from his balls along his shaft and begin spewing in long streams 
into her waiting young throat. Her cheeks expanded and hollowed as she 
greedily swallowed the warm flooding gushes to keep from choking. His hands 
tangled cruelly in her hair, holding her head to the throbbing of his loins 
as he rammed his squirting instrument all the way down to her tonsils.


Finally, he moaned his last and with a long sigh, fell back on the mat, his 
cock deflating in the youngsters mouth. But she continued the gentle 
nibbling and sucking, drawing every last tiny drop of the warm, slippery 
fluid from his battered cock, then licking him dry.


At last, it was all over and she crawled up over his body to rest her head 
on his still heaving chest. Turning her head up, she kissed the side of his 
chin.


"Now, aren't you glad you came?" she asked softly after a moment.


"Mmmmmmm," was all the reply he could manage, looking down into her eyes 
with a grateful grin.


"I can do other things."


"I'll bet you do," he smiled.


Suddenly, his head jerked up from the mat. His eyes frantically searched the 
room.


"Did you just hear something, Kim?" he asked, his voice taut with 
apprehension.


"No, silly," she laughed, pushing his head back down. "School's been out for 
an hour, I guess. Who'd be here now?"


CHAPTER SIX


Angus Cardwell had maintained his outward appearance of indignation as he 
stood with Ally watching the girl in the throes of abandoned intercourse 
with Ally's husband, but an inward sadistic satisfaction coursed through him 
as he watched the horrified and helpless expressions crossing Ally Carson's 
face. He felt his prick jerk under his trousers as she drew closer to him 
for protection in her state of shock.


He would have liked nothing more than to grab her at that moment and throw 
her down on one of the long tables in the girls' physical education dressing 
room. But he knew women well enough to know that she was not yet ripe. She 
was still in shock and he had to wait until she recovered and anger set in. 
There was nothing a wronged woman wouldn't do in revenge against a straying 
husband, no matter now prudish she might be under normal circumstances.


It was the same principle he and others had used to draw other inexperienced 
couples into the group they had humorously entitled the "high school sex 
syndicate." It had gotten its name because of the many teachers and students 
who had been drawn into it over the years, until now, almost every teacher 
in the school had become a member of the group. They had found it easy to 
get rid of those who were disinclined to cooperate, forcing them out of the 
school, one way or another.


And, he was certainly happy that things were going so easily with the 
Carsons. Kim, one of the most enthusiastic student members, had had hot 
pants for Carson ever since he started at the school. And, as for himself, 
ever since he had first seen Ally, he had been aching to shove his hard cock 
between those long, beautiful legs. Everything had been moving along even 
better than he had hoped-the job for Ally in his office, the blackmail job 
on her husband, and now, the brutal confrontation. Ah, yes, he thought 
smugly, it's going to be a good time this afternoon. The proud innocent type 
had always been a challenge to him and he was going to enjoy violating this 
young soft body once she had reached the stage of helpless submission. Then, 
later, he would turn her over to the rest of the club to finish the job of 
completely debasing her. She'd know she had really been fucked when he 
finished with her, that was sure.


"Your husband's quite a lover," Cardwell whispered contemptuously in her 
ear, as she stood beside him, trembling with horror and shock.


"How could he?" she said through clenched teeth, her voice rising in anger.


Angus Cardwell jerked her head abruptly toward him with his hand and pressed 
his lips wetly to hers, grinding his mouth into the softness of her lips. 
She groaned and struggled weakly for a sudden panicky moment, then he let 
her go.


"That was just to keep you quiet," he whispered. "They almost heard you. 
Now, relax. It won't do you any good to let yourself fly off the handle."


She tried to loosen the tenseness in her muscles as he had directed, but the 
surprising sensation of Cardwell's lips against her mouth had made her even 
more disturbed. This was the first time another man had kissed her since 
before she met Jeff and she was surprised to realize that her body had 
responded. Unlike the mechanical sexuality she had become used to in the 
last few months, the principal's kiss had been warm and natural. In spite of 
her guard being up against letting any emotion overcome her, she could feel 
tiny butterfly-like sensations flitting through her stomach.


Her gaze dropped to the floor and she began to gnaw nervously at one of her 
knuckles. She had never thought another man kissing her could do this to her 
and she had to admit the protective warmth of his arms around her was nice. 
She was afraid to look back to Jeff and that girl for fear of how she would 
react. After she had become so excited just looking at those pictures today, 
there was no telling how she would feel if she began to view the scene with 
feelings other than loathing and horror. Besides, the soft mewling sounds 
coming from the girl's lips and the grating noise of Jeff's heavy breathing 
told the story well enough. She was beginning to have her doubts as to 
whether or not she could stick through this whole ordeal when suddenly there 
was a quiet in the gymnasium. She looked up in time to see the redheaded 
student gently pushing her husband's body away.


Ally hardly dared to breathe. She could hardly believe what she was seeing 
as the young girl lowered her head over Jeff's stiff cock. She heard a soft 
groan next to her.


"Kim's going to suck him," the principal whispered, breathing heavily as he 
pulled her more tightly against him.


"Oh, God," Ally moaned, turning around to hide her face in Cardwell's chest. 
'They're doing something awful."


Even though she thought she had braced herself for anything, this was too 
much. Again, tears brimmed in her eyes. The awful sight of Jeff's penis 
disappearing into that teenager's hungrily ovaled mouth was just too much 
for anyone to stand. The sounds coming from across the room made her 
shudder, wet sucking noises, punctuated occasionally by small mewls and 
groans of totally absorbed pleasure. She burrowed her head into Cardwell's 
shoulder and tried to shut out the sound, but it did not help. Again, she 
wanted to run, but knew her legs would not support her if she left the 
warmth of Cardwell's arms. She could do nothing but stand there and listen 
in torment while that girl made love to her husband.


Suddenly, she was aware of the principal's hand, softly massaging one of her 
breasts. He gave a sudden hard pinch against the soft, rubbery nipple, 
sending a flash of pain and, unexpectedly, pleasure shooting down the full 
length of her spine. Frantically, she twisted in his arms, coming to face 
again the lewd spectacle of the red-headed student sucking her husband.


In her abrupt panic, the sight caught her by surprise and she stared for a 
moment, fascinated by the obscene act they were performing. She had never 
imagined what it would be like watching two people make love, especially in 
this forbidden way, and found it affected her in a way she had never 
dreamed. Instead of the absolute revulsion she would have expected, she 
could feel a strange light-fingered quivering deep between her thighs. She 
clenched her eyes shut again, but could not block out the lewd inciting 
picture. Their soft moans and wet sucking sounds drifted across the 
gymnasium, magnifying the obscene image many times over.


As she felt her body begin to betray her for the second time that day, Ally 
uttered a low helpless groan which was quickly choked off again by 
Cardwell's lips pressing against hers. His tongue flicked into her mouth, 
causing her to squirm frantically in an attempt to stem the flowing tide of 
passion stealing over her. She tried to get away from him, but his strength 
was too great and she only succeeded worsening her position.


She didn't dare struggle too much for fear of bringing attention to them. 
Jeff must never find out that she was here, she suddenly decided. He might 
never forgive her and it would destroy all her chances of working something 
out between them if she confronted him with the fact that she knew he was 
having an affair with one of his students.


"Did you see that?" Cardwell breathed into her ear. "He fucked her and now 
she's sucking him."


"Yes, I-I saw," she mumbled back, the lewd words strangely exciting her.


"I think you should pay him back," he whispered, pulling her around so that 
they were facing each other. He ground his pelvis tightly into hers, sliding 
his hands down to the softness of her buttocks and pulling her loins tightly 
into his.


"Oh, no, please, we can't," she whimpered, trying to keep her voice as low 
as possible.


"Why, not? We're just going to even the score," he whispered, his voice 
carrying a harsh note of finality. As he ground his body against her, his 
mouth locked wetly over hers, the hardness in his trousers pressing against 
the soft plane of her belly.


"Oh, please! Don't do this!" she pleaded, tears again bubbling to her eyes. 
There was no way for her to resist without Jeff hearing her struggles and 
Cardwell knew it. Oh, why hadn't she listened to her husband when he had 
told her not to take the job. If only she had just stayed away from the 
school.


Her body stiffened as she felt Cardwell begin to massage the soft white 
cheeks of her buttocks from behind, pulling her loins harder against his. 
She clenched her eyes shut, fighting with all her will against the sudden 
uncontrolled sensations that were beginning to course through her body, but 
the soft touch of his fingers against her nipple and the hardness of his 
penis crushing into her belly brought soft moans of helpless submission to 
her lips.


"You have a fantastic body, my dear," Angus Cardwell rasped into her ear. 
"I'm really going to enjoy this little episode."


"Oh, no," she whimpered, still feeling the obscenely delicious ripplings of 
pleasure across her skin. "No one, b-but my husband has ever touched me."


"Well, then, the experience will do you good," he chuckled softly, slipping 
his hand down between them to the smooth surface of her belly.


Ally gasped and held her breath as she felt the hem of her skirt being 
slowly pulled up until it reached the top of her thighs, and his fingers 
suddenly came into contact with her naked flesh. She squirmed back, 
whimpering helplessly, as one fingertip slipped slowly under the tight 
elastic leg band of her panties and found the narrow, sensitive slit of her 
clitoris.


Gently parting the soft, resilient pubic hair, Cardwell dipped his middle 
finger into the wet, trembling passage of Ally's burning cunt, teasing the 
hardened button of her clitoris. It was damp and slippery from the unwanted 
desire that had saturated her whole being and she caught her breath to hold 
in the groan of involuntary pleasure she felt building deep in her chest. 
She knew she couldn't make a sound or Jeff would see her, his own wife, 
wrapped in this lewd embrace with Angus Cardwell, the school principal, 
right in front of him.


Tears of humiliation cascaded down her cheeks as, to her shameful horror, 
she found herself automatically reacting to the maddening caresses of her 
breasts and vagina, squirming her hips in involuntary rhythm to the 
rummaging of his finger between her thighs.


"Spread your legs a little," Cardwell breathed harshly into her ear. "Spread 
them wide."


"Oh, God, no, please," she pleaded through her tears and desire. "Jeff will 
see us."


"If I take you somewhere else, will you do it my way?" he whispered, his 
lips spread in a triumphant smile. "Will you?" he asked again, his finger 
sliding maddeningly in and out of her moist, flowering cunt.


"Oh, yes, anything," she gasped softly. "But, don't let my husband see us!" 
Her eyes flickered across the room to where her husband lay, writhing on the 
floor, his rigid staff driving in and out of the young girl's mouth.


"I doubt he'd even notice," the principal chuckled softly, drawing her back 
into the locker-lined dressing room.


It wasn't until she stood watching him noiselessly closing the heavy wooden 
door that she realized what she had said to him in the desperation of the 
moment. The full impact of the evil thought of another man making love to 
her suddenly hit her. Panicky, she stepped toward the door he just closed, 
then stopped as a loud masculine groan from the other side hit her like a 
blow.


"What's the matter with you, Mrs. Carson?" Cardwell snapped angrily. "You 
have to do something; you owe it to yourself. Turnabout is fair play ... you 
want to hurt him don't you? He deserves to be hurt, and you deserve to get 
something out of his rotten unfaithfulness. Think of yourself!"


The principal's words spun and tumbled in Ally's confused mind as Cardwell 
moved close and began to stroke her breast. Yes, he was right, she thought 
as all the hurt and humiliation began to converge into a raging anger. Jeff 
did deserve to be hurt and the best way to hurt him was with her body. But 
did she dare? she wondered, did she dare be unfaithful too? Well, why not? 
she fumed. Jeff started this whole sordid mess. Why shouldn't she be the one 
to finish it. It would show him that she wasn't a utility that could be 
turned on and off, just as he pleased. She was a human being, and she was 
just hurt enough and angry enough and ... yes, aroused enough too to make 
him pay for what he had done to her!


Despite the misgivings she still felt, Ally nodded to the principal. "Yes," 
she whispered. "Maybe you're right."


The man's face wore a wide grin of conquest as he pulled her toward him, 
pressing his wet lips tightly over her, thrusting his tongue deep into the 
depths of her mouth. She stood limply in front of him, feeling the hardness 
of his penis digging into the softness of her stomach.


In her despairing misery, she tried not to think as his hands moved down the 
front of her blouse, carefully unbuttoning the front opening, then slipping 
it back over her shoulders. The snaps of her brassiere came next and she 
heard him sigh in obscene appreciation as he dropped it to the floor and her 
full white breasts burst free into the open air. She heard the faint whoosh 
of a zipper and then her skirt was down around her ankles. Suddenly, she 
realized that he was down on his knees before her, his fingers hooked in the 
elastic waist band of her white nylon panties, drawing them slowly down over 
the softness of her round full buttocks. A moment later, they too were with 
the other clothing that lay in a small forlorn heap on the floor near her 
ankles.


She was completely nude now, completely at his mercy, and Cardwell gazed at 
the beauty of her with spittle forming at the corners of his mouth. As she 
felt his wet mouth press into the nude flesh of her belly, she swayed and 
locked her hands in his hair to keep from losing her balance. Mistaking this 
for total surrender, the principal dropped his lips to the dark pubic 
triangle and gently spread the soft dark pubic hairs, darting his tongue 
into the moist slit of her vagina.


"N-no, don't d-do that," she sputtered brokenly. "It ... it's not right...."


As she tried to step back away from him, Cardwell caught her behind her 
knees and threw her over his shoulder. Rising from his crouching position, 
he lifted her weight with ease, and carried her to one of the large, blanket 
covered rub-down tables in the center of the room. Unceremoniously, he let 
her roll from his shoulder onto the surface of the table, then stood over 
her body, grinning down at her like a beast of prey about to pounce on his 
helpless, fear-stricken victim.


"Please, don't do that to me," she beseeched him as he clamped his palms 
against the soft insides of her thighs, spreading them wide apart. Her eyes 
wide in terror, she struggled to close her legs, but he was too strong.


"My dear, I don't think you're quite strong enough to overpower me. I do 
keep in shape," Cardwell chuckled evilly. "If you scream, perhaps your 
husband will come in and save you. Is that what you want?"


"Oh, no," she moaned as she lay, watching his tongue circle his lips in 
nervous anticipation of the ravishment of her defenseless vagina.


"In that case," he said, leering at the pink moist flesh of her naked pussy, 
"I'm going to kiss and lick your cunt. I'm going to pussy-lick you with my 
tongue. I'm going to lick your clit. I'm going to suck you until you have an 
orgasm, Ally. And you have no choice at all...."


Ally groaned in helpless submission as his vile, lascivious words made her 
tremble with a strange, wanton desire. She shuddered in unwilling arousal as 
she felt him parting her pubic hair and slowly drawing apart the soft pink 
lips of her cunt, exposing the moist tight slit to the fire of his gaze. He 
stared at it for a long moment, then drove his head savagely downward, his 
tongue darting hungrily and deep into the warm throbbing walls of her pussy.


"Oh, oh, God, oooooooh," she gasped, twitching uncontrollably as his tongue 
flicked out against the tiny bud of her rigid swollen clitoris, then drew 
back up through the sensitive, exposed pink flesh of her involuntarily 
dilating cunt.


As his mouth and tongue worked furiously over the wide-spread tightness of 
her proud young cunt, his eyes remained opened wide, peering up through the 
valley of her breasts to watch the wild, confused contortions of her 
beautiful face. The principal grinned in obscene triumph as she groaned 
throatily from deep in her chest as the hot probing tip of his tongue worked 
its way up and down the delectable length of her damp narrow slit, starting 
at the lower belly and slithering its way down over her gently throbbing 
vagina and into the crevice of her rhythmically flexing buttocks. His hands 
moved down to the backs of her knees and used them as handles to pull her 
buttocks all the way down to the edge of the table, then raised and pressed 
them up over her body so that the kneecaps touched her desire-wracked 
breasts, exposing the whole flat plane of her trembling loins to his eager 
mouth to plunder and pillage as he desired.


He began to fuck into her with his tongue, harder and faster, as her 
unintelligible whimpering filled the room with a symphony of rising lust. 
His body and mind afire with animal excitement, he dipped his head down and 
flicked the tip of his tongue into the tight, puckered little hole of her 
anus.


The unexpected contact with the sensitive, rubbery opening brought a long 
low moan of unconscious excitement from her contorted lips. Even though a 
part of her mind cried out in protest against this new debasement, she 
couldn't help but respond to the rapturous sensation it sent racing out of 
control through her body. Automatically, she thrust her loins up toward his 
face and he answered with a stabing thrusts into the tight forbidden hole, 
splitting it wide to accept his lingual organ. Ally's body quivered 
uncontrollably now beneath the overpowering assault on her senses, her body 
and mind completely lost to the rising torrents of lewd sexual pleasure.


Cardwell sensed her final complete surrender and with a savage grin, thrust 
his thick wet tongue deep into the quivering sheath of her vagina again. He 
could feel the soft silky pubic hairs grazing tantalizingly against the tip 
of his nose and the sides of his cheeks as she ground her buttocks in a slow 
hypnotic rhythm against his face. He felt the sleek vaginal flesh slip 
moistly around his long extended tongue as the walls of her cunt opened and 
closed spasmodically, trying, in spite of Ally's revulsion at the lewd act 
of oral adultery she was committing to pull the invading organ deeper and 
deeper into its warm wet interior.


Her helplessly aroused body writhed and squirmed nakedly and shamelessly 
against the insanely licking tongue of the principal until she thought she 
would surely go mad from the sheer ecstatic rapture in her loins and 
stomach. Her hands curled down into his hair as a low soul-stirring moan 
rose from deep in her chest. Forgotten were the thoughts of her husband, 
forgotten was her shame at the obscene act being perpetrated on her helpless 
body. Nothing mattered anymore but the excruciating pleasure of Cardwell's 
boring tongue, fucking in and out of her blazing loins. Her head flailed 
back and forth, her lips baring back over the whiteness of her teeth as she 
felt the gathering billows of her orgasm rising, rising to a mind-shattering 
crest. The cords of her neck stood out as she pulled with all her strength 
against the principal's silvery hair, trying to draw him even further inside 
her.


"Oooooooooh, I ... I'm cummmmming," Ally Carson suddenly groaned, trembling 
and shaking beneath the principal's hotly flicking tongue as the room seemed 
to cave in on her with a great resounding and echoing crash. She gasped and 
moaned again and again as he licked and sucked and burrowed between her 
tightly clenching thighs until it was over, and she lay gasping on the long 
wooden table. Her fingers slowly untwined from his tousled hair and she 
opened her thighs to allow him to remove his head from between her slim, 
well formed legs.


Cardwell stood erect, staring down the length of her body, the juices of her 
orgasm making his face and mouth glisten wetly in the room's dim light. Ally 
closed her eyes to the sight of him, trying to shut out the reminder of the 
humiliation of lying before her husband's boss, stripped naked and 
defenseless under his triumphant gaze. The shame of the weakness of her body 
momentarily brought her back to reality, but then he spoke:


"Now, I'm going to fuck you, Mrs. Carson. Just like your husband did to that 
girl, only better. I'm going to fuck you better than you've ever been fucked 
before."


His lascivious words sent a new flurry of excitement fluttering through her 
still-heated loins that completely blotted out the rising shame and 
humiliation she felt. Mustering all her courage, and mentally picturing her 
husband with his hardened penis buried in the teenage girl's mouth, she 
smiled tremulously at him and whispered, "Yes, Angus. I want you to fuck me. 
Please fuck me now."


As the principal pushed her body back into the center of the table and 
climbed up between her wide-spread legs, Ally thought bitterly: I wish you 
could see this, Jeff, I wish you were in here to see me about to be fucked 
by Angus Cardwell after he made me cum with his mouth. And I like it, Jeff, 
I loved every depraved minute of it, you adulterer. It serves you right....


CHAPTER SEVEN


The light in the gymnasium was fading as the afternoon gave way to the early 
evening twilight. Jeff lay back on the mat, allowing the red-headed teenager 
to massage his limp organ back to a second erection. Guilty thoughts 
flickered momentarily through his mind as he imagined Ally waiting at home 
for his arrival, but he pushed them away. One more hour wouldn't make that 
much difference, he rationalized, and he would think of some story to cover 
his absence for all this time. He knew his innocent young wife would never 
suspect what he had actually been doing.


Suddenly, his body stiffened and he raised up on his elbows and looked 
around the basketball court again. Those voices again. He had been sure that 
he was hearing them for the past ten minutes or so, and now they seemed to 
be getting louder. He could not distinguish any words, only soft, submissive 
moans and harsh breathing. His eyes searched the dark corners and tried to 
see into the black shadows under the bleachers.


"Kim, listen," he breathed, his voice as quiet as he could make it. "I think 
someone is in here."


The teenager looked up from her manipulations and smiled knowingly. "Don't 
worry," she said softly. "It's just someone balling in one of the locker 
rooms. A few of my friends come here too."


"Oh, God, what if they see us?" Jeff asked anxiously, jerking upright to a 
sitting position. His eyes once more raked the darkening room.


"Oh, it's cool," she replied, laughing softly at his obvious distress. "If 
they haven't seen us already, they won't now. Besides, most of the boys 
think it's fun to fuck in the girl's locker room. I guess it turns them on 
thinking about the naked girls that run around in there all day."


Jeff smiled as he remembered how he too would have been excited by such a 
thing when he was in high school. But, when, he was in high school, there 
weren't any hot pantied little broads like Kim running around either, he 
thought ruefully, wondering if he hadn't been born about ten years before 
his time.


A long tremulous moan echoed through the court, interrupting his nostalgia. 
"Is that one of your friends," Jeff questioned in astonishment. "I mean, is 
that a student in there?"


Kim smiled understandinglv. "You mean do all my friends ball?" she asked, 
her eyes sparkling mischievously. "Well, all the cool ones do, but I don't 
know who is in there right now."


Jeff's cock began to come alive again as he heard the sounds of wanton 
passion seeping into the basketball court from the other room. Lewd pictures 
formed in his mind as he imagined some of the other attractive teenager 
students locked in obscene embraces. Perhaps, he gloated to himself, he'd 
get some more young meat before the school year was over.


"I bet I know just what you're thinking," Kim grinned as she skillfully 
fondled his rapidly rising shaft of flesh. "And, if you're nice to me, I 
just might be able to arrange something nice for you." A smug expression on 
her face, the teenager, crawled over his body until she was sitting on his 
lap, then lifted one of her full white breasts to pop a cherry nipple into 
his gaping mouth.


* * *


Ally watched in mounting apprehension as the principal sat on the edge of 
the table, removing his garments, one by one. She had time to think now, the 
one thing she didn't want to do. At this point, she just wanted to do it, 
get it over with and get away from this man who had already talked her into 
going so far. Her body felt soiled and debased, and she wished she could, 
somehow, take it off and leave it behind. She would like nothing more than 
to go back to her old innocence and ignorance of what her husband was doing. 
But, it was too late and she knew this man would never leave her alone until 
he got what he wanted.


Suddenly, she heard a dull clank as his belt buckle hit the floor. Ally 
looked down the length of her body and saw him twisting around until he 
knelt between her thighs, completely naked, his thick hard, prick standing 
out from beneath his heavily-muscled stomach like the menacing shaft of a 
blunt, heavy spear. He stared directly into her eyes and grinned lewdly as 
he began to stroke the heavy uncircumcized foreskin back and forth over the 
hard bulbous swollen tip of his blood-engorged rod.


"Do you think this will do the job, my dear," he asked, a triumphant glint 
burning in his eyes.


Ally tried to speak, but she couldn't. Her eyes ran over the 
powerful-looking body of her husband's superior, then dropped again to the 
hard fleshy instrument he held in his hand.


God, it was huge! She had always thought that Jeff s penis was very large 
but this ... she wondered how any woman would take such a thing inside of 
her without being split completely apart. She tried to imagine that great 
monster buried inside the narrow folds of her tight young vagina and a 
quiver of paralyzing fear coursed through her.


"It's ... it's so big," Ally managed to stutter out in her hesitancy.


Cardwell continued to massage the granite-hard expanse, slowly, 
tantalizingly. "It's just right for you, my dear," he said softly. "And 
you're going to take it, every inch of it, every hot throbbing inch of my 
big cock...."


Cardwell bent down over her prostrate body, fastening his teeth harshly into 
the nipple of her heaving left breast. She groaned at the sudden pain, but 
his hand pressed down on the softness of her hip, pinning her to the table. 
His lips carefully explored the white trembling mounds, causing a blissful 
twitch to descend feather-like to her loins below. Her buttocks began 
grinding impatiently down into the table top.


"Oh, baby, I'm going to fuck you," he crooned into the soft, sensitive flesh 
of her breasts. "I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before. 
I'm going to fuck my big hard prick in and out of your tight little pussy 
until you're crying and begging for more."


Ally shuddered under the prodding of his obscene words. She could feel the 
hugeness of his fleshy hardness brush against her thigh and she hungrily 
reached down to grasp the throbbing shaft, forcing everything else from her 
tortured brain.


The principal moved up over her body, grinning triumphantly as he felt her 
hand close around the length of the stone-hard member, her fingers barely 
going around it. He felt her tremble as she realized again its tremendous 
size, then brace her body as she guided it up the valley of her buttocks, 
not letting it lose contact with her flesh until it was poised between the 
palpitating lips of her waiting vagina. Quivering half in fear and half in 
anticipation, she opened her thighs wider apart and placed her trembling 
hands on his buttocks, awaiting his first thrust.


She felt the huge rubbery head moving up and down, parting the pubic hair 
and the full, fleshy lips of her cunt, and then all of a sudden, the small 
mouth of her tingling vagina popped helplessly open before it.


"Aaaaaaaagh," she grunted as the elastic -rimmed tightness gave way and the 
tip slipped through, cruelly stretching the tight opening until she felt as 
though her thighs were splitting apart from the relentless pressure.


Cardwell felt a wave of sadistic pleasure rush through him as he heard her 
soulful protest. He was unable to conceal the vicious smile that twisted his 
mouth, and he shoved a little harder, eliciting another long, low moan from 
deep in her throat.


"Nooooo, please, no more ... you're hurting me," she whimpered pitifully as 
the principal drove another agonizing inch into her defenseless pussy. He 
was much too big! If he pushed again, he would split her wide open!


Angus Cardwell could barely contain the excitement her anguished pleas were 
bringing him as he slowly and relentlessly penetrated her cunt, flexing his 
hips again and again, sinking into her an inch at a time. Suddenly, the grin 
on his face faded and a contorted expression of sheer lust replaced it. He 
had to fuck the dig-unified little bitch, now, he had to!


He rammed forward, unmercifully, dropping his heavy weight onto her, 
smashing her full, firm breasts beneath his powerful chest as he thrust his 
hips at the same time, and his long, thick cock plunged into her moist, 
frightened cunt with the brutal force of a battering ram, pushing the soft 
moist flesh of her vaginal walls in rippling waves before it. He could feel 
his balls slap tightly against her jerking anus as she tried futilely to 
wriggle away from the cruel sudden impalement.


"Oh, God, stop," she breathed, trying even in her agony to prevent her 
husband from hearing her and discovering them. "Please, stop it. You're 
killing me!" Her legs, splayed wide apart, flailed in the air helplessly on 
either side of his great muscular body, kicking and jerking as he pinned her 
securely to the table top. Her arms were outstretched, palms against his 
hips, attempting to hold back the blunt hard head that pressed against her 
cervix like a great hard stone.


Her belly had never been so filled in her life and his cock felt as though 
it had ripped her vagina into a thousand shreads. She could feel its every 
fleshy ridge, cruelly stretching her in-sides as though she had been 
skewered by a telephone pole. Even the tiniest trace of any rapture she had 
felt had long since left her and suddenly, she sensed him beginning to move 
once more. She sucked in her breath, holding it in fear of what was to come. 
He began to jerk on top of her, his hips flexing, the monstrous head of his 
prick burrowing deeper and deeper into her.


She flexed her vaginal muscles tightly together in an attempt to ward off 
the huge invading cudgel, but the throb of her internal sinews only seemed 
to incite him more, and she felt him reaming even further into her unwanting 
passage. Helplessly, she clenched her teeth and endured it. It was only 
right that she should suffer, she thought bitterly, she was no better than 
her husband, a cheap little adulterous slut who had let go of all that was 
good and right just to obtain a moment's revenge. She would never be the 
same again. She was a. whore, a whore! There was nothing left to her but the 
huge, fleshy instrument of her own husband's boss buried deep inside her 
vagina.


Cardwell sensed her last bit of resistance fading away and knew that it 
would not take much longer now before this young, soft-bodied wife was a 
raw, squealing mass of desire. Even though she had fought his advances at 
first, he had seen the hot streak in her make-up and knew she could be 
turned on again. And he'd make sure she did. He could think of nothing nicer 
than to have a pair of attractive new bodies for the "orgy" club.


Ally was beginning to feel the first galvanic tingles of lewd desire 
returning to her body, exciting licentious little chills that crept up and 
down the base of her spine in rhythm with the even measured cadence of Angus 
Cardwell's great cock skewering wetly up into her now gratefully accepting 
belly. Her body seemed to be twitching and writhing of its own will, and she 
groaned incessantly into his mouth, shoving her tongue with a sudden 
complete abandon into his throat. Unconsciously, she drew back her legs, 
opening her hungry pussy even wider to his pounding assault, her buttocks 
moving voluntarily now against the smooth cool wood beneath her.


Cardwell slipped his hands down her curvaceous sides and slid them under the 
soft, round globes of her wriggling buttocks, cupping them hotly in each 
hand. They were flexing and unflexing, shuddering in his fingers as he 
clamped his hands tightly around them. He jerked her tighter to his loins 
and felt her straining her thighs further back, the moist warm hole of her 
cunt flowering open to welcome his cock to even greater depths.


Ally did not even try to comprehend what had happened to her body, the new 
wave of arousal that was saturating her whole being. She was only aware that 
the pain was suddenly gone, giving way to a maddening electric-like tingle 
that began deep within her womb and spread relentlessly over the raw 
nerve-ends of her flesh. Her eyes closed and her tongue worked and slavered 
up into his mouth as small mewling noises of velvety pleasure rumbled from 
her throat. She knew the cords in her neck and thighs were standing out hard 
and tense as she writhed beneath him from the fervency of her feeling. There 
was no longer any thought of anything, just the exquisite sensation of lying 
beneath this man who was fucking her against her will and giving back to him 
what he was giving to her.


Cardwell gloated in triumph as he felt Jeff Carson's wife's young naked body 
increase in hungry gyrations up and down, faster and faster with each 
passing second, the urgency of her thrusts becoming more pronounced, her 
lust-bared teeth chewing at her swollen lower-Up as she strained 
uncontrollably toward orgasm. He moved suddenly into longer smooth strokes 
that brought his cock almost all the way out of her clasping vagina on the 
backstroke and then thrusting forward into her uplifted buttocks again until 
he could feel the harsh slap of his balls against the unprotected crevice of 
her anus. Momentarily, his fingers traced the tight skin of her ass, until 
he found the tight puckered hole cradled defenselessly below.


"Ooooooh," she gasped in painful protest as his middle finger wormed into 
her soft, rubbery anus with a quick probing movement.


He thrust harder, taking pleasure in hearing the groaning noises of her 
subjugation and complete loss of haughty young dignity.


"Ooooooh," she groaned louder at the outrageous intrusion of her exposed 
asshole.


But he gave no quarter. He worked his finger around and around inside, 
stretching the rubbery softness wider and wider as he ground into her. She 
felt a second finger making its way into her tortured back passage, and the 
deep gut-teral noises coming from her chest eased to whimpers of pain, 
slowly subsiding to louder moans of pleasure as her anus gradually became 
accustomed to the strange unnatural invasion.


The principal grinned as he felt young Jeff Carson's wife begin slowly 
screwing her rectum back on his fingers as he probed them methodically 
around the warm rubbery depths, sending new sensations of delight through 
her. She was hopelessly impaled between his throbbing, stone-hard cock in 
her cunt and his fingers shoved tightly into her asshole. And now, moaning 
and mewling beneath him, she began twisting and squealing in wild, helpless 
abandon under the double ravishment of her loins.


* * *


Christ, that hot little bitch, whoever she was, was really going out of her 
mind, Jeff mused as the sounds of raw, animal lust filtered out of the door 
on the other side of the basketball court. He wondered casually which of the 
girls it was and who was driving her to that high-pitched frenzy of 
excitement. The thought of another teenaged girl, maybe one even younger 
than Kim, getting a hard cock rammed into her quivering, pulsating young 
pussy stirred him considerably, in spite of the going over he'd just had 
with the teenager lying beside him. He wouldn't mind having a go at her 
himself, right now, if she were really as hot as she sounded like she was.


"It's kind of exciting listening to them ball in there, isn't it," Kim 
suddenly whispered. Even in the near-darkness of the room, Jeff could see 
that her eyes were sparkling with new arousal.


"I know," he whispered, grinning ruefully as he patted his hard lurching 
member. "Look at this thing here." He paused a moment, then added, "I wish 
there were some way we could watch them. This listening is driving me 
crazy."


Kim sat thinking for a minute, then smiled, crinkling her nose playfully. 
"Hell, why not," she laughed slyly. "After all, we were here first."


Jumping to her feet, she grabbed Jeff's hand and began to pull him up. "They 
probably wouldn't mind anyway, but be quiet, just in case." she advised. 
Still naked, they tiptoed together across the polished wooden floor.


In the gathering darkness, they had trouble finding the door. Then, suddenly 
a piercing hesitant scream rang through the gymnasium. And then, as though 
the girl could stand it no longer...."Oooooooh, yes, yes! Fuck harder, 
harder!"


Jeff's eyes moved toward the direction of the sound and found the dim 
outline of the door. They opened it noiselessly and slipped inside.


On the other side of the doorway, Jeff halted and caught his breath. He had 
never seen such an exhibition of sheer, unadulterated lust as the one that 
met his eyes. It hadn't been long since he had cum like a wild bull in the 
young teenager's mouth, but even so he could feel his prick hardening again 
at the sight of the two bodies moistly fused together on the table in the 
middle of the room. From where he stood, he could not see the couple's 
faces, but he had a perfect view of the man's cock buried deep in the girl's 
cunt as she writhed uncontrollably beneath him in wild abandoned passion.


A disquieting thought struck him and he moved a little closer to the 
groaning table. Even in the darkness, he was almost certain that it was a 
grown man, rather than one of the teen-aged students fucking into the naked 
girl on the table. Was it another of the teachers? he wondered in 
astonishment. Who else could be in here at this time of night?


His thought was forgotten, however, as his eyes moved downward to focus in 
on the tiny red flanges of the girl's pussy, clasped hungrily around the 
cock as it slipped up and down in the soft surrounding pubic hair. The 
girl's voice was lust distorted and throaty as she sobbed out her mounting 
excitement. Her legs were drawn back as far as they could go and her hands 
were frantically digging into the man's buttocks, trying to pull him deeper 
inside of her.


God, she was a hot little bitch, he thought as he began to stroke his 
stone-hard shaft, hotter than anything he had ever seen before.


"Think I could have seconds on her," Jeff whispered down to the young girl 
who stood quietly beside him, a strange secret smile on her face.


She looked up at him, an amused light in her eyes. "I guess so," she 
shrugged. "If there's anything left when old Cuntwell gets finished...."


"Cuntwell?" Jeff's mind worked furiously. She couldn't mean...."The 
principal? Card-well?"


He didn't have time to get an answer before another wailing cry broke from 
the lips of the girl on the table. "Now, Angus ... now, please ... fuck 
harder ... oh, God, ooooohhhhhh! Yesssssss! I'm cum ... cummmmmming!"


Jeff recoiled in utter disbelief as the familiarity of the voice registered 
on his mind. He watched as if rooted to the floor as his wife's smooth naked 
legs kicked out in the air and lewdly wrapped themselves around Cardwell's 
upper torso, presenting up her naked loins in wanton sacrifice to his 
frenzied thrusts as she achieved her orgasm under his pistoning, merciless 
cock. The principal's finger was sunk deep in his wife's puckered anus.


His mind whirled in disbelief at the shadowy vision before his eyes. His 
first impulse was to run to the table and rescue his wife from the 
lust-crazed principal. But a moment's confused wait showed him that this was 
no rape. She was loving every minute of being fucked half shitless by 
another man!


Jeff stood frozen as he heard her shrilly screaming out her orgasm, her legs 
kicking wide until he thought Ally's wide stretched little cunt would split 
down the middle. Then, he watched as Cardwell reached up with both hands and 
held her knees back cruelly up over her shoulders and tightly down to the 
table until she was bent double. Oh, no, he thought as he anxiously started 
for the table. She'll never be able to take it that deep.


He was forced to change his mind, however, as he viewed her final jerks of 
fulfillment and watched the hollowing muscles of Cardwell's buttocks as he 
pumped his hot male sperm deep up into his wife's wildly quivering belly.


The fucking bitch, he raged inwardly, the goddamned dirty little whore, 
she's loving it! All that time, he had thought she was just a poor innocent 
babe-in-arms and had used all the patience he had possessed to try and break 
down the barriers she had thrown up against sex. And now-now this! With 
hate-filled eyes, he watched the principal's last spasmodic jerks between 
Ally's open legs, then stode around to the other side of the table.


"Get off my wife, you son-of-a-bitch," Jeff cried, shoving the principal's 
panting body off his wife's still form. "I'd mash you to a pulp, if I hadn't 
seen how...." His voice cracked, then he went on. "How this lousy whore was 
humping under you like a fucking bitch in heat!"


"Oh, God," Ally moaned in humiliation at her husband seeing her like this, 
naked and her belly filled with another man's sperm. She opened her mouth in 
horror, but was too paralyzed with fright, to speak. Instead, she jerked her 
arm up over her face and curled up into a sobbing helpless heap on the 
table. There was nothing else she could do as his eyes wandered coldly over 
her flushed and used body.


Cardwell slid slowly from the table top, a small smile playing across the 
corners of his mouth. Almost casually, he picked up his clothes and began to 
dress, saying, "Take it easy, Jeff. Try to calm down, will you?"


"Who in the hell are you to tell me to calm down when I just caught you 
fucking my own wife?" Jeff almost screamed in the heat of his blind, 
consuming anger.


As if in reply, the principal strolled nonchalantly across the dark room and 
flicked a switch. The locker room was suddenly bathed in the brightness of 
the overhead light. Running his eyes contemptuously over Jeff s naked body, 
the principal sneered, "I'm the man who was just fucking your wife. Who are 
you?"


More hot words choked in Jeff's throat as he realized his position, standing 
there with the naked girl beside him. The awful thought came to him that 
perhaps Ally had seen....


As if reading his thoughts, Cardwell smiled humorlessly. "That's right, we 
saw it all. Ally and I stood in that very doorway and watched you and Kim 
together. And, after we watched for a while, we decided that turnabout was 
fair play, if you get my meaning."


Jeff sputtered, trying to find some way out, his brain reeling. Then 
suddenly he remembered something and wheeled on the red-headed teenager 
beside him. "How did you know?" he screamed as some kind of warning fight 
began to blink in his brain. "How did you know it was him? You said it was 
Cardwell!"


"That's right, she did," the principal said, leaning back against the wall.


Jeff's eyes searched Cardwell's face as he tried to understand what was 
happening. "You planned this," he said slowly. "You planned the whole 
goddamned thing!"


"Move that boy to the head of the class," the principal said sarcastically. 
Turning to Kim, he raised his eyebrows inquisitively. "Was he any good?"


The naked student merely rolled her eyes in rapturous delight.


"Well, if you say so," Cardwell shrugged. He redirected his attention to 
Ally who was lying huddled on the table. "You, my dear, were exquisite. So, 
I am pleased to tell you and your husband that you have just been accepted 
and initiated into our little group. We rather jokingly call it our 'school 
sex syndicate.' Congratulations."


Both Ally and Jeff stared at him in undisguised amazement. Then Jeff's eyes 
went back to his wife, resting and hardening on the thin, glistening strand 
of warm sticky sperm that had trickled down her legs as she had curled 
miserably on her side. He began to speak in a low, deadly tone. "Great. 
That's just fine. I need a break from what I'm getting at home and, 
obviously, my dear little wife feels the same way!"


Ally lifted her head from the table and stared at the room's occupants. She 
felt dazed, confused; so much had happened in so short a time to disrupt her 
life, she couldn't accept what she had heard the principal or her husband 
say. She didn't know what to think, except that what she was hearing went 
against everything she had ever been taught, everything she had ever 
believed in. It just wasn't right....


"No," she suddenly said, breaking the stillness of the room. "I'm not going 
to get involved in any swap clubs. You're sick, all of you!"


"You looked pretty sick yourself, a few minutes ago," Jeff snapped angrily.


"Well, what happened to you, Jeff?" Ally sneered, staring pointed at his 
naked loins. "Did a band of gypsies run away with your clothes?" She fought 
down the sobs that were again rising to her throat. "D-do what you want ... 
j-just don't expect m-me to go along with y-you!"


"Shut up, both of you!" the principal barked, interrupting Jeff's angry 
reply. He stared at the young wife lying on the table. "If you value your 
reputation and your husband's job, you will go with your husband." His eyes 
narrowed ominously. "I imagine it would be very embarrassing if that packet 
of pictures should be discovered in a young male student's locker, Ally, 
complete with your fingerprints all over them...."


She gazed at Cardwell in shocked horror as she remembered the manila 
envelope she had dropped into the waste basket beside her desk. "Oh, no," 
she breathed. "You wouldn't...."


"I would, my dear, and I have done other things just as unpleasant." She 
watched the principal smile self-depreciatingly. "We have to be rather 
clever to preserve the anonymity of our little group. There is a great risk 
with so many students involved. I'm sure you understand...."


"What's he talking about? What pictures?" Jeff asked fearfully as he began 
to realize how well-planned the whole operation had been.


"Please, calm yourself," the principal said smoothly. "She can explain 
later. I'm in rather a hurry so let me just mention that the first meeting 
for you two will be tomorrow night at my home." Whistling merrily, the 
gray-haired man moved toward the outside door, then paused by the exit, 
impatiently tapping his foot.


A moment later, the buxom teenager rushed from the basketball court into the 
locker room. "I'm coming, Angus," she panted breathlessly as she pulled up 
the zipper of her suede miniskirt in mid-flight.


"Well, hurry up, dear," he chuckled paternally. "I promised your mother I'd 
have you home by seven."


A moment later they were gone.


Avoiding each other's eyes, Ally and Jeff each moved to where they had 
dropped their clothes and began to dress silently. The tension grew quietly 
between them until Ally broke under the strain. Half-dressed, she rushed out 
to where Jeff was buckling his trousers in the darkened gymnasium and 
tearfully threw her arms around his neck.


"Forgive me, darling," she sobbed. "I'm so sorry and ashamed. What are we 
going to do about that meeting tomorrow night? I'm so scared, Jeff."


Her husband stonily disengaged himself from her embrace, his upper lip 
curling in distaste. "Obviously, we are going to go to the meeting, Ally." 
He coldly stared into her pleading eyes. "And don't fool yourself by 
thinking that I don't care about what you did this afternoon. I'm not going 
to forget that for a long, long time."


"But ... but, what about ... what you...." she sputtered, then stopped. How 
dare he treat me like this after all he did, she wondered angrily. How could 
he be so unfair as to act as though it were all her fault?


In a day crammed with unpleasant surprises, this was the last straw. Eyes 
ablaze, she wordlessly turned around and walked back to the dressing room. 
She picked up her purse and strode out the door, turning out the light 
before she left. Let him find his own way out, she fumed, as she walked 
toward their car, the only one left in the school parking lot.


One thing, she resolved to herself, her life was going to be different from 
now on. If Jeff wanted to play nasty, she would follow his lead and beat him 
at it, if she could. He was going to pay for the humiliations he had heaped 
on her that afternoon, and he was going to pay dearly.


CHAPTER EIGHT


Ally's eyes were wide with wonder as she and Jeff followed Angus Cardwell 
through his home the next evening. Even though the house was located on Hill 
Road in the wealthier section of town, she hadn't quite expected it to be so 
beautiful, decorated in such impressive good taste. The furniture was all 
period pieces, English she thought, and the walls were decorated with 
antique prints and dark, ancient portraits.


As she followed the principal from the front door to the back of the house, 
she was tempted several times to inquire about various objects d'art, but 
even the silence of the house was so commanding that she was hesistant about 
disturbing it.


"Where ... where is everyone else," she finally asked timidly. "I thought 
you said that this was going to be a meeting of the ... er, syndicate."


"Oh, don't worry, my dear," Cardwell chuckled. "They're all waiting for you 
downstairs in the basement. I redecorated it last year into a sort of game 
room, even had it sound-proofed. Things get a little wild sometimes and we 
wouldn't want to disturb the neighbors, would we?"


"N-no, of course not," she faltered, her nervousness returning with the 
principal's reminder of the nature of the group. She wished with all her 
heart that she could look to Jeff for some kind of support, but since 
yesterday afternoon, he had been as cold and distant as a stranger.


Until now, she had not even worried very much about his selfish attitude, 
knowing that they would eventually make their peace, once he got over his 
hurt pride. In fact, she had almost gotten to the point where she was 
looking forward to the evening here, just as a sort of revenge to get back 
at Jeff for being so callous and cruel. Besides, it had been mostly his 
fault, and even when he did finally recover from his snit, she had a strange 
feeling that she would never be able to really forgive him for what he had 
done.


Something had changed between them yesterday afternoon and nothing would 
ever be quite the same again. It wasn't just that she would never be able to 
really trust him after this, but something else, something basic had changed 
in herself. The cold truth was that she had enjoyed, truly enjoyed, having 
sex with Angus Cardwell yesterday afternoon. A virtual stranger had changed 
her into something else than a simple innocent wife, something wild and 
free. For the first time, she knew that sex was not just a part of love, but 
a rewarding thing all by itself. She had learned that she could use her own 
body as a kind of pleasure machine, bringing herself and someone else, 
anyone else, to almost unbearable heights of exquisite sensation.


The worst of it, the part she could not quite admit even to herself, was 
that she was not sine she would be satisfied with any one man again. She had 
felt as much, or more sheer sexual fulfillment in the arms of a stranger 
than she had ever felt with the husband she loved. Tonight, she was certain, 
would be the test, and she prayed with all her heart that she would hate 
every minute of what would happen.


Ally walked demurely between the principal and her husband down the stairway 
from the kitchen and, when they arrived at the bottom, the principal opened 
a thick wooden door. She gasped and took a step back. It was though someone 
had just turned on a carnival on a television set.


Even though the room before her was dimly lit, it seemed to be illuminated 
by the noise and activity going on within. Seemingly dozens of people filled 
the large area, some dancing, some talking loudly and several couples were 
spread out on the long couches that lined the walls, engaged in various 
stages and positions of love-making. But, the thing that left her rooted to 
the floor, her knees trembling so that she could barely stay upright, was 
that no one had a stitch of clothing on them. Fat, thin, young and old, they 
casually went on with their various occupations as though the idea of 
covering themselves was unheard of. The principal, wending his way through 
the crowd, looked almost ridiculously out of place in his dark suit and tie. 
In her shocked daze, she was vaguely aware that Jeff still stood behind her, 
probably just as astounded as she was, she thought.


A moment later, the principal stood on a raised dais at the far end of the 
room. Standing before a dark curtain, he officially clapped his hands, 
calling for silence from the merry-making crowd of naked people. Her mind 
numbed by the shock of her surroundings, Ally merely stared curiously and 
waited for him to begin speaking as the noise slowly abated.


"My friends, the little treat I promised you for tonight has arrived. Meet 
Jeff and Ally Carson, the new additions to our little group." His eyes 
twinkled merrily as he boomed in the stentorian tones Ally knew so well. "I 
know from personal experience that the dear lady will be a lovely asset to 
our group. You will be pleased to discover that she is charmingly innocent, 
but I'm sure one meeting will be sufficient to relieve her of that weighty 
encumbrance. I'm sure some of you gentlemen will be happy to assist her."


He paused for a moment and Ally suddenly realized that she was the focus of 
innumerable hungry glances. She had worn one of her most provocative dresses 
to the "meeting," but she knew that she wouldn't have felt any safer in a 
suit of armor. The eyes picked at her clothing like tiny hands, drawing away 
layer after layer until she felt obscenely naked. Instinctively, she moved 
her hands to cover her breasts and pubic area, then blushed a deep shade of 
rose as the room resounded with the sound of dozens of amused snickers.


The principal smiled benignly, then went on. "Her husband, as you can see, 
is not quite so reticent. I hear from our little Kim that he too had the 
necessary requirements for a functional membership. As a matter-of-fact, Kim 
was rather enthusiastic about his ... um, requirements." He made as if to 
leave the platform, then paused, turning to the doorway in which Ally and 
Jeff still waited. "Please, come inside and shut the door. I'll leave you 
two to your own introductions. I'm sure you'll be well acquainted with 
everyone in no time."


As he stepped down, Ally was uncomfortably aware that many of the people had 
turned to stare toward the doorway in which they stood. The fear which had 
been rising within her since the principal began speaking turned to blind 
panic and she whirled around, whispering urgently, "Jeff, please, let's get 
out of this place. I can't ... I can't let all these men do it to me....


The words caught in her throat as she came face-to-face with her husband and 
realized at a glance that he too was completely naked. His eyes met hers in 
a withering glance and he muttered contemptuously, "I think that overheated 
little hole between your legs will take care of that." He pushed by her and 
suddenly she was alone in the doorway with his clothes piled on the steps 
behind her.


Frightened tears blurred her vision momentarily, then abruptly, she regained 
control of herself. All right, she decided as cold rage took control of her 
mind, if that's what he wants, he'll get it-in spades. "Whore" he called me, 
she fumed. Well, I'll show him what the word means tonight. We'll see how 
much he likes his wife acting like a slut!


Mustering all her courage, she turned around to face the four men who stood 
grinning before the doorway. They looked like starving men contemplating a 
steak dinner, she thought sardonically watching their faces as their eyes 
raked over her body. Suddenly, the fearful apprehension began to return when 
she tried to imagine how she would ever handle four men. It was impossible, 
she just couldn't do it, she thought frantically.


"How do you do, Ally? I'm Frank Vincent, the mayor."


Ally's eyes darted to the tall thin man at the left side of the group. She 
smiled gratefully at his warm friendly grin, then dropped her eyes again as 
she recognized the hunger that still glittered in his steel blue eyes. "How 
do you do," she murmured formally, then wondered what else there was to say. 
It would be just too absurd to discuss the weather at a time like this, she 
thought ridiculously.


"I'm afraid my friends have forgotten their manners," the balding mayor went 
on amiably.


"We don't often meet anyone as lovely as you in such conducive 
circumstances." His voice was smooth and charming and, in spite of her 
instinctive distrust of the man, she found herself responding to his 
carefully easy conversation. At this point, she appreciated any support she 
could find.


"Thank you for your kindness," she said sincerely. "I ... I've never been to 
anything ... like this ... before...."


"That's all right, Ally," he responded warmly. "There's a first time for all 
of us."


"Come on, come on. Let's get on with it. I want to get to know this little 
dolly a little better before we have to go home." The rough voice shattered 
Ally's growing confidence and she turned her head to view the short, paunchy 
middle-aged man who was puffing impatiently on a fat cigar. She gasped as 
her eyes fell on the biggest cock she had ever seen. Unable to take her eyes 
away, she stared at the long, flaccid tube that seemed to hang halfway down 
to his pudgy knees, wondering how in the world any woman could take anything 
that big.


"You like that, baby?" She raised her eyes to the fat-cheeked baby face of 
the man with the cigar. "Well, it's gonna be all yours," he grinned lewdly. 
"Then you can tell all your girl friends that you got it from old Bud Smith. 
They'll probably buy tickets to take a look at your cunt ... if that's were 
I decide to put it." He chewed a little more on the black stub, then added, 
"By the way, I'm the town garbage collector, so I'm around once a week, if 
you need any more."


Oh, God, she moaned to herself, how could she ever let that little pig of a 
man touch her. She looked at the other two men in the group, wondering if 
either of them would protect her from Bud Smith. What she saw wasn't 
encouraging.


"That's Hugh Bailey, our police captain," the mayor offered helpfully as she 
studied the cruel-faced, powerfully built man who stood between him and the 
garbage collector. Her eyes shifted to the remaining man at the other end of 
the group. "And that's Joe, Bud's son. He's the star quarterback on the high 
school football team."


Ally's heart sank. Not only was the boy built like a Goliath, but his cock 
was nearly as big as his father's. His pimply adolescent face reminded her 
of every movie she had ever seen on juvenile delinquency. There was no 
reprieve; she had seen the same smoldering lust in each of their eyes. Yet, 
the thought of anyone of them touching her body made her stomach turn. 
Frantically she wracked her brain trying to think of some way out. Suddenly, 
a question occurred to her.


"I thought that this was a high school group, where are the rest of the 
students?" she inquired of no one in particular.


"Aw, most of them would rather go out parking," Bud volunteered 
contemptuously. "Most of them aren't ready for all this sophisticated sex. 
So, just the really advanced ones ever find out about the group and that 
keeps things interesting. The rest of us is community leaders, if you know 
what I mean. That way Angus don't have to worry about any trouble, and we 
all get our kicks too."


Ally could tell they were getting impatient with simple conversation and she 
had no idea of how she would ever escape. The principal had wisely arranged 
so that the city officials had a personal interest in the group.


"Come on, honey. Let's you and us go find a place that's a little more 
comfortable."


Ally felt her heart rise to her throat at the sound of the dreaded words. 
"Oh, no ... I can't," she lamely protested. "I ... don't feel too well ... 
perhaps, I'd better just go home, if you don't mind...."


"Now, now, ma'am, you just forget your worries," the policeman spoke up 
brightly. "Your husband's having a damned good time-you don't want to be a 
party-pooper, now do you? Why, we're gonna have that hot little box of yours 
climbing the walls in no time at all!"


Before she cold argue further, one of the men had taken her hand and began 
to lead her across the faintly-lit room. The party had quieted down and she 
looked around to see that everyone there had settled down to serious sex. 
After raking the room with her eyes, she finally found Jeff, barely visible 
under the flurry of naked girls and women who were ministering to his needs.


Ally paused for a moment and stared into the corner Jeff and his harem were 
occupying. All the girls were engrossed in arousing Jeff and each other: two 
taking turns at licking and sucking his rampant penis, another concentrating 
strictly on his dangling testicles and another with her soft curling pubic 
hair positioned directly over his face and tickling against his lips as he 
lay writhing on the floor. Ally's stomach was churning with disgust when a 
rough tug on her arm drew her away from the scene.


"Come on, girly," she heard the garbage man admonish her. "We're missing all 
the fun."


She docilely allowed herself to be pulled across the room, thinking over 
what she had just seen and becoming angrier by the second. And Jeff had even 
had the nerve to criticize her for being unfaithful, she fumed. Well, her 
dear husband didn't look like he was struggling to break away from the 
chorus line over there! Obviously, he had not given her a thought since he 
left her alone in the doorway. More than anything else in the world, she 
wanted to teach him a lesson he wouldn't soon forget, even though it might 
break the marriage, or what shreds were left of it.


As she and Bud Smith approached the others who were waiting impatiently on 
the other side of the room, Ally made the most difficult decision of her 
life. Tossing aside all morals and scruples, she decided to go along with 
the four men and do whatever they might require of her. But, only, if they 
agreed to do it behind the curtain of the little stage. Then, later, when 
she was in a position that would really hurt and humiliate her husband, she 
would ask one of them to pull the curtain, so that everyone could see.


"Wow, that's a real neat idea," Bud Smith's gargantuan son exclaimed when 
Ally told the group what she wanted to do. "Can we, Dad? Can we, huh? Damn, 
that would be almost as good as being in a stag movie!"


The three older men looked at each other, slow grins of excited interest 
spreading across their faces as they considered the possibilities of the 
idea. Ally had prudently left out her motive for staging the exhibition and 
she was thankful that no one had thought to question her about it. She saw 
with relief that they were too aroused to be suspicious of her idea and were 
much more interested in the "how" of the proposed project than the "why."


"Yeah, that might be real interesting," the policeman said thoughtfully. 
"What do you say we do something extremely entertaining for our audience?"


Ally felt another pang of apprehension as she saw them nod and exchange 
smiling glances. She realized that they might want her to perform that 
unnatural thing Kim had done to her husband yesterday afternoon, but if that 
was the price for revenge against Jeff, Ally guessed that she would be able 
to force herself to go through with it.


"Yes, let's do something absolutely breathtaking," she airily agreed as she 
climbed up onto the raised platform and slipped behind the heavy blue velvet 
curtain, followed by the four lasciviously grinning men.


She paused for a moment in the absolute blackness of the curtained alcove, 
shuddering slightly as she wondered what was going to happen next. Her 
answer came a moment later as she felt an anonymous hand slide the zipper 
down the back of her dress. Faceless hands slid the garment down over her 
hips, then helped her to slip out of her bra and panties. She had just 
started to unclasp her garter belt when restraining hands stopped her, 
gently but insistantly.


"No, leave your stockings on," a gruff voice commanded. "I want to see you 
like that."


"Shit, I want to see her now," another voice chimed in. "Isn't there a light 
back here?"


A moment later, Ally was blinded by the brilliant light that filled the tiny 
cubicle. As her eyes became accustomed to the glare, she realized that it 
was a spotlight overhead. Why, this must really be a stage, she realized, 
looking around the room. There behind her was a huge bed, covered in blue 
velvet matching the curtains. It had occurred to her that the platform had 
probably been used for stag shows before, when the sound of indrawn breath 
from the four men surrounding her interrupted her thoughts.


"Goddamn ... look at that beautiful ass," Bud Smith rasped in a hoarse tone 
of voice.


Ally knew she was blushing. The mayor had said nothing, but he continually 
licked his lips as though he were tasting and evaluating a rare wine.


The policeman jerked his head toward the bed and grinned lewdly. "Well, 
baby. You about ready for your initiation to the syndicate?"


On the other side of the curtain, the air was filled with gasps and moans of 
delight, the occasional shriek of a powerful orgasm. Ally was aware of 
something akin to terror creeping over her. What was she doing here? Nude! 
With four strangers-four men who had encircled her as though she were a 
trembling, helpless doe tracked down by a pack of hungry wolves. They were 
closing in now. She jumped as though she had been touched with a live wire 
as the garbageman lovingly stroked on a cheek of her supple buttocks.


"Don't be nervous," the mayor said.


"Maybe she'd like it in the ass," Bud Smith suggested, worming his finger 
into the crevice between her buttocks. Ally jumped again, and this time all 
four men laughed insolently at her.


The policeman stood right in front of her; his burning eyes moved up and 
down her body like rifle sights homing in on a target. He spoke slowly, in a 
husky lust-contorted voice. "Baby, you were made for fucking, and you're 
going to be fucked like you've never been fucked before."


Humiliated and biting her lips in shame, Ally stood with downcast head as 
the moronic teenager stepped forward and used his thumb and forefinger to 
part the soft curling strands of her pubic hair and open her vaginal lips. 
"Oh, man, that's some pussy," he gasped. "I'm gonna get a little of that to 
eat before we fuck her."


The mayor nodded his head. "I agree. Maybe we should all try a little." He 
took Ally by the arm and pulled her over to the huge bed in the middle of 
the stage. "It's high time for the initiation," he said. "Lie down."


Ally hesitated and found herself being forced down on the velvet-covered 
bed. She watched wild-eyed as they bent over her to drink in her naked 
loveliness, their lust-twisted faces unbelievable masks of desire. There was 
nothing she could do against their number and strength. She was alone and 
completely at their mercy to do with as they wished. She felt two of them 
grab her shoulders and arms, pinning her to the Bed. At the end of the 
mattress was the pudgy body of Bud Smith who stood above her looking down, 
hands on hips, his monstrous erect prick hovering rigidly, menacingly, his 
hairy sperm-swollen sac hanking like a water-filled balloon at its base. 
Momentarily, she thought she was going to faint, even prayed that she might, 
and then she saw the mountainous teenager touch his father's arm.


"Wait a minute, Dad," he said, his eyes beady with lust as he looked into 
the other's face. "If you get her first, she ain't gonna be any good for 
anybody else. Let me eat her out a little first."


"Yeah, Bud," the policeman chimed in from where he stood holding down her 
right arm and shoulder. "Let the kid do it! I want to watch her face as that 
hot little pussy gets itself all heated up.


The garbage collector grinned resignedly and stepped away from the edge of 
the bed, letting the pimply-faced boy take his place.


Ally froze in sudden shame as the thick-lipped youth slowly spread her 
thighs and dropped to his knees on the bed between them, his dull eyes 
feasting of the vision of her exposed, down-covered pubic area. As his head 
moved downward, a muffled groan escaped through her tightly-clenched teeth.


"Go on, boy! Hell, she just don't know how much she wants it! Go on! Lick 
her cunt!" she heard Bud Smith cry.


A convulsive spasm jerked at her thigh and stomach muscles as she felt his 
lips pressing into the soft naked flesh of her belly. She tried to cringe 
from his touch, but the sudden wet contact sent an involuntary chill racing 
the length of her spine. Then, she felt the boy's wet tongue tracing 
downward to the "V" of her crotch and the spreading of her soft dark pubic 
hair with his thumbs as his tongue laced snake-like into the moist, tight 
slit of her vagina.


Her body responded automatically, convulsively jerking, and a loud moan 
escaped from her lips. Roughly, she felt him clamp his sweating palms 
against the soft insides of her thighs as if to spread her more wide open to 
him, and she forced her head up, her eyes open wide in abject terror to see 
him hunched on all fours down between her wide-spread thighs, grinning up at 
her like a beast of prey about to pounce on its defenseless victim. The 
pink, moist flesh of her naked vagina was presented up to his leering face 
like a sacrifice in some ancient pagan ritual. She looked to the men around 
her for some kind of mercy, but saw only lewdly grinning faces and throbbing 
angry cocks completely surrounding her.


Ohs and ahs and the harsh sucking-in of breath came down to her ears as the 
teenager again slowly drew apart the ragged pink lips of her helplessly 
spread vagina. They stared greedily down between her legs until suddenly, 
with an animal-like groan, the youth's head again dipped down with a 
maddening suck of his rubbery lips, drew the tiny pink bud of Ally's 
throbbing clitoris into his hot moist mouth. He nibbled at it with the sharp 
tips of his teeth, feeling it jerk to life.


Ally clenched her eyes tightly shut against the whirlpools of sensation that 
were shooting wildly through her captive loins. She fought with all her 
strength against the betrayal of her body. Yet, in spite of her revulsion at 
the strange assortment of men who had control of her body, sparks of 
forbidden pleasure were beginning to tingle deep down in her belly, and her 
firm round breasts jiggled sensuously from the cruel buffeting her lower 
body was undergoing.


Suddenly, the teenager's tongue slipped forward, burrowing up her straining 
cunt like a racing lizard, and she realized it was no longer possible to 
ignore what was happening within her body. She remembered the decision she 
had made to go along with everything these men might want and suddenly 
realized that it had been unnecessary. She was certain they could force her 
to do anything they desired and besides, she had no choice but to admit that 
she was enjoying everything that was happening to her. A momentary flash of 
regret entered her mind and when she remembered how she had last seen her 
husband, surrounded by naked women and apparently enjoying it to the 
fullest. Well, you shouldn't she enjoy it just as much? The question echoed, 
unanswered, in her mind as she happily surrendered to the shocks of pleasure 
rippling crazily through her body as the youth's tongue speared in and out 
of her dilated vagina. Suddenly all rational thought was forgotten as her 
body responded more and more frantically to the oral manipulations of her 
hungry quivering cunt. Her hips jerked forward involuntarily, burying the 
flicking tongue to its roots.


She had never felt so blatantly wanton in her life; and for the first time, 
she didn't care about anything. Nothing else mattered now; not Jeff, not 
principles, not humiliation, just the diabolical reality of the probing 
tongue that had crawled into her hot steaming furrow. Her buttocks ground 
desperately into the mattress, frantically trying to quell the searing, hot 
lashes of flame that suddenly licked maddenly at her naked quivering body. 
She had never realized before what it meant to be a truly sensual woman and 
tonight she was truly free, free to work out the accumulated frustration of 
years of watching out for her "reputation" and months of fighting off her 
husband's improper advances. Perhaps it was the fact that these men were 
strangers or that she was virtually at their mercy, she didn't know for sure 
what it was but something had released her inhibitions. Something had turned 
her body on and she prayed for both her and Jeff's sake that she would not 
be soon turned off.


Straining wildly against the restraining arms, she thrust her pelvis upward, 
frantically grinding her cunt up tight into the youth's face. She writhed 
her buttocks in tight frenzied circles, fighting for the release that was 
now so close. Suddenly, the youth stopped his licking and sucking and raised 
his head with difficulty from the vice-like grip of her thighs.


"Oh, God, no, don't stop," she cried in frustration as she saw him backing 
away from the juncture of her thighs and twist to get up off the bed. 
"Please, come back! Come back! I was almost ready to cum! Don't leave me 
like this! Won't someone help me?"


Her eyes glazed in wild desire, she searched the faces of the men who stood 
around the bed above her. Finally, the policeman grinned down at her and let 
go of the arm he had been holding to the bed. Partially freed, she grabbed 
his hand and yanked him down to her, kissing his lips, his nose, his eyes, 
her tongue slavering all over his face. She was so close to completion!


She needed but one thing now; she needed a cock!


"Oh, God, hurry!" she gasped as the leering man climbed between her 
wide-spread thighs. Grabbing the thick, blood-filled shaft that jutted from 
his groin, she guided it straight to the hungry gorge of her cunt, his 
powerful body smashing a deep groan from her as he rammed down into her. His 
balls smacked heavily on her upturned ass, his hard, hairy stomach scraping 
against the yielding softness of her belly.


Ally strained against him, wanting him deeper into her madly quivering cunt.


"Fuck harder! Fuck harder!" she screamed at him in her frenzy of 
newly-awakened lust.


He clutched the cheeks of her ass and drove his prick to the hilt. Oh God, 
it was too short!


She groaned in frustration and splayed her legs wide out over the bed to 
give him greater access, but it did not help. His jerking cock pis-toned 
into her mercilessly,. bringing gasps of pain as his pelvis smacked against 
her loins, a brutal thud sounding with each pile-driving thrust. She moaned 
again; he was bringing her to a climax with the brutal pounding of his body.


She sucked beneath him, straining for the maddeningly elusive peak of 
sensation, and then, abruptly, she felt his pummeling rod stiffen without 
warning, spewing its white-hot juices far up into the hidden recesses of her 
tortured womb.


The keenness of her disappointment left tears of frustration running down 
her passion inflamed cheeks. Then, through the haze of her passion, she 
realized that the policeman had left her and someone else was standing 
between her legs. It was Bud Smith, she realized, and then her gaze fell to 
his cock. It couldn't be true, she thought clearly, the shock of the sight 
sobering her instantly. His giant blue-veined cock reared out from under his 
paunchy stomach like a third arm with a huge pair of fists balled between 
his stubby legs. Fearfully, she estimated it to be at least ten inches long 
and two wide, and the two monstrous sperm-bloated balls hanging at the base 
gave it the menacing appearance of a mighty gun ready to roar into belching 
flames. She gasped in terror, drawing her thighs tightly together in 
anguished fear, her mouth dropping loosely open in astonished horror and 
disbelief.


"N-no, please ... I can't ... it's too big...."


"Now, don't you worry, girly," she heard him say cheerfully. "All my ladies 
say that the first time, but they never complain again. Besides, the 
principal's big cock must of stretched your pussy a bit, so it won't be too 
hard at all. Yep, I think old Fang here is going to get himself a nice warm 
winter coat."


Ally was wide-eyed with horror as she watched the pudgy man stroke up and 
down the length of "Fang," drawing back the heavy foreskin to expose the 
purplish head with a sinister drop of semen glistening on the tip like a 
single eye. The faces above her came closer, leering and gaping as if to get 
a better view of the spectacle about to take place. Strong hands grasped her 
ankles, raising them and bending them over her writhing body until her toes 
touched the velvet coverlet on either side of her head, and she gasped with 
the stretching pain. The flat plane of her luscious hair-covered pussy was 
presented up to the kneeling man in defenseless offering. It was his to 
plunder at will.


The lust-incited group around the bed gasped as the great bulging head found 
its pulsating opening. It nestled for a moment against the ping ragged edges 
of flesh, insinuating itself gently between them.


"Ram it to her, Dad!" exclaimed the huge boy, excitedly gripping his own 
shaft tightly in one hand as he held Ally's left ankle down with the other.


With a flick of his plump hips, the grinning garbage man forced the 
blood-engorged chunky head to penetrate a portion of an inch inside the 
quivering lips of her hair-lined cunt, brutally expanding the resisting 
rubbery flesh almost to the bursting point.


Ally threw her head back to scream, but suddenly a hand clamped roughly over 
her mouth. From somewhere through her haze of pain, she heard someone 
mumble, "Yeah, keep her quiet until she gets used to it or we'll have her 
husband in here, trying to kill us."


"Yeah, but just wait," another voice chuckled, "and in a few minutes, she'll 
be ready to follow the garbage truck around for weeks just to get a touch of 
old Fang again."


"Uuuuummmmpppph!"


It sank a cruel inch, the struggling girl trying desperately to kick her 
legs free and escape the punishing impalement, but eager restraining hands 
held her tight to the mattress. She was certain her cunt lips were tearing 
down between her wide held legs! The pain was unbearable, racking her 
inhumanly stretched body like bolts of torturous flesh-searing lightning.


The short, flabby man levered up on his hands in the push-up position and 
flicked forward again-his grin widening as the relentless cock slipped in 
another excruciating inch.


"Mmmmmmmmpppphhh!"


Another inch....


"Mmmmmmmooppphhh! Uuuuummmmph!"


Hot breath coursed over her naked sweating body as the men crowded closer, 
gazing as if hypnotized at the skewering of this voluptuous young woman as 
if she were some medieval slave. Then, she was dimly aware of clutching 
hands, squeezing and massaging at her breasts and fingers clawing over every 
part of her flesh until it felt as though she were covered with tiny 
crawling things, feverishly working to enter every opening of her 
pain-wracked helpless body.


Beneath the sweating palm that covered her mouth, she sobbed hysterically, 
tears gushing like fountains from her open but almost unseeing eyes.


Her sobbing, struggling protests only seemed to incite the men more, 
however, and a sudden great crushing thrust from the man above her sent the 
giant cock plowing crushingly into the deep folds of her resisting passage, 
pressing great waves of her pink soft flesh rippling before it. Ally jerked 
convulsively as the huge rod raced into her belly like a runway freight 
train, smashing all resistance. It was an uncontrolled demon crawling around 
inside her, filling her every crevice and pushing her inner organs into 
tight balls that could not breathe or move. She thought it would burst into 
her throat if he didn't stop. It was ripping her soul from her body and 
devouring it in great gulps of depraved sensuality.


Suddenly, it stopped! With an earthquake-like thud, his balls crashed 
resoundingly down against the wide-split crevice of her ass. The immense 
semen inflated sac danced on her buttocks and at last his monstrous rod lay 
imbedded to the hilt inside Ally's trembling young cunt.


The pudgy man above her held still for a moment, waiting for the curvaceous 
girl to adjust to the presence of his huge member in her white, soft belly. 
He smiled knowingly as her pain-contorted face began to slowly relax, the 
tightly gnashed teeth opening in surprise as she became accustomed to the 
out-sized member that was forcibly expanding the cringing walls of her 
vagina.


He flexed the great head inside her and she groaned uncontrollably, her 
teeth reclenching. He flexed again ... waited and watched, then flexed 
again. Her muffled groans were becoming progressively quieter as her hot 
passage became accustomed to the monstrous intrusion. Then, he began a slow 
revolving motion with his pelvis, grinding his great cudgel into her naked 
crotch, expanding the tight-stretched interior of her vagina until it fit 
him like a well-tailored glove.


The men around her stared wide-eyed, unbelieving that the tight tiny cunt 
they had seen before could swallow the whole of the enormous buried member. 
From either side, eager fingers teased at the fleshy hair-covered lips 
suckling his Herculean prick. She felt a fingertip probe beneath the 
dangling balls at her tiny anus, flicking teasingly at it like another 
tongue. She winced as it paused and probed, suddenly popping inside the 
tight surrounding nether ring, worming deeply into the tender, velvety flesh 
inside. It rolled around, enlarging the tiny opening until the very palm of 
the invading hand lay flat against her rounded ass-cheeks, the entire finger 
sunk safely inside the dry throbbing hole.


Without warning, Bud Smith began an agonizing fucking motion in and out of 
Ally's moist stretched pussy, ramming forward pitilessly from the peak of 
his withdrawal and battering her pain-wracked body mercilessly down against 
the mattress. The finger buried deep in her asshole began to piston in and 
out in rhythm with the massive, slow drubbing cock in a tempoed fucking team 
that brought groans of pleasure and pain to the lips of her tortured mouth 
in time with their dual rhythm.


The pain was miraculously subsiding and a weird sensation of tingling joy 
was again seeping through her defenseless body. The outrageously debasement 
and subjugation aroused strange masochistic delights to surge through her 
bloodstream. Her hips began unconsciously gyrating in an abandoned tempo to 
match the increasing speed of the cock and finger fucking into her. Hands 
from all around her groped to drive her on as leering faces peered down upon 
her hungrily.


"Oh, yes, yes, fuck me like that," she crooned gratefully as the restraining 
hand was lifted from her mouth. She gazed around her in blurred ecstasy. 
Hardened male cocks were everywhere. No longer compelled to hold her to the 
bed, the men had begun stroking their swollen, lust inflated members in time 
to the huge monster fucking into her cunt and the anonymous finger worming 
around in her tightly clenched rectum like another throbbing prick. She was 
surrounded by them, imprisoned by them, and all the time, the most 
magnificent of them all fucked into her, expanding with each stroke. For a 
moment, she remembered that the curtain had not yet been opened, that her 
husband was not yet aware of her complete degradation, but the thought faded 
as quickly as it had appeared. There was no time to think of anything else 
now. She was a prisoner, a helpless captive who could do nothing against the 
delicious assault of her cunt and asshole, trapped between the two invading 
rods like a helpless insect.


"Oh, God, don't stop ... Don't ever stop!" she gasped thickly, her brain 
reeling as she rotated her up-thrust ass faster and faster to keep pace with 
the monstrous poles of flesh and finger pummeling into her like tireless 
fucking machines. Then, she felt someone seize her hand and place a cock 
into it, pressing her fingers snugly around. No longer caring what happened 
to her, she began to stroke it in time to the mutual tempo, as she felt the 
shaft of flesh drubbing into her cunt expanding almost to the bursting 
point.


"No! No! Wait ... wait!" she cried in desperation, but it was too late. She 
looked up to see the man's eyeballs rolling happily in his head and his 
great balls began forcing gush after gush of his hot, thick sperm deep into 
her constricting belly. She ground her naked crotch up tightly against his 
pelvis to stop his stream for a moment, but the very nature of her sucking 
movement defeated her purpose. The nibbling clasp of her cunt milked it 
clean,, until the final dregs of his vast hot semen gurgled deep in her 
distended womb.


The chubby man collapsed useless and drained on her still squirming form, 
the head of his deflated cock slipping from her sucking cunt with a sudden 
pop.


Under his bulk, Ally sobbed in unbearable frustration. It just wasn't fair 
that she should be so cruelly deprived of the climax she had fought so hard 
for while these men used her body to satisfy their own selfish desire. And 
Jeff was probably having a wonderful time out in the party room, damn him! 
Then, suddenly she remembered her vengeful resolution. Opening her eyes, she 
looked around her with accusing eyes.


"You forgot to open the curtain," she said bitterly as she mentally saw her 
plan for revenge going down the drain.


The mayor and Bud Smith's son had been talking quietly together, but at the 
sound of her querulous tone of voice, they sprang apart. Ally couldn't 
stifle a little shudder of apprehension as she noticed the strange sadistic 
light that glowed in their eyes.


"Don't you worry about that, ma'am," the youth assured her. "We ain't 
finished yet, not by a long shot!" He smiled conspiratorily at the mayor. 
"After all, we ain't had a go at you yet. Hugh, here, will pull that curtain 
when things get interesting, won't you, Hugh?"


The policeman, who had been standing close enough to overhear the whispered 
conversation, bobbed his head up and down in enthusiastic agreement. "You 
bet your ass, boy! This show is going to get all those tired old cocks out 
there up and flying again, or I'm not a red-blooded American boy!"


"W-what are you going to do to me?" Ally inquired, trying to sound unafraid.


"Just do exactly what we tell you," the mayor advised. "And you'll find out 
soon enough. Now, turn over and get on your knees, Ally."


Puzzled, but willing to cooperate with almost anything to settle the account 
with her wayward husband, she obeyed. Pushing the still panting garbage 
collector to the side of the mattress, she rolled over and crawled to her 
knees, resting on all fours. She suddenly felt the weight of the husky 
teenager dropping to the bed beside her and then felt his sweating hands 
stretching open the cheeks of her buttocks. She immediately assumed that the 
youth was planning to take her the same way Jeff had done it, that one time 
last weekend, seemingly so long ago. It had horrified her then, but now she 
didn't care. If Jeff saw her being taken like an animal, like a bitch in 
heat, perhaps it would humiliate him even more.


"Now, relax and don't worry," the mayor whispered as he climbed onto the bed 
in front of her. "This might be a little uncomfortable at first, but you'll 
quickly get used to it." His hands firmly grasped her shoulders and pushed 
them roughly down onto the mattress, holding them tightly to the bed while 
her buttocks were left waving high in the air.


A tremor of fear passed through Ally's body, but only for a brief moment. 
Her cunt was still dangling hungrily, yearning to be filled by the boy's 
huge cock, and she waggled her ass invitingly before him. The youth's 
fingers slowly moved inside of her, beginning a slow rhythmic thrust and she 
found herself squirming back against them, trying to swallow his hand in her 
hot, twitching pussy. Tiny moans of pleasure rippled from her lips in 
helpless cadence to the lewd pummeling, feverish manipulations within her 
warm pulsating depths. Her will-power seemed to have been entirely drained 
from her as her excitement built, and she found herself wishing he would ram 
his huge, hard member into her impatiently waiting passage.


Then suddenly she felt his fingers move up from her drenched pussy and begin 
probing at the tiny puckered inlet a few inches above.


Before she could protest, she heard the mayor command loudly, "Spread your 
legs, Ally."


Perhaps the boy had made some kind of mistake, she thought in puzzlement, 
and obediently moved her knees apart. His finger continued to prod at the 
deep red little hole. She winced, jumping forward slightly as he strained at 
it, and suddenly, it had entered, not hurting as she had anticipated, but 
sending a sensation of surprised pleasure through her, as he insinuated it 
slowly and methodically into her rectum.


He wormed his finger deeper into the tight expanding hole, sawing it in and 
out, widening the tiny anus more and more. She cried out a little and 
grabbed tight handfuls of the velvet bedspread as she felt it slip in past 
the first knuckle.


He forced in another finger and this time it hurt. She winced with the pain 
and tried to bounce away from the impalement, but the mayor's hands on her 
shoulders held her firmly to the bed. For a brief moment he was still, then 
his fingers began to work together inside her clinging rectum. He screwed 
both fingers into her mercilessly, stretching the tiny puckered anus until 
she grunted in pain each time he twisted his hand.


The other man watched in fascination at the cruel subjugation of this lovely 
young wife by the big, stupid-looking youth. Their faces registered 
disbelief when suddenly Ally's flushed face began to show joy. Her mouth 
opened and began to pant and mewl as the cruel fingers worked around and 
around deep in her wide-stretched rectum. The pimply teenager grinned 
triumphantly as he prodded at the defenseless asshole and Ally squirmed 
beneath his cruel probe in total surrender to the strangely arousing 
manipulations.


"Go on, boy," she heard someone hiss loudly. "She's ready now ... Fuck her 
in the ass!"


Ally stiffened as the words penetrated her consciousness. They couldn't mean 
it, she thought as her mind raced frantically. That was a perversion so 
disgusting she had never even imagined it. All the time, she had thought 
that the boy was just doing some strange new kind of foreplay, and she had 
to admit that it had excited her. In fact, she was so aroused she could 
barely stand it, but she wanted a big, hard fleshy rod to ram into her 
aching pussy, not ... back there.


She felt his fingers pull out of her, the rubbery skin of her anus clinging 
to them and making a sucking hissing noise. Then, she felt him push the 
cheeks apart again, and she cringed against the mattress, expecting the huge 
blunt knob of his cock to cram brutally into the tiny sensitive opening. 
Instead, she felt his moist breath warming the crevices between her 
buttocks. Suddenly, his tongue began teasingly licking at the quivering 
black hole. She felt his mouth pressed against the tight puckered hole and 
abruptly, his tongue thrust through the rubbery ring, drawing a low 
guttural. groan from the girl before him. The sensation was maddenly 
exciting and he continued until the squirming girl could not stand it 
another minute.


"Oh, God, fuck it! Fuck it, please!" she breathed in a thick passionate 
voice. "Hurry up or I'll die!"


As she spoke, the mouth was withdrawn and she felt his hot, hairy body move 
in between her thighs, and a shiver of anticipation surged through her. She 
felt the smooth spongy head of his cock resting within her split crevice and 
she reached back between her legs to where his heavy balls hung down and 
gently stroked and cupped them.


"Hey, you were right," she heard the youth gasp delightedly. "She really 
does want it ... Goddamn, I've always wanted to fuck a woman in the ass...."


"Help him, Ally," the mayor said softly, his voice almost hypnotically 
droning in the silence of the room. "Put it in for him. Put it in your ass.


Ally's hand moved hesitantly from the softness of the balls to grasp the 
huge rock-hard cock. A sudden expression of fear flashed through her eyes as 
her fingers wrapped around it and perceived the enormity of the throbbing 
instrument. She stroked it experimentally as she tried to decide what to do.


"Put it in, Ally," the mayor murmured insistantly, digging his fingers 
harshly into her shoulders. "Put it in your hot little ass!"


Submitting to the cold command and the pressure of the mayor's hands, she 
held her breath and placed the tip against the tight hairless opening. She 
felt him begin to prod and realized that her fears had been well-founded and 
that she had overestimated herself in her passion. It was way too big! She 
felt him prodding and working at her anus, like a giant battering ram trying 
to break through a mousetrap. The pressure against the tiny opening was 
unbearable. Something had to give way....


Suddenly, something did....


He pushed forward and she felt a slight pop at her anus and then a spasm of 
pain so unbearable that she twisted wildly, cramming a clenched fist into 
her mouth to stifle the bloodcurdling scream that was rising to her throat. 
Her buttocks were moving like a live animal thrashing about to escape but 
her jerks only helped to drive the fiery rod deeper and deeper into her 
shaking, thrashing behind.


The men watched, grinning lasciviously, as she tried to pull away from the 
agonizing impalement, but the youth held her hips tighter to him and pushed 
harder.


"Ooooooohhh," she groaned from the pain, her face contorted tightly from the 
first ravishment of her virginal anus. "It hurts! It's too big! Oh, God!"


But he ignored her frenzied pleas, shoving mercilessly as he hugged her hips 
in his savage attack and bellowed hoarsely, "Shove back, damn it! Shove 
back!"


She could hardly think. Every way was pain and more pain. It felt as though 
someone were driving a red hot poker into the very depths of her being. What 
had he said? Was he trying to help her ease the pain?


"Push back, Ally," she heard the mayor command, barely discerning his words 
in her agony.


Praying for relief, she followed his order, opening her clenched buttocks 
with a deliberate mind shattering, effort she hunched back against the huge 
punishing weapon.


"Aaaaaaaaagggghhh!" she grunted in pain as the teenager's body pressed down 
on her with pulverizing strength, the monstrous shaft ripping far up into 
her quivering belly. Bucking crazily against him, she tried with all her 
might to throw him off, but as she squirmed, he rammed down, imbedding his 
thick, rock-hard cock all the way to the hilt in the soft, flaccid tunnel of 
her ass. The pain was unbearable and she fought in wild desperation for a 
full minute longer against the brutal fleshy pole sunk in her backside and 
then, with a final groan of hopeless surrender, she ceased her struggling.


Gasping with arousal at the spectacle of the voluptuous white body skewered 
on the end of his stiff fleshy rod, the youth began sawing rhythmically deep 
into the soft rubbery passageway, burying his rampaging instrument to the 
balls in her nearly split anus with each brutal thrust.


Then, before the unbelieving eyes of the men around her, Ally began to move 
backwards to meet each forward movement of the boy's body. He was reveling 
in the cruel sodomizing of her backside like a subservient slave of old 
kneeling before a brutal master. The grinning youth slammed into her with 
hard pitiless thrusts, watching in sadistic delight as the stretched pink 
flesh of her anus followed the thick shaft out on each backstroke as though 
it were fighting the withdrawal of the huge member.


Ally bared her teeth and wagged her head from side to side, her hair a wild 
tangle flying around her face, as he rammed again and again and again. She 
tried to think, but each time his driving lunges would thrust her forward, 
and she would squirm back onto his powerful rod until soon she was overcome 
with an all-pervading masochistic joy. The pain suddenly seemed strangely 
pleasant to her. She found herself undulating her body and moving her 
buttocks in tiny circles.


Ally wallowed obscenely, raising and lowering her hips almost to the tip of 
his lust-hardened cudgel, then back down to drive it deep within her burning 
channel. She mewled in pleasure as she felt his balls smacking rhythmically 
against her cunt below sending additional tingles of excitement through her 
ravaged body. Behind her, she heard the impassioned and elated teenager 
groaning each time he surged up into her and she too was moaning beneath him 
and twisting and waving the whiteness of her ass back at him in a lewd 
invitation to fuck into her harder and deeper.


"Ooooooh, ooooooh," she groaned and gasped as he pressed forward as hard as 
he could, pulling the soft cheeks of her ass wide apart to allow him to go 
deeper and just holding it there. Her hands reached under her body and was 
gently cradling his balls, scraping her nails over them in a maddening 
teasing motion that brought saliva dribbling down over her back and buttocks 
from the youth's gaping mouth.


Suddenly, she felt another movement around her head, and she could feel the 
mattress dropping in front of her face as a heavyweight slid closer to her. 
Fingers were fumbling with her lips, trying to open her mouth and then felt 
a spongy, wet sensation pressing against her lips. She jerked her eyes open 
and gazed with horror at a long white cock, about seven or eight inches 
long, right in front of her face. The mayor, who could no longer stand the 
lust-inciting scene of the beautiful girl being fucked in the ass by the 
husky youth, had moved closer on the bed.


"Get up on your hands," he gasped hoarsely, brutally lifting her shoulders 
from the mattress. When she resisted, he twined his fingers in her tousled 
hair and brutally yanked her head upward. "Lift your head, Ally. I want you 
to suck my cock!"


Moaning with pain and humiliation, she followed his command, raising her 
torso until she was balanced on her hands and knees. The mayor climbed to 
his knees in front of her and grasped both sides of her head vice-like 
between his palms, poising the head of his cock against her lips. She 
mumbled in terror and revulsion and tried to shake her head away, but he 
held her tight and she could not move. She could only clench her teeth 
tightly and try to keep it away, but he was not to be denied. As he 
increased the pressure, it felt as though her lips were being pushed back 
through the sharpness, of her teeth.


She struggled in horror against this rinal humiliation, her mind racing to 
think of some escape. Suddenly a solution sprang to her mind, the 
obviousness of it made her almost cry with relief. Of course, Jeff was right 
outside. Even if he was angry with her, he would help her out of a situation 
as humiliating as this. Using all the strength she could muster, she opened 
her mouth to scream and pulled her head back away from the mayor's 
pressuring loins....


"Je-mmmmmuuuummmph!"


The youth behind her had suddenly shoved cruelly forward, burying his 
monstrous shaft even deeper in her rectum, causing her to jump forward in 
surprise at the sudden powerful lunge. Her face ran head on into the waiting 
hard erect cock that rammed without warning into her open mouth. The long, 
thick instrument crushed through her soft, moist lips and into the warm wet 
cavern of her mouth. She could feel the hugeness of it slithering up the 
length of her tongue and filling her mouth completely with its thick, fleshy 
hardness.


He fucked into her face viciously, like it was a second delicious cunt. Ally 
gagged as it rammed half-way down her throat, the full length of it 
disappearing into her ovaled lips almost to the hilt. His balls slapped 
harshly against her chin, the downy fuzz covering them, tickling like a 
light airy feather. She struggled for breath, catching small gasps of air on 
each out-stroke. She fought mentally against the obscene rape of her mouth, 
but it was useless as he quickened his thrusts to match those of the youth 
fucking into her ravaged asshole, never quite pulling it all the way out, 
but always leaving a slight part of the tip beyond her lips in the hot, 
moist shelter of her mouth.


Ally closed her eyes in utter humiliation as they buffeted her back and 
forth like a rag doll between them, using her helpless body as a great 
receptacle into which they would pump their burning sperm. She was no longer 
human but a great mass of limp flesh, unable to think or feel.


But then, the very helplessness of her position flickered through her mind. 
The mental picture of being fucked mercilessly like she was nothing but a 
lowly street whore between the two lust-crazed men incited her. The desire 
deep in her belly became a raging torrent once again and she began to roll 
her buttocks high up behind her in a circular movement, tightening her anal 
muscles around the hot, fleshy pole burrowing into her. She wanted to milk 
it dry, to fill her belly again until the hot stick fluids ran out of her 
asshole and down her already thickly covered thighs. She sucked insatiably 
at the broad prick in her mouth, her cheeks hollowing and filling with his 
every thrust. It was the first time in her life she had ever tasted a cock 
and she explored it hungrily. Her tongue twirled wildly at the blood-filled 
head, probing madly at the tiny gland on the tip. She wanted it to shoot 
into her mouth, to swallow it and feel it pouring down her throat to meet 
the sperm that would soon be shooting into her entrails from behind. She 
wanted it to run through her body in great torrents.


Behind her, the boy was building toward the end. He began to fuck faster 
into her, harder and faster, battering mercilessly against the quivering 
cheeks of her ass with his hard driving hips. His hands gripped tensely 
around her tiny waist, squeezing the soft flesh until bright red welts rose 
from the pressure of his fingers.


She moaned incessantly beneath the dual attack as the mayor cuped and 
kneaded her jiggling breasts hanging down beneath her bucking torso with a 
frenzied pressure that almost jerked her mind away from the ceaseless 
ravishment of her other tender parts.


The youth behind her reached down and pulled her ass cheeks even wider 
apart, beginning to drive his pelvis into her soft yielding buttocks with 
hard vicious smacks that resounded in the air. His sweating face dripped 
onto her hollowing back and his breath came in short stuttered blasts as he 
stared with glassy eyes at her sweat-shiny quivering body that slipped over 
his plunging cock like a tightly fitting glove. He could see the mayors long 
hard cock disappearing into her tender lips as the man in front pummeled 
mercilessly into her mouth.


Ally worked in a daze of passion, licking and sucking like a hungry child at 
every thrust into her mouth. The saliva in her mouth began to grow sticky as 
small emissions of lubricating fluid seeped from the end of the mayors cock. 
She could feel his hips writhing and straining below her bobbing head, his 
long fingers curled tightly in her hair slipping her mouth up and down over 
the end of his thrusting fleshy instrument as though it were just another 
cunt into which he could spew his animal-like lust.


Suddenly, with the rising tide of her own orgasm, Ally felt the cock inside 
her mouth stretching and expanding until there was no room left, and moaned 
around it as it thrust forward hard down to her tonsils as though it were 
trying to meet the other hard, cruel prick skewering deep into her belly 
from behind. She sucked wildly to bring him to a climax, aware of nothing in 
the world but that she wanted to please these two men who were bringing her 
such strange, beautiful pleasure.


Then, the mayor in front of her stiffened suddenly as if shocked by an 
electric current and jerked his hips up tight into her face, sinking the 
full length of his cock deep in her constricted throat. She fought to 
breathe as it suddenly erupted into the warm wet interior of her sucking 
mouth, his hot thick liquid flooding her throat like a rush of raging water. 
Her cheeks expanded like a balloon to keep from choking on the great gushes 
of sperm that spurted from the ejaculating rod. She sucked and swallowed in 
hungry crazed gulps, fastening her hips like an elastic ring around the 
jerking member, fearful of losing even a drop of the precious fluid. Small 
droplets ran from the corners of her mouth as his deflated penis oozed from 
between her still sucking lips, thin strings of cum hanging from her chin 
connecting her with the limp organ as the mayor collapsed in front of her on 
the bed.


Her shoulders again dropped to the mattress so that her firm white buttocks 
were sticking up high in the air and the great plunging cock behind her 
could fuck her at will. There was nothing now but this great fleshy mass 
that was filling her as she had never been filled before.


She ground back against it as she felt it throb into a massive hugeness that 
could only mean one thing.


She felt her thighs and buttocks swept wide apart in one last crushing lunge 
as the youth fucking into her mercilessly, shoved the cock's full expanded 
length into her full-stretched rectum, his body jerking convulsively, his 
hands tearing at her soft flesh like the talons of an angry hawk. Ally 
screamed, muttering strange incoherent sounds that blended with the youth's 
gasping grunts as she felt the first hot waves of the hot white liquid 
spewing into the depths of her rectum.


"Aaaaaiiiiieeee!" she shrieked out her own release as the youth's jerking 
orgasm shook her body like a volcanic eruption. She screwed her body 
buttocks back tightly against the squirting cock and felt her body explode 
into a thousand tiny sparks as the heated male sperm flooded her intestines 
until she thought she would burst. His cum overflowed, running down the 
crevice of her wide-split buttocks and mingling with her own cum fluids in a 
single stream of thick viscous cream that streamed down the backs of her 
quaking thighs. There were several more convulsive jerks of her pelvis 
against his loins and then she fell forward onto the mattress, his weight 
toppling over on top of her, pushing her face down across the exhausted and 
satiated mayor who she had just sucked dry.


Suddenly, through the whistling sound of her own tortured breathing, she 
thought she heard someone clapping. With great effort she tried to quiet her 
exhaustsed panting and listened more carefully. Yes, someone was clapping, 
and then someone else joined him. Suddenly, the air was filled with the 
sound of applauding hands, punctuated occasionally by a shrill whistle or a 
loud cry of "Bravo, bravo!"


Uncertainly, she opened one eye, then the other, then closed them in panic 
to blot out the scene that had met her eyes. There, beside the bed, were not 
the heavy folds of the blue velvet curtain, but instead, she saw dozens of 
grinning, laughing faces, all turned toward the platform, the bed on which 
she lay, panting and exhausted.


One of the men had remembered to open the curtain!


She opened her eyes again and began to search through the people who were 
again returning to their sexual occupations. Where was Jeff? she wondered. 
She looked over the group once more, and then, her eyes fell on the dark-end 
doorway that led to the stairs from the kitchen.


She could see a figure at the bottom of the stairway, rapidly pulling on his 
trousers. Even from across the room, Ally could see that the man's body was 
tense with anger. Oh, God, she thought to herself, if only she had known 
what they were planning to do to her before she had so stupidly advised them 
to open the curtain, "when things got interesting...."


"Jeff! Wait for me!" she called to the figure who was hurriedly buttoning up 
his shirt.


But, he either did not hear her call, or preferred not to acknowledge it.


Wriggling out from under the panting youth, she grabbed up her dress from 
where it lay crumpled on the floor and quickly slipped it over her head. She 
stared for a moment at her bra and panties, then kicked them aside. Picking 
up her shoes, she ran down the stage steps and across the party room, barely 
missing stepping on several couples who lay sprawled out across the floor. 
By the time she reached the doorway, Jeff was sitting on the bottom step, 
donning his shoes and socks.


Ally wanted more than anything else to run up to him and throw her arms 
around him and beg for forgiveness. But, she forced herself to stand quietly 
against the doorframe until he had finished dressing himself. She knew that 
there was nothing she could say right now to assuage his anger. Even if she 
tried to explain why she had done what she did, it would only make him more 
angry. When he looked up a few minutes later, she only smiled timidly.


"Well, what do you want?" he snapped.


Ally cringed back at the furious light in his eyes, then quickly pulled 
herself together. She knew that their whole marriage hinged on how she acted 
in the next few minutes.


"I want you." Her voice was quiet and dignified, even though she was 
trembling inside.


He laughed, a short barking sound that held no humor. "What do you want me 
for, sweetheart?" he said viciously. "I can only fuck you with one cock at a 
time!"


She stood quietly, her eyes downcast. Even though she knew he was 
deliberately trying to hurt her, she could not ward off the sting of his 
words. Now that it was over, she could not imagine what could have possessed 
her to respond so violently to those four men. But she did know one 
thing-nothing in this world was ever going to force her to attend another 
"syndicate" meeting again! She would divorce Jeff or go to jail before it 
ever happened to her another time!


She watched silently as Jeff rose from the step on which he had been sitting 
and began to climb the stairs. For a moment, she waited for him to turn 
around and say something, anything that would indicate he wanted her to come 
with him. He made no indication that he even knew that she was there. At 
last, she sighed wearily and began trudging up the stairs behind him.


CHAPTER NINE


Jeff Carson leaned heavily against the mantelpiece in their living room and 
stared pensively at his wife as she sat huddled on one end of the long couch 
on the other side of the room. He was trying desperately to organize his 
jumbled thoughts, to make some kind of order out of the chaos that was 
whirling madly around in his brain. Everything had been happening so fast in 
the last two days that he still was not sure exactly what this would all 
mean to his future life with Ally.


He had been so infuriated when they had left the party that he almost had 
not allowed Ally to get into the car with him, but she had looked so lonely 
and forlorn as she stood in the cool evening air out in front of the 
principal's house that he had relented and stopped backing out of the 
driveway long enough to let her climb into the car.


On the ride home, he had been prepared to jump on anything she might try to 
say, to tear her feeble explanations to pieces and then tell her to get out 
of his life. But, she had sat silently, trembling occasionally from the cold 
... or, perhaps it had been something else that had made her shiver so 
violently. Almost in spite of himself, he had felt his anger cooling, and 
the brutal realization of his own fault in creating the situation had begun 
to come to his mind.


Now, they were home and not a word had passed between them since he had so 
unfeelingly left her to the mercy of those four men at the party. Although 
the very though of her performance on the stage, being double-fucked from 
both ends by two complete strangers and enjoying it, raised his blood 
pressure past the danger point, he couldn't help but feel like a brute as he 
saw her now, curled up so miserably into the corner of the sofa. Still, 
unwelcome considerations kept popping into his mind. Why, if she had hated 
it so much had she been responding so violently, even to the point of 
orgasm, when two strange men had been violating her rectum and mouth? Even 
before the curtain had been drawn, he had heard her cries of animal passion 
as the four men had performed unknown obscenities on her innocent body. She 
had never allowed him, her own husband, to do anything the least bit out of 
the ordinary in their sexual encounters, and yet, she had not only allowed 
it but enjoyed it thoroughly when all those strangers had used her body in 
anyway they pleased.


"Jeff...." he heard a timorous murmur from across the room. "I just want you 
to know that I was forced to do everything that happened with those men."


"Hmmmmph!" he growled. "You didn't look like you were suffering too much 
when you put on a show for the whole fucking group! Which of your buddies 
thought up that little gem?"


She paused for a moment, then answered slowly. "Jeff, that was my idea ... I 
... I wanted to make you pay for how much you had hurt me ... I had no idea 
they were going to do ... to do all those awful things to me."


Jeff's jaw dropped as he registered her words. "Your idea?" His voice was 
low with anger. "Why you little slut, how dare you try to punish me-after 
what you did with Angus Card-well? Where do you get off trying to humiliate 
me after that disgusting performance at the school?"


She raised her head and stared him calmly in the eyes. "Have you forgotten, 
Jeff, what prompted me to do that? It was your own infidelity that made me 
want revenge-and believe me, that is the only reason I would ever do 
anything like that...."


"Is that so?" he muttered. "Well, then, why were you enjoying it so much"


Ally's head fell forward and she began quietly sobbing. "I-I just d-don't 
know ... A-at first, I thought that maybe I w-was a n-nymphomaniac to 
actually like it when they did all those things I had always thought were 
dirty, b-but th-then...." She looked up, her eyes filled with a tearful 
appeal for understanding. "Then, I began to realize that p-perhaps I'd been 
wrong all this t-time ... not letting myself learn all the things you were 
t-trying to teach me...."


She clenched her hands tightly in her lap and made a visible effort to 
control her anguished sobs. "Jeff, in the last two days, I guess I've been 
forced to do almost every sexual act that I ever thought was wrong ... and 
nothing had happened to me. I'm still the same Ally, perhaps not as 
innocent, but maybe too, I'm more of a woman now ... maybe a better wife, if 
... if you still want me to be your wife...."


Jeff was touched by her appeal to his reason, but he couldn't quite accept 
her claim to innocence of blame. "I suppose you just expect me to forgive 
you and we'll live happily ever after," he said sneeringly. "You know, a 
wife is supposed to obey her husband, or just to care about his wishes."


"Jeff, I'll never go against your wishes again," she said sincerely. "Every 
time I've ever disobeyed you, I've been sorry. And, darling, even though you 
might not believe it, one of the main reasons I went along with those men 
tonight is because I thought you wanted me to ... I thought you really 
wanted to become a member of the 'syndicate'."


Jeff searched for a reply. He felt cornered, accused of being the one at 
fault for the whole mess, and he knew he wasn't. If only Ally hadn't been so 
straitlaced about sex, he never would have been tempted to accept Kim Reed's 
proposition, and the whole thing would have been avoided. God knows, he 
would have been completely happy with his beautiful wife if she had been 
just a bit more responsive to the idea of a little variety in their sex 
life. It wasn't fair that he should be asked to shoulder all the blame, he 
thought defensively as his anger began to rise again.


Before he could think of an answer, however, the doorbell chimed. Welcoming 
the temporary diversion, whatever it was, Jeff opened the front door, only 
to find Angus Cardwell standing on the stoop, a stern but worried expression 
on his face.


At the sight of him, Jeff felt his veins pounding in rising anger, but he 
silently stood aside to allow the man to enter the living room. The 
principal nodded briefly to Ally, then stood quietly in the center of the 
room, until Jeff had regained his position by the mantle.


"I've just dropped by to see how you two were after your first meeting," he 
began. "I know you had a good time, Jeff, and Ally appeared to be enjoying 
herself when the curtain opened. But, then you left so suddenly...."


Infuriated that the principal had brought up his own participation in the 
orgy, making his case against Ally even weaker than it already was, Jeff 
glared venomously at him. "If you're worried that we're planning to expose 
your little group, let me put your mind at ease. We...."


He had been about to say that they had no choice but to remain silent, but 
suddenly the sight of Ally and the principal together brought back all the 
pain and anger he had experienced in the last two days. For a moment, his 
need for vindication overcame his better judgment and he blurted out, "As a 
matter-of-fact, we plan to be at every meeting from now on! Isn't that so, 
Ally?"


Ally stared at him for a moment, pain and pleading apparent in her 
expression, then nodded dumbly.


"Not only that," he went on, unable to stop the ball of revenge he had set 
rolling. "Ally particularly enjoyed her session with you at the school 
yesterday. She says she'll remember it forever as one of the high spots in 
her sexual experience."


Ally gazed at him, horror-stricken at his words. Then, her eyes moved to the 
principal who was smiling smugly as his eyes lust-raked her cringing body.


"Well, now, that's just fine," he boomed happily. "I'm glad you're so 
open-minded, my boy, because I enjoyed it myself. In fact, I was rather 
disappointed that I didn't have a turn at her myself at the party. I was 
just about to go up to the stage when she ran out."


Jeff's eyes glittered malevolently as he heard the principal's words. "Well, 
I want you to feel free to have Ally any time you like. Ally does anything I 
tell her, and if I say so, she'll be happy to oblige you right now, if you 
like." He glanced over to where she sat, stiff with shock and terror. "Isn't 
it so that you do anything I say, darling?"


Realizing that this was some kind of strange test of her love for Jeff, she 
forced herself to smile graciously. "Of course, Jeff. I t-told you that I 
would do anything you say...." Her voice was quaking but no one seemed to 
notice.


"Well, then take your clothes off, woman," the principal said heartily. 
"We'll do it right here on the floor and show your young stud here how a 
master does it'"


Ally searched Jeff's eyes for some sign of compassion or pity, but found 
nothing but ice-cold determination. Feeling that he was trying to punish 
her, she nodded humbly to show that she would obey him, then rose to slip 
off her dress.


The principal, unaware of anything but his own desire for the ripe-bodied 
young woman, frantically tore off his clothes, revealing that he already 
carried a full erection.


Ally's eyes fell on the massive rod protruding from the principal's loins 
and felt her heart sink. She had been sure that she would not be forced to 
do something like this again, but now the situation was completely 
different. She had told Jeff that she would obey him and he was surely 
testing her. Somehow, this seemed even more wrong and unnatural than 
anything this evening and yet, strange as it was, it might be that going 
along with Jeff's cruel demand was the only way to keep their marriage 
together.


"All right, woman, get where you belong," the principal barked, "down on the 
floor with your legs wide open-I'm coming in!"


Numb with shame and humiliation, Ally meekly obeyed his command, glancing 
only once at Jeff to see that he was still standing in the same place, his 
eyes stony and cold. Oh, my love, what has become of us, she thought 
miserably as she lowered herself to the carpet; then lifted her knees, 
spreading her long, shapely legs wide apart. The principal fell to his knees 
between her thighs and, grabbing his rampant penis, poised it between the 
lips of her vagina. Then, with a brutally powerful thrust, he sunk the huge 
shaft into the ravaged passageway that was still wet and flooded with the 
combined sperm of the policeman and Bud Smith.


Before she even had time to catch her breath after the brutal lunge had 
knocked the wind from her body, the husky middle-aged man grabbed her hips 
and rolled over on the floor until she was sitting on his loins, skewered on 
his stone-hard cock. "Now, ride it, baby," he rasped, flexing the massive 
organ in her hopelessly impaled pussy. He thrust upward unmercifully, in and 
out with pitiless regularity into her battered aching pussy. His hand 
slipped around her hips and played along the crevice between her naked 
buttocks until his finger found the raw, puckered anus pointing 
ceiling-ward. He quickly forced it through the tight neither ring and wormed 
his finger deeply into her warm, spongy interior flesh.


"Oh, God," she gasped in helpless misery as the principal's cock and finger 
pistoned in and out of her naked loins. She had never felt so defiled in her 
life and it only increased her agony to know that her husband was just 
standing there, watching another man violating his own wife.


Jeff watched in fascination as the principal's finger and prick plunged in 
and out of the two wide-stretched passageways between his wife's legs. He 
felt the urge to scream with jealous anger as he saw Ally begin to respond, 
grinding her hips down against Cardwell's rocking loins. He could see her 
anus begin to pucker and nip possessively at the finger ramming into it, 
driving back on it as she swung up from the monster violating her cunt from 
below, then surging downward, then up, then down.


The sight of their actions and the sound of the principal's grunting and 
panting filled his brain, making it reel. He had never dreamed that he would 
be a party to such debauchery-and his sweet, puritanical little wife was 
right at the center of it all. Her growing mewls of passion were more than 
he could tolerate. He had to become a partner in this lewd pillaging of her 
defenseless body. Why not punish her himself? He had to fuck her too, like 
the dirty whore she was showing herself to be! Forgotten was the fact that 
he had ordered her to be where she was, that she was merely following his 
direct command. He was blinded by thoughts of cruel revenge.


He leaped to the center of the room, tearing down his zipper and pulling his 
cock from his trousers as though it were some bludgeoning weapon.


"I'm going to fuck you, Ally," he yelled. "I'm going to fuck you in the 
asshole. Your husband is going to fuck you in the ass-right now!!"


Ally heard his words through her haze of misery and exhaustion. She had been 
using all the strength she had left to pretend that she was enjoying the 
fucking the principal was giving her and she was almost senseless with 
humiliation and weariness. She moaned in protest, too tired to argue with 
her enraged husband. It didn't matter; nothing mattered to her but to end 
this debasing torture of her half-dead body. She felt Cardwell's finger slip 
from her anus.


Taking her breathless moan for passionate assent, Jeff dropped to the floor 
and, straddling the principal's legs, aimed the mushroom-like tip of his 
cock against the tiny clenching opening and shoved.


"Aaaaaaaaaggggghhh!" she screamed in pain and shame as the elastic ring of 
her asshole gave way before her husband's relentless pressure. She made a 
frantic effort to pull away her lewdly stretched rectum from the cruel 
invading cudgel, but the principal held tightly to her hips, as Jeff's 
lust-hardened rod disappeared in the wide-stretched opening between the two 
smoothly quivering mounds of flesh. Ally groaned loudly throughout the 
entire insertion, an almost inarticulate voice filled with torment as her 
husband began moving it back and forth inside. She tried to twist away from 
him, only to find herself skewered even more deeply on the principal's 
jerking cock. She tried to throw him off, but the waggling of her ass caused 
his prick to burrow even more deeply in her bowels.


Then, both men were fucking her in unison, driving in and out of her cunt 
and asshole like well-oiled machinery. The principal withdrew slowly and 
Jeff did the same until only the heads of their cocks remained inside 
her-her husband's held only by her ravaged sphincter muscle and Cardwell's 
by the pink-rimmed lips of her cunt. Then, they rammed simultaneously into 
her, their stiffened rods pushing against each other along the parallel 
channels of her vaginal and rectal passages.


Ally suffered silently, knowing that this was her rightful punishment for 
getting involved in this perverted sexual infidelity. It was her own 
stupidity, her own illogical desire for revenge that had brought her to this 
state, and now she was paying for her stupidity. The payment was this cruel 
debasement, this degradation, this pain.


But, to her horror, she suddenly found the pain was disappearing as the two 
cock slammed into her. She recognized the sudden rippling of her own 
internal muscles and knew that she must control herself. A moment later, 
however, her good intentions were forgotten as the wanton excitement growing 
from her bowels and cunt overpowered her tortured mind. Suddenly, there was 
only an almost insatiable desire as she reveled in the perverted sodomizing 
of her defenseless asshole by her angry husband and felt her vagina being 
cruelly raped by the sadistic principal. The shame and humiliation and 
changed somehow to uncontrollable spasms of strange masochistic delight that 
continued to build with each inward thrust of the two lustfully driving 
pricks.


The men pounded into her body with a hypnotic savage rhythm. Ally could feel 
that she was almost about to cum, and she fought it. She didn't want to 
climax, not in this debasing situation, but her body again conquered her 
scruples, twisting and singing to catch every movement the men made. 
Apparently sensing her impending climax, they began to fuck harder. 
Cardwell's cock banged hard against her cervix as her husband rammed every 
last inch of his prick into her bowels, panting "Fuck back, Ally! Fuck 
back!"


As the rhythm of their fucking increased, Ally heard the principal moan 
beneath her and she had to grit her teeth to keep from screaming out her own 
building agony. Suddenly, Card-well made one powerful lunge upward and then 
fell back as his overpowering orgasm exploded deep up inside her pussy and 
brought a contented smile to his face. Then, almost miraculously, Ally felt 
the velvet vibrations in her own body, spreading from her vagina to her 
anus. She pushed back against the rampaging cock in her anal passage and was 
rewarded with a mighty plunge that went in deeper than she would have 
believed possible. It stayed there and began pumping its hot male juices 
deep into her already impossibly filled rectum.


In her daze of exhaustion, Ally was only vaguely aware when Jeff and 
Cardwell pulled their deflated cocks from the dual holes up between her 
widespread thighs. The principal gently rolled her off his body and she 
collapsed on the floor, fighting the thoughts that were too soon returning 
to her mind.


She felt soiled, mutilated with a stigma that was branded in her mind 
forever. Her own husband had casually given her to another man, then had 
violated her himself, without thought to her wishes or well-being. He 
couldn't possibly love her if he would do a thing like that.


She felt the tears rising to her eyes and this time, she did not try to 
fight down the sobs. There was nothing left to her; her pride and 
self-respect were gone-and now her husband too. Weary and trembling, she lay 
on the carpet and surrendered to the wracking sobs that tore through her 
body.


For several moments, she was oblivious to everything around her as the 
depths of her misery overcame her body and mind. Then, suddenly, she felt a 
gentle hand on her shoulder. Reluctantly, she looked up into her husband's 
face. To her amazement, she discovered that he too had tears in his eyes.


"Oh, baby, I'm so sorry," he whispered sadly. "Why didn't you stop me? Why 
did you let it happen?"


She tried desperately to catch her breath between heaving sobs and finally 
answered tearfully. "J-Jeff ... y-you ... t-t-told ... m-me to...." It was 
all she could say and her head fell back to the floor.


He knelt beside her, gazing sorrowfully at the shaking, huddled body of his 
beautiful wife, then murmured softly in discovery. "You love me ... you 
really love me that much ... Oh, baby, forgive me...."


He slipped down beside her and gathered her into his arms, stroking her hair 
as he whispered comfort to her. "Don't worry, darling, we'll get out of this 
... somehow."


EPILOGUE


It was four days later when Jeff and Ally escaped, without fanfare or 
commotion, from Wilton Crossing. During the days following their shattering 
experience with the "club" at the high school principal's home, they had 
continued to work at their respective jobs without any outward sign of 
complaint or dissatisfaction, but had returned home each evening to spend 
several hours packing clothes and their various belongings. In these four 
days, their marriage crystalized and they grew closer than ever before, Jeff 
realizing that, despite the fact that Ally was only a woman, she was 
delightfully intelligent as well as a competent partner in conceiving and 
acting out their secret plans. More important, as far as he was concerned, 
she had begun to become adept in the joys and rewards of uninhibited sex 
with the one man she truly loved.


Knowing that mmbers of the "syndicate" might well be anyone in town, they 
were cautious to keep their plan an absolute secret, remembering that Angus 
Cardwell had threatened to use the pornographic pictures Ally had found to 
send her to jail. They knew it had not been an idle threat-not in a town 
where the mayor and even the chief of police were both involved in a 
scandalous sex organization.


Thus, early in the morning, before dawn, the Carsons slipped silently from 
the house and transferred their belongings to the car. By the time the sun 
was up that Saturday, they were already fifty miles from Wilton Crossing, 
laughing in relief as they drove down the New York Thruway. They were not 
exactly certain of their destination, but that was not all-important. All 
that mattered, really, was that they were truly together and free of the 
"syndicate's" damning hold on their lives.


Now, as they sped south, only one matter was left to be taken care of ... 
one last blow to break the "club's" back and destroy its power over other 
innocents like themselves.


It was just after ten that morning, and the sun was burning brightly down on 
the lush countryside, when Jeff and Ally walked timorously into a roadside 
headquarters of the New York State Police. The uniformed officer behind the 
desk looked up and smiled at the approaching couple.


"Well, folks," he beamed, "what can we do for you?"


"Jeff, you tell him," Ally said.


The tall handsome teacher inhaled deeply and said, "We'd like you to listen 
to a long story. We think you'll be interested."


THE END
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Chapter 1


Cindy Lane stirred restlessly in her sleep, her mouth moving slightly as she mumbled,
"Please... don't cry... I'll help you... don't cry." As if in answer, a long, heart-rending
moan came from somewhere outside the tiny, cell-like room in which she lay. Above
her, a weak stream of sunlight filtered through a small window, gridded with iron bars.
"No, don't cry anymore," she breathed drowsily. "It's all right... all right now..."
This time, no response broke the humid stillness of the Pennsylvania summer morning.
The yoimg girl's worried look gave way to a sweet smile of contentment and her ragged
breathing slowed to gentle, even cadence. Then, suddenly, a new sound shattered the
silence and the girl tossed on the narrow bed as a deep, sobbing moan penetrated the
wall beside her bed.
The girl shivered slightly, then flung her right forearm up over her eyes, squinting
sleepily against the morning light that was slowly awakening her, relentlessly driving
her dream away. Her long, comsilk blonde hair flowed gracefully around her neck and
shoulders as she rolled lazily onto her back and kicked her sweat-soaked sheet into a
rumpled pile at the foot of the bed. The frightening dream was quickly receding back
into her subconscious.
Eyes still closed against the light, she wondered sleepily what time it was, why she had
not been wakened by the sound of her alarm clock, and then she remembered that it
didn't matter when she got up. It was summer vacation, finally, and she was finished
with another year of school, finished with high school forever. Next September, she
would begin her first semester of college, but it was too early to even think about that
right now.
It was the middle of June and she had a whole summer ahead of her, nothing to do but
read and swim and have a long, last fling with the high school crowd before they parted
ways, probably forever. Or was that all she had to do? she wondered as something else,
something almost remembered, something terribly disturbing began to gnaw at her
mind.
That awful dream... Annoyed, Cindy tried to push the thought, whatever it was, out of
her mind. She was probably just dreaming about another one of her mother's
scatterbrained projects, and it was too early in the morning to ruin the day by thinking
about one of her mother's weird ideas. Ever since Dad had died, she mused, it was as if
her mother had nothing to do with her brain but think up kooky plans, mostly
dedicated to"self-improvement," and Cindy was always her mother's guinea pig. It
would almost be a relief if Mom would only be like the other bored, wealthy women
she hung around with, only interested in their figures and their clothes, but not her
mother, she had to be like some kind of evangelist, spouting off all the time...
"Living is an art, and we must all work to make our lives great masterpieces." It was her
mother's favorite phrase and Cindy considered herself lucky if she only heard it once a
day. Usually, she got it like a pill, once with every meal.
Wow, just wait until I go away to college, she thought to herself, I'll show her how to
really live... She sighed and rolled over, determined to go back to sleep so she could
start the day over again, thinking about something else, like maybe meeting some
groovy boy this summer, one who could convince her mother that Cindy was old
enough to go out on something a little more private than a double date. It wasn't like
she was planning to throw away her virginity on the first fast-talking football player
who came along, but after all she was almost eighteen years old. Her mother was going
to have to learn to trust her sooner or later...
Cindy drifted back into a light slumber, the worried look disappearing from her sweet
face as she began to dream happily of the unimaginable wonders of college life.
Suddenly, another long throaty moan seeped into the room from somewhere outside
the walls. Cindy's body stiffened and her eyes jerked open. It was her dream all over
again, someone crying and moaning, someone far away... but, now suddenly it seemed
too real, she was too wide awake to be dreaming this time.
At almost the same moment, she became abruptly aware of her surroundings. Where
was her own pale blue bedroom? she thought in sudden panic. Lifting her head from
the pillow, she fearfully looked around the tiny pale green room in which she had been
sleeping. It was sparsely furnished with a bed, a night stand and a small sink in the far
corner. It looked like a hospital room, or... her eyes flew to the barred window, then to
the closed metal door with its tiny window at eye level... a cell... she was in some kind
of cell!
Suddenly, there was another groan but it was longer this time and had an unearthly
pleading tone to it as though someone were being tortured. She could barely hear a
harsh slapping sound as though someone were being hit across the face with a hand.
There was a harsh male laugh!
Good Lord, what was going on? Where was she and what was happening in this place?
It sounded as though someone were being hurt.
Determined to find out what was going on, Cindy jumped from the bed, then had to
grab the night stand to keep from collapsing on the floor as her knees buckled under
her. Her body felt heavy, as though it were made of lead, and the sudden movement
had left her with a queasy uncertain feeling in her stomach. Suddenly feeling very weak,
the young girl stumbled back to the bed and lifted herself up onto it with effort.
Instinctively, she looked down at her body for the signs of anything wrong and realized
for the first time that she was absolutely naked. Her eyes searched the room once again,
but there was no sign of her clothing, nowhere they could have been stored. Fighting
the weariness she felt, Cindy reached down and pulled up the thin sheet from the foot
of the bed, trying as best she could to cover her nakedness from whoever had placed
her in this room and taken away her clothes. Then, exhausted, she limply fell back on
the pillow, her mind racing as she tried to imagine what had happened to her. She felt
so strange, so tired, it was almost as if she had been drugged...
Something clicked in her mind, that same thing that had bothered her when she woke
up before. What was it, she thought, something about my mother...
"Ooooo-oooo-ooooh, God, yes. Do it. Do it to me like that!" the same voice she had
heard before came through the wall beside Cindy's bed.
Cindy paled and lay still in the bed, uncertain of what to do. A man was obviously
doing something to the woman in a room nearby, but it didn't sound as though the
woman was being forced to do anything against her will. What should she do? Maybe
the woman was pleading because the man was some kind of sadist, like she had read
about in psychology courses in school.
Well, whatever it was, she decided, it was stupid for her to just lie here and wonder if
she could find out where she was and what was happening to that woman. As the
sounds began to rise to the same kind of frenzied crescendo Cindy remembered from
her dream, the young girl pulled the sheet loose from the bed and wrapped it tightly
around her naked body before carefully lowering herself to the floor. Aware of her
weakness, she moved slowly toward the metal door. A moment later, she reached for
the handle and as her hand came into contact with the cool metal door knob, she froze.
Above the unknown woman's moaning and whimpering, Cindy could hear the
unmistakable sound of two male voices. She could tell now that it was very nearby,
maybe in the next room, and though she could not make out the words, it was apparent
that one man was definitely urging the other to do something. The woman's voice was
muffled and sobbing, yet clearly not against her will. It sounded like she was asking for
it, in fact, pleading for more. Cindy stood on the cold tile floor, trying to make up her
mind what to do and then, with a burst of determination, she turned the knob and
pulled hard against the door. It didn't give; it was locked from the outside!
As she listened to the woman's voice become louder and louder, more and more
inhuman in its strange frenzy, a panic began to creep over Cindy's mind. Suddenly
afraid of something she couldn't name, the young girl began to cry out too as she
struggled with the heavy metal door, trying to open it by sheer force. Something was
terribly wrong here, and she wanted to get away from it! All the fear she had managed
to suppress that morning suddenly came to a head and she fought to open the door
with all the strength she could muster.
Without warning, the door suddenly gave way, flying open with such force that Cindy
was thrown back against the foot of the bed. Terrified and cringing, she looked up into
the eyes of a tall, stone-faced man in a white coat. He looked somehow familiar, but she
couldn't remember when she had seen him before.
"Well, what do you want?" he snapped. His voice was cool and clipped as though he
had been through this same scene a thousand times before.
As Cindy stared up at him, her fear began to fade and be replaced by anger, an old
anger... At some time, she had been furious at this man before – that much she could
remember. Now his cold, uncaring attitude despite her obvious distress angered her
even more. If only she could remember... but, strangely, she could not seem to clear
away the sleep that still befogged her mind.
"Look, kid, I can't stand here all day. You're screaming and yelling and banging on the
door, so what do you want?" the man asked impatiently. Cindy suddenly realized that
the woman was quiet. Was he one of the men? she wondered. She shuddered in
revulsion at the thought.
Forcing herself to appear calm, she answered slowly. "I want to know where I am, and
then, I want you to stop whatever you're doing to that woman. The noise is driving me
crazy."
The man stared at her in disbelief, then amusement. Finally, he broke into a loud
mirthless chuckle.
"That's rich, kid, really rich," he finally said. "Driving you crazy, is it?"
He seemed about to say something else, then stopped as if remembering something
more important. His eyes dropped from the young girl's face and began a slow,
deliberate descent over her body. The thin sheet she had wrapped around herself barely
hid her high, round, widely-spaced breasts whose rose-tipped nipples showed clearly
through the flimsy fabric. His gaze moved hungrily downward, over the slender girlish
waist and flat smooth stomach to where the young girl's round, luscious hips merged
with her long full-swelling thighs. The man's eyes gleamed with an evil promise.
Cindy squirmed uncomfortably beneath the man's blatant scrutiny of her body. This
was unfair, she thought angrily, he hadn't even answered her questions and now, now
this... Ever since she had first blossomed into womanhood, a few years ago, men had
been staring at her like this, and it never ceased to make her feel somehow soiled. Yet,
there was something different in the way that this man looked at her. It was almost as
though he already knew how she looked and was just checking to make sure he
remembered it correctly.
"Well?" she finally blurted in angry embarrassment.
With an obvious effort, the man tore his gaze away from her body and, once again,
looked her in the face.
"Look, kid," he said at last, his voice straining with elaborate patience. "I can
understand if you're still a little dopey, but I haven't got time to answer your stupid
questions. Now, why don't you just get back into the bed and press your pretty ear up
to the wall." His face cracked into a salacious grin. "After we get done with that lady
next door, we're going to come for you. I been thinking all morning about what we did
in the ambulance last night and we're going to have even more fun than we did then.
Now, be a good girl and get back in your bed."
A moment later. Cindy was staring in shocked horror at the closed metal door. Even
though she was still groggy with the strange sleepiness, the man's words had started
Cindy's memory working again. The ambulance... still dopey...
Suddenly, everything clicked together in the young girl's mind and she recoiled in
terror against the bed. Of course, it was another one of her mother's crazy ideas, but
this was too horrible to believe. Her own mother had sent her to an institution – a "rest
home" she called it. No wonder she had forgotten what had happened – it was so
inhuman that she could barely accept the fact that it had actually happened.
As she weakly climbed back into the narrow metal bed, Cindy's mind went back to the
last afternoon she had spent with her mother. Was it yesterday? She wasn't sure – the
way she felt, she could have been asleep for days.
As the torturous sounds once more began to issue from the next room, she deliberately
tuned them out of her mind and began to think back, fighting the drugged weariness
that still threatened to send her back to sleep.
It had been at dinner when her mother first started on her idea about the rest home.
She had said something about Cynthia getting the benefits of intensive psychoanalysis
while the girl was still young enough to get the full benefit of the therapy. Cindy had
not particularly listened to her when her mother had started saying something about
Cindy's "fixation" on her dead father. At the time she had thought it was too silly to
waste time thinking about. Now, as the young girl lay in the sparsely furnished cell of a
room, she wished she could remember her mother's exact words so she would
understand why she had been put in such a horrible place.
All Cindy could remember now was her own anger and impatience when her mother
said that she had made "arrangements" for Cindy at a small rest home in Pennsylvania,
that Cindy should feel grateful that she had been accepted at such an exclusive place.
Seventeen-year-old Cindy had felt neither grateful nor accepting of her mother's
benevolent plans, but had left the dinner table in fury and had gone upstairs to pack
her suitcases to leave home. She had been very tolerant of her mother's faddish interests
in things like astrology and mysticism. But when it got to the point when she was
sending her only child away to a home for the mentally ill-well, Cindy thought that was
the last straw.
While she was packing, they had come to take her away.
Looking back, the whole thing had seemed to Cindy like some kind of strange
nightmare. All of a sudden, there were three strange men in her room, forcing her
down on a stretcher, securing her with wide canvas straps. Of course, she had been
frightened, had struggled to free herself. It was natural. But her mother had become
tearful and murmured over and over about her "poor, sick girl." As they had carried her
out the door, Cindy's mother had told her not to worry, that in three months she
would be home again, healthy and happy.
Fat chance, Cindy thought sarcastically as she looked around the room in which she
was imprisoned. If what I heard this morning is any example of their therapy, I'll be
loonier than my mother by the time they let me out of here. She listened for a moment
to the anguished screams and cries of the woman next door, then forced her memory to
go back to last night, to the ambulance in which she had ridden to Sunnydale, the rest
home her mother had chosen.
She remembered the man's words about what they had done in the ambulance and
shivered in fear. It was all coming back now and it was so frightening she could barely
stand to think about it.
The sleepiness was finally beginning to fade and now Cindy could clearly recall the
terror she had felt when they closed her in the white panel truck they called the
ambulance. Two of the three white-coated men, the tall dark one she saw this morning
and a huge, moon-faced man with a childish look about him, had stayed with her in the
back of the van, while the other man drove.
Almost as soon as they pulled away from her home, she began to calm down and think
rationally again, realizing that struggling would do her no good in this situation. But,
then, suddenly, the hulking baby-faced man leaned over her bound body and began to
knead and pinch at one of her full-rounded breasts. When she screamed in horror, the
slim, dark-haired man quickly appeared at her side and brutally shoved the other away.
"You keep your hands off her, Willy, until I say different," he snapped. "I'm the boss
here and you don't touch her until I say so."
Cindy couldn't believe her ears. What did he mean "until I say so?' What were these
men planning to do to her? She was about to protest when the dark man suddenly
waved a huge hypodermic needle in front of her frightened face.
"See this, kid?" he rasped menacingly. "We use these things on nuts like you if they
don't behave. So, just cooperate with us and we'll have a nice trip to the home." He
grinned lewdly. "Of course, we'd all rather that you relax and enjoy it. Nobody likes
limp meat as much as a nice live piece."
Once again, the girl couldn't believe what she was hearing. This man was implying
something that was too shocking to be believed. It sounded like they were planning to...
to rape her... but, no, that was impossible. Her mother would not have turned her over
to people like that, not after all those years she had lectured Cindy on the importance
of saving her body for the right man. And yet, what else could the man have meant?
Cindy looked up into the faces of the two men hovering over her tightly bound body.
What she saw was not reassuring. The huge man named Willy was staring as though
mesmerized at the long expanse of white thigh that showed clearly beneath her short
skirt, tiny droplets of spittle running down his chin from the corners of his mouth.
Even worse, the man who said he was "the boss" was slowly undressing her with his
eyes, letting his gaze travel up and down her defenseless body with a cruel look of
anticipation on his swarthy face, his eyes gleaming in vicious desire.
Cindy was half wild with fear. This was not possible, but she was becoming more and
more certain that it was true. She was going to be raped by these men who had been
entrusted with the task of driving her to the rest home. It didn't make sense to her.
Surely they knew that she could report them to someone when they arrived and yet
they didn't appear worried in the least about the possible punishment for their actions.
Finally, she gathered her nerve enough to speak.
"Please, sir," she began timidly, addressing herself to the dark-haired man who seemed
to be in charge. "You said I should just relax and enjoy it. Enjoy what?"
"Don't worry about it, kid," he chortled. "We're just going to have a little fun, that's all.
We know you're tense and we're gonna calm down your nerves a little."
"Say what you mean," she whispered as her throat constricted in fear.
The slim man leaned over her and let his hands play over the smooth rounded contours
of her breasts, and in spite of the knowledge of the helplessness of her situation, she
still tried hopelessly to squirm away. The salacious smile that twisted his face told her
all she needed to know.
"No, please, don't..." she gasped as tears of helpless frustration filled her eyes. "Don't
touch me like that... no one has ever..."
The dark man's face lit up in sadistic delight. "A virgin, huh?" he gloated as a dark fire
of excitement began to gleam from his eyes. "Well, then you just relax because I'm
gonna pop that cherry nice and easy. And, if you don't give me any trouble, why you'll
probably enjoy it too." He gave an extra vicious squeeze to her breast.
"Oh, God, please, no. You can't do that to me... please, don't," she begged piteously.
She tried again to struggle free, but could not. The canvas straps across her shoulders
and hips were just too tight. She moaned in protest as the man called Willy began
sliding his hand up between her tightly-clenched thighs until he almost touched the
sensitive hidden valley between her legs. In desperation, she tried to lock her thighs
even closer together, but the grinning man rotated his huge meaty hand between her
long, smooth limbs, prying them relentlessly apart. She heard the moonfaced man catch
his breath in childish delight as her strength began to fail and her thighs slowly fell
apart, revealing the white nylon panties that covered the downy vee of her pubic area.
"L-l-look at this, Les," he stuttered excitedly to the darkhaired man who was still
sadistically manipulating her full, heaving breasts. "L-look at her c-cunt! Kin I take her
silky panties off? Kin I, huh? P-please, Les?"
The dark-haired man called Les either did not hear him or was too engrossed in
squeezing and pinching Cindy's breasts to answer. Willy took his silence to mean
approval and wasted no more time. As he gaped at Les's hands coursing hungrily over
the girl's trembling breasts, his own hands slipped down around the sides of her hips.
Lustful fires burning in his eyes, the huge man pulled and squeezed for a moment at
the full-rounded globes of her buttocks and then with a sudden impatience moved both
hands to the elastic band at the top of her panties. He hooked his finger into the nylon
and, with a last frightened glance at the other man, began to peel them slowly down
over the full rounded curves of her hips.
Cindy jerked as she felt the protective covering being removed from the lower part of
her body. She was half wild with fear now, nothing could alter the horrible truth, there
was no way to avoid the fact. She was going to be raped! Her buttocks quivered
convulsively from the thought of what her fate was surely to be in a few short minutes.
There was nothing in the world that could save her now.
If only her father hadn't died, if. only her mother hadn't become interested in all those
crazy schemes for self-improvement. If only she had run away from home long ago. A
thousand "ifs" raced through her frantic mind until suddenly she was forced back to
reality by the cool touch of Les's fingertips against the warm flesh of her breasts. He
had worked around the straps to unbutton her blouse and pull the sides open, and now
was slowly insinuating his fingers under the taut flimsy material of her bra. She felt as if
his eyes were boring right through her body as his hands worked on what he could not
see. She could see a small wet circle of seminal fluid seeping through the crotch of his
white trousers and his nostrils flared in undisguised desire as his fingers coursed over
the smooth silky softness of her flesh. As his breath began to come harder and faster,
the dark-haired man suddenly gave a snort of impatience and, wedging one hand into
each cup of the flimsy lace brassiere, roughly jerked them apart.
She gasped as he pulled the two halfs of the now-ruined piece of underwear away from
her breasts and pushed them down into the crevice between her ribs and her tightly
bound arms. Her full young breasts, large and resilient, stood high and proud, the
nipples springing into defensive hardness from the sudden exposure to the cool air in
the van. Cindy heard the swarthy man growl hungrily as he cupped the full round
ripeness of her right breasts and squeezed it hard, bringing a groan from the young
girl's lips. Then, he proceeded to pinch the hard small nipple between his thumb and
forefinger. He rolled it tightly between them with a lewd grin on his face as he felt her
squirming desperately to get away from the humiliating and painful manipulation.
Both Cindy and the dark, slim man had forgotten the idiot Willy who had been sitting
quietly at the foot of the stretcher, gazing in fascination at the pink pouting little lips of
her pussy, surrounded by silky blonde tendrils of hair. Thin lines of spittle drooled from
his slack mouth as he leaned forward, his eyes gleaming with vicious desire. Suddenly,
the huge man's hand leapt forward and clamped down tight against her, covering the
whole of the junction of her thighs and buttocks. Cindy uttered a strangled groan and
tried helplessly to wriggle away, attempting with all her strength to evade the wildly
digging fingers that were suddenly thrusting and probing at her unprotected vagina.
She tried closing her legs, but it was no use. The lust-deranged man grasped one of her
knees and pressed it out toward the edge of the stretcher as he dug wildly into her
sensitive flesh.
Suddenly, he found what he had been looking for and with a sudden forward lunge,
wormed his middle finger into the wet smooth opening between her thighs.
"Aaaaaaaiiiieeeee," she screamed frantically as the thick blunt finger rammed into her
like a red hot poker, pushing through the tight ring of her virginity and into the warm
wet cavern beyond. He ground his thick probing finger around and around without
mercy inside her painfully expanding channel, while the defenseless girl groaned and
thrashed her legs in agony before the crazed attack on her naked genitals. It felt as
though her narrow passage were on fire as she could feel the slight tearing of her flesh.
She knew that the symbol of her virginity that she had protected for so long was being
ripped away like just another piece of clothing. Her body went limp from the sudden
pain, but then through her daze of shock and anguish she saw the dark-haired man leap
from where he stood beside her to tackle the moronic Willy.
She felt the thick wriggling finger wrench from between the throbbing fleshy folds of
her tortured cunt as the much smaller man knocked the slavering half-wit off the
stretcher and against the far wall of the moving van.
"Goddamn you, Willy," Les shouted angrily. "I told you to keep your hands off her, you
idiot! Look, now she's bleeding! You popped her goddamned cherry, you stupid son of
a bitch. If you don't leave her alone, I'm going to make you sorry you were ever born!"
The dark-haired man's face was twisted with barely contained fury.
"I-I just w-wanted to f-feel her c-c-cunt," the dazed Willy mumbled. "She d-don't
belong t-to you, L-Les." Even while he defended himself, the man's tiny eyes gleamed
with fear.
Les leaned over and glared into Willy's face. He began to speak slowly, his voice
carrying an undertone of cruel promise. "You just touch her one more time, you moron
– you even come near her, and I'll tell the doctor you need a couple of shock
treatments. Would you like that, Willy boy, or are you going to do exactly as I say?"
Willy cringed back against the wall of the ambulance as the other's cold verbal attack
began to register on his dim mind. It was obvious that he knew exactly what shock
treatments were and that he was deathly afraid of being subjected to them. The huge
half-wit nodded sulkily like a chastized child, then scrambled to his feet and shuffled
toward the front of the van. Les glared at the retreating figure but nothing more was
said to breach the silence of the ambulance, punctuated only by the purr of the engine
and the muffled sobs of Cindy, still strapped down to the stretcher in helpless
subjection.
Les turned his burning gaze back to the full mounds of Cindy's breasts, protruding firm
and round from below the thick canvas strap across her shoulders. His upper lip curled
in sadistic delight as he considered the lush feast waiting in helpless acceptance before
him.
"Now, kid," he rasped hoarsely, while his cruelly gleaming eyes moved down to the
exposed area of her ravished pubic mound, "I'm gonna show you something like you
probably haven't ever seen before and then we're gonna have a lot of run."
In her despair, the young girl didn't move or answer, but turned her eyes away as she
heard the rough sound of a zipper being pulled down. Then suddenly, she felt the
man's fingers tangle in her long, blonde hair and harshly pull her head around to face
him. Her eyes opened automatically and her mouth dropped open in horror at what she
saw – a long, thick, white rod of hard male penis hovering a few inches from her face.
It was huge and webbed all along the underside with heavy throbbing veins, a grim
indication of the lustful state the man had already been worked into by the sight of her
tender virginal flesh.
Her eyes trailed a slow path up the length of his slim torso to his face, a piteous and
useless plea for mercy in her eyes. There was none to be found. Nothing met her gaze
but a cold, lustful face staring down at her.
"Nice, isn't it, kid?" he tormented her, obviously enjoying her fear.
She tried to answer, but her voice was lost somewhere deep in her chest.
He chuckled throatily and then she felt his hand tracing up the soft, hot flesh of her
inner thighs, pushing her rumpled skirt even higher on her hips. A groan escaped her
lips as again the full realization of her position flashed through her mind.
"Oh, no!" she gasped, jerking forward as the man's middle finger thrust between her
thighs into the soft, sensitive folds surrounding her vagina. His fingers searched slowly
for a moment, parting the protective lips and wandering over the burning bud of her
clitoris before they found their velvety quarry. Instinctively, she recoiled before his
touch, clenching her buttocks and clasping her thighs together, trapping his probing
hand between them.
"Now, kid," he said softly, "it will go easier all around if you just relax and enjoy this.
After all* you have no choice. It can be fun or not, but it's up to you."
"No, no, please! I can't. It's no fair," she groaned. "I've never done anything like this
before."
The dark man snorted in amusement. "Well, that's gonna make it even more fun, kid.
There's got to be a first time for everything. Now, open up!"
He gave one brutal push with his forearm and Cindy felt all the desperate strength she
had mustered in her terror give way. Her body shuddered and she groaned as she felt
his finger slip into her now wet and open passage. She bit on her lower lip in an effort
to keep from screaming out with the pain that moved with his thick finger inside her
stretching vagina. Every muscle in her bound body had reached the breaking point and
she could no longer find the strength to even struggle against the vicious fondling of
her secret parts. After all, she reasoned vaguely,, what did it matter now? Her virginity
was lost, thanks to the vile attack she had been subjected to a few moments before by
the moronic sadist who now sat in the front seat with the driver. Now, there was
nothing left but her horror, whatever that was, and this lewdly grinning man beside her
apparently cared nothing for that. In fact, he even seemed to enjoy the thought of
stripping her of the tattered remains of her dignity.
Thank you, Mother, thank you very much, ran crazily through her mind. It was too
bad, she thought bitterly, that her mother couldn't see where her crazy scheme had led
her innocent daughter. It was too bad she couldn't see what had happened to that very
virginity she had tried so hard to protect.
And then she gasped and held her breath as she felt his fingers that had enlarged and
stretched the now lubricated walls of her young pussy slip wetly out with a moist
sucking sound. She watched forlornly as he pushed her legs even further apart, until
her feet hung lewdly over the edges of the stretcher, and then got on his knees between
her parted thighs. His hand wrapped tightly around his lust-hardened penis, guiding it
slowly and deliberately between the full, fleshy lips of her cunt.
She tossed her head wildly, closing her eyes with a shudder of horror as she felt the first
soft electrical contact against the sensitive ragged edges of her trembling pussy. She
held her breath for what seemed like an eternity as the slow agonizing pressure
increased. It was soft at first and then when he met his first resistance, he pressurized
forward harder.
"Ooooooooh, God, noooooo!" she gasped painfully.
He pushed forward again, ignoring her teary plea, flexing his buttocks until suddenly
the tip slipped through, stretching the tight resilient passage until she felt as though her
thighs were splitting apart from the almost unbearable pressure. "Aaaaaaaaaaghl"
She flailed her legs wildly around the man's slender torso as he worked with all his
strength to hold her down. The agonizing shock of the sudden thrust sent new power
surging through her exhausted muscles and she squirmed and thrashed under her
bindings trying to escape the cruel impalement of her cunt.
She opened her eyes and saw with horror that his face was twisted into an evil sadistic
grin, his teeth flashing in the dim light of the vehicle. He was relishing the sight of her
suffering beneath the cruelty of the slow, relentless penetration of her helpless exposed
cunt.
"Hey, man, how is it?" she heard someone yell from the front of the speeding
ambulance.
The dark-haired man stopped his torturous pressure into her throbbing vagina long
enough to shout back to the driver, "Too bad it wasn't your turn, Jock. This one's a
cherry and she's got the tightest, sweetest little pussy you've ever seen. And she loves it
– don't you, kid?" he added, thrusting his thick cock another agonizing inch into her
aching passageway.
Cindy's only reply was a small scream of pain and horror, but she heard the man in the
front of the vehicle laugh appreciatively.
Then the grin twisting Les's face gave way to a contorted grimace of sheer, raw lust, as
if he could barely stand it any longer, this debauched sight of a teenaged girl, innocent
and utterly helpless beneath him, with the head of his cock submerged in the warm wet
mouth of her pussy.
His head fell loosely back as his loins rammed forward and his thick rock-hard cock
speared into the futilely struggling girl without mercy. It raced into her with a roaring
fury, pushing the soft moist flesh of her vagina in velvety waves before it. Suddenly his
pelvis smacked tight into her and flattened her uprised buttocks with a hard, sharp slap
that reverberated through the ambulance like a slap across the face.
Cindy moaned in pain and humiliation as her vagina felt as though his plunging cock
had ripped it into a thousand tiny shreds. His thick hard cock was sunk to its hilt in
her quivering white belly and she could feel the hardness of its lust-hardened head
pressed tight against her cervix. It was as if a white hot pole of fire had been forced into
her, and there wasn't one tiny ridge of its length she could not feel as it pressed tightly
against the soft, tender walls of her cunt.
He lay unmoving for a moment, his face directly above hers. She too did not stir, afraid
to move for fear of the agony it would cause. Then, she felt his hands slide around the
curves of her hips and grasp, one in each hand, the rounded globes of her quivering
buttocks. First slowly, then with more and more power, he began to pump into her,
expanding her wet soft passage with each thrust he made inside her. Her tears of shame
and humiliation continued to flow. There was no stopping him and there was nothing
she could do but accept the vile rape of her defenseless body without resistance.
Sweat broke out on the man's forehead as he seemed to push farther and farther into
her until their bodies met solidly. It seemed to Cindy that there was no feeling in her
body except there at her vagina, where the pain began to blend with a strangely
pleasurable sensation which grew stronger with each jerk and thrust. Her quiet sobs
and groans mingled piteously with the man's gasps of passion while her quivering
breasts danced in the air with each vicious, slamming thrust he made into her.
As he rammed into her, the white-jacketed man squeezed all around her soft, quivering
buttocks, his fingers teasing excitedly at her cringing tiny puckered anus while he
continued to skewer and drive into her with growing frenzy. His body was turning into
an inhuman mass of pounding lust, working madly against the squirming beautiful
tender flesh below him. She could feel his heated cock growing unbelievable thicker and
thicker inside her ravaged belly as he ground sadistically into her with a wave of savage
delight flickering across his passion contorted face.
Cindy's whimpers stretched into a long, low continuous whine that filled the ambulance
like a distant siren. He was growing deep inside her until she began to wonder through
the dim haze of her pain-fogged mind if he wouldn't split her in two. Then, oh God,
the thought that he was going to cum in her; maybe even make her pregnant. Her tears
cascaded in torrents down the sides of her face, dampening the tousled gold of her long
blonde hair. Her buttocks clenched in a futile gesture of defense against this last
obscene indignity. This last willful movement was what finally drove the man to his
orgasm. With a deep-throated moan, Les rammed his driving cock deep into the young
teenagers warm, wet carvern and shot his lewd hot sperm deep up into her wide-swept
cuntal passage. She trembled in helpless submission beneath him as he emptied himself
with spurt after spurt deep up inside her, filling her womb almost to the bursting point.
Then... it was suddenly over. Her tormentor lifted his exhausted body from between her
trembling legs and stumbled up to the front of the van, leaving Cindy sobbing out her
humiliation and fear on the stretcher. As she lay, stripped of her virginity and self
respect, she could feel the cool night air rushing with a soothing swirl against the 
nonempty passage, cooling the trickles of warm sperm that already drizzled down between
her buttocks, overflowing from her forever stretched vagina.
Vague thoughts of escape flickered through her dazed mind but as she began to
struggle feebly against the canvas straps, she was again aware of the dark-haired man
leaning over her.
"Where do you think you're going, kid?" he asked with a confident smile on his face.
"After a time like that, do you think we'd want to lose you?" He clicked his tongue
against the roof of his mouth and Cindy suddenly something metallic glistening in his
hand. "I've got just the thing to calm you down, kid," he said softly.
She felt a sharp jab on her left bicep...
"Well, well, my dear, and how do we feel this morning?"
The deep masculine voice jolted Cindy out of her revery and she opened her eyes to see
a tall, kind-faced man with a graying beard leaning over her bed. She was still in the
cell-like room, but the presence of this man made it seem not quite so cold and
forbidding. The horrible memories of her experience in the ambulance began to recede
as she basked in the warmth of this man's friendly paternal smile.
"I'm fine, I think," she answered slowly, stretching her muscles and realizing with
surprise that her drugged lethargy had all but disappeared while she had been
remembering about the rape in the ambulance.
"That's just wonderful," he enthused. "We always make it a practice to give our patients
a little sedative on the way to Sunnydale, just to make the transition a little easier for
them, you know. It's quite a shock to most people to learn that they are going to a
place like this." He smiled understandingly, then added, "Of course, you realize that
you're not a run-of-the-mill patient. No, we have a few like you that are more or less
visitors here, just with us for a short period of intensive therapy for their special
conditions."
Cindy stared at him questioningly. "Just what is my special condition?" she asked. "I
didn't even know I had one."
"Oh, of course, I'm sure you didn't. Many times it takes a very discerning person, like
your mother, to spot these things while they're still forming." He patted her shoulder
consolingly. "But don't worry about it. It's perfectly normal for a girl your age to
develop a father fixation, especially when your father's been dead only a few years."
Cindy almost laughed out loud. A father fixation! Why Cindy had been the one who
had been forced to adjust almost immediately when her father died in an automobile
accident. She had had no choice as her mother was in a state of hysteria for almost two
weeks after the funeral – and now she, Cindy, was supposed to have some kind of
unnatural attachment to her father. How silly could her mother be?
"My dear," he interrupted her thoughts, moving back from the bed. "Why don't we go
down to my office, and there, we can discuss the therapy I have planned for you. I'm
sure well have you straightened out in no time at all."
The doctor handed her a white cotton robe-like garment and discreetly turned away
when she got out of bed and wrapped it around her, tying the drawstrings tightly
around her tiny waist. It was little better covering than the sheet she had wrapped
around her naked body earlier that morning, but, she thought with resignation, it at
least had the appearance of regular clothing.
While she dressed herself in the hospital gown, the man informed her that he was Dr.
Peter Frisch, the founder, owner and resident psychiatrist of Sunnydale, her home for
the next three months.
A few moments later, she was walking beside the doctor along the narrow green
corridor on the way to his office.


Chapter 2


As Cindy began to dig into the hearty breakfast of eggs and sausage she found awaiting
her in Dr. Frisch's plush office, the doctor began to explain to her some of the history
of Sunnydale. From the looks of the office, she never would have guessed that it was in
the same building as the spartan, cell-like room in which she had awakened that
morning. The floor was covered with deep pile carpet and the walls were paneled with
wood. One entire wall was covered by a huge gilt-framed mirror and the desk and huge
couch on which she was now seated were modern and luxurious. It was a beautiful
room and Cindy almost could not believe it when the doctor told her that the building
had originally been an old Victorian hospital he had remodeled to be an asylum for the
mentally incompetent and a "retreat" for his "special" patients.
"You, my dear, are one of the selected patients," he went on. "So I advise you not to go
wandering around the building. All the other patients are hopelessly insane and they
are not a pretty sight for one so young. I wish I did not have to take them, but the
income they bring makes it possible for me to continue to help people with my special
therapy. Otherwise, I could not afford to keep the institution going.*
"But, why don't you just open an office like other psychiatrists?" Cindy asked between
mouthfuls. "Wouldn't it be much simpler that way?"
For the first time, the doctor appeared slightly uncomfortable, and he averted his eyes
from Cindy's questioning look. "Well, you see, my dear, my methods are rather, um,
unconventional. Most psychiatrists frown on them. In fact, I decided that it would be
wiser to avoid telling your mother all about them. I merely guaranteed that I would
completely rid you of your neurosis."
Cindy remembered her experience in the ambulance and wondered for a moment if
that could be part of his "special therapy," but that was too unbelievable, she decided.
In fact, she thought, she might as well tell the doctor what had happened now, so those
men would not be allowed to. do the same thing again.
"Dr. Frisch, there's something I want to tell you about," she began hesistantly, not quite
knowing how to go about relating her story.
"Fine, fine, my dear," he said heartily, rubbing his hands together. "Something about
your dear father?"
"Not quite," she said drily. "Those men you sent to take me from my home last night...
They... Well, they..." She felt suddenly a little frightened, not quite sure she wanted to
go on with the story. It was so humiliating and yet, he had to be told. Tears of misery
again formed in her blue eyes as she tried to think of the right words and then, she
finally blurted it out: "One of them raped me... I was a virgin... I didn't want... It was
awful!" Overcome by the intensity of her feelings, she hung her head and began openly
sobbing, but to her surprise, the doctor made no attempt to comfort her, or even to say
that he was sorry, and finally, feeling very foolish, she stopped crying.
"My dear," the doctor said at last, 'let me explain something to you. In cases such as
yours, there is an important factor called the Electro, Complex. This means that a
certain girl, such as yourself, is so much in love with her father or the memory of her
father that she wants to sleep with him."
Ignoring Cindy's look of shocked indignation, the doctor continued his blunt
discussion in a completely matter-of-fact voice.
"This wish is so strong that she begins to regard her sexuality as something meant only
for her father. Therefore, she tries to place an extremely high value on such
unimportant things as her virginity and her so-called honor. The reason, my dear, that
you are here is so that we can correct this problem." He smiled modestly and added,
"In fact you are very lucky to be able to benefit from my therapy. It is so time
consuming that I can only have one or two patients at a time, so I have to chose my
patients very carefully. It's much better when they're young so the emotional shock of
therapy is not so great."
Cindy's mind raced as she tried to understand what the doctor had said. No matter how
she interpreted his words, it all came out to the same horrifying result.
"You mean you told that man to rape me?" she asked in disbelief. "Are you trying to
say that rape is part of your 'special therapy'?"
The doctor looked extremely uncomfortable at her words. "I'm very sorry you feel that
way, my dear," he began slowly, then smiled brightly as he added, "But, you see, it
would not have been rape had you not valued your virginity so highly, now would it?"
Cindy didn't know what to say. What the doctor said seemed right and yet, why bad
she been saving her virginity all these years? Certainly not for her father, she thought
indignantly. Yet, here she was in a mental institution because someone thought exactly
that. They had already raped her, and God knows what else they had planned for her
therapy. It was crazy! Impossibly weird! She tried to keep down the panic that was
again rising in her mind and attempted to think of a way out. Here she was in a mental
institution so she knew no one would believe her if she tried to call the police. There
was only one thing to do, she had to play along with them and hope for a chance to
escape from this place and the mad doctor who ran it.
Forcing herself to appear calm, she looked up into the doctor's eyes and tried to smile.
"You're probably absolutely right about me. I kind of suspected it myself," she lied. "I
hope you can help me, Doctor."
Cindy could see the relief evident on the man's face. "Well, that's just wonderful, my
dear," he said, smiling happily. For the first time, Cindy noticed his eyes flickering over
her lightly clad body. "I'm sure well both enjoy my little cure very much."
Cindy fought down the little butterflies of fear that were fluttering in her stomach.
Instinctively, she drew her arms around her breasts. They hung loose and partly
exposed by the front opening of the robe they had given her to wear and she felt nearly
naked and vulnerable to his stare.
Mustering all her courage, she managed to once again place a smile on her face, then
said, "If you don't mind, Dr. Frisch, could we begin my therapy tomorrow? All this has
been quite a shock to me. I'd like a little time to get used to being here, if that's 
all right with you."
"Nonsense, my dear," the doctor said, waving away her hopeful suggestion. "We have
everything all ready for you to begin your treatment this morning. In fact, one of my
other special patients is going to participate, too." He smiled understandingly at her
look of undisguised fear. "Now, don't worry, my dear. You won't have to do a thing for
now. Just sit back and relax."
That man in the ambulance told me to relax too, she thought bitterly. But now, she was
determined not to let the doctor know that she did not want to go through with the
therapy – she must act like she wanted it; it was her only chance to escape this place.
"Oh, that's fine," she said brightly, "as long as I don't have to do anything... I'm very
tired."
The doctor rose from where he had been sitting behind his desk and walked over to
join her on the long, comfortable sofa that lined one wall of the room. He sat down
beside her and patted her shoulder in a benevolent, fatherly manner.
"Wonderful, my dear," he murmured as he moved the breakfast tray to a small table
beside the couch. "Now, if you'll just direct your attention to that mirror across the
room, well go on with the next stage of your treatment."
Curious and a little frightened, Cindy looked at the huge mirror on the other side of
the room, but saw only herself and the doctor reflected in the glass. Confused, she
turned back to look at him, but he had twisted around and was fumbling with a switch
on the wall.
Suddenly the room was plunged into total darkness...


Chapter 3


Cindy heard the click of another switch and fell back againsst the cushions in
amazement. Where she had seen hers and the doctor's images a moment before,
another room appeared.
"What... what's going on?" she gasped.
"It's a two-way mirror, my dear," the doctor explained. "We can see into the room, but
they cannot see us."
The room through the mirror was even more surprising in its decor than the doctor's
office. Cindy thought it almost looked like something out of an old Victorian novel, it
was so luxurious and ornate. Everything was colored a deep, soft rose hue and a huge
double bed, covered in rich quilted satin, was placed against the wall opposite the
mirror. The walls were lined with lush velvet draperies and the carpet looked soft and
deep.
At first glance, Cindy thought the room looked almost silly with its elaborate and
voluptuous furnishings, but as she studied it more closely, it began to interest her. She
had never seen anything like it and yet she had the feeling that exciting and wonderful
things could happen in that room. Yes, there was nothing practical about the room; it
was almost as though it were made for pleasure. Suddenly, her thoughts were
interrupted as a door on one side of the bed opened and a woman entered. She looked
like she was about thirty, but Cindy thought that she was one of the most beautiful
women she had ever seen. Her figure was slender and perfectly proportioned and on
her face was a smile of happy anticipation. Cindy thought she looked as though she
belonged in that beautiful room, except for one thing – the woman was wearing a
hospital robe exactly like the one Cindy had on. Could she be the other "special
patient" Dr. Frisch had mentioned?
As if reading her thoughts, the doctor draped his arm around the back of the sofa and
squeezed the young blonde's shoulder as though he were reassuring her. "Ann is the
other special patient here right now," he said softly. "She's almost finished with her
program and today we are going to have a final test to see if she is ready to leave. I
believe you'll find it very interesting to see how she responds. I want you to put yourself
in her place, if you can."
Cindy nodded dumbly, only half listening to the doctor's words. Her eyes were glued to
the scene in front of her. While he had been talking, two men had come into the rose
colored bedroom and as they turned to face the mirror, she gasped in shocked horror.
One was the man who had raped her last night, and the other was the short, stocky
red-headed man who had driven the ambulance while she had been attacked!
For a brief moment, Cindy was fearful for the safety of the lovely woman with those
men, but one look at the woman's face was enough to quell her worry. Far from
appearing frightened, the woman appeared poised and joyful expectant as she stood
motionless beside the bed. As the two, unsmiling, white-jacketed men approached her,
she closed her eyes and a smile of delight played across her mouth.
Cindy shifted nervously in her seat. None of this was making sense to her. The plush
bedroom, the two ominous-looking men, and especially the lovely woman's reactions
were confusing her. Cindy was not sure what she had expected when the doctor talked
about his "therapy," but she hadn't thought it would be anything like this and she was
thoroughly bewildered and a little apprehensive.
"Those two men are the attendants for the special patients," she heard the doctor
murmur in the darkness of the office. "The dark one you met last night is Les. He's
rather clever, and he has a talent for creating the proper psychological atmosphere."
I'll say, Cindy thought sarcastically to herself, remembering how the man had frightened
her the night before with his subtle threats and cruel laughter.
"The other one is Jock," the psychiatrist continued. "Even though he looks small, he's
amazingly powerful. It's rather sad, but there are times when strength is necessary in
certain therapy sessions." She felt him again squeeze her shoulder before he added, "Of
course, I'm sure you won't run into that problem. You are being very cooperative, my
dear, and that's the best way."
Cindy's throat tightened in fear as she heard the doctor's words and digested their
meaning. She knew now that there was no retreat once she was with those men again,
so if she were going to escape before anything worse happened to her, she would have
to be very careful.
Once again, her train of thought was halted by the scene before her. The two men were
standing on either side of the attractive patient in the deep pink room and slowly, as if
teasing her, they began to run their hands over her robed body. Cindy could see that
they were barely touching her and yet the woman responded as though she had been
shocked by an electric wire. Her whole body tensed, then trembled slightly as the men's
finger-tips traveled up and down her torso, lingering provocatively at certain sensitive
areas.
Cindy felt suddenly embarrassed. It wasn't right, she thought, for her to watch this. It
certainly wasn't fair to that woman to spy on her and, besides, it was making Cindy feel
terribly uncomfortable. She stirred restlessly on the leather couch, but the doctor's arm
tightened around her shoulder.
"You must sit still and watch this," he said firmly. "I want you to place yourself in that
room. You are that woman. Concentrate!
Realizing that she had no choice in the matter, Cindy clenched her jaw and forced
herself to go on watching the spectacle before her. As she watched, she saw the two
men slowly slip the white cotton robe down from around the woman's shoulders. Cindy
gasped as the woman's firm, ripe breasts burst into freedom. They stood high and
proud, their quivering, turgid nipples standing out, then peaking higher as the woman
raised her arms to free them of the hospital gown.
They slipped the garment slowly downwards, exposing the woman's slender, sinewy
torso, her dark pubic vee, then the full rounded thighs and calves. As the robe was
tossed aside, the woman stretched languidly as though to display her body to the two
men, but still their faces showed no interest or emotion. For a moment, Cindy wondered 
if they had seen her like this many times before.
The woman lay back on the bed now and smiled up at the two men as they stood
beside her. Cindy could see her mouth opening and closing as they began to massage
her breasts in tiny teasing circles, tweaking the soft nipples into tight, throbbing
hardness. Her feet were pointed directly at the two-way mirror through which Cindy
watched, and as the woman's legs scissored open and closed in her mounting passion,
Cindy could see the thin slit of her vagina, nestled like a glistening pink blossom in the
soft dark pubic hair between her thighs. Her buttocks began to squirm slowly down
against the satin coverlet and sheer, wanton desire gleamed from the woman's half
closed eyes as Les began to work his finger up and down the length of the woman's
wet, pink slit.
As she watched, Cindy remembered one night when she had started thinking about
what it would feel like to have a boy's penis go inside of her. She had gotten so excited
that she had shoved her own middle finger into the narrow passageway down between
her legs and jerked it in and out, trying to relieve the fires that had built up in her
loins. She had given it up just a moment before her mother had barged into her
bedroom with an article on health foods and, feeling guilty, Cindy had never tried it
again. Now, she blushed slightly at the remembrance of what she had done. She
squirmed nervously against the cushion and felt an electric shock of sensation as a hard
seam brushed against her vulva. It felt good, she thought in surprise, and somewhere in
her mind she wished she could put her fingers inside herself again. Something about
what was going on in that bedroom was making her feel that hot, itchy feeling between
her legs again.
As she sat completely engrossed in what was going on in the next room, Cindy
suddenly realized that she was breathing harder and her mouth felt very dry. Once
again, as if reading her mind, the doctor came to her aid and she felt him pressing a tall
glass of something cold into her hand. Without thinking, the young girl downed the
refreshing liquid, attempting to cool some of the warmth the woman's passion was
transmitting to her own body. Only as she felt the burning sting of the liquid as it
passed her throat did Cindy realize that it was some sort of alcoholic beverage. But the
soothing warmth that quickly spread through her tingling body made her thankful that
the doctor had given it to her.
Completely fascinated now, she stared at the woman on the bed. Under the expert
hands of the two men, she seemed to be going mad and as she thrashed on the nowrumpled 
coverlet, Cindy imagined that the woman was begging for something, pleading
frantically for some kind of release for the excitement the men had created in her naked
body. Relaxed by the liquor she had drunk so quickly, Cindy squirmed down on the
cushion again, not caring if the doctor observed her movements. The young girl could
feel wetness spreading between her thighs and she wriggled slightly to gain greater
contact with the cushion. The hard leather rubbed excitingly against her tiny rising
clitoris through the flimsy hospital gown.
With a sudden burst of perspective, Cindy abruptly realized that something strange was
happening to her. She had never felt like this before. Was it that she was no longer a
virgin? she wondered, or the depraved scene that she was now witnessing? Perhaps it
was the liquor or the doctor's encouragement to free herself of her "false values."
Whatever it was, she didn't feel like the same innocent teenager who had walked into
this office only a few hours ago. She felt like someone else and it frightened her a bit,
but she didn't want to think about it now. Her fascination with the scene in front of her
was beginning to stimulate completely new sensations in her young body, even against
her will, against all that she had ever been taught.
Trying desperately to regain control of her senses, Cindy leaned back against the couch,
still careful not to break the contact with the edge of the leather cushion pressed into
the damp crevice between her fevered young thighs and found herself leaning into the
doctor's arm. Too distraught to even think about what she was doing, she allowed
herself to relax against it and again directed her attention to the two-way mirror. She
barely noticed as the doctor's hand slipped down to the bulge of her left breast.
Suddenly, she saw the two men move away from the woman on the bed. Cindy gasped
in sympathy for the woman as she watched her stare pleadingly up at the men, say
something with a mouth contorted by passion. Their faces remained stony and
uncaring. But the woman on the bed was worked to such a fever pitch of sexual frenzy
that she now wanted nothing but release, no matter how she got it.
Turning away in despair from her tormentors, the woman began to run her own hands
madly over her body, her fingertips dancing over her smooth firm belly and coming to a
halt at the silken hair of her heaving pubic mound. Cindy could almost hear the
woman's groan as her fingers slipped downward to the soft hair-covered lips of her
vagina and spread them slowly apart until the wet pink cleft was fully visible and the
glistening mouth-like opening gaped hungrily. The woman's wanton grinding
movements slowed to a halt as she slowly inserted her own middle finger into the warm
fleshy folds of her cunt.
Cindy felt petrified with shock as she watched the woman stroking her bud-like clitoris
while the two men stood by and watched with completely blank faces. She felt the
doctor's hand squeeze tighter on her breast, but she no longer had the will to argue.
She felt hypnotized into immobility as the sensuous movements of the woman on the
bed increased in tempo and her index finger was added to the other already working
itself inside the warm pink edges of her excitedly contracting cunt. The woman's legs
thrashed out and her hips rose and fell in time with the deep probing thrusts of her twp
fingers. Then, suddenly, Cindy gasped as she saw the woman add a third finger to the
invasion of her wet vaginal passage, widening the surrounding pink lips until they were
thin with the strain.
The shock of the sight brought Cindy back to reality and only the doctor's tight
grasping of her now-tingling breast kept her from leaping to her feet and running from
the room. Even though the doctor had told her that this was some kind of therapy the
young girl knew that this was all wrong. She was being forced to witness a scene from a
part of life that she had never known and it was too much for her to accept all at one
time. She wanted to escape, but how?
The psychiatrist sensed her inner struggle and tightening his arm around her shoulder,
he whispered into her ear. "You must try to concentrate, my dear. It is always hard the
first time, but remember, you have no choice right now. There is no way out. You must
learn to face what is real in life."
Defeated, Cindy slumped back against his arm. His words echoed in her mind and she
tried desperately to understand what the doctor was trying to do. Had she not been
facing reality? she wondered to herself. For the first time since she had arrived in
Sunnyvale, it occurred to her that her mother and the doctor might be correct in their
analysis of her problem. It was true that she had never faced anything like this before
and that it was affecting her in ways she never would have imagined. She waited in
anticipation and nervous fear of her own emotions to see what would happen next. The
relaxing warmth of the liquor the doctor had given her drifted lazily through her veins,
easing her mind of fear at the passion raging through her own body. Completely
confused, she leaned against the doctor's shoulder, foggily determined, somehow, to
keep her guard up.
The woman on the bed had become like a crazed demon, her face contorted with the
effort of her frantic manipulations. Cindy could see her fingers driving in deeper and
harder into the tight pink opening as her head thrashed from side to side on the pillow.
Her eyes were wild with frustration, yet, still she tried, her hand beating a mad rhythm
against the jogging, heaving buttocks, faster and more wild with each passing second of
her struggle for orgasm.
Suddenly, Cindy jumped, her hand grabbing the doctor's arm tightly, as she saw the
idiot Willy enter the scene in the bedroom, leading a monstrous, golden Great Dane
dog on a leash. The woman on the bed also responded in terror, her eyes widening and
her hand flying to the back of her mouth to keep from screaming. Cindy shuddered in
fear as she saw the woman try to rise from the bed, but stop quickly as the dog strained
toward her, his teeth bared menacingly.
"What... what are you going to do to that poor woman?" Cindy managed to gasp to the
doctor beside her as she saw the halfwit release the huge animal from its chain. The dog
immediately lept onto the bed and stood threateningly over the frightened woman, his
great panting head positioned just above her still-exposed, defenseless crotch.
"Just watch, my dear," the doctor answered smugly. "But don't worry about Ann. The
dog is well-trained. He knows what to do."
Cindy sat tensed on the edge of the seat, closely identifying with the woman who now
lay paralyzed with fear on the bed. Yet, something about the situation excited and
fascinated her. She couldn't look away. The weird thought of that beautiful woman
lying naked and defenseless beneath that monstrous dog sent unexpected shivers of a
strange fevered excitement tingling through her and she trembled uncontrollably for a
moment. The doctor pressed another glass of the chilled liquor into her hand and the
young girl swallowed it gladly. Once again, the alcohol had the desired effect and, as
the smooth warmth radiated out from her stomach, she leaned gratefully into the
doctor's arm, her eyes glued to the spectacle before her.
The drink had not only relaxed her body, but was beginning to wear down her
resistance to what was occurring around her. She could not muster the will to resist as
she felt the psychiatrist's hand move gently to cup the softness of her large, firm breast,
trapping the nipple between his thumb and forefinger, just the way Les had done the
night before in the ambulance. She was amazed to discover that it felt good if she did
not fight the sensation and her nipple stiffened and swelled under his massaging hand
and tweaking fingers.
Suddenly, it seemed silly to Cindy that she had been so frightened and humiliated only
moments before. There was a strange fascination in the lewd debauchery of her
surroundings and she no longer struggled as she felt herself being relentlessly drawn
into the whirlpool of new passions. She squirmed tighter in the seat, feeling the cushion
pressing deeper into the rapidly moistening little crevice down between her thighs. The
smoothness of the leather excited the sensitive pink lips of her vagina and she felt tiny
waves of pleasure throbbing in the swelling bud of her clitoris.
Her thoughts returned to the stage as she heard a slight involuntary gasp from the
doctor beside her. The monstrous dog was lowering his head to the helpless woman's
up-turned cunt and suddenly his tongue lolled out and slid over the tender pink flesh,
all the way from the tight puckered hole of her anus up to the tiny burning nodule of
her clitoris. The dog's stubby tail trembled as though he had found a wild bitch in heat.
The woman tensed, then tried to squirm away and Cindy saw the three men in the
room move closer to the bed as though to restrain her if it became necessary. The dog
dropped his great head and lapped again, his long flat tongue parting her soft curling
pubic hair and flicking relentlessly between the woman's wide-spread legs, stopping
intermittently to curl its way deep into her nakedly writhing pussy.
Cindy's entire body was covered with goose bumps created by her first contact with the
sexual stimulation that results from indulging in something so morally forbidden. She
couldn't believe the change that was coming over the woman on the bed. Suddenly, her
terrified squirming ceased and she began raising her buttocks to meet each stroking lick
of the Great Dane's long saliva dripping tongue. Then, to Cindy's shocked amazement,
the woman, her eyes bulging wide with desire, reached down and grasped the dog's
head, kicking her legs up to pull the dog's nose deep into her well-lubricated vulva.
It was as though the woman had gone mad. Jerking and writhing on the satin coverlet,
she thrust her pelvis upward to meet each ravishing thrust of the animal's giant tongue.
Her lips stretched out, baring her teeth, and Cindy could almosts hear the woman's
incoherent shrieks for more, pleading and encouraging the dumb animal drooling
between her grinding upturned buttocks for more.
But, once again, Cindy saw that the woman was apparently going to be denied her
fulfillment. Les had walked up and pulled the animal back away from the woman,
mouthing some kind of order to the brute. With desperate pleading in her eyes, the
woman on the bed begged the men for compassion, for release, and Cindy saw Les say
something to her. Her face a mask of indignance and horror, the woman shook her
head violently in reply to the man's words, but a moment later, Cindy saw the woman's
expression change to a mixture of both resignation and uncontrolled lust. Her natural
resistance had vanished under the maddening torture of the Great Dane's tongue and,
fighting down her revulsion, the woman bent over to touch the sheath that enclosed the
beast's penis.
Cindy's heart beat crazily as she watched the woman take hold of the hairy sheath and
begin milking it, first gently, then with increasing confidence. Cindy flinched in fear as
the animal began responding, his natural savage lust kindling and jerking his muscles
to life, but the woman labored slowly and carefully, squirming her own buttocks into
the satin coverlet to further ignite the fires raging in her own loins.
A strange combination of pleasure and fear showed on the woman's face as the
glistening wet penis slipped out from its furry casing, dancing and jumping in her hand
as the Great Dane began to hump obscenely and squirt tiny jets of semen on the bed.
Then, at another command from the dark-haired man holding the animal, the woman
twisted around on the bed, then climbed on her hands and knees.
Cindy, too, was beginning to wonder if she had last control of her senses. The insistent
aching hunger deep in her belly was getting stronger every moment she sat there
viewing the obscene spectacle. She was breathing harder, almost gasping for air as she
squirmed frantically down against the sofa cushion with the wet, swollen lips of her
burning pussy, trying vainly to quell the newly-aroused needs that were driving her to
distraction. The doctor's hands working expertly over her swollen, tingling breasts only
made her more distressed, and yet she could not find the will to ask him to stop.
Glassy-eyed, she gazed in abject fascination at the strange drama being enacted before
her innocent eyes.
The woman was obediently kneeling now, elevating her wide-spread buttocks before the
slavering face of the aroused beast yet still Les held the straining animal back. Sobbing
with frustration, the woman looked back, begging the sadistically grinning man for
what she needed so badly. Then, suddenly, he let loose of the big dog's collar.
In a moment, the huge animal mounted the woman's waiting body, planting his paws
on her back. Cindy saw that some kind of cloth covering had been wrapped around the
dog's forefeet to protect the woman's back from his sharp claws. The long, tapered
penis quickly found the hot wet crevice between the woman's parted thighs, and the
animal shuddered and humped as he tried desperately to find the opening to plunge his
thick glistening shaft in her body.
Wild with desire, the woman began to rotate her pelvis, trying to capture the dripping
scarlet rod in her starving vaginal cleft as the dumb beast mindlessly thrust forward,
missing the target each time. Again and again, the narrow point slid unsuccessfully
down the hair-framed valley, rubbing maddeningly against the woman's distended
clitoris.
Cindy held her breath, in agony with the woman on the bed, sharing her frustrations,
wantonly grinding her own pelvis into the cool leather of the cushion. Somewhere, deep
in her mind, she desperately wished that she, Cindy, not the other "special patient," was
there in that rose-colored bedroom, waiting for the huge animal to skewer her on his
long, throbbing scarlet prick.
At last, tossing aside all dignity and shame, the woman boldly and deliberately reached
back to grasp the canine's long slippery penis in her hand and guided the point of it
into her pink wet slit. Her body shook and jerked with the strain of the animal's weight
as the great dog lunged forward, stroking into her, inch after inch of his thick cock
disappearing into her with each new pile-driving forward thrust of his lean furry flanks.
Unconsciously, Cindy let out a great sigh of contentment when she saw that at last the
great cock had slipped all the way into the woman's tortured pussy, spreading the
vaginal lips far apart. Wasting no more time, the Great Dane began to slam in and out
of the woman's cunt, his relentless power and rhythm making him seem like some kind
of huge furry machine created just for that purpose.
As the forelegs trapped her waist, the woman began to undulate her body and move her
buttocks in tiny lewd circles, grinding them back rhythmically to meet each forward
lunge of the monstrous dog. Her face was contorted in rapture and her taut swollen
breasts danced tightly beneath her writhing torso as the beast pounded into her from
behind, a relentless piston of gleaming red flesh driving deeper and deeper into her
hungrily contracting belly.
Cindy's forehead was covered with tiny beads of sweat as the strange scene before her
took more and more effect on her young body and vulnerable mind. Her breath was
now coming in tight, labored gasps and her whole body felt as though it had an electric
current running through it, making each nerve tingle with a fiery sensation that was
completely new to her. The thin hospital robe she wore felt as though it were strangling
her and she wished with all her might that she could just throw it off and join the
debauchery in the next room. The doctor's fingers were slipping madly over her
hardened nipples, nipping them sharply one at a time. Her mind whirled in excitement
and confusion, but suddenly she was certain of one thing... the doctor had been right.
She had been avoiding reality all this time. All the things that she had always thought
were dirty and wrong – now looked completely natural and so exciting. Still, a part of
her kept saying that she shouldn't let anything more happen to her than had already
been done. She pushed the disturbing thought aside; it couldn't hurt anything to just sit
here and watch...
Her heart was pounding like a kettle drum and she was certain that the doctor could
feel it under the hand that tightly grasped her left breast.
She wouldn't fight it anymore, she decided, not right now. Then, later, when they took
her back to her room, she would figure out some way to escape from this place and the
fear she still felt.
Later...
Her thoughts returned to the lewdly bucking body of the woman kneeling under the
massive dog on the bed. She was now completely mad with lust and Cindy could see
her shouting wildly through clenched teeth. The woman who had been so poised and
beautiful before now no longer seemed human but a shaking mass of sweating, lust
deranged flesh that begged to be subjugated and defiled. She was revelling in her
debasement, uncaring, no longer capable of thinking of sex as wrong or right, anything
but a tremendous shaft of animal flesh pistoning back and forth in her roundly
stretched pussy, causing her to grind back against the hairy, jerking body like an animal
herself. Gleaming rivulets of moisture trickled down from the crevice of the woman's
rotating buttocks, trailing down the back of her thighs, soaking the satin coverlet
between her straining legs.
"Do you think that's exciting, my dear?" Cindy suddenly heard the doctor murmur.
"Don't you wish that you were Ann right now? Would you like that dog to be fucking
you too? Is that what you want now – a dog to fuck you?"
Cindy shifted guiltily in her seat as she heard the doctor say exactly what she had been
thinking a few moments before. Only, his words were a little different from her
thoughts. His crude language made it sound different – somehow dirty and forbidden.
Still, she was afraid to let him know just how excited she really was. He might want to
continue the "therapy" right away, and she wanted time to get away from all the
sensual depravity, to think about what she had seen. But, the fires were raging deep in
her loins and she was beginning to be afraid that she really would go crazy if something
didn't happen soon to release the tension that was building in her body. Maybe, if she
would just go back to her room and try it with her finger again... Maybe it would work
this time...
"Well, my dear, what do you feel?" the psychiatrist insisted, kneading her breasts more
vigorously and making her tiny bud-like nipples throb in guilty pleasure. Involuntarily,
she ground her buttocks back down into the cushions, hoping that it would just look
like she was changing position. It was becoming more and more difficult to conceal her
frustration. She had to get back to her own room and do something...
Manufacturing a huge yawn, Cindy let her body slump against the doctor's shoulder in
feigned weariness. "I guess it would be nice to do that sometime, but I'm so sleepy," she
lied. "I don't know what's wrong with me... maybe it was the drinks. Do you think I
could go back to bed and then we can do more of my therapy tomorrow?"
There was no answer but an ominous silence and Cindy could see out of the corner of
her eye that the doctor was staring intently at her. Finally the doctor wordlessly turned
away, directing his gaze back to the two-way mirror. Cindy knew he hadn't believed
her. Now, she didn't know what to do. Her body was screaming for some kind of
release and she could do nothing but sit here and watch while her own sexual hunger
got worse every minute. The only way out was to tell the doctor how she really felt, but
she was afraid to do that. If he would have her raped, then make her watch something
like this, there was no telling what the next step of the "therapy" would be and she
didn't want to take the chance of finding out.
Cindy suddenly almost jumped out of her seat. The doctor had again turned toward her
and dropped his free hand down on her bare knee, slipping it up toward the fullness of
her thigh. Startled by the unexpected contact, Cindy tried to squirm away, but his other
arm clamped tightly around her shoulders and she could only slide her damp buttocks a
short way on the leather couch. Even in her distress, the friction of the hard leather and
the moist cloth of her robe against her swollen little pussy sent a flash of electrifying
sensation up her spine. The doctor was lifting the hem of her robe, sliding his warm
hand along the smooth bare flesh of her upper thigh. She uttered a low, helpless groan
of despair as the doctor's other hand gave a sudden hard pinch against one nipple
sending a shock of exquisite pleasure shooting through her body. Her eyes remained on
the panting, unnatural coupling in the other room and she clenched her teeth together
fighting with all her strength against the unwanted arousal that was taking a firmer
hold on her body, overcoming all morality and fear.
With a sudden burst of angry courage, the young girl grabbed the doctor's hand below
her garment and yanked it out from under the hospital robe. She heard a soft, patient
sigh from the man beside her and the psychiatrist allowed her to place his hand on the
cushion between them.
Almost immediately, however, the doctor lifted his hand again and let it rest in her lap.
Relieved that there was now a layer of clothing protecting her flesh from his searching
hand, Cindy didn't struggle as she felt him begin to knead the softness of her belly
under the thin material. Teasing at the light furry thatch at the base of her abdomen,
his fingers pressed gently against the young, fuzz covered mound of her crotch unable
to go lower because of her tightly clenched thighs. Cindy dug her buttocks deeper into
the couch, hoping she could keep him from discovering the telltale wetness of her
vaginal slit. Nevertheless, the contact excited her and she could feel the slippery wetness
spreading between her thighs as she pressed down harder. As if in reply, the doctor's
fingers worked more firmly into the junction of her thighs, teasing her upper pubic area
mercilessly until the young blonde shivered with delight at the strange new sensations.
It was all she could do to remember that she had to hide her feelings from the man
beside her.
Then, suddenly, she gasped in shocked terror. The doctor had removed his hand from
her lap and was insinuating it gradually under her buttocks from the side. The thin
fabric of the robe below her buttocks was drenched with the dampness from her
throbbing genitals. He would know! But there was no time, no way to stop him, and
suddenly his whole hand was beneath her, his middle finger moving back and forth in
the valley of her buttocks, pushing the damp folds of her hospital robe against her
vaginal slit. There was nothing left for her to do or say, no way to hide the fact that she
was excited by what she had seen and felt. She closed her eyes tightly and resigned
herself to the waves of indecent pleasure coursing through her body. As if sensing her
surrender, the doctor's fingers worked at the robe she wore, pulling the material out
from under her thighs and buttocks until his hand rested fully against the naked flesh
of her buttocks. The psychiatrist's middle finger moved slowly down the crevice
between her buttocks and suddenly, the young girl gasped aloud as the finger wormed
its way into the moist walls of her soft pussy. It was wet and slippery from the
unwanted desire that had saturated her whole being and, though she was still a little
tender from the rape of the night before, the slight pain only seemed to add an extra
dimension to the pleasure created by the invading finger. Her entire body trembled like
a leaf in the wind as the doctor's other finger made contact with the tiny throbbing
head of her clitoris and rotated maddeningly around the tiny bundle of nerve ends.
Cindy had lost all control of her body now. It was so excited, so tingling, so aroused by
all the stimulation of the morning's activities, that she was powerless against the
mounting needs that were engulfing her. She understood now how the woman in the
other room had felt. Cindy, herself, was almost ready to beg for any sort of release from
the fires raging through her involuntarily contracting vagina. The sight of the woman in
the next room being wildly fucked from behind by the monstrous dog and the doctor's
finger rotating teasingly in her fiery young pussy were about to drive her mad.
Something had to happen soon or she felt her nerves would snap from the strain.
Suddenly, the whole strange experience reached a wild crescendo of excitement.
A mad flurry of action brought Cindy's thoughts back to the scene in the next room.
The woman was thrashing insanely on the bed, screwing her buttocks back against the
dog like a mare in heat bucking against a wild stallion. Her head shook madly from
side to side and her eyes rolled up toward the ceiling as she entered the first throes of
orgasm. The huge dog's tongue hung from his mouth dripping saliva onto the woman's
arching back as he fucked into her desperately grinding buttocks. Cindy could see her
shuddering and tensing as she rammed back against the dog's flanks. At the same
moment, the animal almost jumped forward, driving his crimson prick deep into her
womb as he began spewing his hot creamy sperm in hard jets deep into the woman's
hungrily contracting belly.
Absolutely mesmerized by the sight before her, Cindy gaped as the woman's buttocks
tensed spasmodically and a violent orgasm turned her body into a taut, trembling vice,
squeezing the animals prick so hard that thick streams of white viscous liquid oozed out
of her clenching cunt and dribbled down her thighs in thin sticky trails of expanded
desire.
The woman's backside glistened, displaying drenched, matted pubic hair and flushed
pink skin as she fell forward on her face, collapsing in utter exhaustion. Above her, the
dog regained his footing and stood on the bed, head high, wagging his tail happily.
Suddenly, the depraved tableau disappeared and Cindy found herself once again staring
at her own reflection, barely discernible in the dim light of the psychiatrist's office.
With a combination of relief and regret, she felt the man's hand pulling away, his finger
slipping from her tortured vagina. She had been close to her own first orgasm and, had
the scene lasted a few moments more, Cindy was sure that she too would have been as
helplessly consumed by passion as the woman on the bed.
Embarrassed and confused, the young girl was relieved when the doctor suddenly
switched on the bright lights in the office, giving her an excuse to blink and look away
until her eyes became accustomed to the abrupt illumination. Even though she was
turned away, she could sense his inquiring gaze, his expectation of her reaction.
What could she say, she wondered. And what could happen after this?


Chapter 4


Cindy's gaze briefly flickered back to the mirror once her eyes became accustomed to
the light, the expression on her face a mixture of wonder and confusion. She had never
been so excited, sexually or otherwise, by anything in her life and it scared her a little.
To actually sit back and view a beautiful woman being taken, subjugated by a huge,
powerful dog was something she had never even thought of, and the fact that the other
patient had so thoroughly enjoyed the unnatural coupling left Cindy numb with shock.
Cindy became even more nervous as she realized that the doctor was waiting for her to
comment in some way on what she had just seen. There was nothing she could say and,
besides, she was thoroughly embarrassed about her own reaction. Nervous and guilty
feeling, she pulled her robe back down under her thighs, lifting herself off the seat and
smoothing the garment down over her buttocks. The feeling of fearful discomfort was
quickly returning as her body began to calm down and she was mortified at having to
face the doctor after the lewd exhibition they had witnessed.
"Well, my dear," the doctor finally said softly. "Are you going to lie to yourself or face
the truth. It's very difficult to be honest sometimes."
Cindy managed an uncertain smile. "What... what do you mean?"
"Come now, my dear," the psychiatrist answered impatiently. "You were endowed with
a body as well as a mind. You can deny one or the other, but don't you think it might
be more intelligent to let them work together?"
"I think... I know what you mean," the young blonde replied uncertainly, her brow
furrrowing with the effort of comprehending his words. "But, all this... these things that
were happening... it doesn't seem... well, proper..." As she struggled to put her feelings
into words,. Cindy remembered how she had felt only a few minutes ago and she
shuddered in revulsion as she remembered the liberties she had allowed the psychiatrist
to take with her own body. She looked up at him, with a plea for understanding in her
eyes and added, "I mean that, well, didn't you feel like what you were doing to me was
kind of dirty... or something..."
She faltered, then stopped, her words sounding insane and stupid, even to herself. She
knew that she had sounded silly to the doctor too, because he did not answer her
appeal for compassion even with a smile.
"Not proper, you say," he said slowly, raising his eyebrows in mock interest. "By what
standards, may I ask? Two minutes ago, you didn't seem to mind the ethics of the
situation," His eyes fell pointedly to the rumpled skirt of her robe. "Are your morals so
flexible that they can be tossed aside on certain special occasions?"
"I-I don't know. It's never happened before," Cindy stammered, looking down at the
floor. Tears of humiliation were forming in the corners of her eyes. "I-I'm only
seventeen, you know."
"Hnmmph! Certainly old enough to know the workings and potential of the human
body!" the doctor answered coolly. He stared intensely into her face, then asked,
"Exactly what are you afraid of, Cindy?"
His inquiry made Cindy flare with anger. Who wouldn't be afraid after they had been
raped, put in *an insane asylum, then forced to watch what she had just seen? Next, he
would probably want her to prostitute for him – for therapy! She might be shocked,
but she was never afraid, of anything! Lifting her chin, she stared boldly back into his
inquiring eyes. "I am not afraid of almost anything," she snapped. "But, I know what
I've been taught and I know what I feel and I think... I think you re sick."
"Ah. Do you now?" the doctor rejoined gleefully. "Well, then, I take that to mean that
you were sick too a couple of minutes ago. But, of course, you made a remarkable
recovery." He smiled as if a terribly funny thought had just occurred to him, then
added, "And just how far in life are you going to go without getting 'sick' again, my
dear?"
Cindy gave him a cold stare in answer and sat stiffly on the couch. By the way the
doctor was acting, she never would have known that he had been touching her so
intimately a few short minutes ago. Cindy closed her thighs in automatic reaction to the
thought as it flickered through her mind momentarily. A deep sense of shame pervaded
her entire being and she didn't know how to defend herself against the doctor's
remarks. She just hoped that he would hurry up and finish his discussion so she could
go back to her room and figure out a way to escape from this place before she got in
any deeper.
"All right," the doctor said quietly after the silence had stretched out for several
moments. "Let's try it a different way. You have this concept of right and wrong, just
like Ann, that woman you just witnessed, did when her husband first sent her here.
Now, she has virtually lost her inhibitions and does she seem any the worse for it?"
This was something Cindy had not considered and she thought about it for a moment
before answering. It was a fact that when the woman had first come into the rose
colored bedroom, she had seemed beautiful and happy, just the type of woman Cindy
would like to be when she got older. Once again, her confidence in her own beliefs
began to slip a little and she started to suspect again that perhaps the doctor was right.
As if reading her thoughts, the doctor nodded a confirmation. "That's right. She is a
lovely woman, but before she came here, Ann had simply never learned how to deal
with her body's needs and functions." He cocked his head and gazed meaningfully at
the, young blonde. "That, my dear, is one of the most obvious indications of a father
fixation. Daddy's little girl would not even consider things like fucking and sucking and
any other pleasurable sexual physical activity that might come her way."
At the sound of the lewd, forbidden words coming from the doctor's mouth, Cindy
again felt the moistness gathering between her tightly-pressed thighs. Once again, she
struggled to flight down the ripples of exquisite sensation that coursed through her
body. "But, I'm not frightened of things like... like what you said," she haltingly
defended herself, wondering if she were really speaking the truth. "It's just that my
mother always taught me that certain things were wrong, not nice, and, of course, she
would never let me go out with a boy by myself..."
"It's altogether too easy to place the blame on other people, my dear," the doctor said,
brusquely interrupting her explanation. "Today, you were exposed to a new experience.
Were you afraid of it?"
"I... well, I thought... No, of course not," Cindy blurted out, too proud to admit to the
doctor, or even to herself, that it had been a terrible, frightening experience.
"Fine," he said, rising quickly from where he sat beside her on the couch. "In that case
then, I want you to come next door with me. I want you to be in that room for a
moment so you can experience even more fully what happened there a few moments
ago. I want you to understand as much as much as possible exactly how Ann felt."
Cindy's nerves immediately sprang to the alert. She did not want to go anywhere near
that bedroom. The memory of the lewd drama was still too clear, still affected her too
much and probably, years from now, she thought, she would think of that strange scene
every time she saw that particular color of rose. But the doctor was already standing in
front of her, his hand outstretched to help her to her feet. There was no way she could
back out without denying everything she had already claimed about herself and her
attitudes.
Resigned but determined not to let the sight of the rose-colored bedroom disturb her in
any way, she grasped the doctor's hand and rose from the sofa. He quickly led her out
of his office and a moment later, they were standing in front of a green metal door
identical to the others all along the hospital corridor.
For a brief moment, Cindy considered running, anywhere, to get away from the sight of
the room, but instead, she stood quietly beside the doctor as he unlocked the door and
pushed it open.


Chapter 5


The room was just as beautiful and luxurious as it had appeared from the other side of
the huge mirror that covered the wall opposite the now-rumpled double bed. Her mind
numbed by the alcohol and the shock of what she had seen earlier, Cindy allowed the
doctor to take her hand and lead her into the deep pink room. Her slippered feet sunk
deep into the pile carpet as they slowly crossed the room and, almost against her will,
Cindy found herself staring in fascination at the dishevelled bed that had been the stage
for the wild debauchery of a few minutes ago. She could clearly see dark spots of
dampness on the satin coverlet and she imagined that certain indentations in the
wrinkled satin were where the huge dog had placed his hind paws as he had fucked into
the other "special" patient in the rest home.
"What are you thinking of, my dear?" the doctor softly inquired as she padded slowly
toward the bed. "What are you looking at?"
"The bed..." Cindy replied hesitantly. "It's so... quiet now... as if nothing had
happened."
"Ah, but you remember that something did happen," the doctor prodded her. "That
bed... think about what happened on the bed. Think."
But, Cindy was barely listening to him. She now stood beside the bed and stared at all
the dark stains. Some were large and seemed almost to be dry, while other tiny spots
still glistened wetly. She wondered to herself which ones were the woman's lubricating
juices and which the creamy fluid spurting from the great animal's long tapered penis.
Unable to restrain her curiosity, she leaned over and gingerly touched one of the tiny
still-wet splotches. When she pulled her finger away, something stuck to her finger and
came away from the satin coverlet. She stared closely at it and saw that it was a tiny
glistening droplet of something white and jelly-like. She shook her finger, but the blob
only jiggled and did not drop off.
"Do you know what that is?" the psychiatrist asked as he moved closer to her to see
more clearly. "Have you ever seen anything like that before?"
The blonde teenager shook her head in mystification. She lifted the finger to her nose
and sniffed cautiously, but the creamy liquid had an aroma that she did not recognize, a
strange, but not unpleasant, mixture of salty fishiness and animal musk. Still silent, she
turned to stare inquiringly at the smiling doctor.
"It's sperm, my dear. Dog cum," the doctor answered, intently searching her face for
signs of her reaction to the information.
Instinctively repulsed, Cindy made a face and quickly wiped her finger off on the
coverlet, shuddering with loathing and disgust. She backed a few steps away from the
bed and turned to the psychiatrist.
"Please, Dr. Frisch," she said, a tone of desperate pleading in her voice. "I don't want to
stay here. Please, can't we leave now?"
"Nonsense, that's ridiculous," the doctor briskly answered her. "You are catering to
your fears and you must learn to overcome them! Does being close to that bed upset
you?"
Cindy nodded violently. Just being in this room was rekindling the fires in her loins.
The now-familiar aching hunger inside her was beginning to grow and spread from her
stomach upwards to the nipples of her hardening breasts. The sensations she had felt in
the office as she watched the happenings in this room were beginning to return full
force and she didn't want to lose control of herself again.
"Lie down on the bed," the doctor suddenly commanded. "Lie down the way Ann was
when the two men were touching her body, when they were making her feel good all
over. Do it right now!"
Startled by the abrupt change of tone in the psychiatrist's voice, Cindy hesitated for a
moment, then complied. She climbed onto the mattress, then stretched out on her back
on the wrinkled coverlet.
"Now, spread your legs apart and place your hands on your stomach," she heard the
doctor order. "I want you to close your eyes and imagine that you are Ann – that Les
and Jock are running their hands all over your body, pinching your breasts, stroking
your thighs, running through your pubic hair, bringing your body to life, making you
feel wild like an animal...?
The doctor's voice droned on and on, and as Cindy lay on the bed, eyes tightly closed,
she could almost feel all the things he was saying. Her lips began to move in a slow,
sensual rhythm with the fingers that he said were spearing in and out of her tingling,
hungry pussy. The bed was soft and cloud-like and the cold wet spots under her legs
had warmed from the heat of her body until she began to enjoy sliding her body
around in the slippery wetness. Still, it wasn't as good as if it really were happening and
she couldn't help but wish that... that something would happen to release all the sexual
tension that was building within her.
She felt his fingers massaging her forehead and temples and a lovely laziness drifted
through her as she listened to the hypnotic sound of his voice above her.
"I know what you want. You want to be surrounded by men, two, three, a dozen men.
All of them want to give pleasure to you, to touch you and stroke you, to put their big,
thick cocks into your cunt. That is what you want, Cindy, isn't it?"
"Yes..." she breathed at the wonderful thought of a man's penis filling that great aching
need burning insistently between her open thighs. "Oh yes, doctor, I do!"
"Do you want me to rub your body, Cindy? Do you want me to massage you all over
like I'm massaging your head?"
"Yesss... oh, yes..." Cindy moaned, not truly comprehending the words she was hearing,
understanding only that hypnotically soothing voice.
The doctor lifted his hands from Cindy's face and then, she felt fingertips again
touching her skin, moving down past the slim column of her throat, across her
shoulders, down her arms, along her sides. The fingers travelled slowly around the firm
globes of Cindy's breasts, then spread out to clamp down on each of the lush
mountains of flesh. Movingly slowly back and forth, the hands tantalized her nipples
until they rose, growing firm and hard. Cindy heard the doctor talking again, but now
she wasn't listening. Every ounce of concentration she had was bent toward the thrilling
sensations that radiated outward from under those gentle hands. She felt one hand slip
down across her smooth flat belly and slowly draw up the skirt of her robe. A moment
later, the fingers rested lightly on her topmost pubic hair, then moved around and
down Cindy's naked thighs, bringing them back again.
Cindy moaned softly, her hips beginning to gyrate on the bed. It feels so good, she
thought dreamily, so beautiful. She trembled a little as one of the fingers parted the soft
moist crevice between her legs, spread it open, and one sharp fingernail touched the
bud of Cindy's clitoris bringing it immediately erect, stroking it carefully. Cindy's hips
began to thrust more demandingly on the sperm-strained bed.
"Give me your hand, my dear," she vaguely heard the doctor command. "Give me your
hand."
Obediently, Cindy lifted one hand. Another hand took it and wrapped her fingers
around something warm and long and hard. She gasped and tightened her grip on the
smooth surface of the long thing in her hand as she felt a finger slide deep into the
tight elastic opening of her cunt sending wild electric shocks of pleasure through her.
She felt the ties of her robe being unfastened and the front pulled open, then suddenly
there were warm lips encircling one of her nipples, sucking and nipping at the tip. The
lips moved away, dipping lower to kiss her belly, lower still to touch the blonde
silkiness of Cindy's damp pubic mound...
Suddenly, Cindy's brain snapped into instant alertness. If the doctor were doing all
these things to her, who had taken her hand to place it around whatever she was
holding? What was she holding?
Her eyes flew open and grew huge as she saw a head of curly red hair moving over her
exposed genitals. Her gaze flew next to her right hand and she jerked it back in
shocked terror as she saw that she had been gripping the same cock that had torn
through her insides the night before. The two attendants were positioned on either side
of the bed, and both were completely naked. Standing by the doorway was the idiot
Willy, still clothed in his hospital uniform, but looking as though he would split the
seams in his impatience to get out of it, if he were allowed. Cindy finally found the
doctor, standing a few yards behind Les, quietly observing the scene with a strange fiery
gleam in his eye.
Remember the experience of the woman that morning, Cindy was overcome by a rush
of uncontrollable fear. Cringing back against the headboard of the bed, she stared wide
eyed at the doctor and pleaded, "Please, please, don't do that to me. It's wrong... it's
bad! I'd never be able to live with myself again." Her eyes turned steely blue, yet still
the fear showed clearly as she added, "I promise you. I will kill myself if you make me...
do things... with that dog. I swear it!"
The doctor, who had been listening to her impassioned outburst with an expression of
mild concern on his face, broke into a wide, relieved smile as he realized the basis for
her fears. Striding quickly up to the bed on which she lay, he sat down beside her on
the mattress and gently placed his hand on one of her naked thighs.
"My dear, there's no need for you to worry at all," he almost whispered, his expression
radiating benevolence and fatherly concern. "Chances are, you won't ever meet our
canine friend, Attila, again until you walk out the door of Sunnydale. Today, we are just
going to give you a bit more perspective about your body. After all, your body is
merely..." The doctor paused and let his gaze wander over the length of her completely
exposed torso. "... merely a vehicle..."
His voice thickened and faded out, and he again looked down at her, his eyes drinking
thirstily of every ripe curve of her voluptuous teenage form. He stared for a long
moment at her large, melon-shaped breasts, the nipples straining upward toward the
ceiling like tiny helium-filled balloons, each time Cindy took another gasping, fearful
breath. Cindy saw the expression on his face change gradually from clinical interest to a
sort of confused amazement, then, very slowly, a complete transformation of the
character of his face occurred.
Cindy almost forgot her fear as she watched the change in him – it was so slight as to
be almost unnoticable and yet... the features of his face were not altered, but his
professional air of coolly detached interest was replaced by a new and urgently personal
interest, indicated by the dark fires that blazed in his gleaming brown eyes as his gaze
crossed over her slender rib cage, her narrow waist, over the slight ivory rise of her
rummy, resting finally at the golden thatch of her pubic mound.
"Your body, my dear girl, is nothing more than a vehicle, something to carry your mind
in," he said expressionlessly, as though reciting a passage from a book. As he spoke, his
eyes reluctantly returned to Cindy's face and she gasped in frightened surprise as she
saw the look of pure animal lust he wore. "I believe we are going to extend your
perspective quite a bit," he added quietly.
Somwhere behind her, Cindy heard one of the men whisper loudly, "Holy shit, the doc
has the hots for the kid. I knew it had to happen sooner or later. It's about time. He's
been sittin' in that corner with his damned notebook all these years, somethin' had to
give."
At the sound of the other man's comment, the doctor rose from the bed, regaining
enough of his usual dignity to snap curtly, "You will both follow orders as usual if you
don't mind. I design the therapy and I decide on the methods and the tools. Any tool is
expendable, if you understand my meaning." He glared fiercely at both the naked
attendants, then turned back to Cindy.
"From here on, my dear, you will do exactly as I say," he announced. "If you feel you
can't do as I say, you will be helped until you can. Now, take off your robe and lie
down again with your legs spread.
Swallowing hard, Cindy did what she was told, dropping the robe to the floor next to
the pillow, then lying back down with her firm young thighs opened wide. She knew
she had no choice but to follow directions, still, she felt obscenely exposed, more
vulnerable and helpless than ever before in her life. She could see the men gaping at her
with unadulterated admiration and desire.
Willy stood immobile by the door, a crazy lustful grin on his face. It was obviously all
he could do to keep himself from rushing over to the bed to fondle the softness of her
body just as he had done in the ambulance, but his fear of punishment held him back.
In an agony of frustration, he shifted from one foot to the other, rubbing his huge,
meaty hand over the bulging crotch of his trousers.
"Come on, doc, let's get to it," Jock urged as his eyes greedily scanned her ripe
contours.
"Right," the doctor agreed quickly as he slipped off the jacket of the business suit he
wore. "Who wants to do the first part?"
Cindy couldn't believe what she was hearing. She was being given away like a raffle
prize. She stared at the two attendants with mounting consternation and could feel her
heart beat faster as they exchanged glances.
"I guess I'll take it, doc," the eager red-headed Jock answered a moment later. Grinning
salaciously, he added, "I don't much like sloppy seconds, but that little pussy looks like
mighty sweet eatin'."
Cindy felt the blood rising in her head until she thought her brain would burst from
the pressure. Her face was beet red from embarrassment. From conversations with her
friends in the girls' bathroom in school, she knew what these men were talking about
and the very idea of someone kissing her, down there between her legs, was
unthinkable.
"I want you to cooperate with this, my dear," the doctor warned as he saw her reaction
to Jock's comment. The short, heavily muscled attendant began to stroll closer to the
bed, smiling and licking his lips in excited anticipation of what was going to happen.
"Don't worry about nothin', doc," the man said, leering at Cindy's naked body. "When
I get through with this little girl, she isn't gonna argue about nothin'." He leaned 
over and softly tweaked one of Cindy's nipples. "Are you, sweetheart?"
Cindy could hear Les snicker at the man's question and her anger flared again. They
were using her, she thought angrily, just using her body for their own selfish reasons,
then calling it some kind of therapy. She clenched her teeth tight together and refused
to speak.
"Now, come on, little girl," the big red-head cajoled her. "You don't want to be like
that. Why don't you just relax and learn to enjoy it." He moved his hand downward to
the soft resilient pubic hair growing at the base of her white gently rounded belly.
Cindy moaned softly in angry shame and humiliation as she suddenly felt the tip of a
finger part the sparse blonde hair and push itself into the soft fleshy folds surrounding
her vagina. It was still moist from the excitement she had felt in the doctor's office and
she heard a slight gasp come from his lips as he felt her openness.
"Oh, baby, this is going to be soooo nice," he murmured excitedly as he worked the
finger up and down the length of the narrow hair-lined furrow. "I'm gonna lick you up
and down and then I'm gonna stick my tongue way up inside your tight little pussy.
Now, tell ol' Jock how much you want it, sweetheart." The attendant again licked his
lips, staring down at her with undisguised rapaciousness visible in his eyes. His huge
barrel chest covered with ape-like auburn hair rose and fell in short puffing gasps as he
dropped his eyes to the coral lips of her exposed vagina. His short, fat cock jerked into
stony hardness beneath the thick bulging muscles of his white belly as he waited for her
reply.
Cindy lay stiffly in the center of the huge bed. Her thoughts were a jumbled mass of
humiliation and helplessness. Against her will, this psychiatrist was going to turn her
young defenseless body over to these two men, maybe use it himself, maybe even give
her to the idiot over by the door! How could she five through this? How could she ever
face her poor, unsuspecting mother or any of her friends again? She had no idea what
they would do to her, but her imagination ran wild. What would they do to her? What
did they expect her to do? Huge tears of self-pity welled up in her blue eyes and rolled
silently down her cheeks. Then, suddenly, she cried out in pain as a hand came
whizzing down through the air and landed, smack, palm flat across her wet face.
Stunned, she looked up to see the naked form of Dr. Frisch standing over her, his face
cold and stern. "What are you crying about, girl?" he demanded.
"Y-you c-c-can't do th-this to m-me," she sobbed. "It's not... right... it's not fair!"
The hand descended again, stunning her out of her hysterical sobbing. The doctor's face
glared angrily down at her. "That is not important, right now. What is important is that
you are going to do everything you are told, and you are going to act like you enjoy it,
whether you do or not! Jock is very good at friendly persuasion, as he has just told you,
or he can persuade you in other, less pleasant, ways."
Cindy's gaze moved to the heavy, powerful-looking redhead who stood beside the
doctor. His face held no more pity or compassion than that of the doctor's, only the
same lascivious hunger for her helpless body. There was no escape.
Cindy glared at him through hate-filled eyes, trying to find the words to answer him.
She was afraid her voice might crack from the fear that dwelled underneath. She was
determined not to show it. Dr. Frisch might conquer her body, but he was not going to
conquer her spirit again, as he did in the office with smooth words, alcohol and the
stimulating sight of the woman and the dog. She would never consciously submit again,
no matter what he did to her.
"Certainly, doctor, I'll do anything you say," she finally answered, forcing her voice 
to remain calm. "But, would you mind telling me how I'm supposed to act when I'm
enjoying it?" she added coldly.
"Improvise, my dear," she heard the doctor reply. He was wearing a wide smile as
though he was thoroughly enjoying her anger and humiliation. "Now, would you please
invite Jock to join you on the bed?"
"Jock," she said lifelessly, her voice steeped in resignation, "Would you join me on the
bed?" She caught the doctor's steely eye and hurriedly added, "Please?"


Chapter 6


Cindy cowered in the center of the bed, her arms held stiffly at her sides. She felt more
naked and exposed than if she had been tied down, spread-eagled, in the center of some
big city. Her mother had given her, in good faith, to these men, thinking that they
would help her teenaged daughter, and now, they were going to use her young, almost
untouched body to satiate their own warped desires. Why, these two attendants
probably didn't even know her name, and she didn't know them, except as huge rods of
cruel, hard flesh that would soon be violating her defenseless body. If only it were a
dream... if only she could pretend that she wanted and actually enjoyed the vile caresses
of their hands, the pressure of their lips and the final humiliation of their huge hard
penises spearing mercilessly into her tortured body.
She gazed down to the foot of the bed where Jock stood and made herself smile
listlessly at him as his eyes flickered in appreciation of the delicious young feast spread
defenseless on the stained satin coverlet. Cindy had still held a faint hope that once she
had agreed to do anything the doctor said, he would be satisfied and let her go back to
her own room, but one look at the lust-filled face of the red-headed man dispelled the
hope. Now, she had no idea what was going to happen to her. She forced herself not to
think of her fear and tried to pay more attention to what Jock was doing, Cindy wanted
to do everything exactly as the doctor wanted now; perhaps, he would finish sooner if
she cooperated.
Cindy's spirits lifted as she came to the decision to please the doctor, no matter what he
tried to do to her. If she could pretend well enough, then he would never know that she
was really fighting his vile methods. She prayed that her strength would hold up against
whatever would happen. She coidd never live with herself again if she allowed herself to
submit totally to the doctor's depraved therapy. She would resist if it killed her, fighting
with her mind each of the doctor's attacks on her tortured senses.
Then, suddenly, came the first warning of her body's betrayal as Jock leaned slowly over
the edge of the bed and began rubbing his rough, calloused hands over her smooth
cringing flesh. She could almost feel each separate nerve end blossoming under his
fingertips as they danced along the inner softness of her thighs. All the excitement she
had ever felt before, all the sexual frustration she had felt that morning, all had been
secretly stored in some unknown compartment of her nervous system, waiting to be
released by a man's touch. Tiny goosebumps sprang out over the whiteness of her skin
as his hands stroked magically over her sensitive flesh.
She lay immobile for a moment, her mind struggling hopelessly against the pin-pricks
of sensation following the path of the coarse fingers digging into her flesh, but already
there was a tone of fatalistic acceptance in her thoughts. After all, this lovely sensation
was a welcome relief from the agonizing mental games the doctor had been playing
with her. It would be an even greater relief to surrender completely. She had done all
that was humanly possible to avert the inevitable and now she had no more
responsibility. She had no choice, and when there is no choice, what is there to do but
accept?
Her mind droned on as his fingers travelled the rest of the way to the tingling folds of
her nakedly exposed cunt. She could feel the moisture rising there again between her
open legs as the exposed hair-lined lips began a slow, involuntary contraction,
throbbing wetly against each other. Then, suddenly, his thumbs were on the fleshy
ridges, relentlessly pulling them apart. Cindy lay holding her breath and fighting with
all her mental strength against the temptation to give in.
It was not enough; her resistance dissolved as the exquisite feeling of air rushing over
the rising bud of her suddenly exposed clitoris ended the hopeless battle raging within
the tortured girl's mind.
"Oh, ooooooooohhh, yesssssss," she moaned softly as the strained muscles of her body
began to relax and her legs fell limply out to the side. The beautiful thrills of pleasure
were rippling up her now quivering belly and into the nipples of her throbbing breasts,
drowning out the debasing humiliation of the strange hands roaming over her
nakedness.
Jock grinned, his eyes dancing with triumph as they feasted on her involuntarily
squirming body. Crawling up on the bed, the short muscular man crouched on all fours
over her white moving body, pushing her unresisting milk-white thighs wider apart. He
crawled between them until his face was a bare few inches above the golden downy vee
of her open genitals. He stared down as it rotated sensuously, expectantly, and his
mouth watered until saliva dripped from his open mouth, mingling with her wetness in
the narrow pink slit.
Cindy felt only the tiniest fear as she felt the flat palms of his sweating hands pushing
against the soft flesh of her inner thighs, holding them wide apart. Through lowered
eyes, she watched as the red-haired head dipped slowly downward. "Aaaaaaaaahhh," she
gasped breathlessly as his mouth suddenly clamped over the soft mound at the base of
her belly. As his tongue laced snakelike into the moist, tight slit of her vagina, a
shudder rippled through her at the electrifying union of his thick tongue with her
quivering clitoris.
The attendant began to work slowly and hungrily, feeling her soft wet pubic hair
brushing tantalizingly across his cheeks. With a wild feeling of power in him, he heard
her groan huskily from deep in her throat as the hot probing tip of his tongue worked
its way up and down the length of the narow wet slit, beginning at the peak of her
pubic mound and flicking downward over the elastic rimmed opening of her clasping
vagina and into the crevice of her softly flexing buttocks where it stopped to do a
momentary wet probing homage to the tight brown throbbing hole that lay nestled
below. Of all the beautiful women and girls the doctor had chosen for the "special
therapy," this one was the most exciting, and already she was squirming under his
tongue and loving it.
Her groins drove him on faster as he worked his way up and down the steaming hot
valley. Her elbows pressed tightly against her ribs as the searing tongue shot out, its
hard darting tip circling the trembling erected clitoris. As his tongue continued its
maddening licking against the straining pink bud of her sex, his lips sucked, drawing
the warm soft folds of her vaginal lips deep into the hot wet cavern of his mouth. The
young girl's hips were now grinding uncontrollably into the bed, soft mewling sounds
of animal passion escaping from between her tightly clenched teeth.
Cindy was ecstatic. She had never in her wildest dreams imagined that anything could
feel so exquisitely beautiful. Completely forgotten was her vow to fight surrender up to
the very end – she was too far gone now to fight anything they did to her and she
wanted nothing more than to forget everything but this maddening probe between her
legs.
The two men around the bed chuckled knowingly as they saw the young blonde reach
down with her hands and begin desperately clawing at the short red hair of the man
kneeling between her thighs, trying to guide his face closer to the palpitating opening of
her cunt. Jock let her force him more tightly into the steaming crevice, pressing his
mouth directly over the tight little hole in her squirming valley.
As his mouth surrounded and covered the hungrily grasping cleft, his tongue suddenly
snaked forward, burrowing up into her straining cunt like a racing lizard. In response
to the maddening sensation, her hips jerked involuntarily forward, burying the flicking
tongue to its roots, and a deep gutteral groan escaped from the girl as her soft warm
thighs closed around his head. The blonde teenager's heels pushed down against his
back, pressing his body into the flesh trap until he couldn't breath. His nose was
smashed tightly against the tiny hard clitoris and he could feel the wet fleshy walls of
her invaded vagina opening and closing in a sucking motion around his tongue,
attempting to pull it deeper and deeper. Unable to tolerate the position she had put him
in, the powerful man reached up and grabbed her flailing legs behind the knees,
shoving them roughly back over her shoulders so that he could breathe and move
freely, then went back to work with his tongue. He wanted her begging for it when the
Doc or Les was ready to ram it to her and she was almost there. His tongue worked like
a pile-driver in the flame searing hole of her upturned cunt, withdrawing and plunging,
withdrawing and plunging, making a wet sucking noise with each powerful thrust. Her
cries were one long low continuous moan now, as he withdrew the lashing tongue
suddenly from inside the warm smooth passage and found the hard throbbing clitoris
and licked. He moved his face higher in her cuntal slit and began to suck and tease at it
wildly with his teeth while she writhed and churned her buttocks above the mattress in
a lewd dance of uncontrolled desire.
"Oooooooo! Ooooooo!" she chanted, her body and mind completely lost to the
delicious and obscene sucking of her loins. Her cunt flowered open wider and wider,
and her moistness increased with each second his mouth worked at her nibbling hair
lined hole. The cords of Cindv's neck stood out as she pulled with all her strength
against the tangled red hair of Jock's head.
The young blond was aware of nothing but the mass of exquisite pleasure centered
somewhere deep in her belly, overpowering all other thoughts but the magnificent
pleasure building deep inside of her. She was going to cum! This was it! She had never
dreamed it would be as wonderful as this. Why had her mother protected her from
something so beautiful? she vaguely wondered as she panted and writhed beneath the
man's plundering tongue and mouth.
"Aaaaah, aaaah, yesss! I... I... I'm cumming," she suddenly wailed, as her body began
vibrating uncontrollably. The juices from her orgasm oozed around Jock's deep thrust
tongue, coating it with its sticky warmth and trickling down the crevice of her white
globular buttocks and over his chin that pressed hard against the brown puckered anus.
He continued to nibble and suck between her widespread thighs until her body went
limp and then lifted his head, releasing her legs so that they could fall exhaustedly back
on the bed, splayed on either side of his panting torso. Cindy's heart beat in her chest
as though it would burst and her head was still whirling with the rapturous effects of
her first orgasm. It wasn't until several minutes later that the shame of her surrender to
the depraved love-making seeped slowly back into her tortured mind.
As her eyes fluttered open, Cindy almost expected to see the accusing face of her
mother hovering over the bed, promising punishment for her wanton performance, but
her eyes first met the delighted gaze of Dr. Frisch.
"My dear girl, that was absolutely marvelous," he enthused as soon as he realized that
she was again conscious of her surroundings. "Now, do you understand how easy it is
to enjoy your body as it was meant to be enjoyed?"
"Oh God... I... I..." Cindy tried to speak, but couldn't fund the energy or the words to
answer his questions. The shame and humiliation of what she had just done was too
much for the tormented young girl. Not only had her body betrayed her to these men,
but she had also betrayed her own vow not to let them conquer her mind. She had
turned into an animal herself and all thoughts of decency had deserted her in her wild
quest for sensual satisfaction.
"That's all right, my dear, I can understand that you might have trouble expressing
your newfound delight," the doctor chuckled, misunderstanding her troubled silence.
"Would you like another drink?
Cindy lifted herself exhausted to one elbow and accepted the glass he offered. She
turned the glass up and almost drained it with one gulp to erase the dry cottony taste in
her mouth. The doctor sat down on the bed beside her and ran his hand languidly over
Cindy's full rounded hip that rose in profile as she lay on her side. She made no move
to stop him or pull away from his tentative caress. She no longer cared – nothing
mattered anymore. She had allowed herself to become exactly the kind of animal they
had wanted and now it didn't matter much what happened to her. She was afraid that
she had lost control over her own body for however long they kept her in this bedroom.
"You liked that, didn't you, my dear," Dr. Frisch asked, a triumphant gleam in his eyes.
Despite her feeling of lethargy, Cindy's mind rebelled against his casual assumption of
her surrender and she glared back at him. "I did exactly what you told me to do," she
answered coldly.
"Hmm, yes, so you did," he said wryly, rising from the bed. "I do appreciate your
cooperation, since you seem to be saying that you found the experience rather
unpleasant. Is that so, my dear?"
Cindy did not answer. Her eyes were glued to the doctor's penis that had come into
view as he stood up. Like the other men, his cock stood erect and hard, the veins on the
underside throbbing madly. Her eyes flickered over the rampant pricks of the two male
attendants – they looked so huge and powerful. She couldn't imagine how she had ever
taken one into the tiny opening that she had filled with one finger before. How did any
woman do it? she wondered, or did it always hurt the way it had hurt in the ambulance
when Les took her virginity?
"At any rate, you can see that we all enjoyed it," the doctor said, interrupting her
thoughts. "And now, perhaps, you and we will be able to enjoy ourselves together. That
is what sex is all about."
Cindy lay frozen on the bed, not taking her eyes from the doctor's face as he spoke. She
was shaking slightly, aware that she had lost control of the situation and herself. There
was nothing she could do to stop what was going to happen to her – the only thing she
didn't know was whether she was going to have to accept just one or all of the three
men who were standing near the bed. Fear rose in her eyes as her gaze again fell to the
doctor's hardened cock that stood out from his body, throbbing straight at her. It
looked like a giant oak growing up through the black underbrush of his thick pubic
hair as he reached down and began stroking the foreskin back and forth over the
pulsing shiny head.
The doctor stepped toward her, his eyes drinking in the long, slim lines of her legs, the
full fleshy globes of her heaving breasts, the whiteness of her flat smooth belly above
the still damp mat of blonde pubic hair. His gaze frightened and repulsed the trembling
teenager and she gasped: "Don't touch me! I swear I'll scream if you touch me!"
"That would be a waste of energy, my dear," the doctor chuckled softly. "This room is
absolutely sound-proof and, besides, who would answer?" The doctor was amazed at his
own reaction, but he was beginning to enjoy playing with this beautiful young girl. He
was beginning to be excited by the idea that, even though she might fight at first,
eventually she would have to give herself to him in total submission. She would he
pleading for more before they were through today. He had not devoted his life to
psychiatry without learning a great deal about human nature and he knew this teenager
well enough by now to know that her very pride would be her downfall. He loomed
above her, his eyes void of pity or understanding. They gazed coldly into hers, the
unyielding lust she saw there boring into the very depths of Cindy's soul.
"No, no, I mean it," the girl plead. "I can't do it; I just can't!"
"Ah, but I know that you can and you will," he said coolly. "Even if it didn't happen
today, it would happen tomorrow, or the next day. You know that's true, so why are
you boring us with your adolescent hysterics."
Angered by his insulting words, Cindy stared back at him through hate-filled eyes. "It's
your hospital, Dr. Frisch," she snapped bitterly, her eyes filling with tears. "Do what
you like!"
Cindy lay back on the bed in hopeless dejection. Waves of shame and humiliation
washed over her like some evil tide of foreboding. She was glad for the alcohol in the
drinks or she never could have stood being placed in this lewd position with the two
attendants and the idiot Willy looking on. The worst thing was that she knew she
couldn't even complain or she might have to stay in this horrible place even longer than
the three months her mother had already paid for. They could tell her mother that she
had gone insane, or anything, so that they could keep her here until she was so debased
that she would do anything they asked, just like that poor woman who had allowed
herself to be taken by that huge dog. Her tortured thoughts were interrupted by the
doctor's gleeful voice.
"First, my dear, Les and Jock are going to get you into the proper spirit for love
making." Cindy could see the nervous smile of anticipation crossing his lips as he
spoke. Her gaze moved to take in each of the two attendants who stood on either side
of the bed as they began to crouch down over her.
"Please, please, don't," she groaned, the savage rape of the night before again coming to
her mind, but she felt their bodies sinking into the bed on both sides of her torso: She
looked past the two lustfully grinning men to see the doctor crawling up on the foot of
the bed and she clenched her thighs tightly together as her gaze fell on his long thick
cock that bounced heavily as he moved.
The psychiatrist saw her reaction to the sight of his rampant prick and he laughed
cruelly at her fears. "Your body is just a machine, my dear, to be used and operated to
please you. It is made for pleasure, and no amount of resistance on your part is going to
stop the pleasure this afternoon. Show her, boys."
On the doctor's signal, the two attendants each grasped one of Cindy's full white
breasts and began softly pinching the nipples to a throbbing hardness. Then, one after
the other, they bent down and began gently sucking at the rosy, tingling tips and she
felt a hand working at her pubic mound, slowly massaging and working its way into the
hidden crevice between her tightly clamped legs.
The gentle suction at her tender, sensitive nipples was already driving her mad and
goose bumps rippled along her skin. It was unlike anything she had ever felt and, a
second later, when she felt her legs being pried open, she quickly lost her will to resist.
She could feel the weight of the doctor's body moving up between her wide-splayed
limbs and she braced herself for the searing painful entry of his huge, stone-hard penis,
but instead felt the long rod of hard flesh begin a gentle movement up and down along
the sensitive outer edges of her vagina, staying teasingly just outside the moist, pink slit
of her awakening pussy.
Cindy was caught unaware by the gentle probing touch of the doctor's cock. She had
expected a cruder and more violent attack on her defenseless vagina and now she was
almost disappointed by the subtle pleasure that was gradually igniting her body. The
combination of the two men sucking at her captive breasts and the soft titillating of the
doctor's thick cock as its tip slowly moved over the tender, pink flesh of her vaginal lips
was wearing down her resistance more slowly, but more completely, than ever before.
She groaned, praying that her body would not betray her again, but the ministrations to
the sensitive, unprotected parts of her defenseless form were already forcing her into
surrender.
She could feel the split of her throbbing pussy opening wide to the gentle touch of the
doctor's cock and her buttocks jerked involuntarily as she felt the smooth mushroomlike 
head slip over her distended clitoris, sending a new shower of tingling sensation
over her captive body. The blond teenager clenched her teeth tight together and fought
with all her will against the tiny licking sparks that threatened to burst into sudden
uncontrollable flame and devour her in her helplessness. But it was a losing battle as the
men sucked harder on her nipples and the long thick cock teased mercilessly at the
portal to her vagina.
Then, after a long moment of desperate struggle within her tortured and confused
mind, the dam burst once again.
Her shamelessly aroused body suddenly jerked spasmodically and began a slow
abandoned movement as she allowed herself to sink deeper and deeper in the waves of
delicious sensation that were coursing over her body. Every muscle in her body was
tensed as she strained her hips upward toward that maddening probe between her legs.
She could feel the full length of the fleshy hardness sliding up and down her quivering
open slit. The jerking head of the doctor's cock rested throbbingly between her widly
splayed thighs, insinuating itself up and down, up and down, in a maddening tease that
sent her pelvis undulating toward it, her hungry cunt searching desperately for the
hard, blood-filled tip. Oh God, she had to have it in her! The doctor sensed her sudden
submissive surrender and with a savage grin, he barked loudly: "All right, you two, get
off! I'll take her now!"
The two attendants quickly released her breasts and scrambled off the bed. She was his
now, he gloated to himself as he grabbed her straining legs behind the knees and
shoved them roughly back over her shoulders, slithering up her rhythmically moving
body at the same time. His long stiff prick grazed lightly against her damp golden pubic
hair as he planted his hands on either side of her shoulders and her ankles locked
tightly behind his neck.
Looking down between their bodies, he could see her upturned ass, the expanded
narrow slit visibly throbbing its lips in invitation to his jerking penis. The pressure of
his thighs pressed tghtly aganst hers held the hot moist furrow wide apart.
Cindy frantically reached down beneath the rotating cheeks of her ass and tightly
grasped the length of the stonehard penis. Her small hand barely rounded the thick
shaft of flesh and she could feel it pulsing in her fingers. This was what her belly was
screaming for! Careful not to hurt the precious instrument, she gently guided it up the
valley of her buttocks and wedged the fat, throbbing head between the swollen, wet lips
of her pussy. Then, she placed both hands on the doctor's buttocks and tried with all
her strength to pull it into her starving pussy and let it drown the gnawing heat that
was burning her up inside.
The psychiatrist grinned triumphantly down at her lust-contorted face. It was all he
could do to keep from shoving forward to skewer the squirming little bitch on his
aching cock, but just this once, he wanted her to suffer a little, to realize how much she
really wanted his long, hard cock in her belly. He had spent half his lifetime with
proud, innocent, spoiled young women just like this one, trying to talk or force them
out of their silly sexual inhibitions. And now that he finally had one under him, he was
determined to make her wait until he was good and ready, and then he was going to
fuck her until she couldn't walk. The lewd thought caused him to involuntarily flick his
hips forward.
Cindy gasped as she felt the lips around her throbbing vagina being pushed open. The
tight elastic opening resisted for a moment, then gave way before the relendess pressure
of the doctor's loins, allowing the huge blood-filled head of his cock to slip inside.
The psychiatrist flexed his muscles, feeling all the agonizing frustrations he had built up
over a career of trying to help foolish women like this one surging forward with him
into the warm wet flesh of the groaning girl below him. He gasped aloud in the
breathless silence of the rose bedroom as he felt the tight hot walls of her spasmodically
contracting cunt soothingly slipping over the rock hard length of his thundering cock.
He lunged forward with everything he had, sinking the lust inflated prick into her cunt
like a raging freight train, pushing the soft moist flesh before it in rippling velvety
waves, until his balls smacked heavily into the upturned cheeks of her tightly clenched
buttocks.
The blond teenager's face was contorted with the pain of that first cruel stab. She
screamed for him to stop, helpless tears of humiliation and fear flooding again from her
terror-stricken eyes. Her arms were outstretched, palms against his hips, trying to hold
back the hard blunt head that pressed like a heavy rock against her womb. Her vagina
felt twisted and stretched as though she were being impaled on a telephone pole. In
agony, she fought the invasion, clenching the muscles of her buttocks tightly together
to keep the long hard fleshy staff from burying itself further in her tortured pussy. But
it was futile; her frantic struggles only drove him on and she could feel the monstrous
cock throb and grow inside her until she felt stretched and filled beyond all possible
imagination.
The doctor smiled to himself as he felt the throbbing pressure exerted against his buried
penis, knowing that her own useless struggles would soon help her to become
accustomed to his thick presence rammed so deep in her belly. Not moving his body,
he flexed the member gently, expanding it inside her near-virginal vagina.
"Agh!" she gasped breathlessly, her eyes tightly shut as she battled with the fine line of
pain and pleasure.
The doctor waited a moment and flexed again, waiting for a reaction to show that she
was becoming accustomed to the monstrous intrusion.
She groaned again, but more softly as she felt the buried cock expanding and stretching
the narrow walls of her throbbing passageway.
He confidently flexed again, this time setting a slow, teasing rhythm to the throbbing of
his impaling cock. Suddenly, he could feel her urgent answering throbs begin around
the head of his penis. She groaned helplessly beneath his spasmodically lurching cock as
her hips again began the slow involuntary roll that signalled the rekindling of the
uncontrollable fires burning deep in her loins. He could barely contain himself as he
felt her hungrily nibbling cunt begin to screw itself up tighter against his pelvis.
Cindy felt her body coming to fiery life again. The pain had magically disappeared,
giving way to a maddening tingle that was rapidly spreading from deep in her womb
throughout the farthest of her raw nerve ends. The sensations throbbed out in waves
that danced like fire across her white skin, from her head to her toes, each time the
huge impaling rod lurched deep in her belly. Her whole body twitched and writhed
beneath the motionless doctor and she groaned incessantly, shoving her tongue with a
sudden complete abandon deep in his mouth. She could feel his huge hairy testicles
brushing down against her exposed anus between widespread buttocks and a strange
masochistic joy rippled through her. Even the humiliation of being taken while three
other men hungrily watched was becoming weirdly pleasurable and she waved her hips
up toward the fleshy member, her vagina dilating in time to its rhythmic beating.
"Do you like that, Cindy?" the bearded doctor murmured, sending a particularly
forceful throb deep into the very depths of her being.
"Ooooooh," she groaned helplessly as she rotated her hips around the hard fleshy rod.
The dilated lips surrounding her pink slit nibbled hungrily at the inflated prick, sliding
moistly down the rod for several inches then working slowly back up, until his dark
pubic hair entangled with her own soft curling fleece and the full length of him was
embedded in her soft belly.
"Tell me, Cindy, tell me what you want," he prodded her, pulling his loins a teasing few
inches away from her. He watched gleefully as she tried to strain up to capture his
length again as he kept pulling his cock just out of her reach.
"W-what?" was all the preoccupied girl could manage to gasp.
"Just say it, my dear, just say it and it's yours. Tell me you want me to fuck you and I
will."
"Oh, no, no, I can't," she moaned beneath him, fighting with all her strength to escape
this one final humiliating surrender. This, she knew, was her last stronghold of self
respect... It was the only thing she had left. She couldn't let him have the triumph of
making her grovel at his feet too.
"Do you like that? Does it feel good?" he taunted, throbbing his penis deep in her belly.
"Oh, God, yesssss," she gasped.
"Do you want me to stop now?" he insisted, throbbing harder in her now hungrily
contracting little pussy.
"No... yes... Oh, I don't know, oooooh. No, no, don't stop! Don't ever stop!"
"Say it then!" he demanded, savage fires burning in his eyes.
"Oh, please," the defenseless girl murmured, all resistance beaten from her tortured
mind. "Give it to me!"
"No, that's not right," he tormented. "Say the words. You know them!"
He increased the teasing probes until Cindy had no more will to fight. The burning
need deep in her loins screamed for release from its agonies. Nothing mattered anymore
but to still the maddening hunger within her and she began blurting out the words he
had waited to hear.
"Oh, fuck me! Please, fuck me!" she plead. "Fuck me now! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Her humiliation and degradation were complete. She would never be the same again.
She had allowed herself to lose control over all the things she knew were right and now
she wished she were dead. She could never face a boy or a man with the innocence she
had before. She was nothing better now than a street whore!
Her anguish gnawed at her mind like tiny maggots of destruction. She was lost to this
man and his horrible lewd therapy! There was no hope left, nothing, nothing, but the
huge rod of hard flesh buried inside her vagina.
In triumphant delight, the doctor slowly withdrew the deeply imbedded cock until just
the tip rest in the tight opening of her cunt. Then, he surged forward with all his stored
up frustration. The thick hard length of the lust-engorged cock sunk powerfully into
her helplessly exposed vagina. The slap of his sperm-bloated balls slamming against her
upturned buttocks resounded through the room. Her full round breasts were flattened
on her chest as his body dropped heavily onto hers. Clamping his mouth tightly over
hers, he slipped his wet tongue deep between her open lips, muffling the gasps forming
in her throat. His broad shoulders, wedged against the back of her slender calves,
pinioned her in that helpless position as he rammed into her. Snaking his hands
beneath her buttocks, he tightly grasped each full soft cheek of her ass, cupping them in
his spread fingers and palms, squeezing the warm flesh and pulling them wide apart.
His loins began to move in and out with long, hard strokes, pistoning into the passage
that was now wet and slippery from the young blond's rising excitement. His own
breathing came in short bursts and the sight of her magnificent breasts swaying wildly
with tightly erect nipples, made him plunge even more deeply, driving her a few inches
up the bed and making her neck arch with sudden sensation.
"Oh, yes, oooooh," Cindy groaned out her submission to the lewd sensations racing
through her cruelly ravished young body. There was no longer any reason to fight the
lewd flames of desire coursing through her veins. She had lost the battle against the
obscene feelings and even the agonizing thought of her total surrender sent lascivious
chills of further desire prickling around the base of her spine as she responded to the
measured cadence of Dr. Frisch's cock driving in and out of her up-turned loins. She
could feel each movement of the huge fleshy shaft in her narrow channel, the giant
head slithering up and down the warm, slippery passageway and the sharp slap of his
bloated balls against her exposed anus as he lunged forward on each down-stroke.
Maddening rushes of cool air eddied between her wide-splayed thighs each time he
withdrew, drying the thin rivulets of sweat that trickled hotly down from his 
straining loins.
The two attendants and the idiot guarding the door watched the scene on the bed in
greedy fascination. Finally, unable to just stand by any longer, the naked attendants
descended on the bed. Suddenly, Cindy was aware of other hands roaming all over her
body. Her breasts were being kneaded and squeezed by hands that had slipped between
them and the doctor's pounding body. They were hard and cruel and brought her pink,
bud-like nipples to involuntary erection with their brutal teasing.
Another hand momentarily paused to tweak at her burning clitoris, then quickly
travelled down to the juncture of her buttocks where quickly and without preparation,
it was pushed into the soft rubbery confines of her tight puckered anus.
"Oooooooh," she whimpered in painful protest as Les pushed harder at his thick finger
implanted in her rectum. He smiled sadistically as she tried vainly to wriggle away.
"Ooooooooooh," she groaned louder this time as the finger continued to work down
inside the defenseless opening, stretching the rubbery softness wider and wider as he
wormed mercilessly into her. The hand cupping her naked breasts twisted and squeezed
with brutal thoroughness, teasing and pulling at every part of their young round
firmness until she thought she would burst from the intensity of the lewd sensations
running through her helplessly pinioned body.
Suddenly, the doctor ceased his frenzied pumping for a moment and looked around
him, an expression creasing his face. "For God's sake, will you please get out of my
way," he snapped. "Let her suck you or something, but keep out of my way!"
The finger popped from her anus as suddenly as it had slipped in, and then suddenly
she was aware of a weight sinking down on the bed beside her. The blond teenager felt
her head pulled roughly, to one side and then there were fingers fumbling at her lips,
trying to open her mouth. She jerked open her eyes and saw with horror a short thick
cock in a thick patch of wiry red hair. Realizing what the lust-incited man expected her
to do, she turned to the doctor for some sort of assistance, but his eyes were shining
with savage lust.
"That's right, my dear," he gasped as he pumped into her. "Suck it... Now!"
Before she could move or answer, her head was again turned to the side and the head of
the thick prick was being forced against her tightly clamped lips. She desperately tried
to shake her head away, but then her resistance was suddenly cut short as he rammed
the thick rod of flesh in, crushing through her soft moist lips into the warm wet cavern
of her mouth. She could feel the thick blunt head slithering up the length of her
tongue, lifting her concentration momentarily from the doctor's huge penis ramming
deep into her belly.
His eyes glazed with lust, the stocky red-head began to jerk his pelvis as he half
inchned on the bed beside her, sliding the short fat prick in and out of her ovaled
mouth, never quite withdrawing it, leaving the hot, swollen head half an inch inside her
mouth. Cindy struggled mentally to block out the vile rape of her mouth, but it was
impossible as he speeded up his vicious thrusts to match those of the doctor, ramming
mercilessly into her contorted face. Moisture filled her mouth, puffing her cheeks wide
as he shoved forward, burying the shaft deep into her throat.
Jock looked down with lewd delight at the sweat-glistening body of the captive girl
skewered between his thick cock in her mouth and the doctor's cudgel in her pussy.
Unconsciously, he followed the rhythm the doctor was setting and relentlessly sawed in
and out of her mouth, forcing her lips wide apart with each forward jerk until the
whole of his rigid flesh was swallowed in her mouth and the huge blood-filled head was
embedded deep in her throat. His hands held her head in a vice-like grip with the
palms pressed hard against her ears as she coughed and sputtered when the tip
rhythmically brushed her tonsils on the instroke. He watched her tender lips clasping
tighter and tighter around it as her mouth became accustomed to the sudden debasing
intrusion. At the foot of the bed, he could see Les patiently awaiting his turn to use the
girl's body and, across the room, Willy was watching them with eyes opened wide and
excited from the effect the licentious sight was having on him. His unbelievably huge
cock had been pulled free from his trousers and he was stroking in time to the vicious
buffeting of Cindy's body impaled between Jock and the doctor's thrusting cocks.
Cindy suddenly felt the rising tide of orgasm beginning deep in her quivering belly.
The very humiliation and debasement of her position sparked strange new pulsing
waves of excitement that danced like demons through her shredded nerve ends. The
saliva in her mouth was becoming sticky as small emissions of Jock's lubricating fluid
seeped from the end of his cock into the warm depths of her mouth, but she continued
to lick and suck at the fleshy staff disappearing into her mouth, her head bobbing
madly beside Jock's wildly-straining hips. She sucked for it all to end as she felt her own
insides exploding in a cascade of sparks and meteors tunneling through her veins like
liquid fire.
As if in response to her own orgasm, the attendant lying next to her jerked suddenly
and writhed his hips up tight to her face, sinking the full length of his cock deep into
her grasping throat. She groaned around the erupting cock in her mouth as hot, thick
liquid squirted into her throat and she sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed,
her cheeks inflating and hollowing from the pressure of the bursting dam of sperm. At
the same time, her own orgasm was flooding in great sensual waves of cum around the
jack-hammering cock in her cunt, seeping in warm rivulets out of the vaginal lips
clasped tightly around its base. It was indescribable and the whole of her crotch felt wet
and used beyond belief. Unconscious tears of joy rolled from her eyes.
Cindy was vaguely aware that the cock in her quivering cunt seemed to be getting
bigger and bigger and the doctor thrust forward without mercy. It began to spurt and
she could feel the delicious white, hot liquid shooting into her like burning fire,
trickling down the walls of her contracting vagina like streams of molten lava. The
muscles of her cunt clasped greedily around it, wildly milking the deep-sunk
instrument. There was nothing else in the world to her but the heated throb in her
soaking vagina and the still-jerking cock in her sucking mouth.
Suddenly, she realized that both men had come, that it would all end soon, and she
reached frantically around under her squirming buttocks with both hands and began to
desperately milk, at the balls pressed into the split of her behind. It was so wonderful!
She couldn't let it stop!
Cindy groaned in frustration as the huge member in her vagina continued to jerk its
completion, filling her womb and foaming out the contracting fleshy lips around the
base of his cock, soaking the soft matted pubic hair it was buried in.
"Oh, yessss, more, more," she sobbed incoherently around the deflating cock that was
slowly slipping from her mouth, a thin string of semen following it away. The hot walls
of her jerking cunt sucked hungrily at the throbbing cock, until it gave one final
spasmodic jerk, the last drop sucked into her writhing body.
The doctor rolled exhausted and drained from her still squirming form and her hips
jerked gratefully upward to receive the hurried thrust of the dark-haired attendant who
had been waiting at the foot of the bed. He fucked into her hungrily milking young
pussy like a jackhammer, needing no foreplay to excite him. The spectacle had been
enough. They raced wildly together for another climax.
It hit her suddenly like an angry fist in the stomach. Great waves of searing
incomprehendable joy broke over her thrashing body and she groaned out her release
as Les's long, thin cock pumped wildly into her. A moment later, the attendant's prick
spat uncontrollably into her, again overflowing her already filled womb.
Her strength was suddenly gone and she lay limp and panting as the attendant lifted
her off, withdrawing his deflating cock with a slight plop.
Her exhausted body could not move as she watched him stumble back and collapse
against the side of the bed. Her eyes were about to flutter closed when suddenly she saw
the half-wit Willy moving up to the foot of the bed, naked from the waist down. She
shivered as she saw the orderly standing over her naked body, his hand locked around a
penis that looked like it belonged on a bull, not a man. Her eyes went wide as she
stared at the size of the massive instrument and she groaned a feeble protest, but the
slavering child-man was already climbing up onto the bed.
"No, Willy, leave her alone," she heard the doctor sharply command. "You'll hurt her
with that oversized leg of yours."
She heard the sound of a defeated whimper, then watched in astonishment as the
hulking form knelt between her legs. He began wildly stroking at his monstrous penis,
locking his eyes insanely down at the wet matted mound of her loins. She heard him
groan and felt a sudden rush of hot sticky liquid raining down on her naked breasts.
And then he moved away. Her eyes flickered open once more to see if anyone else had
appeared, then closed again as exhausted sighs of satiation escaped through her 
spermcovered lips.
She lay motionless for awhile, listening to the four men panting around her. Her legs
were still spread wide and her loins were wet and raw from the ravishment they had
just been subjected to.
Anyone who wanted to could have come into that rose-colored bedroom and fucked her
to their heart's content. She would not have resisted or cared, nothing mattered
anymore. A few hours ago, she had been an almost innocent teenager who had never
seriously considered the thought of sex with anyone, and now she lay here on the bed
with the sperm of three complete strangers poohng somewhere in the deep secret
recesses of her body.
Still, she could not decide that she was entirely sorry that it had happened. She had
never even imagined of an experience so wonderfully beautiful, and even the marijuana
she had tried a few times at parties with her high school friends hadn't been nearly as
exciting as what had happened today. It was absolutely impossible for her to
understand why so many well-meaning people like her mother had taught her such
funny attitudes toward sex, but she supposed that there would have to be some kind of
a reason. Nothing is all good or all bad, as her father used to say. But, she was too tired
to think about it right now and, besides the mere thought of there being something bad
about what had just happened was too disturbing to even consider. She had enjoyed it
too much to want to find a reason to give it up already.
She moved, pulling her trembling legs slowly together to see if she could control them.
Her whole body ached with weariness and she winced as she pulled herself slowly to a
sitting position, pausing there to allow her aching muscles to adjust to the movement
before she placed her hands on the side of the huge satin-covered bed and gingerly
pushed herself up to a standing position.
The young blond walked slowly to the wall-large mirror on the other side of the
bedroom and studied with uncaring detachment the scattered slight bruises that marked
her smooth white skin. She was almost surprised as she realized that she really didn't
look any different from when she was just an innocent virgin, yesterday at this same
time of day. In fact, she decided with some amazement, she might even look a little
better. Despite the fact that her long silky hair was tousled and uncombed, her face
glowed with healthy contentment and her big blue eyes seemed to sparkle more
brightly than they ever had before.
She smiled suddenly, suppressing a girlish giggle, as the thought flashed through her
mind that the doctor might have someone else in his office right now, peering through
the two-way mirror at her. But, a quick glance at the doctor's exhausted form lying
sprawled across the bed with the others made her doubt the idea. He didn't look like he
was going to get any more work done for the rest of the day. Nevertheless, she leaned
forward and impishly pressed her nose up against the monstrous mirror in an effort to
peek through it into the office on the other side of the glass.
"Are you trying to figure out my professional secrets, my dear?" the doctor asked
jovially, coming to life again from among the limp figures on and around the bed.
Caught in the act, Cindy guiltily whirled around. "Oh, well, I was just wondering if I
could see anything," she said with studied nonchalance. Then, no longer able to
suppress her rising spirits, she giggled and added, "You could make all the money you
would ever need here if you just sold tickets to your office while therapy is going on in
here! Wow," she giggled again as another thought struck her, "Just think what you
could get for season tickets!"
Chuckling at her frolicsome air, the doctor asked, "Are you really as pleased as you're
acting? You went through quite a few men, this morning." He stared pointedly at her
sperm-splattered breasts and then at the glistening creamy streamlets of cum fluids that
were still glistening on her inner thighs, leaving dark wet marks in the deep carpet.
"Well," she said thoughtfully, quieting for a moment so she could consider what she
wanted to say. "At first, I didn't want to do it because everybody tells you you're not
supposed to... and I was pretty scared because it hurt so much the first time... but, then,
I really wanted to – and, then, I really liked it!" she happily concluded, smiling brightly
at the doctor. "Hmmm, yes, that's just fine," the doctor said slowly. "As far as it goes.
But, well have a chance to delve into all your underlying attitudes later this afternoon.
Right now, why don't we get washed up and go back to my office for lunch and a little
chat about your family?"
He wormed his way out from among the other men who lay on the bed, all apparently
fast asleep. But, the psychiatrist ignored them and strode purposefully over to one of
the velvet draperies on the side wall of the room, drawing it back to reveal a tiny alcove
lined with sinks and equipped with everything Cindy needed to pull herself back to
normal, or whatever... She wasn't terribly certain of exactly what normal was going to
be from now on.


Chapter 7


Cindy heard her stomach rumbling and became aware that she was ravenously hungry
as she padded the short distance down the corridor between the bedroom door and the
entrance to Dr. Frisch's office. The doctor lagged a few steps behind her, obviously not
quite recuperated from the exertion of the orgy-like "therapy" session they had just
completed.
Hugging her arms tightly around the waist of her white cotton hospital robe to silence
the insistant rumblings of her empty stomach, the high-spirited young blonde waited
impatiently by the office door while the doctor approached, then fumbled absently in
his deep trouser pocket for the key, finally discovering it in his jacket.
"That's funny, I was certain I'd locked this door," the bearded psychiatrist muttered
distractedly as the door unlatched and swung inward a few inches at the first gentle
touch of the key against the lock. Cindy paid scant attention, her mental energies being
occupied by an internal discussion of exactly what she was going to order to quench the
hunger pangs that she was so suddenly aware of. The last time she had felt this hungry
was last autumn when she had worked herself to exhaustion several nights a week as a
high school varsity cheerleader at the football games and practices.
Now, she rushed right past the doctor into the darkened office and saw with delight
that the two-way mirror was turned on. She stood before it and stared gleefully at the
three men who were still hard asleep, exhausted by their efforts in the earlier therapy
session.
"You forgot to turn off the mirror, Dr. Frisch," she said, turning to the silhouetted form
who stood motionless in the open doorway. "Where's the switch? I'll do it."
"I did not forget to turn the mirror off, my dear," she heard him slowly utter in an
expressionless voice. "And no one but my special staff knows the location of that
switch. Someone has broken into my office."
Shocked out of her cheerfulness by the idea that someone had been watching as she was
taken by three different men, the fair-haired teenager stood silently as she saw the
doctor move in the door and reach out for something on the wall next to the mirror.
Suddenly, the lights in the office blazed on and Cindy was left blinking as her eyes
became accustomed to the light again. Behind her, she heard the doctor gasp and then
begin to cough as if he had just choked on something.
"That's right, Peter dear," she heard a woman's voice murmur. "It wasn't exactly a
burglar..." Cindy's eyes followed the sound of the silky voice and discovered the owner
sitting in the doctor's chair behind his desk. She was brearhtakingly beautiful with high
cheekbones and almond-shaped eyes that made her look almost like some exotic variety
of Siamese cat. She had masses of jet black hair piled high on her head and fiery eyes
that burned through Cindy like two hot belching volcanic craters smoldering just before
eruption.
"Is this little girl one of your patients, Peter darling?" the woman purred with sugar
coated murder in her voice. "She seems a bit young... but, then again, she appears to be
very receptive to your therapy, your very special personal therapy. How long has she
been getting this special treatment, my love? She certainly doesn't seem like a
beginner!" The last words were snapped out like tiny bullets from a very efficient, very
deadly machine gun. Instinctively, Cindy moved back a few steps toward the protection
of the doctor's strength.
"Now, Doreen, let me explain. There is always a reason for everything," the doctor said
weakly. Cindy was stunned. She had never heard the psychiatrist sound so uncertain of
himself, and when she glanced quickly back at him, she was astounded to see that his
eyebrows were gathered in a worried frown and a light sweat had broken out, beading
his forehead.
"An explanation, you say?" the woman fairly shrieked as her saccharine composure
cracked. Cindy heard the doctor scrabbling to shut the door as she whirled around
again to face the angered woman. "How dare you babble at me about explanations?
Have you misplaced your recollection of my role in the development of your intensive
therapy program, Peter dear?"
Cindy had a feeling that she was about to be scorched by the sparks flashing in the
woman's eyes and she tried to quietly slip out of the line of fire between the doctor and
the beautiful wom-on. But her small steps toward the couch on the side of the room did
not go unnoticed and the young blonde suddenly realized that she was being glared at
with the most intense contempt she had ever seen in any human's eyes.
"Stay where you are!" she barked, freezing Cindy' in her tracks. "This is for your
benefit too, so that you will know that you are under the professional care of a poseur,
a quack!" The woman pushed back her chair and majestically rose to her feet,
announcing, "I am Doreen Bernhardt Frisch, wife of this jelly-minded simpleton,
author of his books and papers, creator of his method of therapy and mechanic for this
insipid mask he calls his professional image!"
Doreen Frisch sighed deeply, her imposing chest rising dnd falling under the red knit
dress she wore. "Not having the qualifications to legally practice psychiatry, I trustingly
gave Peter my work, and all the credit for it, on the condition, that he follow the
prescribed treatments to the letter. Now," she went on more quietly, her voice chilling
as the angry fires in her eyes were frozen over with calculated menace, "I believe you
have made an unpardonable error."
"But, my dear, there are certain times when the rules must be... um, stretched a little to
accommodate a particular situation," the doctor sputtered, vainly trying to regain
control of the conversation.
The statuesque brunette threw back her head and barked out a short humorless laugh
in recognition of his offered explanation, then reverted to her former air of cold
disapproval. "Peter, if you had enough brains to recognize an exception to the rules,
you wouldn't need me. But you do need me, and I will tell you all the exceptions you
need to know," she snapped. "I am the only exception you have to worry about. Every
other woman is a patient and she goes by the books!"
Cindy could see the woman struggling to get a grip of her rising anger that was
threatening to rage out of control. Behind her, she could hear nothing but the doctor's
heavy breathing as he silently listened to his wife's jealous fury.
"But, my dear, the book says," he finally murmured haltingly, causing Cindy to breathe
a sigh of relief that, at last, he would say something to calm his wife.
But, the next moment, Cindy's heart leapt in fear as the woman whirled on him,
freezing the words in his throat. "The book says that you are a detached observer in all
aspects of the intensive therapy. You watch, you listen, you make notes. You never
endanger your objectivity by involving yourself!"
Cindy's mind went back to the morning's therapy and she remembered how much she
had wanted the doctor to shove his huge, hard penis inside her, how good it felt when
he made her cum. She decided that the doctor's wife was wrong about what she had
just said and, mustering all her courage, the blonde teenager whispered timidly, "I
thought it was all right... I mean, it worked, didn't it?"
Momentarily taken aback by the girl's simple logic, the handsome woman glared
menacingly for a while, then magically her expression changed to one of loving
maternal tenderness and she smiled tolerantly at Cindy's youthful sincerity.
"Poor little girl, you're lucky I came today," she crooned, barely controlling the venom
in her voice. "Right now, you might already be permanently scarred from his stupidity.
But, we'll fix that... From now on, I am going to direct all your treatments personally!"
Cindy recoiled from the announcement, realizing for the first time that the woman's
anger was also directed toward her. "No, I'm sorry, but I want the doctor to take care of
me," she gasped, almost before she knew what she was saying.
"Yes, I imagine so," Doreen said drily as she scanned the wall beside her, looking for
something. Suddenly, she found it, a small black button hidden in the wallpaper and
pressed her finger against it for several seconds.
Cindy could hear a loud muffled buzzing sound and she turned to peer through the
two-way mirror, now smoky and dark because of the room's bright lights. As she had
feared, the two naked attendants and the orderly had been jolted out of their sleep by
the noise and were already scrambling into their clothes.
"Doreen, I really must protest," the doctor meekly interjected as he too became aware
of the activity in the bedroom. "After all, this is my hospital. I am the psychiatrist here."
The woman stared at him with mild distaste, then smiled with exaggerated tolerance.
"Peter, I need you because you are legally allowed to make my ideas work. You need
me because you are brainless and spineless' she explained slowly as if to a very young
child. "In fact, you have probably crippled this poor girl's personality, but I am willing
to correct your error in this particular case
Cindy felt fear running like ice-water through her veins as the imposing woman
speared through her with another hate-filled glance.
"Otherwise," the doctor's wife continued, turning her attention back to the unspeaking
man, "I will feel forced to expose you to the psychiatric world as a phony. I can and will
prove that you stole all my works!"
The woman's vicious threat was punctuated by the loud banging of someone at the
door.
"Well finish this discussion later, Doreen," the psychiatrist muttered and turned to open
the door.
Outside, the two orderlies stood waiting. As they peered into the doctor's office, their
eyes immediately fell on Cindy and paused to feast on her ripe, voluptuous curves,
apparent even through the cotton robe. Their expressions clearly showed that they had
thoroughly enjoyed the mornings session and were ready for more. Obvious bulges
began to appear in the crotches of their trousers as the seconds passed in silence and
each of the attendants became more and more engrossed in his private sexual fantasy.
Completely unaware of their scrutiny, Cindy was gazing back and forth at the doctor
and his wife, wondering who was going to say the words that would decide her fate, at
least for the rest of the day. Then tension in the room became almost unbearable as
Doreen observed the attendants' reactions to Cindy's lush, young body. Both Cindy and
the doctor could almost see the older woman's jealous anger solidify into an icy
determination for revenge against the beautiful young girl and the husband who had
betrayed her.
"Boys, why don't you take Cindy up to the sun-porch. Get her some lunch and
something to read for the afternoon. She's had a pretty full day," the doctor said,
speaking quickly as he noted his wife's expression.
Cindy moved quickly to join the men in the hallway, but she was not fast enough to
escape the woman's fury.
"Stop!" Doreen Frisch's voice rang authoritatively through the silence. "Jock and Les,
take this girl to her room, feed her, then sedate her for the rest of the day. She's
undergoing severe psychic trauma and may crack at any time. She shouldn't be running
around the building."
Confused by the conflicting orders, the men waited until the doctor wearily nodded
agreement with his wife. "Do as she says," he sighed, then turned to Cindy with a smile
of reassurance, adding, "Don't worry, my dear. This will all be straightened out
tomorrow."
Nodding mutely, the frightened girl walked out to the corridor. Then, like a song-bird
mesmerized by a cobra, Cindy involuntarily glanced back at the doctor's wife.
Triumphantly smiling, the beautiful woman nodded a farewell to the young blonde and
whispered the single word:
"Tomorrow..."
Barely stifling the terrified scream she felt rising in her throat, Cindy whirled away and
hurried up the corridor, grateful for the temporary protection of the two attendants.
Today, they were her friends, but tomorrow?


Chapter 8


It was dark when Cindy began to drift out of the deep, drugged sleep that had kept her
unconscious since early that afternoon. At first she lay still, her blurred eyes searching
for the luminous hands of the clock on the wall beside her bed.
She couldn't seem to find the lighted clock-face and then she noticed the strange odor
in the air. It was acrid, but clean-smelling, like the high school after the floors had just
been mopped. She started to roll over, then groaned under her breath. Her muscles
between her thighs were so sore that she couldn't stand to move them, so she lay
quietly until the pain faded.
She moved her arms to stretch, then suddenly froze. Her fingers were touching thick
rods of cold metal at the head of the bed. But, her own bed had a carved wood
headboard...
Her head felt strangely thick and it was difficult to think, but she forced herself to
concentrate – and suddenly, she remembered.
In spite of the pain, she sat up quickly, then clenched her eyes tightly shut against the
memories that were now flooding back into her head. First, that frightening rape in the
ambulance on the way to the mental hospital, then the strangely exciting view of the
other "special" patient being fucked by the huge dog, and finally the intense fear she
had felt at the beginning of her own "therapy" session, which had given way to the
wonderful awakening of her body, the wild twisting and churning of bodies and
sensations. She had been conquered by those sensations, all her inhibitions overcome
by the strange events of the last several days.
Cindy smiled in the darkness. It had been a little hard to realize that all the things she
had been taught about being a "good" girl were just not true, but now that she was
freed of those silly, useless restrictions, she was happily looking forward to a whole
lifetime of sensual pleasures. But, then, her contented smile faded as she remembered
the confrontation in the doctor's office...
Doreen Frisch... Cindy shuddered as the name came to her mind. The blonde teenager
had no idea of what the doctor's jealous wife was planning to do to her, but Cindy was
absolutely certain that it was going to be unpleasant... or possibly, worse than that! The
girl had no doubt that Doreen Frisch would know exactly how to drive her out of her
young mind, and would take great enjoyment from the process of turning the pretty
teenager into a raving lunatic.
Willing to take almost any risk to avoid falling into the cruel hands of the doctor's wife,
the blonde girl made a quick decision. After listening for any movement outside in the
hallway, she lifted the cover slowly and slid quietly to the floor. She found her cotton
robe on the nightstand and slipped it over her shoulders, tying the drawstrings tight
around her waist. She tiptoed to the door and breathlessly tried the handle, sighing
gratefully when it turned noiselessly under the pressure of her fingers.
Fighting down the waves of weariness that weighted her body, she realized that they
must have given her enough of the sleeping injection to keep her unconscious all night
and then not bothered to lock her door. Thanking God that she had awakened after all,
Cindy held her breathe and moved the door slightly to see if it made a noise. It didn't.
She painstakingly pulled it open and slipped out into the lighted corridor, her bare feet
moving cat-like across the cold tile floor.
The hallway was vacant one way. She turned around to check the other direction and,
suddenly, had to clamp her mouth shut to stifle a little scream of fear.
Not two feet behind her, the hulking form of Willy was sitting in a small wooden chair,
obviously placed there to guard her own door. Cindy's tightly-wound nerves were able
to relax a little, however, as she heard faint snoring from the halfwit's nodding head.
Cindy stared at him for a moment, wondering which of the Frisch's had ordered the
guard duty. It didn't take too much thought to figure it out, and the idea that Doreen
Frisch wanted revenge that badly made the young blonde even more frightened than
before.
Well, she thought determinedly, this was her chance, and it might be the last one she
would get. She still liked the doctor, but she couldn't take a chance on his winning in a
battle of wills against his venomous wife – not when she, Cindy, was the stakes they
were fighting over!
Still so sleepy that she could barely keep her eyes open, Cindy padded noiselessly past
the dozing Willy, then drove her exhausted, aching body to move more quickly until
she could round the first corner and be out of sight of the guard at her door.
Cindy lost track of time after that as she wandered through the empty corridors, trying
to stay awake long enough to find an unlocked door to lead her out o\A3 the old
building. Hopefully trying several doors, she recoiled instinctively from the blank stares
or manic laughter that greeted her from beyond them. At last, she was beginning to
wonder if she really wasn't still home asleep and in the middle of a nightmare when,
suddenly, she turned a corner and miraculously faced a green metal fire door, just like
the ones they had in the high school.
Throwing caution to the winds, she hopefully stumbled toward it and pressed the heavy
metal latch, pushing at the door with all her remaining strength.
The door creaked rustily as it swung open on its hinges, but the blonde teenager barely
noticed as she stepped out onto the doorstep and breathed deeply of the warm night
air. The wedge of light from the open doorway illuminated part of the woods
surrounding the building, and Cindy remembered the doctor telling her that morning
about a small town a few miles beyond the woods. More than anything else in the
world, she just wanted to curl up and go to sleep somewhere, but she had to make it to
that town first.
Briskly slapping her cheeks to awaken her dulled senses, Cindy was just about to set off
for the woods when, suddenly, a harsh, menacing growl broke the stillness of the night.
The sleepy girl peered into the blackness around her, then cringed back into the
doorway as the huge Great Dane she had seen that morning came slinking out of the
shadows, his gleaming fangs bared as he approached her. Realizing that it would be
impossible to outrun the monstrous watch dog and recoiling from the frightening
memories of what the animal had done to the other "special" patients, Cindy sunk
down against the wall, despairing of escape. As drugged sleep rapidly overtook her
mind again the teenager barely noticed as the dog bgan loudly barking for assistance
with his captive.
Moments later, however, she was roughly shaken back to consciousness by the brusque
jostling of the two attendants dragging her back along the corridors of the building. As
she sleepily attempted to gain her footing so that she could walk instead of being towed
across the cold hard tile, she saw the doctor and his wife walking ahead of them in the
hallway, both in their night clothes.
"I told you she couldn't be trusted," Cindy vaguely heard the woman's angry tone. "She
even escaped from the guard at her door! Something must be done about her!"
Through sleep-fogged eyes, Cindy thought she saw the doctor shrug, but could not hear
what he said.
"Peter, there must be discipline in this institution," the woman insisted, tossing her
mane of black hair over the shoulder of her long red robe. "Why don't you give her a
taste of the men's ward, so the little bitch will know where she could end up, if she
doesn't behave?"
Trying to understand what was happening, Cindy tried to make out the doctor's soft
words, but dozed off again as he was speaking.
The next thing she knew was that she was thrown on the floor somewhere. Grateful,
for the chance to rest, she started to curl up comfortably when a shrill, boyish voice
startled her awake:
"Oh, look, we have a girl! A girl in our room! Oh, wait 'til I tell the doctor!"
Cindy's eyes jerked open and she stared in horror at the brightly-lit room before her. It
was lined with ten or twelve beds, all filled with just-awakened men who were each
beginning to respond to her presence in a different way. Her eyes flew to the man who
had just sounded the alarm and found a pudgy, middle-aged face peering over tightly
gripped covers. When he saw that she was looking at him, the man struck out his
tongue and shouted, "Go away, girl!" before diving under the protection of the covers.
Confused, Cindy surveyed the other occupants of the beds, noting with relief that
several had simply rolled over and gone back to sleep. But even in hef stuperous, still
half drugged condition, she began to feel twinges of fear as others of the men stared at
her with growing interest.
As she saw the blank-faced man in the bed nearest her throw his feet over the edge of
the mattress, Cindy's mind short-circuited in panic. She could still hear the doctor and
his wife bitterly arguing in the hallway outside, so she banged frantically on the
knobless door beside her, praying they would release her from these men.
No one came and she glanced over her shoulder to see the expressionless man right
behind her, simply standing and staring as she called for help. Beyond him, she could
see half a dozen other pajama'd men moving toward her. Their faces were not so blank
and what she saw in some of their expressions frightened her even more.
"Please, please, let me out. I'll be good, I promise! But, please, let me out of here!" she
called again.
"The girl says she'll be good! The girl promises!" the shrill voice of the pudgy man
echoed her.
She heard several bursts of laughter behind her and then, a deep sinister chuckle. "After
all this time, she don't hafta be good," the hoarse voice added.
Cindy's head was whirling with terror and the effect of the sleeping drug. She wasn't
sure she could stay awake much longer, but she had to... had to defend... her self...
On her knees before the metal door, she banged once more against it, then collapsed in
merciful oblivion as she felt a clammy hand slip up the back of her thighs under the
white hospital robe.


Chapter 9


Cindy lay staring at the cracked white paint on the ceiling in her own tiny hospital
room where she had awakened. A bird was merrily chirping on her windowsill, but the
blonde teenager was too upset to appreciate the bright summer morning. She had
awakened, still terrified from the night before, and it had taken her several fear-filled
moments to realize that she was no longer in danger and had not been harmed. She
concluded that she must have been rescued from the men in that ward soon after she
had passed out.
Nevertheless, the very fact that the doctor's wife would recommend such a terrifying
experience to "discipline" her made Cindy fume with anger. It had not only frightened
her, Cindy, out of her wits, but it might have been harmful to some of those poor sick
men as well! It was now obvious to the young blonde that the psychiatrist had no
control over his vicious wife, or such a thing never would have happened to Cindy.
And, in that case, Cindy decided, she had better make another attempt to get away
from the rest home before Doreen Frisch had the opportunity to complete her revenge.
Bristling with angry determination, Cindy sat up in the bed and was about to lower her
feet to the floor when she realized that her left ankle was caught in the bedclothes. She
impatiently yanked her leg, but the ankle was held fast at the foot of the bed. Wriggling
down to the far end of the mattress, she pushed the pile of covers back and saw with
astonishment that her foot had been tied to the bedframe with a canvas bracelet and
light chain. Cindy frowned in frustration and her anger began to mount as she thought
of how the doctor's wife was taking unfair advantage of her helplessness to subjugate
and humiliate her in every way she could.
But, there was a limit to how much one person could stand, Cindy angrily decided. She
just wasn't going to take it anymore!
Cindy sat staring for a moment at her manacled ankle, then reached down and pulled
at the chain as hard as she could, hoping against hope that it might be improperly
fastened. At her tug, the loop of chain that secured her to the bed came rattling up the
metal post. The lock did not look terribly strong and she yanked at it again until the
metal bed squeaked and rattled from the strain.
She rested a moment and was about to go at it again when the door banged open and
the hulking form of Willy came lumbering into the room. She had forgotten that he
still might be outside, guarding her door.
"W-what are you d-doing there, girl?" he haltingly demanded.
Cindy smiled up at him and pointed to her foot. "Somebody put this thing on me by
mistake," she lied in her friendliest voice. "I'd like to get it off."
The halfwit looked at her unsympathetically and Cindy remembered that he had
probably gotten into some trouble for letting her get past him last night. Trying to
appeal to him another way, she grimaced and said, "It hurts my foot. It's too tight."
His beady eyes stared suspiciously at her for a moment as he reached down and
touched her ankle. "Ow!" she cried, screwing up her face.
She watched hopefully as he leaned over and inspected the bracelet, then, suddenly he
thrust his index finger under the manacle, between her skin and the canvas strap and
stared accusingly into her face.
"You l-lying again," he charged, shaking his head. "M-Mrs. Frisch, she told m-me you
were s-sneaky, b-but your n-not going to g-get away from me again." His face softened
in sympathy as he added, "You v-very sick girl. Lady t-told me. So j-just lie down nice
and qu-quiet now."
Cindy's impatience showed on her face. "Do you always believe what Mrs. Frisch tells
you?" she demanded.
"L-lady not c-crazy or she be here in b-bed," he stuttered in a voice full of conviction.
His tiny eyes twinkled with dull malice as he added, "You here in bed. N-now lay down
and don't m-make trouble."
Cindy remained obstinately upright, determined that she was not going to be ordered
around like a child, especially by this oversized halfwit.
The feeble-minded orderly waited a moment, then shook his head again and lifted her
bodily from the mattress, flinging her out on the bed as though he were unrolling a rug.
Cindy closed her eyes as she lay stiffly on the bed, not wanting to give the moronic
orderly the pleasure of seeing her raging frustration. But, long minutes passed and she
didn't hear him moving away, so she finally gave in and opened her eyes, sighing with
exasperation.
"Well, what do you want now?" she inquired of the baby-faced man who was still
hovering over her.
Willy smiled anxiously down at her, then nervously licked his lips. "I think... y-you very
pretty c-crazy girl," he hesistantly announced, clarifying his intentions by suddenly
grabbing one of Cindy's breasts in his huge meaty hand.
Cindy lost her composure at his unexpected attack. The very touch of the moronic
orderly's hand made her cringe away with disgust and, besides, she had seen his
monstrous cock yesterday morning and doubted whether any normal woman could take
all of its size. It he wanted to fuck her, she didn't know what she would do.
As if reading her thoughts, the halfwit grinned excitedly at her and gasped,. "F-fuck!
You l-like fuck, huh?" He grinned even more broadly and whispered, "You l-look at
what I g-got!" With his other free hand, he jerked down the zipper of his white trousers
and reached inside. A moment later, he extricated his massive rod of hard flesh and
waved it enthusiastically before the stunned teenager's face.
Cindy couldn't help but stare at the unbelievable instrument jutting from the opening
in the orderly's trousers. It had already hardened in his excitement and it looked nearly
as big as Cindy's own lower arm. The grinning halfwit proudly pulled back the thick
foreskin so she could examine the throbbing ruby head, so fat and blood-swollen that it
shined in the morning light, with a sparkling drop of semen already oozing from the
glans. But, it was the size of the gigantic shaft that not only awed but frightened the
blonde teenager, and she slowly shook her head back and forth on the pillow.
"No, Willy, you can't do that," she said firmly. "You're just too big for me."
The halfwit's smile faded and he tightened his grip on Cindy's captured breasts until
she winced from the painful pressure. "We fuck, j-just like Jock and L-les! You like
fuck! I s-see you fuck them; n-now fuck me!" With that, he climbed onto the bed and
tried to position himself between Cindy's tightly-clenched legs.
Taken unaware by the halfwit's sudden decision, the terrified teenager tried desperately
to push the hulking body away from her, crying out, "No, Willy! No, please! Stop it,
Willy, stop!" If her pleas didn't make him stop his attack, Cindy hoped that her loud
cries would at least summon one of the attendant to rescue her.
Then, as if in answer to a prayer, she heard noisy footsteps hurrying down the hallway
toward her room. "Willy, get off! Someone's coming," she hissed through angrily
clenched teeth at her moronic orderly who had almost succeeded in his efforts to pry
her legs open.
He responded immediately, slipping off the bed with a guilty backward glance as the
tapping of the footsteps reached Cindy's doorway. Then, the panting young blonde held
her breath and gasped as she saw the statuesque form of the doctor's wife outlined
menacingly in the door frame. There was an arrogant, self-satisfied expression on
Doreen Frisch's face as she gaze down at the girl shackled to the bed. It seemed like
years went by before she spoke.
"Good morning, you poor sick little girl," she trilled mockingly. "I see our Willy had
been trying to get a head start on the therapy session I have planned for this morning."
"Oh, no! You can't..." Cindy gasped as she understood what the evilly grinning woman
planned to do to her. Then, she mustered up her courage and decided she had better try
to stall her for as long as she could. "I'm sorry, but I am under Dr. Frisch's care and I
insist that he supervise my therapy," she coldly announced, watching the woman's face
for some sign or reaction of her words.
The tall brunette only laughed scornfully and Cindy didn't blame her. There was no
one Cindy could complain to, except maybe the doctor himself, but now Cindy was
certain that he had given in to his jealous wife and let her take over the blonde
teenager's case.
Cindy's eyes widened in fear as she watched the woman slowly glide into the room,
closing the door behind her, then gracefully approach the girl's terror-stricken form on
the bed. When she was standing right next to the worried orderly who was just then
remembering to replace his jutting prick in his trousers, the doctor's wife looked down
at Cindy contemptuously for a moment, then leaned down with a lightning movement
and clamped her hand around the girls blonde pubic mound, her long red fingernails
digging painfully into the tender flesh of Cindy's vaginal lips. She held the torturous
position for a moment, her dark eyes blazing with hatred, then released her hand and
smiled with venomous sweetness.
"That's the way we're going to do it, dear," she purred menacingly as she watched
Cindy's tensed body relax with relief now that the agonizing pain faded. "A pinch here,
a twist there.... you never know when they're coming. You can never relax because the
next moment might bring another shock of pain." She threw back her head and
laughed triumphantly at Cindy's expression of shocked horror. "By the time you get
through my therapy, nobody, not even my numbskull husband, will want you. You'll be
flying to pieces every time you see a door open or hear a footstep."
"No, please, leave me alone," Cindy whimpered in terror. "I didn't do anything to
you..."
"Ah, but you did something to my husband that I didn't like at all," the doctor's wife
replied. "And I'm going to make sure it doesn't happen again!"
"No, no, I'll tell the doctor what you're doing to me!" the poor distraught teenager
screamed in a last attempt to frighten the woman away.
"Try it, dear, and I promise, I'll make things even worse for you," the woman spit coldly
into her face. "Besides, who would he believe, a neurotic little teenager or the brilliant
woman who wrote all his famous works?"
"W-what are you going to do, M-Mrs. Frisch?" asked the wide-eyed Willy, who hadn't
understood most of the conversation he had heard.
The woman looked up at him and smiled condescendingly at the stupidity of his
question. Then, in answer, she reached down and jerked Cindy's legs wide apart. The
halfwit's eyes bulged at the voluptuous sight of the young girl's exposed coral fissure.
"Would you like to help me with this poor sick girl, Willy?" the doctor's wife taunted as
Cindy desperately clenched her thighs together again. "The doctor wouldn't let you
have her, would he? But, I'll let you have her as much as you want!"
Cindy cowered down into the mattress as she saw a thin fine of spittle fall from the
corner of the orderly's slack, panting lips.
"Show Willy what he's going to get, dear," the ecstatic woman commanded to Cindy.
The blonde teenager didn't move, but she suddenly jerked again as she felt the points of
the woman's long red fingernails jab into the tender flesh of her breast.
"Aaaaaaggggghh!" she cried as the needle-sharp tips pressed into her sensitive,
throbbing nipple.
"Show him your proud little pussy, you little bitch," the woman hissed.
Cindy grudgingly moved her legs slowly apart until the woman released her smarting
breast. Snorting impatiently, the tall brunette leaned over and grasped the girl's free
ankle, pulling it far out over the side of the mattress until Cindy moaned in protest at
the strain on her muscles.
"Do you like that, Willy?" the woman teased as the halfwit's eyes grew wider and small
beads of sweat broke out on his forehead. "Do you want to shove your big, hard cock
into that nice tight little pussy?"
Tears of shame and fear began to course down Cindy's cheeks as the woman pulled her
ankle farther out, opening and stretching the raw, pink flesh of the girl's vagina. She
was totally exposed to the trembling orderly's gaze as his beady eyes locked hungrily on
the narrow opening nestling in the sparse, soft field of golden pubic hair between her
legs.
"Y-yeah," the wild-eyed Willy sputtered as he rubbed his hand frantically over the
awesome bulge in the crotch of his trousers. "I wanna f-fuck her!"
Trembling with dread as she listened to the woman begin to work her plan for revenge,
Cindy felt more naked and frightened than ever in her life. She was at the mercy of a
hate-crazed woman and a lust-mad idiot, with no way to escape. Her flesh still burned
from the tormenting pressure of Doreen Frisch's fingernails and it would do her no
good to risk the horrible pain again. She would gladly die rather than go through what
was coming, but she didn't even have that choice right now. The jealous wife was
enjoying her sadistic revenge too much to let her victim get away and Cindy knew it
would be useless to even try to beg for mercy. In fact, the woman would probably enjoy
it a hundred times more if she could get Cindy to plead with her. There was no hope
for anything now, and the young blonde didn't try to stop the despairing tears of fear
and humiliation that were rolling down the sides of her face.
Cindy's body quivered as she suddenly felt a pressure between her legs. The doctor's
wife was leaning over her and flicking her fingers over the tender flesh of her exposed
vaginal opening.
"Oh; look at how much she wants you, Willy," the evilly smiling woman crooned as she
thrust a finger deep into the moist cleft, bringing another helpless twitch of Cindy's
body and a moan from deep in her throat. "Listen to her cry for your long hard cock.
Why I'll bet she wants you even more than Jock or Les... or even the doctor." The last
words were rasped out as the woman twisted her fingersr viciously in the young
blonde's tortured cuntal passage.
Cindy moaned and jerked, trying to escape the cruel impalement of the woman's
fingers, but the doctor's wife laughed in sadistic delight as she withdrew her fingers
wetly from Cindy's cunt. Beside her, Willy was tearing at the fabric of his trousers, a
lust-crazed look on his face.
"Let's untie her foot," the woman suddenly decided with a savage grin. "Then you can
really give it to her." She turned on Willy with a look of dire warning and added, "But,
you'd better not let her get away again!"
"N-no! I g-gonna fuck her!" he slobbered excitedly, not taking his eyes from between
Cindy's legs.
A moment later, Doreen Frisch had inserted a key into the tiny lock that closed the
canvas strip around Cindy's ankle and the binding fell away. The teenager lay quietly as
the woman returned to Willy's side, then with strength born of desperation, Cindy
leapt off the bed and raced for the door. She heard a gasp behind her and a huge hand
clamping over the back of her neck and it was all over.
Clamping his palms around her waist, Willy picked her up and carried her struggling
form back to the bed, throwing her roughly to the mattress. She landed on her face and
lay there, trembling in fear and humiliation.
"B-bad sick g-girl," Willy stuttered moronically.
"Don't worry, Willy, well punish her," Doreen Frischc said delightedly, Tunning her
fingertips over Cindy's full-rounded buttocks. "Take your clothes off."
Cindy stiffened as she heard Willy's clothes dropping hurriedly from his body and
wondered what the doctor's wife had meant by "punishment." She remembered the
horrible scene in the men's ward last night and shuddered in terror. What would the
woman think of next?
She jerked as she suddenly felt the woman's hands worm into the valley of her buttocks
and begin to slowly draw the firm, soft cheeks apart. Cindy could not see her eyes, but
could imagine them, burning and glowing like hot coals. She had wanted her revenge
and she was getting it, heaping greater and greater indignities on the helpless girl's
body.
"Look at this, Willy. This little brown hole would be even tighter around your big, thick
cock. It would be good medicine for the poor sick girl and it's so tight and warm."
Doreen Frisch crooned on, driving the imbecile's lust to the boiling point.
Cindy cowered into the mattress as she felt the tip of her finger playing over the
entrance of her naked rectum. She couldn't believe what the woman was suggesting. It
would be hard enough trying to take Willy's gigantic penis into her vagina, but this
wasn't human! She couldn't mean what she said. She was just trying to frighten her,
trying to make Cindy crawl and plead with her. She wouldn't dare let the idiot orderly
try to make love to her there!
She clenched her legs and buttocks together in reaction to the horrible thought and
sighed in relief as she felt the probing hands lift away from her ass. But a moment later,
they were replaced suddenly by wild slithering lips coursing all around her smooth oval
buttocks. Willy was biting into her without control, bringing tiny gasps of pain from
her as she ground her groin down into the mattress to try to escape. He spread her
buttocks apart with his thumbs and she could feel his tongue trailing down to lick the
crevice between them. He pulled at the soft flesh around her naked anus and she could
feel the strain on the tight puckered hole. It hurt and she felt helpless and obscenely
naked as the hulking form hovered over her buttocks, drooling as he pillaged the tiny
brown opening.
"Open her legs, Willy," Cindy heard the doctor's wife gleefully suggest. "Then stick
your finger in and see how tight she is in there."
The slpbbering head left her buttocks and Cindy momentarily tried to resists the
sudden pressure against her ankles. But it was useless and she felt her legs being pulled
wide apart until her feet were pointing down well over the sides of the bed. She felt the
cumbersome weight of the imbecilic orderly load down the mattress as he climbed
between the wide angle of her legs. Then, she felt his finger probing at the puckered
little inlet like teasing needles and she jerked automatically from the cruel penetration
she knew was coming. He poked for a moment at the outer edges of the small elastic
circle, then shoved forward, sinking the finger with a jerk up to the first knuckle.
Cindy jumped forward from the sudden pain, her mouth wincing in protest. Before she
could complain, she felt Doreen Frisch's nails on the smooth flesh of her cheek.
"Relax," the woman hissed at her from the side of the bed. "Unless you want me to
mark your pretty face, you'd better be quiet."
Cindy gasped and then forced herself to relax while the drooling orderly stared in
fascination at the sight of his thick finger embedded in the tiny wrinkled hole. She
sucked in her breath as she felt him begin to move his middle finger around in the tight
anus, sawing it in and out in preparation of what was to come. She moaned and pressed
her face tight into the mattress as he dug deeper, slipping it harshly into the second
knuckle, then slowly and methodically twisting it around in her tight contracting
asshole.
The pain began to fade and she relaxed slightly, then suddenly she felt the extra
pressure of another finger slither unexpectedly in along side the first and she wriggled
her pelvis down into the moisture trying to escape the painful entry.
"No, no, please don't! It hurts!" she cried as tears of pain and humiliation followed the
realization that Doreen Frisch had not just been talking.
She really meant for the halfwitted Willy to plant his monstrous cock in her cringing
rectum. It would kill her! His massive penis would split her in two! She tried to cringe
away from him, but the orderly placed the palm of his hand on the small of her back
and pushed down tight, pinning her to the mattress. He screwed both fingers into her
mercilessly, stretching the tiny puckered anus until she grunted in pain each time he
twisted his hand. She began to jerk her buttocks in an effort to escape the cruel
probing, but her struggling only drove them deeper.
"Give the sick girl her medicine, Willy," the impatient woman standing by the bed
goaded the panting orderly. "Go ahead, put it in her ass!"
The grinning halfwit slipped his fingers from her rectum watching excitedly as the tight
elastic ring of the tiny anus clung to them until they popped out with a slight sucking
sound. He trembled in a fever of sexual excitement as he looked down at the helpless
young girl stretched beneath them. All the others had gotten to have her first, but now
he was going to do something none of them had done to her yet. His eyes gleamed
wildly as he stroked his huge swollen cock, bigger than any of the others by far, and
brought it to its full gargantuan size. He wanted to fill her with it so that she would
think that he was just as good as the others that always bossed him around. He saw
how much she liked it when they fucked her yesterday and he wanted her to know that
he was just as good, even though they wouldn't let him help with the therapy times.
Cindy felt his hands on her hips forcing them up to the kneeling position, her breasts
still pressed tightly down on the bed. Her buttocks waved high in the air behind her,
waving as if in open invitation to the cruel ravishment about to begin. She felt him
kneel up between her wide-spread thighs directly behind her, the head of his huge cock
coming to rest in the split of her ass as he positioned himself.
His hands coursed down over her buttocks, his thumbs pressing on either side of the
tiny puckered anus stretching it wide. Then, she felt a blunt probing between the
thumbs that was soft and rubbery at first and then grew into an unresisting pressure.
"Oooooohhh! Nooooo! Pleeeeeease, nooooo!" she shrieked as she felt the tight elastic
ring give way before the pressure and the huge head popped in with a sudden rush.
"Hold her down!" the doctor's wife hissed as Cindy twisted and groaned, trying to
escape the excruciating torture of her ravished anus.
The orderly wrapped his powerful hands around her writhing hips and strained forward
again, bringing new screams and groans from the thrashing girl as he penetrated
halfway into the soft tunnel of her ass. Cindy struggled blindly against him, against the
horror and degradation of the depraved attack on her helpless body. Her shattered
nerves were screaming with horror at the blunt intrusion as his thick cock pressed
forward with pulverizing strength, pushing the soft rubbery flesh of her widely
stretched rectum in agonizing waves before it. She bucked back at him, trying to
somehow throw him off, but as she strained back, he rammed forward burying the
thick, rock-hard cock all the way to the hilt in her nearly split anus.
"Ooooooh, ooooooh," she groaned in torment as she felt the coarse hair of his loins
smack into the softness of her buttocks. She no longer felt human, skewered like a
sacrificial lamb on the huge, stone-hard cock, its bloated head pressing against the
buttom of her belly inside. She felt as though she .had been cored like an apple and her
insides protested painfully against the huge intrusion. She was in agony and she
struggled in wild desperation against the cruel fleshy thickness buried in her rectum.
Finally, her strength failed and she collapsed in hopeless surrender, a limp mass of flesh
beneath the body of the orderly who had impaled her.
The sadistically smiling doctor's wife leaned over the bed and rasped in Cindy's ear:
"How does it feel, dear? Is it as good as it was yesterday?"
Her sharp barking laughter resounded in the tiny room like doomsday thunder and
Cindy's pain and humiliation began to change to anger. The whole terrible experience
was being made a thousand times worse for the young blonde by the knowledge that
the doctor's wife was there watching, heartlessly delighting in her revenge against
Cindy.
"How do you like your therapy now, dear? Shall I bring the doctor in to watch his
sweet little patient getting fucked in the asshole?"
Her taunting words went on and on until gradually the pain in Cindy's rectum from
the monstrous entry began to taper off. She still felt torn and strained beyond
endurance, but the few moments Willy had lain still had given her tortured anus a
chance to become adjusted to the unnatural invasion. Her mind began to clear a little
and the tormented young girl angrily vowed to turn the woman's revenge around on
her. If she couldn't enjoy this debasing, perverted coupling, Cindy could at least deprive
Doreen Frisch of the satisfaction of knowing how much she was humiliating her. In
spite of her pain, Cindy clasped tight her anal muscles, softly gripping the buried
column of cock flesh.
Willy groaned in ecstasy as he felt the pretty patient's flesh tighten around his long
thick length sunk in her rectum. His cock tingled with the sensation as he felt her
buttocks begin a slow methodical, but almost imperceptible rotation beneath him. He
couldn't believe his senses that she really liked it so much already, but he flexed his
huge penis deep in her bowels in an answering signal. He gasped delightedly as he felt
her secret flesh throb and tighten around him like a warm, velvety second skin. He was
delirious with triumphant joy. He had conquered the prettiest patient of all, and
suddenly gasping and moaning in new-found delight, he began to saw rhythmically
deep into the soft depths of her back passage, using the full length of his thick
punishing rod to lunge into her with long, smooth strokes.. He watched in disbelieving
excitement as his long, white shaft pulled tiny ridges of her pink, clasping flesh out
with the base of his prick each time he withdrew for another powerful lunge inside.
Cindy knelt before him, praying that her revulsion and humiliation would not betray
her to the sadistically chuckling doctor's wife and that she could hold out long enough
to convince both Willy and Doreen Frisch that she was truly enjoying this grotesque,
perverted act. Her body jerked and quivered, periodically stiffening in pain as an extra
hard thrust seared up into her tortured asshole. Clenching her teeth in determination,
she began to undulate her buttocks in small, rhythmic circles, waving the white full
cheeks back at the halfwit as though she wanted even more of the torturing shaft. Then,
suddenly, Cindy gasped in surprise as her body came alive in a strange tingle of
masochistic excitement. It was a weird feeling, generated perhaps by the very
helplessness of her position or from the lewd, vile thought of being fucked from behind
by an idiot's gigantic cock, but whatever it was, she began to feel it. Her hips began
involuntarily moving to meet each thrust of Willy's mammoth prick cramming into her
rectum and, though there was still pain, it became only another sensation to spark the
fires that were again building deep in her belly.
Doreen Frisch moved down to the foot of the bed to obtain a better view of the
indecent sodomizing of the teenager's rectum by the huge plunging shaft of hard flesh,
chortling to herself at the success of her brutal vengeance. But, a moment later, her face
fell in disbelief as she saw Cindy begin to move backwards to meet the vicious thrusts
of the orderly's body. This was not the way she had planned it!
"Fuck harder, you idiot! Screw her until she screams!" the incensed woman screamed
hysterically as she saw her revenge being cancelled out by Cindy's enjoyment of the
unnatural act. "Fuck her, you moron! Kill her with your big stupid cock!"
But her shrill shouts were suddenly cut brutally short by a hand smashing across her
face as Willy heard through his inflamed passion the insults leaping from her savage
lips. He had come to this institution to work because the doctor had promised that
nobody would ever call him stupid, because when that happened something always
snapped in his brain. The backhand blow landed across the woman's mouth with such
force that she stumbled back against the far wall, her head hitting with a loud thud and
she crumpled to the floor in dazed semi-consciousness. The raging anger drained from
Willy's dim mind as quickly as it had appeared and he turned back to the girl who was
still wildly gyrating on his cock, unaware of what had occurred behind her.
As the huge halfwit again began to fuck into her with hard, probing thrusts, she
joyfully thrust back to meet him, reveling in the vicious sodomizing of her backside like
a slave of old bending before her cruel master. Her face twisted from side to side on the
bed and her teeth were bared in ecstatic delight, her tongue flicking out wetly in time to
the increasingly powerful strokes that carried the full length of his long driving prick
into her flesh. Her glazed eyes stared unseeingly around the room, flickering in puzzled
recognition as she thought she saw a wide-eyed face staring in through the bars of the
door. But a moment later it disappeared and another hard jolt from the halfwit sawing
into her anus drove all rational thought from her mind.
"Oooooh, oooooh, oooooh," she chanted beneath him as Willy pressed forward as hard
as he could, pulling the soft cheeks of her ass wide apart to allow him to go even deeper
in the tight resistant passageway, reaching far into her shaking belly. The orderly's eyes
bulged wide at the spectacle of Cindy's young body bucking before him as his white
expanding penis disappeared all the way up her gyrating ass with each stroke, and the
sadistic desire to hurt rippled through him as he jogged forward with a mighty thrust
that seared up her stretched anus like licking tongues of fire.
"Ooohh, fuck it, fuck it, yesssss," she crooned as he fucked again deeper. Nothing
mattered now, not even the pain, as long as she was filled with the rampaging prick.
He pressed tight against her soft buttocks and rotated the giant blood-filled head deep
in her asshole, his hands crawling over her buttocks and back kneading the flesh like
fresh dough. Her moaning only added to his pleasure and, as she ground back against
him, the idiotically grinning Willy pulled his mammoth cock out almost to the tip of
the blood-filled head, then watched in delight as the frantic girl squirmed back, trying
to recapture the monstrous impaling rod.
But, he had eased himself into an even greater excitement and he couldn't stand to wait
any longer. His balls ached and throbbed as her hand reached down under her body
and began scraping her fingernails over them in a maddening teasing motion that
brought saliva running from the edges of his mouth. Gripping the tops of her thighs
with his fingers, he squeezed with all his strength to pull her back like a soft warm
glove over his pulsing cock and began driving into her with hard vicious smacks that
resounded lewdly throughout the room. His breath came in short puffing gasps and his
eyes locked down on the whiteness of her quivering body that slipped over his plunging
cock like a tight-fitting boot. He had lost control of himself and he felt his prick
inflating like a balloon, the pressure in his balls building until it felt like they would
burst if they weren't emptied soon.
Cindy mumbled incoherently as she waved her ass back against his pistoning cock,
building toward the delicious moment when he would shoot his boiling sperm deep up
into her warm young belly. She could feel a great wetness in the crevice of her ass and
there was no longer any pain, only a feeling of being filled, filled as she had never been
before. Once again, as her face lifted from the bed in ecstasy, she thought she saw that
face peering in through the tiny window at the door. Was it the doctor? No, the
thought that she now belonged to the doctor's wife drifted crazily through her mind.
He was gone. There was nothing now but this great fleshy mass filling her whole
insides with pleasure and pain and heat.
Suddenly, the halfwit threw his head back and groaned as he shoved forward with a
mighty thrust that almost tore through the walls of her quivering belly. Beneath his
convulsing body, Cindy felt the first shooting waves of the hot white liquid shuddering
into her rectum. His huge, bloated balls smacked hard down against her tingling
clitoris, triggering her own release at the same time, and she screamed out her joy as
her body trembled and shook with the force of her orgasm. As her own cum fluids
creamed out from her clenching cunt, she could feel the hot sticky sperm overflowing
around his still jerking cock, forcing its way out of the tight nether ring of her asshole
that was clamped tight around the base of his throbbing white cock. The halfwit
groaned with delight and toppled forward, collapsing her body and flattening her to the
bed.
A moment later, he rolled off her and unsteadily gained his footing at the side of the
bed. Cindy lay still, her chest heaving from the sodomizing she had undergone. Her
whole rectal passage felt torn and she could feel it burning slightly where the orderly's
pungent cum juices gathered to form a pool somewhere deep inside of her. She waited,
knowing that the next moment would probably tell if Doreen Frisch's revenge were
complete or if the brutal ass-fucking had just been a preview of more and more
debasement.
"I hope you enjoyed that, dear," Cindy suddenly heard hissed venomously from the foot
of the bed. "Because that's the last thing you're going to enjoy for some time!" Cindy
lifted her head and looked down, her eyes opening wide in horror at what she saw. The
doctor's beautiful wife was standing there with a large blue bruise darkening on her jaw
and blood running down from the corner of her mouth.
Seeing Cindy's frightened gaze, the wild-eyed woman touched her fingers to her chin
and stared for a moment at the red liquid that stained her hand when she pulled it
away. Her face contorted in bitter hate as she glanced at the orderly, then back to
Cindy. "Willy and I will discuss this later, but for now, I have plans for you, dear."
Cindy cringed back against the bed's metal bars as the woman picked up her hospital
robe from the night table and tossed it in the young girl's face. "What are you going to
do to me?" she breathed, forcing the words out of her fear-constricted throat.
"Oh, just a standard treatment," the woman said airily, though ser eyes were blazing
with fury at the unexpected enjoyment Cindy had taken from the cruel, perverted rap.
"Have you ever had an electrical shock treament?"
"N-no, that's n-not good. Y-you no h-hurt sick girl," Willy suddenly interrupted, his
lazy self-satisfied smile fading from his face. His anxious eyes clearly showed that he
had been exposed to the treatments at some time in his life, and that it had been a
horrifying experience.
"You do what I tell you and keep your mouth shut!" Doreen Frisch spat at him, her
mouth twisting with rage. "Now get her into that robe and down to the shock room!"
Cindy's eyes opened slightly as she saw him lumber along the side of the bed until he
stood between her and the trembling white-faced woman. His hands were clenched into
tight fists and the muscles on his back stood out in broad powerful detail that gave her
a sudden sense of safety. At least there was someone in Sunnydale who would stand up
for her safety from Doreen Frisch, even if it was only a halfwitted orderly. She vowed
that if she ever got away from the doctor's wife unscathed, she would do everything she
could to make sure that the other men never teased Willy again.
"Get out of my way, Willy," the woman suddenly shrieked, her voice quivering in
maniacal fury. When the orderly remained motionless, guarding the helpless teenager
behind him, there was a moment's silence and then, an ear-shattering screech:
"I said get out of my way, you pulp-brained imbecile; Now, do it!"
Cindy saw the sinews tightening across Willy's back and the cords in his neck stood out
until she was certain they were about to snap. A deep, throaty growl emerged from
deep in the orderly's chest and then he lunged forward, his hands reaching for Doreen
Frisch's neck.
"Willy! Willy, stop! I'll take care of her," the doctor's cool, but commanding voice rang
through the room. The hulking halfwit faltered, then stopped his stalking approach to
the wild-eyed woman who cowered against the wall in front of him, but he still hovered
over the doctor's wife, protecting the young blonde huddled on the bed behind him.
Dr. Frisch was standing in the doorway and, behind him, Cindy could see Jock and Les
leaning against a long stretcher on wheels. Relief flooded through her and she didn't
know whether to laugh or cry at the welcome sight, but a moment later she felt big
tears rolling down her cheeks as she tried to control the racking sobs that were building
in her chest.
The doctor walked into the room and immediately, his wife darted out from under the
shadow of the stern-faced orderly and clawed frantically at her husband's jacket. "He
tried to kill me! Did you see it, Peter? I came in here to see how the poor girl felt and
that moron attacked me," she babbled, clutching the doctor's arm as if for protection.
"L-lady call Willy s-s-stupid," the orderly whimpered, his lower lip trembling as he
blinked to hold back his tears of confusion. "S-she gonna put s-sick girl in sh-shock
room, but that n-not fair. She g-good sick girl."
"I know, Willy, I saw it all," the doctor interrupted the frightened halfwit. As she heard
his words, Doreen Frisch backed away from her husband and drew herself up
indignantly.
"How dare you spy on me, Peter?" she haughtily demanded. "I was merely trying to
correct the damage you did to this poor girl by your incompetence..."
"I told you to leave Cindy alone and then, I trusted you when you promised you
would," the doctor said evenly. "And, I would have locked you up, had I known what
you were going to do this morning. Unfortunately, by the time I discovered what was
happening in here; Cindy was already enjoying it and I didn't want to deprive her of
that, but..." His tone grew more threatening. If I find that this girl has been hurt in any
way, I swear I'll see you into prison."
"Peter! I'm your wife," the beautiful woman protested.
"You were, but that was some time ago," the doctor agreed sadly, then his face
hardened. "You have confirmed what I have been suspecting for some time, Doreen.
I'm afraid you're a dangerous psychopath. I may be wrong, but in any case, you're
going away for a rest."
There was a stunned silence in the room, then suddenly the woman's face contorted
into a frightening mask of murderous rage. She crouched slightly, then leapt toward the
doctor, her long blood-red nails flashing in the air.
Almost simultaneously, Willy's body hurtled through the room, crashing against the
crazed woman before she reached her husband. They landed in an entangled heap
against the wall with a loud crash. The doctor's wife struggled like a trapped animal,
spitting and scratching at the orderly who held her pinned to the floor. Under the
doctor's direction the two attendants closed in and dragged her, screaming and
thrashing, to the stretcher outside the door. Cindy sighed in deep relief as she saw them
strap her down with the same type of canvas belts she had worn in the ambulance,
seemingly so long ago.
With the sound of the woman's demented bleatings fading down the hallway, Cindy
smiled comfortably at the doctor as he wearily trudged into the room.
"I'm sorry about all that, and for last night too," he said quietly. "She was on the verge
of violence and I didn't think the men would even wake up. Then, I had to light her to
get you out. They wouldn't have hurt you anyway, if that's any consolation to you."
"Oh, it doesn't matter now," Cindy said, smiling and shrugging her shoulders.
"I'm glad you're looking at it that way," the doctor smiled understandingly. "Now, I
think it's only fair to tell you that you are free now to go home, if you wish. You have
responded so well to the therapy that I suspect there wasn't anything wrong with you in
the first place. Widowed mothers have a tendency..." He paused, searching for a word.
"Yes, I know," Cindy sighed, then stared anxiously into his face. "But... but, what if I
don't want to go? I... I really like therapy," she blurted, then blushed and looked down.
The doctor's eyes flickered over her still-naked body and his eyes became thoughtful. In
the crotch of his trousers, a rapidly-swelling lump caught Cindy's eye and she smiled to
herself.
"Well..." he said finally, his eyes gleaming with excitement as he mentally viewed the
young girl's voluptuous body in dozens of depraved situations. "A little extra therapy
never did anyone any harm..."


Chapter 10


Sunnydale Wed., August 17


Dear Mother, Sorry I haven't written before, but my days are so jam-packed with things
to do that I can barely make it back to bed to go to sleep every night. Dr. Frisch told
me that you know I'm okay now. The therapy was a little rough at first, but after a
while I got into the swing of things.
Now the good news! I mean it's not all good, but anyway – Dr. Frisch wants me to stay
here and be his assistant. There's a college here and he'll help pay my way if I live here
and help him put together his new book. We're doing research on dogs, goats, donkeys
and other animals – seeing how they get along with people, sort of. His wife used to
help him, but she cracked up last June and I think they're getting a divorce. (That's the
bad part.) I've already told him yes, because I knew you would want me to take it.
Think of the potential for self-improvement!
Well, that's about it for now. By the way, I've made friends with a boy named Willy
who works here. Don't worry, I'm not going to marry him – he's mentally retarded. He
likes me because I don't let anybody pick on him.
Well, write soon and let me know when you want to come here for a visit. I hope
you're fine.
Love, Cindy P.S.: The staff gave me a surprise party for my eighteenth birthday.
Everybody had a ball.


Cindy giggled to herself as she folded the letter and fitted it into an envelope. If her
mother had any idea of what she had really been doing here at Sunnydale, she would
have a fit. After quickly addressing the envelope, Cindy leaned back in the plush leather
chair behind the desk in the doctor's office and switched out the lights so she could see
how things were progressing in the rose-colored bedroom next door. She switched the
two-way mirror on, then smiled tolerantly at the sight of the new "special" patient, a
pretty, redheaded housewife, protesting angrily as Les pulled her head toward his long,
hard cock. Jock was sitting beside her on the bed, casually fingering her moist pussy.
Cindy wondered briefly how many more sessions it would take before the woman was
begging for all the cock she could get. She didn't know how the doctor put up with all
these silly women, over and over again, the same old routine. Anyway, they had
certainly broken the routine yesterday, she thought smugly to herself as she
remembered the strange scene in the rose bedroom last night. It had been their first
research project for the new book and the doctor had surprised her with it – a big,
black billy goat!
Naturally, she had been a little frightened at first, but the doctor had known exactly
what he was doing. They had fixed up a special platform for her to lie on and, even
though she wasn't quite certain she wanted to go through with it, she had climbed onto
it and let them strap her into place, so she wouldn't slide off. Then, the doctor rubbed
some kind of cream on Cindy's cunt and the goat went wild. She was so frightened that
she would have run had she not been strapped down, but it was a good thing she
hadn't, because a few minutes later...
Cindy closed her eyes and leaned back in the chair as her body began to tingle in
remembrance of the goat's huge, animal hard cock ramming in and out of her. After it
was all over, she had gotten the doctor to promise they could do it again sometime, and
then, she had crawled under the animal and sucked him until he spurted his hot cum
into her throat.
Now, she could feel her vaginal lips throb and swell at the memory. That was the most
exciting thing she had ever done, except for when the doctor and Jock and Les fucked
her everyplace at once at her birthday party. She had thought they were joking when
they suggested it, but it turned out to be the best birthday present she had ever had.
Sandwiched in between three cocks in her cunt and her rectum and her mouth, she had
felt like she was in the middle of a whirlpool... God, she could almost cum just thinking
about it!
Suddenly, a tiny bell chimed on the doctor's desk and Cindy forced her body to calm
itself as she flicked off the two-way mirror and turned on the lights. It was time for her
to play her part in the doctor's therapy, a new part he recently designed to help break
down the patient's resistance.
A moment later, the office door opened and the fuming redhead stamped inside, her
determination to preserve her "virtue" showing in every movement she made. She was
followed by the doctor, notebook in hand.
"Oh, Miss Lane!" the doctor greeted Cindy in feigned surprise. "Mrs. O'Hara, this is
Lucinda Lane, a rising light in the field of behavioral psychology."
The pert-faced patient nodded briefly to Cindy, then self-consciously adjusted her
hospital gown as she noted Cindy's prim tailored blouse and suit jacket. Cindy smiled
inwardly as she saw the flustered redhead take in the details of her hornrimmed glasses
and the prudishly unbecoming hairstyle she and the doctor had chosen as right for the
situation. Cindy saw the suspicion fade from the woman's face as she became certain
that Lucinda Lane, whoever she was, might possibly be an alley in Mrs. O'Hara's battle
against the doctor and his dreadful ideas.
"Hmmmph! Do you know about Dr. Frisch's methods," the redhead returned. Cindy
knew the woman was hooked now, hoping that Cindy would defend her against "Dr.
Frisch's methods."
"Very little. But, I have to admit that I don't always agree with his teachings," Cindy
answered with a friendly smile.
"Well, I'm glad there are some sane people left in the world," the angry patient
sputtered.
"Well, perhaps, but I just dropped by for a moment," Cindy said. "I'm afraid I don't
have time to discuss it right now. Dr. Frisch, would you hand me my skirt."
The redheaded patient gasped in dismay and Cindy barely suppressed a smile as she
rose from the chair and displayed the fact that she had worn nothing from the waist
down but nylons and a lace garter belt. Reaching out to retrieve the skirt from the
doctor, Cindy smiled amiably at the wide-eyed woman.
"It is so nice to sit with your skin against a good leather chair," the blonde whispered
conspiratorially as she walked around the desk, then leaned over to slip on the garment.
"And it's equally nice to find a place where you can make yourself at home like this."
The shocked patient had neither the will nor the words to answer Cindy's comments.
"It was nice seeing you again, Dr. Frisch," Cindy said smilingly as she walked toward
the door, zipping up the skirt. "You, too, Mrs. O'Hara. I'm sure everything will work
out."
Standing in the hallway, Cindy smiled at the bits of conversation she gathered as the
door slowly closed.
"Lovely girl, isn't she?" the doctor's cool voice inquired.
"Y-yes, she did... seem nice, but..."
Cindy chuckled as the door clicked shut and set off for her new room in the staff wing.
She wanted to take a nap so she would be rested, just in case she had some more
research to do tonight.


THE END
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Chapter 1


Friday, April 1; Evening, The Motel:


Joan Wright and Harry Black checked into the motel as Mr. and Mrs. John 
Smith. The clerk barely looked at the register and he didn't even grin. The 
two of them had been registering the same way every Friday night since he 
was hired there six months ago. It could even be their right names as far as 
he was concerned.


Joan was stacked. She didn't show her thirty five years at all. She was 
five, five and weighed in at about one hundred and twenty pounds. Her figure 
measured a classical thirty six, twenty four, thirty six and she wore a D 
cup bra. She had steel gray eyes and shoulder length, wavy brown hair.


Harry was a six footer. He took care of his body with exercise and a good 
diet. He weighed just over one hundred and sixty five and didn't have an 
ounce of fat on him. His hazel eyes made an interesting contrast to his 
black hair.


Neither of them wasted any time when they got into the room. They stripped 
and fell into a clinch. After trading hugs and kisses Joan licked her way 
down Harry's body until she was kneeling in front of him. She licked off the 
drop of pre cum that was oozing from the end of his prick. She licked all 
around his cock head then ovaled her lips and sucked his prick into her 
mouth. Harry pushed his prick forward and she swallowed around its head as 
it entered her throat. Joan's bobbed her head and Harry pumped his hips 
fucking his prick into her sucking mouth.


Harry, with all his experience, couldn't take this treatment very long. He 
hadn't had any sex, except for his hand, since last Friday and he was ready 
as soon as Joan sucked his prick into her mouth. In a little more than a 
minute his hips jerked, he pushed the head of his prick down her throat, and 
he shot off into Joan's mouth. The first spurt jetted directly down Joan's 
throat and she drew her head back to savor the rest of his load of cum. She 
sucked his shrinking prick till it was as soft as it was going to get and 
let it slide out of her mouth.


Continuing the procedure they'd been following for months Harry lifted Joan 
onto the bed, positioned his head between her thighs and licked the excess 
moisture from between her cunt lips. Joan lay back and enjoyed the sensation 
of having her cunt lapped by an expert. Her hips bounced up off the bed and 
she rubbed her cunt up and down Harry's face. Harry sure did know how to lap 
cunt. Joan tossed her head back and forth and moaned as she climaxed in 
multiple orgasms.


Joan and Sam Wright and Harry and Sally Black had been next door neighbors 
for ten years. They'd moved in about the same time and had formed a close 
friendship. A year after they met Joan and Sally were comparing notes on 
their sex lives and each discovered that the other couple went in for group 
sex.


At first group sex had been easy. Joan's girls were two and four years old 
and Harry's boys were three and five. They would put the kids to sleep and 
would have an orgy at one of their adjacent houses. As their kids grew up 
they hired a baby sitter and got a motel room every Friday night. When Susan 
was killed in an accident they continued as a threesome.


After Sam died of cancer six months before and Harry and Joan continued the 
old arrangement. They would wait a year for appearances sake then get 
married. They saw no reason they should abstain from sex while they waited. 
It made economic sense to combine the two families and they could sleep 
together every night. That made sense too. The two of them were very 
compatible, and to tell the truth once a week sex was far from satisfactory.


Lapping Joan's cunt had rejuvenated Harry's prick as it usually did. He 
moved his body over Joan, she positioned the head in her cunt hole, and he 
slowly pumped his prick in and out of her cunt. Joan matched his speed and 
lifted her hips to fully engulf his eight inch prick each time he pushed 
down. The action was more leisurely, after five minutes they speeded up. 
Joan had her first orgasm and her cunt contracted around Harry's prick. By 
the time Joan was on her third orgasm; spurt, spurt, dribble, dribble; he 
flooded her cunt with a load of cum. They lay side by side, Harry ran his 
fingered Joan's cunt and she gently massaged his rather limp prick.


Joan may have been out swapping but she was still a mother. No matter what 
she worried about her two girls. "I hope the kids are all right, I don't 
like leaving them without a baby sitter."


Harry had been a little overprotective of his two boys since their mother's 
death too. "I know what you mean but I guess they're all right. They really 
don't need a sitter any more. At fourteen and thirteen the older ones sit 
for other kids on the block, there's no good reason for them to need one."


That didn't stop Joan from being a mother. "Yeh, I know that but they're 
still my babies. I worry."


Harry was struck by another thought. "Talk about worrying, what happens when 
we get all four of them in the same house. We'll have to watch them like 
hawks."


Joan smiled at Harry's concern, "Hell, they're together all the time now. I 
don't guess they can do any more living together than they can do right 
now."


Harry mused, "If I were my boy, Allen, I'd be trying to get into Alice's 
pants. The way she twitches her ass when she goes by me gives me a hard on 
now and then. I'd like to get her in bed and I might if she weren't your 
daughter. I think she does it on purpose."


Now Joan laughed outright, "You can bet your life on that. She's practicing 
on you. She feels you're safe and she wants to learn how to attract a boy. 
If she got a positive response from you she'd be both flattered and scared 
to death. Allen's cute too. He springs a hard on every time I get into that 
bikini. I bet he'd run too, if I ever came on to him. If he weren't your son 
I just might try that. I get wet when I see that bulge in his bathing suit.


Harry knew that there were differences between his two boys. "I worry more 
about the younger ones. David and Susan spend too much time sitting together 
holding hands. Those are the two that might try to do some experimenting. 
They're more mischievous and they're more venturesome than the older two 
anyway."


Joan wasn't that concerned about them. "David and Susan are in the throes of 
puppy love. I wouldn't worry too much, they'll probably get over it in a 
year or so. About the older ones, I'll make a deal. You seduce Alice and 
I'll seduce Allen. Now there's an idea, how does that grab you?"


"Right around my prick, but they're too young yet. Let's wait a couple of 
years and we'll see if we can get all of them into family sex."


"You're on! I hadn't realized how interesting that idea was. I'm horny. 
Let's sixty nine."


They sixty nined.


Friday, April 1; Evening, At Home:


The four kids played monopoly. Alice was a big girl who had developed early. 
She was the same height as her mother and had her mother's coloring. She 
wore a C cup bra and was embarrassed by the way it pushed out from her 
chest. Her figure was an enticing thirty four, twenty, thirty two and more 
than one boy turned his head when she walked past.


Allen had his father's coloring and was growing into the stature of a 
basketball player. He was taller than his father and he wished he weighed 
more than his hundred and forty pounds. He didn't weigh enough to push the 
boys around for position under the basket. He was shy and was embarrassed by 
the attention the cheer leaders gave him as the star of the junior high 
basketball team. He got a hard on when he saw them in their brief costumes 
but he liked Alice a lot better than he liked any of them.


Susan was still wearing her training bra and was anxious to grow into a B 
cup. She pushed her chest out every time she thought about it. She had 
silver blond hair and deep blue eyes that sparkled. She was in love with 
David but was pleased when the other boys in her class looked at her.


David was a red headed, freckle faced, extrovert with a big grin and 
dimples. He was barely five two and weighed ninety pounds. He got his more 
cautious older brother into situations that Allen would rather not get into. 
Since their mother had died, Allen considered David his responsibility. He 
tried to avoid any trouble but David sometimes got him into scrapes.


At eight forty five the four kids broke the game up and the boys were home 
by the required time. They had an hour to kill before bed time and they 
didn't like any of the things on TV. Allen picked up a book to read.


David sprawled on the floor. "Allen?"


Allen was lost in his book.


David got a little louder. "Allen?"


Allen finally responded, "Uh, Yeh?"


David threw a blockbuster at his brother. "Where do pop and Joan go every 
Friday?"


Allen had some ideas but he wasn't about to try to explain them to his kid 
brother. "Uh, I don't know."


David continued along the same vein, "They never say where they're going. 
They've gone out every Friday since I can remember. When mom and Uncle Sam 
were alive they used too go out every Friday night too. I wonder where they 
go."


Allen wasn't about to let on to his kid brother that he had any idea of 
where they went. "I don't know. They've never told me either."


David was persistent. "Do you think they go to a movie?"


Allen didn't think so. "They'd take us if they went to the movies."


More questions yet. "Do you think they go dancing?"


Allen was sure that wasn't it. "Uh, uh. Remember how mom complained about 
pop not wanting to dance?"


David did remember that, but he wanted a more definitive answer." I guess 
so, but what can they do so late. It doesn't take that long just to have 
dinner. Don't you wonder what they do?"


David backed Allen into a corner. Allen wasn't about to lie to David but he 
certainly didn't want to discuss his suspicions with his younger brother. 
"Yeh, I guess so. But they could be doing lots of things."


"Like what?"


"Uh, I don't know"


"You said there were lots of things. Like what?"


"Gee, I have no idea. They have things they enjoy doing together or they 
wouldn't go out together every Friday."


David shocked Allen with his next question. "You said they could do lots of 
things. I know some of the things a man can do with a woman. Do you think 
they're doing them together?"


Allen blushed and stammered. David had the same ideas he had. "Uh, well, 
yeh, I guess so. They might be."


"Wow! Would I like to do some of those things."


"Gee, so would I, but we're too young."


"Uh, I wonder what they do with each other. Uh, I sometimes think of them 
doing things together when I jerk off. Do you?"


Allen squirmed and looked away from his brother. His brother was hitting too 
close to home. "Gee, well, I guess I do. It makes it feel better when you 
come."


"Yeh, I know. What do you think they do to each other?"


"Uh, I guess they fuck."


David thought for a moment, "Do you think that's all they do?"


Again Allen was caught in a bind, He didn't want to be specific. "Uh, maybe 
they do other things."


"Do you think so?"


Allen gave up and suggested, "I don't know. Pop could lap Joan's cunt and 
she could suck his cock, I guess. I don't know if people really do that but 
I've heard they do."


"Wow! Uh, Allen?"


"Yeh?"


"Do you have a hard on? I do."


Allen couldn't deny it. The front of his pants was pushed out. Thinking 
about what his father and Joan did together always did that to him. The fact 
that David had observed it embarrassed him. Allen blushed and stammered 
again. "Uh, I guess so."


"So do I. Sometimes I get hard when I hold Susan's hand. Do you get hard 
when you think about Alice? I get hard when I think about Susan. I think 
about doing things with her and I have to jerk off. Do you jerk off when you 
think about Alice?"


This was more personal than they'd gotten before. Allen didn't want to tell 
David his innermost thoughts. He looked at David and decided the hell with 
it. "Gees yeh, I sometimes jerk off thinking about how Alice and Susan would 
look without any clothes."


David cocked his head to one side and studied his brother. Allen waited, he 
knew that David was making a decision.


David heaved a deep breath. "Allen, if I show you something real secret will 
you promise never to tell anyone?"


Now what was David up to? "Sure, I won't tell."


"Cross your heart, hope to die?"


What was David thinking about? Allen didn't mind going through the ritual. 
"Cross my heart, hope to die."


David hesitated and looked at his brother. "It's almost ten o'clock. Come to 
my room."


A very similar conversation was taking place in the house next door. The 
girls had cleaned up and put away the Monopoly set. Alice read a magazine 
while Susan looked off in the distance getting her thoughts together. The 
girls, however, were much more direct than the boys were.


"Alice?"


"Uh, yeh?"


"Where do mom and Harry go Friday night?"


"I don't know, I think they go somewhere and do things with each other."


"Uh huh, I think so too. What do they do?"


"Well, if they're doing things I guess Harry fucks mom and they may do other 
things too."


"Other things, like what?"


"Gee, I've heard of people doing some things but I don't know if they really 
do. Mom might suck Harry's prick and Harry might lick her cunt."


"Wow! Do you think so?"


"I don't know, but if they went dancing or to the movies they'd say 
something about it. They never say where they went or what they did."


"Gee, I get wet between my legs when I think about them doing things 
together. Don't You, Alice?"


"I sure do. I get wet thinking about what Allen has in his pants too. 
Sometimes I think about doing things with Allen and finger fuck myself. Do 
you get wet thinking about doing things with David."


"Yeh, I get wet thinking of doing things with him and I get wet just sitting 
and holding his hand. I wish he'd feel me between the legs and let me feel 
him too. I do the same thing you do. I think about him and push my fingers 
between my legs."


Susan stopped and looked at Alice. Just as Allen knew the signs of David 
making decisions, Alice knew when Susan was going through the same process.


"Uh, Alice, if I show you something real secret will you promise never to 
tell anyone?"


Alice couldn't remember Susan asking for such blanket secrecy. She couldn't 
think of anything that couldn't be kept secret. "Sure, I won't tell."


"Cross your heart, hope to die?"


What was Susan getting at? Well there was one way to find out. "Cross my 
heart, hope to die."


"I know what David looks like down there. And that makes it even better when 
I rub myself."


Alice burst in on her little sister. "What do you mean, 'you know what he 
looks like', have you seen him without his clothes on?" Susan studied Alice 
again and Alice had to wait a while. Susan's answer was rather indirect. 
"Uh, It's almost ten o'clock. Come on to my room and I'll show you 
something. Remember you promised you wouldn't tell."


The two girls went up to Susan's room.


In the other house David took Allen's hand and pulled him upstairs into his 
room. He moved a chair to one side of the window and told Allen to sit in 
it. He turned on the light and undressed. Allen started to pull the shade 
down and David stopped him.


"No, this is what I wanted to show you. Uh, Susan has the room right across 
from me and," David blushed beet red, "uh, I let her see me get undressed."


Allen watched wide eyed as David stripped to his under shorts, turned his 
back to the window, and pulled down his underpants. His three inch miniature 
prick pointed up to the ceiling and throbbed. It was surrounded by a few 
strands of bright red hair.


David slowly turned around so that he was facing the window. He posed there 
for a moment then quickly pulled on his pajamas, heaved a sigh of relief, 
and went over to turn off the light. He looked at Allen and whispered. "Gee, 
I've been doing that for almost a month and it doesn't get any easier. Now 
watch through the window."


The girls arrived in Susan's room as David turned the light on in his room. 
Both the girls watched David get undressed. When he turned toward the window 
Susan gasped and rubbed her cunt through her pants. David turned off the 
light. Susan got Alice out of sight and put on the light. Now Alice gasped, 
Susan was going to let David see her without any clothes on!


Susan put on much the same performance David had. She removed all her 
clothes except her bra and panties. She turned away from the window and 
removed them, she pushed out her chest, and then turned to the window. Her 
breasts barely mounded away from her body but the nipples were swollen and 
jutted out. She posed and let David have a full view of her body.


David reached in to his pajamas and massaged his prick as his eyes devoured 
Susan's slim figure. He couldn't see inside the slit between Susan's legs 
but the silky fine blond hair hid nothing.


Allen was much too interested in what was going on in the next house to 
notice David's hand pumping back and forth on his prick. He had to stop 
rubbing the front of his own jeans before he shot off into his pants. How 
could his kid brother do something like this? Where did he get the nerve? 
"Wow! How could you watch that without jerking off?"


"Uh, I just did."


David pulled down the shade and turned on the light. He lowered his pajamas, 
and continued pulling his prick. Allen stared. Watching his brother jerk off 
was as exciting as watching Susan get undressed. Allen blushed, pulled out 
his five inch prick, spit on his hand, and started pumping. David hadn't 
seen his brother with a hard on before. He didn't know a prick got that big. 
Spurt, spurt, spurt, dribble, dribble, dribble; he shot another load of cum 
into his hand. He slowed down and held still hard prick while he watched 
Allen. It was as exciting as seeing Susan without any clothes.


Spurt, spurt, spurt, dribble, dribble, dribble; Allen released his load of 
cum. Allen's prick subsided to a limp state. David had loads of questions.


"Wow! Your prick is big. Will mine get as big as yours someday? How come it 
gets soft after you shoot off? Mine stays hard until I stop jerking off. 
When I watch Susan undress, I jerk off three or four times and have to stop 
because my balls ache. I think I jerk off too much but it feels so good I 
can't stop. How often do you jerk off? Do your balls


ache if you jerk off too much, mine do. Gee, I wish my prick was as big as 
yours."


Allen was so amused at his brother's string of questions and he forgot to be 
embarrassed. He was surprised his brother didn't loose his hard on. He only 
had himself as an example but he thought that all boys got soft after they 
shot off. He couldn't admit that he didn't know everything. He held up his 
hand to stop the stream of questions. "Whoa, little brother, one at a time."


He tried to answer them in order. "I guess your prick will get this big. My 
prick was smaller than yours when I was your age and it hasn't stopped 
growing. It grew real fast at first but now it's a months before I can 
measure a difference. It always gets soft after I shoot off, but if I'm 
really horny it gets hard again real quick."


To illustrate this point Allen's prick pulsed up to another erection as 
Allen continued, "Let's see? I do feel the same way as you do about jerking 
off. I think I do it too much too, but it feels to good to stop. And, yes, 
sometimes I jerk off till my balls ache. Does that answer all your 
questions? Uh, David, can I come in here every night and watch?"


"Gees, yeh." David gave his brother a big grin. "Then we can jerk off 
together while we watch. I'd like that. I like watching you jerk off and 
having you watch me do it."


David paused again. "Uh, Allen?"


What was David thinking now? "Yeh?"


David had a suggestion. "Why don't you try doing the same thing with Alice? 
Her room is across from yours. That would be real neat. I wonder what her 
big tits look like. I'll bet they're awesome. They're almost as big as 
Joan's"


"Gee, I couldn't. I'd be too embarrassed. How did you ever get up the 
nerve?"


"Well, I forgot to pull down the shade one night and got undressed. When I 
turned off my light I saw Susan's light turn on and she got undressed. Wow! 
I jerked off four times that night. I know my balls ached before I stopped. 
The next night she did the same thing. The night after that her window 
stayed dark and I got the message that she'd let me see her if I let me see 
her if I let her see me. It wasn't easy but I turned on the light and got 
undressed. If I wanted to see her, it was only fair that I let her see me. I 
wanted to see her so bad, I had to get up the nerve."


Allen sat there and thought. He looked at his hard prick, stroked it a few 
times, and considered his brother's suggestion. He watched his brother go 
through the same motions.


"Uh, David, will you come with me while I try it?"


"Wow! Gees yeh! I'd like that. I want to see Alice too."


The girls were on the same wave length as the boys. They talked about the 
boys. They were doing the same things too, if you took into consideration 
the physiological differences of boys and girls. Alice watched Susan pump 
her finger in and out of her pubescent cunt. She pulled down her jeans and 
joined her. After each of them had several orgasms they slowed down and 
stopped to catch their breaths.


"Wow, Susan, how did you ever get started doing that with David." Susan 
explained how she and David had gotten started. When she was finished she 
gave her sister a speculative look. "Gee, I want to do even more. One of 
these nights, when I get up enough nerve, I'm going to rub my cunt while 
he's watching and try to get him to jerk off for me. That would be neat. I'd 
like to see what happens when a boy shoots off."


Alice pondered for a moment then grinned at her sister.


"Come on to my room. Allen's is right across from it. I've seen him start to 
get undressed lots of times but then he pulls down the shade before things 
get interesting. Let's see if I can get him to show us his prick."


The two girls rushed into Alice's room, turned on the light, and pulled up 
the shade. The boys arrived in Allen's room and saw the light go on. They 
ran to the window to watch without turning on the light. What was happening? 
Why was Susan with Alice?


"Wow! Do you think Alice was with Susan like you were with me?"


"Uh, I guess so. I don't know if I can get up the nerve with both of them 
there."


"You gotto, Allen, or they won't let you see them again. I'll tell you what, 
I'll get undressed at the same time you do. Gee, Alice must have already 
seen me naked tonight anyway. I wish I'd known, that would have made it even 
better. I want to see what Alice looks like naked. Wow!"


Susan saw David as the boys came into Allen's bedroom door. "Oooo! David is 
with Allen! Do you think Allen was with David like you were with me?"


"I'll bet he was!"


"Wow! He must have seen me get undressed. Knowing he was watching would have 
made it more exciting. I'll get undressed with you, I want to see Allen's 
prick looks like. They've been thinking the same thing we were. I'll bet 
Allen's going to get naked for you too."


Susan sat on the bed and Alice disrobed. Both boys were panting by the time 
Alice was down to her bra and panties. She turned her back to the boys and 
slowly removed them.


She took a deep breath, pushed out her chest, and turned toward the window. 
Her dark bush let only the slightest glimpse of the slit between her legs 
show. Susan got up, faced the window, and made a production of taking off 
her pajamas.


The girls stood there and posed, Susan then drew a deep breath. "Alice, I'm 
going to do it!"


Before she had a chance to loose her nerve Susan pushed her middle finger 
into her cunt and pumped it in and out. Both boys shot off. Alice wasn't 
going to let twelve year old Susan upstage her. She was almost two years 
older than her sister and she had to show that she wasn't too chicken to do 
the same thing that Susan was doing. Alice pushed two fingers into her cunt 
and pumped them in and out.


Allen had just shot off but his prick came back to attention in a hurry and 
David's hand speeded up again. David looked as Allen started to pump and he 
suddenly realized that they had to let the girls see them jerk off in a few 
minutes. He knew that he'd be ready but Allen's prick would be soft if he 
shot off again. He grabbed his brother's wrist.


"Gee, we better stop. They're going to want to watch us jerk off."


"I couldn't do that!"


"But they won't finger fuck themselves again if we don't"


"That's right! I guess I have too."


The boys watched the girls' fingers move faster and faster. It was seconds 
until the girls hips jerked and they brought themselves off. The boys had 
the academic knowledge that girls didn't shoot anything out of their cunts 
but it seemed anticlimactic to jerk your hips like that and not have 
anything happen.


"Wow! Finger fucking yourself sure feels better when you know the boys are 
watching."


"It sure does! Why don't we leave the light on and do it again if the boys 
jerk off for us. I bet it feels even better if we're watching the boys jerk 
off."


"Yeh, let's try that. That'll be neat."


The girls didn't turn away from the window or put their pajamas on. They sat 
down on the edge of the bed facing the window and watched. David blushed 
beet red, he knew what was required. "Okay, Allen. I guess they're going to 
leave the light on. It's our turn to get naked." The changed situation 
registered on him. "Gee, they're not getting dressed, it'll be neat to see 
them like that while we're jerking off. It'll make jerking off even better."


The boys went through the same procedures that the girls had except that 
Allen was a good deal more bashful than Alice had been. Before he could turn 
to face the window he hesitated and blushed several times. When he couldn't 
put it off any longer he turned toward the window and let the girls see his 
throbbing prick.


David took off his pajamas and stood beside Allen, and almost lost his 
nerve. "Uh, Allen. We have to jerk off for them."


Allen had buck fever. "Gees, I can't!"


The girls left the boys no choice. They got up from the bed and moved toward 
the window. Alice put her hand in front of her crotch and made jerk off 
motions with it. What she expected them to do was obvious. David took a deep 
breath and pumped on his rigid prick. Just as he'd thought, jerking off 
while he watched the girls finger fuck themselves was even neater. "Come on, 
Allen, you gotta!"


Allen looked at David and, as if mesmerized, pumped on his five inch cock. 
The girls pumped their fingers in their cunts in the same rhythm that the 
boys were using. The boys lasted more than two minutes before their spurts 
of cum arched through the air. The girls twitched and shuddered at the same 
time. They all slowed down. The boys gently massaged the dribbles of cum 
into their cocks, the girls rubbed their fingers over their throbbing clits.


Allen noticed the time and got worried that their father would be home soon. 
He warned David and chased him to his room. Alice had the same worry at the 
same time and sent Susan off. None of them put their pajamas on. They turned 
off the lights and were deep in an exhausted sleep when their parents got 
back to the house.


Harry and Joan both looked in on their kids before going to bed. They both 
found it strange that their kids were sleeping in the nude but thought it 
was just an aberration.


Chapter 2


Saturday, April 2; Morning:


The kids slept late the next morning. Their parents got them up about nine 
to go on a trip to the zoo that had been planned several weeks before. It 
had become customary on these occasions to get a fast food breakfast on the 
way to where they were going. Neither car was big enough for all six so they 
split up in the usual three and three. Joan loaded David and Susan into the 
rear seat of her car, Harry took Allen and Alice.


Joan noticed at once that the kids weren't acting as they normally did. Each 
time they looked at each other they blushed. David and Susan didn't hold 
hands, sat at opposite ends of the seat, and they avoided looking at each 
other. She wondered what had happened between them. Last night had been the 
first time the kids had been left by themselves at night.


After breakfast the kids seemed more settled but they were still somewhat 
reserved with each other. Joan was sure something had happened night before. 
They toured some of the exhibits and when they got to the monkey house Joan 
signaled Harry to stay with her while they let the kids go inside and sat 
down on a bench to wait for them.


"Harry, do you notice anything odd about the kids?"


"Now that you mention it they do seem to be a little subdued."


"Hmm, did you check on them before you went to sleep last night?"


"Yeh, they were both sleeping in the nude, they don't usually do that except 
in the summer."


"Something must have happened. Something that they're having some trouble 
handling. They all blushed when they saw each other this morning. They 
weren't chattering as much as usual this morning either."


"Uh, yeh. I wondered what was going on but didn't think too much of it. 
Something must have happened though. I wonder what it could have been."


"They don't act like they're upset with each other, they just act like they 
don't know how to handle something that's come up. I'll bet it has something 
to do with what we were talking about last night. Maybe they just realized 
what we do on Saturday nights. No I don't think they would talk to each 
other about that yet.


"When that little redhead of yours blushes I could eat him up. Hmm, there's 
an idea. I bet it would drive him up a wall. I'd like to try it. Sucking a 
load of cum out of his little cock would be lots of fun."


"Whoa, he's still a little young. Give him a chance. However, from what I 
saw last night his prick isn't that little any more and he's been changing 
his sheets lately. He's beginning to mature. Hmm, you might frighten David 
at first, but that wouldn't last. He'd be after you for more of the same 
every chance he got."


"I bet he would but I do think he's a little too young. For that matter, I 
bet you just drool at the idea of lapping Susan's little cunt. We better 
keep our eyes open, however. Maybe we can find out what's going on."


"You're sure right about Susan and I guess you're right about the rest. They 
were acting a little strange, but they seem to have gotten over it. Here 
they come now."


When the kids had entered the monkey house they were still a little 
embarrassed about what had gone on the night before. They hadn't been out of 
hearing of the adults yet and each was afraid that one of the others would 
want to discuss what they'd done. All of them knew that they were going to 
do it again but they weren't ready to talk about it yet.


They split into natural pairings and wandered along the row of exhibits. 
David and Susan stopped in front of the capuchin cage and watched their 
antics. One of the young monkeys was fingering his penis, then jerked off. 
Susan giggled and looked at David. He sprang a hard on, blushed, looked at 
Susan and realized she wasn't going to say anything about it. She grabbed 
his hand and held it while they watched until a few spurts of cum flew out 
of the monkey's prick.


The older pair noticed the interest shown and came to watch too. They both 
giggled then looked at each other. Each of them realized the other wasn't 
going to mention last night.


The four kids came out of the monkey house laughing and talking together. 
Susan held David's hand and Alice's and Allen's arms brushed when they 
walked. They wouldn't have to talk about last night. Things could go on as 
they were. They could have their shows at night and no one would say a word.


The rest of the day went as planned and everyone had a good time. They had 
dinner at a restaurant, went to a movie, and it was close to the kids 
bedtime when they got home. Both Harry and Joan were surprised that the kids 
didn't raise the usual minor fuss when they were sent to bed.


Saturday, April 2; Evening:


Joan decided to visit with Harry for a while. She passed a window on the way 
to the door and noticed the light in David's room. She looked up and almost 
burst out laughing. David was at the window without a stitch on. His hand 
pumped on his prick. Harry was right, it wasn't that small. Her cunt got wet 
and she started too drool. She may have been kidding this morning but now 
she intended to suck on that young cock and in the not too distant future.


Why was David standing at the window jerking off? It didn't take a genius to 
figure that one out. He was letting Susan see what he was doing and giving 
her a show. That must be what had happened last night. Was last night the 
first time? It probably was, that must be why they had all been so shy and 
tongue tied that morning. His little prick was enticing. She'd love to suck 
a couple of loads of cum out of it.


The older kids had acted the same way. Were they doing the same thing? Joan 
looked at Allen's window and saw the shade up and the light on too. She 
moved to the dining room and Allen was doing the same thing. That adolescent 
cock looked good enough to eat also. Maybe they would have to get in to that 
family sex earlier than they had planned.


Joan hurried next door, put her finger to her lips, and led Harry over to 
the dining room window facing her house. Susan was standing at the window of 
her bedroom finger fucking herself. Harry's chin dropped, and his prick came 
to attention.


He turned to Joan and whispered in her ear. "You're right, I'd have a ball 
lapping that almost hairless cunt. What the hell's going on?"


"Your boys are at their bedroom windows jerking off too. Let's see what 
Alice is up to. I'll bet she's giving Allen a show too."


They moved into the dining room. Alice stood in the window nude, rubbed a 
tit with one hand and ran the fingers of the other in and out of her cunt. 
The adults watched until her hips jerked and she shivered with one of the 
best orgasms she'd ever had.


Alice moved from the window, the show was over. The adults returned to the 
living room and sat on the couch looking at each other. How did they handle 
the kids? How did they handle themselves? They'd had a very satisfactory 
time the night before but Harry had a raging hard on and Joan's cunt was 
sopping wet.


Harry broke the silence. "Where do we go from here."


"Well, the first thing is get on the couch and fuck. The show the kids put 
on has me too horny too wait until next Friday night. The kids must have 
guessed what we do every Friday night. Let's put on a show for your boys. 
I'm sure they'll hear us and spy from the head of the stairs. After that we 
can try to figure out what to do about them."


Harry didn't need very much persuading. He was stripped before Joan was out 
of her bra and panties. Joan leaned over, licked a drop of pre cum from the 
head of his prick, pushed him down, and mounted him. Her cunt slid down over 
his prick and she leaned forward so he could suck on her tit. Harry sucked 
it into his mouth and gently nibbled on the nipple.


Neither Joan nor Harry were quiet when they fucked. The couch springs 
squeaked. Joan moaned and Harry grunted. They made quite a racket. Both boys 
finished their shows and were getting into bed. They heard the noises coming 
from the lower floor and met at the head of the stairs.


Joan bounced on Harry's prick and he pushed his hips up to meet each of her 
down thrusts. They moved faster and faster. Harry's back arched, his whole 
body quivered, and he grunted. Joan moaned even louder than Harry did. Harry 
settled back onto the couch and Joan lifted her cunt off his limp prick, 
allowing it to slide out with a squishing sound.


Both boys were astonished when Joan turned and sucked Harry's limp cock into 
her mouth. Harry lapped the rest of his cum from Joan's cunt. The boys 
observed the sixty nine and had to squeeze their pricks to keep from coming. 
They watched till the pair separated then tiptoed back to Allen's room to 
talk this over.


The adults sat next to each other on the couch and caught their breaths. 
Joan fondled Harry's prick and he massaged her clit. Joan grinned at Harry.


"I'll bet all that noise attracted their attention. I hope they enjoyed that 
show."


They considered what to do about the kids. "Harry, they're not going to be 
satisfied with shows very long. I don't want inexperienced virgins to take 
my girls' cherries. That's what happened to me when I was sixteen. It took 
over three years and an experienced lover to get me over the hang ups that I 
developed from that disaster. We have to move up our time table on the 
training of those kids."


Harry gave her a big grin. "You're trying to tell me you want to train my 
boys before they go after your girls?"


It was Joan's turn to laugh. "That's not a bad idea, I like it. However, My 
idea was that you should train my girls."


Harry's grin faded and he got a thoughtful look. "You know as much fun as 
that would be, I'd rather not. One of my big disappointments is that I never 
fucked a virgin. I don't want to take that away from my boys. I think the 
girls would like to have the boys take their cherries too. Having you train 
the boys is the best idea. You'll enjoy doing it. Don't misunderstand me, 
once the boys have had them I'd like to try them both on for size, but I 
don't want to be the one to start them out."


"Hmm, I hadn't thought of that angle. I guess you're right about the girls 
too. How about a deal? I'll teach the boys all about sex. I can tell you 
I'll enjoy doing that. You teach the girls about oral sex. That way the boys 
will know what to do when they get to the girls and the girls will have an 
expert to get them started."


"I like the idea but what do I do if the girls try to rape me?" "Use the 
excuse that your prick's to big for them and you don't want to hurt them. 
Oh, I have a better Idea. They're not on the pill, you can say you're afraid 
of getting them pregnant. In fact you could lecture them about fucking the 
boys before they get on the pill. I think they'll go along with that. I'll 
get them on the pill as soon as we're finished with our sex education 
courses."


"How do we go about all this? You won't have much trouble getting the boys 
to cooperate while you seduce them. They might be scared at first but I 
don't think that would last long, they'll be too interested in what's 
happening. I won't force myself on the girls though, and that might slow 
things down. Another thing, the kids are always together, how do we isolate 
the kids so we can put our plan into operation?"


"Pooh don't you realize it's the female that does the seducing. We'll just 
set it up so that the girls can rape you. It's best to start with Alice. 
Wear thin pants and no underpants. When she twitches her ass at you, let her 
see your hard on. Tell her what she's doing to you and let nature take its 
course. I want to start with that little red headed devil of yours. I 
watched him jerking off tonight and I drooled. How do we isolate them? I 
know. We'll nit pick. Let's start out with David. He's usually into some 
sort of mischief. Catch him at something, ground him, and make him stay home 
with me while you take the other three out. That's the punishment we usually 
use."


"There's another problem we're going to have."


"Oh?"


"Once we get them trained, and they get together their not going to want to 
sleep alone. It won't look good to have David coming out of your house in 
the morning or Alice coming out of mine. Besides, I'm tired of sleeping 
alone. This sex on the living room couch is fun and it's certainly better 
than waiting for Friday night but I want to have you in bed with me. I have 
an idea that we'll both want to be with them now and then. As they would 
say, it'll be neat."


"All right the hell with appearances. We'll get married and live in the same 
house. Gee, neither of our houses is really big enough. I know. Your lot is 
a little bigger than mine. The six of us will move into my house while we 
renovate yours. It will be crowded but I'm absolutely certain that the kids 
won't mind sleeping two to a bed. Once your house is renovated we'll rent 
mine out to cover the cost of the renovation.


"Hmm, I wouldn't mind the crowding either. My mouth waters at the idea of 
catching that little redhead when he gets home from school and sucking a 
fresh load of cum out of that cute little prick of his." Having solved the 
problem of segregating the kids and adjusting the living arrangements, they 
went back to the other problem and sixty nined again.


Upstairs the boys just sat there. David glanced at his cock and started to 
jerk off. Allen joined him. In short order both of them had a handful of 
cum. David sat and looked at grayish white viscose fluid in his hand.


"Gee, women actually do suck on a man's prick. I wonder what that feels 
like. I'll bet it's neat."


"Yeh, and men lap a woman's cunt."


"Uh, Did you see pop lick his cum out of Joan's cunt?"


"That seems nasty. Uh, I wonder what it tastes like?"


David looked at his hand, blushed, made a decision, looked at his handful of 
cum again, lifted it to his mouth, and touched it with the tip of his 
tongue. He grinned at his brother and licked the rest of it out of his hand. 
Allen watched n amazement. David was doing what he had been thinking about.


For the last year Allen had been bringing his hand to his face after jerking 
off and smelling the cum. He even stuck his tongue out a few times but never 
completed the action. He wanted to taste his cum but didn't have the nerve. 
His younger brother was being more daring than he was again. He copied 
David's motions and found it wasn't nasty after all. What would it taste 
like coming from a woman's cunt? He shrugged and thought it would be a long 
time before he ever found out.


The boys lay on the bed and compared notes on what they'd seen Joan and 
their father do. They speculated on what lapping cunt would be like and how 
it would feel to have your cock sucked. Allen's prick got hard again. 
David's never got soft. Both boys fondling their pricks. They weren't really 
jerking off, just making their pricks feel good. David watched Allen's hand, 
got a studious look, and cocked his head again. Allen waited for what he was 
going to come up with this time.


"Uh, Allen?"


"Yeh?"


"Uh, Can I feel your prick? I want to find out what a bigger prick feels 
like. That wouldn't make me gay, would it?"


"Gee, I don't think your gay. Why would you be so interested in Susan? Uh, 
yeh, I guess you can feel my prick. Can I feel yours?"


Since Allen wasn't going to object to it, David grinned at his brother and 
moved his hand toward Allen's prick. Allen wrapped his fingers around 
David's hard prick. Wow! That was neat. Somebody else holding your prick 
felt real good. Both the boys had the same idea. They looked at each other 
and grinned.


Each released the other long enough to spit on his palm and pumped his hand 
up and down his brother's prick. Each watched his brother massage his prick. 
They fucked their pricks into each other's hand. Wow! This felt better then 
jerking yourself off.


David slowed his hand motion down. He didn't want Allen to shoot off too 
quick, he wanted to make his brother's pleasure last as long as possible. He 
slowed down his own hip thrusts at the same time.


Having Allen's hand pump up and down on his prick sure did feel good. Would 
a girl's hand feel any better? Would Susan's? He was sure it would. What 
would someone sucking his prick feel like? Wow! That would be awesome! But 
he was sure that he wouldn't have a girl do something like that to him very 
soon.


Allen knew what David was doing when he slowed the action and he followed 
suit. David's hand felt better on his prick than his own ever had. He wanted 
this to last as much as David did. Could it feel even better than this if he 
were pushing his cock into Alice's cunt or having her suck him off? He 
didn't expect that would happen very soon.


The boys felt tension building up. Their hips came up off the bed. Jets of 
cum spurted out of their pricks and dribbled down their hands. The motion 
slowed down, Allen's prick deflated, David's prick stayed hard but his hips 
relaxed onto the bed.


David looked at his hand, shrugged, and licked the cum off. He wanted to 
find out if Allen's cum tasted the same as his did. It wasn't quite the 
same, it was a little stronger, but he liked it. He grinned at Allen, 
pleased with his own daring.


Allen hadn't thought about tasting his brother's cum. When he saw what David 
did, he wondered if David's tasted the same as his. There was one easy way 
to find out. David certainly couldn't object to his tasting it. Allen looked 
at the viscous fluid in his hand, licked at it and came to the conclusions 
that it was more delicately flavored than his own but just as good tasting.


The boys didn't say another word. They both knew they wanted to do this 
again. They both knew they were going to do it every chance they got. David 
got out of Allen's bed, still without a stitch on, to go back to his room. 
Harry was coming up the stairs. This was the very situation he and Joan had 
discussed.


"David, you were supposed to be in your room an hour ago. The next 
convenient group activity, you're grounded."


David didn't put up an argument. This time he was really caught with his 
pants down and there was no way he going to use the defense that he'd caught 
his father with his own pants down.


Chapter 3


Sunday, April 3; Morning:


It was customary on Sunday morning that both families breakfast together in 
a family restaurant and go to church. David groused about being on 
restriction all through breakfast. When his father suggested that they go to 
a movie that afternoon Joan demurred saying she really didn't want to see 
that picture. David knew he was going to miss the picture and it was a good 
one, one he wanted to see. He groused some more in a good natured way and 
claimed it wasn't fair even though he knew his father had caught him dead to 
rights.


Joan followed the conversation and her cunt lubricated. Harry would take the 
rest of the kids to a movie and keep them out of the away for two and half 
to three hours. That would be plenty of time to have a ball with David. She 
wondered if David would complain if he knew what was going to happen that 
afternoon.


After the services Joan and Harry were standing away from the rest and Joan 
wanted to know how he had managed to catch David out so soon. Harry gave her 
a big grin and gave her an account of what had happened along with his 
appraisal of what had gone on before David had been caught. "He was running 
from Allen's room to his when I went up stairs. He was bare assed naked, his 
prick was hard as a rock, and it was still glistening with cum. I'm sure the 
two of them were discussing what they'd seen from the head of the steps and 
jerking off. I wonder if they've gotten to the point that they jerk each 
other off."


Sunday, April 3; Afternoon:


At one o'clock Harry left with Allen and the two girls. Joan would stay home 
and read. This set the stage for David's punishment to go into effect. David 
wandered over to her house and found her leaning back in an easy chair 
reading a book.


David did a double take. Joan was wearing a short skirt and no panties, he 
could see her bush of brown hair. He blushed beet red and got a hard on. She 
had even more hair down there than Alice. Maybe he could see the slit 
between her legs. David sat on a couch opposite Joan. He tried to see some 
more without appearing to be looking in Joan's direction. He sat for few 
moments and squirmed. Joan observed David trying to get a better view so she 
wiggled her hips a little, and spread her legs a little farther.


Wow! Now he could see a pink slit between her legs and his prick throbbed. 
It was more than his adolescent libido could take. He hurried into the 
bathroom to jerk off so he wouldn't come in his pants. He had spit on his 
hand and was sliding it down his cock when the door opened. Joan walked in 
on him. He blushed and pushed his prick down between his thighs.


"Oh! I'm sorry, David, I didn't realize you were in here." Joan went through 
all the motions of a double take. "Uh, what are you doing?"


David was doing just what she expected him to be doing and his prick was 
just as cute up close as it had appeared from his bedroom window. David 
squeezed his thighs together to keep his prick hidden. He couldn't look Joan 
in the eyes, he let his head hang.


He was expected to answer when an adult asked a question but how could he 
tell Joan that he was jerking off? You just didn't say things like that to a 
grown up lady even if you could do it while Susan watched. "Oh, don't hide 
it, David, you weren't hiding it from Susan when I saw you jerking off last 
night. I'll bet she finger fucked herself while you watched?"


David's chin dropped to his chest. Joan knew what he and Susan were doing. 
How did adults get to know things like that.


For once the ebullient David was at loss for words. Joan pushed the door 
farther open and moved into the bathroom, pulled his hand away, and wedged 
her hand between his clenched thighs. She wrapped her fingers around his 
still hard prick and pumped several times. She grinned at David and said, 
"You seem to have a hard problem right now, maybe I can help you with it."


Joan felt David's pulse throb in his prick. She ran her thumb across the 
head. David's hips jerked and he deposited a load of young boy cum in her 
hand. She massaged David's prick until his balls were drained and she was 
surprised when his prick didn't subside.


David was one of those males who didn't loose his hard on! Boy was she going 
to have fun with him. She watched David's chin drop farther when she licked 
the cum off the palm of her hand. This would be an afternoon they would both 
remember for the rest of their lives.


"Why don't you come to my bedroom, David, I have a lot of ideas about what 
we can do about a hard problem like this. You may not even have heard about 
some of them."


David's mind was churning. It was obvious that Joan wasn't upset that he'd 
been having shows with Susan, or that he was jerking off, or that he shot a 
load of cum into her hand. She'd calmly licked his cum off her hand. What 
was happening? Did Joan want to do things with him? Had Joan planned what 
was happening? He'd never seen her without her panties on before. David 
didn't know what to do or what to say.


A woman holding his cock felt even better than when Allen held it. Was he 
going to find out those other things? What it was like to fuck? Was he going 
to get a chance to find out a cunt tasted like? He wasn't sure he wanted to 
do that. David was a pretty bright boy, he knew when to roll with the 
punches. He'd go along with what Joan wanted, that was the way to find out. 
He finally found his tongue and asked some of the questions.


"You want to do things with me? You want me to do things with you? Why would 
you want to do things with a little kid like me? You can do things with dad 
and his thing is a lot bigger than mine is."


"You bet I want to do things with you, and don't worry about the size of 
your prick. There's an old saying 'it isn't the size, it's the way you use 
it'. A woman can get just as much pleasure out of your boy sized cock as she 
can get out of your father's monster. I decided we'd do things together when 
I saw you jerking off last night."


David had strong ethical sense and at this point he had an acute attack of 
conscience. This was his father's girl friend. He'd seen them doing things 
together last night so it was obvious that Joan belonged to his father. With 
his powerful feeling of family loyalty, he didn't want to usurp his father's 
rights. "But you do things with Dad! It isn't right for me to do things with 
you."


"David, let's get some things straight. I don't do things with your dad. We 
fuck, I suck his cock, he laps my cunt, we sixty nine, and sometimes other 
things. I was holding your prick when you shot a load of cum into my hand. 
You know all those words, get accustomed to using the words if you are going 
to do the acts."


David cocked his head and grinned at Joan. He was willing to play that game 
with her. "Well, uh, yeh, I guess you know I saw you fucking dad last night. 
Then you sucked his cock and he lapped your cunt; gee, it does feel better 
when you say things like that; but it doesn't make any difference, it isn't 
right for me to do things with you."


"David, Your parents, my husband, and I had sex together for a long time. 
When your mother was killed the three of us kept on, and when Sam died your 
father and I still kept having our Friday nights out. Your father knows 
exactly what's going on here today and approves of it. He's going to keep 
the rest of the kids away as long as he can so we can have some fun."


"Wow!"


Joan had David in the bedroom and had his pants off. She took off her dress 
and was nude beneath it! This beautiful woman, with tits that didn't stop, 
wanted to do things, uh, wanted to suck his prick and have him fuck her. 
David stood there and stared with his mouth hanging open. He still couldn't 
believe it.


"Come on, David, I want to have some fun with that cute little prick of 
yours. You're not being fair with me. You still have some clothes on." David 
found himself in the same room as a naked woman. He could even smell her and 
she smelled real good. It took a while before he could take his eyes off 
Joan and strip off the rest of his clothes.


Joan, in turn, was admiring David's hairless young body. She thought it was 
as beautiful as he thought hers was. He had the smooth thin creamy skin of 
many red heads. His prick stood up at a sixty degree angle and throbbed with 
his pulse. A drop of pre cum formed on his pisshole as she watched. The head 
of his three inch cock was bright pink and the translucent skin on the shaft 
showed a tracery of fine blue veins. His prick was pretty enough to eat and 
that was the first thing she intended to do. He was adorable enough to 
deserve a trip around the world. She'd make his first come with a female a 
memorable one.


Joan picked David up, hugged him close, and kissed him. It was like no kiss 
David ever had. Joan let her lips go soft and her tongue touch his lips. He 
opened his lips and let her tongue probe his mouth. It touched his tongue 
and it felt like an electric shock. The combination of the kiss, her tits 
pressed against his bare chest, and his prick rubbing against the bare skin 
of her belly almost made him shoot off again.


Joan laid him down on the bed and lay down beside him. She kissed him again 
and David pushed his tongue into her mouth. He was a fast learner. After 
sucking each other's tongue, Joan licked her way around to David's neck. 
Wow, did that feel funny, a good sort of funny. It gave him goose flesh. 
David wiggled. Joan nibbled on his ear lobe then pushed her tongue into his 
ear. David almost jumped off the bed.


Joan licked her way around his neck to the other ear, gave that ear the same 
treatment and got the same reaction. She moved on down licking David's neck 
and upper chest. David wiggled again. The way he reacted to every move she 
made was beautiful. She licked one of his nipples and sucked on it till it 
hardened.


David was startled. This was something new to him. "I'm a boy. My nipples 
aren't supposed to be sensitive. Why do they stand up like that?"


Joan didn't answer, giving David a trip around the world was too much fun. 
Her cunt was tingling from his reactions. She licked on his other nipple 
till it erected then laved his torso. David jumped again when she pushed her 
tongue into his navel. Joan continued down and wet his sparse pubic hair 
with her spit. Wow! She was going to suck his cock! He lifted his hips off 
the bed offering Joan the tender morsel.


As much as Joan wanted to suck a load of cum out of his pubescent cock she 
wasn't ready yet. She licked a couple of drops of pre cum from its head and 
continued on down the sides of his legs and then the bottom of his feet. 
David wiggled and giggled.


He didn't know why but this was real sexy. Joan sucked on each of his toes 
then turned him over and started up the back of his legs. She reached the 
back of his knees and David jumped again. He didn't know he had so many 
sensitive spots.


David wiggled when Joan licked at the inside of his thighs. He lifted his 
hips and Joan sucked his balls into her mouth one at a time. He didn't know 
if he could last much longer, he felt he might shoot off before Joan ever 
got his prick into her mouth.


David's hips bounced when Joan licked his ass crack. Wow! how could she do 
something that was so nasty? Joan probed David's cute hairless pucker with 
her tongue and David almost went through the roof. Joan turned David on his 
back again. Now was the time but Joan wasn't in any hurry. She'd said she 
was going to drive David up a wall and she was going to do it.


She licked the drop of cum from the head of his prick and slowly ran her 
tongue around the rim. She massaged the underside of his prick with her 
tongue, her lips gathered in a little of the loose skin just under his 
pisshole and she sucked on it. David's head was up and he watched, awe 
struck, as her mouth slid over the head of his prick. His hips jerked and; 
spurt, spurt, spurt, dribble, dribble, dribble; Joan sucked this load of 
sweet young boy cum into her mouth and swallowed it. David had never felt 
anything this good in his life. He wished he could have held off a little 
longer. Watching Joan drink his cum as it shot out of his prick was the 
sexiest thing he'd ever seen.


Joan had a sympathetic orgasm as she sucked that first load of cum out of 
his balls. His prick still didn't get soft and his hips kept pumping! Wow! 
Joan bobbed her head as David's hips relaxed back onto the bed. They didn't 
relax for long. His hips rose to meet her descending mouth. He fucked his 
prick into her mouth as fast as he could. Joan bobbed her head in time with 
his hip thrusts. Each time her head came up she massaged the sensitive 
underside of his prick with her tongue. She rubbed her tongue all over the 
head of his prick at the top of each stroke. She sucked as hard as she could 
on the way down and pressed his cock against the roof of her mouth with her 
tongue.


David was building up to a crescendo again. His hips arched up and; spurt, 
spurt, spurt, dribble, dribble, dribble; another load of young boy cum 
gushed into Joan's greedy mouth. As before she sucked this load out and 
swallowed every drop. She sucked gently until David's hips relaxed again. He 
still had a hard on!


At that point David wasn't very articulate. "Wow!"


Joan sat back on her heels and she grinned at David. She'd had several 
orgasms just from the reactions she got from David while she was giving him 
a blow job. "You liked that, did you?"


David grinned and shook his head yes. He cocked his head at her again then 
blushed. What could make him blush after the blow job she'd just given him. 
"Uh, Joan?"


"Yes?"


"Uh, I've never seen a girl down there. Uh, can I look at you?"


"Now wait a minute. I know Susan's shown you her cunt."


David blushed again at the reference to Susan. He explained his problem.


"It's easy to see what a boy is like across the lot but you can't really see 
what a girl's like."


Now Joan grinned at him. "I don't know if I want you 'messing around down 
there' but if you want to explore my cunt, okay. I'll enjoy every minute of 
it. You do have a point there, a girl's plumbing is much better hidden than 
a boy's."


David grinned again, he was beginning to feel a little more comfortable with 
the situation. "Uh, can I see what the inside your cunt looks like? Is that 
better?"


"Now you've got the idea."


Joan lay down on her back, raised her knees, and spread her legs. David 
scooted between her legs and positioned his eyes about a foot away from 
Joan's sopping wet cunt. Wow! Did that smell good. He'd sometimes smelled a 
little of that odor around Susan but hadn't known what it was. He reached 
out his hand then looked up at Joan asking for permission to go farther.


"Go ahead. It doesn't have teeth and it won't bite you. Explore as much as 
you want, I'll enjoy it as much as you do. Wouldn't you like to have Susan 
play with your prick?"


David grinned and turned his attention to the strange piece of anatomy in 
front of his face. He ran a finger lightly along the slit he could see 
buried in Joan's bush. It was real wet and slick. He placed one hand on each 
side and spread the outer lips. By this time he was so engrossed in what he 
was doing that he almost forgot that this cunt was attached to Joan.


There were a pair of inner lips toward the bottom of the slit and a bump 
right at the top of that slit. He pushed one of his fingers into the slit. 
It slid right in with no resistance. He wiggled it back and forth and felt 
the slick sheath mold itself around his finger. This was where Susan pushed 
her finger. He pushed another finger in then another. Boy it sure would be 
neat to feel this around his prick. He wondered whether Joan was going to 
let him fuck her.


He rubbed the bump and Joan wiggled. He rubbed again and looked at her with 
his eyebrows raised.


"That's my clit. It gets hard just like your prick does and it's supposed to 
be just as sensitive as the head of your prick. Oooo, rub it again that 
feels good."


David rubbed it again and it did seem to get a little bigger. He rubbed it 
between his fingers and Joan wiggled again. He pulled his fingers from her 
cunt and he there was that good smell again. Wow! That smelled real neat. 
David blushed again, looked at Joan, and touched the tip of his tongue to 
his finger. He sucked his finger into his mouth. It tasted real neat too.


Joan was watching him closely and startled him by reading his mind. "Go 
ahead, try it from the source. You might like it. Most men do and for sure 
your father does."


That was like a dare. He might not be a full grown man yet but he wasn't 
going to prove that he was only a boy. He moved toward Joan's cunt and 
licked her clit. It wasn't nasty at all! Joan's hips jerked and he licked 
again, harder. It felt good when Joan sucked his cock and Joan said her clit 
was just as sensitive. He molded his lips around Joan's clit, sucked, and 
massaged it with his tongue. He was pleased when he made Joan's hips come up 
off the bed. He was doing things right.


David ran his tongue along the inner lips then thrust it between them. Wow, 
that really made Joan wiggle! He pushed his tongue in and out. He liked 
lapping cunt, he'd do it even if she didn't suck his cock in return. He 
sucked on the inner lips and rubbed them with his tongue. Joan tossed her 
head from side to side and moaned. He must be making her feel real good. It 
was as much fun making her feel good as it was to have her suck a load of 
cum out of his prick.


Joan had about as much as she could take. This pubescent kid had given her 
multiple orgasms. She'd lost count toward the end. She didn't remember 
having a more exquisite orgasm. David was very young and he was male. Any 
male ego, particularly a young one, thrives on praise. Joan supplied a 
little moral booster. "Boy, you're as good at that as your father is and 
he's one of the best cunt lappers I've ever met. Did you like your first 
taste of poon?"


David sat back on his heels and grinned. Joan thought he'd done a good job. 
Wow! His chest puffed up and he was proud of himself. "Gee, that was fun. I 
liked it. I liked that as much as I liked having you suck my cock. Uh, can I 
do it again?"


David moved his face back toward Joan's cunt. Joan grinned and wiggled while 
he licked a couple of times. Joan grabbed his ears and held his face so he 
was looking her in the eye. "Eager little fucker, aren't you? Wouldn't you 
rather find out how well your prick fits into that hole you just lapped?"


"Wow! Can I really fuck you? I always wanted to fuck a girl but I thought 
that I would be real old before I did. I didn't think I'd get a chance till 
I was at least fifteen or sixteen. Uh, do you really think my prick is big 
enough?"


Joan burst out laughing but pulled the young boy up along her body. He was 
more fun than a barrel of monkeys. As a matter of fact he was a lot more fun 
than most of the men she'd been to bed with. He had really enjoyed making 
her feel good.


"Here, put your knees between my legs and hold yourself up on your elbows."


David followed her instructions and Joan guided his prick between the inner 
lips of her cunt. He had been right. That tight sheath did feel neat around 
his prick. It didn't quite feel the same as having his cock sucked but it 
felt just as good. He eased his hips down and felt Joan's cunt hair tickle 
his belly. That felt good too.


Nobody has to give a male, no matter what his age, instructions about what 
to do when his prick is in a woman's cunt. David's hips flexed and his prick 
rode out then back in again. As he lowered his hips Joan's came up to meet 
him. Her stomach slapped against his and that felt neat too. He pulled back 
and pushed in again. In his excitement he pulled back a little too far and 
his prick came out of Joan's cunt. There was a mad scramble as he tried to 
find the hole again. Joan reached down, positioned him again, and he resumed 
his pumping motion.


Joan's tits were in front of his face. He lowered his head and sucked the 
nipple into his mouth. It had felt real good when Joan had sucked on his 
nipples. He felt the nipple harden in his mouth and kept on sucking. His 
hips flexed even faster. Joan moaned, tossed her head, and met each one of 
his thrusts. He moved to the other nipple and sucked on that. Spurt, spurt, 
spurt, dribble, dribble, dribble; His last virgin load of cum shot into 
Joan's cunt.


Joan expected David to slow down but she was mistaken. It may have his last 
load of virgin cum but it wasn't the last load of the day. It only served to 
add to the lubrication. He didn't miss a beat, his hips kept thrusting his 
prick in and out of her cunt at top speed.


Joan was having continuous orgasms. She might share this treasure with her 
daughters but she certainly wasn't going to give him up. Her hips kept 
bouncing off the bed to meet each of David's thrusts. She didn't know how 
much more of his pumping she could take but she sure wasn't going to try and 
stop him.


Just as she thought she'd reached her limits; spurt, spurt, spurt, dribble, 
dribble, dribble; David delivered another load of young boy cum. At that 
point in time, neither of them were very eloquent.


"Wow!"


"Ahhh!"


After a moment Joan switched him around to suck his still hard prick clean. 
David saw Joan's sloppy cunt in front of his face. Well, he liked the taste 
of her cunt and he'd seen his father lick his cum out of Joan's cunt. David 
pushed his face forward and slurped some of the mixed juices out of Joan's 
cunt.


Like everything else he'd done with Joan, it was neat. David sucked his cum 
out of Joan's cunt and licked all around to get the seepage. Joan licked his 
ass crack again! Some of his cum had leaked down along her ass crack. He 
followed the trail of cum and his tongue licked across her asshole. Joan 
jumped.


Gee, that wasn't nasty either. Joan was probing his ass with her tongue and 
it felt real neat. He hardened his tongue and tried to push it up her ass. 
Her hips really jerked then. David kept tongue fucking Joan's ass as long as 
she licked his. When Joan moved her attentions back to his prick he moved 
back to her cunt. This must be what they called a sixty nine. He'd seen his 
father do this with Joan Friday night. David ran his tongue all the way up 
the length of Joan's cunt then settled back to the things he'd learned 
earlier. He sucked her clit, rubbed it with his tongue, licked between the 
inner cunt lips, then he sucked them into his mouth while he massaged them 
with his tongue.


Joan was doing as good a job on his prick as he was doing on her cunt. His 
hips flexed faster and faster. Joan's hips jerked and she rubbed her cunt 
all over his face. Spurt, spurt, spurt, dribble, dribble, dribble; his prick 
delivered the sixth load of cum of the afternoon. David collapsed onto the 
bed. They rested a few moments then Joan gathered David into her arms again 
and smothered him with kisses. His prick was still hard and he hunched his 
hips a couple of times as it pressed against her belly but he was worn out 
and his balls ached a little. Joan didn't know about David but she was sure 
that she couldn't take another round.


Joan looked at the clock. She chased David into the shower and followed him 
herself. Both of them stunk from sex. She wanted to shower with David but 
she knew that two people of the opposite sex in a shower together take 
longer than one after the other. They were dressed and presentable by the 
time Harry got back with the other kids.


Joan warned David that he wasn't to say anything to any of the other kids. 
David had a lot of questions but he didn't have a chance to ask them before 
the rest of the families arrived.


It was almost a half hour before Harry could get Joan by herself. He was 
dying of curiosity. After all David was only twelve. Had the pre- teen ager 
been able to handle the situation? "Well, how did it go?"


"Susan's going to have to fight me for him."


"He didn't do bad then?"


"Bad! He'd make a fifty year old whore come at least a dozen times. Why, 
that kid's an absolute treasure. We ought to package him and sell him by the 
hour."


"What the hell happened? How did you get into his pants? Was he frightened 
at first? How did he handle the situation? I don't remember a thing about 
the movie, I was thinking about you and David and what you were doing. I had 
a hard on the whole while. I was having fantasies about how I would have 
reacted at his age under the same conditions."


"One thing's for sure, you couldn't have reacted any better. I didn't wear 
panties and I teased him by letting him see my cunt. His eyes popped out of 
his head and he pretended he wasn't trying to look. He went to the bathroom 
to jerk off and I walked in on him. He was startled rather than frightened. 
He did have an attack of conscience about stealing me from you. He didn't 
think it was right to be 'doing things', as he put it, with his father's 
girl.


"He was so cute and excited that I started with a trip around the world. He 
shot off his first load as soon as I got my mouth around his prick but he 
didn't get soft or stop pumping his hips. I sucked another load of cum out 
before he relaxed. He took to cunt lapping like a veteran and when I led him 
on, he even rimmed my ass. He is always hard and doesn't get soft when he 
shoots off. I almost passed out when he fucked through his first climax and 
took quite a while until his second.


"Oh, I did warn him not to tell the other kids."


Sunday, April 3; Evening:


It was after dinner before David cornered his father with none of the other 
kids around. There were lots of things he had to know. "Uh, dad?" Harry knew 
what was coming and he was very interested in what his son's reactions had 
been and what sort of questions he was going to ask.


"Yes?"


"You know what Joan and I did today."


"Yep, you were sort of set up. Joan and I had it all planned out."


"You don't mind that I fucked her and that I lapped her cunt and she sucked 
my cock?" David blushed. "Uh, Joan said I should use those words,"


"I'm sure Joan told you that your mother, Sam, Joan, and I had sex together 
for quite a while. We don't consider sharing to be stealing. If you're going 
to do the deeds you should use the words. However, those words that describe 
rather private acts and you rally shouldn't use them except with someone 
that you expect to perform those acts with. Don't sprinkle them through your 
speech or in general conversation."


"Uh, Allen and I saw you uh, fuck Joan last night, then we watched while she 
sucked your cock and you lapped her cunt. Were we supposed to see you?"


"We weren't very quiet, were we? Watching your jerk off shows got us horny. 
Last night wasn't planned but I guess we didn't care very much if you did 
catch us fucking. You're pretty bright kids, didn't you suspect what Joan 
and I have been doing on Friday nights?"


"Uh, yeh, We sort of guessed you were doing that." David was struck with a 
thought. His mouth dropped open and he looked at his father. "Uh, is Joan 
going to do the same things with Allen that she did with me?"


"That's the plan."


"Are you going to do the same thing with Susan and Alice?"


"Well, that's where I drew a few lines. Joan wanted the girls to have an 
experienced partner the first time, and I wanted her to teach you about sex. 
I think you and Allen should have at least one virgin in your lives and I 
didn't want to take that chance away. We decided I should teach them about 
the joys of having their cunts lapped and, if they want to, how to suck 
cock. I don't want to take their maiden heads."


"When you and Joan teach the other kids about sex are we all going to do 
things together? We won't have to sneak around and spy on you to see you're 
doing with Joan? We won't have to have shows at night from different 
bedrooms?"


"When everything gets arranged, you kids can adopt any sleeping arrangements 
you want. If you want to try group sex, Joan and I would love it, but that 
will be up to you. Remember, nobody has to do anything with sex that they 
don't want to."


"Wow!"


David paused to think things out. Events were moving rather fast. He might 
get to do things with Susan pretty soon but he wasn't sure how soon. David's 
brow furrowed and his face got serious again. "Oh, then I'm not supposed to 
do anything with Susan till you and Joan say it's all right?"


"You got it right buddy. You can keep up your nightly shows but no touching. 
Remember, she isn't on the pill and you could get her pregnant."


David went into another brown study. When he had his first wet dream, he'd 
told his father and they had talked about sex, but it had been pretty 
clinical. This was different, his father was being rather specific now, and 
was talking to David as if he were an adult. His father and Joan were being 
awfully good to him. He didn't know any other kids whose parents were 
teaching them all about sex. Maybe he should make some sacrifices. "Uh, Dad, 
you let me fuck Joan and you don't mind, I wouldn't mind it if you fucked 
Susan first." Harry picked his son up and hugged and kissed him. "I love you 
David. You think that now but I'd prefer that you have the first chance."


"Uh, dad?"


"Yes?"


David blushed and Harry wondered why he would do that at this point. "Uh, it 
might take a while before you and Joan finish with the other kids. Is it all 
right if I sneak away with Joan now and then till that happens?"


"I'm sure she'll be delighted if you can arrange it, but the way things are 
going I don't think it will take too long."


David cocked his head, grinned at his father, and jumped on him to hug and 
kiss him some more.


Sunday, April 3; Night:


That night Susan was surprised at how forward David was. Tonight he didn't 
even blush when he got undressed. He came into the bedroom, turned on the 
light, pulled the shade up, and stripped off his clothes. He didn't turn 
around when he took off his underpants. He walked over to the window stood 
there, grinned, and fingered his prick as he waited for Susan to undress.


Susan had let David see her push her finger into her cunt but she was still 
shy about stripping in front of him. She still turned away when she took off 
her bra and panties and blushed when she turned toward the window.


David lifted his balls and turned so she could see his prick in profile. He 
turned around, bent over, and spread his ass cheeks. It was cute the way his 
prick and balls hung down between his legs. She usually didn't see as much 
of it as she did now. David wondered if Joan was watching from downstairs 
and got real close to the window so she could see what he was doing if she 
was.


Susan tried to match David's exhibitionism. She cupped her hands under her 
budding tits, then she spread the lips of her cunt as far a she could. She 
turned and did the same thing from the rear. David could see the inner lips 
and the bump her clit made right over it.


Susan turned, bent over, and spread her ass cheeks. Wow! Her ass wasn't 
hairy like Joan's. David wanted to lean out the window and run his tongue 
over her cute pink pucker. He'd bet that would make her jump. Susan's cunt 
was exposed and he wondered if he could fuck her in this position. It might 
be fun. When he had the chance he would try it.


It was time for the main show. David spit on his hand and ran it up and down 
his prick. Susan didn't have to use spit, her cunt was as slick as it could 
get. She spread the outer lips of he cunt with one hand then pushed two 
fingers of the other between the slick inner lips. She pumped them in and 
out several times at the same rate of speed that David pumped on his prick.


She pulled her fingers out of her cunt hole and rubbed her clit. David 
couldn't wait till he could lick her there until he made her hips jerk. He 
didn't expect it would be too long before he got the chance. He wanted to 
make Susan feel real good.


Both kids were young and horny. They were ready to come. David held his 
prick with two fingers and moved to a profile position so Susan could see 
the jets of cum shoot from his pisshole. Susan shuddered and rubbed along 
the length of her outer cunt lips. Both of them grinned at each other and 
went to bed.


Allen and Alice undressed and jerked off for each other but they didn't have 
David's more advanced training to help them out.


Harry and Joan were watching from her living room window. David's act had 
her just as horny as she'd been that afternoon. Harry's hand was inside 
Joan's panties and was massaging her cunt. His fly was open and Joan was 
massaging his eight inch prick.


"That little fucker, and that's a rather accurate description of him, sure 
is an exhibitionist. I can see why you're attracted to his little prick. I 
never thought of it before but I guess women would be just as attracted to 
pubescent young boys as men are attracted to budding young girls."


"You better believe it. David is quite a show off, but he can act out his 
intentions as well as brag. I'd like to get the chance to take him on again. 
He was a lot of fun and he sure brought me off a lot of times."


"You may get your chance at that. He asked if I minded if he tried to sneak 
off with you and do some of those things again. He didn't know if he could 
wait till we initiated the rest of the kids."


"Why that little devil, what did you tell him."


"I told him you liked sucking his cock and you'd probably enjoy it and that 
you'd take him up on it if he could figure out a way to get you alone 
without tipping off the rest of the kids."


"Good, we'll find out how inventive your little fucker can be. If you want 
to bet I'll take six to five that he manages it. After watching him I'm hot 
again, how about pumping a load of your cum into my cunt."


"You know the boys caught us last night, your girls might do the same 
thing."


"Good, I hope they do. Let's get things into the open."


"You're right. David said they'd already guessed what was going on Friday 
nights. Would you enjoy a good noisy fuck? Let's put a show on for the 
girls."


Joan's answer was to head to the couch, stripping off her clothes on the 
way. Harry followed her and had his pants off by time she lay back. He 
stopped to suck on her tits one at a time and run his tongue along the 
length of her cunt.


"Oooo! That feels good. Come on push your prick into me. Ahhh! that's even 
better. Fuck me, Harry, fuck me!"


"My pleasure, Joan. David doesn't seem to have worn you out."


As planned the noise attracted the attention of the girls. They arrived at 
the head of the stairs at the same time. They looked at each other and then 
paid attention to what was happening on the couch. Neither of them wanted to 
miss a thing that was going to happen.


They watched Harry fuck his prick in and out of their mother's cunt. Their 
mother shuddered and moaned like they did when the finger fucked themselves. 
Harry's hips jerked the same way the boys' hips did when they shot off.


They were fascinated when Joan and Harry did the clean up bit. They were 
doing all the things the girls had discussed on Friday. They watched their 
mother suck Harry's prick into her mouth while he lapped her cunt. Wow! They 
continued to watch until Harry's hips jerked again and they saw their mother 
drink down a load of his cum. The way Joan moaned they were sure he was 
having orgasms at the same time.


They sneaked away after that and retired to Susan's room to discus what 
they'd seen. Alice now knew that women did suck on men's cocks and drink 
their cum. She also knew that men lapped women's cunts until they had their 
orgasms. She had only suspected that they did before but know she'd had a 
demonstration.


"Gee, mom sucked Harry's prick, girls do suck men's cocks. Harry lapped her 
cunt so I guess boys really do lap girls' cunts too. I want Allen to fuck me 
and I think I'd like him to lick my cunt too, but I don't think I could suck 
his cock or lick his ass though. That seems nasty."


"I don't know. I want David to fuck me and lap my cunt. If I have to suck 
his cock I don't think I'd mind it too much. Mom seemed to like doing it 
with Harry, maybe none of it's as nasty as it seems. Uh, David turned around 
and spread his ass cheeks tonight. His pucker was sort of cute, I think I 
could even lick it if he wanted me too. It doesn't make any difference 
though, we're not going to get a chance to do anything like that for a long 
time."


"I guess not, but I sure would like to fuck Allen right now. I'm all wet 
down there again. I wonder how it would feel if Allen pushed his finger in 
my cunt?"


"Gee, I'd like to have David do that to me too, and I want to play with his 
prick. It would be neat to make him shoot that stuff out the end. I wonder 
if it feels any better if someone else plays with you." Susan paused for a 
second. "Uh, Alice?"


"Yeh?"


"You finger fuck me and I'll finger fuck you? It won't be a boy, but it'll 
be someone else doing it."


Alice wasn't as reticent as Allen had been. She liked the idea. She was all 
for it.


"Gee, yeh. That would be neat!"


"Let's do it. Can I feel your tits? I wish mine were that big." Susan 
fondled her sister's tits. It was neat the way her nipple got hard. Her own 
nipples got hard when she fondled them, or when she saw David naked, but 
they didn't stick out nearly as far as Alice's. She pushed a finger into 
Alice's cunt and pumped it in and out. Alice was probing Susan's cunt and it 
felt better than when you did it to yourself.


Each of the girls pumped her middle finger into her sister's cunt and flexed 
her hips to get more action from what her sister was doing to her. Both of 
them had orgasms and they gradually slowed to a stop. Would it be any better 
if it were doing this with the boys? This was useless speculation. They knew 
that they wouldn't have a chance to find out very soon.


"I like doing that, let's do it again. Uh, let me do you this time then you 
do me. I want to concentrate more than we did last time."


Alice didn't answer but lay back on the bed and spread her legs. Susan moved 
between her legs and got a good view of her cunt. Alice's cunt did look sort 
of neat. She could see why a boy might want to lick it. Susan pulled her 
finger out of Alice's cunt and sat there and looked at her hand.


What did a cunt tasted like. She cautiously sniffed at her finger, it didn't 
smell bad at all. She tentatively licked it, grinned, then sucked her finger 
into her mouth. Alice as startled.


"How could you do that? Doesn't it taste nasty?"


"Well, I know I want David to lap my cunt and I was thinking about having 
David do it. I wondered what it would taste like to a boy. It


wasn't bad at all." Susan hesitated. "Uh, it tasted pretty good. If you want 
I'll lap your cunt for you."


If Susan did it to her, and she really wanted to find out what it felt like, 
she would feel honor bound to do the same thing for Susan. Could she make 
herself do that? She pushed a finger into Susan's cunt again, tested it with 
a careful lick, and made a quick decision.


"You do me first?"


Susan got between Alice's legs and moved her head toward Alice's crotch. It 
was a little scary but Alice's cunt smelled real good to her. It couldn't be 
all that bad, it hadn't seemed to bother Harry. She lowered her head and 
licked the outer lips of Alice's cunt. It wasn't bad at all. She pushed her 
tongue between the outer lips and licked along the inner ones. Alice had 
been holding her breath. When she felt Susan's tongue she let the breath 
out, wiggled, and rubbed her cunt against Susan's face.


Susan's nose rubbed against Alice's clit. It was almost an inch long. She 
rubbed the head of the clit with her tongue and Alice jumped. She wrapped 
her lips around the clit and sucked. Alice's hips arched up off the bed 
again. Susan alternated between licking the inner lips of Alice's cunt and 
sucking her clit. Alice moaned and tossed her head from side to side. Alice 
never acted like this when she finger fucked herself. She redoubled her 
effort. Alice couldn't take any more and she pushed Susan's head away.


"Ohhh! You wouldn't believe how good that feels. It beats finger fucking by 
a mile. Wait a minute and I'll do you."


As soon as Alice recovered she went to work on her little sister. She 
cautiously lowered her face toward her sister's cunt, she liked the rutty 
odor too. She tested the moisture on the outer lips with her tongue and it 
tasted even better than it did from her finger. There wasn't anything nasty 
about it. If Allen's prick smelled this good and his cum tasted as good as 
Susan's cunt juice, she wouldn't mind sucking his prick at all.


Alice had taken lessons from Susan. She gently nibbled on Susan's clit and 
Susan almost went through the roof. It was fun making Susan react like that. 
It would be just fun making Allen act that way too. Even if it gagged her 
she would suck his cock one day. She had Susan bouncing and wiggling just as 
she had done when Susan lapped her cunt.


Susan pushed her head away and the girls hugged and kissed. Each held the 
other in her arms until they'd both calmed down. Each was surprised she 
enjoyed lapping her sister's cunt as much as having her cunt lapped by her 
sister.


They rested that way for a few minutes then each of them slid a finger back 
into her sister's cunt. They kissed each other and Susan slid her body 
around so her mouth was over Alice's cunt. She licked and Alice followed 
suit by licking at her cunt lips. It wasn't long until both girls were at it 
hot and heavy. It took a little longer this time. Both girls had had a 
recent climax and each of them had the diversion of lapping their sister's 
cunt to hold their attention. Both shuddered, eased off, and rested again.


"Uh, Alice?"


"Yeh?"


"I wonder what the boys would do if we let them see us do that?"


"Gee, if we get a chance lets try it."


Joan came up the stairs while the girls were lapping each other's cunts, 
listened at the door, and rubbed her own cunt while she listened. Things 
were moving much faster than she had expected. They weren't going to get 
those kids trained any too soon.


When they were finished, she quickly went back downstairs. She waited till 
Alice came out of Susan's room and caught her in the same infraction Harry 
had caught David. Now all they had to do was set her up alone with Harry.


Chapter 4


Monday, April 4:


The next morning Joan told Harry what the girls were up to. What the girls 
were doing shocked neither of them. They suspected seeing them sixty nine 
had driven them to more sophisticated methods of relieving their sexual 
drives. They were rather glad things had come to a head and were now sure 
that their approach was the right one for the situation.


Alice was the next victim. They considered what had been done and decided 
tonight would be too soon after David's being grounded. It would begin to 
look fishy. David would know what was going on but it might arouse the other 
two kids' suspicions. It would be arranged for Joan would take the kids to 
the movie on Tuesday night. Harry found that he was rather impatient to get 
on with the seduction. Monday night went as usual. The kids were separated 
by an empty lot and they put on their separate shows.


After her experience last night Alice looked at Allen's prick from a 
different perspective. What would it be like to suck it into her mouth. The 
more she thought about it the better she liked the idea. If she sucked on it 
would he lap her cunt?


Susan paid more attention to David's pubescent prick too. Thinking about 
sucking it made her mouth water as well as her cunt. She thought she would 
like sucking on David's prick until he shot off even if he didn't want to 
lap her cunt in return.


Tuesday, April 5; Afternoon:


On Tuesday David got inventive. Now he was initiated to full color sex, 
jerking off wasn't nearly as much fun any more. It was much neater to do 
things with a girl. One look at Joan when he got home from school and his 
eyes lit up.


His prick had been hard all day thinking about what had happened two days 
earlier. David had to think of a way to get Joan off by herself. David 
developed a toothache, and asked Joan to take him to the dentist. He even 
had Joan fooled, but not for long.


As soon as she had him in the car, David reached up under her dress, pushed 
his hand into the leg hole of her panties, grinned, and plunged three 
fingers in and out of her cunt. Joan didn't push his hand away. She wiggled 
her hips and looked for a quiet, secluded place to park. She found the spot 
she was looking for just as David brought her off for the first time.


Joan pulled the car into a blind dead end street with no houses and parked. 
She pulled David to her, hugged and kissed him, then pushed her tongue into 
his mouth. David rubbed her tongue with his and pushed back. David leaned 
over and Joan felt his hard prick pressed against her side.


"David, I think it's something beside your tooth that's aching. Your father 
told me that you would try something like this but you put on a real good 
act. I didn't know what you were up to until you pushed your finger in my 
cunt. Let's get that cute little tool of yours out and see what we can do 
for it. I think I know how to make all those aches disappear."


Joan unzipped David's pants and pulled out his prick. She'd never seen it 
when it wasn't hard. She sucked it into her mouth. With his adolescent hair 
trigger, he shot off at once. Joan swallowed his sweet tasting young boy cum 
and continued sucking.


David closed his eyes and pumped his hips. This felt just as good as he 
remembered it. In about two minutes the tension built up in his loins again, 
he arched his hips off the seat and shot another load of cum into Joan's 
sucking mouth. His hips relaxed again and he grinned at Joan. Now David knew 
it was his turn to lap Joan's cunt. That was as much fun as getting his cock 
sucked. He wouldn't miss it for the world.


David pulled up Joan's dress and, as she lifted her hips, pulled down her 
panties. He got down on his knees between her legs and inhaled deeply. 
Joan's cunt smelled just as good as he remembered it. He ran his tongue 
along Joan's slit, it tasted just as good as it had too. Joan lifted her 
hips and he darted his tongue into her asshole. He remembered all the 
lessons he'd learned on Sunday, he wasn't going to miss a trick. He lapped 
her cunt and sucked her clit until Joan moaned and bounced around on the 
seat.


"You're the best little muff diver I've ever run across, David, and I think 
you've developed a real taste for poon. Now let's get into the back seat and 
I'll fuck you before we have to get home."


Sometimes, just like his father, Joan used words that David didn't know, but 
he usually could pick up the meaning from the context. He liked those two 
words and tucked them into his vocabulary. He'd dive into any muff he could 
find and he thought poon tasted real good.


They moved into the back seat and Joan had David lay on his back. This was 
new to David but he couldn't see anything wrong with the idea. If Joan got 
on top she could slide her cunt up and down his prick as easily as he could 
push his prick in and out of a woman's cunt. He was prepared to enjoy 
himself.


Joan moved over David, held his prick in position, and eased her hips down. 
David arched his back and drove his three inch prick as far into Joan's cunt 
as he could get it. Joan lifted up and he relaxed his hips then drove back 
up again. Wow! He'd never get too much of this. David was panting and Joan 
was having orgasms by the time his first load of cum was released.


David kept on pumping. Joan hung on for the ride. David was one of the best 
lovers she'd ever had. In five minutes David shot another load of cum into 
Joan's cunt and she was hanging on for dear life. David's hips collapsed 
onto the car seat, he'd had enough for now and his balls were beginning to 
ache. Joan was well satisfied by the encounter. Susan was going to have to 
fight her for this little satyr.


After licking each other clean they rearranged their clothes and drove back 
home. David was sorry that they hadn't had time to sixty nine, that had been 
fun on Sunday. Joan looked him over and laughed. "David, look at your fly. 
It's soaked with cum and cunt juice. You better sneak into the house and 
change before anyone else sees you."


David, looked down, blushed, and guessed she was right. He was struck by a 
thought. "Uh, Joan?"


"Yeh?"


"Is dad going to do things with Alice tonight?"


"You got it. I don't know about things, but I do know he'll lap her cunt and 
at least have her jerk him off, I guess you know by now he won't fuck her. 
How did you ever guess?"


"Well, I - oh, you're teasing me."


"I guess I am."


"Boy, would I like to stay home and peek. That would be neat."


"So would I but we can't. Don't be so impatient, you'll get your chance with 
Susan and Alice too."


"Gee, do you think Alice will want to do things with me? I hadn't thought of 
that. I'd like to lap her cunt and have her fuck me too but I sort of 
thought she'd just want to do things with Allen."


"Remember your father and Allen will most likely want to do things with 
Susan too. Do you think you'd mind that?"


David had to stop and think that one over. He had thought of Susan as being 
exclusively his. Would Susan want that? For that matter did he want to give 
up doing things with Joan? Didn't he want to do things with Alice too? He 
furrowed his brow and looked at Joan with his head cocked to one side.


"Uh, gee, I don't know. Sometimes I think I want Susan for myself but I 
guess if she wanted to, I wouldn't mind too much. Dad doesn't mind when I do 
things with you and I don't want to stop that either. Gee, I guess it's only 
fair for Susan to do things with dad and Allen if she wants too. I wouldn't 
want to not do things with you."


"David, you're a gem. I love you. Here we are home, better sneak in and 
change your pants."


Tuesday, April 5; Evening:


Both families had dinner together and David invented a story about what 
happened at the dentist. Harry looked at Joan and she grinned and nodded her 
head.


Harry decided he would do some reading so Alice's punishment went into 
effect. She would stay home while the rest of the kids went to the movies. 
As they left for the movies David ginned at his father.


"Have a good time, Dad."


"I'll enjoy it at least as much as you enjoyed that trip to the dentist this 
afternoon."


David's Eyebrows shot up and he blushed. How did his father know? He had 
changed his pants and he didn't think it showed anywhere else. His father 
hadn't been alone with Joan since he got home from work. She couldn't have 
told him what they'd done. He knew that Joan would tell Harry but how had he 
found out so soon? Sometimes he wondered how adults found out all the things 
they did.


As Joan had suggested Harry changed into some light shorts and left off his 
underwear. He seated himself in the living room with a book and hollered for 
Alice to come in when she knocked on the door. Alice knew she'd been in the 
wrong and hadn't complained too much. She didn't know what her mother would 
do to her if she knew what she and Susan had been doing in Susan's room.


She would put the time to good use by practicing her seductive walk in front 
of Harry. He looked up as she walked past and grinned at her. Alice went 
into the kitchen, got a soft drink, and twitched back out. Harry looked up 
again, lifted his book, and looked at his lap.


"Now look at what you've done to me, Alice."


Alice saw his eight inch prick pushing out the front of his pants. She got 
confused. He had always been very careful not to say anything about sex to 
her before. She practiced in front of Harry because he wouldn't say 
anything. Her cunt got wet at the sight of that big bulge, but she wished 
she could see it bare. She blushed and Harry went on the attack. "If you're 
doing it on purpose, I think it's only right for you to do something about 
it."


Alice blushed some more. She couldn't take her eyes from that big prick. 
Joan and Harry were absolutely correct that the kids were ready for bigger 
and better things. Last week she'd have run and hid. She was ready to go 
farther now but it was difficult to talk about it to Harry. "Gee, I'm sorry, 
Harry, I was doing it on purpose but I didn't mean to make you 
uncomfortable. Uh, uh,"


Gee, maybe this was a chance to feel a prick. Harry seemed to be suggesting 
something like that. "Uh, if you want I'll try to do something for you."


She blushed some more and turned her head. Harry wasn't going to let her 
off. "Come on now, what can you do for me?"


Alice still wasn't comfortable talking about such things with someone of the 
opposite sex. "Uh, well, I could play with it till that stuff, uh, shoots 
out." Then with a little more confidence, "I think I'd like to do that."


Harry continued on the attack. "You know stuff shoots out because you saw it 
shoot out of Allen's and David's pricks?"


Again, Alice was flustered. "You know about what we do at the windows?"


Harry gave her no room, "Yes, and you finger fucked yourself while Allen was 
watching."


Alice suddenly realized Harry wasn't angry about it at all. "And you're not 
mad? You and mom aren't going to punish us?"


Harry gave her a reassuring grin, "Why should we punish you? You're doing 
what comes naturally. Joan didn't want your first encounter to be with an 
amateur. We felt you've been going pretty far with the boys and might decide 
to go farther. She wanted me to teach you how some things are done."


Alice was shocked. "Mom knows about this!" Alice stopped and her eyebrows 
shot up. "Oh, gee, did mom do things with David on Sunday."


This time Harry laughed, "Right on the button, and he had a ball." Harry 
gently took both of her hands in his, and looked directly into her eyes. 
"Now to be serious. You were set up, but you don't have to do anything. When 
it comes to sex, remember it's supposed to be fun, never do anything you 
don't want. Now, if you want to forget about this it's all right with me. I 
really mean that, I won't mind if the only thing you want is to watch me 
jerk off. If one of the partners in a sex act isn't having fun, neither of 
them is. More than half the fun is making the other person feel good."


Alice stood there, her mouth hanging open and her eyes wide. She enjoyed 
lapping Susan's cunt because she made Susan feel good. Susan said she felt 
the same way about it. Now she had to decide if she wanted to make Harry 
feel good. He had placed the whole decision on her. If she said no, 
everything would stop right here. At this point she was absolutely sure she 
didn't want things to stop.


She could get to feel Harry's prick and feel a man's fingers in her cunt. If 
she asked him to lap her cunt would she have to suck his cock. It wouldn't 
be fair if she didn't do it. Did she really want to suck his cock? If she 
didn't then she didn't want him to lap her cunt because she would feel bad 
about it. She wanted to have Harry lick her cunt.


Once her thought processes got that far she took a deep breath, that settled 
matters. "Uh, I do want you to teach me things, Harry, but I'm a little 
scared. I've never done anything with a boy before. I really don't know what 
to do."


"Why don't we start by getting undressed. I think you want to see me and I 
want to see you. Just remember, nothing that you don't want." Harry 
stripped, Alice examined his prick. Would Allen's be as big as that some 
day. Harry helped her off with her clothes. She reached down, touched the 
head of his prick then looked at him. "Uh, can I play with it till the stuff 
shoots out?"


"Be my guest."


Alice squatted on the floor between his legs, her face no farther than a 
foot from his prick. It was fascinating. The plum shaped knob on the end was 
a deep bluish red. The shaft was white and there were blue veins running 
from the head to the root.


She took hold with her thumb and forefinger and pulled a little. The silky 
skin moved over the iron hard shaft. A drop of clear liquid formed on the 
end. Alice spread it across the head of Harry's prick. It was real slick 
just like her cunt juice.


She grinned and looked up to Harry's face. "Allen always spits on his hand, 
should I do that?"


Harry grinned back and nodded his head. "If you want. It makes your hand 
slide better."


Alice spit into the palm of her hand and ran it up and down Harry's prick. 
She watched what her hand was doing then the expression on his face. Harry 
grinned and pumped his prick through her loosely held fingers. That was 
neat. The skin started to stick so she spit on her hand again, squeezed 
harder and pumped faster.


Harry grunted and his hips moved faster. He wasn't grinning any more. Alice 
was waiting for that stuff shoot out of his prick. Harry panted and grunted 
louder. She felt the beat of his pulse in his prick. She squeezed her hand 
harder and pumped faster. Harry's hips came off the couch. A jet of cum hit 
her on the cheek and the next spurt flew into her open mouth. Alice almost 
gagged on it then decided she liked it. More of the grayish white viscose 
fluid ran down her hand as Harry's prick got soft.


Alice looked at the grayish white gooey fluid on her hand, barely touched 
her tongue to it, hesitated, then licked it off. She liked the taste of cum. 
It was even better than Susan's cunt juice and that had tasted real neat. 
She wasn't going to mind sucking Allen's cock and having him shoot his cum 
in her mouth. When Harry's prick got hard again she was going to try it. 
Then she'd know what to do when she and Allen finally got together.


Maybe some of the other things she thought were nasty would turn out the 
same way. She looked up at Harry again, she blushed, and licked the cum from 
the head of his prick. Wow! His hips jerked and his prick started to get 
hard again. Alice licked the cum from the rest of his prick and grinned at 
him.


Harry was surprised at how fast Alice moved ahead. It was becoming even more 
obvious that the kids were ready for their sex lessons. After licking his 
prick, Alice deserved some tender loving care.


He carried her to his bedroom, and prepared to give her a trip around the 
world. Harry laid down beside her, kissed her, and pushed his tongue into 
her mouth. She was a fast learner, she rubbed his tongue with hers and 
pushed hers into his mouth.


They kissed again then Harry licked his way around Alice's neck. Wow, that 
really gave her goose flesh. Alice wiggled. Harry nibbled on her ear lobe 
then, when he pushed his tongue into her ear, Alice almost jumped off the 
bed.


Harry licked around to her other ear, probed it, then moved down Alice's 
neck and upper chest. Harry was pleased with the reactions he could get from 
this adolescent kid with his every move. He licked one of her nipples and 
sucked on it till it hardened. Alice was surprised to feel a twinge in her 
cunt. She knew it felt neat to rub her tit but hadn't realized she would 
feel it in her cunt if it were sucked. The nerves in her nipples were 
connected to her cunt.


Harry was having as much fun giving Alice a trip around the world as she was 
having getting it. He switched tits and sucked on her other nipple till it 
was as erect and hard as the first then laved his way down to her torso. 
Alice jumped again when he pushed his tongue into her navel. Harry continued 
down and wet down her pubic hair with his spit. Wow! He was going to lap her 
cunt! Alice lifted her hips off the bed offering Harry easy access to her 
soaking slit.


Harry wasn't ready yet. He ran his tongue along the length of the proffered 
cunt to collect the excess moisture, and continued on down the sides of her 
legs and the bottom of her feet. Alice wiggled and giggled. She didn't know 
why but this was real sexy. Harry sucked on each of her toes then turned her 
over and started up the back of her legs. When he reached the back of her 
knees Alice jumped again. She never knew she had so many sensitive spots.


Alice really wiggled when Harry licked the inside of her thighs. She lifted 
her hips and Harry licked her cunt again. Alice didn't know if she could 
last much longer, she was afraid she would have her orgasms before Harry 
ever got to lapping her cunt.


Alice almost bounced off the bed when Harry licked her ass crack. Wow! It 
felt real good, but how could he do something that nasty? Harry probed her 
asshole with his tongue. Alice almost went through the roof. Harry turned 
Alice on her back again. Jane had described what she'd done with David and 
Harry was going to give Alice as good a trip, he wasn't in any hurry.


He licked along the outer lips of Alice's cunt again then pushed his tongue 
between them to tickle her clit. Alice's clit was almost an inch long, as 
long as a baby boy's prick. He'd found out long ago that clits this long 
were usually very sensitive. He could really suck it into his mouth and give 
it a working over. He applied as much suction as he could and massaged the 
shaft with his tongue. He bobbed his head up and down. Alice bounced all 
over the bed.


It had been a lot of fun when she and Susan lapped each other's cunt but 
Harry really knew what he was doing. She'd started to have orgasms when 
Harry licked her ass now she was out of this world. Harry gathered her inner 
cunt lips into his mouth and gave them the same treatment he had given her 
clit.


Alice moaned and she tossed her head back and forth. When she was sure she 
couldn't take any more Harry eased up and gently licked just inside the 
outer lips of her cunt. Her orgasms subsided and her hips relaxed back onto 
the mattress.


Wow! If sex was always like this she wanted to have a lot of it. She had to 
try some of those things on Allen, and David too, if Susan didn't mind. 
She'd bet she could have David jumping all over the bed. Harry was right 
about sex! She wasn't thinking of how good Allen or David could make her 
feel, she was thinking of how good she could make them feel. Right now all 
she'd done was jerk Harry off. That wasn't right, not after what Harry had 
done for her. "Oh, Harry, I never felt anything like that before in my life. 
I'm glad mom wanted you to teach me about sex. I want to do things you now. 
Do You want to put it in me? I think I'd like that."


It was time for the language lecture. "I'd never want to put it in you Alice 
but I might want to fuck you. I enjoyed giving you that trip around the 
world. Your mother and I like to use the proper words for the proper 
occasions."


This wasn't quite as easy for Alice at first. "Uh, all right. Harry, will 
you, uh, fuck me?" Alice blushed. This was the first time she'd used that 
word with anyone but her sister.


Harry used the prepared excuse, "You aren't on the pill and I don't have a 
condom. I'm not getting a fourteen year old pregnant. I want to fuck you and 
when your mother gets you on the pill I will and I know I'll enjoy it, but 
not till then."


Alice was stopped by this. She hadn't thought it out but Harry was right. 
What else could she do? That trip around the world had been great. "Uh, then 
I guess I could do the same thing to you that you did to me." Suddenly she 
grinned. "I could practice on you so I know what to do with Allen and David. 
I'd like that. Can I do that to you? I've never, uh, I never sucked a cock 
before."


Harry's grinned. Alice hugged him and pursed her lips for a kiss. She 
realized that was wrong and opened her lips to brush his lips with her 
tongue. Harry opened his mouth to accept her tongue, she marveled again at 
how exciting it was. She rubbed her tongue against his and sucked his tongue 
into her mouth. It was just as good this time as it had been the time 
before.


Alice did the things Harry had done to her. She licked around to his ear, 
nibbled on his earlobe, and probed his ear canal. She got the same responses 
that he had gotten from her. She licked her way down his chest then licked 
one of his nipples. It got hard under her tongue just the way her nipples 
did! That was interesting, boy's nipples were sensitive too. She'd remember 
that when she did things with Allen and David. She licked the other nipple 
till it was in an aroused state and continued to the tongue probe of his 
navel. Harry jumped just as far as she had.


Alice licked her way down to Harry's aroused prick. Was she going to be able 
to get all of it into her mouth? Well she didn't have to try yet. She lapped 
up the drops of pre cum. Harry's hips came off the bed just as hers had. She 
did the same thing Harry had, she licked on down his legs.


Alice licked Harry's feet and got a good response from him. She turned him 
over and got his hips to jump when she licked the backs of his knees. He 
wiggled as much as she had while she laved his inner thighs. She wanted to 
lick Harry's hairy ass but her head stopped when she tried to move it in 
that direction. She settled for sucking on his balls. Each of them was a 
mouthful and the way Harry wiggled she knew it felt good to him.


Harry rolled over on his back and his prick was throbbing with his pulse. 
Alice licked all around Harry's prick. She noticed how he reacted more when 
she licked right under the pisshole so she continued doing it. Harry had his 
hips off the bed again and this time Alice took the plunge. She opened her 
mouth as wide as possible and lowered it over Harry's prick.


Harry's hips bucked and Alice had six inches of hard prick in her mouth. She 
felt the head of his prick hit the back of her throat and almost gagged. She 
swallowed to stop the reflex, that made Harry jump. Alice swallowed again. 
She lifted her head and pressed Harry's prick against the roof of her mouth 
with her tongue. As she lowered her head again Harry's hips came off the bed 
and drove another inch of his prick down her throat.


It didn't bother Alice, she swallowed and got another neat reaction from 
Harry. On her next head bob, her chin rested on Harry's balls and Her nose 
was in his crotch hair. It felt as if half his prick was pushed down her 
throat. She swallowed each time his cock pumped into her throat and got a 
neat reaction each time.


Even a mature male can't take much of this action. Harry grunted and lifted 
his hips one more time and a Jet of cum squirted right down Alice's throat. 
She lifted her head and sucked the rest of Harry's load from his gradually 
deflating prick. Alice kept right on nursing until Harry pulled her head 
away. He pulled her up beside him and hugged and kissed her.


Harry looked at the clock. The family would be home soon. He had time to 
give Alice a quick lap job before they arrived. He got between her legs and 
brought her to several orgasms in a rather short time.


Alice had lots of questions but Jane and the kids arrived before she had a 
chance to ask them. She resolved to corner her mother at the earliest 
possible time.


She did things that had Allen blushing that night. He did his best to keep 
up with her but she just had more experience than he had.


Chapter 5


Wednesday, April 6; Afternoon:


Alice didn't corner Joan until after school the next day. The rest of the 
kids were doing homework and she had a chance to discuss what had gone on. 
She was practically bursting. "Mom?"


Joan knew exactly what was coming. "Yes?"


"You know what Harry and I did last night?"


"Well, you jerked him off and licked his prick, then he gave you a trip 
around the world. You wanted him to fuck you but he wouldn't so you gave him 
the same treatment he gave you. By the way, he said you were a pretty good 
cocksucker. After that he lapped you cunt one more time before we got home."


Alice blushed when her mother referred to her as a cocksucker. Joan noticed 
the blush, "Don't be embarrassed. That's a compliment coming from Harry. You 
have the most fun when you know you're giving pleasure."


"Yeh, I found that out last night. I want to do those things with Allen and 
have him fuck me too. How soon can I go on the pill?"


"Well, As soon as Allen and Susan are initiated I'll get you to the 
gynecologist for a prescription. I don't suppose that will take more than a 
week."


"Oooo, good! Uh, mom?"


"Yes?"


"Was it fun doing things with David?"


"It sure was. Susan's going to have to fight me for that little bugger. It's 
fun to suck Harry's big cock, but I can do a lot more with David's little 
three incher. We adults have as much fun with sex as you kids do."


"Uh, how soon do you think it will be before you get a chance to initiate 
Allen?"


"Not long I expect. If it is, I won't get much peace around here. David's 
after my snatch. He didn't have a toothache yesterday he just wanted to get 
me alone."


"Oh, wow! could I do something with him while your teaching Allen and 
Susan?"


"No way! He could get you just as pregnant with his twelve year old cum as 
Harry could and he's more likely to, he can shoot off ten times in a row. 
You'll have to be satisfied with having your sister lap your cunt till 
things are set up."


Alice went beet red. "You know about that?"


"Yep, the two of you did it after you watched Harry and me screwing Sunday 
night."


"You know about that too?"


"Of course. We weren't being very quiet about it. We were tired of hiding."


"Oh! Uh, your not mad about Susan and me doing things, uh, lapping each 
other's cunts?"


"Why should I be. Sex is fun. Sally and I did that while we waited for the 
men to get ready again. It's a good way to pass the time. Anything you want 
to do with is perfectly okay as long as no one gets hurt. That 'hurt' means 
psychological too. You don't want anyone to do something that might bother 
them later."


Alice studied this philosophy for a while. "Harry told me the same thing and 
I guess I know what you mean. Harry licked my ass and I wanted to do it to 
him but I just couldn't make myself do it. He never said a word about it and 
he licked my ass again the last time he lapped my cunt. It felt real good 
when he did it to me but I just couldn't do it. It doesn't seem fair to have 
someone do something for you when you can't do the same thing for them."


"That's it, don't do it if it bothers you. You ought to think about that 
though. Did you think you'd like sucking Harry's cock?" "Gees, no. I was 
really frightened that I might gag if he shot off in my mouth."


"From what Harry said you rather enjoyed it, didn't you?"


"Uh, yeh, When I tasted his cum I liked it."


"Having your ass licked is neat and you can get a reaction from licking ass 
that's a lot of fun too. You might want to try it and find out if that isn't 
the same way. You can always stop if it really disturbs you. Men seem to 
react more to that than women. You might want to use it as a special treat 
someday on Allen. Don't do it till you're ready, then you'll have as much 
fun doing it as the rest of us."


"'The rest of you', did David to do it to you?"


"I didn't suggest it, he did it to me as soon as I did it to him, but that 
shouldn't make you do it. Wait until you're ready. Look what time it is, 
aren't you supposed to be doing your homework?"


Alice went to do her homework but didn't do too well. There was too much 
else on her mind.


Wednesday, April 6; Evening:


That night Harry had to work late. David let the cat out of the bag, and the 
boys went on to bigger and better things. The kids had their nightly show 
and David went to Allen's room to discuss what was going on, and 
incidentally for a mutual jerk off. It sure felt better when Allen jerked 
him off. Not as good as fucking Joan or having her suck his prick but he 
couldn't figure a way to get alone with Joan.


Allen was ready and willing. He still thought a mutual jerk off was the 
greatest. They fondled each other's prick, not wanting to be too quick about 
it when David made the slip. "Gee, having you jerk me off is almost as good 
as getting a blow job."


Allen was startled, what the hell was David talking about? "Huh? When did 
you ever get a blow job?"


To Allen's astonishment, David started to cry. He huddled up on a corner of 
the bed and cried as if his heart was breaking. Allen couldn't stand to see 
his happy go lucky brother in this condition. David wasn't a cry baby, he 
couldn't remember the last time he'd seen David cry.


He put his arm around David and made soothing noises. "It can't be that bad. 
I don't mind if you were making things up. Why are you crying so?" David 
continued to sob, "Uh, I promised not to let you know what was going to 
happen. I promised dad and Joan and they'll never forgive me." This didn't 
make sense but Allen continued to soothe his kid brother. "I'll never let on 
I know, David. Whatever it is I won't let them know that you told me. What 
could be so bad? Uh, you said you had a blow job. When could that have 
happened and how could they have found out? You're not making sense."


David calmed down some and sat there looking at his brother. "I don't think 
you can keep it from them. You'll have to be a good actor or Joan will know 
right away."


This was very perplexing, "Why would I have to put on an act? Why would Joan 
know right away? What will she know?" Allen threw his arms up into the air. 
"What the hell are you talking about?"


David started to sob again and Allen made some more soothing noises. David 
took a deep breath. "Uh, I guess the best way is to tell it from the start."


David got some Kleenex, wiped his eyes, blew his nose, looked at his 
brother, and took a couple more deep breaths. "It all happened when I was on 
restriction on Sunday, Joan sucked my cock, I fucked her, and I lapped her 
cunt."


Now Allen was really startled. "I don't believe it! Why would she do that?"


David's sobbing had eased off. "Well, dad and Joan both want us kids to be 
trained right when it comes to sex and they saw us jerking off at the 
window. They figured that we might do more things soon and decided they had 
to work fast. Joan, uh, what's the word, oh, seduced me on Sunday and dad 
did the same with Alice last night. Joan is going to do the same thing with 
you next time you get grounded and dad is going to do it with Susan as soon 
as they find some reason to ground her."


Having revealed this much David was a little more relaxed, he grinned at 
Allen. "I didn't have a toothache yesterday. I wanted to be alone with Joan 
and we did the same things again."


"Wow! I don't believe it." Allen's needle might have been stuck but his mind 
was going a mile a minute. He did believe it. His brother might tell stories 
sometimes but he couldn't be making up something like this. He wanted to 
hear all the details. It was obvious that his little brother knew a lot more 
about sex than he did. "Gee, David, you gotta tell me everything that 
happened. You just gotta! Please?"


David led Allen, step by step, and lick by lick, through the trip around the 
world. When David got to the bit about the nipples, Allen rubbed his and 
felt them erect. Every now and then he squeezed his brother's prick and 
forced his own prick through David's loosely clenched fist. David got to 
where Joan sucked his prick into her mouth and his brother stopped him. 
"Gee, what does it feel like to have your cock sucked?"


David hesitated, "Uh, I can't describe it. You have to feel it."


That didn't satisfy Allen, "Can't you give me an idea?"


David opened his mouth to answer, had a thought, then he stopped. He made 
another false start, cocked his head to one side, blushed beet red, and 
blurted out the next sentence in a whisper. "Uh, Allen, If you won't think 
I'm queer, and you want me to, I'll show you."


David hung his head and wouldn't look at his brother. Was Allen going to 
despise him for the suggestion. He wanted to suck Allen's prick but he 
didn't want his big brother to think badly of him. Allen turned the idea 
over in his mind. Allen looked at his brother and took a long time 
answering. David was thinking the worst.


Allen finally came through. "I couldn't think you were queer. You get a hard 
on when Susan holds your hand. You wouldn't want to do things with the girls 
if you were gay. You wouldn't invent a toothache just to be with Joan if you 
were gay either. There's just no way you could be a queer and that's all 
there is to it. Uh," Allen came through with the clincher, "I don't think 
I'm queer and if you suck me off, I'll do the same thing for you."


During this statement David slowly turned back to look at Allen. By the time 
Allen had finished David had a big grin on his face. "Would you? Wow! That 
would be neat! I'd like to give you a trip around the world like Joan gave 
me but we don't have time. Lie back on the bed and I'll give you the best 
blow job I can. I'm probably not as good as Joan. She's had a lot of 
practice."


Allen moved to the center of the bed and spread his legs. David crawled 
between them and took Allen's prick in his hand. There was a drop of pre cum 
on the tip. David grinned at his brother and licked it off. Allen's hips 
jerked. David grinned again. This was going to be fun. He wanted to see how 
much he could make Allen wiggle and how many times he could make his 
brother's hips jerk.


David had taken lessons from Joan and he wasn't in too much of a hurry. He 
licked all the way up the underside of Allen's prick where he knew it was 
most sensitive. He moved down and, as he'd described to Allen, he sucked his 
balls one at a time. Allen lifted his hips off the bed and David licked his 
ass crack and rubbed his asshole with his tongue.


To David's delight, Allen almost went through the roof. "How could you put 
your tongue there?"


David stopped for a second. "Gee, I don't know. Joan did it to me and I 
didn't think I could ever do it, but when it came time, I did it right back 
to her and it wasn't nasty at all. I knew it would feel good to you so I 
just did it. It's fun to make you jump like that."


David went back to work, he licked back up the underside of Allen's prick 
and collected a few more drops of pre cum. He rubbed Allen's prick with his 
tongue. He ovaled his lips and slid his mouth down over the head of Allen's 
prick. Allen's hips shot up off the bed and pushed his five inch prick into 
David's sucking mouth.


David bobbed his head. Allen flexed his hips. David copied the things that 
Joan had done to him but his brother's prick was bigger than his. He did the 
best he could. He pushed Allen's prick against the roof of his mouth with 
his tongue and sucked as hard as he could.


David's tongue massaged the underside of Allen's prick each time he bobbed 
his head. Allen reached his limit and his cum flooded David's mouth. It 
tasted even better coming right from Allen's prick than it did when he 
licked it from his hand.


It was neat the way he made Allen's hips fly up off the bed. It was as much 
fun making Allen feel good as it was to make Joan feel good. He hoped Allen 
liked sucking his prick as much as he liked sucking Allen's.


David gently sucked on Allen's shrinking cock until it was completely soft 
and Allen's hips were relaxed on the bed before he let Allen's limp prick 
slip out of his mouth. He licked a stray drop of cum from his lips, and 
grinned at his older brother. "See, wasn't that better than having someone 
jerk you off? I thought I would go up the wall the first time Joan sucked 
the cum out of my prick."


Allen was breathless, "Wow! It sure was neat. It was awesome! That bit about 
licking my ass, though. That almost put me through the roof. I don't know if 
I can do that to you but I'll try. It seems awfully yucky."


David hesitated for a couple of seconds. He'd digested quite a bit of 
philosophy about sex in the last few days. He thought it was only right he 
should pass it on. "Uh, Allen, both dad and Joan say you should never do 
anything you don't want to. I know you said you'd do it but if you don't 
want to suck me off that's all right, and if you think licking my ass would 
bother you, you don't have to try it. They both say that sex is supposed to 
be fun for both people and if it isn't fun for one of them then the other 
one doesn't have much fun either. I don't want you to do anything for me 
that you don't want to do.


"I don't think it'd be much fun for me and it wouldn't feel nearly as good. 
I had fun sucking your cock and It was neat making you jump by licking your 
ass. If you want I'll do it for you again but if you don't want to do it to 
me, you don't have to. Even if you don't want to do those things to me, I 
want to suck you off again. I like sucking your cock and making you feel 
good."


Allen looked at his brother and didn't know what to say. For the first time 
in years Allen hugged his brother to him and kissed him on his mouth. David 
had been reconditioned when it came to responding to a kiss. He pushed his 
tongue between his brother's lips.


Allen was startled but he'd heard of french kissing from the boys at school. 
He cautiously opened his mouth and let David's tongue touch his. Wow! He 
rubbed tongues with his brother and that was wild. He pushed his tongue into 
David's mouth and his prick started to harden. David had just given him the 
best come of his life. He wanted to make David feel just as good as David 
had made him feel. He remembered David's description of a trip around the 
world, especially the bit about the nipples.


He pushed his brother back on the bed and got over him. He moved down


on the bed and stopped to lick David's nipple. Sure enough the nipple 
hardened to a point and David got goose flesh and wiggled. Boys did have 
sensitive nipples!


Allen copied David. He held his brother's prick between his fingers and 
licked a drop of pre cum from the head. Making David jump like that was fun. 
He sucked on David's balls and David lifted his hips. He licked David's ass 
crack right below his balls and couldn't go any farther. He was disappointed 
but he just couldn't do it. He licked under David's balls once more and 
licked his way back up the underside of David's prick to the head.


True to form as soon as Allen's mouth covered his prick David shot a load of 
cum into his mouth. Allen knew his brother by this time and swallowed the 
cum but kept on sucking. It took a little longer before David's body jerked 
again. Spurt, spurt, spurt, dribble, dribble; David fed Allen another load 
of cum. Allen sucked on David's still hard prick until David's hips relaxed 
and moved down onto the bed again.


David was right it was fun sucking the cum out of David's prick and making 
him wiggle and jump like that. He'd suck David's prick any time David wanted 
him to do it even if David didn't suck his cock in return.


Allen let David's prick slide out of his mouth and grinned at his brother. 
David felt he wasn't being fair. "Gee, you made me come twice. Let me suck 
you off again before dad gets home."


David got into a sixty nine position. Allen's prick wasn't fully hardened so 
David sucked on his brother's balls then pushed his tongue up Allen's ass. 
Allen's prick became rigid and David sucked it into his mouth.


David's prick was in front of Allen's face. He took a deep breath, licked up 
David's ass crack, and over his pucker. David Jumped the same way Allen did. 
It wasn't nasty at all. It was fun making David jump that way. He wondered 
if he could make Alice jump. Allen licked David's ass till David moved back 
to Allen's prick then he moved back to sucking David's cock.


Both boys had come several times and they had more staying power. Tensions 
gradually build up and each bobbed his head and fucked his prick into his 
brother's mouth as fast as they could. It was a while before David's prick 
erupted into Allen's mouth. That set Allen off and he shot off too.


They gently sucked on each other's prick until Allen's was limp and then 
they hugged and kissed some more. They parted and grinned at each other.


"There, see, I told you. Licking ass isn't so bad after all."


"I guess you're right. You just have to make yourself do it the first time, 
then it's all right."


David related all the other things that he'd done with Joan. Allen hung on 
to his every word.


"David, how do I get Joan to do things with me?"


"Gee, you can't, that would give away the fact that I told you. You just 
have to wait until she, uh, seduces you."


Allen thought for a moment, "Uh, yeh, I guess that's right. What should I do 
so she doesn't guess?"


David studied that question, "Well, if she tries the same thing with you 
that she did with me, act a little scared and go along with her. Just let 
her lead you, maybe she won't find out."


At this point Allen was impatient. "Gee, I hope she does it quick. I can 
hardly wait."


David was practical about it, "You'll have to wait until you're grounded for 
something. That's the way it worked with Alice and me. Oooo, I have an Idea. 
Why don't you leave your bed unmade tomorrow morning. We always get punished 
for that, and it is something we do now and then."


Allen grinned at his brother. "That's a good idea. I love you David."


The boys kissed again and separated. David barely made it back to his room 
before Harry got home.


Chapter 6


Thursday, April 7, Afternoon:


Allen followed David's suggestion and as expected he was caught out the next 
day for failing to make his bed. Harry was more than a little puzzled about 
that. David was careless about making his bed about once a month, but it had 
been more than a year since Allen had forgotten. Allen was still doing his 
homework that night when Harry got home. David took the opportunity to 
corner his father in the kitchen while he helped his father prepare dinner. 
"Uh, dad?"


"Yes?"


David grinned, "Did you have as good a time Tuesday night as I had Tuesday 
afternoon?"


Harry grinned back at his son. "You're getting pretty personal there, young 
feller, but I expect I did."


David had the grace to blush. "Aw, I knew what you were going to do. You 
told me yourself. Did Alice do some of the things with you that I did with 
Joan? Did she have as much fun doing them as I did?"


Harry realized that he'd opened the door, "I guess I did tell you and maybe 
I shouldn't have done that. I won't tell you anything that happened between 
us. It's just not proper, never kiss and tell. Why did you ask?"


"Well, if you've already done things with Alice, could I see if she wants to 
do things with me?"


Harry thought about that. "David, if your sure no one will overhear, you can 
talk to her about what happened to you and what you'd like to do, but that's 
all. I don't want you doing things with her for three reasons.


"First; she's not on the pill yet and you could get her pregnant. Second; 
she's your brother's girl and you shouldn't get in ahead of him. Would you 
like him to get with Susan before you do? Third; Allen or Susan would find 
out. There's no way you kids can really hide from each other."


David scowled, "Gees, I guess your right. I just hadn't thought it all out. 
I'm sorry, dad. I shouldn't even have had to ask about it."


Harry hugged his young son. "David, you had thought it out. You wanted me to 
say no. If you didn't care, you wouldn't have asked, you'd have gone ahead 
and done it. I want you to talk to me about anything, not only sex, whenever 
you have any doubts. Talking things over with someone you trust sometimes 
makes your own thoughts clearer to you."


David was willing to make the best of things. "Then it would be all right if 
I talk to Alice about the things we've done?"


Harry nodded. "Just remember to be sure neither Allen and Susan hear about 
our advanced sex education classes."


David was satisfied with this concession. "Okay, dad, I promise."


Allen came downstairs, the three of them had dinner, and they all trooped 
next door for some games or TV as they usually did when all the kids 
finished their homework in the afternoon. They just got in when the phone 
rang. Joan's boss had tickets to a concert and he couldn't use them, could 
Joan use them at this late date?


Thursday, April 7; Evening:


There was a conference. The kids promised they would be in their own houses 
at nine o'clock and in their own beds by ten o'clock. Harry looked directly 
at David while this discussion was going on and Joan looked directly at 
Alice. Both of them understood exactly what they were being told.


The adults left and Susan went to pick out some records to put on the hi-fi. 
Allen joined her and David whispered to Alice that he had to talk to her. 
Alice knew exactly what David wanted to talk about and she there was a 
record at the Black house that she wanted to listen to. She and David went 
to get it.


"What's so important, David?"


"You know, what we've done with your mother and my father."


"Yeh, I know, but I can't do anything with you until I get on the pill. 
Besides that I think I want to do things with Allen first."


"I thought that, I want to do things with Susan first too, and I wouldn't 
want to do things with you before you did them with Allen. Uh, but after 
that do you want to do things with me? I'd like to do things with you if you 
want."


"Oh, David, of course. I want to do things with you too. It sounds a little 
scary but I think I'd like to have all four of us do something together 
sometimes. We do it now at the bedroom window."


"Gee, that would be neat. It was a lot of fun doing things with your mother. 
Did you like the things you did with dad?"


"I sure did, but he wouldn't, uh, fuck me. I really wanted him to do that. 
Did You really get to fuck mom. What was it like?"


"Gee, yeh, it was neat, but I really can't describe something like that. 
Could you describe what it felt like to have your, uh, cunt lapped?"


David wasn't too comfortable about using four letter words, he was following 
his father's teachings, he was supposed to use those words with Alice 
because he was talking to someone whose cunt he wanted to lap.


Alice pondered, "I guess you're right. I couldn't really describe the 
feeling. I'll just have to wait till Allen fucks me and I find out. I hope 
mom gets to him soon."


"He left his bed unmade this morning so he is on restriction. I hope dad 
gets to Susan real soon too. Uh, what I really wanted to talk about was 
tonight. I'll talk to Allen and you talk to Susan. We haven't put on a show 
together since Sunday night. I want to see you again. I think you're 
beautiful." David blushed. "Uh, can I feel your tit? Do you think that would 
be all right? We won't do anything else." Alice gave David a peck on the 
cheek and grinned at him. "Well we aren't supposed to but if I let you feel 
my tit will you let me feel your prick."


David didn't even answer but he shyly reached over and molded one of Alice's 
tits and felt the nipple harden. Alice reached down, felt his hard prick, 
and rubbed it a little. Both of them, wanted to do more than that but they 
weren't going to get into any trouble right now. On the way back to the 
Wright house Alice said she thought his idea about the show was a good one.


As soon as they got back and put the record on David passed the information 
on to Allen and Alice made the suggestion to Susan. Both were enthusiastic 
about the idea. They couldn't wait to get started. At eight the boys went 
back to their house.


The boys made a beeline for Allen's bed room, Susan and Alice were waiting 
in Alice's room with the shades up and the lights on. As soon as the boys 
came in the girls started to strip.


The boys followed suit and before long all four of them were nude. David had 
an idea and he whispered to Allen that they should jerk each other off.


Once the were all nude Susan stopped and looked at Alice. "Remember what we 
said we'd do the next time the boys were both watching?" Alice blushed beet 
red. "Oh gee, I don't think I could do it." This reticence didn't stop 
Susan, "All right, I don't mind, I'll lap your cunt, then we'll see what the 
boys do."


Both girls blushed as they got in position. Each of the boys reached for the 
other's prick and watched what was going on in the other bedroom. Alice 
stood three quarters toward the window with hips forward and her legs 
spread. Susan knelt before her. She licked along Alice's cunt and buried her 
face in her sister's crotch.


The girls were giving them a real show. What could they do in return, 
jerking each other off would be awfully tame after this. David had the 
obvious thought and blushed. Could he suck Allen's cock with the girls 
watching? Susan was lapping Alice's cunt while he watched!


The boys really couldn't see very much. Susan's head would get in the way 
when ever she went deep into Alice's cunt. David could figure out what Susan 
was doing but Allen had to guess. The thing he could really see was when 
Susan sucked on Alice's clit. That had his prick drooling pre cum.


David's breath would catch each time Susan moved in and thrust her tongue 
between Alice's inner cunt lips. He could tell by the change in motion when 
Susan licked or sucked Alice's cunt lips into her mouth. He wished he was 
sucking on Alice's cunt.


Neither boy paid any attention to what he was doing. Each pumped his hand 
along his brother's prick in time with the motions of Susan's head, and each 
fucked his prick through his brother's hand. Alice threw her head back and 
her crotch forward and jets of cum arched out of both boys pricks. Neither 
of them had wanted that to happen while the girls weren't watching but they 
couldn't help themselves.


It was David's turn to suck Allen's prick but Allen didn't have a hard on 
since he'd just shot off. What could he do? Allen had gotten hard as soon as 
he licked his ass last night, he do it again even though the girls were 
watching. He got on his knees behind his brother and applied his tongue 
where it would do the most good.


The girls watched, Alice let the cat out of the bag. "How can he do that? I 
couldn't do it to Harry." Susan did a double take. "What do you mean, 'you 
couldn't do it to Harry.'"


Alice put it off. "Uh, I'll tell you later, let's just watch now." They 
watched.


David's ploy worked. Allen's prick was hard and David moved around to his 
front. He licked the drops of pre cum from Allen's pisshole and the 
remaining cum from the rest of Allen's prick. The fact the girls were 
watching made what he was doing more exciting. He sucked Allen's balls and 
licked his sensitive spots before he sucked his brother's prick into his 
mouth.


Susan and Alice watched David work his brother over. Susan's hand moved to 
Alice's crotch and Alice's hand moved to Susan's. Each slid a finger into 
her sister's cunt and pumped it in and out. They'd never thought of the boys 
sucking each other off. They thought only gays did that and both of them 
were sure that their boy wasn't gay. Well, they weren't gay either, the boys 
were doing the same thing they did.


The boys were in profile to the window and the girls could see Allen's prick 
riding in and out of David's mouth. David hollowed his cheeks with the 
suction he was applying. Allen's hips pumped his prick in and out of David's 
mouth faster and faster. Allen's head went back and his hips thrust forward. 
The girls watched David swallow Allen's cum. Alice wished she was drinking 
that load of cum.


Both girls were pumping their own hips back and forth and they were 
experiencing multiple orgasms. Each of them withdrew her fingers from her 
sister's cunt and idly sucked their fingers into their mouth as she watched 
David slow his head bobbing and let Allen's limp prick slide from his mouth. 
They hadn't seen Allen's cum shoot out but it was even more exciting to 
watch David swallow it.


The girls looked at each other. They had no way of letting the boys see what 
they did in the same detail that the boys could show them. Alice was ready 
lap Susan's cunt. Susan pondered the problem of giving the boys a better 
view. "Gee, how can we do it so the boys can see it as good as we can?"


Susan looked around the room, "Suppose we pull the bed over and you lay so 
they can see you through the window."


The girls moved the furniture around and the boys wondered what they were 
doing. Susan took her position on the bed and David whistled. Everything was 
there for him to see, the pink inner lips, the bump over them, even the cute 
pucker that he wanted to push his tongue in to make her jump. He'd never 
seen this much of Susan before.


He wished he was going to lap Susan's cunt. He wished his father and Joan 
would get on with the seduction of Allen and Susan. It seemed like forever 
since Joan seduced him. He'd lap Susan's cunt all day even if she didn't 
want to suck his cock.


Alice got into position and the boys could see more of what was going on. 
Alice licked Susan's inner cunt lips and Susan's hip rise up off the bed. 
She licked Susan's clit then sucked on it for a moment and Susan's hips 
wiggled. Alice switched activities. The boys heard Susan moan and saw her 
hips twitch as Alice applied her mouth to different sensitive spots. Susan's 
hands pressed Alice's head to her crotch and she rubbed her cunt all over 
Alice's face before she pushed Alice away. David shot off another load of 
cum and Allen's prick hardened again.


Allen licked David's cum off his hand as they discussed how they should put 
on their show. Allen was no longer bothered that the girls would see him 
sucking David's prick. As David had found out, someone watching a sex act 
made it more exciting. It was an interesting discovery. He could remember 
loosing his hard on in the boys room at school if he thought someone would 
see him jerking off.


The boys used almost the same position the girls had. The girls took up 
their position at the window and each inserted a finger in her sister's cunt 
again. It felt good to pump your cunt on your sister's finger while you 
watched one of the boys suck the other one's prick. You could make your 
orgasm happen at the same time the boy shot off and that was neat.


Allen licked a drop of cum from David's pisshole, cleaned the rest of


the cum from his prick, and sucked on his balls. When he finished the 
preliminaries, David's hips were arched off the bed begging Allen to take 
his prick in his mouth. David was true to form. As soon as Allen's lips 
closed around his cock, spurt, spurt, spurt, dribble, dribble, dribble; 
David fed Allen a load of cum.


The girls knew David had shot off by the way Allen swallowed. Allen moved 
his head very slowly as it bobbed up and down with most of David's spit 
covered prick appearing each time Allen raised his head. Allen wanted to 
make this last as long as possible for David.


In spite of Allen's slow movement it wasn't long before David threw his head 
back, pressed Allen's head against his crotch with his hands, and futilely 
tried to push his miniature prick down Allen's throat.


The tension again built up in David's loins and his hips came up off the 
bed. His hips jerked with each spasm as the cum jetted out of his prick 
again. Each time it happened, David thought that this was the best come of 
his life. When he thought to look in the opposite window he saw the girls' 
hips jerking and his hips jerked again as one more dribble of cum was 
ejected from his balls.


Again there were conferences in both houses. It wasn't quite nine thirty 
yet. They still had half an hour and the girls decided to let the boys watch 
them sixty nine. The boys watched and did the same for the girls. It took 
longer this time and the boys could feel the climax building up over a 
period of time before they finally sucked a load of cum out of each other's 
cock.


All four kids were satiated. David went back to his room. Susan turned out 
the light in Alice's room but didn't leave. She wanted to find out what 
Alice meant about not being able to lick Harry's ass. "Alice, what did you 
mean by, 'you couldn't do it to Harry.'"


Alice had hoped that Susan would forget about her slip. "Uh, please don't 
make me tell you, Susan, I wasn't supposed to let you know." Susan wasn't 
buying that, "But I want to know, and just having a hint is a lot worse than 
knowing the whole story. When did you have a chance to lick Harry's ass. I 
bet I could. Did he lick your ass? Did you do anything else with Harry? It 
sounds like you did. Did he fuck you? Wow! Is his prick big. You gotta tell 
me all about it, you just gotta!"


Susan had been too busy before to give Alice's remark her full attention. 
Now, she was jumping up and down in her excitement. She wasn't going to let 
her sister put her off with 'it was a secret'. Alice realized Susan might do 
something that would spoil everything. Alice didn't want anything to get in 
the way of her having Allen in bed. She would tell Susan everything and they 
would plan together so that Harry wouldn't realize that Susan knew. "I guess 
I ought to start at the beginning. Mom, dad, Harry, and Sally used to do 
things together before dad and Sally died just like mom and Harry do now.."


Alice was interrupted by Susan's, "Wow!".


"Well, mom saw the boys jerking off Saturday night then went to Harry's and 
saw us finger fucking ourselves. They were afraid we might get together with 
the boys soon. Mom wanted us to get some sex instructions from an 
experienced person. She also thought the boys should get some instructions 
so they knew what to do when they got together with us." Susan whistled, 
"You mean that Harry's going to do those things with me and mom is going to 
do those things with both the boys?"


Alice grinned at her little sister, "Well, mom's already done things with 
David. The way she says it 'she sucked his cock, fucked him, and got him to 
lap her cunt. He even licked her ass, that's why I'm so mad I couldn't do 
it. She says he's real good and you're going to have to fight her for him, 
but I think she's kidding."


"She has! Wow!" Susan thought for a minute. "I'll bet it was last Sunday, 
that's why he did so many more things Sunday night."


"Well, mom says as soon as all four of us get educated, she'll get us on the 
pill and we can do things with the boys. I think I want Allen to be the 
first one to fuck me. Harry wouldn't because I wasn't on the pill. He lapped 
my cunt and I sucked his prick. It was real neat." Susan was almost jumping 
up and down. "I want to do those things too. How do I get Harry to do those 
things with me?"


Alice considered, "Gee, you have to get grounded and get left home with him. 
Hey, tomorrow's your day to clean up after breakfast, why don't you just 
forget to do it? Uh, Allen's already on restriction, you'll probably have to 
wait till mom's finished with him."


Susan thought that was a good idea. "Gee, yeh. I can hardly wait!" Friday 
morning Susan arranged to be grounded. Now she just had to wait for her turn 
with Harry.


Chapter 7


Friday, April 8; Evening:


Joan and Harry decided it wasn't necessary to sneak out on Friday night. 
They didn't want to leave the kids to themselves at this stage of the game. 
They just might get themselves in too deep and not be able to stop what they 
were doing.


The rest of the schedule was completely worked out. Susan and Allen were on 
notice that they were to be grounded. Joan would give Allen his sex lessons 
that evening, Harry would seduce Susan and give her sex lessons on Sunday, 
and Joan could take the girls to the gynecologist Monday.


The kids were surprised when Joan said she was too tired to go out with 
Harry that night. They caught on quickly when Harry suggested he take the 
kids to the movies. Oops, Allen was grounded. It slipped everyone's mind 
that Susan was due for grounding too. That would have spoiled everything.


Allen knew what was expected. He gave Joan enough time to prepare herself, 
pretended to be nonchalant, and wandered into her house. Joan was there with 
her skirt up and her legs spread. He didn't have to put on an act. His prick 
was already hard in anticipation, he blushed and got confused. Just as his 
brother had done he tried look up Joan's skirt without appearing to be doing 
it. He wanted to examine the cunt displayed as closely as possible. Joan 
made sure that he was getting more and more of an eyeful. Even if he hadn't 
known the next move he would have dashed for the bathroom.


Allen had his pants around his ankles and was sitting on the john fondling 
his hard prick when Joan opened the bathroom door and walked in on him as 
expected. He followed what David said he'd done and pushed his prick between 
his thighs and squeezed them together. Even though he knew what was going to 
happen he didn't have to act, his blushes almost reached the intensity of 
his red headed brother's.


Joan went through the motions of a double take that she'd used with David. 
This sequence had gotten spectacular results last time there was no reason 
it shouldn't work again. It was amazing how closely Allen's reactions 
followed David's. "Oh! I'm sorry, Allen, I didn't realize you were in here. 
Uh, what are you doing?"


Allen thought he was prepared but somehow being caught up in the game was 
scary. It was very helpful that Joan was using the same approach on him that 
she'd used with David. Allen had gone over that script in fine detail with 
David several times in the last few days. He had it memorized every line 
along with all the stage directions and blocking.


"Oh, don't hide your prick, Allen, you haven't been hiding it from Alice for 
the past week. I'd like to see your prick up close. I haven't been able to 
get too good a view of it, watching you from our dining room window."


This gave Allen his cue and he found his tongue in order to recite the lines 
the way he had rehearsed them with David. "Uh, you know what Alice and I 
have been doing?"


Joan continued with the lines that would cue Allen as to what to say and do 
next. "Of course, when you kids started to go up to bed without any argument 
last week I got curious. It was Saturday that I caught sight of David 
jerking off in the window.


When I checked your window you were pumping away on that nice looking five 
incher of yours, I had to assume Alice was putting on as good a show for you 
as you were putting on for her. As a matter of fact I went over to your 
house and your father and I watched the girls finger fuck themselves."


Allen gave his line at this point. "You're not mad at us? You aren't going 
to punish us?"


This was so much a repetition of her seduction of David that Joan fell right 
in with it. "Why? For doing what comes naturally. No punishment is going to 
stop you from behaving normal and being interested in sex. We'd be foolish 
if we thought we could stop you. What we can do is see that you are 
knowledgeable about what you're doing. Now, let me see what you're hiding 
between your legs there. I want to get a feel of it and teach you how to use 
it properly."


Jane went over to Allen and pried his thighs apart. Allen's hard prick 
jumped out from between his thighs. Joan spread the drop of pre cum over its 
head with her thumb. Allen found that a woman holding your cock felt even 
better than having your brother hold it. He knew he was about to find out 
how it felt to have a woman suck your cock, how fucking felt, and what cunt 
tasted like. He wanted to get started right away but he had to follow the 
script. "You're going to do things with me?"


It was time for the four letter word lesson. "Allen, we're not going to do 
things. We'll fuck, I'll suck your cock, and if you want, you'll lap my 
cunt. We might even sixty nine and do some other things. I'm holding your 
prick and when you get up the nerve I want you to stick your finger in my 
cunt. If you're going to enjoy sex you might as well use the proper words."


Allen went scarlet, this was something David hadn't mentioned. He never used 
those words except with David and the boys at school. He took a deep breath 
and grinned to cover his embarrassment. "Well, uh, yeh, I want to fuck you 
and lap your cunt. I want you to suck my cock too." He took another deep 
breath, " Gee, it does feel better when you say things like that.


He kept up his ignorant pose, "But, but, why do you want to do things like 
that with me. David and I saw you do things," Allen stopped and grinned at 
Joan again, "uh, fuck dad on the couch Saturday night. You sucked his cock 
then while he lapped your cunt. I saw dad's prick when it was hard for the 
first time, it's a lot bigger than mine. Why do you want to, uh, suck my 
prick and have me fuck you with my little prick when you can have one as big 
as Pop's?"


Joan gave Allen a hug, "You bet I want to do things with you, and, as I told 
David -"


Allen interrupted and put on a good act. "You did things with David?"


Joan still wasn't suspicious, "I sure did. He's a good little fucker and I 
enjoyed his little three incher. As I was saying, - don't worry about the 
size of your prick. There's an old saying 'it isn't the size, it's the way 
you use it'. A woman can get just as much pleasure out a cock the size of 
yours or even one the size of David's, as she can get out of your father's 
monster. I wanted to suck that cock of yours when I saw you jerking off."


Allen frowned and followed his brother's script. "Is it right to do them 
with you when you do them with dad?"


Joan told Allen of the family sex arrangements and the fact that Harry knew 
what was going on. "Another thing, outside of the fun that I'm going to 
have, we want you kids to be knowledgeable. I don't want Alice to have her 
first fuck from a rank amateur. I want to teach you how it should be done. 
She'll enjoy it much more that way and so will you. We'll talk more later 
and you should talk to your father too. Now I want to get you in bed. My 
cunt's practically dripping."


Joan kept hold of Allen's prick and led him to the bedroom the same way 
David told him she had done with him. Allen was tense and she figured that 
he was on the verge of coming. A kid his age was bound to have a hair 
trigger and unless he was like his brother and could keep his hard on, he 
would be out of commission for a while. She sat him on the bed, leaned over, 
and sucked his prick into her mouth.


Allen emulated David; spurt, spurt, spurt, dribble, dribble, dribble; Joan 
found that his cum was almost as delicately flavored as David's. Joan 
swallowed it all and kept massaging his shrinking prick with her tongue. She 
didn't release his prick from her mouth until it was limp. Allen was 
crestfallen. He'd hardly had time to feel her mouth on his prick. He'd done 
nothing for Joan and now he knew he couldn't perform for a while. He had 
wanted to fuck Joan and now he couldn't, at least for a while.


Joan was reading his mind. "That's all right, Allen, don't be disturbed. You 
were so horny that you'd have shot off if your prick barely touched me. I 
know it'll be hard again before very long. Remember I saw how quickly you 
recovered your hard on when you were giving a show for Alice. As soon as you 
get hard we'll see what else I can show you how to do. I know you want to 
fuck me and get a real blow job and I know there's one way for you to get 
hard again in a hurry." That line hadn't been in the script David had given 
him. "Uh, how can I do that?"


Joan lay back on the bed and spread her legs and raised her knees a bit. 
"Why don't you scoot down between my legs and examine my cunt. You'll be 
able to see a lot more about how a woman's made that way than you can see 
from across the yard. As David said a woman's plumbing is much better hidden 
than a boys. I'm sure you want to find out more about it."


This was in the script and Allen sure did want to examine the inside of 
Joan's cunt, he followed her advice. Allen knelt down between her legs and 
moved his head to within a foot of her cunt.


Gee, David had been right again, there was a real good smell down here! 
Allen sniffed. He moved his hand toward Joan's cunt, almost touched it, then 
he hesitated. He looked at Joan with raised eyebrows. This was a repeat of 
what had happened with David.


Joan wasn't trying to be original in her response either she used 
practically the same words she had used with David. "Go ahead. It doesn't 
have teeth and it won't bite you. Explore as much as you want, I'll enjoy 
having you play with my cunt. Wouldn't you like to have Alice play with your 
prick?"


Allen gently ran a finger along the outer lips of her cunt. Joan reached 
down and spread them apart to give Allen a better view. The good smell was 
stronger. Allen touched Joan's clit and she wiggled. He grinned, rubbed it 
harder, and Joan wiggled some more. Allen turned his attention to the inner 
lips. He ran a finger along them, it slipped right in the slick hole. There 
was lots of room in there. He stuck another two fingers in and wiggled them 
around. Joan squirmed some more.


Just as David had, Allen found the smell real interesting. He leaned his 
head closer and sniffed. It was Joan's cunt that smelled that way. David 
said it was fun lapping cunt and that he liked to do it. He leaned closer 
and licked the inner lips of Joan's cunt. Joan's hips came off the bed. Cunt 
tasted good. Joan raised her hips to get more of the action. Her pucker 
wasn't as cute as David's but he knew how good it was to get your ass 
licked. He licked down and pushed his tongue into her asshole. Wow! Did that 
make Joan jump.


This was as much fun as David said it was. He got as much pleasure making 
Joan jump as he had when she sucked his prick into her mouth. He licked his 
way back to her cunt and went to work in earnest. He tried to remember 
everything that David told him.


He licked her clit, he rubbed it with his tongue then sucked it between his 
lips and massaged it some more. He had Joan moaning now and she was still 
squirming. Allen knew that he must be doing things right. He sucked the 
inner lips into his mouth and massaged them with his tongue. Joan tossed her 
head back and forth just like David said she did that when she was coming. 
He was glad David had told him what to do and that that he could do this to 
Joan.


Joan wondered what it was with these adolescent virgins. They brought her 
off in half the time that Harry could. Harry was much more expert but these 
kids were much more exciting. Joan was on her fourth orgasm already and 
she'd had enough for the moment.


She pushed Allen's head away and grinned at him. Allen wasn't that much 
older than David and he was male. She used same technique on Allen that 
she'd used on David, she bolstered his ego a little. "Boy, you didn't need 
any instruction on how to lap cunt. Are you sure you never did that before? 
You do that good with Alice and she'll never let you go. Your father isn't 
much better than you are and he's had years of experience."


Allen's chest puffed out. He hadn't disgraced himself and he'd made Joan 
feel real good. David was right again. Making Joan come was just as much fun 
as shooting off was. He'd lap cunt just to lap cunt. Joan wouldn't have to 
suck him off to make him do it.


Joan came off her high and things didn't seem quite right. Allen hadn't been 
quite as good an actor as he thought he was. He hadn't licked his finger to 
find out what a cunt tasted like before he'd buried his head in her cunt. He 
hadn't wasted a minute before he licked her ass crack and her ass? Wait a 
minute, she hadn't even licked his ass yet. How did he know he should do 
that.


He hadn't done anything with Alice. Where had he gotten the idea and how had 
he gotten up the nerve to do those things? It just wasn't natural. It was 
odd how closely he was following David's script. She had expected his 
reactions to be similar to David's but it was almost as if Allen had 
rehearsed it.


At this point she was willing to bet that David had let the cat out of the 
bag. She'd have to investigate what had happened later. Right now something 
else interested her more. Allen's prick was hard again and she wanted Allen 
to fuck her. It was as if she were reading from her copy of the script. 
"I'll bet you're ready to try fucking me about now. Come on, move up between 
my legs, rest your knees between my thighs and support your weight on your 
hands. You're ready for your first fuck. We'll see how well that five inch 
prick fits my cunt."


Allen's prick was standing at attention and drooling pre cum. He followed 
Joan's instructions to the letter. When his prick dangled over her cunt she 
took hold and guided it between the inner lips. Allen held his breath. Wow! 
This wasn't like having your cock sucked but it sure did feel just as good.


He slowly lowered his hips and watched his prick disappear into a cunt for 
the first time. He wasn't a virgin any more. He pulled back and watched his 
prick reappear glistening with Joan's cunt juice. He pumped his hips in and 
out fast as he could.


Joan put her hands on his buttocks and held him steady for a moment. "Whoa, 
slow down, make it last as long as you can. If you pump like that the first 
time with Alice, you'll shoot off before she has an orgasm. Take it easy, 
the longer it lasts the more fun it is." Allen's hips were quivering. He 
lowered himself to his elbows and took a couple of deep breaths. Joan was 
right, he did want to make it last. He was glad Joan was teaching him how to 
fuck. He wanted it to be perfect for Alice the first time.


He pumped his hips and Joan matched his thrusts with thrusts of her own. He 
watched his prick come most of the way out of her cunt and start back in 
again. The tension built in his loins. Joan moaned. He panted and his hips 
pumped as fast as they could. Spurt, spurt, spurt, dribble, dribble, 
dribble; he pumped a load of cum into a cunt for the first time. He let his 
prick soak in her cunt Joan's contractions slowed down. He was proud of 
himself, he'd made Joan moan and toss her head again.


Joan rolled them on their side and switched around. This is what Allen had 
seen her do with his father. As soon as Joan sucked his soft prick into her 
mouth, he buried his face in her cunt. Sucking your cum from a woman's cunt 
was fun! In spite of what he'd seen and what David had said, he still hadn't 
believed it.


Some cum had leaked out of Joan's cunt. He licked down her ass crack and 
over her asshole. Joan did the same. He pushed his tongue against her 
pucker. Joan did the same. His prick got hard again! That happened when 
David licked his ass last night. Did having his ass licked do it? He'd have 
to ask about that later.


Joan moved toward his prick and sucked on his balls. Taking his cue from 
her, Allen moved his mouth back to Joan's cunt. Joan licked the sensitive 
underside of his prick, he tongue fucked her cunt. Sixty nining with Joan 
was even better than sixty nining with David, though he still wanted to do 
that now and then. He liked to make David feel good just as much as he liked 
making Joan feel good.


Joan licked Allen's prick and he tickled her cunt here and there with his 
tongue. Joan sucked his prick into her mouth, Allen applied himself to cunt 
lapping. David had told him they would sixty nine after they fucked.


He'd found that Joan reacted each time he changed his point of attack so he 
changed it often. Joan seemed to do different things to his prick too, but 
he couldn't figure out what it was.


Allen had more lasting power now and he had a lot more time to try things 
out. He tried rubbing his nose against Joan's clit while he pushed his 
tongue into the slit between the inner lips. Joan wiggled her hips and he 
knew she liked that. He sucked the inner lips into his mouth and massaged 
them with his tongue, more hip wiggles. So far so good! Everything David had 
told him worked and so did some of the things he tried himself. He ran his 
tongue all the way up and down between the outer cunt lips.


He pumped his prick in and out of Joan's mouth. He couldn't hold out any 
longer. Joan sucked the spurts and dribbles of cum out of his prick, her own 
body shivered and shook. Harry could have Susan and Alice. She'd take David 
and Allen any time.


Joan let Allen's prick slide out of her mouth and pulled her cunt away from 
his face. Both of them lay there panting. It was getting late and the rest 
of the family would be home soon. Joan had some questions she wanted to ask 
anyway.


The two of them showered, dressed, and went back to the living room even 
though Susan would be the only one that didn't know what was going on. They 
sat down and Joan studied Allen.


"Allen, something's wrong. You haven't done anything with either of my girls 
have you?"


"Uh, no, honest! Except that David and I do give shows for them almost every 
night."


"I didn't think you had really. You haven't done anything with another girl 
or a lady either. Is that right?"


"That's right. You're the first one, honest you are!"


"Then how did you know so much about lapping cunt. You weren't an expert but 
you knew what to do and did it without hesitation. You even licked my ass 
before I licked yours. How did you know even know you were supposed to do 
that? That's not a normal behavior for someone who's never done anything 
before, particularly a young teen ager like you. You have to build up your 
courage before you could do something like that."


"Aw, David will be mad at me."


"Why?"


"We were jerking each other off - uh, does that make us gay?"


"Not at all. You both like girls too much. You might want to talk that over 
with your father. Go on with your story."


"Well, we were jerking each other off and he wasn't thinking about what he 
was saying. He said, 'A blow job feels better.' I made him tell me how he 
knew what a blow job felt like. He really didn't want to. He thought you 
would be mad at him. He even cried when I wouldn't let him put me off."


"Oh, poor kid. I'm not mad at all. I would have liked to catch you by 
surprise the way I did David. I guess it was too much to expect kids your 
age to hold back on such an exciting thing for any length of time. I hope 
Alice is more careful with Susan. I know that they 'do things' as you kids 
say, she might let it out the same way David did."


Friday, April 8; Night:


The rest of the two families returned at that point. David wanted to find 
out what had happened with Joan. Allen wanted to talk to Harry as Joan had 
suggested. The two boys dragged their father to their house for a 
conference. They went into the kitchen for some soda and sat around the 
kitchen table.


"Did you do it, Allen, did you do it?"


Allen was just as eager to tell as David was to find out. He started to


answer then realized what his brother had said and grinned. It was about 
time he caught his younger brother off base on something to do with sex. He 
cocked his head the way David sometimes did and looked at him.


"What is 'it', David?"


Harry burst out laughing. "Your brother wants to know if you fucked Joan, 
lapped her cunt, and had your cock sucked. What's more I wouldn't be the 
least bit surprised if he wants a very detailed description." Allen blushed 
at that point but David was now accustomed to his father using those words. 
"Yeh, I did all those things, I fucked her, she sucked my cock, and I lapped 
her cunt. I even licked her ass and had my ass licked. You were right, 
David, it was neat."


"Uh, Allen, did she find out?"


Now both boys had let out the fact that Allen knew what was going to happen. 
Harry picked that one up immediately. "What do you mean, 'did she find 
out?'."


David hung his head and appeared crestfallen. "Aw, dad, I'm sorry. I let 
something slip and Allen made me tell him what was happening. I really 
didn't want to tell, but after I made the slip, I couldn't not tell. I'm 
sorry."


Harry had the same reaction Joan had. "It's all right, David, I should have 
expected that you couldn't keep something as exciting as that to yourself. 
I'm sure you couldn't help it."


Allen explained, "Uh, dad, that was why I left my bed unmade, so you would 
ground me."


Harry grinned at the boys. "I should have suspected. Now I think you ought 
to go to bed. We have a lot to talk about and we can have a family 
conference in the morning. I want to go over and talk to Joan. Maybe I'll 
take up with Joan where you left off Allen. After all it is Friday night. I 
wouldn't want to break up such a long standing tradition."


Chapter 8


Saturday, April 9:


Weeks before a picnic had been planned for this Saturday. It was almost noon 
when they reached the park and it wasn't much later that the kids had 
demolished the lunch much faster than it had taken to pack it. They 
separated onto natural pairings.


Joan and Harry sat at the picnic table, talked, and fondly watched the kids. 
David and Susan sprawled under a tree and held hands. Allen and Alice found 
a secluded bench to talk over the exciting things that were happening. Joan 
smiled at Harry. "I know what Alice and Allen are discussing."


"How could you guess?"


"Well, the whole charade will be played out tomorrow afternoon. I'm sort of 
sorry it'll all be over."


"I know what you mean. I'll be a little sorry too. I wonder how Susan's 
going to react."


"You'll find out, she'll be more willing than Alice was. She is more 
adventurous. She and David make a good pair. It could be that Alice let it 
slip though, just like David did."


"Yeh, David was devastated that he'd let Allen find out. Allen said he even 
cried before he would tell him about it. I haven't seen David cry in five 
years."


The older kids conversation was following the lines that their parents 
suspected. Alice wanted to know in minute detail everything Allen had done 
with her mother last night. "Did mom fuck you and suck your prick? Did you 
lap her cunt? Did you like it? Was it fun? What did it feel like? Were you 
surprised?"


This made Allen blush. In spite of their shows, they'd never even mentioned 
sex in conversation before. Allen didn't expect Alice to use those 
particular four letter words.


He couldn't get away with using circumlocutions either, he had to use those 
words too. Alice would tease him if he didn't. Well, dad said you should use 
those words with someone you intended to do them, with. He blushed again and 
took a deep breath. "Uh, yes to most of your questions. Your mom sucked my 
cock then I lapped her cunt while my prick got hard. After that she taught 
me how to fuck. That was neat! Then we did a sixty nine and there wasn't any 
time left. I'm glad she taught me those things, now I know what to do when 
we get together the first time. I'm sorry that David let it slip, It might 
have been more fun if I didn't know what was going to happen. Uh, what did 
you do with dad? Did you like it? Uh, did he fuck you?"


"Gee no, he was afraid he might make me pregnant and wouldn't fuck me 
because I wasn't on the pill yet. I wanted him to but now I'm sort of glad 
that he didn't. I want you to be the first one to fuck me. He lapped my 
cunt, and I learned how to suck cock. That was fun and I found out how to 
make you feel good."


They continued their discussion and compared notes. Each of them wanted to 
know in great detail what the other liked best. They were determined to make 
their first time together the best possible. The more they knew about the 
other's likes and dislikes the better it would be.


Susan and David sat and held hands. David wasn't going to let anything slip 
so he kept quiet. He was happy just to sit with Susan even if his prick did 
stay hard. He kept thinking about the things he would do with Susan after 
tomorrow. He would have to visit the rest room pretty soon and jerk off.


Susan wanted to talk to David about what was going to happen and couldn't 
find a better ploy than the direct approach. "Uh, David?" David was cautious 
when Susan used his name with a question mark after it. "Yeh?"


Susan threw a blockbuster. "Was it fun fucking mom?"


David was startled. He blushed but he wasn't going to let anything out this 
time. He was careful not to admit anything but he didn't lie either. "Uh, 
what makes you think I ever had a chance to do something like that?"


Susan was very mater of fact, "Alice let slip that she'd had her cunt lapped 
by Harry and I asked questions until she told me. Harry will do things with 
me tomorrow afternoon then we can do things together. I can hardly wait for 
that. My cunt gets wet thinking about it. Your prick is hard too. Was it fun 
doing things with mom?"


Now that Susan knew what was going on David drew in a sigh of relief. He 
didn't have to watch what he said so closely any more. He really did want to 
talk to Susan about everything that had happened. "Gees, yeh. I really 
wanted to do things with you first but now I'm glad that your mother showed 
me how to do those things. I can make you feel a lot better now that I know 
how to do them and I always want to make you feel real good."


Susan was thoughtful, "I'm sorry I know what'll happen tomorrow. I don't 
think I can hide what I know. I wanted to do things with you the first time 
too, but I guess you're right. It will be better if we know what to expect."


David couldn't see any reason for Susan to fret. "Uh, Susan, don't be 
worried about knowing. I let it slip to Allen and your mother knew right 
away. Neither dad nor your mother were mad about it."


Susan's eyebrows shot up. "Oh? That's neat. Then I don't have to worry."


David was getting uncomfortable. "Uh, excuse me, I have to go to the men's 
room"


Susan grinned at him, "Are you going to jerk off. I'm going to finger fuck 
myself. My cunt's dripping wet."


David was startled by Susan's directness, but he recovered quickly. "Yeh, I 
guess I have to. My prick's been hard so long my balls are beginning to 
ache. I had to do it right after we got to the park too." Susan just 
shrugged, "I know. I finger fucked myself then too."


They went their separate ways. Virtually the same conversation took place on 
the bench. Allen blushed and said he had to visit the men's room. Alice 
giggled and asked him if he was going to jerk off. Both of them admitted 
that this was the second time.


Joan and Harry watched the kids and burst out laughing when they disappeared 
into the rest rooms.


"I wonder how come they all had to go at the same time."


"I can make a good guess and if I weren't an adult I think I might join 
them."


"You're not alone. I think they have the right idea. When they're through in 
there I think we ought to take them home and separate them. The boy's balls 
must be aching by now.


Sunday, April 10; Afternoon:


It was Palm Sunday and it went as it had the week before. They went to 
church, had lunch at a restaurant, came home, and Jane took three kids to a 
movie. To nobody's surprise, Harry felt like staying home so Susan's 
grounding went into effect.


Harry prepared himself as he had for Alice and waited for Susan to appear. 
Susan had been doing some thinking. David had told her Harry and Joan 
weren't upset that Allen knew what was going to happen. If that case she was 
going to take the bull by the horns or, in this case, the man by his prick.


Harry was seated in his easy chair when she wandered in. She looked at him 
shyly and moved toward him. "I don't think you love me any more. You haven't 
asked me to sit on your lap for more than a year."


She pushed his book away and sat on his lap. She felt a lump and wiggled her 
hips. Harry's prick hardened and pushed itself into the crack of her ass. 
Susan got in the tag line before Harry had a chance. "Oh, I'm sorry, did I 
do that to you? I'll have to make it soft again. Does your prick get soft 
like Allen's does when he shoots off? I saw mom make it soft a couple of 
times when you were doing things with her on our couch."


She reached into the waistline of his shorts and wrapped her hand around his 
prick. It felt even bigger than it had looked when he was fucking Joan. She 
wondered if she could get it in her mouth and if it would ever fit into her 
cunt. "Wow! Your prick is way bigger than David's. It's even a lot bigger 
than Allen's and I thought that his prick was big."


Harry was startled but once over his surprise was almost doubled up in 
laughter. "All right, you know what's supposed to happen this afternoon and 
your not going to let me seduce you, but you can't rape me either.


You'll have to save that cute little snatch of yours for David. Outside of 
that it's your choice of what you want to do. The reason I haven't let you 
sit on my lap is that I didn't think you were ready to make my prick soft 
again before this and the last time I had you in my lap you were getting 
mature and attractive enough to make it hard."


"Oooo, can I suck your cock? I want to do that so I can practice up to do a 
real good job on David. I can't wait to suck his cock and have him fuck me. 
Mom will get us the pill on tomorrow, won't she? Can David fuck me then? 
Oooo, I can hardly wait for that. I know he did a lot of things with mom on 
Sunday and Tuesday when he said he had to go to the dentist too, but he 
wouldn't even let me feel his prick when I wanted to."


"Whoa, slow down. Let me try to take those one at a time. I'd love to have 
you suck my cock. I'm sure your mother will have you on the pill the first 
thing tomorrow morning. If she does you can spend tomorrow afternoon 'doing 
things' with David and tomorrow night you can spend the whole night with 
him. You can do anything you want with him. I'm sure he wants to do every 
one of those things with you too. I know he wants to lap your cunt and fuck 
you. He wants to make you feel as good as you want to make him feel.


"Don't worry about how good a job you can do on him. Anything you do will 
seem perfect to him. He loves you as much as you love him. As far as not 
letting you feel his prick, hooray for David, I'm proud of him for that. I 
don't think I could have done that at his age. Has that covered all your 
questions?


"Now, why don't we go to my bedroom and get undressed. I'll be happy to 
teach you as much as I can about sucking cock. You ought to ask your mother 
for some pointers too. She's an expert cocksucker and she knows what David 
likes."


Susan was on her way upstairs by the time Harry finished the sentence, 
stripping off her clothes as she went. Harry followed her and picked up her 
garments on the way. They got to the bedroom and Susan bounced on to the 
bed. "I want to learn how to suck cock, Harry. Can I do that first?"


Harry grinned at her. "Be my guest."


Harry lay back on the bed, Susan got between his legs and held his eight 
inch cock in her hand. She watched a crystal clear drop of pre cum form at 
his pisshole, licked it off, then she looked up with her eyebrows raised. 
"What shall I do? What would feel best to David?" "Honey doll, you started 
out just right. Why don't you do whatever you want to and find out how I 
react? That's the best way to find out what you want to do. Not everybody 
likes the same thing. You have to test each partner before you find out 
what's best."


Harry was so hot he didn't have the patience to lead her through step by 
step. Harry was sure Susan would know what to do and as hot as he was he was 
sure whatever she did would feel good to him.


Susan licked the sensitive underside of Harry's prick. She found the loose 
skin under the pisshole that made Harry react most and spent some time 
massaging it with her tongue. She licked another drop of pre cum off the 
head of his cock. She sucked Harry's hairy balls, one at a time.


Alice couldn't lick Harry's ass but Susan wasn't as squeamish. She wanted to 
practice that too so she could do it to David. She was sure he was going to 
lick her ass and wanted to be able to return the favor. She licked Harry's 
ass crack and over his asshole. Wow! It was worth doing, it really made 
Harry jump. Susan tongue fucked Harry's ass. She was going to make David 
squirm when she did this to him. She licked her way back to Harry's prick 
and sucked on his balls on the way.


Harry's prick was huge. She'd never get it all in her mouth. She wrapped a 
hand around the base of his prick and lowered her mouth over its head. 
Harry's hips bucked and Susan's lips rested against her fingers. She pressed 
her tongue against the underside of Harry's prick, sucked as hard as she 
could, and lifted her head. To her delight, Harry wiggled and pulled his 
hips back.


Susan sucked hard and bobbed her head. These young virgins could bring him 
off in half the time it took Joan. It was very exciting to have sex with 
them. The tension built up in Harry's loins, his back arched, his body 
quivered, he grunted; spurt, spurt, dribble, dribble; Susan got her first 
taste of cum.


Susan thought it was neat. She didn't think she would ever get enough of it. 
Her cunt contracted in a sympathetic orgasm. She hoped Harry liked what 
she'd done. She hoped David would like it when she did it for him. She 
sucked on Harry's shrinking prick until it was limp then let it slide out of 
her mouth and sat back on her heels and looked anxiously at Harry. "Did I do 
it right? Did I make you feel good? I want to do it right. Tell me if I 
missed anything."


"Honey doll, it couldn't be more perfect. David couldn't possibly find 
anything to complain about. Let me catch my breath and I'll give you a trip 
around the world. That's something special and you want to wait for a 
special time but it's something you want to do to David too. Your mother 
says it drives him up the wall."


"Oooo, good. That's what you did to Alice, isn't it? She told me all about 
it. I want to know all the special things."


Harry started out with french kissing and Susan caught on right away. She 
enthusiastically sucked his tongue when he thrust it in her mouth and 
offered her own tongue to have him suck it. Harry nibbled and licked all the 
appropriate spots. He found her barely pubescent tits were very sensitive 
and sucking them was exciting to him as well.


He stopped for a few licks of her sopping cunt on the way down to the bottom 
of her feet, got the appropriate wiggles and giggles, and proceeded along 
the backs of her legs. Susan jumped when he licked the back of her knees and 
wiggled while he licked the inside of her thighs. Harry made a production of 
licking her ass crack and rimming her ass. When Harry turned Susan over she 
arched her back and moaned with her desire. She wasn't thinking of David now 
she was feeling her own urgent need. Her almost hairless cunt begged to be 
lapped.


A quick swipe of Harry's tongue along the length of her cunt had Susan 
squirming all over the bed. Susan was having more massive orgasms than she'd 
ever had before. Her head tossed from side to side and her hips arched up 
off the bed. Harry kept the action going until she collapsed and shudders 
ran through her body. It was his turn to sit back on his heels and grin. 
He'd given this little virgin the time of her life.


"Wow! Nothing could feel that good!"


Harry moved up beside her and hugged her and she held him close. Her 
shivering subsided and she offered her mouth for some more kissing. 
Something interesting was pressed against her thighs. Harry's prick was hard 
again! Susan turned end for end and licked the drop of cum from its head.


Harry moved his head between Susan's legs and rimmed her ass. She returned 
the compliment. She couldn't understand why Alice couldn't do that. She 
liked the way it made Harry's ass cheeks clench and relax when she did it. 
She was going to see how long she could make David do that. It would be fun.


Susan was much less violent this time when she sucked on Harry's prick. She 
took her time. What really felt best to Harry? She licked all around it and 
studied all the responses she got. She took the head of his prick in her 
mouth and massaged it with her tongue and found that Harry's thighs tensed 
when she did it. She filed that for use with David.


Harry's more gentle cunt lapping felt good to her too. Susan slowly sucked 
Harry's eight inch cock into her mouth. The head hit the back of her throat 
and she swallowed. Harry's hips jerked. Susan moved her head back and pushed 
it forward again. More of Harry's prick went down her throat this time and 
she swallowed around the head again. She rubbed her hot young cunt against 
Harry's face. It felt real good when he changed from licking her clit to 
lapping between her inner cunt lips and back again.


Harry pumped his hips and she felt his crotch hair brush against her chin 
each time she bobbed her head. She had his whole prick in her mouth! After 
David took her cherry maybe she'd even be able to get Harry's big prick in 
her cunt? She wanted to try it anyway.


Susan felt her first orgasm coming on. She sucked harder and bobbed her head 
faster. She wanted to drink Harry's cum at the same time she was having 
orgasms. Her cunt was pressed tight against Harry's face and she shuddered 
with multiple orgasms. She sucked real hard, moved her head back, and 
fluttered her tongue right near Harry's pisshole. Harry rewarded her with 
the load of cum she wanted.


Both of them slowed down, but Susan didn't stop sucking until Harry's prick 
was limp again. They switched positions again and cuddled and kissed some 
more. Harry looked at the clock and suggested that the rest of the families 
would be back soon and it was time to dress.


Susan had a very smug look on her face when the rest of the families arrived 
home. She was ready for David now!


As soon as David was in the door she ran over and hugged him. She rubbed her 
body up against his and got the results she wanted. She felt his hard prick 
pressed into her crotch. She reached down between their bodies and squeezed. 
David shot a load of cum into his pants and blushed. It didn't stop the 
French kiss he was giving her.


Susan broke away. "Oh, mom can't we sleep together tonight if we promise not 
to fuck? Can we? I want to suck David's cock and have him lap my cunt. 
Please! Please!"


David was all for it. "Yeh, dad, I promise I won't fuck Susan till she gets 
the pill. Honest I won't. Can't we sleep together tonight?" Allen and Alice 
were right in there pitching for approval. Joan and Harry stood there and 
shook their heads no until the uproar died down. "Why not, dad, if we 
promise we won't fuck?"


Harry ginned at his sons. "Allen, did you ever swear that you wouldn't jerk 
off any more?"


"Uh, yeh."


"David?"


"I guess so."


"What happened?"


Both boys hung their heads


"Uh, I didn't jerk off for almost a day."


"I guess I didn't last that long."


"Point proven. Not till tomorrow."


The kids were all crestfallen. They didn't like the decision but realized 
its justice. They kissed and rubbed bodies. In the process Allen shot off in 
his pants.


Sunday, April 10; Evening:


The families separated. The girls went to their house and boys went upstairs 
to change their pants. Both families had lengthy conferences on the proper 
procedure for a first sexual encounter. Both family conferences went on well 
into the evening.


In the Black house the boys wanted to know what they could do to please the 
girls. They wanted all the information their father could give them. Harry 
used the opportunity to get some fundamental ethics planted in his son's 
heads.


"Hm, I guess I should go through my lecture routine. First; the words we use 
when we're talking about sex; fucking, lapping cunt, sucking cock, and so 
on, are descriptive, accurate, and proper. They have their place but they 
should only be used when you're with someone you expect to do them with.


"Next; what is 'right' and what is 'wrong'. I want you to remember when it 
comes to sex anything that two or more people want to do together is right 
as long as no one will be hurt. If everyone concerned wants to do it, and no 
one will be hurt then by what they're doing, there's no way it can be 
wrong."


"Uh, dad, is it right for two boys to jerk each other off?"


"Do they both want to do it and would hurt either of them?"


"Well, sure, they want to or they wouldn't be doing it."


"The book you gave us said jerking off didn't do any damage."


"Then there's nothing wrong with it as long as both boys want to do it and 
no one will be hurt."


"But doesn't that make them gay?"


"Not necessarily, some males like to do things with other males now and 
then, even though they aren't homosexuals, and that's not wrong either."


"What about boys that suck each other's pricks?"


Harry was surprised. He kept the conversation in the third person pretending 
that he didn't suspect the boys were speaking of themselves. "Do you think 
it would hurt either of them?"


"Gee, I don't see how it could."


"Did both of them want to do it?"


"I guess so, nobody made them do it."


"Then what I said stands. If they're gay it's certainly not wrong for them. 
Why shouldn't gays enjoy sex as much as hetros? The same rules of right and 
wrong apply to them too. If the boys like girls too, then they just want to 
try things out. There's nothing wrong with experimenting. Some boys that 
aren't gay find they like doing things like that for some variety now and 
then."


He hoped the boys didn't develop any hang ups because they were doing 
something that the general public considered improper in spite of the fact 
that many adolescent boys did engage in the practice from time to time. He 
was pleased his sons were willing to accept his explanation. Both boys 
thought for a while and nodded their heads.


"I guess you're right."


"Uh, yeh."


That problem settled, Allen started on another track.


"Uh, dad, Why did my prick get hard right away when Joan licked my ass? It 
was only a couple of minutes since I'd shot off."


Allen was surprised he didn't blush when he used those words with his father 
this time.


"That's a little complicated because there are several factors. Do you 
tickle your ass when you jerk off sometimes because it feels good? I did 
when I was your age."


Both boys admitted they'd done that. They hadn't even told each other about 
it. Both said they didn't know why it felt good.


"The nerves of your anus, your asshole, are interconnected to the head of 
your prick. Anything that stimulates one set of nerves stimulates the other. 
Have you noticed that your ass contracts when you shoot off? It's on account 
of that.


"There's another factor too. Right inside your anus there's a gland called 
your prostate. Its nerves are directly connected to the nerves of the glans. 
It's when the nerves of your prostate are stimulated enough that you shoot 
off."


"You mean the prostate is what makes you shoot off?"


"That's right, when your glans, the head of your prick, is massaged it 
stimulates the nerves in the prostate in sympathy with the nerves in your 
prick. Pushing a finger up your ass and rubbing against the prostate can 
make you come. I tried that a couple times when I was a boy. Have you?"


"Wow! I wonder what that would feel like?"


"Gee, I never even thought of it."


"Some men like it. They'll massage their prostate themselves or even let 
another man fuck their ass and massage their prostate with his prick."


"That sounds nasty. I don't think I'd like it."


"I don't think I'd like it either."


"Don't knock it if you haven't tried it. Licking ass seems nasty. You had to 
try it to find out it wasn't."


"Uh, I guess so."


"Gees yeh. I didn't think I could do it but now I think it's neat."


"Point proven. I'm not saying you should try it, but remember, -" Harry 
paused and looked at the boys expectantly.


The boys grinned and chorused, "If both want to do it and it doesn't hurt 
anyone it's all right."


"Joan says that neither of you had enough time to fuck her ass. She likes to 
be fucked that way. If you want to try that sometime. It might be best to do 
it with Joan first so you have some experience when you do it with the 
girls.


"Fuck a woman's ass?"


"What does it feel like."


"About the same as a regular fuck except the asshole is tighter. It's 
different but feels as good, just as fucking and having you cock sucked is 
different. You don't have to engage in any of the acts you haven't tried but 
you might want to experiment. If you try something and don't like it you 
don't have to do it again. I'm sure that you've found out that variety makes 
sex more interesting."


"Uh, I have to think about that."


"Gee, I have a lot to think about."


"Dad, how do you do it the first time so you don't hurt the girl?"


"Yeh, dad, I don't want to hurt Alice."


"You got me boys. I've never fucked a virgin. This calls for a 
consultation."


Harry picked up the phone and called Joan, told her the urgent nature of the 
request, and asked her to come over. Joan came right over. These boys were 
going to take her girls' maidenheads. Sex Ed 301 was about to begin. She was 
sure that none of the kids were going to get this knowledge at school. She 
wanted them to have as much information as possible.


"No matter what you do it's going to hurt Alice and Sally some. One point in 
your favor is that they're so young. The hymen, that's the cherry or 
maidenhead, gets tougher and much harder to tear as a female grows older. 
Oh, in spite of what you may have heard, it's better to start with a steady 
pressure than it is by plunging your prick in hard and fast.


"If you're afraid of hurting the girl, you might let her get on top. Then 
they can do it themselves. I fucked you that way in the car, David. Once the 
deed is done, don't be impatient. Wait until the girl is ready. It shouldn't 
be long and I'm sure it will feel good to have your prick soak in a cunt. 
You can switch positions or just fuck like that, whatever you want. Hmm, 
anything else, nope, that about covers it. Any questions, the girls are 
waiting for me. They want to know the things you boys like best too. From 
the way you boys acted with me, I don't think there will be any problems. Oh 
yeh, go real slow that first time, it might take the girls a little longer 
than usual."


Jane grinned at the boys, tousled their hair, gave each of them a kiss, and 
went back to her girls. Harry looked at the boys with his eyebrows raised.


"There you have it boys, any more questions?"


"Gees yeh, David doesn't have to worry, his prick never gets soft but mine 
does after I shoot off. Once I shoot off I have to wait for a while before I 
can do anything. How do I keep from shooting off too soon?"


David put in his two cents worth. He wanted the sensations to last longer 
too and he felt he shot off too quickly.


"Aw, I may not get soft but I don't want to shoot off right away either. I 
want it to last as long as possible."


"That's a problem most boys, and a lot of men have. It's a good idea to do 
something rather than fuck first. You last longer the second time. There's 
another trick that I've used. If you feel you're going to shoot off to soon, 
do multiplication tables in your head. Another way is to suck a tit and when 
you get one nipple hard switch to the other. Concentrate on what your doing 
to the girls' tits and it takes your mind off of what's going on down below 
with your prick and her cunt."


"Gee, that's right, dad. The longest I ever lasted with Joan was when I 
sucked her tits while I was fucking her." David stopped to think. "But that 
was my fifth come too, maybe that had something to do with it."


That got a laugh and a hug from Harry.


"I should last through my fifth come any more. I haven't done that in 
years."


In the Wright house the females were having a conference of their own. Joan 
went over most of the things that Harry went over with the boys. She wanted 
the girls as well founded in sexual ethics as Harry wanted the boys. She 
repeated the maidenhead lecture for the benefit of the girls.


She warned Alice about sucking the first load out of Allen prick and not to 
be too fancy about it or he might shoot off before she got his prick in her 
mouth. He would probably get it hard again by lapping her cunt. When he 
regained his hard on he would last plenty long enough to satisfy her. If he 
shot off too soon, she shouldn't let him know. She should tell him how good 
it felt. Boys needed their egos boosted and when they felt good about what 
they'd done they tried even harder.


Susan had David's peculiarities to handle. Just as with Alice and Allen, she 
should suck his prick into her mouth right away. He would shoot his first 
load immediately then she could take her time and do anything she wanted 
because it would be a while before he shot off again and he wouldn't loose 
his hard on. If he took a while lapping her cunt after she sucked his cock, 
he might do the same thing again when he fucked her, shoot off and continue 
fucking until he shot off again. She smiled at her younger daughter.


"You do know your going to have to fight me for that little red head now and 
then."


"Oh, mom, I won't mind, you can borrow him when you want to do things with 
him. At least not after the first couple of days."


"You too, Alice, Now that I've tried him out, I don't want to do without 
Allen either."


"Can we borrow Harry now and then too? I don't know if it will fit, and I'm 
half scared, but I would like to be fucked by his big prick."


"Just remember, he's no kid. I think David can shoot off eight or ten times. 
I expect Allen is good for five or six rounds. Harry usually only comes 
three or, on a real strong night, four comes before he's finished. You have 
to take it easy with someone his age and not be too demanding. One thing's 
for sure, however, he won't shoot off before you're ready."


The conversation settled down to fine technical items that really had no 
bearing on kids that young, but Joan was just as tolerant of her children's 
quest for knowledge as Harry was with his. The discussion lasted for quite a 
while.


By mutual consent, none of the kids put on a show that night. They each left 
their light on and their shade up. They undressed slowly and faced the 
window often, both to see and be seen. It was enough just to look at the 
object of their affections.


Once in bed all of them closed their eyes and masturbated thinking what they 
were going to do tomorrow night.


Later that night, after they'd had a session on the couch, Jane and Harry 
compared notes. Harry cocked his head in the way that David mimicked.


"Oh, by the way, the boys didn't exactly admit it, but from the questions 
they asked I've concluded that they've been sucking each other off."


Joan raised her eyebrows. "That is interesting. The girls are lapping each 
other's cunts too."


Chapter 9


Monday, April 11; Morning:


It was spring break and Joan took vacation. She had already made a doctors 
appointments for her girls for ten o'clock and ten thirty Monday morning. 
The girls were up and six and impatient to get started. They wanted to get 
on the pill as soon as possible. Every minute they waited seemed like an 
hour. Joan stalled them as long as she could and still wound up in the 
doctors offices thirty minutes early.


Joan listened with amusement to her daughters whispered conversations about 
what they wanted to do with the boys this afternoon. If they accomplished 
all of their intentions both of the boys were going to be worn to a frazzle 
by the time the girls were finished with them. On second thought she didn't 
imagine that the boys would object.


Joan was surprised that the doctor took birth control pills for kids that 
young in stride and didn't act as if it were anything unusual. Could it be 
that it was common for mothers to get the pill for girls that age? He gave 
each the girls a thorough examination, questioned them about their periods, 
and said that they no problems at all.


They stopped at the druggist on the way home and picked up the pills. The 
girls were thrilled. Taking the pill was their rite of passage. It meant 
that they were grown up. They couldn't wait to start the series and were a 
little miffed when Joan made them wait till they got home. Once they got 
home Joan insisted that they take another shower before they went to the 
Black house to meet the boys even though they'd had a shower that morning 
before going to the doctor. Her girls were going to be raised correctly.


"You should always be absolutely spotless before you entertained a boy."


Harry had gone to work that day but found he couldn't concentrate so he took 
off and headed back home. He got home and saw Joan returning from the doctor 
with the girls into their house. He went inside and chased the boys upstairs 
to shower before the girls arrived.


"It's only good manners to be spotlessly clean when you intend to entertain 
a girl."


The boys were freshly showered and waiting for the girls and Joan when they 
arrived.


Susan ran to kiss David and Alice rushed over to Allen. Both girls 
remembered what happened last night and were very careful not to rub the 
boys too hard. They wanted to wait till they were in the bedroom so they 
could see their pricks when they shot off. The adolescent couples had 
previously decided that they wanted privacy for their first encounters and 
were tugging at the leash to get to the bedrooms and get started.


Joan insisted that they all eat a good lunch before they did anything else. 
The boys would need all the strength they could muster. The kids were too 
excited to eat very much. When they were finally permitted to leave the 
table they split into pairs and made a dash for the boys' bedrooms. Harry 
and Joan decided to wait the afternoon out. They'd use his bedroom that 
night.


Monday, April 11; Early afternoon:- Alice and Allen


Alice and Allen got to his room. They'd been giving shows but that was from 
across the yard. There was no longer the safety of thirty feet of lawn 
between their bodies. They were in the same room. This was what they had 
wanted but it was scary too. Each was shy about disrobing in front of the 
other. They stood and looked at each other.


"I love you Allen."


"I live you too."


"Oh, Allen!"


Alice Hugged Allen to her. Then she shyly unbuttoned her blouse. Allen 
watched what she was doing and removed his T shirt. That broke the ice. Both 
of them stripped out of the rest of their clothes and were in their birthday 
suits in nothing flat. Allen cautiously put his hand on one of Alice's tits. 
Alice reached for his crotch and stopped. She remembered her mother's 
warning and she didn't want to embarrass Allen by making him shoot off right 
away.


"Mom said I shouldn't touch your prick. She said I should suck you off 
first. Do you want me to do that? I think I'd like to."


"Uh, yeh, I can get hard again while I lap your cunt. Then I can last better 
when we do it."


Alice giggled and said, "Do what, Allen."


Allen blushed then recovered, he wasn't going to let a girl be more brazen 
than he was. "When I fuck you for the first time and take your cherry."


Alice led Allen over to the bed and it was her turn to blush as she 
positioned herself between his thighs. This was the prick she'd been 
fantasizing about ever since she'd had her first period. It was beautiful. 
She liked it a lot better than Harry's monster. This was the prick she 
really wanted. She really wanted to suck this cock.


Alice licked the sparkling drop of pre cum off the tip. Allen's hips jerked 
and Alice immediately moved her mouth down over the head and eased her lips 
down along the five inch shaft. She'd no sooner sucked his entire prick into 
her mouth than Allen's hips shot off the bed and his first spurt of cum 
jetted into her mouth. Alice sucked desperately and swallowed each of the 
spurts, then continued sucking till she had drained the rest of the load 
from his balls. She tried to get some more action from Allen but his prick 
softened and he finally pulled it out of her mouth.


He sure didn't last as long as Harry, but she liked the taste of his cum 
more and having him shoot off in her mouth gave her a mild orgasm. Alice was 
disappointed that she hadn't a chance to really make Allen feel good.


Well, after he fucked her, she'd suck his cock again. Her mother said that 
he wouldn't be on a hair trigger then and he would last long enough then so 
she could use all the tricks she'd learned when she had practiced on Harry.


Allen was disappointed too and more than a little crestfallen. He'd been 
fantasizing about Alice sucking his cock and had hardly had time


to feel her mouth go down over his prick. The only good thing about it was 
that he could lap her cunt right now. He'd fantasized about that too, and 
now he'd get a chance to do it. Alice moved up beside him, pressed her body 
against his, and kissed him.


David had described a trip around the world in great detail. Allen had hung 
on to his every word. This was the way you started it, french kissing. Allen 
picked it up from there. He wanted to make Alice wiggle and jump the way 
David said he did.


He broke off the kiss and licked his way around to her ear. He nibbled her 
earlobe and Alice wiggled, she jumped when he poked his tongue in her ear. 
He couldn't wait till he got down to suck Alice's tits. He'd wanted to do 
that for a long time too. However, he followed the script as he knew it, and 
licked his way down across Alice's neck and upper chest.


Allen made a discovery for himself. He licked all around the swell of 
Alice's tits and she wiggled wildly when he licked the crease at the bottom. 
He'd found a sensitive spot. He worked it over to make her wiggle some more.


He moved on to suck on a nipple. It was hard when he sucked it into his 
mouth but he could feel the aureole crinkle and Alice really jumped. He took 
his time sucking on it then moved to the other tit and sucked on that nipple 
till it was real hard and that aureole was as crinkly as the first one.


He licked her lower chest and belly on his way down to her cunt stopping to 
probe her navel. She reacted the way David said he had When Joan did that to 
him. The aroma of her cunt hit him in the face and he stopped to lick up 
some of the juice. Alice had her hips arched up off the bed and she was 
moaning but Allen didn't want to bring her off yet. He wanted to do the 
whole thing the way David had described it.


He licked on down her legs, and went to work licking the bottom of her feet. 
He sucked on her toes, one by one, then turned her over and started licking 
up back the backs of her legs. Alice jumped when he licked the backs of her 
knees and wiggled when he tickled the inside of her thighs with his tongue.


Her hips were raised at that point and Allen didn't hesitate, he licked 
right up along her ass crack and probed her pucker with his tongue. Alice 
gasped and almost jumped off the bed.


Allen turned her over and applied his lips to her cunt. Her clit was longer 
than Joan's. He sucked it into his mouth and bobbed his head. Alice moaned 
and tossed her head from side to side. She wasn't any older than he was and 
had no more control than he had. She didn't last much longer than he had 
under this direct attack. She shuddered with come after come and had to push 
his head away.


Allen hugged and kissed Alice. Working Alice's body over had another desired 
effect, Allen's prick was hard and it was pressed right against her crotch. 
Alice wanted that prick inside her cunt. She rolled onto her back and rolled 
Allen on top. He placed his knees between Alice's legs and supported his 
body on his hands.


Alice placed his throbbing prick between her inner cunt lips. He lowered his 
hips and the head of his prick penetrated about an inch, It wouldn't go in 
any farther. He applied a little more pressure and nothing happened. He was 
afraid of hurting Alice and he didn't want to do that.


"It won't go in, Alice."


"Push a little harder."


"I'm afraid I'll hurt you."


"Oh, you're a scardy cat. Let me get on top."


The kids rolled over and Alice squatted over Allen's groin. She positioned 
his prick again and lowered her cunt over it. There was the same one inch 
penetration. She pushed harder, something tore, and her cunt slid down over 
Allen's prick.


"Ouch, That did hurt, but it's beginning to feel better already. Oooo, I 
like the feel of you cock in my cunt. Wait a little more and I'll be ready."


"I don't want to hurt you. Tell me when you're ready."


Allen let his prick soak in Alice's tight cunt and it felt as good as Joan 
said. He wanted to pump his hips as fast as he could. He wasn't supposed to 
do that. Alice's tits were swinging over his face. Dad said you could slow 
yourself down by sucking a tit. He liked sucking Alice's tits anyway. Allen 
latched on to a tit and nursed.


That turned Alice's hips on. As her crotch lowered Allen's pushed up. His 
groin pressed tight against Alice's and it felt real good to him. He kept 
control and remembered not to pump too fast. The nipple he was sucking on 
was hard so he switched to the other and he concentrated on making that one 
hard too. Her hips flexed and Allen's hips matched her rhythm and he started 
multiplication tables. He couldn't shoot off too soon. He needn't have 
worried.


Alice was into multiple orgasms. She moaned, bounced, and shuddered. Allen's 
prick in her count was better than the trip around the world. Allen's 
restraint evaporated. His hips jerked spastically and spurt, spurt, spurt, 
dribble, dribble, dribble; his load of young boy cum inundated her no longer 
virgin cunt. Allen had never felt anything better in his life.


Alice slowed and Allen's prick shriveled to its limp state. He knew the 
procedure, he reversed position and applied his mouth to Alice's cunt. Joan 
had instructed the girls in the proper etiquette after fucking. Alice 
grabbed onto his blood and cum streaked prick and sucked it into her mouth. 
She sucked it clean but after two comes it stayed soft. Allen licked her ass 
crack. Joan had told Alice the sure way to make Allen's prick hard again and 
she was going to do it now no matter what. She closed her eyes, took a deep 
breath and licked along Allen's ass crack. There was some leakage there and 
Alice cleaned it up. Before she knew it she was licking the leakage of their 
mutual juices from his asshole. It wasn't that bad! She liked the way Allen 
jumped.


Allen was licking her asshole too. She pushed her tongue against his pucker 
and rubbed. His prick was getting hard. Licking ass wasn't all that nasty. 
She liked making Allen jerk his hips that way. From now on she would be very 
careful when she said she couldn't do something. Allen's prick was hard. Now 
she could give him a real blow job. She went over all the things she'd done 
to Harry and tried them one at a time. Allen sure was making her cunt feel 
good. He was lapping her cunt as good as Harry had. Allen moved his 
attention from one spot to another in her cunt and pumped his prick into her 
mouth. Her mother was right. She could do more things with this five inch 
prick than she could with Harry's monster. She could suck on Allen's prick 
for hours and enjoy every minute of it.


Allen couldn't take it for hours. He was reaching his limit, for that matter 
so was Alice. The spurts of Allen's cum jetted from his prick. Alice's hips 
convulsed and she experienced several more orgasms. Alice sucked the 
dribbles out of Allen's pisshole. Allen tried to lick up all the juice that 
Alice was producing. The kids lay there, Allen's head clenched between 
Alice's thighs and his shrinking prick in her mouth. They switched around 
and hugged and kissed some more. They rested and dozed for a while.


Monday, April 11; Early afternoon:- Susan and David.


David and Susan got to his room and they didn't have the problem Allen and 
Alice had. They stripped out of their clothes before the door closed. As 
soon as they were nude they stood back and each of them devoured the other 
with their eyes. They fell into each other's arms and clinched. David kissed 
Susan and pushed his tongue into her mouth. In the process he also pressed 
his hard prick against her crotch. She rubbed tongues with David as they 
lowered themselves to the bed.


Susan knew Joan said she should suck David's cock the very first thing. 
Susan liked the idea but wanted to do what Harry had done to her. She wanted 
to make David jump all over the bed before she sucked the cum from his 
prick. Susan licked David's ear. David knew what she was doing and had 
wanted to do Susan first but since she started it he let her continue.


She probed his ear with her tongue and got the jump she was looking for. She 
licked around David's neck to his other ear and was rewarded with multiple 
wiggles. She was so thrilled with his reactions that her own body shivered 
in sympathy.


She licked her way down to David's nipples. She found out they hardened just 
like hers did and that licking them gave David goose flesh all over. She 
moved down to his navel and pushed in her tongue. Another good jump from 
David and that pleased Susan. Lower still, she licked a drop of pre cum from 
the head of David's prick. David's hips shot up off the bed and he delivered 
a man sized load of young boy cum to Susan's greedily sucking mouth.


Her mother was right. David did shoot off quick, but that wasn't going to 
stop her, she was going to do the whole bit. She swallowed his cum, bobbed 
her head, massaged his prick with her tongue, and shook with an orgasm of 
her own. She could do a lot more things with David's three inch prick than 
she'd been able to do with Harry's. David's hips relaxed back onto the bed 
and Susan continued down his legs.


She licked the bottom of his feet and sucked his toes. She was liked making 
David wiggled and giggled like that. She knew she was giving him a special 
treat and that he appreciated it. She made him jump by licking behind his 
knees, and wiggle by licking the inside of his thighs. She licked his ass 
crack then pushed her tongue in his asshole and that made his hips fly off 
the bed. She massaged his pucker with her tongue and found herself enjoying 
it. This was David's asshole and she loved it as much as any other part of 
him.


David reacted beautifully and she was getting twinges in her cunt again. 
Susan rolled David on his back again and took her time getting down to the 
main attraction. She wanted to suck his prick right into her mouth and drain 
another load of his sweet tasting cum out of it but she also wanted to do 
the things she'd practiced on Harry and all the things her mother had told 
her David liked.


She sucked his balls, licked around his prick head, sucked the loose skin 
under his pisshole, and lapped all around his prick and over the head. David 
had his hips in the air and Susan slowly lowered her lips over his prick. By 
the time her nose rested in his sparse pubic hair she could feel the tension 
in his body.


She swirled her tongue along the underside of his prick, sucked as hard as 
she could, and slowly raised her head. David gasped, Susan continued that 
routine. When her head was up she ran her tongue over the head of his prick. 
She repeated the routine again. David's hips were off the bed and she felt 
him quiver. One more time and; spurt, spurt, spurt, dribble, dribble, 
dribble; Susan sucked another load of cum out of David's prick. She 
continued a gentle sucking until his hips, but not his prick, relaxed; then 
moved up to kiss and hug him.


David took several minutes to recuperate then he went to work on Susan. He 
wasn't going to let her do more for him than he did for her. He gave her the 
same tender loving care she'd given him. He didn't miss a sensitive point on 
his way down to lick her cunt. He worked on that until she came before he 
moved on down her legs.


He copied all her moves on the way up from her feet, and just as he'd lasted 
less than a minute when she sucked his prick, Susan lasted less than a 
minute when he lapped her cunt and sucked her clit. It took them some time 
recover. Neither of them could possibly be happier.


Now it was time for David to fuck Susan. They were lying side by side and 
Susan pulled David on top of her. David knew the proper etiquette, he 
supported himself on his knees and elbows. Susan took a little time 
positioning his prick. She liked the feel of it in hand and didn't want to 
give it up. David pushed down and his prick went about an inch into Susan's 
cunt and stopped right there. David pushed a little harder and penetrated no 
farther. He tried again, still no luck.


"Push harder, David, push harder!"


"I don't want to hurt you."


"You won't! Push harder!"


"You get on top. Your mother said that way you can do it."


"You're the boy. I want you on top."


"I'm afraid of hurting you! I don't want to do that."


Joan and Harry were discussing the kids and what they were doing when two 
nude cherubs appeared on the stairs. They looked like cherubs until you 
noticed that the male's prick was standing straight up in the air and the 
female's cunt was dripping. They were both close to tears. "David won't push 
hard enough to get his prick in me."


"I'm afraid of hurting her and I don't want to do that. I want to make her 
cunt feel good not hurt it."


"What can we do?"


"Would you come up and help us?"


Both adults managed to keep Their expressions serious in the face of this 
emergency. They realized both of the kids were deadly serious. They made 
soothing sounds and accompanied the kids to the bedroom. The kids got in 
position on the bed and David's prick made the same slight penetration 
before it was pressed up against Susan's hymen. Harry stood behind his son 
and pushed firmly on David's ass cheeks, Joan held Susan's hand.


Both kids felt something give and David's prick slid right into Susan's 
cunt. Susan wiggled her hips and pushed her body right up against David's. 
She didn't even wince. The kids forgot about the adults in the room.


"Oooo, that feels good. I like it."


"Wow! You're real tight. It feels good to me too."


David flexed his hips twice, his hips jerked, and let go a load of cum. That 
was normal for him and he kept right on pumping his prick into Susan's cunt. 
This felt good. Susan was in seventh heaven. David was finally fucking her! 
She wrapped her legs around David's hips and pushed her hips up every time 
David flexed his hips down. She never thought fucking David would feel this 
good.


The adults watched. Harry's prick was trying to tear its way out of his 
pants. Joan's cunt was dripping wet. They looked at each other and decided 
that they wouldn't wait. They retired to Harry's bedroom for a couple of 
rounds.


David had learned his lessons well. He kept the rhythm slow and pushed 
against Susan's crotch with his own each time his prick made maximum 
penetration. He wanted this to fuck last forever. Susan had been warned 
about speeding up the pace. She was having orgasms but, outside of a hip 
jerk now and then, matched David's slow pace. David resorted to the 
multiplication tables and lasted more than three minutes before he let loose 
another load of cum. Susan shuddered and moaned.


David rolled off of Susan. She kept her legs wrapped around his hips and 
rolled with him. David's hard prick in her cunt was very comforting and she 
wasn't going to let it free. David was perfectly content with his prick 
soaking in Susan's cunt. They hugged and kissed each other and rubbed 
tongues. They almost dozed off but Joan had conditioned David to lick a 
girl's cunt clean after he shot a load into it.


He gave Susan another French kiss and turned end to end applied his tongue. 
Susan knew a sixty nine when she saw it, she'd watched her mother and Harry 
do it after they fucked. She sucked David's blood streaked prick into her 
mouth. Neither was going to miss any of the sensations that went with their 
first time in bed with each other.


David lapped cunt and Susan sucked cock. Both made forays to their partner's 
rear end. Each made the other jump when they poked the other's ass with 
their tongue. David stopped and pulled away before he shot his load of cum.


Susan stopped and looked at him. His head was cocked to one side and he had 
a speculative look in his eyes. She sat up and looked at him. What was he 
thinking about now? It wasn't like David to stop lapping her cunt before she 
came.


"David?"


"Yeh?"


"What are you thinking about?"


"Uh, nothing."


"Don't tell me that. I'm Susan, remember. I know you. You're thinking about 
something different."


By this time both kids were sitting cross legged in the center of the bed 
and facing each other.


"Uh, well, I guess so, but maybe you wouldn't like it anyway."


"Why don't you try me and find out?"


"Uh, oh well, dad says some women like to be fucked in the ass. He says your 
mother likes it. You jump even further than your mother when I lick you back 
there. Would you like me to fuck your ass."


Susan studied the idea. Joan had mentioned it last night when they had their 
conference. She hadn't said much about it and she only gave it passing 
notice. It was true she liked it when David pushed his tongue against her 
asshole. Would it feel just as good if he shoved his prick up her ass. There 
was only one way to find out she was going to like having her ass fucked. 
Her mother had said she should try new things, she knew David would stop if 
she asked him.


"Uh, David?"


"Yeh?"


"If I don't like it will you stop?"


"Oh, sure. I wouldn't want to do anything you didn't like. It wouldn't be 
fun for me either if you didn't like it."


"It sounds sort of kinky but it does feel good when you push your tongue 
against my ass, let's try it."


"Are you sure you want to do it?"


"Yeh, mom said she likes to have her ass fucked. I'll never know how it 
feels if we don't try."


There was a knock on the door. The kids started to pull the sheet over their 
naked bodies and realized how silly that was. David said to come in. Allen 
and Alice poked their head around the door then came into the room. They 
weren't wearing any more clothes than Susan and David were. David's eyes 
fastened on Alice's almost ripe figure and Allen took in Susan's pubescent 
body. The females examined the male bodies just as closely as the males were 
examining them. David's prick was still hard of, course, and it was pointing 
toward the ceiling. Allen's prick wasn't quite soft but it wasn't hard 
either.


They'd seen each other's nude bodies before but not in the same room. They 
all wanted to touch and feel but it wasn't urgent. Susan broke the ice.


"Did Allen fuck you?"


"Gees yeh. It felt real good after Allen broke my maiden head." She wasn't 
going to embarrass Allen by telling how chicken he'd been. Susan wasn't as 
worried about David's ego and, in truth, he really didn't mind.


"Wow! David wouldn't push hard enough so we had to get mom and Harry to 
help. It didn't hurt me at all."


She remembered her mother's admonition about making the boys feel good. 
"David didn't shoot off a second time till I didn't think I could take it 
any more."


David grinned at this and his chest puffed out a little. He was still 
interested in how things had gone with the other pair.


"What else did you do, Allen?"


"Just about everything, I guess. We gave each other trips around the world, 
we fucked, and we sixty nined. What did you do?"


"The same things. Uh, we were talking about ass fucking. Dad said that Joan 
liked it? Susan said she wanted to try it to see if she liked it too."


"Wow! Can we watch?"


David and Susan looked at each other. Why shouldn't they let the older kids 
watch? The boys had watched the girls lap each other's cunts and the girls 
had watched the boys suck each other's pricks. Why should mixed activity be 
any different?


It had been exciting having the others watch them doing things through 
window. It could be even more exciting to have them watch in the same room. 
None of them said a word but all of them were thinking of the future when 
they knew they would be doing things with each other. There was another 
knock on the door and the kids chorused a "Come in." Joan and Harry came in. 
They were wearing the uniform of the day. They took in the scenery and 
enjoyed the view. Harry's prick was limp. It was obvious to the kids that 
the adults had been doing the same things they'd been doing.


Allen was impatient to watch David fuck Susan's ass. If it was as good as 
everything else they'd done, and the younger kids liked it, he wanted to try 
to get Alice to let him do it to her.


"Dad, David and Susan said they were going to try ass fucking. Do you want 
to watch too?"


The adults laughed.


"That's pretty advanced for a first session, kids, but why not if you want 
to? Do you mind if we watch, David? Susan?"


"Gee, you watched our first fuck, I don't know why you shouldn't watch now."


David looked at Susan then his father. He'd had some expert instructions 
from his father the night before and knew that he was supposed to rub 
Susan's clit while he fucked her ass, but he had no idea about the mechanics 
of getting started. He cocked his head to one side. "Uh, what am I supposed 
to do, dad?"


The adults looked at each other and laughed again. Group sex with these 
almost innocent kids was going to be a ball. Harry sobered up. "Well, you 
have to make sure her ass is well lubricated or else you might hurt her. I 
like spit better than Vaseline or K.Y. jelly myself. Hold on to her hips and 
push your prick in slowly. It might hurt a little but not for long. Did I 
miss anything, Joan?"


"Not that I can think of. Go to it kids! Have a ball."


The kids went to it. Susan got on her knees and watched over her shoulder as 
David used the proper lubricant, spit; and the proper applicator, his 
tongue. Her hips jerked when he pressed a gob of spit into her asshole. He 
held Susan's hips and needed a third hand to position his prick on target. 
Joan supplied the third hand. He eased his prick into Susan's ass.


"Wow! That feels strange! But it feels good to. I like it! Fuck my ass, 
David, fuck my ass!"


David fucked. With all the time since he last shot off, David added a lot of 
lubricant in the form of cum after the first two strokes.


Susan's ass was even tighter than her cunt. It didn't feel like anything 
he'd done before but it felt just as good. He reached around, dipped his 
finger into Susan's cunt for some cunt juice, and massaged her clit while he 
continued pumping his prick into her ass.


Susan thought it was neat too. It sure was different but it was just as much 
fun. She was glad that she'd had the nerve to try it. At the moment she 
didn't think she'd ever say no to anything David suggested, but she 
reconsidered and reserved the right. Her hips responded and her ass slapped 
against David's groin each time he pumped. David's balls bounced against her 
cunt and that felt good too.


It was be the sixth time David shot off, he had a lot of lasting power now. 
It wasn't until Susan's orgasms had her ass contracting around his prick 
that the added stimulus brought him to a climax. He deposited a diminished 
load of young boy cum in Susan's ass. The motion eased off and both kids 
were panting.


David eased his only slightly softened prick out of Susan's ass and moved 
down to clean it up. Someone sucked his prick into their mouth but he was 
paying attention to what he was doing. Whoever it was knew how to suck cock. 
He looked down and saw it was his father. David forgot what he was doing and 
watched in astonishment. His hips quivered and he shot off again. His father 
sucked it right down his throat. This time he let his hips relax and his 
father let his prick slide out of his mouth.


"Dad!"


"You do it with your brother, David, don't you want me to do it to you?"


"Gees, yeh! It's neat! But I never even dreamed you would."


"I like boy-boy sex too. I started out with your Uncle Stanley when he was 
your age. Later Sam and I did some things together. We couldn't see why your 
mother and Joan should have all the fun. When you asked those questions 
about boy-boy sex it made me happy. I want to have fun with the both of 
you."


Watching his youngest son fuck Susan's ass then sucking his cock had Harry's 
prick hard again. One look at his father's monster and David gasped. He 
wrapped his hand around it and licked the drop of pre cum off the tip. David 
blushed.


"Can I suck your cock, dad?"


"Why not, I just sucked yours. Do you want to suck me off or do you want to 
sixty nine?"


David started to answer and shook his head no and blushed. "Uh, dad, can I 
just suck you off. Uh, my balls are starting to ache."


The adults covered their amusement. David was embarrassed because was 
incapacitated and he'd only shot off seven times. Harry only wished he could 
have that problem. He'd fucked Joan once and they'd sixty nined before they 
came into David's room. He had been totally spent at that point. It was only 
the excitement of sucking off his just pubescent son that got him hard 
again.


Joan realized what the situation was. She looked around the room and decided 
enough was enough.


"David, I know you want to try that monster of your father's but he's come 
twice already and he doesn't have your recuperative powers. He'll have 
aching balls too before you're finished. Give him some time to recuperate. 
Let's wait till after dinner, and we'll see what else develops. You kids may 
want to be alone for a while but if you don't we can have a group session 
tonight."


David was disappointed but he was reasonable too. He was willing to wait. 
Harry was disappointed too, but he knew that Joan was absolutely right. He 
really wasn't up to it and had acquiesced to his son's request in the heat 
of the moment. He'd be much better if he waited till evening. They decided 
that all those nude bodies around could be rather distracting so they 
scattered to their various rooms and dressed.


Chapter 10


Monday, April 11; Evening:


The adults realized the kids would get restless and took them to an early 
movie to let them cool off before returning home for a late dinner. Joan was 
sure that Harry was going to need all the rest he could get before the 
evening was over.


The conversation at the dinner table wasn't normal for the average family. 
The kids had some decisions to make. They could sleep with their chosen 
partner for the night. Each wanted to spend a night alone with their 
selected lover but there were other options. All of them were attractive and 
the kids had trouble choosing among them. Susan wanted Allen then Harry to 
fuck her. She wanted find out if a bigger prick in her cunt made any 
difference. She wanted to lap her mother's cunt too.


Alice wanted David to shoot off in her cunt and keep right on fucking. She 
wanted to suck his cute little cock too. She had to try Harry's big prick. 
Wow! Like her sister, she wanted to show her mother how much she loved her 
by lapping her cunt.


Allen was intrigued with Susan's hairless young cunt. Alice's cunt had been 
tighter than Joan's. He wanted to find out if Susan's was tighter yet. He 
was a little jealous of David because Harry had sucked David off and hadn't 
done the same to him. He wanted to suck his father's cock too and lap 
Susan's little slit. He wanted to do things with Joan too.


David knew he wanted to do everything with everybody. His mind was racing so 
fast he hardly had time to realize what he was thinking. He could probably 
accomplish all his desires in one night, but he would have been exhausted 
and his balls would have ached.


They were like kids in a candy factory with a small bag. They couldn't 
decide how to fill it. David came up with the solution.


"Uh, why don't we do things together then when it's time to go to sleep 
separate into pairs? I want to sleep with Susan but I want to do things, uh, 
fuck and suck with the rest of you too. I know we'll be tired out before 
bedtime, but if we wake up during the night Susan and I can do things 
together."


The rest kids thought it was a good idea. When could they get started? They 
all retired to the family room which had a thick pile carpet with a heavy 
pad under it. It would be the most comfortable place for a family orgy. The 
kids left a trail of clothes on the way to the family room. In a minute the 
adults were as naked as the kids.


Again they all took inventory and liked what they saw. There were three 
stiff pricks and three dripping cunts.


"Dad, you said I could suck you cock." David looked at his father 
questioningly.


Harry saw a look of envy in Allen's eye and he didn't want him to think that 
David was his favorite even though there was some truth in it. "I haven't 
sucked Allen off yet," Allen's eyes lit up. "why don't we form a daisy 
chain?" Both boys looked at Allen with their eyebrows raised. "In case 
you've never heard of that one it's where you get in a circle and every one 
sucks everyone else off."


Alice was indignant. "What are we girls supposed to do while you boys are 
having fun?"


Susan watched the males get into position and turned around and grinned at 
her mother.


"Mom, can girls do a, uh, oh, a daisy chain too?"


"You bet. How about it Alice?"


"Gees, I hadn't thought of that. That'll be neat."


Joan was struck by an idea, she looked around and developed a big grin. 
"Here's an idea. Harry wants to suck Allen's cock and David want's to suck 
Harry's. Alice has always said she wants to suck David's prick and I think 
Allen wants to lap Susan's cunt. I want to lap one of my daughters and be 
lapped by the other. I haven't tried either yet. Susan can do me while I do 
Alice. All of us can be doing something together and none will be doing 
something with somebody we've done things with before."


Everyone looked at everyone else. Each would be sucking some one new and 
someone new would be sucking them. They were all for it. They arranged 
themselves in a big circle. Susan reminded Alice not to stop when David 
delivered his first load of cum. That was only an appetizer. David faced his 
father's crotch. His prick was big but it was made just like his or his 
brother's. He must like the same things that Allen and he liked. He licked a 
drop of pre cum off the tip and licked the underside just as he would have 
with Allen.


Harry reacted the same way Allen did. With more assurance he went on to suck 
his father's balls. He could only get one at a time into his mouth. He made 
the rounds of licking his father's ass, probing his asshole with his tongue, 
and sucking his balls. Then he moved back to the head of his father's prick.


Harry faced Allen's maturing cock. David was the more mischievous of his 
sons, took more of his attention, and was probably his favorite, but he 
loved Allen just as much as he loved David. He tenderly licked the drops of 
cum from Allen's pisshole, massaged his prick with his tongue, and licked 
his balls and ass, then moved back to the head of his prick.


Allen held himself rigid in anticipation of the first contact of his 
father's tongue. Once he felt it he relaxed some and examined the cute 
almost hairless cunt in front of his face. He'd been looking forward to 
lapping her pubescent cunt. It looked so fragile that he was afraid of 
hurting Susan.


Very lightly he ran his tongue just inside the outer lips. Susan's hips 
wiggled and he gained a little courage. He licked along her ass crack and 
pushed his tongue into her cute pink pucker. When Susan's body jerked Allen 
grinned to himself. Susan reacted the same way everyone else did, he wasn't 
going to her any harm no matter what he did. He moved back to further 
explore her cunt with his tongue.


Susan examined her mother's cunt. She separated the outer lips and licked. 
It had a richer flavor than her sisters. She licked again, moved to her 
asshole, and massaged as hard as she could. When Allen moved back to her 
cunt, she moved back to her mother's and sucked Joan's clit into her mouth.


Joan sampled her older daughter's cunt. Susan was doing a good job on hers 
and she would do as good a job on Alice. She knew how much being skillful in 
the art of love could enhance your life. She would show Alice how it should 
be done.


She licked her daughter's cunt. She massaged the entire area between Alice's 
outer cunt lips and moved on up her ass crack and over her asshole before 
returning to the point of her main interest.


Alice was having a ball with David's pubescent cock. She was now ready to 
lick his ass crack and tongue fuck his ass. His hip jerks were rather 
violent so she moved back to the head of his prick and sucked it into her 
mouth. His hips pumped twice and spurts and dribbles of his first load of 
cum filled her mouth. He kept pumping and she swallowed the nectar and kept 
on sucking. His prick was small enough so she could really give it a working 
over with her tongue as she bobbed her head.


As David shot off for the first time he sucked his father's huge prick into 
his mouth. Susan said she had sucked on it and his mouth was as big as hers. 
He had about half of it in his mouth when the head tickled his throat. He 
wanted to do better than that. He bobbed his head and pushed harder this 
time.


The head of his father's prick entered his throat but there was still a lot 
left to go. One more time and he found his nose resting on his father's 
balls. He started to gag and resisted the reflex by swallowing. Harry's hips 
jerked when he did that.


Harry went slow on Allen's prick and he used every trick he knew to make his 
son feel good. When David swallowed Harry's prick it galvanized him. He 
bobbed faster and sucked harder.


Allen fucked his father's mouth, sucked Susan's clit into his mouth, and 
plunged his hardened tongue into her cunt. He was going to shoot off pretty 
soon and wanted to have Susan come at the same time. Susan shuddered with 
her first orgasm and buried her face in her mother's cunt and lapped faster 
and faster.


Joan felt her first orgasm come on, she pushed her finger up Alice's ass and 
ran her tongue in and out of her twat.


Alice bobbed her head faster, quivering with the intensity of her feeling 
she swallowed David's second load of cum.


David's hips jerked and he delivered his seed to Alice's sucking mouth as he 
swallowed his father's massive load of cum.


Harry released his load of cum in his younger son's mouth as he attempted to 
suck his older son's balls dry.


The action slowed and came to a stop as flaccid pricks slipped out of slack 
mouths and panting faces fell away from satiated cunts. After moments rest 
there was a flurry of motion as each sampled the sex organs of everyone 
else. No one was in a hurry and each was willing to accept the other's 
ministrations.


Joan looked at the three males and asked to use them all at once. She'd 
never done that before. Her daughters agreed on the condition that they get 
the same chance in the not too distant future.


The boys were as hard as a rock but Harry's prick was just coming to 
attention. Joan sucked on her finger, inserted it in Harry's ass, and 
massaged his prostate. The kids watched fascinated as Harry's prick rose to 
the occasion.


Joan wanted her three holes filled. Harry would fuck her cunt, David her 
ass, and Allen her mouth.


Joan got on her knees, David got behind her, laved her asshole with his 
tongue and poked his prick at it. Nothing happened.


"Take it easy, son. Grab hold of Joan's hips and ease your prick in. Here 
let me help you."


Harry held his son's prick to Joan's pucker, David gripped her hips firmly 
and pushed his prick up her ass until his hips were lodged against her ass 
cheeks. Joan rolled to her side and Harry took his position in front his 
slid his monster into Joan's cunt.


"Oh, dad, I can feel your prick riding over mine!"


"I know, that's always a surprise the first time you try this position. I 
always liked the way that felt.


"Shove your ass in front of my face, Allen. I'll give you a reaming while 
Joan sucks a load of cum out of your cock."


Allen moved into position and the action started. David's prick rode in and 
out of Joan's tight ass and right along the length of his father's. His hips 
jerked and his first load of cum added lubrication.


David's prick made its full penetration, Harry flexed his hips and David 
felt his father's prick slide over his. Joan sucked on Allen's prick and she 
massaged it with her tongue. Harry applied his tongue to Allen's ass.


David and Harry built up the alternating rhythm that gave each of them the 
maximum feel of the other's prick riding in and out of the opposing hole. 
Joan picked up their rhythm and slapped her ass against David as he pushed 
his prick in and against Harry when he made his thrust. Her head bobbed in 
time with her hip movements and Allen fucked his prick into her mouth.


The girls watched and decided they didn't have to be left out. Susan moved 
in behind David and licked his ass. Alice had no trouble licking Harry's ass 
this time. They moved down a little lower and each licked a prick as it was 
retracted from the hole it was fucking. This type of activity doesn't make 
for lasting power. The action speeded up. There was panting and grunting as 
the four of them reached a climax. David delivered his second load of cum 
into Joan's ass. Joan sucked a load out of Allen's throbbing prick. Harry 
inundated Joan's cunt with his massive adult load.


Harry's prick shriveled and slipped out of Joan's cunt. Alice pounced on it 
to clean it off. David withdrew his still hard cock from Joan's ass and 
Susan loving performed the same service for him. She managed to suck another 
load of cum out his prick in the process. Allen moved down and lapped his 
father's and brother's cum out of Joan's cunt and ass. They all completed 
their cleanup chores and sat around again. Joan decreed it was time for bed. 
They could take up the group activities tomorrow. The kids were ready to 
agree and Harry was in no condition to continue anyway. They kissed and 
hugged all around and the kids went off to their respective bedrooms but not 
to sleep. Harry did have to sleep for a while before he woke and entertained 
Joan with a leisurely sixty nine.


End
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Chapter 1


Ellen Ames carefully backed her red Volkswagen into a space at the very rear 
of the deserted parking lot. She switched off the motor and checked her 
watch. It was an unnecessary gesture. She already knew that classes would 
not begin for more than an hour, but still, she had wanted a chance to view, 
without interruption, the streamlined structure of steel and glass where she 
would be teaching young people for the next eight months. Also, she wanted a 
chance to think ...


Except for an old man picking up trash in the asphalt school yard, Brentwood 
High School looked deserted, so she maneuvered her body to a more 
comfortable position for the long wait. Her long, shapely legs stretched out 
until the tips of her shoes touched the door on the other side of the car, 
and her firm, full-rounded buttocks wriggled down into the leather 
upholstery as she leaned back against the door beside her, her fluffy red 
curls flattening against the side window.


It was one of those beautiful autumn days that happen only in October, the 
kind of day when the cool air seems to almost sparkle and each tree looks 
like a bonfire before the scarlet and gold leaves start floating to the 
ground. There was something about the freshness and tranquility of the 
brilliant early morning that lifted her spirits and made her feel 
wonderfully liberated, like when she was a little girl, living in another 
suburban neighborhood very much like this one, serenely happy and full of 
dreams about the limitless future.


Ellen sighed deeply, the large full mounds of her breasts heaving 
dramatically under her fluffy yellow sweater. It seemed like a million years 
since she had been so carefree and optimistic. Now, it was not the future 
that preoccupied her, but the past, yes, the past that had so wounded her 
that she was not certain that the future would ever be bright again.


The beautiful redhead slowly closed her wide green eyes and let her thoughts 
roam back into the past. She had been raised strictly, the child of a stern, 
disciplinarian father and a meek, opinion-less mother. Her only real friend 
had been her younger brother, Tommy. They had been so close that she had 
actually been sorry, sometimes, that he was her brother and they couldn't 
get married, or at least be lovers. But, as they got older, her parents must 
have suspected her secret desires, and somehow, they always managed to keep 
them apart. Then, not satisfied with separating her from the only person she 
really cared about, her parents hardly let her date at all in high school 
and grilled her about her conduct each time she came home from a party or a 
movie date.


Now, looking back, Ellen could understand why they worried about her. From 
the time she had first started blossoming into womanhood, she had been 
surrounded by boys, all competing for dates with her, even offering her 
their high school rings. She had been innocent and trusting then, and she 
had thought that they really liked her as a person. But, when her parents 
finally decided that she was old enough to date regularly ... then, she 
discovered the disheartening truth!


She really hadn't thought of herself as any different from the other girls 
her age. In fact, it wasn't until she had begun to discuss her dates with 
her girlfriends that she learned that some girls really had fun with their 
boyfriends and didn't have to spend whole evenings fighting to keep their 
virtue intact. At sixteen, Ellen had come to the conclusion that there was 
something about her that seemed to bring out the animal in whatever boy she 
was with, no matter how gentlemanly and charming he may have seemed when he 
first asked her out for a date. For months, she had worried about the reason 
for the strange phenomenon, agonizing over whether her sweaters were too 
tight, her manner too bold, her way of walking too suggestive. At last, 
however, she had given it up as an unsolvable mystery and kept dating, 
hoping she would find a boy who would see her as a person, instead of just 
some kind of sex machine.


It wasn't that she was a prude ... she had simply tried to keep sex in its 
proper perspective. Now, years later, sitting alone in her Volkswagen, Ellen 
still remembered her experiences in other cars: the hot blasts of heavy, 
beer-laden breath, the clutching, savage hands, the pints of whiskey stashed 
in the glove compartments of borrowed cars, the sly fingertips creeping 
toward her breasts or up her skirt ... as if she wouldn't notice!


She had been seventeen, in her senior year of high school, before she 
finally lost control of a situation. Double-dating with another couple who 
were "going steady," she had gone to a drive-in movie with a friendly boy 
who was in several of her classes. Since there was another couple in the car 
with them, she was sure that, for once, she could relax and enjoy herself 
without fear of being sexually molested. She quickly learned otherwise.


After parking the car far in the rear of the viewing area, the other boy and 
his girlfriend hastily rolled their windows tightly shut, completely 
ignoring the speaker that broadcasted the movie's sound track, still perched 
uselessly on its stand beside the car. Once privacy was insured by closed 
windows and locked doors, no one even pretended to watch the movie. The 
couple in the front seat immediately plunged down out of Ellen's view and 
the only sign of their presence in the car was the occasional grunts and 
moans that drifted back to where she was sitting. A moment later, when her 
own date gathered her into his arms, the young redhead didn't resist. He was 
a friend, she trusted him and, besides, she would have felt silly to refuse 
the boy a kiss when the other occupants of the car were obviously involved 
in passionate intimacy. Even though she usually objected to "necking," 
especially on a first date, this boy was more experienced and gentle than 
the others she had gone out with, and for the first time in her life, she 
felt her body responding to a masculine caress. Naive and excited, the 
romantic teenager assumed that she had fallen in love with her date and that 
he loved her too.


Then, without warning, the illusion of tender passion changed into a 
nightmare of brutal lust. Completely caught up in her first infatuation, the 
lovely redhead was not even flustered when the boy reached under her skirt 
and hooked his fingers in the elastic waistband of her nylon panties. 
Certain that he would be sympathetic to her strong belief in pre-marital 
chastity, she gently but firmly, pulled his hand away and held it tightly in 
her lap as she whispered softly in his ear:


"Please, don't, Bobby. I don't want to do anything like that until I'm sure 
I've found the right man to share my life. I really think you might be the 
one, but I have to be certain first. Please, understand and wait until we're 
positive we really love each other."


Even now, nearly a decade later, Ellen couldn't help but cringe back against 
the door of the Volkswagen, painfully humiliated by the memory of his 
response to her gentle plea.


He laughed. He observed the passionate sincerity of her expression, then 
shoved her away from him and nearly toppled into the front seat laughing. As 
the closed car filled with the harsh sound of his scornful mirth, Ellen sat 
stiff with confusion and the couple in the front seat peered over the 
upholstery, curious about the boy's outburst of hilarity. Hurt, but not 
certain if she was being ridiculed or not, the beautiful young redhead 
anxiously waited for his laughter to subside, so she too could understand 
what was so funny. At last, the youth's guffaws shrank to hearty chuckles, 
then dwindled to snickers before he finally regained his composure. It 
seemed like hours before he could get enough breath back to speak, but when 
he managed to collect his wits and began to explain the joke, Ellen was 
finally able to understand the reason behind her trouble with boys, about 
the blessings nature had bestowed upon her and the intimidating problems 
that resulted from her apparent good fortune.


"Oh, man! Jesus Christ!" he gasped, punctuating his words with an occasional 
chortle. He squinted at Ellen, then turned to the other couple, shaking his 
head in disbelief. "Are you ready for this, gang? Little Ellen thinks I 
might be the one, but she wants to wait until we're really sure we're in 
love."


His face hardened as he again faced the wide-eyed redhead. "Well, that's 
very sweet of you, except I'm not interested, baby. This lovey-dovey crap 
bores me to death. What I'm looking for is a nice friendly fuck!"


Ellen involuntarily cringed back into the corner as the obscene word seared 
through her brain. Her composure completely shattered by the boy's 
unexpected lewdness, she blinked back the tears of disappointment that were 
already threatening to spill down her cheeks. "But ... but, why me?" she 
murmured brokenly. "I don't ... I don't do that ... "


"Oh, shit, are you putting me on?" her date groaned in disgust. He glanced 
over his shoulder at the couple on the front seat and noted with obvious 
appreciation that they were both openly smirking, enjoying the innocent 
girl's confusion and embarrassment.


"Look, kid," he resumed, resting his hand on her knee in a gesture of mock 
paternalism. "If you really are as goody-goody as you're making out, I can't 
figure how in the hell you stayed that way until now."


"W-why? What do you mean?" she faltered, her eyes wide with anxiety. She had 
no doubt that she was finally to hear the answer to the mystery, the reason 
all her dates turned into wrestling matches as she struggled to preserve her 
honor. She waited apprehensively for his answer, but he only stared at her 
with an expression of growing annoyance. "Please, please, what are you 
talking about? Why do boys ... ?" she stumbled, not knowing how to explain 
her problem without making him laugh at her again.


"Baby, don't play dumb with me," he growled impatiently. "Have you looked in 
a mirror lately? You must know what kind of a body you have. I've never seen 
a broad built like you; maybe no one else has either. A guy can just look at 
you and he develops a one-track mind!"


As he spoke, Ellen could see the boy's eyes hungrily scanning her body, as 
if he were trying to show her actual proof of his words. She was stunned, 
astonished that any one particular body could affect anyone that much. With 
the exception of really fat people or those with horrible deformities, she 
had always thought that a body was a body, not half as interesting as the 
personalities inside. Nevertheless, if boys were all that aroused by her 
body, that would explain why she couldn't ever get them to talk about 
anything but sex.


Suddenly, her train of thought was broken as she realized that the other 
couple had again disappeared and that her own date was again moving toward 
her on the seat, a strange look of savage determination twisting his face. 
She heard him mutter something about wasted time and natural talent and 
then, he grabbed her shoulders and forced her down on the seat.


Now, older and wiser, as she sat in the parking lot of Brentwood High 
School, Ellen was still grateful that her mind had blocked out most of the 
memories of that horrible experience. Only scattered impressions remained 
... his wet lips covering hers to muffle her cries of terror, the brutal 
shredding of her panties as he tore them from her body, the lewd rasp of a 
zipper and then ... the pain, like a huge battering ram forcing itself up 
between her straining thighs as he forced his stone-hard penis into her 
defenseless virginal passageway, tearing through her maidenhead without any 
thought of her fear or pain. The agony had seemed to go on forever as he 
pummeled mercilessly into her quivering belly and, by the time he began to 
pump his boiling, seething sperm into her helpless vagina, Ellen had stopped 
struggling, exhausted and beaten into submission.


Afterward, they had taken her home, laughing contemptuously at her misery. 
But, she had not responded to their jibes. Instead, she had sat quietly 
leaning against the door beside her, numb with shock. She hadn't had the 
energy to argue or even care about what they said to her. All she wanted was 
to crawl into her own bed and sleep, so she would not have to think about 
what had happened to her or feel the dull, throbbing ache deep between her 
thighs.


When, at last, they had dropped her off at her own doorstep, she had slipped 
silently into the darkened house, grateful that her parents had not waited 
up for the usual report on her activities. She had crept upstairs and 
carefully bathed, trying to cleanse herself of the soiled feeling that 
permeated her whole being. Then, after she had gingerly toweled herself dry, 
she had tiptoed into her bedroom and turned on the light. Still naked, she 
had padded over to the long mirror to study the body that was causing her so 
much grief.


Her eyebrows had lifted in surprise as she first realized that in spite of 
her young years, she already looked like very much of a woman. As if seeing 
them for the first time, she stared in fascination at her own high-set, 
round, widely-spaced breasts, each peaked with rose-tinged nipples, then 
lowered her gaze down over her slender, girlish waist to her flaring, 
rounded hips and smooth, flat stomach. Her eyes had lingered only a moment 
at the light auburn triangle nestled between her thighs, then slipped 
downward as the memories of the evening's rape became too painful to bear. 
She had scanned her long, milky, full-swelling thighs and smoothly curved 
calves, then stepped back to assess her entire form.


She had always been aware that her face, with its delicately sculpted lines, 
was classically beautiful but, that night, she had painfully learned that 
her voluptuous young body was so exciting that men would use violence to 
possess it. In a way, she had felt a sort of pride, and yet, as she surveyed 
her ravished body in the mirror, she had felt resentment, wondering if this 
beauty was worth all the problems it created.


She had tried to imagine, as she turned off the light and slipped between 
the sheets, how it would feel to be like all the other girls, seeking a 
middle ground between ugliness and beauty, where she could simply lead a 
normal life. But, just before she had drifted off to sleep, her speculations 
had been cut short by the realization that she had been offered no choice by 
nature. She would somehow have to learn how to live with the difficulties as 
well as the rewards of having a body that inflamed men, even to the point of 
rape.


It had been a bitter lesson, but that night at the drive-in movie had made 
her realize the risks she ran each time she dared to be alone with a member 
of the opposite sex and, after that, she never allowed herself to be placed 
in another compromising position. She had been mature and modern enough to 
know that the loss of her virginity was not going to ruin her life, but 
nevertheless, she was angry and disappointed that she had not been allowed 
to give it to the man of her own choice. The next day, she had decided that 
the next time she became involved with a man, it would be under her terms, 
and next time, she would take the precaution of first getting to know him in 
entirely non-sexual situations.


She had clung to her new wariness through her last year of high school and 
most of her college years, even though she often experienced bitter pangs of 
loneliness, especially when she watched her girlfriends strolling 
hand-in-hand with their sweethearts through the college campus. She had 
caused quite a stir at the college she attended, and more than one 
enterprising young scholar had tried to spirit her away to some romantic 
spot or another, but she had stayed firm to her resolution and accepted 
dates only to the local soda fountain or an on-campus movie, allowing no 
greater intimacy than an innocent good-night kiss. She had wistfully watched 
many of her almost, but not quite, plain girlfriends become engaged, get 
married and settle down happily, sharing mutual respect and affection with 
their husbands, but still Ellen had yet to meet a man who did not stare at 
her with that hungry, savage look that she remembered so well from that 
night in the back seat of a classmate's car.


She had tried not to envy the other girls who did not know the curse of 
being wanted just for their striking looks. They had had the opportunity of 
giving something more to a man, something real and lasting that came from 
within them. By the time she had reached her junior year of college, she 
began to give up hope of ever meeting the man who would see her as anything 
more than an exciting body to selfishly plunder for his own sexual 
gratification.


And then, finally, when she had all but despaired, she had met Richard Ames, 
a lawyer who lived a few miles from the university. She had seen him several 
times in the campus library where she often spent her lonely evenings, and 
one night, she had cautiously returned his friendly smile. Over the weeks, 
their polite greetings extended to whispered conversations in the library 
reading room, and she had learned that he frequently visited the old 
building just to enjoy reading in its quiet, somber atmosphere. Only once, 
the first time he spoke to her, Ellen had felt his eyes traveling quickly 
over her body, critically scanning her full, well-rounded curves, but when 
he again met her eyes, she saw nothing in his face but open friendliness. 
For the first time in years, she had felt free to be herself and even she 
had been surprised at how quickly she had discarded her protective shell of 
icy aloofness in the company of this man.


Almost before she knew it, they had begun to see each other every day, 
meeting for coffee to talk about books and paintings or taking long, lazy 
walks together through the campus and the neighboring countryside. It had 
been like a dream come true, and when he asked her to marry him in the 
summer before her last year of college, Ellen had accepted joyfully, without 
a doubt in her mind that Richard would make her happy.


Their first year together had been deliriously happy. Ellen had spent her 
days at the college, completing her studies, and at night, they had talked 
and laughed and made love. Through Richard, she finally had learned the 
delights of sex and she felt a complete woman to be able to give herself 
freely to him. He had been an accomplished lover, and Ellen had felt 
occasional tinges of jealousy when she wondered about the women in his past, 
but she knew that it really made no difference now, as long as they were 
faithful to each other now that they were married. Besides, he was a tall, 
handsome man, almost ten years older than she, and she knew that no man 
could have resisted the charms of all the women Richard must have attracted 
with his dark good looks.


After Ellen had graduated with a degree in psychology, she had joyfully 
taken on the role of .housewife and they had quickly settled into a domestic 
routine. It had been wonderful and Ellen had never been happier in all her 
life. Richard had been the most perfect husband imaginable and she had done 
everything she could think of to show her love to him.


Then, gradually, and for no apparent reason, things had begun to change, 
sometime in their second year of marriage. Richard began to seem impatient 
with her and sometimes he would lose his temper over little things, like 
dinner being a few minutes late. She would have been able to understand his 
grouchiness ... after all, he did work very hard ... but then, there had 
been other things.


Even though she had been able to tell, from the looks in other men's eyes, 
that she was still as beautiful and desirable as ever, she had begun to 
notice Richard watching other pretty girls each time they went out together. 
And his sexual advances had become less and less frequent and more 
impersonal. When he did not simply mount her for a maddeningly quick union, 
just long enough to work himself to orgasm, he insisted on insulting her by 
asking her if she would like to sleep with other men or playing a game that 
he was someone else. It had been as though her body were no longer enough to 
excite him, as though he had to talk himself into a frenzy of sexual 
passion.


She was certain that he still loved her, but his changing attitudes toward 
sex had frustrated and humiliated her more than he knew. Still, until well 
into their third year together, she had kept silent, hoping that he was just 
going through some sort of phase, that he would stop being so selfish and 
once again become the same Richard she had loved before. Finally, however, 
he had pushed the thing beyond her limits of endurance.


She had had her first inkling when he had started to bring home gossip about 
some local swap clubs. Ellen had been horrified and refused to believe that 
such a thing was happening in her own town. To her amazement, he had shown 
anger at her reaction, and had called her silly and narrow-minded. Then, a 
few days later, he had brought home some magazines, she had known they were 
smutty just from the covers, and asked her to look through them. She had not 
been able to believe her eyes when she had discovered that they were 
actually catalogues of people who wanted to switch partners or have orgies 
or do a million other perverted things ... and some of them had even had 
pictures!


Ellen had been absolutely incensed. Refusing to remain silent any longer, 
she had angrily demanded to be told exactly what her husband was trying to 
do to their marriage! Richard had calmly explained to her that, even though 
he loved her with all his heart and thought that she was the most wonderful 
woman in the world, everyone needed a little variety once in a while to keep 
their lives from getting stale. They had been married almost three years 
now, and he had felt that it was time that they discovered some outside 
stimulation, not only for the excitement it would provide, but to make them 
realize all over again how lucky they were to have each other. Ellen had 
been so hurt and horrified that she had not been able to do anything but cry 
for a long time afterward. She had felt no need for any "outside 
stimulation" and could not understand why he would either, if he truly did 
love her as much as he had said.


For two miserable weeks, they had discussed it, often breaking into bitter 
arguments, until at last, Ellen began to relent, giving in only because she 
thought she had to in order to keep Richard as her husband. Richard had 
given her many good reasons for what he wanted them to do and he had shown 
her several articles by noted psychologists, people she had studied in 
college. Even though she was still frightened and upset by the whole idea, 
she finally agreed to try it, if that was what he really wanted to do.


The very next day, he had called home from his office, his voice almost 
singing from joyful excitement, to tell her that they would be having 
another couple over to dinner that night and that there was a very good 
chance that "something might develop." She had been heartbroken by his 
obvious enthusiasm to go to bed with another woman and repulsed by the very 
idea of another man touching her. But, she had managed to hide her feelings 
for the sake of their marriage and that night one of Richard's clients and 
his wife came to dinner.


The man had been older than Richard, but attractive and distinguished 
looking, and his wife had been a small pretty blonde just a few years older 
than Ellen. In a haze of fear and apprehension, the young redhead had gone 
through all the motions of serving and eating the dinner she had prepared, 
barely aware of what was going on around her. What was Richard going to do 
to that woman? What was this strange man going to expect her to do with him? 
A thousand terrifying questions had raced through her mind as they sat 
smiling and chatting at the dinner table, and she had sat there, praying 
desperately that the meal would never be finished.


But, it was, all too quickly, and suddenly Ellen had noticed the excitement 
in the air. Forcing her mind away from panic, she had risen and said that 
she would clear the table and join them in the living room in just a minute. 
There had been a moment of tension and Richard had frowned at her feeble 
attempt to put off the inevitable, but his client had merely laughed and 
jumped to his feet, saying that he would help Ellen while the other two 
drank their brandies in the other room. Ellen had watched as her husband and 
the blonde strolled into the parlor, their heads bent together as they gaily 
chatted, then silently began to clear the dining room table. A few moments 
later, in the kitchen, with the dishes stacked neatly beside the sink, the 
man tried to put his arms around her. Ellen had instinctively stiffened, but 
then she had let him kiss her, realizing that this is what Richard would 
want her to do.


They had stood there kissing passionately for several minutes, and Ellen had 
been surprised to see that, despite her fear, her body was beginning to 
respond to the man's tender caresses. Richard's client was responding too, 
and, realizing that she was about to be raped right there on the kitchen 
floor, she had laughingly extracted herself from his arms, suggesting that 
they join the others in the living room. The man had shrugged, then taken 
her hand, leading her back through the dining room to the parlor door.


Now, two weeks later, Ellen sat stiffly in her Volkswagen and fought back 
the tears that flooded her eyes from the memory of the sight that had 
greeted her from the doorway. How could he have done that to her? She 
wondered miserably as she sat alone in her car in the parking lot of 
Brentwood High School. The rest of the memory was too painful to think about 
and she fought to keep it out of her mind. But, like an old nightmare, it 
kept springing back to life, taking over her thoughts. She had already gone 
too far with the reminiscence, and now she could not force the horrible 
memory out of her mind. Suddenly, she felt like she was right back there in 
the house she had shared with Richard, standing beside the man in the 
doorway ...


"Oooooooh, yes, suck it, suck it! Oh, God, that's fantastic!"


She heard Richard's voice before she saw him. It was husky with a guttural 
passion she had not heard in their own lovemaking for over a year. Her face 
flushed a bright red in disbelief and humiliation at the sound of her own 
husband making love with another man's wife with that man standing right 
beside her. And then, she saw them!


She had been straining her eyes though the un-lighted semi-darkness of the 
parlor when suddenly her gaze fell on the two writhing forms on the floor in 
front of the couch. She stepped toward them, unable to stop herself, then 
stifled a scream as she saw the pretty blonde hovering over her husband's 
prostrate form, her head working up and down over his loins. The woman's 
lips were clasped tightly in an oval circle around her husband's erected 
penis. It stood hard and rigid through the open zipper of his fly, slight 
tufts of pubic hair protruding around the edge of the thick base.


"Oooooh," Ellen moaned in horror, turning back to hide her face in the 
shoulder of the man who stood behind her.


She hadn't planned on this. Maybe kissing, or even making love in the 
privacy of one of their bedrooms, but not this, right out where she couldn't 
help but see it. Tears rose to her eyes as she thought of the terrible 
spectacle of Richard's penis disappearing into the blonde's hungrily sucking 
mouth. She had thought she was prepared for anything, but not this!


Mistaking her horror for passion, the man holding her cupped his hands 
around her buttocks and pulled her even more tightly to his loins. "That's 
great, isn't it?" he murmured down into her ear. "There's nothing that turns 
me on like seeing my little Judy sucking on some big prick! Your husband 
certainly seems to like it too, doesn't he?"


He loosened his arms and Ellen, taking the cue, turned slowly around to 
watch again. Richard was groaning over and over, his lips working crazily 
and incoherent mutterings spilling from between his clenched teeth. His hips 
ground furiously up against the woman's face and his hands were tangled in 
her curly yellow hair, pulling her head down as he rammed his rampant cock 
far into the woman's throat.


She closed her eyes against the horrible scene and shuddered violently. She 
wanted to run, but knew her legs would not support her if she moved from the 
support of the man's arms. She could do nothing but stand here in torment 
while that blonde made wild sucking love to her husband. She stood quietly, 
listening to the hoarse panting of the man behind her, her eyes tightly 
clenched against the sight of Richard's infidelity. Then, suddenly, another 
deep animal groan erupted from the floor and Ellen's eyes jerked open.


The pretty blonde had lifted her dress up over her hips and slid up on top 
of Richard's body. Ellen realized with a shock that the woman had worn no 
panties, as there was no sign of them on the floor. The woman was straddling 
Richard, the round whiteness of her buttocks positioned directly over the 
gleaming hardness of his long, thick penis. She had reached behind her and 
taken hold of the trembling shaft, aiming the swollen tip into her vagina. 
Ellen's eyes widened in disbelief as she saw her husband's cock make contact 
with the moist open lips of the woman's pussy. The blonde worked the head up 
and down the full slit of her open loins, lubricating its tip with her 
cuntal juices and parting the soft pubic hair, then, suddenly ground her 
buttocks down hard on it.


Ellen's breath caught in her tightening throat as she saw Richard's long, 
throbbing member slide slowly into the mouth of the blonde's cunt, making an 
obscene wet sound as it entered. The woman shoved her body down on it until 
all Ellen could see was a tiny portion of the base of the cock protruding 
from the tight moist lips surrounding it.


She wished she could die and she valiantly fought down the impulse to run 
over and rip the blonde woman off her husband's loins. This was wrong; she 
knew it was wrong and, yet, if she tried to stop them, she knew Richard 
would never forgive her. Instead, she stood, leaning against the man behind 
her and watched in agony as his wife began a slow, grinding movement around 
Richard's cock, moving up and down with her buttocks rising in the air above 
him until just the tip of his stone-hard penis was left in the warm velvety 
passage of her flesh. Then, with a delighted grunt each time she made the 
movement, the blonde would slide hard down the full length of his prick, 
skewering herself completely with each smooth long stroke.


Shaken to the very core of her being, Ellen again turned away from the 
shattering spectacle and pressed her face tightly into the other man's 
shoulder. She had never even considered what it would be like to watch 
people making love, especially when one of them was her own husband, and it 
was affecting her more thoroughly than she would have thought. Not only was 
she experiencing the shame and revulsion she would have expected, but she 
could also feel a strange quiver of excitement deep between her thighs. She 
squeezed her eyes more tightly shut, but still she could not block out the 
terrible picture of her own husband's cock, powerful and hard, pummeling in 
and out of the blonde's soft, warm vagina. It flashed like a neon sign in 
her mind and their moans and grunts and the soft wet sucking sound of 
intercourse attacked her ears, clarifying and intensifying the vision in her 
mind.


The man's arms tightened around her once again and one of his hands slid up 
toward her breast and ground into the large, soft mound of flesh. The sight 
of the coupling on the floor was affecting him too, though not quite in the 
same way. He pulled her closer to him, grinding his pelvis into her loins 
and Ellen could feel the huge, hard lump under his trousers pressing into 
her belly. He gave a sudden hard pinch of her nipple that sent a fiery flash 
of pain and pleasure shooting down the length of her spine. She pulled her 
head away from his shoulder, wanting to protest the cruel tweak, but her 
words were rapidly choked off by the harsh pressure of his wet lips clamping 
down over hers, and all she could do was utter a low, helpless groan. His 
tongue forced its way into her mouth and she squirmed violently in an 
attempt to get away from the man's attack.


"Your husband's fucking my wife," he rasped down into her mouth. "He's 
really ramming it to her."


"Y-yes, I saw it ... " she faltered, not knowing what to say in response to 
the man's use of the lewd word.


"Come on," he breathed, suddenly roughly pulling her toward the couch. 
"Let's get in on some of the action! I'm so damned hot I can barely wait to 
get your clothes off, but I'm going to. A body like yours shouldn't ever be 
covered up!"


"Oh, wait ... no! Not yet!" she gasped, jerking back on his hand as he tried 
to lead her across the room. She tried to keep her voice as low as possible, 
so Richard wouldn't know what she was saying. She knew he would be angry, 
but she couldn't do it ... she knew she just couldn't stand to let another 
man touch her body ... not now, or ever!


Her mind raced as she tried to think of a way to escape and then, she 
swallowed hard and whispered, "W-why don't you let me watch you ... f-fuck 
your wife's mouth, while Richard does her at the same time." She smiled 
uncertainly at the man, amazed at her own audacity in using the forbidden 
word. "T-then, you can both do me at the same time!" she added hurriedly, 
smiling brightly.


"Wow! You really are a little swinger, aren't you," the man said, grinning 
his approval at her idea. "Well, I'm damned sure Judy isn't going to 
complain about that arrangement." He gave her breast a last squeeze, then 
turned to begin unzipping his pants. As if by afterthought, he turned around 
again and added, "But, don't you worry about your share, little lady. I'm a 
stretch-runner and I'm certain your hubby can get another one up when he 
sees how I'm going to work you over!"


Ellen shuddered in revulsion as soon as the man had turned away, but forced 
herself to stay and watch the whole thing until he had gotten his long, hard 
prick firmly lodged in his wife's voraciously sucking mouth. By the time she 
quietly slipped out of the room, no one even noticed.


Fighting back her tears, she had rushed into their bedroom, hurriedly packed 
a suitcase, then crept out of the house. On their bed, she left a short note 
for Richard, telling him that she needed time to get away and think. She was 
no longer sure that the marriage was worth the price she had almost paid, 
and she wanted to see how well she could live without him.


She found an apartment the next day and started looking for a job. Luck was 
with her, and she found that a psychology and current events teacher had 
just become seriously ill at the high school in nearby Brentwood. Ignoring 
Richard's letters and telephone calls, she had calmly gone about setting up 
a life of her own, knowing that no matter what he said, sooner or later, he 
would want to do the same thing again. She had finally convinced him that 
she just wanted to be alone for a while and now, she had to decide what ...


"Mrs. Ames, what are you doing sitting there all by yourself?" a kindly 
voice suddenly broke into her thoughts.


Ellen's head twisted around and, through the Volkswagen window, she saw the 
white-haired Elmo Dunlap, principal of Brentwood High School. The painful 
memories receded from her consciousness and she smiled a greeting. "Good 
morning, Mr. Dunlap. I got here early, and I guess I just started 
woolgathering," she said, hoping no sign of her earlier tears still showed 
on her face.


"Now, now, my dear, you're still too young to go on worrying about one 
marriage gone wrong," the elderly man clucked sympathetically. Ellen 
remembered she had mentioned to him that she had just left her husband. 
"Why, most people these days don't blink at four or five," he went on. "Of 
course, my Bessie and I, well, we've been going on for nearly fifty years."


As he chuckled proudly, Ellen averted her eyes to hide the pain she felt. 
She would have liked to have had fifty years with Richard. If only, if only 
she shook her head to clear it of the now-useless wishes. There was no sense 
dwelling on the past. Today, she would begin her new career as a teacher. As 
far as she was concerned, her career as a wife was over.


"Well, that's wonderful, Mr. Dunlap," she said brightly as she climbed out 
of her car. "I ... I hope you have many more happy years together."


"Um, yes, child. I'm sure you do," the man said distractedly, eyeing her 
lush form as she stood up beside him. Catching her eyes upon him, he 
embarrassedly turned his gaze away. "Well, let's go in and meet the other 
teachers for coffee, shall we? I'm sure they'll find you a welcome relief 
from that old fuss-budget you're replacing!"


"Oh, Mr. Dunlap," Ellen protested, laughing in spite of herself as she 
followed the old man through the parking lot. To her surprise, she found 
that she was not bothered by the principal's sly peek at her body. In fact, 
she felt a little flattered that men still found her beautiful after her 
disheartening years with Richard. Who needs him? She thought flippantly. 
I'll probably be able to find a lot more romance now that I've left him!


Half-smiling at her own silliness, she hurried to catch up with the 
quick-paced old man who was already half-way to the school building.


Chapter 2


"Hey, kid, how's your ass?"


"Probably a hell of a lot better than anything you've been getting."


Ellen's head shot up from the papers she had been studying at her desk and 
her shocked eyes followed the young couple who had just walked past her and 
were now moving down the aisle to seat themselves at two desks in the rear 
of her classroom. Admittedly the husky dark-haired boy's question was not in 
the best of taste, but the flippant answer given by the leggy, attractive 
young blonde had absolutely flabbergasted the teacher. They didn't sound 
like teenaged high school students, but middle-aged drinking buddies who had 
just met in the neighborhood bar!


"Edie! I've been trying to find you all day! You should have come to that 
party up at the cabin Saturday night. God, everybody was there! The police 
finally showed up around one and Shelly had to hide under the bed because 
she couldn't find her blouse!"


Ellen's head swung around again to see the little, brunette whirlwind who 
had just rushed into the classroom from among the throngs of students moving 
in the hallway in between classes.


"Well, you weren't exactly reading in the corner, Merrilee," a deep, 
masculine voice chortled from among the half dozen boys who had followed the 
pert-faced, mini-skirted girl into the room. "As a matter of fact ... "


"Oh, Tom, now let's not get too personal," the girl cooed, pausing to rub 
her buxom little body against a tall, blonde boy behind her. She gazed up at 
him and fluttered her long, dark lashes, adding, "It's different with us. 
We're going steady. But that Shelly ... "


"Well, I'd rather have you, baby, but Shelly'll do until the real thing 
comes along," one of the other youths interjected. "Jesus Christ, for a 
damned little freshman, old Shelly certainly does know how to ... "


"Oh, for God's sake, children, when are you going to grow up? You're all 
beginning to sound just like the rest of the nurds around here! One of these 
days, you'll get invited to a fraternity party and then you'll find out 
exactly what does make the world go around!" the blonde impatiently spoke up 
from her seat on the other side of the room.


Her voice was sultry and bored and, as Ellen turned to look at her, she 
could see that the girl's lovely, fine-boned face had the same look ... as 
though she had already seen everything and couldn't be less interested in 
the enthusiastic conversation going on around her. The languid blonde was 
slouched gracefully in her chair, her short woolen skirt riding high on her 
long, slender thighs, and she smiled indulgently at the others as they 
walked across the classroom to settle down in the other desks nearest the 
windows.


In the few remaining minutes before the sound of the bell signaling the 
beginning of the fourth period of classes, other students gradually filtered 
into the room, in groups of twos and threes, but Ellen noticed that almost 
all of them took seats on the other side of the room, leaving the first 
group, and the few others that joined them, in almost complete isolation in 
the far corner. Far from appearing disturbed by the division, the small, 
well-dressed group chatted excitedly among themselves, only occasionally 
throwing a condescending remark to one of the other students outside their 
circle.


Ellen was dumbfounded, not only by the way the tiny group deliberately held 
themselves apart from the rest of the pupils in the class, but mostly by the 
snatches of conversation she could overhear before the bell rang. They were 
sitting there laughing and joking about intimate subjects that Ellen had 
never before heard mentioned in a high school ... except maybe between close 
friends in the intimacy of a deserted girls' room.


All her other students in the three periods earlier that day had seemed like 
fairly typical teenagers: some friendly, some shy, but all peer-conscious 
and very aware of how they acted in front of their friends. But, this little 
group obviously could not care less about what the others thought of them. 
In fact, they seemed to enjoy making jokes at the expense of the other 
students who sat in the room. And, most of the jokes were more than a little 
off-color!


Then, suddenly, Ellen remembered something she had heard the other teachers 
talking about this morning as they had sat drinking coffee in the teachers' 
lounge. Someone had mentioned something about "that snobby little clique," 
and then one of the other teachers had mentioned that they referred to 
themselves as the "in crowd." Ellen hadn't really been listening until one 
of the men had laughingly turned to her and warned her that not all high 
school students were as innocent as she, herself, might remember from her 
own high school days. Her curiosity aroused, Ellen had asked the man for an 
explanation, but he had only chuckled and said that she would understand 
when she ran into them. Unable to elicit any more information, the young 
redheaded teacher had listened for any other references to the group, but 
had heard nothing more than some bitter comment about over-permissive 
parents and a final warning to keep a tight rein on the group if she didn't 
want more than she could handle.


Now, she thought she understood a little better what the other teachers had 
been talking about. As the bell rang, the other students stopped talking and 
waited for their new teacher to begin the class. However, the ten or twelve 
teenagers in the rear corner continued their chattering, insolently 
oblivious to the silence around them.


Ellen nodded a greeting to the quiet students on the one side of the room, 
then stared pointedly at the tiny, whispering group in the back. Determined 
to start the class on the proper note, she decided to wait them out and 
studied them, one by one, making mental notes for future reference.


The tiny brunette who had been called Merrilee dominated much of the 
conversation with her animated gestures and exclamations. By the way she sat 
and moved her body, Ellen could see that the small girl was well aware of 
her generous curves and enjoyed every bit of attention she received. In 
fact, it was obvious that almost every boy, not only in the small group but 
in the rest of the class as well, was fascinated by her, and she seemed 
almost to expect the admiring glances from the boys, doling out her 
attentions as a queen would bestow favors on her courtiers.


The slim, lanky blonde, Edie, seemed merely amused by the boys in the group, 
and Ellen remembered the girl's comment about fraternity parties. 
Apparently, Edie depended on college men for her social life. She seldom 
bothered to join the others in conversation except to interject an 
occasional sardonic comment about their innocence and immaturity.


All the others in the clique were boys, each dressed amazingly like the 
others, as though to differentiate themselves from the other students who 
might not be able to afford the obviously expensive clothes they wore. Ellen 
felt an instinctive dislike for most of them on sight ... they were clearly 
included in the group only because they were willing to follow the rigid 
social code involved and because they had enough money to do so. She could 
tell by most of their faces that they had little more to offer than their 
self-proclaimed social superiority over the other students who did not 
"belong."


Only two of the boys held her eye for more than a moment. One, the 
medium-height, dark-haired boy who had first come in with Edie, seemed 
clever and quick, somehow more mature than the others. Also, Ellen sensed a 
certain, well, she thought it was a certain animal sexuality about him. 
Whatever it was, it made her uncomfortable and she turned her attention to 
the other boy.


As her eyes lit on the tall, blonde youth, the one Merrilee had snuggled 
against, Ellen had to stifle a gasp of shock. He was the most astonishingly 
handsome boy the teacher had ever seen! Tall, broad-shouldered, with wavy 
blonde hair, he seemed like the reincarnation of some ancient god and, as 
she stared at him, she began to wonder what he would look like with his 
clothing off. A strange, light-fingered quivering settled deep between her 
thighs and Ellen was horrified at her reaction to him. She had never felt 
this way before by just looking at a man and she tried to think of something 
else. It was absurd! Why, the boy was almost eight or nine years younger 
than she was! Then, suddenly, she realized that the boy looked a bit like 
someone she had known before her younger brother, Tommy? Or was it that boy 
who had taken her virginity that terrible night in the drive-in movie, the 
first person she had ever imagined herself to be in love with?


The connection upset Ellen even more and she angrily tried to force her body 
into calmness, but she could still feel her nipples stiffening and 
tightening under the thin bra she wore. It had been more than two weeks 
since she had left Richard and she had vowed that no man would ever touch 
her again, unless she was already married to him. And, now, this! Her body 
was betraying her, and all because of a boy that she dared not even think of 
involving herself with!


Angry and confused, Ellen decided that she could wait no longer for the 
little group to realize that the rest of the class was ready to begin. She 
grabbed a ruler off her desk and rapped sharply on the black board behind 
her. She glanced at the clock on the side wall and realized with surprise 
that only two minutes had gone by since the bell had rung. Nevertheless, the 
"snobby clique," as the other teacher had called them, were going to have to 
learn their place in her classroom.


"I hope you don't mind if we interrupt your conversation," she addressed 
them coldly as the chatting students looked up in surprise at the sound of 
her ruler. "The rest of us have been waiting to begin for some time and I'm 
sure that your conversation is not as important as your class work."


Ellen's spine stiffened in indignation as she heard one of the coterie 
mutter, "Yeah, but it's a hell of a lot more interesting, baby."


"All of you! Come up here!" she snapped furiously.


The little group looked around as if they didn't know who she was talking 
about, small smiles playing on their lips.


"All right, we'll do it your way," she said coolly, rising from her seat 
behind the desk.


As she stood up, revealing her curvaceous form to the class for the first 
time, she saw every young male student in the room almost snap to attention. 
Uncomfortably wishing she had worn something less revealing than the 
clinging yellow sweater and short bright plaid skirt, Ellen started down the 
aisle toward the group, self-consciously aware of the astonished stares she 
was receiving from every boy in the room. She had forgotten the effect she 
had had on the boys in her own high school and somehow, had managed to stay 
seated throughout the other classes during the day. Now, with dozens of 
hungry, young, boyish eyes locked on her beautifully rounded body, the old 
sense of embarrassment and shame came back in full force, as though it had 
never left her. What was it about her that she should affect young boys this 
way? she wondered unhappily as she tried to keep her chin high, her face 
composed and calm.


"Now, in case you really didn't understand, I was speaking to you," she 
announced as she arrived at the group of desks where the isolated cluster of 
students were seated. She tried to assume a curt, professional expression of 
cool disapproval and looked down at them. "Every one of ... of ... you ... " 
her voice faltered and then stopped.


Her heart was beating a wild, thundering tattoo and she found herself 
struggling to catch her breath. The two boys she had noticed before were 
both staring at her with burning eyes, almost ripping the clothes from her 
body with the intensity of their gazes, and, to her dismay, she was again 
beginning to feel that same urgent tension growing deep in her belly. Her 
eyes fell to the crotch of the blonde boy's tight trousers, then as she 
realized what she was doing, she tore her gaze away and suddenly found 
herself staring into the face of the other, dark-haired youth. His deep 
brown eyes locked with her own green ones, and she saw him smile slightly, 
insinuatingly, as though he could see through her to her very soul and knew 
exactly what she was feeling and thinking.


She felt strangely light-headed and a string of seemingly unrelated ideas 
and scenes began to flash through her mind ... that night in the drive-in 
movie, other nights when she had struggled with high school boys in the 
front seats of their fathers' cars, her beautiful nights of love with 
Richard when they were first married. Then, though she tried to hold back 
the memories, she thought of other nights, in later years, when she had lain 
beside her sleeping husband, her belly filled with his sperm, but still 
feeling lonely and unfulfilled because he had treated her with such 
disinterest, so impersonally. She had known that he didn't care about her 
body anymore, but those boys in high school, these boys in this high school 
... they cared about her body. They didn't want other women ...


My God, what are you thinking of? she suddenly asked herself as she realized 
the thoughts that had been going through her mind. She couldn't believe that 
she was that warped and perverted as to be thinking of these young boys as 
sex partners. Shocked and horrified, she drove the thoughts from her mind 
and forcibly got a grip on herself.


"I want you all to move up to the front of the room," she snapped furiously 
at the now openly-grinning knot of students before her. "I will not have you 
talking or in any other way disrupting my classroom. Now, find yourselves 
some new seats!"


She turned on her heel and strode back to the front of the classroom, 
determined to forget her own momentary lapse. She would never, never allow 
herself to even think of anything like that again!


In her distraught condition, she had not even noticed the faces of the two 
girls in the little group in the back of the room. While the boys had been 
so openly admiring her body, the girls had felt true competition for the 
attention they expected, perhaps the first competition they had ever known 
since the "in" crowd was formed as a social circle. It was not a pleasant 
experience and, with a silent glance between them, it was agreed that the 
competition would have to be eliminated.


Unaware of anything but her own inner struggle, Ellen waited until she saw 
that the group had been at least partially dispersed by her order to find 
new seats, then once again sat down behind her desk in the front of the 
room. To her relief, she found that the old axiom, "out of sight, out of 
mind," was still working to a certain extent, and the majority of the 
teenaged boys quickly lost their moon-struck expressions of inflamed 
yearning.


Ignoring the salacious grins still lingering on the faces of the male 
members of the little clique, she again rapped for attention and began the 
class.


"I am Mrs. Ames," she began in her best professional voice. "As you know, 
Miss Bixby has been taken ill and I will be teaching you for the rest of the 
year. Now, I am going to give you a little quiz today, just to let me know 
how far you have progressed through the course." She smiled at the students' 
horror-stricken faces, then added, "Don't worry, there will be no grade, but 
I'd still like you all to do your best."


Ellen reached over her desk to hand a sheaf of mimeographed papers to the 
girl seated closest to her and asked her to distribute them to the class. 
She waited the few remaining moments until the students were bent over their 
work, then sighed and went back to studying the results of the other 
classes' tests. The results she had already were not encouraging. Ellen 
didn't know what the elderly Miss Bixby had been doing with her classes for 
the first month of the school year, but here it was mid-October and none of 
the students she had tested so far seemed to have the least inkling of the 
principles behind the study of psychology. Either the woman had been a 
terrible teacher or the students had no interest at all in the subject. No 
matter which was true, the young teacher could already see that she was 
going to have quite a job to bring her classes up to par.


Before this class had begun, Ellen had concentrated entirely on mapping out 
her classes for the next few weeks, but now, it seemed that she couldn't 
keep her mind from wandering, especially toward thoughts that she knew she 
had no business thinking. She willed the hands of the clock to move faster, 
hoping that once those boys were out of her classroom, she would once again 
be able to concentrate entirely on her work, but each time she nervously 
checked the time, no more than another minute or two had passed. She felt 
shaken and exhausted by the strange experience she had just undergone, but, 
nevertheless, she was confident she could avoid it happening ever again ... 
if she could just get through this class without incident. After all, she 
rationalized to herself, she had been nervous today, and naturally, she was 
still upset about leaving her husband of three years. It was silly to worry 
about it, she kept telling herself. She had probably just imagined the whole 
thing. It was nothing, nothing at all.


As if to convince herself, she looked up from her papers to where the two 
boys were sitting, one behind the other, near the front of one of the rows 
of desks. The handsome, sandy-haired boy was hunched over the mimeographed 
quiz, almost hidden from her sight. But, in the seat behind him, his friend 
was still watching her, the same fire glowing in his dark eyes. Ellen stared 
back at him for a moment, trying desperately to wordlessly reject the 
suggestion in his gaze. Then, her eyes fell away, unable to meet the brazen 
presumption in his stare.


She felt disturbed and a little frightened as she went back to her paper 
work. There had been something more in that boy's look, something more than 
a simple sexual implication. She had almost felt as though he were measuring 
her, sizing her up, trying to place her in some sort of scheme in his mind.


But, no, she thought to herself, shaking her head to banish the disquieting 
feeling. That's ridiculous. After all, he's only a boy ...


Chapter 3


It was three-twenty-five, ten minutes after the final bell had rung, 
signaling the conclusion to Ellen's first day on the job, but already the 
school building seemed silent as a tomb. She stood at one of the long rows 
of windows in her classroom, watching the last of the students strolling 
away from the school in friendly groups of three or four, their arms filled 
with school books, note books, sweaters and coats not needed in the bright 
afternoon sunlight.


Leaning wearily against the window sill, the lovely twenty-four year old 
teacher brushed a straying tendril of red hair from her forehead and 
marveled at how young they looked. It was hard to even imagine being that 
young and, yet, of course, when she was that age she had not felt young at 
all. For the umpteenth time that day, her thoughts went back to the night 
she had lost her virginity and she couldn't help but wonder at the shocking 
ideas that might well be brewing behind those innocent, well-scrubbed faces.


She was sure she was being silly to worry like this. After all, her own 
experience had just been a freak of fate, something that happens to one girl 
in a million, and she was just letting herself get worked up about something 
that happened seven years ago and had no relevance at all to the youngsters 
she was now dealing with. Undoubtedly, she had imagined the message she had 
seen in that boy's eye.


She made a face as she realized that she didn't even know the boy's name, or 
that of anyone else in her fourth period class. She had been so upset that 
it wasn't until the next class that she realized that she had completely 
forgotten to take the roll. Half the class could have been playing hooky and 
she wouldn't have known the difference. Quickly, she made the decision to 
stop pampering herself, indulging her ridiculous fears. Those two boys were 
probably no different than any other boys in the school and, from now on, 
she would treat them exactly like all the rest!


"Mrs. Ames, could we bother you for a moment?"


Ellen whirled around from the window and saw two teenaged boys standing in 
the doorway of her classroom. The blood drained from her face as she 
realized that it was those same two ... the handsome blonde and his 
dark-haired friend from her fourth period class. In a split second, she 
realized that the school was probably deserted already and that she was 
alone here with the two youths who had disturbed her so much. Then, just as 
quickly, she forced herself to put away her fears. Now was the time to put 
her resolution into effect. They were just students, she chided herself, 
just like any other young boys.


"Yes, of course," she said calmly, waving them into the room. "What can I do 
for you, boys?"


The tall, sandy-haired youth hesitated for just a moment in the doorway, 
indecision apparent on his face, but a moment later, his friend muttered 
something she could not hear and nudged him into the room.


Ellen was once again painfully conscious of their eyes ... the handsome 
blonde's seemingly involuntary scrutiny of her delicious body ... she didn't 
mind that. It was a kind of flattery, almost as though he could not take his 
eyes off her lush form. But, the look in the other boy's face cancelled out 
all the pride she might have felt. He was stripping her bare with his eyes 
and his look held none of the respect of a student looking at his teacher. 
She had never seen such raw animal lust in a man's eyes before as they 
locked on the soft mounds of her breasts as they strained out against her 
sweater. Her hands inadvertently covered her chest as she trembled at the 
thought of this insolent boy ever touching her.


"We just wanted to come by and apologize for disturbing the class this 
morning," the gleaming-eyed youth said slowly in a respectful tone, belying 
the contemptuous half-smile that curled his lips.


"Th-that's fine," she answered hurriedly, wanting to get them out of her 
classroom as soon as possible. "Just don't let it happen again. Now, if you 
don't mind, I have to go home." Unable to bear the dark-haired youth's gaze 
devouring her ripe body, she turned to look at the blonde boy beside him.


The boy's eyes showed a momentary disappointment, but then his handsome face 
brightened as though he had just remembered something important. "We wanted 
to ask you something too," he beamed, exchanging a quick glance with the 
other boy. "It was about something I read in the library. It didn't seem 
right to me and I wanted to ask you about it."


"Yes, Tom told me about it and I thought we could come and ask you," the 
other boy interjected.


"Oh, well, of course," Ellen said happily, relief evident in her tone. 
There, I've done it again, she thought angrily to herself. They just came in 
to ask me for help and here I am imagining all sorts of absurd things. "What 
is it that didn't make sense to you?"


The blonde boy's eyebrows knitted in a frown of deep concentration, and 
Ellen waited for his question. Now that she no longer felt fearful and 
apprehensive about their motives in coming to see her after school, she once 
again became terribly aware of the exciting masculine beauty of the tall 
boy's young body and she could barely suppress the tingle of involuntary 
excitement that coursed through her body at the very sight of him. For an 
unwary moment she wondered if he wore any underwear under his tight-hipped 
gray flannel trousers because she couldn't help but notice the outline of a 
long, thick penis and round weighty testicles through the thin material. 
Just the vision of his splendid, virile young body and the fact that she was 
virtually alone with him in the empty building flooded through her mind, 
paralyzing her, making her momentarily unable to move or do anything but 
feast her eyes on his magnificent form.


"Well, Mrs. Ames, I was in the library looking through this book by, um, 
what's his name?" He turned to his friend, then brightened as the memory 
returned to him. "Oh, yeah! It was Freud, and he ... um ... " His faltering 
voice jerked Ellen's thoughts back to the reality of the moment and she 
tried to look interested as he went on.


"Well, he was talking about this hang-up that some people have ... and he 
said it was because ... well ... "


His voice stopped and Ellen could see that he was busy trying to collect the 
right words to explain the great psychiatrist's ideas to her.


She felt sorry for him and infuriated with herself for not being resourceful 
enough to collect her own wits to help him express himself. She was now 
finding it nearly impossible to concentrate on anything but the maddening 
effect his impressive young body was having on her own. No wonder she had 
been wildly imagining all those horrible things when he was in her class 
today, she realized in a moment of humiliating self-discovery. She had 
merely been projecting ... blaming all her own unscrupulous desires on her 
students, until she thought that this obviously sincere boy and his young 
friend were contemplating the very same unwholesome ideas that had been 
festering somewhere in her own mind! She felt humbled and completely ashamed 
for ever having suspected the two teenaged boys of the disgusting notions 
that probably had originated in her own head!


"Go on," she said sympathetically, hoping somehow to make up her unfairness 
toward the handsome blonde. "Just try to explain it as best you can and I'm 
sure I'll recognize the thing you're talking about, Tom." She smiled 
embarrassedly, then added, "Your name is Tom, isn't it? I seemed to have 
forgotten to take the roll in your class."


"Yes, ma'am, I'm Tom Powell," he nodded eagerly, then pointed to his 
dark-haired, husky friend who was lounging nonchalantly over the top of 
Ellen's desk. "And my friend's Sid Montgomery. We hang around together all 
the time. Sid and I are co-captains of the football team and ... "


"Just tell her about your library thing, Tom," the other boy interjected, a 
strange, secret smile playing across his lips. "Don't you remember why we 
came in here?"


"Oh ... oh, yeah ... " the blonde youth said slowly as he met his friend's 
eyes. Ellen could see his boyish enthusiasm of a moment before disappear, 
and when Tom looked back toward her, it almost seemed as though a light veil 
had been drawn down over his blue eyes, hiding his thoughts from her view. 
He smiled at her with a certain ingratiating boyish charm and Ellen was 
amused in spite of the fact that she was pretty positive that the expression 
had been assumed strictly for her benefit.


"Please, go on, Tom," she grinned patiently, wondering if he used the same 
enchanting expression on all his teachers, hoping to gain their favor.


"Well, it's like this ... " he began again, his wide eyes trained on her 
face in what she thought to be an appeal for patience. "When some people-are 
born and ... well, they grow up feeling like ... " His brow again wrinkled 
into a frown as he apparently struggled to find the proper words. "Oh, I 
just can't say it the way he did, Mrs. Ames. Would you mind an awful lot 
coming down to the library so I can show you what I'm trying to tell you 
about?"


"Look, why don't you just bring me the book tomorrow?" she quickly 
suggested, feeling an instantaneous flash of unexplainable wariness at the 
boy's suggestion.


"It's in the reference room," Sid chimed in, his face strangely 
anxious-looking. "We're never allowed to take any of the books out of 
there."


"Well ... " Ellen deliberated, then noticed the crestfallen look on the 
tall, blonde youth's face.


"That's all right, Mrs. Ames, it wasn't important anyway," Sid suddenly 
said, his voice clearly showing his disappointment. He jumped off her desk 
and began to nudge Tom out of the room. "I guess we shouldn't have bothered 
you. We'll just find out about it some other way. You probably want to go 
home to your husband. Maybe you can help us some other time when you have a 
chance."


At the mention of "her husband," Ellen realized for the first time that when 
she left the school she would be going home to an empty, lonely apartment. 
Now, all of a sudden, she wanted to postpone leaving the school building 
that afternoon for as long as she possibly could. Besides that, she felt 
guilty about her unwillingness to help the tall, blonde youth who had come 
to her for assistance. The boys were almost out the door before she made her 
decision.


"No, wait!" she suddenly cried, running toward them. "I'll be glad to go to 
the library with you. I just remembered that my ... my husband is going to 
be coming home late tonight," she lied. "Just give me a chance to pack up my 
papers and I'll be ready to go."


A few minutes later, Ellen and the two boys were approaching a door of 
heavy, frosted glass, marked "Reference" with a large brass plaque. Through 
the thick glass pane, the statuesque redhead could see that the room was 
only dimly lighted by the waning rays of the afternoon sunlight and once 
again she began to feel grave misgivings about the wisdom of following these 
boys into this remote part of the school building, remembering the mixed 
excitement and fear she had felt earlier that afternoon. They had seen and 
heard no one else in the school during their walk to the library and, once 
they had left the school corridor, Ellen had followed the two jubilantly 
smiling boys through three progressively smaller and apparently 
less-frequented book rooms until they had finally arrived here. She couldn't 
imagine a more secluded area of the building and, for just a single moment 
when her feelings of apprehension got the better of her, she wondered if 
anyone would be able to hear her if she had to scream out for some kind of 
help.


Then, in the next second, she calmed herself. She was positive that she was 
just being silly again. Nevertheless, she could not quite rid herself of the 
premonition of danger as she watched Sid turn the door's shiny brass handle. 
The door swung open and both boys stepped back to allow Ellen to enter the 
tiny room, completely lined with books except for a row of casement windows 
above the high shelves, and almost filled with a long wooden reading table 
in the center. Her gaze had barely taken in the dusty shelves and the lack 
of radiators in the coolish room, when she heard the door click shut behind 
her. Flustered and uneasy for no reason she could really explain, she 
whirled around apprehensively, then felt embarrassed as she met young Tom's 
anxious smile.


"It's over here," he said, moving past her to one of the shelves. "Sit down 
and I'll see if I can find it."


The stunning redhead glanced over to Sid and saw with surprise that he 
seemed more relaxed and almost jovial than she had seen him all day. The 
burning intensity of his gaze seemed to have softened a little and this 
observation put Ellen more at ease. He was probably just a little nervous 
with a new teacher, Ellen reasoned to herself, and now that he knows I'm 
willing to go a little out of my way to help them, he's probably more 
comfortable. Having finally put her mind to rest about the boy, the teacher 
lowered herself into one of the straight-backed chairs at the table and 
smiled warmly at Tom as he set a ponderous-looking tome down on the table 
before her and pulled up a chair beside her.


"It'll take me a minute to find it," he said apologetically as he started to 
thumb through the pages crammed with type so tiny she wondered how anyone 
could read it.


"I guess I might as well get in on this too," Sid announced and seated 
himself on the other side of the teacher. "Tom's been talking about this 
thing all day."


Ellen was pleased that the tall, handsome Tom took such an interest in the 
subject she taught and, even though she realized the impropriety of her 
thoughts, she hoped she might have more chances for individual study 
sessions with the good-looking youth. Even now, she was thoroughly enjoying 
his physical nearness and she wondered how much distance there was between 
her thigh and Tom's well-formed limb.


"Here, can I help you?" she inquired, mischievously turning toward him until 
she felt her nylon-clad knee brush against the fabric of his trousers. 
Astonished at her own audacity, she quickly jerked her knees away, wondering 
what in the world could have possessed her to do such a thing. But the boy 
did not seem to notice the contact and continued busily flipping the pages 
of the book in front of him.


Then, Ellen's heart leaped into her throat as she saw him move slightly and 
felt the length of his lean thigh press warmly against her own soft flesh. 
The beautiful young teacher panicked for a moment as she wondered if the boy 
had thought her touch to be intentional and was now answering the exciting 
contact to show her that he understood her desires. The very thought 
momentarily paralyzed her with fear, and then, realizing that she must 
quickly dispell the boy's impression, she swiveled her hips in the wooden 
chair, slipping her thighs around until the thrilling contact was broken. To 
her amazement, however, she suddenly found her other thigh stopped by the 
solid flesh of the boy named Sid's thigh on her other side. Now, truly 
fearful, she tried to position her legs so that she was touching neither of 
the two youths, but she discovered in horror that they were both pressing 
closer and closer until she was virtually sandwiched by the warm, hard 
pressure of the two boys' taut, muscular thighs squeezing her legs tightly 
together.


Blood rushed to her face and Ellen could feel her rosy blush as she tried to 
nonchalantly cross her legs to escape the vice of trouser-clad limbs. Surely 
the two teenagers didn't realize what they were doing or maybe they were 
teasing her to see what she would do. Ellen's mind raced through a thousand 
possibilities until suddenly she saw Sid's arm move and she felt a warm palm 
begin to rub softly over her thigh. At the same moment, she caught sight of 
an illustration in the book Tom was still busily scanning. It was a picture 
of Napoleon Bonaparte! That was no psychology text, she realized with a 
start, but a history book!


She whirled around to face the dark-haired Sid and she felt a sinking 
feeling in her stomach as she saw the smirking grin he wore.


"Wh-what ... " she stuttered, fearful and unable to comprehend the meaning 
of the triumphant gleam in the boy's eye.


On the other side of her, Tom finally lifted his head from the book and 
laughed out loud. Turning to stare at him in confusion, she saw that the 
youthful grin had completely left his strong, masculine features and in its 
place was a look of lecherous anticipation. The beautiful redhead stared at 
one of them then back to the other, trying to understand what was happening 
to her. She fearfully pushed her chair away from the table, but the 
lewdly-smiling Sid retained his grip on her smooth, fleshy thigh.


"I ... I don't understand," she finally blurted. "I thought you were going 
to show me something."


"Oh, we are ... we are!" Sid rejoined gleefully, sliding his hand a little 
higher on her stockinged leg. "But not anything you're going to find in any 
of these books!"


His eyes narrowed in sardonic amusement. "Did you think we wouldn't notice 
how you looked at Tom this afternoon? How you .looked at me? We were pretty 
certain that once we got you alone, you'd be all set for a little fun. So we 
set everything up for you." He seemed absolutely delighted by her shocked 
expression and again squeezed her thigh. He leaned so close that Ellen could 
feel his warm breath on her cheek and whispered, "There's no one here but 
us. No janitor on Mondays ... no night watchman until seven-thirty tonight."


"But, you tricked me! That was a cheap nasty trick!" she cried angrily. "I 
don't want ... "


As she spoke, she studied the two boys' positions, then suddenly leapt from 
the chair and ran to the door, pulling desperately at the handle. It would 
not give and, behind her, she could hear both of them laughing at her 
helplessness. Then, suddenly, Sid was beside her, mockingly waving the key 
to the tiny cubicle in front of her eyes.


"There's no place to go, Mrs. Ames," he softly taunted her. "Nobody here but 
just you and us and old Sigmund Freud."


Unable to believe that this was happening to her, she turned back to the 
brass knob on the door, rattling and pulling it with all her strength. But, 
the lock held tight and she was near hysteria as she felt a hand softly 
coming to rest on her shoulder. Furiously, she twisted away from it, 
spinning around to slap her open hand across the cheek of the tall, lanky 
blonde youth whose fair good looks had been the initial cause of this 
terrible, unbelievable situation.


Stunned by her sudden blow, the youth stood motionless for a moment, the 
cocky grin disappearing from his face as a bright red mark rose on his 
cheek. Then, as he realized what the beautiful young teacher had done to 
him, he snarled and furiously lunged toward her. Ellen was certain he would 
have tried to hurt her in return had it not been for the quick intervention 
of the cooler, dark-haired Sid who hurriedly placed himself between her and 
Tom. The frightened teacher watched the powerful sinews rippling gracefully 
beneath the fabric of Sid's cotton shirt as he effortlessly restrained the 
taller, more muscular-looking Tom from attacking her quaking body.


"Hey, man, cool it, will you?" Sid murmured soothingly to his struggling, 
angry-eyed friend. "You're going to get us into a whole load of bad, bad 
trouble if you try to do any damage to this lady. You have to remember ... 
she's doing this of her own free will. In fact, it's all her idea!"


"What?" Ellen gasped, her eyes round with astonishment. "You must be 
absolutely insane. What am I doing of my own free will?" The question 
obviously didn't need an answer and, realizing the boys' vile intentions, 
she decided to make an attempt to brazenly bluff her way out of the 
frightening situation. "Why, that's absurd. How could you think that anyone 
would ever believe that I would voluntarily ... "


"Listen, baby," Sid chuckled, his eyes gleaming with malicious 
self-assurance as he leaned back against the nearest bookcase. "Why, we've 
got at least seven friends who would swear in court that you were leading us 
on. And, by the way," he added tauntingly, "the rest of the boys in that 
classroom weren't exactly sleeping when you made those bedroom eyes at Tom 
and me." He shook his head in mock horror. "What would your husband think if 
he knew you were here corrupting the morals of us innocent youngsters, Mrs. 
Ames?"


With a sinking heart, Ellen realized that the boys had closed off any 
possible means of escape. Still, she couldn't live with herself if she gave 
up without a struggle. "But anyone who knows me ... " she began.


The shorter boy looked at her with disbelief apparent in his eyes, then 
groaned with disgust. "Oh, baby, come on! Do you really expect us to swallow 
that line? How could anybody with a body like yours be as innocent as you're 
putting on. We may be young, but we're not stupid."


Ellen shuddered as his words triggered a painful memory. Sid had just said 
almost the same thing she had heard that dreadful night she had lost her 
virginity, the same thing her young classmate had said before he brutally 
attacked her. That teenaged student hadn't believed her either and had been 
completely astounded when he had discovered, too late, that she truly was a 
virgin. Instinctively, the gorgeous teacher knew that it would do her no 
more good to try and protest this time. As that boy had said, so many years 
ago, in the back seat of an old Studebaker, "A guy just has to look at you 
and he develops a one-track mind!" Ellen could almost understand how these 
boys, seven years later, could think that she had a one-track mind too!


Knowing already that resistance would be useless, she didn't bother to 
struggle very much when the youthful blonde student, Tom, elbowed past his 
friend and roughly pulled Ellen toward his strong body. Disregarding her 
hands against his chest, his powerful young arms crushed her to him as his 
hot mouth came down in search of hers, finding it and pressing his lips to 
hers in a tight, grinding manner. She groaned and feebly tried to squirm 
away for a sudden panicky moment as she felt Tom begin to softly massage his 
warm palm into the high plush mound of her right breast, gently pinching at 
the nipple beneath her sweater.


Despairing, she allowed herself to go limp against him, surprised at the 
softness of his warm lips against her own, and once more the little 
butterfly-like sensations began to flutter excitedly through her stomach. To 
her amazement, even though she knew it was terribly, horribly wrong, her 
senses began to suddenly awaken with desire for the hard-muscled young 
blonde who held her, for the touch of his lithe young flesh against her own. 
Tom's obvious desire for her aroused her even more, until she unconsciously 
ceased her struggles and unthinkingly pressed forward in an attempt to 
encourage him further with her seductive, suggestive movement.


Then, suddenly, her mind was wrenched back to the reality of the moment by 
the shock of another, cooler hand slipping under the back of her sweater, 
sliding smoothly over her ribs, then wriggling under her bra to cup her 
naked, throbbing left breast. Again, Ellen desperately tried to struggle 
away from the vice-like grip of Tom's arms, her whole beings once again 
suddenly filled with revulsion at what was happening to her, but standing 
behind her, Sid only chuckled darkly and squeezed her breast more tightly 
and Ellen could feel the dark-haired boy grinding his stiff, hard member 
into her buttocks, pressing her skirt into the soft, quivering crevice, 
while his friend held her captive in his long, muscular arms.


One of the boys suddenly gave a sudden, cruel pinch against her soft rubbery 
nipple and she clenched her teeth tightly together, not wanting to give the 
two teenagers the satisfaction of hearing their teacher groan aloud. Then, 
Sid's tongue flicked wetly into her ear, making her forget the pain of a 
moment before and causing her to squirm back against his hard, virile cock. 
While Tom held her so tightly that she could feel his rising penis pressing 
into the soft flesh of her abdomen, Sid's other hand slid down over her hips 
and around them to clamp down over the mound of her pelvis.


This time, she could not ignore the sudden, unchecked sensations of pleasure 
that were beginning to surge through her against her will. She clenched her 
eyes shut, fighting with all her strength against the forbidden excitement, 
but the soft fingers nipping teasingly at her breasts, the hot lips smashing 
down into her mouth, the hardness of the two cocks digging into the softness 
of her buttocks and belly, were all too much for her and soft moans of 
helpless submission began to rise from deep in her heaving chest.


This was different from anything that had ever happened to her before. All 
her life, except for that one night when she had lost her virginity, when 
the pain had ruined any enjoyment she might have found in her first sexual 
experience, there had never been one instance when a male had touched her so 
intimately, except for Richard. Now, for the first time, she was prey to the 
feelings of excitement that accompanies all forbidden pleasure and Ellen was 
horrified and frightened as she realized the intensity of her own response.


"Jesus Christ, baby, you're built like an angel," she heard Sid breathe 
hoarsely into her ear. "But, you're no angel, are you, Mrs. Ames? I can tell 
you're going to want this fuck just as badly as we do!"


"Oh, God, noooo, don't, don't ... don't, please," Ellen whimpered helplessly 
as she felt the lewd, delicious feelings of unwanted lust rippling across 
her skin at the very sound of the obscene word she had heard. "No one ... no 
one but my husband has ever ... "


"Oh, you're a good girl, are you?" he taunted wetly into her ear. "Well, you 
weren't being a very good girl when you looked at Tom, this afternoon. And 
now we're going to show you how much fun you can have being a bad girl. 
Yeah, a very, very bad girl ... " he added as his fingers began to slowly 
gather up the hem of her short skirt.


"Oh, please, no!" she cried as she realized what he was about to do. "Don't 
touch me there! You mustn't! Please, no!" She groaned and tried to twist 
away, using all of her fading willpower to try to overcome the whirlpool of 
sensation that was building up deep in her belly.


Then, her breath caught in her throat as she felt the hem of her heavy 
woolen skirt brush across the very tops of her thighs and his fingers 
suddenly come in contact with the softness of her exposed flesh. An almost 
electrical sensation tingled over the smooth, white flesh of her legs as she 
felt Sid's finger slowly worming under the tight elastic leg-band of her 
nylon panties, slyly insinuating itself forward from the rear until she felt 
it come to rest on the sensitive lips of her cunt, teasing thrillingly at 
the light, furry covering of pubic hair. Her arms were securely locked 
against the chest of the blonde Tom who was still tightly holding her, but 
still she wriggled frantically, trying to escape the two boys and her own 
mounting lust. It was a futile battle and she sobbed helplessly as the 
finger played for a moment and then suddenly curled up into the moist slit, 
parting the soft pubic hair, the nail scraping gently at the tiny bud of her 
clitoris, immediately sending it into quivering erection. Completely 
humiliated by her own reaction, Ellen knew that she was wet and slippery 
from the unwanted desire that permeated her whole being and she breathed 
deeply to restrain the groaning of agonizing pleasure she felt building deep 
in her chest.


The beautiful redhead shuddered with delight as she felt Sid's hand moving 
deeper between her thighs, opening the throbbing lips of her vagina to 
tormentingly circle around and around, and finally slip through the tight 
elastic mouth of her pussy, igniting tiny explosions in all her raw, 
shattered nerve-endings. The rigid bulk of Sid's cock wedged insistently 
tighter into the valley between her defensively clenching buttocks, 
pulsating like a living time-bomb about to go off. Tom's huge, stone-hard 
prick seemed like some kind of angry weapon pressing mercilessly against the 
soft, giving flesh of her belly, rubbing rhythmically as he rotated his hips 
against her sweater. The two hands on her breasts were squeezing and pulling 
at the tender, sensitive flesh with a nearly hypnotic regularity that 
matched the motion of Sid's thick finger as it sawed maddeningly in and out 
of her involuntarily contracting pussy. Suddenly, her willpower broke 
completely and she knew she couldn't deny it any longer, could not ignore 
the fiery tension that was dulling her mind and making her feel as though 
her body would burst into flames at any moment.


Without conscious volition, Ellen began to moan softly, urgently murmuring, 
"Yes, yes, oh, yes, please. I want to ... I want you now!"


As though they had been waiting for these very words, the two boys 
immediately loosened their holds on her impassioned body and Ellen felt one 
of them working feverishly at the side zipper of her skirt while the other 
worked excitedly at her sweater, pulling it quickly up over her head. She no 
longer struggled, but stood mute, almost impatient herself, as they stripped 
her of her clothing, Sid unfastening her bra while Tom almost tore her tiny, 
lace-trimmed bikini panties in his impatience to pull them down her legs. At 
last they moved back, studying their work, leaving Ellen standing in the 
dimly-lit doorway, naked except for her lacy garter belt, silk stockings and 
high-heeled shoes. For a moment she was embarrassed, feeling like she must 
look like some sort of cheap French whore in the garments that still 
remained on her body, but one glance at the boys' faces removed her fears of 
being laughed at. They stood a few feet away from her, wide-eyed and 
open-mouthed, obviously amazed at the taut magnificence of her beautifully 
rounded figure and smooth, gleaming white flesh. In that moment, when she 
could clearly see that she was the most fantastic woman they had ever 
viewed, Ellen felt warm and almost motherly toward the two youths and, to 
her amazement, she found that the feeling made her want them more than ever. 
She wanted to feel their young, unsullied flesh against her own, to know 
that in the years since she had left school, she had not lost even one iota 
of her sexual allure.


Tom gasped in awe, "God, but you're beautiful!"


Smiling serenely, Ellen took his hands and placed them against her swollen 
breasts, taking care to make sure that his thumb tips were securely pressed 
against her tight, diamond-hard nipples. She looked down at the foreign 
hands wrapped around her smooth high mountains of flesh and the rising tide 
of passion within her ripped through her last vestige of defense.


"Please, Tom ... Sid ... please ... now," she murmured brokenly, not knowing 
what she was saying or even what she wanted to say. She only knew that she 
wanted whatever was going to happen to happen ... now!


His hands still tightly clamped around her breasts, the triumphantly smiling 
Tom turned her body around and backed her toward the reading table. As the 
boy used her beautiful breasts as though they were no more than handles on a 
wheelbarrow, Ellen felt a surprising thrill of a strange, new kind of 
excitement. It was almost as though she wanted to be used, to be taken and 
even humiliated by these two adolescent boys who she would be teaching every 
day. She wanted to turn herself over to them, to let them be the teachers 
and show her the way to ever-increasing heights of passion.


Suddenly, as the blonde boy insistently moved her backward, she ran into the 
table, her knees catching and buckling at the edge. Tremors surged through 
Ellen as her buttocks landed on the table, the cold wood excitingly 
contacting against her warm flesh. She was alive with sensations she had 
never before known. Never before had she experienced such depraved wanton 
craving and her belly quivered and heaved as though she already had one of 
the youths' long, thick cocks buried deep inside her burning vagina. Her 
gaze met the lust-glazed blue eyes of the blonde boy in front of her, then 
quickly travelled past him to where Sid stood, an expression of cocky 
triumph on his face. His expression disturbed her, made her feel like 
nothing more than a pawn in a game of power, and, suddenly she felt another 
tremor of fear in the face of her own uncontrollable passion.


"No, wait, please ... we can't ... it's wrong ... don't touch me anymore, 
please," she moaned, knowing already that she no longer had the strength or 
will to resist them.


"Oh, yes, Mrs. Ames, we're going to touch you and fuck you and fuck you ... 
"


Sid's taunting words faded from her consciousness as Tom leaned over and 
kissed one of her ruby nipples, then enclosed it with his mouth, swirling 
his tongue thrillingly over the tender, sensitive flesh. Ellen groaned at 
the exquisite sensations, but still attempted to twist away from the sudden 
exciting contact, but his hands, playing over her thighs and hips held her 
firmly to the table. She gasped breathlessly as he began to nibble and suck 
at the erect pink tips, causing a blissful twitch that descended 
feather-like to her loins below. Her breathing quickened and, in involuntary 
reaction, her buttocks began a slow impatient grinding down into the surface 
of the table. Her eyes closed in rapture as Tom's finger slid deep into her 
cunt and she began to slowly grind her hips up against the probing member. A 
last, momentary sense of shame at what she was doing swept over her, even as 
the prurient quivers agitated her body, while slowly and rhythmically, the 
boy pushed deeper and deeper inside her moist, throbbing vaginal slit. She 
tried valiantly to twist away, to make a last desperate stand against the 
seduction she had started and yet now was helpless to contain, but the 
pressure of the blonde youth's strong male grip was altogether too much for 
her to resist in her present state of mind.


She had forgotten about Richard, forgotten about everything in the world, 
except for the sheer, erotic bliss of touching this glorious young teenage 
boy with his splendid lusting body and feeling him manipulate her own 
tingling female flesh.


The beautiful redheaded teacher watched in undisguised delight as the tall 
blonde Tom reached one hand down to his trousers and began furiously 
struggling with the zipper, trying to yank it down over the straining bulge 
in his crotch, when suddenly she heard Sid say, "Hey, hold on a minute, Tom. 
We've got loads of time. Before we fuck her, why don't we make sure that 
she's really warmed up!"


Confused at the meaning of the boy's words, Ellen turned around to look at 
him and saw with a start that Sid had quietly removed his clothing while Tom 
had been hungrily fondling her naked body. Through her lust-glazed green 
eyes, Ellen saw that the boy who had not seemed particularly handsome that 
afternoon suddenly appeared exquisitely masculine. Drunk with passion, she 
let her gaze wander boldly over his broad hard-muscled body, beautifully 
tanned and firm, down over his hard sinewy torso to the thick hard penis 
that stood out from his hairy pelvis. At the sight of the huge rock-hard 
member, her eyebrows went up and her smoky eyes widened in disbelief while 
Sid's proud, lewd grin broadened and his hand began to tauntingly stroke the 
heavy uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over the shiny, knob-like, 
blood-engorged head, causing his large, dangling, hair-covered balls to sway 
gently between the thick, muscular columns of his hairy thighs.


"We may be little boys, but we do have what it takes, Mrs. Ames," the boy 
snickered delightedly as Ellen almost choked with shock at the vision of the 
unbelievably immense shaft. Sid glanced at Tom for a moment, then grinned 
salaciously at the other boy's obvious impatience. "This won't take more 
than a minute or two, stud. It'll give you enough time to get your pants 
off."


As the still-dressed blonde youth slowly moved away from Ellen, reluctant to 
give up the teacher's lush body even for a moment, the dark-haired youth 
moved closer, grasping Ellen's shoulders to push her down until she lay flat 
on her back on the table, her knees dangling uselessly over the edge. Above 
her, the naked boy stared lustfully down at her, his greedy eyes feasting 
lewdly on every soft contour of her ripe female form. His hands moved down 
over her torso to clasp the firm, white flesh of her sloping hips and she 
felt herself being slid along the smooth wooden table until she was 
completely stretched out on the cool, hard surface and she was suddenly 
aware of the youth's hands on her thighs, gently pressuring her legs apart.


Then, quickly, before she had time to reconsider and clamp her legs 
together, the dark-haired Sid climbed up onto the table and positioned 
himself on his hands and knees between her widespread limbs, grinning up at 
her through the deep valley between her breasts like a beast of prey about 
to pounce on its helpless victim and devour it in savage feast.


"Go on, man! Suck her cunt! I want to see how she likes it," she heard Tom 
urge his friend. Ellen craned her head to see if he too was naked, but 
before she could locate him in the dimly-lighted room, she jerked in an 
uncontrollable spasm of pleasure as she felt Sid's hot moist lips close over 
the softly quivering mound at the base of her belly.


"Oh, God! Ooooooooh! Ooooooooooh!" she whimpered as he planted wet, teasing 
kisses on the swollen lips of her vagina, his tongue flicking lizard-like at 
the tiny quivering opening. Her head lifted from the table and she watched 
in mounting excitement as the dark head rocked up and down in greedy feast 
between her legs. She began to wriggle and squirm her hips in ungovernable 
little circular motions trying to get more of the delicious sensations, but 
the boy held back, taunting her with sharp little stabs of his tongue 
against her tiny, now-erect clitoris.


Her own hands moved sensuously down over her throbbing breasts and slid 
slowly down over her smooth, flat stomach, coming to rest on either side of 
his teasing lips. Her fingers stroked softly for a moment at the flexing 
hollows of her inner thighs, then no longer able to bear his cruel 
tantalizing of her tingling body, she moved her fingers and slowly spread 
the fleshy hair-lined lips of the moist wet furrow apart, allowing his warm, 
hungry lips complete access to her moistly pulsating pussy.


In an agony of expectation, Ellen pressed her elbows tightly against her 
ribs and jerked uncontrollably as the hot, pointed tongue snaked out, its 
hard little tip circling the quivering erected clitoris. Then, suddenly, the 
breath rushed from her body in a great gasp as she felt his lips begin to 
suck, drawing the warm soft folds of her cunt lips deep into the hot cavern 
of his mouth, the sharp-pointed tongue still working maddeningly against the 
straining pink bud of her clitoris. The sensations were almost more than she 
could bear and she groaned throatily as the hot probing tip worked its way 
up and down the length of the narrow pink slit, starting at her lower belly 
and slipping down, down over the tight rimmed opening of her excitedly 
clenching vagina and into the soft yielding crevice of her flexing buttocks.


Between her wide-splayed thighs, Sid grinned knowingly to himself, then 
flicked the tip of his tongue into the tight little puckered hole of her 
anus nestled just below the opening of her throbbing cunt.


The unexpected wet searing intrusion of the sensitive, rubbery opening 
brought soft mewling sounds from between her passion-clenched teeth. Her 
hips ground frantically down into the hard surface of the table as new, 
unfamiliar sensations went racing lewdly through her writhing body.


"Ooooooh ... my God ... my ... my ... God!" she groaned as he stabbed again 
into the tight fleshy ring and a wave of tiny goosebumps rippled across her 
quivering belly and full, heaving breasts.


Below her, Sid worked hungrily, delighting in the feeling of her soft, moist 
pubic hair brushing gently against his cheeks. A feeling of power was 
filling him. After all this time of having to take Tom's cast-off girls, 
just because the stupid bastard was handsomer than he was, it was his plan 
and his tongue that had this proud, beautiful young teacher squirming and 
crying for more, completely at their mercy. He had lain awake nights trying 
to think of a way to show the girls that he was better in bed, smarter and 
cooler than his good-looking friend, but this gorgeous redhead was better 
and hotter than any of those silly girls. Her groans drove his tongue faster 
as it worked its way up and down the steaming crevice. He wanted her begging 
for it when they were ready to ram it to her and she was almost there. He 
had never seen a woman get so hot so fast and she was going to get what she 
wanted ... and more! This was only the beginning ... there was a whole year 
ahead of them!


He knew that she was in no position to fight them anymore and he began to 
think of all the strange, crazy things they could do to her, today and all 
the other times they could use her body at will. Who needed Edie or Merrilee 
or any of the rest of their stupid friends when they had a real woman to 
fuck anytime they wanted her?


He chuckled in lascivious delight as he felt her hands desperately clawing 
at his dark hair, guiding his face toward the palpitating opening of her 
cunt. Just to taunt her, he ran his tongue into the soft rimmed flesh, 
flicking at it for just a moment then withdrew it to tease again at the 
throbbing pink edges.


Then, with an animal-like groan of surrender, he let her force him directly 
down over the tight little hole up between her squirming thighs. His lips 
rounded and covered the hungrily clasping opening and he thrust his tongue 
deep down into it, bringing a deep, husky groan from the woman whose soft 
thighs now closed in convulsive surrender around his bobbing head.


He could feel the wet flesh slip greedily around his long, thrust-out 
tongue, clamping around his extended member and ripping with a hungry 
sucking motion as though she were trying to pull him deeper and deeper into 
her. Her legs flew out around his head, her feet beating on his back, as his 
mouth and tongue worked wildly at the widespread tightness of her cunt.


Ellen's body felt as though it were on fire. Her crotch jerked forward 
involuntarily, burying the flicking tongue to its roots again and again. 
Every muscle in her body was tensed as she strained upward toward that 
maddening probe between her legs. Random, crazy pictures of her husband 
flickered through her mind as she listened to the loud wet sucking noises 
that Sid was making at her crotch. She wondered momentarily, if they ever 
made up, how she could ever face Richard again after allowing her body to be 
used by this young stranger who crouched on all fours between her open legs, 
and then it didn't matter at all. This was worth any price she would have to 
pay ... it was worth it to feel like a woman again!


Passion was building in her body faster than she could control it. Her up 
drawn legs opened and closed around the tormenting head that was licking 
gluttonously at her flame-seared cunt hole. The tendons in her neck pulled 
taut as she strained desperately to pull the tousled head even tighter into 
her upthrust crevice.


Then, suddenly, through the haze of her desire, she distinguished the 
handsome, cocky smirk of Tom Powell's face grinning down at her and she 
clenched her eyes tightly shut, while the whirlpools of sensation shooting 
almost out of control through her loins commenced to build and build and 
build. All that mattered now were the delicious shafts of pleasure piercing 
through her flesh like tiny pricking needles of fire.


"Oh, no! Wait! What ... ?" she suddenly cried as the wonderful ministrations 
of Sid's tongue abruptly ceased, just as she was about to explode in a 
brain-shattering climax. Her eyes flew open and she saw the dark-haired 
teenager crawling off the table, being hurried away from her by the blonde, 
naked Tom. She was so shamelessly aroused now that she did not even look 
twice at the salaciously grinning Tom, but cried out again and reached down 
to try to pull Sid back onto the table. She didn't care how wanton she must 
seem, she was so close ... so close ... she would be able to cum in a minute 
if only he would just come back and resume his relentless licking and 
sucking of her hotly tingling pussy.


Then, suddenly, Tom was crouching over her, his face above her and she 
raised her head so that her eyes could lock greedily on his long, heavy cock 
jutting thickly from his kneeling body above her. Beside her, she saw Sid 
moving closer to the table, his chin still glistening from the juices of her 
cunt and his own saliva. The sight of him made her feel even more frustrated 
than before and her crotch began to grind frantically into the air, 
searching for the hard, blood-filled tip of Tom's rigid stiff cock. There 
was nothing in her mind but the aching void deep between her legs and she 
wanted to fill it ... now!


The handsome blonde teenager tried to tease her, grinning down at her agony 
of passion in smug delight. Ellen lay still with her thighs wide open, her 
breath coming so fast she felt her lungs would burst. Her belly quivered and 
heaved as she tried to capture the rigid rod of flesh in the sensitive 
ragged edges of her moistly sucking pussy. The heavily-breathing Tom leaned 
over her and let his lips roam wetly over the white palpitating mounds of 
her breasts, causing her buttocks to grind even more impatiently into the 
table's surface.


"Jesus Christ, you're hot," he said in awe as he lifted his head from her 
chest. His eyes gleamed lustfully as he added, "and I'm going to screw you 
like you've never been screwed before. I want to see you really move that 
little ass, Teach baby!"


Ellen lay frozen under the prodding of his obscene words. Their very 
lewdness excited her more and more and yet the feeling of guilt was 
beginning to return to her mind. What would happen to her if anyone ever 
found out? she wondered fearfully.


"I'm going to fuck you until there's nothing left for old Sid," he breathed 
hoarsely. "And then Sid's going to fuck you until you're bow-legged!"


"Oh, no ... Tom, please ... maybe," she began, almost whimpering in the 
torment between her guilt and passion. But then, he lowered his body a 
little and she felt his fleshy hardness lying against the full length of her 
quivering open slit. The jerking head of his cock rested throbbing between 
her wide-spread buttocks and worked its way up and down in a maddening 
teasing motion that caused her once again to twist her hips toward it, all 
doubt draining from her mind.


"Spread your legs," he ordered, grinning in triumph above her. "Then, take 
it and put it in!"


"Yes ... yes ... " she moaned and reached down between their bodies to wrap 
her fingers around the thick shaft of hardened flesh. An unexpected flash of 
fear welled in her as she felt its thickness and she wondered how long it 
had been since she had taken a man's penis inside of her. It must have been 
more than a month ago, she realized, and this boy's throbbing cock felt even 
bigger than Richard's. Would she be able to take this huge penis all the way 
up inside her after being chaste for so long? she wondered in sudden fear.


"Go on ... " she heard Sid snap impatiently from beside her. "Put it in!"


Quivering half in fear and half in anticipation, Ellen guided the stone-hard 
prick up the valley of her buttocks to the passion-drenched hole of her 
cunt, using the thick rubbery head to part the full, fleshy lips of her 
pussy, and the electrifying contact sent shivers of further pleasure 
coursing through her. She held Tom's cock in place with one trembling hand 
and placed the other on his buttocks, drawing with all her strength to pull 
it into her and let it drown the gnawing need that was burning out of 
control in her belly.


The handsome Tom grinned obscenely above her, trying with all his willpower 
to taunt her a few moments longer. It was all he could do to keep from 
shoving forward now and impaling his beautiful squirming teacher on his 
aching cock. Then, suddenly, the grin on his face faded and a contorted 
expression of sheer raw lust replaced it. He could stand it no more, 
watching this exciting, lush-bodied woman wriggling frantically beneath him 
like a bitch in heat, while the head of his cock was barely disappearing 
into the soft auburn hair of her writhing pussy. He had to fuck her and 
quick!


He fell forward, his weight smashing her full firm tits tightly against her 
chest. He thrust his hips forward at the same time and his long, thick cock 
slid into her hungry clasping pussy like a raging freight train. There was 
no stopping it until with a loud groan his balls smacked heavily into the 
upturned cheeks of her ass, his hard tanned stomach boring hotly into the 
yielding softness of her belly.


To her amazement, the seemingly huge cock had slipped easily into her 
lust-soaked cavern without pain and Ellen strained back against him, trying 
to get even more of him into her insanely quivering cunt. She rotated her 
hips from side to side around the fleshy impaling member, her vagina 
dilating as her passion mounted, but he was not big enough to satisfy her 
wild cravings. Groaning in frustration, she splayed her legs wider to allow 
him greater access but it did no good.


Unaware of her dissatisfaction, the blonde youth began pistoning his rampant 
cock in and out of her, bringing tiny gasps of pain from her as his pelvis 
hammered against her crotch with each pile-driving thrust. Then, Ellen 
moaned again. He was bringing her to climax by the savage pounding of his 
body alone.


She bucked madly beneath him, gyrating her upturned ass faster and faster in 
a wild race for completion. Abruptly, she sensed the blonde youth's plunging 
rod stiffen without warning. Her insane pelvic motions had been too much for 
him and he could not hold back any longer. With a soul-searing groan, he 
gave one last crushing thrust into her throbbing expanded cunt and began 
spurting his load of hot white cum deep up into her desperately contracting 
belly.


"No! No! Wait ... wait!" she cried in desperation, but it was too late. She 
tried to stop his stream with the grinding of her seething crotch up against 
his pelvis, clenching her buttocks tightly together, but her very eagerness 
defeated her purpose. The nibbling of her pussy milked out the last drops of 
Tom's sperm and the final spurt of his hot load gurgled deep inside her 
flaring womb.


The handsome boy rolled useless and drained from her still squirming form, a 
thin string of white sticky liquid trailing from his cock over her thigh to 
the floor beside the table to where he slid in exhaustion. Then, 
miraculously, there was another form hovering above her. Then, through her 
haze of unfulfilled desire, her eyes focused on Sid's cock, extending from 
his loins like a huge arm with a tightly balled fist at the end. In a split 
second, Ellen realized that the dark-haired youth's penis was bigger than 
his friend's cock, larger in fact than any male organ she had ever imagined.


"Oh, my God," Ellen whimpered. "I can't ... you're too big ... you'll kill 
me ... " she gasped in terror, her mouth dropping open in anguished 
disbelief.


The husky Sid just stared down at her in sardonic amusement. "You think so?" 
he taunted, chuckling cruelly. "Teach baby, when you get this thing all the 
way in you, you're going to really know what fucking's all about!"


He dropped down across her belly, the hardness of his cock surging against 
her belly. He slithered his body downward until the monstrous gleaming head 
pressed open the sperm-drenched lips of her vagina. She closed her eyes with 
a shudder as she felt its first thrilling contact with her still-unsatisfied 
pussy. She held her breath for what seemed like an eternity, not daring to 
move or even breathe.


He pushed.


"Aaaagh," she gasped as she felt the lips around her throbbing vagina being 
forced open. The elastic rimmed tightness resisted for a moment, then gave 
way before the relentless pressure of Sid's thrusting hips. The pain was 
harsh and she unthinkingly resisted for a moment, but suddenly the huge, 
blood-swollen tip slipped through the opening and Ellen felt as though her 
thighs were about to split apart from the pressure.


Sid shoved again, harder, and heard her groan more loudly. He liked that. He 
wanted Tom to hear each of her pleas for mercy. He wanted his friend to know 
that he, Sid, had something that Tom could never match, something that would 
bring women to their knees many years after Tom had lost his youthful good 
looks. There was nothing more powerful than a huge stiff prick, Sid 
triumphantly thought to himself.


Ellen tossed her head wildly from side to side on the hard wood as the 
massive cudgel sunk another cruel inch inside of her. She felt as though her 
cunt lips were being stretched to the point of tearing.


"Please, no, please! You're hurting me! You're hurting me!" she cried in 
agony. Her eyes jerked open and she saw him grinning sadistically above her. 
In shocked fear, she realized that he was enjoying her anguish. He was 
killing her and enjoying it! He was delighting in watching, her suffer under 
his brutal relentless penetration of her narrow passageway!


Then, suddenly, she saw his grin fade and he grabbed her flailing legs 
behind the knees and shoved them roughly back against her shoulders, 
planting his hands on either side of her shoulders so that her ankles were 
wedged behind his neck. His face a mask of savage lust, Sid rammed forward 
with all the strength in his hips and thighs, sinking the massive 
lust-inflated cock all the way to the hilt. It speared forward, driving the 
soft moist flesh of her vaginal walls in rippling waves before it, until she 
felt his balls slap tightly against her jerking anus as she screwed her 
buttocks frantically against the table in a futile attempt to escape the 
cruel impalement.


"Oh, God, ooooooooh," she cried, her skewered body pinioned helplessly to 
the hard wooden table. Sid's outstretched arms pinned her shoulders tightly 
to the table, his wide-spread knees held her thighs wide apart. She felt as 
though her vagina had been ripped into a thousand tiny shreds, as though it 
was about to come out of her throat as its rubbery head pressed hard against 
her cervix. She could feel every vein and ridge on the fiery rod of flesh as 
it completely filled and stretched the soft flesh of her cunt, jerking and 
throbbing inside of her until she was certain it would bore right through 
the tortured sheath.


Sid watched her from above with a lascivious grin on his lips. His teacher's 
face was contorted with the pain of that first vicious stab and incoherent 
whimperings were coming from deep in her throat. He could feel her palms 
against his hips, trying to hold him back from sinking the blunt, hard 
fleshy staff any further into her wide-stretched pussy.


He was sure that she had never been filled so completely and he gloated to 
himself as he held her pinned in the lewd and humiliating position. He 
levered himself up and looked down between them to where his curly dark 
hairs were entangled with her pale reddish pubic thatch, the thick base of 
his mammoth prick barely showing above the moist pink furrow he had licked 
into fiery receptiveness only a few moments ago. He knew that Tom was 
looking too and could see how the tight lips of her cunt were stretched 
almost beyond endurance, the rubbery outer pink rim clasping tightly around 
the glistening base of his cock.


Ellen wriggled miserably beneath him, feeling the hot searing pain of his 
sudden brutal intrusion tearing cruelly at her insides. She flexed her 
buttocks in a futile attempt to force out the huge invading cock, but the 
clenching of her internal muscles seemed only to excite Sid more and the 
monstrous cock plowed deeper and deeper into her vainly resisting passage. 
Then, in spite of the pain, her body began to again demand the fulfillment 
it had been so long denied.' She could feel the hard rubbery tip pressing 
against her cervix, the thin folds of flesh along its length, the tickling 
hairs of his balls dangling in the crevice of her ass. She could smell the 
rich, pungent odor of Tom's sperm where it had trickled out of her cunt and 
dried along the crevice between her buttocks. Suddenly, it all seemed to 
roll together into one great fiery ball of aching hunger for more. Her cunt 
contracted involuntarily as the lascivious thoughts raced through her mind.


The pain began to seem only a part of the greater pleasure she was seeking 
and the delicate moist walls of her cunt began to clasp around his fleshy 
cudgel hungrily, her hips slithering upward to devour the length of Sid's 
young lust-hardened cock. His big balls smacked into the passion-drenched 
crevice of her ass, making the sensitive area tingle and contract as she 
began a slow rhythmic undulation to meet the young stud's long, spearing 
strokes.


Sid locked his saliva covered mouth over hers, thrusting his wet dripping 
tongue deep in her throat, stifling the low animal grunts of pleasure 
forming there. His shoulders pushing against the backs of her full rounded 
calves kept her locked in that position as he rammed into her. Reaching 
around between them, he forced his hands between the table and the full 
white cheeks of her ass, cupping them in his spread fingers and palms, 
kneading the warm soft flesh, pulling the rounded cheeks far apart.


They were flexing and unflexing, oozing around his fingers as he pressed his 
hands tightly into them. He jerked them harder to his loins and felt her 
pulling her thighs back a little more, the moist wet hole of her cunt 
flowering open to receive his young virile cock to greater and greater 
depths ...


For Ellen, the pain had vanished now and her tongue worked and slavered up 
into his mouth as small mewling sounds of velvety delight rumbled from her 
throat. Her legs jerked and quivered in uncontrolled abandon and the sinews 
in her neck and thighs stood out hard and tense as she writhed wantonly 
beneath him. There was nothing left in her mind but the delicious sensation 
of lying beneath this teenage boy, one of her own students, who was fucking 
her into an oblivion of sensuality!


Above her, Sid withdrew his deeply imbedded prick until just the tip of the 
head rested in her. Then, he rammed forward with all his strength to bring 
even further moans and cries from the beautiful woman. He could hear the wet 
flat smack each time his belly thudded against her pelvis and the full 
throbbing length of the incited member sunk completely into her helpless 
exposed vagina. He switched to long hard strokes into the steaming passage, 
slamming his balls tightly against the wide-split crack of her buttocks each 
time he thrust forward. Sid grinned as a new, lewd thought came into his 
mind and he slid his fingers down over the tight skin of her ass and found 
the small puckered anus cradled defenselessly below his teacher's seething 
pussy. It was soft and warm and he could feel it working with the movement 
of her buttocks thrusting up to meet his loins.


Suddenly, he thrust his finger up to the second knuckle in the wrinkled 
brown opening, feeling the soft rubbery flesh yielding before his attack.


He pushed more vigorously, causing her feet to twist madly in the air, her 
toes curling spasmodically against the bottoms of her stockinged feet.


"Ooooooooh, noooooo," she groaned angrily at the further outrage of her 
virginal asshole.


But the dark-haired youth only grinned at her protests and began to work his 
finger around inside, stretching the rubbery softness wider and wider as he 
ground into her. Through the thin wall of moist flesh separating her asshole 
from her cunt, he could feel the sperm-bloated ridge at the bottom of his 
penis smoothly sliding in and out like a well-oiled piston.


The hoarse cries of pain coming from deep in her chest diminished to mewling 
whimpers of despair and then slowly began to change and be replaced by 
greater moans of pleasure as her anus slowly became accustomed to the 
unnatural invasion.


Above her, Sid gave a smile of triumph to his friend Tom who was now 
standing beside him, watching wide-eyed as the teacher changed from a 
cringing mass of helpless flesh to a wild, savage animal fighting for sexual 
fulfillment, while Sid probed methodically into the warm velvety depths of 
her rectum. She was hopelessly impaled between Sid's hard throbbing cock in 
her vagina and his finger shoved deep in her asshole. Tom had never seen a 
woman's asshole being used this way and it started him thinking. If a man 
could ram a finger in there, why not ...


Boldly, the tall blonde Tom moved closer and moistening a finger with 
Ellen's flowing cunt juices, he tentatively shoved one of his own fingers 
into the teacher's anus, sinking it beside Sid's all the way up to the palm 
of his hand. Together, Tom and Sid both dug their fingers cruelly into the 
woman's soft fleshy anal passage.


"Oh, please, noooo! Noooooo!" Ellen cried as she tried to jerk away, her 
buttocks rising several inches off the table in her effort to escape the 
sudden second intrusion of her backside. But, with perfect timing, Sid 
tensed his buttocks and rammed forward with his pelvis, driving his cock 
into her cunt as far as it would go. As Ellen pulled back to keep the 
mammoth stone-hard prick from ripping past her cervix, she unintentionally 
impaled herself on the two. up-probing fingers. She grunted in surprise as 
she realized that the pain she had expected was mixed with a strange kind of 
pleasure. A moment later, she was moaning and mewling beneath Sid,, twisting 
and squealing in insane abandon at the double ravishment of her loins. Her 
head flailed from side to side as her body became an electric mass of 
tingles that shot through her nerve ends, half in pain and half in pleasure.


Sid snaked his other hand slowly upward from the smooth white globes of her 
ass to one of her passion-bloated tits, tightly clamping his strong fingers 
around the soft mound of flesh like a huge bird wrapping his talons around 
its defenseless prey. He fondled and played with her taut erect nipple, 
bringing softer moans of sensual delight from her moist open lips. At the 
same time he could feel the slippery warm passage of her pussy flowering 
open in greedy desire to swallow the whole of his cock as it plunged into 
her.


He began long, hard strokes that drove her relentlessly back along the 
smooth surface of the reading table, plundering her exposed cunt and sharing 
her anus with Tom's finger, teasing mercilessly at the tiny, open hole, 
giving her no respite from the pleasure growing deep in her belly. Ellen's 
arms were pinned down to her sides by her own up drawn legs and she could 
feel the giant head sliding up and down in her warm viscous passageway. 
Maddeningly cool rushes of air blew between her thighs each time Sid 
withdrew for another thrust.


"Uuuuuugh!" she grunted as the dual invasion of her exposed loins began to 
speed up, cock and fingers entering and withdrawing with the same savage 
rhythm. The table began to rattle slightly below them, in time to the two 
tightly entwined bodies struggling wildly against each other. The sound of 
their deep straining grunts and Tom's tortured breathing as his youthful 
penis attained another erection filled the dusty air of the tiny library 
room, mingling with the noise of sweat-soaked flesh smacking sharply against 
sweat-soaked flesh and the wet viscous sucking sound of Sid's monstrous cock 
going in and out of Ellen's wildly contracting vagina.


"Oh ... oh ... more, yes, more!" the beautiful redhead chanted beneath Sid, 
almost incoherent in her desire, her face contorted in an unrecognizable 
mask of abandoned passion. Her body met each of Sid's pounding lunges with 
her own insane frantic rhythmic thrashing. Her entire body was like an 
expanding balloon, growing ... growing ... ready to burst. She sucked wildly 
as Sid's tongue flickered into her mouth, filling every entrance to her body 
with the wonderful indescribable pleasure.


Ellen could feel her insides splitting painfully as the head of the deeply 
sunk prick suddenly began to flare into a hugeness that threatened to tear 
her womb asunder. She jerked up toward Sid, sucking greedily at his penis 
with the muscles of her cunt and clenching her anus around the fingers that 
sawed in and out of her back passage.


Then, suddenly, it began to spurt and she could feel the delicious hot 
liquid shooting into her like burning fire, filling her dilated cunt like 
molten lava. She gave one long low scream and splayed her legs high into the 
air, as wide apart as they would go to give the jerking cock and fingers 
greater access to her loins. She could feel the pores of her cunt clasping 
tightly around the throbbing penis, erupting in answer again and again as 
she spilled her own white hot cum into the already drowning cavern of her 
pink quivering passageway. Their combined cum juices overflowed from her 
drenched vagina as her nostrils flared wide and long gasping breaths escaped 
raspingly from her lungs as though she had been hit in the stomach with a 
powerful fist.


Even though she was completely exhausted, she didn't want it to stop, not 
ever! She desperately jerked her hands free and reached frantically around 
and under her squirming buttocks with both hands to desperately milk at the 
balls pressed into the split of her behind. Her legs kicked out, trembling 
uselessly in the air on either side of Sid's body, while his huge member 
continued to jerk out its completion.


"Oh, fill me, fill me," she moaned breathlessly as the sperm filled her cunt 
and foamed out the contracting fleshy lips around the base of his cock, 
soaking the soft pubic hair in which it was buried. She sucked voraciously 
at the swabbing tongue still sunk deep in her mouth while the hot walls of 
her jerking cunt sucked hungrily at the lustfully throbbing cock.


When the satiated young penis gave its last spasmodic jerk, the last drop 
sucked from it, Sid collapsed across her body, feeling Ellen's insides still 
gushing forth around his limp deflated cock. It seemed to go on forever 
until she too suddenly gave one last jerk and quivered to limp stillness, 
her legs dangling limply over the sides of the reading table. She moaned 
softly as she felt the fingers slipping out of her rectum with a wet hissing 
sound. She felt filled and completely satiated, and even her shame and guilt 
could not burn through the lovely pink haze of contentment that seemed to 
surround her.


Then, suddenly the consciousness of her act burst through her and Ellen 
thought of where she was and who was lying above her, whose thick but 
receding cock was still soaked in her vagina. She groaned involuntarily at 
the first wave of horrible remorse that swept over her and looked away as 
Sid struggled to his elbows and looked down into her face. After that wanton 
and obscene performance she had given, Ellen was certain that both boys must 
think that she was some kind of slut and she no longer was certain that they 
were wrong. Tears stained her cheeks as she realized that there was no 
pardon or justification for what she had done.


"Good Christ, what is it with you, anyway? I've never known anyone like 
you," she heard Sid gasp incredulously. "Y-you're terrific! Are ... are you 
happy ... with your husband, I mean?"


Certain that the usually sarcastic Sid was again making fun of her, Ellen 
still could not bear to look at him, but muttered miserably, "Yes ... yes, 
I'm very happy with my husband. Now, please let me up, Sid. I have to go 
home." What would Richard think if he ever knew what she had done? the 
beautiful redhead wondered mournfully. If only she could go to him now. 
Then, she felt a flash of anger as she remembered why she had left Richard. 
Well, this was what he had wanted, she mused bitterly. And now she had done 
it ... desecrated their marriage by making love, no, fucking! ... another 
man, no, a boy, two of them. It was just too bad that her darling Richard 
couldn't have been here to see how much she had enjoyed it. Maybe he had 
been right all along; maybe she had needed some "outside stimulation" just 
as much as he!


Trembling with anger and humiliation, Ellen waited silently until Sid had 
climbed off the table, his limp penis coming from her pussy with a soft, wet 
sucking noise. A cool rush of air flowed over her loins and body when he 
rose. As a long sigh of drawn out relief breathed from her heaving chest, 
she closed her legs tightly together.


Now, with the heat of her body no longer betraying her, Ellen was torn with 
despair. She could feel every strained and sore muscle in her ravished body 
and she knew that she could no longer consider herself better than the 
husband she had deserted. She was as much of an animal as he. Somewhere in 
her mind, she still hoped that she might wake up and find that this had all 
been nothing more than a nightmare, but she knew that wouldn't happen. 
Mentally she was crushed, physically she was bruised and sore, and her 
genitals throbbed with a dull continuous ache.


"Listen, man, I have to fuck her again. This thing's so hard it's going to 
break if I don't do something quick," she heard Tom say with urgency in his 
voice.


Ellen was just about to beg for mercy when she heard Sid answer firmly, 
"Man, the lady's had enough for one time. You may not know enough about 
women to understand what I'm talking about, but this Mrs. Ames is the finest 
woman I've ever known. With a woman like her, you just wait until she's 
ready and she'll make it more than worth your while."


Despite her shame, Ellen couldn't help but feel a warm glow of pride at the 
boy's words and she wondered if he was speaking the truth. God knows, she 
had never been so excited in her life as she had been that afternoon. And, 
someday, if the circumstances were right, she had to admit that she hoped 
this experience, or something like it, might happen again.


"Aw, come on, Sid," she heard Tom whine. "Don't give me that crap. I don't 
give a shit if she just lies there like a dead horse. I just want to get my 
nuts off."


"Man, just shut up and get your pants on," Sid answered with a hint of 
menace in his voice. "If you're all that horny, you can take Merrilee out 
tonight. This lady is no dead horse; she just needs a rest. She deserves the 
best and she'll let us know when she wants it."


A moment later, as the door closed behind them, Ellen rose from the table 
and moved toward her crumpled clothing. She could hear the two boys walking 
through the other room of the library to the corridor beyond, still softly 
arguing with each other. No longer caring about how she must look in her 
stockings and lace garter belt, she picked up her flimsy nylon panties from 
the floor and slowly pulled them up over her aching legs.


She felt more confused and uncertain than she had ever felt in her life ... 
not because of what she had done, but what she had heard Sid say before the 
two teenagers left her alone in the tiny reference room. Why, he had almost 
made her feel proud of succumbing to such debasing humiliation, for acting 
like nothing more than a cheap whore. For a moment she imagined what she 
must have looked like at the height of the passionate union: hands running 
through Sid's hair, her thighs trembling, her belly quaking in the throes of 
her climax as she felt the unleashed pool of boiling teenage sperm he had 
emptied into her.


She shuddered, fumbling as she tried to fasten her bra behind her back, then 
managed to close it just before she heard the soft knock at the frosted 
glass door.


She tensed in fear then leapt to the door to hold it shut against the person 
who might be about to discover her, half undressed, in the school library. 
"P-please, wait ... just a moment ... " she whispered breathlessly as she 
leaned against the door and tried to reach her skirt and sweater where they 
lay in scattered heaps on the floor. In that moment, she vowed that if she 
ever managed to get her clothes on and escape discovery by whoever was 
outside the door, she would never, never allow anything like this to happen 
again.


With her shoulder still tightly wedged against the door, she was hurriedly 
pulling her skirt up when she heard Sid's voice from outside the room. "It's 
just me, Mrs. Ames," he said quietly. "Don't worry, I won't come in."


"What do you want?" she managed to breathe, as she felt her legs trembling 
with relief.


"Well, I ... I just wanted to say thank you," he said quietly. "It was 
really terrific."


"Oh, I ... I ... " Ellen faltered, not knowing what to say. She paused for a 
moment, trying to collect her thoughts, then whispered, "You won't tell ... 
anyone, will you?"


The silence on the other side of the door seemed to go on forever before Sid 
answered her. "Mrs. Ames, I wish to God that even Tom didn't know about you. 
I wish you didn't have a husband. I wish ... " His voice faded off and Ellen 
could sense his embarrassment.


"Sid, I'm flattered, I think," she said slowly, trying to think of the right 
words with which to answer the adolescent who had turned her body into a 
quivering mass of desire only a few minutes before. He seemed wiser, in some 
ways, than any man she had ever known, and yet she knew he was really a boy 
and had to be treated gently.


"What I'm trying to say," she finally went on, "is that I can't ever let 
this happen again. It shouldn't have happened this time. But ... but, I'm 
not sorry."


"Y-you mean it was ... good for you too," the boy managed.


Ellen smiled at his uncertain tone. How could he not know? she wondered. "It 
was good ... very good, Sid. I'll never forget it."


"Me either. Maybe, sometime, you'll ... "


"Good night, Sid," she interrupted firmly, drawing her sweater up over her 
arms.


"Yeah, well, goodnight, Mrs. Ames."


She heard his solitary footsteps walking away and Ellen smiled as she 
thought of the difference in the youth's demeanor when he was with his 
friends and when he had talked to her just now. Then, as she pulled her 
pocket mirror out of her purse, Ellen caught sight of the satisfied look on 
her face. Horrified at her own depravity, she quickly assumed an expression 
of stern disapproval.


It was bad enough to have thoroughly enjoyed the whole humiliating 
experience, she thought to herself. It was absolutely unforgivable to be 
looking so proud of herself.


Chapter 4


Ellen smiled to herself as she watched her fourth period class drifting into 
the classroom and she wondered which one of the boys would appear at her 
desk with her daily present. It was early November, almost a month since the 
encounter in the reference room of the library, and since then, she had come 
to look forward to her fourth period class as the most enjoyable part of her 
day. Not only did the students seem to be sincerely interested in her 
lessons, but all of the boys in the "in" crowd, the ones she had so feared 
at first, had become model gentlemen. In fact, she almost felt as though she 
were being courted again. Each day, before class, one of the boys seemed to 
turn up with a little present ... not anything valuable, she had seen to 
that! ... but little tidbits of information from psychology journals, or 
interesting books to lend her, and once, she had even been given some 
homemade cookies.


At first, soon after the experience in the library, Ellen had been afraid 
that the boys were trying to bribe her into another trip to the reference 
room, but she quickly discovered that there was nothing but respect in their 
gestures. Even Tom, who had seemed a little unruly for a day or two 
afterward, was now as docile as a lamb. The beautiful teacher was certain 
that it was all Sid's doing and she couldn't help but wonder what the 
dark-haired youth had told the others to inspire their lovely treatment of 
her.


By now, however, she didn't really care. She was pleased and happy with the 
class, and the other teachers could barely believe the success she was 
having with the school's problem children. One teacher, the same man who had 
warned her against them on her first day, had finally asked for her secret 
method in dealing with the troublesome little clique. Certain she was 
blushing furiously, she had muttered something about "faith in human nature" 
and then had not known what to say when the man had started laughing 
nastily. Well, it didn't matter what he thought, she decided. As long as she 
could keep the lessons running smoothly, without fear of being physically 
attacked by one of the boys, she was contented.


In fact, there was only one thing wrong with her fourth period class ... the 
two girls of the little group. As the boys had become sweeter and more 
considerate, Edie and Merrilee had seemed to grow more and more angry. Ellen 
was almost certain that the two girls didn't know about what had happened 
that afternoon in the library ... but only because she had already heard 
them say every cruel and biting thing they could think of, well within her 
hearing, and Ellen had heard nothing about her liaison with Tom and Sid.


The two attractive teenage girls, who had formerly been the focus of all the 
masculine attention in the little group, now seemed determined to avenge 
their fall from favor by making Ellen's life as miserable as they could. 
Each day, the redheaded teacher could count on the girls to try to disrupt 
the class by chattering, passing notes and asking her insulting and 
insinuating questions that had only the barest connection with whatever 
lesson she happened to be discussing. Luckily, Ellen knew she could depend 
on Sid and the other boys to squelch most of the petty disturbances.


Still, the beautiful young teacher would have liked to be friends with the 
girls as well as the boys in the "in" group. Edie and Merrilee's attitudes 
had begun to rub off a little on the other girls in the classroom, and, 
though the tension was still slight, Ellen was nevertheless uncomfortably 
aware of the feminine jealousy present during her fourth period. Although 
she would have liked to be able to explain to the two girls that she had 
never intended to damage their positions with their boyfriends, the shapely 
redhead knew it would be wiser to just remain silent and hope everything 
would pass over. At all costs, Ellen was resolved to maintain the outward 
appearance that this was an ordinary class, just like any other ... no one 
must ever know or suspect what had happened to her that afternoon in the 
library. It was her only chance to escape a repetition of the obscene, 
humiliating episode.


"Mrs. Ames, can I bother you!"


Ellen's head jerked around from where she had been staring at the papers on 
her desk, her eyes wide with surprise at the sound of the soft, young, 
feminine voice. Beside her stood the tall, blonde Edie, looking unusually 
demure and subdued, her hands wrapped around a rolled-up magazine. Ellen was 
startled and apprehensive at the girl's unexpected appearance at her desk. 
It was the first time the girl had spoken privately to her since Ellen had 
taken over the class, and the auburn-haired teacher couldn't help but wonder 
about the impulse that prompted Edie to suddenly want to talk with her. 
Still, the teacher chided herself, it was silly to be so suspicious. This 
might be the perfect opportunity to patch things up with at least one of the 
female troublemakers.


"Of course, Edie, what can I do for you?" she answered, smiling warmly up at 
the slender blonde and hoping that her true feelings of skepticism did not 
show through the friendly expression.


The lovely student smiled back at her teacher with equal warmth and placed 
the magazine on Ellen's desk. "Tom brought this for you. It's this month's 
'Psychology International.' I asked him if I could bring it up to you," the 
girl said. Edie's tone of voice was so sweet that Ellen barely recognized it 
as belonging to the same girl who had been delivering such acid-tongued 
remarks for the past month.


"Well, that's very thoughtful. Thank you, and him, too," Ellen said 
cautiously, still uncertain of the reason for the girl's radical change in 
attitude.


"Um, I'd like to ask you about something too ... " the girl said nervously. 
Oh God, here it comes, Ellen thought to herself. Tom must have told her what 
happened and now she's going to drop some kind of bomb on me. The teacher 
sighed quietly, then turned back to Edie. Her face expressionless, Ellen 
said softly, "All right, Edie, let's get it over with. What is it?"


"Oh, Mrs. Ames, I don't blame you for what you must think of Merrilee and 
me, but I just wanted to tell you that we're really sorry," the girl blurted 
out, her expression worried and seemingly sincere. "Now, after we've goofed 
around for so long, we're just beginning to realize what a really great 
class this is. But, we're so far behind ... "


Ellen glanced down at the grade book in front of her and she saw that Edie 
was speaking the truth. Both girls' grades had been getting consistently 
worse and they were both in danger of failing the course. Perhaps the two 
girls were sincerely interested in trying to pull their grades up.


"Well, what do you think we should do?" Ellen asked carefully.


"Gee, I hate to ask you, but do you think we might be able to come after 
school some day and just go over some things with you so we'll know exactly 
what we missed," Edie answered, hurriedly adding, "Just whenever it's 
convenient for you."


Ellen couldn't quite shake her skepticism about the girl, and she wondered 
if Sid had not been putting some pressure on Edie and Merrilee. 
Nevertheless, she quickly decided, it would be easy to find out how sincere 
the two girls really were. "All right, how about this afternoon?" Ellen said 
suddenly.


"Oh, well, Merrilee's got cheerleader practice today ... " the girl 
hesitated, then smiled brightly. "Never mind, I'll just come and then I'll 
tell her everything you tell me! Okay?"


"Fine. I'll see you at three-thirty," Ellen said, smiling briefly at the 
girl before the tall, blonde student returned to her desk.


Despite her misgivings about the girl's motivation, Ellen felt warmed by the 
idea that Edie had taken the trouble to humble herself before her, the very 
woman who had undermined Edie's social position. Perhaps, like Sid, the 
lithe, blonde girl was actually very mature for her age. Ellen knew for sure 
that she would never have been able to do something like that when she was 
in high school and, even now, if another woman took Richard away from her, 
it would be difficult to be as gracious as Edie had just been.


Richard ... His name popped into her mind lately more times than she wanted 
to admit and she didn't want to think about him now just as class was about 
to begin. It had been such a long time now, almost two months, and she 
hadn't answered his letters or calls since the unwanted experience in the 
school library. What could she say to him after that? ... Probably he 
already did have another woman and Ellen would have to be gracious to her 
someday ... maybe in a divorce court. The thought brought tears to her eyes 
and she quickly blinked them back ... If only she knew what to do.


Suddenly, her stream of thought was brought to an abrupt halt by the ringing 
of the bell, signaling the beginning of the class. Pushing her personal 
problems to the back of her mind, she rose from the desk and smiled toward 
the little group that had re-gathered in the back corner and then at the 
rest of the class. To her delight, the students, all of them for a change, 
smiled back.


Chapter 5


"What did you say this was, Edie?" Ellen asked the blonde girl who shared 
her desk in the empty classroom. It was almost quarter-after-four and they 
were just now finishing the study session. The teacher took another sip from 
the plastic cup she was holding, drained off its contents, then looked 
inquiringly at the girl beside her.


"It's a licorice coke," the girl explained, smiling slightly. "It's the 
newest thing at the drug store. That's why I was a little late. I ran down 
there after school to get us something to drink. I thought you might like 
it."


Ellen felt slightly embarrassed for she was not certain if she had already 
asked Edie the same question once, maybe twice, before. It must be that she 
was tired, she thought to herself. When the girl had first brought in the 
two drinks, Ellen had been a little suspicious of their content but she had 
tasted no alcohol in them. In fact, now, she did not feel drunk at all but 
almost tingled with excitement ... it was just that her mind was a little 
muddled for some reason.


"Yes, I did like it very much," Ellen replied, setting the tall cup down on 
her desk then closing the psychology textbook. "Well, I think we've about 
covered everything ... "


As she sorted through the papers on her desk, trying desperately to clear 
her mind, Ellen did not notice the girl checking the clock on the wall 
beside her. The flustered teacher was just about to rise and get her 
briefcase from the other side of the desk when Edie gently touched her arm. 
The slight contact sent electric tingles racing through her nerves and Ellen 
wondered again what in the world was wrong with her that afternoon.


"Please, there's just one more thing that I wanted to ask you about, if you 
don't mind," Edie said anxiously.


Although she really wanted to go home and have a hot bath or do some 
physical exercises on her apartment floor, anything, something to relieve 
this weird tension that was building up inside of her, Ellen was not really 
in any condition to try to explain to the girl. Deciding that it would be 
easier just to answer Edie's question, Ellen nodded wordlessly and settled 
down in her chair again.


It was four-thirty when they finally left the classroom. As she turned to 
lock the door, Ellen saw through the classroom windows that the janitor was 
climbing into his car in the school parking lot. Though she was confused and 
dazed, Ellen realized that for the second time since she had begun teaching 
she was alone in the school building with a student. Of course, this time 
there was no reason to feel afraid, of that she was certain. Edie had been 
courteous and attentive all through the study session and in fact had known 
much more about the lessons than Ellen would have thought by the girl's 
grades. Ellen was sure that if she hadn't been so tired or tense, or 
whatever it was, she could probably have brought Edie right up to the level 
of the rest of the class in the one afternoon session, but nevertheless, at 
least the pretty blonde student knew her weak points now.


"Hey, where are you going?"


Ellen whirled around at the sound of the girl's voice, then realized that 
she had been about to turn down the wrong hallway. "Oh, Edie, I'm sorry. I 
just don't know what's wrong with me this afternoon."


The girl laughed, then took Ellen's arm as they walked down the corridor. 
Once again, her touch sent strange sensations shooting through the redheaded 
teacher's body, but she did not pull away for fear of offending the student 
she had finally befriended. Besides, she thought ruefully, she really did 
need a little help.


"Don't you worry, Mrs. Ames," Edie crooned softly. "In a little while, 
you'll be all right ... just as all right as you can be."


"Yes, of course, I will," Ellen murmured, not sure she understood what the 
blonde girl meant, though unwilling to appear even more stupid at the moment 
than she already felt for asking for any explanation.


They were approaching the doorway that led to the school's parking lot. 
Ellen hurried a little, hoping the fresh air might bring her back to normal, 
but Edie held her back, tightly clasping her arm and purring softly, "Now, 
now, don't wear yourself out if you're not feeling well. Just take it easy 
and we'll be there in no time. How do you feel ?"


"I ... I don't know ... a little dizzy, maybe ... "


"Maybe we should get Sid and Tom to take you home," the girl answered with a 
strange smile.


"Tom and Sid?" Ellen mused aloud, unaware of the odd inflection in the 
girl's voice. "Yes ... maybe they would."


"Oh, Mrs. Ames," Edie cried out suddenly. "It's Merrilee ... I think there's 
something wrong with her!"


Ellen suddenly realized that the petite brunette student was standing, 
almost leaning on the other side of the door, her face contorted with pain, 
her arms wrapped tightly around her body.


"Oh God, hurry," Ellen gasped as she rushed headlong toward the door. The 
long-legged Edie was there first. A moment later Ellen was close enough to 
help Edie support Merrilee's limp, trembling form.


"We'd better take her out to my car," Ellen said anxiously, hoping that she 
would still be able to drive properly. "We can take her to the hospital."


"No, it's better if we just take her to the school nurse's office," Edie 
said firmly, already guiding the moaning girl in that direction. "We can 
call a doctor from there if there's anything seriously wrong."


Grateful that the decision had been taken out of her hands, Ellen helped 
Edie lead the swaying Merrilee to the nearby office. On the way, she tried 
to find out what happened to the seemingly ill brunette. But both her and 
Edie's queries went unanswered as they approached the nurse's office in the 
deserted school building. Merrilee was apparently in too much pain to even 
hear them.


Even though her own mind felt completely fogged over, Ellen tried 
desperately to recollect the first-aid she had learned in college, but 
nothing could get through her strange mental haziness.


"Don't worry, they never lock up this room," Edie said as she saw Ellen 
fumbling in her purse for her ring of school keys. "They keep it open just 
for situations like this."


"Thank God," Ellen muttered gratefully as she shouldered the door open and 
helped ease the moaning brunette student down on the tiny cot inside. When 
Merrilee was settled down, Ellen sat on the side of the cot, next to the 
girl, and took one of her hands.


"Merrilee," she whispered urgently, "Merrilee, listen. "You've got to tell 
me where you hurt. What happened to you?"


The girl lay motionless, her eyes tightly shut.


"Merrilee, please," the worried teacher repeated. "Tell me where you hurt, 
please!"


Then, suddenly, to Ellen's amazement, the pained expression on Merrilee's 
face began to fade and her eyes opened slowly. A smug satisfied smile 
gradually spread over her pert young features as Ellen watched the pretty 
girl in stunned bewilderment.


"I'll tell you where I hurt, if you really want to know," the tiny brunette 
finally answered in mock seriousness. "I have this absolutely gruesome pain 
... "


"Y-yes, Merrilee?" Ellen prompted anxiously as the girl paused.


The girl's grin broadened to a cocky smirk as she added, "In my ass ... "


"W-what?" the redhead stammered in confusion.


"And I call this pain in the ass ... I call it ... Mrs. Ames!"


Ellen gasped and jumped up from the cot, trembling in anger and disbelief at 
what she had just heard. This time, it wasn't her mind that was playing 
tricks on her!


"How ... how dare you talk to me like that?" she demanded, her eyes snapping 
furiously at Merrilee's complacent grin. "That was unkind and unfair, 
Merrilee, and believe me, you are going to hear more about this!"


"So are you Mrs. Ames," Edie's voice came from behind her, the cold, acid 
voice Ellen had hoped never to hear again.


Feeling more dizzy than ever and completely disgusted with the adolescent 
jealousy the two girls were exhibiting, Ellen closed her eyes and sighed 
loudly. "Look, you two, I really don't feel well and I haven't the patience 
or the judgment right now to deal with your silliness. So, why don't you 
stop being so childish and I'll just forget about this whole ... "


Ellen's words caught in her throat and she was unable to stifle a gasp of 
dismay as she turned around and opened her eyes wide ... only to see the 
doorway to the tiny nurse's office completely jammed by a group of lewdly 
grinning adolescent boys. They were all the boys from the "in" crowd in her 
fourth period class and a few more she had never seen before.


"Why don't you lie down on the cot, Mrs. Ames ?" Merrilee taunted from 
beside her. "It made me feel better in no time at all ... "


The tiny brunette girl grabbed Ellen's arm and pulled her back toward the 
little bed. Once again, the beautiful teacher felt the same tingling 
sensation and she tore her arm from the girl's grasp and whirled on Edie. 
Suddenly, everything was beginning to fit together in a terrible, 
frightening pattern.


"That drink, Edie! What was in that drink ?" she demanded, fear beginning to 
register on her face.


"I told you," the willowy blonde answered with a small sly smile. "It was a 
licorice coke." She paused for effect, then added, "Of course the licorice 
flavor came from some Spanish absinthe Merrilee's father has. He uses it 
when they bring new members into their swap club." She moved her face close 
to Ellen's ear, then whispered suggestively, "It ... turns ... them ... on, 
Mrs. Ames. Gets them real hot down in their snatch!"


The first twinges of real dread began to take a grip on Ellen's befuddled 
mind. She looked over at the leering boys ... four, five, six of them that 
she could see. Were there more waiting outside the door? No, this was 
impossible, she reasoned, her mind barely able to work properly though her 
body felt as though it had electric currents running through it. Her simple 
dread of a moment before began to give way to a rising panic and the first 
stages of sheer horror.


These two young girls couldn't have planned ... they couldn't mean to let 
those boys ... Oh, God!


"Please, I have to go home," she whispered unevenly. My husband will be ... 
"


"Your husband won't be there, Mrs. Ames," Edie interrupted. "My father owns 
your apartment building. You rented an apartment for one person."


"Oh, no ... " Ellen moaned, sinking down onto the cot, her head in her 
hands. A moment later, she looked up with pleading in her eyes and asked the 
girls, "What do you want from me?"


"Oh, nothing much," Edie said airily. "Sid and Tom have been acting like 
you're a fairy princess and we just wanted to show the boys that you're no 
better than anyone else ... especially not Merrilee and me. So we arranged 
this little party."


Merrilee giggled and added, "Yeah, it's our teacher gets gangbanged party!"


Ellen heard snickers ripple through the group and now her dread started to 
advance to near paralyzing terror as she gaped from one to the other of the 
youthful male faces, wearing their masks of lust, and her fate became 
obvious to her as the fact registered that Sid and Tom were not among the 
boys present. Then she heard Edie say: "Let's make the teacher a little more 
comfortable, shall we?"


She saw two or three of the boys begin to advance toward her and, as she 
continued to stare at their licentious expressions, one after the other, a 
hand touched her shoulder and she cringed from it, a shrinking tremor 
surging through her. Her eyes darted around the tiny room like a helpless 
bird ambushed by a pack of hungry wild cats. Beside her, Merrilee pulled 
Ellen's coat and purse away from her arm while Edie bent to pick up her 
briefcase and place it with the teacher's other things on the nurse's file 
cabinet. Ellen shook her head slowly as she gazed into Edie's pitiless blue 
eyes, her brain struggling for the proper words of entreaty, even as one of 
the boys sat down on the bed beside her and gently but firmly forced her 
shoulders downward until she was flat on her back.


"Please, Edie ... Merrilee, don't do this to me ... I beg you."


"Now there's no reason to get so upset," Edie purred maliciously. "Nobody's 
going to hurt you as long as you don't give us any trouble. You drank the 
absinthe ... so we know you're going to enjoy this, no matter what you say."


The evilly-smiling blonde girl moved closer to the bed, then suddenly leaned 
forward to flip Ellen's skirt up so that the full ripeness of her upper 
thighs and flat smooth belly were visible to the host of panting boys. Edie 
licked her tongue around her lips wetly, enjoying the torment the woman on 
the bed was enduring. The dark triangle of Ellen's pubic hair was clearly 
visible through the sheer nylon of her panties and Edie could see cocks 
jerking to erection under some of the boys' trousers. Ellen saw it, too, and 
she tried to reach down to cover herself, but the boy on the bed quickly 
grabbed her hands and pulled them back over her head, pinning her wrists to 
the bed.


Edie cooed softly, then quickly reached over with one hand to stroke at the 
nylon-covered mound at the base of Ellen's cringing, heaving belly. "Just 
look at that, guys," she murmured suggestively to the boys standing around 
the bed. "Her snooty little pussy's waiting. In a minute or two, she's going 
to be so goddamned hot ... "


Ellen stared at the boys circling around her as she lay helpless on the bed 
and her heart leapt a little as she saw doubt cross the face of one of the 
younger boys. The small slim youth stepped back a little, then asked 
quizzically, "But what if she doesn't, Merrilee? What if she squeals on us?"


Merrilee snorted disdainfully, then said: "Watch this ... " Her hand slipped 
down between Ellen's thighs and the beautiful redhead involuntarily jerked 
her hips at the unexpected probe between her thighs. To her horror, Ellen 
felt sudden tiny wisps of pleasure purling out from the pressure of the 
girl's hand against her panties ... a girl's hand! God, what was happening 
to her! she wondered incredulously. Merrilee's grin widened in triumph as 
she slipped a finger under the elastic of the leg-band between the teacher's 
clenched legs, then moved her finger up and down the slightly-moistened 
slit. She dug her finger cruelly into Ellen's unready cunt, bringing a moan 
of pain and humiliation from the teacher's lips. Her inner thighs 
automatically relaxed to ease the discomfort of the intruding finger.


"There, there, you see?" the petite brunette cried out with demoniacal glee. 
"She already wants it. She wants every one of your big hard cocks inside 
that tight little cunt of hers!"


"Leave me alone," Ellen begged pitifully as she tried to squirm away from 
the finger inserted deep in her cunt. "My husband will pay you back for 
this!"


"Your husband?" Merrilee taunted. "Where is your husband, huh? If he's all 
that worried about you, why doesn't he sleep with you?" The girl's face 
expressed contempt.


"He does! He does!" Ellen cried miserably as Edie's finger worked in and out 
of her cunt, sending hot flashes of unwanted pleasure through Ellen's 
helpless body. "He'll come and get you, I swear he will!"


"Well, I guess we can handle him," one of the older boys chortled.


Ellen turned again to face the boys and then as she watched in a stupor of 
involuntary passion they moved closer to the bed, surrounding her, and began 
to unbuckle their belts, letting their trousers slide down their legs, their 
stiff shafts of different sizes and shapes coming into view wherever she 
looked. She tried to speak but couldn't. Her words caught in her throat. 
With strength born of fear, she jerked free of the boy who held her down and 
swung her feet to the floor beside the bed. Her eyes, now wet with tears, 
scanned the young male faces, pleading for mercy, but the only answer she 
received was a hoarse excited laugh as the boy in front of her grabbed her 
hair, and brutally jerked her head toward him. With his other hand, the 
youth grasped his jutting penis and rubbed the wet mushroom-shaped tip 
around her lips. Ellen cringed back in revulsion, the pungent smell and 
taste of his secretions nearly nauseating her.


"Let's get her clothes off!" a high voice squeaked impatiently from the rear 
of the group of boys.


"Okay, big man, you do it," someone else snickered, and a weasely-faced boy 
was shoved toward the side of the bed on which Ellen sat.


Ellen's heart sank in dismay as she recognized Buddy Whitman, one of the 
handful of boys in her fourth period class she had disliked on sight, the 
first day she had taught them, and had never found a reason to like since 
then. Even though he had been polite to her, Ellen had often seen the short, 
chubby boy trying to intimidate the other students, especially those who 
didn't belong to the select little group, and she had heard him making snide 
and nasty jokes about shy girls' looks and poorer boys' clothing. Now, the 
pudgy youngster leered viciously into the voluptuous teacher's wide, 
frightened eyes.


Abruptly, Ellen leapt to her feet, her body and drugged brain reacting in 
one last desperate attempt for freedom. She tried to push her way through 
the small crowd of boys but they caught her easily, two of them holding her, 
while the sneering Buddy started to claw at her clothing. There was no way 
to escape and Ellen clenched her teeth tightly together, fighting off waves 
of nausea as he drew her thin nylon panties down over her rounded thighs to 
her knees, then let them fall to the floor around her feet. Eager hands 
jerked down the zipper of her woolen dress, and then suddenly, that too was 
on the floor. Other hands slid her stockings down the long white columns of 
her thighs and her garter belt fell to meet them in the heap of clothing 
around her ankles. Her brassiere came last as Buddy, who was at least six 
inches shorter than she, reached up and took a cup in each hand, tearing the 
garment away as another boy unfastened the back. Ellen heard her young 
students gasp in obscene appreciation as her firm full breasts popped out 
like ripe succulent grapefruits, the tiny pink tips hardening involuntarily 
as they hit the cool air.


Then, they pushed her back on the cot, pulling her legs out from beneath her 
until she was lying on her back with four of them holding her, each with an 
arm or a leg so that she was spread-eagle and helpless before the circles of 
stiff cocks that stood out from loins like a cordon of spears, poised and 
ready to impale her defenseless body. Suddenly, the boy who had so cruelly 
rubbed his erect penis over her lips, stepped forward. His eyes roamed over 
her lush naked form as his short fat cock jerked into view from under his 
long shirt-tails. Ellen's eyes bulged in terror and she tried for the last 
time to struggle free. Her first indication of the power of the drink Edie 
had given her came as the boy leaned gleefully over the edge of the bed and 
began rubbing his big rough hands over her smooth cringing flesh.


Her reaction was as unexpected as it was violent!


A sudden maddening electric tingling followed the path of the boy's hands, 
spreading over her flesh in waves of excruciating pleasure until she felt as 
though her nerve ends must be exploding beneath her skin. As his fingers 
travelled up her legs, the flesh of her inner thighs came to throbbing life, 
feeling as though it were being stroked by a thousand tiny feathers and her 
buttocks ground desperately into the mattress in an attempt to quench the 
searing hot flame that seemed to be licking hungrily at her naked vagina. 
The sweet licorice taste of the absinthe wafted lazily through her 
bloodstream intensifying the sudden uncontrolled sensations beginning to 
course through her against her will. She forced herself to lie still, her 
mind battling violently against the tiny licking sparks of delicious 
sensation that threatened to burst into furious blazing passion and devour 
her in her helplessness.


Fascinated by her ripe beautiful body, the pimply-faced boy above Ellen 
continued his torturing exploration of her flesh, unaware of the bitter 
struggle that raged in her mind. His hands traced a path down over her 
white, smooth belly, finally coming to rest on the fleshy down-covered lips 
of her throbbing pussy. Ellen held her breath and prayed for strength as the 
leering teenager slowly brushed aside the softness of her reddish pubic hair 
and parted the swollen cunt lips, exposing the quivering bud of her clitoris 
and the moist pink gash between her wide-spread thighs to the eyes of all 
the others.


Ellen barely heard the gasps and exclamations that followed the exposure of 
her most secret parts. The exquisite feeling of the air rushing over her 
throbbing clitoris sent helpless spasms of delicious sensation coursing 
through her raw nerves, moving in teasing waves up over her now-heaving 
stomach and out onto the tightly erect nipples of her quivering breasts, 
making her forget her fears, her humiliation, her revulsion at the touch of 
the strange hands roaming over her nakedness. The powerful aphrodisiac Edie 
had poured into Ellen's drink had finally overcome all the young teacher's 
resistance and Ellen ceased her struggling as the delicious darts of 
pleasure pierced through her flesh like tiny pricking needles of fire.


The wide-eyed teenager above her, nervously ran his tongue over his mouth, 
and Ellen then felt his hands tremble from excitement as they stroked up and 
down the warm wet crevice between her thighs. The ruddy-faced youth did not 
understand what was turning this mature, beautiful woman into such an 
insane, writhing mass of flesh beneath his inexperienced hands, but he 
didn't care. All he could think of was how good it was going to feel to 
shove his aching young cock into that warm, tight sheaf of moist flesh.


He couldn't wait any longer. As the boys who held her ankles pulled Ellen's 
legs wide apart, the panting student crawled eagerly onto the tiny cot, 
positioning himself between the lush fullness of her thighs. Ellen's hips 
jerked crazily forward as she felt the flimsy nurse's cot sag under the 
weight of the round-eyed youth. She had never felt so blatantly wanton in 
her whole life, but it didn't matter. Nothing was real anymore but the fiery 
demons that danced wickedly along the rough pink edges of her naked cunt. 
There was only one thing she cared about now. That cock, that short, 
excitedly hardened cock that hovered so close to her hot, empty, aching 
tunnel. She wanted that cock more than anything else in the world! And then 
she heard Edie's lewd, prodding words to the boys.


"Go on, man, fuck the snooty little bitch bowlegged!"


She barely knew now who was kneeling between her thighs as her legs kicked 
out free from the hands of the boys beside and her heels curled around the 
panting youth's hips. The gaping wetness of her erotically throbbing cunt 
bucked up toward him and he fell with a grunt on top of her squirming body. 
With no further preliminaries, the boy grasped his prick and guided the 
thick blood-filled head straight into her waiting vagina, his body smashing 
down on her with a force that drove her deep into the mattress. He levered 
up, then drove his stone-hard penis as deep as it would go into her hungry 
clasping pussy. His balls smacked heavily against her buttocks before he 
pulled out to ram his length into her again.


"Oooooooh," she moaned beneath the boy as the warm moist walls of her vagina 
slipped wetly over his shaft of virile young cock flesh. The short, thick 
cock raced in and out of the depths of her belly, the wetness surrounding it 
and lubricating the strokes. As the youth ground his pelvis into her 
writhing flesh, Ellen strained back under him, arching her loins up at him, 
lifting both of their bodies off the squeaking mattress with the strength of 
her upward thrusts. She moaned ceaselessly beneath the young, pounding body, 
opening and closing her legs around his driving hips as her head flailed 
from side to side in wild sexual abandon.


This was what she had needed, and it was so good! The drugged teacher 
chanted incoherently as the jerking cock pistoned into her mercilessly. The 
boy's tongue rammed deep into her open mouth, his saliva drooling down into 
her throat, and Ellen sucked insanely at it, her body caught in a mad spiral 
of naked, raw lust that she had never know existed ... let alone in her. She 
moaned again as she strained her body toward the peak of sensation that was 
now so near, so very near.


Then, suddenly, as she bucked uncontrollably beneath the boy, she felt his 
cock stiffen without warning and begin spewing its white hot liquid far into 
the hidden recesses of her tortured womb.


Ellen struggled against the young hands that still pinned her arms and 
shoulders to the bed. Her peak had been so close and now she wanted to 
strike out at the exhausted boy who had so cruelly denied her the climax she 
desperately needed. Suddenly, through the haze of her passion, she watched 
in a stupor as another teenage youth stepped forward from the group of 
lewdly grinning students. She did not even look at his face to see who he 
was. Her passion was so intense that she was beyond caring now. He was a 
male, with a cock, who could fill her burning pussy. That was all that 
mattered!


She opened her legs wide, pointing the open hair-lined slit of her cunt 
directly at the leering boy, grinding it upward in a lewd invitation, 
spurring him on. Her eyes locked hungrily on the long, thin prick that 
jutted from his slim loins while the boy paused to hold a whispered 
conference with the triumphantly smiling Edie who was standing beside the 
bed. Ellen was barely conscious of the girl's sadistic chuckle and the 
gleeful nod she gave as the boy hurriedly climbed onto the cot with his 
beautiful teacher.


Without warning, the youth threw one leg over Ellen's eager, waiting hips 
and straddled her stomach heavily. Ignoring the teacher's tortured, 
throbbing cunt, he hobbled forward on his knees, the wrinkled sac of his 
dangling balls brushing tantalizingly over the soft whiteness of her belly, 
until his long rigid penis settled between the valley of her full fleshy 
breasts. He placed a hand on either side of the heaving mounds and smashed 
them together, placing his aching cock in the warm soft flesh between them.


Beneath him, Ellen was almost crazy with frustration. She wanted him inside 
her ... not like this! ... and she tried desperately to wriggle up on the 
bed, but the hands pinning her shoulders down held her fast. She cried out 
in anguish as she felt the rock-hard penis throbbing against the sensitive 
tissue of her skin, sending sparks of maddening flame down to the quivering 
slit of her empty wanting cunt.


"Please, no, not like that," she begged. Her lust-glazed eyes sought the 
boy's face as she cried out, "Fuck me between the legs! Please, fuck me!"


But the teenager had already begun a rocking motion, sliding the 
blue-veined, heavy prick up and down between her straining breasts. She 
looked down and moaned in frustration as she saw the red bulbous head 
appearing and disappearing beneath her chin, gleaming wetly from the seminal 
fluids that moistened the narrow valley between her tightly-clamped tits. 
Ignoring her pleas, he thrust faster and faster, his breathing hoarse as his 
prick began to expand and grow in the tight fleshy passage. Then, before 
Ellen's horror-stricken eyes, the boy's thick milky sperm began to spurt 
from the tip, running in sticky streams over her naked white breasts. Hot 
white rivulets streamed down over her shoulders and throat, soaking the 
mattress beneath her.


As the boy quickly crawled off of her thrashing body, Ellen's pleading eyes 
sought Edie and Merrilee who were standing nearby, both openly laughing at 
the beautiful young teacher's frustration.


"Please, for God's sake, do something," Ellen cried to them. Her cunt felt 
like a red-hot furnace, twitching like a wild nerve out of control. She felt 
as though she were going to burst into a thousand quivering pieces if 
someone didn't fill her starving, blazing vagina, and soon!


"Oh, Mrs. Ames, do you want a real man?" Edie taunted.


"A real man with a big cock!" Merrilee echoed, grinning maliciously.


"Yes, yes, ... please! ... For God's sake! Yes!" Ellen gasped in what she 
felt was her inhuman need.


"Okay, teacher, you asked for it," Edie shrugged, looking over at the group 
of boys. "Hey, Buzz."


Ellen stared anxiously at the still-dressed boy who grinned and stepped 
forward. It was one of the boys she had never seen before, but she didn't 
care now. She writhed impatiently on the cot as the boy slowly unzipped his 
trousers, then froze as he dropped his pants down to his knees. Her 
shameless desire was suddenly replaced by fear as she stared at what his 
nakedness revealed.


Though the boy was only of average height and build, the trunk of hard-rock 
flesh that reared up and out between his legs looked like it belonged on a 
bull more than a man. Groggily, Ellen thought it must be at least ten inches 
long and two inches wide, and the two monstrous sperm-bloated balls hanging 
at its base gave it the terrifying appearance of a huge gun ready to fire. 
She gasped in horror at the sight of the gigantic cock and drew her thighs 
tightly together in anguished fear, her mouth dropping open loosely in 
amazement and disbelief.


She was dimly aware, through the haze of her drugged mind, of the leering 
teenaged faces crowding closer to the bed in the small closed room, all with 
wide eyes and eager for the cruel ravishment of her quivering, helpless body 
to begin. Hands from the sides of the cot reached out and grasped her 
tightly-clenched ankles, pulling them far apart. Her tender, moist slit in 
the soft pubic hair flowered into full view of the young spectators who 
strained closer to gain a better view of her struggling. Anonymous hands 
reached out to pinch quickly at her full, ripe breasts, digging greedily 
into her bruised flesh and then quickly withdrawing.


As the boy called Buzz climbed between her wide-splayed thighs, Ellen shook 
her head back and forth in shocked stupefaction. It couldn't be true! He 
would split her apart! He wasn't human! They couldn't do this to her! They 
couldn't!


Suddenly, Ellen's face twisted in anguish as the restraining hands on her 
ankles raised the slender columns up off the bed and over her head until her 
very toes were at the back of her head. Every muscle in her body felt as 
though it were being stretched beyond all human endurance. The flat plane of 
her delicate hair-covered pussy was offered up to the boy in defenseless 
offering. It was his to plunder at will ...


Ellen gaped up between her wide-split thighs as the boy stroked his immense 
cock with both hands in greedy preparation for the assault on the helpless 
up-turned cunt before him. Then, breathing hard, he shuffled forward slowly 
on his knees, his pelvis and huge bulging prick thrusting out and quivering 
like a monstrous divining rod searching for her helpless opening. The 
redheaded teacher could not tear her eyes away from the menacing instrument 
that was only a second away from ripping into her quaking body in vicious 
rape. She was paralyzed by fear at the very sight of it.


Without warning, the boy abruptly jerked his loins back and his head came 
forward and down. Ellen felt his hot breath on the flanges of her cringing 
pussy and she clenched her eyes tightly shut against the whirlpools of 
sensation that shot through her loins as, suddenly, he sucked the tiny pink 
bud of her throbbing clitoris into his hot moist mouth. He nibbled at it 
with the sharp tips of his teeth, bringing it back to quivering erection 
from the softness that fear had brought only moments before.


Once again, Ellen fought with all her inner strength against the tingling 
vortex of sensation that whirled in her voluptuous loins. Thoughts of 
Richard and the life they might have together after this nightmare was over 
flickered through her mind.


Suddenly, the boy's tongue snaked out, slipping into her straining cunt like 
a racing lizard. The shock flew up her spine to the base of her skull where 
it exploded into fireworks and the hot meteors rained down tauntingly over 
her whole body. Her crotch jerked forward involuntarily, pushing against and 
burying the flicking tongue to its roots. There was no more fear, only the 
flames that seemed to be enveloping her entire body.


Her whole consciousness was suddenly centered in the hot, throbbing cavern 
up between her thighs, the hole that needed to be filled, to be stuffed with 
hard, fiery flesh. She felt the teenager's body move up mercifully over her 
own and her hips ground frantically below, searching for the gargantuan 
shaft that would fulfill her desperate need. She gasped in passion as the 
great, bulging head found her hungry opening. It nudged gently at the pink, 
ragged edges of flesh, firmly wedging between them. Then, with a flick of 
his hips, the grinning boy forced the chunky blood-filled head into the 
quivering lips of her hair-lined cunt, brutally stretching the tortured 
elastic flesh almost to the bursting point.


"Aaaaaaagh!" she screamed, tossing her head insanely from side to side at 
the cruel intrusion.


The youth flexed his buttocks and the mammoth head submerged an agonizing 
inch as she desperately tried to free her legs from the ruthless imprisoning 
hands, to kick loose and escape the inhuman torturous impalement. But the 
hands held her firmly in the humiliating position.


"Uuuuuuugg'gg! No! It's too big! Ooooh, stop!" she cried again, certain that 
she was being split apart. The pain was unbearable, racking her 
cruelly-stretched body like tiny sharp puncturing needles.


The boy levered up on his hands and pushed forward again, driving the 
relentless monster even another inch into her narrow channel.


"Aaaaaaaaggg!" she half screamed.


Hot breath coursed over her naked, sweating body as the boys leaned closer, 
their faces hovering inches over her straining nudity. She felt hands 
clutching at her breasts from around the bed and more hands and fingers 
reaching out to touch and squeeze every part of her flesh until it seemed as 
though she were covered with tiny crawling things, all feverishly working to 
enter every opening of her body.


"Nooooo! Pleeeeeeease!" she sobbed hysterically, tears pouring out from 
under the trembling lids of her closed, unseeing eyes.


But her struggling protests seemed only to incite Buzz, the teenager above 
her, and with a sadistic grin he suddenly pushed forward with a crushing 
thrust that plowed the massive prick deep into her narrow, resisting 
passageway, pushing great waves of moist pink flesh before it. She quaked 
convulsively as the gigantic shaft plunged relentlessly on into her belly. 
Her drug-dimmed mind tried to race in a frantic attempt to understand what 
was happening to her as the huge penis filled her, crowding her inner organs 
as it tunneled even deeper. She felt as though it would burst through to her 
throat if it didn't stop, but still the monstrous cock plowed into her, 
tearing her soul from her body in overwhelming waves of depraved sensuality.


Then it stopped! With an ass-crushing jolt, the boy's pelvis slammed loudly 
against the stretched globes of her buttocks and the immense sperm-swollen 
testicles thudded heavily into the wide-split crevice of her ass. The huge 
lust-inflated prick was sunk all the way to the hilt in her tortured pussy, 
filling every part of her insides.


The teenager hovered motionless for a moment over the teacher's prostrate 
form, waiting for the groaning woman to adjust to the presence of his huge 
shaft planted in her white soft belly. He watched as her pain-contorted face 
began to relax, her tightly-clenched teeth slowly opening in surprised 
relief as the initial agony of the massive intrusion gradually faded.


Buzz gently flexed the giant rod inside her and a deep groan escaped from 
her lips as her teeth again clenched tightly against the pain. The youth 
flexed again, then again, grinning knowingly at the others around him as the 
groans became softer and softer as Ellen's hot throbbing passage began to 
accept the unnatural size of the monstrous cock. He started to move his hips 
in a slow revolving motion, grinding the huge prick tightly into the 
teacher's naked pussy, stretching the still-cringing walls until the 
enormous penis fit in the sheath of her vagina like a piston in a well-oiled 
cylinder.


The unbelieving eyes of the others peered lustfully at the spectacle on the 
bed, amazed that the tiny cunt they saw could swallow the whole of the 
immense, buried male member. Now that the agony had lessened, Ellen was once 
again aware of hands rubbing lewdly over the moon-shaped cheeks of her 
skewered buttocks. She felt fingers reaching out to quickly pull at the 
fleshy hair-lined lips surrounding the gargantuan cock, while another 
fingertip darted under the dangling balls at her tiny puckered anus, 
flirting teasingly with the sensitive opening like another tongue. She 
jerked involuntarily as it suddenly pushed through the tight surrounding 
nether ring and wormed deeply into the tender rubbery flesh inside. It dug 
in cruelly, expanding the tiny wrinkled aperture until the palm of the 
pillaging hand lay flat against her ass-cheeks, the entire finger solidly 
sunk inside the velvety passage.


The lewdly grinning youth over her began a painful sawing motion in and out 
of Ellen's moist, flesh-filled pussy, plunging mercilessly from the crest of 
his withdrawal to slam her anguished body deep into the mattress with every 
forward thrust. The finger impaling her ass united with the massive, 
slow-drubbing prick as a rhythmic fucking team that brought groans of pain 
and gasps of ecstasy tumbling from Ellen's lips in cadence with the double 
invasion.


The painful torture was now miraculously fading and an odd sensation of 
tingling pleasure began to flow through Ellen's pinioned body. The 
unbelievable humiliation and debasement she had experienced that afternoon 
had finally built up to a strange masochistic excitement in her that began 
to surge through her bloodstream, rekindling her smoldering passion. The 
muscles of her body began to flex in an unconscious rhythm with the cock and 
finger fucking into her, starting her hips gyrating with increasing speed to 
match the movements of the boy above her. Hands still reached from 
everywhere to pinch and knead at her soft, white flesh, driving Ellen to 
greater heights of passionate fervor.


"Oh, yes ... fuck me, fuck me, yes, fuck me!" she chanted, squirming her 
body lustfully to meet the crawling hands and fingers clutching at her 
tingling flesh. Her eyes opened and she gazed around her in blurred ecstasy. 
Cocks were everywhere. The boys standing around the cot were stroking 
themselves over her in time to the magnificent prick fucking into her 
writhing body while the unidentified finger drubbed ceaselessly into her 
clenching rectum like another tiny throbbing penis. She was a prisoner, a 
captive in the wonderful land of cocks, a helpless prisoner to this 
fantastic ravishment of her cunt and asshole, trapped between their 
battering slamming strokes like a trapped animal.


"Oh God, don't stop! Oh fuck me! Don't ever stop!" she crooned huskily into 
the air, rotating her upturned ass faster and faster in an effort to keep up 
with the rods of flesh and finger pummeling into her like a machine designed 
in a carnal paradise.


Suddenly, Ellen was vaguely aware of a commotion somewhere in the room. Her 
eyes rolled and turned toward the sound of the noise and she saw Edie and 
Merrilee, their eyes flashing with fury as they shoved through the ranks of 
panting boys.


"Stop it! I said stop it!" Merrilee cried shrilly, pushing roughly at the 
young, monstrously-endowed Buzz who was fucking furiously into Ellen's 
writhing body.


Edie arrived at the bedside right behind her friend and as the boy 
reluctantly ceased his hard thrusts, the tall blonde girl leaned down to 
glare into Ellen's face.


"You think you're going to turn the tables on us, bitch, but you're all 
wrong," she hissed softly into Ellen's ear while Merrilee chattered loudly 
to the boys around the bed. "These guys may think you're hot, but I'm going 
to show them just what a silly priss you really are. Nobody can make fools 
out of Merrilee and me ... I'm going to get you if it's the last thing I 
do!"


Ellen barely heard the girl's embittered words. The impassioned teacher was 
too involved in her own body, grinding her hips hungrily up against the 
pelvis of the boy above her, pumping madly up and down on the rigid member 
still soaking its length in her cunt. The other boys were not as interested 
either in the noisy presence of their two female classmates as they were in 
watching the thin soft ridges of Ellen's pink cuntal flesh pull out each 
time she screwed her pelvis back into the mattress, then staring greedily as 
the soft folds were pushed back into her as she pressed upward, swallowing 
the whole moist shiny length of Buzz's monstrous cock into her 
salaciously-stretched cuntal opening.


Above her, Buzz watched and waited patiently, realizing that Ellen was 
straining to cum. The juices of her greedy, milking vagina were beginning to 
flow around his prick and he could hear the wet sucking noises of the 
in-and-out sawing movement as she shudderingly thrust herself up on his 
cock, burying it all the way inside her, her back arched a foot off the 
wildly-squeaking bed.


A moment later, a deep-throated groan erupted from her lips as she cried out 
in ecstatic delight, "Aaaaaah, God, yessss! I'm cumming, I'm cummmmmmming!"


Her stiffly upthrust body began to vibrate uncontrollably, wet cum fluids 
seeping out from around the deeply-embedded member, oozing out of her 
clenching passage to trickle down the crevice of her white globular buttocks 
over the massive balls that hung heavily over her trembling ass-cheeks.


The boy thrust her back down to the bed as Ellen gasped out the last of her 
climax, her body still jerking convulsively against his. Then, he levered 
himself up into the push-up position and was about to begin pistoning into 
her again when Edie grabbed his shoulder and snapped angrily:


"For Christ's sake, Buzz, there are other people here too!" Ellen saw the 
blonde girl's pretty face contort into a vicious smile as she added, "Let's 
turn her over and really get some action!"


"Goddammit, Edie, who do you think you are-some kind of traffic cop?" the 
boy asked disgustedly, sighing as he nodded acquiescently. "Okay, kid, it's 
your party."


Still dazed from the force of her recent climax, Ellen gasped disappointedly 
as the monstrous cock withdrew from her dilated pussy and now no longer 
struggled against the eager hands that rolled her battered body over on the 
slippery cum-soaked bed until she was resting flat on her stomach.


"Get up on your knees!" Edie sharply commanded the beautiful, panting Ellen. 
Behind her on the bed, Buzz impatiently grabbed at Ellen's hips and jerked 
her to her knees. She swayed for a moment as she knelt there nakedly on all 
fours, her sex-drugged brain reeling with the effort to keep her body erect 
as they adjusted her into position. She smiled happily, then, as she felt 
the monstrous, pulsing cock being wedged tightly between her open thighs. 
Unconsciously, she waved the stretched moons of her buttocks back at the 
youth and felt the huge blunt tip pressing against the now-dripping split of 
her cunt. With a loud grunt, the boy behind her lunged forward against her, 
impaling her body on his massive prick and causing her to jump forward in 
surprise at the sudden thrust.


Her startled face ran head-on into another waiting hard cock that rammed 
without warning into the warm saliva of her mouth. She could feel the glans 
of the head sliding wetly up the full length of her tongue, the tiny 
droplets of lubricating fluid seeping from it and filling the warm cavern 
between her cheeks with its pungent salty taste.


"Hah, look at her suck my prick!" she heard Buddy Whitman, the cruel, 
obnoxious youth who had started to undress her, cry from somewhere over her 
head. "Yeah, suck it, suck it, Teach," he rasped hoarsely as he began to saw 
viciously into Ellen's face as though it were a second .delicious cunt. She 
gagged as he rammed it halfway down her throat, the full length of the boy's 
long rigid penis disappearing between her ovaled lips. As the two boys began 
to thrust in and out of both ends of her body, Ellen was dimly aware of the 
swinging balls dancing against her throat and the short, wiry pubic hair 
that grazed her chin and nose each time the boy in front of her shoved 
forward. She fought for breath, managing to catch small gasps of air on the 
out-strokes of Buddy's cruel thrustings.


Oh God, she groaned inwardly as they pummeled her lust-driven form back and 
forth helplessly between them, using her captive body as a receptacle into 
which they would pump their boiling sperm. She no longer felt human but like 
a great mass of quivering flesh, created just for this moment.


Suddenly the very debasement of her situation flickered through her mind and 
the very humiliation of the two boys buffeting her mercilessly between them 
began to excite her more and more. The wisps of desire deep in her belly 
blossomed out to full bloom once more and she began to roll her buttocks in 
tiny circles, tightening her cunt muscles on the giant fleshy rod skewering 
into her. She wanted to milk it dry, to feel the sticky hot sperm squirting 
into her stomach until it overflowed her tortured pussy and ran down the 
insides of her wide-spread thighs.


She sucked insatiably at the prick in her mouth, tasting and exploring its 
every pore. Her cheeks hollowed and then bloated with his every cruel 
thrust. Her tongue swirled feverishly over the blood-filled cock-head, 
probing hungrily into the tiny opening on the end. She wanted the cock to 
explode in her mouth, to fill her cheeks with its hot, creamy load. She 
wanted to swallow it and feel it pouring down her throat until her stomach 
was as filled as her cunt. She wanted it to run through every vein in her 
body in great currents of carnal joy.


Then she got her wish!


As another brain-shattering climax built up deep in her own bucking body, 
she felt the cock fucking into her from behind begin to expand almost to the 
bursting point. She screwed back on it violently as she felt it bulge and 
jerk, spewing its hot white charge up into her constricting cunt. The creamy 
white fluid splashed violently against her dilated womb and dribbled back 
out on the hair-covered lips of her pussy jammed against the boy's smooth 
young loins. His balls slapped maddeningly against her exposed clitoris, 
causing her to jerk spasmodically forward, burying the prick in her wildly 
sucking mouth to the very hilt. Then, it too burst forth with a sudden 
violence, flooding her cheeks and throat with the boiling pungent liquid 
until she had to swallow rapidly to keep from choking on the great gushes of 
sperm. Her lips clasped tightly around the jerking prick, fearful of losing 
even one drop of the precious fluid. Still, though, small droplets oozed 
from the corners of her mouth and on down to her chin as the boy collapsed 
onto the bed in front of her, his deflated penis flopping out limply from 
her still-sucking mouth. Thin, glistening strings of the viscous fluid 
connected her lips with the now-soft cock several inches away from her face.


She skewered her hips back onto the monstrous cock still squirting its load 
into her cunt, and with a wail from between tightly-clenched teeth, felt her 
body soar up and explode into what seemed a shower of tiny blazing stars, 
racking her whole being with an ecstasy that sent her brain whirling 
crazily.


Her strength was suddenly exhausted, all gone, and she slipped down on the 
bed as the huge cock popped out lifelessly from her sperm soaked cunt. 
Refreshing wafts of cool air rushed into the empty, reddened opening.


Ellen ceased to be truly aware of what was happening to her. Time began a 
meaningless blur of strange and different boyish young cocks fucking into 
her for what seemed an eternity. Her body still responded with occasional 
orgasms but her mind seemed to be burnt out by the ravages of the drug and 
the terrible emotional ordeal that she was undergoing.


At last, she watched the last two of the many boys as they pulled on their 
trousers, standing in the middle of the small nurse's office. She did not 
have the strength to cover herself and lay sprawled out naked on the soiled 
cot, trying to gather herself together for the effort of dressing to go 
home. She tried not to think of what had just happened to her, of the 
possible consequences of the vicious rape Edie and Merrilee had instigated 
and encouraged. Her senses had so dazed her that thinking was impossible 
anyway at the moment.


But suddenly her eyes flew open and darted around the room, searching for 
some sign of the two girls who had been the cause of her awful debasement. 
Then, not finding them there, she finally raised herself to one elbow with 
great effort and spoke to the two remaining boys who were about to leave.


"Jimmie ... Mike," she said hesitantly, blushing in embarrassment as the two 
youths turned to face her naked, sperm covered form. "W-what happened to 
Edie and Merilee? ... When did they leave here?"


The shorter of the two boys scratched his head in puzzlement as he tried to 
remember, but the other one, Mike, laughed heartily and then answered:


"Aw, they took off just about the time Buzz and Buddy finished fucking you 
together ... you know, at the same time." He chuckled for a moment. "I've 
never seen anyone as pissed as they were. I think they thought you weren't 
going to like it, but wow! you were great, Mrs. Ames."


The last words were delivered with such youthful sincerity that Ellen 
couldn't help but smile at the compliment ... as strange as it sounded to 
her. Then she remembered the girls' trickery in drugging her and duping her 
to go with them into the nurse's office. If they would go that far for 
revenge, there was no telling what they would do next. She quickly decided 
to make sure that at least someone knew the truth about what had happened.


"Boys, you know, don't you, that I was drugged and tricked into doing what I 
did this afternoon ?" she said slowly, investing every one of her words with 
emphasis. "Now, I'm really afraid that Edie and Merrilee are going to try to 
get me in even more trouble ... "


This time it was Jimmie who comprehended her meaning at once. The small 
blonde boy's brow wrinkled in a frown and he turned to Mike. "Oh, wow! You 
don't think they'd squeal to old Dunlap, do you?" he asked his friend 
anxiously. "Jesus, that would get all of us in trouble too!"


The taller youth's face hardened with angry resolve. "Yeah, they're just 
dizzy enough that they might do that. Well, we'll just have to get some of 
the guys together tonight and talk those crazy broads out of it," he said 
firmly. Then he turned to Ellen, smiled almost apologetically, saying: "I 
don't know why they had it out for you, Mrs. Ames, but I know there's not a 
boy who was here this afternoon who wouldn't stand up for you ... now! 
You're sure as hell a better lay than that stupid Merrilee and none of us 
ever got anything from Edie anyway."


"Well, considering the circumstances, I'm glad at least that we all enjoyed 
it," Ellen said ruefully.


She wearily waved a farewell to the enthusiastically nodding boys, then fell 
back in exhaustion onto the sperm-stained mattress as she heard the door 
click shut behind the departing students. Though she appreciated their good 
intentions, she truly wondered if any of the students could actually do 
anything to foil the sinister plans of the two girls who obviously hated her 
so much. In the back of Ellen's mind, Edie's venomous words droned on and on 
like a monotonous prelude to disaster.


"I'm going to get you if it's the last thing I do ... I'll get you if it's 
the last thing I do ... "


Chapter 6


Ellen paused hesitantly at the yellow pine door and stared up at the brass 
name plate that hung over the door frame. "Elmo Dunlap, Principal." She 
sighed heavily, wondering for the thousandth time since she had stumbled out 
of the nurse's office last night if she were doing the right thing. If she 
didn't try to speak to the principal, perhaps no one would ever know of the 
orgiastic rape that had occurred in the school building yesterday afternoon.


Ellen had stripped the cot in the nurse's office of the sticky, 
sperm-smeared coverings and had turned the yellow-stained mattress before 
she remade the bed with fresh linen from one of the cabinets in the room. 
She had even stopped at a laundromat to wash the incriminating bedclothes 
before she had gone home last night. But when she had finally arrived at her 
lonely apartment and crawled wearily into bed, the beautiful teacher had not 
been able to sleep for hours. Frightening premonitions of the terrible 
things that the two jealous girls might do to get back at her, now that 
their first savage plan had failed, kept popping into Ellen's mind. Like a 
frightened child, she had huddled under the covers, staring fearfully into 
the darkness for what had seemed like endless hours, her mind racing in an 
attempt to think up a way to escape whatever brutal revenge Edie and 
Merrilee would dream up to use against her next.


Though she had racked her brain, Ellen had been forced to return to the same 
two answers time and again. She could either go back to Richard and try to 
forget all about her horrible experiences at Brentwood High School, or she 
could try to talk to Elmo Dunlap, the school's elderly principal, and hope 
that he would be able to help her out of her predicament.


In the end, it had not been a difficult choice, for Ellen knew that she 
could never face her beloved Richard again after all that had happened to 
her. Even if her attorney husband could have forgiven her for making love 
with all the lusty young strangers who had taken her so unfairly since she 
had come to this school, the beautiful redhead was no longer sure that she 
was worthy to be Richard's wife. After all, there was no way that she could 
avoid the fact that she had enjoyed the obscene, humiliating experiences. 
What kind of woman must she be to forget herself and become embroiled in 
such unpardonable situations ?


Nothing but a cheap slut, Ellen had tearfully decided as she had tossed and 
turned in misery in bed last night. Now, since she could not turn back to 
her marriage with Richard, she had no choice but to visit the school's 
principal in hopes that he could somehow help her learn how to deal with the 
two vicious girls.


She frowned in concentration as she stood before the door to Elmo Dunlap's 
office and quickly ran over her mental list of things not to say to the 
elderly man. She knew she would have to be very careful when she spoke with 
him if she did not want to divulge the true nature of what had happened, 
first in the school library reference room, and then yesterday, in the 
school nurse's office. It was going to be tricky, she knew, but she also 
knew that this was her only chance to avoid the wrath of Edie and Merrilee 
... a wrath that Ellen feared could leave her jobless, or worse, in jail! As 
Sid had threateningly hinted that fateful afternoon in the library, laws 
could be unfairly twisted so that she would appear to be the guilty one, 
guilty of corrupting the morals of a minor ... actually eight or nine 
minors!


Well, it was silly to waste her only free period in the day standing out 
here mulling over what she was going to do, Ellen thought as she 
determinedly grasped the brass knob of the principal's door. She might as 
well get it over with and hope that things might work out to her advantage.


"Ah, Mrs. Ames, I'm glad you came by," the principal said solemnly, looking 
up from his desk as his secretary led Ellen into his large, sumptuous 
office. "I've been meaning to speak with you for some time now."


The voluptuous teacher's heart sank in fear as she heard Elmo Dunlap's 
unsmiling words. She apprehensively studied the principal's face as he 
curtly dismissed his middle-aged secretary, telling the woman to close the 
door behind her. There was no doubt in Ellen's mind that the white-haired 
man had heard something ... but what? It could well be nothing important, 
she told herself as she tried to get a grip on her rising panic. Dear God, 
let it be some trivial thing ...


"Oh, really, Mr. Dunlap?" Ellen said in what she hoped was an unworried tone 
of voice. "I'm glad I came by in that case."


"Are you, Mrs. Ames?" the principal said very quietly, peering up over his 
steel-rimmed glasses to stare pointedly at the beautiful redhead who still 
stood uncertainly in the center of the roomy office, "I ... well, I ... of 
course ... " Ellen stammered nervously as she tried to shake off the 
disturbing feeling that the old man was staring right through her. Then, 
realizing how silly she must look to him, she again tried to calm her frayed 
nerves, clasping her hands together in an attempt to disguise their 
trembling from the principal's searching gaze. She forced herself to smile 
again. "May I sit down, Mr. Dunlap?" she finally said, praying that her 
voice was not shaking as badly as her hands.


"That might be a good idea, my dear," the elderly man nodded. "This might 
take a little time."


Ellen carefully seated herself in one of the big brown leather chairs that 
encircled the principal's large, wooden desk and silently waited for him to 
utter the dreaded words. She didn't have to wait long.


"I had been wanting to congratulate you on your apparently superior handling 
of a certain troublesome element in this school," the principal began, his 
gaze still boring mercilessly into Ellen's eyes. "However, I find that 
things are not always as they seem ... "


He paused meaningfully, and Ellen wriggled uncomfortably in the over-sized 
chair, now certain that during the night, the two girls had somehow managed 
to seal her doom. The silence lengthened and finally the frightened young 
teacher could stand the waiting no longer.


"What d-do you mean, Mr. Dunlap?" the redhead managed to whisper in a hoarse 
voice she was certain was as incriminating as a red flag proclaiming her 
guilt to the principal.


"You don't know, eh?" he said drily, then shuffled through some papers on 
his desk. Finding what he was looking for, the old man adjusted his glasses 
and read for a moment before he looked up at her again.


"I received a message this morning from two of our most socially prominent 
students," he said, tapping the sheet of pink paper in his hand. "They have 
run away from home ... because of you, they say."


"Edie and Merrilee?" Ellen asked him flatly, surprising even herself.


"Oh, that's interesting," the principal noted with raised eyebrows. "Then 
you are aware of the circumstances surrounding their departure?"


"Well, no ... uh, yes," she fumbled, then felt a sudden flash of irritation 
toward the principal for playing his stupid word games when her whole future 
might be at stake. "How can I know if you haven't told me yet?" she snapped 
impatiently.


"Ah, you should know very well, my dear," Elmo Dunlap retorted evenly. Ellen 
noticed for the first time that his watery blue eyes were gleaming with a 
strange light and she anxiously moved toward the edge of the chair, awaiting 
his next words. "According to Edie's note, you drove them away from 
Brentwood. Wait ... that's not all," raising his hand to still the obviously 
agitated young teacher before him. "They also said that you have ... how 
shall I say it gently? They state that you have engaged in sexual congress 
with all of the male members of this certain troublesome element, and not 
satisfied with just these unpardonable offenses, you have taken it upon 
yourself to humiliate and embarrass these two girls on any number of 
occasions, both in and out of the classroom."


"Why, that's not true at all," Ellen exclaimed indignantly, jumping to her 
feet. Then she collapsed back in the chair as a frightening thought struck 
her mind. "Did ... did their parents give you this letter?" she asked as her 
stomach muscles knotted in dread.


The aging principal leaned forward across the desk, a strange smile 
stretching his bloodless lips, and he whispered, almost conspiratorially, 
"No, I discovered the note in my mail box this morning, my dear. But unless 
there is a very special reason to justify my keeping this letter, I really 
should turn it over to their poor, worried parents."


Ellen gaped at the elderly man, her mouth falling open as she began to 
realize what the whole conversation had been leading up to. The gleam in the 
principal's pale blue eyes had brightened to a licentious glow, leaving the 
shapely teacher little doubt of what was taking place in his mind. She 
remembered the spritely old man had looked at her in the parking lot, the 
first day she had come to teach at Brentwood High School, and wondered how 
she ever could have been amused by his lecherous gaze.


"Of course, their parents would be compelled to bring the note to the 
police," the little man went on, driving his point home. "Then, of course, 
the school would be called upon to mention your extraordinary good fortune 
in dealing with the youngsters in question ... "


Ellen felt her skin crawl at the mention of the word "police." She wished 
for a moment that the charges were completely false so she could expose this 
horrible little man for the disgusting lecher he was but a moment later, her 
mind returned to the real danger of the moment.


"You mentioned a very special reason, Mr. Dun-lap ... " she said slowly, 
knowing even as she said it she was all but admitting the truth of the 
girls' accusations by not denying them outright. Still, she could not see 
that she had a choice. She knew she couldn't depend on all those gossipy 
boys to keep the terrible secret of what had happened yesterday afternoon in 
the nurse's office.


The little old man pulled a handkerchief from his coat pocket and began 
nervously wiping his glasses. "Well, of course, there are sometimes 
extenuating circumstances in cases like this," he murmured, not lifting his 
eyes to meet her cold gaze. "For instance, if I were convinced of your 
innocence of these charges, I could possibly take it upon myself to merely 
destroy the letter. It really says nothing else that would be of interest to 
either the parents or the police. However, I would have to be certain ... "


"Of course, you would," Ellen said icily, cutting him short. "But, how could 
you ever know for sure?"


She thought she detected a twinge of red blossoming in his cheeks as he 
answered. "Well, I would have to make the decision purely by personal 
knowledge of the person involved ... "


"And what you want is a crash course in Ellen Ames," she interrupted, no 
longer able to hold back the rage mounting inside of her as the little man's 
disgusting scheme became more and more clear to her. "Isn't that right, Mr. 
Dunlap?"


He glanced sharply up at her, his eyes filling rapidly with his obvious lust 
for her beautifully-curved body. He nervously twisted the handkerchief in 
his gnarled hands as he whispered hoarsely, "I believe we understand each 
other, my dear."


Ellen threw back her head and laughed mirthlessly at this, the final 
indignity in her nightmare career as a high school teacher.


"Well?" he whispered excitedly. "Well?"


She ceased her laughter and stared scornfully at his obvious impatience for 
an answer. "Oh, Mr. Dunlap, you are a vile little man," she said, shaking 
her head in disbelief at the cruel fate she was being forced to accept. "I 
would really like to turn down your lovely proposal, but as you probably 
have guessed, I'm in no position to do so. You see," she went on, ignoring 
the elderly man's hungrily roving eyes, "I was raped by quite a few boys, 
under the direction of your lovely students, Edie and Merrilee."


"No one would believe that," the red-faced old man rasped, a drop of spittle 
forming at the corner of his mouth as he undressed her with his eyes.


"Oh, I know that!" Ellen answered. "This whole community is so sick and 
rotten that they probably would lynch me, just so they wouldn't be 
disappointed by learning .that I hadn't seduced their poor innocent 
children!" Realizing that she was beginning to lose control of her anger, 
Ellen paused and sighed. "All right, Mr. Dunlap, I believe we have a 
bargain. When ... ?"


"Now! Now!" the old man wheezed excitedly. Flipping a switch on the intercom 
on his desk, he barked to his secretary: "Find a replacement teacher for 
Mrs. Ames' next class, Shirley, and go to lunch. We're going over some files 
in here and I don't want to be disturbed, so lock the door to the office 
please."


"Very neat," Ellen said, smiling cynically as the principal hurriedly turned 
off the machine. The horrible truth that she was about to bargain for her 
freedom by giving this disgusting little man her body seemed inconceivable 
to her, yet she knew she no longer had a choice. She had to do just that to 
avoid a worse fate, however undeserved. Suddenly, she felt a little nauseous 
as she recalled Buddy Whitman's cock shoved halfway down her throat ... for 
this man was another Buddy Whitman, only fifty years older. Momentarily, she 
was afraid that she was going to vomit.


The principal apparently read the symptoms in her face because he jerked 
open a drawer in his desk and, a moment later, was standing beside her 
chair, holding a generously-filled glass of amber liquid to her mouth. 
"Drink it down. It will make you feel better, my dear," he urged her.


Remembering the trickery of the last afternoon, Ellen sniffed suspiciously 
at the glass, searching for the telltale scent of licorice, but to her 
relief she recognized the smell of Scotch whiskey.


She opened her lips and felt the golden liquid searing her throat as it 
poured down into her stomach with a warming sensation that soothed her 
frayed nerves. The little man had wrapped his arm around her shoulders and 
as he leaned toward her, Ellen could smell that he too had taken a sip from 
the bottle of whiskey. His courage apparently fortified by the alcohol, the 
principal allowed his fingers to begin moving slyly down her shoulder toward 
her breast. Ellen felt the whiskey glowing warmly in her stomach, the spasm 
of nausea passing as she forced herself to think of something other than the 
leering elderly man's hand wandering down to clutch her left breast in his 
clammy palm.


"Do you want another drink, my dear," Elmo Dunlap whispered wetly into her 
ear as his fingers massaged her breast hungrily. Ellen shook her head and he 
chortled with glee. "Good! Then, why don't you take your clothes off!"


Oh, he's getting bolder, Ellen thought sarcastically, but just as quickly 
she pushed the idea out of her mind. She didn't want to think about anything 
right now because she would never get through this ordeal if she could not 
keep her mind a complete blank. Obediently the statuesque redhead began to 
undress as he did the same. When she was done, Ellen went to the couch that 
was placed against the far wall of the room and sat down, closing her eyes 
to wait for the principal. A moment later her eyes jerked open from the 
shock of a cold hand coming to rest on the smooth white flesh of her naked 
shoulder.


The principal stood before her, completely naked, and Ellen's eyes roamed 
disinterestedly over his body. He was built like a pear on two spindly legs, 
she thought as she gazed impersonally at his sunken chest covered with curly 
white hair and his long, thin cock jerking into view from beneath the 
overhanging roll of fat from his round white belly.


Butterflies flitted through Ellen's stomach as she tried not to imagine this 
man touching her breasts and vagina. But, then as the naked white-haired man 
sat down beside her on the couch and began softly stroking her upper thighs, 
Ellen was horrified to realize that wispy tendrils of unwanted pleasure were 
following the path of his teasing fingers. What had happened to her in the 
short month she had been teaching at this school? she wondered in 
astonishment. Here she was selling her body like a whore, even though the 
price was her own freedom, and this same body was already betraying her!


No, this time she would not give in to the temptation of her senses, the 
anguished redhead firmly vowed to herself as her smooth white flesh became 
alert to the caresses of the principal's light-fingered hands petting over 
her soft, ivory skin. A rash of goosebumps rose over her sensitive flesh as 
his fingertips slipped teasingly over the rose-colored peaks of her full, 
magnificent breasts. A moan forced its way past the beautiful woman's 
trembling lips as he reached down over her belly to firmly push her 
unresisting milk-white thighs apart and pinch tauntingly at the delicious 
narrow slit between them.


The red-cheeked little man stroked his throbbing penis slowly, as he gaped 
at the auburn hair-covered triangle between her open legs. His mouth 
watered, saliva dripping down from his slack lips, as his greedy eyes 
feasted lewdly on Ellen's pale flawless body. His watery gaze nauseated her 
and Ellen finally shuddered and gasped: "No, please don't touch me! I've 
changed my mind!"


"It's a little late for that, my dear," the principal chuckled licentiously, 
slipping a finger between the ragged pink edges of her cunt to gently 
massage the tiny bud of her sensitive clitoris. "You wouldn't want me to 
show that letter to the police, would you?"


"I don't care," she moaned miserably. "I mean it; I just can't do it! I 
can't!"


The lovely teacher's frightened pleas fell on un-hearing ears as the elderly 
man's scrawny arms suddenly enveloped her with surprising strength and his 
lips crushed tightly against hers. The principal's long, thin cock, slowly 
reaching full erection, dug into the taut flesh over her ribs as his tongue 
snaked its way into her mouth. Ellen tried to struggle but fear and the 
whiskey had drained her of the strength to fight.


"Please, don't ... Please!" she gasped, cringing back into the cushions as 
memories of the savage rape of the night before whirled through her mind, 
but the elderly principal just grinned lewdly and quickly insinuated two 
fingers into the tight, tiny little hole between her legs. He methodically 
massaged them around, watching the luscious redhead's face as she fought the 
torment of the teasing probe, desperately fought surrender to it.


"Nooo, nooooo, please," she groaned again, even as her hips suddenly 
betrayed her resisting conscious mind. They began to move in slow, almost 
imperceptible circles at first, grinding to meet the rhythmic thrusts of the 
old man's fingers into her throbbing cunt.


Ellen suddenly realized her body's involuntary reaction, but just as she was 
about to stiffen in defiant resistance, she remembered the incriminating 
contents of the note the principal had received from the two girls. If she 
continued to resist, the elderly man might change his mind about destroying 
the letter and, besides, she thought bitterly, what difference did one more 
time make anyway? With that thought, the redheaded teacher ceased to 
struggle against the sensations that were rippling through her flesh and she 
allowed her body to respond fully to the old man's gently stroking fingers. 
Within moments, her skin tingled as though he were turning the entire 
surface of her body into a white-hot sheet of flame with his probing, 
petting hands.


As the principal's fingers darted maddeningly in and out of her moistening 
pussy, Ellen's nervously tensed thighs suddenly fell loosely apart. She 
could feel his hot rotating cock forcing itself against the white smooth 
flesh of her hips. Silky tingling hairs on the old man's legs played against 
the tender flesh of her thighs as he pressed tightly against her. The 
redhead's hips began to rotate hungrily into the cushions beneath her as she 
became aware of the searing blaze that burned deep in her belly, the flames 
licking out between her legs, crying to be drowned by the long rod of 
stiffened flesh that now dug insistently into her soft naked hip.


The white-haired man sensed his victory.


He moved away from Ellen's awakened body and slowly withdrew his fingers 
from her hungrily clasping cunt. "Turn around, my dear," he whispered 
hoarsely. "Kneel up on the couch."


A tremor of fear passed briefly through Ellen, then faded as she remembered 
that morals no longer hindered her. Her tingling vagina was hopelessly 
drenched from the principal's methodically-stroking fingers and she knew 
that any further protest would be futile and meaningless. Submitting to his 
demand, the lush-bodied woman twisted around and knelt on the couch 
cushions, leaning against the back so that the pale moons of her soft, 
globular buttocks were presented nakedly up to him.


"Take my cock, my dear, and put it in your asshole," the principal ordered 
her in a gasping wheeze of excitement. "It might be a little painful at 
first ... but remember what you have at stake!"


Without conscious thought, the beautiful dazed teacher reached behind her 
back and took hold of the trembling shaft, aiming the swollen purple tip at 
the tiny brown ring of her tight, hairless anus. The older man's cock leapt 
in her hand and he thrust mindlessly against her as the redhead worked the 
bloated cock-head up and down the full slit of her pussy, lubricating the 
long, thin prick to ease the first penetration. She still had not fully 
comprehended the curt command from the man behind her until she felt him 
reach down and guide the hard rubbery tip of his cock up from her vaginal 
lips and into the soft, yielding moons of her out-thrust buttocks.


Behind her, the white-haired principal gaped down at the spectacle of his 
long, hard prick wedged against the young teacher's tiny, puckered anus. He 
had always wanted to fuck a woman back there and now he had the perfect 
opportunity with one of the most beautiful and proud bodies he had ever 
seen. His sperm-bloated balls tingled with desire as he took a firm hold of 
her buttocks and drew them apart, wider and wider until the tiny brown slit 
parted. Ellen squirmed and whined, but she could not slip away.


"Please, no! Not there, Mr. Dunlap! Please!" "Spread your legs wider," the 
principal rasped gruffly. His blunt cock-head rode against her 
tightly-clenched anus and he thrust his spindly knees between her voluptuous 
thighs, spreading them apart until Ellen thought she would split. Then, she 
felt his finger probing at the little puckered inlet. She winced, jumping 
forward slightly as Mr. Dunlap's finger strained against the tiny opening. 
Suddenly, it popped through the tight outer ring, not hurting as she had 
anticipated, but rather, sending a sensation of surprised pleasure through 
her. Her taut muscles relaxed slightly until she felt the extra pressure of 
another finger ram unexpectedly in alongside the first This time the 
penetration hurt and she tried to bounce away from him, but the fingers were 
securely buried in her cringing back passage and his other hand tightly 
clamped around her waist She shuddered in pain as the leering principal 
began to move his fingers around in the tight expanding hole, sawing in and 
out stretching the tiny anus for the greater entry that would follow.


Ellen's face began to register disbelief as the torturous pain from the 
unnatural invasion in her back passage began to fade and be replaced by a 
strange, almost masochistic pleasure as a sense of oddly appealing 
subjugation swept over her. Her mouth opened and she began to breathe 
heavily as the two fingers screwed mercilessly into her, stretching the tiny 
wrinkled opening until she grunted in a mixture of pleasure and pain each 
time he twisted his hand. The beautiful redhead started to writhe between 
the cruel probing in total surrender.


As suddenly as he had shoved the fingers in, the panting, elderly man pulled 
them out of her rectum. They seemed to slip out reluctantly, the moist 
clasping skin around her anus clinging to the bony digits until they popped 
out with a slight sucking sound. The principal forced her legs wider apart, 
then dipped his head between Ellen's buttocks to lick wetly at the crevice 
between them, moistening the tiny hole with his saliva.


"Now, take my cock," the principal ordered from behind her. "And put it 
where I told you!" Her hand moved hesitantly back to grasp the rock-hard 
cock and she gasped as she felt the size and realized that it was as thick 
as two fingers. She stroked it experimentally, her mind torn with indecision 
as she remembered the pain she had felt a few minutes earlier.


"Put it in your asshole!" the impassioned man snarled again, his hands 
grasping harshly at her hips, holding them steady in the air. Submitting to 
the cold command, Ellen held her breath and placed the blunt tip of the 
rigid prick against the tight, hairless opening in her backside.


She trembled apprehensively as she felt the rod of lust-hardened flesh 
probing and working against her small, puckered anus as the principal 
grunted and strained forward. The rampant prick was slowly worming its way 
into her tiny aperture and she clenched her eyes tightly shut as the 
straining nether ring suddenly gave way before the pressure and the swollen 
head slipped inside with a slight pop.


"Oh, God, nooooo! It's too big! You're killing me!" she cried in agony as a 
spasm of unbearable pain followed the sudden entry. She twisted and 
thrashed, trying to get away from the blunt intrusion that vibrated through 
every fiber of her being but her jerks only served to drive the fiery rod 
deeper and deeper inside her.


"Shove back, girl! Shove your ass back!" the principal growled furiously as 
he continued his savage attack on her cringing buttocks.


Ellen pushed back in automatic obedience to the loud command and the long, 
gleaming cock surged mercilessly into the spongy resilient flesh of her ass 
as the little man behind her pushed forward with all his strength.


"Oooooh, oooooh!" the beautiful teacher groaned, her face twisting in pain 
as his pelvis smacked loudly against the softness of her twin white 
buttocks. The cruel fleshy thickness was buried to the hilt in her 
nearly-split anus. She was hopelessly impaled on the principal's long, 
throbbing cock.


Grinning insanely down at the sight of his slender prick sunk into the 
voluptuous body of the young redheaded woman, the gasping old man began to 
saw rhythmically into the pink inflamed passage, ignoring the sobs of pain 
that escaped from Ellen's tortured lips. He rammed into her with hard cruel 
thrusts, delightedly watching the pink anal flesh that followed the probing 
cock out on the backstroke as though it were fighting its withdrawal.


Then, suddenly, Ellen began to squirm back to meet the driving surges of the 
impaling member. The pain was lessening, a weird kind of pleasure taking its 
place, and Ellen shook her head from side to side, her auburn locks flying 
wildly around her face, as he rammed into her again and again. Her anal 
muscles tightened throbbingly around the long, hard length lunging in and 
out of her rear passage and she began to undulate her buttocks in tight tiny 
circles, waving the full-rounded cheeks of her ass back at the principal 
like a red flag before a bull. Even though some pain still remained, it was 
strangely pleasurable and she found herself thrusting and squirming back to 
meet the obscene impalement each time the gasping man jerked forward into 
her.


Standing behind her, the old man watched in ecstatic delight as his cock 
pushed and pulled at the tightly clinging flesh of the teacher's hotly 
clasping asshole. He began a series of brutal thrusts that sent his tingling 
member plunging to the hilt in the moaning young woman's wide-split crevice. 
Her full white breasts jiggled sensuously with each pounding lunge and his 
balls smacked rhythmically against her cunt below, bringing further mewlings 
of pleasure hissing from between her clenched teeth. The principal watched 
through lust-glazed eyes as his throbbing, blue-veined cock disappeared all 
the way up Ellen's gyrating ass with every stroke. None of it was left 
visible to the eye as it sunk to the hilt in the tight, velvety passageway, 
straining to reach farther and farther into her heaving belly with each 
powerful lunge.


He reached down and pulled the redhead's soft white ass-cheeks far apart, 
driving his pelvis into her buttocks with hard smacks that resounded loudly 
through the large office. He felt his cock expanding and his balls throbbing 
almost painfully each time he skewered into her, the sweat from his face 
dripping onto her lovely hollowing back.


"Ooooooh, oooooh, yessss," the now-impassioned teacher crooned into the air 
as she hungrily waved her ass back against his eager thrusts. She was 
waiting expectantly for the moment when he would shoot his warm, creamy load 
deep into her belly, drowning her in its loveliness. There was no longer any 
pain or fear, but only a feeling of being filled, stuffed with flesh as she 
had never been before. Ellen's shoulders dropped to the cushioned back of 
the couch and she rotated her buttocks high in the air so that the great 
plundering cock could impale her more easily. She bucked ecstatically back 
against it as she felt her rectum strain as it throbbed into a hugeness that 
could only mean that he was about to cum deep in her bowels.


Ellen heard the principal gasp and groan behind her as he slammed the full 
expanded length of his prick into her full-stretched rectum, causing her to 
whine in a delirium of joy. He did it again, roughly pulling her back onto 
his palpitating cock like fitting a tight glove, then rotated the throbbing 
lust-inflated cock-head deep in her rectum. She mewled in delight. Then, the 
boiling lava began to churn wildly in his balls and, with one last 
tremendous thrust, he crashed against her buttocks, flattening the smooth 
globes of flesh against his loins.


Ellen, beneath his writhing body, felt the first delicious torrents of the 
hot white liquid erupt deeply into the depths of her bowels. Its warmth 
spread through her stomach and surged through her blossoming nerve ends like 
a volcanic eruption, touching off her own climax. She thrust her face deep 
into her arms to muffle her scream as the great gush of ecstasy rippled 
through her and she felt her own milky cum fluids streaming from her open 
cunt, trickling down the backs of her smooth silky thighs to mix with the 
sperm that had oozed out around the still-squirting prick in her flooded 
rectum.


Then she slowly collapsed on the sofa as she felt the old man began to 
withdraw his deflating shaft from her sperm-filled behind. There was a wet 
sucking noise as it slipped out from between the full white moons of her 
buttocks and a sudden rush of air cooled the steamy wetness of Ellen's 
ravaged loins as she exhaustedly dropped forward to the cushions below her.


Moments later, the redhead looked up at the elderly principal and she saw 
that he was calmly wiping his penis with the white handkerchief he had left 
lying on his desk, a beatific smile of satisfaction wreathing his rosy face. 
She stared at him for a long time, her vision still blurred by her 
slowly-receding passion, but reality was relentlessly returning, bringing 
with it the harsh ugliness of her situation.


As complete realization of what had just happened to her returned to the 
lovely teacher, she jumped up from the couch and angrily strode over to the 
chair on which she had left her clothing. Cold-eyed and silent, she 
hurriedly began to pull on her garments to cover her battered body, pausing 
only to wipe furiously at the sticky streaks of drying cum fluids that 
striped the inside of her thighs. She did not look again in the principal's 
direction until she was completely dressed and had run a comb through her 
tousled hair. When, at last she turned around to face the huge desk, she saw 
with relief that the little man had also donned his garments and was just 
now straightening his tie.


"Well, Mr. Dunlap, now are you going to keep your end of our understanding?" 
she demanded with as much dignity as she could muster at the moment.


The still-flushed and panting old man smiled at Ellen's conspicuous display 
of gravity, then nodded his head. "Of course, my dear. Whatever else we 
Brentwood people may do, we always keep our word, as you probably would have 
eventually found out under jess trying conditions."


"Would have? Would!" Ellen asked in unfeigned astonishment. "Are you telling 
me that after all this, you're going to fire me anyway ?" The fact that she 
felt cruelly duped was apparent in her disappointed and dumbfounded 
expression.


But, the white-haired principal remained smiling, a twinkle in his blue eyes 
as he sadly shook his head. "My dear girl, I'm afraid you have a lot to 
learn about life," he said softly. "You bargained for the letter and now 
it's yours. Your position was never mentioned and once you think about it, 
I'm sure you'll see that it is more dangerous for you than it is for me if 
you continue teaching at Brentwood High School."


"But, you ... I let you ... my God, in my ... " she sputtered, barely 
holding back the sobs that rose to her throat.


"You are young, aren't you, child?" the principal said compassionately as 
tears rolled down her cheeks. "Well, I'm going to give you a bit of free 
advice, even though I doubt you'll listen. It is, nevertheless, true."


Ellen stared miserably at the little man who had tricked her so cruelly. 
What difference did the letter make if she wasn't going to be allowed to 
remain at the high school, she thought unhappily. She hoped that the 
principal's advice would at least help her find another job.


"All right now. This is very simple," the white-haired little man announced 
to his audience of one. "Just this: Sex is what you make of it, child. You 
can use it as money, as you did today. Or a gift between lovers. Or it can 
even be as casual as a conversation on the street. The decision is up to 
you." He smiled meaningfully and added, "The really wonderful thing about it 
is, that you're usually going to find exactly what you're looking for. If 
you want it to be horrible, it will be. But, if you want it to be marvelous 
... well, then, you know how to use it properly."


"That's absolute gibberish," Ellen snapped angrily. "I don't know what you 
are babbling about!"


"Ah, but you enjoyed that horrible, dirty thing we did. I suspect that 
that's because, somewhere along the way, you just decided that you might as 
well get the best out of the experience."


Ellen's anger mounted as she realized that the old man had pegged her on the 
first try. "Look, I'm just not interested in your double talk," she said 
furiously. "I have to go. May I have the letter, please?"


"Of course," he said amiably, dropping the sheet of pink, scented letter 
paper in the redhead's coldly outstretched palm. Without even looking at it, 
Ellen smashed the note into a crumpled ball as her hand clenched into a 
tight fist. Still clutching the letter, she turned and walked rapidly toward 
the door.


"Mrs. Ames?" the principal's gentle voice called out, just before she turned 
the door handle.


"What is it, Mr. Dunlap!" she snapped impatiently, not turning around to 
face him again.


"I hope this won't offend you, my dear, but I thought you should know that 
of all the women I've ever met, you could have the most marvelous attitude 
toward sex of any of them. With the exception of my dear wife, Bessie, of 
course." He paused, then added sadly, "It's a terrible shame that you don't 
appreciate your own good qualities."


Not waiting to hear if the elderly man had anything more to say Ellen 
twisted the knob and slammed out of his office, striding angrily out of the 
school building. For some reason she did not quite understand, the 
principal's words absolutely infuriated her. They didn't even make sense! As 
she climbed into her little Volkswagen, she vowed to push them out of her 
mind, then roared wrathfully out of the high school parking lot.


Chapter 7


Ellen pensively twisted a strand of her wavy red hair around her fingers as 
she sat curled up in the overstuffed easy chair in her small quiet 
apartment. A moment later, her hand dropped down to the arm of the chair and 
the tips of her long, slender fingers impatiently drummed on the cushioned 
softness of the upholstery. Momentarily, she gave that up also and reached 
over to the end-table beside her, retrieving the cup of tea she had made 
over an hour ago when she had finished bathing and cleaning her body of all 
traces of the animalistic, unnatural sex act she had submitted to while 
being blackmailed by Elmo Dunlap, the principal of Brentwood High School. 
Lifting the china cup to her lips, she gingerly tasted the cold, 
mahogany-colored liquid, made a face, then returned the flowered cup to its 
place in the saucer on the table.


"All right, dummy," she said loudly to herself as if the sound of a human 
voice might help to clear her mind. "It's about time you got yourself 
organized and started figuring out what you're going to do, now that you 
don't have a job!"


The stern admonition didn't help at all ... There were too many things to 
think about and. her mind seemed to be wandering in all directions at once. 
The most important thing, she kept telling herself, was that she had been 
fired today and would have to find another job soon, if she didn't want to 
be forced into asking Richard for money. Next, there was the problem of Edie 
and Merrilee, although the beautiful copper-haired woman doubted that the 
two girls would bother to pursue her now that she had left their territory. 
The venomous note they had written was now a thing of the past, for Ellen 
had burned it as soon as she had arrived home and flushed the ashes down the 
toilet.


There. That's all you have to worry about, she said firmly to herself. But, 
as quickly as the mental statement was made, Ellen knew it was a lie. These 
problems were not what had been occupying, her mind for the last two hours. 
She was really concerned with something infinitely more difficult, something 
that involved the most basic aspects of her being.


The redhead's mental quandary was partially due to her bafflement about her 
violent, unexpected reactions during the three episodes of wanton sex that 
had taken place during her past month of teaching at Brentwood High School. 
But this was one aspect that she knew she could push to the back of her mind 
and find reasons and excuses for her shamelessly wanton behavior. The thing 
that the beautiful young teacher could not banish from her thoughts was Elmo 
Dunlap's little lecture on the true nature of sex. She might have been able 
to simply forget it, writing the principal off as just another sex fiend who 
had managed to justify his own lustful actions, except that the white-haired 
old man had specifically mentioned Ellen's youth and inexperience. Richard 
had said almost the same thing during some of those angry discussions they 
had had before he had invited one of his clients and the man's wife to the 
Ames home for that disastrous night of "swapping."


"Sometimes I really wish that you'd had a little more experience before I 
married you. You're so damned involved in your adolescent ideas about sex 
and romance that you don't even really know what's involved in a plain, 
friendly fuck. You ought to go out some night and get yourself laid by some 
bum you pick up in a bar. Then maybe you'd find out that sex doesn't have to 
be all moonlight and roses. It's good, hot fun, just that, unless you want 
to make something more of it!"


Ellen started at the sound of Richard's voice, then slumped back in her 
chair again as she realized that the sound had merely been a thought in her 
own head. She had merely remembered what he had said one night when they'd 
had a quarrel, a particularly bitter one, about Richard's desire for 
"outside stimulation." At the time his biting words had stung her like the 
cruel lash of a whip, but now she suddenly realized that he had been saying 
exactly the same thing that Elmo Dunlap had told her today.


Part of Ellen's mind tried to reject, out-of-hand, the words, recalling the 
wonderful nights of love that she and Richard had shared when they were 
first married. But another part spoke up, reminding the curvaceous young 
woman of her other sexual experiences, the ones that had occurred in the 
school building. There had been no love there ... and yet she couldn't deny 
that she had thoroughly enjoyed the purely physical pleasure.


Then her sense of romanticism sprang to the defense, reminding her of how 
much it had hurt to see Richard skewering into the moist pussy of the blonde 
woman the night Ellen had left him and their marriage. But then, suddenly a 
new realization rose up unexpectedly in her mind.


Elmo Dunlap had said that the woman with the most marvelous sexual attitude 
he had ever known was his own wife, Bessie. And Ellen still remembered the 
principal telling her that they had been married for almost fifty years! 
Mrs. Dunlap must know that her husband has had sex with other women, Ellen 
reasoned, her mind racing in excitement, and yet they were still happily 
married! From the way the elderly principal had spoken of his wife, Ellen 
was also certain that they loved each other very much, so why should 
something like this stand between them ... ?


With a whoop of joy, Ellen leaped out of her chair and ran to the telephone, 
her long robe flapping around her ankles. It was so simple and she had been 
so stupid, she happily admitted. Grinning like a child given an all-day 
sucker, she began to dial the number she knew so well.


"Good God, baby, real Spanish absinthe? How many boys were there?" the tall, 
handsome man on the couch asked incredulously. Then he laughed at his own 
boyish enthusiasm from the effect of the tale Ellen was telling him. "Oh, 
sweetheart, it's so good to be back with you again. I've been miserable 
since you left."


Ellen smiled warmly at her husband and shifted her position a little so that 
the green knit mini-dress, one that she had hurriedly bought soon after 
calling him, rode up another few inches over her shapely thighs. She leaned 
over from the chair in which she was sitting and placed her hand on his 
knee.


"Darling, I know exactly how it was," she said. "I wanted to die. I wanted 
to come back and cry on your shoulder every night, but I wouldn't let myself 
until I got everything straightened out in my own mind."


"Yeah, but I was home in bed ... alone ... every night," Richard said with 
mock sternness. "What about you?"


The gorgeous redhead raised her hand and said, "I swear it, except for those 
three times, a man never came near me."


"Three times?" he repeated, the beginnings of worry starting to show in his 
dark eyes. "You only told me about two. When was the other?"


"Come on, don't tell me that you're getting jealous now?" she teased, 
knowing that even though he might be a little worried, he was also excited 
by the recounting of her experiences. Ellen couldn't help but see the 
tell-tale bulge that strained against the crotch of his trousers. She 
decided to let the news about Elmo Dunlap wait for another day, one when 
Richard might not be quite as interested as he was just then in her lush, 
young body. She winked mischievously and said, "Don't worry, I've been 
really good: It's just that things keep happening to me." She shook her head 
in feigned dismay.


"Don't they now?" Richard said winkingly. "Well, I suppose you're too jaded 
now to bother with a plain old poor sex-starved husband ... V


"I thought you wanted to hear about how many boys there were in the nurse's 
office. Aren't you interested in how many times and in what ways I got 
fucked yesterday afternoon?" she teased him, leaning over a little more so 
that he could not miss seeing the dramatic cleavage of her breasts beneath 
the scoop-neck of her dress. She knew that he would be both excited and 
shocked by her use of the lewd, unlady-like word.


"Oh, the hell with you, bitch," he said gruffly, laughing then as he grabbed 
her arms to pull her over closer to him. "I don't know how many times you've 
been fucked today, but you can add about seven more times onto it, because 
that's going to be your sole occupation for the rest of the evening. We've 
got a lot of catching up to do."


"Ummm, yessss," she sighed in agreement as his hand slipped under the hem of 
her dress and zeroed in on her already moist pubic area. His mouth clamped 
down on hers and she blissfully sucked his tongue into her own mouth, 
nibbling and playing with the moist, soft spear of flesh. His hand found her 
breast and rolled the nipple between his thumb and forefinger, sending tiny 
shocks of pleasure rippling through every inch of her body.


Ellen reached down to her husband's groin and slowly unzipped the fly of his 
trousers. Her hand delved inside and finally jerked out the rampant, 
straining cock. Tearing her lips away from Richard's hungrily searching 
mouth, she leaned over the pulsing shaft of flesh and studied it carefully, 
comparing it with the others she had known in the past month. She was not 
disappointed. Tenderly, she stroked the uncircumcised foreskin down its full 
length and then paused before pushing it back up to cover the throbbing 
glans of the head.


"Oh, baby," Richard groaned above her.


In answer, she squeezed it tightly and then dropped down her lips to kiss 
its head. Before she had left Richard, she had only done this to him when he 
had asked her to, but now she positioned her body so that he could see 
everything and flicked out her tongue over the gleaming purple head, swiping 
away the glistening drop of seminal fluid that was oozing from the throbbing 
glans at the end. Then her soft lips opened slightly, bending her head 
downwards as Richard watched in unbelieving delight as the tight rounded 
ovals of her lipsticked red mouth enclosed and caressed the 
tightly-stretched skin of his cock. He knew that she had never liked to do 
this and he had never in his wildest dreams imagined that he would see the 
day when he could look down and see his massive cock skewering into her face 
... especially when she seemed so ecstatically happy about doing it.


She started using her tongue, swirling the soft wet point around and around 
his aching cock until it jerked in her mouth. Her lips clung tightly around 
his thick penis in a soft, smooth elastic ring. He could feel every inch of 
the way as she slowly slid her mouth down toward the base of his jutting 
prick, taking as much of him as she could in her mouth and surrounding his 
hard maleness with the hot moist warmth of her saliva and the rough teasing 
surface of her swiping tongue. He placed his fingertips on either side of 
his wife's hollowing cheeks and pressed inward until he could feel the 
hardness of his penis inside the soft, giving flesh.


Richard felt his loins growing hot and with a great effort at self-control, 
he gently lifted his wife's head away from his own involuntarily jerking 
hips. It would be so easy to spurt a hot load into her hungrily sucking 
mouth, but he wanted the first ejaculation, the one he had been storing up 
for almost two months now, to gush into the tight, clenching little cunt he 
had dreamed of every night. His glistening, rock-hard prick slipped wetly 
from her mouth, small, thin strings of semen still connecting her lips to it 
as she raised her head up to stare at him in silent inquiry.


"Get your clothes off, baby," he said hoarsely. "We're going to have a good, 
old-fashioned, down-home, family reunion fuck. So hurry up!"


Ellen almost flew off the couch and quickly slipped the clinging knit dress 
over her body and up over her head. She cooed softly as he ran his hands 
down her back in a long, slow caress, then unhooked the brassiere, letting 
it fall away from her shoulders. Her breasts trembled, the nipples hardening 
under the intensity of Richard's fiery gaze. His hands slipped down her back 
again and his fingers then hooked in the elastic band at the top of the 
beautiful black lace panties she had also purchased that afternoon. Richard 
gently pulled until the flimsy garment slipped reluctantly over the full, 
voluptuous moons of her buttocks and hips. The panties caught stubbornly at 
her knees and Ellen reached down to help her husband slide them down to her 
ankles and over her feet.


"I can't believe it, but you're even more beautiful than I remembered," he 
breathed as his eyes drank in her perfect, naked loveliness. Her body 
strained and worked toward his hands as they coursed over her creamy flesh 
and then she groaned leaning over to begin unbuttoning his shirt. Together 
in the pregnant silence, they worked quickly to remove the garments that 
kept Richard's flesh away from Ellen's warm, soft curves. Ellen didn't have 
to see his face to know that he was studying her as though seeing her for 
the first time. She could almost feel the hot trails of desire and 
admiration his eyes left behind them as they roved over her bent form.


"Ellen, they didn't hurt you, did they?" he suddenly asked anxiously as she 
took his clothing to a chair on the other side of the room.


"No, not really, I guess," she said slowly as she remembered the paralyzing 
terror and the moments of anguished guilt "The real damage was up here," she 
added, tapping her forehead. "But it was only painful for a while. I was all 
closed up. They just kicked open the shutters and let a little light in. It 
wasn't always pleasant, but now I know what a silly ass I've been!"


"Well, it's about damned time," he growled playfully. "Now, bring that silly 
beautiful ass over here!"


"Gladly, my dear, dear husband," Ellen purred coyly as she walked softly to 
the couch and lay down at the opposite end from where Richard sat, leaning 
back on the well-padded arm and spreading her naked legs slightly apart. She 
smiled lazily up at him without a word, just a seductive smile playing 
across her lips. Richard's breath caught in his throat from the sudden 
excitement of the revealing position she had assumed.


She stared back at him through smoky, desire-blurred eyes, then pleaded, 
"Fuck me, Richard."


Her surprised and startled husband wasted no time in fulfilling her request, 
the first time his wife had ever actually begged to be fucked in all the 
time they had been married. He still hadn't heard the whole story of what 
had happened in the past month, but he silently thanked every person who had 
contributed to the unbelievable change in his otherwise-perfect wife. He 
reached down and pulled her legs toward him, jerking her flat on her back on 
the long sofa and then positioned her gleaming ivory legs, one over the back 
of the couch and the other hanging down to the floor. He could see by the 
shiny droplets of fluid winking put like diamonds from the exposed triangle 
of her pubic valley that she was ready and there was no more need to wait


Richard's cock bobbed and weaved in jutting hardness as he crawled up 
between her wide-propped thighs until his throbbing prick hovered directly 
over the hungry, waiting crevice. As her arms snaked around his neck, he 
reached down between their bodies to grasp his thick, stiff penis, parting 
the sparse rust-colored pubic hair with the lust-fattened head. Then, with 
one long, smooth stroke, he speared into her, driving his anxious cock along 
the tight slippery passageway until it banged solidly against her cervix. 
There was not the slightest resistance and he lost his breath at the 
exquisite sensation of the smooth wet walls of her pussy clamping down 
around his cock so firmly it almost made him cum right then and there.


"Oooooooh, yessssss," she crooned in soft delight as her insides seemed to 
ripen and mature to their full feminine potential as her husband's throbbing 
prick sunk again and again deep into her womb. She chanted wordlessly 
beneath his thrusting body as he bared his gritted teeth with the effort of 
preventing his climax. At last the immediate crisis passed and he pushed 
powerfully forward, sinking his long cock with such force into her eager 
cunt that the swelling tip nearly drove through the walls of her womb. But, 
there was nothing but bliss in Ellen's lovely face as her body followed his 
every movement and began to move in wanton writhings beneath him.


"Oh, darling, fuck me, fuck meeee," she groaned, clasping her arms more 
tightly around his body and drawing his muscular chest down into the soft 
whiteness of her flattened, full-swelling breasts.


Her entire body shuddered and squirmed as he plunged his thick shaft up and 
up, deeper and deeper into the warm soft cavern of her cunt. Her face 
contorted in fervent ecstasy and she cried and moaned as though she had 
never been fucked before. Her flushed face broke out in light beads of sweat 
as she twisted and jerked with the untamed, animal desire that had taken 
hold of her body. There was nothing now that could stop her mad quest for 
fulfillment and Richard rammed into her like a crazed demon in a desperate 
attempt to help her rise to the heady pinnacle of sexual pleasure.


"Oh, yes, darling, yes ... more, yesssss!" she cried up into his straining 
face as he insinuated his broad powerful hands under the insanely pumping 
cheeks of her ass and grasped them tightly, one in each hand, pulling her up 
off the couch for greater penetration between her open and needing loins.


With all the strength in his sinewy male buttocks, he pistoned into her, 
feeling the velvety clenching flesh of her pussy sucking all around and at 
him in time to his rhythmic thrusts. He drew himself up to the tips of his 
toes and drove the full length of his thundering cock into the utmost depths 
of her heaving belly and then was rewarded by a moan of sheer, unadulterated 
joy that resounded through the room like the peal of a bell. Her nostrils 
flared wide and her open eyes gazed unseeingly up toward the ceiling, gold 
flecks of wild, primitive desire swirling madly in her dilated green pupils.


Richard pulled his head back to watch with satisfaction his ravishing wife's 
lust-contorted face. He pounded even harder into her so he could watch the 
strangely beautiful transformation of a woman into a straining animal, her 
lips baring back over her teeth as more and more desperate groaning sounds 
emerged from deep in her chest.


The groans softened to loving whimpers as Richard slowed his pace a little 
and changed his position, moving slightly higher on Ellen's twisting body so 
that the gleaming length of his stone-hard prick rubbed back and forth over 
her tiny erected clitoris with each stroke he made. He lifted high above her 
each time he withdrew, leaving only the bulbous cock-head embedded in her 
swollen, clinging cunt lips, then slid smoothly back into her steaming 
channel, maddenly trapping the sweet, hard bud of her sex between her hard 
pelvic bone and the petrified vein-ridged surface of his forward-gliding 
prick.


The added stimulation seemed to push her over the edge and her body was 
suddenly slippery with sweat as she screwed her buttocks greedily upward for 
more and more of the delicious, tingling sensation. Her mouth hung limply 
open in ecstatic abandon as she writhed and bucked beneath the delicious 
torture, jerking her knees back to her shoulders to give him complete access 
to the upthrust, lust-saturated plane of her pelvis.


"Oh, oh, deeper, harder, darling, more, I want more of you!" she begged, 
laboring for breath to support the intensity of her passion.


Ellen's long soft thighs clasped tightly around Richard's back as her 
buttocks churned in uncontrolled passion, whirling her grasping cunt up and 
down on the plunging expanding cock that had started and soon would satisfy 
her seemingly boundless need. Her long fingernails raised tiny welts in his 
flesh as they slid down his back to claw frantically at her husband's 
flexing ass-cheeks, pulling him deep and hard into her white, wildly heaving 
belly.


"Oh God, darling, I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" she suddenly groaned 
breathlessly as her body arched stiffly upward and began vibrating 
uncontrollably in a pulsating seizure that spewed her wet cum juices in 
flowing waves around his still-driving cock and down the wide-split crevice 
of her buttocks, coating the heavy, hairy balls that pressed tightly against 
her tiny puckered anus.


Richard lost the last of his self-control as she wildly trashed beneath him 
and he felt a slow, agonizing pressure building up deep in his bloated 
testicles. An expression of raw lust hardening the handsome features of his 
face, he gripped the twin globes of her still spasmodically-quivering ass 
and jerked her up over his throbbing, expanding cock.


His breath came in hard, short gasps as he pounded into her body with 
jackhammer thrusts that drove his aching prick deep down into the farthest 
recesses of her hotly constricting vagina. He felt the boiling fluid 
erupting up his balls and shooting up the length of his deeply-embedded 
penis and, with a deep-throated groan, he jammed her white, soft thighs all 
the way back over her shoulders, digging as deeply into her warm, 
unresisting passage as he could go. He felt the elastic walls tighten around 
the suddenly flaring prick, squeezing the first of the hot, scorching cum 
out of his exploding length. As he felt the boiling, sticky sperm begin to 
shoot into her distended womb, he could only vaguely hear her whimpering cry 
but could feel the tightening of her arms around his neck as the milking 
pussy continued to flow in response, again and again drowning his jerking, 
spurting cock with her own orgasmic juices.


At last they lay still, their limbs tightly entwined from the mad frenzy of 
climax ... but now limpening like a loosened knot. Richard wearily lifted 
his head to gaze tenderly into his wife's peace-filled face, then he gently 
disentangled one of his arms so that he could stroke back the sweat-drenched 
tendrils of her copper-bright hair clinging moistly to the sides of her 
face.


"Oh Richard, it really is different when you love somebody, isn't it?" she 
breathed happily, her eyes still closed as she drifted slowly back to earth 
from the cloud on which they had been flying so beautifully.


The dark-haired man's brow furrowed as he considered the question, wondering 
if it signaled the return of their old arguments. "Well, yes," he finally 
said cautiously, quickly adding, "but it's still fun even when you don't 
really love the person ... " He paused, waiting for the reply that would 
tell him, once and for all, whether or not she finally understood what he 
had been trying so hard to explain to her all along.


It was a full minute later before he realized that she had not even been 
listening. His beautiful redheaded wife was lost in her own thoughts, 
exploring and floating in dreaminess ... in the peaceful aftermath of their 
delirious lust.


Suddenly he felt her tremble excitedly beneath him.


"What is it, baby?" he asked, staring down into her still sweetly-smiling 
face.


"Oh, I was just thinking," she said mistily, her wide green eyes slowly 
opening to gaze contentedly into his sparkling brown ones. "I have a feeling 
that I could talk Elmo Dunlap into getting a bottle of that Spanish absinthe 
for us. What do you say we invite the neighbors in for cocktails next week 
?"


He stared down at her for a moment, then burst out laughing as he began to 
understand the full sly, salacious meaning of his formerly prudish wife's 
suggestion.


"Okay, baby, we'll do that," he chuckled. Then he thought again and added, 
"But the absinthe is for the neighbors, understand? I think you'd better 
stick to cokes for a while, you little budding nympho!"


Ellen closed her eyes again, grinning to herself as she wondered if Richard 
had ever heard of a "licorice coke".


End
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FOREWORD


In a time in human history when values and institutions, long revered and 
held as constants throughout the development of our civilization, are being 
critically examined as to their true function in man's eternal struggle to 
discover the best of all possible worlds, it is difficult, and often 
dangerous, to hazard an opinion, much less a definite decision. And, yet, as 
author Taylor has shown in this compelling novel, such decisions are being 
approached and often firmly resolved, not by intellectuals or social 
misfits, but by the supposedly ordinary people who form the backbone of 
society as it is today.


A Reluctant Swap is the gripping story of two people, a young married 
couple, who find themselves forced to come to their personal moment of truth 
as they are torn between the conventional morality they have been taught and 
the reality of their own problems and desires. This is an eternal story of 
the struggle between the natural instincts of the human animal and the 
inhuman strictures imposed by the antiquated rules of society. The theme has 
been explored in other classic works, such as Madame Bovary and Lady 
Chatterly's Lover, and yet, we, the Publishers, feel that author Taylor has 
set a milestone in literary history by, not only creating a situation that 
can be relevant to every modern reader, but by showing for the first time 
that marriage is not necessarily damaged by the natural instincts of either 
or both parties.


The characters in this profound, psychological study are real, sympathetic, 
people who live in every area of contemporary society. The heroine, Leslie 
Stewart, is the personification of the romantic young newlywed-idealistic, 
in love, reaching for the stars, unwilling to accept the bitter knowledge 
that no man, or marriage, is an island. The idea of a "swap club" is 
repugnant to her and, yet, after painful disappointments and humiliations, 
she is forced to accept the realities of human nature. Her degradation is 
only begun as she views her husband's infidelity with her beautiful 
neighbor, and, in her wifely jealousy, she begins a sequence of events that 
are almost too obscene and horrifying for her young mind to grasp.


But, as can happen, and is happening throughout contemporary society, she at 
last comes to the startling realization that a marriage is created through 
mutual respect and understanding, and that sex is a vital, but mainly 
complementary, force. In essence, she and all the other characters in this 
long-awaited novel, have at last accepted the eternal nature of physical 
love-sexual activity need be no more momentous or emotionally involving than 
a conversation on the street, but can always be a source of infinite 
pleasure and personal fulfillment.


It is with great pride that we publish this important work and, like 
Leslie's husband, Mike Stewart, we are requesting that you consider his 
significant reflection: Can there ever be too much of a good thing?


-The Publishers


CHAPTER 1


It was winter in Pettsville, one of the worst on record, and everyone was 
complaining about the dry bitter cold. Judith Harrington was no exception. 
Little flurries of wind lifted the powdery snow from last night's storm and 
scattered them in the air, stinging her face as she stepped out of her car 
and saw that she would have to wade through thigh-high drifts to get from 
the driveway to the front door of her suburban home. She was sorry now that 
she had forgotten to hire someone to clear away a path. If only Mark, her 
husband, were not always away on business trips, she would not be alone and 
expected to handle such trivial matters.


Then she heard the metallic scrape of a shovel on the driveway next door. 
Turning, almost dropping her armload of packages, she saw a tall, lithe 
young man, a redhead, working furiously to clear Leslie Stewart's driveway. 
He was wearing a thin, tight-fitting shirt and no coat, and Judith could see 
how beautifully firm and lean he was.


"Hey, you're going to freeze to death," she called in a warm, friendly 
voice.


The handsome young redhead straightened up immediately and wheeled around to 
see who had hailed him. Despite the arctic-like weather, there were shiny 
beads of perspiration on his forehead and he was breathing heavily. He 
smiled back broadly at her, shaking his head from side to side to proudly 
deny that he was even cold.


"Nah, don't worry about me," he shouted over to Judith. "As hot as it was 
where I've been, this little chill spell is a real relief...to me, anyway. 
You see, I'm Mike Stewart, Leslie's husband, and I'm just back from Vietnam, 
And you must be Mrs. Harrington, the friend Leslie mentioned so many times 
in letters."


"I hope she didn't say anything bad about me," Judith returned. The thought 
of the swapping club had crossed her mind and she was in no position at 
present to let it be widely known that she was a member. She was certain 
that her husband would fly apart if he ever found out that she had been 
cheating behind his back, and enjoying every minute of it, while he was off 
on one of his frequent business trips.


"No, as a matter-of-fact, she thinks you're the greatest," Mike said as he 
walked through the snow towards her. "She's told me how you kept her company 
and helped out with good advice when she really needed it. I want you to 
know, I really appreciate all you've done...I mean it."


"Oh, what advice did she mention?" Judith asked, her fears increasing as she 
recalled how she had tried to persuade Leslie into fending off loneliness by 
joining the local group. She had explained how harmless it was, just a 
little sex between friends...But perhaps the silly young blonde, in all her 
innocence, had been foolish enough to tell her newly-returned husband how 
Judith had pointed out that sex was the easiest way in the world to remedy 
the melancholy that a wife often feels when her man is at war...or away on 
business. Maybe he knew and was just playing, toying with her, and would any 
second deliver an angry rebuke and say that she had no right to 
interfere-especially when that interference meant that his beautiful blonde 
wife would have been expected to willingly go to bed with another man. The 
worst of it was, if Leslie had told Mike, his anger would be all for 
nothing...because the silly little bitch had flatly refused Judith's offer 
to join the group...The young housewife had said something about not being 
"able to betray Mike that way...."


"Oh, nothing I can remember," Mike said in his deep masculine voice, still 
puffing a little as he hopped down from a snow bank and approached Judith, 
holding out his hand to shake. "I guess the most important thing of all was 
that she had you to talk to...someone sensible like you."


"Well, is that all!" Judith laughed, inwardly relieved as she realized that 
Mike Stewart had not been told a thing. And she was also relieved for 
another reason. Standing up close to him, she saw that this Mike Stewart was 
even more good-looking and sexy than she had thought at first glance. His 
chest was broad, his waist small, and his arms were deeply tanned and 
brawny, powerful with youth...and she could tell by the heavy bulge at the 
crotch of his snug-fitting jeans that he was hung like a bull. Lord, if 
Leslie should decide to come around and tell Mike about the group, there 
might just be a chance, Judith thought. The young Stewart couple would be 
excellent material and she knew well enough that fresh talent was always 
welcome...as long as the new-comers followed the rules.


"Yeah, that's all," he assured her after a moment. "Just plain old female 
talk...recipes...that kind of thing." He was obviously distracted himself by 
Judith's stunning appearance. He estimated her age to be about thirty, more 
or less...about ten years older than he and Leslie were. Even though Judith 
was bundled up in a winter coat, standing there holding an armload of 
packages, it was easy for him to tell that underneath everything the 
brunette was really ripe and voluptuous. Her full large breasts strained 
noticeably at the top buttons of the sleek fur garment she was wearing, 
threatening to pop them open and burst out into the freezing air. He 
wondered why Leslie had failed to mention that their next-door neighbor was 
such a luscious, well-built woman. Christ, he had thought the woman was some 
old biddy who had nothing better to do in life than bake cookies and talk 
about the past...not a hot-looking number like this!


"Is there something wrong?" Judith asked, smiling to herself. She knew that 
he was trying to guess how she looked naked...and probably how good a lay 
she was. His eyes were roving over her like hungry animals and he seemed 
totally unaware of the long silence between them. Well, she mused, he might 
have a chance to find out-and the sooner the better.


"No...no, nothing. I was just thinking that I ought to shovel out a path to 
your front door," he said, snapping back to the moment and realizing that 
she must have caught him staring. "I know your husband's away...Leslie told 
me...and I-I'd like to do you a favor...I mean, something to show how much I 
appreciate you...how you kept my wife company."


"That would be nice, Mike, but I can just as easily hire someone to do 
it...You should save your strength for more important things," she said with 
a little wink. She was both amused and excited by him ; she knew perfectly 
well why he was fumbling with words as they stood there in the driveway, 
their eyes exploring each other and sometimes meeting in long, meaningful 
looks that were like previews of what could happen if the circumstances were 
right. She was enjoying her momentary power over him and admitted to herself 
that she liked the idea of being able to arouse the virile young husband of 
a pretty, budding young thing like Leslie. It filled Judith with a special 
sense of her own appeal and for once she was not at all sorry that Mark was 
out of town...For that matter, she was glad!


"I'll be happy to help out any way I can," Mike enthused, "but first, let me 
carry those packages for you. I'll blaze a trail for you and you can follow 
me."


"Okay, if you insist," she agreed with a shy yet coy smile as she handed the 
eager young man the entire load of shopping bags and packages. Mike took 
them and without hesitation began to bulldoze through the snow in a straight 
line towards the door, stopping occasionally to stomp down the surface snow 
so that his curvaceous neighbor would not have to walk in fear of falling 
through to the hard-crusted layer beneath. When they reached the entrance 
landing, Judith rummaged in mock desperation through her purse, then finally 
found the key and unlocked the thick oak-paneled door, pushing it open wide 
with one hand as she turned to Mike to take several of the smaller parcels 
that were teetering on top of the pile he was carrying, about to fall off.


"If you'll put them down there, Mike, I'll take care of them later," she 
said, pointing to a spot on the floor just inside the door. "I'll go turn on 
the heat to warm us up a little. In the meantime, why don't you fix us a 
drink...maybe a brandy...to get our blood going again?"


Mike's facial features showed clearly that there was a struggle taking place 
within him. Should he take her up on the invitation...to what might turn out 
to be more than just a drink...or go home to Leslie? Surely by now she knew 
that he had finished clearing their driveway and was no doubt peering out 
the window to see where he was.


"Thanks, Mrs. Harrington, but I'd better get out there and clear your path 
before it gets any later. Leslie probably wonders where I am," he said 
apologetically, anxious to escape temptation but hating himself for not 
daring to exploit the attractive situation with the older woman.


"Well, suit yourself. Perhaps another time...when you're not so rushed," 
Judith purred suggestively. "But please, don't call me 'Mrs. 
Harrington'...It sounds so stuffy and makes me feel much older than I 
am...Just call me Judith...or anything you like. A man like you ought to 
know what a woman likes to be called." Her voice was low and throaty as she 
stared provocatively at the flustered young veteran, then walked up to him 
and placed a light, surprising kiss on his lips.


"That's for being such a dear to me," she said sweetly. "Tell Leslie I'll be 
by tomorrow for a visit."


She watched him through the window next to the front door as he made his way 
through the snow to his own driveway. She saw him wave and hold up the 
shovel as though explaining something as he faced the front of his house. 
Then, after nodding towards the house, Judith saw him cross back again to 
her own driveway and start to plow his way along the path he had made, 
pitching the deeper snow aside with all the zeal of a boy breaking his back 
to earn a reward. She had also been tempted, tempted to take advantage of 
her young neighbor's obvious desire for her. but Judith knew that one wrong 
move now might ruin everything and spoil her chances to get all that she 
wanted in the future. It was better, she decided, to work it so that Mike 
and his wife would become members of the swapping group. That way, she could 
get her hands on the muscular young redhead and still have her share of the 
other men in the club as well. And why not? She had met the requirement for 
membership: she had recruited a person of the opposite sex, George Mastin, 
and there was no reason why she should not enjoy all the privileges. It was 
just damned lucky her her, she thought, that there was no rule saying the 
recruit had to be your spouse. For God knows, Mark, as crude and horny as he 
usually was, would never agree to let another man take her to bed. He would 
never understand that club members never allowed things to go beyond the 
purely physical stage.


Judith's thoughts turned then to Mike Stewart again and what a great sex 
partner he would surely be with a little practice. It was evident that he 
had not had much experience with real women or he would have taken her up on 
what she had made fairly clear was an invitation to take her to bed. She had 
been with a man similar to Mike-as far as age and experience were 
concerned-at the last group session the week before. She felt a slight 
electric tingle dart thrill-ingly between her full thighs as she remembered 
that night. She could not even remember his name but she could never forget 
how his eyes had played over her naked well-rounded curves as she lay 
waiting for him on the bed, feeling tiny ripples of desire running swiftly 
over the sensitive nerve-ends of her skin. He had stopped for a moment to 
gaze at her lovely, large high-set breasts peaked by the light brown 
nipples...and then his eyes had flicked lower to drink in the delicious 
sweep of her long, gradually rounded thighs. She had watched his hungry 
young gaze probe down between her slightly, and very purposely, spread legs 
to feast on the fleshy pinkness of her vaginal slit glistening wetly in the 
soft pubic hair covering her loins.


"God, I'm getting hot just thinking about it," Judith said aloud, as though 
there were someone invisible standing beside her to hear. She turned away 
from the window and started up the half dozen stair-steps to the living room 
level, shrugging out of her coat as she went. When she had adjusted the 
thermostat and felt drafts of heat pouring through the tastefully decorated 
room, she sat down on the plush down-stuffed couch and kicked off" her 
shoes. It was impossible for her to shake the thought of Mike and the 
stimulating memory of her recent round of love-making with the man at the 
last meeting. She gritted her teeth tightly as she felt the familiar feeling 
of passion drift slowly, then faster through the tips of her nerves.


She could no longer resist the overpowering urge to touch herself and lifted 
her buttocks off the couch to slip her pantie-hose down over the smooth 
white lushness of her thighs. She pictured the exciting bulge in Mike's 
jeans and then allowed her mind to flash back to the sight of the nameless 
man at the meeting, standing over her by the bed with his long, thick penis 
jutting out in anticipation of the fuck she was going to give him. Now, as 
if in a dream, she moved her hands up to her big swelling breasts and began 
to massage them as they strained under her dress, searching for the 
trembling nipples and finally trapping them between her fingers, kneading 
and pulling them until it felt as though she would pull them loose from the 
quivering mounds and out through her dress. Then she groaned and turned over 
onto her palpitating belly, pressing the erect button of her clitoris 
tightly against the corded edge of the couch, hoping somehow to extinguish 
the fire that was raging there. But it was not enough and she found herself 
burrowing down harder, until finally she released her tortured breasts and 
groped down between the couch and her stomach to fondle the moist, throbbing 
mass of her pubic hair. She opened her legs wider, one knee almost touching 
the floor and the other scissored open and high on the soft couch cushions. 
She could feel her moist hole now pulsing against the tips of her fingers 
which drew the narrow furrow further apart, exposing the lips of her 
throbbing cunt to the warm air flooding the room. With a low moan, she sank 
one of her middle fingers deep into the viscous wet mouth. She felt relieved 
for a moment and held her breath, but it was still not enough and her desire 
flamed higher. The inferno inside her was raging more intensely, demanding 
more, more to staunch its lewd hunger. She slipped in another finger, moving 
all the way up on the couch in order to draw her knees up to a kneeling 
position, her naked buttocks waving high in the air as her raised skirt fell 
forward and bunched up in folds on her back.


Oh Lord, if only she could have a cock now, she yearned, the vision of that 
last session still racing through her lust-fogged mind. It was as if she 
were there now, down on her hands and knees over that young man's loins, 
stroking his stiff cock with one hand and at the same time scratching 
lightly with her fingernails the hairy sac of his balls and cupping them 
with her other hand. He had groaned and thrust his hips upward involuntarily 
as the warm wetness of her parted lips closed delicately over the throbbing, 
thick head of his delicious prick. He had reached down and tangled his hands 
roughly in her hair to control the rhythm of her sucking motions, lifting 
his head a few inches from the pillow to watch his penis filling her mouth 
and spreading it until her lips were thin, a soft lip stick painted oval 
circling him. She knew that he had been all the more excited by the sight of 
his thickness buried between her eagerly sucking lips.


The maddening stimulation of the memory brought Judith to ever-rising 
heights of passion and she crammed her fingers into the moistness of her 
cunt in time to the picture in her mind when she had bobbed up and down like 
a primitive savage on that virile young stranger's gorgeous cock. She rocked 
back on her knees against her fingers, ramming them deeper inside her, but 
it only drove her wilder. In desperation, she withdrew one hand from beneath 
her and reached up over her buttocks to search the soft wet crevice, finally 
inserting a finger deep into the tiny puckered anal opening between her 
naked ivory ass-cheeks. She gasped as in her haste she accidentally dug a 
fingernail into the soft fleshy inner walls, sending a sudden jolt of pain 
through her erotically contorted body. She paused for a moment, shivering as 
the stinging sensation subsided, and once again started the obscene 
self-fucking of her asshole and cunt. Her full white breasts swung to and 
fro as she moved, the hard nipples brushing sensuously against the velvety 
surface of the cushions as they danced beneath her kneeling torso. Wonderful 
flashes of electric sensation raced through every atom of her being as she 
finger-fucked herself and continued to picture that night...but now the man 
whose cock she was sucking had a different face! Suddenly she realized that 
it was Mike Stewart's face, the handsome face of her new neighbor, Leslie's 
strong young husband.


The picture in her mind changed, became even more exciting, and she imagined 
herself sucking harder, actually trying to swallow the hardened penis until 
almost all of it seemed to disappear with each lusty thrust he made...until 
only an inch or so at the base showed white and gleaming outside her moist 
lips. She was flicking her hot tongue over it, giving the glans a 
nerve-tingling lick on the out-stroke and making it throb and jerk as though 
a live, twitching heart were beating inside. She could envision the sight of 
her own lips being pulled out obscenely as she clung to the hard flesh of 
his prick and sucked like a starving woman.


In her imagination, she could hear Mike's deep, virile voice commanding her:


"Suck it, Judith, suck it," he growled, dropping his head back heavily on 
the pillow and forcing her head down harder with both hands until her red 
lips were pressed fully into the reddish-brown pubic hair at the base of his 
cock.


"Suck harder!" the young man in Judith's mind ordered, grunting as she 
slaved over him, her entire body beginning to gleam from the sheen of female 
sweat forming all over her skin. God, she loved it! She would rather suck 
big cocks than almost anything else in the whole world!


She knew that pressure was building in the huge hairy balls. She knew it 
would not be long now. To her, his cock felt like it was filled with hot 
lead and was ready to explode like the bursting of a giant balloon...one 
that would spew its insides for miles in every direction. Mike shoved his 
loins up hard against her face, hearing her protesting mumble but not 
caring, not heeding anything but his quest for the wonderful end of this 
combination of pleasure and torture that was building, building, building 
towards the breaking point.


"Aaaaaaahh! Suck, you bitch, suck, keep sucking!" she heard her brawny 
neighbor gasp as he wound his hands tighter and more viciously in her hair. 
She saw in her mind's eye that his lips were bared back over his white teeth 
as though he were being tortured on the rack by sexual fiends. She felt his 
big cock set up a series of wild staccato jerking that flooded her mouth 
with gush after gush of hot, white sperm, bloating her cheeks outward with 
each great spurt until Judith was forced to swallow to keep from choking as 
she mewled and crooned over his writhing groin.


"Don't stop, don't stop! Swallow all of it! Ooooh!" Mike Stewart moaned 
incoherently as he convulsively rammed his spurting cock farther and farther 
down Judith's constricting throat. Oh, she wanted it, every last drop of the 
precious sticky sperm, and kept on sucking craz-ily as he continued to shoot 
the full load deep, deep into her. Then, with one last bed-shaking groan, he 
emptied the final squirt of his cum into her mouth, but she went on nibbling 
at the spent cock, gently pulling and sucking until she was certain that 
there was nothing left.


"Oh Jesus, Mike, more, I want more cock!" Judith half-shouted into the quiet 
living room, waving her ripely rounded buttocks more wildly than ever as she 
plunged the fingers of both hands into her own lust-drenched pussy and anus. 
She fucked herself harder and faster, sinking the wet fingers inside her all 
the way up to the palms of her hands.


Her lovely, noble face was twisted with passion and her cheeks flushed a 
crimson color as she felt it coming, arriving with an almost paralyzing 
current in her belly, and she clung hard to the last remnants of her sanity. 
She was teetering on the edge of release, her whole body vibrating, and then 
the hot female juice gushed around her thrusting fingers, covering her hands 
and running down onto the couch cushions below her. She could feel it 
running in tiny prickly rivulets down the inside of her quivering thighs to 
her bent knees, pooling there.


"Aaaaaaaahhh, oooooooohhhh!" she gasped, her voice pitching out and 
reverberating from wall to wall of the room, signaling the intense bliss she 
was feeling.


Gradually, the waves of pleasure lessened and became weaker, until finally 
she was afraid they were over altogether. But Judith still wanted more, the 
real thing, and she stayed on her knees...bent forward on her shoulders like 
a common slave. She could not bring herself to withdraw her fingers from the 
two upraised passages up between her legs until the last dying throbs of 
orgasm had stilled her body. At last, after what seemed an eternity, she 
pulled her hands back and the fingers slithered wetly from her 
partially-satiated cunt and rectum. She then lowered herself down until she 
lay full length on the soft couch and felt her own cum stain cooling where 
her lower tummy pressed against it on the cushion. When she had regained her 
breath a little, she rolled limply over on her side and allowed her thoughts 
to ramble on about Mike for several moments, relishing the mental picture 
she had of how she had sucked him off and made him cum in her mouth.


Suddenly, Judith snapped back to reality, realizing with startling force 
that it had all been a fantasy, nothing more. She had not been with Mike 
Stewart, no; she had simply let her desire for him shape his face in her 
mind instead of the other man's, the one she had really gone to bed with at 
the last swap session. A brief flurry of anger came over her at her own 
silly mistakebut one thing was sure now. She had to have that splendid hunk 
of man and she was willing to do almost anything to accomplish her goal. If 
it meant hurting Leslie Stewart, that was too bad. The naive young housewife 
had to learn the facts of life anyway-particularly when she had such an 
exciting husband on hand to share them with.


Judith's brain began to function efficiently again as a plan began to 
form-perhaps the answer to how she could achieve what she desperately 
wanted.


Slowly, a bit unsteadily, she raised herself to a sitting position and 
lowered her rumpled skirt.


"Hmmm, I guess I'd better call the cleaners in the morning," she chuckled to 
herself as she examined her dress and looked over at the drying cum stain on 
the cushion next to her thigh. "Or maybe I should just leave everything as 
is...Maybe my pussy scent will bring the sexy, redheaded son-of-a-bitch 
running and make things a lot easier."


Judith Harrington laughed aloud again, as though at some special private 
joke, as she picked up her pantie-hose and rose from the couch. She was 
alone now-there was no denying it-but not for long. She was confident that 
soon she would be getting all the satisfying companionship she could handle. 
She found herself trying to guess what her husband's reaction would be to 
the clever scheme she was working on. Well, whatever it might be, she 
thought, it did not matter now. He would never have the chance to find out.


She caught a glimpse of the front yard as she headed towards the kitchen. 
There was a clean, deep path from her stationwagon up to the front door. 
Mike had kept his promise, all right, and she fully intended to give him his 
reward.


CHAPTER 2


Leslie Stewart was glitteringly happy as she poked absent-mindedly through 
the array of cosmetics on the shelf next to the bathroom mirror. Even though 
it was Sunday and she and Mike had no plans to go anywhere, she wanted to be 
especially pretty for him. He had been extra attentive last night, wooing 
and caressing her as though it had been their first date, and later in bed 
he had made rapturous love to her. For a while, it had seemed that finally 
they might break through to each other and perform the sex act without 
having to endure the heartbreaking failure that they had come to expect in 
bed. In the end, of course, it was really the same as always-she had been 
finally frightened when his penis grew hard and, as always, her whimpering 
pleas to him for more time until she was fully prepared...as hot as he 
was...made him limp and disgusted. His penis had wilted to softness again 
and he had rolled away from her to lie in silence for several minutes.


But then he had turned back to her again to kiss her tenderly on the neck 
and shoulders, muttering loving reassurances all the while.


Dismissing her worries, she suddenly brightened and peered critically at 
herself in the mirror, giving her long blonde hair a few extra strokes 
before putting the brush aside. Then, pouting out her lush, sensuous lips, 
she took up the tube of pale pink lipstick she had finally found and 
carefully applied it until her lips were lustrous and wet-looking, as though 
she had just licked them. Next, a light touch of faint blue eye makeup, a 
final pat on her hair, and she was a knockout...even if she did say so 
herself.


Yes, she was just right, she decided. In spite of her innate modesty, she 
had to admit to herself that, for a twenty-two year-old housewife, she was 
an extremely pretty little dish. After all, she grinned sweetly in 
remembrance, she had managed to bag Mike for a mate and that must say 
something for her. And she had not been the only girl at college who had had 
her sights set for him. She could remember at least a dozen other attractive 
girls, some of them from wealthy families, who had boasted that they would 
land him first. But Leslie had not shown any evidence of her tremendous 
attraction to him, as strong as it had been, and at last he had asked her 
out for a dinner date at an expensive restaurant. They had been utterly 
fascinated by each other, and within a matter of months, their wedding date 
was set. It had not been until the night of their honeymoon that the trouble 
began. He had wanted her to do things in bed that she had never even heard 
of...and when she exhibited fear, he would lose his erection and usually 
stalk angrily out of the room. Then...Vietnam...Mike had been called into 
the service and shipped overseas before they had had a real chance to solve 
the problem. But he was back now...home...and had found a position as a 
junior executive with a promising new trucking firm. He liked the job, too, 
even though sometimes she felt just as lonely and neglected as she had when 
Mike was away serving as a second lieutenant in the army. He was taking his 
new position so seriously, worked such long hours and even at home some 
evenings, that she saw little of him during the week and had to content 
herself with their weekends together. But it was silly, she chided herself, 
to worry so. Everything would work out.


She began to softly sing a little tune she recalled from her childhood as 
she gave herself a last check in the mirror. She was aware that her body was 
one of her greatest assets and that she made men desire her on sight. Her 
breasts were full but high and firm, their enticing rounded contours a nice 
contrast to her flat, narrow tummy. Her legs were long and perfectly 
tapered, the soft white thighs sloping down beautifully from the gentle 
swell of her hips.


AH in all, she supposed she was what people call a truly beautiful woman, 
and yet for some reason she was automatically filled with fear at the 
thought of having any man, even her own husband, insert his hard, awesome 
thing between her legs.


"Honey, what on earth are you doing in there?" Mike called through the 
closed door, a slight edge of impatience in his husky voice.


"Just prettying up a little. Don't worry, I'll be out in a second," Leslie 
answered buoyantly, fighting down her sudden impulse to ask what he had been 
doing in the bathroom last night. But she knew better, for it only caused 
trouble between them when she was bold enough to question his actions. His 
term as an army officer had given him a sense of his own importance as well 
as a kind of strange comfort in having authority.


Mike returned to the kitchen where a cup of coffee he had poured himself was 
only lukewarm now. Swearing mildly under his breath, he poured out the tepid 
black liquid into the sink and then filled his cup again with what was left 
in the still-steaming pot. He could not drive out of his mind the exciting 
thought of Judith Harrington's ripe, voluptuous body. For the thousandth 
time, he pictured in his mind how she had looked yesterday when they had 
talked together in her driveway. Christ, she must be absolutely fantastic 
between the sheets, he mused, sipping distractedly from his cup. Just the 
thought of her big breasts, plus the obvious roundness and exciting fleshy 
contours he had guessed were under her clothes, had worked him into such a 
frenzy last night that he had fruitlessly tried to relieve himself with 
Leslie. He should have known better, of course, because the same frustrating 
thing had happened...Her body had stiffened and she had cringed as usual 
when he was ready to run his erect penis up between her thighs. That always 
ruined him! But then his desire had overwhelmed him again and he had 
actually thought of raping his own wife, then and there, just like an 
animal.


Now he was glad that he had restrained himself and risen to go into the 
bathroom. It was not fair to Leslie, he realized, but neither was she being 
fair to him...not as a wife should be to a man. Judith Harrington would 
never turn him down-of that he was certain-because she was clearly lonely 
and probably had all the know-how and desire to give a real man the time of 
his life. Just imagining the older woman's potential, as he sat there, 
caused his prick to jerk slightly and come to life in the crotch of his 
trousers.


"Well, here I am, Mike," Leslie said out of nowhere, startling the redheaded 
veteran back to the moment. She was standing in a pretty pose in the 
doorway, waiting for him to praise her fresh, vibrant appearance.


"Hi, honey. I was just having some more coffee...thinking, that's all," Mike 
blurted out guiltily, afraid that somehow she had read his thoughts. He was 
not even aware of the look of disappointment that clouded her face when he 
said nothing about how she looked in her new dress...one she had bought with 
the money he had given her as a special gift soon after his homecoming. 
Worse yet, he had crawled out of bed that morning without bothering to give 
her the long cuddling and barrage of kisses that had always been part of the 
fun of waking up together. All this, the very morning after they had so 
blissfully loved and held each other in the dark of the night before...


"What do you think of it, Mike?" she asked after an awkward silence, hating 
herself for giving in to her desire to have him admire her. Gathering up her 
courage, she made a halfhearted charade of modelling the new dress, striking 
haughty postures and twirling occasionally to make the skirt flare out and 
form a hoop around her firm, curved calves.


"It's a midi, see," she said timidly, her spirits falling as she saw that he 
was not really interested and was smiling only out of politeness.


"Yes, I know," he said desultorily.


"Darling, about last night...." Leslie began, hoping to miraculously change 
the mood in the air...even if it meant she had to admit that she had failed 
him again.


"Hey, so that's a midi, uh? It's great, just right!" Mike interrupted, a 
broad, masculine grin spreading across his face. He sat up straight in the 
chair, his whole appearance perking with enthusiasm as he admiringly 
surveyed the sight of his lovely young wife standing there.


"Yes, Mike, it is nice. But last night...."


"And that's the one you bought with the money I gave you?" he asked, 
interrupting her again. Suddenly it became clear to her that he was not 
really interested in the dress at all, but merely wanted to avoid any 
conversation about her failure last evening to fulfill her role as a wife in 
bed. But now, just for once, she was willing to face the problem and wanted 
very much to talk it over with him in adult terms. There had to be a 
solution.


"Mike, please, I want to talk about last night...and all the other nights. 
Maybe we can decide what's wrong," Leslie said evenly as she struggled to be 
rational and honest.


"I'm afraid I'm in no mood to discuss the matter right now," Mike said 
sullenly, his face darkening once more.


"Well, would you mind if I talked to Judith about it? She's a woman and 
might know how to help," the blonde suggested meekly, her eyes brimming with 
tears.


"Oh sure, go ahead! Go tell the whole damned neighborhood that the Stewarts 
can't make it in bed! Because little Leslie's afraid of a hard-onbe sure to 
add that!" Mike suddenly shouted at the top of his voice. He rudely pushed 
away his coffee cup, slopping over some of its contents on the table, then 
stood up and almost knocked over his chair as he turned to stride angrily 
out of the kitchen.


"Mike, Mike, please...." Leslie called after him, big tears streaming freely 
down her face now. She looked down at her lap and saw that a small trickle 
of the spilled coffee was running off the edge of the table and down onto 
her pretty new dress. Then she heard through her sobbing the booming sound 
of the front door as her husband slammed it shut.


* * *


"Gee, Leslie, that's a shame, but I've got some truly magical cleaning fluid 
to take care of it," Judith Harrington said reassuringly to the young blonde 
as they examined the coffee stain on the new dress. "I bought it at the 
supermarket this morning. You see, I had an accident yesterday, too. But 
this stuff is good."


"Oh thanks...Mike bought this for me as a gift, so it's kind of precious to 
me," Leslie explained to her. She was thankful that Judith had dropped by 
for a short visit, for Mike was still outside tinkering with the car and 
refused to come back into the house. She had gone out to plead with him, but 
he would not even talk and had kept on with whatever he was doing, ignoring 
her as though she did not exist.


"Shall I bring the dress over now?" Leslie asked.


"Not right now, honey, if you don't mind," Judith said quickly. "In fact, 
I've got to rush. If you'll give me until, say, noon, you can bring it over 
then...and I'll have everything ready for you." The younger woman did not 
bother to question Judith's puzzling tone or what it was that made it 
necessary to wait so long to walk next door and rub out a little stain.


"Fine, I'll be over then," Leslie nodded.


"Oh, another thing," Judith added, "take the back way when you come. The 
snow's not very deep there. I'll unlock the kitchen door for you and you can 
just come on in."


"Okay, but why not the front way? Mike said he cleared the walk for you 
yesterday," Leslie wondered.


"In case you don't know it, honey, we had a terrible freeze last night and 
the steps and walk are icy slick. I know, I almost broke my neck getting 
over here," Judith smiled, convincing her neighbor that she was merely being 
considerate.


"Incidentally," Judith said casually, "I met your good-looking young husband 
yesterday and think he's marvelous. Uh-did you ever say anything to him 
about our little talk that day...you know, about the group...the club I 
wanted you to join?"


"Heavens, no! He would hate me for even daring to think of such a thing," 
Leslie shuddered.


"So you two are getting along fine that way...as young lovers should? 
Right?" Judith's inquiry was too bold and direct for Leslie to side-step.


"Of course...It-it's just...perfect...more than I can...tell you," the 
lush-bodied blonde fumbled, wringing her hands together on her lap until her 
knuckles were white. She was positive that Judith was wise enough to catch 
the faltering uncertainty in her voice and know that she was lying, but 
oddly enough, the woman's expression did not change and there was no 
indication that the falsehood had been detected.


"I'm hapy for you," Judith smiled. "I'll see you at noon, then." The busty 
brunette waved goodbye and opened the back door of Leslie's kitchen, 
grimacing with mock drama as she felt the blast of wintry air hit her face.


As Judith made her way cautiously down the steps, she felt a momentary pang 
of guilt for what she was about to do. But the way Leslie had responded to 
the question about how their sex life was going had confirmed Judith's 
suspicions-that the newly-married couple had problems. Maybe she could 
actually help them, and if not, she could have a great time trying. She knew 
that her plan would work, though, and felt a glow of well-being as she 
picked her way along the snowy path that Leslie would use later. All she had 
to do now was get Mike there at least a half hour before his wife came over 
with her soiled dress. She knew that he was in their garage, for she had 
looked out the window earlier and seen him leaning over the open hood of 
their car. From the look on his face, when he stood up to reach for what 
seemed to be a tool on the shelf behind him, he was upset about something. 
There had been an angry scowl on his face and he had moved like a man whose 
emotions were boiling in raging fury.


When she reached the edge of the Stewart's house, where the snow was deeper 
and gave way underfoot, she veered right and fought her way along the 
windowless side of their place to the garage where she had seen Mike 
working. She was beginning to wonder if he was really worth all this 
exertion until she rounded the corner and saw the powerful, boy-like man 
standing beside the car, peering quizzically down at the engine. God, yes! 
he was even better than she remembered.


"Hello there," Judith said cheerfully. "I've just had a talk with Leslie and 
she seems to be upset. You two have a spat? Is there anything I can do?"


"Huh-oh, hello," Mike said surprised, his scowl changing at once to an 
expression of pleased recognition of the mature, tantalizing woman. By God, 
yes, there was something she could do, Mike thought to himself, but he 
doubted that things would ever work out so that they could do it together. 
He knew that he should not desire another woman so muchespecially when that 
woman was Judith Harrington, their own next-door neighbor-but dammit, what 
could anyone expect of him? He was human and Leslie was...


"Mike, I asked if there's any way I can help out," Judith queried again, her 
eyes bright with amusement as she watched the young man trying to cope with 
her question. It was perfecthe was just as affected by her now as he had 
been yesterday and she had little doubt that her cunning scheme would 
produce splendid results and ultimately satisfy everyone.


"Uh-no...Everything is fine, really," he finally said a bit too 
emphatically. "It's nothing serious. Leslie just has some adjustments to 
make and there's nothing you can do...that I can think of."


"Are you sure, Mike?" Judith asked with a trace of suggestion in her voice.


"Oh yes, I'm...sure," he agreed.


"There's something you can do for me, then...if you want to," the brunette 
said softly. "I can't seem to make my kitchen heater work at all, and I've 
been freezing all morning in there. Could you possibly come over later and 
have a look at it?"


"Of course! I'll come over right now!" Mike said heartily as he reached up 
to close the hood of his car.


"Good grief, no, not now," she laughed, placing her hand on his to stop him. 
"I'm not ready to allow a man in my house at this hour of the morning. I'm 
not finished straightening up. Could you make it sometime after eleven?"


"That's great with me...I'll be seeing you," Mike said, shaking his head 
from side to side in admiration as he watched the gorgeous older woman fling 
him a conspiratorial wave of temporary goodbye and pick her way as 
gracefully as possible back along the space between the houses. He wondered 
why she had not simply walked out to the street and up her driveway to the 
path he had made the day before. Then he began to wonder how any husband 
could justify to himself what he was wishing he could do to Judith...if it 
were somehow possible.


CHAPTER 3


At eleven-fifteen Judith was fully prepared. Although the house had not 
actually been messy, she had dusted the tops of tables, fluffed up the 
pillows on the couch, and generally enhanced the rich atmosphere of the 
living room and kitchen. There was a huge fire in the living room fireplace, 
the high wavering flames crackling cozily as they illuminated the room with 
subtle, mellow highlights and gave off a nice woody aroma. On the drainboard 
next to the cavernous stainless steel sink, she had placed a plastic bottle 
of unopened cleaning fluid...just in case her plan failed and Leslie should 
want the stuff for the stained dress.


Judith had not used it on the couch cushionhad merely turned it over 
instead-and then remembered to pour out some of it into the sink...She had 
to if she might be forced to follow up on her story. She had told Leslie how 
good it was. And yet, Judith was almost positive that the pretty young 
blonde would care about the spectacle she would see far more than about any 
silly little stain on a new dress.


As Judith gave the kitchen a last-minute onceover, she shivered from the 
chill and made a last check to be certain that the portable butane heater 
was hidden just behind the door to the laundry room off the kitchen. She had 
turned off the stationary heating unit in the room by making a trip to the 
cellar and flipping the switch to "off"...That easy.


The final touch was her dress, a tight, form-fitting velour that accentuated 
every sinuous movement of her ripe body. The skirt was only slightly longer 
than mini-length and showed off to any interested male eye that her thighs 
were daringly lush and promising. The neckline of the dress was just as 
provocative; it swooped across her large breasts in a half-moon plunge from 
her shoulders, revealing the high, full curves of their tempting white 
mounds and the deep valley between them.


It was eleven-twenty. She began to fidget and worry that perhaps for some 
unknown reason Mike might decide to stay home and not come over to perform 
what he thought was an innocent mechanical chore. He must know what she 
wanted, what he could have for the takingshe had given him all the signs. 
Then she began to fear that she had gone too far, been too 
promiscuous...Maybe he was just as afraid of sex as his wife seemed to be.


She was sitting on a footstool in front of the snapping, hot fire, brooding, 
when she heard an insistent rapping at the back door. The lovely woman rose 
reflexively to her feet, smoothing her nut-brown hair as she stood there a 
moment, composing herself, and then went calmly back into the kitchen.


He had come!


She saw Mike Stewart standing just outside the door, beating his arms with a 
crossing motion against his chest.


"It's cold, goddamned cold...pardon my language...even for me!" Mike 
chattered as he stomped the snow off his boots and took off his jacket to 
shake it before stepping into the kitchen. Judith closed the door behind him 
and grinned as she took his jacket and tossed it hurriedly on the handiest 
chair.


"Come with 'me into the living room," she said with concern, "and warm 
yourself in front of the fire...I'll lay odds you won't turn down something 
to drink today...Whiskey, brandy, something more exotic?" She waited 
patiently while the half-frozen redhead made up his mind.


"As a matter-of-fact, Mrs. Harrington, I wouldn't mind a shot of straight 
whiskey," Mike admitted as he knelt down at the hearth with his hands 
extended out towards the warming heat of the cheerful fire. Judith stood 
there a moment, watching him toasting his big hands, then grinned with 
confidence as she glided to the bar and poured out two generous slugs of 
high-proof whiskey into a pair of glasses. She saw out of the corner of her 
eye that he was watching her every move now, missing nothing, and teased him 
all the more by leaning down to pick up a towel from the bottom shelf of the 
bar, giving him a good view of what she had to offer from the waist up. Her 
nipples were almost showing and she knew that it was time to stand up 
straight and give him a long look at her fleshy, symmetrical legs as she 
fixed the drinks...something more to excite the attractive neighbor before 
the next move that she had planned to fulfill her whole strategy. It was 
working, too, for his eyes were scanning her from head to foot, hungrily 
now, and he could not settle on one portion of her inviting ripe body long 
enough to decide what he wanted most.


"If you'll show me the heater, I'll fix it," Mike said as he took the glass 
of whiskey from Judith and downed almost half of the contents in one gulp. 
"Leslie doesn't know...."


"Don't think of her for a change," Judith scolded, running her fingers 
through his windblown hair as she stepped closer and stood leaning slightly 
against him, her bare unstockinged thighs pressing warmly on his broad back. 
"We can talk about that later-after I've warmed you up."


She reached down then and took his hand, urging him to stand and face her. 
Without a word, she snuggled closer to him and placed her head on his 
shoulder as she began to tease him with delicate tracings of her fingers on 
the lobe of one ear and at the sensitive nerves along the back of his neck. 
He could feel her magnificent full breasts pressed against him and could not 
resist the temptation to tilt his head forward slightly to peer down the 
front of her velvety low-cut dress. What he saw took his breath away! My 
God, how he would like to plunge his hands down her dress and seize those 
big, beautiful orbs of white flesh, squeezing them until she begged for what 
he had between his legs.


Judith seemed to sense his lustful wish and dropped one hand from behind his 
neck to run her fingertips lightly along his slim hip, little by little 
inching toward his fly. She felt his penis jerking to hardness and he 
involuntarily lifted his muscular arms to wrap them around her, circling her 
upper body as he crushed her to him tightly and bent his head to give the 
alluring brunette a rough, grinding kiss. She moaned as they held their 
mouths locked wetly together, pressing her moistening pelvic mound hard 
against the lower length of his now-lurching cock. The handsome young 
veteran reddened slightly and she had to suppress the desire to giggle when 
he flinched and drew back a step, surprised by her boldness and how she was 
beginning to come on with him.


Mike was thoroughly confused because he definitely wanted her, in the worst 
way, and yet he had never cheated with another woman behind his wife 
Leslie's back. Even in Vietnam, where practically all the servicemen went to 
bed with whores or nurses every time they had a chance, he had held out and 
suffered by himself, thinking of his new wife instead. Now, he began to 
wonder if he had not been a foolish chump, for Leslie was just as frigid and 
frightened as she had always been-and he was still frustrated.


"Are you satisfied with Leslie in bed?" Judith suddenly asked in a low 
whisper as though she could see into his mind.


"Well, she's young...but willing," he lied.


"Is she...really?" Judith persisted, suspecting the truth and realizing that 
he was probably only trying to protect Leslie's honor as a young wife. And 
there was also the matter of his male pride :'No healthy young man, barely 
out of his teens, wanted to admit that he was failing to stimulate his own 
wife enough to overcome her girlish fears of sex.


"No, dammit," Mike confessed sourly. "She's like an iceberg and it's driving 
me crazy...And you're not helping much," he added, "standing here with me in 
that sexy dress of yours."


"I'll take it off if it bothers you, Mike," Judith cooed, breathing heavily 
into his ear as she leaned against him, straining forward on her tiptoes. 
She reached up again and curled her arms around his neck, moving her groin 
up tighter against his until they seemed to be glued together. His cock was 
painfully hard and he could feel the wetness from the seminal fluid seeping 
from the gland on the thick tip. It smeared against his leg inside his jeans 
until he was certain she could also feel the wetness through the material 
covering their genitals. Then, wantonly, she arched back her head and used 
both hands behind his head to pull down his mouth to hers. He could not stop 
himself and kissed back, greedily, thrusting his tongue deep in her mouth. 
She sucked gently on it, nibbling on the tender spear with tiny sharp nips 
of her teeth that sent chills running up and down the length of his spine. 
At last, he broke the kiss and placed his cheek against her shiny brown 
hair, thinking guiltily for a moment of Leslie and the shock it would be to 
her if she could see him now, embracing the desirable plush body of Judith 
Harrington, the very woman who had comforted her during his absence. In her 
innocence, the blonde would never believe it. There was no such thing as 
marital infidelity, not to her.


"What's wrong, Mike, are you afraid to take on a real woman?" Judith asked 
tauntingly, drawing back a little to gaze up at him, all her sulky charm 
smoldering sexily in her coffee-colored eyes. She had him exactly where she 
wanted him and intended to enjoy every moment of exotic pleasure possible 
while acting out her plan for even more pleasure in the future.


"Are you kidding or something?" he bluffed, his masculine self-respect 
tottering between pride and doubt. "I was only thinking that we shouldn't 
get so involved before I look at the heater...You wanted me to fix it, 
didn't you?"


"Of course...what else?" she questioned. He was momentarily relieved and yet 
also disappointed by her answer. Christ, yes, he was guilty for what he had 
already done but he knew it was impossible to deny that he wanted more, all 
he could get of the enticing, available woman. It fractured his ego to think 
that perhaps she really would be satisfied if he merely fixed the heater and 
left with nothing but a "thanks" after all this.


"Follow me, baby, and I'll show you where it is," she said with feigned 
nonchalance as she guided him towards the kitchen. "Here, use this portable 
thing to keep you warm while you work. It's the butane one I usually keep in 
the main bathroom," she said as she wheeled out the heater from behind the 
door and pushed the button to start it going.


"Yeah, okay, and thanks," Mike said sharply. He was not used to taking 
orders-from anyone! In the army he had been trained to give orders...But his 
legs were still trembling and there was still a hardness in the crotch of 
his trousers from the teasing round of love-play between them in the living 
room. He sighed under his breath and knelt down to check out the faulty 
heating unit that she pointed to.


"I'll be back in a few minutes, after I attend to something else," Judith 
announced almost haughtily as she left the room for whatever it was she had 
to do. As sexually inflamed as she was, she still had to keep her head 
enough to make sure that everything went according to schedule. Just inside 
the den she had earlier decided to use as a makeshift dressing room, she 
cast a quick look at the clock perched on a shelf over the bookcase. It was 
eleven-forty, only twenty minutes before Leslie was due to drop by with her 
stained dress. No time to waste, Judith mumbled, stripping off her vampish 
dress and reaching up high on her back to deftly unhook the fastening of her 
bra. When she was completely naked, she took up Mark's bottle of rare brandy 
and uncorked it to take a big slug before leaving the cozy room. She grinned 
in anticipation of what Mike's reaction would be, once he saw her this 
way...all bare flesh...the way she liked to be around men. She left, then, 
feeling the pleasant glow from the liquor mixing with the glow of female 
excitement spreading like a lovely fever in her stomach.


Mike's thoughts droned on as he searched futilely for the clue to what was 
wrong with the heater. His mind labored to dismiss the feeling he had that 
Judith had insulted him and now he strove to rationalize away the shame that 
he felt for being an unfaithful husband to Leslie. And he knew that if he 
had his way now, what had taken place a few minutes ago in front of the 
fireplace was only a beginning. He meant to go all the way with Judith, both 
to relieve the frustrating demands in his loins and give the teasing, 
self-assured bitch all she had coming to her.


A moment later, when Judith reached the entrance to the now-warm kitchen, 
she paused and forced herself to think everything over one last time. The 
timing had to be just right. Then she looked down at her full large breasts 
and at the ripe ruby-tipped nipples standing out like miniature peaks on the 
ample mounds. She moistened them with saliva from her tongue so that their 
erect tips shone wetly and throbbed slightly from the touch of her own 
fingers against them. Then she walked in and stood shamelessly in front of 
him as he examined the heater. It took him a moment or so to notice that she 
was beside him, but finally he looked up.


"Jesus! you're-you're undressed...you're naked!" he exclaimed in surprise as 
his eager hazel eyes roved over the brunette's deliciously rounded body. He 
was blushing but not so much that she could miss the pleased smile that 
broke across his face as she stood there displaying herself.


Mike could see that she was just as ready as he was. There were little 
dewdrops of wetness along the pink hair-lined lips of her vagina and it was 
all he could do to keep from walking forward on his knees to plant his lips 
on the softness there between her thighs. Instead, he rose to his feet 
immediately and grabbed her up in his brawny arms, crushing her to him as he 
kissed her fully on the mouth and then moved down to tease her ear with his 
tongue. Tremors surged through Judith and she was alive with erotic 
sensation.


"Hurry, take off your clothes," she said almost pleadingly. She wanted him 
as soon as possible. It was a battle to stop herself from reaching out to 
rip off his clothes, to strip him for readiness then and there...


"How would you like to fuck me there...on the kitchen table?" she panted as 
she gestured towards the sturdy surface that she had cleared for the 
occasion. It was exactly high enough, just as she had guessed it would be, 
and would be ideal for what was on the verge of happening. She watched Mike 
struggle frantically to get out of his clothes, every cell in her being 
screaming for him to hurry. She was seething with impatience. He had his 
shirt off and she could see the well-cut plates of muscle that formed his 
powerful chest. Now he peeled down the jockey shorts to his hips, cursing at 
the difficulty he was having as he tried to get them over his hardened 
penis. At last he succeeded and the beautiful length sprang out and up into 
full view of her eyes.


She gasped at the sight.


Judith could not take her eyes from the wonderful cock before her and gazed 
in awe at it jutting out from his flanks, the big glans fanning out like a 
majestic cobra head at the end of its alert length. She shuddered against 
her will and lowered her eyes a bit more to the big balls beneath. Mike's 
testicles were larger than any she had ever seen and sagged down between his 
legs like loaded pendulums that ached with fullness.


"God, you're beautiful!" she muttered. "Thanks...but you're damned good 
yourself, Mrs. Harrington," he said as he blinked his eyes approvingly at 
her. He felt a little more confident now and decided that the reward in 
store would be well worth the prolonged, torturous waiting. Her eyes still 
riveted to his groin, she allowed herself to be guided backwards to the edge 
of the kitchen table. They lingered there a moment as he cupped her naked 
breasts in both hands, squeezing them, until he squatted down and fastened 
his teeth harshly into the stiff nipple of her swollen left breast. She 
groaned in painful surprise and attempted to twist free from the sudden 
sharp torture, but his young hands held her fast. The redhead's questing 
mouth roamed from breast to breast, sucking and chewing at the white 
quivering softness of them and causing blissful twitches of feeling that 
descended like feathers to the vee of her pubic region. She squirmed and 
pressed closer anxiously, hoping that he would not hesitate a second more 
before he gave her the full benefit of his thrilling endowment.


"Please, please put it in me," Judith begged, her carefully calculated 
scheme now forgotten and unimportant as she utterly freed herself in her 
lust.


"Put what in you, Mrs. Harrington? ...WhereV Mike demanded as his courage 
steadily strengthened.


"Oh, darling, your cock...put your big cock in my hot pussy. Fuck me, fuck 
me," his married neighbor groaned. Her passion was washing her brain of 
reason and she was positive that she would die on her feet if the handsome 
young bastard made her suffer a second longer. She looked down again at the 
pulsing, blood-filled cock-head and said, "It's so big, so beautiful. I want 
it inside me, please! All of it!"


He moved forward and forced her down flat on her back on the table with his 
youthful strength. When she was placed where he wanted her, he eased his 
hands under the smoothness of her buttocks and cupped them. They were satiny 
and as pleasing to hold as he had expected them to be. She was spread before 
him on the table and he could take her at will any time he decided to. He 
thought of Leslie as he leered over the woman writhing impatiently below 
him. If only his blonde goddess of a wife were just half as daring as Judith 
Harrington, Mike thought, he would be home with her instead of hovering over 
the next-door neighbor as she lay like a savory feast on her own table.


Judith suddenly hunched up to her elbows and thrust one hand far forward to 
grasp his penis. He moaned and forgot about his wife as he felt the coolness 
of the mature woman's fingers close around the rigid span of his thick 
girth, using his prick like a handle to pull him closer. His mind was fogged 
with animal lust as he placed his hands on the tops of her trembling thighs 
and leaned his head down within inches of her glistening pubic hair. Her 
female odor was mind-reeling, a perfume he had longed for, and it reminded 
him somehow of honest earth and blooming gardenias. She bridged the full 
length of her body upwards, searching for him, then found his solid 
shoulders and managed to pull him down over her pearl-white nakedness as she 
opened her legs wide to take him into her. She had to have him now, that 
instant, and grasped his long hard throbbing cock again with one hand as she 
parted her cuntal lips obscenely with the fingers of the other.


The mandhood of Mike Stewart flared and he powered himself free of Judith's 
grip and stood up straight with his jutting cock in one hand. He was wild 
with desire now, a brute whose instincts were ignited by her raving lewd 
need to have him. Then, slowly, cruelly, he guided his oozing cock forward, 
using the thick rubbery head to part the soft curling pubic hair and the 
fleshy, palpitating flanges of her cunt. She tossed her head to one side on 
the glossy table as she felt its soft electrical contact against the parted, 
ragged edges of her moist cunt. It was too much to take easily and the 
hot-blooded woman winced when the first pressure against the tight elastic 
opening of her vagina became more than she had expected.


He thrust into her, stretching wide the soft opening until he was buried in 
her stomach and only about four inches of the lust hardened shaft were 
visible outside her half filled vaginal hole. He pushed harder, then, 
sliding up into her like a greased telephone pole that wanted nothing else 
but to be rammed deep into the warm pink cunt flesh surrounding and 
engulfing it. She jumped as his balls collided against the smooth, hairless 
crevice between the cheeks of her tightly-clenched ass. She was getting more 
than she had bargained for. She had underestimated this boy and now moaned 
defenselessly below him, her face showing pain as much as the wanted 
pleasure.


"Easy, eeeeaasssy," the experienced but impassioned woman pled as he started 
an unrelenting fucking motion into her cunt. She knew, even in her tormented 
state of mind, that gradually the agony would lessen and a sensation of pure 
pleasure would eventually replace it.


And she was right, for the eager young stud's stroking against her thighs 
and wide-stretched buttocks slowly renewed the raging fire that had only 
fluttered for awhile in her. She began to meet his thrusts again and 
undulated her voluptuous torso around on the table to goad him on. The 
sinews of her muscles flexed lightly under her skin and the cords of her 
belly tensed rhythmically as she received each thrilling lunge.


"Ah, yes, that's right, just right...Keep on...screwing me, keeeeep 
oooonnn," Judith groaned out as Mike Stewart rammed into her faster, prodded 
to fresh bursts of abandoned enthusiasm by the encouragement she obscenely 
mouthed. He pushed his hands down beneath her again and pulled her open 
loins up tighter against him. He fucked in and out of her as if he were 
hypnotized, insinuating the rigidity of his whole length back and forth in 
the widespread slit, sensing it grow wetter and softer with each stroke he 
gave her. Her ass began a more desperate motion, rotating in a sort of 
circle and humping at the same time, until without warning she snaked out 
her legs and closed them just enough to allow her to kick crazily with her 
bare heels on the firm, trim cheeks of his buttocks, driving him even closer 
and more violently into the canyon of her splayed, quiver-ingly open thighs, 
deeper, deeper...Her eyes were squeezed tightly shut and yet her fingers 
searched forward and finally found Mike's driving buttocks, locking there as 
she twisted insanely, a portion of her firm, rounded buttocks hanging a few 
inches over the sharp wooden edge of the table.


Mike had no doubt now that he had the upper hand, that his male superiority 
had conquered her and now he had this hot-blooded married neighbor of his in 
the best position possible. Hell, he could come over and do this to her any 
time he decided to, he thought with a half-cruel smile on his face, because 
it was pretty obvious that she liked cock...and she was also married. 
Certainly she would not be any more anxious to have her husband find out 
about this than he, Mike, would be to have his own little Leslie know about 
the ecstatic interlude.


"How do you like it, Mrs. Harrington?" he growled down at her as he gave the 
stunning brunette a brutal thrust.


"Oooooh, ooooooohh," Judith wailed, unable to answer or even make her mind 
work.


Still grinning, he gazed down between her legs and was so excited by the 
lewd sight that he ground his pelvis into the squirming flaccid flesh 
beneath him even more viciously as she moaned continuously, a sound 
somewhere between agony and heavenly bliss. He watched his thick cock pull 
all the way out to her flaming wet cuntal lips on the back-stroke and then 
push them in as he slid smoothly into her on the in-stroke. Her mouth gaped 
open wide each time the huge head banged hard against her tender cervix, 
jarring her. Her cunt was filled full of him, the delicate wet flesh of the 
wide stretched passage yielding and closing as though she had been using her 
mouth on him, sucking him off.


"Ooooh, god, baby, fuck, fuck me! More, more! It's so goooooood!" she whined 
as she clawed her long fingernails over the cheeks of his tense buttocks, 
leaving scratch marks on them. Mike could feel his prick expanding and 
flexing inside her as if it were going to burst from the exquisite pleasure 
damming up in his balls as they smacked bluntly against her anus below. She 
was still rolling her head on the hard table surface in wild, unequivocal 
ecstasy, her rich brown hair loose now and flowing from side to side. His 
iron-hard, stiff cock sawed inexhaustibly into the depth of her stomach, the 
veins along the thick shaft pulsing with the hot blood that engorged them 
until Judith could feel them standing out and pressing against the walls of 
her vaginal passage...God, god, god, this was too good to be true! The sense 
of it rose like intuition from her mind, a mind now reduced to sheer animal 
consciousness.


"Now, darling, now! Work your finger up my ass, oh pleeease!" she implored 
shamelessly. Mike had never done this before to any woman, let alone Leslie, 
but he was not opposed to learning something new that could really satisfy a 
woman. He slipped one hand free and reached down below his throbbing penis 
to where his testicles were hanging between his neighbor's creamy white 
thighs...hanging like wine sacs below the table-top. Pushing aside his own 
balls, he placed his powerful hand on the wetness of her anal crevice and 
stretched the white moons of her buttocks wide. He probed with the tip of 
his middle finger and suddenly found her tiny, slightly throbbing rectal 
mouth. A moist trickle of warm male semen and pussy secretions was running 
down the widely stretched cleft and wetting the tight, puckered little hole, 
lubricating it slightly and he searched experimentally for a moment with his 
fingertip. Then he shoved hard, feeling it give until suddenly the rubbery 
elastic ring gave way completely and his finger slithered in up to the first 
knuckle-joint. Judith cried out and tried to wiggle away, but he pushed 
harder and sank into her up to the second knuckle.


"It hurts, Mike, oh...oh!"


For the barest instant, he thought of withdrawing the finger and sparing her 
the pain she must be feeling. He hesitated as the idea disappeared from his 
sex-centered mind, just long enough to convey his uncertainty to the 
gorgeous woman spread-eagled on her own kitchen table below him. Her glazed 
eyes popped open like the shutters of camera lenses and showed the 
impatience and frustration she felt.


"No, don't stop-hurry up, hurry! Hurt me, hurt me!"


Momentarily amazed, he felt her suddenly begin to fuck her ass up on his 
finger until it was sunk in her rectum as far as it could go. He could feel 
through the thin wall of flesh separating her twin passages the bottomside 
of his cock, and he began to slide in and out of her again, impaling her 
between the finger and his penis as he attempted to maintain the same rhythm 
for both as she groaned gratefully again. He had never believed anything 
could be this good, this wild and easy.


* * *


"Golly," Leslie blurted when she saw the clock in the kitchen. It was a 
little past noon and Judith would be expecting her next door with the new 
stained dress. The blonde had been puttering about absent-mindedly in the 
kitchen for some time now, polishing things and rearranging canned goods on 
the shelves, while reevaluating her marriage with Mike. She had not come to 
any brilliant conclusions, it was true, but at least she had decided to try 
harder to banish her fears and be a woman as well as a wife to him. She 
loved him, more than he knew or believed, and her strongest wish in life was 
that they would solve their problems and once more experience the joyful, 
carefree delight that they had taken from each other in the beginning of 
their courtship.


But it might take longer now to start working on what was wrong. Mike must 
be really upset this time-he had been out there fiddling with their car for 
what seemed an eternity to her. But she was not about to push him at the 
moment, despite how much she yearned to run out there, fling her arms around 
him and be reassured of his love by a kiss and a long, warming hug. He had 
been touchy since his return from Vietnam and she was convinced that it 
would take some more time for him to settle down and be himself.


Sighing, Leslie put on her coat and snatched up the dress from the back of a 
chair where she had placed it earlier. Then, remembering, she took up the 
pencil and pad that she kept for shopping lists and jotted down a quick note 
for Mike...in case he came back inside before she returned home from 
Judith's. She printed "I love you" in exaggeratedly large letters at the 
bottom of the message and put it in front of his chair so he would see it if 
he wandered in for a cup of coffee, as he normally did, after being outside 
working on their driveway or whatever.


It was not abnormally cold, she noted thoughtfully, remembering Judith's 
report on the weather that morning. Leslie shivered nevertheless and hurried 
as fast as she could towards the Harrington house. When she was midway 
between the houses, she stopped to pull the hood of her coat up to protect 
her ears from the harsh air and then saw the crispedged holes in the snow 
where someone had walked from their garage down and back from where she was 
standing. It looked as though the foot-holes were fairly fresh, but her eyes 
were starting to water from the below-freezing temperature and she could not 
be certain. Maybe Mike had wallowed through the deep drifts to come into 
their kitchen and surprise her...maybe to make up...and had then stubbornly 
changed his mind and returned to the garage. Well, whatever it was, she 
would freeze on the spot if she stood there any longer trying to figure it 
out.


Leslie charged through the blinding white snow until with relief the almost 
non-existent back path led her to the kitchen door of her neighbor's house. 
She paused a second, despite the cold, to pull back the hood of her coat and 
shake out her abundant blonde hair, smoothing it with one hand before she 
knocked. She was fond of Judith and yet somehow the sophisticated, 
always-chic woman intimidated her to the point of feeling tousled and behind 
everything when they were together.


Leslie was reaching up to rap her nearly frozen slender knuckles on the 
window-pane to the right of the door when a paralyzing tremor of shock 
stopped her.


It was a nightmare going on in her girlfriend's kitchen.


Blinking, she pressed her face against the window and saw that the horrible 
thing going on inside was no dream. Mike, her own husband, was standing over 
Judith...They were both naked and her handsome redheaded mate was driving 
back and forth like a demon between Judith Harrington's obscenely gaping 
legs...on her own kitchen table...in broad daylight! He was making love to 
her-fucking her -and his right hand was moving rapidly in an obscene 
pistoning action somewhere lower, somewhere in front of him and down where 
Judith's "other" place would be. From what the astonished young housewife 
could see, they were completely, uninhibitedly drowning in erotic pleasure 
and felt nothing but lust. Leslie fluttered her lashes to clear her 
unbelieving eyes, focusing them with all the strength she had to be positive 
that what she saw inside was really happening. Oh, but it was...Mike was 
having the time of his life between Judith's well-rounded thighs; he was 
oblivious, as she was, to everything-marriage, love, 
faithfulness...everything! They were cheating, like selfish beasts, 
cheating, fucking and cheating while their innocent spouses...their own 
naive partners in marriage...were supposed to sit around trusting them!


Leslie felt the stinging tears coursing down her face. How could he, how 
could he do this? she asked herself over and over. Like a word repeated too 
many times, the question became meaningless to her and furious jealousy 
began to push it aside. Her first, immediate impulse was to throw open the 
door and attack the nakedly writhing pair with a self-righteous rage, one 
they would never forget, to show them how wrong and evil it was to overstep 
the bounds of marital fidelity. But no, that would be too simple...She 
wanted to pay back Mike and that treacherous vamp, Judith Harrington, in a 
way that would have a lasting impact.


Leslie clutched the soiled dress to her chest and mashed back through the 
snow towards her house. With her shock and anger lending her force, she was 
like a human snowplow and arrived at her own back door in half the time it 
had taken her to leave it and innocently fight her way to Judith's kitchen a 
few moments ago. She wanted to be alone and decide what she would do.


* * *


Mike's loins were aching beyond all human endurance with the burning need to 
empty his sperm into the woman writhing and moaning on her back on the table 
in front of him. Judith was thoroughly out of her mind with passion, 
pitching beneath him in a maniacal frenzy as he skewered into her hotly 
clasping cunt and rammed up into the soft rubbery depths of her rectum with 
his finger. Great torrents of heat were building in his balls and he sensed 
that she too was close to orgasm.


"Oh, oh, oooooh...I'm cumming, I'm cum-ming, oh, nowwwwww! Aaaaaah, 
aaaaaaahh!" she cried out, filling the otherwise silent kitchen with the 
lewd crooning sounds of her orgasmic agony. Her cum juice flowed out wetly 
around his still pumping cock, spilling down into the soft, quivering cleft 
between her buttocks and onto his balls. Dazzling flashes of light filled 
her head as she continued to grunt out her climax, her vaginal juices still 
seeping out of her onto the full trembling globes of her uncontrollably 
jerking buttocks.


Suddenly he reached the top, the long-awaited pinnacle of his young male 
need, and began to squirt his hot sticky cum into the uttermost depths of 
her hungrily clasping cunt. Her mind flashed on and off in unthinking 
sensuality as the strong scorching spurts surged against her womb, filling 
her to overflowing. She clenched her vaginal muscles and milked thirstily at 
the wildly spewing prick until he could do nothing but stand there limply, 
breathing hard in a desperate effort to fill his lungs with the air they 
needed. His sperm poured out of her in a riverlike flow and formed a small 
lake between her thighs, finally building to the point where it was too much 
and began to trickle in long white streams over the edge and down to form an 
obscene puddle on the floor between Mike's feet.


At last he pulled out of her and his deflating cock made a soft hissing 
sound like a cork popping from a wine bottle as her pussy lips reluctantly 
released it. Judith whimpered and ran her hands through her hair, her legs 
trembling, her sweat-soaked stomach quaking as the last throes of her orgasm 
weakened and left her drained of strength.


After a long silence, except for their dwindling gaspings for breath, Judith 
slowly took hold of the table edges and pulled herself up to a sitting 
position. Sitting there with her cum-moistened legs dangling down over the 
end of her perch, she raised her eyes and saw that Mike was sitting slouched 
on a chair by the jimmied heater. Then she suddenly snapped back to the 
realization of what their wonderful fuck session was all about. Good Lord, 
she did not even know whether her fatigued lover's wife had seen it or not! 
...What if Leslie had missed Mike so much that she had gone somewhere else 
to look for him and had just forgotten the noon appointment?


Well, there was no sense in backing out now, Judith resolved. She would have 
to play it as if she were absolutely certain that Leslie had seen them 
together, hopefully during the last minutes of that delightful session.


"Mike, listen to me a minute," Judith said evenly. He shook his head 
violently, like a man trying to come out of sleepiness, and looked over at 
her with a wide grin of satisfaction lifting his loose lips.


"Yeah, baby, I'll listen."


"I just want to say that there's plenty more of this coming," Judith 
promised, "if...and only if...you and your sweet little wife are willing to 
join the local club."


"Huh? What club?" he asked with a look of puzzlement.


"Leslie will tell you-if you're interested. You might find it quite an 
interesting pastime," she added with a feminine smile as she got off the 
table and crossed to the glowing butane heater, kneeling and rubbing her 
hands together as her cooling body absorbed the waves of warmth radiating 
outwards from the unit. "You were grand, no kidding, but you'd better go 
home now before Leslie comes looking for you...Just remember what I said-you 
know, about the club where we all have fun."


Mystified, the tired young veteran rose and started to dress, wondering 
about the "club" and what his wife was doing at home while she waited for 
him. Now, now that he and Judith were finished for at least that afternoon, 
he felt less cocky and confident about being able to stroll over and take 
the thirtyish, sexy brunette whenever he wanted to. "Okay, I'll 
remember...and I'll find out what the hell you're talking about from her."


"That's good. Do that...and thank you for a great afternoon, even though you 
never did get around to fixing my 'other' heater," Judith said gloatingly as 
Mike stood by the back door, buttoning up his jacket. Then, without so much 
as a goodbye, he pulled on the knob and stepped outside with a sheepish, 
strained expression on his face.


CHAPTER 4


Leslie waited impatiently in the front room, her wrath building higher with 
each passing moment as she pictured the disgusting scene of her husband's 
betrayal with her girlfriend and neighbor, Judith Harrington. The angry 
young blonde was waiting there, in the living room, because she guessed that 
he would probably come in the front door to keep up the pretense that he had 
been out there stewing all this time in their garage. He would expect her to 
be in the kitchen, dutifully preparing some tasty dish for his dinner.


She was doubly infuriated as she fully realized how gullible she had really 
been in thinking that he had been out there, nursing his injured pride, 
while she had fretted and blamed herself for all the trouble and heartbreak 
in their new marriage. From now on, she thought, she flatly refused to be 
the scapegoat in their marriageif there was still a marriage to save.


Her thoughts turned then to Judith Harrington, her so-called friend, the 
neighbor she had so respected and trusted. The woman had had the gall to 
suggest that she become entangled in the handy local partner-swapping group. 
After all, it was only fun, a harmless kind of entertainment. To Leslie, it 
sounded like a lot of depraved sex-fiends who very casually traded mates as 
though they were mere currency to buy evenings full of weird kicks. As 
lonely and desolate as Leslie had been then, without Mike, the very thought 
of getting into bed with perfect strangers at random filled her with 
repulsion. She would be hardly more than a prostitute. At the time of the 
suggestion, she had been bowled over by the idea that Judith was actually 
able to do such a thing.


But the longer Leslie sat there mulling it over, the more she began to 
wonder if she had not been just as much a fool then as she had today, 
trusting, believing, saving her body for the man she had married. Perhaps 
she had been wrong to be so silly and afraid, so bluffed by what she had 
thought was her role as a loyal, waiting housewife...Perhaps she should have 
had the good sense to seize on a good opportunity when it presented itself. 
Why not? Mike, her hero husband, was certainly not bothering to be faithful 
to her. She had just seen proof of that.


"All right, Mike, you asked for it...Now you're going to get it," she 
decided aloud, her fresh young facial features glowing at the revenge she 
had in store for him.


Suddenly there was a noise at the front door and, just as she had predicted, 
Mike appeared in the living room, stripping off his jacket as he stomped up 
the stairs to the front room. He flung the jacket over the top railing and 
blew into his folded hands, finally tossing a furtive glance at Leslie. She 
gave no sign that she had even noticed his entrance and continued to sit 
there, sullen and uncommunicative, as she stared down at a magazine she had 
grabbed up quickly, at the sound of the door opening, to camouflage her real 
feelings.


They were silent for a moment while Mike cast about in his mind for 
something appropriate to say to her.


"Look, about our little misunderstanding this morning, try not to worry 
about it," Mike generously offered as an opener. It was all Leslie could do 
to restrain the burst of sardonic laughter that rose to her throat. My God, 
he was actually being kind! Well, she could afford to be kind too if she had 
just come home from a bout of love-making with an attractive neighbor.


"But we've just got to do some serious thinking about your problems, 
Leslie," he added almost harshly, amending what even he realized might have 
been too much leeway in his opening remark. "But let's forget it for right 
now, okay? ...By the way, what's for dinner this evening?"


"I really don't know-I haven't thought about it...Why don't you fix us some 
fried eggs, darling? You shouldn't have any trouble handling that, a big man 
like you," Leslie said sarcastically. She did not even lift her eyes from 
the magazine she held, still pretending to be wholly engrossed in the 
contents. She was prepared for the outburst of indignation that she knew 
would not be very long in coming.


Mike could not believe his ears. She had never displayed outright insolence 
or ever been anything but eager and willing to serve him like a 
slave...except in bed...since he had known her. And now she was just sitting 
there, had not even bothered to look up at him, even though normally she 
would already be flying around the kitchen to make something special for 
their Sunday dinner. It must be that the little idiot was still upset from 
their tiff this morning, he concluded readily as he sat down in a chair 
opposite her. It was only that she felt hurt because he had been gone so 
long and was just waiting for him to say something sweet, a few love-words 
to show her that all was well between them. But Jesus, how should he have 
known that what started out to be a friendly gesture towards Judith would 
assume such gigantic proportions? The redheaded lad knew that he would have 
relented and come back inside from the garage long ago, had it not been for 
the unexpected outcome of his visit next door to the Harrington place. But 
there was no way to explain it, no apparent excuse he could give her without 
revealing everything. She would forgive him if she knew what had happened, 
if somehow she could understand how his mind had been taken over by raw 
lust, clouded, and how deeply guilty he felt for having vented his sexual 
needs behind her back.


"Leslie, come on now, I've already said that it's all right about this 
morning," he soothed. At that, he saw her blue eyes snap up to glare 
hatefully at him as she threw the magazine to one side and leaned slowly 
forward from her seat, taking a long deep breath before she spoke.


"Oh, so it's all right-because you say so," she fumed. He could hear the 
accusation in her voice and sat nervously in his chair, squirming, watching 
her young, pretty, finely etched face darken with the intense fury she 
obviously felt.


"Sure, honey, it's okay. Why not?"


"Why-why not? ...." Leslie asked contemptuously. Then she remembered her 
purpose and deliberately lowered her voice as she went on. "Mike, forgive 
me, I was just jealous for a minute. It wasn't fair and I'm sorry...Of all 
people, I don't have any reason to blame you."


"What're you talking about?" he demanded, his greenish hazel eyes 
searchingly alert.


"I'm talking about today, of course, when you were with Judith in her 
kitchen...I saw," Leslie sighed with acceptance, steeling herself to keep 
her tears back as the vivid picture of him with their neighbor once again 
blared in her brain.


"You...you saw...what?" Mike stammered with disbelief but dread that she 
might be telling the truth.


"I saw you and Judith having a little fun, that's all. She was spread out on 
the kitchen table while you...while you...fucked her," the blonde said, 
managing to feign a little grin of conspiratorial understanding as she 
purposely used the four letter word. Her incredulous husband shook his head 
slowly from side to side, trying to comprehend what she was saying. She had 
actually seen him screwing Judith -she must have-and here she was talking 
about the act of infidelity and using that word almost casually. Nothing 
made sense about it. He and his wife were failing together sexually, and yet 
Leslie could admit that she had seen him fucking like an animal into another 
woman without falling apart, as most women would, especially when the other 
woman was Judith Harrington. He began to wonder if he were losing his mind.


"But don't you care...at all?" he asked.


"You know better than that," she answered vaguely. "Didn't she mention the 
local group?"


"Yes, she did, but...."


"Do you mean she didn't tell you about me?" This was a crucial moment in 
Leslie's revenge, as she had no way of knowing whether the older woman had 
divulged that the young wife had rejected the offer to join the 
fun-and-games group in no uncertain terms. The expression on Mike's face, 
though, seemed to be proof that he had no knowledge of the factual truth.


"No, she didn't. She said I should ask you about it. Okay, baby, I'm 
asking," he barked.


"Now don't get huffy, sweetheart," she lied with cold restraint. "It's just 
that I'm a member. I joined a couple of months after you left. It was a 
cinch because they let me in on the promise that you would join too as soon 
as you got home...No one can get in unless they bring another person of the 
opposite sex."


Mike's face collapsed as if some tremendous magnetic pull were drawing down 
his facial skin to the floor under his feet. He wanted to back out of the 
room, to run, to wipe off what she had said from the mental slate of his 
memory. It was as though the possibility that she was kidding him was the 
only grappling hook he had left to keep from screaming out his jealous rage. 
Not Leslie, not his own naive lovely wife, not committing adultery in a 
swapping group! ...Then the imagined reality of other men touching her, 
putting themselves into her most intimate places, blazed through him with 
all the ferocity and pain of a razor-sharp knife slicing cruelly through 
live, sensitive flesh.


He steadied himself with masochistic determination and asked for the grisly 
details.


"How many times have you gone to these...meetings?" he asked in a quivering 
voice. "How many men have you taken on...altogether?"


"Well, golly, I...don't...remember...I went every week...at least once...and 
there were lots of people at each session," Leslie lied, sorry for him and 
yet delighting in the effect the lurid falsehood was having on her cheating 
sneak of a husband. She only hoped that he did not ask for information about 
which she knew nothing at all.


"How many?" he snarled.


"Mike, I've told you, I just can't remember how many...I suppose that's 
because there were...so many," she said softly. She saw how her artful lie 
was affecting him-his face was bloodless and he was having trouble 
controlling his shaking body. She felt another wave of sympathy for him, but 
then the vision of his hard young body standing over Judith's prostrate form 
on the table took command of her senses all over again.


"Goddammit, you little slut! I had to get some pussy somewhere...I can't get 
it at home!" Mike shouted. "And now you tell me you've been out whoring 
around while I was away!" Leslie was stunned by the force of his anger and 
what he had said about her "whoring"...Oh, if he only knew, she cried 
inwardly, if he only knew. She had wept alone in bed, night after night, 
yearning for him, needing him, idolizing him. The thought of another man had 
never crossed her mind; no woman could have been more loving and loyal to 
her faraway husband. Gradually, the very fact that he actually believed her 
tale about the swap club stirred her ire all the more.


"Tell me, Mike, just how did you get your 'satisfaction' while you were 
away?" she thrust. "Were there plenty of Judith Harringtons in Vietnam?"


"Plenty, baby plenty!" he boomed in answer.


"Oh...."


"Yeah, only better," the angry redhead confirmed. He watched Leslie wince 
and then sit up bravely, blinking her lashes rapidly for a moment.


"The men I had were good too," she retaliated. Mike stood up tall, every 
inch of his lithe form trembling with emotion. She was afraid that he was 
going to lash out and hit her, but she kept on with her tormenting game. 
"Oh, I guess there were a few who didn't quite come up to par."


"You fucking little whore!"


"Mike, about the group...I was only...."


"Whore, whore!" he chanted as the delirious tides of anger overcame his 
senses. "Get undressed, Leslie!" He could not see the look of regret on her 
pretty face, that she had only lied about being unfaithful and was sorry 
now.


"Darling, I-" she began.


"Goddammit, I told you to get those goddamn clothes off," he ordered again. 
When she failed to obey and just sat there with pleading in her eyes, he 
took another step forward and reached out to seize the front of her blouse, 
tearing it wide open with one brutal cloth-rending yank. She opened her 
mouth in an O of horror, but was too paralyzed with fear to move. He reached 
out again, snarling as he hooked his big fingers under her fresh, white 
laceedged bra and pulled with all his might while gripping her shoulder with 
his other hand for leverage. The delicate under-garment gave and ripped 
free, her naked white breasts bouncing like fleshy rubber melons with pink 
cherries on the tips.


"Darling, please, listen to me, let me explain," Leslie sobbed up at her 
furious husband. But his eyes and ears were shut off to everything but the 
thought that she had been screwing other men-men who were strangers to him! 
She collapsed back on the couch in a frightened, helpless heap. There was 
nothing else she could do, her fair-skinned face coloring red from the shame 
and humiliation of his eyes locked hotly on her high, heaving young breasts 
standing out from her shredded blouse.


"Yes, explain. Tell me how all those nice hard cocks felt up in your 
cheating little cunt," he said coldly. Without waiting for an answer, he 
looked down at her waist with contemptuous hatred in his eyes. Then he sat 
down beside her and, still glaring, unbuttoned the side of her skirt enough 
to grab the open flaps with both hands and rip it all the way down the seam. 
There was nothing she could say-her words wrould sound pathetic and useless 
even to her. She saw him staring at her round, pale-white thighs, naked now, 
and watched his eyes flick higher to rest for an endless moment on the brief 
panty-crotch that protected her pubic mound and the slit below. Suddenly he 
raised both hands and leaned closer, grasping her slender shoulders so 
roughly that his fingers dug deep into the softness of her aching flesh.


"I'm warning you, you'd better tell me. How many men have you been fucked by 
since we've been married?" he demanded steelily, his face within inches of 
hers. Holy Christ, what a chump he had been! After months and months of 
sexual frustration, he had come home to her and believed that his hard-ons 
frightened her. He had been gentle, romantic, understanding...patient. Until 
today, anyway. And all the time, Leslie had been pretending innocence to 
worm out of letting him inside her. Hell, she was tired, that was all! And 
no wonder, after all those times she had fucked every horny son-of-a-bitch 
in Pettsville!! !


"Take off your panties, slut, because I want my share of that hot little 
tail too," Mike said ominously. The luscious young blonde half lay there in 
shock, her mutilated clothes useless now, like torn paper wrappings, as she 
saw his open hand draw back. He slapped her hard, flat across her 
defenseless cheek, and her head jerked to one side so violently that she 
thought her neck was broken. She tried to twist away from his madness and 
rolled desperately to one side of the couch. But he reached over to catch a 
handful of her soft blonde hair and jerked her back to him.


"Mike, for God's sake, please listen to me," Leslie pleaded in vain.


"Sure, I'll listen," he spat at her. Then he slapped her again, this time on 
her other cheek, and the tender skin glowed and stung as though she had been 
doused with acid. She fought and struggled now for fear that he was going to 
do something desperate in his rage, kicking and scratching at him with all 
her strength. They were a tangled mass of arms and limbs and suddenly in 
surprise they rolled from the couch and fell to the thick carpet on the 
floor.


Leslie was on the bottom and felt the full weight of their impact against 
her back. Mike raised himself a little and straddled her cringing belly, the 
fingers of one hand locked on her throat as with his other hand he reached 
down between them and tore brutally at her flimsy nylon panties.


"Oh, please, please, Mike, not this way!" she cried frantically. In her 
terror, she knew that he fully intended to rape her, to screw her like the 
common little slut he thought she was. Then, she felt his weight lift 
slightly and heard the sound of his trouser zipper being drawn down. Big 
tears streamed now in flowing wet trails down the sides of her cheeks as she 
felt him pulling her legs cruelly apart on the floor.


"Darling, let's talk," she whimpered futilely, hoping to reason with him. 
But his eyes were filmed over with lust now and she felt him drop down to 
his knees between her thighs, holding his thick throbbing cock in readiness 
with both hands. Then, knocking her almost breathless, he fell forward 
across her body and began to hump on her, spearing his blunt-headed penis 
into her thighs and vaginal cleft without bothering to aim. The hard cock 
hit her once in the tender crevice between her vainly resisting buttocks and 
she jumped as if a red-hot poker had been jammed against her.


"Ooooch, it hurts," she sobbed.


Then he found her! The slippery tip of his huge cock rammed searingly 
between her cringing vaginal lips, sinking into her almost an inch and 
spreading the tiny elastic hole grotesquely. He pushed again and went into 
his wife another inch.


. "Aaaaaaaaaaaaagggghhhhh!" she screamed in agony. "Nooo, noooooo, it's 
kiiilllllinnnnngg me I"


"Why, baby? It's just like all the other cocks you've had," he grunted as he 
sank four more inches of rod in her tight, unprepared young pussy.


"Helllllp, aaaaaaeeeeee, kiiiillllllliiiinnnnngg meeee," the tortured young 
wife shrieked in pain and fear. She felt him gather himself for something 
horrible-and then it came! He lunged forward with all his might and sank the 
monstrous cock into her stomach all the way up to the hilt. Then, without 
mercy, he began immediately to fuck into her with hard, brutal thrusts, not 
caring about her pain or tears as she twisted in agony beneath his flailing 
body. He reached out to the sides of his hips and shoved his hands under the 
backs of her thighs, lifting them up and back until she was bent almost 
double and her knees scraped the carpet up over her shoulders. She groaned 
again and again in anguish as he slammed into her inhumanly contorted body 
with long, savage strokes that jarred the full length of his hard throbbing 
penis. His driving groin smacked hard against the plane of her upturned 
buttocks, buffeting her head harshly back and forward so that they inched 
along the floor like animals. The smacking of his loins against hers 
resounded through the room like the sound of flat paddles spanking the 
cheeks of a woman's water-wet buttocks.


Suddenly she let out a low piteous moan that brought out no response from 
Mike's twisted lips. He only gave her an extra hard thrust that drove him up 
against her sensitive cervix and she was certain that her insides were 
ruined. To lie beneath her own husband and be treated like the lowest of 
whores, used to vent his lust and anger against, oh! it was the most horrid 
thing she had ever endured. Her thoughts rambled feverishly as though all 
feeling had been ripped free of her nerves. She was being used and raped to 
the point that nothing came through to her now. There was no agony left in 
her body to call on, only the horrible humiliation and shame of this 
nightmarish rape of her body by her own recently-returned husband. She lay 
unresisting now, passively accepting his stormy passion.


"How's this, you cheating bitch! Uhhh," he groaned, ramming farther and 
farther into her dilated cunt, bruising and spreading the walls wider as the 
thick head drove inward. Then he dropped his hands from her thighs and 
slipped them under the soft white globes of her firm young ass-cheeks, 
cupping them tightly and digging his fingernails into her to stress the fact 
that he wanted to hurt and debase her in a way she would never forget.


"I asked you a question, whore. How do you like it?" he snarled again when 
she gave no answer. "Huh?" he emphasized with another vicious lunge.


"Ooh, oh darling, I...was...here...always," Leslie managed to gasp out 
breathlessly. "I...was...."


"Here! You fucked here, at home!" Mike shouted finally into her face, 
deafening her, increasing the tempo of his punishing impalement until she 
could not even speak...explain. It was too late, too late for anything but 
his desire and rage.


"Put some action into that little 'neighborhood pussy,' now!" he commanded. 
She knew that he would not listen to reason, even if she were able to say 
it, and, sobbing, she began a slow mechanical grinding motion of her 
backside, pushing her hips up against his thrusting loins to escape the 
nails digging painfully into her flesh. Small welts followed their path and 
her shame and sense of debasement grew with each additional minute that he 
used her so savagely.


He could feel his orgasm closing in, filling his balls for the second time 
that day. He was going to spew it into her, not lovingly but with anger, and 
he was not in the least sorry. She deserved it, by God, that and more!


She could sense that something was happening inside him. He was going to 
empty his sperm deep up into her womb. She had feared and dreamed of this 
moment, but not with her Mike, her own handsome husband, rutting over her 
like a wild beast over a bitch mate. She had wanted it to be beautiful, a 
tender fusing of love with their bodies, not this primitive attack...this 
angry, lust-powered onslaught on the living room floor.


He levered higher on her and quickened his thrusts until the pace was 
incredible. He kneaded and dug into her flesh beneath him without being 
conscious of her whimperings of pain and humiliation. No, he wanted to 
destroy her, to fuck this treacherous bitch half to death, the wife who had 
been screwing other men all the time he had been gone. His cock expanded and 
throbbed inside her until he thought it would split down the side, explode 
from the anger and hate that reigned over his body now.


Then the expected explosion came. Leslie cringed under him as she felt the 
first thin hot rush of his sperm begin to empty out deep in her ravaged 
cunt. The thought that he had just a short time ago done the same thing 
inside her girlfriend Judith crossed her mind as she felt the warm sticky 
fluid filling her and causing a sudden sensation of pleasure and wicked 
eroticism to ripple through her.


"Gawwwd," Mike groaned as he shot the last spurt of his load into his 
skewered young blonde wife.


After a moment of rest, he crawled from between her thighs and saw a trickle 
of his sperm beginning to ooze from Leslie's open puffed-up pussy. She lay 
with her eyes closed tightly against reality, beaten and humiliated, her 
legs still spread obscenely wide as he had left them, her loins wet and 
bruised from the surprise rape they had been subjected to. She made no 
attempt to move as she heard the somehow obscene sound of Mike's zipper 
being drawn back up to close the fly of his jeans.


"You'd better ask Judith when we're expected at the first swap meeting. And 
don't forget, you cheating whore," he said almost calmly as he turned and 
walked off towards the back of the house with an expression of smug 
self-satisfaction on his face.


As she lay there, still dazed, she thought dimly of all the men she was 
supposed to have taken on...It was ironic, she smiled painfully, for if any 
of them were here now, they could crawl between her legs and fuck her silly. 
She could not resist or care, for now nothing mattered...Her whole dream of 
a normal, happy marriage had been shattered in one afternoon by the sight of 
her husband laboring over their neighbor Judith, and then the awful 
experience of the rape that had just ended. She began to wish she could 
miraculously dissolve into thin air. That way, she would not be forced to 
face the world again.


But she was young, alive, lovely, and she would have to find a way to cope 
with tomorrow and the day after, and the day after that. She rolled over on 
her side and slowly struggled into a position to get up. The pain all over 
her battered body was excruciating as she carefully rose to her feet and 
staggered across the room to stand in front of the full-length mirror on one 
wall. Her clothes were scattered behind her, some on the couch and some on 
the floor, but her pitifully torn blouse still hung in shreds from her 
shoulders, covering nothing. She studied the blotches of red and the welts 
marking her smooth white skin, uncaring, detached, and then reached up to 
gingerly feel her breasts, noting the dull throb from where Mike's rough 
hands had hurt the nipples.


So this is what a raped woman looks like, she mused, still examining her 
abused form in the mirror. It seemed as if the glass in front of her could 
sense that she was different now, no virgin anymore; nothing but a betrayed, 
raped young housewife with nothing left but her ravished body. Well, she 
thought, if all she had left was her body, maybe she would just have to use 
it to the best advantage. She could not see that she had any choice.


She turned around, then, and walked back with more certainty to gather up 
her ruined clothes. She was passing the kitchen when she remembered 
something that brought her to an abrupt halt. The nearly naked blonde walked 
slowly over to the breakfast table and leaned down to crumple in her palm 
the note she had left earlier for Mike. Then she slid the pad over and 
jotted down a reminder to herself:


"see judith tomorrow about the swap group"


The air in the bathroom was chill as she patted her body softly here and 
there with a washcloth, too beaten and exhausted to take the care necessary 
to thoroughly bathe herself. When she was finished, she would lie down for a 
nap in the other bedroom. She knew that Mike was in their bedroom-she heard 
him-and wanted to avoid any contact right now.


Her destiny had taken an odd course, a new direction, that day and she knew 
that from now on everything would be different. Her husband had a few 
surprises in store for him, ones that might shock her just as much, but the 
most important thing now was to finally stand up and claim her right to 
exist as a person.


CHAPTER 5


The afternoon sun slanted lazily through frosted windows into Judith's 
roomy, upstairs bedroom, throwing an almost blinding splash of light into 
their eyes as the yellow rays glanced off the dressing table mirror. The sun 
was also playing a kind of color tune on Leslie's long, flaxen hair, picking 
up its highlights, sparking them, so that the flowing blondeness seemed to 
move, shifting positions every few seconds.


"It's nice, isn't it?" Judith said as they sat staring at the windows. "It 
looks almost summery...You'd never guess that it's below freezing out 
there."


"No, you wouldn't," Leslie replied gauzily. Although she was staring at the 
sunlight, she was not really noticing it. Instead, she was thinking of that 
morning. She had forgotten to wake Mike until after eight o'clock, an hour 
after he usually got up to shave, dress and eat breakfast. She had forgotten 
to make coffee, too, and neglected to remember that Monday was laundry day. 
She had heard the truck whine by their house after only a moment's pause to 
check for the bundle that she would normally have put on the front porch. 
She had found herself forgetting everything. And the whole while, the one 
thing that she wanted most of all to forget remained like a bright, flashing 
neon in her mind.


"Leslie, now you're certain that you and Mike want to join?" Judith asked 
directly, bringing them both back to the reality of why they were sitting 
there, quietly, in the bedroom. Judith had not been surprised when her 
neighbor had appeared at the front door, now an hour ago, asking almost 
humbly if the older woman could spare some time to talk over something. 
Judith had not expected the girl to be quite so agreeable and had prepared 
herself to face anger and accusation. But this was anything but a violent 
reaction on Leslie's part. They had gone upstairs and sat down to discuss 
the terms of membership in the swap club, calmly, rationally, without any 
actual resistance or defensiveness between them.


"Yes, I'm certain. The last thing Mike said before leaving for work was 
'Tell her we want to join'...So that's why I'm here, Judith, finding out 
about it."


"But what about you, honey, do you want this?" Judith asked, to make certain 
that Leslie was not just bluffing.


"Yes, I want it too," Leslie answered evenly. The tone of total resignation 
and acceptance in her voice convinced Judith that the beautiful, somehow 
withdrawn girl really did want to experience the excitement of uninhibited 
partner swapping. There was no glinting anticipation in Leslie's eyes, no 
sign of eagerness to enjoy the bodies of other men, but neither was there 
fear of the unexpected. The two women sat in silence for a moment as the sun 
lowered on the horizon and was less direct on the windows, shadows beginning 
to darken the formality of the expensive furniture and lend a strange 
peacefulness to the bedroom atmosphere.


"Did Mike tell you about yesterday...in the kitchen?" Judith wanted to know, 
her words piercing the shield of silence. She was positive that the young 
wife had seen him give at least part of his lewd performance downstairs in 
the kitchen, but the brunette had to hear it from Leslie.


"He didn't have to...you know that," Leslie said. "I saw you together, as I 
know you intended me to."


"Well, things sometimes happen that way, so don't blame anyone," Judith said 
quickly, protecting herself as well as the young couple from unwanted 
personal complications. "It doesn't mean anything more than sex. We took 
what we wanted and let it go at that. I think the group will help you 
understand what I'm saying." Her words were vague and sweeping, she knew, 
but they seemed to have the desired effect on Leslie.


"Oh, I'm not blaming anyone, honest. It may be that your show with Mike and 
the club will help our married life," Leslie assured, "because...because 
it...hasn't been what we want...And something has to be done!"


"Good, I'm glad you're finally being sensible," Judith cheered, "and I think 
you'll discover that you two can do more than work out personal problems. 
Why, you can even have fun."


"When is the next meeting?" Leslie asked, brushing aside the other woman's 
reference to fun.


"Let's see, now, I think we're all getting together Wednesday evening at 
George Mastin's place. His wife, Ethel, is so dizzy, though, that one can 
never trust what she says," Judith grinned. "I'll tell you what, I'll 
telephone you that afternoon to confirm the time and place."


"Fine, I'll be expecting your call...But right now I'd better hurry home and 
start Mike's dinner. After all, a man's stomach has to be kept happy too," 
the blonde quipped vivaciously. Judith was again astounded at how the 
usually moon-struck girl was taking all this, like a real woman. Yet, how 
Leslie behaved at the get-together itself would be the true test.


Two minutes later, Judith Harrington heard the front door slam shut and 
pictured Mike's pretty little wife crossing to her own house. It was growing 
cold in the room and darker, but Judith's scheme had been a success and now 
she was warmed by the delicious thought of all that would happen at the 
Mastin's house on Wednesday evening. Then it occurred to her that Mike and 
Leslie would probably be astonished at what they could learn in one 
night...things that would give even the redheaded young husband a bit of a 
jolt. But if they really did love each other, not even George Mastin's 
lustful, sneering manner would upset anyone. As far as she personally was 
concerned, the man was howlingly ridiculous, as crass and crude as he was 
ugly. But then, she had never had a chance to go to bed with him and had no 
way of knowing what he really had to offer in that respect-the only 
important respect.


Ethel Mastin had joined the group after her husband, but from what Judith 
had heard, that was no fault of hers. The auburn-haired thirty-five-year-old 
woman had been away visiting relatives when George had been recruited. After 
her return home, it had taken her less than a week to find an eligible 
neighborhood male with whom she could enter the swap club according to the 
rules. He was an architect, a young man of twenty-five, and a bachelor with 
no limiting scruples. Ethel had said that he had been thoroughly delighted 
with what he had found at the first session he attended with her. A host of 
eager, willing women of all ages and types-in short, a bachelor's dream.


Yes, indeed, Wednesday evening was going to be interesting, all right, 
Judith thought.


She looked at her wristwatch and sighed, noting that this was the time of 
the afternoon that her husband, Mark, usually telephoned her from wherever 
he was. It was strange, but he had not been in touch with her for over a 
week and she felt a little uncomfortable at not knowing exactly where he 
was. She rose and started downstairs so she would be close to the telephone, 
just in case. It would be a crying shame if Wednesday were spoiled, if for 
some reason she would be obliged to miss it with the others, especially the 
Stewarts, and lose out on the fun in store.


CHAPTER 6


Leslie had to admit that she was excited, despite her doubts and the attack 
of jittery nerves that had unexpectedly cropped up in her when Judith had 
called to say that the get-together was definitely "on" that evening at the 
Mastin's.


She surveyed the people milling from room to room in the lavishly, but 
gaudily, decorated Mastin home...While some of them were familiar to her, 
were home-owners who lived within a few blocks of Mike and her, others were 
complete strangers and seemed to be out-of-towners just visiting for the 
evening. But everyone was elegantly attired and moved and spoke with all the 
social formality one would expect to see at any average, innocuous cocktail 
party. From the way most of the men and women were paired off, drinking and 
chatting amiably as they sat in front of the huge fire crackling and 
sputtering in the enormous fireplace, it was hard to distinguish who was 
married to whom, or which men had escorted the women present. Those not 
warming themselves by the fire were standing in corners, refilling their 
glasses out in the kitchen, and some couples moved off and disappeared in 
other areas of the big house.


Mike had been silent on the drive over. But it had been nothing new, for 
they had not spoken more than a few dozen words to each other in the last 
three days. He was determined to punish her, that much was pretty well 
established, and now she was resolved to either make or break their 
relationship...if necessary, with the same type of shock he had subjected 
her to last Sunday afternoon. She would play along with whatever was 
required to break the sexual barrier in their marriage.


She could see him standing close to Ethel Mastin, a pert-bodied but 
vacuous-faced woman whose age looked to be far less than what it was...They 
were talking animatedly in a far corner of the room and appeared to be 
completely oblivious to everyone else around them. Leslie felt a sudden 
rising of jealousy but checked it immediately. This was no time to indulge 
her own emotions.


"So you're Leslie, eh?" a tall, skinny man of about forty said to her as he 
held out a tall glass full of a light-green liquid. My God, she thought, 
what an ogrish, hideous face he has, like some freak monster in a horror 
movie. Flustered, she accepted the drink without thinking and called upon 
her reserves of compassion in order to muster a strained smile to her face.


"Yes, I'm Leslie Stewart-and thank you for the drink."


"Hell, don't mention it, Leslie. I'm George Mastin. I own a couple of big 
gas stations. Well, you sure must've heard about me from everybody in town," 
he said boastingly, a wide grin smearing his misshapen, angular face.


"Yes, of course, Mr. Mastin, I've heard a lot about you," Leslie managed to 
lie. In truth, he had never heard of the man's name until Judith had told 
her that the meeting was scheduled to be at his house, but she did not want 
to offend him and, besides, there was the matter of the rules to consider. 
Judith had once again been adamant about the necessity of strictly following 
them, no matter how peculiar they might seem at first. The one rule their 
neighbor had taken extra care to stress was that personalities were not an 
issue as far as sex was concerned.


"And that's my little Ethel over there, the good-looking broad talking a 
mile a minute to your hubby," George said with a wave of his hands towards 
the couple. He was already a little drunk and occasionally wavered close to 
Leslie, catching her arm to steady himself and nearly pulling her off 
balance with him.


"I know, Mr. Mastin. Judith introduced us when Mike and I arrived. She's 
very pretty," Leslie said.


"Yeah, she's pretty...and a damned good lay."


"What is this we're drinking?" Leslie inquired in an attempt to temporarily 
divert the direction the conversation was taking. She had taken a few sips 
of the strange substance and could not identify it, but she was no drinker 
and had no real way of knowing if it was a common liquor or not.


"It's just French stuff, honey. It'll make you feel good," George slurred as 
he lifted his own glass for another ungentlemanly slug of the contents of 
his own portion. The first glow from what she had drunk was hitting her with 
a nerve-tingling prickle of sensation that was altogether unlike any other 
reaction she had known on the times she had indulged.


"Shit, there they go," the ugly man announced, delighted, as he pointed to 
Mike and Ethel walking off arm-in-arm down the corridor that led towards the 
back rooms of the house. "She'll have him all fired up and hotter'n a stud 
horse in a few minutes...I know my Ethel."


"I hope they have a good time," she beamed as she nodded and swallowed back 
the cry of protest that automatically rose to her throat. Mike had not even 
had the courtesy to look back at her, to give her, his wife, the slightest 
sign of recognition that she existed and might be suffering under the 
circumstances. She loved him so much, so deeply, that she was willing to do 
anything to keep him, even if it meant going to bed with some stranger at 
the party that evening. Now, though, she wished that her boorish host, 
George, would leave her alone so that whomever she was expected to be with 
would come along and the sordid business would be over with. She was strong 
enough now to bear whatever she had to do, she thought, but if she was kept 
waiting much longer, her courage might fail her and the whole ordeal turn 
out to be even worse.


Then she watched Judith drift off with the young architect, a good-looking 
young bachelor named Bill, whom Leslie had been introduced to soon after she 
and her husband had arrived. The chic brunette was leading the bachelor off 
in the same direction that Mike and Ethel had gone.


"Looks like everybody's getting the same idea, don't it, baby?" George said 
with the same lewd sneer on his face that now seemed to be an expression he 
wore almost perpetually. "You know, even though my Ethel's a hot little 
number, you're no slouch yourself. Matter of fact, I think I'm gettin' the 
best deal tonight." With that, he put his arm down at his side and reached 
out to give Leslie's behind a playful, intimate pat. Normally, her immediate 
reaction to such insulting presumption on his, or any other man's, part 
would be to turn around and slap the offender's face with all her might. But 
not tonight-there was just too much at stake now and she knew that she had 
to curb her personal feelings, even though it meant having to suffer this 
repulsive man's impudence. God knows, she did not want to ruin the whole 
affair by insulting her host...Mike would never even consider trying to work 
things out, ever again, if she embarrassed him by being a "square" in front 
of all these sophisitcated, swinging people.


"How's that green stuff in your glass? Feel anything yet?" George asked, 
screwing up his freakish face to give her a lascivious wink.


"It's nice, Mr. Mastin...kind of sweet," she said sweetly, shaking her long, 
honey-colored mane of hair as she nodded her head up and down to show how 
much she liked it. Actually, she really was beginning to like the strange 
taste of the cocktail and lifted the tall glass to her lips for another 
drink, this time taking down a greater amount than she had been. The stuff 
was relaxing her all over and she felt a warm pleasant glow spreading out 
from her tummy to her limbs, and her mind was not filled now with any hints 
of the thoughts that she had been trying to fight off before. She found that 
she could fully admit to herself without shaking inside that Mike was off 
somewhere in the house with Ethel, probably alone with the sorrel-haired 
hostess in some room...getting ready to do to her what he had done to Judith 
that day. That day? Golly, it seemed ages ago and it was just last Sunday.


She swallowed off the rest of her drink and began to wonder which man she 
would draw for the evening's fun. She flushed slightly at the thought but 
could not keep herself from sweeping her eyes around the now less-crowded 
room at the guests who were still engaged in conversation and drinking the 
same greenish concoction that she had just finished. Some of the men were 
awfully attractive and well-dressed and gave an appearance of suave charm. 
Several of them had been watching her out of the corners of their eyes as 
they talked with their own women. But Leslie was not sure that all of these 
people were members of the group, since many of them looked much too 
dignified and reserved to be involved in a partner-swapping group. She 
wished she knew the full score about how these club sessions were 
arranged...and what she was supposed to do. Whatever, she hoped that too 
much would not be demanded of her and yet if she drank enough at first, she 
could probably go through with it. It would be something she would never 
have dreamed of before last Sunday's shocking events, but maybe it would 
somehow help save her relationship with her husband and at the same time 
give him back some of his own medicine.


"Yesiree, I'm pretty damned sure I'm gettin' the best end of the deal, now 
that I've had a good look at you," George said. Leslie had forgotten about 
him standing close beside her and was startled for a second at the sound of 
his voice. He was still giving her that freakish grin, a kind of grimace 
between a smile and a sneer, as he ran his eyes appreciatively over the full 
length of her curvaceous young body. She felt a little shiver run through 
her as he undressed her with his eyes and suddenly it hit her with full 
force what he had meant by saying that he was getting the best deal. Good 
Lord, he, this ugly creep, actually intended to take her to bed!


"I-I don't understand, Mr. Mastin," she said, hoping that he would 
laughingly admit that he was only kidding and her dreadful suspicion would 
be proved wrong.


"Come on, Leslie, call me George," he said as he gave her another, harder 
pat on her firm buttocks. "And what do you mean you don't understand? Didn't 
anyone tell you the rules? First-timers make it with whoever's holdin' the 
party...Well, Ethel and me's givin' this one and that's why your hubby's 
with my old lady, 'cause you're with me, baby. You're damned lucky, too, 
'cause I'm about the best lay in town."


"Oh, no...I can't," Leslie protested meekly.


"Goddammit, you'd better or go tell your horny husband that it's all off, 
done!" he said threateningly. She was momentarily repulsed by the thought of 
letting this beast touch her, but then she remembered that, like them or 
not, she had agreed to play the swap game according to the rules. And there 
was Mike-he would only laugh sarcastically and say that she was more 
concerned with her silly fear of sex than doing something that might help 
solve their crippling sexual problems. Not only that, he was having his 
share of the fun, she rationalized, remembering the sight of him heading off 
with Ethel towards the rear of the house. What could she lose? She was no 
virgin anymore, anyway.


"No, you didn't understand what I meant, Mr.


Mastin...I mean, George...I only meant I can't be like everyone else until I 
know what I'm supposed to do. But now you've explained, so it's okay," she 
said persuasively, an apologetic smile on her face. Slowly, her panic 
lessened and calm resignation once more came over her as she stood waiting 
for fate to take its toll. The skinny man seemed to be satisfied with what 
she had said and pressed closer to her, circling her waist with his right 
arm as he guided them through the others blocking the path to the 
dimly-lighted corridor that Mike and so many others had taken that night.


"George, may I have some more of that French cocktail first?"


"Sure, just a sec," he promised as he veered into the kitchen and left her 
standing there. Despite her decision to play by the rules, she wanted some 
more fortification to deaden her nerves and make her less aware of what was 
to come. She was trying, to be brave but she still had a little modesty left 
and making love with George Mastin would hardly be a grand experience.


He returned in no time at all with a nearly full bottle of the exotic liquor 
in one hand, spilling some as he walked, and when he came up to her he 
grabbed the blonde housewife's waist again. They had walked only a few feet 
when Leslie stopped in her tracks and pointed to the bottle.


"Is it all right if I have some...first," she asked gently as she reached 
for the bottle. He shrugged his bony shoulders and stood waiting impatiently 
as she hoisted it with both hands to her mouth and drank several generous 
shots, more than had been in her full glass. The liquid flowed smoothly down 
her throat, cooling it, and she could feel it taking hold. When that had 
settled, she raised the bottle again and gulped down some more, grateful for 
the glowing liglitheaded feeling it gave her. But there was more than just 
the relaxing effect; now there was a sort of teasing tickle, a faintly 
erotic sensation in her breasts and pulsing with increasing intensity down 
in her pubic region.


"Jeez, you really like that stuff, huh? Good, you'll be better later too," 
George muttered.


"Where are Mike and Ethel...which room?" Leslie said thickly, the liquor 
affecting her more and more. "Maybe we could join them and have even more 
kicks."


"Shit, that's a good idea, baby. They're right down there in that second 
room from the end," he pointed, aiming his finger at a closed door near the 
end of the hallway. "That's where she always likes to take them...plenty of 
room and three big beds if they get tired of screwing in the same bed and 
decide to change around. A little change once in awhile don't hurt nobody, 
right?" he chuckled with obvious delight in his own pun.


The notion of taking on this perfect stranger in the same room with Mike and 
Ethel gave Leslie a weird kind of amusement as well. She felt George nudge 
close again and then suddenly wrap hia arms around her as he leaned down to 
lock his sneering lips on hers, his tongue probing wetly into her mouth. At 
first she was taken off balance but an unanticipated thrill ran down her 
spine and she began to suck gently on the searching lance, letting her young 
body melt into his in the dimness of the corridor. She could feel herself 
begin to tremble from the excitement of another man's kiss, even this man's, 
and the last of her nervous doubt faded slowly away. He held the kiss long 
and hard and she could feel an acute jerk where his loins pressed into the 
softness of her stomach. He was getting hard down there and she sensed a 
sudden tensing in her own breasts as the tips smashed hard against his 
chest. Shame no longer pervaded her being and she had no desire to defend 
herself against this stranger who looked like a misfit in the human race. 
She felt a warm moisture between her youthful thighs and her own loins began 
an involuntary pushing movement against him.


"Goddam, I sure am ready to screw," he hissed at her after they had broken 
the kiss.


"Me too, right away," she purred. His words, obscene as they were, 
stimulated her more and the girl was not even ashamed of telling him that 
she was also anxious to start the raw act itself. She reached down between 
their bodies and boldly stroked his throbbing penis, feeling more 
wonderfully wicked and evil than she ever had before in all her life. The 
pulsing sensation in her breasts moved down her body to her thighs and 
danced there magically for a while as he sharply drew in his breath from the 
excitement of her touch. She was really special, a rare treat, and he was 
thankful as hell that Judith Harrington had introduced him to the club. 
Shit, where else could he dig up sweet young pieces like Leslie Stewart who 
were just as hot for a good honest fuck as he was and had been all his life? 
He planned to give her all she wantedand more!


"Get them clothes off," he ordered harshly, unable to stand the torment of 
his lust for her another moment. "I'll stick 'em in that closet with mine, 
so nobody'll know you ain't bein' a lady," he added with a snigger at what 
he again decided was further evidence of his own cleverness. Leslie's hands 
trembled slightly as she obeyed and unfastened her dress. She lifted the 
loosened garment over her head and dropped it carefully to the floor. Then 
she reached behind her again and unhooked her bra, sucking in her breath as 
the cool air laved her nipples and caused the rose-colored tips to leap to 
erection. The blonde dropped the dainty brassiere on top of her dress. That 
she was practically naked in front of a strange man sent thrilling chills 
over her flesh, exciting her more along with the drinks and the 
passion-inciting brief contact with George only a minute or so ago. The 
thought that she would soon be having sex with this man she hardly knew in a 
bed next to Mike added to the forbidden heat of the. adventure. As she 
slipped out of her black panties she could hear


George rapidly shedding his clothing and felt a tiny spark of amusement at 
his impatience to get at her.


"Give 'em here, baby," he said impatiently. She picked them up and handed 
them to him, watching him as he strode quickly to the closet and pulled it 
open to toss their discarded clothes on the handiest shelf. When he turned 
to come back, she gasped aloud at the awesome sight of his great jutting 
penis. It was much longer and thicker than Mike's and swayed heavily from 
side to side, despite its rising hardness, as he walked. It was absolutely 
fantastic, some kind of miracle! She could not believe her own eyes...and 
yet there it was, protruding outwards and upwards from his hairy groin like 
an enormous telephone pole. His testicles looked as big as good-sized lemons 
and danced far down between his scrawny thighs to the rhythm of his every 
step. Leslie was both astonished and fascinated at the same time by the 
unbelievable spectacle she witnessed. Heavens, did he really think that she 
could take such an abnormally huge cock inside her? Even Mike had nearly 
split her up the middle with his much smaller shaft.


When George had crossed the short distance back to her, he reached out again 
and began to run his hands over her naked flesh, pawing and squeezing the 
silky roundness until her amazement waned away and passion took over with 
renewed intensity. She stood still, her arms at her sides, trembling all 
over from the wicked sensations coursing through her. He dropped his head to 
her full, firm breast, cupping it with one hand, and sucked the hard 
throbbing nipple deep into his wet mouth. She groaned and swayed against the 
wall, almost falling. Her brain was spinning like a top but she had just 
enough reason left to push away.


"Please, George, let's go into the bedroom now," she whispered hoarsely. "I 
want Mike to see us together."


He shook his head in exasperation but grabbed her arm quickly and led her up 
to the door in question. He carefully eased it open and pushed it back until 
the room was filled with soft light from the hallway. Leslie's eyes were not 
used to the slightly darker interior and she allowed George to lead the way 
to the closest empty bed. Then, when she grew accustomed to the change and 
was able to get her bearings a little, she scanned the room until at last 
she was able to make out the outline of two people on the bed just opposite 
the one that she and George were standing by.


It was Ethel and Mike!


Even though Leslie knew they would be in there, her drugged mind reeled for 
an instant as her eyes began to adjust and she could focus more clearly on 
the woman who was bending over her husband's loins. Leslie could hear the 
strange sounds they made, sort of faint wet sucking noises, noises she had 
never heard before...She could not imagine what George's wife was doing to 
Mike, but then the couple's forms became distinct and she knew. Ethel was 
giving him what Leslie had heard about but never seen...a "blow-job" the 
term some of the girls in college had used to refer to the obscene sexual 
act. And the two of them were enjoying it so much that they were completely 
oblivious to the fact that the door was wide open and others were in the 
room with them.


What if this man wanted her to do the same thing to him? she thought to 
herself. Could she bring herself to perform the debasing act without 
wretching? She wished she had drunk more of the pale green liquid to make 
whatever was going to happen a little easier. But, in his haste to take 
advantage of her young body, George had left the bottle somewhere out in the 
hall after taking a final swig himself.


"Come on, let's get with it," her gawky-looking escort growled under his 
breath. He pushed the beautiful blonde backwards and guided her slowly down 
on the empty bed. The touch of it across her back gave her a charge of new 
sensation. It felt almost like doeskin and was warm and firm even though she 
had expected it to be cold. She squirmed her back against it like a sinuous 
cat and then sensed the bed sag from his weight as he lay down beside her. 
George seemed not to care whether or not he was quiet and swore 
appreciatively as he moved closer and felt the smooth, tantalizing curves of 
her body pressed warmly against his. Leslie was certain.that Mike and Ethel 
could hear them and would suddenly jump up in surprise to identify the 
intruders. But nothing happened and the lewd sucking sounds continued 
without letup.


Leslie waited quietly as George pressed his naked angularity closer to her 
softness, his huge cock digging into her thigh and smearing it with the 
slippery semen that leaked out from the hole on the end. He moved his 
hideous, snarling lips down to her shoulder and began to nibble on the 
smooth white skin, sending a lovely chill through her that raised tiny 
goose-bumps all over her. She quivered involuntarily from the sudden 
unexpected sensation and writhed with desire beneath him.


"That's soooooo nicccee," she sighed out, forgetting for that moment that 
her own husband was not more than a dozen feet away from her in the same 
room. She reached down and shamelessly grasped the mammoth cock gouging into 
her bare thigh with both hands. Her slim fingers were not long enough to 
encircle it but she gripped more firmly until he groaned and twitched 
against her. Then, edging over a few inches on the bed, away from him, she 
began to move both hands slowly up and down the tremendous length in a 
teasing milking motion. He groaned again, louder.


"I'm gonna screw you silly," he snarled viciously. "You're gonna get this 
big old prick stuck up in you like you never dreamed, you sweet little 
bitch."


Surely Mike had not missed hearing that, Leslie thought with gratifying 
revenge; he must know by now that she was lying there on the next bed with 
this grotesque, yet wonderfully-equipped freak of a man, George Mastin. She 
let loose a loud groan herself as George lowered his mouth to the closest 
swollen breast and bit down harshly on the pebble-hard nipple, tugging on it 
with clenched teeth as his eager tongue swirled hotly around the tip like a 
lizard running in tiny tight circles.


When she struggled to regain her senses a little, Leslie suddenly realized 
that the sucking sounds on the other bed had ceased and that the room was 
still except for George's fast panting gasps beside her. , "Come on, Mike 
honey, it's nothing but somebody else having fun over there, just like us. 
Let me finish sucking you off," a high female voice pled. Then there was a 
short silence and the sound of Ethel's lips nodding up and down on Mike's 
penis resumed the 'flame wet, slurping tempo as before.


But George was obviously not interested in paying attention to anything else 
but the delicious roundness of the young morsel who was driving him mad with 
her hands and the thought of what he was on the verge of doing to her. His 
mouth played on with her firm proud breasts, moving desperately from one to 
the other and sometimes pausing between them to lick wetly up and down the 
narrow valley they formed. After a few more minutes of feasting there, he 
bent his neck and slid his lips slowly down to her heaving belly, his cock 
slipping out of her hands as he backed up on his side to gain better access 
to her navel, bringing small gasps and mewls of pleasure from her open 
mouth. He shifted lower, then, maddening flashes of indecent pleasure 
trailing after his gently nipping teeth and teasing tongue. Leslie felt her 
soft creamy thighs being pressed rudely open and she gave no resistance as 
the gaunt, disgusting monster haunched down between them. She drew in her 
breath with a gulp as she felt his fingers spread open the down-fringed lips 
of her vagina and the coolness of the air caressed her there. His tongue 
flicked forward, the pointed tip darting out to moistly titillate the 
pulsing bud of her erect clitoris. He moved his fingers down and parted wide 
the entrance of her cunt as he ran his tongue down and thrust it deep in the 
palpitating opening.


"Oh yesss, that's gooooood," she assured him in a long low moan that filled 
the room. She splayed her legs out farther and pulled back her knees so that 
her bottom was turned up fully to his face. He kept up his beautiful 
cunt-licking until he was certain that she was aroused to the point where he 
wanted her.


"Okay, kid, roll over and get on your hands and knees so I can slip it to 
you dog-style," he said brusquely as he lifted his mouth from her fiery 
slit. She wanted to beg him to continue his thrilling tongue-fucking but 
obeyed without a word, hoping that he was going to do something even more 
wonderful to her still almost girlish but nevertheless enticingly shaped 
body. She raised herself up until she was crouching with all fours on the 
bed longways, her buttocks facing the man behind her. She felt his fingers 
begin to knead her flesh hungrily, crawling over her naked behind and 
finally descending down towards the crevice between the soft white moons. He 
spread them gently apart and searched lower with his fingers between the 
warm, throbbing lips of her pussy.


He pushed into her, moistening the tip of his middle finger from the wetness 
of her pussy secretions and slowly withdrew it to stroke up the crevice 
towards her tiny, virginal anus. He mumbled incoherently in the delirium of 
having this young voluptuous body twisting under the probing of his hands. 
The tip of his finger, slippery from her vaginal juices, circled tauntingly 
around the tight puckered ring guarding the entrance to her rectum for a 
moment and then dropped down for more of the lubricating moistness from her 
cunt.


After wetting the cringing nether ring again, he suddenly pushed in his 
finger with a sudden, unexpected thrust that sank it deep inside. Leslie 
jerked forward from the unexpected digging pain and George clamped his other 
hand solidly on her flank to prevent her from moving away.


"Aagghh," the blonde blurted out, choking back her scream to keep Mike from 
hearing proof of her agony. Despite how she was being hurt and humiliated, 
the last thing in the world she wanted was that her husband might discover 
that she was experiencing pain, not pleasure. Muffled grunts of protest 
escaped her lips as


George Mastin dug deeper and deeper, expanding the tightness of her rectum 
until she thought she would lose her mind from the cruel probing invasion of 
his finger. Then, just as the pain began to lessen a little, she felt his 
insert another finger alongside the first and begin to ream and stretch her 
in small excruciating jabs and rotations. There was nothing she could do but 
kneel there and submit to the fiendish desires of the ugly man behind her.


"Jesus, I'm gonna love this, baby. Feels like that tight little asshole is 
as cherry as can be," George whispered lewdly behind her as he continued his 
screwing and stretching of her back passage with both big-knuckled fingers.


"Please, George, s-stop," she begged softly as she twisted her head back to 
see the man hovering over her behind.


"Now don't you worry, sweetie. I'm only gonna show you somethin' new," he 
sneered evilly. He threw a hasty glance over at the couple on the next bed 
and grinned when he saw that they were both locked in the throes of their 
own lust, paying no mind at all to him and the girl before him.


Leslie could not bring herself to believe what he was proposing. This lewd, 
devil of a man must have lost his reason! She had prepared herself for 
almost anything, she thought; she had been willing to go along with whatever 
he wanted and had even been eager to show Mike that she could respond like a 
normal woman in bed...But this was not human! It was sick, depraved, 
horrible! Surely he had meant something else. No one, not even George 
Mastin, would actually make love to her there.


Shivering with fear, she clenched her legs and buttocks tightly together 
behind her in reaction to the awful thought. God knows, his two fingers had 
been agonizing alone-if he tried to put his huge penis in there, it would 
kill her. Then, through the haze of her dread, she felt George's strong wiry 
hands drawing the cheeks of her buttocks open. She tried hard to hold them 
tensed together but the pressure of this thumbs inserted in the moist 
crevice was more than she could resist. They were stretched cruelly away 
from each other until she could feel the rush of cool air against the hot 
valley between her legs. She sensed the tip of his finger again dropping to 
lubricate its length with her cuntal juices and pull away for a moment. Then 
she felt it once more, and again. The last time, though, he moved up to swab 
her own slippery moistness on the elastic entrance of her naked rectum as 
she squeezed the tiny portal tight in an effort to prevent the brutal 
penetration that she knew was coming.


Tears of shame and fright ran down her cheeks as she realized that he had 
not been kidding and fully intended to do what she suspected. He was really 
going to worm that long thing deep in her sensitive rectum in an unnatural 
act of lust that she had not even known existed. Leslie knew she would never 
live through it, that she could never again face others after this beastly 
murder of her pride. She cringed her backside away from him, but the attempt 
was useless, for he planted the sweating palm of his hand on the small of 
her back and pushed down hard, trapping her between the mattress and his 
surprisingly strong restraint.


He forced her trembling jack-knifed legs open wider with his knees, dropping 
his head to her ass-cheeks to lick wetly at the crevice between them, 
moistening the exposed tiny hole in readiness for the greater penetration.


"Move your ass up higher," the man suddenly snarled, anticipating with 
satanic glee this ultimate subjugation of her tender young body. He was 
positive that she had had damned little, if any, previous experience in bed 
with a man, and it gave him the greatest satisfaction possible to know that 
he was about to introduce the pretty little blonde housewife to the finer 
aspects of real sexual pleasure...But she had not obeyed him!


Leslie felt his hand on her hip jerk her smoothly rounded buttocks up high 
in the air behind her, waving there as if in open invitation to the cruel 
ravishment about to occur. Her anal flesh throbbed in abject defenselessness 
and she was held wide and helpless, presented up to him so that he could 
take her at will. Regardless of how terrible it would be, she made up her 
mind that she would be just as brave as she could and not let Mike know that 
she was suffering and ashamed. If she failed to hang onto herself, it would 
only confirm his belief that she was a silly coward and just one more frigid 
wife. As degrading as it was, George Mastin's rape of her behind might 
convince her sulking husband that they also could take joy in marital sex as 
often as they liked...and maybe later they would be happy enough with each 
other in bed and would not be forced to seek fulfillment with strangers.


George grasped impatiently at Leslie's hips, holding them steady before him 
as she felt the thick, massive cock-head impress itself in the moist naked 
split of her buttocks. She gasped in surprise at the first shocking contact. 
Oh God! God! she moaned inwardly, it would never, never fit! She could never 
take that in her rectum without being ripped to pieces! The terrified victim 
jerked forward again in another futile attempt to move away from him, but 
the man's hands quickly locked harder on her rounded flanks so she could not 
move. The hair of his thin legs brushed irritatingly against the insides of 
hers as his enormous searching cock probed along the crevice of her fleshy 
upturned globes. His hands worked down her buttocks until once again his 
thumbs poked forward to pry open the tight little hole of her futilely 
clenched anus. Then, she felt a probing between the thumbs that was smooth 
and rubbery at first and then became an unyielding bluntness. The tight, 
clenching anal flesh finally gave way before the torturous pressure and the 
hard, throbbing tip popped inside her with a quick jerk. Leslie swallowed a 
scream of anguish and then groaned again, but the choked-back sounds of her 
torment went unheeded. There was no help for her. She was alone in the world 
and all that existed was the searing agony of her anus from the huge glans 
splitting it open. The blunt intrusion of his thick cock vibrated through 
every fibre of her body, pushing the soft rubbery flesh of her 
widely-stretched rectal passage in great waves of pain before it. It drove 
into her backside ceaselessly like the bulging girth of an oak tree, 
impaling her on it. She moaned in submission with her eyes gaping open in 
horror until suddenly she felt the coarse hair of his groin grazing the 
youthful white orbs of her buttocks. His lustfully pulsating cock was buried 
in her all the way to the hilt and she was spitted on the throbbing hardness 
like a young lamb being served up for an aboriginal fete. She had never felt 
so used and debauched in her life...Not even her own husband's calloused 
rape of her cunt had been this completely obscene and debasing...If she 
could somehow survive this, she knew she could live through anything after.


George Mastin leered down like a demented maniac at the great measure of his 
punishing cock lunging into her. Even in the dim light he could see how it 
pulled thin ridges of her dilated flesh out with the base of his prick as he 
pulled back for another unmerciful lunge inside. Leslie could hear his 
growls of pleasure floating through the room and found herself wishing that 
her body would melt and deprive him of the sadistic delight it gave him.


* * *


Mark Harrington, a distinguished-looking man of late middle-age, rapped 
again at the door of tfce Mastin house. He had just driven back to 
Pettsville from Maine and was surprised to discover that his wife, Judith, 
was not at their home. While giving the house a cursory check for some clue 
to where she might be, he had found a memo pad beside the telephone on which 
was scribbled something about an appointment that Wednesday evening at 
George's place. At first, he wanted to telephone her there and spare himself 
an unnecessary trip in case he had read the memo wrong, but then, on a whim, 
he had decided to drive over and give her a little thrill with his sudden, 
unannounced appearance.


He knocked again. This time the not fully closed door sprang open and he 
heard the strains of upbeat music and a mixture of garbled human voices that 
seemed to rise and fall excitedly. It sounded like a party, he decided, and 
remembered the strange assortment of cars parked outside along the curb just 
in front of the house. After a moment of speculation, he pushed open the 
door and stepped quietly inside, turning then to ease the heavy door shut 
behind him. He started up the stairs and was about to call out for George or 
Ethel when he spotted what was taking place in the living room.


There were about eight people paired off and in varying states of undress as 
they fondled each other's exposed genitals or openly fucked and sucked one 
another. One couple was making it on the couch, another while sitting in an 
overstuffed chair, and the others were scattered around the room on the 
floor.


"Well, I'll be a son-of-a-bitch," Mark swore to himself in an undertone as 
he stood unnoticed halfway up the stairs and watched the erotic performances 
of the men and women before him. It was a damned stirring sight to behold 
and most of the women were attractive, shapely pieces, too. He was reminded 
of the hot secretary he had spent most of last week with shacking up in a 
lodge on the Maine coast, partaking at least once a day of her delectable 
feminine charms. He had forgotten to make his twice-weekly calls to Judith 
and, on the drive home, had wracked his brain to come up with a believable 
explanation for his failure to get in touch. But there was no great cause to 
worry, he thought, as his liaison with the torrid secretary had not been the 
first time he had taken advantage of his freedom on the road. There had been 
plenty of other girls, other lies to account for extended absences or the 
letters and calls she expected of him.


Then he began to wonder if Judith was there, and if so, where? What on earth 
would she be doing at an orgiastic affair like this? He realized that she 
was a passionate bitch, but she had always behaved herself around him as 
though he were the only desirable male in the entire universe. Maybe, just 
maybe...


"Hello there," a vixenish tall raven-haired woman said to him as she strode 
Iangorously out of the kitchen with a drink in her hand. She was clad in 
nothing but panties and a skimpy bra...Mark could see the dark patch of 
pubic hair showing through the veneer-like gauze of her underpants.


"Hello yourself, doll," Mark smiled. "I'm a friend of George Mastin's and 
just dropped by to see my wife...and maybe stay awhile to have some fun."


"Well, if you're looking for fun, you certainly came to the right 
place...We're having a ball tonight," the half-naked woman purred 
suggestively. "But wait a minute, are you a member of the club?"


"Club? ...Oh, yeah, don't worry," Mark affirmed as the truth of the 
situation dawned on him. He began to realize that he had unknowingly 
stumbled in on a session of some sort of sex cult or swapping group. The 
very idea amused him no end and it occurred to him that perhaps his 
unnecessarily long business trips had been cheating him out of exciting 
sexual escapades right here at home. Christ, when he wanted a strange piece 
of tail while stopping over in some city or remote sales area, he had to 
break his ass going through the usual pickup routine to get it.


"I was just wondering," the woman went on, "because I'm from out-of-town and 
I've never seen you at any of the meetings...but then, sometimes I forget 
the men I've been with."


"Well, I certainly wouldn't forget you, baby,"


Mark said flatteringly as he eyed her lean, feline body. "Maybe later, okay? 
Right now, though, can you tell me where a woman called Judith is? She's got 
shiny brown hair and a beautiful chest." The promiscuous-looking woman 
thought for several seconds with her fingernail scratching her chin and 
suddenly brightened with recognition.


"Sure, I know her. I met her this evening. I think she's with the architect 
guy in the last room on the right at the end of the hall over there," she 
pointed. "Here, have a big drink of this before you go back...It'll save 
time." Mark Harrington took the full glass she offered and drank down a few 
large gulps of the light green liquid, thanked her and moved off in the 
direction that she had suggested. His mind raced with curiosity and an 
inexplicable flood of relief as he approached the corridor.


"I'll be damned," he chortled as he considered the irony of the thing. Here 
he was, feeling guilty as hell because of the many times he had bedded down 
women behind Judith's back, and all the while she was skipping around to 
local orgies and getting all the cock she needed to keep her content. And he 
had never suspected a thing! So? He was certainly in no position to blame 
her, but he wished now that she had let him in on the deal so they could 
have been sharing the fun together...And more, if she really was back in the 
room with some horny stud, it would take a tremendous load of worry off his 
mind. They could be openly honest about the methods and partners they used 
to satisfy what were after all basic natural needs common to everyone.


He crept stealthily along the carpeted hallway, slipping quietly out of his 
coat and loosening his tie as he went. The last bedroom door was closed but 
the one next to it was swung fully open and just a few feet this side of it 
there was a partially-full bottle of the liquid that seemed to be the same 
as what he had drunk from the black-haired woman's glass. Whatever it was, 
it was agreeing with his system and he felt a feverish charge of exquisite 
pleasure tripping warmly through his nerves and eventually centering with 
prickling intensity in his loins.


"What the hell, I might as well have another nip," he mumbled as he stooped 
down to pick up the bottle. Tilting up the decanter-like vessel to his 
mouth, he drank two more substantial slugs and savored the smooth, velvety 
taste as it caressed his palate and flowed down his throat like a thin, 
soothing cream. A piquant spasm of sensuality seized him just as he heard 
the sounds of low moans and wetness echoing out of the room with the open 
door. After bending down to place his coat and the bottle side by side on 
the floor, he tip-toed quietly up to the doorway and peered cautiously 
inside. It took him only a moment to adjust his eyes to the fainter 
illumination in the bedroom and soon he could determine the sources of the 
strange sounds he had heard a few steps away in the hallway. There seemed to 
be two couples, one on each of the beds parallel to each other on either 
side of the room, and he could see them just well enough to tell that they 
were really going at it and did not know or care that he was watching. Then 
he took a careful step into the room for a better view of this interesting 
scene, his own desire beginning to charge his loins with sexual voltage. The 
woman on the bed to the left was draped over the thighs of some 
powerfully-built young buck, sucking his erect penis like an expert. 
Although he did not recognize the man, the woman looked familiar even in the 
dim light...He stepped closer to the couple on the chance he might be able 
to identify her.


Hell, it was Ethel! No wonder she was going at it with such competence and 
zeal, Mark tittered to himself, as he knew that Ethel Mastin loved sex so 
much that she rarely talked about anything else and had even subtly 
propositioned him several times when he and Judith had been drinking with 
the Mastins after dinner parties or during informal cocktail affairs at each 
other's homes. She was a damned promising, appealing wench, too, even if she 
was dumb, but he had been afraid to reciprocate with interested attention 
for fear that his own wife would notice and make life miserable for him with 
a tirade of jealousy as well as a demand that all his time away from home 
had to be accounted for on a day-to-day basis...which would have cut into 
his fun and freedom considerably.


Christ, if he had only known then what he had learned so far tonight!


Now, though, he was curious to know what was happening on the other bed and 
turned slowly to take the few prudently quiet steps necessary to see the 
action.


By God, it was old George himself, the ugly bastard, humping his skinny 
scarecrow of a body against some poor, sweet-looking girl's naked 
behind...Then, his curiosity provoking him on, Mark edged forward another 
foot for a better glimpse of the girl's face and was all but floored for a 
second when he finally recognized her, blonde hair and all...Leslie, the 
girl next door! Judith had told him all about her, how lonely and innocent 
she was with her new husband away in Vietnam, and then one day his wife had 
introduced him to the lovely young thing. He recalled thinking then that it 
was a shame and terrible waste that the girl's fine, enticing body was 
reserved for her soldier-husband and not getting the loving it probably 
needed. But her husband was supposed to be home now -Judith had mentioned it 
the last time he called her-and was working for a trucking firm in the area. 
And yet here she was, the same Leslie Stewart, making it with creepy George, 
the biggest clown in town. It made no sense whatsoever.


But Mark was more interested in the girl, not why she was there on the bed, 
and felt his cock jerk and stiffen in his trousers as he stood watching her 
whole body rock like a human earthquake from the slamming movements of the 
man behind her. Just the sight of it made


Mark boiling hot and he suddenly decided on the spot that he had to have a 
go at her too, right now! He hoped Judith was having a ball...a great 
one...because he planned to have one just as soon as he could get his 
clothes off.


Back in the corridor, Mark took another man-size belt of the green stuff in 
the bottle and put it down on the floor again, knocking it over accidentally 
in his frenzied haste to get himself ready for his share of the thrilling 
sport taking place in the bedroom...He paused briefly to watch the syrupy 
liquid spread in a stain on the carpet, soaking in, and shrugged his 
shoulders.


"The hell with it. I'll pay them...later," he frowned as his hands flew to 
his clothes and began hurriedly to unfasten buttons and zippers.


* * *


George Mastin's pelvis smacked loudly against Leslie's soft quivering 
ass-cheeks as he grunted and fucked to the depths of her rectum. His mammoth 
balls swung hard against the moist hole of her vagina and she whimpered, but 
like the slave she had become, she knelt there in degrading submission. The 
pain was not as intense now and a strange masochistic pleasure had taken 
hold of her body along with the discomfort. She began to push backwards, 
slowly at first, until suddenly the increased sensation it caused gained 
even more control of her and she found herself meeting his fiendish lunges 
faster and faster. Nothing seemed to matter now but the agony of the 
exquisite swirling sensations rippling over every inch of her lovely naked 
flesh. Despite everything, there was now only passion in the place of the 
shame and humiliation of before, and the uncontrollable spasms of delight 
grew wilder with each buffeting slam of his huge jabbing cock. She writhed 
and bucked beneath his wanton charges, gasping and muttering the few lewd 
words she knew that came to her anguished, doped mind.


George sensed her sudden lusty need and fucked into her with longer, deeper 
strokes. He tightened his grip on the rounded curves of her delicious white 
buttocks and started to pull her back over his thick inflated cock like 
slipping a sleeve over a huge arm. His eyes still bulged wide at the 
spectacle of her beautiful young body kneeling and twisting before him and 
the desire to hurt her tore through him as he drove forward with mighty 
thrusts that seared up her stretched asshole like a red-hot poker.


"Gaaaaaaaahlid!" she groaned helplessly, uncaring, but paused only a second 
before she began to fuck back again in time to the humping man's continuous 
rhythm. Suddenly, Leslie felt a hand groping out of nowhere at one of her 
wildly jiggling breasts, teasing the sensitive tip with light fingers. A 
rush of surprised delight coursed through her at the extra pleasure and she 
made no effort to avoid the bold, uninvited touch. Then she was vaguely 
conscious of the bed sinking a little as someone mounted it and moved up to 
just in front of her head.


"Here, baby, here's something else for you," a gruff male voice said above 
her. She opened her blue eyes as though out of sleep and saw a long, rigid 
penis jutting out from the hand that encircled its base, the glans only a 
few inches from her face. It was throbbing and ready but looked far more 
delicious than frightening to her. She actually wanted it, but how?


"Suck me, honey, just the way Ethel's sucking the guy on the other bed," the 
voice instructed eagerly.


"Yeah, go ahead," George said as he labored on behind her. "And do a good 
job, because he's a friend of mine."


She knew that this was a moment she should dread, but now, after all that 
had happened lately and so far this evening, it seemed a little silly to 
refuse. She was not even sure what she should do but the stranger's cock 
looked nice and she had already made up her mind to go all the way to save 
her marriage as well as revenge herself against Mike. Across the room, she 
could hear the sound of his ever-building ecstasy and managed to smile to 
herself as she thought of the shock he would feel when he finally saw his 
own pure little wife taking on two men at both ends at once.


Leslie was amazed at her own boldness as she continued to grind her buttocks 
back and meet George's pounding as well as she possibly could and at the 
same time bend up her arm to touch the cock in front of her. With both 
elbows still supporting her on the mattress, she pulled gently on the 
throbbing rod with one hand until the unknown man responded by moving 
forward on his knees until her lips were a bare inch away from the 
blood-filled head. She opened her mouth and breathed softly against it, 
allowing her hot breath to flow over the tip with a maddening slowness.


"Come on, suck it, suck it now," the anally impaled blonde heard him groan. 
But she taunted him a bit longer and then...as she skinned back the tiny bit 
of loose flesh just below the glans...her tongue flicked out, the pointed 
tip coming into warm wet contact with the end of the cock. She circled 
around the smooth rubbery flesh as the stranger moaned and twisted over her 
from the teasing she was giving him. The tip of her slowly exploring tongue 
found the small opening of the gland and darted wetly into it. It was 
already moist from the tiny droplets of seminal fluid seeping out from his 
rising desire. The sharp pungent taste and male odor caused her mouth to 
salivate and her nostrils to flare slightly. Her hand slid to the base of 
the hard prick, pushing his aside, and she gently grabed her nails over the 
soft, hairy flesh of his testicles.


She began to place moist warm kisses on the man's prick, beginning at the 
top and tracing a tantalizing path down the full length of it to the base, 
then wetly back up to the tip again. Leslie teased longer than she knew she 
should, but she was thoroughly rattled from the cock fucking her from behind 
and, even in her dazed state, found it difficult to take him into her mouth 
just yet...by her own choice.


But Mark Harrington was unable to wait. With the sudden strength of a bull, 
he reached down with his hands and grabbed two fistfuls of her long tawny 
hair, ramming his loins forward at her face. Leslie resisted at first, 
doubts springing up wildly in her mind, but it was too late to struggle. The 
thick spongy head crushed through her soft glistening lips, between the 
pearly white of her teeth and into the moistness of her mouth. She could 
feel the spongy stiffness rub along the full length of her tongue and imbed 
itself almost in her throat. She closed her eyes again to keep from choking 
and searched her brain uselessly for some magic means to escape the obscene 
thing in her head, filling her mouth with its pulsing thickness and 
protruding from her lips like a huge pulsating banana.


"Oooh, yes, that's fiiinnne, but suck harder, harrrrrder," Mark hissed down 
at her with selfish ardor until she began to pump her mouth up and down on 
him, her ovaled pink lips tightening for greater suction as she drew back to 
the swollen head.


* * *


It had taken Mike longer than he thought it would to reach his climax. Even 
though Ethel Mastin, their host's wife, had given him the best blow job of 
his life, his concentration had been interrupted several times by 
distracting gasps and other sounds from the bed on the opposite side of the 
room. It had sounded like a woman in pain, then sometimes as though she were 
insane with bursts of flaming erotic bliss. And he had heard male sounds, 
harsh commands and obscene grunts of satisfaction that he had been too 
impassioned to hear clearly enough to interpret. His face flushed with shame 
as he watched Ethel wipe the back of her hand across her chin to clean off 
the sticky remnants of the sperm that still leaked down from the corners of 
her mouth. This was the second time he had cheated with another woman behind 
Leslie's back...and he had enjoyed it again.


He wondered where she was now, if perhaps she had left for home when the 
going got rough in the living room. Sure, she had gone with him and 
play-acted, pretending not to be ruffled when the regular members got brazen 
and down to serious business. Nor had she made any trouble when he and 
George's wife had left for this very room. Still, he felt guilty and worried 
if some man had tried to drag Leslie off against her will for the same 
selfish reason he had come here and urged Ethel to suck him off.


"Hey, Mike, what's wrong with you?" Ethel asked indignantly. "You too tired 
to do me, now that you've had yours?"


"No, I was just resting a second," Mike answered, blinking open his eyes to 
gaze wearily at the impatient woman.


"Boy, you must be a sissy. Look over there at your wife-she isn't tired, not 
the way she's going," Ethel said with a jeer as she pointed across the room.


Godalmighty, it was Leslie! His wife! She was trapped between George and a 
man he had never seen before, grinding and bucking her ass back against one 
and then diving forward to get all she could of the other's cock in her 
mouth...The redhead lifted his head and turned on his side to take a long, 
careful look at the nakedly writhing trio, to make absolutely certain that 
his eyes were not playing a horrible trick on him...No, he was not 
hallucinating, seeing something not really there; even though his beautiful 
young wife's face was twisted with lust and her mouth was stretched and 
contorted almost beyond recognition, there was no doubt in his mind that it 
was his very own wife sandwiched obscenely between the pair of sex-crazed 
men...and seeming to like it! And he had been worried about her, afraid that 
she might be off crying or pouting somewhere!


After the initial shock of the story she had told him about her frequent 
attendance at the swap meetings, he had had doubts that it was true. But 
there was no doubt now. There she was, mumbling and crooning with an 
abandoned ecstasy that he had never been able to bring from her, no matter 
how hard he had tried.


"I wish I could be in her place now," Ethel complained as she too strained 
her eyes for a clear view of the lurid performance on the other bed. When 
she suddenly swiveled back to Mike and reached out to pull his face down 
towards her yearning groin, he pushed her aside and sat upright on the edge 
of the bed. He was raging with jealousy, but God, he was getting even more 
excited. He wished the light were brighter so he could see every detail. It 
was obvious that George's prick was unnaturally large and was stretching the 
helplessly impaled Leslie's tight, tiny back passage to impossible 
dimensions as the man pistoned in and out between the smooth yielding cheeks 
of her buttocks. And there was the older man, now fucking brutally into her 
roundly stretched mouth, arching up his hips to sink all he could of himself 
all the way into her throat when the young wife was thrown forward by a ram 
from behind.


Leslie's eyes were still closed and she was numb to everything around her 
except the lust-hardened cocks skewering her at both ends. She did not 
notice the sudden brightness in the room or hear the snap of the switch that 
caused it. Cranking their heads around towards the door, Mike and Ethel were 
simultaneously startled at the sight of Judith standing naked and tousled 
just inside the entrance, her eyes fixed in disbelief on the three crazed, 
interlocked bodies of George, Leslie and Mark himself...The dumbfounded 
brunette stared at the orgy as if she were seeing a mirage, just as Mike had 
at first, and then turned slightly to toss a questioning, puzzled glance at 
him and the fidgeting woman sitting beside him.


"Well, what have we here?" Judith asked in a low, conspiratorial tone. She 
was visibly flustered but there was also a hint of gloating glee in her walk 
as she crossed over to take a seat beside Mike and Ethel to watch them 
wildly buffeting young Leslie Stewart between them.


"Seems you're surprised too, seeing Leslie like that," Mike whispered to 
Judith. But his big-breasted neighbor merely snorted and slowly shook her 
head back and forth to show that the lovely blonde's behavior was not the 
basic reason at all for Judith's obvious surprise.


"That's Mark, my husband, the guy who's screwing your virtuous little bride 
in her mouth...just in case you didn't know," Judith said. "I could kick 
myself for stewing so much about whether he'd find out that I've been 
playing around when he's gone...God, look at him go!"


"Hey, you mean you really didn't know who he is?" Ethel asked the astonished 
Mike, elbowing him as she giggled over what seemed to be a hilarious joke to 
her.


"I...I've never met him and . . " His speech was cut short by loud thrashing 
and a long groan of agony-like passion from the far side of the bedroom. 
They all turned to watch intently as the two men suddenly sped up the pace 
of their double fucking into Leslie's voluptuous young body. From where he 
was sitting, Mike could plainly hear the rasping sound of heavy, coarse male 
breathing quickening and becoming more and more excited by the second...God, 
he wanted to fuck her now too. He wanted to make her respond just as she was 
now to show her that he could do just as well. The thought alone of kissing 
and touching her silky white flesh made his loins ache with renewed desire.


"Aaaaaaaah," George moaned as Leslie felt her thighs and buttocks swept wide 
apart by one last ass-crushing lunge, the huge, abnormal cock sliding as far 
as it could go in her belly. It began to jerk and spew its hot sticky liquid 
deep up inside her and she felt his lewd cum filling her asshole with a 
great rush as it flooded hotly into her, drowning her bowels. Then there 
were several convulsive jerks of his pelvis against the soft moons of her 
buttocks. With that, something strange began to take place in her own loins, 
a beautiful, electric, thrilling sensation that gathered in her nerves and 
threatened to burst them, building, building, closer and closer, 
faster...sharper.


She mumbled around the prick in her mouth and grunted in desperation as she 
fucked wildly against the one still oozing sperm in her rectum.


Then it happened.


She felt the glorious tremor of her own orgasm sweep through her body and 
her pussy flowered with warm flowing gushes of fluid from her own 
cumming...the first one she had had with a man actually inside her. Suddenly 
she felt the scrawny man behind her collapse backwards on the bed, his 
deflating penis popping out of her forever stretched rectum with a lewd wet 
popping sound. But she still had the stranger's hard cock in her mouth and 
wanted it to erupt in her throat and fill her stomach. She continued to 
manipulate the thrusting shaft and licked the spongy crown with her tongue 
on the out-stroke. Any second now he would cum, she could sense it, and the 
mere thought brought on fresh waves of lust inside her.


She sucked faster to keep pace with his ever-increasing tempo of thrusts. 
Mark looked down at the lust-wild young housewife's face and plunged his 
cock harder, deep, deep between her O-shaped lips and down into her velvet 
throat. Leslie pounded her head frantically until the long prick began a 
sudden spasmodic motion and she felt his hands shoot forward to hold both 
sides of her rosy-hued cheeks.


"Oooh, sheeeeeeeitt," he swore as his cock squirted hot jets of sperm deep 
in her throat. Leslie still sucked, swallowing the gushing cum, her neck 
constricting with the effort. But she continued on, swirling her bruised 
tongue around the cock-head to wipe him completely dry. His groans of 
pleasure slowly simmered to less noisy moans of contentment, his hands no 
longer pressing against her cheeks. Then she felt the big penis give one 
final spurt of the last remaining seminal liquid...the last of the precious 
load...and pull free from her lips like a cream coated banana. She had taken 
on two men together but her body still wanted more, more cocks to fuck her, 
more cocks to suck, for her newly-awakened senses were wonderfully sharp and 
anxious to enjoy all the sexual pleasure she could get.


She continued to kneel there on the bed, supported by her elbows and knees 
as her entire body quivered as though with fever, thin trails of cooling 
sperm still running lewdly out of her wide stretched anus and down the 
trembling insides of her rounded thighs. Several droplets of Mark 
Harrington's cum drained slowly down to her chin and hung in thin white 
strings until they finally dropped off on the bed. She kept her eyes tightly 
closed in order to cling to the little eddies of erotic joy that still ran 
through her from head to foot, but she could hear the heavy, labored 
breathing of the two men who had used her to vent their own pent-up sexual 
desires. A wanton shudder coursed through her limbs as she found herself 
wondering if they could do it again to her in a few minutes.


"Marvelous, marvelous!" Judith cheered as she clapped her hands together in 
applause. Leslie felt instant pulverizing shock and froze, not daring to 
breathe or open her eyes. Good Lord, she had forgotten about Mike! He must 
have seen everything that had happened towards the last, for surely he had 
cum long ago from Ethel's sucking of him. The blonde had wanted revenge but 
not to half kill her own husband with the sight of her rutting between two 
men like a wild animal.


"Huh?" Mark mumbled as he lifted his head and batted his eyes open and shut 
against the sudden bright light. He had been lying there panting, catching 
his breath with his eyes closed as well, when the familiar sound of his 
wife's voice reached his ears and it immediately occurred to him that she 
might be angry. Hell, she had not even known he was home-and it must have 
surprised her, to say the least, to walk in and find him naked and exhausted 
on the bed next to their beautiful young neighbor.


"I said that was marvelous, darling, a great show," Judith repeated. "You're 
all to be congratulated."


"Jeez, thanks, Mrs. Harrington," George wheezed, grinning from ear to ear. 
"That's a helluva compliment coming from you...Some of the guys told me 
you're really great in the sack." The skinny man looked from face to face, 
nodding and smiling at everyone as though he alone were the hero of the 
evening and had somehow miraculously designed and engineered the very basis 
of the human sex drive and all of its variations.


At last Leslie dared to open her eyes and was further shocked to discover 
that the bedroom lights were on. Oh no, she groaned inwardly, Mike must have 
seen every vile, shameless detail of the three-way coupling...must have seen 
her writhing and sucking like the whore he had called her. Now he would 
never believe that she had not really been a member of the swap group since 
his departure for Vietnam. She could not think of any way to prove to him 
that she had been loyal and faithful to him until tonight, and he had 
actually witnessed her first and only infidelity.


Her rectum still throbbing from the cruel fucking she had received from 
George, Leslie eased her legs over the edge of the bed and lifted herself to 
a sitting position. At first she could not bring herself to face the others, 
but she knew she had to eventually and now was as good a time as any.


After composing her face as well as she could, Leslie looked across the room 
and saw Mike, Ethel and Judith sitting just as she was on the edge of the 
bed. Ethel was staring off at the wall with the usual blank expression on 
her face, occasionally rubbing the insides of her nicely-formed thighs with 
the palms of her hands in an absent-minded way. Judith was gazing at her, 
Leslie, and the two men beside her with a sly, pleased smile on her face, 
the kind of smile a woman often gives when she has been proven right or had 
the last word in a dispute...As for Mike, Leslie saw that he was looking at 
her, but not directly, for there was a strange glint in his eyes and he 
seemed to be thinking. Yet, he did not seem to be angry or hurt...just 
strangely obsessed. Although their eyes met, it was as though he was not 
conscious of her actual presence at that exact moment.


Leslie lowered her gaze and was amazed to see that her husband's penis was 
standing up in erection, jerking every so often from the excitement of 
whatever he was thinking.


* * *


Mike's thoughts were spinning in a whirl of memories and misplaced time. He 
could still see nothing but the tormenting picture of his young wife, 
Leslie, haunched on all fours with Mark Harrington's cock buried deep in her 
mouth as the dim-witted George sawed in and out of her little asshole with 
his immense prick. The redhead could still hear her mumbling, muffled mewls 
of pleasure and the sounds of wetness as they slipped and drove into her 
from both ends. Christ, he had hardly been able to stand it. He wanted 
in...he wanted to be a participant in the lewd awful use of her body. The 
wet sucking noises Leslie was making with her ovaled lips and the beast-like 
grunts of pleasure coming from the two men were more than he could bear. He 
could not care about his service in Vietnam, nor about his new job as an 
executive with the promising trucking firm. He could not care about anything 
but Leslie, her exquisite young body, and how he wanted to run across the 
room and ram his aching tortured cock into her...anywhere he could. She was 
his wife, his own bride, and yet it was plain to see that she was completely 
berserk with the sheer carnal pleasure of the savage fucking she was getting 
from strangers, men he had never seen before this evening. But maybe she 
knew them well...God, yes, she must have been telling the truth about her 
membership in the club and now she was with old sex-buddies who had probably 
banged her before.


Mike gritted his teeth and felt tiny streams of sweat rolling down his 
forehead as he sat there. He wanted to cry, to scream out and yank his 
wife's insatiable body from between them, but he could not move. His cock 
ached and throbbed to be inside her mouth or her warm, clasping pussy...or 
jammed up her tight, hot, rubbery rectal passage.


Unconsciously, he began to stroke his own bone-hard penis, sliding his 
closed fist up and down the length of it, following the rhythm of the 
merciless fucking George and the other man were giving Leslie. Faster and 
faster he pumped his thick cock, feeling the semen oozing from the tip run 
down to lubricate the mastur-batory action. He saw his wife lolling limply 
between them, allowing herself to be used as they wanted, then losing 
control of herself and rocking back and forth to receive the full benefit of 
the punishing rods. Her firm white breasts jiggled and shook below her 
heaving chest as though they were being tugged on by strings attached to the 
pink, stiff nipples.


Mike's orgasm thundered in his balls and began to spread out through his 
groin, ready to explode.


And then it arrived!


His hard cock pulsed and his legs stiffened out straight as the first charge 
of white thick sperm shot out of the end of the glans at least eight inches 
into the air. The first was followed by a series of faster, shorter spurts 
that landed on his muscular chest and ran down to his lower abdomen.


"Aaaaaaaaaaagggggghhhh," he groaned only half-humanly as his cumming seized 
his nerve-ends and reduced him to a twitching mass of sinew and muscle.


* * *


The others sat watching him, stupified, wondering what had come over the 
lithe, young veteran, until finally Ethel frowned and wagged her finger at 
him accusingly.


"Boy, you're sure a selfish bastard! Here you've got three women, all of 'em 
still hot to go, and you sit there jerking off in front of us," Ethel barked 
at the hypnotized redhead. Mike snapped up his head with a sudden start and 
looked over at her, his eyes filled with guilt and embarrassment as he 
suddenly realized that he had been phantasizing. He had been reliving in his 
mind what he had seen earlier, nothing more, and had lost touch with the 
reality of the present moment.


"I-I don't know what to say...I'm sorry," Mike stammered in an awkward 
attempt to apologize, apologize for something he did not even understand 
himself.


"Well, you should be! You're not much good as a member if you don't give us 
girls something back for what you get," Ethel went on, her needling anger 
rising the more she talked, convincing herself that she had been personally 
affronted.


"Oh, shut up, Ethel," Judith said with authority, faking a look of stern 
impatience on her face to lend weight to her statement. "You sound like an 
ass, and besides, you obviously don't understand the real reason why Mike 
just did what he did."


"Who cares why? I just want my...." Ethel began to explain in her own 
defense.


"Dammit, woman, you heard Judith-shut up!" George half-shouted over at his 
wife, scowling. "I don't want no woman of mine soundin' like an ass. I got 
me a position in this town to keep up, and I ain't gonna put up with my own 
old lady ruinin' business 'cause she don't understand some things. It's a 
matter of self-respect." When he finished the rebuke, Ethel hung her head 
penitently and he turned his gaze to Judith as if for approval, his scowl 
changing to an expression of self-satisfaction when the buxom brunette 
smiled and winked furtively at him to endorse his scolding of the horny 
woman sitting next to Mike.


Leslie had been just as astounded as Ethel when she saw Mike begin to 
manipulate his hard, towering cock right there in front of everyone as 
though they did not exist. To her, it had seemed like he had been in a 
trance and that she had been, somehow, an object in his mind rather than the 
real person she was, sitting there across the room from him...But Judith's 
remark about "the real reason" why Mike had masturbated so openly triggered 
Leslie's mind.


"Please, I don't want to cause any trouble," Mike said meekly, a sheepish 
look weakening the strong, clean lines of his handsome face. "I feel pretty 
awful and...and embarrassed...so damned embarrassed I could crawl into the 
woodwork. Believe me, I'm sorry. I guess I lost...track...I could see 
Leslie...still...still doing...what she did."


"And it got you so hot and bothered that you forgot yourself," Judith chimed 
in. "Listen, don't worry about it. Everybody joins the group for a different 
reason...Sometimes people come just for kicks, while others come to work out 
problems they're having at home in bed with husbands or wives. The people 
with problems usually wind up coming for kicks too, later. It all works 
out." Her voice was soft and reassuring, but even though Mike was obviously 
calmed a little by her logical explanation, he still wore the guilty look of 
a little boy who has just been caught with his hand deep in the cookie jar.


"But Ethel was right-I was selfish," Mike persisted. Then, glancing across 
the room at Leslie, he added, "Now that I think of it, I've been pretty 
damned selfish all along, haven't I?"


"Oh, darling," Leslie cried as she rose suddenly and hurried across the 
bedroom to where her distressed husband was seated with the look of 
dejection on his face that often follows a humiliating revelation about 
oneself. Judith moved instinctively to give the blonde room to sit down 
beside Mike and comfort him, smiling to herself as she watched Leslie smooth 
back his hair and lean against his shoulder like an innocent kitten.


"I really am sorry, honey" Mike continued to apologize. "I never stopped to 
think about how you felt...about sex and everything else in our marriage."


"Oh, Mike, I'm sorry...How can you ever forgive me for what I did tonight?" 
Leslie sobbed, overcome with shame as well as genuine sympathy for the hurt 
he must have felt while watching her with George and the other man. She 
nuzzled closer and kissed his neck between choking sobs of pity and shame.


"Come on, kids, pull yourselves together," Judith interrupted after a 
moment. "People in love tend to get upset at their first swap session, 
that's all. Mark and I will come over tomorrow and have a long talk with 
you, won't we, love?"


"Of course, but I think we ought to have a little chat ourselves in the 
meantime," Mark grinned coyly at his naked wife. "It seems that we've been 
sneaking around needlessly, while we could've been having fun and games out 
in the open."


"Maybe we've been silly too, then," Judith beamed.


"Hey, what's going on in here, a funeral?" a naked man asked as he entered 
the room. He was about Mike's age, husky but not as solidly and 
symmetrically built as the redhead, and his facial features were rather 
bland by comparison. "Judy over there," he pointed, "wore me out for a while 
but I'm rested up and ready for seconds...if anyone's interested."


"I am," Ethel announced.


"Hold your horses, you'll get your share," Judith broke in. "Everyone, this 
is Bill. He's an architect and, even though Ethel already knows it, he's 
quite an active member in the group." Bill looked around the room, nodding 
his head in acknowledgement of the introduction but showing by the way he 
ogled the women's naked bodies that he was more interested in getting down 
to business again than in social formalities.


Mike was silent as he puzzled over what Judith had said about couples 
sometimes being upset at their "first" swap session. Had she meant to 
include Leslie too in that remark, or what? He had to know as soon as 
possible, for it might make all the difference in the world as far as his 
peace of mind was concerned. Knowing would make all the problems he and his 
wife had faced a lot easier to put into a meaningful perspective.


The lately-arrived architect rolled his eyes from Ethel to Leslie, drinking 
in their smooth white curves, trying to make up his mind which woman to 
enjoy first. Judith had been fantastic, true, but one of the reasons he had 
joined the group was to have the opportunity to pick and choose any female 
member who was willing to go along with him. And at the moment, the young 
blonde sitting there with her head on the tall, well-built guy's shoulder 
looked like the best bet.


Mike saw Bill staring rapaciously at Leslie and noticed that the architect's 
penis was jerking to semi-erection from just seeing her rounded hips and 
high young breasts.


"Honey, let's go out in the hall for a few minutes-I want to talk in 
private," Mike whispered softly in her ear, anxious to learn the truth 
before things got out of hand again.


"All right...Anything you want, darling," she agreed softly, drying her eyes 
with the back of her hand as she allowed Mike to help her up to a standing 
position.


"Where are you going?" Bill asked with disappointment evident in his tone.


"Not that it's any of your business, buddy, but we're leaving to have a 
private talk," Mike said without bothering to look back as he and Leslie 
made their exit and turned into the corridor. Mike gripped her arm about a 
dozen feet further on and they stopped to face each other a few seconds, 
their eyes only inches apart and filled with questions.


"Leslie, tell me the truth, did you go to bed with other men while I was 
away?"


"No, no, no," she said, shaking her head from side to side as tears filled 
her eyes to brimming, "I was lying...I tried to tell you...I wanted to hurt 
you back after I saw you with Judith in her kitchen...I-I wanted to hurt 
you, just to hurt you, and I lied about the group. Please, it's the truth!"


"And this was your first time at a meeting?" Mike demanded to know.


"Yes, of course, and I've never, never been with another man," she cried, 
"not until...tonight." Leslie felt the hopelessness of trying to convince 
him and wept freely now, her limbs shaking violently with the force of her 
utter despair. She found it hard to believe that Mike reached out his arms 
to enfold her in them, drawing her close to him so that their naked flesh 
molded warmly together like one body.


"It's okay, everything's okay now," he sighed with relief as the truth 
flooded his brain and he fully understood why she had led him to believe 
that she had been playing around during his absence, a lie that had attacked 
his own self-esteem as a man in the worst way, a man who was incapable of 
matching the sexual prowess of random strangers who could satisfy his wife 
more than he could. Yes, everything was okay now and the future seemed 
brighter.


"Mike, I want to go home," she said, still sniffling as she gazed up at him.


"Sure, honey, but where are your clothes?"


"In the closet there," she said with a tip of her head towards the end of 
the hall. "I'll get them and dress while you get yours, if it's all right 
with you."


"Yeah, it's all right with me," he smiled broadly, kissing her on the 
forehead before he turned back towards the bedroom where he had tossed them 
off in a frenzy earlier...his trousers on a chair...his shirt on top of 
them...and God only knows where he had pitched the rest of his clothing. The 
sole reason he remembered his trousers was that he had heard loose change 
spill out of his pockets and onto the floor under the bed, a sound that had 
ironically disturbed him even in his eagerness to get to Ethel's body. Now, 
he smiled sardonically as he recalled how he had thought of postponing his 
own lust long enough to get down and retrieve the quarters and dimes at 
least because he and Leslie needed every cent he earned to scrape through 
until his next promotion came along.


Back in the bedroom, he saw that the remaining pair of women were not being 
bashful about preparing the three willing males for another heated round of 
orgiastic pleasure. Mike gathered up his strewn clothes as quietly as he 
could and was just on the verge of leaving them to their vices when Judith 
raised her head from George's spindly flanks and said:


"So you're leaving us...Well, if things go the way I think they will, we'll 
have other chances to get together-soon, I hope-and don't forget our talk 
tomorrow."


"I won't," Mike promised. "Have fun...." But she never heard his last remark 
as George Mastin had reached forward and pulled her back down by the hair to 
his groin.


Leslie was still smoothing her hair and dressed only in her bra and panties 
when Mike returned with his clothes draped over his forearm. He pulled on 
his trousers and slipped into his shirt while she prettied herself and then 
finally put on the rest of her garments. It seemed as though she wanted to 
erase her defilement by being neat and sweet again, fully clothed.


"Come on, I thought you wanted to go home," Mike urged.


"I'm ready, darling," she replied as she patted her hair once more and 
reached out for his arm. "Are you sure you believe me and you're not mad 
anymore?"


"Yes, yes, you little idiot, I'm sure, but I may beat you if you keep me 
waiting any longer...It's been a strenuous evening and I think we need a 
little sleep...at home in our own bed," he smirked as he gave her another 
peck.


As they passed the open entrance to the bedroom, they both paused 
automatically to look in. Things were in full swing again with all five of 
the sex-starved club members on the same bed, entangled in each other's 
passion-crazed bodies in wild, crazy positions. It was an unidentifiable 
mass of breasts, thighs, cunts and cocks, so that it was impossible to tell 
which genitals were attached to which bodies. They were accepting and 
feasting on whatever flesh was closest and Mike admitted to himself that he 
felt a pang of regret that he and Leslie were not going to stay and join in 
on what looked as exciting, if not more so, than what had happened while 
they were still in there, undressed, playing too.


"We'll talk about it tomorrow," Leslie cooed as though she had read his 
thoughts. Mike tightened his arm around her waist as they made their way 
down the dimly-lighted corridor.


CHAPTER 7


The house was freezing cold and even under the covers Leslie was shivering, 
her teeth chattering like castanets as she reached out for the warmth of 
Mike's body. When she failed to make the expected contact, she popped open 
her eyes and felt a flash of panic when she saw that his side of the bed was 
vacant. She could feel the heat where he had been and yet, in her 
sleep-drugged mind, the only important thing was that he was not there 
beside her. At first she was not even certain why she should be so alarmed 
but then, as her mind cleared its way to consciousness, the events of the 
previous night bombarded her with remembered clarity.


She suddenly sat upright and cast her eyes about the room for some sign of 
him, some evidence that he was still there, but there was nothing.


It was then that she heard him whistling merrily in the kitchen, running 
water and cursing good-naturedly at something, something that seemed to 
amuse him. Leslie glimpsed quickly at the clock on the nightstand and fell 
back with a sigh of relief when she saw that it was twenty minutes yet 
before the alarm-bell was set to go off. It was like him, she thought 
happily, to jump out of bed early on a bitter cold morning such as this. 
Physically, he was a dynamo and nothing seemed to faze his fit, tireless 
body. Now that she was secure in the knowledge that he was there, bustling 
cheerily about in the kitchen, she could relax and just lie there in bed 
without bothering to think.


Not that she could anyway. It was exceptionally cold in the room and her 
breath rose in a vaporous mist as she lay there shaking, wishing that Mike 
had listened to her when she had suggested that they buy electric biankets 
on sale at the only discount store in the area. The windows were not even 
steamed up as they usually were on cold mornings; she could see a light 
glaze of frost coating the inside panes. And the heater was not clicking and 
cracking as it normally did when the temperature was so low that it had to 
wage a valiant battle simply to keep the climate of the bedroom tolerable. 
She began to wonder if the whole heating system had been finally defeated by 
the bitter winter.


"Hey, so you're finally awake," Mike greeted her jubilantly as he suddenly 
appeared in the doorway, precariously balancing two full cups of coffee in 
his hands. His white dress shirt was open at the throat and he was in his 
stocking-feet, his cheeks rosy and eyes bright with the elation he obviously 
felt. "Aren't you going to get up and fix my breakfast? It's getting late, 
you know."


"Oh? Look at the clock and you'll see that it's early," she fired back, the 
beginnings of a long-suffering but loving smile on her face. "And what about 
the heat, you silly frump, did you even notice that it's not working?"


"Damn!" he exclaimed, throwing back his head with his mouth agape, "I forgot 
to turn it up. I meant to, honey, but I'm just too happy this morning to 
think of everything. I'm only human, you know, and sometimes I make 
mistakes."


"Well, I'm human too...and I'm freeeezing to death," Leslie shivered, 
snuggling deeper under the blankets. Despite her discomfort, she was happy 
to see him so full of life and cheerful after what had happened last night 
at the Mas-tins'...After they had crawled into bed, she had lain awake for 
awhile and dreaded the morning, when they would both be cold sober and fully 
aware of what had actually taken place in what George had said was Ethel's 
favorite bedroom. But Mike's bright, gay mood seemed to lift up the burden 
of worry and she was truly grateful.


"Here, drink this while I go turn the furnace on full blast," he said as he 
handed her a steaming hot cup of coffee and then turned to leave.


"Mike...." Leslie said sweetly.


"Yeah, what?" he frowned, halting dead in his tracks. "Wait a second while I 
turn up the thermostat...Be right back and I'll listen all day if you want 
me to."


"I just wanted to say i love you," she shouted out after him as he tromped 
down the hall towards the control panel on the wall just outside the 
kitchen. She heard his footsteps stop for a second and then hurry on faster 
than before.


* * *


It was ten minutes later and the kichen was cozy and warm as they sat across 
from each other at the breakfast table, sipping on their third cup of 
coffee. After apologizing profusely over and over for neglecting to turn up 
the heat for her, Mike had just sat there gazing at Leslie with an intense, 
mysteriously rekindled devotion burning in his hazelish eyes. Then, 
hesitantly at first, he had broached the subject of the night before and, to 
her relief, seemed to be anything but angered by the memory. On the 
contrary, his concern for how she had felt during the whole episode seemed 
to be his major interest.


"Be honest now, you were half driven out of your mind with two guys fucking 
you at the same time, weren't you, honey?" he asked again as he leaned 
forward in undisguised anticipation of her answer.


"Golly, Mike, you're putting me in a heck of a tough spot," she replied 
softly as she dropped her eyes to avoid his own. "You saw what 
happened...how I acted."


"Man, did I ever! I thought you were going to go through the roof any 
minute," he enthused, "and I've got to admit I damned near did too from just 
watching. By God, honey, I always knew, I just knew you had it in you...My 
only regret is that I was so self-centered and demanding that I stifled your 
natural talents to the point where we were both screwed up."


"It was both our faults, really, but now I'm not worried at all," she said 
tenderly. "Last night was just a beginning for us, now that we understand 
each other's needs. This morning, I'm willing to stake my life on a bet that 
we'll be...still be...the happiest married couple on earth a hundred years 
from now!"


"Only a damned fool would take that bet, baby, especially if he knew what a 
little tigress you are under the right circumstances," Mike howled gleefully 
as he slammed his hand down on the table to punctuate the strength of his 
certainty. Although he had not wholly understood her meaning, she threw back 
her head and laughed with him, just because she was so elated to see him 
coming out of himself at last. For a while, it had seemed that his 
homecoming was more of a detriment to their marriage than his absence had 
been, but now that they were able to talk honestly with each other, the 
future seemed wonderfully bright and not the ominous blank that had loomed 
before them only yesterday.


"Yep, I guess you're right again-just as always," Leslie agreed, giggling 
gayly as her golden hair shimmered in the morning sunlight and she threw up 
her arms in a gesture of defeat. "Even I wouldn't take such a dumb bet."


Mike's pulse leaped erratically in his temple as he leered hungrily at the 
soft deep valley between her lush young breasts. Her robe had come open at 
the neck when she had thrown up her arms and he could imagine how pert and 
pink her nipples were under the fuzzy fabric of the garment. An odd floating 
feeling seized him as he remembered how they had quivered and danced at the 
tips of her fleshy white globes when two men had fucked into her from both 
ends at the same time on the opposite bed...just last night. God, he must be 
some kind of pervert, he thought, for the mental image itself was enough to 
make his prick harden in his trousers. Still smiling at her, he slowly eased 
his right hand off the table and reached down to touch his thick, rising 
length. It was as hard as a rock and he thought fleetingly of calling the 
office to say he would be late that morning, that his car would not 
start...or something. Hell, anything that would give him an excuse to stay 
home long enough for a quick piece of Leslie's luscious ass.


"Mike, I know I shouldn't be, but I'm glad that things turned out as they 
did at the Mastins' last night," she said buoyantly, interrupting his 
stimulating memory of her naked body being skewered by rampant cocks and the 
sticky cum that had flowed so obscenely from her mouth and her widely 
stretched rectum.


"Me too," he said suddenly, forcing out the words, his bulging penis 
throbbing with the desire to rip up into her soft belly. He had to have her, 
to make her scream out with joy and abandon as she had probably yearned to 
do last night. But there was no time now; his new job had to come first or 
they might not even have a bed to make love on. Tonight, though, as soon as 
he got home, he would give her a fucking that would make last evening's orgy 
look puny by comparison. He would show his sexy little nymph of a wife what 
a grand thrill a woman could feel with just one cock in her, one big cock 
with the right man behind it!


"Darling, don't you think you'd better get going? You've only got fifteen 
minutes to get to the office and who knows how the car will act on an icy 
morning like this?"


"Wow, you're right!" Mike said as he looked at his watch and darted up from 
the table. Leslie saw the massive bulge in his trousers and bit her tongue 
to suppress the girlish giggle that suddenly rose to her throat...Heavens, 
it was not quite eight-thirty in the morning and he was already hard, she 
chuckled to herself, and then she began to understand a little more why he 
had been so cheerful and happy all morning. Yes, he was happy because they 
were closer, just as she was, but she felt a tickling amusement in her mind 
as she realized the greatest cause of his chipper attitude. Their session 
with the swap group had aroused him more than she had thought. But then, 
despite everything, she could not honestly blame him, for she was still 
feeling the effects herself...now that she thought of it.


"Listen, when Judith and her husband come over for that talk, don't forget 
to ask them when and where the next meeting's going to be," Mike reminded as 
he adjusted his tie and slipped on his coat. "We can't afford to miss it."


"But, darling, are you sure we should?" she asked in a serious tone as she 
helped him into his overcoat.


"Are you kidding? Of course we should! It worked, didn't it? But let's 
discuss it later. I've got to run or they might dock my pay for being a few 
minutes late...You know, new employee and all," he joshed back at her as he 
descended the stairs three at a time. The front door slammed shut and he was 
gone, the house silent again, as though his departure had stolen the life 
and personality out of the chill rooms.


She heard the car engine sputter, catch, then roar like a beast from sleep. 
She walked back to the bedroom to watch out the steamy window as he backed 
out of the driveway into the glaring, icy street. Then she heard the cold 
gears crunch into place and saw the car lurch forward, its rear tires 
spinning wildly and fishtailing as it sped out of sight.


* * *


The Harringtons arrived shortly after lunch-time. On just the short distance 
between the houses, the raw wind and sub-zero temperature had chaffed their 
faces to scarlet red. After taking oft their coats and warming themselves a 
bit in front of the modest blaze in the fireplace, Judith formally 
introduced Leslie and Mark, the man whom the blonde now knew was Judith's 
husband.


"One thing's for certain, we really love you," Judith said, her teeth still 
chattering slightly, "or we wouldn't have come out of the house on a day 
like this for anything."


"I'll second that," the distinguished-looking older man said. "As lovely and 
passionate as you are, I still thought twice about braving the weather for 
the minute or two it took to come over to see you. Even Maine was warmer 
than this."


"Have a seat and I'll get you both some of Mike's brandy to take the chill 
off," Leslie said graciously as she headed towards the kitchen for three 
glasses. A few minutes later, she and the Harringtons were settled in front 
of the fire, sipping the fiery, blood-warming brandy, chatting amiably about 
the fierce weather and other incidentals. Finally Mark set his glass down on 
the table next to his chair and changed his expression to one of 
seriousness.


"Well, let's get down to business. Let's get on with what we came over to 
talk about," he said with a straight face.


Leslie listened with every last iota of concentration she had as he 
expressed what he and Judith agreed were the differences between plain old 
everyday humdrum sex and the kind of sex that one could enjoy as the result 
of an enlightened attitude. He explained in intelligent terms that a great 
majority of modern-day people were being cheated out of natural pleasure 
because of fear and certain crippling Victorian morals that they clung to, 
even though those morals were no longer applicable to the pace and mood of 
contemporary living. Continuing, he remarked on the criminal shame it was 
that certain people with nonconformist sexual tastes-people whom the 
cripples themselves called "sick" and "perverted"-were driven underground 
and forced to live as fugitives from the irrational wrath of the public. 
When he paused for a moment, his brunette wife broke in and filled the 
silence with a statement that staggered Leslie for a moment, until Judith 
noticed and repeated it to drive in her point.


"Yes, it's true," Judith said in earnest, "all three of us, and even your 
own husband, are almost as maimed as the average upright citizen by these 
stupid out-dated morals we cling to. Take yourself, Leslie, weren't you 
scared to death of a man's penis until last night? Until you found out what 
they're really for?"


"Yes, I...guess so," Leslie admitted uncertainly.


"Yeah, and you found out how to use certain other places you have, didn't 
you?" Mark joked crudely. Then, his face turning back to seriousness again, 
he spoke in support of what his voluptuous wife had said a moment before.


"As a prime example, look at Judith and me, how we've been sneaking around 
behind each other's backs to jump into bed with other sex-partners. And 
we're older than you, a lot older, and married so much longer that it's hard 
sometimes to tell each other's thoughts and feelings apart. We've been 
around the world together twice, been broke and rich together too many times 
to remember...And yet we were still limping along like fools, as far as sex 
is concerned, until last night when we saw each other in action and sat down 
later, at home, to have the talk we should've had years ago...We found out 
that we didn't have to sneak and lie about sleeping with other people, that 
all along our one big problem was that we hadn't had the courage to be 
honest with each other...Now we can have our fun together and feel free."


Leslie smiled warmly at Mark, hoping that he would truly understand how 
grateful she was for the things he had said. God knows, they must be true, 
she thought, for just last night's session at the Mastins' had improved her 
relationship with Mike so much that they seemed to be happier and more 
secure in each other than ever before. If just one night had accomplished 
that much, she wondered with awe what heights of bliss they might reach if 
they attended regularly. It seemed silly, somehow illogical, but facts were 
facts...They were already on the verge of being closer and more in love than 
ever before...and sex had been both the problem and the means to what seemed 
to be a signpost leading toward an ultimate, hopefully lasting solution.


"Oh, in case you're interested, we'd both consider ourselves lucky if you 
and Mike decide to stay on as regular members in the group," Mark said 
convincingly. "And I'd be especially fortunate," he added, "if your 
performance last night was any indication of the innate talents you have."


"Feel as grateful as you like, but remember the rules, buster," Judith 
smirked. "You can't become a member until you dig up some willing chick to 
join with you...I don't have anything to worry about on that score, if you 
recall last night's talk, because I've already qualified. I'm in like 
flint." Leslie detected a tone of sarcasm in her neighbor's voice, almost a 
shrewish rasping quality, one that she had never heard before and sounded 
like jealousy...the last thing she would expect of Judith.


"I'm not worried," Mark said as he hunched forward to within a mere foot of 
his wife's face, glowering. "You know damned well that all I have to do is 
pick up the telephone and give the time and the night...They'll come 
running. But frankly, I'd much rather have been around to introduce Leslie 
to the club...as my partner, of course, now that I know what she's capable 
of."


Judith gave no reply and sat as though petrified by frustrating resentment. 
As for Leslie, her mind boggled in embarrassment and her cheeks flushed a 
carmine color as she allowed her mind to picture again the events of the 
previous night. This very man, a man who was at least twenty-five years her 
senior, had rammed his pulsing cock in her mouth and she had willingly 
sucked it, had swallowed his sperm, all of it, and then wanted more!


Leslie picked up her glass and drained off the last of the brandy in it in 
an attempt to put off the rising flurries of sensation that were nagging 
deliriously at her groin. She could not drive the picture of his penis 
rammed into her mouth out of her mind and had to keep herself from staring 
down directly at Mark's trouser crotch where his cock must be, long and limp 
as it curled over his hairy testicle sacs and rested along the inside of his 
thigh. She quickly picked up her glass again to roll it in her fingers, 
hoping that the act would distract her from the thoughts she was having, but 
the very hardness and roundness of the crystal tumbler only made her think 
more intensely of Mark Harrington's penis. Against her will, she dropped her 
eyes to his groin finally and was both shocked and pleased when she saw that 
his trousers were standing up like a tent from his pubic region. She thought 
she would go crazy if she looked at the protuberance a second longer and 
lifted her gaze just high enough to discover that he was also leering down 
at her lap, his eyes roving back and forth along the expanse of bare thigh 
that was showing below her short skirt. Then their eyes met briefly and, as 
if by unspoken mutual consent, they both knew that they would make love 
together when the first chance came along.


Leslie licked her tongue across her upper lip, sliding it over her white 
teeth and then pulling it in to explore the smooth wetness of her inner 
cheek. It was an unconscious act on her part but one that he caught and 
interpreted to suit himself.


"Mike asked me to be sure to find out when and where the next meeting...you 
know, the next 'swap' session...is going to be," the lovely young housewife 
managed to say at last, her face still flushed with excitement and natural 
embarrassment. "He definitely wants us to attend."


"Great!" Mark grinned, "because last night Judith and I were talking about 
having it at our house...just in case I can't get a female in time. That 
way, I can be certain to get in on all the partying, since you bona fide 
members would have one hell of a time booting me out of my own house!"


"Don't count on it, sweetheart, because probably even that could be arranged 
if necessary," Judith said with heavy sarcasm, straightening up in her chair 
as she spoke. She had not missed the little exchange between them or the big 
lump in the crotch of his trousers, and while she was in no position to be 
jealous, the sexual current running between her husband and Leslie did 
irritate her. After all, this was something new to her...watching her own 
husband openly display his lust for another woman...and her blood was up 
despite all that she and Mark had said to Leslie about liberal attitudes and 
whatnot regarding sex.


"How sweet of you to say that, darling," Mark shot back at his flustered 
wife. The cold glare he gave her seemed to work, for she slumped her 
shoulders and sighed out a tiny smile to show that she realized her mistake. 
"Now, we were thinking about next Monday night, at say nine o'clock," he 
continued after a moment, "because I have to get back on my sales route by 
Wednesday morning...and if things go the way we hope, that will give me a 
day to recuperate from all the wild fun."


"It should be interesting too," Judith said in her normal voice, "because 
there's at least one new couple slated to attend. You and Mike will feel 
like old-timers."


"Well, I doubt that, but as far as I know, we'll be there," Leslie nodded. 
Actually, she was positive that they would be there, from the way she felt 
now and from how Mike had behaved that morning, and her big regret at the 
moment was that the session was not going to be that very evening!


* * *


Leslie stood at the huge living room window a few minutes later, waving 
goodbye to Judith and Mark as she watched them plod through the deep snow as 
they made their way slowly towards their own front door. When they were out 
of sight, she turned and searched around the room for something to do, but 
everything was neat and in its proper place.


"Well, even if I am a budding nymphomaniac, I'm still a pretty good 
housewife," she said aloud with a feminine chuckle. Then, as she walked 
towards the bedroom to find something sexy to wear for Mike that evening, 
she laughed aloud again at the thought that perhaps seemingly innocent 
housewives made the best nymphomaniacs anyway...Besides, young as they were, 
she knew that she and Mike were past the point of no return as far as sex 
was concerned. They had tasted sexual freedom and there was no denying that 
it seemed to agree with them.


"Let's see, what would drive him even wilder than he already is?" she asked 
herself as she opened the closet to search through her modest wardrobe. 
"Something to make him fuck me." A damp flush came to her face from just 
saying the word, and she could feel a spreading urgency in her loins as she 
pictured him using her body at will...Her fingers trembled as she pulled out 
an old dress with a low neckline, one that was his favorite during the 
beginning of their courtship at college. The hem was too low to meet current 
standards of women's fashions, but she could fix that in a jiffy. It would 
give her something to occupy her mind while she waited for the handsome 
bastard's arrival home from work, she thought, whistling for the first time 
in ages as she flung the dress over her shoulder and headed for the other 
bedroom to get her sewing gear.


"Yes, something to make him fuck me fast," she grinned as she closed the 
bedroom door behind her.


CHAPTER 8


"Jesus, no wonder I couldn't wait to get home," Mike flattered, sincerely 
meaning every word as he greedily ran his eyes over his young wife's 
beautiful curvaceous young figure. She had spent almost an hour applying 
just the right makeup and scenting herself with a musky perfume on all the 
right spots. The dress had been a cinch to fix and now the hem-line cut only 
inches below her panties, showing an enticing abundance of bare white thigh 
below.


"Hey, isn't that the same dress I liked so much in college?" Mike asked with 
hoarseness in his voice, unable to keep his eyes in one place as they 
scanned her legs and feasted on the daring amount of flesh swelling up naked 
at her neckline. It seemed to him that her breasts had grown larger during 
the last week, were somehow fuller and riper.


"Yes, honey, it's the same dress, but I fixed the hem today," she said, 
trying to sound casual. "I thought I might as well get some more use out of 
it."


"Damn, had I known you'd look this good when I got home, I'd have run home 
for a little fun during my lunch hour," he said, only half-kiddingly.


"By the way, what would you like for dinner? I'll give you anything you 
want," Leslie purred. "I want you."


Suddenly he reached out and grabbed her to him, his lips crushing tightly 
down against hers as he held her in his powerful arms. His tongue snaked its 
way between his teeth and slipped wetly into her mouth. Leslie was not quite 
prepared for anything so sudden and struggled a second until she remembered 
that she was no longer afraid. She began to suck on his thick probing tongue 
and a whirling sensation came over her as she thought of the pleasure in 
store for her. God, she wanted him, now!


Then, without a word, Mike almost dragged her off towards their bedroom. But 
she was not complaining-she actually felt thrilled by his urgent need, the 
same need she had had all day.


When they were in the bedroom with the door still standing open from their 
entry, Mike kissed her roughly again and then pushed her backwards towards 
the bed. The edge of the mattress caught her behind the knees and the force 
of their momentum sent her sprawling flat on her back, his heavier body 
pinning her across the swaying surface of the bed. She let her thighs relax 
at once, allowing his squirming body to lodge itself between them. His cock 
was trapped in his trousers but tried to force itself out. In desperation, 
he rolled off her and quickly struggled out of his trousers and shorts, 
pulling them over his shoes with a ripping sound. Then, in one continuous 
motion, he mounted his weight on top of her again. The whole undressing 
action had not taken more than fifteen seconds.


His penis insinuated itself up and down against the thin nylon strip of her 
panty crotch and she could feel the wetness of the hard thick rod sliding in 
its own lubricating fluid against the soft inner hollows of her thighs. His 
head pressed down forcefully against hers, suddenly dropped lower, and she 
felt the sharp pain of his teeth biting savagely into her earlobe. She 
jumped reflexively but relaxed again immediately with a passionate sigh when 
she felt the hungry cock-head throbbing down between the full rounded globes 
of her white buttocks.


Mike's pelvis began a slow grinding motion against her own pubic mound, 
rubbing the sheer nylon band of her panties into the thin red slit of her 
cunt. The huge rubbery head traced a sticky wet path up and down the length 
of the satiny material until he could feel the full outline of the soft 
fleece-lined lips impressed clearly through it. He moved slowly, slowly 
against the restraining band, watching with delight as the expression on her 
face changed from plain enjoyment to raving lust. He knew that pride no 
longer mattered to her, that she was all woman now and capable of being 
ignited by the lightest male touch.


As excited as she was, Leslie felt suffocated by his weight and wondered if 
his hard grinding motion might drive them through the mattress to the floor. 
But the pleasure she felt was worth anything, she thought, pushing up her 
loins to press more tightly against the hot rotating cock rubbing against 
the flat smooth plane between her legs. She ground up tightly on the huge 
stiffness, attempting to draw it through the flimsy material still covering 
the moist entrance of her pussy.


"Get undressed," Mike ordered abruptly, panting as he rose to strip off the 
rest of his own clothes. This time, Leslie did not hesitate and got to her 
feet immediately, reaching up behind her to unzip the dress down the back.


"Come on, baby, hurry," Mike hissed impatiently. But the blonde needed no 
prompting and in less than a minute she too was standing stark naked beside 
him, her firm delicious curves sloping in and out temptingly, her breasts 
flushed a pinkish color from the heat of her desire.


He reached out and ran his fingertips teasingly over the tingling tips of 
her nipples and she moaned softly.


"Now, get down on the bed on your hands and knees," he commanded, "just the 
way you were last night when George and Mark fucked you at both ends."


Leslie's sense of self was lost in the fire of the moment and she followed 
his lewd orders without a word. When she was kneeling before him with her 
buttocks obscenely thrust out over the edge of the bed, he leaned down to 
kiss the smooth oval globes and bite them with sharp little nips. She felt 
him draw them apart until the strain on her anus was almost unbearable and 
then winced a little as his finger probed the tiny puckered opening.


"Now, spread your legs out more," he snapped. When she had obeyed his gruff 
order, he pushed harder against her asshole, straining at it, and suddenly 
it entered her, eased a little by her own moisture. It did not hurt as much 
as she had anticipated, not as much as it had last night, and there was even 
a surprising sensation of pleasure from the penetration. He moved the finger 
around in the now expanding passage, pushing it back and forth, widening it 
more and more, until she could not help but lean back on it, engulfing it 
with the tight clinging walls of her tender flesh. Her mouth fell wide open 
and she began to groan excitedly as she wriggled back on the intruding 
instrument, a strong sense of strangely satisfying subjugation sweeping 
through her mind.


"How would you like my big cock in your ass, baby?" Mike asked with a growl.


"Yes, darling! Yes, fuck me! Fuck up my asshole like that other man did! 
Please!" she cried pleadingly back to him. She felt him insert a second 
finger, which sent exquisite waves of pain through her, and then sensed that 
he was exploring the mouth of her vagina with the fingers of his other hand. 
The hot, throbbing head of his big cock pushed hard against the soft 
blonde-fringed cuntal lips, threatening to push them inside her own pussy, 
but then his fingers spread them apart. He rammed forward with a great 
resounding sound of wetness that drove the full length of him deep into her 
cunt in one lunge.


"Oooooooooooh, aaaaaaaaahhh," she groaned as the thick bluntness banged to a 
halt against her sensitive cervix. He began to skewer in and out of her, 
setting a steady rhythm as she felt the monster growing even larger in her 
widespread cuntal channel. The giant head felt like an unrelenting fist 
pummeling into her mercilessly and her ecstasy climbed higher and higher.


Suddenly he pulled out with a wet hissing sound and used his free hand to 
guide the blood-engorged prick up to the tiny puckered entrance of her anal 
opening...where the two fingers of his other hand were still buried as far 
as they could go. He slipped them out slowly, causing her to gasp when they 
were finally free, but then he placed the wet, pulsing tip of his cock 
against the tight, hairless opening and pushed, gently at first, then 
harder. She gave out a cry as the elastic flesh popped open from the steady 
pressure and the tip of his penis slipped inside.


"Oooh, noooo, wait, waaaiit," she begged as her asshole experienced a 
burning torture and her dazed mind flashed back to the pain she had felt 
when George's tremendous girth had entered her back there. But Mike ignored 
her pleas and shoved without mercy until he was in her all the way up to his 
hairy male pelvis.


"Goddammit, hump back, fuck back the way you did last night," he rasped. She 
obeyed as well as she could at the moment and leaned back gingerly on the 
surging cock.


"Faster, faster!" he shouted down at her.


"Aaaaaagggghhh, oooooh, fuuuck, fuuuccckk me therrrrre," Leslie whined as 
the pain suddenly blended with pleasure and she began to wag her blonde hair 
from side to side with the exertion of her backward lunges. Excitement had 
mounted again, this time with even stronger force, and she chanted back to 
him, her words grunted out in time to the primitive thrusts of his hips 
against her upraised rounded whiteness.


"Fuck...me...fuck...me...."


Sweat poured down Mike's face as he watched the pink flesh of the round 
little hole draw back with his cock, voraciously sucking as if to prevent 
him from escaping. He felt a sadistic pleasure as his balls smacked below 
into the moistness of her wide-split vaginal crevice, his thick cock sunk 
all the way up her gyrating ass so that only the swollen cords at the base 
were still visible. God, he wanted to drive it right up to her throat!


Leslie moaned in confusion as she felt him draw out of her again, depriving 
her, then drive his cock deep into her cunt. After a few more thrilling 
strokes there, he drove it up her asshole again...deeper, deeper...He began 
to fuck into each passage three or four thrusts at a time, changing more and 
more rapidly, alternating at will, until finally he reached down and held 
the maddening prick and guided it into her cunt, then her asshole, one 
stroke at a time. It was pistoning into her stomach like two men at once, 
the pleasure of one hole still beating live as he shoved himself up the 
other hole. It was too much, too beautiful!


Mike's balls palpitated with erotic energy, almost painfully, and his cock 
felt as though it were charged with a million prickly volts of electricity 
each time he plunged into one of the naked entrances before him. And now she 
was moaning like a she-devil, her lovely sweet face flushed bright red, her 
eyes rolling, as she panted and fucked back against him even more wantonly 
than she had in that other bedroom, still less than twenty-four hours ago. 
By Christ, he had her now and she loved it! It was easy to see that he was 
satisfying her more than she had ever been satisfied before, that he was 
taking the place of two men!


"Oooooooohhh, daaarrrrrrrlliinngggg!" she groaned out into the room as he 
kept up his switch-fucking action, occasionally sending his cock up her with 
a cruel, unnecessarily vicious thrust that almost drove her flat on her 
stomach.


"Is it better than last night, you beautiful hot fucking little bitch!" he 
asked with a grunting voice.


"Yeeeeesssssss, ooooohh, yeeeeeeeessss," she squealed.


Mike knew that he could cum anytime he decided but continued to tease and 
change his pace until she begged him to end her agonizing ecstasy, begged 
him to fuck her to completion. But he was not quite ready, not yet, and drew 
his cock out of each wet cavern to the very tip, watching her tight elastic 
flesh cling to him and then...after what seemed an eternal instant...stroke 
back in all the way up to his testicles. But little by little, even he lost 
control of the situation and felt the boiling lava of his sperm churn to 
readiness in the swinging balls below his throbbing shaft. It would soon be 
over, at least for a while, and gasped in anticipation of the waves of 
orgasmic pleasure that would fill his loins and brain any moment now.


His groans approached the point of loud huffing shouts as he thrust his 
prick's full length into the depths of her expanded asshole, his body 
starting to jerk convulsively, his mouth now hanging open too, as he clawed 
at her waist with brutal, clutching fingers, pulling her cheeks wider apart 
so that his fleshy column could ram into her yet another fraction of an 
inch.


"Oh Christ, I'm cumming, I'm cumming," he roared. He felt a moment of 
bafflement as he tried to decide where to shoot off his backed-up load...in 
her asshole or up her wet, wanting pussy...Her pussy, her pussy! Yes, yes!


Leslie felt the brief pause and then the sudden withdrawal from her rectum, 
only to be replaced by another fresh slippery thrust into the ravaged wet 
canal of her eager, sucking cunt.


Then, beneath his battering attack, she felt the first hot torrents of the 
thick, white cream in his balls travel up the great length of his penis and 
splash into the depths of her steaming cunt. The sensation touched off the 
climax that she had been holding back to prolong the pleasure, and she 
screamed as the great gushes of blissful feeling rippled through her. She 
could feel his hot, thick sperm filling her stomach and seeping out around 
the pulsing shaft sunk deep up inside her.


Mike sensed her climax and drove his spurting cock deep inside her, forcing 
her legs to splay out wide, her heels waving on each side of his body. He 
rammed her one last time and made her gasp as the last ounce of cum in his 
balls emptied into her quivering young belly.


He pulled out of her, staggering, and fell beside her already collapsed body 
on the bed with his arm draped over her trembling shoulders. They lay there 
for several minutes, gasping, gradually regaining their senses.


"Mike, my darling, that was the most thrilling, beautiful experience in my 
whole life," Leslie said huskily. "And just in case you were worried, last 
night didn't even come close to matching the pure pleasure I felt just now 
with you."


"That makes two of us, then," he said in a still shaky voice, "because it 
was the best for me too...And to tell the truth, Ethel wasn't much better 
than my own hand when I was thinking of you and everybody was watching.


Good God, I was so embarrassed later that I felt like killing myself."


"Well, if you do, please die with a hard-on," she mocked, "because I want 
all the use I can possibly get out of you. Mike...I was only kidding...don't 
ever die. I love you too much," she mumbled between kisses she planted on 
his chest, "and I'll still take that bet that we'll be the happiest people 
alive a hundred years from now."


"Yeah, I guess you're right," he grinned. "The odds are pretty much in our 
favor, aren't they? ...Hey, speaking of the future, what about the next 
session of the club?"


Leslie cuddled closer and teased him, saying that she had forgotten to ask 
Judith and Mark about it. She watched her redheaded husband sulk awhile and 
then confessed that she had fibbed to taunt him to the brink of anger. 
"Golly, hony, I want you to be the slave sometimes," she baited. He chuckled 
and then broke out into hearty laughter, and she joined him, throwing her 
cum-smeared thigh over his mid-section as she nipped like the vixen she now 
was at his hard nipples between giggles.


"By God, you'd better watch out or you'll get more of what you just got," he 
threatened with an imitation of menace darkening his strong masculine face.


"Promise?" she goaded.


"Sure," he parried, taking a different tack, "I promise if you tell me when 
the next session is."


"Boy, you really are a bastard," Leslie accused. "Now that I'm grown up, you 
want to take advantage of me, uh?"


"That's right, honey," he agreed with a smirk. "I want to take advantage of 
you...But I think that's because we're both finally growing up."


Leslie watched him push her playfully aside as he pulled back the covers and 
got nonchalantly into his favorite sleeping position, feigning a yawn and 
closing his eyes, his breath coming in long, drawn-out sighs as though he 
were deep asleep. She smiled and, whistling for the second time that day, 
got under the warm blankets with him, squirming up tight against his toasty 
back as she let her hand fall over his hip to cup his balls.


"Goodnight, baby," he crooned. "You can tell me about the session tomorrow 
at breakfast."


Within five minutes, they were both sound asleep, their bodies pressed 
securely together.


CHAPTER 9


"What on earth can be taking him so long?" Leslie questioned aloud as she 
paced nervously back and forth across the living room. It was already nearly 
eight-thirty and the party next door was definitely on at nine o'clock. 
Judith had telephoned that afternoon to confirm the time and to mention 
that, with the couple she and Mike were bringing, there would be four 
newcomers to the group that evening. They had chatted awhile about the 
pleasant new prospects in store for everyone.


In fact, Mike was out now leading their new friends back to Pettsville from 
where they lived in the suburbs of a larger city about twelve miles away. 
Their names were Ralph and Judy Hailey, a young couple about the same age as 
Mike and Leslie.


Mike had met Ralph in the shipping yard at work last Friday and the two men 
had hit it off immediately. Ralph was just a driver but he owned his own 
truck and was intelligent, "a guy who will go places if he's given the 
chance," Mike had said during the full report he had given her of the new 
friend. Evidently the two men had become even better friends late that 
afternoon over beers in a nearby tavern after the office had closed, as 
Ralph had confided in Mike enough to say that he and his wife of three years 
were not getting along very well sexually. The driver had shown his new 
redheaded young executive friend a photograph of Judy and Mike had been 
bowled over by her figure. Then, after downing a few more beers, Mike had 
casually made reference to a possible solution to the problems the couple 
was having in bed.


Mike had mentioned the swapping group and, when the driver had not balked 
but seemed interested instead, he had gone on to explain what he knew so far 
about the club and extend an invitation for the Haileys to attend the Monday 
night session. Ralph had leapt on the suggestion and he would do his level 
best to persuade his wife that it was an excellent opportunity for 
them...."I'll tell her it's a kind of therapy," he had joked to Mike.


Leslie heard a car door slam shut and ran down the stairs to look out the 
window beside the front door. It was Mike and the Haileys, all right, and 
she gave her long honey-gold hair a few last-minute strokes with the palm of 
her hand as she watched the trio come up the lighted driveway.


"Wow," Leslie exclaimed to herself, "he's really big and good looking!" And 
he was. He was tall, dark-haired, broad-shouldered and had rugged masculine 
facial features. "It must be her fault if they can't make it in bed," she 
mused.


Then Leslie took a long look at Judy. Even in her bulky winter clothes, she 
seemed rather thin and fragile, but her face was stunningly beautiful, the 
nose finely shaped and elegant, her brow high, her lips shiny and 
soft-looking even in the vague light. Leslie had a moment of doubt, feeling 
her own face with her fingertips to compare her nose and mouth to Judy's. 
They seemed up to par with the other woman's...and then the blonde sighed 
with reassured relief as she swung open the door for them.


"Hi," Leslie greeted, "I was afraid that you'd all run off the road 
somewhere...it was getting so late."


"Nah, nothing that serious, Mrs. Stewart," Ralph beamed, "it was just heavy 
traffic." His voice was deep and sent shivers through Leslie's body.


"I'm sorry we're late, Mrs. Stewart," Judy said sweetly, her voice as fine 
and delicate as her face.


"Please, why don't you both just call me Leslie from now on," the blonde 
urged warmly. "After all, we're going to know each other pretty well, aren't 
we?" She saw Mike grimace behind their backs at her suggestive remark, but 
for once she stood her ground and made no effort to amend her words.


"Honey, why don't you get us something to drink, okay?" Mike suggested in a 
low voice.


Leslie returned to the living room almost immediately from the kitchen, 
carrying a tray with three tall glasses on it full of a pale, green liquid 
that looked suspiciously familiar to Mike.


"Hey, what's this?" he asked, holding up the glass she handed him, examining 
its contents with a puzzled look on his face.


"You know, Mike, it's the same thing we drank at George's and Ethel's last 
week...something French," Leslie said with studied nonchalance as she smiled 
at Ralph and Judy.


"That's what I thought," Mike said quickly, "but where did this come from?"


"Golly, I forgot! George dropped by for awhile this afternoon and gave us a 
whole bottle before he left. And there's something else I forgot to tell 
you," she said with a coy smile. "George promised to give the truckers...and 
us, of course...a big discount on whatever they need at his gas stations. I 
think he said something about unlimited credit, too, but I can't really 
remember everything. We can ask him again at the Harringtons' this evening."


Mike laughed and shook his finger at her, wondering to himself if it was 
possible to have too much of a good thing. After a minute, he shrugged and 
said, "Come on, drink up everyone. We might not even make it to the party if 
my little wife here is thinking what I think she's thinking."


"That wouldn't be a big tragedy," Ralph said as he drank the last of the 
greenish elixir-like liquid in his glass. "If worse came to worse, we could 
probably have our own party right here. What do you think, Judy?" The 
dark-haired man patted his wife's bare knee and squeezed it, even though his 
eyes were trained on Leslie's every sinuous movement.


The beautiful woman who had seemed so quiet and shy when she first entered 
the house set her own empty glass down on the coffee table. Apparently the 
exotic liquor had already taken effect on her gently-curved body, for she 
was staring at Mike as though he were an oasis in the middle of an endless 
desert.


Glancing slyly at her husband, she smiled happily and answered, "Sweetheart, 
I don't care where it happens, but in case you haven't noticed, the party's 
about to begin...."


"Wow, let's get our coats!" Leslie laughed indulgently at the excitement of 
the two "newcomers" to the group. "The others would never forgive us if we 
kept you to ourselves."


Less than a minute later, there were four new tracks of footsteps between 
the Stewart and the Harrington homes.


THE END
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Chapter 1


"I understand there's an apartment for rent over this store."


Marleen Franklin looked up from the counter she'd been cleaning, 
turning to look at the stranger who'd addressed her. He had a face 
which matched his warm, friendly, deep tone of voice; full and 
expressive with finely delineated lips and a rather prominent Classic 
Greek nose, and dark agate eyes. He was also big, with a massive chest 
and lean, tawny thighs; and he was tall, standing over six feet in his 
checkered wool shirt, faded Levi's, and Wellington boots.


Oddly, a faint embarrassment flushed Marleen's face, confusing her 
momentarily. "W-what?" she asked, flustered, brushing back a stray wisp 
of coal-black hair with her hand. "I'm sorry, I didn't hear you."


She had, but his sudden presence in her store and the charisma that had 
hit her as she stared at him--it had taken her breath away, and she 
could feel her skin burning.


the man, not much older than her own thirty-six years, she estimated, 
grinned, and his eyes bored into her as if he knew that she'd heard him 
all along and was feeling so damned foolish. He said: "The room. I saw 
in the paper's want ads about the owner here having an apartment for 
rent. I'd like to see it."


"Why, yes ... yes, of course."


"M'name is Preston. David Preston, and I'm new here in Reedsport," he 
said as Marleen walked from behind the counter, wiping her hands on a 
dust cloth. "I'm hoping to find work."


"I'm sure you will, Mr. Preston. Reedsport is a growing community, 
especially with the new cannery. Is that what you do? Work with 
fishing?"


"Hardly," he replied with a chuckle. "I'm a diver. I'm going down to 
see the harbor dredging company. I know a man there who's promised me a 
job." He followed her as she walked down the aisle to a rear entrance. 
"One of the reasons I wanted to live here is because of this."


Preston waved his arm and gazed around at the tackle and dry bait, 
assorted poles, out-board motors, small boats, and other athletic 
equipment. "Who owns the sporting goods shop?"


"I do," Marleen said with a wry smile. "Does that surprise you? A woman 
owning a sports store?"


"Yeah," Preston smiled, eyeing her with a different appreciation. 
"Yeah, I have to admit it does. Then you'd be the Franklin I'm supposed 
to rent from, right?"


"Right. Marleen Franklin."


If Marleen had been stunned by the impact of meeting David Preston, 
similarly Preston was blinded by her, and he caught his breath as she 
continued to talk and was leading him gracefully to the back door. She 
was better looking than Gloria nine ways from Sunday, and must be smart 
as well, to run such a shop, he thought hungrily. Looking at her smooth 
rounded buttocks moving under that skirt; he had the impulsive urge to 
reach out and run his fingers over the lithe moons undulating so softly 
and teasingly ahead of him, and then to crush her shoulder-length hair, 
kiss her full, pouting lips and suck that pair of large, proudly-
cresting breasts that strained against her thin green blouse. She was 
beautiful, and he instinctively knew that she'd be hell on wheels in 
bed. She'd fuck. She'd fuck and fuck passionately, and his penis 
throbbed with impatient anticipation at the joys her wet, warm cunt 
could provide.


Sexy, obviously not bad off financially, and with the manners of 
unconscious yearning, the smell of a bitch in heat about her. As the 
ancient Chinese say: it is a happier state to sleep with a dead pig 
than an uncomplying woman ...


"My husband left it to me when he died," she went on to say. "He was 
drowned six years ago."


Preston licked his lips. Then she was alone ... no husband ... "I'm 
sorry to hear that, Mrs. Franklin. It must be rough to be alone and run 
the shop all by yourself."


"I have my daughter to help me. Speaking of her--" Marleen was standing 
just inside the rear entrance now, and on her right was a flight of 
stairs which led up to a hallway which ran the length of the back of 
the second floor. "Wendy!" she called up the stairs. "Wendy!"


A small, muffled voice cried back: "What is it, Mom?"


"Watch the store for a minute, will you?"


"Aw, Mom!"


"Don't 'aw, Mom' me, young girl. Do it."


There was a slam of a door, and then a young teenage girl, all of 
sixteen, bounded down the stairs. She wore brief black shorts rolled 
tight and even shorter against her smooth thighs, and her aqua blouse 
was open a button too low, the material clung to her budding but 
prominent breasts electrically. She was barefoot, her slim legs firm 
and downy golden with tan, and her auburn hair was drawn back tightly 
from her temples into a single long, thick braid which fell across her 
shoulder and bounced invitingly against her right breast.


Preston couldn't be sure, but it seemed to him that the daughter, 
Wendy, had hastily buttoned her blouse over her and that she wasn't 
wearing any bra underneath. Puckers were evident in the cloth about 
where her tiny, dark-ringed nipples would be. Christ! This would be 
some place to rent if he could ...


"Wendy, I want to show this gentleman the other apartment. I'll only be 
gone for a few minutes."


"Well, hurry," Wendy complained. "I want to get back out in the sun 
some more."


"You have the rest of summer to get a tan," Marleen said primly. "And 
you shouldn't be out on the porch without--" She hesitated, glancing 
quickly at Preston. "You know what I mean, Wendy."


"Aw, nobody can see," Wendy grumbled, walking into the store.


Marleen and Preston went up the stairs, and David was glad that the 
woman was in front of him, leading the way. His cock was now rock hard 
and pressing painfully against his underpants and trousers. First the 
mother, seductive ... and then the more blatant daughter, running 
around half naked after sunning topless on a porch. He stifled a groan 
of sheer lewdness. This was the hottest potential he'd stumbled into 
since he and a couple of buddies took three sisters out in the woods 
when he was in the Navy, and they all had turns on each other, the 
sisters holding hands the whole time ...


The apartment was small and the furniture used and cheap, but it was 
what he'd expected to find for the money he had, and it was clean. 
Which was more than he could say for the cockroach farm he was 
temporarily hoteled in. There was a combination livingroom and kitchen, 
the distinction between the two areas drawn by a dinette set lengthwise 
against one wall. The floor was carpeted in the Old Rose pattern 
popular with hotel lobbies, and the few pictures on the walls were 
strictly Woolworth Pastoral. Against the far wall was a gas heater, and 
when he looked in the bedroom, he was glad to see that the heater had a 
small duct to pipe hot air into it as well as the main room.


The bedroom--well, what was there to say about a bedroom? It had the 
usual double bed, closet, lamps and bureau. The rug was newer and a 
different color, but same pattern. He shut the door.


"There's a porch which is actually the roof of the storage room below," 
she said, nodding over her shoulder towards the hall and beyond. "You 
can't see it from here, but you get to it from either end of the 
hallway; there's doors leading out onto it."


"I'd like to see it if I may," Preston asked ...


The porch was railed and its flooring was of redwood slats. It had a 
magnificent view of the whole Reedsport harbor, of the frosty blue 
Pacific lapping gently against the sandy, boulder- and driftwood-strewn 
shore, of the verdant green lacery of trees and shrubs which enclosed 
the sheltered harbor like a crescent-shaped cove. To his left was the 
main part of Reedsport, a community of some twenty thousand, nestled in 
the heart of the fishing and timber producing area of fertile Northern 
California.


Reedsport was in between Crescent City and Eureka, and not much 
different than its sister town along the Oregon Coast further north. 
However, here the lumber mills and catch basins for the wood weren't in 
the immediate vicinity, so the air was fresh and clear and without the 
dull haze of burning sawdust. The cannery Marleen Franklin had referred 
to lay over the crest of a large hill, out of sight and smell, built 
along a sand and rock jetty, which had once been the home of an oyster 
processing plant during the Depression. Reedsport itself had a quiet 
but not sluggish atmosphere, the residents going about their affairs 
with civic pride and shrewd dignity, without the paranoiac hysteria 
which can so easily infect a growing area. Not the target for hordes of 
invading tourists, the zoning laws permitted motels and amusements only 
along the strip of US 101 Alternate, the old Coast Highway which ran 
through the center of town.


To his right, David Preston could see the residential area, sprawling 
for some distance around the peninsula, its homes covert and blended 
with the firs and pines and redwoods, showing logical and ecological 
building rather than the flattened bareness of tract developments. 
While the fishing harbor was at the bottom of the town and increasingly 
more at the Cannery, the bay was dotted with piers and boathouses of 
the shore-owners; Reedsport was the perfect mix of pleasure and 
business.


Directly ahead of him was the back yard of the sporting goods store. It 
also had a pier, a wooden finger of planks sticking out in the water; a 
klinker-built Thompson fourteen footer with some sort of outboard 
attached bobbing in the salty swell, covered with a green tarp: and 
high wood fences on both sides running from the building out into the 
water.


"Excellent," he said. "I really do want to stay here, Mrs. Franklin. Or 
... may I call you Marleen?"


His smile was so winning, his charm so overpowering, that again Marleen 
felt the heat of redness stain her cheeks. "I ... I suppose so."


"In that case, call me Dave."


"We haven't decided the details yet, Mr. Pre--Dave," Marleen said, 
feeling almost schoolgirlish at her silly way of responding toward this 
man. What was wrong with her? She was around men all day, running the 
shop the way she did ... She cleared her throat, getting a grip on 
herself. "The rent is seventy-five dollars a month, including 
utilities, first and last months payable before occupancy. And there's 
a deposit of fifty dollars which I'll refund when you move out."


"Deal," Preston said emphatically. "That is, if ..."


"Yes?"


"Well, one of the reasons I like your place is that it's fenced in 
back--"


"Naturally," Marleen broke in hastily. "I don't want burglars to break 
in the back or children to wander through and possibly hurt 
themselves." She realized that she was all but babbling, over-eager as 
if she wanted this strange man to move in, to be pleased and without 
any problems. What was the matter with her?


"Well, you see, I own a dog." He looked at her, trying to see her 
reaction. Dogs and little children screwed up more situations, 
including the renting of apartments. "He's a friendly cuss, loves 
people ..."


"We'd have to see him first of course, but personally I like dogs. I 
mean, if they're real dogs, and not those little dust-mops that run 
around biting ankles and yapping all the time."


Preston laughed warmly, and Marleen found herself joining in. "No, 
Marleen, this isn't a dust-mop. King is a German Shepherd, only he's 
not quite pure-bred. His mother was, but the kennel she was at didn't 
watch her well enough one season, and she mated with an Alaskan Husky. 
King was the result--almost all Shepherd, only a little shorter and 
thicker, and much more even tempered--and I got him for nothing. But 
he'll be a good watch-dog around here, especially if I can build him a 
kennel out there, maybe by the rear door there. He won't be any 
trouble, I promise."


"I'm sure he won't, David."


Preston opened his wallet, a battered and dog-eared brown leather with 
frosted-plastic picture windows and bits of paper stuck haphazardly to 
its pockets. He gave Mrs. Franklin two hundred dollars in twenties. 
"I'll move in this afternoon, if you don't mind. I don't have much 
stuff. It's all at the Buckingham Hotel, on--"


"I know the place," Marleen said, wrinkling her nose in disdain. God 
forgive the fancy name, it was over a garage, entered by a flight of 
stairs narrow and dark, open to the street. No door, no entry way, the 
place from the outside had the sleaziest look imaginable. Window shades 
were dirty and cracked and crooked, and the curtains, where they 
existed at all, were limp, bedraggled, and filthy. It was a fierce 
looking place, and Marleen had never been prompted to set foot in the 
place. But it was about the only reasonably priced place for transients 
in Reedsport, which didn't cater to "outsiders" much--beyond the 
expensive and garish motels along the Strip.


She took the money offered. "I'll write up a receipt later," she told 
him. "Your mail can be addressed to the store, and will be in with 
mine. I'll sort it." She handed Preston the key with which she'd opened 
the apartment door, telling him she'd air it out if he liked, and that 
there was a side entrance separate from the store at the foot of the 
stairs, connecting with an alley-way and gate leading to the sidewalk. 
"The key works the gate, too. You're free to come and go as you wish; 
I'm not a nosy woman.


"Good," he grinned, and she thought she caught a glimmer of risquness 
in his eyes. "I was afraid that you'd mind if I had, ah ... visitors 
now and then."


Visitors ... Polite euphemism for girls in his room. Mrs. Franklin 
found her throat suddenly constricting and a weird, loud pounding of 
breath in her chest. Girls, to make love with ... Her head whirled, but 
not with shock. That was the galling part--she was a good woman in her 
own mind, a respectable grass-roots widow with a child to raise, who 
had successfully placed sex in the back of her mind since her husband's 
death, and she should be shocked. But she wasn't. Stoically she had 
spent six years with only the memories of Howie's wonderful love-making 
and his delightful ways of causing her utmost joy, and though she'd 
been on dates now and then, there'd never been a man among the 
fishermen and other acquaintances she and her late Howie had known that 
had attracted her. Even then it wouldn't have meant sexual contact, for 
she would save herself for marriage, as she had the first time.


But as she looked up at the frank, open expression on David Preston's 
face, she felt no bitter and righteous indignation. She felt something 
in its place--what? It was a shock, then, a heart-quickening, blood-
pulsing shock to realize then what was causing the turmoil in her mind. 
She was saddened! She was standing there, having met a man for less 
than fifteen minutes, and she was dismayed to learn that he knew other 
women, that he was interested in making love to them instead of ... 
instead of her!


Mrs. Marleen Franklin, a woman who had always prided herself in being 
honest with herself above all, of accepting her frailties but 
determined to overcome them and be a strong and resourceful person, of 
taking on life's responsibilities and working without rancor for a 
better day, a happier life, felt her body quiver inside, though its 
fleshy shell of skin remained motionless, if slightly blushing. She was 
actually jealous of the other women in her new boarder, David 
Preston's, life, and that was a bruise to her disciplined morality.


No, she couldn't turn him out, not for being a man. And what a man he 
was, she had to admit, a secret tingling of excitement spreading 
through her loins. He stood in a lord-like, animalistic splendor, not 
arrogance or cruel maliciousness--only with the innate healthiness of 
an earthy, hedonistically-oriented male. He took his women, a modern-
day Ghengis-Khan or Viking; from his flaxen, wavy hair down to his 
strong, muscular legs, he was the conqueror. No, she couldn't turn him 
out or deny him his physical pleasure any more than the maidens of Rome 
could do anything but melt to the ravishments of the Visgoth 
barbarians. She couldn't, because the pure and basic magnetism between 
a man--a true man--and a healthy woman wouldn't allow it. She felt this 
without knowing it, without admitting it.


Her mind, a product of puritanical society, was no match for her body, 
the evolution of hundreds of thousands of years of instinct. Adam and 
Eve didn't worry about proprieties, only about the heat and needs of 
one another, and their mingling seeds had been refined and 
sophisticated, but were still the foundation for both Marleen and 
David.


Dizzily, she heard herself reply in a way which an hour ago she would 
have labeled as impossible. From a mouth which seemed not her own, came 
the echoing words: "I'm an adult, David, and once was happily married. 
Have your visitors as often as you like, but all I ask is that you be 
discreet. Not for my sake as much as for my daughter's."


"I understand," Preston said huskily.


Marleen returned to managing the shop after David Preston left. She 
took care of the customers in a peripheral, dazed way, her mind still 
charged with the emotion of meeting a man who attracted her 
tremendously, who had awakened her drives and needs and made her aware 
that she was a woman. It was a tremendous jolt to her nervous system, 
and though she had no intention of throwing herself at him, or even of 
being other than the distant, courteous, and civil neighbor and 
landlady that she had always been with her tenants, she still couldn't 
get the piquancy of his masculinity out of her nostrils or the tight 
band of jealousy from around her chest.


She ached, and her firm inner thighs and pubic mound swelled with 
heated blood ... the blood of unwanted, subconscious arousal. It scared 
her, and she solidly resolved not to let David Preston know how he'd 
affected her, or let herself go beyond this stage of, she thought, mild 
interest.


*   *   *


Night had settled on Reedsport. From the set of three small-paned 
windows overlooking the street, David Preston stared out at the 
building across from the sporting goods shop and his apartment. Not 
that there was anything especially to see--the building was an old grey 
stucco apartment house, and the few windows that were lighted were 
covered with curtains and shades. The street was empty below, and only 
faintly could he hear the crumbling surf from the ocean behind him and 
the occasional bark of King in the yard.


His eyes weren't particularly focused on the non-existent events 
anyway; his thoughts were turned inward, and he was mulling over and 
over the fantastic luck at finding this apartment, and the desirability 
of his new landlady. Not to mention her daughter! Sweet, virginal 
pussy--it was enough to make his balls explode, just thinking about it! 
He'd fuck them both, given the opportunity, and as he stood there in 
contemplation, he decided to let fate have a few nudges so that the 
opportunities might present themselves.


"Davy-boy," a high yet throaty voice said to him. "You want a beer?"


He didn't turn. "Mm."


"Well, do you?"


He turned then, and smiled. "Sure, Gloria. Sure, I'd love one."


"Me too. Boy, is it hot, especially after all this moving."


Preston watched her as she walked to the kitchen and opened the small 
refrigerator, comparing her body from behind mentally with Marleen 
Franklin's. Gloria Talbot came out damned good, but second place. Not 
because of her body, which was actually lusher than the Franklin 
woman's well-proportioned form, or her walk--it was the other things, 
he decided. The things which make a relationship lasting and never 
boring; but from the sexual aspect, Gloria had been one of the finest 
swingers he'd ever picked up.


She was bending over, picking out the two cans of beer, her perfectly 
proportioned buttocks tight in a pair of shorts shorter than the ones 
young Wendy Franklin had been wearing. She wore a white velour blouse 
and a half-bra which thrust her magnificent, globular breasts out, 
their upper portions clearly visible as being bare almost to her pink 
nipples. Seductive, that way. Her legs were the kind he never tired of 
running his hands along, and her back was smooth and creamy, and he 
could span her waist with both of his hands, flaring into thighs and 
hips that were invitingly succulent in their shape.


Then she straightened languidly, a beautiful feline cat, and opened the 
snap-tabs over the sink to catch the foam. She swiveled around, 
thrusting her hip out slightly, and extended her hand, which held one 
of the beers.


"Here, lover ..."


"Not there," he replied, feeling the stirrings of sexual arousal in his 
gut. Damn, she could always do this to him, always, even in opening a 
God-forsaken can of beer. She was a walking sex machine, he thought 
lustily. Absolutely without scruples or restraints, and her eyes 
sparkled as she undulated seductively toward him, her expression of 
promised salaciousness, and he knew that she was primed and ready for 
him to make love to her. No, not to make love to; to fuck.


And that was the main difference between Gloria Talbot and Marleen 
Franklin, and what made Gloria runner-up in his private contest. 
Preston demanded a challenge, a game in which he could pit his 
experience and cunning against a woman's pride and virtue. He loved the 
searching for clues and vulnerabilities and making the adjustments, the 
inexorable moving into intimate channels, retreating and advancing with 
skill and daring, chancing his abilities against hers. Marleen Franklin 
had that air of steadiness and sincerity about her which promised such 
action and made him want to give chase. The tension of the chase 
excited him, answering a need to master the female sex. He'd been a 
scrawny little bastard in school, a thyroid condition preventing him 
from developing when his friends had, and the girls had totally ignored 
him; when he had found a few years later that girls were attracted to 
him, once he had grown, he'd been afflicted by the subconscious drive 
to compete, to continually prove to himself that he was a man.


Gloria Talbot had been sitting in a bar, hungry for a man, when he'd 
met her up in Portland, Oregon, hungry but not starving. The bar had 
been smoke-fogged and Preston had been whisky-dulled, yet there had 
never been a question in his mind as to whether she would or wouldn't; 
only the one as to how good she'd be, and a single look at her had 
assured him that she'd be active and tasty. He'd known she'd put out--
it was in her eyes, the loose, cock-sucker quality of her smile, the 
way she would move her long, too-yellow hair back over her ears with a 
movement of her arm and head that made her breasts jiggle slightly. 
That had been four months ago, and she'd been with him ever since, an 
awful lot of woman for a guy that was practically broke and living the 
ramshackle life. She was the best thing that had come along, up to now, 
up to when he'd met the Franklins, mother and daughter ...


"Here, Davy-boy," she purred. "Let's take them in the bedroom."


"In a minute."


"Now ..."


He laughed and put his arms around her, against the soft muscles of her 
back, and sliding his hands down, he cupped one full, hardening breast. 
"Aren't you tired after carrying all my things up here?"


"Yes, but not that tired."


"When are you moving in with your brother and sister-in-law?" That was 
one of the reasons he'd ended up in Reedsport. He was a diver by 
profession, but he didn't know anybody at the dredging company, the 
latter a white lie to allay any fears about him drifting that Marleen 
Franklin might have had. But Gloria knew some people, including her 
brother, and Reedsport was an excellent town in which to find a job, so 
when she had said she was heading south, Preston had decided to go 
along. Nothing to lose--he'd just been blackballed from the Union in 
Portland.


"Tomorrow," she replied. "But let's think about tonight."


He laughed again and let his hands rove further down, around her 
slender waist and onto the roundness of her quivering buttocks. The 
shorts were so tight that he could tell that she wasn't wearing any 
panties underneath--there wasn't the tell-tale ridge of elastic.


"Don't you ever wear panties?"


"I can't afford to lose any more of them, and you keep ripping them off 
of me," she said and pouted in mock anger. "I'm down to Saturday, 
Sunday, and Monday." She was talking about the set of French Day-of-
the-Week panties that he'd bought for her as a present some time ago. 
"Thursday was torn beyond repair."


"Sorry about that," he chuckled and kissed her. Her lips were parted 
and wet, and she did some wild motions with her tongue, making him 
suddenly feverish with desire, and she ground her pelvis into his 
loins, her pubic mound pushing circularly against his penis, which grew 
hard with impending lust. He began to breathe harshly, and then with 
the coyness of her teasing ways, she broke his clasp and stood back, 
letting her wet pink tongue slowly moisten her soft, full lips. 
Provocatively, Gloria unbuttoned her blouse and let him gaze lewdly at 
her burgeoning globes which trembled in their barely sufficient halter. 
She let her blouse hang open, and then she unbuttoned his shirt and she 
pressed her warm breasts against his naked chest, writhing a little as 
she kissed him ardently. He'd seen and possessed her body innumerable 
times, and they both knew what positions they liked, what foreplay they 
liked, what would turn each of them on and off, but Gloria was 
practiced and charming and could somehow make each time seem the first 
time. It was incredible and uncanny to him how she could do it, and a 
hell of good substitute for the desire to conquer which ran so strongly 
through him. And he could do anything to her he wanted in bed, and she 
loved it; she loved cock. She wouldn't do one trick he'd ever asked 
her, but then few women would. Which was too bad, because the ones who 
did loved it.


Yes, it was too bad that Gloria wasn't a virginal, naturally reluctant 
woman--but then, once a woman had let her passion overcome her 
inclinations, she never was. And it was too bad that Gloria didn't like 
King. As David Preston had told her: love me, love my dog ...


But at that moment, fired with the building heat of his loins, his 
penis and testicles swollen and painful with arousal that wanted to 
burst the confines of his clothes and spew orgasmically into the 
hungry, wet tunnel of Gloria's hotly sticking vagina, he didn't care 
about her drawbacks. He reached for the button and zipper on her 
shorts, but she stopped him.


"The bedroom, Davy-boy. Let's try out your new mattress, hmmm? Let's 
throw our own, private little housewarming party. Just you and me and 
that lovely big cock of yours ..."


They entered the bedroom and Preston took his shirt and threw it on the 
room's single chair and Gloria slid her blouse off, using her palms, 
and rotating her loins salaciously as she inched the tight shorts down 
along her long, curvaceous legs until they lay puddled at her now shoe-
less feet. Her eyes were heavily lidded and smoky, and she watched his 
face intensely as she undressed, reaching behind her and unhooking her 
bra, pulling the sheer, white cups away from her firm breasts slowly, 
making sure that the aroused, berry-sized nipples were the last to meet 
his hot, flickering gaze. She dropped the bra on her shorts and then 
raised her hands to mold her full, rich mounds, kneading them the way 
he would be doing soon.


"You're slow, Davy-boy," she whispered. "Take off your pants and let me 
see that hard cock of yours."


"Christ, you fucking whore!" Preston exploded with an evil grin. Gloria 
reveled in his lustful words and leering, hot eyes for a long moment, 
and then she stepped over to the bed and pulled the coverlet down to 
lie on the blankets and spread her legs wide in a wanton, provoking 
position, exposing to his eyes the total expanse of her wet cuntal 
slit. She rotated her hips lasciviously, arching them up and down in a 
measured, intoxicating way. Preston threw his pants across the room and 
stood over the bed with his great, trembling penis standing from his 
groin in full erection, the unseeing eyes of its glans oozing thin 
clear droplets of lubrication. And Gloria stared at his rod-hard cock, 
moistening her lips with the tip of her tongue as if tasting the 
seeping fluid already, as if it was deliciously swirling around in the 
warm, sucking cavern of her mouth.


"Come on," she urged heatedly, "lie down beside me, Davy-boy and see 
what happens next."


"What?"


"I'm going to take that big cock of yours and suck it dry, suck every 
drop of hot cum right out of it."


Shit! Preston thought, she can really turn me on. His prick throbbed as 
he sat down beside her, and she snaked out her hand and encircled his 
cock, beginning to stroke it up and down and massage its turgid length, 
rubbing the shaft and cradling her hand underneath his testicles 
slightly, caressing them softly, like precious jewels in her palm. He 
groaned with the pleasure of her touch, and lay down, stretching out 
lengthwise alongside her palpitating, hot flesh, letting her manipulate 
his cock with expertise until he thought it would shoot off all by 
itself, without ever letting her suck it.


She rose up in a kneeling position, her tongue still flicking along her 
lips, her eyes resting feverishly on his loins, and then she began to 
trail soft, moist kisses across the girth of his large, well-muscled 
belly, making him groan uncontrollably again and raise his hips upwards 
from the stimulations she was sending through his body. Her fingernails 
scratched lightly over his cock now and then they reached downwards, 
probing briefly at the puckered ring of his anus, retracing their path 
back to his straining, quivering penis.


"Goddamn it, Gloria, suck it! Suck it before it goes off by itself!" He 
thrust upwards, his head lifted so that he could look down at her lust 
contorted features as her beautiful face was poised over his blunt 
cock-head, and he could feel his semen boiling in his testicles, and 
knew it wouldn't be long before it would come spewing out of his shaft 
like a flow of molten lava. "Hurry, hurry!" he begged. "Suck it, baby, 
suck it!"


In obeisance, the woman plunged her head downwards, and Preston felt 
the incredible, hot moist softness of her lips close over the sensitive 
flesh of his cock, felt her firebrand tongue lick circles of liquid 
flame around and around it, flicking into the glans opening and 
swallowing the beginning drops of his seminal fluid. He entangled his 
grasping hands in her blonde hair tightly, and guided her as he jerked 
upwards, and he drove the entire length of his massive penis deep into 
the warm, butter-smooth folds of her mouth, feeling his cockhead graze 
against the back of her throat.


"Mmmmmmm!" she mewled around his hardened rod of flesh.


"Ahhhhhh!" he cried out in lust-crazed agreement. "That's it, baby! 
Stroke a little, too! That's it! That's it! Run your fingers along my 
balls ... easy, damnit! Ahhhhh!"


And through the paper-thin walls, in the bedroom next door, Mrs. 
Marleen Franklin sat up in her bed, listening. She was recoiled in 
abject revulsion, her breath catching in her throat, for she couldn't 
believe what she had been hearing. Dear God, this new tenant, this 
David Preston, was forcing a woman to perform the debasing act of ... 
of ... she couldn't bring herself to mentally say the word! It was a 
perversion, an act which only filthy old men and whores engaged in! 
What kind of man had she allowed to rent the apartment!


She sunk back on the covers, a disappointed and thoroughly confused 
woman ...


Chapter 2


Wendy Franklin was very close to her mother. With her father dead for 
many years, the two of them could have split apart, as so often and 
tragically happens, but her mother had always been fair and 
understanding, directing without being domineering, and above all, 
loving.


And Wendy loved her mother deeply in return. Her mother might be old 
and no longer interested in men, for example, but she had once been 
young and knew what it was like to be Wendy's age. She allowed her to 
go out on dates and lots of other things without a bunch of silly 
regulations some of the other mothers placed on their kids--like being 
home from a school prom at midnight, and not allowing the girls to go 
on anything but double dates. Her mother had always insisted that the 
mark of maturity was trust, and so she made sure that her daughter was 
instilled with the proper ethics and morals and then trusted her to do 
the right thing. She never tried to cling to her growing child, nor 
constantly think in terms of her as her "baby," and was more than 
pleased when Wendy was interested in the ways and morals of sex and 
reproduction, of explaining the mysteries of monthly cycles when Wendy 
had first begun to menstruate when she was eleven, went out of her way 
to buy training bras and then larger ones as Wendy developed.


There was no false prudery between them; they'd seen each other naked, 
and had once even taken a shower together, but again, her mother was a 
modest woman, and taught Wendy the healthy outlook to like her body and 
hold it ready in pride for a man she loved to take. And in the course 
of dating and going steady, Wendy had been aroused to seething, panting 
excitement by a boy's touches and kisses, been driven to almost the 
point of total abandonment by her sexual instincts, which were alive 
and always seemed just below her surface. But that was the difference: 
almost. Her mother's love and trust and honor had always stuck somehow, 
and Wendy Franklin was still a virgin, unlike most of her class-mates, 
vowing to save her cherished gift of sex for the right man--the man she 
would love and who would love her enough in return to slip a gold ring 
on her finger first. Sometimes, after a long drive-in movie or heavy 
petting up in the woods in a car, it took everything she held dear for 
her to stop, to fight off her urges and the boy and will herself back 
to calmness so that she could control her passions.


So she loved her mother, respected her and stayed chaste because of 
her, and while she complained and fought now and then as any two people 
will do when together, she understood and appreciated the strain and 
burden that raising a daughter single-handedly can bring. Like that 
afternoon, for example, when that adorable man came to rent the 
apartment. She bitched and moaned about having to dress and watch the 
shop, and her Mother snapped back at her, but it meant nothing. It was 
just part of their way, and let the steam out, for when the big 
problems arose, they were always together, always communicating. No 
generation gap between them!


Wendy thought of this as she stood in the livingroom of Clyde Brook's 
home, looking at Clyde and then at herself, both of them chilled and 
drenched to the skin and tipsy from drinking too much. What would her 
mother say if she saw her daughter like this! What was she going to 
say, because of course Wendy was going to relate this silly situation 
to her first thing tomorrow.


Clyde looked like a drowned rat, and a very unhappy and mournful one at 
that, she thought, choking down a giggle. It wouldn't do to laugh at 
him, she knew; Clyde was a very proud boy, and was her latest beau, and 
a swell catch. After all, she was only a junior--or would be that 
September when school started again, and Clyde had graduated last June. 
He was going to college in Los Angeles, so their two-month romance 
would be cooled to nothing in another two months when he left--but in 
the meantime, he was the mayor's son, lived right on the best part of 
the shore, up by the Point, and had spent lots of time and money on 
her. She was the envy of her friends and she was always thrilled when 
he took her out in his little red sports car, and to make it even 
better, Clyde was a groovy, foxy-looking guy who was very popular and 
"In." He was tall and muscular, with brown hair cut long and pale-grey 
eyes stink deep in prominent cheekbones. His nose had a crazy little 
bend to it after it had been broken in a football game--he'd been the 
high school's fullback, and known as "Battlin' Brooks"--and a crooked 
smile which was both captivating and somehow guileless.


And at the moment, he, like Wendy, was making a dark wet pool of sea-
water on the expensive carpet in his father's home. He was chagrined 
and red in the face, angry at himself and very, very tender to any 
comments. She'd soon found that out about him, his egotistical 
tenderness, and curbed her often biting and sarcastic tongue when she 
was with him, and after the events that had happened already tonight, 
she didn't want anything to go wrong. But, still, it was funny, and how 
differently the evening had begun a few short hours before ...


After her mother had come downstairs and told her that the man--what 
was his name? David Prescott? No, Preston--had rented the apartment 
next door, she returned to sunning herself, stripping off her blouse 
and lying on the porch on a grass mat, letting her breasts soak up the 
tanning rays of the hot late June sun. It was titillating to think what 
the girls in the shower room would say when she returned in the Fall 
with a golden glow all over, with only her dark brown nipples accent 
points on her otherwise evenly tanned young body. They'd eat their 
hearts out, just like they did because she was dating Clyde, and she'd 
never let on that she'd gotten the tan innocently, either, and not on 
the deck of Old Man Brook's mansion, or out in the water with Clyde.


And then she showered, still tingling from the excitement of the 
simulated wickedness which lying out there nearly nude had given her, 
and went into her little bedroom to dress. Her room was hardly big 
enough for her bed and wardrobe, but unlike the single bedroom 
apartment her mother rented, she at least had her privacy this way, and 
she never considered complaining about the inadequacies. She wasn't 
that kind of girl, and was simply happy that her mother was able to 
make the sporting goods shop make money. Her mother had never said so, 
but Wendy had the feeling that she was scrimping and saving to send her 
to college, though Wendy was having serious doubts that she wanted to 
go. Secretarial school, perhaps, or something like that, but college 
never really interested her much, and she had been thinking about 
asking her mother if she could maybe work in the shop after she 
graduated and continue her real interest: sports. Both her parents had 
been athletic and her father had been a tremendous fisherman--not 
commercially, but only for pleasure--and it had only been a fluke that 
she hadn't gone along on the salmon trawler with him that fateful day 
he'd drowned. Mother, with the store to run and everything else, had 
not been able since then to do much though she liked to fish and hunt 
as much as Wendy's father had, and Wendy, weaned on books and fly-
casting and shotgun powder, wanted to be able to be around that kind of 
life, and perhaps, she thought while she dressed that afternoon, she 
could work with her mother in such a way as to allow them enough free 
time to do the things they liked ...


Wendy Franklin, not exactly alike physically with her mother, had the 
same interests, the same concerns, the same filial bonds; she 
considered her loving and devoted attitude only natural, and never gave 
it a second thought. But it was stronger than she suspected, than 
either of them suspected--


She put on a nude-look, flesh-colored bra and panties, the panties snug 
tight and shockingly sheer around her buttocks and the soft mound of 
her young, virginal pussy. She looked in the mirror and saw the panties 
crease in the crevice between her cunt lips, accentuate them with an 
indecent line which ran between the elastic band down to her vaginal 
area and slipped between her firm, naked thighs. A moment of tiny 
misgivings crossed her mind, her body somehow more blatantly sexual 
than pure nudity, and then she quickly put on her thin, frilly rayon 
blouse and darker green mini-skirt. Her bra showed through the blouse 
and the hem of her skirt was high enough so that when she wasn't 
careful, her barely clad buttocks and upper thighs were visible, and 
though she was dressed, she still gave off the aura of being without 
anything. A good, summer outfit, she thought; good for keeping a boy 
like Clyde Brooks interested in her.


Interested--but not successful in his desire to make love to her. She'd 
handle him if he got too passionate, just as she always had, she 
thought as she waited for him to pick her up. He'd be here at seven, as 
he had every night, and they'd go to a movie or ride around or dance or 
whatever, and eventually they'd start necking. She liked necking with 
him, and had even gone so far as to let him play with her titties; she 
sat in the livingroom and blushed at the remembrance of that incident. 
The Sunday before she'd been out in his father's cruiser, sunbathing 
with Clyde beside her, and they'd began kissing, kissing until she'd 
felt the hardened bulge in his swim trunks against her thighs. She 
remembered his strong but gentle hands on her bikini top, and how after 
a while she'd made no attempt to stop him from undoing the straps, and 
the tender tingling sensations of his fingers as he'd traced over her 
hot, naked flesh and then kissed her exposed, hardening nipples. A 
dryness crept in her throat at the recollection, and how close she'd 
come to not stopping his hand as it had continued to wander, tauting 
her flat, pulsating stomach madly, down to the thin wisp of her bikini 
bottom, attempting to pull them off. She'd made the big effort then, 
and they'd argued; he'd threatened, cajoled, and at last, had pleaded, 
but in the end, he'd gotten up disgustedly and walked around the deck, 
smoking a cigarette.


She'd had only the uncomfortable wetness between her legs to remind her 
of how close to the edge she'd strayed, and as she sat and waited for 
him to come this evening, she'd made a resolution to never let it 
happen again.


So far, this evening wasn't presenting any threat to her virginity. His 
parents were out, so they came to the house, raiding the pantry for 
dinner, which she cooked, and the liquor cabinet for some wine. A 
couple of bottles later, she wanted fresh air and he wanted to go out 
in the cruiser, and they walked down to the dock and boat-house, where 
he carefully and with studied slowness removed the tarp and started the 
inboard engine. Then he climbed on the boathouse dock, took her hand in 
an exaggerated courtly bow, and lost his footing, falling in the water 
beside the boat, taking her with him. Now they were back in the house, 
sopping messes, and she felt like laughing. It was so stupid of him, 
and yet so human, and it made her like Clyde all the more.


"I'm drenched," she heard herself say thickly, still giddy from wine.


"Lord, I can't let you go home like that, Wendy. Your mother would kill 
me. I mean, we've drunk too much and show it, too."


"No, she'd understand."


"Maybe, but I don't want to take the chance. Anyway, the night's still 
young, and once you dry off, we can go do something else."


"I can't stay in these things," she noted, holding up a part of her 
sopping skirt in emphasis. "I'll catch my death of cold. I'll have to 
go home first."


"No, you don't. You can use the guest room and take all your things 
off. There's a bathrobe in there and towels in the john, and I'll go 
upstairs and change myself. A couple of minutes in front of the heater 
and everything will be toasted dry. Hell, that stuff you're wearing is 
drip-dry, isn't it?"


Wendy cocked an eyebrow. "No funny business?"


"Hell, I can't promise that," he said impishly. "Not with the cutest 
girl in Reedsport running half-naked around my father's house. What 
kind of red-blooded American boy do you think I am?"


"Well, in that case--"


"But," he continued, "you'll have more on with that bathrobe and what-
all than when you're in your bathing suit. And I'll be changed."


"I recall what happened to me when I was in my bikini," she said wryly, 
then put her hands on her hips jauntily and eyed him, her head tilted 
to one side. "Still, I handled you then ... I guess I can handle you 
again."


It was all in fun, this teasing, and helped soothe his wounded pride, 
and she knew that it would be a mistake to demand that he take her 
home. Besides, it gave her a certain sensation of excitement at the 
thought of being near-nude around him in a bathrobe, a little bit of 
prurient mischievousness that appealed to her sporting nature. She let 
her boy-friend lead her to the guest room and show her where everything 
was, and then he shut the door. In the bathroom, she undressed quickly, 
stripping the cold wet garments from her skin and grabbing a towel to 
rub herself. She caught her reflection in the mirror on the back of the 
door and paused to study the naked image she made, her creamy-smooth 
skin now a reddish hue from her rubbing. She sat on the edge of the tub 
and dried her feet, and the soft, silky hair curling in the triangle of 
her young, innocent vagina caught her eye. The wine was still in her 
blood, had made her just reckless enough to agree to this absurdity of 
removing her clothes, and she suddenly felt very hot. God, she was 
going to have coffee from now on tonight, because she was going to have 
to keep her head ...


Suddenly she bolted upright and held the towel in front of her, for the 
bathroom door had opened and Clyde stood in the entrance wearing only a 
tight pair of underpants.


"Clyde! You promised!"


He came toward her, shaking his head. "No, I didn't," he grinned 
maliciously, and she saw the heavy sag in the front of his shorts and 
the big protuberance pointing in her direction through the stretched 
cloth. Before she could protest further, he was tugging the towel away 
from her and gathering her into his arms, her naked flesh pressing 
tightly against him as he kissed her with fury, flattening and 
spreading her lips open until she uncontrollably splurged her tongue 
into his mouth. A frightened hollowness came alive in the pit of her 
stomach, and she felt herself being transported out and across to the 
large double bed of the guest room, where he laid her gently on the 
coverlet.


His hands commenced to explore her defenseless body as they had the 
previous Sunday, only this time there was no hindering piece of cloth 
to stop them from reaching her tingling pussy. They caressed her 
swelling breasts, and she felt the nipples distend, and then he sucked 
one into his searching mouth, causing her to whine feebly.


"No ... No, Clyde," she begged, sensing the danger.


But it was as if she'd never spoken, his hands prowling with insane 
intensity over her ribs and belly, brushing the velvety pubic hair 
until she prickled between her legs and tried to squirm away. Still his 
fingers followed, splaying the tender lips of her virginal young cunt 
and he did his mouth upon her own, and she groaned against him, unable 
to contain herself as she writhed on his touch and embrace.


"Clyde ... Oh God, Clyde, we mustn't!" she panted into his face. "You 
know we mustn't!"


He slipped out of his shorts and she heard him breathe harshly at his 
own nakedness, and felt the huge, hot throbbing of his exposed penis 
press into the smooth flesh of her hip. His fingers continued their 
assault on her tingling vaginal passage, burrowing deeper and deeper, 
and she jerked and tossed, a soul-searing moan escaping from her chest 
as she arched her young body and rolled her head from side to side and 
ground her sweat-beaded, trembling white thighs down into the mattress 
in a vain attempt to escape his worming finger down between her legs.


"No, no, no," she chanted, gnashing her teeth as the word ricocheted 
around the walls of her mind, knowing she must stop him but not knowing 
how. His penis slid down over her trembling belly, closer to the softly 
fuzzed furrow where his hand was spreading the thin, slightly throbbing 
lips wider and wider, but when she clamped her thighs together in 
protest, she sucked in a gasp of hot air for his fingers, trapped in 
the hair-covered lips of her vagina, were suddenly all the more 
tantalizing. He flicked the tip of her erect clitoris, teasing it and 
sending insane spasms through her whole body, and she found to her 
anguish and dismay that no longer would her flesh obey her mind; her 
cunt splayed open, her legs widening on their own, and he thrust his 
fingers deep into the pink, moist, demanding hole of her smooth, 
throbbing passage.


"Ohhhh," a long groan gurgled from deep in her throat, and she heard 
herself moaning: "You've got to stop, Clyde ... You can't ... No, no 
..." And to her amazement and confused horror, he took her unresisting 
hand and placed it on the fleshy shaft of his cock and when he moved 
his hand back to her pulsating vagina, she let her fingers remain 
there, on his penis! She'd never seen a naked, aroused man before 
tonight, much less felt one's cock!


God, it was enormous! She'd never been aware of their size before, only 
having seen small boys' penises when she'd baby-sat and had to change 
their diapers. It would kill her if she allowed him to put it inside 
her, it would split her tiny, unstretched pussy right up the middle! 
But the feel of it pulsing with heated passion in her hand was a 
delight to her, and instinctively, she began to stroke and massage it, 
rubbing the firm skin back and forth, and with the boldness of her 
actions blending with curiosity, she couldn't keep herself from moving 
her other hand and feeling his testicles, their hairiness and silky 
texture, and with loving abandon she held them in her palm. Clyde was 
grunting, his mouth firmly on hers, and she felt a wetness between her 
thighs where his cock-head was throbbing against her, and she wondered 
if he'd cum. No ... his penis was still hard as concrete; it must be 
the lubricant that men produce ...


"Wendy ... Wendy, I've got to have you!" he gasped frantically.


"No, god, no ..." she moaned, the shock of his plans sending lewd 
excitement through her, and her pussy quivered with her physical desire 
for him. She wanted him ... she wanted that huge penis she was holding 
to bury itself deep, deep up in her trembling belly. God, how she 
wanted him!


"Wendy ... Wendy, I can't wait any longer ..."


He rolled on top of her and tried to lever his swollen cock between her 
thighs, down where his fingers were still massaging her inflamed, pink 
flesh. She kissed him hard as he continued thrusting down through the 
upper portion of her wet, hair-lined slit, fighting madly to reach the 
mouth of her smooth, virginal passage, his every stroke sending wild 
sensations through her as his cock-head rubbed the erect bud of her 
clitoris.


Then, once again, something snapped inside her brain, making her revolt 
from the act she was about to commit. His long, hard penis bearing down 
in determined concentration against the softness of her tender thighs 
and pulsating, but still intact cunt sent warning signals charging to 
her mind, its physical touch awakening her and breaking through the 
haze of wine-induced abandonment. The nearly forgotten vestiges of her 
principles, the morality her mother had taught her to hold sacred, came 
rushing back to her with tidal wave force, even as her young pussy 
angled upwards in its own betrayal to her prurient desires.


"No! No, Clyde, stop! I won't let you!"


"Damn you! You can't! You can't! I'm ready to cum! Don't chicken out, 
baby ... you'll love it! Ohhhh!"


She pleaded, but he didn't seem to hear or care, and she reached down 
between them and took his hardened cock in her hands and squeezed it 
only seconds before he would have entered her with his thrusting, 
pummeling shaft.


"Ahhhh! You bitch! You teasing little bitch!" he groaned at her. "I'm 
cumming! God damn it, I'm cumming!"


As she grasped the thick, ramming penis and he continued to pump 
wildly, and cry out harshly, she felt his cock expand and contract in 
her clutching hands, and the helpless gasps of passion poured out of 
him. Hot sticky fluid spurted and soaked her white thighs and matted 
her soft curly pubic hair, running down the open crevice of soft pink 
flesh he had almost succeeded in conquering, pooling on the bedspread 
between her open buttocks. He collapsed on top of her, sobbing and 
spasming, and she warmly caressed his cock, letting the last of his cum 
drain out of her vaginal slit in a wanton display of perversion.


Slowly he sat up, not looking at her. He eased over to the side of the 
bed and let his feet touch the floor, and then he rose and took his 
underpants from the carpet and wiped himself. He threw the damp, soaked 
pants at her, and sneered: "You bitch. What a miserable thing to do to 
a guy. You're nothing but a prick-teaser."


Wendy, ashamed and humiliated beyond endurance, felt the sting of his 
castigation and tears welled in her eyes. "Clyde--"


"Shut up. Just shut up, will you? Clean yourself up and I'll take you 
home." His words were spit out as if he was talking to a street whore 
of the lowest kind. "I don't know what ever made me want to waste my 
time with a little baby like you."


He pivoted on his heel and stalked out the door, slamming it behind 
him, his loathing and disgust a thick, heavy entity in the room long 
after he'd left. Wendy sat in utter mortification and desolation for a 
long moment, her heart and soul tormented to their extremes. She took 
the sodden underpants he'd thrown at her and wiped her nakedness, 
opening her legs to clean the sticky, white seed from her vagina and 
burning loins, the pain in her unsatisfied and still seething tender 
pussy almost as much a sore reminder of what she had almost lost--and 
what she had lost in the way of a boy-friend by her refusal--as the 
persistent ache in her mind.


Slowly and disheartedly, Wendy rose from the bed and went into the 
bathroom to retrieve her clothes. Her mind whirled with doubts and 
self-abasement, a torturing melange of hating herself for almost 
succumbing, for allowing herself to get so carried away, for not 
letting Clyde fuck her and thereby keep him ... God, what should she 
have done? What was the right way, the best way? The noble words of her 
mother's philosophy sounded extremely hollow in her ears at that 
moment, the victory for her virginity a Phyrric one at best ...


She'd talk to her mother when she got home. Mother would know what was 
the best thing for her to have done ... and do ...


Chapter 3


Marleen Franklin closed the shop at seven o'clock, five minutes after 
Wendy's current boyfriend, Clyde Brooks, picked her daughter up in his 
sports car. She thought of Wendy as she walked up to the dark and empty 
apartment after she'd done the ledgers for the day, thought of how much 
a boon and companion she'd been as well as a child of which to be 
proud. She wasn't worried about Wendy being with boys; the doctor had 
assured her that Wendy was still a virgin as of the last checkup, and 
she was a good girl by nature. Marleen was well aware of the traps and 
snares young people could fall into in this day and age, and she was 
doing her best to keep Wendy from falling into any of them. She'd 
thought she'd fairly well succeeded, and looked forward to the day when 
Wendy would be an equal, an adult and mature, and no longer her little 
child.


Not that Wendy was a child any longer; one look at her in the shower 
and soaping her full-shaped breasts or now matured vaginal area told 
her that. And Marleen had looked, and looked whenever Wendy was 
displaying herself, because she was proud of having produced such a 
fine girl-woman and drawn with loving tenderness to her daughter. And 
yet ... there were times when she'd watched Wendy's snub-nosed, 
freckle-faced innocence combined with the lush provocativeness of 
upright, taut breasts and flat belly and gently sloping thighs where 
her triangle of soft pubic fleece lay between so prominently, and 
Marleen had been worried that perhaps Wendy was emerging into maturity 
a little too fast. But then she'd laugh away her silly fears, for the 
world was simply spinning faster these days, and hadn't she gotten 
married at nineteen?


Upstairs, she puttered around the kitchen, a bit sad and feeling lonely 
with Wendy out. The new tenant was constantly on her mind, and as hard 
as she tried to dismiss their new boarder, Dave Preston, from her 
thoughts, the more he seemed to come back to haunt her. He'd been in 
and out of the apartment all of that day, with his flaxen-haired 
girlfriend, Gloria something-or-other. She looked like a whore, smelled 
of cheap rose water, and chewed gum; Marleen had not thought much of 
her, although she had to admit that the woman had a fine and sensual 
body and knew how to move it. She didn't walk--she strutted! Not that 
it was any of her business what Preston did or didn't do with that 
woman, she chastised herself ...


She undressed for bed early, deciding to go to lie down and watch some 
TV from the portable set in the bedroom and just plain relax. It had 
been a harrowing day what with one thing and another, and she was 
awfully tired ...


She stood naked after stripping her clothes off and hanging them up, 
examining herself critically in the light of the bedroom before 
switching on the TV. She took the pins out of her hair and let the long 
silky strands fall; they covered her breasts partially, with only the 
dark aureoles and nipples peeking through, and the bottom crest of 
translucent flesh mounded below the hairline. She let her eyes move 
across her still flat plane of stomach, past the few stretch marks left 
over from Wendy's birth, down to the softly curling pubic hair which 
covered her pinkly hidden vaginal lips. Then she stretched, throwing 
her hair over her shoulder, and looked at her smooth satiny buttocks, 
the rippled muscles in the back of her slim, tapered thighs, and 
shapely, slim legs.


I have a good body, she thought. I really do. Some day, for some man, 
it would please with the same intensity and passion with which it had 
pleased Howie, her late husband. Until then, all she could do was hold 
it in reserve. She hadn't been bothered by the possible aging of her 
charms until today, strangely to say--oh, she'd noticed her reflection 
in the mirror and looked at herself as she was now, but today she'd 
made the startling discovery that the original fires Howie had kindled 
in her many long years ago weren't cold embers but banked coals, 
threatening to burst into flame from the nearness of an attractive, 
magnetic male beast.


Marleen lay down on the cool sheets on the bed and stretched out with a 
low, grateful sigh. That's what had been the matter with her today: 
she'd found to her surprise, and yes, to her fear as well, that she was 
still sexually responsive and yearning for love and the chance to love 
in return. She tossed fretfully, naked and uncovered on the bed, the 
stifling summer heat less oppressive to her than her own inner fires, 
and kept asking herself the two most important questions of her life: 
when a woman is widowed early in her married life, how much does she 
owe her child? And: can romance live in life at thirty-six and after?


Damn that David Preston for coming here today! she cursed. Damn, damn, 
damn! He was the one who'd made her so horridly aware of the gifts she 
had to offer, and the unrequited pangs of not having a man to whom to 
give them totally and forever, who would appreciate the extent of those 
gifts ...


"Mmmmmmmm!" Then: "Ahhhhhhh!" in a voice which obviously belonged to 
Preston. Marleen lay rigid on the bed, holding her breath, realizing 
with blushing embarrassment that she was unwontedly overhearing her new 
tenant and that blonde girl 'visitor" making love in his bedroom ...


"... Run your fingers along my balls ..."


"... Suck, baby, suck my cock!"


She couldn't continue listening! That woman, that Gloria was taking her 
boarder's throbbing penis in her mouth! How utterly perverse ... But 
Marleen was only able to lie motionless, caught in a strange series of 
involuntary sensations as she listened against her will and judgment to 
the salacious conversation muted by the thin wall separating the two 
bedrooms.


"Ahhhhh, baby ... oh, the inside of your mouth is like melted honey. Oh 
Jesus, that's nice..."


I've got to get out of here! the distraught widow cried out to herself. 
But it was as though iron shackles were fettering her to the bed ...


"You really love to suck cock, Gloria ... Ohhh, ahhhh, mmm!"


Stop it! Stop it! Marleen screamed silently. But as she struggled 
mentally, she looked down the expanse of her smooth, taut body, and saw 
that physically she was reacting in a way entirely opposite to what her 
head was telling her. The nipples on her gently curved breasts were 
peaking out of their folds, becoming hard and raised, like cherries on 
top of whipping cream. A tender aching was beginning to tingle between 
her legs, and when in wonderment and disbelief she actually touched one 
of them, the contact of her fingers intensified the throbbing in her 
loins to where she could no longer ignore its presence or what it 
signified. Dear heaven above, she was becoming sexually stimulated by 
the lewd actions taking place next door! No, no, it couldn't be 
happening ... but it was, and her entire being quivered on the bed.


"Gloria ... suck harder milk my cock dry, you little hot bitch! Ahhhh!"


The inside of Marleen's mouth was dry and she ran her tongue moistly 
over her lips to dispel the arid, cottony taste, and though she tried 
to blank her mind, it seemed to lewdly insist on projecting the image 
of what must be taking place the few feet away. David was on the bed 
... yes, that was it, and Gloria was kneeling over him stripped naked, 
her long lemon-yellow hair fanning over his belly and abdomen, and she 
was taking his blood-swollen shaft in her mouth and sucking it, up and 
down, up and down ...


A wave of shame caused her to flush a violent crimson. She'd never 
allowed Howie to kiss her between her thighs, or kiss him down there in 
return ... and here she was, dreaming of the carnal, degenerate act and 
working herself up to an impossible frenzy. She was aroused, all right, 
and for the first time in six years at that, and there was no use 
trying to delude herself any differently. If Howie had been there, 
she'd have gladly opened her legs wide and accepted his penis up inside 
her, for she needed it ... she needed release, and needed it 
desperately ...


"That's wonderful ... tickle my balls, baby. Ohhhh, I'm about ready to 
cum in your mouth, Gloria ... ohhh, suck harder!"


Marleen continued to mold and knead her breast, slowly capitulating to 
her physical hunger, her anguished needs which were spreading like an 
insidious cancer through her flesh, and only the reassured knowledge 
that what she was doing would be a secret to everybody but herself 
helped tame the shame and horror of her manipulations. Her other hand 
was moving to her wide-splayed thighs, wet with the secretions of her 
excitement, and gently she fingered her soft, writhing skin, teasing 
her still softer pubic hair and inner vaginal lips as she was held in 
the overwhelming grip of her powerful passions. Her finger contacted 
the trembling erection of her throbbing little clitoris and she gasped 
then in total defeat, rolling helplessly on the sheets with the obscene 
delight of touching herself down there.


From next door, David Preston was yelling: "I'm going to cum, baby ... 
ahhhh, suck it, suck it nowwwww!"


The fire burned more insatiably in her cunt, and demanded more to feed 
its lewd furnace of cravings. Marleen pictured the nakedly locked 
bodies next door and she inserted her finger deep into the passion 
moistened mouth of her pulsating vagina, drawing her knees up and her 
buttocks off the bed, high in the air as she arched with the maddening 
rhythm of her finger--now two fingers--screwing deeper and deeper up 
into herself. She could see in her mind's eye the naked woman's hotly 
ovalling lips and David Preston's humping, jerking motions as he thrust 
his hips up toward her slavering mouth, and Marleen finger-fucked 
herself faster and faster, nothing existing except the delirious coming 
of her impending climax with theirs ...


*   *   *


"Get out of the car, and don't ever come around again," Clyde Brooks 
sneered. He gunned the small engine in his MG with impatience. "I want 
to go out and find a real woman now and take the bad taste out of my 
mouth."


"Clyde, please--"


"Stop your mewling, baby. Out."


Crying abjectly, the terrified and brow-beaten young girl flung herself 
out of the sports car and ran to the gate, having a difficult time 
unlocking it with her house key because of the tears streaming wetly 
from her swollen eyes.


Her mascara was running down her cheeks, staining her livid skin, so 
red and mottled from her anguish and tormented heart. She trembled as 
she unlocked the door to the apartment, pausing to take a deep breath 
and smooth out her still damp skirt and blouse. Her head was whirling 
confusedly with the enveloping whirlwinds of her thoughts and emotions, 
the effect of the traumatic evening, the wine, the nearness of being 
fucked for the first time filling her marrow and blood with quaking 
distress.


She had to talk to her mother--Mother was her Rock of Gibraltar, her 
foundation for what she believed, her point of faith for her morals and 
actions ... But Mother wasn't in the livingroom, even though the lights 
were on. She must be in the bedroom, the daughter concluded, seeing the 
light on in there and a strange, squeaking noise coming from within ... 
She crossed hesitantly on the carpeting, her flats making not the 
slightest noise, and then she was at the open doorway ... and stood 
stone-still, drinking in the unbelievable scene ...


She recoiled, choking back a cry of astonishment! A dreaded chill shot 
up her spine, blinding her brain momentarily from the shock of the 
carnal exhibition before her, and she slumped against the door-jamb, 
utterly speechless with incomprehension. Insensibly, she wasn't filled 
with loathing and hatred, even as her mind recovered sufficiently to 
put into mental words the lustful tableaux on the bed.


Her mother was lying on her back in an unnatural position of love-
making, only there wasn't any partner! She was fingering herself and 
rubbing her breasts, the whole of her soft, hair-lined vaginal slit 
pinkly open to Wendy's wide-eyed stare, and she was moaning with 
passion-crazed, clenched-mouth delight, the chant slurred.


"Ohhhhh ... Ohhhhh, ohhhhh ..."


Marleen's hollowed buttocks were lifted several inches off the bed as 
she struggled upward desperately trying to absorb the entirety of her 
hand in her hungry cunt, a wet slavering sound drifting across the room 
to burn her daughter's ears, and she flexed her thighs, squeezing them 
rhythmically up and down the smooth poles of her fingers and then Wendy 
heard the muffled shouts from the next door apartment: "That's it, 
Gloria ... I'm going to cummmm! I'm going to cum in your mouth. Suck, 
baby, suck my cock!"


That new tenant! Wendy reeled inwardly from the brazen, lewd 
implications, and she blinked the way an owl does as she tried to sort 
out and rationally absorb the total knowledge of what was going on. 
David Preston was in his room with some girl named Gloria ... and she 
was sucking his cock ... and here, before her uncomprehending view, her 
mother was reveling in the depravity of their acts, obscenely 
masturbating with all the abandonment of a slut off the streets, doing 
to herself what Wendy had been taught to consider as one of the more 
loathsome practices, a defilement and degradation on the parts of a 
female which should be kept clean in spirit and flesh. Hadn't her camp 
counselor warned her about self-abuse? Hadn't Old Lady Witherspoon in 
her Health Class told them all that such practices can turn you mad and 
cause pimples and only degenerates did such things to themselves? 
Hadn't her mother always told her to keep her vagina and breasts holy 
and to keep her respect in her soul?


My God, she'd never dreamed of such a pagan display of abandonment, for 
while the cries of craving filtering from next door were terrible, the 
idea of kissing a penis so unthinkable, it was to be expected of 
others, of weaker mortals ...


But now, twisting obscenely in front of her was her own mother!


Her Rock of Gibraltar crumbled, her foundation cracked and dissolved 
like sand before her eyes ... She had placed her mother on a pedestal, 
made her God-like the way a child does when dependent on the wisdom of 
the parent; but the time must come for disenchantment, or the child can 
never fully grow and reach mature independence. Most often the 
awareness that Mother--or Father--is not perfect and has feet of clay 
comes over a period of time and is apt to be called "teenage 
rebellion," and in healthy situations this eventually turns into a 
young adult seeking his own way but regarding his parents in a new and 
better light, in the respect due a human being by another, not in 
adoring worship.


The trouble was, Wendy had not let herself evolve to that point, for 
she was extremely close to her mother and had always thought of her in 
terms of someone superior. This, now, was cataclysmic to her, a sudden 
rupture of everything she'd deemed holy and untainted, and when added 
to the rest of the evening's horrors, made her teeter on the brink of 
insanity, like abruptly finding out that God doesn't exist after having 
devoted your whole life to priest-hood, or discovering that the 
absolute Rights of the world were Wrongs, or at least only Maybes.


So as she watched her mother play with her nipples, peak them and roll 
them between her forefinger and thumb, and jerk and lunge her lower 
body as if devil-possessed with her other hand swirling among the dark 
black hair of her widely stretched cunt, Wendy was shattered, gaping 
wide-mouthed at the bouncing bed. Her brain was angered to a furious 
pitch of illogical rejection: her mother had only been spouting trite 
phrases, hypocritical platitudes which were said but not believed! All 
the lecturing, all the warnings to watch out for hands and mouths and 
the saving grace of waiting for the uncarnal love was a basket of crap! 
In practice, her mother was as debauched and lewd as any whore 
imaginable! What a God-damned fool Wendy had been--she should have let 
Clyde fuck her silly tonight, and should have long ago spread her legs 
for every boy who came along. Actions speak louder than, and are worth 
a thousand of, words--and Wendy saw the truth. Or, she thought she saw 
the truth ... for Marleen Franklin, having fallen off the pedestal she 
had been placed on in Wendy's mind, was no longer a white icon, but a 
black devil ... the truth of being a little of both, of being grey and 
human, hadn't yet entered Wendy's small world ...


Wendy told herself to go in and tear her mother from her wild spectacle 
of unadulterated passion, but she couldn't. She couldn't even turn away 
and leave her mother to her own ungodly revelries, for she found 
herself still not revolted and sickened by seeing the naked body 
spread-eagled in lewdness on the bed, but wildly fascinated--and why 
not? she asked herself ... isn't that the way she should be now, not 
that she'd woken up to the facts? But as much as she wanted to reject 
her mother, there was still the unconscious tug of love and devotion 
running below the surface of her immediate reactions, making her keep 
her eyes on that black pubic mound of hair that was being so blatantly 
aroused, making her stay for the exact opposite reason she was telling 
herself was the force which kept her at the door. Love ... hate; often 
the difference is hard to distinguish, frequently co-mingling in 
ambivalent attitudes.


"Ohhh ... Umm ... Ohhhh ... Suck, Gloria, suck ..."


Wendy heard the sounds and saw her mother's eyes grow glassy and sticky 
lubrications seep from between her smooth, fleshy buttocks as they 
ground and bumped in her wild ride to ecstasy. Then, Wendy groaned 
inwardly, her breath hot and heavy in her constricted chest, there was 
where I was born, between those long legs and downy soft black curls 
was the heart of my conception.


Marleen, unaware that her daughter was so enraptured, yet so destroyed, 
by watching her finger herself to orgasm, was squirming lewdly in the 
throes of her passion, seeing mentally their boarder's huge, glistening 
cock ramming in and out of the hotly sucking woman's clasping mouth, 
and her hands became that cock, and her gasps matched those of the 
surging bodies on the other side of the wall. Oh, how she wished Howie 
was here to pump his cum into her hot, searing passage, for the fingers 
weren't enough as her thoughts centered on the thick member ravishing 
the other woman's lips, and she had to have more but there was nothing 
except her fingers. In desperation she reached up over her buttocks 
with the hand which had been working her breasts and searched the wet 
anal crevice, and squirmed a finger in the tiny puckered rectum between 
her moon-shaped buttocks. She gasped from her haste, as the finger dug 
painfully into the soft, rubbery walls of her ass, sending a sharp jolt 
through her, then electric tingles of darting pleasure raced through 
her again and her face colored crimson as she felt her climax coming, 
coming with a great roar--


"Ahhhhhh!" Preston screamed through the partition. "I'm there!"


Wendy shuttered with emphatic identification as she sensed that the 
people in the other apartment were cumming and her mother was 
responding, and her own barely tried genitals ached like a seething 
volcano, ready to burst but not stimulated to that apex yet. She 
projected her own wishful fantasies as she looked at her mother's 
vaginal mound and tight, hairless anus being insanely ravished by her 
own fingers, sucked in her breath as she saw a mighty shudder break in 
waves across her lust-filled face, and clenched her thighs shut as her 
mother moaned out her self-induced orgasm--


Marleen's whole body vibrated and then hot, sticky juices gushed from 
around her fingers, covering her hand and running in rivulets down the 
inside of her excitedly quivering thighs and other hand. A piercing 
scream reverberated through the wall, followed by a low male groan, and 
then there was utter silence from the savage couple. Pinwheels of light 
burst in front of her eyes as she cried out once, twice, with the acute 
pleasure of her own release, and she arched her back, squeezing her 
cuntal area as hard as she could, then sunk to the bed, completely 
exhausted.


She couldn't bring herself to withdraw her fingers from herself until 
the last dying throbs had stilled inside, but finally she allowed her 
hands to slither wetly from her satiated pussy and anus and she rolled 
limply over, burrowing her head in her pillow, tiny tendrils of guilt 
beginning to crawl over her. She didn't hear David and Gloria as they 
changed position so that he could suck her blonde-haired cunt, nor did 
Marleen hear the child creep away and to her own room, closing the door 
and locking it. But Wendy couldn't lock out the numbing pain in her 
soul and the images of what she'd just witnessed, alone and confused 
with torment. Her mother was no longer a sanctuary, a place to run and 
find peace and salvation; she was now the opposite, the causation of 
agony and disruption, not the reliever of it.


Marleen was sick with the knowledge of what she'd done as sanity 
returned to her slowly. What was the matter with her now? Was she so 
starved, so wrought up by this David Preston, whom she hardly knew, 
that she was having to resort to masturbation for satisfaction? Would 
she repeat it time and again now? Her stomach churned, and the guilt-
ridden mother clenched her eyes shut and took the other pillow from 
beside her and covered the back of her head. Little by little her 
spasming muscles relaxed. With the lethargy of post-sex release, her 
physical calmness spread to her mind, which was dazed to the point of 
welcoming the relief, the escape from her agony. A drowsiness drifted 
over her, and a blissful, healing sleep let her sink into 
unconsciousness, stopping her from reliving the purgatory to which 
she'd condemned herself.


Tomorrow, she thought just before she slept. Maybe tomorrow things will 
be better ...


Chapter 4


Morning arrived all too soon.


The alarm clock went off, awaking Marleen, and she slowly came around 
to consciousness with a fuzzy, distant, half-jointed awareness. She 
turned over, at first curious as to why she was naked and on top of her 
covers--and then she recalled the previous night, what she had heard 
and done, and a wash of shame and self-loathing flowed over her. 
Quickly she padded to her closet and put on a chenille robe, not 
wanting to be reminded further of her indiscretion by seeing her 
nakedness openly displayed, and she buttoned the robe all the way down 
and up to her neck, covering her flesh. Barefoot, trembling and 
clutching the hem with her hand, she stepped into the livingroom, 
almost fearful that Wendy would see her like this, and crossed to the 
kitchen, where she plugged in the percolator.


The apartment was strangely quiet and solemn, the way a tomb might be 
... she wondered if her daughter was awake yet, then saw that her 
bedroom door was ajar. She glanced at the clock over the stove: eight-
thirty. Wendy was up and gone awfully early, but then that wasn't 
incredibly unusual, and Marleen didn't worry about it any more than 
she'd worried about Wendy being out with Clyde the night before. She'd 
open the store in an hour, and sooner or later Wendy would come home 
...


She poured herself a cup of steaming hot coffee and sat down, staring 
stony-eyed at nothing in particular, her thoughts hazy and tormenting. 
Poor little Wendy; she had no idea what kind of mother she had, and had 
Marleen caught her masturbating the way she had last night, she'd have 
made quite a scene. Her shoulders slumped and her head bowed with the 
knowledge of her self-abuse, and she asked herself over and over the 
sickening question whether her six years of sexual chasteness had left 
her so weakened that she had to resort to manipulating her own breasts 
and vagina for satisfaction, whether she was on the verge of 
nymphomania, unable to control her emotions ...


No, no it was because of David Preston. Not that she blamed her tenant 
for being the way he was, getting that girl of his up to his room and 
having her suck his penis ... it was because there was something about 
him which seemed to release all of the locks she'd carefully placed on 
her body and feelings, and that if she'd heard some other man doing the 
same thing last night, it wouldn't have affected her anywhere near as 
strongly ... and so for her own sake he'd have to leave at once before 
things got out of hand. It might not solve everything perfectly, she 
told herself, but it would be a start. As soon as she saw him, she'd 
tell him to go.


It was useless to chastise herself further about her masturbation; she 
couldn't wipe it off the slate of her life. It was done and the best 
thing to do would be to learn from it, and that she'd have to watch 
herself more closely in the future, even after David Preston was out 
bag and baggage. She hated to part with the two hundred dollars he'd 
given her, but that was a cheap price to pay for her sanity, and she 
was only lucky that no permanent harm had been done. After all, nobody 
had seen her finger herself while listening to the nakedly groaning 
couple next door, and it wasn't very adult of her to torture her mind 
with childish guilt as if she had been viewed by others. Yes, she said 
to nobody in particular, yes it was very lucky indeed that Wendy was 
out on a date last night and didn't know the horror her mother was 
experiencing ...


*   *   *


Wendy awoke an hour earlier than her mother, one of the many times 
she'd woken during the night. It was useless to try and sleep, she 
decided, and she wanted to be gone before her mother awoke; she didn't 
know what she wanted to do, but she knew that she didn't want to face 
her, not yet, not until she had sorted some of her confusion and 
resentment out and resolved a few things in her own mind.


She decided to sun herself on the porch, though because of the new 
tenant she knew that she couldn't go bare-chested as she had been 
doing, and so she slipped on her magenta colored bikini and her terry-
cloth beach robe that came just below her thighs, and silently padded 
out the apartment door and to the porch. She was deeply troubled by the 
shattering knowledge that her mother was a sensual and carnal woman, 
not at all saintly and above the "sins of the flesh" she had warned 
Wendy to avoid. There was nobody Wendy could turn to, nor was she sure 
of her own feelings, sensing little save a kind of reeling numbness; 
not hating, not loving, not really anything but confusion.


She was surprised to see David Preston down in the yard, playing with 
his dog. He was only in a pair of faded dungarees, and she gasped with 
admiration at the way the early morning sun rippled across his fine, 
exposed chest, his muscles firm and his skin copper. God, but that 
man's built, she thought peripherally, and so confident and virile. 
Clyde's only a boy compared to him. He was so graceful and lean as he 
played in barefoot happiness with his large, romping dog, throwing a 
rubber ball against the fence for it to catch. And the dog was just as 
magnificent, whipcord taut and large, with a glossy coat that wasn't 
too hairy and yet gave a shining covering of rich, fur-like texture.


David Preston laughed and King barked joyfully at the exercise as he 
took the ball from King's massive jaws, and he was about to throw it 
again when he saw the figure of the lovely young girl on the porch. He 
stopped, transfixed as the sunlight caught her beauty, her lithe, 
innocent ripeness. Her terry-cloth robe was untied, because the day was 
already uncommonly warm, and the creamy down of her smooth skin was 
displayed, barely covered by the thin strands of her bikini. Her mouth 
was parted and her teeth slightly bared as she looked down at him, and 
the sun seemed to focus on the triangle of her petal-like vagina, 
presenting it to him as if it was an offering there to be taken by his 
huge, stabbing cock. Her high, inviting globular breasts were barely 
restrained by the tight top, jutting out like twin hillocks, waiting to 
be climbed, and legs, so slender, so smoothly curving into her inner 
thighs and firm buttocks seemed to beg him to step up to her and bury 
himself between them. His cock strained against his pants as he gazed 
with increasingly lusting eyes up at the beautiful teenager, his mind 
devilishly churning with lascivious and devious thoughts as to how best 
bring her under his control and body ...


Suddenly laughing, Wendy held her pose for a moment, thumbs pressed 
against her slender, sculptured sides, fingers splayed across her 
belly. "Mr. Preston? What're you doing?"


"Exercising King," he called back. "Come on down."


"All right." She giggled delightedly and disappeared from view, only to 
appear a few minutes later at the back door. She came across the yard, 
provocative in her walk and stance without even being aware of her 
natural sensuality. "Gee, you have a nice dog, Mr. Preston."


"Call him King," he grinned at her as she patted King's head. King 
lolled his tongue out appreciatively and panted. "And call me David; 
it's a lot less formal between friends."


"Oh? Are we friends?" she said coyly.


"Aren't we?" He knew this was a game, a teasing game that teenage girls 
love to play and never mean. He knew it and went along with it. Lose a 
battle, win the war ...


"Sure we are, I guess, David. And I'm Wendy."


"I know. I heard your mother call you yesterday."


"Oh her," she grimaced.


Normally, such a reaction would be expected of a girl, it being no more 
than the usual unmeant disdain for parents, but Preston caught a deep 
undercurrent of true feeling behind her casual remark. Being the man he 
was with his devotion to seduction, he felt that there might be a weak 
point in which to drive the wedge of his cock; with the jungle instinct 
of a predatory lion of long experience, he began shaping a plan of 
attack around that innocuous throwaway comment.


"Where's your girl-friend?" Wendy asked slyly. She hadn't forgotten 
about the moans and growls of lust which had been emanating from his 
room while her mother masturbated. That didn't bother her--after all, 
David was a man, and such things were to be expected of him; her mother 
was the seed of her anguish. "You know, the blonde one you had in your 
room last night."


If Wendy had the impression he'd blush like the boys she knew would 
have, she was mistaken. He threw back his head and laughed uproarishly. 
"You know about Gloria, then?"


"Sure, the whole block does, you were making so much noise."


"What the hell, can't two people enjoy themselves?"


Wendy changed the subject, feeling it was getting a little too intimate 
for her; she wanted to escape lewdness, not get more of it. "I thought 
she'd be over here today with you," she said casually, but she felt her 
cheeks beginning to burn.


David chuckled, the man catching the blush on her pretty face. "Yeah, 
she left early to go to her brother's place. She'll be living there, 
you see."


"Oh ..."


"You planning to sun-bathe?" he asked nonchalantly.


"Well ... there isn't anything else really to do," she replied. "But 
I'd sure like to get away from here. You have a car?"


"Gloria's got it."


"Oh, yeah. Gloria."


"Come on, Wendy, she's just a friend. I'm not married to her."


"You sleep with her, don't you?" she blurted out before she'd realized 
what she'd been thinking. She averted her eyes, angry at herself, and 
embarrassed at the way David laughed at her again.


What do you know about sex, little lady?"


"More than you think," she said grimly. "More than you think."


He chortled again. David lewdly thought about the pawing, groping hands 
of the local kids on her tender breasts, and her passion-filled kissing 
in the drive-in. She was still a virgin; Christ, he could almost smell 
her quivering little hymen stretched across her cherry cunt ... well, 
if he had his way, she'd sure have a lot of knowledge about sex, 
straight from his throbbing cock! But he'd have to get her away from 
here, away from the prying eyes of her mother--another luscious cunt he 
wasn't forgetting to consider ways and means about--and all the other 
distractions. Someplace quiet ...


"Well, how about the boat?" the older man suggested, thumbing towards 
the Thompson outboard.


"Heck, I've seen everywhere that's anywhere around the bay, and the 
boat's not big enough to take out in open water."


"Well, I haven't seen everywhere and anywhere. Show me."


She looked up at him. Why not? A beautiful day, and it would give her 
something to do, and he was such a nice, understanding and cool guy. He 
might be over thirty, but he's not square, she thought, nodding her 
head in sudden agreement. "I'll get the keys," she said.


"And I'll get ... some other things," Preston added, grinning with 
intense pleasure. Some extra special other things ...


It had been a very fine suggestion, Wendy thought dreamily some hours 
later, the day blue-and-white, the sea Lucite clear and of long, low 
waves. The ride around the bay had been beautiful, the magnificent dog, 
King, barking at the swooping gulls and frothy spray, and she'd had fun 
pointing out all the homes and points of view as she stood in front, 
her hands on the windscreen, letting the salty, tangy breeze blow her 
hair and cool her skin, while David skillfully maneuvered the boat 
while sitting alongside her at the controls. Then they'd decided to go 
someplace and just relax, someplace out of the way and secluded, and 
she'd liked that idea as well, because she was still disturbed by the 
events of last night, and wanted a little peace and quiet in which to 
contemplate.


She knew just the spot, too. The pines were thinned out, allowing a 
small section of sandy beach about thirty yards long and half as deep--
just enough to drop anchor and wade ashore and relax on the sand, alone 
and unsullied, the world going by without noticing them. She lay back 
on the towel, the warm rays baking her, feeling the nearness of the 
older man next to her, but not caring, not afraid ... King slept in the 
shade, but ready should he be needed.


Preston sat up, stretching and yawning. "I could go for a cigarette. 
You want one?"


"No, no thank you."


"You don't smoke?"


"Well ... sometimes." She didn't want to act unsophisticated in front 
of him, make him think she was a child or something. "Okay," she nodded 
impulsively.


He grinned at her and stretched himself so he could reach into his 
pocket for his pack. They were odd looking, she thought as he handed 
her one. Loose, with a funny brown-colored, shaggy tobacco. He saw her 
hesitation and explained: "They're Mexican, Wendy. I got them down 
there. Mild, but lots of flavor. That's what you smoke for, isn't it?"


"Yeah, sure ... I guess so." She placed one in her mouth and cupped his 
hand as he lit it with his lighter. She inhaled, and was pleased to 
find out that he was right, that the cigarette was peculiar smelling 
but very tasty, sort of sweetish, in fact. But a small tendril of 
giddiness hit her, in spite of their mildness, and suddenly the ocean 
was a different color of blue. "Whoo! They're sure different, all 
right, but I like them."


"I thought you would," the man said insidiously. He thought to himself 
that this girl must be awfully stupid and very ignorant not to know 
that she wasn't smoking Mexican cigarettes, but marijuana. Hell, he'd 
never even been to Mexico. He watched her carefully as she smoked, 
keeping her mind off what she was doing automatically by a constant 
patter of lively jokes and remarks, making her giggle and her eyes 
sparkle and her lungs inhale the curling fog of the euphoric drug ...


Slowly and without her realizing it, the young teenager began to fall 
under its magic spell, making her feel free, uncaring, devil-take-the-
hindmost. She felt warm comradeship to David now, grabbing his arm as 
he told jokes and she laughed, giving him side-long glances of 
provocativeness, loving the world and herself and wanting him to like 
her as well. Wendy rested her chin on her drawn-up knees and dreamily 
leaned against David Preston to let him know that she was enjoying the 
day, and his company ... and the delicious illusion festered by the 
marijuana he continually gave her pervaded her slim, untouched body, 
giving her a tingling sensation deep inside, so deep that she couldn't 
imagine its bottom.


"Oh, I don't want ever to leave here, David," she said.


"Why not?"


"I don't want to go home. My mother--" She caught herself just before 
she was going to tell all about what she'd seen. She put her hand to 
her mouth in a gesture of silence.


"Go on, what about her?"


"I can't tell you."


"You should tell somebody, Wendy. I can see you've been very upset and 
worried about something, and that's no good."


"You did?" she asked thickly. "It's not?"


"No," he answered smoothly, "it's not. And it was obvious that you've 
been bothered all night, because when you came downstairs this morning, 
you were almost shaking." She hadn't, but it was a good lie at the 
moment, and he knew that she wasn't in any condition to think 
rationally about this morning and contradict; she shook her head in 
agreement.


"Well, I have been, but it's not a nice subject. It's about ... sex!" 
She said the last word in a hushed, excited tone, her eyes wide. "Sex, 
you know?"


"Yeah, I know, Wendy," Preston said. "But everybody has sex lives--you, 
me, your mother--and there's no use trying to hide the fact or 
pretending it doesn't exist." He felt her shoulders trembling, and he 
placed a protective arm around her, patting her other shoulder like a 
father would. "Go ahead and spill it, Wendy. I'm not going to spread it 
around, and you can't keep it bottled up inside you forever."


The marijuana-induced freedom lowered her gates of natural reluctance, 
just as if she'd been drinking all afternoon. She felt hot tears brim 
in her eyes, and while she felt silly for bursting into crying, she 
couldn't stop herself, feeling doubly all of the bitter emotions she'd 
been nagged with since she'd been almost de-virginated by Clyde Brooks. 
Haltingly, letting the whole confession pour out unstopped and 
uncensored, she lay bare her innermost heart, telling Preston in a 
babbling, choking slur about everything.


It didn't take much imagination for the man beside her to unravel her 
distorted and unconnected train of thought, and an excited glow 
flickered into his eyes, and the stirrings of lewd and excited passions 
boiled in the pit of his belly. Hot damn! Her mother fingering herself 
off while listening to me get sucked by Gloria! That only shows that 
the old lady is hot to trot for cock, especially, if her kid is right, 
she hasn't had a steady man around for six years. God, I'd burst apart 
if I didn't get my balls emptied for half that time! And this little 
virgin teenager, who's a virgin just as I thought, almost got some cock 
rammed into her last night, only leave it to some inexperienced kid to 
get over-anxious and ruin the pitch ... But I won't screw things up. 
This one is as good as fucked right now ...


Finished her agonizing story, Wendy pressed her face tightly against 
his cheek and cried softly, and in a muffled voice, said: "Oh, David, 
I'm so miserable. I don't know what to do!"


"Wendy, tell me something. Did you enjoy seeing your mother playing 
with herself?"


"What? No, no, I just told you--"


"Come on, tell the truth. You watched her for a long time, not doing 
anything, and if you were excited, you shouldn't be ashamed of it. 
Watching people having sex is almost as much fun as doing it."


"You ... you sound as if you approve of what she did!" Wendy broke away 
in horror. "As if ... As if you think that everybody ought to have 
their kicks any way they please!"


Preston shrugged, gazing at her through lidded eyes. "No, I'm saying 
that we ought to be honest with one another. If two people--or in the 
case of your mother--one person--enjoy what they're doing, who are you 
to castigate them? Sex is good, clean fun, and it can't hurt anybody, 
only make people closer."


"You ... you mean like me and Clyde last night? I ... I should have let 
him do it to me?"


"Maybe, maybe not. Maybe you weren't ready for him, didn't really want 
him, and he was unable to prepare you properly. A girl's first time is 
very important."


"Then, then what should I do about Mother? You think she feels the way 
you're describing I should be?"


He shook his head ruefully. "I doubt it. She's of her generation." He 
laughed out loud. "What the hell, so am I, but of a different school. I 
believe the way you young kids do, that this is the age of freedom, and 
what's the use of being free on the outside if you're not that way 
inside? But your mother, Wendy, your mother has a lot of hang-ups, I 
bet, and she probably feels right terrible about what she's done. And 
she shouldn't."


His talk was unnerving the pretty virgin girl; so much had happened in 
so short a time, and her mind was confused and uncertain, the marijuana 
in her blood fogging her perceptions and sense of impending danger ... 
She cradled in the warmth of the older man's arms now, still shaking 
with nerves and sobbing with emotion. The smoke hazily filled her with 
warmth, and enhanced the pungent aroma of his masculine body, and his 
gently stroking hand on her naked arm was beginning to give soft, 
feathery tickles of excitement in her pubic region. She tightened her 
inner thighs, even squirmed her sensuous young buttocks slightly on the 
warm sand so as to choke off the unwanted agitation that were tingling 
down there ...


"David, David, you're so kind to me. You understand me," she whimpered. 
She was wide open to new suggestions and directions now, vulnerable 
because the old way of her mother's had been proved to be only a 
faade. Or ... was her mother right? She couldn't accept this man's 
philosophy, not after so many years of being ingrained with a strict 
puritanical morality, in spite of the fact that she considered her 
mother a hypocrite and her ethics unquestionable. But David Preston did 
seem to understand her, for he'd been right about her being excited by 
watching her mother fingering herself ... Oh God, she didn't know what 
to do, what to think ...


"I don't want to talk about it any longer," she said. "I need time to 
think. You understand me, but I don't believe I understand myself, and 
... and ..." she couldn't continue, and more hot tears spilled from her 
blurred eyes, down over her flesh and wetting her bikini top. She was 
so disturbed and crazy from the marijuana and her tribulations, and she 
let the salt water rain on them both like a Spring shower.


David Preston felt the warm, resilient flesh of the young girl tight 
against him as she quivered violently with her emotions, and saw the 
streams of her bitterness run unheeded down her face and fall in 
rivulets between her heaving young breasts. God, it was going to be 
good! The blood in his penis was pounding like mad now, and his 
testicles ached with anticipation of the way her tight, virginal little 
pussy was going to feel throbbing around the hardness of his cock.


"Well, then, don't think about it, Wendy," he murmured in her shell-
like ear. "We won't talk about how your mother was fingering herself 
until she came, and how I was undressed with my hard cock being sucked 
by Gloria ... We won't talk about it any longer ..."


His words were mesmerizingly soothing to Wendy, and as he continued to 
stroke gently her satiny skin, he knew that though he was telling her 
that they wouldn't talk about it, the longer he did, the larger the 
recollections would grow in her drugged mind. Nothing like a little 
grass to get the ass, he always said ... He felt her warm, hard breasts 
pressing against his chest and her nipples hardening slightly, and 
figured that already she was thinking about last night, conjuring up 
the lewd, depraved scenes over and over like an unending strip of film. 
"Don't think about it ..."


Wendy tried to will herself not to, but the twitching in her belly and 
the moistness which was seeping around her young, secret cunt was 
beginning to overpower her. She moaned softly and all the while he kept 
whispering words in her hair, words constantly bolder and more 
corrupting.


"... your mother's pink cunt, and her fingers rubbing up and down along 
the lips of it ... don't think about the way she looked, arching, 
straining to climax, her hand deep inside her pussy, her pussy which is 
just like yours ... and don't think about my girl waiting to put her 
lips around my hard cock, to suck the cum out of my balls ... No, don't 
think about it, Wendy ..."


She was breathing faster now, and then casually Preston brought his 
hand around and lightly touched one swelling breast, rubbing his palm 
slowly over her bikini top. She gasped and shuddered, and convulsively 
stiffened from his touch, but he didn't stop and somehow she didn't 
want him to ... and the words he'd spoken about being honest and free 
ran along with the lurid images of her mother and him, naked and 
abandoned, and she had to admit that his fingers felt so good, so 
gooood ... Then she gulped fresh air, a warning bell of what was 
happening to her, what she was allowing to happen to her, tolling in 
her brain, and she jack-knifed against him, squirming her hips on the 
sand and turning her body away, but in doing so, her mouth came up and 
brushed against his, and suddenly she felt him kissing her.


His kiss was intense fire, the kiss of a lover, not the unpracticed 
slaverings of the boys she'd necked with. It was like the difference 
between a tiger and a pussy-cat on her system, and her primeval urges, 
unleashed by her torment and the marijuana, engulfed her. The young 
teenage virgin allowed her mouth to open wider and accept his flicking 
tongue in a French soul-kiss which made her head spin and her blood 
boil.


Preston pushed the bra up now, grazing his touch on the firm, tight 
breasts, kneading the nipple around with his thumb and forefinger the 
way her mother had done to herself last night--and he knew that she'd 
remember the similarity and it would excite her more ... and it did, it 
made her fantasizing mind weave a magic spell around what she was doing 
... she mewled abjectly, capitulating by stretching out beside him, 
pressing herself to the older man all the harder with the urgency of 
her liberated, lithe body. Then his lips were sucking one distended 
nipple, making her delirious with uncontrollable joy, the marijuana 
highlighting her physical pleasure a hundred-fold, while dulling her 
denials and rejections to a nonexistent level.


Surely he would stop there, her mind told her wildly. Surely he would--
he's old enough to be her father after all; but then Preston's fingers 
began teasing the mound at the base of her smooth little belly, though 
unable to dip lower because of the way she'd automatically contracted 
her thighs, squeezing them shut in a last-ditch attempt to salvage 
something of this lewd rape of her being, but the flood of lubrications 
was already showing through her thin bikini, and she felt the soft 
wetness against her flesh, and then his fingers wormed their way firmly 
in between her legs, the delights rationalizing away her indecisions 
and fears. It was wickedly good ... and she was doing no worse than her 
mother had done, the difference was that a man was playing with her 
instead of herself--and who was to say which was the worse sin?


His hand became bolder as her desires overcame her resistance, and 
Wendy allowed her legs to gradually widen to his teasing probings, and 
then before she was aware of it, her thin bikini bottom was down, 
stripped off of her thighs and around her ankles, the gentle ocean 
breezes a cooling shock against her softly curling fleece of sparse 
young pubic hair. She could feel the tender wall of her pussy seep its 
fluids into the palm of the man's hand as he slowly, expertly, worked 
his fingers into her, expanding her tight little hole and teasing her 
genitals until she was almost out of her mind. She was ready to crawl 
into the ocean to quench the fires raging out of control in her 
hungrily contracting little cunt, her lust-glazed, marijuana-smoked 
eyes staring at Preston with incomprehension, her mind reeling so fast 
that she couldn't tell whether this was actually happening to her or 
not, if the beach and David and her nakedness were figments of her 
dreaming brain or if time really was standing still for her ...


Preston, over twice Wendy's age, was holding his breath from the sight 
of the young teenager's nude body before him, and he could barely 
believe himself so lucky as to have her lying flat on her back 
breathing wildly and passionately, all his ... All his, and it would be 
the first time for her, too! He stared in delight down at the soft 
silken down that covered the junction of her slightly spread thighs and 
at his rummaging hand that was teasing maddeningly at the thin pink 
slit which ran between her little clitoral bud and her tiny puckered 
anus. He'd fucked a lot of women, but never anything as pure and 
innocent and young as Wendy Franklin! The mere thought of the 
uncontrollable, helpless moans escaping from those barely touched lips 
goaded his cock to rock hardness and he felt it press against his pants 
with its lusting to be free, to be inside that virginal little pussy.


"Ohhhh, ohhhhh," she gasped and groaned, her pussy opening and closing 
and sucking at his fingers which were tormenting her wet, hotly 
throbbing little mouth of lust, and the cords of her neck stood out as 
she pulled the very last of her strength to somehow control the 
whirlwind of passions which had seized hold of her loins. This was 
where she had to stop! This was where, last night, she had stopped 
Clyde ... but when she rolled against Preston, forcing him to remove 
his hand as she had done with her (now) ex-boyfriend, she could only 
roll back again and lie gasping like a goldfish out of water, twitching 
and undulating, unable to stop the maddening surge inside her belly and 
vagina. This couldn't be happening to her! It couldn't! But it was ... 
and when with a malicious groan of uncontrollable depravity, the man 
unzipped his pants and exposed his hardened penis to her, the remaining 
remnants of her vow to retain her virginity until marriage shattered 
like crystal glass.


Preston couldn't stand it any longer, and his cock was goaded to the 
very limit of its fevered endurance. It was all he could do to keep 
from ramming his boiling cock forward and impaling this sweet, 
undefiled child, but his desire to have her again and again made him 
slow down and work her further into a state where she would demand 
more, more ... and never stop wanting his cock in her. He rolled on top 
of her, his rigidly bloated shaft brushing against her matted, moist 
pubic hairs. He planted his hands on either side of her shoulders so 
that he could see between their naked bodies and watch her uptilted 
cunt as it was throbbingly exposed to him, her narrow vaginal slit so 
inviting with its pink, hair-fringed line held wide apart by the 
pressure of his thighs pressing tightly against hers.


The virgin girl could see dimly through her passion and drug-filled 
cloud, and she could feel the hugeness of his fleshy hardness lying the 
full length of her quivering vagina, its jerking cock-head blunt and 
hot between her splayed thighs, softly insinuating itself in a 
maddening tease that caused her to jerk her hips upwards as her hungry 
cunt searched desperately for the hard, blood-filled shaft. Then 
Preston pushed forward, and Wendy sensed the lips around her pulsating 
vagina push open to receive his penis, and the elastic tightness of her 
hymen resist painfully as he drove harder at the door of her womb. He 
flexed again, and suddenly there was a ripping pain, sharp and 
prickling, and warm blood flowed from her cunt to wet the white sands 
beneath the crevice of her buttocks. Preston liked that, liked the idea 
that he was bagging a cherry ...


He shoved again, sinking his lust-inflated penis all the way inside her 
wide stretched pussy until his heavy testicles slammed resoundingly 
down against her jerking anus. Wendy screwed herself down in the softly 
giving sand in a vain attempt to escape the cruel, inhuman impalement, 
her legs kicking futilely in the air.


"Oh God, nooooo! Nooooo!" she screamed, not caring about anything 
except the pain in her belly which was burning deeply and irrevocably. 
But Preston pinned her down with his body and arms and burrowed his 
large, rod-hard cock deeper with jerking, sliding motions, the fiery, 
plunging shaft filling her until the tip of his cock-head was battering 
far back against her cervix. Then the pain slowly began to recede as 
she flexed her cuntal muscles and her vaginal tunnel clasped his shaft 
like a moist, warmly living glove, and flames of tingling desire 
started to shoot up from her loins as she slowly became accustomed to 
the alien invasion.


"Ohhhh," she groaned through emotion-bared teeth, fighting desperately 
that thin line between pain and pleasure.


Preston waited a moment and then pressed again into the full wetly 
clinging folds of her vagina, watching her face contort more intensely 
now below his.


"Ahhhhhh!"


The girl began to respond now, her wet pussy answering his pumping 
penis with soft pulsations of its own, and she unconsciously rotated 
her hips and her vagina dilated in time to the man's beating rhythm. 
She began hesitantly to grind up against his loins now as he initiated 
long, hard strokings into her steaming channel, her excited vaginal 
juices rivuleting down her buttock cheeks as she surged back and forth 
to his sawing motion ...


Dear God, this is wonderful! Is this what I've been missing, for so 
long? Dear God, I'll never be able to get enough ...


Her nails gouged a path down his back and she drew his thick, slavering 
tongue voraciously in her mouth, swallowing it greedily as she squirmed 
and rocked, her legs wrapped tightly around his flexing hips, her 
ankles locked together and pulling him deeper inside her, the full 
length of his driving cock sinking into her freshly ravaged vagina ...


"I'm ... I'm going to cum, Wendy," Preston panted.


"Yes, yes, fill me with your hot beautiful cum," she babbled, and felt 
her own release--her very first orgasm--billowing from the furnaces of 
her passion. "Yes, and I'm ... I'm going to cum toooo!"


And as she grunted, Preston reached behind and grasped wildly at her 
spasming buttocks of white, firm flesh, slamming his spewing cock into 
her soft, now totally unresisting cunt, flooding her inside walls with 
his hotly cascading semen.


Wendy felt the sweet agony of his deeply imbedded penis in her pussy as 
it flared and spurted, and she could feel the delicious hot fluid surge 
against her womb and burn its fiery trails through her whole cuntal 
passage. Her very vaginal pores opened to receive the unending stream 
of his sperm, and then her body quaked and a volcano of emotions burst 
through her sinew and bones, blinding her mind and emotions with 
phosphorescent brilliance as her own orgasm tornadoed insanely through 
her naked young body; oh God, it was magnificent, the finest experience 
of her whole life! She mustn't ever let it end!


"I'm cummmiiinnngggg!"


Her cries tumbled from her mouth as their bodies became one, and she 
screamed incoherently as her passion juices whirlpooled hotly together 
with his cream-like cum and overflowed out the tightly clinging lips of 
her still spasming vagina, as her whole lower body and breasts heaved 
and rolled in death-throe convulsions. Then, it was over and Preston 
fell forward on top of her in exhaustion, and she, too, felt totally 
collapsed, and quivered in final limpness, her legs sprawling 
lifelessly out on either side of his naked body.


She sighed raggedly. Wendy Franklin had experienced her first taste of 
sex, and she was void of all emotions and creeping satiation filled her 
like a warm blanket. She was now a woman in a very literal sense, and 
she could never return to her old, nave, virginal world; the 
revelation that she'd allowed a man twice her age and almost a stranger 
to take her, to deflower her without even token affection on his part, 
hit her only dimly. Maybe later she would feel bad about it, but at the 
moment she was satisfied and not at all sorry. Maybe later, but not now 
...


"Are ... are you going to take me home now?" she asked Preston. "David? 
Are you?"


His laugh was less friendly now, and he moved his hips so that his 
penis, deflated but still imprisoned between her vaginal lips, was felt 
by her all the way to the nerve-endings in her breasts. "Not a chance, 
kid," he told her, looking down. "The day's still young, and we've just 
begun."


"I need a rest," she admitted. "This was my first time, you know ..."


"Yeah, I know. And you hurt a bit. Well, practice makes perfect, and I 
won't do anything to you for awhile."


But it wasn't out of kindness that he was being patient. David Preston 
needed a rest himself before he could get another erection, for the 
teenager had milked him with an unrestrained passion which more 
experienced bitches had never had or had lost, even though Wendy wasn't 
as skilled. She would be, he gloated; she had that natural talent to 
fuck which must have come from her mother and only took a little 
direction to mature. In a while his balls would be tight with more 
sperm and his cock would rejuvenate into a new and lusty life. In the 
meantime, he'd just let his limp cock lie there in her flooded little 
cunt and soak itself back to life.


And while he was doing that, he'd set to thinking about how to get into 
her mother's panties. Christ, seeing how good her daughter was right 
off the line, he couldn't wait to try his cock out in the long-unused 
cunt of Marleen Franklin. He bet she'd fuck his Goddamned toenails off! 
Already his brain was getting the glimmerings of an idea, just from 
what Wendy had told him about last night ...


Yeah, yeah, he thought it might work. He'd have to talk to this 
boyfriend of Wendy's, this Clyde Brooks--hell, he sounded like a real 
young stud and he wouldn't be any trouble to convince. But all his lewd 
and salacious thoughts had begun to arouse him again. He looked down at 
the smile on the young teenager's cherubic face, and he grinned 
victoriously. It was about time to start again, and this time, he'd 
really fuck her shitless!


Chapter 5


The shadows of dusk fell across the warm, ocean-side community, and 
though there was enough light to see outside with, the sun just setting 
with streamers of orange and red, Marleen turned on the lamps of the 
shop.


It had been a slow day, allowing her to contemplate life and her small 
segment of it, and worse, she'd allowed herself a few "medicinal" sips 
of brandy over the hours, and she stood teetering behind the counter, 
having just thrown the once-new, now-empty fifth of brandy into the 
garbage can. She knew that she'd drunk too much, and her head was 
spinning dizzily, but somehow that soothed the aching in her heart, 
deadening some of the creeping foreboding which stilled her heart with 
cold, skeletonous fingers.


Wendy was out with that David Preston.


She had been since early morning, Marleen sensed; there hadn't been any 
note, but her daughter hadn't come home yet, and neither had the new 
tenant or his dog. They had all been missing along with her boat right 
from the time she'd gotten up ... so they had to be together. Doing 
what? Was darling Wendy safe with that man? Would he attack her, him 
and his brutal, savage, animalistic ways of sordid love-making, and 
would Wendy return with her mind warped and her body filthy by the 
corruption Preston would force upon her? The idea, the potential terror 
of such a happenstance made her almost want to vomit.


She'd thought crazily about phoning the police as the hours wore on, 
but that seemed a foolish thing to do. For one thing, she had no idea 
that Wendy was in danger; it was still daylight, and Wendy had always 
been able to handle herself before, and since it was her boat that was 
gone, it was obvious that her daughter had gone along willingly--
perhaps even invited David along for a ride. If she should call the 
police and have them pick Wendy and Preston up, and it was all 
innocent, she'd never live it down, and Wendy'd never think that she 
was trusted anymore. And Preston--well, his being friendly to the girl 
might lead him into a mistaken charge of molestation, the police 
aggravated by a hysterical mother ... No, she couldn't call the police.


Besides, as sure as she was that Wendy was out with Preston and King, 
she had no proof. She could be jumping to conclusions, and Wendy was 
somewhere else, with somebody else. Like Clyde Brooks for instance. Yes 
... yes, there was a good chance that she was with Clyde! She'd call 
the Brooks home right now; why hadn't she thought of that before? 
Quickly she stepped over to the counter with the cash register and 
small desk with its phone. She looked up the number--not being as 
familiar with the Brooks family as her daughter was and dialed. The 
phone rang and rang ...


Hurry up, please ... Her agitation was more emotional than rational, 
and even as she stood there, receiver pressed to her ear, she couldn't 
understand her driving sense of urgency. Hurry.


"Hello?"


"I'd like to speak to Clyde Brooks, please."


"Speaking. Who's this?"


"Marleen Franklin. Wendy's mother."


"Wen--! Listen, Mrs. Franklin, I can explain about last night. You see-
-"


"Last night? I don't know what you're talking about. Is Wendy over 
there with you?"


Clyde sighed with audible relief. So the little bitch hadn't squealed 
on him, had she. But now he didn't understand; he sat down in the chair 
beside the phone, ham sandwich in one hand and the receiver in the 
other, a frown creasing his forehead. "No, no Wendy isn't here. We ... 
had a fight last night."


"Oh God." Marleen's voice was a dull, hollow mournful tone.


"What is it, Mrs. Franklin? What's the matter? Has Wendy disappeared?" 
He knew he'd been rough on the girl, more out of anger and frustration 
than anything. In fact, Clyde had been sitting around, wrestling with 
the idea of apologizing to Wendy. Now her mother was calling, obviously 
worried to a fearful pitch. "Listen, Mrs. Franklin," he repeated, 
catching the fever of hysteria. "Listen, is she gone?"


"Yes. I don't know where, only that the boat is gone and my new tenant 
and his dog are gone as well. I'm afraid that she'd go out with him, 
and--"


"Stay right where you are, Mrs. Franklin," the boy said sternly. "Stay 
there, and I'll be right over and we'll go looking for them."


"But--


"In my father's cruiser. Stay there, all right?"


"Yes ... Yes ..."


Clyde hung up and dashed out of the house, not bothering to change from 
his bathing suit in his haste. God damn that Wendy, going off with some 
other guy ... he'd teach her, he'd fix her wagon good when he found her 
...


Marleen placed the phone down and took a deep, shuddering breath. Well, 
she was doing something at last, even if it was only with her 
daughter's boyfriend. She staggered a bit, clutching the glass top of 
the counter, and thought to herself that if she was going to go out on 
the search with Clyde Brooks, she'd better start locking the store up 
for the night. Why not? Business wasn't going to pick up at this late 
hour, and she didn't want to wait on any more customers anyway. She was 
far too worried ...


David Preston would have laughed with delight at the turn of events, 
and as sure as Heaven above, Satan below was having his devil's 
chortle. The plans which were churning that very moment in Preston's 
lewd brain weren't half as diabolical as the coincidence which fate had 
in store for the Franklin daughter and mother ...


Twenty minutes later, Marleen and the boy were dashing across the tide 
waters of Reedsport Bay, searching all the nooks and crannies of the 
shoreline for signs of the Franklin boat. Clyde handled the craft 
expertly over the water, and the sun glistened in its last setting rays 
as if it had been wounded and was bleeding over the ice-blue frostiness 
of wet skin. But the mother wasn't enjoying the view, not in her 
agitated condition.


"She must be here someplace, Clyde," she kept moaning. "She has to be 
... She wouldn't take the boat out past the breakwater. She knows 
better than that, especially with the tide changing."


"Sure she does, Mrs. Franklin," the boy replied, and looked at her as 
she sat huddled against the bulkhead, staring through the glass without 
really seeing anything. He couldn't keep his eyes off her, off the rise 
and fall of her large, taut breasts and the smooth curve of her thigh 
through the short summer shift she wore. It was like looking at a 
reproduction of Wendy, he thought; not exactly twins, but the 
mannerisms, the way they act and talk and feel ... Christ! He'd never 
really noticed the resemblance before, considering Mrs. Franklin just 
another mother to cope with and be around as little as possible while 
taking her daughter out, but she was quite a woman in her own right, 
and if this is how Wendy was going to look in twenty years, wow!


"Mrs. Franklin," he said, "you're all wound up, like a watch spring. It 
isn't going to do any good, the way you are."


Her head swiveled around and she managed to smile wanly at the boy. 
"I'm afraid I've already had a little too much brandy trying to calm 
down."


"Well, there's a little pint of brandy in the shelf beside you, some 
very fine French cognac my dad keeps for chilly nights."


"No, no thank you."


"Well, I could use some," he said with a shiver. "I'm cold inside, if 
not outwardly."


Without thinking about his age or the consequences, Marleen rummaged 
around in the shelf and produced a flat pint bottle of cognac, with 
only a couple of sips taken from it. She unscrewed the top and handed 
it to the boy, who took a large swallow of the dark amber liquor, and 
then he handed it back to her. "Go on, Mrs. Franklin. You're pale as a 
new sheet."


She raised the bottle to her lips, suddenly in need of the strong 
alcohol in her blood, and gave a shudder as the smooth brandy coursed 
down her throat. She smiled at Clyde then, feeling herself blush with 
the pervading warmth of the liquor as it rushed from her stomach to her 
skin.


"Better?"


"Yes, thank you," she said, and took another large sip.


Clyde laughed and had some more himself. He was a nice boy, Marleen 
thought; considerate and polite, and terribly handsome, with broad 
shoulders and boyish curls and strong legs bulging with the muscles 
from his athletics. No wonder Wendy was attracted to him, and in a 
strange, slight way she felt a little envious of her daughter for being 
so young and just starting out on her road of sexual relationships. 
Sexual was a strong word; she blinked at the audacity of her thought, 
and quickly corrected it in her mind to mean not necessarily the 
physical mating, but the whole involvement of two people. Yes, like she 
and Howie had had, and which now seemed to be denied her, her life as a 
woman dead ...


And reflexively she raised the bottle to her mouth again and drank 
deeply, coughing slightly as the hot liquid fired her belly. She was 
beginning to feel numb again, and wondered if she shouldn't stop 
drinking, because she wanted a clear head when she finally found her 
daughter and/or David Preston. Or did she? Did she really want to be 
perfectly aware of what was going on, what veneer she was going to have 
to paint on herself in order to act the proper mother toward Wendy--
when after last night she knew that she wasn't that kind of person 
underneath? No, no she wanted to be a little high so that the play-
acting could be easier, and so that she wouldn't have to think about 
her own guilt so much ...


Once more she tilted the cognac bottle, and it felt good and warm and 
comforting inside her, and she began to feel better, much better, able 
to handle the situation, whatever it might be ...


They passed the old landing site for the Prohibition rum-runners, and 
then the sprawling Garbonzo estate, now mostly in advanced decay, and 
turned into a small inlet which Clyde knew to be a popular area for 
moonlight "parking," full of flat little beaches and overhanging trees, 
with the tall, statuesque pines and covering shrub climbing on steep 
hills on both sides, adding to the privacy. He slowed, idling the 
engine because the water was shallow and his father's cruiser had a 
larger draft than most of the other craft that used this inlet, and he 
didn't want to chance shearing a cotter pin or breaking a prop. To 
Marleen, the inlet was strange and the darkening shadows of the trees 
over the lapping water filled her with portent; she shivered, drinking 
the brandy in a vain attempt to ward off the icy grip on her heart ...


Suddenly, Clyde said: "Look! There, Mrs. Franklin!"


Marleen strained forward, trying to clear her somewhat blurred vision; 
yes, there was the boat, and she could see the large German Shepherd, 
King, and the indistinct outlines of two people on the beach. She 
couldn't quite make out what they were doing, however, and asked the 
boy beside her: "Dear God, what are they up to?"


"I don't know," he admitted. "We'll have to go and find out."


"I-I'm afraid," she said, drawing back.


"I thought that's what we came out to do!"


"Yes, it is, Clyde, but ..." She couldn't tell him the truth that she 
was mortally afraid of what she would discover, of the scene she would 
be forced to witness and react to, with the certain knowledge of the 
horrid consequences. The bodies she was peering at seemed to be 
together, so joined, as if ... as if ... God, she couldn't even let 
herself think of what it reminded her of! "I've never spied on Wendy 
before, Clyde," she said for lack of anything better. "I wouldn't want 
her to believe I don't trust her any longer."


"We have to do something," the boy said impatiently. "You'll feel 
better if you knew what she was doing, and so would I. But if you don't 
want me to drive the cruiser up on them, then we'll stop over there--" 
he pointed to a similar cove a hundred yards from the beach on which 
Wendy and Preston lay, and almost directly across from him, "--and wade 
ashore and walk around so that we can see them without them seeing us. 
Then we'll know what to do, and they'll never have to realize they've 
been watched if we decide to go."


"All-all right, Clyde. I guess that's the best."


He moved as close to shore as he could and killed the engine. He 
slipped into the water, and then helped Marleen over the side and into 
the warm, salty current. She had her shoes off and held her dress high, 
the water lapping around her lower thighs; Clyde could see the outline 
of her sheer pink panties, the elastic at the bottom as it hugged her 
slim, well proportioned legs, and he couldn't help thinking that her 
legs were every bit as good as her daughter's, and when a wave bit her 
high, drenching her from the waist downwards, the dress clung to her 
firm buttocks and he recalled the way Wendy had looked last night ... 
there was a surge of tingling in his loins, and unwontedly, his cock 
began to swell in his trunks, adding a bulge of noticeable size. God 
damn! He was actually getting excited by this woman ... what a hell of 
a thing to happen!


They reached the shore, the dress was lowered, and she put her shoes 
back on her slim feet, but her body was still a graceful attraction, 
distracting the boy more and more in sheer lascivious fascination. He 
wrenched his thoughts back to what he had to do now, and led the 
frightened mother to a small path at the back of the clearing, which he 
knew from experience meandered behind all of the little coves in a 
connecting foot trail. They stepped silently along the needled ground, 
and had gone about seventy yards when the path dipped on a slant 
towards the clearing where Wendy was. King, sensing the approach of 
strangers, sat up and barked.


Marleen stiffened. "The dog! Do you think that now they'll know we're 
here?"


Clyde placed his hand gently on her arm. "Shhh. Let's wait a minute and 
see. I don't think so, though ..."


King barked again, and then there was a gruff command which Marleen 
immediately knew came from her tenant.


"King! Goddamn it, stop making all that noise ..."


The dog ignored the order, for it began to bark even louder.


The mother and the boy stood in the underbrush, their breaths caught in 
their throats, his hand now tighter on her arm, and she in turn was 
responding by leaning somewhat toward Clyde for protection.


"King!" Preston snapped, and then strangely he laughed. "Stop it, King, 
stop licking my ass! Go on, go over there and lie down. Easy there, big 
fellow."


Stop licking my ass! His words were like shrapnel to the mother, 
exploding in her head with shattering impact. And then, adding insult 
to injury, making Marleen stagger backwards and almost fall down, she 
heard her daughter's higher voice, thick and distorted, squeal out with 
intensity she'd never heard before.


"Ohhhh, to hell with that dog, David. More, more, more!"


"Wendy!" Marleen gasped. She bolted for the clearing, and only the hand 
on her arm restrained her.


"No, Mrs. Franklin, no!" Clyde hissed. "Let's be careful. That's still 
the best way."


"Yes, but hurry," she moaned. She allowed him to guide her to a small 
spot which because of the low overhanging tree boughs, she was forced 
to kneel on the thick grass and part a bush in front of her in order to 
see. Clyde was right behind her, hunkering down so that he could see 
into the clearing as well ...


There was King, again lying off to one side, eyeing them because he 
naturally knew that they were there, but following his master's orders 
not to interfere again ... Marleen's vision moved from the dog to the 
sand and water and ... My God! to the nakedly writhing couple on the 
sand, her only daughter and that stranger!


"Ahhhhh, fuck me, David, fuck me as hard as you can!" she heard her 
Wendy cry out in rapture.


"You little hot vixen, you'll kill me at this rate!" she heard David 
Preston rasp cynically. His sinuous body glistened with perspiration, 
and was on top of Wendy's beautiful, naked young body, wrapped between 
her slender, straining legs, while his powerfully flexed buttocks 
pumped maddeningly and his lips nibbled hotly at one tender breast. 
There was the soft slap of their bodies meeting and the wet surge of 
Preston's giant penis as, hard and shining, it penetrated the soft, 
once virginal little cunt. Their expressions on both their faces were 
of pure lust, their bodies a blending tempo of passion ...


Wendy's mother's mind whirled convulsively, unable because of the 
brandy to fully fathom the scene. Her daughter ... but it couldn't be, 
because Wendy was a virgin! No, no it's some other girl ...


"Jeee-zus!" Clyde whispered behind her. "Look at Wendy go!"


Marleen wriggled with shock and revulsion, trying to crawl backwards 
and away, to go out and stop them, but the boy held her steady.


"Let me go!" she hissed. "Let me go! That's my daughter!"


"I know, I know, but you can't go out there now," Clyde argued. "You 
do, and it'll ruin everything. Christ, she'll never forgive you. Talk 
to her later tonight, when she's cooled down and you're rational. Talk 
it out and be sensible, but don't go out there now!"


"Ohhh," Marleen mewled, tears beginning to flow. "My darling Wendy ..." 
She instinctively realized that Clyde was right, that for her to run 
out and break them up would only lead to a wild, emotionally 
uncontrollable scene which might very well tear the fabric of their 
filial relationship. She had to be calm about it, accept the fact that 
Wendy was experiencing the physical embrace of a man, and then to 
confront her later when they could both be more logical ... She slumped 
against the boy, delirious with the view of Preston's gleaming cock 
sliding fiercely into her young child's wide-splayed belly, sinking his 
blue-veined shaft far into her tender cunt lips. Wendy squealed again 
from the delights of being so brutally fucked, and her mother winced, 
thinking in her dazed, drunken stupor that that was how she had reacted 
to Howie when he was so forceful and hot.


Clyde was sucking his breath fervently, his eyes shimmering with the 
lust-provoking lewdness of the coupling. His penis jerked painfully in 
his trunks, his balls burgeoning with a huge build-up of cum, the cum 
he'd saved up from last night's abortive attempt to fuck Wendy. Christ! 
Wendy loved cock! He'd never seen anything so utterly abandoned as that 
little girl's hungry responsiveness to being pummeled ... and she'd 
acted the innocent last night, swearing she was a virgin! What shit 
that was! Well, he'd get her next time, he'd see to that; he'd fuck her 
and fuck her and then drop her prick-teasing body on her doorstep like 
the garbage she was ... And as he dreamed of being the one shoving his 
cock into the hotly sucking little hole between her legs, he got more 
excited than ever, and unwittingly, drawn by the carnality, he pressed 
against Mrs. Franklin, his hardening cock sliding in the crevice 
between her buttocks as she leaned forward in front of him ...


Marleen was unmindful that she was resting back against the swelling 
length of the boy's throbbing cock, causing it to grow larger and 
stiffer and seep tiny drops of seminal fluid. Her mind was clouded by 
the alcoholic miasma of shock and recollections of what delights a 
man's penis could bring, and though a warning voice sounded that she 
was slipping over the edge again as she had last night, she didn't hear 
it or pay any attention. She was beyond all rationality, her flesh a 
separate entity from her mind, and she couldn't command her lovely body 
to break free from her own bondage or the tightening, thrusting 
physical hold that the boy behind her was increasingly pressing upon 
her. She couldn't do anything except kneel there and peek through the 
brush and watch the flagrant defiling of everything she'd ever 
considered sacrosanct.


Clyde was moving his erect penis along the smooth, warm curve of her 
rounded ass-cheeks, his breathing harsher than ever and he knew that he 
was becoming aroused to the point where he'd fuck anything, even that 
fat pig Rosey, to relieve the burning pain in his loins. But in front 
of him was a very desirable woman--a little old for him perhaps, but 
like fine wine; this one had mellowed with age and not turned into 
vinegar like so many others had. She was there and she was allowing him 
to rub his cock up and down her buttocks, and she could be his to fuck 
... He knew it, and he wanted her, he wanted to fuck Mrs. Franklin 
while they watched her daughter getting fucked, and not only would that 
pop his nuts, but it would be just the right revenge to play on the 
girl. Crazed with increasing lust, spurred on by the lascivious sight 
they'd happened upon, he began to knead the mother's buttocks gently 
while he stroked her crevice with his shaft of hard flesh, and said:


"Look at them, Mrs. Franklin. They're really fucking ..."


"Don't talk that way!" Marleen groaned pitifully. "And ... and take 
your hands off of me, Clyde. This instant!"


But Clyde wasn't about to release his hold, and he pressed his stiff 
member firmly into her quivering ass, bunching her dress up into the 
soft yielding crevice. Then, unable to control himself, he moved one 
hand forward and around underneath Wendy's mother, caressing one 
distended breast, making her squirm and moan and shake uncontrollably.


"Stop it, Clyde ... Oh God, please stop it ... You don't know what 
you're doing," she whispered back at him.


"Yes I do, and you do too, Mrs. Franklin."


Marleen's liquor-crazed, shock-torn mind comprehended then, and she 
tried to stop what was going on, but it was futile. She couldn't move, 
her position a concrete statue, and his hand on her breast was somehow 
too pleasant to fight. And then she became aware for the first time 
that the boy's penis was hard and was teasing along the crevice of her 
buttocks, moving with the same rhythm as Preston's was in and out of 
her daughter's open vagina!


Clyde! He was excited by this! My God how could he be!


She was seared by the terrible carnage of her daughter that was 
happening before her burning eyes, and she was confused and torn with 
conflict ... and now her daughter's boyfriend was kneading her buttocks 
and breasts while his penis pressed against her! She had to fight this! 
She had to fight with all of her strength, but in such a way that her 
daughter would never know that she was here; Good Lord, she must! But 
the soft fingers gently teasing her breast and the erect shaft 
caressing her unresisting cleft was too much for her to bear, and all 
she could do was whimper as lascivious crudities were continued upon 
her flesh, murmuring over and over:


"No ... No... No ..."


And slowly, intensified by the brandy and frozen by the horrid orgy she 
was witnessing, the hapless young mother began to feel strange 
stirrings of new and lewd emotions, becoming a mindless cretin 
hypnotically staring at the perverted intercourse between Wendy and 
Preston. She couldn't allow herself to admit that she was being 
aroused, that the revolting ugliness which was straining her soul was 
being replaced by a tighter, freer sensation coming from deep within 
her thighs. The insides of her mouth were dry, but she felt a growing 
wetness around her vagina, and she clamped her legs together to shut 
the unwanted ticklings off. But the lewdly fascinating sight of her 
daughter, acting so much the way she had with Howie when she hadn't 
been much older, overran her barriers and defenses, and she couldn't 
resist the tempting strokes of the boy behind her, which added fuel of 
passion to her already hot, drunken brain. Bared to the bone and marrow 
of her needs and drives, Marleen Franklin allowed herself to become 
what she'd so long denied herself to be: a woman.


A woman!


And the woman, viewing two other humans mating, responded as the basic, 
natural female human would: heatedly, passionately, sensuously ... She 
couldn't fight it, couldn't put the lid back on after the pressure of 
the situation had blown it off. It was too late, and due to the many 
years of satisfied sexual life with her late husband, her body was like 
a Phoenix bird, rising from the ashes of her past, rather than like her 
daughter, from the new-birth of discovery. And though repulsed by the 
conscious knowledge that it was Wendy out there on the sand being 
fucked, at the same time she was drawn strongly by that fact, 
subconsciously watching herself as a young girl relishing sex. She felt 
each powerful thrust of Preston's cock as if his long shaft was buried 
deep in her own cunt, and that only excited her more ... Her nipples 
were hard nubs of passion, and lances of prurient desire soared ever 
stronger through her body; she had gone without sex too long, and now 
she was fevered with the uncontrollable urge to mate, a raging inferno 
consuming her vagina and hips, and involuntarily, she thrust her 
buttocks back against Clyde's prick, drawing it closer and tighter into 
the valley between her smooth rounded ass cheeks, moving her chest so 
that her breasts rubbed harder against his probing fingers. Breath 
spewed in and out in gasps, her nostrils flared, her glazed eyes locked 
on the wildly fucking couple a few yards away.


The boy bent Marleen forward slightly with the pressure of his body, 
his hands working on her swollen breasts and buttocks, and then he took 
his hand away from her backside and lifted the hem of her damp dress 
upwards, until her bare thighs were white and shiningly presented to 
his lusting gaze. He bunched her dress around her waist and then his 
nimble fingers slowly caressed the soft silkiness of her sheer panties, 
tracing around their secretion band and the deep cleft of her vaginal 
lips.


Marleen moaned softly so as not to be heard by the lewdly fucking 
couple on the beach.


"It feels good, doesn't it?" he whispered lewdly in her ear. "It feels 
good ... but it's going to get better!"


The mother tried to pull away, but a ravishing shock rippled along her 
belly as Clyde Brooks slipped his hand under her thin panties and 
inserted his middle finger into the narrow, sensitive slit of her wetly 
throbbing pussy, slowly parting her curly pubic hair and making 
electric contact with her clitoris. She sobbed, choking, but there was 
nothing Marleen could do against the mounting pleasure suffocating all 
thoughts of resistance, and to her horror, she discovered that she was 
reacting with wetness flowing around his hand and an unintentional 
flexing of her loins in a mockery of the act of love. Weakly she rolled 
her head back and forth in protest, but couldn't fight back when the 
boy bent forward a little more and slid her panties down her full, ripe 
buttocks and voluptuous thighs, or when he raised first one leg and 
then the other to remove them altogether and throw them aside, stained 
and dirty.


"God, Clyde, this is insane! Stop it! Please, stop it!"


"Why?" he asked throatily, his fingers once more exploring the now 
swollen, aching lips of her vagina. "I want to fuck, you want to fuck 
... look at your daughter, Wendy, and that naked man, Mrs. Franklin, 
and you'll see that they are loving it!"


Marleen gaped, her attention riveted momentarily on her daughter and 
their new boarder, seeing his thick, fleshy column slide in Wendy's 
wet, hair-fringed little cunt, and the cords along her inner thighs 
hard and gripping as she pushed her tight pink pussy up over his 
gleaming shaft, slithering up Preston's cock, her heaving thighs and 
buttocks churning the sand, his hairy balls slapping in time against 
her faintly puckered anus.


"See that, Mrs. Franklin?" Clyde taunted, and he began to wrench his 
bathing suit down, his urge to fuck his girlfriend's mother beyond all 
control. "See? She's got her legs spread wide open so that his cock can 
fuck her deep, right up to her belly!"


"Ohhhhhh, God," moaned the abjectly defeated woman. She saw out of the 
corner of her eye that the boy was removing his trunks, and saw his 
hard, thick cock in his hand as it leapt full-sized from his loins. 
Then she felt him spread her buttocks and guide his penis forward, its 
thin shine of lubrication over its purplish head wetting unnecessarily 
her already matted pubic hair. She groaned as the first hard pressure 
teased against her pussy lips and she automatically moved her buttocks 
around so that it was just right and poised rigidly at her moistly 
waiting channel ...


"I'm going to fuck you now, Mrs. Franklin," Clyde wheezed.


"Yes, oh yes!" She no longer cared who it was, whether he was a boy or 
an old man, just so long as he had a cock to shove in her. She spread 
her thighs wider and he slid his penis into her tender flesh, and 
slammed all the way until every last throbbing inch of his fleshy shaft 
was gripped deep up in her unresisting vagina. She felt fantastically 
warm and was reduced to a state of quivering, seething womanhood. Oh 
God, he feels good inside me ... I'd forgotten just how good a man can 
make me feel ...


Clyde drew his swollen cock out of her hotly clinging cunt and then 
slid it home again, drawing it out once more to stare down at its full 
glistening length, slick with her lubrications, and then he surged 
forward into a pattern of fucking, a pumping into her cuntal passage in 
the same tempo as Preston was fucking Wendy.


"Ahhhhh," Marleen crooned delightedly, unable to restrain her agonizing 
yet rapturous moanings which burst like bubbles from her lungs. 
"Ahhhhh, yes ... Yes!" Her legs twitched and her toes curled and dug 
into the soft grass and moss and she lurched back to receive more of 
his heavenly pounding cock, her fists gripping the bush in front of 
her. "Ohhhhh, yeeeeesssss!"


The mother's firm breasts danced wildly below her churning body, her 
bra barely able to contain them. Clyde bucked and twisted, kneading her 
naked white buttocks convulsively, wrapping the hot, moist, shimmering 
flesh tight around his pistoning shaft, his mind insane with the 
pressure of his impending climax, his testicles a ferment of lust, 
Wendy's mother was lost in the throes of lewd, unchecked sensations 
which she realized signaled an orgasm ... God! An orgasm! How long had 
it been since a man had given her an orgasm? Years! Six years ... and 
how could she have been so blind to deny her body this delight! The 
very thought of her near climax made her join in and match the hardened 
thrusts which her daughter's young boyfriend threw into her cunt with 
ever increasing rapidity. She had to cum ... she had to cum ... she had 
to achieve that rapturous and ultimate release!


She continued to stare at her daughter, her grown seed, as Wendy bucked 
and howled from the same building demand for orgasm. Marleen watched 
with lust-fogged eyes as the teenage girl jack-knifed her legs straight 
up in the air and a high, thin wail bubbled from her lips. Her daughter 
was there! Wendy was cumming! The girl beat her hands on Preston's 
glistening back, her lips pulled over her white, sharp teeth, her eyes 
clenched shut.


"Ahhhhh! I'm cumming again, David! I'm ... cuuuummmmiinnnggg!"


Preston's large body hurtled downwards without restriction in an insane 
fury as his own climax hit, and his balls convulsed with their spasming 
shoots of hot sperm, inundating the tight pink belly of the girl 
beneath him for the third--or was it the fourth--time that day, 
mingling with his other orgasms and her lubrications, gushing from her 
tightly locked hole and spewing onto her buttocks and the sand below.


The mother's vagina gaped in greedily responding passion, taking all of 
the young boy's penis that he was now sawing mercilessly into her, and 
then she felt his cock expanded like a huge, unrelenting animal, 
filling her with a raging and hurtling torrent of thick, sticky cum. It 
was a dream ... a delirious nightmare! God, may she never wake up from 
it! Gusher after gusher poured through his virile young shaft, filling 
her eagerly milking cunt to its brim.


"Yesssss!" she squealed loudly, unmindful of where she was or who might 
hear, overcome by the heated spurts of boyish semen which lashed her 
cervix and the tidal wave of her own climax. She came. Oh Lord above, 
she came! "Ahhhhh!"


It was the most beautiful thing that she could remember ever having 
happened to her since Howie died. The last time she'd been made love to 
was so dim in her memory that it was almost like this was her first 
time all over again, and incomprehensible gurglings rose ecstatically 
from her slender throat, and she was all but rendered unconscious by 
the sledge-hammer blow of her orgasm. Her legs grew limp and she slid 
forward, off the now limp penis of the boy behind her, blissfully 
satiated ...


But after a moment's respite, a semblance of sanity returned and she 
saw now with clear vision her daughter, barely old enough to know what 
sex was about, wrapped in the arms of their boarder, David Preston, but 
sitting up with her legs bent in such a way as to show the soft matted 
pubic hair of her recent climax, the older man's glistening white sperm 
clinging in tiny droplets to it. And Wendy was staring, her eyes as big 
as saucers, right at her mother.


Marleen froze, humiliation and terror replacing the joy of a second 
ago, and tears flooded down her face as she realized that her cry of 
orgasmic release had been heard by her daughter and Preston, and that 
she and Clyde had been discovered.


She slowly staggered upright, bent over to retrieve her flimsy panties, 
benumbed and sick, her senses a whirlwind of contrition. Without really 
thinking about what she was doing, only feeling that it was the only 
thing, the best thing under the circumstances, she turned and slowly 
started for her daughter.


"Wendy ..."


"Mother!"


Chapter 6


Marleen's shrill yell of orgasmic release, as loud and tremulous as it 
was, blasted at Wendy's brain, sliced through her own climactic 
satiation, her first reaction being that she had been discovered in 
this lewd spectacle by strangers. She didn't know who or what had come 
along, only that somebody had and was screaming with terror or 
indignation or revulsion, and she raised herself from the warming, 
loving arms of David Preston, nearly fainting with fear, shaking the 
last comatose vestiges of her passionate response from her terror-
stricken mind, the delights of cumming with this man's penis 
ejaculating in her lost as the need for escape ran rampant through her 
mind.


Then, with a terrifying burst of recognition, she saw her mother! Her 
mother! Oh God above, nothing could be worse than this, the young 
teenager thought in wretched horror, that split second of comprehension 
that her mother was a few feet away searing itself on her reeling brain 
like a branding iron. She moaned as her eyes locked with her mother's, 
and then she looked down at herself, at her fresh, young skin flushed 
pink with her excitement, her dark-tipped breasts heaving and 
glistening with beads of sweat, and her pubic area nestling in between 
her clenched thighs, with their swollen, inflamed lips and abused cunt; 
at the whole of her naked, curvaceous body--and she wanted the beach to 
open up and swallow her into the hell she deserved.


Her vision took it in, her mind absorbed the view, but what happened 
next came so suddenly as to blot out evaluation other than the 
immediate one of who and where she was, and who had caught her nakedly 
entwined with a man like this. Her mother stood up from behind the 
concealing shrubbery, and a whole new picture of the depraved scene 
presented itself to shock the teenager almost insensate. Her mother 
wasn't standing in gaped-eyed horror at her daughter's lewdness, ready 
to bolt in tear-filled disgust--she was tottering in shame, holding a 
pair of wet, pink panties in her hand, her face blanched the color of 
white flour and her expression that of shame and humiliation!


Wendy's whole chest and throat felt as if a steel band was being 
tightened, for she tried to speak, but couldn't. She was immobile, held 
rigid by uncomprehending, tormenting, disbelief, but as the bushes 
parted and her mother started slowly across the small distance of sand 
to her, she saw for the first time exactly what the whole, filthy 
situation was like, and, in total disillusionment, the force of pent-up 
air inside her burst forth:


"Mother!"


"Wendy!" The wail sounded as if coming from the death-bed of a terminal 
patient in the last agonies of pain, and Marleen Franklin crossed 
toward Wendy and Preston the way a condemned man is led to the gallows-
-without a choice, but devoutly wishing there was one ...


The stunned daughter stared wildly at the rumpled dress and ivory, 
naked thighs and the long rivulets of sperm which were staining 
trickles of consummated intercourse down the insides of her legs ... 
and if there had been any doubt in Wendy's mind as to what had been 
going on, it was dispelled by the naked torso of Clyde Brooks behind 
her, crouched on the ground, his drained young penis rapidly deflating, 
but still hard enough and glistening enough to show the traces of what 
he'd been doing to her mother. In that instant, Wendy realized that her 
mother had just been fucked by her boyfriend while spying on her and 
David! It was impossible but true! She couldn't ignore the facts, and 
the facts made her fling herself from the older man she'd been fucking, 
her face drained of blood and her soul surging with loathing and 
horror.


Her own mother! That was the horrible part, for such a decadent act as 
this was to be expected from such a boy as Clyde--but it was her 
prudish, Victorian mother, that pillar of do-goodism and purity, that 
she couldn't control the unreasoning anger which seized her, and 
emitting an animal-like growl of disgust, and vengeance, she cried out:


"Whore!"


Marleen staggered from the blow of castigation, flinging an arm across 
her eyes. "Wendy, please Wendy ..."


"Don't talk to me! Don't say one word of explanation!" the girl 
shrieked, her emotions swirling in her head, "You're nothing but a 
nympho!"


"Oh God," Marleen moaned, sinking to the sand, unable to make her feet 
go a step further to her daughter. This was the final point of no 
return. No longer could she hope to hold her darling child in her lap 
and cuddle her, or warmly and tenderly give her advice, or offer her 
security or mothering; tears flooded down her dress from the soul-
sickness and self-loathing with filled her, and she shook as if 
infected with yellow fever from the knowledge that she had lost her 
daughter by the betrayal of her body and the moral turpitude that she'd 
allowed to blank her mind. Her guilt had been bad enough the night 
before, but then she'd been alone and could make adjustments--but now, 
this time it wasn't in private, it was in front of two men and Wendy, 
and she knew that she was sick, no better than the whore her daughter 
spat as an accusation.


"What the hell are you so upset about, Wendy?" Preston said, still 
sprawled on the sand and grinning a knowing smirk. At first he'd been 
as afraid as Wendy, but having adjudged the situation, realized that 
the mother had been fucking right along with them, he was feeling 
damned good. He was safe, and perhaps he could turn things around now 
and score with Marleen, making a mother-daughter combination out of 
things ... "I mean it, little one," he said as Wendy turned to stare 
incredulously at him. "What was your mother doing that you weren't?"


"That's different!" she yelled hotly, standing naked and wet, but 
defiantly with her small fists clenched to her firm, smooth hips. For 
Wendy was being ruled by hurt and pride, determined to believe that 
what had happened to her was somehow, some way all her mother's fault, 
refusing to admit to herself in the heat of the moment that any blame 
could be attached to her or that there was the slightest excuse for her 
mother's actions. And again, the closeness which had tied her and her 
mother so strongly since her father's death had instilled an image of 
her in Wendy's mind that no human being could possibly live up to, and 
a love which bordered on adoration--the combination once so binding was 
now reversed, and the girl was enraged and bitter with the feeling of 
having been betrayed.


"Sure it is," Clyde said snidely, coming over. He, too, was now 
enjoying the scene. It was the perfect aftermath to his revenge, and 
after seeing that the older man wasn't the least bit concerned about 
covering himself or trying to stammer out some stupid reason for having 
fucked the girl, he saw that where once the two females might have 
caused him and the man untold damage--legally and socially--now the 
tables had been turned. And Wendy had been the one to do it, with her 
stuck-up, snotty bitchiness; he didn't want Mrs. Franklin to suffer 
however, and only wanted to make things more difficult for the 
daughter, so he sneered at Wendy, contemptuous of her faade of 
righteous indignation. He ogled her outrageous stance, the sticky cum 
from Preston's many orgasms plastered to her pubic curls and alabaster 
skin, her nipples still hard from their arousal and wet from their many 
kissings, and her firm, tender body which was covered with the prints 
of the strong hands which had gripped her.


"You're a fine one to talk, you little prick-teaser," he snarled. 
"Wouldn't let me fuck you last night, but you sure loved it here with 
this guy. So what makes you Miss Snow-White when you find out that your 
mom isn't any saint? It's not different at all."


"You--" Wendy was beside herself with fury. "You bastard! Don't you 
dare talk to me like that! I could kill you!"


"What for?" Preston asked calmly, looking up. "Why should you want to 
kill him?"


"For ... For ..." the girl gasped, choking. She waved her hands at her 
mother. "For this!"


"Mm," the man said, pursing his lips. "Would this be your boyfriend you 
were telling me about? Clyde?"


"He's no boyfriend of mine!"


"But he was fucking your mother, and now you want to kill him."


A low moan of agony bubbled from Marleen's lips and she sobbed in a 
limp heap on the sand in a futile effort to cover her shame.


"Yes!" Wendy snapped at Preston, "for fucking my mother!"


"In that case, doesn't your mother have the right to kill me first? 
Weren't we fucking before they were? Well? Aren't you naked, caught in 
the act? You call your mother a whore and a nymphomaniac, but if that's 
true, aren't you the same?"


"But she's my mother!" Wendy cried out, shaken by the onslaught of the 
two males. "Was she horrified that her daughter was being practically 
raped? No! She got turned on and ended up rutting like some beast, like 
a bitch with your damned dog, only with a boy half her age! That's the 
difference, Mr. Preston!"


"Ohhhh," the mother wailed, cringing as if the words she heard were 
lashings from a barbed whip. "God forgive me, God forgive us all." She 
stretched up, her hands clasped imploringly in front of her toward 
Wendy. "You forgive me, my child. Please say you do."


Wendy only turned her back. "I'll never forgive you for what you did. 
Spying on me like some horny old voyeur in a peep-show, getting your 
kicks, ending up screwing Clyde."


"Oh, darling, I couldn't help myself. You mustn't hate me, Wendy, you 
mustn't. I've been so long without a man ..."


"So she saw us," Preston threw back. "Big deal. So she got excited by 
it, well that's human, too. Sex is exciting, Wendy; why do you think 
there's so much of it around? Look at the ads, the books, the films. 
Jesus, grow up and stop being such a prude."


"A prude!" Wendy blurted. "I'm not a prude!"


"You sure the hell are. You loved fucking with me, and yet you refuse 
to allow your mother the same God-given privilege, and refuse to admit 
that you were doing the exact same thing, right down to getting hot 
watching! You did get hot, didn't you, watching your mother fingering 
herself last night."


"No," she said too quickly, blushing. "I was sickened."


"You ... you saw me?" Marleen asked incredulously and in a hushed, 
hoarse voice. "You saw ...?" Oh God, it was worse than ever!


"Well, I don't care if I did get hot," Wendy snapped defensively at 
Preston. "You sound as if you think it was great that my mother was 
doing it with Clyde while watching us."


"I do ... as long as she enjoyed it," he replied smugly.


"And, and I bet you'd like to fuck her yourself!"


"Yeah, I would, she'd be damned fine." He grinned lasciviously. "Fuck a 
hell of a lot like you, I'd guess."


"Ohhhhh!" the disturbed teenager moaned, and she whirled around and 
dashed from the beach, tears of humiliation and confusion, anger and 
bitterness flying from her eyes, the shock of finding her mother making 
love to Clyde coupled with her own loss of innocence and the smarting 
remarks by Preston too much for her dazed, benumbed senses to handle. 
Her only thought was to run--run anywhere as long as it was away from 
there. She crashed and stumbled down the path, not minding the briars 
and whipping branches that seemed to try and stop her. There was no 
more she could say or do, not now, not at any time. She'd never go back 
to her mother; never, never, never!


"Wendy!" Clyde yelled, and spun to start after her, but Preston placed 
a restraining hand on his arm, preventing the boy from hurtling in 
chase for the girl. "Let go! Let go, you son of bitch!" Clyde roared at 
the man. "I've got to get to her before--"


"Before nothing," Preston said sternly. "There's not a thing you can do 
for her right now, and you'd only make matters worse. Believe me. Stay 
here."


"But--"


"Her mother is the one who should go after Wendy."


From the quivering, wretched woman lying on the ground came the 
murmuring, trembling chant, "No ... No ... No."


"Yes, Marleen," Preston said, hunkering his naked body down beside her. 
"You must talk to her, somehow convince her that what she saw and did 
wasn't some horrid sin."


Mrs. Franklin felt as if she was made of molten lead, her muscles ties 
of spasming knots which made her want to jump, but the pain in her mind 
throbbed with an irrational heat which forced her to lie still. She 
couldn't think, couldn't act ... everything was secondary to the shame 
and remorse she wallowed in, the indelible self-accusation that she was 
everything her daughter had called her far more damning than Wendy's 
invectives. What difference did it make whether Wendy was being made 
love to, what excuse was it that her child was doing it first? None--
for that was what Wendy was, a child, easily led astray; she as her 
mother should be there to save her, to defend her innocence from 
sensuality instead of becoming a lewd partner in the wild debauchery. 
Her long entombed desires, bursting into freedom from the erotic 
presence of Preston, the brandy, and then the lascivious sight on the 
beach were the reasons for her actions, but not exonerations. She 
wanted to die ...


"Listen to me, Marleen," Preston said softly.


"No, go away," she mewled defenselessly. "Leave me alone ..."


"You want your daughter to forgive you, don't you?"


"Yes, yes, but she won't. She can't."


"Nonsense! She shouldn't have to forgive you, because there's nothing 
to forgive ..."


"Oh God, there is," she croaked fervently. "I was like an animal, just 
like your dog's bitches in heat, just like Wendy said."


"You were a human being. A woman, enjoying a man the way nature 
intended you to, and built half of your body to, and regulates your 
chemistry too. I told Wendy to be honest with herself, and I'm telling 
you the same thing, and if you'll be honest, you'll see that you had 
one hell of a good time and nobody was harmed, not as long as you don't 
go around thinking sex is dirty."


"I never had another man except my husband," Marleen groaned. "Marriage 
... love ... fidelity ..." she babbled in a husky broken shell of a 
voice.


"Sure, and when you find a man to love again, then the sex you have 
will be fuller and more meaningful than any other, but there's also the 
sensible truth that sex for physical gratification is also an important 
part to a healthy person's life. Now stop blaming yourself for being 
what you are and go after Wendy. She needs you ..."


For a moment, the mother hesitated in mindless turmoil, trying to sort 
out her upheaval of moral outlook. The amorality which Preston was 
propositioning was against everything she'd ever believed in or taught 
Wendy to revere, and he was wrong ... And yet, she had liked seeing her 
daughter and Preston making love, liked it and became excited by it and 
had reveled in Clyde's young penis driving hotly up inside her vagina--
and it had been all too obvious that her daughter had loved Preston's 
cock inside her, too. She shook her head; how could she even admit that 
she wanted it this way? The revelation that she did made matters even 
worse, bothering her still more, for now she was sure she was sick and 
perverted, feeling no true shame for her actions, but only an emptiness 
and ache inside her belly which was even now crying out for more. Her 
flesh had not only betrayed her, but she knew intuitively it would 
again and again, if and when the opportunities arose.


Slowly, like an automaton, she rose and straightened her wrinkled 
dress. She averted her eyes, wet and puffed, from Clyde and the man who 
had taken her daughter's virginity, a shiver of nausea rippling through 
her as she considered once again Wendy and her hatred. But in the one 
fact that she had to go after her daughter again, Preston was right. 
She had to make every effort to reconcile their disgraces, to rebond 
the tight adhesion between them. It was with that one slim hope, and 
the prayer that Wendy would have cooled down a little by the time she 
reached her, that made Marleen lurch forward in the direction her 
daughter had fled.


"What do we do now?" Clyde asked, puzzled.


"We wait," Preston said confidently. "We wait and let nature take her 
course. And then, in a little while, we'll go looking for them. You, me 
... and King."


*   *   *


Wendy Franklin, once virgin, once so sure of herself, slumped to the 
moss-covered ground in a small glade, panting exhaustedly from her 
running exertion and emotional frenzy. Her skin was pale and flowing 
with cold water in place of blood, and she was as confused a little 
girl as any could have been. She lay down, letting the last warming 
rays of the sun filter through the trees and dapple her soft skin, and 
she tried to sort out her ambivalent feelings now that the first, 
blushing shock of all that had transpired was wearing off.


Mentally she was enmeshed in the guilt of having succumbed to 
temptation and allowed herself to display her sweet; tender pussy to 
Clyde last night, and abandon herself to David Preston today, and she 
swallowed and looked ashamedly down at her young, firm body with its 
snowy breasts and flat stomach and dark triangle of fleecy pubic hair, 
and she had to admit that there weren't any signs of dissipation, that 
outwardly there was no way of telling that she had just been soundly 
fucked--except for the dried patches of Preston's sperm on her matted 
pubic hair and white, trembling thighs. Miserably, she realized that 
although her dream had been hopelessly shattered, that now her husband-
-whoever he might be someday--would no longer be able to tenderly enter 
her and possess her as a virginal bride, she wasn't entirely filled 
with abomination. There were the long-standing agonies to contend with, 
but they were in the back of her mind now, all of the warnings she'd 
been weaned on so much hot air after seeing her mother and Clyde.


Her mother. She couldn't believe it about her, a woman so prim and 
proper about sex and morality, suddenly rolling in lewdness as if she 
was ... she was ... Wendy sat up, her eyes wide open and her mouth 
agape at the shock of the realization which tore through her reveries. 
Say it, she commanded herself; be honest with yourself if with no one 
else--and to the woods and the silent world around her, she said it out 
loud:


"My mother was acting like me!"


The trees bounced her words, making them echo in her ears, and for the 
first time, the young teenager saw the wisdom in Preston's remarks. 
There was no difference between her and her mother; both of them were 
capable of sex! She saw now that her lashings were irrational, her 
accusations unjustified, and her mother's anguished plea to be forgiven 
and understood the really important thing. She bit her lower lip, 
wishing she could go back and change what had happened, and beg her 
mother for forgiveness and understanding and love in return, and then 
perhaps the two of them could make a joint effort to face their 
collective lives ahead with meaning and pride.


Wendy was no longer filled with anger or loathing, but with a new and 
consuming closeness and love for her mother who had also just been 
fucked soundly by her boyfriend, just as she had been fucked by 
Preston. She wanted to rush back and tell her mother this discovery, 
for she vowed that from this second on, there would be no more false 
pretenses, no guilt or shame about what they were or would be in the 
future, and this knowing and sharing would bring them together closer 
than ever before.


The lovely young child smiled, suddenly free, and she stretched out and 
thought that later, when things had calmed down, she and Mother could 
have a real heart-to-heart talk privately and openly. And she would 
tell her mother all about how she had lost her virginity today and 
wasn't sorry about it, any more than she was sorry that Clyde and her 
mother had been watching her and doing it at the same time. It was 
exciting thinking about that ... about the way David Preston had split 
her little hymen, ravished her cunt, her breasts swollen and aching 
from his hands and lips, and the way she'd willingly allowed the man to 
fuck her over and over ...


And hidden behind her had been her mother, on all fours, her dress 
hiked around her waist, writhing in some lewd dance of lust, her body 
arching and quaking from the glistening hard cock that was being pumped 
demonically into her vagina--the vagina which had produced Wendy ...


The marijuana, fed in such large quantities into her system, but 
temporarily balanced by the trauma of being found by, and finding out 
about, her mother, came back stronger than ever, making the erotic 
scenes vivid in Wendy's mind. Once more her heated blood beat headily 
with its effects, forcing her brain to dream and her flesh to react ...


She looked down at her nakedness once more, the little girl exploring 
her breasts and loins as the salacious thoughts filtered behind her 
eyes, and she found her body still sensitive in a delightful, tingling 
way, her moist young pussy still swollen and pink, her soft fringe of 
curling pubic hair parted to show her wet, tantalizing little vaginal 
hole. She slowly drew a finger there in curiosity, wondering what it 
was like now that a man's penis had invaded it, and she concluded that 
it was only slightly larger and far more sensitive than before; she let 
her finger draw its way from her tiny hairless anus to her throbbing 
little clitoris ... David's cum is still wet and deep in my tight, 
newly awakened pussy, she thought warmly, no longer subject to the 
shameful feeling of sordidness she'd felt before.


Wendy placed a hand on her tender breasts then, and she recalled how 
she'd watched with lewd fascination as her mother had massaged her own 
breasts while masturbating last night, and then she remembered how 
Preston had taken hers and made them come alive. Yes, alive, taut and 
puckish in uplifting supplication, and made her beg for his huge, 
ramrod cock to salve her palpitating cunt. She squeezed her breasts, 
feeling the surging of passion, and her thumb flicked gingerly over the 
hard, quivering nipple ...


God! What is the fire I feel? Wendy gulped, her breath ragged and 
pulsating. Control yourself ... She gazed at her nude loins, seeing 
them outwardly calm but sensing them to be already burning with newly 
kindled desire. I just got fucked ... I can't be wanting more ... But 
she was, partly because of her freedom and introduction to the adult 
world of sex, and partly due to the aphrodisiac qualities of the 
marijuana which the unscrupulous David Preston had tricked her into 
smoking, and which was a rampant fog obliterating her normal 
tendencies. Her pink-rimmed cunt lips twitched and spasmed through the 
slight covering of pubic hair, and as sore as her vagina was, she 
spread her legs and drew the lips apart so that her pink flesh and 
clitoris were visible to her, and she gazed spellbound by the darker, 
wetter opening where Preston had so recently shoved his merciless cock 
over and over, and into which he'd spewed his continual loads of 
seething white cum. Groaning, she lay back on the soft mat of grass and 
moss, the blood fermenting as still more memories of Preston's thick, 
pulsing cock and heavy testicles and her mother's full-breasted and 
desire-hot body responding ...


Her hips dug into the earth and before Wendy could gather the strength 
to resist the compelling flames in her belly and pussy, she began 
rubbing her hand up and down her dark, moist vagina and smooth, satin-
soft inner thighs, her fingers moving gently over her coral-tinged 
pussy lips. A roaring tide of arousal flowed over her as she did, and 
she started to heave and pump as she became more engrossed in her naked 
abandonment.


I can't stop myself ... But I don't want to, not any longer. I want to 
do everything, feel everything ... and this isn't wrong, it can't be 
wrong ... because Mother was doing it to herself ...


Marleen walked in a sort of stumbling, determined lurch, coming upon 
Wendy wide-splayed under a tree before she really knew what she was 
witnessing. She sucked in her breath, her eyes bulging as she saw her 
daughter jerking her hips off the ground and exposing her moist, hair-
rimmed cunt to the world, and she was horrified to see Wendy's slender 
fingers pistoning with the regularity of a penis inside her throbbing 
hole. She stared, enamored for some unknown reason, unable to tear her 
eyes from the wanton display of self-arousal, at where she'd seen 
Preston's cock slide in and out and overflow it with his sperm, and 
which now was being ruthlessly manipulated by Wendy herself.


The teenager was unaware that her mother was watching, whipping her 
fingers deep in her lust-dampened furrow, her legs bent wide to allow 
herself full access as she desperately massaged her slim youthful 
pussy-slit, her pink vaginal flesh red with excitement and her breasts 
rising and falling as she clenched her teeth, her head back and eyes 
shut.


"Wendy," her mother moaned at the depths to which her daughter had 
sunk.


Wendy looked up dreamily but never slackened her throbbing rhythm. She 
didn't care that her mother saw her like this, and in fact was glad, 
for this was the only way they could ever get together as she so 
fervently desired now. That, and the exquisite pleasure in her loins 
and flaming cunt was too good to halt; she had to continue to her 
climax. She smiled warmly, her answering voice throaty and in gasps.


"Dear mother ... I love you ..."


"You don't! You're doing this to torture me!" Marleen wailed. "You saw 
me last night doing this, and now ... now you want me to feel even 
worse than I already do. Stop it! I beg of you to forgive me and stop 
torturing me!"


"You ... you don't understand, Mother. I love you, I really do ... and 
I'm fingering myself because I enjoy it. We both know we play with our 
pussies, and there's nothing to be ashamed of. Love me ... please come 
here and love me ..."


"You, you don't hate me?" Marleen asked incredulously.


"No, no longer--we're alike ... Ahhhh, this feels good, almost as good 
as a cock inside me ... We're the same, you and I ... you've got the 
same right for sex ... as I do!"


"Darling!" Marleen cried out, and dropped beside her daughter, hugging 
her naked body to her, unable to comprehend the sudden change, but too 
relieved to question it. Her child didn't hate her ... and that's all 
that mattered. Still Wendy didn't stop her manipulations, nestling 
close to her mother's breast, but her hand a burning, surging slave to 
her physical drives. Marleen tried to avert her eyes from the splayed 
cunt, at her child's loins undulating against her and the tender 
agitated pussy.


"Stop it, darling." she moaned. "You must, really."


"No," Wendy gurgled ecstatically. "I watched you ... last night I 
watched you do the same thing to your cunt and I ... I got excited as 
hell. Doesn't this excite you?" She panted breathlessly and parted her 
thighs wider and rotated her naked buttocks around, her fingers moving 
and encircling her sparse pubic curls and swollen vaginal lips as she 
pumped madly into her cuntal tunnel. Her brain was on fire from her 
delights, and goaded on to faster and faster action by the marijuana 
Preston had made her smoke. She couldn't stop--she didn't want to stop-
-and she had to make her mother understand this.


Marleen's gaze was fixed on her daughter's cunt, her belly a thousand 
butterflies. She was awfully mixed up, because she had expressly gone 
after Wendy to try and be open and honest with her, only to find out 
that she was now the one who was being afraid to face reality. She'd 
lain in her bed last night and listened to Preston having his penis 
sucked and done the very thing her daughter was doing now, and she'd 
loved the feeling then ... and as she watched now, she was drawn 
strongly by the natural attraction of flesh and blood, and she cringed, 
only to be pulled yet closer. It scared her, and made her throat go dry 
and as if trying to comfort herself, she soothingly caressed her 
daughter's naked back and shoulders, smelling the young, sweet hair and 
feeling Wendy's taut breasts against her bra-encased mounds. She 
suddenly realized that her child's question had to be answered, and it 
was with wrenching terror that Marleen sensed that her thighs were 
actually tingling with some kind of unwanted, perverted response to 
Wendy's immorality.


"Tell me ... tell me, Mother," Wendy demanded. "Doesn't this excite 
you? Ahhhh, it feels so goood ..."


"Wendy--" Her mother moaned, a deep moistness pervading her empathetic, 
dilating cunt, and little droplets of desire started to form on the 
fleecy pubic hair covering her softly swelling vaginal lips. She 
groaned and tried to fight off her natural inclinations, clenching her 
inner thighs together. "Wendy, darling ..."


"I'm being honest! I'm being grown-up enough to admit it," the drug-
driven young teenager moaned. "Please Mother, please if you value our 
love ..."


"Wendy--" She shuddered as she stared harder at her child's glistening 
lips and rosette of her rectal opening, for she was excited, becoming 
more excited all the time, and she was forced to admit that she was 
strangely attracted by her daughter's dainty pink flesh and nestling 
clitoris and the delirium of Wendy's whipping masturbations. "Wendy," 
she heard herself say chokingly, "Yes, Wendy, I'm excited. Oh God, I'm 
excited by you!"


"Mother ... Dearest, loving Mother ..."


She took her hand from her breast then, unable to control the 
insatiable desire to touch her mother, and one trembling finger brushed 
against Marleen's satiny, firm thigh, moving upwards under the short 
summer dress. Wendy had always considered love between women as 
abhorrent, but as her hand massaged her inflamed pussy and clitoris, 
the teenager was charged with the contact of her mother.


"Wendy!" her mother gasped, a sudden electric shock convulsing her body 
from the lancing touch of Wendy's fingers on her burning loins. It was 
the soft, feather-light creeping to her quivering vagina, the sight of 
her child's sensitive pink flesh and the way it flowered to the rubbing 
hand, the sights and sounds of Wendy making love on the beach and the 
joy of the young boy, Clyde's, penis fucking her ... It was everything 
mingling with her strong, maternal love--and it was not to be denied. 
She trembled and moaned from the salacious and unwelcome passions 
gripping her belly and breasts, for now Wendy had reached her moistly 
hot cunt and was moving up and down as she was in her own pussy, and 
Marleen was unable to stop from arching her buttocks and letting one 
leg slowly bend in response.


"Stop, darling ... Ohhhh, stop this. It isn't right ... We're women, 
we're mother and daughter ... Ohhh, it isn't natural ..."


"Pleasure is the only thing natural," Wendy said thickly. "The rest is 
artificial and false ... Look at all of the pain and suffering we've 
gone through. No longer, Mother ... I love you too much to allow it to 
happen again."


Marleen couldn't reply, her voice caught in her throat, and her body 
wracked as her mind cried out in rejection.


"Yes, you are excited, Mother. You like this as much as I do, and your 
pussy's so hot that you can't stand it." She stopped her own fingerings 
now, intent on sliding her one hand in and out of her mother's cunt and 
using her other to unbutton the dress. "You love me rubbing your 
vagina, just like you love fingering yourself or having a man's cock 
inside you ... I want you naked, naked and beside me, because I want 
you to love me, love me deeply ..."


Marleen's face grew crimson. It's true, she thought miserably. She 
trembled with the ecstasy from her child's hand, realizing what the 
admission meant. Ripples of loathing coursed through her, but all was 
over-ridden by the inundation of her passion. No ... not my own 
daughter ... But her body heaved and pumped against Wendy's invading 
thrusts, her thighs widening as she was slowly undressed by the slim 
trembling fingers of her daughter. She was writhing on the moss now, 
more abandoned and out of control than ever before in her life, and she 
opened her mouth so that she could breathe better, only to find herself 
kissing Wendy's small ear tenderly. A thrilling desire to be released 
from the burning flames of the stimulation flooded her tormented mind, 
and unable to stop herself, she raised herself up and crossed her arms, 
removing the partially opened dress. It was a mute but unmistakable 
signal of surrender to the forces which were fully controlling her body 
and senses, and she didn't care ... she couldn't have avoided it if she 
had.


Wendy unclipped her mother's brassiere and threw it aside, and trailed 
a moist hand across Marleen's trembling skin, pressing her fingers 
harder into her cunt and then bending forward and kissing the tender 
nipple of one throbbing, white breast. She sucked as if she was a baby 
again, feeding at the bosom, nibbling with her teeth and feeling her 
mother's flesh palpitate as she curled her tongue around the enflamed 
tit.


Marleen sighed from the intense stabs of pleasure which cascaded from 
the tingling white flesh of her inner thighs as Wendy's fingers rubbed 
up and down her open vaginal valley and grazed her erect clitoris as it 
teased the moist, clenched hole of her rectum. She whimpered as her 
daughter slid down beside her, nuzzling her whole body with hers, 
breasts to breasts, thigh to thigh, cunt to cunt, and she looked into 
the innocent, sweet face and saw the smile and sparkling eyes and she 
quivered with expectation.


"Kiss me, Mother," Wendy whispered, breathing heavily.


What's possessed me? her confused mind chanted. What's possessed us 
both? She stiffened as Wendy's warm lips closed over hers, and a 
darting tongue probed along her slightly parted mouth. After an instant 
of hesitation, the mother surrendered totally and opened her lips and 
let her daughter's tongue slide in, and their mouths fused hotly, and 
she found herself responding with all the passion she had ever had for 
her husband, sucking and drinking the warm saliva from Wendy's tender 
mouth.


"Yes ... Yes ... Yes I want you, darling Wendy," she murmured as they 
broke apart, the wild abandonment to her own lewd desires making her 
head roll and her mind abandon itself to lesbianism--to incestual 
lesbianism--her brain totally destroyed by the lewd and perverted hot 
fire of lust consuming her cunt and breasts and mouth. After all the 
pain and suffering she'd gone through, beginning with the slow, 
torturous progression of years of denial, the culminating in shame and 
unleashed drives in one searing moment of libertine freedom, now 
nothing mattered except surrender to the crazed desires that charged 
electrically through her--and her daughter's--wildly undulating bodies.


"Ohhhhh ..." Wendy mewled with rapture.


"I want to kiss you, Mother ... I want to kiss your cunt ..."


"Oh, no, darling," Marleen Franklin whimpered. "Not that, that's awful 
... I never even allowed your father to do that to me."


Her daughter shivered and moaned, but began to slide away, kissing her 
mother on her heaving breasts and running fire-hot trails of tongue and 
lips down her soft, flat stomach and rounded abdomen, down farther to 
where her fingers were pumping with maddening bliss. Marleen raised her 
head to watch in half-revulsion, half-captivation as her voluptuous 
child moved around--she didn't think Wendy could do it, would do it--
but the teenager was already wriggling her lovely young moon-shaped 
buttocks over her face, her legs and thighs straddling Marleen's 
panting mouth and nose, and the mother stared with wide eyes up at the 
young, barely mature pink slit of her child's cunt, and the moist 
wetness of Preston's sperm still gleaming on her soft, dark pubic hair.


Wendy gasped torturedly, all thoughts of right or wrong melting in the 
blast-furnace of her depraved emotions. She breathed in the beautiful 
bouquet of genital aroma coming from her mother's softly pulsating 
cunt, her own pussy below generating devils of sensuality and lust, and 
while she kept telling herself mindlessly that this was disgusting and 
that she had gotten carried away with the intensity of her love for her 
mother and should stop this, the small tendrils of shame and loathing 
which still clung to her soul only made what she wanted to do all the 
more lasciviously delightful and ravaging. Unable to control her secret 
longings any more, she dropped her head forward and blew a searing 
flame of hot breath into the open, pink well of her mother's naked 
vagina.


"Aggggghhhhhh ..." Marleen gritted through clenched teeth. But even as 
she tried to break free from the warm embrace she and Wendy were in, 
Wendy was planting long, fevered kisses around her thighs and lower 
belly, all around her passionately throbbing cunt which was roaring 
with unrequited needs, swelling and expanding the inner walls and outer 
lips. Marleen's mind whirled with indecision as her child caressed her 
loins with hands and mouth, but she was able to pull some semblance of 
resistance together long enough to clench her thighs and buttocks 
together. The whole concept of mouth to genitals had sickened her 
previously--now it was a hundred times and hundred worse, for it was a 
young girl wanting to kiss and suck her vagina, a girl who was her own 
daughter!


Wendy stared at her mother's tightly closed slit, at the way it 
quivered with desire, at the enticing pink flesh just hidden by the 
honeydewed black curly hair that her own fingers had raised to a froth 
of excitement, and she couldn't hold out any longer. She shuddered and 
moaned: "Open your legs, Mother dear."


Her soft, urgent voice broke the strands of Marleen's will power, and 
she did, moaning slightly as Wendy touched the sensitive, blood-
pounding skin and flesh. Wendy flicked out her small, wet tongue and 
teased one fold of her vaginal lips, and Marleen rose off the ground in 
involuntary reaction, and rotated her body slowly from side to side 
from the grazing tickle of her daughter's mouthing ... Wendy eased more 
of her lips inside the wide-stretched cleft and found to her sublime 
horror that she got an enormous thrill from the contact, and she lashed 
out suddenly in a torrent of action, her tongue and lips invading with 
complete freedom, and she forgot where she was or what she was, or who 
was under her as her mind soaked up the ambrosia of excited female 
juices which poured forth from her mother's open split.


Marleen groaned from deep within her belly, exploding from the 
salacious and unwelcomed passions which were surging from her tingling 
flesh. She heard Wendy gasp for air and then bury even her nose in the 
hungrily grinding mouth between her legs, and she begged her daughter 
to stop ... stop before she couldn't endure the sweet agony and 
depraved immersion of her cunt. "No ... No ... No ..." she chanted 
weakly, twisting in the grip of her child's increasingly voracious 
tonguing, writhing as Wendy refused to stop, horridly aware that she 
herself was unable to break free from the open, hungry mouth which was 
glued to her insanely responding pussy. She wanted Wendy to stop ... 
but at the same time didn't.


She gazed upward at the triangle of dark, wet pubic hair undulating a 
few inches above, at the swollen ruby vaginal lips of the girl who was 
kissing her own pussy, and the lascivious sight of her daughter's 
cuntal area became beautiful and sublime. She tentatively brushed her 
fingers across the quivering stomach and saw that this made Wendy 
tremble and little droplets of secretion appear at the coral-hued edges 
of her vaginal slit. The skin felt so soft and hot to touch ... Marleen 
let her hands rove up and down her daughter's body, circling her thighs 
and buttocks, though not having the nerve to dip into the pulsating 
crest of hair and flesh between the widened legs. She couldn't ... she 
just couldn't!


And then she was, finding to her shocked surprise before she knew what 
she was doing that she was clutching her child's firm white buttocks 
and drawing her head upwards, her face tangling in the softly tickling 
wisps of pubic hair with near spastic strength. Guilt at their actions 
surged through her for a fleeting moment, but all was overridden by her 
love--by her physical love--for Wendy, and her lips and tongue burrowed 
in the soft, recently sperm-filled cunt that was now resting upon her 
face, and she licked molten swaths all the way from her child's anus 
down to her vaginal hole and to her tiny, quivering clitoris, tasting 
the remaining male essence of David Preston's male ejaculation as she 
did so.


"Ohhhhh," Wendy cried in a muffled voice. "That's it, Mother ... 
Ohhhhh, that's it! Faster! Faster!"


Wendy strained her loins downward into her mother's mouth with all her 
might. The marijuana was now working its full effect on her and coupled 
with the abandoned welcome to her unmentionable wish, she was beyond 
the point of comprehending anything except what she was doing. She 
salivated as never before as she tongued and kissed and slicked the 
pink, trembling flesh, and all the while Marleen was busy with the 
clenching confines of her wet, down-turned pussy as well. Wendy was 
about to burst from the volcano of lust inside her, and she thrust 
harder and harder, every inch of her on fire, and she felt herself 
cumming. The walls of Marleen's vagina grasped hungrily around her 
daughter's swirling tongue and her clitoris trembled from the driving 
lips and teeth. The muscles in her inner thighs and buttocks flexed 
against the torture of her untapped, unrestrained fury and she choked 
and gasped as she strove to bring her child to the same climax she was 
nearing ...


*   *   *


And at the edge of the clearing stood Clyde Brooks and David Preston, 
and beside Preston sat the nervously whining King. They were all 
beadily watching the mother and daughter simultaneously absorbed in 
their writhing, undulating sucklings of each other's wildly squirming 
loins. Preston and Clyde stared bug-eyed at the matted pubic hair and 
pink vaginal slits and the licking, sliding tongues that slicked from 
the apex of their respective clitorises to the tender pink rose-buds of 
their anal orifices.


Preston patted King's head affectionately. "What did I tell you, Clyde? 
They're together again. Heh, heh--and really together this time."


The boy could only groan in reply, his cock a straight, erect post 
throbbing painfully from the astounding, lust-provoking sight. He'd 
never seen two girls eat each other out before, much less dreamed of a 
mother-daughter combination! It was more than his young mind could 
absorb dispassionately, and he watched with increasing arousal on his 
own part as the slaving twosome bucked and spasmed insanely in their 
incestual orgy.


Preston also was stimulated, his great penis trembling, its cock-head 
opening oozing seminal lubrications, and he stroked his fleshy shaft 
lightly, afraid that if he beat his cock too well, he'd cum all over 
the ground. Fiery sperm boiled in his testicles as he stared at the two 
on the grass, and then he turned to Clyde. He took his hand and began 
to stroke Clyde's prick as well, feeling the boy stiffen and then jerk 
his loins in a lewd pantomime of the sex rhythm.


"You fucked Mrs. Franklin," Preston said as he saw the glitter of 
savage desire light the boy's eyes. "And I fucked the girl. Now let's 
each take on the other. What do you say?"


"Yeah ... Yeah ..." the boy croaked.


"Only let's do something different this time," Preston suggested. "I've 
a surprise waiting for that teenager's cunt, so have her suck your 
cock--like she's sucking her mother's pussy now."


"Ohhhh, yeah, yeah," Clyde breathed mindlessly.


"And I'll shove my cock into that tight little asshole of the mother. 
How does that sound?"


Clyde didn't answer. Already he'd broken free from Preston and was 
charging across the grass, his penis waving out in front of him like a 
battle standard showing the way ...


Chapter 7


Wendy rolled and flung her tortured body crazily over her mother's 
face, hanging on to the black-haired pussy below her with joyous 
determination, driving her fiery tongue harder and faster and deeper 
into the clasping, sweetly melting channel of her mother's vagina, her 
own cunt burning with the intensity of a forest fire out of control and 
fanned by winds which made it roar through the whole of her firm, young 
flesh. Then she sensed another's presence, a shadow cross over her, and 
her heart almost stopped beating. She flailed her head a moment longer, 
then stilled, and she fought against the pressure of looking up, filled 
with the dread certainty that she would see somebody. But she did, and 
she saw Clyde--and something else, something long and glistening and 
jutting thickly toward her ...


Clyde Brooks stared at the abandoned girl below him, stroking his 
throbbing, blood-erect prick in long, deliberately tantalizing strokes 
the way Preston had done to him. He crouched down beside her on his 
knees, coming ever closer until his balls were touching her forehead, 
and he extended his hard, youthful penis with one hand while with the 
other he raised Wendy's head harshly.


"Suck me, Wendy," he ordered breathlessly. "Suck me like you're sucking 
your mother and make me cum!"


In one gasping, shuddering moment the teenage girl realized that what 
was being thrust toward her wet, glistening mouth was his cock, huge 
and swollen and palpitating. She wanted to scream, to fling him away, 
and yet she couldn't, for the passion from her mother's sucking of her 
cunt mingling with the aphrodesia which was steaming rampantly through 
her nerves made her incapable of anything except wanting to be a slave 
to her body. She couldn't reason how or why the boy was there, beside 
her ... but she didn't care. Only she didn't want to suck his penis! 
She wanted her Mother!


She tried to twist her head away, but he held her roughly in his grasp, 
and he pressed his cock forward still more, until his thick glans was 
against her cheek; he raised her head until she was feeling his 
secretions teasing her lips, and she wanted to gag.


Marleen Franklin was no longer asleep to the situation. She was now 
fully cognizant of what was happening to her daughter, even though her 
position made it impossible for her to react, trapped as she was under 
the still demanding, still undulating white and pink skin of Wendy's 
quivering vaginal slit. Even though her passions had been spiraling in 
spite of her best efforts to reject them, Marleen was shocked 
speechless by the impact of Clyde's demand. God! He was there, wanting 
her child to suck his cock! They'd been discovered, and the horror of 
what she and Wendy were engaged in made her moan in further shame, and 
she wanted to somehow run as Wendy had run, escape from the naked and 
shameless cavorting against nature and man ... She started to sob, but 
her hot breath only inflamed Wendy's pussy more, and the child ground 
her cunt onto her mother's face reflexively; Marleen realized then that 
her daughter, while tragically terrified of this new event, was still 
hotly aroused, and she could only lie there and feel Wendy's warm, 
excited young secretions around her mouth and smell the feminine 
perfume of her daughter's sex. She deliriously began to kiss and lick 
as before, her brain refusing any command other than the overwhelming 
need for gratification. It was as if her return to her lickings and 
tonguings was a form of circuit breaker, stopping her overloaded mental 
system from shorting out, her only path to keep the smattering of 
sanity which still held her together. She worked slavelike below, her 
tongue lashing and making Wendy moan in one continuous stream of 
bubbling pleasure, unable to stop what was now an obsession, an 
overwhelming, crushing need ...


Wendy's cunt flowered open wider and her lubrications increased with 
the resumption of her mother's sucking mouth teasing her wide-stretched 
vaginal slit, and warm trickles of saliva ran down from her mouth and 
pursed lips, and she rotated her wet buttocks onto the woman beneath 
her harder and faster in a lewd dance of desire. But she still couldn't 
take Clyde Brook's penis in her mouth! She'd never allow herself to 
lower herself to this degrading act, as low as she was already by her 
actions.


"Ohhhh, God damn you, Wendy, suck it!"


"No! Don't make me!" she pleaded, "Please don't make me!"


"Did she cum?" Preston asked, standing beside them.


"Hell no, only stubborn."


"She's never sucked cock before, my boy," the older man chuckled 
lewdly. "She's never had any cock anywhere until today. You'll have to 
force her--like this!" Preston came over and took his hands to her chin 
and jaw and pried open her unwilling mouth. "Now, shove your cock in, 
Clyde! Shove it in fast!"


The boy thrust forward quickly, and filled the warm, wet cavern between 
her cheeks, and she could feel it slither the full length of her 
gagging tongue as he filled her with his thick, fleshy hardness.


"You'll love it, Wendy," Preston soothed. "Try it and see ..."


Wendy closed her eyes, feeling numb to the world. In a trance-like 
state she felt harsh, pubic hairs at the base of Clyde's penis rub 
against her chin and lips, and she ovalled her lips as he began to 
screw his cock in and out, Preston's hands still holding her head in a 
viselike grip. "Suck, baby, suck ..." she heard dimly and she did, not 
knowing what else she could do. Her lips slowly began to nibble the 
thrusting shaft, and she coughed and sputtered from the unnatural 
invasion, trying not to think of what she was submitting to. The boy's 
testicles bounced against her and her nostrils filled with a new odor, 
a male odor that was stronger and not as sweet as her mother's 
secretions, but still piquant and spicy and attractive to her.


Underneath her, Marleen sucked and teased faster and faster as she 
thought of her daughter having a cock shoved into her lovely face, and 
her hands stroked the firm, heated flesh and her tongue lolled in the 
moist pink flanges of Wendy's cunt.


The saliva grew in the girl's mouth, becoming slightly sticky now from 
the emissions of lubricating fluid from the head of Clyde's sliding 
cock. She sensed his hips jerking and straining against her bobbing 
mouth, and his long, hard fingers were curling in her dark hair, 
holding her fast as his penis stretched and expanded until there wasn't 
any more room left. But instead of the sickness Wendy imagined she'd 
have, she began to enjoy it. Her brain savored the electric touch of 
her tongue on his cock, and the throbbing, tantalizing taste of his 
shaft. She balanced herself on one hand and took the other up to the 
base of his testicles, crooning a little now as she sucked 
rhythmically, twirling the softness of her young tongue maddeningly 
around the glans and coronal ridge. She'd never dreamed of this before! 
God, it was exciting, and Preston had been right again! Had he ever 
been wrong? God, she loved to suck this cock! She opened her mouth 
wider and took still more of the penis inside her butter-soft interior, 
swirling faster and faster, causing Clyde to cry out in pure delight.


"Ohhhhh, I love this! I love this!"


Marleen sucked in subservient lust, and heard her daughter's moaning of 
agony change subtly to a tone of enjoyment. It was a strange kind of 
masochistic joy which filled the mother now, for the lewd, obscene 
picture of her child being sucked and sucking in return was too much. 
She was falling into deep, unmitigated desire now, the perverted menage 
a' trois no longer causing her shame or remorse. What was the use of 
deceiving herself? Wendy was loving what she was being forced to do, 
and her own flesh was swamped with churning, waving prurience at the 
mere thought of it. Desire--she was truly reveling in the salaciousness 
she was partner to, and vanished were her inhibitions and prudishness 
then, for she was obliterated by desire, and there couldn't be anything 
more important at that moment than the heavenly feelings which were 
flowing through her like warm claret. Desire--Dear God, how could she 
not have desire!


Clyde looked down at the beautiful young girl, and the sight of his 
hard shaft absorbed in between her ovalling lips increased his 
sensation a thousandfold. She was massaging the soft, resilient sac of 
his balls and running her thumb and forefinger around the hardened 
base, and he could feel the softness of her tongue twirling crazily 
over his cock as he pumped in and out, her head beating in the same 
tempo as simultaneously she worked her still wide-splayed little cunt 
in hungry undulating circles over her mother's mouth. Wendy sensed the 
boy's throbbing reaction and sucked his prick still more fervently, the 
tips of her teeth digging gently into his hard, rubbery surface, 
leaving small white trails where they had scraped slightly. She was 
responding from instinct alone, and felt herself the most blessed of 
teenagers to have his cock in her mouth while her mother tongued her to 
certain orgasm beneath her, and the ecstasy rose and billowed in her 
... She loved this, and strove now to suck his sperm into her throat 
and belly, the powerful stimulants of the marijuana and her mother 
churning in her flesh with a spasming need that she'd never dreamed 
existed and which was driving her to climactic madness ...


David Preston removed his hands from her cheeks, knowing that they were 
no longer required, that the girl was filled with the crooning pleasure 
and was insensate with her own greedy lusts. He wondered that she 
didn't choke as she continued to suck on and on, and he could see tiny 
rivulets of sweat rolling down the side of her face and body as she 
bobbed over Clyde Brooks like a female demon. The muscles in his own 
stomach tightened, great swirls of heat building in his testicles as he 
gazed with lewd intensity at Wendy's thin pink ridges of inner mouth 
flesh pulling and clinging to the boy's throbbing, thrusting penis. He 
had to join in now! He had to ...


"Marleen!" he cried out, "Marleen, I want to fuck you!"


"Ohhhhh!" the mother replied abjectly, still pressed to the warm, wet, 
undulating cunt of her daughter's pubic slit.


"Move from underneath ... No, you don't have to stop sucking Wendy's 
pussy, just move your lower body out ... Then you can get fucked and 
suck her at the same time ..."


Marleen hesitated, her body quivering with the agony of her 
degradation, but only momentarily before she slipped her legs and 
buttocks out from beneath Wendy's body, sliding without hindrance now 
that the child had one hand around her boyfriend's genitals. She thrust 
her hips and loins toward Preston, still on her back, her mouth glued 
to Wendy's vagina, and she raised her legs and stretched them wide, 
bending them as close to her chest as she could so that her displayed 
pussy was a helpless toy for this man to use in his animalistic quest 
for satisfaction ... She groaned and squirmed, the pink, smooth flesh 
glistening from her daughter's saliva and her own secretions, the 
lessening of her anguish and fear a release from her mind's horror and 
the result of her sexual frenzy. She felt a rising bowl of passion 
building deep in her belly, in her very soul, as Preston knelt between 
her wide-splayed legs, and her red cunt lips throbbed with 
anticipation, making her automatically ease her rear farther upwards 
and widen her thighs still more to allow him full, salacious viewing of 
her open pussy.


Preston gaped at the ivory moons of her buttocks as they were offered 
up to him in sacrifice, and at her hair-ringed cunt, moist and 
palpitating in uncontrolled lasciviousness. God, he was excited! He 
couldn't wait to feel her squirm and cry beneath him, and his balls 
tingled and hurt with the desire racing through his groin. He moved 
forward, aching with lewd thoughts, and pried her wider with his 
fingers and thumbs until she was unprotected and stationary before him. 
He held his blood-heavy, bloated penis in the crevice of her vaginal 
slit, its angry red cock-head poised mercilessly before the tight, 
elastic opening of her anus. He taunted her, rubbing his prick up and 
down the sensitively spread channel, then introduced his massive shaft 
into her saliva-coated pussy, constantly pressuring until his entire 
length was submerged by slow, tormenting inches into the depths of her 
womb.


She tried to cry out, not knowing why, only that this devastating, 
constant plunge was what she wanted. He was ripping her internal organs 
... and she wanted it so, and then the man spread the soft curls of her 
pubic hair and caressed the tiny throbbing bud of her clitoris, 
stroking and taunting it as she thundered his massive purplish penis 
lasciviously between her open cunt lips.


Dear God ... I want to die with this in me!


Preston removed his hardened penis then, the purpose of his penetration 
accomplished--to lubricate it well. He lowered his pulsing shaft until 
its unseeing eye was leveled with her tiny hairless anus. He might have 
prepared her further seeing that she was a virgin in her rectal opening 
by stretching the sphincter ring with his finger, he thought lustfully-
-but the pleasures derived were better unannounced.


He fucked his hips forward, driving his throbbing cock-head into the 
resisting, tight rubbery anal mouth. Marleen winced as she felt the 
lips around her rectum being forced open, its elastic snugness 
resisting momentarily, then giving way before the harsh, brutal 
pressure. The agony shattered her and she endeavored to mechanically 
resist, squealing out with a choked, muffled cry. Preston reveled in 
the elation of hearing her painful groans, and rammed forward again, 
sinking more of his lust-inflated cock into her rectum. He felt his 
testicles thud against her upturned buttocks as she ground against the 
earth in an attempt to escape the cruel impalement, and her legs jerked 
out wide on either side of his long, lean body, kicking futilely in the 
air.


"God! Nooooo! Not back there! Nooooo!" she choked, her naked, white 
body pinned between her daughter and Preston's impaling cock. She was 
helpless, and with every surge of his penis she seemed to be forced yet 
more firmly onto his sodomizing penis. She was certain that her body 
was being split up the middle and that she would rent in half from his 
giant plunging shaft, its blunt head thrusting in her bowels in 
excruciating waves of torture. All sense of balance had long since left 
her, her brain a maze of distorted thoughts, the only feeling that of 
searing, hot pain from his sudden entry and cruel tearing of her rectal 
tunnel. She flexed her buttocks tightly together in an attempt to hold 
off further invasion, but the throb of her internal sinews only incited 
Preston more, and he plowed his way deeper and deeper into her vainly 
resisting passage. She sensed its every ridge and vein as her nerve 
ends transmitted its enormous form in minute detail to her muddled 
mind, and the hard, spongy shaft pressed relentlessly on, folding her 
rubbery flesh along in front of it. "Agggghhhh!" she groveled. Then she 
held her breath as the buried cock expanded more, stretching the narrow 
passage walls farther and farther apart. Then, he was all the way in, 
and the tickling hairs of his loins and the full weight of his 
testicles grazed her buttocks, and she became united with it.


"Ohhhhhh, noooooo ..." she mewled in horror, and she shuddered as 
Preston began to saw rhythmically and without the slightest mercy deep 
up into the soft confines of her back channel.


She dug her nails into her palms as slowly the pain eased a little, 
although it was still a mixture of hurtful discomfort and stimulation, 
and she felt strangely wet between her buttocks and also strangely 
ashamed. She was being sodomized and she tried to concentrate on this 
thought, but each time her concentrations were destroyed by a skin-
splitting thrust which jolted her and made her squirm in a weird, 
masochistic joy. She realized that she was heaving backwards to meet 
the forward thrust of his loins, and she was undulating her hips and 
moving her buttocks in tiny lewd circles, beginning to feel excited 
through the pain.


Her tongue snaked out and started licking her daughter's cunt once 
more, the pungent odors of Wendy's secretions flaring her nostril. Her 
whole body twitched and writhed under the two persons, and she groaned 
incessantly up into the moistness of Wendy's vaginal orifice, thrusting 
her lips and tongue deep into her crevice. Low hums of passionate, 
servile acceptance came in torrents from her throat, her beautiful face 
twisting with erotic arousal, her mouth working like a fish out of 
water, her neck straining as a light sweat broke out over her flesh. 
Her head rolled from side to side as her hips began an unwitting surge 
beneath the man's impaling cock, and her hungry anus screwed itself up 
tighter against his hair covered pelvis, forcing Preston to clench his 
teeth tightly in an effort to control himself.


There was no longer pain, she reasoned nebulously. Her body was surging 
and vibrant, raw electricity rippling through her rectum and out her 
nipples, whirling in a vortex of madness through her belly and legs and 
mind ...


"You like it, you like it now, don't you?" Preston grunted.


"Yes! Yes! Oh, keep fucking me in the ass! Ohhhhh!" she babbled, the 
thought of her own lips spewing such sick words into her own child's 
cunt sending a new lascivious thrill swirling through her. She revolved 
her buttocks around his thick, rigid penis, her anus dilating in time 
to its rhythmic beating. Furiously she lapped at her daughter's 
delicious tasting pussy, her unsated passions building until she 
couldn't breathe, and she thrust her white, round buttocks as high as 
she could for more of the cruel fucking that Preston was pumping into 
her ass.


David Preston looked up and watched avidly as Wendy's soft, ovalled 
mouth clasped greedily at Clyde's growing wet penis, her thin, tensile 
lips clinging to it as if held there by some unseen clamp. The boy 
grinned lewdly and winked at Preston and then ogled once again the 
lust-contorted face as the teenager sucked his cock like it was the 
last piece of candy on earth. Preston could see thick, oozing seminal 
fluid trickling now from the corners of the girl's mouth, Wendy 
reveling in the cruel humiliation that she was being subjected to, a 
strange light shining in her glazed eyes.


Then the man watched the reddish skin of Marleen's little round hole 
draw back with his cock, clutching it as if it didn't want him to ever 
come out. At first, the pressure of his penis had been almost too much 
to bear, but now it was just tight enough and exhilarating, the type of 
squeeze that promised to draw his sperm out of his testicles with the 
ferocity of a sump pump. Intensely he leered at the thin, pink ridges 
as the gleaming length of his prick was consumed into the salaciously 
quivering opening, and he let her strain up to him for awhile, watching 
the complete abandonment to her labors, a dazed ecstasy making her body 
tremble.


He grinned to himself as he felt the raw slap of his naked testicles 
against the unprotected valley of her anus. It was time for the further 
subjugation of these delicious bitches ...


"Wendy!" he called out to the girl. "You're sucking like mad; you want 
to be fucked as well?"


"Mmm hmm!" the teenager mewled, nodding as best she could while 
slavering at the ramming cock in her mouth. "Mmmmmm!"


"Then raise your ass up and get ready! You're going to get the best 
fuck of your life!"


"MMMMMMM!"


Preston whistled. Suddenly, the large German Shepherd stood from where 
he'd been on his haunches at the side of the clearing, his ears pricked 
up, his body tense and eager. Preston whistled again and King trotted 
over as Wendy's little whines grew into deep-chested mewls, her hips 
gyrating above her mother's face in her need for fulfillment. The great 
dog went straight to her hair-covered crotch, his training long and 
complete by his master, and King began sniffing, his tail wagging and 
his brain remembering previous pleasures from past commands. A bitch in 
heat! Wendy moaned as his cold nose rubbed wetly against her tiny, 
cringing pussy, unable by her position and the fetter of Clyde's cock 
in her tender mouth to turn around and identify her new lover, but not 
caring who he was so long as he could satiate the seething cauldron of 
lusts which was burning and scalding her hungry little vaginal slit.


King began to lap the narrow pink slit between her thighs, running his 
enormous tongue wetly the full length of it, from the tightly clenched 
anus down the fluted pink ridges to the tiny erotic bud of her clit. 
His thick, rough tongue spread through her soft, fleece-covered 
swelling like a keen blade through butter, and it slaved relentlessly 
between her widened legs, pausing to curl deeply into her cunt hole. 
Wendy spasmed convulsively as she writhed under the masterful beast's 
tongue as it lapped and sniffed at her loins. Soft moans of delight 
filtered from around her sucking lips as his tongue unfurled up her 
moist channel like a red runner-rug, ravishing her upthrust crotch 
mercilessly. King worked like the vicious animal he was, the primeval 
lust of the jungle motivating him.


Marleen stared upward in utter horror, mumbling incoherently as she 
watched in wild-eyed disbelief at King lapping lasciviously at her 
daughter's pussy, and Wendy's obvious enslavement by the huge panting 
dog, her young body offered to the thick, slithering lizard-like tongue 
in her exposed vaginal crevice and white buttocks. She knew that more 
than ever before she should do something to save her child, but somehow 
the total subjugation and helplessness of Wendy shaking with erotic 
bliss beneath the beast sadistically fascinated her, and she couldn't 
look away. The lewdness was so overwhelming, that shivers of revulsive 
curiosity erupted along her flesh, and she felt terribly cold, but then 
Preston surged again inside her rectum and the wet ring of her anus 
responded with a hot, urgent, stabbing delight. Her mind was recoiled 
by the venial bestiality, the fact of what was being done to Wendy so 
awful that it was almost desirable to her, and she couldn't do anything 
except respond to the magnified pumpings of Preston's cock in her 
rectum, drawn to the perverted scene a few inches from her. It was like 
a magnet of sex, and the sight of King licking the girl's pussy made 
her both nauseous and craving, the pull of both poles threatening to 
split her brain apart.


Preston moved so that he could thrust more of his penis into the pink-
rimmed fist of the mother's ass while he watched with gloating eyes as 
his wonderful dog, King, worked the girl into the proper mood. Already 
the brute's large animal penis was stiff and red and sliding from its 
hairy sheath like some round, tipped, wet sword which trembled with 
unquenchable fire. And then he called out the order, the final command 
which would send the dog into its well-trained act.


"On King! On, you husky!"


Wendy never heard the command, for in her drugged state, she was no 
longer human. She was a quivering mass of flesh that wanted to be 
released, and she was only interested in grinding her buttocks back 
against whoever was tonguing her so magnificently and have him sink his 
cock deep inside her agonized cunt. Suddenly she felt a furry clasping 
around her waist and something hard and wet slip along the valley 
between her buttocks. Again and again it floundered as she spread her 
legs wider and her hips higher in an effort of supplication to the 
stranger's penis. My God, get it in! Get it in! Why does he torture me 
like this? My pussy is on fire!


Marleen was too engrossed with the incredulous ramming attack on her 
defenseless daughter to be able to breathe. The dog was mounting Wendy 
and holding her to his belly as if she was a bitch in heat, and she saw 
the animal's glistening, scarlet penis hard and free of his hairy 
covering, the tapered point of it dancing in its endeavor to bury the 
rock-like shaft into the young, impatiently squirming body. Sobbing 
now, she stared stony-eyed as the sharp tip missed and missed again, 
and heard Wendy cry as the evading, upthrust animal penis hit her soft, 
hair-nestled clitoris, the hot scarlet of the dog's jabbing cock 
contrasting lewdly with the fevered pink of the girl's passion-inflamed 
cunt. And to her startling shock, she saw her child shift her quaking, 
round buttocks in an effort to capture the lengthening animal prick and 
lead it to her voraciously grasping vagina, spreading herself wider as 
his still unsheltered organ rubbed around her slit.


In obvious desperation and frustration, Wendy reached between her legs 
and took hold of the slippery rod of bestial flesh, guiding it to the 
entrance of her throbbing, wet hole, arching her backsides so that 
there would be no further trouble with being speared by the cock she 
had to have. Marleen groaned in terror and sickness as she saw the huge 
dog hump forward then and bury its cock into her daughter's hungrily 
accepting little pussy with a rush until it was interred to the hilt 
and his hairy, canine testicles swung below her wetly matted pubic 
hair.


It was when she reached back and grasped the dog's penis that Wendy 
finally realized who and what was fucking her. King jerked forward, and 
as she felt the strangely thin, long prick soar into her, spearing her 
hungry, wet vaginal walls like a flint-tipped arrow, she pictured the 
furry case that she had felt with her fingers and the hairy abdomen and 
long, muscular shanks, and the true nature of the cock she'd sought so 
avidly came to her with a crushing impact.


Oh God! It's David's dog. It's King! The teenager choked on the cock 
sliding wetly in and out of her mouth, a scream changing to only a 
small wail of anguish. King's penis is inside me, getting bigger and 
bigger ... Ohhhhh ... my God, it's like a jack-hammer! Oh, Christ, 
forgive me, but it feels so goooood ... It's beautiful!


The beast behind her was hammering with pile-driving thrusts that were 
reaching her very womb, the thin cock swelling to fill all of her cunt. 
It was a miracle, dispatching the maddening demons which had been 
driving her crazy with desire, and she licked and sucked shamelessly at 
the delectable cock in her mouth, wanting to be fucked by this hairy 
monster if it would make her cum. She thrust her loins back against 
King as if she was another animal, and felt the tiny rivulets of 
moisture building in the crevice between her cheeks and sensed them 
dribbling down the sides of her inner thighs, the mounting pressure in 
her belly and cunt signaling that the dog was rising her excitement to 
orgasm ...


Marleen could no longer contain herself at the lewd, ruttish sight of 
her daughter being willingly raped by Preston's dog. She looked upwards 
at the dark, sparsely haired pussy, its long pink slit trailing to 
where King's animal cock split it, its length pulsating in and out of 
the slippery vagina, his hairy balls swinging below. She could see 
Wendy's hungrily working little cunt lips clamping hotly around the 
surging penis, and the beautiful moon-shaped buttocks as they swayed, 
and the enticing young flesh that sparkled with her passionate droplets 
as they clung to her pubic curls. The musky scent was overpowering and 
suddenly Marleen lashed out with her tongue again, going around her 
child's clitoris and cuntal petals, and then with uncontained lust, she 
reached higher and nuzzled the canine testicles, taunting the dog's 
half-exposed member with the tip of her tongue as she swallowed the 
open cunt, sucking inner-lips and clitoris and the bestial penis 
simultaneously. She raised her own buttocks off the ground so that 
Preston could shove more of his sodomizing cock into her insatiable 
rectum, furiously tasting the sweet delicious cunt and the tangy 
saltiness of King as he fucked, her own unsatisfied passions growing 
and growing ...


Suddenly Clyde Brooks screamed shrilly. "I'm ... I'm there! Suck me 
harder, baby! Suck me harder!"


In her quest for her own climax, Wendy sucked as never before while the 
boy's pummeling instrument fused with her mouth, his testicles bouncing 
off of her chin below. Then, as his climax rolled out from his balls 
like a bursting dam, Clyde jerked his cock from her sucking lips, 
holding his huge red shaft about two inches away from her pleading 
mouth.


Before the girl could protest, the boy's penis spewed forth with hot, 
white sperm directly into her ovalled cavern, the thick creamy seed 
streaming from his cock-head to her lips like milk from a cow, filling 
her waiting mouth. Wendy swallowed, not wanting to lose a single drop 
of the delicious, lust-inciting fluid, her throat working rapidly in 
its attempt to keep up with the wild ejaculations.


Preston groaned at the obscene picture of the young boy pumping out his 
semen into the humiliated girl's face, and at the way the thin 
streamers of his cum splashed her cheeks and nose and trickled down 
like splatters of paint. The gushing torrent as Wendy felt the first 
taste of male sperm deep in her gullet and stomach was a billowing wave 
of heat which set off her own climax then, at the same time that 
Preston began to jerk convulsively and send his boiling cum into her 
mother's soft, unresisting rectum.


The depraved man thrust the last of his length into Marleen's wide 
stretched anus, and she felt his hot surge of seed spurt into her belly 
violently, ricocheting against her heated passage walls, its steaming 
heat setting off her long overdue orgasm. She was there! At last! She 
screamed and screamed again, heaving her buttocks against Preston's 
penis as he continued to empty his throbbing testicles into her, her 
brain shattering into a million reflective shards that dazzled her with 
pinwheels of internal light.


Wendy's climax made her body contract as if in an epileptic fit, and 
the young teenage girl buffeted back on King's brutish shaft, gulping 
Clyde's semen as her vaginal muscles milked the dog's superbly 
expanding cock like an angry glove. She gurgled through her mouthful of 
sticky seed, suddenly without a feeling of time or space--only the 
unbelievable pleasure of her orgasm as she was hit again and again by 
King's tempestuous release of his canine semen. The dog howled 
mournfully, baying to the twilight above as he pounded her pussy and 
unleashed a torrent of alien juice in thin jets, making Wendy's belly 
quake and ripple, her insanity traversing all bounds. There was nothing 
save that wonderful beast's jack-hammer lunges and fiery liquid ... 
nothing!


Wendy's mother, heaving her thighs and buttocks against the last of 
Preston's cock's ejaculations, continued to squeal out her tremendous 
orgasm, shaking as if hit by bullets, thoroughly lost in her world of 
lusting release. She gazed in sweet fascination as her daughter's 
vagina flowered with the thick white ooze as Wendy milked and squeezed 
the dog's penis with her contracting cunt muscles, the animal's viscid 
liquid bursting from the small hole in which it had shot so much, and 
rivulets of bestial cum ran down the quivering ivory columns of her 
girl's legs to puddle on the grass below. King was magnificent, Marleen 
thought deliriously ... like a wonderful machine ... and as she thought 
of the brute filling her child's womb, she wildly licked and kissed 
Wendy's flooded slit, tasting the alien seed on her tongue and lips and 
finding an odd pleasure in its peculiar flavor. She couldn't rid 
herself of the tremendous desire to clean all of Wendy's cunt, even as 
the dog slipped its now deflated cock out of the draining orifice, and 
she swallowed the still hot cum and secretions from the warm, pink skin 
and matted pubic hair, on a pinnacle of delight that threatened to 
burst her mind from the sheer physical pressure of the dizzying height.


Finally, she collapsed, allowing her daughter to do the same. Her 
stomach was burning, and she thought with satisfaction that it was the 
blending of King's seed and her child's juices, all flowing in a 
swirling flow of abandoned carnal satiation ... She rolled over and 
wearily smiled at Wendy, who smiled back in return, and the mother knew 
that there was no longer shame or remorse or the slightest binding 
restraint between them. She and her daughter had joined in the most 
perverted, pagan exhibitions of the flesh, and what had been could 
never be again ... she never wanted to return to the old ways, the 
incomplete and unsatisfying ways, and from now on she and Wendy would 
live for each other.


Later the four of them and King returned to her apartment, and through 
the wee hours of the morning they alternated in frantic searches for 
lust, until at last Wendy went to sleep, exhausted, and King curled up 
contentedly on the bed beside her. Marleen, filled to capacity by then 
with the semen of Preston, Clyde Brooks, and the dog, went off to her 
own room, and cuddled naked with the two men, a happy and satiated 
woman of the flesh.


In the morning they'd start all over again, she told herself drowsily. 
In the morning and forever after ...


Chapter 8


The hot water of the shower cascaded over Marleen as she lathered her 
firm, full breasts. She hummed to herself, recollecting to herself the 
wonderful time she'd had last night--the wonderful times she'd had most 
every night and during the day as well since the evening two weeks ago 
when she and her daughter had given themselves over to a life of sexual 
pleasure. There was nothing better, she admitted happily, and thank God 
she had found herself--and Wendy--before more delay could have parted 
them forever. She soaped down between her legs, widening her thighs to 
let the rich froth of soap bubbles cleanse her black pubic hair and her 
pink cunt lips, remembering how David Preston had washed them with his 
tongue last night, only to moisten them again with his next load of 
shooting sperm ...


David was sharing the apartment now, an integral part of the Franklin 
family, which one day might become the Preston family. Wouldn't that be 
nice, she mused ...


Her reverie was interrupted by David, who thrust the shower curtain 
aside and stepped in beside her, grinning hugely. "Morning, lover," he 
said, and cupped one of her still soapy breasts.


"Stop it," Marleen giggled, not meaning it. She laughed and kissed him, 
and fondled his penis and brown sac of testicles provocatively, sensing 
that he was getting an erection ...


"Three's not a crowd, I hope," came another voice, and naked Wendy, 
happy and smiling, squeezed her lovely young body into the stall. 
Marleen shrieked delightedly, for the girl placed her hand familiarly 
on her mother's pubic mound, fucking her finger inside her vaginal slit 
and digging for her little clitoris. "Mm!" Wendy said, rubbing her 
buttocks against David's now firm cock. "Looks like we'll be making a 
little sex under the shower!"


"Jesus, don't you ever get enough?" the man taunted.


"Why do you think Clyde gave up and won't see me anymore?" Wendy 
retorted. "I wore him out."


Marleen started soaping her daughter, tenderly but with those motions 
she knew would raise the fervor for lust, filled with that special 
possessive love only a mother can give and receive. And she had given 
and received wholeheartedly and would continue to, with every sinew and 
muscle of her and Wendy's bodies. She opened her legs a little wider 
letting her child have more room in which to stroke and play with her 
cunt, using her other hand to guide David's hard, pulsating penis into 
Wendy's ass cheeks ...


When the hot water ran out, and they had to run laughing and wet from 
the sudden inundation of ice-cold spray, they found the dog waiting, 
wagging its tail. Marleen patted King affectionately, and he licked her 
pussy hair, nuzzling her loins with impatience.


"I think he wants to be fed," David observed.


"What'll we feed him?" Wendy asked slyly.


"Oh, I don't know," the man said, grinning lewdly. "Whatever's handy. 
He'll eat most anything. Or anybody ..."


The End
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FOREWORD


In A Teacher's Torment still another fine story from the pen of Morgan 
Staemayer, we have the fascinating study of what happens to one girl, Jane 
Simpson, when she steps outside of her realm of society and 'reality' and 
tried to cope with the new world around her with an old set of tools, ideas, 
and values.


Her slow, inexorable, inevitable degradation begins and we see every 
humiliation along the way, thanks to the vividly descriptive powers of Mr. 
Staemayer, who makes her (Jane's) problem both real and universal.


No one should talk about the effects of marijuana upon one's mind and soul 
until all the evidence is in. Until that time, no opinion can be anymore 
than guesswork. However, even in medical groups, its marked effect on a 
person's libidinal nature is in general agreement. Although some exponents 
of true, pure-science and research will argue, most experts (and certainly 
the users) will agree that ingestion of marijuana will, to some degree, act 
as an aphrodisiac. Sometimes powerfully, as in the dramatic case of Jane 
Simpson. Authorities tend to amend such an attitude by qualifying each case 
with the belief that such latent desires were in the individual prior to the 
use of cannibis sativa and that such a desire would have, sooner or later, 
come to the surface and be recognized. All the marijuana did, such thinkers 
argue, is heighten a feeling that already existed.


The truth of the above statements is not the purpose of this book nor is the 
author or publishers urging anyone to try marijuana themselves.


Exactly the opposite is true. Until the real nature of such a drug is known, 
the prudent will do well to avoid it at all costs until such time as medical 
science can tell us exactly what dangers are inherent.


Jane Simpson might have ended her career in teaching in exactly the same 
way; she might not. Speculation is the proper attitude of investment 
counselors. Drama is the business of the novelist. Here, told with 
compassion and no lack of detail, is the story of Jane Simpson. We, the 
publishers, hope you enjoy it and learn from its implicit lesson.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


"Dear, dearest Bob," the letter began.


"I've arrived safe and sound. See? Your future wife can take care of 
herself. I'm excited and tired and dirty and excited (I wrote that, didn't 
I?) and I miss you. Above all, I miss you. To keep away the loneliness, I'm 
working very hard. It is an amazing thing to see. Everyone is so happy I'm 
here and going out of their way to make me comfortable and content. The 
children are adorable and so eager to learn. I feel very useful. And I miss 
you. Please understand my-enthusiasm. I'm using it as a shield against my 
need and love and desire to be with you."


She signed her name, Jane, with love and kisses, folded the letter neatly, 
put it in an envelope, sealed it, wrote out Bob's address back east - 
Boston, to be exact - licked a stamp, thumped it with her fist and sat back 
in her chair with a yawn so deep it curled her toes and stretched her arms. 
She looked at the clock and yawned again. It was only eight thirty but she 
felt like it was 2:00 A.M.


She had been driving all day over the flat tabletop land of Kansas, 
determined to get to her destination before dark. Everything in Kansas 
seemed much closer than it really was. Or maybe it seemed further away. She 
shook her head and rubbed her eyes. She was so tired, she couldn't think 
straight.


She got up and moved around her little camper in a loose sleepy way, 
straightening up, smoothing out the bed then checking the curtains on the 
windows before undressing. Jane, just turned twenty-one, on her own for the 
first time in her life, had a voluptuous young body. She kicked off her 
cowgirl boots, wiggled her tight tantalizing hips out of her jeans and took 
off her checkered blouse, throwing all of her clothes in a hamper and stood 
in her bare feet, clad only in a bra and thin white little panties.


Her body was Jane's biggest problem and a source of concern to her fiance, 
Bob Eggers, far away in Boston. It was simply too good. It had been a source 
of concern and near-raging frustration when they were together in Boston. 
Jane couldn't help it. Physically, she was at the zenith of her life. Later, 
if she wasn't careful, she would have a weight problem. Now, she was just 
right, filled out to the utmost in all the right places. Her breasts were 
large and heavy yet firm and pointed in a way that could only bring 
attention to them. They were fine protruding melons, smooth and perfectly 
round.


Her stomach was slightly rounded and soft as a baby's breath, yet firm. Her 
buttocks were like sponge rubber and constantly undulated in a provocatively 
teasing way whenever she walked or even moved. Had she been short, her 
figure might have been too heavy, but she wasn't short. Jane's legs were 
long and equally well-formed. When she wore her jeans, her thighs seemed to 
protrude enticingly and her whole lower torso directed attention to her 
pubic mound which seemed to snuggle in her warm soft flesh like a prize to 
be sought.


It was her face that took people back. With such a figure one would expect a 
girl with a showgirl face. Yet, Jane Simpson came from a very old and good 
Washington family. Her profile was elegant, almost regal and aloof. In fact, 
when she had pulled into migrant workers' camp earlier that day, when she 
stepped out of the bus and was greeted by the workers and their families, 
the men present had taken their hats off. This was a lady. She was also a 
schoolteacher and Jane went about her business with an efficient enthusiasm. 
Before she was through, she had already formed classes, distributed books 
and assigned students times and tasks.


And she had loved the people. Always, she had felt she wanted to help what 
she called "the common people, the people who are the backbone of this 
nation". Now her chance had come and she was elated, floating on air. For 
one year she would travel through the southwest, teaching young, 
underprivileged people who had never had a chance to set foot in a school. 
Sponsored by a private foundation that her uncle was head of, she had 
browbeat him, her family, and Bob into letting her have a chance at doing 
something worthwhile. She was persistent and eloquent in her campaign and 
finally won reluctant approval. Bob had been the hardest to convince. No 
matter how they had discussed the project, he simply couldn't see her going 
off by herself with "a lot of goons", and not seeing him (except for 
vacation visits) for one whole year. Jane tolerated his remarks up to a 
point, then she accused him of being a bigot. Bob, his handsome face serious 
and dark, had nodded with a growing anger. "Oh, so that's it now, huh? I 
don't understand the working man and I have no compassion for my fellow man. 
I have no humanity, huh? Let me tell you, I was in the army and I saw those 
guys in action. I'm not being a bigot, I'm being realistic. Jane, for God's 
sake, there's a difference between being real and being poor. We both know 
some well-to-do people who are pretty real, too. Just because a person is 
poor doesn't always mean they're nice."


Standing in her camper, Jane unclasped her bra and her breasts seemed to 
leap with elation, glad they were free. They stood out, causing a deep and 
sensual cleavage as they shook slightly as she walked. She shook her head 
sadly. Her parting with Bob had not been good. Hooking her thumbs into her 
panties, she wiggled out of them, peeling them off as if they were a second 
skin, her buttocks quivering and shifting. She stood erect, naked, her 
lovely long body soft and sensual in the dim light of the camper. Her hands 
softly ran down over her nakedness, feeling the firm curve of her hips, the 
slimness of her waist and the full voluptuous richness of her breasts, her 
nipples hardening slightly as she rubbed her fingers over them.


She closed her eyes and thought of her last evening with Bob. He had taken 
her out to dinner that night, a night of farewell for almost a year. He had 
drunk too much during dinner and had insisted on going to a favorite bar of 
his near the Commons where all his advertising friends hung out.


He had drunk too much, finally getting surly with her. Reluctantly, Jane 
asked to be taken home. Having worked in the mail room of Bob's advertising 
agency, she had her own little apartment. Outside her door, although still 
drunk, Bob became contrite and apologized, asking if he could come up to say 
goodbye. Jane was relieved and let him come up and placed him on a couch 
while she made strong black coffee in her kitchenette.


Bob had been good for awhile, drinking the coffee and asking for a refill. 
Jane understood; after all, she was leaving the man she was going to marry. 
It was a big moment in her life and she wanted it to be right. She 
rationalized that Bob drank so much because he was so upset.


Then he began to get amorous. And that too, was all right. She loved Bob, 
wanted to marry him and be his wife and the mother of his children. Always, 
she wanted to give herself to him, for she felt passion sweep through her 
body like a brush-fire as he grew bolder and more forceful. Her long black 
hair fell loose under his fumbling and he had her bent back on her couch, 
her breasts jutting upward under her dress in a brazen invitation. She had 
struggled, trying to push him away with a warning, "Bob!"


Usually one admonition from her was enough. But not that night. Her 
struggles only seemed to excite him all the more as he looked down and saw 
her syrupy young body writhing sensuously under her dress. Then his hands 
were on her thighs, stroking them, exploring boldly and roughly. "Bob! St-" 
was all she could get out before he kissed her hard on the mouth. Jane made 
the mistake of relaxing for a minute. It felt so good with his arms crushing 
her and his mouth on hers. It was all the encouragement he needed. He was 
like an animal, grunting and breathing through his nose. His hot tongue shot 
into her mouth and she stiffened against her own desire to do the same.


It seemed like he had fourteen pawing hands and they were everywhere, all 
over her body, as he pushed her down on the couch and was half on top of 
her. "Bob!" she exclaimed, pulling her mouth free for a moment, "For God's 
sake, stop this!"


"Why?" he snarled and Jane looked at his face, her eyes wide. He was drunk, 
unreasonably drunk, and didn't know what he was saying or doing. When he had 
been quiet and polite before, he had simply been numb. Now the alcohol had 
triggered a deep desire in him and his eyes were glazed and unseeing, his 
face was twisted in a way she had never seen before and his breath reeked of 
scotch. "Why?" he asked again, taunting. "Give ya a li'l goin' way present," 
he said thickly, "Gonna do it for those workers anyway." He looked boastful. 
"You're gonna do it for your fee-ance-say." He laughed hard and low and 
started pawing her body again, pulling her dress up with a sneer on his 
face.


"Bob, this is me, Jane," she said in a frightened voice, trying to penetrate 
his alcoholic fog. "Bob don't ruin it all. Stop. Please. Remember our 
promise!" The promise she was trying to remind him of was one they had made 
long ago. No sex until marriage. Jane's parents trusted her to live alone 
and it seemed the least she could do was to honor their trust. It seemed 
silly and old fashioned, yet she liked the idea of going to her marriage bed 
knowing that she was giving herself for the first time to the man she loved. 
Bob had agreed reluctantly and had been good about it until tonight.


Now his hand was between her legs and her dress had been forced up to her 
hips, exposing the thin white crotch band of her panties. Her long naked 
legs writhed on the couch and she tried to close them and only succeeded in 
trapping Bob's probing hand between her strong thighs and guiding it to her 
nylon covered pubic curls and the softly throbbing lips of her vagina 
beneath them. "Ohhhhh, Bob!" she moaned as she felt his hot hand close over 
the thin protective material of her panties and a hot rush of pleasure throb 
through her belly. "Bob, for God's sake stop!" she cried, fighting harder 
now, fighting her own desire as much as his strength.


She struggled, managing to upset him slightly and getting her hands free. He 
attacked her again, a guttural snarl in his throat, drunkenly lashing out 
and catching a shoulder of her dress and pulling at it with all his 
strength, turning her half around with his force and ripping the dress down 
the front. "Bob Simpson, you're drunk and crazy!" she yelled, going on the 
defensive, trying to hold her dress together.


He stared at her like she was a stranger. "Crazy, huh?" he mumbled. He 
reached and tore at the dress again, ripping it away from her body and 
revealing her milk-white breasts quivering under her bra. A lewd grin came 
over his open mouth and two brutal fingers hooked themselves in the bra and 
tore with relentless force. The bra snapped and was torn from her body and 
Jane tried to hide her now naked breasts with Bob, cupping the nipples 
defensively as Bob fought with her hands. He pulled one hand free and his 
mouth clamped on the naked tip like a suction cup and Jane struggled, her 
head back, his hot mouth sucking at her nipple making it grow hard and taut. 
"Bob, stop, stop before it's too late, oh, God, stop!" she pleaded softly as 
she struggled, subdued, her body writhing in a kind of sensual rhythm to the 
inner pulsating of pleasure she was feeling involuntarily rising in her 
body.


Her dress was now a torn rag with Bob's hands tearing, pawing, caressing and 
the one hand still between her legs and the fingers massaging her vagina 
through her rapidly moistening panties. One finger protruded, forcing the 
band between her rapidly swelling and parting vaginal lips. The nylon of her 
panties, aided by his ravaging finger was hurting her and yet exciting her 
at the same time as it worked its way inexorably toward her vagina and 
clitoris. She felt a dampness of excitement between her legs and her breath 
was coming deeper and faster.


He bent her back again, the small of her back bending over one padded arm of 
the couch and her head fell back and her breasts jutted upward all the more. 
More quickly than she thought he could move, his mouth flew to her other 
breast and his tongue licked at the nipple as his lips closed over it and 
sucked. He sucked hard, hard enough to hurt. But it didn't, it felt good. It 
felt very good and aroused a dark passionate side of her that had remained 
dormant except for wild lewd dreams she sometimes had. Now she was nearly 
naked and helpless and loving it! Her mouth parted in a slow, lewdly 
accepting smile and she felt as if her whole body was swimming in warm 
butter and Bob's mouth closed over her heatedly pulsating breast was driving 
her mad!


Then, grunting, he started taking off his own clothes, pulling his pants 
down and kicking them off. He fumbled for a moment then squirmed over on top 
of her and she felt his heavy hard weight on her nearly naked body as his 
arms kept her from falling over the arm. And she felt something else! For 
the first time since she had known him, she felt his hot male hardness 
pressed against her thigh! It was so exciting and lewd! "Bob!" she murmured 
again. "Oh God, Bob!"


But now one of his arms reached down and he slid his fingers between her hip 
and the panties and began pulling them down, tugging wildly, then lost all 
control and ripped them completely from her helplessly squirming loins.


"No, no, no!" she pleaded, but it was too late, the panties were torn away, 
the tattered remnants hanging loosely down on one thigh. He had accomplished 
his purpose, her vagina was nakedly exposed along with the softly curling 
down of her pubic hair. Jane, moaning helplessly now, felt his cock, huge 
and throbbing, press forcefully between her thighs and he pushed down hard, 
then began pumping slowly back and forth. "Bob, stop, you've got to! I'll 
never speak to you again! Stop!" She groaned helplessly beneath him, her 
long silken hair flailing vainly from side to side.


Yet he couldn't stop, possibly couldn't even hear her as he went about 
prying her legs apart with his one hand while his other hand bent her back 
over the arm of the couch and his mouth greedily sucked at her breasts, 
leaving the nipples tense and wet. Slowly, with brute force, his nails 
digging into the insides of her thighs, he forced her legs open and, as she 
cried out, she could feel his thick prick slip between her legs and the 
blunt end of it push against her involuntarily lubricated cunt, spreading 
the eager vaginal lips and something in her turned to jelly. It felt so 
lewd! She remembered the thought going through her mind: if I had known how 
good it was, I'd do it all the time!


A shudder of wild, unwanted pleasure racked her body, relaxing all of her 
muscles and she closed her eyes with a long sigh that dropped down into a 
moan as she felt the smooth, rubbery head of his cock slipping up, its path 
lubricated by her growing excitement, spreading her vaginal lips until they 
hurt. But they hurt deliciously. Despite herself, her hips wiggled and 
undulated and her cunt, the tingling edges of her vagina, throbbed in 
growing hunger.


Bob felt her responding underneath her and shifted his weight, pulling back 
and gazing at her naked body with the tattered remains of her dress and 
panties still clinging to it and he grinned like a greedy and lewd rapist, 
his eyes glazed with alcohol and desire. He pulled her down on her back on 
the couch and pressed his body harder down on top of her, causing her to 
gasp for breath, his cock again probing, searching hungrily for her 
defenseless young cunt.


If she hadn't seen his face, she might have gone on, she might have followed 
her equally wild desire and given herself to him. No, it wasn't right! He 
was drunk and brutal and probably wouldn't even remember the next day. She 
wasn't Jane, his love, the woman he was going to marry. She was at this 
moment, anybody, a naked female body to ravish!


Her upbringing her sense of honor and her love for the tender Bob came 
welling up, dampening the passion. Putting her hands on his shoulders and 
using every bit of strength she had, she closed her eyes and shoved and 
twisted him to one side. She caught him by surprise in his drunken stupor 
and he tried to grab her but it was too late and he fell off the couch and 
crashed to the floor on his back, his head hitting a corner of the coffee 
table on the way down. He fell with a crash and lay still, his eyes closed.


"Bob?" she called softly, covering her breasts and drawing her knees up as 
she looked down at him. "Bob, are you all right? Bob don't play games, 
answer me!" Concern made her widen her eyes and with a little cry, she 
slipped off the couch and knelt beside him, naked, her breasts practically 
hanging in his face as she bent to hear his breathing. With a sigh of 
relief, she pulled back one eyelid and only saw white.


Her fear made her forget she was naked and she got to her feet and ran 
across the room, her buttocks swaying, her breasts bouncing, as she fled to 
the bathroom and came back with a cold washrag. She knelt by him again and 
was startled by a loud snore coming from him. She laughed, more in relief 
than anything. He had simply passed out!


She sat next to him, weak with relief, applying the cold rag to her own 
forehead. She looked down at him and at his exposed penis, still half erect, 
sticking out of his underwear. She bent over it and examined it closely. A 
wild thought was in her mind, something that she wanted to do, something 
with her mouth, so lewd and obscene, she didn't dare give it a name. With a 
shudder, she pulled herself back. Only perverts and prostitutes did a thing 
like that.


She had put on a bathrobe and made a bed for Bob right there on the floor. 
He had been too big and heavy and too deeply asleep to move. She had gone to 
bed to toss and turn, excited by the coming morning and the night with Bob. 
Before she dropped into a restless exhausted sleep, she thought: I've got a 
lot to learn about myself.


And now, in the camper, naked, feeling again the lewd promise and thrill of 
that night, she pulled on a robe and stepped into shower clogs, picked up 
the letter, a bar of soap and a towel and stepped out of the trailer into 
the hot Kansas night. Above were the stars in panoramic display, slowly 
wheeling overhead with the Milky Way on display, full of more stars then she 
could count and a luminous dust. It was so beautiful and she thought of how 
few stars one could see from Boston.


She stood for a moment, letting her eyes grow accustomed to the dark. The 
migrant worker camp was surprising to her, a lot cleaner and neater than she 
had expected. The workers lived with their families in little cottages with 
the single workers, make and female, living in separate barracks. Jane 
peered around, trying to get her bearings. There weren't too many lights on 
except for the houses and barracks because there wasn't any need for them. 
She tried to remember where the mailbox was. It probably was down by the 
admissions office. The office was run by a Mrs. Ramon. Maria Ramon, a young 
Mexican-American widow, her husband having been killed last year in a 
harvester accident. Beyond the admissions office was the shower room that 
everyone in the camp used.


Jane set off at an assured pace, walking across the parking area and 
striding up to the office. It was dark and she thought she could let herself 
in, drop the letter to Bob in the mailbox inside and go take a much needed 
shower. Her hand was on the doorknob when she froze, hearing a sound. She 
looked around quickly. What was it, a wild animal? Her heart was pounding 
against her ribcage as if it were trying to batter its way free when she 
heard the sound again.


"Oooooooooh!!!!" The sound swelled and grew high and Jane stepped back from 
the door, not knowing what to do. "Ohhhhhh," she heard the same voice say, a 
full octave lower. "Oh, baby, Chico, do it, do it, DO IT!!!"


Jane was stunned. Maria Ramon, the voice had to be Maria's and she was not 
alone. As she stood, rooted to the spot, she could hear other sounds coming 
from inside, small sounds that were suggestive of... She shook her head and 
started to walk quietly away, figuring that what was going on in the 
admissions office was none of her business.


Then, a deep dark cry from inside made her stop in her tracks again. It was 
possible that Maria was in trouble. It could be. Jane's brow wrinkled in an 
unaccustomed frown and her elegant society good looks were worried. On an 
impulse, she turned and tip-toed to the window next to the door. Licking her 
lips, she looked around, trying to see if anyone was out. It wouldn't look 
right if, on her first night in the camp, she was discovered peeking in 
windows.


Nothing moved in the camp and far out over the fields, she heard the lonely 
sound of a dog howling at the moon. She stood on tiptoe and looked in the 
window. What she saw almost made her scream. There was a cot right by the 
window on which Maria - or whomever was on duty-sometimes slept during the 
harvest season when people were arriving and leaving at all times of the 
night and day.


And Jane was looking down on Maria lying stark naked on the bed with a man 
who was also naked! Maria was in rapture, her head thrown back, her mouth 
open, her eyes closed, her arms thrown above her head as the man's hands 
rhythmically massaged her naked breasts with his bare hard worker's hands. 
Maria's knees were bent out as far as they could go and pulled up crablike 
and spread wide, exposing the whole of her moistly glistening cunt to the 
man. Jane couldn't see his face because it was buried tight up between her 
thighs, his tongue and mouth licking like he was a starving beast and Maria 
was writhing, twisting, moaning with pleasure as she suddenly grit her teeth 
and hissed, "Eat it, eat it, ohhhhh, eat me up!"


Jane leaped away from the window as if she had just gotten and electric 
shock, her hand over her mouth.


She spun on her heel, jamming the letter into the pocket of her robe and 
half-running, half-walking toward the showers. She had never imagined Maria 
Ramon to be like that! She was going to have to revise her opinion of her. 
She clenched her fists. She was going to do something about things like 
that! She would use all her moral force to stop perversion like that! She 
didn't know who the naked man was, but she would find out and bring conduct 
like that to an end!


She was almost shaking with indignation and rage as she followed the sign 
and painted arrow that said, WOMEN, and stepped into the showers. It was a 
big room, lean, dimly lit by a single bulb near the ceiling. Stalls, open on 
one side, lined one wall. Jane, trying to forget what she saw, turned a 
nozzle and water leaped out of a shower head in a fine needle spray and, as 
she held her hand under it, she felt it grow hot and steam rise up around 
her. She grinned in relief and quickly took off her robe and stepped nakedly 
out of her shower clogs while adjusting the cold water, getting the shower 
just right and stepping under it with a contented sigh.


CHAPTER TWO


Jane was soaping her body with great bubbling globs sliding slowly down her 
body, outlining her shape magnificently. She scrubbed soap into her hair, 
her eyes squeezed shut and soon had a great mass of soap making her hair 
thick and slippery. A sound, the sound of someone moving, made her open her 
eyes and say, "Oh!" as soap stung in her eyes. She had just time to glimpse 
a figure standing looking at her!


"Ah, you got soap in your eyes," a voice said.


The stinging of the soap was too much for Jane to answer. It was a woman's 
voice and Jane could only sputter a laugh. Never before had anyone come into 
her bathroom while she was bathing and it was a new experience to her that 
came right on top of her having discovered Maria Ramon in all her lewdness. 
She bent over and rubbed hard at her eyes, finally managing to say, "I'm 
sorry, you startled me."


The woman laughed. "You're the new teacher, ain't you?"


Jane could only nod her head. The thick shampoo she had lathered on her hair 
was oozing down over her face and she hopped under the shower on one foot 
then on the other, squealing as the soap seemed to seep between her tightly 
shut eyes.


The woman was older, maybe thirty-five, with short cropped blonde hair and a 
tomboy kind of good looks and she took in Jane's lovely lithe body all wet 
and glistening with water and suds sliding down her firm, well-formed 
thighs. The woman's mouth opened and her eyes became wet looking as she 
watched Jane's firm, sensuous young breasts shake and quiver as her buttocks 
squirmed and a streak of white bubbly soap slid down the small of her back 
and then slipped, like mercury, into the deep crevice between her wetly 
glistening buttocks.


"Here," she said, snapping out of her reverie and hastily taking off her 
robe, revealing a good figure of her own. A little heavy but firm for a 
woman of her age. Her small firm breasts gave an illusion of youth and 
boyishness. She stood naked, looking at Jane's body once more before saying, 
"That's no way to get soap out of your eyes. You've got to rinse them. Bent 
over that way, all you're doing is getting more in your eyes. Stand up."


Something in the woman's voice, a warmth, an intimacy, made Jane obey and 
she straightened as the woman took in her breasts with a hungry look that 
narrowed her eyes and made her lips twitch. "Tilt your head back," she said, 
stepping back, her hands on her hips, checking the length of the stalls to 
see if anyone else had come in. Then, her head snapped back and she stepped 
closer, water spraying on her body in a fine mist, the nipples of her 
breasts tightening and becoming pointed. "That's it!" she said.


Her hands stroking her thighs, she watched Jane spread her legs, standing 
straddled and leaning back so that the overhead shower sprayed directly into 
her face. Her rib cage stuck out and lifted her full, globular breasts high 
and brazen as the woman stepped closer, her eyes half closed and her face 
set. Jane's pelvic bones jutted provocatively as she thrust her hips 
forward, unknowingly, toward the woman whose hands were held out toward 
Jane's groin.


The woman licked her lips and put her hands behind her as Jane straightened 
and blinked one eye. "You getting it?" she asked.


"I... I think so. I feel so stupid!"


The woman laughed. "Happens all the time. You haven't gotten it all out yet. 
I can see some in your other eye."


"Rats!" Jane said, rubbing her face.


"Lean back again," the woman said, stepping forward, "Here, let me help 
you." The woman put her hands around Jane's waist.


Jane blinked at the woman, stiffening a bit at her touch. The woman seemed 
pleasant and smiling. "Hi," she said, "It's about time we got introduced. My 
name's Rachel Cain. You met my husband, Ned Cain? He's a foreman over on the 
Hawkin's farm and he runs this camp. Your name is Jane something or other."


"Simpson," Jane said. "Nice to meet you, Rachel, even if I can't see you too 
well."


"Well, we sure will take care of that, honey, just you lean back and relax. 
You got Rachel here to hold you."


Jane smiled timidly, looking through one bleary eye with the other squeezed 
tightly shut. She seemed like such a good woman, one of the common people, 
the backbone of the country. Simple country folk. Hard working people who 
were used to a rough life and helping one another. Rachel was good looking 
with the kind of windblown, sun-blasted, wide-open face of a mid-western 
woman. She was probably used to ordering people around. She remembered her 
husband as a big man in western clothes with a silver buckle on his belt and 
a tanned face under a straw cowboy's hat and hard blue eyes. Simple hard 
working folk.


"Come on, honey, just you lean way back," Rachel said, stepping closer and 
spreading her legs for balance and gripping Jane tighter around her slim 
waist. It seemed as if Rachel's strong arms could fit all the way around her 
and join hands.


Jane smiled and said, "Okay." She leaned back and raised her hands to rub 
her eyes. The water poured into her face and she felt Rachel's grip around 
her waist tighten.


"Lean way back, now. Don't worry, I can hold you."


Jane leaned back with a smile on her lips and felt her thighs press against 
Rachel's. She was surprised by the firmness of her body as then-hips were 
pressed together. She felt Rachel's grip shifting on the small of her back, 
Rachel seizing her wrist with the other hand and making a fist, and then 
pulling Jane closer.


"Oh!" Jane said. It was only a small sound, one of wonder rather than 
surprise. She felt Rachel's firm body against hers. Their groins were pushed 
together and was it her imagination or was Rachel crushing her pubic hair 
into her loins? The hot water showering down on both of them, soaking their 
bodies, lulling Jane and making her think - for no reason at all - of the 
night when Bob had her bent helplessly back over the arm of the couch and... 
it felt so good!


"I... I think I'm fine now."


"No, not yet, you still got some in your eyebrows and a whole lot in your 
hair."


"I can see."


"Jane honey, you stand up and that pretty long hair of yours will flop in 
your eyes and you'll be in it all over again. Ain't you ever washed your 
hair in camp showers before?" Rachel gripped her tighter in the hollow of 
her back, right above her glistening buttocks that were so taut and rounded.


"N-no," Jane said. Rachel was bending her further backwards, bending her 
knees and pressing her thighs and hips tight together. Especially the hips! 
Did Rachel realize what she was doing? The way Jane's legs were spread, her 
vaginal lips were spread slightly and she could feel the other woman's pubic 
hair tickling up and down the length of it.


"You a city girl?"


Jane nodded. She didn't want to talk. Rachel was just a good soul who 
probably put in a hard day's work and wasn't used to formality. Simple 
direct country manners. All she was doing, Jane told herself, was lending a 
helping hand. Yet, did she have to do it this way?


Jane raised her arms further and shook her wet hair while her breasts 
jiggled and shook provocatively in front of Rachel's hungry gaze. Rachel 
closed her eyes, her mouth open, and fought for control before saying, "Not 
yet. Here, let me show you, here's the way we do it in a camp shower. Just 
you relax and trust old Rachel."


; Jane tried her best to relax as she felt Rachel forcing her body to swing 
to the right. Her hands flew out and she blindly tried to grab Rachel for 
balance, her one hand seizing her breast and then flying away.


Rachel laughed. "Just you relax like I said, I'm just going to swing you 
back and forth under the shower, that's all."


Again, Jane tried to relax, her arms falling back as she let Rachel swing 
her body and head back and forth under the shower. It felt so good and like 
being high in a tree and feeling the wind blowing the branches in a sleepy 
rhythm. She enjoyed the sensation and the feeling it made in the pit of her 
stomach. Her stomach! A warm lubricated feeling was flowing into her groin, 
filling her hips with pleasant tingling as she felt Rachel's pubic hair 
rubbing hard against her open vagina, making the soft membraned walls of her 
cunt tremble with a strange delight. And, with a catch of her breath, she 
realized that the tiny nub of her clitoris was free and being ground into 
Rachel's somewhat coarse pubic hair and the sensation was electrifying 
and... good. It was very good and growing better with each swing back and 
forth. Again, she found herself wondering if it was her imagination or was 
the camp boss's wife thrusting her own groin forward, grinding their hips 
tight together and causing her helplessly to thrill to the feeling now 
throbbing in her cunt as Rachel's voice crooned over and over, "Thatta girl, 
that's right, nice and easy, just relax and let your body go limp and keep 
your head back. That's it, nice and easy, thatta girl, nice and easy we go."


Outside, the camp was still. No, there were shadows moving along one 
building. Soon, figures emerged. Young boys, no older than sixteen. One boy 
walked boldly toward the showers, the obvious and natural leader of the 
group. Just turned sixteen, he was slightly taller than the rest and had a 
freckled face and blonde hair and a little confident smile that made 
everyone remark that he looked just like his Dad, John Capp, the county 
sheriff. Stevie Capp led his friends on their nightly ramble. They usually 
met in an arroyo outside the camp and waited for dark, smoking marijuana 
they got from a hippy commune nearby and made plans for the coming evening.


This particular night, none of them, including Stevie, had any money, so 
that cancelled a trip ten miles down the highway to the local whorehouse. It 
was a strictly cash operation and Stevie knew he couldn't throw a scare into 
them through proclaiming he was the sheriffs son because his old man, John, 
got paid handsomely each month for ignoring the operation. Besides, the 
bouncer there was a hard-nosed ex-fighter who didn't like Stevie ever since 
the night he had poured beer all over his head.


After they had finished smoking their marijuana, passing a joint back and 
forth, it looked like it was going to be a dull night unless they took the 
trip all the way up into the mountains to the hippy commune, like they did 
last weekend, and gang bang one of the girls up there who got stoned on 
Christ-knows-what and were willing to do anything. But the commune was a 
long drive on dirt roads and really a weekend thing. Finally, they decided 
to sneak around the camp and see what they could find. They hit pay dirt at 
the admissions office, taking turns watching old Maria get her ass fucked 
off by Tom Haines. Tom was another tough one who didn't like Stevie. In 
fact, few people liked Stevie, feeling he was a smart-aleck kid too big and 
brazen for his britches who got away with murder because his old man was the 
county sheriff. Had his father been anyone else, Stevie would have been in 
juvenile hall long ago. John usually grinned when he heard about Stevie's 
exploits and smoothed everything over, explaining Stevie away by saying, 
"He's just sowing his wild oats, that's all. Always been a wild kid and 
never had no mother to raise him." It was true, Stevie's mother had died 
when he was an infant and John raised him and maintained law and order in 
his bailiwick at the same time.


All of which had little to do with Tom Haines who was fucking Maria with all 
his might. The boys took turns, looking through the window at naked Maria 
with her legs jerking wildly in the air as Tom fucked away for dear life.


After they were through and Tom hauled himself to his feet to stagger away, 
the boys ducked and resumed their wanderings, staying in the shadows, 
slipping up to dark windows to peek in, their eyes glazed by the pot and 
their minds horny from what they had seen.


It was Stevie who led them along the back of the women's shower, pausing 
where he knew each stall was and listening for the sound of water. Finally, 
at one stall, his grin tightened on his handsome hard face. Someone was 
taking a shower.


Motioning to his companions to be quiet and pointing at the wall, he took 
his switchblade knife from his pocket. It snapped open instantly, gleaming 
dully in the moonlight and making a faint oiled click. With the point, he 
pried loose a burred knot in a plank; a knot or whorl they had painstakingly 
carved out months before.


The knot in his hand, he brutally pushed away his eager companions and, 
squinting one eye, he stooped to see who was taking a shower. The scene that 
greeted his eye made his mouth fall open and a jerk of hardness leap into 
his cock.


There was Rachel Cain, naked! Old Ned Cain's wife stark naked and hanging 
onto another woman! He had been right, he had known it all along. He had 
Rachel Cain fixed for a dyke and he was right! He crouched, tense, eager to 
see everything. To hell with the other guys, this was something he had heard 
about but never seen! This was going to be one hot show!


His pot-stunned mind took in the scene he saw through the knothole. Rachel 
had some girl with a fantastic build (Jesus, he had never seen a build like 
that one, not even on Betty, the highest priced whore at the whorehouse) and 
had her bent over so that her head fell back and her big round tits 
glistened wetly with the nipples taut and shaped like bullets. And they were 
rubbing their cunts together. At least Rachel was, with a savage grin on her 
face. Rachel was pumping those heavy strong hips back and forth in an 
obscene motion that made his prick jump erect in his pants! Rachel, if she 
had a cock, would be fucking this girl now. She was holding on around the 
incredibly slim waist of the girl and pumping her hips forward in a lewd 
way, smiling with delight as she looked down at the girl's breasts and 
licked her lips.


And the girl seemed to be enjoying it, relaxed, her head back, her long wet 
hair hanging almost to the floor, her arms limp at her sides. Only her legs 
and thighs showed signs of strain as she thrust them against Rachel's spread 
thighs. The expression on her face as she swung in and out of the water was 
one of pure bliss.


"Here." At the sound of Rachel's voice, he almost jumped. He was less than 
three feet from them. "There's some soap on your body, let me get it off."


He crouched closer to the board, practically flat against it as if he wanted 
to push his way through it. There wasn't the slightest trace of soap on the 
wet body of the girl yet Rachel was running one free hand all over her body. 
Rachel had shifted, bending her own knees, forcing the girl to bend even 
further back where she hung helpless in the crook of Rachel's arm while her 
free hand caressed her shoulders and then, with Stevie breathing fast and 
hard and his prick swelling so much it hurt, he saw Rachel put her hand on 
one of those big beautiful breasts and squeeze it.


He almost whooped for joy. The old bitch was actually making this chick, 
this stranger, right here in the camp shower! He batted away his friends who 
were trying to see, and watched, his mouth open and dry.


Rachel was squeezing that breast and massaging it, pretending to wash off 
nonexistent soap while the girl hung limp. He wasn't sure, but he thought he 
heard a little groan of pleasure come from the girl's lips above the sound 
of the splashing water.


Rachel was using her fingers to pretend to clean the nipple of her breast 
now and the nipple swelled and became even more pointed. Finally satisfied, 
Rachel moved on to the next breast, cleaning it slowly and sensuously, 
stroking it and using her fingers to pinch the nipple. And all the time her 
hips were pumping back and forth lewdly.


Jane felt transported. It was weird, something was wrong, all wrong, yet it 
all felt so good, so very, very good! Vaguely, dreamily, she told herself 
that she had had a long hard day and she was tired and needed a shower and 
she was out in the country with the working class now and they helped one 
another like this. And it felt so good! God, she was getting so excited and, 
despite herself, she wanted this interlude to go on a little longer. She 
knew, or rather guessed, that her body was clean of any soap long ago. 
Still, it felt so good to be held and swung back and forth like this. And 
the other woman's hands on her body, stroking, massaging, arousing deep 
pleasure feelings inside of her. It was nice to have someone be nice to her 
body, someone like Rachel. There couldn't be anything wrong with it.


Rachel's hand was caressing her taut stomach now and it felt so good, making 
her body tingle all over. Each nerve seemed so delightfully and deliciously 
alive! Jane was feeling pleasantly drowsy and wished she could he down 
somewhere and let Rachel just massage her all over until she went to sleep.


Stevie had his face flat up against the board now with his eye practically 
bulging through the knothole. He was breathing heavily out of the corner of 
his mouth as he watched.


Rachel stopped caressing Jane and straightened her up, saying, "There, now 
it's all off. Feel better?"


Jane stood up and the blood ran from her head and she put her hands up, 
blinking, lurching against Rachel who took her in her arms and kissed her on 
the cheek.


"Oh, I'm so dizzy!"


"Poor kid, not used to this heat yet?" Rachel kissed her on the shoulder and 
neck, holding her so close that their naked wet breasts crushed together.


"I don't know. I just feel so good and so relaxed. Thank you, Rachel."


"You liked that, huh?"


"It felt so good. It felt great. Thank you so much."


Rachel's eyes narrowed thoughtfully, not releasing Jane from her embrace 
even though Jane made a half-hearted attempt to back off. "You didn't pull 
into camp until late afternoon. How far did you travel to get here?"


Jane let her head fall back drowsily as she felt Rachel kissing her neck and 
shoulders in an open-mouthed wet way. It felt so nice and... funny. It was 
funny, but she could feel a thrill rippling deep down between her legs. 
"I... I don't know." She tried to focus her sleepy thoughts. "I traveled all 
day." She yawned. "Only stopped for gas and restrooms."


"You poor kid," Rachel said in warm sympathy. "You're beat. You're dead on 
your feet. Here, we can't have you all tired out. Just let Rachel take 
charge and I'll have you tucked in a warm bed in no time. Ned is out on the 
spread for the night and I'm all alone."


"I... I've got a bed in my camper," Jane said, her eyes almost completely 
closed.


"Let me finish soaping you up and I'll walk you home. Here, let me scrub 
your back."


Rachel released her, turning her around and Jane felt her vigorously 
lathering her back. "Ohhhhhh, that feels good!" she sighed.


"Like that, huh?" Rachel said with a lewd, unseen grin.


"Ohhhh, that's good. It's been a long while since anybody has scrubbed my 
back."


"It sure is a pretty back. Matter of fact, you're a beautiful girl. Has 
anybody told you that?" Rachel had a good lather worked up and set the bar 
aside and began swirling the soap all over Jane's back, watching it run like 
a rivulet down into the deep crevice between her buttocks. Her hands swooped 
lower and lower, her fingers touching the firm, rounded cheeks that were so 
inviting and tempting before her eyes.


"No," Jane answered dreamily, "Not since I left Boston and Bill. He's my 
fiance."


Rachel's breath was coming faster now. The sight and feel of the young 
teacher's breathtaking body was too much for her. She was wildly aroused and 
her desire was to force this little society bitch down on the shower-floor 
and have her right there, have her until she went out of her mind and begged 
for it, the way Rachel used to do when she had first married Ned Cain. 
"You've got a nice body, a lovely body," Rachel said, surprising even 
herself, her soapy hands slipping under Jane's arms and swooping up, cupping 
her breasts and massaging them while she pressed her groin against Jane's 
relaxed buttocks, catching her by surprise and pressing her pubic hair 
tightly between the softly yielding cheeks.


"Hey," Jane said, aroused out of her reverie by Rachel's passion, "Be 
careful."


Immediately, Rachel stepped back. She could easily overpower Jane at that 
moment, and for a fleeting second, the idea of grabbing that exciting body 
and forcing her to do things she never dreamed of doing with another woman, 
was very tempting. It would be great to just once let out all her sexual 
aggression and not give a damn. She licked her lips and said, "I thought you 
was gonna fall. Look at you," she said, changing the subject and becoming 
very tender. "Just look at you. Now listen, I won't take no for an answer. 
Ned is out all night tending smudge pots or something. This time of the 
year, it's always something. I'm alone and we got a nice snug bed in a guest 
den."


Jane heaved a sigh, a big sigh. A slight frown came over her smooth brow. 
Her body was tired, relaxed, yet she felt very awake, like some kind of 
energy was flowing through her; an energy that flared excitingly whenever 
Rachel touched her. Vaguely, she felt it would be better to go back to the 
trailer. "Thanks awfully," she said in her best finishing school manner, 
"Perhaps another time."


Rachel looked at her cool chiseled face that was so poised and regal and she 
wanted to teach her a lesson. Bring this proud bitch to the point of 
humility. If ever anyone asked for it, it was Jane Simpson with her polished 
words. "Look at your hair. You got a hair dryer in that camper of yours?"


"A dryer? No, I don't. I don't have any current to run one with."


"Well, I have. So you just come right on over and get that pretty hair of 
yours dried."


"I'd love to, but I'm really so very tired."


Rachel wasn't about to give up. She wanted this girl, had made up her mind 
that she was going to have her. The little rich bitch drove her out of her 
mind and she liked it. This was a prize worth doing anything for and Rachel 
found herself thinking faster than she ever had before. "Couple hours from 
now, it's going to get colder than a witch's bed, honey, and with that head 
of wet hair, you're going to catch your death of cold."


"I'll wrap a towel around it," Jane said as she dried herself and put on her 
robe, pulling the belt tight around her slim waist.


Rachel put on her thick terry cloth robe and stood looking at Jane with her 
hands on her hips, cocking her head to one side. One last ruse. "Say, what's 
the matter with me? I got leprosy or something? I'm not good enough? My home 
isn't good enough? Or is it you city folk. I heard tell you don't even know 
who your neighbor is. I hear that when folks get friendly, you think they're 
crazy. That true?"


Jane looked at Rachel with open eyes, seeing her standing there, looking 
hurt. My God, she thought, what am I doing? Fresh on the job and already I'm 
creating a bad impression. I've got to gain their confidence if I'm to 
succeed. She smiled winningly at Rachel. "No, it isn't that at all."


"Then what is it?" Rachel asked, taking the initiative, "Now I don't know 
how long you've been sleeping in that camper but you can't tell me you 
wouldn't want all the comforts of a clean bed, a dryer, and your own 
bathroom for one night and believe me, honey, it's something else."


"No, honest-"


"I ain't askin' you to move in," Rachel went on, "I only offered a little 
Midwestern hospitality, that's all. Wait 'til you see the kids gathering 
like little wolves around my kitchen door when I set my mind to bakin' pies. 
It'd be criminal of me not to invite them all in for a piece of pie and a 
glass of milk."


Jane laughed and said, "I'm very sorry, I'm so tired I wasn't thinking 
straight. I'd be delighted and flattered to spend the night at your house."


Rachel put her arm around her and squeezed her tight as they walked. "Ned 
says I'm too friendly with everybody. Maybe so, I say, I can't help it, it's 
what you married, big man." They giggled as they walked together across the 
dark yard and up toward Rachel's house that sat away from the cabins and 
barracks.


Stevie and his friends had leapt away from the knothole when Jane and Rachel 
left the showers, carefully replacing the whorl of wood and then running, 
Stevie leading the way back to the creek. There they crouched in the dark in 
a tight circle as Stevie, in an excited whisper, began telling them in 
detail exactly what went on in the shower. He described the women's bodies 
in detail and surprised himself with an almost total recall of everything 
said. His friends huddled around him, passing a marijuana cigarette around, 
listening to his every word.


"Hot damn!"


"Hot damn? Hot pants, man."


"Yeah, only they didn't have no pants on. Hot cunts. Right, Stevie?"


"Ha, I knew Mrs. Cain kinda leaned that way. My sister says she's always 
putting her hands on her and invitin' her in for a back rub."


"Who's the other one? Who is she, Stevie?"


Stevie took a drag on the cigarette, held his breath while they all waited, 
then exhaled in a gush and said, "Don't know. Never saw her before. 
Stranger." He smiled around at his friends. "But I'm sure gonna see more of 
her. Let's get up to the Cain's place and watch us a show."


CHAPTER THREE


They had to make a wide circle around the camp to get to Rachel's house. The 
Cain's home sat away from all the other cottages and barracks on a slight 
rise and Stevie and his stoned, horny friends didn't want to be seen going 
in a group up to the house. If they attracted attention, they might spoil 
the whole thing.


They were all flying on pot when they dropped into a drainage ditch and 
walked along it, skirting the camp. It seemed as if they walked for hours. 
To Stevie, leading the way, it seemed like they had walked clear out of the 
colony in the ditch, yet, when he stopped and climbed the embankment to 
look, he still had another hundred yards to go. He had been setting a 
fearful pace, the others panting to keep up with his relentless trot.


He was worried. It seemed like a lot of time had passed since they left the 
showers and he was afraid he was going to miss something. They threaded 
their way through a field, slowing down and growing cautious as they 
approached the Cain's house from the rear. Stevie thanked his luck. Two 
lights were on in the back of the house, one at either side.


A quick check of the first lighted window and they came and told them it was 
the kitchen with Rachel moving around fast, taking down two glasses and a 
whiskey bottle and pouring very generous drinks. Then she turned and walked 
into the darkness as the boys crouched against the side of the house and 
crept along toward the other lighted window. They arrived and Stevie peeked 
in the window and saw Rachel coming through the door, offering Jane one of 
the glasses. Stevie looked at Jane lying on the bed, pillows propped under 
her head, a ridiculous hair dryer on her head. She still had her robe on and 
Stevie knew what she looked like under it and his teenage penis jerked 
slightly in his pants. He had to know who this hot lookin' little bitch was, 
and, no matter what, he was going to get his share of her even if she was 
just passing through.


The boys took turns looking, Stevie crouched below the window, tapping each 
one's leg when he thought they had enough time, checking out the action 
between each looker. When it got good, he would take over. A careful check 
of the area around him told him it was an ideal spot, berry bush grew behind 
them, practically hiding them with its branches reaching almost to the house 
over their heads.


Inside, there was a table in front of the window with an unlighted lamp on 
it and a potted fern. It was a perfect cover. They could peek into the room 
from the darkness, peering under the fern, and seeing everything. The bed 
was across the room and neither of them were facing the window. The one 
little bedside lamp was perfect to see by.


The girl on the bed, the one with the almost perfect features, a kind of 
dark haired Grace Kelly, reluctantly accepted the drink, sipped at it and 
made a face. Rachel tossed hers off like it was orange juice and laughed at 
Jane's polite way. She made a gesture, holding her nose and tilting her head 
back. Jane tried to imitate her in a refined way and swallowed half the 
drink and choking with Rachel patting her on the back then stroking her 
body.


"Hey, you're sure not used to white lightning," she said.


"I guess not," Jane gasped, her eyes running.


"Drink up and then I'll give you a massage and you can drop off to sleep."


"Oh, I'd love that. I don't know if I can finish this," Jane said, holding 
up the half-empty glass. She wondered if all mid-westerners drank moonshine 
from an ordinary drinking glass filled to the brim. She had never had so 
much straight whiskey at one time before. Yet, she was glad she had come. 
The house was a delight, neat and clean and colorful, a real western home. 
She felt so good and clean and warm and already she could feel the white 
lightning spreading through her body, warming her and numbing some of her 
excited nerve endings. And Rachel, sitting next to her on the bed, tenderly 
massaging her body, felt so good. She smiled at her and Rachel blew her a 
kiss. She wanted to please her and belong to the group so she raised the 
glass and said, "Down the hatch," and drank the rest, choking it down and 
catching her breath.


"Wowee," Rachel said, "Honey, honest, it gets smoother and easier as it goes 
along." She took the glass from Jane and said, "How about a refill? A little 
dividend?"


"No, I couldn't drink anymore. Honest. I can feel it affecting me already."


Rachel was about to coax or bully her into another drink when a high pitched 
whistle came from the direction of the kitchen. Jane looked surprised. 
"What's that?"


"That's the water I set to boilin'," Rachel said, getting up. "I'm brewin' 
us some tea to go to bed on. It's a special herb-tea folks brew around here. 
Relaxes you."


"Oh, I'd love some tea."


"Back in a jiffy. Don't fall asleep with that thing you your head." Rachel 
hurried to the kitchen and turned off the stove and set up a teapot and took 
down a box of mistletoe tea. There was an excited, satisfied grin on her 
face. It had been a long time and the last woman she had was Tom Haines' 
wife. She had to be careful, if Ned ever found out, she was in trouble. If 
anybody ever found out, she was in trouble for there were nothing but 
small-town minds in the camp and most of the time they were so bored they 
were dying for something to talk about. Everybody knew about Tom Haines and 
Maria down at the admissions office. Everybody, including Mrs. Haines, cute 
little Molly herself. Rachel had been most sympathetic.


Now, she thought, she had something great. The best thing she ever had. Yes, 
she thought, stirring the pot of narcotic tea, even better than Ned. She was 
going to give this little city girl a time she wouldn't forget and maybe it 
could work into a steady thing.


While waiting for the tea to steep, she poured herself a stiff shot of white 
lightning and gulped it down, feeling the alcohol click on a section of her 
brain in which she felt lewd and alive and excited. Quickly, she pulled off 
her panties and hid them in a drawer. Smoothing her dress down, she took the 
pot of tea and two mugs and hurried back to the bedroom.


A quick glance at Jane told her the white lightning was having its effect. 
The whiskey was genuine mountain-grown, one hundred and ten proof of liquid 
dynamite; certainly enough to befuddle a naive little easterner who had 
never had it before. Jane was sitting up and had, with a silly giggle, taken 
the dryer off her head and her long raven hair tumbled down. She was sitting 
on the edge of the bed and her robe had fallen open almost to the waist and 
her long slender curving calves and long well-formed thighs were exposed. 
She looked up at Rachel and laughed. "Wow, am I dizzy."


Rachel sat next to her and motherly kissed her on the cheek. "Poor kid, 
you're beat and I can see you're not used to white lightning."


"What a name," Jane mumbled.


"Here, drink this tea, it'll relax you and sober you up." Rachel poured the 
mug full and handed it to Jane.


Jane smelled the rising steam. "Mmm. Smells good. What kind of tea is it?"


"Mistletoe. It grows wild out in the fields between crops. We gather what we 
need, dry it, and drink it. It really relaxes you. Drink up."


Jane blew then sipped at the hot tea. "It's good."


"Drink some more," Rachel said, putting her hand on her bare thigh and 
stroking it.


Jane obeyed, her vision getting blurry. She finished the mug as Rachel 
stroked her thighs. A dreamy quality came over her, a strange kind of 
serenity. It seemed, suddenly, that nothing that was happening was real. No, 
that wasn't quite it. It seemed more like nothing that was happening really 
mattered. There was nothing to get upset about. Besides, it felt so good. 
The stroking on her thighs felt so good and she put the empty mug down and 
leaned back, grinning unsteadily at Rachel who was stroking both her thighs 
with her hands now.


"Do you like me, Jane?"


Jane was mildly puzzled for a moment. Not at the question, but at the sound 
of Rachel's voice.


Although she heard her clearly, the sound seemed to come from far off and 
something was wrong with the time: had Rachel just asked that question or 
was that a long time ago. She smiled back, dazed and relaxed. "Of course I 
do."


"That's good. I was hoping you would because I like you."


"That's nice." Jane cocked her head, it didn't even sound like her own 
voice.


"I like you a lot," Rachel said, leaning closer so that the heat of her 
breath was on the young girl's cheek.


"That's nice." It could almost be another person speaking for her. Whoever 
was speaking, it didn't matter. Nothing mattered except to go to sleep and 
let Rachel run her hands up and down her wonderfully relaxed body.


"Lie down. That tea is good, isn't it? Can you feel it yet?" Rachel watched 
Jane carefully. Mistletoe tea carries one of nature's tranquilizers used by 
country folk whenever anyone was in pain. The powerful combination of 
fatigue, white lightning and mistletoe tea was having its effect. Jane might 
even drop off to sleep. It didn't matter, Rachel would soon have her awake 
again.


"Oh, I feel so good," she whispered, lying back on top of the covers, her 
eyes closing. Rachel looked at the lamp and thought of putting it out. No, 
she thought, with it on, I want to see everything.


"Do you like my stroking your leg?" she asked softly.


"Hmmmmmmmm, it feels nice," Jane murmured.


"Here, let's get that robe off before you conk out and I can rub you some 
more." A hint of suspicion, of doubt, glinted in Jane's dull gaze and Rachel 
added, "Get out of that robe and roll over on your belly, I'll give you a 
real relaxing massage."


Her voice reassuring and the idea so appealing, Jane let Rachel help her out 
of her robe. She must be tired she thought hazedly, for her arm caught in a 
sleeve and she had to tug, shaking her breasts, her flesh quivering as the 
older woman watched breathlessly. Naked, feeling a wonderful freedom and 
brazenness, she lay back and stretched her body and it seemed to ripple 
voluptuously with her pelvis tilting up for just one tantalizing second to 
reveal the soft, hair-covered folds of her vaginal lips.


Rachel's teeth were clenched as she watched her lazily roll over on her 
stomach and saw her delicately long and curved back that swooped into her 
high firm buttocks that were so white and tempting. She laced her fingers 
and cracked her knuckles and flexed her fists. "I used to be a real masseuse 
before I married Ned Cain and ended up a farm girl."


"Did you?"


"Ha!" Rachel said, pleased with herself as she pulled up her dress and 
climbed on the bed and straddled Jane's legs near the knee and looked down 
at all her vulnerable loveliness. "Didn't know I knew a fancy word like 
'masseuse' did you? I was real good at it and I liked it, but Ned made me 
quit it."


"Took you away from it?" Jane's voice was dreamy and she moaned with delight 
as she felt Rachel lean over her and her hands begin to knead the flesh on 
her back.


"Yeah. He was funny about it. Didn't like me doing it. I liked it. I made 
some friends. I liked them. I liked them a lot." Jane was only moaning 
softly with delight as Rachel's hands worked expertly over her back. It 
didn't matter if she didn't talk. "He only wanted me to give massages to 
him, the horny old devil," Rachel went on, working lower, into the small of 
Jane's back. "He didn't like me doing that to other people. In a way I can't 
blame him, if I like a person, you know, I give them a real good massage. I 
go out of my way to please them."


Her hands slid onto Jane's smooth white buttocks and she began massaging 
them, cupping her cheeks and squeezing them then parting them so that she 
could see the young teacher's tiny, tightly puckered anus then she began to 
knead the naked flesh with gentle fingers. "You like that?" she whispered.


"Ohhhhhh, that feels so good. I've never had a massage before," Jane slurred 
in a quiet voice. She was utterly relaxed and Rachel's hands felt soothing 
and strangely exciting. It was all right, after all, Rachel was a 
professional.


"I'll give you a good one, Jane, one you'll never forget. Just stay relaxed 
and do what I say. Promise me?"


"All right."


"Do you like me?"


"Yes."


"I like you a lot, a whole lot. When I had friends I liked a whole lot, I'd 
give them a real massage."


"That's nice," Jane said, her voice barely a. whisper. She was so relaxed it 
seemed as if she were drifting and she had floated a long way off, leaving 
her body behind with Rachel. Besides, her hands felt so good. So good and 
exciting. Yes, definitely exciting, for strangely, she could feel herself 
being aroused far beyond any point she had obtained with Bob. She felt oddly 
lewd, and yet, all was serene and there was nothing to worry about. She 
could even go to sleep if she wished.


Rachel's voice was low and urgent and seemed to come to her from far away. 
"Let me show you just how much I like you."


Jane breathed a sigh. "All right." She felt Rachel bending over her and then 
her wetly kissing mouth burned on her back and she grinned, feeling it 
pleasant. Her mouth was all over her shoulders and back and her soft wet 
tongue was licking and she wanted to curl her shoulders with pleasure. Her 
body slipped lower with her mouth and tongue following, leaving a wet trail 
down past her naked waist.


She felt Rachel's hands massaging the cheeks of her ass again and she moaned 
with pleasure.


Outside, a short, vicious, silent fistfight took place. All of the young 
boys were so excited and vying for looks that they scuffled with one another 
and Stevie stood crouched in the dark, his fists ready, his head swiveling 
to find another target. There were no more takers. You had to be crazy to 
take on Stevie when he got mad. His eyes went cold and his face went blank 
and he went at you with a kind of reckless madness. It seemed like he not 
only wanted to beat you, he wanted to kill you.


Two of his friends, driven mad by the desire to see, lay sprawled on the 
ground, one nursing an aching jaw and the other putting a rapidly swelling 
eye in his hands and rocking back and forth.


Stevie put both his palms out and froze. They all froze and listened. Far 
off, across the fields, he could hear the coyotes howling. He tiptoed to the 
window and peeked. All was well, Rachel was massaging the girl's back and 
working her way down. Ducking away from the window and motioning for his 
friends to follow. They ran back out of earshot and crouched together. 
Stevie looked at their faces. "Okay, here it is: any guy gets out of line 
and blows this is going to get a hell of a lot worse than what was got. And 
after I'm through with you, you'll have my old man to deal with. Maybe 
you'll even get caught with some pot on you. That's one-to-ten in states 
prison. Clear?"


Everyone nodded.


"Okay, I know everybody wants to see, but everybody can't see all the time. 
I'm doing the watching because I need enough evidence to put this chick in 
her place. Christ, I wish we had a camera! I'm going to get that hot little 
bitch in a corner and I'm doing it for you guys. Listen, we'll take her up 
to that hippy commune for a weekend and get her stoned and then her hot 
little pussy'll know what it's like to really get fucked. Now let's get back 
and for Christ sake, keep quiet."


They hurried back, eager to get any glimpse Stevie would allow them. All of 
their cocks were erect and hard as they thought of what was coming up. 
Stevie had a way of getting what he wanted and they could tell from the way 
he talked that he wanted to fuck that chick.


Crouched down by the side of the house, Stevie straightened just in time to 
see Rachel crouched over the naked back of the girl, her hands gently 
massaging her now softly yielding buttocks as she parted the cheeks and bent 
her head, her tongue flicking out over the nude girl's tiny, unprotected 
anus.


Jane felt like a searing fire swept through her, a fire so hot yet so sweet. 
Her body felt so good and heavy, like lead. All she could do was let out a 
moan of delight as the tongue lashed back and forth and she felt the hot 
oily moisture of desire growing in her cunt as her vaginal lips swelled 
warmly between her thighs.


The tongue would not let her be and she felt her curvaceously rounded hips 
moving despite her hesitant thoughts. What actually were her thoughts? It 
didn't, matter. Nothing mattered except the tongue.


Rachel's tongue was all over her anus, probing soft and wet while her hands 
parted Jane's thighs and the tongue slipped lower and licked over her 
vaginal lips. Then, slowly, deliberately, she felt Rachel's tongue pushing 
into her cunt, parting the smooth, sensitive walls and feeling soft and hot 
and wet. It slid maddeningly up and down the excitedly fluttering slit and 
Jane thought she had never felt anything so good in her whole life. Why 
hadn't Bob treated her this way? If he had done this to her with such 
gentleness, she would have willingly done anything he asked.


Rachel pulled her head away and was urging her to roll over. It had been so 
nice the way it was she was willing to he there all night and let Rachel do 
what she wanted. Still, in her deeply drugged state, she dimly remembered 
Rachel saying something about doing what she wanted and she rolled over on 
her back heavily, legs falling limply open.


She could open her heavily glazed eyes just wide enough to see the camp 
boss' wife taking off her dress over her head. Her young-looking figure was 
naked except for her bra and then the older woman took that off too, her 
small breasts so proud and pointed. She smiled down at Jane. "You have such 
lovely breasts, so full and well shaped."


Jane couldn't answer, only smile a silly dazed smile.


Rachel was looking down at her, her hands running over her own body, her 
fingers omnivorously massaging her own cunt. "Let me show you just how much 
I like you," she purred in a low, heavy-with-passion voice.


Outside, Stevie's eyes went small and cruel as he saw Rachel Cain, naked, 
lay down on top of the girl and kiss her on the mouth. He watched, sweat 
breaking out on his forehead as he then saw the older woman press her legs 
together and wedge them between the legs of the girl who didn't protest but 
only spread her legs wider. Then Rachel began grinding her pelvis and 
buttocks like she was a man fucking the girl, rubbing her pubic hair against 
the girl's cunt.


His face was pressed against the pane and he held his breath to keep from 
fogging it as he saw Wilma force her hand down between them and caress the 
girl's vagina and spread the soft hair-lined lips wide with her fingers then 
lower her groin and grind her pubic hair on her open pussy and clitoris.


A deep dark thrill went through Jane and she let out a moan of delight to 
match it. This was even better than the shower and she was feeling an orgasm 
of shattering force growing in her. Why wasn't Bob like this? Maybe this was 
Bob? No, it was that woman from the shower and they were on a bed and she 
was driving her mad. "Ohhhhhhhhh, stop," she moaned, not really meaning it.


"You like that?" Rachel whispered wetly in her ear, grinding her buttocks 
down and rotating them a little harder. "If you like it, I'll do it some 
more. And I'll do other things."


"It's so good. It's so... almost too good," Jane heard her seemingly distant 
voice say. It had been a languid breathy voice which betrayed the extent of 
her passion. Oh God, what am I doing, she moaned silently to herself.


Outside, Stevie couldn't keep his hand off his prick. Neither could any of 
the other guys as they took turns looking, pulling away at Stevie's leg 
tapping command. None of them had ever seen a thing like this before and all 
of them were excited to the point where they'd fuck a hole in the ground.


Stevie took over again as Rachel wrapped her arms tight around Jane and Jane 
bent her knees and spread her legs wider, tilting her hips upwards and 
spreading her cunt as much as possible as Rachel crushed her breasts against 
hers and began rubbing faster and harder. Jane could feel Rachel's cunt 
swelling between her tense thighs and every once in awhile there was the 
slick sensation of both their lubricated little clitorises sliding over one 
another.


Rachel was kissing her on the mouth now, running her tongue in and out of 
her mouth in rhythm to her pelvic movements and she felt her own hips 
beginning to twitch and toss with a lewd power all their own. Her orgasm was 
building fast and with a force that would not be denied. She felt it coming 
and her whole body stiffened, arched, then trembled as her cum crashed 
through her body in a pleasure so intense that all she could do was open her 
mouth and scream up into the other woman's throat.


"OOOOHHHhhhhhhaaaaaaaagggggg hhhhhhhhaaaaa!" The animal scream seemed to 
come from deep within her; it came freely and was almost like the wild 
signaling that Jane was no longer the girl she had been a few hours earlier. 
The beast, the primeval urges that had so long slept dormant in her; the 
urges, tastes, and desires that had been repressed and denied by all her 
education and experience now were surfacing and twisting her body in a wild, 
untamed ecstasy as she writhed and moaned under the naked body of Rachel 
Cain.


Rachel was kissing and smiling, whispering in Jane's ear while outside, 
Stevie and his friends were wild with lust and frustration. They were 
agitated, elbowing each other aside in order to see, their lust making them 
reckless and aggressive. Only Stevie was quiet, standing away from the 
windows and staring off with tight narrowed eyes, his face flat and looking 
much older - and cruel - than his sixteen years. Stevie Capp had made up his 
mind he was going to fuck that girl. Maybe even Ned Cain's wife, Rachel. 
Maybe the two of them at the same time or that girl in there with the 
beautiful boobs and elegant face would come down a peg or two or find 
herself in jail on a moral's rap.


The boys were fighting under the window, scuffing in the dirt and whispering 
fierce threats at one another. Stevie came out of his dream-state and walked 
over to them, hitting them at random and pushing the younger ones away and 
stood with his back to the window, his fists ready, glaring at his friends. 
They stepped back automatically. Stevie was their leader and he ruled by 
force and threats. Being a sheriffs son was reason enough to be paid 
attention to; but Stevie had something more: a drive, an energy, a 
recklessness that was suicidal to overlook. With a smile that was almost a 
sneer, he turned his back on his friends and resumed peeking through the 
window.


Jane collapsed, a loose smile on her lips, her eyes closed.


"You like that?" Rachel whispered.


"Mmmmmm." She couldn't help it, she was drifting off to sleep.


"I like you. I can do more things but I won't unless you want me to."


Rachel's voice and intonation was smutty and excited. After bringing Jane to 
her orgasm, she was more aroused than ever. She lay on top of Jane, her hips 
still pumping and grinding slowly and obscenely. "I'll do it if you want me 
to. I'd love to do it!"


The lewd excitement reached the portion of Jane's brain that was still 
conscious. "Oh yes!" she sighed. "Do things to me!"


Rachel gloated and found her sensuousness increased. She was so hot she had 
to have relief. She began kissing Jane's face and body again, slowly sliding 
down her trembling nakedness, licking at her neck and shoulders and then all 
around her breasts as the young drugged school teacher lay still, breathing 
deeply.


Rachel crouched on her knees, her legs widespread so that Stevie could see 
her pulsating cuntal mouth swollen with desire and slightly open. It was a 
bright glistening slit dividing her pubic hair. Rachel didn't have a bad 
figure at all and he was determined to get her too. But the girl lying on 
the bed was first.


Stevie watched as Rachel crouched over the girl, her hips pumping obscenely 
as if she were impaled on an invisible cock and was riding it up and down. 
One of her hands cupped the girl's breast and squeezed it, her fingers 
pinching the nipple as her teeth nibbled at it and she pursed her lips and 
sucked hard on the nipple. The girl on the bed moaned. Her eyes were closed 
yet her body moved in lewd response. She bent her knees slightly and Stevie 
saw her cunt spread with its fluted hair-fringed edges seeming to swell 
again.


Rachel attacked the other breast with a greedy kind of recklessness, getting 
rougher as both her hands hungrily massaged the firm, whitely quivering 
mounds.


Then she abandoned the breasts and slid lower,- kissing and licking at the 
girl's smooth, alabaster stomach until she came to her softly puckered 
little navel. There she let her tongue bore in while the girl again moaned, 
flinging her arms out to the side and clawing desperately at the sheet while 
her hips began a slow lewd rotating and undulating up and down.


Rachel Cain was shifting around, still on her knees as her mouth licked and 
sucked lower. As Stevie Capp watched, eyes bulging wide, he saw the older 
woman's greedy mouth biting teasingly at the girl's softly curling pubic 
hair. The girl, eyes still closed, spread her legs even wider and Stevie 
took in the obscene sight: Rachel, licking, her fevered eyes looking down at 
the girl's cunt which was splayed wide apart and glittering with lubricated 
excitement and was pulsating and writhing as the girl pumped her hips in 
lewd abandon. Below her cunt, he could see the two tightly clenched cheeks 
of her buttocks crushed down hard into the mattress. Her legs were spread so 
wide the thin cords of her tendons stood out on the insides of her thighs.


Almost as if by order, but more out of lewd instinct, Jane bent her knees 
and spread her legs further and Rachel reached down and, with the tips of 
her fingers, she spread the swollen lips of her vagina even wider and saw 
her cunt and the membranous walls thick with excitement and her tiny 
clitoris throbbing and extended, waiting to be caressed.


With one thumb, she rolled the clitoris around and watched as Jane moaned 
deeply and jutted her hips up at an obscene angle and seemed to be silently 
begging for more. Bending her head, her tongue licked at the throbbing 
clitoris in front of her face and Jane moaned louder and her hands groped 
and found Rachel's hair and her fingers tangled in it.


Jane was almost unconscious yet she could feel thrilling electrical shocks 
of sensuous pleasure; pleasure so physical and intense she felt she could 
never live without it again. She was drifting in a black void of ecstasy and 
pleasure and she wished it would never end.


Outside, Stevie watched as Rachel let the tip of her tongue flick back and 
forth over the girl's excitedly pulsating clitoris and he saw it grow and 
throb as the girl practically became double-jointed in her efforts to thrust 
her lips up and get more of the delicious licking of the fiery tongue that 
was driving her to an even greater passion.


Rachel was now sadistically taking her time, teasing the girl, arousing her 
even more. The girl's whole body was writhing now, her torso rippling and 
undulating, that proud, patrician face of hers distorted in lewdness. Her 
eyes were beginning to open and her mouth was twisting by passion as the 
flicking, tantalizing tongue was driving her out of her dark void and into 
the cauldron of hot passion.


Rachel timed her move instinctively, her tongue suddenly gliding down the 
wet slit of Jane's cunt and then driving home, worming hotly into the deep 
pulsating recesses of her widespread passage. Jane went wild. Her knees 
bent, she lifted her hips and whole body clear off the bed, only her heels 
and the nape of her neck still on the bed and her hips rotated and pumped 
madly as she wanted to get more of that maddening tongue shoved up her cunt 
where it would wiggle and drive her insane.


With a cry of animal frustration, she fell back on the bed and pulled her 
knees tight up against her chest, crushing her breasts as she spread her 
legs as wide as they could possibly go and Rachel was using her hands to 
push her thighs wider apart as she attacked the cunt with her mouth like a 
woman gone mad. Her whole mouth locked over the tiny lubricated hole and she 
sucked, relishing the taste of Jane's cunt juice and her tongue darted in 
and out of the cunt, probing deep into the hot carnivorously sucking 
interior as Jane moaned and thrashed with delight on the bed, murmuring over 
and over, "Oh, that's good, do it, do it, do it to me! Tome! DO IT TO ME!!!"


And Rachel was getting rough now, using the strength that an active western 
life had endowed her with. Her nails dug into Jane's thighs and she 
teasingly sucked and bit at her clitoris while the insanely aroused young 
teacher bucked and thrashed around wildly on the bed, her hair flying in all 
directions. Both their bodies were covered with sweat now as they struggled 
obscenely with one another.


Jane was like another woman. Always, before, she had been conscious of the 
impression she was making on others and so it was rare when her movements 
and manners weren't something she hadn't practised for years. Now, what she 
did and how she looked were far from her mind: all her dignity was gone, and 
all she wanted was to satisfy the hot, all-consuming lust in her body. She 
twisted, turned and bucked, pumping her hips hungrily, under the camp boss' 
wife's maddening tongue. She surprised herself with her lewdness and 
strength; with her teeth gritted and animal sounds tearing out of her 
throat, she bucked and twisted in her orgasm searching desperation until she 
felt them rolling and she suddenly put her hands out and found she was on 
top of the other woman. They had rolled completely over and Rachel was under 
her, still hanging on to her thighs, her nails digging into Jane's tender 
flesh and hurting her in a way that only increased the heat and the 
excitement. And her mouth was still locked on Jane's cunt, sucking and 
licking in a maddening way. Jane raised her body off the bed on her hands 
and slightly bent knees and felt the throbbing pleasure in her groin and 
pumped her hips lewdly and obscenely, pressing down on Rachel's mouth then 
pulling away as Rachel dug her nails in deeper and sucked all the harder.


Jane undulated and pumped, the nipples of her breasts jiggling and rubbing 
on the blanket underneath and intensifying her lust as Rachel began 
rhythmically fucking her tongue in and out of her cunt and she could feel 
her orgasm inside of her like a wild beast churning and thrashing around, 
looking for a way to freedom. It would be free! There was no denying it! It 
found its direction, turning like some mythical beast full of strength of 
the Gods and rushed, like a starburst of white hot lava, toward her 
tormented cunt and Ned Cain's wife's persistently sucking mouth.


"I... I... I'mmmmmmmm C... c... cummmmminnnnngggg!" Jane gasped in a voice 
so unlike her usual modulated terms. Then, in a voice that sounded like all 
the whores of history wrapped into one single shriek, she screamed, "I 
looooyvwee it!" Her body tensed again and she seemed like someone hanging 
over a great abyss by her fingers and toes as her body shuddered and 
trembled and her eyes, wide open, rolled back in her head, showing only 
white and a strange growling sound came out of her open mouth and she 
screamed a long soul-searing moan and fell limply on the bed and down on top 
of the naked woman, shuddering and quivering helplessly.


Rachel kept her tongue darting in and out of the young school teacher's 
ravaged and twitching cunt until she was sure that Jane had gushed out every 
drop of her cum then she raised herself and sat up, naked, glistening with 
sweat. She looked at the naked form of Jane lying on the bed, her buttocks 
still quivering in fine spasms, her body limp and tiny moans of pagan 
delight coming from her lips. Rachel's fingers slipped down to her own cunt 
and she caressed herself, feeling her lubricated excitement as her cunt 
itched and throbbed with desire. She grinned down at Jane's limp form 
lewdly. She wasn't through with this hot little society bitch yet!


Outside, Stevie could feel his own hot cum wetting the blunt end of his 
prick in his pants and he closed his eyes for a second. Jesus Christ, he 
thought, that was too much. Anymore and he would cum in his pants like he 
did in a wet dream. Rachel was getting to her feet and standing naked at the 
foot of the bed, looking down at the still figure of the girl. With a grim 
lewd look, she went to a closet and dragged out a suitcase.


Stevie pressed his nose against the pane. What was that crazy dyke up to? 
She was on her hands and knees, dragging out a suitcase and then crawling 
back into the closet. Lonny stood on tiptoe, craning his head to see. The 
girl on the bed was all but passed out and Rachel was really looking wild, 
her face taut and viciously eager.


Rachel was prying a board loose from the back of the closet. Years before 
she had made this secret hiding place where she could keep things from Ned. 
The board worked loose, she reached in, groping her hand coming on something 
and she breathed a sigh.


Stevie crouched down again with just his eyes on a level with the window as 
Rachel backed out of the closet and stood up. His eyes narrowed quizzically. 
What was that she had in her hands. Jesus! He almost whooped and shouted in 
amazement! Rachel had some kind of rubber cock in her hands and she was 
busily strapping it on her!


It was too good a thing to miss. With hand motions, he indicated each of the 
boys was to take a quick peek and then squirmed eagerly in line, looking, 
then covering their mouths with suppressed glee.


Rachel Cain was strapping on a rubber phallus, a dildo of strange 
construction. It was like a forked, two-pronged penis, and she was shoving 
one end up her own cunt, her face giving away the pleasure she received as 
her cunt fit tightly around the shaft and she played with it for a moment, 
standing crouched, her legs spread and knees bent as she ran it slowly in 
and out, her vaginal lips seeming to clutch hungrily at the huge shaft. They 
could see the phallus-which was flesh-colored and lifelike - glistening from 
the lubricating juices of her pussy.


Breathing heavily, her eyes narrowed, she fit the artificial prick in place, 
the straps tightening around her thighs and biting lewdly into the flesh of 
her firm buttocks. She hurried to the bathroom off the den with a look at 
the helplessly drugged young teacher's still form on the bed and emerged a 
few seconds later stroking the phallus which stood erect between her legs, 
covering it with baby oil.


Stevie took command again outside, brushing the others away and watching as 
Rachel crawled on the bed, looking so weird and sensual with one end of the 
artificial cock jutting out between her legs and the other end locked 
tightly in her cunt. With a rough movement, she rolled Jane, now almost 
completely unconscious, over on her back where she lay murmuring softly, her 
legs limply spread and her arms thrown out. Her breasts rose and fell with 
the deep rhythm of sleep.


Rachel was in a wild mood. All night long she had been pleasing this 
voluptuous young bitch and denying her own orgasm which had now built to 
such proportions that she was almost insane with desire. At that moment, she 
would do anything to satisfy her abnormal craving. Her face was a mask of 
lust with her lips twisted in a grim smile as she spread Jane's thighs far 
apart and Jane, half-conscious, responded with a lazy sigh and half lifted 
her knees.


"That's it, honey," Rachel said in a whisper, "A little more, just a little 
more then we're really going to have some fun. I haven't done this in 
years!"


Jane obeyed languidly. It was only a far off voice and she knew it was the 
camp boss' wife and she was nice. She bent knees out crab-like even more and 
Rachel crawled between her legs, the artificial prick held tightly in one 
hand.


Stevie felt like taking his prick out and jerking off right then and there. 
This was better than anything he had ever seen, better than the hippies up 
in the commune when they got stoned and fucked right out in the open, better 
than the smoker films his father, the sheriff had; films that he had 
confiscated in raids and had prints made up for his own use. Stevie had 
sneaked looks at them whenever his father was gone out on business. They 
were pretty hot but never anything like this!


He felt his underwear sticking against his prick from the cum that was 
seeping out as he watched Ned Cain's wife crawl on top of the girl and let 
her weight bear down. Lazily, dreamily, a slight drugged smile on her face, 
the girl put her arms around Rachel and kissed her. Then, she began to 
waken, her eyelids fluttering and her face wincing as she felt the hard 
blunt end of the dildo push down against the lips of her naked cunt.


She blinked her eyes several times, trying to focus them. "What? What are 
you doing?"


"Just relax," Rachel said in a hard whisper, "I'm going to fuck you like no 
man ever did!"


The word, "Fuck," seared through her mind and for a second, she sped back in 
time to Bob and the way he acted, but it wasn't Bob, it was Rachel! Rachel! 
And she was hurting her! "No, n-nnnnoooo!" she said, almost wailing the 
words. The whiskey and the tea were still having their effect and she was 
confused and she hurt. What had happened before, earlier? Hadn't... her body 
tensed. My God, what had they been doing? What were they doing now? What was 
Rachel doing to her? Rachel was crazy and what they were doing was sick and 
depraved!


"Rachel, stop, I can't!" she said, trying to push Rachel off.


Rachel's mouth was tight and cruel. "No you don't, Miss Rich-bitch! You had 
your fun now I'm going to have mine!"


"Rachel! Please, please, stop this! I've never -Aaaaaaagggggghhhhhaaaaa!" 
Jane tensed and then was thrown back by the pain as Rachel's artificial 
prick penetrated her virgin cunt brutally, Rachel using all her strength so 
that the veins stood out on her forehead. A sadistic smile creased her lips 
as she felt the dildo plunge mercilessly home. God, she thought, what a 
tight pussy, what a tight little hot cunt!


Rachel was in rapture as she began pumping her hips, feeling the artificial 
cock churning in her own cunt while she fucked it in and out of the 
squirming girl below and felt her feminine body struggling desperately 
underneath her own.


"I... I'll scream!" Jane gasped, her eyes wild with fear. "Oh God, you're 
killing me! You're ruining me! I'm going to scream!"


"Go ahead!" Rachel seemed to spit the words out. "Just go ahead. By the time 
anyone gets here, it'll be too late and I'll tell them that you attacked me, 
that I took you in and you made improper advances." She had a malicious 
smile on her face as she fucked triumphantly in and out of the young 
teacher's cunt with the girl whimpering and struggling under her. She liked 
the way Jane was acting and her pleas and struggles only made her all the 
more ecstatic. Let her scream, she would fuck her even if the whole camp 
were piling into the room. "Go ahead," she taunted, "Who do you think 
they'll believe? Me or you? Who are you? Nobody knows you. You'll be 
ruined!"


Despite the pain and obscenity of the moment, despite the befuddling 
qualities of the alcohol and tea, Jane had enough sense to realize she was 
right. It would be very easy for Rachel to make her look like some kind of 
freaky nut. Tears of pain and humiliation came into her eyes. "Rachel, 
please stop, you're hurting me," she whimpered imploringly. Her situation 
was hopeless. Rachel had her pinned to the mattress like a fly and the pain 
from the huge rubber dildo was searing as she felt it sliding back and forth 
like a huge battering ram in her cunt. She stuffed a fist in her mouth and 
bit on it to keep from screaming as her face twisted with the pain as Rachel 
probed deeper and deeper with every savage thrusts into the helplessly 
constricting confines of her belly.


Stevie Capp was watching in a lewd trance as he saw the shaft of the 
artificial prick sliding in and out between the girl's wideheld thighs. What 
a tight little cunt that girl had! He saw the way it was spread into almost 
a perfect circle, her soft little pussy lips tight and fluted and puckering 
out as if clinging for dear life to the pistoning shaft as Rachel Cain 
pulled it out then rolling in, tiny silken strands of her pubic hair 
surrounding the shaft as Rachel bore down relentlessly. The girl was tense, 
every muscle in her lovely body standing out in bold relief as her face 
twisted and she bit hard on her fist.


Rachel really began to fuck the girl. She was going to fuck her with all her 
might and the girl's eyes were bugging out of her head and her face was 
turning a livid red as she tried to bear the pain. Christ, Stevie thought, 
Old Ned's wife's going to fuck that gorgeous-little bitch to death!


Rachel was fucking with a wildness and abandon bordering on insanity as she 
pumped her hips lewdly, her body moving ever more rapidly as she gyrated and 
undulated, covered with sweat, ramming the glistening fake cock in and out 
of Jane's ravaged young cunt.


Jane thought she was going to pass out from the pain as it mounted and 
filled her body and brain and she could only see a red haze in front of her 
face. This was obscene and lewd and perverted and she felt as if she might 
die! She babbled incoherently through her fist as she felt the stabbing pain 
of the obscene instrument spearing mercilessly through her helplessly 
thrashing body.


Then, Stevie, outside, gripped the sill until his knuckles went white. 
Something was beginning to happen with the girl! Unbelievably, he could see 
the girl's hips beginning to pump back lewdly under Ned Cain's wife's 
driving plunges. It was too much! He didn't care what was happening or who 
was looking. He jerked his zipper open and took his prick out and began 
stroking it. Now all sense of secrecy or caution was abandoned. All of the 
boys were at a fever pitch. They crowded around Stevie, two of them ran down 
the side of the house and found a box and lifted it and dragged it to the 
window and they stood on it, taking their hardened young pricks out as they 
bugged eyedly watched the lasciviously fucking women inside.


Jane felt an urging, a mad desire that couldn't be denied or resisted. A 
lewdness was coming over her entire body as the pain built and built until 
it became a searing unbearable joy! It was a joy and lust of the flesh and 
every nerve in her body was alive and tingling and yearning for more.


She found her hips pumping up obscenely in return to the camp boss' wife's 
savage thrusts and her body relaxed and she felt the lewd thrill of the 
rubber cock fucking rhythmically in and out of her cunt, making her want 
more and more! It felt so delicious! It was so lewd and wonderful to be 
doing such a forbidden thing. A moan of delight escaped through her clenched 
teeth and Rachel went wild, fucking her all out, abandoned, her head thrown 
back and she hammered in and out of the young teacher's dildo ravaged cunt, 
feeling her long denied orgasm building and coming.


She bit her lips and pumped hard as she could. She must delay her orgasm 
until she felt the young girl coming too. Sweat was dripping from her body 
as the two of them bucked and clung to each other and Jane moaned, "Oh, do 
it, do it, do it to me all night! Do it to me FOREVER! FUCK ME! she shouted, 
"FUCK! I LOVE IT!"


Jane was lifting her buttocks clear off the wildly squeaking mattress now 
and slamming them down again, almost burying her ass in the covers. The 
young teacher, her breasts covered with sweat and jiggling obscenely, was 
loving every minute of it. She wanted Rachel to fuck her forever as she felt 
still another orgasm building in her. She felt as if all her strength and 
energy and reserve were gone and that she would pass out if it wasn't for 
the cum whirling in her like a vortex, a hurricane of pure bliss and 
pleasure! She could not stop now, even if it meant her life, she could not 
stop!


Her knees were bent so they were knifed and spread wide, making her buttocks 
taut and spread wide so that Stevie and his friends could see her tiny 
puckered anus and wet ravaged cunt with the huge rubber cock sliding in and 
out like a piledriver. One boy on the box shot his cum and it splattered 
against the side of the house and his legs began to tremble and he fell from 
the box with a moan only to be replaced by another boy who looked with 
drugged greedy eyes at the two women fucking on the bed and began stroking 
his cock hard. All of the boys, Stevie included, had reached a point where 
they were ready to break into the house and join the two women on the bed 
and fuck them both.


Jane was near ecstasy and she clung to Rachel, her voice shaking with 
pleasure and emotion as she thrust up and felt the artificial cock burying 
itself deep into the hidden recesses of her cunt and felt such intense 
pleasure she felt like the top of her head might explode. "Ah! Oh! I... I... 
rmmmmmm cummmmminnnnngggg! I'M CUMMMMMMINNNNGGGG I'MMMMM 
CUMMMMIIIIINNNNNGGGG!!!"


Her heels snapped down on the bed and she lifted her body and Rachel's clear 
up off the mattress as she arched her back and thrust her hips up, her 
buttocks tight, and Rachel sunk the male-like phallus into her cunt to the 
hilt.


"A A A A A G GGGGHHHHHHHH AAAAA!!!"


Jane came again and again, her body controlling itself, her mind blank 
except for the feeling of ecstasy as her eyes rolled back in her head and 
her mouth went lax and saliva drooled helplessly from the corners of her 
mouth. She collapsed in tiny, jerking spasms to arch her back again and 
again as one orgasm followed the other, seeming never to end. She felt as if 
she were going to die and die from sheer pleasure as her body curled and 
convulsed over and over, only gradually subsiding into a trembling moaning.


Rachel sawed in and out, paused, plunged the phallus home once more then 
threw her head back and yelled, "AAAggghhha!" and collapsed on top of Jane. 
They lay a mass of sweating panting flesh, too spent and sated to move. 
Outside, Stevie Capp whirled from the window, put his prick back in his 
pants and looked at his friends. "Come on," he whispered, "We're going in 
there and fuck those broads!"


"No, man, it's too dangerous," one of them said.


"Yeah, Stevie, let's wait."


There was no stopping Stevie. He ran down the side of the house and tried 
the kitchen door. It was locked. It didn't matter to him, he put his 
shoulder against it, leaned back, and then crashed against it.


The thudding crash made Rachel snap her head up, her eyes wild. Was it Ned? 
Her heart started thumping against her rib cage. Ned would kill her if he 
discovered her like this! She leaped off the bed and tore at the dildo 
straps, looking toward the kitchen and listening. She heard the tinkle of 
glass. Although she didn't know it, Stevie had broken a small window by the 
door and was reaching for the chain lock and the knob. His friends were 
hanging back, watching, edging toward the field.


Stevie tensed and looked around as he heard one of them shout and the front 
of the house was suddenly illuminated by lights from the headlights of a 
truck that was pulling up. He pulled his arm out and began running.


In the den, Rachel was moving fast. The crashing and tinkling of glass plus 
the. reflection of headlights made her move fast. The phallus off, she threw 
it in the closet, put the suitcase in, closed the door, whipped on her dress 
and forced an unconscious Jane under the covers and snapped off the lights. 
She was in the hall, fearful, her heart pounding as she saw the huge hulk of 
her husband, Ned, unlocking the front door. "Ned!" she called.


"What?" he said, looking surprised.


"There's a prowler in the kitchen!"


CHAPTER FOUR


Stevie and his friends ran through the fields as if the hounds of hell were 
snapping at their heels. Stevie felt a wild elation and ran faster than his 
friends as they heard a dog barking. That would be Ned Cain's old hunting 
dog; no other dog in the county had a bay like that one. Ned had let it out 
of the pickup truck and that meant that Ned, with a double barreled shotgun, 
wasn't too far behind.


Stevie was running, sprinting, when suddenly he was running on thin air. He 
had shot right over the embankment of the drainage ditch and came crashing 
down, tumbling, with an impact that knocked the breath out of him. He was 
still struggling to his knees as his friends came sliding and falling into 
the ditch. "Come on," he panted, leading the way as they ran, hearing the 
howl of the hound closer.


The fat would really be in the fire if old Ned caught them. Ned had a 
county-wide reputation for being a tough customer to cross; breaking in his 
house was tantamount to murder in his eyes and he wouldn't hesitate to use 
his shotgun. It wasn't because of his good looks that he ran the biggest 
spread in the county. He was a good, hard-drinking, two-fisted foreman who 
always got the crop in on time and stood for no nonsense.


And Stevie knew that they couldn't outdistance or outsmart that old hound; 
he was just too fast and wise for that. They ran hard, trying to get as far 
from the house as possible. A roar tore the stillness of the night and 
reverberated across the fields. That would be Ned shooting off the shotgun. 
He wasn't that fast on his feet that he could be close enough to get off a 
shot, but he probably knew they were in the ditch and was alerting the whole 
damn camp. In a few minutes, all of those fieldhands would be up and out and 
they all loved to hunt. Stevie had to think of something fast.


He could hear the hound now echoing behind them. He was in the ditch and it 
was now a matter of seconds before he'd be on them and have them cornered. 
Stevie had to think of something. If they were caught, it was curtains. 
Almost all of them were carrying marijuana. Not even his father could get 
them out of this one!


"Split up!" he yelled. "Jeb, Dan, come with me! Split up, it'll confuse that 
hound for a while!" he panted, yelling over his shoulder. One of the boys 
peeled off and headed up the embankment, showering dirt down as he ran. Then 
another boy went up the other embankment, each of them running low across 
the fields in opposite directions. Each of them began peeling off, confusing 
the scent for the hound. Ned's beast would stop, sniff the scent leading up 
and scamper up the embankment and stand sniffing the wind, its tail 
wiggling.


Each time he stood, realizing it was just one scent and that the main spoor 
was still in the ditch. Down he would leap again, bounding along until he 
came to another odor leading up and out of the ditch. Ned was catching up 
with his dog now, puffing along, his huge frame laboring. "No, you damn dumb 
son-of-a-bitch, they're only fooling you!" he bellowed, pausing to whistle 
the dog back into the ditch.


Finally, the false scents were gone and he heard the dog up ahead, growling 
and tearing at something. He grinned. Running hard, he thought, now I got 
them.


But it was a trick. The dog was tearing a shirt to pieces. A blue work shirt 
that Stevie had peeled off and tossed up on the embankment. Everyone wore 
blue work shirts and they'd never be able to trace it to him. "Here, boy," 
Ned bellowed as the animal tore the shirt to ribbons. The dog obeyed and 
came down in the ditch, whimpering, crawling to Ned who reached down and 
petted him. Ned smiled. "We got 'em now, boy." He pumped another shell into 
his shotgun. Up ahead was the dike. Beyond that was a drainage ditch full of 
water. They either were trapped or had to crawl out of the ditch into open 
country where he, Ned Cain, one of the best shots in the county, could pick 
them off. "It's all over, boy," he said gloatingly, his shotgun ready as he 
walked carefully along, "It's all over."


Although Ned was a good foreman, a good shot and hunter, a man who could 
belt down a pint of white lightning like it was sweet branch water, he was 
not renowned for his thinking. So it was with amazement that he saw his 
hound heading back down the ditch toward him with its tail between its legs. 
The hound shot by him like a whippet and Ned called the dog, turning to 
watch it disappear from sight and scratching his head, saying, "Now what in 
hell..." and turning just in time to hear and see a wall of water bearing 
down on him!


Stevie and his two friends had made the dike and used all their strength 
opening the flood gates, then ran off toward a copse of trees. There, in a 
small arroyo, they flopped to the ground and panted for breath as they heard 
shouts and the sound of feet running toward the dike. Stevie lay looking at 
the stars through the branches and started to laugh. It was just too damn 
funny. Old Ned Cain was probably treading water in another county by now.


"We'd better get home, Stevie," Jeb said, getting to his feet.


Stevie looked up at him. "Jeb, you ain't any smarter than Ned. I oughta 
throw you in the ditch with him. Come on," he said, getting to his feet.


"Where we going?" Dan asked.


Stevie put his hands on his hips and looked disgusted. "We're going to the 
dike and help close it because of what them damn vandals did. Probably them 
hippies, I bet. Come on," he said, kicking Dan with his foot, "Get on your 
feet. We stay away and they might suspect us. Besides, that dike is hard to 
close once it's open and all that water is giving Ned Cain a bath."


They hurried across the field, laughing and giggling, toward the men with 
flashlights and lanterns who were laboring to close the dike while a few 
hundred yards down the drainage ditch they could hear Ned doing some loud, 
righteous cussing.


* * *


The day came and, on the surface, it was nondistinguishable from any other 
day at the camp. Men ate hasty breakfasts and piled, sleepy, joking, into 
trucks that would drive them to the fields where they would bend in the hot 
sun all day long. Women said goodbye to their men and scolded the children 
who ran around screeching at one another. Ned Cain stood by his pickup 
truck, glowering at each of the workers. Somewhere, there were enemies. The 
men kidded him, giving him sly smiles with a few of them pretending to swim 
up into the trucks. Just as one truck was pulling away, a voice called, 
"Glug, glug, glug!" and the men roared while Ned glared.


Rachel went down to the admissions office to tell Maria all about it. Maria 
clucked her tongue and allowed as "How a body ain't safe in their own home 
no more."


Sheriff John Capp came rocking off the highway in his car and eased himself 
out, putting on his hat and sunglasses. He was a tall lean man with a face 
tanned the color and consistency of old leather. Deep lines bracketed his 
mouth and fanned out from the corners of his eyes. His walk was slow and 
careful and he wasn't known as the most talkative man in the county. He 
examined all the evidence, listened to both the Cains with politeness and 
only grunted at their questions.


He trudged out to the drainage ditch and stood with his hands in his hip 
pockets, looking down at the water still lying there and grinning at Ned. 
"Looks like they outfoxed you, Ned."


"Did you get elected sheriff just to tell me that?"


John directed a jet of tobacco juice down into the ditch. "Look at the 
bright side of it."


"How's that?" Ned hitched his pants.


"Least you got a good bath."


John and Ned walked back to camp with John trying not to laugh, talking 
about the crops to change the subject.


At Ned's pickup truck, joined by Rachel who stood by her husband, a loyal 
wife, Ned said, "Well, what are you going to do?"


John tipped his hat to Rachel, shifted his wad of tobacco and said, "Do? 
Well, I think I just might go have a cup of coffee with Maria."


Whatever John Capp was, he was a good cop. He knew his job and did it well 
with a minimum of trouble. He knew the people of his county and acted 
accordingly. And he knew the migrant works and how they had to let off a 
little steam, sooner or later. He knew when to arrest a man for being drunk 
and when to give them a night's sleep in a warm cell. And, knowing that 
working men drinking together are going to fight sooner or later, he kept 
violence at a minimum by instinctively zeroing in on the one guy who was 
making all the trouble and ending the offender's night with a straight right 
to the mouth or, when he thought the argument was valid and the men evenly 
matched, he wisely looked the other way, letting them all get some steam 
off.


He knew the life of a field hand is hard and the prospects for getting ahead 
pretty slim so he allowed some illegal practices to take place; like 
moonshining and gambling and, yes, one whorehouse. Yet, he ruled them 
firmly, giving one and all holy hell and trouble for months whenever they 
strayed out of line. Laconically, his pale blue eyes hidden behind his 
trooper's sunglasses, he would say, "Every man has to have something in his 
life. Men are going to drink, bet, fight, and whore no matter what anyone 
does or says. Better I know where they're doing it and just how much."


Short of keeping an eye on the Cain's place, John wasn't about to do 
anything else. In reality, there wasn't anything he could do. Besides, 
something was wrong. Ned either didn't have all the facts or was lying. And 
Rachel. Rachel was sure different this morning. Tired looking and kind of 
jumpy. Yet happy. Happier than John had seen her in a long while.


Nervous too. When they were talking by the pickup truck John noticed Rachel 
stiffen suddenly by Ned's side and glance nervously over his shoulder at 
something behind him.


John tipped his hat to Rachel, shifted his wad of tobacco and said, "Do?" 
And he played the hayseed sheriff, taking off his hat and scratching his 
head as he slouched and turned to see what spooked Rachel. Behind him was a 
brand new camper he had noticed when he drove into the camp. He made a 
practice of memorizing the license plates of any new car or truck in his 
jurisdiction.


But it wasn't the sight of a camper that startled Rachel. It was the sight 
of a white-faced young girl getting out of the camper, looking up and seeing 
them standing there and putting her hand to her mouth and backing into the 
camper and closing the door. And the look on the girl's face. John had seen 
that look before. He turned back to the Cains and grinned. "Do? Well, I 
think I just might go have a cup of coffee with Maria."


"Is that what we pay your salary for?" Ned asked, getting into his pickup 
and slamming the door.


John kicked some gravel at his feet. "Stay out of ditches, Ned. Mrs. Cain." 
He tipped his Stetson and walked over to the admissions office to have a cup 
of coffee and jaw a while with Maria. Maria was a good broad and, if he got 
her yakking, she'd give him all the dirt for a few miles around.


There had been too many footprints around the den window outside the Cain's 
house. And a wood box had been dragged from the kitchen door to the window. 
The breaking and entering job looked like an amateur job and kind of hasty. 
Any burglar worth his salt would check a house carefully before trying to 
break in. Besides, he was pretty darn sure that there weren't any 
cat-burglars and the word was out that he was mean and unreasonable when it 
came to breaking and entering cases and his county was a good place to pass 
through without stopping.


. And that girl in the camper was a stranger and that look she gave him told 
him she was in some kind of trouble. He swung into the admissions office 
with his Stetson slung low over his eyes, grinning at Maria with a freckled 
smile. "Maria, if you've changed your socks lately, I'll have a cup of that 
stuff you call coffee."


Latin Maria, fresh from a good workout the night before, lowered her long 
dark lashes and shook a shoulder at him. "Here's John, the sweet-talking 
sheriff."


John was right about Jane, she was in trouble. She had slept through the 
night and all the running and yelling and the gunshot like she was a stone. 
She had slept, exhausted, even when Rachel had come back into the room and 
covered her more completely and hid the rubber dildo she had so expertly 
brought the girl to orgasm with and straightened everything up. She had 
slept through Ned storming into the house soaking wet; she had slept through 
his profane harangue as he stood dripping in a puddle and shook his fist at 
whoever it was that had made such a fool of him.


She had slept, her only movement the deep, steady rise and fall of her 
breasts, until, near dawn, she had slowly opened her eyes and lay staring, 
wide awake, without moving. She stayed that way for a long time, staring up 
without moving or blinking. It was in her eyes, it was a-kind of sun-seared 
look. She seemed to be staring inward rather than outward.


After lying still for a long time, she slowly looked around, accepting the 
reality of being in the den, a strange room, with a sad acceptance. It was 
true. It wasn't a dream. She got out of bed slowly, every muscle in her body 
aching, her head reeling. She draped herself in a blanket and walked to the 
window and stood shivering, with wild sad eyes, waiting for the sun to come 
up.


It came slowly, long shafts of sunlight striking across the fields and 
turning a low storm cloud on the horizon a deep purple edged by bright 
yellow. It seemed to swell and bulge on the horizon, turning orange and 
causing the fields to shimmer in heat waves. It was going to be a hot sunny 
day.


Suddenly, Jane was all desperate action. Soon the camp would be full of men 
going to work and she would be seen walking to her camper in a bathrobe. Or, 
she could wait until everyone was gone. She couldn't stay in the house that 
long. She never wanted to see the house or Rachel Cain again. She dressed 
hastily and stole through the house and out the door quietly, hurrying to 
her camper and only breathing a sigh of relief when she was safe inside her 
camper, the door shut and locked and the curtains drawn tight.


But her relief was only temporary. She fell on her cot and cried for a long 
time. Finally she got up and put a cold rag on her face. Every person, as 
Sheriff John Capp wisely observed, has to let off steam one way or another. 
Nature takes over when we are faced with an emotional storm in our souls. We 
drink, or go into shock, or go crazy. There is, in each person's life, a 
time when they are all alone, faced with grim facts. Such a moment is a test 
of character and will to survive. Jane was facing such a moment in her 
camper. Years of breeding and tradition were in her family. Like seasoned 
combat troops, they had learned not to panic or retreat when the going got 
tough. Tenaciously, they dug in and held fast.


Such grit can't be inherited, science says, yet Jane felt a strength going 
way back in her family. In a state of shock, she stumbled around the camper, 
getting dressed and determined, in one way or another, to face the day, to 
get busy, occupy her mind, to work hard, giving herself completely to 
whatever she could find to do.


She forced her will to concentrate on her dress. She dressed in jeans and 
cowgirl boots with a blouse and a fringed frontier jacket. She was going to 
look neat and clean and run her classes for the younger children, the job 
she had been sent to do. And she wouldn't think. She simply forced herself 
not to think about the night before. She had to let time go by, time in 
which she could gather strength and have the benefit of a perspective before 
she thought about what had happened and what to do about it. She allowed 
herself one thought: no matter what, she was going to have a talk with 
Rachel Cain. And this time, there wouldn't be any friendliness or white 
lightning or tea.


She brushed her hair and pulled it back in a tight bun that looked 
business-like and severe. She paid special attention to her face and was 
grateful that the western jeans and blouse and coat hid all her bruises. She 
stood before the mirror, taking a deep breath. She looked neat and clean. 
There were circles under her eyes and she tried to smile to hide the look on 
her face. She looked ghastly, but was determined to get through the day.


She stepped from the trailer and froze, seeing Ned and Rachel Cain standing 
by a sheriff who turned and scratched his head and looked at her. The look 
on Jane's face was wild. She had to retreat back into the camper and close 
the door, her heart thumping with fear. What was Rachel up to? Was she going 
to try and destroy her completely? Why would she do an insane thing like 
that? Why last night? Nothing made any sense.


She lifted a corner of one curtain and peeked, watching Ned drive off and 
Rachel walk up the hill to her house, and the sheriff amble off to the 
admissions office. She watched for a long time, shaking, and saw only a few 
dogs trot by and a chicken peck around. Summoning up her courage, she told 
herself it must have been another matter or the sheriff would have come over 
to her. Holding her breath, she opened the camper door, books in her hand, 
and stepped out, locking the door. The camp seemed empty with just the sound 
of children's voices playing out of sight and a dog barking.


She walked toward the empty drying shed that she was going to use as a 
classroom for the day when a voice called out, "Oh, Miss!"


Jane whirled to see the sheriff walking from the admissions office with that 
no-hurry western style of loose walking. He ambled up to her, stuck his 
thumb in his heavy gunbelt and took off his Stetson. "Howdy. I'm Sheriff 
John Capp and you must be that new travelling schoolteacher. You're Miss 
Simpson." His face was freckled behind his sunglasses and his smile was warm 
and welcoming.


"How do you do. My first name is Jane."


"I know. I know you came in last night or the late afternoon and you're here 
to help out. Those little ones need some kind of help and I'm mighty glad 
you're doing it and if I can be of any help to you or somebody gives you a 
hard time, I'm available to help."


"Why, thank you. That's very nice."


"It's my job. One word of caution, ma'am. Camps like this are a good place 
to stay out of on pay night. Maybe even the night after. These boys get a 
little wild round that time of the month. They don't mean no harm, but they 
do get out of line. If I was you, I'd arrange to be elsewhere on those 
nights."


"Thank you again, Sheriff Capp. I'll keep that in mind." Jane turned to go.


"Ma'am?"


"Yes?"


"Did you notice anything unusual in camp last night?"


Jane stiffened. She couldn't help it. "No. Unusual? N-no. Nothing. Why 
should I see anything unusual?" she asked defensively.


John took his time answering her, looking at her from behind his opaque dark 
glasses. "It's just that someone tried to break into the Cain's home last 
night and it seems there was a kind of posse out to get them."


Jane pretended to be busy with the books in her hand. "No, I didn't see or 
hear anything last night."


"Uh huh. You slept in your camper?"


"Yes. Why?"


"Nothing. You must have slept deep."


"Yes," Jane said, somewhat frostily. "I was quite tired."


"Uh huh. Well, if I was you, I'd keep my door locked at all times."


"I will, sheriff, and I thank you again."


"Never can tell, it could be hippies."


"Hippies?"


"Yeah. There's a whole commune of them back in the hills. Ain't like them to 
bother folks unless it's to come out and beg for food. Still, you never can 
tell. One of them might get doped up on something and wander down here."


Jane was interested in the hippies from the viewpoint of children and 
education. "Are they ever any trouble?"


John shrugged. "Depends on what you mean by trouble. They keep to themselves 
a lot. Seldom come down unless, like I said, they beg old fruit and 
vegetables from growers and stores. If they got any dope, I can't see it. 
They picked their spot well, they can see any vehicle coming a long way off 
and they have plenty of time to hide anything. I go up there looking for 
runaways, usually."


"Are there any small children up there?"


"Yeah. They got a big family going and God knows who belongs with who half 
the time. Still, they don't break any laws."


"Does the county make any provision for educating the children? I mean, 
those of preschool age?"


"None." John shook his head. "Have a hard time getting the school-age kids 
to show up. County goes looking for them and they hide. Spooky lot and I'm 
still not sure I know everything that's going on there. Best you stay away, 
ma'am. Rumor has it there's plenty of drugs around hippies."


"Thank you again, sheriff, now I must get my classes started."


"Fine. Ma'am?"


"Yes?"


"You feeling all right?"


"Yes, why do you ask?"


"You don't look like you're feeling well."


"Oh? A touch of the flu, I think. I'll shake it off."


"Take care. That stuff is going around. Will you be spending another night 
in this camp"


"I... I'm not sure. I mean, in all probability, I will. I haven't thought 
about it."


"Well, if you do, keep your door locked. Ma'am." He stepped back and touched 
his hand to the brim of his cap. He watched Jane walk off with an 
appreciative eye as her buttocks swung from side to side as she walked. He 
took off his hat, raked his hand through his hair and set the Stetson on his 
head at a business angle. That was quite a tantalizing little piece with a 
real proper manner and face. "John," he said to himself, "Something happened 
here last night and that young lady knows something about it." He walked to 
his patrol car and decided to radio headquarters and told the dispatcher he 
wanted all the Boston authorities could give him on one Jane Simpson, 
Caucasian, early twenties, extremely attractive, occupation school teacher, 
drivers license number XLU 34198.


He switched off the mike, looked up at the Cain's house, looked at Jane's 
camper, and shook his head. Part of being a sheriff was being patient. 
Something more than just a burglary attempt went on at or outside the Cains' 
house last night and sooner or later he'd find out. John gunned out onto the 
highway and commenced his daily rounds from sunup to sundown. Evenings, his 
deputy took over with John coming in if help was needed. People had a way of 
hiding things about themselves from him. It was natural and John expected 
it. He shook his head, thinking that he already knew more about people than 
he wanted to know.


Jane threw herself into the day, greeting the children with a grasping 
eagerness. She needed them far more than they needed her. She won their 
confidence and control in a short time. Soon, she had them clustered around 
her as she read them short stories. She kept the length of the classes 
relatively short, allowing periods for play and resting.


By lunch time, she was enchanted by the children and one boy in particular, 
Jose, a little Mexican boy with black button eyes who was very bright and 
burning to learn how to read. "Learn me this," he would say, pointing to a 
word. In the afternoon, she spent time with individuals; Jose in particular, 
for he was charming and very bright and she held him in her lap as they went 
through the alphabet and she felt an odd comfort and thrill from his young 
body.


Late afternoon came and the children were sleepy and getting irritable so 
she declared an afternoon siesta and soon, they were all asleep in the 
shade. All except Jane, who sat guard over them and thought of the night 
before. It was like being touched with the tip of a very immense and cruel 
pain and she flinched from it, putting her hands to her eyes.


A sound behind her made her jump. "Oh, you scared me!"


A young boy was standing behind her. A good looking boy with freckles, clear 
blue eyes and a quiet cool smile that reminded her of someone or thing. He 
stepped back, saying, "Sorry, ma'am," in a quiet voice.


"It's all right," Jane whispered, pointing at the children and then 
indicating they'd better walk a distance from the open drying shed if they 
wanted to talk.


"I'm sorry, ma'am, if I disturbed you or anyone," the boy said when they 
were far enough away from the shed.


"It's all right. It was just so quiet and I was... thinking. What did you 
want?"


"My name's Stevie, ma'am, and when I heard you was here I thought I'd come 
over and see if you had any books to lend. You know, I was hoping you'd be a 
lending library or something."


Jane smiled. "How old are you, Stevie?"


"Just sixteen, ma'am."


Her smile broadened. She found herself thinking something she had never 
thought before: he was at such a beautiful age; old enough and certainly big 
enough to be a man, yet still a boy. Big for his age, but still a boy. 
"Well, I don't have too many books for someone your age, but I could scare 
some things up. You see, I'm here for the pre-school children so most of the 
books I have would be for their age."


"Oh, that's all right," Stevie said brightly. "They're not for just me, 
they're for some little kids."


"Well, I'm going to see all the children in the county."


"I doubt you'll see these, ma'am."


"Why not?"


"They're back in the hills in the communes, ma'am."


"Yes, the hippies. The sheriff was here this morning and told me about 
them."


"The sheriff's my pa, ma'am. I'm Stevie Capp," Stevie said brightly, 
grinning engagingly and looking like such a nice clean-cut American kid.


"Really? How nice. Does your father know that you go up to the commune, 
Stevie?"


"No, ma'am, he doesn't, and he sure would tan my hide if he did know." 
Stevie was charmingly honest and his grin made him look like his father. "I 
go up there when I'm hunting sometimes and I see those kids and I thought I 
could do something for them."


"How nice, Stevie. Tell me something. If you were to take me up there, how 
do you think they'd receive me? I mean, would they mind my teaching their 
children to read?"


Stevie looked quizzical and scratched his head like his father. "They seem a 
pretty nice bunch. Some of them are weird and all of them are a little nuts. 
I don't think they'd hurt anybody. Yeah, they might like it."


"If I wanted to go, would you take me up there?"


"Sure, only it would have to be this evening, tonight, because I'll be 
playing basketball every night for the rest of the week."


"Basketball? Really? I bet you're good at it. Mmmmm." Jane pretended to 
decide, when in fact she had made up her mind immediately. She didn't want 
to spend another night in the camp and she didn't want to be alone until she 
absolutely had to. This way, she would have Stevie's company and plenty of 
children to pay attention to. "How far is the camp from here?"


"Not far. Under an hour. Lots of dirt road."


"Will my camper make it?" Jane asked, pointing to it. "That?" Stevie asked, 
shading his eyes. "Sure. Easy,"


"Would you please guide me up there after dinner? I'd pay you for your 
time."


Stevie put his hands in his hip pockets and shuffled his feet, looking 
embarrassed. "I said I would. You don't have to pay me nothing."


"We'll discuss that later," Jane said. Then she did a thing she never felt 
she was capable of. She flirted with the boy, teasing her hips back and 
forth and smiling at him in a knowing way. She laced her long fingers 
together and tried to be cool. "Shall we meet at my camper around seven?"


"Sure thing." He acted as if he hadn't noticed her flirting.


"Good, it was nice taking to you, Stevie, and I'll see you at seven." She 
held out her hand.


Stevie took it reluctantly and said, "Seven o'clock."


Jane went back to her sleeping class and sat down. She looked at the 
children, at their young sleeping faces. Whatever happened last night, 
whatever Jane was, she was now helping young children toward learning and 
that was a good and positive thing. Whatever else took place, the day was 
good and she still had good instincts and motives. Tonight, she would be 
doing still more good things. Yet, she was deeply troubled and her eyes were 
clouded and doubtful from so much pain and bewilderment. And her action 
toward Stevie-she had never felt that way toward grown men, let alone a 
young man. Yet, for a minute, such a lewd evil thrill and thought entered 
her mind and she felt a strange little twisting sensation deep in her groin.


Last night. It had to be last night and an after effect. Her mind was 
confused. She resolved she wouldn't think that way any more. Tonight she 
would be on her guard with Stevie and she was going to do something fine and 
decent: show she cared enough to journey right into a commune and teach the 
children. She imagined herself loved by all the children up and down the 
county, bringing a ray of intelligence into their lives. She thought of 
herself like a modern Florence Nightingale, bringing the promise of 
knowledge to hungry young minds.


She daydreamed of helping all the children, even those of Stevie's age, 
inspiring him to go to college. She made a mental note to stock up on adult 
books - the classics - the next time she went to town for supplies. She 
would be famous within the county. And she would prove she was really a 
worthwhile person. What happened with Rachel Cain would never happen again.


Despite the heat of the late afternoon, Jane felt a chill and she pulled her 
jacket tight around her. She would talk to Rachel. Tonight, she didn't want 
to stay in the camp. She figured she'd take Stevie home then find a side 
road somewhere and sleep. She needed rest and tomorrow, when the men were 
gone to work, she would confront Rachel.


When the classes were over, Jane went back to her camper and cooked a simple 
dinner over a sterno stove and lay down to rest before Stevie came.


She looked at her face in a hand mirror. Her face had changed. What was it? 
She held the mirror at various angles but couldn't pin it down. She knew she 
had changed inside, for she was feeling things she had never thought of 
before. She squeezed her eyes shut and refused to think of anything but her 
good qualities.


CHAPTER FIVE


Stevie Capp, the sheriffs son, was right on time with his hair combed and a 
clean shirt on. They drove off in the camper sitting together up front. 
Stevie gave directions and turned off the highway where he told her and 
kicked up dust on a dirt road for a few miles then turned off on another 
road and still another.


As the sun went down and twilight came on, Jane switched on the headlights. 
They had made so many twists and turns, Jane had no idea where they were 
heading except up, and the roads were getting more weed-strewn and seldom 
used. "How far did you say?" she asked, peering ahead apprehensively as the 
dark was coming on fast.


"We're almost there," Stevie said.


They swung around a curve and creeped up another slope then around on 
another trail down into an arroyo. Up ahead was a car sitting in the road, 
and Jane braked and looked at the car. "We can't go around."


Something cold in his voice made her look at him. He was smiling, but it 
wasn't the same as before. A panic in her made her hopefully suggest, "Maybe 
we can move it?"


"Nope."


"Then well have to go back," she said with an uneasy laugh, shifting the 
camper into reverse.


"Nope," Stevie reached over and grabbed the keys in a lightning swift move 
and threw them out the window into the shrubbery.


"Young man...!"


He looked at her with a strange expression on his face. "We ain't going 
anywhere."


Suddenly, as if by signal, there were boys all around the cab. Beth tensed 
and stared at them, trying to keep her composure. There were seven of them, 
all the same age or slightly younger, and all of them were looking at her 
with a gleam that she didn't like. She decided to brazen it out. She turned 
to Stevie and smiled coolly. "All right, we've had our little joke. Now may 
I please have my keys back, and we'll forget this ever happened."


Stevie looked at her for a second before laughing out loud. "Oh, wow, are 
you too much!" He mocked her, looking regal. "May ah pu-leese have my keys 
back." They all laughed and opened both doors to the cab, crowding in and 
causing Jane to cringe back, and he jammed between Stevie and a boy she 
would come to know as Pete. Pete grinned at her as she got a whiff of 
alcohol on his breath. "Hiya, baby!" he said.


Jane tried to look away, holding her chin high. "My advice to all of you is 
to stop this immediately before you find yourselves in serious trouble."


"Such as what?" another boy demanded belligerently.


"Such as some of you - all of you drinking under age."


They hooted and laughed at her, Pete pointing across her, rubbing her 
breasts with his arm. "No worry with old Stevie here; his Dad won't do 
anything. Tell us another, schoolteacher!


They laughed at her and Pete pulled a bottle from his pocket and shook it in 
front of her face. "Little drink, come on."


"No thank you!" Jane's voice was cold as she turned her head. These kids 
were crazy, and she couldn't allow herself to be rattled by them, she had to 
get the upper hand. "I'm going to report you all," she said in a cold fury.


"Why?" Stevie asked in a cool calm voice, slinging his arm around her, 
"Because we offered you a drink of white lightning? Look, we know you drink 
it."


Jane froze at the words, and her eyes widened. She gradually went numb as 
Stevie went on talking in a quiet insinuating way, and all the boys grinned 
at her and leaned closer. "Why all I'd say to my Dad is, 'Pa, we was just 
being neighborly 'cause we know this lady here likes white lightning. Why, 
we saw it happen right up in Rachel Cain's house.'"


Stevie was leaning his young face closer, a tight lewd grin on his face. 
"Why, we stuck around and saw all kinds of interesting things."


Jane wanted to scream, to fight her way out of the cab and run. Instead, she 
swallowed hard and tried to sound calm. "I... don't know... what... 
you're... talking about."


Stevie grinned at his friends then right at Jane, pushing his face up close. 
"Oh, no?" he asked, his eyes rolling. "Maybe this will help you remember?" 
Then with his friends smirking and leering at her, Stevie lasciviously 
rolled his tongue around his lips and wiggled it in the air.


Jane had to look down. She had never been so ashamed or humiliated in all 
her life. She brushed at her hair with a trembling hand. "What do you want?"


"Just to talk. Just sit and talk and maybe have a drink or two."


"No!" Jane said as she stiffened and Pete held the open bottle under her 
nose.


Stevie sighed. "I'll ask you once more in a nice way. Have a drink. It's 
being offered to you country-style. Don't hurt our feelings, ma'am or else 
we're going to force it down your throat." He punched the headlight button 
off with a vicious movement. They sat in the darkness pressed together, and 
Jane thought of the threatening tone of his voice, and she was afraid. 
Drunk, the boys might get very rough and hurt her. She had to have time to 
reason with them. Slowly, she took the bottle after her eyes got accustomed 
to the dark.


The boys murmured their approval as she sipped at the whiskey, taking just a 
little and making a face. She handed the bottle to Stevie, but he motioned 
it back to her. "You gotta do better than that."


She took a second sip and a third at Stevie's insistence before he would 
accept the bottle and take a gurgling swig, smacking his lips handing the 
bottle off. "That's the only way to drink white lightning; get it down fast 
and sit back and wait."


Jane watched the bottle going around. By the time it got back to her, it 
would be near empty or gone. At the most, she only had to take one more sip. 
Perhaps they would get too drunk and she could control them. When the bottle 
reached Pete next to her, he tossed off what remained and reached, to her 
heart-skipping dismay, into his coat and pulled out a fresh pint, pulling 
out the cork and offering her the bottle.


"Drink up," Stevie urged. "You got some catching up to do."


Jane sipped at the whiskey again and had to sip three times before Stevie, 
with a sneer, snatched the bottle from her hands, and suddenly, strong young 
hands were grabbing her roughly, pinning her arms at her sides, forcing her 
head back. "I'll scream!" Jane yelled.


"Go ahead," Stevie said, kneeling on the seat and looming above her with the 
bottle. "Nobody will hear you. Ain't nobody around for miles."


She lashed out with her feet but only succeeded in kicking the steering 
column.


"Wooo-ee! She's got spirit! I like 'em with spirit." He had her head 
brutally locked in the crook of his arm, forcing it back until she thought 
he would break her neck. His other hand was trying to pry her mouth open. 
She bit his finger hard and he yelled and twisted it free. He sucked on it a 
second before slapping her hard in the face, hard enough for her to see 
stars. "Fucking bitch!" he spat, and Jane didn't know which stunned her more 
- his slap or his language.


She didn't have any time to think about it. Stevie was splashing white 
lightning all over her mouth and face and some of it seeped in her mouth and 
down her throat, and she opened her mouth to catch her breath, and Stevie 
turned the bottle upside down as the whiskey gurgled out.


Jane gagged and started coughing, and they let go of her neck so that she 
could cough and catch her breath. She finally heaved a sigh and fell back, 
her eyes closed. Enough of the white lightning found its way down her throat 
for her to feel it already, and it was with a dulled sense of resignation 
that she let them pull back her head once more and pour some whiskey until 
she gagged and choked.


Then they sat in silence for a few minutes, watching her catch her breath 
and then lean back in the seat, her eyes closed. Those that were holding her 
arms felt them relax and they let go. She opened her eyes and saw all the 
young boys smiling expectantly at her. She could feel the alcohol beginning 
to take effect and she tried to focus her mind. "You'll never get away with 
this, you know. Why, just forcing me to stay where I am, getting me to come 
up here, all of this can be called kidnapping. You know what the laws are 
for kidnapping?"


Stevie laughed again, jabbing with his elbow at his friends and giving Jane 
a little squeeze. "You invited us up here, right fellas? That's contributing 
to the delinquency of minors. How about them apples?"


The boys all laughed. The bottle was thrust at Jane again and she drank to 
assuage her fear. What kind of thing had she fallen into? What kind of 
people were they? First Maria and then Rachel and now these leering kids. 
The whiskey burned down her throat and into her stomach. Jane knew she had 
to get out of the mess she was in. If nothing else, she could roll the 
camper downhill to a place where she could call for help or be seen.


Then her rapidly fogging mind realized she would be rolling downhill 
backwards in the dark, and there were so many twists and turns. Which was 
the first one, right or left?


While she was thinking, the boys were moving. Pete suddenly had her by the 
wrist. "Come on," he said, getting out and pulling her. "Not 'nough room. In 
the back, then we all can get in."


Jane stepped out of the cab and fell drunkenly into the bushes as the boys 
laughed and pulled her roughly to her feet. She was pulled, half-leaning, 
along the length of the camper and helped in. She was pushed inside with 
Pete yelling, "Let her have a seat; give the li'l lady a seat!"


She found her way to her bunk and sat down heavily. The white lightning was 
having its effect. She tried to focus as the boys crowded in, all seven of 
them, with Stevie being the eighth and leader. They began prying into 
things, tossing books around, laughing, investigating what food she had and 
even going through her clothing, holding her thin flimsy panties up and 
hooting.


Jane made a feeble attempt to stop them, holding out one arm and finding a 
pint in it. "Come on, bottoms up!" they yelled, sprawling all around her. 
She drank again, finding it did indeed go down easier after a few drinks. 
She handed the bottle to Stevie and smiled at him in a futile attempt to get 
him on her side.


Pete was rolling some cigarettes and passing them around. The boys were 
lighting them up and inhaling, holding their breath and passing them on. 
Pete handed her one and Jane looked at with bleary eyes. "I don't smoke," 
she said, holding it out to Stevie.


"You'll smoke this one," Stevie said. "That's something special."


"What is it?" Jane asked, her tongue suddenly thick.


"Grass," one of the boys said, laughing.


Jane looked puzzled, knitting her brows and looking down at the badly made 
cigarette.


"Pot! Mary Jane! Marijuana!" Stevie said, leaning close. "It'll turn you 
on."


"No!" Jane said, throwing the cigarette away.


Stevie shrugged. "Okay, then it's more white lightning for our 
schoolteacher. Where the hell is the bottle?"


"No, please," Jane slurred, putting her hands up. "I'll get sick."


"You'll get smashed, that's what!" Pete yelled as he grabbed her again, and 
they forced her head back and raw alcohol poured down her throat and she 
choked and gasped.


One of the boys found her Coleman lantern and pumped it up and lit it, 
adjusting the wick so that the light was low. The boys checked the curtains 
at Stevie's warning. "Any little bit of light up here will travel for 
miles."


Jane had her hand over her mouth, still trying to catch her breath, when 
Stevie retrieved the marijuana cigarette and handed it back to her, saying, 
"Take this or another belt of booze."


Jane took the cigarette and they lighted it and she puffed on it, blowing 
the smoke out.


"No, take a deep drag, then hold it in!" Pete said.


She did as she was told. She held her breath for as long as she could, 
exhaling in a long sigh. They made her smoke the whole cigarette, and she 
was grateful for the time, trying to think of what she could do. There was a 
flashlight. She could get the flashlight and hit them with it and run down 
the trail. She grinned to herself and Stevie, seeing the grin, said, "Ah, 
the lady is getting stoned."


The trouble was, she couldn't remember where the flashlight was. Despite the 
circumstances, it was funny that she couldn't remember, and she giggled. The 
harder she giggled, the more she tried to stop. Soon, it seemed like they 
were all laughing as hard as they could, and the camper was hot and thick 
with a sweet, pungent odor.


Jane stopped laughing, wiping her eyes and sitting up. So much time had gone 
by. Or had it? She looked at the cigarette in her hand and was amazed to see 
that it was nothing but a tiny stub! It had gone out and just a second ago 
she had taken her first puff!


Before she could say anything, she was handed another cigarette and somebody 
lit it for her. Jane sat back on her cot, crossing her legs and smoking. She 
had never felt so strange. She seemed to be floating, drifting, and her body 
felt good even if it seemed impossible to know how much time had gone by or 
what was happening. Stevie was next to her on the cot. "Feel good now?" he 
asked.


Jane smiled at him and nodded. Her fear was ebbing. They weren't so bad, 
just young kids acting big. Nothing was really bad; she just had to broaden 
her mind and understand, that's all. Actually, it was kind of nice being 
with the boys and laughing. Except she didn't approve of the drinking. Nor 
the marijuana. She giggled, thinking there was so much she didn't approve 
of, yet she liked the situation.


The boys were naughty. They were young boys growing into manhood, and they 
were being smutty and bad. A shiver ran through her body, and she became 
confused at the feelings she was experiencing. She had flirted with Stevie 
before, and now, as she looked around, she found most of the boys appealing. 
Young and appealing. She smiled around.


"Why don't you take your clothes off?" Stevie said after a silence.


And there was another silence without any of them moving. All of them were 
looking at her. It seemed an eternity before she could say, "No, that would 
be wrong."


"Come on," Stevie said impatiently, "We all saw you do it with Rachel."


"That was different."


"Oh, sure, yeah, right!" the boys called to one another.


"You a dyke?" Stevie asked.


"Huh?" Jane wasn't exactly sure what he meant but guessed. "No. Rachel Cain 
tricked me and I'm going to report her."


"Yeah, you do that," Stevie said dryly, "And be sure you tell my Dad just 
how much you loved it."


"She tricked me!" Jane said with as much vehemence as she could muster. "She 
got me drunk and gave me some tea to drink, and I didn't know what was 
happening. You've got to believe me! I'm not that kind of girl!"


Stevie put his hands on her shoulders, looking her in the eyes. His eyes 
were bloodshot and wild. "Maybe you really think you're not that type of 
girl, but I saw you in action and you loved it. Now I'm going to lay it out 
for you. You did it for Rachel Cain; you're going to do it for us or else." 
He held a freshly made marijuana cigarette out to her. "Now you smoke this 
or it's more white lightning."


Jane smoked the cigarette and felt her will melting. Her body began to feel 
so good and her mind so strange. A feeling - dark, intense, forbidding - was 
beginning to churn deep in her groin, and she did her best to conceal it as 
she seemed to take endless drags on the cigarette.


Someone was helping her out of her fringed jacket and she let them. With all 
the bodies in the little camper, it was hot and she felt more comfortable 
without the jacket. Still, there was the cigarette to smoke. Was it the same 
one or a new one? She giggled at not knowing such a simple fact.


She leaned back on the cot, her back against the camper wall and watched a 
faraway little smile playing on her lips as Stevie boldly unbuttoned the 
front of her blouse. He finished and pulled the blouse open, and all the 
boys crowded around to look at her black bra and the snow-white orbs of her 
huge, firm breasts that blossomed and bulged out around the black material. 
A strange sensation came over Jane. Something in her like seeing the boys' 
eager greedy faces stare at her almost-naked loveliness. Something seething 
and unholy wanted her to go on while another part of her thought the scene 
loathsome and depraved. It was all right for them to act curious; it was 
natural for them to want to know about women, but it was another story for 
her to enjoy it and feel like encouraging it.


Her feelings about the night before, the feelings her fogged mind and body 
thought and felt the night before were all corning to the surface. The boy 
named Pete and Stevie were helping her out of her blouse. It was wrong! It 
was so wrong, yet she found herself thrilling to the rough touch of their 
hands and seeing their faces so excited, and she sat back trying to suppress 
a lewd smile at their reaction to her bare flesh. Inside, she was torn; she 
wanted to scream, yet was enjoying the feeling so much.


Next, they pulled her cowgirl boots and stockings off, and she wiggled her 
toes and they all laughed. "That's not all you can wiggle!" Pete said.


She shot him a chastising glance, slapping him on the arm but really pleased 
and lewdly excited by his taunt. She could feel a heat and moistness growing 
deep up between her legs, and she tried once more to control herself.


Then the boys' hands were all over her, and she fought feebly to fend them 
off. First, Stevie started unzipping her jeans, and she put her hands there 
and then hands were pulling at her bra and she fought with them only to find 
her wrists seized and held in an iron grip. They were pulling her jeans 
down, and she kicked and twisted, trying to stop them. Two of the boys were 
jerking the jeans down, pulling her panties halfway down to her thighs with 
them, and they pulled the jeans clear and threw them over their heads out of 
sight.


For a second, they stopped their pawing and pulling and looked at her. She 
was slumped back on the camper bunk, breathing hard from her efforts, her 
chest rising and falling. One of her breasts had worked its way free in the 
struggle and the nipple was getting tight and pointing as the boys crowded 
around, holding her wrists down so that she was powerless to move her arms.


She could move her body, and she twisted and turned, lashing out with her 
legs until the boys grabbed her slim, model-like ankles and pinned her down. 
Still, she struggled, her torso turning and her hips twisting in a way that 
only excited the boys more. "That's it," Pete said, panting, "Squirm it 
around some more! That turns me on!"


Jane stopped and caught her breath, looking around at the boys who were 
crowding so close now. She could feel their breath on her body. She looked 
down and saw that her panties had been pulled halfway off, down over her 
stomach to where the soft curls of her pubic hair began. She looked at the 
boys. None of them were looking at her face, and she saw them staring at her 
helpless body with drugged and drunken eyes, licking their lips and wiping 
sweat from their faces. It was getting hot in the camper now, and the sickly 
sweet smell of marijuana hung heavy in the air, mingling with the fumes of 
alcohol as the bottle was passed around.


Some of the boys were taking off their clothing now, and she saw bare chests 
and arms, and a lewd thrill ran through her again. She was lying half across 
the cot, and the straps to her bra were hanging down over her shoulders and 
the huge, beautifully-formed breast that had worked its way loose and jutted 
up for all to see. Her slim waist and stomach were naked for down below her 
navel, and her smooth, well-formed thighs and legs were naked and held in 
place by strong little hands. Pete lifted her head and offered her the neck 
of the bottle, and she raised her head, opening her mouth to take a drink, 
and Stevie's hand slid behind her back and undid the clasp to her bra.


She began struggling again as the boys watched her body writhe, and Pete ran 
a rough hand down her silky, squirming stomach and on to her softly curling 
pubic fleece under the panties as he said, his voice low, "That's it; I like 
to see you squirm, teach, baby!"


She stopped again and lay still with her eyes closed as they pulled her bra 
from her, and she felt small, insistent hands playing eagerly with her 
breasts. The alcohol and grass was having its full effect now, and she 
opened her eyes a slit to see hands running all over her naked titties; 
hands, young hands, fighting with one another to touch and caress and 
squeeze and pinch her nakedness, and her face winced and her breasts jumped 
and quivered as they were squeezed and pulled and her nipples were pinched 
hungrily.


Her nipples seemed to have a life of their own as they were teased at and 
pulled, and they leaped into an obscene life, tightening and growing 
pointed, sending lewd thrills through her body. "N-no. No. NO!" she shouted, 
trembling, fighting once more. She felt her cunt lubricated and her vaginal 
lips swelling with an excitement even greater than she had felt last night 
with Rachel Cain! Her position was so helpless, and strangely, that very 
helplessness was becoming exciting to her! God! She thought, I'm losing my 
mind!


"Stop, stop, are you crazy!" she screamed, the words tearing through her 
throat as she struggled all out against the hungry, searching hands of the 
young teenage boys.


They were lifting her clear of the bunk now and pulling her thin flimsy 
panties down, tearing them as they did. Then they had her by the arms and 
legs, suspended in the air above the bunk, and she was struggling and 
twisting as they slowly pulled her legs apart, and there she was, naked in 
front of them, obscenely naked, writhing, twisting, her hips pumping and 
turning as they pulled her legs apart and saw the thin little slit of her 
cunt glistening in its nest of warm curling pubic hair in the weak light. 
Tiny droplets of sweat broke out on her body, and her breasts jiggled 
obscenely, her smooth, white stomach rippling as her hips bucked and twisted 
vainly against the teenagers' combined strength. She threw her head back and 
screamed, only to have a hand clap over her mouth, and she felt hands, young 
boys' hands sliding up and down her legs and fingers probing at her now 
completely defenseless cunt.


"Damn!" a voice said, "She's hot and ready to go."


"Let me see her pussy, too!"


Jane raised her head, the hand still over her mouth, her eyes wide, to see 
the boys staring bug-eyed up between her widespread legs, and boyish hands 
were all over her cunt, spreading the soft, hair-lined lips wide and 
probing, caressing, hurting her, yet exciting her wildly against her will.


"Hey!" Stevie called, "Where's Sammy? Sammy's the youngest and he saw the 
least last night so he gets the first fuck offa teach, baby!"


All the boys were laughing and calling, and Sammy, just turned fourteen, was 
shoved forward, and Jane watched with her own eyes bulging wild now, the 
veins standing out in her neck and forehead as she saw the young thin boy 
get between her wide-held legs and start to pull his jeans down to his knees 
as the other boys renewed their grips on her arms and ankles and mouth. All 
she could do was make muffled sounds and thrash her head around and move her 
body, writhing and struggling to be free.


Sammy now had his pants down to his knees and stood slim and young between 
her thighs, holding his erect young prick in his hand as she struggled, her 
body still suspended in mid-air about three feet off the floor. Her 
struggles only succeeded in making her look even more lewd and abandoned as 
her hips bucked and gyrated and her breasts heaved and spread lewdly and 
hands grasped them and a mouth went hot and wet over one of the nipples. 
Jane finally, her strength gone, let her head fall back, and she moaned 
softly into the hand over her mouth and she felt another mouth suction over 
her other nipple, and the two mouths were sucking and biting at her at the 
same time, and she felt a lewd lascivious thrill shudder through her body. 
She couldn't help it; the alcohol and marijuana were shutting off the 
moralistic portions of her brain, and she was becoming increasingly 
uninhibited and... it felt so good.


She could feel the blunt end of the boy Sammy's young eager cock pushing on 
her cunt now, and she struggled again but only succeeded in running the head 
of his cock up and down the wet slit of her cunt and exciting herself all 
the more. She strained and looked up once more and saw Sammy smiling 
excitedly between her legs, his cock in his hand. He looked so young and so 
slim and eager!


She felt the head of his warmly jerking little penis softly parting the lips 
of her vagina and slipping lubricated into her cunt, tickling her slightly 
inside, and she struggled again, squirming her hips in mid-air, and the 
fourteen year old went wild and began fucking her with a youthful abandon, 
his thin, boyish penis worming in and out of her cunt, and she let her head 
fall back again as she moaned out her total helplessness.


The boys were crowded around now, holding her in mid-air, watching Sammy's 
prick slide in and out of the teacher's helpless cunt. They saw Jane 
gradually give in, the feeling too good to resist. They saw the fluted, 
hair-covered edges of her vaginal lips grow taut and seem to cling to the 
slippery shaft of the prick as it pulled out then saw the same lips suddenly 
quiver and begin to grow as tight as rubber bands and roll in on themselves 
as he excitedly plunged home.


With a lewd greedy delight, they saw those firm lovely hips of hers begin to 
pump, undulate and writhe with a life of their own, and it seemed as if her 
hips were on ball-bearings or steel springs as they began moving. Sammy 
could ram it home in her now and stand still; Jane would do all the fucking 
as her mind went hazy, and only one thought dominated her mind; she was in 
front of all these boys, naked, her legs spread wide, being fucked by a mere 
child, and it was obscene as they watched her being fucked and she loved it!


Her mind wasn't clear now; her position was helpless and she loved it! Let 
them do anything they wanted! She would give in and do anything they wanted! 
It felt so good, his young virile penis in her. Her eyes were wild as she 
lifted her head again and saw them all stripping naked and saw their 
youthful cocks in all sizes and shapes and all of them hard and erect! And 
they were all watching her get fucked crazy by an even younger boy! It was 
lewd, it was wrong, and yet at the same time it was so delicious! They were 
going to do it to her anyway. Why not enjoy it!


A feeling of strange power came over her. In her alcohol-fogged mind and 
pot-drenched thinking, she found a strange power in being helpless and 
humiliated and doing something obscene. She was making them all wild with 
lust! She had a power over them! She ground her hips forward and squeezed 
Sammy's cock in her cunt as they all watched, and the fourteen year old 
yelled, and his whole body convulsed, and she could feel his hot young cum 
spurting eagerly into her hungrily milking cunt, and it only intensified her 
desire. She had to get more! She had to have more fucking! If only Bob had 
gone on and done it to her back in Boston that night, if only he hadn't 
passed out!


Then, Bob fled from her mind as the young half-child between her legs fell 
away with a moan and the boys laughed, and she realized they no longer had a 
hand over her mouth. She was kissing the teenager named Pete now while he 
flicked his tongue in her mouth as two other boys continued to suck on her 
breasts, and she felt hands all over her sperm-moistured cunt and buttocks, 
probing and massaging her body and driving her mad with desire. Her hot 
pointed tongue darted back in Pete's mouth, and Stevie was saying something 
and they were pulling away, shifting her, putting her down on the soft rug 
of the camper floor on her knees.


She opened her eyes and saw herself kneeling naked in the middle of a circle 
of boys, and they were all naked and all she saw were muscular, naked legs, 
some with hair on them and balls and cocks. Young eager pricks were all 
around her and they were crowding closer.


Stevie was in front of her face, naked and spreading his legs and bending 
his knees slightly, holding his cock with one hand in front of her face. She 
looked at it with half-closed eyes. It was bigger than the others, and it 
was naked and right in front of her face. It looked cruel and somehow 
threatening as Stevie slowly pulled the skin back, and the thickening 
mushroom head gradually emerged right in front of her eyes. The camper was 
quiet now except for heavy, excited breathing, and the boys were crowding 
closer around her in bated anticipation of what was to come.


She found herself hemmed in by a wall of hot sensuous flesh and stiff, 
swelling young pricks. They pushed in all around her; she could feel strong 
thighs pressing against her back and shoulders; she could feel the thick 
erect cocks pushing against her flesh. It was getting hotter in the camper, 
and it was hard for her to breathe. In front of her face, she saw the 
sheriff's son's prick loom large, and she felt the end of it brush her lips. 
She tried to pull her head back and found herself pushing against another 
cock. Stevie swung his cock back and forth across her tightly sealed lips as 
the boys giggled and pushed closer. Something was wet on her lips, and she 
licked them with the tip of her tongue. It was a drop of cum oozing 
excitedly out from the gland!


It tasted odd and yet good. Desire, like a red hot wire twisted deep in her 
groin, and Stevie was pushing his groin against her face, forcing her head 
back and hands were reaching down and caressing her heatedly perspiring 
breasts and buttocks as she knelt helplessly on the floor. Someone had her 
hands and was guiding them upward, and they were placed on Stevie's prick 
and she held it with the tips of her fingers and felt its hardness and the 
way that it throbbed and felt lewd.


She closed her eyes, knowing what they wanted her to do; she had heard about 
it; it was something that homosexuals and prostitutes, whores did. Here she 
was, acting like a whore! And the night before, she had been perverted and 
depraved with another woman! And in spite of her revulsion, she had loved 
it! She felt more excited than ever before. She felt lewd and obscene and 
never dreamed that there would be such a thrill in being so lascivious and 
abandoned! Her mind was whirling and dizzy with the fact that, although she 
had never known it, she was a lewd and sensuous person. She loved it! She 
squeezed the sheriffs son's penis in her hand and heard him moan and felt 
the shudder of pleasure run through his body. What a lewd, wonderfully 
exciting power she had!


She closed her eyes and opened her mouth as all the boys moaned and 
whispered hoarse encouragement to her, and she felt her hot, wet mouth close 
over Stevie's hot, thick hardness, and she sucked on it and found she liked 
the heat and hardness of his cock in her mouth. She loved the taste and the 
feeling that she was pleasing him wildly. She felt Stevie's hands tangle in 
her hair and hold her head in place as he fucked her in the mouth, his hips 
pumping lewdly with Jane letting go of his prick and her hands running up 
and down his tense trembling thighs then stroking around until she felt his 
tight masculine buttocks, and she cupped the working cheeks and helped him 
shove his cock deeper into her throat.


She was gagging on his cock but loving it. Boys were pulling at her hands, 
and she let them guide them, feeling her fingers closing around more pricks 
as Stevie slowly sawed in and out of her mouth as the boys watched, fondling 
her breasts and cunt and buttocks, and she found herself squirming with 
delight as her hands stroked their pulsating hardness, and she felt one 
swell, and he shot his hot, white cum all over her shoulder where it was 
smeared down all over her breasts and stomach so that her torso glistened in 
lewd boyish cum. Stevie was growing more excited, his hardened young cock 
swelling even more in her mouth. The boys watched breathlessly as he slowly 
pulled the tip from between her even white teeth, and Jane's lips pucked 
out, struggling to stay around the throbbing head as she sucked as hard as 
she could, making hollows of her cheeks as her tongue swirled voraciously 
over the end. Then Stevie would gradually sink the head back in, her 
greedily sucking lips slipping noisily up the shaft as she sucked, her 
cheeks bloating outward from the pressure as she fought to keep from gagging 
as it forced its way deep into the back of her throat.


She was so hot now, she was past thinking. Behind her, Pete had spread her 
knees and reached down from behind, his naked prick pressing against her 
back, and he had forced his hand between the crevice of her buttocks and was 
massaging her tight, puckered anus. Her desire was so great that she thrust 
out her ass lewdly, spreading her thighs as wide as possible, and Pete's 
hand was exploring lower and his middle finger was teasing up inside her 
cunt, igniting a hot desire that made it twitch and throb with the need to 
be filled.


Stevie, watching what was happening, began sinking to the floor and lying 
down on his back with the school teacher hanging onto his cock with her 
tightly locked lips, sucking with all her strength. She was on her knees 
now, her head bobbing wildly up and down on the boys excitedly jerking cock 
and loving every moment of it.


Pete was kneeling behind her, and she spread her legs and buttocks wide and 
felt the delicious thrill of the young boy's hands on her nakedly quivering 
buttocks, spreading them and his prick pushing against her omnivorously 
inflamed pussy. She moaned with the sheriff's son's prick in her mouth and 
sucked harder, whirling her tongue around the burgeoning head as she felt 
her legs being forced wider apart behind her and Pete's cock sliding hotly 
up inside her open pussy, filling her tightly and beginning to, with hard, 
buttock-flattening strokes, fuck wildly into her, causing her whole body to 
convulse and her breasts to quiver like jelly in young teenage hands that 
teased and fondled greedily. Then... she felt herself suddenly cumming in a 
lewd heat, and the orgasm burst up inside of her stomach like a gas 
explosion in a deep well mine. Her body tensed and then convulsed crazily as 
she found herself caught up in an insanely rising ecstasy, every nerve in 
her body tingling and vibrating with pleasure as she felt the boy named 
Pete's cock slamming in and out of her cunt from behind and Steve was 
pumping his hips in front of her, shoving his ever growing prick deeper and 
deeper into her hotly sucking mouth.


And her orgasm seemed to go on and on relentlessly as her eyes rolled 
crazily in her head, her nakedly perspiring body still trapped and buffeted 
tightly between the two boys as they fucked her unmercifully between her 
tightly locked lips and open pussy.


Stevie came first in her mouth, her eyes growing wild and wide, her cheeks 
bulging grotesquely out as he pumped his white-hot young cum deep in her 
desperately gulping throat. She swallowed hard to keep from choking and 
strangely found herself loving the boyishly virile taste, and more than 
that, more than any sense could say, she loved the idea of being helplessly 
naked with a lust-driven teenager doing such an obscene thing as cumming in 
her mouth with all the other young boys seeing how lewd and abandoned she 
could really be. She loved it now and they knew it!


Pete, looking down over her shoulder and seeing his friend Stevie cum, began 
fucking her all out from behind with an animal growl in his throat, and Jane 
grunted under each new blow, grinding her buttocks up lewdly to hungrily 
absorb the next jarring jolt, each rapid downward thrust of his hardened 
young cock jerking her head back and knocking Stevie's rapidly deflating 
penis out of her mouth until it slid free, with the young teacher still 
desperately trying to suck it back. Then, it slipped a few inches away, her 
lips only attached to it by a few thin rubbery strands of cum that she 
eagerly licked inside while the boy behind her groaned loudly and pumped his 
own cum deep up into her straining cunt, and as Jane felt the warm, wet 
thrill flooding hotly into her, she was on the verge of still another 
orgasm.


Pete was being pulled off her still-quivering buttocks by the other boys, 
and they were breathing intently. The odor of the camper smelled of alcohol, 
pot and cum, and all their naked young bodies were sweating excitedly and 
all of them were silently moving. They didn't have to hold the aroused 
teacher anymore or make her do things. They were helping her to her feet, 
but they didn't have to. Jane stumbled onto the camper bunk and rolled over 
flat on her back, bending her knees lewdly up and spreading her legs and 
thrusting her pelvis up so that her cunt was spread and open, its soft, 
hair-lined lips sperm-covered and still throbbing hungrily, her firm white 
breasts cupped in her hand with the nipples held up invitingly. If she was 
going to be treated like a whore, she was going to act like one! She was 
going to use the obscene power she had just found over the boys and make 
them fuck her blind whether they wanted to or not!


She lay for a split second, looking down with passion-glazed eyes at her 
naked body on the bunk. Her naked flesh was covered with a thin film of 
glistening perspiration, and her hips were grinding down into the cot then 
thrusting obscenely up, and her buttocks were tightly clenched and rolling 
under her, and her cunt lips twisted and undulated with an undisguised, 
obscene desire. Her stomach and breasts were covered with thin, white 
trickles of the boys' slippery cum, and her hands slid over her breasts as 
she cupped them and offered them provocatively to the teenagers bending over 
her.


Then they were on her-hot, naked young bodies on top of her and mauling her. 
A boy was between her legs and still another thin strange penis pushed 
between her thighs then slid into her cunt, and another was forcing its way 
into her mouth, and she sucked greedily, wildly on it as she undulated and 
writhed and felt her hands closing over still more young pricks. She 
caressed them as her hips twitched, and she sucked voraciously with her 
mouth.


Somebody came in her cunt, and she couldn't even see his face as he moaned 
and jerked over her, and she felt him slide off and still another young 
prick force her vaginal lips wide and slip home. She felt herself helpless 
as she came again, and her body shook and trembled as virile, teenage cocks 
fucked her in the mouth and cunt. Oh God! It would go on all night, she 
hoped through her lust-deranged mind.


And it did. There were lulls when the boys slumped around the camper, naked, 
smoking marijuana and drinking white lightning as they watched the naked 
young teacher on the bunk again sucking the fourteen year old Sammy's prick 
greedily. All of them had fucked her at least once, and her body was covered 
and glistened with sweat, and her hair was wet, and she had cum over and 
over and still she was going! Watching her kneel over the thin, naked form 
of the fourteen year old and suck hotly with her hips pumping lewdly up and 
down behind her, Pete felt his penis growing again and he got up with a 
moan.


Sammy let out a yell and his body stiffened, and Jane stroked his hips 
lovingly as his back arched, and he shot virile young sperm in her mouth, 
and she greedily swallowed it.


Pete was about to lunge for Jane when Stevie stopped him. "How about both of 
us at the same time?" he whispered in Pete's ear.


"Huh? How?"


Stevie cupped his hand and buzzed in Pete's ear, and Jane saw a lewd smile 
spread over his western boy face. Young boys could look so excitingly evil! 
She was exhausted, and her head was whirling from too much white lightning 
and pot, but she didn't care. There was a fire in her, and only young boys 
with their eager bodies could put that flame out. She fell back on the cot, 
holding her arms up to the sheriffs son as he advanced on her. "No, not that 
way," he said, and Pete gave an arrogant little laugh. "On your stomach."


Jane obeyed instantly, rolling over on her stomach and spreading her legs, 
grinding her buttocks up lewdly. Stevie was kneeling behind her. Jane grit 
her teeth against the thrill as his hands seized her soft, yielding buttocks 
and spread the smooth, rounded cheeks wide apart. This was the position she 
liked best; it seemed the most helpless and humiliating and obscene, exactly 
the way she felt at the moment.


She felt the head of the teenager's smooth rubbery cock pressing hotly 
against her naked little anal mouth, and she twitched and ground her hips up 
so that his prick would be lower and could enter her still-throbbing cunt.


But Steve Capp just pressed down harder, his nails digging into her buttocks 
and hurting her as he pushed her down and spread the gently quivering cheeks 
even further apart and insinuated the blunt end of his penis on her anus 
again.


"Fuck her ass," Sammy whispered, his prick waving erect again. They all 
crowded around again, watching as Stevie got in position and bore down hard 
with the head of his prick on her tiny puckered anus, spreading it wide with 
outward pressure from his thumbs.


"Fuck her in the ass," another boy whispered.


"Yeah."


"Fuck her good, Stevie."


"Fuck her in the ass so we can see!" Pete said, crouching low.


Jane's body tensed. Her anal lips were being stretched wide and it hurt. 
"Oh, God! Wait!" she panted. She tried to move and get up, but hands seized 
her, and she was pinned back in her subservient kneeling position. "No, it 
hurts!" she groaned.


Stevie was straining forward with his cock, burying himself in her soft 
buttocks and painfully spreading her anus even more. She tried to struggle, 
wiggling her hips but only aiding the lustfully throbbing head to get a 
firmer position, and she cried out in pain. "No! I'll do anything, anything! 
Not this! ANYTHING!"


The boys were spreading her legs wide again and Stevie had his thumbs dug 
in, spreading the soft yielding crevice of her ass-cheeks as his cock-head 
slowly wormed its way inside, stretching the tight, rubbery ring of her anus 
as she screamed wildly in useless protest. One of the boys, an excited 
tenseness on his lips, pushed her face down hard into the mattress to quiet 
her.


Behind, her hips and buttocks were held by other hands now as the sheriffs 
son continued to slowly, inexorably force his way forward, making a face, 
his penis head hurting because it was lodged so tight in her tightly 
clenched rectal lips. But he was determined to get it in. Then, with a 
sudden lewd-like popping sound, the tight rubbery-ringed entrance to her 
rectum gave way before his relentless pressure, and the head of his cock 
jerked forward, the entrance snapping shut like a steel trap around the 
first two inches of his hardened pole of flesh.


Jane's body tensed and fought its way loose from the boy's grasps with a 
superhuman strength as she felt a pain greater than any she had ever felt 
before. She felt like she was going to pass out as she let out a long, 
muffled cry down into the shaking mattress, and her face twisted as tears 
flooded her eyes. She could fight all the boys off with her insane strength, 
but she couldn't do anything about Stevie's lust-hardened rod buried 
painfully up in her rectum, tearing her apart and giving her so much pain 
she couldn't stop screaming down into the bunk.


Sadistically then, the boy grinned and started slowly pumping in and out. It 
hurt him so much; it was so huge and pulsating in her rectum, but it gave 
him a sudden lewd sense of male power. He was actually going to cum up 
inside this little rich-bitch's ass-hole. He dug his fingers into her hips 
and forced her buttocks up until she was half-kneeling again and he could 
get a better position, and he shoved his cock in further, feeling the soft, 
sponge-like walls giving and parting before his boring hardness as Jane 
beneath him jerked and winced and tried to scream. This was too much! If he 
sunk it much deeper in her, she felt she would faint with the pain!


Then, as if sensing her tortured thoughts, he began pumping his hips again, 
feeling the blunt, arrow-like head spear deeper in her as her body tensed 
until it felt like a tightly wound coil. Each time he pulled back prior to 
another stroke, the tender sensitive skin lining her rectum clung to the 
shaft of his prick like it was rubber glue and stretched out with its 
withdrawal, the rubbery ring of her anal entrance closing so tight that the 
smooth rimmed head couldn't escape. Each cruel downward thrust pushed his 
cock a little deeper into her rectum and rolled the sensitized skin of her 
back passage back in, only to roll it licentiously out again on the 
outstroke.


Jane's mind snapped at that moment, and with a sudden sense of helplessness 
and futility, she began to relax as she felt a strange masochistic pleasure, 
like warm oil pouring over her body. It was a keen, lewd thrill that began 
deep down in her now-forever-stretched rectum and spread all the way through 
her cock-impaled body and mingled with the pain like smoke from campfires 
until one became inextinguishable from the other, and it all felt so good! 
And then, moments later, with an unholy shudder, it became even more obscene 
to her because young teenage boys were watching her enjoy the degradation of 
her lewd sodomy as she pumped her hips in rhythm to the sheriffs son's 
brutal thrusts. A loose, lewd smile split her face, and she moaned in 
delight and screwed her buttocks up even higher as Stevie fucked her so 
painfully, joyfully, deep in her now eagerly accepting rectal passage.


This was the ultimate humiliation! There wasn't anything lower than this, 
and she was doing it voluntarily now in front of mere school boys!


In her drug-fogged mind, lewd ideas whirled in her head, and she thought 
that having people watch her was as exciting as the actual thing. She could 
see cocks swelling again all around the camper as she fucked back greedily, 
her pain as searing as the pleasure, and she relaxed, ready to have his 
driving young cock and her passion tear her apart, blast her mind with such 
a white-hot heat so that she would be lust-crazed from then on and good only 
for wild, masochistic sex. And always with other people's appreciatively 
bulging eyes watching her degradation!


"Yes!" she said, panting, rotating her ass.


"She loves it!" Pete yelled.


"YES!"


"Want some more, baby?" someone whispered.


"Yes! Yes, fuck me, do everything to me!" her hips were thrashing hard and 
fast as Stevie grabbed them, held them still then sunk his hardened young 
cock into her tight, inflamed anus all the way up to the hilt. Then he 
started rolling to one side, trying to pull her over with him. The boys were 
seizing her again and trying to turn her over. Jane, her eyes fluttering 
with passion and her mouth open, heaving a low moan, knew what they wanted 
and rolled over on top of the boy, feeling his strong body under her, his 
hands reaching and squeezing her breasts.


Her eyes closed, her mouth open, Jane spread her legs obscenely open, 
feeling her whole vaginal plane jutting up at the gaping eyes. She bent her 
knees and Pete looked down and saw her legs widespread, her cunt lips open, 
writhing and inviting. She undulated her hips, and all the boys saw the 
thick flesh of Stevie's cock splitting her buttocks and stretching her anus 
and rectum to the utmost. Her face winced with pain, yet she smiled lewdly, 
teasingly.


Pete kneeled between her obscenely splayed legs and put the head of his cock 
on her cunt and rubbed it up and down the glistening slit that trembled and 
squirmed beneath it. Jane moved her hips, feeling Stevie's prick tight and 
bulging in her rectum and held her arms pleadingly out to Pete.


He was on top of her with a roar, and Jane moaned as she felt his prick 
plunge into her cunt with a wet, sluicing sound. She seemed devoid of breath 
as she felt the two boys begin fucking her simultaneously, felt their pricks 
sawing back and forth in different rhythms and only separated by the paper 
thin wall separating her vagina and rectum. Jane writhed and bucked, her 
body coiling and her hips pumping as much as they were allowed, and she 
thought that she would never settle again for anything less than two males 
fucking her at the same time! Boys! It had to be young boys who were so hot 
and eager, and she could make them cum up inside her again and again.


The boys crowded close around the bunk now, their rock-hard cocks in their 
hands as they watched Pete and Stevie really begin to fuck her. They had her 
pinned in place, sandwiched tightly between them, and she was moaning and 
groaning with unleashed animal passion as they fucked her savagely. They 
watched her cum, watched her eyes roll white in her head and her mouth open 
to let out a long, low animal yell of sensual pleasure. She was cumming 
again and again as she was jerked and bucked and battered about on the 
crazily squeaking bunk, fucked with a sweet blind fury! She was helpless and 
knew it and felt she was going out of her mind with pleasure. It was too 
intense and sweet to endure as her body shook in one insane sexual spasm 
after another.


A boy, standing by her head, looked down at her fluttering, sightless eyes 
and seized her head in his hands and turned it toward him, rubbing her 
glistening wet lips with the head of his cock. Jane freed a hand and 
squeezed the young, virile penis lovingly, stroking it back and forth before 
beginning to suck it. The boy began to pump his hips lasciviously, fucking 
her in the mouth with Jane's lips tight, locked like a rubber band around 
the excitedly jerking head.


Then, with a wild grunt of pleasure, Stevie came in her rectum, and she felt 
the hot, sticky sperm shooting into her, filling her up and seeping out. His 
prick slid in and out easily now, lubricated by his own cum. Pete roared and 
shot into her cunt, gripping her hard before emptying his balls in her and 
rolling off with a deep, satiated groan. Stevie was pushing her up off of 
him with feeble efforts and some of the boys were helping him. She slid to 
the floor, to her knees, still sucking the other boy's suddenly wildly 
spurting young cock.


The rest of them wild with pot, booze and desire after the obscene spectacle 
they had just seen, were on her with a brutal passion, showing the kind of 
indifference and cruelty that only young boys can. They buried her under 
their bodies and fucked her everywhere with a vicious abandon. Nothing was 
taboo, and as the night wore on, each of them took a turn in demanding that 
she do something to them, and she obeyed them all with a lusty shudder, 
feeling a lewd excitement in abandoning all her former ways and acting like 
the lowest of whores. She sucked their virile young cocks dry and let them 
cum in her mouth; she was fucked in every conceivable way, and finally, all 
of them exhausted, the ravished young teacher lying naked on the bunk and 
the camper heavy with the odor of pot, alcohol, sweat and sex, she could do 
no more. She was drained of all energy and could barely keep her eyes open.


All eight of the boys had had enough; they slumped around the camper in 
various stages of exhaustion and sleepiness. Stevie slowly got dressed, 
yawning and stretching as he, shuffled around the camper, finding his 
clothes. "We'd better split. What time is it? Anybody got the time?"


"It's near four o'clock."


"Jesus, will my old man give me hell!"


"Yeah, me too."


Stevie waved all objections aside. "We went camping. Just stick to that 
story." He paused by the cot and looked down at Jane. Despite all the 
debauchery and exhaustion, she still looked tempting. It was the kind of 
body made for fucking. Jane stared up at him with noncommittal eyes.


"You liked that, didn't ya?" Stevie asked with a cruel, knowing smile. 
"Answer me!"


"Yes," she answered in a lifeless voice.


"And you'll do it again for us, won't you? Let us all gang fuck you anytime 
we want to?"


"Yes, you can all fuck me together whenever you want to."


Stevie grabbed her cum and sweat-soaked hair in his hands and lifted her 
head. "And next time you're going to get Rachel Cain to come along, and you 
and Rachel will put on a show for us. Right?"


"Yes." Again, her voice was flat and unemotional.


Stevie Jet go of her hair and patted her shoulder.


"You're just agreeing with me now. After a time, you'll want to." He leaned 
closer. "I'm just a kid, but I've seen women like you get hot-pants before. 
My Dad had to bust some. You're hooked. You don't like what you do, but you 
love it. That make sense? You'll see."


And suddenly they were gone, leaving the camper door open and the cool night 
air rushing into the camper. Jane was too exhausted to try and close the 
door. It was all she could do to crawl under the blanket on the cot and fall 
into an exhausted, welcome sleep.


CHAPTER SIX


Sheriff John Capp was restless and it bothered him when he was that way, 
because he knew something was going on in his county and he couldn't put his 
finger on it. His day of rounds done and all of it uneventful, he went back 
to the jail, freed the two prisoners he had with stern warnings about 
getting drunk and starting fights, then retired to the house behind the jail 
to cook himself a lonely dinner and wonder where his teenage son was.


A note on the kitchen table told him Stevie was going camping with friends. 
Which didn't really tell him anything. Stevie was full of more angles than a 
geometry book and John cooked a spare dinner and took it into the living 
room and turned on the TV. He ate his dinner and thought about Stevie and 
wondered if he did the right thing by the boy. Had he been a good father? 
After Margaret died so unexpectedly, he hadn't given a damn about anything. 
And when he did, when he could care, he had thrown himself into his work 
with an obsessive passion. He was the best damn sheriff in the southwest.


He became very good at his job and gave Stevie a lot of freedom. Perhaps too 
much, he didn't know. The kid reminded him of himself when he was young and 
wild. Because of Stevie, he became more tolerant of people and ran his 
county with a minimum of trouble and most everybody respected his sense of 
fairplay. If he could, he kept things out of the courts, settling them on 
the spot and saving the taxpayers money.


And he still was jittery and something was bothering him. In a vague way, it 
had to do with Ned Cain. He chuckled at the thought of old Ned being swept 
down the drainage ditch like a log down a chute. He would have given a 
month's salary to have seen it. Whoever did it was a fast thinker and knew 
the land. You just don't happen on a thing like that and then think of it. 
No, it was almost a trap and whoever it was had all the angles figured.


John stopped munching on his meal and stared at the TV only he wasn't really 
looking.


Angles. And the break-in at the Cains' house. And that girl with the spooked 
look. Jane Simpson. And Rachel and all those footprints. He tossed his fork 
down and got up, cocking his wrist to get the time. It was after eight. His 
deputy would handle things and it seemed like it was going to be a quiet 
night and he was bothered and thought a drive in his private car might relax 
him.


Angles. More angles than... He drove leisurely, going past the camp on the 
highway at a moderate speed. Lights were still on in the camp except for the 
admissions office. Maria and Tom Haines were probably going at it again. Tom 
and Maria didn't talk during the daytime, didn't seem to know each other 
very well, but, at night... John grinned. That was another story.


The Cains' house was well lighted up and John figured Ned was sitting up 
there with his shotgun in his lap, waiting for someone to come along. The 
Cains' house would be a good place to stay away from at night for awhile. 
Ned was going to take it out on somebody.


The camp seemed peaceful and quiet, just the way it should be and John was 
two miles down the highway before he smacked himself on the forehead with 
the heel of his hand. No it wasn't! Something was wrong!


He swerved on the highway and headed back at high speed, only slowly when he 
got to the camp, pulling off the highway and crunching slowly over the 
cinders. The camper, that Simpson girl's camper was gone! He sat munching on 
his lower Up, thinking. Nothing illegal about moving your camper. Still... 
His private car had a radio system and he switched it on to the county 
answering service. The mike held to his lips, he switched it on and said, 
"Hi, Sue. This is John. Call the admissions office at the Cains' camp and 
tell Maria I'm coming over to see her on county business."


He switched the radio and car lights off and sat waiting as he heard the 
phone ring seven long times in the admissions office before a light went on 
and the shadow of Maria could be seen answering the phone. He grinned, 
waited a suitable length of time then got out of the car, slamming the door 
and walking clumping up the steps to the office, coughing loudly.


Maria met him at the door, he hair wild and a robe around her body. "What 
the hell do you want this time o' night, John?"


He tipped his Stetson courtly. "Evening, Maria. Sorry to get you out of 
bed," he said with a grin.


Maria slouched against the doorjam, blocking his entrance. Beguilingly, she 
smiled at him. "Go to hell, gringo. You're enjoying it. Whatsamatter? 
Somebody speeding?"


John grinned. "This'll only take a minute. I see Miss Simpson's camper is 
gone."


Maria shrugged. "Big deal."


"Where was she last night when Ned was chasing around in the dark?"


"Dio!" Maria's dark eyes flashed as she gestured with a Latin flourish. "I'm 
supposed to know? You wanna know what goes on here, make me a deputy or 
something, then I tell you!


"You didn't see her at all?"


"No, not at all. Not until the next morning when she teach the babies, the 
children. Why?" Maria was interested. John could see that she was thinking 
back. In all the excitement, she had seen everyone but her.


John examined a fingernail and asked casually, "You don't know where she is 
now?"


"No. Why? Hey, gringo, I got better things to do than fink for you. What she 
done, huh?" Maria's Latin was up again.


"Nothing, not a thing. She's just green that's all and I'm a little worried 
about her."


Even before she spoke, John knew she was lying. It was a knack he had picked 
up over the years. People in trouble were almost certain to lie to a 
sheriff. Human nature being what it was, people lied to law enforcement men 
even when they weren't involved directly. No one liked to inform and John 
personally hated informers. "She left. She drove off around seven." Maria 
didn't look him in the eye.


"Oh? Did she say where she was going?"


"No. I didn't talk to her."


"Was she alone?"


"I theeeenk," Maria said, drawing out the word as she looked away, "I 
theeeenk maybe somebody was with her?"


"A man or a woman?"


"I dunno," Maria answered with a shrug of the shoulders. "Theeeenk maybe I 
ask everybody his business, huh?"


John grinned. "No, of course not." Hell, he knew Maria asked everybody 
everything she could find out. Maria had told him enough, he wouldn't learn 
anything more from her. He tipped his hat. "My apologies to Tom. Remind him 
that he'd better get plates for his truck or I'm going to write him up."


Maria grinned wickedly and flicked a hip at him. "Tell him yourself on your 
own time, sheriff big man."


The door was slammed and the lights snapped off and John walked away 
grinning. Maria was all right and maybe he ought to pay a little more 
attention to her. It had been a long time since he had a woman.


But the Simpson girl was on his mind. He looked up at the brightly lit 
Cains' house and shook his head. It was the way that girl threw her body 
around and acted so haughty; like she was asking for it.


He drove around, checking the bars and pool halls and the one whorehouse in 
his county. All was quiet. In a diner, he had a cup of coffee with his 
deputy and found everything peaceful. Too peaceful. A check of the drive-in 
movie near the county line told him there wasn't more than a token 
representation of the kids there. A few casual calls to parents told him all 
the boys were away on a camping trip. No one knew where.


John sat in his car for a few thoughtful minutes before sighing and deciding 
that he wouldn't get any sleep that night. Although he didn't really have 
anything to go on, he was restless and every time he had felt that strange 
uneasy restlessness in the past, something had been very wrong. The Simpson 
girl had left with a passenger and Maria knew very well who it was. But she 
had lied. Why? And the Cains' burglary attempt. The ditch. The Simpson gal 
the next day. Since she had been on the scene, things were mighty furtive.


He headed out on the highway and up into the hills toward the hippy commune. 
It was a long trip over bad mountain roads, but, he wouldn't sleep anyway 
and something was going on that he felt was his business. If anything was 
happening up at that damn commune, he would run the whole lot of them out, 
pronto.


* * *


Jane Simpson woke by painful degrees. She opened her eyes to see sunlight 
streaming through the open door of the camper and she moaned and turned her 
head away and went back to sleep. It was late afternoon before she woke 
fully and managed to haul herself into a seated position. Her whole body 
ached. It had been ravaged and pillaged through and through.


The events of the night before came back like a nightmare and Jane put her 
hands to her face and tried to cry. But she couldn't, there were no more 
tears left. Absently, listlessly, she gazed around the camper and found it a 
mess. She pulled herself painfully off the cot and tried to stand. She was 
shaking with pain and exhaustion. She was hungry yet couldn't eat. Slowly, 
painfully, she put on clean clothing and cleaned the camper on her hands and 
knees. She drew back the curtains, flooding the camper with sunlight and 
fresh air. She looked out and saw that she was high in the mountains. 
Ironically, it was such a lovely day and she found herself close to tears. 
Her life was destroyed and it was a nice day. She laughed and her laugh was 
close to hysterical.


The sun told her it was late afternoon and she had to get out of the 
mountains before dark. She couldn't stand another night there. She hunted in 
the bushes outside the window where Stevie had thrown the keys, scratching 
her hands and face. She began to cry, tears blurring her vision as she 
groped around for them. The least they could have done after taking her so 
brutally, was find her keys. Her fingers closed over them and she heaved a 
sigh of relief and wiped her eyes.


Weak, aching, her mind a turmoil of doubt and near insanity, Jane managed 
somehow to back the camper down the road until she found a place where she 
could turn around. Looking down at the highway far below, she saw that it 
was an easy thing to get to in the daytime and she coasted down in low gear, 
reaching the highway near sundown and stopping, wondering which way to go.


To her right was the way to the Cains' camp. To her left... she didn't know 
or care. It was away from the Cains' camp and Rachel and Stevie. She spun 
the wheel left and took off, gunning the camper, driving hard and recklessly 
until she was well out of the county and it was late and she couldn't keep 
her eyes open and she nodded over the wheel and missed a curve and plowed 
into a cornfield where she was thrown from the camper and lay still.


John got back from the hippy commune after dawn. Nothing was wrong up there 
that he could see. The hippies had given him a good breakfast and he was 
satisfied with their stories and drove home to find Stevie in his room, 
sound asleep. He grunted. Strange a boy should go camping then come home so 
early and go to sleep. Also, driving past the Cains' camp, he had seen 
nothing of the Simpson gal's camper.


He drank some black coffee then went out to his patrol car, notifying his 
deputy and the answering service and deciding to make a check on the camper. 
He didn't have to. George Hudson, his old friend and neighboring county 
sheriff had put her plates on call. John checked with the answering service 
and soon had George on the radio.


A routine crackup. Fell asleep at the wheel and missed a turn. The camper 
was in good shape and the girl had only minor injuries and was in the 
hospital. "But," George's voice crackled through the radio, "otherwise, that 
gal is in bad shape."


John flipped his mike on. "I thought you said her injuries were minor?"


"I did!" George was a testy old guy, near retirement. "I meant that 
something has been going on with that gal. She's been up to something."


"Uh huh. How long is she going to be in that hospital?"


"It's going to be a couple of days before she's able to get up."


"Roger. Keep an eye on her, will ya? And let me know if she moves out."


"Why?" George asked, gruff and irritable. "What's she done?"


"Nothing, nothing that I know of."


There was a growl before George's voice said, "Seems to me to be a nice kid 
half-scared to death. There's a look in her eyes."


"Just keep an eye on her for me, George. Be much obliged."


"Right, See ya."


John pulled out on patrol, shaking his head. It didn't make any sense and 
something went on he didn't know about.


He shrugged. Whatever it was, it was history now. He drove on patrol, trying 
to forget about the whole thing. It was all history now and he was pretty 
sure that Simpson gal would keep going when she got out of the hospital. 
Western life being what it was, some people weren't fit for it.


He was fairly sure he would never see Jane Simpson again. He decided to stop 
by at the camp and have a cup of coffee with Maria, the Latin-bombshell, and 
explain why he bothered her the night before.


Outside the admissions office was a rented car. He got out, automatically 
memorizing the license plate. Rented cars were seldom seen in this part of 
the country. He ambled into the admissions office with his Stetson cocked 
low over his eyes and saw a young man talking with Tina. The man was a 
stranger and dressed in an eastern business suit. "John!" Maria said, "John 
theese is-"


She didn't have time to finish. The young man stepped toward him holding out 
his hand. "My name is Bob Eggers. I'm engaged to Jane Simpson who is a 
teacher and I'm looking for her. I understand she was here yesterday."


CHAPTER SEVEN


It was by degrees that Jane came around. She was in the hospital for nearly 
a week. Bob was by her side constantly. He called back east and told them he 
had to stay, that his fiance was seriously ill after an accident and he had 
to stay with her.


She seemed to be in a kind of shock or coma. She was awake, her eyes were 
open and they moved, watching Bob or the nurse or doctor, but she said 
nothing and only shook her head and turned away when food was offered.


The hospital gave her every test, x-raying her from the top of her head to 
the tip of her toes. Particularly her head, for the doctor feared she might 
have incurred some brain damage in the crash. Bob was with her every hour 
allowed and tried to anticipate every wish. He got her camper, saw the 
damage was minimal and drove it around to the hospital and parked it where 
she could see it when he wheeled her to the window. He thought she would be 
glad to see it wasn't wrecked, that the sight of the camper might snap her 
out of her zombie-like state.


It did, but not in the way he expected or anticipated. Her body had 
stiffened when he wheeled her to the window and pointed, saying, "Look Jane, 
it's in fine shape. Barely a scratch on her." Slowly, as if she were moving 
underwater, Jane's hands went to her face and she hid her eyes and cried. 
She sobbed hysterically and he called the nurse who called the doctor who 
gave her a massive tranquilizer and she again dropped off into a restless 
stupor.


Bob sat with her the rest of that evening and far into the night as Jane 
slept and mumbled incoherently. He sat by her bed until the early morning 
hours until the nurse insisted he go back to the motel and get some sleep, 
"Else we have another patient on our hands."


Bob went home to the motel and left an early call, forcing himself awake at 
seven thirty in the morning and phoned the hospital. The news was 
unbelievable. Jane was awake and cheerful and talking and eating!


Eight minutes later Bob was charging through the hospital, six of those 
eight minutes having been used up driving there. He burst into Jane's room 
and saw her sitting up in bed, sipping tea, with color in her face and a 
smile on her lips. He embraced her and she threw her arms around him and 
pressed her body up against him. Their mouths met and she shot her tongue 
into his mouth and ground her body into him. Bob could feel that she was 
naked underneath the hospital gown and that it was open at the back, 
revealing the tight, rounded cheeks of her buttocks as he held her and 
pulled away from her kiss and looked over her shoulder.


He backed off from the embrace with Jane trying to cling to him. "Well," he 
said, somewhat shaken and out of breath, "You're so much better."


"Yes," she answered.


Bob tried to hide his bewilderment. He put on his best smile to hide behind. 
It looked like Jane, it even sounded like Jane. But, it wasn't. Those were 
the eyes of a stranger looking at him in such a... brazen way. And her 
embrace and kiss. Bob was grateful for her ardor; it had been awhile since 
they had seen each other and she did have an accident and some kind of 
aftershock, but he hardly expected she would greet him so passionately, 
so... sexually. Even now she was looking at him with a teasing smile as her 
torso curled sensuously on the bed and the hospital apron was hanging loose 
from one shoulder and one long lovely thigh was uncovered and stretched out.


Her hand slowly stroked the thigh and her eyes were half closed as she 
smiled and said, "It's good to see you again, Bob."


"It's great to see you feeling better," Bob said, trying to keep his smile. 
Was he wrong or was she making a play for him? Had the doctor given her 
something that would make her act this way? Was she still in some kind of 
shock?


Her hand slid slowly up and down her thigh and Bob found himself staring at 
it. She wiggled one finger, saying, "Lock the door."


The words, "Lock the door," had such a chilling effect on Bob. It was her 
voice, her pitch and tone, yet it wasn't. Those words, "Lock the door," 
fairly dripped with lewdness, suggesting a lot to him. He kept his smile as 
he said, "Why?"


Jane slid down on the hospital bed, her breasts bunching high and the 
nipples stabbing through the plain white cotton. The hospital gown slid up 
to her hips as she lay down on the bed and Bob saw the delicious curve of 
one buttock as she looked at him with an intensity that made him uneasy. "I 
don't want anyone disturbing us."


He didn't really know why he did it, but he went to the door and locked it. 
Perhaps he did it out of propriety. What if one of the nurses should come in 
and see her lying like that? Lying there so provocative and tempting? He 
turned from the door and swallowed hard. Jane was lying spread-eagle on the 
bed, her shoulders free from the gown and it half covered her breasts. Her 
stood looking at her breasts with the gown barely covering her nipples. The 
voluptuous swellings of her breasts like two mounds of honey, made him lick 
his lips.


Her long legs that tapered beautifully and curving all the way down to her 
toes. More than her thighs were exposed. One whole side; her hip, her waist 
all the way up to her globular breast was exposed to him with just a corner 
of the hospital gown flung over her upraised pubic mound. Standing by the 
door, he could see dark curling little pubic hairs peeking out from under 
the gown.


And she began to grind and pump her hips in a lewd way, looking at him with 
a smoldering look. She gyrated and pumped her hips as if she were trying to 
work that corner of cloth off her crotch without using her hands. "Come 
here," she whispered.


"Jane," he said, coming toward her, "Are you sure you're okay? Do you have a 
fever?"


"Fever?" she murmured. She looked at him for a minute with her eyes widening 
before she laughed and said, "Do I have a fever? Oh, if you only knew!"


"Jane, this isn't like you."


"Yes it is!" she said vehemently, stiffening in the bed. "This is what I'm 
really like. Bob, do you really love me?"


"Well, sure, of course I do. I didn't come out here for the scenery." 
Something was very wrong. She talked faster than she ever did before, 
spitting the words out and there was a strange harsh tone to her laugh.


"Then get in bed with me!" she said, whipping the gown away and lying there 
naked, brazen, her legs spread and her cunt with its ragged vaginal lips 
spread invitingly. He couldn't help himself, he stepped back. "Jane, what on 
earth has happened to you?"


She caught his worried tone and a contemptuous look came on her face. 
"Plenty! How long have I been gone?"


Her tone demanded he answer. "A little over three weeks from the time you 
left Boston."


"Wrong!" She laughed at him. "I've been gone three years or thirty years." 
She looked at him with wide eyes. "You don't know what I'm talking about, do 
you? I've been gone a long, long time. I'm not the same person I was then. 
Come to bed with me!" she said, holding out her arms.


Bob looked dubious, rubbing his jaw, trying not to look at her writhing 
naked form on the bed. She was so beautiful and tempting and he thought, for 
a second, of taking her up and crawling into bed with her.


He walked to the bed, looking down at the floor, not looking at her. Her 
hands were out, caressing his thighs and a lewd chuckle was heard in her 
throat. Her hands were stroking his thigh, drawing closer and closer to his 
groin and he felt his cock growing hard in his pants. He wanted her badly. 
His hand reached out... and picked up the telephone. "Desk? Hello? I want 
the nurse on duty."


"What are you doing?" Jane asked, her eyes narrowing, sitting up.


Bob put his hand over the phone. "You're ill, Jane, something is wrong."


"Wrong? Wrong?" she asked, her voice rising, "I'll tell you what's wrong! 
You're wrong! You are so wrong! You are a wrong one! I hate you!"


Bob was stunned by the force and fury of her words and intentions. Never had 
he dreamed Jane could or would act in such a way as she was now. He had to 
struggle with her, restraining her from attaching him; only now it wasn't 
sex, it was hate and she wanted to hurt him. He had a rough time restraining 
her and getting her under the covers and unlocking the door so that the 
nurse could help too. A doctor was finally summoned and she was given 
another injection of a heavy tranquilizer.


Outside her room, in the hall, he was consoled by the doctor who was an 
older man, near sixty and ready to retire. His tanned and lined face had 
seen all kinds of heartbreak and disaster and he put his arm around Bob and 
tried to ease his burden. "Look, she'll sleep the rest of the day and 
there's no sense in you hanging around and brooding. No sense at all. Get 
out, eat a good meal and take a drive out in the desert. Do something. That 
girl of yours had a shock, a big shock, see? And she hasn't come out of it 
yet, not by a wide margin. Time, gotta give her time."


"But it's just not like Jane."


"I know. I believe you. You believe in time. She'll tell us what's bothering 
her when she's good and ready. Trust me."


The doctor watched Bob walk dejectedly down the corridor and out of sight. 
He shook his head. If he had the courage, he'd tell that young man to get in 
his car and drive as far away from Jane Simpson as possible and forget about 
her. He, the doctor, had given Jane a thorough physical examination when she 
was brought into the hospital. Putting things together, he got a pretty 
graphic picture of what had caused Jane to crack up. Experience told him to 
keep his thoughts to himself until Jane herself said something.


She never did, so why should he? How do you tell someone like Bob that the 
girl he wants to marry has been involved in some kind of no-holds-barred 
orgy? He grunted and went about his duties. The answer was obvious: you 
don't. You keep your mouth shut and do your job and wait out the few years 
left until you could get up in the mountains where things made sense and the 
air was clean and the fish rising to the bait.


The day passed without incident. Bob was having dinner in a restaurant that 
night prior to going to the hospital when he got a phone call. It was from 
the doctor.


Although none of them knew it about the other, Bob, Rachel Cain, Stevie 
Capp, and Sheriff John Capp all got phone calls at the approximate same 
time. Bob's call was from the doctor. "Is Jane with you?"


"What!" Bob swallowed. "She's at the hospital!"


"No she isn't. The nurse, making her rounds, found her bed empty. I was kind 
of hoping she might be looking for you."


"Oh, God!"


"Don't panic. Near as we can tell, she could be gone over two hours. Have 
any idea where she would go?"


"The camper! Is there a black and white Econoline camper parked in the lot?"


"Wait!" The phone was rattled down and Bill could hear footsteps fading from 
the phone then coming back. "Hello? No, there's no camper there."


"The she's got it. The keys were under the floor mat. She's got the camper 
and God knows where she's going."


There was a pause before the doctor, in a calm voice, said, "Unless you've 
got a very good idea where she is, I've got to notify the police."


Thus is was that the authorities were notified to be on the lookout for Jane 
Simpson and Sheriff John Capp saw the teletype and grunted. Rachel got a 
call from Jane and left home, driving Ned's pickup. Ned was again out in the 
fields for the night. Sheriff John got Jane's call, Stevie himself, not 
recognizing her voice. He turned the call over to Stevie without a thought 
and paid little attention to it.


And thus it was that so many people turned their time and attention to the 
task of getting together with Jane Simpson. And thus it was that Stevie rode 
with Jane up to the hippy commune while Rachel traveled in Ned's pickup 
while John and his deputy patrolled the highway and side roads in search of 
Jane's camper while Bob drove the highway for fifty miles in one direction 
before turning around and driving all the way back. Always looking, looking.


The commune was far back in the mountains, high up, a hard grinding climb by 
car and the sun was just settling over the mountains, casting long shadows 
over the hippy commune as they pulled into it. It had been a long hard drive 
and Jane was tired and hot. She wiped her face and looked about her. There 
were several lean-to's and tree huts and, set off by itself, one big 
lodge-type house, built out of rough-hewn timber and spare parts.


Jane was appalled by the dirt and carelessness of the place. She looked 
questioningly at Stevie, her elegant aristocratic profile covered with a 
slight film of perspiration. Stevie nodded. "It's okay, it's cool." That 
cold grin came on his face as he got out of the camper. "Just wait here 
until I give you the word."


He closed the door and strolled casually down to meet the three men coming 
to meet Stevie. They looked ludicrous and hairy to Jane, dressed in bizarre 
pants and vests, wearing little if anything else. A sleazy thrill ran 
through her body, making her think thoughts that were impolite to say the 
least. They were downright obscene. Her cool well-bred beauty broke into a 
lewd smile as she saw the men stop and look at her with one of them breaking 
into a big grin and waving his hat.


Then they all turned and looked at her sitting in the bus and she-felt her 
face flush as she brazenly returned their gaze. They all talked, seeming to 
argue, never taking their gaze from her face and figure in the camper 
window.


Stevie finally raised his hands in protest and pointed at the camper. He 
walked over and got in, closing the door. He looked at Jane for a moment 
before smiling and saying, "You aren't going to believe this."


"What?" Jane asked, watching the hippies talking among themselves while they 
looked at her and laughed and nudged one another.


"I told them what I wanted to do and they went me one better. They want a 
good look-see before they commit themselves anymore, but, right now, I can 
get a whole kilo of grass if you just get out of the cab and let them see 
what kind of body you got."


"You did it. You sold me?" Jane asked, her face a blank, her eyes wet and 
melting.


Stevie looked at her and nodded. "Yeah. They like group-sex and all that 
crap. I told them about you and got the price up to a kilo. A kilo is a lot 
of grass, Jane."


Jane nodded. Without changing her expression, she stepped out of the cab, 
dressed as Stevie had told her to be: cowgirl boots, bikini panties and a 
blouse. Only that and nothing more. Stevie had ordered her to pull the 
panties up tight into the crevice between her buttocks so that her full 
rounded ass cheeks showed.


She stepped from the cabin and put her hands on her hips and slowly turned 
around. She fought back the urge to slowly strip naked, to stand naked 
before them and feel the wild erotic thrill slave girls must have felt in 
ancient Rome when their bodies were exhibited and bought by the highest 
bidder.


Here she was, flaunting her body, jutting her lovely hips provocatively 
while the three hippies all grinned and laughed. "Far out!" one of them 
called to her.


"Get in." Stevie called. Jane did as he commanded and sat next to him, 
silent, looking ahead. "I just want to see the grass before anything 
starts." He got out of the cab and walked back to the hippies. Jane sat, 
thinking: I don't have to do this. I didn't have to come here. I'm doing 
this because I let Stevie dominate me.


A thrill ran through her body. It was true. Bob, Bob had done it. If only 
Bob had understood, had been able to help her. Now, nothing could help her. 
She had to sink down into her own personal hell; she had to experience every 
humiliation and degradation and every depraved thrill before she could ever 
feel anything else. She had to answer the driving urges in her own body. She 
had to make Bob sorry he had ever denied her body. The body, the flesh, was 
all that mattered; desire was everything.


And it was being done. Stevie was being handed what looked like a brick 
wrapped in cellophane, and she was trading her body for an evening, for a 
kilo of marijuana; rather, Stevie was doing the trading and benefiting and 
Jane was feeling the masochistic excitement and thrill.


They all came back to the camper with Stevie going to the back to lock the 
grass up and then three hippies crowding around Jane, looking at her in the 
cab, their faces bearded and their hair long. One looked at her brazenly and 
said, "Far out. You're really going to take us all on at once?"


Jane nodded and the men laughed. "Man, it's her trip," another said.


They invited her out of the cab and she stepped down, her face almost blank, 
really composed.


Almost by signal, hippies, men and women, mostly men, appeared from 
everywhere and crowded around Jane and the three hippies made their way 
toward the lodge-type house. After locking the camper, Stevie followed them 
along, grinning cynically. It was best he didn't tell Jane what he had sold 
her for. He snorted. Hell, they had enough girls who would do anything a man 
wanted; anything at all except for one thing. And it had been for that one 
thing that Stevie had sold Jane. One kilo of their best grass for one 
performance between Jane and a German shepherd they called Osiris. Stevie 
smirked. The hot little bitch would do it once she got started and it would 
be something to see.


In the lodge, they were all smoking grass and giving it to Jane while she 
looked at their faces and wondered what all they would do to her. Already 
her cunt was tingling and wet with desire as she speculated on what they 
might ask her to do. She accepted the offered marijuana "joints" eagerly, 
sucking in the sweet heavy smoke that clouded her mind and made time seem to 
stand still. She looked around her, thinking how incongruous she must look. 
Surrounded as she was by hippies in wild attire while she herself looked 
like a visiting debutante.


Rock music blared from speakers hung around the big room and you had to 
shout at someone in order to be heard and they were shouting at Jane as they 
made a circle around her. She was standing next to an old chaise lounge they 
had gotten at some junk store or Salvation Army store. A great dog, led on a 
lease, strained between the hippies who laughed and stood aside as he came 
straining on his rope halter, his massive neck muscles bulging. He was the 
biggest German shepherd police dog Jane had ever seen. With his head 
lowered, he came forward and stuck his wet nose hard up between her legs, 
sniffing and nuzzling hard, burrowing in against the flimsy material of her 
panties.


Jane jumped and tried to push the massive head away as she backed against 
the couch. The two hippies holding hard on the leash and only gradually 
inching the beast back. Osiris was his name. The head hippy, a great shaggy 
man known as "Festus," gave the great dog his name and was the only one who 
could command him. Now he was yelling at the dog above the sound of the 
music and grinning at Jane. He made motions that she should take her clothes 
off and he down on the chaise lounge.


Jane did as she was bid. It was what she wanted, after all. She wondered if 
strip teasers felt the way she did, wanton and excited? She wondered if they 
got the lewd thrill she did when they exhibited their bodies naked and 
inviting before strange men? Forbidden fruit, the element of chance, the 
flirting with the unknown, the sexual excitement rising to a fever-pitch 
where Jane could do anything asked of her and throb with passion and the 
desire to degrade herself before other people. Especially young boys!


She took her blouse off slowly, exposing her shoulders one at a time, 
grinning at the hippies who looked back at her with such glazed, dazed eyes. 
They crowded closer around her and the dog bared its teeth in a growl and 
strained on the leash. Despite her drug induced euphoria, despite her 
marijuana "high", Jane was frightened of the dog and tried to dismiss a 
growing fear: hippies were strange people and were capable of doing strange 
things.


She turned her drug-drenched attention back to her body, leaving her fears 
half thought, feeling the excitement and thrill pulsating up between her 
thighs as she dropped the front of her blouse and exposed her breasts. She 
looked proudly at their amazed and greedy faces starring at her twin breasts 
so round and firm and riding so high with their nipples bursting tight and 
pointed with excitement.


She let the blouse fall silently around her feet as she cupped her breasts 
in her hands and turned around, bending from the waist, seeming to offer 
herself to each man present. She saw Stevie standing in the back and boldly 
offered her body to him. God, she would love to suck and fuck him in front 
of all those people!


Her thumbs hooked into her panties as she thrust out one hip wantonly. 
Slowly, as faces pushed closer and hands were reaching out to touch her 
body, she wiggled her hips as they came free from the thin, white nylon 
panties. She closed her eyes as she pulled them lower, revealing the softly 
curling strands of her pubic hair, hinting at the pulsating swelling 
excitement that parted her vaginal lips and wet the thin protective crotch 
band of her panties.


She imagined herself going down under an avalanche of hot hard cocks and 
being fucked in every way conceivable. Her body shuddered with anticipated 
delight as she pulled her loins free and thrust her hips forward as the 
panties dropped around her feet. She stepped out of them, deciding to leave 
the boots on, it looked more wanton and felt lewd and exciting to be naked, 
wearing nothing but black boots that came halfway up her calves.


She put her hands on her hips and stared about her with that cool, superior, 
aloof look. Then, suddenly, the men laughed and she saw Stevie smirk 
strangely and the huge German shepherd was leaping forward. She jumped back 
in complete surprise, her legs hitting the chaise as she fell.


At the same moment, someone seized her arms and wrists, pinning her to the 
chaise, forcing her to lie on her back. Hands were grabbing her legs and 
knees and pulling them lewdly apart. Jane's mouth was open, her eyes closed, 
her head thrown back, her whole body tingling with lewd excitement and the 
desire to be fucked and humiliated. She would do anything they asked. Her 
legs were being forced wide apart, splitting open her legs and forcing her 
cunt open in glistening folds of her vaginal lips. They were bending her 
knees, forcing her hips up and her buttocks to roll under. They had her on 
her back and her legs split obscenely, showing her tiny puckered anus 
nestled teasingly down between her tightly rounded buttocks.


She wiggled her hips and her head thrashed back and forth. This was what she 
had come to know and like. Like? She loved it! One man would never be enough 
for her again. Always, she would want lots of them wanting and taking her.


She felt something pushed at her naked pussy and she let out a moan of 
delight and jutted her hips and undulated them, inviting whoever was there 
to do it some more. A wet tongue snaked over her cunt. But what a tongue! It 
drove Jane wild, seeming to never end and send such a lewd thrill through 
her groin that she had to open her eyes and see who it was.


Her mouth opened and she let out a scream but it went unheard, drowned out 
by the blaring of the rock music in the background. Jane screamed with all 
her might and struggled, twisting her body as she looked down and saw the 
great German shepherd crouched between her widespread legs, its long muzzle 
sniffing over her cunt and his long wet tongue snaking out once again to 
tease between the lips of the softly hair-lined slit, the tip of his tongue 
ending on and flicking her clitoris, sending wild spasms of excitement 
running through the young teacher's body.


She hadn't thought of anything as obscene as this and struggled to be free, 
her head thrashing back and forth, her eyes begging as she implored those 
near her to take the dog away and let her go. No one could hear her, all 
they could see was the squirming of her body and the dog crouching to lick 
her cunt and her lips moving in silent pleading as the rock music blared on.


She was screaming and begging, looking down between her nakedly dancing 
breasts at the dog that was darting his tongue deep into her quivering open 
cunt now and Jane was jerking her buttocks vainly down under the teasing 
swirls, her head falling back and her mouth open wide. The dog," Orion, was 
licking faster and harder, his long thin tongue burrowing deeper into her 
cunt then any human tongue could ever go. The people crowding around watched 
her lips pleading then twisting with a sudden wild desire as the animal 
growled and literally skewered her body on his long plunging tongue. There 
was a momentary pause in her body movements, then as suddenly as they had 
begun, her struggles to free herself turned to lewd obscene hip pumping as 
the dog crouched lower between her thighs, his body tense, his tail wagging 
excitedly, his wet tongue darting and licking flatly on her now gratefully 
accepting cunt.


While he slobbered and licked and Jane writhed in lewd enjoyment and 
mounting sexual excitement at his thrusts, two hippies tied heavy leather 
pouches to his forepaws so that he wouldn't cut her body with his nails.


Jane now had both her arms and hands, which had been freed, under her back, 
her hands cupping her own buttocks and thrusting the firm, white cheeks up, 
splaying them wider apart for the hungrily slashing tongue and she was 
groaning in delight as she felt its teasing wetness slide over her hotly 
working little anus and then dart deep into her cunt. God, she wanted more!


They pulled the dog back and Osiris bared his fangs in a growl of sexual 
frustration and fought against the leash. They were seizing Jane again and 
turning her over. She knew instinctively what lewd thing they wanted her to 
do and she crouched on her knees and voluntarily placed her knees as wide 
apart as they could go, her face down on the lounge and the firmness of her 
breasts crushed hard down into the rough material.


Her buttocks and cunt were thrust up in the face of the huge animal, Osiris, 
who sniffed and licked at her tiny sensitive anus, causing her eyelids to 
flutter with lewd delight and her mouth to emit a passion-filled groan that 
went unheard against the blaring of the rock music in the background. She 
screwed her buttocks up higher behind her and reaching down around them, 
spread the smoothly rounded cheeks even wider with her hands, allowing the 
dog's hotly lapping tongue to lick all over her cunt and anus.


This was it for Jane, the ultimate and final degradation. She was kneeling 
nakedly in complete subjugation before a great growling beast with a 
frenzied crowd of complete strangers waiting breathlessly for it to sink its 
huge pulsating animal cock deep up into her hotly screaming bowels. And... 
at last, she was free! She was free now to find and seduce all the young, 
virile boys she could! With an excited shudder, her drug and alcohol-dazed 
mind told her that this was what she had been made for, this is what she 
really wanted!


Down between her legs, she felt the dog's anxiously pulsating cock, long and 
slippery in her hand. It was slowly forcing its hardness out of the soft, 
furry sheath enclosing it. She clenched her eyes tightly shut and guided it 
with trembling fingers up between the hotly quivering cheeks of her naked 
buttocks.


"Oooooooh, God!" she groaned as the sharp tip momentarily jerked forward and 
penetrated a fraction of an inch into her tightly clenched rectum. She hung 
suspended for a long, breathtaking second, impaled lewdly on the hardened 
animal cock. Then, she groaned deeply again, tempted to ignore the sudden 
pain and take it all the way up into her masochistically wanting back 
passage. But... her hungrily throbbing vagina made the decision for her and 
she reluctantly squirmed her buttocks away, spreading her knees wider on the 
couch and guiding the long thick cock down from her anus into her wetly 
waiting cunt, the liquid moistness closing over it and welcoming it inside 
like warm, half-melted butter.


The dog, his paws locked tightly around her naked hips, his loins pressed 
hard up into the crevice of her open buttocks, let his animal instinct take 
command and began fucking hard and fast into her lewdly grinding body. The 
young passion-crazed teacher felt herself getting the fucking of her life 
and knew that this great dog wouldn't stop until he had shot his hot searing 
animal sperm deep up into her open belly. And... she too would cum, cum like 
she never had before or ever would again.


Then, before the last thought had even completely cleared her marijuana 
dazed mind... it happened!


The German shepherd, his sperm bloated testicles fired by the softly milking 
muscles of the naked young teacher's cunt and the lust-incited smell of her 
female excitement rising to his widely flared nostrils, suddenly whined from 
deep inside his massive chest and humped forward into her as far as he could 
go. Jane, squirming insanely now beneath his great, driving hulk felt his 
long tapered penis swell outwards against the clamping walls of her vagina 
and then explode and jerk wildly around inside her like, a fire-hose 
unleashed from all restraining hands.


"Oh God, fuck it... Oh God, fuck it," she chanted mindlessly beneath him, 
feeling the hotly spurting jets of his bestial semen pumping her helpless 
body full until it seemed it was filling her all the way up to her lustfully 
dancing breasts and seeping wetly out her nipples to the couch below.


At the same time, she felt the desperately working muscles of her stomach 
twitch and cramp, the walls of her hotly milking pussy open wide and gush 
out her own orgasm in warm slippery liquid all around the dog's still 
insanely jerking cock.


Another gush of searing white sperm splashed hotly across her hollowing back 
and into her silkenly flailing hair and she could catch out of the corner of 
smoke-glazed eyes one of the men, his hand pumping desperately around his 
hardened cock, emptying his testicles over her nakedly perspiring flesh.


"Ooooooooh Godddddddd!!!" her mind screamed in total abandon now as she 
locked her cunt lips tighter around the dog's still hotly gushing cock, the 
inner muscles of the aroused little pussy mouth up between her thighs 
sucking him drier and drier.


And then it was over. As she felt the last electrically charged jolt of her 
own orgasm rip through her, she opened her mouth wide and screamed out her 
protest at its end, feeling at the same time, the limply deflated cock of 
the dog slip with a wet popping noise from her sperm flooded cunt.


She collapsed heavily down onto the couch, satiated, and yet, not satiated, 
the lewdly swirling semen of the animal in her belly sending fresh tinglings 
of desire through her already ravished loins.


"Goddamn, did you see that hot little bitch fuck that dog?" she heard an 
unbelievingly breathless voice close by. "Man, I'm gettin' me a little of 
that pussy too!"


She smiled a dull, lazy smile and rolled slowly over on her back. Her knees 
lifted and then her legs fell provocatively apart in obscene invitation to 
the voice that had come to her through the dull haze of her drugged mind.


"Do it to me," she smiled lewdly. "Fuck me more."


She felt the hairiness of the male body crawling up between her open thighs 
and felt the hardness of his cock spearing deep into her naked cunt making a 
wet sluicing noise as it hit the moisture of the animal semen still lodged 
far up inside her. Her hips ground back mechanically and she opened her 
mouth to groan loudly into the silence of the room.


Silence! Her brain froze! She had heard her own sound! The music had 
stopped.


She turned her head and everyone was looking back toward the entrance. No 
one moved. Back at the entrance to the lodge, stood Sheriff John Capp, a 
grim look impressed on his face and his gun drawn menacingly. No one in his 
right mind would have thought of crossing the sheriff at that particular 
moment... not even his own son who stood open-mouthed in the spotlight of 
the end of the couch...


THE END


EPILOGUE


The time is one year later. If you didn't know Jane Simpson before, you'd 
never know her now. She is polite to the point of tedium and much of her 
good figure is hidden under a tweed suit and high-collared white blouse. Her 
hair is pulled back severely and done in a respectable bun and she wears 
flat-heeled shoes and horned rimmed glasses. And she is married to Stan 
Owens, headmaster of Cherokee Military Institute, a private boy's school 
nested away in the hills of Georgia where, as Stan says, "We take fine boys 
and make them fine men."


Stan had met Jane after she had come back from her teaching job in the 
mid-west. He knew it had been an unpleasant experience for her, for she 
refused to talk about it. At any rate, it wasn't important. Jane Simpson 
came from a fine old family with impeccable credentials and, moreover, she 
was interested in everything he did or said. He had only to drop a hint that 
he liked a certain food or wanted her to wear a certain kind of dress or 
behave in such a way and Jane would do everything in her power to please 
him. Moreover, she didn't make demands on him sexually and Stan felt 
uncomfortable around women who made demands on him.


Jane made none at all and demurely agreed to marry him and live at the. 
academy with him, helping him in his job as headmaster of the school.


Jane threw herself into her work with enthusiasm that made Stan proud he had 
made such a choice for his wife. It seemed to him he had boys over to his 
house day and night. And the boys seemed eager to come around and Stan 
prided himself on the fact that he was the most popular headmaster and 
teacher on campus and hoped that the dean noticed.


Open house was every night at Stan and Jane's and the boys came, eager and 
grinning and Stan sat in his study, with their great German shepherd at his 
feet, and puffed out his chest and knew he was one of the luckiest men 
alive.


THE END
RWS-152  Behind The Barn
RWS-152 Behind The Barn
[aka 'Back Of The Barn']
by Evelyn Street


Chapter 1


"Just what did you mean by that?" Mike Peters turned slowly around and 
faced his wife. He had already opened the door, intending to stalk out, 
but now he slammed it shut again, and Sandra recoiled from the look of 
cold anger he was levelling at her. But she continued to stare back at 
him, fury flashing in her green eyes. Tossing her sleek, raven-crowned 
head, she fought the beginnings of fear which were trying to root deep 
inside her.


"Just what I said!" she retorted bitterly. "You've got some plan in 
mind for that little vixen ... I saw the way you were looking at her!"


"For Christ's sake, Sandy, try and be reasonable!" Mike snapped, 
resisting the temptation to go over and shake his wife until her teeth 
chattered. He felt extremely uncomfortable and just a little bit 
guilty. A guy can't help looking, he told himself, when a broad as 
well-built as Eve Slater comes into view, and as the girl was going to 
be working for him, he had to be friendly to her, hadn't he?


"Are you sure she's from the Agricultural College, and not just some 
little number you've ..."


"I'm sick and tired of listening to your accusations," Mike 
interrupted, "and I haven't got all day to stand here and argue with 
you. Miss Slater," he went on quietly, "is a student from the College, 
and perfectly qualified for the project. She is majoring in Dairying, 
and will be with us for three months. Anything else?"


"You can't tell me she knows anything about farming," Sandra persisted, 
feeling her anger and jealousy combine and stick in her craw, choking 
the hot bitter words out of her. As she continued to rail at her 
husband, a suffocating feeling of futility and frustration swept over 
her. I didn't mean to nag him like this, she told herself hopelessly. I 
can't help it ... but she's so young and attractive, and the way he was 
looking at her ...


"I have to go now," Mike said tonelessly, "it's almost milking time."


"That's right," Sandra hurled, "go back to your damn cows ... and your 
girlfriend!" Great gulping sobs convulsed her, and tears ran down her 
face as she stared at the departing figure of her husband. God, why 
does she have to cry like that? Mike shrugged as he slammed the door 
behind him. As always, he was moved by the sight and sound of her 
tears, and felt the guilt inside him strengthening with insidious 
speed. He would have liked to take her in his arms, caress and soothe 
her, stroke away her fears, in spite of her nagging and accusations, 
but somehow, he couldn't. He knew he was afraid that she'd reject his 
offering of peace, and felt that he couldn't stand the humiliation. If 
she wants to be like that, why should I be the one to give in? he 
reasoned angrily, as he hurried over to the barn.


*   *   *


Sandra crumpled like a rag doll onto the leather couch. Her sobs 
resounded in the small room, and the fading daylight cloaked everything 
in the office with ominous ambiguity. She felt small and alone and 
unprotected and totally incapable of drawing the strings of her life 
together. The woman who had screamed at and harangued her husband over 
a trivial incident was not the real Sandra Peters. The real Sandra was 
a loving, warm woman who stood by and encouraged her husband in all 
ventures. But who was that whining domineering shrew? I can't help it! 
she told herself again, burying her tear-stained face in her hands.


The vitriolic, stinging memory of her discovery of her husband's 
infidelity of over a year ago came rushing back with painful clarity - 
the humiliation, the feeling of complete insecurity, the anguish of it 
all was as fresh as if it had just happened. Even though they had made 
up, and she had sworn to forgive and forget, and Mike had tried, and 
was in fact a model husband since then, she couldn't purge herself of 
the bitter memory. She knew that she had taken every opportunity to get 
back at him, remind him of his indiscretion, to throw it up in his face 
on occasions when it was most wounding to him. She knew that the 
misery, the unhappiness of their co-existence, because it couldn't be 
called a marriage in the usual sense of the word, was mostly her doing, 
and yet, nothing would erase the jarring, searing memory of that 
dreadful time last year. She hadn't waited to verify her discovery, 
find out how long his involvement had been going on, or how serious it 
was. She had confronted him immediately, threatened divorce, court 
action, instant ignominy, and had relented only after weeks of 
ceaseless apologies, declarations of future fidelity and sworn avowals 
of love by her distraught husband. In a way, she had to admit to 
herself, she had enjoyed his obvious distress at her threat to leave, 
and had basked in his repeated statements that "he couldn't live 
without her." But the satisfaction she gained from the knowledge that 
he couldn't do without her was short-lived, and her ego had suffered 
too bruising a blow for her to maintain for long her role of sweet, 
forgiving but slightly-martyred wife. So her veiled recrimination had 
begun, and had gradually become more open and venomous, culminating in 
her accusations of today.


But she couldn't fool herself into thinking which she knew in her heart 
were unjustified, that her misery and discontent sprang completely from 
her husband's behavior. Even in her present misery, she was forced to 
admit that her unhappiness was accentuated by underlying discontent 
with her whole life. She had never dreamed when she had got engaged to 
the up and coming junior executive in the largest New England textile 
firm, that they would end up in the heart of New Hampshire farmland. 
She and Mike had such a good time in Boston, their first apartment, 
actually a tiny terraced house, their fast little sports car, their 
young, happy-go-lucky friends. She had enjoyed so much being a working 
girl and wife, and her job as assistant buyer of Sportswear for a large 
department store was flexible enough so that she could take that bit of 
extra effort which made her dinner parties such a success. All her 
clothes were of the very latest fashion, and even though she got a 
discount on them, Mike's salary and hers combined had been generous 
enough to allow her to afford the extras, like that pale pink silk full 
length dress and matching coat which she had got for the opening of the 
Opera season. Everything was going their way, and Sandra actually 
enjoyed the weekends they spent in the White Mountains, away from 
everybody, in that fishing cabin Mike rented.


At that time, she thought rural life was romantic - sitting before a 
roaring fire in the big stone fireplace, lighting the kerosene lamps at 
night, cooking the fish Mike had caught. After their hectic weekday 
round of activities, it was great being alone together, and when they 
got back to Boston, all their friends used to exclaim enviously over 
their rustic experiences.


It was just after their second wedding anniversary when the blow fell. 
Mike's company was moving South, and Mike decided to resign. Sandra was 
glad about that, shuddering at the thought of moving to a small town in 
South Carolina, and had naturally assumed that Mike would take up 
another position with a similar company. But her husband had other 
ideas. His uncle had willed his rundown old farm in New Hampshire to 
Mike, and he had always had a stronge urge to try his hand at farming. 
He had looked upon his company's removal from Boston as an act of Fate, 
and had felt that he had enough saved to enable them to give farming a 
try. Dividends would keep them going for a while and the capital would 
be sunk into the renovation and working of the farm.


Even now, six years later, Sandra still shuddered at the memory of that 
appalling first year on the farm. The cold draughty house, the constant 
presence of the builders, with their clouds of cement dust, ceaseless 
hammering and banging, cooking and washing and existing in the most 
primitive conditions - Sandra thought that she would never survive. All 
her clothes got torn and muddy and she had ceased to care about her 
appearance that first year. But the greatest change had been in Mike. 
He was obsessed with the farm - every spare minute was spent on it; it 
occupied his mind completely; nothing seemed to matter to him but the 
farm. Sandra had nurtured the secret hope that the whole project would 
collapse and they could go back to the relative civilization of Boston. 
But nothing seemed to deter Mike - not even the loss of their small 
herd at the end of the first year through foot and mouth disease. He 
had become strangely stoical, and shrugged off his loss, and grimly 
went about restocking his farm with more of the huge, ponderous black 
and white animals of which Sandra was deathly afraid. Mike used to 
tease her at first, saying that the languid Friesians wouldn't touch a 
fly, but he had gradually become more and more impatient with her when 
she refused to share his enthusiasm over them. As time went on, she 
lost her fear of them, and even developed sympathy for them, and she 
was unable to bear the mournful lowing that rent the air when the tiny 
furry calves were taken from their mothers so soon after birth.


Resentment had built up in her over the years as Mike became more and 
more immersed in farm life, and his often stated feeling that he was 
glad he had made the step from the City irked her considerably. 
Gradually, their friends from Boston stopped coming to see them, 
rapidly losing their idealized notions of rural life when they saw the 
day to day reality, and now Sandra had lost touch with them completely. 
Her life was empty, pointless, she felt, and her husband's involvement 
with the agricultural instructor last year was the last straw for his 
demoralized wife. Life was no longer worth living, she thought - 
nothing would ever change; things would go on just as they were, with 
herself and Mike completely estranged.


She felt like crying again, but no tears would come. In fact, she felt 
devoid of all emotion, and the emptiness inside her at least eased the 
pain. Her mind was a blank as she got up from the couch, and wearily 
stretched herself. She felt old and tired - and beaten. I'm not old - 
why should I give up living? she asked herself, catching a glimpse of 
herself in the full length mirror that hung behind the door of the 
office, which was once a small bedroom. She knew her figure was still 
good, and she ran her eye critically over her reflection, noting the 
firm, braless upsweep of her full breasts through the raspberry colored 
angora dress she was wearing, the womanly curve of her graceful slender 
hips, the long expanse of her creamy legs. I'm not over the hill yet, 
she told herself, running a hand through her silky black hair which 
fell to just below her jawline where it swung into a guiche on either 
side of her oval face. Luxuriant dark lashes framed her vivid green 
eyes which even in her weariness sparkled back at her. What's the use? 
she mumbled to herself, turning away from her reflection. Who's going 
to see me here, vegetating in the wilderness? She conquered the fresh 
wave of bitterness rising inside her and with a sigh, sat down on 
Mike's swivel chair, in front of his untidy, littered desk. It was 
already the first week of the month, and she hadn't done the accounts 
for the previous one. Idly, she swept together the crumpled, 
disorganized sheaf of papers which was a jumbled mass of invoices, 
receipts and cancelled checks. Glad of something to take her mind off 
her troubles, she plunged into the task of sorting everything out and 
was soon immersed in her work. When she had made everything into three 
separate piles, she pulled open a drawer in the desk, and began to 
rummage about, looking for the ledger to make entries for the month. 
Why the hell doesn't he keep his desk tidier! she muttered to herself 
as she eased a long, hardbound book out of the drawer. As she removed 
it, her eye fell on a bulging manilla envelope which had been wedged 
between another book and the one she had withdrawn.


"Now what's this doing here?" she muttered to herself, irked at the 
disorder in the files she had arranged only recently. Frowning slightly 
to herself, she fumbled with the envelope and discovered that it was 
full of photographs.


Puzzled, she eased one out of the envelope.


"Oh my God!" she gasped aloud, unable to contain herself. The blood 
rushed to her face, crimsoning it a deep red. Tumultuous feelings of 
horror, disgust, anger manifested themselves in a single sensation of 
overwhelming nausea. A numbed haze blinded her for an instant, and then 
she began to stare with bulging, disbelieving eyes at the colored print 
she was holding in her hand. Every detail was startlingly portrayed and 
the two figures in the photograph seemed amazingly alive. For a moment, 
Sandra couldn't believe that she was seeing right, but there was no 
doubt about it - it was actually a photograph of a nude man and woman, 
sprawled out together, the woman's blonde head dipped between the man's 
widespread thighs, his grossly inflated penis clamped tightly between 
her ovalled red lips. The man's head was turned away, but there was no 
mistaking the expression on the rapt woman's face. She was enjoying 
taking that man's hardness in her mouth - her lustful desire was etched 
clearly on her eager face.


Sandra felt her heart thudding painfully in her ribcage. She had heard, 
of course, that people did that sort of thing, but had always somehow 
felt that such an act did not belong in a normal marriage. The 
lascivious scene seemed to come to pulsating life under her hypnotized 
stare, and the huge blood-filled penis seemed to throb with lewd 
tensity as it lay cradled between the full, ripe lips that were 
clasping it so tenaciously. The woman's half-closed eyes seemed glazed 
with passion, and Sandra felt a shudder of unknown sensation ripple 
through her. She couldn't seem to draw her eyes away from the obscene 
photograph. Her fingers seemed to be soldered to the glossy print, and 
somehow she felt that if she looked away from the perverted sight, she 
would tear herself away from a tenuous reality which her moribund 
emotions so badly needed, and go berserk with disgust and horror. How 
could he keep such filthy, lewd pictures? her mind began to question. 
Does he look at them often? Where did he get them?


Her curiosity broke the spell the obscene photograph had on her 
conscientiousness, and hurriedly, she drew out another of the colored 
prints. Her eyes flew immediately to the scene, and a sudden, strangled 
moan of horror broke from her lips.


"Oh no! It can't be!" she groaned as she stared fixedly at the second 
photograph. This time, the shot was taken from a distance, but near 
enough to display in detail the pink moist delineations of a widespread 
vagina, the glistening lips gently swollen around a dark star-shaped 
opening. A man's face was juxtaposed over the splayed mouth, the tip of 
his long tongue poised at the entrance to the delicate roseate furrow. 
And there was no mistaking that face, so wreathed in anticipatory lust. 
It was Mike! For a moment, Sandra couldn't believe that it was actually 
her husband who was portrayed in that disgusting snapshot, the wavy 
fair hair, his deep blue eyes, his fleshy sensuous lips. Numbed shock 
rushed in a roaring torrent to her head, threatening to explode, and 
she had to hold onto the arm of the swivel chair to steady herself. 
Mike! How could he do this to another woman? How could he let himself 
be photographed like that? She wanted to scream, to beat her fists 
against the wall, to turn back the clock and forget that she had ever 
seen the lewd pictures. Through the dim of her hurt and disgust, 
another thought nagged at her brain. This lascivious blonde in the 
photograpb, who had splayed her legs so unreservedly for her husband, 
was not the same woman that Mike was having an affair with last year. 
So there had been others! New thundering anger swelled inside the 
distraught wife at the thought that she had been deceived, and 
furiously, she snatched the remaining photographs up and scanned them. 
Each one, seemingly more lewd than the previous one, leaped up at her 
horrified eyes as if to taunt her with the spectacle of her husband 
engaged in all different positions, with different women, and sometimes 
with more than one!


"That bastard! That dirty bastard!" Sandra gasped, and in a fury of 
temper, began to splash out at the contents of the desk, scattering 
papers, letter trays, pens; everything went flying in all directions 
and fell to create untold chaos on the floor. Her anger unleashed 
beyond control, she yanked at the file drawers, pulling them completely 
away from their moorings, and dumped the files she had so carefully put 
in order, in a dishevelled heap on the floor.


As suddenly as it came, her demonic flash of temper deserted her, and 
she sank back in hopeless bewilderment on the swivel chair. All around 
her, the records of the past eight years lay in disarray on the floor, 
and a dreadful sense of futility convulsed her.


"Oh God," she sobbed, "what did I do to deserve this?" She buried her 
face in her hands and her shoulders shook with the racking sobs which 
enveloped her. How many more were there? she asked herself piteously, 
torturing herself with images of various women that both she and Mike 
had known. Had he had an affair with all their friends? she wondered 
bitterly. In her jealous humiliated anger, new images began to inject 
themselves into her consciousness - glimpses she had caught of various 
naked bodies with full voluptuous breasts and creamy sinewy thighs, 
stretched out in opulent sensuality, seemingly oblivious to the unknown 
photographers who were busy snapping away as her husband caressed and 
stroked and kissed those velvety bodies. Her mind seemed unable to 
banish the lewd images, and fresh ones began to superimpose themselves 
in her fervid imagination. Mike kissing and slavering an open, exposed 
vagina, lewdly displayed and eagerly offered to him ... Mike sinking 
his wildly excited penis into a greedy, grasping vaginal orifice, 
strong supple thighs egging him on ... Mike lying back as luscious red 
lips encircled his bloated penis ... The obscene snatches from the vile 
cache of photographs she had unwittingly uncovered played relentlessly 
in her mind, mocking her with their leering evidence of her husband's 
infidelities.


She felt broken in mind and spirit. The actuality which those 
photographs seemed to point to was too shocking for her to bear. Under 
the thin veneer of city sophistication she had acquired, Sandra was 
still basically a conventional American wife, strict enough in her own 
way to the code of morality to which her family and all before her had 
subscribed. She had looked upon marriage as sacred, even in this day 
and age of quickie divorce and pre-marital and extra-marital sex, and 
had automatically assumed that any philandering on the part of her 
husband would stop after marriage. And she was sure it had! That was 
the hard part. She had been so snug and secure, even in the dark days 
of their early times on the farm, feeling cocooned in the sanctity of 
the wedded state, and that accounted for the tremendous shock she 
experienced when she had discovered her husband's affair last year. And 
now! She had uncovered devastating evidence that pointed to a whole 
series of adulterous infidelities! Involuntarily, she reached for the 
pile of photographs which had fallen to the ground amid the shambles of 
the office.


Almost disinterestedly, she scanned them over again. Yes, there was no 
doubt about it! There were three or four different girls involved in 
the debacle, and the pictures showed Mike involved with each and every 
one.


She studied a particularly lurid one, showing him and a tall lithe 
brunette stretched out, touching at only two places. His mouth was 
firmly planted in the nest of her dark pubic curls, and her mouth was 
tightly clasped around the red thick length of his penis. The girl's 
eyes were half-closed and her thick luxuriant hair fell in tendrils 
around her face, giving her an almost angelic look as she exalted in 
the feel and taste of Sandra's husband's penis in her mouth. Sandra 
continued to stare at the lewd shot. What did it feel like, having a 
man's male hardness locked tightly in your mouth? she wondered, amazed 
at the look of almost reverent ecstasy on the girl's face. Mike had 
tried once or twice, she remembered, pushing her head down under the 
blanket, and she had, of course, refused to do anything like that. She 
had always thought it perverted, somehow, and yet, this girl seemed to 
be thoroughly aroused by it. And that blonde in the first picture, she 
mused in horrified fascination, flicking back to it, seems in ecstasy, 
too. Her attention was caught by one she hadn't scrutinized before. It 
showed a well-built redhead, her breasts full and vibrant, spreadeagled 
beneath Mike, whose engorged prick was sunk halfway into the soft, 
hair-fringed tunnel of her vagina. The girl's legs were wrapped around 
her husband's lower back and her spine was arched up off the bed as she 
strove to open her depths wider and deeper to him. Sandra stared in 
lewd fascination at the minutely detailed photographs of sexual 
intercourse. Even her animosity to her husband seemed to retreat as she 
studied abstractly the obviously impassioned couple. The redhead's head 
was thrown back, and her mouth was open. Her hands were dug into his 
shoulders, and her whole body seemed afire. Mike's hands were clutching 
at her firm, upswept breasts, and Sandra could see the reddened tips of 
her fully turgid nipples slipping out through his flngers. There was a 
look of pure animal desire on her husband's face, a look she hadn't 
seen in a long, long time! Despite herself, Sandra felt a little tug of 
jealousy. She remembered how she used to arouse that complete 
passionate frenzy in her husband, how he used to be almost aflame with 
desire for her, and her alone, she was sure, and now, this redheaded 
hussy was the one who was making him act like that ...


Sudden tears surprised her as they swam in her eyes. It isn't fair ... 
she murmured to herself. It was so long since she had seen Mike crazed 
with desire, so long since he had even made love to her ... She felt a 
sudden emptiness inside her, a feeling which she recognized as vague 
desire. It began to gnaw at her, worming its way insidiously into her 
depths, gaining a foothold in her numb body. He never tries to kiss me 
there anymore ... the thought leapt into her head. It was years since 
he had tried to persuade her to allow him to put his head down between 
her thighs and kiss her pussy, but she had so vehemently and absolutely 
refused him when he had made the attempt. It can't be so bad, she 
muttered to herself, her eyes glued to another shot, this time of Mike 
with his face buried in the copper fleece of the redhead's openly 
throbbing cunt. Sandra could see the moist flanges of the girl's vagina 
rimming Mike's wetly glistening nose and mouth, and her thighs were 
clamped and straining eagerly around his steaming face. The girl's eyes 
were closed and it was obvious that she was in the throes of complete 
abandon. Then, in spite of the shock and revulsion of seeing her 
husband locked in lewd, naked embrace with another woman, Sandra felt a 
tingle beginning between her own legs, a ripple that seemed to grow as 
her eyes continued to focus on the spectacle of her husband's 
grovelling between another woman's widespread thighs. How did it feel, 
to have a man's tongue licking and sucking and blowing his hot, 
passionate breath into that secret place, have his mouth warm and 
caressing around your clitoris, feel his kiss on your nakedly exposed 
pubic mound?


Her feverish mind threw the questions at herself, and suddenly, she 
felt hot all over, covered with a cloying clamminess that made her feel 
like tearing her dress from her body. She was dimly aware that she was 
unconsciously clenching her heated thighs together and imperceptibly 
grinding her buttocks into the leather of the swivel chair. The 
tingling in her loins grew and the gnawing inside her burst into a 
devouring flame and she wondered vaguely what was happening. Her eyes 
flickered aimlessly to another picture, and a startled gasp eluded her 
as she stared in disbelief at what she saw. Sandra thought that the 
photographs she had already examined had prepared her to a point where 
she was beyond surprise, but she was wrong. She gaped in astonishment 
at the candid snapshot, unable and unwilling to believe that it was her 
husband who was actually inserting his huge, lust-hardened penis in the 
blonde's tiny puckered anus! But there was no doubt about it - the 
photograph showed in unerring detail the enormous girth of Mike's 
blood-inflated prick encircled by the brown crinkled little rectal 
mouth, stretched cruelly around the massive circumference. This 
lasciviously depicted anal entry was too much for Sandra. Revulsion 
swept through her - disgust at the knowledge that the man she had 
married could and did indulge in such an animalistic, carnal act, a 
thing she, a grown woman, had only heard about in whispers. It was too 
shameful to even think about; it was disgusting! And yet, Sandra 
noticed in amazement, the blonde didn't seem to mind it. In fact, she 
seemed to like it, judging by the lewd look of delight on her passion-
contorted face. Oh God, what was going on? Her world seemed to have 
gone topsy-turvy, and all the opinions she had held on such matters 
seemed to have been refuted by the pictorial evidence she held in her 
hand. These girls weren't being abused, subjected to a man's whim or 
desire - they were actually enjoying it! They seemed to love all the 
obscene things Mike was doing to them ... they were revelling in what 
to her would be the lowest kind of debasement.


Bewilderment crowded in on Sandra, and she felt completely out of 
control of the situation. Her hands rose slowly to her breasts, and she 
gasped as she felt the electrifying effect her own touch had on the now 
sensuously throbbing mounds. But she couldn't take her hands away - 
somehow she felt that she had only herself to turn to to help her get 
over this terrible discovery. She felt strangely illucid, as if her 
perusal of the lewd pornographic pictures had touched off a streak of 
insanity in her, and she could no longer control her stampeding libido. 
Her mind was fermenting with images of the various positions she had 
seen in the photographs, and lurid thrills were beginning to shoot up 
and down her body. Involuntarily, she pressed her palms down her sides, 
along her hips, and then dipped them between her nylon-encased thighs. 
Immediately, she felt as if her vaginal mound was straining to reach 
the comfort of her own hands, and she felt a rush of inner moisture 
proclaim the intensity of the weird sensations. She could feel that the 
crotch-band of her panties was slightly moistened and her fingers 
inched forward, like individual bloodhounds on the scent of a 
relentless target.


Moments of rationality broke intermittently through the clouds of her 
frenzy, and taunted her with unanswerable questions. What had turned 
her into a roiling mass of feverish desire? Was it because Mike hadn't 
made love to her for so long? Or were the dirty pictures having an 
illicit prurient effect on her?


Her fingers kneaded at the burning lips of her moistened pussy through 
the flimsy panties and Sandra winced from the delicious contact. Why 
should I be denied pleasure? her mind argued dimly. All those girls 
were enjoying themselves; Mike was pleasing them ... it's not fair that 
I should be left out ...


As though they had received assent, her fingers burrowed hurriedly 
under the legband of her panties and teased over to the tingling flesh 
of her swollen pussy lips, and Sandra felt the fleshy folds pulsate 
under her sensitive fingertips. She sighed from the exquisite 
sensation, feeling relief flow through her. This is wrong ... YOU 
SHOULDN'T DO THIS! Veiled threats echoed through her mind, hidden 
warnings from schoolgirl-filled corridors ... dark messages about evil 
masturbation ...


But Sandra was too intoxicated with the rush of pleasure to pay any 
heed to her own sombre warnings, and her fingers continued to plunge 
into the warm deep recesses of her desire-drenched pussy. Nothing 
mattered to her now - the whys and wherefores were unimportant - all 
that she was concerned with was quenching the raging fires that had 
sprung up unattended in her loins, and which required heavenly fuel to 
feed its lascivious hunger before it allowed itself to be put out.


Suddenly irritated by the impediment of her panties, her hands began to 
tear impatiently at them, and she raised her hips from the swivel 
chair, and eased them down over her thighs, leaving them dangling at 
her knees. But she didn't care about that - her hands were rolling up 
her soft angora dress and bunching it about her hips, and she revelled 
in the freedom of exposing her passion-enflamed loins to the cool 
evening air which was rushing in from the half-opened office window. 
Her fingers dug impatiently again at her burning furrow, and 
convulsively probed at the trembling hole of her clasping cunt.


"Aaaaaahhhhhhhh ..." she couldn't suppress a sigh as her hand cupped 
onto the now moistly pulsating orifice and she felt the heated walls 
close in like a vise on her sunken middle finger.


The passion inside her was goaded on to greater fever by the lurid 
thoughts which had taken possession of her head and would not yield. 
Obscene thoughts framed by the disgusting photographs she had seen, 
images of desire and lust instigated by many actions and acted out in 
many forms. She was almost convinced that a large heated penis was 
ramming into her eager, open pussy, that she was one of those girls 
whose head was thrown back in complete abandon, whose mouth was open 
and from which a stream of sighs was rushing, whose hips were churning 
under the delicious onslaught of a heavy, passion-bloated cock which 
was plunging deeper and deeper and harder into her ...


Waves of heat were washing over her now as she ground her buttocks down 
into the leather of the seat and revolved her saturated fingers around 
inside the velvety interior of her febrile vaginal sheath. A feeling of 
dizziness was taking control of her, coupled with a wonderful sensation 
of relief, and now she knew she was cumming, because she felt so good 
all over, and her hips were jerking uncontrollably, and a mist of hot, 
feminine orgasmic fluid washed down over her churning fingers, and she 
felt the office revolve around her and her head was torpedoed by a 
kaleidoscope of collaged nude figures, male and female, all fucking and 
sucking and licking in total frenzy, and she was at the center of it 
all, and she was loving it, every minute of it ...


Sandra slunk back against the chair, drained of all energy, curiously 
devoid of all feeling but a satiated stupor which controlled her and 
made it impossible for her to do anything, not even pull her dress down 
over her naked thighs. Her legs were splayed, her panties hanging 
uselessly at her knees, and in the dim of the mortification which was 
beginning to manifest itself inside her, she reassured herself icily 
... "he'll pay for this ... I'll make him pay for this ..."


*   *   *


Sam Maguire eased himself down from the ledge under the office window, 
and with a furtive glance around, slunk off into the foliage that 
surrounded the Peters' house. He was still trembling with excitement, 
and could hardly believe what he had seen. Later, when he got to his 
quarters, he would go over it all again in his mind, dwelling on every 
single detail of what he had seen. He couldn't quite believe that he 
had been so lucky. He thanked his lucky stars that he had decided to 
have a peek when he saw the window open in the office, and heard 
muffled sounds from inside. Of course, it was fairly dim inside, but 
still, he could see what was going on.


I seen her! I seen her fingerfucking her own pussy! he chuckled to 
himself, treasuring the memory of the faint glimmer of hair-lined pink 
he had glimpsed between her open thighs as he eavesdropped on the 
demented woman. He had seen her flimsy white little panties dangling at 
her knees, too. Who'd have thought that he, a mere farmhand, would have 
got a front row seat, and seen with his own eyes the beautiful wife of 
his boss, playing with herself? All the nights he'd dreamed about the 
lovely, haughty Mrs. Peters, all the times he'd imagined what she'd be 
like with her dignity lost and stripped bare-ass naked ... now he'd 
seen her, half-naked anyway. She didn't see him, didn't know he'd been 
watching, but he had been, and God, he wouldn't have missed it for 
anything.


Chapter 2


Mike hurried over to the dairy and went straight to the milking 
parlour. He spotted Eve right away, standing to the right of the long 
row of cows already chained in the milking passage. She had put on a 
white coat, and her blonde hair was piled high on her head, and capped 
with a small band of white. Even with her fair, creamy skin, she did 
not look washed-out, and Mike thought to himself how attractive she 
looked in the white dairy coat. Her ample curves were cleverly 
accentuated by the tightly belted garment and Mike could not resist 
running his eyes over her proud, full breasts jutting out like snow-
capped peaks, the slight sway of her molded hips, the long arch of her 
shapely legs. She was talking to Sam Maguire, and turned when she heard 
Mike come in.


"Good Evening, Miss Slater. I hope I haven't kept you waiting too 
long."


"Oh no, Mr. Peters. Sam here has been showing me the ropes and making 
me feel at home. And do call me Eve, please."


"All right, Eve," Mike laughed. "We don't stand on formality here, so 
you might as well call me Mike."


Mike felt more at ease when Sam had ambled off to attend to the animals 
already milked. He felt a warm friendliness exuding silently from Eve, 
and it comforted him somehow, as he was still stinging from Sandra's 
verbal blows. He felt that her accusations had been unjust; he had bent 
over backwards over the past year to make up for the affair she had 
found out about, and yet nothing seemed to please her. She had changed 
so much over the past few years, he mused sadly to himself; she wasn't 
the same woman he'd married, laughing, full of fun, ready for anything. 
She had turned into a nagging, whining shrew and didn't seem to care 
whether he was there or not. It was that feeling of not being wanted 
that had made him seek refuge in other women. Of course, he felt guilty 
about it, feeling like a rat as he slunk off to his clandestine 
meetings, but he had to do something, or he'd go mad. Still, it was 
unfair of her to accuse him of being interested that way in Eve. He'd 
be mad to try anything with her, right under Sandra's nose. Not that 
he'd mind -


"A penny for them!" Eve's light-hearted voice chimed in on his rambling 
thoughts, and her interruption caused him to blush to the roots of his 
hair.


"I'm sorry, Miss ... Eve, I mean ... I've been so rude; I was 
completely carried away ..." he stammered, conscious of her twinkling 
gray eyes fixed on him. He felt awkward, like a schoolboy. Her 
searching graze was so intent, he felt sure for a brief instant that 
she must have read his thoughts, but knew that was ridiculous.


"Well," he began lamely, "do you think you'll enjoy working here?"


"Oh yes," she exclaimed, smiling widely. "Everything's so up-to-date, 
and you've got a fine herd. Sam showed me around everywhere, and I even 
saw your donkey herd. That broken-colored stallion is magnificent!"


"Yes, he's a fine fellow, isn't he? Imported from England from one of 
the champions over there. I hope to have some good progeny from him 
next year."


"How is he working out as a sire?" Eve asked interestedly. Mike 
started, her question disturbing him. What did she mean? She knew he 
had only just got the stallion, that there wouldn't be any foals till 
next year.


"Eh, what do you mean?" he asked guardedly.


"I mean, does he do the job properly? He looked pretty young to me!"


Mike found himself coloring again. What was the matter with the girl, 
asking questions like that?


"He's able to manage," Mike faltered, and immediately turned his 
attention to placing the clusters on the first cow's teats. Normally, 
the dairy girl and Sam did the actual milking, but as Eve was new, and 
the machine might be unfamiliar to her, Mike had decided to help her, 
in case she needed any instructions or had any problems.


"I love the feel of a cow's teat in my hand," Eve mused to him, moving 
on to the next animal. "It feels so soft, so sensuous," she went on 
dreamily, "and it almost comes to life as the milk flows through it, 
and the thick frothy cream spurts out of it ..." Mike was glad he was 
hidden from her sight, and that she couldn't see the flushed look of 
astonishment on his face. Her voice was so hazy, her tone so sultry, 
and Mike could see out of the corner of his eye that she was caressing 
one of the pink-tinged teats as tenderly and lovingly as if ... He felt 
stunned by the impact of his own lewd thought. As if it were a man's 
cock! That was the thought that leaped into his head and drummed 
persistently at his consciousness.


"Mike, could you help me please!" she called out suddenly, and he found 
himself rushing over to her, glad of the chance to be near her again. 
She was hunched over one of the milk tube clusters which was lying on 
the ground, and Mike's eyes were drawn, as if by a magnet, to the 
exciting split between the tops of her creamy white breasts. He was 
mesmerized by the enticing glimpse of her deep cleft and had to drag 
his eyes away when she looked anxiously up at him.


I seem to have lost one of the tops," she said worriedly, and Mike got 
down on his knees beside her, and scanned the straw for the dark-rimmed 
cap.


"Here it is!" he said suddenly, picking it out of a golden sheaf, and 
he began to screw it back into the tube.


"Oh thank goodness you found it," Eve breathed, laying one of her small 
white hands on his thigh, "I was so worried." Her touch was like a 
firebrand on his flesh and when he looked at her, she was smiling at 
him.


"Well, we'd better get on with the milking," he said weakly, and 
reluctantly, it seemed to him, she removed her hand from his thigh. He 
suddenly felt bereft, as if a part of him was missing. Pull yourself 
together, he chided himself, you're acting like a teenager, imagining 
all sort of ridiculous things.


They worked silently, preparing all the cows for milking, and Mike's 
thoughts were swirling around in his head. He couldn't shake loose the 
memory of her touch on his thigh. Did she mean to do that, or was it 
just an accident? And what did she mean by all that stuff about the 
teat?


Finally, Mike switched on the milking machine, and the barn was filled 
with the vibratory sounds of the pulsator.


"Mmm, it's hot in here!" Eve said suddenly, and began to unbutton her 
dairy coat.


"D'you mind if I take this off?" she queried Mike, and when he replied, 
"of course not," she removed it, and Mike saw that she was wearing a 
red see-through blouse and a tight black mini-skirt. He could see that 
she was wearing a matching red bra, really only a strip of lace, and 
his eyes were riveted on the generous mounds of her ivory breasts which 
were visible through the red nylon.


"Do you like them?" Eve's voice broke in on his distraction, and he 
could only stare open-mouthed at her. Had he heard her right? His heart 
began to thud uncomfortably in his chest and he was at a loss as to 
what to do.


"Would you like to see them?" Again her gay, mocking voice startled 
him.


"Wha ..." he could only stammer.


"Would you like to see my breasts, Mike?" she asked again with 
exaggerated slowness, walking a step closer to him.


"Are you out of your mind?" Mike snapped, afraid that his mind was 
playing tricks on him. "This is no time for games!"


"I'm not playing any games!" Eve said silkily, and Mike watched in 
boggling disbelief as her fingers fumbled with the buttons on her sheer 
blouse. Gaping, he saw the edges fall away and reveal the exquisite 
form of her perfectly molded breasts, made all the more provocative by 
the dainty confines of her lacy bra. He could see the alabaster flesh 
heaving slightly and was hypnotized by the rhythmic rise and fall of 
the luscious orbs.


Incredibly, he saw Eve's hand slip around to the back, and in a moment, 
she was shrugging the thin satin straps from her smooth, pearly 
shoulders.


"Christ, they're beautiful!" He couldn't resist gasping as the full 
glory of her exquisitely sculpted breasts came into his astonished 
view. Craning his neck, his eyes bulged as he stared at the creamy 
expanse of the silky mounds, surmounted by delicate pink nipples, semi-
erect from the rustling of her bra. Her hands crept up and cupped the 
full rounded young spheres, thrusting them out, pointing the hardening 
little buds at her disbelieving employer.


"God, Eve, I ..." he murmured, unable to tear his eyes away from the 
half-naked girl. His head was swirling - things were happening too fast 
for him. He could feel the protuberance of his cock growing, and it was 
beginning to swell against the confines of his pants. His hands 
fidgeted by his sides - they itched to reach out and clasp those 
glorious globes of young college-girl tit flesh, to knead and pummel 
them. His mouth longed to take the tiny budding nipples between his 
lips, coax them into turgidity with his tongue, nip on their sweetness 
with his teeth. God, she was driving him mad, standing there half-
dressed, like some youthfully naked Venus. She moved closer to him, so 
close that her naked breasts brushed against the blue denim of his 
workshirt, and the delicious contact sent eddies of almost intolerable 
pleasure soaring through him. Sinuously, she rubbed the hardened tips 
against his chest, purring like a cat, her arm resting casually on his 
thigh again. He wanted to pull away, order his errant young employee to 
get dressed, get on with the milking, but he couldn't. What he really 
wanted to do was take her in his arms, crush his mouth down on hers, 
knock the breath out of her with his kiss, caress those ripe boobies of 
hers, and then fuck her, yes, fuck her to within an inch of her life. 
Instead, he managed to inch backward a little.


"Eve ... we shouldn't ..." he faltered, his eyes dropping again to the 
sensuous grace of her unadorned breasts.


"We shouldn't ... what?" she queried boldly.


"We ... you shouldn't ... tease a man like that!" he gasped, feeling 
his face flush. Yes, that's what she was doing, teasing him with her 
naked tits, her sulky voice, her veiled hints. Well, she'd better watch 
her step, or she'd get more than she bargained for!


"I'm-not-teasing!" she enunciated, her hand slowly reaching for the 
side zip of her brief black skirt. With a horrified stare, he watched 
as she eased the skirt down over her full hips, slipping it down her 
thighs, and kicking it aside as it reached her ankles, leaving her nude 
except for a tiny pair of bikini briefs the same startling red as her 
bra.


"For God's sake, Eve, anyone could come in ..." Mike gasped, his eyes 
riveted on the golden triangle of pubic curls squashed beneath the 
sheer fabric of her panties.


"So what?" Eve laughed. "You're a man, and I'm a woman. What we do is 
our business ... isn't it?"


"You're crazy!" Mike rasped. "You'd better get dressed before ... 
before I ..."


"Before you go out of your mind?" she taunted, moving in a little 
circle around the demented man.


"That's right, you teasing little bitch!" Mike rasped, his control 
snapping like a straw inside him. "You can't expect to go prancing 
around in front of a man, naked like that, and not affect him. You 
should know what this could lead to, the temptation you're putting my 
way. I'm only flesh and blood, and this is more than any man can take!" 
He railed on, his mouth dry and his voice hoarse, fighting to control 
the demons of lust which were mutinying inside him. She continued to 
look at him with her mocking eyes.


"Poor Mike!" she clucked, her hand dropping down and cradling the 
considerable bulge of his swollen prick in her palm. "What are you 
getting so uptight about?" she crooned as she began to massage the 
growing organ, feeling it pulse hotly in her hand.


Perspiration broke out on Mike's face. What the hell did she think she 
was doing? Poor Mike indeed! She thought she could twist him around her 
little finger. Well, he'd show her he wasn't the Milquetoast she 
thought he was!


"Now listen, Eve," he began, but her hand was already drawing down the 
zipper of his pants, and his demented cock, rejoicing in its sudden 
freedom, leaped up, cleaving the air, the red bulbous head grotesque in 
its palpitating arousal. His mouth hinged open as he stared down at the 
apparition of his own blood-engorged prick, and he moaned from the 
tremendous contact between her cool fingers and his heated, throbbing 
flesh. Her hands stroked and kneaded the elongated rod, drawing it out 
into an even greater length and Mike felt powerless to do anything but 
stand there and allow his new employee to stroke his ever hardening 
cock in her masterful, exciting way.


"Mmmm, what a nice big cock you've got, Mike!" Eve hummed, continuing 
her rhythmic pummelling of his pulsating organ, "I just know I'm going 
to enjoy working for you ..."


Her hand reached in and cupped the squirming sac of his testicles in 
her palm, and Mike felt rising shivers of ecstasy course through him, 
emanating from the sensitive balls. Mike leaned back against the edge 
of the stall, lost in the sensual reverie that Eve was weaving around 
him. God, her hand felt so good on his cock, stroking and kneading like 
that ... it was a long time since he'd felt a hot hand on his prick ... 
too long, in fact ... Sandra never touched him there ... SANDRA! The 
memory of his wife jarred him back to reality. She could easily walk in 
here, find him like this, being stroked and caressed by this young 
voluptuous agricultural student! It would mean the end of everything, 
their marriage, all they had worked for! She'd never forgive him!


With a tortured groan, he wrenched back from Eve and backed out of the 
stall. His face burning, he stuffed his long suffering penis back into 
his pants, and hurried over and turned off the milking motor.


I don't know what came over me ..." he mumbled. I must've been crazy 
... anybody could have come in ...!" Unable to meet her gaze, Mike 
hurried over to the cows, and began to undo the clusters frenziedly, 
his fingers shaking.


"Mike!" Eve's soft voice was directly behind him. Squatting to remove 
the clusters from the cow's teats, he half-turned and saw Eve standing 
directly behind him.


"My God!" he gasped, the milk-clusters falling from his hands. She was 
stark naked! She was standing with her legs slightly apart, and he 
could just barely see the faint pink sheen of her pussy lips peeping 
out from under the soft resilient thatch of golden curls. His throat 
felt arid, and his voice failed him. He could only stare. She was like 
a creature from another world. A strange, exotic female who towered 
over him, and was omnipotent. She held the power to transmit incredible 
sensual ecstasy to him, and he was her slave.


"Eve ..." he managed to croak feebly.


And then she was beside him, kneeling on the soft straw, pushing him 
gently back. He was unresisting, borne along on the wind of her 
tremendous sexuality. He was completely in her power, and yielded as 
she once more freed the heated protuberance of his bulging cock. He 
sighed an uncontrollable moan as it sprang up from the forest of his 
pubic hair and gasped again as her fingers once more encircled it, 
pulling on it gently. Her fingers were easing off his pants, and were 
playing titillatingly along his thighs, sending chills of pleasure 
rippling up and down and along his skin, and kindling great flames of 
heat deep in the pit of his stomach. Like a robot, his hands reached up 
eagerly for the target they yearned, and grabbed the full soft mounds 
of her tender breasts, and clutched at the delicate flesh with his 
talon-like fingers, making her wince from the sudden pain, and leaving 
little red welts on the smooth white skin. His fingers drubbed the hard 
little beads of her nipples, rubbing them mercilessly, tugging on them 
until they were rigid little spears. Beside him, the cow fidgeted 
nervously, anxious over the unaccustomed disturbance at her feet, and 
Mike felt a moment's paralyzing fear lest her hooves lash out at his 
prostrate body. But all practical consideration fled from his brain as 
he felt his young milk maid settle herself over him, her long smooth 
thighs straddling his naked hips and Mike could feel the graze of her 
soft curling pubic hair as it brushed against his naked stomach. Still 
grasping his distended cock in her hand, she began to guide it towards 
the warm grasping furrow of her cunt, and Mike sighed with pleasure as 
he felt the hard rubbery head caress the soft delicate tissue already 
moist with expectation.


She began to sweep the bulging head of his inflated prick along the 
length of her pulsating cuntal split, and the fluted edges of her 
moistly glistening inner lips clung tenaciously to his hard masculine 
flesh, and the bulbous head became lubricated with her free-flowing 
vaginal juices. His head was swirling and a wave of pleasure, such as 
he had not experienced in a long time, was washing over him again and 
again, and with each cleansing wave, he was laved of any doubts and 
fears he might have had. Gone was all worry about his wife or anyone 
else finding him stretched out with his naked young female employee; 
gone completely was any fear of discovery. All that mattered was the 
unbelievable thrill of ecstasy he was feeling and which he knew would 
mount up to an incredible crescendo of hedonistic delight.


"Mmmmm ..." Eve sighed, "your cock feels so good against my pussy ..."


The lewd words coming from the young, innocent faced girl's lips 
excited Mike even more and he felt lust mushrooming inside him and 
threatening to turn him into a raving beast. His hands flew down and 
grasped the girl's slim tapering hips, and held her in a vise-like 
grip. Hungrily, he began to rotate her entire pelvis until she was 
revolving over the spongy cap of his burgeoning penis still grasped 
firmly in her hand. Gingerly, she began to position herself over the 
jutting instrument, easing herself down slowly, until she had managed 
to insert the huge distended head up inside the tender inner folds of 
her cunt mouth.


"Aaaaahhhhhhh ..." she sighed, accustoming herself to the hard feeling 
of a heavy, pounding prick inside her. But the initial contact 
unleashed the fury of Mike's lust, and with a savage snarl, he crashed 
the helpless girl's pelvis downward, driving his thick rod upwards with 
flesh-splitting cruelty.


"AAAARRRRGHHHHHHHH ..." Eve screamed out and struggled in a vain 
attempt to dislodge the terrible instrument from her unsuspecting 
depths. But she was completely skewered, and the fleshy hair-lined 
outer lips of her pulsing vagina were resting on the tickling nest of 
Mike's blond pubic forest. Beside them, the cow snorted, frightened by 
the ear-piercing scream, and began to paw the ground ominously.


Mike's fingers clawed at the soft resilient flesh of Eve's smooth 
rounded buttocks as he raised her loins upward, feeling her sensitive 
inner membrane cling to his hard fleshy rod as her heated vaginal 
sheath slid upwards. He held her poised above him, leaving just the 
hard burgeoning head still buried inside her, and then he crashed her 
down again, feeling the spongy global mounds of her buttocks flatten 
down against his pubic area as his tunnelling prick plunged far up 
inside her, cleaving her unaccustomed flesh with cruel obstinacy. He 
could feel the pliant entrance of her cringing womb yield before his 
unabated onslaught and a gasp of mingled shock and excitement escaped 
her as she felt the unexpected pressure so deep up inside her impaled 
belly.


Eve's eager vagina had accustomed itself to the ponderous girth of 
Mike's trammelling penis, and she began to move up and down freely, 
establishing a yo-yo like rhythm. Mike's palpitating cock seemed to 
expand even more inside her and she responded with a gentle tentative 
flexing of her practised inner muscle which seemed to excite him to 
even greater lust. His hands shot up eagerly and enfolded the enticing 
orbs of her breasts in his palms, and they rubbed and caressed her 
throbbing flesh, sending chill after chill curdling through her blood, 
making passion pulse hotly through her veins.


"Oh God, Mike ..." she gasped, her hands clutching at his tensely 
corded thighs, "your hands feel good on my titties ... as good as your 
cock feels inside me ..."


Tremors of passion were spasming through Mike. Eve's lewd words of 
praise sent lurid shivers running up and down his spine and doubled the 
already incredible pleasure he was feeling. He could hardly believe 
what was happening! Only this morning, this girl was a complete 
stranger, newly arrived from Agricultural School, and now, after a turn 
of events which had left him breathless, they were fucking, or rather, 
she was fucking him! Yes, she was the one who had seduced him, and who 
was now riding him like a savage Indian girl on a half-wild mustang, 
her thighs clenching his hips viciously, and the soft inner hole up 
between her legs milking furiously on his rampaging cock. He had never 
experienced anything like this before - stretching out on the soft 
golden straw, being screwed by a real woman - because that's what Eve 
was, there was no doubt about that. Beside him, the cow lowed deeply, 
finally accepting the strange, nakedly writhing couple beside her, and 
Mike felt her breath, warm and sweet scented, wafting gently over his 
perspiring face.


Mike glanced up and saw that Eve's face was coated with perspiration, 
her mouth was half open and her head was flung back. Her luxuriant 
coils of curls had become undone and her silky flaxen hair was 
streaming down like a silver stream over her bare creamy shoulders. He 
had released his savage hold on her breasts and now the full ripe 
spheres were bobbing from her exertion, the reddish-brown nipples 
jutting out like berries, and the brown aureolas were crinkled in their 
contracted excitement. His lust-glazed eyes travelled down the length 
of her magnificent body, coated with moisture, revelling in the soft 
yet supple milkiness of it, the provocative curve of her womanly hips, 
the lemon-colored fleece of pubic down which meshed so 
indistinguishably with his own. Her long slender thighs were like 
alabaster columns and Mike could see that the inner tendons stood out 
like whipcord against the ivory inner skin. She continued to grind 
wildly up and down on his jerking prick, making a little teasing 
rotatory movement as she rose up. Her fingers slipped around behind her 
squirming buttocks and stroked the squirming sac of his testicles in a 
sudden swift movement which sent his roiling sperm into a frenzy of 
churning liquid deep inside the darkness of his balls.


"Christ, Eve," he panted through the breathlessness of his mounting 
passion, "you're ... you're incredible! ... oh God, keep tickling my 
balls like that ..."


Mike felt a rush of heat that started in the pit of his stomach rise up 
in an overpowering curtain and steam through him, and at the same time, 
his cock began to jerk uncontrollably and the ache in his writhing 
balls had become unbearable.


"AAAAAGGGHHHHHHH ... keep fucking ... keep fucking ... I'm cumming! I'm 
CUUUMMMMIIINNNGGGGG ... ! ! !"


And then his body was caught up in a gigantic whirlwind, and he thought 
he would lose consciousness because a blackness appeared in front of 
his eyes, and he felt he was drifting away, but his faltering 
rationality was arrested by Eve's own hoarse screams.


"Oh God Mike, I'm cumming too. I'm ... AAAHHHHHHH ... !!" And she was 
cumming too, her pelvis pounding against his like gigantic waves 
against storm-tossed rocks. Her fingers were like razor-sharp spears 
cutting into the flesh of his hips, and the interior muscle of her 
vaginal sheath was an insatiable entity of its own. It was sucking, 
demanding, and getting, its life-giving quencher of his thick store of 
semen, which suddenly began to spurt along the pulsating tube of his 
spasming penis and hose hotly up into the heated cavern of her pussy. 
Almost immediately it seemed, the frothy liquid trickled back down 
around his pumping prick and seeped into the matted pubic curls, 
already moistened with the shower of her orgasmic release. The cow was 
blowing hot puffs of breath down onto Mike's steaming face, her big 
liquid brown eyes staring in boggled amazement at her two temporary 
stall companions. Her big, wet white nose just touched Mike's face as 
the last heave convulsed his dying prick and he emptied the final drop 
of his boiling semen into Eve's still hungrily twitching pussy. At 
last, the exhausted girl collapsed onto his panting body, and his now 
limp prick slipped easily from her wet, cock-stretched passage.


"That ... that was the best fuck I've ever had!" Mike acknowledged 
gratefully. And it was. There was something about the spontaneity of 
the act which impassioned him to fever pitch, and the girl's own total 
sexuality, and lack of restraint, unleashed a similar characteristic in 
him. "You're quite a girl, Eve," he added admiringly.


"You're a real man yourself, Boss," Eve praised, smiling down at him. 
"You sure know how to please a girl!"


She lay her face down on his chest so he couldn't see her widening 
grin. Things are working out just great, she thought happily. She had 
been thrilled when she had met her new boss, captivated right away by 
his virile good looks, and now she had discovered that he had above 
average talent in other respects, too. Yes, she murmured to herself, I 
think I'm going to enjoy myself very much on this job!


Chapter 3


Sandra threw her corduroy jacket over her shoulders and stepped out 
into the yard. There was a slight breeze which alleviated some of the 
premature heat of early May, and she began to amble towards the barns. 
She was glad the house was a short distance away from them - she didn't 
think she could stand it if the animals were milling about directly 
outside the front door. There was nobody about and Sandra was grateful 
for that. She didn't feel like talking to anyone this morning, and 
particularly not to Eve, who turned out to be a very talkative type, 
always anxious to engage herself or anyone else in conversation. Sandra 
had seen her several times talking to Sam in the yard, and she had 
caught several glimpses of Mike and Eve laughing intimately together.


Mike himself had been very incommunicative when she brought up the 
subject of the new dairy help and how she was working out. Of course, 
she reflected, after that dreadful fight they'd had, she couldn't 
expect him to confide in her. She wished now that she hadn't been so 
hasty in accusing him of being interested in Eve, that she had kept her 
suspicions to herself, but the damage was done, and now she couldn't 
help thinking that there was something going on between them. It was 
several days now since they'd had that fight and Mike usually tried to 
make up with her right away after such an argument, regardless of whose 
fault it was, but this time, he just didn't seem to care. That was the 
part that hurt, he didn't seem to care anymore what she thought or 
felt. She felt it was a stroke of luck that he'd gone into town early 
this morning and wouldn't be back until tomorrow. It would give her 
time to think, and maybe even plan some strategy for getting back in 
his good books. But if he is really interested in that girl, I don't 
know what I'll do, she worried, afraid she might have gone too far. She 
hated to admit it to herself, but there was no denying that Eve was 
really attractive, and she had a slow, sensual way about her that 
Sandra knew was exciting to men. She felt a twinge of jealousy stab at 
her, and tried to banish from her mind the nagging suggestion, almost a 
certainty, she feared, that Mike had become involved with the new dairy 
maid. No matter what happened, she didn't want to lose Mike. But should 
I just sit back and let him play around with that little blonde right 
under my nose? she argued. Almost painfully, she thought again of the 
cache of pornographic pictures she'd discovered, lewd filthy 
photographs of Mike in disgusting positions with different women. The 
shock of finding them still affected her, and her subsequent action of 
getting aroused by them shamed her through and through. She didn't even 
allow herself to think of that evening, when she had shamelessly 
fingered her own vagina and actually reached a climax, all from the 
sensations, evil, wicked sensations, aroused in her by the vile 
snapshots. Every time the thought came into her mind, when the memory 
tried to torment her, she had brushed them back into oblivion, waiting 
for time to erase the sharp-honed edge of her humiliation.


"Good morning, Mrs. Peters," a voice sang out suddenly behind her. It 
was Sam Maguire, and Sandra, turning around, saw that he was leading 
Jacob, the donkey stallion.


"Good morning, Sam," she replied, feigning cheerfulness, and 
immediately turning her attention to the animal. She hated having 
anything to do with the hired hand. She never knew what to say to him, 
always being afraid of sounding too familiar, or worse still, acting 
very haughty with him. She began to stroke the donkey's strong arched 
neck.


"Jacob seems to be in fine shape," she mused, running her eyes 
admiringly over the animal's sleek black and white body.


"All the exercise he gets keeps him trim," Sam smirked, and Sandra 
turned to look at him.


"I thought he's kept inside for the season ..." Sandra puzzled. The 
donkeys were the only animals she was really interested in on the farm, 
and it was she who had encouraged Mike to keep them in the first place. 
They were becoming very popular everywhere, and top quality foals could 
fetch very high prices. They had ten mares, and just this one stallion.


"That's what I mean," Sam leered. "His mares keep him busy, and he sure 
knows how to rise that big rod of his. Yes sir," he went on, staring 
intently at her, "them she-donkeys sure seem to love that long prick of 
his shoved far up in their -"


"How-how dare you!" Sandra gasped, her face scarlet, mortified with 
embarrassment at the farmhand's lewd words. Who did he think she was, 
that he could talk to her like that, use such filthy language in her 
presence? Anger seethed inside her like bubbling oil, threatening to 
overflow and scald everything within distance. But she managed to 
control her feelings and said in a low, even voice:


"Please watch your language, Sam. Mr. Peters does not tolerate 
obscenities, and I would hate to have to report your despicable 
behavior to him." Even to her own ears, her words sounded dictatorial 
and stuffy, but her shock was still electrically alive inside her, and 
she was incensed at the liberty the worker had taken with her. She had 
a good mind to tell Mike, and perhaps even have Sam fired for his 
insolence.


Sam looked the picture of the abject servant. He held his old cap in 
his hand, and his reddish-gray hair glinted in the morning sun. His 
head was slightly bent and Sandra saw with satisfaction that his face 
was suitably blanched with fear and consternation. Jacob stood by 
calmly, seemingly totally unaware of the minor drama his presence had 
caused.


Without another word, Sandra stalked away, leaving Sam glaring after 
her. Fucking bitch, he spat. Can't even take a joke. Well, she'll get 
her come-uppance one of these days; I'll see to that! In fact, tonight 
just might not be a bad time!


Sandra felt irked by the sound of the back doorbell. She had just 
settled down to watch T.V., and was looking forward to relaxing for a 
few hours. She had spent most of the day in the garden, digging and 
transplanting the seedlings she had sown in the spring, and she felt 
tired and wind burned when she finally came into the house and fixed a 
cold supper for herself. The heavy physical work of gardening had taken 
her mind off her worries, and now she had been hoping that the 
television would do the same, and that she would feel sleepy after 
watching a few shows, as she usually did, and that she would then drop 
off easily to sleep.


With a sigh, she got up and went through the kitchen and opened the 
door. She experienced a flicker of distaste that coupled with her 
annoyance when she saw who was there.


"Good Evening, Sam," she said tonelessly, not bothering to hide her 
irritation.


Sorry to bother you, ma'am," Sam muttered, fidgeting with his cap, his 
eyes downcast. "But the fuses went in the barn an' I can't see to do my 
work."


"Well, I think I've got some in the kitchen," Sandra said curiously 
relieved that he had a legitimate reason for calling on her so late in 
the evening. She found, somewhat to her surprise, that she had a new 
fear of the farm worker, a fear born from his distasteful remarks to 
her that morning. She sensed that there was an underlying hostility or 
arrogance in his attitude to her, and that his disrespect was a form of 
that aggression.


She noticed with displeasure that he had followed her into the kitchen, 
and willing herself to take no notice of him, began to look for the 
fuses. She wasn't quite sure where they were and rummaged around in the 
kitchen drawer. They weren't there and she knew that they must be on 
the top shelf of the kitchen cabinet, where she kept the electric light 
bulbs.


"I'll get them, ma'am," Sam suggested when she told him, but she 
declined. She couldn't stand the thought of his dirty, and she 
supposed, clumsy hands on her clean kitchen cupboard, and unable to 
suppress a sigh, pulled the kitchen steps over in position. Mounted on 
the third step, she noticed that Sam had moved even closer to her so 
that he was almost directly under her. Thank goodness I'm wearing 
slacks she thought as she groped around for the fuses. Relieved to find 
them easily, she began to descend, thinking maybe now he'll go away and 
leave me alone.


Suddenly, she stiffened. The blood pulsed wildly in her veins and a 
sudden wave of heat engulfed her and threatened to overcome her. She 
just couldn't believe what was happening. His hands were on her 
buttocks, feeling them, squeezing them - he was actually caressing her 
back there!


She didn't know what to do. Fear washed over her, followed quickly by 
revulsion, disgust, anger. She hesitated for a split second on the 
steps. Should she order him to stop, or should she just ignore it? If 
she got angry, perhaps she might intimidate him, but on the other hand, 
he was brazen enough to touch her like that, and he might get violent. 
But conversely, if she just ignored him, might he not interpret that as 
an invitation to continue? Oh God, what should I do, she wondered 
wildly. His work-coarsened hands continued their lewd manipulation of 
her softly yielding ass cheeks, kneading and clutching, and it seemed 
to the agonized woman that an eternity passed in those few seconds.


Then, she could stand it no longer.


"Take your hands off me, you disgusting old man!" she shrieked, almost 
falling from the steps in her sudden angry horror. Relieved, she found 
herself on the ground once more, and gave vent to her feelings.


"How dare you? How dare you lay your hands on me? I'll see you're fired 
for this. Your impertinence today was enough, but you've gone too far 
this time!" She stood glaring at him, panting from her exasperated 
speech, her green eyes flashing like sparkling emeralds.


"No need for you to get on your high horse with me, lady," Sam leered, 
an arrogant sneer on his weather-beaten face, "'cause I know what 
you're really like!"


Sandra was thrown off balance by his unexpected retort. She had 
anticipated apologies, sullenness, even a denial, but she had not 
expected him to be so completely defiant.


"What do you mean?" she asked, striving to keep a condescending tone in 
her voice. Her eyes swept contemptuously over his stocky, over-alled 
figure, and she imagined she saw him cringe under her proud stare.


"H'mm, guess not even your husband knows what you get up to when he's 
not around ..." he said contemplatively, and Sandra's heart missed a 
beat. Just what did he mean? He was acting so strangely, not at all 
intimidated. She was beginning to feel worried. There was something 
menacing about this sudden change in their hired hand, and her pulse 
quickened in fear. She thought about screaming, but knew it was futile, 
because the other workers were in their quarters on the far side of the 
barns, and besides, the television in the lounge was blaring, and 
likely to drown out any cries for help she might make. Sam moved closer 
to her again, and she drew back suddenly from his insidiously searching 
hand which reached out and touched her hip.


"Get-get away from me!" she gasped, her terror mounting.


"C'mon now, honey, I happen to know you need a little lovin'!" Sam 
rasped, his eyes roaming freely over her trembling figure.


"I-I don't know what you mean!" she stammered. What was he hinting 
about?


"Don't play dumb with me, baby, 'cause ol' Sam knows more about you 
than you think!" There was a new ominous sound in his voice, an ugly, 
threatening note.


Sandra's heart raced with fear. He seemed to have something on his 
mind, something he was trying to threaten her with.


"I don't know what you're talking about!" she said defiantly, hoping to 
inject her voice with courage.


"Let's put it this way!" he taunted, rubbing his hands together. "You 
had a real nice time cleaning out the office the other day, didn't ya?"


Sandra blanched, and suddenly her throat felt dry. She could only stare 
in horrified amazement at the triumphantly grinning figure of the 
workman. She just couldn't believe that she had heard him correctly, 
yet the enormity of the implication of his remark was slowly etching 
itself on her disbelieving brain.


"No ... no!" she gasped, unable to stop herself.


"Oh yes!" Sam laughed, delighted at the effect of his bombshell on her. 
He was glad he'd waited to drop it on her, strung her out a little 
first, got her ready for the big one. "Yessirree," he went on, unable 
to relinquish his stunning victory over her, "cleanin' out the office 
was a real pleasure for you that day."


Sandra continued to stare in numbed silence at him. Did he know - had 
he seen her? Was that what he was hinting at, that he'd seen her 
looking at those pornographic pictures, seen her pushing her own 
panties down to her knees and fingering herself, seen her reach orgasm?


"What I do is my own business," she said flatly. She felt devoid of all 
strength, completely stripped of the will to put in his place this lewd 
uncouth worker who was bent on tormenting her.


"It sure is," he conceded, "but I'd say them glossy pictures are Mike's 
business, too."


Did he know about the pictures, too? she thought wildly, suddenly 
desperate to get away from this vile man.


"Will you please leave?" she said in a tone of quiet command, but Sam 
only edged forward, and then suddenly, grabbed her by the wrist, 
pulling her close to him. His other arm closed tightly around her, and 
he peered with lewd suggestion down at her.


"I could tell you really liked them colored pictures ... you got real 
hotted up when you looked at them, didn't ya?"


Sandra was paralyzed with fear. She was afraid to struggle, afraid to 
waken his real anger, which she sensed was lurking near to the surface 
of his demented personality. She decided that if she ignored him, he 
might get tired of his little game.


"That one where they were sixty-nining is a real winner, ain't it?" Sam 
taunted. "That's your husband in the photograph, and did ya see the 
size of his cock jammed into the broad's mouth?" Sandra felt a rush of 
nausea, and fought to keep herself from retching. He's insane, her mind 
screamed, you're not safe with him ... Oh God help me ...


"... and did ya see her pussy, all red and juicy and ready? I bet Mr. 
Peters really liked getting his tongue in that little hole!"


"Oh stop it! Stop it!" Sandra screamed suddenly, beginning to struggle 
wildly, unable to take any more of her captor's leering obscenities.


"What'samatter, honey?" he leered, his hand tightening roughly around 
her breast, crushing it painfully through her cashmere sweater. 
"Don'cha wanna talk about them pictures?"


"No, No, please leave me alone!" she whimpered, her reason deserting 
her and leaving her a cringing mass of fear and bewilderment.


"How did ya like the one where Mr. Peters was giving it to the blonde 
in the ass?" Sam taunted again, and Sandra felt a fresh shudder of 
revulsion convulse her. As if by magic, a startling clear reproduction 
of that vile photograph leaped into the terrified woman's mind, and she 
could see the lewd scene finely etched on her brain - the straining 
white mounds of the girl's buttocks, the tiny dark ring of her anus 
nestled between the creamy spheres; Mike's hugely distended penis 
already inserted in the tiny puckered entrance. She couldn't banish the 
lurid apparition from her mind, and she felt suddenly that she was 
going mad. She wanted to scream, to shriek and wail, do anything to 
shatter the terrifying reality which encircled her, a reality of 
disgusting perversity, peopled by such lascivious monsters as Sam 
Maguire and her own husband, Mike. Part of the revolting present was 
the hired hand's tight convulsive clasp on her breast, and even as 
awareness sunk once more into her brain, she felt that same hand slip 
down along the curve of her waist and once more cup her buttock, 
squeezing it intimately in a lustful gesture. Sandra felt totally 
devoid of control over her own body and mind. Something had snapped in 
her when she had finally realized that this lowly farm worker had 
witnessed her surrender to her own lewd response to the filthy 
pictures, and now she realized his domination over her was complete 
when he had revealed an intimate knowledge of those same dirty 
photographs. Had Mike shown them to his employee? How many other people 
had he shown them to? New, more frightening thoughts alarmed the 
despondent woman. How long had Sam been aware of Mike's infidelities? 
Had Sam felt pity for her, Mike's wife, every time he saw her, knowing 
of Mike's secret life?


Sandra was barely aware of Sam's hand insinuating itself into the 
waistband of her slacks, flicking open the button, pulling down the 
zipper. Her racing, panic stricken mind occupied all her attention. The 
wife is always the last to know. The hackneyed statement jumped into 
her mind, and taunted her. Yes, she thought bitterly, I was the last 
one to know - even the farm hand knew before I did!


Her heart somersaulted inside her as she felt Sam's wandering hand 
press against the softness of her belly and move downwards toward the 
panty-clad mound of her pubic triangle. Oh God, what is happening? she 
thought wildly, really aware for the first time that the farm worker's 
hand was actually inside her slacks and was edging down towards her now 
trembling vagina!


"Oh God, stop it! STOP IT! !" she shrieked, struggling wildly. She 
couldn't let this happen - no matter what, she had to stop his lewd 
advances before they got any further. Her startling thoughts had thrown 
her off balance, putting her off guard, and now, this revolting man was 
trying to fondle her down there!


"Hold still, baby," Sam rasped hoarsely, "and let ol' Sam give ya li'l 
pussy what your two-timin' husband has been neglectin'."


Sandra stood stock still. Did he know that Mike hadn't made love to her 
in weeks? Had Mike told him? Oh God, it was too much to bear! Sam took 
advantage of her immobility and eased his hand inside the flimsy nylon 
protection of her panties and slipped down to the soft, hair-covered 
pelt of her vagina. The fingers hesitated there for a moment before 
slipping upwards and teasing slowly into the warm moist furrow of her 
pussy.


A shudder coursed through Sandra as she felt his hard insistent fingers 
down between her thighs on her naked genitals. She felt powerless to 
move. There was something irrevocable about his intrusion there - as if 
there was nothing to fight any more. He had forced his hand inside her 
panties - she had allowed things to get this far - and now, there was 
nothing she could do about it! She felt broken, a victim of events 
initiated by her husband when he had first started being unfaithful to 
her. His illicit actions had started the ball rolling for her 
subsequent acquiescence to the farm worker's lewd manual play. It was 
Mike's fault!


Sam's fingers probed and searched in the softly yielding cuntal folds, 
exploring the smooth, slightly pulsating lips, teasing about with 
confident insistence. Sandra was surprised at her own reaction to 
another man's hand between her legs. She knew it was partly because of 
her disembodiment from physical feeling, but couldn't deny that the 
strange fingers didn't feel bad down there.


"How d'ya like it, honey?" Sam hissed lewdly, "better than 
fingerfucking yourself, isn't it?" Unwillingly, Sandra admitted the 
memory of her own frantic fingering of her excited vagina, her 
scurrilous search for release. Shame flooded through her at the thought 
of how she had writhed under her own probing fingers, how she had 
squirmed her naked buttocks around lewdly in orgasm as she plunged her 
fingers deeper and deeper inside her. What was happening to her? First, 
she had enjoyed her own lewd masturbation, and now she was beginning to 
like the hired hand's fingers working deeper now up inside her 
gradually moistening pussy!


No, it can't be! Her mind screamed, it can't be happening to me! But 
there was no doubt now about it - she couldn't deny it. She was 
beginning to ENJOY Sam's fingers in her pussy, and in spite of her 
mind's horror, her traitorous body was beginning to undulate gently in 
time to the farm worker's insistent fingers between her thighs.


Sam felt a surge of triumph on sensing her submission to him. There was 
no denying that she was beginning to like it - he could feel a tiny, 
but sensuous flexing beginning inside her trembling vagina, and her 
whole body was beginning to shiver in anticipatory pleasure. He had 
won, he, the lowly farm worker, had succeeded in taming this heretofore 
haughty wife of his boss, who had so often looked down her nose at him! 
He could hardly believe his luck in catching her playing with herself 
in front of those dirty pictures of her husband in the study that 
afternoon.


Tiny mewls of pleasure began to spew from Sandra's lips and she leaned 
back against Sam and began to writhe, her loins churning in simulation 
of copulatory rhythm. She was being subjugated by the betrayal in her 
body, her will to resist curbed by the greater mastery of desire. 
Awareness of the reality of the situation was fading; consciousness of 
the growing tingle in her vagina was taking its place.


"How does that feel now, Mrs. Peters?" Sam breathed. "How do my fingers 
feel touching your pussy? His other hand was working at her firm 
rounded breast, squeezing and tweaking the hard turgid nipple through 
her sweater. Then, with a sudden upward movement between her legs, he 
ground his fingers hard into the wetly throbbing opening of her cuntal 
passage and wormed their stubby tips far up inside her.


"Ooohhhhhhhhhh ..." Sandra moaned, jolted by the searing entry, 
tormented by the grating of his nails against her sensitive inner 
membrane. His fingers continued their wild rotatory plundering inside 
her, and Sandra felt weird new sensations cavort through her body. Oh 
God ... This is better than when I did it ... she thought helplessly in 
the daze of her passion, as she pressed her now hungrily pulsating 
clitoral bud down on the relieving hardness of Sam's hand.


"You really love it now, don't you, babe?" he gloated, hardly daring to 
believe that this was really happening to him, that his own boss' proud 
little wife was really squirming under his manipulation.


"Oh yes," she hissed through passion-clenched teeth, "Oh yes, it feels 
so good ... Mmmmmmmmm ... ! ! !"


Sandra's entire crotch was a throbbing mass of aroused nerve endings, 
and she felt as if an uncontrollable fire had been kindled there. Her 
clitoris felt round and hard and was pulsing strongly with the heated 
blood of desire, and the swollen fleshy outer lips of her hair-lined 
split were moist with passion. Chills rippled through her spine which 
contrasted with the heat which was rising from her groin, rising up to 
cover her face and neck in a hot, rosy flush.


She was moaning uncontrollably now, unconscious of everything but the 
delicious pleasure which was seeping into every crack and crevice in 
her weary body and infusing her with a joy she hadn't experienced for a 
long time. She felt as if she was soaring on the wings of some magical 
mythical bird which was flying high and taking her to a warm heavenly 
place where he could deposit her in a comfortable nest where nothing or 
no one would ever harm her again.


And suddenly, she was there, in that unreachable nest, gliding down 
into a feathersoft resting place.


"Oooohhhhhhhhh ..." she chanted, "I'm there ... oh it's so good ..." 
Her hips were jerking in a heathen rhythm, and she was mashing her 
vagina down onto Sam Maguire's tiring hand in ceaseless motion, and her 
hotly seeping pussy juices simmered down onto his fingers and 
lubricated them completely as they continued to instigate new and 
exciting pleasure inside her. Then, finally, when the heated sensations 
of passion had subsided and her body was reduced to convulsive 
twitching, a blanketing peace came over her and suddenly he left her 
alone to slumber in her long sought magic nest.


*   *   *


Sandra didn't know how long she was asleep, and it was dark when she 
woke. Blindly, she groped her way into the bedroom, and threw herself 
down on the bed, not bothering to remove her slacks or sweater. Her 
slacks were slipping down around her hips, but she was too tired to 
care. All the feeling of pleasure had deserted her body, leaving her an 
empty shell of misery and guilt. She could hardly allow her mind to 
dwell on the disgusting event from which she was just recovering, and 
her brain, almost jeeringly, refused to even reconsider the delight her 
body had experienced, but insisted in emphasizing the lewd aspect of 
her abhorrent submission to the farm hand's lewd handling of her naked 
vagina.


Feelings of self-loathing rose up in her and filled her with contempt 
for her own weakness. Kaleidoscopic pictures of her husband in 
different pictures with different girls, performing different prurient 
acts of self-gratification tripped through her mind, lascivious 
embroidery on the photographs she had actually seen, and they tormented 
her into a state of humiliated frenzy, until finally she dropped off 
into a fitful, disturbed sleep, her mind insisting in a last crippling 
blow, you're as bad as he is ...


Chapter 4


"For God's sake, Sandra, will you stop shouting? Do you want everyone 
on the farm to hear you?" Mike was getting exasperated. Ever since he'd 
come back to the house for dinner, she'd been nagging at him, and it 
was getting to be more than he could take. It had been like this for 
several days now. It seemed to him that his wife was forever harping on 
at him, like a harridan, about one thing or another, and nothing he did 
pleased her. She seemed to be particularly distressed ever since he 
came back from town, and he wondered worriedly if she had found out 
about him and Eve. He felt a lightening of his worry when he thought of 
his blond dairy helper - if it weren't for her, and the comfort she 
gave him over the last week or so, he'd have gone out of his mind.


"You mean you don't want your little blonde girlfriend to hear, isn't 
that it?" Sandra shrieked bitterly. She knew that she was acting like a 
fishwife, but she didn't care. The last few days had been hell for her. 
Tormented with guilt over the episode with their hired man when she had 
joyfully reached orgasm from his manipulation, she had taken out her 
feelings on her unsuspecting husband. The fact that he was rather 
furtive and silent with her didn't help matters, and although she 
longed for some sign of warmth from him, her nagging and complaining 
prohibited any show of tenderness. Consumed with guilt over her own 
infidelity, she had no trouble in imagining her husband to be engaged 
in similar action, and she was haunted in particular by the photographs 
she had uncovered. She felt she couldn't trust him - he had concealed a 
period of stealth and deceit from her, a period when he had had 
numerous adulterous affairs, and she had no reason now to think he was 
not continuing his old ways.


"You think I don't notice," she went on relentlessly, "but I saw you 
with your arm around that hussy yesterday! Where were you taking her? 
Into the cow-stall to screw her?"


Mike flinched under her verbal assault. He hadn't realized that she'd 
noticed his friendliness with Eve, and hoped that she was only guessing 
wildly about what was going on.


"Don't be ridiculous!" Mike retorted, feigning nonchalance, his heart 
thudding at the memory of how he had in fact lead Eve towards the hay 
barn. He tingled even now at the memory of the passionate fire of their 
fucking, how her creamy, resilient body had fused with his as they 
writhed nakedly together on the hay, how she had welcomed him inside 
her with all the certainty of true womanhood. He shivered as he 
remembered how her tight, eager young pussy had felt as it had 
contracted like warm, throbbing liver around his pumping organ, how her 
pliant fleshy breasts felt under his caressing hands, how her full ripe 
lips felt as they returned his ardent kiss.


"Hah, you're thinking about her now, aren't you?" Sandra taunted, 
glaring with blazing eyes at him. "Have you forgotten about all the 
others?" She felt a stab of triumph when she noticed his sudden 
crimsoning, his quick look of worried fear.


"You didn't think I knew, did you?" she jeered, enjoying the look of 
perplexity that masked his face. She hadn't meant to throw it up to him 
about the other women in his life, but somehow, the expression of rapt 
pleasure he assumed when she knew he was thinking about HER, unleashed 
the green-eyed monster in her, and she couldn't hold back.


"W-what do you mean?" Mike said lamely. A worried knot of agitation was 
churning in his stomach, and he had an ominous premonition that Sandra 
had found out about his affairs.


"This is what I mean, you cheating bastard!" Sandra snapped, holding 
aloft a bundle of photographs, which Mike recognized with a sinking 
heart. She had found them!


"Have you forgotten about this blonde," Sandra jeered, waving a 
snapshot, "the one you're screwing in the ass?"


Mike blanched under his wife's taunting obscenities.


"That's enough," he said, his voice icy cold.


"What about that cute redhead, the one whose pussy you were licking and 
sucking? Have you forgotten her already?" Sandra went on hysterically.


"Give me those photographs, Sandra," Mike commanded calmly, although he 
was a turmoil of emotion inside. He had dreaded Sandra ever finding 
those lewd incriminations, and told himself that he should have 
destroyed them. Now he was paying for his procrastination. He had no 
idea how he was going to extricate himself from the results of his 
indiscretions, but he would worry about that later. All that mattered 
now was recovering the snapshots.


"Give-me-the-photographs," he enunciated again, and Sandra felt a 
quiver of fear. But she was determined not to give in.


"Like hell I will!" she taunted, and Mike, aggravated by her obstinacy, 
made a grab for them. Laughing shrilly, she held them up in the air, 
and began to dodge around the sitting room, laughing and tittering at 
her husband's attempts to retrieve the snapshots.


"Catch me if you can!" she yelled wildly, ducking behind the sofa. 
Mike, snarling with rage, threw himself at the settee, but his agile 
wife slipped out from behind it and once more prancing around the room.


"Stop that, you little bitch!" Mike spat, incensed at his wife's 
mockery of him. He made another lunge at her, and this time, managed to 
grab her wrist, holding her immobile.


"Now give them to me!" he ordered, his breath coming in pants from the 
unaccustomed exertion.


"Never!" Sandra gasped, looking wildly around the room and struggling 
vainly to escape.


"I'm afraid you've no choice," Mike jeered, give them to me, or I'll 
take them." Sandra was desperate. Somehow withholding the coveted 
snapshots from him was a symbol of some kind of victory over him, and 
she wasn't about to relinquish that so easily.


"I'm waiting, Sandra," Mike intoned, his fingers digging into her 
wrist.


"Then wait, you son of a bitch!" Sandra snapped, and with a defiant 
look of triumph, threw the bundle of lewd photographs onto the burning 
fire!


"You bitch! You goddamn little bitch!" Mike spat. She had burned his 
photographs!


His fingers tightened cruelly around her wrist as he stared at the 
burning photos. His raging anger had finally mastered his embarrassed 
self-reproach, and her spiteful sarcastic taunts echoed in his mind as 
the pictures burned, the glossy sheen curling and distorting the naked 
forms. As flames engulfed the mass of photographs, he pulled one away 
from the burning heap.


With unseeing eyes, he stared at the half-burned snapshot, the two 
naked figures on it barely recognizable. Shame and indignation boiled 
over together in the cauldron of his emotions, and with a growl, he 
threw Sandra down against the large ottoman at the foot of the sofa.


"I'll make you pay for that, you fucking little bitch!" he screamed, 
clutching wildly at her cardigan and tearing it open, sending several 
buttons flying, and ripping away her bra, revealing her full sensual 
breasts jutting out timidly. The sight of their naked glory only seemed 
to inflame him further, and he stared at the smooth ivory orbs, his 
face blushing beet red, and the cords of his neck stood out like 
rawhide.


"What do you think of that, eh?" he snarled, thrusting the half-burned 
picture in front of his terrified wife's eyes. "Is that what made you 
so disgusted?"


Sandra tried to turn away from him, but his hand suddenly dipped into 
her shiny black hair and wrenched her head around to face the wretched 
remnant of snapshot, and as her eyes swam with tears, she could barely 
make out the entwining forms on the photo. The figures were distorted 
and crumpled, but she could see clearly a thick, blood-expanded penis 
imbedded in a small dark anal ring, surrounded by soft white cheeks of 
deeply impaled buttocks!


Shudders of terror convulsed the cringing woman. She was deathly afraid 
of the mountain of anger she had moved in her husband, and was fearful 
lest he lose complete control.


"Well, how did you like that?" he shrieked, pointing at the disgusting 
photograph.


"Please Mike, I'm sorry, let's ..."


"It's too late now to be sorry. You're gonna have to pay for this, you 
little bitch. I'm sick and tired of listening to you nag and complain. 
I've had all a man can take, you goddamn spoiled bitch!" His teeth were 
grinding in fury and his face wore an expression of bestial sadism. 
With a sudden movement, he grabbed her thin skirt, and yanked it hard, 
making the zipper give, so that he was able to rip it from her body. 
She lay there cowering beneath her furious husband, clad only in a thin 
pair of white lacy panties.


"Oh Mike, please don't!" Sandra whimpered, cringing against the 
ottoman, her arms clasped protectively around her breasts, her legs 
drawn up to protect the fulcrum of her body.


Mike stood over, a curious lust-satisfied look on his contorted face.


"Now let's see how brave you are!" he taunted, grabbing her again by 
the wrist, and throwing her face downward on the leather-covered 
hassock. Cruelly, he forced her face down onto the hard leather, his 
fingers locking in her hair. He could hear her blubbering into the 
ottoman, but her terrified fear only incensed him. His eyes travelled 
down the milky whiteness of her body, resting on the graceful flare of 
her panty-covered hips. He could see the twin orbs of her silky smooth 
ass clenched together beneath the flimsy material, and as he stared, a 
jeering memory of all the nights of cold, unsatisfying sex he had 
experienced with his complaining wife, came back to haunt him, and 
something boiled over inside him when he realized that she had been 
able to make him ashamed of his own natural masculine instincts. But 
even as he stared at the shivering figure of the helpless Sandra, he 
felt a familiar twinge that began in the pit of his loins, and rapidly 
spread to send his pulsating prick climbing into hard turgidity. He 
could feel his hardening rod pressuring against the fabric of his 
pants, and it was hot and throbbing against his inner thigh. The 
realization that she could still excite him, after what she had put him 
through, angered him to boiling point.


Angrily, he pulled down the last vestige of decency down over his 
wife's curvaceously rounded bips, and discarded the sheer panties on 
the floor. Her delicate ass cheeks stood out unprotected, vulnerable, 
the flicker pattern of the hearth fire shining over her soft polished 
flesh. Barely discernable between her quivering legs was the soft dark 
fleece of her pubic hair, and beneath it the faint sheen of her 
trembling little vaginal split.


Breathing hard, Mike placed his hands on the quivering spheres of 
alabaster flesh, and slowly drew the palpitating mounds apart.


Staring for a moment at the crinkled brown ring of her little rectum, 
Mike reached forward and probed experimentally at it with his finger. 
"Oooohhhhhh ... ! !" Sandra jerked forward as though she had been 
prodded by a hot coal. The high sprawling ottoman blocked her effort to 
draw away, and there was nothing she could do but submit. Mike's 
fingers were worming mercilessly up between the tender globes, holding 
her painfully in place. Sandra felt resistance drain from her. Her body 
was helpless, to be used as he desired - the responsibility was out of 
her control.


Mike ran his hands slowly up her smooth inner thigh all the way to the 
hair-lined lips of her moistened cunt.


"Mmmmm ..." he slavered, his balls tingling with renewed excitement. 
There was something luridly arousing about the submissively kneeling 
posture of his wife, and he felt a soaring feeling of power as he 
sensed her terrified acquiescence. His palms spread over the smooth 
glossy ass-cheeks, cupping them firmly and slowly pulling them even 
further apart. The skin around her anus was straining outward as he 
pulled tighter and his fingers probed sharply at the puckered little 
ring like punishing electric needles.


"C'mon," he rasped bitterly, "spread 'em wide, real wide!" Sandra 
moaned under her husband's crude demand. She tried weakly to flare her 
buttocks, to do what he asked her, ever fearful of arousing his violent 
temper.


Mike continued to tease at the puckered little circle with his finger, 
relishing her agonized cringe against the unnatural contact, while his 
other hand kneaded without mercy at the soft buttock mounds. Bending 
his reddened face downward, he lashed out with his long moist tongue, 
and swept it along the length of the quivering crevice, leaving a 
shimmering wet salival path between her trembling globes. Sandra 
couldn't control a shudder of revulsion on feeling his tongue there, 
and she could barely suppress a gasp as he suddenly bit viciously into 
her pliant buttocks, covering the soft sensitive flesh with sharp 
little bites. Then his pointed tongue was probing at the tiny exposed 
anal mouth, testing and teasing, trying to stretch the tightly-
clenched, unyielding ring of her asshole.


"Oh my God, my God," Sandra sobbed, why is he doing that to me? Is this 
really my own husband torturing me like this?


Mike was jubilant when he heard her fresh sobs. That'll teach the 
little bitch to play games with me, he thought venomously, suddenly 
ripping down the zipper of his pants, and releasing the long swollen 
length of his lust-hardened cock. He sighed with relief from the 
feeling of freedom as the hotly throbbing rod jutted up proudly in the 
air. Stretching the straining white buttocks even more, he lay the full 
length of the palpitating member between her open ass-globes, resting 
the smooth bloated head against the tight little opening of her anus. 
Gleefully, he began to slide his heavy protuberance up and down the 
exposed brownish valley, a drop of premature semen lubricating the 
hungrily searching tip.


He placed the swollen head of his blood-engorged penis against the 
small hairless opening, and aided by his insistent fingers, the giant 
rod began to push and buffet against her nakedly defenseless rectum.


Although she tried to suppress the nauseating thought, Sandra was 
struck by the realization of what her husband had in mind for her. He 
was going to try to sink his huge hardened penis into her rectum! IT 
WOULD KILL HER! How could she take it? It would tear her in half - the 
pain would drive her out of her mind. And worst of all was the 
realization that her husband was really capable of this depraved act!


Her dazed thoughts ran back to those horrible photographs. Etched on 
her mind irrevocably was the image of his animalistic penetration 
anally of that lewd blonde - the look of debased pleasure on her face. 
Sandra shivered in revulsion and as she did, her tiny puckered 
sphincter brushed against her husband's rock-hard prick, electrifying 
her with the insistent reality of her own shamefully kneeling position.


Tears ran from her eyes and streamed down her cheeks. She began to sob, 
low whining sounds, and struggled weakly to release her behind from her 
husband's sadistic grip.


"Shut up and hold still!" Mike snarled, and Sandra forced a stop to the 
convulsive quivering of her body. With a sudden, vicious lunge, Mike 
tried to shove his hot, throbbing prick through the tight rubbery 
opening. But it wouldn't go! It was too big! It pushed harshly against 
the unyielding membrane and Mike cursed softly at his momentary defeat. 
Sandra was shaking; she couldn't expect any escape from the depraved 
act that was to be performed on her. She only clenched shut her eyes, 
trying not to think, hoping that whatever was going to happen to her, 
would happen fast and be over with. For the very first time in her 
married life, she was desperately, deathly afraid of her husband, and 
she quaked under her terrifying fear.


Her face was numb from being pressed down into the leather and her 
whole body ached from the cramped awkwardness of her position. For a 
moment, a split second, she had been relieved that his huge penis had 
failed to pierce her anal passage, and had nurtured the faint hope that 
he would give up his disgusting intention. But he was trying again!


"AAAAARRRGGGHHHHHHHH ...! ! Oh God, stop it!" A blinding, tearing pain 
shot up her back bone. She felt a slight popping sensation at her anus 
and ... OH GOD, HE WAS IN! Her own husband was raping her rectum! The 
startling pain took away her breath. The stretching, groping in her 
back passage was unbearable - as if someone were trying to plug her up 
back there with a huge barrel cork.


Mike was surprised at the virginal tightness of her anal passage. He 
hadn't expected so much resistance and his anger had steadily mounted 
as his patience drained away. His hard insistent cock was demanding 
satisfaction, and now he had finally inserted it just inside the tight 
rubbery circle.


The lust-maddened husband lurched forward again, sinking more of the 
enormous shaft into his wife's tiny tortured rectum.


"UUUGGGHhhhhhhhnnnnnnnn ... oh no! NOOOOooooooo ..."


Sandra's pelvis bucked and jerked against her husband's maniacal 
impalement, the barbaric pain giving her new strength. Futilely, she 
twisted and gyrated, trying to shake off the brutal skewering of her 
flesh, but Mike only grinned lasciviously and inserted his massive cock 
farther into her inflamed back passage, drilling mercilessly up the 
virginal channel.


Violent, shattering pain racked Sandra's body and choked sobs caught 
raspingly in her throat. She was hopelessly caught on his merciless 
rod. Mike pulled at her hips in a relentless, inflexible grip, flexing 
his loins as he inched even deeper into her tightly resisting sheath. 
She squirmed desperately, tugging her severed asscheeks away from his 
granite-hard member, but her struggles only helped to bury the 
devastation of the advancing cock further into her agonized rectal 
canal. The stiff circumference of her husband's cock stretched the 
tender ring of her ass until it seemed to clutch in helpless 
desperation at the huge pole and suck it even deeper into its violated 
interior.


"Oh Mike, please stop! please stop ... I can't stand it!" she sobbed 
piteously.


But Mike only gritted his teeth, and with a final savage grunt, ground 
the full length of his monstrous shaft into her tortured passage. He 
had buried the full length of the elongated rod in her soft, brutalized 
flesh!


Mike hesitated for a second, enjoying the tight, inflamed throbbing of 
his wife's sensitively throbbing rectum around his deeply imbedded 
prick. Then he began a slow, abrasive pulling out of the extended 
shaft. His withdrawal along the stolen path brought fresh moans of new 
pain from his tormented wife, pulling it out until just the swollen 
bulbous head alone remained engulfed by the clinging flesh of her ass. 
Then, closing his eyes in lustful pleasure, he once again rammed its 
merciless bulk into her now forever stretched anal channel, feeling the 
smooth buttery cheeks of her whitely rounded buttocks settle 
quiveringly around his hardening balls, as he once more sunk every inch 
of it in her tortured depths. He began a slow sawing motion in and out 
of her, the movement becoming easier as her distended rectum relaxed a 
little and allowed his rummaging cock to pursue its bestial rape.


Sandra moaned and whimpered as he sodomized her, her body lost in a 
labyrinth of pain. She had never felt so totally abased and humiliated 
in her life. Not even Sam, the hired hand's, lustful fingerfucking of 
her naked vagina compared to the ignominy of this horrible anal rape by 
her own husband. She wished that the ground would swallow her up, 
because she didn't think she could ever hold her head up again.


Mike continued his illicit fucking, his pile-driving pelvis pounding 
against her upturned backside, his leaden penis churning deeper and 
deeper into the softness of her violated interior, slapping his loins 
against her wet buttocks, his mind lost in the abandoned perversity of 
the vicious anal fucking he was giving her.


His breath stiffened and he began to gasp in short rasping snorts. His 
cock ached beyond belief and seemed to inflate even more as the sperm, 
boiling in his steaming, writhing balls, clamored for release.


The massive rod began to slice faster and faster in and out of the wide 
stretched rectum, and Sandra tried to ease the cramped muscles of her 
buttocks, to lessen if she could the excruciating pain. She felt her 
husband's hands clutch even more convulsively into her now slightly 
bruised buttocks, roaming over her hips. His pelvic thrusts pounded 
wildly against her numbed and flattened ass cheeks hard against her hip 
bones as he began to shout strange growling sounds, mingled with 
threats and lewd obscenities.


His body stiffened, swivelled only at the hips, his toes dug against 
the floor.


"Hump back, bitch ... move your fucking goodie, goodie ass ..." He 
shrieked insanely through tightly clenched teeth. "Oh God, I'm cumming 
now, I'm cuummmiiinnnggg in your asshole ...!!! AAAGGGHHHHHHH ...!!"


He buffeted against her, a final breathtaking clap of flesh against 
flesh, his lust-stiffened rod knifing into unfathomed depths of her 
agonized rectum. A scalding white-hot stream of liquid shot into her 
hotly clenching anus, searing the mercilessly ravaged membrane. He 
jerked against her like a rag doll shook by an angry child, her thighs 
and buttocks crushed by the violence of his final assault, as he 
emptied the full measure of his thick burning semen into her forever-
stretched anal passage.


Then he fell forward, flattening the lovely curves of his wife's body 
under his distended bulk.


She lay there, dry sobs convulsing her as his softening penis slid out 
of her wet, sperm-flooded anus, feeling soiled, dirtied forever by her 
husband's vengeful attack on her helpless anus, her bowels gurgling 
slightly from the heated pool of it he had hosed up into her.


Chapter 5


Sandra lavishly applied the black eyeliner, rimming her clear green 
eyes heavily. Coupled with the woody brown eye shadow she had smoothed 
onto her eyelids, she had achieved a stunning effect, and her eyes had 
a hazy, smouldering look. Several coats of black mascara on her long 
dark lashes completed her eye make-up, and she decided to have another 
cup of coffee before putting on her lipstick.


She poured herself a cup from the still-simmering coffee pot, and added 
a liberal dash of brandy. She liked the combination, and felt herself 
beginning to relax as she leaned back against her chair, relishing the 
steaming aromatic brew. It was her third such cup already this morning, 
and she was glad that she had decided to add brandy, because its 
tranquilizing effect was salve to her troubled soul. She knew she was 
also feeling a little better because Mike would be out for the day, 
supervising the laying down of a new electric fence at the boundary of 
their property. The last few days had been hell for Sandra. Mike had 
tried several times to make up with her, apologizing for his dreadful 
behavior, but somehow, Sandra felt she had passed the point of no 
return. She felt a shudder of revulsion every time she looked at her 
husband, and the memory of the bestial anal assault he had perpetrated 
on her seared her brain like a branding iron, giving no respite to her 
jumbled thoughts of revenge and hate. She had retreated into herself 
since that terrible evening, refusing to listen to his feeble 
explanations, her hurt and disgust feeding and strengthening the anger 
that was germinating inside her, a slow, seething anger that wouldn't 
be appeased quickly. This morning again, just before he left for the 
day, Mike had lost his temper with her once more.


"All right, have it your way!" he'd yelled, "If you want to sulk like a 
child, go ahead. But don't expect me to get down on my hands and knees 
to you."


"And don't forget, you're not exactly a model wife yourself!" he'd 
hurled at her as he slammed the door. His last rebuke had stung most of 
all. Her husband had bit nearer the truth than he'd imagined. Her 
record wasn't exactly spotless, she thought bitterly, remembering her 
unadulterated ecstasy as Sam Maguire had fingered her freely in the 
secret confines of her eager vagina. A shudder ran through her now as 
she involuntarily relived the scraping, titillating feel of his 
coarsened fingers as they slid up the tight, contracting sheath of her 
cuntal passage, how his hard hand felt as it squeezed mercilessly on 
her breasts, evoking a strange sort of pleasure through the unbearable 
pain. Many times during the past week, Sandra had puzzled over her mind 
and body's acquiescence to his lewd handling, wondering, in the clear 
light of following days, how she could have let herself give in to him. 
She realized that he had thrown her completely off balance by his 
disclosure that he had watched her through the office window as she had 
made herself experience orgasmic release with her own fingers, and also 
the fact that he seemed to be intimately familiar with those 
pornographic pictures had stunned her. But she forced herself to admit 
that in addition, he had overpowered her by his self-assurance, and his 
crude masculine way of dominating her. Again she felt a tingle chill 
her spine as she recalled his roughness with her, his complete 
disregard for her expressed feelings. There was something perversely 
exciting to her, she acknowledged now as she finished her coffee, in 
the way he had treated her, even abused her. There was little pinpricks 
of fire niggling between her legs and she realized that she had been 
grinding her pubic region down unconsciously against the upholstery of 
the chair in a lewd rhythmic motion. She stood up, swaying a little and 
had to steady herself against the table. Her head felt pleasantly 
afloat, and her body felt warm and light. She made her way back to the 
bedroom, and hurriedly applied a vivid splash of lipstick and ran her 
brush through her gleaming hair. She had no clear idea of what she was 
going to do, but the thought foremost in her mind was a desire for 
revenge. She had to retaliate on Mike for the unforgiveable thing he 
had done to her! There was something else, too, a gnawing aching 
emptiness deep inside her, like a worm eating away at her. Her body 
felt restless and taut, and she knew it was because she had not made 
love for several weeks. She had become accustomed to regular sexual 
intercourse during the years of her marriage and her body was reacting 
to this neglect. Mike wasn't interested in her anymore, that was 
obvious. But Sam was! There was no denying that the farm worker was 
definitely interested in her and her flagging ego in its desperation 
found the thought not unattractive. She suddenly longed for masculine 
attention, a little appreciation of her as a woman, even a little 
flirting!


Almost without realizing it, she wandered out of the house and found 
herself in the yard. The brightness of the sun seared her eyes and made 
her feel a trifle dizzy, but she became accustomed to it after a few 
moments and began to feel better. She was wearing a light cotton knit 
dress which she knew was too short for her, really, falling as it did 
to just the top of her thighs. The light material stretched tightly 
across her full, unconfined breasts, and she knew that the horizontal 
stripe pattern added to the general provocativeness of the dress.


She found, to her mingled dismay and surprise, that she was almost 
desperately looking for Sam, her eyes darting back and forth among the 
scattered outbuildings, trying to catch a glimpse of his burly figure. 
He was no where in sight, and feeling a pang of disappointment, Sandra 
began to head back for the house. What do I care if I see him or not? 
I'm not interested in a mere farm worker, she told herself, walking 
slowly in the direction of the house.


Then she heard his voice, calling the dog, coming from the direction of 
the barn where the recently calved cows were housed. Her heart began to 
pound in her ribcage, and she had to stop herself from running over to 
the shed. What's come over me? she asked herself, acting like a 
lovesick teenager!


She stood in the doorway, and peered around in the dim interior.


"Morning, Mrs. Peters!" Sam's gruff voice rang out, and the dog 
suddenly rushed up to her, sniffing excitedly at her ankles, his big 
shaggy tail wagging furiously.


"Down, King, Sam ordered, and the friendly collie crept away unhappily, 
and lay down by Sam's feet.


"Hello, Sam," Sandra replied, her voice stiff and unnatural. Her hands 
felt clammy, and she was sure there were beads of perspiration on her 
face. I shouldn't have come here! She fought to control a wave of fear 
which was swelling inside her, the man's quietness, the still, dusky 
interior of the barn, frightening her unreasonably.


"That's some dress you're wearing, Ma'am," Sam praised, and Sandra 
found herself flushing.


"T-thank you, Sam," she floundered, not knowing what to say.


"Well, what can I do for you this morning?" Sam drawled, an arrogant 
note in his voice. Sandra could only see the glowing tip of his 
cigarette - the rest of him was lost in the murkiness of the barn. It 
irritated her that he could see her clearly, silhouetted against the 
doorway, and exasperated, she stepped inside.


She almost stumbled, her feet unaccustomed to the deceptive softness of 
the straw, and she had to put a hand out on the rough wall to steady 
herself.


"Are you all right?" Sam asked, and Sandra froze when she realized that 
his voice was closer, much closer. Her eyes were dazzled by the 
brilliant sunshine and she just couldn't see a thing!


"W-where are you?" she asked in a small voice, fear suddenly taking 
hold of her again.


"AAAGGGHHHHHHH ... ! ! !" Sandra screamed as she felt strong hard arms 
around her, clasping her tightly, and then tobacco-scented breath hot 
on her face.


"Stop it! Let me go!" she hissed, struggling desperately to escape as 
her courage to go through with her plan faded in her mind.


Then his mouth was on hers, his lips bruising against hers in a 
sweltering unrelenting kiss, his tongue, wet and hard pressing against 
her teeth, forcing entry, coupling lewdly with her own mutinous tongue. 
Sandra was fighting for breath as just as suddenly as she had begun, 
she ceased to struggle under the farm worker's illicit embrace. All 
fight went from her body, and as her fear diminished, she realized that 
she was beginning to enjoy being grasped roughly in her husband's 
employee's arms, to enjoy his hard grinding kiss on her tender lips. 
His tongue swirled around in her velvety mouth, and he was crushing her 
breasts against his chest, and Sandra could feel the hem of her tight 
dress riding up on her hips. She gasped as she felt Sam's knee pry 
apart her thighs, and then moaned involuntarily as she felt the bony 
kneecap rub unremittingly against the burning zone of her vagina. His 
crude caress awoke the sparks that had kindled in her sensitive pussy 
earlier that morning and she found herself grinding her throbbingly 
warm flesh against the hardness of his knee. It seemed to her as if the 
kiss lasted an eternity, and then, abruptly, he threw her down on a bed 
of straw, and Sandra fell clumsily, her legs sprawling uncontrollably.


Sam smiled to himself as he stared for a moment at the spreadeagled 
woman. He caught an enticing gleam of white panties up between her legs 
as she fell, and a shiver of anticipation coursed through him. His eyes 
were riveted on the expanse of smooth milky thigh which be could see 
clearly, accustomed as he was to the dim light, and his prick gave an 
excited spasm. His mouth was on fire from the passion of their kiss, 
and it was all he could do to restrain himself from pouncing on her and 
taking her right then and there. But he had other plans for his boss' 
hot pants little wife. He knew right away what was on her mind when he 
had seen her standing in the doorway, barely covered in that scrap of a 
dress, her face painted like some street slut. She wants cock, that's 
what she wants, even if she's fightin' it, and ol' Sam is only too 
ready to oblige the boss' wife!


Sandra lay panting on the ground, her dress still askew, hardly daring 
to move. She felt helpless. His kiss had overwhelmed her, and although 
she wanted to get up and run from this dreadful place, she just 
couldn't. She quivered as she felt his hands on her again, feeling, 
squeezing, caressing, running down the length of her flattened body, 
sending coarse shivers of pleasure rippling through her awakening 
flesh. She sucked in her breath as she felt the roughness of his palm 
on her naked thigh, felt it slither up the smooth creamy skin, realized 
that his fingers were tugging at the soft flimsy material of her 
panties. Her head was spinning, the brandy she had gulped down taking a 
loosening carefree effect on her. She found her hips arching, to help 
him ease off the thin nylon panties, and in a daze, she felt them 
sliding down over her hips and thighs to her ankles, where they were 
discarded in a useless little heap on the hay.


"Mmmmmmmm ..." she sighed as she felt his thick fingers graze against 
the softness of her palpitating pussy lips, felt their tips dip against 
the growing moistness of her velvet soft folds. She felt his hot breath 
as he peered down at her, and then he plunged his middle finger into 
the wet, viscous hole of her trembling cunt, and she jackknifed against 
him, her legs shooting out on either side, to allow his invading 
fingers deeper and easier access to the mounting furnace of her tight 
hot pussy. His fingers grovelled around in the slippery channel of her 
cunt, drubbed the hardened knob of her blood-filled clitoris, searched 
and probed among the secret wet crevices and creases of her nubile 
young vagina. Her entire body felt aflame, and she was lost in lust, 
oblivious of the fact of how lewdly she was sprawled on the straw, how 
obscenely she spread her legs to allow the workman to allow. It was 
what she wanted, the feel of male hands on her body, to feel the rising 
beat in every pore of her flesh which signalled the coming of the 
climax for which her love-starved body craved. She didn't really care 
whose hands were manipulating her crotch, whose fingers were whirling 
around inside her buttery-soft cuntal sheath. She didn't care what 
happened! All she wanted was the joyous ecstasy of release, and oh God, 
she was going to get it!


Sam smirked down at the twitching, writhing body spread out below him. 
God, the high and mighty little bitch is really getting hot, she's 
really ready for it now! Let's see what she thinks of the surprise 
Uncle Sammy has for her ...


He withdrew his fingers from the excitedly pulsating lips of her pussy 
and he heard her gasp with disappointment.


"Oh please, don't stop now ... I'm nearly there ..." the passion-
wracked woman sighed piteously.


Sam gave a laughing leer, and then snapped out: "Here, King!"


Sandra, in the throes of her thwarted orgasm, heard uncomprehendingly 
Sam's command, and felt near to tears from her so nearly won climax. 
Oh, if only he hadn't stopped ...


Then, it started again! Only this time, it was a thick wet tongue, warm 
and curling, that was slavering along the quivering folds of her 
passion-inflated pussy, sending eddies of new pleasure drifting through 
her. She felt a momentary stab of horror at the thought of a tongue 
licking so intimately up between her open legs, but it was lost in the 
wave of pleasure which engulfed her, and eagerly, she thrust her pelvis 
upward, grinding her bare bottom against the straw, bumping in crude 
tempo with the frantic licking of the demonic tongue.


"Oh God Sam, it feels so good, so good she sighed, unable to control 
the spasms of ecstasy convulsing her. She had to have more of it, she 
had to have that tongue deeper inside her, had to feel it in every tiny 
nerve end of her excitedly flooding pussy ...


Savagely, her hands reached down to force his face further and harder 
down on the burning fulcrum of her body ...


Instead of Sam's wiry red hair, her hands met with soft silky fur, 
long, satin-haired ears ...


"OH GOD NOOOOOOOOO ..." Her scream shattered the silence of the barn as 
it reverberated throughout the high-ceilinged shed. Realization dawned, 
followed by an immediate retching nausea, on the lust-demented woman. 
Too late she remembered Sam's command, "Here, King!" Suffocated with 
repulsion, she realized the truth. The dog was crouching down between 
her thighs licking her vagina!


Sam was delighted with the progress of his plan. He derived a perverse 
thrill from watching the golden shape crouched between his proud 
screaming boss' wife's legs, watching the shivers of ecstasy which 
still lingered, despite her almost insane revulsion at the act being 
performed on her.


"Attaboy, King!" Sam praised, proud of the trick he had taught the 
willing dog.


"For God's sake, Sam, make him stop ... please ..." the desperate woman 
wailed, but even as she did so, new spasms of unbelievable sensation 
were twisting her into incredible knots of sensual fervour. She 
couldn't help it! It was too late for the revulsion and horror in her 
mind to register with the rebellion in her body. It was too late!


"OOOOOhhhhhhhh, keep sucking ... keep succckkkiiinngg!!"


Her hands dashed down again and entangled themselves in the golden fur 
on the dog's head, pressing his nose and swirling tongue further into 
the wet, tangled flesh of her throbbing pussy. She felt the cold wet 
nose press against the maddened bulb of her clitoris, felt his hairy 
shoulders rub against her sensitive inner thighs. The dog was licking 
her pussy, and she was loving it, and she was going to cum!


"AAAAAAZHHHHHHHHHH ... Ohmygod, I'm there ... I'm ... 
cuummmmiiinnnggggg ..." Her shrieks rang out, and desperately she 
ground her pussy down against the wet, lubricant soaked snout of the 
laboring animal, her thighs closing in his head like a scissors, her 
buttocks mashing uncontrollably against the hay, as wave after hot 
flushing wave of tremendous pleasure washed over her, bringing her back 
again and again to the shore of calmness, only to toss her once more in 
a raging sea of her unleashed desire.


Finally, the cumming was over, and the dog slunk away from the 
widespread legs of the exhausted woman, and padded over to Sam, who 
gave him a perfunctory pat on his moistened head.


"Good boy, King," Sam beamed, his own prick a hardened lump of lust-
inflated flesh. His teeth bared in a sadistic leer, he headed over to 
where the dazed woman was panting, trying to get her breathing back to 
normal.


"Are you ready for me now, babe?" be rasped, hovering over her.


"Get away from me!" Sandra screamed with vitriolic suddenness, her 
hands reaching up for Sam's face. He tried to slip to one side, but her 
nails caught his cheek, raking it savagely, leaving four red weals of 
crimson blood in their wake.


"You little bitch!" Sam spat, "Now, I'm really gonna teach you a lesson 
..."


But fear made Sandra agile, and she leaped nimbly to her feet, heedless 
of her discarded shoes and panties, forgetting to pull down her dress, 
and dashed towards the doorway, anxious only to escape this lewd 
monster who had subjected her to such a debasing ordeal.


But the farm hand, too, was quick, and before she reached the safety of 
the doorway, she felt his hand close viciously over her wrist.


"Oh, leave me alone ..." she sobbed helplessly, "let me go ..." She 
tried to struggle, but it was useless. Sam was much the stronger of the 
two, and he pinned her cruelly against the wall.


"Now, my haughty beauty," he snarled, "you'll have to make up to me for 
this," his hand pointing towards his painful scratches.


"Take your filthy hands off me!" she screamed, revulsion shuddering 
through her.


"WAAAGGGHHHHHHH ..." she screamed suddenly as she felt the full weight 
of his open palm against her face. Tears sprung to her eyes and 
cascaded down her face, stinging her smarting cheek.


"I'm sorry, Sam," she sobbed desperately, "please let me go."


"Don't forget it's my turn now! King had his chance," he snickered, 
"now it's mine!"


"Oh please Sam, I couldn't take any more ..."


Sam's only answer was to wrench her dress higher still, and run his 
hands down the quivering curve of her hips. She trembled under his 
rough touch and tried to cringe against the cold cement of the wall, 
her soft ovoid buttocks squashing against the hard surface. Terrified, 
she heard the whirr of his zipper and then she heard Sam grunt.


"Look at what I've got for you, bitch!" he spat, and involuntarily, 
Sandra's eyes dropped. In the semi-darkness she could just make out the 
herculean erection of his bulging prick, and she couldn't suppress a 
gasp.


"Like it, eh?" he snarled, pressing closer, and then, Sandra felt the 
slightly moistened head rub against her thigh, hard and rubbery and 
relentless. Oh God, help me ... she sobbed inwardly, shrinking 
helplessly against the wall.


She felt his hot breath coating her face and then his knee was forcing 
itself between her clamped-together thighs, prying them apart. She 
tried to hold them together, but couldn't. She moaned aloud as she felt 
the hard rubbery head of his bulbous cock jut against her quivering 
vaginal flesh, still moist and tingling from her so recent ecstatic 
release. Lewdly, he teased the tip around the fleshy, blood-swollen 
outer lips, nudging her tender membrane unbearably, parting the softly 
curling pubic hair and guiding the monstrous erection inexorably 
towards the small, trembling opening to her quaking body.


Sam held his aching prick poised against her sensitive little cuntal 
hole, his eyes bulging at the sight of the frightened, shaking woman in 
his power. He loved the feeling of mastery which he had, the knowledge 
that he held in his hand the instrument which would he was sure, 
subjugate her completely to his will. He couldn't believe it was really 
happening at last, that his proud mistress was forced to bend to his 
wish. Now, he'd pay her back for her nose-in-the-air attitude, show her 
that he was a man, after all, and not just an automaton working on the 
farm. Yes, he'd show her ... and with a brutal snarl, he lurched 
forward.


"AAAARRRRRGGGGHHHHHHHH ... Oh stop it, please stop it, it hurts, it 
hurtttsss ..."


Sandra's hips thrashed wildly, trying to dislodge the huge, hardened 
rod of driving male flesh which had succeeded in penetrating her, the 
hard lipped head lodged just up inside the softness of her vaginal 
passage. The pain of his sudden, splitting entrance blinded her, and 
her buttocks were sore and raw from being forced back against the wall. 
Desperate, she grasped the stocky shoulders of the hired hand and tried 
to force him back, to give her some release from the shattering pain, 
but it was no use. He didn't move, just surged forward again.


"UGGGHHHnnnnnnnnn ..." Sandra sobbed again under the force of another 
thick inch being sunk up inside her tortured cunt. Sam was beside 
himself with self-congratulation as he listened to the half impaled 
wife of his boss' desperately pleading cries, and encouraged by her 
pain, continued to press forward into the tender, widely stretching 
walls of her naked pussy.


"NOOOOOoooooooo ..." Sandra wailed again as with a bestial lunge, he 
succeeded in sinking every widely-expanded inch of his pounding prick 
in her wetly clasping glove-like interior.


He left his mammoth cock imbedded there for a moment, the rubbery head 
tipping against the soft yielding membrane of her cervix, and then 
began to withdraw it, looking gleefully at the tendrils of soft pink 
skin and moistened pubic hairs which clung to the hardened pole. Then 
he viciously rammed forward again, impaling the suffering woman as 
completely as before, feeling the contracting interior of her vaginal 
wall throb softly around his palpitating prick.


He began to fuck in and out of her, trying to establish a rhythm, each 
forward thrust lifting the horrified girl completely off her feet, 
crushing her tender ass-cheeks mercilessly against the rough wall, his 
balls slapping like a wet towel against her moistened inner thighs.


Sandra felt mortified beyond imagination. Never had she felt so debased 
in her whole life, not even when her husband had assaulted her anally. 
Yet, she was fully aware that she had willingly come here, and had 
submitted to his fingering, being aroused to the point where she no 
longer had the will to fight when the dog had started licking her. She 
had actually reached release from the animal's frantic licking! And 
now, she was being fucked, yes, fucked, liked some two-bit whore, stood 
up against the wall, her dress bunched lewdly around her hips, while 
this lowly farm hand, her husband's employee, was pumping like a jack 
hammer into her helplessly exposed vagina. God, she couldn't bear it!


"Hump back, baby. Put some life into that hot little pussy ..." Sam 
panted as he swung his pelvis rhythmically, crashing into her like some 
giant pendulum, "move that pussy of yours, you little bitch ... "


Sandra was revulsed by his crude words. Her body seemed to have become 
immune to his coarse assault, and she no longer cared what happened to 
her. She was lost, lost! Mike didn't care what happened to her, and now 
Sam, their own employee, was using her as a receptacle for his own 
debased desire.


As the impassioned workman continued to pound into her, Sandra again 
began to feel the stirrings of change deep within her. At first, she 
couldn't believe it was happening, but then, after a while, it was 
undeniable. Needlepoints of lewdly kindled pleasure were beginning to 
pinch her, sending little ripples of delight coursing through her. She 
was beginning to enjoy it! Her rational mind was aghast at the lewd 
rebellion in her body, and she tried to quell it, but it was no use. 
Her body was reacting in an age-old way, over which she had no control. 
She was a woman, and her womanly flesh was responding to a man's 
lustfully driving cock inside her, the way it had from the beginning of 
time. Her body and consequently her reactions were out of her control!


She began to mewl with pleasure through tightly clenched teeth, 
unwilling to let her adversary know of his victory, but he had already 
sensed her submission and was jubilant. Her body was more yielding, 
fighting less and less against his intrusion, until finally it was 
swaying in pagan rhythm with his own fucking, her hips grinding forward 
to welcome his massive shaft deeply up inside her belly, her softly 
quivering buttocks pressing hard back against the wall, to draw out the 
pleasure of his slow, teasing withdrawals. Oh Christ, he thought 
dazedly, this is better than I thought it would be ... the bitch really 
knows how to fuck ...


Sandra was moaning now with the intensity of her desire. Every particle 
of her body was crying out for satiation, and her pores seemed to open 
in welcome to the force of Sam's feverish screwing. Every nerve ending 
was trembling with passion, and the ache in her loins grew with each 
long, clean stroke of the hired hand's gigantic prick. She felt aroused 
as she never had before. Mike had never been able to awake her to this 
degree, and she had thought that she must forever forget true sexual 
arousal as she felt sure it would be. But this crude, rough and ready 
farm worker, by the very lewdness of his actions, had unlocked the key 
to her responses, and was illiciting unknown reactions in her. She was 
desperate for release, yet she hoped the wonderful sensations inside 
her would never cease.


"Mmmmmmmm ... Sam, oh it's so nice, sooo nice ..." she gasped, her 
hands shooting down and clasping his hips, pulling him closer to her. 
She felt she couldn't have enough of him, and her pussy was sucking 
desperately at his cock in an attempt to engulf more and more of his 
delicious penis up inside it.


Sam was perspiring, his short frame hot and cold in turn as he fucked 
wildly into the hungrily squirming woman. He knew that he couldn't hold 
out any longer, and he wanted to, because this was definitely the best 
fuck of his life. He wanted to make it last but ...


"Oh God woman, grind that ass of yours ... I'm ... going ... to ... 
CUUUMMMMM ... !!! AHHHHHHHHH ... !"


Sam was gyrating like a whiplash, his pelvis crashing and battering 
Sandra with renewed strength as he felt the rumble of his hot boiling 
sperm deep in the darkness of his balls and then he felt the headlong 
rush of the fomenting seed as it gushed along the pipe of his bulging 
prick and rushed out in a frothy waterfall into the desperately sucking 
cavern of Sandra's wildly writhing cunt. From the deep daze of his 
cumming, he heard Sandra cry out in an agonized, delighted tone.


"UUUUUUMMmmmmmmmmm ... I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm ... 
AAAAGGGHHHHHHHHH ..." And her body, too, was tossing like a gyroscope, 
a bottle adrift at sea, the only lifeline being the relentless pole of 
Sam's battering prick which continued to shoot incredible spurts of 
creamy hotness into her hungrily contracting pussy. She continued to 
moan as the rising tide of her orgasm swept over her like a tidal wave 
and finally engulfed her, only it wasn't fearsome as she supposed, only 
sweet and heavenly and gentle, bobbing her along on its crest like a 
complacent gull, and she was riding the beautiful white surf, pleased 
and relaxed in her new found proficiency, forgetting the reality of 
being fucked up against the wall, remembering only the unbelievable 
sheets of pleasure which billowed over her, bathing her with an ecstasy 
she had never experienced before. It was Sam, the hired man, who had 
initiated her into the wonderful realm of sun-drencbed pleasure, and as 
she felt his limp, spent penis slip exhausted from her, and felt at 
last the quieting of her own internal earthquakes, she slithered down 
onto the softness of the hay, allowing herself, legs still spread wide, 
to drift off into a blissful euphoria, into which Sam, and only Sam, 
had given her a ticket of admission.


Chapter 6


"Yes, I have to admit I belong to the 'Ban DDT' camp," Jeff McLean 
drawled as he sipped the Scotch and soda Sandra had fixed for him. He 
leaned back comfortably in the wing chair, and Sandra found herself 
thinking how attractive the veterinarian looked, his handsome face 
boyish under his mop of dark brown hair.


"I admit it has its drawbacks," Sandra replied thoughtfully, "but 
surely its usefulness outweighs any disadvantages."


She felt curiously elated, a girlish thrill surging through her as she 
talked with McLean. He had lingered in the kitchen after attending to 
the cows, giving them their annual Tuberculosis test, and had accepted 
with alacrity her offer of a drink. She felt like a new woman as she 
talked with him, his comparative urbanity infusing her with liveliness, 
and his intelligent conversation starting the wheels of her own brain 
turning slowly.


"Its usefulness!" McLean laughed sardonically, getting his drink down. 
"Do you call polluting the land and sea useful? Not only does DDT 
destroy fish life, it is also beginning to poison the phytoplankton in 
the ocean. Do you realize what that means?"


"Not exactly," Sandra had to admit, secretly enjoying his indignation.


"It's from phytoplankton that we get almost 50 per cent of oxygen 
replenishment," he explained. "We are on our way to suffocating 
ourselves with that damn DDT!"


Sandra took another sip on her drink.


"But what about the wonders DDT has worked with malaria in Ceylon, for 
example," she suggested, remembering an article she had read recently.


"Modern technology is one of the casual factors of the world's 
troubles. The universe is a hard task master and only the fittest 
should survive. Merely keeping millions alive so they can live another 
day with a pain in their bellies from hunger is doing them no favor!"


"But almost a billion people have been saved from malaria over the last 
twenty-five years or so," Sandra exclaimed. "Should they have been left 
to die or waste away, for the sake of a few fish and water plants?"


"Of course not," McLean answered indignantly, "but a little foresight 
should have been used. Merely spraying the Anopheles mosquito isn't the 
answer; provision in the way of family planning, agricultural 
instruction and so on should have been made to take care of the extra 
millions. Instead we are bent on ruining what we have!" He finished his 
drink in a long swallow. "You can see that the subject is really one of 
my beefs!" he laughed.


"People should care!" Sandra said carefully. "Living in the 
countryside, we tend to forget the problems of the world because we are 
so insulated and free from them all."


"Besides," McLean interrupted, "a beautiful woman like you shouldn't 
have to worry about such things!"


Sandra flushed pink with pleasure under his frank compliment. She did 
look very attractive, she knew, and was pleased that the veterinarian 
had noticed it. She felt a rush of gratitude to him for being 
interested in her mind, also, and felt that even her thoughts and 
opinions were beginning to reflect the freedom and lucidity she was 
experiencing through her body. Ever since that morning last week, when 
Sam had taken her so harshly in the stable, her life had undergone a 
change. The rough workman had unleashed a torrent of sensual desire in 
her, which could only be dammed by his urgent, passionate lovemaking. 
She had adapted herself thoroughly to a new regime of wild, unusual sex 
out in the barn with Sam, tinged always with a sense of urgency and 
illicitness, and she could hardly remember what it was like before. Her 
body never seemed to get enough of him, and he always succeeded in 
arousing her to fever pitch, making her more frenzied, more demanding, 
more willing each time. Yes, I'm really a new woman now, she mused as 
she rose to fix new drinks. Her hips had a new provocative swing to 
them, she knew and she was aware of the vet's eyes on her enticing 
buttocks. She was revitalized by Sam's attentions, his body, his hands, 
and she had begun to take a new interest in herself, discarding her 
country casuals, and wearing new slinky type dresses, low cut blouses, 
curve clinging pants outfits. She had even begun to pin her hair up 
occasionally, even though it wasn't really long enough, and letting 
little tendrils fall down becomingly over her smooth cheeks. She had 
someone who cared how she looked now, she reasoned, feeling younger, 
more attractive, more wanted than she had for years. Mike didn't seem 
to notice the change in her, or if he did, he didn't say anything. In 
fact, he didn't seem to say much at all lately, and Sandra had felt 
pronounced relief when he said curtly that he'd be away for a few days, 
buying new stock for the farm. That was two days ago, and she had 
enjoyed hours in her husband's bed of unworried abandon in Sam's arms. 
Already her brow darkened at the thought that her husband would be back 
the following day.


But her smile brightened again when she brought the drinks in and 
handed one to McLean.


"You've certainly changed since I saw you last!" Jeff smiled, running 
his eyes admiringly over her pale pink silk dress, which she had 
artlessly left unopened to reveal the tops of her translucent ivory 
breasts. His last visit was three months ago, and Sandra remembered how 
dowdy and unhappy she'd been.


"For better, or worse?" she quipped brightly.


"Better, of course, much better!" Jeff laughed, "Mike must be really 
taking care of you!"


Sandra blushed, and to hide her confusion, enjoined:


"Country air must be good for me!"


"Yep," McLean agreed, "a spell in the country works wonders for anyone! 
People change their views on a lot of things after a rural sojourn."


Sandra took a long swallow on her drink, hoping Jeff wouldn't notice 
her discomfiture. Guilt about her liaison with the farm worker came so 
suddenly and abruptly to the fore that she was sure he must suspect 
something.


"But you're still a city girl at heart, aren't you, Sandra?" McLean 
said, a new note in his voice. Before Sandra realized, he was leaning 
over her, her forearms grabbed tightly in his hands. His breath was 
warm on her face and his mouth was looming closer.


"No, stop!" she gasped, struggling to escape his over-powering grip.


"Hey, what's the matter? I thought you might like a little city loving 
after all that pastoral stuff!"


Sandra's mind was reeling. What had come over him?


"Let me go, Jeff!" she said, her voice quietly authoritative. Anger 
stirred in McLean's taut body.


"Now wait a minute!" he snapped. "Don't give me any of that innocent 
crap! I know you're hot for me - why not admit it!"


Sandra's heart pounded wildly in her chest. She had found him 
attractive, it was true, but that was as far as it went ... wasn't it?


"Please Jeff ..." she began.


"You're not so standoffish with Maguire, are you?" he demanded, rage 
boiling hot inside him.


Sandra gasped, her face crimsoning. Did he know? Could he have found 
out?


"W-what do you ... mean?" she whispered, frightened and tremulous.


"You know what I mean, honey," he rasped, squeezing her tighter, "and 
you can give me a little of that pussy of yours too!"


"H-how dare you?" she stammered, unable to suppress her irritation. He 
knew, that was obvious!


"Listen, baby," he snapped, "I get a taste of that hot little cunt of 
yours, or Mike will suddenly find out all about your little game with 
Maguire. What would he say to that?"


Sandra shivered at the change in the man's voice. It seemed cruder, 
more ominous. All the polished suavity was gone from it, and now it was 
edged with lust. Mike would kill her if he found out! The thought stood 
stolidly in her mind. What can I do?


Suddenly, his mouth bore down on hers, he was pushing her down on the 
couch and kissing her in a hard, bruising oral embrace which reddened 
her lips and trapped her breath. Everything vanished from her mind, 
fled from the overwhelming power of his kiss, and her arms reached up 
and encircled his neck while her lips strained against his, clinging 
desperately to them. Her nipples stiffened under the thin dress, 
jutting against his chest, and his hands slipped down and ran expertly 
over her back, her hips, her thighs. Her lips parted to admit his 
swirling tongue into her hot orfice, and she quivered under the force 
of the passion he was beginning to arouse in her. She felt resistance 
fall away from her body, and she felt a mild protest forming in her 
brain.


"No, this is wrong," she murmured, feebly trying to free herself from 
McLean's unrelenting embrace. "I can't let another man do it to me!"


"Come on now, honey," he whispered in her ear, "you're a little more 
generous with Sam ... Mike wouldn't like you to be stingy with me ..."


Mike! He'd tell Mike if she didn't comply ... As she hesitated, she was 
aware of his hands fumbling at the buttons of her dress, opening them 
all the way down ... his hands suddenly on the eager orbs of her 
throbbing breasts ... her nipples burgeoning hungrily into his palms 
... Her eyes dropped involuntarily to the growing bulge between his 
legs. She could almost see the protuberance of his pulsating organ 
growing before her eyes, and a stab of longing coursed through her. Her 
eyes drank in the sight of his broad, strong shoulders, his firm 
sensual torso, his cruel exciting lips ... and then dropped again to 
the fleshy promontory between his thighs. Her body began to ache with 
sudden intensity - every nerve ending seemed to tremble with suppressed 
desire. Oh God, it was no use ... her body was too strong for her ... 
she wanted this man ... she wanted this strong, virile male, just like 
he wanted her!


Jeff sensed her acquiescense, his half-closed eyes mesmerized by the 
enticing sight of her half naked body, its shimmering whiteness like 
fine marble against the Giorgone-like sheen of her silk dress. His 
prick was pulsating fervently against his leg, branding his flesh with 
its hot passion. He exulted in his victory over her, her obvious desire 
for him. Sam's right, he mused, she's a hot little bitch! He had been 
skeptical when Sam, barely suppressing his excitement, had blurted out 
to him the details of his incredible affair with the young farm wife. 
He had imagined that it might be wishful thinking on his part, but 
Sandra had seemed to be upset by his references to the farm worker, and 
now, she was mewling with excited desire! A change certainly had come 
over her, he thought, remembering the uncooperative disinterested wife 
he'd first met six months ago, and on his subsequent visit three months 
later, her shabby, gone-to-seed appearance. Nevertheless, he'd been 
interested in what lay beneath that dowdy exterior, but of course, had 
never dreamed of finding out, not until today, of course! And now, he 
certainly was going to find out ...


Sandra sighed as she felt his mouth close over the crest of one 
trembling upright breast, his soft firm lips enveloping the tender 
throbbing flesh of her turgid nipple. She became vibrantly alive under 
his touch, excited and aroused as she felt the nearness of his heated 
masculine body. She could feel the bloated strength of his still-
encased penis as it pulsed against her thigh and her loins began a 
tentative churning in time to the internal palpitations that were 
caressing her desire-ridden flesh. His mouth was trailing down her 
body, licking and kissing her warm, pliant flesh, glorying in her naked 
offering to him. His eyes fell lustily over the dark ebony fleece of 
her slightly raised pubic mound, and he felt an impatient tremor spasm 
through him. Christ, this is going to be good ... he murmured 
passionately, his hand fiddling with the fly of his pants.


Sam gripped the edge of the window sill, his eyes bulging, his nostrils 
dilated with anger. He had to stifle a bellow of rage as he stared in 
disbelief at what was transpiring in the Peters' livingroom.


Sandra's eyes jumped to the huge, fleshy rod of the veterinarian's cock 
as he eased it out of the confines of his pants. The excitedly hardened 
head gleamed a bluish-purple and the lengthy red base seemed to pulse 
with hot, angry blood. She felt a quiver of anticipatory fear mingled 
with masochistic pleasure as she continued to stare mesmerized at the 
lewd instrument, which McLean was obscenely encouraging to even greater 
proportions with crude caresses of his powerful hands. Unconsciously, 
she spread her legs a little wider, arching her pussy up in a primitive 
invitation to his waiting cock.


Christ, the fucking little bitch really wants it, Sam thought 
viciously, his own prick throbbing inside his workpants as he pressed 
against the outside wall, his face riveted to the glass of the 
sittingroom window.


Jeff's gaze was riveted on the entrancing sight of Sandra's flexed 
pussy mound, barely concealing an enticing gleam of moist pink flesh 
between the swollen fleshy outer vaginal lips. He could see the red, 
lust-angered knob of her clitoris nestling beneath the crown of darkly 
resilient curls, and a faint pulsing drew his hypnotized gaze to the 
small, clasping little hole of her cuntal mouth.


"Oh, Christ, Sandra," he rasped hoarsely, "I'm going to fuck you now 
..."


Sandra's blood quickened on hearing his lewd, lust-inflamed words, and 
her own yearning magnified on realizing the extent of his animalistic 
passion.


She felt him settle between the insides of her widespread, welcoming 
thighs, felt the nudge of his rubbery hard pole against her sensitive 
inner skin, felt the first jarring contact of his rigid, impermeable 
shaft against the delicate folds of her waiting cunt.


McLean slowly guided the solid rod of flesh towards the small, star-
shaped cuntal mouth, and poised it there for a moment, the knobby 
distended head pressing lightly against the fragile membrane. Then he 
rammed forward with all his might, and sunk his petrified weapon with a 
single lurch in the depths of the flabbergasted woman.


"Oh no, it's too big ... it hurts ... !" Sandra sobbed, feeling her 
interior vaginal wall stretch with painful intensity from the huge mass 
of granite hard flesh imbedded inside her.


Sam stared dumbfounded at the spectacle of the skewered woman, his eyes 
welded on the sunken shaft barely protruding from Sandra's ovally 
stretched vaginal hole.


McLean continued to plow forward, his massive prick tunnelling 
effortlessly through her widening channel until the huge head came to 
rest at the mouth of her cervix. His hands dipped down and grasped the 
fleshy spheres of her satiny buttocks, revelling in their resilient 
softness, and then pulled her crotch even further down on his sunken 
cock, swivelling her pelvis around on his hardened shaft, grazing the 
sensitive entrance to her womb against his rock hard penis. Sandra drew 
in her breath at the novel sensation, dizzy from the new feelings 
soaring through her, and then her busy interior muscles began to 
contract and squeeze on the entrapped masculinity within her, wringing 
gasps of unexpected pleasure from McLean.


He began to fuck in and out of her, with long, practiced strokes, 
sinking his driving prick to the hilt in her willing cavern, 
withdrawing it almost entirely out of her now warmly contracting pussy, 
matching thrust for thrust as they bucked and slapped against each 
other, their dark curling pubic hairs brushing together and entwining. 
Sandra's hair flung out around her face as she tossed her head from 
side to side, and tiny mewls of ecstatic pleasure forced themselves 
from between her grinding teeth. McLean was arousing new sensations in 
her and her body was responding with a hedonistic answer of its own. It 
was heavenly, writhing about in pagan delight under the passion-
demented body of a man - a man who was depraved with desire for her! 
The idea that she had aroused him to such a fever pitch thrilled her. 
Her body had incensed him like this, enflamed him with uncontrollable 
lust. Her flesh tingled with the wanton abandon of it all, being 
fucked, and fucking back, for all she was worth. Gone were any 
lingering thoughts of husband, of Sam ... her body was the master now, 
its desire her only duty to satisfy.


Outside the window, Sam felt that he was going to explode, so intense 
was the crackling ache in his balls and the urgent call in his cock. 
His anger had faded to excitement as he continued to watch his mistress 
going crazy from the fucking the veterinarian, McLean, was giving her. 
The lewd sight excited him unnaturally; his fury with McLean for 
tricking him giving way to jealousy as he observed the other man's 
pumping body, his ecstatic look of pleasure that coated his face, the 
willing, responsive body of Sandra beneath him. It was all too much for 
him ... he couldn't take it any more ...


Sandra was riding the waves of an indescribable joy. Her body was 
completely in tune with McLean's; they were as one, sliding and 
twisting and rocking together on the star-studded way to the acme of 
their desires. Her body was reaching, striving to achieve the 
unrebukable climax which was building up in her, and which wouldn't be 
long in coming.


From the back of her mind, Sandra heard a sound which turned her blood 
to ice. The door was opening, and someone was coming into the room!


Terror flooded through her, paralyzing her responses momentarily, and 
the icy fingers of fear clutched grotesquely at her heart. Turning her 
head slightly, she could just see through a chink in the tangle of her 
and Jeff's bodies, the lower torso of a naked man!


Her eyes widened at the sight of the huge, obese penis which jutted out 
obscenely from its base, and there was something slightly familiar 
about it. The stranger was standing stock still, and Sandra blinked her 
eyes, wondering for a moment, if it wasn't all just a lewd mirage.


When she focused again, she had to bite back a blood-curdling scream. 
The torso was coming, coming, towards her, the elongated shaft bobbing 
obscenely. Nightmarish terror threatened to send her hurling into 
unconsciousness.


Then she felt herself being turned over, to the side, McLean's arms 
still grasping her tightly, his tireless cock still slicing ceaselessly 
in and out. Oh, God, she sobbed silently, what is happening. Who is it?


The pounding of bare feet came nearer, and then a coarse, lust-crazed 
voice rang out:


"For Christ's sake, McLean, wait for me!"


It was Sam! Her throat was arid and she wanted to jump up and flee from 
this ultimate degradation but she was a prisoner of her own body, still 
responding heedlessly to McLean's insistent hammering. Agonized, she 
felt the trim smooth ovals of her buttocks being spread apart, heard 
Sam's excited gasp as the dark little ring of her anus came into view, 
and then she sobbed aloud as she felt the hard, stubby head of his 
dancing prick come into direct contact with the tight little hole. What 
was he going to do to her? her mind pleaded in silence, suddenly 
terrified by the confrontation with her ]over.


The sight of Sandra's round firm buttocks jerking backward enticingly 
under McLean's frontal thrusts egged Sam on to a new plateau of desire, 
and with an excited grunt, he pressed his thick forefinger against the 
crinkled little sphincter, worming it into the tightly resisting little 
passage until he had intruded as far as the first knuckle.


"... nnnnggghhhhhh ..." Sandra groaned as she felt the maddening pain 
begin in her back passage, and she began to struggle wildly, twisting 
her ass around in wild staccato attempts to dislodge his firmly 
imbedded finger. Her feverish flailing seemed to incite McLean to 
boiling point, as he continued to fuck heedlessly into her ravished 
vagina.


"That's it ... move that ass ..." he groaned, seemingly oblivious to 
the farm hand's entrance.


Sam rotated his finger around inside the tight little rectum, sinking 
it deeper inside her, until he suddenly pulled it out abruptly with a 
loud plop! which gave Sandra a momentary feeling of relief.


But it was shortlived, as she felt again the hard, excruciating 
pressure of Sam's rock-hard prick head against the cringing little anal 
mouth, and as he continued to jab and pressure the tiny hole, 
paralyzing realization of what was going to happen washed over her with 
tumultuous force.


"Oh God, please don't, Sam ..." she shrieked at the same time as he 
lunged forward in a snarling, brutal surge, and forced the vainly 
resisting muscle to yield under his greater strength.


"AAAAARRRGGHHHHHHHHH ... No! No! Please stop!" she sobbed as she felt 
the splitting pain of his brutal anal entry.


"PLEASE STOP, SAM ... PLEEASSSSEEEEE ..." she continued to wail as he 
began to inch forward, forcing open the tender internal membrane with 
his merciless onslaught.


"Oh God, it hurts! It hurts too much!" the demented woman implored her 
]over, but to no avail. By dint of pure strength, Sam managed to slide 
forward until the full length of his lust-driven cock was imbedded in 
her back passage. Her whole backside was a sheet of raw fiery pain 
which pushed unmercifully up the length of her spinal column, 
culminating in a shattering pain in her brain, which was actually the 
force of the knowledge of the utter degradation the two men were 
subjecting her to. She was like helpless chattel between the two of 
them, a mindless being existing only for their pleasure, as they double 
fucked her, one in front and one in back and filled the air with their 
animalistic groans of pleasure.


Sam began to screw slowly in and out of her throbbing rectum, and she 
shamefully remembered the similar assault by her husband, which had 
been fading into a bitter memory, and was now recalled with new venom. 
Then, slowly but surely, the soft rubbery walls of her back passage 
were beginning to widen, thus mercifully lessening the incredible pain. 
When the agonizing pain had finally cleared, Sandra was sorry it did, 
because it revealed something which added more shame and humiliation to 
her debased ego. She was beginning to enjoy it, enjoy the lewd anal 
screwing her lover was giving her while McLean continued to fuck her in 
front. No! No! her mind screamed as she lay sandwiched between the two 
sweating male bodies, trying to will the rising tide of pleasure to 
ebb. But she failed.


"Oooohhhhhhhhh ..." a low pitched wail of animal-like pleasure rang out 
... she couldn't resist the primordial call of her body any longer. SHE 
LIKED IT. She liked being buffeted like a scrap of paper in the wind, 
mercilessly battered between the two heaving bodies. Masochistic 
ripples of pleasure eddied along her spine as she began to revel in her 
complete subjugation to the two men. She began to glory in the power 
they had over her, not only physical power but their potency which 
invoked such responsive delight in her. They were like wild stallions, 
luring her, the domestic mare, out to the bitter-sweet freedom of the 
plains, and she had responded, throwing aside the security of 
suppressed sensual excitement for the excrutiating sweet agony of a 
completely freed libido.


"Mmmmmmmmm ... oooohhh it's good ..." she moaned, arching her back and 
flaring her buttocks to receive Sam's jack-hammer thrusts in back and 
then flicking forward to welcome Jeff's pile-driver shaft in front.


"Oooohhh that's it ... hurt me! Fuck me harder!" her voice rang out, 
raucous in its obscenities, and Sandra could hardly recognize it as her 
own. She was in another world, piloted there by the unbelievable spasms 
of pleasure she was receiving in her dual passages, as the two hard, 
plunging pricks dove in unison and surfaced as one, leaving her 
breathless with excitement. It was incredible, being fucked like this 
by two men at once ... far far better than anything she had ever 
experienced before. She wanted it to go on forever!


But her body had climbed to the topmost peak of sensual ecstasy, and 
there was nothing left for her but to tumble down.


Her piercing wail rent the air, and then her body was spasming 
uncontrollably, slippery as an eel between the sandwich of human flesh.


"AAAAARRRRRRRNNNNnnnnnngggggg ... I'm cumming! Oh God, do it harder! 
Harder! I'm THERE ... ! ! ! ! !"


The two men were driven by the whiplash of her lust-hoarsened voice and 
they pounded against her, their driven cocks tormented beyond belief by 
the dynamic contractions of her pussy and rectum, until they, too, 
could hold out no longer.


Their deep masculine voices sounded out, distorted with passion, as the 
floodgates of their lust were loosened, and the torrents of their 
bubbling white liquid scorched from the vats of their testicles along 
the pipes of their plunging pricks and poured with spasmodic 
ejaculations into the writhing, squirming twin passages, where they 
commingled in an effervescent pool of frothy male sperm in Sandra's 
womb. They continued to flood her insides, their reservoir of semen 
apparently never-ending, until finally, their exhausted cocks finally 
acknowledged defeat, and began to slip like spent worms from her widely 
dilated passages. Gurgling with pleasure, Sandra slipped to the floor, 
her body floating on a sea of happiness, shielded on both sides by her 
two lovers.


Chapter 7


Sandra was applying nail-polish to her long tapering nails, when she 
heard Mike's car pull into the driveway. She gave a little start, 
surprised at his early homecoming. She hadn't really been expecting him 
until the morning, and already her mind had been wandering ahead to the 
long evening of pleasure she would experince with Sam. Her body still 
tingled from the incredible fucking she had received from Sam and the 
veterinarian simultaneously, just the previous evening, and the wild 
three-way act had honed the edge of her sexual appetite to such a pitch 
that she thought Sam would never finish with his chores, and come to 
her. Damn him, why did he have to come home early? she complained 
silently, putting aside her cosmetics and heading for the kitchen. 
Still, maybe Mike ... It was weeks since Mike had made love to her, and 
she felt a sudden, urgent longing to feel his body near hers again, 
experience him through the body of the new woman she had become. Her 
face brightened as her husband hurried into the kitchen.


"Hello, Sandra," he called, "any coffee ready?" Sandra looked at him 
uneasily. He was slumping tiredly in a chair, his eyes roaming 
aimlessly around the room. He didn't even seem to see her!


She handed him a steaming cup, and without even acknowledging it, he 
picked up the Vet's report which was lying on the table.


"That's one good thing anyway!" he muttered, his eyes roaming over the 
report.


"What's that?" Sandra asked, puzzled.


"The Vet's report - the cows all passed the TB test - or did you ever 
bother to read it?" There was an ominous coldness in his voice which 
made Sandra shiver.


Draining his coffee cup, he rose and headed for the door.


"W-would you care for some dinner? I've got ..."


"Later!" he interrupted, "I'd better check on things in the dairy!" And 
before Sandra had a chance to reply, he was gone.


Sandra stood stockstill. She didn't really know what kind of greeting 
she had expected from her husband, but she certainly hadn't anticipated 
his coldness, indifference. He didn't care what she was thinking or 
what she felt about his return. He just didn't care! Fear clutched 
relentlessly at Sandra's pulsing heart. Was she in danger of losing 
Mike? Was her marriage actually dissolving in front of her? Numbly, she 
tried to reassure herself. She knew in her heart that the intoxication 
of her new found sensual freedom was a paltry return for the security 
she had taken for granted, and which was in imminent danger of 
toppling! Did Mike suspect what she had been up to? Anxiety gnawed at 
her viscera like a dog at a bone. She sunk down into a chair, her 
lovely young body shaking with convulsive tremors, as she fought a 
rising wave of panic.


The minutes ticked by, but Sandra's uneasiness had not abated. She felt 
worse than ever, with only herself to blame. For the first time, she 
began to realize the seriousness of her actions, and to wonder about 
their consequences. In the back of her mind, she had assumed that Mike 
would not find out. She also believed that nothing that she did would 
make him turn against her! Had she been wrong? Was Mike sick and tired 
of her, her bitchy, demanding ways, her lack of consideration for him? 
But I love him, I still do! her mind protested. She had to tell him, 
tell him now, ask for his forgiveness, get his reassurance that 
everything was all right. At the back of her mind was the paralyzing 
fear that Sam, unable to restrain himself, would brag about his 
conquest ...


She knew Mike didn't like her to disturb him at work in the sheds, but 
she couldn't wait until he came back. It might be too late ...


Sandra ran lightly across the yard, and headed straight for the dairy, 
relieved to find a light there. She let herself quietly in by the back 
way, anxious not to disturb him, and stealthily made her way towards 
the far end where the machinery was. She could hear muffled voices, and 
silently prayed that Mike wouldn't be angry at her for disturbing him.


Suddenly, Sandra froze, her blood running cold. She had to stifle a 
scream as her husband's voice wafted across to her.


"Oooohhh Eve darling, I've missed you so much ..."


God what were they doing? She had to find out ...


Her blood racing, she slipped inside the next to last stall, and 
peering between the slats of the wood partition, her eyes darted 
restlessly, trying to find her husband.


Then she saw him!


Her eyes bulged as they focused on a blurred tangle of naked arms and 
legs. Mike, her husband and Eve were sprawled, stark nude, on several 
sacks of animal feed, their bodies locked together in a tight, 
passionate embrace.


Sandra felt a blood-curdling scream rise in her throat and she had to 
cram her knuckles into her mouth to suppress it, as she saw the young 
blonde, Eve's, strong white hands wrapped tightly around Mike's neck, 
and as she glimpsed her husband's hungry wet tongue slipping into the 
shapely blonde's receptive mouth. Their twisting, writhing bodies lay 
only a few feet from Sandra's horrified gaze, and she could see that 
Eve's large gray eyes were beginning to dilate and an unmistakable 
smoky haze of passion drifted across them as Mike slowly caressed her 
ripe golden body.


Sandra watched, paralyzed with shock. Every nuance on their faces was 
distinct to her view; she stood there breathless, unable to turn her 
eyes away from the lewd display of flesh and passion.


She watched as Mike's mouth tore away from the glistening fullness of 
Eve's lips and began to trail hot, wet kisses down her vibrant swan-
like neck, sucking ardently at the tender flesh, leaving a path of raw, 
red little patches in his wake. The blonde's hands were digging 
desperately into his shoulders and from her gaping, half-open mouth, it 
was obvious that she was already deeply entangled in passionate sensual 
excitement.


Sandra was hypnotized by the sight of the eager couple wallowing in 
unabashed lust. Her heart felt crushed by the evidence of her husband's 
infidelity, but still, she couldn't tear herself away from the 
incredible spectacle. She wanted to run in and separate the adulterous 
couple, yet she was immobilized by the scene. She had never in her life 
seen anything so mesmerizing, so compelling. It was strangely, 
perversely exciting, and every nerve, every sense in her body seemed 
sharpened to extraordinary intensity.


Sandra watched, her eyes bulging, as Eve, her blonde hair flowing like 
a sheath of golden hay, stretch free of the tangle of arms and legs and 
slowly spread her perfectly sculptured thighs, revealing the honey-
colored muff of her pubic triangle. Her arms hung languidly by her 
sides and her firm full breasts rose up and down with her frenzied 
breathing. Sandra could see the nipples spring to attention, the dark 
pink buds jutting up erectly from the crinkled brown aureoles.


She gasped, stung with unbearable jealousy, as Mike squeezed the ripe 
flesh as he kissed first one and then the other buttery globe. He 
rolled the thickening nipples between his thumb and forefinger, 
wringing little mewls of pleasure from Eve. Then he raised his head and 
Sandra could see the livid pink stretch of his tongue darting out as it 
flicked down the smooth soft plane of her lithe body, stopping to poke 
at the tight, deeply imbedded little navel, licking it lovingly, as his 
hand continued to massage the smooth plane of her belly.


Sandra's dimming eyes were riveted on the tall tanned body of her 
husband as it hovered over the prostrate girl, and her eyes dropped to 
the huge, fleshy protuberance of his cock as it dangled out obscenely 
from the blonde pubic thatch. It prodded lewdly at Eve's parted thighs, 
and Sandra could see the girl's hips churning in unmistakable 
invitation.


"Oh darling, please fuck me now ... I want to feel your beautiful hard 
cock inside me ..." Eve's passion distorted voice pleaded. Her 
fingernails were digging into his muscular back, and Sandra winced at 
the girl's lascivious desire.


Sandra had never seen Mike so aroused, so lust-crazed as he was as he 
hovered over the pleading girl. A new wave of jealously swept over her 
- she had never been able to arouse him to that extent!


Suddenly, he leaned forward and grasped Eve's quivering legs and lifted 
them high up, till they dangled over his shoulders. He looked down at 
the lewd spectacle of her naked open vagina, lust gleaming in his eyes, 
and Sandra herself could see the moist, pink furrow throbbing with 
excitement. She could see the eager clasping hole of her vagina, 
opening and closing, trying to suck in something to fill her desperate 
void. The outer lips were swollen with passion and the red bulbous tip 
of her clitoris quivered and pulsed through the soft blond pubic fuzz.


Mike grasped his long, thick penis in his hand and guided it towards 
the enticing pink split, running the thick burgeoning head deftly along 
the moistened crevice, lubricating it in Eve's already flowing vaginal 
juices, while she mewled piteously.


"Ob please Mike, do it to me now ... please do it to me now ... ! !"


Her lewd words seemed to galvanize Mike into action, and he suddenly 
rammed forward and with an explosive groan, thrust the hard bulbous 
head into the tiny, hair-fringed hole between her legs.


"AAAAhhhhhhmmmmmmm ..." Eve sighed, and Sandra felt the first stirrings 
of anger on hearing the girl's sibilant moans of pleasure. Her lewd 
fascination with the incredible scene had suppressed any anger she 
might have felt, but now a slow burning resentment was seething inside 
the bewildered wife. It's just like I thought, she fumed inwardly, he 
was interested in that little slut right from the beginning! Her own 
deviance from the marital path was forgotten as rage simmered inside 
her as she watched her husband in his joyful rendezvous with the young 
blonde milkmaid. No wonder he wasn't interested in me, she bridled, and 
to think I was rushing out to apologize to him, the lousy cheating 
bastard ...


She watched, rage boiling like a furnace within her, as Mike continued 
to plow forward, sinking his elongated shaft all the way into Eve's 
upraised pelvis.


"... hhhhnnnngggghhhhh ...!" she moaned as Mike's desire hardened cock 
reached the back of her womb, and his hairy pendulous balls slammed 
hard against the soft silky cushions of her upturned buttocks.


Sandra craned her neck, eager suddenly not to miss a second of her 
husband's frenzied fucking of another woman.


Her rage was receding again, and jealousy was once more taking its 
place ... envy, and a vicarious sort of excitement. There was something 
hypnotic about her husband's smooth, long instrokes and his short, 
sharp outstrokes which evoked a responsive rhythm in her own loins. Her 
initial state of shock was wearing off, and she felt horribly rejected, 
she was left out of the paradise which the two lovers were enjoying, 
and she was overcome by a feeling of loneliness and rejection. The 
obscene magnetism of the violently fucking couple - her husband and, 
his mistress - was drawing her into its lewd spell, and she wanted to 
run and leave the scene of adultery, but she couldn't.


She was caught in the web of the lurid act transpiring a few feet away, 
and she had to wait to the end, had to see all of this incredible 
copulation between her husband and the young girl.


Suddenly, she froze in her bending forward position, her heart thumping 
with terror. Someone was behind her! She wanted to turn around, 
discover the intruder, even scream, but she couldn't! She couldn't let 
Mike know that she'd seen him, that she'd been spying on him! Her flesh 
crawled as she felt hands behind her, strong, calloused hands on her 
thighs, easing up her short flared skirt, caressing her naked skin. The 
hands were tugging on her flimsy white panties, peeling them down over 
her full rounded hips ... the fingers were probing at her now nakedly 
exposed vagina ... OH GOD, SHE COULDN'T STAND IT! She had to turn, stop 
whoever it was ...


"Ssshhh, it's only me ..."


It was Sam! Relief flooded through the terrified wife. But what was he 
doing? Sandra wanted to ask him, wanted him to go away, let her witness 
alone her husband's infidelity ...


"Aaaaahhhhhhhh ..." Sandra was unable to stop herself moaning as she 
felt the searing, unexpected contact of Sam's mouth on her naked pussy! 
He had ducked under her skirt, and his face was buried between her 
thighs!


Oh God, Sandra thought desperately, what's happening? She had to stop 
him, stop his disgusting assault on her genitals, had to pull away ...


"Oh Mike, you know how to fuck me ... your cock feels so great in me 
... Mmmmmmm ..."


Sandra's attention was once more crudely arrested by her rival's lust-
enflamed sighs, and she felt her skin tingle from the girl's obscene 
words. Her eyes flew to the bucking, writhing bodies as they slapped 
wetly against each other, coated with perspiration.


Dimly, she realized that she was yielding to Sam's pressure on her 
thighs, easing them apart. In the daze of her confusion, she could hear 
him rasping:


"I'm gonna lick your pussy, suck it and bite that little clit of yours 
... make you cum that way while you watch your husband fuck that li'l 
blonde ..." His lewd cantation sent excited shivers coursing through 
her. Did he think she would allow him to touch her there, where he had 
ordered the dog to? Her mind shrank again from the memory of the oral 
licking she had received from Sam's dog, and how she had enjoyed it ...


"No, Sam, no ..." she whispered feebly, terrified Mike would hear. But 
her pleas were lost in the slavering sound of his tongue as it swept 
and lapped against her trembling cuntal split, brushed electrically 
against the hard button of her clitoris, prodded the soft velvety folds 
of her pussy. Against her will, Sandra felt the excitement, arousal, 
enjoyment, building inside her. She couldn't help it ... the hired 
man's tongue felt good against her quivering cunt ... His wet mouth 
continued to stroke the full length of the moistened pink furrow, his 
taut voracious tongue inching its way deeper and deeper into her eager 
young pussy. Prickly shoots of pleasure stabbed up into Sandra's belly, 
radiating a vivid halo of sexual excitement from her glowing womb as 
his crude, direct sensuality seemed to snap her whole being into 
lustful attention.


She had to bite her lips to suppress the sighs of intense pleasure 
which were trying to force them into sound, and she gripped the wooden 
top of the stall, as she felt his tongue dip and tease the hot, fiery 
opening to her cuntal passage.


Oh God, what's wrong with me, her mind questioned suddenly as her eyes 
focused again on the wild pagan bucking of the grunting couple in front 
of her. Their lewd scene had become part of her own blazing, 
uncontrollable lust, and her own obscene witnessing of her husband's 
adultery was as arousing as the burning, tingling touch of the man's 
tongue beneath her skirt. She had transversed an unfathomable boundary 
in the short time since she had worried and fretted alone in the 
kitchen when her husband had hurried out. The last half-hour was a real 
milestone in her life, and she knew that she could not retrace her 
steps across that boundary. She was watching her husband fucking 
another woman while her own cunt was being sucked by the hired man, and 
her mode of life till then, was a thing of the past. She knew, as she 
continued to gaze raptly at the panting, jerking figures of her husband 
and his mistress, that all her concepts on what life was all about were 
disintegrating ... life as she knew it was disintegrating! The future 
was indescribable, but she had charted her own course, and she knew she 
would follow it, for better or worse ...


Involuntarily, Sandra found her thighs closing in around Sam's head, 
trapping his sweating face in the heat of her hungrily dripping pussy, 
his fiery red hair tickling her throbbing cuntal flesh. His tongue was 
like a dynamo, washing and slashing and slavering, teasing the 
throbbing knob of her clitoris, sucking the tendrils of her inner pussy 
lips, plunging stiffly into the burning hot orifice of her vaginal 
sheath. Her hot steaming cunt walls enveloped his intruding organ as it 
plunged, contracting, twitching, the engorged lips glistening from the 
dribbles of her secretions.


Sam dug his rough fingers into her madly thrashing ass-cheeks, his 
tongue working like a jackhammer, probing, searching, driving into the 
soft luscious folds, possessed of a mind of its own.


Mindless, uncontrolled lust shook Sandra and her upper body was pressed 
hard and roughly against the wall of the stall, and she ground her 
pelvis down on his imprisoned face. His tongue and lips and hands 
became a feverish stampede of lustful, frantic action, licking, biting, 
sucking as he grovelled greedily in her desperately writhing cunt, all 
striving in unison to uncap the earth-shaking eruption from her passion 
tormented body. Her hands tangled in his hair, smashing his blood-
flushed face into the boiling cauldron of her pussy. Sandra's mind was 
a wandering panorama of obscene pictures, in the forefront of which was 
the image of her husband and his mistress welded together in a carnal 
union of breathtaking passion.


Sandra's glazed eyes swung over to the steaming, twisting couple. They 
were careening into a flailing collision of lust-driven fury ... now 
accelerating ... now finally far beyond any human control as their 
passion finally crested ...


They were cumming!


Their lewd, hoarse shrieks of release were shatteringly near, and then 
began to fade, as Sandra's brain slipped at last utterly away. She was 
dissolved in a screaming rocket of head-long desire as shudder after 
shudder convulsed her. She felt the power of her approaching climax 
building, expanding deep within her womb.


And then, a tremendous hot flash drove through her.


"Unnnnnggghhh ..." she grunted out loud, her mind dissolving in the 
intense radiation of pure lust. She bucked forward, her pelvis 
engulfing Sam's exhausted, moist face. Another blinding wave of heat 
exploded within her, travelling with gathering speed up the thrashing 
length of her spine.


Her head fell back, her mouth hung open.


"OH MY GOD! SAM! SAM!" she shrieked mindlessly, as another wave struck, 
and another, until the mounting shockwaves seemed to gather into a 
continuous thunderclap, converging on her lewdly tumbling body. She 
opened her mouth again, screaming wildly, oblivious of everything but 
the insatiable monster of her lust.


"I'm cumming! I'm cumming! AAARRRGGGhhhhhhhh ..."


Her screams seemed to go on forever, echoing throughout the huge 
building, rising and falling, dying and rising from the embers of her 
hoarseness again like a phoenix, the full throated release of her 
passion buoyantly hurling her about in the momentum of her orgasm like 
a matchstick bobbing in the wind of a hurricane.


Blissful peacefulness was beginning to descend on her, wiping 
everything away but the glowing aftermath of her unbelievable release.


Reality intruded with crude brutality as fingers dug into her shoulder.


"Mmm, oh please don't ..." she murmured, her eyes fluttering open.


Mike was standing over her, still stark naked!


Her eyes widened in terror, her voice tried to call out, but no sound 
came.


"You bitch!" he spat, "You fucking little adulterous slut!"


Chapter 8


Sandra wished the ground would open up and swallow her. Shame and 
mortification flooded through her, crimsoning her downcast face. She 
was paralyzed with fear, too terrorized even to pull her skirt down 
over her still lewdly splayed thighs. She was painfully, desperately 
aware of her husband standing over her, his eyes travelling over the 
naked plane of her vagina, over her white nylon panties so casually 
discarded, over Sam's cowering, abject figure.


Unable to stand it any longer, Sandra hid her face in her hands, and 
started to sob helplessly, her body shaking with the force of her 
weeping. This was the end of everything! Mike had discovered her with 
Sam, spying on him. Sam would tell him everything, about the dog, about 
the veterinarian, McLean ... Fresh sobs convulsed her as she thought of 
his rage, his fury. He'd kill her!


There was an ominous silence, broken only by her stifled sobs. Why 
doesn't Mike say something, do something? her mind wondered, anything 
to make this terrible moment pass. It seemed an eternity since he had 
called her those names. Now at least, anger, abuse would be natural! 
This silence wasn't.


"Well, Maguire, what are you waiting for?" Mike's voice, cold and 
toneless with rage and hatred rang out. "You're not going to stop now, 
are you?"


New terror gripped the frightened wife. What did Mike mean?


"I ... uh ... I ..." Sam mumbled, his face beet red.


"Get on with it!" Mike snapped, and Sandra recoiled from the edge in 
his voice.


"W-with what?" Sam mumbled dully.


"You can't leave the little lady lying there waiting, can you?" Mike 
sneered, a sarcastic pitch sharpening his voice.


A new flood of embarrassment washed over Sandra. Oh God, what 
punishment was he planning for her?


"No," Sam answered fatuously, his eyes turning to Sandra's sprawled 
figure.


"Okay then, let's see what it is that she can't do without!" Mike 
jeered.


Sandra couldn't help herself.


"No Mike, please ..."


"Shut up, you little whore!" he snapped, his eyes blazing.


Sandra cringed back against the wall, trying to stand up straight, but 
only succeeding in falling against the bales of straw in the corner.


"What do I have to do?" Sam asked, relieved to find Peters' anger 
directed towards his wife.


"I'll tell you what to do!" Mike snarled, "but first let me get the 
little lady, sorry, the whore, ready!"


Sandra cowered piteously as Mike approached her, and shielded her face 
with her her arm. He grabbed her roughly by the shoulder, and pulled 
her to her feet. With one swift pull, he tore away her skirt, leaving 
her hips and thighs stark naked. And with a further exertion, he ripped 
the buttons of her blouse, tearing it from her shoulders. Last of all, 
he snatched away her blouse, leaving her totally naked.


"Oh God, please don't ..." she sobbed, trying to cling to her husband's 
arm, trying to elicit some warmth in him. His only response was to 
fling her roughly onto the hay covered floor, where she fell in a 
disorderly heap, skinning her elbow against the stall, her body bruised 
from the unyielding surface. She wanted to cry, but couldn't. She could 
only lie there, a victim of her husband's mounting fury.


"Eve!" he called imperiously, "come and watch the show!" Sandra was 
aware of the young blonde milkmaid, slinking out of a corner where she 
had taken refuge. She was still naked and she looked very young and 
frightened, and she flattened herself against the wall, terrified of 
what was going on.


"All right, we can begin the show," Mike sneered, "and by Christ, the 
leading lady had better give a good performance!"


Sandra lay prostrate on the floor, unable to feel anything, conscious 
only of a desire for the whole perverted thing to be over with.


"Okay, Maguire, we're waiting for you! Get ready!"


Sam numbly began to undress, lifelessly discarding his clothes, until 
he, too, was stark naked, his prick banging semi-erect, jutting out 
half-heartedly from a tuft of reddish hair.


"Now let's think of a name for our show." Mike continued to jeer, "What 
about 'Wife turned Whore', or let me see. What about 'What Happens to a 
Cheating Wife'."


There was silence all around.


Unperturbed, Mike snapped:


"There's your cue, Maguire! You're on stage!"


Sandra stared at her husband in disbelief. Was he really expecting them 
to go through with this travesty? Had he gone insane?


Incredulously, Sandra saw Sam shuffling towards her. He couldn't, he 
wouldn't touch her in front of Mike!


"Okay, Maguire," Mike's voice rang out again, "spread the lady's legs 
wide, real wide!"


Sandra shrank back down into the hay as Sam ambled nearer, and then she 
had to stifle a scream as his hands rested on her ankles.


"No! No!" she screamed, trying to keep her legs together. But he was 
too strong for her, and slowly, he forced her thighs apart, revealing 
the deep pink cleft of her trembling pussy. Shame crept like a 
smothering blanket over her as she felt the evening air rush in on her 
moist pussy. Oh God, I wish I were dead, her mind sobbed.


"Well, well, look at that!" Mike jeered, his voice dripping with scorn. 
"A nice juicy cunt, all wet and ready! You did a good job earlier, 
Maguire. Let's hope you can keep up the good work!"


Sandra wanted to put her hand down to cover her nakedness, but she was 
afraid of what Mike might do! She knew it would be fatal to cross him 
now, the mood he was in.


"Now, bitch," her husband spat, "it's your turn! Take that nice big 
cock that you're so fond of, and make it nice and hard, 'cause you 
don't want a limp prick in that cunt of yours, now do you?" Sandra felt 
a retch of nausea cramp her stomach. She couldn't believe that this was 
the man she had married, her husband!


"I'm waiting, slut!" he snapped, edging closer.


Sandra's heart thudded painfully. She was afraid to appeal to him 
again. That only seemed to incense him. But she couldn't, she just 
couldn't do as he said! But she had no choice. She trembled at the 
thought of what he would do to her if she refused. He'd kill her! Mike 
edged even closer, and Sandra made up her mind. She had to comply! 
There was no way out!


Her hand was shaking as she reached up and tentatively slipped her 
fingers around Sam's awakening prick. The lewd words seemed to have an 
exciting effect on the workman, and his member was already bobbing out, 
cleaving the air like a snake, the surface glistening with the blood of 
passion. Sandra could feel it throbbing under her touch, and she sensed 
that it was growing in dimension as she held it.


"Put more life into it!" her husband commanded, his voice perilously 
near, and Sandra began to move her fingers slightly, hoping to satisfy 
his demand.


"Tickle his balls, bitch!" Mike ordered, his voice shrill, "tickle your 
lover's balls!"


Numbed with mortification and fear, Sandra obediently cupped Sam's 
hairy pendulous balls in her palm and massaged them gently, feeling the 
roiling of his sperm as they gathered in the darkness of his testicles. 
Her body ached from soreness and the hard floor, and she thought she'd 
pass out before much longer. Faintly, she hoped for a miracle, that her 
husband would grow tired of his game.


"Now, we're ready for the big one! Now, leading lady, look at what your 
lover has got for you!"


Sandra forced herself to open her eyes, and they dropped to the bulging 
red protuberance a scant foot away. It was huge and thick and long-much 
bigger than she'd ever seen it!


"Is it big enough for you? Is it? Is it?" Mike shrieked, his face 
reddening in his excitement and fury.


"Yes, it is ..." Sandra mumbled wearily, sinking back against the 
floor. If only it was all over ...


"Kneel down in front of your mistress, Maguire!" Mike's thickened voice 
rang out again, and the wretched hired man, torn between fear and 
mounting desire, obediently settled himself between Sandra's quivering 
legs.


"Now slut, this is what you've been waiting for! Take hold of his prick 
and lead it towards that starving little pussy of yours!"


Sandra blanched when she heard her husband's latest demands. It was too 
much - she had suffered enough. She couldn't do it, couldn't degrade 
herself further, and in front of Eve, too ... Oh, God, what was she to 
do?


"You heard what I said!" Mike's voice was livid with rage. It was no 
use! She had to do it ...


Fighting back her tears, Sandra reached down once more and grasped the 
rock-hard cock in her hand, and slowly, began to guide it towards the 
tiny cringing hole of her pussy. She rested the hard, bulbous head 
against the delicate petal-shaped opening, her breath quickening in 
fear.


"All right, Maguire, get ready. I'll tell you when to go!"


All feeling left Sandra. She was suffering the ultimate degradation. 
And she didn't care. She was beyond any normal emotion. Her body was 
left to take the punishment, while her mind sought refuge in numbness.


"Get ready, get set!" Mike's voice, quivering with excitement, called 
out. "One, two, three ... GOOOOOO ... ! !"


Sam sprang forward on his boss' order, oblivious to everything but his 
rising passion and his desire to appease his employer. He surged 
forward with brutal strength, crashing through the soft, unresisting 
barrier of her outer cunt lips, slicing through the tender vaginal 
sheath like a knife through melted butter.


"WAAARRRGGGHHHHHHHH ..." she sobbed helplessly, her hips thrashing 
wildly to escape the skewering pain.


"Oh please stop, it hurts ... it hurts meee ..."


Her screams were drowned out by Mike's hysterical laughter.


"That's it, Maguire! Give the bitch a good fucking!"


Sam's grossly inflated penis was like a cast-iron cudgel splitting her 
insides, sending shooting pains ricocheting through her. The hard, 
smooth head rubbed irritatingly against the delicate flesh of her 
cervix, and she felt that the fragile membrane at the entrance to her 
body would tear from the unnatural stretching. At last, he began to 
withdraw his lust hardened cock, grating the inner sheath with its 
veinous underside, sending painful shudders rippling through Sandra's 
body. The pain obliterated any other feeling, and dominated her whole 
being.


"OOOOOOOOhhhhhhhhhhhh ..." she wailed again as Sam drove forward with 
even greater force, raising her pelvis a few inches from the ground as 
he bore into her with flesh-splitting strength. He began to establish 
an arduous rhythm, forcing her strained vaginal passage to give a 
little as he began to plow into her.


"Fuck back, you little whore!" Mike screamed, his eyes dancing with 
lewd perverted excitement. His eyes were riveted on the enormous shaft 
as it plunged in and out of his wife's aching pussy, and he was 
enjoying the spectacle of her debasing pain. His own cock was standing 
out like a flagpole, goaded into erection by the incredible luridness 
of the act he had instigated.


He was mesmerized by the straining whiteness of his wife's subjugated 
body, by the palpitating milkiness of her breasts, the trembling 
strength of her thighs.


Sandra was relieved when the pain finally subsided and Sam's actions 
took on a regular rhythm. Her body responded in kind, recognizing the 
familiar action, and she felt some of her degrading feelings easing. It 
would soon be over ...


She couldn't believe it when she felt the first tingle of excitement - 
a familiar pinprick of pleasure deep inside her.


She wanted to quell it, stamp it out, but knew she couldn't. Her body 
was responding as it did on the other occasions when she had been 
debased and humiliated ... it was responding to a man's penis inside 
it, and nothing else!


"Ooooohhhhhhh ..." she sighed involuntarily as her hips almost 
unconsciously took on a deep sensual churning, a passionate grind of 
its own, a direct answer to Sam's insistent demands. Flushes of heat 
were rising up her body, blushing her face, making her mewl with 
excitement, causing little beads of perspiration to break out on her 
upper lip. Her hips began to grind upward as Sam plunged downward, and 
then pressed back against the softness of the hay as he began to 
withdraw, her interior vaginal sinews milking his blood-filled prick 
with tight, possessive little contractions.


Mike ran an excited tongue over his dry lips when he noticed his wife's 
excitement, her acquiescence to Sam's pile-driving cock. She was 
enjoying the fucking her lover was giving her, right in front of him, 
her own husband! The lewd thought excited him even more. His eyes were 
glued on the increasing tempo of the fucking pair, darting here and 
there to catch a glimpse of a bobbing breast, a dipping cock, fleshy 
cunt lips! He had forgotten completely about Eve, cringing still in the 
dark corner, fearful to show herself. He had forgotten everything but 
the presence of his wife and her lover who were becoming oblivious to 
him, and the mounting pressure in his own balls as they sent urgent 
messages to his throbbing prick.


Suddenly, he couldn't take it any longer. His cruel, sadistic trick had 
backfired - he had engendered an excitement in the two which was 
getting the better of him also ... he no longer wished to be just a 
director ...


Sandra was carried away in the wind of her own undeniable excitement. 
She was being fucked by their hired man again, who had elicited so many 
wonderful responses in her before, who had initiated her into 
incredible realms of ecstasy, and this time was no exception. She had 
momentarily forgotten about her husband's initial part in the act, and 
was aware only of Sam's body buffeting against her, his thick, lust-
hardened prick slamming into her pelvis, his hard rough hands kneading 
the flesh of her hips. Then, suddenly, the rhythm which was carrying 
her along on the road to climax was shattered. A hand was grappling 
with her hair, making her squirm with excruciating pain. Her eyes flew 
open ... and she saw a cock, a long, red, throbbing cock a scant inch 
away from her face!


Her eyes riveted on the burgeoning instrument, jutting out proudly from 
a forest of blond curls ... it was Mike!


"Open your mouth!" he commanded, his voice laden with depraved passion. 
She continued to stare, mesmerized by the lewd instrument, until it 
leaped forward and slipped past her lips in a swift abrupt movement. 
Surprised, she found the fleshy hardness of it in her mouth ... a 
strangely agreeable sensation! Timorously, her tongue began to swipe 
the rod of flesh in her mouth, tasting for the first time the masculine 
piquancy of her husband's prick. Shivers of strange pleasure rippled 
her skin. She began to suck gently on the palpitating organ, caressing 
it with her lips, nibbling at it with her teeth. Her tongue darted into 
the tiny slit at the top, stretching it mischievously, and then slipped 
down to coat the heavy webbed underside with saliva. She was beginning 
to like sucking her husband's cock ... while her lover fucked her!


Her hand reached up and cupped the squirming sac of his scrotum, 
kneading the fermenting balls, cradling them in her warm palm. Mike's 
hands tightened in her hair, forcing her mouth further down on his 
throbbing prick, till the smooth spongy head was pressing against her 
larynx, making her cough slightly from the unaccustomed contact.


Mike was driven to frenzy by his wife's hungry sucking on his cock. He 
couldn't tear his eyes away from her full ovalled lips circling his 
rock-hard member, and his hands released their frenetic grip on her 
hair and dropped to knead savagely at the smooth orbs of her breasts.


Sam continued to pump furiously into the gyrating woman, feeling her 
body jackknifing against him with each demonic stroke of his blood-hard 
prick. His hands were like eagle's claws on her hips, and his body was 
straining every muscle taut as whipcord as he pounded mercilessly into 
her.


Sandra was a fiery furnace of excitement and passion. She had never 
felt like this before. She loved being fucked by Sam while she was 
sucking her own husband's cock ... loved the feeling of Mike's prick 
plunging far back into her throat while Sam's rod plundered her pussy. 
She was being buffeted by two men, fucked by both at once, and she 
revelled in the lewd tbree-way act.


She began to suck furiously as she sensed her husband's imminent 
release. She could feel his body tense, and then she felt the rumble of 
his white-hot sperm along the tube of his cock, before it spurted in a 
boiling stream of frothy white nectar into the sanctuary of her throat. 
She swallowed and gulped as it continued to flow in a thick jet down 
her burning gullet, and her cheeks hollowed and filled as she strove to 
keep up with the never-ending shower, her lips tightly convoluted 
around the pumping cock, so as not to lose a precious drop of it.


"Keep sucking... keep suckingggg..." Mike to drain every last drop into 
his wife's eager gulping throat.


Sam stiffened like a bowstring just then, and his hoarse guttural cries 
sounded out as he began to batter against her like a bulldozer, his 
heavy pelvis slamming cruelly against her upraised crotch, squirting 
jet after jet of hot white semen into her hungrily churning belly in a 
constant river of his pent-up passion.


A feeling of disappointment flickered through her as her husband's 
penis, at last spent and limp, slipped from her mouth, but just then, 
her own release was triggered by Sam's frantic pounding into her, and 
she felt herself lifted up in the arms of a giant whirlwind, and spun 
round and round, until she was flying by herself in a never-never land 
of complete euphoria.


"I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" she chanted, her body tossing 
and gyrating like a spinning top, flailing about under Sam's deep hard 
thrusts into her.


Shriek after shriek flew past her sperm glistening lips as she was 
caught in the throes of spasm after delicious spasm of indescribable 
delight, each of which carried her far beyond the wildest bounds of 
what she had experienced before.


At last, she was still, her body still twitching a little, as her nerve 
endings surrendered the last vestiges of their pleasure, and she lay 
back on the softness of the sweet smelling hay, beside the panting body 
of her husband and the satiated grunting figure of her lover.


Chapter 9


Sandra's feelings of complete satiation was marred only by a nagging 
feeling of animosity ... towards Mike. Even though things had turned 
out all right in the end, she couldn't rid herself of the desire for 
revenge. She couldn't forget how penitent she'd been when he had first 
come home, how she'd followed him out to the dairy, expressly for 
apologizing, how she'd discovered him making love to Eve, and worst of 
all, how he'd forced her and Sam into the debasing debacle. She knew 
she'd always hold a grudge against him until she'd laid that ghost to 
rest. Her body was aching with a pleasant sort of weariness, and 
groggily she staggered to her feet, peering around in the semi-
darkness. Both Sam and Mike were still half-sprawled on the floor, and 
Sandra could just make out the whiteness of Eve's body as she stood in 
the corner against the wall. The thought that her husband's mistress 
had witnessed her degradation added to her indignation, and a plan was 
forming in her lust-depraved mind. Yes, I'll pay that bastard back ... 
making her way over to where Eve was standing silently.


*   *   *


Mike was afraid to look at Sandra. Afraid, and ashamed, too. His anger 
had gotten the better of him, and had faded with his arousal; now he 
felt nothing but regret. He knew he'd gone too far when he'd forced his 
own hired hand and his wife to perform in front of him. He'd no right 
to do it, he knew now, especially when he himself had just been fucking 
Eve. Who was he to throw stones? For all he knew, catching him and Eve 
in the act might have set the ball rolling for his wife and Maguire. I 
shouldn't have been so hasty ...


Apprehensively, he watched Sandra get up. Where was she going, he 
puzzled, and then drew in his breath sharply when he saw her heading 
over to where Eve was still cringing against the wall.


What was she going to do to the girl? he wondered, tempted to call out 
and warn Eve. His wife was probably angry enough for anything, maybe 
even for attacking the girl!


"Sandy ..." he called softly, but she didn't seem to hear. Afraid, Mike 
got to his feet, and hurried over to where the two women were standing.


Sandra was looking intently at Eve, taking in every inch of her soft 
golden curves, feeling a stab of jealousy on seeing the girl's youthful 
perfection.


There was a look of abject fear on her face, and her pale hair, seen in 
the dim light, made her look ghostly, a sad apparition.


"Please, it's not my fault!" she whimpered, suddenly terrified of her 
employer's wife who was standing beside her. With relief, Eve saw Mike 
coming towards them. He'd protect her, save her from that madwoman ...


"Sandra, leave Eve out of this! Mike said authoritatively, and Sandra 
threw him a haughty glance.


"No fear!" she scoffed, throwing her head back, "I'm going to find out 
just what it is you've been so interested in!"


Sandra reached out her hand and rested it on the girl's shoulder, and 
then began to caress the soft flesh, dropping lower still until her 
hand was covering one of Eve's soft round breasts.


"Sandra, for God's sake ..." Mike broke in.


"Mmmm, not bad ..." Sandra noted, her hand moving to cup the other full 
white orb in her hand. Eve's brown berry-like nipples leaped into 
erection at Sandra's touch and jutted out provocatively against her 
palm. Now Sandra was embracing the astonished girl, gathering her in 
her arms, pulling her toward her breasts, and then, Sandra lowered her 
mouth onto the girl's quivering lips, and planted them with soft, 
passionate kisses. Sandra could hear Mike's sharp intake of breath and 
felt a thrill of pleasure when she realized that her plan was working. 
I'll make him sorry yet ... she promised, as she continued to shower 
hot little kisses on the surprised girl's lips, neck, throat. Sandra 
was actually surprised by how pleasant it was to hold the other woman 
in her arms, and was glad that she was so pretty and soft and 
appealing. She realized she felt a sort of sympathy for the girl, a 
mild desire to comfort her for what she had to go through.


Mike stared dumbfounded at the two women, their arms entwined around 
each other. He couldn't believe it. He had been sure they were going to 
come to blows, instead they were lovingly caressing and kissing each 
other. Eve had suddenly come to life under his wife's attentions and 
was reciprocating with passionate leech-like kisses. Her mouth was 
closing in on one of Sandra's pink little nipples, enclosing the hard 
little knob between her full ripe lips, sucking on it deliriously. 
Sandra was emitting little moans of pleasure as she clung to the 
blonde, and Mike had to rub his eyes to make sure he wasn't seeing 
things. Sam, too, had joined him, his mouth agape at the incredible 
sight.


"Well, I'll be hornswoggled ..." he murmured, his eyes widening as he 
watched his mistress and the dairymaid melting together in passionate 
embrace. He looked awkwardly at his boss, wondering what to say, but 
Mike was looking away embarrassedly, ashamed to look his employee in 
the eye. So they both turned their attention back to the girls ...


They had slipped to the floor, golden body fused against creamy white 
one, and the two men watched in disbelief as Sandra began to slide 
along the ground, trailing kisses down the length of Eve's body, coming 
to rest on the golden triangle between her long slim legs.


Sandra poised above the yellow thatch of pubic curls for a moment, and 
then dipped still lower, and slowly drew apart the girl's buttery 
thighs. Her eyes gazed raptly at the enticing pink slit which appeared 
before her, crowned by a golden fleece. She could see the thin hair-
feather outer lips throb slightly and placing a thumb and forefinger on 
each soft, tender flange, gently drew apart the fleshy folds, revealing 
the moist pink glory of her delicious young pussy. The tiny pink tip of 
her clitoris peeped out from beneath the flaxen curls, and just below 
it, the small rosebud-like opening of her vagina glistened wetly. 
Sandra had never seen a woman so close before. It was all new and 
strange to her, yet she was driven by she didn't know what instinct. 
She had forgotten her initial desire for revenge; she was enraptured by 
the sculptured wonder of the girl's soft, yielding body, and she was 
borne along by an inclination which was getting more clamorous as 
minutes ticked by.


Slowly, she lowered her face towards the golden gateway, and drawing 
out her tongue, ran it along the full length of the narrow pink 
aperture.


She felt the young girl draw back from the strange sensation, but she 
continued to touch the girl's tender young flesh with her tongue, 
tentatively licking and swiping with her own sensitive organ. Her long 
slim fingers were pressing against the tender flesh of the girl's 
smooth thighs, and she began to grow more familiar with the other 
woman's perfumed young cunt, sweeping her tongue in long, caressing 
strokes along its velvety folds, dipping and probing and drawing out 
the ambrosia of her femininity. She enclosed the turgid little button 
of her clitoris in her mouth, fastening it between her teeth, and 
titillating it with her tongue, making Eve squirm and moan with 
ecstatic pleasure. Sandra's tongue searched and explored the secret 
creases and indentations of Eve's pussy, sending chills of pleasure 
rippling up and down her spine, making her grind the golden peak of her 
body down on the other woman's feverishly licking mouth. She was 
beginning to mewl incessantly, her whole frame wracked with tiny spasms 
of pleasure.


Mike just couldn't believe it. The two women were twisting around on 
the floor like fish out of water, and Eve was moaning and sighing under 
his wife's oral love-making. He could feel his own prick beginning to 
rise again, a new, piercing ache throbbing through it. He was overcome 
with desire for his wife, and for his mistress, and experienced an 
acute agony which stemmed from the knowledge that he was excluded. They 
didn't need him ... they were sensually aroused without him ...


He continued to watch astonished as Eve suddenly began to swivel 
around, until her head was reaching down for Sandra's loins. Sandra, 
realizing what was happening, languidly spread her thighs, and Mike 
gasped as he saw Eve lower her pale oval face between the creamy 
columns of his wife's legs. Eve was going to suck his wife's pussy!


Sandra moaned into Eve's steaming crotch as she felt the first touch of 
the girl's cool tongue on her burning vaginal lips. It felt so soft, so 
soothing and she sighed, stretching out her legs as Eve continued to 
tease her twirling little tongue along the length of her hot pussy, 
soaking up her free-flowing juices, nibbling the little bud of her 
rigid clitoris, jabbing experimentally at the clasping hole of her 
cunt.


Sandra never knew that kissing and licking a woman's pussy, and being 
kissed and sucked by a woman in return, could be so exciting, and yet 
so relaxing. Safe, somehow. She felt instinctively that the girl wasn't 
going to do her any harm, and she, in turn, wished to give Eve 
pleasure, nice, soothing pleasure.


Their bodies were fused together, dark hair against soft blonde pubic 
curls, blonde head against soft dark pubic curls, the gold and the 
white blending in a delicious sinewy streak of smoothly naked feminine 
flesh. They licked and sucked and slavered in each other's pussies, 
oblivious of the hard breathing, and unabashed gaping of the two men, 
completely nonplussed in their sudden, unexpected exclusion.


The tempo of the rhythmic churning increased, and the bobbing heads 
became more frantic in their movements, and then the men saw that the 
two bodies became as taut as plumb-lines, before collapsing in a series 
of head-to-toe spasms, which culminated in muffled sighs and moans, 
drowned in the steaming softness of the two twitching cunts.


Sandra felt her body rise and fall like a feather floating in a gentle 
breeze, as Eve's tongue whipped her into achieving a climax unlike any 
she had before. She could feel Eve's cuntal walls contract tightly 
around her nose and mouth, almost smothering her, and tugging painfully 
on her slashing tongue, before ejecting a warm mist of softly-scented 
moisture which bathed her face and signalled the girl's simultaneous 
climax. The mistress and wife clung tremulously to each other, their 
mutual embraces helping to still the last quivering vestiges of their 
orgasms.


Sandra felt as if she were floating on Cloud Nine. Everything was 
working out. She had got her revenge on Mike, while at the same time 
discovering a new dimension in sensual excitement which she hadn't 
suspected existed. Her latest experience had acted as a salve for her 
preceding ordeal, its gentle feminine satiation the perfect counterpart 
for the animalistic satisfaction of the other.


But her peaceful reverie was brought abruptly to an end as she felt 
hands once more curving around her buttocks.


"W-wha ..." was all she managed to stammer, before she found herself 
being pulled up on all fours. The hands were kneading the soft pliant 
flesh of her bottom, caressing and pummelling it in turns. She winced 
as she felt the unmistakable burning shaft of an engorged penis 
prodding at her, the hard, mushrooming head probing obscenely at the 
tender folds of her pussy half concealed by the flesh of her thighs.


Casting around in the semi-darkness, she could make out Sam standing 
near her, his huge, sturdy penis held aloft in his hand like some 
barbaric weapon, his eyes glinting eerily in the half-light. It was 
Mike then, who was positioning himself behind her!


A weird shudder ran through her at the thought that it was her husband 
who was prodding her with his giant weapon, her husband who was poising 
the rock-hard head of his prick at the quivering entrance to her still 
tingling vagina. He's going to take me from behind, her mind realized, 
and then...


"AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH ..." she called out, unable to stop the shriek 
from sounding as she felt the first nudging of his pounding cock as it 
insinuated itself inside her hotly trembling cuntal sheath.


"NNNnnnngggghhhhhhhh ..." she continued to moan, as it plowed 
inexorably on its way, separating the yielding membrane of her vaginal 
passage as it advanced into her depths. With a smack, she felt the 
dangling weight of his balls slap against the flattened arcs of her 
backside, and then felt the niggling tickle of the hard round head as 
it probed the sensitive zone of her womb. Her husband's hands dug into 
the soft fleshy cheeks of her ass, and pulled them even further back, 
skewering her even more on his pistoning rod, making her knees rise up 
from the ground, burying every single inch of his weapon in his wife's 
heated interior.


He held her there in position for a moment, flexing his prick slightly 
inside, feeling her internal muscle throb in joyful answer, before 
slipping out again, almost all the way, until just the glossy hardness 
of the bulbous head was still imbedded in her tight passage. Then he 
rammed forward once more, shaking her body violently with the force of 
his entry, making her breasts jiggle as they hung down from the 
whiteness of their moorings.


"Aaaaaaahhhhhhhh ... mmmmmm ... it's good ..." she began to sigh as he 
commenced to screw in and out of her with long, hard, smooth 
experienced strokes. He was amazed at the expert, new response in his 
wife's body, and tried not to think of who had been her teacher, just 
willed himself to enjoy the incredible pleasure that she had to give.


Sandra continued to screw her backside back on her husband's oncoming 
pole of hardened flesh, feeling the spheres of her ass flaring around 
the wiry tangle of his pubic thatch, feeling the hardness of his pelvis 
as she swung back against him. For the first time, she was enjoying, 
really enjoying, fucking and being fucked by her husband, relishing his 
masculine body more than she had ever done.


Through half-closed eyes, she saw Sam suddenly pounce on the still 
prostrate body of Eve, and roughly spread her legs wide. Sandra felt a 
sympathetic wince as she noticed the girl's eyes open wide in initial 
alarm at the size of the huge male cock prodding at the quivering flesh 
of her tiny pink vaginal slit. Sam's eyes were bulging with obscene 
pleasure as he gazed down at the supine body beneath him, not being 
able to believe that she was lying unprotesting under him. He held his 
huge palpitating cock there between the splayed thighs for a moment, 
and then with a bestial grunt, charged forward, and sunk it right to 
the hilt, in one savage movement, in the astonished young girl's pussy.


"UUURRRGGGHHHHhhhhhhhhh ..." she gasped from the harshness of the farm 
worker's entrance into her soft body. He hesitated just a moment before 
withdrawing it again almost completely, and immediately he began to 
fuck in and out of her with fast, hungry strokes. Impatiently, he 
grasped the girl's slender ankles, and forced each one back up over his 
shoulder, revealing the whole naked plane of her trembling little cunt, 
unprotected before his onslaught.


Sandra, enjoying the easy rhythm of her husband's thrusts into her from 
behind, leaned forward, eager to soothe the troubled girl, whose face 
wore a distinct look of pain as she bore the savage rapidity of the 
workman's instrokes. She began to kiss the agonized girl, finding her 
young lips warm and tender against hers, slipping her tongue past the 
guardian teeth, encouraging Eve's dormant tongue into a lewd ecstatic 
dance of joy, whipping up a froth of frenzy as they lashed and swirled 
and fenced with each other. Her hands reached down and clasped a golden 
sphere in each, titillating the enticing little buds into erect little 
knobs which jutted up erectly from the crinkled brown aureoles.


Sandra continued to kiss and caress her husband's mistress, while her 
own lover screwed brutally into her, and while she herself was being 
fucked canine-fashion by her own husband!


Sandra was thrilled by the lewd implications of the wild four-way act 
she was involved in. This was even more incredible than she'd ever 
imagined ... she had certainly run the gamut of sexual experiences 
today. Already her mind was jumping ahead to even more exciting 
adventures, more perverse, more lurid ... more pleasurable.


But right now, her body was afire with unbelievable flames of passion. 
Her husband's pelvic thrusts grew more and more frantic and her own 
churning was more frenetic as her wet asscheeks slapped against her 
husband's pelvis and his hot pounding prick tore into her with the 
energy of an electric drill. And the soft touch of Eve's lips under 
hers and the delicious feel of her breasts in her hands added a 
hundredfold to her pleasure, as all four raced each other in a wild 
free-for-all for the biggest prize of all.


And Sandra herself won! She was the first to cum, and her body twisted 
and jerked out of control, throwing her into the hands of an earth-
shattering climax which shook her like a volcano, sending molten lava 
flying over her flesh, electrifying her into new, incredible spasms of 
wild, passionate pleasure.


"OH GOD ... I'm there ..." she sobbed out, as she tossed and writhed 
like a captured snake, desperately trying to milk her husband of his 
life-giving nectar for which her tortured sheath cried out. And she 
succeeded.


"Oh Christ Sandy, fuck back ... fuck back, because I'm ... I'm ... 
AAAGGGHHHHHHH ..." And he was battering against her like a mad bull, 
his huge enraged prick ejaculating with the strength of a fire 
extinguisher, scalding her raw passage with jets of hot fluid which 
shot far up into her voraciously accepting womb. Her thirsting passage 
greedily drank in all of the warm offering, begging for more, trying to 
squeeze every last drop from his exhausted prick. From the back of her 
mind, she was aware of Eve and Sam cumming simultaneously, their cries 
hoarse and untamed as they slapped and pounded against each other in a 
mutual demand for release.


All four collapsed together in a wanton, abandoned heap, arms and legs 
all akimbo. Sandra was utterly exhausted, feeling certain she would 
never again have the strength to make love again, but Sam and Eve and 
her husband all united and proved how wrong she was, right into the 
early hours of the morning, when finally Sandra dropped off into a 
satiated trance, her mouth curved into a Mona Lisa smile. "Mmmmm, what 
a day this has been..."


Chapter 10


Sandra absently shuffled the application forms around the crowded desk, 
pushing aside the big leather bound Farm Accounts book. Yesterday had 
been a hectic day for her, and she was glad to be taking it easy today. 
Five interviews she had conducted, starting early in the morning. Their 
farm was expanding so they needed another farm worker, and Sandra was 
in charge of selecting an applicant. Not that she minded that job. It 
was all part of the new arrangement she and Mike had come to about the 
running of the farm, several months ago. It seemed like years ago now 
since that day, which was a turning point in her life, when she and her 
husband and the two hired workers had entwined in an incredible 
foursome in the dairy. But that day had been the start of a whole new 
way of life for her, and for Mike, too, Sandra thought, feeling a 
little twinge of jealousy as she remembered Sheila, the new redhead who 
had taken Eve's place. Although part of the agreement they had reached 
was that her husband could have a free hand with the new student, 
Sandra couldn't help feeling a stab of envy at times.


Still, she was well compensated for having to share her husband with 
another woman.


Yes, she thought, stretching her long sinuous legs out under the desk, 
I've nothing to complain about! Mike had agreed to her continuing her 
relationship with Sam, but she found that he alone couldn't satisfy her 
completely and she found herself looking further afield for satiation. 
And of course, her neighbors were only too glad to oblige. The 
veterinarian's visit was due next week, and Sandra felt a tingle of 
appreciation tickle her groin as she recalled her last incredible bout 
with the Vet, when he had taken her in front and Sam had fucked her 
anally. It seemed to her as if this was the way her life had always 
been, and she couldn't remember what it was like before. Her body was 
the boss - her desire, her passion governed her completely.


She enjoyed her husband's body more and more, too, and didn't mind that 
their relationship had evolved into one of convenient mutual sexual 
satisfaction - and nothing else. Still, it meant she could go on 
savoring the offerings of all her neighbors and friends.


She ran her eyes over the resumes of the applicants she had interviewed 
yesterday. Two in particular stood out in her mind, and she knew that 
the choice lay between them.


"Mmmm", she murmured, tapping her teeth with her pencil, "Pablo seems 
to know a lot about the job, and is certainly very handsome, but on the 
other hand, Bill looks as if he were hung like one of our breeding 
bulls ..."


The End
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FOREWORD


Psychologists tell us with regularity of the dramatic changes an individual 
can suddenly execute overnight, given the necessary trauma-a shock, perhaps, 
to his carefully constructed coordinates of reality; the death or loss of a 
loved One, a sudden change in his financial condition, a run-in with the 
law. Stories abound of shy spinsterish girls who amazingly become coquettish 
flirts in the twinkling of an eye, mousy milquetoast office underlings who, 
given their free rein, become captains of industry, ruthlessly pummeling 
their way to success and wealth.


Certainly in these cases, the capacity for such a change has always been 
there, somewhere lurking in the unconscious, waiting for the right catalyst 
to transform the person's whole personality; nevertheless, it was with keen 
interest and empathy that we observe such metamorphic transformations, for 
it could as easily have happened to one of us. All of us, at one time or 
another, have labored under the excesses of an oppressive boss, daydreamed 
of the sweeping reforms we could make if only given the chance, talked of 
how we would run the country if we were president, or fantasied the thrills 
of just packing it all in and moving to another city, another country, 
changing our identity and history and starting afresh. But it is not often 
that one of us really has the chance ... bosses in power tend to stay in 
power, employees are not often given a say in instituting changes, and most 
of us will neither become president or move to some exotic land in search of 
a new name and adventure. So we are left with vicariously thrilling to the 
excitement of those who do make the leap.


Aston Marlowe, one of our most keenly insighted writers, has successfully 
probed this sociological phenomenon with his usual fast-paced style and 
amazing clarity. In The Angry Swappers, we are given the contemporary story 
of not one, but two people who effectively make this mind-shattering leap, 
bridging two identities, two personalities, to let their long-dormant real 
selves emerge in control. An accountant, timid and retiring; his wife, 
withdrawn and sexually-inhibited, become ... well, perhaps it is better to 
let our author tell you the story.


CHAPTER ONE


"Anna, I just don't think I can stand another day working under that man! 
Jake Ralston has got to be the coarsest, most vulgar human being I've ever 
had the displeasure of meeting. How he ever got to be manager of a trucking 
terminal the size of this one, I'll never know." Leonard Melton had just 
come in from another day at the ABC Trucklines Pine Junction terminal, his 
ninety-fourth day there as a management trainee sent down here to the 
Carolinas from the Maryland home offices. Melton knew precisely how many 
days he had spent under Ralston's tyranny, for he carefully marked them on 
his desk calendar, numbering them one by one, each morning wondering more 
desperately how he could hope to live through a year of suffering under that 
man.


His pretty, blonde wife was compassionate and reassuring, as she always was 
when he came home in one of these frequent depressions, but even Anna had 
found lately that there was nothing more for her to say-it had all been 
bandied about so much that she could practically recite her husband's 
complaints word-for-word like a litany, adding the oft-rehearsed "Yes, 
dears" and "I understand, honeys" until Leonard had calmed down and they 
could proceed with the task of finishing dinner. That is, if Leonard felt 
like eating; lately, food was becoming an anathema to her husband of nearly 
three years, as he so seldom managed to finish a meal without the onset of 
stomach cramps that his doctor had warned might be the beginnings of an 
ulcer. An ulcer at twenty-eight! When she and Leonard had first started 
going out together at college, he had been the one person on campus she 
would never have guessed could succumb to the ravages of corporate 
in-fighting and pressures.


Their friends had labeled their romance a coming-together of 
opposites-quiet, scholarly Leonard, bookish and quite distinguished looking; 
boisterous, gregarious Anna, freshman member of the cheerleading squad, 
night-owl and tennis player. It would have been difficult to find two more 
unevenly-matched students on the whole campus, yet it was almost love at 
first sight. Second or third date, anyway, and plans for marriage in the air 
before mid-term exams were being fretted about. They had their future all 
mapped out-college degrees for both of them and then a business 
administration master's for Leonard followed by an assured top-echelon 
position that would both utilize Leonard's flair for computer science and 
provide them both with the standard of living they expected. But little 
Richie had changed all of that before the end of their second year as Mr. 
and Mrs. Melton; Anna's doctor had advised her to stay away from 
birth-control pills for a while, as the strain of going to college and 
running a household was starting to wear on her, and the pills just made her 
more depressed and irritable. So it just happened, their adorable son, now 
almost a year old, was born before Leonard graduated, and any plans of 
graduate school studies went out with the first load of dirty diapers. Anna 
had never finished at all, of course, and her husband was in the ranks of 
the unemployed the day after graduation, joining the thousands of others who 
had guessed-wrongly-that American business was waiting out there somewhere 
with open arms, anxiously writing-up five-figure contracts and dangling 
stock-options. Only it had not worked quite that way at all; a full month 
after graduation, Leonard was at the point of exhaustion, having mailed 
dozens of resumes, answered countless newspaper ads and walked an estimated 
two hundred miles trekking from one employment agency to another, only to be 
told the opportunities would be better in the fall. Or in the Midwest. Or 
overseas. Or with more education. Or less education ... on and on until 
Leonard would gladly have taken a spot as night custodian in a shoe factory 
if he had been offered it. And then a man Leonard met in an agency 
waiting-room told him about this job with ABC Trucklines. It was a position 
nobody seemed to want, for though the money was fairly good and the 
advancement opportunities exceptional, it meant a full year on assignment as 
a management trainee in one of the transportation company's widely-scattered 
truck terminals. The only thing these sites seemed to have in common was 
their remoteness and inaccessibility-one on the sandy Georgia coastal plain 
in some little one-horse town no one outside the town limits had ever heard 
of. Another, sixty miles from the Mexican border in New Mexico, in a desert 
region so isolated they did not even have television. And the one Leonard 
finally chose ... five miles outside a town of four thousand souls in the 
Carolina Piedmont section, a veritable metropolis by comparison with the 
other two.


Pine Junction was a lumber and factory town originally carved out of the 
rolling Appalachian foothills in the last century as a rail depot for the 
burley lumber crews hacking their way west through the virginal pine forests 
in a frantic effort to supply the East's burgeoning shipbuilding industry. 
Most of the isolated town's present inhabitants were descended-legitimately 
or illegitemately, as they were quick to relate-from those original 
rough-and-tumble lumbermen and their women, though it seemed, from local 
folklore, that at least half the village sold out and left en masse when 
word was received of a spectacular gold-strike bonanza in the Klondike of 
the nineties. Those that stayed behind, the ones either too successful or 
too poor to just up and leave in search of a fortune, became the bulwarks of 
the Pine Junction community generally narrow-minded people, isolationists 
before the word was coined-people fearful of anything resembling progress 
lest their success draw "that sort" looking for work or a hand-out. Meaning 
Negroes, poor whites, or mostly just anyone not born and reared within 
spitting distance of Pine Junction. Leonard and Anna Melton, quite 
obviously, were outside on several indisputable counts: being 
college-educated was sinister enough, but heaven forbid, Leonard and Anna 
were from Connecticut ... Yankees!


Twelve months in Pine Junction was going to be sheer purgatory for Leonard 
and Anna, cut off from friends and family, from even the merest pleasures 
like good conversation and social life, but they lived for the day they 
could move out of there and into a better assignment, possibly an assistant 
managership in one of the company's regional sales offices. But this 
in-the-field training was obligatory and his progress with ABC hinged on 
that all-important evaluation his immediate superior would prepare in six 
months. And that superior was Jake Ralston.


Jake had once been considered an outsider himself in Pine Junction, though 
his position as manager of the truck terminal gave him a certain added 
respect in the close-knit community, as the terminal offered much-needed 
employment and income to Pine Junction, but there was another reason for his 
quick acceptance as well. Jake was a man that no one dared rebuff, for he 
had the presence of sheer physical power about him, a giant of a man who 
commanded authority wherever he went, often garnered at the threat of a few 
broken bones. Jake minced no words when it came to giving orders, and it 
seemed to Leonard that practically everybody in town took orders from 
Ralston at one time or another. He was accepted as a necessary evil, a man 
with few friends but no outspoken enemies.


The story was often told of Jake's unusual climb to management with ABC, a 
company noted for its college-grad training programs and incentive 
stock-options. Jake was an exception, a maverick, and he resented the 
smart-aleck young college kids who came into the company with nothing and 
quickly moved up the management ladder he had taken years to climb. Jake had 
first been hired as a dock-helper, the lowliest of the rowdy, work-toughened 
men who work around the truck terminals, assisting the higher-paid union 
men, cleaning up and just generally doing what they are told. Jake had taken 
the job as a stop-gap measure, just something to hold him over until a 
better spot came along, but it was the early fifties and the job market was 
glutted with men like himself, hardly out of their teens but 
hardened-veterans all, Jake being a newly-discharged Marine just returned 
from Korea. He quickly established a reputation around the Georgia terminal 
as being no man to trifle with-he took orders and carried them out to the 
best of his ability, but he had little time for complaints unless they were 
justified.


As Leonard heard it from the crusty old night-dispatcher, Jake had broken a 
tough grizzly trucker's jaw his third week on the job and was called into 
the foreman's office expecting to be fired. Only it seemed they were having 
labor troubles at one of their terminals and they needed some men who could 
handle their fists as well as their heads so Jake was sent in as a new 
line-foreman with only three weeks experience under his belt. The rest of 
his climb to management was far from meteoric, however, as the leap from 
foreman to white-collar management level is a wide chasm indeed; it took him 
almost twenty years to make it this far and he bore more than a little 
resentment toward those "kids" who often made the same climb in a couple of 
years. Leonard had heard enough about Jake Ralston, both here and back at 
the home office, to convince him he was a man to whom one gave a wide berth; 
he was no man of violence himself, though he wasn't afraid to fight if he 
was pushed into it. But he knew that just one serious encounter with Ralston 
could dead-end his chances for making a decent life for himself and his 
family; it was for that reason, and that alone, that Leonard Melton, each 
morning, before the day was officially under way, crossed off another day on 
his desk calendar. One day less in Pine Junction, one day less under Jake 
Ralston's calloused thumb.


* * *


"Honey, you've got to eat something. Look at you, your clothes hardly fit, 
your pants hang off you like they were hand-me-downs."


Leonard shook his head and cleared away some of the cobwebs; he had been 
daydreaming again, only it was actually more of a nightmare and now he was 
back, back to his tiny formica-topped table in his company apartment on the 
town limits of Pine Junction, out of Jake Ralston's clutches until tomorrow 
morning at eight-thirty. "I'm sorry, Anna, I wasn't listening. What did you 
say?"


"I noticed. You never are these days." Anna was irritated; this dinner was 
supposed to be a special treat. She had kept little Richie up all day 
without a nap so he would go to bed early and then surprised Leonard with 
her special braised chicken in wine-coq au vin. And for all the fuss he had 
made over it, it might as well have been Kentucky Fried Chicken in a box.


"I said I was sorry, Anna. Don't get your feelings all ruffled."


"I'm not doing any such thing! But you could have at least said something 
about the dinner. I spent half the afternoon getting it ready and you didn't 
even notice!" She was close to crying now, her eyelids fluttering to quench 
the tears.


"Oh damn, honey, I'm really sorry," he said consolingly. "It's just that 
I've got a lot on my mind, really. I do appreciate the dinner, honest, it's 
just ... well, you know, we've been through it all a hundred times already."


Anna reached across the narrow table and rubbed his cheek with the back of 
her hand. "I know, darling, I really do. But can't we have some time to 
ourselves without that horrible man hanging around like a curse? I know how 
much you despise him but he can't get to you here, darling, he's...."


"And what's that supposed to mean!? You think I'm afraid of him, don't you? 
Can't you see it's for you and Richie that I go through all this crap? I'd 
walk out on that uncouth bastard tomorrow if I was single!"


Anna jerked her hand away abruptly.


"Well, that can be arranged as well, Leonard!"


Her husband stood up and tossed his unused napkin onto his plate. "This is a 
re-run, Anna. We've been through it all before. I'll be up late working on 
some payroll reports for Ralston, so you might as well go on to bed without 
me."


Anna felt like saying, What difference would it make whether you came with 
me or not? You haven't treated me like a woman in weeks anyway! But instead, 
she quietly went about the chore of putting dinner away in plastic left-over 
cartons. And tomorrow would be day number ninety-five ... only two hundred 
and seventy to go


* * *


It was never like this in the dreams we used to share, Anna thought 
sorrowfully later that night, alone in their double bed as Leonard shuffled 
papers around on the dining table. Does he really have all that extra work 
to do or is he just killing time until he thinks I'm asleep? God, how long 
has it been now? Two weeks ... no, more like three? But it never seems to 
bother Leonard; doesn't he get these same hungerings? Aren't men the same?


When we were both still in college and newlyweds, then it was different. 
Wow, was it ever! Then it was every night, sometimes twice, and then often 
again in the mornings. Mmmmm, it was like a honeymoon for months and months! 
Even the first time was something special, that night in the back seat of 
Leonard's old Chevy, the night we got engaged. We were planning to get 
married, so we figured, what the hell, why should we be in agony when we 
could get a head start on married life right now? We didn't know it, but it 
was the first time for both of us ... and wow, was it everything it was 
supposed to be! Lights flashing, fireworks going off, sirens wailing ... 
could that only have been three years ago?


There was a sound of water running from the bathroom and Anna felt herself 
tense in futile anticipation; it was like this almost every night now ... 
her alone and hopeful. And Leonard exhausted and preoccupied.


She pretended to be asleep when he came in and whispered her name. It made 
no difference nowadays whether she was awake or not, and if she was awake, 
they would probably get into another argument. Anna felt the sheet lift and 
his body settle beside her; instinctively she snuggled her buttocks up 
against his side. It was October in Quarry County, but the last few days had 
heralded a spell of Indian Summer, so Anna had come to bed tonight with only 
her panties on. With the practiced touch acquired from night after night of 
being rebuffed, she waited expectantly for him to jerk away from her ... to 
grunt his usual good-night or perhaps kiss her on the cheek like she was a 
child ... anything to tell her, as usual these last months, that he 
preferred his own side of the bed to hers. But tonight, just perhaps, it 
might be different.


"Anna, honey, are you still awake?" he whispered. Feeling delightfully 
wicked, she answered with a seductive wiggle of her behind. She was almost 
afraid to hope ... maybe he just wanted to talk. "I finished my work, honey 
... and I'm sorry about dinner. I know you went out of your way to fix 
something nice and I acted like ... like,. well, Jake Ralston". Maybe being 
around him has corroded my manners. Anyway...." His hand slipped around her 
tiny slender waist as he settled close behind her and pulled her firm 
buttocks up against his bare belly. One hand coursed over the smoothness of 
her perfect, unblemished back; he could feel the soft warm nakedness of her 
bare feminine flesh against his abdomen and he quickly slipped out of his 
jockey-shorts.


Anna felt a naked shiver of excitement and anticipation course over her bare 
flesh at the first passionate nudge of his hardening cock nestled 
suggestively in the soft hairless furrow of her buttocks. She pushed her 
soft ass-cheeks back tightly against the stiffening flesh of his manhood and 
trapped it firmly between the firm womanly half-moons of her ass. She was 
hesitant to open her eyes, lest this all be a cruel dream, a hoax played on 
her by her own unconscious. But when she did, she could see that it was real 
... her husband and lover seemed miraculously to be his old eager self once 
again. She could only pray it would last; that this somehow-ignited spark of 
desire she had thought long extinguished would flame one more time into the 
raging wildfires of passion she had once known.


He kissed her gently behind the ear and tugged her panties down over the 
swell of her hips and along the smooth bare flesh of her legs; she shivered 
again at the feeling of utter nakedness and squirmed tighter against his 
throbbing hardness. His cock was fully erect and stiff now, poking curiously 
between her thighs as she clamped them claspingly around the softly pulsing 
rigidity. She could feel the full hard length of his familiar cock rubbing 
incitingly against the sensitive fleshy folds of her cunt, the swollen 
purplish head brushing electrically over the nerve-jammed bud of her 
clitoris. Without even trying, she could feel the warmly moist lips of her 
vagina flower open to receive him eagerly, hungrily nibbling with unabashed 
desire at the hardness of his cock.


Leonard eased further down behind her, lowering his body as they both lay 
nestled together on their right sides on the mattress, sliding down over the 
firmly rounded cheeks of her buttocks and the naked, unblemished smoothness 
of her back. His desire-stiffened cock was perfectly positioned to surge 
into the soft moist pinkness of her vagina; its throbbing, lust-engorged 
head, distended and purplish with lust-heated blood, was poking between the 
wetly clasping lips of her cunt and her hotly eager vaginal flesh ravenously 
urged him into her very belly. "Okay, sweetheart?" he murmured needlessly.


Anna could barely manage an answer. "Y ... yes, darling, yes ... now, now!" 
His stiffly erect manhood surged forward relentlessly between the hungry 
lips of her vagina, not stopping until his loins smacked resonantly against 
her buttocks and his testicles rested between her thighs. Anna choked on a 
soulful cry of ecstasy as she felt the incomparable joy of lust-hardened 
maleness between her legs. "Oooooohhhh ... yes, yes, yes!" She shuddered 
from the tips of her bare toes as his love-stiffened cock thrust rapidly in 
and out of her voraciously clasping velvety cuntal sheath, each backward 
jerk of his hips pulling the softly clinging flesh of her vagina out and 
then stuffing it deeply into her belly as he burrowed skeweringly again, 
poking and prodding her innermost secret joy-spots with harder and harder 
thudding thrusts. Her eyes were tightly closed again, this time not in dread 
but in passion, as his maddeningly rhythmic strokes pumped in and out of her 
sex-starved cuntal slit; each long, impaling thrust seemed deeper than the 
one before, and she could feel the electrifying waves of wanton ecstasy that 
were welling up from her lust-incited loins, sweeping thrillingly over her 
whole naked body. She wanted to cry out in erotic delight, but she dared not 
for fear of waking little Richie.


Her nipples had hardened arousedly and were now throbbing with the 
overwhelming strength of her long-suppressed passion. She could warmly feel 
the spreading wetness of her own love-juices as they fervently lubricated 
her husband's skewering hardness in passionate anointment.


Leonard looked down his chest at the splendid exhibition of his well-formed 
voluptuous wife, as beautiful tonight as that first night they met, her 
tantalizing buttocks-cheeks clenched tightly as she ground back lasciviously 
onto the impaling thickness of his cock, her soft ivory thighs parted to 
accommodate his stiffened sex, her legs scissoring in an open rhythm with 
the hoarse throaty moans of ardent passion that escaped her quivering lips 
...!


Anna's heart stopped in her naked breasts as she heard her husband grunt 
huskily behind her, and then she knew it was all over ... his sperm-laden 
testicles gushed a seething flood of hot liquid into her belly that oozed 
from around the shaft of his cock and dribbled warmly down her 
passionately-clenched thighs. Her whole body was tensed and immobile, as 
though by remaining perfectly still, not moving, not even breathing, her 
worst fears might be proven groundless.


But when, after a few moments, she felt his rubbery cock slip wetly from her 
reluctant vaginal grip, she knew there would be no more for her. "Leonard 
... p-please ... just ... a ... little ... more...." But he was swinging his 
legs off the bed now and making his way in the dark to the bathroom.


She knew she would not cry this time, the tears were all shed a long time 
ago, but she was agonizingly crushed and depressed none the less. Leonard's 
unexpected passion after all these nights of neglect had given her hope ... 
and now that too was gone.


Anna bit painfully into her trembling lower lip, purposely hurting herself 
to distract her mind from the greater agony between her thighs, the fervent 
throb of unfulfilled desire. She knew what she would have to do, just as she 
had shamefully done so many times already ... tomorrow when Leonard was 
gone. Tomorrow when her own caressing fingers would have to quench the 
agonizing hurt that once her husband had destroyed so wonderfully ... 
tomorrow. And now, for tonight, she had simply to find the means to sleep.


CHAPTER TWO


"Connie, how about some more fried chicken. This ain't enough to keep a bird 
alive!" Jake Ralston, his napkin tucked into his collar, was bellowing 
across the dining room of their spacious ranch-style house in Crab tree 
Meadow, two blocks from the Pine Junction Golf Club. Crabtree Meadow was the 
nicest suburban development in the wooded countryside that surrounded the 
town; in fact, except for a few clustered jerry-built houses some quick-buck 
operator built a few years back for the blacks who work at the terminal, 
there was no other suburban development at all.


"Goddamn it, Jake, I'm frying it! Just eat what you've got on your plate and 
I'll bring some more. You're not gonna starve, not with that lard-gut 
o'yours!" Connie Ralston wiped the perspiration from her forehead as she 
waited beside the electric deep-fat fryer as another half-dozen pieces of 
chicken sizzled in the boiling vegetable oil, and turned a crisp, flaky 
brown, just the way Jake liked it.


"All right, all right, I didn't ask for no wise-ass remarks! I've got to get 
back to the terminal tonight, there's a couple of new guys starting on the 
graveyard shift and I want to be around to be sure they get off on the right 
foot."


Connie Ralston came in carrying a heavily-laden plate heaped with 
steaming-hot chicken and placed it carefully on the table next to the huge 
bowl of mashed potatoes and the boat of gravy; there was a smaller bowl but 
it was freshly-emptied.


"Do you want some more peas, honey?" Connie asked routinely, helping herself 
to a couple of pieces of the chicken before they were eaten.


"Naw, this is enough." He had finished a leg and was starting on a sizzling 
breast in the time it took her to sit down and unfold her napkin.


"What's the big hurry, lover boy? Those new guys don't start for another 
three hours yet."


Jake wiped the chicken-grease from his lips with the back of his hand and 
then wiped the hand on his bib-napkin. "Yeah, I know, but I wanna be there 
when they turn up. You can tell a lot about a guy by watching him the first 
night. You know, like how early he is, if he's nervous, whether he comes 
right in or sits in the car ... that sort of stuff."


"What difference does all that make if he does his job well? I think you 
just like to razz these new guys for something to do, Jake. Just like you're 
always needling that Melton kid in the office."


Jake slammed his meaty fist on the table and everything, bowls, plates, 
stainless-steel flatware, leaped an inch into the air and crashed with a 
rattle. "Damn it, Connie, I've told you time and time again, that's my 
business and nobody else's! I run that terminal the way I know best and I 
think I do a damn good job!"


Connie knew she had over-stepped her bounds, and she pushed her chair back 
and stepped around behind her burly, ex-Marine husband. "I'm sorry, baby," 
she purred. "I didn't mean to meddle in your affairs. I'll make it up to you 
when you've finished dinner."


Jake grunted. "Yeah, well it had better be good."


"Good? When was it ever bad, lover boy?" the teasing-blonde purred 
seductively in his right ear; her hands coursed over his barrel chest and 
affectionately toyed with the hump of male flesh beneath the coarse fabric 
of his work pants. Jake never wore expensive clothes to the terminal, 
preferring to look more like a trucker than a bookkeeper as he explained it.


"Oh, I've had better," her husband said absently, chewing a mouth-sized 
chuck of chicken breast. "Emmy the other night at the party, for instance 
... now that was a piece o'ass! Man, she's got a goddamn set of jaws in that 
pussy and they love to eat cock!"


Connie feigned shock and embarrassment. "Why, my stars above, such talk from 
a gentleman like you!"


"You're nobody to talk, Connie Ralston ... I got a good look at you and 
Emmy's old man Brad. You were suckin' that prick like I never feed you at 
home. Honestly, honey, people are gonna think you never eat if you keep 
sucking like that for folks to see!"


"Mmmmmmm, it wasn't hunger, baby ... it was lust, pure lust! Damn, did he 
ever have a cock on him. When he came, I nearly choked to death; it tasted 
like a quart and a half!"


"Yeah, but was it quality? Why settle for skim milk when you can get the 
real cream right here at home?" Jake loved to watch her when he talked like 
this; Connie had a thing about sucking cock.


She had always been that way, since the days when she worked at the 
Tri-State Truckers' Haven up on the Virginia border. Connie had built quite 
a reputation for herself, spread by satisfied truckers through four of five 
states.


A few of them were even bold enough, or stupid enough, to think that Connie 
was still community property even after her marriage eight years ago to Jake 
Ralston-one of the two would never drive a truck again unless he figured a 
way to do it with his one good arm and the second was rumored to be living 
in Oregon, taking only the long-haul assignments that kept him along the 
West Coast, three thousands miles from Jake's vengeance.


Connie was his woman now, one hundred percent, though he didn't mind 
spreading her talents around at the parties they had started going to about 
a year ago, a group of mostly truckers and their wives and girlfriends who 
met at a different house every other week, with the end result always the 
same ... more sucking and fucking than any man or woman could handle, even a 
dyed-in-the-wool wencher and cunt-hound like Jake Ralston.


"I hear cream is fattening, baby, so maybe I'll just stick to skim milk for 
awhile," she whispered teasingly, her hand on the rapidly-swelling bulge of 
his huge cock.


"Like hell you will!" he bellowed, and pushed his own chair out enough to 
clear his enormous beer-belly. He swung his legs around, still seated at the 
table and pushed his wife down by the shoulders until her head was in his 
lap. "Now, big mouth, see how well you talk with a cock down your throat!"


Connie Ralston needed no further encouragement ... she could suck cock 
morning, noon and night and never get enough. Most of the time, she could 
even bring herself off as well, insinuating her firm womanly thighs together 
and massaging the sensitive pearl of her clitoris with the fleshy insides of 
her thighs. Connie anxiously opened his pants as Jake obligingly sucked-in 
his gut and she held the waistband in both hands as she tugged down the 
zipper; she knelt between his muscular legs and reached inside his unzipped 
pants and, without bothering to either remove his pants or his boxer shorts, 
she yanked affectionately at the thickening hardness of his cock until it 
lay along the inside of his left leg, completely exposed now. She began to 
stroke his thick rod of strength first with one hand and then between the 
opened palms of both with a slow, torturous pressure.


He groaned loudly and boisterously, thrusting his half-uncovered loins 
upward as the warm wetness of her tongue-moistened lips tightly encircled 
the throbbing, blood-engorged head of his now-hardened organ.


Connie hummed teasingly. "Mmmmmmmmm...." She felt his cock grow even stiffer 
at the tantalizingly sensation of her lips vibrating around his firm 
hardness. He groaned again and reached down to entangle his fingers in her 
short blonde hair, guiding the rhythm of her now-bobbing head. She knew he 
was watching her as he always did when she went down on him; he loved the 
sight of his thick, blood-engorged cock buried wetly between her eagerly 
sucking lips, just as she cravingly relished the spectacle of his laving 
tongue as it luridly caressed her cuntal pinkness. They were of one mind 
when it came to sex-anywhere, anytime and with practically anybody.


"Connie, I've been thinking," he said in a near-whisper, his head back and 
his voice hissing through clenched teeth. "We've gotta' bring some new blood 
to the parties soon, it's our turn, you know. Have you got any bright ideas 
yet?"


"Mffffgghhhh!...." She looked up at him without taking her tautly ovaled 
lips from around his cock, bending her head as far upward as she could with 
his throbbing hardness down her throat.


"Oh, I'm sorry, I guess you can't talk right now," he said with a cynical 
lilt. "What I had in mind, baby ... don't stop sucking ... mmmm, that's 
better ... what I had in mind was some of the Melton kid's sweet little 
wife. Man, she's got an ass on her I'd sure love to fuck ... tight and high 
and sweet! Shit, what a piece she'd be!"


The rhythmically-bobbing blonde woman mumbled something unintelligible 
around the thickness of his cock and then teasingly began to lick the soft 
spongy glans with her tongue-tip, tormentingly boring into the tiny slit the 
way she knew her husband-and any other man--liked it. That did it nicely-he 
could not talk about that young stuck-up Melton girl with Connie Ralston 
sucking his cock! He tremored around her head as she nuzzled deeply between 
his thighs, working the heavy layer of outer flesh up and down with her 
lips, finally pushing it all the way back and then lovingly drawing her 
hotly ovaled moist lips up along the full length of his pulsing hardness 
until just the fervently swollen head remained between her O-shaped lips. 
She tightened her lips elastically and then, with a sigh of ravenous 
cock-hunger, she moved her head up and down skillfully in that lewdest of 
movements; she knew what sucking a man's cock-required and she always gave 
it her best ... thick, thin, four inches or a foot, Connie loved a cock down 
her throat more than anything!


"Goddamn, suck it, honey!" he belched, his thoughts of lechery with his 
young assistant's wife momentarily forgotten as Connie cupped the wrinkled, 
leathery flesh of his sperm-bloated testicles gently with one hand and 
twirled her thumb and forefinger about the thick hair-matted base of his 
cock. She swirled her wet tongue about inside her mouth, lavingly caressing 
the shaft of his thrusting hardness, letting her tongue-tip playfully tease 
the tiny slit in its purplish head. She sensed his throbbing arousal, knew 
that the end was near, and began to suck his huge cock harder, scraping 
gently along the blue-veined rigidity with the edges of her teeth; she was 
taking more and more of his immensity down her cock-starved throat, 
swallowing expertly to allow the thick cock deeper, mouth-fucking thrusts 
that would have choked a lesser woman to death. Her own passion fervently 
aroused as well, she swished her tongue around and around the lust-swollen 
knobbish head until she could feel the blood pulsing inside it and she was 
taking nearly every inch of his hugely erect cock down her tender throat 
passage!


Connie immediately tightened her fleshy thighs, massaging their soft 
fullness against one another lewdly, squeezing the lust-flushed lips of her 
vagina moistly together and arousingly caressing the tiny marble of her 
clitoris. Instantly, she could feel the surging swell of passion rage up 
from her loins as her husband began to grunt and groan incessantly. 
Frantically, she strained her thighs against each other to bring herself up 
to the very pinnacle of shuddering ecstasy as her husband neared his gushing 
climax in her clasping throat ... all she needed to set her off screaming 
was the first sweet drop of his cum!


Jake Ralston raspily grunted down at her. "Ummmfffffff ... yeah, baby, suck 
it good now ... almost there ... almost!" There was a moment's deathly 
silence and then, "Aaaaahhhhhhhh ... I'm cumming, baby, I'm cumming!"


Connie shivered amusedly with a chill of wanton passion as the gush of 
liquid fire swirled down her velvety throat passage, spurt after spurt of 
the rich creamy liquid flowing copiously into her receptive belly. His hands 
knotted in her short teased blonde hair and he moaned again and again as she 
hungrily gulped every precious drop down her throat; between her legs, she 
felt a soothing spread of wetness as her own love-juices soaked the 
crotchband of her panties as her own orgasm, triggered by the pungent taste 
of hot viscous cum, eased her frantic, urgent passion ... for the moment.


"Honey, did you mean all that about that Melton broad?" Connie was sitting 
on the floor, her head still between her husband's meaty thighs. Absently, 
she had performed the ritual of licking his heavy, thick-fleshed cock clean 
of his orgasm, as she always did when she had sucked him off.


"Sure, why not," he answered, his voice seemingly far away as if something 
was on his mind. "You gotta' admit she's a sweet looking piece!"


Connie chuckled and gave his rubbery, flaccid cock a teasing lick, like a 
child with a popsicle. "And what about me? You going to bring her ol' man 
into this thing too? He's kinda' good-looking, you know. It might be nice 
getting some college-trained cock. I've had enough of you and your 
truck-driven' friends."


Jake took a good-natured swipe at the side of her head. "Shit, Connie, you 
don't ever get enough. But I'll have to think about that Melton kid. He's as 
straight as an arrow and that wife of his is just as bad. They probably fuck 
with their clothes on, if they fuck at all. Man, I could sure educate that 
pussy o'hers in a hurry!"


"I thought you didn't like the kid."


"I don't ... he's just like all the rest of them college boys, thinks he 
knows everything just 'cause he's read a few books. But I'd overlook that 
just to get in his wife's pants, yes sir! Man, I'll bet that li'l pussy's so 
sweet she don't even have to wash it!"


Connie was busily tucking her husband's soft, spongy cock away in his pants; 
she knew there would be time later for some more of the same. There was 
always time with Jake. "Well, honey," she purred. "You can have that city 
girl, but don't forget ol' Connie, all right? I ain't never been fucked by a 
college boy before and I'd like to see what they teach 'em in those fancy 
universities." There was an odd grunting noise from her husband and then 
silence; Connie Ralston tilted her head up and then shrieked in mock 
ferocity. "You son of a bitch! I should have known!" Jake looked down at her 
with a greasy grin sprawled across his fleshy face ... in his right hand was 
a nearly-finished leg of fried chicken.


CHAPTER THREE


The terminal manager was already in his office with the door closed when 
Leonard arrived for work.


"Damn it, that's just another demerit for me in that little book of his," 
Leonard cursed to himself as he sorted through the morning's pile of traffic 
schedules and lading invoices. "Even when I'm right on time, he still beats 
me here. That man must love this place!" Leonard was half-consciously 
reading a long list of figures, in-and-out times for the various loads that 
were brought in last night for trans-shipment or forwarding, shipments that 
were picked up by ABC Trucklines throughout the Carolinas for shipping via 
the long-haul truckers who made the daily runs up north or out to 
California. But most of his mind was somewhere else-there in his tiny, 
cramped apartment last night with Anna. He had felt for a long time that his 
wonderful marriage was somehow coming apart at the seams like a pair of 
pants that had been worn too long, and try as he might, there just seemed to 
be no solution. He even found himself, trying to imagine what life would be 
like without Anna and little Richie, something he would never have even 
dreamed about a year ago. Or even three months ago. It was this job, it had 
to be; what did he accomplish if he stuck it out in this hellhole and 
wrecked his marriage in the process? Wasn't it for Anna and Richie that he 
had taken this job? Wasn't it to provide them with a good life and a real 
chance to make something and be somebody? Then what could he hope to gain by 
throwing out all his remaining self-respect and sticking this out for 
another nine months? He'd have no wife and kid by then at the rate things 
were deteriorating at home.


Anyway, a few more nights like last night and I won't have to worry, he said 
to himself as he sat at his desk outside Jake Ralston's office, because Anna 
will probably pack up and move back to her mother! I just can't seem to get 
my heart into anything lately, even making love to Anna, and that has to be 
the craziest yet. I'll never make it another nine months in this nut-house, 
I'll be as crazy as Jake Ralston first!


"Uh, excuse me, is Mr. Ralston in?" Leonard had been so caught up in his own 
troubles that he had failed to notice the pretty teenager who had walked in 
through the outer door and was standing at his desk. She had shoulder length 
brown hair, tied prettily in two pigtails, the way some of the girls still 
wore their hair in these rural parts, and she had a sprinkling of freckles 
across her little girl's face and a pixie-like smile that looked capable of 
melting the coldest heart.


Leonard stood up politely, scraping his chair on the tile floor as he pushed 
it back with his legs. "Yes, ma'am, he's in his office," he answered 
cordially, wondering all the time what a pretty little teenager like this 
could possibly have in common with a coarse brute like Ralston.


"I have an appointment," she said carefully, taking her time over the 
multi-syllabled word. "It's about the two-week replacement job in the 
paymaster's office. Clara's sister told me about it last night and I called 
first thing this morning. It's not already filled, I hope."


Leonard felt a noticeable sinking in his chest at the thought of this 
innocent-looking mere child being thrown to the wolves in the paymaster's 
section, two men and a woman, the former notorious for their scalp-hunting 
forays into the bookkeeping office and the latter widely rumored to strongly 
prefer the company of her own sex. "No, I don't think it's filled. Just a 
second and I'll check." It was only a couple of steps into Ralston's closed 
office but Leonard preferred the phone; this way he did not have to look at 
him more than was necessary in the course of a day. Jake answered with his 
usual, "Yeah, what is it?" on the first ring of the interoffice line and 
when Leonard explained why he had called him, Jake hurried through the door 
like a preacher before the collection, all smiles and good cheer. Leonard 
felt his stomach tighten with nausea.


"Leonard, don't bother me with any calls for awhile, understand?" he said 
with a sickening wink as the young girl, befrocked in her Sunday School 
finest, was hurried through the door. The door closed behind her and Leonard 
was certain he heard the distinct metallic sound of a bolt being thrown. The 
nausea in his stomach was halfway up his throat before he made it to the 
water cooler and cooled his disgust with a few fast swallows of ice-cold 
water. He shook his head in revulsion and made a mental vow to simply put it 
all out of his thoughts; he had enough problems of his own without adding 
some extra ones the growing heap. He jerked the sheet of daily dockage 
figures with the meatiest computations from the stack of incoming ledgers 
and grabbed at his desk-top calculator.


"Well, you must be Clara's sister's kid, is that right?" inquired Jake 
Ralston of the timid young brunette who was seated in a straight-back chair 
in front of his desk. Her yellow gingham dress with tiny white flowers 
printed on it was obviously homemade, probably from a pattern that came in a 
twenty-five-pound sack of flour; maybe the sack itself went into the dress.


"Not exactly, Mr. Ralston," she replied in a frail, almost musical voice. 
"My momma died right after I was born and daddy sent me to live with his 
sister. Louise and Clara are really both my aunts, but Louise's all the real 
folks I've had since I was a baby."


"Oh, I see. Well, Clara's family is real fine people. I'm sure they've done 
a good job of bringing you up." Poor white trash, just like all the rest of 
them around here. They'd still be scratching corn and potatoes out'a that 
red clay if ABC hadn't built this terminal!


"Yes, sir, they've done their best. Louise is just like a mother to me."


Jake smiled understandingly. I'll bet she is ... when she ain't down at the 
loading ramp trying to pick up five bucks from some Yankee trucker with a 
pocketful of money and a hard-on!


"We could sure use the money, Mr. Ralston. I mean, Louise hasn't had any 
real work for a couple of months now and the two weeks pay would help out 
real nice-like. I hope the job ain't, uh, isn't filled. The man outside said 
it was still open."


"The man outside? Why'd you go talking to him? Didn't Louise tell you to see 
me and nobody else?" Jake was turning red around the collar of his 
work-shirt-all he ever wore to the terminal, nobody would ever accuse Jake 
Ralston of being a white-collar, even behind his back.


"Oh ... I'm sorry. I didn't mean anything by it, Mr. Ralston." Her tiny 
voice was wavering and she sounded crushed, as if considering the unpleasant 
prospects of returning jobless to the two-room shanty she shared with Louise 
and her daughter.


"Oh, what the hell, don't worry about it." Jake sat on the edge of his desk; 
his legs were only a few inches from the young girl's knees and he could see 
her blush at the unexpected closeness of a man. Damn it, I don't think 
Louise was lying for once! I believe this one is really a virgin!


"What makes you think you can handle that vacation replacement job?" he 
asked seriously. "It's a lot of work for such a young girl. How old are you 
anyway?"


"Seventeen ... almost. In January. But I know I can do it, honest!" Her big 
wide eyes flashed with adolescent eagerness and her voice raised excitedly. 
"Clara told me all about it and she said she could come in from bookkeeping 
once in awhile and help me if it got rough. I know I could do it, Mr. 
Ralston, and Louise ... well, she needs the money awful bad. They've been 
around twice already this month about the rent on the house and Louise 
says...."


Jake held his hand up, palm out. "I know all about louise's problems ... all 
of them ... but I'm interested in you, uh, Sarah. I think Louise said, 
right?"


"Yes, Mr. Ralston, it's Sarah." She was crestfallen: apparently out of a job 
before she even began. And she had promised Louise!


"Hmm, I just don't know, Sarah," he said with convincing severity; his left 
foot hooked another straight-back chair and he slid it over next to the 
teenager's and settled his immense bulk into it. His knees touched the sides 
of her thighs bene; th her dress and she avoided his stare, looking down 
awkwardly at her fidgeting hands in her lap. "That can be a pretty rough 
place over there, Sarah. I mean, truckers aren't always a bunch of perfect 
gentlemen, you understand? It's hardly a place for a little girl who might 
get her feelings hurt just 'cause some truck driver took a liking to her and 
got cute."


"I ... I understand all that, Mr. Ralston. Louise told me I'd have to learn 
how to handle myself around a bunch o'men. But I can handle it, Mr. Ralston, 
I just know I can!" When he lifted her chin with his calloused hand, he 
could see the redness from tears in her pretty hazel eyes. She was shaking 
like a leaf in the wind, her lips quivering with youthful uncertainty.


"Well, you'll have to show me. Sarah," he said, and before the young girl 
could question him his hand had settled on her firm girlish breast. He had 
guessed correctly-she was not wearing a bra, either because Louise was too 
poor to afford one or out of some misguided farm notion that she was too 
young. "What if some trucker from up north, high on pills and all worked-up 
from being on the road all night, were to grab you like that, Sarah? Could 
you keep quiet? Or would you act like a kid and go running to the front 
office?"


"N ... No, sir ... I ... I wouldn't make no fuss. L ... Louise said 
something like that m ... might happen."


Jake laughed. "Louise told you right. Sarah. She's a smart woman, that 
Louise." Her breast was firm and succulent beneath his fondling fingers, 
bulging with ripe adolescence and pertly high and girlish. She gasped as his 
free hand reached around her shoulders and unclasped the top of her dress at 
her neck, but she said nothing. Her shoulders heaved as she breathed heavily 
when her zipper edged down the smoothness of her back. Jake pulled the 
simple cotton dress down over her bare, unblemished shoulders and slipped 
his hand down below her neck in front; his hand fastened hotly on the 
shimmering coolness of her bare breast. He could feel the tiny pertness of 
her pink nipple insinuated against the flesh of his palm.


"P ... Please, Mr. Ralston ... I ... I...."


"Shhhhhh, honey, I don't mean you any harm. But you gotta remember I'm in 
charge of this place and it's my responsibility to see that it's run 
smoothly, with no headaches. I gotta be sure you got what it takes, 
sweetie." He grinned wickedly and the young teenager caught a glimpse of the 
sinister evil that lurked in the back of his eyes, a cesspool of menacing 
terror that chilled her to the core of her soul. She was too terrified to 
cry out or eyen to try to run away; but he had locked the door anyway and 
there was no way out unless she screamed. And then she'd never get that job 
and Louise would lose the house....


Jake Ralston leaned close to the girl's pink-cheeked face and kissed her 
hotly on the lips; she could taste the acrid traces of whiskey on his 
breath, and she shuddered in revulsion but managed to force a thin, wavering 
smile to her despoiled lips. "You like it, don't you, Sarah? You girls from 
Louise's neck of the woods just seem to be born with a man-hunger, don't 
you?" he leered.


"I ... I don't understand," the helpless young brunette replied weakly.


"Like hell you don't!" Jake's manner had changed abruptly, as if a switch 
had been thrown in his mind, and he grabbed the girl's cotton dress and 
yanked it roughly down over her bjeasts, exposing them nakedly to his 
lustful stare. The teenager closed her eyes tightly and said not a word; her 
whole body seemed a shuddering mass of goose bumps.


"Stand up, girl!" Jake commanded gruffly and the young pig-tailed teenager 
obeyed instantly. The thick armed ex-Marine jerked the girl's dress down to 
her tiny waist and then over the girlish bulge of her narrow hips. She 
sobbed one barely-audible cry and then stood perfectly still, her eyes still 
clenched shut as if by not seeing, none of this would be real. Jake pushed 
her gingham dress to the floor and it lay there crumpled about her ankles, a 
fallen flag of absolute surrender ... sixteen and cherry, he chuckled to 
himself, wait 'til Connie hears about this! She'll eat her heart out!


The pig-tailed freckled girl wore nothing now but her inexpensive white 
panties, and Jake could see the sparse wisp of brownish hair beneath the 
sheer fabric ... Sweet sixteen and never been laid!


"M ... Mr. R ... Ralston, sir, I ... I just don't know much about such as 
this and...." Her country-girl drawl was cracked with emotion.


"Hush, honey, and the job is yours, understand?" There was no veneer of 
obsequious courtesies to his steel-edged voice now; Jake Ralston obviously 
meant business and there was no sense beating around the bush any longer.... 
It's put out or get out, baby! If you want the job, my cock comes with the 
bargain, he laughed to himself.


"Come a little closer, Sarah." She complied without another word of protest; 
she was standing only inches from his knees and she shivered in dread as his 
thick calloused fingers gripped the elastic of her panties and began to curl 
them downward over her tiny flat belly. He grabbed them at her hips and 
pulled slowly toward the floor, an unabashed grin of eager desire on his 
lips as the tiny vee of her adolescent sex came into sight as the waistband 
of her panties dropped lower and lower. He could see the goose bumps now 
across her abdomen and feel her shudder in helpless subjugation and shame; 
in another few seconds, she was naked. Totally and hopelessly naked with 
this man old enough to be her father!


Jake Ralston stood up and began to unbutton his shirt, his eyes never 
leaving the loveliness of her young body. She was slender, surprisingly so, 
he thought, considering the way these local women went to pot so early. Her 
body was smoothly unblemished from head to foot, her girlish curves just 
beginning to show the swelling voluptuousness that would obviously come to 
her with womanhood. Her breasts were high and firm on her chest, her tiny 
crinkly nipples as pink as a pussy's nose and twice as soft. His eyes cast 
downward to the wispy curls of pubic hair that traced upward from the 
junction of her slender thighs like a smoky trail from long-smoldering coals 
... Man, oh man, if she's half the hot-box Louise has always been, she'll 
eat me alive!


Ralston unfastened his pants and let them drop to his feet and then with a 
grunt of passion, he unbuttoned his boxer shorts and dropped them as well. 
"Come here, Sarah and sit on my lap for awhile. And remember what Louise 
told you ... you want that job, you gotta be nice to the right people." The 
freckled teenager opened her eyes and quickly brought both her hands to her 
mouth, forgetting, for the moment, her own unguarded nudity ... God, he was 
huge down there! That was the kind of thing she had seen on ponies and big 
dogs, but she had never even guessed that men carried around such things 
between their legs!


Jake reached out to her and pulled her soft teenage nakedness against him; 
her breasts poked into the hairy thicket above the jut of his beer-belly and 
he felt her loins shudder with emotion as her naked pelvis brushed 
incitingly against the obscenely-bloated purplish head of his cock. "M ... 
Mr. Ralston, p ... please, I ... I ain't ever done nothing like this before 
and...."


"I told you, honey, to just keep quiet ... I'll do whatever talking needs to 
be done. And don't you worry 'bout a thing. I'll show you just what you have 
to do. Louise told you everything, didn't she? You knew what was going to 
happen before you came into this office, didn't you?"


She lowered her head. "Yes, she told me, but she made me swear not to tell 
you. Honestly, Mr. Ralston, she'll kill me if she finds out I toF!"


"Now, now, don't you fret so," he whispered on liquored breath, pulling her 
tightly against his naked chest. "Just come here and sit on my lap like I 
told you and everything will be all right. You do real well, and I'll see 
what I can do about gettin' you a full-time job, not just this li'l 
two-weeks."


The pig-tailed teenager sobbed from deep in her chest and let herself be 
guided and lowered onto his lap as he sat back down on the armless straight 
chair. He pulled her knees up and pushed them out on either side of his 
beer-bloated belly so that she sat precariously on the tops of his thighs; 
his jutting hardness made itself known as it poked upward and prodded lewdly 
against the sprase vee of her pubic curls.


"Now, Sarah, put your hands behind my neck and hold on, honey, 'cause this 
might hurt just a little at first. But you'll like it well enough in a 
couple of minutes ... just like your Aunt Clara liked it when she came to 
work here!" The teenager opened her eyes in surprise and Started to say 
something, but before the words could form on her lips, Jake had grabbed her 
slender hips, his thumbs under her upturned thighs so that they parted their 
trim fleshiness and in less than a second, she was firmly and painfully 
impaled on the first inch of his thick, lust-engorged cock.


"Uuuuuunnnnggghhhh!" she blurted out and then she bit back a scream and 
buried her head against his hairy shoulder. Jake released one girlish hip 
and reached down between them to the pink fleshy warmth of her virginal 
pussy-cleft.


"Look down, Sarah, I want you to see it go in ... it's a sight you will 
never get tired of, believe me." Still obedient, even with the stabbing pain 
between her legs, she looked down at the incredibly huge erectness of his 
cock, to her eyes as thick as her own thighs on either side of its 
immensity. "Maybe it needs a little wetting," he said mysteriously and then, 
as Sarah watched incredulously, the burley, tattooed married man spat 
luridly into his opened palm and salaciously smeared the thick turgid shaft 
of his cock with his own saliva. Sarah looked down over the pertly jutting 
nipples of her bare breasts, her eyes wide with mesmerized disbelief as he 
rubbed his hand down over her flat belly and with his fingers, wriggled 
around the head of his cock until, with a grunt of satisfaction, he was 
content with his ravishment and he shoved yet another inch between the 
widely-stretched pink lips of her vagina. He could see their fleshy moist 
rims painfully part to accommodate his huge hardness and another gasping 
choke from the young girl assured him his satisfaction ... She was trying, 
goddamn her. she was pushing hack against his cock even through the pain of 
her first fucking ... what a piece she was going to be! Shit, maybe we could 
use her up here in the front office!


Jake smiled at her through yellowed, nicotine-stained teeth ... it was now 
or never! With both hands now on her hips, he literally screwed her onto the 
thickness of his cock, wriggling her sideways and back and forth as he 
pushed forward with his powerful loins.


"Aaaaaaggggghhhhh! It's killing me, Mr.


Ralston ... it's so big I just can't stand it!" she hoarsely gasped and then 
bit with tiny sharp teeth into the flesh of his shoulder. But Jake was far 
from stopping the relentless advance of his wetly-impaling cock-her 
virginally-tight cuntal walls encircled the thickness of his cock like a 
hot, powerful fist wrapped in velvet and he moaned with the lascivious 
deliciousness of her tightness.


"Jesus, what a pussy!" he excitedly rasped as its warm wet walls slipped 
over his rigidity like hot melted butter. His cock raced impalingly up and 
into her very belly, battering and smashing away her fragile last defenses 
in great rippling waves of warm moist flesh until every agonizingly 
thickened inch of his super-sized cock was shoved painfully into the wetly 
clinging cleft of her virginal cunt. Sarah's cries of anguish were muffled 
against Jake's shoulder as she bit into his flesh to hold back the screams 
in her throat; he pulled her down and onto his immensely erect cock, sinking 
it to its fullest depth in her quivering belly as she felt the hardness of 
its lust-bloated head pressed tight against her cervix. The young 
freckle-faced teenager knew there was no point in struggling ... she had 
lost it, lost her precious virginity in a rushing surge of virile hardness 
that swept away her maidenhead as easily as the tide cleans a beach. He had 
truly conquered her, bent her to his will ... and she would be his slave 
from this moment on. She could feel that even now in her heart and a 
saddened, lethargic resignation filled her soul with anguish.


Her whole body was becoming limp and unresisting as she felt his hands 
crudely kneading her buttocks as he alternately lifted her and skewered her 
down and onto his cock. The pain slowly lessened as she felt her softly 
moist passage, ravished so viciously just seconds before, begin to flower 
with each greater impaling thrust he made up into her belly. She never moved 
her face from his shoulder-as much as she hated the feel of her mouth and 
cheeks against his hairy flesh, it was better than having to face him. Or 
worse yet, being forced to kiss him again, to feel his thick. liquor-soaked 
tongue down inside her mouth. Her tears of shame and humiliation soaked his 
shoulder and trickled down across the tattooed naked woman on his brawny 
chest; there could be no stopping him now. There was nothing she could do 
but accept this shameful ravishment of her young body and hope for the 
strength to face another day.


His gasps of incited passion mingled piteously with her own muffled sobs and 
groans while his hands continued to wantonly caress her soft girlish 
nakedness; seemingly at once fondling her buttocks and lustfully squeezing 
the firm adolescent globes of her breasts, bouncing them up from beneath as 
he watched their shimmying dance with desire-glazed eyes.


He was pumping into her now for all he was worth, not holding back an inch, 
and amazingly, she took it without so much as a scream! She had obviously 
been a virgin, that much he could feel with that first, punishing thrust 
that plowed through her maidenhead like a running fullback. Jake Ralston 
licked his lips with both pleasure and anticipation ... Yes sir, I'll get 
her a job here, all right! I don't want this li'l piece o 'snatch out of my 
sight!


His fingers squeezed all around her softly jiggling buttocks, then dug 
cruelly at her cringing puckered anus; she cried out in pain at the 
sodomistic intrusion and Jake returned his hands to her hips, pulling her 
back limply onto his cock as he skewered her with wild abandon. His naked 
loins were scorched with a furious uncontrolled lust that ached to be sated 
in the squirming flesh of this teenage nymph he held impaled on his 
throbbing hardness, he could feel his cock growing thicker and thicker in 
her wriggling belly as he thrust savagely into her with a flicker of 
sadistic excitement gleaming in his dark eyes. He had never had a girl this 
young and delectable before, so tender and helpless, and it was driving him 
mad with eager, expectant lust. His thickly-swollen cock ached and burned 
like a red-hot poker ... C'mon, baby, just a few more strokes and Daddy'll 
be there! C'mon!


Sarah's gasping moans had become one long throaty whine that never ceased. 
Through the mind-bending anguish of his thick, throbbing ravishment, she 
could feel his hardness pulsing inside her like it had a heart of its own 
and she guessed the only thing it could mean ... he was going to cum inside 
her, just like she'd heard some of the girls talking about. She'd never have 
dreamed, not in her most frightening nightmares, that it would happen like 
this the first time ... not with a slobbering creep like Jake Ralston! Her 
mind reeled at the prospect of his heavy, flesh-covered pole of flesh 
exploding in a burst of hot, thick cum inside her belly ... God, she might 
even get pregnant! Pregnant with this monster's baby in her womb!


Perhaps as a last futile gesture, she clenched her willowy buttocks tightly 
together in a vain attempt to stave off the inevitable. And, ironically, it 
was just that clenching grip that brought on the end ... that was all Jake 
needed!


The instant her warm vaginal muscles clasped tightly around his hard-driving 
cock, Jake tossed his head back in a gasp of breath as his hotly viscous 
sperm gushed into Sarah's widely-splayed cuntal slit. She groaned in 
helpless submission before him as he emptied himself with spurt after spurt 
of his lust-juice's up deeply inside her; she could feel the slosh of his 
seething sperm as it ricocheted around in her cunt.


To the young girl's own surprise, she did not scream or even cry out ... it 
seemed the worst was already over and nothing Jake Ralston or his kind could 
do to her would hurt her now. She felt hurt and ashamed, to be sure, but 
strangely toughened now, with the fear of sexual ravishment now a thing of 
the past. He released her finally and she levered up and off of his lap, her 
toes reaching barely to the floor beneath them. When her soft, 
perspiration-soaked buttocks cleared his thighs, his rubbery flaccid cock, 
now soft and spent, slipped from her still-taut cuntal grip with a lewd 
sucking noise that was as loud as their heavy breathing.


She began to pick up her clothes, carefully avoiding his eyes. "Sarah," he 
said after watching her a bit more, his coldly appraising stare tracing the 
ripening curves of her teenage nakedness. "Take tomorrow for a holiday, 
you've earned it ... then be here the next morning at eight-thirty sharp, ya 
hear?"


Sarah managed to stand, a still-throbbing pain between her legs as if there 
was still something huge and hard imbedded there. "Y ... Yes, sir."


"You can take that replacement job in the paymaster's section, but when the 
regular girl comes back, I'll find something full-time up here in the front 
office. Maybe you'd like to be a file clerk, how 'bout it? They make good 
money ... three hundred a month to start."


She looked numbly at him through tear-misted vision. "Thank you, Mr. Ralston 
... thank you."


Jake stood up, his dangling cock now flapping between his heavy thighs like 
a bell-clapper. "Never mind, you'll get a chance to pay me back. Now, get 
your clothes together and go through that door there, it's a bathroom just 
for me. Make yourself all pretty and don't say a word about this to nobody, 
hear? And day after tomorrow, you'll be a regular employee of ABC, ain't 
that something!?"


CHAPTER FOUR


The October day, having begun with a hot humid breath of Indian summer, had 
suddenly been overcome with a case of autumn melancholy, and the morning 
heat had degenerated into a full crashing thunderstorm, complete with 
lightning and gully-washing rain that made even listening to the radio 
impossible.


Anna Melton sat alone in the tiny apartment she shared with her husband and 
son; Richie, having tired of his mother's amusements, had gone for a nap and 
Anna sat wearily on the edge of her bed. Their bed, the one that bore the 
promise of a rich, full married life as they once shared ... but now sat as 
a sulking monument to their failure. Anna shook her head and laughed 
silently to herself; the storm was appropriate somehow, for this was a day 
that did not deserve to be cloaked in the warm mantle of summer. This was a 
day that teased with the menacing chill of winter. And it was indeed winter 
in Anna's heart.


Those carefree days on the campus, filled with spontaneous merriment and 
lovemaking, seemed as faraway as the dim memories of infancy. Gone, somehow, 
eaten up by this God-forsaken place that might as well have been darkest 
Africa for all it offered her. Her mind boggled at the mere prospect of 
another nine months in this hell-hole. How could she possibly hope to keep 
her marriage afloat that long? What, if anything, would be left to salvage 
after so long?


Could she dare to even dream of those warmer days? Was there even the 
faintest glimmer of hope that Leonard could weather another thirty-six weeks 
under that awful man's crushing pressure?


Anna lay back on her side of the bed, her head resting on her pillow; her 
housecoat parted as she allowed herself to fall back on the mattress. Her 
eyes were closed, and she could feel her lips tremble.


She had successfully fought off the too-easy escape of blaming her son's 
birth for her crumbling marriage; that was a cowardly way out, and she knew 
it. Now, though the circumstances were certainly different, she knew she 
must avoid blaming Jake Ralston, despicable as he was, for the daily-growing 
rift between her and Leonard. It was their own problem, one they had somehow 
forged, and it was up to them to find some solution ... or go their separate 
ways.


Her hands made their way down over the slight tiny bulge of her belly; it 
was as flat as a table-top when they had married, and even now, after a 
baby, it hardly bulged at all. She had a good figure and she knew it. "Why 
not be proud of it?" she had often asked herself. Good firm breasts that 
showed no signs of having ever nourished a baby and high, tight buttocks 
with no wrinkles or fatty dimples ... a good body, one that any man should 
want ... any man!


She cursed herself roundly for the thought and did nothing to stop the 
almost-automatic shifting of her fingertips to the fleecy light "vee" of 
pubic hair that tufted over the top 'of her bikini-cut panties. Oh damn! I 
don't want to do this again! I don't want to!


But, even as she struggled to convince just herself, her own fingers were 
betraying her innocence by removing her sheer, baby-blue panties and pushing 
them down the smoothness of her showgirl legs, legs that had been good 
enough to carry around the college colors at the football games and now ... 
well, now could not arouse a spark of real passion in even her husband.


She blinked back the stinging moistness of her tears, but she knew in her 
heart this was the only way ... going through perhaps another week or more 
without her man would be unbearably hurtful. She had to ... she had to!


Her fingertips eased along the smooth insides of her naked thighs, her nails 
lightly brushing her own sensitive tingling flesh ... and then the crevice 
where her legs joined her body, the warmth of that secret inner fold ... now 
the pouting, blood-filled ridges of vaginal pinkness ... Oh God! I can't 
help it! I just can't!"


Anna had managed to make it through the morning and into the afternoon, but 
now she could stand the nagging heat of her unfulfilled passion no longer. 
From both sides, her fingers caressed their way over the hair-covered lips 
of her vagina, through the light-blonde curls of her pubic hair, and then 
electrically along the moist heated furrow of her cunt, not pausing until 
her own fingertips lightly fondled the shuddering pearl-like node of her 
clitoris. She moaned aloud from the electrifying contact of her own fingers 
against the incited heat of her vaginal flesh ... it would not take long 
this time, she whispered to herself. Last night she had been so close to 
cumming, so close, and now this! Oh Leonard, this is for you to do, not me! 
God help me!


Shivering with fervent arousal, she rubbed the magic node of pussy flesh 
like Aladdin's lamp, only there would be no genie for her, just the 
momentary satiation of her passion, enough to get her through another few 
days of loneliness. She whined in rhythm with her deep breathing, almost a 
tune dancing on her lips as she frantically toyed with her quivering vaginal 
slit, rolling the oily marble of her clitoris between her fingers like a 
prized jewel ... just a little more!


Her buttocks' cheeks clenched and unclenched now in time with the moaning 
cry of hungry desire that passed her trembling lips ... her hips lifted from 
the mattress in an involuntary arch ... a little bit more.-


"Aaaaawwwww...." A brief gasping cry burst from her throat, and she 
continued the frantic pace of her fingering a bit longer; shudder after 
shudder of self-induced orgasm rippled through her heated flesh. Her 
lushly-ripened breasts shimmered in ecstasy, and her nipples poked 
sensitively against the still-buttoned top of her housecoat. Her hips 
settled back against the mattress, and her hands fell limply between her 
thighs; she could feel the perspiration running in rivulets between her 
legs, though the temperature had dropped lower still in the face of an 
autumnal storm front. It was only then that she heard the phone ringing.


* * *


At least I didn't have to face that pig all afternoon and listen to his 
innuendos and crude remarks, thought Leonard Melton as he held the telephone 
to his ear and waited for his wife to answer. It was enough that I had to 
witness the utter humiliation and shame on that poor girl's face when she 
left Ralston's office. Goddamn him to hell, what a monster he is! And then 
to strut through the bookkeeping section with everybody eyeing him and slip 
Clara an envelope. Hell, I even heard during coffee-break that he'd put 
twenty dollars in it! What kind of people are these? Clara selling off her 
own brother's child for two sawbucks and Jake Ralston, a married man, 
lowering himself to ...!


"Hello." It was Anna's voice, and he could hear her breathing hard.


"Hi, honey ... where were you-outside? You sound all out of breath."


"Uh, yeah, I was getting some clothes in before they got wet," she lied 
unhesitatingly. Lying was something that seemed to come easier as their 
marriage crumbled about them.


"Oh, I'm sorry ... I just called to say I might be a little late. Jake drove 
up to Fayetteville for some parts, and he asked me to take some papers over 
to his house. I'll leave a little early and drive out to Crabtree Meadow 
before I come home. With all the rain, the River Road might be flooded out, 
so it could be late before I get home."


"Sure, honey; I understand. But why couldn't Jake just take the papers with 
him when he left?"


"I don't really understand myself. It was something about not wanting to 
have them with him in the pickup because they were important. It doesn't 
make a lot of sense, but I'm not about to argue...."


I'll bet you aren't, she thought. You'd never argue with Jake Ralston in a 
million years!...." At least it means a chance to get out of here early. And 
maybe I'll stop off at the country club for a round or two of golf."


"Yeah! You do that. And I'll explain to Richie why he doesn't get any baby 
food for a few days."


"Oh, honey, I was just kidding ... well, I have to run if I'm going to get 
caught up. Bye."


Every time I talk to her, she sounds farther and farther away, as if we were 
literally drifting apart. Damn, there must be some way out of this before 
it's too late. Two intelligent people don't just stand aside while their 
marriage falls to pieces, do they?


The buzzer on the interphone interrupted his soliloquy, and for once, he was 
delighted; this time it could not be Ralston pestering him from somewhere in 
the terminal.


"Mr. Melton, it's the Maryland office calling for Mr. Ralston. They said 
they could talk to you instead." It was the voice of Priscilla Ledbetter, 
ABC's Pine Junction switchboard operator for more years than anyone could 
remember. She had been here when Jake Ralston arrived, and would probably be 
here when he left.


"Yes, I'll talk to them," said Leonard officiously. Miss Ledbetter had a way 
of talking down to him as she did to anyone with less than ten years 
seniority.


Leonard grabbed for his pen and note pad as Miss Ledbetter put the call 
through efficiently; he strongly suspected she was remaining on the line in 
case there was some foul play she could catch him in and run snickering to 
Ralston. But if she was indeed eavesdropping, it was a wasted effort. It was 
only a secretary from the accounting section of the home office with a 
routine call about the monthly payroll; they had encountered a delay in 
preparing the checks this month and wanted to know whether to mail the 
checks directly to save time or send them down to the terminal manager as 
usual for disbursement.


Leonard gave it only a moment's thought and then advised them to mail the 
checks directly; it would save at least a day as mail from Maryland was 
delivered almost as quickly as local mail, thanks to the post office's usual 
idiosyncratic service. He made a note of it on his desk calendar and then 
forgot the call altogether. There was too much work left to finish before he 
ran Jake's errands for him to worry about whether he made the right 
decision.


Time would indeed tell, and though Leonard could not have known it, that 
routine telephone call would be one he would never forget!


CHAPTER FIVE


At the Ralston home in Crabtree Meadow, Connie Ralston hurried around 
anxiously, her nerves already on edge from the suspense of waiting. She had 
changed clothes twice already deciding that the black lacy peignoir was too 
obvious, too overdone, and now she had donned a pale blue number Jake 
ordered for her from the outfit in Hollywood that advertises in all the 
romance magazines. It hung daringly off the shoulders and boasted a plunging 
neckline in front that would have been banned in Boston; matching all-lace 
panties completed the outfit, though they exposed nearly as much of her 
voluptuous charms as the see-through top.


Jake had called her just after lunch, his voice still husky with conquest 
and bravado. He had spared her no details in his boastful recounting of his 
sexual misadventures with that young girl, and when she was just about 
furious enough at him to hang up in his face, he had dropped this 
proposition on her like a bolt out of the blue. Swinging was' almost old-hat 
to Jake and Connie Ralston now, but always it had been the same way-only at 
occasional parties they held with their equally-inclined friends. This was a 
first for both of them and Connie knew why. Jake realized he would have to 
offer her something big and juicy to make up for his little dalliance at the 
office and this present was better than a mink coat....


"He'll have to be one good fuck to match the piece I got this morning," her 
husband had lewdly boasted earlier over the telephone. Connie had listened 
in head-shaking amazement; this was a clear-cut violation of the unspoken 
ground rules for their extra-marital fun. Neither of them had dared to take 
another partner outside of the wife-swapping parties they went to, and now 
Jake had not only broken the rules ... he was encouraging her to do the 
same! And with an ABC employee, another of Jake's no-nos!


"I don't get you, baby," she said finally after a long pause to let it all 
sink in. "You must want some of that Melton broad awfully bad to set all 
this up. You sure you're not just trying to please me 'cause you went and 
fucked that little teenybopper?"


He laughed. "Aw, honey, sometimes you just don't trust me at all, do you?"


"You didn't answer my question."


"Well, maybe that's part of it. But I've been thinking, and now's a good 
time as any to work a little swap with them two. I can't say much good about 
the college boy, but you seem to have a notion about gettin' some 
yew-nee-versity stuff, so I might as well work it out so's I get into Miss 
Stuck-Up's pretty lace drawers!"


"Yeah, yeah, I believe you, Jake lover; really I do. Anyway, I'll do my 
part. But I don't see how it's gonna get you anything. I ain't complaining, 
though ... it should be a lot of fun!"


* * *


Leonard waited futilely inside his car for the thunderstorm to subside, then 
risked near-drowning in the twenty yards or so of grassy lawn, now awash 
with rainwater, between the curb and Jake Ralston's front door. He was 
soaked to the skin and shivering when he ducked under the shingled stoop for 
shelter and rang the bell. He was examining his rain-drenched suit and 
pondering its chances of survival when the door opened. His glasses were 
blurry with dripping rain, and for a moment, as he cleaned them, Jake 
Ralston's wife was not much more than a hazy vision. "Uh, good afternoon, 
Ma'am ... I don't know if you remember me. I'm Leonard Melton from the 
terminal. Jake asked me to drop some papers off here." He held up a vinyl 
folder that seemed still intact.


"Goodness, come in! You'll catch your death of cold out there!" She ushered 
him in quickly, and it was not until he put his glasses back on in the dry 
warmth of the entry foyer that Leonard noticed what she was wearing. Or 
actually, tried to notice without giving the appearance of noticing.


But failing to see Connie Ralston's ill-concealed charms would have called 
for total blindness!


"Oh, I'm sorry," she said apologetically. "I was expecting Jake. I hope you 
don't mind." Leonard noticed that she made no effort to cover herself, 
though the pale blue dressing gown was as transparent as a sheet of plastic 
wrap.


"Uh, no, Ma'am ... uh, I guess I'll be on my way. Here are the papers. Jake 
said they were very important."


Connie took the folder from his hand without glancing at it and dropped it 
on a narrow table by the door. "Why, Leonard ... you don't mind if I call 
you Leonard, do you? You can't go back out there in that storm without at 
least a drink to warm you up. You'll catch pneumonia, and then Jake will 
blame me. C'mon in the living room and take off that wet jacket. Pants, too, 
if you like ... hell, there ain't much I haven't seen." She laughed and gave 
him a wink ... Leonard could not help remembering another wink he had 
received today already.


"I really must be going. Ma'am. Thanks ever so much for the offer, but...." 
He stopped as Connie Ralston took both his hands and pulled him gently into 
the adjoining living room and pushed him into a chair.


"Nonsense ... I may not be the boss, but I'm the boss's wife, so maybe I'll 
pull rank on you. And stop calling me 'Ma'am,' ... you make me feel like a 
grandmother."


"Oh, I'm sorry ... You don't look like a grandmother, uh, Mrs. Ralston. I 
didn't mean...."


"Connie ... only the preacher calls me Mrs. Ralston, and he's no fun at 
all!" Before he could protest, Connie had poured him a healthy shot of 
whiskey out of a bottle with a drawing of a bird on it. "Here ... it's Wild 
Turkey bourbon. Only kind of whiskey Jake will allow in the house. He says 
scotch is for English faggots and rye for farmers."


Leonard took the glass of neat whiskey and looked at it a few seconds before 
he sipped it. Bourbon had never been one of his favorites. "It's very good 
bourbon, Ma'am ... uh, Connie. I must confess to being one of those English 
faggots, though."


The short-haired older blonde looked shocked, then surprised, and then she 
giggled.


"I mean, scotch is my favorite," he explained, and Connie laughed far more 
than the joke deserved; Leonard felt even more uncomfortable. He tried to 
keep his eyes from wandering, but her big, voluptuous breasts were right 
there ... just stuck out there with hardly anything between them and those 
enormous tits! "I really must be going," he said again.


"Nonsense, at least finish your drink and let your jacket dry out. Here, 
give it to me, and your shirt as well. I'll hang them over a heating vent, 
and they'll be dry in no time. Or do you find my company so unpleasant?"


Leonard coughed on the bourbon. "Oh no, Connie ... I didn't mean anything 
like that. Uh, could I maybe have some ice for this, if that's not too much 
trouble. It's really good bourbon, but I'm just used to drinking whiskey on 
the rocks."


"Certainly, I'd be delighted. By the way, did that wandering hubby of mine 
say when he'd be home?" Her mouth was twisted at the ends in a mischievous 
grin that made her look twenty-five instead of almost forty.


"He said it wouldn't be until late. I didn't realize he hadn't called you 
... he had to go to Fayetteville to pick up some electrical parts for a 
motor that's giving trouble."


"That's just like Jake to forget to tell me. Excuse me a minute, and I'll 
get your ice." Leonard's eyes shifted downward to take in her lushly ripened 
figure as she walked away; she had a body that reminded him of a stripper he 
had seen at a county fair when he was under age and had to slip in on a 
buddy's driver's license. All her curves were bold, dangerous ones, with the 
promise of excitement for any man brave Enough to take them. She was back in 
a moment with a plastic bucket filled with ice; he had heard the clink-clink 
of the automatic ice-maker on their refrigerator and was reminded of the 
banged up aluminum trays they used for ice at his apartment.


"Here, this ought to make it better." She dropped three cubes into the glass 
tumbler and then stood by his side. Leonard nearly dropped the drink in his 
lap. Jesus Christ! What was going on here! She had taken off her panties! 
She was wearing absolutely nothing under her gown!


"Let me take that shirt off, too, Leonard. You needn't be bashful. It'll be 
dry when you finish your drink, and your wife'll thank me for keeping you 
out of the hospital."


"Uh, that's all right, really, Connie," he replied lamely, but his boss's 
wife was already unbuttoning his shirt, her fingers hot against his damp 
chest.


"Stand up, and I'll get it off you," she insisted, and this time he did as 
she asked. She opened the shirt to the waist and reached below the waistband 
of his trousers to tug it free; Leonard felt a twinge of excitement as her 
fingers slipped lightly over his belly. "There, that's better ... now the 
cuffs." She was less than a foot away, and as he glanced down, he could see 
the rich full swells of her swaying breasts beneath the enticing sheerness 
of her gown. Was he losing his mind? Was he actually here in Jake Ralston's 
house with his wife nearly-naked? And was she helping him out of his shirt? 
No, Jhis had to be some insane joke! Christ! He had to get out of here 
before things got out of hand!


"They're pretty nice, huh?" she said huskily. It was almost a minute before 
Leonard dared believe his ears. She couldn't have read his thoughts!


"It's a kind of knack I have. A guy I went out with one time had read a book 
on psychology, and he said it was some sort of seventh sense I have ... I 
can always tell when a man is looking at my body. And there's only one thing 
on a man's mind when he looks at a woman like that."


"But, I wasn't ... I mean, I haven't got anything like that on my mind. I 
just came to deliver those papers, on Jake's instructions, and...."


Connie suddenly surprised him with a brazen caress along the inside of his 
thigh. "Ah-hah! If you weren't thinking what I thought you were, then how do 
you explain this!" Her fingers were squeezing his cock-head through the 
fabric of his pants; Leonard could scarcely breathe, much less speak. Connie 
unfastened a hidden catch at the deep cleavage of her breasts, and her 
dressing gown opened as if by magic, exposing the ripely enticing mounds of 
her breasts, their ruby nipples staring at his bare chest. She put one hand 
under her left breast, her other hand still hotly on his growing hardness 
and lifted it so that the nipple aimed upward at him. "Most men like my 
boobs, Leonard ... what do you think? Do you like them?"


Leonard felt his whole face flush with embarrassment, and he felt even more 
ashamed that his humiliation showed like an inexperienced kid's. "Yes, 
Connie," he said in a near-whisper. "They're ... lovely."


"Kiss it, Leonard ... kiss it hard."


"I-I couldn't, Connie; I mean, you're Jake's wife, and I'm married, and ... 
Jesus! ... I've really got to go, right now!" He started to ease away from 
her, and the smile on her lips faded into a stiff insistent line.


"Kiss my tits, Leonard ... or I'll tell Jake you tried to put the make on 
me."


Leonard gasped involuntarily. "No, you wouldn't! It would mean my job! My 
marriage!"


"Kiss it, baby ... Kiss it." She backed against the edge of the sofa and sat 
back without looking. There were pillows piled at one end of the 
four-seater, and Connie stretched out languorously, resting her head on the 
pillows. Her legs were parted a little, scissoring open and closed, as if 
fanning the intolerable heat up between her thighs.


Leonard felt his eyes being drawn inexorably to the fleshy pink lips of her 
cunt, clearly visible between her slightly open legs. There was no blush of 
crimson on his cheeks this time, and he could not suppress the smile that 
curled his lips as she parted her legs a bit more. He could see that she was 
definitely excited; tiny glistening dewdrops of moisture were faintly 
sparkling in her narrow cuntal furrow as she nakedly exposed herself to him. 
He spontaneously gulped the rest of his bourbon and looked at her full 
bounteous nakedness in wide-eyed disbelief. He knew he should run out of 
here as fast as his legs would carry him, that playing around with another 
man's wife was like lighting cigarettes with dynamite ... especially if the 
man was Jake Ralston. Jake would kill him if he suspected he was even 
thinking of messing with Connie. But his feet seemed to have cement poured 
around them; he couldn't move. Instead, he moved even closer to the sofa.


"You're a beautiful woman, Connie," he mumbled, his head still slowly 
shaking from side to side. He could see that her eyes had narrowed to tiny 
slits in her inexplicable excitement ... all for him! He had to restrain 
himself to keep from dropping there to his knees and shoving his head up 
between her legs. She was everyman's fantasy of a woman of pleasure, a 
high-priced call girl, a penthouse mistress, for she boasted the kind of 
voluptuous offerings very few men possessed in a wife. Sure, she was 
probably a dope, but who cared ... what a body! Enough there for a dozen 
men, he guessed.


"Come and kiss me, college boy," she grinned, "and no excuses this time."


He leaned over her and pressed his lips tightly against hers without 
thinking, numbing his brain to any futile thoughts of right or wrong. He was 
no longer thinking with his brain, but with his balls! Suddenly, he was more 
turned-on than he had been in months; ashamed, he had to admit to himself 
that this older woman was getting to him, arousing some inner spark of lust 
he had forgotten existed. It wasn't right; it wasn't even sane ... but he 
didn't care! Thinking was for later, this was the time for doing!


She reached up and curled her arms around him and pulled him down onto her 
soft warm flesh. One of his legs fell between her open thighs, and he felt 
the amazing youthfulness and heat of her loins. She moved one thigh up 
against his genitals as he answered with a harsh grinding of his lips 
against hers; his hotly throbbing cock surged into aching, blood-engorged 
hardness. He could already feel the wetness of his seminal fluid seeping 
into the fabric of his pants, and he nearly laughed aloud as the worry of 
dry-cleaning on his limited budget flashed across his confused mind. He was 
sure she could feel it too, for she seemed to rub harder and more 
insinuatingly against that very spot, urging the tiny slit in the end of his 
organ with practiced thoroughness. His virile young cock was jerking now as 
though he could explode with orgasmic fury at just the slightest touch; his 
balls seemed to have been pumped full of hot, heavy cum, and they hung 
heavily between his legs.


"You want to fuck me; don't you, college boy?" the voluptuous blonde grinned 
up at him. "You'd like to maybe pick up some new tricks to show that sweet 
little wife of yours, huh?"


Oh God, Anna, what you would say if you only knew of this! And yet I know I 
can't-won't-stop myself! "Yes, yes," he answered, his voice cracking 
nervously.


"Then say it, lover boy ... let me hear you say it!"


"Damn, I want to fuck you, Connie! I want to fuck you like you've never had 
it before!"


"Think you're man enough?" she taunted, her thighs lewdly rubbing against 
his painfully pulsating penis.


"I'll show you, honey; I'll show you!" he gasped with real excitement and 
then pulled himself off her and began to frantically strip off his clothes. 
He felt a slight twinge of self-consciousness as he dropped his pants and 
shorts ... a woman like Connie has probably had dozens of men better than 
me, he mused in self-deprecation, maybe even that bastard Jake is better ... 
but he went ahead with it pridefully and stood over her with his long hard 
cock jutting out in full throbbing erection. Jake's blonde wife had lifted 
herself slightly and was out of her sheer gown; she lay back on the spacious 
sofa completely naked, her lushly ripened breasts, her curvaceous hips and 
thighs all his! With a grin of wicked merriment, she uninhibitedly reached 
out to him and grasped the blood-filled head of his warmly pulsing cock as 
if it were a priceless work of art.


"It's beautiful, college boy, a real nice piece of pipe you've got there ... 
and I want it in my cunt, lover! I want it nice and deep inside me!"


She pulled him forward by his penis, and he sprawled beside her on the sofa, 
one hand reaching down to fondly squeeze the rounded softness of her 
beautifully curved buttocks. Her naked body was warm and soft against his, 
and as her lips locked against his mouth, her hand reached eagerly for the 
long thick hardness of his cock. He moaned into her panting mouth as her 
fingers entwined coolly about his excited penis, and as she crushed the full 
sensuous length of her body against his and ground her naked pelvis hard 
into his loins. She moaned in impatient hunger as she urged him to get on 
top of her. Her legs parted widely and then closed around his, trapping him 
between her trembling, satin-like thighs.


"Now, baby ... come on ... let's fuck!" she hissed, running her tongue 
around her wetly parted lips. "Let's fuck up a storm...."


* * *


The GMC pickup hummed smoothly along the blacktop county road that wound 
down from the piedmont clay and into the sandy, scrubbrush forests of the 
coastal plain. Fayetteville, with its neon-lit boulevards and GI 
girlie-bars, beckoned from a few miles down the highway" and Jake Ralston, 
anxious for a mug of cooling draft brew, stuck his booted foot to the 
floorboards and hoped that the Highway Patrol was somewhere else.


Jake switched on the radio and tuned it to a country-western station for a 
bit of fiddle playing before the news of the hour. He glanced at his 
wristwatch and wondered if Connie was eatin' that poor boy alive yet ... 
Goddamn it, I'd give a week's wages to see the two of them goin' at it! That 
snot-nosed kid, thinks he's so motherfuckin' smart; hell, I bet 'ol Connie's 
showing him a bag o' new tricks!


He felt a momentary hot breath from the old green-eyed monster, but he 
quickly shoved the notion aside; after all, Connie had had his approval. 
And, what the hell, he had his balls all set on something special, a real 
delicacy, like one of them French girls he'd seen in the magazines. Yeah, 
Connie was a real lay, that was for sure, but this afternoon's careful 
planning was going to net him a special little fish ... a real gourmet's 
delight! And he was gonna love fucking her like he'd never loved before!


* * *


Connie Ralston's eager hands explored every hollow and angle of her young 
lover's naked body as his hotly pulsing cock pressed hard between her 
widespread thighs, nudging her quivering cuntal furrow. She arched up 
powerfully with unexpected strength, and reaching down and around her own 
buttocks, spread invitingly her moist pink vaginal lips to give the 
lust-heated head of his cock even greater access as it insinuated its way up 
between her legs. When she relaxed and lay back on the sofa, she had his 
penis trapped between her thighs as securely as if with a huge fist.


He forced his own hands between her shoulders and the sofa cushions and ran 
them down the soft naked curves of her back and hips. His only thought was 
how Jake's hot-blooded wife would act when he finally rammed it to her; 
Christ, she was hotter than a firecracker already, in spite of her trying to 
play it cool and act superior. Those long legs of hers would wrap like 
velvet ropes around his thighs when she felt his long hard cock fucking deep 
up inside her belly! Damn! He'd make her forget Jake Ralston and a dozen 
others ... she'd think only of him when he'd finished with her! Wasn't he 
twenty years younger than Jake? Sure, he'd put that fat bastard to shame 
with his own wife! What sweeter revenge than that?


"Mmmmmm, you feel so good against me like this. So young ... so hot and 
hard!" she murmured, and Leonard only smiled, his suspicions strengthened. 
Of course! Why wouldn't she want a young man in the prime of his health 
after that liquor-soaked old fart! His mind was reeling in fantasies now, 
and the notion was an exciting one ... maybe Jake Ralston couldn't even get 
it up!


He could feel her sensually ripened breasts shiver and heave beneath him as 
her breathing grew heavier and deeper. Suddenly, she cried out as if in 
pain. "Now, lover! Now! Fuck me now! Don't wait a second longer! Put it in 
me now!" He made a move to reach down between them, but she was faster, and 
her hot hand encircled the purplish head of his cock and eased it between 
her wetly quivering vaginal lips. Leonard groaned audibly as he felt the 
warm moistness of her cunt parting to swallow the tip of his lust-swollen 
penis. There was no way he could hold back another second, and he flicked 
his strong young hips forward with an unexpected cruel thrust that drove the 
aching length of his hardness deep into the clasping liquid heat of her 
cunt.


"Mmmmm, it's so hard and hot ... it's like steel, lover." Jake's nakedly 
writhing wife moaned beneath the youth as she felt the walls of her vaginal 
sheath part and then clasp tightly around his virile rigidity as if to 
imprison it in her belly. His long hard cock raced up into her cunt, pushing 
waves of sensitive flesh before it. Leonard groaned at the 
ravenously-clasping tightness of her vagina. God! She was tighter than he 
had ever believed! He continued to ram forward as the warm wetness of her 
pussy encircled him, lubricating his cruel, thrusting entry. And then, 
finally he was all the way in, his lust-bloated balls slapping heavily in 
the upturned cleft of her nakedly churning buttocks.


His boss's wife gasped in a passion-deepened voice as he thrust harder, 
grinding his pelvis into her helplessly exposed loins so she could not twist 
aside. She was skewered completely, and he lay still on top of her for a few 
seconds, excited and proud that he could make her cry out with the punishing 
thrust of his manhood.


Leonard salaciously squirmed his pelvis against the moist softness of her 
upturned cuntal flesh as she strained back under him, arching her loins up 
at him and pushing them both up and off the cushions from the excited 
strength of her hips. She moaned shudderingly as he stepped up the pace of 
his fucking tempo, opening and closing her thighs as her head flailed from 
side to side on the pillows. Suddenly, she reached behind her head, grabbed 
one of the pillows, and arching her loins upward, she stuffed it under her 
trembling ass-cheeks, angling the naked exposure of her cunt for an even 
deeper penetration into her belly. She choked in erotic pleasure-pain as his 
hotly pulsing hardness probed far up in her very insides. "Damn, it's so 
deep ... so deep! Now stick your finger in my asshole, college-boy! I like 
that! Hurt me, lover; Connie wants to be hurt!" Her words were slurred as 
though she had been drinking, though her lips bore only the perfume of her 
fervent heat.


His hand reached under her nakedly squirming buttocks and sought her snug 
little anal mouth. She cried out in passion and pain as he found it and 
pushed hard. It gave a little, and then suddenly the tight elastic nether 
ring gave way and his stiffened middle finger slid in deeply.


"Awww, yes! Yes! Hurt me, lover!" she gasped. Leonard watched in amazement 
as, in spite of her obvious pain, she began to screw her buttocks down onto 
his upraised finger in a frenzied effort to work it even deeper into her 
rectum ... God, she really loved it!


He rotated it around inside her hot spongy flesh, moving it about in the 
buttery grip of her rectum. Through the thin membrane of flesh separating 
her two channels, he could actually feel the hard underside of his own 
lust-thickened cock as it fucked in and out of her cunt. Grinning, he began 
moving his finger in the same relentless rhythm. She splayed her legs widely 
around him to give him greater access and began to moan throatily with every 
inward thrust of his eagerly throbbing penis and his finger. Leonard ached 
in his loins with the heat of his coming orgasm, and he could feel his cock 
jerking and swelling like a balloon inside her hot vaginal passage. It would 
not be long now, he thought, and he only hoped he could hold back the 
boiling flood from his lust-bloated testicles until he could force her to 
orgasm first ... he wanted nothing more right now than to make this hot 
little bitch cum!


He rose higher on her and began furiously fucking her with long hard strokes 
that deliberately scraped against her clitoris, all of his youthful strength 
and energy behind each of them, and Jake's wife grunted in masochistic 
pleasure as he hammered her cervix with every skewering lunge. He could tell 
she was nearing the end, for she gripped him tight with her upraised thighs, 
scissoring them open and closed in perfect cadence with his deeply probing 
thrusts. She made wild incoherent gurgling noises in her throat, mumbling 
and gasping, and he knew she was getting nearer with every long hard thrust. 
The knowledge that she was close seemed to give him renewed strength like a 
second wind, and he continued his merciless fucking with the strength of ten 
men.


"Yes ... yes ... yes! Fuck me hard, lover! Haaarrrddd!" Her heels pounded 
against his back as she jackknifed her legs up tight against her breasts; 
her eyes rolled in their sockets and bulged with the urgent pressure inside 
her. And then ...!


"Oh God! Yes ... I'm ... I'm cccuuummiiinggg!" she cried out as her ankles 
locked about his shoulders. Her cock-impaled pussy squirmed ecstatically 
beneath him, offered up fully and unconditionally to his desires, and she 
ground up and back at him, matching him thrust for thrust with inhuman 
strength, her nostrils flared savagely as her loins spasmed against his long 
hardness. Suddenly, she gasped one deep breath, held it interminably, and 
then expelled it in one coughing cry of passion and collapsed limply onto 
the sofa. Except for the involuntary quivering of her still-aroused loins, 
she lay perfectly still, her wetly quivering cunt still grasping the 
youthful hardness of his cock like a prize between her legs. He eased it to 
the hilt deep in her belly and then lay still himself. Leonard gloated to 
himself at the feel of its still-hard length inside her. By God! He had done 
it! She had cum and he still had more to give her!


He gave it a playful throb deeply in her womb, and she gasped in fresh 
delight. "Oh, please! Darling ... let me rest first! That was really 
something, baby! If that's what they taught you in college, I'm sorry I 
never went."


"Well, they never had any courses in it; we just sort of taught each other," 
he laughed, the tension of love-making dissolved now.


"How 'bout your wife? She doesn't seem like the sort for a lot of campus 
orgies."


Leonard felt a pain in his chest at the mention of his wife's name in this 
salacious context, but still it was not the agonizing hurt he would have 
expected after his first act of unfaithfulness. "No, she was never what 
you'd call a swinger. A party girl, yes, but she never went in for the fast 
action."


"And you did?"


"Sometimes," he lied, remembering painfully that he was usually too busy 
with his studies for the all-night romps his buddies told him about. "When I 
wasn't busy studying," he added.


"Lie on your back, college boy," she purred up at him, flexing her vaginal 
muscles so that they seemed to milk his still-erect cock. "I want to show 
you something no college could teach you ... You deserve a little treat for 
being such a he-man."


Leonard pulled his hardness out of her reluctantly, sliding it wetly from 
the soft warm grip of her cunt. He was so close to being finished that he 
had to clench his buttocks muscles to hold back the first gush of rich hot 
sperm, but he was not going to argue. Whatever it was she had in mind was 
sure to please. She turned on her side toward him, and reaching along the 
firmness of his belly, began to fondly stroke him, sliding his fleshy 
foreskin up and down in a slow, inciting rhythm that brought an even greater 
ache to his lust-swollen testicles. Then she rose to her knees and hovered 
over him on her elbows, her face so close to his wildly pulsing cock he 
could feel her hot breath on it. She held his rigid shaft of flesh tightly 
between both hands, stroking it between her palms in a teasing up and down 
movement that pumped the pressure in his loins to an unbearable pitch.


Suddenly, her head dropped down toward his blood engorged hardness, and her 
tongue flicked out to tormentingly caress his bulbous cock-head ... God, a 
blow-job, he thought to himself, how long has it been? Anna has never even 
offered!


His breath sucked in as her quivering pink tongue licked around the tip; 
chills rippled along his spine, bringing a groan of anxious arousal from his 
lips. Then, without warning, she brought her ovaled mouth down all the way 
and enclosed the whole throbbing head of his cock in a moist warm pressure 
that tightened like a rubber band below the head, hotly entrapping the 
pulsing knob of his sex in the wet heat of her mouth.


Leonard lifted his head for a better look and gasped at the lurid spectacle 
of Jake Ralston's wife's lips lewdly ovaled around the hard shaft of his 
cock. It was worth ninety-odd days of Jake's crap for just this moment, he 
laughed to himself.


His penis was still wet and glistening from the juices of her orgasm as she 
gently massaged the leathery flesh of his testicles with one hand and 
encircled the base of his thick cock between her thumb and forefinger with 
the other. He could feel the softness of her tongue swirling maddeningly 
around his hardness, the tip occasionally flicking into the tiny slit at its 
end. His buttocks flexed involuntarily as he held back the gush of his 
orgasm a few seconds more, thrilling at the sight of her blonde head bobbing 
up and down below his belly.


Connie could feel from the jerking of his loins that he was about to explode 
from the fervent pressure, and she began to suck that much harder, now 
dragging the tips of her teeth along the sensitive flesh. She shifted her 
position from over his one thigh without missing a beat and was now kneeling 
between his open, sinewy legs. She reached under his buttocks and cupped 
them in her palms, reveling in their firm muscular tautness, like an 
athlete's, pulling his loins up tighter to her face. Her tongue swiped 
furiously around the growing glans until Leonard could feel it about to 
explode as she somehow swallowed all of his rigid hardness deep into her 
throat. How did she do it?! She never seemed to even breathe! God! What a 
fantastic cock-sucker she was!


Surging swirls of passion were boiling in his loins, and his cum-filled 
testicles ached as he watched her face working hungrily above his 
sweat-soaked loins. His stomach tightened as he arched up from the sofa and 
pushed his madly jerking cock even deeper down her velvety throat passage, 
stretching even further the ovaled moistness of her lips. He groaned again 
and again, his hips humping upward at her face, and then suddenly he gasped 
like he had been slugged in the belly with a clinched fist. He groaned as he 
felt his hot impatient sperm begin its frantic run from the bloated shelter 
of his balls and begin gushing in thick heated streams into her voraciously 
sucking mouth. Her cheeks expanded and hollowed gulpingly as she greedily 
swallowed the flooding surge of cum, each pungent mouthful swirling like 
warm honey down her throat. His hands entangled in her short blonde hair, 
and he held her face against his pubic hair as he pushed his madly 
ejaculating penis down as far as it would reach down her throat. She did not 
even need to swallow now, for his gushing hardness was emptying right into 
her belly!


He moaned one last time and grunted finally in utter fulfillment as his long 
thick hardness slowly deflated in her mouth. She continued the gentle 
sucking until every drop of his warm sticky sperm was in her belly. She had 
sucked him completely dry, and with a moan of her own, she collapsed 
alongside him, her head resting lightly on his sweaty thigh....


The voice seemed to come as if on the wind, from far away, prodding the 
resistances of Leonard's slumber until finally he opened his eyes in 
bewilderment. He jerked bolt upright on the unfamiliar sofa and looked 
around in wide-eyed confusion.


"Relax, lover-boy, you just fell asleep, that's all. I let you rest." Connie 
was standing over him, her dressing gown on again and a drink in her hand. 
Anxiously, Leonard glanced outside through the narrow window by the front 
door and was relieved to see that it was still daylight, though darkening 
fast.


"How long did I sleep? It seems like days." He stood up without shame, 
proudly noticing that Jake's wife could scarcely take her eyes away from the 
symbol of his virility that dangled limply between his thighs. It was still 
soft, but he could feel the first jerking quivers of lust building along its 
length, and he knew he could have it hard again in a few seconds, if he 
wished. It was a nice feeling, one that gave him almost as much satisfaction 
as the knowledge that he had just fucked Jake Ralston's wife. An even 
greater feeling, however, was rapidly coming to the forefront, one of reason 
and intelligence that his own lust had shoved aside in the midst of their 
illicit trysting ... What if Jake somehow found out? He'd kill me for 
certain, he's that kind of man! Reasoning would be out of the question; I'm 
a dead man if he ever finds out!


Again Connie seemed to read his thoughts. "You'll be awfully careful around 
Jake; won't you? I mean, for God's sake, don't let anything slip," she said 
soberly.


"Me? God, I was just worrying about you!"


"Don't worry about me, honey. I've never done nothing like this before," she 
declared unconvincingly. "But I have enough sense to keep my mouth shut 
'round Jake. You're not gonna go getting religious and tell that wife 
o'yours, are you?"


"Anna? She'd leave me tonight if she even suspected such a thing. No, it's 
just between the two of us, Connie," he said uncomfortably. Now that it was 
all over, he seemed to have nothing to say to this woman; they were from 
worlds apart and their coming together seemed an accident somehow.


"Maybe we can manage another little get-together sometime soon, lover?" she 
said seductively. "Sometime when Jake's away on business."


"Huh? Oh, yeah, sure," Leonard replied, glancing at his watch. "But I've got 
to run now, Connie, or Anna might get suspicious. What did you do with my 
clothes?"


"Relax, baby," she whispered, her arms around his neck again. "They're all 
drying in the bathroom. Give Mama a big kiss and I'll get them for you, 
okay?"


CHAPTER SIX


Leonard felt his pulse quicken at the sight of Jake Ralston's car in the 
employee's parking lot. Damn it, I've got to get a better grip on myself or 
I'll blurt the whole thing out myself, he muttered under his breath as he 
parked his three-year-old Ford a few spaces away. There was an empty slot 
next to Ralston's car, but something edged him away from parking there, as 
if even being close to his automobile was somehow precarious.


This is ridiculous, he said to himself, there's absolutely nothing to be 
concerned about. It's not like I was wearing a huge sign on my back that 
said "I fucked Jake's wife". Anna saw absolutely nothing peculiar about my 
behavior last night and if my own wife didn't suspect anything, why would a 
man hardly know; I'll just go in like any other morning and go to my desk 
and mind my own business and nothing will happen. Nothing will happen.


Leonard remembered how easy it had been when he got home last night after 
leaving Connie, how guilty he had felt on the way there, how ashamed he had 
been when Anna greeted him with a big hug and a dinner fit for guests. But, 
to his own amazement, he had discovered that the shame and guilt washed away 
like so much grime from a hard day's work, and by the time they were sitting 
alone in the living room with television and a cup of coffee, it was as if 
nothing had happened. Connie herself could have come to the door and he 
could have kept his composure. Sure, it'll be all right, just take it easy, 
old boy, you're shaking like a leaf. Maybe it's not every day you screw the 
boss's wife, but you'll get through it all right, just stay calm.


Ralston's office door was open when he walked into the front office 
reception area and his own telephone buzzed before he had seated himself at 
his desk.


"Melton, come in here," was all he said, but it was enough. No loud voice, 
no curses, no threats. But it was enough ... God help me, he knows! He 
knows!


Leonard thought for a fleeting instant of just running away, of racing out 
the front door and never looking back, but he swallowed his fear and walked 
instead into his boss's office. He was a man, goddamnit, and he wouldn't run 
like some sissy!


Jake did not even look up as he entered. He seemed to be staring at some 
defect in the wood top of his desk. There was a pencil in his right hand and 
it snapped in half as Jake spoke. "Shut the door, Melton ... what I've got 
to say won't take long."


Leonard closed the door and stood between it and Jake's desk; he knew if the 
big man decided to get violent, it would be a pretty one-sided match. "Yes, 
Jake," he said when his boss showed no sign of continuing. He was 
immediately irritated with himself-his voice seemed so thin and cracked 
compared with Jake's booming baritone.


"I won't beat around the bush with you, Melton." Jake looked up at him and 
Leonard felt a shiver at the hatred in this man's eyes. "Connie told me the 
whole story. She didn't mean to, but she did. I ought'a break your goddamn 
neck and I just might yet, but I don't aim to go gettin' my ass in a mess 
that could cost me my job. One termination at Pine Junction is enough for a 
while."


Leonard opened his mouth to speak but the words would not come ... 
termination. He'd be out of work when he left this office; God, how would 
they have? Where could he find another job?


"This paper here is my letter to the home office." He held up an ominously 
brief typed piece of paper. "I typed it myself so nobody in the office 
knows. Some things a man don't want spread all over town. It says I want you 
fired immediately for what they call 'moral terpitude'. You know what that 
means, college boy?"


Leonard nodded. "Yes, I know." It means I may never get another job! It 
makes me look like some kind of pervert, some guy who got the axe for 
peeking in the ladies' John!


"There will be some questions, of course. But they know how to keep their 
mouths shut up there, and I've got plenty of friends in the home office." He 
glared at Leonard until the younger man finally glanced away, unable to face 
him any longer. "Now the question is: do I send that letter or do I throw it 
away."


Leonard felt his heart skip a couple of beats. "I don't understand. Why 
would you...."


"Oh, shut up," the husky older man interrupted. "It ain't "because I want 
you around, that's for sure. But I've only got nine more months of you in 
any case, even if I don't send that letter." He pushed his chair back and 
stood up, cockily aware that the smaller man unconsciously edged away as he 
rose to his feet. "But there is one way you can keep your job, Leonard, and 
just one way...." A sneering grin suddenly materialized incongruously on his 
face. " ... an eye for an eye, like the Good Book says.


"I don't see what you mean," he said, though he was beginning to get the 
picture.


"An eye for an eye ... a wife for a wife. You went in my house and tricked 
and seduced my wife."


"Is that what she told you?"


"You wouldn't want to argue, would you?" Jake snarled viciously. "I wouldn't 
want to hear you say it was the other way around. Insulting my wife like 
that after what you did would call for a poke in the mouth, buster!"


"All right, all right, but I'd never agree to what you just said, never! Do 
you really think I'd tell my wife to ... to...."


"What's wrong, college boy? Can't ya even say it? It was all right when it 
was my wife, wasn't it? Fuck's the word, you son of a bitch ... fuck!"


"Okay, fuck! I won't send my wife to you like some servant girl! Job or no 
job, it's out of the question!"


Jake stepped around from behind his desk and for a moment Leonard was 
certain he would take a swing. But instead. his face softened and his voice 
lowered to a calm, rational tone. "Just get out of here, Melton, before I 
lose my temper. Go home and think about what I said and call me before three 
o'clock to let me know whether to mail that letter or not. Three o'clock, 
Melton."


"I can tell you now, I would never go along with such a thing in a million 
years!"


"Out, Melton, right now!" Jake growled in his best Marine Corps bark. "Not 
another word!"


Jake Ralston looked up at the wall clock and waited until a half minute had 
passed and then picked up his phone and punched for an outside line. Connie 
was on the line before the first ring. "He took the bait, baby. By three 
o'clock, I'll be on my way into that sweet little bitch's drawers, you 
watch! Three o'clock!"


CHAPTER SEVEN


"You can't mean that, Anna! You don't know what you're saying! Jake Ralston 
is an animal! How could you even think such a thing!"


Anna Melton was none too certain herself why she had said what she did. Was 
it green-eyed jealousy at hearing of Leonard's sordid affair? Or hatred 
because he had cheated on her and she wanted revenge? Or was it something 
else ... a hungering, perhaps, of her own that even now after countless 
sleepless nights she did not want to face.


Leonard had come in ashen-faced and trembling with rage and anxiety. At 
first she had thought he was sick, his face was so drained of color and his 
hands were shaking as if he were feverish. But then the story had simply 
poured out ... all of it, in lurid technicolor and detail. Connie's trampish 
seduction. Jake's discovery somehow of his wife's unfaithfulness. And 
finally his boss's lewd proposition, an obscene notion that Leonard 
dismissed out of hand. But Anna had astonished him as well as herself with 
her level-headed reply-she was willing to go along with it to save Leonard's 
job and their future.


"Darling, think of what you're saying! How could I live with the thought of 
you ... and Jake Ralston. Anna, it's too ugly for words!"


"You didn't think about that when you were screwing his wife," she said 
coolly.


"Anna, please, I told you how it happened!"


"Sure, she held a gun to your head and made you do it, right?"


"It's the truth, honey, I swear it is!"


Anna felt a glow of something that might have been jealousy, hate or 
forbidden excitement in the pit of her belly. She spoke clearly and 
rationally, with no show of emotion. "Make the call, Leonard. You need that 
job and we all need to eat. Some things have to be done that none of us 
like. You got us into this ... and I guess it's up to me to get us out."


"Anna, I won't let you!"


"Please, Leonard, make the call ... before I change my mind."


CHAPTER EIGHT


The Sandman Motel loomed less than a hundred yards ahead and Anna began to 
gently pump the brake, slowing the Ford for the turn into the unpaved 
parking lot. The short leaf pines that paralleled the county highway seemed 
to ease past her in slow motion the car, her hands on the wheel, all seemed 
unreal somehow, as if this were a dream and she was moving along by some 
compelling force. Inside her head, the young blonde wife argued ceaselessly 
with her conscience, alternately winning, then losing. And still she moved 
relentlessly toward the rendezvous Jake Ralston had asked for. Leonard had 
tried in vain to stop her, even threatened to use force if he had to. But 
Anna had insisted that there was nothing short of locking her forever in the 
bedroom that could keep her from leaving the house if she wanted to, and in 
the end, her distraught husband had finally stepped aside for her to go. She 
ached now with the poignant memory of him standing in the doorway, forlorn 
and crushed, little Richie crawling at his feet and tugging his pants cuffs.


Dear God, what am I doing? she asked herself. Have I taken leave completely 
of my senses? Is this some stupid schoolgirl's way of punishing my husband 
for his infidelity? It's not too late to turn back; I can still turn this 
car around and go back to Leonard. We can go somewhere else and make a new 
life for ourselves, of course we can!


But even as she thought the words, Anna was opening the car door and walking 
toward room number seven. It was apparently a familiar room to Jake, as he 
had given the number over the phone before even calling for reservations, 
and it was obvious that Jake had been here before. With whom and how often, 
she wondered. And perhaps Connie has her own favorite rendezvous, some other 
seedy five-dollar motel on a forgotten two-lane highway. Does that make it 
right, she pondered. Does my coming here make Leonard's unfaithfulness all 
right?


She rapped lightly on the green-painted door and heard the squeak of 
bedsprings inside; Leonard's Oldsmobile was parked a few feet away.


"Well, well, I was beginning to wonder if you'd make it," her husband's boss 
grinned widely. "C'mon in, baby ... the party's just about to start."


Anna knew it was a mistake the second the door closed behind her and Jake 
Ralston threw the bolt shut. She knew now what had motivated her, what had 
driven her to this wildness ... it was the bitter memory of a hundred nights 
of restless tossing and turning. She had gone along with Jake's proposition 
because Leonard took his lovemaking elsewhere while she simmered at home. 
And now that she was here, she knew she'd never be able to go through with 
it. Oh, why on earth had she tried to get even with Leonard?


"I gotta be back at the terminal before six, baby, so if you don't mind, 
I'll get down to business," He winked at her conspiratorily as if her coming 
here had admitted her to some exclusive fraternity.


"Jake, I-I ... I can't go through with it," she stumbled. "I t-thought I 
could, but I can't. I'm s-sorry, but I better leave right now." Anna knew 
even as she spoke that Jake would never let her leave.


"It's too late for that, sweetheart," he said with a cold, menacing sneer on 
his lips. "Like I told your hubby ... an eye for an eye. He screwed my wife, 
and now I get even. It's that or his job, take your choice. But with the 
reference he'd get from me, he'd be lucky to get hired as an office boy 
anywhere else."


"C-Can't we maybe talk this over?" Anna was looking at the sheer 
overwhelming size of the man, easily twice her weight. Why had she ever been 
so foolish as to come here? Was revenge this important?


"C'mon, let's get a look at the goods, baby. Get your dress off and let's 
see if I made a good deal."


Anna backed fearfully against the locked motel room door and watched in 
cruel fascination as Jake began casually to undress, his eyes never leaving 
hers for an instant. He was out of his shirt and pants in a couple of 
seconds, and then he yanked open his undershorts and she could not suppress 
a gasp of astonishment at the immensity of the lust-thickened rod of flesh 
that jerked up from between his legs. He looked at her and held it in his 
hand, lewdly easing the thick fleshy foreskin back until the large purplish 
head stared at her with its solitary eye.


"Pretty good piece o' beef, ain't it, honey?" he grinned, obviously enjoying 
the look of disbelief on the unhappy wife's face. He liked it when women 
caught their first glimpse of his cock fully erect; it was a formidable 
weapon, one to be proud of, and he knew it.


Anna looked down at it despite herself and felt a shudder of fear and 
revulsion in her belly at its frightening thickness ... God, how could a 
woman take such a massive thing up inside her? Leonard's was big enough to 
hurt her sometimes, but this thing had to be twice her husband's size!


Jake began to move slowly toward her, lust gleaming in his eyes like burning 
coals. "Stay away from me!" she exclaimed through her numbing fear. She knew 
it was futile to protest-Jake was not about to put his clothes back on and 
forget all about their lewd little arrangement; she had gotten herself into 
this with her foolish jealous revenge and now she had to go through with it.


"I'm tired of waiting," he growled, reaching out with his meaty calloused 
hands and jerking her up hard against his hairy nakedness. He grinned again 
and then pressed his wet lips tightly over hers, thrusting his tongue deep 
into her unresisting mouth. She stood there passively limp, shuddering from 
the insistent prodding of his huge hot cock against the softness of her 
belly. "That's more like it, baby ... now let's see what ya got."


His hands snaked around her slender body to the zipper at the back of her 
dress and with one swift downward yank he opened it to her hips. She felt 
the cool rush of air against her skin as the big man pulled her dress from 
her shoulders and let it drop in a crumpled heap around her ankles. For 
Anna, it was like a lowered flag, a gesture of surrender, and she offered 
him no resistance as he unsnapped her brassiere. She heard him mutter an 
approving sigh as it dropped to the floor and the full white nakedness of 
her breasts became his as well. He dropped suddenly to his knees and Anna 
backed away instinctively but his hands gripped her just below the hips and 
she was held fast to the spot. He hooked his fingers in the elastic of her 
panties and pulled them slowly down over the softness of her full round 
buttocks and then pushed them down her bare legs to join the rest of her 
clothing in a pile at her feet. He even made her step out of her shoes so 
that she would be completely and utterly naked, without a stitch to cover 
her voluptuously trembling body.


The young wife shivered as she stood before the man who was going to help 
her commit adultery, and heard him panting on his knees in front of her. His 
lips pressed against the whitely quivering flesh of her belly, and she 
nearly collapsed from the lurid sensation. Hearing her gasp at the onset of 
sudden sensual dizziness, Jake knew she was his. He dropped his lips to the 
sparse light-haired "vee" of her loins, spreading the soft pubic curls with 
his thumbs and flicking his tongue like a lizard's into the moistly 
glistening slit of her unguarded vagina. Anna jumped from the sudden 
electric jolt of his tongue against the tiny bud of her clitoris and she 
tried vainly to escape, but only succeeded in backing herself against the 
wide double bed. Jake followed her on his knees a couple of paces, chuckling 
confidently to himself, then stood up and pushed her over onto the mattress, 
climbing between her legs as she fell backward and clamping his sweaty palms 
against the softness of her inner thighs to keep her legs apart.


Anna felt the horror of the big man's lust as she looked up at him crouched 
on all fours between her legs, grinning filthily down at her as he paused 
before nuzzling his face between her held-open thighs. The pink moist flesh 
of her naked vagina was offered up to his leering, sex-hungry lips in utter 
sacrifice and Anna lay there paralyzed on the motel bed, her humiliation 
growing beyond all bounds as she watched his tongue moistly encircle his 
lips.


His palms rested on the insides of her thighs as his thumbs began to slowly 
part the soft pink lips of her cunt. Jake Ralston watched hungrily for a 
moment and then dropped his head and slithered the full length of his 
slippery tongue up into the warmly-throbbing walls of her pussy. Anna jerked 
convulsively, a deep stirring moan rattling in her chest; her buttocks 
squirmed against the mattress in a futile effort to escape this lingual 
ravishment of her loins.


"Oooohhhh, ooohhhh...." she shuddered at the onset of his maddening assault 
on her helpless pussy flesh. Her head was off the pillow and she watched in 
horrified amazement that this was really happening to her ... Anna Melton, 
wife and mother, lying naked on a rented motel bed with a crude tattooed 
beast of a man like Jake Ralston! "Noooo ... noooo...." she chanted 
mindlessly in abject shame, her head falling back on the pillow and flailing 
wildly from side to side as his tongue speared thickly into the pink-flushed 
wetness of her vaginal lips. She shivered in fear and unhappiness, but she 
knew there was yet another rippling sensation emanating from the pit of her 
belly, a tiny wisp-like stirring of forbidden erotic pleasure!


Jake's hands reached up over the white velvet flatness of her girlish belly 
and dug harshly into the soft jiggling flesh of her breasts, his fingers 
coarsely rolling the light brown nipples until they quivered into 
pebble-like hardness. His eyes remained open wide as his mouth and lips 
slaved at the moistness of her vagina and he watched her squirm helplessly 
under his obscene oral caresses.


Anna lay frozen in unresisting submission, powerless to ward off his 
advances now, her eyes welling with tears as she thought of her husband and 
baby son. She was certain she could never hope to face them again with the 
stinging memory of this lewd subjugation forever in her thoughts. Oh 
Leonard, she cried, why did you have to be unfaithful with Jake Ralston's 
wife? Why did I have to strike out in jealous vengeance? Anna had never in 
her life felt so utterly abandoned, so completely without hope, as she did 
at this moment.


Jake's eyes stayed on the naked blonde girl's face as his tongue darted in 
and out of her finger-spread vagina. He could see the helpless tears of 
humiliation that trickled from her eyes and he felt his stomach knot with 
delight at the thought of that college-boy Melton at home babysitting while 
his wife's pussy was being so thoroughly assaulted! He'd show this stuck-up 
little city bitch a thing or two! She was no different from all the others 
like her, too good for an uneducated roughneck like Jake Ralston, huh ... 
well, before he'd finished with her she'd be begging ... begging him to fuck 
her!


The burly trucker laughed to himself as he brought his hands down and pushed 
them under the backs of her knees as they splayed out widely on either side 
of his head. He pushed and lifted so that her kneecaps angled back tightly 
against her breasts, nakedly exposing the whole flowing pink wetness of her 
loins to his greedy lips. This ought to do the trick, he chuckled, and he 
flicked his tonguetip lewdly into the tightly puckered little hole of her 
anus.


Anna moaned in anguish at the unexpected searing brush of his tongue over 
her forbidden nether orifice; no man had ever touched her there, not even 
her husband, and she clenched her eyes tightly shut in abject shame at the 
torturing sensation of wicked, forbidden desire it sent rippling through her 
captive loins. She tried to fight it, to stifle the pang of lascivious 
incitement, but it was no use.


"P-Please, please," she stammered in desperation, vainly grinding her 
buttocks back away from the hotly flicking tip of Jake's tongue as it lashed 
mercilessly at her anal orifice. But he only laughed at her helpless 
protests and stabbed deeply into the fleshy nether ring.


"Ooooohhhh," she moaned shamelessly as tiny goose bumps rippled across her 
nakedly shimmering belly and breasts. Anna sobbed in disgrace as her body 
ignored her own fervent pleas and began to desert her. Her buttocks jerked 
involuntarily at the lust-inciting sensation of his darting tongue, and she 
sobbed in naked terror as she felt her loins begin to quiver in open 
surrender.


"No, p-please, it's all wrong, all wrong!" the distraught blonde cried out 
in grief-stricken shame, not as much from the lewdness of the act she was 
allowing to take place, but more from the horrible awareness that she was 
beginning to enjoy it! Clenching her teeth tightly together, she fought back 
with all the will she could muster against the hotly licking flames of 
erotic lust that threatened to engulf her in an inferno of carnal passion. 
But she knew from the outset who the victor would be ... and after a few 
vain moments of valiant resistance, she felt the surging collapse of her 
last defenses as a riptide of desire swept upward from her nakedly-aroused 
loins.


Her body began a slow, sensual movement of its own up against Jake's lewdly 
laving tongue and her hands reached down and curled shamelessly in his short 
hair. She moaned incessantly now, a soul-rending song of passion on her 
quivering lips ... everything was forgotten now. There was no husband, no 
family, no shame. There was nothing, nothing outside this room, outside this 
obscenely creaking motel bed. All that existed for Anna in the whole world 
were the flaming waves of passion that fanned out hotly from her loins like 
liquid fire.


Jake Ralston could literally feel Anna's total surrender as her thighs 
clamped about his ears and her hands coursed sensually through his hair, and 
with a savage snicker of conquest, he thrust his thick wet tongue deeply 
into the steaming flesh of her vagina again. He could feel the softness of 
her lightly grazing pubic hairs against his nose and cheeks as she 
lasciviously ground her buttocks back at him in a lewd rotating movement as 
old as time. She was completely his now, he laughed to himself, no longer 
the big-city girl she was when she walked through that motel room door. She 
wasn't miss fancy-pants now-she was just another cunt burning with heat, 
just some bitch off the street with a hot box between her legs. He had 
dragged her down to his level now, and only now would she get the full 
treatment ... and get it she would!


Anna bucked and squirmed under the relentless lavings of Jake's flicking 
tonguetip until she thought she would go insane. Her head was raised from 
the pillow again watching his face, her hands gripping his head and pulling 
the thrill-giving lash of his tongue deeper and deeper into her cuntal slit. 
It seemed never to end, to go on and on, but then suddenly Jake forced his 
head from between the clasping insides of her thighs and rose to his knees 
between her widespread legs.


She felt doubly humiliated to have him gloating over her, and had to close 
her eyes to the shame of his merciless lustful stare.


His lips curled into a vicious grin. "Now for the real thing, bitch ... 
we're gonna do what you husband and my wife did, only we'll try to outdo 
them."


Anna lay perfectly still, her thighs splayed shamelessly open, her belly 
quivering and heaving with unwanted emotion as though he were already 
thrusting his obscene hardness between her thighs.


Jake leaned over her naked young body and bit wickedly into the sensitively 
stiffened nipple of her left breast. Anna groaned in real pain and futilely 
tried to squirm away from his grip, but his hands were everywhere at 
once-caressing the softness of her bare thighs and hips, roughly kneading 
the pliant whiteness of her heaving breasts. His lips roamed at will over 
the full mounds of soft voluptuous flesh and she began to unconsciously 
squirm against the mattress as the rippling impatient heat of passion 
reached her loins.


"It's gettin' to ya, ain't it, baby?" her husband's boss leered as his lips 
slavered wetly over the soft delicate curves of her young body. "Well, 
you'll be wigglin' a lot more before I'm through. I wanna see that sweet 
little ass o'yours shake like a hula-dancer's twat!"


Anna was revulsed at the knowledge that his crude, obscene words excited her 
even more, their very lewdness a catalyst to her rising passion. She fought 
this total and irreversible surrender for she knew it would mean her abject 
subjugation to his obscene will ... she would be his love slave!


"Get them legs nice and wide, baby, 'cause Big Jake needs a lot of workin' 
room," he grinned triumphantly. Anna felt her legs move apart as if they no 
longer were part of her body, possessed by minds of their own and, as Jake 
pushed his bulk up over her with one powerful arm, he reached down between 
their bodies and took the throbbing hardness of his cock between his fingers 
and eased it forward, using its thick rubbery head to part the fleshy pink 
lips of her vagina. She turned her head aside on the pillow, her eyes 
clenched shut in sickening fear and shame as she felt his blood-engorged 
cock-head brush lewdly over the hair-lined ridges of her cuntal flesh. She 
held her breath for an eternity, until her lungs ached and she thought she'd 
pass out. And then ... the first relentless pressure of his cock against the 
moist elastic lips of her cunt!


"Aaaaggghhh," she moaned as the tip slipped through, stretching painfully 
the tight constrictive lips until Anna felt that a great huge cudgel was 
being stuffed up between her thighs.


"N-no, please, no," she coughed. "You're hurting me, please ... don't do 
it!" Suddenly she was yelling helplessly in fright and anguish as she saw 
the cruel sadistic smirk of enjoyment spread evilly across Jake Ralston's 
lips ... he was enjoying her pain! He wanted to see her squirming on the end 
of his huge cock like a bug stuck with a pin!


But then the grin of self-satisfied enjoyment faded and became instead a 
menacing glower of determined raw lust. He could stand this teasing foreplay 
no longer; he had to have this beautiful young married woman now. He looked 
down at the bulbous, lust-distended head of his cock wetly disappearing into 
the sparse blonde curls of her pubic hair ... he had to fuck her now!


Letting his immense weight carry him forward, smashing her full firm breasts 
back against her chest, Jake pushed his hips forward and his long thick 
hardness rode up between her open legs with a vengeful shudder of lustful 
ravishment, not stopping until his heavy balls smacked lewdly in the 
upturned crevice of her buttocks. Her pussy-flesh was roughly pushed aside 
in rippling waves of soft moist pinkness until he was buried to the hilt 
inside her, his blood-filled rigidity lewdly imbedded in the depths of her 
quaking belly!


"Aaaaaawwwww! God, help me, help me!" Anna cried out in desperate 
supplication from beneath his crushing weight. She had never been so filled 
with male hardness in her life and his bloated penis seemed to have shoved 
aside all of her insides and replaced them with throbbing fleshy male 
stiffness. There was not one tiny ridge of cock-flesh, not one pulsing blue 
vein, that she could not feel as his heavy member was tightly encircled by 
the soft moist walls of her bruised cuntal passage.


Jake lay still over her, his face inches from hers. Neither made a sound 
until Anna felt the tormenting throb of male hardness deep in her belly as 
he flexed it lewdly.


"Unnggghhh," she grunted in pain, her face contorted in a mask of anguish.


"Big enough for you, baby?" he sneered, flexing his penis again like a huge 
hot rubber hose in her vagina.


"Aaagghhhhhh!" she gasped, her eyes wide open in fear and horror.


"You gotta beg me now, bitch, before I give it all to you," he chuckled. He 
gave a playful jerk and felt her loins flower open around his impaling 
hugeness.


"N-no, I w-won't," she stammered. She couldn't lower herself to grovel 
before him like an animal in heat! That would be too much to bear, she'd 
never be able to face herself in the mirror! She wouldn't give him that 
pleasure, she wouldn't!


His fingers dug into her bare shoulders and he laughed as he gave his cock 
another pulsing throb deep in her belly. It felt like it would come out her 
mouth and Anna knew she would not be able to hold out much longer ... the 
combination of pain and the lurid passion he had aroused against her will 
was like gasoline and fire, she was about to explode inside!


"Oh, oh, p-please...." she began, but she knew it was futile. Then, "Oh, 
fuck me, damn you, fuck me!" she croaked in anguish. "I can't stand it ... 
fuck me!" she hissed through clenched teeth, her eyes gushing with stinging 
tears at the sound of those vile words on her lips. She knew she was nothing 
better than a whore now, a slut from the gutters, and Leonard would be right 
in leaving her and taking their child. No, God, she was worse than a whore 
... at least a whore got something in return! There was nothing left for 
Anna, nothing but the fiery thickness of this animal's cock imbedded in her 
belly like some huge fist ... there was nothing left within her to resist 
with now, she was lost, totally lost!


Jake snickered down at her and clamped his wet lips suddenly on hers as he 
sensed her final surrender. His hips began a lewd rocking motion between the 
young married woman's naked thighs and he could feel her tight fleshy 
passage begin to flower submissively with each short stroke of his 
lust-hardened cock. It would not take long to have her climbing the walls. 
God, she was a hot little number underneath, just another cock-hungry bitch. 
All she needed was the right treatment, the right hunk of cunt-filling meat, 
and her real self would come bursting to the surface in a raw squealing mass 
of helpless desire. She was a hot piece o'tail, all right, just like he'd 
guessed. Ol' Jake Ralston knew how to spot 'em every time!


Anna's nakedly writhing body began to shudder with the licking flames of 
passion that fanned up hotly from her cock-filled loins. There was no use 
pretending-she had lost completely now and it was pointless to pretend 
otherwise. Jake Ralston had turned her into a mindless sex-hungry slut and 
now she even began to work her hips back against the slow rhythm of Jake's 
huge cock as it skewered wetly between her thighs.


Her whole body twitched and writhed beneath him and she groaned incessantly 
up into the moistness of his mouth, shoving her tongue with sudden utter 
abandon deeply between his lips. A low groaning sigh of passion-ridden 
servility gushed from her throat, her face twisted in desire, her mouth 
hungrily working, a light beaded sweat breaking out across her forehead.


Jake Ralston eased his hands down and under the soft white cheeks of her 
naked buttocks, squeezing them fiercely in his tight grip. He had thought of 
holding her like this and shoving his cock between her legs since he first 
saw her that day she arrived in Pine Junction with her husband ... and now 
he was doing just that!


Her nether flesh oozed around his fingers as they flexed and unflexed in 
perfect rhythm with the skewering thrusts of his lust-thickened hardness, 
and he jerked her to his loins and felt her thighs bend back a little 
harder, the moist pink slit of her vagina widely-splayed to take every inch 
of his hugeness into the unprobed depths of her belly.


Anna felt no pain now, only maddening arousal, and her legs on either side 
of his impaling stiffness were quivering in abandoned desire. Her eyes were 
closed and her tongue worked hungrily up into his mouth as small whimpering 
sounds of velvety ecstasy echoed in her throat.


Jake worked frantically above her, his back dripping with sweat that ran 
down the sides of his immense body and dripped onto the motel bed in damp 
puddles. His long smooth strokes now brought his cock nearly all the way out 
of her clasping vaginal cleft on the backstroke and then roared forward 
between her upraised thighs like a runaway locomotive-, pushing aside the 
bruised moist cuntal walls until he could hear and feel the lewd slap of his 
sperm-bloated testicles in the hairless furrow of her buttocks. Her buttocks 
... just the very thought of her heart-shaped ass-cheeks squirming nakedly 
beneath him incited yet another humiliation and he slid his fingers down 
over the taut smoothness of her buttocks and found the tiny puckered orifice 
of her anus nestled defenselessly below the clasping little slit of her 
vagina. He pushed his middle finger into it with a sudden quickness that 
caught her by surprise, and the rubbery nether-lips yielded easily to his 
probe.


She gasped in pain. "Aaagghhhh!" But Jake only thrust harder and deeper, 
enjoying the sounds of her humiliation. He worked his finger around inside 
the small spongy hole, stretching the rubbery softness wider and wider as 
his stiffened finger ground its way up into her rectum. He added another 
finger to the first and brought a fresh cry of pain from her quivering lips, 
all the while never missing a beat with his deeply punishing cock-thrusts 
into her moist vagina. The deep guttural noises emanating from beneath her 
chest stretched out into incessant moans of pleasure as her rectum stretched 
to accommodate his unnatural assault.


Jake grinned wickedly down at her as he felt her body begin another 
salacious rhythm of its own. Her buttocks began slowly to screw back onto 
his middle finger as he impaled her helplessly between his hard, throbbing 
cock and his finger crammed lewdly in her anus. Her passionate whimpering 
was with quick, sudden gasps for breath as she began twisting and squealing 
in erotic abandon with both her legs pounding against his sides in sexual 
frenzy.


He slid his other hand slowly up from the smooth rounded cheeks of her 
buttocks to the soft hair-lined folds of her cunt where he could feel his 
cock sliding smoothly in and out. His fingertips sensed the soft pliant lips 
of her vagina stretch to allow his hardness to enter and then pull wetly 
from inside her loins, the pink moist flesh clinging to the steel-hard 
pistoning rigidity of his cock.


Suddenly, she shook convulsively and began to gasp for air like a fish out 
of water. "Oh ... oh! Oh, God, I'm cumming!


Aiiieeee! I'm cuuuummmmiiiinnnngggg!"


He felt her cunt open wetly and then begin spasming wildly around his buried 
member, and warm gushing liquid flooded hotly over his still-thrusting cock. 
He buried it deeper and faster inside her ... she'd remember this one for a 
long, long time, he gloated.


Jake felt her jerk upward toward him several times in rapid succession as 
her breath came in short desperate gasps. He thrust painfully deep into her 
quaking belly as he felt his hot viscous sperm shoot crazily from the end of 
his lust-bloated cock into the passion-ravaged depths of her vagina. Her 
legs went limp suddenly around him and he could feel her collapse beneath 
him, spent with the sensual frenzy of her orgasm.


"Been a long time, baby?" he asked after an appropriate pause.


Anna did not answer, but her silence gave him the satisfaction her husband's 
boss desired. She hadn't been getting it at home and now he had fucked her 
like she'd never been fucked before!


"P-Please, let me up ... I-I have to go home, Jake."


"Sure, honey, anything you say ... let me get outta you first." he laughed, 
and slipped his deflating cock from her cuntal lips with a slurping wet 
sound. Rolling off her, he waited for her to get up from the bed, then 
watched her walk, unsteadily at first, but better as she recovered quickly. 
Her body had a glimmering sheen on it, a fine vapor of sensual perspiration, 
and the inside of her left thigh bore the telltale stickiness of his spent 
discharge.


"There's a party day after tomorrow you might like ... three or four couples 
gettin' together at our place. They're all like you and me, baby, real 
swingers. What ya say? There'll be more there than you can handle, and you 
might pick up some new tricks."


Anna spun around and scowled at her new lover, oblivious now of her shameful 
nakedness. She made no attempt to cover her bare breasts, and her hands hung 
limply at her sides. "What makes you think I'd come to a party like that? I 
did what I had to do today because it was this or Leonard's job! I ... "


"Save it for your ol' man, cunt. You ain't gotta convince me. Anyway, I know 
better. I can spot a real hot-box when I see one, and you've got one of the 
hottest. Just think about Friday night before you say no ... three or four 
men, truck drivers, all of them, from up north a ways. That's three or four 
good screwings, baby ... all the hot stiff cock you can handle. And I'd 
imagine you'd get your pretty little slit eaten a couple of times for good 
measure, and then...."


"Stop it, stop it!" Anna screamed, her hands over her eyes. "I don't want to 
hear any more!"


"Then you'll come, you and that husband of yours too, if he's got the balls 
for some real action."


"Yes, yes, damn you! I'll come! I'll come! Just leave me alone ... haven't 
you taken enough from me for one day?" Anna ran into the bathroom and 
slammed the door hard behind her, but Jake Ralston only laughed. She'd be 
there all right, hot and sassy and ready for action! And if that college-boy 
husband of hers dared to show his face, maybe they'd give him a glimpse of a 
real man in action ... yes sir, let the kid see what a fuckin' was supposed 
to be!


Jake Ralston cleaned himself up with a hand towel that hung by the bathroom 
door and glanced at his watch. Still time for a couple of beers before 
dinner, he grinned, not a bad day's work if I do say so myself!


CHAPTER NINE


Leonard Melton had once confided to a friend that the two days preceding the 
birth of his son were the longest he had ever endured. Forty-eight hours of 
on-again, off-again labor, frantic packing and unpacking and harried, 
late-night calls to the obstetrician until finally Anna bore them their son.


But those days spun by dizzily compared to the two Leonard spent before 
Friday night.


Almost exactly forty-eight hours had somehow slipped by since Anna returned 
from her rendezvous with Jake Ralston, and now, as Leonard sat alone in his 
office at the trucking company, a half-hour past closing time, he was as far 
as ever from knowing what to do....


He had not looked up that evening as his wife turned the key in the lock and 
entered the living room. Richie was playing in nis playpen and the 
television rolled in muted silence, the volume nearly switched off.


"Leonard ... I'm back." Her voice sounded strangely calm and undisturbed to 
his ears. He had expected-hoped for?-anguish and remorse at least. But Anna 
was not upset at all!


"Is that all you can say?" he asked finally, his voice quiet and faltering.


"What do you want me to say, Leonard?" she asked irritably. "Would you like 
it better if I threw myself at your feet and asked for forgiveness? If I 
cried and sobbed and said I'd never get over this as long as I lived? Well, 
I did feel like that for awhile ... but not now."


Leonard stood up and looked at her face for the first time since she had 
returned; her eyes pained him greatly for they glimmered with that 
glazed-over look every schoolboy knows from memory ... the just-been-fucked 
sparkle. "So you enjoyed it, is that what you're trying to say? You went to 
bed with another man and I'm supposed to congratulate you, right?"


"I didn't hear you pleading for forgiveness after you screwed Connie 
Ralston. Remember, you got us into this mess, not me! If you'd spent more 
time in bed with your own wife, maybe it wouldn't have been necessary for me 
to ... to...."


"To fuck Jake Ralston, why don't you say it?"


"Oh, all right, to fuck Jake! It's okay when you do it, isn't it? But when I 
do it, it's a capital crime!"


"Damn it, Anna, it's not the same, you know that!"


"I don't know it, Leonard. All I know is I got screwed this afternoon and 
... and ... I enjoyed it! For the first time in months, I don't feel like 
I'm sitting on hot coals! Is that so awful!?"


Leonard's face reflected the whole range of sudden emotion, from disbelief 
to pain to lingering anguish; and for the first time in their years 
together, he struck her. Not a closed-fist punch, but an open handed slap 
that sent her reeling over the end of the coffee table and sprawling onto a" 
chair that happened to be handy.


"I-I'm sorry, Anna!" he blurted out, even before she had caught her balance.


His wife said not a word, but merely looked at him pitifully and shook her 
head. He slept on the sofa that night, not by any agreement, but from his 
own desire, and the next night as well. And the words that passed between 
them could have been counted on two hands.


If there was any hope left for their marriage, Leonard could not see it. 
Anna had not told him until this morning of the party at the Ralston's, and 
that was the crowning blow, the last crushing weight he could stand heaped 
on him now. She actually wanted to go! She knew what kind of things would go 
on there and she wanted to go anyway ... Anna, his Anna!


He had felt for two days like he was caught in a vise, not wanting to go to 
work and dreading coming home in the evening. The pressure from Jake Ralston 
had been worse yet. He had expected the filthiest kind of taunting and crude 
remarks, but Jake had obviously decided to take another, more punishing, 
course. He had ignored the fact of his adultery with Leonard's wife 
altogether. Just as if nothing had happened!


Jake strolled into the office a half-hour late that next morning and dumped 
some traffic reports on Leonard's desk, remarked about the need for some 
repairs at the number three loading ramp, and then calmly proceeded to go 
about his day's business.


Leonard was flabbergasted at first, but then he saw through his boss's 
tactics ... let me simmer in my own juices, that's it! He knows I'm not 
going to say anything about what happened, he just wants to watch me squirm!


So from that moment, Leonard began to fight fire with fire. Any casual 
observer would have noticed nothing out of the ordinary around the front 
office those two days-just a terminal manager doing his job and a management 
trainee humming through his work like any young executive in one of a 
hundred thousand offices anywhere.


But the pressure was on just the same.


Inside, where it hurt the most. A screaming, fists-up confrontation might 
have netted him a few broken bones, but it would have at least been out in 
the open. This was murder, like smoking cigarettes sitting on a keg of 
gunpowder, and today was Friday and some decision had to be made.


Jake had left just after lunch without comment, though he had heard him 
comment to one of the girls that he had to help with getting ready for a 
party.


A party, all right, Leonard thought, with my wife there for dessert!


The office was deserted now except for a cleaning woman far across in the 
bookkeeping section; Leonard could see her as she made her way from desk to 
desk, emptying the trash baskets into her larger bin with wheels. For the 
fifth or sixth time, he reached for the telephone, only this time he 
completed the call.


It was simple, he assured himself. I only have to tell Anna that we're not 
going to that party. Sure, she wants to go, and probably I could even go 
myself if I tried.


Why not? Didn't I fuck Jake's wife already? It's a small leap from screwing 
the boss's wife to swinging at a swap party, isn't it? But we're not going 
to go, and that's got to be final if Anna wants to stay Mrs. Leonard Melton. 
It's not even the sex any more, it's something else more important. Anna's 
changed now, turned into a woman I hardly recognize, but even that's not 
irreversible. One thing though will never change, not as long as I'm under 
Jake's thumb ... he could still write me up for moral turpitude, it would be 
his word against mine and I'm still a nobody with the company. No, I'll 
never agree to go as long as I'm just a glorified gofer and Jake's playing 
God! I'm a man, goddamnit, and I can only take so much pushing before I 
fight back! He might have a hundred pounds on me, but if he pushes me hard 
enough, one of us is going to fall! And if it's me, it might as well be 
right away before I've got nothing left to fight over!


An older, only slightly familiar voice answered the phone. "Uh, Anna, is 
that you?"


"No, this is Janet, Mr. Melton, I'm babysitting. Anna said you might call 
... she said to tell you she'd meet you at the party."


"She ... she said ... what?"


"She'd meet you at the party. She said you'd know the address."


"Thanks ... I do know the address. G'bye."


CHAPTER TEN


There was no one there that Anna knew except Jake Ralston and his wife. It 
was odd to enter a house in Pine Junction and see six faces you had never 
seen before. Not at the lone supermarket, or at the post office where 
everyone kept a lock box. But Jake had said these people were not from Pine 
Junction, and it made sense; in a town this size, everybody would know about 
this kind of party inside of a few days.


It had not been an easy decision for the young wife to come tonight, and 
even now Anna was far from certain she was right. But right or wrong, it was 
her decision to live with, even if she lived with it alone.


At first she thought she had the wrong house, for though there were three 
cars in the driveway, the house seemed to be without lights. She 
double-checked the address and went up to the front door; it opened without 
her ringing the bell and Jake Ralston filled the doorway with his enormous 
bulk.


"I thought you'd make it, baby," he grinned and cast an appraising eye over 
her mini-dress and boots.


"I-I wasn't sure I would come," she said. "But...."


"Don't give it another thought, honey. We all had second-thoughts the first 
time. You'll know better before the night's over. How 'bout your husband? 
Did he chicken out like I figured?"


"I don't know ... he wasn't home when I left, but I left him a message to 
come if he wants to."


"Well, let's stop talking and get you introduced around. My pal Dick is just 
starting the movie."


"Movie?"


"Sure, a little warm-up," he explained as they crossed the foyer and walked 
into the living room. Anna could barely see in the dim light but she knew 
there were people seated about the room, some on the floor, others on sofas 
or chairs. "It's just to get things in the right mood." He patted her 
affectionately on her buttocks, a pat that became a lingering caress, but he 
drew his hand away before they reached his wife.


Anna felt a shudder of anxiety in her belly, but she had no desire, like the 
first time, to turn and run. Maybe she was a slut underneath, just like Jake 
had said, maybe she was some kind of sex-maniac just waiting for the right 
moment to explode, like a land mine.


"Hi, Anna, glad you could make it," said Connie Ralston cheerily. Anna could 
barely see her face, but it was obvious that she was smiling. Did Jake tell 
her about Wednesday afternoon? Surely he did, or he wouldn't have invited me 
to this party! But she isn't sulking like Leonard ... or is there something 
I don't know? It was actually the second time Anna had suspected she had 
been used, but this time it seemed more likely. To her own amazement, 
though, she was not angry; in fact, she was even a bit flattered. The old 
Anna, perhaps, would have been hurt and hysterical, but she had changed and 
she knew it. Since Wednesday, she had made up her mind not to do without 
anything as integral to her happiness as sex ... and if Leonard wouldn't 
offer her satisfaction at home, then she'd just find it elsewhere! And her 
husband be damned!


Anna found herself being eased into an armchair just as the film began. It 
was projected on a doubled sheet hung from the arched doorway between the 
living room and the dining room, and as it flickered into full-color life, 
she saw that it was from Denmark and quite professionally done. She wasn't 
sure what she had expected, but it certainly was not this ... the two girls 
were beautiful, obviously models or actresses of some sort, and they had set 
out on a bike ride through beautiful Copenhagen. There was no sound or 
titles, but the action was simple and obvious enough. After a couple of 
seconds, they arrived at a big townhouse and went in. Inside there were two 
men, one bearded, with expensive-looking cameras, and the girls quickly 
stripped down and began to pose in awkward angles designed to give the 
cameramen an unimpeded view of their nakedness.


There was a giggle of laughter from a young woman on Anna's left, someone 
about her own age. The girl's escort, probably her husband, a, tall handsome 
young man with longish sideburns, whispered something in her ear and she 
giggled again, louder this time, and grabbed him affectionately between the 
legs. Anna was fascinated ... she couldn't decide which show was better, the 
one on the screen or the one in real life a few feet away! She heard the 
metallic sound of a zipper and saw the girl's head nestle down into the 
man's lap and then begin to slowly move up and down as they both watched the 
movie ... only when her head moved upward could Anna see that she had his 
cock in her mouth! She was lewdly sucking it while they watched the action 
on the screen!


Anna looked back at the movie, embarrassed at having intruded on their 
privacy, but she caught herself glancing back occasionally as the action 
heated up on the makeshift screen. Soon there were three women sucking 
cock-two on the screen and one for real just to her left, and Anna found she 
was unconsciously squirming against the seat cushion. Her panties felt damp 
and sticky between her legs and she knew she was getting "turned-on"; she 
wished fervently that Leonard were here, that it could be her own husband 
who answered this growing hunger between her thighs. But she knew he 
wouldn't come. This would probably be the last straw for both of them, but 
she felt strangely relieved, as if it was hopeless to struggle to keep their 
marriage afloat.


"Pretty hot stuff, huh?" someone whispered in her ear. She turned to face 
him. It was not anyone she knew, a nice-looking sort of guy with brown wavy 
hair, kind of Mediterranean-looking but not greasy or too dark. "I picked it 
up in Denmark on my last cruise. I'm in the Merchant Marine. My name's 
Dick."


Anna nodded her head. She could think of nothing to say except her name, 
words somehow seeming inappropriate when this kind of obscene thing was 
going on right before their eyes. The action on the screen had reached the 
boiling point, so wildly explicit that Anna was almost afraid to watch ... 
every frame was closer, more detailed, than the one before, and the whole 
doorway was filled with bold flickering images of naked, lust-hardened cocks 
and pinkly clasping vaginas. She had never seen anything like it!


Dick handed her a drink and she took a large swallow without tasting it 
first; it burned down her throat like molten lava and she coughed.


"It's a special punch Jake makes up ... I think he uses battery acid for a 
base," the dark-haired man now sitting on the arm of her chair joked. She 
looked back at the man and woman on her left and nearly shrieked in 
astonishment ... they were both naked now and lying head-to-toe on the sofa, 
his lust-thickened cock still in her ovaled mouth and his own head in 
between her opening-and-closing thighs!


Someone turned on a stereo somewhere and the room filled with the 
orchestrated sound of older Beatles's tunes, a seeming compromise aimed at 
the twenty-year age differences in the room. Anna felt Dick's strange hands 
against her back, fingertips caressing along the curve of her spine. She 
heard the rustle of her dress being unzipped and she pulled away 
instinctively, but when she looked around, there was no one in the room 
still fully clothed. Everyone was either naked or undressing, and she closed 
her eyes in resignation. After all, she knew what to expect when she came 
here, didn't she? Before she knew it, the young blonde wife was naked to the 
waist and this man whom she'd never seen until a few minutes ago was eagerly 
fondling her tingling breasts. She offerd no resistance as he whisperingly 
urged her down onto the carpeted floor, for the room was filled now with the 
gruntings of nakedly entwined couples. Dick was out of his clothes quickly 
and when they dropped to the floor, he brought her to her knees 
unceremoniously. There was no foreplay, no teasing, just the stiff 
relentless insistence of hard, virile cock. Her fingers reached back and 
found the long fleshy hardness of his lust-inflated penis as he mounted her 
dog-style. She stroked his pulsing member excitedly as the naked action of 
the porno movie flickered on and on above her head. Quickly, painlessly, he 
entered her, and she was surprised to discover that she was so 
well-lubricated that his good-sized cock slithered deeply into her belly on 
the first forward lunge.


"Mmmmmmmmmm," Anna murmured softly as the music drowned out the lascivious 
sounds of lovemaking all around her. "Fuck me hard, Dick, real hard!"


* * *


Leonard was switching off the office lights to leave, though he knew he 
could not go home while Anna was away at that party. Probably he would just 
drive around until he was too tired to handle the wheel and then go home 
alone. Whatever tomorrow would bring would be hard enough to face in the 
light of day. There was no sense in planning for it tonight. Divorce was an 
ugly word and never pleasant for anyone, but he knew now it was inevitable. 
There was nothing left between them now, what little they had left had been 
torn from them when Anna went to that party alone. Lewd images of his wife 
naked with dozens of men tortured his thoughts, though he tried not to think 
of her at all.


A noise disturbed his unpleasant thoughts and he looked up to see the 
cleaning woman, still far across the empty expanse of desks, pointing 
excitedly to the front door of the terminal office. Leonard made a motion 
with his hands that indicated he would see to it and hurried to the 
wood-paneled reception corridor to see who it was. Probably some trucker 
with a problem or a night man from the loading platforms, though any 
difficulties they had were usually solved through the night foreman.


He switched on the outside lights and opened the door, feeling rather 
foolish that he had not looked through the window first. What if it was a 
robbery? But what was of value in here? Nothing but some papers and office 
equipment.


But if it was a thief, it was an odd one. Outside on the concrete steps was 
a short, gray-haired woman of about fifty, stooped with premature age and 
wrinkled from hard work. Or hard living. "Where's that pea-brained ox that 
runs this place?" she demanded.


Leonard was tempted to tell her the truth,.but he did not want an old 
woman's death on his conscience. "He's gone home, ma'am. I'm his assistant. 
Could I help you?"


She looked him over suspiciously. "You look kinda' young, but I guess you'll 
have to do. I wanna know how come he sent that good for nothin' ex-husband 
of mine so much money! He ain't paid me a cent o' child support in two years 
and now he's out paintin' the town red, white and blue!"


"I'm afraid I don't understand, Mrs...."


"Taylor, Mrs. Luke Taylor. Ex-Mrs. Taylor, that is. And the truth is that 
Luke got a check in the mail from your company. He ain't worked here in over 
two years; hell, he ain't worked nowhere in two years. And now he's filthy 
rich with a pocket full o' money! If anybody ought to be getting money in 
the mail, it's me! I'm the one with the houseful o' younguns!"


"I still don't quite follow you. You say he got a paycheck in the mail and 
he doesn't work here, is that right?" A faint glimmer of an idea was 
beginning to take root deep in his brain and his four years of accounting 
training was urging it into something he could get his teeth into.


"That's what I said, young man. And what's more, Annie Mae Armstrong's ol' 
man got one too. I seen her at the grocery store this very night and she 
tol' me herself. What's goin' on out here? You people taken leave o' your 
senses?"


Leonard quickly mentally scanned the events of the last few days. Certainly, 
that phone call from the home office ... they sent the payroll out directly 
because I told them it would be all right! Jake's been so busy with his 
other affairs that he hasn't even noticed, I'll bet. Still, it could be an 
error in Maryland.


"Mrs. Taylor, I'll check into it first thing in the morning. I'm sure it was 
just some bookkeeping error," he said officiously. "But I'd appreciate it if 
you wouldn't say anything about it to anyone else until we can clear it up, 
okay?"


She eyed him again, even more suspiciously this time. "Well, all right, but 
just remember me the next time you got some damn fool notion about handing 
out free money, 'ya here?"


He stood in the doorway and waited until she climbed in a dilapidated old 
pickup truck. There was a boy of about sixteen behind the wheel and he spun 
gravel as he swung the old truck onto the highway. Leonard could hear the 
old woman cursing him as they drove away.


It cost him five dollars and less than five minutes to get the pass key to 
Jake's private office on the pretense of needing some docking reports. And 
it took him less than a half-hour to find what he needed. Like most 
criminals, Jake Ralston had left behind a clear, easily-followed trail, and 
Leonard was laughing out loud as he unlocked the secretarial pool door and 
turned on the office copier.


He felt better than he had felt in weeks, strangely light-headed and 
confident again, and finally, he knew what it was that his life had lost. He 
had his self-respect back again. He would not have to be ordered around like 
an office boy any longer; he was here to be trained for management and that 
was precisely what he would be from now on ... management!


Even the anguished mental picture of his wife fucking Jake Ralston seemed 
less burning now, for he knew somehow that everything was going to work 
itself out. He knew all at once that he had painfully neglected her, that he 
had acted like a little boy when she needed a man ... and the potent glow of 
self-confident manhood between his legs told him that even that would be no 
problem from this moment on.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


He had to knock twice to get any answer, but the sounds of music and 
laughter from inside told him he had the right house. Jake peered out 
finally from the bolted door, then closed it to release the latch and let 
him in. The big trucker had a big smirking grin on his face when he swept 
the door open and bowed mockingly. "Well, if it ain't the college boy, just 
in time. C'mon in, Leonard, and take a look at the action."


Leonard felt his stomach tighten in revulsion at the promise of untold 
horror the darkened house offered him. He knew the worst moment would be the 
first ... if he could get over the shock of seeing his wife naked with 
another man, as she was sure to be, since Jake Ralston wore only a pair of 
undershorts, then he could manage the rest with aplomb.


He saw her before his eyes had adjusted to the darkness. The body was 
definitely hers, all right, and she was naked on all fours ... his own wife 
slavingly taking another man's cock up in her cunt from behind! He felt a 
surge of hurt and grief, but he swallowed back his own pain and faced Jake 
Ralston, who looked at him with a leering victorious grin wetly on his lips, 
clearly the confident smirk of a man who had won.


Leonard shook his head uncomprehendingly ... to think I let it come to this! 
All Anna needed was a man and I couldn't even offer her that! I've let this 
bastard push me and order me around until there's nothing left of me but a 
hollow shell! Well, not any more, pal ... you're going to see a brand 
spanking new Leonard! Or maybe the Leonard I used to be, before I let this 
son of a bitch get the best of me.


He looked back at Anna and the man he didn't recognize. His fingers gripped 
her buttocks, his wife's buttocks, squeezing groans of passion from her 
throat as her full-mounded breasts jiggled and bounced nakedly beneath her. 
She had not seen him yet and he didn't want her to ... she had gone too far 
to turn back now. It was for him to make the next move.


"Jake, I want to talk to you," Leonard said calmly, reveling in the look of 
surprise on his boss's face.


"What about? Can't it wait? The rest of us didn't come here to talk 
business, sonny," Jake chuckled. "Take a look at your wife there ... she 
ain't worried about business, is she?"


"It's about a raise, Jake," the young management trainee said innocently.


"A raise! You must be outta your mind, college-boy! Why don't you go home 
and let us grown-ups play," he laughed over the loudness of the stereo 
music.


"It's not a raise for me ... it's for Luke Taylor and Al Armstrong. And 
Bobby Wilder and Gene Davis and a few others. They've been making the same 
wages for so long now, I thought you'd like to up their salaries a bit."


Jake looked around as if the walls had ears. "Come over here," he demanded 
and grabbed Leonard's shirt front and pulled him into an alcove off the 
dining room. "Where'd you get those names, boy?"


"Take your thieving hands off me, Ralston, or your ass will rot in the state 
prison!" Leonard's voice was strong and assertive and Jake removed his hand 
immediately. "I know all about your little business, Jake old buddy. How 
you've been drawing paychecks under a half-dozen names for over two years. 
You kept men on the payroll who were fired a long time ago. In fact, I 
strongly suspect you only hired them because they were deadbeats and you 
knew you could get rid of them. You have the pay records sent to you before 
they go to Maryland and you've been adding the phony ones for two years, 
collecting the checks before they went out for disbursement and depositing 
them in dummy accounts you somehow worked out with Citizens' State Bank in 
Pine Junction. I don't know about that part of it ... yet ... but I imagine 
you have an accomplice there. Maybe one of the men in this room. It all adds 
up to a pretty penny, Jake, over fifty thousand dollars in fact, and it 
would probably mean about, say ten to twelve years for embezzlement, plus a 
little for forgery and fraud, and maybe...."


"All right, all right ... but you can't prove it!" His voice was thin all of 
a sudden and his statement had more of the tone of a question. Could he 
prove it? Jake seemed to be saying.


"I've got photocopies of everything in your files, Jake, enough to put you 
away for a long time."


"That's burglary! You've got no right to be nosin' around in my files!"


Leonard pushed a finger against Jake's burly chest. "Call the cops, then."


"You lousy little shrimp, I oughta' break your fuckin' neck!" Jake's thick 
meaty hands shot out for the young husband's shoulders, but Leonard knocked 
them away with two quick feints.


"That's another thing they taught me in college, Jake ... boxing. So try 
that again and one of us will be missing a few teeth.


And if you've got any ideas about killing me and taking the copies, forget 
it ... there're another two copies already in the mails on their way to the 
two old friends of the family. And one's an attorney, with instructions to 
turn it all over to the police if anything happens to me. You see, I 
wouldn't trust you any further than I could throw you, you lard-ass son of a 
bitch." Leonard's voice was steady and sure, without the rising pitch of 
emotion that would have made him less convincing. He had the dead-sure 
certainty of a self-made man and Jake knew he was licked.


"What'ya want? Money? There's lots of it and there could be a lot more. 
They're stupid as hell in the home office and we could make this pay really 
well, you and me."


"I don't want any of your dirty money, Jake. And you'll get all those men 
off the payroll over the next six weeks, one a week. All I want is what I 
was sent here for. Experience in management. No more office flunkie 
business, Jake, we run things by the book now, together!"


"That's all? Nothing more?" Jake was incredulous, too anxious to be 
relieved.


"That's all. You haven't got a thing I want, Jake, not a thing." He heard a 
familiar gasping voice from somewhere in the living room, but didn't bother 
to look. There was plenty of time for mending those fences later, and for 
the first time in months, he was certain he could handle the job nicely 
indeed.


"There is one thing, Jake," he said in a whisper, his hand intentionally on 
his boss's shoulder.


"Sure, name it, it's yours!"


Leonard looked around the darkened room, lewdly rubbing the bulge in his 
crotch in a manner Jake could not misunderstand. "Where's that sexy blonde 
wife of yours? I might as well get warmed up if I'm going to enjoy the 
party!"


Jake glowered at him, his neck flushed with red and his eyeballs bulging 
until they looked like they would pop from their sockets. He started to 
speak, but turned to walk away instead. "I'll find her," he mumbled as he 
walked away. And suddenly he didn't look so big at all to Leonard, and 
getting smaller all the time!


THE END
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INTRODUCTION


The week before Easter is a period of religious meditation throughout much 
of the world; it is the most sacred time of all of the Christian holidays, 
containing as it does three major Holy days during the week. Within the last 
three major Holy days during the week. Within the last three decades, 
however, the week has become famous for still another reason-one 
diametrically opposed to religion-and many people, especially those in the 
resort areas of the United States, now refer to the period as "hell week."


The Runaway Teenager is the story of a small resort town and the young 
hedonists who invade it in search of sexual thrills and excitement. It is 
also the story of people who prey on the young revelers and encourage them 
in their wantonness, and the innocent people who are caught in a crossfire 
of sexual sadism and avarice.


The novel, although purely a work of fiction, is nonetheless based on 
something that actually happened.


During the summer of 1968, Rear Window Series author Mary Jenkins was in the 
United States working on a major magazine assignment for an English 
publisher. In one small Southern town she uncovered the fact that the local 
police chief had incarcerated a 14-year-old girl two months previously and 
that the girl had never been formally charged with any crime. The girl told 
reporters that she had been used as a virtual sex slave by the chief, forced 
to cater sexually to him and his cohorts.


Author Mary Jenkins was so impressed by this incident that she vowed to 
someday write a novel dealing with the situation and the political-moral 
climate that would permit such a thing to happen.


In The Runaway Teenager she has used this incident to skillfully blend all 
of the excitement of Hell Week with a penetrating character study of two 
morally corrupt men who use their law enforcement positions to instill 
terror instead of security.


On a deeper level, the book follows the awakening of a 15 year-old girl, 
Mary Anne Jenkins. Overnight she grows from childhood to womanhood, and at 
the end of the book-after a night of sexual abuse almost beyond 
description-it is she who, "dry-eyed, head high and unflinching" is prepared 
to face reality about herself and the world in which she lives.


Liverpool Library Press feels it must print this book because it so 
graphically shows what can happen when honest, law-abiding citizens abdicate 
their responsibilities and permit ruthless men to achieve a position of 
power in a community. The candid sexual scenes may offend some readers, but 
we feel they are an integral part of the story-based as they are on 
something that actually occurred.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


Stan Rogers unscrewed the cap from another bottle of beer and let the top 
drop where it joined five others on the living room floor. Tilting his head 
back, he finished off half of the contents before lowering it, his Adam's 
apple jerking obscenely against the thick bull-like neck muscles.


"All right, baby," he said aloud, speaking to himself as he scratched his 
barrel like chest, "let's see if we can do a little better this time." He 
aimed a dart at a makeshift dart board where a Xeroxed copy of his discharge 
from the United States Navy had been pasted over the normal target. The 
discharge had crudely drawn ringed target areas, with two bulls eyes-one 
over the signature of his commanding officer, the other over the Secretary 
of the Navy. Both of these luminaries were worth ten points; a dart embedded 
any-where in the wording United States Navy, was worth five points. A strike 
on any portion of the name Stanley L. Rogers or his serial number was minus 
ten points. A third target area was encircled over die discharge date; that 
was worth a bonus of fifteen points... it was a day he would remember 
forever.


He unleashed the dart; it flew through the air like a wingless humming bird 
to dig into the name of his Commanding Officer. "Game," he said smugly, "and 
it serves you right, you fucking bastard; I only wish it had gone up your 
fat ass."


Rogers heard the clock chiming four times in the outer office. He had called 
a meeting of the coloured staff of the Paradise Motor Inn for three-thirty, 
the time when they normally got off work. It was Stan's policy to keep them 
waiting; after all, it was common knowledge that the Pistola Beach niggers 
didn't do anything but drink, fuck, and raise hell... that is when they 
weren't fooling around collecting good money for lousy work. So, it was 
simply his Christian duty to see that they stayed out of trouble, even if it 
was for just another thirty minutes or...


He continued to stare malevolently at the Navy discharge as he put on his 
brightly coloured floral shirt which was just tight enough to gape open, 
revealing a belly so hairy that it would have done justice to a wild boar. 
The Navy! That had been the only thing that mattered in his life... until he 
came to Pistola Beach, and even here, there seemed to be something missing, 
although there was Sheriff Peabody. Rogers had joined the Navy in 1943, his 
bull-like strength and authoritarian disposition making him a natural 
selection for the Shore Patrol. Twenty-three years he had spent in the Shore 
Patrol until the "New Navy" bastards had forced him out... as though he were 
a contagious leper, or had committed some unspeakable crime. All he had 
done, and it was something he had done at least three times a week ever 
since he had joined the Shore Patrol, was to teach some smartass drunk punk 
to keep his flipping mouth shut.


A little working over never hurt anyone; it had cured a lot of punks with 
verbal diarrhea. It had changed a lot of worthless, loud-mouthed, immature 
snot-nose kids into real Navy men-Sailors who respected authority. A back of 
the hand, a carefully placed boot in the nuts or the ribs, a little jab or 
two into the kidney area... all of these were the equivalent to ten hours on 
any psychiatrist's couch, and was a hell of a lot more beneficial besides. 
It was just his luck to get involved with one of the "hero" types, a smart 
ass who was still carrying some shrapnel around that he had picked up in 
Vietnam. When Rogers had worked the kid over, the metal moved from the 
kidneys into a portion of the spinal cord. Hell, even then there hadn't been 
any real permanent damage. The medics had said the kid would be walking 
again in about six months... and it was the punk's own fault for getting 
drunk and obnoxious. Still, the goddamned "New Navy" bastards hadn't seen it 
that way. They offered Rogers his choice of an immediate discharge or a Flag 
inquiry, which could get him two years at hard labor.


Some choice! Christ, they would crucify him simply because he was old Navy. 
Even so, he had been prepared to fight it until he heard some "New Navy" 
Lieutenant, who apparently was going to act as prosecutor, refer to 
him-right to his face-as "just about as bad as any Nazi concentration camp 
guard." Rogers had known then he was licked. He took his discharge and came 
to Pistola Beach, where he immediately romanced the 55 year-old alcoholic 
owner of the Paradise Motor Inn.


Within a year he had helped her drink herself to death-the stupid old hag! 
She'd had a pussy like a prune, and usually was so damned drunk she didn't 
know whether she was being ploughed or not. Well, screw her! She was gone 
now, and in spite of the protests by her two sons, who hadn't bothered to 
write or call her for almost three years, the entire estate went to Rogers. 
He felt as if he had earned every penny of it. Hell, if it weren't for 
Sheriff Tad Peabody, Rogers would have gone out of his mind the first two 
weeks here in this miserable little section of Eastern Florida. He and the 
Sheriff saw things-practically everything-the same way. There were only two 
or three weeks of the year when things really got interesting here: the 
upcoming Hell Week, which started tomorrow, the first week after school let 
out, and the week before school started again.


God-damn, the place really swung then, and he and Sheriff Peabody helped 
make it swing. There was action everywhere-action for Rogers as a reserve 
Deputy Sheriff to work out his pent up frustrations on a bunch of smart-ass 
college kids, and action for Peabody and Rogers, both of whom liked their 
cunt young... the younger the better! Well... maybe not younger than 
eighteen or nineteen, although there had been a big-titted, really talented 
eighteen year old three years ago who looked like twenty and who, after 
feeling a real cock inside her, promptly decided she really dug older men. 
The only problem was the little bitch had given them both a dose of the clap 
in spite of the fact that they were wearing rubbers. God damn! That was the 
trouble, you just couldn't trust any of these kids anymore.


Stan was still grumbling to himself at 4:15 when he walked into the laundry 
room where the seven maids, maintenance man, and the two gardeners were 
waiting. They immediately fell silent as he came in. Rogers liked that. It 
wasn't the same thing as snapping to proper attention, but just about as 
good. He wasted no time in letting them know the score.


"All right," he barked, "I'm telling you this just once; I'm not going to 
repeat it. Get it right the first time! Tomorrow begins the Easter Vacation 
for white kids from up north. We're booked solid. That means you're going to 
have to work your asses off, and, for a change, earn your money. Just 
because I'm working all week as a deputy Sheriff don't mean I won't be 
watching. I don't want to hear no complaints from anyone about you. If you 
don't like the job here, then get out now. If I have to fire any of you 
because of back-talk to the guests, then you can just go beg for your money.


Is that understood?" He glared around him at the seven women and three men.


"Is it?" he snapped. "Answer."


"Yes, sir," the muted subservient voices came from all except Daniel, the 
tall brooding black maintenance man, and from his sister, Melody.


"Well, boy?" Rogers asked Daniel. "You got any complaints?"


Daniel sullenly shook his head; his eyes were glowing with suppressed anger. 
Rogers was amused. He knew that someday the maintenance man was going to 
strike at him or pull a knife. The day that happened was the day the black 
son of a bitch was going up the river for a spell; the charge would be 
assault with a deadly weapon or attempted murder. Peabody would see that the 
charge stuck!


Rogers' glance switched to Melody; she had a half-knowing grin on her face. 
That's the trouble, Stan thought in frustrated anger, you let one of these 
black bitches get her hooks into you and you're dead so far as respect is 
concerned. He knew by her expression that she could feel his pent-up 
frustration; he was pretty sure that she also knew he had been playing darts 
again. Oddly enough, in three years of balling her, that had been the only 
time he had ever struck her... when she had thrown a dart at his board. He 
had backhanded her half-way across the room, and it was a tribute to her 
natural feminine intelligence that she didn't have to be told why she had 
been struck.


Now as she watched him through half-down-cast eyes, Melody said to herself, 
"Well, the white boss is really up tight today." She felt an almost 
immediate tingle of desire down there deep in the soft cavern between her 
thighs. He would be a wild man when he came to her, she thought, and 
welcomed the idea, even though she had been up half the night balling an 
energetic black New York lawyer down here in Pistola Beach for a vacation. 
Melody never was sure just exactly what it was between her and the white 
man. He was mean; several times he had hurt her. But he had never mastered 
her... nor she him. She might leave his white man's penis limp and deflated 
as an old condom, but she had never mastered him. And there were times, with 
her shapely black arms locked tightly around his hairy shoulders, as he 
spurted his white man's cum deep inside her black womb when she crooned, 
"Honey... honey. Oh, honey!" and meant every word of the endearing phrase.


Today would probably be the last time he wanted her for a week or so. She 
knew his activities with the young white girls who came to Pistola Beach 
during the vacations. She knew a lot more than he gave her credit for, for 
she had discovered-quite by accident one day while cleaning his study-the 
small two-way mirror overlooking the motel room adjacent to his study. You 
could see everything in the room! How about that, she had thought, the white 
boss gets his hicks by peeking at others doing it! Melody wasn't stupid. 
After three years, she knew he always placed young white girls in the 
room-either one or two at a time. She also noticed that usually after the 
first day or two, the girls would look very worried about something, as 
though they were scared. Someone was fucking them silly, she knew that for a 
fact! After all that section of the motel was her wing and she had to change 
the sheets and make up the beds. Those big old yellow spots in the middle of 
the sheet didn't come from eating green dandelion seeds in bed... no, 
sirree! Those were peter tracks of at least one man, and probably two. 
Melody had her own suspicions about who the second man might be, but she 
wasn't about something, as though they were scared, particularly when those 
words included the title, "Sheriff."


"Melody!" The sharply spoken command snapped the maid out of her meditation. 
She glanced up at the motel owner.


"Yes, sir?"


"Were you having a nice nap?" Rogers asked sarcastically. "I wasn't 
sleeping."


"Just resting your eyes, I suppose." Rogers glared all around him. "All 
right, you can all go now. And don't forget what I said."


Melody knew he was not through with her, but she made as though preparing to 
leave herself. "You!" he snapped. "You did a lousy job on my front room this 
morning. There's bottle caps and beer bottles all over the place. Go clean 
it up."


"Yes, sir." she replied meekly. She knew the little act wasn't fooling any 
of the other help, especially not her brother, Daniel. Everyone knew she was 
keeping the white boss's bed warm occasionally.


Rogers didn't know they knew though, and she wasn't about to tell him, 
'cause he'd have a fit.


Melody made her way to Stan's quarters. It took her less than thirty seconds 
to pick up the bottle caps and toss the empty bottles in the kitchen can. 
Then she went into the bedroom, removed all of her clothes, and lay out 
full-length, naked, on the bed. With most black men, she would have taken a 
shower after working all day, but Rogers seemed to like her this way best... 
with the odor of the day's work about her and her tight young pussy all warm 
and moist from sweat.


She liked the feel of his big king-sized bed. It would be nice to sleep all 
night, just once, on one of these. To wake up in the morning feeling not 
cramped or sore muscled! If she were completely honest with herself, a bed 
like this would be the one thing she really wanted when she got married. She 
didn't care too much about a fancy house; if she stayed here in Pistola 
Beach, she would have to live down the beach four miles at Kennedyville 
anyway... that's where the coloured folk lived, and there weren't too many 
houses of quality down there... just the ones belonging to the mortician, 
the "high yellow" widow from New Orleans who entertained white men from 
Miami, and the doctor.


Melody was half, dozing when she heard the living room door open, then the 
chain being put in place. Roger's footsteps stomped across the living room 
and then paused at the entrance to the bedroom. She felt his hot eyes on 
her, and she impertinently made one slow little grinding movement upward 
with her pelvis, opening her knees slightly as she did so...


"What in hell are you doing in my bed, nigger woman?" Rogers demanded. It 
was all part of a little game he played each time, as if he hadn't invited 
her, as if he really didn't want her. He took two steps into the room. God, 
he thought, she is something else again. Just look at that fucking body! 
Forget the frizzy hair, just concentrate on the lips, the tits-those tits so 
extraordinarily large for a black girl-and the soft rounded swell of her 
flanks and ass, and her upper thighs, like warm milk chocolate, and her 
calves... perfectly formed. The best part of her, though, was hidden away 
deep inside those black-brown pussy lips. Get past that point, and the 
colour was exactly the same as a white woman's. Only there was more fire in 
these black loins. He felt his prick stirring uneasily in its slumber. 
Someday, he was afraid, he would want her so badly that he was going down on 
her like he did with come white woman... and he knew, instinctively, that 
would be the end of him as a man. Once he gave in to the black bitch that 
much, she would have control over him. It was some kind of voodoo magic.


"The white massah called?" she asked, and it was a taunt, disrespectfully 
calculated to arouse his fury. It had the desired results.


"Why you black slut," Rogers said, his face growing beet red. "I got a good 
mind to take a belt to you."


Melody smiled sleepily. He talked about it, but he wouldn't. He might be 
mean, more than a little rough, but that was what she needed after the black 
New York lawyer last night. The New Yorker had tried to be "white man 
gentle" and "white man kind" to her, and she had found herself wondering 
what in hell they did to good niggers up in New York that made them all seem 
like castrated cats when it came to giving a woman what she really needed. 
Now the white boss here, he fucked like a real nigger...


The thought of what was about to come caused Melody to open her legs wider, 
and she made a little animal sound of desire in her throat.


It was then that Stan became aware for the first time how hot she really was 
for him. She was about to go out of her fucking mind, she wanted to be 
screwed badly. Silently, his belly began shaking in laughter as he realized 
what he was going to do now.


"What's so funny, white man?" Melody asked knowing he wasn't going to answer 
and, as always, feeling foolish and at a loss as to what to call him. He 
wouldn't permit her to call him by his first name; she wasn't about to refer 
to the man who was fucking her as Mister Rogers; and he had proven overly 
sensitive about her using the title "Chief or even "sailor" with him. She 
watched him out of half-open eyes as he dropped his pants and undershorts. 
His white man's cock had begun to climb; the way it moved from nothing to 
something exciting reminded her of a speedometer her brother had in a 
Plymouth he once owned... only this penis was a helluva lot bigger and more 
exciting than a little old speedometer needle.


Stan took off every stitch of clothing; he made a ceremony out of it, 
carefully folding pants and undergarments, and lining up shoes with military 
precision under the bed. He usually wasn't this neat, but Melody's 
impatience was something he liked to see build...


Then, further delays out of the question, he walked up alongside the bed 
until his huge bulging cock was only inches away from her face. 
Thoughtfully, he stroked it once or twice, making the massive throbbing 
veined rod grow even larger.


The prick was so close that Melody would make out the short, thin, little 
red capillaries which wormed here and there on the underside of it; to her 
they looked like the little red lines that the government puts on paper 
money... placed there deliberately so one can tell the genuine thing.


Her eyes locked on the excitedly throbbing head of it, and even as she 
watched, it jerked once and she saw the reluctant oozing of his white man's 
viscosity from the opening of his glans... it came out slowly, regally, with 
the consistency of maple syrup and the colour of latex from a wounded rubber 
tree.


"You like it, eh?" Stan asked, looking down at her.


Melody groaned and rubbed her thighs together.


"Answer me," he said, with ominous softness.


"You gonna fuck, white man... or you talk all afternoon?"


Stan threw his hands out, palms up in mock innocence. "Look... I'm just 
trying to make a little conversation." Then his entire demeanor changed and 
he once again reverted to his true self. His lips curled and his voice was 
nothing more than a snarl of a dangerous animal. "I asked you a question, 
woman. You like my cock?"


Melody closed her eyes and nodded once or twice. "You know I do," she said. 
Then staring at it hungrily once again, she reached out and enclosed her 
hand warmly around it. She stroked it, marveling at the rigidity, the hidden 
strength, of something so warm, so vital. Next to the knees, elbow and 
skull, there was no part of the human body that was as hard as a prick... 
and it was the only part that brought happiness when used against a female.


Stan was inordinately pleased at her response. Now he found his own 
impatience growing, and he shifted his weight to his left foot. A moment 
later he was astraddle her-high, very high-with his ponderous, hairy 
testicles rubbing against her full breasts. The touch of the softly hanging 
balls against her tits brought her nipples immediately erect and goose bumps 
to the dark aureoles. He poked her chin with his cock. "Open wide," he said.


Now, as if sensing for the first time his true intentions, Melody stared at 
him with accusing eyes. "You ain't gonna expect me to do that? Not today?" 
And then she almost begged. "Not today!


Man, I need you inside me... down here." She rubbed her fingers across her 
vagina already swollen in desire and shining from the lubricant of 
arousement.


"Ahhh, hell, I just want you to lick it a little... make it harder for me... 
that's all," he lied. Then, to lend a false veracity to his words, he 
reached behind him and teasing his middle finger into her parted cuntal 
lips. He worked it back and forth for twenty seconds, watching her unseen, 
because she had closed her eyes in rapture and delight. When he stopped, she 
opened her eyes again.


Stan wiggled forward until the fine black hairs of his buttocks were pressed 
against her proud milk chocolate breasts; he felt one of her erect nipples 
pressing up against him and he shifted so he could catch it and hold it 
captive in the cleft between his ass. She groaned when he flexed his anus 
slightly, tweaking the almost pepper-black nipple.


"Go on," he said coaxingly. "Warm me up. Suck a little, bite a little, lick 
a little."


"You ain't gonna cum in my mouth? Promise me that! I gotta have you inside 
me today."


"Hell... it was just like I told you... this is just to warm me up."


Melody was sure he was lying, but she wanted him so badly she was willing to 
do anything at first. She had blown him before, dozens of times, and she 
didn't mind the taste of his white man's cock. There wasn't all that much 
difference between the two races, she figured.


The way Stan had placed his knees tight in her armpits, she knew she 
couldn't use her hands at all. She would have liked to have stroked him some 
more... would have liked to have had a hand around the base of his cock 
while she was sucking...


She opened her mouth. The oozing head of the mammoth prick immediately 
pressed forward until it touched her sensuously black, subservient and 
willing lips. Cruelly smirking down at her, Stan used his hand to push his 
cock down, and then, as though he were applying lipstick, used the hot 
impatient seminal liquid to smear it around her lips.


Almost too fast to be seen, Melody's tongue shot out and licked the 
sensitive underside.


"Ummmmm," Stan groaned low in his throat, giving the woman her due, as a 
jolt of pure pleasure arced from her tongue to his cock and then on up 
through his abdomen.


With the first pungent taste of the white man's cock, Melody simply gave 
herself in to the lewdly rising sensations. She opened her mouth wide in 
order to enclose the head of the cock. She let it come in just a short 
distance before clamping down with her taut lips. When Stan indicated a 
willingness to go further, she tightened even more and brought her sharp 
white little teeth into play.


Stan could feel the incredible warmth of her mouth against the head of his 
cock, the warmth of her breath coming out of her excitedly flared nostrils. 
He was so sensitive right now that he could even feel her tongue flickering 
like a butterfly's wings around and around the throbbing tip. He wanted to 
cum and to cum as soon as possible, but he couldn't do that unless he fucked 
back and forth in her mouth and get some friction. It was almost as if the 
little black bitch knew what he was planning to do, he thought, in temporary 
frustration.


Still, though, Melody was not without some experience in building up a man 
this way. Her tongue became imperative, swirling like a maddened dervish 
around and around the glans. And even she began to want him to have more 
depth; she needed to feel that hot throbbing instrument of maledom further 
back in her throat. And so, she raised her jaws slightly, releasing the 
teeth, and Stan was free to do some thrusting.


Melody felt him begin to stroke furiously in and out of her mouth, and for a 
second she thought, "Give him an inch and he'll take a mile." She still had 
hopes, though, of being fucked. Wanting him to know it was available, Melody 
reached up and grabbed his hand once again-carrying it to her warm, moistly 
waiting vaginal slit. God! His fingers felt so good there. For a moment she 
wanted to scream. Rogers played with it only a few seconds and then went 
back, with even more vigour, to his assault upon her tightly locked lips. 
She tried desperately to look into his eyes, to find there his real 
intentions, but now he was looming over her and all she saw was the black 
hair that surrounded his navel.


Rogers, though, could see her face. Could see the hollowed cheeks, 
desperately, hollowing, sucking as he withdrew... the neck muscles jerk as 
she was forced to open her throat to his plunging, inexorable shaft of 
flesh. It was her black and red against his whiteness. And somehow that 
total subjugation acted as the catalyst in the steaming cauldron between his 
legs. He felt the first little spasm that foreordained his cumming, and as 
if Melody sensed it, she made helpless little noises in her throat and 
sought to twist her head away. Stan merely tightened his knees in further, 
and then put his hands down on both sides of her head, grabbing her ears. 
"You bite me, you black bitch and I'll rip your ears right off." He 
continued his vicious fucking into her mouth, trying to ram the hot, 
lust-hardened shaft completely down the back of her throat. His testicles 
were slamming like furry tennis balls against her shapely chin. He was 
almost there. Close now. Closer with each vicious thrust between her wide 
stretched lips. And then... abruptly... he felt the first undeniable surge 
of semen roaring up through the tunnels of his penis-shooting like water 
through a fire hose.


"Ugguummpph," Melody protested, wanting to bite him, wanting to claw at 
him... but afraid. The head of his cock swelled until it seemed almost 
double in size and his pelvic motions became more frantic. Then, the heavy 
mouthful of his muscle and hot flesh was jerking against the roof of her 
mouth as the first flooding tide of his cum shot into her convulsively 
working throat.


Unbelievable sensations were arcing through Rogers' groin as he began to 
cum. He wanted to load her mouth with it all, but that would spoil his plan. 
She would experience a little something that way, and so... using almost 
superhuman effort, he pulled his hips back from her face yanking his cock 
from her mouth and let the white hot roaring cum spurt all over her neck and 
breasts, and then, moving his hips even further backward, spurted it on her 
chocolate colored belly where it gathered in a lewd, white puddle at her 
navel.


Quickly, he got up from the bed. He almost tottered in weakness for a 
second, then stood up straight looking down at her.


His white cum shone on her black body like large and small pearls, 
incredibly white, translucent, warm. He watched as she ground her thighs 
together in hungry frustration. He smirked, then said, "Next time, maybe you 
won't be so uppity."


If looks were knives or razors, Melody's glance would have castrated him 
right there. Stan was still laughing in the shower when he heard the front 
door angrily slam.


CHAPTER TWO


They had been driving since before dawn, trying to get a head start on their 
tan with at least three hours of sun at Pistola Beach before the day ended.


Mary Anne's earlier fear had almost evaporated with the miles, although each 
time she thought of the story she had been forced to manufacture in order to 
get away with Sharon she got scared all over again. This marked her first 
big lie to her parents; she had fibbed a little now and then, but never 
before deliberately lied. It was all so unnecessary, though; if parents were 
only a little more understanding and didn't worry about every little thing. 
Like Pistola Beach! Sure there had been riots there during the last two 
vacations, so what? Mary Anne wasn't a rioter, none of the kids she knew 
were that kind. So why should mother and father balk at letting her go? 
After all, she was eighteen years old-almost nineteen... and she could take 
care of herself.


She giggled aloud. Sharon, behind the wheel of her sports car convertible, 
turned and glanced curiously at her. "What's so funny?"


"Nothing. Just if any of the kids see the clothes we've brought along... 
riding pants, hiking boots... Why, they'll think we're nuts."


Sharon's laughter joined hers. "Good old Miss Kathy's Camp." She mimicked 
the copy from the brochure, "Where young ladies receive expert training in 
horsemanship, archery, and swimming, in a home environment." She shook her 
long reddish brown hair that swept down like a prayer shawl across the thin, 
almost non-existent bra of her bikini swimming suit. Her breasts were not 
nearly as large as Mary Anne's, but they were perfectly formed and had a 
certain boldness about them... a "boldness" that was emphasized by the cut 
of her bra. With her arms held out in front of her as they were now, 
grasping the steering wheel, the brown halos around her nipples were plainly 
visible. Mary Anne had been aware of what Sharon was showing ever since they 
had changed clothes in the service station rest room at lunchtime. The poor 
service station attendant's eyes almost popped out of their sockets.


In some respects, the two girls were a perfect match-in opposites. Sharon 
was petite, dark-haired, with long sun-browned slender legs and firm little 
buttocks that didn't jiggle-merely flexed and unflexed sensuously-when she 
walked.


Her French blood was all too apparent. Mary Anne, almost a year and a half 
younger, was taller by at least four inches. If the truth be known, she 
still had some baby fat here and there, especially around the buttocks and 
maybe just a bit on the upper thighs. "Cuddlesome" was the way George 
Morton, Sharon's boyfriend, had described her. But still, though, she looked 
surprisingly mature in her red and white bikini; her big cantaloupe-like 
breasts seemed certain to rip the seams from her bra cups. And Mary Anne did 
jiggle when she walked; in her bikini it was more of a "shake, rattle, and 
roll" effect which brought tongues hanging out of half the boys' mouths on 
the beach and caused dirty old men to swallow nervously.


Sharon went back to the subject of the extra clothes they had been forced to 
bring along in order to fool their parents. "Don't worry about them," she 
said. "We're dressed in what we're going to be wearing for the next seven 
days."


Mary Anne leaned back in the bucket seat, wincing as her bare shoulders hit 
the leather that had been heated by Florida's potent sun. She lifted her 
face, closed her eyes, and let her long blonde hair blow out like a thick 
golden veil straight in back of her. "Boy," she said softly, "I sure hope 
your friend at Miss Kathy's doesn't louse us up."


Sharon smiled reassuringly. "Stop worrying. Carla will do anything for me." 
She paused, assessing how much she should tell the younger girl, then 
continued. "And I do mean anything. She's les, you know."


Mary Anne sat straight up in her seat, eyes wide open in amazement and 
disbelief. "You're kidding." She had never been particularly friendly with 
the intense little Italian girl, but she had never suspected her of that.


Sharon shook her head, "It's the truth."


"How do you know?"


Sharon snorted. "Now just how would I know?"


"You mean... you mean, she... ah... approached you?"


"You might say that. One night after lights were out, she got into bed with 
me. She wasn't wearing anything... and neither was...


"Sharon! How horrible! What did you say to her?"


"Hi, Carla. What's up?"


Mary Anne glanced at the older girl, thinking she was being teased, but one 
look convinced her she was hearing the truth. In spite of herself, she felt 
her face blushing. The question just slipped out. "Well... how did you get 
her to go away?"


"I didn't."


"Sharon!"


Now it was the dark-haired girl's chance to laugh. "You should see the 
expression on your face, Mary Anne. It's hilarious."


"Well, I'm shocked."


"Don't be. I let Carla make love to me. I never had done it with a girl 
before... and I just wanted to see what it was like." She took her brown 
eyes off the road for a second to study Mary Anne's expression. "You think 
it's dirty, don't you?"


"It's... perverted!"


"Oh, hell. Nothing's perverted. I think every woman ought to have a lesbian 
experience at least once in her life."


Mary Anne was feeling extremely uncomfortable with this kind of talk. 
Without volition, she seemed to draw over closer to her own door. Although 
Sharon was her best friend, this was just too intimate, too personal.


Sharon smiled, maternally. "You needn't be afraid of me. I'm not les. Jesus! 
I like men too much ever to be that." She glanced to see how the blonde was 
taking it, then added, "You know, one or two lesbian experiences don't make 
you a les. I think you have to be born that way."


Mary Anne sat silently, her thoughts churning. Some of the apprehension she 
had felt when Sharon first broached the subject of coming to Pistola Beach 
was stealing back to her. She knew Sharon had gone all the way lots of times 
with George, and there had been others as well... including a 40 year old 
advertising executive whom Sharon had baby-sat for once. Now this latest 
confession about Carla. Mary Anne hoped she hadn't made a mistake coming 
down here. Sharon had promised faithfully that the two of them would stick 
together and that Sharon wouldn't get involved in anything that might cause 
an unpleasant situation if some boy thought Mary Anne acted the same way.


She knew that in some respects she was pretty "square". She didn't drink... 
well, when her father had a barbecue, sometimes she would have a small glass 
of beer or half-water and red wine. And she was still a virgin. She had come 
close to not being one once after she and Sharon had double-dated with a 
couple of college boys, and she continually had to fight off the seniors at 
Garey High School. Oh, she had no thought about saving it for her husband... 
if she ever got married, but she did feel that sex was something you shared 
with someone you really loved.


Sharon, sensing the other girl's confusion, sighed deeply and mentally 
kicked herself. She thought: Christ, what's Mary Anne going to do when she 
finds out that George and his friend, Bill, have a room in our motel?


Some thirty minutes behind them, George kept glancing up every twenty 
seconds or so to check his rear view mirror for Florida State Patrol cars. 
Considering they had started an hour and a half later than Sharon they were 
making good time, really eating up the miles. George wanted to get there 
just after the girls had checked in and gone across the street to the beach. 
Sharon had been emphatic about this-something to do with Mary Anne's not 
knowing they were coming.


Suddenly, in the mirror, he saw a patrol car pull out of a side road and 
begin barreling toward them. "Oh, shit," he said angrily, letting his foot 
partially up from the throttle and yanking off his English wool cap, which 
he knew infuriated cops for some reason.


"What's wrong?" Bill asked.


"The next sound you hear will be that of a Florida State Patrol siren." Bill 
started to look around, but found his shoulder grabbed by George. "God, 
don't let him know I've spotted him. He didn't get a chance to clock me... I 
don't think."


Both youths were tense as they waited for the siren. Instead the patrol car 
simply locked in place about 300 yards in back of them and tailed them at a 
steady 60 miles per hour. It was a cat and mouse game; the cop lying back 
and waiting for George to do something, and George not about to let on he 
knew the highway patrol was there. The only trouble was, George knew who the 
cat was in this case... himself.


The, Gods who smile over college freshmen cheerleaders and four-sport 
lettermen intervened at that moment when a XKE, driven by an attractive 
red-head and traveling at close to a hundred miles an hour, zoomed past them 
from the opposite direction. The highway patrolman cat apparently decided 
this was a far better mouse, and he spun a wide circle and took off after 
her.


George immediately stomped on the throttle. "Man, that was close. He was 
going to shaft me... I could just tell." He relaxed only when the 
speedometer hit 85 again. Jauntily, he clamped the English cap back down on 
his head again.


Bill was secretively amused. George always did everything in this fashion. 
He never learned from his mistakes. In three years of driving, George had 
gotten eight tickets and had been set down four different times by his 
parents-once by a judge. Bill had been driving even longer; during that time 
he had been stopped just once... and then the cop had let him go. But still, 
though, Bill had to admit that the bantam-sized little cheerleader did have 
one hell of a personality. It was almost impossible not to like him, and his 
enthusiasm was positively contagious.


The girls drooled over him, even though he was shorter than some of them by 
half a head. He was already a legend at Fairway College because of a 
visiting Scandinavian Airlines hostess who was at least 25 years old if she 
was a day. She had stood almost six feet tall and was built like a brick 
sauna. George had spent the entire weekend with her; he claimed the poor 
girl actually cried when she had to go back to work. Bill and the other guys 
on the baseball team weren't sure whether they believed that last part or 
not, but they did know that the two of them had spent Saturday and Sunday 
together at the Hilton. The bell boy, who worked nights and went to school 
days, had actually delivered champagne and breakfast to their room and then 
kept tabs on George's car all weekend.


And, all things considered, that really was why Bill had decided to come 
along on this jaunt to Pistola Beach. Ordinarily he spent Easter vacation 
and other vacations working out to keep in shape. When George had mentioned 
a couple of girls who were going down to Pistola-one of them George's 
girlfriend, the other a real fan of Bill's-he had decided with 
uncharacteristic abruptness to go along just to see what happened. Of 
course, he had acted very nonchalant about the whole thing. Secretively, 
though, he was excited. Maybe, if this girl fan was a swinger, he might be 
able to get to her. That was the one thing that bothered Bill a lot; he knew 
practically all of the guys on the football team had gotten laid while they 
were still in high school, ditto the baseball and basketball teams. But here 
he was, almost nineteen, and he had to he about it. It wasn't that he hadn't 
had opportunities, it was just that when it came to closing the deal he 
always seemed uncertain exactly what to do or how to act, and he always-but 
always!-believed the girl when she said, "No, please don't."


He cleared his throat and asked for the second time, "Tell me again about my 
broad, I mean... how do you know she puts out?"


George took his hand off the steering wheel and hit himself in the forehead. 
"Bill... have I ever been wrong?"


"Well... no." It was said reluctantly.


"Trust me."


"All right. Now tell me again about her. Have you balled her yourself."


"Never," George crossed his heart. It was the painful truth... he would have 
liked to have gotten into Mary Anne, but Sharon wouldn't go for that. In 
spite of her rather healthy attitude about all things concerning sex, she 
did not share her male. Of course, though, she was still a high school 
senior. What went on at Fairway College Campus was another thing! She would 
be coming there next year as a freshman; George would have to get rid of her 
as a steady then... he already figured he would break it off in June or 
July. He glanced over toward the tall, crew-cut, blond athlete, and 
continued his selling job. "Kid, wait until you see her. You're going to say 
that she's just got to be the finest piece of ass on the whole eastern 
seaboard. God, I really envy you. Honestly... you simply won't believe it...


Stan Rogers watching from his room, almost swallowed his cigar when he saw 
them get out of the car and stretch before coming into the office to 
register. The big blonde girl's swim suit panties had simply caved in at the 
crotch and he could make out her pouting little pussy lips beneath the 
cloth. "God damn," he whispered reverently. He watched as the petite 
brunette in the green bikini shamelessly swivel-hipped her firm little ass 
up the stairs and into the air-conditioned lobby like she owned the place. 
He noticed everything about her and the big-titted blonde. This undoubtedly, 
had to be the best piece of action ever to hit Pistola Beach, and he could 
hardly keep the thoughts off his face: Blondie, you and your little friend 
think you're coining here for sunshine, but you're going to find out what a 
real man's cock feels like. Oh, yeh! I'm going to fuck you both until you 
can't walk... until you're tottering around like a couple of old ladies.


His prick slithered in anticipation beneath his sheriff's uniform pants as 
he heard the little brunette's arrogant voice say, "I'm Sharon Rothberg, 
this is Mary Anne Jenkins. We have reservations."


The room clerk checked the file and nodded his head before passing over the 
register. "Just sign both your names here. You've already paid two days 
deposit; we'd like to have the balance either now or by Sunday morning."


Stan got up, hoisted his gun belt, and walked into the lobby. He saw the 
sudden frightened look on the blonde's face and knew right away that she not 
only was under age, but had lied to her parents about where she was coming 
as well. Stan smiled kindly at both of the girls, then took the register 
from the clerk. "The advance payment won't be necessary, John. You can tell 
by looking at both of these little ladies they don't plan to have no wild 
parties or run out owing us money. What room have you assigned them?"


"Three sixteen, sir."


Stan shook his head violently. "Naw. That's too far from the pool. After 
all, first come first serve." He scrunched his eyebrows up as if in thought. 
"Who we got in 104?"


"No one, Mister Rogers. We were saving that."


"Put 'em in there," he ordered, then turned to the girls. "You'll like that 
room. Close to the pool, the office, just walk around the building here to 
the beach. We usually hold it for V.I.P.s, but... what the heck... you're in 
luck."


Sharon gazed directly at him. Their glances locked. She recognized the 
hungry look, the dangerous animal look, and she was about to make some 
excuse or the other when Mary Anne began gushing, "Oh, that's so kind of 
you, Mister... or is it Sheriff Rogers."


Stan's barked laughter sounded like a hyena with emphysema. "I'm not 
Sheriff... yet... little lady. Just a reserve deputy. I get called by 
Sheriff Peabody every year because of the trouble, the hell-raising, that 
goes on here at Pistola Beach. But I know I don't have to worry about you 
two." He reached in the slotted section and withdrew the key to 104. He 
handed it to Mary Anne. "You enjoy yourselves now... hear? And if you need 
extra towels or something, just don't hesitate to ask for 'em."


He watched them as they wiggled out of the office, then abruptly turned on 
his heels and went back to his room, locking the door behind him. He was 
already at the two-way mirror when the girls entered their room. Every word 
they said could be clearly heard. The brunette disappeared into the toilet. 
The blonde one stood before the mirror and then dug one hand into her bra, 
pulling out her ripe harvest moon breast before adjusting it again in the 
bra cup. "Honey, lamb, you just wait until I get my mouth on that," he 
growled. Rogers swallowed loudly. Less than a minute later, the two girls 
disappeared heading toward the beach and the last three hours of sun.


Cockily, Rogers swaggered to the telephone and dialed the Sheriff's office. 
Tad Peabody, himself, answered.


"Tad, this is Stan. Would you believe a young blonde Raquel Welch?"


"What are you yammering about, boy?" the Sheriff s deep voice came back.


"Well, if you don't like that, we got ourselves a little girl who's built 
like Jane Fonda-tinier."


"God-damnit, Rogers. Don't play games with me. I got enough work to keep ten 
men busy. Can you imagine? Kids been in this town less than three hours now 
and I already got two of them locked up for drunkenness and two on narcotics 
charges."


"Well, now, Sheriff, you just think about it. You just think about a little 
bitty ole Jane Fonda, and an 18-year-old Raquel Welch just dying for some 
man to teach her the...


The sheriff interrupted. "You don't mean... you got guests?"


"You catch on fast for a Southern Sheriff."


"Boy, you ever say that seriously and I'm gonna have your badge faster than 
you can say Pistola Beach... and I'll have those oversized Navy balls at the 
same time."


Rogers' only answer was a laugh. The threat was a common one; both of them 
knew he wasn't serious.


There was a deep sigh from the Sheriff. "Ah... just when do you think your 
guests might be sociable?"


"Let's give 'em a day in the sun to get those nice little pussies all 
steamed up and ready for us. You know, all slippery with sun tan oil and 
sweat and...


Stan heard the Sheriff swallow, then his voice said eagerly, "Yeah... well, 
let's not keep 'em waiting too long."


When the motel owner hung up a moment later, he was grinning in 
satisfaction. He tossed a dart at his Navy discharge on the wall, then 
grimaced as he saw it embedded between the "A" and the "N" of the name 
STANLEY L. ROGERS.


Outside Stan's office, there was a screech of tires as George and Bill 
skidded to a stop under the portico. "Pistola Beach," George said 
reverently. "Man, are we ever going to have a ball!"


CHAPTER THREE


Sharon selected a small sandy hummock about half the distance to the water 
line. This way, by lying on her stomach, she could keep an eye on the lobby 
portico of the Paradise Motor Inn. Beside her, Mary Anne had a portable 
radio playing softly... the big blonde's breasts rose and fell evenly, it 
appeared as if she had fallen immediately asleep.


Sharon spotted George's fire-engine red sports coupe coming almost a mile 
before it reached the Paradise Motor Inn. Well, she thought, here we go. 
It's strictly up to Mary Anne now. She can screw up the entire vacation... 
or the four of us can have a ball.


She turned over on her elbow and studied the young girl. A fine sheen of 
perspiration already shone all over her body. "Mary Anne?" she asked, 
softly, "Are you asleep?"


"Ummmm."


"You remember my telling you about this four-year, four sport letterman 
friend of George's... Bill Johnson? You know, the really good looking guy 
who everyone says will be All-American someday?


Mary Anne cocked one eye open and yawned. "Uh-huh. What about him?"


"If I could arrange a double-date sometime, would you go?"


"He wouldn't have anything to do with me. I'm only in the tenth grade. He's 
in college." It was said matter-of-factly; Mary Anne didn't believe in 
kidding herself.


"He's just eighteen. And you look like you're at least seventeen or 
eighteen."


"I don't want to fib." In Mary Anne's mind, there was a fine distinction 
between a "lie" and a "fib", but even as she was weighing the evaluation, 
her instincts told her that Sharon had a definite reason for asking that 
seemingly innocent question. Abruptly, she thought she had better add, 
"Besides, I don't date college boys."


Sharon laughed, "That's because you're afraid of them."


Mary Anne got up on her elbow and faced the other girl. She nodded, "That's 
right. Remember that octopus from Columbia you lined me up with, the night I 
actually screamed for the cops. Why... why... he had his... his thing out 
and... Well, I'm not that kind of girl."


Sharon shrugged. "Don't condemn all college boys just because of him. He was 
drunk. Besides, George says that Bill is a real nice guy... considerate! He 
also told me he thinks Bill is probably a virgin himself."


Mary Anne grimaced. "Come on, Sharon. I'm not that dumb." Everyone knew how 
the football team was, and the baseball players weren't much different. Then 
eyes narrowing, she tossed out the crucial question. "Why? What'd you have 
in mind?" Sharon took a deep breath and plunged in. "They might come to 
Pistola Beach."


Mary Anne sat up, stunned. "Sharon! How could you?"


"Look, it was really your idea. Remember, you made me promise not to get us 
involved in anything where there might be unpleasantness with boys. Well, 
then I thought the only way to keep that from happening-you know how 
terrible the kids are down here-was to bring our own boys. Someone we could 
handle... someone to protect us in case there was trouble."


Mary Anne closed her eyes and her shoulder slumped. She shook her head back 
and forth slowly. "I won't do that. I just won't. It's bad enough to lie 
about where I'm going, but to he about coming down here and meet a boy."


"You've got it all wrong. You didn't come down here to meet him... he came 
down to meet you. And if you don't like him or trust him, tell him to get 
lost."


"I wish you hadn't done it. You could have at least told me."


"If I had, you wouldn't have come."


"You're right!"


"And if you hadn't come, I couldn't have come. My parents weren't even going 
to allow me to go to Miss Kathy's until I told them I was going with you... 
and then they discussed it with your parents. My parents trust you... they 
don't me."


And for good reason, too, Mary Anne thought grimly as she flopped over on 
her back again. We're here less than thirty minutes and the vacation is 
already ruined. Sharon wasn't fooling her. This whole thing had been planned 
weeks in advance. There wasn't any "might come down here" involved at all; 
if she knew Sharon, the boys were already en route. Well, there were two 
courses of action to take: Be a ninny, grab a bus and go home right now; or 
stay and let this Bill Johnson know that he wasn't welcome, and she didn't 
want to have anything to do with him.


Sharon saw the blonde's deep breath of resignation, and a big smile of 
relief swept across her face. It was going to be o.k. Mary Anne had accepted 
the situation. She lay back on her own towel, grinning. She and George, at 
least, were going to have a blast. George had told her over the phone last 
night that he had bought a kilo of grass and they were going to blow it all 
and spend the entire seven days balling.


Mary Anne was still distinctly unhappy forty five minutes later when George 
came romping across the sand like a puppy let off its leash.


Trudging behind at a more decorous rate was Bill. Now that the moment was at 
hand, the young athlete was beginning to suffer some qualms. If George was 
telling the truth about Mary Anne, she would probably be quite experienced, 
and he didn't want to appear dumb or unknowledgeable. He felt at a distinct 
disadvantage. On campus, wearing a letterman's sweater, everyone knew who 
and what he was. Out here, he was just another kid. Bill saw Sharon suddenly 
look up, squeal in delight, and run toward George who grabbed her by the 
waist and swung her around in circles; their mouths were joined in one long 
passionate kiss. Bill watched them for a second then his glance shifted to 
the blonde girl lying on the beach towel. God! he thought in almost stunned 
disbelief, she really is stacked. He was beginning to get a hard on just 
looking at her. This would be a week to remember if...


At that moment, Mary Anne glanced up. She caught his hot gaze on her breasts 
and felt the first beginnings of an embarrassed blush creeping across her 
face. Then, she abruptly relaxed, because he looked so little boy guilty; 
his face was almost beet red. "Why" she said to herself, "he's shy." He was 
cute... no, "handsome" was a better word... and his muscular young body 
looked perfect. Already she was thinking, We're going to be the best looking 
couple on the beach. And with the sure instincts of a female, she knew that, 
at the moment, she was in complete command. "Hi," she said throatily. "I'm 
Mary Anne Jenkins. You're Bill." She fibbed. "I recognized you from the 
newspaper pictures."


He nodded, grinning, then said-hoping it didn't sound too cornball, 
"George's description didn't do you justice."


Mary Anne dimpled and dug her toes into the sand. She liked that. She tossed 
her head back to get the strands of hair out of her eyes, then spotted 
Sharon and George looking questioningly at her. "Hello, George. What a 
surprise!" It pleased her to see him slightly flinch at the overtones of 
sarcasm and accusation. Then she grinned to show that she had already 
forgiven them and everything was o.k. with no more hard feelings.


Bill spread his towel alongside Mary Anne and sat down. Within five minutes 
they were chattering away as if they had known each other all their fives. 
They decided they both liked the same kind of music, Mexican food, dancing, 
all sports, and films. Mary Anne quickly, in succession, fibbed about her 
age and class. "I'll be eighteen in three weeks," she said. And then, 
seconds later, "I'm a senior at Garey." She was uncomfortable about doing 
this because she knew she would have to tell him the truth eventually.


Bill suffered his first misfortune when Mary Anne asked him to rub sun tan 
lotion on her back. The second he felt her warm skin beneath his oily hands, 
he began getting a mammoth erection-a painful one, too, for he was wearing a 
tight jock strap. Mary Anne lay with her eyes closed, purring as he worked 
his hands around her shoulders and down her back. The sweat ran into his 
eyes as he saw and felt the gentle fleshy swellings which marked the 
beginning of the succulent little globes of her ass. My God, he thought, my 
prick is going to pop right out or break in half. Quickly then, before the 
girl could notice, he screwed the top back on the tube and lay face down on 
his towel. Beneath him his cock throbbed and pounded, and each throb was as 
painful as a blow from a sledge hammer.


Mary Anne was quiet. She could still feel his big sure hands on her back 
long after he took them away. Somehow the heady smell of the perfumed suntan 
oil, together with the sensual slipperiness of it against that sensitive 
area above her shoulder blades and especially down around her hips, had 
caused her to react sexually. She knew the sensation... and could actually 
feel her vagina tingling as it secreted its own femininely perfumed oil. She 
thought, and then quickly suppressed it, that it would be nice to have him 
oil her naked breasts.


Gradually the afternoon light began going away. A high humidity and 
temperature kept the beach as warm as it had been at midday. Mary Anne 
abruptly became aware that she hadn't seen or heard George or Sharon for the 
last half an hour. She looked around; their towels were still there.


"Hey," she asked, "Where'd they go?"


Bill felt his face flush again. An hour before, when it looked as if he and 
Mary Anne had been cat-napping, the other two had quietly gotten up and gone 
over to the motel. Bill had watched them through half-closed eyes, and there 
was something about the way they walked that made him pretty sure that the 
agreed upon signal, "DO NOT DISTURB," was on the door, and inside-grunting 
and moaning-they were balling each other right now. The thought brought a 
new life to his prick. He began planning what steps to take in order to get 
Mary Anne interested, worrying about how to make the first approach.


If Bill had mental telepathy, he would have been vastly relieved to know the 
jumbled thoughts caroming off the walls of Mary Anne's brain. She had 
gradually grown more and more aware of that warm secret place down there 
between her thighs. She was grateful for the coming darkness because she 
knew that if she stood upright at this moment her swimming suit would be wet 
around her vagina. It had been damp after Bill oiled her back; it became 
progressively wetter as she began to think about him doing it to her. In her 
mind she could feel his thing down there working back and forth up between 
her open thighs. Four hours ago she hadn't even met him, yet she knew that 
probably if he asked the right way, and didn't get too rough, she would let 
him do it right now. "Let him?" she exclaimed silently to herself, "I'll die 
if he doesn't!"


Down the beach about a quarter of a mile, a huge bonfire blazed. Even that 
far away, they could hear the shouts and screams of laughter from the lads. 
In the area lighted by the bonfire, an amplified rock band began pounding 
out its pagan rhythm just as the last fight went from the sky. Neither Bill 
nor Mary Anne showed any inch-nation to wander down the beach toward the 
band and dance group. They could see the lewdly twisting, contorting figures 
silhouetted by the fire. It was a sensual thing, something vaguely seen 
through the half open smoky gates of Hell. "You hungry?" Bill asked, without 
warning.


"I could eat a hamburger."


"Onions?"


"Ah... you having them?"


"Are you?"


Mary Anne giggled. "I like onions."


"Me, too. Two with onions."


"And all the goo."


Bill trotted off toward the Paradise Motor Inn coffee shop. He ran across 
the highway, gave the order, and ducked around to his room. Sure enough, the 
DO NOT DISTURB sign was out. For a split second, he thought about pounding 
on the door and calling out "Open up! Police," but then decided that would 
be pretty juvenile. The thought of what was going on behind those doors, 
however, caused his prick to begin its restless stirring again.


Later, he couldn't have told you exactly why he did what he did, but maybe 
it was because it was dark and his penis had been painfully confined for so 
long. At any rate, he went into the coffee shop rest room, and pulled off 
his swim trunks... then removed his jock strap. Almost immediately his cock 
began elongating in its new found freedom. He willed it to stop its 
crawling; after all, he still had to go through the lobby and pick up the 
hamburgers.


His jock strap was simply discarded in the paper towel container. He'd buy a 
new one tomorrow.


Five minutes later, he made his way back to Mary Anne who was sitting, arms 
around knees, watching the stars over the sea. She swayed her shoulders 
slightly in time to the music. The rock band down the beach had really begun 
building up steam, and the voice of its vocalist was just an unintelligible 
scream of exhortation, with the only recognizable phrase being, "love-love, 
love-love... love-love," which beat like an excited heart in the night.


Mary Anne's eyes had grown accustomed to the darkness. She could see 
practically everything, even though the only light was from the bonfire and 
the neon signs 200 yards away at the Paradise. In the night her senses were 
intensified fivefold. She smelled the delightful aroma of the hamburgers and 
was pleased to see that he had brought four of them, because the odor had 
made her ravenous. She also saw the six-pack of beer, and if Bill's eyes had 
been as well adjusted as hers, he would have seen a quick frown cross her 
face. But, when he removed the cap and offered her a bottle, she accepted it 
with a quiet "thanks." She tilted the bottle back and, feeling the cool 
pungent liquid trickling down her throat, abruptly decided she liked the 
taste of...


Bill sat down Indian-style in front of her, with his legs crossed and drawn 
up in almost a yoga position. In the daylight he wouldn't have sat this way 
without a jock because the head of his penis could be seen from the side.


The two talked desultorily as they finished their meal. Mary Anne made no 
objections when Bill opened a second bottle of beer for her. She analyzed 
her reactions, decided she could drink three without feeling it or showing 
any effects. It was at this moment, as she took a rather large swallow, that 
she got some in her windpipe and began choking. Beer sprayed out all over 
Bill and ran in several separate little streams down her front where it 
converged in the canyon between her breasts.


"I'm... so... sorr-ree," she wheezed, attempting to breathe.


"It's okay," Bill said, grabbing his tee shirt from the towel. "Here... let 
me." He wiped her throat off and then moved the shirt in rough circular 
motions trying to dry the tops of her breasts. He saw the thin trickle of 
beer running down from beneath her inadequate bra across her navel where it 
soaked into the bikini bottom. Awkwardly, he patted at the liquid, rubbing 
the tee shirt from breasts down to navel and then continued his 
ministrations until his hand was making slow circular motions over her 
entire pubic area. The thought of what he was doing, what he was touching, 
was transmitted to his cock and it began growing with a frustrated urgency. 
Mary Anne had regained her breath, but her voice was not quite steady when 
she said, "Thank you." She actually felt disappointed when Bill accepted the 
remark as a dismissal and ceased that wonderful rubbing motion over her 
slightly rising vaginal mound. She didn't have to look down. She knew the 
tops of her breasts, her abdomen, everywhere he had touched her had grown 
goose bumps. And, without warning, the feeling of intense sexual excitement 
hit her again. She stared at him in the half-darkness, trying to fathom his 
thoughts... whether he had actually been "copping feels" or whether he was 
just being kind.


Bill watched her finish off the second beer. The way she positioned those 
full lips around the bottle-then pushed the bottle right into her mouth-was 
driving him out of his mind. It looked as if she were sucking a cock. That 
did it! Like some cobra coming out of a fakir's basket, his prick slithered 
along the gaping leg of his swim suit," then forced its way outside. Quickly 
he glanced down the bulging purplish head and about two inches of the white 
fleshy trunk lay in plain sight along the inner side of his thigh. He 
finished off his own second bottle, pretending as if nothing was amiss.


"Another?" he asked.


"Um-huh... please," Mary Anne said. When he twisted around to get the 
bottles in back of him, his penis achieved almost full freedom, and she saw 
it then. Her eyes locked on it. He had an erection! That meant he was 
excited the same way she was. He wanted... he wanted... she struggled to 
name the phrase, then finally worded it: He wants to fuck me. And I'm going 
to let him do it to me because I want it as badly as he. But how can I let 
him know. She fought the urge to reach out and touch it... just to hold it 
for a minute. She sat there in an agony of boiling indecision, mentally 
cursing her own inexperience. Too, there was a rapidly growing frustration 
that bordered almost on anger. Boys are supposed to make the first 
overtures, why doesn't he do something?


Bill, who was not without courage on the football field-as a quarterback, he 
had "eaten the ball" a great number of times, been smothered by six and even 
seven 230-pound defensive players who were trying to pulverize him, break 
bones, anything to get him out of the game-found himself at a real loss as 
to what action to take with this 125 pound little blonde girl. Mary Anne 
seemed to like him, but "liking" is a long way from "putting out." And he 
didn't want to screw up the deal... there was, after all, still seven days 
of the vacation. Plenty of time.


Perhaps it was the beer-or perhaps her need of him was greater-but Mary Anne 
abruptly decided a neutral way to get him started. With all the inborn 
cunningness of a female, she said, "How much do I owe you for the beer and 
burgers?"


"Nothing," Bill answered quickly. "I'll buy this time."


Mary Anne dug her bottle into the sand beside her, then as if it were a 
completely unplanned thing, got on her knees, bent over, and. said, "thank 
you," as she kissed him lightly on the lips. Bill immediately put his arms 
around her. She acted as if she were slightly off balance and put one hand 
out to brace herself; the hand landed right on his penis.


The touch of her hand there almost caused Bill to go berserk. All of his 
gentleness left him in one explosive moment and he forced her figure 
sideways so that they were both lying flat facing each other on the towel. 
His mouth came down roughly on her half open lips; his tongue-like a runaway 
tank-shoved into her mouth and he could taste the beer, the onions, the 
excitement. Her tongue gave way to his, permitting him to do whatever he 
wanted. He was aware of her breasts pushing tightly against his chest. Was 
aware of the warmth of her taut young belly against his... the heat of her 
thighs against his. But the one thing-the most grand, glorious, fabulous 
thing that had ever happened to him in his whole life-was that her hand 
remained where it was, only now her fingers had locked around his cock as 
though it were something too precious, too valuable to ever let go. And he 
knew then that it hadn't been an accident at all.


Mary Anne was frightened by the suddenness of everything that transpired. 
She was like a sorcerer's apprentice who has just uttered her first charm 
and is inundated by powers too vast to comprehend. She had touched that 
magic wand between Bill's legs, and the touch of the hard, warm fleshy shaft 
had changed her life forever. Her own reactions scared her; she was making 
previously unuttered animal noises deep in her throat, she was attempting to 
push her breasts right into his chest in a shameless offering of lust and 
wantonness, she was grinding her pelvis in wild little circles-rubbing her 
heated vagina against her own hand holding his penis.


She felt Bill fumbling behind her and it took almost twenty seconds for her 
to realize he was attempting to get her bra off. She let go of his penis and 
merely reached up and gave a jerk at the snaps at the side. Her ripe full 
breasts popped out in the open. Bill immediately took his mouth from hers 
and began raining kisses on her neck, gradually working his way down until 
his hot eager lips encompassed her nipple-already erect. The touch of his 
mouth there was the most exquisite thing she had ever felt in her life. She 
reverently cupped his head between her hands, closing her eyes in rapture as 
his tongue began making little circles around and around the aureole while 
his teeth gently bit into the nipple itself. Once, in his inexperience, he 
bit too hard, and instead of moaning in pain, Mary Anne found herself 
shamelessly saying over and over again, "Oh, yes... darling... bite me... 
hurt me."


Her body was afire as it never been before. The urgency she felt was a pain 
in itself... a pain that grew and grew, and would continue to grow, until he 
had thrust his hardened young cock far up into her moistly quivering little 
cunt. As his voracious mouth moved from one eager breast to the other, he 
began using his hands for the first time. One arm was beneath her, and he 
used that to stroke her back and smoothly rounded young hips. Soon, it 
insinuated itself beneath the flimsy bikini bottom, and his hot hand was 
touching the smooth young flesh of her buttocks through the material. He 
began a tentative little kneading of the supple little cheeks, and his 
motions resulted in tickling little sensation after sensation arcing up her 
back. She had been holding her breath for his other hand, and her patience 
was not tried, for now he began working the hand that lay between them over 
her pubic mound, occasionally using his fingers and thumb to gently squeeze 
together the softly pouting cuntal lips which lay hotly hidden beneath the 
cloth.


And during it all, the mewling sounds of wantonness bubbled unceasingly from 
her passion constricted throat.


Bill wasn't sure how much longer he could stand his own excitement. He had 
already felt as if he were about to cum twice. From overheard dormitory 
conversation and sex manuals he knew it was necessary to build up the woman, 
and he figured he probably had done that. After all, her whole vaginal area 
was soaked with a heated moistness that felt like his own cum. He wondered 
if she had cum. Not all women scream and yell or let you know they've done 
it, he thought; and Mary Anne had been moaning and thrashing about. He 
decided to stop thinking about it and go into action. He moved his hand from 
between her thighs and began working it down inside the bikini. Once again, 
Mary Anne helped him. She simply lifted her hips, reached down, and popped 
the snaps loose. The bikini lay between them like an unpinned diaper. 
Quickly, Bill took his hands from her and began peeling his trunks down. He 
had to turn over and sit up in order to get them down past his buttocks. A 
moment later they were kicked off, and he lay down face to face alongside 
Mary Anne. There was no protest from her when he took the bikini cloth from 
her legs; she even spread her thighs a bit to ease its withdrawal. He tossed 
it over onto his towel, and within seconds it was joined by her bra.


Now their hot, eager, nude young bodies were touching, head to toe. Bill's 
rampantly throbbing young penis pressed against her navel, his balls nesting 
in her sparse young pubic hair. They kissed again with more urgency than 
before, as Mary Anne felt him take her hand and replace it on his prick. Her 
touch now was a timid thing, as if she were frightened by its first fully 
revealed length. She began making little circular motions against her navel 
with it, but that wasn't where she really wanted it. She pushed it down, 
feeling it leave a wet slimy trail from navel to vagina, and as she did so, 
she lifted her right leg and put it over Bill's thigh. She moved the hot, 
throbbing rod closer to its real target, and then-with its first searing 
contact with her virginal cuntal lips-she moaned loudly in a quickly rising 
sexual delirium.


Bill began making teasing little fucking motions along the length of her 
slippery vaginal opening. God! he thought, nothing has ever felt this 
wonderful. But then, of course, he had never been this close to fucking a 
girl before. He could feel her hot little pussy lips closing over almost 
half of it, as if his cock was sliding back and forth inside a greased, 
incredibly soft, split hot dog bun. His excitement was building too rapidly. 
He didn't know how much longer he could hold off. Christ! He wanted to cum 
right now as far as that was concerned. Quickly, but gently, he pushed 
against her shoulders, and she turned over on her back, eyes closed, 
completely subservient to his need... her own need betrayed only by an 
almost imperceptible but frantic impatient little up and down movement of 
her pelvis.


Bill's body was trembling almost uncontrollably when he spread her white, 
trembling young thighs apart. Some instinctive knowledge-handed down through 
the genes of every woman since Eve-made Mary Anne raise and bend her knees 
to afford him better entry to the warm, throbbing mouth up between her legs.


Slowly... very slowly... he lowered himself to her willing body. His cock 
head had actually began a slight penetration on her outer vaginal lips when 
suddenly-it sounded as if it came from right next to them-there was a shrill 
scream of a girl's laughter. Frightened, Mary Anne gasped and stiffened, her 
head violently turning in the direction of the laughter. Bill was so 
startled by the sudden sound that he almost lost his erection. His rapid 
glance caught the silhouetted sight of a girl and two boys scuffling in the 
sand some thirty feet away. Mary Anne began pushing against his chest in an 
effort to get away. Bill, in a charade of silence, put a finger to his 
mouth. Then bending his head down close to her ear, he whispered, "It's just 
some kids, fooling around. They haven't seen us."


Still, though, the moment was temporarily lost, and Bill knew it. He 
withdrew from between her legs and then lay down on his side next to her, 
his cock pressing against her hip.


Giggling, the girl broke away from one of the boys who had caught her, but 
she didn't try to run again. "Well?" the boy asked. "You promised."


"Not both of you," the girl protested drunkenly.


"What's the difference. Besides, it takes more than one to satisfy you."


"Now who told you that lie?" the girl managed to sound angry.


The boy changed tactics. "All right. You did promise you'd fuck me. Is it 
all right if Peter just sort of watches?"


Mary Anne couldn't believe what she was hearing. It was the most obscene 
thing she had ever heard. Beside her, she could hear Bill's hoarse breathing 
as he lay propped up on one elbow, watching the three kids.


"We had better go," Mary Anne whispered.


"Not yet. Watch!"


"I want my suit. I'm going."


"They'll see you," Bill warned. Then he savagely kissed her, his tongue 
shoving deep down the back of her throat. Automatically, she put her arms 
around his powerful shoulders. When he nodded with his head again toward the 
scene near them, she decided she'd take a peek just to please him. She 
rolled over on her right side, feeling embarrassed... and a little wicked. 
She gasped as she saw a girl stepping out of the bottom of her swim suit; 
her bare breasts above all white in the flexing light. There was another 
band of whiteness where her hips and vagina had been covered. Next to her, a 
lean, naked young man with his penis powerfully erected at a 45 degree 
angle, watched the girl sway unsteadily as first one foot and then the other 
was extracted from her suit. The moment she stood upright, he grabbed her 
around the waist and pulled her down to the sand where he lay atop her. His 
mouth was wide open, kissing her, and the girl writhed sensuously as both of 
his hands frantically massaged her willing breasts.


Mary Anne found now she could not take her eyes off the lewd spectacle, no 
matter how much she wanted to. She made a little moan of desire in her own 
throat as she saw the other girl wantonly spread her legs then wrap them 
around the boy's buttocks. "Fuck me," the girl panted. "Shove it in now... 
hard."


Bill was about to go out of his own mind as he watched the lewdly locked 
couple on the beach. His penis throbbed painfully against the soft warmth of 
Mary Anne's buttocks, and he began raining kisses over her back as he moved 
himself down slightly so his cock would rub once again in the moist, fevered 
little area of her vagina.


Mary Anne, although with no experience, knew what he was trying to do-wanted 
him to do it!-lifted her left leg slightly, locking it over his calf. With a 
low groan of ecstasy, Bill began grinding back and forth-kissing her 
shoulders now as they both watched the lust-inciting scene on the beach. His 
cock slid freely along the entire wonderful, wet, hot length of her pussy 
lips, and each jab brought the huge ballooning head of his prick into 
searing contact with her clitoris. Mary Anne felt as if she would die at any 
moment.


The girl cried out again, "Don, don't fool around anymore... fuck me... 
please, now!"


The boy's .teasing laughter came across the sand. "No."


"No? Why not?"


"Because Peter wants to eat your pussy first."


The second boy stepped over to the couple, and Mary Anne saw that he also 
had removed his trunks. His penis looked as if it were almost a foot 
long-silhouetted as it was against the distant bonfire. He was stroking it 
rapidly, almost as if he were masturbating.


"Peter?" the girl asked, plaintively.


"Yes... I'm going to stick my tongue in your sweet little cunt and then I'm 
going to bite your little clitoris... and you're going to cum like you've 
never come before. Then... when I'm finished, Donald is going to fuck you 
and, after that, I'm going to fuck you, and after that we're all going back 
to my motel room and fuck all night. Just as sure as my name is Peter 
Watson, we're going to fuck all night."


"Oh... oh... don't talk about it! Do it!" She frantically lifted her pelvis 
up toward him in obscene invitation. Donald rolled off her and the other boy 
named Watson, knelt between her wide-spread legs.


Mary Anne tried to close her eyes and shut out the terrible sight of this 
salacious performance, but she simply couldn't make her brain issue the 
order. Never before had she seen anything like this, or even heard it 
discussed. It was mad, insane! If it's madness, it must be contagious, she 
thought, as she felt the exquisite torture Bill was inflicting on her own 
quivering, tingling pussy. Her body had begun to tremble, and never before 
had she wanted something so badly as she did Bill's long hard prick to be 
shoved cruelly, brutally, into the hungrily heated furrow of her vagina. His 
penis teasing back and forth on her passion drenched cuntal lips was driving 
her almost to a state of delirium. She was rapidly reaching the point where 
she didn't care if anyone saw or heard them, she just wanted to be fucked. 
She empathized with the girl on the beach and knew just how the other 
felt... wanting it so badly and yet being tormented so close to getting it. 
Down there, the other girl suddenly screamed loudly in animal rapture as the 
boy's hot wet tongue made its first swipe at the thinly bearded lips of her 
pussy. She frantically played with her own breasts until Donald jerked her 
hands away and began massaging them for her. She gurgled and groaned, her 
head thrown wantonly back in the sand, and splayed her legs out even wider 
in an effort to get the young boy's deliciously swirling tongue deeper into 
her cunt. "Oh... God! I love it... I love it... I love it! Faster, Peter, 
faster!" She began pumping her pelvis up and down, and then, as if that 
weren't enough, she brought her knees up and locked them behind his head... 
holding him captive as she maniacally fucked her greedily throbbing little 
pussy hole onto his hotly stiffened tongue.


She was throwing her head from side to side in complete sexual abandonment 
when apparently she spotted the boy named Donald's cock within reach. She 
reached out her hand and stroked it twice, rapidly, then began an urgent 
tugging on it. The boy moved in closer to her face as she guided his cock 
down nearer and nearer to her lips.


Mary Anne, almost in a state of suspended animation, watched unbelievingly 
as the girl's greedily searching mouth opened and her little tongue came out 
and began licking the blunted bead of the prick.


Donald shuffled forward on his knees a bit more and his lust hardened rod of 
male flesh slowly slipped through the soft ovaled lips and sank out of sight 
into the warm hungry mouth. Mary Anne could actually see the girl's cheeks 
hollowing as she sucked voraciously on the boy's cock head. Within moments 
she had synchronized her sucking with the rise and fall of her pussy against 
the mouth of the boy kneeling down between her legs. The cock moved in and 
out of her mouth-from base to mushroom head-its full rigid length shining 
with her saliva.


Down there, just as though some maestro had suddenly ordered the beat 
quickened, the fucking pace became more rapid. Now, even above the far off 
sound of rock music, Mary Anne could hear the fast hoarse breathing of all 
three of them-no, she realized it was the five of them!-for Bill's breath in 
her ear was practically one continuous rasping sound, matching her own deep 
panting. Mary Anne almost wept from frustration and lewd excitement as she 
continued to watch, continued to feel the hot hard head of Bill's cock 
scraping along her cuntal lips and teasing against her sensitive clitoris. 
Without volition she opened her legs even wider and, in time with his 
thrusts, began shoving and rotating her buttocks back into his pubic hair. 
His cock was riding deeper in her open pussy crevice now, rubbing 
maddeningly against the now hotly pulsating slit of her inner vaginal lips. 
Bill had wrapped his arms around her and was teasing, tweaking, caressing, 
pinching her nipples and breasts-breasts which felt so full that she was 
sure they were about to explode into a million fragments.


Close by them something did explode. The boy named Donald's motions had 
become almost demented as he mercilessly, without let up, rammed his blood 
hardened cock into the girl's mouth with a force that seemed to jolt her 
entire body. The girl merely reached behind him and dug her fingernails into 
his buttocks pulling him in even closer, lodging angrily thrusting pole 
deeper into her throat as she sucked with superhuman strength. Then, with a 
banshee scream, the boy stiffened as his body began quivering and shuddering 
convulsively with orgasmic relief. He ejaculated with all the force of a 
wild stallion in the girl's eagerly milking mouth. Even from here, Mary Anne 
could see the cheeks bulge out, her throat working continuously, as she 
desperately tried to swallow the lust-heated liquid,-and then saw the 
oversupply of cum spurting and spuming from her lips as if she were 
incapable of handling it all.


Peter used his hands to pry apart the girl's legs locked about his neck and 
came up gasping for air, his face shining from the perfumed cuntal juices.


"Oh... no... don't stop, Peter. I'm so close. Please don't stop."


The Watson boy snorted, then with an animal-like viciousness simply fell 
forward driving his hardy cock all the way to the hilt with one fast thrust.


"Aaaaaggggghhhh," the girl screamed, and even to Mary-Anne's inexperienced 
ears, it was a cry not of pain but of wild and glorious exaltation.


The two figures bucked and fucked into each other with a maniacal force and 
then, within seconds it seemed, they were both howling for the entire beach 
to hear, "I'm dimming... I'm dimming." And the girl's shout was the loudest, 
"Harder, Peter, harder! Fuck harder. Oh, Jesus... cum in me... cum in me... 
fill me with cum. Oh... oh... ah? Ahh? I'm cumming... I'M CUM... MING!"


And it was at this exact moment that Mary Anne heard Bill's whispered groan, 
"Oh... God... I'm sorry," as the hardened young cock lodged up between her 
own legs began to twitch and jerk. Simultaneously, she felt the hot spurts 
of liquid spewing uselessly out on her quivering little vaginal opening, 
buttocks, and thighs. She turned over to face him, "What's wrong?"


"I'm sorry," he panted, "I got too excited, and I came."


Already the life was draining out of his prick and, even though it continued 
to jerk and throb, it was beginning to dwindle in size and power.


Mary Anne only vaguely understood. He had cum. He had cum and she hadn't. 
His hunger had been appeased... and she was still painfully starving. She 
wanted to plead with him to use his finger, to play with her and bring her 
to orgasm as she had done to herself several times. If she couldn't have his 
penis shoved into her vagina, then use something! Anything!


Down the beach, the girl suddenly jumped up and giggled again. She grabbed 
clothes and began running toward the water. "Look out," the Watson boy 
yelled, "she's got our swimming suits." Laughing and shouting happily, both 
boys took off after the fleeing figure. They caught up with her just at the 
water's edge, and this time when they all fell to the ground they were out 
of sight of the hummock.


Bill was looking at her in an odd manner, almost as if he were terribly 
ashamed. "Look... ," he started to say, "I didn't mean to. I mean... M He 
stood up unable to finish his apology, and she saw that his once proud 
instrument of maledom was now just a deflated little piece of useless flesh.


Mary Anne worked hard to force a smile. Actually she felt like screaming in 
frustration... but she smiled. She hardly recognized her own husky voice 
when it said, "It's all right, Bill. Really, it's o.k. You mustn't feel 
badly about it."


Bill, acting as if he were embarrassed to be seen nude in front of her, 
quickly put on his swim trunks. Then he handed the bikini to her. She slowly 
put it on, picked up her towel and portable radio, and then began trudging 
back to the motel. Bill walked silently beside her, a beach towel around his 
neck. "Will I see you tomorrow?" he asked.


"Tomorrow? Yeh, sure... if you want."


They walked into the light, crossed the highway, and Bill escorted Mary Anne 
to her room. She remained largely silent, still feeling the fire in her 
lower abdomen-a fire that had actually increased in intensity because of the 
sand grating against her sensitive pussy lips. She opened the door and 
turned on the lights, then quickly said, "Good night."


Bill made no effort to kiss her. He simply repeated "Good night," although 
there was a look on his face indicated he wanted to say something else.


Mary Anne couldn't face him anymore. She felt close to tears. She smiled 
once more, then stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. She 
stood there with her back flat against the door, trembling now that she was 
out of his sight. Vaguely she wondered where Sharon was before realizing it 
was only nine-thirty.


Then, because she knew she had to have relief, she made sure all the 
curtains were drawn tight and the chain locked securely on the door. 
Quickly, almost frantically, she ripped her bra off, then yanked off her 
bottom to stand nude before the full-length mirror. Her cunt, her ass, her 
thighs were covered with sand where Bill's cum had served as hardening glue. 
She turned around and saw some of his semen still shining on the cheeks of 
her left buttock. She put her hand back there and ground it into the cleft 
of her ass, feeling pain as her sharp fingernail dug impatiently into her 
anus.


Then, weeping uncontrollably and trembling like a frightened animal, she lay 
down on the bed-with legs spread wide apart-and used her strumming fingers 
to bring on an unsatisfactory little orgasm. When it came, her eyes rolled 
back in her head, her buttocks lifted at least twelve inches off the 
mattress, and she shuddered violently.


Upstairs, with an erection so large that it kept him at least eight inches 
from the wall, Stan Rogers grinned in anticipation as he took photo after 
photo, focusing always on the lewd, contorted expression of wantonness on 
the young girl's face.


It was all he could do to keep from going down there right now and giving 
that little bitch the fucking she wanted so badly. There were only two 
things really standing in the way: one, he couldn't get the photographs 
ready before late tomorrow afternoon and that was part of the game; and, 
two, he was due to report to the Sheriff's Office for duty in just ten 
minutes.


"God," he said in wonderment, "just wait until old Tad sees these 
photographs. Hell go out of his fucking mind." And, as an afterthought, he 
added, "Wait until little Miss Hot Pussy down there sees them, she'll shit!" 
He was still laughing crudely when he went outside and began walking the two 
blocks to the Sheriffs Office.


CHAPTER FOUR


Sheriff Tad Peabody was one of those "accidents" that occur occasionally in 
American politics, which is to say he had been appointed by the Webster 
County Board of Supervisors when his predecessor, "Jolly Joe" Allioto, had 
gotten drunk once too often in his cabin cruiser and broached it in heavy 
seas. The position, which paid $325.00 a month, was not a busy one 
particularly, but it did call for the appointee to be on call 24-hours a 
day. Peabody, who had worked as part-time jailer under Sheriff Allioto, was 
the natural choice for the job... especially in view of the fact that a 
professional police officer with professional ethics and training couldn't 
begin to live on that kind of salary, and Peabody did have an "outside 
income" from the beer joint he owned.


Webster County was fairly small as counties go, only twelve miles by six 
miles. There were just two towns in the county: Pistola Beach, which had 
been slowly dying for the last fifteen years and would be in the throes of 
rigor mortis even now if it weren't for the two or three weeks annually when 
the college kids hit it like a swarm of colorful locusts; and Kennedyville, 
three miles south, which was inhabited entirely by Negroes.


Peabody's first official act as Sheriff was to install the Negro whore house 
bouncer as a volunteer deputy sheriff in Kennedyville, with orders not to 
bother him with ordinary run of the mill Negro knifings and wife beatings 
and burglaries. By this means alone, Peabody could point to the records and 
show that he had "integrated" his department and cut Webster County's 
serious crime rate in half since he took office.


The second thing he had done was line up ten white deputies who could handle 
themselves and who thought the same way about things as he did. "Jolly Joe" 
had missed a good bet while he was Sheriff; he let kids do damned near 
anything as long as they kept it down to a small bedlam and didn't hurt 
anyone or damage property. Not Tad Peabody, however! He had figured it out 
very carefully, had given a lot of time and thought to the proposition while 
he was part-time jailor. Arrest the kids who got out of line, and either 
they or their parents would have to cough up stiff fines. Like last Easter, 
Tad and his deputies had made 148 arrests. Old Judge Calhoon, a special 
friend and long time patron of Tad's beer joint, squeezed a total of $18,500 
out of them. By law, half of it went to the Sheriff, and half to the court. 
The judge returned one half of his fifty percent to Tad's deputies. Not bad 
for a week's work. A man needed only three vacations a year to get along 
with that kind of money coming...


Of course, there were certain difficulties, the main one being the State 
Attorney General's Office who kept nosing around investigating complaints of 
"police brutality." That was a lot of hog wash. Everyone knew that all you 
had to do was put a pair of handcuffs on a punk and right away hell scream 
"police brutality," and some left-wing do-gooder will not only believe the 
statement, but swear to it under oath. Like last year. The kids had started 
throwing beer bottles at his men. It was, pure and simple, a riot-and you 
had to be firm with rioters. So... sixteen of the kids wound up in the 
hospital, under police guard, and all were charged with felonious assault 
upon a police officer. That whole deal still rankled Peabody because the 
State Attorney General's Office had stepped in and gotten the charges 
dismissed. The punks weren't even fined! That's when he had appointed Stan 
Rogers his training officer, and Stan had taught them all how to work over a 
punk without sending him to the hospital, and how to use the billy club 
without breaking bones, and where to apply the electric cattle prod in order 
to have a little fun.


The Sheriff had long since decided that the Attorney General's Office 
couldn't do anything to him; they were just an aggravation, like the sand 
fleas further down the beach, or like the F.B.I. who were always wanting 
copies of this and copies of that-let them do their own damned paper work! 
The only time he had come close to getting in difficulty had been with that 
hippie girl, Jolene, five or six months ago. About eighteen obviously a 
runaway and user of drugs, she had been hitchhiking south. Tad had taken one 
look at the full rounded lips on her hot little mouth and at the tits 
plainly visible without a bra under her blue men's work shirt, and had 
promptly taken her to jail. He kept her locked up for forty days, while he 
and Stan, and occasionally a visiting friend or two had a party every 
afternoon or evening with her. She might not have known much about fucking 
or cocksucking when she came to town, but when she left she was a real 
expert. Christ, he thought, she's still be locked up if the God-damned 
Attorney General's Office and their nose-talking New York trained 
lawyer-investigator hadn't wanted to know why the girl had not been booked 
or charged with any crime. The investigator had gone ranting out of his 
office threatening all sorts of dire things', including a federal Grand Jury 
Indictment. Five minutes later, Stan was on his way to Tampa with the girl. 
There, after Deputy Rogers had fucked her silly for one last time, he gave 
her a sack full of the pep pills she was hooked on, fifty bucks traveling 
money, and saw to it that she boarded a plane bound for New Orleans.


That was one thing, Tad thought as he leaned back in his swivel chair and 
adjusted his boots more comfortably on the desk, you could always count on 
Stan. He didn't know how he had gotten along without him. God! They had 
really had some fine old parties in that special motel room of his. Thinking 
about it now, Tad could feel the anticipation building up in his groin. He 
almost wished he hadn't planned this sweep of the beach for tonight, he 
could use a little strange young stuff. But even Stan had suggested giving 
the girls a chance to settle in, and a chance for Stan to catch them at 
something... a boy in the room, drinking beer, anything like that. He 
snorted as he remembered Stan's description of the blonde girl. She couldn't 
possibly be that good looking or well built!


He frowned as his meditations were interrupted by the sound of shouting and 
scuffling outside his office. The door crashed open and Harvey Roberts, one 
of his deputies, pulled a struggling youth into the room. Harvey's shirt was 
ripped at the shoulder, the boy wore only a swim suit and was barefooted.


"Keep your fucking pig's hands off me, pig," the boy screamed.


Harvey looked out into the street, closed the door with his foot, then threw 
the frail youth clear across the room where he bounced against the wall, 
fell groggily to the floor, and began crying.


Tad shook his head sadly and rose from his chair. He hitched up his gun 
belt, walked over to the youth, and looked down at the angrily sobbing boy. 
"Son," he said in his kindest voice, "you mustn't talk like that to one of 
my men. Didn't your parents teach you better manners."


"He's nothing but a fucking pig," the boy screamed defiantly, "a pig."


Without warning, the Sheriff drew back his foot and kicked the boy in the 
testicles as hard as he could. The youth doubled up, screaming in agony, and 
began writhing on the floor. "Say it again son. Go ahead, prove to us how 
brave you are. Your nuts are gonna give out before my boot does, though. So 
say it if you want to."


His face contorted in agony, the boy gasped once more, "Pig!"


This time the boot hit the kidney area, and the youth straightened up as 
though he had received a severe electric jolt. The second he straightened, 
the Sheriff's boot crunched into the testicles again. The figure simply 
moaned, toppled over, unconscious.


Harvey Roberts grinned at the Sheriff. "You did that real neat, Tad. Think 
you hurt him?"


"Naw. He'll have sore nuts for a week or two, piss a little blood, and think 
he's dying. That's the trouble, you know, kids ought to learn to behave 
better. Now here we were having a little chat with the boy, trying to calm 
him down, when he tries to break away... and runs right into the desk-the 
edge of that desk there hit him in the nuts. You saw it. I saw it. But, you 
know how kids are today, though, hell probably lie about it and try to cause 
trouble for us... claim we hit him or something."


Harvey nodded his head. "He acted kinda crazy. Like he was high on drugs or 
something. Ran right into that desk." He grinned, then laughed aloud as he 
threw the boy's wallet on the desk. "Where do you want him?"


"Back with the other shitheads. Hell probably start puking when he wakes up 
and feels his nuts. Let him puke in the cage with the rest of the punks."


Harvey picked up the youth like a sack of potatoes and flung him over his 
shoulder. He was at the door when the Sheriff said, "Say, what'd this kid do 
anyway?"


"Caught a girl sucking his cock on the beach. Down near the water-across 
from Paradise."


"Yeh? What'd the girl look like? Where is she?"


"She was being dog fucked by another boy. They got away when this one 
tackled me."


"God... damn." The Sheriff said angrily. "Was she young? Pretty?"


"Far as I could tell with her lips pooched out like that-about fourteen, 
fifteen. Real nice ass and good tits."


"Recognize her if you saw her again?" It was asked hopefully. Harvey shook 
his head. " 'Fraid not, Tad."


"God... damnit!" He jerked his head toward the cell block, then went back to 
his desk where he opened the boy's wallet and began laboriously writing the 
name and address on the booking card. As he wrote, he slowly pronounced each 
word, "Peter Watson... one, four, nine, two, two, Mission Road... "


CHAPTER FIVE


It was after two a.m. when Sharon knocked on the motel room door. Mary Anne 
had not been able to sleep yet. Half-frightened at being alone and still 
feeling remnants of the terrible unrequited hunger in her loins, sleep was 
impossible. The soft tap startled her into complete wakefulness, and she sat 
bolt upright in bed. It wasn't until she heard Sharon's voice that she 
relaxed.


As soon as the chain was removed, Sharon floated into the room. She reeked 
of marijuana, but more than that, there was the smell, the placid look of 
sex about her.


Sharon looked around the room. "Where's Bill?" She began unfastening her bra 
and her perfect little tits fell out into the open.


Mary Anne shook her head. "He left me at nine thirty."


"You're kidding." Sharon's disbelief was written on her face. "Why, I was 
sure that you and he would have... ah... " She paused unable to formulate 
her thoughts, then shrugged and grinned. She removed her bikini bottom, and 
as soon as she did, a trickle of George's latest deposit of semen began to 
ooze down her leg.


Mary Anne let her have it with both barrels. "I think I'd better take a bus 
home tomorrow."


"What? No, you can't! It'll ruin everything!" The last was a wail of 
distress.


"I'm sorry. But I don't want to stay here any longer." Mary Anne turned on 
her side, embarrassed and not wanting to stare at the other girl's nudity 
and especially not at that evidence that someone had cum inside her.


Sharon's eyes narrowed as she fought to clear her mind of the marijuana 
residue. "Did anything happen between you and Bill?"... There was no answer. 
It was only then that Sharon seemed to become aware of George's cum running 
down her leg. "I'll be back in just a sec," she said. "Don't go to sleep 
yet. Please!" She disappeared, and a moment later the sound of running water 
in the shower was heard.


Mary Anne changed her mind about what she was going to do at least three 
times while Sharon was in the shower. She really hadn't made a decision to 
go home yet, and-if the truth were known-she didn't want to go home. She 
wanted to stay here, to lie out in the sun all day, and at night? At night? 
She put it into words for about the tenth time to herself, "I want Bill to 
make love to me."


Sharon came out vigorously drying herself with a big towel. She sat down 
nude on Mary Anne's bed, and reached out and turned the younger girl over on 
her back so she could watch her face while they talked. "Okay, spill it," 
she said. "I know something happened."


In spite of all her resolve, Mary Anne felt tears welling up in her eyes. 
Because she thought that perhaps she, herself, was at fault in the matter, 
she was hesitant to tell anything at all about what had occurred on the 
beach. Still, though she knew she had to have advice... and good advice 
demanded that the truth be told, so the words came bubbling out-reluctantly 
at first, then in a torrent of unhappiness and shame. She told 
everything-what she had done, what Bill had done-and what they had witnessed 
between two boys and the girl!


Her voice was almost a cry of anguish when she concluded, "... and I felt 
his penis jerking and then he... came... and it was over without anything 
happening. We got dressed and came home."


Sharon shook her head in amazement. "And you didn't invite him in?"


"No, why should...


Feeling very maternal, Sharon reached down and lifted Mary Anne's chin. "If 
you had, something would have happened. I guarantee it."


"But he had already cum."


"So?"


"That ended it. He got smaller and when he put on his swim trunks, it was a 
limp, dangling little thing."


Sharon tried to stifle the laugh, but it still snorted out of her. That was 
a mistake because Mary Anne immediately began to withdraw into her earlier 
shell of despair. Quickly then, Sharon said, "The only trouble is... that... 
you-are both virgins. George was right. Bill's just got to be a virgin. When 
a boy does it for the first time, he gets so excited sometimes that he's 
even lucky to get it into a girl's vagina before he cums. And lying there, 
watching that other girl and the two boys, that would have been exciting 
enough for any male to get carried away and lose control." She paused for a 
second, then continued. "Your mistake was in thinking he couldn't get 
another erection. He could have right there on the beach with a little 
encouragement... or maybe he didn't need any encouragement. Maybe all he 
needed was another chance." She couldn't keep the smug look off her face, 
although she did make an effort. "Do you know how many times George came 
tonight?"


Wide-eyed, and a little embarrassed, Mary Anne shook her head from side to 
side.


"Would you believe eight? And would you believe that the last time, he made 
me cum for almost ten minutes before I passed out. How's that grab you?"


Mary Anne struggled to put the accusation into words that wouldn't offend 
the other girl, but finally was forced to stammer out, "But... you and 
George... were smoking... pot."


"So? So what? That doesn't have anything to do with erections. With some 
people-like me and George-grass just sort of increases the pleasure. And, 
frankly, darling, I really don't need to increase sexual pleasure... it's 
great just as it is. Sometimes, though, like this week... I like a little 
change."


"Well, then, what shall I do?"


"That's a girl. First act cool tomorrow-just like nothing had happened. Let 
him oil your back. If your bra straps are unfastened, that'll drive him 
further up the wall, and that poor son of a bitch will have to fight to keep 
from oiling your front side. If you feel like moaning when he oils you, then 
moan, baby, moan. Let him know you like his hands. If you're lying next to 
him, all sweaty and oily, and your face is close to his and he wants to kiss 
you on the beach... let him. Let the steam build up again. Then after 
dinner, invite him in here for a beer. I swear you won't have to do another 
thing."


"But what about you?"


This was exactly the opening Sharon had been waiting for ever since their 
arrival at Pistola Beach. It was perfect timing. "Don't worry about me. 
George and I will get along. I'll spend the whole night in George's room."


Mary Anne drew back. "Oh, no. That would be wrong. I mean... well, it's not 
right."


Sharon didn't accept the protest. She put it to the younger girl succinctly, 
"Look. The beach is no place to be caught fucking. I've heard a few stories 
about the cops in this town-about what happened, especially to the girls, 
after they caught kids balling on the beach. No... you come back to the room 
with Bill and put a chain on the door. You won't be bothered that way... not 
by me, anyway."


"Sharon, I'm scared. And, really, I don't think I could stand having him 
touch me tomorrow all day. I mean... I don't think my body could stand it."


The older girl stared down at the younger one. Beneath Mary Anne's very 
thin, transparent nylon pajama top, her nipples stood completely erect. 
Sharon knew all too well the heat that still burned in the girl's body. 
After being built up the way she had been on the beach, it was a wonder Mary 
Anne wasn't clawing the paper off the walls. The younger girl was only 
fifteen, that was true, but she had a woman's body with a woman's needs.


The little brunette threw her towel over onto the other bed, then bent down 
and buried her hands in the pillow on each side of Mary Anne's blonde head. 
"I can tell you're suffering right now," she said softly. "Would it help if 
I relieved you?"


Mary Anne made no pretense of misunderstanding what was being proposed. 
"No," she said. "Thank you... but no."


Sharon nodded. Her instincts told her that Mary Anne was lying, but this was 
something she really didn't feel should be forced... and besides, she was 
bone weary from George's energetic reaming of her pussy during the last 
seven hours. "All right. Good night." She got up, slipped between the 
covers, and hit the lamp switch. The room was plunged into darkness; Sharon 
was asleep within two minutes.


Mary Anne, however, lay there tense and disturbed by the knowledge that she 
actually had wanted "relief and would have welcomed it from Sharon. Her last 
waking thought, some one half-hour before a blood red sun arose over Pistola 
Beach, was a question that had all the overtones of an accusation; My God. 
What's happening to me?


CHAPTER SIX


At eight-thirty in the morning, Sheriff Tad Peabody and Stan Rogers were 
carefully going over the booking information prior to Judge Calhoon's 
convening of court. The Judge wanted to go fishing before it got too hot, so 
court had been moved up to nine o'clock. It was estimated that the 34 cases 
on the docket would take about 45 minutes to an hour to conclude.


"What about this one here? Peter Watson?" Stan asked, tapping an envelope.


"Oh, that's the smart-ass. I had Harve check out the place where the kid is 
staying; he came down in a pretty fancy car, got pretty fancy clothes. Think 
we ought to get his parents down here, you know, maybe fine him seven 
hundred dollars or so for assault on a police officer and outraging public 
decency. They pay the fine, we agree to drop the charge of sex perversion 
providing they agree to get psychiatric care for the kid. That sound o.k.?"


Rogers nodded. He passed on to the last envelope, then snickered and held it 
up. The Sheriff guffawed too, and scratched the back of his sunburned red 
neck. "I didn't really know how to handle that one. When old Judge Calhoon 
hears that boy was pissing on the park statue of his grandfather, General 
Calhoon, anything liable to happen. It's a good thing we don't have a firing 
squad or that poor kid would be done for. For sure the Judge's gonna lock 
him up... and we don't want to waste cells on real prisoners."


Rogers said, "Why don't we get him in here, bawl shit out of him, and let 
him go? He's nineteen-a paying guest at my place. He nosed through the boy's 
wallet. Don't look like he's got enough money to pay a fine and my bill, 
too."


"Wal... now. Seeing as how you're being so good to me by inviting me to that 
little party at your place tonight, I figger I ought to repay the favor. 
I'll release him in your custody." He looked as if he had just had an 
unpleasant afterthought, "The party's still on, ain't it?"


Rogers wet his lips. "You bet it is! I got a photograph-I just seen the 
negative a few minutes ago-that you won't believe. That little blonde girl 
has got to be the sexiest broad we ever had checked in that room. She is so 
hot for a little cock, that she was in there-by herself-beating her meat 
just 'fore I came on duty last night."


"No!"


"Truth. So help me." Rogers held up his right band in solemn oath.


The Sheriff swallowed and the sound of his dry spittle sliding down his 
throat could be heard across the room. "Son of a bitch! I can hardly wait. 
What time you think's a good time?"


"You making another sweep tonight?"


"Well... ," the Sheriff was reluctant to let an opportunity escape to get 
more cash in the coffers, but at the same time a red-pepper hot 18 year-old 
blonde didn't come along every day. "Tell you what. We have our party. The 
boys can make the sweep."


Rogers was thoughtful for a moment. Just as the Sheriff didn't want to lose 
the money, Stan was reluctant to pass up opportunity to get out there and 
crack a few smart-ass heads. It was good exercise; a man didn't get a chance 
to do that except for two-three weeks out of the year. Still, though, when 
he. thought of the young blonde pussy in Room 104, her legs splayed, gasping 
and moaning in the throes of her own self-induced orgasm, he knew he was 
going to let the head-cracking go by the board tonight in order to fuck the 
blonde.


Ten minutes later, in the company of four other shotgun armed deputies, Stan 
and Tad herded the night's collection of prisoners out of the cells. One of 
the boys, a youth about 19, asked the Sheriff. "What about him?" he nodded 
toward the figure of Peter Watson, huddled in the corner. "He needs a doctor 
bad."


"Naw... there ain't nothing wrong with him.


Just got sore nuts, that's all. Had a girl giving him a blow job on the 
beach, then tries to escape, runs right into the outer office table-bangs 
his nuts against the edge."


"That isn't the way he told it," a boy about 17 said.


"What did you say, son?" the Sheriff asked ominously. "You calling me a 
liar?"


"No... no, sir." The kid's voice was a high-pitched squeak of fear.


"Well, then," the Sheriff said expansively, "what say we all take a nice 
little walk across the street to the court house?"


At nine-thirty, alone in the cell, a perspiration-drenched, white-faced 
Peter Watson moaned once, grabbed his stomach, and staggered over to the 
sink where he vomited a copious amount of blood. When the attack was over, 
he had to slide against the wall because walking was out of the question. 
After he got to the comer again, he simply let go of the wall and slid down 
until he was just a huddled figure in the shadowy corner of the already hot 
cell.


After leaving Mary Anne's room, Bill had waited patiently for the DO NOT 
DISTURB sign to be taken off the door. Finally, near midnight, he went to 
sleep on the chaise lounge alongside the swimming pool. It was dawn when he 
awoke and saw the sign was gone. Stiffly, he walked across the grass and 
tried the door; it was unlocked. Inside, George slept the peaceful sleep of 
the innocent, the stoned, and the sated. In spite of the air-conditioning, 
marijuana fumes were strong enough to make Bill feel almost as though he, 
himself, was high.


Unhappy with the entire situation, Bill lay down on his bed and closed his 
eyes. A moment later, he felt cold and climbed under the covers. He was 
asleep almost immediately. When he woke up, around noon, George was gone.


He lay there, reluctant to get up, not really wanting to go out on the beach 
with the other kids... especially not wanting to face Mary Anne. As he 
thought of her writhing body next to his on the sand and remembered her 
moans as his prick slid along her excitedly dripping young cunt, his cock 
immediately responded. He put his hand down, grasped his own hard-on, yanked 
his cock viciously a couple of times as though he were punishing it. He 
closed his eyes, fighting the desire to masturbate-feeling, wanting the need 
of relief. "God," he groaned aloud, "I came so close. And she wanted it so 
badly. How am I ever going to face her again?" For a split second he even 
thought about packing and hitch-hiking home. Even as the thought came to 
him, he dismissed it as being cowardice... and besides, all he needed was 
just one more chance with Mary Anne.


So it was, about an hour later, that Bill found himself on the beach looking 
for the blonde girl. He was already feeling foolish because he had no jock 
strap and the bold outline of his penis, even in its limp state, was clearly 
evident. Then he saw her, lying by herself, with two rumpled empty towels 
next to her. He carried his own towel awkwardly in front of him as he 
approached the girl. Mary Anne looked up just then. Her face flushed in 
embarrassment, matching his own beet red features.


"Hi." She forced herself to sound nonchalant.


"Hi. May I... sit down here?"


She managed to dimple. "It's a public beach." Then to soften any possible 
misinterpretation, she patted the space next to her. "Besides, you're just 
in time. I can't oil my back by myself, and Sharon's gone to get lunch with 
George." She lifted her shoulders slightly, then looked as if she had just 
remembered that her bra straps were unmapped. In that split second, Bill saw 
her breasts-white, full, luscious... bare.


He sat down in a hurry.


Mary Anne was pleased with the way things had gone. Sharon had called it, 
"setting him up," and Mary Anne knew that before the day was over, Bill 
probably would be pretty excited. She moaned as she felt his hands rubbing 
her back. As his greasy palms slid along the back of her rib cage, she felt 
the first undeniable tinglings of excitement herself, for his fingers had 
gone so low once on her rib cage that they had come within an inch or two of 
touching her nipple buried in the towel.


And so the day went. Sharon and George returned and both promptly went to 
sleep in the sun. Mary Anne and Bill went swimming-running and laughing 
across the sand to dive into the warm waters and then surface like two 
playful porpoises. Without warning, as an outgoing wave tugged against their 
legs, Bill grabbed her and French-kissed her. Another wave came in, causing 
the water to rise to their chests. Against her abdomen, she felt his penis 
becoming erect. She gave one teasing little pelvic jerk against it, then 
reached down and boldly caressed his prick for just a second, feeling it 
really coming alive in her hand. Then, giggling, she ran for shore. Bill, 
for some reason, did not follow her.


By the time the sun finally went down, and George and Sharon disappeared 
again; Bill had had so many erections that his balls ached with a pain he 
had never before experienced. It was as though Mary Anne was deliberately 
trying to drive him out of his mind. Twice he had tried to apologize for 
what had happened the previous evening, but each time she cut him off with a 
curt, "Don't talk about it; it's not important."


Actually, though, Mary Anne herself had long since become impatient with the 
game. About four, when Bill oiled her back for the last time, his hands had 
been far bolder than ever before. Without being asked, he oiled the back of 
her thighs, and his fingers actually slid into the hot moist cuntal cleft 
once or twice, causing jolts of pure ecstatic pleasure to race throughout 
her entire body. Sharon had advised her not to let Bill come to the room 
before dark, just in case the day clerk or the owner got wise to what was 
going on. Still, though, the hours seemed to drag on interminably... and 
Mary Anne breathed a sigh of relief when full darkness finally fell.


Beside her, Bill put his arm over her shoulders and kissed her neck. When 
she offered no resistance, he began kissing her shoulders and face. A moment 
later, his hand began a furtive little movement at her bra strap. She sat up 
quickly and saw the disappointment etched on his face. Her heart was 
pounding wildly for now she knew the irreversible moment was at hand.


"Bill," she said, softly. "I'm thirsty. Why don't you get us some beer."


He blinked, then said good-naturedly, "Okay."


She took a deep sigh. "And, Bill. Why don't... you... bring it to my room in 
about ten minutes? I want to take a shower. We can drink it there."


There was no mistaking what the invitation implied. A sudden bubbling up of 
happiness and excitement swept over him. Everything was going to be great, 
he thought. Just everything! A moment later, after giving a Confederate war 
whoop of exaltation, he was trotting across the beach toward the place that 
sold the beer.


Mary Anne didn't smile at his eagerness. She couldn't smile at all; she was 
too frightened by what she felt, by the sudden dryness of her throat, by the 
pound-pound-pounding of the blood that began engorging the lips of the 
virginal little cunt up between her thighs and forced out even more viscous 
lubricant from her already excitedly drenched pussy. She picked up her 
towel, portable radio, and cosmetics, and began walking slowly over toward 
the motel... wondering if she really were doing the right thing.


Down the beach, the amplified music came from the rock band and a shower of 
flaming embers shot high into the night sky as another driftwood log was 
tossed on the fire. From the sound of it, she thought, the kids were getting 
an early start.


Stan, who had been watching impatiently for almost an hour, saw Mary Anne 
coming across the highway and under the motel's portico overhang. Flashing 
red and yellow neon lights made her skin look incredibly supple, and the 
shadows deepened the cleft between her upthrust breasts and ripe little 
teenage buttocks. He felt once again for the half dozen photographs he had 
especially selected for her inspection, then stuck a plug in the switchboard 
and called the Sheriff. "Tad? Stan. Party's about to begin... that is if you 
still want to come." He laughed as the outraged bellow came over the fine, 
then listened and said, "Fine. Just fine. See you in fifteen minutes." Then 
he turned to the night clerk and growled, "Sheriff and I are going to play a 
little gin rummy. Don't want to be interrupted for any reason. Don't ring 
the telephone and don't try to get in my upstairs office, 'cause the door's 
gonna be locked. Understand?"


The night clerk, a white-haired, elderly black man who was a retired teacher 
in a negro school and who worked seven nights a week at the Paradise to 
supplement his $80.00 a month pension, nodded subserviently. Rogers stared 
at him for a moment, trying to find some disrespect in the man's attitude, 
but-as usual-he couldn't find anything wrong with the clerk's demeanor. 
Maybe, he thought for the hundredth time, it's because he's an educated 
nigger, never could stand them.


The Sheriff was better than his word, he was so anxious to get the party 
going that he was there within ten minutes. Stan led him into his own 
quarters, then carefully locked and chained the door behind them.


"What say about a drink, Tad?"


"Oh, a little bourbon and branch water might help loosen my vocal chords." 
He threw his hat toward a chair, then sat down on the couch. "Looks like 
it's getting ready to rain a bit later. Hope it gets here "bout midnight, 
clear those hell raising kids off the beach."


Stan poured about three fingers of liquor into two glasses, dropped a couple 
of ice-cubes into each, and filled them to the top with water. He touched 
glasses with the Sheriff, grinned, then tossed the photographs into Tad's 
lap.


The Sheriff was right in the middle of swallowing when he spotted the top 
one of Mary Anne-rounded young buttocks a foot off the mattress, leg and 
thigh and belly muscles straining like velvet covered cables, and fingers of 
both hands pulling apart her cuntal lips like someone trying to pry apart 
the mouth of a fish in order to withdraw a fishhook. He began choking and 
coughing, and bourbon ran out of his mouth and nose. "God damn!" he wheezed, 
his eyes watering as he attempted to get his breath back. "God damn! Just 
look at that."


Stan grinned. "Didn't I tell you that was prime piece of meat. You know, I 
gotta hunch I'm gonna enjoy fucking that more than anything I've fucked in 
years."


"Where is she?" Tad demanded, standing up and putting his drink down on the 
table. "Lead me to her." He was practically snorting and there was a wild 
look about his watery eyes.


"Come on," Stan said proudly. "Let's go take a peek at the meat." The 
Sheriff started to follow him docilely into the study, but then reached back 
and his big hand closed around the neck of the bourbon bottle. He tilted it 
up and lowered the level of the bottle by at least two inches. When he 
walked up the seven stairs into Stan's loft-like study, he still carried the 
bottle along with him.


Down in the other room, Mary Anne had just completed her shower and was 
toweling herself dry when she heard a soft knock on the front door. She had 
asked Bill to give her ten minutes, but the time must have moved like 
molasses for the poor boy, she thought. It hadn't gone any too rapidly for 
her either.


"Just a second," she called. She stood there, wondering what to put on. 
Then, her mind really unable to function properly, she merely wrapped the 
huge towel like a sarong around her body and went to the door. "Bill?" she 
asked before opening.


It's me," he replied. Bill carried two six-packs of beer under his arm. He 
almost dropped them when he saw what she was wearing.


It was an awkward moment for them both. He looked around for a place to put 
the beer, and Mary Anne indicated with her head that he should place it on 
the dresser. A part of her laughed at the whole deal. His twelve bottles of 
beer made a total of twenty four, for when Mary Anne had come into the room 
from the beach, there had been two ice buckets loaded with beer and a note 
from Sharon which said simply, "For your honeymoon." That beer was in the 
bathroom, the note had been flushed rapidly down the toilet.


Upstairs, Stan pulled the curtain overlooking the two-way mirror window just 
in time to see Bill putting the beer on the dresser.


"God damnit," the Sheriff growled angrily, "Why didn't you tell me she had a 
boy with her?"


"Shit, she didn't have one five minutes ago when she stripped naked as a jay 
bird and got into the shower."


"Well, what you gonna do?"


Stan, watching the couple, suddenly took a deep breath and grinned nastily 
at the Sheriff. "I think for this one I'm going to use my Polaroid camera so 
we can confront them immediately with the evidence."


"Hell, I ain't taking no seconds after some punk college kid."


"Won't be necessary. You wouldn't mind, of course, if he just sort of turned 
her furnace up a little bit higher... now would you?"


Tad scratched his stomach and grimaced, "Well... as long as it don't take 
too long. I got a powerful itch that only that little bitch can scratch."


Stan readied the camera. "If she's as hot as I think she is, there ain't 
gonna be much monkeying around."


There wasn't! Bill merely turned from the dresser and took two steps toward 
Mary Anne. The two young people stood looking at each other for only a few 
seconds before their lips were bruisingly joined.


Mary Anne felt his tongue, like a key to a lock, being forced into her 
mouth; she was helpless against the onslaught, and, indeed, had no desire to 
fight him. She moaned continuously as his hands began moving down her back 
to cup her buttocks and squeeze the succulent globes of flesh beneath the 
rough material of the towel. Without volition, she found her pelvis pressing 
hungrily against his abdomen and felt the turgid enlarging of his penis 
beneath his swimming trunks. Then Bill was moving her backwards toward the 
bed. Mary Anne offered only a split-second token resistance before she let 
herself be led. Abruptly she felt the mattress pressing against the back of 
her knees. She stopped then-refusing to go further for the moment.


Bill immediately began kissing her with even more ardour and his hands moved 
surely up her back to the point where the end of the towel was tucked in 
between her shoulder blades. One tug and the towel loosened. It fell 
forward, baring her breasts, falling to her navel where it was held captive 
by their bodies.


Mary Anne groaned as she felt the cool air hit her lust fevered breasts. Now 
Bill began awkwardly massaging the right one; when he realized he could not 
kiss her properly and play with her firmly rounded little titties at the 
same time, he moved back slightly and the towel, suddenly freed, dropped to 
the floor where it lay in a crumpled heap across their ankles and feet.


The girl felt wave after wave of ecstatic pleasure flood through her body as 
the boy bent his head forward and took one nipple gently between his 
tongue-moistened lips. He began a little sucking motion on the nipple alone. 
Mary Anne tentatively, almost shyly, put both hands up to cup his head at 
her breast. Her eyes were flickering in delicious torment.


And upstairs, Stan Rogers took his second photograph at this precise moment.


Bill left her breast and began raining kisses all over her shoulders. He 
went to the other tit, nursed it for a moment, then bent his knees slightly 
and began kissing her abdomen.


"No... Bill... no," Mary Anne said, not really sure exactly why she was 
stopping him.


He came back to her mouth then, almost brutally, and his hunger for her was 
so evident that Mary Anne felt as though someone was poking her in the navel 
with a hoe handle. She pushed him away.


"What's... what's wrong?" Bill blurted.


Mary Anne was breathing rapidly. "Nothing, darling." She surprised herself 
by her boldness, "I'm going to turn down the bed... take off your suit."


Quickly, not really wanting to watch him undress, she turned around and 
pulled back the bedspread and sheets. Then she slipped between the sheets 
and brought them up to just below her breasts.


Bill stepped out of his swim trunks, kicked them across the room and sat 
down beside her. With a low groan of delight, he bent forward and kissed her 
neck; his hot flickering tongue moved across her shoulders from right to 
left, then began tracing a hot pattern of desire to her breasts again.


The fires in her vagina were racing completely out of control now. Mary Anne 
knew, without touching herself down there under the cover, that she was 
already spotting the sheets with the hot viscosity oozing from between her 
throbbing cuntal lips. She wanted him inside her-wanted him there now! She 
wanted to be hurt by him, if it took pain to relieve the terrible hunger 
devastating her virginal loins. Almost without thinking about it, she 
reached out her hand and fumbled against his leg until she found his 
penis-hard, erect, hot, throbbing, and jerking as though it were some 
tethered wild bronco.


With the first touch of her hand there, Bill groaned, "Oh, God!" It was an 
inarticulate phrase that was barely intelligible; and the words couldn't be 
defined at all when he repeated them a moment later as Mary Anne's fingers 
enclosed his cock and began a slow gentle up and down stroking movement.


She marveled at the obvious underlying power of the thing she held in her 
hand. It was a contradiction, she thought; hard and rigid, yet soft and 
warm. It took her less than twenty seconds to overcome the mental block that 
some women are never able to overcome... for she abruptly realized that this 
"thing" she held in her hand was as much a part of him as his lips or his 
eyes or his ears. It wasn't something alien, something frightening; it was 
him! And her errant mind, lost in the fabulous sensations he was bringing to 
her awakening body, flashed back to the beach scene last night where the 
girl had paid homage to the boy's penis by kissing it and sucking on...


Bill almost came right then and there when Mary Anne suddenly shifted her 
head from the pillow and began softly kissing his thigh. The direction of 
her movement was unmistakable. He simply stopped everything he was doing to 
her in order to let the tidal wave of sensations wash over him. When her hot 
uncertain lips first touched the pulsating head of his yearning cock, he 
wanted to scream out in exaltation. A moment later, that throbbing knob of 
pure sensation was lodged inside the soft warm oval of her eager, wet mouth.


"Ahhhhh," he moaned almost in delirium, as her head slowly began moving up 
and down on the hardened young shaft.


Mary Anne could taste him-could taste the sea, his perspiration, and the 
indefinable elixir of something wildly, wickedly exciting. It was as though 
she were suddenly suckling at the fountain head of the universe.


Upstairs, with the Sheriff breathing so hard that his breath was beginning 
to fog the window, Stan Rogers took his last photograph and pulled the 
Polaroid tab. "That one," he said proudly, "should be a beaut. I wish to 
Christ that sheet wasn't covering her snatch." Then he peeled the Polaroid 
film apart and grinned nastily. "Just look at that, Tad... wooeeee!" Stan 
showed the photo to the Sheriff who was standing at the window, a stunned 
look on his perspiring face as he watched Mary Anne suddenly get the hang of 
things and begin to suck and move her mouth at the same time. Tad Peabody 
hitched his gun belt up, took a deep breath, squared his hat on his head, 
and said, "I don't want to see no more. Let's go!" Then they went 
downstairs, where Stan used his master key to unfasten the double-locked 
doors between the two rooms.


Mary Anne was so lost in a sexual exhilaration that her brain actually had 
to short circuit all other sensations to make her realize that someone was 
in the room with them, and even then she didn't believe it. Bill, of course, 
was incapable of sensing anything except those wonderfully warm and soft 
lips tugging and pulling at the head and base of his cock. The very first 
indication he had that anything was wrong came with Mary Anne's suddenly 
stiffened body, her mouth pulling away from him and an ear-piercing scream 
of sheer terror.


Bill immediately spun around and started to rise, but was roughly shoved 
back onto the bed by Sheriff Peabody's ham-like hand. "Stay there, boy," the 
gruff voice ordered.


Mary Anne had felt the scream bubbling up from the furthermost regions of 
her terrified and uncomprehending mind as she saw two big burly men in 
policemen's uniforms, both with badges and guns, standing just behind Bill. 
They were accusing apparitions, figures from The Inquisition suddenly 
materialized in the locked and bolted bedroom. Instinctively, she reached 
for the sheet to cover her breasts.


"Lay still," the Sheriff ordered in a voice that froze her into immobility. 
Both men stood there, shaking their heads sadly at the evil in the room as 
their gazes went from nude boy to naked girl. Mary Anne once more attempted 
to raise the sheet.


"I said 'lay still'," Tad Peabody commanded. "Just lay there in all your 
rotten shame-like a common little whore."


Bill started to rise again in protest and was thrust sharply back on the 
mattress. "Look, you don't understand;" he began, his voice trembling, "it's 
not her fault...


"Well, boy, it sure ain't my fault," the Sheriff replied. "And what else 
would you call a woman like this? Sucking your penis... that's an act of 
perversion... getting you all ready for an act of illegal sexual 
intercourse. Breaking laws left and right."


Mary Anne, feeling a wave of shame and degradation-like a freezing black 
fog-sweep over her, began weeping uncontrollably. Violent shuddering sobs 
convulsed her body.


Bill turned to her, then helplessly back toward the Sheriff. "It's all my 
fault, sir. Please let her go-"


"Ain't either one of you going to go anywhere 'cept to jail. I reckon, if 
this girl's as young as I think she is, you'll probably go to the state 
penitentiary for ten years... and considering the dirty thing she was doing 
to you, sucking your penis and acting like a common street whore, she'll be 
put away as incorrigible until she's twenty one at least." Tad Peabody 
turned to Stan, "Ain't that right?"


Stan shook his head up and down in agreement, then asked, "You want me to 
take him on down to jail?"


The Sheriff acted as though he were really thinking about it for a moment, 
giving rise to hope in both of the young people, then said-almost as if it 
pained him and he were jailing his own son-"Yep! Take him along. Well book 
him tomorrow morning on contributing to the delinquency of a minor and 
participating in an act of unnatural sex."


Bill was almost in tears himself as, in all his shame and fear, he moved 
woodenly across the room and put on his swim trunks. Then he stood there, 
with less hope than a slave on an auction block, as the cold steel 
handcuffs-with the whirling of a rattle snake-were locked on his wrists. 
Stan nodded his head toward the door and put his hand on Bill's shoulder. 
The boy made one more effort to absolve the weeping girl. "Sir! Honestly! 
Believe me! This was all my idea. Let her go."


Tad Peabody gazed first at him, then at the girl. He managed to look 
uncertain, which wrung a pitiful "please" from Bill. Finally he pushed his 
hat back on his head and his forehead became corrugated in thought. "Well... 
I tell you. We'll think about it. If you don't start getting uppity and want 
to drag some smart-alecky out of town lawyer into this, and if-after talking 
to this little girl here-we decide that you two are cooperative and telling 
the truth, well... then... well think a little more about it." He jerked his 
head toward Stan. "Take him on down to the jail for now, though."


Mary Anne had heard the words and a wild feeling of hope was born in her 
breast. She really wasn't aware of the moment Stan led the handcuffed Bill 
from the room. She was too busy praying-praying to a God she hadn't talked 
to since she was eleven-asking Him to make the Sheriff let her...


But then all her hopes went out the window with the Sheriff's first comment 
after they were left alone in the room. "You know, course, that one way or 
the other, we're going to have to call your folks and get 'em down here. You 
do have a Momma and Poppa don't you?"


Mary Anne began weeping disconsolately again. She thought about lying, and 
just as though he had read her mind, the Sheriff snapped, "Now don't he to 
me. You hear! If you tell me even one little he, I promise that I won't try 
to do anything for you."


"Yes," she sobbed. "My mother and father live in Oakdale."


"Ummm-huh. And I'll bet fifty dollars they think you're someplace else right 
now."


Mary Anne nodded, then blurted through her sobs and tears, "Oh, please, 
Sheriff. Don't call them. Please! It would kill them."


Tad Peabody could hardly keep the smile of triumph off his face when he 
heard the pitiful plea. As he stared down at her lush ripe breasts, he 
decided he liked playing cat and mouse with her. He sat down on the bed, 
letting his holstered revolver flap onto her sheet-covered abdomen; the 
barrel of his gun was pressing into the soft, hair-fringed triangle of her 
vagina. His eyes roamed her hair, face, lips, neck, shoulders, and came to 
rest on her bare breasts. The aureoles were about the size of brown silver 
dollars and right smack-dab in the middle of each one, her goose-bumped 
chocolate coloured nipples still stood erect. Mary Anne flushed as she saw 
him looking at her nakedness. Once again she reached for the sheet, but this 
time her hand was caught in a grip so powerful that she winced and moaned in 
pain.


"You look like such a nice little girl," the Sheriff mused. "Why did you do 
such an awful dirty thing?' Almost at once, deep convulsive shudders of 
shame again began to wrack Mary Anne's body. She felt dirty! She knew now 
she had done something evil, unnatural. She didn't know why she had done it, 
only that some deep perverted wickedness hitherfore unknown to her had taken 
charge of her body. And so, sobbing her heart out, Mary Anne was unable to 
answer. She abruptly realized that the Sheriff had put his arms under her 
shoulders and raised her up to his chest.


"There... there," he crooned, his voice tender, paternal, as he caressed her 
shoulder in a fatherly manner.


Mary Anne was shocked at his actions. She could feel the sharp points of his 
cold badge pressing painfully against her bare breast; the metal felt as if 
it were digging into her skin. Her body wept, but her mind calculated. 
Maybe, she thought, he is going to give me a break. At that moment, all 
thoughts of protecting Bill had fled her consciousness... all she wanted was 
her own freedom... freedom to leave this place of ugliness where her own 
wantonness had betrayed her. She deliberately forced herself to take a deep 
shuddering breath.


"Now... now," Tad Peabody said, his one hand moving familiarly across and 
down her shoulders-exactly as Bill's had done-to come to rest at the small 
of her back just above the area where untanned buttocks flared out in a soft 
white fleshy plain. Mary Anne fought the urge to draw back in revulsion. Her 
skin was crawling exactly in the same way it had when her little brother had 
once put a snake down her back, but she knew she must not betray her true 
feelings, for now she was sure that the Sheriff was truly, going to take 
pity and let her free.


This delusion was abruptly shattered a second later when, with a demonical 
laugh, Tad Peabody pushed her body back on the bed and yanked down the sheet 
baring her entire nakedness to his lascivious gaze. He continued to chortle, 
sadistically, as Mary Anne made pitiful little efforts to cover her vaginal 
area with her bare hands. When she turned over on her stomach, he merely 
reached out one hand-with middle finger extended-and dug it into the clefts 
of her buttocks, fishing and worming for her unprotected little anus.


"Aaaaghh, don't," Mary Anne screamed in fright and anger.


"Turn over and shut up." His harsh, brutal voice was like a barbed wire 
whip, and she groaned pitifully as his fingernails dug cruelly into the soft 
flesh on her shoulders. He pulled her over again so that she lay face up, 
weeping. "Now you just shut up or go to jail-naked-with the rest of the 
whores."


"Please... "


"I... said... shut... up! And I mean it." He grabbed the long blonde hair 
close to her head and twisted her face toward him. "Now you listen to me... 
bitch. You and me, we're going to take up right where you and your boy 
friend left off. You were sucking his cock... , you're gonna suck mine. Then 
we're going to fuck. After all, that's, what you're in Pistola Beach for, to 
be fucked. So you might as well get fucked by a man instead of a boy."


"Oh, God... no... please." Her eyes were wide with terror and shame as she 
pled once more. This had to be some nightmare from which she could shortly 
awaken.


Tad Peabody unfastened his gun belt and almost reverently laid the holster 
over the back of the chair. Quickly, he stripped his short sleeved uniform 
shirt to reveal bristly black hair flowing across his massive chest. His 
upper arms looked like small telephone poles, and his heavily muscled 
shoulders seemed too broad to go through a normal-sized door. From that 
point on, however, his body was less impressive. A beer belly hung like a 
keg out in front of him, and when he dropped his uniform trousers, his 
spindly white, hairless legs-under the belly-seemed almost ludicrously thin 
and incapable of supporting his bulk.


The one thing that stood out-really stood out-was the massive, uncircumcised 
penis which would have looked more at home on a horse!


Mary Anne stared in uncomprehending horror as the Sheriff undressed all the 
way down to his socks. It was not until he walked up close to the bed and 
slowly, tauntingly, pulled the foreskin back to reveal the huge purplish 
head of his prick that Mary Anne was galvanized into action. She didn't care 
what happened to her. She must escape! Run... get out of this evil place! No 
matter if she had to go to San Francisco or New York and live in a hippie 
commune... anything would be better than permitting this monster to violate 
her body, make mockery out of the act of love. As the full impact of her 
situation suddenly hit her, she leapt from the bed and ran to the door. She 
struggled with it, using all of her strength in an effort to wrench it open 
to freedom, but to no avail! She was trapped.


Behind her, she heard the brutal laugh again from the Sheriff.


She took a deep trembling breath and screamed at the top of her lungs.


Tad Peabody abruptly stopped laughing and lunged across the room, his open 
hand swinging against her cheek. The force of the blow threw her sideways 
and she slumped against the door, crying.


"It ain't gonna do you no good to scream, bitch," he snarled. "Besides, this 
room is soundproofed." He studied her for a moment to make sure she wasn't 
about to attempt another dash for freedom, then grinning sadistically he 
went to the bedside table and brought back a manila envelope addressed to 
Mary Anne's parents. He slapped her breasts several times with it, then made 
her take it. The envelope felt surprisingly heavy in her hands.


"Open it," he said. When she made no effort to do as he ordered, his voice 
snapped, "I said 'open it', you fucking little slut".


Weeping, with fingers trembling so violently that she had difficulty in 
unfastening the clasp, Mary Anne did as she was instructed. The top photo 
didn't really make an impression on her at r first. Then she gasped in 
dismay and the room began going around in circles as her brain finally 
registered that this was a picture of her... with Bill's penis in her mouth. 
As stunned as she was, a part of her more rational mind evaluated the 
pictorial scene. There were her lips locked on his virile young rod, and she 
undoubtedly had a greedy mouth, for it seemed to be completely devouring the 
portion locked up inside. Her cheeks were grotesquely indented as she 
sucked. But the most monstrous thing about the whole picture was the wanton 
expression of unbridled lewdness on her cock impaled young face. She was 
obviously enjoying this perverted act as she had enjoyed nothing before.


Tad Peabody watched as the full implications of the first photograph 
registered on the girl. Quickly he snatched them from her, then shuffled 
through the pictures until he found the one of Mary Anne masturbating and in 
the throes of a self-induced orgasm. He thrust it toward her and began 
chuckling lewdly as her shoulders slumped in degradation and utter defeat.


The tears ran down her cheeks and drip-drip-dropped to her bare breasts. 
Lifeless hands dropped the damning photographs to the rug where, as though 
decreed by some cruel fate, the pictures all lay face up so that the entire 
world could see her naked wantonness.


Tad Peabody enjoyed watching the expressions of fear, disgust, and shame 
moving like dark clouds across her face. With a lewd grin on his lips, he 
resumed stroking the thick uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over the 
mushroom shaped head of his waiting penis.


"You'all like this here?" he asked, his little eyes suddenly hard and mean 
looking, demanding an answer and thoroughly relishing the torment he was 
inflicting on the young, helplessly cornered female.


When Mary Anne didn't reply, he took two steps toward her and let his 
mammoth throbbing cock's head-already oozing a drop of cloudy cream from the 
glans-touch her upper thigh. The searing contact caused the frightened girl 
to draw back against the wall, huddling in silent lonely terror like a bird 
before the approach of a snake.


"Why, there's no comparing a real man's prick to that dinky little old thing 
of your boy friend," he continued, watching the distress wreak havoc on her 
face. He could tell that it was finally registering with her that she was 
completely and utterly at his mercy, that there was no escape and would be 
no freedom until she had done what he commanded.


Still, though, through the freezing fog of fear, one small light of hope 
burned dimly in Mary Anne's mind. She tried to speak, but no words could 
force themselves past that tight, painful ball of terror in her throat. As 
though they were weighed down with lead weights, her eyes dropped to the 
hard fleshy instrument he held in the palm of his hand. It was far thicker 
than Bill's, much longer as well. In spite of the terror, her mind wondered 
how any woman could be expected to take such a thing up inside of her.


Tad had seen her eyes drop to his cock. He sensed what she was thinking; he 
knew he was built like a stallion and his sadistic tendencies were set 
aflame by the fear he saw growing in her eyes. His own gaze dropped to the 
sparse young triangle of golden pubic hair that grew like wild mustard weed 
at the base of her soft white little belly. His eyes traveled down even 
further, to her firm tanned thighs looking brown in contrast to the 
alabaster whiteness of her supple buttocks. Suddenly he no longer felt like 
toying with her.


Slowly, his face a mask of grim determination, he stalked toward her.


"Go... go away," Mary Anne stuttered, knowing instinctively that he was 
going to rape her helpless body no matter how much she pleaded with him. 
There was nothing she could do against his strength; no escape was possible 
for he stood like a demon between her and the doorway to freedom now. She 
was alone-more alone than she had ever been before in her life... alone, 
defenseless, and completely at his mercy, and she knew with a sure 
instinctive knowledge that the word "mercy" was completely alien to him, 
something he neither believed in nor understood.


Tad chuckled lewdly as he reached out with his thick meaty hands and, with a 
vicious jerk, grabbed her bare shoulder, yanking the trembling naked body 
hard against him, crushing her full ripe breasts against the black hairiness 
of his massive chest. She stood there subserviently with limp arms hanging 
helplessly at her side as he lifted her chin and then, with a sadistic grin 
of victory, pressed his hot wet lips tightly down over hers, thrusting his 
quivering tongue deep into the warm depths of her mouth. The rock-like 
hardness of his penis dug into the softness of her navel, and she could feel 
it throbbing there, beating like a second and external heart.


Mary Anne was only vaguely conscious of the fact that his hands had left her 
face and were now vigorously-almost painfully-kneading the nakedness of her 
buttocks. Then, with a suddenness that caused her to cry out in alarm, Tad 
picked her up, easily carried her across the room, and threw her onto the 
bed. She landed, legs apart, arms askew, breasts rising and falling in 
fear-looking very much like a broken and discarded doll atop the rumpled 
sheets and bedspread.


Excited brutal emotions flashed neon signs across the Sheriff's cruel face 
as he saw her helpless cunt in all its glory revealed before him. The pink 
moist slit had all the coloration of a mother of pearl shell, and the ruby, 
blood-engorged pussy lips looked as soft and as billowy as a sunset cloud. 
And there, right in the middle of that warm inviting cleft, was the thinly 
bearded opening to all of the hidden places of her womb. It looked so tiny 
that it seemed impossible for anything larger than a finger to be inserted 
there. Abruptly, Tad changed his mind about forcing her to suck his 
painfully throbbing cock. No, he thought hungrily, as his eyes feasted on 
the mouth watering sight, let's see just how hot we can get this little 
bitch. He sat down heavily on the bed.


Mary Anne watched in frozen terror as the mattress sank beneath the 
ponderous weight of his buttocks. Then, without warning, he was kissing her 
abdomen. The sudden wet contact sent a warming chill racing the length of 
her spine. She stiffened and heard him chortle. Seconds later, Tad began 
moving his mouth down the navel to the "V" of her loins, spreading the 
sable-like blonde hair with his thumbs and flicking his tongue-like an 
ant-eater-into the warm, damp cuntal crevice.


"Oh... no! Don't!" Mary Anne jumped from the sudden electrifying contact 
with the almond-budded clitoris. She fought to close her legs, but the 
Sheriff merely stuck his elbows between her thighs and forced them wider 
apart than ever. Spread-eagled, eyes opened in horrified shame, Mary Anne 
struggled futilely against his bull-like strength. She could see him on 
elbows and knees, yellowed teeth bared and grinning in victory up at her, as 
though he were some wild animal stalking toward a sacrificial lamb tethered 
at a post. Without taking his eyes from hers, Tad bent his head and licked 
the openly exposed little crevice once. He guffawed as she jerked against 
his hold.


Then all amusement fled his face as he looked down at the succulent feast 
awaiting him. The watermelon-coloured moist flesh of her naked, defenseless 
pussy was there before his eyes, bringing the hot saliva boiling to his 
mouth. He licked his lips once again in anticipation, then placed palms flat 
against the inside of her thighs, with his thumbs resting on the soft fleshy 
portals of her cunt. Slowly, with an outward movement of the thumbs, he drew 
the juicy pink vulva apart to expose the deeper set of blood red inner 
cuntal lips. He watched it hungrily for a minute, like a starving man before 
a delicatessen window, and then with a low moan of obscene hunger, he 
dropped his head and buried the full-length of his long hot tongue into the 
slippery, inverted little mouth of her throbbing pussy.


Mary Anne shuddered and a moan-from the depths of her soul-bubbled out of 
her throat. She ground her buttocks into the mattress in a futile attempt to 
escape this salacious attack on her virginal cunt. This couldn't be 
happening to her. It couldn't!


"Oh... please... noooooo! Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhhh! She whimpered in supplication 
as his head rocked up and down greedily between her legs.


"No... noooooo... , Oh God! No!" Now it was a continual plea as her blonde 
head fell back onto the mattress and flailed from side to side as his hot 
hard tongue drove relentlessly in and out of the involuntarily dilating lips 
of her cunt. She found herself holding her breath, flexing her thigh 
muscles, and stretching her toes until they were splayed out wide in 
helpless protest. Mary Anne abruptly became aware that she was fighting not 
only him, but also the forbidden pleasure that his rapacious tongue was 
beginning to bring to her body. She could feel everything down there-the 
scrape of his beard stubble against the soft sensitive inner thighs, his 
tongue, his teeth, his hot breath... her own deeper vaginal muscles 
beginning to twitch in undisguised joy.


Tad kept watching the expression on her face. He knew he was getting to her; 
she was already secreting tremendous amounts of sweet, thick lubricating 
nectar from the pulsating walls of her cunt, and her pussy lips were 
beginning to move like a feeding little guppy fish's mouth. As his tongue 
and mouth laboured lasciviously, he moved one hairy ham-like hand up over 
the quivering whiteness of her belly and dug his fingernails harshly into 
her straining breast, bringing a low moan of pain from her before he began 
rolling the hardening nipple between his thumb and forefinger.


Feeling her own defenses falling under the depraved attack, Mary Anne 
suddenly began weeping great tears of shame and humiliation. The vile wet 
slurping noise that the Sheriff was making between her legs was the most 
horrible thing she had ever heard. Aggravating her degradation, however, was 
the inescapable fact that if she had not lied to her parents, had not 
lowered her own moral standards and permitted Bill to arouse her, then she 
would not be suffering this cruel debasement and she would not be at the 
mercy of this unprincipled lust-crazed beast who paraded as a representative 
of the law.


Tad kept his eyes on the girl's face during the entire time as his tongue 
continued to plunder the soft sensitive walls of her defensively cringing 
young cunt. He viewed with cruel satisfaction the helpless tears pouring 
down the sides of her face. He wondered how many times she had been 
fucked... wondered if this was the first time anyone had eaten any of her 
delicious, mouth-watering little pussy. Well, one way or the other, he was 
sure she had never been fucked by a real man-and certainly never by a man 
with a cock the size of his. He could tell by the way her pussy was 
twitching that her body was enjoying this... and it was only a matter of 
moments before she admitted it. Before the night was over, she'd be begging 
and whimpering to be fucked.


Abruptly he decided he needed more reaction from her... some outward display 
of either pleasure or revulsion. Grinning lewdly, he took his hands away 
from her breasts and pushed them under her knees, lifting and pushing them 
up and over her body so that she was almost bent double and her kneecaps 
were pressed tightly against her breasts. The whole golden-beige delta of 
her cunt was revealed in its entirety, as was the puckered little brown lips 
of her anus. Chuckling, knowing that what he was about to do would drive her 
up the wall, he used his hot wet tongue like a humming bird's beak to quiver 
and probe at the tight rubbery opening of her tiny, defensively clenched 
rectum.


The unexpected assault on her also virginal young back passage caused Mary 
Anne to stiffen again and brought a long low moan of subjugation from her 
painfully contorted lips. She closed her eyes, her mouth laxly open in an 
almost obscene grimace as the unwanted sensations of lust and forbidden 
pleasure roared like a runaway forest fire through her wildly undulating 
abdomen.


"Oh... please... don't do... THAT!" She groaned helplessly as his thumb and 
forefinger caught her clitoris and teasingly pressed it as though he were 
attempting to squeeze a grape from its skin.


Tad guffawed at the reaction, pleased at the desperate attempt to screw her 
firm young buttocks down into the mattress and escape. His hot flickering 
tongue licked without compassion at her tiny virginal anus then made a rapid 
stab inward. It met resistance for a moment then popped suddenly into the 
helplessly quivering depths of the tight little opening.


"Aaaaaggggghhh, Oh, God! Don't!" It was a whimper from her this time, a last 
dying gasp of decency as she felt her betraying young body short-circuiting 
all control centers of morality, modesty and virtue. Tiny little goose bumps 
of unwanted pleasure walked their way across her heaving belly and quivering 
breasts. And, suddenly, she was no longer in command of her own body. Her 
buttocks began jerking powerfully back toward the relentlessly spearing 
tongue, attempting to drive it even deeper into the forbidden opening. Wave 
after wave of spasmodic pleasure arced through her body, and her raw nerves 
began screaming for physical release.


The realization that now she was truly alone, that she had been deserted by 
even her own now nakedly writhing body, hit her with all the impact of a 50 
caliber slug. She fought with all her will against the delicious pleasure 
but, even as she was fighting, her hands had dropped to Tad's head where, 
with fingers entwined in his hair, she was pulling him in tighter against 
her. She heard his triumphantly, lewd laugh of ultimate victory, but it made 
no difference to her what he thought of her now. Only one thing mattered... 
the lewd, obscene things he was doing to her must never cease!


And the traitorous words bubbled but of her throat, "Ahhh... ahhh, don't 
stop!" That was the signal for the long desperate struggle to end. Her 
shamelessly aroused body almost bent in double as she sought to culminate 
the act of unnatural lust. She began a wanton jerking movement of her 
smoothly rounded young buttocks up and down against his tongue. Her fingers 
found his ears and used them as handles to pull him further into the 
steaming cauldron of her cunt. With her complete submission, she forgot 
about the humiliation, forgot about the possible jail sentence, forgot 
parents and morals and decency, forgot everything but the pleasure this 
brutal stranger was bringing her.


Tad could feel the exact second she surrendered to him, and immediately 
thrust his tongue deep into her throbbing pussy again. He could feel the 
soft silky pubic hairs grazing tantalizing against the tip of his nose and 
the sides of his cheeks as she ground her buttocks in impatient little 
circles up against his face. He watched contorted expressions of lust and 
eagerness change from frightened girl to wanton woman. She was his now... 
she would do anything he wanted.


And suddenly, he knew he had to ram his prick deep into that taut little 
belly of hers and fill her with the fiery flood of his impatiently waiting 
cum. She was like all the others, he gloated, just another hot little bitch 
who was crying to be fucked... and she would be fucked; fucked until she 
couldn't walk a straight line for a week.


He pulled his mouth and tongue away from her now openly pulsating pussy and 
was rewarded with a low moan of distress from her, "Oh, no... please."


"Don't worry, honey. Now I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked 
before. Spread them hot hi legs."


Mary Anne found her brain and body in heated conflict. She wanted to fight 
him, to deny him the easy access to her body that he seemed to feel was his 
due but, even as she deliberated, her trembling legs were opening like the 
gates to some un-violated sacred place of worship.


The sheriff immediately slithered forward until he was kneeling up between 
her helplessly splayed thighs. Mary Anne closed her eyes to shut out the 
sadistic expression on his face, feeling once again the utter humiliation of 
lying stripped, naked and defenseless under his cold, knowing gaze. She felt 
the resurgence of shame at the betrayal of her own body-first it had been 
With Bill last night, then again with Bill earlier this evening, and now it 
had betrayed her once more with this loathsome stranger. She knew what she 
wanted and had to have; not only that, she knew the Sheriff was aware of her 
wanton longings. Now he put it into words for her, "I'm gonna fuck you, 
honey," he crooned hypnotically. "I'm gonna fuck you just like your little 
old boy friend was going to do... and you're gonna cry out for more, more, 
more!" She lay there, with quivering thighs wide open in silent invitation, 
her breath coming in hoarse rasping pants, and her belly and cunt muscles 
rippling like a savage, unseen undertow.


Tad bent down over her helpless young body and brutally bit into the upright 
nipple of her straining right breast. The cry that came from her throat 
could have been either a protest of pain or a groan of exaltation. A moment 
later there was no mistaking the lasciviousness in her voice as his hot wet 
lips began sucking on the lush palpitating mound of flesh. The mewls of 
pleasure gurgled out of her throat as he moved from right tit to left, and 
her pelvis began a slow rotating movement up and down as though it were some 
blind hungry thing seeking sustenance.


The movement did not escape Tad's notice. He grinned lewdly, then chortled, 
"I knew you was a hot little cunt. Now you're gonna get fucked. I want to 
see you squirm and cry out for more when this big old cock of mine sinks 
deep in your pussy. You're gonna scream and beg to be fucked."


Mary Anne lay there, not truly comprehending his words, feeling only a vast 
impatience that he was talking instead of relieving her. Somehow or another, 
however, the gist of his lewd conversation sank into her consciousness and 
in spite of her lingering shame, excited her even further. Still, though, 
she fought one last battle within herself against her own willingness to be 
subjugated by this brute without conscience, without scruples or morals.


Then it was too late. Tad levered himself up over her helpless nakedness and 
used his knees to force her thighs even further apart. He dropped one hand 
down between their bodies and took his hard, throbbing cock between his 
fingers and guided it forward. Mary Anne's eyes flickered shut, then just as 
rapidly flickered open again with a shudder as she felt the thick rubbery 
head begin to part the full, fleshy lips of her fevered vagina. The first 
contact between his prick and the sensitive edges of her moist pussy was 
akin to a small, but powerful electrical shock which brought her back to 
immediate reality and awareness of what was about to happen.


"No," she cried, reaching up suddenly against his chest and pushing 
frantically against his weight. "No... you can't!"


The Sheriff's sadistic laughter was the only answer to her abject plea. He 
pushed forward and Mary Anne groaned as she felt the first harsh pressure 
against the tight little virginal opening.


The pressure continued... built up intolerably.


"Aaaaggggh," she cried loudly, flailing her head from side to side as though 
that would relieve the pain. She felt as if her thighs were being ripped 
apart, a hot fiery Roman candle was being shoved into her vagina. "You're 
hurting meeeee!"


Perspiration was dripping from the Sheriffs face as he stared down at her. 
"God, you're a tight little cunt. Feels like it ain't been used too much."


"Please... please... I've never done anything like this... you're hurting 
me."


"Don't give me that shit, sister. I watched you get all heated up, watched 
you suck cock... now don't tell me you ain't been fucked before. I don't 
like to be lied to." In punishment he shoved his hips forward in one vicious 
jerk. Mary Anne screamed at the top of her lungs as she felt the tight 
elastic opening to her femaledom caving in to the inexorable pressure.


"Oh, God! No... you're killing me. Stop... stop. Aiiiee!" The last was a 
shrill cry of agony as the mammoth head of the cock insinuated itself fully 
inside the stretched-beyond-capacity cuntal lips. Tad made his prick jerk a 
couple of times and was rewarding with a pleading moan.


Mary Anne looked up at his brutal face and cringed in fear as she suddenly 
realized that less than an inch of his monstrous fleshy staff was buried 
inside her. He would kill her. He would split her apart as easily as a 
butcher halves a chicken, and there would be no mercy from this sadistic 
creature. Right now he was grinning lewdly down at her, relishing the agony 
on her face, wanting to see and hear more of her expressions of pain.


Abruptly, the grin on his face was replaced by an implacable masque of feral 
lust, fearful in its intensity. He was no longer willing to play little 
games with her, his impatiently throbbing organ was commanding him to fuck 
and fuck right now! The sight of this lush, tender, helpless girl 
spread-eagled beneath him was like a goad.


With a hoarse cry he fell forward and his weight crushed her melon-like ripe 
tits flatly back against her own chest. His hips shot forward at the same 
moment and his long, hard, rigid shaft of muscle, blood and flesh roared 
into the tight virginal confines of her cunt like a powerful, thick 
diamond-headed, case-hardened drill. The soft warm flesh of her vaginal 
walls held firm against the penetration for less than a second and then gave 
way before the brutal invasion. The hymen resisted, bent elastically inward, 
then was shredded-torn like a piece of paper being touched with a hot poker.


"AAAAAAGGGGHHHHHHH" the gurgling scream of pain was a cry of pure 
unadulterated agony, as Mary Anne felt virginal flesh and membrane ripping 
away. His mighty cock continued to plunge deeper into her with all the force 
of a dive bomber, and the outward rippling waves of pain were unbelievable 
in their intensity. And still he continued to go deeper, deeper, ever deeper 
until finally, with a loud groan of delight his testicles slapped hard 
against the white upturned cheeks of her tightly clenched buttocks.


"Aaaaagggghh... You're... you're killing... meeeee-eeee!" she shrieked, her 
words almost incomprehensible-coming as they did from between lips drawn so 
tight from pain that they were merely two white horizontal lines beneath her 
nose.


"God damn! If you ain't the tightest little cunt I've had in years," Tad 
said, a grimace of pain on his own face as he felt her vaginal walls 
clasping his prick like steel fist inside a velvet glove. There was also a 
look of surprise on his face. From the way the girl had acted in bed with 
her boy friend, the Sheriff had been sure she fucked like a rabbit. Now, 
though, he wasn't so sure. She made noises like a god damn virgin, but if he 
popped a cherry he was positive he would have known it. The more he thought 
about it, the more he was sure the girl was putting him on. In retaliation, 
he flexed his hips and made his penis jump in the tightly nested confines of 
her nakedly cringing pussy.


"Aaaggh, don't move," she pleaded, tears streaming down both cheeks. Never 
before had she felt such intolerable pressure and pain. It was as though 
someone had shoved a railroad tie deep into the soft sensitive flesh of her 
helplessly trembling little belly-not only shoved in the tie, but had taken 
an air pump and blown up the balloon of her heavily filled stomach. She was 
positive she had been ripped from anus to navel, the flesh having been torn 
apart as easily as the fragile wishbone on an over-cooked chicken. Every 
little muscular ridge of the hard fleshy rod could be felt pressing against 
her tortured vaginal walls, and the mammoth mushroom head throbbed and beat 
like a monstrous metronome in the echo chambers of her womb. He had taken 
her virginity by force-a virginity she had been willing to give away through 
an act of love, a virginity she had been preserving for an act of love. He 
had taken it by force and, from his behaviour, he obviously was too 
insensitive a brute to know that he had just destroyed her most priceless 
possession. She realized her tears of shame and humiliation and pain were 
bringing added pleasure to him, but she could not control them. They poured 
down her face.


Mary Anne was correct in thinking that Tad Peabody enjoyed seeing her tears. 
It was proof to him that his cock was bigger than anything she had ever 
experienced before, and he knew that within minutes those tears would be 
replaced by a contorted expression of raw lust-an expression that cried out 
to be fucked. It wouldn't take long to turn this young, inexperienced cunt 
into a wanton, begging little slut afflicted with all the helpless desires 
of a drugged whore. He knew this beyond a doubt as a result of the way she 
had acted while he was licking at her tight little pussy. Sure, she had 
resisted, but not as much as she could have. She had a hot streak of 
wantonness in her, that was evident in her sucking of the boy's cock and in 
her exhortations to himself that she didn't want him to stop. He'd fuck her 
silly, then let good old Stan get his kicks in with her. When she left 
Pistola Beach, she'd be pathetically grateful for the lessons he had taught 
her, for the pleasure he had brought her.


Tad lay still for a moment, his face hovering down at hers. Mary Anne 
stifled her sobs, for even the stomach muscular movement associated with the 
shuddering sighs caused her vaginal walls to dilate and compress. Both were 
silent for a moment, then suddenly Tad made his cock jerk deep inside her 
again; the movement caused the Cyclopean head to burrow in even deeper.


"Ohhhh... no," she groaned, her face contorting to a helpless masque of pain 
again. "Don't move it."


"What'd you say?" he asked, deliberately tormenting her and flexing again.


"Aggggh," she groaned, and Tad could feel her pussy tightening as her 
stomach muscles contracted once more in pain.


"Kinda like that, don't you?" he boasted, grinning down sadistically.


Mary Anne could not answer.


Tad jerked his penis again, this time deliberately forcing the head upward 
and deeper. "Answer me when I speak to you, slut."


"Ooohhhh. Yes," she cried, not willing to inflict further punishment on 
herself by telling the truth.


"You really do like it, I can tell. So I think you ought to beg a little."


Mary Anne stared up at him. She refused to bow to this ultimate act of 
degradation. She would never beg. Never!


Tad waited less than five seconds, then pulled his prick out about an inch 
and slammed it home with all the force of a pile driver.


"Aaaaagghhhhh, don't!"


"Then beg, you fucking bitch. Beg to be fucked like a woman."


"Please!" It was a pitiful plea wrenched from the helplessly open mouth of 
the cruelly impaled teenage girl. "Please what?"


"I... I... don't understand."


"Tell me what you want. You want to be fucked. So ask for it like a lady. 
Just say, 'Please fuck me.'"


"I... I can't. Please don't make me," she whimpered in fear and shameful 
humiliation beneath him.


"Now! Beg! God damn you!" He withdrew his cock even further this time and 
slammed it in to the hilt once more, his balls bouncing flatly against her 
upturned buttocks.


"Aaaagghh. Don't. Please. Please fuck me."


Tad made his prick jump twice in succession. "What'd you say? I couldn't 
quite hear you."


"Ooooh, God!" She began sobbing as the final shards of resistance were 
ripped and scattered before his omnipotent power, her increasing pain, and 
the complete impotence of her own helpless position.


"Say it."


"Fuck me. Please fuck me." It was said woodenly, without hope, and tears 
gushed with new force from her stricken eyes as she was forced to mouth the 
lewd, obscene phrase. She knew instinctively that now total victory was his, 
while total humiliation and degradation were hers. She would never be the 
same again, she would never feel the same again. He had called her a "slut" 
and a "whore", and that's exactly what she felt she was. She had permitted 
herself to lose control over all the things she had been taught and learned, 
and now her self respect and dignity "and honesty were all gone along with 
her fragile membrane of virginity. As long as she lived she would never 
forget this moment of ultimate degradation when this complete stranger had 
forced her to beg and she had not had the intestinal fortitude to withstand 
his perverted demand. And even as she touched bottom in her despair, her 
young and resurgent spirit was already seeking to heal her mental anguish. 
From far off in her consciousness, she recalled a high school saying-an 
axiom that she thought would never pertain to her-If rape is inevitable, you 
might as well relax and enjoy it. Well, to all intents and purposes, she had 
been raped. The act had not been culminated yet. She knew that part of the 
intense pain was of her own doing because she was frightened and stiff. 
Consciously, she made a determined effort to relax.


Above her, Tad sensed her acceptance of the inevitable and clamped his hot 
wet lips down over her mouth as he began what to Mary Anne seemed to be a 
surprisingly gentle rocking motion back and forth between her thighs. His 
huge, fleshy instrument came partially out, then moved slowly back in again. 
It hurt, but not as much as before. The intolerable pressure was still 
there, it still felt as if she were being stretched beyond the point of 
human endurance, but the agony had faded.


Tad could feel the tight narrow cuntal passage widening slightly with each 
smooth stroke he made into her pussy. He didn't want to admit it, but the 
tightness of her cunt was going to cause him some control problems. Even as 
he was thinking about it, Mary Anne's body had begun to react in small ways 
beneath him. It started with an almost imperceptible twitch on both sides of 
her vaginal wall, then something was happening to her cervical and uterine 
muscles as she alternatively tightened and loosened her stomach muscles. 
Welcoming lubricant oozed out of her cuntal membranes, and Tad's prick began 
riding even more smoothly in and out of her suddenly willing and eager 
vagina.


Within a minute, Mary Anne's entire body was twitching and writhing beneath 
him. She started a continuous mewling into the tobacco and whiskey scented 
moistness of his mouth, and then shoved her tongue with a fiery wantonness 
deep into his throat. Low moans of lewdly servile acceptance came from her 
passion-constricted throat as, with face disfigured by an implacable 
animal-lust, her nostrils flared and she raised her knees to clap his hard 
pumping buttocks between them.


"That's it, baby. Now you're getting with it," Tad chortled, staring down at 
her now eagerly mouth working, at the straining neck tendons, and at the 
beads of perspiration that had suddenly broken out on her forehead under the 
now disheveled soft blonde hair.


Mary Anne began riding with him, raising her pelvis slightly to meet each 
inward thrust he made. Now that he had her working in unison, Tad slipped 
his hands down her sides and slid them under the supple warm globes of her 
moving ass, grasping one tightly in each hand, and feeling the deeper 
muscles pulsating like some powerful underground machinery. He jerked her 
harder to his strokes and felt her willingness to withdraw as he withdrew, 
so the moist hot hole of her pussy could open further and receive his cock 
to a deeper penetration.


As pleasure overrode the pain centers of her nerve system, Mary Anne's legs 
on either side of his impaling rod of lust-hardened flesh began quivering 
and then jerking in uncontrolled abandon. Her eyes were closed and her 
tongue slavered up into his mouth, scraping his teeth, the roof of his 
mouth, and burrowing itself deep down the back of his throat. Her groans of 
pain had long since given way to animal mewls of pure pleasure. Neck and 
thigh tendons stood out hard and tense, and her stomach muscles rippled with 
each movement of her pelvis as she moved beneath him with an abandonment 
that surprised them both. No longer was there thought in Mary Anne's mind of 
anything except the wonderful sensation of lying beneath this crude, brutal 
stranger who was violating her body, fucking her to near insensibility... 
and her own desire to give back his every joyful thrust with one of her own. 
The Sheriff laboured heavily above her, no longer wanting to humiliate 
her... only to dominate her. She was meeting him halfway off the mattress 
now, and when their bodies clashed against each other, she fought 
him-rotating her hips and rearing and bucking in the air-like a fighting 
marlin standing on its tail attempting to dislodge the cruel barb of the 
hook.


Abruptly, he moved slightly higher on her in order to bring his scraping 
cock into direct contact with her clitoris. He began making longer strokes 
that brought his prick almost all the way out of her now hungrily sucking 
vagina On the backstroke and then plummeting forward into her uplifted 
buttocks again until he could feel the hard slap of his testicles down 
against the defenseless little anus. Grinning lewdly, he quickly slipped his 
hand further under the supple mounds of her buttocks and pressed his middle 
finger against the soft warm opening. He could feel the puckered little lips 
of it nibbling his finger as though it were some toothless animal trying to 
feed. Before she could protest, he pushed into it with a quick movement 
feeling the tight elastic aperture giving way against the onslaught.


Mary Anne's body stiffened and she gasped, "Oooh... God... that hurts."


Tad immediately thrust harder, feeling sadistic pleasure at her pained 
protest as his thick middle finger slid in all the way to the second 
knuckle.


"Aaaagh, you're hurting me!".


Tad laughed cruelly then began working his finger around inside, stretching 
the rubbery softness of the warm, clinging tunnel wider and wider. Within 
seconds another finger had joined the first, and he felt the right 
resistance fading as her now widely stretched back passage held both fingers 
all the way up to the palm of his hand.


Now she was moaning once more-guttural mewls of pleasure as her anus 
gradually became used to this unnatural invasion. Tad's face was wrapped in 
a smile of conquest and victory as he felt her tentatively screw her rectum 
back onto his probing fingers. She winced as one of his fingernails dug 
painfully into the soft, warmly rubbery walls of her rectum, then began 
twisting and squealing in complete abandonment under the double rape of her 
virginal loins.


Mary Anne knew she was hopelessly impaled between his mammoth pounding prick 
in her pussy and his fingers working in and out of her rectum. It was almost 
impossible to move or seek relief in any direction. And she knew in her 
heart that she didn't care. Nothing had ever felt so masochistically 
beautiful before in her life. She liked being here, an abjectly helpless 
love slave for a brutally insensitive barbarian. There was a new and more 
pleasurable kind of pressure building up in her vagina now. It was as though 
all the softness down there had begun clasping tight to his rampaging prick 
and seeking to pull it all the way into her. She hated each withdrawal 
stroke, not wanting to let his penis go, unwilling to have him pull it out; 
and her moist hair-lined slit quivered in loving protest. Sensations, some 
of them almost unbearably beautiful, were beginning to arc through her 
ganglions with each long, hard, pile-driving thrust inward.


Tad sensed she was about to cum, and he welcomed the message her cunt passed 
on to him. He wasn't weary or tired, but her pussy had felt so god-damned 
fabulously tight that he, himself, was about finished. Quickly then, he 
moved his other hand up between their two nakedly straining bodies and began 
fondling the greedily contracting lips of her cunt where he entered her, 
feeling and playing with the tiny, lustfully throbbing clitoris and bringing 
a low continuous moan from her throat. Without volition, his thrusts became 
more urgent, and Mary Anne responded as though she had been fucking all her 
life by beginning to thrash beneath him. Her fingernails raked his back, 
bringing long furrows of raw redness to his white shoulders.


She was almost there, he could feel it as her legs on either side of his 
buttocks jerked wide and up as though she were inviting him to do what he 
willed with her defenselessly spread young vagina. Then her knees were 
beating a savage tattoo of desire against his rib cage' as she began 
chanting, "Oh... oh... oh... " Her face was completely disfigured by the 
hot, feral lust that pounded like demon's blood through every artery, every 
vein, every capillary of her body.


"Ohhhh... OHHHH... " That was all she said, for suddenly her body stiffened 
and her breath caught in her throat.


Tad groaned as he sought to catch up with her, quickening his stroke even 
more, grinding hard and deep so that his long hard prick roamed far up into 
the blind, untouched canyons of her cunt. Her breasts quivered and strained 
up against the massive hairiness of his chest, and the hardened nipples 
pressed against him like little brown diamond shirt studs.


Suddenly Tad felt her pussy opening up all around his prick, and a warm, 
gushing viscosity flooded out of her pulsating cuntal lips. She tried to 
gasp the message that she was cumming, but she didn't have the words. All 
she could do was repeat over and over again, with a vast sense of wonder 
echoed in her taut, almost inarticulate voice, "Oh... OH! God... Ah... 
ahhhh? Aiieeee!" Tad dug his cock deep, deep, deeper inside her, then with 
her body jerking and thrashing maniacally against his, he pushed his prick 
in for one final jab-holding it deep inside her-and then let...


"Oh, God. I'M cumming... I'm cumming," he moaned, as the lips of her cunt 
scissored against his prick, sucking at it as if attempting to milk it of 
every bit of strength. Then his own boiling hot semen shot through the long 
throbbing length of his cock and spurted far up into her warmly throbbing 
little belly.


Mary Anne, lost in a delirium of pure sensation as she felt his prick 
jerking and the heat of his sperm filling her, merely wrapped her arms 
around his massive chest and said, "Yes... yes... cum!" as love liquids from 
the two bodies joined in a hot pool of delight deep in the joyously 
quivering recesses of her womb. She knew she had experienced a tremendous 
orgasm with this crude stranger, and the knowledge left her confused. Her 
heart was still pounding in her chest as though it were some run-away 
machine with no governor attached. Her legs went limp and her knees slid 
down from his buttocks around which they had locked themselves like 
flesh-coloured handcuffs. She felt weak, a weakness that metamorphosed 
rapidly into shame and humiliation as she remembered what had happened and 
how she had acted and who was still lying atop her with his mammoth penis 
still plunged like the sword of a victor deep inside the heart of her still 
trembling little belly.


And, abruptly, tears gushed from her eyes and flooded down both sides of her 
face. She knew that, although she had acceded to this inhuman monster's 
horrible demands, her long evening's ordeal probably had only begun... and 
she knew that she was more defenseless than ever, for now she no longer had 
the self respect or decency or dignity to fight him... and, in truth, wasn't 
even sure she wanted to fight...


CHAPTER SEVEN


Stan drove back to the Paradise Motor Inn from the jail with a concerned and 
thoughtful look on his face. He wasn't sure, but it seemed quite possible 
that the Sheriff might be in trouble as a result of the Watson boy. Jesus! 
That was all they needed, to have a smart-assed punk get sick and screw up 
the works. When he had delivered Bill to the jail, the other kids in the 
lock up had been pounding on the bars with spoons and shoes, and yelling and 
shouting for over an hour. The noise could be heard half a mile away. A 
badly frightened Harvey Roberts, who was working as night jailor tonight, 
met him at the front door and gave him the bad news.


"I've been trying to reach the Sheriff," Harve said, " 'cause I think one of 
the prisoners is kinda sick. The kids claim he's been unconscious for over 
two hours and is throwing up some bloody stuff."


Stan marched on past him without a word, and locked up Bill in the holding 
cell. Then he came back to the deputy. "Okay," he said thoughtfully, "what 
happened?" He knew that Harve, although only 19 himself, didn't panic 
easily; so obviously something bad had occurred earlier.


Harve squirmed under Stan's questioning. Finally he shrugged and said, 
"Well, the Sheriff put the boots to him when the kid got smart-alecky."


"Where?"


"In the nuts and back."


"Jesus Christ! Stan exploded. "Didn't I warn you guys about the back area. 
First of all you leave a god-damned bruise you can't possibly hide or 
explain, and if you don't know exactly what you're doing you're going to 
send a guy to the hospital or the morgue."


"Well, it wasn't me," Harve squealed. "Tad's the one who booted him. I 
didn't lay a hand on him."


"Oh, shit! I'd better take a look at him." Stan unlocked the master cell 
door and went back through the bedlam of shouting, screaming kids. "SHUT 
UP," he bellowed. The prisoners immediately fell silent. "That's better. Now 
where's the kid who's supposed to be sick?"


A thin, pimply-faced youth in a swim suit and short sleeved sweat shirt 
said, "Over here. You'd better get an ambulance quick; he's dying."


Stan glared at the boy sarcastically. "You a doctor-qualified to give 
medical opinions?"


"No," the youth began, "but I can tell when... "


"Shut up then." Stan unlocked the door and went in. He didn't have to take a 
second look at the motionless, white-faced figure of the boy lying on the 
bunk to know that they were all in trouble. The kid might not be dying, but 
was hurt bad. That meant they'd probably have to sober up Doc Pearson and 
bring him down to the jail so he could have a look.. Christ! They might even 
have to take the kid to the hospital... that's when the shit would hit the 
fan.


The kids remained silent as Stan nodded and announced, "Okay. I'll get a 
doctor." This, surprisingly, was greeted by loud, good-natured cheers. He 
went out, shaking his head, perplexed as always by the rapidity with which 
kids' moods change from violent anger to playfulness and back to anger 
again. You couldn't trust them anymore than you could an ass biting hound 
with bad blood he thought.


When Stan got back out to the office he told the deputy to have someone 
start looking. for Doc Pearson. "Try the nigger whore house in Kennedyville 
first," he added.


Harve nodded his understanding then asked, "Where you and Tad gonna be in 
case I need you?"


"We're going to be out of town and out of touch."


"But, Stan... "


"No 'buts', them's the Sheriff's orders." Stan was forced to stare Harve 
down; he'd never seen the deputy so rattled before. Well, maybe it would 
teach the dumb son of a bitch a lesson-don't ever use your boots low on a 
man's back-keep 'em in the ribs or low in the belly. It might not hurt, he 
thought, to throw a little scare into Sheriff Peabody as well. Tad, of all 
people, should know better than boot a skinny kid in the kidneys... no 
matter what the provocation.


Stan was determined to tell the Sheriff all about the Watson boy when he 
parked the patrol car out in the closed portion of the Paradise Motor Inn's 
garage and let himself in the back way to his own apartment. However, once 
upstairs in his study, the sight that greeted his eyes through the two way 
mirror made him forget everything except his own suddenly boiling desire.


Down there below him, the white, hardly glistening cock of the Sheriff was 
burrowing into the young blonde girl's wide-opened little pussy. He had been 
right; the little cunt was a hot one. There she was, her mouth laxly open, 
tongue hanging out of the side, using arms and knees to ride old Tad as 
though she were clinging to the underside of a galloping horse. God, she was 
really pouring it to him! Obviously they both were about to cum. Quickly, he 
picked up his Polaroid and shot one for the record book. You couldn't 
recognize Tad, unless you knew his ass, but you sure as hell could identify 
the girl! Who knows, they might need it later as additional proof that she 
was nothing more than just an adventuresome little slut who had fucked half 
the men in Pistola Beach before the police finally caught on to her 
activities.


Stan thought briefly once more about the Watson kid's injuries as he walked 
downstairs and unlocked the door between the rooms, but then it slipped his 
mind completely as he entered the bedroom and heard Tad's delighted snorting 
and bellowing, "Oh, God! I'm cumming," together with the girl's seductive 
crooning, "Yes... yes oh god, cum inside me." He stood there silently 
watching the thick white rod spurting jerkily in and out of the pink, wildly 
clasping furrow of the girl's wide spread cunt, before the two nakedly 
entwined bodies sort of melted into each other as their simultaneous orgasms 
left them both weak.


He had already removed his boots and unzipped his uniform trousers when he 
heard the Sheriff say wonderingly, "God damn if you ain't the hottest little 
fuck I've had in years."


Instead of responding, the girl had fallen limply back against the mattress 
and begun sobbing That was the trouble with women, Stan thought in disgust; 
they never were honest, even with themselves! This little cunt had really 
enjoyed the reaming she got from old Tad, but now she was acting as though 
she hadn't liked it one bit. Well, just wait until she felt him get it up 
inside her; that little pussy of hers would be standing up at attention, 
saluting, singing the Star Spangled Banner, and yelling "play ball" before 
he got through with her. Stan was completely naked when he padded across the 
room, tapped the Sheriff on his bare ass, and said, "Well, Tad. You gonna 
stay there all night? How about letting the enlisted men have some of that 
prime little pussy!"


Peabody jumped as if he had been shot and turned around. "Cod damnit, Stan. 
Don't sneak up on me like that." t Stan saw the sudden look of understanding 
horror cross the girl's face as she realized he was going to fuck her also. 
His crude laugh made her wince as though she had been struck.


"Now come on, honey. You didn't think old Tad here was going to be the only 
one that got to sample that hot little cunt of yours? How many times did he 
make you cum, anyway?"


Mary Anne's only answer was a whimpering sob.


Tad laughed in cruel glee at Stan's lewd question. "Hell, it don't matter 
none about how many times... it's the quality that counts. She only came 
once, but it damned near killed her it was so good. Now that I've stretched 
it open, when you shove that dinky little old pecker of yours in there it'll 
be just like sticking a rat's tail down a well." He guffawed at his own 
crude humor, then his belly started shaking with laughter as he saw the look 
of disgust and shame on the girl's face. Without Warning, he pulled the long 
flaccid length of his cock from her cunt; it came out with a loud wet 
"plop."


"There you are, boy. Help yourself," he said.


"Jesus Christ!" Stan exclaimed, as he saw the mass of blood and cum on the 
sheets and on the girl's thighs and abdomen. "She's flying the red flag."


Tad looked down disbelievingly at his own blood-smeared thighs then stared 
in accusation at the girl. "Shit, woman! Why in hell didn't you tell me you 
had the rag on before I went down on you?" His face contorted in a grimace 
and he looked as if he were afraid to lick his lips.


Mary Anne had begun weeping uncontrollably again. She stuttered out the 
words, "I... I'm... not... menstruating. You hurt me." Then, with a sudden 
heat in her voice, she added, I told you I hadn't ever done anything like 
this before."


Stan took one look at the stunned expression on Tad's face and he doubled up 
in laughter. "Whooeeee. Just look at yourself in the mirror." He snorted and 
wheezed in his amusement. "God damn! Now that's a real experienced cocksman 
for you. Doesn't even know when he gets a cherry."


Tad glanced like a tormented bull from the deputy to the weeping girl, not 
knowing what to believe. The fucking kid couldn't have been a virgin... not 
as hot as she had acted! And yet, he was forced to believe her as he 
remembered the taste of her cunt. That had been sweet as orange blossom 
honey-no blood there then. Shaking his head sadly, feeling as if he had been 
cheated, he rolled over on the bed and lay face up staring at the ceiling as 
Stan quickly crawled up between her limply spread legs.


Mary Anne could feel her stomach trying to draw itself up in a tiny ball as 
this second man kneeled between her helplessly outspread thighs. He grinned 
lewdly down at her, and she closed her eyes to shut out the sight of his 
smirking, knowing face.


"Baby, when my cock finishes with you, you'll know what it means to be 
fucked," he bragged.


Mary Anne had expected the return of excruciating pain again when he slipped 
up inside her, but her once plundered vagina was now so filled with the 
Sheriff's still hot semen and her own warm excitement that his prick slid in 
easily all the way. She was surprised at the ease of penetration... 
-surprised and relieved. Almost immediately he began to fuck vigorously in 
and out of her, riding high and scraping at the overly-sensitive clitoris. 
The sensations were almost overwhelming, right from the beginning, and she 
fought them with every bit of her battered will power. It was an unfair 
contest, however, for Stan seemed to sense that she was fighting him and he 
began to rotate his hips, driving in from slightly different angles and 
scraping every hidden part of the inner walls of her womb. Then, almost 
without realizing it her hips had begun tantalizingly slow grinding up and 
down, and then her knees raised slightly as her naked young body began to 
cooperate with this new ravishment of her defenseless cunt. After a moment, 
she gasped as the last mental barriers fell before the powerful sensations 
engendered by his teasingly rotating penis and her now awakened and suddenly 
eager vagina.


Tad watched as her long supple legs lifted and locked themselves around the 
deputy's buttocks. He still had difficulty believing the girl had been a 
virgin. Just look at her go, he thought, she's a natural born fucker... 
probably could screw poor old Stan and me both into an early grave.


Mary Anne felt the first tremulous beginnings of the orgasm within two 
minutes, and it was on her before she was prepared. Her body simply went out 
of control as she gasped out the message, "Aaaaahhhh... Aiiiiieeeee... I'm 
cumming. I'm cumming!"


Stan, wanting to conquer her completely, just kept sawing away, and he was 
rewarded by the knowledge that she had immediately reached an orgasmic 
plateau where she was almost in continuous climax. He deliberately withheld 
his own impatient sperm until her responses grew weaker and weaker and she 
slumped near unconscious back against the pillow. Her legs splayed out 
obscenely, her eyes rolled up in her head, and her mouth hung laxly open. It 
was only then that Stan drove his prick viciously home half a dozen times 
and groaned in wild relief and delight as it began spewing out its hot load 
of cum into the swirling depths of her satiated little pussy.


He pulled his deflating cock out of Mary Anne's limply sprawled body and 
then stood beside the bed, grinning in victory down at the girl and at Tad. 
"Well, Tad? You wanta try a little more?"


"Hell, there ain't nothing left to try. Unless she's just pretending." He 
bent over and pinched the young blonde teenager's nipple. The only response 
was an almost inaudible moan. Tad shook his head, "She ain't playing possum, 
that's for sure."


"Nope," Stan said proudly. "She won't be worth a damn for anything for at 
least a couple of Tad stood up and scratched his hairy belly, then spotted 
the whiskey bottle on the table near the door. He padded over like some 
thirsty bear and began drinking; his Adam's apple danced several times and, 
when he lowered the bottle, the liquid level had dropped about three inches. 
He belched, then said unhappily, "I sure didn't think the party would end 
this quick." Rapidly,. he added, "I ain't finding fault, you know. That cunt 
there was the best I had in a long time, but that's the trouble with a real 
energetic little girl like that... puts everything she's got into the first 
fuck." He grinned nastily, obviously getting a dig in, "Doesn't leave much 
for the man who has to take seconds."


Stan snatched the bottle from him. "Who you trying to shit? About all you 
did was loosen her up a bit for me." He drank about two inches of the 
whiskey, then found the bottle ripped from his hands.


"Don't be a hog," Tad growled, good-naturedly. He nipped two inches, stared 
at the remainder as if trying to decide whether or not to share it, then 
shrugged and handed it over to Stan. He glanced back over toward Mary Anne. 
"Don't suppose there's anything we can do to put some life in that, do 
you... a little red pepper, or pour some whiskey in it, or something?"


"Why don't you just crawl up there and shove it to her?"


"That'd be about as exciting as fucking a jar of grape jelly." Tad gazed 
remorsefully at the almost empty bottle of whiskey, then drained it. As the 
last drop went down his throat, his eyes suddenly widened and he put down 
the bottle almost reverently.


Stan saw the expression and, puzzled, asked, "What's wrong?"


Tad made a pretense of looking under the dinette table, then shook his head 
sadly. A moment later, he lifted the bedspread and looked under the unused 
bed.


"What's got into you, Tad Peabody?" Stan asked, really perplexed now.


"I thought you told me there was two cunts in this room."


Stan looked stunned. He had forgotten all about the little brunette, and now 
that he thought about her perfect little figure and her distant coolness 
when she had checked in, he abruptly decided that she would probably be even 
a better fuck than her blonde room mate. "Jesus!" he said. "I completely 
forgot about her."


"Well, where the fuck is she?"


"Christ, I don't know."


"Let's ask this little cunt here. She ought to know." Tad went over to the 
bedside and gruffly shook Mary Anne's leg. The girl moaned and stirred. 
"Come on," Tad snarled. "Wake up." When she didn't respond, he grimaced 
angrily, grabbed her hair close to her head, and slapped her face two or 
three times... not enough to bruise, but enough to sting to 
half-awakefulness.


Mary Anne came sputtering to the surface of consciousness. For a second she 
couldn't recall where she was or what had happened. Then she remembered and 
with the return of memory came the sensation of pain on her face, at her 
hair line, and between her legs, together with the shame of what had 
occurred. Her body felt abused and obscenely defiled. Oh God... Please, 
please don't let them do that to me again, she thought groggily. What other, 
even more horrible, things they had done while her body lay there 
unconscious, she couldn't even begin to imagine. She abruptly became aware 
that someone was speaking angrily to her.


"What... did you say?" she asked, trying to focus her eyes.


Tad sighed in exasperation and repeated his question for the third time. "I 
said, 'Where's your girl friend?'; we want to talk to her."


Mary Anne had opened her mouth to answer when suddenly her brain and 
conscience began screaming warnings at her. She couldn't betray Sharon! 
Never! Sharon was her friend, and Mary Anne knew the real reason these 
horrible men wanted to get their hands on her. No! They could slap and shout 
and torture all they wanted, but she would never betray her friend. Mary 
Anne gazed directly into the Sheriff's eyes; his figure went in and out of 
focus, but her voice was steady when she replied, "I don't know."


Stan said quietly, "She's lying."


The Sheriff twisted his hand, pulling her long blonde hair so tight that it 
seemed ready to rip out of her scalp. "I know you're lying, too. Where is 
she?"


"I won't tell you."


Surprisingly, the Sheriff let go of her hair and Mary Anne's head fell back 
against the pillow. He glanced over toward the deputy. "Stan," he said, 
"how'd you like to hold this little girl while I fuck her in the asshole?"


Mary Anne cringed in horror and involuntarily brought her knees up in 
protection as the deputy brutally laughed and said, "I think we both ought 
to try putting our pricks in there."


"No... please! You can't," she pled. Weren't they satisfied with their 
ravishment of her vagina? What sort of perverted beasts were these men? She 
would die before she permitted that to happen. Besides, her bruised and 
battered body and mind had taken more punishment than any woman could be 
expected to take. She screamed in fright and attempted to twist away as the 
deputy lunged at her feet. Laughing, the Sheriff put his brawny arms around 
her hips and with one savage twist, turned her body face down on the bed. 
Mary Anne kicked and squirmed with all her strength, but the two men only 
snickered at her futile efforts. Suddenly the Sheriff grabbed two pillows 
and shoved them under her hips, forcing her defenseless white young buttocks 
up into the air.


"Don't... oh, God! Please don't," she wept, crying in abject fear and 
cringing futilely down into the mattress.


Sheriff Peabody grabbed her hair again and turned her face toward him. His 
huge, fully erect prick was only inches away from her lips now.


"All right," he said. "Tell us where your friend is and well leave you 
alone."


"Please... please don't make me. I can't tell you." She groaned and squirmed 
as she felt the deputy forcing her legs apart and then the horrible touch of 
his finger probing into the soft giving cleft of her buttocks. The Sheriff 
at the same time slowly pulled the foreskin back from the head of his cock. 
Mary Anne could see the oozing white seminal fluid seeping from the tip. 
Even as she watched, the cock moved forward until it was pressing against 
her tightly clenched lips. Sheriff Peabody used the head as he would a 
mammoth tube of lipstick to smear the seeping semen on the end around her 
mouth. Then, miraculously, he withdrew it... and at the same time, the 
finger went away from her anus.


"Tell us," the Sheriff said ominously. "We won't ask you again. This is your 
last chance to cooperate with us."


All thoughts of protecting Sharon went out the window with this reprieve. 
Mary Anne knew she would do anything to keep from submitting to these beasts 
again... even if it meant betraying her best friend. And even as her mind 
was formulating these accusing thoughts, a process of rationalization had 
begun. After all, she wouldn't be in this position right now if it weren't 
for Sharon and her lies. Sharon was to blame for everything that had 
happened to Mary Anne... the arrest, the rape, and now this new and even 
more dreadful threat of unnatural ravishment.


Quickly then, before either they, or she, could change their minds, she 
gasped out the room number where Sharon and George were located. And the 
enormity of what she had just done immediately hit her. She began weeping 
once again-deep, shuddering sobs of undiluted shame at her betrayal of 
herself and Sharon.


She wasn't even aware that the two men had dressed in their uniforms, 
strapped on their guns, and left her locked in the room.


CHAPTER EIGHT


Both George and Sharon were so stoned out of their minds on the marijuana 
that neither was conscious of what was going on around them. Of the two, 
George was far worse. Sharon, at least, reacted with a soft croon of 
delight-even though she didn't open her eyes-when Tad began fondling her 
perfect little body. She was bone dry in the vagina, which pleased the 
Sheriff; he looked forward to dampening it for her. He wormed his middle 
finger all the way in to the hilt, causing Sharon to sigh and close her 
thighs in on his hand. A vacuous grin was etched on her face.


Stan slapped and back-handed George a couple of times and got absolutely no 
reaction at all from the boy. He turned to the Sheriff, watching him finger 
fuck his girl and massage her breasts, and said, "It's no use. Want to leave 
him here? He won't be capable of going any place for a long time."


"Suit yourself," Tad said, continuing his fondling of the unconscious girl, 
"but the snatch goes with me over to the other room."


For a split second Stan felt a flare of anger. That god-damned Peabody was a 
real hog when it came to women, a selfish, inconsiderate, son of a bitch who 
always had to be first... never second... always leaving a pussy cum soaked 
for the next guy to flounder through. Abruptly, Stan decided he was going to 
stick close to Tad and the girl. When the time came to bury a cock in her, 
he would have his say-even if it meant threatening the Sheriff with an end 
to these little parties unless Stan got his rightful share too.


"Okay," the motel owner said, dumping George's unconscious body back onto 
the bed. "We leave him." He took his handcuffs and locked the boy's wrist to 
the bedspring. "I'll come with you and the broad." The Sheriff was so 
engrossed with the slowly growing slipperiness of Sharon's vagina that he 
seemed to be paying no attention to him. Stan could see his mammoth prick 
outlined in its half aroused stage under his uniform trousers.


Finally Tad did look up. "Do you think we should fuck her here?" It was 
asked hopefully.


"No. Let's go back to the other little cunt. That way we can play doubles 
later on."


The Sheriff reluctantly stopped his digital assault on Sharon's defenseless 
cunt. He pulled out his finger, sniffed it, grinned, and nodded his head in 
approval.


They didn't bother to dress the girl in the bikini swim suit that was lying 
crumpled on the floor next to the bed. Instead, they used George's white 
shirt as a dress. It came down just below her buttocks and, to all intents 
and purposes, afforded as much coverage as a mini-skirt. Then supporting her 
between them, they locked the room and half-carried her past the pool, 
across the lawn, to Stan's private entrance. Before opening the door, the 
motel owner glanced carefully around. No one had seen them, he thought, and 
that was good.


He had no way of knowing that their progress across the lawn with the 
unconscious woman had been noted by the night clerk who watched them with a 
look of disgust, knowing exactly what was about to happen to the helpless 
young white girl. He had seen it before, many times before. After they had 
disappeared into Stan's private room, he stood there silently for a long 
time, a thoughtful look on his dark placid face.


When they threw open the door between Stan's apartment and the girls' motel 
room, Mary Anne-still groggy but fully dressed-spun around weeping in 
frustration as she frantically twisted the knob and pounded at the lock in 
an effort to get the front door open.


Stan laughed mirthfully. "Just take a look at that, Sheriff. One little 
whore apprehended while attempting to escape."


Mary Anne shrank back as he quickly moved across the room and snatched the 
purse from her hands. He opened it, reached in, and pulled out the 
photographs. "Trying to steal State's evidence as well."


Tad stared at the blonde girl huddling in fright against the door, with one 
trembling fist pressed up to her mouth. His eyes roved her ripe luscious 
figure and he could feel his earlier excitement about the blonde beginning 
to build up again. Jesus, she looked even better dressed in that tight 
sweater and little navy blue-knit mini skirt than she had nude... if that 
was possible. He wondered what kind of panties she was wearing under the 
skirt, and suddenly he had a tremendous desire to undress her... to slowly 
uncover every delicious morsel of that sexy, big-titted young body. He 
removed his arm from around Sharon's waist, and the petite brunette slumped 
to the floor.


Mary Anne only then became aware of Sharon's condition. Impulsively she 
started toward her friend. "Oh... God! What have you done to her?" She 
hadn't taken two steps before Stan grabbed her around the waist and spun her 
around, pressing his hot, wide-open mouth against her lips which were parted 
in startled protest.


"Don't!" she managed to gasp before her objections were cut off by the motel 
owner's mouth. The fright was pouring adrenalin into her blood system, and 
the earlier sexual-induced stupor was rapidly leaving her in full command of 
senses and body. Her squealing struggles only made both men laugh crudely as 
they seemingly took great delight at her futile efforts to release herself 
from their clutches. She heard the gruff voice of the Sheriff coming from 
right behind her. "Hold her, Stan," he ordered.


The deputy's arm obediently tightened around her waist, and although she was 
fighting now with all her strength, she was no match for the awesome power 
of the burly motel owner.


Tad reached out with one hand and lifted her skirt from behind. He whistled 
and grinned as he saw the powder blue bikini panties clinging lovingly to 
the soft rounded curves of her supple buttocks, then stared in hungry 
appreciation at the shadowy, beguiling cleft of her ass and at the backs of 
her thighs, tanned now, where little soft almost imperceptible blonde hairs 
lay like a fine sheen of perspiration. Using the fingers and palms of both 
hands, he reached up and began peeling down the panties. All of Mary Anne's 
exertions proved to be of no avail; she could not prevent him from obtaining 
his lewd objective. A moment later she felt the cool breeze blowing against 
her naked buttocks and heard his lewd laugh of victory as he stared at the 
ripened mounds of flesh so enticingly revealed before his glittering 
pig-like eyes. He bit her; she squealed. Impatiently, now, he released the 
snaps at the side of the skirt and it, too, dropped in a heap to the floor 
to join her nylon panties.


Mary Anne could only groan inarticulately, incapable of speech as Stan's 
tongue drove in and out of her protesting mouth. A feeling of utter 
dejection and defeat had begun stealing over her again. She was a sexual 
captive of these two horrible strangers; she had fought them earlier with 
all her strength and mind, but they had crumpled her defenses as though the 
moral barriers had never been erected at all. There was, she gradually 
realized with resignation, absolutely nothing she could do to prevent them 
from doing as they willed with her. Neither fight nor cooperation would 
speed her release. What was to be... would be! And abruptly, all will to 
fight left her. She stood there, trembling and defeated, letting them do as 
they desired.


"That's better," Stan growled, feeling her body suddenly relax. At once his 
hands dropped from waist and shoulders to cup her cool buttocks in the palms 
of his hands. He began kneading them as he would bread dough.


Tad unbuttoned the back of the tight sweater and then yanked it up over her 
head. Seconds later, Mary Anne felt the release of pressure against her 
breasts and realized that the bra had been taken off, too. She was nude now, 
completely nude-stripped of clothing and of self respect and of desire to 
fight.


Once they had her naked, both men seemed to be momentarily at a loss to know 
what to do next. But not for long, however. It was the Sheriff who got a 
thoughtful look on his face, then laughed coarsely. Without explaining, he 
went across the room and picked up Sharon. He carried her effortlessly to 
the bed and tossed her down on it. When she landed, the white dress shirt 
came up over her hips revealing her startling black and sparsely flecked 
young pubic mound, and Mary Anne realized only then that Sharon wore nothing 
beneath...


"Undress her, real slow like," the Sheriff demanded.


Stan guffawed as he realized what the other man had in mind. When Mary Anne 
didn't move' immediately from her spot by the door, he reached around from 
behind and brutally pinched her breast.


She moaned in helpless pain and then found herself propelled viciously 
forward as Stan put his boot against her buttocks and shoved with all his 
might. She fell across the bed.


"Undress her," the Sheriff repeated, and his voice had an unmistakable 
threat of real punishment in it if she did not start cooperating.


Refusing to think of the consequences, Mary Anne slowly began unbuttoning 
the white dress shirt. Sharon moaned and mumbled something, then turned her 
head to one side and went back to sleep. The movement caused the shirt to 
slide open over her little ripe, peach-like breasts. Mary Anne unfastened 
the last button and had started to rise when the Sheriff snapped, "Take it 
off her."


Woodenly, she did as instructed, then stood upright clutching the shirt in 
her hand. She gazed at the Sheriff whose eyes were fastened like a 
blood-sucking leech on the helpless loins of Sharon. His huge erection made 
it appear as though he were carrying an extremely large cucumber or banana 
inside his pants. Quickly, she turned her eyes away and was confronted by 
the same awesome bulge in the trousers of the smirking motel owner.


Mary Anne could hear the hoarse breathing from both of the men; she had 
heard the same noise once before when two of the neighborhood dogs had 
brought down a lost doe and-with the deer bleeding to death from a ripped 
throat-the hounds had stood there watching, panting, hoarsely breathing, 
before savagely attacking the wounded animal again, viciously shredding its 
still living flesh with their razor-sharp teeth.


"Lay down beside her," the Sheriff instructed.


You mustn't Mary Anne, her mind shouted at her. Let them do what they want 
to you, but don't help them anymore with Sharon. It's bad enough that you 
betrayed her whereabouts to them, but don't be a witting party to whatever 
it is they have in their evil perverted minds.


The indecision apparently showed on her face, for Tad Peabody reached out 
one big hand, cruelly grasped her hair close to the scalp, and twisted her 
face toward him. "I said," he repeated through clenched teeth, 'lay down 
beside her."


"You're hurting me," Mary Anne cried. This plea only made him tighten his 
grip and her face contorted in pain. "Stop! I'll do it. I'll... do... it," 
she sobbed.


"That's better." He watched as the girl, cringing and weeping, finally did 
as she was ordered. She lay face up on the bed, but kept a respectable 
distance between her and her friend.


"Now loss her," the Sheriff said, then added so there would be no mistake, 
"on the lips."


Mary Anne trembled violently in shame and fear. She had absolutely no idea 
what this horrible beast intended to do or what would be accomplished by 
kissing Sharon, but she was afraid to refuse his command. Obediently then, 
she turned on her side and softly touched lips with the petite brunette. 
Sharon moaned and her lips parted.


"French-kiss her. Pretend you and your boy friend are kissing. Go on... 
stick your tongue in her mouth."


Mortified at the strange request and knowing that her face was beet red from 
embarrassment, she timidly stuck her tongue between Sharon's parted lips. 
The little brunette hummed low in her throat and began a gentle sucking 
against the invader; this unconscious reaction surprised and disturbed Mary 
Anne because it was not a displeasing sensation. Even in her deeply drugged 
state, Sharon obviously found pleasure in the act for, without opening her 
eyes, she languidly raised her arms and put them around Mary Anne's neck, 
pulling her head down in closer contact. This accomplished, the petite 
brunette's hands began a slow brazen wandering over the other girl's 
shoulders and back, brushing lightly against the swelling flanks leading to 
the buttocks.


Both men exchanged knowing looks now that the action was beginning to heat 
up a bit, with Stan nodding with glee as he noticed Mary Anne squirm 
uncomfortably against Sharon's tender caress.


Tad grinned lewdly then said, "Kiss her titties.


Take the nipple in your mouth and tease it-bite it-with your teeth."


Mary Anne pulled her mouth away from Sharon's lips and looked up in mute 
appeal, now beginning to know precisely what these vile beasts had in mind. 
They weren't satisfied in mere rape, now they wanted her to participate in 
an act of perversion... so they could watch a performance of lesbian sex. 
She saw no mercy on the lawman's brutal face, only salacious expectation. 
When she paused for what seemed to be too long for him, he said simply. "You 
can do it of your own free will, or we can force you. But one way or the 
other, you're going to do everything I tell you to. Make it easy on 
yourself. Don't matter none to me." As he spoke, he removed his badge from 
his chest and fingered the three inch long pin used to fasten the star to 
the shirt. He added, almost as an after thought "you ever had one of these 
stuck in your pussy?"


Mary Anne had already suffered so much pain and humiliation that she 
believed implicitly he wouldn't hesitate a second to carry out his terrible 
threat. Rather than suffer any more, she would do anything they told her... 
no matter how revolting or repulsive. She fastened her mouth to the rubbery 
softness of her girl friend's right breast, tasting the sun-tan oil and the 
faint salinity of perspiration. Beneath her lips she felt the nipple 
hardening and growing, and as life grew in the nipple, a shiver of quickly 
suppressed excitement rippled through her. Almost without thinking about it, 
she teased breast and nipple with her tongue and teeth. Sharon's little 
moans of pleasure were becoming more obvious now, and there was increased 
response as the brunette seemed to be partially snapping out of her 
marijuana stupor.


Both men saw the smaller girl's hand travel down the front between their two 
nude bodies and begin fondling the blonde's big left breast. Mary Anne drew 
back at the touch, but the hand followed her, bringing with it a forbidden 
warm pleasure as it found and caressed her nipple. Sharon's shapely legs had 
begun an almost imperceptible opening and closing motion... as if she were 
slowly treading water.


Stan and the Sheriff were both in the process of removing their uniforms 
when Tad ordered, "Now turn around and straddle her face. Put your hot 
little pussy right down to her lips, and then you lick her cunt until I tell 
you to stop."


Tears of helpless shame began coursing down Mary Anne's face as she 
obediently turned and put her knees on both sides of Sharon's head. She 
looked up once more, hoping for reprieve, but saw only the ugly implacable 
look of lust on both men's faces. Even as she stared pitifully at them, the 
Sheriff dropped his pants and his huge cock jumped out like a tiger suddenly 
released from its leash.


Unable to face the sight, Mary Anne looked down into the inviting 
wide-spread cuntal opening of her unconscious friend. There, before her eyes 
and only inches away, the pouting pink lips of Sharon's vagina awaited. 
Already they shone with a myriad of tiny silver lights as sexual 
excite-merit-engendered by the kissing and oral manipulation of the breasts, 
and further magnified by the marijuana's uncertain sensual effects-caused 
the cuntal lubricant to begin seeping in preparation of love-making.


Without previous warning, behind her she heard a low guttural moan from her 
girl friend and felt the older girl's arms wrap themselves around her waist. 
Before she knew what was happening her hips were being impatiently pulled 
down toward the petite brunette's hot and suddenly voracious mouth. With the 
first electric contact between tongue and her vagina, Mary Anne moaned in 
despair-attempting to fight the sensation, as if denying the pleasure would 
make the intense feeling go away. Instead of disappearing, however, the 
forbidden excitement and joy built up in intensity.


"God damn, look at that little girl go," Tad said reverently as he watched 
Sharon's quivering tongue eagerly slithering like a side-winder along the 
entire cuntal cleft.


Stan, feeling an arousement he hadn't felt in months, grinned his agreement, 
and switched his attention to Mary Anne's face. The blonde was about to go 
out of her mind already. She obviously dug this tongue-fucking; it seemed 
only a matter of seconds before she joined in whole-heartedly. And he was 
right, for even as his mind formulated the thought, Mary Anne groaned once 
in defeat and ecstasy and, with a low moan of lust, buried her face in the 
mass of softly succulent female flesh. Her tongue sought and captured 
Sharon's elusive little clitoris and brought the tingling nerve ends to 
pulsating erectness.


Mary Anne's nostrils' were filled with her girl friend's cuntal essence and 
her mouth was filled with the wildly exhilarating taste of her vagina. 
Forgetting the untenable situation, ignoring the two men, Mary Anne gave in 
to her own passions and began working in earnest-feeling a desperate need to 
repay Sharon in some way for the pleasure the brunette's tongue and lips 
were bringing her' loins. Jolt after jolt of excitement and delight shot 
through her entire body, and the sensations built... built... and grew in 
ecstatic intensity until they reached a point of rapture where Mary Anne 
felt she had to orgasm or die. She began digging deeper into the warm, 
sweet, moist vaginal cavity with her tongue, and her head bobbed up and down 
with increasing urgency as if signaling the other girl to go faster and 
deeper herself. Sharon's frantic movements made it apparent that she, too, 
was almost there. Mentally and physically Mary Anne reached for the climax 
and actually could feel the first tremulous beginnings of it when, with the 
suddenness of an earthquake, she felt a pair of burly arms wrap themselves 
around her hips and pull her away from the tantalizing, tormenting tongue of 
delight.


"Wha... what?" she panted, hanging head down and feeling a cold sterile 
aching void in her vagina where a moment before Sharon's feverish mouth had 
been bringing life and a wild wanton music.


Stan was holding Mary Anne's body like a rug bent in the middle; he simply 
walked over to the other bed and dropped her where she lay, stunned by the 
unexpectedness of what had happened. From the adjoining bed, she heard a 
shrill, bird-like cry of fear from the now almost fully-conscious Sharon who 
had just opened her eyes for the first time and was confronted by the 
petrifying sight of two nude, beefy strangers both leering lustfully down at 
her nakedness.


Mary Anne heard Sharon's silent struggle as the girl sought to get out of 
bed, but Sheriff Peabody was too fast for her. He literally fell on her, his 
weight crushing the breath right out of her naked body. His hot mouth closed 
down over hers as though he were attempting to suck the very life out of her 
fear constricted throat.


Stan watched unhappily as he saw the other man's knees insinuating 
themselves between the little brunette's tightly closed thighs, prying them 
apart and opening up the passageway to her cunt. Finally he could contain 
his anger no longer. He tapped the Sheriff smartly on his bare ass. "Hey. 
Tad! I want to talk to you 'bout something."


The Sheriff took his mouth away from Sharon's and had begun a retort when 
the little brunette took a deep breath and screamed. Tad's open hand simply 
covered her face, and Mary Anne could see his fingers digging painfully into 
her friend's forehead and into the soft flesh beneath the chin. The only 
sound that came from Sharon now was an inarticulate muttering.


Stan continued. "I ain't going to take seconds this time. It's my turn to 
fuck the cunt first."


Tad could hardly believe his ears. A sense of blood-red outrage had started 
sweeping over him when he abruptly remembered he was, after all,. Stan's 
guest and that this was the other man's house. "Ah, now... Stan... " he 
began wheedling. "Why you want to spoil the party? Here I been thinking how 
hospitable you were by giving me first crack at the snatch...


"I don't care. I'd like to try an unslopped up hole for once."


Tad looked thoughtful, then grinned. "Ain't anything more dry than this 
girl's little old asshole. Why... you know? I bet you'd even get a cherry 
that way."


Sharon's renewed struggling indicated to Mary Anne that the other girl was! 
aware that the two men were fighting over her like two dogs over a bone. She 
had never heard anything so lewd or horrible in her life. Surely they must 
be kidding; the whole thing was too insanely perverted to be the truth. But 
even as she was thinking this, she saw the sudden ugly look of anticipation 
and a nod of assent from the deputy. The evil monster actually looked as if 
he were pleased with the idea.


Tad laughed crudely and said, "Attaboy. We'll both fuck her at the same 
time." Then he took his hand away from Sharon's face. She immediately took a 
deep breath in anticipation of screaming, and the Sheriff put his hand 
around her throat, squeezing her until her face turned almost purple and her 
neck turned a fish-belly white. "Look," he snarled viciously. "I'm going to 
tell you this once, and once only. You're nothing but a sexual dee-vee-ate 
as far as I'm concerned. I seen you eating your friend's pussy and relishing 
it just like it was county fair blue-ribbon piccalilli. Earlier tonight, in 
case you don't remember, we caught you having illegal sexual intercourse 
with a boy in another room and smoking marijuana.


"Now you can do as I say... or go to jail. If I throw you in jail, you're 
going to find yourself in real trouble because I got two nigger 
lesbians-both butch dykes about 200 pounds each-locked up in the women's 
section. They're mean, both of them are in there for slicing another 
lesbian's tit off with a razor. You cooperate with me. Hear now. You hear!" 
He tightened his grip on her throat and shook her like a bulldog shakes a 
rat. "Cooperate when I fuck you-give me a little action out of that nice 
little pussy of yours and I'll treat you nice and let you go. If you don't 
cooperate, so help me God I'll still fuck you, but when I'm through with 
you, I'll toss your ass to the lesbians and you can scream your fucking head 
off for 72 hours before I come back to see what's going on. I can be awfully 
hard of hearing sometimes."


Even Mary Anne was trembling in fear when he cautiously removed his hand 
from Sharon's face. The little brunette was suddenly weeping tears of fright 
and pain. She turned her head and stared beseechingly at Mary Anne. "Help 
me," she pled. Stan's coarse laughter had a ring of sadistic glee to it 
"Sheeet, honey. She ain't about to help you; she's the one who told us where 
we could find you... so we all could have this fine old party here tonight. 
Don't worry. As high as you are, you'll love it. You'll never forget the 
fucking we're going to give you... you'll still be bragging about it fifty 
years from now. Ask your blonde lil' girl friend here, shell tell you how 
happy we made her."


Mary Anne had to close her eyes and turn her head away from the hurt 
accusing expression on Sharon's face. The blonde had begun weeping herself, 
tormented by her own lack of courage and by the gross act of betrayal. It 
was sheer cowardice on her part, and she knew that never again would she be 
able to stare at herself in the mirror without remembering this moment or 
that look from her friend.


When Sharon made no immediate outcry, Tad relaxed and breathed, "That's 
better. You just continue to cooperate, little girl... and I promise you'll 
enjoy the fucking we give you. Now open your thighs," he commanded, a cruel, 
unyielding glint sparkling lewdly in his eyes.


Mary Anne held her breath as the frightened girl obediently spread her legs 
apart a few more inches. Tears of shame coursed down her girl friend's 
cheeks.


"Come on," Stan crooned, an excited grin on his face. "You can do better 
than that. Let's have a look-see at that pretty lil' cunt." He pulled at her 
knee and Sharon's thighs were spread wider. The Sheriff lost patience and 
used his knees to force them sharply apart, bringing a terrified whimper 
from the trembling girl. Now the entire cuntal cleft was exposed in all its 
glory to both men's leering eyes, and their lascivious hot expressions of 
lust was the most evil thing Mary Anne had ever witnessed.


"God damn... ," Tad Peabody said with awe as the soft raw flesh of her 
vagina came into view. "Just look at that, Stan. Just look at that purty 
pink little pussy! I'm really going to enjoy fucking that, even if it does 
seem like a violation of the pure food act to stick a pecker into it. What's 
the asshole look like?"


"Well... considering it's burrowed about ten inches deep into the mattress 
at the moment, I really can't tell you," the motel owner replied 
good-naturedly. "I thought I'd let you sort of slip that measly little 
peashooter of yours into the cunt and then ask you to roll her over so I can 
have a shot at it."


Mary Anne listened and watched this lewd humiliation of Sharon with 
conflicting emotions. Over-riding her own shame and pity for the abject 
helplessness of her young girl friend was the undeniable fact that this 
salacious spectacle was beginning to excite her. There was something 
terribly fascinating, stimulating, about seeing poor Sharon lying there with 
her legs apart and probably feeling more naked and ashamed than she had ever 
felt in her life. The brunette wasn't even trying to stem the flood of tears 
that flowed down both sides of her face and soaked the pillow. She was 
powerless as the two vile creatures casually discussed what they were going 
to do with her, forced to accept their crude caresses and horrible 
suggestions without resistance.


"Five'll get you ten that she's a hot little fuck too," Tad Peabody said, 
reaching forward and running his middle finger up the tightly closed vaginal 
slit, parting the softly curling strands of pubic hair and feeling the 
smooth, moist, pink succulence squirming against his sudden obscene contact. 
He dug it slightly into her vaginal opening and felt her shiver in revulsion 
from the unwanted sensation. His vile laughter boomed out and it was joined 
by Stan's ugly chortle.


Mary Anne could feel the pit of her belly tighten, her thighs clench of 
their own accord, and her vagina twitching hotly and moistly as the two men 
began using their hands and fingers on Sharon's breasts and body cavities. 
She was completely open to them. The Sheriff had drawn one of her 'legs up 
over his hips on one side now, and the deputy had lain down beside them and 
drawn the other up over his, so that the poor girl was lying with her knees 
up in the air, thighs wide apart, defenseless and incapable of protecting 
herself, with her pussy open and bared for all the world to see.


The Sheriff now worked at her vagina with sure fingers, slowly and expertly 
insinuating them into the moist fleshy layers, obviously hurting her at 
first because she gasped with pain and bit her lips to keep from crying out. 
Then he slid his other hand up under her buttocks and drew them up tight 
against the hand in her cunt. "She's starting to leak a little," he said 
proudly, "getting wet."


Stan looked up from the nipple he had been gnawing on. "Is she ready to fuck 
yet?"


"In a minute or two," the Sheriff answered, breathing heavily. "She's really 
starting to open up down there deep. Her pussy lips even tried to nibble at 
my fingers-a second ago... sort of like it wanted to shake hands with me."


Stan returned to his earlier labors with his hungry mouth fastening on her 
nipple. He, too, had been pretty sure she was almost ready for Sharon had 
begun making small mewls of half protest and half pleading each time he 
rolled the nipple between his teeth and tightly compressed lower lip.


As Mary Anne watched with growing excitement, she saw Stan suddenly shove 
the Sheriff's hand away from Sharon's buttocks. A moment later the helpless 
girl groaned loudly as the motel owner's blunt middle finger began probing 
at the tight little rectal opening. There was another groan, louder this 
time, as the finger popped into the opening all the way up to the second 
joint. The impact of what was about to happen right there before her eyes 
caused a sudden heated rise of passion in Mary Anne's body. She found 
herself holding her breath, waiting almost impatiently-like a first nighter 
audience awaiting the opening curtain-for the cruel ravishment to begin. 
Sharon was obviously so overcome by shame and humiliation that she no longer 
was capable of offering even token resistance; she would let them do 
anything they wanted to do with her now thanks to the Sheriff's terrible 
threat to jail her with those two negro lesbians. The excitement became 
almost more than Mary Anne could tolerate as the obscene thought of the 
depraved unnatural despoilment about to take place within a few inches of 
her own face brought a low groan bubbling from her suddenly passion 
constricted throat.


Tad Peabody finally withdrew his fingers from Sharon's widely expanded and 
now completely lubricated vagina.


Stan glanced up and silently nodded his understanding. "Turn her over," he 
hissed, and the Sheriff reached out with his two ham-like hands and caught 
her by the shoulders, twisting her around so that she was lying face down on 
the mattress with two pillows shoved under her abdomen. The little brunette 
lay there weeping, with raised buttocks quivering from her deep sobs of 
shame and humiliation.


The motel owner got out of bed and stood by the edge of the mattress. His 
monstrous cock, long, rigid and white, stood out proudly in front of him. 
Thin blue veins-like the faint lines in marble-pulsated with each beat of 
his heart. "All right you," he growled to Mary Anne, "come over here. You 
can help me put it in your friend's asshole."


Mary Anne stifled the protest that had bubbled to her lips when she saw the 
Sheriff staring speculatively at her, daring her to say one little thing. 
Obediently, trembling with a certain amount of fear and something else 
vaguely akin to excitement, she stood beside the deputy.


"Hold my cock for me," he demanded.


Mary Anne reached out one shaking hand and her fingers enclosed the hot 
throbbing cudgel of flesh and blood and life. Involuntarily, her fingers 
tightened themselves around his prick and she felt his powerful pulse 
beating through the length of it. It was only when he made a small groan of 
delight deep in his. throat that she realized she had not only squeezed it, 
but had made a gentle tentative little stroking motion. She gazed down at 
the turgid shaft, remembering the earlier unwanted pleasure it had brought 
her, and with a sudden sense of shame knew that she would not mind at all 
having it back inside her again. But as she thought this, she was becoming 
aware of the anatomical impossibility of what the motel owner and the 
Sheriff were suggesting. This long, thick, hard thing would never fit into 
Sharon's poor little rectum. God, he would kill her! No woman could take a 
thing like that in her anus, she would be split in half.


Mary Anne held onto his prick when he stooped and grabbed both of the 
weeping girl's ankles and harshly pulled apart her rigid legs.


"Please... oh, no... don't," Sharon pled tearfully. "Not that way." She 
suddenly began twisting and attempted to rise, but was pinned down by the 
Sheriff's muscular arm. "Help me, Mary Anne... please," she cried.


"Hold her, hold her," Stan growled, and Tad simply pressed down hard into 
the small of her back, forcing her into the mattress again. She struggled 
for another moment before collapsing with her body shaking and pitiful pleas 
bubbling unheard from her throat.


Mary Anne herself moaned as the motel owner began running his hands greedily 
over the long, firm muscles of her young girl friend's shapely calves and up 
the inside of her thighs to the damp, moist cleft that ran up between her 
legs. Stan leered down at the cringing girl and slowly, dramatically, drew 
aside the firm white mounds of her buttocks. Sharon groaned in a futile 
effort to clench them back together again, but the deputy merely gouged his 
fingernails deep into the soft warm flesh and, rather than suffer any more, 
the poor girl forced herself to relax and let him spread them as far as he 
wished.


Mary Anne heard both men suck in their breaths as the puckered little brown 
ring came into view. Stan pushed one hand down and once more thrust his 
middle finger into it as Sharon writhed and wept at this unholy invasion. 
She ground her pelvis deep into the mattress and clenched her buttocks, but 
the tiny opening was already used to the finger and it accepted the intruder 
readily. The digit sank in all the way to the hilt. Sharon groaned loudly 
and, in piteous submission, became limp as he scoured mercilessly into her 
tiny puckered anus with his finger, widening and preparing it for his prick. 
Simultaneously, he began thrusting his pelvis against Mary Anne's closed 
fist, and she could feel the hard gristle, the veins, the muscles all moving 
powerfully beneath the scruff-like skin of his prick. Then, with a slight 
plop, he pulled his finger from the helpless girl's rectum and told Mary 
Anne, "Okay... now you can put it in for me."


Sharon stifled a cry and involuntarily clenched her muscle as she abruptly 
realized the part Mary Anne was to play in the perverted rape of her 
defenseless young asshole.


Stan opened the brunette's buttocks wide again with his thumbs and then 
leaned forward and deposited a large drop of spittle from his lips to act as 
a further lubricant. Nodding his readiness, he watched as Mary Anne placed 
the monstrous throbbing head of his prick against the tiny wet hole. She 
found herself reluctant to let go of it, but did so when he said, "Stand 
back."


Then, with hands cruelly tight on Sharon's hip bones-holding her motionless 
and captive-Stan pressed his rock hard shaft straight into the tightly 
clenched orifice of her ass.


Tad Peabody held his breath for what seemed to be an eternity before his 
face lit up in a lewd grin as he saw the unrelenting staff pop suddenly 
through the tight restricting anal ring. "Go to it, boy," he growled, as 
Stan thrust hips harshly forward again sinking his rod halfway to the hilt. 
Sharon squealed in pain, the sound muffled by the pillow pressing into her 
face, and beat her legs on either side of him in a futile effort to escape 
the cruel impalement. Her buttocks bucked and twisted beneath him as she 
attempted to dislodge the hot fleshy spear from her back passage but the 
struggles-instead of gaining freedom-only made her position worse, for each 
twist of her body caused his cock to skewer even deeper into the tightly 
resisting anus.


"Ohhhhh... aaaaggghhhh," she screamed and then her back muscles simply gave 
up the fight and, with all resistance gone, Stan's huge white rod slipped 
unimpeded into the warm rubbery depths of her rectum.


"Man... that is the tightest asshole I've been into for a long time," Stan 
groaned aloud, his face grimacing in pain as he gritted his teeth and made 
several short strokes into her, each thrust bringing a cry of pained protest 
and humiliation from the helpless girl.


Beside the obscenely coupled pair, the Sheriff was beginning to look 
impatient. He ran his hands over Sharon's breasts, shoulders and back, and 
his mammoth cock jerked eagerly with each beat of his heart. "Come on," he 
growled, "turn her over. Let me have a piece of the action."


Stan simply stood up straight lifting the young teenager's naked body up in 
the air, before he turned around and eased his own buttocks on the mattress; 
then, still skewered up to the hilt in her helplessly clenched rectum, he 
lay down on the mattress with the girl lying full length on her back tight 
against his stomach and chest. Her legs were splayed out limply on the 
outside of his knees, and a continuous pleading moan dribbled piteously from 
her tightly compressed lips.


Mary Anne could see the massive trunk of his huge cock, could see his hairy 
testicles looking an angry red as they lay in sharp contrast against the 
pure whiteness of the sheet. She saw Sharon's moistly shining cuntal lips 
opening and closing like a pink and brown sea anemone with each shuddering 
breath the brunette took.


Tad Peabody swung into action almost immediately.


He moved up like a scuttling crab between the young girl's outspread legs, 
straddling Stan's knees, and levered the girl's legs even further apart. He 
glanced over toward Mary Anne. "You know what to do, cunt," he snarled, 
nodding down at his hard aching shaft.


Mary Anne wanted to fight his command, but she was powerless. She knew 
instinctively that she wanted to participate in this lewd orgy, she had to 
be a part and partner in it. She put out her hand for his prick and as her 
fingers enclosed it she felt a jolt of pleasure shoot through her 
fingertips, through her hand, up her arm, and into her body where the 
sensation scattered like fireflies throughout her abdomen. Once, she had 
held a huge length of salami in her hand, and it had felt something like 
this... only without the heat, the beat, the life of this beautiful 
instrument. Automatically-knowing it would give him pleasure-she pulled on 
the outer layer of flesh and saw the warm, velvety foreskin-like incredibly 
rich suede-peel back from the heavy mushroom head.


With trembling fingers, she guided the hardness without further delay toward 
Sharon's wide open vagina. She placed the head of the throbbing cudgel at 
the fearfully pulsating mouth of her girl friend's nakedly defenseless cunt. 
Then-without being asked-she reached forward with the thumb and forefinger 
of her other hand and spread the sparsely hair-lined lips apart. Sharon's 
piteous moan became a long low howl of pain as Tad Peabody shoved his hips 
forward and the cock-like a long white whale in a crash dive-slipped into 
the moist warm depths of her pussy.


"Aaaaaagggghhhh," Sharon cried as it slithered down, down, down into the 
deepest parts of her belly, joining Stan's prick already entombed there in 
her painfully stretched rectum.


Mary Anne, eyes glittering with unnatural lust, excitedly watched as her 
helpless girl friend lay moaning and sobbing from the pain and shame, 
sandwiched between the two men, impaled between their cocks like a chicken 
on a barbecue spit, with only the thin membrane between rectum and vagina 
separating the two skewering lengths of their penises.


Almost at once the Sheriff began to eagerly fuck into the warm, damp pussy, 
while Stan started bucking up with long hard strokes into the rubbery heat 
of her widely stretched young rectum. Within seconds they had established a 
mutual rhythm, buffeting Sharon's petite, teenage body between them as 
though they were cooperating with a hula hoop that had to be kept in motion. 
She had begun wailing, a low almost uninterrupted sound like that of the hot 
Sirocco winds shrieking through a drain pipe, as they smacked into her body 
with ever increasing force.


Mary Anne could not tear her eyes away from the mesmerizing sight of the 
copulating trio. She could feel a vicious fire burning within her own loins, 
and-without realizing what she was doing, wanting only relief-her hand, with 
fingers extended, reached down to her own cunt and began rubbing in and out 
along the fevered, love-starved pussy lips. She moaned herself, a sound of 
unfulfillment... a cat locked inside on a moonlit night feeling the feral 
heat of blood desire. Never taking her hands from her own pussy, the blonde 
girl waddled over to the end of the bed where she could stare at the heart 
and pit of the action.


There she could see the Sheriff's buttocks rising and falling like a bobbing 
white cork float as he plummeted into and yanked out of the hideously 
stretched vagina. She watched as the two thick cudgels skewered into 
Sharon's wide-stretched loins like white twin piston rods working in unison 
on a high performance engine. Her hot, excitedly glittering eyes watched the 
long moist cocks-wet and shining their entire lengths from the cuntal 
lubricant-fucking in and out, in and out, in and out. She could see the 
ragged pink and red edges of her girlfriend's cunt drawing back with the 
Sheriffs prick on the outstroke and disappearing back inside as the penis 
slammed forward again deep into her womb. The same sight could be seen with 
the little brown opening of her widespread rectum as the motel owner pounded 
up and into her with a maniacal fury that was frightening.


Mary Anne's mind was swirling in a boiling maelstrom of hot desire and 
powerful sensual awareness. She never really knew the exact instant that 
she, too, clambered up on the bed and straddled the back of Sheriff 
Peabody's one leg. Then came the wonderfully delicious sensation as she 
began frantically rubbing her feverishly slippery, vaginal lips back and 
forth on the back of his muscular hairy calf.


In front of her, she heard Sharon's low whimpering moans of pain gradually 
change to mewls of pleasure and passionate pleading. Mary Anne saw the 
girl's hips beginning to rise and fall-like a powerful tide-eagerly meeting 
each vicious, wonderful thrust with tiny abandoned circular motions of her 
buttocks.


Wilder and wilder the action grew between the three, and Sharon's voice 
changed once more to wonderment as she sought to capture the promise what 
was the beginning of a monumental orgasm. "Oooohhh, ohhhhh... God! So 
goooo-oooddd," the petite brunette crooned, then stiffened and cried, 
"Aaaahhh! Aahhh? Keep going... keep going... don't stop. Ahhh. God... god... 
god! Aaaaaggghh... Aiiiiieeee... I'M CUMMING... I'M CUMMING!" Her body 
shuddered once convulsively, and then she seemed to go completely out of her 
mind with screaming desire as she writhed and bucked, grinding her now hotly 
accepting pussy up against the rampaging cock and grinding her asshole down 
onto the rigid unbending penis fucking up into her from below.


Mary Anne, feeling the unmistakable approach of her own self-induced climax, 
began insanely scraping her flooding young cunt against the Sheriff's calf 
and watched in wide-eyed wonderment as Sharon sobbed out a never-ending 
orgasm that seemed to go on and on, never to stop.


The men, knowing now they had conquered the minds, body, and spirit of both 
girls, simultaneously drove their cocks deeply inward and embedded the 
wildly ejaculating pricks as far as humanly possible into Sharon's pussy and 
rectum. Their hot eager sperm spewed and spurted like powerful underground 
geysers deep into the hidden recesses of her heaving belly at almost the 
precise instant that Mary Anne's long sought-after climax caused her to 
collapse weakly into the pile of other perspiration soaked satiated 
bodies...


Ten minutes later, both men used their resurrected pricks at the same time 
in Mary Anne's no longer reluctant body while a giggling and playful Sharon 
assisted, and then they all four fucked and fucked until both girls passed 
out into a hazy state of sexual exhaustion which rendered them 
unconscious...


CHAPTER NINE


They awoke, an hour or so later, to the loud and angry sound of many male 
voices. Mary Anne gasped and sat up, blinking in fright, then yanked a sheet 
up to cover Sharon's and her nakedness. There were seven strange men in the 
room-six of them were wearing State trooper uniforms; and one, who seemed to 
be in charge, was dressed in a business suit. Together in a corner, a 
crestfallen and apparently badly scared Sheriff Peabody and Stan were in the 
process of putting on their own uniforms. Even as she watched, fearful and 
uncomprehending, she saw a State patrolman locking handcuffs on the 
Sheriff's wrists. A moment later, the motel owner's wrists were enclosed in 
handcuffs, as well.


The man in the business suit looked down at a card in his hand and made a 
formal announcement as required by law. "Sheriff Peabody, it is my duty to 
inform you that you are under arrest for the murder of a young prisoner 
under your care, Peter Watson. Sheriff Peabody and Mr. Rogers, you both have 
been charged and are being arrested for contributing to the delinquency of 
minors: specifically, one Miss Jolene Keen, who was falsely imprisoned at 
the Pistola Beach jail from November 3rd to December 13th of last year. 
These two young ladies here will be listed as additional victims in an 
amended complaint. By, law, I must advise you that you both have the right 
to remain silent. Anything you say can be used against you in court. You 
have the right to talk to a lawyer for advice before we ask any questions 
and to have him with you during all questioning. If you cannot afford a 
lawyer, one will be appointed for you before any questioning if you wish." 
Finished with the official pronouncement, he jerked his head toward the 
door. "Get them out of here." His voice was tight with anger and a look of 
intense disgust was on his face when he added, "Thank God there aren't too 
many people like you left in law enforcement anymore, Sheriff Peabody. 
You're nothing but vermin. You've betrayed your office, your constituents, 
and your profession. When we received the transcript of Miss Jolene Keen's 
sworn testimony before the New Orleans Welfare Board, we immediately took 
the matter before the Grand Jury. You were secretly indicted last Friday 
afternoon. You might be interested to know that she applied for welfare 
relief because she is pregnant either by you or Rogers or by one of the two 
dozen men you brought to her cell. It was my office's decision to hold off 
service of the warrant until after Hell Week here in Pistola Beach. And now 
I wish to God we had not waited. To my dying day I will feel that my office 
was, in some way, also responsible for young Watson's death. If we had 
immediately put you and your friend here where you belong, the boy would be 
alive today, and these two girls would not have been soiled by coming into 
contact with filth like you."


Both Tad Peabody and the motel owner had opened their mouths in protest, but 
they shut up after one look at the expressions of disgust and anger on the 
faces of all of the uniformed patrolmen. Mary Anne watched silently as the 
subdued Sheriff and Stan were led from the room by the State troopers. The 
two men did not say a single thing, but she noted they both-within the last 
sixty seconds-seemed to have shriveled in stature; they looked defeated... 
impotent without their guns and badges.


Finally, only the man from the State Attorney General's office was left in 
the room with them. He tried to smile, but it was painfully obvious that it 
was an effort. He seemed ill at ease, embarrassed. Mary Anne wondered how 
much of the orgy he had witnessed; she couldn't tell what he thought about 
them.


Almost as if sensing her questions, he said, "The boy died in his cell three 
hours ago; before the doctor arrived. One of my investigators heard about it 
and telephoned me at home. We came looking for Sheriff Peabody because we 
have a sworn statement from his night jailor that it was the Sheriff who 
kicked the boy to death. When we got to the motel here, we were handed some 
photographs by the night clerk." He paused, blushing. "He took photographs 
of everything they made you do because he felt it was time someone did 
something about the situation. The pictures are evidence and will have to be 
submitted in court, unless they plead guilty... which I doubt they will do."


"Oh, God! Not in court! What... what's going to happen to me?" Sharon 
wailed, her eyes wide in fear, lips trembling like those of a small child 
afraid of punishment.


"I'm sorry, the two of you will have to stay at Juvenile Hall until we get 
your parents down here."


Sharon immediately began caterwauling. "No! You can't! It wasn't my fault. I 
didn't want to do it. Tell him, Mary Anne. Tell him!"


Mary Anne at first was stunned, feeling only a black tidal wave of despair 
sweeping over her. Then, abruptly, she realized that there really was no 
alternative, their parents had to be notified... and all the pleading and 
weeping in the world couldn't or wouldn't change that, or the fact that 
twelve honest, law-abiding citizens on the jury would be able to see 
everything they had done. On the heels of this she began to know-with a 
sureness born of approaching maturity-that everything that had happened to 
her had come about because she had permitted herself to be used by someone 
else in a lie and then simply did not have the moral or physical courage to 
stand up to her own principles and beliefs.


"You'd better get dressed now," the man said quietly, then went out, closing 
the door behind him.


Sharon said, through loud sobs of self-pity, "My parents will kill me."


Only then did Mary Anne feel like weeping herself. Her parents wouldn't kill 
her, but the news of how she had betrayed herself and deceived them would 
almost kill them. "Faith is Humpty Dumpty's egg"; she thought, "once it's 
broken, no one can ever put it back together again."


Unimaginable things had happened to her during the last few hours. She knew 
she would never be the same again; that-in reality-nothing could ever be the 
same again. She had experienced an insight into herself and her motives 
and-unlike the overwhelming majority of women two and even three times her 
age-she already knew the very best and the very worst about her body and its 
most hidden secret desires.


She waited patiently until the loudly wailing older girl had completed 
dressing. Then, dry-eyed, opened the door and-head high and unflinching-led 
the way past the blinding flashbulbs of two news photographers and through 
the gang of gawking, curious, teen-age vacationers toward the waiting police 
car.


THE END
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Chapter 1


San Mateo, California, was suffocating under a coat of brownish-purple
smog. On the Bayshore Freeway, traffic crawled, stopped, then crawled
slowly forward another fifty feet before stopping again. Horns honked.
Tempers were short.


Grace Hope was aware of neither the sweltering heat nor the traffic
delay. She barely listened to Judi Sprague's monologue; besides, she
already knew it by heart. Judi's favorite topic was men. As far as that
went, that was all Judi lived for: Men!


"Well," Judi was saying in her Bronx accent as she fluffed up her hair
and gazed coquettishly at the young man in the Mustang next to her car,
"I told him it was no go. I mean ... who did he think he was? What did
he think I was? Some common street girl? So I told him, 'See here, Bill
Hill. I don't care if you are the Sales Manager. I'll thank you to keep
your sweaty little hands to yourself.' So he started simpering and
playing Mister Nice Guy and says I have him all wrong, that he didn't
mean to imply I would go to bed with him. 'All I want,' says he, 'is a
female companion for the weekend at Tahoe ... someone to dance with,
gamble with, walk along the beach with,' So I says right back, 'Well,
why didn't you say so. Ah ... where is it that you plan to stay at
Tahoe?' He mentions some cheap cruddy flea-trap motel, and I says 'You'd
never catch me dead in that cruddy dump. How about King's Castle. He
kinda goes white around the gills and I can see him thinking it's going
to cost him thirty bucks a day. Finally he says he'll get reservations.
So ... the weekend isn't shot anyway." Judi braked suddenly, viciously
honked her horn, and swore at a woman who had abruptly switched lanes in
front of her. She turned to Grace and asked, "What you doing this
weekend, honey?"


"Oh, I plan to wash my hair, write a few letters, and do my laundry. And
I thought I'd bake some cookies for Stan."


Judi chewed her gum silently and looked sympathetic. "You heard from him
lately? I mean, he's okay and everything? That cruddy Vietnam." She
brightened, blinked her eyes, and dimpled as she saw the Cadillac
convertible driver in the far right lane staring at them in speculation
and open admiration.


Grace seemed unaware that Judi had switched her attention from Stan to
the other driver. She felt her eyes misting as she thought again about
Stan and what he must be going through over there. Finally she cleared
her throat and said, "He's okay. Or at least he was two weeks ago. They
were getting ready to go out on patrol and he said he wouldn't be able
to write for a while. I haven't had a letter for five days now. Maybe,"
she crossed her fingers, "there'll be one tonight."


"Gee ... I hope so, for your sake. It's bad enough being alone, but when
you don't get any letters either, I just don't know how you stand it,
honey. Why, I'd be climbing the wall within a week if I didn't have an
occasional fella to talk to."


In spite of her sorrow, Grace had to fight back a grin. "Talk to,"
indeed! Her apartment was right next to Judi's. They shared a common
balcony, and it was difficult not to overhear what went on in the next
apartment. Not much talking went on when Judi had one of her boy-friends
over. A lot of grunting and panting and moaning, maybe, but not much
talk.


Grace knew she probably should move out of the apartment complex; to
stay there was to imply that Judi's promiscuousness was acceptable. To
move, though, was out of the question. The apartment had been Stan's and
her only home; true, they had been married less than three months when
Stan went overseas, but still it was his bed she slept in, his
television she secretly shared with him during the lonely nights, his
clothes in the closet. That made it bearable, that made life livable,
even during those hot summer nights when the sound of hot sexual love
making came from the apartment next door.


Too, Judi was truly her only friend. Grace hadn't been around San Mateo
long enough to make friends with other people. Married men she avoided
... like the plague! And single men? The ones she knew who were still
single were either homosexuals or always on the make. No, thank you;
Stan had only nine more months in Vietnam. She'd spend it alone--maybe
having coffee in the mornings and an occasional beer in the later
afternoons with Judi. She kept busy, that was the main thing. And best
of all, she had her self-respect, her love untarnished, her memories
unblemished. Topping it all off was her unexpected promotion to office
manager of Austin Motor Sales. Not bad for a twenty-three-year-old girl
just recently from Butte, Montana. All she needed to make life complete
now was Stan to come back to her.


Traffic suddenly lessened at the 280 Interchange, and Judi's Volkswagen
picked up speed. Five minutes later, the little bug darted under the
carport of the San Mateo Polynesian Gardens apartment complex. Although
they were now parked in the shade, the heat was more intense than ever.


Judi slammed the car door and made no effort to pull down her mini-skirt
which had slid up to the point where her powder blue bikini panties were
plainly visible. She fanned herself with a newspaper and grimaced. "God,
it's hot. I'm going for a swim. How about you?"


Grace nodded. The pool would be heavenly. Best of all, the running,
screaming kids who usually flocked like wild birds around it during the
late afternoons, would all be in having dinner.


Judi disappeared, heading upstairs to her apartment. Grace lost no time
in going around front to the column after column of bronze mail boxes
shining dully in the sun. The heat was forgotten as the key was
inserted. "Please ... please!" she silently prayed, "let there be a
letter from Stan."


The metal door fell open to reveal three white envelopes hiding in the
cubicle. She didn't need to look at the addresses; she knew from the
shape of the envelope that all three were from Stan. She hugged them to
her breast as though she were protecting gold nuggets and ran upstairs.
It seemed to take an eternity to open the door, but then the refreshing
wave of coolness rushed out of the apartment and engulfed her. Kicking
the door shut behind her, Grace headed for the bedroom, tossing her
purse on the couch as she passed. Then, unmindful of her dress, she
threw herself across the bed and picked up the first letter. With
impatient fingers she ripped open the first envelope and read:
Darling:


Today we returned from patrol and now I have three days to do nothing
but think of you. (And do all the paper work that has accumulated, and
sit in on a court martial of a kid in the 101st who was caught smoking
pot on guard duty, and lecture the men on keeping their weapons clean,
and make sure none of my men get caught in off-limits places, and ... so
on.) But mainly, through it all, I'll think of you.


It was the oddest thing. Last night I called a halt to our activities
and we settled down for the evening on the banks of the Mekong. It was
horribly hot, the bugs were really chewing away on us, and the humidity
was high enough to take a shower in it. The moon came up and then,
through the trees, I saw the light dancing on the waters. All of a
sudden I wasn't in Vietnam any longer. I was on the banks of the Spence,
and you and I were lying there watching the moon come up. Do you
remember? That was the night ...


It was as though Grace had unexpectedly taken a ride on a flying carpet.
Suddenly she was back in Montana. It all came back to her. She wasn't
lying on her bed, but on the white sandy banks of the Spence River. The
river made soft sucking sounds as it nuzzled the tree roots hanging over
the bank. Frogs and crickets croaked and chirped their love songs in the
blackness of the night. Overhead, the stars gazed down in approval at
Grace and Stan's nude bodies.


Grace had known instinctively that Stan was going to ask her to be
intimate that night. She had fought him off long enough, she decided.
Now she no longer cared or had the strength to fight. She wanted it as
much as he did. And, after all, the marriage was scheduled for the
following weekend. They had come so close so many times. There had been
nights when they had actually lain completely nude together in the back
seat of his father's Chrysler station wagon, their hands and fingers
running all over each other's body. She had stroked him to fulfillment
several times with her hand curled warmly around his hardened penis, and
minded not that his hot impatient love liquid had spurted all over her.
Always though, she had resisted any penetration, wanting to save it
until their wedding night. Stan wasn't a virgin, and that didn't matter
to her. What Stan had done before he met her was his business; what he
did after their engagement was announced was all that mattered to her.


Lying there with him that night, their nude bodies rapidly drying in the
warm air, Grace knew that tonight she would not resist if he insisted
again. She wanted him. She wanted him so badly that she actually hurt
inside with a pain that was intractable.


With a low moan, Stan rolled over on his side and propped himself up on
his elbow staring at her in the dimness of the Montana night.


"What's wrong?" Grace asked, knowing exactly what was troubling him.


Stan didn't answer for a second, then in reply he merely took her hand
and placed it on his erect and throbbing penis.


"That's what is wrong," he said, his voice hoarse with desire.


Beneath her fingers, Grace marveled once again at the feeling of his
hardened penis in her hand. There was an awesome power there, a living
viable thing that seemed to have a heart and mind of its own. She could
feel the hard fleshy ridges of its length, the soft rubbery hardness of
its head. Tentatively, her hand enclosed the trunk and she began gentle
little movements--feeling the flesh move but not the instrument itself.
It was as though the flesh covered a warm flexible steel rod. Stan
moaned with the touch of her hand, then his mouth found hers. Their
tongues fought a heated battle for supremacy before he, with a strength
and near viciousness that she had never experienced in him before,
jammed his tongue half way down her throat. He kept it there, and it
seemed to her that his body had tensed as though he were trying to say
something to her. He moved closer to her and now she found it difficult
to continue the stroking movements because of the proximity of their two
bodies.


After a moment, though, Stan seemed to relax somewhat. He pulled his
mouth away and began kissing her neck, her shoulders, her ears.
Breathlessly, she waited for his mouth to find her breasts. She liked
that almost best of all. It was a terribly sensual thing when his lips
enclosed her nipples, when his teeth bit into her breast ... not
painfully, but gently. Tonight, though, for the first time, Stan did not
stop at her breasts. His tongue continued its excursion over the
virginal flatlands of her abdomen. She was so lost in the wonder of his
tongue, the fabulous trail of pure feeling it was leaving behind, that
she didn't realize for a moment that he had reached the softly curling
strands of her pubic hair.


Abruptly, Grace became aware of his intentions. All of her moral
upbringing suddenly was screaming at her. She knew what Stan was about
to do; after all, it was mentioned in most of the marriage manuals. And,
in spite of the approval voiced in a couple of the books, there were
several other authorities who referred to the act as "perverted".


"No, darling, ... you mustn't," she said, rolling away from him.


"Why not?" he groaned, his voice guttural with desire.


"Because."


"I'd like to do that to you with my tongue ... just once."


"No!" She couldn't be more emphatic. She felt his hands on her
shoulders, gently pulling her over to face him again. He gazed down at
her and she saw the puzzled expression on his face. Wordlessly then,
because she didn't want to discuss it, she reached up and pulled his
lips down to hers. Again there was that savage kiss ... so unlike him
... almost brutal in its intensity and force. She felt his hands moving
freely over her abdomen, then his finger slipping along her moistened
cuntal slit, bringing with it something akin to rapture--exciting,
pleasurable, sensual. Grace splayed out her legs wider, giving him freer
access to her now open vagina, and after a moment realized that Stan had
put both knees between her wide-spread thighs and was forcing them even
further apart. He pulled his mouth away from hers and croaked, "I want
to fuck you."


The lewd phrase instead of repelling her only brought additional wanton
excitement to her body--already aflame with desire. And, from what
seemed to be a great distance, she heard her own voice responding, "Yes,
darling. Do it to me! Fuck me!"


Stan looked in astonishment at her. She had always stopped him before.
Then, quickly before she could change her mind, he dropped one hand down
between their bodies and guided his hard, throbbing cock toward the fur
lined, coral-pink pussy lips.


Grace's eyes widened as she felt, for the first time in her life, the
spongy thick head of a male cock beginning to part the fleshy,
desire-dampened layers of her love-starved vagina. She could feel the
cock throbbing powerfully as it began sensuously stretching the hungrily
quivering little outer lips.


She tensed with the first electric contact between his prick and the
sensitive edges of her fevered cunt; the sensation was so powerful that
she was immediately shocked out of wanton excitement and back to a
realization of the awful thing she was permitting him to do. This was
detestable weakness on her part. Ever since she had known Stan, she had
been firm in her unswerving resolution to retain the priceless gift of
her virginity until her marriage night. She didn't care what other girls
did or said. It was a gift that could be given to only one man and then
one time only. Her entire body stiffened, and she reached up, pushing
against his chest. "No, darling," she moaned. "I've changed my mind. I
don't want to now."


"Wha ... what?" Stan acted as if he couldn't believe what he was
hearing.


"Please, darling. No. I want to wait."


Now she could tell that he was really angry. A look of stern
determination crossed his face. "You can't do that to me, besides, it's
too late," he said, and pushed forward.


Grace groaned and cried out as she felt the first really harsh pressure
against the tightly resisting virginal opening between her thighs, the
lewd pressure grew and grew, building up to a point where it was almost
intolerable.


"No ... ooooohhhh, no!" she moaned loudly, trying to twist away from
him. Now there was actually pain there. She felt as if someone were
ripping apart her thighs, shoving a burning axe handle up into her tiny
little vaginal orifice.


"Stop, Stan! You're hurting ... me. Oh God, please stop," she wailed.


Stan's eyes were glazed, dimmed with lust. They stared, unfocused, at
her. Suddenly, he shoved his hips forward in one vicious jerk; then with
a hoarse groan, he fell forward with his powerful hairy chest crushing
the softness of her ripe young breasts back into her own. At the same
moment that his hips shot forward, the thick hot shaft of his implacably
hardened cock slammed into the virginal pussy with all the force of a
heavy lance dropped from great heights. The soft warm flesh of her
vaginal walls was no match for this barbarous intruder; they were forced
to give way before it, and the cock rammed into and ripped through the
thin membrane of her hymen as though it were not there at all.


"Aaaaaggghhh," she screamed. She was being gored to death! His cock was
stronger, sharper, more brutal than the horn of a maddened bull. Down
there she was being ripped apart; she knew he had irreparably injured
her ... she would never be the same again! And still he continued to
grind his way deeper, ever deeper into the previously secret, untouched
caverns of her cunt until suddenly, with a loud groan of rapture, his
scrotum clanged with all the force of a wrecking ball against the white
defenselessly upturned cheeks of her tightly clenched buttocks.


"You're killing meee-eeee!" she shrieked, but Stan acted as if he had
suddenly become not only blind but deaf as well.


Deep within the well of her pussy, his cock jerked once ... twice.


"Aaaggghh. Don't move, darling! Please don't move!" she whimpered
piteously, unable to stop the flow of tears streaming down both sides of
her face. Never before in her life had she experienced such pressure,
such pain anywhere in her body. She felt almost as if someone had shoved
the roughness of a corn cob deep into her vagina. She was positive that
he had not only ripped her hymen, but had split her entire vaginal area
all the way from pelvis to anus as well. She could feel every rigid
little muscle of his throbbing penis pressing, beating against her
tortured cuntal walls. His mammoth cock's head seemed so far inside her
that she was positive it was past her navel, and must be lodged
somewhere up in the area of her breasts.


Stan lay atop her, and she could tell that he was beginning to regain
some of his sanity. There was a look almost of despair on his face, as
though he realized what he had just done to her. Then he groaned, "I'm
sorry."


Grace stifled her sobs. It was now too late to be sorry, she thought
unhappily. The deed had been done. It was as much her fault as it was
his. She hurt. She hurt worse than she had ever hurt before in her life.
And yet, that was part of the game, she supposed, part of the ordeal a
woman must go through. She loved him, nonetheless, in spite of what he
had done to her, but she had learned something new and hitherto unknown
about him--he could be brutal, selfish.


"I'm sorry, Grace," he repeated, looking down in a mute appeal for
forgiveness.


She loved him. She loved him. That was all that mattered. What
difference did one or two nights make. She closed her eyes and nodded,
then said quietly, "It's all right, darling."


Stan made his prick jerk inside her rapidly two or three times. She bore
it submissively, shutting off the tortured nerve endings down there,
trying to ignore the pain, wanting happiness, wanting it to feel as
beautiful and as wonderful as she had heard it would be.


Slowly, gently now, he began stroking in and out of her. It was painful,
but not as much as before. It seemed to take an eternity, but then
within seconds she felt his pace increase and his breathing becoming
rapid and ragged. She forced herself to grind her pelvis up and to meet
his powerful thrusts, falsifying an enthusiasm she did not feel. And
abruptly she felt the pressure increase in her already stretched beyond
capacity vagina as the mushroom head of his hardened prick ballooned in
size. "I'm cumming," he groaned. "Oh, Jesus ... I'm cumming."


"Yes darling," she crooned seductively, wanting it to end as soon as
possible. "Cum, cum up in me now."


She felt the first hot impatient spurts of his semen wildly spewing out
into her womb. Then he collapsed atop her. Moments later, he had lifted
his head and asked, "Did you ... too?"


She lied and nodded her head. Then, weeping again, put her arms around
his chest, pulled his sperm drained body back down against hers, and
stared up at the black limbs of the trees gently moving back and forth
in the soft night sky ...


The memory evaporated and she abruptly became aware, as she gazed down
at Stan's letter, that she was crying again. She read the last phrase
over and over again, "My body needs yours, just as yours must need mine.
Our sex life has been so great, beginning with that first night by the
Spence ... "


She sat up upright, feeling shame overwhelming her. She had never told
him--never wanted him to know--but she never, not even once, had come
close to achieving a climax. In her mind she knew positively she was one
of those women who are frigid, unfeeling. And she knew, with an
unshakable certainty that she would never never tell him the truth ...
that, instead of being "great", sex was strongly abhorrent to her ...


Chapter 2


When Grace went down to the swimming pool a few minutes later, Judi was
already in the water cavorting with 50 year-old Ricky Karl. She really
didn't know how the girl stood him. Although once allegedly a
professional basketball player, the man's muscles had long since turned
to fat. He was gross, insulting, crude and vulgar, and had an air about
him which implied he could buy anyone or anything. As far as Grace was
concerned, he was a criminal and should be in jail. It was common
knowledge that, among other things, he was one of the area's biggest
bookmakers. And it was also common knowledge that he carried a reserve
policeman's badge from a nearby city and thus, presumably, was
untouchable. He ingratiated himself with the police, giving them gifts
of expensive shirts and sweaters taken from one of the warehouses that
he rented to a major men's chain store. It was rumoured that he could
fix anything, also rumoured that he had staged a burglary of one of his
own warehouses in order to collect insurance. He was, in fact, a symbol
of everything bad... something diametrically opposed to what Stan was
fighting for in Vietnam.


But what Grace hated most about him was his arrogant assumption that all
he had to do was crook a finger at a woman, and she would jump into bed
with him. Some women, maybe, but not her! She would die first! He had
come oozing up to her like some slimy animal in the pool and put his fat
arm proprietarily around her shoulders. When she gave him a piece of her
mind, he had laughed sardonically and called her, "Miss Frigidaire".


She had struck back the only way she knew, verbally wounding him by
saying, "I'm not frigid ... it's just that I think you're a fat, dirty
old man. You just disgust me and you make my stomach turn."


His face had turned almost black in fury, then abruptly his demeanor
changed and he became his oily ingratiating self again. Grace, though,
had caught the look on his face. She knew she had made an enemy of him,
and at first it had frightened her. Since then he had ignored her, but
she could feel his stare burning holes in her back each time she went
down to the pool.


Now she saw him look up as she walked down the steps into the water. His
hooded eyes moved up and down her figure, locking themselves on the Vee
of her swim suit panties. He made a parody of licking his lips, then
turned his back to her. A moment later he climbed out of the pool,
leaned down to Judi and said something, then picked up his towel and
waddled across the green toward his penthouse suite.


When he reached the edge of the grass, he was greeted boisterously by
two men who had just walked through the portico. Both looked like
criminals to Grace. One of them was obviously an ex-jockey, a little man
with a sneaky, mean face. The other male was about medium height,
pot-bellied, and smoked a long black cigar. He wore rings on three
fingers of each hand. On a leash between them, a powerful looking German
Shepherd dog sniffed once at Ricky Karl and then dismissed him as being
not important.


Grace caught the dog's action and smiled knowingly, "That's just exactly
how I feel about him, too, Pup."


Judi swam over to her. "Ricky heard about our office party at Bay
Meadows Race Track on Thursday night. He offered to buy all of us a
drink. Isn't that sweet of him?"


"He can keep his liquor," Grace answered.


The two girls floated quietly side by side in the water. Judi broke the
silence. "What are you going to wear tomorrow night?"


"I really haven't thought about it." If the truth be known, she wasn't
too eager to go to the track with the rest of the staff. The management
was picking up the tab for admission and meals and drinks, but the
entire affair seemed such a waste of time. Grace didn't intend to bet
any of her hard-earned money. A more boring evening she couldn't
imagine. But, as newly appointed Office Manager, she felt the obligation
to attend.


Judi began chattering away about the various merits of the different
dresses she had, their effects on men, how women reacted to them
(usually jealously), and how much each of them had cost.


Grace listened with only about a quarter of her mind's attention. She
day-dreamed, thinking of how nice it would be to suddenly inherit a lot
of money from a previously unheard-of uncle or aunt ... or win one of
the soap company sweepstakes which would pay $50,000 cash or $400 each
month for the rest of her life. She could imagine the happy look on
Stan's face when he came home and discovered she had purchased a house
and furnished it just the way they had always dreamed--with a nursery
and a big formal dining room and an all-electric modern kitchen ...


"... and so I told her, 'Well, lady, he's your husband. Why don't you
tie a bell around his neck so you'll know where he is?' And she says to
me, 'If I catch you again with my husband, I'll...'" Judi continued
yapping happily away about her uncomplicated life.


Grace, feeling the buoyancy of the water holding her effortlessly up
simply let her body and mind drift. In the house, there would be a
bathroom with a sunken tub, a huge fireplace with lots of cushions
tossed about so guests could lie on the floor in comfort if they chose.
Of course, it's all just a wonderful dream, she thought, but there's no
harm in dreaming.


She was too young, too innocent to know yet that some dreams can be
treacherous--especially those where one wants something for nothing,
with no effort or will power expended. Dreams like these should be
handled carefully--like a rattlesnake--and not be cuddled too close to
the heart.


Chapter 3


After several years of being one of California's less important race
tracks, Bay Meadows finally began to attract horses and bettors of a
calibre that moved it up in class until it is today the state's third or
fourth track from a standpoint of attendance and daily handle.


Part of this sudden spurt in popularity came with the complete
renovation of the club house and stands. The other was the advent of
night racing, which permitted daytime workers to blow the week's pay
check on the quarter-horses and trotters.


The Turf Club is big, comfortable, and roomy--except on Saturdays and
holidays when it can become a bit crowded. In the evenings, the Turf
Club is open to club house patrons. Dinner is served, if one desires,
out on the terrace high above the finish line. There is an overall air
of luxury and expensiveness that can be, and often times is, contagious.


In spite of her cool calm exterior, Grace could not help but feel a
certain growing excitement as she had her second martini of the evening
and watched the horses parade to the post in the initial race. The first
martini had been ordered for her by Mr. Austin, the big boss. Dubious,
because she had never had one before, she cautiously sipped it and, in
her aroused state, discovered that it tasted delicious.


"It is now five minutes to post time," the voice over the public address
system boomed out.


Judi, who was talking to Bill Hill, the Sales Manager, turned to Grace
and asked, "You making a bet on this race?"


Grace shook her head silently.


"Want to split one on number three?"


Grace, biting her lower lip in uncertainty, shook her head again. It
would be fun just to bet a dollar. After all, what was a dollar? Still,
though, her earlier resolve not to foolishly waste money came back to
her.


Judi disappeared toward the sellers' windows with Bill Hill. Doug,
another one of the car salesmen came over to the table and asked, "What
you betting on this race, Gracie?"


"Nothing."


Doug glanced out toward the tote board. "That number seven looks awfully
good at the price. Seven to one; why he shouldn't be more than three to
one at the most."


Grace had absolutely no idea of what he was talking about, so remained
silent in order not to show her ignorance.


"I think I'll try a fifteen dollar combination," Doug said, then turned
back to her. "You sure?"


"Positive."


She was sitting there alone, waiting the return of the rest of the party
from the sellers' windows when a tall, distinguished looking man who had
been seated at Sam Austin's table came over and smiled down at her.
"You're Mrs. Hope," he said smiling.


"Yes?" It wasn't an invitation, but it was non-committal.


"I'm Jim Meloney. Sam was just telling me you're his new Office Manager.
I couldn't believe it, you look so young."


Grace dimpled in spite of herself. "Thank you." She paused a second,
feeling a bit awkward about his standing there, then asked, "Would you
care to sit down for a moment, Mister Meloney?"


"Why, thank you, Mrs. Hope. Yes, if I'm not intruding." He pulled out
the chair next to her and seated himself. An expensive cigarette case
and lighter was pulled from his pocket. "Do you smoke?"


"No, thank you."


"Do you mind if I do?"


"Not at all." Now, she thought, here is a real gentleman. Sophisticated,
rich, dignified, handsome ... unobtrusive.


She noticed his hands as he lit the cigarette. Manicured nails, long
sensitive fingers, tanned and obviously capable hands ... immaculate
white French cuffs peering from the sleeves of his navy blue cashmere
coat ... extraordinarily large wrist watch with two sets of sweep hands.
She also noticed the way he peered at her, looking at her as though she
were an interesting person--not like a piece of meat being inspected in
a butcher shop.


"You're not only young," he said suddenly, "but I have a feeling you're
pretty intelligent as well."


Grace blushed, feeling momentarily a loss of words. Then she replied in
light banter, "Thank you, kind sir. But how could you tell if I'm
intelligent ... or stupid?"


"Well, for one thing, there's a lot of intelligence in your eyes.
Another thing--which furthered my conviction--was that you're not
betting this race. I saw you turn down several offers. Now that's what I
call smart. These are a real bunch of dogs. The race is wide open.
Anything can win it. Never bet unless it's a lead pipe cinch."


He seemed so knowledgeable! Grace blurted out before she could stop
herself. "You seem to know a lot about it. How come?"


The man laughed, obviously delighted with her question. "I can tell
You're not a race fan, and I'll bet you don't read the sports pages,
either."


She shook her head. "I'm sorry. This is my first time."


"You show even more sense then, in not betting. This isn't a game for
amateurs. I ought to know. I own Red Rebel Stables; we're running
seventeen horses here at this meet. It took me almost thirty years to
learn the game. And even now, I get fooled all the time."


Grace recognized the name "Red Rebel Stables" from an earlier glance at
the program. She brightened immediately. "You have a horse in one of the
races later this evening?"


He grinned, obviously pleased with her ability to recall the
information. "Yes. We've got Red Jewel in the fifth ... and the entry in
the feature race."


"Oh, well. In that case, I'll make a bet on those two races. Just to
wish you luck."


Jim Meloney shook his head. "Now don't make me change my mind about you,
young lady. That would be an extremely foolish thing to do."


"But why?" she protested. "Don't you think your horses will win?"


He pursed his lips and shrugged. "I really don't think we have a chance
for top money in the fifth. I'll settle for the show or fourth place
purse. As for the seventh? It's going to be very close. It's a toss up
between one of my horses and six of the others. If I do bet, it'll be
only a small amount. I never bet big money unless I'm almost positive."


"Oh." Grace's disappointment showed in her voice. Jim Meloney laughed, a
deep booming laughter of pleasure and companionship. "Look, try to find
me just before the sixth race. There's a horse in the sixth that may
have some possibilities; I'll know better after I see him in the
paddock. Find me and I'll tell you."


"Will you? Promise?" She sounded like a little girl.


"I promise." He patted her hand paternally and stood. "May I buy you
another drink?"


Grace glanced down at her empty martini glass. She was already feeling
the effects of the liquor she had consumed, and it was still an hour or
so before they planned to have dinner. She shook her head and said, "No
... I think I've had enough for now." Then she added with uncustomary
candour, "This is not only my first time at the track, but also the
first time for martinis, and the first time I've been out socially
without my husband."


He stood there looking down at her with a half-quizzical expression on
his face, and Grace thought she had better adjust in case he had
misinterpreted her remark, "My husband's in Vietnam."


Immediately he became sympathetic. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Hope. I didn't
realize." He patted her hand again, then repeated, "See me about ten
minutes before the sixth. I may have something for you."


Bill Hill and Doug arrived back at the table with their arms wrapped
around the waist of a giggling, excited Judi. Bill looked toward the
retreating figure of Jim Meloney and raised his eyebrows. "Hey ... hey!
What's he doing? Touting you on one of his horses?"


"Yeah," Doug demanded. "What'd he say about Red Jewel in the fifth?"


Grace paused a second, then feeling quite important, replied, "He thinks
Red Jewel may be overmatched in the fifth, and the seventh is a tossup."


"A tossup, eh?" Bill Hill asked thoughtfully. "Sounds to me like he's
trying to hide something--probably wants to keep the odds up. I think
I'm going to bet him anyway."


Judi was gazing at Grace in open-mouthed speculation, her eyes wide.
"Gee ... Jim Meloney! He's yummy, and so rich! Why don't you invite him
over to our table, Grace?"


"No." She wasn't quite sure why she refused, but it had something to do
with not wanting to appear too forward with him. She liked the man as a
person. She felt safe and comfortable with him. She already thought of
him as a friend, and some subliminal snobbishness told her that Judi and
Bill Hill and Doug were not his type of people.


Judi bore the refusal philosophically and turned her attention to the
starting gate where the last of the horses was just entering the stall.


The flag went up, the gates popped open, and the horses suddenly came
out as if they had been shot from a cannon. The roar of the crowd built
up to a crescendo of thunder and exhortative screams, making it quite
impossible to hear the public address system at all. Beside her, Grace
heard Judi suddenly groan and fall silent as the horse in front abruptly
was overtaken by longer-striding quarter horses. It was all over in less
than 20 seconds.


No one at Grace's table had the winner, a big bay gelding by the
unlikely name of Meat Wagon Herb, who had gone off at 12 to 1 odds.


And so it went. Grace, against her better judgment had another martini
just before dinner was served. Ravenous, she lit into her filet mignon
as though she hadn't eaten for weeks. As the time grew closer for the
sixth race, she found an almost unbearable tension building up in her
body. It was akin to fever, leaving her weak and feeling light-headed.
As Jim Meloney had suspected, Red Jewel wasn't quite good enough in the
fifth, finishing third in a photo finish. Doug, who hadn't really
believed Grace, bet the horse to win and lost another fifteen dollars;
he was now down $130 for the evening. Judi had kept her bets at a more
conservative level, but still was out $30. Of the eight people at
Grace's table, only Bill Hill was ahead, and then just slightly thanks
to a lucky long-shot in the third.


The feeling of light-headed excitement continued to mount to a point
where Grace's hands were actually trembling when she picked up her purse
shortly before the sixth race and walked toward Jim Meloney's private
box. He wasn't there, nor was he in the dining room or bar area.
Disappointed, she stared around hoping for a glance of him. Then, spirit
crushed, and dejected, started back toward her own table. She hadn't
taken more than half a dozen steps before she felt her shoulders grasped
from behind and heard his voice, "Mrs. Hope. Don't go away."


She turned, a radiant smile of relief on her face. "I was looking for
you." She faltered, suddenly unsure of herself. "You did say to find you
before this race?"


He turned his head in both directions then gently took her elbow and
steered her over to his box. "Right. Number six. Bet it to win. But
don't bet more than you can afford to lose."


"But ... but you said you never betted unless you were positive," she
protested.


He smiled sadly. "Nothing on a race track is ever one hundred percent
positive. I've had horses five lengths out in front stumble." The grin
came back, along with a wink, "Six is almost positive."


Grace looked out toward the tote boards. The odds on six were eleven to
one.


"Don't pay attention to the odds," he said. "I'll be making my bet about
thirty seconds before post time. They'll probably drop to around seven
to one." He paused, staring at her with what seemed to be fondness and
amusement, "Would you like me to place your bet when I put mine down?"


Grace took a deep sigh, then nodded her head. Quickly then, before she
could change her mind, she opened her wallet, pulled out two fives, and
offered them to him.


Jim glanced down at the money, then his handsome face broke into a wide
smile of delight. "That's playing it safe. I knew you were an
intelligent woman." He took the money and shoved it into the side pocket
of his coat. "Let's see now, your ten dollars and my bet ... that makes
a total win wager of one thousand and ten dollars."


Grace gasped and choked. "You're betting ... ?"


"One thousand."


She sat down weakly on one of the padded chairs in his box. "Oh, my,"
she managed to say.


Jim Meloney patted her hand again. "You sit here until I come back.
We'll watch the race together and both pull for our horse." He
disappeared.


She sat there, waiting for him, and actually shivering from excitement.
A thousand dollars! She couldn't believe it. A thousand dollars on one
horse! And he seemed so confident, so sure of himself ... as if he had
talked to the horse himself. Then, one by one, the horses began going in
the gate. She began glancing frantically around for him, not wanting him
to miss the race.


"The flag is up," the public address system announced as the last horse
was locked in the stall.


Again the crowd screamed when the gates opened and the horses thundered
out. She felt, rather than saw, Jim Meloney at her side. Their horse had
broken alertly, but was no match for the blazing early speed of a gray
which had immediately drawn out to almost a length lead. She found
herself screaming exhortations at their horse and jumping up and down.
Fifty yards from the finish line their horse and a big black on the
outside both began overtaking the gray. She reached out, without
volition, and grasped Jim Meloney's hand in excitement, digging her
sharp fingernails painfully into his palms. Ten yards away from the
finish line, the three horses were neck and neck; it looked as if the
gray were getting a second wind. Then, just as the three horses flashed
across the wire, Grace saw number six put his head out in front. She was
screaming and jumping up and down like a school girl. Nothing in her
life had ever exceeded this moment in pure excitement. "We win ... we
win," she yelled, and then impulsively threw her arms around Jim Meloney
and kissed him.


The touch of his lips on hers brought her back to earth immediately. She
blushed a deep red, then began blurting an apology ...


"Sorry!" Jim Meloney asked, staring down at her face. "What's there to
be sorry about genuine emotion ... excitement, fear, love?" His eyes
sparkled. "We got a better price than I thought we would," he said,
nodding toward the tote board. "I saw Charlie Webster and Pete Grossman
both plunking down some big bills on the four horses. So, it looks like
you're going to get ... ah ... oh, lets say, about ninety five dollars
or so."


Grace sat down stunned. She couldn't believe it. A profit of $85 in less
than half a minute. She was forced to believe it, though, a few minutes
later when Jim handed over $96.20 in payoff for her ten dollar bet.


Jim ordered drinks for them both, then laughed delightedly and seemed
pleased when she insisted on paying for them. "That's the first time a
woman has bought me a drink in a long time."


He insisted she stay seated in his box for a while longer, and Grace
complied, trying to hide her eagerness. She liked it up here--seated up
here like a goddess looking down at the swirling herd of little
humanity. Finally, though, she felt she had outstayed her welcome and
made preparations for leaving. He put his hand over her thigh and
pressed down in a commanding manner. "Stay here," he ordered, then
softened it by saying, "Please? Wait until after this feature race. If
one of my horses does come in, I'll want you to go down to the winner's
circle with me and be photographed accepting the flowers."


Grace sat there, feeling more like a queen now, and waited impatiently
for the race. It came and went in a flash of colour, and Jim shook his
head in utter bewilderment as his entry finished first and second. "And
I didn't have a cent on them," he groaned to friends in the box next to
them. Then he was escorting Grace downstairs, across the paddock area,
and up the tanbark to the winner's circle. Everything was happening too
rapidly for her--the rush to the winner's circle, the smell of the
horse, its panting breath, the shouted congratulations, the awarding of
the flowers and trophy--both of which were given to her, the flash bulbs
as photographs were taken. It was a moment of glory, all too soon over.


Upstairs again in Jim Meloney's box there were half a dozen buckets of
champagne being iced. He grinned. "An old custom of mine for the
newspaper handicappers and the adjacent boxes." The first of his guests
were already wandering over; the news had gotten around that he hadn't
backed either of his horses. It was a joke, one that both they and he
appreciated.


Grace was introduced as "my gracious hostess, Mrs. Hope. Her husband is
a sergeant in Vietnam." She found herself meeting several people whose
names she recognized from the Society Pages of the San Francisco
Chronicle. She poured, she made polite conversation ... and she drank
toast after toast.


Three minutes before the last race of the evening, Jim came over and
whispered in her ear. "Would you like to try another race? I have reason
to believe that number five is a shoo-in."


Suddenly the intense fevered excitement hit her again. It was so strong
that she found it difficult to breathe. "How much shall I bet?" she
asked, and was surprised at the hoarseness of her voice.


"Well, I believe in betting with the track's money," he said quietly.
"Why don't you parlay what you've won. That way, if you lose, you still
haven't lost any of your own cash."


Grace was really reluctant to let that much money go. She already had
mentally deposited it in the bank. Then, shrugging and not wanting to
diminish this feeling of excitement, she nodded. She could trust him.
Carefully she counted out $96 and handed it over.


"I'm still winner by twenty cents," she said defiantly.


Jim's laughter was contagious; she found herself giggling. She also
found herself feeling proud at his words of praise, "That' a girl."
Also, she was strangely comforted by his partnership pat on her
shoulder.


It wasn't until Jim had disappeared that she peered and squinted at the
tote board which seemed to be going in and out of focus. She couldn't
even read the odds on their horse.


The effects of the excitement and the alcohol had made her so
light-headed that she was forced to sit down. Grace wasn't even aware
that the horses had entered the gate, and only stood up when she heard
the roar of the crowd. There was the blurry mass of horse flesh and
human riders hurtling down the brown dirt track, coming closer--ever
closer--until the colourful avalanche flashed by.


She didn't have the slightest idea of who had won.


The conclusion of the final race of the day generally is a depressing
time, for it is then that the great masses feel the sudden let down and
are forced to go home knowing that the last chance to recoup or make the
big killing has evaporated. So it was that Grace sensed the difference
in the crowd and felt a beginning of depression. She was weary--and knew
that she was more than a little drunk. The pay-off prices flashed on the
totalizator board, and she heard the "oohs" and "ahhs" and groans as the
second-guessers saw what they could have earned if they had followed the
form or their hunches.


The boxes around her had emptied quickly and now she sat quite alone,
weaving a bit in her chair as the cleanup crews began rattling dishes
and cans and banging folding tables together. A water truck, spewing
rain behind it, raced along the dirt track below her. Dully she
wondered, what had happened to Jim, then as she squinted down the
aisleway, she saw what appeared to be his figure striding toward her
with a big smile on his handsome face.


Whatever depression she had felt before disappeared when he handed her
some money. She looked down and immediately sobered a bit when she saw
the top bill was a hundred dollar note. She blinked. "I don't
understand," she blurted out.


"We won. Not a bad payoff either. Twelve eighty ... more than I thought
we'd get."


"How ... how much did ... I win?"


Jim grinned. "I just gave you six hundred and fourteen dollars. I owe
you another forty cents, but I thought I'd keep the dimes in case I need
to telephone you."


She blinked owlishly at the money again, then felt an overwhelming
gratitude. "Oh ... Jim. How can I ever thank you." He was such a good
friend! And such a gentleman! She looked up at him, weaved a bit, and he
was forced to put out his hand to steady her. She saw him looking down
in concern and amusement.


"I think," he said slowly, "that I had better get some coffee into you."


Immediately she became contrite. "I'm sorry ... it's just that I'm not
used to ... "


"I know. Come on."


"But ... but I came with friends."


"I've already told them we're going to get a nightcap and coffee. I'll
see that you get home safely."


"All right." She trusted him. She wouldn't have ridden alone with Bill
Hill or Doug in her present condition; they were uncouth, not to be
trusted, not gentlemen.


She staggered slightly as they were entering the elevator, and Jim put
his arm around her waist to steady her again. She could feel the warmth
of his powerful right hand resting on her hip, could feel each of his
sure fingers pressing gently above and below the hip bone. Somewhere in
the distant recesses of her alcohol-fogged mind an alarm bell clanged,
but it was so muted that she wasn't sure what it was for. After all, Jim
could be trusted. She was completely safe with him.


Had Grace been more alert, she would have noticed the look in Jim
Meloney's eyes as he gazed down at her proud, upthrust young breasts so
enticingly outlined under the thin nylon yellow and black print dress.
She would have realized that his hand on her hip was making subtle
little circular motions--barely perceptible... possessive. And under
normal circumstances she would have noticed the change in his demeanor
as heated desire overcame the fragile barriers of a superficial
chivalry.


Looking down at her, Jim Meloney felt his groin tightening. Without
touching her, without doing anything but watching her young vibrant
body, he had already begun to get an erection. She would have to be
handled carefully, he thought. No fast moves ... nothing to alarm her.
He knew instinctively, that there had been no one other than her husband
since her marriage ... and probably few, if any, men before her husband.
She was practically a virgin, but there were certain little things she
did--the way she moved and talked and thought--that led him to believe
there was a wild untapped streak of wantonness in her body that even she
was not aware of. He vowed to unveil that streak. Maybe not tonight...
or tomorrow ... or next week ... but soon. He had absolutely no doubt
that given time he would have her naked young body moaning in sexual
delirium beneath him.


Outside, the heat of the night hit her and Grace became even more
drowsy. She wasn't aware that the valet parking attendant had opened the
door of a Cadillac convertible for her. She slid in, not knowing or
caring that her mini skirt had slid up past the top of her hose and that
her rich creamy bare thighs were there for all to see.


Jim saw it, though, and his power and importance was such that the
parking lot attendant immediately averted his eyes from this luscious
sight, staring off in the distance.


Grace had the sensation of driving, of being extremely comfortable in
the deep leather cushions of the car, and finally of going up a set of
stairs with Jim's arm around her waist again.


A half-fleeting moment of complete awareness came to her and she
realized she was in a room--a smartly decorated, obviously expensive and
masculine study. She was lying full length on a long maroon leather
couch in front of an unlighted fireplace. Grace sat up quickly, swaying
and attempting to focus her eyes, her heart pounding in alarm. Then she
saw Jim coming across the room, carrying what appeared to be a coffee
pot.


"Jim," she gasped. "Where are we?"


"My study," he glanced at her quizzically. "Don't you remember? You
wanted to come here for coffee rather than go to a crowded restaurant."


His face and the room were rapidly going out of focus again and she was
having a terrible time keeping upright. "I ... I ... think I had better
go ... home now," she said, struggling to regain her feet, but
succeeding only in falling backward on the couch.


Jim laughed and called out, "Whoa, there. Steady, girl. Come on... get
this coffee down and I'll take you home. Come on," he coaxed, "try to
drink a little of it."


"You promise ... promise to take me home?"


"I promise to take you home just as soon as you ask to go." He watched
her carefully in an effort to see how she took the remark, and was
relieved when she nodded her head.


"That's a good girl," he said soothingly, as though he were trying to
steady a nervous horse. He sat down and put his left arm around her
shoulders, supporting her swaying figure in an upright position. He felt
the incredibly supple warmth of her upper arm. "Here, try sipping a
little of this." He held the steaming cup near her mouth until Grace had
taken four or five swallows, then he permitted her to fall back onto the
couch again. As she slowly slipped sideways the mini-skirt hiked all the
way, almost as if it were pulled by venetian blind cords. He saw her
lovely pouting young vaginal mound through the near-transparent yellow
and black lace edged bikini panties. She had put the panties on over her
black garter belt and this made him smile even more; it was this--more
than anything else--that prompted his final decision to fuck her
tonight. Until that very moment he had been prepared to let it go one
way or the other. Now, though, knowing there was easy access to her
starved little cunt and not a lot of undressing and fumbling to do, he
could wait no longer to possess entirely this young, almost virginal
bride.


Jim bent down and lifted her limp, nylon clad legs onto the couch, then
pushed a pillow beneath her head. She smiled sleepily without opening
her eyes. Next he went over to the stereo set and put on a softly
seductive record. Then he padded upstairs and removed all of his
clothes, putting on an expensive silk lounging robe which came just to
mid-thigh and was fastened in front by a silken cord. He brushed his
teeth and sprinkled some after shave lotion on his face before heading
back downstairs to the study.


Grace was sound asleep, lying flat on her back with left leg slightly
cocked at the knee. Jim could plainly see the shadow of her vaginal
crevice and the full ripe mound of warm creamy flesh that denoted the
beginnings of her deliciously proportioned buttocks. Softly curling
strands of her pubic hair peeked out from under the elastic legbands of
her panties. It was all he could do to keep from spreading her legs wide
and savagely tearing into the young, almost naked cunt lying helplessly
there before him. Only by exerting an inordinate amount of self-control
was he able to be gentle with her.


Grace was not aware of it when he eased her shoes off her feet and
teased soft wet kisses along the bottom of her foot and up the back of
her calf. Nor did she realize what Jim was doing when she felt her hips
being raised. She never felt her scanty little nylon panties being
pulled down over the smoothly rounded curves of her hips and slid down
her legs.


Slowly, the heavily breathing man spread her thighs apart, bending and
raising the right knee until it pressed against the back of the leather
couch. The left leg he simply let trail on the floor.


Then, with quickening breath, he knelt between her ankles and stared
with lascivious eyes at her soft black pubic hair and the wide, coral
pink lips of her now completely open and defenseless young pussy. It
seemed as if they were a magnet pulling his face toward them. Her cunt
called out, begged to be touched, to be kissed, to be eaten like the
most succulent forbidden fruit from the Garden of Eden. The hardness of
his throbbing prick rubbed against the silk of his lounging pajamas and
made his balls ache. He had never felt more alive than he did at this
moment. He could feel the cool leather on his knees and the warmth of
her inner thighs on the palms of his hands as he pushed them even
further apart.


It was not until her smoothly tapered young legs were completely
widespread that Grace began to regain some semblance of consciousness,
and even then she was incapable of evaluating completely what was
happening to her. She knew her naked buttocks were on cool leather, that
her legs were spread wide apart, that warm hands were stroking the
insides of her thighs. Everything considered, it felt good.


Jim Meloney sensed that she had snapped out of her stupor momentarily.
He waited for some protest, then felt her momentarily stiffened legs
relax and fall limply open again. He grinned and licked his lips; she
either knew or she didn't know what he was about to do. Either way, she
was permitting him to go ahead.


Quickly then, he slithered forward until his face was just above the
soft, wetly glistening little slit between her thighs. Never before had
he seen such a mouth-watering cunt; the vaginal lips were perfect,
looking almost as if they belonged on a young teenage girl instead of a
married woman. Her pubic hair was more like silken sable and the tiny,
sparsely used cuntal mouth was small, delicate ... timid.


Slowly, as though he were savouring every second, he lowered his face
... and his tongue like a red shinning penis of a dog crept out between
his teeth.


He licked once ... slowly and gently his tongue moved from clitoris to
anus ... and was rewarded with an almost inaudible moan. His tongue
retraced the wetly teasing path it had just taken, and this time he felt
the tendons of her inner thighs tighten and her entire pelvis slowly
rise upward toward his face. Unconscious or not, her vagina was
responding for he tasted the first slightly saline secretions of her
feminine musk as her pussy of its own volition prepared itself for love
making by seeping out its warm, slickly welcoming lubricant.


Grace was dreaming. Stan was making beautiful love to her. It felt
wonderful, whereas always before it had been distasteful. In her dream
she was responding, fervently!


And abruptly, she was in full command of her senses. She struggled to
sit up, but found herself pinned to the couch. What was happening to
her? Why was she naked from the waist down? Who? What? She finally
raised her head and saw the top of a man's head down between her open
thighs. "No," she screamed. "You mustn't."


Meloney, instead of answering, drove his tongue full length into the
sweet warm depths of her pussy for the first time and used his nose to
titillate her tiny, unconsciously pulsating clitoris.


"Aaagghh. No, oh, God, no!"


The man heard her terrified yelp and knew now that he must not stop
until she was so aroused she could not help herself. It was now or
never. She wouldn't let him near her in the future if he stopped now,
but if he continued and she liked it? Who could tell. So thinking, he
tightened his arms wrapped about her thighs and buried his rapacious
tongue even deeper into the quivering, heated pussy lips between her
open legs.


Fear and repugnance were battling each other for supremacy in Grace's
mind. Instead of a sweet dream, this was some nightmare too horrible to
comprehend. And still, though, the earlier pleasure of that dream was
not to be denied. Her nerve endings down there were being serenaded by
that velvet tongue that licked, sucked, and caressed all at the same
time. It was hateful, outrageous, horrible ... beautiful.


"No ... no," she whimpered, flinging her arm up against her forehead and
clenching her eyes shut as if this would make everything go away, "Stop!
Oh God ... Please stop!"


It was only then that the man looked up and she gasped as she saw the
familiar face. "Jim," she cried. "Don't! Please stop. Let me up ...
please."


His own reply was, without taking his eyes from her face--a hard tongue
thrust against her clitoris.


"Oh, Jim," she squealed. "Please don't. You can't do that! It's a
horrible thing!"


His tongue traced a zig-zag pattern down through her pubic curls from
clitoris to anus again, then came back and speared into the seeping hole
of her tiny, tightly clenched cuntal opening. Seven--eight times in
rapid succession he flicked his tongue in and out between inner and
outer lips of her pussy, tongue-fucking her in earnest now.


Grace began moaning piteously as she felt powerful sensations overriding
all other emotions and body functions. "Oh, Jim ... Jim! Pluuuu-eeez! My
husband has never even done that to me. Jim? JIM!" The last was a shout
as his teeth clamped the sensitive almond bud of her clitoris and began
nibbling gently. "Oh, God!" she gasped, then fell back against the
couch, weakened by the intense feeling and sudden uncontrollable hunger
down between her helplessly trembling legs. She made one last protest,
"Don't. My husband! That's dirty ... perverted."


Jim looked up, his face shining with his own saliva and her excitedly
flowing cuntal juices. "Stop fighting it, Grace. You know and I know
that you're enjoying what I'm doing to your wonderful pussy."


"Please ... don't talk like that to me," she moaned. "I'm married and I
love my husband."


"So?" He lowered his chin and ran his hot hard tongue along one side of
her outer layer of vulva, watching her as he did so. Her face grimaced,
not in disgust, but in what was obviously a fight for self-control.


She was his now. His to do what he wanted to. She might think she was
still capable of fighting, but her pussy was in command of her body now,
and it was going to betray her for thirty silvery licks.


Satisfied, he let his eyes feast hungrily on the now fully blossomed
lips which had grown in size and colour since he began his
ministrations. There was life in those lips, and no masterpiece in any
museum could ever compare with the picture before him--framed so
delicately with incredibly soft, raven black pubic curls. One single
drop of her seeping pussy juice clung like a small translucent pearl to
the little curls of black hair. The entire cuntal area looked like the
corolla of some ruby-coloured flower and, in the middle where the stamen
ordinarily would be, there was the sacred little opening to her womb.
Even as he watched, it puckered and unpuckered in sensual excitement,
looking like the mouth of a feeding fish.


"Look down at me, Grace," he commanded, and there was something in his
voice that made her lift her head. She watched petrified and stiff, as
he placed his thumbs on her vaginal opening and peeled her softly
yielding pussy lips apart as though it were sections of some succulent
tropical fruit being separated; the soft curls of her pubic hairs gave
way, exposing the flaming beauty of her vertical little cuntal mouth to
his lust dimmed gaze. She moaned in shame as he breathed against the
sensitive lips; the expelled hot air from his throat grazed raw nerves
down there and her entire body reacted as she heard his accompanying
lewd, lascivious statement, "I'm going to eat your pussy, Grace. I'm
going to tongue-fuck you and, if you're telling the truth about no one
ever having done this for you, then you're in for a beautiful surprise."


She saw his face drop ... and his tongue come out to wetly probe her
guilt-quivering vagina. That was the last thing she saw. With this hot,
wet contact between tongue and cunt, she simply was forced to let
everything go. Her body responded automatically, jerking convulsively,
as she ground her hips into the leather couch in an effort to escape his
long worming tongue that wiggled like a sidewinder up one side of her
cunt and down the other. A groan bubbled out of her throat, "Ohhhh ...
my God! Jim ... please ... don't ... " The rapacious licking continued
in and upon her defenseless vagina and she felt her stomach muscles
rippling like wind on the water. She began wailing in animal-like
passion as his tongue scoured her inner thighs and made one hot swipe
around her clitoris before snaking rapier-like in and out of her now
completely helplessly cringing pussy. "Oh. Oh ... Jim, dear God ... stop
... please."


Jim shook his head negatively and raced his tongue faster up the dilated
hole between her open thighs. He used his nose to tease against the
hotly throbbing little clitoris repeatedly and each nudge brought a low
gasp from the helplessly immured girl.


She raised her head up to look down over her breasts and this time her
mind was clear enough to see everything. She saw his bobbing head framed
between her sleek widespread nylon-clad knees. Her black and yellow
floral printed dress was bunched up above her hips and she could even
see tiny red lace roses on the black lacey garter belt holding up her
sheer hosiery. Black against white on her thighs, Jim's grayish brown
hair and tanned face bobbing up and down against the black of her naked
pubic hair!


She watched his assault with a feeling of horror, her mind in a
maelstrom of repulsion, shame, and unwanted desire. Above all, was a
realization that burned with a napalm intensity in her tortured mind ...
: This is no dream ... this is really happening to me. Oh, God! Dear
Stan ... I love you ... forgive me ... forgive ... me ... for ... The
unwanted jolts of forbidden pleasure and little zephyrs of pure
wantonness vilely pervaded her entire being now as Jim's powerful hands
released her thighs and slipped under her buttocks, cupping and
squeezing the soft, yet firm warm flesh of the hotly trembling cheeks.
His tongue and mouth continued to grind further and further into the
valley of her squirming defenseless cunt. Without volition, she dug her
shoulders into the couch, sucked in her stomach muscles and raised her
pelvis, making Jim's head bury itself even deeper. Debased sucking and
slurping sounds of his labours echoed throughout the study. His hands
pulled apart the crevice between her buttocks, and then one
adventuresome finger began exploring the opening to her tiny puckered
little rectum. The feel of that finger there caused Grace to clench her
eyes tightly shut and ball her hands into fists.


Now she thought of Stan and the one or two times he had tried to make
love to her this way, and the coldness of her refusal--especially that
night on the banks of the Spence. Why hadn't she suspected this bliss
her body was capable of. After all, she had always liked to be fondled
and caressed, loved the touch of Stan's mouth on her breasts and neck
and shoulder. It was only the sex act itself that was so abhorrent. If
only she had permitted Stan to do this to her. If only she had known the
exquisite pleasure in store for her!


Grace began moaning low in her throat, obvious sounds of pleasure. The
vision of Stan was fading as she began to let herself feel everything
... oh, if she had only known the inherent wantonness of her own body,
she never would have had the first drink unless Stan had been beside her
to protect her ... from herself! But ... instead, her mouth opened wide
...


"Oooooooh God! God I can't stand it!"


Jim heard her sharp gasp of delight as his hands kneaded the soft globes
of her pliantly yielding buttocks; the sound caused a surge of new lust
in his already over-aroused body, and he drew her limply co-operating
legs up and around his neck. Moments later, he had the satisfaction of
knowing that she had voluntarily locked her ankles together behind his
head in consent and cooperation. He continued to fuck her orally, using
his tongue to run lewd sensuous circles around her fully erect little
clitoris, nuzzling his nose back and forth as he darted his throbbing
tongue deep into her pulsating pussy, feeling the soft, hair rimmed lips
push against his mouth with increasing strength as her body spasmed and
writhed upward in a now hungry effort to bring more and more of his
mouth into contact with the wetly glistening flesh. His middle finger
again sought out the tightly clenched lips of her anus, and a low
inarticulate moan was wrenched from her throat as he probed teasingly
the opening. Abruptly, his hot wet mouth moved down, down, all the way
down where his tongue flickered like summer heat lightning against the
brown puckered little hole.


Grace's eyes blinked wide open as she felt the touch, felt the wild
sensual pleasure surge like a seismic wave through her. This was dirty,
Evil. He must stop. She must make him understand he shouldn't do this.


"Oh, God ... Jim. Don't do that ... you mustn't. No!" she whimpered
wildly, her voice an unrecognizable hiss of lust. "You must not ... "
The last was shut off in mid-sentence as her evilly betraying body
wantonly used her heels to bring his head in tighter, deeper,
endeavouring to rape her own tortured rectum with his tongue. She
flailed her head from side to side, trying to shake off the shame at the
realization she had lost complete control of her traitorous emotions.
She began sobbing again in deep, unashamed humiliation as the hotly
slavering man now wormed his heated tongue into that forbidden rectal
opening. "Aaaagghh... " it was said softly between sobs, then "Oohhhh?
Ohhhhh ... God ... !" Her body began to boil with the exquisite tingling
of raw nerve ends as Jim started has voracious licking of the cuntal
crevice again. She knew that further fight was useless; she didn't want
to deny this intense delight he was bringing her. Suddenly, as the
ganglions of her pussy began to vibrate, she knew she was closer than
ever before to the total fulfillment she had too long denied herself.
She, of her own volition, spread her thighs wider and raised her
burning, desire-filled loins to his face, her only wish now to aid this
man, this master of her nakedly grinding vagina. She ground her
throbbing, widespread cunt against his face, reveling to the pit of her
heart and soul with the insane delight of the lewd, forbidden pleasure
he was awarding her.


Her body was rapidly building up to that slow sweet agony of a climax.
Never before had she been so close to release, not in all of her life.
Before this she had submitted docilely, as a good wife should, to the
ordeal of sex. Now, though, she could feel the mighty vapours beginning
to build up into towering, frightening thunderbirds in her love-starved,
incandescent hot pussy. This build up could not last much longer or she
would cataclysmically explode into a million screaming little pieces
flying off in all directions. Before, she had always felt that she was
one of those women who could not physically or emotionally achieve that
summit of god-like sensation, but now she knew she was close. It could
not be denied her this time. It couldn't.


Jim sensed that she was reaching across a previously unbridged gulf, and
he wormed his middle finger deep into her saliva-moistened anus. It went
in easily, the hole having been lubricated by his saliva, enlarged by
his tongue. At the same moment, he began concentrating on her tiny,
hotly jerking clitoris.


Grace writhed and twisted, bubbling and bubbling wild mewls of passion,
her face was twisted in a grotesque masque of feral lust which was
almost frightening in its intensity. She was close. Closer. This was it.
Now! It could not be denied her. "Ohhh ... ohhhhh, God! God! GOD?" She
chanted as he screwed up into her hotly clasping cunt harder with his
tongue. She was only vaguely conscious that his hands were teasing her
anus and clitoris with tingling fingers of flame, and she gasped
hoarsely, wailing with a breath that came more and more rapidly. His big
implacable twisting tongue burrowed ever deeper into her pussy, and she
could feel it trembling deeper inside her--flickering, touching, licking
everything.


Suddenly then, the massive towering storm clouds of lust in her cunt
split wide open in one gigantic thunderclap of sweet agony.


She had bridged the gulf and now she was swinging wildly, soaring high,
high, higher than she had ever thought possible. She was Icarus with
wings of wax reaching out for the sun, with wax melting and feathers
falling, exalting knowing now that she would fall into the sun and be
consumed instead of plummeting into a cold and alien sea.


She was there!


And from a distance too far off to comprehend, she unexpectedly heard
her own shrill cry of delight and the scream "I'm cumming. Oh God. Don't
stop. Don't ever stop! Oh? Oh? Ah? AHHHH. AAIIIIEEETEEE! I'M
CUMMININNNGGGG!"


Jim Meloney's head was almost knocked off his shoulders by the violence
of her pelvis thrusts as she jerked and heaved her wildly clasping pussy
against his face. Once, she hit him so hard that he thought for sure his
nose would be bloodied. Her legs, locked around his head, had tightened
like the grip of a reticulated python, and her heels beat a tarantella
of sheer, implacable lust against his shoulder blades.


Finally the tumultuous storm ended and her ravaged body settled back
completely relaxed into the rich leather cushions of the couch. Now she
could feel the coolness of the leather, the dampness of her forehead and
loins.


Jim continued gently kissing and nibbling at her vaginal lips until he
felt the last delicate tremors subside, then he pulled his head clear of
her cuntal canyon. "Well?" he asked softly, casting off his robe,
tossing it onto the hearth.


The only answer was a sudden welling up of tears in her eyes, and then
the water began streaming down both sides of her face. "I'm so ashamed,"
she sobbed.


"Don't be. You couldn't help yourself. You needed that."


"But I'm married," she wailed. "And I love my husband!"


She heard his short bark of laughter and looked down toward him. He was
kneeling over her now, his face twisted in hungry passion. Her eyes
trailed on down his broad chest and flat stomach to the erect penis
which stood out like a canted telephone pole from his gray-brown patch
of pubic hair. His hand began to stroke his cock, pulling the foreskin
slowly back to reveal the one Cyclopean eye which peered at her. Lord!
It was so big! Far larger than Stan's. She was terrorized by the
immensity of it's girth and length. Remembering the pain of each
insertion of Stan's smaller penis, she knew she could never take it
without it hurting her. It would split her apart, fill her with
excruciating agony, kill her!


"It's my turn now," Jim said, watching her face fill with distress. "I'm
going to fuck you, Grace, and when my cock gets all the way inside you,
you're going to experience ten times the pleasure that you just now had.
I'm going to fuck you, baby, and you are going to love every second of
it."


His obscene words both frightened and excited her, but she could not
tear her eyes from that monstrous rod which he held in his hand. She
gaped at it in complete misery as she found her errant mind wondering if
he really could bring her pleasure; after all, he had been right before!
He had brought her up to, and then escourted her through, thresholds of
unbelievable sensuality and carnal delight that she had never before
believed could exist.


"Put it in for me," he ordered.


"Oh, no, Jim. Dear God ... no. I can't. Don't do this to me. I'm
married. Please! Let me go. I love my husband so much."


"Take it!" he snarled, and in his heated desire for her luscious young
body, he cruelly grasped her arm above the elbow and dug his fingernails
into the flesh.


"You're hurting me," she wailed.


"Put ... it ... in!"


"Please, Jim ... no," she started to protest, but then saw the
frightening look in his eye and her hand dropped between their bodies
where it encountered the white hot throbbing immensity of his maledom.
"Oh, God ... " she moaned as her fingers tightened around the thick
fleshy hardness. Fear welled up as she only then fully comprehended the
enormity of the prick.


"Go on," he warned, lowering his hips lower between her widespread
defenseless thighs. "Put it in ... right now!"


He dropped across her, the hardness of his mammoth cock beating like a
metronome against her upper thighs, his face looming above her. Forcing
herself not to think about what was happening, she guided the hard,
fleshy shaft to the passion drenched mouth of her pussy. The thick
bulbous head scraped electrifyingly against her cuntal lips, then
pressed slightly inward, causing shivers of new unwanted pleasure to
surge throughout her abdomen. She dared not move as she felt the
pressure increase and the small, relatively unused, cuntal opening
starting to stretch. Pain came with it, but she was too frightened, too
shocked by what was happening, to cry out.


"Ooohhhh, God. You are a tight little cunt," Jim breathed. "It feels as
if it's never been used."


He pushed again, and the ponderous head slowly forced its way into her
wet, palpitating opening.


"Please, Jim. Don't. You're too big for me. You're hurting mee-eeee. I
can't stand it." It was a screech of pain, of beseechment, as though she
still believed implicitly in his chivalry.


As if he had suddenly been struck deaf, Jim continued the brutal
impalement. He could tell he was stretching her pussy to the point it
had never been stretched before, but at the same time, she was so well
lubricated from his tongue fucking that he knew there could not be an
inordinate amount of pain associated with his entry. She was just
nervous, tense, frightened! She would get over that in minutes ... just
as soon as she felt the full length of his hardness scraping at every
hidden spot of delight within that musk-scented, honey sweet pussy, and
felt his cockhead hammering at the portals of her almost untouched
little womb ... Slowly he thrust inch by inch into her cringing passage.
She was really weeping now, whether from pain or shame he couldn't tell
... and he didn't think she could either. The sleek sensual silky feel
of her nylons and the roughness of her lace garter belt against his hips
and bare buttocks served as a goad. He could stand this exquisite
torture no longer. He jerked his hips forward in one final thrust and
his hard, hot cock roared into previously untouched territories of her
most sacred treasure; her husband's so, heretofore, carefully guarded
sanctuary.


"Aaaaaaggghhhh," Grace wailed loudly, as the implacably hardened pole of
male flesh cut deeper into her than anyone had ever been before. He had
filled her almost to the bursting point and she could actually feel
every muscular ridge of his corrugated cock through the tortured walls
of her vagina.


Jim lay still for a moment. Never before, not even with the one or two
virgins he'd had in his lifetime, had there been such a tight little
cunt; it seemed to grip his prick like an iron fist encased in a velvet
glove. He sucked in his stomach muscles, tightened his arms and made his
penis jerk hotly within the tight confines.


"Aaaaggh ... don't move it," Grace moaned helplessly.


Delighted with her subservient plea for mercy, Jim flexed his cock again
and again, hearing her groan abjectly with each further twitch of his
deeply sunk cock. Then, gradually, he began short little movements in
and out of her cunt. As her passage became accustomed to his barbaric
instrument, the whimpers of pain and protest gradually changed to little
chants of pleasure. Jim started rotating his hips, grinding his maledom
against her vagina until the mushroomed head was beating relentlessly
against her tortured cervix. He rocked above her, thrusting with long,
smooth motions as though he were astride a horse on a carrousel, rising
and falling, rising and falling.


Grace had begun moving her hips in unison with his simultaneous harmony.
Already she felt tremendous jolts of pleasure arcing throughout her
abdomen. Already he was causing her body to feel more than she had ever
felt with Stan. Her mouth opened and closed in wordless comments, some
of them prayers for forgiveness, some of them unheard and unheeded
commands to her body to ignore this intense delight. Shining little
beads of perspiration seeped to the surface of her upper lip. Her neck
tendons swelled, then grew taut, with the hoarse pantings of carnal joy.
The room swirled about her; she, too, was aboard a carrousel--going up
and down and around and around. His giant throbbing cock buried deep
inside her up pulsating cunt and her love starved vagina together formed
a lewd, wetly sounding symphony of lust. No longer did she have thought
of Stan ... of morals ... of pride. Automatically, her body reacted and
greedily sought more and more pleasure, and the obscene words boiled out
of her lust-constricted throat, "Oh, God. Oh, God. Don't stop."


Perversely, he stopped. "Don't stop what," he asked, knowing full well
it would increase her humiliation no end.


Grace knew instinctively what he wanted to hear, and in her abandonment
she said it with all the force and vitality of a revolutionary screaming
out a political slogan. "Oooh, Jim. Fuck me ... fuck me ... fuck me!"
The thought of her own lewd, wanton behaviour excited her even further,
and she groaned and caught her breath as the man's powerful hands pulled
her supple young buttocks tighter to his own rampaging prick. She heaved
with passion, the pain of a few moments ago long since evaporated under
the heat of her own passionate desires. She found her knees clenching
and unclenching around his muscular buttocks with each powerful thrust
of his wonderful, life-giving cock. She reached up and wrapped an arm
around his neck, pulling his sweating face down toward hers, and her
tongue shot deep into his mouth, slithering in and out in a wild
semblance of oral fucking. Uninhibited gurgling noises of velvet rapture
poured from her lust-tightened throat and she crooned, like a mother in
song, "Fuck ... oh, fuck me ... fuck ... fuck."


In the midst of her lewd exhortations, she suddenly heard the cold,
furious voice of her conscience castigating her. Whore! Adulteress,
Slut! Have you no shame, no pride? Are your promises to remain loyal to
your husband only babblings of a liar? Have you forgotten your sacred
oath in church? What about Stan? And from deep within her mind, she
heard the far-off triumphant voice of a defiant biblical Eve shouting
deliriously, "What am I? I am a woman! A full-blooded, healthy woman at
last feeling the long-denied joys of my own body and the body of a
male."


She shoved her cunt lewdly up to him in answer, offering it in some
pagan ritual older than time itself. Never had there been anything like
this, and not even in her wildest imaginations had she dreamed there
would be such ecstatic sensations to be gotten from a man ... from the
licking and tongue-fucking of her pussy to the moment when his mammoth
prick had slid imperiously down her excitedly greased cuntal channel to
toboggan madly into the heart of her womb. Filled with insane pleasure,
she willed and wanted more ... much more, never wanted it to end.


"Fuck me-eeee," she mewled. "Ohhhhh ... beautiful ... "


Maloney jammed her with ever-increasing force as her tightly locked
young vagina continued to pour out lubricant, lengthening his stroke,
drawing his huge rod almost out of the fleshy, moisture drenched sheath,
then plunging downward in quickening strokes as her cunt hungrily
devoured it. Jesus, he thought, she's beginning to go wild; he heard her
grunt before hurtling her wildly sucking vagina up and down on his
throbbing shaft. She had taken complete control away from him as she
sought her own pleasure.


"Aaaaggghhh ... ohhhhh," she moaned as his cock slammed into and brushed
past the cervix, gasping and coughing with each inhalation into her
tortured lungs.


The wildly fucking man's sperm inflated balls slapped hard down against
the nakedness of her unprotected working anus, and through his scrotum
he could feel the delicious softness of her ass cheeks and the hot
dampness in the heated crevice where the warm viscosity and his own
saliva had seeped down the cleft from her pulsating cunt. His throbbing
sac seemed surely to split apart from the mounting pleasure in it, and
he fought for control--fighting against the need to spew his white hot
sperm into the deepest depths. He began ramming her with increasing
fury, wanting to bring her to orgasm before he, himself, came.


Grace cried out wondrously with every punishing fuck-stroke up into her
gratefully accepting young belly. She screwed her tongue into his throat
in unison with each new thrust that buried his burning shaft deeper. She
pulled her legs back even higher, offering him more and more of her
greedily sucking little cunt. Jim glanced downward at his prick,
thinking he would go mad unless he came soon, watching his whitely
glistening cock slip smoothly and powerfully in and out of her pinkly
clasping pussy lips. Quickly, then, in an effort to bring her along even
faster, he slipped his hand beneath her buttocks and once again teased
at the rhythmically flexing hole of her tiny puckered anus.


"Aaaagghhh ... oh, yes ... put your finger in ... hard!" Grace rotated
her ass down hungrily against this new invader, pressing down with her
stomach muscles as though she were trying to void something from her
bowels, opening the rectum so it could accept even further the lewdly
worming digit.


Her first impression was of pain as she felt the palm of his hand flat
against her hotly grinding buttocks and the finger immediately sank its
full length into her rectal passage and began moving in and out in time
with the thrusts of his penis. Then pain became pain-pleasure, then
metamorphosed rapidly into pure pleasure. Abruptly she was attempting to
skewer the rotating finger to the hilt, shoving back against it at the
same time she strained upward to devour more of his warm fabulous hard
cock deep into her heaving belly.


Meloney dug mercilessly into her open little anus, his worming finger
feeling the hard thrusting flesh of his own cock through the thin
membrane separating cunt from rectum. Beneath him the girl writhed in
complete abandon. Her motions, together with her guttural croaks of
delight and the tightness of her vagina, pushed him over the edge of
self control and he knew his orgasm was only seconds away.


"Cum now," he commanded, praying she would obey. "I'm going to cum
inside of you. Cum with me ... "


Grace hearing the obscene words began grinding up and down on both
impaling instruments, her toes flexed and splayed out, her breasts
heaving beneath the yellow and black nylon dress, and her sheer nylon
clad legs lurching from side to side. Then her eyes opened wide in
disbelief as she felt the first beginnings of her second orgasm.


Jim grunted and hammered even deeper as he felt the walls of her vagina
seeping the warm, sticky fluid of her climax. With demoniacal strength,
she shoved her pelvis suddenly up from the bed, rotating her slightly
bearded cunt lips around his pistoning cock with renewed fury. Then she
was screaming, "Yes ... Oh god... Yes! I'm cumming again. I'm going ...
to ... cum. Cum in me ... cum in me ... CUM IN ME!"


Grace convulsed beneath Jim Meloney, her mouth and cunt both sucking
furiously, her panting rasping breath breaking into great gasping sobs,
her pussy clenching and clenching--actually milking him--and her asshole
expanding and contracting against his already deeply imbedded finger as
though she were trying to pull in finger, hand, wrist and arm.


Jim was spurred on by her continuing climax, and he thrust deeper into
her voraciously pulsating vagina and anus, forcing her tortured crotch
even wider. Her fucked into her as though his pelvis was a high
performance engine suddenly running wide open, without governor, far
past the redline and to explode at any second. Then, blessed relief. He
gasped as he felt the sudden, surging waves of his boiling white sperm
shoot with a roar through the subterranean tunnel from balls to penis,
and he was instantly lost in incredible sensuality as powerful surges of
his semen spewed deep into the hot dark heart of her womb, filling her
hungrily contracting little belly to the bursting point. The walls of
her vagina continued to work around his penis as if they were part and
parcel of some wonderfully warm milking machine, squeezing, massaging,
clasping and unclasping to drain out every wonderful drop of his hotly
cascading semen.


Grace's wildly fucked young body suddenly fell back onto the leather
couch, her belly still rippling from the aftermath of her galactic
upheaval. Never had such bliss been experienced. She was fulfilled
completely. She was finally a woman. A warm, feeling experiencing woman.
And the abject shame and guilt springing from her adulteress betrayal of
her trusting young husband faded into insignificance compared to the
satiation which drifted over her like a warm comforting cocoon.


Slowly the cottony fogs of weariness and alcohol began slipping away
from her again.


Jim Meloney came back downstairs, dressed now, and thoughtfully looked
at the sleeping young girl. She really was something else, he thought,
as he picked up her thin nylon panties still moist at the crotchband
from her earlier excitement and stuffed them in her purse. He hadn't
enjoyed a fuck so much in weeks ... maybe even months. What she lacked
in experience she more than made up in the tightness and enthusiasm of
her seldom-used little cunt.


Grace was only dimly aware of an arm around her waist, of riding in an
automobile, and then someone helping her from the car.


"Goodbye, Grace," Jim said. "You were wonderful." He kissed her lightly
on the forehead, turned her around, and pointed her toward the apartment
complex where she had earlier said she lived.


He watched her weave her way across the lawn and saw her start up the
stairs. At the top, she stumbled slightly, stopped and turned as if
trying to remember something--then a moment later disappeared from
sight.


It would be nice, he thought, to keep that one around for awhile; but to
do that would violate a basic philosophy that had stood him in good
stead all of his adult life. No one knew better than he, himself, the
validity of that philosophy, for Jim Meloney was strictly a 4-F man ...
"find 'em, feed 'em, fuck 'em, forget 'em." And he would never see Grace
Hope again, not if he had anything to say about it.


Chapter 4


Pain.


Pain!


That was the first thing Grace felt when she awakened next morning to
the blaring of her radio alarm clock. Without opening her eyes, she
reached blindly over and shut it off.


Her head felt as if someone were using a baseball bat atop her skull.
She tried to open her eyes, but the blinding rays of the sun caused her
to clench them shut almost immediately. She lay there in torment as her
brain gradually began sorting out the various messages it was receiving.


"I'm still dressed," she said to herself, "and I'm on top of the bed."


That was her first cohesive thought. Then, slowly, as if she were
viewing a motion picture film in slow motion, the events of the night
before began coming back. "I went to the track ... I met a man ... Jim
Meloney ... I won some money ... I had my photograph taken in the
winner's circle ... I met a lot of people... I had too much to drink ...
" The film stopped. It was almost as if her memory were attempting to
protect her sensibilities. She actually had to force the mental
reproduction of the rest of the evening. Murkily, as if seen through a
deep almost impenetrable fog, she saw the vague outlines of Jim
Meloney's study ... his head between her widespread thighs ...


Oh, God ... no! Surely that last thought had to be the vague memory of a
horrible nightmare, a dirty perverted dream. She forced herself to open
her eyes; again the light caused a blinding flash of agony throughout
her skull. Unsteadily, she stood, clutching the end of the bed for
support. It was a dream. It had to be a dream! But even as she tried to
tell herself this, her brain was transmitting the message: You don't
have your panties on ... and there is a dried crust matting your pubic
hair and upper thighs. And with this came additional information--from
various nerve centers--a minor amount of pain in her vagina, as though
it had been terribly stretched, and a slight discomfort in her rectum
where his finger had wormed its way into her nether depths.


Suddenly, her knees were trembling so violently they would no longer
support her weight, and she was forced to sit on the bed. "Oh ... dear
God!" she croaked, knowing now the truth, as memories like a swarm of
angry hornets began stinging her conscience. With shaking hands, she
reached down and pulled up her dress--looking down at her black patch of
pubic hair. Yes ... that was dried cum, and yes! a stranger's penis had
been pushed into her vagina ... and ... yes! It had been something
wickedly enjoyable, not repugnant. Deeply ashamed, she felt the tears
welling up in her eyes. Her throat was now so tight it felt as though a
wooden stake had been driven through it. Her heart began pounding
rapidly--beating painfully against her rib cage. Another thought hit her
with all the suddenness of a lightning strike: What if I get pregnant?


She tensed, then dismissed the threat with the recollection that her
period was due in about four days, and therefore she presumably was
safe. Still, though, it was a terrifying thought that would hang like
barbed hook in her sub-consciousness for four or five days, to be
expatiated only with the beginning of her menstrual flow.


The slowing welling up of tears became a torrent when she glanced over
toward the dresser and spotted her wedding picture. Stan had his arm
protectively around her. "Stan ... " she gasped. "Stan ... I'm so
sorry."


She continued crying for at least five minutes, deep heart-rendering,
convulsive sobs of shame and humiliation.


I'm nothing more than a whore. Worse than a whore, because I've betrayed
my husband and our love. What makes it worse is that I did it on the
very first night I went out socially. As though I were some bitch in
heat accidentally permitted out of the house!


A woman thinks of many things when first she accuses herself of
wrong-doing. If the sin is of the flesh and it can't be blamed on anyone
but herself, she will frequently consider dramatic, but drastic
measures. Grace's first thought was that Stan would be better off
without her and that she would be better off dead. This was replaced by
a resolution to write Stan immediately, tell him what she had done and
explain that she was leaving him because she was no longer worthy of his
love. Then she decided she would have to quit her job because obviously
everyone would know what had happened just by looking at her.


And finally, emerging from the hog-wallow of self-pity and
incrimination, she decided that first she should have a shower. Quickly,
then, she stripped off her dress, bra, garter belt and hose. Completely
nude, she inspected herself in the full-length mirror before timidly
reaching down to finger the matted black silken hair where cum had glued
the strands together. She flushed as she remembered his rain of kisses
across her abdomen and inner thighs, his tantalizing tongue licking and
thrusting ... his penis. Once again her heart speeded up its tempo and
her breath lost some of its regularity. She stepped up close to the
mirror and looked deep into her own eyes. Yes, there was a difference in
them, but whether it was from fear or excitement, she didn't know.


In the shower, she alternated between fits of convulsive sobs of shame
and moments that almost approached exhilaration as she remembered the
glamour and excitement of the track, and Jim Meloney's expert awakening
of her latent sensual talents. Emerging from the shower stall, she made
an attempt to be realistic about the entire affair as she slowly dried
her body. "After all, I was too drunk to realize what was happening,"
she told herself, knowing even as she said it that the statement was a
half-lie and that drunkenness was no excuse. Also, she remembered all
too clearly her own exhortation as Jim Meloney's wonderful prick thrust
in, pulled out, thrust in ... She could almost feel it happening now!
She moaned low in her throat and felt her heart respond once more to the
mental stimulus of love-making. There was a soft urgent tingling between
her thighs, a feeling of wantonness that brought a flush to her face.
Her nipples, she noticed, were fully erect. Grace knew she could get rid
of her headache by taking aspirin, but there was no medicine that would
cure or alleviate this sudden intense excitement. She couldn't tell how
much of it was caused by the thought of pleasurable sex and how much by
the sudden recollection of winning some money--a considerable sum of
money. Quickly, she gobbled down the three aspirin she had shaken out of
the bottle, and began searching for her purse, finding it tossed
carelessly on the front room couch. She blushed when she opened the bag
and found her bikini panties stuffed inside, then gasped when she saw
the money.


It was with a feeling of stunned disbelief and ever-intensifying
excitement that Grace began counting the $100 bills. She really didn't
remember anything at all about the last race, but she recalled every
little detail about the sixth race which she had won. In her mind she
saw it happen all over again, could feel the growing fever, the hoarse
tightness of her throat, the urgent excited screams of encouragement as
her horse put its nose out in front, then the breathless moment of
suspended animation waiting for the tote board to light up, with the
payoff. It was definitely something akin to sexual excitement. In her
mind, the two were almost inseparable, both had affected her body in the
same manner.


Whereas only forty five minutes before she had awakened a wreck,
contemplating suicide or resigning from her job, now Grace was almost
glowing. Aside from a slight puffiness and a suggestion of redness about
the eyes, she looked cool, calm and collected when she knocked on Judi's
door.


The little blonde came to the door wearing only a skimpy bra and panties
and a pair of dark glasses. "Oh, God!" she moaned, peering out through a
crack in the door. "How can you look so damned cheerful when I'm dying."
She sighed, then grimaced, and threw open the door. "Come on in ... I'll
be ready in a minute... if I don't drop dead before."


Grace was forced to laugh at the pathetic picture the other girl
presented. Judi was obviously suffering from a monumental hang-over, one
that was even worse than hers. While the little blonde dressed, Grace
made strong instant coffee for them both.


Finally Judi emerged from the bedroom, dressed. She held her rattling
cup of coffee in both hands to steady it, then drank half of the cup in
one swallow. "Jeez, I needed that." She sighed again, then was forced to
sit down. "How much did you lose last night?"


Grace hesitated only a split second, then unable to control the
excitement, said, "I won over six hundred dollars."


"That's nice," Judi said absent-mindedly, then yelped, "You what?"


"I won over six hundred dollars," she repeated.


"My God! I thought you didn't know anything about the ponies," Judi said
in genuine puzzlement.


"I don't. I just gave ten dollars to Jim ... ah ... Jim Meloney! to bet
for me, and he used my winnings to make another bet in the last race,
then gave me six hundred dollars."


Judi arched an eyebrow up, then immediately looked as if she regretted
having used that particular set of muscles in her head. "Jim Meloney,
eh? I saw you two in the winners' circle. You looked real cute." She
inspected her fingernails as she said almost too casually, "The two of
you seemed to hit it off pretty well."


Grace immediately felt her face heat up and knew that it must be almost
a beet red colour. "I ... don't know what you mean," she stammered.


Judi looked up, saw the guilty expression, and the blush, and grinned
knowingly. "Well ... well!"


"It isn't like you think," Grace replied quickly.


"Oh?"


Grace spun around and faced the door, refusing to look any longer at the
other girl's knowing expression. "I don't want to talk about it.
Besides, nothing happened."


"Okay. No more talk, but you'd better be prepared to take a little
ribbing from Bill and Doug."


"What'd you mean?"


"Love, you weren't home yet at three thirty this morning when they
finally staggered out of here. They both kept asking where you were.
Four hours, you must admit, is an awful long time just for coffee."


"Oh, God!"


"Yeh."


Grace took a deep breath and decided attack was the better weapon. She
squared her shoulders, turned around and said, with considerable heat,
"Nothing happened. It wasn't like you think at all. And it's none of
Bill Hill's or Doug's business, either."


Judi shrugged. "Okay. I'll tell them to lay off if they don't want their
heads snapped off." She grinned to show she wasn't hurt by Grace's
refusal to share the details of the night before.


Judi must have warned the office staff and the car lot salesmen, because
no one attempted to wisecrack about Grace's drunkenness and subsequent
mysterious disappearance. It was obvious, though, from the speculative
looks and suggestive smirks she received that by now everyone suspected
the worst. Grace worked steadily all day long, refusing to break even
for lunch with Judi, concentrating on the job and shutting all else out
of her mind. By five thirty, the usual quitting time, she was so
exhausted she had to count her cash three different times before the
receipts and money balanced, and then when she made out the bank deposit
slip for $12,366.72 there was an error in addition which took her almost
ten minutes to locate. Although the bank was within easy walking
distance, only three blocks away, because of her headache and
weariness--together with the lateness of the hour--she accepted Judi's
offer to stop by the bank on their way home.


As it was, she barely made it through the bank doors before they closed.


Driving home, exhaustion kept the usually loquacious and effervescent
Judi quiet. When they arrived at the apartment complex, both women went
silently upstairs to their respective flats. "See ya," Judi said,
yawning. Grace nodded, then almost blindly made her way into the
bedroom. Two minutes later she crawled nude between the cool sheets. Her
last thoughts before drifting off almost immediately into a deep slumber
were: Oh my, I forgot to check the mail box for a letter from Stan; and,
I wonder how I'm going to act when Jim calls and asks me out again. The
first thought brought her a stab of guilt, quickly suppressed; the
second made her smile briefly before sleep overcame her.


Chapter 5


Grace slept deeply until about eight o'clock that same night. Upon
awakening, she was surprised to see that it was still light outside. For
a moment the thought came that she had slept around the clock and it was
morning. But then she heard the children screaming around the pool and
knew that her unconscious state had lasted only a couple of hours.


Still weary and feeling the drugged remnants of her exhaustion, she
tried to analyze why the blissful unconsciousness of sleep had fled. It
took only a few seconds for her to realize that her heart was pounding
and muscles tense with excitement. Then she remembered the dream! She
had been at the track again and a horse with the number "five" had won
convincingly; in the dream, Grace was screaming encouragement to the
five horse for she had two hundred dollars bet on it to win. She even
saw the exact payoff figures, $21.10, which meant that her win tickets
were worth $2,120.


Again, just as she had experienced the night before, there was something
akin to fever in her body. Her heart beat rapidly, her throat was dry
and hoarse, and her legs felt rubbery to the point where she knew they
could not support her weight. Most surprising of all, though, was the
sudden realization that she wanted to be at the track right now so that
the glamour and excitement might be tasted once again.


"Perhaps it's my extra-sensory-perception working," she told herself.
"Maybe Jim is at the track and is thinking of me." That thought, too,
excited her for there was no doubt that around the turf club Jim Meloney
was a king, and last night he had chosen her for his queen. He had to be
fond of her; after all, he couldn't have done what he had done if he
didn't love her. Of course, she would never again permit him the
liberties he had taken last night, but they could be friends. She would
forgive him and tell him she didn't blame him at all ... only herself.
She could picture the scene now. He would be so relieved, for she knew
that he must feel a terrible guilt about seducing the wife of a
serviceman in Vietnam.


For a moment she was so sure he was thinking of her that she was
positive the phone would ring within seconds, and it would be him, and
he would invite her to share dinner with him at the track. Grace was so
certain that this would transpire that she got out of bed and took the
phone into the bathroom so she could hear it while she showered in
preparation.


About nine, partially dressed, the first pangs of uncertainty and
disappointment began setting in. By nine-thirty, Grace was dressed
completely. She just had to go to the track ... just had to. It was a
craving so strong that it was simply impossible to dismiss it. Yanking
open the French doors that led to the mutual sun balcony that Judi and
her apartments shared, she quickly walked over to the little blonde's
windows. There were no lights on anywhere in the flat. Grace tapped
softly at the balcony door; when there was no answer, she repeated the
knock a bit more loudly this time. Judi apparently slept on. Feeling
resentment and frustration, Grace went back to her own apartment.


"I suppose I could go to the track by myself," she said in speculation.
"That way if Jim wanted to apologize and talk to me privately, we
wouldn't have to worry about Judi."


The last thought triggered the decision and fifteen minutes later Grace
was en route to the track in a taxi. As the car came closer to Bay
Meadows, she began feeling the buildup of an almost intolerable
excitement that left her weak and debilitated. Mentally she urged the
driver to go faster. It seemed as if at each traffic light the idiot
stopped longer and drove slower.


When they finally drove up in front of the Turf Club and Club House
entrance, Grace was almost in a frenzy, and it took a determined effort
on her part to appear calm and collected. Part of her enforced composure
disappeared when she was paying the admission fee and heard the crowd
being to shout as another race started.


"Oh, dear God, please don't let my number five win it. I'll kill
myself!" she silently said, as the noise grew in volume and then faded,
signifying the end of the race.


At the top of the stairs she glimpsed the tote board and saw, with
sudden relief that number ten had finished first, number three was
second, and a photo was needed to separate third and fourth horses.
Convinced by this that tonight was going to be another lucky evening,
Grace slowly wove her way through the milling throng toward the box
holders section in the Turf Club. No one was in Jim Meloney's box;
furthermore, there were no racing forms or binoculars or cocktail
glasses there to indicate that anyone had been sitting in the box.


It was only then that Grace scanned the program and discovered that Red
Rebel stables had no horses entered in tonight's races. Once again
disappointment assailed her. Maybe Jim was spending the evening in
another box with friends. Recognizing a trainer who had been in Jim's
box as a guest the night before, she stopped in front of him and smiled
brightly. "Why, hello there," she said in as friendly a manner as
possible. "How are you tonight?"


The man looked puzzled; obviously, she thought, he doesn't remember me.
He was completely non-committal when he nodded his head at her.


"I'm Grace Hope. We met last night. In Jim's ... I mean ... Mr.
Meloney's box."


Recognition dawned on the face. "Oh, yeah. How you been?"


"Fine. Ah ... have you seen Mr. Meloney here tonight?"


"Naw, he ain't here. He's down in Los Alamitos for the big handicap
tomorrow."


Now it was impossible to conceal the disappointment, and the trainer
looked oddly at her. "Thank you," she managed to stammer, then turned
and walked rapidly away, feeling close to tears. Reaching the bar, she
sat her purse down on the teakwood decking and tried to figure out what
she should do.


A white-coated bartender moved down the bar and asked, "Yes, Ma'am?"


Grace really didn't feel like drinking, but ordered a dry martini
anyway, thinking it might help her relax a bit. When it came, it tasted
differently than last night's. She only then began to sense the vast and
overwhelming loneliness of the track. There were almost ten thousand
spectators present, but she felt completely isolated and alone. Idly,
for lack of anything better to do, she ran her eye down the listed
entries of the upcoming race. Suddenly her body stiffened and her heart
felt as if it had stopped beating. Number five was a horse called Jim's
Hopeful II. It was a message from the Gods; the name coupled with her
dream was just too much to be coincidence ... too much to be ignored.
Obviously her extra-sensory-perception had been working. She looked out
toward the tote board and was not at all surprised to discover that the
odds were hovering between nine and ten to one which meant the horse
would pay $21 or so if it won.


Abruptly then she felt the return of heat in her face, the weakness
around the knees. She drained the remainder of her martini in one
swallow and resolutely made her way toward the $50 win window.


"Bet with their money," Jim had said, and Grace had six hundred dollars
of their money. That, of course, was far too much to bet; that would be
sheer greediness. No, she decided, I'll bet, only two hundred dollars
... that will give me two thousand.


Quickly, before she could change her mind, she shoved two $100 bills
through the cage and said, as casually as she could, "On number five to
win, please." The machine hummed four times and spat out four yellow
tickets.


Shoving them into her purse, she hurriedly made her way out to the deck
overlooking the track. A solid wall of spectators were in front of her,
she couldn't see a thing.


"It is now post time," the public address system announced.


Frantically, Grace craned her neck and moved in first one direction and
then the other in an effort to see the track.


"They're off!"


Like a little girl trying to view the circus parade, Grace began jumping
up and down. The scream of the crowd made it obvious that several horses
were battling for the lead. Then the thunder rose to one gigantic
cacophony before fading away to disappointed murmurs and shrill cries of
delight.


"Who won! Who won?" Grace tugged at the coat sleeve of the man in front
of her.


He didn't even turn toward her, merely said, "The nine horse."


"But ... but ... " she felt like tears, "What happened to the five
horse?"


Now the man faced her, obviously irritated at her persistent
questioning. "Christ, lady, I was too busy watching my horse to give you
a run down on everyone in the race." He softened when he noticed how
attractive she was. "Five was back in the pack someplace." He nodded
toward the tote board, "He didn't make the first four." Grace, not
believing him, stood on tiptoe and saw the numbers: nine, three, two,
six.


Blindly, she turned away, walking once again toward the bar. She stopped
at the same spot she had been before. The same bartender came down from
his post. "Another?" he asked, smiling.


Grace took a deep breath, then nodded. She sipped her martini; it tasted
like acid in her mouth. What had gone wrong? She still didn't believe
she had lost the two hundred dollars so rapidly. Where had she erred?
Gradually, bits of Jim's information came back to her. Another axiom he
had stated had been never to bet unless you're sure your information is
reliable and the horse is in top shape.


As she stood there, sipping her drink, she decided that the entire
problem really was simple. All she needed was the information, and she
knew where to get that ... from the owners and trainers she had met the
night before.


Moments later, Grace was drifting aimlessly through the Turf Club box
section. She nodded pleasantly to several people whom she had served
champagne to the night before, and felt a stab of hurt as it became
obvious that most of them did not recall her at all. No one invited her
to stop for conversation or to share their box. As the time for the next
race grew closer and she still had received no information about the
race, she was becoming almost frantic when she finally spotted the
trainer she had spoken to earlier talking to a man she recognized as an
owner.


Pretending to be deeply engrossed in her racing form, Grace slowly
inched closer. She felt no guilt about eavesdropping, only a feverish
excitement and almost intolerable sense of suspense.


Then she heard the very thing she had been praying for. The trainer
scratched his head and said in a quiet voice, "That makes sense. I know
the horse can do it. I was talking to Dan this morning. He says the
horse is ready for a big race."


The owner glanced quizzically over toward Grace who rapidly averted her
eyes. He lowered his own voice and asked the trainer, "You taking a
flyer on him?"


"Yep. He should win by a length."


"That's good enough for me."


Grace moved away from them to a spot where she could keep the two men in
sight. When they went to the betting window, she planned to be right
behind him. She watched, waiting impatiently as they exchanged gossip
with several other men. To Grace it seemed as if they all were in
agreement. She followed close behind as they began moving toward the
seller's cage about two minutes before post time.


The two men got in the small line in front of the $100 win window.
Before Grace could move in behind them, a fat, bleached blonde older
woman joined the line. Above the hub-bub of the crowd, she could barely
hear what was being said at the window. She attempted to twist her way
close to the trainer, and was rewarded by a scowl from the blonde, who
turned and said sarcastically, "Don't shove, sweetie. There's plenty of
tickets for everyone."


As she was speaking, Grace saw the owner pick up his tickets from the
seller. She hadn't heard what horse he had bet on. Now the trainer was
at the window. Just at that second the public address system began
blaring, "It is now post time."


Between the words, however, Grace heard the trainer say, "Six." And a
split second later heard the rest, "five times."


Now the familiar fever was on her so badly that she could hardly stand
it. The woman in front of her placed her mammoth handbag on the window
sill and went through an elaborate stage production of opening the
purse, looking for money, and scrunching up her eyebrows as though she
didn't know what quite to bet.


"Hurry, please," Grace pled, breathing rapidly, fearful that the race
would start before she could place her bet.


The woman, who was holding a hundred dollar bill between thumb and
forefinger as if it were a wiggling worm, looked back in disgust. "You
again? Well, now, you just wait your turn like everyone else."


From behind Grace came a gruff angry voice, "Lady, if I miss getting a
bet down on this race because of your yapping, and my horse wins, I'm
going to kick ... your ... butt."


"Well!" Outraged, the bleached blonde bent down and stared in at the
pari-mutuel clerk. "Number three, please."


Grace was almost rude in her effort to push past the window to get her
money down. "Number six ... six times." The tickets were coughed out of
the machine, and Grace ran toward the terrace in an effort to see the
race. She got there just as the announcement was made, "They're off." It
was only then that she realized she didn't know either the stable
colours or the horse's name. All around her people were screaming,
shouting encouragement to their horse. Grace, though, was silent ...
praying. The race lasted 21.3 seconds. As the horses flashed past the
finish line, a big powerful gray gelding was at least a length in front.
Squinting, she made out its post position number, and her heart stopped
beating when she saw the black figure, "8". Vainly she looked for the
six horse, and finally she saw it somewhere near the back of the pack.


She stood there frozen as if she were a statue, as the crowd thinned.
What had happened was simply unbelievable. The money had come so fast
... and had gone just as rapidly. It was a disaster. Now, if she
remained, she would have to bet her own money, and there was only a few
dollars in her purse.


For a split second Grace had the foolish hope that maybe she had asked
for the wrong horse or that the ticket seller has mistakenly punched out
tickets on the eight horse. The more she thought about it, the more she
became convinced that it was a distinct possibility. Almost frantically,
she rummaged in her purse until she found the tickets. Six. All sixes.
There had been no mistake ... none ... she had bought a loser.


She jumped as an oily voice next to her said, "Well ... well... well.
Mrs. Hope. What a surprise!" He glanced down at the tickets in her hand,
and Grace saw his eyes widen in surprise as he made a low whistle of
amazement. "Jesus. You're quite a plunger. I never realized." Without
bothering to ask permission, he reached down and peeled apart her
tickets as though he were spreading a deck of cards. Again he whistled.
"Six or seven hundred bucks. You know, you ... ah ... ought to do
business with the local merchants instead of giving the state its
fifteen percent bite. Ah ... if you decide you want to get a bet down at
another track--anywhere in the country--I've got a friend who pays track
odds."


Grace was furious with him. Who did he think she was? Besides, she
didn't like the sudden greedy look in his eyes or the speculative stare
he had given her. "Thank you, Mister Karl," she said in her coldest
voice, "but I don't need ... or want ... your help. Good night." She
spun and began walking rapidly toward the bar.


Ricky Karl watched her go. He grinned nastily. He really had been
surprised to see the cold, snooty bitch here. Even more, he had been
surprised to see that she was hooked. He knew that look. He'd seen it
often enough on his bookmaking customers. They were the born losers.
They were hooked on gambling the same way some people get hooked on
heroin or alcohol. She had the fever; he had seen it in her eyes. And,
in spite of what she said or acted, it was only a matter of time before
she came to him or one of his boys wanting to place a bet.


Laughing now, he pulled out his own losing tickets--some $1500 worth on
the six horses. He dropped them to the floor, thinking that he really
hadn't lost ... he had won! The tight-assed, contemptuous Mrs. Hope
would have unlimited credit with his firm. He thought with pleasure the
route she would go, the fun he would have breaking her in to his own
special demands. And when he personally was through with her, there
would be the special shows he sometimes staged for the boys from the
east coast and Chicago. God! They'd go out of their gourds when they saw
a classy broad like this with Andy's specially-trained German Shepherd.


It had been, he thought as he waddled across the decking toward the down
escalator, a pretty good evening, after all. He'd give the bitch a week
... two weeks ... before she started getting the urge to bet elsewhere
or on the day races when she was working.


And once that happened, Grace Hope would be in his web from that day on.


Chapter 6


Grace retired to a leather couch in the far comer of the Turf Club where
the full realization of the enormity of her disaster finally manifested
itself. She had lost six hundred dollars in less than 45 minutes. She
had been so sure that her actions were in keeping with Jim Meloney's
instructions. Admittedly it had been foolish in the first race to play a
hunch; that wouldn't happen again! But she had followed Jim's axiom on
the last race: Make sure your information comes from reliable sources.


Gradually her disappointment gave way to a smouldering resentment, then
to anger ... anger at herself and anger at the track. Some people made
money at the track. She, too, would make money--or at least enough to
get back her six hundred dollars. Then she would quit. After all, she
had a head for figures and knew now how the game was played. The
decision made, Grace counted the money in her purse. Twenty-two dollars!
She put the two dollars aside for cab fare home, then quickly went back
upstairs seeking information. A few minutes later she had purchased five
two-dollar win tickets on a horse called Yellow Raft. She disliked
standing in the two dollar ticket line; it seemed to be filled with
riff-raff, seedy looking people. Yellow Raft won easily, but paid only
$3.60 for each two dollar win ticket. On the next and last race of the
evening, Grace pooled her original twenty dollars with the eight dollar
winnings to bet a big, beautiful black horse by the name of Bar Bar
Black which was going off at six to one. Grace made a swift calculation
and decided her tickets would be worth about $210 when the horse won.


Screaming encouragement, jumping up and down, and her body afire, Grace
saw Bar Bar Black come out of the gate and take what appeared to be a
commanding lead. Then, on the far outside, a gray began closing ground.
The two horses nosed up to the wire at almost the same instant. Grace
was positive she had won, even though the Photo Finish lights were on.
Then, after waiting for what seemed to be an eternity, with her knees
actually quaking and throat painfully dry, she saw the Photo lights
blink out and the winner posted. It was the gray; Bar Bar Black finished
second.


Grace rode silently home in the taxi. She could not ever remember being
so weary as she was at this moment; it was as though she had been ill
and running a high temperature. She was completely debilitated, washed
out, but not too tired to feel the dull anger at the track still
smouldering inside her brain.


When she got home, she went directly upstairs and to bed.


This time she didn't even think about the mail before sleep overcame
her.


On Saturday, Grace cashed a hundred dollar check at the nearby
super-market where she was known, and went back to the track, determined
that today would be the last time she ever visited it. Her money was
gone by the sixth race. She took a bus home and cried when in the
privacy of her own bedroom.


California tracks generally are closed on Mondays, and Bay Meadows was
no exception. On Tuesday evening, Grace was back again after writing a
check for $175, almost all that she had left in the checking account.
She came home with $35.


On Wednesday evening, she asked one of the trainers about Jim Meloney.


"Oh, he's taken part of the string and gone to Raton."


"Raton?"


"Sure. New Mexico. Quarter horse meet going on there."


That was the night Grace had to wait forty minutes across the street
from the track for a bus because she had lost the taxi money. Several
leering lone males in cars offered her a lift, and once she shrank back
in terror prepared to scream for help when six husky youths in a car
stopped. One of them got out of the car and said, "Hey, Baby. Come on.
We'll give you a ride home." A second boy was in the process of getting
out of the car also when a police car cruised by and made a U-turn. The
youths lost no time in leaving.


Grace went to the track every night for the next two weeks. At the end
of that time, she had borrowed $500 from a loan company, asked for and
received an advance on her salary, depleted her and Stan's pitifully
small savings account, borrowed $30 from Judi... and pawned her
engagement ring ... and lost it all.


Grace was sure that Judi was puzzled by her sudden need of money and by
absences away from the house every night, but the little blonde remained
silent. Grace also was almost positive that Judi thought she was having
an affair with Jim Meloney and was spending her evenings with him.


On a Friday, exactly three weeks after she had gone to the track for the
first time in her life, Grace "borrowed" two hundred dollars from the
bank deposit. She won that night and happily remained about even on
Saturday. On Monday, she replaced the money.


The following night she heard some terribly exciting news about one of
Jim Meloney's horses scheduled to start within the next two or three
days.


The horse, Little Red Jewel, had never before started in a race, but it
had broken a track record while in training earlier at Bay Meadows. Jim,
it was reported, was going to try and pull one on the New Mexico and
Texas owners by putting the no-record horse in a race with proven
campaigners. The odds should be good.


It was at that point Grace decided it was really time to relent a bit
toward Ricky Karl.


He always swam in the late afternoons, so Grace waited until she saw him
in the pool, then put on her briefest bikini and went down to join him.


Ricky would have given odds that the untouchable Mrs. Hope was going to
break the ice with him within the next day or so. Actually, he was
surprised it had taken her this long. He had watched and made note of
her downward movement from the hundred dollar win window to the two
dollar show and place windows. She had the bug just about as bad as
anyone he had ever seen. Knowing instinctively that she would come to
him, he had bided his time, and now as he saw her wade into the pool he
knew the time had come.


Grace waited for him to say something to her, but he seemingly was
interested in other things. When he did happen to glance her way, she
gave him a half-smile. Ricky simply nodded his head, then swam over to
the end of the pool and began talking to a friend. Grace swam the length
of the pool slowly, stopping at a place where she knew he could see her.
She smiled again in a friendly manner and this time there wasn't even a
nod. Now she began to get angry at him. After all, she was trying to
make friends with him. That's what he had been trying to do for a long
time, wasn't it? It was almost as if he were trying to make things
difficult for her.


In spite of her heartfelt repugnance, Grace forced herself to finally
swim over beside him and begin the conversation. "Mister Karl, could I
speak to you for a second?"


"Sure, Mrs. Hope." He began swimming leisurely toward the side of the
pool where no one was in earshot. He put his fat, pudgy arms up over the
side, waited until she joined him, then asked, "What can I do for you?"


Grace hoped her dislike and revulsion didn't show on her face. He was so
gross! He had layers of fat across his chest, resulting in breasts that
actually were almost as large as those on some women. His stomach was
covered with short black hair that resembled hog bristles. All things
considered, though, what Grace disliked most about him were his eyes and
his mouth--both mean, small, and obscene. She looked away from him and
said, "The other night you mentioned you had a friend who could make a
bet for me on other tracks?"


"That's correct, Mrs. Hope."


"Even Raton, New Mexico?"


"Even Son Pardo in Mallorca, if you want."


"How do I get in touch with him?"


"I'll give him your message."


Grace didn't like that arrangement. She didn't want Ricky Karl knowing
about her information. He was the type who might blab it to all his
friends.


Ricky watched her closely, evaluating just how far he could push her,
knowing that she wasn't happy dealing with him. He waited, amused, like
a big cat toying with a small mouse.


Grace didn't want to offend him, not until she got the information she
wanted--the name of the bookie. She said, "I don't want to bother you.
Just tell me where I can reach him."


Ricky grinned. "It isn't quite that easy, Mrs. Hope. Ah ... maybe I'd
better have him call you. I'm sure you understand. He's a bookie and
bookmaking is illegal. I'll tell him all about you and let him know
you're good for the dough."


"All right. But could you have him call me tonight or tomorrow morning?"


"Sure." Ricky had a hard time keeping the gloating out of his voice. The
fish had swam into the net, now it was just a matter of hauling in. His
eyes fell to the luscious, soft ripe mounds of her breasts, pinched
tightly in their bra cups, looking eminently biteable. She didn't know
it yet, but within two weeks he was going to take a tit in each hand and
then press them around his cock and fuck her that way and shoot a hot
stream of jism up against her chin and mouth. The haughty bitch ... she
really had some coming to her and he was just the boy to see that she
got it. He felt his prick crawling in response to the mental stimuli.


Grace saw the hot, vacant look in his eyes and drew back in fear. Almost
immediately he superficially seemed to be a nice person once again, but
that one glimpse she'd had into the depths of his filthy soul was enough
to make her wish she had never started talking to him in the first
place. Grace lost no time in getting back to her own apartment.


The contact with Ricky's "friend" was made about an hour later when
Grace's telephone rang.


"Mrs. Hope?"


"Yes?"


"A friend said you wanted to talk to me."


"Are you the ... ah ... bookie?"


"That isn't a nice word, Mrs. Hope."


"I'm sorry."


"Okay. Let's just say that you can make certain investments with me and
let it go at that."


"All right, Mister ... Mister?"


"You can call me Andy."


"Thank you, Andy. Now can you make a bet for me?"


"That's what I'm here for. What do you want?"


"There's a horse by the name of Little Red Jewel that's going to be
entered in a race at Raton sometime soon and I'd like to place a bet on
it."


Andy's' voice didn't hesitate a second. "Its going in the fourth
tomorrow."


"That soon?"


"That's what the form says. How much do you want on it?"


"Do you have any limit on the bets. How will I give you the money?"


"Our mutual friend says you're good for the dough. I can go two and a
half bills for you."


"Two hundred and fifty dollars?" Grace couldn't keep the pleasure out of
her voice. It seemed years since she had that kind of money to bet with.


"No, two thou five hundred."


Stunned, Grace couldn't speak for a moment, and Andy repeated his
earlier question. "How much do you want to bet on the horse?"


"Five hundred," she said quickly. "To win."


"Okay. I'll be in touch. You want I should call at a certain time every
day?"


Grace thought a moment, then answered, "Is eight fifteen in the morning
too early for you?"


"Naw. I'll call." He hung up.


Grace left for the track. As she was going out the door, she felt a
sudden stab of guilt about Stan. She hadn't written to him in five days.
She stopped, feeling a brief note to him wouldn't take more than five
minutes to write, but then went out of the apartment after deciding to
do it after she got home.


The Gods smiled on Grace for part of the evening. She had gone to the
track with fifty dollars--proceeds of an insufficient funds check she
had written at the market. She came home with $220, and at one time she
had been almost four hundred dollars ahead. It had been an exhilarating
evening, the best in a long time, and Grace knew positively that things
were looking up, that she would be out of the hole within a day or
two--especially after Little Red Jewel won tomorrow.


The next afternoon Jim Meloney's horse finished eighth in an eight horse
field. That same night, Grace came home from the track with only twenty
six cents in her purse.


A week later, after a streak of unbelievably bad luck, she was in hock
to Andy for $3100, and was apprehensive because she knew she could never
pay that much money back. He hadn't asked for his money yet, but Grace
knew it was just a matter of time. It was going to be terribly
embarrassing when she had to confess that she was broke. The thing that
frightened her most was the fact that she had written almost four
hundred dollars in bad checks. The least of her worries was Stan who had
written a hurt and bewildered letter asking her why he was receiving no
mail from her.


And it was on Friday that she got the call at work from Andy wanting his
money that afternoon.


Chapter 7


Grace had known what it was like to be "scared," had even experienced a
bad "fright" now and then, but never before had she felt terror so
strong that it paralyzed not only the mind but the body as well. This
morning, when Andy had called demanding his money, she was forced to
lower her voice so that Judi working in the other part of the office
could not hear her. "I'm sorry, Andy," she said. "It's terribly
embarrassing, but I don't have any money. I'll pay you someday, though,
I promise."


"Mrs. Hope," Andy had said, "I told you I want my money this afternoon."
There had been a click on the line, then Andy had hung up before she
could say anything else.


It was at that moment that Grace began to get worried. The worry
graduated into fright, but the terror had begun only when Grace went out
for lunch and two burly men were waiting alongside a black Oldsmobile
for her. One with a squashed nose had said, "Mrs. Hope?"


Her heart began hammering. For a moment she was sure they were police
who had come to arrest her for bad checks. "Ye ... yes," she stammered,
"I'm Mrs. Hope."


Squashed nose had nodded his head toward the back seat. "Get in."


"But I ... but I ... "


"Get in!" The words were like a barbed whip.


Still thinking they were police Grace woodenly slipped in the back seat,
resigned to the fact that she was being taken to jail. She was thrown
back as the vehicle abruptly accelerated. "Where ... where are you
taking me?"


The driver, who looked as if he had once been a not too successful
wrestler, glanced up in the rear view mirror and answered, "Andy wants
to see you."


There was something about the way he said it that made Grace's blood run
cold.


The men drove rapidly and silently across town, and left the boulevard
to wind up a small road leading to the Skyline area. Grace's terror fed
on itself, so much so that she had to be helped from the car when they
finally pulled up before what appeared to be a deserted estate with
crumbling roof and weed overgrown yard, hidden by thick trees from the
road.


Each man took an arm and led her up the stairs to the front door. At the
doorway, both men stopped as a beautiful looking giant German Shepherd
bared his fangs and growled in warning.


From inside the house, Grace heard Andy's voice saying, "It's all right,
Samson. Let her in."


The men let go of Grace's arms, and turned to go back to the car.


"Come in, Mrs. Hope." With legs trembling uncontrollably, Grace did as
she was ordered. Compared to the bright sunlight outside, it was almost
dark in here. The dog followed her across the room: she jumped once as
it nuzzled the back of her nylon dress, pressing his nose in at the
junction of her legs. When her eyes grew accustomed to the gloom, she
saw Andy for the first time sitting behind a huge desk, and recognized
him as the little jockey who seemed to be a constant companion of Ricky
Karl.


"Sit down, Mrs. Hope." He nodded toward the small milk stool in front on
his desk. When she hesitated, he added, "I think you'd better know right
from the start that unless you do exactly what I tell you to do, you're
not going to leave here alive."


Grace sat down where he instructed; she had to, her legs would no longer
support her terror-ridden body. The dog came around and sat on its
haunches beside her; its long red tongue hanging out of the corner of
its mouth, its almost human gaze never leaving her face. Grace hastily
averted her eyes when she saw the pink shiny penis slip out of the dog's
abdomen and begin to grow.


It was impossible to face Andy's evaluative stare. He seemed to be a
judge looking at a condemned prisoner, trying to determine life
imprisonment or the gas chamber.


Grace knew now what a bird with a broken wing must feel like as it sees
a snake slithering toward it. This was the epitome of the primeval
terror. But if she thought she had been frightened before, it was
nothing compared to the horror which was to come within seconds. Andy
threw over about a dozen 8 x 10 inch glossy photographs. "Look at them,"
he said, ominously.


She reached out with her right hand, but it was shaking so badly she had
to use both hands. For a moment the scene in the photograph didn't
register, then when she realized her eyes really weren't playing tricks
on her, she almost fainted. The photograph showed a nude young woman,
dead--very dead in the most horrible way. Where her vagina had once been
was now only a huge black cavity. Her nose obviously had been broken,
teeth were sharded, and in a final humiliation her throat had been cut.
"Oh ... my God!" Grace moaned, feeling that she was about to vomit.


Andy said, "That was Dorajane Dunlop. She owed us $710 which she refused
to pay. Just so you'll know how she died, the boys all fucked her silly
for four days. Then, we gave her to one of my men who don't like to fuck
women--don't like women period; hates 'em. He knocked out all her teeth,
broke her nose. Then he strapped her spread-eagled to the end of a table
and used a blow torch to burn out her snatch. You know, during that time
she only passed out once and then just for a second or two, the pain
kept bringing her back to full consciousness. She screamed for two days
and two nights until one of my other boys took pity on her and cut her
throat."


Grace dropped the photographs to the floor and jumped to her feet,
glancing frantically around for a way out of this horror dungeon. The
German Shepherd stood growling in warning.


"He can kill you, Mrs. Hope. I've seen him kill men twice your size. Sit
down. Pick up the rest of the pictures. I want you to see them all.
Every one of them."


Grace was not aware she had obeyed instructions, but she did sit down on
the stool and her hands began leafing through the pictures. Some part of
her mind shut off all images however. All she knew for sure was that
each photograph was of a person who had died under some of the most
horrible circumstances imaginable. There were men and women alike there
... all victims of unbelievable sadism and brutality.


When she finished looking at the photographs, Andy said, "These welshers
tried to do the same thing you're trying to do--get out of paying us
money. One of them owed us two hundred and fifty bucks. Another one, the
blonde-haired guy you saw who was about twenty-three, he owed us
twenty-eight hundred bucks. That's the most that any of those jokers
owed us--twenty-eight hundred--until you came along. Now you owe us
thirty-one, Mrs. Hope. And we want it. Now, today. Or else."


She must make him see that she wasn't trying to avoid payment of the
debt. She must! "Andy," she pled, "I want to pay. All I need is a little
time."


"You've got until six o'clock. That's time enough."


"As God is my witness, I ... "


"God is a lousy credit reference, Mrs. Hope," Andy said, then stood in
dismissal. "Six o'clock." The interview obviously was concluded.


Grace got to her feet and walked blindly toward the door. She stopped
but did not turn around when he added, "Oh ... and Mrs. Hope, don't try
to go to the cops about this. I got a couple of guys on my payroll who
work downtown ... as cops ... and I'll know who you talked to, when you
talked to them, and what you said. When that happens, you're dead ...
and you'll go out in a way that'll make these other welshers look like
they died happily in their sleep."


She stood there, head bowed, waiting for dismissal. After a moment it
came, "You can go now. We'll see you at six."


She really wasn't aware of the journey back down the hill or across town
to her office, but she did not fail to note the brazenness of Andy's
henchmen--their utter unconcern for the law--by dropping her off right
in front of Austin Motor Sales.


Grace walked from their car to the door. She glanced up automatically
toward the clock and saw that it had been exactly one hour, to the
minute, since she left.


Judi returned from her own lunch twenty minutes late, giggling and
wise-cracking with Bill Hill. She took one look at Grace's face and
sobered. "Jeez, honey. What's wrong?" She sucked in her breath and bit
her lower lip as her eyes widened in alarm, "Has something happened to
Stan?"


"No ... no. Nothing's wrong." Grace turned her head, indicating she
didn't want to discuss it.


Judi stood there undecided for a second, then shrugged "Okay. If you
change your mind and want to talk to someone about it, I'm available."


For the next three hours Grace worked like an automaton, the shock of
what had transpired during lunch having completely numbed her senses.
Gradually, sometime between four and four-thirty, she came to the
conclusion that it would be far better to go to jail than to wind up a
victim of Andy's sadistic torture. She would pay Andy, would give him
his money out of the bank deposit. And then, on Monday or Tuesday when
the auditors made their month-end check of deposits, she would be forced
to confess her embezzlement. Jail, after all, was a safe haven. She
would be alive there. Besides, she deserved to be put in jail. At least
she couldn't get deeper into the morass of gambling debts that way.


At five o'clock, Grace began totaling up the bank deposit. There was
$11,287.10 in checks, all worthless to her, and $4,921 in cash. She
intended to make up a separate bank deposit slip showing only $1821 in
cash receipts and give Andy the other $3100.


Once she had made the decision and filled out the two different deposit
slips, Grace felt a great calmness descend on her. She felt more at
peace than at any time since this whole thing had started that first
night at the races.


At five thirty, she went into the ladies room to comb her hair before
going to the bank. She stared in the mirror for a long period. It was
the first time in many weeks that she had inspected herself critically.
Her face looked as though she had been ill. No more innocence there, not
any longer. No more the clear, direct stare of honesty and sincerity.
Somehow or another she had assumed a furtive look ... evasive. She
swallowed painfully, then went back into the office.


The bank deposit was gone from her desk!


A silent scream of terror shrieked and reverberated through her brain.
She spun around. "Judi! My God! what happened to the bank deposit?"


Judi, hearing the tone of panic in the other girl's voice, looked up
from her desk in open mouthed amazement.


"What happened to it?" Grace yelled, wanting to run across the room,
slap the little blonde, and shake her until she told the truth.


"Grace. Calm down. Jeez, I've never seen you like this. What's got into
you? Mister Austin took it. He said he was going past the bank anyway
and he'd drop it off."


Grace stood there, the disaster plainly written on her face, then one
hiccuping sob was wrenched from her belly. She sat down weakly into her
chair, weeping loudly.


"Grace? My God ... what's wrong? Are you sick?" Judi came over rapidly,
her face full of concern.


Grace shook her head wordlessly.


"Honey, come on. I know you. Something is terribly wrong. Let me help
you."


"Take me home, Judi," she sobbed. "Take me home now."


The little blonde didn't hesitate a second. "All right." She quickly
took her purse out of the drawer, then reached in Grace's desk and
pulled out the other girl's handbag. "Come on," she coaxed, reaching
down and pulling her to her feet.


All the way home, Judi kept glancing over toward the white-faced,
violently trembling Grace. When they got to the apartment complex, Grace
wordlessly slid out of the car, even before Judi cut the ignition, and
ran blindly toward her room. Once inside, she locked the door and put
the night chain on.


Judi hammered at the door. "Grace ... let me in."


"Go away," she sobbed. "Leave me alone." She heard Judi's sigh of
resignation through the door, then moments later the sound of the little
blonde's apartment door opening.


Whereas an hour earlier she had been calmly resigned to going to jail,
now she was in a state of sheer, blind, unreasoning panic. She glanced
at her watch, not really seeing it ... but realizing that the two hands
were fingers of doom moving inexorably toward six o'clock, only eleven
minutes away.


Grace sat there, a lonely huddled figure exuding terror, while life
swirled on all around her. She could hear radios playing in other parts
of the apartment complex, could hear the children laughing and screaming
around the pool.


The pool! At that moment a small flicker of hope ignited in her breast.
Ricky Karl! He knew Andy! Hope became a raging fire of certainty. Ricky
Karl liked her as a woman. He wouldn't let them disfigure her. He would
help her. Quickly then, because only eight minutes were left before six,
she threw off the chain lock and dashed downstairs to the pool.


She stopped, dead still, when she saw Ricky was nowhere in sight. Then,
running again, her high heels beating a rat-a-tat-tat of such urgency on
the sidewalk that everyone glanced up curiously, she dashed toward the
fat man's apartment section.


She punched the penthouse button on the elevator and prayed all the way
during the journey to the top floor that he would be there.


The doors whispered open. R. KARL, the card above the bell read.


She pushed the button and heard soft chimes ringing inside.


There was no answer.


Frantically, she pushed the button again and hammered on the door. Her
watch hands pointed to 5:55 now.


It was almost a minute before Ricky Karl opened the door in front of
her; she had the impression that he had been standing there all along.
Ricky was dressed in a very short karate-type silk gown that gaped open
over his hairy chest and belly. It was obvious that he wore absolutely
nothing beneath it.


"Well, Mrs. Hope," he purred. "What a pleasant surprise. Do come in."


She didn't want to enter his apartment, especially not with him dressed
the way he was, so she stood steadfast and said, pleadingly, "I need
your help."


The smile faded from his face. "I never discuss business in the
hallways. Come in if you want to talk to me."


Grace knew she must not antagonize him, so she stepped across the
corridor, feeling her shoes sink into the deep pile of the expensive
carpet. Ricky closed the door behind her, then waddled into the living
room. He turned, saw Grace still standing by the door, and jerked his
head impatiently.


She followed him into the spacious, well-decorated living room which was
easily twice the size of her entire apartment. Original oil paintings
were tastefully hung on the walls. An all white couch sat in front of a
picture window overlooking the city. He indicated that she was to sit
there. "A drink?"


"No ... no, thank you. I haven't time." Her eyes darted to her watch,
there were less than three minutes left.


"I insist," he said, pleasantly. "Surely you can't be so rushed that you
haven't time to enjoy the social amenities."


"Oh, please, Mister Karl," Grace began sobbing. "I don't have time. I'm
in terrible trouble."


He paused, pursing his lips, then nodded once, and sat down on the
ottoman in front of her. For a moment, revulsion almost overcame her
terror, for his testicles like two ripe plums in a furry sack could be
plainly seen above his ham-like thighs; it was as though he were
deliberately exposing himself to her, she thought, quickly averting her
eyes.


"What can I do for you, Mrs. Hope?" he asked after a moment.


"Please ... oh ... please ... will you call Andy and tell him that I
will pay him the money I owe, but I need more time. Only a week. A week!
That's all I ask."


Ricky managed to look shocked. "You mean you actually made some bets and
didn't have the money to back them. Why, Mrs. Hope ... I'm surprised at
you, That's not only dishonest, but very, very dangerous as well. I've
known some people who were seriously hurt by doing that. Bookmakers have
ways--usually unpleasant ways--to ensure payment."


"He's going to kill me," she sobbed. "Help me. Oh, please, help me."


"Now ... now, I seriously doubt that he'll do anything too injurious for
fifty or sixty dollars. They don't begin to really get tough until it
runs in the hundreds."


"But ... but I owe him three thousand one hundred dollars," she wailed.


"You're joking," Ricky said, jerking back in mock amazement, the
movement causing his gown to open all the way now, revealing a stubby
little penis that could barely be seen below the rolls of fat hanging
from his belly.


"No ... I'm not," she sobbed.


"Oh, my, my, my! I would say that you are in very serious trouble
indeed. I'm not even sure I can help you. I don't have that kind of
money at hand."


"I don't want your money. Just call Andy And ask him for a delay."


Ricky stood, making no effort to pull his gown together. He stared down
at her, then said softly, "Let me look at you, Mrs. Hope." He saw her
frightened eyes flicker toward him, and grinned inwardly as he knew she
had seen his prick. He made a great pretense of studying her face, as if
judging her honesty. The thought of her ripe, red lips ovalled around
his cock made his penis begin to crawl into life. She saw that, too; he
could tell by the way she flushed and looked away. "All right," he said,
finally. "I don't know what I can do, but I'll call Andy tomorrow and
ask him ... "


Grace interrupted frantically, "But you don't understand. He wants his
money by six o'clock. Tonight!"


Ricky looked down at his watch. "But it's six o'clock now."


"I know," she wailed.


"I'll see what I can do," Ricky said, reaching over toward the phone at
the end of the couch. Now the gown had slipped completely off his waist,
and Grace knew he must be aware he was exposing himself. That faded into
insignificance alongside the fact that he had just said he would try to
help. She watched, unable to tear her eyes away from his fat stubby
fingers as he dialed a number.


"Hello, Andy. How are you this evening?" He looked over toward Grace and
she thought his eyes now had grown bolder; they locked themselves on her
breasts, and she saw his prick swelling even more. "Well, Andy, it seems
you have a slight collection problem with Mrs. Hope. I would like to ask
you a favour, please. Call off your dogs, give her some time ... Yes,
yes, I know you gave her until six o'clock. Yes, she's here."


Grace saw Ricky's eyes seem to widen in alarm. "But, Andy, you can't. I
won't let you while she is in my apartment. What? No, I don't think I
can guarantee her loan. Or at least, I don't think I can. Look I'll call
you back in twenty minutes. Promise me you won't let your thugs do
anything rash before six twenty. Thank you, Andy."


Ricky slowly replaced the phone on its cradle. When he turned back to
Grace, the message of doom was clearly written on his face. "I'm sorry,
my dear. He wants me to guarantee your note. But you see, I'm a
businessman and I don't invest in non-interest bearing propositions. Now
it would be different, of course, if you and I could reach some sort of
understanding. I might even be persuaded to pick up your bad checks."


Grace blanched. "You know about those, too?"


"I know practically everything. About you and Jim Meloney ... " The last
was a shrewd guess on Ricky's part; he had seen Grace in the winner's
circle that night, and he knew Meloney's reputation. One look at the
girl's face told him he had struck pay dirt. He continued, "There are no
secrets between me and Jim. He said you were very good, indeed. A bit
inexperienced ... but delightfully fresh."


"Oh, God!" Her head was reeling. This new assault on her sensitivities
was almost more than she could bear. It wasn't bad enough that Jim
Meloney had taken advantage of her, but to brag about it. To tell
everything that had happened. It did not occur to Grace that Ricky had,
in reality, said nothing incriminating. In her terror-drugged mind she
assumed from his remarks that the fat man really did know--and that Jim
had been the one who told him. She felt betrayed, degraded, and she
burst into tears of shame.


"Now ... now, my dear," Ricky moved over, sat down beside her, and put
his arm around her shoulder. "There's nothing to cry about. I think
you'll find that I'm every bit as much a man as Jim Meloney. And, if you
and I become friends, I'll agree to act as your protector."


"What ... what you're suggesting is that ... that I ... " She could not
finish the abhorrent thought.


Ricky pulled her resisting body closer to him, running his fat, stubby
fingers up and down along the outside of her arm. "What I am suggesting
is quite simple. You spend the evening with me and we get to know each
other better. You and I will become very good friends, indeed."


Grace jumped up, unable to masque the revulsion his vile proposition had
evoked within her. "Never. I'd rather die first."


Ricky's pleasant smile never left his face. He shrugged. "As you wish."
He walked across the room and disappeared down the corridor. Grace stood
up, her hand balled into a fist tightly against her mouth. She heard the
outer door open, then Ricky's voice say, "Tell Andy I can't guarantee
her loan. She's here. Take her, but remember no rough stuff in my
apartment. I don't want blood stains all over the place."


The two burly men who had taken Grace to Andy's country place earlier in
the day came into the room. They seemed to dwarf everything
else--including Ricky. Grace screamed loudly, and continued screaming as
the one with the smashed nose came to her. He raised his hand and
viciously slapped her face. She fell, dazed, back onto the couch ...
sobbing. She felt her shoulders being roughly grasped and then suddenly
she was yanked brutally to her feet. The movement caused her little
shirtwaist dress to split open down the front, revealing her lime green
bra and slip.


"Ricky ... Mister Karl ... please ... please help me," she cried.


"I'm sorry, my dear." He turned away from her and went to his bar. She
screamed again, even louder this time in an effort to attract attention.


Ricky looked at her over the top of his bar. "It will do you no good to
yell. The place is completely soundproofed. And it will do you no good
to call out for the police. The man holding you is a policeman in Andy's
hire. Show her your badge." The man relinquished his hold on Grace's
body and fished in his inside pocket. Flipping open his wallet, he
showed the trembling girl his badge. She had no way of knowing it was
just a special deputy's badge--handed out for political favours. To her
it was the ultimate symbol of authority.


Now the second man, the wrestler, moved to the other side of Grace. Both
took an arm and began dragging her out of the room.


Oh, God. No! The memory of that horrible picture of the other girl
flashed in her mind. Anything ... anything at all--even the filthy
caresses of the unspeakable vile Ricky Karl would be better than to
suffer that kind of fate.


The two men had pulled her roughly toward the door. Grace, feeling her
last resistance crumbling, cried out, "Help me, Ricky. Help me. I'll do
anything ... anything you say ... only help me."


At a nod from the fat man, the two henchmen loosened their hold on the
girl's arms. She dropped to the floor in a heap, sobbing helplessly, and
heard Ricky say, "Stick around. I may change my mind."


The two men left, closing the front door behind them. Ricky came over
carrying a water tumbler half full of an amber liquid. "Drink this," he
commanded.


Woodenly, Grace reached up and accepted the glass. She took a swallow
and began choking as the whiskey burned a painful trail down her gullet.
"Drink it all," he said and stood there until she drained it.


"Now get to your feet," he said.


Grace painfully stood and made a feeble effort to close the front of her
ripped dress.


"Let's get something straight right now," Ricky said, and his voice
indicated he would brook no further disobedience or reluctance on her
part. "You are to do everything I say without complaint or protest. Is
that understood?"


Grace closed her eyes in mortification. There was no telling what this
horrible monster might want her to do. He might even want her to go to
bed with him. Her mind reeled at the thought of permitting him to
violate her body in that manner; and yet--with an instinctive sureness
that sprang from a surprisingly deep sense of survival--she knew she
would force herself to go to bed with him if necessary.


"Answer me," he snapped.


Grace nodded her head acquiescently without opening her eyes, and thus
did not see the look of gloating that lit up Ricky's round moon face
like a neon sign. He stared at the ripe contours of her body only
partially hidden by her dress, relishing the thought of the humiliation
he was about to bring the proud bitch. She deserved everything she was
going to get. He would start her training by making her crawl across the
room on her hands and knees to him, and she would continue to
crawl--like some well disciplined, frightened animal--until he was ready
to discard her.


"Take off your clothes ... slowly. The dress first," he said.


Only then did Grace look up, an abject pleading in her eyes. Oh, God! It
was going to be just as bad as she had thought. He was expecting her to
go to bed. The last plea remained unspoken as she saw the look of
warning on his face and remembered the two thugs outside the door.


Refusing to think about what she was doing, Grace lifted the hem of the
dress over her head and she stood there, shamefully submitting to his
inspection. His eyes were like twin spotlights on a police launch,
sweeping up and down the hidden estuaries of her body, taking note of
the green nylon undergarments, the dark brown hosiery encasing well
rounded calves, the smooth curved spheres of her white young buttocks.
"Now take off your brassiere. Do it slowly, I want to enjoy it." Ricky
watched as she put her long slender arms in back of her, causing her
proud full breasts to protrude even further, and unfastened the bra
snap. The undergarment hung loosely to the magnificent globes for a
moment before she hunched her shoulders together and removed it all
together.


He drew in his breath. Christ! Her firmly rising young tits were better
than he had even suspected. They were big, but perfect, he thought,
staring at the milk white mounds of succulent flesh--looking even whiter
in contrast to her golden tan. The aureoles were the size of brown half
dollar pieces and the nipples were the size of pencil erasers. He walked
up to her and reached out with the thumb and forefinger of one hand,
rolling the nipple between them as if he were testing the fineness of
some rare material. She cringed her breasts away from his touch and had
begun to draw back when she apparently saw the look of warning on his
face. Her shoulders slumped in resignation.


God, he thought. She's just too god-damned good to be true. I wonder
what her snooty little snatch and asshole looks like. "Take off your
slip."


With the removal of each new garment, Grace felt the growth of shame and
helplessness. Again and again as she found herself balking she silently
said, "Your life depends on this man. Do as he says. Don't think about
what you're doing. Just do it."


There was actually a low groan of lust and anticipation from Ricky Karl
when he saw her standing there just in high heels and stockings, and a
jade-coloured garter belt with tiny black flowers made of lace which
framed a pair of sea green bikini panties that clung like a second
translucent skin to her delicious curves and body indentations. Beneath
her panties, Ricky could see the swelling bulge of her pouting young
pubic mound and a lacy dark shadow where her raven black pubic hair grew
in sparse little curls between her thighs.


Grace knew now how a terrified female slave must feel when hauled before
a cruel, unrelenting, sadistic master. She was afraid to refuse his
commands, even more afraid to accede to them for it was obvious what the
filthy beast had in mind ... he was going to make her go to bed with
him. Torn by the battle waging inside of her, she stood trembling
waiting for his next order, for there was only one thing more repugnant,
more frightening than being here in this room with this vile fat man ...
and that was to be not in this room, to be outside where Andy and his
torturers and murderers could lay their hands on her. She wasn't sure
she understood his next request, but when he repeated it, angrily, this
time, Grace did as he instructed. She unfastened her garters so she
could roll her soft flimsy panties, down over the curves of her hips and
legs, then refastened the snaps again and stood upright. Now she wore
only high heels, sheer hosiery, and the garter belt. She felt the cool
breeze from his air conditioning unit on her nakedly trembling buttocks
and between her thighs. Somehow, wearing these items only she felt more
nude than she had ever felt before.


Grace watched as the heavy-set man finally unknotted the silken rope
around his waist and removed the gown. She knew revulsion was written on
her face; it was impossible to hide it. She assumed that he had an
erection, but his penis was so insignificant that it was difficult to
tell. Ricky backed away until he reached the couch, then sat down with
knees splayed out obscenely and hands clasped behind his head. His
testicles hung down in front of the cushion. "Get on your hands and
knees," he said.


What could the gross, contemptible beast have in mind, she wondered
dully, as she obediently got down to her knees, feeling the thick pile
of the rug pressing up between her widespread fingers soft against her
knees.


"Now crawl over here to me," he said hoarsely, his voice a croak of
feral lust.


As though she were viewing some obscene horror film too disgusting to
believe, she saw his testicles, his stubby fat penis, his hairy belly
coming closer, ever closer, as she crawled from the one side of the room
to the couch. She stopped when about six feet away.


"Okay, baby. Now blow it." Ricky said.


"What?" She didn't understand, for a moment--one insane moment of
glorious hope--she thought he was telling her to "blow", to go... was
giving her permission to leave, that she had done what he had wanted and
now she wouldn't have to go to bed with him.


Ricky, seeing her hesitation and indecision, thought for a second that
she was refusing him, and his mood abruptly changed from wild
anticipation to blind anger. "You stupid bitch," he yelled. "You agreed
to do everything I asked. I'm not going to tell you again. Blow me!"


"But I ... but I ... " Grace immediately felt a rash of tears. She
wanted him to know she wasn't being disobedient. She had agreed to do
anything--even, if necessary, going to bed with him. She sobbed, "I
don't know what you want me to do." She looked up piteously pleading to
him.


Ricky saw the tears and the expression on her face and it dawned on him
that she was telling the truth. "Let me get this straight," he said
slowly, without taking his hands from behind his head, "You've never
given a blow job to a boyfriend or your husband."


"I don't know what you mean by 'blow job'."


That put a completely different perspective on the situation, Ricky
thought. He wasn't displeased, not at all. And the thought of being the
first man ever to spew a gob of hot cum down her lovely, virginal throat
made it all the more exciting. There was one thing, however. If she
hadn't done it before, she might rebel--no telling what hang-ups a broad
has until she's done it the first time. The second time they don't think
it's quite so bad, and by the time they've gone the route ten or twelve
times they accept it quite naturally. To get rid of any hang-ups Grace
might have, Ricky felt the shock treatment might be best. "Get to your
feet," he said, his voice less harsh than before.


Grace, feeling something almost akin to happiness because the master was
no longer threatening her, stood as instructed.


"Go over to the top right hand drawer of my desk in the corner there."
He watched as Grace's undulating buttocks moved enticingly toward the
desk. "There's a large manila envelope in the drawer. Take it out. Open
it." He almost laughed when he heard her horrified gasp and saw her face
blanche in fear. These were even larger reproductions of the same
pictures she had seen at Andy's. "Oh ... God ... " she moaned.


"Put them back," Ricky demanded. He waited until she fumbled them back
into the drawer, noting that she had begun her terrified trembling
again. "Now come back here to me and kneel in front of me again." He
watched as she walked embarrassed and self-conscious toward him. She
held her shoulders stiff, obviously in a futile attempt to keep her full
breasts from swaying back and forth. The sight of that beautiful fleecy
cuntal triangle between her nylon encased legs, the white untanned
globes of her buttocks, and the incredible lushness of her upper thighs
almost drove Ricky insane. He couldn't recall ever seeing such a
luscious body before, and the knowledge that she was completely
subservient to him for the rest of the night, the weekend ... or until
he got tired of her, was as pleasurable as hanging a new painting or
placing a new piece of sculpture in his study.


Grace was fighting panic again when she knelt in the same spot she had
been in before. The shock of seeing that poor mutilated girl again had
driven everything but fear and a desire to please out of her mind.


"Crawl up between my legs," Ricky said, and then waited as she shuffled
slightly forward. She was refusing to look at his cock, and that didn't
bother him at all. "All right now," he said, putting new threat in his
voice. "You have exactly fifteen seconds to wrap your hot little lips
around my prick and start sucking. And in case you don't know the
meaning of the word prick, either, then its my penis. That's a blow
job." He took his left hand from behind his head and glanced at the
expensive gold chronometer. "Ten seconds now."


Grace was stunned. She couldn't believe the perverted obscenity she had
just heard. He was testing her. That must be it. A test. He really
didn't want her to do it, just wanted to see if she would obey
instructions. He would stop her before she actually had to do it. She
heard his voice intoning, "five seconds ... four seconds ... three
seconds ... "


She resisted only a split second longer. She was almost sickened by the
sight of the short fleshy instrument. She pretended to go along with his
lewd demand. She opened her mouth and moved her head forward, expecting
a reprieve at any moment. Now she looked at the penis for the first
time. It was, she thought, larger than it had looked from a distance.
The purplish mushroomed head had the same implicit viciousness as a
hammerhead shark. In the center, where the tiny hole opened and closed
with each throb of his heart, a tiny white pearl of viscous seminal
fluid had oozed to the surface. The white trunk of the prick was laced
with thin blue veins, and she could even see them swell with each beat
of his pulse. Closer, closer, closer it came and now it was so close she
could not focus on it any longer ... all she saw was the blurry
indistinctness of something elongated growing out of the thick
gray-black of pubic hair.


With a sudden feeling of desperation, Grace abruptly knew that his was
not a test after all. He actually wanted her to do this horrible
perverted, filthy thing ... wanted her to take his hardened penis into
her mouth.


She had already started to pull back in protest when Ricky Karl
viciously put both hands on the side of her face, holding her face and
mouth captive. "No ... " she began, but it was choked off as he rammed
the thick rod of flesh in, crushing through her softly resisting lips
into the warm moist saliva of her mouth. She could feel the spongy
bluntness of the head sliding the entire length of her tongue, coming to
rest far far back in her throat. She gagged and gasped, mumbling
inarticulately, as he began fucking his cock in and out of her mouth
with powerful little strokes that jolted her head.


Gloating above her with his eyes almost vacant from the intensity of
feeling and lust, Ricky began to undulate his pelvis even more, sliding
the short fat prick in and out of her mouth, never quite withdrawing,
leaving the hot, swollen head just inside the warm, soft grotto of her
unwilling mouth. Grace made an effort to twist her nakedness away from
him, to pull back, but she was held mercilessly captive by his hands
pressing against her cheeks, and when she reared back slightly and put
her hands on his hip bones to push him away, Ricky increased his
pressure on her cheeks and said, "Remember the photographs, my dear."


The total helplessness of her situation caused a sudden black fog of
fatalistic acceptance to descend on Grace's mind. She closed her eyes
tightly to block out the repulsive sight of the graying pubic hairs
sprouting like ash-coloured weeds at the thick base of the cock which
rammed without mercy into her contorted face. Moisture filled her mouth
as saliva glands sought to dampen, dilute, and identify the alien taste
of this, this thing being buried deep in her throat.


Ricky stared down with lewd delight at the labouring figure of the
unwilling girl; the sight of his cock moving in and out between her
full, ovally rounded lips drove him into a frenzy, and in spite of her
gagged and choked protests, he began shoving forward even more
forcefully, raising his fat buttocks high off the couch and thrusting
with all his strength. He held her head tighter as she coughed and
sputtered with each powerful in stroke and as the swollen head of his
cock rhythmically fucked back against her tonsils. He delighted in
watching her tender, lipstick rimmed lips clasping tighter and tighter
around the trunk as her mouth muscles wearied and her warmly ovalled
cavity became accustomed to the unnatural invasion.


"Suck ... suck it, goddamn you. Suck it," he bellowed suddenly, "or I'll
throw you naked out the door to Andy's men."


Grace felt nothing, not even fear any longer. She knew she had to please
this man, and he was telling her how to please him ... and so she did
everything he requested, even more. She licked and sucked at the fleshy
hardened rod imbedded in her mouth, creating a vacuum that brought a low
moan almost of pain from the fat man. She was salivating so much now
that the cock slicked in and out almost effortlessly. She sucked until
her cheeks indented grotesquely, until her throat muscles were flaming
tendons of pure agony. And she licked around the head, using her tongue,
her teeth ... acting automatically now, knowing by the grunts and low
animal groans what was pleasurable to him and what was not.


And with this intense desire to bring him pleasure, because her only
hope of salvation lay in pleasing him, she gradually became aware that
her own traitorous young body was reacting sexually to this oral
degradation. She could feel new warmth in her vagina, a dampness between
her thighs, and the knowledge that she was becoming aroused was more
repulsive and brought her more mental distress than the perverted act
she was being forced to perform with her helpless mouth.


Her thoughts were suddenly forced back to the man and his cock in her
throat, for she felt his loins crush smotheringly into her face and the
fleshy roll of his stomach pressing against her lightly perspiring
forehead. His hands gripped her behind the head pulling it forward as
though he were attempting to shove his cock all the way down her throat
and into her belly. "Suck harder, you bitch, I'm cumming on your
tonsils," he bellowed, then groaned in animal delight, and flooded her
mouth with his hot, thick cum which spurted thickly down her throat in
great, pulsating waves of heated liquid roaring in jet-like torrents
from testicles and seminal ducts.


Grace gulped and swallowed automatically; not to do so would have caused
her to strangle, swallowing the pungent male elixir first in small
amounts and then in greater dosage as the cum continued to spurt
unceasingly. Then abruptly, in spite of her revulsion at the lewd act
forced on her, her jerking throat subtly changed its rhythm and
strangely, she was swallowing hungrily, feeling the need to further
debase herself in punishment. She wallowed obscenely in the pleasure of
subjugation to the fat man's wildly spewing cock jerking into her face.
She wanted to be punished--she needed this degradation. She sucked...
and sucked, stroking his testicles lovingly--wanting more ... more.


"Okay, that's enough," said Ricky with a deep sigh, falling back in
temporary satiation against the couch.


And from behind her, Grace heard a familiar voice, unmistakable in its
lewd hunger. "If you're through with the hot little cunt, how about
giving me a crack at her."


She turned, then gasped in fright and sought to crawl closer to Ricky as
she saw the little figure of the bookmaker, named Andy, leering
lustfully down at her.


Chapter 8


Grace cringed in abject fear against Ricky Karl's legs, an act that
caused the fat man to laugh in a cruel sadistic glee a noise that
sounded more like the nocturnal barkings of a jackal. "Go ahead, Andy.
The snooty little cunt's all yours."


"Oh, please. No. You promised to help me. Don't. Oh, God! Please, Mr.
Karl. He'll hurt me." She was trembling violently now, close to fainting
but afraid to lose consciousness for fear of being handed over to the
torturers.


Andy glanced down at her, puzzled at first by her frightened comments,
then he realized she was stupid enough to think that Ricky really was
handing her over to him for good. He laughed. "Shit, lady, I'm not going
to kill you ... yet. Not unless I kill you by fucking you to death. But
I am going to fuck you. I watched that tight little pussy of yours
wig-wagging back and forth while you were blowing Ricky and it was all I
could do to keep from running over here and giving it to you from behind
dog fashion."


Again in Grace's mind there was that surprising juxtaposition between
happy relief at receiving another last minute pardon and revulsion at
the man's obscene language and what he was requesting. Even as this
thought was being formulated, Andy had begun undressing. She watched, in
horrified abhorrence and close to nausea as he removed everything but
his jockey shorts beneath which she saw the awesome shape of his
penis--frighteningly long and thick even though it was still hidden by
the cloth. The wiry muscles stretched like cables on the little
horseman's body. He looked tough, capable, and there wasn't an ounce of
fat on him.


"Get up. Take off everything," Andy demanded. "I don't want any of that
frilly crap getting in my way when I shove my cock into your cunt."


Mortified and humiliated, Grace glanced once up toward Ricky as if
seeking salvation, but the sadistic look of burning anticipation in his
eyes made her realize there was to be no hope from him. She stood, still
trembling but less violently than before, and unfastened her garter
belt. Slowly, using both hands, she peeled down the hose on her right
leg and stepped out of it.


Andy watched as she removed the brown sheer hose from her other leg.
Then she was standing before him, eyes downcast and subservient. She was
taller than he by at least four inches, but that didn't matter ... he
had the great equalizer between his legs. When he got through reaming
out her proud little cunt, she'd know a real man had fucked her and his
goddamned height wouldn't make any difference at all. There was only one
thing more he wanted, and he said, "Don't take offense, Ricky, but do
you mind if I have the cunt wash out her mouth. I don't relish kissing a
mouth full of your cum."


Ricky giggled obscenely. "Go ahead, Andy. Let her gargle with whiskey."


Grace heard all this without any emotion. She had numbed her body and
her brain so that she would feel nothing, hear nothing. A bottle of
bourbon was shoved into her hand as Andy snarled, "Go ahead and gargle,
you sweet little cocksucker, you."


Grace tilted the bottle to her lips and swished the liquor around in her
mouth. She looked mutely toward Ricky, but found only amusement on his
moon face. She swallowed the whiskey, choking and gasping, and then
feeling the need of assistance in getting over what was obviously going
to be a horrible time, took another long, deep drink before putting the
bottle back on the table.


Ricky stood for the first time. His wrinkled little sausage of a penis
was almost too small to be seen beneath the repulsive roll of fat that
hung like a white rubber tire below his navel. He jerked his head toward
the couch. "Fuck her there, Andy; I'd like to see the action you get out
of her goody-goody little pussy."


Andy grinned nastily, then the smile faded from his mean tight little
face as he looked at the voluptuous young brunette standing like a slave
on an auction block in front of him. "You heard him, cunt. Lie down on
the fucking couch and spread your legs."


As if she were a zombie, Grace did as she was instructed. She could feel
the slight scratchiness of the couch pushing against her naked back and
buttocks as she lay back, resigned and unfeeling, awaiting whatever
depraved obscenities that might be heaped on her head.


"Look at this cock, baby. I want you to see what Daddy's got for that
little pussy of yours," Andy crooned.


Grace turned, not knowing what to expect, then gasped when she saw the
awesome size of the jockey's penis. It seemed almost bigger than the
man. No woman could ever take that without being split apart; that
massive cudgel would rip her from vagina to anus if he tried to put it
inside her. She swallowed, now unable to tear her eyes from the
frightening sight.


Ricky asked, "Wouldn't you like her to suck on it? She's a talented
little cocksucker."


Andy wrapped the fingers of his left hand around the mid-part. Even with
both hands on it, there were still two inches of trunk and the mammoth
head uncovered. He looked over toward Ricky, grinning. "Naw, no blow job
for me. I never told you this, but when I was twelve years old, I met a
woman who could really suck cocks; I mean, she had her own little Hoover
vacuum cleaner in her mouth. That was when I was twelve. You know
something, Ricky, I was five feet ten inches tall and had a two inch
pecker. When she got through sucking on me, I was five feet two inches
tall and had a ten inch cock."


Ricky blinked then began guffawing as he realized Andy had just put him
on. Grace tried to shove herself even deeper in the couch. These two men
undoubtedly were the lewdest, the most depraved individuals she had ever
encountered in her life. Their obscene conversation and words scraped
like coarse sandpaper against the tender sensitivities of her soul, in
spite of the fact that she thought her mind and body had been sealed off
from them.


"All right, cunt. Spread your legs, I'm going to ride your little pussy
just like I was in the Kentucky Derby," Andy said, his eyes glittering
now with a lewd anticipation.


Grace knew there was nothing she could do but obey. No sense in asking
anyone here for mercy or forgiveness or gentleness. Her eyes locked once
more on that long thick cock extending out from his loins. He was going
to hurt her, she knew beyond a doubt. He would relish hearing her
scream, would delight in every groan of pain that was pulled forcefully
from her body. And Ricky, sitting now over there on the chair, would
equally enjoy her pitiful moans and pleas.


Grace lay still, resigned to her fate, with her thighs spread wide
waiting, waiting for the rape of her helplessly young vagina, Stan's
vagina, to begin. Her belly quivered in fear and she could already
almost feel the terrible pressure, the stretching as his huge penis
pressed nakedly against the open lips of her small, defensively clenched
vaginal opening.


Andy bent down over her prostrate body, and without warning fastened his
teeth harshly into the nipple of her right breast. In spite of all her
resolutions not to cry out or give them pleasure by letting them know
how much she was hurt, she groaned in pain and attempted to twist away
from the sudden sharp torture. With her first movement of escape, Andy
used his hands--strong powerful hands accustomed to handling reins and
recalcitrant horses--to hold her tight down against the cushions of the
couch. When she lay acquiescent again, his hands began playing over the
softness of her thighs and hips. Now his lips roamed wetly over the
whitely palpitating mounds of her breasts, Grace felt an unwanted
pleasure coming from his lewd caresses.


"Go to it, boy," Ricky said in encouragement, as he felt a new arousal
beginning in him from the sight of the coldly aloof and "holier than
thou" young wife being subjected to the gross indignity of being treated
like a common street whore.


Andy's lips slobbered over the soft sensitive areas of her body, and
although there were moments when it seemed he was being gentle, his
hard, cruel eyes were greedy mirrors of his sadistic desire. Impatiently
now, he moved his left hand down across her abdomen and used his middle
finger to explore her softly quivering cuntal crevice. Grace squirmed
down further into the couch, seeking to evade his touch. Andy grinned
nastily, then looked over toward Ricky. "That blow job she gave you must
have turned her on a little. She's wet between her legs, almost ready to
fuck." He teasingly rotated his finger up into the moist, hot furrow of
her vagina and was rewarded by a frightened moan of pain. Even before
her vagina had grown accustomed to the worming finger, a second one
joined the first.


"Oh please! You're hurting me," Grace wailed, hating herself for voicing
her pain, for being unable to numb that secret part of her down between
her helplessly open legs.


"Shut up, bitch," Andy growled. "When I want you to bark, I'll throw you
a bone." In retaliation for her protest, he mercilessly ground his
fingers in as deep as they could go into her helplessly spread vaginal
opening. Grace bit her lips this time to keep from crying out, but she
was unable to keep the tears from welling up in her eyes.


Apparently satisfied that she was as ready as she would ever be, Andy
said, "Spread your legs out wider, baby, I'm coming now. You're going to
get screwed like you've never been screwed before. You're going to twist
and squirm when this prick of mine sinks all the way into your belly.
And before I pull it out again, you're going to be screaming and begging
for more." He glanced down at her in amusement. She was shocked by his
words, the bitch probably never had a man talk to her that way before.
And suddenly, he knew that when this one--unlike the hookers and
lay-about wives he was used to fucking--started begging, she would
actually be begging! He also knew instinctively, had known ever since he
saw her cunt making little circles back behind her as she hungrily
sucked on Ricky's cock, that she was going to beg. Oh, she would fight
it ... would do everything in her power to keep from getting with it ...
but once his prick got inside that tight little cunt, her pussy would
get so hot that she would be crying for it. The thought served as a goad
and he knew he had to have her now.


Quickly then, he levered up over her, his arms stiff, his powerful hands
resting on her well rounded shoulders. He dropped one hand down between
their bodies taking the hard pulsating prick between his fingers and
guided it forward, using the thick rubbery head to part the softly
curling pubic hair and the warm, ripe lips of her naked cunt.


Now that the moment was at hand, Grace turned her head to the side on
the couch, closing her eyes with a shudder as she felt the first contact
against the sensitive outer lips of her fevered pussy. She held her
breath, lying absolutely still in utter subjugation beneath him, not
daring to breathe ... like land before the storm.


Then she felt the first harsh unrelenting pressure against the tight
elastic opening of her vagina; it was at that moment her breath rushed
out of her body in one long sustained protest, "Ooooooooh."


Andy grinned cruelly and pushed.


"Aaaaagh," she cried as the huge head slipped through, brutally
stretching the tight rubbery opening until Grace was sure that flesh and
bones were being split--like the wishbone of a chicken. Suddenly all her
good intentions of bravery fled as the pressure continued and built up.
"Oooh, God. Don't. You're hurting me. Please. YOU'RE HUR ... TING ...
MEEEEEE." The last was screamed at the top of her voice, as pain forced
her eyes open and she saw his cruelly grinning face sadistically looking
down at her. He was killing her, she would die right here. Nothing could
be more painful or agonizing than this, and what made it even worse was
the undeniable fact that the sadistic beast was enjoying her pitiful
pleas, was enjoying watching her suffer beneath the barbaric cruelty of
his slow relentless penetration of her cunt.


Andy listened with undisguised sadistic pleasure to her abject pleas. He
had known ever since he first wormed a finger into the warm damp
confines of her pussy that she was going to be hurt because she had the
tightest little cunt of anyone he had felt in years. This was prime
stuff! She was goddamned near a virgin, he thought, and not very many
peckers had been shoved between those creamy widespread thighs. When he
finished with her, she'd throw rocks at that young punk of a husband of
hers. Christ! Here she was squealing like a stuck pig and he hadn't even
gotten more than his head inside yet; she'd go absolutely ape shit when
she felt all ten inches banging on her ribs like a stick being drawn
across a metal picket fence.


Abruptly, the cruel smirk on his face faded, replaced by an implacable
masque of sheer animal desire. The feral lust was upon him; he could
stand it no more, watching this helpless, innocent young wife
spread-eagled beneath him with the head of his thickly pulsating cock
disappearing like an ostrich into the softly curling hairs of her warm,
moist cunt.


He decided to quit screwing around and get down to the fucking. He had
to fuck her--had to, right now!


Andy's hard muscular little body fell forward, his weight crushing her
firm, succulent breasts hard down against her chest. He thrust his hips
forward with one mighty shove and his long sleek cock slid into her open
cunt with a savage fury, mercilessly spreading the soft moist flesh of
her warm vaginal walls before its lust-hardened head. "Aaaaagggghhhh,"
Grace screamed, her eyes wide and unblinking in sheer agony. There was
no stopping the skinny man, his mammoth cock thrust in with all the
force of a battering ram and her vainly resisting pussy opened wide
against the barbaric onslaught. Down, down, down it drove until, with a
loud groan of lewd delight, his testicles slapped heavily against the
defenselessly upturned cheeks of her tightly clenched ass.


"Ohhhhhh, God!" she wailed beneath him. She thought her vagina had been
horribly stretched when Jim Meloney had done it to her, but this
man--this little jockey--had filled her cunt to the point where it felt
as if the handle of a sledge hammer had been shoved into her, as if his
plunging cock had ripped and torn and defiled not only her outer parts
but her innermost depths. He had lanced into her without mercy, sending
a pressure wave of pain roaring before his penis so great that she
thought she would lapse into unconsciousness. Now, an infinitesimal
second later, his huge throbbing rod lay sunk deep in her belly, and she
could feel every hard tiny little ridge pressing tight against the soft,
tender walls of her pussy. It was hot, powerful--something incredibly
primeval, prehistorically reptilian ... frightening in its
indestructibility.


Man and woman lay there in silence for a moment, both staring at each
other, woman waiting and afraid to move, man feeling the hotly pulsating
walls of her cunt enclosing his prick like a strong hand of a dairy maid
that squeezed and let up, squeezed and released, milking his cock
against its will.


Andy flexed his hardness deep inside her.


"Auuuuuuggh!" she grunted, closing her eyes in pain, "Please don't
move."


"You've really got a tight little pussy, baby, but we'll stretch it out
for you, starting right now," he taunted, flexing it once more.


"Aaaagggh, please don't." This time it was a deeper moan, with her face
twisted in pain and neck muscles straining out from the force of her
resistance.


Then, the lewdly grinning man began a slow, teasing rocking motion
between her thighs, and each inward thrust was like a tiny explosion of
a fire bomb inside her, burning and searing the soft, nerve-filled
flesh. As his motion widened the tight narrow passage of her cock-filled
little pussy with short, smooth strokes, Grace groaned in hopeless
defeat beneath him.


Ricky stood up now and moved quietly over to the copulating couple on
the couch. He had seen fuck shows before, but there was something about
the earlier arrogance of the previously aloof and untouchable Mrs. Hope
that aroused him more than he had been for years. He watched as the
thick white shaft of glistening penile flesh, shining now from her
involuntary cuntal lubricant drove relentlessly in and out of the coral
pink lips of her hot moist vagina. The little jockey was really pouring
it to her, he thought, as he watched the rapid rise and fall of the
rider's buttocks and heard the sound of naked flesh smacking naked
flesh. Even as he stood there watching, he sensed a sudden change in the
woman's physical behaviour. Earlier she had tightened every muscle in
her body--fighting the brutal penetration, being completely
uncooperative. Now he saw the first signs of weakening, of submissive
resignation from her. It was a simple thing, almost unnoticeable. Her
toes had curled in tightly against the tuft of the couch, and her calf
muscles had begun flexing with each new inward thrust of Andy's cock.


Grace knew her body was about to betray her, just as it had revolted
against her morals and inhibitions that night when Jim Meloney had first
made her an adulteress and plunged his prick into her. She fought
against this new betrayal, praying silently for succor, but it rapidly
became apparent that prayers and will-power were useless against an
emotion and need older than mankind itself. Abruptly her body took
complete command from her resisting mind and began reacting
involuntarily. Lewd flames of desire were suddenly sparked and, blown by
the gale-like winds of her own wanton needs, spread throughout her
abdomen and streaked through her veins until her entire body was
consumed with a fiery lust. She no longer had the will-power or desire
to fight him; she had lost the battle and now she knew that in spite of
her revulsion and horror, she was about to surrender completely to this
man who unmercifully fucked into her between her open legs. She looked
up and saw Ricky Karl standing less than three feet away. His eyes were
glazed in a lewdly shining lust as he watched them and his fat hand had
enclosed his penis, stroking it as though he were mesmerized. The
lewdness of that event, combined with the thought of what her naked body
was doing--of what was being done to her naked body--sent helpless
chills of unwanted sexual sensation running along the base of her spine.


Helplessly, hesitantly, she began to twist and writhe beneath the
rhythmically fucking man. With a low groan of complete submission and
pleading she reached up and locked an arm around his neck, pulling his
face down to hers. She shoved her tongue with a wanton abandonment deep
into his throat, as inarticulate mewls of feral, slave-like acceptance
bubbled from her lust constricted throat.


Andy, feeling her body beginning to react, slipped his hands down over
the naked curves of her hips to the supple, smooth white moons of her
heaving buttocks; he cupped them harshly with each hand and began
pulling her suddenly eagerly cooperating ass cheeks up toward him on
each punishing inward thrust.


Grace flexed and unflexed her buttock muscles as his thin fingers
kneaded them like bread dough, and at the same time pulled her thighs
back a little more, causing the moist wet hole of her cunt to spread
open even more in an effort to receive his mammoth prick to greater
depths.


The pain had disappeared almost at the same time she had relaxed, to be
replaced with a wild sexual abandon she could not control. Grace closed
her eyes, slavering her tongue up into his mouth, feeling his tongue
fencing with hers, feeling his teeth, the roof of his mouth savouring
the faint taste of tobacco and whiskey in his throat. Moments before the
cords in her neck and thighs were standing out hard and tense as she
fought him; they still stood out, but now it was from ecstasy as she
writhed beneath him in the fevered wantonness of her desire. There was
no longer any thought in the world but the delicious sensation of lying
beneath this race track bookie who was fucking her against her will; she
wanted to give back to him the pleasure he was giving her. Abruptly, she
lifted her knees and wrapped her legs around the man's heaving buttocks.


Andy slaved above her, deliberately changing techniques--riding high on
her to scrape her clitoris, riding low on her until she felt the harsh
slap of his balls against the nakedly exposed little crevice of her ass
... thrusting inward with great force and leaving his prick buried to
the hilt for a moment or two, all the while making it jump and jerk
against the tip of her cervix--and then going into longer, smoother
strokes that drew his cock nearly out of her clasping, steaming vagina
on the backstroke before plunging forward into her uplifted buttocks
again.


She felt him push his hand down between their two thrashing bodies to
the point where his prick was sliding smoothly in and out of her fevered
pussy, and then felt him begin to fondle the soft fur-lined cuntal lips
milking at his all-powerful rampaging cock. He continued to finger pussy
lips and clitoris until low lust-laden groans of animal desire gurgled
out of her throat. Her widening vagina had accommodated his mammoth
hardness, now it seemed to be trying to greedily devour the whole of his
wonderful instrument ... that hot, throbbing pole of lust-hardened flesh
bringing her such sweet and unbelievable torment.


Andy grinned knowingly as he felt the first fevered twitching deep
within the velvety clenching well of her cunt. The bitch may have looked
frigid and cold as an iceberg when he first saw her but she was a hot
little number now about to go out of her fucking mind at the reaming her
heated little pussy was receiving from his hard driving cock.


Suddenly he, too, was losing restraint. The milking his prick was
receiving from her twitching vaginal muscles was causing his usually
ironclad control to weaken. He quickened his thrust, hot and pulsating
and deep, and the resulting delight caused her to croon and babble
incoherently. He put his hands under her knees, pushing them back hard
and up until they were on both sides of her head, making the plane of
her throbbing cunt wide open to the pile-driving, brutal thrusts he
began throwing into her. It should have caused her to cry out--most
women did. But instead of pleading for mercy, the crazy little bitch
wanted more! He couldn't believe it!


"Oh ... ohhhh ... harder, more. More ... deeper, fuck harder!" she began
to intone beneath him, her face an unrecognizable masque of lewd desire
and abandonment.


Again he quickened his thrusts, grinding hard and deep, his cock
drilling high and hard up into the never-before touched hidden recesses
of her womb. They both grunted and moaned deliriously, with Grace giving
back everything she received.


"You are a hot little cunt," the bookie groaned and there was, for the
first time, genuine admiration in his voice.


The lewd compliment, coupled with the exquisite feeling deep up in her
belly, resulted in a message from loins to brain--a message she found
hard to believe, but that magnificent pressure building inside her was
not to be denied. This was it! Oh, God, she was coming closer, closer
...


"Harder, Oh God ... fuck harder. Oh ... ohhhh," she wailed. "Give me ...
give ... more! Fuck me, fuck me ... " but her craven begging, which Andy
had been waiting to hear, fell on deaf ears because the little jockey
was so close to his own release that he heard nothing, saw nothing ...
felt everything.


Grace panted and writhed, hearing the hoarse gasping of the man atop of
her breathing as though he had just about reached the tape in the two
thousand metre run. His cock raged and hurtled into her, and nothing had
ever felt so wonderful before. She tingled from the tips of her toes to
the back of her head, and without any more notice, the tingle became a
convulsion.


She gasped as it hit her, gasping, "Andy ... I'm cumming. Oh, God.
Beautiful ... wonderful ... I'm cummmming. Aiiiiieeeeeeeee." Even above
the violence of her own orgasm as she bucked and jerked against him, she
felt his cock grow even larger--ballooning in size--and then begin to
pump hot, thick sperm deep up into her hungrily quivering belly. She
locked her arms around his muscular little body, wanting this exquisite
bliss to last forever.


Finally, her legs went limp and splayed out obscenely on either side of
the jockey. Her eyes fluttered shut, and she took one deep sigh. Then,
abruptly, the earlier wave of humiliation and shame came back to her,
flooding her mind, as she recalled where she was and what had been done
to her and who was lying atop her with his thick savage penis still
buried deep inside her gently palpitating vagina. Tears began streaming
down her cheeks. She lay there motionless, eyes closed, beaten as Andy
slowly pulled out of her, his deflated prick slipping from her vagina
with a lewd, wet, sucking noise. He stood, wobbling slightly.


The sight of the beautiful young wife being fucked into insensibility
had caused Ricky to go almost out of his mind and, with his stubby
little cock as erect as it had been earlier, he impatiently straddled
the girl the moment Andy got up. He placed his two fat hairy knees on
each side of her rib cage right under her armpits, his penis lying in
the cleavage between her breasts.


Grace was too weary, too sated, to fight this new assault upon her body.
She lay there, eyes closed, as Ricky pressed her warm soft breasts tight
against his cock and began sawing back and forth. He worked for less
than a minute before he suddenly grunted, and his prick began shooting
out spurts of white, hot cum that splattered against her chin and face
and throat, and clung like translucent elongated pearls in her
disheveled raven black hair.


She stoically bore this latest indignity feeling neither revulsion nor
hatred for the degradation, knowing with a sure certainty that this was
only the beginning of a long and arduous ordeal. She was a prisoner of
these two men, a prisoner just as surely as if she wore a striped
uniform and was locked and chained in a dungeon. There was no place she
could go where they would not find her, no one--not even the police to
turn to for protection without being eventually betrayed. She knew now
that her only salvation would be death or to become one of them, one of
their whores. She could not begin to imagine what other vile depraved
demands would be made of her. She knew only one thing--survival--and she
would do anything they asked.


Andy had gone over to the bar where he watched, with considerable
amusement, Ricky fuck the naked young woman's breasts. He knew how the
evening would wind up, for Ricky did have a few peculiar hang-ups, like
having the broad stand spread-legged over him and piss in his face.
Well, everyone was entitled to get their kicks any way they could. His
eyes narrowed as he slowly raised the double shot of bourbon and sipped
it. Ricky was off the broad now and Andy could see the long, slender
body of the woman in repose. He thought once again about the view he'd
had of her when he first came into the room, of her being on hands and
knees with that magnificent young ass waving high in the air behind her
like a beautiful target with two bull's-eyes. He'd scored with one, that
left an untouched bull's eye ... her asshole! He glanced down at his
prick and saw it slowly crawling to new life. Yeh, he thought with
growing excitement, yeh! "Tiddle-de-dee--Tiddle-de-dum; lookout asshole,
here we come," he mentally said, remembering the old limerick.


"Hey, boss," he called to Ricky, "you finished? Can I borrow the little
snatch again?"


Grace did not catch the significance of the word "boss", and it did not
dawn on her until much later that in reality Ricky had been calling the
shots right from the beginning--that the person who would order her
beating or enslavement or execution would be the fat man ... not the
little jockey.


Ricky beamed down at his cum slowly flowing down the chin and throat of
the young, already well-fucked bride. Fucking her in between those soft,
incredibly warm tits had been very exciting indeed, just as he had known
it was going to be. She really was a splendid specimen--not only
body-wise, but also in her earlier moral arrogance which had been broken
so easily. After watching Andy screwing her silly, he knew just about
everything he needed to know about her capabilities. She was going to
make a good addition to his stable. He rated her excellent at the
moment, but if she had a particularly strong bladder, he would
unhesitatingly raise that rating to "Superior." He found himself growing
excited at the thought of the treat in store for him, so much so that it
took him a second to realize that Andy had spoken to him.


"What is it, my boy?" he asked, without taking his eyes off Grace's
sperm spattered neck and chin.


"I wanted to know if you were through with the little bitch for a
minute. I'd like to try it on again for size."


"Of course, of course," Ricky said. "That's why she's here. Go right
ahead, but first ... " He waddled across the room to the refrigerator
behind the bar and pulled out two bottles of beer. He unscrewed the caps
from both of them as he carried them back to the couch. "Here you are,
my dear. Drink these."


Grace opened her eyes and saw the proffered bottle of beer. "No...
thanks ... " she said weakly, thinking it was an act of kindness on his
part and not wanting to hurt his feelings. This idea was promptly
shocked out of her mind when Ricky snarled viciously, "I said drink it,
you bitch." Bewildered and frightened, Grace sat upright and accepted
the bottle. She took a little sip.


"All of it," Ricky growled. "And be quick about it."


Grace drank it as rapidly as she could, then puzzled, reluctantly took
the second bottle. When she finished that one, Ricky had come back with
two more. She already felt bloated and didn't think her stomach could
handle anymore. She looked beseechingly at the fat man, but his steely
glare made her swallow the plea. She drank the third bottle and then,
feeling as if she were about to burst with stomach churning, she finally
managed to consume the contents of the last bottle. Ricky smiled at her
as though she were an obedient child who has just eaten all the spinach.
"That was splendid, my dear, simply splendid. Oh, I can hardly wait." He
shivered in a little ecstasy of anticipation, his rolls of fat and
girl-like breasts quivering like mounds of jello.


Grace had absolutely no idea of what he meant, but that wasn't what was
bothering her at the moment for she had caught the mean speculative look
on the thinly built bookie, Andy's, face. He obviously had something new
and even more horrible that he wanted to do to her. That look, feral and
evil, sent a chill down her spine.


Ricky turned to the jockey. "She's ready to be saddled and taken to the
paddock, my boy. Ride her as though you were in the stretch making a run
for the roses. She's an odds-on favorite,"


Andy wasted no time in taking command of the terrified girl. "All right,
cunt, over on your belly."


"Wha ... what?" She didn't understand.


"Turn over on your belly. That tight little asshole of yours looks like
it hasn't had too much action."


"Oh, splendid!" Ricky said, clapping his hands in glee. "Sodomize her,
my boy. It will be most enjoyable viewing."


A new wave of horror and shame swept over Grace; it was so strong that
her fright at the consequences of disobedience was shoved into the
background of her consciousness. "Oh no," she wailed. "Please. You can't
do that."


"Remember the photos, my dear," Ricky said, then laughed brutally at the
sudden blanching of her face.


Before she could protest further or cry out, Grace felt her shoulders
roughly seized by the little bookie and, with super-human strength that
bellied his small stature, he simply lifted her bodily from the couch
and threw her face down. A moment later he cruelly grasped her hips,
lifted them, and shoved three pillows under her stomach which raised her
white, trembling soft mounds of succulent flesh high in a sacrificial
offering to the gods of unnatural lust.


Grace at first couldn't believe what the two men were proposing. Surely
they must be playing some game of torment with her, trying to terrify
her even more. She had prepared herself for almost anything these two
vile beasts would demand of her, she would give them anything, do
anything, but this horrible suggestion was inhuman, unbelievable. Face
down on the couch, feeling almost suffocated, Grace felt Andy's hands
running over the warm, supple globes. She flinched and cringed and heard
him laugh.


"Just look at that hairless little asshole, boss," Andy panted from
behind. "I'm gonna love doing this."


Tears of shame built up in her eyes as she felt his hands opening her
buttocks, drawing the alabaster cheeks wide apart. She tried to hold
them flexed together, but the pressure of his thumbs inserted in the
crevice was too great. They were pulled away from each other until she
could feel the cool draft from the air conditioner rushing into the hot
valley between her thighs. Abruptly, Grace knew these beasts were not
merely tormenting her; they were serious! And with that knowledge she
began to struggle. "Oh, no. You mustn't. It isn't right. Please ... "


Andy and Ricky both laughed in sadistic delight, with the little jockey
saying, "What do you mean, it isn't right. Why asshole fucking is a
great sport. You ain't trying to tell me that you've never had it this
way before ... that you're a cherry back here?"


"Oh, God ... please. Don't!" The last was a yelp of fright as she felt
his blunt middle finger begin to press against the tight, elastic little
opening of her anus.


"Shut up, bitch," Andy snarled. "I asked you a question. Answer it." He
shoved his finger hard against the tiny puckered opening, and the
fingertip and fingernail disappeared into the soft rubbery mouth.
"Answer me!"


"No ... " she whimpered.


"No what."


"My husband has never done that to me."


"Done what to you?"


"That."


"What's 'that' mean?" The remark was a vicious snarl, demanding
elucidation.


"Oh, God. You know."


Andy's arm muscles tightened and his thin lips suddenly whitened. He
jabbed the finger in deeper and was rewarded by her shriek of pain.
"Tell the boss here and me what you haven't done before. I'm not going
to ask you again."


"No one ... has ever ... made love ..., " she corrected herself
immediately, knowing they wanted to hear the obscene phrase and too
frightened to defy them any longer, "No one has ever fucked me before
there."


Andy grinned over at Ricky. "In that case, bitch, your education has
been sadly neglected."


Grace felt the tip of his finger worming around at the entrance of her
naked rectum, and she clenched the puckered tiny lips tight in a futile
effort to prevent the perverted penetration she knew was coming. Andy
probed for a moment at the inner edges of her anal ring and then
grinning cruelly, shoved forward sinking the finger all the way up to
the first knuckle. Grace jumped from the resulting pain, but it was not
as bad as she thought it would be. She had begun to relax when she felt
a second finger probing her opening, than that one rammed in alongside
the first.


"Ummmphh," she groaned, her face buried in the cushion, feeling the hurt
this time. She jerked her hips forward into the pillows in an attempt to
escape the painful entry.


Andy wig-wagged his fingers in the depths of her rectum, stretching it
wider and wider and was rewarded by a muffled cry of pain and abject
plea, "Oh, please ... don't. That hurts. Please ... "


She turned her head sideways facing the back of the couch so that he
could see her protest. Tears of shame and pain and humiliation streamed
down her cheeks again as she realized that the act was really going to
take place. He was going to push that long hard thick penis all the way
into her virginal rectum in a parody of love-making that she had never
before dreamed existed. This, then, was the final of her humiliation
and defilement, apt punishment for her sins of the flesh committed
earlier as a result of her own moral weaknesses. Her body would be
punished and used in the most obscene and degrading ways imaginable. She
would never live through it, and even if she survived she would never be
able to face herself in the mirror again. She attempted once more to
bury her hips deeper in the pillows, but it was useless for he merely
planted the palm of his hand on the small of her back and pushed down
tight as his fingers dug deeper into the nether depths of her back
passage, expanding it mercilessly in preparation for the coming assault.


"She's ready as she's ever going to be," Andy said suddenly, then
withdrew his fingers, the elastic ring of the anal flesh clinging to
them in seeming reluctance to let them go. He used his knees to force
her legs wider, then bent down and deposited a mouthful of spittle in
the crevice between her cheeks.


Grace felt his hairy loins pressing against her buttocks and the hair of
his legs brushing against the insides of her thighs. She was held wide
and helpless, completely at his mercy. Then, for the first time, she
felt the long, thick cock pressing itself into the moist naked split of
her behind. She cried out in fright. It was too big. She could never
take that in her rectum without being ripped apart. "Noooo ... please.
Oh, God ... have mercy ... don't."


Andy's hands roamed over her buttocks, then his thumbs were pressing on
either side of the puckered little hole stretching it wide. Abruptly,
she felt a probing between the thumbs as his cock began a slow
relentless pressure at the forbidden opening.


"Jesus Christ," Andy groaned with something akin to surprise in his
voice, "it's even tighter than I thought at first. Feels like a fucking
baby's mouth!"


Grace screamed again and groaned piteously, but the sound went unheeded.
There was no one here who would help her ... no one in the whole world.
All that existed now was the excruciating pain where that barbaric
instrument had lodged itself unnaturally into an opening that simply
could not accommodate it. There was to be no escape from the horrible
degradation of this demented, perverted attack on her helpless body. She
continued to groan incoherently as the straining bookie popped the heavy
bloated head relentlessly inside and pushed in deeper, deeper, deeper.
God, it even caused waves of pain in her stomach as the rigid thick
prick pushed and ground against soft buttery flesh inside her
wide-stretched anal passage. She was stretched as she had never been
before, impaled on a burning railroad tie. And then, just as she thought
the torture would never end, she felt his coarse pubic hairs smack into
the softness of her upturned ass cheeks.


The cruel barbarian's fleshy sword was buried to the hilt. Grace groaned
in anguish, pinned to the couch by the rock-hard gristle of his cock
like a butterfly specimen on a display board. She felt the need to fart
from the pressure, but such relief was denied her because the mammoth
prick effectively acted as a cork in her asshole.


Andy, his eyes rolling around in his head with delight, began sawing
rhythmically and without mercy deep into the warm rubbery depths of her
rectum, evoking further cries of shame and pain from Grace's contorted
lips. Soon, muttering obscenities and gasping with sadistic pleasure, he
started to thrust the full length of his punishing rod into her with
long smooth strokes. It pulled tiny ridges of her brown sucking flesh
out with the base of his prick as it withdrew, then shoved the anal ring
back in out of sight on the vicious inward lunge.


Grace's body jerked and quivered, convulsing each time an extra hard
thrust seared into her tortured asshole. She could hear his animal
grunts of delight and hated herself and her body for the joy it was
giving the vile unspeakable beast. She wanted to destroy him, kill both
men for their brutal unfeeling defilement of her self-respect, but she
knew she was defenseless, helpless, impotent to do them any damage.


Andy was near ecstasy as he felt the warm clasping flesh enveloping his
sensitive cock from trunk to tip. It was as though he were fucking into
a warm velvety glove that squeezed his prick unmercifully. "Oh, you hot
little bitch, you," he crooned behind her, "if you only knew how good
your tight little asshole feels. Shit, if I could figure out how to
bottle it, I'd make a million dollars overnight."


Ricky Karl's high pitched giggle showed that someone appreciated the
remark.


Now all Grace wanted was to end this humiliation as soon as possible, to
get it over with, completed. She prayed for the strength to please him
as she began to grind the smoothly rounded cheeks of her buttocks back
to meet each forward drive of his prick, rotating her hips in little
impatient circles and deliberately tightening her anal ring on his
outward stroke.


Andy felt the sudden cooperative movements of her buttocks beneath him
and grinned knowingly over toward, Ricky, "She's getting with it now."
He surged into her with renewed power, knowing she was trying to bring
him pleasure. She was a fucking love slave, he thought, ready to do
anything I want. There obviously was no resistance at all left in this
innocent young bride impaled like a slave girl on his pile-driving cock.


Ricky was pleased, really pleased, with Grace's performance. Already he
had formulated a use for her at tomorrow night's party. There was a
young Cuban boy who was a real sex champion. He would match the boy and
the Hope woman together on stage ... and then, for a final, Andy's dog
would mount her and fuck the shit out of her. Tony Tratino, the big man
in the national syndicate was due on the Coast then ... and he wanted to
see that Tony had a good time. It would be, he thought in smug
satisfaction, the last good time Tony ever experienced, for the Chicago
hoodlum was on his way out--a victim of a power play which would put
Ricky in the top national spot. He watched, smiling broadly, as he
observed the brutal sodomizing of the girl. The way she was twisting her
virginal little ass around made it appear as if she were beginning to
enjoy it. He watched the continuous flexing and unflexing of her
buttocks and the arching muscles of her back as she worked and ground
back into Andy like a god-damned nympho getting her first cock after
being stranded on a man-less island for six months. There was something
almost artistic about the way her long black hair danced back and forth
over her sweating face and around her neck and back as she squirmed
lewdly in front of the rhythmically fucking little bookie. Her face
rolled from side to side and Ricky could see it flushing red from her
efforts.


Grace could feel the man's cock twitching and beginning to swell and,
sensing he was nearing an orgasm, she began grunting and groaning with
him, encouraging and pleading with the motions of her ass for him to end
it and give her an enema of his hotly spewing sperm.


Andy simply went insane with the approach of his climax. The intolerable
pressure was building up in his balls and her twitching, clenching
asshole only increased the tingling torment. He began to ram rapidly
into her, buffeting her helplessly quivering buttocks with his pelvis,
his savage brutal strokes bringing new cries of pain and pleasure as he
drove deeper and harder than ever before.


Then gasping incoherently and sputtering like a madman, Andy shoved
forward with one last mighty thrust that seemed surely to rip through
the walls of her heaving belly and began spewing his hot, thick cum in
rushing torrents into the depth of her forcefully milking rectum. Grace,
sobbing with relief now that the travesty was almost concluded, ground
her buttocks around high in the air and pressed back against his
powerful loins while his pent up sperm filled her soft anal passage to
the bursting point with a warm, sticky wetness.


"Goddamn Sam," Andy said in wonderment, "that was the tightest asshole I
think I've ever been in ... and one of the best."


Grace was unable to staunch the tears that streamed down both sides of
her face. She was no longer a virgin anywhere; almost every conceivable
thing had been done to her, surely there was nothing left for them to do
to her now. They had humiliated her in every way, taken everything from
her and given back in return only a festering wound that would never
heal no matter how long she lived. She was only vaguely aware that
Andy's weight had lifted from her. She did feel his deflated penis pull
out of her tortured rectum with a wet sucking noise. She felt the sperm
draining from her forever stretched back passage, down the crevice to
her still quivering cuntal lips before running onto the pillows.


Suddenly, something cold touched her bare shoulders. It was Ricky with
another bottle of beer. "Sit up, my dear, and have a bit of
refreshment." Weary, too despairing to do anything but obey, she sat as
directed and took the bottle. "How do you feel?"


"Dirty!" The word was spat out automatically and she at once wished she
could recall it.


Ricky, however, did not seem to mind her outburst. He obviously was on
the trail of some other information. "I meant, are you feeling
uncomfortable or anything." He glanced at the beer, "Drink that. And
then tell me how you feel."


Grace downed the bottle, wondering what it was the fat man was after.
When she finished the contents, she said "You asked me how I feel ... I
feel sore."


Andy snorted, accepting it as a personal compliment, and obviously
delighted at the predicament Ricky found himself in.


"You feel nothing else, my dear?"


Grace brushed the black hair out of her eyes with one weary gesture,
staring at him like a puzzled dog being told to do a trick but not
understanding what is expected of it.


It was Andy who spoke up, "He means do you feel like you have to take a
piss? If you do, he wants you to squat over him and piss on him."


Ricky turned with a mock frown of disapproval on his face, "Now... now.
We must not be crude."


Grace could not believe what she was hearing, but one look at Ricky's
hot excited expression and at his eyes wide with anticipation, convinced
her that once again she had underestimated the extent of the man's
degeneracy. He was serious.


Before she could answer or say anything, the white telephone on Ricky's
desk rang shrilly. The fat man jumped, seeming to shrivel, and Andy
glanced furtively back and forth between boss and telephone. Grace
actually heard Ricky swallow nervously as he waddled rapidly to the
desk.


"Yes?" he said, then his composure abruptly left him when he heard the
voice on the other end of the line. He began trembling, and the receiver
shook against his ear. "All right," he said, then hung up.


His face was white when he looked over toward Andy. "That was Pete. Tony
is on his way over."


"Oh, Jesus!" Now Andy seemed to be just as frightened as the fat man.
Grace watched them both uncomprehendingly; they looked almost as terror
stricken as she had been when she first saw the photographs.


"Where are the boys?" Ricky asked.


"I let 'em go as soon as the cunt started to cooperate with you."


"Get them back, quickly. I don't like Tony coming here like this.
There's been a leak."


Both men jumped violently when the chimes sounded. "Don't answer it,"
Andy whimpered. His fright was contagious. Grace didn't know what was
transpiring, but she wanted no part of it. Both men looked as if they
feared for their lives. The chimes sounded again and Andy quickly began
putting on his clothes. Ricky picked up his robe, but was trembling so
badly that it took him several seconds to get his arms in the sleeves.


"What about the cunt?" Andy asked.


"Get your clothes and get into the bathroom. Don't come out until I tell
you," Ricky said to her, his voice almost unrecognizable in its fear.
Then he added, "And don't urinate. Save it."


Grace was near a state of panic as she quickly grabbed up her clothes
and ran toward the indicated bedroom beyond which the bathroom lay.
Panting, her heart pounding in new terror, she had just closed the
bedroom door behind her when she heard Ricky's voice, sounding jovial,
"Well, Tony. Do come in. What a pleasant surprise." She stood there,
back to the door, trying to get her breath back to normal.


In the other room, the conversation became staccato, and she could hear
the deep tones of another man's voice, saying, "You're small fry, Ricky.
You shouldn't have tried to play marbles with the big boys."


"Tony ... listen to me, Tony. Andy will tell you. It's all a mistake."


"Yeh ... a mistake," Tony said. "A mistake for you and Andy."


Grace shrank back as she heard the shrill scream of pleading from Ricky,
"No ... Tony! Nooo ... oooooo." The sound of two shots was like one
explosion, and Grace's body jumped as though the slugs had hit her.
Almost immediately two more shots were fired and there was a loud gasp
then a thud.


Like a trapped animal, Grace glanced frantically around the bedroom
seeking some avenue of escape. Oh, God. If she were found here, she
would be executed too. On the side of the room, just past Ricky's round
bed, a wardrobe closet door stood open. She ran for it, just as she
heard Tony's voice say in the front room, "Take a look around, make sure
the place is empty. Hurry."


She shoved clothes aside, jumped in and used her fingernails to close
the door behind her, then huddled frightened and trembling in the dark
interior expecting at any moment to have the door yanked open and the
cruel face of her executioner smile in triumph at her. She tried to
silence her breathing, then was sure that they must be able to hear the
horrible pounding of her heart.


Footsteps entered the bedroom and she heard the bathroom door and shower
stall door being opened. A moment later, although it seemed like an
eternity, she heard another's man's voice say, "All clear, Tony."


The front door slammed.


She waited, sure that it was a trick to lure her out, but then heard the
distant wailing of a siren. She mustn't be found here, the whole sordid
story would come out. And if she were held as a witness by the police,
there was a better than even chance that she would be silenced by
members of the organization. Her only hope now was to get out and get
out fast.


Jumping out of the wardrobe, she yanked her dress on over her head and,
carrying shoes and undergarments, ran for the front room.


The sight that met her eyes almost caused her to faint. Ricky, still
looking obscene in death, lay in a growing puddle of blood in the middle
of his white rug, the whole side of his head blown away. Halfway to the
front door where he had been gunned down, Andy stared lifelessly up at
the ceiling.


She darted past them, feeling nothing but fright, and opened the front
door. The penthouse corridor was empty. Outside, the siren was coming
closer, too close. Above the elevator door, a light glowed to indicate
the cage was on the way up. Frantically she glanced around, then bolted
for the stairs.


Exactly one minute and thirty seconds later, she was walking past the
pool carrying her shoes in her hands. No one paid attention to the
windblown dark-haired girl; they all were too busy craning their necks
and gawking at the two police cars that had just screeched to a halt in
front of the complex.


No one would ever know the monumental self-control it took for Grace to
continue her slow pace. She fought the normal desire to run and hide,
fought her tears, fought the black wave of unconsciousness that
threatened to inundate her at any moment.


She had, fortunately, left her apartment unlocked because she had no key
and even if she'd had one her hands were trembling so violently that
fitting key into lock would have been a physical impossibility.


She opened the door, closed it behind her, and carefully locked it.
Then, swaying like a tall tree in a high wind, she fainted, falling
unconscious in a soft heap on the floor.


Chapter 9


Grace had absolutely no idea how long she had remained unconscious, for
she had swum reluctantly toward the surface of reality, afraid that if
she did awaken, the horrible nightmare would be there to greet her.


Slowly and painfully she staggered to her feet. She hurt all
over--vagina, rectum, head, mind! Dully she surveyed her apartment, not
really seeing anything in it. Her brain was trying to tell her
something, but she was too weary to know what it was saying.


She felt dirty, but she knew she had on her a dirt now that could never
be washed off in a shower. And because it was all really too much to
think about at the moment, she went into the bedroom and lay face down
on the bed.


The children screaming outside awakened her shortly before ten o'clock
in the morning. She felt different. Something had changed. She tried to
think of what it might be, then felt the slow growth of new hope in her
mind as she suddenly realized she was finally free of Ricky and Andy and
the debt. This realization made her sit up in bed. Was it true? Could it
be true? Oh, God, am I free of those filthy beasts? Have I escaped their
trap? Am I... am I a free woman? Instinctively she knew the answer was
in the affirmative. She wanted to laugh. She wanted to shout. She wanted
to weep from joy.


Quickly she leapt from her bed and went into the front room, really
seeing it now for the first time in weeks. This was her home. She was
safe here. Reaching up on the mantle, she pulled down Stan's picture and
kissed it. She had neglected him terribly, but she had been sick. Now
that sickness, that horrible fever was gone, never again to plague her.
She would write him two and three times a day to make up for her
neglect. And she would be a much better wife in the future. He would
never know the torture she had gone through, never know the horrible
things she had done, never know that her traitorous body had betrayed
him.


Her loving glance around the room and all the familiar wonderful
belongings came to rest on the table beside the door. The mail was
there, quite a few letters in fact, for she had been too involved to
check the mailbox for the last five days, and the manager must have
emptied the box for her and brought them upstairs. Suddenly she felt the
need to read a letter from Stan, to mentally hear his voice pronouncing
the words of love and concern.


She began rifling through the mail. The third letter down was a brown
envelope from the Internal Revenue Service. She blinked, then smiled in
wide-eyed delight. Their income tax refund! Why... why, there was almost
$600 coming back to them, and she had forgotten all about it! It was a
sign from the heavens. A blessing. A good luck omen.


Quickly she ripped open the envelope. Yes, it was all there, $584.


Now she truly felt free. It was as though a great cloud had lifted from
the face of the sun. There was enough here to pay off everyone of the
bad checks she had written. She would do that today, right now ... after
she took her shower. She would explain to the store managers that there
had been just a mistake in addition, which had been
discovered--fortunately in time. She knew they would believe her story.
The lie had worked with other store managers, it would work with these.
Besides, all they would care about was getting their money!


She was singing as she stepped under the shower ... feeling a greater
happiness than she had felt in months. She felt good physically,
mentally, emotionally. It was a beautiful day outside... a splendid day.
Really, too good a day to waste in the house. She needed to get outside,
to get next to people.


It would take only thirty minutes or so to pay off all the bad checks.
When she finished doing that, she would still have almost forty dollars
left and a glorious afternoon to spend.


Maybe, she thought with a sudden quickening of breath and pulse, she
might even stop by the track ... just for a quick race or two ...


The End
RWS-163  Mother's Joy
MOTHER'S JOY
By Jackson Robard


Chapter 1


Since the afternoon before when she had casually glanced into her thirteen-year-old
son, Jimmy's, seldom used bedroom to see what he was doing, Laura Barnes had sat,
half-slept, and walked around in a state of frustration. She certainly hadn't been trying
to spy on him, but the fact that he only occasionally used the room, except on the two
weekends a month when Mike, her husband, came home, or when he was building a
model of some sort, had piqued her curiosity. She'd been on her way to the bedroom,
saw the door slightly ajar, and eased it open farther to look in. What she saw had
profoundly shocked her at first, as it might any mother who loved her boy, but
somehow she had kept her wits and she was more than thankful for that now.
Remembering it all vividly for the umpteenth time, the dark-eyed, thirty-six-year-old,
striking brunette poured liberally from the sherry decanter, aware that she was drinking
more than she ordinarily would, or should, on any normal afternoon, but this wasn't
exactly an average day for her, and wine for some reason always seemed to soothe her.
Besides, Jimmy would come bursting in from school shortly, his handsome, fair-skinned
smile broad for her alone, and she wanted to be mentally prepared for that...
God, there was no question but what some changes had to be made! She'd hardly slept
the night before thinking about it, while he had lain there beside her, as always, swept
away in the deepest of child-like comas... except that she knew now he was no longer
just a child...!
Earlier yesterday she had caught him doing it... actually playing with himself... arid
holding a pair of her wispy, nylon-panties in his hand, occasionally smothering them
against his nose and mouth as he frenziedly stroked it. She knew now that her
subconscious realization of the terrible embarrassment he would suffer was what had
held her from rushing in on him, and again she was thankful for that! What could she
possibly have said to him that wouldn't have shattered their relationship... perhaps
forever? Instead, she had stood there mesmerized, watching like a voyeur, her eyes
uncontrollably locked on his hard, young penis and the velvety, excitedly swollen
testicles between his stiffened, spread muscular thighs, until his youthful sperm spurted
in convulsing gushes into her capturing panties while he panted and groaned in ecstatic
release, his handsome, blond-headed face contorted with the erotic rapture, the inciting
scene unwittingly stimulating her!
Somehow, she had caught hold of herself and backed away without his seeing her,
making her trek quietly to the bathroom and staring into the mirror, a blank expression
reflected there. God, it had never dawned on her that her baby was actually of that age!
But... but what he was doing was no more, nor less, than normal, was it?... what every
body and girl did sooner or later in answer to nature's demand... what she herself, had
done? Her brain had swam as she fought to keep control. Lord, she'd reasoned, let's
hope she was educated enough in the modern acceptance of sexual psychology to
realize her son was doing nothing more than what his approach to manhood
provoked... yet, there was another matter that now must be considered! She couldn't let
him sleep with her anymore!
Laura sipped from her glass and stared across the comfortably furnished living room at
the oil painting fishing-boat scene as she invariably did when she was alone. The peace
instilled in the strokes of the work always seemed to help lessen any tension she might
feel, and for a moment, she lost herself in its tranquil splendor... remembering that
Mike had bought it for her in Mexico ten years before... the happiest year of their
married life... the year he had taken his traveler's job for Waterfield Paper-Makers, Inc.,
the year she had become a two-weekend a month wife!
Love him? Yes, she had, did, and probably always would... but with reservations now,
even if he were to wake-up tomorrow and come running home to them! Through
fifteen years of infidelity, a woman not only hardened... she calloused!
That year, the year of Jimmy's second birthday, the year of the painting, she had
threatened divorce, and for the next eleven months she couldn't have known a more
devoted husband. Though it had been difficult for her to forgive and forget, she had
tried, and there had been times when their love-making had been breathtaking... but
gradually, he had started to grumble, accusing her of paying more attention to his son
than him... until he'd begun to drift away once more, and by that time a new life had
made its special demands on her... Jimmy's.
Remembering, Laura recollected the calm, almost happy manner in which she had
accepted Mike's new position with Waterfield, even though he would hardly ever be at
home. To her, it had meant less inner-grief, less wondering where he was... and above
all, less caring! The money was excellent and Mike Barnes, if nothing else, was a
compulsory husband and father. He had always provided well for them... maybe out of
shame, but that didn't matter either. Their home was in the thirty-thousand dollar class,
and their neighborhood semi-exclusive. No, she could never take anything from him in
that respect... In his mental insecurity, which was his damning affliction, she could
condemn him; she knew that one day he would come home to them, crying on his
knees, awake to his ridiculous-philandering mistakes, begging them to take him back...
but would they...?
God, sometimes she wondered! Those wonderful days so many, many years ago when
he was the tall and handsome, blue-eyed, blond catch of the school seemed so remote...
so little-girlish... so empty in the wake of all he had put her through... and now, there
was Jimmy, the reproduction of him in every respect, except for the boy's concern for
her, an emotion that his father had never truly known...
Perhaps it was nothing more than too much wine... Laura wasn't sure at that point, but
with or without its heady stimulation she concluded, as she had so many times lately,
that she had replaced Mike's husband-image with Jimmy, who was the very, very
replica of his father... the little boy who had slept with her almost constantly since he
was five-years-old... and who couldn't continue to lie in bed beside her anymore! There
was absolutely no question about it! She would have to think of some logical reason
and a casual manner of getting it across to him that he would accept without too many
questions; but more important, she must be careful to hide her real, flustered
misgivings from him!
If she were not a passionate woman, it might be different, but she was, and too often
uncontrollably so, she honestly reflected, sensing the blood rushing into her cheeks at
the realization of her intimate, secret acts a near-husbandless life had led her to practice.
God knows, the two week-ends a month that Mike was home were not enough to
satisfy her constant sensual desires; she'd had to resort to self-gratification, however
debasing it had been in the beginning, but with time the shame had worn thin, only the
forbiddenness of her licentious performances remained.
Oh yes, as might any vibrant and attractive, lonesome wife in similar circumstances,
Laura had thought of having affairs, but the sordid idea had repelled her, a sickening
reaction she laid to Mike's parade of infidelities... the philandering husband who, even
when he was home, complained of exhaustion from his heavy workload, and who was
invariably too tired to fulfill her in the sexual lovemaking she so desperately yearned
for. Instead, it had become an almost systematic ritual, an expected service on his part
that their marriage compelled him to perform, usually leaving her hopelessly wanting.
No, she wasn't fooled by his complaints of being "tired"; she'd found too many tell-tale
bits of damning evidence in his pockets and on his clothing not to realize the truth...
What else had been left for her but fingering herself, she reasoned defensively as she
sipped from her glass? But it wasn't the act, was it? It was where and how... in bed at
night, holding tightly to the sleeping form of her son and rubbing her impassioned
loins excitedly against him, finally climaxing with a taunting finger on her clitoris while
she hungrily kissed his relaxed face...!
God, it must stop now! Her baby suddenly had grown up! Yesterday had been the
awakening proof of that! An unexpected ripple of sensuous excitement raced through
her belly and loins as she again pictured him furiously stroking his young and
hardened, thick penis while he held her wispy panties to his nose, the expression on his
lust-incited, youthful face telling her of the exotic pleasure that filled him! But it was
the fact that he had taken her tiny panties... wanting to smell... maybe even taste the
essence of her down there that had, and was, driving her wild...!
Yes! My Lord, yes! There would have to be some changes... before it was too late...
before something awesomely forbidden happened between them! Laura vowed, pouring
herself another glass of wine with a shaky hand... the sound of his whistling as he
walked up the drive reaching her...


Chapter 2


There wasn't any real reason to let it upset him the way it had when he'd arrived home
from school, Jimmy Barnes decided as he wiped the last dish, slipped it into its place in
the cupboard, then told his Mom, who was giving the sink its final cleansing, that he
intended to work on his stamp collection in the living room.
"You're not going out tonight, dear?" she questioned, the usual pleased lilt in her tone.
"Naw," he replied, smiling at her. "Thought I'd pester you instead."
She laughed, warmly. "Pester...? You don't know the meaning of the word, darling."
"Don't be too sure," he teased back over his shoulder as he walked into the living room.
"I think you're prejudiced anyway..."
"And why not... with a handsome son who's a straight A student, and going to be the
next class President?" she called after him while he opened the desk and began to lay
out his paraphernalia.
"Maybe," he added, still smiling to himself, sitting down and beginning to thumb
through his album, quite confident actually that he would be elected, that thought
giving way to one concerning Chad Riseman. He'd promised the bigger and older boy
that he'd take in a movie with him that night, but then when he'd come home and saw
his Mom sort of heavy in the wine bottle, he'd quickly changed his mind. He supposed
he ought to call Chad or something... Later, he would... but he shouldn't let his Mom's
enjoying a few glasses of wine get to him the way it had... Heck, she was perfectly fine
now that she'd eaten, and it was just about all the pleasure she had in her lonesome
life... only lately, it seemed to him that she was drinking more... which was damn good
reason why he should spend as much time as he could with her... besides, the secret
truth was that he'd rather be with her than anybody, only he hadn't realized it as much
before as he had the past few months.
He thought about that for a few moments, a pleasant warmth filling his belly before
invading reflections of his Dad began to cool it. He supposed he ought to hate the man
responsible for her loneliness, but he didn't... It was crazy, maybe, but he really
respected and thought a great deal of him, though sometimes he realized that he hardly
knew him; he saw him so seldom. And maybe that was just as well too, because it
would be different between Mom and himself... like on the two weekends a month
when he had to sleep in his own bed... only anymore he didn't sleep, just laid there
thinking of what they were doing, his cock getting as hard as a board, his mind all
confused... until finally he'd jerk it, shooting the stuff into a pair of her hot-smelling
panties or lacy bra that he'd sneaked out of the soiled laundry hamper... then, he would
sleep...
Sometimes, it amazed him how and why his beautiful Mom had put up with it so long.
She knew, Jimmy felt certain of that, just as he had known ever since he was ten years
old, remembering the incident when he had been in a play at elementary school and his
Dad had taken him, waiting in the wing while Mom was out in the audience, and he'd
seen his father hugging and kissing Miss Rhodes, their new, young drama teacher.
Crap, he'd never forgotten that, or the terrible way he'd felt, hating both of them... until
he'd graduated into Junior High, not seeing Miss Rhodes anymore lessening the awful
memory and tempering his bitterness toward his father. All the time, his sympathy and
love had grown for the way his Mom never complained, simply smiled and hugged him
to her, or ran her hand through his hair... often fondly kissing him when they were in
bed and she would draw him tightly against her: Yes, truthfully, he was glad that his
Dad didn't get home any more often... and lately, he sometimes wondered if his Mom
didn't feel the same way...
Jimmy opened a packet of mint U.S. commemoratives his father had brought him on
his last trip home the week before, while his mind was occupied with thoughts not even
remotely connected with what his hands were automatically doing. He was thinking
that if anyone had ever told him that a guy like himself who loved sports the way he
did, who'd rather play ball with Chad and the neighborhood guys, than anything,
would just about give them up to spend the time with his pretty Mom so that she
wouldn't be left alone so much, he'd called them crazy. But that was before, not like the
last few months... when every time she hugged him and kissed him on the mouth,
saying things like he was going to be more handsome than his Dad, caused those crazy
funny feelings in his belly! Man, she always smelled so nice, and the way she pressed
him right up tight against her... he... he could feel the hard little nipples on her 
breasts, her rounded soft belly... and... and everything!
Jimmy felt his face flushing and his penis stir in his shorts at the stimulating
recollections, at the same time wondering what had come over him since his thirteenth
birthday! Man, it was crazy! They'd both seen each other naked a hundred times, but
lately, just looking at her full and firm, cherry-nippled breasts, or her curvaceous hips
and rounded, white buttocks, the young girl shapeliness of her smooth, ivory-skinned,
pretty thighs and calves... say nothing of catching a glimpse at the black curly-hair
between her legs, had set him off like wild! Man, that's when he got the hot, tingling
feeling in his guts, his old rod getting as hard as a rail!
He remembered the time a year before when he was twelve... she'd walked into the
bathroom while he was showering and peeked into the stall at him, her sparkling dark
eyes lighting up when she'd looked at him down there and gasped: "Good heavens, my
little man is getting big! Do I see... see hair growing there around it...?"
"Aw Mom..." he'd groaned in his embarrassment, but secretly he'd been proud, he
recalled... and pleased that she'd noticed how big he really was getting. He had always
dreamed of being tall and broad like his Dad, and it seemed that he was going to be.
Already, at thirteen, he was taller than she...
"Now wash yourself good down there, darling," she'd added with an impish smile. "We
always want to keep him nice and healthy for the right girl... don't we...?"
He remembered how he had squirted water at her then, making her jump back with a
girlish squeal, her short, bouncy, raven hair and lovely teasing face dripping as she
slammed the glass door, promising to get even the first chance she got... And that night
in bed, she had gotten it, tickling him all over until he could hardly breathe, finally
showing mercy because he had to get up for school in the morning, but he hadn't slept,
only pretended as he had other nights when the first listlessness crept over him, until he
had felt her arm that was around him drawing him tighter to her, the rhythmic
movements of her soft, smooth belly and warm loins rubbing against his thigh and
causing his cock to harden inside his shorts... then, he'd felt her hand move down
behind him... as if it were between her trembling legs there, her breathing coming
harder and harder, her body finally shuddering all over... but he'd never let himself
believe that she was really doing that...!
"I thought you said something about going to a movie tonight?" Laura questioned,
entering the room and interrupting his lust-inciting thoughts. Jimmy heard the tinkle of
the wine decanter and knew without looking that she was pouring again. He heard her
sit down in her favorite chair and felt her eyes on his back.
"It wasn't anything definite," he answered, pretending at concentration on the stamps
before him, aware suddenly that his crazy cock had grown rigid in his pants at his
provocative thoughts of a few moments before. Man, he didn't want her to notice that...
"I think it's an old one anyway... probably seen it. .
"Good," she said, softly, studying the handsome shape of his blond head and the
breadth of his strong young shoulders with deep affection as the wine immediately
began to warm her belly. God, he reminded her so much of Mike when he was
younger... How was she ever going to explain to him what she had to? They just
couldn't go on sleeping together... it was too dangerous...! But... but... "Y-You know I
love to have you stay home with me... we have such good times together... at least, I
do..."
"Me too," Jimmy quickly added, turning in his chair to face her, the sight of her
crossed, nylon-covered, full thighs exposed beneath her short mini-skirt immediately
attracting his young blue-eyes, adding to the stupid hardness of the solid erection inside
his pants. He sensed the heat in his face and casually tried to cover his lap with his
hands. Man, he couldn't figure what the devil had come over him all of a sudden. He'd
certainly seen her long shapely legs enough times... even all the way... but there was
something about looking right up her skirt... and the silkiness of the hose covering her
firm, rounded thighs... He forced his view-level up to her sparkling, dark-eyed smile
and stammered: "H-Honest... I'd rather stay here with you, M-Mon... than anything...
really...!"
A delicious little tremor quivered upward along Laura's spine at his enthused
declaration... but it was the way his discerning young eyes had lingered on her legs that
caused the chill of excitement... or was she just imagining it...? Good God! What was
she thinking of...? She had to get a hold on herself! He was her son... her baby...!
Nervously, Laura gulped from her glass, while her brain floundered for the proper
words. "It... it might be better if you did go out a little more, Darling... I mean... as
much as I enjoy having you here with me... I-I know you have other things you'd rather
be doing... and... and I think I'll just go on to bed anyway..." Jimmy glanced at his
watch. "I-It's early... just a little after eight is all. Why don't you turn on TV...?"
"No... I have a new book... I thought I'd read for awhile," she said, lying and knowing
it, amazed at her own statement as the warm effects of the wine began to revive her
earlier glow. Lord, what mysterious lewd power was guiding her, anyway... and toward
what...? She was almost afraid to know...!
"O-Okay..." Jimmy gulped, watching the tiny sparks excitedly swirl in her eyes.
Something was happening... he couldn't understand what, but his belly was churning
like crazy just looking at her. "I-I'll go to bed and read with you...!"
"Y-You will... I mean... are you sure you want to, Darling...?" she managed, her
stumbling words sounding absolutely ridiculous to her. My God, she had to tell him...
to put a stop to all of this before something...! His hands in his lap... he was trying to
cover himself there...! It was hard! Yes... she could see the bulge in the front of his
trousers for certain! His sweet young penis was... was hard... and his handsome face all
flushed...! Oh... she mustn't let him see that she noticed... mustn't embarrass him... and
he'd held her tiny panties to his face while he'd stroked it...!
"I have a book report to do for English... I-I should get at it... Just a chapter or two left
to read," Jimmy said. Cripes, she'd been looking right at his cock! He wondered if she'd
seen it... sticking right up straight, as if he had a chunk of wood in his pants! Oh man,
what was she thinking now? He never felt so crazy-keyed up in his life...!
Laura drained her glass and poured another from the decanter, getting to her feet with
a forced air of nonchalance. "I-I think I'll take a bath first, Darling..." Maybe that would
help to calm her blood a bit... God knows, she better do something! This was getting
way out of hand! And after, once she'd settled down, she could talk to him sensibly...
make him understand that it was best for him to start sleeping in his own bed...
"Okay... I'll finish hingeing these stamps," Jimmy said, turning back toward the desk,
thankful that he was going to have a chance to undress and get into bed without her
seeing it stiffened right out like a broom-handle. He'd go into the bedroom the minute
she got into the tub... then he could watch her better when she came in, too...!


* * *


If there were any tranquilizing effects from her bubbly tub, Laura had yet to experience
them. Lord, her full, rounded breasts were actually swollen and tingly, their little red
nipples like waxened berries in their hardness, the touch of her own bathing hand to
them setting off tiny shock waves of excitement racing downward through her belly and
into her loins. The mirror was no help either when she stepped out and began to dry
herself, the reflection of her pampered, curvaceous white body feverishly titillating her.
It had to be the wine; she'd drunk way too much, expecting it to ease her tension, and
instead it was feeding it! God, how many nights had she gone through this, her
sensuously denied flesh worked-up to such a needing pitch she hardly could wait until
Jimmy slept before drawing him tightly to her and passionately massaging her craving
genitals against his. strong young body.
Was it so wrong...? He was her own baby... her own son... and she wasn't hurting him!
Wasn't that better than being a promiscuous wife and a neglectful mother? At least, she
didn't entertain a parade of lovers as Mike did mistresses! And what she did, however
forbidden, she had managed with discretion... but that was before... before she'd seen
him yesterday, wasn't it...? He'd held her flimsy black panties right up to his nose and
mouth, smothering his handsome young face as he frantically stroked his handsome,
hard cock... then spewed his untainted, youthful sperm into them! God, she'd had to
reassure herself that very morning, going through the soiled laundry, until she'd found
them near the bottom where he had carefully shoved them, still moist and viscid from
his releasing moment of rapture, the poignant aroma mixed with her own, wildly
stimulating her when she'd uncontrollably held the tiny black garment to her own nose!
She couldn't tell him, Laura suddenly decided! Not tonight! She tossed her bath-towel
onto the hamper and indulged her dark-eyes on the sweeping curved charms of her
satin-skinned, unblemished body. Girls in their teens could hardly claim more could
they? she proudly thought, lifting her wine glass and taking half of its contents. She saw
the gleaming excitement in her own dark flaming eyes... the tiny emotional twist to her
smile! God no! She couldn't tell him tonight; the warm feel of him tight against her as
he slept... her own darling baby... she had to know that tonight! Tomorrow... tomorrow
she would tell him... explain it all very gently... carefully... understandably... but
tonight...!
Laura swept up her folded, sheer black, shortie night-gown and slipped it over her head,
momentarily wondering why she had chosen that one. Lord, she hadn't worn it since
the year they were in Mexico... and Mike had been turned on by it, hadn't he? Mike...
where was he at that very moment? With some girl, no doubt... but she didn't want to
think of that! To hell with Mike! To hell with everybody! Her baby was waiting for her
in her bed...! Oh God...!
She went back to the living room to secure the doors, turn out the lights, and refill her
glass, unbelievable little tempests of avid excitement rippling through her belly and
moistening her flushed genitals. She refused to let herself think, or bow to rationality,
scooping up the novel she'd bought as she headed for the bedroom.
Jimmy lay with a book resting on his chest, supposedly reading by the light from the
small bedside lamp on the table beside him. Laura doubted that he was. There was
something too pretensive in the scene. She slipped out of her negligee, watching,
particularly, the almost apprehensive tension in his youthful eyes. He... he was actually
ogling her...! She wondered if it was still hard inside his shorts, if his belly was 
raging as excitedly as was hers? For a moment, she stood there, smiling with ungovernable
sensualism down at him. His handsome, adolescent mouth opened dryly and he licked
at his lips...!
Dear God...! She couldn't stand it a minute longer!
With a tiny whimper, Laura dropped her book onto a boudoir-chair, set her glass of
wine on her bedside stand, and quickly crawled in beside him, taking the volume from
his releasing hands to push away as she encircled him within cuddling arms and
passionately drew him against her. Without a word, she kissed him flush on his
trembling lips, her own parting in a soft, moistness while her tiny pink tongue
uncontrollably came into play in a never-before act between them...!
She felt the rigid tension of his near-naked, muscular young body as the reflexive
tautness seized him in response to her erotic soul-kiss, and for one anxious moment the
dreadful fear that she had repelled him swept through her... and then with an
overwhelming emotion of sensual joy, she realized that he was relaxing... going almost
limp, his delicious, teenaged flesh seeming to hotly melt into her! An indefinable blend
of affectionate mother-love, combined with sheer lustful desire, filled her wine-incited
mind and vibrantly aroused body, as hungrily, she began to smooth her soft hands over
the loosening muscles and sinews of his back!
Laura felt it, then... the distinct throbbing hardness of his lengthy, thick boy-penis taut
against his belly, separated from her own wet, fevered loins by the white cotton material
of his shorts and her flimsy nylon nightie! Wild fermentations of undisputable desire
charged through her, even as maternal love flooded the depths of her being, and she
pressed his willing, youthful body desirously against her trembling near-nakedness,
exulting in the delicious taste of his opening mouth and receptive tongue! She drank
the essence of his short, hot breaths, parting her lips wide and closing her eyes
rapturously as she explored in unequaled bliss the tender and untainted delight of her
own son...!
Jimmy couldn't hold back the whimpers of wild excitement charging through him! Not
only the fact that his Mom was French-kissing him, but the way she was hauling him
right up-tight against her soft, spicy-smelling body, her full, firm breasts with their tiny,
hard nipples like marbles digging into his naked chest... her smooth little belly hot
against his... and... and crap, he could feel the slight curly puffiness of her there
between her legs... rubbing against his hard cock the way she did all those times when
she thought he was sleeping!
Oh man...! He loved her more than anything in the whole world! She was beautiful...
and soft like satin... and... and the way she was kissing him... her tongue right in his
mouth... oh man! He couldn't believe it! He'd kissed a few girls... but it'd never been
like this! They'd always been stiff and hard-lipped, like they were doing you a favor...
giving you a big treat... never, never, never like his Mom was kissing him and teasing
his tongue with her own...!
His young brain frantically reeled. Even in his most exciting moments alone when he
jerked it, he'd never come close to such wild-tingly sensations! His cock was so hard it
felt as if it would never get soft again, and his balls were beginning to ache! Wow... he
didn't know what was happening, but he hoped it wouldn't ever stop...! He hadn't even
dreamed it would be anything like this when he'd suggested coming to bed with her...
and the crazy expression on her beautiful face...! It was the same one he'd seen her get
sometimes with Dad! It really was...!
"Oohhh...!" Jimmy heard himself choke out, suddenly aware that his Mom had slipped
her hand inside the waistband of his shorts from behind and was clutching at his naked
buttocks, trying to pull him tighter up against her! She gently drew her mouth from his
then, and whispered: "You're not afraid, Baby... you're not afraid of your Mommy are
you?"
Her breath was hot... and coming in gasps, the aroma of it like a bouquet of roses, he
vaguely compared. "Me...? Afraid? With my own Mom...?"
"Oh Darling... I don't want to hurt you... I really don't! I love you so much, Baby...!"
Laura gasped, feverishly caressing his lean young buttocks.
"I-I love you, too, Mom... honest... I really, really do...!" Jimmy hissed, his breathing
wadded in his throat at the feel of her soft hand massaging and pulling at his asscheeks, 
forcing his hard cock snug against the enticing swell of her hot, squirming
loins.
"Oh God... my darling little lover!" Laura whimpered, her inflamed, provoked flesh
tingling from head to toe, her mind a turmoil of impassioned, wine-glazed lust... and
abruptly, she let loose of him, sitting upright in the bed to cross her arms and tug her
nightie over her head in one swift movement. "There...!" she exclaimed in a husky
voice. "Now, I'm going to make my own son the happiest boy in the world! I am,
Darling...!" she insisted, leaning toward him and slipping her arms around him once
more to draw his handsome young body close, holding herself partially raised on one
elbow so that her left jutting breast with its palpitating, hardened nipple, was nearly
brushing against his young gasping lips. "I-I fed them to you when you were only
inches long, Jimmy love! You always hungrily sucked them... made me understand that
I was your Mom! Please... please do it now for me...?"
Jimmy stared at the lust-inciting mound of firm, rounded white flesh with its up-tilted,
berryish-hard nipple and the aureole of satiny pink skin surrounding it, his brain
swirling in unprecedented excitement, a flickering memory of time suddenly
registering... as if he could actually remember the way he had sucked it... then! He
hazedly sensed her engulfing arm and hand caressing his cheek, guiding him toward the
mind-bending delight! Crap, he wanted to! He could almost cry!
Eagerly, he grasped its warm, soft resilience in his hand, plunging his mouth over the
palpitating, hardened nipple, hearing her chokingly gasp when he spread his lips to
take in as much as he could, and automatically, he began to tease the tiny, solid red-bud
with his eager tongue!
"Oh... oh my sweet baby... yes... yes... Like that, Jimmy darling! Ooohhh... suck it... love
it... bite it if you want... only don't stop, Precious...! Ooohhh... suck Mommy's titty...!"
With spellbound fascination, Jimmy loudly moaned, the sight, feel, taste, and knowing
what he was doing, tearing at his churning belly and throbbing loins with
unimaginable, inspired young lust... His cock pulsed unmercifully as she rubbed her hot
soft, curves against it, and then her hand was smoothing down his rib-cage to his hip
and the waist band of his shorts once more... spidering its way inside and... and right
down toward it...!
He choked out an audible sound when her fingers found it... lovingly caressing before
they encircled it... then tenderly grasped... her whole soft, warm hand wrapped right
around his hot, screaming cock! He wanted to blurt out something... maybe just a cry
of joy... but he couldn't! He could only suck at her full, pliant white breast and thrust
his hips wildly back and forth with his aching cock in her clasped hand... manipulating
its foreskin in a rhythmic pressure that peeled it away from the smooth, swollen head
with lust-firing delight!
The hot feel of its tip-moistened, ridged hardness in her clutching hand, while he
reflexively began to thrust and withdraw his hips as if mysteriously propelled,
maddeningly inflamed Laura's blinding passion. Its burning thickness and rigid length,
measured by the width of gripping fingers and palm, surprised and salaciously pleased
her. She felt the outer layer of white-skin sliding back and fourth to expose its wet,
blood-filled glans with erotic thrusting of his fervid young cock, while his loving mouth
and tongue excitedly sucked at her swollen, electrified breast.
"Ooohhh... my little lover... my sweet darling!" she rasped, her lips pressed against his
forehead. "It's so beautiful...! Are... are you happy, too, Baby...?"
"Uuummmhhh...!" Jimmy heatedly grunted nodding his head as he ardently sucked and
tasted the soft, velvety delight of her perfumed, jutting breast and thrust his hips in a
growing steady rhythm, his hard throbbing cock pumping sleekly back and forth within
her soft, clutching hand, his youthful, whetted brain spinning in a whirlpool of new
found desire that he prayed would never end!
"Oh, Darling... I've got to see it!" Laura suddenly exclaimed, working the covers down
off them with almost frantic feet and leg movements, her flashing dark-eyes fixing on
the thick length of his rigid, teenaged penis lasciviously encompassed in her lecherous
hand, the sparse ring of blond, pubic hair at its broadened base adding additional fuel
to her wine-infused passion...
Jimmy sensed his own eyes licentiously widening as he gaped downward at the sight of
his Mom's small hand .possessively wrapped around his cock, his point of view quickly
changing to the breathtaking beauty of her completely naked curves... the little bowl of
her belly... her slender waist that smoothly swept into rounded, full hips... but mostly,
the silken shadow of black curls covering the mound between her white, full thighs! He
couldn't see "it"... not really... not her actual pinkish crevice... but man, how he wanted
to...!
"Oh Jimmy... what shall we call him... this handsome, hard fellow?" Laura hotly rasped,
unable to keep the lewd tone of her lecherous desire from her voice. "Shall we call him
by his real, secret name... your cock...? Shall we, Darling...?" she lovingly hissed,
squeezing and massaging his throbbing rod of seething, stone-hard flesh.
Her use of the forbidden word rocketed through Jimmy as might a charge of electric
current. The mere thought that she even knew the lewd word inspired new crazy
sensations in his belly, and he felt his penis uncontrollably lurch in her caressing
hand...
"Yes, my sweet Darling... it's going to be our very secret, secret," Laura excitedly
whispered, "and we're going to have such wonderful times from now on... just you and
me! Mommy's going to make you the happiest boy in the whole world... teach you all
the beauty of love... and making love. So we must call everything by its most exciting
term... like your cock... and my cunt... or pussy... and when we put them together...
your cock right inside my cunt... we'll fuck, Baby...!".
Jimmy couldn't restrain the groan of provoked young passion the lascivious words
which were enlighteningly tumbling from her beautiful lips was causing him; yet, he
reasoned, as forbidden and lurid as he had always thought them to be, they sounded
wildly exciting when his Mom whispered them... and then, she had his hand and was
gently moving it down over her smooth belly... and... and right through the silky, black
hair between her legs... until he could feel the soft, moist puffiness of her... her pussy!
Again, he apprehensively moaned, his mind racing in crazy, keyed-up tension as gently
she held to his hand, manipulating his fingers into the hot, wet, velvety flesh that had
to be her cunt...! He could feel the tickling soft hairs on either side brushing against his
trembling hand, and for a brief moment he thought he might cry right out from the
emotional turmoil raging inside him...!
"Don't be afraid, Precious...!" Laura panted with flushed ardor. "It's Mommy's cunt...
and your fingers are right between its hot, swollen lips! Doesn't it feel soft and warm,
Darling... and all moist? It's all right, my sweet... you can explore... yesss... like that,
Baby... move your fingers around... there! There! You feel the little hard, button-like...
yes! Yes! My God...! Right there!" she chokingly gasped. "That's the secret place, Jimmy
angel... Mommy's clitoris... and when you touch it like that it sends me right up on a
cloud... it's so beautiful!"
It had to be a crazy, jerk-off dream, Jimmy frantically reasoned. It just couldn't be
actually happening, him lying there with his beautiful Mom's soft white tit against his
cheek, his fingers right in the crevice of her hot, wet cunt, while she clung to and
continued to stroke his wildly aching, hard cock! But... but it was happening... right
there at that very moment... and as sure as crap, he was going to go right out of his
frigging skull if he didn't shoot his stuff pretty soon...!
"Yes! Yes! That's the way, Sweetheart...!" Laura hissed, passionately squirming her
curvaceous hips and buttocks to his avidly exploring, finger ministrations while she
possessively clung to his throbbing, hard juvenile cock, writhing her seething loins with
a pointed movement that guided his finger downward toward her sensuously secreting
vaginal mouth. "There! Right there, Jimmy! Push your middle finger into the little hole!
Ooohhh...! That's it, Darling! Way in! Push it way in... as far as it'll go...! Ooohhh...!
Oh God...! My precious young lover! Ooohhhh... in and out, Baby... yes, like that... way
in... way in... now out and in again... again! Ooohhh God! I can't stand it... it's so
beautiful! Quick, Darling... get on top of Mommy... right between her legs there!" she
hoarsely commanded, lifting him bodily to cradle between her lustfully drawn up and
spread-open full, white thighs!
Jimmy whimpered aloud as she sat up and eagerly pulled down his shorts, while he
stared at her swaying, upthrust, firm breasts, and further down to the wildly stimulating
sight of the silken pubic curls between her wide-splayed legs. He could see it now... the
slightly opened pink crevice of her wet pussy! She lay suddenly back, drawing him
down on top of her and reaching between them to gently grasp his blood-pulsing cock,
her breathing coming in hot gasps upward into his face as she spread the hair-lined
swollen lips of her moist pussy apart with its throbbing sleek head, then placed its fiery
knob right at the wet, burning mouth of her nibbling cunt passage! "Now, lover, now!
Push it in! Fuck Mommy! Oh, Jimmy darling, fuck her good...!"
Oh man, man, man, he thought, his mind reeling, his throat near choking in its
dryness! This was one part of the act he didn't have to be instructed in! He'd never
fucked a girl before, but it was as if he'd been born with the know-how imbedded in his
brain... and he had to bury his hard seething rod of pulsing cock-flesh someplace, or
flip, entirely...!
Furiously, he thrust, feeling the length of it boring into the hot, wet velvety, flesh as if it
were tunneling its way right up into her quivering belly, raising a grunt of gasping
pleasure from deep in his chest, while his Mom, lifted her hips and whimpered out her
own guttural cry of bliss.
"Oh Baby... Baby... fuck your Mommy... don't ever stop! Ooohhh... ooohhhh...
oooohhhhhhh...!"


Chapter 3


Chad Riseman unhurriedly lumbered along the winding, residential street, glancing into
the lighted front windows where he could, always hoping to see a girl or woman in the
state of undress, or at least nearly so, but never really expecting to. You had to sneak
around to the rear of the houses to catch those scenes, he knew, and generally at a later
hour than eight-o'clock of an evening.
His head floated, euphorically, from the joint he'd blown a half-hour before in his
bedroom, though he still hadn't, gotten over his anger at his old-man for refusing to lay
a "fiver" on him. Christ, you'd think the funky bastard was up against it or something,
instead of salting it away in bundles like most of the MDs in the country.
He made a mean grimace as he thought about it, angrily twisting his puggish-featured
face. He was a big and barrel-chested boy for sixteen, a fraction of an inch short of 
sixfeet, with shoulder-length shaggy brown hair and shifty, small dark-eyes. His irascible,
wet mouth seemed caught in a perpetual sneer that won him few friends, but his ability
with a baseball bat, plus the fact that he was an ardent stamp collector, had fostered a
tolerable relationship between Jimmy Barnes and himself... whose house he was heading
toward at that moment.
Beside him, a massive German Shepherd dog trotted with purebred agility... though
Chad wasn't certain of his ancestry. The brute had just suddenly appeared on their
doorstep one day and the big boy had laid claim to him, throwing away the collar and
tags that he wore and heckling his old-man into buying new ones. All of that was over
six months ago and the novelty of the forever-following beast had worn thin... in fact,
the way he trailed after him everywhere he went was getting on Chad's nerves more
every day.
"Why the hell don't you take off, Victor!" he irritably grumbled, with a wave of his arm,
startling the huge, handsome animal. "Go on... get lost for awhile mutt!" he spat,
cruelly twisting one of the dog's noble, upstanding ears to raise a painful whimper from
it.
With a bolt, the powerful dog shied away from its adopted master who walked on
grinning and snickering, the beast, pausing to stare after him in obvious hurt confusion.
Again, Chad laughed, then looked up to see that he was standing in front of the Barnes
home, his smile fading when he saw that the house was in darkness.
What the hell was going on, anyway? That fink-was supposed to take in a movie with
him tonight! The little punky mama's boy... he'd bet his ass that he'd gone off
somewhere with that luscious mama piece! Well if he had... damn him...! The least he
could've done was given him a call and say so...!
Christ, he couldn't have gone to bed already... could he? Both of them... at this time of
night...? Maybe... maybe, he'd just take a little hike around the house and see if there
were any bedroom or bathroom lights... He might even catch a glimpse of the sexy Mrs.
Barnes in her next-to-nothings... Man, she was some doll of a broad, all right, with
everything going for her... face, tits, ass, and knockout legs! A lustful charge of lewd
excitement bubbled in his gut and groin as he thought about her. Damn, wouldn't he
like to see her in the raw, though! He'd bet she'd be some fuck... not like the stupid
prissy-asses at school who wanted it so bad they nearly wet their pants... until you
slipped a finger into their tight pussies and then they began to bawl and give you the,
"I'm not that sort of girl" bull crap.
Chad entertained these thoughts as he moved with the deft silence of an experienced
peeping tom, knowing that Victor was still close behind him, but not caring once he
saw the faint glow of first-floor light filtering through what had to be a bedroom
window...!
Again, a sensation of lewd anticipation washed through him as he crouched down and
inched forward... Probably no one inside, he reasoned on second thought, but it
wouldn't hurt to take a look anyway. You never knew what you might see...!
Christ almighty!
A shocking tension abruptly knotted his belly, whipping his breath away as if someone
had just slugged him there. He moved closer, until his pugged nose was scant inches
from the glass, his small eyes beading in licentious arousal at the unbelievable scene!
Christ... it couldn't be... but it was! Barnes... that little punk... he-he was actually 
fucking his own m-mother...!


* * *


Enraptured by the overwhelming, forbidden pleasure of cradling her handsome
teenaged son between her trembling white thighs, the weight of his inciting, muscular
young body lovingly pressed on top of her lustfully tingling flesh, Laura was beside
herself in sheer erotic happiness. She locked her feet possessively behind his lean
thrusting buttocks, her arms beneath his with hands clutching at the youthful muscles
of his smooth back. She felt his strong chest crushing her palpitating breasts into her,
and she blotted all sanity from her wine-glazed, passion-blinded mind, entirely
concentrating on his lengthy, thick cock which was racing with fervid thrusts into the
wet, seething channel of her hungrily clasping cunt!
Dear God... whatever... yes, whatever came of it, this heavenly moment was worth it!
Never-before sensations of carnally lecherous craving charged through her fired genitals
and intensively quivering belly, even as the tender bliss of fulfilled mother-love
tempered the forbiddenness of her defiling seduction. Unequaled, if, salacious joy
pervaded every hidden recess of her body, and she greedily kissed his gasping, boyish
face, working her feverish hips and naked round buttocks in tiny undulating circles,
clutching with her inflamed, inner cuntal flesh at his pulsating, hard young cock on his
every zealous plunge. To her own pleasureful moans, she heard him gasp out his erotic
little chokes of young sensual lust in rhythmic cadence to his lunging teenaged penis.
God, if she dared, if it were not that she might frighten him in this, his very first time...
and there wasn't the least doubt in her befogged spinning brain but what it was his first
time... she would no more... suggest more to stoke them both! But there were going to
be many more passion-filled nights for them, and each time, she would surprise him
with something new and exotically enticing... something enravishing that would always
keep his love and desire centered upon her...!
Deliriously, Jimmy pounded his throbbing rod of hardened cock-flesh into his beautiful
Mom's receptively open cunt. He intricately sensed the moist, velvety flesh like a
honey-dipped fist clasping and clinging to it with tempoed regularity, except that his
expanded, aching penis was completely engulfed by its smothering clutch. Her hot, soft
thighs were snugly wrapped around his pounding hips, her feet locked on and pulling
at his quivering ass-cheeks with every charge, as if she were trying to get it inside her
burning belly deeper and deeper! Man... he was going to explode like a balloon before
long! His balls had never seemed so achingly bloated; nor had they ever throbbed the
way they were now when he'd jerked it... even when he had her flimsy nylon-panties to
smell and taste! Then, it struck him the way his cock must look racing right up into her
hot, wet cunt...!
"I want to see, Mom...!" Jimmy eagerly rasped, struggling to free himself from her
imprisoning grasp... See it going in and out of your... your pussy! Please... can I...?"
"Oh, Baby... yes, yes!" Laura excitedly replied, his lust-filled request like a hot searing
iron to her sensuously burning passion. She released him, wantonly drawing her legs up
and back until she could place her calves in a locked position over his young broad
shoulders. There!
Now you can see everything, Darling! Just look down...!"
Jimmy did, the lewdly erotic sight sending shock-waves of mind-shattering sensations
racing through his churning adolescent loins and belly. The sensual spectacle of his
Mom's flushed, blood-swollen cunt-lips with the delicate carpet of silken black hair
surrounding them made him avidly lick at his dry lips. He saw the way the puffy hair
fringed oval en-framed her excitedly opened crevice, exposing the glistening, moist pink
flesh between. Then, he gaped at his own cock, thick, wetly coated, and pulsing as he
slid and jerked it, into the sucking hole of clinging, coral flesh... and all of it, 
the whole crazy wild panorama was almost more than he could bear!
In frantically steeped arousal, Jimmy raised higher and craned his neck to see between
her widely spread, rounded white buttocks, the lustful desire to view her little hole there
inescapable! It was almost as if she knew, he wildly thought, watching the way she
raised her beautiful ass-cheeks higher and higher and tried to stretch them more open
for him with her clutching hands on either side, lewdly pulling them further apart. He
saw it then, the tiny recessed opening, puckered and pink in its smooth, hairless vale,
not two inches below the ovaled, clasping wet hole his cock was frenziedly charging
into, and glistening, too, from the secretions that had dribbled down to glaze it...!
"Does it thrill you, Jimmy darling...? The sight of it, I mean...?" Laura asked in a 
husky, passion-choked voice.
"Y-Yeah... yes... crap, yes! Just looking at it... all of you naked, Mom... I could go 
right out of my skull!"
"E-Even... even my little asshole?"
"Oh... oh, Mom!" Jimmy groaned, throwing himself down onto her once more and
hungrily kissing her. "I love it! Man... I love it... really, honest!"
"Oh God... my precious darling!" Laura exclaimed with overwhelming, desire-incited
ecstasy. "It's all yours to do with whatever you want... all of me is...! But... but we
mustn't hurry... take everything slowly... each time... until we know what each other
likes best to make him happy! Oh, Darling! Your Mommy's going to make you so
happy! I love you so much, Jimmy! Don't ever leave me... just love me and fuck me the
way you are... fuck me good and hard... be the lover I've always needed...!"


* * *


Twice, Chad had whacked the whimpering Victor sitting on his haunches beside him as
he peered through the window, watching the unbelievable, forbidden sight nakedly
taking place on the bed before him!
Christ! Barnes fucked his mother... his very own mother... and he'd never thought the
kid really had enough down-to-earth brains to catch cold... not downright sock-it-to-me
brains! Man, he had to re-evaluate that boy! Anybody who could slip his cock into a
beautiful doll like Mrs. Barnes, especially when she was his own mother, had something
going for him! Goddamn, she was luscious! Her firm white tits were even bigger than
he had imagined them, and what a gorgeous, rounded ass she had! And that ivory
skin... like smooth, soft satin... wow! How he'd love to touch it... run his hot hand over
those lush curves... but letting her own son fuck her...? Man, she must be needing...!
In jarred, lust-fired awe, the big boy had watched their lasciviously naked performance
with incredulous, bugging eyes, immediately feeling his own long, thick young cock
bursting into hardness at their every provocative movement, the sight of Jimmy's
hardened rod of penial flesh fucking into her wet, pink hole, while she hung her long,
shapely legs over his shoulders, damned near too much! Without hesitation, he opened
his pants, unleashing his own heavily throbbing, long cock, lustfully grasping it and
beginning to pleasurefully stroke the thick outer layer of skin back and forth over its
uncircumcised, moist bulbous head. Beside him, Victor whined again, and Chad
slugged him, hissing for the animal to be quiet. Frig, he'd never seen anything like this
in his whole life... a guy really fucking his very own mother!
Not that he blamed him much! Man, what a pretty sight she was lying there naked
beneath that stupid punk, her big round tits sticking right up firm and full, her long,
white legs draped right over his kid-shoulders, and his little stiffened cock whipping
into that-hot, wet, hair-fringed cunt as if it could handle it! What the hell would she do
if she ever had his long, husky cock pumping inside her throbbing, hot pussy? Go right
out of her mind, maybe...!
With slackened open-mouth and lust-incited loins, Chad began to stroke more
vigorously at his hard, pulsating penis, while he covetously watched the whimpering
antics of the bare-assed finky kid trying to fuck his mother... the realization finally
dawning on him that Jimmy was kneeling up, trying to see his skimpy little cock
plunge into his Mom's pink, wet pussy... and even more, gaping down to see the tiny
hole of her ass as she lifted it up and obscenely spread her full, white buttocks with her
hands for him!
Christ! This was too, too much! He'd never even thought of anything to match it! His
own rod of searing cock-flesh was throbbing like crazy just watching them! Fervently,
he pulled at it, his eyes glued on the licentiously presented nakedness of the woman
against her own son! Crap, that thought alone was almost enough to bring him off! But
every time he thought he was going to make it, Mrs. Barnes did something... like hold a
tit up for Jimmy to suck, spread her ass-cheeks so that fink could see her tiny asshole,
or tightly grasp him and excitedly hump her lush, white ass six-inches off the bed in a
frantic series of wild motions that held him spellbound!
Victor again whimpered beside him, but Chad ignored the beast. His own lust-infused
loins were demanding too much to waste attention on the crazy dog. Fuck, he didn't
care anymore even if they saw him! What could they say? Incest wasn't exactly smiled
on these days! The bitch...! If he used his head, maybe...! Why not? Why not? Christ,
he'd fuck her silly... make her suck him, too... and finky Barnes could stand there and
watch him...! Man... man...! His balls were meaningfully churning...!
Frenziedly, the doctor's son stroked himself in the dark of the night, while he
voyeuristically gaped through the window... and beside him, Victor, the stray German
Shepherd, occasionally whimpered, his feral eyes seemingly fixed on the people
occupying the bed inside... almost as if thoughts were provoking its brain rather than
animal instincts...!


* * *


Laura was swept up in the ecstasy that her Jimmy's pulsing, rock-hardened young cock
was ardently creating for her... and as well, dazzled by his and its virile durability! She
actually had expected him to cum long before this, but instead, to her passion-inflamed
delight, he continued to maddeningly fuck his sizable, thick white column of hardness
into her wet, seething vagina, increasing the blissfully building pressure in her raging
loins and quivering belly toward that fantastic moment of enthralling release!
Her lust-glutted mind gyrated in veritable salacity, her nostrils flaring as the aroma of
their incestuously coupled genitals filled her with heady wafts of sensual bliss. She
strained under him in passionate wantonness, her long legs lowered once more to seize
his hips, while with lecherous hands she clutched his slender waist and began to
manipulate his tremulous young body and thrusting, hard cock, influentially guiding
the latter to her own best advantage. With audibly gasping sounds, she dug her fingers
into his youthful, benumbed flesh to help him pump his young frame and hardened
cock in and out of her fire-ridden, clasping cunt. She was almost there! To the very
peak of heaven's door! She had to make it at any cost... crawl over, if necessary, that
pinpoint pinnacle that would gush forth all the release of those flame-searing emotions
that had, and were, haunting her impassioned flesh...!
Jimmy fucked into his mother like a teenaged demon, aware and glad for her grasping,
helping hands on his waist. His hard, screamingly aching cock, had never felt like this
before, and his swollen balls gave him the feeling that they were going to rupture like a
pin-pricked balloon if he didn't empty them soon! Man, he wanted to cry he was so
happy with joy! His chest ached and he could feel his own heart pounding, but that,
too, was in the unbelievable pulsating knob of his cock-head! Everything, all he'd ever
learned or known was congested there in that throbbing, sleekly swollen head of cock
flesh! He loudly whimpered as he fucked into her, feeling his burning penis being
sucked and milked spasmodically by his mother's seething engulfment of flaccidly
clasping, hot cuntal flesh...!
"Oh... oh God, Darling... Mommy... Mommy's going to cuummmm... nooowwwwww!"
Jimmy heard and understood his Mom's convulsively sporadic cry of ecstasy, for his
own spilling moment of enchantment was bursting through the length of his cock like a
jet-stream, of boiling oil! His teenaged heaving balls had begun to pump their sperm
filled contents with spasmodic, spine-shattering rapidity. Wildly, he cried out to the
maddening sensations racking his naked body, while he continued to surge into her,
feeling her cuntal walls secrete their drenching gushes of liquid warmth around his
plunging cock, flooding his genitals like an upset vat of hot wax. She jerked and
lurched beneath him, holding tight to his waist as the mouth and lips of her climaxing
cunt pulled feverishly at his squirting cock, moans of ecstasy bubbling from her
slackened face.
"Oh, D-Darling... Darling... fill me with your hot cum! Fill me, my lover!" Laura
wailed, her thighs quaking, her belly trembling with the unleashed pool of seething
bliss her baby was squirting into her...!
Jimmy dropped onto her, actually collapsing, feeling his warm, mucid semen mixed
with her own delectable juices backwashing his rapidly deflating penis. It seemed to
him unbelievably and erotically without end, until his Mom, too, exhaustedly gave one
last writhing spasm, then began to cuddle him to her and softly croon into his ear... and
that was the way he fell into sleep...
... And outside the window, Chad Riseman lewdly pumped the hot, liquid contents of
his sperm-filled balls against the side of the building, never taking his gaping little eyes
away from the lustfully depraved spectacle taking place on the bed. Then, his own
passion temporarily sated, the big boy slunk away in the darkness, his fired brain wildly
racing as it schemed and plotted, while Victor silently trotted along behind...


Chapter 4


Laura awakened the following morning, to a creeping paralysis of remorseful, loathing
horror, as slowly the abominable seduction of her own son with all of its obscene
highlights incredulously passed through her nauseous mind. Her shocked brain reeled
with the terrible impact of its truth... for it was true... not a dream! She had actually
seduced and made incestuous love with Jimmy! My God...! What had ever driven her to
do such a thing? Had she completely lost her wits...?
Suddenly, she sat upright in the bed, unmindful of her nakedness as she realized that
her son's sleeping form was not beside her! A sickening sensation of apprehensive dread
washed through her as she wildly surveyed the sunlit room for signs of him... and then
she saw his clothing on the chair where he had tossed them the night before... the
sounds of water splashing in the shower finally reaching her ears. With a long,
desperate sigh of relief, Laura quickly swung from her bed to choose her ankle-length,
quilted robe, something that would completely cover her naked body, as if in so doing
she was hiding the shame and anguish filling her whole being.
Dear God, what could she say to him...? And what would he say to her... or would he
even speak to her after what she had done to him? It had to have been the wine; she
had lost total control over herself... had acted no different than a wanton slut, she
abhorrently remembered, her entire depraved corruption of his innocence parading
through her tortured mind again.
Subconsciously, Laura moved toward the kitchen to prepare his breakfast before he left
for school. Somehow, she had to manufacture an air of aloofness, not for her own sake,
but for his. She mustn't let him be swept up in a paroxysm of embarrassment, nor
allow it to estrange them! Dear God, she could never endure that...!
She paused then in the hallway, the unmistakable sound of his whistling reaching her
through the panel of the bathroom door. For a long moment, she could do nothing but
stand there and with unbelievable mounting joy, listen to his tuneless warbling, a sound
which she suddenly decided was the most melodious she had ever heard in her life! A
thrill of utter delight coursed through her, completely transforming her mood from one
bordering on chaos to another of brimming elation, the parable of the prodigal son
briefly running through her head.
Her-Jimmy sounded like anything but a boy overcome with embarrassment; in fact, she
slowly and excitedly smiled to herself at the mental pun, she was more reminded of the
cat who ate the canary! Was it possible? Dear God, had she actually made him happy
with their forbidden love-making? A tiny relishing shudder passed over her as his
buoyant whistlings continued, her suddenly unburdened mind stimulated with the
intimate reflections of their unleashed passions the night before.
She literally floated into the kitchen with the mental image of his long, thick young
hardened penis emblazoned in her mind, and though she knew it must never happen
again, she would always keep his handsome virile cock fixed in her memory. Even at
that moment, and in the wake of the terrible remorse she had known only a short time
before, the mere thoughts and visions of their delicious forbidden fucking caused tiny
sensuous tingles to ripple through her loins and belly, until momentarily, she sensed
droplets of her warm secretion oozing from her vagina to moisten her pussy-lips and
soft, inner-thighs.
God, just the mere thought of his near hairless, smooth adolescent body with its jutting
pole of fleshy hardness cradled between her wide-spread legs and soundly fucking into
her hot, wet cunt, was frustrating her, she realized, as she confusedly walked around the
kitchen. She had to get a hold on herself, immediately! It must never, never happen
again, and she would vow to that! What was done couldn't be reversed, but the future
could be guided. She mustn't let him see her sensuously excited this way, not ever
again, and eventually what had happened last night between them would dull in his
mind... Just be thankful that he didn't hate her, was all... and try to remember that, she
had a husband... a husband who would undoubtedly destroy her if he ever knew what
she had done to and with their only son...!
"'Morning, Mom," Jimmy said, a cheerful, if, somewhat flushed smile on his handsome
young face. His entrance into the kitchen had brought her thoughts to an abrupt halt,
and as he rounded the table to kiss her on the cheek in his usual day-beginning
greeting, Laura couldn't restrain her quickness of breath, nor the fluttering of
excitement that surged through her at his closeness and the smell of his freshly cleansed
young body. "What's for breakfast?"
"Why... I thought some French Toast, maybe... you always like that," she heard herself
reply, surprised at the control she was managing over her voice, when her belly was so
frantically quivering. She tried not to overly stare at him, but his facial expressions,
which she could read as well as her own, would give her the insight she sought to his
mind. She had to know what he was feeling...!
"Sounds great," he said, his handsome, teenaged grin widening. "But then, you always
did know what I like best, Mom."
His pleasant words reverberated in her skull as she watched him pull out a chair and
drop down onto it, opening the small book he had been reading the night before in bed
when... when... She forced her memory to pause at that point, and race backwards in
seconds to his statement. Had it carried a double-meaning? Subconsciously, she went
about the task of breakfast, while she simultaneously proceeded to analyze his open and
unruffled mannerisms.
With the exception of the slight blush to his cheeks when he'd kissed her, she could
actually note nothing out of the ordinary in his actions or expressions. He seemed
perfectly at ease... the handsome young gentleman he had always been with her... and it
occurred to her that perhaps at this critical moment he was being more gallant than
ever... maybe even thinking that she was suffering pangs of self-reproach at letting him
do such a thing to her. Yes! He was the type of boy, more considerate of others than he
ever would be of himself. Oh, the poor, sweet darling... if he only knew! But she must
keep control over herself! She mustn't let her feelings for him ever again seize her
physical being so completely as they did last night! Never! She was his mother, and as
his mother... a true idolizing parent, she would love him...! But God, he was so
adolescently handsome and desirable, she lecherously thought...


* * *


Jimmy stared at the pages spread before him, but the words were a jumbled mess. He
had no intentions of even trying to read them; the whole idea was to put his Mom at
ease. Crap, after last night and the way she'd let him fuck her, he felt certain she'd be
uptight with a whole head full of remorse. It was always that way after you did
something you knew you shouldn't, like ditch classes, or snitch a chocolate bar at the
grocery store, or even jerk it though you knew nobody could see you. After the stuff
pumped out, you invariably got that feeling of shame, quickly putting it away, even
though you knew all the time that you'd soon do it again.
When he'd awakened and saw the sun streaming in through the window, then looked
over to see his Mom peacefully sleeping beside him, her naked, full white breasts
exposed to him with the sheet just covering half of her soft, smooth belly beneath, his
old cock had jumped like a jack-rabbit. Everything that they had done together only
hours before had streamed through his excited brain like a kaleidoscope of
unbelievability, until his throbbing penis was as hard as a doorknob, and he hadn't
wanted her to see him like that again so soon. Man, she'd think he was some sort of
sex-maniac who walked around with a perpetually stiff cock, so he'd kissed her on the
smooth, silken skin of her shoulder, then quietly slipped out of bed to shower and get
ready for school., Man, she was something else, all right! As often as he'd seen her
without a stitch on, he'd never realized how really beautiful she was. Last night, he had!
He'd actually shoved his burning, hard cock right up into her warm, wet cunt... shot his
jism in blowing gusts into it... right into her very quivering belly... and he was never
going to forget that! Because she was happy! He was positive that she had been, the
way she whimpered and cried for more, levering the warm hole between her legs up at
his charging, spewing cock until he'd thought he would flip his gourd!
Yeah, he'd made her happy; he felt sure of that. And happiness wasn't something she
knew a great deal about with Dad being gone all of the time, but he'd managed to give
her a smattering of it. Crap, if anybody deserved to be happy, it was her! And she'd
made him crazy wild joyous, too. He'd never even dreamed that fucking could be that
much better than jerking it; nor that looking at a girl's naked body could fire him quite
the way it had. He just couldn't remember what they'd done in any other way but being
beautiful, and he'd made up his mind to try and make his Mom see it that way, too.
He knew she was looking at him, watching to see the way he bandied himself after last
night. Crap, he wasn't any dope; his sex education class had taught him all about incest,
but that was for other stupid families. with drunken fathers and the like; certainly not
for people who loved each other the way he and his Mom did. He pretended at reading,
his mind really working to think of something nice to say to her. Man, she was
beautiful, even in that quilted robe which he had never liked...
"You want to go to a movie tonight, Mom?" he heard himself ask, pleased with the way
he was pretending to half-read while he talked.
"Movie...? I don't know, Jimmy... maybe... Depends what's playing."
"I don't know. They're showing a lot of old ones, lately," he said, supposedly fastening
his eyes to his book as he answered. "I just thought that maybe you'd like to get out
and do something..."
"Well... that's very kind of you, Darling," she replied with a new lightness of tone. "I'll
think about it today, eh?"
Jimmy looked up, smiling. "Okay," he said, leaning back against the chair. "How's the
French Toast coming?"
"Almost ready, dear."
"I like French Toast."
"I know, Darling... I know everything you like..." he heard her say and knew she was
smiling.


* * *


Jimmy walked onto the school-grounds with his penis in a state of semi-hardness,
unable to clear his mind of the lust-provoking reflections of his mother and himself the
might before. He was thinking as he casually greeted and nodded to school-mates, that
he had a campaign speech to make that morning in assembly, and wouldn't that be
something... standing up there before the faculty and whole student-body with the front
of his pants bulging out from his hard cock. Crap, he had to wipe thoughts of her from
his mind, at least, for now, or he was going to make one great big fool of himself...
"Hi, Jim," Chad Riseman greeted from where he sat on the top step, just outside the
main entrance to the building. His puggish face was caught in a half-grin and the
German Shepherd, along with several of his regular buddies were sprawled around him.
"Thought you were going to take in a movie with me last night? Where were you? I
came over, but no one seemed to be home...?"
Caught unaware, Jimmy could only stare at the bigger boy, while his brain raced for an
answer. It occurred to him then, that Chad's buddies were also wearing twisted little
smirks on their older, rowdyish faces, and an unpleasant sensation gripped at his
entrails. Finally, he managed: "I ah... had to go visit some people with my mother.
Sorry... I meant to call you, but..."
"But you just got too wrapped up in what you were doing, eh?" Chad finished the
statement for him, his thick-lipped little mouth almost leering, while his small, shifty
eyes obnoxiously gleamed.
"Well... something like that," Jimmy uneasily replied as a ripple of snickers came from
the others.
Chad laughed outright and he lumberingly got to his feet, Victor immediately following
suit. He moved toward Jimmy, extending a muscular arm to wrap around the smaller,
blond-haired boy's shoulders. "Let's you and me take a little walk, Jim, old buddy? Got
a little business proposition to talk over with you, eh?"
"Well... I ah... should go over my speech for the assembly this morning," Jimmy
stammered, lamely trying to find an excuse which would get-him away from what he
suddenly felt was a situation that wasn't going to be to his liking. Chad Riseman had
never really been a "buddy" of his, anyway, just a fellow-stamp collector and baseball
player, and for certain, Jimmy never had anything to do with his pot smoking pals, but
the bigger boy was holding tight to his shoulder and steering him back down the steps
toward the campus.
"That can keep, man... this can't," Chad said through his almost lurid grin. "Besides,
you've got the glass presidency practically in the bag... practically, that is... providing
you listen to reason and don't blow it."
Jimmy stopped short at the older boy's words and felt Victor brush against his leg; he
looked sharply up into Chad Rise man's round, homely face. "W-What are you trying
to say, Chad? Blow it... listen to reason...! I don't get it..."
"Well now the way I see it, Jim boy," Chad softly began, tilting his nubbin head to one
side as if in ponderous thought, "if news ever got around school that you and your
Mom kind of dig a little fucking together on the side, it might louse up your whole
campaign... know what I mean?"
Jimmy could only gape up at the bigger, older boy in stark shock. He sensed the blood
draining from his face, then rushing into it in a wave of blushing shame that he
couldn't hold back. His knees suddenly felt weak and a bottomless void opened at the
base of his stomach. Then, came the rage and the abrupt, vicious urge to smash his fist
into the still half-smirking pugged face, even though he knew he was physically no
match for Chad Riseman. "I-I don't know what the devil you're talking about... but I
don't like it!" Jimmy tried, instantly realizing that his only hope was to brazen it out,
while his whole young body began to tremble from head to foot. He jerked free of the
bigger boy's arm and balled his hands into fists. "No one can say a thing like that about
my mother and...!"
"Easy, man... easy," Chad soothed, never losing his grin as he held his hands up palms
outward as if to calm the blond boy. "Now, the way I see it, just your Mom, you, and I
know about it, and there isn't any reason why anyone else should find out... as long as
one of us don't noise it around, eh? I mean... look, man, I watched the whole show with
my own eyes through your bedroom window last night! Wow! Some fucking party you
two put on..."
"You bastard!" Jimmy spat, a red haze sweeping from the recesses of his brain to nearly
blind him as he swung his fist in a looping arch toward the other's jaw, and it was that
roundhouse swing that telegraphed the punch, giving the bigger, stronger boy ample
time to dodge the blow and catch Jimmy's arm in mid air.
Quickly, Chad crowded him, still holding to the one arm and drawing Jimmy into him
with a bear-hug from the other. "Keep it cool, man! Keep it cool!" Chad hissed into his
raging, tear-dimmed face. "You want to blow it right here and now before the whole
school... the class presidency... your mom... everything? Besides that, I'll whip your ass
so bad that even she won't know you tonight when you crawl between those luscious
white legs of hers! Now... that's better, Jim boy... just cool it, baby... don't let yourself
get up tight, because it isn't going to do any good! Old Chad's holding all the aces...
eh? Yeah... that's better. Now, supposing we finish discussing our little business
proposition like the gentlemen we are..."


* * *


Laura had continued to literally float through the early part of her day, like a new
young bride following the honeymoon. She had performed her routine household tasks
with the naked image of Jimmy and their love-making constantly filling her mind. The
terrible remorse and shame she had awakened to those hours before had long passed,
and smiling to herself, she mentally thanked her handsome son for that. She realized
now that all of her self-loathing had been solely based on her dreadful fear that Jimmy
would despise her the rest of his life for seducing him, and then when she had learned
that this was not so, that she had actually made him happy by physically loving him,
showing him how and teaching him to fuck her, she had glided away on a cloud of
erotic happiness.
Though, she couldn't begin to erase from her lust-incited mind the ecstasy he had
brought her with his beautifully hard young cock racing maddeningly into her moist,
seething pussy, nor just the delicious sight of his virile, naked body climbing between
her waiting, wide-spread legs, it was somewhere around noon when she began to have
misgivings and resorted to the sherry bottle for support.
Dear God, she simply was not thinking rationally, anymore than she was giving the
slightest consideration to her husband! Mike would surely kill her if he ever knew... and
rightfully so! Regardless of how happy she, or Jimmy, had made one another, it was
wrong... terribly, morally wrong, and it had to stop... end, there and now! It must never
happen again, and it was up to her to make sure it did not! Tonight, and from now on,
he would sleep in his own bed! Somehow, she would make him understand that what
she was doing was best for both of them...
Tears brimmed her eyes at that point and a thick lump arose in her throat. God, she
loved him so... needed and wanted him so... but it was wrong, horribly wrong... wasn't
it? Reflexively, she scooped up her glass and drained its purplish contents, immediately
pouring more...
The remainder of her afternoon became a melange of confused emotions, of moments
when she was again soaring on her lustful, erotic cloud, to others when she felt plunged
to the depths of utter degradation, while consistently, she nursed the sherry-bottle. By
the time Jimmy arrived home from school, the wine had done its job well, smoothing
the wrinkles of conscience away and rejuvenating the lecherous fuel that powered her
libidinous cloud. The mere sight of him was all she needed to send little shivers of
sensual excitement soaring through her.
"Hi, Darling!" she warmly greeted just inside the doorway, planting a kiss on his lips
and holding his handsome face between her soft hands.
"Hi... hi, Mom," Jimmy replied, his voice not too steady as he gently took her wrists
and moved out of her grasp. He walked around her then, tossing his books onto a
small, living room table, his eyes obviously avoiding hers. He brushed the back of his
forearm across his forehead and walked aimlessly in a little circle, as if he didn't know
what to do or say next. "M-Man... it's hot out today, isn't it...?"
Laura stared at him, a sinking tightness gripping at her belly. The expression of
uneasiness on his face was all that she needed to tell her something was very wrong...
and she dreaded to think what that something might be. The torment and loathing she
had earlier feared he would suffer had eventually caught up with him! He hated her...
despised her for what she'd done...! Oh God... Oh God...!
"D-Darling... is something... something bothering you?" she awkwardly stammered, her
words noticeably slurred from the wine.
Jimmy looked at her, his confused emotions all funneling into anger at the thickened
sound of her voice. He'd thought he'd smelled the wine when she'd kissed him... Crap,
why did she have to get half-stoned all of the time... so he couldn't even talk to her
when he needed to? And... and she was so crazy-beautiful in those white shorts... long,
slender legs... her breasts sticking right out, round and full, the way they had last night
when they were naked and... and he'd sucked them...! Oh crap, there wasn't anything
else he could do...! He had to run away!
"Jimmy! Jimmy!" Laura exclaimed, calling after him as suddenly he bolted from the
room down the hallway to his own. She followed and saw the door slam shut behind
him, then heard the decided click of its lock, a feeling of utter desolation pouring
through her. Feebly, she knocked on the panel and called his name, while tears of
heart-broken agony streamed down her smoothly complected cheeks. "Jimmy...?
Darkling, please...? Unlock the door and talk to me? Please, Baby...?"
Inside, Jimmy sat on the edge of his bed, digging his nails into the palms of his hands
and biting at his lip until he could taste the salt from his own blood. The tears flooding
his eyes completely blurred his vision, but as much as he wanted to answer her, throw
his arms around her and cry right out, he knew he wouldn't... couldn't! He had no
choice! Chad Riseman had made it impossible for him to do anything but run away! It
was the only way he could save her, and the bigger, pot-smoking, doctor's son, had
given him until tomorrow for his answer!
There was just nothing else he could think of to do...!
Laura stumbled back into the living room, her hands and long, slender fingers covering
her face as she sobbed into them. She slumped onto the davenport, her curvaceous
body convulsing with mental torment that had totally consumed her.
Dear God! She had managed to destroy the only thing that was sacred to her... her
baby's love! Her forbidden... yes, even lecherous desire to possess him physically...
incestuously, had been that final, beautifully destructive force that was the end of all
things for her! No... she couldn't go on knowing that he despised her! She just couldn't!
Blindly, she struggled up from the couch and went to the wine-bottle, pouring
splashingly into the small glass, then sweeping it up to drain it. Again, she poured, her
tortured brain frantically whirling as she tried to think of what to do next!
In his room, Jimmy had gained his feet, was walking around and trying to compose
himself. A move of the magnitude he intended to make was going to require some
money, and although he had several hundred dollars in the bank, there was no way he
could touch it without his mother or father's signature. He was going to have to use a
little strategy... but maybe, if he could just keep hold of himself with his mom, and with
the wine she'd drunk, he could put it over...
Hesitantly, he unlocked his door and stepped into the hallway. Taking a deep breath, he
started toward the living room, his "plan beginning to ferment in his mind... and then,
he heard her deep, soul-racking sobs. Momentarily, he paused, the shuddering
depression of them almost immediately overwhelming him, and without further
thought he raced into the room.
Jimmy hardly knew what he was doing when he grabbed her and hugged her inside his
strong young arms, the tears once again spilling down his own cheeks. She dropped her
wine-glass and he heard it break as she came against him, then threw her arms around
his neck in clutching hunger. Her tear-wet face raised to his and he kissed her on the
lips with a burning passion that stemmed from his groin. She sighed, agonizingly, and
clung to him, her pointed breasts flattening and digging into his chest through his 
Tshirt, while the rest of her slowly moved in closer to secure itself against his teenaged
body.
"I... I..." he tried, but nothing further came.
"I love you, my baby," Laura gasped with choked voice. "Don't hate me! Please, don't
hate me...?"
"H-Hate you...? Oh man... Mom, you don't understand! I love you!" Jimmy blurted,
still passionately kissing her open, moistened mouth. "But... but Chad... he saw us last
night... and... and he says if you don't do it with him he's going to broadcast it all over
the whole school!"
Laura could only stare upward into the handsome face of her son, and even though his
words slowly registered, she was unconcerned with anything but the magnificent fact
that her darling had come to her, taken her into his young, strong arms and
meaningfully kissed her! He didn't hate her! He loved her, just as she loved him! What
else mattered? What else...?


Chapter 5


Laura doubted that she had ever known a more rejoicing moment in her entire life.
Passionately, she hugged Jimmy and sobbingly continued to kiss his young face, while
he ardently held her within his encircled arms, blurting out the whole story of the
Riseman boy's sordid blackmail, and then his own plan of running away to save her. It
was the latter that brought the deepest, heart-felt sobs from the depths of her soul, and
she clung tighter to him, smothering his adolescent body with the soft, full roundness
of her voluptuously supple curves.
"Oh... oh, my God, Darling... I'd die if you ever left me that way!" she gasped,
brokenly, running her fingers through his shock of blond hair, her tear-filled eyes
hungrily caressing his handsome features, while her trembling, pliant body welded itself
to his. "Nothing is so bad that we can't work it out some way together, Baby...!"
"Man... how, Mom... how?" Jimmy choked, his own voice nasalish from his
unrestrainable flood of tears. He continued to hold her, smoothing his hands over her
back, feeling the soft, satin-like warmth of her velvety flesh beneath the sheer cottony
material of her blouse, hardly aware of his stiffening penis which her warm pressuring
belly and loins were reflectively arousing. "He meant it... every word of it! Believe me, I
know that guy, Mom! And he says if you don't let him do it to you, he's going to tell
the whole school about us... you and me doing it together...!"
Even though the full impact of her son's words and their horrifying meaning had
registered in her wine-stupored mind, Laura was still too joyously overwhelmed with
the knowing that he loved her so much he was willing to run away for her. The
beautiful darling had been ready to sacrifice himself to save her... at least, he had
desperately thought it would somehow protect her! Dear God... her own precious
darling... she loved him so...!
"Oh Baby, kiss me... like you kissed me last night!" Laura impetuously whispered,
feeling a sudden ripple of sensuous fermentations tingle hotly in her moistening loins
and fluttering belly. She clung tightly to him, opening her warm, lush lips to his and
darting her tiny, wet tongue into his mouth to find his waiting. She whimpered deep in
her throat at the delicious, provoking taste and feel of him, and then she sensed the
heated jerking hardness of his expanding young cock growing against her soft quivering
belly. A tremor of infused lust shivered along her spine, and uncontrollably, she began
to undulate her pressuring loins against it in tiny, suggestive circles, while dew-like
droplets of vaginal secretion oozed between her flushing pussy-lips to moisten their
pubic curls and dampen her wispy, nylon panties.
"Oh... oh, Mom..." Jimmy feebly groaned, the aura of her rapidly mounting desire
sweeping over him like the heat of an approaching forest fire. He tired for a moment to
concentrate on the seriousness of their situation with Chad Riseman, but even that was
not strong enough to hold back the wave of incited craving flooding through him. His
spirited young cock had lengthened and thickened into a solid hardness sandwiched
between their hot loins, and through his aroused brain raced the entire sequences of
their naked, mind-shattering fucking of the night before. Oh crap... he wanted all that
to happen again... and right now!
To Laura, nothing else in the world mattered at that moment except that she completely
possess her Jimmy, body and soul, her passionate love for him so filling her that to
actually devour him couldn't sate it, she insanely reasoned. She sensed with almost
lecherous elation the billowing degree his own youthful desire had reached, then felt his
finger-spread hands moving down over the full, rounded mounds of her trembling
buttocks. She kissed him hotly with open, wet mouth and searing tongue, whimpering
as his clutching hands cupped and kneaded the resilient flesh of her soft ass-cheeks
through her shorts and dampened panties.
God, she wanted to be naked... wanted him naked, so that she could hungrily kiss and
caress him all over... hold his delicious smooth body tightly against her own... have him
do to her all the exciting and forbidden things she could imagine...!
"Oh, Darling, do you want to go into the bedroom and... and do beautiful things,
again?" she hissed into his mouth, while he ardently massaged her quivering, full
buttocks and she continued to rub his hot hardness snugly with her straining, undulant
hips and loins. "W-We can do new things, this time, Baby... just forget about
everything and everyone else but the two of us... loving and being happy... Would you
like that, Jimmy... right now...?"
Jimmy made a choking groan. His teenaged brain reeled with the whirlpool of fired lust
his mother's sensuous kisses and smothering, curvaceous body had easily rekindled
inside him from the night before. They should be trying to figure what they were going
to do about Chad, he vaguely reasoned, but... but for et about everything and everyone
else... just the two of them the way his Mom had said... loving and being happy... and
doing new things! Oh man...!
"Do you want to, Darling?" she hotly whispered again, and began to suck fervidly at his
tongue.
"Mmm... uummmmm...!" he moaned into her mouth, trying to nod his head "yes" at
the same time.
Laura didn't hesitate further. She eased out of his embrace, then quickly moved to lock
both front and back door, smiling with passion-edged affection as she re-entered the
room and found him standing there, still waiting for her, a limpid expression of feverish
anticipation in his young blue eyes. He licked out to moisten his dry lips as she closed
in on him and teasingly reached down to grasp his swollen hard cock inside his pants
with her small, slender hand.
"Oh Darling... it feels so throbbingly thick and long in my hand!" Laura gasped, wild
sensations of breathtaking desire charging through her at its warmly rigid breadth and
length in her grasping fingers. "I-I can't wait to see it again, and hold it naked and hard
in my hand! Come on, let's hurry, baby, everything else can wait... forever if
necessary...!"
Crap, he didn't care either... didn't care about anything else in the whole crazy world
only seeing his Mom all beautifully naked... kissing and sucking her delicious white
tits... seeing and feeling the silken black hair on her hot, fleshy cunt between her legs,
with its wet, pink crevice opened right up for him! Man, he could almost scream right
out he was so excited! Already, his stiffened long, cock had begun to painfully throb
and a dull tingling ache churn in his swelling young balls...
"Now, you sit right there on the edge of the bed and watch me, Darling,-' Laura
hissingly ordered, her breathing coming raspingly in her throat when she sat him down
then backed away before him, wild intensified feelings of wantonness inflaming her
wine-provoked, sensuously-incited body as she began to undress in front of him.
He did, obeying and staring with gaping eyes as if mesmerized, while his own that were
laced with the burning gleam of a lecheress, fed on the lust-infused innocence of his
youthfully handsome face. She slowly unbuttoned her blouse and slipped out of it,
knowing that it was her rounded white body in its complete nakedness that her baby
was waiting to forbiddingly stare at. That irresistible thought, alone, was enough to set
her wild; yet, she continued to move provocatively slow, wanting to savor the ultimate
pleasures his desire-spurred expressions were bringing her.
She could see his captivating young cock pulsating in hardened fury inside the prison of
his trousers; still, she moved with the taunting, slow lethargy of a girl undressing in the
privacy of her bedroom, gently slithering her white shorts down over her smooth,
rounded hips and letting them puddle at her feet on the floor, unable to reason the
meaning of this sudden, delightful taunting of the boy in front of her, whom, she loved
beyond all motherly bounds.
She heard him gasp, breathlessly and knew that he was staring with fixed eyes on her
puffy, pubic-mound between her partially-spread legs, perhaps seeing the warm wetness
that had secreted from her moist, tingling vagina to dampen her flimsy panties, but
surely eyeing her flattened curls that she knew shown black and enticing through the
material of wispy nylon. Then, as she teasingly removed her bra, letting it slide with
tantalizing slowness down her arms, she saw his eyes jerk upward, fixing there on the
unveiled, jutting firmness of her rose-capped, white breasts. Without looking directly at
him, she made them sway and jounce resiliently by tossing the tiny garment of her bra
toward a chair, knowing the impelling intoxication she was boiling inside him, yet
unable to help herself.
Then, she rolled her tiny panties down over the smooth arch of her full hips and
rounded white buttocks, causing him to gasp out in an almost strangled voice that
startled her, momentarily sweeping away her lecherously wanton sensations, and she
kicked the tiny garment from her, running to him with forgotten dancing breasts to
throw herself onto her knees between his legs.
"Oh... oh God, Mom... you're too much... too much!" he praisingly blurted before she
could speak, hugging her naked loveliness to him and trying to kiss her mouth.
She found his and sucked his young, sweet-tasting tongue into her own, holding him
that way for a long moment before reaching down and unfastening his jeans.
"Lie back, Darling. Let Mommy undress you!" she whisperingly ordered, and he did.
Jimmy lifted his trembling, boyish buttocks and let her tug his pants away, his brain a
whirling mass of heated excitement. He raised his arms as if in some sort of coma to let
her pull the T-shirt over his head, and then she was pressing him back with her hands
gently against his chest, those same warm velvety hands moving down to slip inside the
waistband of his shorts and slowly work them over his hips and down his quivering
legs... until he was completely naked... and she knelt there between his spread thighs,
gaping down at his pulsating, hard young cock and sperm-inflated balls as if she were
about to claim them forever as her own!
He tremulously raised and perched himself on his elbows, watching his Mom's hand
slowly encircle his swollen penis to send a tremendous jolt of excitement charging
through his lions as she drew it up straight away from his belly, then began to slide its
layer of outer skin up and down, pulling it back tight to extract the foreskin from its
moist, pulsating head. Her glued eyes and open-mouthed expression seemed to be
caught in an hypnotic spell, he thought, as he watched her, and for a long moment she
hardly appeared like his own Mom at all... more like some wild woman who had
suddenly gone ape and couldn't control herself...
Then, her beautiful face began to lower over it, her mouth opening wider as she held
the hot, jerking shaft of hardness right by its root with two fingers, and he saw her tiny,
pink tongue lash out, swiping over the bulbous, spongy purple knob of his cock with a
nerve-shattering possessive action, its little tip flicking toward and into the miniature
slit on its end to capture the drop of liquid he had seen bubbling there! Spasms of
insane muscular reaction licentiously racked his inflamed young body and he cried out
in a whimpering, juvenile voice as his mother lowered her lushly ovaled, tonguemoistened 
lips onto his cock and hungrily sucked its entire throbbing head into the hot,
liquid shelter of her mouth! He gasped and shudderingly wailed a second time, aware
that those sucking, tensiled lips and engulfing hot mouth were all unbelievably moving
up and down on his achingly swollen cock shaft, but even more, that his Mom's hot,
lashing tongue was twirling and twisting around it, beautifully swathing it with every
upsuck of her nursing mouth!
Laura was hardly aware of her trembling, jerking son's moan of intense pleasure; she
was too overpowered with the staggering immensity of salacious joy filling her quaking
belly and hot, moistened cunt from the sucking of his delicious, throbbing hard cock.
Only once before had she ever known the taste and that had been with Mike, her
husband, in Mexico, but she had not gone all the way and let him cum in there as he'd
wanted her to. The very thought had reviled her, and though she could barely recall the
flavor of it now, she knew that it could never begin to match this heady, sweet boy-cock
of her very own son that she was eagerly exploring and savoring, voraciously trying to
get it all into her omnivorously eager mouth and throat.
The thought flashed through her wine-dazed brain then, that what she was doing was
the culmination of a desire she had unwittingly nourished for God knows how long... to
suck his boyishly beautiful, hardened young cock until it squirted its hot, white nectar
into her lecheress' mouth and throat! Oh God yes, and she would swallow it all until it
flooded her inflamed tremulous belly! It belonged to her; all of his precious, secret
wonderments belonged to her... and this was what she had been saving herself for!
Wildly, she sucked and licked, thoroughly examining with avid, tactile tongue its every
ridge and wrinkle, tenderly cupping his flushed, sperm-filled balls in the warm, soft
palm of one hand, while with two clasping fingers and thumb of the other, she held to
its rigidly broadened, thick base, her slender, feminine hand resting against the sparse,
blond-hair of his teenaged pelvis. With unrestrainable passion continuously mounting
in her naked, lust-incited body, she wantonly knelt between his widespread legs
visualizing the lascivious, sensually inspiring sight it must make for him as she slavishly
worked her head up and down over his straining loins. She sensed him raising his lean
hips upward to her descending buccal motion, fucking his rigid, pumping young cock
into her ardently fastened lips and moist, sucking mouth, and then she began to
swallow in lecherously-blind passion, trying to work its spongy, pulsing head down into
her hot, liquid throat...!
A super-aching throb charged through Jimmy's fired loins and tautened belly. Man!
She'd sucked it into such a hardness that it felt like a length of tree-stump pulling at his
groin. He was still propped on his elbows and gaping in lascivious awe at his Mom's
fervid, wild sucking of his burning cock. For a moment, she had taken it right down
into her constricting throat, but now she'd raised her head again and was pulling his
foreskin up above its blood-filled knob with her fingers... then, she slid her tiny pink
tongue hotly down inside it in a swirling motion, until he could see its tip agitating the
glans wetly, rotating in crazy circles as if she were trying to bore right down into his
throbbing loins this way!
The sensation whipped his breath away! His jerking cock felt as if it were going to
burst! And then, her soft warm hand was tenderly caressing his balls, her other hand
slipping beneath his thigh to pressure it into the air, and finally the other leg, his
genitals automatically doing the same! He was dropped onto the bed, flat on his back,
his knees drawn up high, her beautiful, moist sucking mouth smothering, ingesting his
cock!
At last, she raised her head and gasped: "Hold them back, Darling! Hold your legs back
high for Mommy!"
Jimmy did, never questioning, but lewdly lifting himself until he lay practically on his
shoulders, and he felt her crawl up a ways onto the bed... and... and she began to
unbelievably lave and wash him with her tiny, pink wet tongue!
He whined, puppyishly, as he felt her searing moist lingual member licking down the
length of his pulsating, hardened penis to teasingly play at its wide-spread base before
moving down to his churning balls. Then it salaciously swept up over them, from top to
bottom and bottom to top, again and again, warm and wet and delightful, until one
sperm-floating testicle was suddenly engulfed within a liquid sucking vacuum... then the
other, and he knew she'd had them in her hot, hungry mouth! The smooth dividing
crevice of his upturned ass was next, and he felt her warm, softly possessing hands on
his quaking buttocks, spreading them wider open to her as she began to lewdly paint
him there with the feverish, moist saliva of her tongue and mouth... and then the crazy
wild grazing sweeps on both inner-ass cheeks, pointedly working in circles ever closer
to his almost frightened anus, painting them licentiously, before she reached the raised
circle of his small puckered hole and began to enticingly taunt it with the tip of her
intensely probing little tongue!
Oh crap! Oh man...! He wondered if she really would...? Ooohhh...! He sensed her
stiffened, fiery tongue-tip ardently pressing, trying to worm its way hotly into his
asshole! He relaxed to the fullest and felt it wiggle like a worm inward through his
tingling anal lips, until he thought he was going to cry right out with the obscene
pleasure if she didn't stop!
She did, and she didn't! She returned to his seething balls, greedily licking and sucking
them before pantingly laving her way up the vein-embossed underside of his mindshattering, 
rockhard cock... then, she took it all back into her mouth and he felt her
swallow... swallow a second time, until she had drawn its bulbous, rubbery-like fiery
knob back down into her throat, the buccal motions continuing as she seemed to
swallow his entire cock right down into her hot, sucking gullet... and he knew then that
she wanted him to cum there!
"Oh... oh Mom... I want to do it, too!" Jimmy uncontrollably blurted out, his young
intensely ignited brain a cyclonic mass of lust-incited passion. "I want to kiss... to lick
your pussy! I do, Mom... honest! Please... move it up here so I can...!"
In the blinding white heat of her sensuously overwhelming desire, Laura never
considered hesitating, but quickly climbed all the way onto the bed and twisted around
nakedly to come down with unrestrainable lechery over her son on all fours, yet never
letting his young hardened rod of cock-flesh from her feverish, liquid mouth. She
placed her knees snugly against his quivering ribs on either side of his naked body, her
rounded, full white buttocks spread so that the slightly opened pink, wet crevice of her
seething loins was but a tongue-length from his boyish, avidly watering mouth. She
pressed her incestuously offered buttocks back and down closer to his excited teenaged
face, a quivering moan of obscene anticipation rising in her throat and vibrating along
his painfully expanded cockshaft with an erotic urgency that caused his provoked
asshole to tingle!
Jimmy's brain swam in a polluted haze of never-before lust, the likes of which he had
never even imagined! Nothing or no one in the world mattered, only the wild and
immense sensations building in his straining balls and churning loins, and his beautiful,
curvaceously naked Mom who was salaciously straddling him, eagerly sucking his
inflamed, throbbing hard cock while he stared in licentious awe at the delectable vision
of her spread-open genitals with the dampened black, silken curly hair lining the blood
filled, fleshy lips of her wet, pink cunt.
Hesitantly, at first, but knowing that he wanted to, had to, Jimmy placed his nervous
thumbs on the flushed, puffy soft lips, sensing the intense heat they generated as he
slowly drew the moist, hair-rimmed opening's clinging flesh apart, feeling the sensuous
shudder course through his Mom when he exposed the wet, pink crevice to his greedily
excited eyes. The perceptive, raw inner-flesh glistened with tiny pearlish droplets that
her vagina had secreted in her desire-aroused rapture, the sight causing further
sensations of frenzied intensity to race through him. With a deep breath, he raised his
mouth to the hot, palpitating lips and licked them with trembling tongue, licked and
circled their ragged edges, then realized that he was wildly running his tongue knife
like through the hot velvety flesh as she moaned licentiously around his thrusting,
aching cock.
Jimmy remembered then what she had told him about her tiny clitoris being the secret
place, and he fastened his lips around the erect, quivering bud while she began to
writhe and squirm her lush, white hips and buttocks in ungovernable little undulating
movements. Her entire hot glistening cunt was suddenly flowering open to him and
there was an enticingly perfumed female moisture on his tongue. Even there, she
smelled of crazy-wild aromatic soap. Man, he was going to flip! He was... he was!
He could see nothing through the nakedly enchanting arch of her hair-sprinkled loins
and soft, wide-spread white thighs, but her fully rounded firm tits hanging, their
hardened little nipples hotly branding his tautened stomach when they swept against
him and pressed searingly into his flesh, but he remembered her grotesquely contorted,
beautiful face with the thickness of his pulsating, rock-hard cock sucked into the
clasping oval of her wet, tensiled lips. Then, he realized that his Mom's naked asscheeks
above his face were excitedly waggling for him to do more as she increased the twirling
of her hot, moist tongue around the rubber-like thickness of his throbbing cock's 
bloodinflated head.
He eagerly caught his hands up over the silken-smooth, fleshy white mounds of her
naked buttocks and drew her flushed cunt down closer to his face, bravely thrusting his
stiffened tongue deep up into her seething, wet vagina. The burning, lizard-like
penetration caused her to hum once more, vibrating his swollen penis wildly in her
sucking mouth and throat, while she screwed her clutching cuntal-hole down onto his
crazily spiraling tongue. He felt her soft, moistened lips creeping further onto his
aching cock, the muscles of her hot, nursing throat working as she swallowed almost
rhythmically, his teenaged loins tensing and jerking. Oh man... ooohhh... she was
trying to work his entire pulsing rod of hardness right down into her throat to his
churning balls. Its satiny head throbbed and jumped insanely with the nerve shattering
lickings of her curling tongue caressing its sides; then she began to work her head up
and down with a smooth sucking action and he imagined her inner-lips being pulled
out bizarrely, the pink flesh clinging to his pulsing cockshaft as she voraciously sucked
it, her own mind feverish with the incestuous carnality of the act. He felt her fiery,
hardened-nippled breasts swaying and dancing against the shivering skin of his naked
belly from the short up and down motion of her pumping torso in rhythm to his own
lashing, exploring tongue thrust deep in her sweet tasting, moist cunt... Man, it was too
much... too much...!
Oh God, Laura's wine and lust intoxicated brain whirled maddeningly, they would do
this every night for the rest of their lives! He would lick her hot, loving cunt, and she
would suck his young, delicious hard cock until he emptied every drop of his nectarous
hot cum into her throat and belly! Yes... yes! He was all hers forever and ever! She
possessed him... her beautiful boy-lover... and she couldn't get enough...
Suddenly, a wild and salacious thought raced through her sensually distorted mind and
she reached back to find one of his hands that was clutching at the soft, white moon of
one buttock. She eagerly took the hand, selecting its middle finger and guided it into
the smooth, damp vale between her wide-spread ass-cheeks, until with it, she found the
tingling, puckered little hole of her pink-ringed anus, applying pressure with the digit to
make him understand. She let free of his hand then and waited, a sensation of lecherous
prurience saturating her incited, reeling brain!
She felt his finger begin to work at the tiny lips of her virginal anus! Her breath
uncontrollably quickened as she forgot all else... and then he pushed into it with a
quick, unpainful, forbidden challenge, sending the long, sizeable invader sliding right
up into the warm, rubbery flesh of her excited rectum like another hardened, slender
penis... all the way to the palm of his young, cupping hand!
"Aauuuggggg..." she groaned around his expanding cock in her mouth, but in ecstasy
and delightful shock as her lips and tongue momentarily stopped their frenzied
caressing and sucking, his ardent intrusion into her asshole causing an immediate
twinge of orgasm to start building in her quivering belly and burning loins. She felt his
enrapturous young mouth glued to the round, elasticized hole of her hot, moist vagina,
his deep thrusting boy-tongue swirling and lashing the sensitive walls in cadence to his
probing, rotating finger fucking into her rectum, and she began to suck and draw at the
hot, hard thickness of his teenaged cock with all of her inbred feminine ability, her
cheeks hollowing and swelling, her throat continuously swallowing at its pulsating head
obscenely, while her belly frantically rose and fell as she pulled at him.
God, how she wanted him to cum when she did! He had to, the precious darling, she
thought passionately... desperately! This was going to be their ultimate moment
together so far... when he squirted his hot, white sperm into her mouth and throat
while the maddening sensations burst inside her...! But... but, he'd have to hurry, she
reasoned, her lips clasped tightly around the throbbing blood-engorged shaft of his
cock, opening her throat another measure to take its pulsing head deeper toward her
belly. And at that moment, in the very core of her seething loins, the first violent
spasms of ecstasy were beginning! She squeezed with passionate affection at his
youthful, bloated balls that were nearly touching her ovaled, cock-filled lips, then raked
her nails gently beneath them, as simultaneously, she strained to her rising climax.
Jimmy knew that she was going to cum! Every muscle and cord, every movement and
response of her voluptuous body telegraphed the momentous event to his lust-blinded
brain. He could scream with joy! Licking and sucking her beautiful, hot, wet cunt, his
thrusting tongue coated with the flowing, sweet-tasting juices from her clutching
vaginal walls, his lips welded to her steaming pussy-hole, while he plunged his finger
way into her burning, spongy depths of her tightly clasping asshole and she, sucking at
his cock, all of it, right down into her throat! Crap, his aching penis was going to
shatter right in his Mom's mouth and his balls explode in her face! B-Because... because
he was going to cum, too...!
Laura half-screamed. She couldn't do more; her breath caught somewhere between her
lungs and cock-stuffed throat. But the overwhelming sensations inside her caused her
entire, naked white body to shudder enrapturously. Her mind played no part; she was
sensorially feeling its thunderous cataclysm... and then a second time... and a third!
Dear God... she was cumming and cumming!
She had no conception of space, time, or individuals! Her unprecedented series of
climaxes had completely destroyed relativity... and... and she was cumming again! Oh
God... ooohhhhh... her convulsing, spread-open, pleasure-filled body felt as if it had
been impregnated with a billion needles! Her inflamed, spasming, cunt drifted on a
fluffy cloud of its own! Ooohhh, she could cum forever and ever, on and on... but then,
she sensed Jimmy's thrusting loins jerk, the bulbous head of his expanded young cock
swelling in her eagerly constricting throat... and then, it burst!
Even so, she wasn't quite ready as abruptly it shot down into her gullet in wild spurts of
teeming, creamy liquid, gush after gush of the hot, sweet, boyish-tasting fluid, joined by
the racking tremors of her own hips as her umpteenth orgasm erupted in a splendid
detonation of blinding, lust-satisfying bliss. Again and again he spewed his teenaged jets
of scalding cum deep into her throat, and she groaned while she continued swallowing
and sucking lecherously, her Adam's Apple lewdly bobbing as she gulped and
swallowed the flood of boiling semen squirting into the warm, receptive shelter of her
mouth and throat...
Jimmy collapsed... and then he felt his Mom moving off of him, his-deflating penis
pulling from her still sucking mouth, and he raised his head to see the string of white
viscid sperm still connecting her lush, wet lips to his penis and himself like a weird
umbilical cord. He felt his cock shrinking, yet vainly wished that it never had to end...
because everything was coming back now... all of the problems... Chad Riseman... Oh
man...!
Laura crawled up beside him and cuddled him close to her curvaceous nakedness, her
soft, satin-like full breasts flattening against him. She kissed him affectionately on the
lips, detecting the scent and taste of herself there, the licentious delight of it causing an
impossible little sensation of excitement to spurt through her quaking loins and belly.
"Oh darling," she whispered, "I love you so... and it was just beautiful... beautiful! Was
it... nice for you, Baby?"
"Oh man, yes... yes, Mom... only I'm worried about Chad..." Laura lay her forefinger
over his lips. "Shhh... don't worry, Jimmy," she consolingly said. "I've thought it over...
and we'll let him do... do what he wants... Tomorrow night, you bring him over..."
Jimmy bolted upright in the bed to incredulously gape at her. "Wh-What are you
saying? Y-You mean... you're going to let him do it to you...?"
Tenderly, Laura drew him down inside her arms once more, holding him to her. "There
isn't anything in this world I wouldn't do for you, my precious... and we can't let him
ruin you at school..."
"I don't care about the damned school!" Jimmy blurted, raising up again. "I only care
about you! And he, or no one else is ever going to do it to you...!"
His exclamations both startled and filled Laura with an arousing wave of joyous love.
She read the anger in his young blue-eyes and sensed the rage in his white-knuckled,
balled fists, but as much as it thrilled her, she couldn't deny the lurid excitement that
secret thoughts of sixteen-year-old Chad Riseman had set to ferment in her unleashed,
lecheress' mind ever since her baby had told her...
"Darling, listen to Mommy," she whispered, softly, running her smooth hand along his
thigh. "We have to be practical... and we have to remember that you have a father who
does it to me, too. I love you, Baby... only you, but you most not get jealous and... and
spoil all of our wonderful, future times for us." She continued to caress his tensed,
muscular thigh with her warm, tender hand, ever moving upward toward his limp
penis. She sensed the hot pool of his cum that puddled in her still quaking belly and a
shiver ran upward along her spine as she watched his fists slowly unfold. "It's not easy
for Mommy to sacrifice herself either, Darling, but .you were going to do it to save me!
Now, I'll have my chance to show you how much I love you!"
"Oh... oh crap, Mom!" Jimmy gasped, throwing himself into her waiting arms. She
drew him to her tightly and held him there against her warm, supple nakedness. "YYou 
really'd do that for me...?"
"Of course, my little lover! I'm your mother, and there isn't anything I wouldn't do to
protect you!" she hissed, her feveredly sensuous body and mind rapidly working toward
further, erotic explorations with her captivated son, as she filled her wine-glazed mind
with salacious thoughts of the Riseman boy and trembled in the wake of her multiple
orgasms. "For you, Darling... anything and everything for you...!"


Chapter 6


Mike Barnes was a handsome man, tall, broad-shouldered with lean hips and strong
muscular legs. His son was the juvenile replica of him except in basic characteristics,
and the father knew it, even sometimes envied the boy's strong emotional nature. He
loved him, as much and as devoted' as Laura, but in his keen business-man's eye there
was a set place both for father and for son in a household. Somewhere along the line,
his wife had either forgotten, or overlooked, his parental position... along with her own
vowed, espoused love.
The years of marriage that quickly flittered by could do that to any couple, he supposed,
but he was too conscientious an individual not to admit, at least to himself, the
underlying reasons founding their particular problems.
It had been good in Mexico, he remembered as he lay sprawled on the motel bed,
naked, a scotch-water beside him, a cigarette in his hand. Nothing spectacular, but good
because she was his wife and he loved her... and she was giving herself to him as fully
as she could. All that ensuing year had been the same... love abundant, but without the
sexual frills he longed for... like a clergyman and his wife... still, fulfilling... 
and enough to make his brain re-cogitate as it had so often lately...
The water-spray of the shower caught his attention then. It turned off. She was
hygienically ready. He thought about her, subconsciously, comparing her to Laura. She
was twenty-one, big titted and voluptuously assed. Her name, if he remembered right,
was Karen, and she wore below the shoulder-length peroxide blonde-hair, had exotic
legs made for mini-skirts, and a sultry, pouting, lush-lipped face with predominate 
greyeyes that spelled s-e-x. She clerked for a client of his and had taken all of thirty-seconds
to date. He'd bought her two martinis in an after-office-hours bar filled with her
competition and their marks, then suggested his motel before dinner. She hadn't even
hesitated.
Mike stubbed out his cigarette, then lit another. He stared down at his philanderous
limp cock and concentrated on Laura. He loved her! He really did! Lately, it'd taken
situations like this to make him really know it, but he did! From the beginning, the
whole goddamned basic fault had been his... running around, chasing cunt, unable to
acclimate himself to the married routine, the one and only girl he really gave a damn
about. And... and it was still the same! That was the stupid part of it... sitting in 
motel and hotel rooms staring at walls and chastising himself while the pussy came and
went... all the time knowing and wanting to love only his son's mother!
Christ, he loved her! He loved Jimmy! Why wasn't he with them like any normal
husband and father? Why hadn't he taken the regional manager's position the company
had offered him so he could be close to home? Why the hell not... and what was
keeping him from doing it now? The job was still open! Why... Why...?
She came from the bathroom wearing a sensual smile... nothing else. Mike gaped at her.
Christ, she was luscious... beach-trade without the bikini that bugs the eyes! Her long
bleached hair hung behind her satin-smooth, girlish-wide shoulders, and she held them
back to make her fantastic, high-set rounded breasts jut forward provocatively, their
darkened nipples as hard as marbles. He watched them jounce and sway as she glanced
over at him, her lush lips parting in a taunting little smile as she placed slender hands
on smoothly arched, unsunned hips.
"Where's my drink, Daddy?" she throatily whispered.
Mike swallowed, tightly. Christ, she was rally something else! She had worn horned
rimmed glasses in the office, and had her hair done up in a wad. Her legs had caught
his eye, along with the sensuous curve of her lips...
He got off the bed and grabbed the bottle on the dresser. "Right here, baby," he said as
he mixed.
"No water, Honey," she said, slowly lowering herself onto the bed and striking the
partially stretched-out, one knee up, the other leg down, pose. He gaped at her white
rounded breasts. They were still standing erect... like Laura's all these years... but
perhaps, not quite as big... or round... or firm! "Just ice and scotch, Daddy. I like them
stiff... like cocks!"
She rolled toward him then as he stood pouring into the glass. There was something
about the wanton manner in which she'd said it that sent the cold shivers through him.
For a moment, he felt as if his spinal column had been finalized in ice! He stared at her
voluptuous beauty and felt his cock shrinking smaller and smaller. In that icy vein, he
looked at her softly rounded white thighs and the dark, silken hair-fringed cunt
between. Nothing happened. He walked around the bed and handed her the drink.
"After this," he heard himself say, "you get up and leave."
She took the glass from his hand, rolling onto her back and looking upward at him.
"Did... did I hear you right, Daddy?"
"I-I think so," Mike said, walking toward the dresser and picking up his wallet. "Will
fifty compensate?"
She watched him finger out the bills, an expression of astonishment on her lovely face.
"Yes... but that's for all the delicacies..."
"Forget it! Save 'em! You're too good to waste, doll... and I would be."
She set her glass on the table beside her and raised up. "What the hell's wrong with
you?"
"I-I don't know. I-I just want you to get dressed and leave... now!"
"Well... well I'll be a sonofa...!"
"Come on now, don't try to analyze it, Karen. Please...? Just do it for me?" he said
matter-of-factly, suddenly gulping down his drink.
"Well, I'll be a sonofabitch," she finished in a half-whisper, getting up in the edge of the
bed. She sat there for a moment staring at him, shaking her head and just gaping. She
said: "Your wife, maybe?"
"E-Exactly!"
"Is it bad?"
"I don't know, yet... I hope not."
She eased up off the bed and stood. "You love her, don't you?" she said, her grey-eyes
wide.
"Yes! Yes! Very much... I think."
She picked up her glass and drank from it. Then she said: "You're a good Daddy. I wish
you thought as much of me... but I understand."
Mike watched her cross the room in all of her voluptuous nakedness, knowing that it
was his... still, he held himself. He sat down on the bed and watched her dress. God,
she was a knockout!
She walked to the door, turned and smiled. "Some other time, Daddy?"
"You didn't take your money," he reminded her, starting for it where it lay on the
dresser.
"No. I'm happy, too... Mike Barnes... and you know where to find me. Good bye and
good luck."
"Thanks, Karen."
And then she was gone, with nothing left but his visions of Laura and the way it was
going to be! Tomorrow was Friday and he'd go into the home-office and lay claim to
that regional manager's job! Then, he'd go home and surprise them with the new Mike
Barnes!


Chapter 7


After Jimmy had left for school that Thursday morning, Laura Barnes immediately
resorted to the sherry bottle, but the effects she sought were not to console the
degradation and shame that she should be suffering in the aftermath of her incestuous
debauchery with her teenaged son the night before... rather, it was to soothe the lack of
any such penitent emotion. The ecstasy their forbidden acts had brought her still
churned vividly in her sensuously awakened body, overpowering any feelings of
remorse that, God knows, she should be plagued with. Instead, unrestrainable little
tingles of salacity permeated her soft, wine-warmed belly and unquenchable loins as she
continued to relive their licentiously blissful love-making.
It would happen again... again and again, unless from somewhere unimaginable she
should suddenly be blessed with super-strength... and that, she well knew, was but
wishful thinking.
She was obsessed, and uncontrollably had bewitched her own son... taken advantage of
his natural, inbred young love for her, enchanting him sensually until with willing
eagerness he had fallen readily into the lecherous arms that had guided and coddled
him since the moment of his first breath, as if she could do no wrong! Dear God, what
was to become of them...? No, no... she didn't want to know that, did she...?
Jimmy had held her and kissed her like an ardent young lover before leaving for school,
his virile, boyish penis swelling inside his pants and shorts against the yielding flesh of
her soft belly, its lengthy thickness keenly perceptible through the cotton-robe that
covered her curvaceous nakedness. Immediately, tiny erotic sensations of prohibited
desire had shivered from her genitals into the base of her stomach and upward along
her spine. She had clung tightly to him, returning his fervid kiss, then, gently pushed
him away.
"Y-You'll be late, Darling... better run," she'd whispered.
He'd nodded, obediently stepping back and just looking at her, his young, warm blue
eyes a mixture of emotions, anxiety suddenly predominate.
"Y-You... you still want me to tell Chad to... to come over tonight...?" he asked, as if
hoping that maybe she had thought of some other way to outwit their blackmailer.
She'd hesitated, but more for effect than anything. Above all, she couldn't let Jimmy
know the actual lecherous excitement which thoughts of the older, bigger boy had
aroused in her ever since he'd first told her. She finally said: "Oh Jimmy... I don't see
any other way. We can't chance letting him... give away our secret, can we...? It would
destroy you at school..."
"I don't care about that," he quickly replied. "But it's you... and Dad..."
"Yes... yes, Darling... we mustn't forget your father," Laura had lamely agreed, a
clammy little chill momentarily destroying her mood when she thought of Mike ever
learning the truth. But even that horror couldn't restrain the sensations of lust the feel
of her youthful son's swollen hardness had instantly set aflame, her hidden thoughts of
Chad Riseman lecherously feeding that fire inside her. "Y-Yes, Jimmy... tell him to
come over... Someway, somehow... we'll work it out, Darling..." And that had been two
hours before; she still sat in the living room drinking wine rather than coffee, unable to
rid herself of the intensive flutterings Jimmy had effortlessly rekindled, a warm moisture
that had heatedly seeped from her vagina between the flushed, hair-lined lips of her
pussy, dampening the satiny-smooth flesh of her inner thighs along with the material of
her robe beneath her.
God, was it actually possible that she'd harbored such lascivious desires all these years...
and they had just lain dormantly within her, waiting to burst free as they had that first
time with Jimmy, only two days before? It was not only possible... it had really
happened! But who was to blame... Mike? Her Mike...? She had loved him so much and
he had hurt her so many, many times... Perhaps, had she gone through with the divorce
after Mexico, it would be different now...?
Laura shook her confused head to try and clear the cobwebs the sherry was rapidly
spinning in her impassioned brain. Her stupid cogitating was so futilely ridiculous! All
of the "perhaps", "if", and blame-laying wasn't going to alter the picture in the slightest!
She was an incestuous and lecherous mother, wantonly happy and with no intentions of
changing! That was the truth! And not even the fear of what Mike would do to her
should he find out, could stop her now! She was lost and she knew it... heedlessly,
lustfully, lost... and as the hours passed into the afternoon, she could hardly keep her
growing, salacious anticipation under control...!


* * *


Throughout the school-day, Jimmy was deeply upset over what was scheduled to
happen that night. The mere thought of Chad Riseman "doing it" to his Mom actually
nauseated him, while at the same time, just the knowing that she was willing to sacrifice
herself to such an extent for him made him want to shout with overwhelming joy. Man,
she loved him all right, and not in just some puny mother-son way, either! After last
night, there was no question in his mind the way she felt about him... but even that
mind-boggling memory hardly offset what the coercing older boy was demanding... and
what was worse, there was nothing he could do to save her! Of course, his Mom was
right, the way she invariably was: they couldn't afford to let their secret get out; at the
least, they had to think of Dad...!
"Hey... now that sounds real cool, man," Chad had said with a lurid little grin twisting
his worm-lipped mouth, after he'd pressed for an answer the first thing that morning.
The bigger boy had been waiting for him, leaning against a tree in front of school
without his usual entourage of pot-smoking pals. Only Victor, the German Shepherd,
rested on his haunches beside him.
Subconsciously, Jimmy had petted the beautiful animal's noble head as Chad had
lewdly mouthed his remark. "Damn you, Chad... you better keep your word and not
tell!" Jimmy spat at him, near-uncontrollable rage twisting his handsome young face.
"And remember... it's just this once...!"
"Sure... sure, Jim boy!" the doctor quickly replied, his puggish face widening in an
aroused smile of sheer lust, his small eyes excitedly glowing. "Let's not get all up-tight,
eh? Look, we're friends, kid, know what I mean? And just to prove it... I'll bring along
something to liven the party..." In his anger, Jimmy didn't wait to find out what he was
talking about... hadn't really cared! All that he realized was that if he didn't get away
from that gloating face right then, he might try to pulverize it with his fists... and that,
he vaguely knew, would be as futile as not giving in to his blackmail!
"Someway, somehow, we'll work it out..." his Mom had assured him, and it was only
his confidence in her that had gotten him through the day. He, felt certain that she
would devise some method of out-maneuvering Chad. After all, she was an adult and
he was just a stupid, filthy-minded, knot-head, and Jimmy knew in his heart that she
would never let him "do it" to her... After school, he'd hurried home to find her further
into the wine-bottle than he'd hoped for... but this time, he didn't exactly blame her.
Crap, he wished he had something, himself, if it would really help.
Her smile and kiss, though, when she met him at the door had surprised him; she
didn't seem at all upset... plus the gleam dancing in her eye, and then, there was the
way she was dressed... He'd expected her to be distraught, pretending at self-control for
his sake, but instead, she was wearing a sexy, green-slacks and halter ensemble that fit
her alluringly curvaceous body like a glove, and almost profligate, expectant little smile
that suggested anything but perplexity.
"Hello, Darling," she greeted, kissing him again, this time a peck on the end of the nose
as she pressed her braless, hardened-nippled breasts against his chest. "How did your
day go?"
Jimmy took a long look at her, his youthful forehead wrinkling at her slurred words.
"As... as well as could be expected, I guess," he answered, smelling the heavy odor of
the wine on her breath, blended with exotic perfume teasingly drifting up from the
deep vale between her rounded, high-set breasts. "Anyway... I told him..." He watched
her hesitate, then saw her small, pink tongue dart out to moisten her lightly tinted, lush
lips. "Y-You mean... the Riseman boy...?" she said, as if there might be some doubt to
whom he was referring.
Jimmy stared at her. "Of course... who else, Mom?" he said, a touch of bitterness in his
tone, his young brow furrowing deeper.
Laura swallowed nervously, sensing her son's growing tension, yet, not quite able to
cope with it and her own mounting ecstatic a at the same time. "Well... well, Baby...?
Wh-What did he say?"
"Say...? Crap, what do you think?" Jimmy half-snapped, not at all pleased with the way
she was acting... almost as if she wanted Chad to come.
"To-tonight...?"
"Hah!" the teenager rasped, acidly. He walked around her, tossing his books onto the
table, his brain beginning to race in confusion. "He isn't waiting for tonight! He'll be
here in a few minutes!" , "A... a few minutes!" Laura repeated, a tightening little spasm
gripping at the pit of her belly. Throughout the day, to the stimulating tune of the
wine, she had mentally planned the whole sordid, forbidden affair, hoping to actually
create a party atmosphere, even try to instill that feeling in Jimmy to make it easier for
him, and then, perhaps, gradually they could work into...
"Mom...! I don't want you to do it!" Jimmy choked, shaking his head and staring at her,
fighting to hold back his tears. His white-lipped exclamation immediately severed her
thought train. "I won't let you! I don't care what happens...!"
Laura read the terrible mental anguish, the unhidden jealousy in his open, pained
expression. She rushed to him, her own breath gasping from her chest in an audible
groan as she wrapped him into her arms and held him tightly, affectionately smothering
him with the warm, supple curves of her voluptuous body as she kissed his young,
handsome face time and time again, her own tears abruptly flowing with his.
"Oh, my baby...!" she passionately whimpered.
"I-I just can't let you do it, Mom...! God almighty...!"
"Shhhh... I know, Darling... I know just how you feel... and I feel that way, too," she
whispered, actually meaning it at the moment. "But you must remember our situation...
yours... your father's... We can't destroy him, Darling... even if we decide between
ourselves to take the consequences. We have to think of Daddy... don't we?"
Jimmy's mind spun in a chaotic cyclone of confusion, unable to sensibly engage the
question she put to him... unable to do anything but hold her warm, soothing loveliness
excitedly against him and return her feverish kisses. He wanted to scream, to cry out
his mental agony... but then, suddenly, she was leading him toward the wine decanter.
"This will help, Darling," she encouraged, pouring into one of the glasses and handing
him the dark-amber colored liquid.
Jimmy took it without question. He had tried it before and liked the taste, knew the
warmth and fuzziness it brought, but as well, did he know that it wasn't going to make
any difference. When Chad came, he'd kick him out... hit him with a lamp of he had
to...!
"Drink it, Darling. Drink it down," Laura said, softly, holding the glass up to his young
lips. "If every anyone needed it, you do now."
Jimmy did, listening to her words as if they were uncontestable. They stood with their
arms around each other's waist, his mother watching him drain the glass; then, she
poured again, while the warmth of the alcohol spurted through his youthful veins and
fired his belly, pleasantly. He started to speak, but she said: "You drink this one slowly,
Baby. Sip at it while we talk. It's all going to turn out all right, Darling..."
"Of course it is!" a third voice interrupted, causing them to swing around as they held
to one another and stared at a grinning Chad Riseman, the massive German Shepherd
standing loyally beside him. "No one answered my knock, so I just walked in. Hope
that doesn't violate my invitation...?"
For one brief, long second, Laura felt her breath whipped away. She clutched
meaningfully at her son's waist to restrain his obvious angered move forward, while
simultaneously-she appraised the bigger, older boy physically for the first time since
she'd known him.
God! He was a man... six-feet tall, broad and thick...! What would it be like? As big as
Mike's, no doubt... maybe even bigger! And the expression on his stupid, almost
degenerate face... as if he had just caught the brass-ring on a carousel! Was it possible
that he was the son of Dr. Riseman...?
"It's not an invitation, Chad! It's blackmail...!" Jimmy spat and wanted to continue, but
his mother's hand at his waist held him back. He felt her ease away then, and out of the
corner of his eye, caught her forced, nervous smile.
"Would... would you like a drink of wine, Chad?" she asked, moving toward him and
pointing toward the davenport. "Sit down, if you like."
"Why not?" he said, his little eyes lustfully feasting on her voluptuous curves which her
skin-tight attire could only enhance. Christ, he thought, this was going to be something
else! Her tits hadn't seemed to be that big, or her ass that luscious when he'd seen them
naked through the window...!
"He's a beautiful dog. What do you call him?" Laura remarked, sincerely, looking into
the deep-brown eyes of the noble animal that sat with ears high and tongue
characteristically extended between open jaws of sparkling, white, sharp teeth.
"Oh, the mutt? Victor... but more important, what do I call you... besides Mrs. Barnes?"
he answered and asked in one breath, his grin broadening, suggestively.
Jimmy could only clutch his hands into fists as he stood there helpless... yet, more than
a little thankful for the wine his mother had given him. Suddenly, he drained the glass
and poured again for himself, turning away from the scene in the center of the room.
"L-Laura will be all right... this time," she heard herself reply, not daring to look toward
Jimmy as she walked toward the decanter to pour Chad Riseman wine, almost amazed
at the forbidden sensuous tingles rippling through her. God, he was so big! His cock
had to be big... long and thick... and she had to know, didn't she?
Was it possible all of this was happening to her? Her own son and his friend... or
acquaintance... whatever he was...? She handed Chad a glass of wine then petted the
massive dog's head...
"He's beautiful!"
"He's a mutt," Chad mumbled, gulping half the glass' contents away. "A goddamned
pesky mutt."
"Oh no... he's beautiful," Laura insisted, sitting down on the edge of the couch some
two feet from the doctor's son to draw the great animal's head into her lap and caress
behind its upstanding ears.
"So... what the hell," Chad said, digging into his shirt pocket and extracting several
brown-papered cylinders, similar to cigarettes. "Pot, Laura. I told Jim boy I'd bring
something to liven the party. One apiece. You ever try it?"
She gaped at him in utter surprise. Then: "You mean... marijuana?"
"Okay, marijuana... pot... grass, what's the difference?"
"But... but..."
"But shit!" Chad half-sniggered vulgarly. "This is mild, Laura, after what you and
Jimmy do after the sun goes down... eh?"
Jimmy stood off to the left and a little bit behind them, hearing every word they spoke
more clearly than he would have without the wine. He sensed the blood pounding in
his veins; still, he controlled himself because he knew his Mom wanted him to... but he
didn't know how long he could...! His brain swam in the warm glow of the wine, and
he still sipped in unfamiliar gulps. He watched the provocative green-clad body of his
mother's curvaceous loveliness charming the ugly form of Chad Riseman, saw her take
a lighted joint into her slender fingers as the big boy forced it onto her... then, hold
another back toward him.
"I don't want it!" he sharply spat.
Chad turned to face him from the couch... and then, his Mom did the same, an almost
pathetic look in her eye. Chad said: "Take it, man... This is my party, remember?"
Even with the mellowness of the wine, Jimmy felt his anger boiling to a point he never
thought he could contain... but then, his Mom said: v "Please, Darling... for me?"
He did, ramming it into his mouth and sucking the smoke down deep to hold the way
he had seen some of the guys do it! Crap! What mattered anymore, anyway? His whole
crazy world was all turned upside down! Could he hurt it? He dragged... held... dragged
again and did the same! His Mom smiled at Chad Riseman! The dog whimpered!
Jimmy slowly sat down in a chair and dragged once more... At least, at least... he wasn't
up-tight any longer, and there were no longer butterflies of rage in his stomach... in
fact, he could almost thank Chad for bringing the pot... couldn't he?
At first, Laura wondered had she not been drinking wine all day if the marijuana would
have made her fall apart as she had... but that was only at first, because in such a short
lapse of time her impassioned body hotly churned, as did her brain reel with licentious
desire. Everything seemed so spaced and free, so wholly at liberty for the taking! She
left Victor and moved closer to Chad Riseman, her eyes lecherously straining to focus
on the swelling in his pants between his legs. She thought she saw it, but really had to
find it in the binding bend of his shorts... and did so shamelessly, with her small hand,
fingers exploring. "T-That's it!" she half-gasped, looking up into his surprised puggish
face, her small, slender fingers struggling to straighten it out, until it thumped against
the fly of his pants.
"Jesus Christ!" Chad gasped.
"That's your cock, Darling!" she hissed, thickly, gaping up at him and licking her lips
with moistened pink tongue. "I haven't seen it and already I love it...!"
Chad felt his breath bunch in his throat. Hell, even with the joint he hadn't been
prepared for this sort of come-on! He'd even contemplated the necessity of having to
needle them both, make them know who was holding all the aces... but Christ
almighty, she had his imprisoned, throbbing cock right inside her warm, soft hand!
Squeezing it, too, squeezing and massaging... Barnes' mother... playing with his cock!
Her head lowered and her cheek rested against his stomach while she fingered the shaft
of his long, thick swollen penis and his arm hung uselessly down over her bent waist...
then, he could feel her unzipping his fly, and... and her smooth, hot fingers moving
inside... right into his shorts until she had it jerkingly encircled inside them and was
bringing it out! Christ! He'd never really thought it would be like this!
At long last, Jimmy felt smoothed out, in complete charge of himself... at least,
mentally, though he didn't think he would relish walking too far... no long journeys.
His equilibrium wasn't quite right, he knew, but his brain was as keen as a honed
blade! Yes... of course, it was! He stared over at the couch and saw Chad's raised head...
not his Mom's... Maybe, she was going to suck it for him... and that was part of it,
wasn't it?
He leaned forward, getting down onto his knees to crawl on all fours across the room in
front of the davenport. Somewhere, a dog whimpered as he looked up in Chad's lap to
see his Mom's hand extracting Chad's hardened, purple-headed cock from his pants.
Her pretty face only fractions of an inch from it, and immediately, he saw her tiny pink
tongue swipe out to penetrate the little wet slit in its blood-engorged tip, carrying back
the liquid message of sensorial lust to her brain.
He shuddered with remembered excitement, even as he watched her ovaled, lush lips
close down over the expansive head of the barrel-chested boy's pulsating thick penis
and suck it into the liquid warmth of her soft, eager mouth.
An unexpected sensation of fired arousal charged through Jimmy's groin and belly at
the lustful sight, and he gaped through slightly glazed eyes as Chad gasped out,
breathlessly. Then, he saw the expression of stupid, shocked awe on the older boy's face
and he laughed right out. The big blow-hard couldn't take it! He was coming unglued!
"How do you like that, Mom? He can't stand having his lousy cock sucked!" Jimmy
heard himself lewdly slur... then his own laughter again. He couldn't seem to help
himself, and he realized that he continued to laugh as he crawled closer to them.
"Come on, Mom, let's strip him naked! Come on...!"
Through the growing haze from the wine and marijuana, Jimmy excitedly watched his
mother's ovaled, moist lips suck their way up off Chad's jerking, heavy-veined cock,
promptly responding to his suggestion, while the dumbstruck doctor's son could only
stare at them zealously tugging at his pants and shorts. Jimmy's young brain had begun
to whirl licentiously, his own cock rapidly swelling into a solid hardness inside his tight
jeans.
"M-My God, it feels huge in my mouth, Jimmy!" Laura gasped drunkenly, as she slid
down onto the floor to help her son remove the other boy's clothes. "Look at it! It's
bigger than your father's!" she lustfully exclaimed in her wine-and-drug-enhanced
salacity, staring at the thick rod of hardened flesh jutting out from the big boy's loins,
her hungry dark-eyes sweeping down to his massive young sperm-bloated balls beneath,
before moving up to his open-mouthed, homely face. "It's beautiful, Chad darling!
Quick, come down here on the floor and lie on your back for me!" she hissed, drawing
the absolutely dumbfounded boy down with her, immediately reaching out to grasp his
cock, clutching the long, rigid shaft greedily in her small hand as he sprawled out
beneath her, incapable of doing anything else.
"Let me see you suck it, Mom!" Jimmy said, breathing heavily, hardly aware that the
lurid suggestion had come from his own mouth. Crazy wild jolts of obscene stimulation
were charging through his fired, young body, and he felt his own hardened cock
pulsing and jerking with an excitement the likes of which he'd never before imagined.
He wanted to watch her suck Chad's big cock! Chad was his friend! "Pull the foreskin
way back and lick it first! Lick it all over, then suck it! Lick his balls and everything,
like you do to me, Mom! Everything! Hurry, I want to watch...!"
Laura passionately whimpered. She felt the secretions oozing bountifully in wanton
excess from her feverish vagina, seeping between her hot, blood-filled cuntal lips to
saturate her wisp of nylon panties. Sensually, she squeezed her soft, full thighs together,
deliriously pinching the tiny erect bud of her tingling clitoris between those hair-lined,
wet pussy-lips. Lecherous desire drenched her brain as she listened to her excited son's
lewdly enthused words. He was beautifully ordering her to suck Chad's, long, rock-hard
cock... and she wanted to! Yes... she wanted to so badly... wondering if she could work
it down into her throat when it pumped out its hot sperm...! Almost insanely, she drew
down the heavy outer layer of skin as Jimmy leaned close to watch; then she licked up
over the blood-inflated, satiny head. God, it was so big and fat in her hand... so long,
pulsing and hard...!
Abruptly, she saw her son disappear and felt someone working at her waist and the
zipper of her slacks...
"Let's get naked, Mom! Everything off! We're going to have a party!" Jimmy exclaimed,
unfastening and tugging. She was on her knees between Chad's widespread thighs and
helped as she could.
Jimmy rolled them down over the arch of her hips and swell of her full, rounded
buttocks from behind, both slacks and panties, individually kissing the white ovaled
mounds as he exposed them, his tender young lips and tongue-tip sending additional
fermentations of impassioned joy racing over the nerve-ends of her wildly incited,
sensuous body. Suddenly, she turned on her knees and clutched her son to her,
engulfing his young mouth with hers.
"Oh... oh, my beautiful darling baby!" she gasped.
"Suck him, Mom! Suck his lousy cock!" Jimmy ordered in the lust-infused haze of his
mind-bending euphoria. "I want to watch...!"
In all of the pussy or sexual promiscuity Chad Riseman had ever encountered,
including three professional whores in L.A., he'd never even ventured close to anything
like this! Christ, they actually frightened him! Mother and son... like two goddamned
fuck-happy vultures, absorbing him into their lustful program as if he didn't have a
word to say about it... and even if he did, he wasn't sure now whether he'd dare! People
like these were crazy! They might actually kill him... murder him! Little finky Jimmy
Barnes, class president... holy shit! And his beautiful mother...?
Chad raised his head to see her stripping away her own halter until she was completely
and brain-shattering naked! She was still between his wide-spread legs with Jimmy, who
had kicked off his clothing, kneeling up behind her upraised, widely opened white
buttocks and thighs! Hell, he knew there'd never been anything like this any time, any
place in the whole world! Her full and rounded, hard-nippled tits hung down to barely
graze his muscle-tensed thighs as she hovered just above his towering, rock-hard cock,
which was more numbed with apprehension at that moment than it was with the lust
he'd come there with. Christ, yes... he wanted it, just the way he'd planned it all, then
told finky Barnes... but right at that moment the thought occurred to him that he may
have misread his hand...! Maybe, he was just going to draw an ace...!
"Do it, Mom! Suck him!" Jimmy shrilled, clinging to his mother's lewdly exposed white
buttocks as he knelt up behind her with waggling, hardened penis thrusting and
grazing her inner thighs, his young lust-provoked head twisted to one side in order to
watch her hovering mouth above the long, thick, up-jutting cock of the trembling
doctor's son. "Suck the guts right out of him!"
A maddening excitement raced through Laura as she continued to slide the thick outer
layer of skin up and down his hardened, hot shaft of cock-flesh while the big boy
writhed and groaned beneath her clutching, massaging little hand. In lecherous
fascination, she stretched the foreskin back to its fullest extent, exposing the glistening
head and pulsing glans, captivated by the thick, hot feel of it. She sensed Jimmy's
swollen penis prodding between her soft, feverish inner-thighs, and his young hands on
the fleshy white mounds of her wide-spread buttocks, pulling them further apart.
Hungrily, she slid her ovaled lips downward onto the sleek, naked head of Chad's
pulsing cock, encompassing the spongy knob completely, letting it rub along the full
length of her tongue as her head lowered further and further onto it...!
"Uuuuuunngghhh...!" Chad uncontrollably grunted, watching with raised head her
unbelievable mouthing of his throbbing hardness, muscle-quivering spasms racking his
heavy carcass from the fantastic sensations racing through him. And then her mouth
and head began to move up and down in an easy, slow rhythm, while he began an
unrestrainable rocking movements with his hips, sliding his long, thick cock in and out
of her lush, clasped lips with a lubricious sucking sound, and his big hands reached
down to entangle in her dark, already disheveled hair.
Jimmy had never believed it possible that he could become so wildly excited at watching
his Mom suck someone else's cock. Unprecedented sensations of carnal intensity
screamed within his young loins. He leaned way to one side to see the puffing of her
white, soft cheeks and her head bobbing up and down, her mouth stuffed full with the
groaning Riseman's big, thrusting prick. He watched Chad's hands clutch at her hair,
then the big boy raised up further and reached down to cup both of her full, swaying
breasts, kneading and squeezing the resilient white mounds until she whimpered
around his thick cock in her mouth, and Jimmy stared as he tweaked and rolled their
tiny berry-like nipples until they were as hard as polished stones.
Lustfully, he straightened up once more, his own cock like a leaded, knob-heavy rod of
pulsating, blood-engorged flesh, and he stared down at his naked Mom's wide-spread
pair of perfectly rounded, white full buttocks which were stretched open obscenely...
beautifully before him, the soft, satiny-white thighs spread far to pull at the dark, 
hairlined lips, exposing her pink-ribbon of sensitive cunt flesh. Dry mouthed, Jimmy feasted
on the glistening, slightly gaping delicacy between her swollen, fleshy cunt-lips, his
hand automatically reaching down to grasp and stroke his hardened, aching penis.
Man, he could almost cum just looking at it!
He reached forward then and with his thumbs, gently parted the ragged, moistly
clinging, pink vaginal flesh, his eyes simultaneously staring at the tiny, puckered hole of
her dimpled anus, watching its brownish ovaled lips working like a baby's mouth as a
quiver rippled over her sensitive, smooth flesh at his teasing cuntal manipulations. With
the thumb and forefinger of his left hand, he held her spread cunt-lips open and started
to draw his hard, pulsating cockhead up between them with the other, but suddenly
another presence interfered!
It was the deep-throated, meaningful growl which caused Jimmy to momentarily freeze;
then he felt the massive animal wedging its way between his Mom's licentiously
exposed, white buttocks and his own body, forcing the boy to knee backwards and give
ground, another fang-bared snarl advising him not to linger. At first, Jimmy could only
stare at Victor in numbed apprehension, totally at loss to determine the dog's
unexpected actions, but then as he backed out of the way and the beautiful German
Shepherd moved its long, sniffing nose closer to his mother's open, inner cunt flesh,
Jimmy got the first inkling of what the animal was after.
He stared in open-mouthed awe, his befogged mind slowly comprehending the obscene
spectacle when the long, pointed spear of scarlet animal-cock slid forward from its
sheath and began to drip and wiggle with instinctive, hardened anticipation. Crap
almighty! Victor wanted to fuck his Mom...! L-Like she was another bitch dog! He
couldn't believe it and as he stared in utter amazement, new sensations of fired lust
charged through his young loins and belly.
Laura actually felt the hot breath against the tingling, blood-swollen lips of her fired,
wet pussy before she ever realized what was happening. She imagined it to be Jimmy, a
thrill of excitement racing through her at what she thought was to come, but dear God,
she wished he would stop taunting her and she undulated her widespread, fleshy
buttocks back toward him in lewd invitation, while she continued to suck and work
Chad's towering thick cock deeper toward her eagerly constricting throat.
Abruptly, she felt the cold, wet nose moving up and down through the open crevice of
her upthrusted, ovaled twin mounds the unfamiliar sensation causing a clammy little
shiver to sweep through her. An unmistakable, searing, lashing tongue that caught part
of her smoldering cunt and the entire length of the hairless vale between her ass-cheeks
made her cease all bodily motion in a muscle-tautening immobility. She waited long
enough to feel it again... feel the hot, wet flesh curlingly sweep over the tiny puckered
mouth of her exposed anus... again and again... ever sweeping and laving between her
lewdly stretched buttocks... and finally downward toward the burning mouth of her
sensuously tingling cunt! At last, there was no question in her hazed mind! My God... it
had to be Victor! W-Why didn't Jimmy stop him...?
Chad caught the full picture in the tilted mirror that hung behind the davenport, his
little eyes bugging in disbelief at the impossible sight! Christ, almighty, the fucking
mutt was licking her cunt! And... and Barnes was just sitting there watching and
holding onto his finky cock! Holy shit, the goddamned mutt was something else! His
friggin' tongue had paralyzed her, and right when his own balls were about ready to
burst, too... only she'd stopped sucking him, just hung there over him with her mouth
stuffed full of his throbbing, stone-hard cock! He heard Victor whimper, then watched
him lash out again and again with his long length of hot, wet animal tongue, lapping it
obscenely over the entire area of her lasciviously exposed loins, from the tightly
clenched, little puckered hole of her ass, down beneath the taut and damp pink edges of
her quivering pussy... even to the base of her puffy mound of silken black hair, where it
moistly penetrated to flick against her tiny trembling clitoris. Over and over, the
goddamned mutt repeated the assault, his long dripping tongue laving through her soft,
hair-covered genitals savagely, spreading her obscenely open in the tenderest parts until
she began to twitch and jerk noticeably, her own hot, wet mouth and tongue once more
working ardently on his feverishly aching hard cock!
Jimmy had never even imagined anything the likes of which he was staring at. He
rested nakedly back on his haunches and clung to his throbbing length of young
hardness, lewdly stroking its outer layer of skin back and forth as he heard his Mom
choke out a moan of obviously erotic delight around Chad's huge prick in her mouth
when the massive dog drew his hot, slicing tongue the entire measure through her wet,
steaming cunt. He. saw her knees inch farther apart to open the moistly palpitating
pink crevice wider to him! Then, he watched the dog's lingual member thrust wetly up
through the hot, liquid flesh, flicking at the nibbling hole of her secreting vagina, and
finally squirting the long length of oral-flesh up into it, as if the crazy dog knew exactly
what it was doing... and when to do it!"
"Uuuummmmmmmmmm!" his Mom chokingly moaned around Chad's thick cock, her
lovely white ass beginning to undulate once more in sensuously aroused circles,
thrusting back toward Victor's hot, lapping probes, while her head started to work in
bobbing cadence above Chad's counter-moving loins, his long, heavy-veined hardness
almost totally disappearing into her licentiously sucking mouth and throat.
Jimmy's glazed eyes fell upon his mother's tiny nylon panties then, and quickly he
scooped them up, finding the dampened little strip that had covered her secretingly
aroused cunt and pressed it against his mouth and nose to lick and inhale the
sensorially exotic aroma of her, while he began to stroke his rigidly throbbing cock
more vigorously. He stretched out his legs, positioning himself now so that he could see
everything, his Mom's lewd sucking of Chad's big penis as well as Victor's tongue
ravishing of her hair-lined, pink cunt and loins. Man... oh man, it was too much... too
much...!
Salaciously, Laura swallowed and swallowed at the ponderous satin-like head of
expanding hardness in her mouth, passionately trying to work the blood-inflated knob
further and further down into her throat. Her brain reeled ecstatically as Victor, behind
her, its scalding animal tongue lashing teasingly up through the splayed, wet crevice of
her seething cunt all the way to her tingling rectum in unknown bliss, was introducing
her to a world of intensively erotic rapture she couldn't believe possible. Her voluptuous
naked body was alive with sheer sensual enchantment, and within her fervidly burning
loins was building an insane pressure that could only mean the ultimate of ecstasy!
Chad gaped with lust-beaded little eyes and short, raspy breaths as Laura's soft, wet
mouth omnivorously clasped around his thick, pulsating cock sawing upward into her
grotesquely twisted, beautiful face, its hot spongy tip actually reaching down into the
contracting muscles of her throat which was like a virgin's tightly clutching vagina. The
thin, tensiled rim of her lush lips clung almost down around its thick white base, ovaled
and moist like a hairless cunt-mouth. Christ, he'd never be able to believe it actually
happened! And there was finky Barnes, eating the crotch out of her panties while he
watched it all and furiously stroked his crummy little cock!
Chad shook his nubbin head as if to reassure himself he was really awake, then began
to fuck her mouth more fiercely, watching her passion contorted face suck and tongue
his hardened thick cock as if it were some new phenomenon she had never before been
exposed to. She'd taken both hands to cup and squeeze his hotly churning balls, and he
could see his mucid white sperm that had escaped, dribbling down from the corners of
her mouth in tiny lustful rivulets; she was obviously reveling in the depraved salacity of
her act, while the friggin' Victor continued to lap the sensitive, raw flesh of her wet,
steaming pussy from behind! Her upthrusted, wide-spread ass-cheeks quivered like
resilient white mounds of jelly to the crazy mutt's wild tongue lashing and he felt her
begin to loudly hum and purl around his almost totally absorbed cock in her hot,
sucking mouth and throat!
Jimmy gaped with mesmerized, passion-inflamed eyes, his wine-and-drug glazed,
teenaged brain not trying to comprehend what he was witnessing, only to steep itself in
the absolutely depraved obscenity of it all in its lurid entirety. And as he watched, he
continued to lustfully stroke his aching young rod of electrified hardness, while
simultaneously licking at the tiny wisp of nylon that had covered his Mom's delicious
hot pussy... He stared at her orally pulling at Chad's expanding husky cock as if
demons were possessing her. The fleshy, throbbing shaft disappeared in a sensual
fusion of her desire-twisted face and his long hardened penis each time he rammed
upward with hollowing buttocks, driving it deep in her throat until his wiry pubic-hair
was lewdly brushing at the tip of her lovely nose, while she clutched his cum-bloated
balls below in warm, milking pressure. And all the time, Victor lashing his canine
tongue through her spread-open, hair-lined, pink cunt, her obscenely stretched white
ass-cheeks trembling and undulating in tiny, salacious circles back at the great animal's
slavering mouth and hot, curling tongue, insane moans and whimpers beginning to
gurgle up from her chest around Riseman's long, thick cock... crap... he couldn't stand
it any longer! He had to cummm...!
"Oh Christ..." Chad frantically groaned. She was going crazy on the painfully throbbing
length of his aching cock, increasing her unbelievable sucking until he wondered if his
balls were going to turn inside out! Great swirls of intensive heat were building in their
secret depths as he watched her lust-warped face working hungrily over his sweating
loins. The muscles of his stomach tightened until he pictured them snapping from the
pressures as he arched upward off the floor, pushing his aching rod of hardness even
further down into her constricting throat. He gaped at the soft, pink ridges of delicate
flesh pulling out from her lush lips, clinging greedily to his thrusting cock as she
moaned and pumped her head, waggling her luscious naked ass back like a rabid bitch
dog at the same time!
Fuck! It was here! He heard finky Barnes whimper out and guessed what had happened
to him! Shit, he was going to blow his own nuts right in the mouth and throat of that
bastard's Mama! Strangled noises forced their way up from somewhere in his gullet! Oh
Christ... any second now...!
Laura waited in lecherous anticipation for it to explode in her mouth... to swallow his
thick, white cum and feel it hotly streaming down her throat! Dear God! She was alive
with flames of lewd passion that were about to consume her! Nothing mattered except
the obscene desire in her lust-maddened loins, and her wet, seething cunt being so
delectably licked by this proud, noble beast! She was nearly there... nearly there...!
Then, she sensed the pulsating, hard cock-head in her mouth and throat swelling
convulsively, and a momentary thrill of obscene depravity raced through her as she
began to suck and swallow madly.
"Oh... ooohh fuck... it's cummminnnggg!" Chad shrilled and cursed. "Goddamn... suck
it hard you bitch!" He writhed his hips furiously, watching her beautiful face obscenely
working, the lips sucking, his cock soaring to the needlelike stream of white, hot sperm
that was furiously rushing the length of it!
It burst, and Laura vaguely heard him mouthing obscenities, while his huge jerking
penis gushed forth its hot, thick jets of the pungently sweet liquid, deliciously flooding
her mouth and throat, her lovely cheeks ballooning and contracting as she lecherously
swallowed in hungry gulps, fastening her lips tightly around the spasming organ and
sucking furiously while his massive load continued to squirt into her and his big, boy
hands clutched at her head, pulling her harder onto his jerking, spewing cock.
The lecherous ecstasy of it was even greater than Laura had imagined it would be, and
at the first hot, piquant taste of his sweet, cum, her own climax was triggered. She
thrust her rounded, white ass back salaciously at Victor's ferally curling tongue racing
blissfully up her inflamed cuntal passage! Then, every muscle in her voluptuous, naked
body contracted as she felt the erotic jolt of rapture spasm through her inflamed,
quivering loins and jism-filling belly. She gulped and sucked at the squirting cock in her
mouth as her sphincter clenched and opened like an angry fist! Her soft, white buttocks
flexed into a taut hardness and she gurgled a wailing scream when her impassioned
body unleashed in the moment she'd been striving for! There was no time, no space, no
motion in the universe, only the unbelievable bliss of her mind-destroying orgasm as
she was struck again and again by the spasmodic twitching of every muscle and cord in
her lewdly positioned, naked white body... and then, finally it was done... She felt the
overgrown doctor's son trying to worm from beneath her collapsed body while she still
clung ravenously to his deflating cock in her sucking mouth, lecherously struggling to
maintain possession of it, until he actually had to force her off of him.
"Ch-Christ almighty!" Chad gasped, pushing her face away from his limp penis, thin,
white strings of his cum stretching from her sperm-coated lips to the head of his spent
organ. "You're something else, lady... something else!" He struggled to his knees and
shakily reached for his clothing, beginning to quickly pull them on.
Laura's drugged brain reeled in the throes of her dynamic climax, but then,
momentarily, she remembered Jimmy and turned to see him nakedly stretched out on
the floor sleeping, her panties wrapped around his flaccid penis. Victor came up and
licked her cheek, then, raising a warm wave of affection within her. Glazedly, she petted
that animal's huge head, realizing nebulously that it was he who had brought her such
a delicious moment of rapture... but... dear God... to what debauched depths had she
sunk, dragging her handsome young son down with her...?
"Come on, mutt!" Chad ordered, dressed now and moving toward the door. He gaped
down at the breathtaking, naked white curves of the voluptuous woman still sprawled
obscenely on her living room floor, his confidence returning once he was clothed. He
stretched his worm-like lips into a lewd grin and said: "You're some crazy fucking cunt,
Mrs. Laura Barnes! And just to show my appreciation, I'm going to let you suck my
cock anytime you want from now on. Oh... maybe, we'll fuck once in awhile, or let the
mutt here eat your pussy, but all in all, I like the way you take my cock right down into
your throat when I shoot off. Tell me, does your husband like that, too...?"
There wasn't one single iota of his horrifying meaning that escaped Laura, even in her
half-drunken state. In fact, what he had not said was more clearly etched in her
gradually clearing mind than all the filth he had spat down at her. He intended to carry
on his blackmail, to use them both obscenely as the urge struck him... and dear God,
she could think of nothing, or no way, that they could stop him, now! Her... her
uncontrollable lechery had made a bad situation even worse...!
"You... you imbecilic young bastard!" Laura spat, suddenly, tears welling into her eyes
and spilling down her cheeks. "Get out of here! Get out... and don't ever dare come
back...!"
Chad Riseman laughed, salaciously. "Oh, I'll go all right, bitch... but I'll be back lots of
times... me and the mutt, unless, of course, you prefer to have the word mouthed all
over the school the way you and finky Jimmy play games, eh?" He continued to laugh
and stare down at her as he pulled open the front door. "Think about it, Mrs. Barnes...
and if I were you, I'd think about it mighty carefully...!"
Laura could still hear his licentious laughter after the door was closed behind them, and
in an immediate paroxysm of shameful repugnance, she buried her face in her hands
and wept pitifully, at last, crawling to Jimmy's naked, unconscious body to clutch him
tightly to her as she sobbed.
Later... a long time later, she managed to get him into the bedroom and into bed where
she affectionately held him against the warm, supple curves of her protective soft body...
until eventually she fitfully slept...


Chapter 8


Sometime around the grey hour of dawn, Laura made her momentous decision. There
was no other course open to either of them; she must take Jimmy and leave there...
quietly disappear. Somewhere, she must make a whole new existence for them... an
unsuspected little place far enough away where Mike or no one would ever find them...
perhaps, out of the country entirely... but then, they would have to have passports and
through them, Mike could soon trace their whereabouts. No, on second thought, a large
city where they could be swallowed up amongst the bustling, robotish millions would
be better... maybe, Chicago... New York... Oh God, she was so confused, and the fear
that had seized her in the wake of the depraved orgy her lecheress' passions had made
possible only hours before, was unlike anything she had ever known.
She lay with her sleeping, teenaged son cuddled tightly inside her arms, his firm, young
naked body pressed against the warm suppleness of her own curvaceous nakedness. He
had not fully awakened even once since she had managed to get him to his feet off the
living room floor and maneuvered him to the bed, and she was thankful for that. At
least, he hadn't been aware of her hours of crying remorse... but soon, he would come
out of his stupor, and this she feared as much as anything. Would he hate her... despise
her now for their incestuous acts... blame her for his ruination at school and the
deplorable position she had placed them both in, for God knows, she surely was to
blame? It was such a thin line that separated passionate love from passionate hate,
wasn't it...
Oh, Mike, if only you were here to help me... to help us! We've both needed you badly
for so long... and now, it's too late! There's nothing left but to get out of your life
entirely... and make a new one for ourselves, just Jimmy and I... if he'll forgive me and
let me, somehow, make it all up to him... Dear God, he has to! Nothing else matters...
not really...!
Laura drew him tighter against her soft, voluptuous curves, the feel of his strong,
masculine young body uncontrollably arousing little tingles of sensual excitement in her
insatiable belly and loins even in her conscience-stricken anguish... He moaned lightly
in his semi-coma, his handsome young face thoroughly relaxed in the growing feeble
light of the new day, his down-covered cheek pressed against the satiny-smooth,
yielding flesh of one rounded, full breast, his parted lips not an inch from its hardening,
berry-like nipple. The sight alone was enough to increase the rekindled fermentations
inside her, and she couldn't resist running her hand possessively through his tousled
shock of blond-hair, gently guiding his young open lips to the little hardened bud that
had begun to noticeably palpitate.
In rapidly mounting passion, she drew him even tighter against her sensuously
electrified nakedness, caressing his youthful, smooth back, buttocks, and thighs beneath
the thin covering of the sheet while she held him with a lecherous hunger, her confused
brain racing fervidly.
Dear God, she had to get a hold on herself! It couldn't go on this way! She would wind
up a mental case with the utter torment that was tearing her apart inside, say nothing
of what she was doing to her own son!
Tears spilled down her lovely, soft cheeks as suddenly she forced herself to move away
from the boy and with a minimum of jostling, get up from the bed. She slipped into a
robe, found a hankie, and quietly padded with bare feet into the living room and the
sherry bottle. Right at that moment, she could think of nothing else but the needed
solace the wine would eventually bring her. She poured, turned toward a chair, and
then her little pile of rumpled clothing along with Jimmy's, lying where they had strewn
them the night before, brought the whole licentious episode vividly back to mind. She
felt the hot, lashing, animal-tongue of Victor searingly licking her genitals while she
sucked young Chad Riseman's long, thick penis until it salaciously exploded in her
throat, squirting its thick, white sperm down into her belly, and her incited loins were
alive once more with a moistening, intensified desire!
Oh God... oh God... oh God...! What was to become of her... of her Jimmy?
It struck her then, the full impact of realization causing her knees to jell and a nauseous
void to open at the base of her belly. Weakly, she fell into a chair, gulping from the
wine-glass which she held in a trembling hand. It was she and Jimmy who should be
separated, not the boy and his father! They belonged together... father and son... free of
her ungovernable, depraved passions! Yes... yes, that was it, the underlying vein of
torment which she had been trying so desperately to suppress within herself! It was she
who had to be ostracized from the family, to save them from the shame that would
unquestionably destroy them all!
The shock of her realization rendered Laura as physically spent as if she had been for
hours performing some laborious task, while at the same time, the sensual emotions she
had felt only moments before, drained from her soft, voluptuous body as water through
a sieve, leaving her empty, except for the crucial decision she knew she had to make...
And yes, she loved them both that much, even Mike, she reasoned, forcing herself to
face the truth. It had been her warped devotion to Jimmy from the very beginning that
had driven the wedge deeper and deeper between she and her husband, alienating him
from her... them... ever widening the gap separating them, but she loved him; she did...
she did!
She emptied her glass and poured again... again and again, her motions, under the
creeping influence of the wine, beginning to settle into a decisive calmness. Her mind
was clearly made up. She loved them both too much to harm them further, and now
the time had come to prove it... if to no one else but herself...!


* * *


When Jimmy awakened to a brilliant morning of sunshine, his wine and drug-steeped
mind was a near-blank as to what had actually taken place the night before. What he
did remember came in bits and pieces, fragments of an obscene spectacle concerning his
Mom, Chad Rueman, and his German Shepherd, but they were so vague and
licentiously impossible that he quickly decided he had dreamed the entire thing.
With flushed, shamed face at even dreaming such a thing of his mother, Jimmy hustled
from the bed, his head throbbing dully, and made it into the shower. The cold-water
spray helped, removing the fuzzy cobwebs from his brain, but beyond the fact that
Chad had been there the night before he could remember nothing, with the exception
of his deplorable, if, crazy-wild dream. A few minutes later, he walked into the kitchen
to learn if his Mom could help clarify things for him, but she wasn't there... in fact, the
coffee wasn't even started...!
Jimmy found her in the living room, sprawled in a chair sleeping, a spilled glass of wine
on the floor beside her. Sleeping...? Passed-out was more in keeping with her drunken
condition, he realized bitterly, biting at his lower lip in confused reprehension. Still, he
tried to awaken her, but quickly saw it was useless.
Crap, why did she have to keep drinking that stuff, anyway? For a long moment, he
stood with tear-filled eyes looking down at her beautiful, slackened face, undecided
what to do next, a painful choking lump swelling in his throat. He was scheduled to
make his last, most important campaign speech that Friday morning, and the election
was to be held Monday. He knew in his heart that she wouldn't want him to give it up
now; yet, he felt that he shouldn't leave her in that condition...
Abruptly, his eyes fell on the little piles of clothing... his Mom's slacks, halter... and...
and nylon panties... then, his own things... just as he remembered from his dream!
Dream...? Oh... oh man! I-It hadn't been a dream after all! It'd actually happened...!
Oh, crap almighty...! He... he'd go to school all right... and he was going to find Chad
Riseman and... and...! "God damn...!" he blurted, the tears gushing down his cheeks as
he ran from the house, knowing there was really nothing he could do to the bigger,
older boy, unless he wanted to forever destroy his whole family. And... and why wasn't
his Dad there to help whenever they really needed him...?


* * *


The idea came to Chad Riseman that morning when his father refused to advance him
five of his seven dollar weekly allowance. The fact, as the doctor reminded him, that he
was already two-weeks advanced, made Chad all the more angry. In the first place,
seven skins a week was peanuts; if it weren't for several angles on the side, like hustling
a few pool suckers at Kern's, he wouldn't even be able to keep in pot money... and all
the time, the blood-sucker was salting it away with his friggin' aspirin peddling.
Well, screw him! There was more than one way to make a buck, and at the moment as
he sat in the back room of Kern's Pool Hall with dollar-bills and stacked silver piled
neatly in front of him on the poker table, he grinned lewdly at the group of his old
cronies, plus young school-mate friends and acquaintances they had rounded up who
had been more than eager to pay the fifty-cents-a-head fee he had set.
"Okay," he said, lumbering up from his chair to luridly smirk at the small sea of fifteen
youthful faces. "You've all paid... now it's my turn to produce the show... as billed." He
waited to hear their tight, lust-filled little snickers, all eyes watching eagerly as he petted
the massive German Shepherd's head beside him, then give an unnecessary cruel twist
to one of the beautiful animal's ears. Victor whimpered and shied away, while Chad
half-giggled. Then to his audience again: "The only thing that bothers me is what
they're going to think at school with all of us ditching, eh?"
Again, the tense, lewd young laughter.
"All right, enough crap," the older, barrel-chested youth snapped. "Now here's the way
we work it. We travel in pairs until we're all inside the house... two every five minutes.
Soapy, Dink, and I'll go first... just to get everything properly set up. You take seats, say
nothing, only watch... and I promise you a show like you only get in TJ..."
"Yeah," Soapy Owens, a skinny sixteen-year-old school dropout with a hatchet-face and
shoulder-length, uncombed dark hair added, "while Finky Barnes plays school-politics,
we watch his old-lady..."
"Shut up, you dumb fuck!" Chad spat, unleashing a backhand across the other's puny
chest to nearly floor him. "You want old-man Kern to get wind of what we're up to?"
Soapy caught himself, wincing from the blow, and nervously wiped at his nose. "Geez,
I'm sorry, Chad... I didn't mean to..."
"Just shut up and do what I tell you," the doctor's son snarled. "Okay... the rest of you
remember, for two-bucks apiece more, you can join the show if you want to... and the
rest of you can just watch and whack it... or whatever else you do for jollies..." Once
more, young incited laughter filled the small room, along with a scuffling of nervous
feet and the jostling of teenaged horse-play.
"Any questions...?" Chad barked at them. Then, when there was none: "All right then,
let's go," he said, scooping up the money and stuffing it into his pockets, an aroused
ripple of excitement spiraling from his groin up into his belly. He felt his heavy young
cock stir lustfully inside his shorts, while vivid memories of Laura Barnes sucking it the
night before raced through his mind. Goddamned, two birds with one stone... not bad,
not bad at all for a money-hungry pill-pusher's son...!


Chapter 9


It was mid-afternoon before Laura came out of her wine-induced stupor, jerking erect
with a start to find herself in the living room chair where she had exhaustedly slumped
that morning. The two little piles of clothing from the night before still remained in the
center of the floor, and then she saw the spilled glass of wine on the carpet beside her
chair, all sufficient evidence to immediately revive her nauseating dilemma... and the
drastic decision she had made after a horrible, sleepless night of mental anguish.
Her next thoughts were of Jimmy and she bolted from the chair, moving rapidly
through the house as she called out his name. She was alone; he had undoubtedly gone
to school... bravely trying to keep up appearances, even in the face of what she dreaded
to think Chad Riseman might choose to say or, do to openly destroy him. Oh, the
poor, beautiful darling. God forgive her for what she had done to him...!
Momentarily, Laura leaned back against the wall of the hallway, brushing her small
hand over her forehead. It seemed that she could no longer cry, and tear-shedding time
was long past, anyway. She had made her decision... now the moment for action had
arrived. Determinedly, she walked into the living room, picked up the little piles of
discarded, telltale clothing, took a damp cloth to the wine-stain on the carpet, then with
the sherry-bottle and a fresh glass in hand, went to her bedroom to shower, dress and
hastily pack.
She refused to allow herself any further thoughts concerning the abominable situation
she alone was responsible for, nor the moments of dismal sadness that continued to
creep over her at the prospective loss of Jimmy and Mike, while the wine performed its
bolstering, if, numbing assistance in that respect. There was no alternative; she had to
disappear from their lives, and that she intended to do. She loved them both too much
to further destroy them.
The wine quickly took its effect, reviving that which she had already consumed earlier;
yet, she was surprised that she had as much control of her wits as she did. Actually
though, she had drunk little that morning, but lying awake the entire night, along with
her mental anguish, she reasoned, had caused her to exhaustedly pass out.
Removing her robe and tossing it onto the bed, she walked nakedly along the hallway
and into the bathroom, sensing the gentle sway of her high-set, thrusting breasts, and
the provocative jiggle to the smooth, white mounds of her rounded buttocks, the brush
of air against her erogenous little nipples causing them to immediately, swell into
hardness. Then, before the full-length mirror in the bathroom, she paused to stare at
her own voluptuous reflection, tiny narcissistic tingles rippling through her soft belly
and wine-teased loins.
Dear God, what was it that brought the wanton to the surface in her the moment she
was naked? What had happened inside her to suddenly unleash such lascivious and
lecherous desires... passions over which she had no control whatever... only to fulfill
them at any cost? And now, she was about to pay that cost, wasn't she? Still, even at the
dreadful price, she knew if she had it all to do over again it would be the very same!
She wouldn't try to alter a single moment of it! She was a bitch, an incestuous,
lecherous bitch... and she would never be any different... which was why she had to get
out of Jimmy and Mike's lives as soon as possible!
Laura shook her beautiful head as if to throw off the confused emotions of self
recrimination and sensual arousal, draining the wine from her glass before stepping into
the shower and letting the tiny needles of water play over her satiny-smooth flesh. By
sheer force of willpower, she managed to calmly calculate her next moves, wiping all
other thoughts from her mind. She had a small amount of money of her own saved,
enough to get her away and located in a small apartment. Though she hardly knew how
she would manage to make a living, she was confident she would find something...
With these and similar thoughts filling her mind, Laura stepped from the shower and
vigorously toweled herself. Back in her room, she decided to pack what things she
would take before dressing, and had just slipped into her robe when she thought she
heard the front door being opened... Abruptly, a tiny spasm gripped at her belly. She
had hoped to be packed and gone by the time Jimmy came home! How could she ever
make him understand...?
Another noise assured her that she had heard someone, and as she lifted her chin high,
preparing herself for the dreaded scene she expected to follow, a familiar, if, undesirable
grinning figure filled the bedroom doorway. Laura sensed her mouth falling open in
utter astonishment, as she automatically drew her robe snugly to cover her partially
exposed, naked breasts.
"Y-You...! Wh-What're you doing here?" she stammered, her words hissing from deep
in her throat.
"Just dropped by to see you, Laura," Chad Riseman brazenly replied, his worm-like lips
spread in his lurid little smile, while his beady eyes raked over her as if he were
stripping away her robe.
"H-How dare you walk into my house this way?" Laura spat, furious rage welling up
inside her even as apprehensive fear clutched at her belly and a clammy chill spiraled
upward along her spine. She drew her robe tighter around her and spat through her
teeth: "Get out of here! Get out this instant, or I'll call the police!"
The big, barrel-chested boy made a lewd little chuckling sound and slowly entered the
room, moving toward her as Laura backed away.
"Now, that wouldn't be the smartest thing you ever did, Laura honey," he sneeringly
said. "And I doubt that I have to number all the reasons why. Besides, is that any way
to talk to the boy whose cock you sucked last night?"
His casual use of the filthy vernacular, while it struck a tense cord of already provoked
sensual excitement within her, increased the frightened rage that had drained the blood
from her beautiful face and backed her against the side of the bed. Then, she saw
Victor, the German Shepherd, behind him in the doorway and at last, the faces of two
other boys whom she didn't know smirking licentiously at her from the hallway.
"M-My God...! W-Who are they? Wh-What do you want here?" Laura choked, knowing
before the words ever tumbled from her lips that there could be only one answer. 
"PPlease... please leave... all of you... at once..." she stammered on, her rage 
feebly melting into obvious fear, the room swaying slightly around her.
"Come on now, Laura baby, let's not forget our deal, eh?" the nubbin-headed doctor's
son continued lewdly as he crowded close to her, his big hands finally reaching out to
arrogantly clasp at her waist. "I keep yours and Jimmy's nasty secret in return for a few
special favors now and then... like maybe a little fuck or suck, remember? And I'm
feeling the urge, Mrs. Barnes... I mean man, look at my cock...!"
With that, the big teenager stepped back a pace and obscenely clutched at the obvious
swelling in front of his blue-jeans, outlining the length and thickness of his young
hardened penis.
Laura couldn't have restrained the sensation of incitement that jolted through her at the
sight of his lewd act and the heavily swollen cock she so well remembered, had her life
depended on it. A licentious little tremor quivered in her belly and she heard herself
moan as suddenly he took her small hand and placed it on his throbbing hardness, the
intense heat of it generating through the denim material into the warm flesh of her soft,
trembling palm.
"See what I mean, Mrs. Barnes?" Chad taunted, taking hold of her slender waist once
more while she continued as if mesmerized to hold onto the shaft of his thick hardness
and stare up into his ugly face. "Now that wouldn't be a very nice thing to do to one of
your kid's best friends, would it? I mean, letting him run around with his balls aching
when all you got to do to help him is suck the jism out of 'em and make them all
better?"
"Oh... oh God... please..." Laura whimpered, her brain beginning to ungovernably reel
in the salacious aura his lust-firing words and the feel of his palpitating hard penis in
her hand were quickly rekindling inside her. Desperately, she struggled against the
mounting lechery that had become to her what a drug is to the afflicted addict, and
knowing that with each passing second her futile willpower was lessening. "Please...
please no, Chad... take them and leave..." The teenager forcibly kissed her then,
thrusting his hot, wet tongue deep into her non-resistant, warm mouth as he clutched
her to him and she continued to cling to his young rigid cock.
"Take it out, Mrs. Barnes," he hissed, his breathing shortening with his own building
desire. "Take it out in your little hand... that is, if you want to see Jimmy win that
election come Monday. Now, be nice and do what I say, eh chick, because I've got
some friends here who want to watch you put on a little show for them... and you
wouldn't let old Chad... or Jimmy down, would you, baby...?"
Laura felt his big, hot hand brush inside her robe and savagely clutch at one naked
breast, squeezing the soft, resilient flesh, then kneading and twisting its tiny nipple
almost sadistically, while his coercing words ricocheted against the wine-sedated walls of
her spinning brain. Something rebelled within her at that point and suddenly she found
herself viciously fighting him, until she had squirmed free of his hands and twisted
away from the bed.
"You filthy young pig! Keep away from me!" Laura spat with thick, quivering voice,
backing almost to the wall away from the surprised, overgrown teenager. "Get out, do
you hear? Get out of my house...!"
She saw the expression of astonished anger envelop his homely face, then watched his
little eyes narrow menacingly as louder snickering reached them from the hallway.
Abruptly, Chad wheeled to glare at the spectators, then moved with surprising agility
toward them.
"You goddamned punks get out in the other room like I told you!" he snarled, angrily
slamming the door on both them and his dog. Turning to face her once more, his
vulgar grin returned and he said: "I guess maybe you and me have got to have a little
better understanding, eh, Laura? Like maybe you're forgetting about poor little Jimmy
after all... and you don't care that the whole school knows he fucks his Mom... that is,
when she isn't sucking his cock, or if he can stop eating her pussy long enough..."
Laura could only stare at him in utter disbelief, her conglomeration of mixed emotions
rapidly plunging her wine-glazed brain into helpless confusion. She gaped as he
continued to spew his graphic, four-letter-word-studded threats at her, the mere lust
inciting sound of them doing more to spur her sensuous desire and breach her
resistance, than any fear he could possibly hope to instill in her. Momentarily, even
Jimmy's welfare escaped her mounting lechery as she watched the older boy lower the
zipper of his fly, then push both jeans and shorts down over his hips and strong thighs,
lewdly exposing the jutting, naked hardness of his long, thick cock poling straight out
at her from his hairy loins, his heavy young testicles swaying between his legs while he
grinningly eyed her and stepped out of the garments.
"Oh... oh God...!" Laura whimpered, her fired dark-eyes fixed on his naked teenage
genitals, racing memories of its hot, thick length thrusting down her ardently sucking
throat the night before saturating her carnally provoked mind. "Oh... dear God..." she
moaned a second time, hardly noting his light chuckle as he watched her feverish eyes
greedily devour his rod of hardened cock-flesh; nor did she pay the slightest attention
when he lighted the brown-paper cylinder of marijuana and began to move toward her.
With his free hand, Chad lustfully wrapped his fingers around the thick, purple-headed
shaft and began to stroke it, ever watching the growing, passion-inflamed gleam in her
fixed eyes as once again, he crowded in on her.
"Now, like I said, Mrs. Barnes... take it in your hand," he half-whispered, arching his
pelvis obscenely forward.
Had she wanted to, Laura doubted that she could have resisted grasping hold of the
hot, thick rod of rigid penial flesh. Instead, as she encircled her slender fingers around
it and began to work the heavy outer layer of skin back and forth, wild sensations of
lecherous desire spiraled through her excited loins and quivering belly, and she knew
she was lost... there was no turning back... not now... it was already too late!
She both felt and heard the doctor's young son jerk spasmodically and grunt aloud to
her soft, warm clutching and manipulation of his thick, throbbing hardness. Moisture
began to dampen the erogenous area between her legs as her sensually stimulated
vagina secreted its passion-fluids to wetly ooze between her flushing hair-lined cunt
lips. Eagerly, she stared down between them at the young, handsome thick cock she
possessively held in her small, warm hand, noting the tiny clear drop of its escaped
seminal liquid bubbling from the little slit at its satiny tip when she pressed the thick
foreskin back to completely expose its moist, velvety glans.
The impetuous urge to drop on her knees and lick its pungent delight into her mouth
was frustrated when his big hand slipped inside her robe over her soft, quaking belly
and downward through her silken, pubic-hair, his thick youthful finger easing into the
moistened pink flesh between her swollen, down-fringed cuntal-lips. Abruptly, an
electrified jolt of sensual impulses slammed through her intensively aroused body as he
found her clitoris and began to tease it. "Ooohhh... ooohhh Goddd...!" Laura gasped to
the prurient sensations of lascivious excitement his taunting finger was causing to race
through her, and she clutched his young, throbbing cock tighter in her small, lecherous
hand.
"You love boy-cock don't you, Laura baby?" Chad hissed, his own continually building
lust from her ministrations of his dully aching, hard penis and his fingering of her hot,
wet cunt wildly charging his own teenaged desire. But before she could answer, he held
the reefer to her lips while he continued to tease the hot liquid flesh of her aroused
pussy and she uncontrollably spread her warm, soft thighs wider apart for him.
Without hesitation, she sucked deep on the mind-bending cigarette, while at the same
time, her hips and buttocks began to undulate as if of their own volition in tiny
salacious circles against his massaging finger, until suddenly, he slid two of the long,
thick digits up into the now burning passage of her moistly clutching vagina.
"Unngghhh... ooohhhh... yesss...!" Laura chokingly gasped, giving herself to the erotic
delight of his lustfully probing fingers in the hot, sensitive core of her dilated cuntal
channel. Impassionedly, she squirmed and writhed her rounded hips and trembling full
buttocks on his routing, sawing fingers, puffing at the cigarette each time he held it to
her lips, until her brain euphorically reeled, her lecherous hand stroking more
vigorously his thrusting rod of solid hardness.
"Jesus Christ!" Chad blurted in a hoarse, raspy voice, the licentious gyrations of her
obscenely pumping hips and rounded white ass on his fingers fucking into her wet
cunt, while she furiously stroked his rock-hard cock, suddenly tripping the floodgates of
his orgasm! Christ, he was going to cum already! "Goddamn... wait a minute... stop!"
he half-choked, jerking his fingers from her steaming passage and forcing her to let go
of his pulsating cock.
"No... no... don't stop now!" Laura moaned, tearing at her robe and letting it fall to the
floor until she stood naked with her lush, ivory thighs lewdly spread in her standing
position, at the same time grasping at his hand and trying to work his fingers back
inside her insatiably moistened pussy hole. "Please... oh God, please do something! 
LLet me suck you? Oohhh... my cunt's on fire...!"
"Holy shit!" the barrel-chested teenager gasped, clutching at Laura's wrists and holding
them securely while she continued to whimper and pant wantonly in her voluptuous
nakedness.
Fuck, she was out of her horny mind... even worse than last night...! She'd damn near
brought him off before he was ready, his friggin' climax weeping over him like a flash
flood. Crap, he'd stopped her just in time! And now she was ripe, primed right to the
goddamned peak...! "Okay, Laura baby, we'll do something for you. Like, how about a
long, fat cock ramming into that hot, little cunt of yours...?"
"Ooohhh... yes... yes, please... please fuck me?" Laura pleaded, obscenely, hardly aware
of the foul request that tumbled from her lips, her wine and drug steeped mind
conscious of nothing but the maddening lust permeating her lecherously inflamed body.
Nor was she cognizant of being led from the bedroom along the hall to the smoke-filled
living room, completely oblivious, as well, to the circle of young faces and excited eyes
that raked over her curvaceously naked white body with sordid, youthful hunger.
Neither the suggestive little whistling sounds, nor the lewd remarks of keyed-up boyish
voices made an impression on Laura's glazed, passion-infused brain... nothing but the
salacious promise of Chad Riseman's voice registered as he led her to the center of the
room.
"Get down on your hands and knees, Mrs. Barnes... that's right," the doctor's son
ordered, grinning his lurid smirk at the gaping, young faces eagerly watching as she
immediately obeyed while he stood in front and above her, subconsciously stroking his
swollen, blood-filled cock once more. "Now, raise your ass high in the air and spread
your knees wide... wider, Laura, wider...!"
Excited with lustful anticipation in her befogged world, the sensuously naked brunette
assumed the obscene, slave-like position, bending down until the hardened little nipples
of her lushly dangling, full breasts were grazing against the rough nap of the carpet to
send new sensorial tingles racing through her. Obediently, she had raised her ovaled,
white buttocks high in the air, her knees and the soft, satiny-like columns of smoothly
rounded thighs spread wide, opening the fleshy mounds of her buttocks to expose her
most secret, sensitive genitals.
Laura felt the cool rush of air bathing the smooth crevice separating her lasciviously
splayed white buttocks, brushing over the tiny raised circle of her puckered, brownish
anus and taunting the pink glistening strip of hot flesh between her vibrantly flushed
cunt lips. Her swollen breasts tingled wildly as she purposely caressed their sensitive
hardness against the rough carpeting. Oh God... why didn't he fuck her as he
promised? She was going to lose her mind if he didn't do something soon...!
"Wider, Laura... use your hands and pull your ass-cheeks farther apart!" Chad lustfully
commanded, aware suddenly that the pot had nearly hypnotized her and that she
couldn't seem to resist his wishes. He watched as she reached back with both hands and
obscenely clutched at her rounded, white buttocks, pulling them further apart from
either side. He chuckled, half under his breath, but more in pretense before the other
younger boys, for in reality he wasn't over two-seconds from blowing his nuts all over
the top of her head and arched white back from just watching her subservient responses
to his salacious orders.
Christ, he had to cum damn soon or his balls were going to explode all over the room,
the big teenager thought, as he watched his group of finky spectators crowd in close
behind to get a rear-view of her lewdly exposed genitals. She had begun to whimper on
the floor beneath him, her luscious white torso twisting back and forth as if she were
scraping her tits against the carpet! Shit, she was going right out of her fucking mind!
His hardened cock throbbed wickedly in his hand as he raised his head and caught
Soapy's eye. The long-haired dropout, clutching at his own skinny prick, nodded and
whispered something to Dink, the latter shoving the younger boys back to sitting
positions as Soapy led Victor up behind Laura and forced his nose down between her
widespread thighs and buttocks... and that was all that was necessary.
A bewildered sensation rippled through Laura's erotically excited body as she knelt in
her obscene, bent over position, lewdly spreading her white, rounded ass-cheeks open
with her hands. Something cold and wet abruptly brushed the exposed, smooth crevice,
then moved downward toward the moist, flowered open flesh between her hotly
palpitating vaginal lips. Reflexively, she stiffened and jerked at the spasmodic, cool
damp touches against her sensitive genitals, the contact striking a vaguely familiar note
in her dazed mind. Suddenly as its long tongue snaked out to lick wetly up and down
her licentiously presented ass-crevice surrounding the tiny hole of her rectum, Laura
knew for certain it was the same beautiful animal that had licked her to mind-shattering
completion the night before and a salacious thrill of delight rippled through her
voluptuously naked body.
She waggled her upraised, ovaled white buttocks uncontrollably as Victor's wet tonguetip 
burrowed for a moment at the little puckered opening, then, the long length of hot
animal flesh began to lap greedily at the splayed, pink mouth of her moistly glistening
pussy. Her breath caught excitedly in her throat to the fluid tonguing of her enflamed
loins, from the raisin-like lips of her tight anus down over the ragged pink edges of her
flushed, hair fringed cunt, reaching to the tiny, pulsing bud of her erect clitoris. She
gasped out as the thick lingual member spread through her velvety wet vaginal flesh
like a keenly honed blade through butter. Relentlessly, it laved between her obscenely
spread, naked thighs and buttocks while she continued to luridly cling to her asscheeks, 
plunging only occasionally to lunge in a hot, lust-whetting curl into the
quivering, liquid mouth of her seething vaginal hole.
Around the room, young stiffened cocks began to poke through the openings of
unzipped flies, their youthful owners grasping and stroking them while they watched
the wild show in the center of the floor. From his standing position at her head, his
own rigidly throbbing penis clutched in his big hand, Chad gaped wild-eyed at the
spectacle, wondering if the dumb mutt would try to fuck her the way he'd promised his
paid audience, and the thought had no more than flashed through his lust-filled brain
than the German Shepherd suddenly mounted her. The huge animal's muscular, furry
body crowded in toward her wide-spread white buttocks as in obvious surprise she
withdrew her hands that had been holding them open. Victor's warning growl filled the
room, his powerful forelegs clutching at her rounded, soft ivory hips and Laura moaned
in erotically frightened confusion.
"Better not move, Laura baby, or the mutt might take a chunk right out of that
beautiful ass of yours!" Chad warned in lascivious excitement, staring wildly at the
glistening, scarlet dog-cock slipping from its long fleshy sheath, dripping freely with its
tapered point jerking and dancing as the dog hunched in close to her, trying to bury the
reddish, lean tip and thickening shaft into her defenseless, hot, wet cunt.
Christ! The goddamned hound was going to do it... it was really going to try and fuck
her!
"Jesus Christ!" Soapy choked, clinging to his own solid length of hardness and bending
down close to see Victor's long, swollen animal cock trying to punch its way into her
moist, pink hole. "He can't get it in, Chad! He can't find her fuck hole!"
Similar comments and dry-throated gasps echoed from around the room as Chad said:
"Help him, Mrs. Barnes! You want to get fucked, don't you... don't you?"
The maddening and lascivious desire racing through Laura's carnally fired, curvaceous
body was about to drive her out of her mind! Oh God, yes... yes... "she wanted to be
fucked so badly by anyone or anything... had to have a cock inside her seethingly wet
vagina to quell the flames of passion burning there! She felt the strong gripping at her
hips and the tip of something hot and hard probing damply between her soft, tingly
thighs, searching for her quivering vaginal mouth and the ecstasy she knew it would
bring saturated her sensuously charged brain.
With an unrestrainable moan, Laura moved the twin ovals of her upthrusted, white
spread buttocks in little searching circles, attempting to capture the wet phallic
hardness, the salacity of her own wanton movements building the tension within her to
a near unbearable peak. God, she had to have it, she lustfully reasoned, reaching
frantically down through the enticing arch of her thighs and loins to grasp the dripping,
rubbery spear of hot, hard flesh and guide its throbbing tip toward her tingling, damp
cunt-mouth. Oh, yes... yes... yes, she thought in her drugged haze.
Immediately, Victor thrust, spreading her wetly receptive pussy channel wider and
wider as with a whimper, he buried his long, thickening animal-cock deep up into the
searing, squirming pink hole between her lush thighs!
"Ooooohhhh... oooohhhhh...!" Laura sighed gutturally, her breath exploding from her
lungs. "Oooohhh Goddddd!"
"Damn!" Chad cursed, his length of young thick cock swaying like a wagon-tongue as
he moved around to the side, shoving others out of the way so that he could get a better
view. He gaped in licentious fascination as the long, scarlet dog-cock slithered into her
with a wet charge until it was sunk in her cunt hole to the hilt, the fucking beast's
sperm-bloated animal balls swinging ferally down against her dampened, dark pubichair.
"Ohhhh... oohhh God, yes! Fuck me good... please... please...!" Laura moaned, suddenly
aware in her clouded brain that her lover was none other than the beautiful Victor, the
magnificent animal who had brought her such bliss the night before, the obscene
thought by itself adding unbelievable fuel to her intensively rising passion. "Ooohhh...
fuck it good, Victor, you wonderful brute...!" she cried out, thickly, her eyes wide and
glazed as the huge dog hammered into her from behind, while in ecstatic relief she
began to move backward rhythmically to meet its powerful, long strokes.
Chad stared in awed lust, uncontrollably stroking his own aching young cock while he
watched Jimmy Barnes' mother's beautiful and contorted face, completely enraptured by
the fierce animal fucking the friggin' mutt was giving her. He found himself keeping
tempo with his pumping fist to the goddamned hound's ever thickening cock skewering
deeper and deeper into her from behind, his savage muscular body battering and
thudding resoundingly between her lush, wide-spread ass-cheeks, his huge cock a
merciless piston of glistening, rigid animal flesh sinking to its full length deep into her
soft, quivering belly, while she lewdly rotated her rounded hips and ovaled, white
buttocks with a fury, grinding them back against the fucking mutt like a mongrel bitch
in heat!
Christ, he couldn't stand it any longer! He had to cum! His sperm-bloated balls were
ready to burst, he wildly reasoned as he moved back in front of her once more and
dropped to his knees, entangling his big hand in her short raven hair and jerking her
head upright.
Only a moment before, Laura breathed a moan of bliss from her tongue-moistened lips,
while she moved in cadence backwards to meet Victor's panting, superb thrusts into her
steaming cunt. She felt his forelegs clinging to her satiny-smooth white hips like furry
arms, and she wantonly undulated her naked body, rotating the resilient fleshy mounds
of her buttocks in tiny licentious circles, giving herself fully to the obscenely erotic
delight of the beautiful fucking her animal lover was savagely pounding into her from
the rear.
In her mind-twisting lust, she wished there was some way she could watch his
magnificent, pleasure-bringing cock disappearing inside her hotly clasping, wet cunt,
but she could only mentally visualize the sordidly forbidden scene, and the mere
thought of their unnatural coupling sent salacious and depraved exultation soaring
through her sensuously inflamed, naked flesh...
It was at that moment her head was painfully jerked erect and through glazed eyes she
saw the exposed hairy loins and long, thick hardened cock poling out toward her face,
the familiar bloated sac beneath swaying lewdly as he kneed in close to her.
"Suck it, Laura baby!" Chad hissed in a lust-incited, nasalish whine. "Suck the cum
juice right out of it like you did last night! Hurry...!"
She didn't hesitate. It was the added lubricious depravity that she needed to satisfy her
blinding passion, and lecherously she opened her lush, moist lips, licking out with her
tiny pink tongue first, bringing it into warm contact with the smooth rubbery tip while
he held it for her, drawing back the foreskin to expose the glistening, blood-filled head.
Eagerly, Laura swirled her hot, wet tongue over the pulsing, velvety flesh, causing the
doctor's son to twist and jerk, until her tongue-tip found the little split at its end and
wiggled into it!
The pungently sweet taste from the droplets of oozing seminal fluid fired new, more
intense ripples of libidinous pleasure to course through her, and her nostrils flared
animalishly. With her slender hand, she smoothed it along the swollen shaft of burning
hardness to the velvety flesh at its thick base, then downward to his sperm-inflated
young balls, drawing her nails beneath them before weighing them in her palm; then,
with her other hand she worked his foreskin back and forth, finally skinning it until the
ponderous head stood out sleek and naked... and she slid her ovaled lips onto it
hungrily, encompassing the moist, spongy knob inside the hot, liquid shelter, letting it
slide along the full length of her tongue as she began to suck it.
Chad gasped loudly, unaware of the sea of young faces that had moved in close to
watch, dropping to their knees and stroking their own naked, hard cocks while Victor
fucked her from behind like a programmed machine and she wantonly began to suck
his aching, swollen hardness. He stared lustfully as Laura's soft, encircling lips clasped
in prurient greed around his pulsating, thick rod of tingling flesh sawing forward into
her distorted face. He gasped excitedly and began to fuck her mouth, watching her
desire-contorted expressions, while simultaneously the mutt skewered viciously into her
wet, pink cunt from behind. She'd taken both hands to cup and squeeze his screaming
balls and he could see the thick, white fluid dribbling salaciously from the corners of
her mouth in tiny lurid rivulets, an almost masochistic little gleam beginning to glow in
her befogged eyes.
Laura was lost in the heat of her own ungovernable passion, lost to every sense of her
surroundings, conscious only of the increased vigor in the splendid animal thrusts
pounding from behind into the remotest parts of her searing cunt and the naked loins
crushing up tighter and tighter against her face. She could feel the long, thick penis that
was sensually fucking into her receptive mouth begin tensing in forceful, trembling
spasms and the presence of a hand behind her head gripping hard. His young, hairy
pelvis closed in on her until she felt certain he was trying to drive his hot, pulsating
cock down her sucking throat to meet Victor's expanding animal hardness pommeling
far up into her soft, quaking belly, that exaggerated thought by itself driving her wildly
on.
God, she wanted him to explode his teenaged sperm in her mouth... to swallow his hot,
squirting cum and feel it trickling down her throat... then, she sensed his pulsing, spear
of blood-engorged hardness swelling convulsively and sucked with renewed madness...!
It burst! She heard him curse vilely, while his spurting, convulsing cock spewed hot
issues of the white, pungent liquid into her extracting throat, her beautifully complected
cheeks ballooning and contracting in lecherous salacity as she swallowed in omnivorous
gulps, fastening her lush, red-rimmed lips tightly around the jerking organ, fearful of
losing the tiniest drop of the hot, precious liquid. Yet, as hard as she tried, she sensed
the thin rivulets of his jism seeping from the corners of her mouth in escaping
abundance, then, his entire frame go limp before her oral ministrations, his shrinking
cock slithering lifelessly from her still voraciously sucking mouth...
She whimpered aloud in a distraught sense of denied fulfillment... until there was
another young thrusting cock suddenly working its way between her open, ardent lips
and she sucked it in deeply, pulling at it with lecherous hunger until it, too, squirted its
youthfully sweet reservoir of passion-liquid down her insanely gulping throat. One after
another they came, dropping on their knees in front of her beautiful, if, lust-crazed face
to thrust their juvenile rods of hardened penial flesh between her sperm-coated lips,
while the gallant Victor continued to fuck furiously into her from behind, driving her
own dynamic moment of climax to the very brink where she hung in passionate
frustration, unable to tumble into the enrapturing precipice of libidinous completion...!


Chapter 10


Mike Barnes staggered backwards in shocked horror after walking up the drive to the
rear entrance of his home, hoping to surprise Laura in the kitchen with an affectionate
kiss and the exuberant tidings of his new position and plans for their future from this
point forward. He had thought of nothing else since his brief encounter with Karen at
the motel and that awakening moment of reform that had overwhelmed him... nothing
except the realization that he and his infidelities alone were responsible for the marital
gap separating them. God, if she would only forgive him, let him prove how much he
really loved both her and Jimmy; he would make it up to them. They would have to sell
the house and move to the new territory where he would be taking over as regional
manager, but there would be a compensating salary increase, and the company had
already guaranteed him a home there bordering on the luxurious...
And then... the incredibly obscene spectacle had met his eyes when he crossed the
kitchen toward the strange sounds coming from the living room, the utterly depraved
orgy hitting him like a vicious fist in the stomach, and he had to grasp hold of the
framework of the doorway to keep from falling!
Dear Christ in heaven! It was Laura, naked on her hands and knees, her perspiration
covered, curvaceous white body salaciously positioned before a huge dog that was
actually fucking her from behind! It was a long several seconds before he realized that
those surrounding her were all young boys... maybe a dozen or so, some with their
pants down and others with their hard young cocks sticking through their flies while
they masturbated... Then, he saw the one kneeling before her face... Christ, she was
sucking him! And as he gaped in unbelievable horror, he saw the boy's young frame
begin to convulse and knew he was shooting his load of hot, young sperm into her
feverishly sucking mouth and throat... finally, to fall away, sticky strings of his white,
viscid cum stretching from her semen-wet lips to his deflating, young cock! Abruptly,
another boy handed money to a bigger, older one who stood by naked from the waist
down, Ins own penis hanging as if limply spent.
Laura moaned out then, whimpered wailingly in a thick, frustrated, unreal voice as she
clutched at her new teenaged assailant, eagerly grasping his young rod of swollen cock
flesh to thrust back its foreskin and lecherously plunge it into her mouth, taking damn
near all of it right down into her throat until only a narrow circle of white at its base
remained visible!
Totally dumb-struck by the abominable, perverted debauchery, Mike could only stare
with gaping eyes, his own heavy cock uncontrollably lurching inside his pants at the
massive dog's tongue hanging ferally from its mouth, while it fucked into his wife's wet,
pink cunt, her beautiful white ass waving in wanton degeneracy. Saliva dripped from
the long, lingual member onto the coated film of perspiration covering the hollow of
her smooth, slender waist, and as she groaned around the length of teenaged hardness
sucked into her throat, at the same time ramming deliriously backwards onto the long,
thick animal-cock, Mike dazedly reasoned that she was straining desperately for her
orgiastic upheaval.
The dog whimpered then, its powerful flanks spasming in convulsive jerks as it
jackhammered between the rounded, white mounds of her licentiously spread asscheeks, 
the lust-inciting realization hitting Mike that the thick animal-cock was
obviously spitting its sperm with hard, bullet-like spurts deep up into her hot, milking
vagina... and that's when he burst out of his own lasciviously mesmerized spell!
"What in Christ's name is going on here?" he ragingly choked out, his vibrant voice
filling the room with a thunderous boom, as a thick, white flood of animal cum spilled
from the flushed lips of Laura's throbbing pussy, ravenously milking the deflating
length of dog-cock, thin trickles of the fluid running in obscene tracks down the lush,
white columns of her soft inner-thighs, while she continued to insanely writhe and
strain in her mind-dulled struggle toward climax.
"Goddamn...!" Chad Riseman swore, recognizing Jimmy's father. "Let's get out of
here!"
Mike followed the bigger boy who ran back along the hallway, grabbing him as he was
pulling on his shorts and jeans. "Wait a minute, you overgrown young punk!"
Chad tried to cower away from him, but Mike, in his furious rage, wasn't to be denied.
He swung the boy around and started to hit him; then, something within stopped him
at the last second.
"Start talking, you delinquent bastard or I'll beat you to a bloody pulp!" Mike roared
wild-eyed and threatening with cocked fist to do just that.
"Oh man, Mr. Barnes... it wasn't my fault... please... please, don't...?" Chad lied and
cringed.
"You've got one goddamned second, Riseman!" Mike spat, viciously. "Then, when I get
through with you, I call both your father and the police, and there's enough pot roaches
in those ashtrays out there to put you on ice for sometime, say nothing of the obviously
drugged condition of my wife...!"
"Oohhh... ohhh crap...!" Chad whined miserably before blurting out the whole sordid
story...


* * *


Laura was still in an overwrought state of sensuous passion when Mike lifted her
voluptuous, naked body into his arms and carried her to their bedroom. She whimpered
in impassioned frustration, an animalistic little cry that was entirely unfamiliar to her
husband whose tear-brimmed eyes gazed into her beautiful, lust-slackened face, while
pangs of guilt and self-recrimination saturated his whole being. It was wholly and
undeniably his fault, he at first reasoned, the knot in his throat nearly choking him as
he tried to lower her onto the bed, but she refused to free her encircling arm from
around his neck.
"Oh... oh Mike... it's you... I know it's you...?" Laura whined, her tongue yet thick with
the effects of wine and the marijuana. "And... and now you hate me...!"
"No... no, baby no!" he answered her quickly, laying a finger over her lush, still
moistened lips. "I love you! It wasn't your fault... none of it. It's mine, and it never
would've happened if I'd been the right sort of husband and father... instead of letting
Jimmy take my place..."
"Oh God..." Laura gasped, her head beginning to toss from side to side in confused
pathos. "You know, don't you...? You know about Jimmy and... and me..."
"Shhh... it's all right, baby," Mike tried to console her, the tears streaming down his
cheeks, even as he smoothed his hand over the satiny-white smoothness of her soft,
luscious curves, his aroused, long, thick cock unrestrainably hardening inside his shorts
at the delicious warm feel of her. "We're going to make it all better... everything... I
promise that..."
"Ooohhh... ooohhhhh dear God, Mike... I love you... and Jimmy..."
"I know... I know, Darling..."
"Mike... lover... fuck me right now... please? I need it so bad... my cunt is a roaring
inferno!" Laura pleaded in licentious terms the likes of which he had never heard pass
from her delightful lips. "I'll suck it for you if you want... I'll do anything, Darling...
only fuck me...?"
Mike could but stare down at his naked, enchantingly beautiful wife, a maze of
confused sensations slamming through him at her incredibly lewd words. Christ, he'd
never even known this woman, even with all of their years of marriage! He had been
wrong... so goddamned wrong... yet, she too, was to blame! She had deceived him with
her aloof, puritanical morals and God knows, he had just, and was still, seeing-the proof
of that...!
"Oh Mike, please... don't make me wait... I can't stand it...!" Laura begged, reaching
down and spreading her white thighs, sinking an extended, slender finger between the
wet, hair-lined lips of her pinkly flushed cunt to obscenely stroke the hot, glistening
flesh and the tiny, erect bud of her palpitating clitoris.
The lascivious sight caused his cock to give a wicked start inside his shorts, while his
brain reeled in its mixture of mounting lust, self blame, and his rapidly growing desire
to punish her in a manner that she would never forget! Christ, when he thought of it
with the limited measure of intelligence he could muster at the moment, he realized
that he just couldn't simply overlook her deception, or wantonly lecherous acts... and
damnit, he wasn't about to...!
Wildly, he began pulling at his clothes, stripping himself naked as he watched in
growing libidinous fascination her salacious fingers working feverishly in the exposed
pink flesh of her hot, wet cunt. He swallowed tightly and ordered: "Get up on your
knees, wife! You seem to like your fucking that way...! Okay... you'll get it from
behind... and in a manner you'll never forget! Because I'm going to punish you, Baby,
and I should have done it years ago...! Move, damnit... now!"
Laura, lost in the intense heat of her insane passion, had no idea what sort of
chastisement was in store for her, but knew as well as she was aware of her own name
that some was coming... and she wanted it! Dear God, she deserved and wanted it so
badly... whatever he chose to do to her! Obediently, she struggled onto her hands and
knees, bending her head low to raise the presented, spread mounds of her ovaled white
buttocks to him in whimpering masochistic delight.
She felt the weight on the bed behind her, and abruptly, the heat of his strong,
masculine body as he moved in between her legs! Oh God... he was going to do
something terribly beautiful to her, she reasoned in her befogged brain; he was going to
admonish her...! Then, she felt his big, warm hands on her trembling buttocks,
smoothing over them and up toward her waist, and back down to her thighs, moving in
between to tease the moist, tingling lips of her hotly inflamed pussy. He leaned over
her, his long, thick cock heavy and rigid between her soft, inner thighs, pressing against
the quivering, hair-fringed mound of her waiting cunt.
"I'm going to fuck you in the ass, sweet wife!" he half-hissed bitterly down at her
hollowing back. "I just wanted you to know so that you can cringe when I start to
worm my cock into your tight little asshole and you'll know what's happening and why!
I'm going to punish you for all your goddamned deception, and I don't intend to be
gentle! Now, prepare yourself, bitch, because if you make the slightest move toward
resistance, I'll beat your ass until you can't move...!"
"Ooohhh... yes, Mike darling, do it... do it! Sodomize me! I want you to...!" Laura
chanted passionately. "Oh God, yes punish me! Fuck my ass...! Hurry, Darling...
hurry...!"
A tremendous jolt of excitement roared through him. Goddamn! This was insane... and
he was losing all sense of mental balance in his building lust. He'd never in his life felt
such carnal and sadistically perverted sensations! He gaped down at his obscenely
positioned wife's curvaceous white body nakedly spread open before him, the rounded
white moons of her luscious buttocks waggling in ardent invitation, the tight little
brownish ring of hairless, puckered anal flesh defenselessly exposed before his already
throbbing cock. Damn, he couldn't have stopped then if he'd wanted to...!
He slipped his finger up into her hot, moistened cunt that was still wet and coated with
the brute-dog's thick animal cum, the memory of that shockingly depraved scene firing
his lustfully sadistic anger even more. Her rounded white hips and ass-cheeks jerked
spasmodically from the erotic intrusion, and once again when he smeared the viscid
moisture over the crinkled, snug little hole of her quaking ass. He did it several times
before dipping the blood-engorged head of his pulsating cock between her wetly
saturated pussy lips, then nuzzled it snugly up against her little, working anal lips.
Laura heard him half-chuckle, a salacious, almost frightening sound that caused her to
clench her small hands into tiny fists, the first wave of expectant fear washing through
her. Oh God... she had to endure it... no matter how painful... because he was her
husband and she loved him... was castigating her, and she wanted him to...!
Mike had no intentions of showing her mercy; she didn't deserve that! With the help of
his thumbs on either side of her puckered rectal mouth, stretching the tiny orifice
partially open, he pressed his thick, purple cock-head forward against it, squirming his
pelvis in the effort of worming the spongy tip into the tightly clenched hole...!
He thrust forward then and Laura felt a horribly agonizing pop and stretching of her
anus; her breath caught in her throat as a vicious spasm of pain so unbearable that she
twisted and squealed back at him, at the same time, uncontrollably straining and
waggling her buttocks to get free of the inhumanly torturous cock reaming into her
nether channel. Dear God...! She had thought she could take him there, but she'd sorely
misjudged his size and the virginal capacity of her rectum! He was going to split her
wide open back there, she realized in sudden horror, her round, white full buttocks
beginning to thrash like a wild animal caught in the throes of a violent death struggle.
She heard him laugh brutally and felt his strong fingers gouging into the soft, tender
flesh of her thighs. He was holding her in a vice-like grip, her every single move only
helping to worm the long, thick rod of his hardened cock deeper and deeper into her
cringingly expanding passage!
"Shove back, damnit!" Mike ordered with a snarl, slapping her stingingly across her
lush, white buttocks. "Shove your ass back onto it!"
Even in her drug and wine stupored state, Laura couldn't hold back the tears of pain
nor the guttural cries of mind-shattering agony erupting from her throat. Dear God, she
knew he had brutally ripped her open back there! His huge cock was tearing her
rectum apart! Ooohhhh... God almighty...! She had to endure it...! She wanted her
punishment...!
"Yes... oh yesssss...! You're killing me, Darling... but... but I want you to...! Don't stop!
Fuck it...! Ooohhhh yessss, fuck m-my ass, Lover...!"
She hunched back suddenly as he pressed forward, feeling the excruciating torture of
his throbbing hardness surging into her, the swollen mushroomed head plowing the
rubbery, resistant flesh before it until finally, with one last buttock-flattening lunge, he
ground it all the way up inside the warm, clutching depths of her obscenely stretched
rectum.
Mother of God! Her brain screamed in torment; then she felt his strong, hairy pelvis
smack solidly into the smooth softness between her lewdly spread, upraised ass-cheeks
and his bloated balls swing hard against the splayed, feverish lips of her wet, tingling
vagina below. She was impaled to the hilt, unable to move and afraid to breathe with
the unbelievable, agonizing pressure that felt as though her thighs were about to split
apart...!


* * *


From the still opened doorway, Jimmy gaped at the licentious sight of his parents'
obscene coupling, the shocking spectacle nearly causing his knees to buckle, even as his
young cock gave a jerking lurch of arousal inside his pants... He hadn't seen it all quite
from the beginning, but had witnessed enough to experience a nauseating pang of
frustrated, jealous anger. At first, he hadn't been able to believe what he was actually
seeing with his own eyes. Holy crap, his father had his huge cock rammed right up his
Mom's beautiful ass... and she was acting as if she wanted it! Man, he'd never thought
it was going to fit, and the way she had squirmed and cried out, he'd wanted to run in
there and stomp his father to a bloody pulp... but then, she was shoving her rounded,
white buttocks right back onto it, moaning and telling him to fuck her there!
Crap almighty, there wasn't a thing he could do only stand and watch... because his
Mom really wanted it! He could see the way the thick rod of hard flesh was plunging
right up inside the salaciously expanded, tight hole, and he couldn't help but grasp hold
of his own rigidly excited young cock, while the tears trickled down his handsome,
boyish cheeks...
Laura gasped a shuddering breath as Mike's naked body stilled momentarily, as if he
might have found a tiny fleck of mercy in his chastising mind, and as the sensitive walls
of her inhumanly stretched rectum slowly seemed to adjust, so did the agonizing pain
begin to subside. She still felt torn and obscenely expanded there from the unnatural
invasion, but at the same time, she reasoned weirdly that she was beginning to enjoy a
masochistic sense of atonement.
She deserved everything he was doing to her, she knew, and would do from now on! It
was all her fault, not his! She'd nearly ruined all of their lives! She was a bitch, a whore,
a lecherous, incestuous, wanton slut! And now, she'd crawl like a slave before him...
endure willingly whatever pain, degradation, or humiliation he would inflict on her to
prove her love...! And then, as she turned her head so that he could see the pleasure his
huge sodomizing cock was bringing her, her glazed eyes made out the form of her
young son standing in the doorway, his hardened youthful penis in his hand, tears
streaming from his heartbroken eyes...!
"Oh... oh my God... I didn't know you were there, Baby!" Laura gasped out, staring at
the pathetic teenaged Jimmy who was obviously caught up in the aura of their
generated lust.
Mike saw him then, craning his neck to gape in shocked surprise at his voyeuristic son
who stood with his young hardened penis clutched lewdly in his hand. "Jesus Christ!"
he swore, for want of knowing what else to say, his astonishment caused not only from
Jimmy's presence, but the fact that he was stroking his huskily stiffened cock right in
front of them. "What the hell do you think you're doing? Go to your room! I'll settle
with you later...!"
"No! You'll do no such thing!" Laura snapped back at him. "Punish me as much, and
any way you want, but you'll not do anything to him!" Then, to their son: "Come in,
Darling. Your Mommie hasn't changed her feelings toward you one bit! She still loves
you... wants you to love her, and we're not going to lie about it, are we...?"
"Wh-What the hell are you saying?" Mike choked, staring down at her bent lasciviously
before him, his thick, throbbing hardness still buried to the very hilt in the salaciously
stretched hole between her spread white buttocks.
"I'm saying that why should he be left out now that you've decided to repent, or
whatever, and come home. He's been more than just a loving son to me when I needed
him the most... all those lonesome nights... No, he has to be included, too, Mike...!"
Mike gaped at Laura's determined profile, slowly becoming aware that insane as it
sounded, what she was saying was true! Who was he to decide anything, or chastise
anyone in that house? He was lucky that they were including him! Suddenly, he bent
and kissed the hollow of her smooth, satiny-skinned back... then, turned to his son with
a smile: "Okay, Jimmy... I guess these are new times, and new approaches to love that
my double standards haven't caught up with yet. It's true... you've got more right here
than I have... but maybe we can share alike... if you and your Mom will let me...?"
"Oh... oh God, Mike... yes, yes!" Laura passionately whispered back at him. "There is
enough love inside of me for both of you, now and forever!"
"Good," her husband let a meaningful little grin spread his handsome mouth. "And I
can't think of a better time to test it. Come on, Son, get naked and join us. We'll try a
little experiment I learned when I was in Korea..." The responsive expression of excited
delight that passed over his son's face as he began to tear at his clothing gave Mike
Barnes a strange sense of parental accomplishment that he knew had to be absolutely
demented, yet he found himself lustfully and lovingly wanting it this way as much as
the beautiful woman bent be entiously before him. And then, he grunted aloud as she
suddenly showed her overwhelming joy by tightening her anal muscles around his long,
thick cock entombed in the depths beyond her gapingly stretched asshole, making it
throb wildly. He gasped out again when her soft, rounded white buttocks began to
churn back against him in a slow, methodical undulation. He felt her clutching nether
channel constrict and tighten around his pulsing rod of hardness warmly while he
began to move in and out of her, watching the pinkish flesh clinging to his long, poling
cock each time he drew out, then disappear back inside with his inward thrust.
"All right, Dad! I'm ready! What do I do?" Jimmy blurted excitedly, standing by the bed
entirely naked now and still holding onto his thrusting young rod of solid genital flesh.
Laura stopped and looked back toward her husband as if waiting for instructions, new
sensations of forbidden wild lust racing through her intensively incited body at the
mere thought of their beautiful family troilism to come. Dear God, did Mike have any
conception of how happy he was making both of them...? "Oh... oh what are you
doing?" she choked as suddenly her husband squeezed his hands at her hips and rolled
to one side, pulling her backwards on top of him, raising gasping grunts of unexpected
pain from her lush lips, as throughout the ordeal his long, thick cock dug deeper up
into her defenseless rectum. Then, he lay sprawled beneath her, her smooth, hollowed
back tight against his stomach and chest, her legs splayed out obscenely on the outsides
of his, while his hardened length of thick cock-flesh was interred in its entirety to the
very depths of her bowels. "Oh... oh God!" she moaned again, but not without a trace
of erotic entrancement in her tone.
"Now, Son!" Mike hissed. "Climb on and together we'll love this luscious woman right
into ecstasy!"
"Ooohhhh..." Laura moaned in unrestrainable passion, watching her handsome young
son wedging himself between their legs anxiously, forcing his own between hers and
Mike's, thrusting her soft, white thighs even further apart and grasping his young
stiffened penis to guide it quickly into the wet, seething channel of her waiting, hot
pussy.
It slithered, unimpeded, right up into her moistened, dilated vagina, until she heard and
felt his youthful, sperm-filled balls smack wincingly into the spread-cheeked crevice of
her impaled ass, joining the other beautiful cock poled deep up into her tingling
rectum. She whimpered from the exotically fantastic bliss of it, the twinges of pain only
adding to her overwhelmingly masochistic pleasure.
"Oh Christ...!" she heard Mike curse, his long, heavy spear of hardness plunging
furiously up her rectal passage to her very belly, while Jimmy's sweet young cock
pounded into her pussy channel in frantic strokes. Dear God, she'd never known such
utterly impassioned ecstasy, and she clung to her teenaged son on top of her as her
husband clutched and massaged her throbbing breasts from beneath.
"Yes... yesss... oh my sweet darlings... I'm your slave!" Laura chanted erotically. "Love
me like this forever... sandwiched between you both... fucking my ass and my cunt...
and I'll suck you both whenever you want...!"
Mike could feel his son's young, thick cock through the thin membrane dividing
Laura's vagina and rectum, racing frenziedly in and out of her steaming, wet pussy as
he increased his own upthrusting stroke into her forever stretched, clutching asshole, at
last, arriving at a rhythmic tempo to which she superbly responded. He visualized the
frayed, pink edges of her cunt being extracted with Jimmy's amazing youthful cock on
the backstroke, and disappearing inside her as he plunged deep into her belly; then, the
same sight as his own throbbing hardness sucked down out of her, tugging the pink
inner-ridges of her clasping anal-lips with it, only to soar fluidly back into her as he
rammed upward until his balls were wedged again into the smooth damp cleft of her
ass-cheeks... Damn... what was this magnificent home-debauchery he had been missing
for so long? He was going out of his fucking mind...!
Caught up in the throes of unequaled sensuous enchantment that she knew would
never end for them again, Laura undulated her rounded white buttocks and squeezed'
with her eagerly working cuntal muscles at the beautiful, hardened thick cock-shafts
racing into her, knowing that she was giving both of these loved ones as much pleasure
as they were bringing her. She forced her nakedly arched hips back and downward onto
Mike's throbbing cock raging into her tinglingly receptive asshole, and then ahead and
upward to receive the length of her Jimmy's hot, pulsating spear of flesh gliding
smoothly into her inflamed cunt, while mind-shattering sensations of love and
masochistic joy lewdly saturated her entire naked being. Nothing registered any longer
but the two magnificent cocks of her loved ones fucking into her, and she rocked
insanely to their rhythmic attack.
"Oooohhh...! Oooohhhhhh! Yes... yes!" she chanted throatily as she continued to
respond to each lunge into her searingly fired genital passages. Almost wickedly savage
they became, as if punishing her together; yet, she gave them back in furious love every
stroke they delivered into her, until all three began to groan in an unintelligible maze of
animal-like wildness.
"Aaaahhhhhh... yes... fuck me, my Darlings! Oh God, yes... I can feel both of your
handsome cocks buried beautifully inside me! Faster, Lovers! Faster... harder... please? I
love you both so much...!" Laura cried out to them, urging them both on, the thought
of their two loving cocks slamming into her in unison suddenly spinning her toward a
dynamic whirlpool of unmatchable lust. It seemed to go on forever. Vaguely, she
realized that the room was beginning to rotate like an enchanting carousel around her...
The ever-mounting erotic bliss of it... their hands gripping and clutching at the soft
resilient curves of her perspiring, naked flesh while she was deliriously impaled from
above and below was too much for her to endure any longer! Her brain swam...
nothing mattered but the tremendous sensations of sensuous rapture about to burst
inside her!
"Now! Now! Now!" she chokingly gasped. "Oh God, please... together, my darling
lovers! Cum in me! Fill me! Oohhh dear God! Huurrryyyyy! Nooowww... I'm
cuuummmiinnnggggg!"
At that precise moment, Mike clutched tightly at her erect, full white breasts and thrust
his huge hardened cock deep up into her grasping rectum, whispering his love for her
at the same time into her ear!
Laura felt his hot, seething cum squirt deep into her back passage, bringing on her own
orgasm in a wild crescendo and sending enticing spasms of sensation rocketing through
her. She could feel every contraction of his thick, pumping cock as it jerked out its load
of boiling white sperm deep, deep up into her convulsing bowels... and on up further, it
enchantedly seemed, into her throbbing breasts; then, Jimmy whimpered, crying out as
she drew her thighs back as high as she could, her breath heaving from her lungs when
his exploding young cock began spewing its thick jets of hot, loving jism far up into the
depths of her quivering belly, her own gushing secretions blending and puddling hotly
with his, an almost frantic paroxysm of bliss momentarily overwhelming her...


* * *


Jimmy slept the nap of exhaustion, cradled in Laura's left arm, his handsome young
face pressed against the yielding, firm flesh of one breast, while upon the other in a
similar position, Mike rested his cheek, his big, gentle hand slowly and continuously
stroking the satin-smooth, warm curves of her nakedness, a satiated peaceful repose
filling all of them.
Such elation as she felt at that moment was almost beyond the realm of belief, Laura
thought, lying between the two ardent loves of her life... yet, there was something still
lacking, but she couldn't quite put her finger on it. Dear God, what more could any
woman ask for than the happiness and erotic joy they would share together from this
day on? How lucky she was... and just when she had thought that all was lost for them,
they had found each other to weld together the perfect love-filled, family unit. Then,
why this little void of emptiness that seemed to plague her...?
Gently, so as not to disturb either of them, for her darling, Mike's, hand had stopped
caressing her and she knew that he, too, slept... she drew them both tighter against her
soft, naked body as if to press the unwanted vacuum from within her... and then, she
heard it... a scratching sound against the partially opened bedroom door.
Abruptly, she lifted her head from the pillow to see the great animal enter the room, his
gallant head held high, his deep brown eyes filled with an expression of instinctive love
and affection as he trotted across the room to pounce up on the bed and immediately lie
down between her slightly spread legs.
"Victor... darling... you've come to me, too," she whispered as her two lovers stirred on
either side of her, then slept again.
And suddenly, she realized, that the gnawing void within her had been filled, and no
woman could ask for more.


THE END
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Chapter 1


Tamera West slouched in an easy chair, watching an old Tarzan repeat on
the television and eating an apple. Her thoughts weren't on the screen, but
on her date for that night, Eddie McDonald, a big, handsome boy, with
craggy features like James Colburn--only younger, of course, Eddie was
going to be a senior when school started again, (but sadly, he was going to
be bussed to another district. Still, there was the rest of the summer to
see him, and who could tell what would happen by September?) She'd only
been out with him once, last Saturday night, on a blind date arranged by
her best friend, Nancy Cannon, whose steady boyfriend Jason, had brought
Eddie along. And wow!


Tamera stretched out and yawned, running her fingers feline-like through
her long silken blonde hair, blissfully thinking of his strong, muscular
arms and how they'd held her in the backseat of Jason's old car, of how
he'd kissed her so hard her toes had curled, of how he'd tried to put his
hand on her breasts, under her sweater, and of how, when she hadn't allowed
him to, he'd attempted to slide his hand up her naked thigh and under her
skirt.


It made her quiver all over again with excitement, strange awakening
tinglings of budding womanhood pervading her belly, breasts, and vagina.
Eddie made her feel so alive, so much like a woman, even though she was
only fifteen. Or--was it him, her mind cautioned, or just her own chemistry
changing as she matured. Was it time, she asked herself, like her
girlfriend Nancy had told her once? One day you're a child, and the next
you're ready for sex and everything. She didn't know, but she figured that
the important thing was having the feeling of being alive and generating a
tingling heat every time she thought about it and Eddie.


She moved her legs so that they were straight out in front of her, arching
slightly, and then she stiffened her back and yawned. In only one more hour
...


She was a beautiful young girl, much like her mother, with an upturned,
freckle-splattered nose and cheeks like spots from a paint brush, and her
ice-blue eyes were more cat-like and devilish than distant, as many blue
eyes can be. Her ripely budding young breasts were two small firm
cylinders, tapering from their swollen moorings to cherry-nippled crests,
and they bobbed invitingly as she moved in the chair, for she wore nothing
more than a thin bra and sheer, almost see-through panties. The day had 
been so hot, and she had been too comfortable to worry about dressing for
her date until the cool of the evening. The way she sat now, her eyes were
drawn to the thin white nylon of her panties, and the way they creased in
the thin visibly dividing slit of her vaginal lips. She liked looking at
it, studying the soft, pink curves and silky blonde strands of pubic hair
that curled out from around the elastic legbands; she liked looking at it
through her panties almost as much as she liked seeing it naked. For the
last few months she had liked looking at her sensually awakening young
cunt, almost as much as she had enjoyed touching it.


She had learned the delightful way her fingers could arouse her, make her
thrash and oscillate with delicious sensations. She had learned to finger
herself from Nancy--which was one reason that they were friends. She'd
walked into Nancy's bedroom one night when she'd been sleeping overnight
there, not wearing even so much as she was now, for she'd been taking a
shower; her nakedness had never given her a second thought. After all, they
were both girls, and they'd seen each other in the flesh in the school
locker room before, so why should it be different here? It proved to be
very different.


Nancy had been lying on her bed, her back against the headboard, and her
hand was between her legs rubbing her dark, thinly curled pubic triangle as
fast as she could. Her eyes had been shut, and she'd been moaning. Thinking
she was in pain, Tamera had run over to her and asked what was the matter.
Nancy had told her to put the towel on the bed and lie down upon it beside
her; and then, after the innocent Tamera had done so, Nancy leaned forward
and told her to spread her legs ...


The thought of Nancy's cool fingers on her sensitive little pubic lips
made Tamera blush even now, for she knew instinctively that what they had
done was wrong, though such things were never discussed in her sex classes.


But, after a few moments, Tamera hadn't wanted the strange scintillating
feelings she'd been introduced to by Nancy to stop. Nancy and she had
gotten together a lot after that, and Tamera alone often fondled the soft
little cuntal valley between her legs. Not that she'd ever allowed the boys
who dated her to finger her ... never.


She was determined to be married a virgin like her mother had, and
anything past necking and fondling her breasts--and that only after quite a
few dates ... was strictly off limits. There'd been times after a drive-in
movie or a hot party or like last week with Eddie, when she'd cried her
frustrations into her pillow, for she'd been aroused hotter than ever
before. And then she'd had to use her fingers again for relief. She kept
telling herself that in a few weeks a particular boy would no longer be
important, and she would grow fond of another, and she couldn't give in her
virginity for one that wouldn't last forever. She wasn't ready to settle
down, to truly fall in love--and so far she'd been right.


Of course, no boy had come along like Eddie before. Tamera knew
instinctively that she'd have an awfully hard time keeping her moral
resolutions intact with a "wow" guy like him.


There was a noise then, interrupting her train of thoughts, and Tamera
looked up as the front door opened and her mother entered. Carla West,
thirty-five years old and widowed, staggered into the living room with a
pile of grocery sacks. She was dressed in a light blouse and shorts, the
long expanse of her tanned legs provocative against the white of the cloth.
Her hair was askew, however, and perspiration beaded her face, and it was
obvious that she was tired from the shopping she'd done. Still, there was a
fresh, young beauty about her in spite of the fact she had a teenaged
daughter; firm taut breasts, trim flat stomach without the slightest
stretch mark to interrupt the silken smoothness of her skin, and the same
kind of pouty, sensual face as Tamera's.


"There's another bundle in the car," Carla said. "I'd ask you to get it,
but I can see you're not dressed." She eyed her daughter's bare sun-browned
body with disapproval.


"Aw, Mom," Tamera objected. "I was just resting like this."


"Resting to do what? Strip-tease for the neighbors?"


"I've got more on now than when I'm wearing my bikini, for crying out
loud."


"Listen, honey," her mother retorted waspishly. "I don't care if you run
around the house completely naked. In fact you have a lovely body and it's
enjoyable to see, compared to most girl's figures. But a bikini is one
thing, see-through panties and bra are another--and especially when the
curtains are open and everybody passing can see you."


"Oh," Tamera said. "I forgot."


"Uh-huh." Carla sighed, exhausted and too uncomfortable to continue
arguing, and sat down on the sofa to the right of her daughter. "What a
mess at Goodermann's today. You'd think it was the Fourth of July or
something. I'm bushed."


"I'll get dressed," Tamera offered, "and get the other sack of groceries
for you."


"No, no," Carla replied wearily. "No need. I'll get a second wind in a
little bit."


"I have to get dressed anyway," Tamera said, rising out of her chair. "I
mean, it's almost time for Eddie to get here."


"Eddie? Oh, yes, Eddie, the boy you were with last week. You're going out
with him again tonight?"


"The four of us. Jason--that's Nancy's boy-friend--doesn't have his car
running, so we're all using Eddie's. Last week Eddie's was broken."


"Where were you today?"


"At the park. Me and Nancy, we swam in the pool there. But it was awful
crowded, you know? And it sort of smelled from everybody." She wrinkled her
nose with disgust. "It wasn't very nice."


"I worry about you," her mother started to complain. "Out all day, gone
most of the nights ... I don't know what to do at times."


"Don't worry, Mom. I'm a big girl now."


"You're the only one left now, the only one. Some women who've lost their
husbands don't try to be both parents to their children, never care where
they are or who they're with, but I do."


"You want me to put away the groceries, then?" Tamera asked, knowing what
happened when her mother got wound up on the maudlin subject of
just-the-two-of-them.


"I've got so many troubles, I don't even sleep any more."


"Sure you do," Tamera said. "Don't take so many pills, that's all. They're
not good for you." She didn't mention the pints of brandy that her mother
kept by her bedside. "But honest, Mom, you've got nothing to worry about."


Nothing a good man wouldn't cure, Tamera thought. Her mother was a very
lovely woman, with a good figure and svelte, smoothly tapered legs, and she
should have somebody to replace the father and husband which had been
missing for six years now. It wasn't right that her mother should deny
herself the love and passion of a man, not right at all--but Tamera knew
better than to bring up that subject. The few times she had in the past,
her head had been chopped off, for her mother considered such talk sinful.
Her mother was definitely a product of her mother's Victorian generation.


"Well, if you must leave me alone, you must." Carla sighed. "You know that
I'm tired and need you to help me."


"I'll be in early, Mother, and help tomorrow. You'll be all right this
evening, won't you?" Sure she will, Tamera thought. Nothing the matter with
her except neglect. That's why all the aches and pains; she's looking for
sympathy and interest--why, the doctor as much told me that when I saw him
last. Neglect and disuse, that's all the matter with her, neglect of mind
and body. Why couldn't she break down her old-fashioned ways and be the
real woman that she is underneath those imaginary black ankle-length skirts
and whale-bone corsets ...


"Oh, I realize I'm only being a selfish old lady," Carla said, smiling.
"It's your time to be out and find your man. I've had my love, now better
luck with yours."


"You haven't finished loving, mother," Tamera said sharply. "You're only
thirty-five, and a beautiful thirty-five at that!"


"I know. I have you, dearest child."


"That's not what I meant! I--Ohhh, what's the use." Tamera turned and
started across the room. "I have to get dressed now, Mom."


Carla looked at her beautiful offspring tenderly as the almost naked
Tamera padded barefoot into the hallway. She was slightly disturbed at her
child, because Tamera had almost spoken--and was no doubt thinking--what
she herself hadn't dared to think at her young age. But she couldn't stay
mad or upset for long, and she felt herself warming with love and affection
at the radiant, tanned body, the cornsilk hair fanning out behind her head,
the way her conical young breasts beat with the rhythm of her heart, solid
and not as large as her own, but then not fully developed, either. And
Carla had to admire with pride her daughter's smooth flat belly and cute
navel and the gentle sloping to her thighs, where she knew there was a down
of softly curling pubic hair slightly thinner than her own--at the moment
covered by merely a wisp of sheer nylon--and the pink petals of her still
untouched young vagina. Her tight, almost boyish buttocks swayed gently as
she walked toward her bedroom, and her feet, small, with delicate toes ...


Still, she couldn't help fearing that Tamera was perhaps emerging into
maturity faster than she should, and that she wasn't experiencing the joys
of childhood. Was Tamera growing up too fast? And then Carla laughed wryly,
realizing that she was being foolish. She was overprotective, desperately
clutching her child to her bosom because that was all that was left. No
husband, not since Arnold died, and there wouldn't be another--not so long
as the memory of her one true love was still fresh and poignant in her 
mind. Six years ... but the telegram from the Army saying he'd been killed
in a munitions accident could have arrived yesterday for all the dulling
effects of time. No, Tamera was of this generation, a world faster than her
own. There was no cause to worry ... Tamera might not be the mental
innocent that she had been at fifteen--but she was still as physically
pure, that Carla was sure of.


With another long-drawn sigh, Carla West lifted herself out of her chair
and began taking the groceries into the kitchen. They weren't going to put
themselves away, that was for sure ...


Tamera had showered when she'd returned from the Park, so her dressing
consisted merely of putting on whatever outfit she chose to wear that
evening. She stopped before the mirror in her bedroom, gazing with
satisfaction at the voluptuously curved body her attractive mother and
father had given her, and again studied the way her panties outlined her
slightly puffy little cuntal mound. She tugged the panties up with her
fingers until the smooth round cheeks of her buttocks and the thin divide
of her vaginal slit were tightly impressed into the soft nylon and she
giggled with secret delight. Then she slipped into a mini-skirted jumper,
the top of which covered her breasts but still gave the impression that she
was naked underneath. A summer dress, befitting the heat--and good for
getting a boy like Eddie all hot and bothered. But she'd handle him, she
thought to herself as she smoothed out the thin, light yellow material, and
she'd stop his crude passes tonight, just as she had last week, but she was
going to have loads of fun getting up to that point ...


She began to comb her softly waving hair, and again she looked at herself
in the mirror, seeing the way the mini-skirt clung to her buttocks and was
more than half way up her tanned thighs, with slight creases in front where
her legs joined her hips. With sudden awareness, she realized that she
could almost see the lips of her vagina--was the jumper too daring for
tonight? A forbidden thrill raced through her. Well, she'd soon know!


There was a sudden, shrill blast of a born, and the "rumm-rumm!" of a car
engine being revved. Eddie was here! Early at that!


She shoved her feet into a pair of scuffed loafers and ran out of her
room. "Mom!" she called, "I'm going now!"


"Aren't you going to give your Mother a kiss?" Carla said from the
kitchen.


"Sure," Tamera said, and hurried into the kitchen to peck her mother on
the cheek. "Now, take care," she said.


"You take care, darling," Carla admonished.


"I will, and I'll be home early, like I said."


"Scat, before I change my mind," her mother said smiling.


Tamera was gone quick as a wink, her exit a slammed front door and the
squeal of tires on the pavement as Eddie's car roared down the otherwise
quiet residential street.


Carla West went to their own car, a beat-up old station wagon, and took
the last sack of groceries into the house and began putting the groceries
away. She stared morosely at the stuff she'd bought. The silence of the
house oppressed her for it's emptiness. It was always thus when Tamera
wasn't home with her, and with the remembrances of Arnold and his death,
the house seemed to be like a tomb to her, still as death and just as
vacant.


She went into her own bedroom then, wanting to take a cooling bath and
wondering if it would be worth the trouble afterwards to prepare the
special steak she'd bought for Tamera and herself--before she'd known that
her daughter wouldn't be home to share it. A tear welled in one eye and she
blinked it away rapidly as she slipped out of her shorts and blouse,
putting them in the clothes hamper on her way into the bathroom. She placed
the stopper in the tub and ran water in it--lukewarm the way she liked it
on muggy summer days such as this one--and as she waited for the water to
fill up, she looked down at herself in a critically detached way, as a
woman does when seeing how age has affected her.


Yet her mind still dwelt on her child. She was thinking how Tamera would
one day make a good wife for a man, and that no matter how lonely and sad
she felt when her daughter left, it was selfish not to allow her to be with
boys her own age. When the right man came along, Carla was certain that
Tamera would give herself in marital relations totally and completely, just
as she herself had done with Arnold. As I may yet do again ...


The thought of her own secret sexual desires made Carla blush with shame,
but as she gazed down at her own naked body, she had to admit that she
still had much to offer a man. I've a good shape ... and if I'm lucky I'll
be able to please another man with the same intensity and passion as I
offered Arnold. Until then, I'll hold myself in reserve, just as if I were
a virgin again ...


Her flaxen blonde hair was longer than her daughter's and she
experimentally let it fall down over her shoulders and curl provocatively
around the ruby nipples of her cream-white breasts. God, I still look very 
brazen and sensual that way ... then shame-faced at her thoughts, she swept
her hair back up again and raised her arms over her head, stretching her
breasts and loins taut, in a classic nude pose. She stood that way for a
long moment, letting her eyes scan the lovely smooth flesh of her torso,
having to admire in honest appraisal the flat surface of her abdomen and
the tiny dimple of her navel, then the soft fluffy hair of her pubic
triangle, golden and very fine. She could see the pink lips of her vagina
and the tip of her clitoris peeking shyly out from the soft puffy slit of
her cunt in almost childlike innocence. Pirouetting lightly, she examined
the dimpled roundness of her smoothly curving buttocks and the rippling
muscles in the back of her slim, tapered thighs.


Self-consciously, she wrenched her prurient thoughts away from her
physical being and turned off the tap water. The tub was full now, and she
stepped into it, feeling the soothing tepidness of the water banish the
fetid heat of the day. She slowly sank down, relaxing, nearly contented at
last as she lay with her head touching the rear lip of the porcelain. As
usual in moments of relaxation, she thought about Arnold.


Arnold had been a rangy man, lean, hard-muscled and tan, alive and virile
every moment Carla had known him, and the love the two had shared had had
the intensity of a forest fire. She hadn't cared that he'd been an
underpaid salesman, unable to afford the finest of luxuries for her, or
even that they'd had to scrimp and save for some of the necessities. She
was proud of him, feasting in his sensuality and his animal eyes, his
hands, his mouth, his penis ... Why did he have to be called up? Why did
the Army have to have one of their silly little alerts and make all of the
Reserves come running, and then ... Carla stifled a small sob, thinking of
what must have happened when the munitions explosion had taken her husband
from her forever. No more Arnold, no more hands or mouth or eyes or that
wonderful iron-hard, life-giving penis ...


She fondly remembered the last night they'd made love, when in their
innocence they'd thought it was only going to be a parting of a few days or
weeks--and even then the pain had been acute. Arnold had been naked, as she
had been, and he straddled her thighs on the same bed that was now only a
few feet on the other side of the door. He'd kissed her as his excitedly
erect cock rubbed against her quivering, wetly aching pussy ... She'd
spread her legs for him, her desire building ...


Carla lay in the water, shocked at her thoughts--and yet, she couldn't
help shutting her eyes and dreaming of his virile, hard penis. Holding her
breath, she felt a strange series of small involuntary sensations of
arousal churning through her loins as she allowed the lewd images to filter
hazily through her mind.


His buttocks moved so that his penis would slide up and down in the
trembling little valley of her slowly moistening cunt, and then her fingers
reached out and touched it, teasing the stretched foreskin back and forth,
making him groan with similar delight to the warm, pulsating sensations he
was building up down between her thighs ...


And it was as if Carla could feel it happening all over again. She opened
her eyes and looked at her breasts and saw the nipples were turgid, jutting
up from the gently floating globes of her breasts like mountain peaks on
lonely Pacific atolls. A tender aching began between her legs, in spite of
the revulsion she felt at what she was thinking. She moved her hand from
the side of the tub, her guilt slightly assuaged by the knowledge that she
was completely alone with her sinful reveries, her stomach alive with tiny
fluttering shocks as exciting images poured through her body. She moved her
hand because she couldn't control it and touched her breasts, the contact
of her fingers intensifying the throbbing in her vagina. Her entire being
quivered in the warmth of the bath water.


Arnold was once more on top of her naked body, only lower now, his breath
hot in her ear, his sensuously throbbing cock just inside the warm,
straining lips of her vaginal opening. She was straining harder toward him,
her inner thighs and buttocks rigid as he slipped the tip of his
blood-swollen penis inside her cunt, her womb dilating open wider so she
could take his full length all the way, deep ... deep inside her aching
belly ...


A wave of rising shame made Carla momentarily halt in her fantasizing, but
there was no use deluding herself. She was aroused, highly aroused, and she
was alone. If only Arnold was there for her to love, for she needed release
badly--desperately. It was wrong, it was sick, and yet, oh God ... She
continued to massage her breasts as she slowly capitulated to the physical
urgency which was surging like a tidal wave of desire through her belly and
loins. Only the reassuring knowledge that she was alone was left, that and
the waves of her remembered embraces with Arnold that night so long ago
blotted out the guilt of masturbation ...


"Yes, darling ... take me ... take me ..." Arnold's fevered whispers
reverberated through the brain of the hotly writhing young woman. She could
feel his nakedness upon hers once again, pressing her breasts flat and
crushing the breath from her as his cock wormed forcefully up into her
waiting cunt. "Milk me, darling ... Ohhhhh!"


Carla arched her back, straining her hips up off the tub bottom, her
stomach and the moisture-drenched curls of her pubic mound out of the
water. She braced her body by pressing the soles of her feet on the sides,
lifting her left leg and hooking it on the outer rim. She cupped the creamy
naked globes of her breasts in her long slim fingers, kneading their
hardening flesh and causing lewd whirlpools of soaring passion to seethe
deep inside her belly, as her eyes drew to the now open fluted edges of her
trembling cunt down between her legs. She couldn't ... she mustn't ...


They were moving together now, harder and faster with increasingly savage
strokings and pumpings, building to an explosion of ecstasy. She felt
herself grow taut, her desperately straining cunt-lips locked hotly around
his lunging penis like tiny hungry lips around a lollipop.


She couldn't stand it any longer. Her right hand dropped between her
wide-splayed thighs, and she squirmed her middle finger into the soft moist
flesh, the generated passions so very soft, so very wonderful. She
manipulated the hairline inner lips until she felt them swell with blood,
and her clitoris tingled as her index finger came into searing contact with
it. She gasped in total abandonment and delight as she thrashed the bath
water and squeezed her breast, her hand rubbing across her sensitively
aroused cunt faster and faster. Nothing existed for her in that moment
except the delirious dreams of her lover, as her mind and body raced to
mutual climaxes ...


Arnold pumped furiously over her, his lust-hardened shaft fucking in and
out demonically, and his tongue deep, deep in her mouth. Then he raised
back and cried out his orgasm, the blunt cock-head of his penis raining
molten jets of semen into her eagerly milking pussy, filling it in great
searing spurts. She clasped his body to her, heaving her own buttocks up to
meet him, not wanting to lose a drop of his precious life-giving liquid.
And then ... she too was cumming ...


She was! Carla was there! She ground her hand in her pussy, up inside her
wet, moistly pulsing channel, frothing the water around her. Her hips
flailed as wave after wave of bursting release seized her like a disabled
ship in a storm-tossed ocean. She stifled a cry of acute pleasure as her
orgasm washed over her, making her sink back into the tub again. She lay
there, not moving, her eyes tightly shut and her chest rising and falling
spasmodically, as the image of her husband making love to her slowly faded
away. She removed her hand from her vagina and let it drop into the water,
the ever-present shame of guilt replacing her dreams ...


She hung her head, ashamed. The act she'd just performed would have caused
her untold anguish had she caught her daughter doing the same. What was the
matter with her? Were her years of self-denial so harsh that the mere
thoughts of Arnold could set her loose from sane decency? Was she so
starved for sex that she had to resort to masturbation like some sex-crazed
nymphomaniac? She flagellated herself for another minute with her selfabasement, and then stopped abruptly. No use torturing herself over what's 
already been done, she thought, can't go back and not do it now. Must be
more disciplined in the future, watch my imagination and see that it
doesn't run away with me as it did just now.


After another five minutes, in which she furiously scrubbed herself rosy
clean, she felt better, a strange warming satisfaction overtaking her as
the aftermath of her climax made her glow with overall comfort and release.
She stepped out of the tub, refusing to dwell on what she'd done, only
thankful that nobody had seen her, and toweled herself dry.


She walked naked into her bedroom and began searching for something light
and comfortable to wear, and even considered staying nude for a moment,
before the recollection of what she'd done in the tub while naked made her
hastily abandon that idea. She wondered as she took out a clean pair of
panties where it would lead if she continued to fondle herself into
completion. In the back of her mind was the dreaded truth she didn't want
to face: she wouldn't be able to deny herself much longer the needed sex
she had been so long without ...


Chapter 2
The late afternoon traffic was thick along Main Street, as a long string of
out-of-towners slowly pushed their way through in opposing streams of weary
cars. Mariposa wasn't large as suburban towns went, but it was on the old
"main" road between the shore and booming, metropolitan Morrison; the road
was not the designated tourist route. A scenic and pleasant meander in
contrast to the ferocious thru-way nearby. Most of the drivers were
broiling in a stew of irritable wives and irascible children, sand pails
and gritty feet, runny noses and sticky fingers, and would have given
almost anything to have been on the thru-way and home that much sooner.


At one intersection, where Main met County Road, there was a large,
low-framed drive-in restaurant of cedar, stone and glass. Outside was a
circular parking area, with a porch extending at one point for car service.
There was also a patio, with small tables and chairs and umbrellas. Tamera
and Eddie, together with Nancy and Jason, were at one of these patio
tables, after having spent the better part of an hour waiting for an empty
space. The restaurant, Luigi's, was packed like a sardine can.


As it was, the service was still bad, but understandably so, and none of
them harassed the overworked waitress even good-naturedly. They laughed and
kidded, ordering hamburgers and french fries and shakes, generally having a
good time.


"How about some pie?" Jason asked after the hamburgers were finished.
"They've got some great lemon meringue here."


"I'd love to, but I can't." Nancy said wistfully. She patted her waistline
to show the reason why. Nancy Cannon was shorted than Tamera, of Southern
European heritage which showed in large flashing eyes of black crystal,
ink-dark hair, and voluptuous rich-swelling breasts like melons and curving
hips with softly swaying buttocks. She was wearing toreador pants
accentuating her lush young figure and tight enough to be a second skin;
Tamera had been a little unnerved when she'd seen Nancy get out of the car
at the restaurant, for the pants were so crotch-tight that the contours of
her thin young pussy-lips and mound were creased in a vertical line,
obvious to all.


"Aw, go ahead, Nancy," Jason urged.


"I'll share it with you," Tamera offered.


"Yeah, this is all baby fat," Eddie said, grinning, and reached over to
squeeze Nancy's shoulder. "A couple of years it'll go away and you'll miss
the pie you never ate."


"I should live so long," Nancy said ruefully. "You seen my mother?" A
rhetorical question; they all had, and Mrs. Cannon was built along the
lines of a beach ball.


"Naw, I'm not fooling you, Nancy. Here, this was me a few years ago."
Eddie took out his battered leather bill fold and opened it to a picture of
a boy, the picture half obscured behind a foggy plastic window. "That was
me, I swear."


The handsome, muscular boy who sat next to Tamera had not been as bad as
Nancy's mother, but close. He had triple chins and was standing
self-consciously holding up his pants, which were obviously let out in the
seams to accommodate all of his fat.


"Hey, you were cute, Eddie," Nancy giggled, taking the photo from Tamera.
"Lover boy, all right."


"Yeah, well it all sort of dropped away when I started growing."


"And how much more growing do you think Nancy needs?" Jason asked with a
smirk. "She grows any more, and Sophia Loren will be replaced for God's
sake. I mean, look at her jugs, man."


"Jason!" Nancy said in mock shock, and then she giggled again.


"You've got a point there," Eddie said. "Or two."


"So what did you two cats have in mind for us tonight?" Tamera asked,
wanting to steer the subject away from lewdness.


"How about a motel?" Jason answered, snickering.


"That's subtle," Tamera said. "No thanks."


"A motel," Nancy said, and giggled, nudging her boyfriend in the ribs.
"You've got your nerve.


Tamera wondered for a moment just how much nerve Jason had--or needed. He
was loose-limbed and relaxed in his manner, like a good-natured sloth, with
a heftier chest expansion than Eddie, but without the overall coordination.
He was simply pleasant and average, with an ordinary face whose only
feature was small eyes set too close together that had a habit of nervously
shifting around as if he were looking for somebody. Not exactly a boy you'd
throw yourself at, she thought, but she was sure, from what Nancy had
taught her, and from what Nancy had said in sly hints, that Nancy was
"experienced" in sex. And that her teacher had been Jason--that in the
cruder terms of her high-school chums, Jason was "balling" Nancy every
chance he could get--and Tamera had her doubts that Nancy ever did anything
to stop him much. Not that she'd ever asked Nancy; that would have been in
bad taste!


"Well," Eddie said, "we can't stay here all night. Besides, I could use a
drink. What about you, Tamera?"


"I--" the teenager hesitated.


"What's the matter?" Eddie asked, frowning. "You do drink, don't you?"


"Well ... sure. Sure I do." She was bluffing, and hoped that the others
wouldn't catch it. She was afraid that she might be letting herself in for
more than she could handle, saying she did more than she really did, for
anything over an occasional glass of wine gave her the woozies. But she
didn't want to do anything which might make Eddie think less of her, not
now, not when this was her chance to snare a big prize like him. He was
really "In," and she couldn't afford to be childish about it ...


"Good," Jason said. "I could go for a couple of beers myself on a warm
night like this."


"But ... where shall we go?" Nancy asked, not worried about the drinking
at all. "I mean, we can't just go anywhere, you know."


"How about a movie?" Eddie suggested. "The drive-in."


"Naw," Jason said. "Who wants to see Monster from Atomic Atoll?" He waved
his hand disparagingly. "Strictly for the kids."


"Well, who says we'll be watching?" Eddie said with a grin.


"I don't want to go anyway," Tamera said. "Horror movies scare me."


"Awww," Jason said in a mock pout. "Awww, is little Tammy-wammy all
frightened of a little old monster? Awww--"


"Cut it out," Eddie said sharply. "Listen to me. How'd you all like to see
some real movies? I mean some hot ones!"


"Hot ones?" Nancy asked, puzzled.


"Sure, sexy ones!"


"Not around here, you won't. Last one that showed a bathing suit was
closed up by the police, remember?" Jason snickered. "Only ones I can think
of are the ones your--" He stopped, and a wolfish smile spread across his
features. "Say, speaking of that, where's your dad tonight, Eddie?"


"What I've been trying to tell you. The Old Man's at some business meeting
up in the City, see, and Mom's gone to see her sister, and won't be back
until tomorrow. We've got the whole house to ourselves."


"Yeah ..." Jason breathed excitedly. "Yeah, that sounds great."


"What are you two talking about?" Nancy demanded.


"Look," Eddie said to both girls. "My dad's got some films he bought in
Europe. They're ... a little spicy, see. I mean, you know what they're
doing in Denmark these days. So anyway, he got a new reel of film the other
day, and I haven't seen it, but I imagine if it's like the others, it
should be a kick. You game?"


"Couldn't be worse than those magazines you were showing me Wednesday
night, Jason," Nancy giggled. "Sure, and free booze besides. I'm for it."


"What about you, Tamera?"


Tamera paused, not sure what she should do, irritated at her childish
fears and still burning from the razzing Jason had given her about horror
films.


"When your dad gets a Disney flick, we'll invite her," Jason said,
laughing. "That's her speed, Eddie."


"Listen, I may be younger than you," Tamera said hotly to him, "but I'm
not that much younger." She could almost bite her tongue off as the words
poured out of her. She wanted to show them she was old enough, but
yet--she'd heard about these kinds of films, about the nudity and things,
but certainly they couldn't show everything! Or ... could they? A tingle of
wicked excitement ran through her in spite of her reluctance. It would be
sort of fun, and it wouldn't show anything she didn't already know
about--not first-hand of course--or that she hadn't pictured while alone in
her bed and playing with herself. Not want to? Suddenly she wanted to very
much!


"Eddie, let's see your dad's film. What the heck, a little piece of
celluloid can't hurt anything?"


"That's the spirit, baby," Eddie said. "C'mon, let's go!"


Eddie grinned at Tamera constantly as the four of them drove to his house
in his car. His cock swelled in his pants as he thought of what might--what
could very easily--happen that evening if he played it smart. Yeah, lewd
and obscene treats were in store for this innocent little virgin sitting
next to him, and once she reached the stage of being too hot to resist, he
was going to turn her every way but inside out! And she was a virgin, he
could sense that just as a hound can smell possum. She leaned
affectionately against his broad shoulder as he drove, and nuzzled him, and
never knew the lascivious thoughts going on behind his mask of gentlemanly
manners.


He'd have to take it slow, he knew. Slow and easy so he wouldn't scare
her. First time's the big time, he realized, having melted many a cherry in
his day. The heavy car sped through the twilight toward the rendezvous with
young Tamera West's destiny, but the foursome inside acted as if this was
just another normal night, an evening to laugh and joke and cut up ...


The house was spacious, built in a Spanish style in one of the newer, more
costly tract developments. It sported white stucco, "exposed beams," and
iron railings, with a wide, well-landscaped lawn around it and a rock
garden to one side. It was dark, as Eddie had prophesied. Inside, down in
the rumpus room, the four teenagers collected on two spacious leather
couches which faced a large fireplace, which was at the moment full of cold
ash. The room was rustic in dcor, with hanging lanterns, rough walls and
posters of Spanish bullfights and scenery. In one corner was a tufted
leather-front bar, to which Eddie made a bee-line.


"All right, folks," be said heartily, "name your poison."


"You got beer?" Jason asked.


"Come to think about it, I believe we've got everything except beer. Tell
you what, I'll mix up a little something I call a 'Tarantula.' I call it
that because it leaves a furry taste in your mouth the morning after it
bites you."


"What's in it?" Tamera asked nervously.


"Ohhhh ... a little rum, and a little brandy and a little of this and
that," he said, collecting bottles and glasses. "You'll like it, really. It
doesn't taste like booze at all."


"I'll set up the projector," Jason said, and went to a large closet toward
the stairs. The closet was actually a connecting corridor, with another
door at the back which opened out into a private den that was strictly for
Eddie's father. Jason rolled out a large projector on a dolly, plugged it
in, and then went back into the closet for the can of film and the screen.


"Is this the one?" he called out. "Says 'Dog Instruction' the label."


"That's the baby," Eddie said. He was passing out drinks to the girls.
Tamera tasted her drink, and to her surprise, found it very refreshing! It
was smooth, and reminded her of lemon soda more than anything else. She
took another drink before she realized what she was doing, and then another
...


Eddie sat down on the couch next to Tamera and put one arm around her so
that she was close to him, and he let his hand drop down so that it brushed
against her breast casually--almost accidentally. "Hey, baby," he crooned,
"I really dig you, you know?" He felt Tamera jump slightly as she heard
him, and he squeezed her tighter, pressing his dangling hand once more
against her palpitating breast.


Tamera shivered in his embrace, and the alcohol seemed to diffuse through
her system. She pressed her thighs tightly together to control a peculiar
tickle which was worming its way through the soft sensitive flesh down
between her thighs.


Eddie pressed his attack, feeling the tiny, bud-like nipple of her breast 
harden under the thinness of her brassiere. Tamera knew she was going to
have to stop him soon before things got out of control; she squirmed,
moving his fingers away without him noticing it, and her short skirt hiked
up over her hips, exposing her thighs and the white crotch-band of her
panties. She blushed furiously and tried to pull her skirt down again.


Eddie laughed. "Leave it alone, baby, you've got nice legs. Don't hide
what's there, because you got nothing there I don't know about!"


That brought a shriek of laughter from Nancy and more livid redness from
Tamera. The young girl felt hot, but not wanting to let Eddie and the
others think she was square, she didn't move her skirt, but quickly took an
extra heavy swallow of her drink. Eddie leaned across, brushing against her
body tauntingly, and refilled her glass from the pitcher on the coffee
table in front of them.


"Film's threaded and ready to roll, C.B.," Jason said, sitting down beside
Nancy on the other couch and picking up his glass. "Camera, action!" And he
took a thirsty swallow of the waiting drink.


"In a momento," Eddie said. He slid his hand from around Tamera and stood
up, walking over to the bar again and reaching underneath, to a shelf along
one side. "Before we begin the festival, let's make it a little better for
all of us."


He brought up a tin that English cigarettes are often packed in, and
brought it around to the others. "Here, each take one," he offered, opening
the tin. Inside were hand-rolled cigarettes of a peculiar brownish texture.
Tamera had a sinking suspicion what the odd cigarettes were.


Marijuana!


"Light up," Eddie went on to say, and pushed the tin in front of Tamera.
"Go on, baby, take one," he urged.


Tamera's mind was wrought with indecision. She'd heard too many stories
and lectures from adults, but she was just as afraid of looking like she
was a kid. She glanced at Nancy for support and guidance, and was shocked
to see that her girlfriend was already lighting one up, eyes shut,
completely oblivious to Tamera's plight.


"What's the matter," Eddie growled, "aren't you game?"


"I ... I never smoked one before," Tamera blurted. She instantly wished
she hadn't admitted that, for now she really sounded uncool. She wished she
hadn't drunk all that concoction he'd made, for she wasn't thinking clearly
and felt awfully warm, and there was a weight pressing down on her forehead
and eyes.


"A little grass never hurt nobody," Jason scoffed.


"Yeah, don't worry about a thing," Nancy said, exhaling.


Don't worry ... She'd said the same thing to her mother only hours
earlier, and here she was! Worried!


"Aw, I knew she was a baby all along," Jason sneered. "Take her home,
Eddie, so we can watch the film in enjoyment." Tamera blanched under the
direct punch of his contempt, and rebellious resentment welled up inside
her, forcing her to take a cigarette and place it reluctantly between her
lips. A child, was she! A baby!


"Let me light it for you," Eddie said solicitously. "Once you're high,
you'll feel things you never felt before." He lit the cigarette, and
trembling slightly, Tamera drew in her first drag. She coughed.


"Oh, for God's sake," Jason said disgustedly.


"Let her alone," Nancy said. "She'll learn. Remember how I was the first
time? Tamera, hold the smoke down in your lungs. Try again, and take it
slow."


The second inhalation was easier, and the nave young girl held the
sour-sweet smoke down until she thought she'd burst. She exhaled, looked
around with a smile of triumph, only to see that the other three were
obliviously smoking their own joints. She followed suit, and by the end of
her cigarette, she began to float.


"How you feeling now, baby?" Eddie asked as he switched off the lights and
flicked on the projector.


"Like I'm on the moon!" Tamera had never felt better in all her life; she
was happy and carefree, without a worry in the world. She felt warm and
close to everyone here, and she turned her blissful eyes to the screen.


The screen, which Jason set up in front of the fireplace, showed nothing
but dancing white images as the first few feet of film rolled through the
projector, percipient to the actual movie.


A woman and a bedroom came into focus. The woman was a statuesque
brunette, wearing a clinging black gown accentuating her body underneath.
She slipped the gown slowly upwards, exposing slim, well-rounded legs, full
thighs, and a pair of silken stockings which contrasted with her creamy
smooth skin. Then the dress was over her head, and in nothing but her
stockings, bra and panties, the woman took the dress and carefully laid it
over a chair. Then she bent forward and slowly, tantalizingly, unhooked her
bra--Tamera heard a sharp intake of breath from the other couch at this
point--and the full beauty of the woman's firm, proud breasts burst free.
They stood high and beautifully formed, their quivering nipples stood out
on the luscious half-spheres. Almost naked now, she turned and bent over
seductively and with her back to them, she drew the panties down over her
curved hips and buttocks, brushing them sensuously against her smooth
thighs and calves and then discarding them at her feet.


She stretched languidly and teasingly swung around to face the camera. All
her delicious nudity was exposed now, from her high rounded breasts to the
soft dark triangle of her cunt below. She lay back on the bed, scissoring
her legs open and closed to expose the thin slit of her vagina nestling in
the soft dark hair of her pussy, and she twisted her buttocks against the
bed as though she were trying to bury herself in it. The camera was at her
feet now, catching every detail of her sensual slow build-up into sexual
arousal.


Tamera gasped with astonishment, for she had never expected anything like
this! Especially to start a film! What could possibly happen next? She
gulped nervously from her glass, and as she did so Eddie lit her another
cigarette. Without thinking, she sucked in the drugging smoke, and she
could feel herself become mentally detached, as if she were another person
entirely. The heat and excitement of the room, combined with the dope and
alcohol to stimulate her, and she squirmed down against the cushion,
sensing the round edge of it push her dress and panties tightly up into her
vaginal crevice. She rubbed herself against it, working the corner of the
cushion between the moist lips of her vulva, her body rocking on it in an
almost indiscernible rhythm in concert with the writhing actress before
her, and she could feel a wetness spreading between her thighs.


She looked guiltily out of the corner of her eyes at Nancy and Jason to
make sure that they hadn't noticed her, but they were too engrossed in what
they were doing. Nancy lay back against Jason, dragging heavily on another
joint, and Jason had his hands all over her body. The top button of her
pants was undone with an inch or so of the zipper undone, and one hand of
Jason's was inside there, clearly rummaging around between her thighs, his
fingers clearly outlined against the fabric of the toreadors. His other
hand was inside her blouse, and Nancy seemed unaware of either of his
hands, for her mouth was hanging limply open in a strange intoxicated look
as they dazedly watched the movie together.


Tamera leaned back against Eddie, careful not to break contact with the 
edge of the cushion which was pressed between her fevered thighs, and she
found his hand waiting for her. Without thinking, she relaxed against it,
making no protest when his fingers settled heavily on her left breast.


His arm feels good, she thought to herself. And it doesn't hurt anything,
I guess ... She looked back to the screen again, and was absorbed by the
lewd perversions flickering in front of her drug-dulled eyes. She couldn't
believe it!


The woman was running her hands over her body as though she were out of
control, her fingertips dancing over the flat, ivory belly and coming to
rest at the vee of her soft, fleece-covered vagina, and the contact of her
fingers on her moistly open slit made her groan silently and rise slightly
off of the bed. She straightened the legs like two beautifully carved ivory
columns above the mattress. Then, with a deeper groan that Tamera could
almost hear it was so real, she let them fall widely apart, showing the
moistly glistening furrow between. Her fingers crawled to the soft
hair-covered lips and spread them slowly apart until the wet pinkness was
fully visible and the vertical mouth-like orifice up between her thighs
opened hungrily. The half-moons of her firm rounded buttocks shone whitely,
divided sensuously by the hot, softly spreading crevice between them, her
tiny anus nestled mysterious and inviting below the swollen and gently
pulsating lips of her open cunt.


Tamera found herself sympathetically bound to the woman, her own cunt
tingling with anticipation as she recalled the times she had had to touch
herself down between her legs to relieve the burning itch inside her
child-like womb. A soft moan escaped from her lips, and once again she
grabbed her drink to try and quench the fluttering heat in her belly and
loins; the alcohol, mixing with the marijuana, only intensified the fire
inside her. She squirmed down on the sofa and she felt Eddie's hands now
groping at the straps of her jumper, unbuttoning them at the back. Before
she could react, they were free and falling over the swollen slopes of her
breasts; his hand slipped inside, pulling the material free from her
brassiere, and she stiffened, filled with both foreboding and excitement.
She tried to pull his hand away, but her own fingers moved only as far as
Eddie's, and then fell back again, and she could only stare with glassy,
drug-dimmed eyes at the movie and submit, thankful that in the darkness the
boy's manipulations would not be seen by her girlfriend, Nancy, or Jason.


The woman on the screen, her mouth open wide in ecstasy, worked one finger
... then two into the glistening moistness of her cunt hole, and at the
same time stroked the throbbing bud of her clitoris with her other hand,
her face tightening as she masturbated in open capitulation with her
craving desires, her alabaster skin wet and shining with perspiration, her
dark brown pubic hair matted to her pink fleshy vaginal lips as she strove 
for orgasm. Her driving fingers sunk deep up into her widely stretched
opening, thrusting harder and harder, but they were not enough. Tamera
could see the woman's face clenching with frustration and purpose, eyes
tight, teeth gritted, every sinew and muscle in her body spasming in her
longing for release ...


Tamera fuzzily tried to convince herself that she still had control of
herself in this situation, and that somehow she'd be able to stop the
liquor and marijuana in her from overcoming her natural prudence. But her
own face and body shone in a luster of sexual sweat, a trickle of which ran
down between her breasts that her date was kneading and squeezing. She knew
that she had to demand to go home, to shut off the movie at least, that
she'd gone too far in allowing the boy to fondle her breasts--for now he
was snaking his fingers up inside her thin brassiere, and there was nothing
in the way of his probing fingers except whatever mental resistance she
could muster. But she couldn't seem to move away or to make her body obey
the warning bells in her mind--and she squirmed down tighter into the seat
as Eddie's fingers caressed the soft underside of one whitely exposed
mound, then his fingers and thumb were wickedly tweaking her already
hardened nipple. Her breasts ached with swollen desire, and she felt tiny,
unwanted throbs of tell-tale desire pulsing hotly in her belly and vagina,
and she bit her lip to hold back any more of the lewdly forbidden
sensations.


Eddie's hand came to rest on her lap now, and though she tried to fight
off his caresses by raising her knees, his fingers moved insinuatingly
closer to her panty-covered crotch, kneading the softness of her naked
thighs and legs which were exposed by the shortness of her mini-skirt,
while at the same time caressing abandonedly the now open and tremblingly
free mounds of her throbbing breasts with his other hand. She sucked in her
breath in ragged, fevered gasps from the crawling, insect-like contact with
her lower flesh, and guiltily she glanced over to the other couch.


The lewd sight she beheld made her freeze, and the dimly lit scene of
Nancy and Jason together held her in perverted fascination. She felt as if
she could reach out and touch Nancy, and that if she did, that Nancy would
not notice: the girl's head was rolling back and forth in a trance-like
limpness, her face as contorted in the same way as the woman's on the
screen. Jason's middle finger was disappearing rhythmically into the soft
dark curls of her pubic hair. Nancy's legs spread slackly outwards to allow
him full access to her naked young cunt. Her thin white nylon panties were
stripped past her knees so that she could bend them outward. Tamera thought
that what she was actually witnessing live was worse then the movie. This
was her own girlfriend she was watching being ... being finger-fucked by a
boy. Tamera tried to blot out the obscene spectacle, but couldn't, for the
lasciviousness of it caused more strange little electric tingles to run 
deep in her belly, and the seeping moisture in her cunt to increase. Her
heart beat like a tom-tom, mesmerized as the boy on the other couch lewdly
fingered the nakedly squirming pussy of the girl who was her very best
friend.


God, surely they would go no further. She certainly couldn't allow Eddie
to go any further with her own body. But his hotly searching hand pressed
tighter and tighter against the mound of her own crotch, unable to slip
lower because of her tightly clenched thighs, the pleasures he raised began
to break down her will to resist, for it was so good, so wickedly good, and
she turned her eyes once more to the movie while his fingers teased like
tiny squirming snakes in the crevice of her skirt. She dully promised
herself she would force him to stop if he tried more--but then came the
terrible realization that should she make a scene, her breasts were
completely naked and would be seen by Jason and Nancy if they looked up to
see what the commotion was about. There was no more she could do except
squirm down helplessly against the cushion and squeeze her legs together
...


Then, to her horror, Tamera saw that from out of the side of the film
bounded a large German Shepherd dog. He leaped upon the bed, tongue
lolling, and the woman sat up in shock, her hands still frozen in the
position of her masturbation. The giant animal bared its fangs in a
menacing warning for the girl not to move, his panting head just above her
exposed, defenseless vagina.


Tamera tensed, and only Eddie's firm grip kept her from bolting from the
couch. "My God." she whispered. "What's that dog doing there?"


Eddie grinned. "Watch and see, baby. Watch and see."


She squirmed helplessly, a blush of shame washing over her at the sudden
indecent pleasure overcoming her revulsion at the presence of the beast.
Eddie's hand became still bolder, and he hooked his middle finger still
further into her trembling thighs, sensing her slow surrender. The woman in
the movie was still horrified, moaning as the German Shepherd lowered its
head and sniffed the wetness of its nose against the lips of her open cunt.
Then the dog snaked out a long, pink tongue and licked wetly the full
length, up from the woman's tiny puckered anus to the fluted little cuntal
lips surrounding her clitoris. The animal wagged its long tail and flicked
its tongue again and again up between her trembling, wide-splayed legs. She
jerked beneath his lewd attack spasmodically and squirmingly raised her
arms in fear and indecision.


Tamera groaned aloud, grinding her buttocks harder down into the cushion,
and as she did so Eddie's hand was suddenly up under her skirt and covering
the crotch-band of her desire-moistened panties. She quivered as her tender
young cunt walls secreted more fluids of sexual excitement around his
fingers, and in response Eddie moved his fingers in circled, precise
motions which made her vaginal area pulsate with ever-increasing desire.
She was almost out of control with passion now, and didn't think she could
stand another moment of his maddening tease of her barely covered genitals.
She was ready to spread her legs like Nancy and allow his touch to quench
the fires which raged through her hotly contracting cunt, and the marijuana
and alcohol boiled through her veins, stoking the furnace of her arousal.


It was too much for the young, pot-drugged virgin to take! In a last-ditch
attempt to stop, she desperately gasped: "No! No, Eddie, don't touch me
there! Please let me alone!"


"Why not, baby? You know you love it."


"I'm ... I'm not that kind of girl, Eddie!" she whimpered.


"All girls are that kind of girl--if they're not in diapers," the boy
sneered. "And baby, from what I can feel, you're not in diapers anymore
..."


"Nancy," she choked, knowing further argument with Eddie would be useless.
"Nancy, please ... please we have to go home!"


Eddie thought that was funny. "Are you joking? Look at your hot pussied
girlfriend and tell me if she wants to leave here now."


The young teenage-girl gasped with agony as she saw what was taking place
on the couch now. Jason, having brought Nancy to a whining pitch of raw
nerves, had removed her panties entirely, and they lay along with her
blouse and bra in a useless heap on the floor beneath her feet. Jason was
straddling the girl's erotically heaving chest now, his greedily smiling
face scarcely inches from her widespread cunt, and Nancy's mouth was open
and her eyes were waxy nothings of drugged lust. As Tamera watched, Jason
pressed the flat plane of her stomach and massaged the outer flanges of her
vaginal lips with his thumbs pressing outward to expose the moist pink slit
of Nancy's pussy with its firm, erect little clitoris clearly in view just
above the shadowed mouth of her cunt--just as Tamera had seen a moment
before in the movie.


Beside Tamera, Eddie pressed a freshly lit brown cigarette to the young
virginal girl's lips, and as she unhesitatingly drew the sweet, acrid smoke
down into her lungs, the shock she had first experienced upon seeing Jason
and Nancy was swept away. Her head lightened and she pulled on the joint
thankfully, beginning at last to hazily enjoy the movie and the lewd 
seduction of her girlfriend on the couch beside her.


Eddie wormed one finger underneath the secretion band of her panties and
softly grazed the moist, demanding flesh of her gently pulsating pussy, and
Tamera lightened her inner cunt muscles against further invasion, only
making teasing little shocks that much more acute. She held her breath for
fear that some tell-tale sound would escape through her lips, while her
very being trembled as he wormed his hand up under her flimsy panties ...
and now she felt more fingers searching in her warm pink vaginal lips and
moist pubic hair, but she still couldn't pull her eyes from the couch,
where Jason's head had dropped and his tongue--like the dog's
tongue--flicked teasingly at the open little cunt before his face. Nancy
jerked at the hot fleshy contact and her legs clamped tightly around the
boy's head in a vice-like grip as her hips began to slowly move up and
down. Soft mewls of delight rolled from her clenched lips, and she was
caught in a mindless, drugged fit of uncontrollable lust, nothing mattering
except the nerve-tingling licking on her pussy.


"No ... no," Tamera whimpered abjectly, and she somehow managed to turn
her head away, only to again see the screen, the woman, and the dog. The
woman was being nuzzled by the German Shepherd, and what it wanted as it
ground its snout into her salaciously open vagina was all too clear--it
wanted the woman to turn over on her stomach! And the woman, after one
wild-eyed shudder of terror, obediently rolled over and knelt up, elevating
her firm rounded buttocks before the great beast in humiliated surrender.
She cowered helplessly before it, awaiting its lascivious attack ...


Tamera's nerves were shattered, her brain whirled, and her body prickled
with sexual heat. She knew deep in her mind that she had to run ... run
right now if she were ever going to be free of the warping influences on
her mind, but she couldn't resist the insistent hand on her helplessly
throbbing cunt and the twin lewdnesses of that movie and what her
girlfriend Nancy was allowing that boy to do to her body. It was too much
for her innocent mind to bear!


"What ... what is she waiting for?" the young girl asked. "She's ... she's
just hunched over like that. What's the dog going to do?"


"Why?" Eddie chuckled gutturally. "Because the dog's going to fuck her."


"Wh-what?" His obscene explanation burned her soul.


"Fuck her, Tamera," Eddie repeated. "Fuck her just like Jason is going to
fuck Nancy and I'm going to fuck you!"


Tamera West almost lost her mind at that moment, and a thin film of 
drug-inspired passion glazed over her eyes. She nearly fainted.


Something had to give!


Chapter 3
Mortimore McDonald drove his Cadillac through Mariposa, pausing to consider
stopping for dinner at Luigi's, and then decided not to. He'd be home soon,
he figured, and could chew on some of the cold chicken Agnes had left in
the refrigerator. Cold chicken--what an apt description for his wife, Mort
thought with a smirk; Agnes had shriveled up into a puckered resemblance to
a plucked chicken, her skin and temperament as crusty and brittle as the
drumstick waiting for him a few miles away. But at least she could cook, he
sighed, and she was a born housekeeper and society woman, which were assets
he needed to get ahead in business, and he tolerated her also because of
their son, Eddie, and because he couldn't afford a breath of scandal which
a separation or divorce would bring ...


Not that Agnes would ever divorce him, he groaned, stopping for a red
light. No, the only way she would part from her secure little feathered
nest would be if she caught him with another woman--which had been mighty
close a couple of times.


Mort McDonald was sharply dressed in the latest style, a natty robin's-egg
blue suit with an Edwardian cut to it, and a darker blue shirt set off by a
wide, gold striped tie. He didn't look as if he'd spent the better part of
the day and evening haggling with the other executives of Tempo Tooling and
Die Company, trying to bend some of them around to his way of thinking. As
Vice-President in Charge of Sales, he couldn't let the company manufacture
the new gimmick that developing had come up with, seeing no market for a
battery-run egg-beater. He'd fully expected to stay there all night, as the
others had as well, but the squabble had been unexpectedly broken by
Throckington, the owner and president, who tried the gadget and sliced his
thumb. The project was shelved immediately.


Mort McDonald was not one to let such a golden opportunity pass. Not with
the beady-eyed hawk of a wife always suspicious of where he was going and
why. With time on his hands, he'd combed his salt-and-pepper hair and waxed
his pencil-thin mustache and with the instincts of a predatory lion, went
on the prowl. But oddly, the women he'd been fucking in the past didn't
interest him any more--the fun was in the chase, and he'd downed them so
many times before that they'd become stale game--and his latest conquest,
Dolores, couldn't see him because she was meeting some dammed plane which 
left McDonald no choice but to slum round a bit, and after buying too many
drinks and listening to too many sad stories from bartenders about lousy
business, he'd decided to go home and call his opportunity a bust.


That's the luck, he said to himself. When you're looking for it, none of
it is ever around. At least Agnes was at her sister's again--that sister
caught every disease known to mankind, and every one of them was supposedly
her terminal one. He sighed, turning up the street leading to his house.
Married by necessity, a bachelor by nature, he spent his leisure hours in
the pursuit of new flesh, new sensations, new adventures with women, and at
that moment he'd taken on just about anything willing to take down her
panties, so long as she hadn't taken them down for him before.


He was surprised to see his son Eddie's car in the driveway, even more
surprised to notice that while it was there, no lights were on in the
house. He parked along the curb and got out, scratching his hair in
puzzlement. He knew that his son was a chip off the old block and that no
telling what Eddie might be up to--but no lights? He was about to unlock
the front door and go in, when he reflected what he might be doing if he
was a teenager again and his parents were away ... A smile of amusement
crossed his lips, a look of imperturbable amusement, much like a cat after
swallowing a canary and being caught with the feathers sticking out of its
mouth.


McDonald walked around the side of the house to the garage entrance,
unlocked it, and went in. It was pitch dark, but he knew his way from
experience, and soon he was at the other side of the garage, the private
door which was part closet, part entranceway to the rumpus room. He glanced
around after flipping the light on, saw the projector was not there, and
then he heard the whirring of its motor from the other side of the rumpus
room door. He'd been right: his son was having at it with some local chick,
probably fucking her toes off right at the moment.


McDonald crept to the door, listened intently for a moment more, and then
slyly moved a piece of wood away from a special peephole he'd bored into
the door, a large, almost face-sized hole which was covered on the other
side by a mirror--a two-way glass mirror which had cost a small fortune but
had been well worth it. He could see in, and nobody could see him, and he
pressed his face to the glass eagerly, anticipating what he'd see ...


Great Jesus! It was better than he'd hoped! He couldn't see the film, the
door being on the same wall as the fireplace and thereby hiding the screen
from him--but he already knew about the woman and the dog, and wasn't
interested in viewing them again. The light from the projector glowed
around the four young kids on the two couches ... and McDonald's eyes
bulged at the lewd and perverted scene before him. Jesus, there was Eddie, 
grabbing handfuls of tit and cunt, a lovely young girl no more than fifteen
squirming hotly in his clutches ... and there, on the other couch it looked
like Eddie's friend Jason ... yes, it was, Jason sucking that other girl's
cunt like it was food for a hungry baby! McDonald felt a slight twinge of
jealously as he watched their passion-wrecked bodies, and groaned with
desire to be there with them himself. His own cock burgeoned onto hardness
and blood-lust as the four kids struggled, and beads of sweat broke out on
the father's face as he watched his son and the others being driven mad by
their desires ...


He had to do something, or he'd cream in his pants right then and there.
Quickly, he dashed back into his study, opened a cupboard door and took out
an expensive German camera which he loaded with special fast-action night
film that he'd used in the past for shots when the light was bad. He put on
a zoom lens so he could catch all the action and ran back to the two-way
mirror. He held the camera up, sighting through the viewfinder.


"Yes," he said to himself. "That's a good picture-" SNAP went the shutter.
"Now, come on, son ... start fucking the crap out of her. All of you start
fucking. Hot damn! To be taking photographs of four young high school kids
fucking while they watch a fuck movie! Doesn't that take the prize!" And
then he laughed, but not loudly or harshly, for he wanted nothing to spoil
the pictures he was getting ...


* * *


Tamera felt as if she wasn't real. She wasn't certain any longer if the
two writhing bodies on the other, the bodies on the screen, and Eddie's
body were figments of her imagination or not, for they seemed to swim so
hazily around in her brain. Time and distance lost their reality, and her
own flesh swayed in tune to the soft pulsating squeezings of Eddie's hands.
"No, No ..." she murmured incoherently. "I want to go home, Eddie. Please,
I've had enough now."


But Eddie continued to stroke and caress her breasts and thighs, teeth
bared over straining lips in lewd mockery of her increasing helplessness.
Tamera spasmed, gurgling deep in her throat as she felt him slowly rolling
her panties down over the whiteness of her thighs ... ever so slowly, inch
by inch, and she moaned out her humiliation as they fell to her knees, down
her legs ... and finally off onto the floor. "This is it, baby," Eddie
whispered hotly into her ear. "This is what it's all about. Right here, the
four of us, fucking side by side."


The lewd words strangely, and against her will, excited Tamera. She
groaned in drugged surrender as he moved his hands back to her softly
pulsating cunt, spreading her unresisting young thighs open to his greedily
working fingers. Her muscles felt like rubber and she almost tumbled over,
but the boy held her in an imprisoning grip and caressed her desire-heated
flesh and blood-swollen vagina, then parted her thin blonde pubic hair to
open her tender young cunt-lips further for his coming invasion. Her eyes
couldn't leave the screen except to look briefly at what Nancy and Jason
were doing ... then she'd groan and look back at the screen, transfixed by
the overt obscenities taking place on the film.


The woman, still kneeling on all fours, was being mounted from behind by
the huge beast. His hairy paws covered her ivory skin as he hugged her
waist in a lurid pose of bestiality, and the scarlet tube of its penis slid
from its furry sheath and danced in the soft crevice of the woman's
quiveringly up-raised buttocks as the eagerly panting dog jerked and
trembled in its attempt to find the human vagina and bury its thickly
tapered shaft into it. The woman tensed, evading the alien intrusion, but
the dog mindlessly thrust time and time again until it bared its fangs and
growled in frustration, saliva dripping from its mouth onto the quivering
satin back. Tamera held her breath as she watched the woman desperately
reach one slim arm back and grasp the slippery animal cock, guiding it out
of pure terror to the pink, wet opening between her legs where her open
vaginal mouth flexed invitingly. And then the German Shepherd heaved its
massive loins forward and buried its scarlet penis into her cunt with a
quick wet rush, sinking it to the hilt so that its hairy sperm-filled balls
swung lewdly below her matted pubic hair. A moan of relief seemed to come
from the woman's lips as she began to move rhythmically backwards to meet
the thrust of the panting dog, and she abandoned herself to the delicious
animal fucking she was receiving. Her face contorted in rapture from the
pumping, battering tempo of the dog cock in her cunt, and her large, taut
breasts danced tightly beneath her writhing torso in time to the skewering
long hard rod of glistening flesh buried fully into her belly.


Tamera's breath was coming in tight gasps and the burning sensation
bubbling in her own little pussy grew maddeningly intense with each
movement she watched and with each fingering Eddie was ravishing her with.
Unconsciously, marijuana and alcohol having sapped what little sanity she
had left, she spread her legs wider and leaned back on the couch so that
Eddie could have full access to her cunt. Eddie was mesmerized by the
breathtaking loveliness of her young blonde virginity so obscenely
displayed, the sleek nubile body of golden curls and soft contours, the
thin, pink slit running down from the whiteness of her belly to the full
length of her crotch below. He'd fucked a lot of girls, but never anything
so pure, so innocent, so proud. The helpless, uncontrollable mewlings
escaping from those barely touched lips goaded his cock to rock hardness,
and he could feel blood pounding in its shaft and tiny droplets of seminal
fluid oozing from its sensitive head.


Tamera, transfixed by the woman and dog, heard a wild, wailing moan from
beside her and glanced again toward Nancy and Jason. She gasped as she saw
Nancy with her legs bent clear back to her breasts, her whole vaginal area
open to the warm night air, her pubic hair and pink flesh wetly matted from
Jason's tonguing ... and the way Nancy flung her arms out, pleading for
more, more ... more. For the first time in her life Tamera saw a male penis
in full erection, live and throbbing with need only a few feet away from
her. It stood out from his curly pubic hair, and she shuddered as it paused
momentarily above her girl-friend's widespread vagina. He leaned forward,
balancing on his elbows, and Nancy reached between their naked bodies to
guide his penis between her eagerly quivering thighs. As he slid it into
her cunt, Nancy moaned just as the woman on the screen had when the dog
began to fuck her. She locked her bare feet around his buttocks and the two
of them started a slow, rhythmic rocking motion, his thick, lust-hardened
shaft sliding out several inches and then thrusting forward again into
Nancy's burning hole. Tamera was spellbound by the lewd sight! This was her
friend! She had known that Nancy wasn't a virgin--or at least had surmised
it up till now--but nothing like this open candidness had ever occurred to
her. Wild-eyed, she watched the tempo build, and the picture of the locked
bodies drumming the couch cushions caused her to groan and rock on her own
buttocks, spreading them open to the ever-increasing demands of Eddie's
hands. Her cunt opened and closed tormentedly around his fingers as they
sawed into her virgin pussy, the cords of her neck standing out as she
pulled with all of her strength to somehow control the enveloping flames of
lust.


"Ohhhh, Ahhhh!" the wildly aroused teenager moaned, and she rolled against
Eddie, and he moved around, forcing her to sprawl like a helplessly gasping
doe at bay on the leather cushions. She was unable to stop the crazed
course of his attentions, not knowing what she should do or say, and not
even knowing at this point if she wanted them stopped! She couldn't believe
what was happening to her, what had broken through every one of the searing
commandments her mother and her own morality had engraved upon her! Who was
she to have made those silly vows about chastity only hours previously--and
then to be twisting and undulating her naked body like a little slut
beneath a boy she hardly knew, almost begging him to fuck her. She had to
get hold of herself. She had to--and then Eddie unzipped his pants and let
her anguished eyes see his virile young penis and the last remnants of
Tamera's promises shattered into tiny unrecognizable pieces.


It was all Eddie could do to keep from shoving his desire-bloated cock
into her right then, impaling her the way he might a more experienced girl
like Nancy, but the desire to be able to fuck this sweet young innocent
anytime he wanted in the future made him slow his teasing slightly, to work
her into a state where she would always want cock, more cock, all the time
... He rolled on top of her, his rigid penis brushing against the dampness 
of her pubic hair, and planting his hands on either side of her shoulders,
he could look down between their bodies and see her upturned little cuntal
split completely exposed to his throbbing shaft, and its narrow
hair-fringed little mouth throbbing in lewd invitation. Her smooth inner
thighs were held wide apart by the pressure of his thighs pressing tightly
outward against her helplessly splayed legs.


Tamera could see the boy hovering over her through her passion and
drug-filled eyes, and felt the hugeness of his fleshy hardness lying the
full length of her excitedly quivering pussy-lips, the jerking head of his
cock pulsing, insinuating itself in her in a maddening tease that caused
her to twist her hips up toward it automatically, her starving young pussy
searching desperately for fulfillment.


Eddie pushed forward ...


"OOOOOh God." Tamera groaned as the thin, blondely fringed furrow around
her now hungrily throbbing vagina opened, and the elastic tightness of her
hymen resisted. Eddie flexed again, driving a little harder at the entrance
to her virginity, and then gave a small surge, the cock-head buried in the
clasping grip of her cunt acting like a battering ram against the thin
defensively resisting hymen. Suddenly, the flimsy membrane split, giving
way before the cruel pressure, and with a pain so harsh that Tamera emitted
a high-pitched scream; she felt the wound of her virginity gush blood.
Eddie liked that, liked the whole damned idea that he was fucking a cherry,
and he shoved again, sinking his lust-inflated cock all the way up into her
until suddenly, with a low moaning grunt, he hit the tip of her vainly
cringing cervix at the back of her vaginal tunnel.


The girl screwed her firm rounded young buttocks down on the cushions in a
futile attempt to escape the sudden impalement, her legs jerking wide,
kicking hopelessly up in the air.


"Noooo! Eddddddieeeee! Oh, God, noooo!"


She whined, not caring who heard her so long as the pain which was burning
deep up in her crowded entrails would stop, but Eddie pinned her down with
his body and arms, his hard young penis burrowing farther and farther up
inside her belly with each further fucking motion. Oh God, she thought
hazily to herself, it was alive in her. The smooth rubbery tip pressed
hotly against the thinly grasping folds of her womb and was a part of her,
and as her beautifully formed face contorted insanely with the agony of his
tortuous stabbings, her tongue licking wildly at her slightly swollen lips
as she defensively flexed her cuntal muscles to ease the cruelly searing
pain. But, her actions only incited the now triumphantly grinning boy more,
and he rotated his penis eagerly around inside the vainly resisting passage
while her cringing young pussy walls clasped it like a warm, butter-filled
glove.


Then ... magically as he slowed his assault, and began a smooth, gentle
fucking motion between her thighs ... the pain began oddly to recede,
giving way to an electric thrill which first started where the head of his
cock was, and then worked its way relentlessly, teasingly, into every nerve
fiber in her flesh, until it was sensuously, and with unwanted pleasure,
rippling her cunt and contracting her belly and making the berry-like
nipples of her breasts harden as never before.


"Ohhh," she whimpered through bared teeth, as frightened of the new
sensation as she was of the old pain. Eddie jerked again and with a thin,
knowing smile on his lips, watched her mouth drop slackly open.


"Ohhhhhh!" she gasped as his pumping cock expanded and stretched her newly
devirginated young cunt still more. "Ohhhh, Eddie! Oh, Eddie, ohhhhhh!"


The boy felt the involuntary answering throbs of her cunt walls begin
around the head of his penis, and her thinly bearded little pussy-lips
opening and closing now in a slow, pulsating manner as she rotated her hips
tentatively to his slowly grinding pelvis. Tamera felt as if her heart was
imbedded deep up inside her cunt, and she and Eddie were one fleshy mass of
sensation, wickedly pleasurable, merging magically with one another.
"Ohhhhh," she sighed. "Ahhhhhh!"


The young boy initiated lengthy, hard strokes into her hotly steaming
channel now, the full hard shaft of his incited member sinking deeply up
into her ravaged vagina. His shoulders pushed against her and kept her
secured in a helpless doubled over position, but it was unnecessary now for
the suddenly wildly aroused young Tamera West was thrusting up against him,
her heavings urgent and faster by the second, her small white teeth biting
hard together as she strained desperately in response, the juices of her
surrendered young vagina flowing wildly and rivuleting down between the
crevice of her buttocks to pool with the tiny, already drying droplets of
blood on the cushions below.
Goddamn, my son's fucking that hot little pussy good. Mort McDonald grinned
proudly as he let the film click through his camera, catching Eddie's hard
young cock disappearing between the voluptuously writhing teenager's
widespread thighs. An obscene thrill coursed through the father, and a
half-cruel smile crossed his face as he wondered if there was some way that
he could enter in and get a little of that hot young pussy he was
photographing. His mind spun with a hundred different plans as he soaked in
the lewd sight of the twin teenage couples fucking almost side by side. He
reached down and massaged his bloated cock which was painfully hard and
throbbing in the prison of his pants, and he could tell that his underpants
were wet with the secretions of his excitement, the pain so excruciating
that he was forced to zip down his fly and allow the white cotton of his
shorts to bulge out to their full limit. And still he kept his eyes glued
to the viewfinder, capturing every erotic second of the lewdly inciting
spectacle on celluloid ...


Tamera's feet kicked out again, but this time in pleasure, not pain, a
whirlwind of delirious sensations tearing through the girl as half-coherent
cries of rising ecstasy tumbled ceaselessly from her open lips and she
locked her ankles to his legs and skewered her hot, moist pussy up the full
length of the boy's virile young cock. Sweat poured from her, and her
fingers raked the pounding cheeks of his buttocks, trying to pull him still
deeper. She rolled in heat, and the hard young penis continued its powerful
surging motions, her cunt hole stretched wide and becoming accustomed to it
now. She let him fuck her as he willed, wanting to experience everything
about sex now--especially what she'd heard about the climactic ejaculation
when his white hot sperm would shoot up in her and mingle with her own
orgasmic secretions.


"Ohhhh, yes, Eddie," she chanted. "Ohhh, ohhhh, ohhh ..."


"Tell me better," he hissed. "Tell me exactly what you want!"


"Oh, Eddie ... what are you doing to me? I never thought it could be so
wonderful! Do it! Do it to me!"


"Say it the right way!" he choked impatiently. "Tell me you like me
fucking you!"


"OOOOOh God, I ... I like you fucking me!" she whispered but then he
levered again and she screamed out passionately: "Ohhh yesss; Fuck me like
that! Fuck my hot little cunt!" She didn't care if her girlfriend Nancy and
Jason heard her, not any more, not with the crazy potpourri of passion,
desire, and lust which ran rampant through her greedily writhing body. She
didn't care about anything or anybody--except for Eddie's raging, surging
young cock.


"I figured you'd like to get fucked all the time once you had your first
taste of it," he gloated over her.


"Oh, yes. You can fuck me, fuck me ... Eddie you can fuck me any time you
want. Ohhh, this is so wonderful." She was willing to say anything so that
he wouldn't stop the magnificent strokings of his hardened cock into her
newly awakened vagina. She was shocked to hear what her own traitorous lips
were saying, but the only thing that mattered for her desire-maddened mind
and body was to be fucked ... to be fucked and cum, to reach that apex of 
ecstasy rising deep within her belly and loins.


"That's my hot little bitch." Eddie crowed, and he surged forward still
harder, enveloping her entire mind and body in pressing lusts of the flesh.
She turned her face to one side so she could suck in the hot air her aching
lungs required, panting with sexual frenzy, catching in her fevered gaze
the thick, pummeling cock of Jason as it fused with her girlfriend Nancy's
hungrily nibbling cunt, sinking far into her open vaginal lips as his balls
bounced with a flat, rhythmic sound off of her nakedly squirming buttocks.
And the lascivious sight only spurred Tamera on, for she felt a new kinship
with her girlfriend and knew now what had made the difference between her
and Nancy before, and what a fool she'd been not to have allowed the bridge
of a boy's cock to cross the chasm between being a child and a woman.


"Fuck ... fuck me ..." she moaned. "Cum ... Cum in me, Eddie ..."


"I will. I will." Eddie groaned in reply. "Fuck back harder, baby. I'm
almost there. Fuck harder."


Tamera obeyed mindlessly, for she was approaching orgasm as well, and her
sweat-drenched body was more animal than human, twisting and contorting
crazily under the boy's wildly driving penis as she spread her legs and
pulled them back, bending them at the knees so that she could buck up
against the battering force of his iron-like cock harder and deeper. Her
eyes whirled from Nancy and Jason back to the obscene movie, and she felt
just as close to the unknown woman as she was to her girlfriend, knowing as
Eddie fucked into her how that woman must feel with the heaving cock of the
German Shepherd sliding into her from behind. The woman was a quivering
mass of sweating, deranged flesh that begged for more subjugation on the
bed, reveling in the ultimate humiliation of being screwed half to death by
this panting beast before a movie camera. Tamera watched in wicked
fascination, feeling Eddie growing harder up inside her and nearing her
climax as the woman churned in her beginning throes of orgasm. The animal
humped eagerly into her desperately waving buttocks, and then the woman
rammed backwards, her mouth open in a soundless scream, and the dog's cock
started to spit its heated animal sperm in hard thin jets deep into her
clasping cunt. Tamera watched wide-eyed as the woman's smoothly rounded
buttocks contracted uncontrollably, and thick white liquid seeped from the
lips of her cunt squeezing the animal's prick. Thin trails of the sticky
cum ran down the ivory columns of her legs, glistening on her backsides and
thighs, and then she pitched forward on her face, the rapidly deflating dog
cock slipping out from her pink, semen-drenched passage with slithering
liquid finality. The dog stood over the unconscious woman wagging its tail
in obvious appreciation, and in a last act of obscenity dropped its head to
her openly spread cunt and lapped up its own semen which matted the curls
of her pubic hair. It gulped greedily, its muzzle gently cleaning her 
ravished vagina and anus ...


Jesus, look at them go, McDonald thought in lascivious fascination as he
watched the lithely beautiful girls racing toward their own orgasms beneath
the wildly fucking young boys. Look at those hot little teenage bitches
go--especially that one my son is balling! His fingers continued to caress
the stiffened cock inside his shorts until at last he yanked the material
aside and, like a steel spring, his cock shot free. He kept his eyes to the
camera, but his fingers continued to stroke the burning cock and he could
feel the rising of his cum in the base of his testicles. His whole fist
wrapped around the hard pole of flesh, and he furiously pumped the rigid
skin in time to the double fuckings his--and the camera's--all-recording
eyes ...


"Cum ... Cum ..." Tamera panted, her body ready to explode.


As if in answer, Jason on the other couch screamed out: "I'm there! Ohhh,
shit, Nancy! Here it comes!" A low banshee wail erupted from Nancy's lips
and echoed through the rumpus room as their two bodies slapped fleshily
together. Her nostrils flared as she pulled back her thighs until the whole
of her pink, cock-filled vaginal slit was presented to Jason to batter and
crush, while her stomach and breasts jerked spasmodically against his belly
and chest. She held her breath, only to expel it a moment later as if she
had been hit in the gut, and her body collapsed limply onto the cushions,
her hungrily quivering cunt still locked tightly around Jason's surging
cock. All of her fevered climax had been caught by McDonald's lewd camera,
and he beat off still harder at the carnal sight of the young boy's heated
young cum spurting from between the girl's hotly pulsing thighs. Shit ...
shit ... now for my son and that other bitch to cum ... Shit, this is too
much to take.


And then Tamera sensed the muscles of Eddie's abdomen tighten against her
flesh and she braced herself. Her first male cum. The first time a boy had
emptied his balls into her belly. She knew in an illogical flash of thought
that it would not be her last time ... and then Eddie's penis expanded and
she could feel that the whole tube which ran beneath the underside of his
penis was bulging with white hot fluid. He moaned and hissed and then thick
semen splashed deep inside her belly, causing her cuntal walls to pulse in
time to the rhythmically throbbing spurts, and she shivered and blindly
reacted.


"Oh, Eddie ... oh, fill my belly ... Ohhhhhh." Then her cries were
abruptly cut off as she arched her back and clenched her greedy young
cunt-lips hungrily at his cock as it erupted deep up inside her pussy, and
her own orgasmic juices flowed with his sperm and overflowed her eagerly
milking channel, running down over her thighs and buttocks. She felt 
completely void of all normal emotions as the paralyzing orgasm covered her
like a warm blanket, deadening her nerves and bones until she couldn't feel
anything but one huge miraculous joy. Her legs unwound from around him and
dropped lifeless to his sides after her convulsive spasms had ceased, and
Eddie's cock trickled out the remainder of his cum as she sighed dreamily,
lost in the newly discovered world of sensuality. She could never return to
her nave, virgin ways; but she had to admit that she didn't miss the
physical proof of innocence, not now, not after she'd traded it for a
better, more enriching life ...


Mort McDonald was entranced with every instant of his son's and the girl's
climaxes, with seeing Eddie's thin white semen seep from between her young,
taut buttocks as they shuddered and jerked in tiny waves of slowly dying
excitement. He felt as if his own penis was buried in that girl's tender
young cunt, its bulbous head sliding to the back of the warm throbbing
tightness of her wet, hair-fringed ring of flesh, and then his prick
suddenly shot out thin, quick streams of cum as his imagination and his
hand combined to allow him to enjoy the fiery sensations of climax. His
pumping cock spewed heavy droplets upon the door, splattering against it
and then rolling down in long, slow trails ... In his mind, McDonald was
shooting far into the softly flesh of that blonde-pussied teenager his son
was enjoying. The wild ache in his loins eased momentarily, as McDonald
choked back a gasping sob and fell to the floor, hardly able to hold onto
the camera.


But not before he had thought of a devilish scheme to get his way! Yes!
And it would work well, if he knew his son as well as he thought he did ...


Chapter 4
The next day proved as hot and muggily uncomfortable as the previous one.
Evening brought little relief.


Carla West walked up and down the living room in nervous agitation. The
doctor hadn't been able to find a thing wrong with her, and had had the
nerve to tell her it was her imagination. Last time she'd go there, by God
... The gall of that old quack! And she'd been home now for hours, and no
sign of Tamera. Where was that girl anyway? She'd promised to stay home
today, had promised to come home early last night, in fact--and what had
happened? She'd come home at such a late hour Carla hadn't even heard her,
and she'd been sleeping like a log when Carla had to go to that stupid
doctor, and now she was gone, not even leaving a note or anything. The
young mother held a glass of brandy in her hand, sipping it absently as she
fumed, and finally in a huff of disappointment and disgust, she slumped
down in an easy chair, feeling lost and morose. Her eyes blurred slightly
with tears, and she brushed them away with the back of her hand.


Get a hold of yourself, she admonished. You're only feeling sorry for
yourself, just like the doctor said, and that's no good. Do something. Read
a book or turn on the television. But Carla didn't feel like either one.
Take a walk ... But she just didn't feel like going out. Well, do
something! So she finished her drink and poured herself another.


Crickets sawed a mournful dirge outside, and the greyness of a day gone by
settled over the house. Carla sipped, liking the dull shadows, for it
matched her mood. But she knew that this was no good. Her breathing was
loud in her ears, loud in the room, and something had to be done before she
cracked. She'd cut out the drinking and save herself for some attractive
man who'd replace her lost Arnold, and she'd marry him. She needed a man,
and Lord knew Tamera needed a father to make a normal home and supply the
necessary love and understanding an adolescent required. And the direction
and guidance so that she wouldn't make foolish mistakes that could kill her
or ruin her life.


Tomorrow, she'd start, Carla promised herself. Tomorrow she'd have a real
motherly chat with Tamera and tell her that things were going to be
different from now on, and that maybe her mother wasn't such a bad gal
after all, and that she loved her daughter very, very much. She'd--


The doorbell interrupted her reverie, and Carla almost dropped the brandy
from the surprise. "Who ... who's there?"


"Mrs. West?" a husky, deep voice came through the door. "I'm Mr. McDonald.
Eddie's father. I'd like to speak to you, if I may."


"Of course." Carla hurried to the door, opened it to let Mr. McDonald in.
He was tall, almost as tall as Arnold, and older but in a distinguished
way. He was dressed casually in a lime green polo shirt and matching
slacks, loafers on his feet. He smiled at her, his mustache curling up in a
friendly manner.


"What ... what is it? Is Tamera all right? I mean--"


"Oh, yes," McDonald said with a chuckle. "Don't worry about the kids. I
think they're at one of their friend's house, swimming or something." He
waited as Carla shut the door and ushered him into the living room. "Fine
place you have here, Mrs. West. Fine place." And a fine hunk of woman, too,
he thought to himself. His penis lurched in his pants as he eyed the lovely
young mother of the girl his son had screwed silly last night with 
appreciative glances; just the sight of her, in her brief shorts and a
man-type shirt that was tied beneath her large, firm breasts with a knot,
leaving the satiny tanned belly exposed below made him want to tear off his
clothes and thrust his cock up between her smooth, satin-like thighs
without a moment's hesitation. But he knew that this was not the moment,
that before the physical conquest of her obviously proud flesh had to come
a stage of mental submission, a lessening of the barriers a stranger
automatically erects towards another, but when the spirit of softness and
acceptance had been reached ...


"Well, what can I do for you, Mr. McDonald?"


"Mort, please," he said humbly.


"But I hardly think that--"


"Well, you see, that's why I'm here, Mrs. West. Or ... can I call you
Carla?" The question was rhetorical; McDonald hurried on with his talk.
"You see, my son and your daughter have become friendly, quite friendly in
fact, and I thought that under the circumstances it would be nice if the
parents at least were acquainted. Tamera's a fine girl, Carla, one you
should be proud of, and I don't think that Eddie has ever been out with a
nicer girl in all of his dating years."


"Why, that's--"


"I can certainly see where her charm and beauty comes from." McDonald
interrupted her and continued. "She is certainly like her mother.


"Oh, Mr--I mean, Mort," Carla said, brightening from the compliment. She
patted her hair, feeling a little flustered. "Why, why thank you, that was
very kind to say."


"I mean it, Carla." He smiled with a faint touch of the Clark Gable look
to him, Carla thought. And his voice was so warm and mellow, fitting his
very respectable character. And he was so good looking for an older man ...
McDonald pressed on his sugary attack. "I can't imagine why some lucky man
hasn't snapped you up long ago. I heard about the tragic loss of your
husband from Tamera, and naturally I know how you feel." He looked properly
saddened at her, and she nodded her head, a pang of memory about Arnold
momentarily intruding. "Have you spoken much to Eddie?" he asked.


"Why, no," Carla said, "After all, Tamera's only been out with him twice.
Three times, counting today." At least she knew where she was; well, she
didn't have to worry, she guessed, not if Eddie had such a nice father ...


"Then you don't know much about us McDonalds," he said.


"Not a thing, I'm afraid."


"Exactly why I came," he said, beaming. Perfect--perfect ... Now to add
one more big lie to all the others I've been spreading, so far. "You see,
Carla, I'm like you. Alone. I'm a widower."


"Oh, Mort how sad."


He sighed painfully, thinking of the fictitious death of his wife--and
hoping that Agnes would kick the bucket in reality. "Yes, I've raised Eddie
alone for three years now. Cancer."


"How terrible." Some of her resistance melted as she looked at his sad,
handsome face, and she said: "Would you like a drink?"


"That would be very kind, Carla. Whatever you're having."


"Brandy over brandy," Carla said lightly, and went to fetch another glass.
McDonald sat down, drumming his fingers along the back of the chair,
gloating to himself. How easy, how absolutely a push-over this young lonely
mother was going to be--just like Eddie had hinted she'd be when they'd
talked this morning. Like daughter, like mother, all right, and Eddie
thought the idea of using the pictures was fantastic, even helped develop
them before coming over to take the little girl away for the day. Yeah,
McDonald knew that Eddie was probably banging away on the kid just like he
was going to fuck her mother in a little while. Well, all of the soft soap
would soon be over; he'd gotten in and an invitation to have a drink--now
to make sure that the one drink turned into quite a few ...


Carla returned and together they sat and talked, McDonald telling a fabric
of lies about his life as a widower. There was a gradual relaxation of
Carla's natural defenses as she empathized with his plight, her own mind
matching and dovetailing what he was telling her with her own sad loss of
Arnold. She told him some about her marriage and the death of her husband,
and that weakened her still more; she was putty in the hands of such a
skilled manipulator, for inexorably he channeled the discussion to the
intimate points of love and married life, sensing as he went the subtle
mood changes, knowing when to retreat and advance, just as he could sense
that he would eventually reach the moment when he'd produce a packet of
pictures that would unlock the long too rusty doors to her pussy.


"I'm so glad you asked me to stay," he purred over the table, "It's so
much nicer than sitting around all alone."


"Yes, isn't it?" Carla responded, sipping her brandy. Her mind was
slightly confused with the suddenness of his presence in her home and life.
She was still a little intimidated by him--so masculine and handsome and
magnetic, with some sort of musky pervasiveness which hit her with an
animal attraction she hadn't known since Arnold had died. Even now, as they
drank and talked in a most respectable and civilized manner, she couldn't
help thinking of him in a detached way from the standpoint of a sex
partner.


Sex! What a stupid thought! Still, it bothered her, and she had a hard
time meeting his frankly brazen gaze, and she felt uneasy in an ethereal
fashion, as if she was in danger. Which was a silly bother, for she was
safe, and perfectly all right in entertaining him alone in her house; the
age when such things were considered naughty was of her own mother's
Victorian age, not now. And Mort was the soul of discretion ... but still
the air of something wrong, something deliciously frightening clung to her,
and she tried to put her finger on exactly what it was and failed.


* * *


It had been two hours now, the time simply flying, and while too many
drinks had been consumed, nothing else had happened. She shrugged off her
apprehensions as she drained her glass again, determining to enjoy this
man's company and stop being such a wet blanket, and chalked up the
butterflies in her belly as being the result of too much brandy. What the
heck, this was better than being alone.


And the hypnotically talking McDonald caught the almost imperceptible
relaxing of her reflexes and grinned in satisfaction to himself. This was
what he'd been waiting for, had with consummate skill worked towards for
the last boring few hours--and it was just about time to strike. He said
suavely: "I could use another refill, Carla. How about you, hmmm?"


"No, not right now, Mort. I better not."


"Oh, come on. There's still a little left in the bottle, may as well kill
it off."


"Mort, please. I've had a little too much as it is." Carla's eyes dimmed
slightly from the slowly building effect the alcohol was having on her
without her realizing it before.


"Carla ..." McDonald's eyes narrowed slightly as he lowered his gaze to
the couch momentarily. "I think you had better go for one more. I've been
putting it off as long as I could but I've got to get around to the real
reason for my visit. And ... I'm afraid it isn't going to be very pleasant 
for either one of us."


"W-What do you mean, Mort." Carla stuttered, confused momentarily by his
sudden serious tone. "Y-You sound as though something were wrong."


"Yes, my dear," he grimaced. "Something is wrong. And it involves the
conduct of your daughter and her young girlfriend, Nancy."


"Well for god's sake tell me," the young voluptuous women demanded,
lifting her glass automatically for the offered drink. "It can't be so
horrible. They're both nice young kids."


"I'm afraid, Carla," McDonald looked straight into her eyes now, "that
they're not quite the innocent little things you seem to think they are. I
caught them in a very compromising position with my son and a friend of
his."


"Oh Mort, surely a little innocent petting isn't going to upset you. After
all, this younger generation is a lot more casual in their ways than we
were during our time."


"I'm not talking about innocent little petting." His eyes dropped again
away from Carla's as though he were having difficulty saying the words.
"I'm talking about stripped down naked petting."


"A-About w-what?", the blood drained from the open mouthed young woman and
she quickly raised the glass to her lips, draining the contents completely.
"I-I'm sorry," she apologized, "I-I needed that."


"It's perfect understandable. I think we both need it." He echoed her
feeling by lifting his glass also and emptying it without pause.


Carla's head reeled from the combination of the alcohol and the sudden
revelation about Tamara. She just couldn't believe that Mort McDonald was
telling the truth. He must be lying, oh god, he must be.


But why, why would he make up such a story. It just didn't seem like him.


"Mort," her tone changed to one of motherly indignation. "I don't believe
what you are saying. I've brought Tamera up to be a nice girl and I have no
reason to doubt her just because you-- you say so."


"I think you had better have another drink, Carla." McDonald shook his
head slowly as though a great weight were on his shoulders. "I-I wanted to
spare you this but ... I guess I'll have to show them to you."


"Show me what?" Carla asked hurriedly, a slight catch rising in her
throat. "Surely you don't have any proof other than your word."


"I took some pictures," he admitted candidly.


"Y-You what?" the now visibly trembling young mother half shrieked. "Of
... of Tamera and your son."


"Yes, I did," his seriousness changing slowly, almost imperceptibly to a
thin lewd grin. "I wanted to make certain the girls didn't cry rape
afterwards and get the boys in trouble. Just a little precautionary
measure."


"W-Why that's the most despicable thing I've ever heard of," Carla
retorted angrily. "I want you to get out of this house immediately, Mr.
McDonald, and don't bother coming back again."


She rose from her seat, her face white and her body trembling from the
horrible shock it had just received, but she immediately fell back again
from the forgotten effects of the large quantity of alcohol she had
consumed during the afternoon.


"There, there," McDonald smilingly consoled. "No need to get all upset
over the girls making out with the boys a little. As you said yourself,
this young generation's way ahead of us."


"Mr. McDonald," the still trembling young woman demanded and at the same
time fought vainly against the alcohol daze spreading over her mind. "I
asked you to leave!"


Eddie's father's smile slowly faded and an unmistakable coldness flickered
into his eyes causing the distraught Carla to freeze momentarily as she
sat.


"Not until you see the pictures, every one of them, and get it clear in
your mind that my boy wasn't the only one at fault. Your hot-pants'ed
little daughter and her girlfriend were fucking, like two turned-on minks."


"P-Please don't use words like that," Carla groaned, knowing that she was
helpless to do anything if what he said was true. "I'll look at the
pictures, if--if you'll promise to go afterwards."


"No promises, Carla," he smiled again, this time with a slight suggestive
leer on his lips. "Let's just play it by ear, shall we?"


She shook her head in abject assent, knowing full well she had absolutely 
no choice in the matter.


"That's a good girl," McDonald purred, "now get us another bottle and
let's fortify ourselves for the pictures we've got to go through, shall
we?"


Carla rose obediently to her feet and staggering slightly made her way to
the kitchen shelf for another bottle. After she had sat down again and
poured them another drink in complete silence, McDonald reached in his
pocket and pulled out the small packet of pictures, a triumphant and
satisfied little smile curling across his lips.


"Now let's get down to the nitty gritty," he said and moved next to Carla
so that his leg pressed tightly into her. She thought momentarily of moving
but her liquor-numbed mind passed the thought away immediately. She didn't
want him to get angry again and besides she felt herself capable of
handling him if he tried to get too fresh with her.


"Here's the first little beauty," she dimly heard McDonald say, his breath
heavy with excitement of looking at the dirty pictures with the helpless
young mother of his son's hot little girlfriend.


"See, Eddie's just going to ram his cock into her and she's got her legs
spread wide open just waiting for it."


"Oh god no!" Carla moaned, clasping her hands over her mouth to keep from
screaming as the lewdly spread body of her daughter, Tamera, passed before
her eyes. Tears streamed helplessly down her cheeks. She could see the
young girl's eyes tightly closed in rising ecstasy as though she were
actually wanting it to happen to her.


"And here's where my boy throws it to her." McDonald hissed excitedly. "He
really fucks her good."


"Please don't use those words, Mr. McDonald." Carla almost screamed.


It was bad enough having to look at the pictures, but to hear him describe
what was happening to her own precious little daughter in such lewd and
obscene words sickened her.


"Don't call me, Mr. McDonald again," he snapped at her, "and I'll use any
words I want to. If they're fucking, they're fucking and there's no use
calling it anything else."


Tamara's mother sobbed helplessly and forced herself to look at the
prints. She knew there was no other way out so she might as well get it 
over with.


"Look at her hot little pussy wrapped around Eddie's cock in this one.
Man, you can even see her cunt hairs, that zoom lens worked so well."


"Oh god, Mort, please don't make me go on. Just give me the pictures so I
can destroy them and I won't say another word."


"It ain't gonna be that easy, honey, if you know what I mean. I might need
a little something to make it worth my while."


"Blackmail!" Carla cried out. "All right, I'll pay you somehow. I ...
don't have much, but I'll do it. I have to do it. How much? How much do you
want?"


"I don't want money from you, Carla." McDonald chuckled. "No, I think that
there's better ways for you to pay the price for your daughter. Much better
ways, don't you agree?"


The hapless mother groaned softly, her insides tied in convulsive knots,
for she knew exactly what the man across from her had in mind now, knew
that he meant her to submit her body to him and work off the debt her child
had caused, and the only question was regarding exactly what physical
surrender on her part would satisfy him and make him agreeable.


"What ... what do you want me to do?" she asked hesitantly.


"You're a smart young woman, Carla." McDonald stood up, his face beaming
with lust, and she saw for the first time the full extent of his excitement
and lecherous desire for her--the bulge of his hardened penis stretched the
fabric of his pants almost to the breaking point, and a widening stain of
his seminal emissions was plainly evident on the front, right where the
throbbing head of his cock pressed against it. "I want you, baby," he
grinned lewdly. "Watching Eddie and your hot-cunted little daughter fucking
last night got me damned hot, and I thought I'd lose my mind just taking
those pictures. But not now, my dear; it's going to be my turn, just you
and me. And you'll love it."


"You ... you must be insane," she blurted.


McDonald laughed harshly. "We'll see who's insane in just a few moments."


Carla felt her lips twist into a harsh, cynical smile as the galling truth
of her position flooded her mind. She was being forced into submitting to
this handsome but beastial man in exchange for saving the reputation of her
child. She would, for Tamera's sake, for her own life was over and Tamera's
was just beginning, and there was nothing that she wouldn't have done to
make Tamera's future brighter and freer--even this. She became nauseated as
she imagined the lewdly degrading sensation of young Eddie McDonald's
father's cock buried deep up inside her defenseless vagina, for she was
sure that was what was going to take place. She would love it, he'd said;
she knew she would almost die from the humiliation of it all.


McDonald read the symptoms and forced another glass of brandy into her
trembling hands. "And tomorrow, you'll get the pictures. All of them, and
nobody will be the wiser. Now, drink some more."


She felt the liquor sear her throat as it spilled into her stomach with a
warming sensation that slowly began to spread through her chilled blood.
The big man was sitting beside her now, and had his intimately pressed arm
around her; she could smell the heavy scent of his male excitement and then
his hand tightened, his fingers toying with the tender flesh of one large,
heaving breast that was hidden beneath the thinness of her blouse.


"You ... you'd better give me another drink," she heard herself say, and
then the brandy once more glowed in her belly. Maybe if she drank enough it
would be endurable ... Dear God. She must force herself to remember that
all this was to save her daughter's future.


"Feeling better, Carla?" McDonald smiled lecherously, removing the glass
from her hand and drawing her to him. The tormented young mother found
courage from the burning alcohol coursing hotly through her blood stream
and pleaded: "Oh, no. Oh; Lord no, not here, Mort." She shuddered, looking
around. "If anybody should come ..."


McDonald, aware that little capitulations often help bring the final
prize, murmured: "Fair enough. How about your bedroom?"


Still in a half comatose shock of disbelief, she reeled under the impact
of his words. He was going to force her to make love on her own marital
bed. Where she and Tamera's father, Arnold, had so often and warmly
embraced. Mort McDonald couldn't have hit upon a more despicable way of
degrading her, truly crushing her slightest mental resistance ... but,
closing her mind to the horrible reality of the situation, she arose and
allowed McDonald to lead her down the hall to the bedroom of she and her
former husband, beyond now, the ability to fight back.


"Now, let's see how you compare with your daughter, baby," McDonald
grunted. "Strip off your clothes and get naked."


Her mind tried to formulate thoughts but she struggled against them,
wanting only a total blankness to blot out what was being done to her and 
by her. Obediently she slipped out of her shorts and blouse, then unhooked
the thin bra she wore, threw it on top of the other clothes, and after a
hesitant, shuddering second, sent her thin, white lacy panties on the same
pile. She watched in horrid fascination as McDonald stripped, frozen
trance-like in horror as his thick rigidly hard penis stood out from
beneath his slight paunch like a heavy, blunt spear at her, and then he
grinned lewdly and began stroking his massive shaft back and forth to taunt
her.


"Like it, baby? Sure you do. You like cock, I know it." Carla couldn't
speak, no sound coming from her fear-constricted throat, and her eyes
dropped to his hard, fleshy penis against her will, and she knew that there
was no turning back now. This cold, crude man was going to ravish her
defenseless body no matter what she did or tried, and she was completely at
his mercy. And she was well aware that no mercy was in him to give, only a
smoldering, all-consuming lust ...


She stood before him, humiliatingly naked, and she almost lost her balance
when she felt the sudden wet contact of his saliva-moistened lips pressing
first to the nude flesh of her globular, ivory breasts. Then, soft, blonde
pubic hair grazed his checks as he dropped to his knees before her, his
breath coming in heavy labored gasps, spreading her pink, moist pussy-lips
outward with his thumbs and flicking a lizard-like tongue into the sheath
of the softly pulsating split. The beautiful, fear-crazed woman jumped from
the electrifying assault on her vaginal area, and falling backwards, her
knees buckled against the side of the bed, and she sprawled with a
soul-searing moan on the coverlet, flat on her back, her thighs spreading
inadvertently wide as she landed.


McDonald pounced on the bed and caught her by her ankles before she could
close her legs. She struggled, but it was a one-sided battle, and then she
relaxed, offering all of her defenseless hair-fringed cunt to his salacious
and gleaming eyes, knowing that she would have to give in eventually, and
that there was nothing left now but the submission, her body a helpless toy
to be used as lewdly as he wished.


"On ... your knees, baby," McDonald commanded, his licentious excitement
aroused beyond belief by the mere sight of her voluptuous naked body. Her
milk-white skin with her erotic, pleasure-filled thighs, perfectly formed
hips and legs, trembling, begging vaginal lips--never had McDonald seen
such perfection in all his life! "Yes! Yes! Get down on your knees!" he
husked impatiently.


"Why?" the bitterly humiliated mother moaned. "What ... what are you going
to make me do?"


"You're going to suck my cock, Mrs. Highhat. You're going to take my cock
in your mouth and lick it till it cums right down that pretty little throat
of yours, you hear?"


"No! Oh God, no, I ... can't do that!" Carla cried out pitifully. "It's
sick! Degrading! I ... never even did that to my husband! Nooooo!"


McDonald's laugh reverberated gratingly through the tiny bedroom. "You
will, my pet ... or else!"


And Carla sobbed out her total capitulation, knowing that he would be true
to his word, that if she didn't take his penis in her mouth she'd never get
the pictures of her daughter back.


"Wrap those hot lookin' lips around my cock, you fuckin' bitch. And do it
now!"


Chapter 5
Carla felt the weight of Eddie McDonald's father sag the bed as he crawled
toward her, felt warm hairy flesh straddle her upper body and settle down
on it, and her heart almost stopped beating. Her head flailed from side to
side in mute protest and revulsion, and she wanted to scream, to throw the
man away from her--but she couldn't. She didn't dare refuse him, not with
those lewd, perverted pictures of her daughter hanging in the balance of
her decision.


She stared at his penis, which he was extending toward her, huge and
blood-red, the tiny hole in its tip seeping seminal fluid, and the yellow
light of the bedroom lamp fell across its full expanse, adding to its
horrible fascination. The terrified young woman was sickened by the thought
of her mouth being used as nothing more than a receptacle for the lewdly
waiting sperm of this horrible beast, for she had told the truth in saying
that she'd never allowed Arnold to suck her between her thighs or her to
kiss his ... she considered the acts as dirty and degrading, defiling the
purity of the love making. And yet, to suck McDonald's cock now only
accentuated the entrapment he had her in, was a fitting punishment for her
humiliation and anguish and complete capitulation. She shuddered--but deep
down she knew that she would suck his cock, and suck it just as hard and
passionately as she could, until she had those damning photographs safely
in her possession, and could destroy the lurid threat to her daughter's
future.


"Damnit, baby, I won't tell you again!" McDonald roared with contempt.
"Suck my fucking cock, you little whore!" He couldn't wait any longer to
take this lust-inciting woman, and he grabbed her harshly, lifting her head
with the flat of his palm while with the forefinger and thumb of his other
hand, he pinched her nose together so that she had to open her mouth to
breathe. He pressed forward, the slick smooth glans hard against her chin,
moving upwards to tease wetly along her lips. He thrust his buttocks
forward, prodding the softness of her lips, grinningly waiting. She mumbled
in terror and revulsion, but he wasn't to be denied. He increased the
pressure and little by little her mouth gasped open and his broad, thick
cock crushed through the moist lips and into the warm, wet grotto of her
mouth. She could feel it slither the full length of her tongue and fill her
cheeks completely with its thick, fleshy hardness.


Carla closed her eyes, feeling numb to her agony, and in a trance-like
state she felt the pubic hairs at the base of McDonald's cock rub her chin
and lips, and then he started teasing his penis in and out of her mouth
while his hands held her head in a viselike grip.


"Suck! Suck, baby, suck!" she heard him command harshly, and she did, her
lips slowly nibbling subserviently at his thrusting hardness, and she
coughed and sputtered until she became accustomed to the alien invasion of
her mouth. She tried not to think of what she was allowing to be done to
her, but it was impossible not to. His testicles bounced loosely against
her chin, and her nostrils filled with the piquancy of his maleness,
constant reminders of the subservient position he held her in.


She ran her tongue experimentally around and around the thickness of
McDonald's slowly pumping cock, flicking the tip into the tiny open slit at
the head of his blunt shaft, feeling it swell and pulsate with excitement.
She would show him, she drummed through her brandy-fogged brain. If this is
what she had to do to save Tamera, she would show him she could please; he
wanted her to suck, then she'd suck ... he called her a whore, then a whore
she would be, doing all the tricks a whore can do. Her tortured,
drink-hazed mind droned on deliriously, the very haplessness of her
situation excusing away some of the weird, masochistic sensations which
were beginning to flutter in her belly and loins.


"Stroke my balls!" McDonald rasped down at her lovely, cock-filled face.
"Take them, but be gentle. And suck! Suck harder!"


Carla sucked and licked in earnest, and as she did, the lewd words pouring
into her ears spurred her on, and a great shudder passed through her as she
became enveloped in the exquisite madness of what she was abjectly doing.
She cupped his bloated, semen-filled testicles and caressed them tenderly,
still sucking demon-like around and around the throbbing cock-head which 
was sliding in and out of her ovalled, tightly-clasping mouth. She was
totally subjugated, and could do nothing to even stop her own flesh from
tingling in unwanted forbiddenness. The saliva in her mouth grew and grew,
becoming slightly sticky from the small emission of lubricating fluid which
seeped from the small hole she bathed with the tip of her tongue, and in
response, McDonald writhed and strained over her, his long, sensuous
fingers curling tightly in her blonde hair, using her mouth now as if it
was another cunt. She could feel his penis stretch and expand until there
wasn't any more room, and the repulsion of before gave way to the sickening
realization that she was strangely beginning to enjoy it.


The foaming passions which had been released from the self-enforced
bondage of her husband's memory flowed through her blood and nerves like a
giant holocaust--or a savage invasion of barbarians, ruining all which lay
before them. Her mind reeled from the electric touch of her tongue on
McDonald's cock and the pungent, not unpleasant taste of his male
secretions, and she massaged the soft, resilient skin of his testicles with
one hand while crooning mindlessly in rhythmic suckings, twirling her soft
tongue maddeningly over and under. She opened her mouth wider in
unconscious desire for more of his wonderful penis to be slid inside her
butter-soft mouth, and she moved back and forth in a lewd mock of the
coital beat, causing McDonald to cry out in pure, unexpected pleasure.


She was unable to stop the mounting spiral of her own passions now, and
the young mother's widely stretched lips slavered unashamedly, her hips
grinding behind her in hungry desire, soft mewling sounds of animal passion
escaping from around the thick cock embedded in her mouth. She was enjoying
this deeply, her brain made her realize, and she was becoming a partner in
it, participating rather than resisting. She thought fleetingly of her
husband, but Arnold's face withered and faded like smoke waved away by a
hand as the torrent of her long denied sexual desires billowed through her.
Sweat rolled over her body in thick rivulets, rolling down from her
forehead to her tightly locked mouth to mingle obscenely with the juices of
her saliva and his thin, excited secretions, so that McDonald's naked
testicles, slamming hard against her chin on every forward thrust, slapped
with a wet, sharp smack of flesh against flesh that seemed to fill the room
with their loudness each and every time.


The tingling heat in her cunt became too much for Carla to bear, and she
moved her left hand down under her, leaving her right hand bent at the
elbow for support, her hand still softly squeezing the throbbing balls
which hung and swung beneath his cock. She moved her left hand across her
rippling belly and to her now wet, moistly alive cunt, and slipped her
fingers through the curly soft pubic hair, parting the thin, silken strands
so she could rub the tiny, excitedly rising bud of her clitoris. Faster and
faster she manipulated the tiny, quivering tip, feeling the rising storm of
her excitement ... and then she slipped her fingers into her hungry,
insatiably aroused vaginal hole, and her body was engulfed with fire as she
strove wildly for her own release.


She sucked to satisfy ... to satisfy both of them now, not just the evil
man abusing her. Her head bobbed up and around his lust hardened cock like
a starving child, the masochistic joy of being used like a dirty slut
permeating her whole body, and she groaned soulfully around her tightly
locked lips, knowing that at any second, he was going to pump his lewd
sperm into her mouth until it ran from the edges of her lips in sticky
white trails of blissful sensation.


Then, spontaneously, a deep curse erupted from McDonald's throat, and he
locked his hands hard around the back of her head, ramming his cock into
her mouth and sensing her wildly sucking lips drawing his desire-heated cum
voraciously from his nearly exploding balls. His cock-head erupted forth
with sudden violence, flooding her mouth and throat with the delicious
pungent liquid in a manner she'd never dreamed about, her cheeks bloating
as she swallowed the gushes excitedly, clasping her lips even more tightly
around his spurting penis so she wouldn't lose a single, wonderful drop of
his hotly flooding sperm. It dribbled from the corners of her mouth, down
her chin, and she lashed out her tongue in a sweeping, snake-like motion to
swipe the thin, viscous fluid hungrily back into her mouth. In the
semidarkness, McDonald could see her mouth and throat work as she willingly
took everything he was pouring into her, and his face crumpled and wrinkled
from the climactic pressure, his breath ragged as if knocked from him.


She wouldn't let go, her lips still nibbling, her cheeks still hollowing
as she continued to suck insanely on his rapidly deflating cock, wailing as
she did so, the sound of her fingers in her own pussy a rhythmically
slapping sound of tormented frustration. She was seconds away from her own
orgasm ... and she was still wild, an unleashed animal gone mad from all
the years of her forced celibacy.


"Nooooo!" she sobbed. "Please, more! Wait for me!" as he fell back from
her, his limp, now lifeless penis popping wetly from her mouth.


She rolled over, kicking her legs wide in the air, her own hands
manipulating ineffectually the thin, hair-lined slit between her thighs.
She ground her fingers into the splayed cuntal channel, trying to reach the
impossible depths that were so near, yet so far away.


McDonald panted, gasping for breath, greedily viewing the gasping,
whimpering young woman, his face flushed and his eyes leering. His cock
jerked--it had just cum, but damned if that lewd, erotic sight before him
didn't stir his blood anew! He'd never known such utter depravity, such 
total surrender to the desires of the flesh! It was enough to make an
eunuch get a hard-on, by Christ! He fingered his penis, finding that it was
growing into a straight, hard, throbbing ram-rod again, just as if he'd not
had sex in days, and with a cry of delight, he levered her unresisting legs
up off the bed in a wide arc, pressing them harshly back against her
breasts. Her tortured body was bent back double, the pain of her strained
muscles almost unbearable. The glistening, flattened plane of her crotch
was presented like a bound maiden in sacrificial offering, and he poised
over her in a push-up position, his hands holding her ankles, his thick,
rejuvenated cock aimed straight at her helpless, upturned vagina.


"Yes! Oh, yes, God, yes!" Carla moaned.


"I'm going to fuck you shitless now, Mrs. West!" he spat down at her. "Ram
it right to your hot looking tits!"


Carla shuddered, torn between the hot desire scorching her still hungrily
fevered cunt, and the twinge of shame and humiliation that flickered
through her liquor confused mind. She rolled her head from side to side,
tears of frustration rolling down her checks, the fire licking through her
long liquid pussy spurred on by her sheer helplessness and the obscene
position in which she was being held. Through glazed, heavy-lidded eyes she
looked up at the lewdly grinning nakedness of McDonald, and then down at
his rigid penis grazing the blood-swollen, wet lips of her eagerly
expectant cunt. Unfulfilled lust raged out of control in her pulsing flesh,
and nothing else suddenly mattered!


"Fuck me! You bastard! Go ahead and ram your cock just as far and as hard
as you can! Go on! Fuck me! Fuck me!"


McDonald needed no further encouragement. His heavy body dropped down on
her twisting form like a sack of cement, and his thick pole plunged into
her waiting cunt hole like a battering log, pushing the unresisting moist
folds of flesh in rippling waves before its cruel, searching head.


"Ahhhhh!" Carla screamed. "Ahhhhh, yeeeessssss!"


Carla cried out at the brutal impalement, surprised by its thickness. But
it was only momentary, the greedy moist walls gripping his hardened flesh,
slithering up wetly to devour its length to the hilt, and she groaned in
relief at the filling of her wide stretched vaginal passage as he began a
heavy, deep thrusting into her now voluntarily grinding cunt. Her head
rolled wildly from side to side, her mouth opened in wild abandoned
ecstasy, and her orgasm didn't take long to explode within her, for she had
been so close before. McDonald's expanding penis fucking up into her like a
jack-hammer set her off like a roman candle.


"I-I'm cummminggg! Oh God, I'm cuuuming!" Her voice was shrill with
passion. "Ahhhhhggggggg!" Her hands closed greedily behind his driving
buttocks, pulling him in maniacal frenzy deeper into her wide spread
crotch, and her cum juice flowed wetly out around his still driving cock,
flowing down the crevice of her buttocks and wetly flooding his balls as
they rubbed rhythmically against her tight, puckered anus.


Spurred on by her twisting body, McDonald fucked harder into her, forcing
her tortured legs farther and farther back over her head, fucking into her
like a pile-driving machine out of control. Bright flashes filled the room
as Carla grunted out her climax, and she could feel the hot waves of his
sperm spurt deep up into her dilating womb, and her head whirled in
depraved sensuality as the hot, powerful spurts surged wildly into her,
filling her to the bursting point with its sticky whiteness. The hot, wet
walls of her vagina clasped and unclasped desperately, milking at the
jerking organ like a sucking, starving mouth.


The young mother's firm, sweat-drenched body was drained of everything,
her limbs collapsed loosely on the bed as McDonald's grip on her legs was
released. She lay spread-eagled as she felt the heavy weight lift from her
and the cool rush of air over her sweat-soaked form. Then McDonald spoke in
the distance as she floated on her cloud of release.


"You're not dead yet, Mrs. West," came the lewd voice, "and the night's
still young. Give me a few minutes to rest, and then we'll see what other
games we can play."


Carla shuddered, but in a deliciously tingling way. Yes, she wanted him
again and again ... and no longer did she want to continue the worship of
the dead. Her husband was buried at last, replaced by a love of sexual
gratification. Yes, she wanted to be fucked again, and to hell with if it
meant getting the pictures back or not.


Chapter 6
The next morning arrived all too soon for Tamera.


Her mother leaving the house woke her with a start. As the front door
slammed, and the sound reverberated through her skull in a half-jointed
way, and it was with difficulty that she remembered that her mother had an
early appointment with the doctor; she couldn't recall what was the matter
this time, for the ailments seemed to blend into one another to form one 
long plea for attention.


Tamera lay still for a time, listening to the strangely silent house, and
the softness of her drowsiness was slow to dissipate, like a fog on a cold,
wet morning. She moved at last, only to feel excruciating pain. "Ohhh," she
groaned aloud. "What ... what's wrong with me?" Her head was like a block
of molten lead, and her muscles were tied into spasming knots of twitching
torment, but then the pain would begin to lessen as she once more lay
quiet. She had a hard time collecting her distorted thoughts, putting into
order what had happened to her to cause this horrid condition ...


The drinking, the marijuana ... the capitulation of her aroused body to
the mouth and hands and penis of Eddie McDonald ... the obscene motion
picture of the woman and the dog ... Eddie and Jason naked, Nancy naked,
herself naked ... the plunging cock of Eddie's insatiable loins grinding
deep around into her feverish, wide-splayed vagina ... a vagina that up
until that moment had been completely virginal.


The total impact of what had happened to her hit hard, and the traces of
her sluggishness vanished. She shot upright, ignoring the spasming pain of
her hangover, impervious to anything save the realization of her previous
night's activities. "My God. No." Questions began to run through her head,
spearing through the soft cotton that her mind seemed to be swaddled in,
and she stumbled from the bed and lurched against the dresser, staring with
stricken eyes into the mirror. "Oh, no," she moaned again thickly. "It must
have been a dream ..."


Yet heavy lines marred the teenager's fresh, youthful face, and her eyes
were sunk deeply in their black-rimmed sockets as though she'd aged to her
mother's years overnight. She looked down at her naked body, nude and pink
with sleep, and saw the masses of burnished marks and rose-colored bruises
around her taut breasts and inner thighs. Her rich, full red-nippled
breasts were nearly raw, and light exploration of her pubic area with
tentative fingerings proved to be exceedingly painful, and though she tried
to feel between her blonde pubic curls and to the swollen inflamed lips of
her well-fucked cunt, she couldn't. She had to grip the edge of the dresser
from the sharp ache which lanced from her pussy up through her belly.


"Oh God, oh God," she mewled abjectly, and then forcing back tears of
mortification, she backed to the bed and fell upon its warm covers. It had
happened. She'd been drugged and then fucked to within an inch of her life
... not once, but many times over the balance of the evening, and when her
eyes hadn't been shut with the ecstasy of the moment, she'd been staring
greedily at her girl-friend being fucked by the other boy, Jason.


Oh God, Nancy! Her own girlfriend! She had known exactly what would take 
place, and that Tamera was a virgin ... she'd done it on purpose! Oh, how
she hated Nancy! She'd never speak to her again as long as she lived! She
was ruined by her! And then, as the first heat of her insensible rage
passed, another moan came to the girl's lips as she realized that she
herself had been drawn into the ravishment by her lewd arousal at the movie
of that voluptuous woman being fucked by the dog. She'd been repulsed at
first, but then had watched with fascination, her own unleashed passion
permitting Eddie to take possession of her helplessly aroused body. She was
no better than Nancy or the boys, only newer at the games, for hadn't her
own flesh bucked and twisted in its lustful search for fulfillment beneath
her attacker? And hadn't she demanded insatiably that Eddie McDonald fuck
her again and again, even after the movie was over and the lights had been
turned on? Yes, she had ... she'd lain on the couch as naked and unashamed
as Nancy, Eddie's cum still wetting her flesh and hair, and she'd cried out
for him to come and fuck her ...


Tamera squeezed her eyes shut as the erotic recollections flooded through
her ... she felt so alone now, so helpless and alone. She couldn't go to
her mother, for such a confession would kill her for sure, and she'd be
branded the little whore that she rightfully was, and her mother would turn
away in disgust, never love her again. Even though she was alone and
without hope, she was thankful that this one morning her mother wasn't
there to see her as she looked, battered and torn and miserable.


Her dream of being married in white, of a soft double bed in which her one
true husband would tenderly teach her about sex was gone like the belief in
Santa Claus. Eddie's white male sperm is still lying deep in my stomach,
she thought, looking down at herself once again, trying to feel the
overwhelming sordidness and dirty anguish she believed should be part of
her loss of virginity and dignity. But the more her mind dwelled on last
night, the more she kept thinking about Eddie teasing into her tender young
pussy with his lust-hard penis, her breasts swollen and hurting from his
trembling hands, and the way she'd willingly allowed him to do it to her
over and over, the more she had to admit now that she wasn't entirely sick
of soul. There were the agonies of having to come to terms with herself in
relation to her long-standing morals, but for all of the warnings and dire
prophesies she'd been weaned on since birth, she had to concede in all
honesty that she was still the same basic person she was before. Not at
ease with herself, the way Nancy would be this morning--but then Nancy was
more experienced in letting guys fuck her--the way she'd allowed Jason to
take her panties down and fuck her right off the bat last night had left an
indelible imprint on Tamera's mind.


The fact that she wasn't as grief-stricken as she assumed she should be,
upset the young girl almost as much as what had happened. How could she lie
here now and admit she'd liked it? But she had! She'd liked it plenty, and 
she must be some kind of pervert or juvenile delinquent for having not true
shame or guilt, but only an emptiness in her belly which was crying out for
more. Her body had not only betrayed her, but was forcing her to want still
more, and she sobbed helplessly with guilt.


In an hour or so Eddie would be by to pick her up--that she was certain
had been agreed upon last night--and she would have to make herself
presentable. She rose again and padded naked to the bathroom like a robot,
averting her puffed eyes from the soiled clothing she'd dumped in a pile
when she'd undressed for bed. He'd be here, and then they'd go somewhere;
she had a sickening feeling that neither he nor her body would allow her to
say no to him. She couldn't refuse him when he came to the door of her
house, or when his virile young cock was once more pressed hotly to the
mouth of her cunt ... and that was all there was to it.


* * *


Tamera sat in the front seat of Eddie's Ford while Eddie drove, the radio
blaring out a new hit being broadcast by the local rock station. He bobbed
his head in tune to it, and Tamera watched him with excited interest. All
of her doubts had vanished when she'd climbed in beside him earlier, seeing
his grin, and her pulse had quickened on the spot. She wasn't sorry that
he'd fucked her--not sorry at all now, and she wanted his penis to fuck her
again. And Eddie had been so nice, talking about all sorts of things as
they drove through the town. Yeah, she was part of it now, really in the
groove, and no longer a little baby. God, this was really living!


"Hey, baby," he said. "Instead of my place, how about us going over to
Jason's? He's got this pool, see, and we can keep cool swimming and stuff.
What do you say?"


"Gee, it sounds great, only ..." She licked her lips.


"Only what?"


"Only I didn't bring a bathing suit. I mean, if you'd told me, I could
have grabbed my bikini before I left my house, but I didn't, and I'm not
planning to go in skinny-dipping today."


Eddie laughed good-naturedly. "Nobody expects you to, baby. But I didn't
bring one, either. I plan to wear my underpants. What the hell, they're
larger than my swimming trunks, and just as private." He shrugged. "Jason's
parents won't be home, so it'll be just us--and after last night, it's sort
of hard to be modest about what we look like, right?"


Tamera blushed crimson, shifting uncomfortably in her seat. No she had to 
admit, even though it caused her embarrassment to do so. She wasn't used to
this kind of living yet, not all of it. But she remembered telling her
mother yesterday that her bra and panties covered her more than her bikini
did--and if Eddie was going in in his underpants, then she supposed she
could and it certainly was a hot day! She felt a silly tingling in her
thighs at the risquness of swimming in her underthings, and a little
anticipatory shiver went up her spine at the thought of being so naughty in
front of the boys. And if Nancy was in her bra and panties, it would be all
right, she figured ...


The home of Jason's parents was near the crest of a sloping,
eucalyptus-bordered drive. It was constructed of heavy wood, with lots of
glass and a flag-stone faade, with a yard of bottlebrush and joshua trees.
The heady scent of Burmese honeysuckle which grew abundantly over the
arbored porch filled the warm, balmy air as Eddie stopped in the driveway.
No sooner had he stopped the engine than Jason walked around the rear of
the house on a crushed shell path, and he was wearing a pair of tight
yellow trunks, his large, hefty body glistening with a recent application
of sun-tan oil.


Looking at Jason, Tamera felt a small, reflexive shudder as she thought of
him naked and aroused, as he had been last night, and the way he'd fucked
her girl-friend on the couch beside them. She watched him as he approached
the car, the strong muscles rippling along his thighs and chest, the hard,
bas-relief outline of his cock straining the thin material of the trunks.
She averted her eyes, embarrassed slightly.


"Hey, good of you two to come," Jason said, smiling. "Come on around to
the pool."


"Where's Nancy?" Tamera asked as she walked beside Eddie.


"She wasn't sure she could make it, today," Jason said. "Something about
helping her mother around the house." He grinned at Tamera. "Just us three
for awhile. Think you're girl enough for two boys?"


"Only for one," she said quickly, hugging Eddie's arm. "I'm saving all my
loving for Eddie." But Jason's casual words had chilled her slightly, and
she wished that Nancy had been here, or that she would soon be along.


Around the path, there was a large patio fronting a green-tiled,
square-shaped swimming pool with clear, still water. Three tall trees
shaded it and the patio, and the back yard was enclosed with tall fencing,
blocking any neighbor's view of the yard. The patio contained several
chairs and chaise lounges, and two white tables with barber-striped beach
umbrellas over them.


"Now, why don't you two change, or at least get down to whatever you're
planning to swim in," Jason said, "and I'll stir up some beer." He
indicated an archway leading into the interior of the house proper.
"Tamera, if you feel prudish, there's the guest room in there. What about
you, Eddie?"


"Here's as good as anywhere," Eddie said, and he unbuckled his pants,
sliding them down casually over his legs and feet. Tamera went into the
house, finding the guest room and the bath, feeling that prudish or no, she
just couldn't strip down out there in front of them, and last night be
damned. She undressed, folding her clothes carefully, and looked down at
her ready-made two-piece bathing suit. It fit her snugly, accentuating the
firm, generous hills and valleys of her tanned young body, and she felt
painfully vulnerable--as if somehow this was more wanton than being naked
and fucking while it had been dark last night. But she decided that it
wouldn't be right to constantly worry about being partially undressed and
taking a deep breath, she returned to the patio.


Jason looked at her with critical appreciation, at her smooth, taut
stomach and fine high breasts that were barely concealed in the narrow
strip of her brassiere cups, and at the bottom section, her white, thin
panties outlining her tight, slightly protruding pubic mound, revealing her
full, rich thighs and tucking under her buttocks, leaving the brown curve
of her hips almost totally nude. He emitted a long, low, wolf whistle.
"Well aren't you something, baby!"


She blushed under his frank examination. "Th-thank you, Jason," she
replied in a flattering tone. "So's Nancy in a suit like this, you know."


"I know," he leered suggestively. "But I've already tried her on for
size."


"Yeah," Eddie said. "Can I pick them, or can I pick them?"


"You certainly can pick 'em, man!" Jason agreed ardently, the undeniable
tone of his interest painfully apparent to Tamera. "Here's a beer for you,
baby," he said, handing her a frosty bottle. "And one for you, Eddie." He
laughed and sat down in one of the webbed chairs. "Drink hearty, for
there's plenty more where that came from. Your refrigerator was out of
beer, Eddie, but mine isn't!"


Tamera tasted hers responsively. The beer was tart and refreshing, and she
found that it really hit the spot, with the sun beating down as it was.
They grouped around the table in their chairs and talked, Tamera still ill
at ease, the boys mainly discussing cars and other girls between 
themselves. Eddie winked at Tamera a few times, and Jason got up to get
another round of beer. The beer began to take its toll--Tamera hadn't even
had breakfast--and she experienced a general loosening of her body, the
tenseness leaving her and relaxation setting in. Some of her mental caution
disappeared, and slowly she found herself entering in more with the talking
and joking. She finished her third bottle, and Jason quickly handed her
another.


She giggled, looking at Eddie as she thanked Jason, and she saw that her
boy-friend's face was slightly flushed, and she figured that he, too, was
beginning to feel the effects of the beer. But she didn't care, for she was
now enjoying herself, feeling giddy and light-hearted, almost carefree.
Tamera was no longer sorry about coming, not in the slightest, and Jason
wasn't half as bad as she'd thought he'd been acting toward her, and Eddie
was still handsome, urbane, and she liked him more and more.


Jason wiped a hand across his perspiring forehead. "Whew! It's getting
hotter, or is it just me?"


Eddie grinned. "A little of both. Why don't we go for a swim?"


"Good idea--" Jason stood, stretching, waited for Tamera and Eddie--and
then the three of them ran squealing and laughing to the pool and tumbled
in, creating one large splash. They dove and swam, splashing water at one
another and ducking heads, howling and giggling, and generally carrying on
like water-rats. The day passed quickly, a combination of drinking,
swimming, and sunning on the tile rim, and whatever thought Tamera might
have had about the prudence of being in water-soaked, almost transparent
panties and bra was forgotten. She even liked being so daring, and
consciously strutted, pushing her breasts forward, knowing that her nipples
could be seen through the material, and that her vaginal lips were
contoured provocatively. Eddie's shorts kept slipping, and a couple of
times, she'd caught glimpses of his pubic hair, and his penis and testicles
were exposed blatantly in the material, making her tingle with sexual
excitement and desire ...


Finally the evening came, and a cooling breeze started somewhere, wafting
over the patio and pool. They had one last beer, and then Jason said:
"Well, what say we move the party indoors for something to eat and leave
the doors open."


"All right," Eddie said. He rubbed his arms.


"I've got a few goosebumps after all that water and hot sun."


Tamera looked at herself critically. "Gee, I'm still soaking wet. I 
shouldn't go in the house, make marks on your rugs and things. Besides, I
can't go home like this."


"Well, go take them off," Eddie said.


"Eddie!"


Jason laughed. "He means use the guest room, Tamera, right?"


"Sure. Jason can give you a towel or something, and a few minutes out here
will dry your bra and panties, and then you can dress. How's that?"


Tamera cocked her eyebrow. "Walk around in a towel?"


"I'll bring you a washcloth, if you prefer." Jason said.


"No thanks," she giggled. "I'll take the biggest towel you've got."


"Tamera," Jason said, "You'd be surprised how big a one I've got." It was
all in fun, this teasing, yet at the same time Tamera felt a certain
sensation of excitement surge through her at the thought of parading around
in front of Eddie and her girlfriend's boyfriend in a skimpy towel. She
sensed her face flushing and when Jason brought her a large, fluffy beach
towel from a hall closet, she took it quickly and hurried to the guest
room.


In the bathroom, she stripped off her bra and panties, which were cold and
wet against her skin, and she rubbed herself dry with the towel. She caught
her reflection in the full length mirror on the back of the door, as she
walked into the bedroom, and paused to study how she looked after one full
day of being a non-virgin. The tell-tale haggardness was gone, she saw; the
old lines and black rings around her eyes had disappeared--for it had been
a lack of sleep, not her wild exhibition last night which had caused the
wretched look to her this morning. No superfluous flesh; no blotched,
bruised skin; and her body was still as captivating as ever, though now
tinted a pinkish hue from the toweling. She padded bare-foot to the bed and
sat down to dry her feet, and the soft, silky hairs at the vee of her loins
drew her attention. God, she was suddenly hot. It must have been all that
beer, she thought; well, she could see that she'd have to keep to coffee
later on ...


The door opened gently, and she bolted to her feet, holding the towel in
front of her. Jason stood there, unmoving, wearing only his yellow bathing
suit.


"Jason!" she gasped. "What are you doing here?"


"What do you think?" he grinned with excitement.


"Get out! If Eddie caught you here, he'd kill you!"


"Naw, don't worry your pretty little head over Eddie. He's busy in the
livingroom." He chuckled lewdly. "So I thought I'd come to see if you're
okay."


"I'm just fine! Now please! Leave me alone!"


He came toward her, shaking his head, and Tamera saw the heavy bulge in
the front of his suit was larger than ever, protruding in her direction
like a sheathed sword.


"I'll scream for him!" she threatened weakly.


"Go ahead, but it won't do you any good. The doors in between here and the
livingroom are all shut, and the walls of the house will block off anything
you might yell. I know; it's been tried before."


A frightening hollowness came alive in the pit of the girl's stomach, and
before she could protest further, he was tugging the towel away from her
and gathering her in his arms, her naked flesh pressed tightly against him
as he kissed her with fury, flattening her lips to his brutally, forcing
her back on the bed.


His hands began slowly to explore her almost defenseless body as they had
Nancy's the previous night, and she thought crazily how he'd looked, naked
and straining with his cock inside Nancy, sucking hungrily on one large,
firm breast. No! Oh God, I can't think like this! she cried out in mental
anguish, and struggled feebly as she felt his hands caress her aching
breasts, and her nipples hardened involuntarily. She whined, her worst but
unsaid fears of the day confirmed ...


"No, get off of me, Jason! I-I don't want to make love to you! Eddie's the
only one!"


He laughed with callous disregard. "Eddie was the only one," he sneered.
"And you'll like me, Tamera, you'll see."


"Nooo, please!" she begged, but it was as if she'd never spoken. His hands
prowled with insane intensity over her ribs and belly, brushing the velvety
pubic hair until she prickled between her legs and squirmed still harder to
break the unwanted attention. Still his fingers followed, splaying the
tender lips of her almost virginal young cunt, his mouth hard upon hers, 
and she groaned against him, unable to stop the rising excitement his touch
was creating in her against her will.


"Jason ... Oh God, no Jason!" she panted in his face. "You know this is
wrong! You know it'll only be bad ... Think of Nancy!"


"I'm only thinking of you, Tamera," he hissed. "I've been thinking about
you all day the way you've been throwing your tits and cunt at us out
there. Jesus! A guy can stand only so much!"


Both of his hands were busy. One was working her nakedly exposed vaginal
passage, burrowing deeper and deeper with rapacious tingling, and she
jerked and tossed, a soul-searing moan escaping from her chest as she
arched her young body and rolled her head from his lips, grinding her
trembling white buttocks down into the mattress in a vain attempt to free
herself. His other hand was tugging at his swim suit, and she heard him
breathe harshly as he was able to slip the wet, gripping trunks down over
his hips, releasing his hot, throbbing penis. His cock pressed into the
smooth flesh of her hip, and its touch renewed her fright.


"No, no, no ..." she chanted, gnashing her teeth. His penis slid down,
closer to the pink, wet slit where his hand was spreading her wet throbbing
cuntal opening, but she was able to clamp her thighs together in protest,
sucking in a gasp of hot air as his fingers, trapped in the hair-covered
lips of her vagina, suddenly were all the more tantalizing. He flicked the
tip of her clitoris, making it swell with arousal and she found to her
horror and dismay, that her body was weakening, and she was starting to
respond to him. Her cunt splayed wide, and her legs opened to his thrusting
fingers.


"Ohhhh," she moaned piteously, trying to get a grip on her senses.


"I've got to fuck you, baby," he gasped frantically. "I've got to!"


He rose up then, readying his loins to thrust his penis deep into her
cunt, and the sight of his long, hard cock menacingly concentrating against
the softness of her tender naked thighs awakened her to the reality of her
situation. Fear and loathing came back in a rush of furious rejection, even
as her young pussy throbbed open of its own accord in pulsating acceptance.


"No!" she screamed, scrambling and clawing as hard as she could. "No, I
won't let you, Jason! I won't!" Her sudden whirlwind defense caught the boy
off-guard, and he tumbled over, giving her the split-second she needed to
gain her feet and run for the door. "Nooo! Help! Eddie, Help me!"


But Jason was not to be denied so easily. He lurched after her, catching 
her half-way to the door, and they fell to the carpet together, his weight
forcing the air out of her lungs. She was now on her side, her white,
firmly shimmering buttocks a quivering erotic spectacle which only urged
the young man on stronger. He grasped her to him, sighing: "Ahhhhh!"


"Please, Please don't," Tamera sobbed, and she tried to press her thighs
together, attempting to hold back by jack-knifing her buttock cheeks away
from him. But his erect young cock was wedged solidly in the crevice of her
inner thighs, sliding wetly against her vaginal slit and its hair-fringed
lips, adding its own fluids to the already moistly glowing skin beneath the
sparse golden curls of her pubic hair.


He grabbed her in a bear hug, squeezing the breath from her, and then he
sank triumphantly between her legs as she automatically straightened out
her body from the pressure of his hold. His hardened cock imbedded itself
against her pubic mound, all the way until their two loins were touching,
pressing hotly against one another. Tamera felt as though she was
suffocating from his hug, and she felt his penis force itself against her
closed vaginal slit and clitoris as it moved teasingly along the shallow
valley of her cunt. Her unconscious mind tried to fight the twisting,
grinding motions, but the stabs of delight and passion coming from his
rotating cock were overpowering her, and her control slipped away as his
lewd motions ignited the sexual spark within her. What had been started
last night had only been banked today, and now the glowing embers burst
anew, making her flesh a seething furnace of lust all over again--and
Jason's taunting cock was the fuel needed to make her burn. Her hips
betrayed her, slowly moving in tiny circles, and once again, desire welled
within her young and tender body, crying out hungrily to be fulfilled.


The thighs which had been pressed tightly together against the boy's
invasion opened slightly, and she ground her one hip into the rug, lifting
her other leg so that he could slip his penis along her rapidly moistening
channel easier and freer.


"Bend your leg," Jason ordered breathlessly. "Raise it and then hook your
leg over my ass, so that I can get in there all the way."


"Nooo," she mewled, but her defiance had lost all conviction of strength.
She struggled for a moment, then did as he told.


"Yeah ... We're here, and we might as well fuck the way we are--sideways!"
Jason held his hotly palpitating rod at the elastic opening of her cunt,
and he watched with excitedly gleaming eyes as the tiny wet lips contracted
and throbbed with Tamera's undesired passion. Then, he moved slowly
forward, and let his cock slide gently into her pubic softness and against
the warm, resilient folds of her vagina, feeling the expectantly waiting 
lips close hungrily over the rounded tip of his penis. He flexed his
buttocks, feeling all of the frustration he'd built up over the day as he
surged into the warmly flooding grotto of the groaning girl's cunt. He
gasped aloud through the silence of the guest room as he felt the tight,
hot walls of her near-virginal little pussy contract around his rock hard
length in a soothing, slippery embrace.


"Ohhhh, God!" Tamera grunted, and she arched her loins to allow him to
slip still more into her, for while she groaned from the fact that she was
hopelessly degrading herself by letting her boyfriend's best friend fuck
her, she was actually desiring it! Her breath was hot and her lips opened
and closed fish-like in the humiliation and shame--and above all, the
passion--from her sudden, uncontrollable urge. She could feel Jason's penis
grow inside her cunt, and she strained against him, her body a mass of
electric tingles as they lay side-by-side on the carpet.


"Yeah, that's it! Ohhhh, that's it!" Jason chanted as he looked at his
cock sliding in and out of the vertically clasping little mouth between her
thighs, and the way the girl's rippling belly and hips followed his tempo.
Tamera responded, great waves of delicious feeling racing from her cunt,
her mind an expanding balloon, threatening to burst into a thousand colored
pieces.


Trance-like, lost in the reverie of her unlocked passions, Tamera didn't
hear the door open again and Eddie McDonald walk in. He grinned at the
sight before him, and his penis suddenly filled with heated blood, making
the front of his underpants stick out like a tent. My God! Look at them go,
would you? Shit, old Jason is really slamming the meat to her and she's
digging the hell out of it! The boy didn't waste much time in the lewd
viewing of the two teenagers fucking on the floor, for he couldn't take
much of the sight, or his bulging eyes would end in him cumming in his
drawers! He had to join in, that's what ... just like he always did when he
or Jason had a girl. Share and share alike, and if it hadn't been Tamera's
initiation last night, he and Jason would have switched then. Jesus, Nancy
was one hell of a fuck, he knew that from many past times, but she wasn't
as good as Tamera! Tamera was a born fucker! She had that innate ability
some women are born with, and some women aren't. With quick, trembling
fingers, he stripped off his already semen stained shorts and padded over
to where they were on the rug, and knelt down beside Jason, his testicles
swinging gently below his buttocks, his penis aching with hard, solid
erection.


"How is it, buddy?" he asked pleasantly.


"Jesus!" Jason looked up, then smiled. "You startled me." He never lost a
stroke as he continued slamming into the lovely young girl's widely 
stretched cunt. "Damned fine, Eddie. Damned fine!"


Shock waves of horror ripped through Tamera as she looked up and stared at
the naked, gloating form of her boyfriend. Oh no! She'd been discovered
like this, letting his best friend do it to her! It was the end of
everything; she'd never be able to explain! She struggled to break away,
but as Jason rammed with ever-increasing speed his lust-hardened prick into
her hungrily accepting cunt, she found that she could only grunt, that she
was unable to free herself either from him or her own bursting emotions.


"Yeah, she's pretty hot stuff," Eddie said, and he stepped over them to
squat again, this time in open admiration at the way her creamy smooth
buttocks pumped back and forth in straining accompaniment to Jason's
hammering penis. "Takes a little to get her going at first, but then when
you do, look out!"


"Yeah, man!" Jason breathed huskily.


The first horror fading, Tamera realized as the two boys talked, that
Eddie wasn't angry, that ... that he actually sounded pleased that Jason
was fucking her! She couldn't believe it, and with tormented eyes, she
gazed up at her lover, only to see his penis erect and standing from him in
obvious arousal!


"Eddie ... Please, it ... it wasn't my fault," she whimpered, still unable
to comprehend the attitude she knew he felt.


"Oh, I don't care if it was or not," he said offhand. "The important thing
is that you're liking it, right?" And he grinned, showing his pearly white
teeth. "I am. I'm going to join in, in fact. How'd you like that, huh? Two
guys fucking you at the same time?"


Tamera couldn't believe what she was hearing. Eddie--the boy she'd given
herself to--no! It wasn't right! He couldn't mean it! Not if what she'd
sacrificed last night had any meaning at all, not if there was any saving
grace in her actions! He was only frightening her, that's what it was,
trying to make her feel worse about what she was doing with Jason ... for
he wouldn't want to join in, not like an animal! She wanted to gag and cry
out, but she couldn't--the rest of her body, still churning wildly from
Jason's lashing cock, was betraying her entirely with the horribly
wonderful sensations it was generating. Tamera could only lay there, her
legs quivering in the air, her buttocks and thighs heaving and throbbing
against the boy's naked loins, feeling abject shame and mortification
ripple over her.


"Don't say such things, Eddie," she wailed. "Please ... it only makes it 
worse!"


"Uh-uh, baby," Eddie said with a lewd chuckle. "It's going to make things
better! We're all going to have fun, the three of us, and don't feel you're
going to be left out on account you're the only girl here. Because you're
going to get the ride of your life, Tamera, the ride of your ever-loving
life! I'm going to fuck you in your tight little asshole!"


"Noooooo!" the impaled young teenager cried out. "Oh God, not there ...
pleeeese!"


Chapter 7
Eddie slipped down beside her, and pressing his thumbs outward, spread open
the already widely splayed crevice of her smoothly rounded young buttocks,
admiring as he did so the wonderful, lust-building sight of his friend
Jason's cock pumping in and out of her cunt, at the way the pink, wetly
shining lips of flesh seemed to oval around the hard, battering shaft and
swallowing it hungrily into her hair-lined vagina. It was a close-up of
supreme lewdness, and he ogled excitedly at it, his own cock ready to split
with the urgency of his passions. "Hot damn," he hissed, still mesmerized
by the obscene view just inches from him. "Jason, you've got the second
best cock in the world, I swear."


"I bet I can guess who you think's got the best," Jason cackled. "Tickle
my balls, Eddie, tickle my balls and I'll really show you some fireworks!"


"I've got better things to do," Eddie snorted with amusement. He reached
his hand around and between her buttocks, and a river of warm sex juices
moistened his fingers; he rotated his fingers around her small, puckered
anal ring, lubricating it as he pushed hard, feeling the sphincter muscle
give reluctantly, and his finger pop softly up inside her rectal canal.
Tamera jerked forward on his lewdly invading finger, groaning out in pain.


"Agggggg!" she cried. "It hurts! Oh God, it hurts!" Tears of pain and
humiliation ran down her face as the full realization that Eddie was going
to sodomize her overwhelmed her mind. This was the ultimate degradation,
and she doubted she could live through the horrible ordeal ... to discover
that she was considered no more than an object of their crazed young lust,
to fuck every way possible, no matter how lewdly, and that her gift as a
woman was to be considered no more than that. She cringed her nakedly
exposed buttocks away from Eddie, but it was useless, for her motion only
skewered her further upon his friend's cock grinding into her open vagina, 
and ... ooooh God, the feeling was too good not to react to. She grunted
slightly and arched back again, meeting Eddie's mercilessly invading
finger.


Eddie felt the thin wall of membrane between asshole and cunt which
separated the underside of Jason's penis from his finger, and he wormed it
further up into her tightly clenched back passage until his palm was flat
against her soft, pliant ass checks. She couldn't help but respond, moving
her buttocks and thighs and opening her legs wider to give him greater
access to the tiny cringing anus which he was preparing for the greater
entry of his cock. She mumbled almost unintelligible words, her mouth
contorted and her eyes rolling wildly in their sockets, spreading her legs
as wide as she could to offer it to the two boys. She squirmed in a lewd,
pagan dance, feeling nausea and shame course through her from her own
defeat.


"Goddamn, she's got a tight little ass-hole, Jason," Eddie said pantingly.
"I'm going to split it wide open when I get up inside it, you wait and see
if I don't."


"Give it to her good, Eddie!" Jason yelled back in encouragement.


As suddenly as he'd ground his finger into her anus, he pulled it back
out, the elastic ring of her tiny cringing rectal lips clinging to it until
it popped lewdly out with a slight popping sound. Then he forced himself
down against her naked back until he was nuzzling her hair with his face,
and his cock was rubbing around in the softly yielding crevice of her back
side, sliding up and down, almost in her vagina, touching the underside of
Jason's penis already buried deep up inside it. She moaned and shivered
with apprehension.


"Hold her steady," Eddie said. "She'll buck if you don't!"


Jason's hands dug into Tamera's shoulders, pressing them hard and flat
against his naked chest so she couldn't move, while Eddie grasped her
vainly struggling hips with one hand, and guided his cock with his other.
She felt the smooth rubbery head teasing hotly against her tiny puckered
rectal entrance ...


And then Eddie pushed. She screamed out again in pain, but Eddie only
chuckled gleefully, and surged his penis deep up into the hotly clinging
walls of her futilely clenched back passage. By God, he would give it to
her as she'd never dreamed possible, and she would learn to love it--she
was the type for that, he figured--and he jerked his loins again and drove
his cock further inside her still resisting anal orifice.


"Aggggggg!" Tamera groaned, and she convulsed from the savage invasion of
her tortured asshole. Her ears caught the lewd grunts of pleasure from
behind, and she hated herself and her body for the joy it was giving Eddie
and her girlfriend's boyfriend, but she had to admit that she was totally
shattered, her will to fight utterly gone.


Eddie then began to fuck into her, mercilessly driving all of his great
length up between her firm, full buttocks until his pelvis smacked into and
flattened the smooth soft flesh of her helplessly trembling asscheeks hard
against her hipbones. He moaned delightedly, and thrust again and again,
while Tamera undulated between the double fucking in a hopeless attempt to
escape the all consuming pain.


I can't take it ... I can't take it any more ... Oh, God, I'll die!


But as the boy continued to delve deeper and deeper into her tightly
stretched anus, she found that her widely stretched back passage was
widening to accept it, just as her cunt had last night after his first
agonizing assault. Reflexively, defensively, the teenage girl ground
salaciously back against his cock, then met Jason's forward thrusts with
lunges that were at first vain attempts for escape--but then became
something more ... became, almost without her conscious knowledge, the
thrusts of enjoyment, of a strange, weirdly soaring pleasure! With a
reversal of emotion, the pain and terror and the humiliation faded from her
suddenly greedily churning body, and was replaced by a more basic desire!
She was aroused now! Aroused even more than she had been last night! Her
rectum and vagina walls seemed to have suction cups of their own then,
sucking the two hardened penises voraciously up into them; the thin flesh
between them the only wall separating their lust-hardened penises. And
then, as if by a prearranged signal, Eddie and Jason began to fuck her in
unison, until only their blood-swollen cockheads remained imbedded inside
her, Jason's held only by the inner lips of her insatiably feeding cunt,
and Eddie's held by the tight constriction of her sensation-flooded rectum.
Then they plunged simultaneously, driving deep up inside her, their
stiffness pushing against each other along the dual passages of her hotly
writhing loins.


"Oh God, more!" she groaned aloud. "Mmmmmmm! More! More!"


They gave her more, heaving and crashing into her with a pounding strength
that made her think of the tidal waves against the ocean shore. Again and
again they fucked into her in exquisite unison, their balls making harsh
slapping sounds when they hit flesh, and the soft gushing sounds of fluid
and lubricating seepages sluicing wetly around the pink little bridge of
skin between her dually ravaged holes.


Delight flowed through Tamera, sending her deliriously to another world,
and she sensed that she was rapidly approaching her climax. She strove
harder and harder, and pumped her buttocks and cunt wildly against the two
boys ...


Then, suddenly Eddie began to howl behind her, and then Jason took up the
cry, for it was time! The perfect harmony made Tamera gasp, for she too
grew with the rolling thunder of her orgasm. Her whole being seemed to drop
to the depths of primeval, carnal emotion!


Jason shot his cum deep into her pussy like some great rocket blasting
into the black emptiness of space. He writhed his hips furiously while he
felt the thinly bearded lips of her cunt working hungrily to milk the juice
of his tremendous climax. In her rectum, Eddie was spearing needle-thin
jets of white-hot sperm from his heavily convulsing balls, filling her
bowels with the enema of his young male sperm. Tamera, her climax engulfing
her, thrust her buttocks back on the superbly expanding cocks of her double
lovers, her every muscle contracting as though she was having an epileptic
fit, her anal sphincter closing around Eddie's ejaculating penis like an
angry fist, and her vaginal walls rippling like a tidal pool with a strong
undertow. There was no time, no space--only the unbelievable pleasure of
her orgasm as it struck again and again.


Gradually the two boy's cocks went limp, and they withdrew them from her,
sliding away with deep sighs. "Jesus," Eddie said, collapsing against
Tamera.


"Yeah," Jason managed. "Yeah, man!"


Tamera's firm, youthful body lay on the rug as if she was dead, only her
churning belly showing the unleashed passions which had consumed her. Never
had such joy existed, and the shame and guilt was second place as she
lazily let herself drift into a kind of lavender fog.


"I suppose ... you hate us, Tamera," Eddie said. "I mean, we were a little
rough on you."


She smiled, and moved then, up on her elbows so she could see the boys and
then her naked self, spread out with the matted remains of their sperm and
her secretions glistening wetly on her pink vaginal lips. She looked down
at her flooded and ravaged cuntal triangle, wondering how on earth she'd
ever lived without cocks before, thinking that she could no longer play at
having misty notions of deep, uncarnal love, for she had rutted between two
lust-incited boys like the worst slut of the streets, and she'd been
possessed by it. She couldn't rationalize or excuse her actions, for while
it was true the boys were stronger than she, and could have forced her--and
to some extent had forced her--to submit to their lewd rape, she had burst
into frenzied partnership and been one and the same. Her anus and cunt
throbbed with a dull continuous ache, and her flesh still trembled and
pulsed from her heated orgasm, but her mind was a warm, hazy sigh of
contentment. Slowly, painfully, she rose from the carpet.


"Are you kidding?" she said to Eddie. "The only regret I've got is that
it's over."


"Not for long, sweet-ass," Eddie chuckled. He took his cock between his
thumb and fingers and flipped it at her. "What goes down always goes up
again. That's McDonald's theory of physics."


"Yeah," Jason leered. "And with a pussy like yours, Tamera, his rule soon
becomes hard and fast. You're one of the best fucks I've ever had, let me
tell you true."


Blushing from the obscene compliment, the girl stumbled into the bathroom.
She sat down on the commode, spreading her thighs so that she could
urinate, and as the thin yellow stream from between her legs hissed noisily
into the bowl, she giggled at the lewd thought that it was like a colored
ejaculation, and she was "cumming" as if she had a penis and was inside a
girl--like Jason or Eddie had been inside her. She wiped herself, seeing
the warm white semen they'd spurted out on her pubic hair and flesh, and
then she slowly ran her finger along the exposed valley of her pussy slit,
looking for outward signs of damage.


Strange, she admitted, nobody would ever know that I'd been fucked half
crazy just now ... unless they had been watching ...


Her fingertips cooled her hot flesh and in spite of herself, she touched
her clitoris and spread her legs wider, scooting down on the toilet seat
slightly so she could let her legs stretch out in front of her widely,
opening her pink, moist skin in a tingling, gaping display. The blood rose
in her head as she began to run her finger in her coral-tinged vagina,
feeling the moistness of her secretions and the sperm, slick around her
fingers. She groaned and shut her eyes, leaning back so that she could
better imagine the cocks sliding in and out of both of her hotly clasping
little holes, and her fingers rubbed harder and faster, a wild tide of
rising excitement racing through her. I must be sick ... Something must be
wrong with me I can't help it ... Ohhhh, it feels so good! Then Eddie was
standing in the doorway, smirking as he watched her fingering herself. She
looked up guiltily and pulled her hand away from her moist, tingling pussy,
but made no move to sit up or close her legs, getting a charge from how his
eyes soaked in the lewd, salacious sight of her open exposed pubic slit.


"Shit!" he gasped, his cock rising in hardness from his naked loins.
"Jesus, I mean you really didn't get enough, did you?"


"Not now," she said. "Not after you and Jason taught me the fun of sex for
sex's sake. You bastards, you've turned me into nothing but a god-damned
whore!" She moaned uncontrollably, and placed both hands against the inside
of her thighs, rubbing against the fevered flesh in a tantalizingly
lascivious come-on. "Eddie ... I want you again ... right here, right now
..."


"God damn, I'd love to, but--" He licked his lips hungrily, glancing over
his shoulder. "We can't. Jason is expecting his folks home pretty soon, and
we've got to get dressed. Christ, if they ever caught us like this,
there'll be hell to pay!"


"Eddie," she whispered, standing and walking toward him. "You don't really
want to get dressed, not yet ..." She reached out and fondled his rigid
penis lovingly, kissing him on the cheek fondly. "Eddie ..." She licked his
ear and cupped her hands around his balls, squeezing them very gently, and
he looked down, reveling in the searing sensation of lewdness. Shit!


She's gone wild! There's no stopping her! Her fingers were like broiling
hot irons, inflaming him!


And he had to steel himself somehow! Already he was overdue with his part
of the plan his father had cooked up! He was supposed to be at the West
house already, walking in with Tamera ... But things had been going so
roaringly wonderful here, that he couldn't see how the chance that his dad
might have scored could help matters any ... Still, with Jason's parents
due any moment, he couldn't stand here with Tamera holding onto his prick!
And yet Eddie felt exquisite thrills from her manipulations bursting
through his body, and the only thing which was beginning to mean anything
to him was the girl--this luscious, naked, little nymphomaniac teenage
girl! Ohhhhh, he couldn't stand it!


"You want to fuck me again, Eddie, honey?" she cooed in his ear. "You want
to put that hard cock in my cunt?"


"Oh God, I can't! We've got to leave!"


"I know ... I should have been home hours ago. Nancy's not the only one
who promised to help her mother today, you know. So you take me home ...
afterwards." She teasingly stroked his pulsing young penis, making it jerk
and throb with angry frustration. "A quicky, right here, right now, how
about it?"


"Yes! Goddamn it, put it in! Put my cock up in you!"


In obeisance, she thrust herself forward and skewered herself on his
steel-hard rod, burying it almost to the hilt in her warm, lubricious young
pussy as they clung together in the bathroom. He gasped, and she gasped,
their hips rotating simultaneously, her hands coming up to grip him by the
neck, her legs lifting off the floor to clasp him around his waist, baring
all of her buttocks and cuntal slit.


"Fuck me!" she hissed in his ear. "Fuck me Eddie, fuck me!"


* * *


Tamera West once again sat in the front seat of the Ford, letting a warm
tide of satisfaction fill her mind with pleasure as Eddie drove through the
late evening traffic. She could feel the seminal pool of his cum--and of
her girlfriend's boyfriend, Jason's cum, too--laying heavily up inside her
belly, and the wet juices of her lubrication around the insides of her
thighs and her pubic mound. Oh, it had been wonderful, simply wonderful,
the whole afternoon ...


She wished this could go on forever, blissfully ignorant of the surprise
that Eddie hoped his father had been able to set up at her home while she
and he were at Jason's. She was no longer sorry that she'd lost her
virginity, only sorry she hadn't sooner--and sorry in a peripheral way that
her mother was so narrow minded and had shut her mind and body off to the
pleasures a man (or men!) could give her. She sighed, hoping that someday
her mother might rediscover what she, Tamera, had so recently learned for
the first time. She half-dozed in surrender to the radio music and the
balmy evening, not really caring if she never went back home ...


Eddie parked in front of her house though, and said: "Hey, baby, you mind
if I go in with you for a glass of something cold? My throat is drier than
a desert."


"No, I don't mind. Mom may fry you on a griddle for keeping me out so
late, but what the heck, you might as well face her now as later." She
hopped out of the car while Eddie came around the other side, and hand in
hand, they walked up to the porch.


"Strange," she said as they entered. "I see the lights are on, and there's
an empty bottle. Oh gosh, she's been drinking again," she added
disgustedly.


"She's not the only one," Eddie noted. "There's two glasses."


"Yeah, and some pictures. I wonder--" She started for them, but suddenly
was stopped by Eddie's hand on her arm. "No, don't!" he said quickly.
Christ, she sees those, and she'll blow the whole deal! He said hastily as
an excuse, "... uh, thought I heard a noise."


"What? I didn't."


"Listen ..."


She strained her ears, and they were both surprised when a soft, lowing
moan came from the direction of the bedrooms. "Ohhhhh, yes! Yes!"


Stunned, Tamera staggered back against Eddie, and he put out his other
hand to steady her. "That's ... that's my mother!" she gasped.


"Sure sounds that way," Eddie said.


"She's hurt!"


Then: "Ahhhhhhhh! Ohhhhh! Ahhhhh!"


"I'd say your mother was in no pain to speak of," Eddie said with a sly
grin. "She don't need no doctor."


"But what's going on?"


"Well, why don't we sort of sneak up and have a peek?"


"But--" The girl pressed back, afraid.


"I mean, before you go running for an ambulance or anything, you'd better
make sure what's what, don't you think?" He urged her forward, his cock
beginning to pulse anew with the expected orgy he was thinking was just
ahead.


Tamera took a fevered breath and held onto the boy all the tighter as they
made their way to the bedroom door. Her whole body tensed as she slowly
turned the brass knob and felt the door give way. The strange sounds of
breathing and grunting continued unabated, and she peered in. And then the
young teenager sucked in her breath in shock!


It was her mother! She was lying on the bed, naked! And she had her legs
spread wide and ... and oh Lord! Mr. McDonald was fucking her! The foot of
the swaying bed was pointed directly at the door, affording her a perfect
view of the thick, hard cock thrusting cruelly into her mother, while her
mother's legs were splayed out wide and kicking high in the air. She could 
see the muscles on her thighs straining, and the man's hands cupping her
naked white buttocks with savage strength, squeezing the full rounded moons
mercilessly, forcing her mother's pink, hair-lined vagina to grasp tightly
around his lubriciously glistening cock.


"Eddie! Oh my God! They're in there! My mother ... and your father!"


"Hot damn if they aren't," Eddie said gleefully.


A scream welled up in Tamera's throat, but she choked it down, along with
the impulse to rush in and claw and bite the two of them apart. She was
frozen to the spot, watching with mesmerized revulsion at the ravishment of
her mother's more than willing body.


"They're--They're acting like animals!" she groaned.


"Yeah, come to think of it, they do look familiar to me. Reminds me of us,
don't it?"


"Eddie!"


Her mother placed her hands on Mort McDonald's hollowing buttocks, her
fingers spreading and whitening from the pressure of pulling him
gluttonously to her, while below, her cunt flowered open in welcome
acceptance. Piteous pleas for more continued to roll from her lips, and
Tamera held her breath as she watched and heard, seeing both of them
panting and struggling wildly and rivuleting sweat down their rippling
skin.


Tamera couldn't believe it! Her mother! Her prim and proper and stuffy
mother, reveling in the lewd coupling with a man! It didn't seem possible,
and yet she had to admit that that was what she was witnessing. Her mother
was capable of sexual expression far beyond the teenager's wildest
imagination--capable, as Tamera was, of wholehearted abandonment to the
raptures of a male cock filling her! Tamera didn't know what to think, the
shock was so great. But she knew she didn't feel anger or hatred, not even
revulsion or contempt, but oddly, a new kind of closeness, for her mother
was being fucked by the father of the boy who had just finished fucking
her, and this brought forth an empathy and understanding and love that
wouldn't have been possible two days ago.


"What ... what'll we do, Eddie?"


"What do you think we're going to do? Leave? Hell no, we're going to--"


His words were cut off by a long, low wail coming from Tamera's mother. At
the same time, Eddie's father groaned above her and thrust as hard as he
could inside her belly, and Tamera saw his testicles throb and dance
beneath his hard driving cock with the release of his milky white sperm.
The youngster watched the creamy fluid cascade around her mother's cuntal
lips and run down her inner thighs to the sheets below, as his semen filled
her womb to the overflowing. Her mother was beating a tattoo of orgasm with
her heels against the man's bare buttocks, squeezing her pussy muscles
hungrily around his penis in spasming delight. Then drained and exhausted,
the two of them cradled each other in their arms, still oblivious to the
fact that they were being watched.


"Holy hell, Carla, that's what--the fourth or fifth?" McDonald asked.


"I ... I don't know," Tamera heard her mother gasp. "I lost count and all
interest in keeping track. I just want your cock in me, and nothing else."


"Nothing else?" Eddie suddenly said in a loud voice. "How about a
different cock, at least? How about mine?"


Tamera couldn't believe what she was hearing from her own boyfriend,
Eddie! Horrified, she looked first at him, then at her mother. Her mother
jerked upright, her own mouth wide and her eyes like those of an owl's as
she stared at the two teenagers in the doorway. Her legs were in such a way
that her thinly matted pubic triangle glistened wickedly in the light,
McDonald's cum a pearlescent contrast to her smoothly glistening skin and
blonde silk curls. More semen trickled slowly from her flooded vaginal lips
as she spread them open with her legs.


"Wha--!" she started to say, and then her eyes locked in helpless
disbelief on her daughter. "Oh my God! Tamera!"


"Mother!"


Chapter 8
Carla's mind shattered as she recognized her daughter standing in the
doorway with the son of the man's whose penis had just exploded up inside
her. She tried to speak, but her jaw moved up and down soundlessly as she
locked her tearstained eyes on her daughter's shocked features, and she
staggered to her knees on the bed in mute supplication, more tears of
abasement streaming down her face, her skin blanched the color of death
itself.


"Ohhhh God," she mewled helplessly. "Ohhhh, I wish I was dead!"


Tamera gazed at her mother, seeing with pitying eyes her breasts which she
had once suckled for milk, at the taut belly which had once held her, at
the blonde triangle of pubic hair which had once painfully split wide to
give her life. She couldn't hate her own mother; no matter what she was
doing, she couldn't hate her flesh and blood. "Mother ..." She started
forward, tears in her eyes as well, her arms opening in a show of affection
and strength. "Mother ..." she cried.


"Darling, please, stay away from me. I'm ... no good. I'm not fit to be
your mother. Don't call me that. Call me a whore."


"No," the young girl moaned. A strange, hot tingling was being stirred in
her loins. "No, don't say that, because that makes me one, too." She stared
at the naked, rosy-hued skin and the scarlet-tipped nipples, the alabaster
breasts still heaving and swaying, and at the pubic mound with their much
used vaginal lips and semen-covered cuntal hole, and then she looked down
at herself. She was clothed--but it was as if she saw through her clothes
and at the way she'd looked only a short while before at Jason's house. She
saw both her mother and herself naked--and saw naked truth as well. "No, if
you're a whore, then so am I ..."


"Tamera, I ... don't understand what you're saying! You're my daughter!
But you're not like me!"


"Oh yes, I am, mother," Tamera said, coming still closer. "When I first
saw you, I called you an animal. But Eddie said that's right, and that you
looked as I had with him between my legs! And he was right! You see, I just
finished being fucked by two boys at the same time!"


"No!" Carla swallowed hard, trying to clear the stupor in her brain, for
her daughter's words struck fire in her belly. She remembered the pictures
on the table in the livingroom, the lewd scenes of her daughter in the
throes of passion and excitement, and the reason which had prompted her to
lower her own barriers of morality. "Stop it, stop what you're telling me,"
she whimpered, covering her ears with her hands. "You're only fifteen, and
were taken advantage of. I should have been able to control myself!"


"But I don't want to control myself, Mother," Tamera said, climbing on the
bed. "Don't you see? We're alike, you and I. I wasn't taken advantage of,
not after I learned to enjoy sex. We're one and the same, and I want you to
love me, forgive me as I forgive you and love you."


"Oh, Tamera!" her mother wailed, and suddenly she and her daughter were in
one another's arms, hugging each other as tightly as they could, attempting
to bridge the gap between them. "There's nothing to forgive ..." She
murmured into Tamera's hair, stroking her quivering back, and now all of
her false ideas crumbled like crystal glass--for she had to admit that
fifteen or no, Tamera wasn't a baby any longer, that she was, as she'd
said, a woman, able to react and respond to the same sexual drives as her
mother.


Mort McDonald had been watching this, at first incredulously, then with
cynicism. He looked at his son with a sly wink, nodding his head in silent
agreement that his seductive plot had worked out perfectly, and that he was
finally going to be able to delve into the hot young pussy of the lovely
little teenager. He ogled Tamera as tenderly Carla cradled her, and his
cock gave a painful lurch in his pants.


"A touching scene," he said harshly.


"A real handkerchief wetter," Eddie said, snickering. "Christ, I wasn't
sure it would work as you said it might, but now I can see that you really
hit the nail on the head, Dad."


Carla looked at them, her cheeks flaming with indignation. "Shut your
filthy mouths. Shut up, and get out!"


"Not so fast, my dear," McDonald said lewdly. "I still have the pictures."


"Haven't I paid for them enough?" Carla screamed. "Hasn't your pound of
flesh been enough?"


"Wh-what pictures, mother? The ones in the livingroom?" She was
motionless, indecisive and quizzical."


"My darling," Carla moaned, once again hugging her child to her naked
breasts. "Leave her out of this, Mort. I beg you. Can't you see she's been
through enough already?"


"Oh, I don't know. I'd say she weathered it better than you, my dear." He
chuckled throatily. "Besides, your daughter's in the photos, isn't she?
Hell, she has a right to know about them."


"Yeah," echoed his son. "And earn them back."


"Oh Lord, no!" Carla groaned. "You wouldn't make her!"


"What pictures?" Tamera demanded impatiently.


"Why, the pictures I took of you and Eddie last night. You know, when you 
and he were fucking--"


"Fucking!" The horrified girl recoiled as if struck by a snake. "You mean,
you took--? When we were all--?"


"Cunt and tits and cocks," McDonald said, nodding. "The whole works, and
like I told your mother, I'll cross out the boys' faces and sell the
negatives. If you don't want a whole bunch of full color shots of you
fucking spread from coast-to-coast, then you're going to have to help me
pay for them. The same way your mother's been paying for them for the last
few hours."


"Oh God, oh God," Carla cried out, the final point of no return having
been reached. "God forgive us," she mewled as she looked at the lusting,
incredibly repulsive man and son. "God forgive us both."


"Hurry up and decide, Tamera," McDonald commanded. "Hurry up and either
say no, and I'll get dressed and leave, or--"


"Or ... or what?" the girl asked tremblingly.


"Or else you take your clothes off, my lovely pet." He snickered
devilishly. "Your mother's naked, and now I want to see that sweet little
pussy of yours in the flesh."


All was quiet for a moment, and then Tamera licked her lips again, and
pulled away from her mother's embrace. She slowly started to disrobe. Carla
stared with tormented eyes, her breath ragged and gasping. "No, Tamera,"
she whispered. "Don't do it, don't do it!"


"Yes," Tamera said in a tone of low, even response. "Yes, I'll do it." She
crouched on the bed, removing her things as she had at Jason's house,
carefully and slowly, laying them aside so they wouldn't get mussed. "Yes,
for we don't have any choice, Mother." She unsnapped her bra, and tried not
to react when McDonald gasped at the salaciously enticing sight of her
lithe legs and thighs, her sparse matted blonde pubic hair still shining
with Eddie's recent ejaculation. "He'd do what he threatens, a man like
him. Besides, I'm no better than you, and if you could do this for me, then
I can do it for myself as well."


"Damned right you can," McDonald breathed harshly, and he fingered his
once-again aching testicles, already feeling the prurient desires
rekindling in his lust-hardening penis. "And for a starter, I want you and
your mother to play with each other and lick each other's cunts!"


Carla gasped in horror and revulsion at the incredibly sick demand. 
Lesbianism! And worse, with Tamera, her own daughter! She couldn't do such
a perverted act! She regarded Tamera with agonized eyes as she studied her
lovely quivering young breasts and pink rosettes, and chip-like nipples,
and then down lower, to the now experienced hair-lined lips of her vagina
and the dainty pink clitoris nestling sweetly in the trembling, fleshy
vaginal lips.


"Tamera, she moaned. "Tamera, tell them no ..."


"Take me in your arms, Mother," Tamera said softly. She sunk down and lay
spread out, her arms outstretched. "I love you, mother. I love you more
than them ..."


Carla stared into the other's pain-flecked eyes, and she knew
instinctively that she and her child were the same, and enslaved in their
webs of physical weaknesses. The immoral ties which bound them somehow made
things a little easier and helped blank out the hoarse urgings of the lewd
man and boy as they hotly eyed the two naked women.


"Kiss me, mother ..." Tamera said, breathing harshly. "Kiss me ..." A
tortured moan escaped from Carla's lips, but she couldn't stop herself from
responding. She lay down beside her daughter, wrapped her in her arms, and
her lips found Tamera's with an agile, softly sweet possession, and her
tongue fluttered hesitantly into the warmly waiting mouth.


Tamera was in a torment of agony, and she trembled all over with the
strange forbiddeness of the situation, knowing now that there was no way
out, abhorred with the idea that she was in partnership with loving another
female, and yet so strongly drawn to her mother that she wasn't sure that
she didn't want this to be happening. She sucked her mother's tongue,
kissing back hard--a lover's kiss, a kiss she would have normally given to
Eddie. She reached upward and touched and caressed the breast pressing
against her own, feeling the wetness of perspiration and the stiffening of
its nipple under her long, slim fingers. She rolled and squeezed it in an
understanding way, and Carla gasped, momentarily closing her eyes as the
sensuously warm sensation coursed excitingly through her.


"No ... no, darling, we mustn't."


"Oh yes you will!" McDonald ordered feverishly. "You will, or I'll sell
those pictures. So help me, I will!"


"Yeah! More! More!" Eddie breathed harshly, quickly taking off his pants
and shirt and climbing on the large double bed with his father so that he
could watch, his cock already a hard, long rod, aching with excitement. "Go
on, Tamera, lick your mother!"


"And you, Carla, lick your daughter," McDonald added, laughing.


Carla lay frozen against the soft, voluptuously formed body pressing
against hers, a dry and strangling choke in her throat as she touched her
lips with her tongue, feeling Tamera's teeth and inner cheeks, and the hand
stroking her naked breast gently, taunting her nipple, trailing her other
hand down to press hard against her nervously palpitating belly. "Tamera
... Oh, Tamera ..." she whispered, the girl's strong young body trembling
hotly, nakedly, and her fingers running over her flesh in a knowing female
caress, making Carla gasp and shiver from the delicate tracings.


"You're so pretty, Mum," Tamera crooned. "You know that? You know that
I've always admired you, especially when I've seen you naked, like in the
shower? I've always hoped to grow up to look like you ..." She dug her hips
into the bed and before her mother could stop her, she spread her legs
slightly and pushed her pubic mound up hard against her mother's, rubbing
their soft blonde pussy curls together with a friction which made her
tingle with arousal. Her hand crept down, down still more until her fingers
parted Carla's coral-tinged cunt-lips and slid inside the warm depths of
her pussy. "Ohhhhh, Mother, love me ..."


Carla sucked in her breath, her eyes bulging as she felt her daughter jerk
her loins and whip her fingers in and out in a regular beating rhythm.
"Tamera," she groaned, and put her own hand between them to still the
flying hand. "Stop, stop ..."


"Don't stop," McDonald drooled. "Carla, play with Tamera's cunt. Don't
stop her from fingering yours!" He glanced over at his son. Eddie was
sprawled beside the woman and girl as he reveled in their lewd display, his
blood-sated cock rigid, his hand stroking it lightly. "That's it, son," he
said proudly. "But don't beat off too hard, or you'll cum before it's
time!"


"Don't worry, dad," Eddie panted. "You showed me how.


Carla was drawn by the lewd command and her own rising pulse to slowly
fondle her child's softly curling pubic hair and wet, throbbing vagina.


"Ohhh, that's it, Mother," Tamera gasped. "Don't stop ... Don't stop,
please ... Keep on, deeper!" She moved her loins and buttocks so that they
were open for full access to her pussy, and she undulated her hips
abandonedly, her cunt secreting juices of rising excitement which washed
warmly over Carla's fingers. The mother tried to cease, but she couldn't,
and she began to stroke the heatedly squirming young mound, running her
hands deftly into the tiny valley of pink flesh as the girl shuddered and 
gasped. This was wicked, sick, perverted ... but she was becoming more
excited by the second ... excited by her own naked daughter!


"Tamera ... Oh God ..." She couldn't comprehend what was taking place.
Again, Tamera kissed her, and then she slid her face down a little lower
and her lips closed against her mother's distended nipple, sucking it
furiously as if hoping that the breast would stream out with milk. Carla
sensed her breasts grow large and hard, and then she gave in to the
sensations and rubbed her child's cunt all the harder, while Tamera rolled
and brushed the soft matte of their pubic hairs warmly against their hands.


Tamera moved her own hand out from between them, and then over the
trembling firm buttocks, pulling them apart to stroke Carla's tiny little
anal mouth delicately with her forefinger. Carla trembled and moaned from
the lewd and unwelcomed passions which seethed in her blood, for her
daughter was moving her fingers around so that while one was on her rectum,
the others were teasing her cunt again with the soft strokings of a
feather. Her flesh rippled with desire as her own fingers responded with
still more teasing motions, sliding in and out of the tight, little vagina,
massaging Tamera's tiny, hardening clitoris with her thumb and forefinger.


Her hand in her mother's flowering, lubricious cunt, Tamera let all
thoughts of right and wrong, or the presence of the McDonald man and son
sweep away, and she let her tongue trail between Carla's breasts, nibbling
with her sharp little teeth at the diamond-chip nipples and soft skin.
Carla whimpered uncontrollably from the unexpected delights, and she tried
to once more protest, but she couldn't seem to voice anything save a long
sigh.


"God!" Eddie groaned. "I can't take much more of this! Get them to suck
each other off, right now!"


"Right, son," McDonald panted obscenely. "You heard him, little girl. Lick
your mother's cunt for awhile!"


A tortured gasp escaped from Carla's mouth, certainly her daughter would
never consent to a perversion like that! But then the teenager's tongue was
sliding down over her trembling belly, and she ground her mouth for a
moment to her mother's naval, raising soft mewls and gasps, and then she
squirmed around so that she could go lower, and again Carla tried to stop
her daughter--but the maddening patterns of indecent sensations trailing
after her gently nipping teeth caused the voluptuous young mother to open
wider to the onslaught of the fingers which were moving so lovingly in and
out of her cuntal channel.


Carla's breath caught in her throat as the now excited young girl began to
shower kisses on her thighs ... and then on the blonde triangle of tender
raised flesh between them, and she inched her legs wider still to allow the
girl to reach into the soft, pinkly moistened vaginal lips. A lewd shudder
of forbidden delight coursed through her body as Tamera's tongue found her
clitoris, gently sucking it up into her mouth. A wave of revulsion ran
through her as she realized the enormity of what she was allowing to happen
... but the stimulation was enormous, overcoming all opposition.


Tamera eased her small, moist tongue into the soft wet folds of her
mother's trembling cuntal lips, and then sucked delightedly at the
helplessly quivering flesh, Carla rising off of the bed in involuntary
reaction, rotating her body so that she could feel more of her daughter's
fresh young mouth between her legs. Tamera found that instead of horror and
sickening revulsion that she would have thought she'd have at doing such an
act, she was experiencing a wild, forbidden thrill from the wet
passion-inciting contact, and she lashed out in an insane torrent of
action, her tongue and lips invading with total freedom, forgetting where
she was or who was with her--only that she was drinking ambrosia and
breathing in the sweet musk from the openly dilated pussy which had once
welcomed her own father's desire-hardened penis.


Carla raised her head to watch in totally mesmerized captivation as her
teenage daughter nestled her face lovingly in the hollow of her open
thighs. She felt the soft kisses on the tender pink creases of her skin,
the hot breaths of air blowing into the excitedly parting orifice of her
cunt, but mostly she felt the licking in long sensuous strokes from the tip
of her clitoris all the way down her widespread vaginal slit to her anus,
where it teased hotly at the tiny puckered opening, then back up in a slow
mind-wrenching motion between the sparsely hair-fringed lips between her
legs. She hissed and rolled her head in subservient acquiescence as her
young, teenage daughter reached up with both hands and played with her
breasts, the tonguing becoming hungrier, lashing everywhere up into her
lustfully throbbing loins, making her insides curl up and vibrate with
wonderful tensions.


Tamera moved on the bed again, sucking air in short surges so she wouldn't
have to break the warm, fleshy contact as she fervently lapped with her
eager young mouth, her nose buried in her mother's steaming cunt with wild
depravity. She stretched out alongside Carla, only now her legs were in
front of the voluptuous woman's lust-glazed eyes, her soft blonde pubic
mound undulating a scant few inches from the mother's face. Carla gazed at
the swollen, excitedly glistening lips of her daughter's vagina, and it
seemed to her that the lewd sight was erotically sublime. She brushed her
fingers worshipfully over Tamera's vagina, feeling her child tremble and
seeing little droplets of rising secretion appear along the pink flesh and
soft, fleecy pubic curls. The skin was softer and hotter now to Carla, and 
she quaked with unknown desire to kiss it. But she couldn't. She just
couldn't!


And then she was, finding to her shock that she was clutching desperately
at her daughter's white smoothly rounded young buttocks and drawing her
face to them, and all of her resistance melted with the love she felt for
the young teenager. Her lips burrowed in the soft, hair-fringed folds of
the cunt, and she licked molten swaths back and forth as Tamera was doing
to her, flicking several times against the tiny tender clitoris, then
toward the viscous covered opening of Tamera's waiting pussy, plunging far
in to feel the rippling fleshy walls close hotly around the tip of her
tongue. Then she slowly, teasingly rotated it around up inside before
traveling onto the satin-smooth vale between her buttocks, sucking
delightedly at the crinkled mouth of the tiny pulsating rectum.


"Ohhhhh, you're wonderful, Mother! Faster! Faster!"


Tamera raised her hips over her mother's plundering mouth, pressing her
glistening pussy against the hungrily flaying tongue with inhuman demands.
And as she did, she furiously lashed at Carla's deliciously tasting cunt,
her own yet unsated passions mounting and mounting, her fingers plucking at
the desire-hardened nipples while the middle finger of her other hand
penetrated the tightly resisting little nether ring of her anus, venturing
tenderly into the soft, fleshy passage and working cock-like in a lewd
repeat of what Eddie had done to her. All of Carla's untapped, unrestrained
fury was loosened upon her child's vagina then, and she choked and gasped
as she strove to bring Tamera to the same orgasm that she was nearing ...


"Ohhhh, man, I've got to fuck one of them," Eddie moaned, rolling back and
forth as if in great pain. "I tell you, I've got to fuck! I can't stand
just watching any longer!" He crawled over to hungrily watch Tamera's
buttocks writhe in ecstatic excitement and her legs arch high so that all
of her pink, wet cuntal slit was visible to him as her mother sucked and
licked her passionately. "Shit, this is going to be better than I'd thought
it would be!"


McDonald moved toward Carla, his mind racing with lewd perversions, his
loins fired with sexual excitement. "Yeah," he rasped, stroking her soft,
throbbing white buttocks eagerly, not disturbing Tamera's finger which was
jerking spasmodically in her clenched, puckered anus. He hovered over the
woman's backsides, lusting with gloating eyes. "Yeah, I'll take Carla again
... in the ass!"


"Nooooo!" Carla screamed. Even through her passion-fogged haze, she
couldn't believe the absolute pit of depravity into which she and her child
had been unwillingly thrown. Even though her passions had been unnaturally 
aroused by Tamera's loving tongue on her cunt, the young mother was shocked
by the impact of McDonald's words. God, he was going to sodomize her, right
in front of her own teenaged daughter's eyes!


"Yeah, Dad," Eddie grinned. "I fucked Tamera in the ass, and it was like
the tightest little cunt I've ever been in! She was cherry at both ends!"
he laughed delightedly. "But no more!"


"So's the mother, in the ass at least!" McDonald said hungrily, viewing
the rose-hued sphincter in which Tamera's finger was sunk. "And she won't
be there for long, either!"


"What ... what did you have Mrs. West do to you ... besides fuck?" the boy
asked breathlessly. "I want Tamera to do whatever it was--a real reversal!"


"She sucked me off!"


"Man ... Tamera, get up on your knees," Eddie commanded. "Suck my cock,
suck it just like your hot-lipped mother sucked off my dad!"


Tamera hesitated, then rolled obediently onto her knees, lifting her face
from between her mother's thighs and gingerly slipping her finger from her
anus. She gave her mother an awful look of sadness, which Carla could only
return with tear-blurred eyes--and then the young girl could see nothing
save the crouching of her boyfriend, Eddie, in front of her, her vision
taken up entirely by his throbbing, sperm-swollen testicles and his hard,
young penis as he held it before her with his hand.


"Suck me off, baby," he hissed down at the top of her head.


Yes, Tamera thought giddily. Yes, I'll suck his cock, just like Mom sucked
his father's cock ... and at the same time, she'll be getting fucked in the
ass, same as I ...


She lovingly guided his penis to her, lavishing it with her warm wet
tongue, brushing a grazing caress from its base along its wide underside up
to its blunt cock-head, washing it, playing with it, kissing with long,
lapping strokes ... then back down to its base again, and to the
black-haired, pubic thatch, then lower, around his angry, distended sac of
sperm.


Ohhh, I love it, I love it ...


Her first taste of pungent male pre-cum instigated wild tremors of delight
in her young body, and she uncontrollably balanced herself with one arm
while she reached her other hand up to tantalize his testicles. Ohhh ... 
Tamera was wild with frenzy, her stomach churning and her vaginal lips
clenched hotly together with desire, her blood driving her almost to the
point of a premature orgasm. Quickly she trailed her tongue back over
Eddie's testicles and along his heavy shaft to its throbbing head, and then
slipped her lips warmly and wetly over it, her mind blazing with the single
thought of sucking his virile young sperm deep into her throat and belly.


She began to suck in earnest now, the powerful stimulant of her mother's
tongue still swirling around hotly up into her cunt making her flesh soar,
and she felt the hair of the boy's pubic loins sweep against her forehead
and nose with every thrust, the sensations of abandoned lust growing to
burn her vagina still more. Nothing mattered but the sweet agony of the
lewd forbidden desires which rippled through her naked young being.
Nothing!


Carla saw her daughter's lips locked tightly around her young boyfriend's
lust-hardened cock, sucking with a wild, uncontrolled tempo, and she stared
at the tiny ridged flesh of her tender young lips pull back as Eddie thrust
in and out of the warm, wet confines of her mouth. She sensed that she was
strangely wet between her legs, wetter than ever when Tamera had been
licking her there, and she found that she was squirming and undulating her
body in a response to the maddening sight as McDonald knelt down by her
widely rotating cuntal slit, lustily enjoying his unimpeded view. Sliding
downwards, he planted a wet kiss of his own on her pink flesh which covered
her protruding vagina. He felt the woman quiver and groan slightly from his
moist contact, and then he ran his long tongue slowly and teasingly down
the full length of the smooth fleshed crevice, just as he'd watched her
daughter do to her. McDonald saw Carla let the straining muscles of her
inner thighs relax and voluntarily open the cheeks of her buttocks wider
apart.


"Oooooh," she sighed as she found herself being unwillingly but
irresistibly drawn into desiring more and more of his lewd sucking--his
mouth and lips were almost as good as Tamera's, she dreamily thought--and
she shivered as the heat of the growing passion caused by his hotly
flicking tongue made her screw up her buttocks tightly against his face.
She was unable to prevent herself from writhing and churning in a
lascivious dance of ecstasy beneath him as the blackmailing man sucked her
cunt with untamed lust, her widespread pussy secreting heated lubrications
of lust which ran trickling down the smooth inner planes of her legs.
Eddie's father sensed from the wildly abandoned tempo of her grinding hips
that the young mother was capitulating, and he knew instinctively that it
was time--time to ram his burgeoning cock deep up into her softly waiting
rectum, its entrance now well lubricated by both daughter and himself.
Pulling his hips high in the air behind her, he pressed outward with his
thumbs and opened the softly yielding crevice of her buttocks to his gaze. 
Then, positioning the smooth rubbery head of his cock against the tiny
puckered mouth between, he moved up another inch, and Carla moaned as he
wormed the first tiny portion of his penis into the tiny cringing circle
with a pressured assault that made her grunt openly with pain. Still he
continued to press forward and penetrate her hopelessly resisting anal
passage, until half of his massive cock was buried up inside the tightly
clasping aperture. McDonald groaned aloud, savoring the lewd sensation of
bending her to his will as her burning entrails closed like a tightly
clinched fist over his hardened length.


"Uuuuuuugggg!" Carla screamed and she tried to twist her buttocks away,
but McDonald held her firmly and with her bucking body aiding more than
stopping him, he rammed forward with a buttock-flattening lurch and filled
her full of his hard, turgid shaft.


"Push back!" he commanded, and she did, for every way was agony for her,
and she tried to fart and opened her ass that final inch and stretched her
buttocks wider until she thought she was going to rip open right up the
middle. His viscously coated penis surged into her until his balls slapped
her up-tilted vaginal slit, and then crooning with delight, he began to
fuck mercilessly in and out of her, watching as he kneeled above her
moon-shaped ass cheeks as the reddish skin of her now ovally stretched
little anus drew back with his cock, grasping possessively at it as if it
didn't want him to leave. At first the pressure had almost been too much,
but now it was just right, promising to draw his sperm out of his testicles
with the ferocity of a sucking vacuum. He thrust forward again, and his
cock renewed with tingling fire. He would cum soon, and all the way up into
her lovely white buttocks! Shit!


Carla dug her nails into her palms and bit her lower lip as the pain in
her rectum made her almost insensate. But as he continued to cruelly fuck
her, an odd mixture of stimulation and delight mingled, and she began to
feel that his rape wasn't at all as painful as it had been at first. The
constant pumping was still a discomfort, and strangely, she felt a growing
wetness between her legs, and she tried to concentrate on this perverted
response of hers as she found that she was actually squirming back against
his cock, heaving and undulating her backside in tiny, welcoming circles!


She couldn't halt the rising tide of obscene excitement which was reaching
her, and she began to mumble, no longer feeling pain or discomfort, but
raising her buttocks higher so she could absorb more of him up inside her
nakedly upturned asshole ... more and more to quench the raging fire which
was flaming like a forest fire inside her loins now!


McDonald saw with delight the young woman's obscene acceptance of his
sodomy, and was drawn on like an infused satyr. He watched her beautiful 
profile as her sweat-bathed complexion flushed to a heated crimson and her
blonde hair was strewn over her head as she unabashedly shook her head from
side to side, teeth bared, her breasts jiggling softly beneath her. She was
his! He reached down and pulled the soft, pliant cheeks of her hotly
perspiring buttocks further apart and drove his cock deeper and deeper into
her with hard, ramming jerks, his aching testicles slapping down against
her openly pulsing cuntal slit with resounding whaps, heavy with the seed
which had to be emptied any second or would explode back up inside him.


Carla couldn't retain any vestige of her own resistance, and she stared
brazenly at her daughter sucking young Eddie's penis, wild, animal-like
lust contorting her face. The sight of the young male's desire-hardened
shaft absorbed between the lips of Tamera's widely ovalled mouth increased
her already fervid sensations a thousandfold, and she hissed out her breath
as she saw the girl take her fingers from Eddie's testicles and begin to
massage the half inch of cock-base which she wasn't swallowing, while
continuing to insanely bob her head up and down. The crazed, lust-inciting
scene was too much for her! She was going to cum ... Oh, God, she was going
to cum like she never had before ... Ohhhhh ...


She moved her left hand back underneath herself, along her belly to her
hot wet cunt, where she ground her middle finger up inside, fingering it
faster and faster, desperately prodding her orgasm on as insane,
hurricane-like waves of desire washed through her. Faster and faster her
fingers fucked into her hungrily exploding vagina and faster and faster the
panting Mort McDonald behind her fucked into her rectum as she watched her
loving young child lick and fondle his groaning young son's cock.


Then ... though only moments had passed ...


McDonald cried out: "I'm cummmmmiiiiinnnnggggg!" He heaved forward in a
hip-crushing jolt to meet the eagerly absorbing rectum of the wildly
twisting woman as the first spurts of his semen burst along his shaft and
filled almost to the bursting, Carla's tightly clasping virginal hole. His
lewdly hosing climax was too much for her, and as Carla felt the gushing
torrents of hot male seed splash deep up into her open depths the
delectable sensation set off her own orgasm, a climax which made her spiral
with dizziness. Instants later the moistly flowing liquid of her own rising
female juices exploded out around her wide splayed vaginal slit and mingled
hotly with his sperm that seeped from her anus as together they trickled
wetly down over her still working hand and to the bed below. So good ... so
damned good ... she thought hazily, and slipped forward on her face, his
cock slipping out of her wide stretched anus with a wet slippery popping
sound. She sighed, relieved for the moment ...


The satiated McDonald proudly watched his young son continue to fuck into 
the young daughter's face with his penis, smiling to himself that they
weren't at that peak of climax yet, and it was a joyful, erotic scene to
witness as he lay sprawled out on the coverlet. Tamera had moved her legs
now so that she was sitting down on her knees; that way, one hand could
continue to fondle Eddie's testicles while her other hand could finger-fuck
her burning cunt, and he could see clearly her fingers move in and out of
her wet pink furrow as she tried to bring herself to the crest of
explosion. She won't make it, he thought with a lewd groan. She won't make
it without a man-sized cock in her pussy instead of those little girl
fingers ...


The salacious view of the hardened column of young boy penis sliding in
the warm, moist cavern of the young girl's mouth, the underside of it
glistening from her saliva, and the full beauty of Tamera's trembling pink
vagina being finger-fucked by her own middle finger was too much for the
older man. His cock jolted electrically, and smoldering lust built once
more in his loins, and he found that he was watching and moving his fingers
along his now hard penis, still wet from the ass fucking he had given
Carla, in rhythm to the girl and his son ... and all the while he was
thinking lewdly how she needed a cock in her cunt, a cock in her cunt ...


How she needed his cock in her cunt!


He stood, wavering on the soft bed with his long, jutting cock throbbing
like a wild stallion. Christ! He had planned to wait until his son tore off
another piece before he fucked the hot little bitch himself--but not now!
He was going to have her at the same time! He moved toward the nakedly
locked young couple, his testicles once more seething with excitement, and
he squatted down in back of the kneeling girl, running a finger along her
open vaginal crevice, replacing hers in the now slippery, hotly pulsing
little hole. Her pink young pussy throbbed with passion and she moaned as
she allowed him full access to the hungrily gaping channel, groaning and
squirming, raising her whitely rounded young buttocks a little higher so he
could see all of the enticing, hair-rimmed sacrifice to his greed.


"Mmmmm," she mewled around Eddie's cock, and Eddie grinned lewdly at his
father, urging him on. "Fuck her, dad! Fuck her!"


McDonald put out his legs on either side of Tamera's squatting thighs and
then took her hand, and placed it on his hardened cock, letting her sigh
with the feel of it and guide it to her well lubricated cuntal opening. As
his cockhead slithered upwards between the softly throbbing lips of her
seething, wet pussy, he jerked his hips forward, and Tamera felt the walls
of her gratefully welcoming vagina clasp him tightly, and she sensed its
every fleshy ridge as her nerve ends exploded into life up inside her
waiting belly.


Dear God! This isn't happening again! her mind repeated, but she knew it
was, and the pungently sweet male odor of Eddie's cock slithering in and
out of her mouth stung her flared nostrils and she began to insanely run
her tongue faster and faster over his pumping shaft as her cunt contracted
greedily around his father's penis. The cords on her neck and her lips
locked tightly around the virile young cock were hard and tense as she
writhed on the two monstrous McDonald cocks which had her skewered between
them like a helpless young lamb on a heated spit.


"Now, baby," Eddie hissed down at her. "Let us know what you want! Do you
like both my Dad and me fucking you together?"


"Mmmmm!" Tamera mewled without hesitation, her mouth still taut around his
lustfully grinding hardness. "Ohhh, yes! Yes! Both of you fuck mmeeee!" Her
words were muffled and indistinct, but deeply felt, all control of her
senses gone.


"Beg for my cum in your mouth!" he snarled, digging his fingers into the
softness of her hair.


"Ohhhh, yes ... cum in my month, Eddie! And Daddy McDonald, cum in my
pussy! Fill me up with your cream! Mmmmmm!" she babbled, the thought of her
own brain spewing those lewd desires sending new thrills whirling through
her, and she rotated her hips around the man's huge, rigid girth, her white
teeth nibbling Eddie's cock as it ground more and more greedily into her
hotly sucking mouth. She clenched her thighs in a milking action against
the older man behind her, and the ecstasy of the moment rose within the
girl. This was just what she'd needed! A cock to fuck her in the cunt! Now
she'd cum too!


The blunt head of his cock burrowing into her tender cunt, McDonald thrust
so hard to get all of his length into her that Tamera lost her balance and
flailed out her legs in a wild, unpremeditated reflex. Then she fell back
down heavily on his loins and penis, her legs out in the air and widely
stretched--but she never lost contact with Eddie's cock in her still
greedily sucking mouth. McDonald fucked his hips upwards and began to grind
rhythmically into her roundly stretched little cunt. She placed her feet
down on the bed and started to move with him, up and down in an insatiably
teasing grinding action, heaving harder and harder, her teeth bared from
time to time on Eddie's penis, her breasts bobbing up and down.


Her mother watched mesmerized, moaning in concert with Tamera's lewd
croonings, seeing her daughter's young body surging back and forth on
McDonald's cramming cock sawing into her wet, tightly clinging young pussy.
Her eyes were scant inches from where the man's penis was expanding into 
the pink, dilated hole, and she could see every detail, every line of the
moist long cock that had just finished fucking her in the anus now fucking
her teenage daughter, Tamera, and the ragged pink edges of the girl's
vaginal lips moving in and out with his every thrust. She was totally
absorbed by the obscene spectacle of her own child being screwed in the
mouth and the cunt at the same time, and she leaned forward, nuzzling her
face one more in the soft, sweet-smelling pubic slit before her, liquidly
embracing her daughter's pussy again, starting her tongue from the tip of
McDonald's testicles and taunting the little bit that wasn't up inside the
girl, and then upwards, sucking the fleshy lips on either side of the cock
filled vagina, and finally licking the clitoris, wallowing lewdly in the
pleasure of her wild exciting perversions as Tamera soared for her climax
under the pounding cocks that ripped into her top and bottom.


"Ohhhh, Jesus, son! She's licking my balls too!" McDonald blurted, and
Eddie was spurred on by the incredibly salacious sight of the mother
tonguing his father's testicles and prick while he was fucking her
daughter's cunt. Violent spasms surged through his loins as he peered down
with wide, sex-filled eyes and his unsated passions made him renew his
attack on her wetly quivering mouth.


Delight soared through all of them, each one pumping and sucking and
licking as hard and fast as they could as they rode together toward the
waiting pinnacle of sensual bliss. In her own quest for orgasm, Tamera
sucked frantically as the boy's rhythmically driving shaft fused with her
mouth in one long fleshy tube, his testicles lewdly bouncing off of her
chin, and her actions were too much for Eddie to be able to hold back any
longer.


"Ahhhhh!" he cried out, feeling his sperm bubbling up from his balls, and
at the last moment, he jerked his cock from her ovalling red lips and held
it about two inches from her hotly pleading mouth.


"No! Oh God, give it back and cum down my throat!" Tamera pleaded
desperately, her face contorted in wild anguish.


"Open wide!" he yelled, and then again: "Ahhhhh!" His cock shot forth a
thin powerful stream of hot, white cum in a low-curving arc which
splattered warmly against her cheek. Desperately, she moaned and moved her
mouth in a direct line with the jerking stream and with her lips ovalled as
wide as possible, she took in all of his creamy thick surges like she was a
hungering child beneath her mother's breast.


The virilely gushing young semen was a billowing wave of joy for her, and
she mewled obscenely at the idea of being covered with his seed like thick,
lewd splashes of white-wash. At the same instant McDonald began to spasm 
convulsively and he spurted his boiling ejaculations deep up into her
hungrily accepting belly, and the combination of the two set her off like a
rocket.


She was there! Oh, God, was she there! She screamed and heaved her
buttocks down against her boyfriend's father's penis as his groaning young
son spewed the last of his semen into her mouth and gullet, and McDonald's
cum ricocheted wildly against her inner cunt as he emptied his balls
totally into the waiting void of her insanely contracting young belly. Her
brain shattered into a million fragments that dazzled her like lightning,
and she gulped and swallowed the mouthfuls of gushing white cum without
feeling time or reality, only the unbelievable pleasure of her own orgasm
rippling sensuously through her.


Carla gazed with tender fascination as her daughter's hotly working vagina
milked McDonald's penis with ever more voraciously contracting muscles, the
older man's viscid liquid bursting out from the edges of the tiny, almost
virginal vaginal hole into which he'd shot so much, and mingling with
Tamera's secretions and her own saliva where she had licked her before. The
mother's head moved forward and wildly licked and kissed her child's cunt
some more, tasting the strong male flavor of the seed on her tongue for the
second time that day, and when McDonald wetly slithered his limp cock from
the girl's vagina and lay back with a sigh, she greedily swallowed the
still hot cum from the warm, pink hole and matted pubic hair, riding an
empathetic wave of joy that threatened to burst her brain.


They all collapsed, and as they rolled over, panting and exhausted, Tamera
caught her mother's eye, and she smiled at her. And then they both knew
that everything had been spoken and done. They affirmed their closeness as
they smiled at one another; they were soul naked as well as physically
naked, and they knew one another for what they were and would always be,
and that whatever they did, it would be condoned by the other. For some ten
minutes, the four naked lovers lay without moving, resting and regathering
their strength and sanity. At last Tamera turned to Eddie, and with a
sloe-eyed smile, she asked:


"Well? Did we earn back our pictures?"


"I don't know," he teased. "What do you think, Dad?"


"Ah, they certainly did work hard at it," the older McDonald sighed. "They
certainly did work."


"Then, we get the pictures," Carla said expectantly.


"Tell you what," McDonald replied, grinning. "We'll have one more 
go-around, just to make sure you two are up to standards, you understand.
One more time, and then we'll see."


"That sounds fair to me," Carla giggled, a tingling of animal lust purling
in her belly. "Except this time I think I should get Eddie all to myself."


"I think we'll manage," Tamera added, crawling over and kissing Eddie's
father on the tip of his cock. "Somehow ..."


It was only a matter of moments before the four resumed their wild
orgiastic wantonness, in an uncontrolled flailing of breasts, cunts, cocks,
and squirming buttocks ...


Chapter 9
Agnes McDonald took off her flowered hat and looked around the empty house.
Where could that rascal of a husband be? she asked herself. Now, he must
have gotten my message that I was coming home from Myrtle's today. I sent
it to his office last night, knowing that he's been there working late ...


And then she thought irately: Or was he there? Jealousy fumed in her
breasts. She just bet that he hadn't been at work, that he'd been off
gallivanting with some peroxided hussy! And where was that no-good son of
his, too? Out boozing or taking drugs, she bet. She stomped around the
house in her "sensible" shoes, and the more she did, the more frustrated
and angry she became. Just wait, she told herself. Just wait until either
one of those bums showed up, she'd show them. Males! They were all alike,
ruining a woman, only callous beasts. Why, if she didn't have the Ladies
Bridge Club presidency to consider, she'd lock them out entirely, and
really cause a war! She was almost furious enough to do it anyway, and let
her social standing hang. To think! The best years of her life had been
wasted on men!


Sticking her jaw out, she went to the phone, thinking of calling her
friend, Libinia Whye; she'd gone through two husbands and was now a
contented woman living by herself and fourteen cats. It would be a pleasure
to talk to her for awhile, Agnes thought. Then her eyes spied a pad of
paper by the phone, and grasping it in one claw, she read the address which
was written on it.


Her eyes narrowed. It was in her husband's handwriting, but she didn't
recognize it. It wasn't one of their close circle of friends. Business? No;
it was a local address. Then who?


The Other Woman!


Now she had Mort right where she wanted him! Grabbing her flowered hat
again, Agnes flew out the door to the family car which she'd taken to see
her sick sister. She'd bust right in and confront that lousy husband of
hers, she vowed!


She started the car, and tore down the quiet street, heading with sour
vengeance and righteous indignation straight for the small home of Carla
West.


But even Agnes McDonald in her wildest imagination never dreamed of what
she would find once she got there. It would be the shock of their lives for
all concerned ...


The End
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As our modern world becomes more and more involved we are witnessing the 
upsurgence of many different philosophies and new ways of life. Daily, upon 
reading the newspapers, the public is subjected to new shocks which 
gradually fade into the norm as they are succeeded each following day by 
more startling events.


Moral concepts as our fathers and grandfathers knew them are rapidly 
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pressures of every sort that they are forced to turn to more and more 
unusual solutions to their emotional problems.
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CHAPTER ONE


The bedroom was dark and quiet when Jim flicked the light switch on the 
wall.


"You're so late again!" Lisa Sheldon turned over in bed and squinted into 
the light, her soft, toast colored negligee clinging to the curve of her 
voluptuous body. "I've been asleep for hours ... and dinner is cold on the 
table!"


Jim stood a few feet from his wife, his eyes taking in the almost completely 
exposed surface of his young wife's soft, white body. He started taking off 
his clothes rapidly, determined that this time would be different. He was so 
enthusiastic about the important sales he had made that night that nothing 
could dampen his spirits.


Lisa was sitting up by the time he had finished undressing and he felt an 
unaccountable surge of embarrassment as he felt her eyes on his nakedness. 
He had to keep reminding himself that although he was a good deal older than 
she, he was still in good shape, and was considered a very handsome man in 
many circles. Besides, he told himself now, as he headed toward the bed, 
marriages between older men and young girls were becoming more and more 
common ... and twenty years could be more easily bridged than in former 
times.


"Honey ... Wait till you hear ... I made the most tremendous sale tonight 
... sold three water beds ... just like that ... $150 bucks a throw that 
makes a nice little sum for us to add to the vacation fund!"


Lisa moved over to make room for him as he got into bed, her lovely features 
still creased into a frown of displeasure. If she heard the word water bed 
one more time, she thought she'd scream!


"That's still no excuse for not calling me or anything," she said, turning 
her back on him. "Jim I wish you'd get a regular job instead of doing all 
these weird unsteady things."


"We always have enough money, don't we?" Jim asked, moving closer to the 
warmth of his young wife's body beneath the lightweight summer covers.


"Well ... so far...." Lisa did have to admit that although Jim didn't have a 
steady job and preferred to make his living with whatever interesting 
product or phase that happened to be the going thing ... they had never 
really lacked money during the first few months of their marriage. But it 
was going on a year now that they were married and Lisa was beginning to 
grow impatient about Jim's promise to get a regular job.


"But look how Ed lives ... look how respected he is is the community...."


"Oh, come on, honey," Jim said, beginning to rub the soft exposed shoulder 
in a slow circular motion, "let's not talk about your brother any more. Of 
course he lives well and he's respected ... but that's not because of what 
he makes in that insurance company of his ... that's because he's married to 
one of the wealthiest women in town ... and you know it!"


"Jim ... I told you...." Lisa turned around to speak, her lips trembling 
with anger as she realized that Jim was once more insisting that her older 
brother was living off his wife's money. But her words were stopped as Jim 
leaned over and kissed her long and hard on the lips. She struggled in 
surprise and renewed anger as he held her hard against his naked body, 
forcing her full warm breasts to nudge into his chest, their tips rubbing 
against the straining material of her nightgown. Her long blond curls tossed 
from side to side as she tried to pull herself back from him, but he held 
firm. Against her long, thrashing thighs she could feel the insistent 
pressure of his strong muscular legs ... they were hairy and she could feel 
the hairs against the smoothness of her own legs as her soft silky nightgown 
rode upward. A rush of disgust swept through her as Jim's tongue continued 
to swirl wetly in her mouth. Of all times! He did pick the worst times! She 
could feel the hardness of his penis grinding against her soft flat belly, 
pressing hotly, lewdly, into her flesh as he began a slow, teasing back and 
forth motion, in an obvious attempt to arouse her. Managing to break away 
from his impatient kiss for a second, she gasped for breath.


Already his rock-hard cock was moving downward toward the soft nestling vee 
of her pussy, and she clenched her thighs tightly together to head him off.


"Oh, Jim ... no ... not tonight ... I ... I'm just too tired. I've been 
waiting for you to get home all night and I'm ... I'm just too upset ... let 
me alone, Jim ... please."


But his hands were running along the sleekness of her smoothly rounded hips, 
feeling all of her, treasuring every inch of her youthful body.


He seemed to be trying to soak up the very essence of her through his hands, 
and she could tell that it wasn't going to be an easy thing to stop him 
tonight! Other nights she had managed very well recently, and she had even 
become a little proud of the large amount of power she discovered she could 
wield, just by withholding her body from him.


She got the idea from a book on Greek history she had been reading, 
Lysistrata. In the book, the women, tired of the long, costly war that had 
been going on, had banded together and decided that no man would have any 
sex until all the fighting had stopped and a peace treaty had been signed. 
At first the men thought it was all a joke and soon the women, not able to 
stand it any longer either, would give in and things would return to normal. 
But the women stood together and no man had any for months. Finally, not 
able to go on any longer, the men gave in and made peace and the women in 
that order. Well, Lisa decided to apply the same principle to her own life. 
Until Jim came to his senses, and gave up this stupid water bed craze and 
got some kind of steady income with the promise of security instead of just 
some fleeting good times, there would be no nightly pleasures for him 
either. Of course, it had been hard on her, too, but that was just the way 
it would have to be. She could certainly stand it a lot longer than he would 
be able to. After all, women were known for being able to go without sex for 
much longer periods of time than men. Why some women never had any sex in 
their entire lives! Of course, Lisa thought, I wouldn't want to go that far! 
But I certainly am going to continue this as long as it takes. Well see what 
Jim's convictions are worth when up against this tactic! No love for a month 
or so should certainly straighten him out!


She was really beginning to think that that was the best way to get what she 
wanted ... and what she wanted most these days was to have a real position 
in the little town of Bradhurst ... to have a husband who had a job she 
could be proud of. She had already spoken to her brother Ed about the 
possibility of Jim's joining his insurance firm, and had found that it was a 
possibility.


"Come on, honey ... come on, baby...." Jim's lips were nibbling at her neck, 
his hand, pushed up under the fabric of her gown, cupping the nakedness of 
her thick nippled breasts.


"Let me suck these babies ... let me suck those fat little tits ... Come on, 
honey...."


"NO ... Jim ... Oh, Jim ... I asked you not...." But his head was already 
ducking down, and she could feel his tongue running wetly down the thin line 
between her large breasts ... his hot breath covering the golden globes with 
a film of moisture. She could feel herself beginning to perspire and the 
effort of keeping her thighs closed so tightly was beginning to be a strain.


"I don't want to ... I don't want to!" she thought, as he took one 
berry-sized nipple into his mouth, sucking at it like a rare exotic fruit, 
savoring its taste as though he were starving for it. In spite of herself 
she felt a surge of pleasure ripple through her as the wetness of his tongue 
pushed against the silken skin.


"Oh!" she cried, trying to fight down the rising emotion inside her, as once 
more his thickly throbbing cock brushed hard against her belly. His hands 
were moving down now, and it was all happening much too fast ... she could 
hardly catch her breath.


"Jim!" she cried, trying to remind herself of her earlier decision. No sex 
until he went to see her brother about that job! But his fingers slowly 
traversed the clinging fabric of her nightgown, now rumpled and bunched 
about her tiny waist, and she could sense the urgency in his body ... an 
urgency that was trying desperately to transpose itself to her! It was 
almost too much to resist ... but she had a strong will and was determined 
to try, although when the tips of his fingers covered the trembling surface 
of her stomach, she felt an undeniable pang of desire for him. She could 
remember what it had been like before they were married, when he had courted 
her so persistently, she was hardly out of high school and working as a 
junior secretary in town ... and he had come into the office to try to sell 
a line of folding, stackable typing desks.


She had been thrilled then by the idea of going out with an older man ... 
and when he asked her to marry him, it had seemed the perfect way to get out 
of the rut of being a junior secretary, which she wasn't very good at 
anyway. Then, she had had all the confidence in the world in Jim, being sure 
that once married he would settle into a more orthodox line of work.


Her young, virgin body had longed for his touches, and each time he made 
love to her in the early days, she would experience a dizzying desire, and 
her creamy white skin completely flushed, she would enter into their 
lovemaking with a tremulous excitement ... each time though, as now, she 
found herself turning off in the middle of it ... her mind would start 
working and suddenly she would be thinking ... thinking of the oddest 
things, and no longer in that mindless state of confusion necessary for 
enjoyment. It was almost like a switch that she could flick, as soon as Jim 
began to get serious, and rather than trying to fight it, Lisa gradually 
gave into it, resigning herself to the fact that she would experience very 
little real pleasure with her husband.


Rather than admit that there was something wrong ... feeling that the blame 
might essentially fall to her, rather than to her more experienced husband, 
she preferred to pretend, feigning a half hearted enjoyment each time they 
went to bed.


"I want to fuck you so bad, honey!" Jim said, letting the words lose 
themselves in the deep cleft of her hot moist breasts.


Lisa gasped and held her breath at the lewd words. She could feel his 
fingers making hot searing contact with the softness of her naked belly. 
Slowly he was reaching downward to the soft resilient curls of her pussy. 
"NONONO-NONO!" she thought. "NO!" She squirmed back just a little, 
whimpering as the tip of his middle finger found the narrow slit of her now 
sensitively throbbing vagina, rising boldly upward and to make sudden, hotly 
searing contact with the throbbing tip of her clitoris.


"Oh!" Suddenly the entire area of her thin hair-lined vaginal slit was wet 
and slippery, and a rush of unwanted desire permeated Lisa's entire body. 
She strained backward and sucked in her breath, withholding a groan of 
passion as it rose to her throat. It felt so good ... and yet there was 
something awful about it! Something terrible about the very fact that it 
felt that good ... and then there was also her promise to herself ... she 
Wanted to withhold herself ... to make him do what she wanted ... but she 
found she couldn't move away. She lay there helplessly, feeling the almost 
obscene warmth of his finger pressing at the hidden little center of her 
cunt lips. She felt his hands fondle her trembling body, touching her 
breasts and vagina until she was so wet between her legs that she felt 
mortified and embarrassed. Even though he was her own husband, it seemed 
indecent 'and tears of humiliation flowed slowly down her face. He was 
teasing up into the tenderness of her involuntarily moistening pussy with a 
tiny, fingering rhythm that made her want to respond by moving her lips and 
thighs up to his hand.


"Open your legs!" he whispered to her tenderly, but with an underlying tone 
of animalistic desire that frightened her. "Let me feel your little cunt 
wide open, honey!"


"Oh, no ... Oh God, Jim ... Please don't ... not tonight!" she pleaded 
softly through her tears. "Please don't make me!"


Jim felt suddenly angry. "WHY NOT!! WHY NOT TONIGHT?" he bellowed. "YOU SAY 
THAT EVERY NIGHT!"


"No ... No, I don't Jim ... NO...." But his fingers were working a lewd 
magic within the soft confines of her helplessly open pussy, as his hands 
slowly, but inexorably forced her legs apart. His desire hardened cock was 
nudging insistently against her thigh, and she wondered suddenly how she 
could have married a man with such an enormous penis. It got so big 
sometimes that it didn't seem normal, and horrified, she wondered if all men 
were like that.


"I've been thinking about fucking you all night...!" Jim said harshly, 
panting a little as he forced the thickness of his fingers up a little 
higher into the moist darkness of her tightly clenching vaginal opening.


"Mmmm!" Lisa reacted to his moan with a little jump. "All the time I was 
making that sale, I was thinking about coming back here and getting my cock 
into this waiting little cunt of yours!"


As if to emphasize his words, his bulging penis gave a lurch against the 
nakedness of her upper thigh, and Lisa felt a wave of helplessness overcome 
her as she realized that he was going to do as he liked with her tonight ... 
that there was no begging off this evening! She felt suddenly all alone and 
completely at his mercy, a sensation that was just the opposite of what she 
had hoped to achieve. Then she felt his fingers pulling downward, leaving 
the elastically spread walls of her narrow vagina, exiting with a soft, wet, 
sucking sound, leaving her insides feeling somehow empty and open. He rolled 
over on top of her and moved up between her legs, forcing them open with a 
rapidity that alarmed her, and she cringed backward as he reached down 
toward her, lifting up the crumpled material of her nightgown, and removing 
it by pulling it off over her arms and head. She felt a cool rush of air 
against her skin as she lay completely uncovered, completely nude before 
him. She heard him give a little groan of lust as he took in the magnificent 
sight of her nakedness.


Her full round breasts peaked upward proudly, magnificently, and Jim thought 
he had never seen anything as beautiful in his entire life as the sight of 
his naked young bride. Her figure was the embodiment of perfection, with the 
softness of her thinly indented waist, the gentle curving of her hips 
leading down to the luscious thighs ... those beautiful long columns of her 
legs ... and most perfect of all, the golden hair-fringed lips of her pussy, 
nestling there so innocently, just waiting for the entrance of his cock! He 
leaned forward and pushed his young wife's legs far apart, determined that 
tonight he would get the pleasure she had been denying him for so long. He 
saw her look up at him with an expression of pure terror, as though she were 
a trapped animal and he planned to really harm her in some way. The look 
made him even more determined to continue ... she would have to learn to 
enjoy it sometime, he figured ... and he was getting tired of waiting!


Lisa looked down to see her dark-haired husband kneeling on all fours 
between her open legs. He looked just like an animal, and she felt a moment 
of pure unadulterated dislike for him. Pressing his thumbs outward against 
the sensitive pillow-like lips of her blond pussy and slowly, teasingly 
spreading the silken hairs to either side, he peered hungrily into the 
nakedness of her pink moist cunt. His thumbs trembled nervously against the 
widespread outer flanges as he drew the smooth, pink lips apart, completely 
exposing the glistening inner flesh to the mercy of his gaze.


She squirmed.


"Let me look at it ... Let me see it!" he yelled. "It's mine, isn't it?"


Lisa wanted to yell back at him ... to tell him no ... no, it wasn't his ... 
it belonged to her, and if she had her way, he wouldn't ever, ever see it! 
Much less touch it! But she lay frozen to the mattress, completely 
humiliated by what he was doing, watching his lust-distorted features as he 
brazenly contemplated her helplessly exposed genitals.


He looked greedily down at her for a long moment, and then with a sudden 
inspiration, dropped his head down to the now openly spread lips of her tiny 
throbbing cunt. The full length of his long tongue snaked against the 
nakedness of her open cunt, wallowing warmly among the folds and mounds of 
highly sensitized flesh. Lisa jerked backward, her trembling buttocks 
grinding further down to the mattress as though there were some escape 
there. A soul-searing moan came from her lips as she realized the full 
meaning of the horrible thing that her husband was doing to her.


"OOOH! WHAT ARE YOU DOING! WHAT ARE YOU DOING!" she cried.


It was depraved and ugly. Never had he even intimated that he would do such 
a thing to her. Her hands went down to his hair to try to push his face from 
between her thighs ... to get him to stop his greedy, obscene sucking. Her 
head was lifted up off the mattress as she watched with utter disbelief the 
horrifying scene of her husband hungrily lapping between her widespread 
legs, his head wagging back and forth like some huge, sex-maddened dog.


Her hands twisting in his hair seemed to have no effect whatsoever, and she 
could hear him making tiny little grunting noises that mingled with the lewd 
wet sucking sounds that rose to the air of their bedroom. Completely 
mortified, she let her head fall back on the mattress, her entire body 
rolling helplessly from side to side as she was buffeted by her husband's 
tongue, and his strong hands maneuvered her nakedly squirming hips to his 
liking. She could feel his tongue spearing wetly into the involuntarily wet 
and dilated entrance of her hotly seeping vagina ... and she felt terrified 
by the implication of what he was doing. How could she ever face him again 
after he did this to her? And the worst was that in spite of her horror at 
what was happening, in spite of her utter revulsion, tiny thrills of 
pleasure were rippling through her lower belly. Her body was responding to 
the forbidden licking of her loins in such a way thta she couldn't help 
gasping with pleasure. She could see him looking at her, observing her, even 
as his mouth remained fastened to the widespread tightness of her besieged 
pussy, and she read in them a challenge that she fought desperately to meet. 
His hands reached up to the white mounds of her breasts, and she felt him 
grappling with the tender nipples, twisting them harshly while his tongue 
still worked at her hair-lined pussy with unrelenting fury.


Jim continued to look at his wife as he felt the forbidden flesh of her tiny 
open pussy clenching and unclenching helplessly beneath his thrusting 
tongue. The bittersweet taste of her filled his mouth as he watched the 
tears rolling down her cheeks. God, it made him feel good to see her like 
this! He was good and tired of her arrogance ... and this would teach her a 
good lesson! But he was going to have to fuck her soon, or go crazy! Below, 
his cock hung down thick and heavy as he kneeled forcefully between her 
wide-stretched legs.


The huge, lustfully throbbing hardness felt like it was going to burst any 
second, and although he wanted to continue the more than pleasurable sucking 
of Lisa's unwilling cunt, he knew that he couldn't last much longer. His 
hanging testicles felt filled and tight with his building sperm, ready to 
let loose at any second if he didn't get it up inside of her soon.


"OH GOD!" he thought, his eyes never leaving the beautiful young face that 
he'd fallen so deeply in love with, his hands never ceasing their deft 
manipulation of her soft pliant breasts. "I'VE GOT TO FUCK HER!"


With lightning speed, he lifted himself up from between her legs, and 
throwing himself upon her, he held the pulsing rod of his cock in his hands 
and tried to direct it to the tiny hair-fringed opening of Lisa's vagina. 
But Lisa squirmed backward, clamping her legs tightly together, and twisting 
to the side.


"No! No!" she cried, terrified both by what might happen and by what might 
not.


The unexpected shift in his young wife's position startled Jim, and his 
heavy cock grazed against the side of her thigh. His entire being had been 
geared to entering her that second, and he realized with something akin to 
desperation that the mechanisms of orgasm had already been set in motion 
inside him. Everything was going lightning fast, and yet it seemed like slow 
motion as he felt the tremendous force of his climax speeding to explosion 
inside him. His cock quivered in his hands and his head snapped back in an 
anguished recognition of the powerful release that was coming.


"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrrhhhhhhghghghghhhhhhhhh! OH JESUS!" he cried 
out. The white hot liquid was starting to spurt and Jim felt the flying 
sparks of lust seething through his tensed body. He was straddling his young 
wife's hips as she turned on her side and it was too late to do anything but 
flip her over on her back as thick, whitely heated streams of semen began to 
arc out from his suddenly jerking cock. They spurted in large, pearl covered 
droplets upon Lisa's naked, trembling breasts and belly as the continuing 
madness of the exploding orgasm continued to rack Jim's body. Thrill after 
thrill racked him, tormenting and controlling him with acute sensation. His 
body twitched, out of control, totally immersed in the wild climax.


"OOOOOOOOOOOOHH! GOOOOOOOD!" The last heated drops dribbled down onto his 
shocked wife's smooth naked flesh, and Jim could see her looking at him with 
an expression of disgust and disappointment.


His pleasure had a bitter after kick, as he fell forward exhausted, he felt 
completely sapped.


"O.K.," he said, panting. "You win, honey!"


CHAPTER TWO


"So I invited them for two weeks ... starting this weekend!"


Ed Simmons sat across from his wife in the conversation pit of their 
sumptuous living room. In his hand he held a martini in a hand-blown 
Venetian glass from the set that he and Barbara had brought back from their 
European trip earlier that year.


He smiled comfortably at the attractive woman, once more thinking what a 
lucky man he was to have found a woman who so exactly matched his needs and 
tastes. Whatever the situation, he could count on Barbara to comprehend and 
to back him up. Not many men could make that statement! he mused, while 
taking a long sip of his drink.


"Well, you don't really think he wants to go into the insurance business, do 
you?" Barbara asked. She was one of those women whose age was not readily 
determinable, but so pretty and vivacious that few people bothered to wonder 
after meeting her. She had that grace and naturally relaxed attitude that 
comes to those who have been used to having money all their lives, but on 
Barbara there was nothing at all obnoxious about it ... she enjoyed her 
money, and knew how to use it to get the greatest personal benefits from it 
for her and her husband.


She crossed her long legs, allowing her short skirt to rise up a good two 
inches, so that Ed could see a large expanse of her shapely thighs, as well 
as a tempting view of her panties where they reflected a tight, nylon 
whiteness up between her legs. The sight was not lost on Ed, even though he 
continued to think about his brother-in-law's visit to his office earlier 
that day.


"Of course not...." he answered, smiling again. "He's hardly the type ... 
clearly the trouble lies with my darling baby sister, Lisa! I bet she's been 
bothering the poor guy to death trying to get him to settle down! Oh, don't 
get me wrong ... I love my little sister, but I certainly wouldn't want to 
be married to her. I still remember those tantrums she used to pull when Mom 
wouldn't let her do something she had her mind set on doing. And she was 
always a prude!"


Barbara laughed, her melodious voice rising in soft peals through the 
high-ceilinged room. The curls of her short dark hair shook, echoing her 
mirth as she asked, "Well, darling, how on earth did that happen, when you 
turned out to be such a lecherous character?"


She shifted again, and Ed thought he could see several small tendrils of 
darkly curling pubic hair peeking out from the elastic of his wife's panties 
beneath her skirt. Jesus Christ, she's really asking for it! he thought to 
himself.


"Damned if I know," he replied after the lewdly exciting thought, "but I'll 
bet you a hundred dollars that Jim's not getting any!"


"Well, why don't we help the poor fellow out," Barbara suggested, half 
jesting, half serious. "We certainly know enough attractive young ladies 
who'd be more than willing to accommodate our brother-in-law. I haven't seen 
him in some time, but as I recall, he's a rather handsome type, right? Tall, 
mustached ... I'll bet he's built, too...."


"All right ... all right...." Ed said, pouring himself another martini from 
the nearby pitcher. "That's enough of that ... it would serve Lisa right, 
though ... I have a feeling that little lady needs a lesson or two on how to 
conduct herself. I get the impression that she thinks she's Miss It because 
she's a young chicken and Ed's a good deal older than she ... I think he's 
about forty...."


"Well, that's hardly an old man," Barbara said, adjusting the low neckline 
of her soft silk blouse so that just a bit more of her firm, jutting breasts 
was visible. "I mean, after all ... I'm older than you ... just a bit anyway 
... and we certainly are proof that age doesn't matter a damn ... as long as 
everything's in good working order, of course!!"


"Mmmmmmm!" Ed replied. 'True enough. You know, baby, I think you're right 
... why don't we set good old Jim up with somebody interesting while they're 
here. I bet it would make a world of difference in the course of his 
marriage ... be good for him, and ultimately for Lisa, too!"


"Okay," Barbara said. "This is beginning to be fun ... and you know I'm 
always ready for that!" She rose and stretched a little, lifting her arms 
above her head, thus displaying the full beauty of her figure in the tight 
clinging blouse and short skirt. "The only thing left is to figure out who 
... let's go into the study and look at the address books!"


Ed followed his wife at a leisurely pace across the thickly carpeted floor, 
to the study. Once inside, he closed the door and went around to the desk 
where he lowered his large six-foot frame to the comfortable leather chair. 
Barbara located the address book, and standing beside her husband behind the 
desk, opened it up.


Ed gazed across the room at the expensive Braque lithograph Barbara had 
offered him the previous Christmas, and gave a little sigh of contentment. 
He could smell his wife's perfume ... she always wore the same scent, 
Caleche, and it smelled delicious. Barbara's womanly presence was definitely 
beginning to make him feel horny as hell!


"Now, let's see what we can find in here...." Barbara said half to herself 
as she flipped through the pages of the old worn phone book.


"Hey, how about Marsha?" Ed offered. "You remember ... the one who liked me 
so much."


"Yes, Ed, I remember ... she liked you a little too much if you ask me!"


"Well, that is the point, after all, isn't it?" Ed asked, reaching out for 
his lusciously curved wife and pinching one nipple through the thin material 
of her blouse.


"Well, I suppose so ... but sometimes our 'friends' do go just a bit too far 
... even for us! Do you remember the way she insisted on having both you and 
her husband sandwich her between you at the same time?"


"Do I! It was about the most fun I'd had in months! You wouldn't deny me my 
little pleasures, would you?"


"No ... but that bitch wanted it all ... I had to sit on the sofa with my 
fingers doing for me what you and her old man were doing for her with those 
nice, beautifully hard pricks of yours."


"Oh, my poor little baby...." Ed mocked his wife's hurt tone as with one 
hand he reached up under her dress, cupping the silken crotch-band of her 
panties and the softly rising mound of her fuzz-covered pussy with his open 
palm.


"Mmmmmmmmm...." Barbara sighed. "That's nice ... but don't stop there ... go 
on ... go on...."


Ed began a slow grinding motion with his hand up against her teasingly 
squirming pubic mound while Barbara continued reading names aloud from their 
special phone book of "friends."


"Let's see...." she went on, " ... Oh, here's a good one. Sara Staveman!"


"What? Wasn't she the one who had that little poodle she liked to perform 
tricks with? I don't think so ... a little too way out for Jim. He needs 
something a little more on the straight side. How about that LeCorte girl 
... you know, the one with the bookstore."


"Are you kidding?" Barbara answered sarcastically. "Don't you remember her 
problem? All she ever cared about was whether or not you'd signed up for the 
latest town committee. She wanted to talk first. The hell with that. If I 
wanted to talk, I could ... Mmmmmmmmmm, oooooooh! Right there ... yes, 
that's it ... like that...." Barbara's words were interrupted by her 
husband's thick, searching middle finger slithering wetly up under the tight 
elastic leg band of her now warmly moistened panties. The hotly probing tip 
teased and slid around and about her thinly bearded vaginal slit for a few 
delicious moments which Barbara groaned out her pleasure in a soft, 
passion-laden voice.


Ed reached up under her dress with his other hand and slowly rolled her 
panties down over her smoothly rounded hips until the entirety of her pubic 
triangle was exposed and her sheer white panties clung tenuously down around 
her knees. Then without waiting longer, he reached back under her dress and 
began pressuring his tightly cupped hand up against her nakedly exposed 
pussy. At the same time, he lowered himself to the floor and, thinking of a 
new tactic, slipped her panties down around her ankles and helped her step 
out of them. Ed remained sitting on the floor, giving him an unobstructed 
view of the glistening pink opening of her exposed vagina, surrounded by its 
dark, curling fringe of cunt hair.


"Keep reading, baby ... I'm listening...." Ed ordered his willing wife in a 
muffled tone from beneath her skirt. And with a slightly strained voice, 
Barbara continued even as Ed's hands began to smooth along behind both her 
resilient white buttocks, patting and caressing them, even as his finger 
teased hotly around the bearded mouth up between her thighs, and then slid 
wetly up into her slippery open pussy.


Barbara groaned and kept on reading, leaning a little against the table to 
support herself while, within her warmly seeping pussy, high up under her 
skirt, her husband's thick fingers lingered lovingly, expertly touching, 
investigating, sliding back and forth in the warmly seeping liquids that 
were exuded by the tender vagina that nestled so snugly between her legs.


Then, her mouth hanging slightly open in rising rapture, Barbara began to 
shift her weight slightly to accelerate the erotic pleasure she was 
receiving.


"OOOOOHHHHHHHHH...." Barbara groaned out lustfully as both of Ed's hands 
played and teased now in the warm pubic lips above him. They were throbbing 
and pulsing now and the smoothly split little mouth of her pussy glistened 
like a beacon in the dark. Ed thought his wife's cunt was just about the 
most erotic thing he had ever seen as he continued his secret playing among 
the wet cuntal folds up under his wife's skirt, keeping a keen ear out for 
her little sighs that came more and more frequently as she read haltingly 
and with heavy breath from her phone book.


Barbara's clitoris throbbed hotly, her pussy pulsated up between her 
slightly spread thighs as she began to grunt a little under the obscene 
pleasure of her husband's expert manipulations. Her face was flushed a deep 
scarlet, and her eyes glazed over slightly. The rising sensation beneath her 
dress was almost too much for her. She had been through a lot, but this ... 
it seemed so wicked ... so deliciously dirty ... she couldn't remember when 
she was so turned on. God, if anyone could see this happening to her!


And at that moment, almost as if in answer to her wish, the door to the 
study opened and Elizabeth, their housekeeper, walked in.


"Oh, I'm sorry, Ma'am ... I thought you were out. I'll clean in here later." 
And with that, she started to back out of the room.


Barbara realized that Elizabeth could not see what was going on because she 
and Ed were behind the large desk and she was visible only from the waist 
up. Ed and his obscene game were completely hidden from view.


"No, that's all right, Elizabeth...." Barbara answered almost breathlessly. 
"You can clean in here ... you won't disturb us ... "


Without a further word, Elizabeth set about to straightening up the room and 
under Barbara's skirt, Ed smiled to himself and he teased his fingers even 
deeper into Barbara's seeping pussy.


"Want to play a little game with me, huh, baby?" he thought to himself. 
"Well, I'll see that you enjoy it...."


"Nnnnnnnnnmmmmmmmmmmm...." Barbara cried out as Ed's middle finger began 
flicking at her clitoris, flicking steadily now that he knew what kind of 
response it was going to get. The wetness was pouring out of her now and 
occasionally Barbara could feel tiny drops of her vaginal fluids sliding 
down the naked insides of her smooth white thighs. Gasping, she continued 
reading off the names of their many former playmates, much to the confusion 
of Elizabeth.


"Are you talking to me, Ma'am?" she asked, totally perplexed.


"No ... I'm not...." Barbara was barely able to answer her. "Just go on ... 
with ... your work ... Oooohhh...."


Elizabeth shrugged and turned her attention back to her work. This was no 
stranger than a lot of other things she had seen going on in this house. But 
who on God's earth was the Mrs. talking to? she wondered.


Gasping now, Barbara felt her husband's hotly working fingers increase their 
attentions. Her pleasure grew and grew until it was so enormous that she 
could do nothing but sputter out names in an incoherent jumble and suddenly 
she felt the beginnings of a violent orgasm. A gigantic shudder raced 
through her and the enormous pleasure seeping through her wildly aroused 
cunt held her in its grip.


"AAAAAAAHHHHHH...." she screamed out in the room, nearly scaring Elizabeth 
out of her wits. YESSSSS! NNNOOOWWWW!! ... NNNOOOOOOWWWWW!!!"


Elizabeth turned, horrified to watch as she realized for the first time just 
what was going on behind the desk. Her immediate reaction was to turn and 
run but she was glued to the spot, her eyes two burning holes glaring at the 
obscene spectacle.


In spite of herself, she stood and watched her wealthy mistress going 
through what the priest in her church would have called the "torments of the 
damned." Once more, she felt the same strange sensations in the pit of her 
belly that she had already experienced. There had been that time when she 
stumbled upon Mr. Simmons in the basement playroom with two young ladies, 
and she had observed them doing things she had never known possible ... and 
then once she had seen Mrs. Simmons with that young delivery boy!!! She had 
decided to give notice right then and there, but somehow, she kept staying 
on ... for one thing the wages she was paid at the large manor house were 
nearly triple anything she could hope to earn elsewhere, and for another ... 
there was this curious feeling ... this irresistible desire to watch!


"NNNNNNHHHHHHAAAAAAAA!"


Barbara's entire body shook violently as her orgasm shattered within her, 
breaking into a billion little bits. Waves of lewd sexual delirium racked 
her body, releasing all her pent up emotions and all the time Ed continued 
to do exactly the right thing as his thick, plying fingers continued to feed 
the raging fire of his wife's dizzying orgasm.


Beneath her skirt, Ed Simmons grinned, and visualized the maid watching his 
wife's torment. Devilishly, he wormed one finger, wetly lubricated from her 
orgasm, up into the tight little puckered hole of her anus, nestled just 
below the opening of her still vibrantly climaxing cunt. The unexpected 
contact, in the midst of her orgasm brought a low moan of anguish from 
Barbara's lips. She could feel it starting up all over again. She clenched 
her eyes tightly shut, her lips bared back over her perfect white teeth as 
the divine sensations began to race through her body, speeding insanely the 
short, infinitismal distance from her quivering pussy to the sensitive 
rubbery entrance of her anus.


"OH ED!!! GOD, ED!" she cried, unmindful of Elizabeth who stood by the door, 
still holding the vacuum cleaner in one hand.


"Lord, help me!" Elizabeth mumbled under her breath.


"AAAaaagh!" Barbara groaned again. Tiny goosepimples were rippling across 
her arms and belly, and she could feel the tips of her nipples, hard and 
swollen, pushing against the silk of her blouse. Her creamy white buttocks 
jerked and twitched involuntarily as spasms of delicious sensation set all 
her nerve endings to tingling. The full impact of the lewd spectacle she was 
making of herself hit her, bringing a perverse added pleasure to her loins. 
What must Elizabeth be thinking?? But it hardly mattered as the wonderful 
licking sparks burst again and again inside her, all but devouring her in a 
lustful conflagration. It was so absolutely heavenly, that she could not 
bring herself to ask Ed to stop. Shamelessly, she allowed him to flick and 
probe ceaselessly into the nakedness of her passion-wet loins and buttocks, 
while she jerked spasmodically above him, reacting to each thrust with a 
weaving, trembling motion of her own. All that mattered now was the 
wonderful pleasure that pierced her heated flesh like little arrow points of 
fire!


Her hands curled down to his head, and cradling it beneath her skirt, she 
let loose a long low soul stirring moan.


"Oh, darling...." she gasped breathlessly. "OOOooohh! Finger me goood! DO IT 
GOOOOOOD!"


* * *


The water ran into the tub, creating a froth of foam between Barbara's well 
manicured toes as she lay soaking in her bath. She giggled once more to 
herself as she thought of Elizabeth scurrying from the study, dragging the 
clattering vacuum cleaner behind her. But only after having watched the 
whole scene!


It probably did Elizabeth good to see something like that every now and 
then, she mused, leaning back on the foam rubber pillow that cradled her 
head and kept her hair above the high water line.


"Ed, darling," she called into the adjoining bedroom. "Are you still in 
there?"


"Yes, I've just about completed the list of invites for our in-laws two-week 
visit. I think you're right ... we'll just have to play it by ear and see 
who turns out to be a likely candidate for Jim! I hope you're almost through 
in there. I've got something waiting for you in here!"


"Oh yes?" Barbara replied lazily, visualizing her husband's hard, rampant 
prick in full erection. "I'll be out in a second!" But her mind was 
momentarily elsewhere, as she contemplated the likelihood that she herself 
would be the very best candidate for her brother-in-law, Jim's, initiation! 
Once more she entertained the imaginary vision of Jim Sheldon's penis. 
"Would it be bigger than Ed's?" she wondered, feeling a perverse thrill race 
through her at the almost incestuous thought.


She stood up, letting the warm water slide from her wet body. Reaching for a 
thick white towel to dry herself, she called to her waiting husband.


"Coming, Ed darling ... coming!"


CHAPTER THREE


Lisa smiled happily to herself as the car pulled up in front of her 
brother's impressive house.


"I'm so happy we're spending our vacation here, Jim!" she reiterated, 
turning to her husband with shining eyes. "Wasn't it nice of them to ask 
us?"


"Sure...." Jim said, turning off the ignition, thinking that he really 
thought his brother-in-law, Ed, was a pretty good sort, if only Lisa 
wouldn't keep throwing him up in his face. His main hopes for the two-week 
stay were, however, that he would be able to sell one ... or two ... maybe 
several water beds to Ed's wealthy wife, Barbara, and her rich friends! It 
was a perfect opportunity and he had brought a couple of sample beds along, 
hoping to set one up as quickly as possible.


Before they had finished getting out of the car, the front door opened, and 
Ed greeted them, beaming broadly.


"Mmmm...." Jim thought. "Saturday, and he's not at the office ... some cushy 
life!"


"Hi, folks...." Ed said. "Don't touch your bags, someone will be out to get 
them!"


Lisa ran to kiss him, marveling once more at her brother's handsome 
appearance. More than ten years older than she, he had always been her idol, 
and thus far nothing had happened to change that state of affairs.


"Well, Sis, pretty as ever, I see...." Ed said, blushed, glad that she had 
worn the brand new linen suit that became her so well. The bright blue color 
brought out the blue of her eyes, and she also created a new hairstyle that 
she thought more sophisticated ... in anticipation of the fashionable guests 
her brother and sister-in-law might be having.


As they entered the palatial home, Lisa gazed around her once more in awe. 
This was just the kind of place she wanted to have one day. Ed led them up 
the large winding stairway to their rooms, and Jim followed, noticing his 
young wife's obvious enchantment with the opulent surroundings. He would 
have to pull off a mighty big deal in order to afford something half as 
splendid as this. It wasn't the first time they had been to the house. They 
had been invited for dinner once before their marriage, and one time after, 
but each of them seemed to view the place in a new light, since it was 
daytime and they were going to be spending the next two weeks there!


In spite of himself, Jim felt a surge of excitement as his brother-in-law 
opened up the door of the suite that was to be theirs for the length of 
their stay. It was the most beautifully decorated suite of rooms he'd ever 
seen, from the ornate chandeliers to the richly carpeted floors. The color 
theme was blue and white, and on the large canopied bed, a striped coverlet 
of raw silk echoed these colors. There were three rooms ... the first a kind 
of sitting room, library, the second, the large bedroom with windows opening 
out over the swimming pool down below. The third was a dressing room with 
ample closet space to fit ten times the amount of clothes that he and Lisa 
had brought with them. Ed walked briskly before them, and opened up the 
translucent door that led to the bathroom. Ed was obviously proud as he 
showed them the glistening beige tiled room. They stepped into it and Lisa 
let out a little squeal as her feet sank down into several inches of foam 
rubber.


Ed laughed. "Specially treated!" he declared. "Look over there ... the tub 
is lined with it too. Wait until you feel it!" Both Lisa and Jim inspected 
the gigantic square shaped tub.


"Why it's big enough for an army!" Jim exclaimed, feeling the bumpy foam 
rubber surface of the interior.


"Yes...." Ed said. "And it's certainly big enough for the two of you!" He 
looked at Lisa and winked, and was pleased to see his sister blush and turn 
away from him. Their visit promised to be every bit as much fun as he'd 
hoped!


"Explain to me about this bumpy stuff...." Jim said, still feeling the 
inside of the tub.


"Well, it's a specially treated foam rubber that is waterproof. You'll see 
when you get into it that those lumps and bumps are actually the most 
wonderful massage cushions. Each bath is a real sensual delight!"


Jim noticed that Lisa had left the bathroom and decided that this was the 
moment to approach his brother-in-law about the subject uppermost on his 
mind.


"You like new things, I see," he stated pointedly.


"Yes ... I guess I do!" Ed replied. "Ever hear of a water bed?" Jim asked.


"Yes ... of course I have," Ed said. "But I haven't gotten around to getting 
one yet. They're all the rage, I hear ... but are they any good?"


"ARE they?" Jim replied, warming to his task. "I'll say they are ... that's 
my business, you know ... for the moment ... and they're selling like 
hotcakes!"


The two men walked out of the bathroom into the bedroom, where Lisa had 
already started unpacking the bags that had been brought in by the handyman.


"Hey, that's really interesting, Jim...." Ed said. "Why didn't you tell me 
about this before ... I'd really like to see one ... and maybe we could even 
get a couple for the house! Barbara might really like that!"


Lisa stood up from her unpacking and gave her husband a dirty look, which 
did not go unnoticed by her brother.


"Just happen to have a couple in the car ... come on down and I'll show 
you...." Jim declared, ignoring Lisa's look and heading toward the door. It 
was just too bad if she didn't like it, he thought. It was money from the 
waterheds that bought her that new suit she was wearing ... and everything 
else for that matter!


"Slip into something comfortable...." Ed said to his sister, "and come on 
down ... Barbara should be back from her shopping by now and well have some 
drinks!"


"Fine, Ed!" Lisa said, smiling and trying to hide her displeasure with Jim's 
dealings. "I'll be right down!" By the time Lisa came downstairs she could 
already hear the distinct sound of the water bed installation.


Jack, the handyman, was adjusting a long hose from the faucet by the 
swimming pool through the French doors into the den, and as Lisa passed the 
room, she could see both her husband and her brother anxiously supervising 
the slow filling process of the large rubbery mattress, that lay in its 
deflated state on the floor.


"It's gonna be just great in here...." she heard Jim saying and she was 
about to make some comment, when a friendly feminine voice called to her.


"Lisa ... I'm so glad you've arrived!"


Lisa turned to see her sister-in-law coming toward her. The older woman 
looked beautiful in a long summery hostess gown of bright colored cotten, 
and Lisa couldn't help noticing the full orbs of her breasts as they swelled 
out the tiny cups of the dress top. "God ... she has a good figure!" she 
thought a trifle enviously, although she thought that her own shape was 
rather nice too.


Barbara greeted her husband's younger sister with an affectionate kiss and 
drew her into the livin groom.


"I think it's wonderful that Jim is setting up a waterbed for us. It's such 
fun! Do you have one at home?" She bade Lisa sit down on one of the ultra 
comfortable pillow sofas in the conversation pit, while she busied herself 
with preparing their drinks.


"Uh ... no...." Lisa blushed. She didn't want to admit that she had refused 
to let Jim put one up in their apartment and what's more had never tried one 
in her life. "No ... not yet...." she said, noticing the enormous amount of 
rum that Barbara seemed to be putting into the long tall glasses. She didn't 
care much for drinking, but she knew that in order to be sociable, 
especially with a certain set of people, one had to go along and have a few. 
She would just make sure that her own were weak ones hereafter.


Barbara thrust a glass into Lisa's hand and sat down across from her. 
Noticing the younger woman's concerned expression, she reassured her, "Oh, 
it's just a planter's punch ... lots of goodies ... tastes delicious, 
especially on a hot day like today! My your dress is pretty!" she added.


"Oh ... thank you...." Lisa pinked slightly at the compliment. She had hoped 
that the soft clinging jersey dress would be just the right thing to wear, 
and Barbara's compliment made her feel a little more at ease. She sipped the 
frosty drink and was pleased to discover that it was delicious!


"My ... it is good!" she said.


"Yes...." Barbara said pleasantly, "I find that there are times when a woman 
needs a drink ... if you know what I mean!"


"Oh ... yes...." Lisa had no idea what Barbara meant, but decided the 
easiest course would be to agree with her. She tried hard to stifle her envy 
as she realized how much more sophisticated and knowing Barbara was than 
she. Of course, she was older ... but Lisa felt that she too, should have 
her sister-in-law's poise and self assurance, no matter what her age!


"Your husband, Jim, is quite a salesman!" Barbara said, as the excited mens' 
voices floated out from the den. Her dark eyes took in Lisa's small but 
voluptuously formed shape, as she sat rather rigidly on the pillows. It'll 
take a bit to relax her, she thought, letting the soothing rum drink slip 
down her throat, but once she's loosened up, I'll bet she's a really hot 
little number!


Lisa bridled at the expression "Your Jim" ... she really didn't think of her 
husband as "Her Jim" at all ... as a matter-of-fact, she tried not to think 
of him much at all. But she replied with as much enthusiasm as she could 
muster, "Oh, yes ... he loves things like that ... calls himself a 
"professional peddler," whatever that means!" she laughed. The drink really 
was wonderful, and she had almost finished it. She hoped that Barbara would 
offer her another ... it seemed to be relaxing her just the right amount!


"Why I know just what he means!" Barbara declared. "My father used to say 
something similar ... and you know he made a fortune just peddling one silly 
little valve for some weird machine!" Noticing Lisa's all but empty glass 
she got up to refill it.


Lisa felt oddly chastised by Barbara's remark, and didn't know quite what to 
say, so she was grateful when her dark haired sister-in-law changed the 
subject of her own accord.


"Let's have a few hors d'oeuvres...." she said, pressing a small bell by the 
side of her seat. "It's just hours until dinner ... and I have a very hearty 
appetite!"


Something about the tone of Barbara's voice and the way her dress fell away 
as she leaned over exposing her naked breasts down to the very tips, made 
Lisa think that the older woman wasn't speaking entirely about food! She 
immediately felt guilty for thinking such a thing, and for the passing 
thought about her brother and sister-in-law's private life. It certainly was 
none of her business, after all!! Just because her own sex life was so 
unfulfilling, was no reason she should speculate about others ... especially 
her brother's!


"Are you ready for the hors d'oeuvres, Mrs. Simmons?" Elizabeth appeared, 
crisp in a becoming black uniform with a frilly white apron. Anticipating 
Barbara's request, she held a large tray of assorted canape's in her hands. 
Curiously she looked at the young blonde woman sitting across from her 
employer. She knew that this was Mr. Simmons younger sister, and she 
wondered just how she would fit into the strange happenings in the house!


"Thank you, Elizabeth ... you're a jewel! This wonderful creature thinks of 
everything ... sometimes even before I've thought of it myself!" she said to 
Lisa. "Now pick out whatever you like, and then we'll send the rest into the 
boys in the den!"


Lisa picked out some particularly interesting looking tidbits, feeling 
flushed and excited by the drinks. She could sense her sister-in-law's eyes 
on her, but could not bring herself to meet her gaze. She was at once 
embarrassed and impressed by the fact that she was a servant, and that she 
was waiting on her ... and yet there seemed something indecent about the way 
Barbara spoke about the woman while she was standing right there ... almost 
as though she weren't a real person!


"Do you think they're almost through in there?" she asked, noting that Lisa 
was beginning to look a little tipsy. That was what she liked to see! she 
thought. Too much control just wasn't a healthy thing!


"I understand it takes several hours to fill," Lisa said, munching on a 
smoked oyster. She was really quite hungry, she realized, not having 
bothered to have anything at all to eat before leaving her apartment in 
town.


"Well, why don't we just have another drink, then!" Barbara said. "There are 
times when men like to be alone, you know ... and since this is a very 
special little toy, let's let them have their fun!"


Lisa felt a little uneasy about Barbara's various references to the "boys" 
and the "men" in the other room ... she seemed to have everything figured 
out in a way that Lisa had never even thought of, and even though this was 
admirable, there was something disturbing about it. There was a womanly 
quality about Barbara that made Lisa feel unaccountably inferior, and try as 
she might, she couldn't erase the feeling of strange foreboding that she had 
about the whole visit ... and as she accidentally spilled a bit of her drink 
down the front of her dress, she realized that in spite of her efforts to 
the contrary, she wasn't in very good control of herself.


* * *


Jim Sheldon felt inordinately happy. The dinner was excellent, and he 
enjoyed the leisurely way in which it was served. He and Ed had really had a 
good time earlier putting up the water bed, and Jim felt a little surge of 
pleasure at the thought of it sitting in the Simmon's den. Ed had been very 
enthusiastic and had offered to show the aquatic bed to several of his 
friends who would be stopping by during their visit, and he had assured Jim 
of quite a few sales. Let Lisa put that in her pipe and smoke it. He looked 
across the candlelit table to his wife, and saw her take another sip of the 
vintage Chateau-Neuf du Tape wine that was served with the roast beef. She'd 
better watch it, he thought, she never could drink! Even though he still 
felt resentful of his young wife, he couldn't help but notice how pretty she 
looked. So young and fresh, and that upswept hairdo she'd given herself only 
made her look even younger! He felt a pang of longing for her, but tried to 
forget it, envisaging another scene like the last one. He'd be damned if 
he'd approach her again ... he'd just wait until she came to him!


As if in answer to his thought, he felt a delicate nudge of his leg! 
Alarmed, he looked across at Lisa, but detected no indication that it was 
she doing the nudging. It was hardly the kind of thing she would do anyway! 
She was busily chatting with her brother about some innocuous thing that 
didn't interest Jim at all. That left only one other possibility. He looked 
to his right at his hostess.


Barbara Simmons smiled pleasantly back at him, her golden tan skin glowing 
in the candle-light.


"I hope you like rich gooey desserts, Jim," she said. "I've had something a 
little special prepared!"


There was no pressure under the table now, and Jim wondered if he hadn't 
imagined the whole thing. He took in the exquisitely lovely face of his 
sister-in-law, and once more thought what a lucky man Ed was for finding a 
woman with brains, looks and money! Now there was an unbeatable combination!


"Well ... I put myself in your hands...." he said, "I must have gained about 
twenty pounds so far ... a little more won't hurt!"


"A man of your solid proportions need hardly worry about his weight...." 
Barbara complimented. "We women ... have a harder time, I'm afraid!"


She turned to see why the dinner plates weren't being removed, and Elizabeth 
arrived in all haste. As she turned, to scold the maid, Jim could see the 
swelling sides of her breasts as they peeked from the miniscule covering of 
her halter top. "And you certainly are all woman," he thought.


"I hope that you'll tell me all about that fascinating water bed!" she said 
later over brandy and coffee. Only a few crumbs of Italian rum cake were 
left and the candles were almost burned down. Jim felt completely at ease 
with the world. He turned to Barbara and said, "I'd be more than happy to 
tell you all about it!"


CHAPTER FOUR


"So this is a water bed!" Barbara exclaimed as she saw the wide flat 
undulating mass on the floor in front of her. "Is it safe?"


"Perfectly!" Jim answered in his best salesman-like tone.


"Are you?" Barbara suggested, a lewd tint to her voice.


"Am I what?"


"Safe, darling. I guess I can believe you about the bed, but I'm not sure I 
should be alone in here with you. You never can tell about these things, you 
know."


"Don't be silly, Barbara. I'm your brother-in-law!"


"Yes ... but you're also a very attractive man, you know." she added 
seductively, "And some say I'm a very good looking woman."


"Yes...." Jim answered, beginning to get the picture. "You are ... a very 
attractive worn-an....


"Let's see if this thing is as comfortable as you say it is." Barbara walked 
over to the huge bed and bent over to push at it with her hands. Ripples of 
water undulated under the soft throw that covered the bed as Barbara bent 
completely over it. Behind her Jim was shocked when her short skirt slipped 
up her soft white buttocks and his eyes glued themselves to the area where 
her panties should have covered her softly rising pubic mound, but didn't. 
She wasn't wearing any! She was literally "bare-ass naked" under her skirt.


Finally, after a few seconds of bending provocatively forward, Barbara 
jumped onto the quivering mattress and giggled like a school girl as she 
rode up and down on the small waves she created.


"Oooohhhhh ... what fun!" she squealed. "But how do you get any sleep on the 
rocking boat?"


"Oh ... uh ... it stops that when you settle down...." Jim managed to 
sputter out, his mind still concentrating on the free pussy show he had just 
been subjected to. "It only moves when you do."


"Well, this is all very interesting, but what happens when two people are on 
it at the same time? After all, I won't be sleeping on it alone, if you know 
what I mean. Why don't you help me test it?"


Jim stared directly into his sister-in-law's eyes to see if they were saying 
the same thing she seemed to be. And as far as he could tell, the invitation 
was definitely there. He walked over to the six-foot wide bed and lowered 
himself down onto it. The two of them faced each other as they slowly rode 
up and down, bobbing like two buoys on the sea.


"This bed certainly has an erotic air about it, hasn't it?" Barbara asked, 
her eyes boring invitingly into her brother-in-law's.


"Well, you know what they say, two things are better on a water bed ... one 
of them is sleeping!"


"Well, I'll take your word for it about the sleeping but the other thing ... 
Before I'd buy I'd have to find out for sure!" And with that, Barbara -edged 
over slightly until her body was placed closely to Jim's and parting her 
lips slightly, pressed them over tightly against his, thrusting her moist, 
pointed tongue deep into his surprisedly gaping mouth.


Jim, was stilled momentarily by the shock, but then recovering, countered by 
forcing his tongue back and slipping his into her mouth as she sucked gently 
on it, nibbling with tiny sharp nips of her teeth that sent sexual chills 
running the length of his spine. He pulled back for a moment to escape the 
rising sensations and thought guiltily about his wife who was just a few 
yards away in another part of the house with her brother, who was this 
woman's husband!


"I'll bet Lisa isn't too good in bed, is she?" Barbara asked suddenly, 
bringing Jim back from his reverie in an instant.


"Why no ... as a matter-of-fact...." Jim answered, shocking himself, " ... 
she isn't!"


"Well, why don't we make up for what you've been missing!" Barbara 
suggested, letting her hand travel down between their tightly pressed 
bodies, coming to rest at the growing bulge in Jim's pants. "After all, as 
relatives, we should help each other out. Shouldn't we?"


"I'll say we should!" Jim grunted as he felt her long tapering fingers begin 
to fumble with the zipper of his fly, slowly lowering it and then slipping 
her softly searching hand inside.


"Ooooohhhh ... it's so big!" Barbara cooed as her fingers came into contact 
with the hard rod of flesh. "It's going to feel so good going inside of me 
and twisting around deep in my pussy. Quick, let's get naked ... I'll teach 
you some things you can take home to that little wife of yours!"


Jim jumped up from the bed and began desperately stripping his clothes off. 
Barbara merely slipped her blouse over her head and slipped down the zipper 
on the side of her skirt, pushing it down over her legs and she was 
completely naked as she wore no brassiere either! Jim reached behind himself 
and turned the latch on the door.


"Don't worry...." Barbara assured him. "Ed and Lisa are off together and 
won't be back for a few hours. I took care of that!"


Jim lay down beside her, dragging her over to him with the strength of his 
arms. He moved one hand down to the smoothness of her buttocks and cupped 
them strongly in it. They were beautifully shaped and sinewy as he had 
expected them to be. Her body was warm and soft against him and she raised 
her face to his, locking her mouth tightly to him as her hand searched down 
between them for the hardness of his penis. He gasped as the coolness of her 
fingers closed around his rigidity. He pressed his head forward and kissed 
her nakedly curved back. Her lips were soft and she crushed the full length 
of her body against his and ground her pelvis tightly into him before 
suddenly twisting her hips around and pulling him over on top of her, 
opening her legs wide to take him between them.


Jim was breathing hot moist air all over her and with all his weight on her, 
Barbara had some trouble breathing for just a moment, but the soft 
undulating of the water bed gave beneath her, rocking them gently. She knew 
that in moments she would be writhing in the wild throes of sexual ecstasy 
beneath her brother-in-law, and she wanted to hasten the time as she felt 
his heavy legs pressing against her now and pulsing near her belly, the 
fiery length of his long, lust-hardened penis.


Her hands came down between them and circled around Jim's excitedly 
throbbing cock, guiding it between the lips of her hot, desire-moistened 
cunt. Jim groaned above her as he felt her move it up and down between her 
legs, parting the soft silky hair of her vagina with the pulsating, 
blood-filled head. They grazed teasingly against it, forcing it into a 
greater hardness until he ached from the maddening pressure.


Jim couldn't stand it for another second. His hands went underneath his 
sister-in-law's legs, drawing them up so that they splayed outward and her 
calves rested up on his back, her heels digging into the muscles of his 
buttocks for support. He let his desire-swollen prick insinuate itself into 
the incredible wetness that surrounded the quivering entrance to her pussy. 
Suddenly, he flicked his hips forward with a sudden cruel thrust that drove 
it with a flesh-spliting crash into the gaping hot mouth of her cunt.


"Yyyyeeeeeesssssssss...." Barbara hissed beneath him as she felt her warm 
elastic sheath slip wetly over his engorged penis. It entered with a slight 
pop and his long prick raced up her cunt to the full depths of her belly, 
warm and tight at first, then easier as the wetness of the passage 
surrounded him, lubricating the way.


Barbara felt herself being pressed into the bed, but instead of being 
crushed under her brother-in-law's huge bulk, the soft water gave beneath 
her and the two of them were gently pitched up and down as if they were 
making love in a small boat, only this way, there was no danger of falling 
overboard.


Then Jim hit bottom, his balls slapping hard against the rounded upturned 
cheeks of her ass. Ed's wife let out a low animal-like scream, twisting 
slightly to escape the unexpected pain and then let out another cry of pain 
in spite of her desire not to make any noise. She felt as though her cunt 
lips were being split apart by the enormous hard circumference of her 
brother-in-law's huge hardened penis. But, ignoring her cries, Jim thrust 
into her even harder, grinding his pelvis tighter into her loins so there 
was no escape for her. She was skewered good and he lay for a moment to 
allow the pain of the sudden entry to subside, proud that he could hurt the 
aristocratic beauty and make her squeal this way. The tenderness of her 
inner pussy wrapped itself elastic-like around his churning prick as he 
rocked his full weight against her, splitting her legs wide apart and 
hooking his cock upward inside her. He could feel her legs flailing out in 
the air on either side of his driving hips but he could only grab onto the 
nakedness of her smooth cushiony buttocks and pull her entire pelvis up 
still higher to meet his swollen prick.


"Ohhhh, Barbara ... BARBARA, BABY!!! I'M GONNA FUCK YOU GOOD!!"


Jim worked his hips up, kneeling above her helplessly held body and using 
her long trembling legs like a wheelbarrow. He was sweating profusely and 
big drops fell from his forehead onto her hotly quivering stomach. Barbara 
was stunned at the way she seemed to have lost control of the situation as 
her visiting brother-in-law ground his pelvis into the squirming flaccid 
flesh beneath him. Barbara strained back under him, arching her loins up at 
him, lifting them both a few inches off the rolling of the water bed. She 
moaned ceaselessly beneath his pounding body, opening and closing her legs 
around his hips as she worked her open pussy desperately up and down his 
rhythmically pis-toning cock, her mouth gaped open wide, her head flailing 
from side to side on the coverlet that now lay crumpled beneath them. Again 
and again in wild abandon, she shrieked out her pleasure.


Jim's rigid cock was touching every pore of her deeply impaled belly, 
filling her with heated male flesh as she had never been filled before.


Looking down at his beautiful sister-in-law's tightly screwed up features 
and feeling her responding to each forceful thrust of his plundering prick, 
Jim felt like a god. Before he was through, he would have her begging for 
more. He thrust into her moistly contracting cuntal passage with a loud 
grunting noise, kneading the smooth full moons of her jiggling white 
buttocks in his nervous cupping fingers. She was being skewered hard down 
into the swaying bed, helplessly impaled by his ramming prick. He could feel 
his cock growing and expanding inside her until it felt as though it were 
going to burst from the exquisite pleasure building in his testicles as they 
slapped heavily against her buttocks below.


"... yes ... yes ... yes ... yes ... yesyesyes-yesyesyes...." Barbara 
chanted over and over, her eyes rolling up into their sockets in a dazed 
state.


Jim's face grew redder and redder from desire as with long even strokes he 
continued the glorious fucking of his rich, beautiful, and aristocratic 
sister-in-law. This was forbidden fruit, forbidden pussy, and by god, he was 
going to enjoy it!


Great tides of desire rose and fell within Barbara as she writhed beneath 
his powerfully grinding loins. His inflamed and swollen prick reached the 
farthest depths of her defenselessly open cuntal passage. The lewd smacking 
noise of his swinging, spermfilled testicles slapping rhythmically down 
against her wet, nakedly exposed buttocks filled her ears combined with her 
own deep groans and sighs of wildly careening passion.


Jim could tell that her tightly clinging cunt was near cumming as she 
gripped him tightly between her desperately straining thighs, opening and 
closing them around him in time to his long, hard thrusts into her. She 
gurgled beneath him, the sound came from deep within her throat as though 
she had no control over it. He knew she was near and he continued his 
relentless fucking between her wildly flailing legs with all his strength.


"OOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHH...." Barbara sang out, feeling her brother-in-law's 
heavily perspiring body pressing heavily down on her now while the tautly 
stretched moons of her buttocks split wide, her legs dangling in mid-air as 
her cuntal muscles began to vibrate with urgency and then to contract 
wildly. A series of spasms took hold of her as the driving cock sped ever 
upward into her, pushing the trembling folds of her vaginal walls steadily 
back, massaging them internally with each fuck of it in and out. He withdrew 
his huge hardness all the way out of her, leaving just the head at the 
entrance and then with all his might, rammed back into her hotly streaming 
passage. "Ooooh god! I'm cumming...." she gagged out, her mouth gaping wide 
in ecstatic abandon. "I'm dimming ... cumming ... cumming" she mumbled on, 
almost incoherently until the sounds coming from her throat were a mass of 
jumbled unintelligible syllables whose meaning was known only to herself. 
She pulled back her thighs tighter, her knees touching her nipples, until 
the whole of her hungrily sucking and clenching vaginal slit was presented 
up to him to fuck into and use as he wanted. Her ankles locked over his 
shoulders, her crotch squirming beneath him in a wild, uninhibited dance of 
abandoned ecstasy. Her mouth hung open wide, unseeing eyes gazed wide at the 
ceiling.


"AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!" she screamed out again, bucking up against 
his savage thrusts. Jim crooned with delight, knowing she was beginning the 
real part of her orgasm. Gasping for air, he fucked mercilessly deep into 
the soft confines of her cunt, watching as he did so the way his cock 
appeared and disappeared into the hungrily clutching mouth of her 
strainingly bearded pussy. His balls ached painfully and as she continued to 
grunt steady words of encouragement to him, he knew that he too was going to 
cum. His huge prick seemed filled with a hundred hot sparks, and he felt a 
total exhilaration as he totally dominated the wealthy, aristocratic woman. 
His sperm seemed to be crying out from within him, begging him, begging for 
release into the hot steaming pit of his sister-in-law's womb.


A low wail suddenly formed on Barbara's lips as her nostrils flared and she 
screwed her cunt desperately up on Jim's wildly thrusting cock and locked 
herself to him with all the strength of her thighs, while her loins jerked 
spasmodically against his belly. Her entire body arched beneath her sweating 
brother-in-law's powerfully thrusting hardness, her face almost 
unrecognizable in its passion distorted state. A steadily wailing scream 
spewed forth from her wide open mouth and she clung to his back with both 
hands and heels doing an odd sideways dance with her climaxing pelvis. Her 
raging hot vaginal walls clung to the enormous hardened rod that filled them 
so entirely while gushing sparkles of light seeped through her, throbbing 
wildly through every pore of her body.


"OOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHHAAAAAAAA-EEEEEE...." she screamed out as her legs quivered 
out in mid-air for several seconds while Jim quickened his pace, ramming 
into her with short, hard strokes that triggered her inner explosion and 
kept it going for long, delicious moments when suddenly a great gushing 
stream came rushing out of him in hot, thick spurts, filling her belly until 
it couldn't hold any more.


"Yeeesssss ... Oh God! YESSSSSSSSS!!!" Barbara cried as she felt the great 
shooting jet of his hot, scalding sperm ricocheting around inside her wildly 
contracting cunt like a great flood of undammed volcanic lava.


She held her breath for what seemed like an eternity, and then expelled it 
as though hit in the stomach by a solid fist, her body collapsing limply 
down into the soft, undulating mattress. She lay still, except for the 
uncontrollable quivering of her pussy still locked tightly around her 
brother-in-law's deeply imbedded penis. They lay quiet for a few minutes 
while the water bed gently rocked them back and forth.


"Mmmmmmmmmmmmm...." Barbara sighed softly gazing up at Jim's smiling face.


"Two things are definitely better on a water bed! I'll talk my husband into 
buying one, don't you worry!"


CHAPTER FIVE


The cooling water raced refreshingly along Lisa's body as she swam swiftly 
and smoothly across the length of the pool. The water was making her 
headache feel better, but nevertheless she was getting tired. She was glad 
she had told the others to go off to the golf course without her. After her 
long visit to the neighbor's house the night before with her brother, she 
felt completely out of it. Never in her life had she had so many drinks! She 
stepped from the water and began to towel herself dry, then realizing that 
there was no one at all in the house, it being Elizabeth's and the 
handyman's day off, she decided that it would be completely safe to take her 
tiny suit off. It would be fun to get a good tan all over! The wicked 
thought pleased her, and she felt proud of her bravado as she began to 
remove the little panties of her bikini. A last reassuring glance at the 
thick foliage that completely hid the pool from view made her complete the 
daring act with one last flick of the button loop behind her tightly 
clinging bra.


She thought of the people she had met last night, when her brother Ed had 
insisted on taking her to the neighboring estate right after dinner. They'd 
left Jim and Barbara chatting in the living room, and Lisa remembered 
thinking what a good idea it was to let them talk. Barbara could probably do 
all kinds of things to advance Jim in any career he wanted!


Towelling herself once more, she felt the nubby fabric of the cloth rubbing 
across her firmly protruding nipples, and giggled to herself as she felt 
them erecting slightly. She remembered the couple next door ... had had a 
long conversation about the new bare breasted fashions, and she had been 
shocked to find herself (after several gin and tonics) agreeing that a 
woman's breasts were made to be seen! How could she have ever said such a 
thing ... she must have really been smashed! No one had seemed shocked 
though, and remembering the sleekly handsome couple, Lisa told herself that 
these wonderful people would be the kind of friends she and Jim would soon 
have!


She let the towel drop to the ground and lying down on a comfortable chaise, 
she began to soak up the hot rays of the sun. She was glad to be alone in 
the house even though thoughts of why Jim had been so cold to her earlier 
kept creeping into her head. Still, at least he seemed happy and maybe 
something good would come of this visit. It was obvious how much Barbara 
liked him and Lisa knew how much influence Barbara had over Ed. She was sure 
if there was any decision to be made, Barbara could be counted on to stick 
up for Jim and put in a good word or two. She smiled to herself at the 
thought of how wonderfully they all seemed to get along. Not many families 
have such good relationships, she thought.


The firm support of the padded lounge chair pressed into Lisa's back. Maybe 
if Jim got interested in her brother's insurance business she thought, she 
would see the last of those damn water beds! She was sick and tired of 
hearing about them. And there was something downright lewd, yes, even 
obscene about the thing. No matter how she tried to think of something else, 
every time she thought about a water bed, her thoughts turned to sex. Of 
course it had been quite some time since she and Jim had made love together.


She reached down beside the lounge chair, searching around for her sun 
glasses. The day was extremely hot and the sun beat down on her with all the 
heat of a blast furnace. Tiny rivulets of perspiration began to gather under 
her arms and she could feel a slight trickle of sweat running down the 
inside of the finely curling pubic hair nestled snugly between her legs. 
Unconsciously, she had kept her legs pressed tightly together as if afraid 
to expose herself any more to the open air. She sensed this and slowly let 
her legs open up slightly, allowing a little rush of air to stir around 
between her warmly clasped little pussy lips.


"Mmmmmmmmmmm...!" she sighed as the air sent a small tingle of pleasure 
rippling through her loins. "That feels good!"


Lisa felt positively wicked sunbathing in the nude. It had been years since 
she had done it. She tried to remember the last time and realized that she 
had to go all the way back to her childhood. That was on Uncle Phil's farm 
in New Jersey. She and her brother Ed used to go there every summer for 
several weeks and help them pick berries. They were wonderful times, she 
remembered. Uncle Phil used to pay them one penny for every quart of berries 
they would pick. It wasn't very much, but they used to eat about three times 
what they picked and by the end of their vacation, were almost, but not 
quite, sick to death of berries. There had been all kinds, strawberries, 
blackberries, boysenberries, blueberries, raspberries ... and the stream! 
That's where she used to sunbath nude all the time. As a matter-of-fact, all 
the cousins used to gather there and go skinny dipping. There was Rosalie, 
Johnnie, Jerry, Bobbie, Bernadette, Mary, Elizabeth, Chamie, Connie, Jean 
and many more. Still, they were all just kids at the time. It seemed so 
different now that she was an adult. Of course, the pool was surrounded by a 
high wooden fence and no one could possibly see her, but still ... there was 
always the chance that someone might.


The wicked thought of some strange man spying on her lying naked in the sun 
sent an odd little quiver of pleasure rippling through Lisa's supple body. 
Why, except for her husband, no one had seen her naked for years. Not since 
... well, since she was a young girl. She guessed it was when all the kids 
went nude together on the farm. But no, no ... there was one other time. She 
was older ... about sixteen. It was the last time she had ever gone to Uncle 
Phil's for a vacation. It was the summer before her senior year in high 
school and she felt too grown up to continue to skinny dip. Oh, the boys 
still went down to that place under the bridge, but most of the girls stayed 
around the house helping out or just chatting or riding the horses. But that 
day, Lisa felt like having some sun and being alone.


She remembered a place where her brother Ed had taken her years before, a 
special place that only he had known about and where he used to go in 
secret. He took Lisa there, they couldn't have been more than six or seven 
years old at the time, and introduced her to the game of dirty doctor. My, 
how interested they had been in each others bodies at the time. Somehow it 
was different than just seeing each other naked in the stream and both had 
let the other touch each other in that "special place." But this time, many 
years later, Lisa was sure that Ed had completely forgotten about the place. 
She hiked there alone and checking to be sure no one was around, quietly 
slipped out of her clothes and laid down on the warm grass to soak up the 
sun and get an "all-over" tan.


The tiny bud of Lisa's clitoris jumped to attention when she remembered 
something else that happened that day. Lying there in the sun that day, she 
had explored her newly awakening body carefully. She let her hands roam 
freely over the swelling curves of her breasts down her tapering waist until 
they came to rest on the slightly rising mound of her naked vagina. Her 
fleecy young pussy pulsed slowly with a rising moistness ... her face 
glistened with the natural oils of youth and she caught her breath as her 
middle finger reached the prickly sensitive ares of her pussy. Gradually, 
she found her way to the folds of softly matured pubic curls. Her fingers 
searched for the small protruding tip of her clitoris. With a sigh, she felt 
a sharp thrill rush through her as the tender surface was exposed to her 
quietly little manipulations. The feeling rose from her tiny pink and coral 
pussy up across her trim little belly where it lingered before rising higher 
still to reach the taut protrusions of her breasts which, while still small, 
gave promise of growing much larger.


Remembering all this, Lisa seemed to be transported back to the time it 
happened and it was as if it were happening to her all over again. Her adult 
hands began to unconsciously stimulate the probings and ministrations of her 
teenage hands of years ago. Without realizing it, she was mimicing her past 
experience exactly as it had happened.


"OOOOoooohhhhhh...." she gasped as the deliciousness of the sensations 
caused by her fingers grew more and more acute. It was just like when she 
was a girl in the country. Her fingers slipped into the moistly moving 
crevice between the softly fringed outer pillows of her exposed cunt, 
sliding across the delicate hidden tissues of her genitalia. Across the 
jumbled screen of her mind flickered several different images ... Jim, her 
husband ... her brother, Ed ... and then her fingers were rubbing, teasing, 
churning feverishly inside the ripeness of her vagina as she remembered Ed's 
face appearing from behind a big clump of bushes where he had been spying on 
her the entire time she was thinking she was alone in his secret place and 
still she wasn't able to stop the constant flicking motion of her fingers 
sunk deep into the virgin cunt. Her eyes met his and held there steadily as 
she continued her self-plundering for several more minutes until at last, 
she arched herself against the soft grassy ground, her long legs stretching 
out, scissoring back and forth as her orgasm came crashing down around her, 
battering around inside her then rushing out to meet her invading fingers. 
Giant sparks exploded inside her head and great waves of flashing colors 
blinded her vision as her vaginal walls contracted wildly around her slim 
tapering fingers still churning deep up inside her virgin pussy.


And now, lying on the chaise beside her brother's pool the adult Lisa was 
responding in the same fashion.


"Oh, yeeeessss...." she hissed softly to herself, pointing her toes and 
spreading her long legs as far apart as she could get them. And as the 
wetness of her orgasm crept between her fingers, alternating hot and cold 
chills ran up and down her body as the moist fruits of cumming gushed forth 
in a steady stream of warmly seeping vaginal secretions.


"OOOOOHHHHHHHHHHAAAAAAAHHH-HHH...." Beside the limpid blue pool water, Lisa 
groaned and with a piercing shock, the final crescendo struck her like a 
torpedo and she felt as though she were exploding into a million flying 
pieces.


Finally, she lay back on the chaise, completely satiated, tremors of 
pleasure continuing to throb through her orgasm spent body. Her hair clung 
to her face in tight, sweat moistened ringlets as she remembered how when 
she opened her eyes many years ago, her brother was no longer there and when 
she returned to the house much later that night, he acted as if nothing had 
ever happened and she had never really been sure whether he had really been 
there or if it had been some trick of her imagination.


Now, embarrassed at what she had done and realizing that she was covered 
with perspiration and reeking of the pungent odors of sex, she lept up from 
the chaise, plunged into the water and began swimming furiously up and down 
the length of the Olympic sized pool.


* * *


Ed Simmons almost went to the pool to take a refreshing dip after his 
morning at the golf course. He had left early and instructed Barbara to 
introduce Jim to everybody over a leisurely lunch in the country club dining 
room. He had been amused and only a trifle jealous about their obvious 
relief to be left alone. But since he had agreed to let Barbara have her way 
and seduce his little sister's husband, he could hardly go back on his word 
now. Besides it was very interesting to see how his little sister was 
responding to the various stimulations of his household.


But as he gazed from his bedroom window down onto the pool, he was startled 
to find that the extent of her stimulation was even greater than he had 
thought!


"Fantastic!" he thought to himself, taking in the magnificence of his 
sister's total abandon. He had to admit, as he felt his blood surging faster 
through his veins, that his baby sister was truly one of the best looking 
women he'd ever seen. It had been years since he'd seen her naked and 
suddenly the memory of that summer day in the country came back to him, 
also. Lisa had been doing exactly the same thing then, and he felt once more 
the long forgotten trouble that he had felt when he stumbled upon her 
fingering herself on the ground at his secret place.


"... mmmmm...." he mused, as he turned his attention back to the present. 
"Look at those hot little fingers work!"


Although he hadn't really thought about it before, he suddenly wondered why 
he was letting his insatiable wife, Barbara have all the fun in this little 
family game. Certainly, he should see to it that in one way or another his 
little sister had a good time during her visit ... not to mention himself!


CHAPTER SIX


A few days later, Jim adjusted his bermudas and put on his tee shirt. Behind 
him, he was aware of Lisa watching him from the bed.


"Just let her watch...." he thought. "It's just too damned bad if she's 
feeling neglected ... the one who insisted we come here in the first place!"


He was in a hurry to get downstairs where he knew that Barbara would be 
waiting for him, ready to take him sailing on her new sloop. Never in his 
wildest dreams had he thought such an exciting woman existed. And the fact 
that she was his sister-in-law no longer really bothered him ... in fact, it 
added a certain piquant flavor to the whole thing. It was obvious that they 
were harming noane ... certainly not Lisa, who wouldn't let him get near her 
in bed, anyway! And as for Ed, sometimes it even seemed that he knew about 
the fantastic excitement that his extrovert wife was generating ... as 
ridiculous as that seemed. He had had long talks with his brother-in-law 
though, during which the latter enjoyed going into details about the various 
young things he entertained in long lustful sessions when Barbara was not 
around, so Jim felt few qualms about taking his luscious hostess up on her 
sometimes lewd, but always exciting invitations!


"Going out?" Lisa asked. She was beginning to wonder why Jim hardly ever 
talked to her these days. It was so unlike him ... usually she was the one 
to remain silent. She had been having a good time, what with the delightful 
lunches and dinners, and the wonderful people at the country club that her 
brother had introduced her to, but in the back of her mind there was always 
something that spoiled it for her, and that was Jim's new attitude toward 
her.


"Yep!" Jim replied. "Going sailing...."


"Oh ... that sounds nice...." Lisa realized that Jim hadn't once made an 
attempt to make love to her during the whole time they'd been at her 
brother's house. She was a little bit surprised, and at first it hadn't 
bothered her at all, but she was beginning to think that she might welcome a 
little interest in that direction. She had been experiencing strange moments 
when she would feel the most acute need to be made love to ... and she had 
been startled to find that Barbara's casual references to her husband's good 
looks, had made her see him in a different light. She had forgotten to 
notice how handsome he was!


"I know how sea sick you get ... so I won't bother to invite you...." Jim 
said as he went to the door...."


"Oh, that was only one time...." Lisa quickly interjected.


"Yes, well ... but we wouldn't want to take a chance ... you might as well 
relax here ... take a walk in the gardens or something ... Didn't you bring 
anything to read?"


As the door closed and Jim left without even blowing her a kiss, Lisa felt a 
stab of loneliness. Her brother Ed was away at some business session for the 
day, and she was left completely to her own devices.


She knew it was silly but she was beginning to feel a little jealous about 
Jim spending so much time with Barbara ... there was something definitely 
different about him when he was with her. He was a way with Barbara that he 
had never been with her! She had counted on his changing once he was in a 
higher level of society than with his old cronies, but she hadn't thought it 
would go so far that she would feel neglected! The others were always 
telling jokes, the point of which she rarely got, and there was a subtle 
ripple of understanding between her brother and sister-in-law and her 
husband, that she couldn't fathom. The more they tried to include her, the 
more excluded she felt!


She gazed at her reflection in the mirror, and decided to brush her hair 
out, letting it fall down naturally to her shoulders. The upswept hairdo was 
beginning to make her uncomfortable! Perhaps Jim would pay a little 
attention to her tonight at dinner if she wore her hair this way, and put on 
that special dress she hadn't worn yet! She took the fluffy white summer 
dress out and laid it across the bed, daydreaming about what Jim's reaction 
to it might be. It was the kind of thing that her brother would like too, 
and she hoped to take a little of the attention away from Barbara at the 
dinner table!


Then, having nothing better to do, she picked up a pocket book she'd brought 
along and decided to go to the garden to read.


* * *


Barbara stood waiting for Jim near the front door. She was completely ready 
for the sailing jaunt, but nevertheless had a pitcher of frosty martinis 
ready on the hall table to "christen their departure" she said. She and Jim 
downed two apiece just standing there in the hall, and Jim couldn't help 
wishing that they weren't going sailing at all, but to some nice warm bed 
somewhere ... she looked so tempting in those white, hot pants!


"Why can't all women be like you, Barbara?" he said to his smiling 
sister-in-law as they finally prepared to leave.


"Now that would be very boring, wouldn't it, Jim?" she asked, turning to him 
and placing her arms around his neck.


He drew her close to him, feeling the soft roundness of her breasts into his 
chest, and letting the pressure of her lips on his create a raging 
turbulence in his groin. His thick cock rose precipitously against her 
belly, and feeling it, his sister-in-law whispered in his ear.


"If you'd rather not go sailing, darling ... we can always go to a very 
secret spot I know of ... Would you like that?"


Moments later they were in the very far end of the garden passing through 
the grape vine trellice to a soft bed of leaves and flowers that looked as 
if it had been used once before.


"No one will ever find us here darling!" she said, pulling him down to the 
ground with her.


* * *


Lisa was so depressed that she couldn't concentrate on the pages of the 
book, Love Story, she was reading. She couldn't see what was so enthralling 
about the novel that everyone had been raving about so much, especially when 
her own life was in such a mess! She stretched, stood up and began to wander 
about the garden aimlessly, staring into flowers whose names she did not 
know, sniffing at the fragrant hanging leaves and buds of the trees.


She was stopping to look at what appeared to be large bunches of grapes when 
she heard a feminine voice.


"GOD IT'S SO BIG AND BEAUTIFUL ... LET ME TOUCH IT, HONEY!"


Lisa moved around to the direction of the voice, and by brushing away some 
of the thick foliage, was able to look directly inside of a little secret 
niche.


At first she could not believe that what she was seeing was real. It just 
didn't seem possible, even though her eyes told here that the nude couple 
inside the naturally formed shelter were Jim and her own brother's wife, 
Barbara!


Lisa was glued to the spot, unable to move or look away. She had a clear 
view of her husband and sister-in-law, but knew that they had absolutely no 
idea that she was watching them. They were too lost in what they were doing.


Jim lay tense on the ground with his desire-hardened penis pointed straight 
up at the pale blue sky like a miniature of the marble-white Washington 
Monument. Barbara reached out with her hand and began stroking him, sliding 
the loose outer flesh up and down in a slow, magical rhythm that obviously 
delighted him no end. Then, she slowly rose to her knees and hovered over 
him on all fours, her face a scant few inches from the throbbing moist head 
of his prick. She held it tightly between both hands, stroking it between 
the flat of her palms in a teasing up and down motion that caused his loins 
to undulate hungrily in time to her maddening rhythm.


Her head dropped suddenly toward his hardness, and her tongue flicked 
forward, the top boring teasingly into the wetness of the tiny gland on the 
end. Jim sucked in his breath from the sudden unexpected contact. Chills 
rippled along his back of his spine, bringing a groan from his lips. Barbara 
brought her roundly stretched mouth down all the way and enclosed the whole 
of the smooth rubbery head in a moist, warm pressure. Her lips tightened 
like an elastic band around it just below the head, trapping it completely 
inside the warm wet cavern of her mouth.


Jim mumbled and grunted something Lisa wasn't able to make out, but the look 
on his face was unmistakable.


Barbara adjusted herself so that she had better access to the bloated 
instrument by kneeling between Jim's widespread legs. She massaged the soft 
resilient skin of his testicles gently with one hand and stroked the base of 
his cock between the thumb and forefinger of the other as she began to suck 
rhythmically up and down. Jim could feel the softness of her tongue twirling 
maddeningly around it at the apex of the withdrawal, the tip flicking 
magically across the tiny opening of the gland at the end. He flexed his 
buttocks, his head still raised, watching the top of her head bobbing up and 
down below. The sight of his hard, rhythmically throbbing penis sunk 
completely between his aristocratic sister-in-law's wildly ovaled lips 
increased the sensation a million times over. He felt as though the top of 
his head was about to be blown off. Lisa sure never did anything like this 
for him ... he'd thought about it plenty of times ... but to have it 
happening like this ... out in the open and with his beautiful, rich-bitch 
sister-in-law! There seemed to be no end to what she wouldn't do for him.


Barbara's excited tongue was wrapping itself hotly and wetly around his 
excitedly pulsing shaft, her mouth widening as though to bite him but 
instead, shaping the hard edge of her teeth around the girth of his penis in 
a tantalizing mixture of hardness and softness, her tongue licking in a 
steady circle, tracing tiny electric jolts everywhere it touched.


Jim's prick began throbbing wildly and Barbara could feel his reaction and 
began to suck him a little harder, letting her teeth trace small white 
trails where they had scraped the blood from beneath the surface of the 
skin. She shifted her position over his thigh without disengaging her mouth 
from his prick and kneeled on all fours between his open legs. She reached 
under his buttocks and cupped them in her palms, pulling his loins up 
tighter to her face. Her tongue swiped around and around the growing gland 
furiously until Jim began to groan constantly as she took almost all of the 
rigidly quivering cock deep into her hot, burning throat.


Lisa was certain that her sister-in-law was going to choke to death but 
still Barbara continued the maddening sucking on and on. Lisa seemed to be 
in some kind of limbo state as if the two people on the ground just a few 
feet away from her were complete strangers ... a movie perhaps ... but 
certainly not her brother's wife performing such a depraved act on her, 
Lisa's own husband! And, almost without really registering what actually was 
taking place, she continued watching from her hidden box seat.


Great swirls of heat were building deep in Jim's balls as he watched Ed's 
wife's face working above his sweating loins. His prick pulled almost 
completely out of her mouth and then plunged back in again to the hilt. His 
balls slapped up obscenely against her chin as she continued her mouthing, 
letting his large penis slide in and out and sucking hard on it until she 
could feel its heated friction against her lips. He could see tiny rivulets 
of sweat rolling in thin droplets from the side of her face as she bucked 
over him like a demon gone mad. The muscles of his stomach tightened until 
he thought they would snap from the pressure as he arched his back up off 
the ground, pushing even further between the moistness of her lips. Thin 
pink ridges of flesh pulled out from her mouth, clinging greedily to his 
thrusting cock.


Consumed by the ecstasy of her mouth, Jim leaned forward and took hold of 
Barbara's mouth with his hands, giving a loud grunt as he forced it hard all 
the way down onto his stone-like hardness until Barbara's large, pouting 
lips were almost smashed flat against the roughness of his pubic hair.


"NNNnnnnnnngggg...." he heard her gag and felt her trying to catch her 
breath as the large, rubbery width of his cockhead forced the back of her 
throat into an unnatural wideness. But still he held her head firm, his 
sister-in-law's smooth silken hair slipping beneath his fingers, as with a 
groan he began to buck his hips up into her face, forcing his overtaxed and 
throbbing prick into the far, hidden recesses of her tonsils. He suddenly 
became aware that once more their roles had been reversed. Whereas she had 
been the agressor, now he was the master of the situation, fucking into his 
sister-in-law's mouth as if it were his right! The forbidden pleasure seemed 
to invade his body and capture hiim completely, the pure licentiousness 
driving him crazy.


Barbara's head was bobbing furiously up and down over his cock, working hard 
at sucking him, her tongue swirling and licking wetly all around the head 
and shaft, never stopping its lewd revolutions and he controlled each thrust 
with his own hands. The flames licking at Jim's loins sent wave after wave 
of multi-faceted lust sweeping throughout this huge hulk of a body and his 
handsome features reflected the depravity of what he was feeling.


"Suckit, baby ... suckit ... suck it ... suck it ... suck it...." he began 
chanting through his tightly clenched teeth as Barbara's hands slipped 
teasingly and possessively about his hairy balls massaging them in a slow, 
hotly exciting rhythm as again and again her brother-in-law slammed roughly 
into her mouth. She began to suck at him even more furiously, her full lips 
cushioning the smooth sensitive flesh of the head from her teeth and 
nibbling warmly down to cover every inch of the wetly thrusting pole of his 
rock-hard prick.


Barbara was filled with a strange new feeling she had only begun to 
experience with previous lovers when she sucked their cocks, but with her 
brother-in-law, Jim ... it was almost as good as being fucked! His strong 
hands on her head made her feel as though her mouth was nothing but a wetly 
clinging hole for his satisfaction and lust and a masochistic spark deep 
inside her increased her lustful excitement. She could feel her cuntal 
fluids wetting the narrow tunnel of her vagina and the cool garden air 
grazing against the nakedly exposed pubic hairs that covered her up between 
her legs.


Suddenly, Jim gasped. The moment was there and a low gutteral growl started 
from somewhere deep in his chest as he felt the hot sticky sperm begin its 
journey from the burgeoning depths of his balls, just as Barbara's tongue 
struck the burrowing swollen tip just right and her lips clamped tight, and 
his hands grappled with her hair, pulling the older woman's head down harder 
on it.


"SUCK IT!" he grunted loudly just as his lust inflamed prick began spewing 
hot thick streams of molten cum juice deep into her desperately sucking 
mouth. Her cheeks expanded and hollowed fish-like as she greedily swallowed 
the warm flooding gushes to keep from choking. She went on sucking wildly as 
he emptied his white-hot sperm farther and farther into the waiting wetness 
of her hungrily accepting throat. His hands tangled cruelly in her hair, 
holding her head to the throbbing of his loins as he pushed his ejaculating 
penis all the way back to flood hotly against her naked tonsils.


"MMMMMMmmmmmmmmm...." she sighed, as he jerked his loins lewdly upward one 
last time to empty the last of his searingly swirling cum deep into her 
openly contracting belly.


* * *


Lisa stumbled blindly away. She had stood watching with tears streaming down 
her face, her entire body trembling as she continued to witness the most 
obscene, terrifying spectacle she had ever seen! In a blind panic she 
reached the house and ran upstairs to the bedroom. Once there, she flung 
herself on the large double bed, and let loose long wailing sobs that shook 
her entire body.


CHAPTER SEVEN


"See you later, honey!" Barbara whispered huskily as she left Jim outside 
his suite. "I think I'll go lie down before it's time for dinner ... thanks 
for the sail!"


"You're more than welcome," Jim replied. His cock still tingled from the 
incredible feelings his sister-in-law had been able to inspire in it, and he 
too felt the very pleasant kind of fatigue that comes from ardent 
love-making.


He watched Barbara walk away, her trim shorts barely covering the soft white 
mounds of her buttocks ... the twin loaves jiggling provocatively as she 
swayed down the hall, and he felt a sudden resurgence of his lust. With a 
twinge of regret he turned the knob of the door and entered the hallway of 
the suite. He thought at first he heard Lisa inside the bedroom, but all was 
silent after he closed the door. When he entered the room however, he saw 
her sitting up on the bed, her face completely ruined from crying.


"YOU MONSTER!" she screamed at him.


"WHAT?" he looked at her in complete surprise as he saw her looking around 
for something to throw at him.


"WHAT ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT?" But he could tell from the look on her face 
that the probable cause of her upset had to do with him and Barbara.


"SAILING!!!! SAILING!" she shrieked, hardly able to get the words out. "DID 
YOU HAVE A GOOD TIME!!!! SAILING??"


At first, Jim was overwhelmed with guilt as he saw his young wife's neck 
tendons standing out of her throat as she continued to berate him. He ducked 
the ineffectual shower of objects she threw at him and tried to reason with 
her.


But she moved in close to him and tried to scratch at his face.


"Those dirty ... filthy things ... with my own brother's wife!!! HOW COULD 
YOU? I saw you in the bushes ... like some DIRTY LOW MONGROL DOG!"


But as she went on, Jim found himself getting angrier and angrier. Her 
insulting words were beginning to get to him, and he was getting tired of 
holding onto her hands to prevent her from scratching him. Finally he let 
loose a torrent of words that he'd been holding back for some time.


"YOU CUNT! IT'S YOUR FAULT, LISA ... ALL YOUR FAULT! If you'd let me get 
into that "don't touch me ... I'm too good to be fucked" pussy of yours like 
a decent wife, this might never have happened!" Lisa stopped screaming and 
stared horror stricken at her husband's anger reddened face. His words were 
hitting her harder than if he had struck. Never had he used such language 
with her before ... and the very idea that in this rightous situation where 
she had every right to be angry, hurt and confused, she was the one being 
blamed for the whole thing!


"Jim ... what are you saying ... I...."


"NEVER MIND BITCH! You're lucky I don't beat you within an inch of your 
life! Barbara happens to be a real woman ... and I'M A REAL MAN! You 
wouldn't know what either one of those things is ... your head's so high up 
in the clouds ... all you can think about is your "position in the 
community!" The words were said in fury, his voice mimicing hers with deadly 
accuracy. "Why don't you go talk to Ed ... you told me ... Why don't you get 
some real job ... Why don't we live like Ed and Barbara! Well now we're 
living like them, honey ... and if you don't like it you can lump it!"


As he was talking, Jim was shoving and pushing Lisa around, pulling at her 
by her wrists and yelling directly into her face. She was sobbing now, and 
hardly knew what to say. Somehow the words rang true, and in some horrible 
fashion she could see that he was, in a sense right. This subconscious 
knowledge, did not however, help her position in the slightest and she 
realized that she was frightened to death of her own husband. It occurred to 
her that she really didn't know him at all ... she had been living with a 
total stranger all this time!


"Get on the bed, woman!" he cried, forcing her back onto the bed. "I THINK 
I'M GONNA FUCK YOU RIGHT NOW!! THAT'S WHAT YOU NEED!!! A GOOD FUCK!"


Mortified by his obscene language, Lisa couldn't help but fall backwards in 
such a way that her dress rode up, showing the thin white crotchband of her 
panties under which pressed the swollen mound of her teasingly hidden pussy.


To her chagrin, Jim saw this immediately and reached under her skirt to pull 
the panties down the smoothness of her well tanned legs with one ripping 
tear.


"NO!" she screamed, trying to get the panties back up, but it was no use. 
Jim pushed them to the floor and kicked them away with his foot. Grabbing 
her by the waist he quickly flipped her over.


"Stop it ... stop it what you're doing?!!!" she cried.


"Oh, shut up!" Jim replied, lifting up his frightened young wife's dress so 
that he could see the smooth naked flesh of her helplessly trembling 
buttocks.


"Oh!" Lisa gasped, as he heard the rustle of clothing behind her. Obviously 
Jim was undressing, and she once more felt a pang of fear as she tried to 
scramble away, but found herself pulled rapidly back into the same 
vulnerable position.


Jim's hard hands were unbuttoning the side button of her skirt, pulling down 
the zipper and removing it completely without her being able to do a thing 
about it. She was too terrified to scream, and too embarrassed that if she 
did, someone might come and find her in this terrible, lewd position.


"Stop, stop, Jim! ... NO" she cried as he lift-ed her sweater up. But it too 
came easily off over her head in spite of her tears. This left only her bra, 
and Jim, eyeing the tiny clasp at her back ruthlessly ripped it apart. Lisa 
felt the weight of her released breasts as they pressed forward, and somehow 
she felt even more ashamed that their surface was completely exposed too.


"Don't worry ... I'm not gonna touch your tits!" Jim said gruffly. "Now yet 
anyway!"


Jim peered down at her white, wide-spread buttocks, deciding that he would 
do something to really humiliate the little bitch. He hadn't fucked her in a 
long time, not that it was his fault. She was the one who wasn't putting 
out. And of course, now that he and Barbara were getting along so well, he 
didn't even miss her ... the little prude. Well, tonight, he was going to 
see that some of that prudery was washed away.


"I'm going to give you something you'll remember a long time. I've got a 
right, you know ... I'm your husband!"


His finger prodded into the softly yielding crevice between the smooth 
fleshed ovals of her ass cheeks as with his other hand he drew them apart 
until he could see the skin straining around the tiny, reddishly puckered 
hole of her anus.


"Now spread those legs wider!" he command-ed. Naked behind her, his thick 
swollen penis bulged with lustfully large, pulsating veins that stood out on 
the sides of his rock-hard shaft. Leaning over, he slowly and deliberately 
parted the cheeks of her full rounded buttocks wider than the first time. He 
heard her moan and then with a perverse smile on his lips, he bent forward 
and with his tongue tip licked wetly at the small brown opening.


"NNNnnnnnnnnoooooooo...!" Lisa begged all fire and fight drained out of her 
as her husband's teasingly flicking tongue sent chills running up and down 
her spine. She felt ashamed and more naked than she had ever felt before.


Jim withdrew his tongue and peered hungrily at the tight puckered opening 
between his wife's nakedly gleaming ass cheeks.


"Spread 'era wider!"


Lisa's long beautiful legs were spread so far apart that she could feel the 
pull on the tendons where her inner thighs met softly her pubic.


Jim stuck his index finger in his mouth and moistened it with his saliva. 
Then reaching forward, the tip of his finger found the small anal entrance 
and he pushed it up inside until half of it was imbedded in the small, 
tightly clenched mouth.


"NNNNNNNNOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!" Lisa screamed out as the sudden rush of pain 
filled her. She tried to wiggle away from him as his finger began to turn 
and twist slowly around in the deep rubbery channel of her rectum, sliding 
steadily inward and then pulling out and pushing back in with abrupt jerking 
motions until finally, through the pain, she could feel the palm of his hand 
pressing flatly against her soft naked buttock cheeks.


His finger was moving about in her ass, now expanding it, sawing in and out 
and the pain was acute. Anger clouded Lisa's eyes as she screamed at her 
husband, begging him to stop. But as she begged, Jim added a second finger 
alongside the first, forcing it with an almost sadistically satisfied grin 
into her virgin passage.


Lisa felt as though she were a butterfly specimen pinned cruelly to the bed 
by some cold, inhuman collector who felt nothing.


"STOP!" she pleaded with her husband, " ... for God's sake, PLEASE STOP!" 
she tried to straighten her knees out so that she could lie flat on the bed. 
Perhaps then it wouldn't hurt so terribly much. She just had to get him to 
stop somehow. But Jim, his hand hooked strongly under her buttocks back up 
in the air, making her remain in the humiliating kneeling position that made 
her rear passage wide open to his lewd fondling and playing.


Lisa cried out again and again as she felt the searing pain in her 
unaccustomed anus as it responded to the steady swinging motion of her 
husband's fingers and for a brief moment, she thought she might faint. She 
was being subjugated in a lewd, dabasing way she had never known before. He 
was deliberately stretching her tender anus in a way that would hurt her the 
most, making sharp twisting motions just when she least expected them.


"You snooty little bitch!" Jim hissed between his tightly clenched teeth. 
"I'm really gonna give it to you ... no wife has the right to hold out on 
her husband ... YOU HEAR ME ...?"


Lisa's face went pale at the sound and tone of her husband's voice. She had 
never known him to be like this before. Oh, God! she thought. What's 
happening to my life! Tears ran down her cheeks and her long blonde hair 
fell into her eyes. She was trying to support herself on her elbows, but 
every now and then, she would pitch forward, propelled by the force of Jim's 
forward rushing fingers.


"Don't ... Please don't, Jim ... don't ... I can't bear it!"


"Oh, you can bear it, all right ... in fact...." he breathed heavily, " ... 
you'll do better than bear it ... much better!"


"AAAAaaaarrrrrgggggg...." she screamed as Jim punctuated his last words with 
a sudden quick twisting motion of his fingers that caused her widely 
stretched rectal lips to open slightly and emit a slight hissing little 
farting noise. In spite of her poise, her face blushed a crimson red at the 
embarrassment.


"Tell me you want me to do it!"


"Wh ... what?" Lisa asked, not believing her ears.


"Say you want it!" Jim repeated. "Say ... fuck me up the ass!"


"Nooooo ... NNOOOOO ... I can't ... I can't!!!" Lisa cried into the crumpled 
pillow below her face.


"SAY IT!!!" Jim bellowed down at her trembling form. "SAY IT LOUD AND 
CLEAR!!!! SAY IT!!!!!"


"Yes...." Lisa managed to force the word out through her sobbing. "Yes ... 
do it to me ... that way...."


"WHAT WAY?"


"Up ... up ... up the ass ... take me up the ass....


"FUCK ME ... FUCK ME UP THE ASS!!!"


"YES!!! FUCK ME!!!" Lisa almost screamed out. "FUCK ME UP THE ASS!" She 
would do anything now to get this over with. Anything to be released from 
the tortuous pain and humiliation that she was being subjected to by 
kneeling there with her own husband's middle finger imbedded deep in her 
helplessly exposed rectum.


But somehow, it never registered in her clouded brain that there might be 
more to happen than just Jim forcing his fingers into her.


Jim's fingers slid out abruptly with an even greater hissing sound and 
Lisa's slightly stretched rectal passage felt relieved and momentarily, she 
thought it was all over. But then, she felt her husband's hard firm stomach 
pressing up toward her buttocks and his hand gripped her by the hips, 
pulling her entire bottom half backwards. Then with dread certainty, she 
felt the hardness of his prick running up and down the thin moist slit that 
stretched from the soft open lips of her pussy to the base of her spine. 
Then, she felt it pressuring softly against the tiny, nakedly quivering lips 
of her just emptied asshole.


"NNNNOOOOOO!!!" she screamed out when finally she realized what was about to 
happen. "NNNNOOOO ... YOU CAN'T!!"


"YES!!! YES, I CAN ... AND I WILL!!!"


And with that he began to rock and push, working forward all the time. The 
pain was excruciating to her and she clenched her buttocks as tightly as she 
could to resist ... but ... again he pulled her helpless body back to him so 
that slowly, relentlessly the thick bulbous head of his lust engorged penis 
wormed with a small popping sound just up inside the tight elasticity of his 
young blonde wife's tightly resisting anal passage.


"AAAAAAAARRRRRRRGGGGGGGGG!!!"


It felt as though he had rammed his entire fist into her. Lisa twisted 
desperately, trying her best to get away from the red hot searing pain in 
her rectum. Jim's lust-hardened prick was sinking further and further into 
the dark virgin passage of her anus and to the physical pain was added a 
dreadful shameful pain that hurt even more. She had never known that 
anything could hurt this much. All that filled her mind was pain. She just 
couldn't get away from him. Coherent thoughts just wouldn't come, A solid, 
cylindrical rock was being thrust mercilessly up into her behind. She 
screamed out, trying to lift her head up but Jim pushed her head back down 
with the flat of his hand and ground his hips teasingly around so that his 
cock rotated painfully inside his helplessly kneeling wife' hotly burning 
rectum.


He pulled almost all the way out of her and Lisa thought for a moment that 
she might get some respite from the awful hurt, but her angered husband 
lunged forward again and her knees almost collapsed under her, leaving her 
gasping, impaled totally by his thick penis wedged like the end of a heavy 
axehandle up between her buttocks, his dark curling pubic hair pressed 
tightly up into her widely open ass split.


Jim began to gasp for air as he began a steady rhythmic fucking motion 
behind her nakedly quivering asscheeks and completely disregarding her 
intense pain, sunk himself deeper into the soft hidden passage of her 
tightly resisting little nether hole. Lisa felt weak and debilitated and as 
though she would never be able to hold up under the terrible rape of her 
intestines back there.


She could feel her husband beginning to warm to his task, beginning to moan 
out his lust behind her. She felt the hot touch of his hands roaming around 
the naked curves of her body, pinching and kneading her tender flesh into 
tiny balls of pain.


Jim gloated above her as he watched the progress of his desire-hardened cock 
in the roundly stretched little hole. It felt so tight and good, he wished 
he'd done it to her before this. He watched the reddish skin of the tiny 
clinging circle draw back with his prick, clutching at it as if it didn't 
want him to come out. At first the pressure on his cock had been unbearable, 
but now it was just right and exhilarating as it throbbed hotly around it.


Then unexpectedly a low gutteral wail began to seep out from Lisa's throat 
as without the slightest warning she began to feel a weird masochistic spark 
deep within her, come to life. Her belly quivered with a dully, at first, 
pleasure at what was happening and something about this ghastly treatment 
released that hidden torrent of lust that lay buried deep inside her. She 
began to visualize herself as someone else might see her ... kneeling 
lewdly, her full rounded buttocks waving high in the air while her wildly 
angered husband fucked mercilessly behind her upraised buttocks into her 
once virgin rectal passage.


Jim's eyes were glued to his hardened lust-bloated penis as it disappeared 
right up his young wife's ass with every stroke. It went right in so that 
not half an inch of it showed and then it moved about in the tight, 
resistent hole with the whole length of it straining out as if it were going 
to burst. He reached down and struck at her soft yielding buttocks with hard 
viscious smacks that resounded through the room. His sweating face dripped 
onto her hollowed back making it glisten in the light of the room. His 
breath came in short puffing gasps like a long distance runner, his eyes 
taking in the whiteness of her quivering body that slipped over his plunging 
cock like a tight fitting glove.


"OOooooohhhhh ... God ... God ... yesssss ... yeeeesss...." Lisa gasped as 
her angered husband pressed tight against her soft buttocks and rotated the 
head around and around deep inside her rectum. Her moans were adding to his 
pleasure and his hands crawled over her buttocks and back, and bright red 
welts followed his fingers as they dug into her tender milk white skin.


"MMMMMMMmmmmmmmmmmmmm ... ooooohhhhhhhhh...." Lisa began to croon, but the 
sounds were different now. Her arousal was apparent even to Jim as her 
buttocks began to twist beneath him, offering him encouragement as she 
lewdly, salaciously now, ground her naked hips back at him in obscene 
invitation. He was fucking deeper up inside his beautiful little wife's 
asshole than he had ever thought his lustfully burgeoning cock would go.


"OH GOD JIM ... WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TO ME ... WHAT HAVE YOU DONE...." She 
felt half crazy as his gigantic rod skewered her tightly into her open belly 
and her entire body undulated and jerked, her hair flying, her mouth gaping. 
Over and over she cried out, dancing obscenely back into Jim's powerfully 
lunging cock, her knees trembling and shaking, her heart palpitating. The 
frenzied delight spread to her ignored moisture drenched pussy and she felt 
the pleasure take hold there with an unprecedented strength.


Her husband began to fuck rapidly into her hard and fast, battering and 
flattening her quivering buttocks with his strongly driving pelvis. He 
gripped her waist with his fingers squeezing the nude, well tanned flesh 
that contrasted so sharply with the whiteness of her untanned ass into 
strange, odd shapes. His mouth hung open and his breath whirled out of it in 
long, broken gasps.


"OH GOD, I'M CUMMING-CUMMING-CUMMING...." Lisa screamed out as Jim gave one 
last spine-chilling ramrod thrust. His groans mingled with hers, his cock 
growing first stiffer and then exploding out its heavy load of sperm high up 
into her wildly sucking anal passage. Wave after wave of his thick hot jizm 
spewed from the swollen tip of his prick filling her desperately contracting 
belly to the hilt with his molten cum.


Jim's fingers dropped down around Lisa's thighs to manipulate the passion 
moistened lips of his wife's wetly drenched pussy, toying teasingly, 
increasing her frenzy as together they experienced the wild, untamed thrill 
of mutual orgasm overtaking them. And screaming with pleasure, they both 
collapsed heavily down on the bed. Jim groaned loudly as the last drops of 
his semen squeezed out the tip of his penis and mingled lewdly with the rest 
of the heated white liquid trapped deep up inside the warm rubbery cavern of 
his young wife's cock ravished rectum.


CHAPTER EIGHT


The room was dark, and Lisa lay completely still in the middle of the bed. 
She felt absolutely mortified by having felt pleasure during such a vile 
act. She could still feel little stabs of pain in her rectum from her 
husband's brutal attack. She had long since stopped crying, and when Jim 
asked if she were going down to dinner, she asked that it be sent up to her. 
She was not at all interested in eating, but she hoped to give Elizabeth a 
note for her brother. She just had to talk to him. This couldn't go on ... 
she couldn't go on living with a sadist and pervert who would do such things 
to her! She didn't quite know whether or not she should tell him that 
Barbara was unfaithful to him, though, so she decided she would wait until 
the time came to see what seemed the best course to take.


She just had to talk to someone. And since her mother and father were both 
dead, her brother was the closest person to her ... certainly he would help 
her get away from Jim's coarse and crude behavior!


A short while later there was a light tapping at the door and Lisa pulled 
her negligee around her and went to answer it. Without turning on any 
lights, she opened the door. There stood Elizabeth, ushering a cart with a 
steaming silver service in front of her. Elizabeth smiled timidly at Lisa, 
noting despite the darkness that she had been crying. She tried to wheel the 
cart into the room, but Lisa stopped her.


"Oh ... no ... that will be allright ... I'll take care of it Elizabeth ... 
but I wonder if you could do just one thing for me ... Give this note to Mr. 
Simmons."


"My, of course," Elizabeth reached out for the small piece of paper.


"But, Elizabeth ... uh ... would you please manage to do it when no one is 
looking?"


"Yes ... I can do that, Mrs. Sheldon," Elizabeth replied.


"What on earth was going on now...." she wondered. Well, she would soon see, 
she thought, as soon as she got a good look at the note!


Lisa looked into Elizabeth's face for the first time, and discovered that 
she really was a rather pretty woman ... a lot younger than she seemed. 
Somehow this only served to depress her more, and she was glad when 
Elizabeth finally went away and she could close the door behind her.


She returned to the bed, and cradled her head in her arms, trying hard not 
to start crying again. Soon ... she told herself, her brother would come ... 
he would talk to her and he would arrange everything ... She would never 
have to see Jim's face again!


* * *


Ed unfolded the tiny piece of paper that Elizabeth hand handed him in the 
study. Jim and Barbara were still at the dinner table, but he had excused 
himself after the last course.


Ed ... I must talk to you in private ... Jim attacked me brutally tonight 
... you must help me ... Lisa


Ed could hear the tinkling sound of his wife's laughter outside, and heard 
Jim's booming laugh join in. It was hardly the laugh of a brutal attacker, 
he thought ... but then, you never could tell!


Hurriedly, he scrawled a note to Lisa and ringing for Elizabeth, handed it 
to her.


"Take this to my sister, please," he requested. "And, oh yes, Elizabeth, 
when you saw her earlier did she seem ... alright?"


"Oh yes sir ... but uh, she did look as though she had been crying!" 
Elizabeth felt rather daring, disclosing this personal bit of information, 
but then after all ... wasn't she an integral part of the drama that was 
unfolding?


"I see ... Well, thank you, Elizabeth!"


* * *


Lisa felt a little chilly in the short dress she was wearing and wondered if 
she shouldn't have dressed warmer. Even though it was the middle of summer, 
the nights were still chilly.


She looked once more at her brother's note before going downstairs.


"Will meet you in the playroom at 11:00 p.m." it said, and nothing more. It 
seemed odd that he hadn't given her any words of encouragement or advice, 
but she supposed that he would do that when she saw him. The poor man ... if 
only he knew that he couldn't trust Barbara ... no more than she could trust 
Jim!


She could hear conversation coming from the living room, and she froze as 
she recognized her husband's voice. Why, he was in there joking and chatting 
with Barbara as though nothing had happened. The thought of it made her feel 
weak, and remembering her earlier painful experience of kneeling helplessly 
before while he uncaringly filled her rectum with his lewd sperm. She winced 
and made her way toward the steps that led to the playroom. She had only 
seen it once ... and as she walked slowly down the carpeted steps, she 
realized that it was strange that her brother and sister-in-law didn't use 
this room more often.


The room was of medium size, and completely paneled with mirrors. Lisa was 
disappointed to see that it was completely empty. She looked at her tiny 
Benrus watch and saw that it was not yet 11:00. He was probably yrying to 
get away from the others. On the low cocktail table that was placed in front 
of modern foam rubber couches, Lisa saw a bottle of Beefeaters gin and the 
makings for martinis. There was even ice in the bucket, and Lisa wondered if 
Ed had placed them there for her. With a little sigh, she hurriedly made 
herself a pitcher full of strong ones and stirred, trying to still the 
trembling of her hands. She drank thirstily, feeling a strong need of the 
drink to settle her shattered nerves. Sitting down was still a little 
painful, so she half-reclined upon the couch, tucking her legs up under her. 
As time went by, she poured herself glass after glass, until she no longer 
wondered why Ed was so late, but was content to remain in a blissful state 
of inebriation, all her painful senses dulled so that the world looked rosy, 
again. Everything was going to be alright!


"I see you found the martinis!" Ed said as he approached his sister. She was 
lying prone upon the couch by now, staring up at the subdued lights in the 
ceiling of the playroom. Lisa sat up with a start.


"OH ED!!! I'M SO GLAD YOU'VE COME!" She tried to get up from the sofa but 
found she was so .dizzy she had to sit back down rapidly. Ed reached out to 
help her, assisting her in her return to the couch.


"Now, what's this I hear about you being attacked by your own husband?" Ed 
sat down next to her.


His face was a blur to Lisa and she batted her eyelids in an effort to get a 
clearer image. Tears welled up in her eyes as she remembered everything with 
a startling clarity. She hadn't really intended to tell Ed everything ... 
but suddenly she had to ... she would burst if she didn't!"


"JIM...." she blurted out, " ... Oh ... Ed, Jim and Barbara ... your wife!"


"What about Barbara...? Ed asked, evenly.


"I saw them ... they were ... they were ... Oh...." her shoulders shook and 
she buried her face in her brother's jacket.


"Come now, Lisa, ... just tell me what it is!" he said a little annoyed.


"Making love ... doing terrible, dirty things ... out in the garden. I SAW 
THEM!" She pulled back, her eyes round saucers as she looked at her brother 
expectantly. But she couldn't exactly tell what his reaction was. She almost 
thought she saw him smile, but then realized that that couldn't be true!


"I see...." he said finally, " ... and then what?"


"Then ... oh, Ed ... he attacked me ... he's nothing but an animal ... a 
lewd terrible low ... despicable ... he must have forced Barbara too...."


"Oh, I wouldn't say that ... Barbara isn't easily forced into things, you 
know! But go on ... I want to hear what happened to you...." He reached 
forward to pour himself a drink, and cradled it in his hands.


"I ... he made me ... forced me...."


"Yes, but what did he actually DO?" Ed asked pointedly.


Lisa was embarrassed. She felt foggy as though a wad of cotton had been 
stuffed inside her head. Nothing seemed to be coming out right, and this 
discussion with her brother certainly wasn't anything like she had imagined 
it. She finally spit out the words, "He took me ... from the back ... The 
pain was...."


"Oh, I see...." Ed interrupted, "But Lisa, there's really nothing wrong with 
that ... why many husbands ... and I must admit, I, myself ... am quite 
interested in anal fucking!"


The gross words coming from her brother's lips shattered into her, and she 
found herself gasping for breath, as if she had been hit.


"But you don't understand ... I mean ... don't you care ... that...."


"That Barbara and Jim had a pleasant experience together, or that you were 
sodomized for the first time in your young little life?" Ed inquired 
politely.


"Why...." Lisa's head was spinning. For a moment she wasn't sure that she 
was really talking to her brother. It must all be a strange nightmare ... a 
bad dream that would soon be over!


"Actually," Ed said, perking up a bit. "I'd be interested in hearing just 
what Jim and my wife were doing out in the garden! Do you think you could 
manage to tell me ... since apparently you managed to watch the whole 
thing?"


"Uh...."


"Perhaps I can help you out ... You see it is very important to me to know 
the exact details of this affair ... Do you understand? Perhaps if I gave 
you a few hints ... you could just nod your head ijes or no as the case may 
be!"


Lisa sat stupefied, unable to react to her brother's strange words. His 
coldness frightened her, and yet she couldn't understand why he should be 
almost hostile to her ... She hadn't done anything at all! Or had she? She 
watched as Ed reached underneath the sofa and brought out a slender, plain 
covered book.


"Now this book," he said, opening it up, "contains several passages which 
describe the various things that might happen between a man and a woman, one 
of them ... is bound to describe what took place in the garden this 
afternoon! There are ... after all only so many things you can do ... 
Right?"


Lisa could only stare at him, and even then she still couldn't see straight. 
She was having a hard time remaining in an upright position, so she sat as 
rigidly as possible, holding onto the edge of the couch with both hands.


"Cindy's vagina had a tiny reddish clitoris, and it still quivered with 
obvious excitement," Ed began to read...."The old man's tongue snaked out 
and the tip slipped across the tiny point of throbbing flesh."


Lisa tried to rise, but Ed pulled her back down merely by applying a slight 
pressure to her arm.


His touch made her feel as though she had been electrocuted, and she 
shivered. "Don't feel you have to interrupt right away ... you might as well 
listen to the story ... actually it's rather nice! Now where was I ... oh, 
yes. The people in the room groaned with delight as they saw the girl was 
beginning to feel acute pleasure. The old man teased it wetly with his 
tongue and then began to rub it slowly up and down the length of the little 
girl's wide open slit, bringing new, pleasurable contortions of delight to 
her face."


Lisa could feel an undeniable twitch between her legs at the sound of the 
lewd story, and she pressed her legs as tightly together as possible in an 
effort to quell the unusual sensation.


"The child wrapped her small hands into the old man's thick white hair and 
the tiny muscles in her arms stood out tight and strained as she pulled his 
craggy face forward toward her. With all the strength she could muster she 
pulled it directly into the wetness of her loins. Instantly, her hips began 
a slow grinding up against him as his protruding tongue sunk with 
breathtaking speed deep into the tightness of her tiny clasping pussy. It 
was obvious to the people in the room that the little girl was becoming more 
and more a quivering mass of desire as she writhed and twisted under her 
grandfather's probing tongue! Now that's real writing ... don't you think?"


"Oh, God!" Lisa groaned. She had expected anything but this from her own 
brother. "Why...?" she stammered, "Why are you...."


"Oh...? Don't you like it? It was written by a woman too ... actually women 
are capable of many wondrous things that no one would ever expect. Take 
Barbara for instance ... but here ... let me read you something else!"


Lisa wanted to walk away, but she knew that her legs would not support her 
if she tried to get up from the couch. She could do nothing more than sit 
there and listen while her own brother, for some reason unknown to her 
attempted to humiliate her by reading obscene stories! She turned her face 
away from him but his voice droned on.


"Perhaps this is more like the scene you stumbled upon, baby sister?" Ed 
said, beginning to read again. "The man kneeled in front of Janet's face, 
letting his knees straddle her body on both sides. He had a gigantic rigid 
cock that stood out in the air like a cannon positioned for firing. He held 
his hand around it, and persistently rubbed the rubbery, moisture drenched 
tip against Janet's lips. Janet didn't want to open them, that much was 
clear, but he reached forward and forced her mouth open by covering her nose 
with his hand. Coughing and sputtering for breath, Janet, fought for a 
moment in desperation until with a sudden horrid gasp, she opened her mouth 
wide. By flicking his hips forward, the man let his huge blood filled 
cockhead plunge deep into the confines of her lips."


Lisa's eyes were wide in hypnotized disbelief. Did Ed know that she had 
watched a similar scene between Barbara and Jim? ... only no one had forced 
anyone to do anything ... they had both been more than willing partners!


Lisa experienced a sensation unlike anything she had felt before. She had 
never imagined herself in such strange position, sitting here beside her 
brother, listening to him go on and on reading lewdly sounding words to her 
with such grim determination. But the experience was affecting her in a way 
that she couldn't have ever expected. She closed her eyes and dug her 
fingers into the foam fabric of the couch. Instead of the absolute revulsion 
she would have expected, she was beginning to feel an odd quivering deep 
between her thighs.


"Janet's lips expanded and hollowed with each long stroke of the man's blunt 
tipped penis into her mouth. He sawed rhythmically back and forth, back and 
forth until Janet began to warm to her task. She reached up and cupped his 
two softly hanging testicles in her small warm hands. Above her, the man 
gasped and encouraged her as she began to suck hungrily at his thrusting 
cock."


Lisa knew that she should scream and tear the book from her brother's hands, 
but the tranquilizing effect of the martinis she'd consumed made it 
impossible for her to do so. When Ed's arm went around her, holding her 
tight from the side, she experienced something akin to the feeling of 
protection she had sought when earlier she had requested this meeting. But 
it was all wrong ... certainly, she had not expected to feel his brotherly 
arm about her trembling body while he was reading such things aloud to her!


"Cock is such a beautiful word ... much nicer than penis don't you think, 
sis?" he said, giving her arm a squeeze. "Lisa ... I want you to do 
something ... something that will make you feel 100% better! I want you to 
close your eyes tight ... oh, yes ... I see they're already closed ... 
anyway I want you to visualize what you saw this afternoon ... but this time 
try to see the offending couple as two people you don't know ... You 
understand ... they are no longer my Barbara, and your Jim!


Instantly Lisa tried to wipe the picture from her mind, but no matter how 
tightly she clenched her eyes, she could not blot out the lewd inciting 
picture that was the memory of what she had seen earlier that day in the 
garden! The soft moans and wet sucking noises she had heard then seemed to 
drift to her ears now as the obscene image magnified itself a thousand times 
before her ... but as her brother had suggested, the forms became more 
abstract ... it was no longer anyone she knew ... but two complete strangers 
... in fact it seemed that one of the people was herself!


Suddenly her brother's hand ground hard against her breasts and she uttered 
a cry, but he gave her soft rubbery nipple a hard pinch beneath the fabric 
of her dress, and she was immediately filled with such a weird combination 
of pain and pleasure that she thought she'd faint! She would have cried out, 
but then his tongue was flicking moistly into her mouth, choking off any 
sound that would come to her mouth, his own wet lips clamping hotly over 
hers. She squirmed down against her seat in a vain attempt to stop the 
rising passion she felt creeping up inside her.


"You see...." he whispered into her ear, while still fondling her breast, "I 
don't care if your husband fucks my wife or not. Fucking is fun!"


The word fucking was beginning to excite her beyond all belief. It took on 
another dimension in her brother's mouth, and she couldn't understand why.


"Ed ... Ed ... you can't!" she stuttered, slurring the words slightly.


"Oh ... yes ... I can!" he replied, speaking into the wetness of her open 
mouth.


Lisa felt the sweet bitter taste of gin wafting through her system and it 
seemed to suddenly intensify the uncontrollable sensations that were 
starting to course through her body. He was so close ... so very close. She 
tried to fight against it with all her being, but his fingers nipping hard 
at her nipple made her feel more and more helpless.


With sudden alarm, she realized that something unthinkable might happen. On 
her brother's face she could see an expression that frightened her. She had 
never seen him like that before. For unadulterated lust illuminated his even 
features, and for a moment he looked like she had often imagined the devil 
might look. Why had she drunk so much? Why had she allowed him to read such 
things to her?


"Lisa...." Something in the tone of Ed's voice made her whole body quiver. 
"Lisa ... lie down!" he commanded.


Suddenly all the want and need she had felt before was rekindled ... all the 
feelings she had so often wanted to feel with her husband were returning now 
... at this terrible moment! She felt suddenly starved and unfulfilled, and 
she could no longer deny her brother's request. Almost as though she had 
been hypnotized, she lay back on the cushions. She found herself easing down 
onto the softness of the couch, and mixed with a growing horror, an 
unprecedented desire was welling up inside her. The memory of her brother's 
penis ... big and hard ... even in adolescence came back to her and she let 
out a helpless little cry as Ed leaned forward over her. His dark eyes bored 
holes into her with their intensity, and Lisa seemed to hear a bell of 
warning ringing in her head ... but it was already too late.


"NO!" she said, "NO!" but his mouth covered hers, and this time his hands 
roved up inside her dress, seeking out the full heaviness of her breasts. 
The heat of his hands boldly encompassed each of her trembling breasts, and 
she gave a little moan of desire and turned her head slightly to the side. 
His mouth followed hers, his hands remaining on her breasts, inching and 
twisting hard at the hardened little bullets of flesh on the tips. His 
tongue ground far back into the rear of Lisa's mouth, and with his entire 
body, he pushed her down, his own body tense and hard against her futile 
struggling.


"Oh God, Ed, we ... we can't!" she managed to choke out. "We mustn't! 
W-we're brother and sister!"


But there was no answer from her older brother other than the increased 
pressure of his mouth and the added manipulation of her sensuously tingling 
breasts. Lisa could feel his tongue filling her mouth, creating a sensation 
almost like suffocating, and then he rearranged his mouth over hers, 
beginning to trace little wet lines along her cheek with his tongue, finally 
reaching the shell-like orifices of her ear, where the swirling point 
created a surging response that travelled like a reverberating tremor 
throughout Lisa's body. She felt herself sinking into a heatedly burning 
abyss of desire...."Oh, God...." she thought. "This is wrong ... so wrong!" 
but there was nothing she could do about it ... it was like that time when 
Ed watched her fingerfucking herself in the secret hiding place when she was 
little. She had continued what she was doing ... knowing full well he was 
watching. But they had been almost children then ... now it was a different 
thing entirely! Ed's fingers were rolling her nipples around, making them 
ever harder and sensitive and she felt the pain miraculously turning into 
spark-like sensations that spread like a brush fire from the peaked 
quivering mounds right down to her belly where they spread on down between 
her thighs to the vibrant little split of her seeping pussy. She tossed her 
head back and forth trying to get away from the insane madness of her 
brother, Ed's, tongue swirling wetly in her ear ... it was making all 
thought impossible, but he pursued her voraciously, makinng her grow dizzy 
with desire, warming to his task as he realized that his young sister's 
struggles were growing weaker and weaker.


It was an easy matter to remove her dress ... propping her up, she responded 
limply, almost like a big doll, and Ed marveled at the creamy softness of 
her naked skin as he peeled each article of clothing off, advancing slowly 
so as not to wake her from her somnolent state, he soon had her lying 
completely naked before him.


"My own little sister!" he thought ... briefly, taking in the fresh, almost 
virginal beauty of her body. His cock jumped slightly against him as he 
heard her shiver and moan.


"I'm cold...!" she said.


"Not for long!" he promised, beginning to remove his own clothes. "NOT FOR 
LONG, SIS!"


* * *


"Just what is this special treat?" Jim asked as Barbara led him into the 
small room adjoining the playroom. He couldn't imagine what she had in mind, 
but knowing Barbara he felt confident that it would be well worth his while 
to follow her. The room itself offered nothing of particular interest. One 
side was completely mirrored like the playroom, and there were several low 
foam rubber pads strewn about the floor. Jim felt a brief moment of 
disappointment, but as Barbara flicked a switch in the darkened room, he 
suddenly saw the mirror turn into a semitransparent glass that looked 
directly into the playroom.


"What is this...." he said, noticing that there was a couple in there ... 
and they were obviously in the throes of love making ... He could just make 
out the blurred shapes of two bodies as they writhed on the couch. The man's 
head was buried deep between the wide spread thighs of a voluptuously curved 
young girl who seemed to be holding onto his head for dear life! He couldn't 
see the girl very well, but he recognized the man...."Why, that's your 
husband, Ed!" he said in shocked surprise.


"Yes, darling," Barbara replied, "Do you like our little gimic?" Her hands 
had begun to roam over his body, and before he knew it, he could feel her 
tugging at his zipper. His cock was instantly stiff and hard at the strange 
combination of feeling her probing fingers and watching his brother-in-law 
licking some hotly churning little chick's naked cunt ... really doing her 
in! The girl really seemed to be liking it too from the way she was 
wriggling and squirming and twisting her hips up to meet Ed's hungrily 
foraging mouth.


"Exciting?" Barbara cooed, running her fingers up and down the huge thick 
hardness of his prick, fondling the blunt tipped head and withdrawing the 
loose foreskin, pulling it down taut with each down stroke.


"God, yes...." Jim replied. "Do you and Ed do this often ... I mean watch 
each other fuck...."


"Oh, yes, honey of course we do. And you must admit, it is fun!"


Jim continued to look at the couple, but now his hands were searching 
eagerly up under his sister-in-law's dress, searching out her dark 
hair-fringed pussy, while her fingers massaged his aching cock.


"Jesus!" he exclaimed...."Just look at her go! Who is she?" Jim asked ... 
wondering if somehow he might get to meet this girl and perhaps have a go at 
her too. There seemed to be very few holds barred in this household ... and 
as long as his own puritan little wife, Lisa was upstairs sleeping ... and 
everyone was in accord ... he didn't see why not!


"You'll see...." Barbara said. "Oooohhhh, honey ... that feels good ... 
right there!" she bumped her hips up a little as Jim's middle finger teased 
beneath the silken little crotch-band of her panties into the narrow wet 
split of her cunt, tickling at her swollen clitoris.


Jim turned a little of his attention to the disturbing presence of his 
heated sister-in-law beside him. He guessed he could fuck all night ... the 
way he felt right now.


"Ever do it standing up?" Barbara asked, with a thin, lewd smile on her 
lips.


In the playroom, Ed reared up from his sister's wet and glistening pussy. He 
looked down into her desire riddled features with an expression of utter 
satisfaction.


"Oh, Sis ... it is gonna be good to fuck you!" he declared.


Kneeling up between Lisa's open thighs, he watched her close her eyes tight 
again but noticed that she made another gesture toward getting away.


"You like to get your cunt sucked, don't you?" he asked...."Well, you're 
gonna like this, too!"


Lisa lay still, her belly heaving as though she were going to burst. Oh God! 
Her own brother's obscene words were exciting her by their very lewdness.


"You're a hot little piece of ass, sis!" he continued, "And don't you ever 
think any different!"


Trembling, half in fear and half in anticipation, Lisa kept her thighs open 
wide, as her brother levered up over her, letting his hands rest upon her 
shoulders. Then he dropped one hand between their bodies and gripping his 
hard throbbing cock between his fingers pushed it slowly forward, letting 
the thick, rubbery head part the full fleshiness of Lisa's cuntal lips. The 
thin, vainly resisting little hair-lined opening parted slowly as with a 
shudder, Lisa felt the entry of her brother's lust-hardened cock. She 
shuddered as she felt its hardness penetrating the soft, moistly slippery 
mouth of her defenselessly naked pussy, and held her breath for a long 
moment.


Ed pushed, bearing down and up a little at the same.


"Ooooooooohhh!" she cried, feeling the first pressure hard and thick against 
the tight hair-lined mouth of her vagina.


"AAAAAAAaagh!" The tip slipped completely through stretching the rubberily 
yielding channel wide as it advanced, and Lisa felt as though she were being 
split in two by the girth of her brother's desire-thickened penis.


Watching his baby sister's beautifully young face contorted by shock and her 
involuntarily rising lust made Ed suddenly go completely wild. He had to 
fuck her and fuck her good ... he just couldn't wait a second longer! He 
grunted heavily and fell forward, letting his weight smash against her full 
firm breasts, pushing them tightly back against her naked chest. Thrusting 
his hips forward simultaneously his giant cock moved forward into her cunt, 
an irrepressible object battering relentlessly against her softly giving 
vaginal walls.


The soft moist flesh of her tightly clenched pussy gave way like warm melted 
butter before the battering jam of her brother's cock, retreating back in 
helplessly rippling waves, as with a loud groan, her brother smashed hard 
against the trembling upturned cheeks of her buttocks, filling her so 
completely that she cried out in a screaming agony of desire.


"OOOOOH GIVE IT TO ME, ED!!!!! GIVE IT TO MEEEEE!!"


* * *


Barbara flicked on the sound switch that sent all the noises from the 
playroom into the adjoining "observation room" and Jim, who was so intently 
ramming his enormous cock high into Barbara's wide spread pussy, while she 
stood, his knees bent slightly, leaning back against the glass wall, 
suddenly heard his own wife's voice, grunting out the obscene words. His 
eyes opened wide, and over his sister-in-law's shoulder he could now see 
Lisa's face very clearly. He hardly recognized her, her face was contorted 
mask of unadulterated lust, and she moaned and squirmed, twisting her 
whitely naked young buttocks in lewd abandon under her brother's obsessed 
ravishment of her cunt!


"Lisa!" he cried, but Lisa couldn't see or hear him in the other room, she 
just kept right on grunting and groaning, egging her brother on with each 
stroke of his cock, letting it bore far up into the hidden recesses of her 
womb.


"OH, IT'S GOOD! IT'S GOOD, DO IT GOOOOOOD, OH ED!"


Jim could see now the sticky wet fluids of his wife's cunt flooding hot and 
heavy around her older brother's rampaging cock. He had never known she had 
it in her, for Chrissakes! The dual shock of seeing his wife with another 
man ... and having that other man be her own brother was having a very 
strange effect on him! A very erotic effect!


"You'll have to excuse me for a moment!" he said grimly to Barbara, letting 
his cock wetly slip from her insatiable pussy.


"Of course, sweetheart ... I understand...." his sister-in-law said, 
studying her lover's face with admiration. He was going to take it all just 
fine ... she could see that much!


"How the hell do I get in there?"


Barbara pointed to a door leading into the playroom and Jim savagely turned 
the handle and, his cock waving lewdly before him, bounded into the room.


"Roll over!" he screamed down at the two wildly fucking figures on the foam 
rubber. "Roll over!!"


Lisa was so lost in her passion that she barely knew there was now someone 
else in the room with her and her brother. But Ed had been waiting for just 
such a moment and knew instinctively what Jim had in mind. Without losing a 
single rhythmic stroke, he rolled over onto his back, pulling Lisa's small 
frame on top of and straddling his much larger bulk, giving Jim clear access 
to Lisa's recently indoctrinated anal opening, as he continued fucking up 
into her hungrily clasping little vagina.


Jim jumped on top of his wife's back, flattening her down into her brother 
Ed's hard chest, and letting his lust hardened prick rest up between the 
smooth, tightly clenching crevice between the two whitely shimmering globes 
of her ass. He grunted with pleasure as Ed's thrusts upwards into Lisa's 
streaming young pussy pushed her helplessly trapped body up against him, 
forcing the length of his prick deeper into the softly yielding crevice 
between her upturned buttocks.


Lisa was aware of another presence now and she felt a mounting fear at what 
was about to happen and yet still she couldn't relinquish the pleasurable 
ecstatic joy of the hardened cock that belonged to her own older brother 
fucking up into her heated vagina. She was awed by her brother's great 
strength as he entered her powerfully from below, each stroke making her 
grunt out her breath into his mouth locked tightly to hers. The moments 
passed and she tried to ignore the thought that anything terrible was going 
to happen as the ever growing swell of desire overwhelmed her. But a few 
seconds later, her buttocks were being stretched wider apart and she felt 
the hard pulsating tip of another male penis teasing against the tiny 
puckered mouth of her rear passage. It was still slightly stretched from its 
previous attack and without having to see who it was, she knew that it was 
her husband Jim who had caught her being fucked by her own brother.


"OOOOoooooh God! No! Don't let him hurt me! NNNNOOOOOOO!!" she pleaded down 
into her brother's mouth, her lips still locked tightly to his and her mind 
swelling with the fear of what her husband might do in his anger at having 
caught her committing this incestuous adultery.


But there was no respite and she felt the small, rubbery lips of her tightly 
clenched anus being ceaselessly prodded at and suddenly pop open and slip 
tightly over the smooth rubbery head of the cock of her husband boring into 
her from behind.


"Ooooohhh God," she grunted this time in greater fear as she felt her 
buttocks contract helplessly in protest and by their very action suck it 
involuntarily deeper up inside the futilely clenching walls of her anal 
channel.


On the other side of the two way mirror, her excitedly watching 
sister-in-law, Barbara, groaned as she saw the unrelenting hardness of Jim's 
cock, still wet from her own vaginal juices, pop suddenly through the tight, 
restricting little ring of flesh. Her mouth hung open as she saw the young, 
helplessly squirming Lisa's roundly stretched anus slipping over and 
clasping the tip of her husband's cock like a tightly stretched rubber band. 
He grinned above her like an evil, avenging devil and thrust his hips hard 
down, again sinking his prick halfway to the hilt. Lisa cried out in pain, 
the sound muffled by her brother's mouth covering hers and flailed her legs 
out on either side of the two men, filling both the wide split openings up 
between her legs.


Jim's thick, hard cock pushed cruelly into the moist naked split of her 
behind, never pausing for a second on it's bellyward journey as it sought to 
impress itself all the way up inside her tiny hairless anus.


Lisa jerked forward in pain. The huge penis that churned deep in her vagina 
seemed to meet the unwanted elongated shaft that ground ceaselessly forward 
into her vainly clenching little rectum. Inside somewhere, the two blunt 
-edged rods of male flesh were rubbing almost against each other, separated 
at the base by only the thin partition of tight elastic flesh dividing her 
cunt and anal mouths. She "groaned in anguish, holding onto her brother, 
Ed's, shoulders for dear life. She had never in her life felt anything 
remotely resembling this incredible dual ravishment. She was impaled 
brutally from both sides and there was no escape from the excruciating 
torture. She could feel her husband's hair circled loins pressing into her 
back as he strained himself forward, hooking his cock ever forward and 
upward between her trembling white buttocks and in front, the hairy base of 
her brother's cock spread her small pink cuntal lips to their utmost width 
as his groin pressed persistently against the wide open split of her vulva. 
Her clitoris rubbed unmercifully against the curling pubic hair of Ed's 
groin while giant waves of pain vibrated through every fiber of her being as 
her husband's thick rubbery staff ground deeper and deeper into her tiny 
puckered anus reaching the farthermost depths of her bowels with its probing 
hardness.


Suddenly, she felt the three of them rolling over once more, this time 
putting her husband, Jim, underneath her and once more, her brother lay on 
top of her and still neither man lost a single stroke. Then, a few moments 
later, both men fell into a mutual rhythm, buffeting her between them like a 
sack of soft resilient foam rubber. Lisa was uttering a single low whine 
which went on and on all the time they ground into her but interrupted 
occasionally by a deep grunt from her chest as they smacked into her body 
with harder and harder force.


Barbara watches mesmerized, her eyes a few feet away from the incredible 
spectacle where the two lust thickened cudgels skewered into Lisa's wide 
stretched loins like twin battering rams. Her excited lust-dimmed eyes 
watched the moist long cocks, wet from Lisa's vaginal secretions, fucking 
into her. She could see the ragged pink edges of her cunt drawing back with 
Ed's cock on the outstroke and disappearing back inside as he rammed it home 
again deep into her belly. The same was true with the tight clasping opening 
of her wide-stretched little asshole as Jim screwed into it with a demonic 
fury.


And then, what seemed the impossible happened. Barbara suddenly heard the 
low whining moans of pain change, almost imperceptibly at first, and then to 
a tone that left no room for doubt. It was a low whimper of passionate 
pleading.


Lisa was beginning to enjoy it!


It was a strange kind of masochistic joy, perhaps from the very helplessness 
of her position or from the lewd, obscene thought of being fucked half to 
death by two men at once like this ... one man her husband and the other, 
her brother! But whatever it was, she began to feel it. Her hips began to 
move backwards to meet the upthrust of Jim's cramming it into her rectum and 
then forward again to swallow the whole of her brother Ed's plunging cock 
into her suddenly hot streaming pussy. Her entire body undulated between the 
two wildly fucking men and her buttocks moved in tiny abandoned circles of 
ecstatically rising desire.


With long smooth strokes, Jim lunged the full length of his penis in a 
punishing rhythm of debauchery far into his young blonde wife's helplessly 
exposed rear opening, while between the two men, she jerked and quivered as 
her ears resounded hotly to the lewd, grunting sounds of pleasure emanating 
from her madly aroused ravishers.


"Oooooohhhhh yyeeeeesssss ... ohohohoho-hohoh ... YYEEESSS!!" her brother 
began to chant out, bucking and churning, his giant cock slipping and 
sliding, impaling her hot clasping pussy with new determination. He grunted 
and groaned and Lisa knew that he was going to cum into her at any moment. 
Frantically, she caught onto his hair, her head flung back, mouth open and 
gaping, eyes rolling back in their sockets. Her husband plowed jerkily into 
her buttocks as suddenly his brother-in-law's prick began to spurt thick hot 
jets of cum directly up into his wife's enraged cervix. Her golden blond 
hair flew from side to side as she bucked and churned, obscene words of 
encouragement spewing from her mouth.


"YYYEEESSSS!! FILL MEEEEEE!!!!! CCUUMMMMM IN MEEEEE! ... YYEEESSSSSS!!!!"


Both men, overwhelmed by her response, squeezed and fingered at her tender, 
sweat slickened flesh in the final convulsive states of their ruthless 
fucking of her helpless body between them. Four hands grappled with her 
trembling breasts then four hands pulled at her hotly quivering buttocks. 
Her cockfilled pussy was kneaded thirstily from behind with lewdly 
flickering fingers as Jim slipped his hands between the drenched flesh of 
his wife and his still climaxing brother-in-law. Powerfully he jogged 
forward one last time, feeling Lisa's anal passion-strengthened muscles 
contracting wildly around his cock.


"FUCK BACK! FUCK YOUR ASSHOLE BACK!!!!" he panted into his young wife's ear 
as he released wave after wave of his shot steaming cum deep into the 
burning channel of her bowels. His hairy balls smacked hard against the 
underside of her soft nether cheeks and with a last jerking tremble, he 
pressed tight against her, feeling her rectum full to the. almost bursting 
point with the molten fluids spurting from the swollen bulb at the tip of 
his prick.


Lisa was nearly out of her mind with desire now and began sobbing out her 
own orgasm that seemed to go on and on, meeting the wild ejaculating cocks 
sunk deep inside her, peaking with them, until her hotly seeping orgasmic 
fluids splashed warmly against theirs like a giant wave on the beach 
crashing back into the retreating tide.


CHAPTER NINE


Barbara could hardly contain her excitement. Never had she seen such a wild, 
orgastic spectacle! And she had seen plenty! She watched for as long as she 
could and then finally entered the room when it looked as though the first 
heat of battle was over.


Lisa lay panting on the low, foam rubber sofa in a state of 
semi-consciousness. She was lying there fighting off the terrible sensation 
of being used like a whore that she had ... even though she had experienced 
more joy and pleasure than she had known possible!


Barbara tiptoed quietly into the room and stood for a moment watching the 
lewd sight of the three exhausted members of her family.


"If you guys think you're going to leave me in the lurch, you're kidding!" 
she said suddenly. Both Jim and Ed looked up from their positions close to 
Lisa, and Ed smiled at his wife. "Well, welcome to the club, honey," he 
said. "Come on over here!"


Lisa suddenly sat up. This was too much! "NO!" she said, "No ... Oh God ... 
let me out of here!" She started to get up, but Jim suddenly pulled her 
back.


"Oh, no you don't, honey ... not now when I've finally, for the first time, 
gotten a good fuck out of you!"


"Hey, I've got an idea, Jim!" Ed said, sitting up too, "Barb, since you're 
so hot to get into the act, why don't you treat my darling little sister to 
one of your "specials"!"


Jim was holding Lisa back, so that she couldn't get up. She was confused, 
but she knew that something awful was about to happen. She flinched as 
Barbara laughed and approached her, looking at the older woman with hatred 
as she recalled seeing her with her husband in the bushes. Barbara seemed 
undaunted though by Lisa's aversion, and ruffling her fingers through Jim's 
hair, she perched on the edge of the couch. Lisa could see her wealthy 
sister-in-law's perfect alabaster white body so near to hers ... too near!


Barbara smiled smokily and reaching out, flicked at Lisa's trembling left 
breast with her fingertips.


"NO!" Lisa shrieked, understanding beginning to dawn on her.


"Aw, come on, sis ... I think you might even enjoy it!"


Barbara began to caress Lisa's long blonde hair with slow strokes that made 
Lisa think she was going to go crazy. Squeezed between her brother and her 
husband, she had little choice but to put up with what was happening. Would 
there be no end to the list of perversions required of her in one single 
day! She hardly felt like the same person anymore!


"I know what she needs," Barbara said, peering intently into Lisa's face, 
but speaking as though she weren't there. "A drink ... how about a little 
drink, sweetie ... remember I told you once there were times when a woman 
needed a drink?"


Lisa nodded assent. The other drinks she'd had had worn off leaving her with 
nothing but a dull headache and the odd tingling that was the aftermath of 
her excessive lovemaking.


Barbara hastened to make one behind the bar, and returned, baring her nudity 
proudly, aware of the admiring stares of the two men.


"Here...." she said, "it will make you feel better!" There was a modicum of 
pity in her voice, as she watched Lisa drink deeply of the special mixture 
she'd prepared.


"Bravo!" said Ed. "Now go ahead, Barbara ... come on ... let's get on with 
it!"


Barbara reached out and began to let her fingers wander over Lisa's breasts 
again ... she chuckled appreciatively...."She's got a nice pair of 
titties...." she smiled lewdly.


Lisa was mortified, but in spite of this, her hard little nipples stood out 
stiffly. She felt herself getting dizzy. The strong liquor she'd consumed in 
too large gulps raced through her system, making her teeth chatter.


"I'm coccold...." she stammered. "Let me go ... let me rest now!"


But her older brother beside her only laughed, and Lisa began to weep at the 
very idea of being touched by a woman like this....


"How can you do this ... HOW???"


"Don't worry about how ... honey," Barbara said, "just lie back and relax." 
She began to gently push Lisa down on the bed, and Jim and Ed moved away to 
make room for the two women.


"You'll see ... there's a lot to be said for what one girl can do for 
another!"


Lisa was sobbing by now. "No ... NoNo...." The sound of Barbara's purring 
whisper was making her ill. She didn't want the woman that close to her ... 
her touch was disgusting!


"You disgust me ... you disgust me!" she suddenly spat out. With that, 
Barbara's voice became harsher. "Spread those legs, honey...."


Jim piped up, "Yea ... spread em ... just like you did a few minutes ago for 
your brother ... remember!"


"Yes, Lisa ... you know you've got the best little pussy this side of heaven 
... except for my beautiful wife of course ... but then it's all in the 
family isn't it ... no reason why we shouldn't spread the joy around!" Ed 
was moving around the room going to the bar to fix a drink for Jim and 
himself.


Barbara knelt between her legs and peered into the cleft opening of Lisa's 
soft, still sperm flooded cunt. It was still warm and pliant from it's 
recent fucking by the two penises of the men in her family. Her own full 
breasts hung down between the younger woman's thighs, and watching them, Jim 
thought to himself ... God ... they were both made for fucking! Seeing the 
two incredibly formed women together was truly exciting and the two men sat 
close by with their drinks to watch.


Lisa with a figure like some fantasy creature, perfect in every way. Full 
firm breasts that jutted out above a slender torso and tiny waist. Hips that 
someone must have dreamed up, thighs and legs made for wrapping around a 
man's back. She was magnificant! And Barbara, whose short dark hair made a 
perfect contrast to Lisa's long blonde hair, with her equally fabulous 
breasts and slender hips almost like a boys.


They watched as Barbara nimbly got to her knees in front of Lisa and then 
matter-of-factly parted the young blonde woman's legs, revealing the 
vulnerable young vaginal slit that they had plundered so violently just 
before. Their pricks jumped to attention once more as they watched the look 
of mortification of Lisa's face as her sister-in-law pried her legs even 
further apart after Lisa made a last futile attempt to close them again.


"Now, that's enough...." Barbara chided the younger woman. "Let me lick you 
between your thighs the way I want to do it!"


"You heard the lady!" Jim's voice boomed out in the room. "Be a good girl!" 
he added and both men burst into deep hearty laughter.


Obediently, Lisa relaxed and let her legs remain parted, lying back again 
quietly. She was so ashamed she didn't know what to do. She felt utterly 
naked, more vulnerable than she had ever been before as the tears streaked 
jagged little paths down her cheeks. She knew that Barbara was staring right 
into her wide open vagina and that Jim and Ed were watching everything that 
happened.


It was vile, dirty. She was trapped like some school girl who had made the 
mistake of getting into a passing motorist's car.


"... uuunnnnhhhhhh...." she cried out in disgust and horror as Barbara's 
fingers touched the tender lips of her pussy.


"Don't make such a fuss, dear...." Barbara soothed her as her fingers 
continued to explore the still moist little opening of Lisa's still warm 
pussy, making searing contact with every little cranny of the sensitive 
organ. With an expert touch, her thumb smoothed around Lisa's clitoris while 
her fingers began to slip teasingly into her vagina.


Lisa knew that she was now among the lowest of the low. Her eyes tightly 
shut, she endured the obscene touches, telling herself that the sooner she 
cooperated, the sooner it would be over. Her brother Ed's voice came wafting 
across the room to her ears.


"... Relax ... relax, sis...." but it did no good. She was no lesbian. How 
could her own brother and her own husband let this happen to her.


"God, her cunt's tight!" Barbara called over to the two grinning men. "How 
did you ever get those huge pricks like yours inside her?"


"Don't you worry about us any, sweetheart


...." Ed called over to his wife. "Just you see that she enjoys you half as 
much as she did us!"


"I don't think you'll have to worry about that!" Barbara answered, twisting 
her fingers about sharply.


Her nails scraped for an instant against the walls of Lisa's vaginal walls, 
tearing at the tender abused flesh and Lisa bit her lips, gasping at the 
sharp pain.


The men drew their seats closer by this time so as not to miss a second of 
the action. They had grown strangely silent now as the show began to get 
more serious and they became more and more excited by the spectacle being 
presented for their benefit. The panting of their heavy breathing was the 
loudest sound in the room and now both men were tentatively fondling their 
slowly rising cocks.


Barbara pushed herself up between Lisa's legs a little further and brushed 
her breasts against her tender inner thighs by moving her body slowly from 
side to side. As she did so, she began to massage the moistened crevice of 
Lisa's pussy with both hands now, gliding slowly up and down on her passion 
drenched loins.


"Oooooohhhhhhh...." Lisa moaned, no longer knowing exactly what was 
happening to her ... all she knew was the sensation of what was being done 
to her body. One last remnant of shame rose fn her, then Barbara plunged two 
of her fingers teasingly into the wet opening of Lisa's slowly surrendering 
cunt. Even though she was already wet with climatic juices from her previous 
ravishment, her inner muscles were still tightly contracted so that with the 
first plunge of the invading fingers, she cried out once more at the small 
sharp pain. But soon it abated as Barbara began an insistent in and out 
motion, causing small wet sucking noises as she did so.


Her other hand went under Lisa's buttocks and slowly manipulated their lush 
white softness while her serpent-like tongue found the gentle indentation of 
Lisa's navel and performed a sensuous circular dance within its confines.


"MMmmmmmmm...." Barbara cooed out loud. "How nice you feel ... just right 
for my hand...." And with that, she added another finger to the now slowly 
squirming blonde's hot pliant opening, plunging up through the tightened 
ring of outer flesh to the softness of her helplessly pulsating walls 
inside.


Lisa arched her back at the pressure being forced within her. A seeping 
pleasure began to unfold deep in her suddenly hotly quivering belly. To her 
bewildered and tormented mind, it almost seemed to stem from the very idea 
that she was being taken advantage of in this way ... being forced to be a 
party to this lewd performance. Once again the thought of how she must look 
to someone watching ... and indeed, this time there was someone watching ... 
the helpless girl, trapped beneath this horrid older woman, nothing but an 
object for the delight of the only two men in her life. She began to flex 
and unflex the inner muscles of her thighs inadvertently increasing the 
mounting pleasure in her loins. She was aware that her buttocks were being 
gently squeezed and it made her begin to push her hips further down into the 
soft foam rubber at each thrust of Barbara's hand.


"It's delicious, isn't it?" Barbara whispered up to Lisa low enough so that 
the men wouldn't hear.


Lisa was too shocked to answer her, but yes, indeed, it was delicious, 
uncommonly delicious, but she could only bring herself to moan helplessly in 
humiliation and turn her head away, avoiding Barbara's eyes.


Lisa let out a low helpless moan ... It was all getting to be too much for 
her. She could barely control herself. She could feel the two men's eyes on 
her, and she didn't know which was more horrible ... her brother or her 
husband. They were all looking at every single detail of her shame ... her 
shameless undulating was being carefully watched! Then all of a sudden, 
without any warning, she was no longer a wife and sister to the lewdly 
bulging eyes watching ... she was only an animal lusting after the satiation 
of her needs! Delightful spasms began to rack her body as she bucked and 
turned beneath her sister-in-law's steady fondling. Her hand seemed to have 
become an integral part of her insides by now, so closely did it mold to the 
streaming contours of her aching pussy. Her long legs began to scissor back 
and forth to the motion of her rotating hip. Barbara's tongue on her belly 
was almost driving her mad. It was all so good!


She could feel her desire mounting second by second as the hotly teasing 
fingering of her wetly contracting cunt continued. The two men were now 
standing beside the low couch, fascinated by the unbelievable extent of 
Lisa's arousal.


"Good god ... to think that that's my wife!!!" Jim said.


"And MY sister...." Ed replied, huskily.


Lisa could hear them talking, but the words only served to increase her 
frenzy. Tiny gushing floods of excited moisture seeped from between her open 
legs and suddenly Barbara's tongue was moving along her stomach ... down, 
down further to the unbearable tense little pointed clitoris that stuck out 
from the damp matted curls of her aroused pussy. It seemed almost to be 
begging to be touched!


Barbara clamped her wetly sensual lips around it, and began to suck softly 
on it as her hand worked its way salaciously in and out, around and up in 
the flaming hot passage up between the helplessly squirming blonde's thighs.


With a low growl, Lisa signaled that she was only conscious of her own needs 
now ... her head tossed wildly from side to side, her hands went down to 
Barbara's dark curly hair and held it, as her sister-in-law continued to lap 
and suck at her steadily flowing juices. Tantalizingly, Barbara found the 
opening between Lisa's buttocks with her other hand, and slowly worked her 
finger into the tightness of the tiny puckered rectum, so recently plundered 
by Lisa's husband. Ignoring the young woman's muffled squeal of discomfort, 
she wormed it in as far as it could go ... and this added a unique and 
unexpected heightening to the already unbearable passion coursing through 
Lisa's body.


Barbara lifted her head from it's position at the burning center of her 
huband's younger sister's thighs and pulled herself up so that her face was 
now level with her sister-in-law's ecstatically quivering breasts. Still 
working her agile fingers in the two straining orifices, she managed to bend 
over so that she could mouth her squirming young victim's nipple tipped 
breasts.


Lisa felt as though she had been missing something all her life. The growing 
sensual delight in her pussy told her that from now on she would seek out 
this blissful joy ... no matter whether from a man or a woman ... she had to 
have this exquisite feeling! Tiny sparks were leaping from her attacked 
nipples as Barbara kneaded and sucked at them with her tongue. She began to 
relish every stroke, every touch, becoming a bundle of craving desires. The 
smoothness of a woman's skin all over her ... it was almost like making love 
in the water, compared to a man's skin. She knew that soon she would reach 
the breaking point. She felt like a giant time bomb was set to explode up 
inside her helplessly trembling belly. The sound of her own screaming 
reached her as if from a great distance, and she was vaguely aware of her 
flailing arms and legs. Yes, the explosion was about to happen ... her 
rolling, tossing, naked body arched and contracted beneath Barbara's expert 
fingers and tongue.


All feelings of shame were completely gone, only the glorious moment of 
orgasm that went on and on, overwhelming her with its intensity, making her 
behave like a gluttonous slut, begging and sighing and moaning out her 
pleasure wildly, shamelessly.


"AAaaarrgggghghgooooHHHssssYESSsYES!"


It seemed to go on for so long that the startied onlookers could hardly 
believe their eyes. Barbara panted and held on to her convulsing victim for 
dear life while Jim and Ed stood close by, holding onto their rigid cocks.


"OOoooooh ... AAaaaaahhh! I'm cumming ... CUMMING!!!" She moaned as relief 
and joy spread from her beseiged pussy to every point of her body down to 
her curling, pointed toes. As the sounds of her delight gradually dwindled 
to several low whimpers, Jim stepped forward quickly, and separated the two 
nakedly perspiring women. His mouth was completely dry, and he was totally 
overcome with emotion by the sight he had just witnessed. Lisa had relaxed 
alright ... too much!!! He was suddenly consumed by a burning jealousy that 
was stronger than anything he had felt when he had watched Lisa with her 
brother! What she needed, he decided, was another test of a man's cock ... 
and his was the one it was going to be!!!


Barbara staggered into Ed's arms, leaving the coast completely clear for 
Jim. "God! What a hot little cunt your baby sister is!" Barbara panted into 
her husband's ear.


"It runs in the family, darling," Ed replied, pulling her down to the 
carpeted floor. "But watch this honey," he said, placing his hands between 
her trembling thighs.


They both looked up in time to see Jim shoving his again hardened cock into 
his swooning wife's wet and pulsating cunt that was still visibly trembling 
from the waves of her recent orgasms.


"Oooohhh, baby, what a fuck you are now!" Jim cried out as he felt his stiff 
penis slipping into his wife's tight warm sheath. He slammed into her so 
hard that he lifted her entire bottom half off the couch. Blow after blow, 
he fucked into the ecstatically wailing young woman, letting his balls smack 
loudly against the whiteness of her smoothly upturned ass cheeks.


"AAAaaaaahghghgh!" Lisa screamed as her battered pussy once more was 
subjected to a tortuous beating.


"Now ... you're going to have to work harder for me this time than you did 
for Barbara, honey!!!" he cried, his face a mask of fury. He began to fuck 
into her with brutal strokes, not caring that he was hurting her as she 
groaned and twisted beneath his flailing body. Again and again, she pleaded 
with him, but he reached out to the side and pushing his hands beneath her 
buttocks, lifted her up and bent her backward so that she was almost doubled 
over, her knees hitting the couch seat up over her shoulders. His driving 
loins smacked hard against her, resounding through the room.


"JIM JIM ...!!! she cried, helplessly, but nothing would stop him, and she 
found herself letting loose a steady stream of invective against him. There 
was no more pain left in her body she had thought after the awful anal 
punishment he had made her suffer.


But there was no response from his growling twisted lips, only the pain of 
an extra hard thrust up against her cervix that Lisa was certain had torn 
her deep inside. But as the frantic fucking continued, Lisa began to feel an 
enormous release ... she was being mindlessly fucked by Jim ... and with 
equal determination, she began to respond! Each of them was breaking through 
into a new dimension, discovering their true selves on the other side and as 
Barbara and Ed stopped what they were doing to watch, it was clear to them 
that at last Jim and Lisa were truly getting to know each other!


"OH DARLING!! OH DARLING!!!" Lisa wailed. She felt like he was obliterating 
her, smashing her to smithereens ... and she could think of nothing better 
than to be utterly destroyed in this magnificent manner. Jim felt the 
tremendous difference in his young wife's response, and with a groan, he 
began to call her name. THIS WAS THE WAY HE HAD WANTED TO FUCK HER EVER 
SINCE HE'D KNOWN HER! With every stroke, she responded with a push of her 
own, until they were fucking so rhythmically and beautifully, that Jim 
thought they could go on forever!


She was more beautiful than he had. ever seen her, and as Lisa opened her 
eyes ... literally for the first time, she saw that her husband was the most 
handsome creature she'd ever seen!


"Oh, yes ... Jim ... Oh, my love ... I LOVE YOU! I LOVE YOU!"


"Me too, honey ... ME, TOO!!!" Jim said, feeling her inner vaginal muscles 
contracting so hard around his wildly pistoning cock that he thought it 
would burst of happiness. "This is more like it, honey ... isn't it!?" he 
cried, and then in silence they concentrated on assuaging their mutual 
lusts, each one determined to give the other his utmost attention.


"He's pretty good ... eh?" Ed said to his dark haired wife.


"Never that good with me, sweetie," she replied, smiling.


Lisa and Jim wallowed nakedly in each others pleasures, their secret juices 
flowing, bodies perspiring until the drops turned into little rivulets that 
streamed hotly between their pressing nakedness. They communicated silently, 
each touch becoming a new language that thrilled them with its clarity.


"It seems positively indecent to watch them...." Barbara said.


"Yes ... it's a little like watching a couple on their wedding night ... but 
I'm sure there will be other occasions when Mr. and Mrs. Sheldon will 
welcome our company!"


Ed and Barbara stood up to leave. Before going out the door, Barbara reached 
into a hidden closet and withdrew four silk Japanese kimonos. She and Ed put 
on two and they left the other two for Jim and Lisa. Then they tip-toed from 
the room completely unnoticed by the nakedly locked couple.


* * *


Over scrambled eggs, toast and sausage, Ed and Barbara chatted and enjoyed 
their steaming black coffee. They were very pleased with themselves ... and 
even more pleased when a beaming Jim and Lisa appeared from the downstairs 
playroom. They had discovered the shower down there and were clean and fresh 
smelling in their Japanese kimonos.


"Is there enough for us?" Lisa inquired, "We're starving!"


"Elizabeth!" Barbara called.


Elizabeth served the radiant quartette with a secret smile of her own. She 
was very pleased with herself for having finally dared to sneak into that 
mirror room downstairs ... and the sights she had seen that night would long 
last in her memory, and give her food for thought for many an evening.


What she did not know, was that Ed Simmons had noticed that the outer door 
to the "observation room" was ajar ... and deduction had told him that there 
was only one who could be inside ... since he and Barbara were always very 
careful about keeping the secret panel secret.


"Thank you, Elizabeth," Ed said, taking a good look at the quiet 
housekeeper's legs for the first time as she walked away with a tray.


"Mmm...." he said aloud. "This 24 hours has certainly been full of 
surprises!"


* * *


Lisa was packing her bags. She felt so full of life and happy that she 
couldn't help singing a little song. She looked around her at the opulent 
bedroom she and Jim had been sharing for the last two weeks. It was time for 
them to go now, after the most wonderful two weeks she had ever spent.


She rubbed her thighs together a little just remembering the delicious 
things that she and Jim had done in the past few days ever since what she 
now called her "awakening"! She smiled as she thought of the evening when 
the neighbors had been invited over, and they had all done wild crazy things 
on the water beds ... for Jim had now installed several in the playroom so 
that the entire room was one undulating mass of contained water. She tried 
to recall now just who had done what to whom but the evening had faded away 
into the confused mass of tangled arms, legs, breasts, thighs and good hard 
cocks!


She had to laugh now at the way the others had been shocked to learn that 
she and her brother participated together in such "parlour games"! At last 
it was others who were shocked at something rather than her!


"Ready to go, darling?" Jim asked, entering the room behind her.


"Yes, darling...." she replied, throwing her arms around his neck...."but I 
hope we come back soon!"


"You'll have no trouble out of me this time!" Jim replied.


CHAPTER TEN


It was several weeks later, and the summer was already beginning to turn 
cold as Fall rapidly approached. Jim and Lisa drove up to Simmon's Manor, 
with eager anticipation in their minds and bodies. They had enjoyed each 
other's company so enormously that now somehow they were very anxious to 
share their good fortune with others.


Lisa sat comfortable and relaxed in a pair of slacks and a tight sweater, 
secure in the knowledge that she was beautiful and desirable. How one woman 
could change in such a short time, she thought, was a miracle. She found she 
was even getting to enjoy Jim's wheelings and dealings ... even going so far 
as to help him out with a sale on more than one occasion.


"I wonder what the surprise is that Ed mentioned on the phone," she said to 
Jim as they were getting out of the car.


"I don't know...." Jim said, "but it's probably something good, knowing Ed 
and Barbara!" He felt a thrilling of electricity run through him at the 
thought of Barbara ... after all, his present good fortune was really her 
doing ... and he had so enjoyed her way of going about it!


They stood at the door after ringing the bell.


"Bet you can't wait to see Barb again!" Lisa said teasingly.


"Well, I'll bet you won't mind seeing your darling brother again either!" 
Jim replied, as the door swung open.


Barbara kissed them both warmly and drew them into the living room. She was 
dressed in the most revealing gown that either Jim or Lisa had ever seen. 
The back of it completely exposed a good portion of their sister-in-law's 
smoothly rounded buttocks, and Jim whistled when she turned around. Lisa 
couldn't help thinking how glad she was that she and Barbara were such good 
friends now ... otherwise, she might have been very jealous!


She was glad that she had brought something more "fitting" to change into 
for the evening, and after greeting the Blakes ... the neighbors, she had 
gotten to know so well, before she excused herself and went upstairs to the 
bedroom she and Jim had shared before.


She felt a bit of nostalgia when she entered it, but the tremor of 
excitement she felt in anticipating the evening before her overcame any 
feelings of regret she had for the stifled young girl she had been only a 
few weeks ago. As she changed into her red evening shorts, she realized that 
she would never have worn such an outfit before ... but now, it almost 
seemed mild compared to what Barbara was wearing!


As she descended the staircase, she felt a little disappointed that it was 
only the Blakes who were invited for the evening, unless of course someone 
else was coming later on! But nevertheless, she was sure that she and Jim 
would have a marvelous time, and since this assurance is half the fun, she 
entered the living-room in good spirits.


The dinner was excellent, an enormous fish that Ed had caught himself, 
stuffed with shrimp and crabmeat, accompanied by a fine Alsatin wine. A 
green salad followed and then coffee and dessert.


Elizabeth served it all with her usual good grace, and Lisa was happy to see 
her familiar face. Jim entered into a bantering conversation with Paul Blake 
about the mechanics of selling, and Lisa remembered that Paul was the head 
of a very important firm in town. Although her ideas about such things had 
changed somewhat, she still thought it didn't do them any harm to have such 
affluent friends! Thelma Blake was a small, quiet woman, but Lisa recalled 
that she was anything but quiet when things got going! Coffee and brandy 
were served in the conversation pit of the living-room, and Lisa could feel 
a mellowness she was sure her husband shared, judging from the way he was 
snuggled between Barbara and Thelma. She wasn't sure but she thought she 
could see Thelma's hand covertly fondling Jim's cock under the guise of 
reaching for a plate of the cool and soothing lichee nuts that everyone 
helped themselves to from the center table. She didn't mind though, Paul 
Blake had already whispered something terribly exciting in her ear, and her 
brother had promised her that the evening would be most stimulating. The two 
men were reclining very close to her ... and she felt a wonderful security 
as she looked down at the long smooth expanse of her legs as they stuck out 
from her short pants.


"Pass the brandy...." she said, and Ed poured the golden liquid from a 
decanter into her outsized snifter glass.


"Careful, sis ... you know you're supposed to sip that stuff slowly ... we 
don't want to have you passing out on us!"


Everybody laughed. "Oh, don't worry about me, Ed ... I'll hold my own!"


"And so will I...." Paul Blake said in a lewd tone of voice.


Ed stood up after a few seconds of idle discussion about the latest nude 
play. Completely boring, they all decided....


"Yes," Ed agreed, "we could probably do a lot better ourselves! I take it 
that everyone is sufficiently mellow for our little entertainment ... I did 
promise you all something rather special ... and I must tell you this is 
something that even Barbara knows nothing about!"


They all stood and followed Ed down to the playroom where he instructed them 
on what to do. The beautiful kimonos were already laid out, and they all 
chose the ones they preferred, rapidly stripping and putting the ornate 
gowns on over their naked bodies. Lisa thought it was funny that hardly 
anyone looked at anyone else, everyone sensing that the fun would begin 
later on ... she did notice though, that every man present was already in a 
state ranging from semierection to the raging hard-on she spotted on her 
husband, Jim. Barbara smiled warmly at her, once they were all changed, and 
they all took their places on the undulating wa-terbeds. It was impossible 
to sit up on them so they all chose more or less reclining positions, and 
focused their attention on the front of the room, where Ed was shifting the 
beams of the amber spots to an empty area that everyone knew would serve as 
a stage.


They watched attentively while he laid several wide, soft, sheep skin rugs 
on the floor, and Lisa felt a definite tingle of excitement. What on earth 
was going to happen?? But like a good magician, Ed took his time about his 
preparations, and Barbara made sure that they all had plenty to drink, as 
well as more cold lichee nuts to suck on.


Finally all seemed to be in readiness, and they all lolled plcasurably on 
the waterbeds in a hushed humor. Everyone could feel the contagious 
excitement mounting, and Lisa began to feel moist between the legs just 
thinking about all of them on those water beds, naked underneath their 
loosely tied garments, waiting for heaven knew what sign to begin the 
evening!


Soft music was already piping into the room from several hidden stereo 
speakers, and Lisa idly looked around her. Someone's hand was stroking her 
behind and it felt good ... but she didn't bother to find out whose it was 
... it didn't really matter at this point anyway! Looking at the mirrored 
walls, she could see all of their reflections, and though they looked like 
passengers on some enormous erotic raft, floating out to sea in their 
oriental clothes! She wondered if there was someone else watching from the 
observation room ... and if this person ... or persons would be a part of 
the "entertainment" Ed had cooked up.


Then Ed spoke. "I think it's time, folks."


The door opened, and Elizabeth appeared, with a new tray of lichee nuts and 
crispy pretzels, in her hands. Lisa was surprised to see her downstairs in 
the playroom since she knew that her brother didn't usually let her in the 
private room.


"Would you bring these up here, Elizabeth?" Ed asked.


All eyes were on Elizabeth as she carried the tray to the front of the room. 
Her whispered "Yes, sir" went almost unnoticed.


"Put them down here, will you...?" he said, staring at Elizabeth intently 
and pointing to the fur covered floor.


Elizabeth hesitated a moment and then bent over to place the tray on the 
floor.


Lisa thought that Elizabeth's dress seemed shorter than visual, and she was 
sure of it when she bent over and a wide expanse of her thighs were visible.


Suddenly, Ed's hand swept beneath Elizabeth's skirt and it was obvious to 
all watching, that he was fondling her buttocks through her panties. A gasp 
went up from the kimonoed guests, and they were amazed to see Elizabeth's 
face turn scarlet, but the young woman made no effort to escape Ed's 
intimate touches. It was suddenly instantly clear to everyone in the room 
that Elizabeth was to provide their entertainment.


"Elizabeth!" Lisa heard Barbara whisper in astonishment beside her. "Well, 
I'll be...!"


All eyes were riveted upon the uniformed housekeeper as she remained in her 
bent over position, obviously feeling the lewd teasings of Ed Simmon's 
fingers beneath her skirt.


"Elizabeth ... won't you remove that silly maid's cap?" Ed said suddenly 
without removing his hand.


"Y ... yess, sir...." Elizabeth said, beginning to undo the frilly cap. 
Everyone gasped as a startling length of soft, flaming red hair fell forward 
into her face.


"God...." Jim whispered aloud, "It's just like the proverbial secretary with 
glasses ... who would have thought it?!!"


"Isn't it beautiful?" Ed agreed. "Can you imagine this little lady has been 
hiding it from us all this time? Now I'm sure you all know Elizabeth ... 
know and love ... I might add ... but what you don't know is that she has 
been observing our little 'games' for some time now ... Right, Elizabeth?"


The bent over woman nodded her head in assent, her entire body trembling 
from what all guessed was a sudden penetration by Ed's fingers beneath her 
skirt.


"Unless you think me unnecessarily cruel ... let me explain that this little 
lady agreed to come here before you tonight ... as a sort of atonement, 
shall we say, for her previous transgressions ... and also because, I think 
she really wants to be here ... Don't you Elizabeth?"


"OH!" Elizabeth jumped and by moving slightly Lisa could see that her 
brother's fingers had slithered up under the crotchband of the black lacy 
panties that the red-haired Elizabeth was wearing, and that he seemed to 
have more than one of them firmly implanted in what must be Elizabeth's 
pussy!


"Yes ... yes...." she finally answered. And Lisa recognized in the woman's 
voice something that she herself had once felt, her heart went out to the 
girl, because it was clear that in one way she desperately wanted to be a 
part of the goings on ... and in another ... probably due to her background, 
she couldn't bear to be in the lewd position she was in!


Lisa's attention wandered for a moment as she thought back to her own 
initiation, and then she heard Barbara suck in her breath. Looking again, 
she saw her brother's hands lifting Elizabeth's dress slowly up her legs. 
Lisa thought for a moment that Elizabeth was going to scream as slowly but 
surely her naked legs and thighs were exposed to the watching visitors.


"Beautiful!" Paul Blake cried, as they all caught sight of the sensually 
shaped legs, heretofore hidden. A soft zipping noise resounded through the 
room and from Elizabeth's startled reaction it was clear that her uniform 
had been unzipped down the back.


"No ... no ... I'm not ready ... not now...." she cried. But it was too 
late, Ed peeled the black and white dress from her as though it were a 
peanut shell, and suddenly Elizabeth stood before them in only her bra and 
panties. She made a futile effort to cover herself, and Lisa felt a moment 
of resentment towards her brother, for standing behind the poor girl beaming 
while she shivered shamefully before them all.


"If you lie down ... I think you'll feel better...." Ed said, and Elizabeth 
thought a moment, obviously pondering bolting from the room, and then, with 
a resigned look on her face, lay down on the fur rugs beside the tray she 
had brought in earlier. Her head fell loosely back, the beautiful red hair 
spreading around her like the aureola of the sun, and her eyes clenched 
tightly shut. She was remembering how Mr.


Simmons had caught her the first time she'd tried to spy on him from the 
observation room. He had caught her with her fingers beneath her own skirt, 
and had taken full advantage of the situation, making her do things that she 
hated to admit she enjoyed thoroughly. It had gotten harder and harder 
watching the carryings on in the house without anything interesting ever 
happening to her!


Well, now, she thought, shivering on the rug ... she was being duly punished 
for all of that ... and in a way she knew it was wrong ... The punishment 
was fitting the crime alright! she thought, tears coming to her eyes! Not 
since she was 18 years old had she had anything to do with a man whether 
from fear or from hurt at being so abruptly abandoned by her lover, she had 
never known ... but one thing was sure ... she had never envisioned herself 
as an integral part of her employer's festivities!


Lisa watched, fascinated and aroused as her own brother's hands began lewd 
seductive motion's over Elizabeth's full voluptuous form, lying so 
helplessly on the fur throw. She thought that her brother was certainly a 
master of humiliation, recalling the night he had read her those dirty 
stories on the couch. Elizabeth's spirit looked completely broken, and Lisa 
wished that Ed would get on with it, and at least give the girl some 
pleasure ... but she couldn't help thinking about what it must have been 
like for Barbara to watch her own initiation to this new way of living. 
There was no denying that there was a thrilling aspect to it!


And to think that Elizabeth had probably watched her in secret too ... seen 
her crying out beneath her own brother's powerfully driving cock! The whole 
thing was really very stimulating.


Ed was to the top of her thighs now and the satiny black of her sheer 
panties could be seen barely covering her pubic mound.


To think that she wore such underwear beneath her uniform! Tiny soft strands 
of reddish pubic hair could be seen peeking silkily out from under the tight 
elastic leg bands around the vee of her pussy.


"Open them ... open your gorgeous thighs!" Ed breathed down at the 
helplessly cringing maid and Lisa noted that her brother's hardened penis 
could be seen poking out the thin silk of his robe in front.


Everyone seemed to hold his breath as the helpless maid obediently spread 
her legs apart. She was crying silent tears as Ed urged her on. "More ... 
sweetheart ... like you did for me in the other room that night!"


Elizabeth spread her thighs wider, but Ed reached down and forced them far 
apart, bringing a short cry of alarm to Elizabeth's lips that turned to a 
shriek of protest as Ed suddenly ripped the sheer panties off entirely.


"OOOOH NO, MR. SIMMONS!!! DON'T!!!" she cried, trying to cover the exposed 
glistening red mound of her pussy from the sight of the others.


"Don't worry ... with the salary you're going to be making around here from 
now on, you'll be able to afford a dozen pair like that ... every week!"


Lisa heard Barbara chuckle to herself. Even though it was a terrible thing 
to watch, everyone was enjoying it, Lisa could tell from the various 
comments around her in the comparatively dark part of the room. The soft 
lapping of the waves of the water bed punctuated their whispering, and Lisa 
once more felt sorry for Elizabeth, lying there like that, about to feel her 
brother Ed's big cock sinking deep in her pussy ... of course, the poor girl 
would probably end up enjoying it ... just like she had done ... but what a 
terrible thing to have to go through!


"You will all get to fuck her after me...." Ed said, lewdly, reaching 
forward to run his middle finger up the tightly closed vaginal slit, parting 
the softly clinging hairs of the maid's cunt and making smooth teasing 
contact with the slowly moistening flesh beneath. He hooked his middle 
finger slightly up into her tight little vaginal opening, and Elizabeth 
shivered and cried out in mortified agony.


Lisa could feel a rising lust in the pit of her belly as she kept her eyes 
glued to the lewd sight. Behind her, she could feel what must be Paul 
Blake's hands pulling up her kimono with a steady pull, and she found 
herself wiggling a little to help him out. She was really dying to be 
touched! As her naked buttocks met the air, she sighed with delicious 
anticipation, feeling her inner thighs moist and sticky with desire. Paul 
lifted her up slightly. She was more than ready, and reaching up under his 
robe, she grasped his hot, rigid cock, and pulled forward on it until Paul 
was right up against her buttocks from behind. Paul turned her on her 
stomach and straddling her, inserted his quivering rod between the little 
ridges of tender flesh of her pussy sticking his cock downward just beneath 
her ass-cheeks. This way, lying on her stomach, Lisa could still see all her 
now heavily breathing brother was doing to the voluptuously curved 
housekeeper. She wriggled a little so that Paul's cock pressured forward 
slowly, and by opening her legs slightly, allowed it to slither slowly up 
into her excitedly moistening pussy, sliding all the way up with one smooth 
stroke into her waiting womb.


"MMmmmmmmm!" she moaned, as she felt the thick rubber head, graze teasingly 
back against her cervix. Beside her she could see her sister-in-law 
straddling her husband, rising quickly up and down on Jim's rampant cock.


"Jesus ... jesus, jesus!" she kept on chanting as she rode him like an 
experienced jockey on a horse he knows very well indeed. Lisa could tell 
that she too was still watching her husband's performance, and this fact 
increased her own enjoyment of Paul Blake's hugely pulsating cock sunk deep 
up in her belly, and, finally, unable to take it anymore, Thelma Blake 
rolled over the wildly undulating water bed, her kimono long since 
discarded, and sat on top of Jim's face, with her back to Barbara, so that 
she could still see the fascinating show at the front of the room. Lisa 
wondered briefly if her husband, Jim, minded not being able to see a thing 
but Thelma Blake's nakedly flaring pussy ... and then decided that he was in 
no position to care! Her own mouth dropped open as she began bucking back 
against Paul, feeling him filling her cunt so deeply that it felt as though 
it might come all the way up out of her mouth! She rotated her hips hotly, 
brazenly, luxuriating in the wonderful swelling cock flesh inside her 
sensitive cervix and clenching the tightness of her cunt while marvelous 
moans of excitement rose to her throat.


Her enjoyment was made even more acute as she saw that the maid, Elizabeth, 
was now gasping in wild delight underneath her brother, Ed's groaning 
weight....


"Mr. Simmons ... Mr. Simmons!" she gasped, her mouth opening and closing in 
wild, abandoned passion.


"It's wonderful ... wonderful ...!"


Elizabeth was ripping her own bra off, and her enormous, firmly shaped 
breasts bounced into view. Ed bent her widely splayed knees back so far that 
they squeezed down into the heavy white mounds and pressed them flatly back 
onto her chest.


Lisa was cumming fast, and she could tell that the others beside her were 
close too. God it was fantastic!


"OH GOD, ED!!! DO IT TO HER!! FUCK IT TO HER!" Lisa couldn't help but cry 
out, egging her brother on.


"And then come and fuck it to me too!!!"


* * *


It went on and on throughout the night ... with all of them inventing a 
dozen variations on each theme. Elizabeth proved to be a wonderful new 
addition to the fun, and presently they were all laughing together as it 
seemed to be a question of who could cum just one more time!


Elizabeth could, it proved, while the women held her down and the men filled 
all three of her still warmly accepting orifices, her mouth, her streaming 
red cunt, and her tight puckered little anal passage!


When the long night was finally over and Paul and Thelma already left, a 
very tired Jim and Lisa said good-night at the front door, Elizabeth managed 
to give them both a hug before they left. Her eyes brimming with tears, she 
told them she hoped they'd come again soon.


Lisa turned to her brother and placing her arms around his neck, whispered 
into his ear. She could see that her husband Jim and Barbara were saying 
goodbye in a similar fashion.


"If it weren't for your big, hard cock," she said to him, "We wouldn't be 
such a happy couple tonight!"


"Your dear little pussy had a lot to do with it too, sis!" Ed said.


Jim and Lisa went to the car and stuck their heads out the window as they 
drove off.


"See you next week!" they waved happily. "And don't forget to invite the 
Thompson's over! They're a lot of fun!"


THE END
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FOREWORD


Because of the controversial nature of the subjects raised by this novel, A 
Father's Love has had an extensive pre-publication history. The author, 
Stephan Rawlins, is an American writer who has spent the last decade living 
in Western Sicily, a poverty-wracked, crime-ridden region rarely visited by 
tourists and not well studied by scholars and sociologists. As Mr. Rawlins 
was finishing the final chapters of this absorbing novel, he permitted an 
Italian translation to be made by a well-known Sicilian author who 
innocently allowed friends in government circles to read sections of the 
work. When word that the book would be published spread, certain highly 
placed government officials became disturbed and undertook to use the 
time-honored technique of claiming that the book was pornographic and 
obscene to prevent its release.


While plans for the publication of the English edition progressed, a court 
action was fought to prevent the Italian translation from being distributed. 
However as this edition goes to press, we have been informed that this crude 
attempt at censorship has been rejected by the courts and that A Father's 
Love can now be released to our Italian readers.


Publication of A Father's Love has also raised considerable controversy in 
legislative circles. While the above mentioned court case was still in 
progress, a Sicilian deputy to the Italian Parliament denounced the book in 
a speech to the assembly. During the sharp debate which followed, this 
deputy was challenged by representatives from other parts of the country and 
forced to admit that the facts as stated by Mr. Rawlins were correct and 
accurate.


What were the causes of this violent reaction? The novel tells the story of 
a young woman falling into an incestuous relationship with her father and 
this drama is told with a degree of frankness and sincerity which can only 
mean obscenity to the narrow-minded. Certainly many scenes in this book are 
remarkably erotic and may shock certain readers, but the publishers believe 
that A Father's Love is a work of true art.


But beyond the sexual content of this book, the authorities were disturbed 
by Mr. Rawlins' frank revelations concerning the aphrodisiac qualities of 
certain of the wines produced in Western Sicily. The fact that some of these 
locally manufactured wines were capable of stimulating the sexual appetite 
(particularly among women) and destroying the capacity for clear thought had 
long been known by the residents of the area. Under an informal but severe 
restriction by local authorities, exportation of this wine has been 
forbidden for decades and frequent attempts have been made to prohibit the 
peasants in these areas even from raising grapes. Since police and 
government officials have been unwilling to admit the existence of these 
wines, there has been a minimum of scientific research into the subject, but 
some preliminary studies at the University of Rome seem to indicate that the 
spring water used to irrigate the vineyards contains some as yet 
unidentified mineral which reacts only during the fermentation process to 
create one of the world's few known aphrodisiacs.


The editors regard publication of this book as a two-fold public service. 
First of all, it is an absorbing and stimulating psychological study of a 
father-daughter incestuous relationship, a subject which has been avoided by 
less courageous writers despite mounting evidence that relationships of this 
kind become more numerous each year. Secondly, it is a bold exploration of 
the curious properties of this strange Sicilian wine, an investigation 
carried out despite harassment and opposition by those attempting to conceal 
the facts and prevent a scientific examination of a serious subject.


CHAPTER ONE


Jonathan Oliver Winters successfully negotiated the last stretch of road 
leading to Romina's home, despite the fact that both of them had been 
drinking very heavily at their graduation party. Generally speaking, the 
evening had been fun for Romina, and she was happy to be finished with the 
tiresome business of classes and teachers and examinations and anxious to 
start the real life. On the other hand, she realized that she was going to 
miss the informal, good-natured companionship of her schoolmates and 
friends. They would all be separating now, inevitably, even though they had 
just finished swearing eternal promises to stay in touch. The out-of-towners 
would be returning to their home cities. Those who lived here in Boston 
would be getting married or going to work and starting their careers. All of 
her friends seemed to have their plans for the future completely made and of 
all the people she knew, Romina was the only one who had not yet decided 
what she was going to do with her life.


The idea of teaching in a grammar school or taking a position as a secretary 
in an office appalled her. She had majored in English literature in college 
and was finding that while the study of Shakespeare and Milton was an 
excellent general preparation for a lot of things, it was specific training 
for nothing in particular and despite her high marks and quick intelligence, 
it was clear that she would have to start at the bottom of the totem pole.


Jonathan parked his father's Oldsmobile in the alley next to her home, 
calculatingly moving the car far enough into the drive so that it could not 
be observed from the street, but not so far that they could be seen from the 
window. He had also carefully cut the motor just as the automobile left the 
street so that Mrs. Santini, Romina's mother, would not hear them arrive and 
interrupt the little project Jonathan Oliver Winters doubtless had in mind.


The lush black-haired girl sighed with irritation, having watched the boy go 
through this same painstaking procedure at least once a week for the past 
two years. Now the usual ritual would begin. After he had spent all that 
money on showing her a good time, she could hardly refuse him a few 
good-night kisses. Excited by this minimal bodily contact, Jonathan would 
press his attack, fumbling with the back of her dress with one hand while he 
stroked the tops of her knees with the other. Romina would soon be as busy 
as the general of an army, repelling an invasion here, warding off a thrust 
there, seizing a hand prepared to strike against a vital target down there 
and wiggling to avoid a frontal assault up here. The two of them had gone 
through this same exercise at least one hundred times in the two years they 
had been dating and in the privacy of her mind, Romina often wondered what 
it was about her that kept him returning to the attack week after week with 
no encouragement from her whatsoever and no hope of success.


When Jonathan's physical approaches had been spurned, he would normally turn 
to verbal arguments, talking about the new morality, the permissive society 
and the joys of the sensual life, all of which he had read about extensively 
in books. The young man was going on to law school next year and he could be 
quite eloquent when he wanted to be. When they had finished with sociology, 
he would launch into poetry, frequently reciting Marlowe's "The Passionate 
Shepherd to his Love" which he did rather well. Then he would make one final 
lunge, Romina would break away and their evening's entertainment would be 
over for the week.


Romina continued to accept dates with Jonathan and refuse offers from other 
boys because she had learned that the would-be lawyer could lose his case 
gracefully and peacefully. Some of the other boys she had dated were not so 
easily discouraged and after a couple of wrestling matches, some of which 
had come close to ending in disaster, she had decided to restrict her dating 
to people who quoted poetry.


"Romina," he said suddenly after they had both sat quietly for a few 
minutes, "Romina. I'm going away next week. My uncle wants me to work in his 
law office in New York for the summer to get some practical experience 
before I start Columbia in September. I guess I won't be seeing you much 
after this week, unless you decide to come to New York and work."


"I hadn't made any plans," she replied hesitantly, uncertain as to what he 
was getting at and wondering if this were a new tactic of some kind.


"We've been good friends, honey, and I want you to know that I'll always 
remember you. There's no point in pretending that this has been any great 
love affair. I'm not accusing you of anything, just stating the facts: you 
don't love me now and you probably never will. But I've been pretty fond of 
you and I want you to know that I'll miss you."


Romina was suddenly touched. After all, he had been a good friend and a very 
considerate escort, despite these little grab sessions after every date. But 
of course he was right; it had not been a great love affair. Romina's 
experience with men and love was limited, but she knew there would have to 
be a feeling deeper than friendship before any sparks could fly and until 
the sparks started flying she would have to go on refusing. But now he was 
telling her good-bye in no uncertain terms and she felt a little sad. 
Everything would be changed now. A whole new life was beginning and she 
suddenly realized that she was going to miss Jonathan Oliver Winters more 
than she would have believed possible. Acting out of impulse, she leaned 
forward and kissed him tenderly on the lips, thinking as she did so that it 
was the first time in their relationship that she had made the first move.


Instead of making his usual lunge in her direction, Jonathan contented 
himself with slipping an arm around her shoulders in the most brotherly 
fashion and prolonging their kiss. How much nicer it is like this, thought 
the young girl vaguely, when I don't have to worry about defending myself 
every minute. She had been kissed any number of times during her college 
career, but she had never been able to sit through one of these sessions 
without the morbid fear that she was doing something very evil and that she 
must continually remain on her guard against the possibility of losing her 
virtue. The Italian family in which she had been raised was big and great, 
but there had never been any doubt in the education Romina had received from 
her mother that there were certain things one could not do until after 
marriage.


As she shifted slightly in her seat, her foot struck against an object lying 
on the floor.


"Oh look!" she cried disgustedly. "We forgot to give them the wine!"


"It slipped my mind," admitted the boy. "Just as well, I'd say. The label's 
about ready to fall off. Where did you get it anyway? It looks a hundred 
years old."


"My mother would kill me if she knew," Romina explained. "I don't know where 
it came from originally, but we've had a half dozen bottles of it sitting in 
the cellar ever since I can remember. One of my relatives must have brought 
it over from Italy. I asked my mother once if we could drink some, and she 
almost went into convulsions. She said I could have some at home with my 
husband after I was safely married, and not before. She's never even let me 
touch it."


"What'll you do if she notices one is missing?" questioned the would-be 
lawyer, his legal mind already functioning.


"I could say I accidentally knocked it over," shrugged the young girl, 
crossing her bare legs and studying the label on the old bottle. "I thought 
it would make a nice hostess gift."


"Well, there's no point in smuggling it back into the house," offered 
Jonathan, reaching into the glove compartment and extracting a combination 
bottle opener and corkscrew. "We'll have a farewell toast." The cork was 
crumbling with age, but the young man managed to pull it out intact. He 
gallantly offered the first swig to Romina. Feeling a little funny about 
drinking directly out of the bottle, she raised it to her lips and took a 
healthy swallow.


The wine was somewhat warm after sitting on the floor of the car and had a 
pleasantly stingy taste, sharp but agreeable.


"It's still good," she commented, puckering her lips slightly from the 
heaviness of the flavor. "Here, you try some."


The boy drank deeply from the bottle, smacking his lips in a satisfied way 
as he handed her the bottle back. The two of them were thirsty and they 
drank and chatted, neither of them anxious to bring their last evening 
together to an end. Finally, when they had drank all but a few swallows, 
Jonathan recorked the bottle and laid it on the floor, settled back against 
the seat and threw an arm carelessly around her shoulders. Normally, for 
Romina, this was the signal for her to pull cautiously away, but she felt 
unusually mellow after drinking the wine and relaxed against his chest, 
deciding that this was, after all, their last night together.


Jonathan ran his fingers through her long black hair, touching her lightly 
behind the ears and caressing the back of her neck while Romina remarked to 
herself that there was nothing immoral about this and noted how nice it 
felt. Smoothing her dress down over her white full thighs, she remembered 
how her mother had protested against her wearing this outfit as she was 
leaving the house for the party earlier that evening. She giggled a little 
drunkenly at the thought and Jonathan interrupted their kiss to offer her a 
penny for her thoughts.


"I was just thinking about my mother," she answered.


"If my kisses remind you of your mother, there is definitely something wrong 
with my technique," he joked.


"No, it isn't that," she laughed. "Mom was terribly worried about this dress 
I'm wearing. She said it was immoral!"


The young man glanced down at the lithe beautiful girl he had been dating 
for two years and now would probably never see again. She had the body of a 
young Greek goddess, with full lush breasts straining against the fabric of 
the flimsy miniskirt her mother had condemned as indecent. The skirt was 
unusually short, revealing the girl's creamy fluid thighs and slender 
tapered legs. Her black smooth hair, worn long and flowing over her 
shoulders emphasized the texture of her smooth fair skin. Romina's mother 
had been wrong in saying that the dress was immoral since on another girl it 
would have been regarded as perfectly normal. With Romina's voluptuously 
curved young shape, unfortunately, almost anything she wore looked slightly 
immoral and Mrs. Santini had been struggling for years to dress her daughter 
in baggy shapeless garments which would conceal her large ripe breasts and 
tantalizingly firm thighs from a lusty world.


Late in the evening while she was dancing, one of Romina's straps had broken 
and the other one began to bite painfully into her shoulder. After a few 
unsuccessful attempts to repair the situation with a safety pin, she had 
removed them both, allowing the gown to slip even lower over her widely 
spaced well-formed breasts. Now, as Jonathan looked down on her, he could 
see the beginning of the dark area around her nipples and gloomily admitted 
to himself that this was probably all he would ever see.


Since the weather had already turned quite warm, Romina had gone out without 
stockings and as she moved on the front seat of the car, the dress climbed 
up toward her hips, revealing her splendid well-tanned legs. Tearing his 
eyes away from this vision, he turned her head toward him again and kissed 
her lightly on the lips. To his surprise, she did not retreat as usual, but 
sighed languidly and nestled closer into his arms.


Running his hands over her smooth warm shoulders without provoking any 
objection, Jonathan became bolder and allowed one of his hands to drop to 
the tops of her breasts. Romina immediately caught his hand but the strange 
wine had burned away the fine edge of her moral sense and she did not brush 
it away as usual but pressed it more firmly against herself. This was 
unfamiliar terrain for the girl and she noticed with surprise that she was 
breathing faster and wondered if the liquor was responsible for these 
strange sensations. She could feel her full brown nipples expanding and 
hardening, something which had never happened before under these 
circumstances and the black-haired, full-breasted girl was puzzled for a 
moment, wondering if something was physically wrong with her. It occurred to 
her wine-dazzled mind that this was precisely the kind of dangerous 
situation her mother had warned her about, but somehow the older woman's 
words did not seem applicable to the things she was feeling. She did not 
love Jonathan, this she knew even when intoxicated, but she found it 
impossible to deny the slow burning sensation which was rising unbearably up 
between her thighs.


Romina slipped her hand inside the young man's jacket and rubbed his chest 
affectionately, at the same time releasing her hold on his other hand. A 
little amazed at his own success, the daring boy deliberately slipped his 
fingers down the front of her dress and cupped her smooth white breast in 
his trembling hand.


The effect on Romina was amazing! Until this point, she had been rational 
despite the wine and almost calm, experimenting a little with her emotions 
and her body and listening very carefully to that voice in the back of her 
head telling her that the situation was becoming dangerous. Now the voice 
had almost disappeared and she was conscious only of the waves of pleasure 
which began to rush through her wine-numbed body.


Her mother had warned her repeatedly that it was sinful for her to touch 
these parts of her body or let anyone else touch them and she had never 
before known this kind of stimulation. As Jonathan's kiss persisted, she 
felt his hand gliding gently along the silky smoothness of her legs and 
without thinking, she spread her thighs slightly, allowing a sigh to escape 
her lips. Another powerful wave of pleasure started up from her now 
sensually quivering hips and into her flat smooth little belly and she 
moaned slightly as he removed his hand from her breast, reached around 
behind her and deftly undid the zipper on her dress. There was a feeling of 
enormous relief as her large, ripely youthful tits tumbled free of the 
restraints imposed by her dress and before she could collect her thoughts 
and stop him, Jonathan bent swiftly and fastened his mouth on the tip of one 
nakedly throbbing breast.


Panic fighting with the growing lust in her body, she tried drunkenly to 
force his head away from her traitorously responding nipple, but then 
surrendered as a new surge of lewdly wicked sensation swept over her 
trembling body, and she pulled him even more tightly against her.


"Oh God! Jonathan ... you're driving me mad!" she mumbled, amazed at the 
suddenness with which this powerful emotion had swept over her. She had 
never dreamed herself capable of doing things like this, or allowing a man 
to touch her in this way. This was precisely the kind of thing her mother 
had always warned her against and now it was happening and she was doing 
nothing to stop it. What would become of her? What did this mean?


The young man moved his lips adroitly from one breast to the other, sucking 
her hard brown nipples gently between his lips and licking them softly with 
his tongue and Romina hardly noticed as his hand began caressing the soft, 
inner flesh between her limp, unresisting thighs. Her own hands were busy as 
well, hungrily touching his chest and face in a way she had never done while 
they were dancing.


His fingers continued to commit their delicious aggression, moving up the 
softness of her naked thighs to caress her warmly quivering stomach. Her 
dress lay bunched uselessly up around her waist, her succulent young breasts 
bare and her tempting loins protected only by the pair of flimsy white nylon 
panties she was wearing. Romina played with the buttons on his shirt, 
suddenly realizing she was unbuttoning him, possessed by a frantic, 
unconscious desire to feel his chest against her naked breast tips with 
nothing in between. Jonathan, amazed by his sudden success with a girl who 
had permitted him nothing more passionate than a friendly kiss for over two 
years, summoned up his courage and decided to go exactly as far as she would 
let him. Moving his hand slowly and carefully down the warm flatness of her 
stomach, he slipped his fingers beneath the thin nylon crotch band of her 
panties to her softly curling pubic hair and enclosed her wet throbbing 
pussy hotly in the palm of his hand.


"Ahhhhhh!" she groaned, sliding her almost naked young buttocks further down 
in the seat and spreading her legs even wider to allow him more complete 
access to the warmly throbbing cunt lips in between. In her wine-clouded 
mind, Romina slowly became conscious of the fact that her hips and loins 
were no longer accepting orders from her brain. Without realizing it, she 
had been grinding her buttocks fiercely into the seat, twitching and 
squirming as Jonathan increased the tempo of his caresses. As his hand swept 
over her tiny tingling clitoris, the whole world seemed to change for her. 
She forgot about the possibility of her mother coming out to investigate or 
the fact that this was supposed to be their last night together. The 
sensations he was creating in her trembling body filled her mind completely 
and she made no protest when he lifted her buttocks off the seat and slipped 
the frail white panties down over her smoothly rounded buttocks and sleek 
thighs and onto the floor. She had never before been naked in front of a man 
and the cool evening air teased against the rising moisture up between her 
legs, adding to the frenzy of her excitement.


With the last protection of her panties gone, Jonathan's hand returned to 
the moist warmth of her pubic region and she groaned as his middle finger 
began to part the softness of her cunt hair and slowly, teasingly, penetrate 
the wetness of her tiny virginal vagina. Romina was only technically a 
virgin, having lost her physical virginity while horseback riding as a 
teenager, but this was the first time in her life that she had ever had the 
experience of feeling the inside of her vagina touched and a tingling 
sensation unlike anything else she had ever known dominated her belly and 
loins, the most maddening pleasure she could imagine.


Jonathan looked down on the writhing, nakedly moaning girl with pure 
amazement. His own excitement increased by leaps and bounds as he studied 
the rapid rise and fall of her rib cage and the excited little throbbing 
motion of her nipples, now hard and tantalizing. Many a night he had 
thrashed around in his lonely bed imagining her mountainous young breasts 
nude and defenseless in his hands, and he had difficulty believing that they 
were finally within his reach, open and offered up for anything he chose to 
do with them. Below the crumpled useless dress which had so inadequately 
covered her firm luscious body, his hands had full possession of the thin 
hair-lined slit of her cunt, exposed and visibly glistening from her wetness 
even in the half-light of the moon.


Then with, with a sudden inspiration, he dropped to the seat and nuzzled his 
head between her open legs, snaking his tongue hotly into the thin fleshy 
gap his fingers had opened in the softly curling matte of her pubic hair.


"Aaaaagggggg!" she groaned, so loudly that he was afraid that someone would 
hear them. As be swirled and licked voraciously at the warm feminine fluids 
of her open hungry cunt, he undid his trousers and taking her hand in his, 
he wrapped her small thin fingers around his now rigid cock.


Romina thrilled inwardly when she heard his gasp of pleasure and she pressed 
his length with her fingers as hard as she could. She had seen her 
boy-cousins in the bath as children and remembered a male penis as a puny, 
limp little thing. Despite her modern education in biology at the 
university, she had never quite understood how such an inadequate instrument 
could ever accomplish all that the textbooks had claimed it could do. Now, 
in spite of the strange effects of the wine, she understood.


Throwing herself back on the seat, she pulled the still astonished Jonathan 
over her, waiting impatiently for him to drop between her widespread legs as 
he fumbled with his pants in an effort to free himself for intercourse.


"Come, come, oh God, come!! " she called to him drunkenly and he dropped his 
trousers on the floor of the car. Now naked himself and ready for action, he 
poised himself between her outstretched knees and plunged forward, 
accidentally forcing one of her legs against the car horn as he struggled to 
enter her body.


"For Christ's sake," he yelled, yanking her knee away from the horn as he 
felt his cock begin to wilt from the sudden shock and noise. But the horn 
did not stop, continuing to blare out into the night, advertising to 
everyone within a radius of five hundred yards that something was going on 
in the alley of the Santini house.


Jonathan, using language which Romina had never heard before, struggled 
violently with the horn, his cock going completely limp as he fumbled with 
the steering wheel.


Sobered suddenly by absolute terror, Romina dove for the floor of the car, 
searching desperately for her white nylon panties. At the same moment, 
Jonathan abandoned his futile attempts to repair the horn and started to 
struggle into his pants. The two of them banged their heads together, cursed 
each other furiously and managed to get more or less dressed by the time 
Mrs. Santini poked her head out the bathroom window and asked them angrily 
what was wrong. Buttoning his shirt frantically and jumping out of the car, 
Jonathan pulled up the hood and yanked the horn wires free, restoring 
silence to the night.


Assuring her mother that she would be right in, Romina made a few 
last-minute adjustments to her appearance in the rear view mirror and 
accepted a cigarette from Jonathan to calm her nerves before facing her 
mother. Their last few minutes of conversation were strained, neither making 
any reference to what had just happened, or almost happened. When the 
cigarette burned down to the filter, Romina allowed the young man to peck 
her on the cheek and fled the car, her mind still filled with fear and 
wonder.


Now somewhat sobered by her experience, the lithe young girl fully expected 
that her mother would take one look at her face and know instinctively what 
had happened, but the older woman seemed distracted and unhappy, lost in her 
own thoughts. Romina noticed what seemed to be tears in her mother's eyes as 
she entered the living room and found her bent over a newspaper.


Mrs. Santini, at forty-five, was still an attractive woman, the startling 
good looks she had boasted as a girl having mellowed gracefully into the 
gentle dignified beauty of middle age. She had devoted most of the last 
twenty years to raising her daughter, carefully stretching out a small 
inheritance received from her father, a successful Italian immigrant who had 
made his money in the clothing trade. A deeply religious woman, she lived 
and prayed for the day when her daughter would be securely and happily 
married and begin producing grandchildren for her.


Mrs. Santini had not remarried after the death of her husband and Romina had 
never known her to take the slightest interest in another man. The two 
women, mother and daughter, were unusually close, and Romina was 
sufficiently upset and worried by what had just happened to feel the need to 
confide in her mother.


"Mom, I've got to talk to you," she began bravely, sitting down across from 
the gray-haired woman and lighting another cigarette, despite her mother's 
often expressed disapproval for her smoking. "Mother, something terrible 
just happened ... I mean it didn't happen but it could have---"


"I heard the horn blowing," Mrs. Santini replied inconsequentially, 
apparently still distracted by her own thoughts. "Will Jonathan be able to 
repair his car?"


"Yes, I don't know, that's not what I meant. Mom, you know I've always tried 
to be a good girl. I've listened to what you said, always, and tried to 
avoid bad situations."


"What are you trying to tell me, Romina?"


"I'm trying to tell you something went wrong tonight! Jonathan told me he 
was leaving for New York and probably wouldn't be seeing me again. He was 
kissing me good-bye and suddenly I ... I lost control. I don't know how it 
happened. It wasn't his fault, the poor thing, he's been the perfect 
gentleman for as long as I can remember and he didn't start it, I did. 
Mother, it just came over me, this ... this feeling!" And she burst into 
tears and buried her face in her mother's lap.


"Did it happen?" the older woman asked gently.


"No," sobbed Romina in reply. "But no thanks to me. The horn got stuck and 
brought me to my senses in time. Oh, what does it mean? How could this 
happen to me?"


Romina was genuinely perplexed at her own behavior. She had deliberately 
neglected to mention her theft and drinking of that bottle of Italian wine, 
but she frankly failed to see how it could have had any effect on the 
situation. Despite her mother's strictness on the" subject of alcoholic 
beverages, she had drunk wine frequently at family get-togethers and 
occasionally had taken enough to get tipsy. Never had she felt emotions 
remotely resembling what she had experienced tonight. No, she decided, it 
couldn't have been the wine. But what had it been?


Mrs. Santini stroked her daughter's hair for a few minutes before answering.


"It isn't your fault, baby," she said finally. "This was built into you 
before you were born. I hoped and prayed you would inherit my blood and not 
your father's but I realize that I've been fooling myself for a long time. 
You're your father's daughter and there's nothing that can be done about 
it."


"What do you mean?" questioned the girl. "What about my father?"


Mrs. Santini carefully folded her glasses and put them away, giving Romina 
the opportunity to observe that her mother had, in fact, been crying. The 
older woman sighed heavily, avoiding her daughter's eyes as she began to 
speak.


"Well, you know that my family came from Northern Italy. They were all 
quiet, calm people who worked hard and when my father came here to this 
country, he didn't come as a penniless immigrant. We were respectable 
law-abiding people. Your grandfather never approved of my husband because he 
was a Sicilian. It seems foolish sitting here in Boston, but these things 
are important in Italy. The northerners think of Sicilians as terrible 
lawless noisy people and I guess most of the time that's what they are. Your 
father was different. He was kind, very considerate, but he was every inch a 
Sicilian. I ... I guess I'm beating around the bush, but the fact is that he 
was an extremely passionate man. I don't mean just in love, but in 
everything. He was capable, sometimes, of flying right out of control. And I 
think you've got some of his character in you. That's why I tried so hard to 
teach you to look before you leaped because he never did."


Romina was moved by this admission and startled to think of her mother 
confessing that her late husband was an "extremely passionate man." Somehow 
she could not imagine her quiet staid mother having anything to do with 
passionate men and the thought rather shocked her. What kind of man had her 
father really been? Was there some shameful family secret she knew nothing 
about?


"Mom, tell me a little about Dad," she pleaded. "You hardly ever talk about 
him!"


"What is there to say, really? We knew each other for such a short period of 
time. He came here from Italy to get a new start on life. We didn't know 
each other very long before we were married and I got pregnant with you 
almost immediately. Then he had to fly back to Italy on Christmas because 
his father was dying and the plane crashed. It happened all so fast. 
Fortunately, my father had made some money and we never had to worry about 
starving."


"Yes, but what was he like?" Romina insisted, still unsatisfied.


"He was a very good man, no matter what people may say. He was not well 
educated because he never had the chance to go to school but he was 
intelligent and always had a great interest in education. It was he who 
insisted that we teach you Italian. He would have loved to hear how well you 
speak the language now. He'd be so proud of you."


"But ... aren't there any details I should know?" Romina persisted.


"What good are details?" Mrs. Santini exclaimed, making a gesture of 
resignation with her hands. "Why should I burden you with these things? It's 
bad enough that every Christmas day for the rest of my life I will remember 
getting that telegram saying that his plane had gone down."


"But Mom, why aren't there any pictures of him around the house? I'd like to 
know what he looked like at least."


"Oh, I've explained a million times that he had this thing about 
photographs. He never let anyone take a picture of him and there weren't 
even any photographers at our wedding. It must have been some Sicilian 
superstition. Just as well. Forgetting's hard enough without having the 
house plastered with pictures that only bring back memories."


"But Momma..." Romina began again, but her mother cut her off with a wave of 
the hand and rose unsteadily from her chair.


"I'm tired, honey, and we've both had our share of emotional upsets for one 
day. I'm going to bed." Letting the newspaper she had been reading fall to 
the floor, Mrs. Santini kissed her daughter and moved off toward her 
bedroom, walking slowly and tiredly.


Strange, thought the girl, now alone in the familiar room. She was unhappy 
about something before I came in. Was she thinking about father? Or did 
something in the newspaper make her sad?


Idly, the girl picked up the newspaper and scanned the front page. The news 
was usual: a revolution in South America; the cost of living was expected to 
rise; the vice-president had made a speech. Mrs. Santini rarely followed 
news stories and hardly ever bought a paper. What could the problem be?


At the bottom of the page, a short article caught Romina's eye and her 
lifelong interest in Italy inspired her to read it.


Palermo, I June (AP) According to Police officials here, the legendary 
Sicilian bandit, Il Volpe, has once again narrowly escaped capture by 
Italian law enforcement officials. Sources in the Ministry of the Interior 
state that pressure to find Il Volpe mounted after the Baron Gianfranco 
delta Ville, one of Sicily's wealthiest men, was robbed of nearly a quarter 
of a million dollars. After mobilization by elements of the Italian Army, a 
painstaking search was made of the hill country near the Western Sicilian 
town of Strappani, long a headquarters for the bandit's operations. Two days 
ago, a company of Army regulars surprised Il Volpe in an isolated farm house 
together with five or six members of his band. After a furious fire fight, 
troops stormed the building, only to find it inexplicably empty. Since then 
no trace has been found of the bandits and the local Army headquarters today 
announced that the search was being suspended for the time being.


Il Volpe, whose name means "The Fox" in Italian, has long been a popular 
hero of the peasants in this poor and underdeveloped region of Sicily and it 
is believed that much of the money stolen from the Baron della Ville has 
found its way into the pockets of the poorer farmers and shepherds in the 
countryside. Il Volpe achieved national attention a few years ago when he 
prevented a Northern Italian bank from carrying out a widespread program of 
foreclosing overdue mortgages on peasant farmers in the Strappani area by 
systematically assassinating bank officials. After five years' intermittent 
warfare, the bank was forced to conclude an informal truce and the 
peasant-farmers were allowed to keep their farms.


In contrast to the popular image of the bandit, Il Volpe is said to be 
soft-spoken and well educated, a man in his mid-forties. As a youth, he was 
accused of a crime of honor, having murdered a policeman who had molested 
his sister. He fled to the United States in 1949, but Italian authorities 
were able to trace him and requested his extradition. In 1950, he was 
deported to Italy. Upon his arrival in chains at the Palermo airport, he 
engineered the first of a series of sensational escapes, fleeing into the 
mountains where for twenty years he has carried out his "Robin Hood" 
operations and successfully defied the efforts of the Italian police to put 
him under lock and key.


Beneath the news story, there was a photograph of Il Volpe, obviously taken 
by the police during one of the outlaw's short periods of captivity. The 
face was thin and sensitive with large intelligent eyes and a strong nose. 
It was the picture of a very hard man, obviously capable of killing, and yet 
Romina found the face strangely appealing. Thinking of the comfortable 
weakness of a man like Jonathan Oliver Winters, Romina allowed her fantasy 
to play for a moment, imagining what it would be like to be kissed by Il 
Volpe. If a puny, would-be lawyer could arouse that much passion in her, 
think what this fiery outlaw could do!


Ah, but these were foolish and sinful thoughts because there were no 
romantic outlaws in her life and even the puny would-be lawyer had just said 
good-bye and fled to his uncle's law office in


New York. Enough! she told herself sternly, shaking herself to drive away 
these impure ideas. There would be time for all this when she found the 
right man and married him and meanwhile there would be no repeat 
performances of tonight's filthy little spectacle, no matter what passions 
she had supposedly inherited from her mysterious father. She shuddered at 
what she had almost done with Jonathan and scolded herself for letting a 
silly picture of some Sicilian bandit get her all worked up a second time.


Folding the newspaper carefully, she switched out the living room lights, 
checked to see that the front door was locked and retired to her bedroom. 
Her sense of depression returned as she closed the door behind her and faced 
the neat comfortable room she had slept in for most of her life.


Here I am, she said as she languidly removed her clothing, twenty-one years 
old. All my life people have been telling me that I am beautiful and I don't 
even have a boyfriend any more! Struck by a strange compulsion, she stood in 
front of her full-length mirror and studied herself as she removed each 
garment. Her breasts were widely separated and unusually full, but a 
lifetime of athletics had kept them firm and bouncy. With surprise, she 
noted that her nipples were still swollen and extended, and even ached a 
little. She ran her hands over the brown, ripe little buds and they reacted 
immediately to her touch, straining desperately against her fingers and 
frightened, she pulled her hands away. For some reason, the face of that 
bandit, II Something-or-other, remained in her memory and she fought off a 
temptation to go and read the newspaper article about him again.


Instead she hung her dress carelessly over the back of a chair, kicked off 
her shoes and giggled involuntarily as she discovered that she had put her 
panties on inside out when the car horn had unexpectedly begun to advertise 
their presence in the alleyway. She slipped off the panties, still moist in 
the vagina band from her earlier passion, and faced herself again in the 
mirror.


She would have to start watching her weight carefully in a few years, she 
decided. Now, her waist was slender and girlish, and her tummy was flat and 
smooth, but Italian girls had a tendency to spread in their twenties and 
Romina resolved not to be one of them. Her mother was still trim at 
forty-five and she could-do the same.


Studying her pubic region in the reflection, she observed with a shock that 
there were still fine pearly droplets of liquid from her own body on her 
thighs. The soft dark hairs of her pussy were moist and matted and she could 
clearly see the red parted lips of her tiny vagina, usually closed and out 
of sight, but now open and exposed where Jonathan had teased them into 
excitement.


Frightened by the force of her own sexuality, she quickly snapped out the 
lights and jumped into her single bed, not even bothering to put on a pair 
of pajamas. It was almost four in the morning and she felt a curious 
combination of drunken excitement and sleepiness, her mind invaded time and 
time again by strange fantasy images of Sicilian bandits, sometimes merging 
with Jonathan. For a few moments, she fell asleep, immediately lapsing into 
a dream that she was again in the front seat of the car necking, but her 
partner was not Jonathan but Il Volpe, whose picture she had seen in the 
paper, and he was caressing her tenderly with a sureness and skill which 
poor Jonathan had never possessed. Her eyes opening as she fell out of the 
dream, she discovered that she was covered with sweat and that the hand in 
her dreams which had been stroking the trembling lips of her vagina was in 
actual fact her own. Throwing off the blankets and retaining only the sheet, 
Romina turned over on her stomach and wrapped her hands around the pillow to 
keep them out of temptation's way, but as soon as consciousness began to 
fade, she reentered the dream world and her hips began grinding inexorably 
into the mattress. Telling herself that she was asleep and therefore not 
fully responsible for what she was doing, her hand once again crept down to 
caress the soft moist fleece between the legs. As she fingered the soft 
fleshy folds of her cunt, she found that the sensation increased in strength 
and intensity and in a few minutes she cried aloud in the night as a storm 
of incredible pleasure swept over her. Then, exhausted, she slept.


CHAPTER TWO


When she forced her eyes open in the morning, Romina observed a number of 
things: first, it was very late, almost eleven o'clock, and her mother would 
have been up several hours ago, already attended morning church services and 
departed for the youth center where she did volunteer charity work. Her 
second observation concerned the fact that she was starting the day with a 
colossal hangover. Her lips felt dry and cracked. Her head thundered with 
pain and her eyes objected to focusing.


She staggered out of bed, splashed water on her face in the bathroom and 
caught sight of herself in the mirror. That was quite a session last night, 
she told herself grimly, observing the scratches on her thighs made with her 
own fingernails. And it must never happen again!


Feeling aimless and depressed, the girl pulled on a housecoat and wandered 
into the kitchen to prepare some coffee. As the coffee pot burbled and 
chortled its way to percolation, she suddenly remembered the newspaper 
article she had read the night before and decided to read it again while she 
was having her breakfast of coffee and aspirins. She glanced around the 
living room and discovered to her annoyance that it was no longer there. The 
furniture had been dusted and the ashtrays were empty, a fact which 
suggested that her mother had tidied up and had probably thrown the 
newspaper into the garbage.


Irritated, she investigated the contents of the garbage pail, feeling 
nauseated by the smell of grapefruit rinds and coffee grounds. At the bottom 
of the pail, stained and crumpled, she located the newspaper. Pulling it out 
to see if it was still in readable condition, she spread the paper on the 
kitchen table and smoothed it out with her fingers.


With a shock, she saw that the article about the bandit had been neatly 
clipped out! It was no longer there. For some reason, her mother had wanted 
to save that article. How strange!


The coffee was ready and she poured herself a cup and drank it black while 
her mind, still not fully awake, pondered this surprising development. Of 
what possible interest could an article about a Sicilian robber be to a 
forty-five year old Italo-American lady who had lived in Boston all of her 
life?


Mom is a very normal person, Romina thought, but she does have these little 
secrets. There is that mysterious person who sends her roses once a year, 
for example. Mom claims she has no idea where they come from, but who 
believes that! And that gold earring in the shape of a fox which she wears 
around her neck all the time. I'd like to know what happened to the mate of 
that set and why she wears it every day. No question about it, there is more 
to her than she is willing to admit. And what's the big mystery about Dad? 
Why don't my aunts and uncles ever mention him? Somebody, somewhere, some 
time must have taken a picture of him, so why isn't there one around? And 
now she clips articles out of the paper about some Italian bandit: how does 
this fit into the picture?


No answer immediately presented itself and Romina was still not feeling 
quite awake, so she decided to take her shower and get the day started. She 
stripped and stepped into the stream of water, turning it first warm, then 
scalding hot and finally ice cold. As she jumped out shivering onto the 
bathroom rug and reached for the towel, the thought suddenly hit her.


Suppose her father was not dead? Suppose he was alive somewhere, having run 
off with another woman or in jail, convicted of some terrible crime? And the 
bandit in Sicily, who was he? Her father's brother? Or her mother's old 
boyfriend? Or ... Or, oh God, even her father?


Stunned by the enormity of what she was thinking, she forgot to turn off the 
shower or dry herself with the towel. It's impossible, she tried to reassure 
herself. It simply could not be. And yet, everything pointed to the fact 
that there was something strange about her father's disappearance and the 
article about the Sicilian bandit added a whole new dimension to the 
problem.


Romina walked nakedly into the living room, dripping water on the rug and 
pondering the dilemma. She had to knew the truth! But how? Asking her mother 
was clearly out of the question. If the older woman had wanted her to know, 
she would have told her years ago. She had obviously gone to great lengths 
to keep her from getting at the truth. Besides, the thought of confronting 
her mother with a barrage of questions was simply impossible. Mrs. Santini 
would simply declare, as she had in the past, that the subject was not open 
for discussion.


So what to do? Attacking the problem logically, the first step was to verify 
the details of her father's death. With a new sense of determination, Romina 
called for a cab and then marched into her bedroom to dress.


* * *


"The name again, Miss?" asked the official as he bent over his file.


"Antonio Santini."


"Can you spell it?"


"S-a-n-t-i-n-i," obliged Romina.


Mr. Baynes, Assistant Deputy Director of the Boston Branch of the Federal 
Aeronautics Administration, was not normally sympathetic to the assorted 
oddballs and nuts who wandered in off the streets asking various strange 
questions. Just last week there had been that crazy professor who was making 
a comparative study of plane crashes and the phases of the moon. And a few 
days before that a student had come in asking for help on a term paper he 
was writing on the aviation of the Civil War. He had seemed so hurt when 
Baynes had explained that airplanes had not been invented until after the 
Civil War. Mr. Baynes had been barely polite to the professor and downright 
rude to the student, but this girl was different somehow. Even though the 
answer to her question could only be found after digging through piles of 
dusty documents, she seemed so sincere and so earnest (and so good-looking) 
that he did his best to help her.


"And exactly when did this plane crash occur?"


"It would have been either early Christmas morning or possibly the day 
before. My mother said that she got the telegram on Christmas Day."


"And you don't know the name of the airline?"


"No, only that it was going from Boston to Italy."


"And the year is 1950."


"That's right."


The bureaucrat sighed and pulled open another drawer, wondering when the day 
would arrive when all this information could be fed into a computer and 
retrieved by pushing a button. He located a folder for all air crashes which 
occurred in 1950, together with the passenger lists. He began thumbing 
through the papers.


"Here's an accident on a New York-London flight in October," he offered 
helpfully.


"I don't think that could be it."


"Ah, here's December. There was a daily Pan Am flight and a twice-a-week 
shuttle by Alitalia during this period. Also some American Airlines charter 
flights."


"Yes?" prompted Romina helpfully.


"But no crashes."


"But no crashes?" repeated the black-haired girl, as if stunned.


"No crashes at all during the last half of December anywhere in the world, 
Miss. And certainly none on the flights you're talking about. I've double 
checked this every way I can think of. My only guess is that someone has 
been telling you a tall story about Mr. Santini's disappearance."


Romina thanked Mr. Baynes for his help and walked out into the bright sunny 
afternoon, her hangover headache still bothering her, and still incapable of 
digesting the information she had just received. No plane crashes at 
Christmas time in 1950. Her mother and her entire family had been lying to 
her all her life about her father, concealing something. But what?


1950. The date somehow rang a bell in her mind. What else had happened in 
1950. It was the year she was conceived, of course, but she had seen the 
date somewhere else and very recently. Suddenly the words from the newspaper 
article about Il Volpe came rushing back to her. "And in 1950, he was 
deported to Italy ... "


Meditating, Romina walked slowly through the Boston Commons towards her bus 
stop. She had a good deal to consider.


CHAPTER THREE


"Good-bye, darling, have a good time in Arizona!" cried Mrs. Santini as 
Romina started up the ramp to the boarding platform, struggling with 
tickets, purse and hand baggage. "Don't forget to send me a postcard now and 
then to let me know how you're getting on."


"Bye, Mom, take care of yourself!" the girl shouted in response, thrusting 
her boarding pass at the airline official and climbing the stairs to the 
waiting aircraft. There was no question that Mrs. Santini would receive 
postcards from Arizona, describing the beauty of the desert and the Grand 
Canyon, not to mention the fun she was having in the company of her old 
school chum from Phoenix who had graciously offered to put her up for the 
summer. In fact, the postcards had already been written, stamped and 
forwarded in a large envelope to Charlotte Baker, a former classmate who 
lived in Phoenix, with instructions that they be mailed to her mother once a 
week. Charlotte, who was fond of intrigues and amorous adventures, was the 
perfect person to act as a conspirator in such an undertaking as this and 
Romina had allowed her former classmate to believe that she was, in fact, 
going off on an illicit vacation with a man.


The Boston-New York shuttle was too brief to allow her any time for her own 
thoughts, particularly since she was seated next to a young mother with two 
children, both of whom had a distinct tendency toward air sickness. Romina 
landed in New York slightly nauseated herself from all the mopping up she 
had been forced to do.


Other than Jonathan Oliver Winters, Romina did not know a soul in New York, 
so there was no point in calling anyone or going into the City itself. 
Instead, she found her way immediately to the Alitalia counter and booked 
her passage through to Rome and then Palermo. She was fortunate because 
there was a flight with vacancies leaving within an hour, and before she had 
time to contemplate the wisdom of her actions any further, she was sitting 
on a sleek Alitalia 707 and fastening her seat belt for the take-off.


When the No Smoking sign flickered and went off, Romina gratefully lit a 
cigarette and settled back in her seat. Now that the die was cast, she began 
to entertain serious doubts about the whole project. Perhaps there was some 
very good reason why her mother had hidden from her the secrets surrounding 
her own birth and the disappearance of her father. Perhaps it would be 
better, after all, if she remained in ignorance. Furthermore, how much 
chance did she have of succeeding? Damn little, she was forced to admit. 
Supposing Il Volpe did know something or even supposing that he was her real 
father, could he be found? The Italian police were having their difficulties 
locating him and how could she hope to succeed where they had failed? Of 
course, she did have one advantage the Italian police did not, since she 
posed no physical threat to Il Volpe and he could have no possible reason 
for hiding from her.


The trans-Atlantic flight passed without incident. Romina, exhausted by the 
emotional turmoil in which she had lived for the past few weeks, took the 
opportunity to sleep most of the way across. She was seated next to an 
elderly Sicilian priest and the two of them chatted sporadically, giving her 
a chance to practice her Italian. She had been studying the language for 
years and already spoke it fluently. Her own relatives were Northern 
Italians, but several of the tradesmen in her neighborhood were Sicilians 
and she had taken the trouble to learn the dialect of that region. She knew 
she would have no difficulty communicating when she arrived and even the 
priest complimented her on her linguistic ability.


At Rome she changed planes for the shuttle to Palermo, but once again her 
schedule was tight, giving her no time to mop around at the airport and 
think about changing her mind. Flying South, she examined Italy from the 
air, enjoying the alternation of irregularly shaped green and brown patches 
of land, seeing the country become more desolate and wild as they flew away 
from the prosperous North. Then the plane arched out over the sea and there 
was nothing to look at for the last hour of her journey until the shores of 
Sicily suddenly appeared. In another moment, they were on the ground at the 
Palermo airport and she felt the heat as soon as the aircraft taxied to a 
halt. Thanks to the time change in flying over the Atlantic, it was still 
mid-day and Romina considered staying over in Palermo for a few days to 
spend some more time practicing her Italian and getting used to the idea of 
being in Italy.


More excuses, she told herself severely. You're not here for sightseeing and 
you have a job to do, so get on with it. At the Palermo air station, she 
asked for and received instructions on transportation to Strappani and 
arranged for a hotel room to be waiting for her when she arrived in the 
little town, since the journey overland was long and hard, and she would 
hardly arrive in condition to wander the streets looking for a place to 
stay.


The bus was old enough to have been used in General Garibaldi's last 
campaign and the driver drove it with savage ruthlessness, sparing neither 
tires, nor brakes nor passengers. Romina had hoped to catch a few hours 
sleep on the way, but she found herself being thrown violently bad: and 
forth as the ancient vehicle careened terrifyingly along mountain roads, 
making sleep entirely out of the question. The countryside through which 
they were passing was savage and brutal, with very little vegetation and 
fewer and fewer signs of cultivation or even civilization as they approached 
the western tip of the island. Here and there on the hillside, she could see 
shepherd's huts, or small poor-looking farms and they occasionally passed 
peasants leading thin, tortured donkeys along the side of the road, heavily 
burdened with bales of sticks. From time to time, the bus was forced to slow 
to a crawl in order to pass through a herd of sheep being driven down the 
road. Everywhere she looked there were signs of poverty and harshness. Even 
the land itself seemed to be uncompromising and cruel, as if it resented 
being inhabited by mere mortal man.


Strappani was only a few miles from the sea, and as they approached the 
water, a gentle breeze from the Mediterranean brought some relief from the 
staggering heat. Romina tried to strike up a conversation with some of her 
fellow passengers, but found them sullen and suspicious and unwilling to 
exchange more than a few muttered comments about the temperature. The men 
gaped at her boldly, not even averting their eyes when she indignantly met 
their gaze and tried to stare them down. She had thoughtlessly worn a 
miniskirt and it seemed as if every eye on the bus was focused on her 
uncovered legs and she felt naked and exposed-in violent contrast to the 
solemn, black-robed women who were covered from head to toe, despite the 
heat.


After what seemed an eternity of being shaken around, the bus pulled into 
Strappani. There was a taxi waiting for her at the bus terminal, having been 
sent by her hotel, and word had apparently spread that a foreigner was 
coming because there was a small crowd of men waiting by the taxi with no 
other apparent purpose than seeing her step down off the bus.


Romina was too exhausted to do any sightseeing that evening and slumped in 
the back of what proved to be Strappani's only taxi as the driver took her 
to what was the town's only hotel. It was dark when she appeared at the 
registration desk and handed over her passport to a wizened old man behind 
the counter who plied her with endless questions about her reasons for 
coming to Strappani. She discovered as she signed the register that she was 
the only guest currently staying at the pensione and guessed that foreigners 
did not often visit this remote village. When she stated that she was merely 
a tourist and had heard that Strappani was a pleasant town to visit, the 
hotel keeper gazed at her with an expression of frank disbelief.


Her room was cramped and furnished in dreadful taste, but the bed looked 
reasonable and Romina sprawled on top of it gratefully the moment the hotel 
keeper had accepted his tip of one hundred lire and backed out the door. As 
her eyes adjusted to the dark, she discovered that there was an old man in 
an adjoining building who was gazing placidly out his window into hers, not 
even making an attempt at pretending he was not studying her with great 
interest. Closing the windows made the room suffocatingly hot and she 
considered complaining to the man at the desk but decided that this would 
only keep her out of bed longer and probably fail to achieve any real 
results. She compromised by undressing in the bathroom, showering and 
climbing under the sheet with her bathrobe on, slipping it off with 
difficulty under the cover. Her neighbor in the next building observed her 
contortions without a visible change in expression and Romina was tempted to 
call him one of the choice names in Italian she had learned from her uncles 
as a child.


She was still running through her limited vocabulary of Italian curse words 
when she fell asleep.


CHAPTER FOUR


When the sleek, buxom American girl awoke the next morning, the heat of the 
day had already begun. Without opening her eyes, she could feel the hot rays 
of the sun pouring in the open window and bathing her smooth shapely body 
with light. Feeling deliciously sleepy and not at all inclined to open her 
eyes and start the day's activities, Romina lay still for a while, awake but 
immobile, enjoying the sensation of the hot sun on her well tanned bare 
skin. The sheet had been pushed down to her smoothly rounded hips during the 
warm evening, and she suddenly remembered her inquisitive next door 
neighbor. Opening her eyes and squinting against the fierce light, she saw 
that he was sitting in the same position, possibly having been there all 
night, staring placidly out his window at the vision of her fully exposed 
breasts and tummy. Except this time he was not alone. Around him were three 
or four other men, all calmly drinking their morning coffee and enjoying the 
sight of her half-naked young body.


"Ma va fa'n cullo!" the angry girl shrieked, using the foulest Italian 
vulgarity she could muster for the occasion and wrapping the sheets around 
her, she darted into the bathroom to dress. She would have to ask the 
landlord for a different room, she decided, or be forced to spend the rest 
of her stay in Strappani being inspected by the gentleman next door and 
anyone else he invited in to enjoy the view.


She deliberated for some time over her choice of clothing, once she had 
calmed down and taken her shower. On the one hand, she would be more 
comfortable and less stared at if she wore something quite modest and 
simple, covering as much of her as possible, since it was obvious by now 
that the men of Strappani liked looking at pretty girls. On the other hand, 
she was not going to be able to locate Il Volpe on her own and in order to 
find the necessary assistance, she would have to be as attractive as 
possible. Also, the more people who knew she was in Strappani, the greater 
were the chances that word of her presence would reach Il Volpe's ears. And 
then, there was the heat to be considered. It ran contrary to her modest 
nature, but Romina ultimately decided that she had better wear something 
brief and absolutely smashing if she expected to accomplish what she had 
come to do. Now was no time for timidity.


The supply of clothing she had been able to bring with her was limited, but 
she had tried to include at least one outfit for every occasion. Among her 
dresses, there was one she had purchased a few weeks ago which her mother 
had seen and promptly forbidden her to wear in public. It was a light cotton 
miniskirt which showed off her long tapering legs and splendid thighs to 
their best advantage. Designed to be worn without a bra, the dress was 
scoop-necked and daring, revealing the tops of her lush, well-rounded 
breasts and allowing her bosom to move freely and provocatively as she 
walked.


If this doesn't bring Il Volpe out of the woods, she decided, inspecting 
herself in the bathroom mirror, nothing will. She applied her make-up 
quickly, since her stomach was already growling for her morning coffee, 
brushed her hair briskly and descended the stairs in search of some 
breakfast.


The landlord had thoughtfully set up a table for her in the shade of the 
hotel garden and she sat and sipped the rich brown espresso coffee mixed 
with milk and munched on fresh rolls while she mulled over her plans for the 
day. It would not do to go around announcing to everyone that she was 
looking for Il Volpe; there would be too many questions to answer. On the 
other hand, she had to tell someone or the word would never reach the outlaw 
that she was seeking him out. It was a dilemma with no easy answers. The 
young American girl decided to spend the day acting like a tourist, seeing 
the town and letting the town see her.


Breakfast finished, she shouldered her purse and her thirty-five millimeter 
camera and set off on a walking tour of Strappani. Generally, the men were 
outside of town working in the fields and Romina saw mostly women as she 
wandered. The twentieth century had not yet penetrated this part of Western 
Sicily and despite the heat, the married women almost universally wore 
hideous black dresses which covered them from neck to ankles. Only the young 
girls wore lighter, more sensible dresses, but nothing remotely approaching 
the miniskirts and tops worn in the cities of Northern Europe and America. 
Romina watched old women carrying incredible weights on their heads, 
climbing agilely up and down the steep streets of the mountain village with 
perfect balance, bringing water or bales of firewood to their homes. 
Everyone seemed busy and none of the women openly stared at her, although 
she could tell that there were whispered conversations inspired by her 
appearance every time she passed through a group of women. There were a few 
men in town, mostly shop-keepers, policemen and elderly gentlemen who were 
too far along in years to make the tiring trip out to the fields every 
morning. The men gaped at her frankly, but Romina was growing accustomed to 
the idea of being examined by every man she passed and reminded herself that 
attracting a certain amount of attention was part of her plan.


The streets were narrow and she looked into the houses as she passed by 
their open doors. The furniture was poor and chickens seemed to be at 
liberty to perch in the hallway or scratch in the dusty road for some 
unlikely worm. She visited the local church, a dank depressing structure 
with grotesque medieval statues of saints and a large crack in the masonry 
wall which ran from ceiling to floor. A priest emerged from a door to the 
right of the altar and glared in her direction, reminding her that it was 
considered rude to enter a church in Italy with one's head uncovered. 
Leaving the musty church, she wandered through the market place, looking at 
slabs of meat covered with flies and housewives haggling with merchants over 
the price of cheese and vegetables. The poverty here was too intense to be 
picturesque and the misery in which these people lived depressed her.


On the outskirts of town, Romina passed a small trattoria, or family 
restaurant, and decided to have lunch. Walking in this tremendous heat had 
tired her and her appetite was listless, but she realized that it was 
necessary to keep her strength up, no matter what the temperature.


An elderly woman with white hair and a sympathetic grandmotherly face was 
the restaurant's manager, cook and waitress all combined and she was 
obviously delighted to have a bright young foreigner to talk to. There was, 
of course, no menu. Guests ate what the management had decided to cook that 
day and on most days this was chicken with peperone, a side dish of sliced 
tomatoes and a glass of cool white wine.


"Oh, don't you have any local wine?" questioned Romina as the old woman 
brought her a wine made and bottled in Palermo.


"You must not drink our wine," muttered the elderly lady mysteriously. 
"Don't worry, I won't charge you extra."


"No, it's not that," insisted the American girl. "I just wanted to try it."


"No, no," repeated the older woman seriously. "You must never touch the wine 
made in Strappani. All decent women drink wine from Palermo. You are a 
foreigner and do not understand these things!"


"What things?" asked Romina innocently. "Isn't the wine healthy to drink?"


"The wine from Strappani is different from other wines. It makes you do 
crazy things, Signorina. Don't let any of the men give you any or you will 
be the sadder for it. Eat your chicken before it gets cold."


Romina obediently ate her chicken, chatting with the strange old woman about 
life in America and listening to some details about the town's history. 
Finally, she worked up her courage and posed the question which really 
concerned her.


"Signora, have you ever heard of a bandit they call Il Volpe?"


The crone's eyes narrowed suddenly and she stared at the young black-haired 
girl for a full minute before answering.


"Never heard of him," she responded shortly and broke off their conversation 
abruptly to begin clearing the table.


Romina paid and left, resuming her walk through the older section of town. 
After lunch was the hour of the siesta and there was hardly anyone left on 
the streets, but she resisted the temptation to return to her hotel and 
sleep for a while, wanting to see as much as she could on her first day and 
get the geography of the village clearly in her mind. After walking for some 
time, she found a bar that was open and went in to drink a Coca-Cola. A 
young man with a thick thatch of black hair stood behind the counter, 
surveying her fresh young form with visible appreciation, and initiated the 
conversation with the usual questions about what she was doing in Strappani 
and where she lived in the states. Romina welcomed the chat and asked 
questions of her own about the town and the people who lived in it. Finally, 
she edged around to the subject of criminals.


"Do you have any bandits in town?" she asked casually.


"You do not need to worry, Signorina. We have a good police force here, 
although it would not be wise to venture out of the town after darkness 
unless you are in company with someone."


"Why? Are there bandits in the countryside?"


"I would not say that there were bandits, Signorina, only that it is not a 
good idea to go around after dark unescorted."


"Do you ever think they'll catch Il Volpe?" she asked quickly hoping to 
surprise him into answering.


"I know nothing about any Il Volpe, Signorina," the young man responded, his 
face suddenly hardening. "That will be one hundred lire for the Coca-Cola, 
please."


* * *


By late afternoon, the slender Italo-American girl was approaching despair. 
She had talked to about ten people in the course of the day, none of whom 
had even been willing to admit having heard of Il Volpe, although it was 
obvious that they knew perfectly well who she was talking about and simply 
did not trust her enough to discuss the subject.


How stupid of me, she cursed herself, to think that I could waltz into this 
village and expect Il Volpe to pop out from behind a tree and present his 
visiting card. He has been a wanted man all his life and he is certainly 
going to be very careful about showing himself. She was sitting on a rock 
near the edge of town, wondering if she ought to abandon the whole project 
and fly back to Rome when the police car pulled up next to her.


Out of the car came a man in his middle thirties, wearing the uniform of a 
police lieutenant. He was big for a Sicilian, measuring well over six feet, 
and he had the heavy powerful body of a professional wrestler. His face was 
brutal and hard, although not entirely unattractive and he moved with the 
easy confidence of a man accustomed to giving orders.


"Signorina Santini, please permit me to introduce myself. I am Lieutenant 
Barzini, the chief of police in Strappani, at your disposition."


"I'm happy to meet you, Lieutenant," Romina responded uneasily, wondering 
why he had taken the trouble to learn her name. "I certainly am enjoying my 
visit to your town."


The lieutenant made himself comfortable on a nearby rock and stared at her 
suspiciously.


"You have come here to see the town?" he questioned. "This is most unusual, 
since Strappani is far from the usual tourist route. Here we have no 
monuments, no famous ruins, no colorful festivals, nothing to attract the 
tourist and you are the first foreigner I can remember who has spent more 
than a few hours here."


"Oh well," stumbled Romina, a bit taken back by this frank approach. "I had 
heard that it was a very pleasant town and very characteristic of this part 
of Italy."


"I'm afraid you were misinformed, my dear young lady. Strappani is a very 
unpleasant town, although I suppose it is characteristic of this part of 
Italy where there are a great many unpleasant towns. The people here are 
stupid and dishonest and I have no doubt that you have been cheated a dozen 
times already without realizing it. There is frankly nothing here to see and 
I am still wondering why you came."


Romina was ready to tell him that, it was none of his damn business why she 
had come, but she knew that she could hardly afford to start making enemies 
of any kind, particularly with the police, so she offered him a polite he 
instead.


"Well, perhaps you are right, although I think it is a very charming town 
and everyone has been perfectly delightful to me so far. I was touring 
Sicily and just decided not to go home without having seen this section of 
the island."


The tall lieutenant shook his head cynically and smiled cruelly at her.


"Foreigners have a tendency to underestimate the Italian police. We keep a 
rather close track of things in this part of the world. For example, you 
arrived on a flight from New York the night before last and immediately took 
a plane for Palermo. Without leaving the airport, you arranged for hotel 
reservations and got on a bus and came here, to a town with no facilities to 
offer and nothing to distinguish it from a thousand other towns. No, I 
correct myself: there is one unique thing about Strappani."


"And what is that?"


"I have reason to believe you already know the answer to that question. You 
have been asking everyone in town about Il Volpe and I suppose he does make 
this town a little unique. Why don't you ask me? As the chief of police 
here, I am rather an expert on the subject. And when you have asked your 
questions, I will ask a few of my own."


Romina deliberately paused and gazed at him coldly, trying to give herself 
time to think of a more-likely story. She had not counted on anyone looking 
into her movements quite so thoroughly, and it was clear she would have to 
offer some convincing explanation of her behavior. An idea suddenly struck 
her.


"You are very clever, Lieutenant," the girl assured him, trying to turn on a 
little charm. "Perhaps you can also tell me what I do for a living?"


"I could find out if I needed to know," the sullen policeman replied 
shortly. "But suppose you save me the trouble."


"I would appreciate it if this were held in confidence," she cautioned, 
lowering her voice.


"Naturally."


"Very well then, I am a reporter for the Boston Globe. As you probably know, 
there are about a million Italians living in Boston, most of them Sicilians 
or descendants of Sicilians. Our readers are very interested in what goes on 
here and we try to keep them informed. You were right when you said that Il 
Volpe was the one unique thing about Strappani. He's very well known in 
America and my editor sent me to do a story on him, written from his home 
town. I had hoped to be able to do it without letting anyone know what I was 
up to but I guess I didn't cover my tracks very well."


The big policeman digested this information without any visible change in 
expression and for a minute, Romina was afraid he was not going to believe 
her.


"Well!" he exclaimed finally. "This puts a new light on the subject. I would 
be happy to tell you what I know about Il Volpe and you must be careful to 
spell my name properly in your article. Our good friend Il Volpe can be 
quite useful to both our careers."


"How?"


"You can write a splendid article on the subject and perhaps win one of 
those prizes they give to journalists. And perhaps I can catch him or at 
least shoot him and be promoted to captain and transferred to some big 
city."


This prospect did not appeal to Romina in the slightest, but she had created 
this role for herself and now she had to live with it.


"Where do you think Il Volpe is hiding?" she probed, looking for 
information.


"That's the problem," admitted the rugged police officer. "Look up there!" 
He pointed up at the craggy hostile mountains which overlooked the town. 
"He's up there somewhere and he's been up there for twenty years. I told you 
the people in this town were dishonest. Probably any one of them could lead 
me directly to his hideout but they won't. And the people who live up there, 
the shepherds and hunters, are even worse. They get a cut whenever our 
friend robs some respectable citizen and they have no interest in helping us 
find him. There are a million caves and little shacks in those mountains and 
he could be in any one of them. The Army comes in every couple of years and 
marches around shooting off their guns but they never even come close."


"Do you think anyone will ever catch him?" asked Romina, hoping for a 
negative answer.


"You are looking at the man who will bring him down!" boasted the arrogant 
lieutenant. "The others have been fools. They charge into the mountains with 
a hundred men, and Il Volpe knows they are coming before they leave the city 
limits. Il Volpe and his band operate like guerrillas and I will do the 
same. I will go alone or with a few picked men and high-powered rifles and 
when I get him in my sights the first time, there will be no more Il Volpe!"


"Won't you even try to arrest him? Bring him to trial?"


"They've done that before, Signorina, and nobody ever succeeded in hanging 
on to him long enough to get a trial started. Besides, he's been convicted 
two or three times in absentia. Fools! Trying a man you cannot catch! When I 
find him there will be no judge and no trial, only a quick execution! Il 
Volpe knows what kind of man I am. He is terrified of me and so are the 
villagers!"


Romina was not precisely terrified of the lieutenant, but he seemed like a 
very unpleasant character and very conceited. Nor could she quite picture Il 
Volpe up in the mountains shaking in his boots at the thought of this 
loudmouthed policeman. However, to date, he was the only person she had 
encountered who was even willing to discuss the subject and she realized 
that she had better put up with his obnoxious boasting until she located a 
better source of information.


"Now, I am giving some thought to your article," the tough, muscular 
policeman announced grandly. "You should not focus specifically on a common 
outlaw like Il Volpe, but show the situation as a kind of duel to the death 
between me, the representative and defender of law and order in the 
community, and Il Volpe, who stands for violence and dishonesty. It is 
certainly fortunate for you that I decided to take an interest in you, 
because alone you would have been able to accomplish nothing!"


Romina suppressed the urge to tell the lieutenant what an absolute jackass 
he was and nodded politely as he continued to brag about the day when he 
would kill Il Volpe and the rest of his gang. Fortunately, she had a small 
notebook and a pen in her purse and she pretended to take notes while he 
talked.


"Listen, I have a great deal to explain to you which will be essential as 
background for your story, some details about my own life and career as well 
as my comments on the criminal situation in this part of Italy. We can talk 
over dinner. Unfortunately there are no restaurants in town which offer the 
kind of cuisine to which I am accustomed, but you as a journalist must be 
used to living off the land. There is a small trattoria near here where the 
food is at least not poisonous."


Without waiting for her to accept or refuse this presumptuous invitation, 
the arrogant police lieutenant helped Romina to her feet and steered her 
toward the police car.


Barzini drove like a drunken adolescent, mostly on the wrong side of the 
road, blowing his horn and scattering a group of children who were playing 
in the street. After a short but very unpleasant journey, they pulled up in 
front of a restaurant with a screech of brakes and a cloud of dust.


The restaurant was a small home surrounded by a very pleasant garden where 
tables and chairs had been set up. Romina could see fear come into the faces 
of the waiters and guests as they recognized the brutal form of the 
policeman emerging from the car. She remained in her seat for a moment, 
expecting him to open the door for her, but soon realized that his social 
graces were not that developed and climbed out on her own, following him 
into the garden.


"Buona Sera, Signor Tenente, Buona Sera!" chorused the waiters respectfully, 
scrambling to find him a table.


"A table in the shade, idiots!" he thundered as they offered him a place 
still lighted by the rays of the sinking sun. There was only one table in a 
shaded area, and this was already occupied by an elderly couple who were 
quietly eating their dinner. II Tenente glared at them for a moment until 
they got the idea and sprang to their feet, saying, "Scusi, Signor Tenente, 
scusi!" Waiters rushed lo carry the couple's food to another table and 
brought a clean linen table cloth for the policeman and Romina.


Barzini did not trouble to thank the elderly couple for the sacrifice of 
their table, but seated himself immediately without even waiting for Romina. 
The American girl was highly embarrassed at being a party to this kind of 
boorish behavior and hoped that the villagers were not holding this against 
her.


Nosooner were they seated when a man who seemed to be the owner of the 
restaurant presented himself and bowed, first to the lieutenant and then to 
Romina.


"Buona Sera, Signor Tenente," he recited. "It is always a great honor to 
have you here. What can we offer you?"


"Some of your wretched wine, I suppose," responded the policeman 
insultingly, "and then some pasta. But hurry with the wine because we're 
thirsty. And bring some mineral water as well!"


"Subito!" responded the owner and he disappeared in the direction of the 
kitchen, shouting instructions to his waiters.


"Do you have a good wine in this part of the country?" asked Romina, trying 
to start some civilized conversation.


"There is nothing really good in this part of Sicily," snapped the 
policeman, "but the local wine is better than the bilge they turn out in 
some of the towns around here and is rather unusual. You will want to try 
some for the experience at any rate. If you don't like it, tell me and I'll 
order something from Palermo. I don't know how many times I've asked the 
owner here to acquire some Northern Italian wines which a cultured man can 
drink. I'll have to raise the subject with him again the next time his 
license comes up for renewal."


Suddenly what the old lady at lunch had said about drinking the local wines 
came back to Romina. "You must not touch the wine made in Strappani," the 
old woman had warned her, but she had balked at saying why. Nevertheless, 
Romina was adventurous enough to feel a little challenged and curious about 
this mysterious wine and anxious to taste it.


A waiter emerged from the kitchen at almost a dead run and placed on their 
table a tall bottle of cool white wine. The lieutenant poured her a glass 
and looked at her expectantly. Romina raised the glass to her lips and 
smelled the wine, finding that it had an agreeable delicate scent. She was 
about to take a sip of the clear white liquid when she glanced over the 
policeman's shoulder at an old woman who was working in the kitchen of the 
restaurant and watching them through the open window. The woman shook her 
head violently, signaling her not to drink the wine. Romina lowered her 
glass in confusion as the lieutenant took a swallow from his glass and 
looked at her with perplexity.


"What's the matter? You haven't even tasted it! I thought journalists were 
supposed to be curious about these things!"


"No ... I was just enjoying the smell," she stammered, and avoiding the eyes 
of the old woman in the kitchen, she put the glass again to her lips and 
took a sip.


The taste was very agreeable, if a little unusual, and Romina realized that 
it was one of the best wines she had ever sampled. While she was certainly 
no connoisseur of wine culture, no one could grow up in a large Italian 
family without becoming fairly sophisticated about wines. Also her throat 
was parched from walking in the hot sun and the wine was deliriously cool. 
She took another sip and it tasted even better.


But wait! she thought. This is a wine I have had before. The flavor was 
distinctive, unmistakable. Could it be the same wine she had drunk that 
disastrous night with Jonathan? It seemed unlikely that a bottle of wine 
from this obscure town could have found its way into her cellar, especially 
since her relatives were all Northern Italians who despised all things 
Sicilian, including the wine, but somehow the flavor seemed almost the same! 
Romina took another sip and derided not to worry about it. Jonathan and that 
bottle of wine were now part of the past. She had another job to do today.


Their dinner was some of the best tasting food Romina had ever eaten, 
although she would have preferred to enjoy her meal in some other company. 
The police chief ate piggishly, cramming food carelessly into his mouth as 
he talked. He continued to boast about his future conquest of Il Volpe and 
all the other criminals in Western Sicily and promised to introduce Romina 
to people in the village who had known Il Volpe as a young man. By the time 
they had finished the first course, a rich flavorful spaghetti with a 
marvelous sauce, and started on the chicken cacciatore with peperone, Romina 
was feeling quite happy in spite of the obnoxious lieutenant. She was having 
no difficulty understanding even the strongly accented Italian dialect of 
the villagers and everyone had praised her for being able to speak the 
language so well, at least everyone except the crude policeman who seemed to 
assume that she had learned Italian for the express purpose of communicating 
with him. The warnings not to drink the wine must come from some local 
superstition, she decided, since it was superb wine and got better with 
every mouthful.


Without being asked, the waiter brought them a second bottle with the meat 
course and Romina realized she was becoming a little tipsy. So what! she 
told herself. She was entitled to a little enjoyment and one would hardly be 
safer than in the company of a policeman, even a boorish one.


They had finished the fruits and cheeses and were waiting for their coffee 
and cognac when it started to hit her. A rosy warm sensation started in her 
stomach and began spreading to all parts of her body. Despite the fact that 
the night had cooled considerably from the blazing heat of the day, she felt 
extremely warm and even the frail mini-skirt she was wearing seemed to be 
excessively bulky. She broke out in a light sweat and had to continually 
wipe her hands on the napkin to keep them dry. Her throat seemed parched and 
water did nothing to quench her relentless thirst. Wine had never before 
produced this effect in her and she wondered if this was what the two old 
women had tried to warn her against. Actually the sensation was not 
altogether unpleasant. Her head was swimming delightfully and her arms and 
legs felt supple and good despite a sense of weakness in her whole body. She 
found it difficult to concentrate on what the lieutenant was saying and a 
few times he finished one of his speeches with, "Isn't that so?" forcing her 
to agree that it was so without the faintest idea of what they were suppose 
to be discussing.


"You know, I feel quite strange," she mumbled when he paused in his 
monologue long enough to drink his coffee. "I wonder if I haven't drunk too 
much of this wine---"


"It will pass, it will pass," he assured her.


"You have to get used to Vino Strappanese and it takes awhile. No one else 
drinks the stuff but the people who live here and the old women invent a lot 
of stupid stories about it. You feel warm? Come, I'll take you for a drive 
into the hills where the air is cooler.


At that same moment, the lithe young girl became conscious that the old 
woman from the kitchen was standing by her side.


"Does the Signorina feel faint? She is welcome to lie down in the house for 
a few minutes," she told the lieutenant boldly.


"She'll be alright," snapped the policeman. "I'm going to take her for a 
drive in the country."


"I think it would be better if she stretched out here," insisted the old 
woman firmly. It was the first time Romina had heard anyone contradict the 
lieutenant and even in her confused condition, she braced herself for the 
blast. But the policeman restrained himself with a visible effort, 
apparently not wishing to cause a scene. The restaurant owner quickly 
appeared and ordered the old woman back to the kitchen and Romina felt 
herself guided expertly to the police car. She tried to walk normally but 
felt as if she were floating at least six inches off the ground and she was 
happy when the policeman spared her any further embarrassment by roaring 
away from the trattoria into the fast-gathering night.


* * *


Lieutenant Luigi Barzini bad been waiting a long time for an opportunity 
like this and he was determined to let nothing stop him now. when one of his 
policemen, Corporal Antonioni, had brought him the news that there was an 
Italian-speaking American girl in town who was more beautiful than a 
movie-star, Barzini had started making his plans. He was certain he had 
impressed her this afternoon with his talk about killing Il Volpe and was 
now half-convinced that he could track down the famous bandit and win 
himself glory and promotions. Fortunately, the girl had apparently never 
heard of what Strappani wine did to a woman's cunt, when he touched her up 
there between those firm, beautifully full young thighs of hers, she was 
going to burst into the hottest little fuck he had ever had. And, another 
piece of perfect luck, just a few days before, on the edge of the woods, the 
tough-talking policeman had discovered an abandoned shack containing an old 
iron bed and mattress in fairly good condition. His own apartment in town 
would be infinitely better and it was dangerous to venture this far from the 
center at night, but Barzini was taking no chances as far as the girl was 
concerned. She could start screaming at any moment if the wine had not done 
its work properly and the policeman wanted no witnesses. If she complained 
later of being raped, who would take her word over his? Everyone knew 
American girls had no morals and half the town had seen her tossing back 
vino Strappanese, something no decent woman would do in public. She was 
already half-compromised and he vowed to finish the job that night.


As he neared the abandoned shack, Barzini shot a glance at the beautifully 
formed young woman who slouched next to him on the seat, looking to make 
sure she was still conscious. It would spoil everything if she were not 
awake and aware of what was happening to her. He wanted to humiliate her, to 
rub her face in the dirt, to hear her scream with pain and groan with 
pleasure. He had watched them so often, on trips to Palermo, the proud, 
tawny, healthy tourist girls from America, exposing their bodies in a way no 
peasant woman would dare. And he knew that if they noticed him at all, they 
scorned him for being the local policeman of an insignificant town. What 
good did it do to have the people of his village bowing and scraping when 
not one of these long-stemmed beauties would give him so much as the time of 
day?


"Where are we?" the girl asked vaguely as Barzini parked the car behind some 
bushes near the unoccupied shack.


"I brought you up in the hills where the air is fresher," he said, opening 
the door. "Don't you feel cooler?"


"I feel so strange," she muttered as he walked around to the other side of 
the car and assisted her out. "My body feels like it's on fire! What a 
strange sensation---"


"You are going to have a number of strange sensations," the policeman 
replied menacingly as he propelled her into the half-light of the deserted 
shack. "Strip off your clothing, Signorina! You'll feel so much cooler when 
you're naked!"


The lieutenant watched with satisfaction as the fog in her mind was pierced 
by the resignation that he was going to rape her.


"Don't touch me!" she cried in alarm.


"Strip!" he shouted harshly, bringing his hand suggestively to rest on the 
pistol he carried at his waist. "Unless you want to see that lovely dress 
torn into rags!" He stepped closer and spun her around, nearly causing her 
to lose her balance and fall. Quickly finding the zipper, he brutally ripped 
it down to her full, well-rounded buttocks and yanked the garment from her 
sensitive shoulders, tearing it nearly in two.


Romina could not bear the idea of being touched by this brutal and 
overpowering man, but she was too dizzy and too terrified to put up much 
resistance. The miniskirt fell to the floor, revealing her full lush hips 
and white, tempting breasts.


The policeman's eyes watered at the sight, impatient to run his hands over 
her body and torment the brown tantalizing little buds into hardness. 
Ripping the frail white nylon panties from her loins to bear the softly 
curling triangle of her pubic hair, he abruptly turned her around to face 
him as he began stripping off his own clothing.


Despite her wine-drugged horror at the situation, Romina was unable to pull 
her eyes away from the massive body being revealed before her. The 
lieutenant was a huge muscular man and the American girl gasped when his 
long sinewy cock appeared, jutting out like a battering ram from his groin. 
Romina's intoxicated mind was frozen with fear and revulsion as the 
policeman stepped toward her, grinning sadistically.


"I can't do it!" she begged him piteously. "Please, I hardly know you ... I 
can't . ... "


"You won't have to do anything, Signorina," he replied with mocking respect. 
"If the American lady will be so kind as to lay down and spread her legs, 
the humble policeman will do the rest!" With a quick movement of his 
muscular arm, he placed a hand between her naked breasts and sent her 
sprawling backwards on the musty old mattress.


"It's too big," she whimpered as he crawled over her. "Please, you could 
hurt me very badly...." Her pleading was interrupted as the lieutenant's 
body crushed heavily down on top of hers, his thick probing tongue 
recklessly invading her mouth. He covered her nakedness completely, like a 
blanket, painfully pinning her helpless arms and legs to the mattress. The 
effect of the wine was still very much with her and the room began to spin 
as he shifted his lewd attention from her bruised mouth to her naked 
breasts, biting and sucking each tender brown nipple brutally. At the same 
time, she could feel his massive cock lying on her bare flat stomach as she 
tried to keep her legs pressed tightly together. But the crude rough 
policeman was too strong for the frail young girl and with a triumphant 
grunt, he inserted one knee between her firm, fully ripened thighs and 
forced her legs violently apart.


Oh God, it's all over now, she thought desperately. I did the best I could, 
but he's too strong for me. She tried to relax her body the way a patient 
does in the dentist's chair to avoid the pain as much as possible, but the 
fear was too much for her and she continued to tremble and shake. When the 
thick meaty head of his cock began its insistent probings into the soft, 
hair-covered flesh around her vagina, she felt her wine-filled body stiffen 
with the last ounce of her strength, futilely trying to deny the aggressor 
entrance into her tiny, virginal little opening.


Lieutenant Barzini smiled sardonically as he raised himself on his elbows 
and viewed her fragile, well-formed body lying helpless and spread-eagled 
beneath him. This is going to be good, he told himself. She's as tight as 
the devil down there, maybe even a virgin. And she's going to get the 
fucking of her life, the proud insolent bitch! What does she expect, Walking 
around half-naked? She might have gotten away with that dress in Palermo, 
but this is Strappani and in Strappani, men are men. Reaching down between 
their bodies, the lieutenant guided his thick fleshy instrument to the tight 
little opening between her legs.


"Nooooooooo!! ! " Romina pleaded as she felt the lips around her throbbing 
vagina forced inexorably apart. Fighting desperately against the effects of 
the sense-deadening wine and concentrating with all her strength, she tried 
to hold him out and succeeded for half a minute, before the tiny elastic 
ring of her battered outer cunt lips weakened under the cruel steady 
pressure of his hard muscular penis. She groaned piteously as the thick 
bulbous head of his rigid blood-filled cock slipped slowly, relentlessly up 
inside the tightness of her tormented vagina. Barzini smiled as he listened 
to her groan, enjoying her pain and humiliation, then thrust himself 
abruptly forward again, deliberately trying to make her scream.


Oooooh God! God!" her mouth opened wide to spit out the sound.


The pain was unbearable and as Romina's shriek filled the night, the lewd, 
sensuous policeman congratulated himself on having had the good sense to 
bring her out into the isolated countryside where no one could hear her.


"Do you like it, little Miss America?" he taunted brutally, watching her 
face contort with pain. "What does it feel like to have the cock of a man 
from Strappani inside of you?"


Romina's only response was a deep pitiable moan as she lashed her wine-dazed 
head from aide to side. Her helpless suffering excited him even more and 
seizing her shoulders for better leverage, he roughly thrust himself further 
up into her tortured young vagina with all the power in his cruel muscular 
body, impaling her completely on his long, lust-inflated cock.


Romina's beautiful tapered legs flailed out wildly on either aide of the 
naked hips of the big policeman as he pinned her helpless form to the bed, 
and in her drugged confusion she felt as though her body was being ripped in 
two by the massive giant rod which had suddenly become lodge in her delicate 
unused cunt. Barzini's lengthy swollen cock seemed to fill her entire 
stomach as its blood-filled tip pressed harshly against the tenderness of 
her cervix. The policeman held still for a moment, wanting to savor each 
stage of his lewd conquest. Looking down between their two bodies, he 
studied the twin elegance of her magnificent breasts, now rising and falling 
rapidly as she struggled for breath. Below was the smooth flatness of her 
stomach, extending down to her loins where the black, softly curling pubic 
strands covering her open cunt entwined with his, nearly concealing the 
thick stub of his sinewy cock stretching the agonized lips of her tight 
moments-before virginal little vagina almost beyond endurance.


Romina squirmed piteously as she lay spread-eagled and penis-filled beneath 
him, dazed by the wine and suffering hot terrible pains as his murderous 
hardness inched gradually further and further up into her. She could feel 
every detail of his hard monstrous cock as it burrowed within her, 
pressuring outward against the smooth inner walls of her burning vagina and 
the odd sensation of his heavy sperm-filled balls slapping nakedly against 
her tender and unprotected anus as he hit bottom!


Having penetrated all the way to the hilt, the cruel lusty lieutenant began 
a slow deliberate fucking movement, withdrawing himself almost to the tip of 
his lust-hardened cock, and then sliding slowly forward again until he had 
buried himself all the way back up in her helplessly cringing little belly 
once more. Romina turned her head to the side, covering her face with one 
hand, feeling enormous relief and even a strangely beginning tingle of 
pleasure every time he withdrew and then renewed torment and pain when he 
rammed himself forward again, groaning involuntarily with each powerful 
stroke.


Her mind still fuddled by the strange wine, Romina lay in a kind of stupor, 
grateful that the pain was lessening and that she did not seem to be 
seriously hurt by the assault. The policeman's muscular cock seemed now to 
be a living thing inside her, its hard rubbery tip pressing against her 
tormented cervix and the thick penile folds of flesh applying a relentless 
pressure against the trembling walls of her sensitive vagina. She moved 
slightly on the mattress, trying to shift her buttocks into a more 
comfortable position and was surprised when the movement sent a ripple of 
pleasure and not pain into her loins.


Feeling the girl's lithe youthful body begin to relax and moisten, Barzini 
doubled his pace, rocking back and forth on the old musty mattress. Her 
rhythmic grunts began to sound less like suffering and more like ecstasy as 
he labored over her and he knew that the lust inciting wine was at last 
having its desired effect.


Romina trembled on the fine line between pleasure and pain as the lewd 
policeman fucked into her obscenely and relentlessly. Her mouth hung open 
limply and her eyes were tightly closed, her mind fighting valiantly but 
vainly against the lewd little ripples of pleasure growing ever hotter in 
the cock filled cunt up between her open thighs.


"Oooooohhhhh!! " she crooned as the Sicilian's thick cock rammed again and 
again deep into her belly, so deep that she felt it could almost pass 
through her body and up into the back of her throat. Unconsciously, her 
hands came to rest on his thrusting hard buttocks and without realizing it, 
her hips began grinding back at him, her now hungrily nibbling little cunt 
lips screwing themselves tighter against his insistent loins.


The girl, her mind dazed and fogged by the wine, was only dimly aware that 
her youthful body was reacting lasciviously to this merciless pounding. The 
pain was almost gone now and her legs and arms felt alive with a life of 
their own as she coiled her long firm legs around him, trying to force his 
impaling rod further and further into the depths of her hitherto-innocent 
cunt. A maddening electric tingle began somewhere near the base of her spine 
and spread inexorably to all parts of her body, radiating through her moist 
hair-lined vagina and up into her swollen throbbing tits. Her brown 
sensitive nipples, now as hard as rocks, were standing up boldly atop her 
heaving breasts. Sweat poured over her belly into the warm wetly matted 
fleece of her pussy where it mixed with the rising love-juices from her 
hotly flowing cunt and trickled in tiny tickling rivulets down over her 
nakedly upturned ass cheeks.


Her mind temporarily destroyed by the effects of the aphrodisiac Strappani 
wine, the American girl felt as if the brutal Sicilian had become a part of 
her own body and the muscles deep inside her cruelly stretched cunt 
contracted and expanded rhythmically as he fucked mercilessly in and out of 
her. The hard ruthless man looked down at his now almost lust-crazed victim 
with lewd satisfaction. This one's not going to make any trouble for me, he 
assured himself. Tantalizing her, he slowed his pace for a moment and 
withdrew partially his piston from her, grinning with obscene enjoyment as 
he watched her arch her back towards him in a lusty effort to keep the wet, 
fleshy contact of cock to cunt from being broken.


Suddenly, a new deep-throated growl issued from her throat and the girl's 
sweat-soaked over-stimulated body began to shake uncontrollably. A thick 
creamy liquid streamed from her wildly throbbing pussy lips, wetting his 
balls as they slapped obscenely against her smooth upturned buttocks and the 
muscular policeman re-doubled his efforts, wanting to hear her scream with 
passion now as she had screamed with pain only a few minutes before.


"Oh God, yes, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" she shouted in English, her 
wine-weakened mind too confused to remember any Italian.


"Aaaaaaagggggghhhhh!! ! ! ! "


Despite his superior size and strength, the Sicilian had to struggle to hold 
her as the girl's body shot completely out of control, her arms and legs 
jerking spasmodically and her nakedly grinding loins thrusting wildly up 
against him as the violence of her orgasm swept over her.


As the spasm passed, Romina lay back on the bed exhausted, the effects of 
the wine now suddenly somewhat diminished. She could not bear to look the 
lieutenant in the face after what had just happened and she covered her eyes 
with her hands, feeling him slowly withdraw his still hardened penis from 
her gently pulsating vaginal walls.


Something is wrong, she thought in confusion, her mind still" slowly 
clearing. Nothing happened to him. He didn't cum.


"Did you like that, little American?" the policeman asked gloatingly as he 
pulled himself free of her with a lewd popping sound.


"Oh please..." she stammered. "I don't know what to say..."


From beneath her lowered eyelids, she stole a glance at him as he stood next 
to the rickety old bed, wiping his still-rigid penis with her dress.


"You don't have to say anything," he responded harshly. "You've had your fun 
and now I'm going to have mine! Get down on the floor on your knees, bitch!"


Her mind still working very slowly and still not comprehending what it was 
he wanted of her, Romina obeyed. Her naked body bruised and glistening with 
sweat, she slid out of bed and kneeled to her knees in front of him. He took 
a step closer and his long still-inflated penis waved in her face, only 
inches from her trembling, slightly parted lips.


"I'm told sucking cock is very popular in America," he informed her 
obscenely. "And I want you to feel at home. Open your mouth!"


Suddenly, as the blood-filled tip of his masculinity touched her lips, it 
struck her. He wanted her to take that massive, as yet, unemptied hardness 
in her mouth! He actually expected her to suck him!


The shock of this realization drove the last of the wine-inspired fog from 
her mind and her thoughts begin to function again. I'll die first, she told 
herself. I will never do this to any man!


As the policeman spread his legs and moved even closer, revulsion swept over 
her and the lithe young girl, her strength fear-inspired, ducked her head 
agilely and darted between his legs and out the open door. By the time the 
outraged policeman collected his wits and came crashing after her, she was 
already into the woods, a wild despair in her heart.


CHAPTER FIVE


Roberto was tired. Whatever the screaming was about, it was none of his 
business and he had a long way to climb up the mountain to where the others 
were waiting both for him and the supplies he was bringing. Furthermore, the 
boss had specifically ordered him to stay out of sight and out of trouble.


Nevertheless, a woman's scream in the night made him curious. Usually at 
this hour, the woods were deserted. The townsmen were superstitiously afraid 
of the hill country at night and flocked back to their homes as soon as the 
sun began to sink. The forest after dark belonged to the bandits and no one 
else. And yet somewhere near him, a woman had screamed.


Quickly deciding to see what was happening, the bearded young bandit slipped 
the bundle from his shoulders and placed it in the crotch of a tree. Then he 
began to move silently towards the source of the scream. For the slender 
self-confident young man, the woods had been his nursery, his college and 
his livelihood. Light or dark, he knew the hill country like the palm of his 
hand and he slipped through the shadows without a sound. Halting as he 
approached the edge of the clearing, the highwayman listened carefully, 
straining his eyes to see in the half-light from the moon.


The woman was somewhere near him now, because he could hear her stumbling 
footsteps as she blundered through the trees. Behind her, Roberto could 
detect another noise, the sound of a man running, crashing through the 
bushes and swearing.


Instinctively, the bearded bandit reached for the pistol hidden in his 
shirt. The boss would be angry if he became involved in some local lovers' 
quarrel now, so soon after the troubles they had just had, but this was 
Sicily and a woman in difficulty was not to be ignored. Raising the pistol, 
he stepped to the edge of the clearing just as the fleeing woman circled a 
large bush and darted into the open space.


Roberto was momentarily stunned. The delicate, terrorized girl, not seeing 
him, halted for a few seconds, looking around desperately for some avenue of 
escape and the bandit, still hidden by the shadows, stared in amazement at 
the lush naked beauty only a few feet from his place of concealment. This 
was no ordinary lovers' quarrel, he realized, and he strode forward boldly 
just as the lieutenant pounded into the clearing after her.


The exquisite American girl felt a new wave of horror sweep over her as she 
watched the dark mysterious figure of the bandit appear out of the shadowy 
woods. For a moment, Romina thought that the angry lieutenant had somehow 
circled around in front of her. Then she realized that this was a new 
element in the situation. Without thinking, the frightened naked girl 
decided that whoever he was, he had to be an improvement over the lustful 
furious policeman behind her and she rushed to where he stood. She stumbled 
blindly over a root as she ran and collapsed groaning at his feet.


The bold young man took another step forward, confronting Barzini and 
straddling the cowering, trembling girl as he leveled his pistol at the 
lieutenant.


"Don't let him near me!" beseeched the lush young woman, clinging to his 
legs, her mountainous chest heaving from the exertion of dodging through the 
woods. "I beg you, please..."


Barzini stopped in his tracks, apparently stupefied by the scene before him. 
Wearing only his white sleeveless undershirt, he presented a ridiculous 
figure and without his own pistol, a good deal of his courage seemed to 
vanish.


"Don't shoot!" he quavered.


"Ah, it's our noble police lieutenant," replied the bandit softly, a mocking 
tone in his voice. "What's going on, Barzini?"


Romina, curled at the bandit's feet, felt an enormous sense of relief as she 
saw the pistol and heard the unafraid stranger openly oppose the policeman 
in this way. Barzini failed to respond, his hands held before him, silently 
imploring the gunman not to fire and backing away from him into the forest.


"Just a minute, my friend," cautioned the outlaw in the same calm tone of 
voice, "the signorina seems to be without clothing. Perhaps you could loan 
her your undershirt."


A look of utter hatred passed over the policeman's face and for a moment, 
Romina feared he was going to try some desperate action. Then Roberto slowly 
and deliberately raised the pistol and cocked it, the barrel aimed directly 
at Barzini's chest. With a shrug, the policeman tore the sleeveless 
undershirt from his body and threw it on the ground in front of him, before 
spinning into the bushes and disappearing as rapidly as he had come.


The slender soft-spoken man walked quickly to where the soiled garment was 
lying and tossed it to. Romina. Christ, what a beauty she is, he thought as 
he watched her struggle into the male undergarment. No wonder that idiot 
policeman was trying to rape her! With a sense of regret, he watched her 
still-swollen, glistening breasts, the small droplets of perspiration 
clinging to her ripe brown nipples, disappear into the folds of the cotton. 
He stared at her boldly, studying her luxuriously curved hips and buttocks 
and the triangular patch of soft black pussy hair between her long bruised 
legs.


"It's not much," he remarked, shaking his head to drive away the lusty 
thoughts, "but it'll have to do for the moment. We'd better get going. His 
courage is going to return the moment he gets his ringers around a gun."


"Oh, thank you," stammered the girl as she tried to cover herself with the 
inadequate undershirt. "I have to explain...."


"Save it!" snapped the outlaw, taking her by the arm and raising her to her 
feet. "You're going to need all your breath for getting up on that mountain. 
Barzini will be after us in another minute and we have enough problems 
without my shooting a cop. Let's go!"


Romina pulled the policeman's undershirt down as far as it would go and 
discovered that it failed to cover very much of her. The shirt ended just 
above her much-abused and battered young pussy and the neckline was scooped, 
providing a clear view of her generous, well-formed young breasts. Roberto 
glanced at her appreciatively for a half a moment but decided he could waste 
no time in admiring her beauty. There would be time for that later, but in 
the meantime he had already disobeyed the boss by becoming involved in an 
affair which was none of his business. If he got into a shooting match with 
the policeman, there would be hell to pay, and Barzini was no man to be 
trifled with.


As it was, he would have some explaining to do when he arrived at the 
hide-out with a half-naked foreign girl in tow. The frightened young woman 
behind him, he lead the way rapidly through the woods and up the steep 
slope.


So much was happening that Romina had barely time to get her wits together. 
Most of her attention was devoted to watching where she was going, since 
Roberto avoided the paths, if there were any, and took her through the 
thickest portions of the woods. The mysterious individual who had rescued 
her seemed to be able to move in the darkness with perfect ease. Romina, 
whose eyes were accustomed to the bright lights of the city, could hardly 
see a yard in front of her and time and time again she stubbed her bare feet 
against rocks. Her legs and arms were already badly scratched from her wild 
flight from the lieutenant and she sustained a few more gashes and bruises 
being dragged through this impenetrable forest. Not knowing where he was 
taking her or why, she followed the fast-moving energetic stranger as best 
she could, clinging to his hand as if he were her older brother.


After an hour's silent march steadily uphill, they cleared the woods at last 
and struck what seemed to be a mule path where the going was easier.


"We're almost there," commented Roberto, at last breaking his long silence. 
"We must have lost our friend by now. Do you want to rest for a moment?"


"Oh, if we could," the exhausted girl pleaded, feeling as if her lungs were 
about to burst.


"Fine, here's a rock you could sit on."


Romina sat down gingerly, feeling the cool moss-covered stone tickle her 
naked buttocks, inwardly grateful that it was too dark for him to see here 
properly. "What happened with the policeman?" he inquired mildly.


"It must be an old story," the ravishing American girl responded with some 
bitterness, trying to cover up her half-exposed breasts with her arms. "He 
got me to drink some of that funny wine they make here and then started 
ripping off my clothes. I was running away when you came by." Too shy and 
embarrassed to admit that she had been the victim of a highly successful 
rape, and unwilling to discuss precisely what had caused her to run away, 
Romina hoped that nothing in her voice would betray the fact that she was 
giving a rather condensed version of the facts. She told him she was a 
tourist, hoping that the story of her search for Il Volpe had not traveled 
this far.


"And ... can I ask who you are and where we're going?" she inquired timidly.


"I'm afraid you've fallen into rather bad company," he commented calmly. 
"Although perhaps not as bad as you were in when I found you. My friends and 
I live here in the mountains because we have all managed to get ourselves on 
the wrong side of the law."


"Then ... you're outlaws?" the striking young woman asked excitedly, 
forgetting in her emotional state to tug the undershirt down over her naked 
pussy. Could they conceivably be the band she was looking for? The 
lieutenant had said that the hills were full of criminals? Was it possible?


"Rather melodramatic way of putting it," Roberto replied dryly. "But I 
suppose you could say that, although we hardly ever think of it in those 
terms. Come on, if you're rested, let's go up to the cottage and we'll give 
you some clothing and decide what to do with you."


Without waiting for her to say yes or no, the youth rose and started up the 
trail, forcing Romina to scramble to her feet and follow him or be left 
behind. After another fifteen minutes of climbing, Roberto suddenly motioned 
to her to stop and she froze, wondering if the lieutenant had somehow 
managed to trail them here.


The quick-moving bandit slipped a few more feet down the trail and 
disappeared around a corner. Romina waited, her fears mounting. Had she 
escaped out of the frying pan into the fire? What would these men do to her? 
Suppose this was not the group she was looking for at all.


Her heart nearly stopped as she heard Roberto's soft voice conversing with 
another man with an exceptionally deep voice. She could not make out what 
they were saying and remained rooted to the spot until Roberto re-appeared, 
smiled briefly and extended his hand.


"Come," he said simply. "I want to present you to our leader.'-


Her knees weak with apprehension, Romina leaned heavily on the young bandit 
as he helped her the last few feet. There, standing full in the light from a 
cottage window, stood an unusually tall man, thin but powerful-looking with 
hawk-like face and penetrating eyes.


He extended his hand without smiling.


"My name is Il Volpe," he said.


CHAPTER SIX


After only five days, it seemed to Romina that she had lived up on the 
mountain forever. Because of the altitude, there was always a gentle cool 
breeze from off the Mediterranean Sea, a pleasant change from the sweltering 
heat of Strappani. The cottage, resting at the foot of a steep cliff, was 
simple but large and comfortable and she enjoyed helping Selenia, the only 
female in the group, as she prepared meals for the men and cleaned their 
rooms.


Their attitude towards her had been generally polite and correct ever since 
the night of her arrival, but now some of them were becoming downright 
friendly and were going out of their way to make her feel welcome and at 
home. She remembered how frightened she had been when Roberto and Il Volpe 
had led her into the living room and presented her to the group. The 
policeman's undershirt had not covered very much of her body to begin with 
and had been torn in several strategic places during their rapid dash to 
safety up the side of the mountain. No one had made any particular move to 
give her more adequate clothing and she had been forced to answer their 
questions while the men inspected her almost-naked form with obvious 
interest. Of all the members of the band, Il Volpe himself had seemed to be 
least enthusiastic about the idea of having her there. He had pointed out 
quietly that they were running a certain risk in sheltering her and remarked 
rather pointedly that the incident had given the police one more reason to 
attack them.


Roberto had replied that the damage was already done and argued that once 
having taken her under their protection, they could hardly abandon her now. 
Il Volpe had given in finally and decreed that she could remain in their 
midst for the time being and must be treated with absolute respect by the 
entire group. No one had consulted her wishes in the situation.


The evening of her arrival had not seemed like an ideal occasion to inform 
Il Volpe that she suspected him of being her father and Romina had decided 
to bide her time and try to find some evidence which could settle the matter 
one way or another. The bandit leader was a strange man and the girl was not 
entirely sure how to treat him. It was hard to believe that Il Volpe was old 
enough to be her father, since he looked and acted like a man in his 
mid-thirties. His hawk-like face was fresh and unlined and the thick hair on 
his head was still jet-black. However the outlaw chieftain spoke little and 
seemed to prefer to keep to himself and not mix even with the members of his 
own group. When he encountered Romina in the cleared area outside the 
cottage, he invariably bowed low and always called her Signorina, even 
though the others had begun using her first name after the evening of her 
arrival.


Selenia, the solitary female member of the band, was a different story 
altogether. The young Sicilian woman was about Romina's age or possibly a 
few months younger and not nearly so tall. She possessed the voluptuous 
shapely figure which is characteristic of Southern Italian women, with large 
mobile breasts and firm solid hips, as well as an earthy raw sense of humor. 
Selenia was always ready to laugh at any joke, no matter how low the humor 
and never seemed to mind when her behind was patted in passing by one of the 
men. She possessed enormous reserves of energy and vitality and Romina, who 
was used to a more leisurely pace of life, frequently became exhausted just 
following her around.


The two women liked each other instinctively even though the American had 
initially feared that the Italian girl would regard her as a potential rival 
and be jealous. Romina wondered if Selenia had a boyfriend among the 
bandits, and if so, which one he was, but she never worked up the courage to 
ask.


As the two of them worked side by side, the physically well-endowed Italian 
girl explained a little of the gang's background. All of them had fled at 
various times over the years into the mountains to join Il Volpe after they 
had each run afoul of the law in some way.


Tullio, for example, an enormously fat man who consumed mountains of food at 
every meal and was fond of making lewd remarks to Romina, had been a friend 
of Il Volpe's since boyhood. He had once hidden the outlaw from the police 
and had been forced to hide himself in the hills when the lieutenant had 
found out and tried to arrest him. Mario, a prematurely bald fellow who was 
the group's carpenter, shoe-maker and handyman, was a deserter from the Army 
who had been sentenced to a long jail sentence by a military tribunal for a 
crime actually committed by one of his officers. Benito, a fast-talking, 
nervous man in his thirties, had stolen some chickens from a nobleman to 
keep his family from starvation and had joined Il Volpe to avoid going to 
jail. And Selenia herself had stabbed a policeman who had tried to force his 
attentions on her and then found a warrant sworn out for her arrest. The 
others all had similar stories. They had started life honest but poor and 
each of them had been driven by poverty and the local police into banditry. 
Roberto seemed to be an exception and Romina gathered that their was some 
element of mystery regarding his presence. Selenia admitted that she did not 
know where he had come from, but mentioned that he had once been a 
school-teacher and was second-in-command after Il Volpe.


As much as she was enjoying her stay with this interesting group of people, 
the figure of Il Volpe was still very prominent in Romina's thoughts. At 
times, she found herself romantically attracted to this strange silent man, 
so much so that she sometimes hoped desperately that he would not turn out 
to be her father. Other times, she longed to tell him why she had come to 
Sicily and ask him about his stay in North America with the fervent desire 
that he could settle, once and for always, the secret behind her parentage. 
But he remained remote and distant and since no one had yet said anything 
about leaving, she decided to wait a few more days to see if she could 
discover anything on her own.


On the fifth day after her arrival, the two women prepared a particularly 
fine dinner, cooking a wild boar which Tullio, the fat man, had shot in the 
hills nearby. She was tired after all the work and feeling full "and happy, 
Romina excused herself after the fruit and coffee and retired to her room.


Undressing languidly, she hung the rough simple clothing which Selenia had 
loaned her on a peg above her cot, slipped into the undershirt (which she 
was using as a nightie), blew out the oil and crawled under the sheets.


Meanwhile in the next room. The dinner was rapidly transforming itself into 
a party. Romina tossed in her narrow bed as she heard corks popping and wine 
being poured and the gay lusty laughter of Selenia echoing above the lively 
conversation of the men. The American girl suddenly felt lonely and half 
decided to rejoin the party, since sleep seemed to be slow in coming. But 
the idea of getting dressed all over again did not appeal to her since the 
night was warm. As she lay restlessly in bed, she noticed that light from 
somewhere was entering the room and sitting up, she discovered that a brick 
was missing near the ceiling in the wall dividing her room from the area 
where the party was taking place. Acting out of a childish impulse, she 
balanced on the edge of a chair and peered into the next room.


The scene which met her eyes had changed considerably. The dishes and 
silverware had all been cleared away and the entire group was drinking wine, 
the very same lust-inspiring wine which the lieutenant had made her drink in 
Strappani. Selenia was sitting boldly on the table in front of the group, 
her skirt up around her hips and her full finely-shaped legs exposed, 
drinking the aphrodisiac liquid directly from the bottle. Most of the men 
had removed their shirts and the room seemed heavy with sensuality.


"Oh, it's hot," complained the full-breasted young woman, a little 
drunkenly.


"Take off your dress, Selenia," advised Tullio with a raucous laugh, "and 
you'll see how much cooler you feel!"


An impish smile crossed the Italian girl's impishly puckered lips.


"Oh, it's going to be one of those nights, is it?" she retorted. Getting 
unsteadily to her feet, Selenia undid the buttons of her dress at the back, 
walking to where the fat man was sitting with a bottle of the 
conscience-destroying wine between his knees. His hands went quickly to her 
lushly rounded hips and the corpulent outlaw tugged as Selenia wiggled the 
garment off her shoulders, let it fall down over her full exciting buttocks 
and thighs and drop to the floor. Romina inhaled deeply at the sight, 
wondering what this behavior could possibly mean.


A general chorus of appreciation could be heard as Selenia's smooth tanned 
body appeared before them, now concealed only by a pair of cotton panties 
and a brassiere.


"Feeling cooler now, Selenia?" asked one of the men as he stepped up behind 
her and ran his hands lewdly over her firm flat stomach.


"No, no, I'm still hot," she complained, the broad grin on her lips 
betraying the fact that she was joking. She squirmed with pleasure as the 
bandit worked his lascivious fingers underneath the elastic waist band of 
the girl's flimsy panties and began drawing them down over her broad 
inviting hips. Why, they're stripping her! thought Romina, her mind in a 
daze. It's that wine! It's driven them crazy!


His hands still working, the bandit shifted his attention to Selenia's back, 
where he deftly undid the fastening of her brassiere.


"Ahhhhhhhhhh!" she crooned as the bra slithered off her magnificent, 
voluptuously shaped bosom and joined her panties on the floor. "That feels 
so much better." Standing stark naked in front of the men, she deliberately 
excited them, rocking slowly back and forth, her legs slightly spread, her 
eyes closed, massaging her full ripe brown-tipped breasts with her hands.


"Selenia would like to lay down now, boys," announced the lascivious fat 
Tullio, who seemed to be the master of orgies for the band. Well, I think 
she had better he down, thought the scandalized Romina, still watching from 
her concealed position in the next room, before this goes any further.


But Tullio and Romina were not on the same wave-length. Pulling a mattress 
off a cot in the corner, the bandits made a bed for Selenia on the top of 
the table at which they had eaten only a half-hour previously. Over the 
mattress went a blanket and atop the blanket they settled the supple naked 
Sicilian girl, her skin now covered with a light fine layer of sweat. From 
where Romina was watching, the thin, vertical mouth of the girl's openly 
gapping vagina was plainly visible, only partially protected by the thinly 
curling strands of dark soft pussy hair.


Around the room now only Il Volpe remained immobile while the others began 
sensuously stripping the clothing from their bodies. Selenia writhed 
erotically on the mattress, squeezing her lush ample breasts with her 
fingers and groaning softly, as if she were alone in the room. Roberto was 
the only member of the band not represented and Romina guessed that tonight 
was his turn to stand the guard outside.


The fat foul-mouthed Tullio was the first to approach the naked girl. His 
thick fleshy cock almost hidden by the enormity of his bulging stomach, he 
circled the table and roughly pulled the girl's legs apart. Heaving himself 
up between her separated knees, the monstrous bandit began running his 
tongue up and down the in-sides of her thighs while the Sicilian girl, her 
mind now temporarily dulled by the lust-provoking wine, thrashed back and 
forth, her face contorted with ecstasy. Passing over her body on his hands 
and knees, his enormous belly almost touching hers, the outlaw sucked the 
girl's swollen heaving breasts until her brown nipples hardened into 
protuberant little buds. Then he worked his way down her soft belly, his hot 
energetic tongue penetrating every hidden little crevice until he reached 
the moistly open mound of her pussy and the tenderness of her inner thighs.


The other men moved around the table, watching with interest, intermingling 
encouragements with lewd comments and continually passing the 
morality-destroying wine back and forth. Selenia writhed beneath their eyes 
like a mad woman, groaning softly and gripping the edges of the mattress 
almost as if she were in pain. Romina had never in her life seen anything 
remotely like this and not even her own rape by the policeman had upset her 
quite so profoundly.


Then she had been drugged and not fully responsible for her actions but now 
she was cold sober and she considered bolting from the cottage in horror. 
But even as the thought passed her mind, she dismissed it. Where on earth 
could she go from here? Even assuming she could find her way down off the 
mountain in the dark, which was not at all-likely, Lieutenant Barzini would 
be waiting for her in the town.


Turning her attention again to the lewd spectacle before her, Romina 
shuddered with horror as she watched the grotesquely fat Tullio lower his 
mouth until it was only a few inches from Selenia's soft moving pubic mound. 
His greasy hands were spread out over her flat smooth stomach with each of 
his thumbs digging cruelly into the fleshy outer lips of her warm hair-lined 
cunt. The Italian girl, meanwhile, seemed to be off on another planet. Her 
mouth was open and a thin trickle of saliva escaped her lips while her eyes 
stared vacantly off into nothingness.


Romina twitched involuntarily as she watched Tullio's fingers deliberately 
probe the moist mysteries of Selenia's softly curling pubic hair, slowly 
exposing the red throbbing slit of her vagina. Visibly hardening under this 
obscene torment, the Italian girl's tiny delicate clitoris was contracting 
and expanding violently just above the tight elastic ring of her now 
openingly palpitating cunt.


"Go to it, Tullio!" called one of the men vulgarly. "There's your dessert 
for you."


Needing no more encouragement than this, the fat man's head dropped on to 
the target, his thick busy tongue lashing out like a whip against Selenia's 
waiting vaginal hole, lewdly exciting the raw sensitive nerves around the 
fleshy ragged edges. The girl's body jerked spasmodically up around his neck 
while her restless hands fluttered through his hair. As she tried to force 
his mouth further into the intimacy of her body, the voluptuous naked girl's 
hips began to grind in a regular sensual rhythm, keeping time with the 
insistent probing of the bandit's hot slavering tongue. From her open mouth 
issued small bird-like cries of pleasure, her lips curled back over her 
teeth in an expression real animal lust.


Romina felt a series of uncontrollable shivers run through her body as she 
viewed this depraved spectacle and the sudden horrifying thought crossed her 
mind that she might herself be sexually excited by these obscene activities. 
It is not possible, she told herself severely. I haven't had a drop of that 
orgy-wine and no decent woman could watch a debauchery like this without 
feeling upset and disgusted.


As she debated with herself, the short bald-headed man called Mario stepped 
up, rubbing his hands with anticipation. His dangling cock was already 
half-erected and Romina was shocked at the size of it, gasping with 
amazement as she watched it slowly rise to its full height and looking like 
the sawed-off branch of a tree, jutting boldly out of a jumble of reddish 
curly hair. The bald-headed shoemaker moved to the edge of the table and 
began running his hands lewdly over Selenia's now hotly writhing body, 
pinching her swollen breasts with his thin craftsman's fingers. As soon as 
Selenia sensed this obscene caress, she bent from the waist, twisting her 
torso and wrapping her arms around the shoemaker's middle. This brought the 
man's thick cock to within a few inches of the girl's moistly parted lips 
and Romina dug her finger nails into the palms of her hands as she watched 
Selenia's tongue snake out in a vain attempt to touch the lewdly pulsating 
flesh so close to her open lips. A sadistic evil grin crossed Mario's face 
as he reached down between Selenia's circling arms, took the hot scarlet 
head of his muscular cock and rubbed it tormentingly across the girl's face 
and chin. Selenia strained forward, trying to capture the illusive penis in 
her mouth, but Mario laughed cruelly, swinging it lewdly from side to side 
whenever she lunged at him.


Finally, with a frantic effort which almost tore her away from Tullio who 
was still licking her hungrily grinding cunt into sensual madness, Selenia 
imprisoned Mario's extended cock between her parted lips. With an obscene 
animalistic roar, Mario seized the opportunity to plunge himself forward, 
burying his fleshy pole deep in her open willing mouth.


My God, she'll choke to death, thought


Romina, terrified. They're going to kill her like this!


But Selenia, her cheeks bellowing in and out, began sucking the thick red 
organ as if it were an exotically flavored ice cream cone, running her 
tongue hungrily over the bulbous blood-swollen tip, her eyes rolled back in 
her head like a mad woman and a look of wild intensive sensuality on her 
face.


Time and time again Romina shook her head in vain attempts to clear her 
dazed mind, but each time she was unable to tear her eyes from the lewd 
drama unfolding before her. Transfixed, she watched Selenia's tender lips 
stretched cruelly around the massive penis sawing regularly in and out of 
her mouth while at the same time Tullio continued to burrow between her 
legs, making obscene smacking sounds as his meaty tongue tormented the soft 
wet walls of her hotly pulsating cunt. Mario stood nonchalantly by the edge 
of the table as he fucked brutally into her mouth, joking with the other men 
and occasionally taking a swig from the strange aphrodisiac wine which had 
been the ultimate cause of all Romina's troubles.


Selenia's hands were pressed tight against the shoemaker's hard thrusting 
buttocks, one in each hand, and Romina could see the girl's arm muscles 
contract as she strained desperately to pull him even further into her 
throat. From the corners of her mouth trickled a thin white mixture of 
saliva and sperm, running in fine white rivulets over down her chin and into 
the hungrily working hollows of her neck.


"Christ, these two are taking all night!" complained one of the men 
impatiently.


"Come on, Tullio," urged another, obviously in agreement. "Get your cock in 
there and go to work. And try not to split her down the middle, will you? 
The rest of us want some."


Dragging her eyes away from the doubly penetrated girl writhing on the 
table, Romina studied the man she had reason to believe might be her father. 
Il Volpe was still not showing the slightest sign of sexual excitement, 
calmly sitting and puffing on his pipe as he observed these depraved 
proceedings.


Obeying the request of his companions, Tullio reluctantly raised his head, 
his mouth dripping with sweat and the vaginal fluids from Selenia's body. 
Placing his enormous hands under her buttocks, he raised the sex-maddened 
girl up and threw her legs over his shoulders as if she were a sack of 
potatoes. Undisturbed by this activity, Selenia continued to suck Mario's 
pulsating cock as if her life depended upon it.


With a grunt, the fat outlaw rammed his great penis into Selenia's already 
well-lubricated cunt-al passage, penetrating her like an express train 
roaring into a dark hotly greased tunnel. The force of his thrusts brought 
his thick muscular thighs into violent contact with the girl's upturned and 
exposed buttocks and from her vantage point, Romina could see Tullio's heavy 
swinging testicles crash against the tiny puckered ring of her rectum. 
Loosing no time, Tullio began fucking into her with long hard strokes as 
Selenia's buttocks responded, undulating lasciviously back up at him with 
each powerful movement.


Romina shifted her horrified attention to Mario, who was fucking into her 
cruelly-stretched mouth with ever-increasing speed. The bald-headed man 
seemed determined to bury his cock completely in the girl's throat and 
Romina wondered why she was not choking on the huge thickness. Instead, 
mewing purring sounds and moans of pleasure emerged from Selenia's 
cock-filled mouth as Mario's heavy, sperm-filled balls slapped ruthlessly 
against her chin.


Oh God, thought Romina desperately. He's going to mangle her like that! If 
he empties his cum into her throat, she'll strangle!


Unable to tear her eyes from this depraved scene, Romina watched as the 
shoemaker partially withdrew his swollen throbbing cock and Selenia wrapped 
both hands around it, jerking at him as if she were trying to twist his 
penis off. When the monstrous red tip was clear of her open mouth, Mario 
suddenly groaned as heavy jets of hot sticky sperm began spraying out of his 
cock like shells from a machine gun. The viscous white liquid poured into 
Selenia's waiting mouth and Romina shuddered in near despair, watching the 
Italian girl's adam's apple bob up and down as she hungrily, almost as 
though she were starving swallowed desperately at his cum, anxiously trying 
not to lose a drop. When Mario's orgasm passed, Selenia pulled him close to 
her again, still gulping down the hot, lust-inciting fluid, and tenderly 
licked him clean like a mother cat, running her tongue carefully over the 
slowly deflating penis while saliva and expended semen dribbled over her 
chin and thin strings of the white, viscous substance stretched from her 
glistening lips to the tip of his softening cock.


The shock of this grotesque scene was enough to tear Romina loose from the 
paralysis which had held her until now. As Mario collapsed happily back into 
his chair and another man took his place at Selenia's now empty mouth, 
Romina tore her eyes away and carefully climbed down off the chair.


I must get away from here, she told herself! Here I am, trapped somewhere in 
the mountains with a gang of criminal sex maniacs! Despite the gentleness 
with which she had been treated thus far Romina knew that once they had 
drunk enough of that sex-wine, they could easily turn their attentions to 
her.


But running away would mean abandoning her project! So far, she had been 
remarkably lucky. Within two days of her arrival in Sicily, she was Il 
Volpe's houseguest. How foolish to leave until she was able to establish 
firmly one way or the other whether or not he was her real father.


And there was one more reason, she forced herself to admit. As the days had 
gone by, Il Volpe, the bandit chief, had become increasingly prominent in 
her thoughts and she could not decide whether the emotions she was feeling 
towards him were the sentiments of a daughter for her father or-she choked 
at the thought-the feelings of a woman for a man!


She had to know the truth, and yet it still seemed totally impossible to ask 
him directly. Romina returned to her bed, resolving to sleep and consider 
the whole problem more carefully the next day, but was dismayed to find that 
she was painfully and overly excited by what she had just seen and totally 
incapable of sleeping. What to do?


A thought suddenly occurred to her. If Il Volpe had really once been married 
to her mother, he must have with him some memento, a photograph, a letter, 
something to remember her by. If she could find some evidence, some proof, 
she would finally know where she stood. And tonight was the perfect 
opportunity to play private detective. With the noise they were all making 
in the next room, they would never hear her moving around. And Selenia would 
keep them occupied for hours.


Still wearing the torn undershirt they had taken from the police lieutenant, 
the girl swallowed her fears as slipped out of her room into the hallway and 
crept down to the entrance to Il Volpe's bedroom. The door yielded to her 
gentle push and she quickly stepped inside and closed it tightly before 
putting a match to the oil lamp next to the bed.


Il Volpe's room was neat and simple. There was a desk in the corner piled 
with a number of books. A few articles of clothing hung behind the door and 
there was a landscape painting over the bed. Obviously, in his career as a 
bandit, Il Volpe had found it expedient to travel light and avoid 
accumulating useless objects. In the corner of the room stood an enormous 
wooden chest, and Romina carefully raised the unlocked lid, excitement 
growing in her stomach.


Inside were obviously the outlaw's prize possessions. There was a suit of 
city clothing, old but clearly kept in good condition. On the other side, 
wrapped in newspapers, was a well-oiled sub-machine gun and below this there 
was a rather large box which proved to contain shells for the murderous 
looking weapon. Shaving equipment and a small mirror rested at the bottom of 
the chest, along with a series of small boxes of various shapes and sizes. 
Romina picked one up at random and opened it. It was the type of spring 
operated ornate box normally used for woman's jewelry. Inside, resting on a 
tiny velvet cushion, was a woman's earring, made of gold and fashioned in 
the shape of a fox.


Suddenly it struck her and her hands began to shake so badly that she had to 
place the earring on the desk or risk dropping it. It was the mate to her 
mother's earring, the one she had worn around her neck for so many years! 
God, this was the proof she had been searching for! There was no longer any 
doubt. Il Volpe was her father! A rainbow of conflicting emotions ran 
through her mind and she could not decide whether to laugh or cry. How could 
she tell him? What should she say?


"I thought so!" came a steady voice from across the room. Romina, startled, 
looked up to find herself face to face with Il Volpe himself.


CHAPTER SEVEN


"I knew there was something strange about you the day Roberto brought you up 
here," said the bandit leader, an unusual harsh bitter cruelty in his voice. 
"On our next meeting, I must congratulate Lieutenant Barzini on the powers 
of his imagination. It never occurred to me that he would send a policewoman 
after me."


'"A policewoman?" repeated Romina, a little stupefied.


"And the marvelous scene the two of you acted out just as Roberto happened 
to be passing by! How could he have resisted the opportunity to save a 
beautiful naked woman from being raped?"


Oh Christ, thought the trembling frightened girl, he thinks that horrible 
policeman sent me here as a spy. She had to explain! She had to make him 
believe her!


"No, no ... you don't understand," she began, but Il Volpe's hand flashed 
out of nowhere and caught her full on the side of the face. The slap sent 
her spinning backwards against his bed and her cheek burned with the 
unexpected pain.


"You will speak when you are spoken to," he informed her brutally. "You have 
forfeited your right to be treated as an honored guest in my house."


As the hurt subsided, Romina suddenly became aware that she was still 
wearing only the policeman's torn undershirt and that the garment had fallen 
high up on her stomach as she sprawled across the bed, revealing to the 
outlaw's eyes the curling dark triangle of pubic hair covering her naked 
pussy. She followed his eyes as they dropped to the tantalizing sight of her 
naked crotch and it suddenly struck her that he too was still under the 
influence of the sex-stimulating wine from Strappani. In an instant he was 
at her side, seizing her by the arm and propelling her to the door.


"This is a problem which concerns us all," he muttered angrily. "We'll let 
the group decide what to do with you."


Still making a vain attempt to stretch the undershirt to cover her 
vulnerable pubic area, Romina was pushed roughly into the living room. 
Selenia had fallen asleep on the sperm and sweat soaked mattress, her legs 
spread apart lewdly and a trickle of unswallowed cum still oozing from the 
corner of her open mouth. The rest of the bandits jumped up startled as 
their leader threw Romina onto the floor in their midst.


"Found her searching my room," he explained shortly. "One of Barzini's 
spies. I've suspected her from the beginning."


"Oh Christ!" exclaimed the bald shoemaker. "Now what do we do with her?"


"Get rid of her," suggested Tullio menacingly, staring angrily at the 
quivering terrified girl.


"That's right," agreed another man enthusiastically. "She can't leave here 
alive. She already knows too much about us." All the men in the room were 
naked except for Il Volpe and Romina felt close to fainting from the 
combination of fear and the acrid scent of lust, sweat and sperm from their 
wine drunken bodies. They closed around her.


"Roberto brought her here," Il Volpe stated firmly. "And we should hear what 
he has to say before we do anything. It's only fair to him!"


While the men discussed her fate, Tullio, the monstrously fat bandit who had 
been the first to assault Selenia, approached her, grinning obscenely, and 
seized her arm, his strong brutal fingers causing red marks on her tender 
skin. He turned her around slowly like a slave master examining a possible 
purchase.


"No matter what we do with her eventually," he announced, "I can't see any 
reason not to have a little fun with her in the meantime. I don't think 
Selenia will mind, do you?" The rest of the men sniggered with a glance at 
the heavily sleeping Italian girl. "And this little policewoman is something 
special or old Tullio's eyes are failing him."


Romina looked quickly at Il Volpe, begging him with her eyes not to let this 
awful thing happen to her but the bandit leader met her beseeching stare for 
a long minute and then abruptly turned away towards the door.


"Do what you want."


"he consented harshly. "Just remember, someone must relieve Roberto from the 
guard post tomorrow and you are not to kill her until he returns. I'm going 
to sleep. Clean her up when you get through with her and bring her to my 
room in the morning."


With this cruel sentence, Il Volpe spun on his heel and walked out of the 
room, his mind in a turmoil.


I thought I knew who she was, he said to himself in anguish as he walked 
down the corridor to his room. The face was almost the same. Her body looked 
the same. She even smiles like the other one used to smile. What an 
impossible dream? A crazy idea! If she had been my daughter, she would have 
said something before now!


He halted in the corridor as a chorus of lusty laughter from the living room 
reached his ears. Suppose he was wrong? Suppose the mysterious young girl 
was not a police spy at all but really the product of the love he had shared 
with the American woman twenty-one years ago, the wife he had loved and been 
forced to leave? If this were the case, he had just handed his only 
daughter's body over to the lusts and desires of his own band of criminals!


Il Volpe shook his head to drive away this monstrous suspicion and entered 
the solitude of his bedroom.


Impossible! Had she been his daughter, she would have spoken up! And why 
search his room? The incident with the policeman had made him suspicious 
from the very start. No daughter of his would drink Strappani wine with a 
policeman. She was a fucking spy and nothing else! He slammed the door 
savagely behind him and threw himself on the bed. Closing his eyes in a 
useless attempt to sleep, he saw before him in his mind's eye the sight of 
her exposed helpless legs and smooth white little belly as he had seen them 
while shoving her onto this very bed a few minutes before. The bandit leader 
felt lust growing in his loins, a terrible gnawing confused lust. Images of 
Romina as his daughter, as the innocent stranger or the cunning policewoman 
all mixed in his mind and could not be separated. He turned his face to the 
wall, summoning up all his will power to control his feelings. She was not 
his daughter! In the morning, when the boys had finished with her, he would 
fuck her himself till she screamed. When Roberto returned, they would decide 
what to do and if the group wanted her put out of the way, he would do the 
job himself with his own pistol!


* * *


"So you thought you could pull a fast one on us, did you?" mocked Tullio, 
now fully in command in the absence of both Il Volpe and Roberto. "What do 
you say, boys? I think that this undershirt covers up a little too much of 
what we'd like to see. Take it off, bitch!"


Romina stared helplessly back at the corpulent outlaw, her arms paralyzed by 
fear and too numb to move. Was this how it was destined to end? To be raped 
and murdered by a gang of bandits in the mountains of land she didn't even 
know? How could she save herself? Crying out that she was the daughter of Il 
Volpe would only make them laugh now. No one, not even the bandit chief 
himself, would be-likely to believe that story at this stage of the game.


"Not very obedient, Tullio," commented one of the bandits.


"Needs a little convincing," responded the fat man. "Loan me your belt, 
Mario."


"No!" she cried, as she saw the powerful outlaw, still naked, seize the 
stout leather belt. Two other men hoisted the slumbering Selenia off the 
table and dumped her without much ceremony on the steel springs of the bed. 
Then Romina felt herself grasped by strong hands and stretched out on top of 
the mattress which was still soaked with cum and the sweat from Selenia's 
gang-ravished body.


Laying spread-eagled on her stomach, she knew instinctively that pleading 
for mercy would only make matters worse and she realized that she was 
totally in their hands now, helpless before whatever brutal torment they 
chose to inflict upon her. The undershirt was cruelly ripped from her back 
and the outlaws laughed heartlessly as they viewed her naked unprotected 
buttocks trembling whitely with fear and raised up like a sacrificial 
offering to their eyes. The tough, violent men crowded around the table 
expectantly, prodding and pinching her with their fingers as Tullio cracked 
the belt experimentally in the air. Beneath him, her slim but voluptuous 
body glistened with terrorized perspiration as she awaited the blows to 
come.


"When I'm through with you, little police-girl," Tullio promised, 
determination and bitterness in his voice, "you're going to beg us to fuck 
you anyway we want. When you start begging, I'll stop hitting."


The belt came down hard on her naked upturned buttocks sooner and more 
painfully that she expected and a cry of agony escaped her lips.


"Aaaaagggghhhh!! ! " she wailed, but the blows continued to mark her 
squirming back and thighs, faster than she could have believed possible. She 
vowed, even as the pain increased, that she would never submit. They could 
and probably would rape her mercilessly, but she would never beg them to do 
it to her!


"Beg!" Tullio commanded harshly, his deep voice echoing across the room.


"Oh, please stop, please..." she implored them.


"Not like that, baby," the fat man growled.


"Beg us to fuck you. Tell us how much you want it."


"No, please," she whimpered piteously. "Don't make me do it!"


"Turn her over, boys, and we'll try the other side," Tullio ordered. Once 
again, Romina felt powerful hands manipulate her body, turning her roughly 
over on her back.


"Now spread her legs," Tullio added and two muscular bandits drew her ankles 
apart, exposing the tender fleshy folds of her hair-lined crotch and the 
pinkly shining entrance to her tight little cunt. Once more the belt flashed 
through the air and Romina's scream reverberated through the room, causing 
even Selenia to stir in her drugged intoxicated sleep. The belt had landed 
full on the softness of her ripe delicate clitoris, sending a blade of 
intolerable pain up her spinal column. Whatever else they did to her, Romina 
knew she could not endure that torture again.


"Oh, I can't stand it..." she cried out, as Tullio flexed his arm for 
another blow. "Fuck me if you want ... do whatever you want to do to me but 
don't hit me again."


"Now did I understand you correctly, Signorina?" questioned Tullio, with 
heavy mockery. "You wish these gentlemen here to shove their thick fat cocks 
up into that tight little pussy of yours?" As he spoke he whirled the belt 
high over his head, knowing that her will was broken and wanting to keep the 
pressure on.


"Yes," she hissed helplessly, her voice barely audible.


"Now some of these honored gentlemen have special tastes. I do trust the 
American Signorina will not mind if they do some things to her that the 
young lady's boyfriend back home never thought of?"


"Please, do anything you want, but don't hit me again!" she sobbed in 
despair as her lovely body was suddenly covered with lewd hands, caressing 
her full resilient breasts and exploring the soft moist mysteries of the 
pink-rimmed vaginal opening below her flat smooth stomach.


Tullio positioned himself between her legs, massaging his heavy flaccid cock 
with his hands as he gazed down at her helplessly spread form.


"Need a little drink first," he muttered and one of the men uncorked a fresh 
bottle. After pouring about a quarter of it down his throat, the monstrously 
fat bandit looked down in satisfaction as his cock, barely visible beneath 
his bulging stomach, responded to the lust-exciting wine and began steadily 
rising.


"Give me some!" cried Romina impulsively. The wine would make it easier, she 
knew, and she wanted to be drugged, unconscious if possible, while the gang 
did its lewd work on her:


Her plea provoked a general chorus of laughter and one of the men held the 
bottle between her parted lips.


"Drink it all," commanded Tullio sternly. Romina was forced to drink or 
strangle as the sexually-stimulating fluid came bubbling out of the bottle 
and she choked and gagged as it poured slowly down her throat. Only when the 
bottle was empty did they remove it from her lips and she began immediately 
to feel the now-familiar sensation of warmth in her stomach and loins.


"Take a look at this," bellowed Tullio in triumph and Romina struggled to 
focus her glazed eyes on the long menacing instrument he was holding between 
his pudgy fingers. Without waiting for her verdict, he climbed up on the 
table with surprising agility and fell with his full weight on top of her 
outstretched body;


She moaned helplessly as she felt the hardness of his penis pressing 
forcefully against the soft tender flesh of her thighs. The fat man inched 
forward, moving his now fully hardened cock closer to its goal. She tried to 
tighten the fragile muscles surrounding her pink cuntal slit, but his weight 
was crushing the breath from her body and she felt her arms and legs go 
limp. There was nothing left for her now but surrender. Tullio poised 
himself for the final attack, grinning lasciviously at the naked foreign 
girl who was now completely in his power. He knew perfectly well that she 
found him repulsive and he vowed silently to make her like his fucking 
whether she wanted to or not.


The black-haired girl groaned as she felt the increased pressure of his long 
thick cock against the warm, fearfully trembling folds of her cunt.


Suddenly the groan turned into a gasp of pain as the ragged wet edges of her 
vagina suddenly yielded before the insistent probings of the rounded tip of 
his hardened rod. And then it was Tullio's turn to groan. The fat man had 
known his share of women in his long criminal career, but he had never felt 
anything remotely like this before. The wet grasping walls of her tight 
young vagina, already stimulated and throbbing into life by the fast-acting 
wine, gripped his muscular fleshy member like a greased, foam rubber vise 
and he surged into her with renewed strength, feeling the moist interior 
walls of her cunt give way before the attack.


The helplessly impaled girl writhed piteously beneath him, the pain he was 
causing in her almost-unused loins spreading like fire up into her stomach. 
But her useless struggles only served to excite him more and the tightening 
of her vaginal muscles on his huge, lustfully pulsating cock caused it to 
expand even more until her belly felt as if it were stretched to the point 
of no return.


As the corpulent bandit began fucking into her with long firm strokes, 
Romina felt other hands roaming over her defenseless body. Her breasts were 
being pinched and kneaded by someone whose face she could not see, bringing 
both of her tiny brown buds involuntarily into a state of hardness. Another 
hand insinuated itself forcibly under her buttocks and she felt the author 
of this new aggression run his finger lightly over the exposed lips of her 
tiny rectum.


"Hey, we can't wait, Tullio!" cried one of the men. "You take too damn 
long!"


"Turn her on her side, Tullio." advised another. "We'll stay out of your 
way."


"Wait till you're my age," grumbled the fat man, panting with exertion, but 
he obediently rolled over on his side, never losing a stroke and exposing 
Romina's soft, well-rounded buttocks to the man who wanted them


A scream broke from her lips as she felt her tight unused little anus being 
probed lewdly at by someone's thick middle finger.


"No, no, not that," she begged. "Aaaaggghhh!! ! "


Scorning the futile resistance offered by her tightly contracted little 
ass-hole, the unseen man's brutal finger suddenly slipped into it, and on 
into the warm interior of her body, cruelly stretching her vainly clenched 
rectal passage as she had never believed possible. She tried to hold her 
thighs perfectly still to minimize the pain, but the insistent thrusting of 
Tullio's savage loins forced her body back onto the twisting, circling 
finger.


The pain was excruciating and she felt her ass-hole being slowly but surely 
widened so much that it seemed unlikely ever to return to its original size 
and shape. The pain in her cruelly stretched vagina was lessening now, 
because the fluids from her body were beginning to flood into the burning 
passage as the lust-inspiring wine had its inevitable effect.


The finger wormed even harder up into her tormented rectum and was joined by 
a second and a third as her nether passage slowly yielded to this relentless 
assault. Then suddenly the fingers withdrew and she enjoyed a moment of 
comfort. Her mind, now totally confused by the maddening wine, relaxed for a 
few seconds. It's not so bad being fucked from the front, she thought 
vaguely, but from behind it hurts too much.


But the reprieve was only temporary. Once again she sensed harsh hands 
drawing the soft white moons of her buttocks cruelly apart and then came the 
horrifying feeling of a man's thick extended penis pressing against the 
tight restricting ring of her anal flesh.


A scream of real agony broke forth from the temporarily-demented girl's lips 
as her tiny pre-stretched anus yielded before this overwhelming pressure and 
the man's rubbery hardened cock plunged mercilessly up into her bowels in 
one long smooth stroke. Her buttocks jerked and writhed in desperation but 
the two men pinned her neatly between them and with each futile movement of 
the young woman's body, the thick unrepentant cock glided a few more inches 
into the warmly yielding cavern of her ass.


Working like a team, Tullio and the unidentified bandit synchronized their 
thrusts, battering her naked young body back and forth between them like a 
rag doll, only a thin wall of fleshy membrane separating the two plunging 
ravaging poles.


"Christ, she's tight in the ass," grunted the unseen man who was fucking 
jerkily into her tortured rectum. From Romina's throat there came a low 
tormented whine as the two thick cudgels skewered into her back and front. 
The two bandits began to pick up the tempo as her twin passages gradually 
adjusted to this double invasion and the natural juices of her body started 
to flow and lubricate both hotly clenching channels.


While her body was being torn violently by this lewd double rape, Romina's 
mind felt as if it were coming apart at the seams. Her eyes refused to focus 
properly because of the wine and the ill-treatment to which she was being 
subjected and she could no longer control the direction of her thoughts. She 
was barely conscious of the fact that the pain in her loins was almost gone 
and aware of a new and more disturbing feeling which was slowly and 
gradually taking its place.


Her body, in spite of her fear and revulsion, was beginning to lewdly react!


With what was left of her capacity for clear thought, the girl knew 
perfectly well that she was being brutally raped, in fact, fucked half to 
death, by two common outlaws who might tomorrow put a pistol to her head and 
blow her brains out.


But now, somehow, nothing seemed to matter, nothing but the magic 
overpowering sexual sensations rushing through her tortured bruised body...


Feeling the change come over her, the two men re-doubled their efforts as 
Romina let herself go, her smooth round buttocks undulating hungrily and 
lasciviously in tiny answering circles. Her groans became more insistent and 
she dug her nails into Tuliio's broad back, trying to spread her milk-white 
young thighs even further apart and draw him even deeper into the tenderness 
of her throbbing vagina. Everything was forgotten now: the torn undershirt 
on the floor, the humiliation of being fucked back and front in the presence 
of a roomful of lustfully jeering men, the unknown fate which awaited her in 
the morning. All that counted for Romina now was the hot searing sensation 
in her rectum as the unknown man's hard, blood-filled penis stabbed 
ruthlessly in and out of her bowels and the pressure of Tuliio's heavily 
tunneling hardness against her now-hardened cervix, deep inside of her where 
no man had ever touched her before.


With a shock, she realized in the back of her wine-clouded head that she 
really wanted to be fucked like this! She wanted them to do everything to 
her that they had done to Selenia and more! And inexperienced as she was, 
Romina knew that she was approaching orgasm and the two men had to struggle 
to hold her wildly-jerking body down.


"Oh, fuck me, fuck me, fuck into me harder," she screamed as the greedy 
moist walls of her cuntal passage clasped the fleshy battering ram which was 
pummeling her from the front. At the same time, her rectal entry contracted 
fiercely against the invading penis it contained. Her head lashed back and 
forth, savagely, her eyes clenched and her mouth open. The muscles on her 
neck stood out like cords and her smooth soft tummy hardened with the 
approaching spasm of climax.


"I'm cumming! Oh God, I'm cumming!" she groaned, as an obscenely building 
wave of indescribable pleasure swept outward from her burning loins, 
spreading inexorably through her milk-white thighs and up into her heaving 
swollen breasts. Gushes of fresh, youthful smelling orgiastic fluid poured 
out of her body past Tullio's hard plunging cock and mixed with the 
accumulated sweat of three laboring bodies before trickling down her legs in 
tiny heated rivulets. The unusual force of her orgasm brought both men 
closer to the end and as Romina screamed out the fury of her own climax, she 
could feel Tullio's powerfully plunging cock beginning to jerk up inside her 
wide-stretched cunt.


The bandit crushed his lips tightly against her bruised mouth, a long low 
groan emanating from his throat as he began spurting his hot angry sperm 
mercilessly into her twisting writhing groin. She could feel it stream into 
her in great unending torrents and his once-enormous cock seemed to deflate 
like a pricked balloon as each wave of cum gushed out of him. As Tullio 
collapsed, his head nestled between her ripe heaving breasts, Romina felt 
the other man, whose face she had never seen, began to cum deep up in her 
over filled bowels.


Digging his fingers painfully into her thighs, the unknown bandit plunged 
into her hotly clenching rectum as far as his hardness would reach, but 
Romina now welcomed the hurt and the impalement and lewd, wicked pleasure 
flooded through her wine-destroyed mind as she felt the second load of 
masculine cum pouring sodomistically into her gratefully accepting anal 
passage.


In another minute, both men had pulled their now-deflated cocks free of her 
battered sweat-covered body, and Romina lay alone on the sodden mattress, 
her legs spread wide apart and her naked sperm-soaked vagina open and gaping 
at the room. Her mind was now completely out of control, as a result of the 
aphrodisiac wine, and she lay idly staring at the ceiling. Another man 
dropped himself heavily between her wide splayed legs and she found herself 
lifting her loins invitingly, now wanting them all to fuck her, one after 
another, any way they wanted, so long as her humiliation and degradation was 
complete. One of the bandits placed a fresh bottle of the 
conscience-destroying wine to her lips and she gulped it down eagerly, 
wanting total oblivion and madness. The men followed one another quickly, 
each making his offering before the altar of her hungry cunt, but their 
faces and bodies and cocks all blended into one. From time to time, her body 
would begin to react of its own accord, and she would groan her way into 
another orgasm, but she was long past keeping count. Once she thought it was 
Il Volpe himself-her own father-that she held in her arms, but when she 
focused her eyes, an irrational joy in her heart, she saw that it was only 
Tullio again and she let her head drop back on the mattress in 
disappointment. In the early hours of the morning, as the bandits were 
coming back for seconds and thirds, unconsciousness finally claimed her and 
she slept, unmindful of what they did to her sperm flooded body or what fate 
awaited her at dawn.


CHAPTER EIGHT


Il Volpe awoke early, just as the sun was rising, and as usual he was fully 
conscious and ready for action the moment his eyelids were open. Without 
bothering to dress, he strode to the kitchen and prepared himself his 
obligatory cup of morning coffee. This was normally Selenia's task, but he 
reasoned that the young Italian girl had been through a rougher-than-usual 
night and he decided not to disturb her.


Standing naked in the kitchen drinking the thick bitter espresso coffee, Il 
Volpe took several deep breaths, feeling good and also feeling exceptionally 
mean. In an hour or so, Roberto would be coming back from guard duty and 
they would decide what to do with the girl, but in the meantime he had his 
own plans for her.


This woman had done him wrong and he meant to have his revenge! She had come 
up here without being invited, insinuating herself into his group and 
relying on the ancient Sicilian tradition of hospitality to protect her from 
harm. She had roused in him again the wildest of his old hopes and ancient 
dreams, the insane desire to see his daughter. Worse than that, she had made 
him half-fall in love with her!


And then she turned out to be a police spy! Not his daughter. Not even a 
lover. But a spy. And by God she would pay for it! He would humiliate her 
the way no woman had ever been humiliated before!


With a roar of sudden rage, the bandit chief sent his coffee cup sailing 
into the wall and stormed out of the kitchen and into the living room. His 
heartbeat increased as he saw Romina's figure on the mattress, naked, 
bruised, battered and asleep. Some of the other bandits had crawled off to 
their own beds after the orgy but Tullio was snoring away beneath the bed, 
his over-worked, flaccid penis hanging limply between his fat legs.


"Tullio!" Il Volpe roared and the corpulent outlaw sprang to his feet with 
amazing speed, his reflexes conditioned by his lengthy criminal career. "I 
told you to have that woman in my bedroom at daybreak! Must I do everything 
myself?"


"Sorry, boss," the fat bandit mumbled apologetically. Without a second's 
hesitation, he slid his powerful hands beneath Romina's slumbering body and 
lifted her into the air without the slightest sign of exertion, carrying her 
roughly down the corridor to his leader's bedroom.


Romina was wide awake by the time she found herself being dropped nakedly 
onto Il Volpe's bed and her eyes popped open in time to see the two men, 
both perfectly naked, standing before her.


"Well, how was she, Tullio?" asked the master criminal, hatred in his voice. 
"Did you and the boys soften her up for me?"


"You bet we did, Signore," responded his subordinate respectfully. "We 
needed the belt at first to teach her a little obedience but once she warmed 
up, we had quite a time with her. A real hot little bitch of a policewoman, 
Sir!"


Romina, not knowing quite what was expected of her, rose from the bed, 
smoothing her hair with her hands and suddenly becoming conscious that she 
was standing stark naked in front of the man she now knew to be her father.


"On your knees, bitch!" he spat out, looking at her with bitterness and 
disdain. The bandit leader squared his shoulders, as if settling his mind on 
something for once and for always, and walked menacingly toward her.


Romina, startled at the harshness of his command, sank to her knees 
immediately, bewildered and desperately searching her mind for some way of 
explaining herself. She was about to cry, "I'm your daughter!" when Il Volpe 
stepped deliberately up to where she was kneeling, his magnificent penis 
swaying only inches from her parted lips.


Then she understood what was required of her and something incredibly 
perverse deep inside her made her bite off the words before they could 
escape from her mouth. There was clearly another dimension to her feelings 
about Il Volpe, she realized. He was not only her father.


He was a man, a tall muscular handsome man who was about to use her in a way 
which not even the bandit gang the night before had dared do.


The idea filled her with emotion and she stooped her shoulders from shaking 
with an effort. His massive cock, there before her eyes, was filling with 
blood, becoming rigid and hard, standing out of his brown clump of pubic 
hair like the mast of a schooner. Her father was going to defile her mouth 
with that unforgiving instrument and the idea filled her with revulsion.


And with desire!


As she leaned toward him hesitantly, she felt his fingers curling in her 
long black hair, pulling her face closer to his already hardened cock.


"Suck it in your mouth, spy!" came his command from above her and she 
quickly lifted her hands to his rigid flesh, pushing back the foreskin and 
exposing the giant, smooth-skinned head. She could hear Tullio, who was 
watching this depraved scene, chortling with obscene glee and somewhere in 
the back of her head, she resented his being there and observing this. 
Despite the fact that the fat outlaw had fucked her and cum up inside her 
any number of times the night before, she insanely felt that what was about 
to happen was a kind of father-daughter affair and that non-members of the 
family should not be present.


Now she felt the acrid but not unpleasant taste of his cock against her lips 
and she glanced down at the length of him. He was bigger than any of the men 
she had seen thus far, at least nine inches long and nearly as big around as 
the handle of a baseball bat.


She hesitated again, a little repelled at the idea of her mouth being 
misused in this fashion. With this same penis, twenty-two years ago, Il 
Volpe had fucked her mother and the seed that had given her life had come 
out of this tiny slit in the bulbous blood-swollen tip. She reached out 
experimentally with her tongue to gather the tiny droplets of fluid oozing 
from the fleshy folds of his foreskin and as she parted her lips, Il Volpe 
moved deliberately forward, pressuring his thick hardness deeper into the 
saliva-wetness of her open, half-willing mouth. She could feel the giant 
pulsating gland at the end of his powerful cock gliding along the smoothness 
of her tongue. The taste was masculine and pungent and she closed her lips 
tightly around him as his hips began a slow undulating motion.


As her jaw began to work, the thick cock began to slide in and out of her 
mouth, making wet obscene smacking sounds with each stroke.


Alright, she told herself, if I'm going to do this, I might as well do it 
right. Il Volpe thinks he's humiliating me and he's correct, but I'm going 
to suck him like he's never been sucked before. He'll remember this the rest 
of his life or I'll die trying! Let him shoot it into me, let him cum in my 
throat. I want it!


And she began to suck him in earnest, trying to draw every drop of sperm out 
of him and into her, moving her head up and down over his muscular throbbing 
penis, her movements in perfect time with the increasingly rapid thrusts of 
his hips. She felt the juices in her empty vagina begin to flow and erotic 
fantasies danced through her head until she wondered if she were still being 
affected by the aphrodisiac wine she had been force-fed the night before.


Gradually the pace of Il Volpe's strokes quickened and he fucked in and out 
of her gurgling mouth like a madman, ramming his fleshy member deeper and 
deeper into the back of her pliant mouth.


Oh cum, cum, cum, she pleaded in her mind as she gagged whenever he 
penetrated too far into her throat. Cum into my mouth and fill me with it!


Il Volpe's hands left her hair, sliding down to her cheeks and pressuring 
them tightly to his cockhead inside as he slammed into her like a smoothly 
working piston. She knew he was close and worked to heighten the pressure of 
her lips on him, to make it better for him when he would finally empty his 
heated white cum deep into the back of her mouth.


Then she heard a long low groan from high above her. His cock seemed to 
double in size and then discharge like a pistol, flooding thin hard jets of 
cum far back against her desperately working tonsils while tiny grunts and 
moans of intense pleasure rumbled in her throat.


She clasped her lips tightly around his jerking instrument, trying not to 
lose a single drop of the precious fluid from which she came and swallowed 
it greedily, the muscles in her throat standing out prominently as she 
choked it down.


"Now lick me clean," came the stern order from above.


Shivering with the emotion produced by the shocking experience she had just 
been through, Romina made haste to comply with his command and began 
twisting her tongue around the slowly deflating object she held in her 
hands, swallowing the last remnants of his cum as she slavered obediently 
over him. Pulling the foreskin as far back as it would go, she was 
particularly careful with the tip of his penis, sucking it repeatedly back 
into her mouth while she cupped his heavy testicles softly in her hands.


However, instead of completing the usual process of deflation, Il Volpe's 
rubbery cock slowly began to react to her licking, gradually becoming rigid 
and stiff once again.


"Did you take her from behind last night?" she heard her father inquire 
casually as she held him tenderly in her hands, waiting for instructions.


"Mario did, but he said that she was tight as hell. And Mario's not really 
that big, although he wouldn't like to hear me say it. I'd never fit and 
you, Signore, would split her right up the seams."


"Do you think so?" responded Il Volpe, his voice calm and philosophical, as 
if they were discussing some normal everyday problem. "Better stick around. 
I may need some help in holding her down if she's really that tight. Let's 
get her up on the bed."


Before she could protest this obscene tortuous suggestion, Romina found 
herself hoisted bodily onto Il Volpe's large soft bed and sent sprawling on 
her hands and knees.


"Please, no ... don't..." she began to plead, but Il Volpe cut her off with 
a sharp remark to his subordinate..


"We may need the belt again, Tullio. I don't like noisy women!"


Romina bit her lip and fell silent. Her own, unknowing father was going to 
sodomize her, there was no doubt of it now. And they had said that the man 
who had done it last night was little: Il Volpe would kill her if he tried 
to make love to her rectum! The act was a physical impossibility!


But there was no question of resistance, since Tullio had positioned himself 
near her head and was forcing her shoulders down on the bed, his meaty 
muscular fingers making red marks on the soft bare flesh of her arms. And 
the mention of the belt was enough to make her obey their order to be 
silent. She remembered the whipping she had received the night before and 
had no desire for a repeat performance.


"On your knees, bitch, and lift your ass in the air!" she heard Il Volpe 
command harshly and although she felt humiliated and ridiculous, she 
obediently pulled her knees under her and raised her buttocks behind her.


"Looks tight," the bandit chief commented and she could feel his finger 
experimentally probing the opening to her still slightly stretched rectum. 
She tried desperately to contract the tiny elastic ring which circled the 
entrance to her anus, but the finger's superior strength conquered her 
resistance and slipped up inside the smooth, hairless little opening to the 
first knuckle.


Romina was surprised that the pain was not worse than it was, apparently 
since she was still somewhat stretched from the previous night. The real 
hurting began when a second finger joined the first and tears of pain and 
abject humiliation came flooding to her eyes. She had been raped and hurt 
before, yes, by the lieutenant a week ago, and by the other bandits last 
night, but this was altogether different. Now the man who was hurting and 
humiliating her was her own father and he didn't even know it!


She could feel his wiry forceful hands on her smooth moon-like buttocks, 
drawing them inexorably apart and inserting his thumbs in the moist crevice 
until she could feel the cool morning air penetrating into the sanctuary of 
her bowels.


She would never survive this, she told herself. She could never again stand 
upright and look the world in the face after undergoing this subjugation and 
shame. If the act itself did not kill her, the disgrace surely would. She 
tried to wiggle away from him in despair, but the tantalizing movements of 
her nakedly spread young buttocks only served to excite him more and she 
felt his massive cock pressing heatedly at the door to her rectum, demanding 
entrance. The penis so wide what it had barely fit into her wide-stretched 
mouth was now about to be thrust ruthlessly into her ass-hole! She began to 
struggle desperately.


"Hold onto her while I get in!" Il Volpe snapped angrily and the pressure of 
Tuliio's hands increased. She could feel her father's fingernails digging 
into her thighs as he worked fiercely to force his way into her upturned 
rectum.


Her tiny elastic anus resisted until it could resist no longer and then 
surrendered to the overwhelming pressure of his blunt hardened penis. It 
popped suddenly up into the barrier of her tightly resisting anal muscle and 
her scream reverberated throughout the cottage!


"Oooooh God! Don't split me! Please don't split meeeeee!"


But her useless groans and cries only seemed to stimulate the sex-maddened 
outlaw. The steady inexorable advance of his rigid genital organ shot 
ever-renewed waves of pain through her body, stretching the fibrous 
membranes of her rectum beyond the point of no return. Now she held 
perfectly still as he wormed his way deeper and deeper into the softly 
yielding depths of her body, hoping to minimize the pain, trying futilely to 
relax her ass muscles the way a patient tries to relax when receiving an 
injection. Her backside felt overwhelmed, filled, stuffed, as if she had 
suddenly been impaled on the stump of a tree.


Il Volpe was panting with the exertion of forcing his hardened penis into 
this tight resisting opening, but he knew that her will to oppose him had 
been effectively broken. He gathered his resources for the final push and, 
taking a firm grip on her loins, thrusting himself violently forward, 
impaling the trembling girl completely and burying himself to the hilt.


Romina had never felt so dirtied in her life as she trembled in the debasing 
kneeling posture before him, her buttocks waving high in the air and her 
breasts and face pressed tightly against the mattress. Il Volpe, moving at 
first with difficulty, began thrusting slowly in and out between the full, 
quivering moons of her ass-cheeks, his thick cock making a depraved smacking 
sound each time he withdrew it almost to the tip and then plunged forward 
again.


Her tiny, badly stretched rectum clung to his impaling rod like a rubber 
glove, but she gratefully realized that the pain was gradually lessening 
with each stroke as the natural juices from her body began to lubricate her 
burning passage.


She could hear him grunt and groan with pleasure as he fucked ruthlessly 
into her and a new determination suddenly started swelling within her.


Alright, he had wanted her to suck and she was sure that she had sucked him 
like no other woman in the world. Now he was fucking her into her ass and 
she would fuck back at him. If it was sodomy he wanted, sodomy he would get 
and she swore that this would be the greatest ass-fuck of his life. She was 
glad Tullio was there to witness it and only wished that the others could 
watch as well. She wanted the humiliation, the degradation, and the 
subjugation they were forcing on her and she would show them that she too, 
could wallow in the depths of sensual depravity as far they, and further. 
There was nothing she would not do!


As the tempo of her father's fucking into her nakedly raised buttocks picked 
up, Romina began to screw them punishingly back into his loins, trying to 
increase the pleasure for him. She was nothing more than a sex-slave now, 
willing to do whatever they asked of her. She was completely in their power 
and she reveled in the thought of her total self-abandonment. She swung her 
buttocks in 'ever-widening circles, meeting each of his sensual thrusts with 
a counter-thrust and her head began to lash back and forth between Tuliio's 
knees.


The fat man, seeing that her reservoir of resistance was drained, released 
his iron grip on her arms to allow her to squirm and writhe freely and she 
wrapped her arms as far as they would go around his massive waist in order 
to use his body as leverage.


Tullio, who had never been given time to cover his nakedness, looked at his 
boss in surprise as the girl's body began to respond to this brutal sodomy, 
a thing neither one of them had ever expected, and then transferred his 
attention to what was taking place between his legs. Il Volpe's violent 
fucking had driven the girl steadily forward into the fat man's groin. His 
thick weighty cock, despite the demands placed on it the night before, 
reacted to the friction generated by her cheeks and he gaped in amazement as 
the mysterious American girl suddenly twisted between his thighs and ovaling 
her mouth wide sucked his slowly rising penis between the heated moisture of 
her lips.


Tuliio's first reaction was fear, lest Il Volpe think he was trying to 
interfere, but the bandit leader saw immediately what was happening and 
simply laughed.


"She's on her way, old friend," he jested obscenely. "Careful she doesn't 
bite it off when I shoot into her!"


Infected by the fantastic sensuality of the scene, Il Volpe arched his arm 
around the girl's desperately struggling hips and groped below her 
rhythmically pumping belly for her vacant unused cunt. Slipping his fingers 
through the thin moist curls of pussy hair, he spread the red pulsating lips 
of her open vagina and located the hard ripe little bud of her clitoris.


Both men knew now that there was no rebellion left in the innocent young 
woman they were impaling from both ends and the two outlaws fucked into her 
jubilantly while Il Volpe manipulated her tiny throbbing clitoris with his 
fingers. Romina slavered over Tullio's huge, lust hardened cock as if she 
were a starving child with a candy bar, simultaneously churning her frantic 
rectal passage hotly back into the powerfully driving loins of her father.


She wanted it now and she wanted it badly, groaning and grunting with 
increased passion. The two men sensed that she was with them now, sharing 
the obscenity of their act rather than merely submitting to it. As her body 
bucked and heaved, the handsome bandit and the other man fucked into her 
with renewed energy, Tullio's thrusting hardness penetrating deep into the 
back of her throat and brushing hard against her tonsils.


The pain was gone everywhere from her body and by now she had acquired 
enough experience to know what was happening to her when her orgasm gathered 
like a storm on the horizon and then soared through her body leaving no part 
unthrilled by pervasive torrents of pleasure.


She clamped down fiercely on her rectum as the spasm reached her bowels and 
as the seizure took effect, she could hear her father groaning while his own 
orgasm swept over him and the hot thick cum poured in never-ending waves 
into the depths of her voraciously absorbing anal passage, filling her to 
the bursting point with the warm sticky wetness. At the same moment, Tullio, 
over-stimulated by the extraordinary sensuality of the situation, began 
pumping in thin powerful spurts, his white viscous cum far into the back of 
her throat. She sucked him furiously, even while her own ecstatic orgasm was 
raging hotly through her body, trying to draw the last drop of the 
lust-inciting fluid from his pulsating cock.


As their simultaneous bursts of intensive pleasure passed, the three of them 
collapsed on the bed, exhausted and drained, and the only noise was the 
sound of Romina's throat as she persistently swallowed the last of Tuliio's 
heavily discharged sperm. For a long time, no one spoke and Romina closed 
her eyes, utterly satisfied and totally exhausted.


And then the shooting started.


CHAPTER NINE


Romina heard the gunfire first, raising her head from Il Volpe's chest and 
listening to the sound of running feet and finally Roberto's voice as he 
burst into the cottage shouting Il Volpe's name.


The bandit leader, reacting with the brute instincts of a cornered animal, 
was off the bed and into his pants before the American girl had time to 
catch her breath and Tullio was not far behind, knocking her out of the way 
in his dash towards the door.


Then Roberto burst into the room, his chest heaving with excitement. His 
eyes widened as he saw Romina naked on the bed, drops of expended semen 
still clinging lewdly to her chin, but he lost no time in asking questions.


"Barzini's coming up the path with a squad of men!" he stated, urgency but 
not panic in his tone. "They saw me and opened fire!"


"How many men has he got with him?" asked Il Volpe quickly, his voice steady 
but tense.


"At least ten, all carrying automatic weapons," replied the younger man. "I 
don't see any way of standing them off with that kind of firepower!"


"You're right, we've got to clear out fast," their leader snapped, clearly 
in control of the situation and of his emotions. "The boys have been 
drinking and they're probably still sleeping. You two get them on their feet 
and moving. How much time do you think we have?"


"Five minutes at the most," answered his second-in-command.


"We'll have to go up the cliff. Nobody can carry anything but a weapon, 
because we'll have to move quickly. Everything else stays here."


"What about her?" questioned Roberto as Tullio pushed by him to begin 
executing the orders he had received. Roberto's eyes, despite the urgency of 
the situation, lingered on the girl's lush naked form.


"I'll deal with her!" Il Volpe snapped angrily. "I told you to get the 
others moving."


As the younger man wheeled obediently and ran down the hallway to rouse the 
other members of the gang, Il Volpe thrust his arms into a jacket and 
strapped a pistol around his waist.


"I don't know how you managed to lead them up here," he said, bitterly 
spitting the words at her like bullets. "I suppose you have a portable 
transmitter hidden somewhere. But you'll never live to see Il Volpe a 
prisoner."


Romina heard a commotion at the end of the corridor as Roberto and Tullio 
passed the warning to Selenia and the sleeping outlaws, rousing them into 
activity with kicks and curses. Then her eyes widened with horror as she saw 
the famous outlaw remove his pistol deliberately from his holster and level 
it at her.


"In this part of the world, the penalty for treason is death," he informed 
her coldly, a strange quietness in his voice. The girl was too terrified to 
speak and huddled back against the wall in absolute horror, holding the 
blanket in front of her breasts as if the thin fabric of cotton could 
somehow stop the bullets.


"And to think ... to think that when I first saw you I thought ... you were 
someone else...." his voice cracked as he spoke these last few words, and 
Romina, her mind frozen by fear, closed her eyes and whimpered with fright 
as Il Volpe raised the pistol and cocked it.


At that instant, the door flew open a second time and Roberto again burst 
into the room.


"We're ready to go. They should be here any second now and ... what are you 
doing?" The ex-school teacher's eyes narrowed as he took in the horrifying 
scene.


"Executing a police spy," Il Volpe answered shortly, his pistol still 
trained on Romina's exposed vulnerable breasts.


"No!" cried the young man. "Don't shoot her!"


"You don't know the situation," snarled the older man. It was she who 
brought them up here."


"We haven't got time to argue," insisted the younger man. "I brought her up 
here and she received our hospitality from my hands. According to the 
traditional law, I must be consulted before the right of hospitality is 
withdrawn!"


"You'd let a police spy live?" asked Il Volpe acidly.


"I'm not convinced she's a spy and you haven't got time to convince me," 
Roberto countered. "Let's just lock her in here and leave her for Barzini. 
Please, I never asked you for anything much and I'm asking for this!"


There was a long moment of suspense and Romina felt as if her heartbeats 
could be heard all across the room.


"We'd better get going," Il Volpe finally decided, shaking his head as if to 
drive away some evil thought and jamming the pistol back into his holster, 
before leaving the room with scarcely a backward glance.


Roberto lingered for a split second at the doorway, gazing at her with a 
strange faraway expression.


"I will be seeing you again," he said definitely before slamming the door 
behind him. And then she was alone. Romina listened to the retreating 
footsteps of the band and Il Volpe's whispered urgent instructions as they 
filed out the back door of the cottage and started the arduous climb up the 
face of the almost-vertical cliff which rose immediately behind the cottage. 
The harsh lieutenant would be here in another few minutes, angry at having 
missed Il Volpe one more time. And she would be his prisoner again, 
available for any kind of revenge he chose to inflict upon her.


Her entire body shivering with fear and desperation, the girl rose 
unsteadily from the bed where she had been so horribly misused and she 
walked, still naked, to the window. The opening was barred and small and 
offered no possibility for escape, but through it she commanded a view of 
the entire situation. High in the left hand corner of her field of vision, 
she could see the bandits inching their way painfully up the steep cliff. 
She strained her eyes as she tried to pick out the figure of Il Volpe, the 
man she now knew to be her father, the man with whom she had just performed 
two hideously obscene sex acts and who had been ready to shoot her in 
cold-blood just a few minutes later. She spotted him, only a dozen yards 
from the top of the cliff, apparently urging the others to hurry.


She could also see Roberto, the tall bearded young man who had already saved 
her life twice and had mysteriously promised that she had not seen the last 
of him.


Suddenly the sound of machine gun fire rippled across the clearing and 
Romina saw the bandits dive for cover, cramming their bodies wherever they 
could find concealment on the almost-barren cliff. It was Barzini and his 
men!


Romina went pale at the sight of the big muscular lieutenant as he led his 
squad out of the trees near the trail and ordered them to continue firing 
against the group huddled on the cliff.


There seemed to be about eight or nine policemen, all shooting with 
automatic weapons and Romina quickly saw that the situation was completely 
hopeless as far as the bandits were concerned. The gang had all managed to 
find cover for the moment but it was clear that they could go no further up 
the cliff without exposing themselves to certain death, and climbing back 
down meant facing surrender or summary execution. The police could lie in 
the comfort of the cool grass for days, if need be, with food water and 
plenty of ammunition.


But the bandits had only carried pistols and no water and they were fully 
exposed to the heat of the morning sun. The situation was hopeless!


Romina was now very close to absolute despair. Everything had begun so well, 
and gone so terribly wrong. Falling in love with her own father was bad 
enough, but now to see him killed, hunted down cruelly and murdered by a 
ruthless blood-thirsty policeman, this was too much! But she was helpless, a 
naked defenseless girl in a locked room.


She caught a sob in her throat as she watched the policemen, lying only a 
hundred feet or so from where she was imprisoned, adjusting their aim and 
bringing a more intensive fire on the doomed bandits huddled on the cliff. A 
few pistol shots answered the machine gun fire, but then abruptly stopped 
and Romina guessed that Il Volpe had recognized that a shoot-out was 
hopeless and passed the word to save the ammunition.


Suddenly a thought exploded in her mind like a hand grenade. The machine 
gun!


In his haste, Il Volpe had left a sub-machine gun and a packet of ammunition 
behind him in the chest, the same place where she had found the mate to her 
mother's earring. If she could only figure out how to work it.


She flew to the chest and lifted out the gleaming oily weapon, surprised at 
how heavy it was. The ammo box was even heavier, but she managed to get it 
open and extract a bandolier.


Running her hands over the murderous-looking piece of weaponry, she located 
the safety switch and turned it to the "on" position and then stuffed the 
cartridge belt into a likely-looking aperture in the side of the gun above 
the trigger.


Obviously there was no way to test-fire it within the confines of the tiny 
room and so she lifted the gun to her shoulder with difficulty and rested 
the muzzle on the window sill, the barrel poked through the bars.


Naturally assuming that the cottage was empty, the police had taken no 
precautions against being fired upon from that direction. Barzini himself 
was partially concealed behind a tree, but the rest of his men were sitting 
ducks, protected against fire from the cliff by tree stumps and rocks but 
completely exposed to Romina.


Can I really do this? she asked herself. Assuming I can get this thing to 
work, do I really want to pull this trigger and kill a bunch of innocent 
people?


But then, how innocent are they? Barzini, she knew, was far from innocent 
and from the stories she had heard while a guest in the cottage, it seemed 
unlikely that the other policemen were much better.


But still they were human beings! In the course of the past twenty-four 
hours, she had found herself doing a great many things she had never 
believed possible, but shooting men with a machine gun had never seemed to 
be in the cards for a shy Italo-American girl from Boston. She focused her 
eyes over the sights and trained the weapon on the back of a policeman only 
a short distance away. At this range she could hardly miss and once again 
her courage failed her.


After all, why should she? Perhaps no harm would come to her when the 
lieutenant searched the cottage and found her. There was no reason for him 
to kill her and he could hardly take off his pants in the presence of eight 
or nine policemen and rape her again. Or could he? But even if all of them 
decided to take off their pants and rape her, she had learned-thanks to the 
bandit gang-that a woman could live through this and more.


They would eventually have to take her back to Strappani and release her and 
then this whole ugly experiment would be over. She could go back to the 
United States and look for a job and forget that she ever had a father. Her 
mother still thought she was enjoying herself in Arizona and life could go 
on as it always had.


A new ripple of machinegun fire interrupted her thoughts. The day was 
becoming hot and she saw that the sun was shining directly in the eyes of 
the trapped men on the cliff, another advantage for the police. Her father's 
head appeared for a moment from being a rock, studied the situation and then 
retreated as the policemen opened for a second time. It was hopeless! Before 
long, they would have to try some desperate measure, a dash for the top, 
probably, and then Barzini's men would cut them down like dogs.


And then too, there was Roberto to consider. While her own father had handed 
her over to the depraved lusts of a group of common criminals and then 
sodomized her himself, Roberto had shown her nothing but kindness. The 
slender black-bearded ex-school teacher was up on the cliff too, she 
reminded herself, doomed to be shot and killed like the others. And Selenia, 
the cheerful peasant girl who had loaned her clothing and made her feel so 
welcome! No, Selenia could not be forgotten either.


But most of all, there was her father! No matter what he had done to her, he 
was still her father, the man she had come to Italy to find. Was Il Volpe's 
daughter so weak she could not pull a trigger? Only a few minutes ago, she 
had knelt before this man in slave-like submission and taken him willingly 
into her mouth. Could she stand here now and watch him die? At this very 
moment, her naked young body was full of his sperm, in her stomach and in 
her bowels. If he died, something within her died with him. For twenty-four 
hours she had been trying to find a way to tell him that she was his 
daughter and that she loved him. Now there was a way.


She could say it with bullets.


The first policeman screamed and pitched over violently when the machine gun 
shells poured into his body, but Romina did not take the time to study his 
death agony and shifted her aim immediately to another man. The police were 
slow to react, apparently believing that the shooting was coming from the 
cliff and for a wild moment, they all fired furiously at the cowering band 
high above, while Romina picked them off one by one from the side.


When four or five policemen had been wounded or killed outright, Romina saw 
Barzini point wildly in her direction and aim his revolver at the window. 
Determined to win this battle or die in the attempt, the young girl squeezed 
the trigger again, watching the machine gun eat up the shells from the 
bandolier and vomit them violently out the muzzle. She covered the entire 
area with bullets, firing wildly and continuously.


The end of the firefight came very quickly. One of Barzini's men, bleeding 
from a wound in the shoulder, broke and darted down the trail and the others 
panicked and followed him, believing that Il Volpe had somehow outwitted 
them again, determined not to give their lives in a vain effort to get the 
lieutenant promoted to captain.


Barzini tried uselessly to order them back to fight, but soon saw that it 
was useless and lowered his pistol, half hidden behind the tree. Shots were 
now coming from the cliff, adding desperation to the policeman's position, 
but for some reason, he held his ground, ignoring the shooting from the 
cliff and straining his eyes to see into the dark interior of the cottage.


Romina met his glance for a long moment and saw the grim determination on 
his face turn to amazement as he recognized who it was who had foiled his 
plan to trap Il Volpe. As she squeezed off another burst in his direction, 
unfortunately missing him, the lieutenant shook his fist at her and rapidly 
joined his men in retreat.


The young girl, her body now trembling so wildly that she could barely 
retain her hold on the vibrating weapon, fought to keep calm and conserve 
ammunition. As the bandits began working their way cautiously down off the 
cliff, she continued to fire bursts into the forest, hoping to convince the 
police that the counter-attack was still in progress and keep them moving.


CHAPTER TEN


The danger over, Romina surrendered completely to this outburst of pent-up 
emotions and buried her face in the pillow in a vain attempt to shut out the 
world, the bandits, the police, everyone and everything. She no longer 
worried about the fact that she was still totally naked, since it had been 
so long since she had been dressed that she had almost come to accept nudity 
as a natural state of affairs.


Outside, she could hear Il Volpe briskly giving orders to his men as they 
assembled at the base of the cliff. He made no reference to her.


"Roberto, take the men and patrol the forest for a few minutes to make sure 
they kept moving in the direction they were going. I den't expect a 
counter-attack but it's wise to be sure. Selenia you take care of that cut 
on Tuliio's back. When we meet back here again, we'll have to start packing. 
This place is no longer safe. We're going higher up on the mountain!"


Romina listened without interest as Roberto gave instructions to the men 
under his command, and heard Tullio, who was apparently badly cut, cry out 
as Selenia applied antiseptic to his wound. And she heard the now-familiar 
footsteps of her father as he opened the door to the cottage and walked down 
the long corridor to the room where she was lying.


The door opened, but she did not look up or move and she listened to the 
sound of the door being gently closed behind him.


"Why?" he asked simply, his voice calm and dispassionate. "Your friendly 
lieutenant had us cold. Why did you save us?"


Romina's only response was a muffled sob. How could she explain now, after 
all that had happened? If he still thought she had been sent here by the 
policeman, what could she possibly say to convince him otherwise? For a long 
moment, the two of them remained in their respective positions, Romina 
spread-eagled on her stomach and Il Volpe standing over her, looking down 
with puzzlement at her naked alluring form.


Then, unexpectedly, a decision formed in her mind. She had to try at least 
one more time!


Sitting up to face him, her eyes suddenly swept over his desk and there, 
unmoved through all that had happened in this room, was the jewelry box she 
had discovered the night before. With a swift movement, she jumped off the 
bed and opened the box before his eyes.


"Where is the mate to this earring?" she demanded mysteriously.


A look of horror swept over the outlaw's face as an awful suspicion gathered 
in the back of his mind.


"I gave it to my wife ... twenty-two years ago..." he mumbled in a choked 
voice. "It was a promise that I would return to her someday. I was never 
able to . ... "


My last name is Santini," the girl said simply, unable to meet his tortured 
gaze. "My mother wore an earring identical to this on a chain around her 
neck every day since I can remember. They told me you were dead but ... I 
discovered part of the truth and came here to find the rest."


Il Volpe looked as if he had been struck by a whip. His strong body seemed 
to crumble and he sank down on the bed, his mind spinning.


What had he done? His earliest suspicion had been correct! This girl had 
been his daughter all along and the things he had done to her ...


Suddenly, she sat down next to him and took his hand.


"I know, I know," she reassured him softly. "I understand what you're 
thinking. It's alright. You had no way of knowing who I was. I wanted to 
explain but ... somehow the words would never come out. I wasn't perfectly 
sure myself until I found this earring last night, and afterwards things 
began to happen too fast for explanations."


With a cry of near-despair, the rugged bandit turned toward her and wrapped 
his arms around her bare shoulders, pulling her close to him while he wept 
unashamedly. It was a highly emotional moment and they clung to each other, 
both sobbing, like two children lost in a wood. Il Volpe could not bear to 
meet her eyes, and Romina was still sunk in a total mental confusion, not 
knowing what to do or say to relieve his enormous sorrow.


Touched by this demonstration of intense human grief, Romina tenderly kissed 
the tears away from his eyes, overcome herself by great waves of love for 
this tormented man. Il Volpe pulled her even tighter to him, crushing her 
bare breasts against his chest and she ran her fingers through his thick 
black hair, trying to soothe him, touching her soft lips to his tear-covered 
face.


The room was becoming terribly hot and she undid the holster belt and 
slipped his forest jacket off his shoulders, trying to make him comfortable 
and forgetting about her own total nudity. Then she urged him to lie back 
against the pillows. When he seemed more comfortable, she kissed him once 
again and put her arms around him soothingly, her naked tits pressed against 
the rough hair on his uncovered chest.


Half destroyed by the depths of his emotion, the outlaw tightened his grip 
on the young girl and returned her kisses, the two of them lying side by 
side on the bed. Trying desperately to console him, she began to stroke his 
sob-wracked body with her hands as they lay pressed tightly against one 
another. Instinctively, his hands sought her breasts and Romina became 
conscious of the fact that the tiny buds of her nipples were hardening and 
extending in response to his touch.


Inexperienced as she was, the girl knew that the fine line between 
father-daughter love and sexual desire had been reached and that they were 
now in dire peril of slipping into the danger zone. But his hands seemed to 
hypnotize her and she felt her body shiver as his caress roamed over her 
smooth flanks and buttocks and she buried her face in his shoulder to hide 
the blush of shame which was spreading across her face.


"Oh, your knee is cut!" she cried, discovering a red patch of blood on his 
trousers. There seemed to be no particular point in modesty now and she 
balanced on her knees above him as she drew down the zipper of his fly, 
exposing the slowly rising length of his penis. He lifted his buttocks off 
the bed as she drew his pants down and slipped them off altogether, leaving 
him as naked as she.


"It's nothing," he commented, hardly able to tear his eyes from her tempting 
form to study his own wound. She saw in an instant that he was right. He had 
cut himself on a rock, but the bleeding was stopped now and there was no 
reason to be alarmed. Having examined his leg, she settled herself again in 
his arms, his naked body pressed tightly against her.


Warning signals were also flashing through Il Volpe's brain and he knew that 
he was once again becoming powerfully aroused and that what had been 
possible before was no longer. But a voice in the back of his head kept 
urging him on.


You can never go back, it said. You can never again see her as your daughter 
and nothing else. She means too much to you physically now! Either you put 
her out of your life completely or accept the fact that you love her as a 
man loves a woman. And putting her out of your life is impossible, so you 
have no options.


Besides, the voice continued, is she behaving like a daughter? Or like an 
inflamed desirous woman?


It was true. The girl was now crouched on her hands and knees over the 
reclining figure of the outlaw, running her lips wildly over his chest and 
stomach, her ripe young breasts swaying tantalizingly over him and one of 
her hands rested directly on his penis which was now twitching and starting 
to erect. There was no question left in the outlaw's mind. However much they 
might be connected by an accident of birth, the basis of their relationship 
was now raw sex and nothing else.


Romina, by this point, realized clearly what was happening to them, but felt 
powerless to stop. She was now accustomed to obeying this man and satisfying 
his desires, and if he wanted to possess her sexually, she had no 
independent will of her own left to resist. She wanted him to own her, to 
use her in any way he chose.


She wants it! Il Volpe told himself joyfully. She wants it as badly as I. 
Her body responded eagerly to his exploring hands and she sighed lustily as 
he laid her down next to him and rose up on one elbow to examine the prize 
he had won.


Her naked breasts and shamelessly bared loins seemed to be offered up to him 
as a sacrifice as he towered over her. The same submission and subjugation 
he had seen before the police attack was still there, but this time it 
seemed to be totally voluntary and the thought sent shivers of pleasure 
through his muscles.


He ran his hands over her lewdly, delighting in each of the secret crevices 
and indentations in her smooth supple body. It was the same tender young 
woman he had given, the previous night, as a plaything to his men, the same 
girl he had forced to take his cum in her mouth and then sodomized earlier 
that morning, but somehow she seemed new and different and the outlaw was 
filled with uncontrollable desire like a young man possessing a woman for 
the first time.


Kneeling beside her, he kissed her face tenderly and then ran his hands 
boldly over the heaving mounds of her breasts and hardened brown nipples, 
the flat white tummy and down to the clump of sparse dark pubic hair which 
guarded the entrance to her much-abused vaginal passage. The touch of his 
hands brought unconscious animal mewls of passion to her lips and her hips 
twitched involuntarily as he ran his fingers gently over the insides of her 
nakedly trembling thighs.


Her eyes popped open as he invaded the sanctuary of her pubic hair and took 
her tiny moist clitoris between his thumb and fore-finger, and for a moment, 
he thought she was going to object to this on-coming incest. But she merely 
moved her legs further apart, allowing him more complete access to the 
intimacy between her thighs, while small bird-like whimpers of rising 
passion escaped from her parted lips.


Bending from the waist, he pressed his lips to her bruised mouth and was 
amazed to find her active tongue snaking passionately past his lips and 
circling lasciviously in his mouth. Il Volpe still found all of this 
difficult to believe. He could accept his own passion and would have been 
willing to accept that there were many men in the world who desired their 
daughters. But her obvious passion for him was puzzling. Was she in shock? 
Or dazed by the gun battle? Was she fully conscious and totally responsible 
for her actions?


He had to be sure. Otherwise he could not take the responsibility for the 
heinous incestuous act they were about to commit together. She must consent 
freely to all that he wanted to do to her. She must ask him step by step to 
go ahead for otherwise it was rape and Il Volpe could not knowingly rape his 
own daughter.


Running his lips over her maddening form, he snaked his body down so that 
his lips were level with the softly inviting curls of pussy hair. She spread 
her legs instinctively, understanding that he wanted complete access to her 
vagina, but before he dipped his lips to her open gaping cunt, he stopped 
unexpectedly.


"Open your eyes!" he ordered and her eyelids popped up obediently.


"You must share the blame for this," he told her, his voice firm and 
unyielding.


"I accept it," she answered simply, looking down at him through the twin 
peaks of her extended heaving breasts.


"I want to suck your cunt for you the way I made you suck my cock."


"Please suck me ... father!" And then she closed her eyes again as he 
lowered his head and took the tiny, throbbing little bud of her clitoris 
between his lips, clamping his ivory teeth around the tiny pink object and 
tormenting it with his long snake-like tongue. Romina ground her hips into 
the mattress as wild sensations began shooting from the base of her spine to 
the back of her neck.


Nothing else mattered now but the action of his lips against the fleshy 
outer folds of her burning cunt. Dropping his head even lower, he carefully 
placed his thumbs on the moist lips of her vagina and pulled them gently 
apart. His huge, wetly driving tongue shot forward a second time, burying 
itself in the cavernous exposed slit. A wild groan burst from the girl's 
mouth, but the couple neither knew nor cared whether anyone was listening 
and the gun battle, the policemen, the gang itself, all were forgotten in 
the sensual depravity of their act.


Romina, her mouth open in undisguised ecstasy, revolved her hips in perfect 
time to the darting tongue deeply invading her widely-split pussy.


"Aaaaagggghhhh!" she groaned as he lashed her mercilessly with his slavering 
tongue. "Oh come inside of me. Fuck me, Fuck me!"


But Il Volpe still delayed, having another test yet to perform. Lifting his 
face from her flowing clasping cunt, he crawled forward, his knees moving up 
either side of her writhing, twisting body until his muscular legs stretched 
on both sides of her neck and his long robust cock stuck out directly over 
her lust-contorted face.


She opened her eyes and saw his heavy swinging balls hanging beneath this 
imposingly rigid pole and understood immediately the question he was about 
to ask, knowing in advance that he had to have her full consent.


"Yes," she breathed, almost inaudibly. "Yes, I want it like this. In my 
mouth! Please cum into my mouth and let me swallow you!"


He bent until his balls rested against her trembling chin and then rested 
for a moment, feeling her proud, resilient young breasts come into contact 
with his hard tensed buttocks. He wanted to go slowly, giving her all the 
time in the world to change her mind if she so desired, but he felt her 
hands on his back, urging him forward, so he gently inserted his fingers 
into her long black hair and lifted her head toward him.


This action brought her trembling mouth up to the swollen tip of his swaying 
cock and the end pressed delicately against her slightly parted lips. A 
groan escaped his mouth as the soft surface of her flesh touched the 
sensitive red gland and he looked down to find that her large intelligent 
eyes were wide open and searching his face, trying to communicate to him 
that she knew what she was doing and wanted it as badly as he did.


Then her mouth opened wide and her head surged forward without his having to 
pull her over him. Il Volpe's mind whirled and spun as the tightly rounded 
oval of her mouth closed like hot melted butter over the taut skin of his 
desire-hardened cock. Other women, in his long criminal career, had 
submitted grudgingly to this brutalizing embrace, but he had never believed 
that he would seethe day when a young and incredibly beautiful woman would 
beg him for it.


Romina slowly brought her tongue into play, caressing her new-formed 
father's cock and causing it to jerk convulsively as she ran it lightly over 
him. Her lips were firmly closed around his huge pulsating organ and created 
a perfect seal as she accepted as much as possible of the length of him into 
her mouth. Moistened by her freely-flowing saliva, her tongue and the soft 
inner walls of her mouth moved against him With an intensive, almost 
agonizing pressure. With wet nibbling movements, she began to suck on him, 
her tongue licking and curling around him as if she had been born and raised 
for this one moment. The young girl's heart rejoiced as she heard him groan 
with the overwhelming pleasure she was giving him and she desperately wanted 
him to cum into her mouth and then watch her swallow his sperm and show, 
once and for all, that she was his in every possible way.


The pressure in his loins was becoming increasingly unbearable and his balls 
slapped lewdly against her chin as he thrust himself rhythmically into her 
hotly clutching mouth, his cock seeming larger and harder than it had ever 
been before.


Then, unexpectedly, the passion became too much for him and he seized her 
head between his rough hands and cried aloud as the white-hot liquid sprayed 
up from his powerful testicles and out the erratically jerking head into her 
impatiently waiting throat. Romina groaned jubilantly as she felt the hot 
viscous offering of her father's sperm pouring into her mouth, bloating out 
her cheeks and filling her to overflowing.


But determined not to lose a drop, she clamped her lips even tighter around 
his exploding penis and gulped ravenously, swallowing and gulping 
desperately at the flood of hot, volcanically flowing semen.


To his surprise, she did not release her hold on him, but continued to suck 
at his cock gently, thrusting her breasts up against buttocks. He felt a 
sudden rush of disappointment as he inspected his soft deflated penis, the 
tip of which was still buried in her lips. It had lasted so little time and 
now he would be unable to make love to her again for some time and perhaps 
she was disappointed in him.


But the young girl refused to accept defeat and continued her efforts to 
make a man of him again, biting him gently and sucking him almost as 
fiercely as before, and he thought he detected the hint of a crooked smile 
around the edges of her cock-filled mouth. Then, without notice, he felt the 
blood once more begin to flood down from his body and his organ rose gently 
but firmly back to its original size. Only when she was convinced that he 
was fully rigid and hard, did she release his cock from the sensual 
captivity in which she had held it prisoner. He pulled himself free of her 
reluctantly releasing mouth with an obscene popping sound, a thin thread of 
cum connecting his now-alive penis with her glistening lips.


And now it was time for the final test. But there was no longer any doubt 
about her answer.


"I want to fuck you now," he whispered.


She nodded, her eyes fixed on her face.


"Yes," she told him softly. "Would you like to fuck me from behind or from 
the front?"


Stunned by this total willingness to accommodate his wishes, Il Volpe was 
too moved to answer and he resolved that whatever happened to them from this 
day forward, he would make this the most memorable fuck of both their lives. 
Sliding back down her body, he felt her grope for his again hardened cock 
and push the foreskin slowly and torturously back, exposing all of the 
massive sensitive gland. Then she guided him quickly to the moistly waiting 
triangle of pubic hair, groaning with passion as he parted it worshipfully 
with his fingers in preparation for his entry.


Once in position, he could delay no longer and with one sure powerful 
stroke, he buried himself completely in her soft unresisting vagina. She had 
been adequately stretched by the gang fuck she had received the night before 
and the sexual secretions from her interior flesh had lubricated the smooth 
fleshy walls of her cunt to perfection. She clamped her slightly bearded 
vaginal lips around him firmly as a groan of intensified lust burst out from 
between her tightly clenched teeth.


Then, without waiting, he began to fuck into her with all his strength, 
plunging recklessly in and out and feeling as if his cock had taken on a 
life of its own and was acting independently of any instructions his brain 
might send it.


Romina's body, now stimulated and excited beyond all human endurance, 
reacted frantically and her naked young hips began to twitch and jerk 
beneath him. Hums and mewls of ecstasy poured continuously from her mouth as 
if she were going into some kind of nervous fit. Her supple warm body was 
covered with a light layer of sweat which glistened on the surface of her 
skin like a light coat of oil.


"Oh God, yes, yes, yes," she screamed. "It's good, so good. Fuck me harder, 
Daddy, harder, harder!! ! "


Bracing himself, Il Volpe cupped her tense firm buttocks in his hands for 
better leverage and fucked into her as if his life depended upon it, 
storming in and out of her hungering throbbing cunt-hole like a jack hammer 
as her hips and loins crashed back into his body with a violence he would 
never have expected. The sensuously clinging flesh of her vagina, maddened 
by the excessive stimulation of her delicate nerve endings, clutched 
desperately at his pounding cock and her nails dug hard into his back. 
Romina's lips curled up over her teeth like a wild female animal as she 
clawed and fought her way towards a hard-earned orgasm and gurgling sucking 
sounds filled the room as the rich, warmly seeping secretions from her 
vagina swished hotly around his lustfully driving piston.


"Fuckmefuckmefuckme, Oh God, Daddy, fuckme!! ! " she chanted endlessly as 
the rising spasm of orgasm approached and her head flailed back and forth on 
the pillow. Il Volpe struggled to control her sweat-slippery body as the 
young girl flew into total animal abandon, her shapely legs skewering out at 
an impossible angle and then wrapping possessively back around his tensing 
buttocks, urging him on to greater and greater efforts.


As the end drew near, the pitch of her orgiastic squealings became 
higher-and more insistent and she crushed her mouth ruthlessly into Il 
Volpe's, passing back to him the taste of his lingering sperm he had shot 
into her only a few minutes before. As his pace increased, the man's heavy 
potent balls slammed down hard into her nakedly grinding buttocks, teasing 
sensuously at her tiny puckered anus.


"I'm cumming! Oh God, I'm cumming!" she screamed and her body suddenly 
became rigid and hard, the pressure of her thighs on his back increasing as 
if she wanted to draw him completely inside her pulsating belly.


Despite the fact that he had previously cum three times that morning and 
fought a gun battle with the police in-between time, the bandit leader felt 
the familiar tightening in his balls, telling him that he too was ready, 
about to shoot another load of hot white sperm into his daughter's willing 
young vagina. Her arms were wrapped so tightly around him that he could 
barely breathe and their open mouths were pressed together fiercely, groans 
and cries intermingling, and they came at precisely the same instant in 
time, and a long wailing agonized scream issued from Romina's lips as her 
heavily grunting father pumped his fiery seminal fluid deep, deep up inside 
her warmly contracting little belly.


* * *


They lay still for a long time afterwards. There seemed to be nothing more 
to say after what they had just gone through together. The cottage was 
completely silent and Romina wondered if the gang had discreetly withdrawn 
when they heard her shrieks of animal lust coming from their leader's 
bedroom. At last there was the sound of a man's footsteps coming down the 
hallway and Il Volpe chuckled under his breath.


"It's Roberto come to tell me that it's time to stop fucking and go," he 
commented, looking a little sheepish. "I wonder if we can make it up the 
mountain after all that exercise."


Il Volpe lifted herself from between her still widespread thighs, pulling 
his now-soft penis free of her body. A few drops of cum rolled out of her 
again flooded pussy and Romina was wiping herself clean on the sheet when 
the footsteps came to a halt in front of the door.


"Be ready in a minute," called Il Volpe, looking around for his pants, but 
the door unexpectedly flew open and both of them froze where they were.


Lieutenant Barzini grinned evilly as he strode into the room, his revolver 
cocked and ready.


Romina only dimly remembered the events of the next few seconds. With a roar 
of animalistic rage, Il Volpe flung himself at the policeman and Romina 
heard shots. She somehow found her father's machine-gun in her hands and 
there was more shooting. And then nothing.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


Somehow without opening her eyes, Romina knew that she had been unconscious 
for a long time. She was lying now in a different bed and the sheet drawn up 
over her bare nipples was smooth and soft unlike the coarse cotton covers 
she had been accustomed to. And the air was much cooler, which meant that 
she had been transported even further up the mountain. Her muscles ached 
from their long inactivity and there was a rather sharp hurt on the left 
side of her head behind her ear, but otherwise she realized that she was 
still miraculously in one piece.


Opening her eyes seemed like too much of an effort at the moment and she 
dreamily lay in the soft bed, trying to focus her attention on the voices 
hovering around her in the room.


"She's going to make it," commented a professional well-educated voice in a 
matter-of-fact tone. "The crease in her skull is healing over nicely and I 
can't see any evidence of brain damage. The injection I've just given her 
should bring her around in a few minutes. Her heart beat has picked up 
nicely and I can detect an increase in muscular activity ... as soon as 
she's conscious, I would recommend a tranquilizer to help her through the 
shock ... ah, blood pressure is improved ... lovely girl, I would say that 
she is worth substantially more than the five million lire our beloved 
government is offering for her capture . ... "


Romina understood the doctor's words, but they had no real impact on her, 
still lost as she was in the half-way dreaminess of semi-consciousness.


"I do hope you won't be tempted to try to collect that five million lire, 
doctor," came another voice. It was Roberto! But where was Il Volpe?


"All I hope to collect is my old age pension, Roberto," retorted the doctor, 
obviously somewhat offended. "And you know me better than that."


Romina's eyes fluttered open and she saw that she was lying in a cool 
shuttered room. Outside she could hear birds singing and crickets chirping, 
revealing that she was still in the countryside. Roberto, his beard neatly 
trimmed and wearing a clean tan suit, was sitting by her bedside and at the 
foot of the bed stood another man, about Roberto's height but about a decade 
older, who was obviously the doctor.


"Ah, here we are!" smiled the medical man as he saw that she was once more 
in the world of consciousness.


"You've had a long sleep, little lady!" The physician checked her pulse and 
heart again, cautioned her against trying to sit up for a few minutes and 
then offered to leave them alone for awhile. Roberto invited him to help 
himself to some food and wine and the doctor nodded and left.


"How do you feel?" asked the young man solicitously, leaning over to kiss 
her on the forehead. "I've been worried about you."


"How long have I been unconscious?" she asked, her voice gravelly with 
disuse.


"Ten days," replied the ex-school teacher. "When you didn't regain 
consciousness after the shoot-out, I sent Mario and some others to Strappani 
and they brought back Doctor Torresi to take care of you. He says you're 
going to be alright."


"Roberto," she asked clinging to his hand. "What happened? Everything is so 
confused in my mind. I remember the lieutenant came back and then ... and 
then nothing."


"Torresi said I wasn't to let you become excited," replied Roberto, "but I 
guess you have to know the worst or you'll wear yourself out wondering. When 
we came down off the cliff, Il Volpe told me to take the group down the path 
to make sure the police were still running. Tullio had a bad cut on his back 
from falling against a rock on the cliff and Selenia was taking care of him 
when we left."


"I figured Barzini would run all the way to Strappani because I'd known him 
all my life and he had always been a coward. But he wanted you badly and 
somehow managed to get the four men who were still alive to set up an ambush 
for us. We walked right into it and he took us all prisoner without firing a 
shot. I expected that he would kill us right then and there, but he was 
thinking about you, not us, and he left three of his men to guard us and 
started back up for the cottage with his sergeant."


"The rest of the story is mostly guess work. Apparently Tullio felt better 
after Selenia patched him up and the two of them came down to the trail to 
see what we were doing. They must have come away without their pistols and 
blundered into Barzini and the sergeant on the path. We found their bodies 
later, both shot at close range. I can understand if you didn't think much 
of Tullio, but he was a good loyal man, even if he was a little rough at 
times. And Selenia ... you're an outsider really and it's hard to explain 
how we all felt about Selenia. We loved her very much, all of us..." the 
young man stopped for a moment, swallowing and trying to bring his emotions 
under control before going on with his story. Romina was filled with shock 
when she learned of the deaths of the fat rough bandit and the cheerful 
peasant girl, but she somehow sensed that there were worse things still to 
come.


"When we heard the shooting, I jumped one of the policemen who was guarding 
us and got his rifle away from him. The details are pretty gory, but there 
was a couple of minutes of real hell and when it was all over the three cops 
were dead and we were racing up the side of the mountain after Barzini."


"Finding Tullio and Selenia slowed us down and he obviously got to the 
cottage way ahead of us. As nearly as I can re-construct things, the 
sergeant stood guard outside while Barzini went in. The lieutenant 
apparently got off the first shot and killed Il Volpe. Then he nicked you in 
the head and you cut him down with the machine gun. The sergeant took off 
when he saw us coming and escaped, I'm afraid, and now everybody knows what 
happened."


Romina nearly fainted when her fears were finally confirmed. She had somehow 
guessed that Il Volpe was dead from the way Roberto behaved. He was now 
acting with a new air of authority although the grief he held inside him was 
not well-concealed.


But she could not believe that she had machine-gunned the lieutenant!


"Surely ... surely," she stammered," it was Il Volpe who shot Barzini. I 
could never have done it."


"Il Volpe's revolver had six shots in it," the young man answered simply. 
"We didn't bother counting, but the lieutenant must have had thirty bullets 
in him and we found the machinegun in your hands with the barrel melted. No 
loss to the world, really."


Romina sank back on the pillow, too exhausted even by this short 
conversation to cry. Doctor Torresi came back into the room and administered 
a sedative which would give her a few hours of natural sleep.


As the drug took effect, she felt her muscles relax. It all seemed so 
unreal. She managed to cry a little then, thinking about her father's death, 
and then she slept.


CHAPTER TWELVE


Even gangs of ruthless criminals in the mountains have their generation gaps 
within them and Il Volpe's group was no exception. With Romina's father and 
Tullio gone, Roberto gradually changed the emphasis of their activities. 
They robbed less for themselves and more for the benefit of the downtrodden 
peasants in Western Sicily and their popularity grew accordingly.


But even robbery was becoming less important as the months passed and Doctor 
Torresi's visits became more numerous. His first trip to the secluded 
mountain hide-out to cure Romina had been at the point of a gun, but 
afterwards he had come voluntarily, spending days in deep conversations with 
Roberto. Much of their talking centered around the subject of Strappani wine 
and its unusual effects ... Romina knew she would never forget one 
particular conversation between the two men a few months after she had 
regained consciousness.


"You know, I've been trying for years now to isolate chemically what it is 
about vino strap-panese that gives it the effect it has," said the young 
doctor. "But I don't have the equipment or, frankly, the know-how. I've 
managed to smuggle a few bottles to colleagues of mine in England and France 
for analysis but they need large quantities and the government controls are 
simply too strict. I can't get it out of the country, even for medical 
purposes. The government says that it's illegal and that's that!"


Roberto started to make a joke about serious doctors who spent their spare 
time experimenting with sex-wine, when suddenly the idea struck him.


"Wait a minute, I've been wondering ever since I was a teacher what could be 
done to improve the economy of this region. The people are poor. Nothing 
grows here but grapes and the government won't let us sell the wine we make. 
Without Il Volpe, half the peasants around Strappani would have starved to 
death a long time ago. What we need is a product, legal or illegal, 
something the people can sell and earn a living at selling. And wine just 
might be the answer, particularly a wine like ours. Will your doctor-friends 
pay for large samples of vino strappanese?"


"Of course!" the doctor responded emphatically. "Outside of our wine, there 
are only two or three other known aphrodisiacs and all of them have serious 
negative side-effects. But our stuff doesn't even give you a hang-over. It's 
more than just good for improving sexual relations among normal people. In 
my years of practicing medicine in this area, I have never encountered a 
case of male impotence, even among the old-timers, and frigidity among 
females is unknown, possibly the only place on earth where this is true. If 
a sufficient quantity of this wine could be made available to the medical 
profession, we could bring happiness into the lives of many sexually 
tormented people!"


Thus, an industry was born. Some of the older men in the gang grumbled at 
giving up the glamor of banditry to become wine merchants, but cheered up 
when Roberto pointed out that what they were doing was still dangerous and 
thoroughly illegal.


With incredible energy and organizational ability, Roberto arranged for 
grape vines to be planted in obscure out-of-the-way parts of the 
hill-country where they were not-likely to be found, and a mysterious 
sailing launch began landing at isolated points along the rocky Sicilian 
coast at night to take on barrels of cool white wine, bound for London, 
Paris and the United States.


For Romina, life was active and exciting. Her physical strength restored by 
the bracing fresh climate of the mountains, she became a full member of 
Roberto's group, slipping naturally into the role left vacant by Selenia. 
Return to the United States was impossible, since the sergeant who had 
accompanied Lieutenant Barzini on his final assault had escaped to tell 
stories of a beautiful black-haired American girl who handled a machine gun 
like a man, and she was now wanted by the Italian authorities for the murder 
of the lieutenant and four of his men.


And for the same reason, she was a popular heroine among the common people 
of Western Sicily, almost all of who felt that Barzini's departure from this 
earth was a decided improvement. She had considered telling the gang that 
she was really Il Volpe's daughter, but finally decided against it. That was 
over with now and there was no reason to bring it up again.


That she and Roberto would become lovers was accepted by both of them as a 
matter of course and one night when her strength was back to normal, she 
simply came to his bed without being asked. When they had made love, he 
poured her a glass of Strappani wine and explained the hard facts of being a 
woman in a bandit gang. The group had to be kept small and capable of moving 
quickly and lightly. Obviously they could not encumber themselves with a 
collection of wives, but they were normal men and needed sex as much as they 
needed food and sleep. Thus the tradition had grown up: there was only room 
for one wife in a band, and she had to be everyone's wife.


Romina understood immediately and accepted the situation, rising from 
Roberto's bed to go and offer her comforts to the other men, but he pulled 
her back into his arms and covered her once again with his tawny muscular 
body.


"One more time before you go," he grinned at her in the darkness. "I want to 
show you that I'm as good a man as my father was."


An awful suspicion edged into the girl's mind.


"Your father?" she repeated stupidly.


"Oh, of course, I'd never told you. I was born the year before he went to 
America."


As Roberto plunged into her for a second time, bringing the now familiar 
thrill of pleasure to all parts of her body, Romina smiled to herself in the 
darkness, realizing that she now had two secrets to carry inside her. She 
had passed from her father's bed to her brother's!


But it didn't matter any more.


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE


Leo McKern paced the room with that restless rapacious stride of his. "I
tell you those buns were so firm I wanted to grab that sweet little ass and
rip those pants off her and fondle that sweet ass right there in the
store!"


Mona McKern glanced up from the floor where she lay sprawled on the thick
nap of the rug in a housecoat, smoking a cigarette and reading the Sunday
paper. Her dark attractive face split in a smile. "Listen to the bull in
heat."


Leo puffed on his cigarette and nodded, his hand brushing his forehead and
felt the ragged edges of a hangover ramming away in his brain. He swung
behind the portable bar that was almost always set up in their bedroom, and
decided to fix himself a Bloody Mary, a little hair of-the-dog theory, for
breakfast and he mixed two drinks, making them both fairly strong and
padded barefoot back to his wife, handing her one without a word. "God
damn, she got me hot. I can't wait to throw it into that little broad!"


Mona drank, slaking her rampant thirst brought on by too much partying the
night before. A dark shapely brunette just turned thirty one, she took good
care of her sultry good looks. She looked up at her husband through dark
lashes, smiling at him. "You horny bastard!" she said with a begrudging
kind of tolerance. She smiled at Leo, loving him in her way, realizing he
gave her everything and asked nothing of her but that she behave the way
she liked to anyway! She knew him to be a generous and kind man, rewarding
her with whatever physical pleasure and possession he could. Nothing was
denied her, not even men. Her long lovely body sprawled relaxed on the rug,
her lovely legs showing out of her gown.


Leo McKern looked down at his wife and smiled that tough cynical smile at
her. Leo also had whatever he wanted, getting his way by incredible guile
and charm when he had to, wits when they were needed, intelligence that hid
behind a rough exterior and with his fists when necessary, hammering his
way to whatever bloody goal he had struck out for. He got whatever he
wanted by hook or crook. Now, at forty, he had approached the summit of his
manhood and stood straight and heavy and cunning and tough. Next year some
paunch would show, this year he was as hard as stone, working out in the
gym every day, swimming laps in the pool every day, running his company and
chain of stores with a charming reckless kind of native humor and
intelligence.


Leo McKern was the earthy president and principle stock holder of a closed
corporation which ran a chain of outlet food stores in Southern California.
His brand of take-out food and prices struck a public fancy and Leo soon
found himself wealthy beyond his wildest dreams, selling franchises for a
lucrative figure then selling the food to the franchises. Leo loved every
successful dollar-drenched minute of it. He drove a custom-built Imperial
and enjoyed his empire and power.


Leo's gimmick was so simple yet successful. The old car-hop idea revived
with the girls serving the customer clad in hot pants and a vivid orange
blouse that showed plenty of cleavage. And the girl's that worked for Leo
had plenty of cleavage. Leo saw to that. He retained the right to hire and
fire the help, acting as a kind of universal personnel manager, he traveled
the state, interviewing hiring and training the girls.


Leo was no fool. He knew he had to have something more than his
labor-market competitors in order to attract good looking girls who were
willing to show off a little of their bodies and figures in return for good
pay. Leo paid top dollar to start and had all kinds of promotional and
incentive plans for the girls. A girl with ambition and a good case of the
smarts could combine them with her figure and come out with a good weeks
salary.


Leo was no fool. He simply was a little less greedy, settling for a lesser
slice of the pie.


Once young men saw the quality of the service, once one of those young
lovelies was glimpsed striding toward a car in bright orange hot pants;
smiling, their bodies glowing with slim health and youth; once young men
saw this and once word got around, Leo's take-out stores were doing a
Standing Room Only business all over the state and Leo got his picture and
a brief write-up in Time as one of the "new" executives that were springing
up in Southern California, land of the Birchers and Cults Disneyland
Plastic.


Leo McKern rode his simple plan to the top. He was now secure and deeply
entrenched throughout the state. He could expand at any time. For the time
being, he was content to travel the state, taking care of the business of
personnel.


The McKerns had a modern marriage, free and easy on the rules and morals.
Mona never asks him what he has done on his frequent trips and he never
asks her what she has done with her nights when he is away. In fact, they
don't have to ask. They tell one another. Leo is telling Mona of having
hired a new girl for a franchise outside of Bakersfield.


He sips on his Bloody Mary and continues.


"I'm going to get that little bitch and fuck her silly."


Mona chuckles. "All right, why tell me?"


Leo looks down at his wife on the floor. She is bored and turns back to
the comics. She hasn't seen or really heard about Carol Hunnicutt. She
assumes that she is just another of his conquests. Leo kept his finger in
the personnel end of the business as an outlet for his all-consuming
lechery and lust. Mona had been around a lot before she had met Leo, had
once run with a fast Las Vegas crowd. In all of her exercise she had never
met anyone or even heard of anyone like Leo McKern. A living fucking
machine, an endless insatiable prick ramming for more! She was glad when he
was diverted, giving her a chance for rest, for just being alone in comfort
or being alone with someone new. More and more, it was a looking forward to
someone "new" and "different".


They finally admitted to one another that their lives were far out by any
standards and Leo threw all caution to the wind and began inventing
circumstances that were wild and had some element of danger. The two of
them found their nights filled with long hours of ecstatic pleasure as they
dared one obscenity after another.


Soon, it was not enough to dare together. Others had to be involved. Leo
came home one night with a bundle of underground newspapers and the two of
them lay in bed reading the sex ads and deciding which ones to answer.


They picked a couple of similar background and age and answered an ad,
posing naked for Polaroid shots of each other and, hearts beating, they
mailed off an answer to a "swap ad" along with snapshots of their naked and
excited bodies.


The first time at a swap party had been an experience that changed Leo and
Mona's lives forever. Once they had swapped and rushed home to leap in bed
and tell each other about it while their hands roamed. They found their sex
life together all the more rich and lustful once they could admit
"swapping". Once they could tell each other all the little details and,
above all, once they could admit to enjoying sex with someone else, they
could never turn back.


Leo, with his audacious executive mind, decides be will form his own club,
that he and Mona will advertise for couples and select the ones that arouse
or interest them. They will keep the dub selective and strive to make it
utterly depraved.


It isn't long before he's arranging a club and completely refitting the
game room of their home in Beverly Hills. Leo has the ceiling done
completely in mirrors, giving the room the dizzying effect of being twice
as high as it really is. All four walls turned into movie screens and, by
the use of multi-projectors, he was able to film four separate movies at
the same time.


Their sex lives grew by degrees, each step with the thrill of knowing
there was no turning back, they went from swapping to outright orgies when
their mirrored playroom would show four separate hard core porno films
while Leo and Mona and their chosen friends lolled in lewdness as they
abandoned themselves to whatever whim of the moment.


As their sex lives grew, Leo became more selective, having some girls
scored for "good for one time only" to others he made a regular road-trip
kind of thing of on up to the top: admission to a select but swinging club
over which Leo ruled with a lustful abandon. His word was law until
somebody was man enough to challenge him. His word was anathema and no one
ever dared his bold plans.


Their club was a sybarites dream come true with every pleasure one could
want. The floor of their playroom was thickly carpeted and strewn with
pillows and low-slung couches where one could lie back and look up to see
themselves  and everyone else in the room  mirrored on the ceiling above.
There were times when Mona would look up at the ceiling and see naked
bodies writhing and see the mirrored movies of cunts and cocks and sucking
and fucking going on all around her and not be able to tell one from the
other!


Many times she watched herself in home movies made by Leo, movies in which
she had acted like a gleeful slut as Leo ordered her to do one obscenity
after another.


Time went by quickly and on an active level for the McKerns and they found
themselves bored with what they had at hand and more and more attracted to
that which was dangerous or classified as still forbidden fruit. It was Leo
who proposed to his club members that each couple had to recruit another
couple and had exactly thirty days in which to deliver. Failure to
introduce a new couple would result in expulsion from the club. Then he
turned around and announced that he and Mona would volunteer to bring the
first couple in. The sheer audacity of his rule and volunteering had made
the couples catch fire. It had been one of the best nights in a long time.


Even back then, Leo had his eye on Carol Hunnicutt. Leo was shrewd about
women, instinctively knowing just how far he could go with each one. Until 
Carol Hunnicutt came on the scene. He wanted badly to hire her the moment
he laid eyes on her. Tall, a willowy blonde with slim waist and big
breasts, she was slim of hip and sleek looking.


But it was her face that got to Leo. It was so beautiful the way fine
porcelain or china is beautiful and her cheekbones curved like ivory and
all her features were clear and precise the way good breeding shows on a
face and Leo was attracted and immediately wanted to get his hands on all
that fine good haughty breeding and actually watch it turn lewd and begging
under him. In no time, he would have her crawling on her hands and knees,
committing all kinds of obscenities.


It wasn't until a week later that he got out to Bakersfield and watched
Carol working at the store, sauntering from car to car, smiling, her hips
wiggling on a slow tantalizing way, her face glacial and respectful. She
cocks a cold eyebrow whenever a customer tries to get fresh, silencing them
with a frosty stare.


Leo had been watching her since he first saw her and hired her on the
spot. He carefully read over what her manager wrote of her in the monthly
reports. In no time at all, Carol was the top money earner of her store.
Leo sat many a time in his big black Imperial, quietly watching Carol as
she worked the cars, smiling, being polite and warm, bending over just
enough as she took the order, letting them get a good look at her cleavage.


Leo had, been watching Carol and knew that she was clever and smart and,
above all, ambitious. That, coupled with her good looks and divine form,
made her more desirable all the time. Leo decided that Carol and her
husband would be the couple he would recruit for the club on his own dare.
Thirty days from that meeting, he would deliver a virgin couple to the
club, a husband and wife who had never dreamed of swapping before!


And Carol Hunnicutt was the one Leo picked. The fact that he had never
seen her husband and knew nothing about him didn't bother him at all. A
check of company records told him his name was Robert. Leo chuckled.
Probably called Bob or Bobby, he thought. His occupation was selling
insurance. Leo shrugged. Bob or Robby or Robert Hunnicutt was no problem
and nothing to worry about.


In Bakersfield, one week after having told the club, I sat in the tiny
office of the local franchise and called in Carol Hunnicutt and watched her
sit down and sell-consciously cross her legs and give him a friendly but
remote smile. He grinned back at her. He was an attractive man in his own
coarse and vulgar way. Other girls warned her that he was known for making
a pass or telling a dirty joke. All sorts of stories were told about him.
Carol found herself wary of him, believing that he was a nice if somewhat 
flashy man to work for.


"It's Mrs. Hunnicutt, isn't it?" He asked with a grin that was near a
smirk.


"That's right," Carol answered with a firm smile. She tried to ignore his
eyes roaming slowly over her body. They sat in silence for what seemed an
interminable time until it seemed to Carol she must say something or a
blush would spread over her face. His gaze was so bold and brutal. There
was something fascinatingly honest about the man. She opened her mouth to
say something and Leo McKern spoke.


"I'm promoting you to the rank of manager, Mrs. Hunnicutt because of your
excellent record so far. Naturally your extra duties and responsibilities
will call for a hefty increase in salary and an over-ride on the business
done here."


Carol's mouth fell open. "What!?"


"Needless to say, that over-ride can triple your take home pay.
Congratulations, you've earned it by your attitude and sales. I wonder if
you and Mr. Hunnicutt, your husband, Bob, isn't it? I wonder if I might
take the two of you out to dinner tonight, in order to get to know the both
of you better?"


Dumbly, Carol nodded her head. She was too shocked and numb to feel
anything. All she could think of was how much the manager earned against
what she earned now and the figure took her breath away. She would be
earning more than Bob!


Leo had grinned back at her, knowing she had no idea what she was getting
into. It was going to be so easy for him, a little bit at a time, one
little concession leading to another. One little step after another that
would culminate with him fucking her silly while her own husband stood by
voluntarily and watched.


Leo grinned at her, his grin cool and hard and cocky as Carol let out a
gasp of astonishment and said, "I don't know how to thank you!" Leo grinned
and nodded.


CHAPTER TWO


It was a boring night for Leo but a necessary one. This was a night when
he sized the husband up and measured one against the other and generally 
learned a lot about the couple that would help later.


The evening told him that Bob was a young good-looking kid full of
ambition and a little nettled that his wife was now making more money than
he was. The two men chatted of business and insurance and the thought
entered Bob's mind of how nice it would be if he got to know a powerful man
like Leo McKern. It could lead to all sorts of business, Leo introducing
him as an expert. One man like Leo could land Bob a whole career!


Yet, he was his wife's employer and all he could do was politely answer
Leo's questions. To him, Leo seemed an aggressive man who contained a great
deal of his rage and energy and channeled it back in a gruff voice and a
blunt way.


Leo stayed over the next day and spent hours alone with Carol, lecturing
her on her new duties and trying, in every subtle way he could, to get
closer to Carol.


He got exactly nowhere. Carol was polite but aloof and he ended the day
frustrated. He spent an additional night alone in a motel room, brooding,
then sleeping and rising the next day to go to the job and quiz and lecture
Carol some more.


No matter how he probed and pried, Carol remained aloof and polite, an
edge coming in her voice whenever Leo got too risque in his language.


He found himself back at home with Mona, facing a weekend and getting
absolutely nowhere with young Carol Hunnicutt.


"Zero," he said to Mona, "Absolutely no reaction. Blank, zero, nothing.
Ziltch. I lose. That snooty bitch wiggles that hot little ass all over the
lot with every guy in the place watching from his car and I want to grab
that ass and absolutely zero!"


"Serves you right." Mona, on the floor, had bent over the comics and is
engrossed in reading Prince Valiant.


"Huh?" He gulps at his Bloody Mary and looked down at his wife. "Serves me
what?"


"Serves you right."


"For what?"


"For taking yourself so God damned seriously."


He grinned down at her. "Maybe. Maybe I'm a lot funnier than you think I
am. Maybe I got a plan which just flow comes to me." He grinned down at his
wife. "Yeah, maybe it just now comes to me. This Carol Hunnicutt has got a
very attractive husband."


"Mmmmmmmm?" Mona let her eyes narrow and her lips were wet as she smiled
up at her husband, suddenly interested in what he had to say. She held her
drink up and sipped at it, reading the message loud and clear in his eyes.
"Leo," Mona smiled at him demurely. "Let's take these drinks to the
bedroom, shall we?"


"Why you little whore!" Leo smiled, following behind her down the hallway.
"You're about the most selfish thing alive. You always come first. I
mention an attractive man and you right away get excited. Listen, I
couldn't get anywhere with that bitch!"


"I don't see you lagging far behind love," Mona cooed, turning just inside
the door and peeling her robe from her body seductively and dropping it to
her feet. "Of course, if you'd rather not."


"Let's not get too hasty now," Leo replied quickly, his face flushing
slightly as his eyes locked on his wife's full well-tanned body. "I think
we can work something out. It's been a long non-productive weekend for me."


Mona smiled at him coyly and did a small pirouette in the center of the
room before she walked softly to the huge double-king sized bed and lay
down full in the center of it, spreading her limbs in a wide crucifixion
position. She smiled lazily up at him without a word, just a seductive
smile playing across her lips! Leo's breath sucked in slightly from the
sudden excitement of the pose she had taken.


Damn, he thought, there's just no one else like her. His eyes, for the
millionth time in their eight years of marriage, played over full well
rounded curves and sent tiny ripples of desire running swiftly over the
sensitive nerve-ends of his skin. His eyes roamed over the naked contours
stretched out in anticipation before him.


They stopped for a moment on the high round breasts that were set so
closely together, leaving room for the narrowest of valleys running between
their magnificent firmness. He never failed to marvel at how they kept
their shape at all times, in spite of their size.


He had seen Mona and took one look and a few months later he had shed his
second wife with a divorce and the two of them had been together ever
since. Nothing had changed since then and he still marveled at her each and
every time he saw her in the nude. She was holding up pretty well for a 
thirty-one year old and if he weren't such a lecherous bastard, he mused
silently to himself, he would never have to step out of the house. She was
enough for any one man. His eyes flicked lower to the enticingly rounded,
ivory-sheened lips that led to the delicious sweep of long, gradually
rounded thighs. Between her slightly spread legs he could see clearly
through the soft curling pubic hair covering her loins the fleshy pinkness
of her vaginal slit glistening wetly in the dim light seeping through the
curtains.


"Well, lover, are you going to stand there all day? Hand me my drink and
get naked," His wife teased him, fully aware of the effect the licentious
position of her body was having on him. She squirmed her buttocks down into
the mattress, enjoying the power she was exerting over him by the lewd
exhibition of her body and watching with secret satisfaction the changing
expressions flickering across his lips.


"You little prick-tease," Leo growled, "You've gotten yourself a pile of
trouble now and you just might not get out of it until tomorrow morning, if
then."


He handed her the Bloody Mary and set his own on the table by the bed,
pulling at the same time at his clothes. It took only a moment for them to
fall quickly to the floor where he left them lying in a disorganized heap.
He stood for a moment at the edge of the bed looking down at her naked
form, spread waiting on the bed. His long thick penis stood out rigid
beneath the slight paunch he was developing. Mona had risen to one elbow to
take a long sip from the tall drink and was looking directly at his
hardness.


"Mmmmmmmm," she said softly for effect, as she brought the glass down from
her lips. "That didn't take long."


"No Ma'am. Old Daddy is ripe and ready right now. Open up wide honey,
spread those long lovely legs of yours, I'm coming in fast." He grinned
down at her taking the glass from her hand.


"Wait just one minute!" Mona said in a mocking tone as she rolled out of
the way of his leap onto the bed. "You were going to tell me a bit about
that blonde and her attractive husband and what you were going to do to
her!" She gently fought her husband off, pleading, "Please, you know how it
fires me up."


"Oh baby, come one," Leo good-naturedly pleaded. He knew it was a game and
they played it often. He was ready now but knew she liked to be coaxed
before the action began.


"Nope. No dory, no nookie," she said, squirming seductively just out of
arm's reach across the bed.


"OK, OK, if that's the way you want it. I'll tell you how you're going to
get your share too. Is that a deal?"


"Is it a deal!" She smiled wantonly, moving closer to him and stretching
the full length of her body tightly against him. "It's the best part of the
deal!"


"Well, it just might take you awhile to recover from what you're going to
get in a second so I'll wait a few days to put it into effect."


"Don't you worry about me." His wife nuzzled against his ear. "You can
bring him on this afternoon after I've taken care of you if you like. You
never could last long enough to make me yell 'uncle'."


"We'll see about that later." He grinned over at her, taking her hand and
pushing it down around the thickness of his upstanding penis. She began to
stroke then massage it, rubbing the softness of his foreskin back and forth
and then slipping her hand to his balls cradling softness in her palm. Leo
groaned and gritted his teeth at her gentle ministrations of his testicles
and penis.


"DO you want to hear the story or not?" he sputtered as she gave a gentle
squeeze that sent shivers down his spine.


"Mmmmmmmm," she answered softly, "just amusing myself in the meantime."


"Well," Leo ground his teeth again and began. "I couldn't get anywhere
with her. Up to a point, she's okay, beyond that she switches off. So, the
way to get to her is through him. If we can get him in a position where he
has to go along with it then we've got it made."


"And just how do you propose to do that?" his wife asked softly,
continuing the gentle stroking of the loose foreskin up and down the length
of his rod.


"That's going to be your job. Carol, his wife, is going to be away at his
mother's for a few days starting tomorrow and I thought we might get him
out for dinner and a few drinks and let you go to work on him. I can work
out an excuse to get lost so he won't suspect anything and you can take it
from there. Show him the playpen downstairs, that always works."


"Mmmmmmmm, I like. Gives inc a chance to show off my talents-and satisfy
my maternal instincts all at the same time. You say he's young, huh?"


"About twenty four or five."


"And I like them young," she crooned gently. "Darling, for this you get a
reward while you tell all about both of them."


His wife moved down the bed, trailing the soft moistness of her tongue and
lips slowly across the flabbiness of his stomach. Her fingernails scratched
lightly against his cock that reached yearningly up to the ceiling.
Suddenly she was hovering on all fours with her face poised just above his
prick until he could feel the hot air from her breath blowing close against
it.


"Co on with the story, darling," she cooed seductively, "I'm waiting."


"And," Leo swallowed deeply as his wife hunched on all fours over his
loins, stroking his hardness first with one hand and then between both of
them at the same time. "You'll get him in the sack with you 
aaaaaaaaahhhhh."


He groaned and thrust his loins forward involuntarily as the warm
moistness of her open lips closed over the sensitive throbbing head of his
cock.


"And  ohh  he'll be throwing it to you  ooohhh," he moaned again,
reaching down and tangling his hands tightly in her hair to guide the
rhythm of her bobbing head below. He lifted his head slightly from the
pillow to watch her sensuously contorted face. It made the sensation that
much more exciting when he could see the thickness of his own cock buried
deep up between her widely ovaled lips.


"Co-wa on-wa," she mumbled around his plunging prick, struggling to get
the words out and at the same time increase the twirling of her tongue
around the moist stickiness of the pungent and blood-Inflated head.


"Fuck it, you can wait to hear the Goddamn story," Leo growled as she
began to suck a little harder. "You just suck sweet and nice, baby and
Daddy will tell you about it later."


He looked at the mirror on the wall facing the bed so he could get a
better profile look at his wife's face as his hardening shaft began to
slide rhythmically in and out of her roundly ovaled mouth. The very sight
of it caused his loins to tense and jerk into her face until, in the
mirror, it looked as though he were burying the full length of it all the
way down her throat. Almost all of it seemed to disappear with each hard
thrust he made until only a little stretch of it showed white and 
glistening protruding thickly from between her lips.


Her tongue, with a nerve tingling lick on the outstroke was making the
head throb and jerk as though his heart itself were beating inside. He
watched, hypnotized in the mirror, watching the flesh of her lips being
pulled out grotesquely, clinging to the flesh of his prick as she sucked
hungrily, her mind caught up in the task with all her concentration. Her
breasts jerked and danced below her pumping torso, adding to the lust
inciting picture presented to him in the glass.


"Suck it, baby, suck it," he hissed through tightly clenched teeth,
dropping his head back heavily on the pillow and pretending for the moment
that it was Carol Hunnicutt in tight shorts. Goddamn, he'd like to have her
like this, ramming it deep into her proud little mouth. By God; he'd shove
it all the way down to her tonsils when he did get her. He'd pump his hot
sperm all the way down her throat and into that white tight little belly of
hers until it burst up out of her tits!


"Come on, baby, come on," he grunted as his wife slaved below, her body
beginning to glisten from the tiny droplets of sweat forming all over her
skin. He felt like urinating as he felt the pressure growing in his balls.
He knew it wouldn't be long now. His cock felt like it was filled with lead
and ready to explode like the popping of a giant balloon that, when it
went, blew, would spew its insides for miles in all directions. He shoved
his loins hard up against her face, hearing her protesting mumble that went
unheeded in his quest for the final end of this torture that was building,
building, building until all at once he felt the white hot stream begin
deep in his balls and race steam like the length of his plunging cock. He
gasped and his lips bared back over his teeth as if being torn and twisted
by fire.


His prick began a sudden wild stattaco jerking that flooded without
warning his wife's wildly sucking mouth with gust after gust of the
white-hot sperm, bloating her cheeks outward with each bullet-like spurt
until she swallowed to keep from choking, mewling and crooning at his
thrusting loins.


"Don't stop, baby, keep sucking, keep sucking!" he gasped as his hands
tangled tighter in her hair, convulsively ramming his cock farther and
farther down her ravished throat. She went on sucking wildly as he
continued shooting his heavily flowing semen deep, deep into her mouth.


With one last earth-shattering groan, he emptied the last of his sperm
into her lips but she went on nibbling gently for long moments afterwards,
sucking every last drop from the excitedly spurting penis.


Gradually, the satiated penis deflated in her mouth. Leo threw his arms
out in exhaustion, a great sigh of relief escaping from his lips. She lay
for awhile with her head on his thigh, still nibbling gently at the limp
useless penis in front of her and then she began crawling up over his belly
and kissed him hard on the lips, still filled with her own hot passion.


"What happened to my story, lover?" she teased softly, smiling down at him
with the slight sparkle of triumph in her eyes.


"Why you little bitch, you had that planned all along, didn't you?" Leo
half growled, half groaned. "Imagine picking on a man ten-years older than
you."


"You'll have your chance to get even, dear, I'll see to that in a few
minutes. Now tell me the happy ending about how you'll talk Mr. Attractive
Husband of Hunnicutt  or is it honey cunt?" Mona laughed mischievously.


"Simple, love, the lad is in the insurance business and my places and help
needs all kinds of insurance. Once I make it clear to him why I want to see
him, once I throw a few figures around and he gets those in ibis mind and
quickly figures his commission and what his future could be he'll come
panting for a chance. No starving little insurance man can turn down a
chance like this, can he?"


"My are you ever the clever one," his wife teased as she reached her hand
down and felt him hardening again. "And, an insatiable old bastard, too,"
she grinned, feeling the moisture rising between her thighs. She knew it
was going to be a long delicious night and she smiled to her self inwardly,
in anticipation.


CHAPTER THREE


Carol Hunnicutt hummed softly to herself as she sat at her vanity table,
brushing her hair an even one hundred tunes on both sides. It was something
that she had done since childhood, something that her mother had insisted
on and scolded her into doing. Now it was a life-long habit and she was
glad. It paid off. Her long hair was soft and glowing with life.


She took a last critical look at her hajj and, satisfied, she began
applying makeup. It only took a minute, because she didn't use much. She
didn't have to; her beauty and youth were abounding. Just a touch of
natural colored lipstick that added a slight flesh color to her already
full sensuous ups, and a quick line of eye make-up, that did nothing more
than accentuate slightly their light hazel beauty.


Cocking her head to one side, she surveyed the results of her work in a
cool regal way. She liked it and, in spite of her inbred modesty, she had
to admit to herself that she was a very pretty girl. Very attractive by any
standards, modern or classical. She must be, she thought, smiling at her
image, she had landed Bob for a husband and just gotten herself a fat raise
on her new job down at the drive-in.


A frown crossed her pretty face. She was now earning more than Bob was and
she knew this worried him. Last night, in bed, she knew he wasn't asleep
and she rolled over and said, "Honey? Don't worry, when you sell a policy
and get a commission, you'll be earning tons more than me."


Bob had groaned and said, disgustedly, "Why bring that up at this hour?"


Although Carol would never admit it, all wasn't right or happy in their
young marriage; undercurrents were always flowing around the two of them.
Bob resented her working at the drive-in in the first place. Even Carol
wasn't happy over the skimpy little costume she had to wear but the money
was so good and the hours were fine.


In fact, although she would never admit it to Bob, she liked the work.
There were times, when she got into the swing of things, when she began to
feel the pitch and rhythm of the place itself, when she could feel herself
moving in a pace that was unison with all around her, she enjoyed it. She
laughed with the young men in the cars and spun on her heel, and, buttocks
switching fairly twitching, she would hustle away with a full order. There
were times when she was busy and the hours fairly flew and she would stop,
amazed, that her shift was over so soon. She found, at tunes like these
when she felt the restless hum of the nearby freeway and of all the people
who drove up for the rest and food and light and warmth and someone to talk
to in the middle of a Los Angeles night, that she could handle any remark
made. She ignored those that she didn't like and reacted to those she liked
with a stunning sunny smile.


There were times when Bob would arrive and wait to take her home and he
would sit, handsome and slumped in his car and watch his wife dance around
the cars, ducking her head to talk, wiggling her buttocks as she yakked and
he would feel his penis swell with an aching longing and that night, when
he drove her home, he would literally force her to bed and she would allow
him to get on top of her and, in no time, it would all be over.


Carol was worried about sex with Bob. He was so gentle and understanding
in other things, yet so coarse and crude when it came to sex. It wasn't
enough that she had to show her body off eight hours a clay at the
drive-in, when she got home and got into bed, she was treated like some 
kind of slut or whore by Bob who made smutty remarks and suggested-hinted
at lewd things.


Carol's upbringing had been conservative and she somehow found herself
stuck with the notion that a man should be gentle with the woman that he
loves, that he should treat her tenderly and with care, that he should
treat the woman he loved differently from any other woman he might have
loved. He was to treat her with a tender care and not expect her to do
things that a common whore would do.


A shudder ran through Carol's body. The thought provoked all sorts of
thoughts in her mind; thoughts that she didn't like, for, if she dwelled on
them too long she found her body full of all sorts of uncomfortable
excitements and emotions and she would get a giddy feeling as her hands
whispered over her lovely body and she wondered what would happen if she
just relaxed and let herself go off to drift anywhere?


Those kinds of thoughts played about in her mind often and much more than
she would like to admit  like when striding across the lot and knowing men
were watching her almost naked buttocks swaying teasingly behind her.


Her job! She bit her lip and looked at the clock. She got up and dressed
hurriedly, pausing to look at herself in a full length mirror then turning
to and fro, examining her stunning curved figure from every conceivable
angle, then satisfied, she runs from their tiny apartment and gets into
their second car, a battered Volks and speeds off to work. Today, she is
going to meet with the outgoing manager, Patti Goodrum.


She was worried about meeting with Patti, worried about what kind of image
she would present. Deeper, on a human level, she was worried about Patti as
another human being. She hadn't been a bad manager, just missing a lot
lately. Patti seemed nervous and preoccupied and it was whispered around
that she was drinking on the job.


Carol liked Patti who was just a little over thirty and, when she saw her
face to face in the tiny office in the back of the drive-in, she looked
every day of thirty and more. Her skin seemed dry and ready to wrinkle. Her
look was haggard and there were circles under her eyes.


As they sat, Patti fingered a Dixie cup, a paper cup before bringing it to
her mouth in a swift desperate movement and gulping the fluid down. She
smiled a ravaged smile at Carol. "Little eye opener. As in 'hair of'. How
about a little? Just one to celebrate taking over as a manager?"


Carol smiled but shook her head curtly. "No thanks, I never drink before
evening."


"How about just one to celebrate my promotion way out yonder?"


Patti had been given what was called a "promotion". She was kicked
upstairs to what was called district supervisor whose duties were vague and
extensive, causing her to travel a lot simply, it seemed, to put in an
appearance. Her powers were next to nothing. She was to report, by mail,
once a month, to Leo. Her salary was small but there was travel expenses
and the vague promise of an over-ride should business warrant it.


Everyone knew it was Leo's way of getting rid of unwanted help. The
average supervisor hung on for three months before quitting to go to some
other job. Leo just gradually eased people out of the company rather than
fire them outright.


It frightened Carol how easily Patti was being moved along how heartlessly
she was being put out to pasture. Patti was still young and very attractive
with a good figure and cute face framed by bangs. Now here she was sitting
across from Carol with her face looking wretched from too many nights of
drinking.


Her eyes had that flat, glazed, self-acceptance look. "Have a drink," she
urged. "I'm supposed to train you, tell you all about the job. Have a
drink."


"No thank you," Carol demurred again.


"You'd better," Patti urged, "Because of what I'm going to tell you."


"Oh?" Carol lifted an eyebrow.


"The thing you have to look out for more than anything else is not
dishonest employees, nor the day's take or how the girls are getting on. No
sir. The thing you have to worry about can be summed up in one word. Leo
McKern. That son-of-a-bitch!"


Carol sat stunned, not knowing what to think. Never had she heard an
employee speak so venomously about an employer. She didn't know what to
say. She shrugged finally and managed, "Well, I'm sorry you feel that way."


"You mark my words," Patti said, leveling a trembling finger. "Leo McKern
will get you in bed!"


Carol drew herself up. Drunk or sober, Patti had no right to talk this way
or even think that she, Carol, was such a person. "I hardly think you've
the right to say a thing like that."


Patti chuckled and Carol could see, to her embarrassment, that Patti was
far more drunk than she realized. A sudden sense of shame and urgency swept
over her. She was embarrassed for Patti  all the girls would see her this
way and wondered how she could help her to her car.


"I felt the same way," Patti went on nodding and chuckling before there
was a choke in her throat, "That was, I felt that way until I became Leo's
mistress!" She glared at Carol, looking at her with haunted and hate filled
eyes. "Hear me? I was Leo's girl! I shacked up with him whenever he came to
town. I'd do anything he'd say." Patti was looking off, her vision drifting
and she talked more to herself than to anyone in particular. It was, for a
moment, as if Carol wasn't even in the room.


"I was his girl. I knew he was married. Everybody knew he brought his wife
through in that big Imperial. I knew and I didn't care and I lived for the
weekends he'd be in town and we'd be alone in bed together. I knew he had a
wife and probably other women like me at every drive-in. I didn't care!
When he was balling me I didn't care. And then, then." Patti's face was a
sudden mask of tragedy and she fought back tears. "Then he stopped coming
around. Oh, he'd be in town but he just wasn't available." Patti made an
effort to pull herself together. She smiled at Carol and saluted her with
the cup. "So I took to drink to numb everything out. Everything gets a
little blurry and begins to fade out. Carol, baby, I've watched you and let
me tell you, beware of Leo McKern. I'm warning you. He'll have you doing
all the obscene things you've never even dreamed of in no time at all."


There was a silence between the girls. Carol didn't like hearing that
Patti had done things which she considered obscene nor did Patti like
admitting she had sunken low enough to do such things. The air in the
office could be cut with a knife.


Carol sat still. Was some warning voice far off calling out to her? Was
some ancient instinct telling her to get the hell out of there? She had no
reason in the world for believing a word of what Patti said. Yet, something
in her said beware. Something else in her also thought of the possibility
of all that pay increase and the fact that Patti was feeling sorry for
herself, was drinking too much and was on her way out. All of those things
had to be considered.


It didn't follow in her mind that she would have an affair with Leo. She
was, after all, newly married. With a laugh and a smile, she turned Patti's
attention toward the details of being a manager. She found that Patti was
surprisingly good at her job, knowing it well and being able to tell her of
all the pitfalls: "Don't get too friendly with the girls, don't get too
involved in their problems. If you do, you tend to lose your perspective 
and find yourself unable to help the person involved or even do your own
job. It seems," said Patti with a sad loose smile, "Every girl who works
here has problems and they all have a way of working themselves out."


"Thanks for all the advice."


"Well, that's it, kiddo." Patti got up, balancing her paper cup none too
steadily and wobbled a smile as she gestured, "the place is all yours. The
job is all yours. The desk is all yours. Co ahead, sit in it."


"I intend to," carol said, fending off Patti and wishing she would leave.
Patti had been helpful but she didn't like to see people drinking during
the day and she felt that Patti was so unhappy that there was nothing she
could do to help. She had a new job to conquered, as Patti herself said,
problems had a way of taking care of themselves.


"Go on, sit," Patti said drunkenly, "I wanna see you!"


Carol smiled and giggled. There was nothing to do but go and sit for
Patti. She did it, feeling self-conscious and awkward, feeling Patti was
being just a little too masochistic. "There," she said, wiggling into the
seat, "How do I look?"


Patti stared at her seriously and it seemed as if some sobriety came over
her. "You look just right. Perfect. You look like you belong." She stared,
her face dark and she swayed a bit, putting out a hand to steady herself.
"Just be sure you don't belong to Mr. Leo McKern, that he doesn't get into
your pants and have you doing tricks before you realize it." She spoke in
slow and measured tones and for a moment Carol felt that maybe her
drunkenness was just an act, a shield, from which she could say shocking
and disgusting things.


Her aloofness came over her as she said, "I don't think that'll be
involved here. Mr. McKern and I have a strictly business relationship."


Patti smiled a slow sad cynical smile and, for the first time, Carol
noticed that Patti wore a wedding ring! "It was that way too with me and
Leo, at first," she said. She pointed a finger and said, "Fair enough
warning. I can tell you're a smart cookie but Leo is awfully smart. And
treacherous. Watch him!"


Patti picked up her attache case and left. Carol sat thinking about what
she had said. Patti was just a year or two older than Carol yet her face
was hardened and lines were beginning to show. Was it the work? Was it the
work that drove her to the booze? Or, was it a combination of work and Leo
McKern. Was what Patti had to say the truth? Did she really have to watch 
out for Leo McKern?


She sat thinking conflicting emotions going through her body. She was
still feeling the thrill and rush of the new job and couldn't help thinking
what it would do for her married life. She and Bob would be able to afford
things and they could plan more of a future than before. As far as Leo
himself was concerned he had never been anything but a rough-hewn kind of
gentleman interested in her married life.


Yet he did have a disconcerting grin. It was, like a steel band across his
face and sometimes she got the uneasy feeling that he was mocking her. And
his eyes. He seemed to look right into your soul and undress you with an
aloof and ironic twinkle.


Carol shook her head and got to work, to the business of managing the
drive-in. She would have to handle each problem as it came.


CHAPTER FOUR


Bob Hunnicutt answered the phone in his easy, well-modulated voice he used
when calling up prospective clients, "Hello, Bob Hunnicutt speaking."


"Mr. Hunnicutt?" a deep masculine voice asked that Bob recognized at once
as the voice of Leo McKern, a voice with always just the hint of a growl in
it. "Bob? Say, this is Leo McKern, Carol's employer and I was just
happening through town with my wife and I stopped by at the drive-in hoping
she might be working this weekend."


"No, this is her weekend off."


"I just found that out. Tell me, I wonder if I might have a word with
Carol?" His voice oozed confidence and a kind of solid feeling of money to
Bob's ear. Bob stayed poised and cool as he said, "I'm afraid that's
impossible. Carol's mother is very ill and Carol is spending some of the
weekend with her," Bob explained, trying to keep his voice non-committal.
Carol's mother was always falling ill and Carol was always on the phone
with her or over there, taking care of her, reading to her or feeding her
broth. It was one of the many things Bob did not like about his marriage.
Although they were an attractive couple in public, he felt there were many
incomplete and frayed ends to their marriage and he resented them: like
Carol's mother.


"Oh?" Leo said on the other end and Bob could just see him raising his
eyebrows.


"I don't mind really because I've got a big presentation coming up Monday
and I want this weekend to prepare myself for it."


"That's right, you're in real estate," Leo growled through the phone.


"Actually, it's insurance," Bob corrected him without an effort.


"No kidding?"


"All kinds. I'm with one of the finest brokerage houses in the west."


"How about that? Listen, I just had a fight this afternoon with ray
insurance man in Fresno. See, I used to be partners and this insurance guy
was a friend of my partner. Anyway, I got a lot of questions about
insurance maybe you'd answer for me. I'd make it worth your while."


Bob took his time grinding his cigarette out in the ashtray as a vein in
his forehead throbbed hard and he fought to keep his voice from shaking!
Quickly, he realized he was in a position he had heard about and dreamed
about but never really believed would come true: the big chance confronting
him. Landing an account like Leo McKern could be the making of any house
and the career for the agent. He looked at his watch and it was a blur and
it took all of his self-control to sound calm as he said, "Oh, I could meet
you, later this evening."


"Could ya?" Leo sounded pleased. "What time?"


"Oh, after dinner, about eight, eight thirty." Dinner? He knew that he
wouldn't be able to eat any dinner, that he would throw up from excitement,
that he would sit around biting his nails until the appointed hour then
he'd go meet Leo McKern ready to scream.


"Fine," Leo said, "Me and Mona are staying at the local Holiday Inn. Why
don't you come down and call at the desk?"


"Fine," Bob said with a fine film of perspiration forming on his forehead
and upper lip. "I'll be there around eight or eight thirty." And he hung up
and took a deep breath and held it. Could it be, before the night was
through, could it be that he was going to be like some of the stories he
had heard about and read about in the company magazine? Was he going to be
an overnight success? If he could get all the insurance on the Leo McKern
empire, he Bob Hunnicutt, would have it made at the brokerage. He'd have an
office of his own, an important account and a commission big enough to
choke a bull. His mind ran excitedly over the fire and theft insurance,
over the liability insurance and over the fat premiums for group health and
accident insurance. He savored the premium on the group life insurance and
he wondered just how many key men were insured and just how much insurance
the great Mr. Leo McKern himself carried?


It was a golden opportunity, the chance of a lifetime and Bob was grateful
that he had the brains to recognize it for what it was worth and he bit his
knuckles in anxiety, hoping he was up to the test. Leo was giving him a
classic opening and he would have to develop it from there.


Bob broke into frantic activity, showering and dressing, selecting his
clothes carefully, frantically trying to find where Carol kept his ironed
shirts, getting completely dressed and standing in front of a mirror he
decides he must shower again.


His mind runs hysterically over figures and he trembles, realizing how
much money he can make if he plays his cards right. Thank God, for once,
that Carol was away. For once, that mother-in-law of his did something
right. With Carol out of the way, he could concentrate and wouldn't it be
something to show her when she came home, a signed application from Leo
McKern!


He soaped himself in the shower and fought for control. He was going to
have to feel McKern out, to win his confidence. He was going to have to be
cool and levelheaded. Above all, he must act the part of a young account
executive and be levelheaded. He must give Leo McKern the idea that he was
used to dealing in big numbers.


Getting dressed, he looked in the mirror and said, "Who am I kidding? My
wife works for him. I'm such a success, why is my wife working for him?"


And he felt frightened ad paced the floor and wondered if he wasn't in way
over his head and he found himself taking off his clothes and stepping into
the shower for the third time, calming down, telling himself as he put the
aftershave lotion that after all, the man had asked for information. He
would be polite and give him all the information he could.


He stepped out of the shower, dried, dressed, inspected his image
carefully in a full length mirror and was satisfied and glanced at his
watch to see that it was only seven thirty and the minutes were dragging
by.


He forced himself to sit and smoke a cigarette and think of something
else. He thought of Carol and of their marriage and how, if he got even
one-fourth of Leo's account, how different their marriage would be.


Bob was making the sad mistake of thinking that money was going to change 
their marriage. If the truth were to be known, all was not well in the
Hunnicutt household. In public they appeared as the almost ideal couple,
laughing interesting and attractive: a young couple going places.


Yet, at home, in bed, all was not right. Bob got very aggressive whenever
he drank and was crude and rough. Carol had grown up with the notion that a
man was crude toward women he didn't respect and gentle and considerate
toward the woman, the one woman that he loved.


Carol never was too clear to Bob exactly what she did want from Bob. What
it always seemed to boil down to was an awkward climbing on top of her with
the lights out and Bob out of his mind with desire and almost groaning with
the pent-up desire tensing his muscles until they were rock hard.


In fact, from Bob's viewpoint, the marriage was far from what he had
thought marriage should be. He didn't like the way Carol out-earned him and
he didn't like the skimpy costume his wife had to wear at work and he
didn't like the idea of other men leering at his wife's figure and making
leading remarks.


If Bob could be honest enough with himself, he would admit that watching
his wife serving men in their cars only made him hot as hell, particularly
when he knew they were flirting with Carol. That night, in bed, his desire
would get the best of him and he would go too far and Carol would freeze
up. "Bob, don't, it isn't nice to do things like that."


And he would fall away, groaning. No, in truth, marriage was far from what
he expected. The insurance business wasn't what it was cracked up to be. It
seemed that everybody had a cousin or relative or friend in the business
and he hated having his wife out-earn him. There were some weeks when she
out-earned him in tips. But now, tonight, all that might change!


Nervously, he looked at his watch and saw, with a sigh, that he had plenty
of time. He lighted a cigarette and looked down at the ashtray, astonished
to see that he had been chain smoking. He thought about eating but found he
was too nervous to eat anything, all his appetite vanishing. He decided
against having a drink on the basis that he wanted to be clear headed and
have his wits about him. Too many drinks and he would be zonked and apt to
say anything that came into his head. He had to be cool and careful.


Even though it was early, he drove to the Holiday Inn and parked in the
parking lot, sitting in his car and smoking a cigarette as he glanced at
his watch. It was still too early and one last cigarette could help to calm
his nerves.


He thought that he was glad, in a way, that Carol was at her mothers. 
There were times when he resented Carol. She was cool and efficient and
kept the apartment spotless, but she was all for Carol. Now she was with
her mother being a terribly efficient good little girl. He could just see
her smug face dissolve in astonishment when she came home and Bob threw
bombs at her.


A long look at his watch and one long last drag on the cigarette before
crushing it out and getting out of his car and walking across the lobby
under the California stars, breathing in the cool air and straightening out
his jacket. He was a trifle early yet felt he could stall in the lobby long
enough and the fact that he was right on time, punctual, couldn't operate
against him.


At precisely eight o'clock by the sweeping second hand, he was picking up
the house phone and asking for Mr. Leo McKern.


"Halo? That you Bob?" The voice almost rasped in his ear and Bob could
tell a few things from the tone in his voice. First of all, he had been
having drinks; there was a slur and loud casualness that Bob detected from
having cocktails with many a client. Also, there was music in the
background.


"Yes, it's Bob Hunnicutt, sir."


"Come on up."


The ride up in the elevator and the walk down the ball with the Muzak
playing all the time, seemed to take forever until he found himself ringing
the doorbell of the room and have the door fly open and the huge shoulder
hunched form of Leo McKern filled it. "What's this 'sir' stuff?" he
bellowed, jugging a drink and cigar from one hand to the other and holding
out his right band like a catcher's mitt and giving Bob a bone-breaking
grip. "The name's Leo to everybody, get it?"


Bob tried not to wince and he smiled, liking Leo even if he did come on a
little too strong. There are men like that, men that took life in large
gulps and Leo was one of them. "Right, Leo," he said as he tried to grip
back as they shook hands.


Leo laughed, the laughter rumbling up from his chest and he threw a big
arm around Bob's shoulders as he stepped aside and drew Bob into the room,
waving toward the couch with his glass and cigar. "Wantcha to meet my wife,
Mona. Mona, this is Bob Hunnicutt. He's married to my local manager." Leo
gives his wife a broad wink that makes her laugh. "You know, the one I told
you about."


Bob felt as if his face was flushing a bright red as he looked at Mrs. Leo
McKern on the couch. It was almost as if she were posed. She sat with her
arms spread carelessly along the back, allowing her breasts to thrust out.
And it was her breasts that Bob couldn't take his eyes from. She was
wearing a red dress of some clinging material and it was plain to see that
she wasn't wearing anything underneath the dress! Her nipples were only too
clearly out-lined by the snug material that seemed too thin.


Bob took in a breath and looked into the pale violet eyes of Mona McKern
and stammered, "How do you do?"


"A pleasure to meet you, Bob," Mona purred with her eyelids drooping in a
giddy, seductive way.


Leo looked at the two of them eyeing one another, his arm still around Bob
and said, "Don't mind Mona, she's such a camp, always coming on strong.
Have a seat and what will you have to drink?"


Bob found himself behaving like a robot, stumbling into a seat and saying,
"What? Hub? Oh, I'll have a Scotch," as he noticed that Mona was sitting
with her legs curled underneath her and that her knees were exposed along
with a long swoop of her thigh. Her knees looked good, bent that way. He
sat back and smiled at Mona as Leo turned his back to the bar and he
allowed his eyes to take in her body as she sat posed, never moving,
seeming to say, here I am, look all you want. She smiled at him slowly and
Bob felt a jerk in his pants thinking that he never had seen a woman smile
more brazenly than that before. She shifted her hip and said, "It's a
pleasure to meet you, Bob."


Bob crossed his legs carefully against the painful and embarrassing
swelling he felt in his penis. Mona's lovely breasts jutted out and were
firm and seemed to have a thrust to them rare in a woman her age. Her face
was framed by jet black hair and there was a giddy, I surrender look in her
eye. Sex exuded from every pore. Bob looked at her knowing he had seen
women like her before. Years ago, when he was a second lieutenant in the
army, while on leave in Japan, with fellow officers, he had gone to the
fanciest whorehouse in Japan and spent a months pay. While in that
whorehouse, he had seen a Eurasian prostitute that was exactly like Mona.
She was the star of the house and she acted like she knew it.


So it was with Mona. She knew her breasts were exposed, pressed as they
were against the thin material of her dress. What's more, they were cut
low, allowing plenty of firm deep cleavage to billow and thrust out.


She moved to get herself a drink and her breasts shook and the dress
seemed only to be caressing her skin rather than concealing it. Mona McKern
had a sensuous white skin with high cheekbones and jet black hair. She had
the striking, daring kind of good looks that it takes to be a top model
which is what she was before she met and married Leo McKern.


She sat, teasing puffs under her eyes, hinting at nights of dissipation.
She sat, obviously flirting with Bob behind her husband's back as he mixed
the drink and Bob couldn't think of anything to say.


"Here," Leo bellowed, turning and thrusting a drink at Bob. "Scotch. The
best. Scotch and soda. Mona, turn that damn radio down or off, please."


Mona obliged, languidly swinging a leg as she leaned to turn off the radio
while looking at Bob with her eyelids lowered.


Leo sat in a chair and took in his wife's behavior with narrowed eyes.
"Okay, Mona, that's enough. God, get a few drinks in her and she's climbing
the walls. Mona, baby, go in the next room so me and Mr. Hunnicutt can
talk."


"It's Hunnicutt," Bob corrected, smiling at Mona, "please call me Bob."


"Okay, Bob," Mona said, pronouncing the word Bob like she was tasting
something juicy and good.


She got from the couch slowly, languidly, flowing off it and showing her
ample and curved buttocks as the material of her dress clung to her rounded
cheeks and Leo, laughing, lunged and slapped his wife on the buttocks and
Bob heard the firm wet smack that sounded warm and naked, like she didn't
have underwear on under the dress.


"Go on, get out of here while I talk business." The two men watching her
walk as her hips rose and fell and her buttocks wiggled free under the
dress and she looked over her shoulder and gave Bob a brazen smile before
she blew a kiss with her soft pulpy ups to her husband 4x1 disappeared into
the bedroom.


After she left the room it was as if both the men could let their breath
go and Leo could laugh, changing the torrid mood of the moment. "We've been
partying it up. So seldom the two of us can get away together so I guess
we've been clowning around a little. She didn't offend you did she?"


"Huh? Oh no!" Bob hastened to assure him.


"She was just kidding around. You get to know her and you know she's just
clowning around. It's nothing, really."


Bob smiled and reassured Leo that his wife's actions were nothing, hinting
that things like that happened to him all the time. He crossed his legs
lighter against the thickening of his prick and tried hard to concentrate.
"Now, Mr. McKern"


"Leo!"


"Right. Now, Leo, you said you were having some problems with your
insurance?"


Leo McKern put his elbows on his knees and leaned forward and began
talking. He talked in a clear low rough voice and as he talked, Bob found
himself listening close. This was no loudmouth who had too much to drink,
this was a clear cold executive reeling off facts and figures like a
computer. In a few minutes as Leo talked on, Bob had forgotten about Mona
in the next room and was concentrating all of his attention to what Leo was
saying.


What Leo was saying was staggering. He was clearly and coldly outlining
the insurance needs and services of his financial empire. He knew down to
the last dollar just how much he was paying in premiums each year. He knew
exactly what he was covered for.


Before Bob knew it, he was copying down figures and the two of them had
loosened their ties and were deep into the discussion of insurance and Leo
McKern was amazing Bob with his knowledge of the insurance industry. His
insights were keen and it was obvious he had taken time to study the
subject. In fact, the more Bob knew of Leo, the more he found a begrudging
honesty and admiration growing for Leo.


He liked Leo despite his habits and ways: Leo was big and careless with
his speech and his manners weren't all they could be and he was obviously a
man who had taught himself; a self-made crude type, the type generally seen
and succeeding around trucking firms. In fact, Leo started as a trucker and
find his imagination and energies sending him off in other directions. Now
he was the president and manager of a large corporation with holdings in
quite a few things and he dressed with the expensive taste of an executive
but he didn't talk or act like one.


Still, Bob was smart enough to recognize a good mind when he saw one, no
matter how ungrammatical it sounded. In fact, it was Leo who changed the
whole tone of their talk and established what was to become a friendship by
being brutally frank.


He interrupted Bob who was citing figures and companies by putting his
hand on his knee, slapping him and saying, his eyes level and ironic, 
"Really Bob, when you get right down to it, I could get the same deal
you're offering me from thousands of agents. In fact, in L.A.. where I have
my offices, my secretary has a standing order to turn away any and all
insurance agents. She gets as many as three a day." He leaned closer, his
voice dropping down into a thick burr. "Agents, salesmen, are a dime a
dozen. You got a cousin who's a lunkhead, you make, him an insurance
salesman. Hell, I can get figures from you as well as anybody else, get me?
I mean, really, I just don't like my insurance salesman."


Leo McKern leaned back in his chair and drank from his glass, his eyes
watching Bob with a mischievous glint in them.


Bob smiled back, trying to look professional. "We can offer you service."


Leo waved a hand. "Bull. I could get on that phone and in ten minutes I
could have agents up here telling me they could give me service."


Bob nodded. Leo was right. His eyes narrowed. What did he want?


"We are on call twenty-four hours a day," he ventured, thinking that might
help.


Leo's stomach jerked as he laughed at that one. "The size client I am, the
money I pay, you damn well better be available twenty-four hours a day
three hundred and sixty-five days a year. Hell, Bob, don't give me that, I
can get that kind of treatment from dozens of 'companies'." Leo pointed a
finger. "What have you got that nobody else has? Why should I go with your
house? What are you offering to do for me?"


At that moment, Mona sauntered into view and stood behind Leo's chair,
leaning against the wall, one fist on her hip that jutted out. Slowly, with
a lewd brazen quality, she let the tip of her tongue lick slowly around her
luscious lips, wetting them, her eyes never leaving Bob's face. He could
see through her dress, her lovely long thighs dark silhouettes from the
light behind her.


"What he is looking for," Mona said, slouching around and ruffling her
husband's hair as she showed her white teeth, "Is somebody he can trust,
somebody who levels with him." Mona sat on the edge of the chair next to
her husband and said, "Now, what have you got to offer that no other agent
has?"


Bob looked at the two of them. Something was going on between the two of
them, something more than he knew. He sensed he was being tested but he
wasn't sure for what. Sex had to have something to do with it, it was in
every look Mona gave him. How, he wondered did Leo put up with it? The 
whites of his knuckles showed as he gripped the arm of his chair and he
decided to risk everything. "Actually, there isn't a damn thing I can do
for Leo that any other guy with a license can't do."


The two of them exchanged a long look that broke into a pleasant smile.
Leo turned to Bob. "Good for you, you've got guts enough to admit it.
You're my kind of man!"


Bob was thunderstruck. He had gambled, trusted the truth and had won. He
couldn't quite catch his breath or believe himself. He had risked
everything and won! Leo was up and swatting him on the back and Mona was
slowly sinking into the chair; her soft flesh seemed to flow into the chair
and meet with its contours as she never took those slightly depraved eyes
from Bob's face. She looked like a hungry feline creature, eager to devour
its prey.


The next hour was like a dream. Leo McKern was offering Bob a chunk of his
insurance and assuring him that if he did a good job, the whole insurance
program was his to write and administer. Leo leveled a finger. "Your
honesty got you this far, remember that." Facts and figures were thrown
around and Bob had to ask for certain papers and facts of his own. An
application was taken and Leo McKern signed with a strong thick swirl and a
check was made out for the first year's premium and Bob sat back, a
suddenly successful agent. And all the time, Mona never took her eyes from
his sweating and startled face. She sat with her legs tucked underneath
her, showing a lot, almost too much, of her inner thigh. All the time she
was watching him and he was trying hard not to pretend or to notice.


He found himself standing in the parking lot, flush from drinks and the
wild success of having made a big sale and all the time an image of Mona
McKern was in his mind when he was leaving, when he got to his feet, Mona
had risen sticking her pelvis out first and her dress slipped so high that
he thought he caught a glimpse of the tight band of her panties. He had
looked away and shook hands with Leo.


Now he stood dumbfounded. That woman had done everything but rape him with
her eyes and her husband never seemed to notice or mind. And, while they
talked, he kept excusing himself to go to the bathroom or make drinks or a
private, long distance call and he left the two of them alone. Very little
was said when Leo was out of the room, very little of any consequence as
they chatted about the weather and the town and hotel. Yet torrid looks
were exchanged and once, in a lazy, languid, cock teasing way, Mona leaned
back in the chair so that the nipples of her breasts jutted and were
perfectly formed, hard and unyielding wider the dress, and, with her
breasts jutting out so that her cleavage met and moved, she slowly
uncrossed her legs, spreading them slightly so that the hem of her dress 
barely covered her crotch and Bob felt his mouth go dry as he looked down
and thought he could see the forming swelling lips of her vagina pressed
against the band of her panties all slightly in the dark caused by the hem
of her dress.


His hands trembled as she slowly recrossed her legs and he saw the naked
flesh of her thigh, long and white and inviting.


He stood by his car and smacked himself in the forehead. Never had he seen
such an attractive woman as Mona McKern. And never had a woman thrown
herself at him so completely. How could it be that Leo couldn't see it. He
shook his head in wonder at the whole evening. Nothing was real, everything
was happening too fast and the blood was pounding through his body and his
penis swelling again as he thought of the lazy brazenly bold looks and
movements of Mona.


He drove home in a daze. The first thing he did was pick up the phone when
he got to the house and dialed Carol. He was going to shout the news into
the phone and quickly establish himself as number one bread-earner again.
He was going to floor her with the exciting news. No. He hung up right in
the middle of dialing. No, damn it, he wasn't going to call her when she
was babysitting that bitch of a mother-in-law. No, he was not going to do
that.


He paced back and forth, rubbing his palms together, savoring his moment
and position. Leo was right; he had gotten the business because he was bold
enough to be honest! That was what Leo was looking for! Hell, there was no
telling how far he could go as a salesman if he was bold enough to speak
right out! No, he thought, pouring himself a drink, a healthy belt of
Scotch, I'm not going to blather all over the phone. I'll play it casual,
wait until she comes home and let the facts kind of slip out, on their own.
Knock her dead and act like its nothing. He chuckled to himself aloud and
raised his glass in a silent toast, toasting himself and the precious
secret he seemed to hold, that obvious truth that salesmen seemed to
overlook: nothing succeeds like telling the truth.


He sat down to relish his drink and the possibilities from here on in.
Hell, if he really went at it, it wouldn't be too long before he could
expect an executive position with the company. Or, someday, his own
brokerage firm in which he had salesmen working for him.


He toasted himself again and drank deep, catching his breath and enjoying
the pleasant feeling the Scotch gave him as he stretched out on the couch
and felt a bit rueful, left out. Carol would have to be with her mother.
Hell, he wanted to celebrate. Calling up and telling her wouldn't be right,
somehow. He wanted to have a few drinks and then maybe fool around with his
wife, maybe putting his hands where he wasn't supposed to, where she didn't
like him to.


Then the phone rang.


He jumped when it jangled next to him, dreading the silence and he looked
at it with suspicion, checking the time by cocking his wrist.
Automatically, he wondered who could be calling at that hour? Immediately
he thought of Carol and perhaps, this time, there really was something
wrong with her. The phone rang a second time, tearing a long urgent sound
in the room and he put his drink down carefully and looked at the phone,
wondering if he should answer it immediately. If it was bad news, how could
he react to it after so much good news? The phone rang a third time and he
picked it up and said, "Hello?"


The silence at the other end seemed thick and charged with electricity. It
was the silence of someone taking their sweet time about answering. It was
like an electric jolt and Bob knew that it was Mona before he heard her
voice.


"Hello, Bob?"


"Yes. Is this Mrs. McKern."


A low husky voice came back in mocking terms that made him flush anew.
"This is Mona."


"How are you, Mona?"


"Not so good." Her voice came into his ear and sounded petulant, like she
was used to getting her way.


"What's the matter?"


"Leo's left me," she said, her pout a near burlesque. He could just
picture her curled up on the bed, entwined like some sex-serpent.


"He's left you?" There was a note of alarm in his voice, thinking his
dream world would come crashing down. Divorce and all kinds of actions and
cancellation of the insurance.


A heavy sigh came into his ear and she almost seemed to purr as she said,
"He got a phone call from up north. Seems some baddies held one of his
drive-ins up and there was some shooting and people were hurt and Leo just
had to get on his white charger and leave me in this plastic place without
a thing to do until sometime tomorrow evening."


Bob couldn't say a word. He tried not controlling the breath coming
through his nostrils hot and heavy. Her voice reeked of sex and invitation.
Leo gone and not back until tomorrow.


Carol staying with her mother "Gee, that's too bad."


A throaty chuckle came through the phone. "Too bad for one insurance agent
if he doesn't get over here and entertain me while I'm bored."


Despite himself he couldn't help grinning as he felt a masculine sexual
heat. He wasn't going to be had all that easy. "Oh, I don't know I was just
getting ready for bed."


"You liar," she teased, "You've been sitting up going out of your mind.
Have you told your wife yet?" The question was asked carefully, tactfully.
Mona knew that she was away for the evening. He had explained that when
explaining how free his evening was.


"No, I haven't called her yet. I thought I'd wait until tomorrow."


"Mmmmmm. Cold-blooded. Listen, come down here and we'll have a drink
together to celebrate your success."


A last desperate moral stand took frame in his mind. He should at least
make an attempt. "I don't know if I should" he said hesitatingly.


There was a pause, a beat, before Mona said, her voice warm and pleasant.
"I can tell you why you should come over here. What Leo gave you earlier
tonight is just a piece of the action. A very little piece. Do you
understand that?"


Bob took a deep breath. "Yes."


"Good. Now, understand something else."


"What?"


"Leo does whatever I ask him."


Bob paused, a totally new cynical smile playing around his lips. "I'll be
right over!"


CHAPTER FIVE


He drove back to the hotel carefully, thinking as hard as he could. He
knew why he was going to the hotel and he had a pretty good idea of what
was going to happen when he got there. He knew that he was going to be
unfaithful to his wife and he wondered about it, about how he would feel,
if he would want to tell her or what he would say if she found out.


More real and more to be feared was what Leo would do if he found out. He
would surely cancel any insurance he had and he might do a lot more. In
fact, it was very easy to believe that the hulking figure of Leo McKern
might conceivably want to do a great deal more. Bob was no slouch and he
was in good condition and had several years on Leo yet he didn't relish the
idea of taking him on, particularly if Leo was mad.


He drove into the parking lot of the hotel realizing he was playing with
fire, that everything he had gained that night could be lost, that he could
find himself defending his life and he was afraid and excited.


That was it! An energy, like electricity coursed through him and he felt
himself vitally alive, more alive than he had felt in years! He walked with
a swagger and grinned, realizing how alive and real he felt. He went into
the elevator and stepped out and strode down the hall and rang the bell of
her suite and knew he was feeling so full of zing and real power because he
was being honest. When thinking of Mona, when conjuring up an image of Mrs.
Leo McKern, he could only think of one thing: fuck the woman was an animal
and moved like one.


He stood trying to control his breath, feeling the new power surge through
him and make him think crystal clear: all the time Leo was present, he
never seemed to notice his wife flirting. Once he made light of it. If he
were going to be honest about himself, he had to be honest about Leo. Leo
was purposely ignoring his wife and purposely left the room, leaving the
two of them and had, possibly, purposely left town. Somewhere, somehow,
things didn't add up. It was all too simple and too easy. The door opened
and all thoughts left his mind as he took in Mona standing grinning at him.
The light was low behind her, the shades drawn and only a tiny light on and
music playing low and cool from a bedside radio and Bob could see in the
semi-darkness that she had taken her shoes and stockings off and was
standing barefoot and bare-legged, probably entirely bare, nude, naked,
under her vivid red miniskirt. She leaned against the door jam, her body
soft and pliant, a drink in one end, grinning up at him with dazzling white
teeth. "What took you so long?"


"No matter," he said, trying to act cool. "I'm here now. Aren't you going
to invite me in?" he asked in an intimate voice.


She turned and walked from the door, her back to him and her buttocks
wiggling and shaking like jello and he knew she didn't have any underwear
on by the way her hips and thighs moved and the low back lighting which
silhouetted her torso and showed her two thighs rounding into her
undulating buttocks as she walked into the room and turned with a broad
gesture. "Come on in and mix yourself a drink and have an orgy."


Bob stepped into room 506 and closed the door. Next door, in room 507, Leo
McKern lit a cigar and adjusted the ear mikes he was wearing as he switched
on the tape recorder. He shook his head and grunted, sorry that he couldn't
see what was going to happen. He chuckled to himself, thinking that
Hunnicutt was going to get the fucking of his life. He turned the sound
level up as he heard the door close next door and Bob Hunnicutt clear his
throat.


Leo grinned, thinking of how smoothly it was all going and what a sense of
thrill of being alive and real  the same feeling Bob was now sensing next
door, that sexual feeling of freedom and danger the whole situation was
giving him. Sometimes he thought that the manipulation of lives was
actually as much fun as the actual seduction of his victim. Sometimes, it
seemed more exciting than the real thing and many an hour Leo entertained
himself with ideas of how to humiliate and degrade his wife Mona and yes,
other women, all for his own amusement!


His equipment was self-installed and a very simple thing to do now in the
age of miniaturization. It was only a question of having the money to
afford the best equipment and he could hear as if he, Leo, were in the
room. He leaned back in his chair, the tape recorder going, closing his
eyes and puffing on his cigar and wishing he were in the room with the two
of them, knowing confidently that that day might not be too far away when
he would be in a room with more than just the two of them.


Mona knew exactly what she was doing. She went to the couch and sat down,
crossing her legs and leaning back, her glass in her hands, a mischievous
smile on her face, her pretty face rounded with black hair that was curled
into little gypsy rings. Her eyes always gave her away; they had that
drowsy lusty look. Bob found that now, when alone, he couldn't look at her
in any other way: he wanted her. He wanted her naked and wanted to crush
that wanton body beneath his and fuck her until her expression, changed
from smoldering lust to a screaming begging orgasm!


It was in her glance, her movement, her pores! He wanted to instinctively
fuck her until he dominated her.


She was a challenge to his manhood as she sprawled, indecent on the couch
and drank from her glass and made a face, thrusting out her wet lower lip 
in a pout as she held it out and said, "All gone."


"Let me fix you another one," he said, leaning over her and looking down
her cleavage, at her great globular breasts that were so white and firm and
moved with an athletic kind of suppleness all of their own as he saw the
nipples pressed erectly out against her dress.


The hem of her dress was pulled up as she seemed to restlessly move her
legs and pelvis as if always searching for a more comfortable position.
They writhed in a lazy way, her thighs did, moving as Bob watched them out
of the corner of his eye and felt his prick growing thick and hard under
his pants. He took the drink from her and turned quickly away in the
semi-darkness, trying to hide the rapidly growing bulge in his groin.


His uncomfortable erection didn't escape the eyes of Mona who let her gaze
rove lewdly over his body. "Mrnmmmm," she said, "I like my men well built."


His cock grew painfully in his pants as he made the drinks, pouring
himself an extra strong Scotch. He took his time adding ice and water. Mona
talked to him with his back turned. "You like me, don't you?"


"Yeah," he answered, never looking around, the sound of the ice clinking
in the glasses.


"You like my body?" She asked the question in a whisper he heard above the
music and he could hear her body moving behind him, he could hear material
 clothing  be rusted and adjusted. "You like my body?" her voice
insisted.


"Yeah."


"Then look!"


The suppressed excitement in her voice made him turn slowly, a drink in
either hand. What he saw almost made him drop his drinks and pitch
headfirst onto the couch.


Dark, raven hair Mona with a flashing smile was lying on the couch, lying
on her back. Her feet were close together but she had spread her lovely
knees as wide apart as the couch would allow and she had pulled her red
miniskirt up around her thin waist.


She lay there, smiling, naked from the waist down. There, framed by her
firmly rounded thighs were the soft smooth cheeks of her buttocks and above
it her pubic hair, so soft and dark, lewdly curling up toward him and
framing the small thin lips of her cunt teasingly to his eyes.


And, as he stared, it opened slightly and throbbed in unhidden excitement.
The light in the room was low yet he could see the desire glisten and shine
between her thighs as the moistness gathered. He almost moaned aloud as he
looked at her lying in front of him, lewdly grinding her pelvis up and
slowly, teasingly, rotating her cunt around.


Below her cunt, below the pubic hair, he saw the tight shadowed crevice
where her buttocks met and he saw the flesh tense and bunch as she
undulated her hips up and down. Her eyes were half closed, her mouth open
in a lewd smile as she watched the expression on his face. "You like?" she
asked in a low whisper.


Bob couldn't say a word, all he could do was nod as he looked down and saw
the swelling lips of her cunt made pliable by her slow gyrations. His cock
leapt to wild life in his pants with an aching hardness and his hands
trembled as he looked around for a place to set the drinks down.


With a little laugh, she raised her hips clear of the couch and pulled her
skirt down, swing big to her feet and looking at him with her hungrily
gleaming eyes. "Doesn't your wife greet you like that every night?" she
asked, a teasing quality in her voice, "I thought all wives did that," she
taunted.


Bob set the drinks down on the bar and turned to her and she came and
stood close, crowding him against the bar and brushing one of her bare legs
up between his stiff legs. Her voice was like velvet as she whispered, "I
wanted to ball you ever since I saw you."


He breathed heavily through his nostrils. "Me too."


Teasingly, she loosened his tie and began undoing the buttons on his
shirt. "Does she undress you?"


"Who?" he asked, puzzled.


"Your wife, does she undress you?"


"Huh? No. She" he never finished the thought, seizing Mona in his arms
and crushing her body against his and he felt her body responding as she
ground her supple hips into his groin, her loins finding his prick stiff up
against his stomach under his clothing and writhing back and forth against
it in a provocative way.


In a few seconds he was like a wild man, thrusting her away and tearing at
his clothes. She crouched and made a low animal noise as she began 
unbuttoning the front of her dress, exposing her naked and shaking breasts
as her face was wildly alive and her eyes glittered with sexual excitement.


In no time at all she was unbuttoning all of her dress and it hung open
for one delicious moment and he saw her breasts, firm and free, with the
nipples hardened like bullets and her stomach was smooth and flat and her
breasts jutted out as she let the dress fall over her pale white shoulders.
Bob stood still as he watched the dress slip soundlessly to the floor,
watched it slide down her back, slowly at first then falling with a silent
rush and she stood naked before him, her body magnificent and naked and
wild. He could see the muscles rippling and tensing in her long thighs.


He tore his underwear off with a guttural cry and stood with his penis
protruding awkwardly out and upward, wavering as if blindly trying to find
her cunt. He didn't care and he lunged for her but she was too quick,
leaping back and to the side as she laughed and said, "No, not here! In the
bedroom!" And she turned her back and fled from the room and he watched her
tight buttocks lift and fall as she disappeared quickly into the bedroom.


In the room next door, Leo puffed on his cigar and flicked a switch,
making live the miniature mike hidden in the bedroom and settled back in
his chair, sipping his drink as he thought about how well it was all going.
The only problem now was getting it all down on tape.


Standing boldly by the bed, her breasts like heavy ripe muskmelons, her
pubic hair standing out even darker in the semi-darkness, her legs long and
curved and lively, she called back, "Bring the drinks."


He had to retrace his steps to get them and brought them into the room to
see her lying on the bed, the ripe ruby nipples of her breasts staring up
at him wetly as he stood over her. She had moistened them with saliva from
her tongue so that their pink bud-like tips throbbed slightly from the
touch of her own fingers against them.


"God, you're beautiful naked," he stuttered, staring down at her body
sprawled so lewdly, utterly naked, with the drinks in his hands. He could
see that her eyes had dilated a little from the excitement also. It was all
he could do to keep from dropping to his knees by the bed and locking his
lips and hot mouth on her bare flesh at that very moment, but he held
himself back. He sensed that she needed more than that. He wasn't all that
experienced but he knew that there was more to making love. She obviously
knew what making love was all about and wasn't the kind of woman one just
jumped on top of and rammed it home and got your rocks off without
preparing her well for it. The eventual reward would be worth the torture
of waiting.


"You're not bad yourself," she smiled up at him with a smoky look in her
eyes, reaching for the drink he offered. She looked right at his erect
penis as she said, "In fact, you're quite a handsome young man."


"I'm not all that young," he answered, swaggering, "I'm almost as old as
you."


"Have you had many women? Other than your wife, I mean?" She sipped at her
drink after asking the question matter of factly, as though she were asking
the time of day or what the weather was like when he came in.


"Enough," he said smugly, lying in his teeth as he leaned over and kissed
her lightly on the lips and jerked away when he felt the burning wet tip of
her tongue brush against his lips. She pushed him away for a moment.


"Put my drink on the table, darllng. I'll spill it."


He took both the drinks and set them on the floor quickly and then leaned
over her again, pressing his lips tightly against hers and feeling her
tongue shoot into his mouth wet, hot, and probing. She reached up, curling
her arms around his neck and pulled him down on her.


One of his muscular legs fell tightly between her open thighs. She was
surprisingly supple and soft and pliable and her whole body seemed glued
info his as though it belonged there. Her body seemed to move in sections
almost independent of one another so her hips could move like they were on
steel springs while her breasts remained crushed against his chest. She
moved her thigh cunningly up against his cock as he ground his lips into
hers and her tongue darted and retreated and he felt his prick swell to a
painful hardness. He could feel the wetness from the seminal fluid seeping
from the gland on the swelling, hardening tip. She continued to massage his
prick with a practiced ease, moving her hips until he thought the head
would explode. His cock was jerking now as if he would cum at the slightest
extra pressure and he could feel it building with a mighty swelling effect
deep in his testicles.


He trust his tongue deep in her mouth and she sucked gently on it,
nibbling with tiny sharp nips that sent chills running up and down the
length of his spine. He pulled his head away to escape the tingling
sensation and marshall his forces so that he wouldn't corn just yet.


Above all, he didn't want to come for a long while! He rested his cheek
against hers and guiltily thought of Carol. No, smart as she was, she would
never imagine him stretched naked over her boss's wife. Hell, that was her
trouble, she never thought of anything sexual.


"Is your wife good in bed?" Mona suddenly asked, startling him. It was as
though she was reading his thoughts.


"She's too inexperienced," he answered with a candor that shocked him. It
was like saying she made the soup too bland. Good Lord, he thought with a
wry grin, rye changed in the last few hours! It's the truth, Carol is stiff
and inexperienced.


In the next room, Leo slapped his thigh and drank from his Scotch when he
heard the news. He like them inexperienced.


"I'll teach you some things you can take home to her," Mona promised
softly, breathing heavily into his ear.


She began to quiver beneath him with her thighs moving against his loins.


"You want to fuck me, don't you?" she breathed, her voice deeper this
time.


"Yes, God, yes, I want to," he answered hoarsely, the lewd words coming
from his mouth exciting him all the more.


"Then tell me!"


"I want to fuck you."


"How?" she moaned underneath him, her mouth open, her eyes almost closed.


"Deep, I want to fuck you deep and hard and I want to fuck the life out of
you like you've never been kicked before!"


"Oh God," she moaned, almost throwing him from her squirming body.


Her hand was groping wildly and it found the thick blood-filled head and
she squeezed, it as her voice moaned, "I like it. It's going to feel good
going inside of me and twisting around deep in my cunt. Oh God, I want you
to screw me with it!"


He lay with all his weight on her, moving one hand down to the smoothness
of her buttocks and cupped them as she writhed and leaned, allowing him to
do so. They were firm and beautifully shaped and sinewy as he had expected
them to be. Her body was warm and soft under him and she raised her face to
his, locking her hot mouth tightly to him as her hand squeezed the
steel-encased hardness of his prick. He pressed his head forward and kissed
her moistly back. Her odor was maddening, a perfume he didn't recognize but
reminded him of gyrating belly dancers and exotic drinks. Her lips were 
soft, pliable, and pulpy in just the right way, giving before the harsher
pressure of his teeth with a yielding rubbery softness that sent tiny
chills all over his naked body.


Next door, Leo found himself listening close to the sounds of heavy
breathing, the lewd murmurs, and the rustling of the sheets. He strained to
hear whispering. Damn, he thought, after all these years he still felt
twinges of jealousy. After all these years he found himself listening too
intently and feeling just a little jealous as he tried to imagine just what
was going on in the next room and, knowing Mona, he found it only too easy
to imagine what was going on. In case he didn't imagine it, she would fill
him in, detail by detail, later on.


He grinned to himself, rubbing his chin ruefully. Did she have to put so
much of herself in it? Did she have to enjoy it so God damned much? He
sighed, setting the volume control and settled back, adjusting his swelling
penis in his pants. It was part of Mona's fascination, part of what made
him so hot over her, his knowledge that she really enjoyed screwing. She
loved to fuck and tell him about her lovers. He could feel perspiration
stand out of his forehead as he felt the excitement he always felt whenever
he though of or actually saw another man fuck his wife. Nothing made him
hotter and for a wild moment he actually tried to think of a way he could
get in the room and watch his wife fuck another man for all she was worth.


He took a healthy belt of Scotch and thought of later and what he would do
to her once this insurance salesman gets his jollies.


Mona crushed. Bob tight to her and ran her hands searchingly down over his
muscular back, exploring the secret hollows of him with her fingers coming
to his tensed, like iron, buttocks and they feathered down the deep tight
crack of them and a shudder ran through Bob. He felt his penis jerk and
tremble where it was resting hard against her thighs, pressed into the
narrow hair-lined slit of her cunt. She arched up for a moment levering
them both up off the bed with the strength of her back and, reaching under
her buttocks with both hands, she used her fingers to pull her thin, moist
vaginal lips apart ever so slowly, giving his penis greater contact with
the wet sensitive flesh which wrapped hallway around it as it lay the full
length of the warmly throbbing slit. She relaxed, exhaling, as she dropped
back on the bed, his hardened young rod trapped tightly between her
sensuous yet strong thighs.


He forced his hands flat between her shoulders and the sheets and ran them
down the soft slendering curves of her back to where they fanned out to the
hips. He could feel the raised surface of her spine move almost
imperceptivity as she undulated her body up against him in a teasing rhythm
that pulled hungrily at the tight sheath of his cock and excite him all the
more. The sinews of her muscles rippled slowly under him indicating a life
and intelligence all of their own: they would know what to do in order to
please him. The tenseness of her thighs gripping his prick in place pressed
against the outside of his hips and he wondered how they would feel later
when she had them spread wide.


"Oh God, you feel so nice, so big and good!" she whispered, smashing her
lips against him again and writhing the sensuous flatness of her belly up
against him. Her eyes half closed and unfocussed, shining with a lewd
light, her mouth open, her lips flaccid and begging, her nails trailed down
his back, leaving small red welts in their Patti.


He pushed his hands further down beneath her, cupping the firm foam-rubber
fullness, of her ass-cheeks in both his hands and he pulled her, open
crotch up to his groin so tightly it hurt. He moved up and down with a
diabolical slowness, insinuating the hardness of his dock up and down the
widespread split, sensing it growing wetter and wetter with each passing
second. He felt his skin-tight sheath growing lubricated and slippery and
it slid back and forth and only served to increase his hammering, demanding
excitement. Real beads of sweat stood out on his forehead as he fought to
control himself. Any moment now she would give.


Her buttocks began a more desperate rotation up against his loins,
struggling in his firm hands, until her legs, without warning, snaked out
wide on either side of his body and her calves locked against the back of
his thighs, pulling him in tighter to her with a relentless and lewd
strength. "Oooooooooohhhhhh, fuck me now, darling, fuck me now!" she moaned
into his mouth, her eyes shut tight, her pelvis grinding.


He started to move but she beat him to it, moving with the cunning of some
jungle eat, her hands coming down and circling around the throbbing head of
his cock and guiding it between the open lips of her hot, desire-moistened
cunt. He groaned above her as he felt her move the thick head up and down
between her legs, parting the soft silky hair of her vagina with the
pulsating blood-filled head that felt like it was going to burst. She
grazed his head teasingly against the fluted edges of her lubricated cunt
until he felt it swell even more and he thought he would cum, spewing white
hot sperm all over her stomach.


He couldn't hold back another second and fucked his hips forward with a
sudden cruel thrust like a rutting stallion and drove his cock with a
flesh-splitting plop into the gaping hot mouth of her cunt.


"Ooooooohhhh," she moaned beneath him as she felt the warm elastic sheath
slip wetly forward over his sensitive naked flesh. It had entered with a
slight wet pop, as if she were a virgin being taken for the first time only
this was easier and infinitely better because she was controlling her
vaginal muscles and could do so every time. He knew he was going to fuck
her again and again. His long prick raced up her cunt to the full depths of
her belly where the blood-filled head of his cock burst out in lewd bloom
and he felt her warm and tight and he ached the full length of his rigid
member as he pumped heavily in and out. It became easier almost immediately
as the wetness of the passage surrounding him, lubricated all the way.


Suddenly he grunted heavily as he sunk in up to the hilt, his balls
slapping hard against the rounded cheeks of her ass.


Mona screamed a low, animal-like sound beneath him, twisting suddenly to
escape the momentary, unexpected pain as she took the full thrust of his
manhood, but he thrust harder, screwing his pelvis tighter between her
thighs as he bent his legs outward so that there was no escape for her. She
was skewered good, caught, pinned, and he lay for a moment secretly
gloating, allowing the pain to subside, proud that he could hurt her in
this way. He had gained the upper hand and he knew it because he could hurt
her and she couldn't hurt him back in the same way. He felt a wild elation
and wondered if crazy Leo McKern realized what he did when he urged him to
tell the truth. He felt like a ruthless bastard and liked the feeling. He
felt there wasn't a thing he couldn't do in life if he put his mind to it.
He reveled for a minute in the new-found power he possessed over another
man's wife and made quick wild plans for the future as he fucked the head
of his burgeoning cock again deep in her cunt, bringing another low moan
from between her tightly gritting teeth.


He ground his pelvis into the hot squirming flesh that was so flaccid
beneath him as she strained back under him, arching her loins up at him,
lifting the two of them off the squeaking mattress a few inches from the
wild strength of her upward thrusts. She moaned and writhed ceaselessly
beneath his pounding body, opening and closing her legs and thighs around
his hips as she worked up and down in a chanting rhythm of intercourse as
old as Time itself. Her head flailed from side to side, whipping her hair
back and forth as she abandoned herself to the domination of the rhythm.
Her mouth fell open and was slack.


"Ooooohhhhh God! It's good, it's good! Shove your finger in my ass? Hurt
me! Make me scream, damn it, make me scream!" she coughed up in his face,
her eyes dazed.


A wild sense came over him, a primeval urge and he grinned like a
triumphant wolf as he reached under her between her two desperately
straining buttocks as he drove his cock rhythmically into the wetness of
her cunt. He stretched the crevice of her ass wide with his fingers,
searching with the tip of his middle finger for her anus, thinking a 
thought that sent a lewd thrill piling on top of all the other thrills:
I've never done this before!


Suddenly, he found it.


A small vicious rivulet of warm moisture was running down the widespread
crevice from where he could feel his rock-hard rod of flesh sawing in and
out of her. The rivulet moistened the tight puckered little hole,
lubricating it, slightly and he pushed and probed experimentally, for a
moment with the tip of his finger. He pushed hard, gritting his teeth and
felt it give a little. Then, suddenly the tight elastic nether ring gave
way completely and his finger slid in up to the first knuckle joint. He
felt the soft spongy flesh close tight around the finger like a rubber
thimble and she jumped forward, almost crawling on her back across the bed
to escape the first unexpected pain.


"Aaaaaahhhhhggggg! God, it hurts!"


The lupine grin grew wider on his face as he thrust again, sinking his
middle finger in to the second knuckle.


"Ooooooooohhhhhhh! Yesssss!" she hissed, her face a mask of rapture and
pain, "Yesssss! Hurt me, hurt me, hurt me," she blurted as one word, "Hurt
me more!"


In spite of the pain she must be feeling, he felt her suddenly begin
voluntarily screwing her buttocks back on his finger. She inched her way
forward with lewd sensuous movements until the finger was sunk up to the
palm of his hand. He jiggled and bent it inside, rotating it around in the
fleshy depths of her rectum. With his finger he could feel through the thin
wall of flesh separating her two passages. He could feel the underside of
his own cock sliding in and out of her and he began to sadistically skewer
her between them, maintaining the same, rhythm for both as she groaned and
moaned underneath him. His nail caught the flesh momentarily in her rectum,
scraping her and she jerked, lost the rhythm, paused, then caught it again
as she opened her legs wide out over the bed in order to give him greater
access to the ravishing of her loins.


He could feel his prick growing and swelling to the aching point until it
felt it had expanded to the point of bursting, literally exploding from the
exquisite pleasure building heavily in his testicles as they slapped lewdly
against her buttocks below. It wouldn't be too long he hoped, knowing he
could hold it back. She had to cum pretty soon. His lips pressed together,
he began ramming it home with long hard strokes in time with his sawing
finger skewering into her asshole to excite her all the more.


He could tell she was nearing cumming as she gripped him tight between her
thighs, opening and closing them around him in time to his long hard
thrusts into her. She was making noises in her throat beneath him, the
sound coming from deep within her as though she had no control over it. He
knew she was near and he continued his merciless thrusting with all his
strength.


"Oooohhh, fuck me, fuck me, fuck it, fuck it harder and harder and
harder!" she chanted, mumbling all the obscene words that came to her mind,
one after the other, and spurring him on with the pounding of her heels
high on his back. She had jackknifed her legs up tight and obscene,
pressing her knees back hard into her breasts, and offering him the full
opening of her up thrust crotch that rolled and undulated in time to his
thrusts. Her eyes began to roll uncontrollably in her head and her face was
contorted and straining, fighting for the final explosion that was so near.


"I'm cumming!" she gasped suddenly, her mouth gaping wide in ecstatic
abandon. "I'm cumming!" she gasped again as though convincing herself. She
mumbled on incoherently as she panted and pulled back on her legs, her
voice coming clear as she gasped, amazed, sure it was going to happen. "I'm
cumming!!"


Next door, Leo McKern was fuming in his chair, his own prick erect and
that horny feeling deep in his testicles. He would give anything to run in
that room and join the two of them right there on the bed, ramming his own
prick home in his wife's ass.


No, he told himself with a grim grin. That comes later. Play the cards one
at a time and just wait. Patience, patience and it would soon be his turn.
He closed his eyes, the sound of his wile's obscenities and ecstasies in
his ear and he imagined the first time he saw Carol Hunnicutt walking
across the parking lot in her costume with a tray of food. She was wearing
the low cut orange blouse and he saw again how her breasts jiggled as she
went by wearing those high heeled white boots and those tiny hot pants. Leo
had paid a small fortune for the design of that costume but it paid off in
business and he saw Carol walking away from him again and he noticed how
her buttocks fought their way free as the hot pants rode up in the back and
he saw the undulating cheek of each buttock and he made up his mind that he
was going to fuck her.


Thinking of her bare buttocks now made his knuckles whiten and his resolve
grow hard as he listened over the earphones to the excitement in the next
room.


A low moan that worked its way up to a banshee-style scream suddenly
formed on her lips and then pierced through the air, keening, above the 
sounds of the squeaking springs and the two panting bodies slapping
brutally together.


Mona's nostrils flared wide as she screwed herself up on his thrusting
cock and locked herself to him with all the strength of her thighs while
her loins jerked spasmodically against his belly.
"AAAAaaaaaaaaaaaagggggggghhhhhhhhaaaa!"


She held her breath for an interminable moment and then expelled it as
though hit in the stomach by a fist, her body collapsing limply down into
the mattress as a wanton and slack smile slid across her face. She lay
still except for the uncontrollable jerking and quivering ox her cunt still
locked tightly around his tortured prick. He pushed deep into her and then
lay quiet, instinctively allowing her to rest and enjoy the dregs of her
cum.


It was all he could do to keep from continuing fucking into her. Never,
ever in his he had he seen anything like Mona McKern. Nor had he ever
dreamt that he would feel anything like her he throbbed the muscles of his
cock deep in her belly, hoping to bring her to life again.


"That was nice," she mumbled, her hand grazing his cheek, "I haven't had a
ride like that in a long-long time."


"You're not finished yet," Bob gasped down at her, the agony in his balls
making him say it.


"Mmmmmm," she murmured approvingly his ear, "You held back a long time."


"But I can't hold out much more."


"Roll over," she smiled sweetly up at him, her hand still on his cheek,
"Mama's going to give you a special reward for being so patient and nice."


He pulled back sliding his painfully throbbing cock wetly out of the soft,
orgasm flooded warmth of her pussy. He hated to pull it out knowing he was
so near to shooting it off in her belly and every fiber in him wanted to go
on but he didn't. He pulled it out with a maniacal kind of groan because he
could only guess and hope at what she might do. He had never done anything
with Carol but get on top of her and after a few quick strokes shoot off
his load and that was it. She didn't like to play and he always had the
impression that she only tolerated his love making and didn't really enjoy
it.


He reluctantly rolled from the softness of her body over onto his back,
thin sticky trails of her orgasm following his cock across her lower thigh.
He lay tense with his rigidity pointing straight up, wondering what she was
going to do. "Here, my darling," she whispered, bunching a pillow behind
his neck so that he looked down at his own erection glistening wetly in the
lamplight.


She lay beside him again and turned on her side, reaching out with her
hand and beginning to stroke his penis back and forth, sliding the loose
flesh up and down in a slow magical rhythm that caused his aching prick to
swell beyond endurance. Then she rose to her knees and hovered over him on
all fours, her face a few scant inches from his throbbing cock. She held
the head, glistening wetly from her vaginal juices, tight between her
hands, stroking it back and forth between the flat of her palms in a
teasing up and down motion that caused his loins to undulate in time to her
maddening rhythm.


He groaned aloud through half open eyes as he saw her head lower toward
his hardness and suddenly her tongue flicked out and downward, the tip
boring teasingly into the wetness of the tiny gland on the end. He gasped
sucking in his breath with a hissing sound from the sudden unexpected
contact. Chills rippled along his spine, making him throw his shoulders
back and arch his spine.


He groaned again as she brought her mouth down all the way and enclosed
the whole of the overly sensitive head in a moist warm pressure that was
like a wet velvet. Her lips tightened like an elastic band just below the
head, trapping it completely inside the warm wet cavern of her mouth.


"Christ!" he groaned as he stared at her penis contorted face. The sight
of his shaft of flesh sunk halfway between her lightly ovaled lips
increased the feeling a thousand-fold over. It was still wet from her
orgasmic secretions and glistened like the stump of a wet tree along the
part she had yet to take between her soft moist lips. She massaged the soft
resilient skin of his testicles gently with one hand and stroked the base
of his cock between the thumb and forefinger of the other as she began to
suck rhythmically up and down, her tight ups sliding along. He could feel
the softness of her tongue twirling maddeningly around it at the apex of
each withdrawal, the tip flicking magically across the tiny opening of the
gland on the end. He tensed his buttocks as he watched the top of her head
bobbing up and down over his prick. The sight of her labors made it all the
more exciting for him.


Leo McKern's wife could feel the young man's throbbing reaction and began
to suck his prick a little harder, the tips of her teeth digging gently
into the hard resisting flesh, leaving small white trails where they had
scraped the blood from beneath the tense surface of the skin. She shifted
her position from over his thigh without unlocking her mouth from his cock 
and kneeled on all fours between his legs. She reached under his buttocks
and cupped them in her palms, pulling his loins up tighter to her face. Her
tongue swiped around and around the growing gland furiously until he felt
it nearing the bursting point as she took almost all the rigid shaft deep
into her throat.


Great swirls of heat were building deep, deep in his balls as he watched
her face working above his sweating loins. He could see thin rivulets of
sweat rolling in tiny droplets from the sides of her body as she bucked and
sucked over him like a demon gone berserk. The muscles in his stomach
lightened until he thought he would snap from the pressure as he arched his
back up off the bed pushing even further between the moistness of her lips.
He saw thin pink ridges of flesh pulled out from her mouth as she greedily
clung to his thrusting cock.


He groaned over and over again, his lips working crazily and incoherently
as he muttered from between tightly clenched teeth. Suddenly he gasped. The
moment was here and now and a low guttural sound started from somewhere
deep in his chest, as he felt the hot sticky sperm begin its mad engulfing,
enlarging dash from the sanctity of his balls and begin spewing in hot
thick streams into her avidly sucking mouth. Her cheeks expanded and
hollowed fish-like as she greedily swallowed the warm flooding gushes to
keep from choking. She went on sucking wildly as he emptied his white-hot
sperm heavily up into the wetness of her mouth. His hands tangled cruelly
and wildly in her hair, holding her head and mouth in place as he pushed
his squirting prick all the way down her throat. She coughed spasmodically
as she swallowed desperately to regain her breath. He moaned for a long
time then groaned and grunted in complete fulfillment. Slowly his cock
deflated between her tightly locked lips but she continued the gentle
sucking motion, drawing every last drop of the warm sticky sperm from his
battered cock.


He relaxed, his hands untangling from her hair and patting her head
softly. He let his head fall back and his eyes close as he felt his entire
body tingling and he knew he had never before felt an orgasm like that one.
More than anything else in the world, more than his job and, yes, more than
his marriage, he wanted more orgasms like that.


"Baby," he whispered up to the ceiling, "We've got to have more meetings
like this."


"Honey," Mona panted, "We will."


In the next room Leo McKern snorted and nodded and leaned forward to turn
the tape off.


CHAPTER SIX


In two short weeks, the lives of Bob and Carol Hunnicutt had changed
considerably. They were to change even more, more than either of them could
imagine. Bob was suddenly a success in the business and it seemed like
eventually he would get all of Leo McKern's insurance business. And that
wasn't all. Once word got around town that Bob Hunnicutt had some "big in"
with a corporation, just as soon as it got known around that Bob
represented some pretty big accounts, he found doors open to him that were
previously closed. It wasn't that they had snubbed him, they simply didn't
know he existed. Now, around town, in the better places, Bob Hunnicutt's
name was coming up as someone who's star was ascending.


Carol suddenly found herself taking a backseat to her husband. It wasn't
that she minded, but he had met them through her. If it weren't for her
being manager of Leo's drive-in, he never would've met Leo. It was because
of her he had met Leo and it seemed a fact he forgot. She still called him
Mr. McKern but Bob called him long distance and called him "Leo". And he
was always having to fly to L.A., to be gone overnight, leaving her alone,
all on some pretext of "servicing" the account.


Despite herself, she found herself the victim of jealousy. A quick adding
of their incomes combined told her they were making more money than ever
before. More than enough money to move into a house, get a newer car. Yet
she felt jealous. She seldom saw Leo McKern and when she did he was always
busy and brief.


When Bob was in town, he was a changed man. He was on the phone all the
time, calling someone or answering a call. Always he was making
appointments to meet for lunch or cocktails after work and many of the
nights during the week he was out selling to clients. He was suddenly a
success and he spent less and less time with her and didn't seem at all
interested in her job or life or mother or anything.


One night he came home late, found her in bed and she could tell from the
way he talked he had had too much to drink. He was boastful and belligerent
and claimed to have made a big sale. "Wanna celebrate," he slurred, leering
at her. He had been rough and made filthy demands on her and they had
quarreled and he had finally gone out, to the couch where he poured himself
more to drink until he finally passed out and work the next morning with a
terrible hangover.


They had more money but they seemed to have more problems. Carol didn't
like the way the marriage was going at all and she thought of quitting, 
giving up and staying at home and being a wife and adore her husband. She
talked to him about it. It seemed the only time he had to talk was over
cocktails and when she brought the subject up, when she suggested quitting,
be had leered at her and said, "Sure, but you love to wear that costume too
much and shake it, baby."


She hated him when he talked that way and she always changed the subject
and went back to her job resolved to do better and get attention for
herself. She was going to be the best manager of the chain. Managers had
the option of whether or not they wanted to work the cars.


Carol went back to the cars with a vengeance, wearing the tightest pair of
hot pants she could wiggle into, strutting on the parking lot and bringing
an aching erection to many a man. She envied Bob and his sudden success and
preoccupation.


Yet Bob was far from happy. In the two weeks since that first time, he had
been to L.A. three times and met her at a motel outside of town once. The
McKern home was not to be believed with closed-circuit color TV in every
room with the master console down in the rumpus room. The rumpus room was a
gadget world in itself. The entire ceiling was a mirror so that, lying on
the floor, you could see the entire room in the ceiling above.


The console, like the bar and the furniture, was all above pits that they
could sink into. Couches would only sink to floor level when you first
walked into the room, the walls attracted your attention. They were stark
white and nothing, no pictures or draperies hung from them. The door fitted
the wall perfectly with barely a line showing. In fact, all four walls were
white with no decorations at all and none of the furniture was too close to
the walls. It gave the room a naked, half-finished look about it and
bothered guests when they first saw it until Leo took a seat at the console
and began flicking switches and pushing buttons and turning dials.


Music, usually cool jazz came on, lights dimmed and the walls began to
flicker. Suddenly, they seemed to leap to life of their own. The room was
now devoid of any light except the vivid color movies that leaped at the
people in the room from every wall. Full sound was used either having a
direct bearing on whatever was going on at the time or was music designed
to fit the mood. Trial and error had taught Leo that music was the best.


Twist more dials and the couches would slowly sink into the floor, their
backs opening out flat until they were nothing more than a bed on
floor-level. From these couches, reclining viewers could see four walls of
full color hard-core pornography. They could see four different films at
once or the same one on four different walls. Viewers could lie back on the
couches and look at the mirrored ceilings and see themselves deep in a pit,
surrounded by movies or cunts and cocks and buttocks and breasts and
fucking and sucking with groups and individuals swirling around, seeming
more like eight movies going all at once from the reflection from the
ceiling mirror.


But that wasn't all. Flicking switches and adjusting dials, Leo could turn
off the movie on one particular wall and, used their elaborate and very
costly closed-circuit TV system, he could, at whim or will, cut off a movie
and focus in on any room in the house  like one of the guest bedrooms. A
viewer in the room could suddenly become conscious that not all they were
seeing was on film, that some of it was actually happening and was
happening between people that you knew. It was happening not too many feet
away and there it was, larger than life, happening on the wall, reflected
once again in the mirrored ceiling.


Exposure to the room working at full tilt did things to the people that
were occupants of the room. It did things to them. The women seemed to have
a common happening: they seemed to get confused and feel that they were in
the movie and reflected in the mirrors themselves as they saw their bodies
doing obscene thing. In flickering height up on the ceiling it was as if
they became the fifth wall of the movie and clothing and inhibitions were
shed.


No one who ever saw the room for more than a few minutes ever forgot it
and no one who had ever stayed in the room for more than ten minutes ever
forgot it. Anyone staying up to ten minutes in the room spent the rest of
their lives walking around with the desire to go back  just once more 
and experience Leo McKern's rumpus room.


Few people ever saw the room. Those that did enjoyed it and contrived to
come back again. Each time it was different and more daring. It became like
an addiction and men found themselves bargaining their wife's bodies in
return for an invitation for an evening with the McKern's. Men were known
to shade business deals in a way that would please or aid Leo McKern in
order to wrangle an invitation.


But Leo couldn't be bought. The mere hint of a bribe and Leo became frosty
and aloof ever after. Excitement was the ticket to Leo. Offer him
excitement and he opened his house to you: nothing was forbidden.


Regular meetings were held among a certain select group. There were no
dues, no rules other than a few they agreed on, all of them had one thing
in common. Success. Each of the men were successful in their own fields.
All had this in common: they were young and attractive. Sensuously
oriented, it was only natural they found one another. Leo was the center
and silently acknowledged leader of the group. The meetings were held at 
his house, the evening was decided by him. At the last meeting he had
arrogantly promised them that be would supply the seduction of a young
couple, that the husband would be lying naked in what had become known as
"The Pit" and watch his wife being fucked in another room, watch his wife
in living color all over one wall or maybe all four, being fucked out of
her mind. He, Leo, he announced would personally be fucking the young wife.
"In one month," he had said. One month with Leo was exactly thirty days.


Now Leo found himself well underway when it came to fulfilling his master
plan. Bob would be there at the appointed time, Mona would see to that. All
that remained was to get Carol, luscious moral Carol Hunnicutt into the
romper room. That job fell to Leo and he was never more sure of anything in
his life.


Actually, he had planned very carefully. That, combined with his uncanny
ability to judge human nature, made Leo sure of Carol. From tapes he had
made of Mona and Bob he knew that Carol, despite her appearance, was a very
moral and inhibited girl. He also knew, from watching her at work, that she
was a very ambitious girl. She filled the job of manager beautifully. Leo
had watched her work the cars, taking orders in that revealing costume she
had to wear. Carol did not approve of showing so much of her body but she
did it. Moreover, when she knew that there was money to be made and places
to go with the McKern organization, her attitude changed. She flirted more
with the men even when they were with women, she bent lower at a car window
to take an order, revealing more cleavage and her walk from car to order
counter was something to see with her buttocks twitching provocatively back
and forth.


No, Carol was too ambitious and that, as far as Leo was concerned, was her
soft spot. For Leo, Carol was going to be easy. All he had to do was bide
his time.


First of all, he waited for the situation between them to get critical. He
knew it would and he was right.


When at home, Bob found he could be critical of Carol and get away with it
now that he had the upper hand financially. He felt that he was a young man
who was going to go places and if Carol wanted to come along, she'd better
snap to. The situation grew tense enough for Carol to give in on many
things. After all, he was her husband and he was obviously, overnight,
going places. Leo's judgment of Carol was true: she was ambitious and she
wanted to have money and things and excitement in her life. Bob now
represented those things.


So, even though she secretly resented Bob for making his success through
her boss, she decided to try and please him. After all, Leo must think a 
lot of him and it wouldn't be good business for Leo to see them divided. So
she gave in on any number of subjects except one: bed. At night. Bob had
taken to stripping naked in front of her and going to bed, brazen and
drunk. He could get rough when drunk and he demanded things of her and
alluded to other things that made Carol at once suspicious and frightened
and jealous. How did he know about such things? Was he having an affair
with some woman? What kind of woman would do the things be asked? Had he
finally given in and found a prostitute?


There were long hours when the two of them would lie side-by-side, wide
awake, staring up in the dark. Bob would try hard to control his black
fury, because his wife had spurned his advances and Carol would be lying
there feeling hurt and insulted and afraid he was going to try again. What
little love-making they managed was tense and unenjoyable for both of them,
over almost before it began with Carol's body stiff and unresponding and
Bob enraged with her seeming rejection of him.


Their home life built to the point of frosty insults and cold ignoring by
Bob. Carol put up with it and dreaded the day when he would leave her. It
was coming, she could feel it coming closer day by day.


For Bob, things weren't the same. Not even his success had the sweetness
to it that he imagined it would. Something was missing, something was
lacking. The whole world was changed from that first night with Mona. He
himself had changed. After one night with Mona, he knew that what had been
"normal" sex in the past would never appeal to him again.


Each meeting with Mona was harder than the last and, when he got away from
her, when he had time to think, his mind reeled under the impact of many
implications. Mona both disturbed and fascinated him. The woman was
obviously a nymphomaniac with some disturbing ideas yet she was the wildest
thing he had ever dreamt of in bed. He wondered if there were other women
like Mona? According to her easy answer, yes. As a matter of fact, she
offered to introduce him to some. She offered all kinds of things to him,
all sorts of perversions and delights. She offered to do anything he wanted
of her and she was aggressive and lewd, suggesting certain positions and
ideas: like getting women for him. She asked intimate and embarrassing
questions about his wife and their sex life. She even offered to invite him
to an orgy.


At first, there was no doubt in his mind that she was crazy, but she was
beautiful and she was hot. And, when she talked lewd, when she hinted at
things, he found himself getting hotter than he ever had before in his
whole life.


After awhile, just thinking about her and what they did together and what 
she offered to arrange, Bob found himself so hot, felt his crotch swell and
feel torrid, and he just had to get some relief. Turning to his wife,
gritting his teeth with passion, his head full of thoughts of Mona and what
they did together, he would hold Carol close, crush her against his naked
body and full throbbing cock with the blood pounding in the mushroom head
like it was going to burst and he would mutter a demand in her ear.


And she would stiffen.


And he would roll away and his hands would make tight, angry fists as he
fought back his rage and thought that Mona might be crazy but she sure knew
how to please a man and he would see her just once more just to get even
with Carol.


And Leo waited, patient observant of Carol when at the drive-in, watching
Bob keenly when they talked of insurance matters and getting reports from
Mona on how Bob was feeling.


Leo waited, patient biding his time and calling his shots perfectly. Just
when Bob had made up his mind to tell Carol he was moving out, Leo called.
He invited the two of them for a weekend at their home in L.A.. He hinted
at some more business. Naturally, business or not, Bob would go. He
accepted immediately.


Carol walked in the room just as he hung up. "Who was that?"


He looked at her steadily. "Leo. He wants us to come down and be their
guests in L.A. for the weekend. I said we'd come."


Carol didn't say anything. Somehow, it didn't seem right. She was full of
dread yet she nodded her head finally and said, "That will be nice."


CHAPTER SEVEN


As if to bear out her feelings of ill and had to come, Bob insisted on
stopping for dinner on the long drive to L.A. and having three martinis
with dinner. Later, they made another stop and Bob had two more before
continuing on to the McKern house.


Part of her dread vanished when she saw the house and surrounding grounds
Carol was easily impressed with wealth and money and she allowed Mona to
show them around the house on a kind of grand tour. She was impressed with
their wealth and with their taste, for each room seemed separate, to have a
personality all its own. Even the cellar romper room was different, being 
or looking oddly unfinished until Mona explained that the walls were used
for projecting movies.


Upstairs, on the patio, by the pool, they were served cocktails and were
surrounded by other guests of the McKern's. "This is just a little get
together of old friends, you might say," Mona explained, gesturing around.
"We all know one another and like to get together from time to time. So,
you two being the newcomers, you might say that this party is in your
honor."


"Yes," Leo agreed, looking at his wife and raising his glass. "I'll drink
to that. Let's make Bob and Carol our guests of honor. Everybody," Leo
said, turning to face the patio. "Can I have your attention for a moment?"
He stood, grinning first at Bob and then Carol before he turned back to the
group. "Here-they-are folks," he chanted imitating a carny barker, "Here
they are Bob and Carol and we're dedicating this little party to them.
They're the reason, the excuse, for this little get together."


There were cheers and handclaps and many a welcome as glasses were raised
and one voice called out, "Bob and Carol, huh? Where's Ted and Alice?"
There was general laughter and Bob thought he heard Leo say, "Later, later
for that."


Mona wandered off to see about something for the party with Bob watching
her walk with hard hungry eyes. Carol didn't notice because Leo took her by
the arm and led her away from Bob, introducing her to all the men around
the pool. There was something about the way the men looked at her and the
way they shook hands and the smile that spread slowly on their lips that
made her wonder again: a strange feeling of nervous concern hovered to the
surface ever so slowly. She looked around for Bob and saw him slouched
against the wall, over by the door leading inside, a drink in his hand,
talking to a couple. But Leo kept distracting her and leading her away from
Bob as he introduced her around the pool.


Most of the women seemed cool to her or they took in her young voluptuous
figure with a calculating eye.


Again, she had the feeling of anxiety and nameless fear and she looked
around again and saw Bob disappearing inside with Mona. Mona with a smile
on her face, looking up at her husband in a way that told her they were too
familiar. Bob was touching her, his arms slipping around her as they
quickly stepped out of sight!


Carol felt completely alone at that moment. She turned to Leo and read the
answer in his eyes. He, too, seemed alone and grave. "Carol," he said, his
tone formal and strange coming from him, "I must talk to you in private." 
He took her gently by the elbow and indicated the guest cottage down below
the pool. They walked the path single file, smiling at guests and then they
were inside and Leo was shutting the door against the talk and laughter and
music and they were alone. He indicated a chair with his hand and Carol sat
with her hands folded neatly in her lap. She sat primly, on the edge of the
chair, braced bravely for what he was going to say. "Carol," Leo began
again, very formally, "I have unfortunate proof that your husband has been
having an affair with my wife."


Bob followed Mona into the house, gaping around, a drink in his hand. He
was feeling a little high from the drinks on the road and he felt a little
reckless. "Hey, this is some place you got here. And all these people." He
followed her down the hall, not worried about Carol at all.


Mona, leading him down the hall suddenly stopped and whirled on him. She
was wearing a tight fitting black cocktail dress that was low cut and
allowed her breasts to bounce and shake like two orbs. In fact, the dress
gave the impression that it was ready to fall off at any moment. It seemed
imprinted on her flat stomach and clung like soft silk to her thighs and
buttocks. He could tell from the way that she moved, the silky freedom, the
sense of warm free flesh undulating under flimsy cloth, was overpowering.
She turned on him and ran her thigh between his legs and gently ground her
pelvis into his groin. "Hi ya, Tiger. God, have I missed you!"


"Same for me," he murmured, feeling her thigh, the soft warm inside of her
thigh rub between his legs and gently thrusting up against his crotch and
wiggling around and he smells her perfume and sees that bawdy look of
unfocussed lewdness in her eyes and he wants to drag her to the floor and
fuck her right there. Her skin is so white as he looks down at her breasts
which are half-free from the dress and they seem so creamy and full down to
where he could see the pinking of a nipple blushing pink against the black
dress. She was a beautiful exciting woman. She was crazy, and had no morals
at all but he was crazy about her and felt his cock swelling and jerking in
his pants and he turned to look over his shoulder, fearing someone might
see. Realizing his position and what would happen if Carol or Leo should
walk in, he cleared his throat and stepped back, taking a drink from his
glass.


Mona stood with her legs apart and her hips still thrust out and pumping
slowly and lewdly against the air. "Come on," she said in a husky voice,
grinning at him, looking at him with those dark eyelashes and bangs. Her
lips were red and wet. "Come on," she repeated, "Let's get somewhere
alone."


He made a vague gesture with his hand. "I can't. Carol, my wife, is around
somewhere."


Mona gave a throaty laugh and took him by the hand. "Don't worry, Leo's
going to keep her busy."


He held back. Something was too pat. Leo was going to keep Carol busy.
Why?


"Come on," Mona urged.


"No."


"Why?" she asked, the smile still on her face but a cold edge to her
voice.


"It wouldn't look right. I mean if we were gone too long."


Mona cocked an eyebrow and looked at him with a sexy sideways glance. "I
haven't seen you in days. I've been thinking about you for days. All I want
to do is show you something. Don't worry." She squeezed his hand and led
him through the house. "I just want to show you something. That's all."


She led him down a narrow flight of carpeted steps and he had to blink in
order to see and he stepped carefully and found himself standing in the
romper room. He smiled politely, ready to say something nice like, "Oh,
it'll be swell when its finished," when he saw Mona walk over behind what
looked like a control panel.


She stood facing him, looking up through her lashes at him, smiling, as he
took in the room and she dimmed the lights down until the room was black
and he watched her half-hidden voluptuous figure disappear in the inky
black. He stood silent for a few uncomfortable seconds and again was about
to speak when he saw a light behind him glowing out of the corners of his
eyes. He swung around and gasped, almost spilling his drink.


One rectangular wall had leaped to life in blazing color and Bob was
looking at a huge blown-up movie, he was looking at a close up of a cunt
and he could see the pink fluted edges moist with desire as they writhed
and the thighs loomed huge and sensuous, spread out on the wall and he
could see the long muscles stand out as the hips pumped and did a slow
rotating bump and grind and the slit of the cunt, so big up there on the
wall, moving with such a hypnotic rhythm as it grew larger and the soft
pubic hair, curled around the edges of the cunt which seemed to spread its
lips and glisten in the light. He could plainly see the clitoris, looking
as if it had been coated in transparent oil, waver and throb with
excitement.


Low music filled the room in a soft cool stereo effect, coming from wall
to wall and even from behind him as the wall next to him leaped to life and
he saw the thick mushrooming head of a prick fill it and he stood watching
the sheath being slowly slipped back as the blood-throbbing cock seemed to
fill the wall and yearn to get at the next wall at the undulating and
writhing cunt.


"Look behind you," Mona said, her voice blending in with the sensuous
music as she slipped to his side and he looked again at the wall where the
cunt was moving in a well-oiled and regular beat, the beat that would
climax in a wild passion that would collapse into a shouldering orgasm. He
couldn't take his eyes off the wall where the cunt was glistening in
excitement now and the cords of the thighs were straining and standing out.
At Mona's urging, he tore his eyes away and looked at the wall behind him
to see them filled with the most lovely buttocks he had ever seen. He
stood, open mouthed, watching as the naked buttocks slowly tensed and
bunched then slowly, teasingly, undulated up and down. Then, as he sank on
a sofa that Mona led him to, he saw giant fingers come down over the firm
twin cheeks of the buttocks and slowly spread the deep shadowed crevice
until her anus was bared to his gaze.


Mona was unzipping his fly and groping for his cock as he looked at the
rubbery anus so puckered and tight and tiny in the middle of a perfect pair
of buttocks spread wide apart. He leaned back in the couch, his drink still
in his hand, his body lewdly relaxed. To hell with Carol, everything could
wait. He winced as Mona pulled his rock hard cock free and he felt it hot
and throbbing in her hand. To hell with everything, this was too much to
miss!


He stared at the three walls, turning slowly from one to another while
Mona stroked his cock up and down in a slow maddening rhythm. On one wall
the cunt writhed wild and madly, begging for some satisfaction while on the
next wall a cock loomed larger, yearning to get at the cunt while on the
third wall the fingers inched forward and around the arms, slowly expanding
the tiny puckered nether ring. He felt his cock pulsating in her hand as
she stroked up and down. He looked at her with half-closed eyes and
realized his breath was coming hot and heavy through his nostrils. If
nothing else mattered, he had to have some satisfaction! Mona smiled at him
and bent her head forward, her dark hair falling forward and half
concealing her face. He had just the right angle to see her red tongue lick
wetly out and just flick over the opening of his cock and he jerked on the
couch and jutted his groin up toward her face as he looked wildly around
the room.


The fourth wall!


Just as he looked, at the fourth wall he felt the wet warm mouth full of
endless pleasure close over the heated hard head of his cock. The wall
blinked into life in color and he saw a scene. On the wall he saw a man who
sat looking at a music book, oblivious of what was happening on the other
three walls and in the room as Bob looked down and saw the bobbing head of
Mona working over his ramrod cock in the flickering light and it only added
to his lewd excitement and he could feel cum gathering smokily his balls.
He looked at the wall again. The man's preoccupation with the book soon
became evident. A close-up showed he had photographs hidden in the music
book, photographs of nude men and women in various positions. He was
looking at one of a woman sucking a cock and his eyes closed in obvious
pleasure.


With a groan, Bob let his drink spill to the floor and his hands tangled
in Mona's carefully coffered hair and his hips pumped lewdly in and out as
his head fell back and he looked around at the walls of the room and felt
his cock wet and lubricated in Mona's mouth. It was only then that he fully
noticed that the ceiling was one huge mirror and he was seeing the movies
reflected over again. He moaned his delight as he saw the wall with the
cunt reflected as fingers now sawed in and out of the flaccid and
well-lubricated cunt as it danced and writhed in front of him.


He turned to the wall with the man as Mona settled into a slow pulling
rhythm. The man was responding to a knock at a door and getting up and
letting a young girl come in the room. She was a lovely girl, one of those
girls who mature and ripen early in life. She was dressed in a short
mini-skirt of some kind and carded some books. It was obvious from the
pantomime that followed that the girl had come for a music lesson and the
teacher as signed her some songs to learn, sitting the girl at the table
then left the room. The girl, pretended to study then took the instructors
book to check something. The photographs spilled out on the table and the
camera showed her sudden shocked reaction and she put the photos away with
horror written all over her face.


With a slight sound, sucking hard, Mona let his cock slip from her mouth
and she smiled at it, giving it an extra squeeze and sliding the foreskin
back until it was taut. She got to her knees and boldly pulled her dress up
around her waist revealing her total nakedness underneath and her softly
curling triangle of black pubic hair.


She pushed him further out on the couch so that he could see her
straddling his waist in the mirror above while he watched the movies all
around him. He saw Mona leaning forward and her firm white buttocks jutting
out as she pulled the dress up around her waist.


Bob felt he was close to having the strongest orgasm of his life. What 
they were doing was so insane and dangerous yet he was so hot that he
thought the hell with Leo, he must know about it, to hell with him he's
crazy and so's his wife, to hell with them and to hell with Carol! He felt
a wild lewd jubilation as he looked down and saw Mona with her thighs
spread, reaching down with one hand and holding his hard cock in place
while she lowered her moist, wide splayed cunt down in his excitedly
waiting cock head and began to squirm it wetly around.


The young girl on the wall went back to her studies yet the camera showed
the emotions on her face. Horror changed to curiosity and curiosity mounted
until it got the better of her. She took the pictures out of the song book
and began quickly and feverishly to glance at each one, looking at the door
from time to time.


She began to slowly shuffle through the pack of pictures. Close ups showed
the various positions of intercourse the subjects in the pictures were in.
The camera switched to the girls face, showing wide-eyed amazement in their
expressions. The camera remained focused on her face as a slow change came
over her expression. Her emotions changed from one of amazement to
excitement. Her eyes drooped and dilated and showed the smoky haze of
passion drift through them. She began breathing hard and the camera swung
low under the table so that it looked right up between her legs. She had
pulled her skirt up slightly and had inserted her finger under the leg band
of her nylon panties. He could see as the camera moved in close that she
was softly stroking the wet little slip of her vagina.


Bob felt his buttocks tense and his whole body grow taut and tingle as
Mona slowly, teasingly, lowered herself onto his cock until it sunk up
between her open thighs to the hilt. She squatted over him with her dress
pulled up to her slim waist, her tongue sticking out lewdly as she began to
wiggle her hips slowly as she took all her wild attractive weight on her
thighs.


She was astride him, naked from the waist down and her breasts were
half-billowing out of her dress as she began to undulate around, his shaft
buried to the hilt in her tight not cunt. He could feel her constricting
her inner vaginal muscles as the softly nibbling lips tensed and tightened
spasmodically around his shaft.


His half-closed and smoky eyes looked at the screen. The girl was reacting
in horror as she whirled and saw that the door was open and the instructor
had caught her looking at the pictures and fingering herself. He grabbed
her roughly by the arm and marched her over to a couch in the corner where
he pulled her down across his knees. Her legs kick wildly behind her as he
lifted her skirt up over the soft round globes of her buttocks looking like
twin virgins and began spanking her through the panties with the palm of 
his hand. The girl kicked and screamed under the harsh pounding of the
tutor, her scantily covered little buttocks quivering piteously under each
cruel blow.


The camera showed a close up of the music teacher's face then a close up
of her buttocks again where his hand could be seen drawing the flimsy white
panties down over their delicious young firmness.


The panties are torn off as the girl pleads over her shoulder to him. The
teacher is in a fine lewd rage and he shoves her to the floor and stalks to
the table where the pictures lie. He goes back to the girl who cowers
before him as he holds out first one picture and the next and makes demands
and threats of exposure to the girl. The girl quakingly agrees and they
both strip naked, the man's penis standing out like a thick tree stump.


The girl's body is young and lovely and fully developed. She stands with
her arms folded in front of her huge, firmly shaped young breasts, trying
to hide them. At his instruction, she's made to sit naked on the edge of a
cushion on a big easy chair and, at his insistence, she's made to drape her
legs up and out over either arm. He knelt down between her wide spread
thighs with the camera zeroing in for a close up of her cunt just over the
top of his head. He reached forward placing a thumb on either side of the
narrow hair-lined slit and spread the tender lips slowly apart exposing the
moist pink flesh surrounding her tiny tight cunt. The camera zoomed in
closer and one whole wall became her tiny clitoris as it throbbed gently in
the air just above the tight elastic cuntal opening.


Bob almost leaped out of his skin. A door opened, cutting a block
rectangle in the thigh of the girl on one wall and people came into the
room! He started to struggle up, taking Mona with him.


Mona shushed him and forced him down on his back, leaning over him with a
lewd smile. "It's all right. Just some people come to join the show," she
whispered, leaning way over him so that her breast burst free from the
dress and he saw her nipple taut and dark in the flickering light and he
saw shadows move, saw couples sink on couches and he looked in the ceiling
mirror and saw naked thighs and breasts as bodies writhed and almost
blended with the action in the movies on all the walls.


Mona began moving up and down in a slow tantalizing rhythm as she undid
his tie and shirt and slowly helped him out of some of his clothes as he
turned his attention back to the movie on the fourth wall. He looked just
as the man's head moved forward toward the moist pink slit he was parting
with his thumbs and fingers. There was a profile view now of his face and
the girl's vagina with the tiny, reddish clitoris still quivering from her
undulating and restless excitement. The man's tongue snaked out and the tip
swiped slowly across the throbbing flesh sending the now-wet bud into a
jerking hardness that brought groans of delight from those watching in the
room.


Bob looked up in the mirror to see Mona rising and falling over his spread
eagle body and he saw a naked blonde sprawled obscenely on another couch
smile back at him in the mirror and he wondered if she were real or another
movie? It didn't matter, nothing mattered as he felt his testicles swelling
with a huge pool of cum and he turned his attention back to the fourth
wall.


The man teased the cunt wetly for a moment with his tongue running up and
down the full length of the widely spread slit bringing contorted and
uncontrollable expressions of joy to the girl's face that could now be seen
in the camera. The girl wrapped her hands in the man's thick black hair and
the muscle's in her arms stood out tight and strained as she pulled his
face forward with all her strength into the moist wetness of her loins. Her
hips began a slow hard grinding up against his face as he sunk his tongue
with a sudden lizard-like thrust deep into the tightness of her clasping
cunt. She was now a raw quivering mass of desire and writhed and twisted
like a slow moving belly dancer under the man's hot probing tongue.


Bob's hands pawed at her black cocktail dress and he, helped her out of
it, Mona pulling it over her head as her pure round white breasts burst
free with the nipples tight and pointing upwards. Brazenly, she cupped them
in her hands as she looked around the room from astride Bob's cock like she
was nakedly riding some young charger that bucked out of control under her.


Bob seized her hips in his hands and squeezed as he flung his head from
side to side and began fucking up into her. This was going to be some
night. To hell with Carol and any one woman again! To hell with Mona and
Leo! For once in his life he was going to act full-out and the devil take
the consequences. He was going to fuck his way through an orgy and be
responsible later. With a wild, elating glee, he realized he didn't have to
be responsible! That was the beauty of it! That was what was so hot and
wild about Mona!


His lingers dug possessively into her naked flesh as he grinned up at her
in a wild and barbarous way.


CHAPTER EIGHT


"I don't believe you!" Carol was defiant, trembling, the words spilling
out. Tears brimmed in her eyes and she seemed to be seeing Leo through a 
goldfish bowl as the tears spilled over and coursed down her cheeks. She
stood near the door, her fists clenched white. "Bob would never do a thing
like that, never!"


"I have proof," Leo said in a deadly calm voice as he tried to conceal the
pleasure he was feeling as he watched Carol wiggling on the hook, ready to
be reeled in. "You're no fool, Carol," he said as he laid his portable tape
recorder on the coffee table and motioned for her to sit down. From
outside, around the pool came the faint and fading noise of the party that
was going on. "I thought I could spare you this but I guess there's no way.
I've suspected my wife for some time and I've taken the precaution of
having her watched when I'm out of town on business. I won't say anymore,
I'll let the tape tell you the story."


Carol sat down again on the edge of the chair, wiping her eyes on a
handkerchief that was silently offered by Leo. She licked her lips and
looked at the small tape recorder apprehensively as Leo pressed a button
and sat back in his chair, never taking his eyes from her face.


For a few seconds, there was nothing but the sound of heavy breathing and
the soft sibilant rustling of sheets as bodies thrashed around.


Then she heard a female voice say, "Mmmmmm I like my men well built."
There was the tingle of ice and the splashing of soda water. The woman's
voice asked, "You like me, don't you?"


"Yeah."


Carol grew rigid in the chair. The voice did sound like Bob's,
unmistakably like his baritone pitch.


"You like my body?" came the female whisper over the tape recorder. "You
like my body?" the voice insisted.


"Yeah."


It was as if Carol reacted to an electric jolt. That had to be Bob.


"Then look!"


There was a long pause in which the tape seemed empty before what she now
recognized as Mona McKern's voice laughed and asked, "Doesn't your wife
greet you like that every night? I thought all wives did that."


Carol closed her eyes and set her jaw as Mona's voice came in a whisper
from the tape. "I wanted to ball you ever since I saw you."


"Me too."


Again her body reacted as if shocked. It so clearly Bob's voice.


"Does she undress you?"


"Who?"


"Your wife, does she undress you?"


"Huh? No. She"


The knuckles on Carol's fists were white as she fought for self-control.
Leo had never taken his eyes from her face and still kept his gaze on her,
watching her every movement as he leaned forward to click the recorder off.
He sat back in his chair and took out a cigarette. "Heard enough?" he asked
in his direct rough way.


Carol shook her head like she was trying desperately to wake up from a bad
nightmare. "No, it's some trick! You got his voice and put it with your
wife's. It's some kind of trick. Bob would never do that!" She looked at
him with wild desperation in her eyes. She had to believe that.


Leo smiled at her for a moment, a long moment before speaking. When he
spoke his voice was low and calm. It was so low she had to strain to hear
him.


"Now I'm going to tell you a few facts of life. You're all alone in this
world. We all are baby. It's all up to you what you make out of it. Don't
blame anybody else. You can't really trust anybody. Putting your trust in
somebody is too big a responsibility to ask. Now I thought rd spare you
some pain but I see that reality is going to come hard to you. Now you're
going to hear more." He leaned forward and snapped the machine on and the
spools started slowly turning once again.


"God you're beautiful naked."


Carol closed her eyes in despair. No matter what, it was his voice and it
was her husband saying it.


"You're not bad yourself. In fact, you're quite a handsome young man."


"I'm not all that young, I'm almost as old as you."


Carol sat listening to her husband's voice with that of Mona McKern and 
sensed the realness of the tape for they sounded like they were in a
bedroom and naked. She heard all the words and they seemed to scald her
skin.


"Have you had many women? Other than your wife, I mean?"


"Enough."


It seemed that all her confidence and belief and ego was stripped away and
she caught her breath as she heard Mona ask, "Is your wife hot?"


Bob's reply was the crusher. "No, she's got a lot of hang-ups."


The words seemed to burn in the air like a damning accusation. A lot of
hang-ups! To be so betrayed! Tears smarted in her eyes as the tape went on
and she heard Mona ask, "You want to fuck me don't you?"


"Yes, God yes, I want to."


The hoarse and hotly excited voice of Bob was too much. Raising her hand
weakly, she signaled Leo who leaned forward and turned off the machine. He
sat back and glanced at his watch. Fifteen minutes. Fifteen minutes and he
had her almost where he wanted her.


"That," he said quietly, "Is that what your husband is really like."


Carol made an effort to pull herself together. She looked at Leo for the
first time. His face was hard and flinty. "What are you going to do about
it?"


"The question is what are we going to do about it?" he answered.


"We?"


"Yes, you and me. Are you going to let him get away with this?"


"No." In truth she was too miserable to know what she was going to do. She
had no idea what to do. Divorce? Separation? What? How could she ever go to
bed with him again? A flush spread over her face as she looked at Leo and
heard again the words "too many hang-ups". He had to say that! He had to
put her down! He made love to her with contempt in his heart!
Inexperienced! Now his vulgar suggestions and rough ways made sense! He
would consort with whores and then have the nerve to put her down as "too
hung-up"!


A great female rage swept over her and she gritted her teeth as she 
thought and felt how much she would like to get even with him. Her eyes
narrowed as she thought: All right, Mr. Robert Hunnicutt, we'll see who's
not hot!


Yes! Her grin was savage as she looked at the older rugged face of Leo who
was watching her so carefully, gauging her mood. "What can we do?" she
asked, her eyes wild and livid.


They leaned close together, fellow conspirators, their heads almost
touching as Leo's voice dropped even lower and became more confidential.
"Okay. Lot's of things we could do. Plenty of time to do some of them. But,
more than anything, what do you want to do?" He paused then answered his
own question. "Get even, right?"


"Yes!" Carol said, feeling a thirst and lust for revenge course through
her body. More than a divorce, more than any kind of settlement, more than
watching him squirm, in court, more than demanding and getting a large
alimony, she wanted to humiliate him or confront him in some way and hurt
him back the way he had hurt, her by betraying her with another woman! More
than having sex, he downgraded her by saying she was "in effect, not a
normal woman".


"Okay," Leo went on, "Here's one way we can get even. Catch them together.
Right now, tonight. Right here."


Carol's eyes widened and a kind of fear and thrill ran through her: "What
do you mean?"


"Well" Leo paused and looked at her before grinning. His grin broadened
and he finally sat back in his seat, saying, "Naw, it would be too much for
you."


"What?" Carol again felt that fear-thrill run through her body and make
her nerve ends tingle alive.


Leo waved a hand. "Naw, you couldn't do it."


"Do what?" Carol persisted, hers female curiosity up to the boiling point.


He leaned forward again. "My wife asked me to get lost while she shows Bob
our romper room." He sat back as if he had told her something important.


She thought he was implying something by his tone but didn't catch it.
"And you agreed?"


He spread his hands. "Yes, I thought perhaps we could catch them."


Her head tilted to one side as she asked, "What's in the romper room?"


"Movies. My wife likes movies."


"What kind of movies?" she asked, suspicious, feeling anger and the great
raging desire for revenge welling up in her again.


"Pornographic. And that's why I don't think you could take it. They're
hard core stuff and I don't think you could take it because it's rough and
you can't help but seeing it. I mean the room's dark and the walls are the
movies. My idea was that we could slip in and catch them in the act. Just
think of it, really getting the goods on them! Catch them in the act and
shame them." He sighed and shook his head. "But I don't think you could do
it. You're not up to it."


His comment seemed to sting as much, if not more than Bob saying she was
"not hot". What did people think she was? Did they think they could treat
her any old way? She looked at Leo with her eyes smoky and half closed. The
fools! She knew what she was doing when she worked on the job and wiggled
when she walked. She knew what they were thinking! Did they think she was
blind and stupid? It was written all over their faces! Did Leo think she
was some stupid child to be manipulated, to be put-down?


She put her hands on her hips and her heart beat wildly as she heard her
voice say, "I want to do that. Catch him in the act. I want to see his
face."


Leo wearily shook his head, a masterful actor, reeling Carol in slowly.
"No. Naw. It's a great idea but you'd never make it. You'd never be able to
cope with one of those movies. Sorry I brought it up."


"I'm going to go and you'll take me!" She was defiant.


"No."


"Don't talk down to me! First you tell me about Bob then you come up with
a plan then you back out. Listen, I took what was on that tape, I'll take
what's in that room. Let me be the judge. Don't treat me like some little
girl."


He looked up at her and laughed. "You got spunk."


"Darn right I do. I can take those pictures. In fact," and she felt a wild
smile trying to form itself on her lips, "I've always wanted to see one."


Leo clapped his hands together and got up, walking to the bar with his
back to Carol, a look of wild ironic amusement on his face. She had been
easier than he thought. "All right," he said over his shoulder, "Remember
you insisted on it." He swung behind the bar and poured Scotch over crushed
ice, saying, "And I insist on a good stiff drink before we go. Now look,
she's probably running a quick show for him so, if the room is dark, we
just dart in and sit down quick. All four walls are movies and it's
difficult to see anyone else in the room. Give your eyes a few minutes to
adjust. If you move fast, they'll probably think we're other guests."


"Guest?" Carol was puzzled.


"People come from all over to see those movies. Mona won't mind if someone
else is present while she makes love to Bob. In fact, she prefers it."


"P p prefers?" Carol stammered, suddenly lewd and abandoned visions
dancing through her confused mind.


Thrusting her drink at her, he went to the door of the cabana and opened
it, looking out. "Not so many people. Guess they're drifting downstairs.
We'd better get in there before it gets too rough." He glanced at his
watch, downed a generous portion of his drink and indicated by gesture that
Carol had better do the same thing.


Carol's head was swimming and her ego reeling from under the shock of what
she had learned in the last half hour. In her mind's eye, she could see
Mona and Bob disappearing into the house with Mona's dark face looking up
at his in a lewd intimate grin. Bob was half-drunk already from all that he
had drunk on the road and a fresh drink was in his hand. She herself was
feeling the effects of the drinks Bob insisted she have with him and now
she gulped at the straight whiskey and felt it sear its way into her
stomach.


In the next, two minutes, things happened too fast for her to think. In
exactly one hundred and sixty seconds, she found that she had finished her
drink and stood with her heart pounding from fear and excitement  she was
going to see something forbidden, dirty films, and she was going for a
moral reason, to confront her husband with his lying and immoral conduct 
and stood watching her boss, Leo McKern pour them two fast, stiff drinks
and catching her breath, she drank the glass dry. All, two drinks, in
exactly two minutes.


Now there seemed to be no time to lose and Leo had her by the hand leading
 practically dragging  her around the pool and into the house and down
endless halls until they came to a flight of dimly lit, carpeted stairs. He
led her down swiftly and she lost her footing in the dark and fell forward 
with Leo expertly catching her, in his strong big hands. His hands cupped
under her breasts and she felt them squeeze the firmly rounded mounds under
her bra and she felt them swell and her nipples grow taut with a guilty
kind of excitement.


"Are you all right?" he whispered.


She caught her breath and nodded, backing off but he still held her firmly
under the breasts. She was still off balance and they thrust out so and
bunched together, making a cleavage that was round and deep and fleshy.


In a whisper, he explained. "I'll peek in first. Then, if it's all right,
well slip in. It's important we get in fast and sit down. Understand?"


Carol caught her breath again and nodded. She was feeling so giddy and so
what? Wild? Insane? She didn't know. She didn't know what to believe she
was trusting a man she had every right not to trust. Yet, he seemed so
direct and honest.


With his back to her, he opened the door a crack, peered, then turned to
her and seized her hand in an iron grip and he pulled her into a room full
of darkness and light and music.


She pitched forward, following and hanging on to her host. The room was
hot and light seemed to flicker and jump across her dress and bare arms and
legs. She felt dizzy and couldn't feel her fooling and was grateful when
they sank to the floor and she felt the solid comfort of a thick shag rug
under her.


For the first time she looked up. Prior, she had been too busy trying to
see her fooling in the jumping and flickering darkness. Now, she sat
staring wild-eyed at a wall.


A man and a girl were naked and the girl was sitting on the edge of an
easy chair with her legs swung over the arms of the chair and her vagina
was exposed and wide-open and glistening wetly as the man pulled his head
away and climbed up on the chair and kneeling on the arms of the chair with
a giant erection held in one hand as he rubbed the wet lubricated head
against the girl's flaccid lips.


Carol gasped and jumped, pressing against Leo's big muscular frame
involuntarily as she watched the wall. Never before had she seen anything
like this and she was too amazed to do anything as Leo put an arm around
her while his hand fell carelessly over one breast. "Act like you're
enjoying it," he hissed, "Or you'll call attention to us!"


She looked, wide eyed, as the girl in the movie  the camera moving in for
a close-up, languidly opened her mouth and let the man, with a flick of his
hips, slide the huge blood filled head deep within her hot wet mouth. He
began pumping his hips lewdly and her lips hollowed and expanded with each
stroke he made into her mouth as she sucked with a slow, gentle sucking
motion. Tiny ridges of soft pink flesh could be seen pulling from her
ovaled lips as he drew back and then disappeared back inside as he slid it
gently forward again. He began a rhythmic sawing, back and forth, never
quite drawing it out all the way but leaving the tip just inside the warm
lubricious moistness of her mouth. The girl seemed to like what she was
doing and her hands reached between his widespread thighs and cradled his
testicles in her hands. She stroked them gently as she sucked voraciously
at the thrusting cock which was swelling as it picked up the rhythm. From a
close-up profile shot, it appeared as a thick wet glistening piston of
flesh moving methodically in and out of her hungrily nibbling lips that
were sucking now to get more and more of the shaft into her mouth.


Carol closed her eyes and put a hand to her head. Surely this was all a
wild dream and she would soon awaken. People didn't do things like that to
each other.


A warning squeeze from Leo made her sit up. She looked away from the wall
to see another movie. Quickly she swiveled her head around and saw that
they were in a room of movies. All the walls had images flickering on them.
On one wall were giant red lips licked by a wet tongue that flicked out
over the deep blood filled head of a cock. Bare buttocks were on another
wall, inviting displayed and quivering as an unseen man's hand crept over
them.


They seemed to be in a virtual pit of depravity as she noticed the ceiling
for the first time and saw the films reflected there.


Her head swimming, breathing heavily through her mouth, she tore her eyes
from the walls and looked around the room, her eyes growing accustomed to
the light. They were sitting on the floor next to a couch and suddenly, in
the dim light that seemed to play such trucks with vision, Carol made out
the most voluptuous and lewd sight she had ever seen.


They were sitting right next to a black leather couch and three naked
bodies were crouched and lying on it! No movie, no piece of celluloid, but
real human beings! A girl and two men. The girl was a blonde with a buxom
body, full and naked and sprawled wantonly on the couch. She was lying on
her back with her legs in the air and her hands under her buttocks making
it easier to shove them upward. Her head was off the couch and she allowed
her long blonde hair to flow to the floor and the nape of her neck allowed
her head to bend back until she was viewing the room upside down.


Carol saw her livid naked torso not more than a stretched-arm's length
away. Her body glistened with sweat and her breasts, which were heavy,
huge, and ripe, sprawled out, their nipples pointing to the ceiling as she
let her head hang over the end of the couch. Crouched on his knees was a
hairy man who held his cock out for the girl's open mouth. Horrified,
fascinated, Carol watched it slide in the girl's mouth, hear her give a
muffled moan and saw her long nails sink into the hard flesh of his
buttocks as she reached around and pulled his cock deeper into her upside
down mouth and make a hungry little slurping sound as she sucked.


Her long legs waved up in the air and another man, naked, with a thick
throbbing cock, seized her loins and cupped her buttocks in his hands and
lifted them in the air as he knelt on the couch, his thighs spread wide and
rammed his penis home in her openly waiting young cunt.


Carol sat with her lips wet and her mouth open, her breath shallow and
swift as she watched the girl's nakedly sweating body writhe and undulate
and twist and bump and slither in a paroxysm of lewd joy and unrestrained
wantonness. Her body undulated, setting a rhythm for the men, the two men,
who fucked her at either end. The men were sweating profusely as they
gripped her body and let their rough hands run over her breasts and maul
them as she writhed and bucked, thrusting her hips up obscenely and sucking
at the same time so that her cheeks looked hollowed and dark.


Carol found herself stimulated beyond belief. The alcohol freed enough of
her mind to allow a few idle thoughts and she found herself watching the
girl's body with half closed eyes and she felt she had to move on the
floor, spread her legs and resettle her weight for her cunt felt moist and
the lips were swelling.


"I see them!" Leo hissed in her ear. "They're across the room."


"W-what are they doing?" she whispered back in a voice that shook as she
kept her eyes on the grinding pelvis of the girl on the couch and the thick
glistening cock that was fucking in and out of her cunt and increasing
strength and tempo.


"I can't see. They're on a couch. They're looking this way!" Quickly he
turned his head away and put one hand on her knee, whispering, "They'll
think we're one of the crowd."


Carol sat frozen, feeling his hand hot on her knee and it seemed to be
slipping a little higher. Her breath was coming rapidly against the
swirling heat she felt deep in her own loins as she watched the man
kneeling by the couch seize the girl's throat in his hands as he fucked 
deeper into her throat, his teeth bared white in the dim light as he
mercilessly ravaged her body. He muttered to himself as he leaned over her,
his cock rammed all the way and pinched the nipples on her breasts and let
his hands slide down her stomach to her pubic hair which was wet from sweat
and desire as a cock rammed itself home. Carol saw her body being violated
and ravaged in every way as both men grew wilder and more cruel and she
watched as the one kneeling on the couch reached down with one hand and
shoved his finger into her cunt, stretching the fluted lips even more and
began sawing in and out in time with his cock.


They now seemed a heaving, undulating sweaty mass and Carol felt dizzy and
lightheaded as she watched with lust-glazed eyes and her own cunt throbbed
with excitement and desire and the room seemed so hot she could barely
breath and she thought she felt the first shudder of her own corn washing
over her body as she trembled in Leo's arms and for an instant thought a
very naughty yet exciting thought: I'd like to be that girl!


She slumped back in Leo's arms and he let her fall gently to the floor and
she found herself looking up at the ceiling where she could see everything
going on in the room by 'only' moving her eyes instead of her head. They
were indeed in a pit of depravity as she saw naked limbs all over the room
as the movies went on, changing, showing new scenes of depravity. She
panted for her breath as she watched one wall where two naked girls were
pulling the clothes from a young man and the two of them seized his cock
the moment it was free and all three lay on the floor, the two naked girls
lying with their feet toward the camera and spreading their legs wide to
show their hungrily waiting vaginal slits as they took turns sucking on the
man's rapidly rising cock.


She blinked and tried to focus her attention and gaze on something that
wasn't a cock or cunt or writhing pair of buttocks. It was horrible, it was
unholy, it was terrible, it was exciting, it was obscene, and it was making
her body throb and feel more alive than it had in years! Her nerves were
singing with a sweet fury of their own and she felt her loins move and
writhe as she felt a growing demand and yearning deep in her crotch.


The insanity of the whole place was too much for her and finally she
thought she would faint as she found the one place in the room she could
look without seeing naked flesh: at the face of Leo McKern.


It was then that she knew. Leo had her, had her here on the floor and he
was leaning over her and the grin on his face was close to being savage as
he looked down. Leo had to know all about his wife! He had to approve! It
was all so obvious! It was all a trick! She felt his hand sliding up her
knee and it felt so powerful and warm on her flesh and he whispered down,
his voice harsh, "Just doing this so they'll think we're part of the 
crowd."


Carol lay still, sprawled, her arms on the floor above her head as she
felt him pull her skirt up. Such a feeble lie, such a stupid trick. She
didn't move at all as his hand slid up, only her lips breaking into the
beginning of a lewd smile as she thought: wouldn't it be dirty and exciting
to pretend to neck with him, let him do what he wanted?


It was as maddening thought that stirred even deeper desire in her and she
turned her gaze away so that he couldn't see the lust growing in her face
and she saw a couple on the floor next to her and the girl straddling the
man, swinging her leg wide with the knee high so that all the opening of
her cunt showed and the soft fleshy lips gaped over the smooth rubbery
head. She held the pose for an obscene moment, rubbing the head up and down
the glistening length of her cunt before she lowered her knee and squatted
over the cock and squeezed her buttocks together.


Again she grinned as her body shuddered as his hand slid up the inside of
her thigh and she thought: it would be so dirty and so thrilling to pretend
to do whatever he wanted because they were looking. Again she looked up at
Leo. "What are they doing now?" she breathed as she felt his hand higher,
to the tender part of her thigh just before her vagina and a dark thrilling
shudder ran through her body. She could show them all what it meant to be
lewd!


Leo looked then bent down to whisper in her ear and she felt his body heat
and sensed his massive strength. Never before had her nerves been so aware!
"She's sucking him off!" he whispered in her ear.


Again she felt a powerful dark shudder run through her body so that she
had to clench her teeth. In a moment, he was going to put his hand on her
panties! She was sure of it! And it was such a dirty and thrilling position
to be in.


Yet, a shred of sanity fled through her mind. Bob. If Bob was doing it, if
Bob was with Mona and having sex, then it would be all right. She had to
know and she had to see. She rose up on one elbow, staring up into the
mirror. Leo seemed to know what she wanted without a word being exchanged.
He directed her gaze to one corner of the mirror where she saw Bob naked,
sprawled lewdly and wantonly on a couch with Mona's widely ovaled lips
locked tightly around his hardened penis, her face hidden by her falling
black hair.


Carol closed her eyes for a moment and fought to control her breathing.
The onslaught to her senses were too much and she found that she didn't
want to keep her eyes shut, couldn't in fact, keep them shut as she opened 
them again and let her gaze wander from one erotic scene to the next. The
buxom blonde was still naked on the couch. The two men had come in her
mouth and cunt and fallen away to rest leaving her lying exhausted, her
hips sprawled obscenely open as her own fingers spread the ravaged
glistening lips of her cunt and two of them began sawing slowly and surely
in and out of her cunt as her lips pursed and her eyes closed and her hips
began a slow lewd grind. The tips of her thumbs teased her clitoris between
them as she worked her way toward her own orgasm as the men and Carol
watched. One of the men let his gaze slip to Carol's body and she felt
still another surge of lasciviousness.


Then she felt Leo's hand on her cunt.


She felt it hot and heavy, separated from her cunt only by the flimsy
tight band of her panties. She thrilled, thinking she was allowing another
man to touch her where no other man but her husband ever had and she was
loving the feeling! Her body throbbed, alive with excitement and desire as
his fingers seemed to burn through the cloth. She didn't move a muscle as
he began to apply pressure as his hand rubbed slowly up and down.


Her eyelids fluttered as she suddenly discovered she had more nerves in
her body than she had ever suspected before and each and every one of them
was throbbing as the fingers rubbed up and down the band of the panties and
she felt her vaginal lips swelling and forming, spreading themselves to
reveal her cunt and she felt her anus spring alive with a wild feeling and
desire. He could do anything he wanted with her!


She lay on the floor and saw herself in the ceiling mirror, her dress up
around her hips and a man, a virtual stranger, was touching her in a way
that not even her husband had! He was crooking his finger under the hand
and she could feel his nail dig into her pubic-hair-covered flesh. All it
had to do was move a quarter of an inch more and his finger would be in her
excitedly moistened cunt.


And she wanted him to do it! Everywhere she looked people were fucking and
sucking, behaving in such an abandoned wanton way and she saw the tight
naked buttocks of her husband Bob in the ceiling mirror as he rolled on top
of Mona on the couch and his hips began pumping lewdly in and out!


The image jarred at her and burned into her feverish mind. There was her
husband, not more than twenty feet away, making love to another woman! And
above her, the face of Leo McKern was smiling, almost triumphantly at her
as his finger rubbed up and down one vaginal lip, moving ever closer to the
moist slit that now throbbed and pulsed hotly in anticipation and
excitement.


A cruel careless tug by his finger and the panties were pulled down low on
her hips and his finger now had the space and freedom to roam. With a low
moan, Carol committed herself for ever as she slid her legs apart in a lazy
sluttish way, allowing him more freedom to do whatever he wished with her
body.


It became an orgy, a bacchanalia as Carol felt herself in a dream world of
electric thrills as she looked into the ceiling-mirror and saw other men
surrounding her now, their hands touching her body, pawing and clawing at
her clothing, pulling a shoulder free that hollowed under the clavicle and
billowed out, announcing the mountains of her breasts. She gasped, giddy,
light-headed, her eyes almost out of focus as she saw hands pulling down on
her dress and her breast leaped free: firm white flesh that seemed swollen
and dotted by her pink nipple that was taut and upright like tiny pebbles
as she saw it in the ceiling mirror and watched, her body sending out a
shuddering gasp, as warm fingers closed over the oval nipple and squeeze it
sending heated spasms of pleasure swirling down into her groin.


The hands were twisting and turning her body so that she couldn't always
see in the mirror, undressing her, handling her body in any way they wished
and there was a reckless heat growing up around the men as they began to
press one another to get to her lovely body. She was turned once again to
see herself lying on the floor surrounded by naked men and many erectly
waving penises and Leo getting undressed and she lay with their hands
sliding all over her body and nothing more on than a flimsy pair of
panties. Her naked breasts stood out firm and hard and were being cupped
and mauled and pinched. A hot mouth closed over one nipple and teased and
sucked. Carol moaned her delight out loud and lets her head fall back as
rough male hands were vying to take off her panties and she felt still
other hands sliding across her stomach and moving through her pubic hair.


She looks up into the mirror and sees herself lying stark naked on the
floor with hands gently yet firmly spreading her legs and she's watching it
all.


Her eyes wander in the mirror, seeing a movie of a man fucking a crouching
girl from behind and her breasts shake and quiver voluptuously as the man
fucks her with all his might and the camera goes slowly in for a close up
of her bucking, rippling, wildly undulating breasts that hang free.


Her eye wanders in the mirror and she sees Bob, her husband, about to come
in Mona McKern's mouth, fucking up between her widely ovaled lips with all
his might while his head twists and turns to see the movies and the other
people in the room.


CHAPTER NINE


Bob Hunnicutt lay on his back with his arms lying above his head, a slack
smile on his face as his eyes flutter closed and he feels the
reverberations of his orgasm pound through his groin and soar in every
nerve in his body. He gave a moan of resigned delight as he looked up and
saw Mona naked, bending over him, her teeth white and her lips red and wet,
her hands playing with his flaccid cock, teasing it once again into an
aching swelling thickness.


Resigned, eager to have her suck him again, he let his head loll to one
side and he looked across the semi-darkened room and saw figures in
silhouette against the wall-screens, moving and writhing with one another.
Almost in the center of the room he saw a tight group. He tried to focus
his eyes and succeeded in making out five or six men. All of them were
naked and they were crowding around someone on the floor. He saw a flash of
curving white thigh and saw a foot raised high.


His gaze traveled up to the ceiling and their he saw a girl spread eagle
on the floor, surrounded by men. Her face was obscured by someone crouching
over her and as he looked, watching his own wife and unaware of it, he saw
that two men had a breast each and obscured them from view as their heads
bent over the nipples and sucked hungrily on them. Her wide-spread crotch
was hidden from view by still another head as Leo bent his bull neck and
rammed his tongue in a hot searing streak up into Carol's cunt.


Carol was completely helpless as she lay on her back with hands holding
her arms and legs out, with her mind exploding as she felt the two men
sucking and nibbling at her distended and quivering breasts as Leo cupped
his big rough hands under her buttocks and lifted here crotch up with her
cunt slit wide and moist and locked his open mouth over her clitoris and
began licking hungrily between her thighs. It was as if fireworks had gone
off in her groin and exploded starbursts in her mind. She gasped for breath
against the sheer powerful pleasure she was feeling and her loins began a
slow upward bump and grind, undulating in a lewd and abandoned way.


Bob's battered cock gave a jump as be saw the beautifully curved body and
long spread legs of the girl. A gang-bang, he thought. Why not? He moaned
again as he felt the flatness of Mona's wet tongue on his cock. It
lubricated the head and he felt it swell as he knew that in a moment her
soft lubricated lips would slide back down over it with the tongue probing
the tiny seeping slit on the tip. He looked down and saw that Mona was
lying her head on his hairy thigh and looking up at the mirror and watching
the girl getting fucked by all those men. Maybe he told himself, maybe I'll
just go over there and join them.


A cold feeling overcame Bob as he focused his eyes and looked more closely
at the lewd group in the ceiling mirror. That man, that neck and those
shoulders. He watched as Leo turned his head slightly to one side as his
tongue burrowed into her cunt and he saw that it was Leo.


His body tensed and he half-lifted himself on his elbows. Mona, sensing
the tensing and the danger looked up. His eyes bored into hers, he nodded
across the room. "Your husband," he whispered. She looked at the group so
close together, writhing with a mutual rhythm and then up at the ceiling
where she saw an image of Carol on her back. Someone placed his cock in her
hand as it clasped open then shut again, laying it across her palm and then
her hand squeezed shut over it. Mona toyed with Bob's cock as she watched
Leo shake his head like a terrier shaking a rat and her own cunt gave a
twitch of heat as she remembered what it felt like in her own cunt.


"What are we going to do?" Bob's whisper tore her gaze from the ceiling
where she was watching young Carol beginning her first gang fuck. Jesus,
she thought, they're really going to give her the fucking of her life.


"Do?" she asked, cocking an eyebrow at him. "What do want to do?"


"Get out of here before he spots us."


Mona gave a shrug and a little dry laugh. "He knows we're here and he
looks kinda busy to me." She moved up beside him, lying on her stomach with
their heads next to each other, the two of them looking up at the ceiling.
Almost everyone in the room had suspended their activities to lie on the
floor or a couch and look up at the sax men who were in the middle of the
room and the twisting writhing body of the girl in the center of them.


"Yeah, he is busy," Bob said, his breath coming light and quick
unconcealed envy in his voice as he watched. Hell, he thought that little
bitch is out of her mind, hotter than a firecracker. He felt his cock
swelling along his thigh, trailing up into a hard erectness.


"Don't worry about Leo," she whispered in his ear. "We have an
understanding and he won't bother you."


Bob grinned at her and kissed her on the mouth. She was crazy and Bob must
be insane and the two of them were amoral idiots. But, why should he care?
Why not take advantage of it? He chuckled, thinking he was a little like
them, enjoying this kind of thing, enjoying the wild swashbuckling
I-don't-give-a-damn feeling he got. And the way Mona got him hot by her
slut like ways. He would hate to be married to her but so long as she was
giving out some of the best fucking he had ever gotten, why not take 
advantage of it? Why not take advantage of the whole thing. Hell, take a
man's business and fuck his wife. Why not?


He put his hands behind his head and gloated as he watched the girl in the
middle of the men. Damn, she had some body, he thought. It glistened with
sweat from her wild squirmings and be could see her stomach moving like a
belly dancer under water as she ground her hips and groin upward. Such a
nice long body he thought as he watched the girl's struggles. He couldn't
get a look at her face because some guy was crouched over it. Probably,
trying to fuck her in the mouth, he thought and felt his own penis harden
even more.


He watched their rough male hands kneading her body, driving her ma
relentless rhythm toward an orgasm that would hit her writhing working body
like a bolt of lightening and she would stiffen as they sucked hard at her
breasts. He could see the perfect hemispheres of her breasts above their
heads and something about them evoked a fuzzy memory. He saw Leo's tongue
lashing in and out of her open cunt and his eyes narrowed as her legs bent
at the knees and stretched back and he felt horny watching the girl. "That
cute little bitch is really getting hot," he whispered to Mona.


"Yeah," Mona said in her husky voice. She watched the scene and wished it
were her with all those men working her over. She'd start cumming and keep
cumming, her body twitching and shaking until she passed out. Her hand
trailed down over Bob's chest and stomach and found his penis hot and
aching hard and she gave it a little squeeze. "How'd you like to fuck her?"
she whispered in his ear and found the answer in her hand as his cock
swelled even bigger at the thought.


"Yeah," he half-sighed, half-whispered. If he got any hornier, he just
might go over there and join them.


Leo was pulling his head away and wiping his mouth now and Bob got a
chance to see the girl's cunt and it was like a thin, vertically bearded
little mouth as the girl bent her knees even harder and her buttocks were
stretched tight and round. Leo rolled toward the girl, half on his side for
a moment and Bob got a glimpse of his cock and it was like the rest of him,
huge, pulsating and menacing.


He watched McKern lunge forward his teeth bared and gritted together and
his huge hairy body covering the girl as he drove his prick home and he
heard the girl give out a dually contrived cry of pain and delight, a pagan
cry of lust and fear. That voice! It was as if someone had slapped him in
the face with a cold wet towel as, at the same time he heard his wife cry
out he saw her face under Leo McKern and over his muscular shoulder. She
was crying out with pain and surprise as his big cock rammed into her, 
filling and expanding her cunt, testing her hotly clinging young vaginal
walls as they stretched light, like elastic around his prick. Using all his
strength, be pinned her in place and the other men withdrew a bit, ready to
watch her get fucked and Leo felt her cunt flexing warmly around his cock,
felt her vaginal muscles tense then relax in a sudden soft, possessive
rhythm. He gloated over his triumph as he slowly and without thought for
her comfort, drove his cock home to the hilt and flexed it unexpectedly,
making her moan and jump beneath him.


For Bob, it was as if someone had kicked him in the groin and his face
distorted as he stared up at the ceiling mirror and saw his own sweet,
innocent young wife's face there. There she was, Carol, being fucked by Leo
McKern while her fists closed over other cocks and her eyes were wild and
her mouth open!


He looked at Mona with a snarl on his face. She withdrew from him a bit, a
hard smile on her face. "Yes, there's a price to pay for all you've got,"
she said in a low hard voice, "For all the business that was given to you
and all the fun you've had with me, there was a price. There it is,
buster." She jerked her head toward the center of the room.


Bob sat up with his mouth open, looking first at his wife then Mona, the
enormity of what had happened to him slowly settling in. He had been taken
for a sucker, he was being played for a fool while his wife was being gang
fucked and squirming her naked ass around like a God damned whore! A growl
began in his throat as he looked at the ceiling mirror and saw Leo flick
his buttocks and send his cock home into Carol, his wife and watched in a
raging disbelief as she slowly and wantonly wrapped her long tapering legs
high up around his back and crossed her ankles and pulled him closer to
her. Her face disappeared from view as Leo's head blocked the way and he
knew that Leo's tongue was swirling wetly around in his wife's mouth.


With a snarl, be was on his feet, his fists clenched as he looked down at
Mona who lay back and smiled, the tips of her fingers trailing up her torso
until they touched the nipples of her breasts. "All in the game," she said
in a husky voice. "Let's see if you're mature enough and up to paying the
piper."


Her indifference was too much. He grabbed her by the shoulders and lifted
her up, shaking her hard, her head snapping back and forth. Instantly,
there was a hand on his shoulder. He looked around and saw two men standing
behind him. One man smiled and slowly shook his head. "That's one rule we
have around here. No violence on the ladies."


"No violence?" Bob shouted, looking up at the ceiling-mirror where he saw
his wife being fucked so hard by Leo McKern that they were slamming across 
the floor. "No violence?" he repeated, asking the question in amazement
before he let out a roar of anger and started across the room, calling out,
"Carol!" as he went.


He didn't get far. His attack upon Mona had alerted every man in the room
and they acted together to restrain him, forcing him to the floor while
Carol acted as if she hadn't heard his voice or, if she had heard, she
didn't care.


Bob was forced to his knees, his hands behind him. The men gathered around
Leo and his wife were holding him now and he had an unimpeded view of what
his wife was doing. She had her arms around Leo's broad shoulders now and
she was grinding her loins up voluntarily, obscenely with her hips moving
in a lewd fluid rhythm. He struggled with the men and found himself being
forced to the floor where he lay helpless. He forced his head to twist
around on one cheek and he saw Leo and his wife from the level of the
floor.


Her cunt was toward him and he saw the undulating and rolling buttocks
squirming with a pagan delight as Leo McKern fucked rhythmically into her.
Then, as he withdrew to slam forward again, he got a quick glimpse of Leo's
huge cock glistening like a tree stump in the rain, full of the moistness
of her cunt and the tight, hair fringed lips of her cunt bulging outward,
almost peeling back in a lazy obscene motion as the head of his cock almost
pulled out of her cunt. But Carol wouldn't let it. With a quick little
animal noise in her throat, her crotch leaped upward and forward, sliding
up the shaft of his cock like the two hungrily nibbling lips of a sucking
young calf.


His mouth open, Bob sees his wife's stomach undulating under Leo and hears
his balls slap wetly home against her exposed buttocks. Pinned to the
floor, his head held in a vise-like grip, be was forced to watch his wife
fucking and hear her murmur something guttural and incoherent and look at
her face with her eyes closed tight and her mouth distorted in a lewd
abandoned smile and the cords sticking out in her neck as she fucked back
crazily, her whole sweating young body buffeting helplessly across the
floor.


Naked men were crowding around again yet Bob found he had an avenue to
watch through their legs and he saw up between his wife's nakedly spread
loins with her pubic hair wet and curling and her legs spread as wide as
she could jerk them and Leo's cock pistoning moistly in and out of her. Her
limply opened mouth emitted a long soulful moan and she pressed her breasts
hotly up, sticking out her rib cage and crushing their firmly quivering
hardness sensuously up against the big man's chest.


Bob, watching her undulate and squirm and mutter under another man,
watching his wife fuck in the most abandoned way and seeing her firm young
buttock split wide and her tiny puckered anus visible and flexing every now
and then, found himself getting hotter and more sexually aroused than he
had ever felt before in his life. His eyes were getting glazed as he saw
his wife naked and wanton, her face grimacing and her lips twisting and
finally spitting out the words. "FUCK! OH GOD, FUCK!"


Bob found his cock swelling to a hardness that threatened to split the
foreskin. He couldn't take his eyes from the smooth white voluptuousness of
Carol's insanely writhing body! It was vile, it was lewd, it was crazy and
obscene, and crude, but it was exciting! The sight before him was too much
he actually liked seeing his wife getting fucked half oat of her mind by
another man! The image of her spread eagle on the floor while other men,
complete strangers, sucked her breasts and her boss fucked her cunt as she
writhed wildly in uncontrolled lust beneath them, was too much! Shit! Let
her get fucked!


He found himself straining against his captors with a passion angered
strength that they seemed to sense and back away from. Slowly, they let go
of him and he rose to his hands and knees and watched Carol begin to jerk
and tense uncontrollably as her voice grated out, "Fuck!" and she came in
sweeping wild spasms as Leo went wild and fucked her with her buttocks held
clear of the floor by his heavily cupping hands and threw back his head and
roared as he pumped his sperm hotly into her open vagina and tightly
constricting little belly. And he watched, his teeth bared, as Carol's
thighs and torso went taut and straight under Leo and she twitched in the
throes of her own orgasm. No one in the room moved except for the two
quivering bodies in the middle of the room. Then Leo rolled slowly off of
Carol and onto his back, moaning a deep sigh of satisfaction.


Suddenly, into Carol's vision, swam the image of her husband, Bob. He was
standing over her nude body and she was breathing quick and shallow while
feeling all the nerves in her body sing with a wild joy. She smiled up at
him. She had been lewd, she had been terrible and shameless in front of
him. And she had loved it! She lay sprawled, unmoving, willing to let him
do whatever he wanted to her.


He looked down at his wife stunned by his lust. He wanted her and he
wanted to prove he was the man of the family. He looked down at her and
realized they were two different people, that sex between them would never
be the same, that he would never be satisfied with just her, that there
would have to be other people present, that he would have to have other
women and yes, he admitted with wild lightening streaks of jealousy and hot
sexual excitement, yes even watching other men fucking his wife.


He looked down at her, his hands on her naked stomach that gleamed with a
sexual sweat and felt her quivering breath beneath her hands and he wanted
her more than ever before, he wanted his wife as a carnal lascivious whore.
He wanted her and he wanted to teach her a lesson at the same time. A
sadistic side of him he had never suspected in his nature before came to
the fore as he ran his hands over her sweat slickened body and there wasn't
a sound in the room. No one moved and it seemed more difficult for him to
breath as his hands fondled her slippery breasts and his fingers played
with her nipples, pinching them as they slid between his fingers. A gleam
was in his eye as he bent naked over her, his penis thick and erect,
jutting out like some ancient war club. His voice was low and unusually
harsh as he said, "Turn over."


Although he whispered, his words were heard through-out the room above the
low playing jazz. It seemed, for a second they were all statues as no one
moved. They all stood or sat or lay in the flickering light of the movies
that were still going, projecting wild and erotic images on all four walls.
But no one paid attention.


All eyes were turned on the center of the room where Bob knelt menacingly
over his wife, slowly taking his hands from her breasts and Carol lay with
her legs obscenely split, her breads rubbery as her chest she heaved for
breath slowly and evenly. She looked up at her husband with a strange
little smile on her lips. Slowly, she brought her legs together. Her
expression never changed as the lower part of her body turned and one hip,
firm and round, stuck up as she exposed her tight-cheeked buttocks to one
side of the room and there was a collective gasp as they realized she was
going to do what he had asked.


She rolled over onto her stomach slowly, dreamily, taking her time and
savoring the delicious re-awakening thrill deep in her loins. He was going
to do something to her, he was going to do something lewd and depraved.
Tiny muscular spasms danced around her anus and caused the rectal ring to
contract then relax. She smiled wantonly; it was such a thrilling feeling.
She lay finally full on her stomach, her breasts fully curved hemispheres
under her. Her buttocks lay exposed in their full lush symmetry and Bob
gripped his cock in his hand and felt it hard and hot and ready to cum at
any moment. His lips were twisted in the wolfish semblance of a grin as he
watched his wife slowly spread her smooth and lovely formed thighs. The
sides of her buttocks became hollowed as she lewdly spread her legs and Bob
crawled between them, kneeling over her ass and slowly reaching and
spreading the softly trembling cheeks to expose her anus tight and
puckered, riding high in the softly yielding crevice between them.


Sweat was dripping from his face as be looked at her rectum and saw her
flexing it. Damn she was hot too, and be felt his breath come heavy through
his nostrils as the air in the room became stale and humid. Below her anus,
be saw the beginning of her cunt and the tight swollen vaginal lips covered
with wet curling pubic hair. Between the cheeks of her ass he could see
where a tiny rivulet of cunt-juice, that when she was hot and being fucked,
had trickled down between the cheeks of her buttocks and found its way to
her anus, lubricating it.


Taking one hand away, he thrust the head of his cock between her buttocks
and rubbed the head back and forth over the tiny puckered lips of her
rectum which felt tight and rubbery, resisting yet moistening the head at
the same time. Leaning over her, he pressed down with his hips and felt her
firm young flesh give slightly all around the tensed elastic entrance and
he saw his wife's dreamily lustful expression change to one of surprised
pain and he liked the look on her face and he pressed down harder, feeling
her flesh give even more.


Everyone in the room saw Carol's body tense and heard a grunt being forced
from her. She squeezed her eyes shut tight as Bob, behind her, shifted his
weight, spreading his knees and seized her hips in his hands and used his
superior strength to lift her ass cheeks and tilt them and he gritted his
teeth as he gave another sharp jab with his hips.


Carol's eyes flew open and grew wide and round. "Agggghhhhaa!"


For an answer, Bob bore down, placing the blunt, rubber-like head of his
cock directly over her anus and feeling the springy moistness of it, he
bore down hard.


"Bob! No!" Carol arched her back under the impact of the pain that stabbed
deep into her as she felt her anus being stretched until she thought it
would tear apart and the pain coursed through her loins and thighs like she
was being given a shock-treatment.


"Oh God, honey!" she screamed as she looked around at her triumphantly
grimacing husband with a pleading expression on her face. "I can't stand
it! I can't take it! Agggggghhhhhhhhhhaaaaar!"


Her scream rattled around in her throat, her body convulsing helplessly as
the thick round head of Bob's cock suddenly stretched the tight
elastic-like ring of her anus to the point where it sunk home with a sudden
quick, sensual "pop". The two of them froze momentarily as they both felt
the strange, unexpected reaction.


Her tight rubbery anal lips then closed tightly and hotly around the shaft
of his cock and he gasped, feeling it so tight that it hurt. Carol lay with
her face against the floor twisted in agony, in a silent scream. Neither of
them dare move for a few seconds because of the tightness of the fit and
the forbidden idea of doing something so lewd and perverted.


It was Bob who moved first, setting his jaw and slowly beginning. He could
stand the pain. In fact, it felt good. He watched his wife begin moving as
she knelt slavishly in front of him and how she twisted and groaned under
the pain, how she cast back imploring looks as he slowly, a quarter of an
inch at a time, thrust his cock deeper up into her tiny, painfully
stretched rectum, splitting her buttocks obscenely wider apart as people
crowded around to watch.


Bob felt himself full of a wild power. He was really going to do something
that she would never forget. Later, in other ways, he would get even with
her. Now, he was going to fuck her no matter how hard she pleaded. She
tried to raise her hands off the floor and failed as she felt his cock
expanding, completely filling her tiny, unused rectum, stretching it beyond
belief and slowly, savagely, beginning to fuck in and out.


She was impaled helplessly on her own husband's lust-hardened cock before
him on the floor as total strangers watched her be debased as she never had
been before and she put one hand in her mouth and bit on it to keep from
screaming as Bob suddenly began pumping lewdly in and out of her wide
stretched asshole. The pain shot deep in her and mixed in a smoky explosive
way with the lewd passion she felt deep in her crotch.


Bob was slow and unmerciful as he slowly stroked in and out the length of
his cock, the rectal skin pulling out with each withdrawal then rolling
back in again as he plunged home. Slowly, with a steadily mounting rhythm,
he pumped in and out of his wife's buttocks with Carol's hips picking the
rhythm up and her expression of pain subsided from her face and a new,
experiencing, curious, intent look of pleasure and preoccupation came over
her face.


Bob was sinking it all the way up in her intestines now as far as it could
go, pressing his pelvis up against her buttocks then rising until the
flanged head of his cock was almost pulling free and Carol's body was
reacting by thrusting her buttocks upward, gradually adjusting to his penis
in her rectum as an expression of wild lewd pleasure made her eyes show
white and her mouth hang open as she abandoned herself and thrust her
buttocks up higher, eagerly wanting them to ravaged by her husband, by the
whole room. A look of dark intense pleasure came across her face as her
hands worked themselves back to the tight cheeks of her buttocks and her
fingers reached to spread them further apart and allow him deeper
penetration in her rectum.


Bob really began fucking her hard, stroking in and out in long fast savage
strokes, his hands fighting for a better grip around her hips, his breath
coming fast and heavy as he felt an orgasm with the weight and heat of
molten hot lead begin deep in his loins and he shook his hear, impatient to
pump his hot cum deep up into his wife's adulterous young ass.


Underneath him, she shoved up with all her might. She felt she had the
strength for it, to enjoy this final pleasure and depravity. Yet, something
else was happening, Bob was doing something to her. His grip was changing
as he leaned way over her, forcing her head down on the floor as he leaned
his weight even more. He was stretching out his legs and she felt the
strength in his arms pulling her over.


With a low moan that seemed to tear itself from deep in her chest, she
sensed what he wanted to do and submitted herself by relaxing her body and
letting him roll them both over with his penis buried deep in her rectum.


They rolled over while the whole room watched and Carol lay on her back,
on top of her husband's stomach and chest. It was with a lazy movement, a
kind of sluttish abandonment that she let her legs split apart and fall on
either side of her husband's legs underneath her. She spread them slowly,
lying on her back with Bob's arms locked around her slim waist and her
breasts pointing up toward the mirror-ceiling.


She saw herself lying there with her thinly curling, pubic mound jutting
up and out. She let her head fall back over his shoulder and she spread her
legs even more, exposing the heavy, lust-thickened base of his cock lodged
deep in her rectum, splitting her buttock cheeks even more widely apart as
he moved, pumping slowly in and out.


His lewd sawing made her cunt react and the fluted edges grew taut and
every one in the room saw the pink lining of her cunt glinting with
moisture. It was obscene the way her body rode exposed on top of his and
the men in the room weren't long in taking advantage of it. Carol closed
her eyes as she felt a stranger mount on top of her and she felt his thick,
excitedly throbbing prick sliding into her hotly lubricated cunt and the
three bodies began to writhe together on the floor in a wanton insane
rhythm that would end with her hopelessly skewered and cumming while they
and others fucked her until she could hardly close her legs.


She lay sandwiched between two muscular men, writhing to the point where
she was stretched taut, her long legs extended out to the sides, lifted off
the floor, the muscles showing in her calves and thighs as the two men
fucked rhythmically in and out of her, wildly ravaging her groin.


Her fevered eyes glanced at the ceiling-mirror and she saw Bob's savage
face, his teeth bared and gritted as he fucked into her anus with all his 
might. And she saw the strong back and naked buttocks of a man who was
fucking her cunt viciously now, his sperm-laden balls slapping hard against
her buttocks right above where Bob's cock sodomized into her and spread her
ass cheeks obscenely apart.


It seemed everyone was watching as she looked in the mirror and her head
fell back over Bob's shoulder and she saw Mona standing, watching, smiling.
There were hands all over Mona's body, on her legs and thighs, on her firm
round ass, her stomach. They snaked upward to caress her breasts as Carol
watched. Mona was being dragged to the floor, the center of a mass of
writhing sweaty bodies. She was going to experience the same kind of gang
rape that Carol, herself, was going through at the very same moment.


Her eyes rolled white in her head as she felt an orgasm peaking in her
groin. She was being bucked and crushed between the men and her gaze was
jarred to the walls where she saw an image of a girl being fucked by two
men. With a gasp, she recognized the girl as herself with Bob beneath her.
Leo, at the console, had turned off the movies and trained hidden cameras
on her so that she could see her own rape. Her eyes were wild and wide as
she watched the walls in the mirror above and saw another man descending on
her. His thick hairy thighs blocked out most of her vision as he knelt by
her head and she saw the thick blossoming head of his cock slowly emerging
from the foreskin as be pulled the softly moving sheath back.


His rough hands were on her head, tangling in her hair and his cock was
brushing back and forth over her lips. She opened her mouth slightly and
allowed her tongue to lick out. Then she smiled brazenly, licking her lips
as she tasted a cock for the first time. She liked it! Her mouth opened, a
warm wet oval and she took the smooth spongy head in her mouth and sucked
it voraciously back into her throat. It acted as a signal for the man
fucking on top of her and Bob underneath to redouble their efforts and she
heard them roar and bellow as she felt white hot cum being pumped deep up
into her desperately milking bowels, filling the whole of her triple-fucked
young body with a wild desire.


The man on top of her rolled away from between her widespread thighs as
she still sucked hungrily, insanely, on the cock in her mouth. Then,
gradually, she felt Bob's cock deflate in her semen-flooded, forever
stretched rectum and slip out, aided by the slipperiness of his own cum.
Moments later, she rolled off him, never taking her mouth from the cock
fucking hotly up between her widely ovaled lips. Her finger and thumb
seized the shaft near the base and she slipped the foreskin skin back
further and thrilled as she felt the massive strength of his hips fucking
his cock in and out of her gratefully receptive mouth, as though it were
another tight, hairless little cunt.


She was kneeling over the man now, not knowing his name or even looking at
his face, not caring who he was, only caring for, her own fulfillment and
the fulfillment of others. Hard, erect cocks seemed to be waiting all
around her. She had one in her free hand and she shoved her buttocks up
higher in the air as she felt hard hands on her hips and the thick blunt
end of still another prick thrusting at her vagina from behind.


Then she too came, as she felt the hot flood of sperm gushing crazily down
her throat, letting her body jerk wildly between the cock in her mouth and
the one in her cunt as she groaned aloud and felt the red-hot bliss of hers
and all the others cum streaking searingly through her body. She knew it
would go on and on and fade away and come again. She knew that tonight she
would fuck and cum and be fucked and fucked until there was no more to be
had in the whole wide world Oh God! She loved it!!! She loved being fucked
by strange men's cocks!!!


CHAPTER TEN


Carol lay on the floor, clad in only a housecoat and shifted her weight to
take a sip of the Bloody Mary Bob had made for her. She squinted her eyes
in the morning sun and felt the ragged edges of her hangover from the night
before.


She stopped reading the papers spread about her on the floor and looked
around for a moment. The new house was nice and most of the decorations was
hers. She smiled, thinking of how much they now had compared with a short
year ago. At Bob's insistence, she quit working for Leo; Bob was earning
more than enough now. She smiled down at her drink and took another sip. It
was getting so they drank every night. And it was getting so that sex with
any one man was never enough. Bob was always off somewhere with other
women. Sometimes he even brought them home to make a triangle between the
three of them. He was pressing her now to go to bed with another woman and
himself. Mona. Mona was willing and Carol was finding herself tempted.


She got up, bolding her head and earned the drink across the room to the
great sliding doors and looked out at the patio and swimming pool. She saw
her reflection in the glass door and she smiled ruefully. After that wild
night at the McKern's they hadn't spoken to each other for days, each
feeling the other guilty of betrayal.


Then, Leo and Mona had changed all that. They came around and explained
the trap they had set. At their urging, Bob went to more parties at their
house. Carol couldn't bring herself to go or admit that she loved what
happened to her. Rather, she saw herself a victim of a monster plot in 
which she was humiliated and degraded. For awhile, they had separate rooms
and Carol was thinking of getting a divorce. For a while, it seemed that
Bob had changed so: he was hard and quick to make decisions. If she didn't
respond to his advances, he cut them off and left.


It was two things that kept them together.


The first was the money and contacts Bob was making. Through knowing Mona
and Leo, he had met plenty of big-time money. Somewhat bitterly, Carol had
thought that work and character didn't mean that much anymore. It was all
in who was sleeping with who, all in acts of depravity and lust.


The second thing was Leo. He came to the drive-in and locked the two of
them in the tiny office and sat down to hear whatever was on her mind. She
spilled her heart out and Leo listened. When she was finished, he grunted
and said, "A lot of what you say is true, a lot false. Look, Bob can meet
the people true, but if he hasn't got the ability, all the fucking in the
world isn't going to get him ahead. He can offer your body around town and
you could be a great red-hot lay, but if he didn't have the moxie or know
how to take care of a client's insurance needs, he wouldn't get their
business. Now, it's up to you. You can have a great life or you can sit
around and suffer and damn people for what they did to you." His rough
fingers touched her knee. "Realty Carol," he said, his voice quiet and
gentle, "You and Bob were such easy marks. Although neither of you could
admit it, you both needed to be seduced. You loved it but you still can't
admit it because you've got some ancient notion that wives aren't supposed
to act that way. Let me give you a piece of advice." He sat forward, his
voice urgent. "You listen now because I don't usually give people advice.
Act like a lady in the drawing room and like a whore in the bedroom. You'll
never have any trouble with your man. Think about it. Also, think about
this: we might not be as wrong as you are old-fashioned."


He had left with those words, leaving her alone to think and she was
thinking now as she stared out at the pool and her reflection in the glass
doors. She had certainly changed since those days and she imagined even
further changes.


She turned, the drink in her hand, the same smile on her lips as Bob came
from the bedroom, and shifted her weight all on one hip under the
housecoat. Bob, his hair wet from a shower, a bathrobe on, took her drink
from her hand and downed some saying, "Thanks, I needed that."


"Bob, I've been thinking," she said in a soft insinuating voice.


"I've been thinking too," he said, taking her in his arms.


Her housecoat slipped off one shoulder, revealing she was naked
underneath. He looked down at her soft whiteness, at the hollow under her
collarbone and the mound of flesh that begun at her breast. His hand
slipped into her housecoat and he felt her nipple soft and warm.


"Yeah, I've been thinking too."


She laughed. "About the same thing all the time," she answered, noticing
her voice was taking on a sexy, husky gin-whisper.


"What's on your mind, sweetheart?"


Her forefinger traced his lips out. "I've been thinking. Why couldn't we
do what Leo and Mona did to us? I mean, their friends are great but well,
aren't you getting a little tired of the same old bodies? How about
somebody new? Somebody who doesn't know?" She stood close to him, gently
rubbing her hips against him and feeling his growing excitement under his
bathrobe.


He smiled down at her. "Honey, I've been thinking the same thing. There's
this couple. There's this wife I'm going to hire as a file clerk. Young,
and Jesus, is she built!"


"Mmmmmmm. Why don't we talk about it in the bedroom? You can tell me all
about her husband!"
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FOREWORD


It is not often that we have a chance to see ourselves as others see us. 
Authoress, Carol Wilson, who has created numerous words of undeniable 
pertinence and validity, has brought to life the full meaning of this maxim 
in the 2 characters of Bob and Mary Moore. ... who eventually have this 
dubious privilege fostered upon them by their in-laws.


Young Mary Moore is particularly susceptible to the changes that take place 
in her handsome architect husband. Being a naturally shy and withdrawn 
person who has difficulty letting herself go, she is forced into an 
increasingly difficult relationship with her husband. Bob's own stresses are 
aggravated beyond measure by the antics of his wife's wealthy brother.


The foibles of the very rich have already been superbly dealt with by F. 
Scott Fitzgerald in The Great Gatsby, and although Ed Tierra does not begin 
to approach Jay Gatsby's extravagance, he nonetheless represents a similar 
kind of challenge to Bob Moore.


It is ironic that Bob discovers that this jaded man who just happens to be 
his brother-in-law is also a man of taste who can offer him the job of a 
lifetime. Miss Wilson's book is a moving and often memorable account of the 
agonies that this young couple must go through before they finally find a 
solution to their problems. Whether or not this solution is a fortunate one 
is left for the reader to decide. We think you will enjoy reading this book 
and will find it of highly informative value.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


"This one looks like a hot little number! I wouldn't mind getting my hands 
on those babies...."


"Ed, come on to bed ... that's the fourth time tonight that you've rifled 
through those pictures. Besides I thought you'd already picked out the 
girl!"


Leslie Tierra sat up in bed, a cross expression on her face. Wisps of her 
long red hair fell forward into her big green eyes, and she brushed them 
back as she looked across the large bedroom to the desk where her husband 
was still sitting, a magnifying glass in his hand as he surveyed a stack of 
pictures carefully.


"Yes...." he said impatiently, "That's the one I'm looking at!" The 
voluptuous young girl smiled back up at him from the photograph, and once 
more he felt his enormous cock growing stiff between his legs. Her 
shoulder-length hair shone in the studio lights, and the pale nudity of her 
softly curving body seemed to glisten as she happily performed the lewd task 
some photographer had asked of her.


"She looks very familiar...." Ed thought. "Very familiar."


The little entertainment he had planned for his guests the following night 
was bound to be a success. He smiled again and put the pictures away in the 
desk drawer. He was sweating a bit even though the air conditioner was on, 
but being a large man, he was used to it. He stood up and stretched, his 6 
feet 2 inches pajama clad figure making an imposing form in the elegant 
bedroom.


"Mmmmmm" Leslie thought, noticing the enormous bulge in his pants as he 
strode toward her. "Ed's got himself all worked up again!" She flicked off 
the light beside the bed, and moved over closer to his side, ready to 
welcome him when he got into the bed.


"What a night it's going to be!" Ed declared as he climbed in beside his 
wife.


"Tonight darling? ... or tomorrow's dinner party?" Leslie asked, snuggling 
her lithe, voluptuous body up against his, making sure that she rubbed the 
softly wisping, hair-fringed mound nestled snugly between her tapering 
thighs against her husband's straining cock.


"Both...." he replied, forcing his hardness against her willingly receiving 
vagina.


A few miles away across the Golden Gate bridge, Bob Moore sat at the kitchen 
table of the houseboat he and his young wife, Mary, had just rented. He 
looked around at the snug interior of the cozy floating house and felt 
pleased.


"What do you think...?" he asked Mary.


The lovely brunette girl came close to him, her shorty nightgown stopped at 
the tops of her thighs, and when she stood beside her young husband, he 
could feel the softness of the sheer nylon material brushing against his 
arm.


"I love it...." she said. Beneath their feet they could both feel the gentle 
pull of the waves, rocking the boat with an almost imperceptible motion: 
There was only one room, and the studio bed had already been pulled out, 
eating into much of the living space. Mary had made it up with new blue 
sheets, and she hoped that tonight Bob would be a little less preoccupied 
than usual.


"Ready for bed?" she asked, entwining one long slender finger in the mass of 
his curly blonde hair.


"Almost...." he replied. "I just want to work on a few ideas first...."


"Oh, honey ... come on ... tomorrow's not a work day ... and besides, we're 
going to my brother's dinner party tomorrow night ... when you talk to him 
he may have something else for you to work on!"


Bob felt a rise of anger. He wished she'd stop harping on her brother, and 
that damned party he'd agreed to go to!


"Listen, honey, just because your brother's a big deal land speculator, it 
doesn't mean he's going to automatically give me some incredible project to 
do!"


"Why not!?" Mary stood back from him. She just couldn't understand Bob 
sometimes. Her lower lips trembled as, feeling suddenly bold, she continued. 
"Why not? You're a brilliant architect ... and he's bound to need you!"


Bob started to reply in a heated tone. Couldn't she get it into her head 
that there was such a thing as professional pride? But seeing the earnest 
expression on Mary's face, and realizing that they were on the brink of 
another humdinger of an argument, he decided to tone it down. He didn't want 
their first night in their home ... even if it was a tiny houseboat in 
Sausalito ... to be a complete fiasco. And for all he knew, Mary was right 
... He'd never met her older brother, but he supposed that it was possible 
for a man to be a land speculator and to also have some integrity and taste 
... as un-likely as that seemed to him.


"Maybe you're right...." he said softly, reaching out to pull her to him. He 
grabbed her around the thighs, and heard her give a little squeal of 
surprise, as he squeezed hard. Turning the chair around a bit, he burrowed 
his face into the soft vee of her tiny belly, inhaling her flowery perfume. 
He let out a sigh, realizing that he was really just too tense ... had been 
for days, and more than likely Mary was getting tired of it.


"I'm sorry, honey," he said, "You know I've been under so much pressure that 
I think I've forgotten how to relax!"


Nothing had been going well. He had left the big firm he'd been working for 
in San Francisco when he decided he didn't want to go on designing 
multi-level concrete buildings that all looked the same ... and since then 
he had helped design two private houses in Marin county. Now the money was 
getting slim and he and Mary had moved from their more expensive apartment 
in the city to the cheaper, more romantic houseboat.


"I guess things can't go any other way but up now!" he said, as he began to 
expertly massage the small of Mary's shapely back.


"Oh, that feels so good ... ," Mary said. At last he was getting out of his 
sour mood. "And you'll see," she added, "you'll like Ed ... After all, he is 
my older brother ... and he's really nice!" She arched her back and then 
dropping down a little, she let the ripe mounds of her firm young breasts 
envelop his face.


Mary felt a little faint, the way she always did when she was certain that 
Bob was going to make love to her. She didn't know quite why, but she always 
felt a little inferior to him ... it always seemed that he knew so much more 
about life than she. From the days when they had first met, when she was 
just out of school, working for the summer in a car rental agency ... and he 
was a full-fl-edged architect. She had been thrilled then, when he'd asked 
her to marry him, she hadn't been able to get over her good fortune. It was 
a hangover from her life at home, where the precocious, early successes of 
her much older brother, Ed, had overshadowed her life from an early age.


"Mary will never amount to much!" she remembered hearing her mother say to 
her father one night years before. "Just make some man a good wife ... we 
hope!"


And even when she had turned out to be exceptionally pretty and was sought 
after by all the young boys at school, Mary never fully believed in her own 
beauty. Even now, when Bob told her she was beautiful she tended to 
disbelieve him.


"Come on...." Bob said. The close proximity of the deliciously wafting 
feminine odors of his half naked young wife were beginning to get to him. It 
had been a long time since they'd really made love, he realized, and what 
more perfect occasion than to break in their new bed.


Wordlessly, Mary followed as Bob led her across the room to their bed. She 
felt shy and awkward, and a little frightened. After being married a whole 
year she still wasn't used to the fact that it was all right to make love. 
There still seemed to be something wicked about it ... something forbidden. 
She lay back on the bed, conscious of her blonde husband's gaze as he bent 
over her prone body. She found it difficult to look him in the eye because 
of the bold things she could read there.


"Bob, don't look at me like that!" she cried.


"Why not?" he asked. "I'll look at you any way I want ... you're my wife, 
aren't you?" He continued to study her fragile features, the pert pose that 
always amused him, her full soft lips ... the creaminess of her complexion. 
His eyes swept down from her face to her shoulders, where the spaghetti 
straps of Mary's powder blue nightgown slipped down on either side, 
revealing a wide expanse of flesh down to the deep shadowy indentation 
between her full breasts. Beneath the transparency of her gown, he could 
make out the complete outline of her body, from the full brown tips of her 
breasts, about the size of half dollars, to the splendid curve of her hips 
and thighs. Once more he thought how perfect her body was. Never had he seen 
a woman more beautiful than she! He reproached himself mentally for not 
making love to her more often, while continuing to stare at the sheerly 
gowned package of femininity below him. He realized that she was blushing 
and becoming self-conscious during his long silence but he decided he would 
explore every crevice of her body if he liked before finally taking her, no 
matter how much she protested. Kneeling beside her, he slipped his hands 
beneath her nightgown, letting his fingers slide upward along the silken 
surface of her gently rounded belly, until he reached the round orbs of her 
firm white breasts. He clutched onto them, marveling at the feel of her 
large silken breasts in his hands, weighing them as though he were about to 
sell them on the open market, feeling their softness in his hands and 
twiddling the thick rubber-like nipples until they became hard and stiff.


"Oh!" Beneath him, Mary squirmed and wriggled almost as though she wanted to 
get away from him. But the acute sensations emanating from her tingling 
excited breasts were making her feel like anything but getting away! His 
lips came down to meet hers, and once more, she savored the wonderful taste 
of his mouth. His lips were hard and thin, and yet, he seemed to make them 
do incredible things when he kissed her. His tongue snaked forward, parting 
her full red lips, meeting her own tongue inside and moving wetly within the 
confines of her mouth.


Still his hands continued their steady kneading at her quiveringly taut 
breasts, and the combination of sensations made Mary arch her back upward 
... Bob pressed down on her with his hard torso, finally removing his hands, 
to replace them with the hardness of his chest. He slipped his hands behind 
her back and pressed her down into the mattress.


"OH, BOB!" she said into his mouth. "OH!"


His lips were running over her face, trailing wet lines of saliva across her 
cheeks, sliding back to her ear, down her neck and across her throat, while 
she whimpered helplessly, becoming caught up in a devastating wave of 
desire. He seemed to be all over her at once, and she found it difficult to 
breath. Her gown was crumpled softly around her waist, as she felt his 
weight lift up from her ... and even though her eyes were closed, she could 
tell that he was taking off his pajamas. A violent thrill ran through her, 
as his hands returned to her. She lay there before him, all of her exposed, 
her long shapely legs slightly parted, as submissive as a human sacrifice. 
He tugged upward on her nightgown, and she lifted her arms up and felt it 
being whisked from her head.


"Beautiful...." he was saying to her softly. "You're beautiful...."


She could feel a tightness in her loins ... the tenseness of anticipation. 
It seemed that her thighs were trembling slightly, as a certain dampness 
expanded from the hair fringe of the vee between her legs. Bob's fingers 
were traveling upward on her knee now, and she bit hard on her lower lip, as 
she realized that any second he would be nearing the downy nestling pussy 
that she harbored tightly between her thighs. Nervously, she groaned and 
pushed the full roundness of her buttocks hard into the mattress, awaiting 
the moment when his fingers would reach her moistening vaginal slit.


"Oh, God...." she thought. "It's been too long...." It had been weeks, two 
to be exact, since he'd made love to her, and now she could feel the 
accumulative effects of desire making her feel weak and soft inside. She 
felt the vulnerable area of her raven-haired pussy quivering as he smoothed 
along the skin of her upper thighs. HE WAS TAKING SO LONG!


She began to moan and tremble all over with excitement. He was almost there! 
Suddenly his thick fingers brushed the mound of her pussy, and she thought 
she would melt into the bed.


"OH. .!" Mary sighed and let the acute sensations of pleasure roll over her 
... and as Bob's lips nibbled once more at her and she felt his weight 
crushing down on her breasts again, she parted her trembling legs ever so 
slightly and at the same moment, Bob's middle finger slipped into the soft 
hair-fringed folds and crevices of her openly throbbing pussy. Bob grunted 
into her mouth as he felt how wet she was, and let the tip of his finger 
slide slowly along his young wife's wide open inner ridges within the shaDow 
nakedness of her baby tight pussy. The short fleecy curls tickled his 
invading fingers as he parted them with slow strokes, creating a burning 
friction within Mary's moistly seeping pussy that made her cry out with 
pleasure.


"You're so nice and wet...." he growled into her ear, as he continued to let 
his thick middle finger plow among the soft pulsing folds of her openly 
presented cunt. A sweet pleasure expanded within Mary's softly responding 
pussy as she felt the almost obscene thrill of his finger, exciting the 
secret depths of her virgin-like pussy.


"Oooooooooohhh ... ooooohhhhh, yes...." she crooned.


* * *


Leslie Tierra looked up at her husband. She could hardly make out his 
features in the darkened room, but from what she could see, she could tell 
that he was having another fantasy. Long ago, she had resigned herself to 
the fact that her wealthy husband would never be satisfied with just one 
woman, even though she knew that he loved her. She considered herself lucky 
to be let in on most of his escapades, and at rimes she herself was a 
participant. In exchange for her liberal mindedness she enjoyed a large 
measure of freedom that she had come to enjoy more and more. There is no 
denying it, she thought, it's a good life I've got with Ed, and even if he 
is thinking about the hot little bitch he's hired for tomorrow night ... I'm 
getting all the benefits! She reached up for him, and crushed him down tight 
to her, running her hands all over his back, eagerly exploring him as though 
she had never felt his naked body before. She could feel his big hard cock 
resting against her softly spread thighs, and now as she separated her legs, 
it pressed into the narrow hair-lined slit of her welcoming pussy.


"MMMMmmmmmm!!" Leslie lifted herself up a bit, so that her husband's thick 
throbbing penis gained even greater contact with the wet sensitivity of her 
inner flesh. She fell back with a little groan as it pulsed gently, the full 
length of it pressed and sandwiched between her moist, waiting cuntal lips.


Ed let his hands circle under his wife's alternately tensing and relaxing 
body. "Christ, she feels good!" he thought. He was never disappointed by her 
wonderful body techniques, and once more, he felt himself letting loose, 
preparing to dream any dream he liked while making love to the charming 
woman he'd married some ten years before.


"BIG MAN!" she groaned, squirming her loins up against his enlarged lust 
hardened penis so that he would know just what she was talking about. She 
pushed her lips firmly against his, writhing the flatness of her belly so 
close to his that Ed thought surely it must be hurting her. Her finger nails 
were skimming along his back as he pushed his hands far down, cupping the 
full loaves of her creamy white buttocks in his palms. He could feel his big 
cock twitching in the narrow furrow of her seeping cunt, as he felt the 
cushiony mounds of her nether cheeks, cool and soft in his hands. Someone 
had told him once that if a woman's ass was cold, it meant she was happy ... 
some Italian he'd met in a bar one night had told him it was an old Italian 
proverb. If that was true, he thought, his wife, Leslie was one happy woman 
right at that moment. Pulling slightly on either side, he spread her buttock 
cheeks wide, moving their fullness so that the entire area of her excited, 
hair-lined cunt was opened up and flattened still closer against him. He 
thought he heard Leslie growl a little as he started a slow up and down 
movement, letting the hardness of his engorged prick move up and down in the 
temptingly widespread split, feeling the moisture seeping moment by moment 
from the highly aroused channel of her tautly clenching vagina. The sound 
made him think of the performance he had planned for the male members of his 
dinner party the following night, and his mind turned to the image of the 
little dark haired girl whose picture was in his desk drawer.


Beneath him, Leslie's buttocks were beginning a desperate rotation up 
against his loins, and her mouth encouraged his to deeper and longer kisses. 
She had become the little brunette now, and it was that foxy little girl who 
now snaked her legs out wide on either side of his body, locking her high 
calves with surprising strength up against the back of his thighs, forcing 
him down further on her!


"Fuck me, lover ... why don't you fuck me!"


Leslie moaned into his mouth, But it wasn't Leslie ... it was the girl in 
the photo ... he had even forgotten her name ... but that face and that body 
... he would never forget! He could not hold back another second. Groaning 
above her, he reached down between their closely pressed bodies and grabbed 
hold of the pulsing hardness of his cock feeling her pulling herself up so 
that she could guide the thick rock hard cudgel between the separated lips 
of her lust-filled cunt. The soft red hair of her pulsing vagina parted 
widely as the blood-filled head pushed slowly forward, grazing up and down 
against her tormented straining pussy.


"MMMMmmmmmm!!" Leslie lifted herself up a bit, so that her husband's thick 
throbbing penis gained even greater contact with the wet sensitivity of her 
inner flesh. She fell back with a little groan as it pulsed gently, the full 
length of it pressed and sandwiched between her moist, waiting cuntal lips.


Ed let his hands circle under his wife's alternately tensing and relaxing 
body. "Christ, she feels good!" he thought. He was never disappointed by her 
wonderful body techniques, and once more, he felt himself letting loose, 
preparing to dream any dream he liked while making love to the charming 
woman he'd married some ten years before.


"BIG MAN!" she groaned, squirming her loins up against his enlarged lust 
hardened penis so that he would know just what she was talking about. She 
pushed her lips firmly against his, writhing the flatness of her belly so 
close to his that Ed thought surely it must be hurting her. Her finger nails 
were skimming along his back as he pushed his hands far down, cupping the 
full loaves of her creamy white buttocks in his palms. He could feel his big 
cock twitching in the narrow furrow of her seeping cunt, as he felt the 
cushiony mounds of her nether cheeks, cool and soft in his hands. Someone 
had told him once that if a woman's ass was cold, it meant she was happy ... 
some Italian he'd met in a bar one night had told him it was an old Italian 
proverb. If that was true, he thought, his wife, Leslie was one happy woman 
right at that moment. Pulling slightly on either side, he spread her buttock 
cheeks wide, moving their fullness so that the entire area of her excited, 
hair-lined cunt was opened up and flattened still closer against him. He 
thought he heard Leslie growl a little as he started a slow up and down 
movement, letting the hardness of his engorged prick move up and down in the 
temptingly widespread split, feeling the moisture seeping moment by moment 
from the highly aroused channel of her tautly clenching vagina. The sound 
made him think of the performance he had planned for the male members of his 
dinner party the following night, and his mind turned to the image of the 
little dark haired girl whose picture was in his desk drawer.


Beneath him, Leslie's buttocks were beginning a desperate rotation up 
against his loins, and her mouth encouraged his to deeper and longer kisses. 
She had become the little brunette now, and it was that foxy little girl who 
now snaked her legs out wide on either side of his body, locking her high 
calves with surprising strength up against the back of his thighs, forcing 
him down further on her!


"Fuck me, lover ... why don't you fuck me!"


Leslie moaned into his mouth, But it wasn't Leslie ... it was the girl in 
the photo ... he had even forgotten her name ... but that face and that body 
... he would never forget! He could not hold back another second. Groaning 
above her, he reached down between their closely pressed bodies and grabbed 
hold of the pulsing hardness of his cock feeling her pulling herself up so 
that she could guide the thick rock hard cudgel between the separated lips 
of her lust-filled cunt. The soft red hair of her pulsing vagina parted 
widely as the blood-filled head pushed slowly forward, grazing up and down 
against her tormented straining pussy.


"NOW!" She urged, and Ed flicked his hips forward with a cruel thrust that 
he hoped would spear that little girl in the picture good and hard on his 
lust bloated cock. He drove it into her with a fresh splitting lunge that 
made her cry out beneath him. The warm sheath of her willingly open cunt 
slipped wetly over his naked sensitive cock, and he heard her moan again as 
her tightly clasping vaginal muscles closed around him. He let his long 
thick cock slide up into the full depths of his wife's straining belly, 
feeling the walls of her cunt warm and tight giving way around his advancing 
prick, letting the length of his stiff cock ease into the wetness of her 
welcoming inner passage.


"It's gonna be a good fuck!" he thought.


"OOOOOOHHHHH!" she groaned out beneath him, her whole body becoming rigid as 
his big cock reached the farthest point of her daring vaginal passage, his 
full testicles slapping hard into the widespread crevice of the widespread 
cheeks of her upturned buttocks. She twisted a little to the side, and he 
thrust again, harder this time, to strike that high spot once more ... the 
sensitive tip of her defenseless vagina. She jumped again, and let loose a 
low howl of mixed pain and pleasure and then lay still a second, as though 
she had been impaled by a deadly instrument.


Ed felt the flush of his entry sweep over him in a wave of male chauvinism. 
How good it felt to fuck a cunt this way ... to feel her lying there 
submissive and helpless beneath him! God ... fucking cunts was just about 
all there really was to life ... and he for one intended to get as many as 
he could before it was all over!


Leslie lay happily stunned by the enormous pleasure her husband's driving 
cock had given her, just by entering her with such force. She let herself 
become more passive than she might ordinarily have been, sensing intuitively 
that this was what Ed wanted at the moment. She was a young girl again ... 
defenselessly being fucked by this older man. She whimpered a little and 
felt him flick the head of his prick inside her, creating another swell of 
pleasure inside her that brought another low moan from between her clenched 
teeth.


"I'm going to fuck you good!" Bob looked down at Mary, letting his cock 
remain poised at the entrance of her warm dark pussy. "Did you like it with 
my finger ... do you like finger fucking?"


Mary remained silent, a feeling of intense mortification overtaking her. She 
wished he wouldn't say such things ... or use such awful language!! ... that 
he would just make love to her without "these added charades. He seemed to 
enjoy asking her embarrasing questions about what she was feeling or about 
what they were doing ... and she certainly preferred not to have to think 
about such matters. He also knew that she preferred making love with the 
lights out but always insisted on having them on.


"I like to see you...." he told her. And now, he was going to insist upon 
using those words ... on talking about what they were doing! When all she 
really wanted was....


Suddenly his big thick cock was ramming forward into her, teasing the 
entrance of her small, hidden, almost virginal vagina as it pushed steadily 
forward. She screamed, alarmed by his sudden entry ... as though he were 
angry with her. opening her eyes wide as she felt the girth of his hard 
advancing prick filling her. The sensitive flesh of her cunt seemed to move 
in ridges before the ever advancing pole of his throbbing cock. Her white 
shapely thighs spread further still by the pressure of his loins, she could 
feel their tendons stretching as a shaft of pain filled her wetly clinging 
pussy with each advancing centimeter of Bob's upward surging cock.


"BOB BOB ... NO ... NOT SO FAST!!! YOU'RE SO BIG TONIGHT!" But it was too 
late for Bob to stop now. It felt too good! He surged forward, feeling the 
sweat break out all over his muscular body as Mary's taut cuntal muscles 
squeezed against the outside of his blood swollen cock. The head was 
advancing with deliberate intensity dredging forward, exploring the 
tremulous depths of his young 19 year old wife's fearfully cringing pussy. 
He was going to make her forget her silly inhibitions this time ... he 
decided, as he felt his cock driving higher still, and surging upward toward 
the end of her cunt.


With a grunt he fell against her, feeling Mary tremble from the sheer force 
of the impact of his thickly impaling cock, swelling within her clenching 
pussy.


"BOB!" she gasped, but he immediately withdrew his cock, pulling it only 
halfway out however, before sliding it into her again, without giving her a 
chance to catch her breath Grabbing hold of her quivering thighs, he pulled 
them apart with each hand, holding onto the firm fleshed columns from 
underneath so that he could manipulate her legs with each thrust, while 
beneath them the watery waves of the bay licked at the bottom of the little 
houseboat adding an extra rhythm to the regular pounding that Bob began 
against Mary's quivering upthrust buttocks. With each blow, her tight thin 
lipped cuntal sheath opened up just a bit more, and Bob could feel it 
getting wetter and wetter inside seeping around the taut shaft of his 
throbbing prick, even though she continued to protest his rough treatment.


"It ... It's too bad...." he thought with a sudden hardness, "Tonight I 
really want a fuck and that's all!"


Mary could feel tears of bitterness welling up inside her. It had been long 
enough since he had made love to her, and now this brutal treatment. Who did 
he think she was anyway?! He was pushing her legs back so far that she was 
almost bent in two ... almost as if he wanted to punish her for something! A 
drop of his sweat fell onto her face from his chest as he rose and fell 
above her pushing her entire body inches forward on the bed with each 
thrust.


"OPEN UP!" he cried, his eyes glazed with lust. "OPEN UP MORE!"


Ed ground his pelvis further down into Leslie's squirming flesh, as she 
squirmed upward to meet him, working her loins so that his tautly plunging 
cock sunk to the hilt inside her hungrily clasping red-haired cunt. She 
began to moan ceaselessly, her beautiful tapered legs scissoring in and out 
as her mouth gaped open wide and her head began to flail from side to side 
on the big double bed. "Oh, ED ... ED! OH' IT'S GOOD ... SOOO GOOOD!" she 
began to cry. "More ... MORE!"


Ed reached beneath his wife's jiggling white buttocks, visualizing the 
little dark haired girl. Boy he was really giving it to her good ... He was 
really giving her a royal screw! He drove his lust swollen cock rhythmically 
into the slippery depths of her warmly receiving cunt, listening to the wet 
noises that expanded into the room about them. Stretching the crevice of her 
tender buttocks as wide as possible without missing a stroke, he slid the 
tip of his middle finger inside, searching for the puckered entrance of her 
anus.


Finding it, he ran his finger around the tight little rim, lubricating it 
with the moisture from her drenched pussy that ran down into the widespread 
crack with each of his powerful thrusts into her. He pushed hard against it, 
and felt the tight elastic ring give with each little stroke. Then suddenly 
it gave way, and his finger slid forward into the dry interior, feeling the 
tightness of Leslie's nether sphincter close vigorously around it. His 
finger slid forward to the first joint with a small popping sound, and 
Leslie almost jumped two inches off the bed with the startling pain.


"ED! It hurts!!!"


Ed answered with another thrust and a flick forward of his hips that sent 
the two contradictory sensations speeding through Leslie's nervous system. 
Pain and pleasure mixed and she found herself grinding her buttocks back to 
meet his thrusting finger. It had sunk in so deep now that the palm of his 
hand was flat against her buttocks, and Ed could feel his big pulsing cock 
growing and expanding inside her tight pussy, made still tighter by the 
pressure of his finger inside the clinging wall of Leslie's rectum. He 
thought he would burst apart any second from the intense pleasure he was 
getting as his ramming prick continued it's lustful journey and his finger 
jiggled mercilessly upward inside her tightly constricted anus. His 
testicles were slapping heavily against her exposed behind and he knew it 
wouldn't be much longer before he would fill her with everything he had! 
That pert little face surrounded by dark wavy curls that he'd seen in the 
photo on his desk replaced his redheaded wife's as he began long smooth 
strokes inside her, timing them to the motion of his finger that was rammed 
high inside her warm brown asshole. She was riding along with him, giving as 
good as she was getting, answering his every motion as they neared 
completion. She cooed and gurgled beneath him, lost in the fire that was 
consuming them both, receiving his merciless fucking with delight and 
returning his thrusts by upthrusts of her own, until they were jostling and 
bouncing on the bed in a mindless tumble, "oooohhhhh, fuck it ... get it!!" 
she chanted beneath him, suddenly beginning to pour forth a torrent of 
cursewords. "RIGHT THERE!!! THERE!! HARDER! HARDER!" Her eyes were rolling 
back in their sockets as her face became an almost unrecognizable mask of 
lust, her upraised crotch received Ed's buffeting loins with stoicism, 
begging for the hard jolts that sent her into another world of ecstasy. Her 
legs were jackknifed back tight against her large nippled breasts, so that 
he had the complete benefit of her widespread pussy and her skewered anal 
passage. She let out the low wail of a cornered animal as she offered her 
most intimate parts to him to use as he wanted.


"Oh ... do it to me ... do it to meeeeeeeee!" she cried.


"I'M CUMMING!" Ed coughed suddenly, spurred on by his wife's words. The 
young girl beneath him was cumming too, just as he had known she would, and 
still her lovely face hung before his mind's eye as if in a dream ... she 
looked so familiar ... so beautiful ... young, fresh ... that good little 
pussy just waiting for his cock...."FUCKING YOU!" he cried suddenly, "I'M 
FUCKING YOUR LITTLE PUSSY FILLING IT UPPPPPP!" Below, she was mumbling 
incoherently as he felt his sperm racing forward along the length of his 
tormented cock. His hammering cock was being besieged by a million pinpoints 
of pleasure, and it was building higher and higher into a stormy explosion. 
Their two bodies panted together and bucked upward in a final series of 
spasms that made them a mass of arms and legs, wet clinging mouths and 
streaming orifices, around it. His finger slid forward to the first joint 
with a small popping sound, and Leslie almost jumped two inches off ceiling. 
She had been blasted into a wonderful world by her husband's powerful 
fucking, and her orgasm was setting her mind to spinning, her frazzled nerve 
endings to twitching as over and over again she was racked with delicious 
sensations that emanated from her quiveringly excited pussy. Nostrils 
flaring, she hooked her heels onto Ed's still bucking back until both of 
them came to a shivering halt. After a few seconds as if by prearranged 
signal, they both collapsed on the bed. Ed's cock lying still high up inside 
Leslie's still trembling pussy.


Ed's panting mouth lay near her ear, and Leslie began to come again. "God," 
she thought, "whoever he was thinking about ... she surely was a lulu!" She 
smiled to herself and squeezed her cuntal muscles slightly, feeling a 
wonderful renewal of her orgasm and saying "thank you" to Ed's deflated but 
still thickly pulsing cock.


"What a hot little cunt you are, baby...." Ed murmured into his trembling 
wife's ear. He was wondering if he could get a crack at the girl after the 
show. He was almost sure he could ... probably it would just be a matter of 
money ... or charm, or both ... and he was prepared to expend as much of 
either as would be necessary.


Leslie smiled as he rolled a little to the side and she felt his cock 
slipping wetly out of her satiated, tingling vagina.


"Thank you, darling," she said, already half asleep.


Bob's buttocks hollowed and flexed as he drove himself hard into Mary's 
loins. Her legs were wrapped tightly around his body, but her hands were 
pawing at his back. Beyond trying to give her pleasure, Bob had given up, 
and was now in a race with himself to the finish. If only he could get her 
to admit that she was a real woman at last and no longer a little girl. It 
made him mad that she was still trying to get him to stop, and he let his 
giant cock spear down into her tight wet pussy like the piston of a well 
oiled machine, bringing himself indescribable joy, but creating nothing but 
pain within the unused depths of Mary's abused pussy.


He could see that Mary was crying in earnest now, but he was almost there. 
It would all be over shortly and she could roll over and go to sleep. Bob's 
hand ground down hard into her soft defenseless breasts as he suddenly 
stiffened out. Mary could feel his already bloated cock grow even harder 
inside her and she screamed out in anger and pain. Then there was a gush of 
wetness inside her and she could feel Bob's rock hard penis spurting inside 
her with big splashes that filled her tightly resisting pussy. He was 
grunting like a madman above her, and as she looked at him with horror she 
could hardly recognize the man she married. He had always been so gentle 
with her before, so good and understanding except for his occasional lapse 
into obscene language.


Bob arched his back and let his climaxing cock strike savagely against her 
tight defenseless pussy. Beneath him, Mary closed her eyes tightly to blot 
out the awful image of her husband's lewdly distorted features. Briefly, she 
wondered what she had done to deserve such treatment, and the only thing she 
could think of was that Bob was angry with her for forcing him to go to her 
brother Ed's dinner party the following night. It wasn't fair, she thought, 
it just wasn't fair!


"Fuck back ... fuck back!" he cried as Bob fucked into the expanding power 
of his orgasm. It was almost as if some divine power had taken hold of him 
as his head snapped back and he ground down hard into his wife's exposed 
pussy. It tore through him like lightning, and he felt spasm after spasm 
rush through him, shaking his entire body with overwhelming pleasure. His 
tingling balls throbbed hotly as he finally came to a grinding halt, feeling 
a strange letdown after his initial pleasure. Mary's sobs came to his ears 
as he lay panting on top of her small helpless body.


"Oh, shut up!" he cried. "Just shut up!"


CHAPTER TWO


There was a soft tinkle of music coming from the inside of the house as Bob 
and Mary drove up to the big mansion.


"Wow!" Bob thought to himself, "What a pad!" He felt instantly resentful on 
seeing it however, even thought he had promised himself not to. He'd already 
gotten himself into enough hot water the night before. Mary hadn't said more 
than two words to him all day, and the ride to her brother's dinner party 
had been made in almost complete silence. He had tried everything to get her 
to forgive him for the previous night's transgression including bringing her 
a present of a little statue of an Egyptian princess, who resembled Mary to 
a tee. But nothing helped ease the frosty cold shoulder she continued to 
give him, and he had begun to feel that he had really gone too far ... 
perhaps she would never get over it!


He knew that he had been silly refusing to meet her wealthy older brother 
for the several months that the man had been newly located in the Bay area 
... but the whole thing had smacked of everything he was against ... and the 
idea that Mary couldn't understand that he wanted to make it on his own 
really irked him! Now, however, there was no getting out of it, and their 
financial position wasn't such that he could afford to refuse anything Ed 
TieFra might offer him. Assuming he was offering!


Bob felt slightly uncomfortable in the formal suit he was wearing, but his 
image in the mirror before he left the houseboat told him that he looked 
good. In spite of himself, he was looking forward to the evening, ... and to 
showing Mary that he could handle himself in such company.


An attendant stepped out and Bob realized that he was going to park the car 
for him. He let Mary out first, and as Bob walked around to the other side 
of the car, he couldn't help noticing how the young man was looking at his 
wife. He had suggested that Mary wear a dress with a little higher neckline 
... the one she had chosen to wear was almost indecent! He didn't mind 
seeing them on other men's wives but he thought that Mary was to wear what 
he thought of as femme fatale clothes. Now that he saw the attendant looking 
directly down into the astoundingly evident cleavage of Mary's breasts, he 
felt distinctly annoyed. Then just as he reached them, he was astonished to 
see Mary flash one of her bright, encouraging smiles at the young man. He 
could feel himself getting hot under the collar. She was obviously doing it 
on purpose ... just to annoy him! But he resolved not to say anything about 
it, and tight lipped, he took Mary's arm and escorted her up the stairs 
"Mary!!" Bob saw a tall corpulent man rushing forward to greet them. Mary 
squealed and the man he assumed was Ed Tierra swept her up in his arms and 
gave her a big bear hug and kiss. Bob stood by and glanced nervously into 
the big room. There was a thin blue haze of cigarette smoke floating over 
the small gathering of people. There were to be twelve in all for dinner, 
and most of the others had already arrived. Bob could tell just by glancing 
at them that they were all from the cream of San Francisco society, and he 
was just about to adjust his black bow tie, when Ed Tierra turned to him.


"So here's the long lost husband!" Ed said, beaming, one arm still flung 
around Mary's shoulders. "Hope you've been taking good care of my baby 
sister ... from the looks of her you have! God, you look terrific Mary ... 
guess you're not a little girl anymore!"


Bob shifted uncomfortably ... none of this required any real answer from 
him, but he found himself chuckling and chortling as though his wife's 
brother had actually said something witty, and as he did, he hated himself 
for it. It was all starting off wrong, and he could feel Mary's dark eyes on 
him, appraising him, accusing him ... of not really taking good care of her 
at all ... for one thing, there was last night. The image of her firmly 
jiggling white buttocks widely separated below his big thrusting cock as it 
speared her thin futily resisting vaginal lips still hung in his mind like a 
dream and he couldn't believe that he'd really done it to her that way.


The piano music was coming from the large living room, and now Bob could 
tell that there was a small combo playing softly for the dinner guests.


"Well, come along in...." Ed was saying, "let's introduce you around. So, 
you're an architect, Bob ... Mary tells me you're a brilliant one too ... 
we'll have to discuss that later on...." He was propelling them toward the 
ornately decorated room, where several heads were already turning curiously 
in their direction. There was no time to think of anything, and Bob found 
himself shaking first this hand, then another, as the elegant guests were 
introduced. He was conscious of the fact that Mary seemed to be basking in 
the limelight of her brother's house, and he had to admit that she looked 
absolutely beautiful in the creamy beige dress that set off her dark good 
looks to perfection. He felt a pang of loneliness stab him as he realized 
that she wasn't really with him. She was still angry, even though she was 
talking to him now ... it was only a show for the company.


And then he was looking at one of the most wonderful looking women he had 
ever seen. She was smiling at him and coming toward him, and then she 
brushed past, and managed to kiss Mary on the cheek while still looking 
directly at him.


"My wife, Leslie...." Ed said proudly.


"I'm so glad Mary has finally brought you to see us...." Leslie said. Bob 
felt himself blushing under the slightly older woman's frank gaze. Christ, 
he thought, she's got green eyes ... and that red hair of hers didn't come 
out of any bottle!


Leslie appraised the young couple in front of her, noting that her husband 
Ed was drifting away to talk to Morton McDonough, a business associate of 
his. She heard the two men laughing as they walked away and she surmised 
that they were talking about the entertainment planned for later that 
evening.


My, she thought, looking up at Bob, you're a handsome one ... little Mary 
didn't do so badly after all!


"I suppose we're in-laws!" she said aloud. "I've never been a sister-in-law 
before ... but I'm sure it's going to be a wonderful experience!"


Mary laughed, and the two women launched into a discussion about Mary's 
dress, where she had bought it, etc. But Bob found that his face was still 
flushed from Leslie's words, and he couldn't help noticing that she had 
freckles sprinkled charmingly across the creamy roundness of her breasts, 
the tops of which he could quite clearly see through a light hazy covering 
of green chiffon.


He felt suddenly excited by the whole evening in a way he hadn't 
anticipated. He knew certainly that women like Leslie Tierra existed, but to 
be actually face to face with one ... and what was more, related to one, Was 
another story entirely. He began to forget about Mary's attitude, and to 
concentrate a little more on what he had to admit was a fascinating 
gathering.


Trays of drinks were circulating through the room, and Bob chose a martini 
first, and then shortly afterward he stopped a waiter and took another. The 
cool liquid hit just the right spot in his throat and belly, and he found 
himself warming to the whole prospect of talking business with his wealthy 
brother-in-law. He could see him from a distance moving easily among the 
ladies, charming them with a word or two, then moving on to the men whom he 
treated with equal flair. Bob could tell by the way the men responded to him 
that they were all very pleased to have been invited to the party and to be 
in the company of Ed Tierra and his wife, Leslie. He had willingly let Mary 
drift further and further away from him, glad of the opportunity to be on 
his own for a while. He was standing by the fireplace, his drink in his hand 
watching everything with good humor. when he noted that Mary and her brother 
were deep in conversation at the far end of the room where the musicians 
were playing. For a moment he toyed with the idea that she might be 
complaining to him about the way he had treated her last night. But then he 
remembered that Mary and her older brother had never been all that close, 
there being such a wide distance in their ages, that Ed was full grown and 
already into heavy business deals while Mary was still a child. And yet, Bob 
knew how much Mary looked up to the older man, respecting him in a way that 
sometimes made Bob a little uneasy ... it was a lot to have to live up to!


He picked another martini from a passing tray and all this was running 
through his mind as he took a healthy swig from the delicate glass, humming 
the tune that the musicians were playing and feeling the gentle buzz he was 
getting from the alcohol fill him with a sense of anticipation. Something 
interesting was certain to happen before the night was through. Just as he 
was thinking this, he sensed a presence directly behind him and at the same 
time he got a whiff of a deliciously spicy perfume. He whirled about to see 
Leslie standing there looking at him, her eyes glinting in such a way that 
he was certain she was mocking him, but her lips smiling in such a friendly 
manner that Bob decided he must be mistaken about the look in her eyes. Her 
soft red hair fell gently to her shoulders, caressing the creamy smoothness 
of her skin. Her chiffon scarf had fallen away and she trailed it casually 
in one hand, letting it sweep the floor, while with her other hand, she held 
up her glass proposing a toast to Bob.


"Here's to the family!" she said, drinking her bubbly glass of champagne 
down, and holding her head back so far that Bob could see the entire 
swallowing process taking place in her throat.


"Dinner is going to be served now," she said, "Would you like to go in with 
me ... I see that Ed is over there with Mary. You're seated next to me, you 
know, so we can get acquainted over what I hope you will find an excellent 
supper!"


"I'm sure I will," Bob replied politely, cursing himself for not thinking of 
something more witty to say. Every word that came out of his mouth made him 
feel like a nitwit next to Leslie Tierra, and he realized that given the 
opportunity she could probably make him feel as foolish as a school boy. 
Leslie took his arm, and they began to walk toward the dining room. As they 
walked, Leslie talked to him in her slow husky voice.


"I hope you'll enjoy yourself, Bob" she said, "Ed is really quite proud of 
our "little" evenings" ... the one he's planned tonight is a little special, 
so don't be too surprised by anything that might happen!"


"Now what the hell does she mean by that?!" Bob wondered. But they were 
already in the dining room by now, and the others were taking their seats. 
It was the first time Bob had been anywhere where there were actual place 
cards, and it wasn't a joke. Sure enough, his was directly next to Leslie's 
and they were sitting at the far end of the table, directly opposite Ed. 
Mary smiled in his direction as she took her seat beside her brother.


He smiled back, grateful that she was perhaps beginning to forget their 
little game. He noticed that she seemed unusually flushed, and that a mesh 
of her beautiful dark hair had fallen forward, across her forehead. 
Something about this sight disturbed him, but he wasn't quite sure what ... 
but as a salad of shellfish and cold sliced dill tomatoes was placed before 
him, he decided to concentrate on the food. He was starving! The wine was a 
light Rhine wine that complimented the flavor of the shellfish and as soon 
as he had finished one glass, the waiter filled another. Course followed 
course, and he found that his charming hostess and sister-in-law was turning 
most of her attention to him. It made him feel uncommonly good, and he 
couldn't help feeling a little swell of masculine pride that she seemed to 
be hanging on his every word.


At the other end of the table, Mary sipped her wine. She really was feeling 
very lightheaded. It was exhilarating to be in her brother's company, and 
she felt flattered that he was paying so much attention to her ... after all 
she thought he could probably be talking business with some of the 
businessmen present ... and yet he's listening to my small talk. She 
couldn't get over how handsome he looked in his brocade jacket, his greying 
hair making him even more sophisticated than she remembered him. She hadn't 
seen him in over two years, since he'd been busy building a real estate 
empire for himself in Nevada. She was thrilled to think that now that he'd 
moved to California, she would be seeing a lot of him. She was positive that 
her brother would see to it that Bob got a decent position, probably with 
one of his own companies ... and she had already gotten a good response from 
him in that direction while they were talking earlier. She was sure that 
once Bob was working steadily on something interesting, and once he was 
making a good salary, his moodiness would cease. After what had happened the 
night before, she was more than ever determined to see to it that her 
wealthy elder brother helped out!!


She could hear Ed now talking to an elderly man who was sitting across from 
him and directly next to her. Snatches of their conversation reached her 
ears, and she wondered what it was they were talking about.


"Oh, you won't be disappointed this time, Jack. It's a lulu!"


"You've never put on a disappointing show yet, Ed ... but what about the 
women....are you going to let them in on this one?"


"Are you kidding!? ... not this group anyway ... ah, I'm not saying that one 
or two of them wouldn't really get a charge out of it ... but we might as 
well keep it a simple thing ... this time ... pure and simple!"


The laughter of the two men seemed to exclude her so definitely from their 
presence that Mary felt almost embarrassed at having overheard them. But the 
heat of the wine running through her veins made her boldly ask, "What is it 
... what's going to happen?"


Ed turned to her and spoke easily, his deep voice reassuring her by its tone 
alone. "Oh, it's a business presentation ... a little fund raising for the 
new corporation ... men only I'm afraid ... just as well, I think it would 
bore you to tears ... besides it will only last half an hour and during that 
time you girls will be enjoying dessert and brandy in the drawing room!"


" 'Oh ... do you think Bob would be interested?" she asked, thinking it 
would be the perfect occasion for her husband to get in on the ground floor, 
since she knew that her brother was planning several large building 
complexes in downtown San Francisco.


Ed looked down toward Bob. He smiled when he saw that his wife Leslie was 
busy chatting with his handsome blond brother-in-law, and after a short 
pause, replied, "Yes, I'm sure he will be interested ... very!!"


"I'll see you after the presentation, darling," Mary said, pressing her 
husband's hand. She wanted to apologize to him for not speaking to him all 
day ... but she didn't quite know how to do it. She was certain that in one 
evening their lives were going to be transformed, and she would never have 
to worry about Bob treating her like that again!


"It certainly is old fashioned," she heard one of the women present 
complaining, as the ladies entered the spacious drawing room. "Imagine, the 
men going off together while we sit and do needle work!" There was general 
laughter, but none of them really minded being excluded from the 
Presentation, since it, they knew, entailed something of benefit to their 
husbands and themselves. Only Leslie Tierra knew that she would not be 
spending the entire length of the presentation isolated with the women. It 
was in her interest to know just what was happening in her house, at all 
times, and this evening was no exception!


Bob returned his wife's hand squeeze before entering the enormous room that 
Ed Tierra called his "office," but he was more interested in something that 
Leslie had just said to him than in the fact that Mary was no longer angry 
with him. Her words at the dinner table, while they were finishing up the 
pheasant and wild rice, still rung in his head. "You look like an open 
minded sort...." she'd said cryptically, "I'll be most interested to see if 
you last the night!"


Bob could hear the other men talking in excited hushed tones to each other 
as they entered the room. He supposed that it was going to be the usual kind 
of financial presentation with an excess of figures and a lot of optimistic 
statements ... he felt bored in advance, and yet he was curious to get a 
glimpse behind the scenes of a real operator like his brother-in-law. 
Looking around, Bob could see that the older man had disappeared, and he 
supposed that he was getting ready to give his talk somewhere behind the 
scenes. At the front of the rectangular room there was large podium, and a 
veil of tan curtains hid the small stage from view. Bob took a seat in one 
of the easy chairs provided for the guests, and accepted the offer of 
Havanna cigars that were being passed among the men. He examined the cigar 
appreciatively, and wondered how in hell Ed managed to get them, since he 
knew it had been many years since the Cuban and American governments had 
stopped trading in the wonderful tasting cigars. But he decided not to look 
a gift horse in the mouth, and settled back in his seat to wait. Champagne 
was being poured in clear crystal glasses, and the sparkling liquid felt 
good in his throat. He was feeling unusually mellow and content, and yet 
inside he had a sense of adventure that made him pleased to be where he was.


"It's nice to be pampered like this," he mused, letting a happy, relaxed 
feeling settle over him. The lights dimmed in the room, and Bob could sense 
the attentiveness of the other men. The room was perfectly quiet except for 
the sound of an occasional drag on a Cuban cigar, as blue smoke spiraled 
upward toward the ceiling. There was a movement to his side, and Bob turned 
his eyes from the stage just in time to see Ed Tierra slip into a seat at 
the far edge of the room. Turning back, Bob was astounded to see a young 
girl standing in the middle of the stage, with her back to the audience. He 
gasped, because at first sight, he was almost certain that the girl was his 
wife, Mary! Her body seemed almost exactly the same, and she had the same 
dark curly hair that fell softly to her shoulders. She was wearing a short 
red dress that barely reached the tops of her full, well rounded thighs. 
Then she turned a semi-profile to the audience of six men and Bob could see 
that although she was beautiful she wasn't Mary. There was, though, a 
haunting resemblance, that made him shiver as it slowly dawned on him what 
the girl was going to do. Already the young girl's arm was reaching back to 
touch the zipper of her dress where it started at the back of her neck, 
travelling down to the level of her hips.


It was going to be a stag show!


Bob could hear distinct sounds of delight coming from the other males in the 
room, and he found himself staring bug eyed at the startling scene in front 
of him.


The girl couldn't have been much over 17 and it was clear that she was 
nervous about what she was doing. Nevertheless, she began to slowly slip the 
short dress upwards, and Bob took in the tantalizing sight of her long, 
shapely legs ... calves that were high set and well moulded, thighs that 
touched together sensuously, below the soft protruding mounds of the girl's 
panty-covered softly fleshed buttocks. Her legs were covered with mesh 
stockings of a dark shade, so that a clear expanse of white vulnerable flesh 
showed at the tops of them, punctuated only by the thin black frilly lace of 
her garter belt.


Champagne was being poured again, and momentarily the silent deadpan waiter 
got in the way of his view of the stage, and Bob found himself impatiently 
twisting to the side, anxious not to miss a single moment of the strange 
presentation. He couldn't believe that it was actually him sitting there in 
his rich brother-in-law's house, watching something he had only read about 
in books. The girl had an exquisitely proportioned body, and the creamy 
ivory of her exposed flesh made a profound impression on his mind and body, 
as he felt his penis rising slowly but steadily upward. The dress slipped 
easily over the girl's head, and she was now turning to face her audience, 
an almost bitter smile playing about her full red lips. Her beautifully 
rounded torso, with its tapering waist, and the covered mounds of her large 
jiggling breasts were presented to the men watching with a bravado that Bob 
couldn't help but admire. Even though the lights in the room were darker 
than those on the stage, Bob got the impression that the young girl could 
see each man's face clearly, and he was sure that she was looking at him at 
that very moment. The thought sent a thrill of desire running through him, 
and he stared back, feeling that he might either run up onto the stage at 
any moment, or run out of the room. It was a curious feeling, but his 
alcohol soaked brain was whirling with the implications of what was going 
on.


The very thought that not only his wife, but all the other men's wives too, 
were sitting just outside was one of the most erotic things about the lewd 
show. When he turned briefly to try and catch a glimpse of his 
brother-in-law, he saw that the older man's eyes were glazed by a film of 
lust, his mouth was slack and an unattractive drop of spittle had formed at 
one of the comers. Bob turned away quickly when he saw the older man's hand 
move toward his groin. He looked back to see that the dark haired girl had 
removed her brassiere, and that it lay in a soft heap on the floor beside 
her red dress. His eyes were riveted to her firm ripe breasts as they stood 
high and proud, and the girl seemed to be basking in the stage light as 
every man in the room focused his complete attention on her. The high set, 
large, naked mounds quivered, and the dark pink nipples hardened at the 
exposure to the air. She was almost deliciously naked now. Only the small 
triangle of her shining black panties, garter belt and stockings remained, 
as she balanced on her black leather pumps, their high heels making her 
balance herself gingerly as she began to prance about the small stage, 
showing off every enticing angle and curve of her virginal looking body. 
From time to time she would lift up her arms, letting the luscious half 
spheres of her breasts peak high as she pulled her long black hair up, only 
to release it again in a soft tumble of curls, falling softly over her bare 
shoulders. The naked fullness of her tender skinned breasts swayed and 
quivered as she moved in a tight circle, and finally began to undo the 
clasps of her garter belt. The black lacy object snapped with a loud noise 
as it was released and Bob almost jumped out of his seat. He realized for 
the first time that there had been absolute silence in the room until then, 
and that this sharp sound had somehow helped bring back a sense of reality 
into the proceedings.


The thin wasp of material that made up her panties was all that remained of 
her apparel as the transparent hosiery slipped down, and one by one the 
gleaming columns of her long shapely legs were exposed. Then, after 
replacing her high heels, the teenaged girl turned and bent over slowly, 
drawing the tiny black panties slowly down over her curved hips. They caught 
a little, and she maneuvered them over the smooth whiteness of her buttocks, 
letting them brush downward against the smooth nakedness of her thighs and 
calves, to finally discard them, nudging them with the toe of her leather 
pumps so that they too lay in a soft insignificant pile beside her dress and 
bra.


Bob could feel the excitedly pulsating head of his swelling cock growing 
bigger and bigger as he saw the small sensuous mound of her little pussy, 
revealed in its entirety to the on-looking men. Soft silken tendrils of 
black hair covered the tender spot, and it nestled temptingly between her 
white thighs, forming a dark hair-fringed contrast to her creamy skin. All 
of her delightful nakedness was on view for them, and her nervousness seemed 
to have completely disappeared. It was as if she knew that her strength lay 
in her nudity. She stretched her arms up high, holding them languidly over 
her head for an instant, and Bob thought his tensely throbbing cock would 
explode as he saw that she was definitely staring directly at him, letting 
her tongue move about in her half open mouth, so that her lips glistened 
seductively. He shifted nervously in his seat. He had never expected 
anything like this. Not in such a posh setting anyway, and from his 
brother-in-law to boot. It occurred to him that his wife, Mary, would 
probably have a stroke if she found out what was happening! But these 
thoughts dimmed as the young girl who so closely resembled his wife lay down 
on a soft foam rubber pad that was on the floor of the stage. A few pillows 
were strewn casually on the thin mattress, and she arranged them so that her 
head was on one, the other two forming rests for her legs, so that her 
gracefully spread nude body was arched, her loins tilting upward, her milky 
thighs widespread in the classic position of love.


From this position, Bob could see her beautifully tapering legs begin to 
scissor open, only to close slowly again. A look of intense yearning crossed 
over the girl's features, and Bob could see that the exposed thin slit of 
her naked delicately hair-lined cunt was seeping moisture. She was aroused 
and waiting for release!


Her feet pointed toward the heavily breathing men, as she began to writhe 
slowly on the stage, her baby tight pussy clenching and unclenching as the 
softness of her nakedly moving buttocks became more and more marked, and the 
girl's passion became evident. Her fingers moved down along the now 
trembling flanks of her hips, over across the smooth plane of her belly, to 
touch the upper fringe of black curling pubic hair. Her eyes were mere slits 
of desire as two of her fingers plunged into the tiny opening, and slid 
downward across the bud of her sensitively naked clitoris, and into the soft 
engulfing folds of her inner pussy.


Every man in the audience heard her groan as she arched her squirming loins 
upward to meet her softly probing fingers. It obviously felt incredible, and 
Bob found himself wishing that his lust hardened cock would get a chance at 
the beautiful open vagina, so enticingly placed directly in front of him! 
"What would she be like?!" he wondered. He could imagine her as a hot 
volcano of passion, her legs widespread and clinging around his back, her 
naked, openly exposed vagina eagerly welcoming the blunt edged cudgel of his 
cock as it wormed its way eagerly into her secret cunt flesh!


Oh God, he thought, would I like to be inside that sweet little pussy right 
now. She may look like Mary, but I'll bet that hot little cunt of hers is a 
different story all together!


A brief wave of guilt flashed through his head as he realized the completely 
wanton tone of his thoughts, but just then something else happened on the 
stage, and as his hand moved surreptitiously to his thick bulging rod, he 
forgot all about it.


Ed Tierra was glad the show was finally beginning. He had promised to have 
the men back among the female guests in half an hour, and the hired girl 
seemed to be taking much longer than he'd thought. He couldn't really 
complain, though ... so far her performance was excellent, and he was aching 
for her to get on with it. He couldn't wait to see how she would take what 
was going to happen. He had been told that it would be the first time she'd 
ever done it, by the tall handsome young man who'd accompanied her, and this 
in itself was a very intriguing idea. The girl's name was Natalie, Ed had 
learned in his brief conversation with the couple earlier that evening ... 
and her appearance in the flesh completely lived up to her photographs. 
There was still that funny feeling he got whenever he looked into her black 
eyes, and he couldn't get over the fact that he had such a deep hankering to 
get her alone. Usually, he could take them or leave them ... but this one 
was different! She appealed to something deeper that he really couldn't 
explain. He watched her fingers crawling into the soft hair covered cunt 
lips, spreading them slowly apart so that everyone could see the wet pink of 
her openly throbbing pussy. The quivering white flesh of her thighs spread 
wider still as she bumped her soft rounded buttocks upward and let her 
fingers slide into the glistening furrow of the thinly bared little hole of 
her vagina. Her groans were getting louder, and a general gasp came from the 
audience of six men as three of her fingers slowly sunk into the shining 
pink tightly clenched opening, sinking into the hilt.


But Ed could already see the big German Shepherd at the back of the stage. 
The girl's companion was undoing his collar and the dog seemed to be 
straining forward toward the writhing girl on the floor. Ed's pulse raced, 
and his hand began to stroke at the big bulge of his penis where it formed a 
throbbing mound against his pants.


"Oh JESUS!" he thought ... "What a sight!!"


The girl didn't seem to know that anything was going on behind her, and by 
now she was deeply involved in the rapid rhythm of her own driving fingers 
inside the moistly sucking walls of her tight vaginal channel. Her face 
seemed to change color, turning a deep crimson as everything inside her 
strained toward a climax. Her groans were more and more animalistic as her 
fingers plunged deeply, frantically inside the heated depths of her wetly 
grinding pussy. Behind her, the German Shepherd was approaching slowly, his 
grey black fur long and obviously well kept. His mouth was open, and he was 
panting rapidly, his nostrils flaring as he caught the womanly scent of the 
wildly churning girl's openly gyrating pussy. With two bounds, he was 
directly in front of her, and Ed leaned forward, clinging to the edge of his 
chair, and sensing that the other men were doing the same as Natalie's eyes 
widened and her mouth opened wide. It looked as though she were about to 
scream, but then she remained frozen in her position, her fingers still 
thrust high between her nakedly spread legs, but no longer moving. She 
seemed too terrified to move, and Ed toyed with the idea that it was perhaps 
the truth that she had never done this before. He had made all the financial 
arrangements with the man who brought her and had paid dearly for the 
performance that was promised him, and from the looks of things the young 
girl might have thought she was doing a solo act. She lay pale and 
defenseless, her mouth working wordlessly as the huge dog growled menacingly 
over her, his head moving closer and closer to her widespread and vulnerable 
upturned pussy. Ed turned to see how the other men were taking it, and was 
pleased to see them all staring in disbelief at the lewd spectacle he had 
arranged to entertain them. He chuckled slightly to himself at the sight of 
his baby sister's young husband who was leaning forward so far it looked as 
if he might fall from his seat and was highly amused by the shock he must be 
giving the young man on the evening of his first introduction. He'd probably 
go home and give Mary one hell of a good lay! Ed thought and then he turned 
his eyes back to the stage.


"MY GOD!!!" he heard Bob Moore say as the monstrous dog moved menacingly 
forward and the girl started to try and crawl backwards, the half moons of 
her naked buttocks gleaming beneath her still spread legs.


Bob thought that by all rights he ought to get up on the stage to help the 
defenseless girl or at least he ought to get up and leave. It seemed like 
the kind of thing that might happen in the middle ages ... but certainly not 
here in his brother-in-law's house with the women waiting unsuspectingly 
outside! It was ridiculous and outrageous ... but at the same time the sight 
of the helpless girl lying there shaking with fear held a strange 
fascination for him. It brought out a streak of sadism that he had never 
suspected, except perhaps for the way he had felt with Mary the night before 
... but certainly that was no comparison to the way he felt about this girl, 
a paid professional ... who probably was putting on an act anyway! But the 
more he observed the hair raising scene, the more certain he was that it 
wasn't an act at all. The lovely teenager's fear was real, and a shiver of 
revulsion ran through him as he knew that he would continue to sit there 
watching what was sure to be a chilling performance. The size of his heavily 
bulging rod was enormous as he gingerly touched the surface of his pants. 
The long desire-hardened instrument jerked upwards at his touch, and he felt 
a distinct longing to sink its full throbbing length to the hilt in the 
frightened girl's tightly clenched little opening.


Amazed, he watched the giant German Shepherd lower his big furry head to the 
young girl's soft hair covered pussy, sniffing loudly, and letting his big 
long pink tongue dangle maddeningly close to the narrow trembling crevice. 
With a sudden motion, it was lapping greedily at the thin pink slit between 
Natalie's thighs. The girl's expression was one that Bob had never seen 
before and hoped not to see again. She was obviously afraid that if she 
moved too suddenly or tried to get away, the dog would bite her, ruining her 
for life, for she remained motionless, letting the animal run his wet rough 
tongue up the full length of her quivering naked cunt. Bob could see the 
tight closed opening of her almost hidden vagina, responding to the big 
swishes of the dog's tongue as it moved up and down, over the fluted ragged 
edges of her widespread cuntal lips. The girl's whole body was tense, 
helplessly waiting and hoping that it might all be over shortly ... but the 
animal was taking his time, letting his tongue wag up over the sensitive 
sensation filled bud of her clitoris, wetting the entire area of her hair 
covered pubic mound with each swirl. His enormous tongue spread across her 
sensitive naked pussy flesh with relentless motions, sweeping back and forth 
and up and down between trembling thighs with a determination that would not 
be stopped. Natalie squirmed and trembled at each wet lick, her beautiful 
face reflecting the horror she felt as the animal continued to nuzzle at her 
naked loins.


But it was also clear that a change was coming over the girl as the wild 
licking continued, and the dog showed no inclination to bite. Bob shuddered, 
feeling his own sexual stimulations mounting at ever increasing rates, his 
thick cock was like an enormous pole of heated hardness, and he felt it 
begin a spasmodic jerking as the lust inciting presentation continued. The 
frightened whimpers and moans that had escaped the terrified girl's lips 
were changing, the transformation was gradual and clearly against her will, 
but slowly she was writhing in a slightly different way and soft mewls of 
involuntary pleasure came from her lips and throat. The great slithering wet 
tongue licking steadily and thickly against the yielding pink inner flesh of 
her silken pussy was beginning to bring her pleasure!


The dog seemed to sense the change and his licking became more and more 
fervent. The girl's hands dropped to the big shepherd's shaggy head, 
encompassing it, pulling his wet muzzle closer still to her now straining 
crotch. Her head snapped back as the wildly licking animal thrust his 
gigantic tongue all the way up into her seeping vaginal canal, the thin 
walls giving way as the furled tongue pushed the gentle inner walls back in 
rippling folds. Suddenly the girl began to scream, and Bob felt goose 
pimples standing out all over him as he realized that she was encouraging 
the animal, egging him on, just exactly as though he were a man! Bob heard a 
groan next to him and forced himself to tear his eyes from the screen. The 
dignified gentleman sitting next to him had undone his fly and had released 
his thick red cock so that he could hold it in his hands. Bob looked further 
down and saw his brother-in-law had done the same, and had started pumping 
up and down on the lewd instrument, pulling his thick foreskin all the way 
back so that the big rubbery head emerged taut and red, glistening with 
drops of pre-cum. He stroked himself in a rhythmic manner, his fingers 
moving faster and faster, his eyes glued to the lascivious scene on the 
stage. Bob jerked his eyes back to the stage, having caught a new kind of 
motion out of the comer of his eye. He turned just in time to see the dog 
lift his head from the pleading girl's saliva inundated vagina. He could see 
that the young teenager didn't want the animal to stop. She had been on the 
verge of an orgasm and now he had interrupted it. Her hands pulled at the 
animal's fur, trying to get him to continue, her mouth urging him, cooing 
encouragement, but her expression frantic. Sobbing, she tried everything to 
get the German Shepherd to return to the lewd licking of her aroused little 
pussy, but the animal seemed used and began to back away. Suddenly, in 
desperation, Natalie scrambled up on all fours. Turning around, her white 
moon like buttocks presented to the onlookers, she arched her back, exposing 
the tender underneath bud of her seeping desire-ridden pussy, pink and half 
hidden in black tendrils of hair, nestling below her undulating inviting 
nether cheeks.


With a sharp gasp that was so loud it seemed not to have come from her lips, 
the desperately aroused young girl shifted her buttocks in lewd temptation 
to the prowling animal behind her. The dog understood what was being asked 
of him and began to raise up on his hind legs, exposing the sharp pointed 
pink sheath of his penis. It was long and carrot shaped, and Bob wondered if 
the girl would remain as enthusiastic about her animal lover if she could 
see it. Just as he was thinking this, the girl did look back and, tears 
streaming down her face, she began to move around on her hands and knees, 
trying to position herself to receive the big scarlet penis that wanted to 
enter her hot and inviting pussy. Then it happened, the dog pushed forward, 
his paws scraping along the naked flesh of Natalie's back. His lewdly 
advancing cock slipped inward, the tapered point worming its way into the 
wet crevice of her down surrounded pussy. With a cry, Natalie tensed and for 
a moment seemed to want to stop the sodomy she had started, but the dog had 
found what he wanted, and he persisted, pushing his rod up further anf 
further into the bending girl's slippery grasping vulva. He began to growl 
and pant and saliva dripped from his open mouth, falling down onto the white 
nakedness of Natalie's soft-skinned back and buttocks. Scarlet marks were 
beginning to appear along her sides and back where the animal's paws sought 
to grasp her, as though she were a she-bitch in heat. But the dog's nails 
had obviously been blunted so that he was not digging too deeply into the 
frightened but still excited young girl's tender flesh.


Bob held his breath as the jabbing penis began to plunge in and out of 
Natalie's hotly grinding pussy with a wild, inhuman bucking. It continued, 
up-slipping into the delicately colored coral pink of her inflamed and 
trembling pussy, skewering her, literally screwing into the tenderness of 
her softly yielding vagina. It was an unbelievable sight to behold, and Bob 
found himself biting his tongue in a combination of emotions, none of which 
he could clearly distinguish. Foregoing exposing his sorely aching cock as 
the other men had, he tried to make do with a surreptitious pat every now 
and then along the blood engorged penis' fully inflated length. But this 
only served to increase his desire, and soon he found himself rubbing the 
hard rock-like rod with regularity, his hand absentmindedly finding the 
right strokes, creating a tingling rush of blood that made him want to cum 
then and there, to send his sperm shooting straight up to the ceiling of the 
room if necessary. Mutters of excitement rose among the men in the room, but 
each of them was in his own world, no one speaking to anyone else as the 
giant dog began to bury his thick cudgel high into the unprotesting young 
girl's hungrily grasping vagina.


What was most exciting was the expression of relief that came over the 
girl's face as she felt the fullness of the German Shepherd's prick 
expanding and lengthening inside her tightly clasping pussy walls. She 
moaned with relief, her eyes closing blissfully as she moved backwards 
pushing her buttocks into the furry underbelly of the dog so that he could 
rise still higher inside her straining desire tormented cunt. Her face 
became a mask of contorted lust as the dog's relentlessly fucking cock sunk 
deeper and deeper into her receptively clutching vagina, making her cry out 
with a greater and greater excitement.


Beads of perspiration formed on her forehead and face, and began to run down 
her throat forming tiny rivulets that created a stream between the soft 
mountains of jiggling flesh of her breasts. Her entire sensual being seemed 
to mold to the dog's as she gave herself up to him completely, letting him 
conquer her thoroughly, receiving his animal prick with utter abandon, 
growling and rutting, and urging him on, her face turned to the stunned men 
in the audience, looking at them with sightless eyes as she turned her mind 
inward to the delightful sensation in the pit of her dog-speared, totally 
filled vagina. She began to beg him to fuck her harder, calling him for the 
first time by name.


"LOBO! LOBO! OH' DO IT TO MEMEEEEEEEE! OH' FUCK MEEEEEEEEEE! I WANT IT I 
NEED IT!!! ... DO IT DO IT!!"


The animal responded frantically, fucking with a madness that equaled the 
girl's request, his hairy body jerking and grinding against her, his feet 
slipping and skidding against the hard wood floor. Then she was screaming 
one long loud wait, her features almost unrecognizable as her throbbing 
vaginal slit wormed itself backwards, welcoming the first strains of her 
onrushing orgasm.


"AAARRRGGG! OH GOD, HELP MEEEEE! I'M THERE!!!" Automatically, Bob's hand 
rushed furiously up and down the length of his lust hardened cock, feeling 
it stiffen and tighten against his pants with each new stroke. His blood 
felt like it was boiling hot as it raced crazily through his veins, he could 
feel it pounding at his temples! There was a pressure building up in his 
testicles as he watched what was by far the most obscenely frightening thing 
he'd ever seen. And as the girl was in the last throes of her climax, he 
couldn't help noting once more what a strange resemblance she bore to his 
wife, Mary, who was probably sitting outside wondering what had happened to 
him!


Ed Tierra was remarking the same thing, as through his lust dulled eyes he 
watched the young girl he'd hired to through an incredibly drawn out orgasm 
that racked her youthful body from her small pearlescent toes to her finger 
tips. She was twisting her head wildly from side to side when Ed saw it, and 
realized what there was about her. Her dark hair fell churning on the floor 
as she screamed out her pleasure, ramming back with wild abandon as though 
she had taken leave of her senses against the gigantic dog's cock, just as 
it began spitting forth a thick white liquid into the wildly churning 
passage of her openly spread vagina. The hungrily accepting orifice clasped 
at the big dog's prick, squeezing tightly against it as her round buttocks 
and loins began to contract uncontrollably. Her quivering belly was in 
turmoil, receiving the last thick spurts of cum from the panting German 
Shepherd. Thin trails of sperm were sliding down the girl's columnar thighs, 
and she was groveling dog fashion along the floor, her arched body rapidly 
falling to the floor as each wave of her orgasm surpassed the first in 
intensity.


"Mary!" Ed Tierra thought, "She looks just like my little sister!"


"Aarrrgg ... YES ... YES ... AAAIIIEEE!" Natalie screamed out, her soaked 
pubic hair glistening in the stage lights as she pitched forward, and the 
rapidly deflating cock of the dog slid with a slight popping noise from the 
openly receptive vagina that had received his passion so well.


A thin stream of cum shot straight into the air as Ed Tierra's hand slid 
down on the thickness of his desire hardened cock one last time.


"Mary!" he thought, the name of his baby sister exploding in his brain 
simultaneously with his potent orgasm, while the other men, in more or less 
the same position, vented their lust with their own hands, climaxing along 
with the hired girl and her animal. Bob couldn't help himself. Although he 
despised what he was doing, he knew that there was really no other choice. 
He had chosen his company for the evening, or rather his wife had chosen it 
for him, and like his company he too felt the release of a power filled 
orgasm shaking him to the very depths, his sperm filled testicles emptying 
with lightning fast rapidity as Natalie fell to the floor in a 
semi-conscious state. The wet spot grew between his legs, as his rented 
evening pants were dampened by his cumming. His head snapped back as his 
eyes closed, he let it rush over him. He had never felt so perverted in his 
life. But it felt good!


"OH CHRIST' IT'S GOOD!!" he thought, clenching his teeth as he felt the 
wonderful sensation of relief rush through him, making a fitting climax to 
the lascivious evening of entertainment.


"CURTAIN!" Ed Tierra called. He was quite decent now, almost as though 
nothing had happened. Bob felt flushed and uneasy and glancing at the stage, 
he could see a man coming onstage to lead the satiated German Shepherd away 
from the swooning young girl, whose ravaged little pussy was still spread 
wide open, its pearly glistening interior still inciting lust in those who 
observed it.


"Well, gentlemen...." Ed said, standing from his comer chair. "I hope you've 
enjoyed the show ... I'm afraid it went a little over time ... but all in 
all if you'll note your watches, you'll see we've only been away from the 
ladies for one hour. Let's go in for brandy and coffee now!"


CHAPTER THREE


The elevator moved swiftly and silently, and Bob could scarcely feel it 
moving. Only the blinking lights on the panel in front of him indicated that 
the cabin was ascending, passing floor after floor heading toward his 
brother-in-law's penthouse office. The sign downstairs had read Edward M. 
Tierra, Land Development, Contracting, and Bob, carrying his portfolio in 
one hand had glanced at it suspiciously, knowing that there was really no 
turning back now ... he was already in the building, and he was going to go 
through with the whole thing.


Two days had passed since the unprecedented evening he'd spent at his 
brother-in-law's home and now as he watched the lights blinking it seemed 
almost like a dream ... too bizarre to be true. Deep down inside however, he 
knew it to be all too real, and that the strange scene he had witnessed had 
had a profound effect on him ... the full nature of which he still ignored. 
He had been more distant with Mary than ever, for one thing, since then, and 
although he tried not to be, it was impossible to be the person his wife 
wanted him to be. She had gone on and one about the merits of her older 
brother, the beauty of his home, and the wonderful dinner party they had 
attended and Bob had answered with a surly growl. If only she knew just what 
that wonderful older brother of hers had set up in his conference room! If 
only she could have seen the way her brother had been looking at the 
defenseless young thing on the stage ... the way he'd exposed his big heavy 
veined cock, unmindful of the other men in the room! It made him angry now 
that he too had succumbed to the lewd invitation to fondle himself ... it 
seemed cheap and tawdry, and he was ashamed of having done it.


Then why was he here right now ... walking down the lush carpeted hall to Ed 
Tierra's suite of offices? he asked himself. The older man had set up the 
appointment with him before he and Mary left the party, and he had been 
unable to refuse it since Mary was right there beside him. He'd feigned an 
enthusiasm that he hadn't felt and agreed to be there Monday morning at the 
dot of 9:00 smiling and shaking the man's hand and thanking him and Leslie 
for a wonderful evening. Inside, he'd felt tired, and oddly old, wanting 
nothing but sleep and the sure cessation of the bombardment of his senses. 
Now, he felt a renewal of this feeling as he opened the outer door to the 
reception room of Ed's office. Once inside however, he couldn't help but be 
impressed by the opulent surroundings. The reception office alone was the 
size of a barn, but done in subtle shades of grey-green and white, the 
furniture tastefully modern, the lighting indirect. There was not a glaring 
note anywhere, and Bob approached the lovely young blonde girl who sat 
behind a big desk at the end of the room with a feeling that Ed Tierra might 
be the kind of man he could work with after all.


When the young secretary turned to look at him, he was startled by her 
exquisite beauty, the clarity of her hazel eyes as they boldly appraised 
him.


"You're Bob Moore ... right?" she asked, and Bob noted that she had an 
English accent. He remembered that English secretaries were of prime value 
among American businessmen, sometimes commanding twice the salary of 
American girls and sometimes earning it through their great efficiency, 
poise, bearing and sense of propriety. This girl certainly seemed the kind 
that Bob would want in his front office, if he were hiring. She made just 
the right impression ... cool, but not cold, charming, but not overly 
friendly.


"That's right ... yes...." he replied, noting that the girl's neatly 
arranged tailored suit nevertheless showed up every curve she had, to great 
advantage. What anyone wanted "to say or think about Ed Tierra, he had an 
eye for women!


"Mr. Tierra is expecting you ... won't you go right in?" She stood and 
showed Bob the way to one of the many doors leading from the reception room. 
As he headed toward it, he heard her buzzing an intercom system and 
announcing him.


"Mr. Tierra ... Mr. Moore is on his way in ... "


"Fine, Kay ... and come in with your pad at 10 o'clock, will you?" he heard 
Ed's voice reply . briskly over the intercom.


He turned the handle on the door, noting that it had an odd shape, but not 
pausing to stop to see what it was. The room he stepped into was completely 
empty, but filled with sculptures and paintings that Bob wanted to stop and 
look at, but he heard a booming voice from another connecting room, and 
headed in that direction.


"Bob! Come on in here, you son of a gun!" A little taken back, Bob entered 
the room that his brother-in-law called an office. It was brightly lighted 
and filled with architectural renderings of the buildings that Ed Tierra had 
built. Ed himself sat behind an enormous desk, beneath a full length stylish 
portrait of his wife, Leslie. The older man looked up and smiled, then stood 
up and extended his hand to his young brother-in-law.


The next sixty minutes were some of the most exciting of Bob's career. He 
showed and explained the full extent of his work and his ideas to the 
wealthy older man, going into all the details that had often antagonized the 
higher-ups in the companies he'd worked with before. To his amazement, Ed 
Tierra was delighted. He, in turn, showed Bob every building he'd ever 
worked on, every project finished and still in the works, outlining his own 
advanced theories from urban development to the remodeling of country silos 
into vacation dwellings.


At the end of the hour, Bob was exhilarated. He had just been offered the 
position of head architect in Ed Tierra's company, and he was delighted to 
accept. His head was whirling with the possibilities ahead of him, all his 
doubts dispelled, the terrible things he had formerly thought about his 
wife's older brother were forgotten. He felt flushed and excited, and 
couldn't wait to call his wife to tell her the good news. She had been right 
all along, he mused, as he sat in front of Ed's desk. The big picture window 
gave an excellent view of downtown San Francisco's happy Powell Street where 
the cable cars ran back and forth, carrying their passengers on the inside 
as well as the outside of the gaily clanging cars.


All was right with the world at last ... he was going to be doing the things 
he wanted to do ... creating beautiful, functional buildings for those happy 
people!


"Cigarette?" Ed asked, offering a pack of Camels.


"No, thank you, I don't smoke...." Bob replied recalling how two years 
before when he still did smoke he would have leaped at the chance to have a 
Camel ... especially at a moment like this!


He wanted to call Mary and tell her, but the telephone had not been 
installed at the houseboat yet, and there was nothing to do but wait until 
he got back home.


"Why don't you stick around, Bob ... I've got some things to go over with my 
secretary ... and then we can have lunch somewhere!"


"Sure," Bob replied, "I'd like to go over these plans for the Marin County 
development one more time anyway ... I'll just go over to the drawing table 
until you're through."


Bob paid little attention to the entrance of Kay, Tierra's secretary, and 
began to unfurl the blueprints that he and Ed had already been looking at. 
He became engrossed in their content, and about a quarter of an hour had 
passed before he realized that there were no further sounds of dictation 
coming from the big desk. He turned to look in their direction, and was at 
first startled to see only Ed sitting behind his desk. But something about 
the expression on his face made him look down, and through the latticework 
of the wrought iron desk, he could see the bent form of the young blonde 
secretary and it was only then that the noise reached his ears.


MY GOD' THIS CAN'T BE HAPPENING! Bob's mind exploded.


But happening it was. There, kneeling slave like in front of her wealthy 
older employer was the smart, prim English receptionist, her mouth stretched 
to its fullest to encompass the huge throbbing girth of Ed Tierra's lust 
inflated dock.


Bob sucked in his breath and watched with horrified fascination as Kay's 
elastic lips sucked with all their might on the pistol-like skewer fucking 
into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing on the outstroke and expanding 
obscenely on the in-stroke. Her eyes were glazed with a wild ecstatic film 
of undeniable lust that Bob realized was not put on. This was obviously a 
part of the young girl's job that she enjoyed very much! And he could feel 
his own dormant prick beginning to come to life as he watched Kay's soft 
lips on the other side of the room clasping hungrily, the still growing hard 
driving masculine hardness sawing into her mouth. The thin, elastic rim of 
her lips clung to it as though held there by some unseen fingers. Ed grinned 
lewdly above her as he fucked deep into her mouth and watched his young 
secretary's lust contorted face suck and lick at his hard pistoning cock 
like a greedy child with a luscious treat. She was grasping him hard around 
his thighs, trying desperately to get more and more of his ever-expanding 
penis into her clasping lips, reveling in the cruel humiliation her employer 
was subjecting her to ... a masochistic light shining strangely in her 
glazed eyes.


Bob didn't know which way to turn. It was obvious that this obscene display 
was being perpetrated for his benefit, but the reasoning behind it escaped 
him. However, the spectacle itself was so incredible that all he really 
cared about was seeing it through to the finish. First the other night at 
his brother-in-law's house and now this!


Great swirls of heat were building deep in Ed's tingling, sperm-filled balls 
as he watched Kay's face working above his upgrinding loins. His lust-filled 
prick pulled almost completely out of her wide-stretched mouth and then 
plunged back in again to the hilt. His heavy testicles slapped up obscenely 
against her chin and as she continued her mouthing, he let his long excited 
throbbing prick slide in and out, making the blonde secretary suck furiously 
on it until she could feel its heated friction against her lips. Ed knew 
that his new employee had been watching for some time now and with almost 
imperceptible movement, he pressed the buzzer that signaled for his favorite 
girl from the typing pool.


Knowing he would not have to bother about Bob anymore, he turned his 
attention back to his young English secretary who knelt before him in total 
supplication. He could see tiny rivulets of sweat rolling in thin droplets 
from the side of her face as she pounded her ovaled lips down to meet the 
base of his heavily veined lust-bloated hardness. The muscles of his stomach 
tightened until he thought they would snap from the pressure as he arched 
his hips up from his chair, pushing even further between the incredible 
moistness of her greedily accepting mouth.


Ed paid no attention to the interruption when the door to his office was 
opened, but Bob was beside himself. How could Tierra just let this go on 
when someone was obviously about to walk into the room. But when the tiny, 
sexy young girl strolled into the office, she completely ignored the obscene 
spectacle being presented at the desk, instead walking enticingly over to 
the drawing table where Bob sat, perched high up on the stool, his legs 
dangling down as he faced away from the plans he had been studying. Without 
so much as a word, the young girl reached out, her fingers nimbly finding 
the top of the zipper to Bob's pants and with one deft stroke, she pulled it 
all the way down. Bob was unable to stop her. His mouth hung open in 
complete stupefaction and it was only when he felt the warm slender fingers 
reaching inside his pants that he realized that he too was about to be 
treated to a morning blow job! His eyes met his brother-in-law's for a brief 
instant and he could see that Ed had planned all this out very carefully for 
him.


"Welcome to the company!" Ed called out to him as with a fierce grunt, he 
gripped Kay's head and forced the bulbous tip of his thick, bulging rod to 
smack against his secretary's throat.


"Treat her rough...." he advised his young brother-in-law. "That's the way 
they like it ... "


But before Bob could answer or even think about answering, his now long, 
excited throbbing prick was being exposed to the cool air conditioning of 
the plush office and he just had time to look down as the shapely young girl 
bent over his seated body. The high stool brought his hot loins to just 
about breast height on the tiny girl and she had only to bend her head 
slightly for her lips to meet the pulsating hardness of the engorged length 
of his huge fleshy penis.


With maddening and deliberate slowness, she parted her lips slightly and 
rested them gently on the beet red tip of his bloated prick. She began to 
stroke and massage his penis, rubbing the skin back and forth and then 
slipping her other hand to his balls, cradling their softness in her palm. 
Bob groaned out his pleasure, and gritted his teeth at her gentle 
ministrations of his excited pulsating, desire hardened cock as her 
fingernails scratched lightly over the throbbing surface as it pointed 
yearningly up toward her willingly available mouth.


Bob grunted out loud and thrust his loins upward involuntarily as the warm 
moistness of her wide open lips closed over the throbbing, sensitive tip of 
his hardened rod of flesh.


"Oh, God ... suck it, baby ... suck it good!" Bob found himself yelling out 
as the young girl began working furiously up and down the full length of his 
maddeningly engorged penis. He was going to get all the pleasure out of this 
little bitch he could. God, why didn't Mary ever just walk up to him and 
start to suck him off? It is what a man needs from time to time ... not just 
some woman to lie back and do nothing.


The little typist's tongue with a nerve tingling lick on the outstroke was 
making the hardened tip of his prick throb and jerk as though his heart was 
resting inside it. Consumed by the ecstasy of her mouth, Bob leaned forward 
and took hold of her curly head with his hand, giving a loud grunt as he 
forced it hard all the way down onto his rigidly straining penis until her 
lips were smashed against the roughness of his protruding pubic hair.


"Nnnnnnghghghg...." he heard her gag and felt her trying to catch her breath 
as the huge width of his cock head forced the back of her small throat into 
an unnatural width. But he held her firm, heeding the advice of his bawdy 
brother-in-law and began to buck his hips up into the willing receptacle of 
her tender young face.


"Suck it suck it suck it suck it-suck it-suck it. . " Ed Tierra's voice 
boomed out in the sound proof room as he felt his lust bloated balls 
beginning to explode just as Kay's tongue struck the burrowing swollen tip 
of his heavily invading, wildly pistoning cock just right and her lips 
clamped tight around his now madly jerking prick.


"THIS IS FOR YOU' BABY!!!" Ed screamed out just as his lust inflamed penis 
began spewing forth hot thick streams of heated male sperm deep into her 
desperately sucking mouth. Her cheeks expanded and hollowed fish like as she 
greedily swallowed the hot flooding gushes of jism and continued sucking as 
if she wished to milk her older employer dry. She went on sucking wildly as 
he emptied his white hot sperm into the welcoming warmth of her oral cavern. 
His hands tangled cruelly in her hair, holding her head to the throbbing of 
his loins as he pushed his ejaculating penis all the way to her tonsils.


Bob thought he would go completely out of his mind. Watching his 
brother-in-law nearly killing his beautiful secretary with his enormous 
penis was almost more than he was able to stand. Viciously he began to pound 
mercilessly into the young girl who stood bent over him like a willing and 
submissive servant, slapping so hard into her hungrily sucking mouth that 
the noise reverberated around the room. His face purplish with lust, the 
tendons in his neck stood out and sweat dripped from his forehead. His prick 
felt like it was filled with molten lead and ready to explode like a giant 
grenade. He shoved his loins hard up against her face, letting her gasps for 
air go unheeded in his quest for the final end that would bring him the 
delicious pleasure he now had to have. Pleasure that was building and 
building until now, suddenly he felt the white hot stream begin deep in his 
pendulous balls racing maddeningly up the full length of his hardened 
tormented rod of flesh.


His furiously invading cock began a wild staccato jerking that flooded into 
the young girl's mouth with gush after gush of his heated sperm, bloating 
her cheeks outward with each spurt until she swallowed to keep from choking, 
crooning with delight at his hard thrusting loins.


His hands tangled tighter in her hair, convulsively ramming his exploding 
penis further and further into her throat as she went on sucking wildly and 
he continued shooting his creamy sperm deep into her willingly accepting 
mouth.


"What a way to start work!" he thought.


CHAPTER FOUR


It was almost dark when Bob drove up the narrow road that led to his 
houseboat. The lights were on inside, and Bob could sense Mary's presence. 
He had been drinking since having lunch with his brother-in-law ... the man 
who was to be his new employer, and Kay, the young English secretary, whose 
lips had done such wonders around Ed's hotly surging cock.


He felt terrible, and the booze hadn't helped any at all. Solitary drinking 
only made him surly, and this was no exception. By all rights, he ought to 
be celebrating his good fortune, but somehow the combination of sex and 
business struck him as unfortunate, and he visualized his devil-may-care 
brother-in-law creating more such treats for him at the drop of a hat ... an 
eventuality that did not please him at all. He had never really been 
unfaithful to Mary before, and although one or two incidents didn't seem too 
terrible, making a habit of it seemed unfair to his wife.


But there was a storm of conflicting emotions brewing inside him ... from 
the guilt feelings about what he'd done in Mary's brother's office to the 
feeling that he deserved a little pleasure in that area. He walked to the 
door thinking about that aspect of it, noticing that there was no dinner on 
the stove and that Mary was nowhere to be seen.


"Damn it!" he thought, "I'm hungry ... it's about time that little bitch 
started learning how to hold onto a man!"


The noise of running water came from the direction of the bathroom, and Bob 
realized that Mary was taking another of her interminable baths. That 
probably meant she was really upset about him being gone so long! He sat 
down at the table after grabbing a cold beer and some cold cuts from the 
small refrigerator. The idea that she was still in there even though she had 
probably heard him by now, infuriated him. He chewed angrily on a piece of 
salami, and thought about all the things he wanted to do with Mary that she 
had never let him do ... It was her fault, damn it, that he'd gotten 
involved in all these things ... she never gave him that extra bit of spice 
that he needed! He convinced himself that he would have walked out of both 
of Ed Tierra's tempting shows had Mary been a more inventive lover.


"There's one thing I'd really like to do to her!" he thought vindictively as 
he munched another piece of cold meat. He'd been thinking about it off and 
on, but he never knew just how to present the idea to her. It occurred to 
him that he'd better break in his new bride fast if he was going to hold his 
own at Tierra Development and Contracting!


He grabbed a second beer out of the refrigerator, noticing that the freezing 
compartment needed defrosting. That always infuriated him too! By the time 
he heard a soft click behind him and the gentle pad of feet across the rug 
to the bed, he was fit to be tied. The effervescence of the beer was sending 
the alcohol already in his blood racing at a faster rate, making him feel it 
even more.


He whirled around to face his 19 year old wife, and saw her return his 
stare. Her expression turned from one of defiance to one of shock. She was 
wearing a white terry cloth wraparound that fit snugly around her curvaceous 
figure, clinging so tightly around her breasts that Bob could see his young 
wife's nipples temptingly protruding against the nubby material.


"Bob ... you've been drinking!" she said accusingly. "How could...."


"Damned right I've been drinking!" Bob interrupted, downing another slug of 
beer. "Celebrating ... with your brother!"


"Celebrating?" Mary's face lit up as she realized that her dreams of Bob 
working with her brother might have come true. "You mean...."


"Yes...." Bob snarled back, "I mean...!" He imitated her high pitched voice, 
ending up with a nasty sneer.


Mary undid her wrap and reached for her nightgown, where it was hanging on a 
peg behind the bathroom door. Her fresh youthful nudity seemed to make that 
comer brighter as she turned her back modestly to him and began to slip the 
gown over her head. The plump rosy nether cheeks of her salient buttocks 
caught his attention, as she continued speaking to him, a worried tone in 
her voice.


"But ... Bob ... I don't understand ... what's wrong?"


Her back was still turned, and the gown caught in her arms the wrong way. 
She struggled to straighten it out, seemingly conscious that he was 
observing her from behind, and that she had to cover herself quickly in 
order to talk to him. Nervously she tugged it down, finally covering the 
exposed bareness of her pale white body. She felt like his eyes were burning 
holes in her back, and her body, already flushed and warm from her long 
bath, grew even more flushed as adrenalin started to flow in her veins, and 
she found herself facing a strange new situation. She had never seen Bob 
drunk before ... he had never indulged in more than a few beers in all the 
time she had known him. It had been exceptional for them both to drink as 
much as they had at her brother's the other night, but she had enjoyed the 
light feeling of wickedness and the sense of being "grown up" that it gave 
her. Now she tried in vain to find a precedent, a way of coping with her 
husband's belligerence. She felt completely confused. First she had waited 
all day for some word from him, then she'd gone out to a phone booth to call 
her brother, and had been told he was out to lunch. Then she'd called her 
mother, thinking that the elderly woman might have had some word from her 
brother about Bob. Finally she'd returned to the little houseboat, driving a 
borrowed Volkswagen, hoping that Bob would be back by then. She was really 
beginning to worry when it started to get dark and still there was no sign 
of him. Tired of keeping dinner warm on the stove, she finally put 
everything away and went into the bathroom to run a tub ... the only way she 
could think of to soothe her frazzled nerves! And now ... after a day like 
that, Bob seemed to be angry with her about something! Even though he seemed 
to be saying that he had accepted a job in her brother Ed's firm! It just 
didn't make any sense at all.


"Perhaps," she thought, "If I remain calm, he'll calm down too!" She turned 
to face her husband, and was astonished to see that he was almost right next 
to her now, his eyes glaring into hers, something akin to pure hatred in 
them.


"Darling...." she said, "Please ... we won't talk now'....why don't you just 
go to bed ... it's late and I'm sure in the morning we can ... everything 
will be different...." She reached out her hand to touch his shoulder and 
hesitated ... there was something frightening about him. His shirt was 
crumpled and his tie missing. His normally neat blonde hair was mussed and 
his eyes already bloodshot. He looked just terrible! She took a step 
backward and stammered.


"B ... bob?"


"Yes ... let's go to bed ... let's celebrate some more ... I'm now your 
brother's fair haired boy!"


"But ... But, Bob, that's wonderful ... Why are you so...." She was still 
backing away, but there was only so far she could go.


"DON'T BACK AWAY FROM ME!" he yelled. "ARE YOU AFRAID OF YOUR OWN HUSBAND? 
FOR CHRIST'S SAKE, WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH YOU, WOMAN?"


"Nothing, Bob ... I'm not backing away ... it's just that you seem so 
strange ... please...." She was clutching the bodice of her silk nightgown 
to her, intuitively defending her breasts without even realizing it.


Bob's eyes dropped to her tightly clenched fingers, and he studied the soft 
prominent protrusions of her breasts beneath the almost nonexistent 
material.


"THERE'S NOTHING STRANGE!" he cried, grabbing her by the wrist. "WHEN I'M 
HORNEY I WANT A LITTLE ACTION FROM YOU ... NOT A BUNCH OF ROMANTIC GARBAGE!"


He pulled the terrified 19 year old girl who was his wife over to the studio 
bed. That something he'd always wanted to do ... he was going to do it 
tonight! He was going to do it no matter what! He'd just had about enough of 
having his emotions manipulated in one way or another ... Mary was turning 
them off or her brother was turning them on! This time he was going to do 
what he wanted to do!


"But if you want to make love, darling...." she cried.


Bob flung her down to the bed, and stood menacingly over her. "BUT YOU SEE 
... I DON'T WANT TO MAKE LOVE! I WANT A FUCK! A LAY! A SCREW!!" He began to 
rip off his clothes, throwing them helter skelter on the floor of the gently 
rolling houseboat.


Mary flinched at his words as though he had struck her with them. They 
seemed to pierce her like small arrows, and she could feel herself wilting 
under their impact as though she had been mortally wounded. The utter shock 
of his attitude, the crude words and their humiliating meaning, overwhelmed 
her, making her too stunned to cry, although it seemed as if everything 
inside her were shattering. All her hopes for their marriage ruined in one 
night ... everything she had feared as a child finally coming true. She had 
made a mess of it ... she didn't know how ... but she had. It didn't seem 
possible that Bob could be so upset with her for no reason whatsoever.


"Just let me go ... let me leave!" she cried out, scrambling over the bed in 
the opposite direction. But Bob, now totally naked, his ponderously erect 
cock sticking straight up before him like a rampaging stallion leapt on the 
bed and dragged her backwards.


"OH NO!" he cried, "Oh, no you don't!" He pulled her over and began to lift 
her nightgown up, roughly rolling it over her head. Her muffled cries made 
no dent in his intentions as he withdrew the gown and tossed it away from 
them.


Bob's swollenly throbbing cock jutted out menacingly from beneath his taut 
muscular waist as leaning over, he slowly parted the soft yielding double 
moons of his young wife's buttocks.


.Mary groaned as she felt the cool night air rush up to meet the tiny 
puckering flower of her anus. God, what was Bob going to do to her, she 
thought. He had never treated her so cruelly before. Never.


"You think you're so goddamned untouchable...." Bob muttered to himself as, 
dropping his head down, he flicked his long pointed tongue forward and 
licked teasingly at the surface between the softness of her widely held ass 
cheeks.


"NNNOOOO!!!" Mary objected as she felt the disgusting wetness creeping along 
her narrow trembling crevice. It felt clammy and disgusting to her and it 
seemed so obscene that her husband would do such a thing to her. She never 
would have believed that Bob would force her into such a weird, degrading 
position!


"STOP IT! STOP IT!" she begged her relentless husband. "You're disgusting 
... disgusting!!!"


But Bob paid her no heed. Instead his tongue flicked teasingly again into 
the tight open crevice of her behind, sending chills running throughout her 
entire trembling body, making her feel completely humiliated and ashamed at 
having to submit to him in such a lewd position.


"Spread those knees wider ... WIDER!" he commanded her in such a tone that 
Mary complied with his wishes instantly. She forced her knees so far apart 
on the studio bed that she winces at the pain it caused her. Suddenly she 
felt a sharper pain in her rectum and she realized dully that Bob was trying 
to force a finger up her virgin rear passage.


"NO' NO, BOB, NO ... YOU MUSTN'T DO THAT ... NO BOB' NOOOOOOOOOO!!!"


But even as she protested, Bob's thick stubby finger popped inside the tight 
clinging outer ring of muscle up to the first knuckle.


"AAAAAAAAARRRRRRGGGGGG...."


Mary cried out, burying her face in the pillow and trying to hold her tears 
back. The pain was incredible and just when she thought she would be able to 
bear it, Bob pushed forward again, this time sinking his entire finger in 
her tightly resisting anal canal.


"NNNNOOOOOOOO!!!!" Mary begged over and over, but Bob was warming to his 
task now and had no thoughts of stopping until he had tasted the forbidden 
fruit that he had so long thought about. He Was going to fuck her up the ass 
... and fuck her good and hard. This was going to be one night she wouldn't 
forget for a long time!


Savagely, he worked his finger around inside the defensively clenching hold 
between her widespread legs, feeling it expand unwillingly at the forced 
pressure. Mary winced in pain and cried out again, but it only caused him to 
move his finger around still more within the dark anal sheath of her rectum. 
The rubbery outer lips gave a little beneath his prodding, and encouraged, 
Bob forced in another finger.


"Aaaaaaarrrrrrrrrgggggggg!!!"


Mary screamed again and again, desperately trying to get away from this 
maniac she'd married, but Bob pinned her back down onto the bed with his 
other hand pressed tightly into the soft smooth skin of her back and 
continued his brutal attack. He maneuvered himself between her aching legs, 
looking directly down into the widespread area of her fully exposed rectum.


Suddenly, he pulled his fingers out with a lewd, wet popping sound and 
before Mary could let the rush of relief course through her body she felt 
the bulbous tip of his enormous lust-maddened penis prodding at the tender 
puckered opening of her narrow trembling crevice and for the first time, she 
realized just what her young husband had in mind for her.


"BOB ... NO ... NO, YOU CAN'T ... YOU CAN'T!!!"


"YES ... YES...." Bob answered, slipping his thick foreskin back over the 
swollen red bulb at the end of his prick and pressing it insistently up 
against her virgin anus. "Yes, I can ... AND WILL!!!"


Mary heard Bob spit noisily into his hand and rub the head of his ready 
penis and the quiveringly clutching opening to her rubbery anal channel with 
the slippery liquid. Sheer terror blinded her as she felt him place the huge 
blunt instrument against the tight hardness entering his young wife's 
tightly puckered rectum. He watched as it took up a big place in the soft 
yielding crevice, worming it's way into the tightness of her anus. He could 
hear her pleading desperately beneath him, but it didn't matter. Her 
ballooning buttocks remained perfectly positioned for his invading cock, 
submissively pointed skyward while he strained mightily against the tiny, 
tightly resisting nether ring of the slavishly kneeling receptacle of her 
body.


For a long moment, Bob wasn't sure he would be able to enter her. His 
pendulous balls ached with their heavy load and his long, fully erect prick 
tingled with anticipation. Then, with all the strength he could muster, he 
slammed his hips forward and like some ancient battering ram at the castle 
door, the thick pistol-like skewer surged forward, the red, swollen head 
bursting inside Mary's rubbery giving oval depths.


"AAAARRRRGGGG!!!"


The brutal entry into her virgin passage by such a huge fleshy penis sent 
searing, flashes of white hot pain smashing against her every nerve ending. 
The-pain was incredible ... it was everywhere about her ... inside her ... 
all around her ... as if she had never known anything but pain.


Above her, Bob moaned in ecstasy, letting his heavily invading penis sink 
all the way in until the flat surface of his rippling stomach smacked lewdly 
against the bulging moons of his young wife's hopelessly impaled, tightly 
resisting back channel. Bob closed his eyes and abandoned himself to the 
luxurious feel of her tightly clamping nether lips, rippling in rhythmic 
convolutions around his hard, driving prick. And without further ado, began 
to saw mercilessly into the soft, gently throbbing regions of her 
defenseless anal sheath.


"Nooooooo ... noooooooooo...." Mary moaned, as his pelvis continually 
smacked loudly against the softness of her firmly rounded young buttocks. He 
rammed into her with hard cruel thrusts, watching the tender pink flesh 
follow the probing cock out on the backstroke as though it were fighting its 
withdrawal. His long, hard prick disappeared all the way up her tightly 
resisting anus with each cruel thrust so that none of it could be seen as it 
buried its way into the tight open crevice of her behind.


Mary's face was flushed a bright red ... her long hair lay in damp patches 
down her sweat soaked back. In all her life, she had never dreamed that she 
would someday be sodomized like this and then, for some reason she could not 
fathom, the pain began to be pleasurable in a strangely erotic way and then 
almost without her knowing it, she felt a maddening masochistic joy begin to 
spread throughout her pain racked body. She could almost feel herself 
splitting open for the power and pressure Bob was exerting deep down inside 
her helplessly stretched anal sheath, but she gritted her teeth and started 
to do all the things she was sure Bob wanted her to do.


She began to move backwards to meet the forward thrust of his hard driving 
loins and undulating her body moving her high waving buttocks in tiny 
sensuous circles. By tiny degree after degree the pain lessened and a 
definite stimulation began to blend in with it. She bared her teeth and 
wagged her head from side to side, her hair a crazed entanglement hanging 
over her face as Bob rammed into her again and again.


She was being sodomized! Forced into this lewdly slavish debasement by her 
own husband and the very thought sent a huge ripple of perverse pleasure 
coursing through her. Each time his brute thrust would drive her forward, 
she would squirm back onto his masculine hardness until soon she was filled 
with an all pervading masochistic ecstasy. The pain had become pleasure. The 
humiliation, pure joy!


"Aaaahhh ... AAAHHH!!" she sighed as the sensuous thrills expanded from her 
abused anal tunnel to every part of her now totally submissive body. She 
knew it was wrong, and knowing this made her enjoy it all the more ... in 
fact, every time she visualized herself as someone else might see her, she 
felt an undeniable surge of pure passion. She felt as though she was truly 
Bob's ... his willing slave.


Mary groaned like a crazy woman, her eyes rolling back in their sockets, 
panting like a bitch in heat as she threw her ass back at her husband in a 
maddening circular motion. This was what Bob had always wanted and now he 
was getting it ... he could and would do with her as he liked. And he was 
... digging his poker hot penis into her tight anal passage and leaving it 
there, hearing her moan and mewl with delight as he wiggled his hips and 
probed, moving around inside her anyway he liked!


The sounds of Mary's obvious pleasure sent Bob into a new frenzy of 
increased lust and he rammed into her widely stretched depths with a renewed 
fervor that nearly sent her sprawling across the room.


Digging his prick into her and leaving it there, he listened to her groan 
while he simply joggled his loins and moved it gently around in her dark 
rubbery channel like a slithering snake. He slipped it back out until just 
the red, swollen tip remained buried inside her and then plunged it right in 
again in one long, agonizingly smooth stroke. Then changing tactics, he 
began rubbing rapidly into her, hard and deep, battering her quivering 
buttocks with his pelvis. He gripped the tops of her thighs with his 
fingers, squeezing with all his strength to pull her back over his expanding 
cock like slipping on a skin tight glove. His eyes bulged wide at the 
spectacle of her young body bucking wildly before him and the sadistic 
desire to hurt her rippled through him as he jogged forward with a mighty 
thrust that seared up her absurdly stretched anus like a wild brush fire.


Mary let out a low, throaty whining noise that almost sent Bob out of his 
mind as cursing and almost screaming himself he reached forward Under her 
kneeling body to grab onto her hanging twin breasts, filling each hand with 
the soft fleshiness. Mary fucked back at her husband with even more power, 
her untouched pussy contracting on its own in response to the signals from 
her fiery rectum. She was going to cum too!


"AH ... AAAHHH ... AAHHHH!!!"


Bob gasped and gave a mighty thrust into her hotly clenching depths and his 
wife's wildly clutching behind responded hungrily. And beneath his 
back-breaking attack, Mary felt the first delicious torrents of her 
husband's hot, white semen exploding into the dark depths of her rectum, its 
heat surging through her body like a volcanic eruption. The never before 
felt sensation touched off her own climax and she screamed as the great gush 
of pleasure rippled through her. Bob's white, thick male sperm came in Wave 
after gushing wave of unabashed pleasure as his orgasm climbed to dizzying 
heights. Mary's anal muscles were climaxing all around his cock, milking and 
massaging at it as it had never been before. Bob screamed out in pleasure as 
he smashed his wife's moaning, twisting body beneath his, his spending cock 
still deeply thrust between the gyrating cheeks of her soft, still gently 
trembling buttocks.


"What a sweet hot butt!" he cried out in his final spasm, "Give me your cum. 
COME ON, GIVE ME YOUR TIGHT ASSED CUM!"


CHAPTER FIVE


"Come tonight ... any time after nine ... and we'll talk!"


Ed Tierra put down the phone. He had been getting ready to go to the office 
when the call came through. He sat behind his desk staring at the large 
portrait of his wife, Leslie, that was hung on the wall. He liked this one 
much better than the one he had in his Powell Street office, because in it 
Leslie was completely nude, stretched out on the alpaca chaise lounge he had 
brought back for her from his last trip to South America. The reddish brown 
and white fur complimented her russet colored locks, and Ed was glad that he 
had insisted that the portrait include a generous view of his lovely wife's 
matching pubic fleece.


But this exciting view only provided a background for his primary thoughts 
as he sat in his study. What he was really thinking about was his 19 year 
old sister's call. She had certainly sounded distraught, he mused, stirring 
his gin and orange juice with his long thick finger. But as to why she 
wouldn't go into it over the phone...."Too personal" she'd muttered.


Ed opened up his desk drawer and pulled out the photos of Natalie ... he now 
had pictures of her with the dog, Lobo, to add to his collection. He looked 
at the small brunette's lithe and sensuous body as she appeared in the 
series of pictures he had ordered from the girl and the man he assumed was 
her "manager". It had been quite a disappointment for him to find out that 
he couldn't have an evening with the girl by herself at any price, so he'd 
settled for the pictures as a souvenir, and decided to invite her back often 
for his little evening entertainments.


"By all rights," he thought, absentmindedly rifling through the lewdly 
pornographic photographs, "my little sister ought to be in seventh heaven 
... I've just given that husband of hers a job that almost any architect 
would give his eye teeth for." He recalled Bob's visit on the previous day 
with some amusement. He really was fond of the boy, he thought ... perhaps I 
gave him a little too much of a shock ... but, no, that couldn't be it ... 
he really seemed to take it all in his stride, from the size of his cock in 
that little typist's mouth! From the looks of him, he had seemed to need 
something just like that, Ed thought, getting up and finishing putting his 
tie on. Maybe little Mary isn't putting out for him!? That could certainly 
lead to some marital problems!


He had never before thought of his sister in these terms, but now that he 
had, he found it most interesting. As he drove his Mercedes into town, he 
resolved that when Mary came to see him that night, he would certainly try 
to give her a few pointers about how to treat a man! For a while, he toyed 
with the idea of getting Leslie to talk to her, if indeed her problem seemed 
to lie in that direction.


Once in the office he directed himself immediately to the new office that 
Bob was to occupy. He found his young brother-in-law already there, making 
arrangements for the redecoration of the small suite of rooms as Ed had told 
him to do.


"Morning, Bob!" Ed said, reaching his hand out. His keen eyes appraised the 
tall handsome blonde man's features. He found him pale, his expression one 
of a man with deep worries.


"Had a little tiff, eh?" Ed asked as soon as the formalities of greeting 
were over.


Surprised, Bob replied frankly in the affirmative. He had no intention of 
going into details, but he did go so far as to imply that the unorthodox 
happenings at Ed's office had indirectly caused a blow-up of some sort 
between him and Mary.


"Well, suppose I got Leslie to talk to her ... sort of give her the idea 
that men will be men and that sort of thing...." Ed said, beaming brightly.


Bob visualized his gorgeous sister-in-law ... and thought that she certainly 
would be the kind of woman who could tell Mary a thing or two. He was tired 
of getting into rages against his wife when deep down, he really did love 
her, even though she had often enough accused him of the contrary!


The thought that a few words with Leslie might straighten Mary out 
completely, or at least put her on the right track, was very tempting, to 
say the least.


"Well ... yes ... that sounds great...." he answered finally. "I don't 
pretend to be completely right about these things, ... I gu-guess Mary just 
hasn't had much experience in life...."


"Always very sheltered ... you know she's the baby that came along when Mom 
and Dad didn't think they were going to have any more. Everyone thought my 
mother was too old, but she proved them wrong ... nevertheless, they treated 
Mary like she was a little angel, rather than a real live girl!"


Bob was embarrassed to realize that he didn't even know these details about 
his wife. He suddenly felt that he hadn't been understanding enough. 
Certainly there was no excuse for what he had done to her the night before, 
but he hadn't been able to help himself.


"Great!" Ed said, rising to go into his own office. "We'll set it up for 
tonight then ... and I'll go and let you get settled in here. Don't forget 
the Board meeting at 3:00!"


* * *


Mary had borrowed the neighbors VW again, and she had been driving around 
San Francisco for hours, just so she didn't have to be at home when Bob 
returned from work. She just couldn't face him after last night. Her soft 
trim little buttocks were still sore, as she sat in the driver's seat and 
went up and down still another hill. She was thankful that she at least had 
someone to talk to. Her older brother would help her to understand the 
things that were going on in her husband ... of that much she was sure! She 
pulled up in front of the house a few minutes after nine. Once more a thrill 
went through her when she saw just how opulently her brother could afford to 
live. She turned off the ignition and adjusted the skirt of the suit she had 
chosen to wear for this delicate meeting. She thought it struck just the 
right note, being demure, but also very attractive. The top was a closely 
cut bodice of blue linen that cupped the softness of her hidden breasts 
snugly, and the skirt was of the new longer length that was so much in vogue 
that season. She thought it made her legs look much more sophisticated than 
the short mini skirts she'd been wearing. Even though she was still 
technically a teenager, she had been anxious to do away with that image, 
especially since she was now a married woman.


But, she thought as she patted her hair back in place and climbed the steps 
to her wealthy brother's house, the way things were going it didn't look 
like she was going to be married that much longer. The thought was 
depressing and frightening, and she managed to choke back a sob just as the 
large white paneled door opened wide.


Leslie Tierra stood in the doorway, resplendent in a flowing lounging gown 
of a soft flowery print. Her long red hair was brushed and shining, and her 
eyes contained the same tinge of humor that they usually did.


"Mary...." she said, leaning over to kiss the smaller woman on the cheek. "I 
must go out this evening, but Ed is waiting for you ... we have a little 
cold chicken and some pate left over from dinner, if you're hungry ... you 
should enjoy that and a little champagne." She was leading the younger woman 
into the living room where Mary could already smell the cigarette smoke that 
signaled that her brother was there. Ed got up from an easy chair and 
greeted his baby sister.


"Hello, darling," he said, giving her an affectionate bear hug. "Come sit 
down right away ... have a drink ... have two ... you look a bit frazzled. 
Just relax and let yourself sink into that chair over there. The best chair 
in the entire house ... that's it ... lean back in it now ... There! Isn't 
that great!"


Mary did as she was told. She was only too glad to be in someone else's 
hands ... to not have to think about anything for a few moments at any rate. 
She reclined in the adjustable chair, letting her feet rise above the level 
of her head, listening to the sound of her brother making drinks at the over 
stocked bar, while she rested her eyes for a blissful second. Leslie had 
disappeared, and she returned briefly just as Mary was gratefully accepting 
a tall frosty glass from her brother.


"I'm afraid I'll be quite late," Leslie said, and Mary noticed that the 
beautiful woman had changed into a satiny dress of a transparent yellow that 
showed off her statuesque figure to great advantage.


It occurred to her that Bob would never let her go out in a dress like that, 
and she felt a renewal of the depression she'd been feeling all day long. 
Perhaps her differences with Bob were so great that they would never be 
solved! She watched enviously as Ed tenderly kissed his wife 
goodbye...."Where was she going?" Mary wondered.


"Have a good time, hoh ... and don't do anything I wouldn't do!" Ed chided 
her.


"How could I possibly find anything you wouldn't do?" Leslie replied with a 
flash of her green eyes, and Mary saw for the first time that she wasn't 
wearing any bra under her dress. The complete outline of her nakedly exposed 
breasts showed clearly beneath the thinly clinging material. A funny feeling 
went through her as she saw this, but she couldn't quite define it ... a 
mixture of jealousy and outrage perhaps, but she wasn't sure. She realized 
that she just wasn't sure of anything anymore!


Ed watched his beloved wife walk away from him, and once more marveled at 
the incredible shape of her sensuously jiggling behind.


"What an ass!" he said out loud, before returning to his chair and his 
stinger.


He noticed that Mary was blushing a deep crimson, and laughed. "Sorry, 
didn't mean to offend you, my dear ... but, you've got to admit ... it's 
true!" Ed thought about the place that his wife was going that evening. A 
little "party in the neighborhood" where some of their more intimate friends 
would be. He had forgotten all about it when he'd told Mary to come over, 
and so instead of canceling either one completely, he decided to have a 
little chat with his sister himself, and to send Leslie to the party alone. 
Some of the men there, he mused, would not be overly sad that he had not 
attended with her! He felt a little sad himself not to be getting in on the 
feminine treats whom he knew would be at the Simmon's place tonight. He felt 
really in the mood for a piece of tail ... and the thought that Leslie was 
probably going to get fucked within an inch of her life made him feel gyped! 
Nevertheless, he reasoned, the family business comes first. Perhaps he would 
be able to join Leslie at the party later on, once he had straightened out 
his little sister's problems.


"Stinger on the rocks" he said out loud. "Nice drink, but potent ... be 
careful ... it's the brandy ... sneaks up on you and clobbers you over the 
head. But that's what I like about them!" She looked so frail, he thought 
... so wan. What on earth had Bob done to her?


"Now, sweetheart," he said in his best brotherly tone, "what's the trouble?"


"Well ... I...." Mary thirstily took a large sip of the stinger. It tasted 
smooth and refreshing, and already it seemed to be having a numbing effect 
on her brain. Her troubles were just a little bit less real to her than 
before.


"It's Bob isn't it ...?" Ed prompted, filling his own glass. At the same 
time he flicked the switch of his tape machine in a mahogany console nearby 
and the room was instantly flooded with the sound of melodious strings and 
piano music. "You've had an argument of some sort...." he added, seeing that 
Mary was still hesitating. At this rate, he'd never get to the party, he 
thought ruefully.


Suddenly Mary burst into tears. Ed stood watching her, at a loss as to what 
to do. She began to babble forth a torrent of words, sobbing all the while, 
and Ed was only able to make out about every fourth word.


"It's terrible ... he doesn't love me anymore ... he ... he ... ATTACKED me 
last night ... I don't know why ... he should have been in a good mood after 
getting the job and all ... but he called me the most terrible names and he 
... he did unnatural things to me!!!!"


"Unnatural?" Ed asked, suddenly more interested. "Like what...."


There was a new flood of tears and Ed went over to his petite sister, and 
put his arms around her, perching on the edge of her chair.


"What?" he repeated.


"He ... he ... well, he's been getting rougher and rougher with me...."


"You mean in bed?" Ed asked pointedly.


"Y ... yes! ... and he took me ... from the back ... in my...."


"OH!" Ed exclaimed. "I see...."


"Oh, Ed, what am I going to do ... he hurt me so much and all he ever wants 
to do now is hurt me ... he says I don't do the things he wants me to do ... 
but I'm not some common slut who'll do those dirty things...."


"Oh, come on...." Ed said. "Come, come ... not only common sluts do such 
things, my love, but very respectable matrons have been known to 
indulge...."


"But ... but I...."


"Have another drink ... and I'll fill you in on the facts of life, honey ... 
apparently no one else has till now!"


Mary stared at her older brother wide-eyed. He was standing above her now, 
handsome in his lounging jacket, a light smile playing about his thin lips. 
"Come on upstairs. I've got some books for you to look at ... you can take 
them home too if you'll promise to bring them back!"


Mary protested, already realizing by Ed's tone that he didn't have the 
sympathy for her plight that she'd thought he would. It was positively 
humiliating to have told the lewd details about what Bob had done to her and 
to find that he was almost taking Bob's side.


"I'm leaving...." she said, but he pulled her along by the hand, carrying 
the pitcher full of stingers in the other hand. He made her walk up the 
steps in front of him, and followed her up the wide, sweeping staircase that 
led to the second floor.


Mary walked before him in a daze. Her tears were dry now, but she felt a 
bitterness rising inside her. It seemed like the entire world was in 
conspiracy against her!


She sat in a big bedroom chair while Ed got several leather bound books down 
from a shelf. Accepting his offer of another stinger, she drank it with a 
feeling of vengeance.


"I might as well get drunk" she thought. "Bob can go out and come home 
stinking drunk, why can't I!?" Cynically she grabbed hold of the first book 
that Ed handed her, asking for another drink at the same time. She opened 
the book without looking at its title and was shocked to see a full color 
photograph of a naked man and woman. Her head felt like it was spinning, and 
she almost dropped the heavy book, but Ed caught it and placed it back in 
her hands.


The full flesh tones of the beautiful woman's body were reproduced 
faithfully as she was caught in the act of being mounted from the rear by a 
large, muscular oriental man. The woman's pale skin made a startling 
contrast to the tan skin of the man, and the man's enormous reddish colored 
penis was penetrating the wide open brown puckered bud of the woman's anus. 
The expression on the woman's face was one of excruciating pain, and Mary 
knew just how the woman felt. Ed hung over his sister's shoulder watching 
her reactions.


"Turn the page...." he urged. On the next page the man had slipped his big 
hard cock still further inside the softness of the kneeling woman's 
proffered buttocks, and his large hands gripped the plump flesh on either 
side, spreading the large tender cheeks so that his hanging testicles could 
fit right into the crack underneath. The expression on the woman's face this 
time was one of pure bliss. She was now face down on the bed, her breasts 
softly crushed into the spread, her arms reaching down underneath her, where 
her hands could be seen toying with the dark surrounding tendrils of her own 
swollen pussy.


"ED, NO ... I can't look at these filthy pictures!!" she cried. "Please ... 
take your books back...."


Ignoring her, Ed turned the page again, reaching over Mary's shoulder. This 
time the picture showed the same buxom woman, her legs wide spread upon a 
large canopied bed. The camera angle showed the glistening wet interior of 
her shining black fleece lined pussy, the coral and red gem-like tissues and 
the tiny vaginal slit nestled below. Mary stared at the picture as though 
transfixed. She had never really seen anything like it before ... she'd 
never really looked at herself, either, and it was something of a revelation 
to see what it was she looked like down there between the legs.


There was something really obscene about it, though, and she felt a terrible 
embarrassment about the fact that she and Ed both were looking at the 
picture at the same time. It was almost as though he were looking at her!


Ed was thinking the same thing. In fact, he felt distinctly disturbed by the 
fact that in the next book he had to show Mary there were pictures of 
Natalie that he had had bound together. His lusty cock was already stiff and 
hard just thinking about it, and something about the scent of Mary's body 
made him feel like getting closer to her.


It was silly, he thought, but he really wanted to see how Mary would react 
to a picture of the young girl who looked so much like her!


"This book!" he said, replacing the book hastily and placing a loose-leaf 
notebook in her hands.


The picture showed Natalie lying in a similar position to that of the other 
woman ... only there was Lobo bending over her, his large hanging dog's 
tongue out to take a delicious swipe at the tempting morsel of her downy 
widespread cunt as it lay openly exposed and waiting for his animalistic 
licking!


"OH!!" Mary gasped. The girl looked so much like herself that she was taken 
aback. At first it almost seemed true, as though in some dream world or life 
she had done this horrible thing ... but then, as she continued staring at 
the picture she could see that it was indeed another young girl ... one even 
younger than she! The perversity of the picture was such that she felt a 
funny stirring in her loins ... as though she were being reminded of a long 
lost previous existence when she allowed such things, when she was a wanton 
creature living only for her body ... the kind of woman her husband seemed 
to be demanding that she become!!!


"Oh...." she repeated, continuing to look at the lascivious photograph. The 
girl had an expression on her face that gave the impression that she 
couldn't wait for the furry creature to dip his long rough red tongue into 
her softly yielding vagina.


"Oh, God...." Mary thought. The idea popped into her head that she would 
like to know what that would feel like ... and as soon as she thought it, 
she was overwhelmed by such guilt that she didn't know what to do. The fact 
that her older brother was leaning over her, watching her, touching her ... 
his breath falling on her face, made her feel another surge of forbidden 
excitement. WHAT WAS SHE DOING HERE ANYWAY ... WHAT WAS GOING ON?


Hastily she raised her stinger glass to her lips and drank the last of it. 
It left a sweet mint taste in her mouth that was pungent and good. She felt 
very drunk ... very confused.


"Come on over here...." Ed said huskily.


Mary stood up, trying to ignore the electricity that had just passed from 
her brother to herself. She felt dizzy and started to sway.


"I ... I think I'd better he down...." she said.


He led her to the large double bed he shared with Leslie, and placed her on 
it, leaning down to help her remove her shoes. But after he had taken them 
off, something inside him made him continue. Slowly he unfastened her skirt, 
and began to pull it down.


"Get comfortable...." he said. "Rest awhile...." But he wanted to see what 
she looked like ... he finally admitted to himself that he wanted to see 
just how much his baby sister resembled the girl in the picture ... he 
wanted to see everything!


Mary lay still. She was dimly aware of what was happening, and it always 
seemed that she was about to stop it at any minute ... that she was about to 
jump up off her older brother's bed and run out of the room ... run home ... 
but it never happened ... time got caught somewhere, and she was nude ... 
completely nude on her brother's bed ... the cool air-conditioning of the 
room wafting over her, as her brother stared down at her. It entered her 
head that this was all part of his helping her ... it was a kind of therapy 
... she had read about strange things that happened these days in encounter 
groups and in psychoanalysis. Everything was going to be worked out by what 
was happening to her right then. She didn't feel frightened at all actually 
... for some reason it felt completely normal by the time she was totally 
undressed.


Why not? she thought. It's only my brother!!!


Ed looked at the luscious form of his sister's excitingly exposed body, 
taking in the pert brown nipples that stuck so proudly in the air atop large 
sensuous breasts that seemed to be aching for his touch. And touch them he 
would. Hurriedly, without even thinking about it, he began to get out of his 
clothes. "Just he down...." he cautioned. "Don't move!" His voice was husky 
with desire. "Just spread your legs a little bit!"


Ed felt a transformation come over him. He wasn't really himself anymore. As 
simply as if somewhere someone had pressed a button or pulled a switch, he 
could see Lobo, the big German Shepherd ... his large meaty tongue dangling 
before the jewel pink widespread slit of the 17 year old Natalie. It had 
been Mary all along ... Mary who had so intrigued him ... he knew it now 
that she was resplendently nude, softly breathing before him. Natalie had 
only been a poor imitation ... a replacement ... filling in for the real 
thing. AND HERE SHE WAS!!


Ever so gently, he touched her slightly trembling thighs. Mary jumped 
slightly, but did not move away.


"OH, HONEY!" he thought to himself ... but did not dare speak for fear of 
scaring her away. "OH YOU DOLL, YOU!"


With infinite patience, he slowly pressed her thighs open ... spreading them 
apart so that the baby tight pussy, surrounded by thin teasing tendrils of 
jet black silk-like pubic hair was defenseless, open to his gaze. Slowly, he 
knelt up between her legs, his giant cock dangling almost ludicrously in 
front of him. He was going to do to her what he had watched Lobo the dog do 
to Natalie ... he was going to suck his baby sister's little pussy good!


Her sweet pungent pussy pressed hotly against his face and he quickly 
separated the soft, curly fuzz that surrounded his beautiful young sister's 
tight moistened vaginal slit, using the thumbs of both hands. Then without 
hesitating for even an instant, he flicked his tongue forward, burying the 
moist organ into the widespread warmth of the young girl's openly presented 
cunt.


"OOOOOOHHHHHHH!!!" Mary squealed out as she felt her older brother's tongue 
insinuating itself inside her secret depths.


"Nooooooo ... Ed ... we mustn't ... we mustn't...." she whimpered half 
heartedly. But Ed's flickering tongue lost no time in probing into the 
sensitive tissues of her futily resisting passage, probing wetly about with 
a fervent swirling that made her forget about any such protestations.


With a small cry, Mary quickly tangled her hands in her brother's thick 
black hair in an attempt to push his head back, but her hands only seemed to 
make the inevitable happen faster for his lips were now pressed into the 
burning crevice of her flowering open vagina.


Ed's palms pushed against the inside of her quivering thighs to prevent her 
from closing her legs as he warmed to his lewd task and began a slow 
torturous teasing with his tongue and lips of her secret pink cuntal flesh. 
He would let his tongue lay wide and flat in the soft hair fringed folds and 
crevices of her cunt then curl it slowly up to savor the gently textured 
inner flesh.


Mary lay back, her eyes wide with disbelief. What more could happen to her 
now. Here she was in her own brother's house ... in his very bed ... with 
him kneeling obscenely between her widespread legs, his tongue buried deeply 
into her welcoming cuntal channel and she was loving it ... she wanted this 
sucking ... needed it as she had never needed anything else before ... it 
seemed so right that she should be getting this wonderful pleasure from Ed 
... her older brother....


Her reverie was shattered suddenly when Ed's tongue made an extra deep lunge 
into her dark recesses."


"Oooooohhhhhhh, God ... God ... Ooohhh ... aaahhh" she moaned out her 
pleasure, whimpering and squirming beneath his attack while Ed greedily 
licked at her delicate private genitals. Mary groaned over and over, her 
hands pulling at Ed's hair, her back arched as much as possible as the 
depravity continued. Her mind was a swirl of confusion as the potent 
stingers took their toll on the susceptible nineteen year old girl.


Ed's agile tongue worked at his little sister's defenseless cunt, spearing 
in and out of her proffered widespread vagina, slipping back and forth over 
the heat of the tiny throbbing clitoris. Suddenly the full impact of what 
was really happening began to dawn on Mary. An image of what they must look 
like flashed across her mind and she was shocked when once more she realized 
that this man who was licking greedily at her openly exposed pussy was her 
own brother. She knew she would never be the same again after this night. 
But still she couldn't do anything to stop. She craved this delicious 
treatment her brother was giving her ... this warm sensuality that her 
husband seemed to lack. She stared down and watched Ed's head bobbing up and 
down and wiggling back and forth between her fully parted thighs. And as she 
watched, a tremor of perverted desire sparkled to life inside her in spite 
of the depravity that was being perpetrated on her. The tremulous sensations 
grew with each passing second, mushrooming in her quivering belly, rushing 
up to overcome her with an overwhelming torrent of lust.


Ed could sense his sister's complete surrender to his oral attack and as he 
sucked voraciously at her wide open slit, he glanced up and could see her 
eyes roll back in their sockets as a violent shudder overtook her body and 
her long tapering legs drew up and flailed out even wider in complete 
subjugation to him.


He increased his attack on the young teenager, doubling his ferocious 
muzzling of Mary's tight widespread pussy and in return she began to screw 
her pelvis up toward her brother's face, pushing steadily as though she 
wanted him to swallow her madly inflamed pussy.


"Yyyeeeeessss ... mmmmoooorrreee ... ohh she moaned over and over, huge 
goose pimples forming on the surfaces of her creamy flesh, beads of cold 
perspiration popping out on her forehead. She sobbed and shook, completely 
out of control, caught in the raging fire that threatened to devour her. Her 
full, pale thighs jerked up as with a low wail of submission she placed them 
up around Ed's massive shoulders, pulling his wagging face still closer to 
the tortuous turmoil in her wildly straining pussy. Ah thoughts of her 
husband were gone, burned in the licking flames that consumed her 
shamelessly aroused body as she bucked her hips up into the wonderful 
piercing pleasure that she had to have.


"Oh, Ed!" she cried out. "That sucking ... sucking ... it feels so 
goooodddd!!"


Ed's attack on her secret pubic vee was creating a veritable whirlwind of 
electrifying chills throughout her body. The incredible pleasure rippled 
from her loins now puckered up inside her brother's mouth where his tongue 
and teeth flicked at it, sucking up the ultra sensitive button of her 
clitoris with the other tissues.


"Ohhhh ... yeeess. . mooreeee ... yeeeessssss ... eeeeeddddd . ... yesssss 
... suck me . ... suck me!"


"Christ!" Ed thought to himself as his mouth and tongue worked wildly in his 
beautiful teenage sister's madly driving loins. Her little flowering cunt 
fit almost completely into his furiously working mouth and it tasted like a 
sweet honeysuckle to him. Now lapping and sucking, his eyes rolling wide 
open in their sockets, Ed took in the unbelievable sight of his little 
sister's face as she responded to his lewd ministrations. This was some 
fucking better time than going to the neighbor's party! He was giving her 
the best sucking she would ever have, he knew, and a delight took hold of 
him as he realized just how much pleasure he was giving her. Her eyes were 
half closed, her mouth hanging open a little as she moaned out his name. The 
twin fleshy mounds of her breasts quivered as though waiting for his hands 
to conquer them. He moved his hands up along her body toward them and cupped 
them, tweaking the pink hardness of her pebble-like nipples with unrelenting 
fury.


Loud sucking noises emanated from the wide open area of her pubic vee as Ed 
continued his ravenous cunt licking. Kneeling on all fours between Mary's 
wide open and straining thighs, he felt like the wild dog that had done the 
exact same thing to the young girl in his den a few evenings ago.


Mary's hands curled down into her older brother's hair in wild abandon to 
the delicious spasms that darted throughout her wildly aroused nerves. She 
was enjoying it beyond all measure. The darting licking flames were claiming 
more of her attention than anything had ever done before and she felt 
herself beginning to come apart at the seams. Mewling and moaning out her 
pleasure she clenched her teeth tight together as the first low sour 
stirring spears of orgasm were roused from deep in her churning loins.


"OOOOHHHHHAAAAHHHHHHMMMMM!!"


Ed licked furiously, moving his hands back to cup Mary's sensuously 
squirming buttocks as they wagged in involuntary surrender to the erotic 
tune her brother was playing on her fully exposed, now hotly seeping vaginal 
slit. Finally her madly quivering pussy gave way beneath his probing 
searching tongue and she ground herself savagely up into his mouth as the 
coming threshold of climax brimmed over and she was bursting all around him.


"OH OH OH OH OH OH!!! NOOOOOWWWWWWYYYYEEEEESSS!! I'M 
CUMMMMMIIIINNNNGGGGG!!!! AAAAAHHHHHHH!!!!"


Mary's young tender teenage body flailed wildly as the thunderous waves of 
her complete total orgasm exploded deep in her shaking belly and thick warm 
waves of rich feminine cum splashed hotly into Ed's fiercely sucking mouth 
and as the full pungent odor of his little sister's womanliness reached Ed's 
nostrils, he felt his own huge full erect prick swell even larger and then 
he too exploded, shooting his creamy white hot cum up out of the swollen 
tip, and he knew that this was only the beginning.


CHAPTER SIX


Leslie tiptoed away from the bedroom door. She had just witnessed a lot of 
unusual sights in her life, she thought, but the one she had just seen took 
the cake!!


She had returned around 12:30 from the Simmon's party, having become bored 
with the evening. "The same old people every time," she had thought earlier 
as she was driving home! She would just have to decline the next invitation! 
It wasn't that Jack Simmons didn't have a really nice-sized cock that he 
knew how to handle or that the others, Tom Lansing, and Jim Borgman, or that 
former state Senator weren't good ... it was just that she was tired of them 
... and their wives. Her long trim legs still felt a little trembly from the 
way Jack Simmons had held them almost in a split while Jim slid his giant 
cock ... God, it was long, she recalled, all the way into her palpitatingly 
taut vaginal slit!


"That had been pretty nice," she thought as she climbed the stairs. She 
assumed that Mary had long since gone home, but when she reached the top of 
the stairs, it was immediately evident that her young sister-in-law was 
still there ... in her bed with Ed!!


She watched them from her dressing room which was directly connected to the 
master bedroom, not quite believing her eyes as she saw her husband with his 
darling baby sister ... a girl who looked as though butter wouldn't melt in 
her mouth! She and Ed were long past being jealous of each other ... not in 
the usual way anyway ... but this was a completely different category of 
events ... this was incest! As she continued watching, Leslie had to admit 
that Mary had an absolutely beautiful little body ... and that she was 
really going to town with it! She hadn't seen Ed so excited in many a year 
... of course this wasn't any run of the mill girl ... this was his sister! 
She changed clothes while still in the dressing room, listening to the lewd 
sex noises as they climbed and diminished bit by bit in the next room.


"God!" she thought as she slipped on her nightgown and its matching 
pegnoire...."I wish I'd caught the beginning!" She was pleased that she'd 
returned earlier than usual from the party, otherwise she might never have 
known ... and above all, Leslie wanted to know what was going on! She 
couldn't rely on Ed to tell her everything that he did ... not that he was 
really hiding anything from her ... it was just that he liked to keep 
certain things to himself. This would no doubt be one of them!


The soft rustle of clothing came to her through the dressing room door, and 
Leslie didn't even bother to crack it open again to see what was happening. 
She knew that Mary was probably getting dressed now, and that both she and 
Ed felt guilty as hell. Good! she thought ... that's what they get for 
having so much fun in my bed! She heard the bedroom door open and close and 
then the sound of footsteps going down the stairs. Not a word was spoken. 
She giggled a little to herself, delighted with her secret knowledge. She 
was also pleased that she had watched Ed's special show the other evening 
from a hidden door ... otherwise she never would have known about the dog 
business! Ed neglected to tell her there would be an animal involved ... not 
just the usual stripping or public masturbation. She'd also been interested 
to note that Mary's husband, Bob, had enjoyed the show thoroughly although 
she had been disappointed when she hadn't been able to get a look at his 
cock ... she'd already seen ah the other men's who were there! That wasn't 
any fun!


Sitting at her dressing table, she examined her creamy complexioned skin, 
beginning to rub it with a little queen bee jelly ointment, which she had 
great faith would prevent her from getting premature wrinkles. Picking up 
the antique telephone that sat on her dresser, she dialed information.


"Do you have a new listing for ... let me see now ... oh, yes, Mr. Robert 
Moore?"


There was a pause and then the operator came back on the line. "Yes, this 
telephone was just installed today ... the number is 877-3244."


"Thank you very much, operator," Leslie answered, pushing the button down 
with her index finger. She didn't have much time ... already she could hear 
the sound of Mary's car leaving the garage where it had been parked. That 
was why she hadn't seen it when she drove up, since she usually just kept 
her little Triumph sports car right in front of the house.


* * *


Bob drove the freeway into San Francisco, doing 80 all the way. He didn't 
even recognize the little VW that passed by going in the other direction, 
since it was the neighbor's car anyway. But if he had he might have seen 
Mary's distraught face as she made her way back to the houseboat. Even 
though it was after 1:00 a.m., he was under the impression that he was going 
to see his wife at her brother's house. Leslie's phone call had been vague 
at best. All she had told him was to come right away, and that she would 
meet him at the side entrance. He had been impatiently waiting for Mary's 
return, carefully formulating the words of apology that he hoped would 
appease her.


But now he didn't know what to think. Leslie had sounded as though there 
might be some emergency. The urgent tone of her husky low voice had given 
him the chills. The house was dark as he drove up, and he began to look for 
the side entrance. Finding a narrow walk that went around the side of the 
big white house, he went down it, past large clumps of blooming hydrangeas 
toward the small lighted doorway that he could now see in the distance. 
Reaching it, he was about to knock when the door swung silently open.


"Hello...." Leslie said, and he found himself looking at his sister-in-law's 
scantily clad shape. He couldn't tear his eyes away from the enticingly 
presented area of her large closely pressed together breasts, where they 
snuggled inside a tight bra top of black cotton. Her midriff was also bare, 
and only the briefest bikini covered the bottom half of one of the most 
magnificent womanly forms that Bob had ever seen. He couldn't for the life 
of him imagine why she would be dressed in such an outfit at that hour of 
the night, but he really couldn't complain.


"Well, come on in...." Leslie said, "Don't just stand there staring!"


Bob had almost forgotten the purpose of his visit. Blushing, he entered the 
dark room, trying to accustom his eyes to the lack of light.


"Mary ... is she here?" he said, looking around what appeared to be the 
kitchen.


"As a matter-of-fact, she's already left Leslie said, "however, I wanted you 
to come so we would talk about her...."


"You mean she's gone home already...."


"Oh, yes ... you may even have passed her on the road! Just follow me ... I 
think we'll be more comfortable downstairs...." She led the way to a door 
that opened onto the playroom steps. "Downstairs," she said, "I have a 
little gym set up down there ... where I do my exercises ... I've just been 
doing a few...." she added.


The room was dimly lit but Bob could make out sets of various gym equipment, 
and the floor was strewn with mats. Incongruously there was a bar in the 
comer near what seemed to be a sauna bath. It was the kind of wooden 
structure that Bob had seen photographs of ... and he had often wanted to 
build one himself.


"Sit down...." Leslie said, pointing to one of the mats, and Bob noticed 
there was not a chair to be seen in the entire room. "You won't mind if I 
continue my exercises while we talk, will you?" Without waiting for a 
response, Leslie lay down on a mat nearby and began to do a series of 
exercises. From his position, Bob had an embarrassingly clear view of the 
full raised mound of her pubic vee that was so scantily covered by the tiny 
piece of black cotton of her panties. He remained just where he was, 
watching with a growing confusion as Leslie spread her legs wide and in a 
sitting position bent down to touch each toe, placing her head on her thigh 
with each stretch. Each time she remained down a little longer, and Bob 
found himself focusing on the little curly hairs of his sister-in-law's 
hidden pussy, where they peeped out from underneath the slender vee shape of 
her panties. Her secret cuntal flesh seemed unusually large and he couldn't 
help wondering just how she looked without those panties on.


"Fix yourself a drink ... I don't usually have anything while I'm 
exercising."


Bob went over to the bar and poured himself a large gin and tonic.


"Do you usually do this at this hour?" he asked, incredulously.


"Sometimes...." Leslie Tierra replied, "Yes, sometimes I do!" She changed 
her position and, this time lying on her back, she raised her legs all the 
way up, swinging them back over her head so that her toes touched the mat 
behind her. This gave Bob, who was now standing up looking down at his 
bountifully made sister-in-law ... a splendid look at the little crack of 
flesh that was her curl surrounded cunt. The material of her thin panties 
caught in the long narrow slit, and Bob could see a slight bit of moisture 
there.


His dormant penis was beginning to come to life. Unsuccessfully, he tried to 
turn his thoughts to something else.


"Mary ... what about her ... what did she say?"


"She didn't talk to me...." Leslie said mysteriously.


"Well, what ... I don't understand...."


"There's something you ought to know, Bob and I don't know just how to break 
it to you!"


"What on earth are you talking about!?"


Bob felt like he was going crazy. What was going on anyway? If Mary hadn't 
been talking to Leslie ... then what had she been doing? Yet, despite 
imagining all sorts of things, he could still feel his elongated cock 
swelling more and more as Leslie remained bent over in the same lewd 
position that almost seemed an invitation of the most blatant sort!


"Listen, ... I'm going into the sauna ... would you like to join me? It's 
terrific for you ... brings out all the impurities, you know ... I'll tell 
you everything, or at least as much as you ought to know ... and you can get 
healthy at the same time!" She was already headed toward the wooden 
structure, which Bob now realized had been turned on earlier. As she opened 
the door, a billow of fine white steam came flowing out into the room and 
Leslie half disappeared into it. Bob realized he had little choice but to 
follow his maddeningly cryptic in-law. Besides, he was curious about what 
the sauna would be like, and about a few other things besides.


"Just take off your clothes, Bob," she called out. "Don't worry about 
modesty ... you can't see a thing in here anyway. But hurry ... don't let 
all the steam out!" Once inside, Leslie hastily stepped out of her small 
exercise suit. The steam crowded in around her now completely nude body and 
she could feel it seeping into every little crack and crevice of her softly 
exposed body. It felt wonderful. The mist was so dense and fine that she 
couldn't see more than a few inches in front of her as she sat down on a 
finely polished wooden bench that was the sole furnishing of the Finnish 
type sauna. The moist wood felt firm and slippery on the round cushiony 
forms of her buttocks, and Leslie abandoned herself to a total sensuality as 
the heat and moisture inundated her willingly waiting body.


She could hardly wait for Bob to join her. She knew that her husband Ed was 
upstairs sleeping soundly, and that in fact he didn't even know that she had 
returned from the Simmons' party quite sometime ago. She had often 
entertained her husband in the sauna, but never anyone else. What better way 
to inaugurate the recently installed machine than with a member of the 
family, she thought. And what better way to get even with Ed for his little 
incestuous transgression than to investigate the possibilities of the 
gorgeous hunk of man his sister had married!?


Finally, she could see the dark outline of his large masculine body framed 
in the doorway of the sauna. A thrill of excitement coursed through her by 
now profusely perspiring body. She felt deliciously ready for him ... 
totally receptive to what she was about to cause to happen. A profound joy 
stirred in her veins, and she felt a little fluttering in the base of her 
belly, like a hoard of butterflies had been let loose in there.


What would he feel like ... How would he be? She rose to meet him, moving 
forward as he closed the door behind him. When he turned, she blindly 
stretched out her beautifully tapered arms, and placed them around his neck, 
drawing him to her slippery wet, softly curvaceous naked body.


"Oh, Bob!" she sighed into his mouth as she felt his already hardened cock 
press stiffly into the flat of her belly. "You are ready, aren't you?"


Bob hungrily returned the kiss that Leslie's soft wet lips offered him. 
Sweat was already pouring off his body, and he could feel rivulets of it 
sliding between them. He wrapped his arms around her without even 
questioning what he was doing. There was only one thing on his mind now, and 
that was to know the incredible woman who was offering herself to him in the 
bizarre setting of her sauna! It seemed as though he had been waiting to 
feel her nakedly pressing body against his forever ... that everything in 
his life had been building up to this moment ... that the world in fact had 
been created so that he and Leslie Tierra might intertwine their thirsting 
bodies in the privacy of a home sauna!


"OH, GOD, YOU FEEL GOOD!" he cried. "OH, CHRIST, LESLIE!"


Slowly they sank down to the wide wooden bench, Leslie pulling him down upon 
her with a passion inspired insistence. "It'll be good...." she said 
enticingly. "You'll see...."


Bob's now fully erect masculine hardness instantly found the thin 
hair-fringed vertical slit between Leslie's long shapely thighs and he 
pressed the fat, bulbous red tip of it to the pulsing entrance to her 
awaiting vagina. His hips jerked forward violently and his long, hard penis 
slipped easily into the fully lubricated orifice.


"AAAAAHHHHH...." Leslie sighed as she felt the full length of her young 
brother-in-law's penis slip wetly into her. Even though she had already been 
fucked several times before that evening, Bob's hard youthful cock was the 
best yet. The full length of it slammed up into her hot yielding cunt to the 
very depths of her inner being, warm and taut, stretching the hot fleshy 
sheath with his rigidity and she could feel her pussy growing wetter and 
wetter by the minute.


"U U U U U NNNNGGGGG!" they grunted simultaneously as both felt the stiff 
penis reaching bottom and smacking harshly against the beautiful older 
woman's cervix.


Leslie could feel Bob's bloated hanging testicles nudging into the spread 
crack of her upturned behind as she squealed, twisting beneath him with the 
rapture of his animal-like thrust. Oh yes, she thought to herself, this was 
certainly a good idea!


Bob withdrew and plunged in again, screwing tightly into Leslie's straining 
pussy. And once more he withdrew and plunged into her burning cunt with the 
rock hardness of his throbbingly aroused prick.


"Oh, Bob ... Bob ... Bob...." she moaned hotly into his neck, sinking her 
sharp little teeth into the taut flesh there. She had almost forgotten how a 
really good man felt! None of the other men, for all their fancy tricks, 
could even come close to this real man fucking she was getting from her 
young brother-in-law! She bucked furiously beneath him, arching her body up 
so that more of his thick penis could enter her, urging him on to smack his 
loins against her harder and harder.


She felt totally possessed by this young architect as his hard virile body 
blotted her out in ecstasy while he ground her into the hard wooden bench as 
if she were nothing until she would scream out her agonizing pleasure.


Bob ground his pelvis into the squirming flaccid flesh beneath him as she 
strained back under him, arching her loins up at him, lifting them both a 
few inches off the wide bench from the strength of her upward thrusts. She 
moaned ceaselessly now beneath his pounding body, opening and closing her 
legs around his hips as she worked up and down. Her mouth gaped, open wide, 
her head flailing from side to side in wild abandon.


"Oh, fuck it good . ... it's gooodddd!!" she muttered from between her 
tightly clenched teeth. "Give me your cock, baby ... give me your good hard 
cock!"


Insanely now, Bob hammered into her, hauling her even tighter up against his 
loins and feeling her draw back her thighs causing the moist clasping hold 
of her pussy to flower in reception of his pistoning cock to greater depths 
inside her. Leslie rolled her head in befogged and delighted bliss as he 
brought her passion filled body to completeness. Her legs snaked out on 
either side of his young, thickly imbedded cock, quivering and twitching 
spasmodically in wild proflicacy as his tongue darted across her sensuous 
red lips and velvety noises of encouragement gurgled in her throat.


"Now ... hurry ... stick your finger up my ass ... do it ... DO IT!" she 
gasped out, her voice coarse with overwhelming, salacious lust that swept 
over her like an evil, satanic spell she could not control.


Bob couldn't believe it! First that he was really here fucking his beautiful 
sister-in-law at her own instigation but now, this too! He wasn't sure of 
anything anymore and now, completely lost in the lascivious game she had 
called, he responded to her command, slipping his fingers over the taut 
stretched flesh of her buttocks to find her hidden anus, smooth and hot as 
it worked of itself with her tensing and relaxing. He probed at the tiny 
puckered opening with the tip of his middle finger and it yielded suddenly 
as the thick digit popped inside the soft, rubbery hole, bringing a new 
sound to Leslie's lips as she grunted at the sharp little pain.


Bob could tell that she was near completion as she gripped him tight between 
her thighs, opening and closing them around him in time to his long hard 
thrusts up into her welcoming cunt. She gurgled beneath him, the sound 
coming from deep within her throat as though she had no control over it. He 
knew she was near and he quickened his pace so that he would be ready for 
her when she climaxed.


"Ooooohhhhh, fuck my pussy ... fuck it goooddd ... fuck, FUCK FUCK!!" she 
chanted, mumbling all the obscene words that came to her mind and spurring 
her brother-in-law on with the pounding of her heels high on his profusely 
sweating back.


" ' I'm cumming ... CCCUUUMMMIINNGG! she screamed suddenly in wild ecstatic 
abandon She pulled back her thighs tighter until the whole of her madly 
stretched pink vaginal slit was presented up to him to batter and use as he 
saw fit. Her ankles locked over his shoulders, her pussy squirming beneath 
him in an uninhibited dance of abandoned ecstasy. Her mouth hung open wide, 
unseeing eyes gazed wide at the ceiling.


"Fuck your cunt gooooddddd!!!" Bob yelled out as he hammered into her 
beautiful cunt and felt her vaginal walls secrete their warm gushes of wet, 
molten juices around his plundering cock, flooding his rock hard driving 
shaft and balls while with renewed fire he thrust faster, deeper, with all 
of the strength he could muster and as he felt her jerk and lurch, then 
spasm wildly, the mouth and lips of her cunt sucking at him feverishly, her 
breath laboring in short gasps, he felt his own hot, wet sperm race the full 
length of his spasmodically jerking prick, racking his thick, muscular body 
as it spurted from the beet red tip of his cock, far, far up into her soft, 
welcoming belly. It jerked and spewed in never ending delight inside her and 
she ground her crotch up tight against buried depths.


It was much later when Bob looked down at Leslie's perfect features ... her 
red hair was lying flat and wet against her head, and he watched as she 
pulled it up and wrapped a white towel around it. The line of her breasts 
was enchanting as her arms lifted above her head. He could feel his 
insatiable cock throbbing anew. He wanted to take her again ... to feel 
himself fucking high up into that little red cunt of hers! Better not be too 
greedy though, he thought, ... better take it easy. He wanted this to happen 
again ... no matter what the complications, he felt that he had to feel this 
woman groaning and grinding up and against his driving loins yet another 
time ... at least one more time!


"What I wanted to tell you...." she said, pinning the turban in place, "may 
come as a shock ... But, Mary...."


His wife's name exploded like a time bomb in his head ... It had been hours 
since he'd even thought about her! He concentrated hard on what Leslie was 
about to say, his eyes on the soft full lips that he had so recently nibbled 
in the steamy fog of the sauna.


"Mary's been unfaithful to you! But since we've had our little meeting ... I 
dare say you've gotten even!"


CHAPTER SEVEN


"I'm going out...." Mary said briefly.


Bob lay on the studio couch, watching his wife suspiciously. He was consumed 
by jealousy ... and all he had really wanted to do since Leslie told him 
about Mary's infidelity was to shake the truth out of her. It hardly 
mattered that he might have driven her to it by his rough ways ... what 
mattered was that she was his wife ... and she was making a fool of him! 
Leslie had laughed when he had professed that Mary's sin was greater than 
his own ... that he felt because Mary was a woman her betrayal was a more 
serious matter than his seemed to be a source of infinite amusement to the 
lovely redhead. But Bob had not seen the humor at all, and he had been 
particularly upset when Leslie had categorically refused to give him any 
further details about who Mary had been with ... how and where!


Finally, she had seemed to get a sudden idea and, her face shining brightly, 
she suggested that she might arrange for him to know more.


"I'll call you ... next time she is going to meet him...." Leslie said, 
"Meanwhile I wouldn't say anything about it if I were you!"


He had watched Mary getting all dolled up to go out without saying a word. 
She had certainly been acting strangely since the night of her supposed 
infidelity. At first he thought that Leslie might have made the whole thing 
up just to tease him ... but when he got home and saw that Mary was sleeping 
on a narrow couch rather than in the bed, his suspicion that Leslie had been 
telling the truth grew. With great difficulty he had controlled his rage and 
had gone to bed, fuming ... all the delights he had known with Leslie were 
erased by his consuming jealousy.


"Get into bed," he'd told her, "I'll sleep over there!" His eyes mere slits 
of anger, he'd watched her get up and get into bed. The idea that another 
man had touched her was almost too much to take!


He had only spent a few hours at work that day, and since Ed Tierra hadn't 
come in at all, he didn't feel too bad about leaving at 2:30 p.m. All day 
long he had been at home, observing his young wife's nervousness.


At about five she had gotten a call, and when he asked her who it was she 
told him it was her brother Ed. He didn't believe her ... but said nothing. 
Now she was going out. He wondered if Leslie knew anything about it ... and 
if she could call him. It was all he could do to let Mary walk out the door. 
She looked beautiful, but very pale and anxious, wearing a pair of green 
slacks and a tight white cashmere sweater that he had given her last 
Christmas.


"Don't wait up!" she said tensely as she left, and as the door closed behind 
her, leaving him alone in the small houseboat on the bay, he flung the first 
thing he could find at the door. The lamp broke in a thousand pieces and 
simultaneously the telephone rang. Torn between answering it and dashing out 
to follow Mary, he ran to pick up the receiver.


"Hello, lover...." Leslie cooed. "Remember what we were talking about? Well, 
if you'd like to see with your own eyes ... come over right now ... meet me 
at the side entrance ... like last night."


"Are they there ... is she meeting him there ... at your house??? If I find 
out you had anything to do with this...!"


"Oh, believe me ... I'm a perfectly innocent bystander!" Leslie said, "See 
you in a few minutes...."


After throwing the entire telephone across the room, Bob dashed out of the 
house. He jumped into his old Nash and drove like a maniac across the 
bridge, thinking that he might even catch up with Mary on the way. But he 
saw no sign of her, and even when about 20 minutes later he pulled up in 
front of the Tierra house, he looked in vain for the beat up little 
Volkswagen that his wife was driving.


He parked and ran around to the side of the house. It was just starting to 
get dark. The heavy perfume of the flowers was nauseating to him as he 
hurriedly passed them and gravitated to the side door. Leslie was there 
waiting.


"That was certainly record time," she said. She was wearing a short sun 
dress of bright yellow and in one hand she had a tennis racket. "I was just 
practicing my serve out back" she said, "waiting for you to arrive."


"You'll have to be patient," she said. "Come downstairs for a few 
minutes...."


"No ... I want to see Mary ... and where's that brother of hers, Ed!"


"Oh, Ed's around ... and Mary arrived a short while ago ... don't worry ... 
you'll have all the answers soon ... if you want them so badly!"


* * *


Once Ed had closed the door to his office behind them, Mary collapsed in her 
brother's arms in tears.


"Oh, Ed ... I've been so upset ... I just can't stand it. I feel like I'm 
losing my mind ... maybe I should see a psychiatrist ... Ed, what ever are 
we going to do ... IT WAS ALL WRONG!!"


She clung to her brother's corpulent form, feeling as though the last shreds 
of her sanity were gone. She had felt completely numb from the shock of her 
overpowering sexual experience with her older brother, and now that she was 
seeing him again, all the tumultuous emotions that had. been lying so close 
to the surface of her brain exploded again, bursting forth with a force that 
she could not control.


Ed had spent the day pondering in his office. He had been pondering the 
reckless act he'd indulged in the night before all day long, turning the 
undeniable fact that he had made passionate love to his own sister over and 
over in his mind. He just couldn't imagine how he had let it happen, and he 
felt an all-consuming guilt for what his little sister Mary must be going 
through. Finally he'd picked up the phone and called her, after asking the 
operator for the new listing.


"Listen, honey," he'd said, without even bothering to say hello. "Just come 
over this evening ... we'll talk about it. Don't worry, everything will be 
all right ... we'll just have to talk it out!"


But now that she had indeed come ... now that she was in his arms again, he 
felt a natural renewal of the feelings he had had the night before. She felt 
so frail and soft, clinging to him like that, and he wanted desperately to 
protect her ... to provide belated support for the lonely little girl she 
had been. A warning inner voice told him that that was her husband's role 
and not his ... but as Mary's upturned face looked pleadingly into his, he 
ignored it, bending to kiss her with a passionate force that took her 
completely by surprise. Overwhelmingly delicious sensations passed between 
them, building up into a conflagration that neither one of them could stop.


"Oh, Ed ... ED!!! OH, GOD NO!!!" But Mary knew that it was too late to stop 
what was going to happen. This time they were going to go all the way ... 
what had been started the night before was going to be finished now! Ed led 
her to his couch. He had to get his bulging, aching cock inside her tender 
young cunt or die. He just had to fuck her!


Leslie paused outside her husband's door. From the sounds that were coming 
from inside, she was certain that things were going just as she had thought. 
She went back to the playroom where Bob was furiously waiting for Leslie to 
come up with the evidence she had promised. He felt the perfect fool ... but 
he was determined to find out what was going on! Leslie looked at him for a 
moment. For a moment she wasn't sure she really wanted to go through with 
the plan she had formulated the day before ... after all it just might 
backfire on her, and she would risk losing everything she had. But somehow 
she was certain that she could turn it all to her advantage ... It 
would-certainly be the most crevice of her upturned behind ... all conspired 
to give him a marvelous sense of well-being. As though he had been fucking 
her this way forever. He fell into an easy rhythm, feeling her beginning to 
respond to his thrusts, her smooth tightly clenching channel becoming more 
and more open ... a willing receptacle for his hypnotically fucking, 
unbearably hard penis.


It felt good! Just as he'd said it would, and Mary helped her brother to 
grind deeper and deeper into the tiny puckered entrance of her wildly 
excited rectum. Whole new worlds of excitement were being opened up to her. 
Her brother was showing her what her body was for!


"OH MY!! OOOHHHHH! PUSH IT IN FURTHER!!! FURTHER!!!" she said.


Bob rushed into the large roomy office where just a few evenings ago he had 
witnessed another young girl being sodomized in a much different way. But 
this. This incredibly lewd scene was almost more than he was able to take. 
Only two nights ago Mary had made him feel like the bastard of all time for 
doing what she was now begging her own brother to do to her! She was getting 
screwed royally up the ass and begging for more! She knelt in total 
slave-like submission before her much older brother while he skewered his 
huge rock hard penis deep and hard into her tightly clutching rubbery anal 
opening. Bob's eyes bulged at the obscene spectacle aware that both his wife 
and brother-in-law were so lost in their lust inspired passions that neither 
had even noticed when he bounded into the room.


"Oh, God, it is a good tight little asshole!" he heard Ed mutter from 
between his teeth as he continued driving hard and fast into the tightly 
resisting back passage of his young sister.


"Oooohhhhaaaahhhnnngggg!" Mary's groans were a complete mixture of pleasure 
and pain, her face a distorted grimace as she bucked back at her brother's 
plunging loins.


At first Bob's reaction was to pull them apart and knock the living crap out 
of both of them, but now, after witnessing them for a few moments, he 
couldn't deny the huge bulge that had arisen in his tight pants and was now 
pressing insistently against the soft material. In a matter of seconds, he 
had freed himself of his clothing and stood naked in the room, his throbbing 
hard masculine flesh jutting out from beneath his muscular stomach. He took 
a few steps over to where the two siblings were performing their incestuous 
act and dropped to his knees directly in front of Mary's sweating, dazed 
face.


Grabbing her roughly by the hair, he pulled at it hard, forcing her to open 
her big eyes wide and when she did, she came face to face with the pulsating 
hardness of the engorged length of her enraged husband's thick bulging 
penis.


"Do you see this?" he hissed down at his incestuous young wife. "Well, 
tonight you're going to get a good taste of it!"


Then standing up once more, he pushed his wife and brother-in-law over on 
the floor so that Mary was now lying on top of her still madly fucking 
brother, his thickly bloated prick sunk to the hilt in her clutching 
asshole.


"And you...." he addressed himself to Ed, "You just keep on fucking her good 
and hard, brother ... GOOD AND HARD!"


With that, he jumped onto the two furiously fucking siblings and without 
hesitating a moment longer guided the swollen tip of his long, excitedly 
throbbing prick deep into the moist open cavern of her nakedly spread legs.


"AAAAHHHHHHHH!!!" Mary screamed out her pleasure as she felt her virile 
young husband's rock hard penis slithering deep inside her welcoming belly. 
She lay there moaning, sandwiched between the two men, impaled by their 
cocks in her twin clasping holes with only the thin wall of membrane between 
her anus and cunt separating the vicious instruments.


Bob, already ever-excited from watching his brother-in-law taking Mary so 
cruelly, began to fuck into her hot, moist pussy while Ed, beneath, only too 
glad to go along with Bob's idea, began thrusting up with long hard strokes 
into the depths of her rectum. And in another moment, they began a natural 
rhythm, buffeting her between them like a sack of soft resilient foam 
rubber. She was uttering a single low whine which went on and on all the 
time they ground into her but interrupted occasionally be interesting thing 
that had happened yet ... and she was ready for that!


She'd been sure that Ed and Mary would wind up at it again after listening 
in on Ed's phone call to Mary. So, she'd called Bob, certain that it would 
only be a matter of minutes before she would have something to show him as 
she'd promised. It was going to be some show!


"Come on!" she said, and she didn't have to tell him twice. Bob bounded 
after her up the steps. Again he wondered where Ed was ... and if Ed too 
knew that Mary was cheating on him! Probably everyone in the whole world 
knew but him ... probably she'd been meeting her lover at the Tierra's house 
for months, maybe that was why she was so unspirited in bed!


Leslie led him through the house, turning several comers in the large 
mansion and traversing the immense living room. Once she almost stopped and 
decided against the whole thing, but she changed her mind again and they 
continued until at last they were standing in front of the office door.


Already the lewd sounds were reaching Bob's ears, and his face turned a 
purplish color as he recognized the sounds that Mary made when she was 
aroused ... ONLY THEY WERE MUCH MORE INTENSE!


"Ooooohhhhh, ... Yyyyeeeessssssss!!" she was crying, her voice ringing loud 
and clear through the thick paneled door.


"Would you like to see!?" Leslie asked.


His face totally devoid of color, Bob nodded in the affirmative and Leslie 
led him to an adjoining room, the same room from which she had watched 
Natalie's performance with the dog. In the center of the room there was a 
small closet-like opening that had once been used as a dumbwaiter in the old 
house. Leslie opened the door and reached inside ... By turning a handle she 
made a small panel move to the side, and through this she could see 
everything that was going on inside. She peered in first. "Mmmmm," she 
thought...."much more interesting than I thought."


Stepping aside, she made room for Bob to look. He stepped forward 
hesitantly, perhaps he didn't really want to see after all! Perhaps he 
should just let it go. He felt suddenly old and tired . ... but when he 
glimpsed the nakedly writhing couple in the room a sudden rush of alertness 
filled him.


His eyes bulging out intensely, mouth gaping, he witnessed the most amazing 
sight he'd ever seen.


"It can't be!!!" he thought. "It just can't be!!!"


But it was. His young inexperienced wife was kneeling up willingly, her face 
pressed down to the expensively carpeted floor, her naked white upturned 
buttocks undulating in open invitation to her advancing brother's desire 
hardened cock.


"You'll see ... you'll like it this time!" Ed said. "It'll be good!"


Bob could feel Leslie pressing in close to him so that she too could watch 
the outrageous scene. Bob could only stand and look ... it was too much to 
believe that it was really happening, much less do anything about it! His 19 
year old wife and her older brother were like two strangers going through 
the obscene motions of sex, and through some weird quirk of fate he found 
himself watching.


Ed moved in on his knees, peering intensely at the puckered brown opening of 
his baby sister's anal passage. He wanted to know every sweet orifice of her 
tender body ... Let his mightily swollen excited rod penetrate her each and 
every opening, bringing her as much pleasure as he could draw from her 
already wildly aroused body. With a little adjusting he fitted his large 
body directly behind her, separating her creamy white smoothly naked ass 
cheeks. Grunting with pleasure he forced the length of his cock into the 
tiny hole, worming it in bit by bit and feeling her tightly resisting anal 
sphincter contracting in tight circles around the advancing thickness of his 
lust hardened cock.


"Aaaaaaaahhh Ed, ED! OH, IT HURTS!!" But her resistance was not enough to 
make Ed relinquish the pleasurable sensation his big invading cudgel was 
receiving from her softly yielding buttocks.


"NNNHGH!" he grunted, fucking into her with hard long strokes. 
"Oooohhhhlingngng" The warmth of her body against his ... the open a deep 
grunt from her chest as they smacked into her body with harder and more 
brutal force.


They were fucking her to within an inch of her life!


Leslie watched mesmerized, her eyes a scant few feet from where the two 
thick cudgels skewered into Mary's widely stretched, now welcoming loins 
like two hungry animals. Her excited lust-dimmed eyes watched the moist long 
cocks wet their full length from Mary's secret vaginal secretions, fucking 
hard into her. She could see the ragged pink edges of her teenage cunt 
drawing back with Bob's cock on the outstroke and disappearing back inside 
as he rammed it home again deep into her quivering belly. The same was true 
with the tight clasping opening of her wide-stretched anus as Ed screwed 
into it with a demonic fury.


"OOOOHHHHHHHH!!' Mary chanted on and on in time to her husband's and 
brother's crushing thrusts against her cunt and rear passage. Wilder and 
wilder they became, plowing into her between them as if she were nothing but 
a rag doll made expressly for them to use in this cruel punishing way. All 
three of their coarse groans intermingled in a symphony of mad sexual 
abandonment.


"YES ... YES ... LIKE THAT ... LIKE THAT ... I'M CUMMING ... CUMMING ... YES 
FUCK ME HARDER HARDER HARDER ... I'M CUMMING CUUUUMMMIIINGGG! 
AAAHHHHHH!!!!!"


Mary was out of her mind with desire now and began sobbing out her orgasm 
that seemed to go on and on until Leslie thought it would never stop. Both 
men, sensing their total conquest of her body and mind, plunged forward at 
the same time, imbedding their suddenly wild ejaculating cocks deep into her 
pussy and asshole, pumping their hot male sperm far, far up into her warmly 
welcoming belly as they felt her womanly juices squeezing round their 
penises and out around their madly driving loins.


"HOT BITCH ... HOT LITTLE BITCH!!!" Bob cried out, feeling his young wife's 
secretions flooding around his driving piston.


"GIVE ME YOUR CUM, BABY ... GIVE ME YOUR CUM!!!!"


CHAPTER EIGHT


Shimmers of ecstasy ran through the highly teased pit of Leslie's yearningly 
stretched vagina. She had been watching long enough! Her own fingers could 
no longer suffice as a solution to the desire she felt building up inside 
her at the sight of the three members of her family who were jumbled 
together in the most erotic heap she had ever seen!


"If Mary thinks she's the only one who's going to get fucked tonight, she's 
sadly mistaken!" she said aloud as she slipped out of her yellow sun dress. 
She entered the room defiantly and was slightly annoyed that no one seemed 
to notice or care. "I'll wake them up all right!" she resolved.


Mary was lying in a swoon beneath her husband, still sandwiched between him 
and her brother, a drooping, deflated cock in each of her secret openings. 
She had never cum so completely, been so thoroughly mindlessly fucked, and 
her tenderly bruised body was trying to recuperate. Her streaming pussy 
twitched occassionahy about Bob's long fleshy rod. She could still feel the 
wetness of the two pools of male sperm that filled her ... one in the tight 
burning orifice of her rectum, the other high in her pulsing, squeezing 
pussy!


Her brother Ed was panting behind her, his tongue still curling in and 
around the gentle curve of her ear ... while Bob's lips were still pressing 
tightly against hers. She thought there was nothing in the world more 
satisfying for a woman than to be fucked by two men at the same time!


Leslie was thinking the same thing as she approached the family trio, her 
almost amazonian proportioned body held proudly as she walked. Her 
strawberry tipped breasts were already tight and hard, just aching to be 
touched ... to be bitten by some willing mouth.


Her brother-in-law's quivering buttocks were presented to her roving eyes as 
she surveyed the sensual situation, and she could see him tensing and 
flexing his loins ever so slightly, as though he were ready to start 
thinking about getting good and hard again. Wordlessly she moved in close to 
him and reaching forward, cupped her fingers underneath the hanging 
receptacle of his balls, delighting in the cry he gave as he jumped a good 
inch off the flattened body of his young wife!


"It's only me, love!" she cooed. "You fellows need another chick to play 
with ... and I'm elected!" She curled her thumb and forefinger forward into 
the damp crack of his crotch, circling his already steadily rising cock and 
gently beginning to squeeze and pull at it. As she moved her fingers, she 
could feel Mary's seeping hair-lined vagina too, and when Bob got good and 
hard again, she could feel the rock like instrument she was holding 
stretching the tight little black-haired pussy to an enormous width.


"Christ!" Bob said, as he felt the delicate but strong feminine fingers 
deftly holding onto his cock from behind, giving his balls a gentle massage. 
And the idea that she was also touching Mary's widespread vaginal split 
nearly drove him out of his mind! His cock bulged to tremendous size and 
without a word he began to flex his muscles hard, pushing into the warmly 
accepting walls of Mary's awakened little pussy.


"Oh, honey ... you're so creamy ... so good ... and mellow ... OH SHIT!"


Ed pulled himself away from his sister when he realized what was going on, 
letting his cock slide effortlessly from the clenched opening between her 
fleshy warm buttocks. He saw the wild flaming mane of his wife's hair and 
the expression of utter depravity and witless lust on her face. "This was 
all your doing wasn't it!?" he said as he approached her.


Without moving her softly plying fingers from the openly fucking crevice 
between Bob and Mary's now softly pulsing vagina and cock, she turned to 
reply to him, spreading her lips wide in a lewd greeting, "You and your baby 
sister had something to do with it too, old boy ... but right now that's all 
water under the bridge ... want me to suck you off?"


He smiled broadly ... everything was going to be all right after all! He 
pushed his semi-hard penis into his wife's ovaled lips and felt her suck the 
rubber length of his cock into her warm wet mouth. In his ears the 
increasingly fervent fucking of husband and wife could be heard distinctly, 
and just by looking down, beside his wife's rapidly bobbing head, he could 
see Bob's muscular back rippling as he ground hard into his wife's upturned 
warmly welcoming pussy.


"JESUS ... They're really going at it!" he cried, his own cock hot and hard 
in Leslie's expertly sucking mouth. He felt that he was going to be able to 
go on all night like this if necessary. Obviously, his little sister and her 
husband were game!


And Leslie was intent on keeping them game. Skillfully she slipped a finger 
into the eagerly quivering vaginal lips that were already hungrily clasping 
and unclasping around the outsized swollen width of Bob's smoothly speeding 
penis.


"Aaaaahhhh!" Mary moaned. "AAAAAHHHHH!" She could feel the woman's fingers 
entering her flooding cunt right beside her husband's wonderful cock! They 
added a bizarre and erotic touch that made her start to cum instantly. Her 
orgasm thus triggered, she began to scream with delight, bucking her hips 
upward with furious motions, her moistening fluids streaming around Bob's 
cock and Leslie's finger. A thrill of lewd joy ran through her. SHE FELT 
LIKE A WOMAN AT LAST!


In the midst of a whirlpool of divine pleasure the tiny hair-fringed lips of 
her vagina opened and closed around her husband's wildly pistoning cock, and 
her sister-in-law's intruding finger.


"AAAAA ... YESS ... EVERYTHING!!! EVERYONE!!!! DO IT!! LET ME HAVE IT!!" she 
wailed, "I'M CUMMING SO GOOD!!"


"Me, too baby ... Daddy's got something for you too!!!" Bob replied, his 
nostrils flaring like a wild stallion's as he sent his throbbing member to 
the very top of the snug haven of Mary's receptive pussy. This was REAL 
fucking ... this was what he'd been wanting from her all along, and the 
addition of Leslie's finger gave the whole crazy experience just that 
piquant touch that he realized could satisfy a man forever!


"COMING TO GET YOU BABY!" he called, as his hot semen splashed once more, 
racing forth to meet her oncoming orgasm.


"GET USED TO THIS BIG COCK HONEY ... IT'S ALL YOURS!!"


The women had refreshed themselves and were resting their sorely aching but 
very happily satisfied bodies in the comfortable living room. Ed and Bob had 
disappeared into the office and Leslie and Mary began to feel neglected. The 
two-women had been talking for hours after their dazzling discoveries 
earlier in the day ... and had discovered that they could become really good 
friends. Mary felt accepted and wanted, and now that she knew that her 
husband was more than happy with her, she felt totally secure and was 
basking in her newfound personality. She was wearing one of Leslie's cutaway 
robes, and her beautiful long legs were shown to complete advantage as she 
reclined on the adjustable chair.


"Hey, they've been gone a long time!" Mary said. The two women had been 
talking for hours after.


"True ... they said they were going over the new plans for some development 
or other ... Why don't we go pay them a little visit??" Leslie suggested, 
her green eyes brightening up at the thought. "OK!" Mary replied.


"You take Ed this time, and I'll take Bob ... let's start off by sucking 
their cocks ... and then get them to do us ... afterwards we'll sit on them 
and milk them dry!!!"


Leslie was already dashing into the office, and Mary ran laughing after her. 
She could already feel the tell-tale fluttering in her insatiable little 
pussy that meant she would enjoy the romp that her sister-in-law had 
suggested.


"WHAT A LIFE IT'S GOING TO BE FROM NOW ON!" she declared, feelng herself 
already moist between the legs. "And to think that this little pussy of mine 
had the answer all the time!"


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE


Marianne Wright was alone and restless. She sat curled up on the living room 
sofa, in her thin silky negligee, waiting anxiously for her husband to call. 
To pass the time, she had begun reading a torrid new bestseller that 
everyone was talking about. At first she had refused to read it-the writing 
seemed exotic, strange, yes even obscene to her-but as the lonely hours of 
the warm spring evening passed without a word from David, she had begun 
reading with determination and mounting excitement....


"... Adriana mounted the platform for the consummation of the sacred 
fertility rites, her heart pounding beneath the diaphanous folds of her 
gown, which barely concealed her lush young body. When the excited crowd 
below caught sight of her, there was an audible gasp, an outpouring of lust 
that overwhelmed her, even removed as she was, standing far above them. The 
full mounds of her breasts rose and fell, and in the light of the torches 
the thin gown was even more revealing. It clung to her sweat-dampened body, 
and as the full impact of the Babylonian revelers in the street below 
reached her, she felt her nipples quiver and grow hard. With her deep auburn 
hair cascading over her shoulders, her face flushed, her mouth open, the 
full mounds of her breasts heaving from the long climb up the steps of the 
temple, and the gown clinging to the full voluptuous expanse of her hips and 
buttocks, delicately concealing the moist, furry slit that ached with 
desire, she was truly the incarnation of the goddess, and fertility goddess 
whose strange, lewd rites she was about to enact...."


Nervously Marianne put down the book and reached for her cigarettes on the 
end table. She glanced at the clock: 11:30 and he still hadn't called! He'd 
promised he'd phone by 9:30 without fail! How long could a business meeting 
go on? She was extremely restless now, and the insistent stirrings of desire 
called forth by the book only fed the fires of her impatience.


David and Marianne had been married for less than a year, and at least half 
of that time he had been away on business. But after all, she told herself 
for the thousandth time, David only went away on these long trips and worked 
such terrible hours to make a good future for them. She knew that didn't 
she? Why did she worry so? Hadn't he convinced her he loved her the last 
time he'd been home?


She felt a thrill of excitement remembering the last night they'd spent 
together before he left for Cincinnatti. They had quarrelled earlier over 
his long absences, a quarrel they had had many times recently. Marianne was 
upset because Susan Grant, a top computer consultant, and David's superior 
in the fledgling concern for which he worked, was always with him on these 
long trips away from home. Marianne didn't like the idea of the two of them 
checking into hotels together, sometimes even into adjoining rooms, so that 
they could "talk business" until late in the night. Oh, it wasn't that she 
didn't trust David, but he was only human wasn't he? Harsh, ugly words had 
passed between them, until finally she had begun to cry. The sight of her 
slim, vulnerable body racked with sobs had melted David's anger. He had 
taken her in his arms, wiped away the tears, and carried her to their 
king-size bed, king-size so his rangy 6ft. 4in. frame could sprawl in 
indolent comfort and big enough for a lot of other things too. He placed her 
gently on the pillows and began kissing her face, her neck, her eyes.


"Oh baby, oh darling," he murmured softly, "don't you know there's nobody 
but you I want to be with? Oh baby, let me show you...."


He began unbuttoning her blouse, caressing her neck, her delicate white 
shoulders, working his way down over her full sloping breasts, manipulating 
her nipples, then sucking them, biting them, his passion mounting as he 
heard her begin to moan beneath his touch. His lean, hard body pressed 
against hers, and she could feel his thick, stiff penis begin to throb 
urgently, insistently against her thigh. Overwhelmed with desire for him, 
she reached for the bulging rod and massaged it through the thin material of 
his tight trousers. She felt a shudder go through his entire frame as she 
touched him.


"Oh baby, baby...." he moaned.


His hands found the zipper of her faded jeans, opened it and slipped his 
middle finger beneath the tight elastic of her panties, down into the golden 
vee of her pubic patch. She thrilled and shuddered to his touch and sighed 
with anticipation as his other hand reached around to grab the ripe, fleshy 
globes of her buttocks crammed seductively into the formfitting jeans. 
Sensuous urgency rose in lapping waves; tingles of anticipation passed 
between their bodies, and within a few moments they were writhing together 
on the huge bed.


David buried his head in her voluptuous belly, and while his hands 
skillfully massaged her breasts, he began to flick his tongue over the flesh 
of her abdomen, moving farther and farther down. Marianne moaned and twisted 
beneath the touch of his hands and his hot wet tongue. She felt her pussy 
throb and yearn for him, yearn for his thick, burgeoning cock to come into 
her, to fill her with surging, tingling ecstasy.


She pulled frantically at his shirt, his belt, the zipper of his fly ... but 
she began to have trouble, and noting this, David smiled warmly, stood up, 
and began to remove his clothes. Hungrily she watched as he slipped out of 
his shirt and his tight pants. How she loved the sight of his body, the 
source of so much pleasure. Even in a business suit he looked muscular and 
sexy, and created in her the kind of shivering excitement she had dreamed of 
all her life, imagined in her lonely bed at the Cold Brook Academy for Girls 
where she had spent most of her adolescent years; she had wished for someone 
to hold her, someone virile and beautiful, strong yet gentle like David. She 
felt that same spasm of desire whenever she saw his naked body, his 
well-muscled back and shoulders, the firm plane of his stomach, the thighs, 
lean and hairy, and his big, erect penis with the tight round testicles 
dangling beneath it. Nobody, nobody was more beautiful than her David. She 
was sure of it.


"Then why this nagging jealousy?" she thought, returning abruptly to the 
present, flicking the ash on her cigarette, "Why can't I just relax and not 
worry?"


There was only one reason: Susan Grant! Marianne knew that: .despite that 
wonderful night of love there was still considerable tension between them 
over this subject. She had always felt uncomfortable when she had to deal 
with David's boss. Susan had joined David and Marianne for lunch a few times 
right after he had started working for Computer Associates, and had, she 
felt, treated her very condescendingly, talking to David about complicated 
computer projects that Marianne couldn't possibly understand. She was sure 
the other woman was trying to exclude her, to set up a secret alliance 
between herself and David, with Marianne definitely the stupid tagalong, no 
smarter than an ex-secretary had a right to be. She felt that David made no 
effort to include her, either. He deferred to Susan's every wish, laughed at 
all her jokes, and when she asked Marianne, ever-so-sweetly, if she missed 
her old girlfriends in the typing pool where she'd worked before her 
marriage, he had waited expectantly for a reply, too.


"Why no," she had stammered, "making a home for David is all the career I'm 
interested in.


Susan's mascara-rimmed eyes had narrowed a bit at that, and she had smiled, 
too warmly, Marianne thought, and said "How sweet! What a lucky man you are 
David! Well, we must be getting back to the office. You'll excuse us, won't 
you Marianne?" And she led the way out of the restaurant with David 
.following obediently at her heels.


She knew that her feelings about Susan had begun to affect their marriage 
badly, and despite David's exasperated insistence that there was nothing 
between them and never would be, she still felt worried and insecure. "Why 
am I thinking so much about it," thought Marianne. "Why can't I just believe 
in his love and stop destroying our relationship with this insane jealousy? 
I have the most wonderful husband in the world. Why can't I trust him? I've 
got to get my mind out of these destructive thoughts!"


Resolutely she picked up the book again, determined to banish her 
anxiety....


"The priestesses of Ishtar led Adriana to the raised dais where the rites 
would begin. In full view of the crowd, they undid the clasps of her tunic, 
and the bodice fell over her hips, exposing her glistening, red-tipped 
breasts completely. There was a sudden intake of breath from the crowd below 
as they watched and waited. The slaves then removed the cord belt and the 
dress fell about her ankles, leaving her naked except for her golden 
sandals. A slow moan began in the crowd, reaching up to her in long, 
sensuous waves. Adriana trembled with anticipation at the thought of him who 
was about to come soon: The Golden One, the Apollo-like consort of the 
goddess. Through the two of them, and what they were about to do, the fields 
would be fertile for another year. She smiled, carried away by the fumes of 
burning incense, the rhythmic throbbing of the drums, and the moaning chant 
of the lusty crowd. She stood naked on the platform, offering herself to all 
of them through the Golden One, proud to have been chosen...." Excited, a 
thin film of sweat dampening her forehead, Marianne tried to imagine what it 
must be like to stand naked in front of lust-inflamed men and women. What 
would it be like, she wondered, to be taken in such circumstances? What 
would she feel if she and David performed such an act, at once depraved and 
fascinating? Her thoughts turned again to David's last night home. What if 
people had been watching as he separated her firm, creamy things, and threw 
himself on her body, naked and arching upward to receive him? Even the 
thought of it made her feel strangely erotic.


She closed her eyes, absorbed in the warm sensuality which rose from 
somewhere deep in her body just as it had when she was a young girl, lying 
lonely in her narrow little boarding-school bed, flooding her with 
excitement and shame. She had never understood the feeling until David had 
taught her what it was for, that it was the full flower of her womanhood 
reaching for him.


"Oh David, David," she moaned, "How I miss you!"


Somehow her fingers were between her legs, and she found the folds of her 
moist, warm vaginal slit. Her fingers began to massage her clitoris, 
searching; turning, until they found exactly the right spot.


"Mmmmmm...." she moaned softly, totally absorbed in the delightful feeling 
she created, "Aaaahh."


Then suddenly, in a panic, she stopped, realizing what she was doing! In a 
flash she remembered her early years at the Academy and the stern, 
forbidding words of the headmistress, Frieda Reed, a bachelor woman who 
frequently lectured the girls on the dark, hideous results of sexual 
abuse....


"Humiliation," she had insisted fiercely, "humiliation is the result of such 
abhorrent activity. And as far as I'm concerned, it is criminal for any girl 
of the Cold Brook Academy to demean herself in such a shameful way!"


Terrified by these harsh words of warning, she had promised herself she 
would never do it anymore, and except for occasional, shameful lapses, she 
was true to her word. Especially since her marriage she had not let even the 
thought of such a thing cross her mind. But now, driven half mad with 
loneliness, she found herself unconsciously performing the strange, 
forbidden act. She was overcome with guilt!


But I'm frustrated, she thought angrily. David is away so much! David is 
away with Susan Grant, her mind screamed! He doesn't have to sit alone at 
night reading novels! I wouldn't be tempted by these things if he were here 
with me!


She bit her Up tensely, fighting back the tears, and glanced at the clock 
again: 12:00!, and still no call. She stamped the cigarette out harshly in 
the ashtray and rose from the sofa. She paced impatiently, glancing about 
their beautiful, well furnished living room. It was the envy of the 
neighborhood: simple Danish Modern furniture, serene watercolors gracing the 
walls, wall-to-wall carpeting of the finest quality, everything a rising 
young computer executive's salary could afford. Yet none of this comfort and 
beauty could calm her. She walked about angrily, fighting the aching 
melancholy that rose within her, torn by feelings of jealousy and rage that 
no external beauty could pacify.


Again she thought of Susan Grant and David. She could almost see them at one 
of their late-night "conferences," Susan subtly, obscenely luring her 
husband, touching his beautiful body with the same sensuous familiarity that 
she had known so often. She could see her skillfully manipulate David's 
thick penis, already stiff and straining against the silky material of his 
pants, their moist lips meeting urgently, passionately, David's arms 
crushing Susan's ripe, pampered body to his own hard, well-muscled frame, 
both of them carried away by the shamelessness of their lust, tearing away 
at each other's clothes, freeing their hot, yearning bodies and then 
hungrily, wildly falling to the bed, their senses reeling with sensuous 
longing, their bodies tingling with excitement. In her mind's eye, tormented 
and troubled, Marianne could see David's ruddy shaft plunging headlong into 
the wet, fleshy folds of Susan's slit....


"No! Oh, no, no!" she cried aloud. She felt deeply ashamed, guilty. Tears 
came to her eyes. Why should she mistrust her husband? Perhaps there was a 
good reason why he hadn't called! Why was she torn with these doubting, 
anxious thoughts, these revolting scenes? She yearned more than ever for his 
comforting arms to cam her, to hear him tell her everything was all right, 
that he loved her and her alone. She wiped away the tears, collected herself 
and decided to go to bed, to lose herself in sleep.


She moved quickly through the living room, her eyes nervously avoiding the 
book she had been reading earlier, the book that had set her imagination 
aflame with thrilling, forbidden scenes. "I won't give in to it," she 
thought, "I won't!" With determination she put out the lights and locked the 
doors. She lingered for a moment in the darkened room and gazed out on the 
street through the huge picture window. The moonlight cast radiant beams on 
the clean, well ordered neighborhood. Lovely split-level houses, well 
tended, beautifully landscaped; how quiet this scene looked, what a vivid 
contrast to the stormy thoughts that tormented her. She turned quickly, went 
up the stairs, and entered the bathroom just off the. large, spacious master 
bedroom where she and David had spent so many wonderful, sensuous nights 
together. She looked intensely at her face in the mirror, scrutinizing her 
short, curled blonde hair, the creamy white skin, and her soft blue eyes. 
Did David still find her as attractive now as when he first saw her in the 
typing pool, she wondered? She quickly washed, dabbed herself dry with a 
towel and walked into the bedroom. She turned off the lights and let the 
room flood with moonlight from the windows. She undid the ribboned tie of 
her nightgown and let it fall from her gleaming body. She pulled back the 
covers and slid between the cool sheets, liking the little shivers of 
delight that rippled through her. She settled into the softness.


The goddess in the book, she thought to herself, what would it be 
like....her thoughts swelled and sank like the tides of the ocean, and she 
was soon pulled downward into the dark folds of sleep. She began to drift, 
floating on a dark inner sea and in her sleep she began to dream....


It was the ancient city of Babylon, just like the book and she-she was the 
goddess Adriana, standing on the dais, raised high above the sweating crowds 
below who now shouted obscenities to her, trying to excite her with their 
words as they awaited the arrival of the Golden One. She felt a strange wave 
of excitement sweep over her as she became the dazzling object of the 
shouting orgiastic mob. Already, in anticipation of the ancient, lewd 
ritual, several of them had begun manipulating themselves in public, men as 
well as women, calling, shouting to Adriana. Her thighs became charged with 
excitement, her hot, throbbing cunt already moist with desire, her legs 
strong, her breasts heaving with wild yearning and desire.


She trembled with anticipation. At the instruction of the Priestesses she 
lay back on the platform, high above the crowd now driven mad with frenzy 
and expectation. The coolness of the stone slab only increased her passion, 
and she lay back moaning, twisting her naked body on the stone, crying out 
for her lover to come, groaning with the crowd. She manipulated her hot, 
creaming pussy with her fingers, driving herself further and further into 
erotic abandon, her legs spread wide, vaginal juices beginning to run down 
her legs from the depths of her excitement. Her mind reeled, the drums, the 
wild obscene chanting of the crowd, the flames, her body almost convulsed 
with wild, erotic yearning....


Suddenly the drums ceased abruptly, the crowd silenced! The Golden One had 
arrived! There before her stood an incredibly beautiful bronzed youth, tall, 
arrogant, long black hair flowing behind him in the breeze, naked except for 
a supple leather loincloth that barely covered his massive prick, already 
beginning to throb with desire. Torch flames danced over his sweat-glistened 
body, he raised his arms to the sky in a ritual of supplication. She could 
see his face now in the dim light. ... beautiful, tender, yet with a hint of 
something cruel and dangerous.


The Golden One of Babylon cried out to the heavens, tore away the leather 
loincloth and stood exposed to the excited, turbulent crowd below. The drums 
began to pound again, the crowd roared and shouted obscenities, lewd 
thoughts, anything to excite the Golden One and his chosen mate. His thick, 
magnificent cock sprang up fully, aching for release. He grabbed the 
glistening, straining shaft in his hand and skillfully manipulated himself 
in front of the shouting, maddened crowd-they cried out for him to take her, 
take her there in the night for all of them to see. With the grace of a 
dancer he jumped upon the platform and stood over her, grinning wickedly. 
She gasped, thrilled to the depths of her being, now mad with excitement.


"Fuck me," she shouted with ecstatic abandon, Fuck me! Fuck me!! FUCK 
MEEEE!!


The crowd roared their approval and in a second he was upon her, ramming his 
mighty spear deep, deep into her wet, throbbing pussy. She screamed in pain! 
It was too much! She felt almost as if she would be torn apart by the 
brutality of his lust, but there was no stopping him, he rocked back and 
forth, urged on by the vulgarities of the screaming crowd, the wild 
insistency of the drums; his sweaty body was squirming, twisting, jamming 
his cock into her, back and forth, back and forth, driving her wild with 
excitement as she felt the massive shaft batter and pound her shuddering 
vagina. But now she was caught up in the excitement too, the pain passed, 
and there was only this extraordinary feeling. waves of excitement, an ocean 
of ecstasy, wave upon wave of it, taking her higher and higher and higher 
... her mind spun and reeled, she could smell the musky odor of his body, an 
incredible mixture of exotic oils and body sweat, she could feel his 
pounding mighty cock, feel the rippling muscles of his lean, young 
body....SCREEEEE!


EEEEEE!!!! Suddenly Marianne was jolted awake! The ear-splitting wail of a 
passing police car siren had shattered her lewd illusion, the turbulent 
dream was gone! She lay in bed trembling, her body aflame with lust, a thin 
film of sweat covering her, hot desire surging through her!


It mustn't stop, she thought, it mustn't stop! Not now! Not now! Feverishly 
she ran her hands up and down her smooth body, wet with sweat, stroking her 
hardened excited nipples, massaging her breasts, her hands roving hotly over 
her thighs, her hips. She felt the moist, furry mound of her curling pubic 
hair....


Then suddenly she stopped, a wave of guilt and shame keeping her from 
performing the forbidden act. But urgency of sexuality soon washed such 
thoughts away, and in ecstasy her hands began to play with the throbbing, 
creaming pussy. She writhed in pleasure as she felt the hot, damp hair, so 
soft. Now her fingers moved down to the wet furrow. She fingered it and felt 
shudders, of excitement surge through her. She found the hardened, yearning 
clitoris and stroked it with one hand, while her other hand played with the 
soft, fleshy slit. Her excitement rose, she began to squirm and twist as the 
flames of lust pulled her on and on.


"Ooooooh," she moaned. "Ooooohhh!!."


She flicked her fingers over the throbbing clitoris, the hot creaming 
crevice, each movement creating wild, exciting feelings she had never known 
before.


"Yes....yes ... yes ... ," she cried in the darkness. "YEEEEESSSS!"


She quickly thrust her fingers deep into her trembling orifice. Crazed with 
sensuality she rammed them in and out, in and out, her wet, aching vagina 
shuddering with excitement, screaming for final release. She pulled her legs 
up to open her yearning pussy even wider, now manipulating her hot clitoris 
as well. An incredible ecstasy seized her as she prodded and rammed and 
twisted with delight. She felt as if she was being transported far from the 
bed, far from the room, into a paradise of sensuality and tremulous desire; 
her body felt as if it was boiling, bursting, a rushing turbulent river of 
aching desire. Her body arched upwards, her fingers sinking deeper and 
deeper, her breathing became quicker, sweat poured from her body, she felt 
consumed in steamy wetness.


Now suddenly she began to shudder from deep, deep within her, the wild river 
surged and gathered force from her ramming fingers....


"Aaaahhhh!! AAAAAAHHHH!" she screamed.


For a terrified moment she thought she would be overcome, shattered by the 
force of the feeling surging within her, but the terror passed and changed 
into a wild excitement, deep and thrilling. She moaned and cried aloud, 
swooning in ecstasy.


"OOOOOHHHHH!" AAANNNNNGHGGHH!! AAAAHHH!!"


She was cumming! Cumming! Cumming as never before.'! The floodgates opened 
wider and wider and a rushing waterfall of turbulent ecstasy began to roar 
through her body.


"YEEEEEEEEESSSSS! YEEEEEESSS!!" she cried.


Her body was convulsed with deep, thundering spasms; she felt as if she was 
being carried forward on a great soaring rush of excitement, and excitement 
she had never known before. All thought, all reason was banished from her 
mind, there was only this incredible feeling, vast and thrilling. She 
moaned, shuddering in the hot spasms of sex.


"OCOOOOooooooOOOOOHHH!" She cried, "OOOoooh! AAAANNNNGGGHGH!"


She felt released from a great weight, as if for all these years her body 
had been pulled downward by heavy stones, rooted to the downward pull of 
gravity. But now, carried forward, gasping, groaning, lost in a mighty 
torrent of erotic release, she was transported, weightless, she was lost in 
a delicious flight of sensuality, like hours of throbbing ecstasy; she felt 
as if she was being lowered by gentle waves onto her bed. A sweet burst of 
hot, white light exploding in a million fragments across a vast, endless 
universe.


"NNNNNNNGGGGGGHGHGH!" She moaned beneath the electric magic of her fingers 
in her shuddering vaginal slit, "AAAHHHH!"


She had taken herself to the world's rim and had sailed across the edge, 
rapturously, ecstatically, floating like a mad, dark bird through the white, 
pulsing sky.


"OooooHHHHHHH!! OOOOOHHHH!! MMMMMNNNNGGHH!!


She felt herself soaring upward in a wild rush of feeling. At times she was 
suffused with a deep, terrified panic that threatened to stem the tide, but 
this was only momentary, for nothing could stop this great burst of 
excruciating delight. Her body was crazed with sensual' abandon, her hips 
twisting and thrashing, her throbbing cuntal slit a boiling volcano of 
excitement!


"YEEEEEESSSSSSS," she cried, "YEEEESSSS!!!"


It seemed like an incredible, endless ride on a roller coaster. Yes! That 
was it! A roller coaster ride she thought, like the ones she rode as a child 
that thrilled and terrified her so much, but this was infinitely better! It 
was as if she was rushing forward, consumed by incredible waves of hot, 
pulsing sexuality!


I want it to go on and on, she thought! Yes, on and on and on!! Her 
throbbing, steaming vagina was shaking with ecstasy, her body racked with 
great hot shudders! Her breasts heaved in the torrent of passion!


"OOOOOHHHHH! AAAANGHNGHNN!! UUUNNHGHUNHG!!"


She writhed wantonly, savoring every tingling thrill that coursed through 
her. Her legs spread wide, alive with lewd pleasure, stretching and kicking 
as she manipulated herself in obscene abandon.


"UUUUUUNNNNGHGH," she shrieked, "OOOOHHHHH! UUUNNNGGGHHH!"


Her nostrils flared as she smelled the pungent odor of her body sweat mixed 
with the sweet perfume of the sachet she kept in her pillow; now it seemed 
like an incredible aphrodisiac that enhanced her groaning orgiastic release! 
( She yearned to remain lost forever in the turbulent, bubbling feeling that 
pervaded her being. But gradually her passion began to subside. The great, 
flowing excitement began to ebb after what seemed like hours of throbbing 
ecstasy, she felt as if she was being lowered by gentle waves onto her bed. 
A sweet coolness that eased and relaxed her wafted over her body. Slowly she 
sank back into the sheets and pillows, her wet vagina drained and weary.


She lay still in the silence for a few moments, then opened her eyes, gazing 
at the moonlit bedroom before her. As she gathered her senses, she slowly 
realized what she had done. She gasped in disbelief, then shuddered with 
shame as she remembered the terrible act she had promised herself she would 
never commit again! Her body suddenly felt ice cold; a chilling wave of 
remorse swept over her. She clutched at the pillow that lay next to hers as 
if it was the hard, strong body of her husband.


"Oh David," she sobbed, "come home soon darling! Hurry back to me! Please! 
Please!"


CHAPTER TWO


The sun streamed in brightly through the windows. Marianne woke with a start 
and glanced at the clock on the nightstand: 12:00! She rarely slept this 
late, but the restless activity of the night before had sent her into a 
heavy slumber. She threw back the covers and went into the bathroom to 
shower.


I won't be jealous anymore, she resolved as the warm water splashed 
pleasantly down her body. I know David loves me and I trust him. She felt 
calm now, relaxed; it was if the beauty and freshness of the day were a good 
omen of things to come.


As she washed she thought of her husband, the smooth golden skin of his 
body, his thick brown hair, the long curling lashes that set off his deep 
brown eyes. How she loved to make love with him. He had been the first and 
only man she had ever loved, and on their marriage night he was tender and 
gently with her, yet took her to ecstatic heights of feeling she had never 
known existed. Certainly her girlhood days at the Cold Brook Academy hadn't 
prepared-her for the wonderful, thrilling feeling she got when David's long, 
hard shaft slipped into the moist furrow of her vagina ... there in the 
shower she Could almost feel it between her legs, as if her husband had come 
home unexpectedly and surprised her there, rubbing his hands over her wet 
body. She smiled at the thought and spread her legs as if he were there, 
actually doing it to her.


Oh, how wonderful it will be when he comes home, she thought.


Marianne decided to banish all thoughts of doubt and jealousy and to be the 
picture of happiness for her husband's homecoming. Humming merrily, she 
stepped out of the shower, shut off the water, and dried herself luxuriantly 
with the thick towel. In a few minutes she had made herself up, accenting 
her eyes with a dark liner, tinting her lips and cheeks with a pale pink 
coloring. She chose a tight-fitting skirt and blouse that showed her body 
off to ample advantage. She looked at herself in the bedroom mirror after 
she had dressed, turning around to see how she looked from all angles. She 
liked the jutting ripeness of her breasts, David always admired them so 
much, and the flatness of her stomach, the smooth languid curves of her 
buttocks shown off to teasing advantage by the thin material of the tight 
skirt.


She left the bedroom, satisfied with how she looked and went downstairs to 
make breakfast.


As the coffee perked on the stove, she leafed through the morning mail. In 
the pile of bills there' was a letter from David! Trembling with excitement, 
her fingers tore at the envelope and she eagerly read the contents: My 
Darling:


Sorry I haven't written sooner, but this trip has been very hectic! I've 
missed you very much. Cincinatti is a beautiful city, but without you it 
seems empty and boring. How I wish you were here to share my lonely hours 
with me ... A feeling of great warmth surged through Marianne's body. David 
loved her! This letter was proof enough of his feelings wasn't it? How 
foolish she had been. She read further....


Things are going very well, and our business trip looks to be a huge 
success! What an amazing woman Susan Grant is! Efficient, thorough, 
intelligent, as well as being a superb businesswoman. A combination like 
this is hard to come by these days, and watching her work and learning from 
her has been a pleasure. : . Marianne felt her body stiffen, her lips 
tighten. Jealousy again rampaged through her mind....


If it hadn't been for Susan I don't know what I'd have done these past few 
days. Being with her had made all the difference!


I'll be home on the eleventh, probably late. See you then sweetheart!


Love, David


The eleventh! That was today! He must have sent the letter out days ago. The 
mails are so slow, she thought angrily. She crumpled up the letter and threw 
it to the floor. Susan Grant! Susan Grant! That's all he can write about, 
she thought. Hardly a word to her, only praise and admiration for Susan 
Grant! She walked impatiently through the house trying to get control of her 
thoughts. Despite all of her good intentions she was once again consumed 
with jealousy. In the living room she saw the book she had been reading and 
she remembered the lewd act she had performed the night before. She felt 
suffused with guilt, revolted at the idea that she could allow herself to be 
so low and degraded!


It's his fault, she thought darkly. If he wasn't away so much I wouldn't be 
driven to these' things! I'm so lonely I don't know what I'm doing half the 
time!


David told her over and over that this was one of the occupational hazards 
of the field he was in, that there was no way to avoid it and still be 
successful; she had tried to understand it, but no explanations in the world 
could make up for her husband's absences. Tears came to her eyes and she 
felt confused and lost. She picked up the book and quickly put it away in a 
drawer, hoping to shut out the memory of last night's indiscretion. "I won't 
even let myself be tempted!" she thought. She decided to lose herself in 
housework, and to wait for her husband to come home. "I'll talk to him about 
Susan," she thought, "Get it out in the open honestly. There's no use 
worrying like this. I'll talk to David. He'll understand."


* * *


Marianne had just put the meatloaf in the oven when she heard the sound of 
David's car in the driveway. She ran to the living room and checked herself 
in the mirror; she looked the picture of a loving wife, and she desperately 
hoped her husband would find her desirable and attractive. The front door 
opened and David came in, his hair tousled, a. broad grin on his face.


"Hello, sweetheart," he said, "God, I've missed you!"


They moved quickly to each other and embraced tightly. David exulted at the 
feel of his young wife's well-filled frame, as his hands moved up and down 
the firm, slim back, he could feel the graceful line of her backbone and the 
softness of her flesh through the thin material of her blouse. He delighted 
in the enchanting fragrance of her perfume, and he let his hands roam down 
to the enticing curves of her buttocks. How smooth and round they felt, so 
ripe and sensual. A flush of excitement coursed through his lean, hard body, 
his large cock stiffened inside his pants and he drew his wife closer to 
him. They kissed passionately; his tongue flicked over her lips and pushed 
through into her mouth.


Marianne pulled back instinctively, but David was insistent, lust welling up 
in him with exciting urgency. She loved the feel of his body, his strong, 
hard muscles, his slim, tapering waist; she had melted when he took her into 
his arms. But now, as his hot, wet tongue forced it's way into her mouth she 
grew strangely anxious and wanted to pull back. She struggled against his 
grip and broke away. David looked at her, puzzled. Why, after this long 
separation, would she pull away like this?


"What's wrong honey?" he asked.


"Nothing ... nothing...." she said softly, "I should be fixing dinner."


"The hell with dinner," he said smiling, advancing towards her playfully, 
"I've waited for this for two long weeks and I'm not waiting one minute 
longer! Come here, wife!"


Laughing, he lunged after her. Marianne moved away from him nervously.


"David, don't. Please!"


He stopped and looked at her.


"What's wrong," he asked, a little testily. "Don't you want me?"


"Of course I do ... I love you, you know that ... but ... but...."


"But what?"


Should I tell him, she thought? It seemed so foolish now, all her doubts and 
worries about him and Susan Grant. She had resolved to speak to him, of 
course, but now ... with him here, so tender and loving ... she was confused 
... her body longing for ecstatic union, but her mind incessantly tortured 
and keeping her from being loving to him.


"Oh, it's nothing," she said finally.


"What do you mean, it's nothing?" he asked, an edge of anger now showing in 
his voice. "I come home after two lonely weeks and you pull away from me as 
if I am poison. It's sure as hell something to me!


Marianne moved away, her fingers nervously twisting at her gold wedding 
ring.


"Are you sure you were so lonely?" she asked suddenly.


David stared at her shocked, unbelieving.


"What do you mean by that?" he demanded.


She became frightened by his tone, she began to regret having said anything.


"I want to know what you mean by that!" he demanded harshly.


"I mean ... I mean maybe Susan Grant kept you from being so lonely!"


"Susan Grant? What the hell are you talking about? Are we back to that 
again? I thought we'd settled all this before I left!"


"Then why didn't you call last night?" she asked tearfully, "I waited and 
waited...."


"I couldn't call, damn it, the business meeting lasted until three this 
morning and I knew you'd be asleep...."


"Oh you did, did you?" she snarled bitterly, remembering vividly the events 
of the night before and suddenly resenting him for it.


"Yes! What the hell do you want, an affidavit?" he shouted.


She tried to backtrack, to avoid the confrontation that loomed now with a 
terrifying inevitability.


"Oh David, forget I said anything. I've been tired, that's' all. I'll get 
dinner. It's meat loaf, your favorite, and I got some wine. Rose! You know 
how you love rose. And I've made a Boston Cream Pie and...."


"What are you insinuating about me and Susan Grant," he demanded. "What do 
you think went on while I was away?"


"Nothing! Nothing." She cried.


"You're lying," he shouted. "Here I've been breaking my back for two weeks 
in Cincinnatti trying to sew up one of the most important business deals our 
firm has ever had, and you're accusing me of some kind of damn nonsense with 
Susan Grant again! I come home with only one thing on my mind: you. My wife! 
I think how wonderful it will be to get back home and see you. God, I love 
to walk in the door and smell dinner cooking and see you there so beautiful. 
It makes me proud! It makes me want to be the best husband in the world no 
matter how hard I have to work to give you all this." His hand swept around, 
to indicate their beautiful house. "And now I come home and you've made up 
all sorts of vicious lies again!"


"Don't shout at me," she screamed.


"It's the same thing that happened the last time I went away! And the time 
before that! How many times do we have to go through this? I'm sick of it!" 
He shouted, tired of his wife's unfounded accusations.


Tears came to her eyes, her mind reeled. She felt foolish and ashamed.


"Oh ... David...." she stammered....


He looked at her angrily. Why did this have to happen? He had been looking 
forward to a warm, loving evening with his wife and now ... but seeing her 
crying looking so frail and helpless he felt pity for her. He tried to take 
her in his arms, but once again she shuddered and moved away.


"I ... I think something's burning...." she said and moved quickly towards 
the kitchen.


David exploded.


"Yes, damn it," he shouted angrily, "something's burning all right! And it's 
me! I don't know what the hell's wrong with you but I'm fed up, do you hear? 
Fed up!"


He stamped out of the living room, went up the stairs into the bedroom, and 
slammed the door so hard the whole house shuddered from the noise. A sudden 
silence fell over the house, save for the crackling sound of the meat loaf 
in the oven. Marianne was frightened now, completely unsure of what she felt 
and what she had done. She looked around the kitchen, at the elaborate 
preparations she had made: the wine, the meal, even flowers and candles for 
the table-she had wanted a warm, romantic evening and now....


Upstairs she could hear David in the shower. She sat at the kitchen table 
and tried to clear her head. Why had she been so waspish, so mistrustful? 
Perhaps if she tried once again, if she went upstairs and began as if those 
harsh words hadn't taken place, perhaps they could have the warm homecoming 
they had both wanted. Quickly she turned off the oven, blew out the candles 
and went upstairs. By the time she reached the bedroom David had left the 
shower and had gone into his study just off the bedroom. Marianne listened 
at the study door. At first she heard nothing, then the unmistakable sound 
of the door to the liquor cabinet being unlocked. She knew he must be taking 
out a bottle of his favorite scotch. "I've driven him to this," she thought 
to herself. "I've driven him to this by my ridiculous jealousy."


She was more determined than ever now to make up with him. She quickly 
slipped into her filmiest negligee, noting with pride in the mirror how 
seductive and alluring it made her look. She touched up her makeup and 
dabbed just a bit of Femme D'Amour cologne behind her ears and tantalizingly 
across the top of her breasts. She sat on the bed for a moment to collect 
herself. Be patient, she thought, be loving. He's just come back from a long 
trip, after all ... She rose confidently and moved to the door of the study, 
opened it quietly, and went in.


David heard the door opening, and the padding of his wife's feet across the 
thick carpet; he noted the strong scent of musky perfume in the air, and the 
heady combination of the perfume and the tingling effects of the Scotch sent 
a shiver of excitation through his cool, naked body. Marianne came up behind 
his chair, leaned down , and blew a wisp of air into his ear; almost 
immediately he felt a shiver of delight, his thick shaft throbbed with 
anticipation. She ran her hands down the front of his chest, kneading the 
hard thick muscles, the feel of the dark curling hair sending electric 
currents through her hands and body.


"Hello, darling," she whispered, "I'm sorry for what I said. It's so hard 
being without you for so long. Please forgive me."


Her words at once softened David's anger. He took her hand and pulled her 
around to the front and sat her on his knees.


"Oh honey," he said, "don't you know there's never been anyone in the world 
for me but you? Never!"


They embraced, holding each other tightly, and as they did the spell of 
their yearning bodies began to envelop them. How she loved to feel the 
warmth of his naked torso, how wonderful it was to be with him again! Her 
eager lips sought his mouth and she kissed him with a sudden intensity that 
astonished David. She had always been a good loving wife, but he had 
sometimes felt that she was unwilling to go beyond a certain point, to 
experience a passion that surpassed what her background had prepared her 
for. He remembered seeing her in the typing pool, when she had first come to 
work for Computer Associates. She stood out at once from the other 
girls-there was a freshness, and unspoiled beauty about her. Her parents had 
been very careful in her upbringing, sending her to the best private 
schools, at least the best that their spare income running a small clothing 
store would permit. She had been spared the harsh realities that so many 
girls her age had to face, and yet it was this very quality that made her so 
appealing to David. He had been careful never to treat her roughly, to spare 
her those aspects of physical love which might frighten her or spoil her 
gentle sweet innocence, even though this sometimes meant endless patience on 
his part. Yet now, as they kissed, and he felt her hot, probing tongue 
pressing insistently against his lips, he felt joyous!


She had never been so forward with him! So bold in her passion! He responded 
to her burning kiss eagerly, happily, certain they were just beginning to 
find a new fulfillment.


Marianne fought whatever inward shame and anxiety she felt surging up in her 
mind to keep her from pressing her lips and tongue so wantonly against her 
husband's mouth. She was determined to show him how much she loved him, to 
make him understand that she needed him. Her moist, darting tongue moved 
past the lips into his mouth, running over the edges of his teeth and 
exploring the soft flesh inside. David reeled back under the pressure of her 
lips and tongue, gasping at the intensity of her feeling. He felt a warm, 
thrilling happiness surge through him, his thick penis springing upward in 
eager response; it grew rock hard, gorged with desire. He arched his body 
back and opened his mouth wide to receive the searing, sensuous kiss of his 
wife. He began to tremble with excitement, thrilled by the feeling of his 
beautiful wife seducing him with such bold, throbbing abandon!


But suddenly Marianne pulled back, her face twisted in a strange smile. 
Almost before she knew what she was saying, the words blurted out of her:


"There! Is that better than she does it? Can Susan Grant top that?" David 
was outraged! "What?" he shouted. He shoved her roughly away from him. "You 
bitch!"


"Don't you dare call me that," Marianne shrieked, "save that kind of talk 
for Susan!"


Furious beyond all reason, David suddenly slapped her face with the full 
force of his right hand. Marianne screamed and fell back on the floor 
terrified. Her mind reeled. Dazed, she felt the bruised cheek, still burning 
with the slap.


"You hit me!" she cried, "You've never hit me before!"


"Maybe I should have done it sooner!" David shouted back. "Pulling a stunt 
like that! That's how you deserve to be treated! Like a whore!"


"David!" she cried, "Don't you dare!"


"No?" he shouted, challenged now, "I'll show you!"


He reached down and grabbed her by the arm, pulling her up from the floor 
with a hard jerk!!! He was crazed now, crazed from the dizzying effects of 
the liquor and the animal lust she had called up in him.


"Oh! You're hurting me!"


"Yes? Well that's just the beginning!"


He pulled her savagely into the bedroom and hurled her down on the bed.


"Please David," she sobbed, "I'm sorry! PLEASE!"


But he was deaf to her pleading. He wanted her now, no matter what! He was 
tired of words and accusations! He wanted release from the raging passion 
that consumed him and he wanted it now! He reached down and with one hand 
ripped the silky negligee from her body.


"DAVID!"


"Shut up, bitch! Keep your mouth shut or I'll shut it for you!"


Marianne reeled in humiliation. He had never treated her like this before, 
never! How dare he!


"I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before," he shouted 
drunkenly, "fuck you like the whore you are!"


Almost before he knew what he was doing he grabbed her roughly by the 
shoulder and thigh and turned her over on her stomach. In a flash of shock 
and disbelief Marianne realized what he had in mind!


"Oh no! David! NOOOOOO!"


"Yes! YES! You little bitch!" he roared, caught in the grip of a primitive 
lust that knew no mercy.


She tried to crawl away across the bed, grasping and clawing at the covers, 
but he pulled her back roughly by the legs. He pressed one hand on her 
shoulders to keep her from moving, and with the other he slapped the white, 
fleshy globes of her buttocks.


"OOOOHHHH!!" she screamed. "David!"


The slap had hurt like a sharp sting, yet it felt strangely exciting too, 
reminding her of the times she had been spanked as a child. He slapped the 
shuddering, resilient globes again and again, each blow coming down harder 
and harder; Marianne screamed in pain, and twisted, trying to get away, but 
he held her firmly. Suddenly he stopped and with the palms of his hands he 
roughly spread the shivering cheeks wide and explored the brown orifice of 
her anal passage....


"OOOoooohhh...." she moaned, thrilling to the feeling of his fingers in her 
rear crevice. This was new for her, a feeling so totally new that she was 
somehow caught in the spell of the act; the excitement she experienced more 
than banished the shame and revulsion she would normally feel.


"Mmmmmmm ... ooooohhhh...." she moaned under the tantalizing strokes of his 
fingers.


Then, with iron cruelty, he jammed the middle finger of his right hand into 
the tight, puckered hole.


"A A A A AAAAAGGGGHHHH!!" She screamed.


The pain was too much to endure! She had never known such sharp, horrible 
pain!


"Stop! STOOOOOP! OOOOOHHHH PLEASE!!!!" She cried.


But these tortured shrieks only excited David more, drove him more into a 
frenzy of revenge and punishment for the insults he had suffered earlier. He 
jammed his finger in further up the tight crevice, widening it, forcing 
entry as Marianne screamed in terror and pain.


"AAAAAGGGHHHHH!! OOOOOOHHHHHH NNOOOOOOOO!" He rammed and prodded his finger 
unmercifully into the shuddering passage, sending stinging shafts of pain 
through his wife's twisting, tortured body. She pulled away, desperately 
grabbing at the bed covers, trying in any way she could to escape this 
insane humiliation, but David would not be stopped. Holding her firmly, he 
quickly removed his finger from her aching, throbbing anal passage and 
pulled her hips upwards towards him into a kneeling position so that she had 
to balance herself on her elbows with her buttocks waving lewd and helpless 
in the air. She tried to struggle, but David gripped her firmly, his fingers 
digging harshly into the soft, cringing flesh of her hips.


She moaned, overcome with humilitation, pleading with him to stop, but he 
was deaf to her cries. She began to sob hysterically.


"NOOOOOOOOO! PLEEEEEEEEASE!" She begged.


David knelt behind her, his body arching obscenely, triumphantly, like a 
conquering warrior. His thick, swollen penis, throbbing with excitement, 
stood erect and arched like his body. Now! He thought, Now!!


Marianne felt the hard rubbery head of his shaft exploring her from behind; 
it was poised at the head of her anal passage like a wooden spear ready to 
plunge into the heart of its helpless victim.


"David Please!" She cried, sobbing, "PLEASE don't!"


"Damn you!" he growled, and with sudden anger he plunged the thick, gorged 
rod savagely into the tight, virgin anus. It rammed in with a vicious jerk 
that sent Marianne's body thrusting forward in agony.


OOOOOHHHHHHHHH NNNNNOOOOOO!" She cried, her rectal crevice consumed with 
sharp, searing pain, a pain that shot forward up her back like a hot, lead 
bullet.


AAAAAGGGGGHHHHH!"


The thought of this inhuman perverted act filled her with shame and 
loathing. In her most secret thoughts she had never imagined such a thing 
could ever happen to anyone, let alone herself, yet here was her own husband 
doing this bestial thing to her. She was being humiliated like a beated 
captive kneeling in shame before him.


David looked down angrily at his wife's tightly resisting asshole. He 
grunted, pushing his long, hot penis further and further into the tense, 
throbbing interior.


"OOOOOH, please stop, please! I can't stand it!" she cried, trying to pull 
forward in escape. But he gripped her flesh more tightly, digging his nails 
into the tender whiteness of her hips, forcing her to remain and imbedded 
his thick, gorged cock even deeper.


"AAAAAAGGGGGHHHHH!" she wailed, sounding like a wounded animal, her head 
thrown back as she cried in pain.


The he began to fuck her slowly in and out, each sodomizing thrust widening 
the straining elastic channel and easing his illicit entry.


"I'll show her!" he thought angrily. "Treating me like this!"


His fury rose as he thought of the warm homecoming he had been denied and 
the insulting, jealous accusations she had hurled at him earlier! He moved 
more harshly now, increasing his tempo, his dangling hairy balls slapping at 
the moist flesh of her vaginal slit, aching and pained by the violent 
tearing at her rectal passage. The harsh, cruel strokes came faster and 
faster.


"A A AAAAAIIIIIIEEEEE!!" she screamed. "NNNOOOO!"


She felt as if she was being ripped apart by a flaming poker, torn to shreds 
by the hot iron shaft of his penis. He pumped his hips back and forth, back 
and forth, his wife screaming in pain as the hard, thick piston rammed 
between the tight, bruised walls of her backside.


"PLEEEEEEEEASE! PLEEEEEEEEEEEASE NOOOOOO!" She screamed.


But nothing could stop him now. He rammed and shoved, lust and excitement 
surging through him. His body was covered with sweat and the musky odor of 
his sweat and her perfume drove him on; his straining, battering rod was 
like the steel piston of a train, roaring back and forth, deeper and 
deeper....


Marianne was consumed by pain now, racked by the terrible punishment her 
husband was inflicting on her for her irrational thoughts and impulses. The 
bruised walls of her anal passage were burning under the fierce shocks. She 
had never felt such pain in her life.


I can't bear it! She thought. No more! No more! I'll be torn apart like a 
helpless animal under the ripping, slicing claws of an outraged lion! The 
agony was at its height now and she screamed in pain.


The thrashing of her body and her piercing cries only increased David's wild 
animal thrusts. He grunted and heaved, his own body shot through with a 
turbulent mixture of rage and lust! He thrust his thick, blood-gorged cock 
deeper and deeper, his hips pumping furiously!


"TAKE IT! TAKE IT!" He shouted! "IT'S ALL YOU DESERVE!"


"AAAANNNNNGGGGHHHH!" She cried! "NOOOOOOO, PLEEEASE NOOOOOOO!"


But suddenly, as the torturous punishment reached it's apex, Marianne 
surrendered totally to it....and a new feeling began to ripple through her 
body; out of the humiliation and shame came a new feeling of sensuality and 
excitement. She felt she was melting, as if her body was bathed in 
voluptuous waves of pleasure that made the pain seem bearable, yes even 
delicious....


"OOOOHHHH ... DAVID ... Ooooooh!" She moaned.


David was grunting and moaning now, his body sweating, tense and alive with 
excitement. He increased his tempo and plunged his swollen penis still 
deeper into her heaving, shuddering passage! He rammed back and forth, 
driven now with wild, unimaginable sensuality and she received his iron 
blows with a gasping ecstasy. Suddenly she was caught up in a whirling, 
boiling vortex of excitement, she felt extraordinary thrills surging in her 
loins, her body steaming with heightened passion and sensuality....


"OOOOOOOH! I'M CUMMMMMINGGG!" She cried. "I'M CUUUUUUUMMMMMMINNN)NG!"


As she cried out, David felt his body begin to respond to her mounting 
orgasm, he could feel the white hot sperm gathering and surging in his 
throbbing balls, welling up like a churning maelstrom of yearning seed! He 
was cumming too!


"AAAAAAGHHHHHHH!" he cried, feeling himself almost ready to shoot his mighty 
load like a cannon into her hot steaming anus.


"OOOOOOOHHHHHHHH B A A A ABEEEEEE!" He groaned. "OOOOOHHHHH BAAAABBBBEEEEE! 
AAAAAGGGHHHH!"


He was seized by convulsive spasms as his bulging, gorged prick shot the 
torrent of white hot cum deep into her. She could feel the boiling, surging 
river enter her like lava, streaming into her loins and seeming to spread 
out through her entire splintering exploding body. On and on it came, a 
seemingly never ending rocket-load of turbulent gism. David could feel it 
streaming through his long, thick rod and gushing through the charged 
rubbery head.


He felt wildly excited, like an ecstatic, conquering warrior chieftain, 
shooting his turbulent cum into the shuddering rear of his slave-captive, 
forcing her to submit to his harsh cruelty. An ancient primitive exaltation 
consumed him as he released his white, boiling sperm into her asshole.


"AAAAAAHHHHH! UUUUUNNNNNGGGGHHH!" He grunted triumphantly!


His grip on her hips tightened! She screamed as the force of his clawing 
fingers increased the stabbing, shuddering thrills she now felt. Her hot, 
throbbing cunt secreted its own violent juices as she responded in estatic 
orgasm to his wild moans and cries.


"Oooooooo! Yeeeeeessss!" She groaned. "Yeeeessss!"


Then, suddenly spent of his male juices, David pulled his cock out of her 
rectal passage. There was a sudden POP! as the still gorged, thick head 
pulled away from the stretched, aching hole. He quickly slumped to the bed, 
his back turned to her as if to end all further communication. Exhausted, 
drained from the violent activity, he soon fell into a heavy sleep.


Beside him, Marianne had crumpled into the sheets, her body still trembling 
from the excruciating violence and pleasure of the act. Pain still spread 
through her buttocks and rippled up her spine, a merciless reminder of the 
humiliating agony she had just suffered. Slowly she adjusted her body and 
lay stiffly next to her silent husband.


She stared up at the ceiling, unable to sleep, tears welling up in her eyes, 
and wondered if there was yet more debasement in store for her.


Later, much later, she fell into a tense, restless sleep.


CHAPTER THREE


David rose early the next morning and was driving to work well before 
Marianne had even begun to stir. He wanted no part of a confrontation and 
needed to think things through calmly at the office. He parked the car in 
his usual parking lot, returning the friendly grin and "good morning!" from 
the attendant with a stiff nod. He didn't mean to-seem cold, but the 
weariness of the journey compounded with the troubled evening he had gave 
him the feeling he was almost underwater, working on will power alone; he 
was groggy, tired, and still very angry. He walked through the wide glass 
doors that led into the massive skyscraper where his firm kept it's 
executive offices. He tried to smile at the young girl who sold newspapers 
and cigarettes in the lobby, and he even managed a relatively warm greeting 
to the small, somewhat nervous man who ran the elevator.


"Fifteenth floor, that's it, isn't it, Mr. Wright?"


"That's it, Joe," he said.


The car filled quickly with secretaries, clerks, and others, like himself, 
young executives, there were the usual greetings and half-hearted jokes. It 
seemed forever before the overhead light flashed fifteen. The doors slid 
open and he moved into the bright, modern offices of Computer Associates.


"Good morning, Mr. Wright!" the receptionist chirped.


"Hello Loretta," he said, smiling at the cute, young redhead behind the 
desk.


"Miss Grant said I should corner you the minute you came in and tell you to 
run-not-walk to her office as soon as possible!"


David smiled. .


"If I don't get some coffee first I'll have to stumble into her office."


"There's some fresh coffee right on your desk," she said, "made it myself 
from an old family recipe!"


"Loretta, you think of everything, don't you?"


"Well...." she said, looking at him coyly, "almost everything."


"Thanks," he said, too sleepy even to pick up the hint of flirtation from 
the girl. He moved down the white and blue corridors, his shoes clicking 
smartly on the shining tile. The brisk coolness of the air conditioning had 
already begun to clear his head a little, and when he got to the office he 
drank some of Loretta's coffee with relish. He sat at his desk, lit up a 
cigarette and glanced around the office.


He liked the smart wood paneling, and the expensive modern furniture; gazing 
out the window he saw the familiar panorama: gleaming skyscrapers that 
spanned time and decades. It always gave him a good feeling to look at this 
impressive view. It gave him a sense of power, yes even of manliness, to 
know that he was part of this complex world of business, technology, and 
electronics-concrete testimonials to man's inventiveness and brilliance. Yet 
he had never I been able to communicate what he felt about this world to his 
wife. She never understood his love for this mighty world of stone, 
architecture and builder's tools.


Maybe that's what's wrong between us, he thought. If we could only 
communicate more we might not fight so much. But there seemed no way around 
Marianne's obsessive jealousy; a wave of anger swept over him again as he 
remembered her accusations. He was particularly incensed because he had 
never allowed the idea of pursuing another woman to enter his mind! 
Particularly Susan Grant. Not that she was unattractive, far from it! But 
knowing the feelings that such an intimate business relationship might 
create for his wife he had gone out of his way to avoid an amorous situation 
between he and Susan. And yet despite all this his wife still accused him, 
and he was furious!


"Hey, handsome, how about a little of your time?"


It was a woman's voice, low and husky. He glanced up and saw Susan Grant 
coming into the office. She was a striking woman, about five foot six, with 
a stunning, well-developed body; in the svelte lines of her tailored 
business suit David could see the firm, ripe swelling of her breasts, the 
slim tapered waist, the full hips and her long, slender legs. Her face was 
framed with black, lustrous hair, curled and coiffed in an elegant hairdo; 
the shining, cascading mane set off perfectly the porcelain whiteness of her 
skin, the cat-like green eyes, and the natural redness of her lips. She 
looked much younger than her thirty years would indicate.


"You look like something the cat dragged in," she said. "Rough night?" she 
asked, arching her eyebrow slightly.


David turned away evasively; he felt caught by her timely entrance, and did 
not want to reveal to her the turmoil he felt.


"Oh, just a little tired. You know that was a hell of a rough trip."


"I'll say," she agreed, "the minute I got back to my apartment I just 
stripped down to my little old birthday suit and snuggled up in bed. I had 
die most delicious sleep, too!"


She moved around behind him, glancing at the way his dark hair curled 
slightly over the edge of his white shirt. It was so thick and dark, she had 
wanted to reach out and caress it so many times, but always kept her 
distance. She knew from experience that in a case like this it was better to 
wait for an opening. But if, as she now sensed, their marriage was in 
trouble, that was a different story. She had never liked Marianne much, 
especially since Susan had had her eye on David. But the minute Marianne 
came on the scene David was infatuated and ignored Susan's advances 
completely. She had always resented this, but until now she made no move 
that would betray her feelings. She knew she could have any man she wanted, 
but she wanted David; at the moment it looked like he was on the verge of 
being available.


She sat on the edge of the desk, next to him, and pulled up her skirt 
slightly to expose the knee. David glanced at her long, sleek legs 
unconsciously, then, catching himself, he turned away guiltily.


"Wife trouble, honey?"


David was startled by what she said and almost choked on his coffee. They 
both laughed.


"Well, just a little," he said, "nothing serious."


Susan knew it was a lie.


"Is she jealous?" she asked.


David turned to her, startled.


"How did you know?"


"Oh, it's not unusual, you know. Woman for a boss, naturally the wife is 
bound to get suspicious. Did you work it out all right?"


David hesitated, not knowing what to say. Susan sensed his difficulty and 
changed the subject.


"Look," she said brightly, "I'll tell you why I wanted to see you. They've 
just finished redecorating the Executive Suite at the Century Towers. I've 
been dying to see it! Let's go! It's just the thing to pick us up, and we 
can talk over the Cincinatti contract too!"


David smiled at her.


"Sure, let's go. Why not?"


"Why not?" she said, winking at him.


* * *


Like their office building, the Century Towers was new, mostly glass, and 
designed by a famous Danish architect. There were fountains and spiraling 
metal sculptures, even a reflecting pool with glittering goldfish. It was a 
world of immeasurable luxury, and David liked the feel of it. He liked the 
way the doormen and desk clerks greeted him with respect and a certain awe. 
He and Susan were treated like royalty as they made their way to the 
elevator. Within seconds they were whisked to the twenty-fifth floor, the 
penthouse, where Computer Associates had recently redecorated it's Executive 
Suite, a suite of rooms kept for important clients from out of town, or for 
entertaining customers, or simply as a retreat for a harried executive; a 
place to relax and take things easy in utter comfort.


"It's fabulous," Susan exclaimed as they entered the suite, "just fabulous!"


And it was. Done mostly in white, with dramatic touches of orange and 
yellow.


"And look at the bedroom!" she cried, flinging open the door.


It, too, was white, but subtly accented in dark wood paneling. The 
centerpiece was a huge round bed in the exact middle of the room, draped 
with a good cloth. Most of the walls had floor-to-ceiling mirrors, and above 
the bed, suspended from the ceiling, was a huge mirror, slightly tinted with 
a smoky haze that made reflection from the bed below almost unreal, 
dream-like.


"I can't believe it," David said, staring at the overhead mirror, "this must 
have cost a fortune!"


"Oh, a small fortune, yes," she said, "but it is worth every penny in terms 
of our image." She tested the mattress.


"Mmmmmm" she said, glancing towards David, " ... nice and firm."


They looked at each other fully now, for the first time that day; their eyes 
penetrated deeply and it seemed to David as if he was seeing her not as his 
boss, but as a woman, a voluptuous, exciting woman. But Marianne's face 
suddenly flashed into his mind and he turned away, blushing slightly. He 
moved back into the spacious living room and went into the small, perfectly 
equipped kitchen. He opened a couple of closets and discovered a completely 
stocked bar.


"How about a martini?" he asked, "It's early, but I think I could use one."


"Perfect!" Susan said, grinning, "So could I. No reason why we shouldn't 
make ourselves very comfortable.


David mixed the drinks and watched as she took off her jacket. As he saw the 
outline of her large, full breasts-beneath the gossamer silk of her blouse 
he felt his pulse quicken; a warmth pervaded him. She took a few hairpins 
out of her hair, and her black, shining mane fell around her shoulders. If 
softened her whole appearance, gave her a more sensuous, feline appearance, 
he thought. She kicked off her shoes and leaned back luxuriously on the 
couch.


"Oooohhh! That feels marvelous!"


"Here's the drinks," he said, carrying a tray with two glasses and a pitcher 
of martinis.


"How about a toast?" she said.


"Fine, what do we toast to?"


"To your marriage?"


David looked at her steadily.


"I think we should toast to the firm," he replied, "It's a bit more 
appropriate to the moment."


"Absolutely," she agree. "To the firm!"


They clinked glasses and sipped.


As the heady magic of the gin and vermouth began to work on them, David sat 
on the floor next to the sofa, feeling more and more relaxed. He began to 
muse.


"You know, Susan," he said, "I think if we play our cards right this firm 
could be one of the biggest in the country in three years."


"Not 'one of, David, THE biggest. You wait. And in one year, not three. I 
guarantee you that!"


"You're quite a woman, Susan, I don't think I've ever met anyone like you."


"Thanks...." she said, "you're quite a man."


David laughed. Then a silence fell. He became somewhat uncomfortable, not 
knowing what to say next, feeling a little guilty about the situation. Susan 
sipped her drink slowly, watching David with growing desire.


Now, she thought as she watched him, now is the time.


David stiffened slightly as he felt the delicate tip of Susan's finger trace 
around the hairline at the back of his head.


"You've got such beautiful hair, David," she said softly, "and I like the 
way you have it cut...."


"Thanks," he said. He felt torn, one part of him wanted to give in to her 
advance and to return it, but another part of him wanted to pull away and 
close the subject. After all he was a married man, and this was a highly 
dangerous situation. And yet, after all of his wife's insults there seemed 
no reason in the world not to give in to the strange attraction he now felt 
for this woman. The touch of her finger sent a tingling sensation through 
his neck and back, his body started to come alive, his genitals were 
beginning to stir with feeling. She began to stroke the back of his head....


"Susan...." he said, pulling away slightly, "I don't know if we should...."


"David...." she said, gazing at him steadily, hypnotically, "look, I know 
what's going on. I can tell when a man isn't getting what he needs from a 
woman. I like Marianne, you know that, but she can't give you what you need, 
can she? This world, our world, is something she can't understand like we 
do. Am I right?"


David nodded slowly, remembering their endless quarrels.


"She doesn't have to know about this," she continued, "unless you want her 
to know. This is between us."


She moved closer, whispering into his ear.


"I can give you what you need, David, and I can give it to you the way you 
want it. All you have to do is ask."


David turned and looked at her. Her green eyes seemed to glitter-she seemed 
to radiate sensuality and a promise of wild excitement. His heart was 
pounding; he moved towards her almost involuntarily, impelled as if from 
within, drawn irresistably to this stunning creature. With a little cry, his 
arms suddenly reached out for her, and they embraced quickly, kissing 
hungrily, finally able to release what had been pent up and hidden for so 
long.


"OOOOhh, David, ooohhh how nice!"


He kissed her neck, her face, his hand caressing the shining black hair, 
thrilling him with the way it felt. Her lips sought his eagerly, and she 
plunged her hot, moist tongue deep between his lips, exploring the teeth, 
the soft flesh; then his tongue pushed hers back and he penetrated her mouth 
with equal excitement. Their bodies pressed close and Susan's hand quickly 
roved down between David's legs where she felt the thick, stiff penis, hot 
with need and desire, straining against the material of his pants. She began 
to massage it skillfully; David, feeling the erotic movement of her hand, 
became wildly excited. He moaned as she grabbed the soft, pulsing mound of 
his testicles through his trousers. His hand quickly found its way up the 
back of her blouse and he swiftly undid the clasps of the bra. His hand 
moved in to feel the soft, resilient orbs, his fingers lightly brushed the 
tips of her breasts and they stiffened and stood erect under his touch. He 
felt a sharp sensation on his earlobe as Susan nibbled the soft flesh with 
her teeth, biting slightly, then biting a little harder. Af first David 
didn't like the forwardness of her action, but the slight, sharp pain he 
felt when she bit there was undeniably exciting to feel and his body tingled 
when she did it. He moaned pleasurably.


"Like that?" she whispered.


Suddenly she bent down and kissed his neck so hard that the intensity of her 
kiss made a little red welt on his skin; it sent shudders of erotic yearning 
coursing through his body, his genitals throbbed excitedly, yearning for 
more.


"Oooooh, baby...." he groaned.


Free of all restraint now, they began tearing at each other's clothes. 
Blouse, skirt, trousers, shirt, socks, flew every which way. Within moments 
they were clasping each other's hot naked bodies with ravenous desire. Hands 
were touching, rubbing, caressing the skin; Susan loved the feel of the 
tall, hard body she held; her hands roamed eagerly over the muscular 
shoulders, the rippling, tapered back, the strong, round buttocks that 
seemed charged with strength, the thighs, the flanks. She kneaded the tufted 
hair on his chest.


"You're beautiful," , she gasped, "beautiful!"


David, hot with desire, felt the satin-smooth texture of her skin-her body 
was soft, like sculptured cream, undulating lewdly under the touch of his 
broad, grasping hands. Her pelvis moved back and forth inviting his 
throbbing cock to undreamed of delight. He felt his gorged shaft standing 
erect, hard as a rock and pulsing to go into her. Her hands flew to his 
massive rod and began to massage him into a frenzy of lust; she skillfully 
pulled back the velvety foreskin to expose the charged, rubbery head, 
teasing it with her nimble fingers, rubbing and shaking it with artful moves 
that thrilled David as never before.


His fingers roamed quickly to the curling strands of hair that surrounded 
her vaginal slit, he explored the moist pubic patch with trembling 
excitement.


Susan cried with pleasure as she felt his fingers run the length of the hot, 
wet furrow. He delicately flicked the clitoris which hardened instantly, 
sending a shiver of electricity through her; his hand grasped her pussy 
wantonly, obscenely, and he pushed his finger into the wet, throbbing vagina 
as Susan gasped with pleasure.


"Oh yes!! Babeeee!!" she cried, opening her legs to receive his stroking 
finger; she moved her hips lewdly to give him ease of entry.


David was delighted that she had none of the frustrating resistances he had 
felt from his wife-he felt freed as never before to explore the depths of 
his passion. He hungrily moved his finger into the moist, throbbing interior 
of her cuntal canal, deftly driving her to wild, erotic excitement. She 
gasped with delight.


"Oh, yes, come to me!" she cried, "come to me!"


Susan quickly lay back on the couch, and in seconds David was upon her; they 
were no longer business associates, they were past all sense of worldly role 
or identity, past all guilt or conscience, they were caught in a turbulent, 
vulgar act that defied reason. Susan cried out in pain and pleasure as David 
plunged his massive, gorged shaft into the wet, throbbing folds of her 
vaginal slit. He sank deep into her and the intensity of the feeling that 
passed between them was beyond their wildest dreams.


"Oooohhh!" she moaned, "You feel so good ... soo good!"


Now he began to move his cock in and out of her, increasing his rhythm as he 
went; Susan pumped back eagerly, her vaginal walls clasping hungrily at his 
ramrod.


It had been so long since he had know this charged sense of freedom, that 
David was consumed with sensuality. He began to ram her with mounting 
intensity. He had held back so long with his mistrustful wife, trying to be 
gentle, that he had kept a firm hold on his deeper, more obscene urges. But 
now, thrashing with abandon, with this green-eyed, raven-haired amazon 
beneath him, driving him to ecstatic excesses he had never known before, he 
felt exultant, and he drove himself into a frenzy of lusty excitement such 
as he had not known for years.


"Oh baby, I'm going to fuck you!" He shouted savagely.


At first Susan was shocked at the intensity of his cries, but it excited her 
too, and as she felt his sweating, sinewy body twisting and plunging into 
her, taking her to excruciating heights of sensuality, she found herself 
crying out the same lewd phrases. .


"Oh yes, YEEEESSSS! FUCK ME! FUCK ME! DO IT HARDER!" She screamed, "HARDER! 
HURT ME! HURT ME!"


Her wanton words and the sight of her eyes pleading wildly multiplied 
David's sense of grunting abandon. So he thought, that was how she liked it! 
He rammed at her now without mercy, the hard, rubbery buttocks bobbing up 
and down, his long thick cock gorged to the bursting point, his body wet 
with sweat. His round, throbbing balls slapped against the wet furrow of her 
anal passage. He felt every muscle tense, alive with excitement, straining 
under a torrent of lust.


"AAAAGGGGHHHH!" she screamed, half in pain, half in pleasure, reveling 
obscenely; the knowledge that she was his office superior only increased her 
pleasure; she was a woman used to using men, for whatever she needed, and 
now she had David! it was beyond her wildest expectations. The harder he 
drove into her, the more she wanted, and if it hurt and bruised her, that 
made it all the more exciting, for the pain was mixed with sensual 
excitement like an incredible aphrodisiac. She loved the feeling of his 
iron-hard prick tearing at her, plunging mercilessly along the shuddering 
walls of her hot pussy. She screamed with delight as he began to suck and 
bite her nipples, to pierce her with Utile ripples of pain and pleasure.


"Yeeesss!" she cried, "That's it!


OOOOHHHH BBBBAAABBY!"


David felt charged to the full extent of his manhood, he felt that he was at 
last getting the kind of release he had been waiting for. He smote her like 
a bull-god, pumping his driving cock into her pulsing, wet vagina, that 
opened upwards to receive him greedily.


As their hands roved lewdly over each other's hot, moist bodies, David felt 
his seed begin to surge and gather in his loins; the enlarged, wet balls 
slapping at her eager pussy began to bulge with white, bubbling cum and in 
this new excitement he redoubled his intensity. Susan felt the change in 
him, and at the same time felt herself bathed in a new exultancy, the 
throbbing in her pussy seemed to grow, she was being bathed in waves of 
pleasure, shot through with tingles of delight.


"OOOOHHHHH!" she moaned, "YESSSSSSS!!! I'M CUMMMMMMINNNNGGGGG!"


David was at the bursting point now too, mad with desire; his gorged cock 
was ready to explode with cum and suddenly the moment came, he shot his 
steaming river-load of hot seed into her. She felt flooded with warm, 
exciting wetness. It spread through her as her legs and body thrashed 
wildly.


"UUUUNNNNNNGGGGGHHHHH!!!" She cried.


"OOOOOHHHHH BAAAABBBEE!!" David shouted, spasmodically shooting his surging 
cum into her. "OOOHHH YEEEEEESSSSSS!"


The feeling of releasing himself fully, ejaculating wantonly into this woman 
he had known for so long under highly different circumstances, gave David 
immense pleasure, a strange sort of delight. It seemed to give him an erotic 
freedom he had always denied himself. For now he drove himself brutally into 
her, in a way he would never act with his wife, his eyes glazed with mad 
excitement, emptying himself triumphantly. She received his piston-like 
strokes eagerly, her eyes closed, her hands clasping the rippling muscles of 
his back and shoulders. She felt her own cuntal juices flowing freely, and 
seemed to be released from the aching tension and pressure of her job and 
her life. She gave herself totally to the feeling, knowing this was what she 
craved more than anything; this delicious feeling of erotic completeness. 
She was lost in a river of lust and orgasm. She felt her female juices 
draining away, and the turbulence of the orgasm began to diminish and ebb 
away.


Gradually David spent himself completely and lay back next to her on the 
wide sofa, exhausted and satisfied.


Susan looked at him through half-lowered eyelids. She relished the warm, 
luscious feeling that pervaded her.


"Say...." she whispered, "that was really something. I didn't know what I've 
been missing."


"Neither did I," David said., reaching for the tray of martinis. "Maybe we 
should have done this sooner."


Susan smiled at him, delighted over the unexpected turn of events that day.


"Well," she said lazily, "better late than never."


CHAPTER FOUR


Later that day, at about noon, Marianne Wright stood at the corner of 73rd 
and ninth; she waited patiently for the light to change. It was scarcely an 
hour ago that she had decided, on impulse, to visit David at the office, 
persuade him to have lunch with her, and perhaps iron out their differences. 
She felt a little foolish; perhaps, she thought, he'll be angry with me for 
coming down to the office like this without even calling, but I just 
couldn't wait any longer. He was out of the house so early, I didn't have a 
chance to talk to him.


She was dressed in a tight-fitting skirt and blouse and wore a bright yellow 
sweater over her shoulders. To all the wanted desperately to do something 
about it, but what?


Soon she was in front of the huge skyscraper. She hesitated-she hadn't been 
back to the familiar building since the early days of their marriage. She 
had missed working, missed the gossip and the jokes with the other girls, 
and the routine of an interesting, well-paying job. Now, as she stood before 
the door, terrified to go inside again, she realized how much her life had 
changed in so short a time.


She pushed her way through the doors, walked straight to the elevator and 
was soon on the fifteenth floor. As the doors of the elevator parted, she 
walked out into the familiar corridor.


"Marianne! What a surprise to see you here!"


"Hello, Loretta, how are you?"


The two girls embraced and kissed each other lightly on the cheek.


"You look terrific," Loretta gushed, "Gee, it must be great to be away from 
the grind and to sit around and be lazy all day."


"I guess so," Marianne said stiffly, remembering with irony the events of 
the night before. "Is David in the office? I want to see him for a minute."


"Gee, I don't think so He and Miss Grant went out about two hours ago...."


Marianne went pale, but recovered quickly.


"Oh," she said softly, "Well, I guess I won't wait, I have some things to 
do."


She turned quickly and started back to the elevator, when the doors opened 
and a handsome, sandy-haired man of about twenty-eight walked out.


"Marianne! My God, what a surprise!"


"Hello Don."


It was Don Peterson, one of the top computer programmers in the country, and 
also, Marianne remembered ruefully, the biggest playboy in the firm. He was 
jauntily dressed in a bright mod-styled jacket, tie and tight flared pants.


Don and Susan had known each other at work, and more than once Marianne had 
to artfully dodge being pinched behind the files, or being cornered in the 
elevator. Not that Don wasn't attractive, by no means. His boyish good 
looks, his freckled face with sparkling blue eyes, and his six-foot muscular 
body, kept in top condition with daily workouts in the executive's 
gymnasium, were most appealing, not just to Marianne but to all the girls. 
But Don had a reputation of "love-em and-leave-em," he was a confirmed 
bachelor with one thing on his mind: sex.


Don grabbed her in his familiar bear-hug and squeezed her tightly.


"Oh, it's good to see you, sweetheart! Baby, the typing pool lost it's 
prettiest chickie when you got snagged! What are you doing down here 
anyway?"


"Oh...." she stammered nervously, " ... oh ... I just came down to surprise 
David and maybe have lunch...."


"Well, the old boy's out having one of his tete-a-tete's with Susan."


Marianne turned away, tears suddenly welling up in her eyes.


Oh damn, she thought, I don't want them to see me like this! Not Loretta, 
why she'll gossip to all the other girls and God knows what Don will make of 
all this!


"Hey . ... what's this?" Don turned her face up to his; he was the very 
model of sympathy and understanding. "Crying? What's the matter? Can I 
help?"


"Is everything all right, Marianne?" said Loretta, her interest peaked by 
Marianne's sudden breakdown. She was alert for any new gossip.


"No ... no, I'm all right, really."


Marianne felt ashamed and humiliated. She wanted desperately to get out of 
the office, away from Don and from Loretta's probing stare.


Don could sense her dilemma and took her arm gently.


"Look, come on and have lunch with me and we'll talk it over. I think you 
need a shoulder to cry on and I've got a shoulder here just aching to be 
used." He smiled warmly. "How about it?"


Although she didn't trust Don, she felt that under the circumstances she had 
no choice but to go along with his invitation. She was confused and hurt; 
she had to get out of the office. But with Don....


"I know a quiet little place near here,', he said, his voice soothing and 
confidential. "Come on, a drink will relax you and you can tell me all about 
it if you want to. Okay?"


"All right," she said, brushing the tears from her eyes. "All right...."


They moved quickly into the elevator.


The waiter set the drinks on the table before them. They were in a booth in 
a secluded corner of the cocktail lounge about two blocks from the office. 
They sipped their drinks in silence. Marianne felt strange, being with a man 
she didn't trust in this dimly-lit place. It was a far cry from her routine 
of shopping and house-cleaning. She felt guilty and uncomfortable. She was 
sure she was doing the wrong thing, but felt helpless and needed desperately 
to talk.


"Now, tell old Don what's going on, huh?"


"Oh ... it's nothing....really...."


"Nothing? You burst into tears the first time you visit the office in months 
and now you tell me there's nothing wrong? Look, Marianne, I know you think 
I'm just an office Romeo, but I've got a heart too. You can trust me. Honest 
Injun!"


Marianne smiled in spite of herself. She had to admit he was a charming 
man....and maybe she had misjudged him after all. She took another sip of 
her drink and felt a warmth go through her; slowly her muscles began to 
relax for the first time in days. She felt more mellow and leaned back in 
the upholstered booth.


"Oh, it's my old jealousy, Don ... I keep making up stories in my head 
about....about David and Susan Grant. I know there's absolutely nothing to 
it, but I can't get it out of my mind that they're having an affair!" Don 
grinned slyly.


"What makes you so sure there's nothing to it?" He asked.


Marianne looked at him with intensity. What was he saying? she thought....is 
he implying that ... no ... no it couldn't be true.


"Don....what do you mean?"


"Gee," he said innocently, "Maybe I shouldn't have said anything ... I mean 
I could be wrong about it...."


"Wrong about what?" she asked sharply.


"Well ... hell, I thought everybody knew about David and Susan, I mean, you 
know they work so close together, I thought you knew."


"You mean...." you mean you think they're having an affair?"


"Think?" David laughed. "Oh, you're as sweet and innocent as ever. Of 
course, you can't ever really be sure but the gossip around the office...."


Marianne was suddenly racked with sobs. Don put his arms around her and she 
willingly let herself be held, crushing her tear-streaked face to his 
strong, muscular chest.


"Oh Don . ... I didn't know...."


"You poor kid," he said, stroking her hair, and letting his hand rove 
playfully down her back.


She's still as luscious as ever, he thought to himself, as she wept quietly 
in his arms. He wondered how it would feel to take her in his arms and kiss 
her hotly, undressing her slowly, savoring each beautiful, lithe section of 
her perfect body, covering her with kisses. He felt his cock harden as he 
held her there in the lounge, and a strong surge of desire swept through 
him. Oh, how he longed to fuck her, to ram his thick, stiff rod into her 
sweet golden pussy.


Suddenly Marianne broke the embrace and wiped the tears from her eyes with a 
handkerchief, feeling embarrassed at having acted so foolishly in a place 
where everyone could see her.


"Don, where are they now?" She demanded.


"Gee, I know they went over to the suite at the Towers this morning. I 
haven't seen them since."


"Take me there!" She said with determination.


"Oh, baby, don't you think that's going a little far?"


"No! I've got to get this out in the open now! Before it's too late! Take me 
there, Don. Please!"


Don smiled at her. Well, why not, he thought. He wondered with delight what 
they would find there. He paid the check and as they left the lounge he 
remembered the charming, round bed with all the mirrors....


By the time they arrived at the suite it was empty; the two couples had 
missed each other only by a few minutes. As they moved through the plush 
rooms, Marianne grew bitter seeing the luxurious appointments, imagining 
David and Susan reveling shamelessly, laughing at her. She saw the martini 
glasses, and crushed out cigarettes about the living room floor.


"Well," Don mused, "it looks like somebody was here, all right. Looks like 
they had quite a time, too."


Marianne sat stiffly on a chair, feeling completely humiliated. David was 
having an affair, after all; she was sure of it. She thought back over all 
the anguish and soul-searching she had gone through feeling guilty over her 
accusations, and now it turned out that she was right all along. All of 
David's protests and anger had been a pretense!! He and Susan were lovers!


She bit her lip and determinedly fought back the tears. No, she thought, I'm 
not going to feel sorry for myself any more.


"Ah," said Don, holding up a bottle of gin, "the demon alcohol!"


He had found the bar.


"What'll it be, love? Scotch? Rye? Martini?"


"I don't care," said Marianne flatly, lighting a cigarette. "Anything."


As Don mixed the drinks Marianne walked into the bedroom, trying to collect 
herself. She sat down on the bed absently, and took a long puff on her 
cigarette.


What do I do now, she thought, divorce? Separation? Should I just confront 
David with what Don has told me or what? She suddenly saw her face in the 
mirror across from the bed. She was startled, as she saw her face drawn and 
tense, dark circles seemed to grow under her eyes; her lips were a thin, 
tight line of tension.


"Bottoms up!" Don walked into the room and handed her a martini.


Marianne suddenly felt uncomfortable, for she had scarcely realized she had 
wandered into the bedroom. She took the drink and sipped it, trying to 
steady her nerves. She shivered a little as the effects of the mixture took 
hold of her. Don sat beside her.


"This is quite a room, isn't it?" he said.


Marianne rose as if to go into the living room, away from Don, but he took 
hold of her hand.


"Hey, don't be afraid. I'm not Dracula you know."


"Oh Don," she said, "I know that ... it's just....


"It's just that you've had a hell of a shock and you need a little 
relaxation," he said with assurance. "So stop fidgeting and just calm down 
and relax. Come on. Sit down."


She smiled nervously and sat down next to him on the bed. From somewhere 
inside the walls music came on, soothing and languid.


"Compliments of the firm. Piped-in music to soothe the tired businessman," 
Don said.


The shimmering sound of the stereo music, an orchestral arrangement of 
Misty, mixed with the effects of the martinis finally relaxed Marianne. She 
began to feel a little drowsy and warm; she lay back on the bed and felt the 
tension begin to drain out of her. The soft, plush mattress and the 
luxurious feeling of the golden bedspread made her feel like she was in a 
millionaire's mansion.


"That's it," Don whispered in a soothing tone, "take it easy. Listen baby, 
after what David's done to you, you deserve a little relaxation."


He's right, she thought to herself. David's had his share of fun, traveling, 
living high, expense accounts, penthouse suites, love affairs ... why 
shouldn't I have some fun too! Damn him, anyway! All sense of conscience and 
morality began to melt away under the influence of the luxury environment 
and Don's artful power of suggestion.


"That's it," he said, "live a little. It's time you had some fun."


"Mmmmmm...." she sighed, stretching her body on the bed drowsily, "you're 
absolutely right.,....


Don noticed with delight the full, ripe contours of her body. If anything, 
she was even more desirable than she had been when she worked at the office, 
for now she had a little wifely experience, and that experience had given a 
new bloom and roundess to her physique that was compelling. Watching her, 
Don felt his thick rod stiffen again with lust.


Better be careful, he thought to himself, this is an explosive situation. 
I'd better take it nice and slow. I sure don't want a hysterical woman on my 
hands.


Marianne felt Don removing her shoes and started to sit up in protest.


"Take it easy," he said calmly, "I just want you to be more comfortable. Lie 
back ... that's it. It's okay, now just close your eyes."


She lay back, exhausted by the activity of the past twenty-four hours and 
glad to have someone tell her exactly what to do, to take the situation in 
hand for her. She trusted Don now completely. She felt tired.


It must be the drinks, she thought, or maybe it's the music. I know I should 
leave here, it's wrong to be in this place with Don, but I'm so sleepy ... 
and so tired of worrying and crying....


She heard Don get up and go into the living room; this relaxed her even 
more. She fell into a sort of drowsiness, half-asleep and slightly tipsy 
from the strong martini. Don walked to the bar and refilled his glass.


If I don't handle this right, he thought, it could sure cause a ruckus at 
the office, particularly with David. But if I'm careful....very careful....


Feeling light and sexy from the drinks, he sauntered back into the bedroom. 
His body felt aglow," charged with feeling. And the thought of screwing the 
beautiful, blonde wife of his co-worker made him even more excited. He had 
always been somewhat jealous of David, and the attention Susan Grant had 
showered on him; despite Don's vast experience in computer programming, 
David had gotten most of the plum assignments, and had become Susan's 
protege. Of course Don made an excellent salary and was more than satisfied 
with his work, but still it rankled him that David was the favorite. He had 
tried to seduce Marianne from the first day she came to the office, but she 
would have nothing to do with him. But with David it was a different story, 
she fell for him at once.


Ah, well, Don thought, time changes everything. He looked at Marianne, 
sleeping lightly on the bed; maybe it was wrong of me to hint around about 
the thing between Susan and David but for all I know it may be true. He 
chuckled to himself. Besides, he thought, I could never resist a little 
white lie if it meant a delightful afternoon with such a pretty creature 
like her.


He moved into the bedroom and softly closed the door. Very quietly he 
slipped off his shoes, then removed his clothes, watching himself in the 
mirror. He liked the look of his thickly-muscled body, his firm chest with 
the reddish curly hair, his thick sculptured arms, his slim hips, the hard 
round buttocks, the strong thighs that rippled as he moved, and his long, 
muscular legs. He was glad he had been an athlete in college, it had firmed 
up his body, made it hard yet supple. He watched himself in the mirror, 
smiling with narcissistic pleasure.


Marianne began to move sinuously in her drowsy state as she felt someone 
begin to remove her clothes; at first she thought she was dreaming ... she 
thought she was a little girl again and that it was her father undressing 
her as he had done when she would fall asleep in the living room as a child 
and had to be carried to bed. Then, suddenly, she remembered where she was; 
she opened her eyes with a start. In the smoky mirror overhead she saw the 
naked body of a man removing her clothes with quiet tenderness. It was Don! 
She bolted up.


"No!" she cried, startled, "No ... no...."


But Don quieted her artfully.


"Shhhhh...." he whispered soothingly, "it's going to be all right....it's 
going to be good. ... trust me, baby ... trust me...."


She wanted desperately to scream! To run out of the room! This was wrong! 
She was being seduced by a man she hardly knew and she was a married woman! 
She was tormented and terrified, yet somehow she couldn't move. She felt 
paralyzed, hypnotized by Don's words.


Why can't I move? she thought. I've got to get out of here....but then, in a 
blinding flash she thought of David and Susan, remembering the scattered 
cushions in the living room, and a desire for revenge began to consume her. 
Why shouldn't I stay? she thought. If David can do it so can I! Whatever 
happens will serve him right for what he's done to me!


"Just lay back," Don whispered, "lay back and I'll take care of you. You 
don't have to do a thing. You're beautiful, oh, Marianne, I've never seen 
such a lovely body in my life . ... "


She was immediately soothed by his comforting words. How wonderful it was to 
have someone take care of her, to soothe her and tell her what to do. She 
lay back willingly.


Now they were both completely nude. Don's eyes roved lustfully over her 
perfect body. It was better than he dared hope. Her skin was white as 
alabaster, save for the pink aureoles and nipples of her breasts; the golden 
hair of her pubic patch seemed to glisten invitingly, and he could catch a 
glimpse of the fleshy slit nestled in the hair.


He climbed slowly onto the bed where she lay back, invitingly nude on the 
silky pillows and coverlet. He knelt down, his legs straddling her hips. His 
dangling hairy balls pulsed and swayed lewdly over her, his long, sinewy 
shaft throbbed, stiff with yearning. He knelt over her for a few moments, 
his body erect. He savored the danger and clandestine quality of the affair; 
they might be discovered at any moment by her husband, or his boss, and yet 
this thought only produced a wicked inward chuckle. He felt his naked body 
tingle as the stereo began to play I'm in the Mood for Love....


He let his hands play lazily over her body. First he caressed her face, 
relaxing her eyes and facial muscles, teasing her skin with light, delicate 
strokes. Years of experience had taught him just which tricks to use in any 
situation. This was certainly not the first time he had had an affair with 
someone's unhappy wife.


If happens so often in this business, he thought, smiling.


Marianne, in her dreamy, half-paralyzed state, felt his fingers glide like 
feathers over her breasts; she felt the skin tingle, then contract; her 
nipples quivered and hardened, the red tips taut with pleasure. He molded 
and kneaded them, relaxing her, yet charging her with sensuality and warmth.


"Ooooohhhh...." she found herself moaning, almost involuntarily. Don's 
expertise was potent, and was working skillfully against any protestation 
she might have made.


"Feels good, doesn't it...." he whispered, "feels soooo nice. You deserve to 
feel nice....you deserve everything after what's been done to you...."


I do, Marianne thought, yes I do deserve it. Why shouldn't I have some 
enjoyment, too? Why shouldn't I have what David has?


These bitter thoughts reinforced Don's arttul stroking, and bit by bit she 
surrendered entirely. He was caressing her hips and thighs now, while his 
face nuzzled lightly in the soft, velvety planes of her stomach.


His tongue began to flick lightly over the skin, which grew goose-pimply, 
sending shivers of delight through Marianne's body. She began to move her 
body now, to undulate a little under the darting tongue. He moved down the 
stomach and explored the regions around the furry patch between her legs.


"Mmmmmmm...." she mewled as she felt his tongue slide closer and closer to 
that tender pink area. She grew excited in anticipation. Don worked so 
skillfully, so teasingly, that the merest suggestion sent thrills of 
excitement through her. Now his tongue darted quickly into the moist, golden 
tangle of hair and found the soft pink crevice of her cuntal slit.


"AAAAaaaaahhh!" She moaned sharply, as she felt his hot wet tongue begin to 
lick teasingly up the full length of her tender pink vagina. Her whole body 
quivered from the jarring shock of a fleshy, tongue on her naked, open pussy 
for the first time. This was something she had never allowed her husband to 
do. She felt it was sick and wrong! And yet now, enraptured by Don's 
brilliant seduction, she was overcome with excitement and unable to protest. 
She gathered strength and tried to pull away, to clench her thighs close 
together, but Don held her firm in a tight grasp, kneading the ivory mounds 
of her breasts, and continued the wanton darting of his tongue.


He ran his tongue up and down the moist, trembling slit, probing with the 
magic tip deeper and deeper into the secret recesses of her moist, throbbing 
pussy, dabbling at the fleshy outer lips, nibbling playfully at the silken 
strands lining them. Now he found the hardened tip of the clitoris and began 
to probe and suck at it, pulling it, sending excruciating shocks of delight 
through her body.


"Oooooooohhhhhh!" She groaned, at first revolted by the new feelings he 
invoked in her. But as he continued biting and sucking she was overcome with 
a wild sense of excitement that was deep and thrilling. She began to 
undulate her body and twist her hips, encouraging him further.


That's it, he thought, that's it! She's coming around at last. There 
shouldn't be any trouble from here on in.


Don's prediction proved more than true, for as Marianne felt the hot wet 
pleasure of his tonguing, she opened her legs wide to allow him easy entry, 
and pushed her hips upward so as to meet the hungry, probing tongue. Gone 
were all the thoughts of shame and guilt, gone were the feelings that she, a 
married woman, had no right to do such a thing. In her wildly exultant 
state, her legs thrashing with delight, she felt she was getting full 
revenge for her husband's unfaithfulness. If he could have an affair with 
Susan Grant, then she could take advantage of what Don had to offer. These 
thoughts, normally horrifying to her, now simply filled her with a wicked 
sense of pleasure. She was consumed with erotic abandon and gave herself to 
it completely.


She writhed and squirmed beneath the madly licking tongue until she thought 
she would faint from the ecstatic joy that surged through her loins. She had 
never experienced anything as exciting as this before and she reveled in it. 
Her open cunt was now grinding up into Don's face, crushing his mouth 
cruelly against the slippery wetness, flaring open to devour Don's 
pleasure-giving tongue.


Don, sweating and passionate, licked greedily, savoring her increased 
excitement. He was exultant that his seduction was successful beyond his 
wildest expectations, and though his massive, gorged prick was pulsing with 
sensual pleasure, he knew that his own satisfaction would be increased if he 
waited for his release until later, when she was fully prepared. Now there 
was the present stimulation of this thrashing, kicking, newly-released woman 
groaning beneath him, his prize for the day! He increased his obscene oral 
manipulation to where she was crazed with excitement.


She gasped and groaned as Don, stiffening his tongue, plunged it deep, deep 
into her helplessly squirming vaginal hole, rotating it far up inside her. 
It felt wonderful to Marianne, beyond anything she had ever experienced; her 
hips were oscillating in time to the wet probing tongue plunging deep into 
her, and little eddies of forbidden pleasure raced through her.


"Qoooohhhhh ... OOOOOOOOOOOHHHH!!!"


She cried in pleasure, as Don's tongue licked and darted in and out, 
occasionally flicking lewdly over the clitoris and then back into the 
widening, eager hole.


She was lost, lost! She didn't care about anything now! Don was right! She 
did deserve this! She had never felt so good in her life, even with David. 
Oh, it felt so good! Soooo gooooood!


Don was delighted with the way she was responding to his manipulation, 
delighted at his own oral pleasure as he pressed deeply into her hot, wet 
vaginal hole, sucking and probing with consummate skill.


Marianne began to moan steadily now, in the grips of her coming orgasm. Her 
body began to shudder and melt, whipped to a frenzy by Don's tongue whirling 
around in the velvet-like interior of her cunt, the wet sluicing sounds 
mixing with the sensuous strains of the music. Billows were rising in her, 
she felt near the bursting point, gasping ready to explode with excruciating 
delight.


"AAAAAAGGGGGHHHHH!!!" She cried from the very depths of her being....her 
body consumed with a rushing, surging electricity.


"I ... I'm....cu ... cu....CUMMING ... I'M CUUUUUMMMMMING!!"


She heaved and thrashed like a raving madwoman under the hot, thick tongue 
licking furiously at her pulsing cuntal slit, probing deeply into her, then 
racing wildly over the clitoris and fleshy lips. Hungry flames were 
engulfing her, tremors ran through her body as the inflamed cuntal walls 
dilated and shuddered sending out streams of her warm orgasmic juices to 
cascade down over Don's wetly glistening face. She continued to moan and 
flail, until Anally, exhausted and deeply satiated, she sank back on the 
bed.


"Oooooohhhhh...." she sighed, luxuriating in the flow that suffused her. She 
felt good, and in the back of her mind was a sense of triumph. "That'll show 
him," she thought, thinking of her husband.


Don watched her, pleased with his patience and adept performance. But as he 
watched her, he felt his body yearn for it's own release, yearn to spill his 
hot, white male juice into her steaming vagina. He smiled.


"Take your time, old boy," he thought, "take your time. All things come to 
he who waits."


CHAPTER FIVE


David and Marianne scarcely saw each other that night. Each was buried in 
the secret liason of the day and they ate their dinner in silence. The next 
morning, David was again out of the house before Marianne had risen.


The events of the past couple of days had begun to trouble Marianne deeply, 
and she thought about it that morning over coffee. The danger she had placed 
herself in became more and more apparent. What if David knew what she had 
done? And what if she was forced to confront him about his affair with 
Susan. It all seemed perverted and sordid to her now. It seemed wrong to 
take revenge on David by allowing herself to have an affair with Don; her 
life had been so simple before, and now it was becoming hopelessly 
complicated and ugly. Despite the fact that she had allowed herself to enjoy 
her fling with Don the day before, she now felt revolted at the idea of 
letting herself surrender to him. She decided that the best thing to do was 
to stop before things got any worse. Perhaps if she were more loving to 
David he would stop seeing Susan. Perhaps....


The jangling bell of the telephone interrupted her thoughts. It was Don.


"How are you sweetheart?" he asked brightly. She felt a sinking feeling in 
the pit of her stomach. Why did he have to call? Why couldn't he just leave 
her alone?


"Marianne? Are you there?"


"Y....yes...." she stammered softly . ... "I can hardly hear you. Speak 
louder. How are you feeling this morning?"


She thought she detected a certain leer in his voice; she was determined to 
end the affair here and now.


"I feel all right," she said quietly. "Look Don, I don't know how to say 
thi...."


"You don't have to say a word, baby," he said cheerfully, "we had a ball 
yesterday, didn't we?"


Marianne was silent, biting her lip. She considered hanging up.


"Marianne?" Don's voice was insistent. "Are you there? Cat got your tongue 
or what?"


"Don....Don...." it was so hard to get the words out. "Look, I can't see you 
any more."


There was silence on the other end of the phone.


"It's not fair to David," she said finally. "David?" Don said, bitterly, 
"what about me?"


Marianne was puzzled.


"What do you mean, Don?"


"I mean you got your kicks yesterday, you know, and I have a few coming 
myself, you know what I mean?"


"Look Don..


"No, you look! You can't fool around with me like that and expect me to just 
walk away when you say so. This is a give and take situation baby, and we 
have some unfinished business."


She was shocked by his tone and insinuations. How could he be so insensitive 
to her situation, so unfeeling?


"What do you mean, Don?"


"I mean, love, I'd like our affair to go on a little longer. You know what I 
mean?"


Marianne was angry now.


"Don, I don't want to see you any more. I think we'd better not see each 
other again."


There was another silence over the phone, then Don spoke evenly and sharply.


"It's not that easy, baby. This isn't over yet and won't be over until I say 
so. Is that clear?"


Marianne listened, terrified.


"Now you meet me at the suite today at noon, and if you don't show up . ... 
well, I think your husband would be mighty interested to hear about your 
little escapades."


She could scarcely believe what she heard! Her hands were ice-cold and 
trembling, sweat broke out on her forehead.


"Noon. At the Towers suite, all right sweetheart?"


"All....all right...."


There was a click as Don hung up the phone. Marianne placed the reciever in 
it's cradle slowly and sat staring at the floor.


What kind of terrible nightmare have I gotten myself into, she thought. What 
have I done? The last thing she wanted was to have Don expose her 
indiscretion to David, even though he was seeing Susan. She couldn't bear 
the thought of an ugly confrontation, and besides she had no proof of 
David's affair; suppose Don had been lying, she suspected him capable of 
anything now. How would David react? Tears came to her eyes. She knew she 
had no choice but to meet Don.


* * *


That little bitch," Don thought, sipping his bourbon and ginger-ale at the 
suite a little before noon.


He was bitter about her reaction over the phone. He had purposely held back 
the day before, keeping himself from release so as to be as slow and gentle 
as possible with Marianne. Since then he had been feeling randy and excited, 
looking forward to seeing her again to have the sort of fucking he really 
liked. Now she was treating him like some two-bit office punk, thinking she 
could get rid of him that easily. Well, he thought, if that's what she 
thinks she's got another think coming, and this time I'm not going to be so 
gentle. No sir, not so gentle at all. He had made sure the suite would be 
empty all day, giving him time to spend the whole afternoon with her; if 
this was going to be the grand finale to their relationship, well, he was 
going to make sure it was a memorable one. Long and memorable.


The door-buzzer sounded a few minutes after noon. Don put on his brightest 
smile and answered the door as if nothing at all had happened. Marianne 
moved hesitantly inside the suite, confused by Don's cheerfulness.


Perhaps, she thought, he's had a change of heart.


"Hi, love," he said, "drink?"


She tried a wan smile. "Ss....s ... sure"


"Bourbon and ginger-ale?"


"That's....that's fine, anything...."


As he handed her the drink he looked deeply into her eyes. She took the 
drink and moved away. He watched her, staring obscenely at the full, fleshy 
globes of her buttocks, so visible against the straining material of her 
skirt. He felt his cock stiffen at the sight, and he moved behind her, 
stroking her buttocks with his hand.


"Don----" she said, protesting, "please...."


He stopped her protest by suddenly grabbing her and kissing her hard on the 
mouth, his tongue trying to force entry between her lips. At first Marianne 
resisted strongly, but he held her so firmly with his muscular arms that she 
had no choice but to relax into the kiss. He shoved his tongue in deeply 
between her teem, roughly exploring the interior. The force of his embrace 
almost caused her to spill her drink, but she caught it in time. Their 
bodies were pressed close together and Marianne could feel the thick 
protuberance of his shaft pressing against her thigh. The force of his kiss, 
and the pressure of his tongue almost made her swoon. It was vastly 
different from the way he had treated her yesterday, and she felt revolted 
by it. But she couldn't break his embrace. Finally he pulled away, grinning 
at her like a Cheshire cat.


"Nice," he said matter-of-factly, and picked up his drink, taking a good, 
healthy swallow.


"Don...." she said, almost inaudibly, "look, I'll give you anything you want 
not to go through with this. Money? Do you want money?"


Don laughed drunkenly.


"Christ, Marianne, what do you think this is? A Bogart movie? Who the hell 
wants money? Baby, there's only one thing I want from you and you know 
exactly what that is. Drink up, love, we've got a long afternoon ahead of 
us."


Paralyzed by his words, Marianne took a deep swallow of her drink, and felt 
a shudder go through her as the harsh liquid sloshed down her throat. She 
was trapped; there seemed no way out of the situation. Perhaps, she thought 
I can numb myself if I drink enough. She took another deep swallow.


"That's it, babe, down the hatch. Good for the soul," he said, refilling 
both glasses.


He switched on the music again, only this time it wasn't the mellow 
orchestral music of the day before, now it was a popular rock and roll band, 
noisy and vulgar. Marianne instinctively winced at the music. She didn't 
like rock music, it was too loud, and she didn't like the feeling it gave 
her....a wild feeling, a feeling of abandon that she knew was wrong.


Don noticed her reaction.


"Don't you like rock?"


"No," she said.


"Oh, baby, this is one of the greatest rock bands ever! Just listen to those 
lyrics...." The lead singer was blaring away to the guitar accompaniment....


"Gimme, gimme, gimme, gimme, Gimme some lovin' Nice sweet lovin' Gimme, 
gimme, gimme, gimme Gimme that lovin' Baby! Baby! Gimme that lovin'"


Don began to move around the room undulating to the music, grinning lewdly 
at Marianne; she could see his stiffened penis through the thin material of 
his pants, pulsing almost in time to the music as he moved his body to the 
stabbing, driving music from the stereo....


"See," he said, "you've got to go with it! You've got to give into the 
beat." He sang along with the record. "Gimme, gimme, gimme, gimme gimme some 
lovin' all night long! Yeah, all night long!"


He moved towards her, spreading his legs and thrusting his hips lewdly at 
her, half-dizzy with drunkenness and abandoning himself to the wildness of 
the music. She was sickened by the sight and started to move away. She found 
herself in the bedroom and recoiled, remembering the events of the day 
before, shuddering as she caught sight of the circular bed and the mirrors 
that seemed to reflect her image everywhere she looked. The music was 
pulsing and screaming now, louder than ever; there was no escape from it; 
speakers seemed to be in every wall, behind every mirror, even overhead, she 
seemed to be surrounded by jungle-drum rhythms, lewd singing and shattering 
electric guitar music. She saw Don lurch into the bedroom.


He grabbed her and tried to get her to dance with him, thrusting his hips at 
her, and grabbing her buttocks with his hands to encourage her on. At first 
she resisted, she pulled away from him, twisting wildly, but it was no use, 
he was too strong, and in his drunkenness unwilling to let her go. Finally 
the effects of the drinks and the music began to overwhelm her. Almost 
involuntarily she felt her body begin to shake and twist in time to the 
music, a savage instinct welled up inside her and she began to shimmy with 
abandon, taken over completely by the rock beat and the muscular, 
sandy-haired man who was dancing obscenely before her.


"That's it, baby," he exulted, "go, go, go!"


She glanced at herself in the mirror, shocked at what she saw. There was 
almost a complete change in her appearance. Gone was the prim, innocent 
housewife, and in her place stood a wild undulating creature with hysterical 
eyes, hair tousled like a banshee's, her body thrashing lewdly like a 
burlesque dancer. She saw Don tearing at his clothes, kicking off his shoes, 
tossing his shirt on the bed, slipping quickly out of his pants and 
underwear. He stood naked in the room, still pumping his hips and body in 
time to the music, his stiff cock arched erect. He grabbed it and shook it 
to the rock beat.


Marianne was shocked. The obscenity of what he was doing suddenly sobered 
her into consciousness. So this was what he was like! Depraved! Ugly! How 
could she have trusted him yesterday? She was revolted as she watched him 
move towards her, his mouth open, crudely mouthing the words to the song, 
and manipulating himself in front of her. She screamed and started to run 
out of the room but he grabbed her by the arm and held her in an iron grip.


"Oh no you don't," he said, his words slurring from the liquor and the 
excitement. He hurled her down onto the bed, slammed the bedroom door and 
locked it. He turned back to her and moved towards the bed. She backed away 
from him, scrambling from the bed, but he was too fast for her and in a 
second she was locked in his embrace; he kissed her wildly, his hot sweating 
naked body pressed tightly to her, his cock rock-hard, nearly tearing 
through the material of her skirt. He began to fumble with the buttons of 
her blouse, tearing off the ones he couldn't open easily.


"Don! Please!" she pleaded, "NOOOO!"


But he was deaf to her cries. She was soon naked except for her panties. He 
pulled away from her and stared her up and down as if she was a prostitute. 
She turned away from him, ashamed of the way he made her feel.


"Dance!" he commanded.


"What?"


"Dance! I want you to dance for me!"


She was stunned by his request, it seemed perverted and horrible. But she 
was powerless to resist and she found herself getting to her feet, clad only 
in her black panties, and hypnotically beginning to dance. She felt 
humiliated but gave into his sickening request as if under the spell of some 
mad Svengali. At first she moved timidly, then more and more in time to the 
music, half-crying as she moved, insinuating her hips to the lewd beat of 
the guitar.


"That's it, baby, that's beautiful, beautiful," Don cried, manipulating 
himself as she danced, excited by this gorgeous woman undulating and 
twisting in only her brief panties. He felt like a sultan slave-master, 
forcing his wench to acts of bizarre perversion. He reveled in the feeling. 
What a far cry from the office routine, he thought; if those idiots only 
knew what exotic pleasures he could create for himself they'd be wild with 
envy! And David Wright, if he only and began dancing in front of her! They 
were no longer Marianne and Don, caught in an illicit affair, they were 
jungle animals; driven mad by the throbbing rhythms of the music, two bodies 
clamoring for wanton obscenity to release the dark instincts they were 
calling up with complete abandon.


Marianne was numb now, so throughly dazed weak that she could only give in 
to whatever he by the treatment Don had been giving her, so wanted, like a 
slave, like an obedient dog, his servant, his toy....give in to whatever he 
wanted, like a slave, like an obedient dog, his servant, his toy..,....


Now the music began to pick up it's beat, a hammering driving rhythm took 
over:


"Yeah, yeah, yeah! Shakin' all over, Shakin' all morning, Shakin' all night! 
Do it, do it, do it! Shakin' all the time!"


Their hot, sweating bodies were clasped together tightly now, moving 
together like savages, half-dancing, half lewdly teasing each other. 
Marianne was drowned in novel sensations, and caught by the pungent odor of 
sweat and Don's leathery cologne. His hand suddenly reached into the tight 
elastic of her panties and his finger found it's way into the vaginal slit, 
already moist and throbbing from the sensuality of the music and dancing.


"Aaaaahhhh!" Marianne cried from the sudden insinuation of his finger into 
her shuddering pussy. The violence of his movement caused her to pull away 
again, but he was insistent and shoved his finger harshly into her wet 
cuntal passage. He moved it up and down, up and down, in time to the music, 
encouraging Marianne to thrust her hips to the beat as well. Despite her 
anxiety, she felt herself become one with the music and the vulgar 
movements; excitement and desire flushed through her body and she began to 
be transformed with lust. Her hands instinctively grasped Don's throbbing, 
massively erect prick. It was the first time she had touched it and she was 
excited by the feeling of a strange cock in her hand. Quickly she pulled 
back the satiny smooth foreskin and exposed the rubbery head, she moved her 
hands up and down the long protuberance, gorged with blood and thick with 
excitement. Don pumped his hips back and forth; each of them watched in the 
mirrors that surrounded the room.


To Marianne, it seemed unreal, what she beheld; two wildly thrashing people, 
she wasn't part of it, but was watching some strange, obscene movie. Yet, it 
excited her too. Never in her wildest thoughts could she imagine herself in 
such a situation, a situation that would normally have revolted her. Yet, 
now caught in the turbulent pull of sensuality, she was consumed by a 
delicious feeling of animal vulgarity.


Don felt like a wild stallion, watching the wet, squirming bodies in the 
mirror. And now he longed to take this woman, to ride her, stallion upon 
mare. Wildly he tore her panties off of her with one great tearing motion of 
his hand.


"Get down on your hands and knees!" he ordered.


Stunned, hypnotized by his command, she did what he ordered, kneeling like 
an obedient animal on all fours on the thick, rich carpet. Don quickly knelt 
behind her, grabbed his pulsing prick in his hand and entered her hot, wet 
pussy from behind. He shoved his cock in harshly, and Marianne screamed.


"AAAANNNNNGGGG!!"


She jerked forward from the impact of his entry, and suddenly realized that 
she could see herself face to face in the mirror, with Don straddling her 
grotesquely from behind. She felt utterly degraded and humiliated, her 
cuntal passage was bruised and burning from the sharp impact of his 
penetration. She turned away unable to look.


"No!" he shouted, "WATCH! WATCH IT IN THE MIRROR!"


Tears filling her eyes, die forced herself to look at the obscene act that 
was forced upon her. Kneeling like an animal on her hands and knees while 
this debauched man took her like she was chattel or a street walker.


Don moved back and forth inside of her tight, inflamed passage, his hot 
throbbing balls slapping at the wet furrow as he moved. He too, watched 
lasciviously in the mirror.


It was a great idea, he thought, having all these mirrors put in. Great 
idea! He felt charged with excitement as he saw this humiliated woman 
cringing under the hammer-blows of his battering rod. He moved faster now; 
fucking her harder and harder, thrusting his buttocks forward with as much 
strength as he could summon and ramming her spongy cervix with cruel blows.


"AAAAANNNNGGG! UUNNNGGGHHHH" She screamed under his heavy battering. She 
felt bruised and broken as his great pressing weight brutalized her 
mercilessly. Her head swam with the music still blaring its vulgar beat. She 
couldn't stand the sight of herself in the mirror with him grunting behind 
her. It was ugly and horrible. How could she have ever gotten herself into 
this? She felt waves of disgust overcome her ... yet, she did, the disgust 
was oddly mingled with excitement, a certain lewd sensuality. She felt her 
hips and thighs begin to relax involuntarily and to move more in rhythm with 
Don's harsh strokes. Her vaginal passage began to open and become moist and 
hot, allowing him better entry. She began to breathe heavily, her body 
beginning to glow and tingle. She felt excited now, the pain and humiliation 
began to ebb away.


"OOOOOHHHHH!! BBABBEEE!" Don shouted, as he felt her begin to respond 
enthusiastically to his strokes. "That's it! FUCK BACK! FUCK BACK!"


Now, as they both began to thrash wildly, Don plowed into her with full 
force, his cock gorged with blood and straining for release. He grabbed her 
tightly around the hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, slamming his 
prick into her like a wild man. Now they were completely synchronized, two 
gypsy creatures pumping in unison. The music blared away in raucous 
accompaniment; the singer screamed:


"Yeah, yeah, yeah, Shakin' all over! Shakin' all mornin' Shakin' all night!
 Do it, do it, do it!"


Marianne was no longer conscious of anything except this excruciating 
delight; watching in the mirror she seemed to be witnessing a hallucination 
of demon orgy, a wild, whirling explosion of lewd behavior. She looked like 
a bucking, thrashing animal, beyond reason, beyond thought.


Don, staring wildly at the erotic scene before him in the mirror, moved his 
hot, charged shaft in and out like a sledge-hammer, his body straining with 
pleasure. Suddenly he felt hot and more excited than before; the sleek, 
sweating stallion began plunging his prick in deeper and deeper! He could 
feel a surging, throbbing sensation in his wet, hairy balls as his cum began 
to gather for the final explosion, the moment of release.


Marianne felt herself overcome with waves of pleasure, tingles of ecstasy 
told her that the moment was nearing when she would secrete her female 
juices in excruciating consummation. The throbbing, widened walls of her 
vaginal canal, melting under his power strokes, began to shudder with 
excitement.


"Oooohhhhh...." she moaned, "I'M CHUM MM I N G! I'M ... I'M CUUMMINNNNGG!"


As she spoke these words Don felt his sperm rush headlong into his prick and 
spurt hotly down the long excitedly jerking protuberance. He was at the 
ecstatic moment of climax!


"AAAANNNNGGGHHH!" He screamed. His white, hot seed shot out of him and 
crashed headlong into her wet, steaming loins. She, too, was gushing out of 
her cuntal juices in electrifying release. Swirling, turbulent liquid 
entered her and she felt consumed in an ocean of delight and joy.


Don heaved and thrashed, emptying himself into her; an enormous stream of 
cum rushed out of him, it seemed to go on forever. He lost consciousness of 
body, time and place; there was only this extraordinary feeling in his 
genitals that shot through his entire body.


Gradually the depths of their passion drained. Marianne lay panting and 
heaving on the luxurious carpeting. Don pulled away quickly and threw 
himself on the bed; the coolness of the cover felt refreshing on his hot, 
sweating body.


"Now that's more like it," he thought to himself, smiling inwardly. "And 
that's only the beginning."


CHAPTER SIX


An hour had passed. Don lay dozing lightly in the silky bed; Marianne, 
exhausted and numbed by their wild encounter, had dragged herself to the bed 
and collapsed beside him, hardly caring where she was or what she was doing. 
Almost immediately she fell asleep.


Stirred by the events of the early afternoon, Don had strange dreams 
reliving the voluptuous sensuality he had experienced with Marianne. The 
triumph of his seduction kindled wild images in his mind of taking this 
blonde-haired beauty in front of the entire office, fucking her with dynamic 
potency in front of the astonished eyes of his jealous co-workers, and 
particularly in front of Susan and David. Under their gaping stares he 
plunged his mighty cock into the hungry folds of her vagina; it was as if 
they were floating in the air, high above the office crowd below, with Don 
screwing her in triumphant abandon in mid-air! He could hear Marianne's 
ecstatic cries, he could feel the electric excitement in his ramming prick 
enhanced by their weightlessness. They tumbled and floated through the air, 
thrashing and fucking all the while....


Suddenly Don was awake and aware that the images in his dream had hardened 
his huge shaft into throbbing life, aching for release again. He turned and 
saw Marianne sleeping beside him....


In the lobby, twenty-five stories below, David and Susan had just left the 
cocktail lounge of the Century Towers; they walked towards the elevator. To 
any passer-by they might have seemed like sweethearts, for as they walked 
light-headed from their post-lunch drinks, they glanced at each other with 
sly smiles, occasionally touching and exchanging low, whispered bits of 
dialogue.


They left the office to have lunch at the Towers and definitely planned to 
have another look at the suite.


"After all," Susan had said earlier as they left the office, "there might be 
a few little touches we might have missed yesterday."


"Suppose someone else is using it?" David had asked.


"We'll cross that bridge when we come to it," she answered smiling. 
"Besides, ve can always go to my place. I've done a bit of redecorating 
myself."


David laughed at her remark. Since leaving the house that morning he had 
hardly thought of Marianne. Now and then a pang of guilt would flash through 
him, but the potent feeling that pervaded him ever since his sensuous 
meeting with Susan the day before had all but washed away any sense of 
wrongdoing. AO he thought about was Susan and the tremendous sense of 
release he felt with her, of caressing her satiny skin, sucking those 
voluptuous breasts, and sinking his gorged cock into the inviting, mossy 
depths of her cuntal passage. He had gone straight to her office that 
morning. There was no question of how he felt or what he was going to do. 
"They kissed almost immediately after the door was closed and in the heat of 
their passionate embrace they almost fucked right there on the office floor. 
But Susan had cautioned him against it.


"After all," she said, "the gossip is bad enough around here, let's not take 
any chances of giving them any news that might jeopardize ourselves."


And so they had made the decision to go to the suite, neglecting even to 
check with the receptionist to see if it had been reserved. All they knew 
was the surging passion that passed between them, a relentless passion that 
had to be satisfied no matter what! They were caught, willingly caught, in 
the grips of a thrilling, secret affair they both knew was morally wrong but 
they would not put a stop to it; they had gone so far now there was no 
turning back.


They entered the elevator and pressed the button for the twenty-fifth floor. 
As soon as the doors closed and they found themselves alone in the car, they 
embraced. David felt his genitals spring achingly to life, and Susan could 
feel erotic tingles insinuate through her eager pussy and set her aflame 
with desire....


* * *


Inside the bedroom, Marianne was awakened by the feeling of Don's wet, hot 
tongue forcing its way into her mouth. His body pressed against hers, his 
hard tool throbbing against her thigh. She tried to resist, but Don held her 
in tight embrace.


Is there to be no end to my humiliation? she thought. It seemed to her as if 
it had only been minutes since she had been forced to submit to him 
dog-fashion and watch the repellent deed in the mirror, and even though she 
had experienced a certain vile pleasure in the act, she now had no desire to 
repeat it. She wanted to get dressed and get out of the bedroom, the very 
sight of which now revolted her. She knew she had to get home to think, but 
no matter how she struggled, Don held her fast, kissing her deeply, cruelly, 
crushing her head flat against the pillow, nearly smothering her. His hands 
held her head as she twisted, trying to pry herself loose from his kiss. 
Then he pulled away suddenly, smiling wickedly, staring at her until she had 
to close her eyes to avoid his penetrating gaze.


"Ready for a little more?" he asked mockingly, sure of his power over her. 
He relished this power, it increased his potency and renewed his lust. She 
was his slave and he knew it.


Marianne, her eyes closed, wished that she could imagine herself away from 
the hotel, be as she was only three days before: a devoted housewife, true 
to her husband. If only she hadn't been so jealous....


She felt Don pushing her away from him, pushing her downward by the head.


What is he doing? she thought, why is he pushing me like this? Then, in a 
sudden flash she realized that she was being shoved down toward his genital 
area! He was pushing her head towards his throbbing, iron-hard penis!


"NO! NNNOOOOOO!" She screamed.


But he was relentless, she was unable to resist his strength. Suddenly he 
crushed her face against the thick hot staff; she could feel it pulsing, 
gorged with lust. The pungent, masculine odor filled her nostrils, at once 
repelling her, yet charging her with an alert awareness. No! She thought, I 
can't let myself submit to such a vulgar act! NO! NOOOO!


This was something she had never permitted herself to consider, even with 
her husband. She could feel the bulbous head brushing against her lips, 
yearning to be tasted, licked, kissed. She tightened her mouth refusing to 
admit it entrance.


"Suck it!" Don shouted coarsely, "SUCK IT!"


A wave of shame washed over her, sweat broke out on her forehead; she was 
being forced to submit in the most horrible fashion she had ever thought 
possible.


"SUCK IT! NOW! NOW!"


Shocked by his words, numbed by shame, she timidly opened her mouth. Her 
eyes were filling with tears of guilt, yet she had no choice but to do as he 
commanded. She tentatively reached out with her hands and pulled back the 
foreskin to fully expose the round, pinkish helmet. She shuddered slightly 
as she allowed her lips to enclose the tip, as if kissing the rubbery skin. 
A shiver of revulsion ran through her as she took the entire charged head 
into her mouth, and began to suck on it as he commanded....


* * *


The elevator doors had opened and David and Susan stepped into the corridor. 
At the door to the suite Susan fumbled with the key. She felt David run his 
hands up and down her buttocks and the back of her thighs.


"Mmmmmm," she said, "you're a man in a hurry."


"Damn right," he said, smiling.


She inserted the key into the lock and opened the door. They moved into the 
living room.


From her position, Marianne couldn't hear the door in the living room slam, 
but Don heard it at once. He had carefully locked the bedroom door, just in 
case, and hearing people move through the living room simply added to his 
sense of lust and excitement.. Suppose it was Susan and David, he thought, 
coming here despite the fact that he had reserved the suite! Wouldn't that 
be incredible! A perverted, cruel smile played across his lips. His sense of 
power and triumph suddenly flowered again and he felt his already swollen 
shaft bulge with new delight. Brutally he shoved his prick into Marianne's 
mouth, nearly gagging her. She tried to pull away, but he held her firmly by 
the head, pushing his massive cock in and out of her wet, tight lips.


* * *


Susan and David had just removed their jackets when they heard a loud, 
piercing moan from the other room. David froze.


"Somebody must be in there," he whispered. "We should go!"


Susan put her finger to her lips, as if motioning him to be quiet, and 
tip-toed to the bedroom door. She could hear someone groaning and sighing. 
She smiled; the lewd sounds only intensified her passion. She turned to 
David and moved to him quietly.


"Somebody beat us to it," she whispered softly, "and it sounds like they're 
having quite a time! It's probably Don Peterson and his latest girlfriend."


"Then let's get out of here," David said quietly, reaching for his coat. He 
was not anxious to be in proximity to his old rival, especially under these 
conditions.


"Relax, there's no hurry," Susan said, taking his coat from him. "It sounds 
like they're only just beginning. Besides, it's kind of exciting, don't you 
think?"


David was puzzled and a little shocked. What did she mean, "exciting"? He 
looked at her intently; her eyes had a strange glitter in them, a dark, 
almost wicked gleam. Could it be that she might actually enjoy being nearby 
when another couple were making love?


"What's the matter, David?" she asked, drawing him to her. "You're not upset 
about it, are you? After all, it's a natural thing, isn't it? There's 
nothing wrong with it."


David was disturbed and afraid.


"Susan, they might not like it....I ... I mean they might want privacy."


"They have privacy," she whispered, running her hands through his thick, 
curly hair. "And so do we."


David pulled away. Did she expect him to....to....


"It's all right," she said, "believe me, there's nothing to worry about...."


David watched, shocked, as she quickly slipped out of her clothes. His mind 
was reeling. For the first time in two days he began to have grave doubts 
about what he had gotten himself into. How could she actually think of 
screwing while there were two people fucking in the next room? Particularly 
if one of those people was Don Peterson! It seemed corrupt and immoral to 
him. And yet, as he watched her expose her provocative body to him, as each 
article of clothing dropped to the floor, revealing the white, full mounds 
of her breasts, the creamy, resilient flesh of her hips and buttocks, the 
illicit danger and depravity of the situation began to have a strange effect 
on him. He began to feel lewd....almost evil....a lascivious urge began to 
course through his body.


* * *


"UUUUUUNNNNNGGGHHH!" Don groaned as he shoved his wet, thick cock into 
Marianne's mouth, almost to the back of her throat. She was dripping with 
sweat now, hunched over his genitals. She shuddered with revulsion as she 
felt the hard, swollen ramrod in her mouth; her lips closed around the hot 
flesh, feeling the veins along the length of it gorged and pulsing. She 
gagged, almost choked as he shoved the massive pole into her resisting 
mouth, but she realized the more she resisted the worse it was for her, so 
she began, little by little to suck and pull at the huge penis. As the 
rubbery helmet moved in and out of her mouth she could taste the little 
droplets of pre-cum on her tongue; she felt repelled and disgusted by it, 
but she was helpless.


Don insinuated his pulsing spear slowly in and out of her mouth, going in 
deeply then pulling out slowly savoring the delicious feeling of her lips 
nibbling and licking at the bulbous head, and then clasping wetly around the 
thick pole as he shoved it in lewdly again deep within the fleshy interior 
of her mouth. He liked the feeling of his skin rubbing tantalizingly against 
the teeth, and her tongue playing against the underside of his shaft. He 
pushed in and out, in and out, increasing the tempo.


"Suck it harder," he Cried, "HARDER!


SUCK IT HARDER!!!"


In the other room, David's mind reeled as he heard the obscene shouts, but 
paradoxically he felt his cock harden even more as if in response to the 
coarse commands. Susan, noting this, moved to David. She was completely nude 
now, transported by the tantalizing sense of danger that pervaded the room. 
She could feel her pussy already moist with lust. Her body tingled from head 
to foot. She embraced him tightly, liking the feeling of her naked skin 
against his clothes; her legs clamped around his trousered legs. She rubbed 
against him as loud moans came flying brazenly from the other room, easily 
piercing the walls with their intensity.


"Susan...." David protested weakly, making a last attempt to pull away.


"Shhhh...." she whispered.


Quickly she unzipped his fly and withdrew the erect, throbbing wand from 
within the folds of the material. Before David could protest again she was 
on her knees, her hands pulling back the envelope of skin, her lips hungrily 
clasping the exposed cock.


David was paralyzed with fear. Suppose someone came in! Suppose it was Don 
in the other room! What kind of insane, mad situation had he gotten into? He 
wanted to leave! He knew this was wrong! But suddenly Susan sucked so deeply 
at his electrified penis that he was swept away by a rush of ecstatic 
pleasure.


"Oooooohhhhh!" he moaned, as Susan's lips skillfully massaged the smooth 
flesh of his excited cock. She moved her mouth back and forth along the 
charged shaft, pausing only to greedily nibble at the pulsing head.


David, standing there with Susan on her knees sucking obscenely at his 
trembling cock, felt a new sense of power and excitement that swept away his 
fears and anxieties; he felt like a titan! A God! The delicious sense of 
danger that had excited both Susan and Don, now began to flow through David. 
Suddenly he was no longer afraid, no longer held back in fear. Groaning, he 
began to rip off his clothes, tearing at his shirt and tie.


Susan, realizing that her artful advance had finally awakened David, pulled 
away. He shed his clothes in moments, and pulled her to him, kissing her 
hungrily and clasping her naked body, feeling with delight the smooth, 
tapered waist, the round, resilient globes of her buttocks. They were both 
engulfed in flames of passion, greedily kissing and caressing each other 
with abandon. Susan lay back on the couch, opening her legs, spreading them 
wide and exposing her golden, throbbing mound to him fully, opening up to 
him like a flowering lotus. David climbed onto the couch, leaning over her, 
his penis throbbing wildly, yearning to sink deep into the wet, hot folds of 
her vaginal sheath.


"Yeeesss!" she cried. "Now! Now!"


She reached out and grasped his arched penis, drawing it down into her 
aching cave. He plunged in deeply, and as he did they both groaned in 
ecstasy, electrified by their lewd union. David began to swing his pelvis in 
and out as they heard cries once again from the other room.


"UUUUUNNNNNGGHH!! YEEEEESSS! BABEEE! SUCK IT! SUCK IT!" The male voice 
screamed shamelessly.


The vulgar words had a stimulating effect on David's brain, and he felt his 
tool throb and bulge with lust. His dangling balls, already charged with 
excitement, pulsed lewdly as they slapped against the warm fold of Susan's 
anal crack. Susan twisted and moaned under his moves, relishing the feeling 
of his hot, thick joint moving against the undulating walls of her vaginal 
canal as he moved in and out, the rubbery, gorged head smashing against the 
crushed, trembling cervix.


"Ram me!" she cried, eager for him to batter her even more than he had done 
the day before. "RAM ME! FUCK ME GOOD, BABY! FUCK ME GOOD!"


Charged by her words, David began to pump away at her like a bull, battering 
her without mercy. He felt every muscle in his body come alive with 
excitement and sensuality.


"UUUNNNNNNNGGGHHH!" She groaned in ecstasy, "OOOOOHH YEEESSSSSS!"


Her shouted cries penetrated the walls into the bedroom, and for the first 
time Marianne realized there were people in the other room. She was 
paralyzed with fear!


Oh no! she thought, how can it be! There were actually people in the other 
room and they were making love! As if her debasement were not enough, here 
was further humiliation. What if she was discovered? And what, she thought 
in sudden terror, what if the other people were . ... were....


"UNNNNNGGGGHHHH!" Don grunted in pleasure, and jammed his hot, wet ramrod 
into Marianne's mouth. He knew she had heard those last cries from the 
couple fucking in the living room but he was determined to keep her at her 
task. He gripped her cruelly, her head held like a vise by his hands; he 
began to pump back and forth like a madman. He could see, in the mirror 
above, the back of her head as she sucked his cock; he watched her hovering 
above his crotch, naked and sweating, and watched his own wet, glistening 
body squirming like a snake, shoving his prick in and out, in and out. He 
pulled his knees up, laying back on the bed with Marianne on her hands and 
knees as if in supplication before his genitals, her mouth wrapped around 
his hot phallus.


He pushed his pelvis up and down, up and down, watching with obscene 
pleasure as the muscles rippled across his body. He cried out in ecstasy as 
he saw how he had humiliated and debased this creature who was forced to 
nearly swallow his massive prick. He felt the white tingling cum begin to 
surge through his inflated ball , and his wild lust increased; he was 
consumed by the gathering rush of excitement that pervaded him.


Marianne, overcome with shame, felt like a whore, degraded now beyond 
redemption. And yet, as she sucked and licked at Don's bulging shaft, a 
feeling of perverse evil began to creep through her; somehow, in the depths 
of her depravity, she began to experience a certain excitement. It was 
almost as if ... as if ... dare she think it? Yes! Yes! She enjoyed her 
shameful position! It was almost a delicious sense of power, power at having 
triumphed over the Cold Brook Academy, triumphed over her own sense of 
morality! Yes! TRIUMPHED EVEN OVER HER HUSBAND! In the depths of her 
degradation she was becoming a new person, a person of incredible power and 
wild, strange urges. She began to suck Don's shaft now with new abandon, she 
devoured his hot fleshy tool with excitement. What had been revolting to her 
only minutes ago began to fill her with a sense of lusty thrills; she felt 
her whole body palpitate, she opened her mouth wide to receive Don's 
thrusting strokes. She could hear cries from the other room....


* * *


"YEEEESSSSS!" Susan was shouting, consumed by an excruciating pleasure, 
"YEESSSSSS!!"


David was near the bursting point now, he could feel his penis alive with 
excitement as it slammed in and out of the moist, undulating walls of her 
clasping pussy; his balls were shaking, bursting with seed and longing to 
shoot their boiling load into the pulsing interior of Susan's steaming 
cuntal passage.


"Ah ... ah ... ah...." he began to groan in gathering excitement.


Sensing his coming orgasm, Susan could feel her own release not far off. The 
walls of her pussy were shuddering now, aching to release the sweet feminine 
juices. She felt an incredible tingling shoot through her sexual organs and 
begin to pervade her entire body. She closed her eyes and began to sink into 
a sea of surging ecstasy. Waves of delight began to wash over her as David 
pumped his gorged pillar into her. She opened her legs as wide as possible, 
and ran her hands over his wet muscular body. She massaged the fleshy globes 
of his buttocks that bobbed up and down as he plunged into her deeper and 
deeper, ever more rapidly.


"AAAAAGGHHHHH!" She cried, as she suddenly felt caught by a roaring tide. 
She could feel David's boiling seed begin to gush into her and she instantly 
knew that he was cumming too!


In the other room, Don could feel the hot sperm begin to rush out of his 
excited prick and shoot headlong into Marianne's clasping mouth. The moment 
came, and he released his fluid into her mouth with total abandon.


Marianne, feeling the sweet, thick cum burst forth from the exploding head, 
at first was revolted as she felt it fill her mouth and course down her 
throat, nearly gagging her. But the wanton ecstasy she felt quickly 
shattered her resistance and she drank his manly essence with rapture, 
sucking and pulling at his cock while Don screamed with delight from the 
incredible release he felt.


"OOOOOOOOH! BABEEEEE!" he cried, feeling his rocket-load spurt out of his 
prick and into the deep interior of her throat.


In the living room David screamed also as he shot his white, swirling cum 
into Susan's throbbing vagina. He could feel the cum coursing through his 
ramming cock and gushing out in bursts, then a long deep river of delight.


Both couples had reached the apex of their lewd acts at the same time; 
Marianne greedily devouring the strange thick liquid, completely transformed 
into a vile animal-like creature, caught in the hypnotic spell of perverse 
sexuality.


David's guilt was gone, too, and he felt potent and excited, even though 
there were others in the bedroom. He didn't care now! All that mattered was 
this incredible feeling.


Susan sighed deeply as she felt the last of David's bubbling seed sink into 
her fleshy, shuddering cave. She felt an even deeper release than she had 
the day before, for the danger of the situation had heightened the feeling 
for her. She lay back, swooning in a blissful sea of delight, feeling the 
orgasm ebb slowly away.


Don drained himself completely into Marianne's mouth. He had to restrain 
himself from shouting in glory over what he had forced upon this sweet, 
innocent little girl! Only yesterday she would barely submit to him and now! 
.. now she was his completely! As the last drops of his masculine essence 
seeped out, he lay back, closing his eyes and savoring his success.


Marianne pulled away and became fully aware, for the first time, of the 
depravity of the act she had just performed. She shuddered and felt her body 
grow cold with remorse. Then, in a sudden moment of terror, she remembered 
there were people in the other room!


CHAPTER SEVEN


Don knew at once what Marianne was thinking.


"Shall we see who the visitors are?" he asked. Marianne shrank back in 
horror. "No, Don please...."


Don laughed at her terror. In the back of his mind he suspected that it was 
David and Susan and, crazed with the sense of power at having forced David's 
wife to submit to him, he now relished the idea of a face-to-face 
confrontation! After all, if it was them, they could hardly be morally 
indignant, he thought, since they obviously had their own little secret! No, 
this situation was too intriguing! Arrogantly he rose from the bed and 
strode towards the door.


"Please, Don, please!" Marianne whispered hoarsely.


Don turned to her.


"Don't worry baby," he said, winking, "I'll handle everything.' He opened 
the door.


David and Susan turned suddenly and sat up from their reclining position of 
the couch.


"So," Susan said, laughing, "it was you! I thought so!"


David froze, guilty at having been discovered by his peer at the office.


"Yep," Don said jauntily, "it's little old me. Nice to see you, David. 
Having a nice afternoon?"


David blushed and felt his body stiffen at Don's remark. He was trapped! 
Suppose Don were to tell Marianne what he had discovered? A deep sense of 
disgust wafted over him, and he moved to cover his nakedness by grabbing for 
his clothes. Then, out of the corner of his eye, he could see a familiar 
face topped by short, curly blonde hair. He immediately knew who it was. Don 
saw him peering past him into the bedroom and stepped aside.


Marianne stood just inside the door of the bedroom, fully revealed, 
trembling and naked.


"David ... ' she gasped, terrified, "David ... I'm sorry ... !"


Susan gasped when she saw Marianne, then, smiling, turned to Don.


"Well, well, well," she said, "what a surprising turn of events."


David was paralyzed with anger. The sight of his wife's nude body, her 
tousled hair, her whole appearance telegraphing vividly what had taken place 
between her and Don sent a roaring burst of anger through him that left him 
nearly immobilized. His mind, already askew by the events of the past couple 
of days, now reeled and crashed from this new and shocking revelation: SHE 
WAS HAVING AN AFFAIR WITH HIM! HIS WIFE HAD ACTUALLY BEEN SUCKING DON 
PETERSON'S COCK!


Marianne could see the turbulent anger vividly in his face. His body became 
taut with suppressed violence, his eyes bulged, flecks of spittle appeared 
at the corners of his mouth.


"Please David," she cried, pleading with him, "don't be angry with me. 
Please understand!"


But David was beyond reason, blind to the fact that he had done exactly the 
same thing himself. The only fact that rang through his mind like a cannon 
shot was that he had been cuckolded by a man who had been his rival! His 
wife had been unfaithful to him! He bellowed with rage!


"YOU WHORE! He shouted, pointing his finger at her, "you're nothing but a 
damned whore! A DAMNED FUCKING WHORE!"


Marianne cried out in anguish, then burst into tears. She crumpled to the 
floor, her body racked with sobs.


Oh God, oh God, her mind screamed, so it's come to this! Was there to be no 
end to this hideous nightmare?


"YOU BITCH' WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING TO ME?"


David was trembling now, consumed with rage and out of control. He lunged 
towards his wife as if to slap her.


"DAVID!" Susan shouted suddenly, "STOP"!


Suddenly realizing there were others in the room, he turned slowly to Susan, 
his mind dazed, his eyes glazed and swollen. He looked like a helpless, 
raging child.


"David," Susan continued in a soothing tone, "Look, I know this seems like 
an ugly situation, but you're not being fair to Marianne. After all, you 
must admit that you haven't exactly been just having a conference out here. 
We're all human, we all make mistakes. Can't we work this out in a civilized 
way?


David stared at her, his mind barely comprehending what she was saying.


"Civilized ... ' he muttered, half-crazed, "civilized...."


Susan glanced at Don, who had retreated to the safety of the kitchen and was 
gulping down Scotch to keep his strength up in the face of what looked to be 
a difficult situation. She turned back, determined to calm David by 
appealing to his finer senses.


"Look," she said, pointing to Marianne, who was crying softly on the floor, 
"Oh David, look how beautiful and vulnerable she is. You can't be mad at 
such a lovely woman like that, can you? Why, if I were you, I'd take her in 
my arms and forgive her. To err is human, after all."


David looked at her penetratingly, a strange, bitter smile playing across 
his lips.


"So, that's what you'd do, is it?" He said in a leering voice. "You'd take 
her in your arms, would you?"


"Yes I would." Susan answered.


"Then do it!" he said, a twisted sneer slashing across his features. "DO IT! 
TAKE HER IN YOUR ARMS RIGHT NOW!"


At first Susan didn't realize what he meant, then slowly she realized what 
he was implying in his dazed condition.


"David," she said, trying to calm him....


"DO IT!" he shouted, semi-hysterical with anger, "TAKE THAT FUCKING WHORE IN 
YOUR ARMS AND KISS HER! YOU HEARD ME! KISS HER!"


Marianne was jolted with the shocked realization of what David was about to 
force upon her.


"Oh please," she pleaded from the floor, "David please! Don't make me do 
this! Don't!!"


David lurched wildly to his terrified wife and grabbed her by the arm, 
pulling her from the floor and hurling her into the living room close to 
Susan.


"You heard me! Let's see how civilized we all really are!" He screamed "Go 
on!! GO ON, BITCH, GO ON!"


Marianne stood in the living room, her head hanging down in abject 
humiliation, tears falling from her eyes. Here was the ultimate degradation, 
she thought, forced by her husband to embrace her arch rival! FORCED TO KISS 
A WOMAN! FORCED TO KISS SUSAN GRANT!


For Susan, the situation was strange, but not impossible. She had had wide 
experience in sensuality, and, in her flamboyant, younger days, had a few 
extremely pleasant encounters with women. Despite David's uncontrolled 
anger, she thought, perhaps she could find an added bit of pleasure in the 
situation. Of course, she would normally never think of such a thing with 
the wife of a current lover, but under the circumstances ... why not?


"GO ON," he screamed at them. "GO ON!"


Susan, taking the situation calmly in hand, moved towards the frightened 
girl, and reached out to embrace her.


Marianne shuddered as she felt the soft feminine arms tenderly hold her and 
begin to caress her shoulders and back. Susan pulled the trembling girl to 
her warm, naked body and embraced her fully. Marianne stiffened and 
instinctively tried to pull away. She felt it was wrong, horribly wrong to 
have sexual contact with someone of her own sex! How could David do this to 
her? Yes, she thought, she had been indiscreet with Don, but David had had 
an affair with Susan! He had no right to do this to her!


Susan felt a thrill of delight as she let her hands wander playfully over 
the soft, feminine skin. It had been quite awhile since she had held a 
woman, and the sensation was a delicious contrast to the hard, masculine 
bodies she had grown accustomed to. She savored the smoothness of her skin, 
and the sweet fragrance of Marianne's perfume. She held her close and felt 
the soft, supple fullness of her breasts pressing against her own. She could 
feel her own nipples harden at the contact.


"KISS HER! KISS HER!" David commanded excitedly.


Marianne steeled herself for the humiliation of what was about to happen. 
She felt Susan's silky, pliant lips press against hers, and despite her 
revulsion she had to acknowledge that there was something strangely pleasant 
in the kiss. Involuntarily she relaxed, oddly soothed by Susan's embrace. 
Tentatively she allowed her hands to touch Susan's body. At first a shudder 
of disgust coursed through her, for she knew it was against all principles 
of decency to do what her husband so shamelessly insisted. And yet, as her 
fingers felt the satiny skin of Susan's back, the smooth voluptuous lines of 
her hips and buttocks, her curiosity was piqued. She had to admit there was 
a certain sweet excitement in the feel of her warm, sensuous body. She shyly 
returned the kiss, pressing her lips against Susan's. Soon flesh responded 
to flesh and a tingling sensation began to ripple through her body.


"That's it," David hissed, "That's it. . now go on!"


Susan's hot, moist lips sought Marianne's breasts, and she teasingly let her 
mouth wander over the rosy tips, licking them, biting them slightly; the 
tender nipples quivered and hardened under her darting tongue. Marianne let 
out an involuntary cry of pleasure as Susan sucked at her little buds and 
massaged her breasts with her hands.


David felt his anger begin to change into a perverse sense of excitement as 
he watched the two women playing with each other's bodies. A vulgar sense of 
power pervaded him: these women were performing crude acts under his 
command! HE WAS THE MASTER! THEY HAD TO OBEY HIM! He could feel a rush of 
excitement surge into his genitals as he watched them. He unconsciously 
reached down and began to stroke his bulging shaft.


Standing in the shadows of the kitchen, all but forgotten by the others, Don 
watched in complete security, drinking large gulps of Scotch. His vision was 
already slightly blurred by the alcohol, and his mind danced with delight as 
he watched the strange acts in the living room of the luxury suite.


What an incredible afternoon! he thought. Not only have I gotten to fuck the 
wife of my good old co-worker, but now I'm privileged to watch these two 
luscious girls sucking each other! He could hardly contain his excitement, 
indeed he felt his cock spring to life once more as he watched the bizarre 
scene in the living room. His hand roamed down to his huge, throbbing pole 
and he massaged it slowly, savoring the lewd sights and downing still more 
Scotch.


"GO ON! GO ON!" David shouted, "FURTHER! FURTHER!"


Susan gently eased Marianne down onto the wide, soft couch, still warm from 
the earlier lovemaking. She knelt before her and licked the smooth, 
trembling planes of her stomach, her hands running up and down the thighs 
and legs to excite her.


"Mmmmmm...." Marianne moaned, almost without realizing, "aaaaahhhh....


Despite the horror of her situation, Marianne found herself relaxing, eyes 
closed; somehow she felt calmed by the delicious tonguing she was being 
given. She lay back on the couch as Susan hovered over her pussy, licking 
her thighs and moving teasingly into the moist muff of pubic hair.


"Ooooohhhh...." Marianne moaned as she felt the tingling thrill of Susan's 
hot, wet tongue on her vaginal mound, the darting tip flicking artfully into 
the curly hair and moving tantalizingly into the fleshy outerlips. Little 
electric tingles began to flash through her body as she felt the smooth 
tongue gliding up and down the soft, pink furrow. Susan licked and probed at 
the clitoris until it hardened and stood erect like a tiny penis; she sucked 
at it, pulling with her eager lips and biting just enough to send shivers of 
delight across Marianne's skin.


"Aaaaahhhh...." she sighed, giving herself fully to the probing oral member. 
She opened her legs and pressed her moist, warm pussy against Susan's face, 
inviting her to ram her tongue into her, to go even further. But her soft 
sensuality was shattered by David's voice. He was shouting at them.


"NO! Swing around! Do it together!"


What does he mean, she thought?


"DO IT TOGETHER! SUCK EACH OTHER! NOW!"


Susan, knowing exactly what he wanted, and relishing the idea herself, swung 
her body around, gently easing Marianne fully back on the couch until her 
own warm throbbing pubic mound was directly above Marianne's face. She bent 
down and continued to lick greedily at the delicate, pungent slit.


Marianne reeled with shock at her husband's newest command! She had let 
herself be positioned, too numbed to resist! DAVID WANTED HER TO RETURN 
SUSAN'S TONGUING! SHE HAD NEVER DONE SUCH A THING! NO! NO! SHE COULDN'T!


"Go on! LICK IT!" David shouted, half-mad with lust, pulling and jerking at 
his arched, bulging prick. "Lick IT! LICK IT! NOW!"


Closing her eyes, and fighting back all revulsion, Marianne opened her mouth 
and pushed out her tongue as Susan lowered her soft, eager pussy onto her 
face. At first she recoiled from the slightly tart, feminine wetness that 
she tasted as her tongue delicately dabbed at the moist cuntal outerlips, 
but as her own sense of warm excitement was charged by Susan's tongue 
grinding wantonly into her vaginal passage, she began to tentatively explore 
the fleshy furrow. She shivered as she -rimmed her tongue around the 
delicate strands of curling pubic hair that lined the soft, pink cleft. 
Finding the clitoris, and brushing her tongue lightly over it, she was 
startled to feel it respond and harden, to quiver with excitement.


"AAANNNGGGHHH!" Susan moaned as Marianne's warm tongue flicked over her 
vaginal furrow and played teasingly with her clitoris. She increased her own 
activity, hardening her tongue and plunging it into the wet folds of 
Marianne's cunt, darting in and out like a little serpent. The effect of the 
probing tip was to send waves of delicious radiance through Marianne's body 
that made her writhe with delight. She lost all consciousness of where she 
was now, and responded to Susan's artful licking by ramming her own tongue 
into Susan's deep vaginal cavern. She felt her quiver with excitement and 
increase the intensity of her whirling, ramming tongue. Marianne crushed her 
wet, pulsing vulva into Susan's face, pushing the moist flesh upwards, 
opening her vaginal passage as wide as possible to admit the electrifying, 
magical tip. Susan, in turn, pressed her hot, throbbing crevice down against 
Marianne's mouth, hungrily savoring the feeling of the darting, probing 
member exploring her interior.


The men watched lasciviously as the two female bodies undulated obscenely, 
gleaming with delicate sweat, mouths crushed against pussy, both women 
moaning and squirming under the excruciating delight they were giving each 
other.


"YEEESSS! YEEEESSS!" David shouted, wild-eyed, his hand clasped tight around 
his hard, swollen prick, jerking it up and down, manipulating himself into a 
frenzy of lust as the women twisted, hot vaginas pressed against each 
other's mouths.


Don, scarcely believing what he saw, was also madly massaging his genitals 
in the darkness of the kitchen. Watching the bobbing, fleshy orbs of Susan's 
quivering buttocks as she crushed her pussy against the whirling, ramming 
tongue that Marianne pushed deeply into her, Don was elated! Waves of randy 
excitement shot through his body as he stood naked in the kitchen, one hand 
pulling wildly at his moistened, bulging prick, the other kneading his soft, 
throbbing balls.


Marianne was now completely submerged in a sea of ecstasy, like a madwoman 
she drove her tongue deep into Susan's cuntal passage. She twisted her 
pelvis and ground her pulsing furrow upwards into Susan's mouth, her vaginal 
lips opening outward, savoring the darting, flicking activity of Susan's 
skillful oral instrument.


Susan pressed her mouth harshly against Marianne's wet, steaming pussy, her 
tongue sinking deep into the vaginal sheath; she smiled inwardly, thinking 
over the events of the last few days while she sucked and probed. Not only 
had she possessed David, she now had taken pleasure with his wife as well! 
Who could possibly have imagined that such a thing could happen in only two 
short days. She had always been a hard woman to satisfy, in many ways! But 
she had to admit that for the first time she truly felt that her erotic 
needs were close to ecstatic fulfillment. As she felt Marianne's mouth and 
tongue sending waves of trembling pleasure through her, she exulted! After 
all, she thought to herself, I am the immediate superior to both these men, 
and, in a sense, over Marianne as well! And they talk about women's 
liberation! Women make their own liberation, she thought triumphantly, and I 
certainly have made mine! With renewed delight, she crushed her face 
greedily into Marianne's fleshy vagina and rammed her stiff tongue deeply 
into the cuntal passage, sending beams of hot, searing ecstasy through the 
widening walls.


David stood manipulating himself wildly, his massive, pulsing rod hard as a 
pistol and aching for release. He was mad with lust as he watched the 
twisting, thrashing women, devouring each other's cunts with complete 
abandon!


In the kitchen, Don had leaned back against the wall, excited by the 
coolness of the wall against the hot, wet skin of his back and buttocks; his 
knees were bent slightly, his pelvis pushed forward obscenely, as he 
increased the jerking of his gorged, lust-racked penis. He felt near the 
point of explosion, he could feel the cum coiling hotly through his 
inflated, shaking balls and about to spurt headlong through the shuddering 
spear....


Marianne felt the undulating walls of her cuntal sheath begin to expand and 
contract with increased intensity! Hot flashes began to gush through her 
entire body and she prepared herself for the crescendo of shuddering rapture 
to engulf her....


"MMMMMMNNNNGGHH!!" Susan groaned, twisting lewdly above Marianne, her 
vaginal passage inflamed with excitement, her feminine juices at the point 
of excruciating release. She felt as if she was sinking into a sea of 
velvety softness, completely consumed by a tidal wave of sweet wetness. She 
was cumming. . she was dimming ... SHE WAS CUMMING!!


"Ah ... Ah ... Ahhhhhh" David screamed, as he felt the delicious buildup of 
his orgasm pulse through his genitals. The white, hot seed was nearing the 
point of explosion! Ah ... AHHHHH ... AHHHHGGHHG!!" he screamed as he pumped 
wildly at his gorged prick! Suddenly the jet of thick liquid shot forth and 
he screamed again.


As if his sudden release had a magical effect on the others, the suite 
became a shuddering, shaking sea of orgasm. Susan and Marianne moaned wildly 
as they felt themselves transported in an incredible, whirling vortex of 
delight; wave upon wave of excruciating pleasure consumed them as their 
madly licking tongues felt the steaming feminine fluid cascading down the 
cuntal sheaths and spreading like a satiny sheen across their mouths, lips 
and tongue....


"UH ... UH ... UNNNHHHGGG!" Don groaned as he shot a fountain stream of male 
seed out of his bursting penis! It gushed out in explosive spurts from his 
lewd position in the kitchen and splashed with a slapping sound on the 
formica-top counter nearby.


David cried aloud again, exulting in his grunting aching release, the 
turbulent cum streaming out in a steady rush and dropping to the rug, 
forming beautiful white pools on the orange carpet. In one last spurt, the 
hot male liquid sailed through the air and landed on the soft, gleaming skin 
of Susan's arched back.


Moaning, the women felt their excitement begin to drain, the warm ecstasy 
ebbing away in soft lapping waves. Soon, satisfied and exhausted, Susan lay 
next to Marianne on the couch.


Marianne sank into the softness of the couch, her senses still reeling from 
the wild excitement of all that had gone before.


CHAPTER EIGHT


An uneasy silence settled over the room. With the ebbing of desire came the 
realization that a major confrontation had taken place, that all four lives 
were not inextricably bound in a strange network of intimacy that completely 
altered the simplicity of their previous relationship. The pervading, 
unspoken question was: where do we go from here?


Marianne sat up on the couch and glanced at David, who had sprawled in a 
huge butterfly chair; her eyes penetrated his face hoping for some sign, 
some indication of what was to come. Despite the turbulent events of the 
day, and despite the deep sense of shame and humiliation she felt, she knew, 
deep in her heart, that she loved him; whatever happened she wanted always 
to be close to his rangy, muscular body and to feel his tenderness and 
warmth. The thing she dreaded most was losing him forever.


David had closed his eyes, completely drained by the shock and anger brought 
on by the preceding events, but he could feel his wife's intense gaze upon 
him. He opened his eyes, and was swept by pity and love for the beautiful, 
blonde woman he knew so well. And yet, because of what had happened, he knew 
their lives together had changed radically, but did not yet know how. He 
felt confused, still bitter and resentful, unable to separate the stormy 
tangle of thoughts that raced through his brain.


Suddenly the silence was broken by Don's cheerful voice.


"A little liquid refreshment is in order, I think! Compliments of the 
company!"


He strode boldly into the room, still completely naked, with a tray of 
glasses amply filled with Scotch. A sense of relief filled the room, for a 
focus had been provided at last, and a much-needed break from the problem 
that faced them all. Susan, particularly, was delighted by Don's gesture.


"Bless you," she said, "you always come through at just the right time!"


"That's the story of my life," he said, winking, and handing her a glass.


The tinkle of ice against their glasses filled the room as all four drank 
silently, mulling over what had happened. Susan sensed that it would be up 
to her to bring things to a creative conclusion, in fact she relished the 
idea. It was her specialty, she felt, to bring difficult situations to a 
satisfactory end.


"I have an idea," die said, after a long reflective silence, "an idea that 
might benefit us all in a number of ways."


All eyes were on Susan's lush, naked body as she paced about the room in the 
orangey light of the late afternoon sun, and spoke with authority:


"We've all been through a rough time this afternoon, although I, for one 
have thoroughly enjoyed it."


Marianne turned away, still jealous of this brazen woman and unnerved by her 
words. Susan continued....


"But let's face it, no matter how we feel there's no going back, things will 
never be as they were. It's up to us to go on, and maybe go on to even 
better things...."


David glanced at his wife. He thought about their relationship: a rapid 
series of images flashed through his mind of their early courtship, their 
honeymoon, the simple innocence of their young marriage. Susan was right, he 
thought, that was gone now, forever. And as for the future ... well, that 
was a complete puzzle to him. He listened to Susan's words with growing 
interest.


"It seems to me," she continued in her cool, business-like tone, "that the 
one thing that's come out of all this is that the four of us have a 
fantastic sense of teamwork."


"I'll drink to that," Don said, laughing.


"I'm serious, Don," Susan said, sharply, "don't interrupt me."


"Sorry," he said, remembering that after all she was still his boss.


"Teamwork is hard to come by. Good teamwork, that is. And it is my 
suggestion that we put it to use in a way that will profit all of us. Profit 
us in business and profit us...." she paused briefly, glancing at David, " 
... in pleasure ... "


David looked at her intently, puzzled as to what she meant.


"I don't understand," he said. "How in the world....


"What I mean," she said, cutting him off, "is that we four should start 
functioning as a team, a team that works like a well-oiled, precisioned 
machine. With me at the helm and the three of you behind me, we can put 
Computer Associates at the top of the heap. That means success, money, 
prestige and power, and that's what we all really, want, isn't it?"


The two men were thunderstruck by her words; the answer to all their 
ambitions seemed suddenly within their reach. To David it meant a top 
salary, the respect of his peers, being at the pinnacle of his profession. 
To Don it meant the kind of mobility and prestige he had always wanted and, 
he thought with delight, all the women he could possibly handle. Visions 
flashed through his brain of sleek sports cars, vacations at the Riviera, 
and a couple of voluptuous, eager girls trailing at his heels. He smiled.


Marianne glanced at the others, completely confused.


"How...." she asked timidly, in a voice barely audible, "I ... I mean ... 
how...."


"You mean, how do you fit in?" Susan asked.


"Yes...." she said, "I don't know anything about computers. I don't see what 
I could do."


Susan smiled at her; she felt a growing sympathy for the girl after their 
passionate encounter only minutes ago. Of course, she was still terribly 
school girlish and shy, but with time, under her tutelage, there's no 
telling how she might turn out.


"Well," Susan said, "I need a good private secretary. I think you could fill 
the bill beautifully."


Marianne was mortified! She suddenly rose from the couch, tears filling her 
eyes. Private secretary? she thought bitterly. How could I bear to go back 
to the office and be a secretary to the woman who has torn my husband away 
from me? She felt ashamed and angry; she felt she was being used by Susan so 
she could have David whenever and however she wanted, with the wife nicely 
out of the way. "I ... I couldn't...." she said, her eyes pleading wildly 
for David to help her, to take her out of this nightmare. Didn't he see how 
ludicrous the situation was? Didn't he see the perversity of what Susan was 
suggesting?


"I couldn't ... I just couldn't," she cried. "David, help me!"


But David was dazzled by Susan's words, enchanted by the wonderful prospects 
she had painted for him.


"Look, honey," she said to her, "it's not as bad as it seems. I think 
Susan's right. If we handle this thing right we could go straight to the 
top. That's what we've always wanted!"


Marianne gasped and reeled back, almost stumbling. So! He was caught in 
Susan's spell! She was losing her husband!


"No! NOOOO!" she cried and ran into the bedroom, slamming the door behind 
her.


David, Don and Susan exchanged glances.


"Let me see if I can calm her down," Susan offered.


"No," David said firmly, "let me do it. I think I know how to reach her."


He started towards the door. Susan stopped him with a question.


"David, let me ask you one thing. Do you believe in what I've been talking 
about? Are you willing to go along with me?"


David looked at her, gazing into Susan's hypnotic, glittering green eyes; he 
smiled at her.


"Every step of the way," he said, "every step of the way."


He opened the bedroom door and went inside, shutting the door behind him. 
Susan and Don turned to each other.


"Salud!" Don said, raising his glass as if in a toast.


"Down the hatch," Susan replied. They clinked glasses and drank deeply.


Inside the bedroom, Marianne had flung herself down on the bed and was 
sobbing. She felt that she had been humiliated completely now, that she had 
not only lost her sense of values and morality, but had lost her husband in 
the bargain. She turned, and was stunned by the sight of her face in the 
mirror. It seemed to her that she had changed a great deal, her face seemed 
older, less innocent, there was a certain hardness around the mouth and eyes 
that she had not remembered seeing before. Yet, even though it was strange, 
she thought it was somehow rather attractive too. It was as if she had 
acquired some of the sleek, sophisticated beauty that she had always envied 
in Susan Grant. Suddenly she heard the bedroom door open and saw David 
coming into the room. She turned away and buried her face in the silky 
coverlet.


David climbed onto the bed and lay beside her.


"What's the matter, honey," he asked quietly.


"David, I can't do what she wants," she said, turning to him. "It's wrong. 
She's just using it as a way of taking you from me completely! Don't you see 
that?"


"No, that's not true! You're wrong! Don't you understand? We're going to 
have everything we've ever wanted! Clothes, a bigger house, another car...."


"I just want you David!"


"Oh baby, you've got me! Don't you know that? No matter what's happened I 
still love you!"


He reached around and took her in his arms, pressing her close to his body 
and undulating slowly, insinuating his pelvis against hers. His cock sprang 
to life immediately as he felt his wife's warm, familiar body next to his.


"Oh David...." she moaned, resisting slightly, "I don't know...."


"It's going to be all right, baby," he said, reassuringly, running his hands 
over her smooth, supple body, "it's going to be fine! Let me show you. Oh, 
sweetheart, just let me show you how it's going to be...."


He kissed her deeply, and despite her anxiety, Marianne was instantly 
transported with happiness. At last she felt the full, masculine kiss of her 
husband's lips again. Oh how wonderful it feels, she thought, to have David 
in my arms once more! She relished the familiarity of his athletic body, and 
she ran her hands eagerly over his muscular back and shoulders. It seemed 
years since they had made love together and it felt so good to her that all 
her misgivings were washed away instantly. She returned his kiss with 
searing intensity. She realized that despite the anguish and shame she had 
experienced in the past two days, she had also learned much in the ways of 
love. She was infinitely more experienced now, less frightened, less rigid. 
Boldly she pushed her pelvis against David's throbbing instrument; wantonly 
she pushed her tongue into his mouth, running it over the teeth and 
exploring the wet, fleshy interior. She ran her hands skillfully up and down 
his body, massaging the muscles, teasing the skin. She felt wild, brazen. 
This was a new experience for them to share together.


Maybe, she thought to herself, maybe they're right! Maybe it will be better! 
After all, I don't want to lose David! I mustn't! And so, ignoring all 
vestiges of reason and reserve, she abandoned herself to her husband, 
anxious to show him how much she had learned by what she had been through, 
anxious to do whatever was necessary to keep him.


David immediately felt the difference in their sexuality. This was an 
entirely new creature he held in his arms. For a moment he was disturbed; it 
seemed so different from their early days together. There had been a certain 
playful innocence, a delightful naivete that was extremely enjoyable. Their 
fucking had had a sunny, rapturous quality to it that seemed missing now.


Perhaps, he thought, it was a mistake to give up the charm of what they had 
before so willingly ... but then he thought of the jealousies and 
accusations, and again remembered the promise of power and success that 
Susan had painted so vividly. Yes, this was what he wanted, he was sure of 
it! Brushing all doubt aside, he began to run his hands passionately over 
the creamy, sculptured body of his wife. Gone was the sweet pleasure of a 
young couple in love, and in its place were two hot, lusty animals clutching 
at each other in wanton sensuality.


"Oh baby," he moaned as Marianne moved down quickly and began sucking on his 
huge, throbbing cock. "Oh baby!"


Marianne gave herself completely to the lewd excitement that took hold of 
her, a kind of excitement she had come to experience only recently. She 
licked and sucked at David's pulsing tool shamelessly, her hands massaging 
his hard, muscular thighs. While his wife still pulled greedily at his cock 
with her lips, he carefully swung himself around gracefully and positioned 
himself above her, kneeling so that his mouth was at the golden, pulsing 
muff of her vulva. His hard masculine tongue reached out and began to 
explore the furry tangle of hair, relishing the musky female odor that 
wafted into his nostrils. He flicked his oral member deeper and began to 
explore the soft, fleshy outeiiips, running it up and down the luscious 
slit, rimming around the edge to feel the delicate strands of hair that 
lined the sweet, warm entrance.


Marianne moaned in pleasure as she felt her husband's wide tongue on her 
pussy, something she had never felt before. The delicious thought of her 
handsome husband performing such a wicked act upon her sent thrills of 
excitement through her body, she increased her oral activity on his thick, 
yearning cock, running her lips up and down, taking the hot, massive rod as 
deeply as she could. She nibbled lewdly at the round, pink helmet and then 
pulled and sucked so deeply that David suddenly threw back his head, 
groaning loudly.


"AAAAAHHHHH!" he cried exultantly, "OH BABEEEE! THAT'S IT! THAT'S IT!"


He set to work with renewed vigor, exploring the cuntal outerlips with his 
flicking, darting tongue. He sucked at the clitoris that hardened instantly, 
erect and electrified by his artful tonguing; suddenly he rammed his oral 
member deep into the wet, fleshy cuntal cavity and sent a flash of tingling 
rapture coursing through every part of his wife's body. She moaned in 
delight and twisted obscenely, as if begging for more.


Unseen by the two thrashing people on the bed, the bedroom door had quietly 
opened and Don and Susan stood looking at the vulgar sight. They smiled at 
each other, knowing that David had been very successful in calming Marianne 
and seemed definitely on the way to breaking down her resistances to Susan's 
plan. They both became excited by what they saw. Susan felt her vaginal area 
begin to twitch with pleasure, to yearn for a little of the fun that 
Marianne was obviously having. Don's thick shaft was suddenly gorged with 
desire and shot erect, aching for someone's mouth to close around 
it.-Instinctively pulled into the jungle intensity of what was happening on 
the bed before them, Don and Susan moved quickly to the giant round 
pleasure-bed and positioned themselves in exactly the same way as Marianne 
and David. Susan's mouth was soon greedily devouring Don's pulsing, 
iron-hard phallus, and Don's mouth was crushed brazenly against the 
wet-slippery flesh of Susan's pussy.


Marianne, realizing what had happened, at first was shocked and began to 
withdraw in fright, but David, sensing how she felt, increased his oral 
activity, plunging his magic tip deep into her cuntal passage, whirling and 
probing so deeply that Marianne was overcome with a wave of electrifying 
rapture that throbbed through her vaginal walls, shaking with pleasure.


In this moment, it was as if Susan's plan was completely fulfilled, for the 
only opponent, Marianne, was now swept away and had completely forgotten her 
objections and misgivings. The sounds of lapping and sucking filled the 
room, tongues against pussy, mouths clasping cock, moans and sighs floating 
through the air as if in fervent, sensual accompaniment.


Then David pulled away, easing his hardened, aching shaft out of his wife's 
eager mouth, he swung around, changing position above her, and plunged his 
prick deeply into her moist, throbbing pussy. The intensity and suddenness 
of it caught Marianne off guard.


"AAAaaaannnggggghhhh!" she screamed, half in pain, half in pleasure, as 
David's massive tool rammed against the tender tissue of her cervix. But she 
soon realized that she once again had David's thick, beautiful cock in her 
body, for the first time in weeks, and she was overcome with gratitude and 
delight. She gave herself completely, spreading her legs, pulling up her 
knees, shoving her pelvis forward so that she might take him as deeply as 
possible. She no longer cared whether or not it hurt, or whether Susan and 
Don were there too, all she knew was she had her husband back and it didn't 
matter how or under what conditions! They were together again!


Slowly, he began to swing in and out, in and out, his muscular body rippling 
like an Olympic champion, sweat making his body gleam and glisten as he 
arched perfectly above her, groaning with the steaming lust that pervaded 
him.


"Oooooohhhh ... OOOOOHHHHH!" he moaned, plunging his mighty ramrod in and 
out of her eager clasping pussy. "OOOOOOOH!"


Susan and Don realized that the other two had changed position and despite 
the delight they were having in their oral orgy, bizarre new thoughts 
crossed both their minds at once. Instinctively Don pulled away.


Almost before Marianne knew what was happening she felt something hovering 
above her face; she opened her eyes and saw Susan squatting directly above 
her, holding herself in position by steadying herself on David's shoulders. 
Her fleshy vaginal lips were poised directly in front of Marianne's mouth. 
SUSAN WAS KISSING DAVID AND SHE WAS EXPECTED TO LICK HER PUSSY AS WELL! At 
first Marianne was shocked and began to resist; she felt this was more than 
she could bear! But then she realized that Don had positioned himself behind 
Susan, half-standing, half-squatting, his fingers gripping her creamy 
thighs. What was going on? She was confused! Then she could see Don 
moistening his hard, pulsing cock and positioning it behind Susan's anal 
crack. He was spreading her cheeks, directly above Marianne's head! She was 
terrified! She had never imagined anything so bizarre, so grotesque, could 
happen to her. She wanted to scream! But she was helpless to resist. She was 
caught in a maelstrom of lust-crazed bodies! There was nothing to do but 
submit! SHE HAD TO SURRENDER COMPLETELY!


Suddenly Don rammed his hot spear into Susan's anal canal.


"AAAAAIIIEEEEEE!!" Susan screamed as she felt the hot, thick poker sear her 
back passage, sending shafts of pain up through her vertebrae. But she 
relished the feeling, delighted in the pain! She did not resist at all, but 
maintained balance perfectly and widened her tight rectal canal as much as 
possible to admit him deeply. Don began to move back and forth sending 
sharp, stinging pain into her elastic hole; her excitement increased and she 
kissed David deeply, biting his lower lip slightly, sending shivers through 
him.


David continued plunging his gorged prick into Marianne's shuddering, 
pulsing cunt; the sight of Susan directly in front of him, squatting over 
his wife's face sliding her pink, creamy furrow over Marianne's mouth, and 
Don slicing deeply, painfully into her anal passage while she kissed him and 
held onto his shoulders like a wild-eyed madwoman, excited David beyond 
anything he had ever experienced. His prick had never felt so potent! There 
was the soft, undulating body of his wife below him, the voluptuous, tawny 
perfection of Susan Grant in front of him, and he the ramming, plunging 
bull, even seeing Don screwing Susan in the rear with merciless intensity 
only increased his potency! They were like brothers, sharing an afternoon of 
savage fucking, all the competitiveness and jealousy of old washed away in a 
wave of sensuality. David was screwing like he had never screwed before! His 
mind swam with lust-crazed excitement!


"THIS FEEL'S SOOOO GGOOOOOOOD!" he cried aloud, "SOOOOO FUCKING GOOOODDD!"


Suddenly Marianne, completely submerged now in an ocean of obscene 
sensuality, began licking wildly at the throbbing, inflamed pussy directly 
above her.


"AAAAAAHHHHHH!" Susan cried as she felt Marianne's hot tongue plunging deep 
into her pulsing vaginal canal. "AAAANNNGGGH! Lick me good," she cried. 
"LICK ME GOOOOOOOD!"


Don, excited now as never before, rammed his mighty rocket into Susan's hot 
stretched rectal passage.


"OOOOOOHHHHH YEEEEESSSSS!" he cried.


Now the sweating, orgiastic quartet began to thrash and heave, groaning with 
a new intensity, as if sealing the corrupt bargain they had made at Susan's 
urging. Bodies twisted and thrashed, cocks plunged and slammed unmercifully! 
Marianne's body was heaving with ecstasy, squirming with rushes of tingling, 
surging waves of heat. Susan was twitching and groaning, her breath coming 
faster and faster, lewd excitement gushing through her body.


"I'M ... CU ... CUUUMMMNGGGGG!" She shrieked, as she felt her pussy begin to 
tremble, "I'M CUUUUUUMMMMMINGGG!"


As if her words acted as a cue for the others, a general rush of excitement 
began to pervade the squirming bodies. Don could feel his sperm begin to 
gather in his inflated balls as they swung like a pendulum above Marianne's 
head. He began to ram Susan like the piston of a train, harder and harder, 
groaning, his breath coming faster and faster.


"AAH ... AHHHH ... AAAHHHH...." he cried as the rush of feeling began to 
boil up in him like a volcano about to explode. Marianne felt her vaginal 
walls begin to shudder as if an earthquake were tearing her apart, hot 
steaming fluid began to gush through her cuntal passage, and it seemed as if 
the intensity of her orgasm and David's pumping, slamming ramrod would tear 
her apart. She felt as if she was riding a gigantic tidal wave that was 
taking her higher and higher....


"AAAAANNNGGGGHHHH!" She screamed, terrified at the intensity, being borne 
still higher...."UUUUNNNGGGGH!!"


David could feel himself about to shoot his boiling male liquid into her 
like a cannon, it built up to excruciating intensity, filling his balls like 
a huge balloon about to explode. Then, suddenly, the moment of release came 
and he shot forth into his wife, gushed like an enormous dam that had 
exploded under terrific pressure!


"A A A AAIEEEEE!" he screamed.


All four were cumming together! ALL FOUR WERE SHAKING AND THRASHING, CUMMING 
AS NEVER BEFORE! The room was an undulating vortex of ecstasy and 
excitement. Moans and cries rang through the air, legs flailed! Susan 
gripped David's shoulders, digging into the skin, sending shots of pain 
through him as she screamed from the intensity of her orgasm and the 
delicious anguish of Don's steel-hard ramrod emptying itself into her 
burning anal passage. Marianne had lost consciousness and sank into a white, 
bubbling sea of orgasm, rising and falling on eddies of fathomless pleasure, 
swirling in a whirlpool of hot lava that surpassed anything she had ever 
known. It seemed to go on forever, an endless stream of rapturous release.


"Oooooohhhhh...." she sighed...."Oooooohhhhh...."


Gradually, after what seemed like hours, the passion began to subside. David 
drained the last of his sweet liquid into his wife's trembling pussy, then 
pulled away and collapsed in exhaustion.


Don, emptying himself, pulled away from the tight, puckered hole with a pop 
and threw himself down on the cool, thick rug beside the bed.


Susan, totally satisfied and completely relaxed, felt Marianne suck away at 
the steaming female fluid that had cascaded down her vaginal passage. As the 
intensity died away, she slowly eased herself out of position, and lay next 
to Marianne on the bed.


Marianne, scarcely believing the depth of what she had just experienced, lay 
perfectly still for several moments, her eyes closed. Savoring the rapturous 
feeling that still pervaded her, she sighed and stretched her body on the 
cool covers of the bed. After a few minutes she opened her eyes, suddenly 
startled to see someone she had never seen before staring back at her from 
above. For a moment she was confused, but then she realized that the strange 
creature with the sly, twisted smile on her face was a reflection of herself 
in the hazy mirror above the bed.


CHAPTER NINE


Marianne Wright sat at her spacious desk in the opulent outer-office of 
Susan Grant's private wing in Computer Associates giant office complex. 
Before her sat a handsome young man, with a pleasant, earnest manner.


"I'd like to see Miss Grant," he said. "Is that possible?"


"I'm sorry, Miss Grant is in Los Angeles this week, but if you'd like to 
leave your resume I'll have her contact you as soon as she returns."


The young man fumbled through his shiny, new attache case, smiling boyishly 
as he sought the paper he needed. As he searched, Marianne gazed at him 
intently. He was about twenty-three, recently married he had told her, and 
just graduated with an M.A. from Columbia; she imagined he and his wife must 
be very like she and David had been only two years ago. She thought about 
what had happened since that time ... of the angry, turbulent confrontations 
between her and David, of the strange, fateful meeting with Susan and Don at 
the Suite.


Susan's prediction that day had proved completely accurate. Within six 
months the firm had grown incredibly, the stock had soared on Wall Street, 
and within a year Computer Associates was internationally known. Susan, Don 
and David were constantly in demand, constantly travelling ... in fact all 
three had recently flown to Los Angeles for a month of consultations with an 
important new client. And Marianne? Well, even though it was true she didn't 
see much of David lately, she had many compensations: a fabulous new 
wardrobe, the glamour of being a highly-paid secretary, and every now and 
then ... she smiled to herself, as if dwelling on a sly, inner secret and 
glanced approvingly at the attractive brown hair and hazel eyes of the young 
man before her.


"is this all right?" he asked, handing her a piece of paper with his 
business credentials neatly listed.


"It's fine," she said, glancing briefly at the paper and sliding it in a 
drawer.


"Gee," he said, "I sure hope they can use me. Every guy in my graduating 
class wanted to work with this firm. I'D bet there isn't a computer 
programmer in the country who wouldn't give his eye-teeth to get in with 
Miss Grant and her associates. Do you think there's any chance for me?"


Marianne gazed at him steadily, Ugh ting up a filter-tipped cigarette.


"Oh," she said, smiling, "you look like just the type of person she might be 
looking for. And if you like, I'll put in a good word ... excuse me a 
moment, won't you?"


She got up and moved languidly across the floor, and poured herself a cup of 
coffee from the silver service that was always kept filled for use by the 
staff and visitors.


"Coffee?" she asked.


"Gee," he said, "I'd love some."


As she poured the coffee, the young man gazed in admiration at the lithe, 
well-endowed female body, the tantalizing swelling of her breasts nearly 
visible beneath the sheer, gauzy material of her blouse, the smooth roudness 
of her buttocks in a tight, shiny black leather miniskirt, the long slender 
legs....then he glanced away guiltily, remembering his young wife. He felt 
slightly ashamed at having allowed a surge of desire to pass through him, 
indeed his penis had stiffened, and Marianne could see it straining tautly 
against the tight material of his pants as she handed him the coffee.


"Here," she said, "it's fresh. Made it myself."


She sat at the desk again with her own cup, and they sipped silently; the 
only sounds were the hum of office machinery, air conditioning, computers.


"How is it to work for Miss Grant?" he asked, shattering the silence.


For a moment, his innocent question caught Marianne off guard. In a rapid, 
sudden montage her mind raced through the incredible changes that had taken 
place in the last year. For a moment she longingly thought of the early days 
of her marriage when she and David were so happy and loving, like young 
schoolchildren.


So much has changed, she thought. She saw images of her lurid, intimate 
encounter with Susan and Don, and others since then, so many others . ... 
But I have my freedom now, she reminded herself, and David has the career 
he's always wanted. And that's just fine for both of us. It suits us to a 
"T". And yet, for a moment again there was a deep aching nostalgia for those 
blissful, simple days when there were just the two of them. Was it her 
compulsive jealousy that had changed things so much? Or her innocence ... 
perhaps . .


She pulled herself out of her reverie abruptly and took a long, deep drag on 
her cigarette.


"How is it to work for her?" she asked, repeating his question, "Fantastic! 
She's a remarkable woman! I think you could learn a lot from her."


"Yes?"


"Oh yes, believe me there's never a dull moment around here."


He glanced at his watch, and gulped down the last of his coffee.


"I've got to go. I promised to meet my wife for lunch. Thanks for your 
help."


"Don't mention it," she said. "And I'm sure they'll find a place for you 
here."


"That would be wonderful," he said. "Goodbye."


"Goodbye, see you soon."


She watched as he moved to the elevator, admiring his slim, muscular build 
apparent even through his business suit. He turned and smiled before he got 
in the car, and before she could catch herself Marianne winked at him. The 
doors of the elevator slid closed, and she watched the lights indicate its 
descent to the lobby.


She took a last puff on her cigarette and stamped it out in the ashtray. 
Remembering she hadn't checked her makeup for quite some time, she took her 
compact out of the drawer. She opened it, and as she glanced perfunctorily 
in the mirror she gasped, for there, sliding down her pale painted cheek, 
was a single, unexpected tear.


THE END
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FOREWORD


Every normal man (woman) in matters of sex, when examined carefully enough, 
is found to show some abnormal elements, and the abnormal man is merely 
manifesting in a disordered or extravagant shape some phase of the normal 
man. It is not, therefore, because a sexual act is a deviation that it 
becomes deserving of censure. This view once prevailed. A narrow conception 
of what is "natural" was held, everything else was "unnatural" and to be 
reviled, if not to be punished, even severely punished, for it was perhaps a 
crime and at the very least, a sin.


Today, the enlightened conclusion reached by medical men is that the 
abnormal gratification of the sexual impulse, however unusual or repugnant, 
calls for no condemnation or interference. This greater tolerance is not 
only a matter of correcting injustices inflicted on those who vary from the 
norm, but it adds weight to the whole social constitution and a new 
stability to the moral system.


Jackson Robard in The Music Teacher has logically shown us in this masterful 
work of fiction what a hopeless task it is to label sexual varities as 
immoralities or crimes. Wolbarst in his. "Sexual Perversions: Their Medical 
and Social Implications" states: "It may sound paradoxical, but it is true 
that the spread of sexual perversions in American communities in recent 
years has been very largely fostered and abetted, unwittingly of course, by 
moral agencies". Hence, we can readily assume that prohibitions are 
incitements.


We, the publishers, are extremely proud to present this enlightening novel 
by Mr. Robard, for while we cannot expect or desire to return us to the 
famed Greek morality of ancient times, and its ideal of "the beautiful alike 
in body and soul" which is well out of our reach, there can be little doubt 
that we will gradually break down the false notions and the rigid attempts 
at legal and social prohibitions which have caused so much trouble and 
confusion in the sexual history of recent past. In so doing, we shall purify 
our spiritual atmosphere and strengthen our moral code by removing from it 
prescriptions which were merely a source of weakness.


The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


It was mad and she knew it, but as well had Janice Arlen known all along 
that she would eventually give in to the inevitable temptation. She hadn't 
changed in nature, only environment, and the latter was hardly strong enough 
to accomplish what her feelings for Ken Rivers had been unable to do. 
Anyway, she didn't want to think of that, or him, nor anything of a nature 
which might destroy her plans ... ,not now ... and not ever again!


She sipped at her third vodka-tonic, placed it silently on her vanity and 
began to remove her blouse. Wild tingles of aroused anticipation began to 
excitedly ferment in her belly and loins. Throughout the morning, in the 
back of her mind as she'd sat beside each of her little piano students 
giving them their lessons, the lurid scheme had formulated, as if of its own 
instigation and she had actively played no part in it. Of course, that too 
was ridiculous, but at that very moment it was logical because she wished it 
so.


He was her next student, a half-hour away and the last one of the day! God, 
had she actually planned that, too . ... those three-months back when she'd 
first arrived in Shale Canyon and opened her studio? Was it possible that 
her lecherous young mind was even conniving then toward the forbidden 
seductions it knew were unavoidable? Of course ... of course ... what else? 
Sweet and loveable Dickie Edwards ... what a beautiful boy he was at 
fourteen ... so fair and bright-eyed, his young body visibly developing 
beneath the clean white T-shirts and tight blue jeans he wore . ... Yes, 
they were always tight weren't they ... the obvious swell of his youthful 
genitals ever present to taunt her!


An erotic little shiver rippled over Jan's soft; incited flesh, causing the 
resilient mounds of her rounded white breasts to quiver in their nakedness 
as she slipped off her bra. Sensuously, she cupped them, smoothing her 
slender hands upward from her waist to provocatively lift their firmly 
pointed fullness in a narcissistic caress, sensing their tiny pink nipples 
hardening, and she leaned closer to watch the secret process in the vanity 
mirror. Once more, a little hedonistic tremor fluttered over her.


Quickly, she unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it, then rolled her tiny 
nylon panties down over her smoothly curved hips, letting them puddle at her 
feet. She stepped back to better observe the near-entirity of her satiny 
white nakedness, brushing her long blonde-hair back to tumble in a halo 
around the oval of her face and behind her gently sloping shoulders.


She had always derived titillating pleasure in admiring her undeniable 
voluptuousness. At twenty-six, she viewed her body as being at its most 
enticing and curvaceous peak, dwelling on the perfect formation of her 
breasts and slender waist, the generously sweeping arch of her hips and the 
long white columns of her rounded, full thighs and shapely calves. There was 
something alluring and personally secretive in the white outline her bikini 
halter left across the pliant spheres of her uptilted breasts, and cupping 
at her smoothly ovaled buttocks. Though, it was the milky-white of her hips 
and lower abdomen where the silken triangle of sparse, golden curls began to 
sprinkle over her puffy little mound and vaginal lips that always inspired 
the tingling in her belly.


Ken had loved her body ... had reveled in its soft, smooth warmth when he 
held and caressed her ... had gasped open-mouthed when she let him explore 
its intimate hollows and hotly moistened passages ... had begged for her 
promise to always love him when he had passionately slithered his thick male 
hardness in and out of her those few times. God yes, she'd never deny that! 
He was a thoughtful lover and she'd intended to marry him, certain in her 
heart that at last her desires would find their norm ... but at that point, 
how could she have anticipated his younger brother, Russ?


The unwanted remembrance of that scene flashed quickly through her mind ... 
Easter holidays ... the boy joining his older, bachelor brother in the big 
city ... the several nights she had sat alone with the fifteen-year old 
waiting for Ken to finish a late business deal ... and finally, her 
uncontrollable seduction of the boy, frenziedly sucking him as unexpectedly 
Ken walked in on them ...!


God, the horror of it all ... to see a man cry like a heartbroken child! 
What else could she have done but escape . .,remorsefully slink away in the 
night, bag and baggage? They were men, or at least males and brothers; they 
would eventually find peace between them, but there could be no forgiveness 
for her! That was invaribly the double standard a girl was expected to live 
by ...!


A movement outside the window caught her eye and the naked, blonde beauty 
quickly glanced to see the stripped-to-the-waist figure of young Felix 
Ronson, the boy she had hired to do the yard work for the summer. She moved 
forward, picked up her drink from the vanity and walked over behind the 
protectiveness of the bedroom draperies. She shouldn't be taking this time, 
she realized. Dickie Edwards was due shortly, and his mother was a stickler 
for punctuality ... had made that point quite clear when she'd agreed to his 
lessons....


"Very well, two o'clock on Thursday is fine, Miss Arlen, but I expect it to 
be precisely two and not two-fifteen, etcetera. I certainly want Richard to 
have the rounded education of music, but only to enhance his more superior 
abilities, not as a vocation. I feel that our young people shouldn't have a 
moment of their summer vacation-time taken from them ... don't you agree!


The bitch! She could still see the severly attractive woman's belittling 
sharp eyes looking down her pointed nose at her, subliminally advising that 
her husband was a dentist and their social stratas were incomparible. Even 
then, Jan remembered, she'd wondered what the woman's sex hangup was ... 
Just as she'd begun to wonder about the rest of the neighborhood and its 
inhabitants....


Arousedly, her tiny pink tongue peeked out to trace her lush lip-line and 
she sipped again at her vodka-tonic. Damn, if Felix wasn't such an oaf ... 
he was so tall and thick chested for a sixteen year old boy, she lecherously 
thought, her greyish-green eyes feeding on the breath of his teenaged 
shoulders, the rippling of his developed muscles, and the taper of his 
youthful back to his lean waist. She could only imagine the rest of him, and 
that merely added to her excitement ...!


With a half-smile and shake of her head, Jan pleasantly shuddered in her 
nakedness. Her mind contemplated as she moved away from the window. She 
drained her glass, and found the pullover with its tiny, mini skirt on the 
hanger where she'd left them the night before. These were her chosen tools 
for today's conquest, she lustfully thought, quickly slipping into them 
without benefit of underthings as she recalled her strategically placed 
mirrors for the umpteenth time.


The beautiful young darling ... he'd made it all possible with his terrible 
timing and use of the pedals. Now, he had only to look down at the mirrors 
to see what his feet were doing ... and what she enticingly had hidden 
between her legs to excite him ..!


"Will you need me anymore today, Miss Arlen?" Shelly Carter's husky voice 
sharply broke the silence, startling Jan. She hadn't heard the teenager 
knock, or ease open the door; her mind had been too busily involved with 
forbidden thoughts! God, she had entirely forgotten about the girl still 
being in the house! Quickly, she attempted to keep the glass of needed, 
mid-day indulgence from the other's view as she turned to vacantly meet 
Shelby's large, penetrating dark-eyes.


"Excuse me ... but will you be needing me anymore today?" the 
fifteen-year-old, curvaceous brunette repeated, brushing her forward swept 
bobbed hair into its casual look with a tomboyish finger-combing. "I-I've 
finished all the cleaning and the kitchen is done."


"Ah ... no, I don't believe so, Shelly ... that is, if the house is in 
order," Jan stammered, wondering if she'd closed the door tightly when she'd 
entered the bedroom. She was amazed that she had heard nothing until the 
abrupt sound of the supple girl's throaty voice had shattered the tensioned 
stillness her own lecherous meditation had woven. She swallowed tightly as 
she continued to gape at the teenager, an odd feeling that the shapely young 
girl was easily reading her mind through the off-guard windows of her own 
widely staring eyes.


"I'm sure it is ... but if you'd like to look Shelly confidently suggested.


"N-NO, that's not necessary, dear," Jan managed, favoring the younger girl 
with a forced smile of assurance as she sensed those keen, youthful orbs 
sweeping rapidly over her, undoubtedly noting the clothing change she had 
made. "Y-You go ahead ... I'm sure you have many things you'd rather be 
doing than housework on such a beautiful summer's afternoon."


Shelly nodded, her striking young face expressing her appreciation and 
lessening Jan's discomfiture. "Thank you, Miss Arlen. I'll see you tomorrow 
then...."


Self-guilt could be one's worst enemy, Jan fleetingly thought. "All right, 
dear," she said, letting her recomposing gaze brush candidly over the 
flowing, youthful curves of the rather tall, willowy girl. She, too, 
obviously wore no bra beneath the loosely fitting boy's shirt, undoubtedly 
the insurgent renunciation of the establishment by her generation, a gesture 
that Jan understood and felt sympathetic toward. The faded shirt's scalloped 
tails nearly covered the skin-tight, cut-off jeans snuggly hugging the 
teenager's rounded hips and full, young buttocks. Their homemade, hot-pants 
brevity were all the more enticing in that she had the long, perfectly 
contoured legs for them, Jan subconsciously decided. Actually, her ripe, 
feminine lovliness belied the careless, boyish mien she unconcernedly 
projected, and that, too, the blonde piano teacher could appreciate....


"Bye bye, then," Shelly said, her little smile seeming wise and seasoned 
beyond her years. "Same time tomorrow...?"


"Yes ... I think so ... the same time, dear ... "


Alone again, Jan retrieved her drink, swallowing its remaining contents 
before sitting down at the vanity. The liquor burned warmly, pleasantly in 
her belly. She smoothed her tiny mini skirt over the soft white flesh of her 
full, naked thighs, her mind still partially taken up with the teenaged 
memories Shelly had revived. She heard the front door close behind the girl 
and an uncontrollable sensation of private carnality rippled through her.


God, she remembered, hadn't she herself, been the greatest tomboy of them 
all, though ... avoiding the frills and prissy company of girl-friends for a 
rousing good baseball or football game with the guys? How old had she been 
then? ... thirteen ... fourteen? Yes, and so ignorantly innocent. . that was 
how it all began ... the constant bodily contact ... the grabbing, rolling 
and tossing. . boy-hands clutching at her budding young breasts, her 
swelling buttocks. . until that day..! How many had their been? Five ... 
yes, five, if she remembered right. . all of them suddenly opening their 
flies and unleashing their hardened young penises!


At first, they'd held her, one on each leg and arm while the fifth climbed 
up over her face and forced the spongy, blood-filled head of his thick 
hardness between her teenaged lips, demanding that she lick it and suck it! 
And she had ... too helplessly frightened to refuse as he sawed its long, 
pulsing rigidity in and out of her mouth. And then, suddenly, as the fear 
had begun to be replaced by an unhearlded sensation of strange excitement in 
her belly and between her legs at what they were doing to her, his youthful 
cock had begun to jerk and spit! Wildly, hot issues of thick liquid squirted 
from it, filling her mouth until she was forced to swallow, the horrifying 
thought that he was peeing right down her throat nearly driving her frantic!


She had tried to fight him that first time, insanely writhing and squirming 
beneath all of them, but it had been useless. They had easily held her, 
their youthful lust blinding them as each one took his turn, climbing up 
over her face to thrust his hardened teenaged cock between her sperm-coated 
lips and emptying their hot, cum-filled young balls one after the other into 
her flooded mouth and belly!


That had been the first time and she'd been too ashamed to tell her 
religiously steeped parents, or confide her terrible secret to anyone. 
Instead, she had lived with it, incessantly experiencing the lewd ordeal in 
both her dreams and waking hours, vividly tasting the sweet, male piquancy 
of their young semen again and again, until unbelievably, the nauseating 
abasement she had felt soon passed. She found that the same strange 
excitement she'd briefly enjoyed while they were making her suck them, 
returned to saturate her belly and loins each time she remembered, and that 
she grew wet between her legs from the moisture hotly seeping from between 
her young, tingling pussy-lips. It was then she had learned that a massaging 
finger against the tiny bud of her quivering clitoris not only multiplied 
the sensual tension a thousand-fold in her churning belly and tight young 
cunt, but also when the building pressure became almost unbearable, it 
suddenly exploded in an ecstatic shower of blissful pleasure, bringing a 
heavenly, soothing release to wash exhaustedly through her.


Of course, it had happened again ... over and over, because she had gone 
back to eagerly make it happen. And from the second time to the too numerous 
occasions thereafter, they never again had to hold her. To suck the 
delicious hot cum from their virile, teenaged balls became an almost 
insatiable obsession with her, and sometimes they would finger her pussy for 
her while she nursed their hardened young cocks in turn; yet never once did 
any of them try to fuck her.


That in itself seemed amazing to her now as she thought back on it, but it 
was true. They had respected her one wish, perhaps fearing right along with 
her the danger of her getting pregnant, and she had loved them all the more 
for it. Not until Ken had she known the piercing sensation of having a 
mature penis thrust into the hot, wet channel between her legs! She had 
given her virginity to him and he'd taken it without pain, the filling 
presence of his long, thick hardness in her tightly seething vagina a 
frightening, if, pleasure-bringing new experience to her. Yes, he'd been a 
good lover ... had always brought her to orgasm, but just the thought of 
sucking his huge, thick cock, even had he begged her to, revolted her. But 
he hadn't; sex was a singular, straight forward method of intercourse with 
him, which had made it all the more tolerable for her. The ridged, 
heavy-veined enormity of his penis had been designed for one place and 
purpose ... procreation.


Even so, she had wanted to love him ... had tried ... and perhaps she did in 
her own way ... but had he made even the slightest effort to understand her 
unrestrainable passion for his younger brother? God, did any man ever 
comprehend anything other than his own lustful desires? Regardless of their 
warped male-nature, the woman was almost duty bound to forgive them ... the 
glorious double standard once again!


Damn them! Damn them all with their his and her unwritten set of by-laws! 
She wasn't going to think any more about it ... wasn't going to work herself 
into a rage and spoil her carefully laid plans!


She went to the small cabinet where she kept her private liquor supply and 
made herself another vodka-tonic. She sipped at it and paraded back and 
forth several times before the mirror admiring the unhampered contours of 
her lush body which the black jersey pull-over and tiny mini skirt 
provocatively enhanced. She thought of the effect her appearance should have 
on Dickie Edwards once he realized that she was not wearing a bra ... and 
later when he would see that she had no panties on. She smiled to herself 
and her eyes bore their excited glitter once more as the sensual stirrings 
began to revive in her belly.


God, denial, like the drug addict's torment, was an agony she couldn't cope 
with too long, and it had been almost three months....actually since Russ! 
She had never gone this long in the last dozen years ...!


The door-bell gave her a start! She glanced at her watch! Yes, he was 
punctual to the minute, a requisite of his hyprocritical mother! The bitch 
... what would she think if she knew the manner of lesson his piano teacher 
had in store for him...?


"Hello, Dickie. Come right in ... I've been waiting for you," she warmly 
greeted, stepping one side to let the handsome young teenager enter.


"H-Hi, Miss Arlen," he finally managed, staring at her, his pale blue-eyes 
widening in silent appreciation as they quickly brushed over her. Jan sensed 
their youthful caress lingering on the revealed, lightly tanned skin of her 
thighs below her tiny skirt, and again on her full, pointed breasts where 
their hardened little nipples stood out in bold relief beneath the thin, 
knitted material.


"Go right in to the studio, dear, and set yourself up," she said, employing 
her moist winsome smile. "I'll be right with you...."


Dickie followed her instructions, but did so in an awed state of confusion. 
Crap, in the three months he'd been taking lessons from her, he'd never seen 
her dressed like that! Wow! That skirt, it was shorter than some of the 
chicks wore at school. . and ... and man, she just didn't have any bra on at 
all! He'd actually seen the nipples of her tits poking that sweater-thing 
right out!


He sat down on the piano bench and found his music book in the case he hated 
to carry because the guys always teased him about it. Crap, if he'd had his 
way he'd never been taking piano lessons in the first place. At least, 
that's the way he'd felt in the beginning, but his mom had insisted, and 
there was no use trying to go against her wishes. Then, he'd seen Miss 
Arlen. Man, he'd even have taken up dancing if she was the teacher.


She was really the prettiest girl he'd ever seen in his life, Dickie thought 
as he opened to his lesson, placed the book on the music-rack and stiffly 
began to fumble with the keys. She always looked sexy no matter what she 
wore, but he'd never seen her dressed so terrific as she was today! Imagine, 
no bra on at all, and ... and her tits punching that sweater-thing right out 
at him! Crap, he knew he was going to do lousy on his lesson. He wouldn't be 
able to keep his mind on it with her sitting beside him and not realizing 
she was brushing them right against him the way she always did! Shit, his 
pecker was getting stiff just thinking about it ... along with her cool legs 
and the swelling roundness of her ass....Oh man, he shouldn't be thinking of 
such things at all! He didn't know what was wrong with him, but the last 
year or so his mind seemed to fill up with all kinds of dirty ideas. He just 
couldn't keep them out, no matter how hard he tried!


He supposed it wouldn't be so bad if his mom hadn't found the handkerchief 
he'd been using for months to squirt. He supposed it wouldn't be so bad if 
his mom hadn't foundthe handerchief he'd been using for months to squirt his 
stuff into. He'd been certain that behind the mirror of his bureau was a 
safe place, too, and it would have been if she hadn't decided to rearrange 
his room. God, it'd been awful the way she'd carried on, holding the 
yellow-stained, stiffened thing right up in front of his face and screaming 
that he was going to go crazy if he didn't stop. Of course, from sexed at 
school, he knew that wasn't so, but he guessed there were certain religious 
views against it, and his mom was all gone on church stuff. His dad wasn't 
so bad. At least, he drank liquor and played poker, things like that, but on 
Sundays he always made it to Mass, looking and sounding pious as hell when 
he talked to Father Reed. Sometimes, he couldn't understand the way either 
one of them acted, say nothing about his own self....


"Well, darling, are you ready?" Jan's entry into the studie interrupted his 
thoughts. "Have you practiced well for me this week?"


"I-I tried, Miss Arlen, but I have trouble with the right pedal," the 
teenager said. "When I have to use it I get all mixed up in my time."


Jan laughed in a soft, understanding manner, the gesture meant to set him at 
ease, while simultaneously the sensuous excitement within her tingling belly 
and loins increased at his admission. Everything was going just perfectly, 
she thought, even to the added fortification of the warming vodka-tonic she 
had just finished in the bedroom. Actually, she had nothing but a base plan 
... no set formula that was foolproof. They were all so different in 
response. To play it by ear had been her secret of success, and this sweet 
young darling should offer no particuliar problems. Yet, there was always 
that horrifying possibility that they would run in terror to their parents, 
or worse, to the police ...!


"Look beneath the piano," she said, conscious of his youthful, pale 
clue-eyes sweeping admiringly up her tauntingly dressed curves as she stood 
beside where he sat on the bench. "See the mirrors?"


"Yes ... what are they for?"


"So you can watch your feet without moving your head ... just your eyes," 
Jan replied, having really used the method for its effectiveness before in 
overcoming his problem. "Just rest your foot against the sustaining pedal 
and read the music, Darling. If you feel that you must look, simply glance 
down with your eyes, not your head. Is that clear?"


"Y-yes. I think so."


"Fine. Then, let's begin," Jan said, slowly moving down onto the bench 
beside him, pressing her entire warmth of hip and thigh against his firm 
young lower body.


Dickie swallowed twice at the hot contact, trying desperately to concentrate 
on the white page and its lines and bars of music before him. She leaned 
forward onto the upper shelf of the piano with one elbow, her other white, 
slender hand holding a pencil that was pointing to the notes and meant for 
him to follow. He tried to focus his eyes and complete attention on what he 
knew was expected of him, but on the very first chord he blew it.


"No, Darling," she softly reprimanded, covering his left hand with hers and 
properly replacing his fingers. "There ... now you have only to move your 
third finger to 'E' on the second bar. Remember to count and keep time ... 
That's ... it. . one ... two ... three . ."


Crap, he hardly knew how he was doing it! Her right tit was practically 
laying over his left arm! His crazy pecker was as hard as a rock inside his 
shorts! And. . and there came the pedal thing ... He glanced down, not 
moving his head as she had instructed, just his eyes, and he never saw his 
feet!


Crap all mighty! He was looking right up her skirt between her legs! And ... 
and ... she didn't have any panties on! Oh ... oh man! He could see the soft 
blonde-hair on her pussy! He could! He could see every bit of her secret 
place between her full white thighs that were spread almost wide open to 
him! Man, oh man! He could even see the pink separation of her cunt. .!


"What's wrong, Dickie? You're not reading the music right at all. Are you 
sure you practiced this lesson?" Jan asked, straightening upright and facing 
him directly, intensive fermentations churning inside her at the realization 
of his problem. It was working ... all too perfectly!


"Y-Yes ... honest, I did, Miss Arlen .. honest! I-I don't know what the 
matter is. I just can't seem to find keys...." he stammered, his young hands 
beginning to tremble and his fair complected cheeks flushing a brilliant 
crimsom.


"Why, darling ... don't you feel well?" Jan questioned with concern. "You 
look as if you might be running a temperature ... and your hands are 
trembling ... Maybe, you shouldn't bother with a lesson today .


"No, no, I-I'm fine, Miss Arlen ... really I am!" he protested, unable to 
keep his eyes from glancing down at the mirror again. And man, there it was 
.! Her pussy ... with its soft, golden hair curled all around it. . and her 
smooth, milky-white thighs spread wide open because of the way she was 
sitting on the edge of the bench! Crap, he could even see the rounded firm 
cheeks of her ass ... and .,. . and maybe that little pink spot was her ... 
her asshole ...!


Jan could hardly control the lecherous passion racing through her. It was 
time ... time to make the critical move! The front of his jeans were swollen 
with the rigidity of his teenaged hardness! Her tiny pink tongue darted out 
to moisten her lush lip-line.


"A-Are you sure you're all right, dear?" she huskily questioned, slipping an 
arm around his young broadening shoulders and slowly drawing him against 
her. She let her hand go to his brow as if to feel for temperature, the 
movement pressing his flushed cheek against the soft resilience of her full, 
warm breast. "Maybe you should he down for a little while. You may have 
gotten too much sun. Would you like to go into my bedroom ... or would you 
rather go home...?"


Dickie couldn't speak. His voice had dried up to a choking knot in his young 
throat. He wasn't sure what was happening to him, but he didn't want it to 
stop! Man, she was holding him with her arm right around him, pressing his 
face against the fleshy, braless mound of her tit, until he could actually 
feel its tiny hardened nipple burrowing into his cheek! Crap, what could he 
say? His cock was as stiff as a ball-bat! He didn't want to go home ... he 
wanted to stay right here and look at her pussy again ...!


"Come along, dear," Jan tenderly insisted, rising from the bench and drawing 
him up with her. "Maybe after you lie down for a few moments you'll feel 
better," she went on, leading him unresistingly toward her bedroom, her 
hungry green-eyes glancing eagerly down at the sizeable protrusion his 
hardened young cock was causing at the front of the tight jeans. God . .,. 
what a delicious seduction he was going to make .,. .


CHAPTER TWO


If she hadn't been so damned concerned over why Miss Arlen had suddenly 
decided to make a clothing change right in the middle of her working day, 
Shelly Carter irritably thought, swinging about and starting back toward her 
lovely employer's home, she wouldn't have forgotten to collect her pay. Of 
course, Miss Arlen might have remembered it, too....but she'd been drinking, 
another unusual thing that had immediately caught the teenager's attention. 
She had never seen her drink before in the month-and-a-half she'd worked for 
her, not even after she was through teaching, and Shelly was positive that 
she had another lesson or two to give that afternoon. It certainly was an 
odd situation, all right.


The tall, willowy girl reviewed these things in her mind as she casually 
walked along in the brilliant California sunshine, conscious of the admiring 
glances from passing male motorists and purposefully ignoring them. If it 
weren't for the fact that her parents needed a portion of her money at home, 
she would let it go until tomorrow. But it was easier to go back and pick up 
her pay than it was to listen to her father rant and rave. Of course, his 
bitch was personal ... he'd need some beer money to blow at the tavern that 
night, his pay-check already having been drunk up. And unless she missed her 
guess, there wasn't any food in the house as usual.


God, one day she was just going to up and disappear from that hell-hole. She 
didn't know where she'd go, nor how she was ever going to get enough money 
together, the way they bled her, but it was inevitable. If she were just 
seventeen, or even sixteen, her parents might not try to find her and bring 
her back. Even though she looked older as far as physical developement and 
all, the fact remained that she was just a lousy fifteen-years old, and the 
fuzz always managed to make a hot issue with a runaway girl at that tender 
age. Bull-shiricky!


God, it was hot! Wouldn't it be nice to be on some deserted beach, stripped 
naked and laying in the sand blowing a joint or two? All alone with no one 
or nothing to bother her ... no finky guys around ... oh, maybe another 
chick her own age, a pretty one who shared the same ideas and liked the 
things she did. No ... that wouldn't be too bad, having a hip girlfriend who 
dug the whole scene as she read it. They'd do things together, travel, see 
new places . .,. Oh, they might lay a guy now and then if they felt the urge 
for varity, but no steady or marriage. Damn, she'd seen enough wedded bliss 
routine at home to know she never wanted any part of that. Men grew ugly 
both in actions and looks, once they slipped the ring onto a girl's finger 
and proceeded to make a legalized whore-slave out of her.


Not that she was thumbs-down on guys ... they had their points and she'd had 
several samples the past year at beach parties. She'd been high each time 
and maybe that's what had made it feel so good, though the first time with 
Jerry Halstead had hurt like the devil. God, she'd thought he was never 
going to worm it into her, she was so tight there ... and then there'd been 
a popping sound and there went her cherry, his long, thick cock racing right 
up inside her wanting, moist vaginal passage and filling her like a pregnant 
cow! Wow, what a crazy night that had been. They'd done it for hours, it 
seemed, buthe wouldn't quit until she climaxed, he'd insisted; she hadn't 
because he couldn't hold out. Suddenly, he was shooting his hot, thick sperm 
into her soft belly like a young bull ... and then it was all over, except 
for the roaring fire still flaming inside her.


With the effect of the pot and all, she wouldn't have cared if her parents 
had been spectators; she would have fingered herself to completion right in 
front of them just the way she did while Jerry lustfully watched her. And 
each time after, when she'd tried it with other guys, it'd been the same: 
she'd had to finish herself. So, who needed them, and for what? They were 
all alike. . only concerned with their own satisfying pleasure, never the 
poor girl's!


She couldn't help but wonder why, after those over-all disappointing 
sessions, along with the situation at home, that girls ever tied themselves 
to a guy for keeps. It just didn't make sense!


* * *


Miss Arlen had the right idea. No husband to boss her around or lead her to 
the bed whenever he got the hots. She really had it made, being a music 
teacher. .,. independent and all, Shelly thought, as she turned onto the 
cul-de-sac and her lovely blonde employer's house came into view. She was 
really a beautiful girl, too ... terrific shape and all ... the way she had 
looked in that cute little jersey and mini-skirt....


Shelly thought about that as she approached the front door, a little 
quivering sensation unexplainably fluttering in her belly. Strange, she 
recalled, wondering why she might have done it, taking off her bra and 
changing into that brief, sexy skirt with music lessons still to give...? 
But then, she was reaching for the door-knob, her unanswered question 
momentarily side-lined . .,. No use of ringing and disturbing her if she was 
teaching. She'd just walk in and tap on the studio door..


"There, does that feel better, dear?" Jan soothingly asked as she fluffed 
the pillow beneath Dickie Edward's head, then walked to the foot of the bed 
to slip off his loafers. "Your face is still flushed. Are you sure you don't 
want me to call your mother?"


The boy swallowed tightly and shook his head. "N-No," he managed. "I-I'll be 
fine in a minute," he added, deciding to let her think he really was sick 
... anything to get another look up under her skirt! "Besides ... my mom 
isn't home this afternoon. S-She went into L.A. shopping .


"Oh ... well, don't you worry, darling. Jan'll take care of you," she 
replied, elated with his bit of news. It meant that there would be no 
phone-calls or interruptions from that witch, wondering where her Dickie-boy 
was. Then, the lewd urge to sensually taunt him further made her turn her 
back to him and bend down to pick up his loafers and place them together 
under the bed.


Dickie gaped in breathless awe at the incredulously arousing sight she 
presented to him! He'd begun to wonder if maybe he hadn't gotten too much 
sun after all and was just imagining that he had really seen it. . but now 
there was no lingering doubts in his young, wildly excited mind! When she 
had bent over, the tiny skirt had hiked way up until he could clearly see 
her naked, white buttocks spreading slightly with the movement, giving him 
another bird's-eye view of her snug, hair-fringed pussy, as well as the 
tightly puckered little pink hole centered in the deep crevice between! Holy 
crap! He must be losing his buttons! She had to know he could see 
everything! She had to...! Man, his cock was going to break it was so hard 
...!


Then, she was looking down at him and smiling, her lush lips glistening 
moistly from the point of her pink tongue-tip habitually brushing over them. 
Her eyes seemed to sparkle with tiny little flecks of swirling lights and 
she was slowly sitting down on the bed beside him, her soft, warm hand 
reaching out to smooth over his thigh.


"Tell me, darling," she half-whispered in a brand new husky voice. "What did 
you just see?"


Jan felt the tremble of confused emotions tensely cause his whole young body 
to shudder. God, what she was doing to him was considerably less than fair 
game ... but it was her game and she was reveling in it! He couldn't move 
not speak; he was that awe-stricken.


"You sweet darling," she continued to whisper. "I know what's wrong with you 
... and I know what caused it out in the studio ... and what you were just 
looking at. .! Tell me, Baby, did ... did you like what you saw ... and 
would you like to see more . .,. maybe even feel of it...?"


Frig! He was afraid if he tried to say one lousy word he'd scream it right 
out! It was happening, all right, really happening ... ,and she'd known all 
along . .,was doing it on purpose! Holy crap, what was going to happen, 
anyway...?


"Well...? Tell me Precious . .,would you?" Jan leacherously hissed, bending 
down over him until her lovely, passion-incited face was inches from his. 
She began to gently caress his thigh as she lowered her slightly opened lips 
to his, then kissed him, flattening her yielding, full breasts against his 
young, heaving chest.


Dickie Edwards felt as if he might be petrified ... frozen, his whole body 
as stiff as his throbbing cock inside his pants! Oh man ... she was kissing 
him ... really kissing him ... her hot, wet tongue wiggling into his mouth! 
And her tits, they were flattened right out ... spread all over his chest! 
Crap, he'd never kissed a girl before in his life say nothing of feeling 
their tits hot and soft against him, or actually seeing their naked pussy 
and ass the way he had hers! Ooohhh ... he didn't know what to do, but he 
knew he ought to do something, because he didn't want her to stop ... not 
ever, ever ...!


It made little difference to Jan now whether he answered her or not; she 
knew that she was going to possess him. Nothing short of mayhem could stop 
her at that point! Her lecherous desire for him, spiked by the added 
stimulant of the vodka, had taken complete, lust-filled control of her. Had 
she wanted to, she knew she couldn't fight it. Ardently, she smothered his 
fair, young face with hot kisses, her caressing hand on his thigh moving 
pointedly to his straining, teenaged penis inside the tight-fitting jeans. 
She felt him tremble and gasp to her touch, an intense sensation of passion 
rocketing through her churning belly and loins as she teasingly traced the 
length of his thick young hardness with thumb and forefinger.


"Oh Dickie ... it feels so big and stiff to Jan ... all cramped up in there 
like that," she hissed against his panting mouth. "It must hurt ... Let me 
take it out for you, Baby...."


"Oohhhh ... hhh!" the confused boy grunted in still frightened, mounting 
tension, the feel of her soft hand first caressing, then suddenly unzipping 
his fly to slip all the way inside the cotton of his shorts and smooth over 
the sparse-haired, trembling flesh of his pelvis, whipping his breath away. 
Then, her warm, velvety fingers were wrapping right around it, almost 
completely destroying him!


Cripes almighty! What was she going to do to him? Crazy tingles of 
never-before excitement charged through his groin to burst into his belly! 
Oh man! She had his cock right out in her hand, and ... she was stroking it 
just the way he did to himself! Ooohh ... up and down ... sliding its loose 
outer-skin back and forth ... and ... and oh shit, she was feeling of his 
balls ...!


"Mmmm, Dickie darling ... you feel so good to your Jan," she hotly breathed 
against his lips, the terrific aroma and taste of her about to flip his 
skull. "Why don't we both take all of our clothes off and get comfortably 
naked, ... so we can see and play with each other to our heart's content? 
Would you like to do that, Baby ... to see and play with Jan's secret places 
while she does the same to you .:..?"


Again, Dickie couldn't answer. He felt as if someone had taken steel-wool to 
his throat! She was smiling beautifully down at him, her moistened lush lips 
that had been kissing his, still half-opened so that he could see her pretty 
white teeth. And her long-lashed, greyish-green eyes were sparkling with a 
billion explosions! Oh God ... he knew he shouldn't, that it was wrong and 
his mom would go right out of her mind if she ever found out. . but he was 
going to! He was! Nothing like this had ever happened to him before, and he 
was going to do whatever she said! She'd said he could ... see and play with 
her secret places ... her pussy ... her tits, and ass ...!


She arose from the bed then, and slowly began to raise her pull-over above 
her head! He gasped aloud when it kept going higher and higher, until 
finally, her fully rounded white breasts with their hardened pink nipples 
were revealed to him, right before his young, feverish eyes. The two, 
lusciously tipped mounds swayed provocatively to the taunting undulation of 
her curved hips when she unzipped the tiny skirt and wiffled it downward 
over them ... her dimpled navel, the small fleshy bowl of her belly . .,. 
then ... the sparse blondish-hair at its base and between her legs gradually 
coming into exciting view! Now, for sure, he could see its pink crevice 
right there between the full, white columns of her slightly tanned thighs 
... the first cunt he had really ever seen in his whole life! Man, he was 
going to go ape ... he was sure of it ...!


Jan's lecherous desire had reached that wildly inflamed point where only 
lewdness and lustful acts filled her liquor-glazed mind. She moved toward 
her teenaged prey lying motionless on the bed and staring in apprehensive 
frustration up at her, his stiffened young cock still protruding from his 
opened fly the way she had left it. She reached down and took his wrists, 
drawing him upward to his feet, then placed both his tremulous hands on her 
thrusting white breasts, while with her own, she reached down and warmly 
clasped his swollen young rod of throbbing hardness again.


"Now, Precious, Jan's going to undress you," she whispered, kissing him 
first as she tenderly stroked his youthful thick cock, before beginning to 
unbutton his shirt.


Her loins and belly were seething with lustful desire as he stood 
subserviantly before her, letting her do as she wished with him, defenseless 
against the seductive charms of her voluptuous, naked body. His young hands 
explored her tingling breasts with hot, teenaged eagerness as she undressed 
him, their timid clumsiness letting her know that he was still virginal for 
her.


Jan removed his shirt and kissed his young chest, teasingly laving the tiny 
nipples of his developing pectoral muscles with her damp tongue-tip. 
Trailing it downward over his belly and navel, she slowly lowered to her 
knees and unhitched his belt. She felt his intake of breath as she tugged 
both jeans and shorts down over his slender, boyish hips and lean buttocks, 
her fervid eyes feasting on his upward-arched, rigid young cock jutting 
nakedly out from the scant, hair-sprinkled pelvis, while his filling 
teenaged balls virilely swayed between his strong, muscular legs.


God! He was a beautiful delicious boy!


Unable to hold herself back any longer, Jan leaned forward and kissed the 
purple tip of his young pulsating cock, extending her pink tongue so that he 
could see it wriggling into the tiny split, while she tenderly caressed and 
cupped his sperm-bloating, testicles. Again and again, she kissed and 
tongued it's fiery head, the piquant aroma and spicy taste from the minute 
drops of seminal fluid which had oozed out with his mounting excitement, 
firing her frantically on.


"Uuugghh! Ooohh mannnn...!" Dickie Edwards choked, staggering backwards and 
nearly falling from the imprisoning jeans fettering his ankles. Crap 
almighty! She was actually licking his cock ...!


Jan caught him before he fell, sensing his mind-staggering shock at what she 
was doing to him. She guided him backward to the bed and down onto it, 
easing the garments from his legs. Then, heedlessly spreading them wide 
apart, she caught at his lean hips and drew his buttocks to the edge, 
clasping his young jerking penis between thumb and forefinger at its root to 
pull back its foreskin, slipping her saliva-filled mouth hungrily down onto 
it!


Again, Dickie gasped out a whimpering groan, raising to his elbows to watch 
this beautiful girl who was frantically sucking on his aching cock! He could 
feel her hot, wet tongue swirling around its head like a velvety whirlpool, 
and see the oval of her soft, red-rimmed lips clasped tightly around it. 
Then, her smooth, white cheeks began to move in and out as her pretty 
blonde-head worked slowly up and down in a drawing sensation which he could 
feel all the way into his balls! Oh man ... she was actually sucking his 
prick ... Miss Arlen doing that to him! He'd seen dirty pictures of 
slobby-looking women doing it to men and wondered what it would be like. 
He'd always gotten horny just looking at them, but he'd never imagined it 
would feel anything like this ... especially with someone like Miss Arlen 
doing it! And ... oh shit ... she was stopping ...!


"Now, Darling, crawl up onto the bed where Jan can get between your legs to 
lick and suck it good for you," she breathlessly hissed. "My God, Baby ... 
it's the most handsome cock I've ever seen! Hurry, precious ... hurry!"


* * *


Shelly Carter was surprised to find Miss Arlen's studio door open and the 
room empty. She thought a moment, wondering where her employer might be. 
Perhaps, her lessons had all been canceled for the afternoon and she was 
lying down. Did she dare to bother her if she was napping...? Damn, her 
father would be fit to be tied if she didn't bring home her pay. She'd just 
have to chance Miss Arlen's anger. It'd be the lesser of the two evils, she 
thought, moving quietly along the hallway toward the open bedroom 
doorway....


Voices ... almost whispering, gasping voices, brought the willowy teenager 
up short of the entranceway. She paused, momentarily listening, not really 
intending to eavesdrop, yet too taken with curosity not to. Then, she heard 
Miss Arlen passionately hiss: "Mmmmm, Dickie lover ... it's such a hard and 
beautiful cock! S-Spread your legs wider apart for Jan ... so she can get 
right over it and suck it good for you...!"


Shelly sensed every muscle in her curvaceous young body grow rigid as the 
lust-filled statement with its lewd four-letter word registered. She froze 
there, her breathing tightening in her chest, her legs temporarily refusing 
to respond. Then, almost immediately she heard the groaning gasp of a male 
... a young male ... a boy!


"Ooohhh ... wh-what are you going to do now?"


"I'm going to make you happy, Dickie sweet," Miss Arlen's sensuous tones 
reached Shelly again. "I'm going to suck it and play with it for you ... 
while you he there and watch me ... Then later, maybe I'll get up over you 
and put it inside my. pussy ... right here! Would you like that, Darling? 
Have you ever fucked a girl?"


Shelly leaned against the wall for support, the unexpected shock from what 
she was hearing actually causing her knees to jell. Not that she wasn't 
familiar with sex and all of its luridly inciting terms; yet to visualize 
her beautiful blonde employer not only indulging, but if she'd heard right, 
orally so ... and with a boy ... was just about enough to knock the props 
from in underher..!


N-NO ... I ... I've never done it to anybody...!" the near-simpering boyish 
voice reached the short-haired, young brunette's now intensively listening 
ears.


"Nor had it sucked before .,. like I just did for you?"


"N-No ... never ... honest, Miss Arlen!"


"Maybe you don't want me to do it anymore? Maybe, you'll just run home and 
tell your mother, or someone else the moment you leave me?" Jan's 
throaty-voiced questions drifted out to the tensed, listening girl.


"No ... I mean yes ... that is, I want you to do it! And I promise, I'll 
never tell anyone! Honest to God, I won't...."


There was a momentary silence, then Shelly heard their movements on the bed 
and realized that she was trembling all over with excitement. Boy, wasn't 
she the clever one, thought. . beautiful Miss Arlen ... undoubtedly seducing 
him, then making him promise to keep it a secret! A boy, yet. . not a man, 
but a boy ... and it had to be Dickie Edwards, because his lesson was at 
two-o'clock on Thursdays! Wow ... this she had to see with her own eyes!


CHAPTER THREE


Shelly Carter was already too much a part of the young, rebellious 
generation to feel more than a strong sensual arousal at what she saw when 
she peeked through the partially opened doorway at the lewd spectacle taking 
place on Janice Arlen's bed. Carefully, she moved herself into a voyeuristic 
position and stared at the pair of naked white bodies involved.


She sensed her mouth going dry as her dark-eyes avidly swept over her 
employer's voluptuous beauty hunched down on all-fours between Dickie 
Edward's widespread legs, her pretty, lust-twisted face just above his 
loins! The older blonde girl's full, pink-tipped breasts were hanging and 
swaying above him, while her rounded white buttocks were exposed enticingly 
toward the doorway, their erotically presented nakedness causing a tingling 
sensation to ripple through Shelly. She wasn't surprised at Miss Arlen's 
beautifully proportioned body, only that her satin-like, slightly tanned 
skin, even the ivory-white that her bikini had kept from the sun, was so 
smooth and soft looking. Then, her eyes focused almost eagerly on the 
silken, blondish curls fringing the lips of her completely revealed pussy, 
its narrow ribbon of pink flesh moist between them, and finally the 
coral-hued rosette of her tiny anus centering the smooth crevice separating 
the ovaled white mounds of her raised buttocks. Again, a twinge of kinkled 
sensation fluttered through her incited young belly.


Shelly hardly dared to breathe for fear of being discovered, as weird, 
almost jealous emotions began to ferment inside her. It was a crazy feeling 
and one that she couldn't remember having experienced before. Damn, she was 
no lesbian ... at least, to her knowledge she was not! She'd never tried to 
make-it with another girl, or even thought of doing such a thing. . had she 
... or had she...? She swallowed tightly, a wave of undeniable entrancement 
sweeping through her at the alluring sight of the naked, long-haired 
blonde-girl's beautiful body in its lustful pose between Dickie Edwards 
spread-open legs. Jan moved then, but only slightly, yet enough for Shelly 
to see the husky thickness of the boy's hardened, fiery-headed cock!


She felt her young eyes urgently locking on the lengthy rod of white flesh 
which Miss Arlen gently held between thumb and forefinger at its base, and 
as Jan moved again, she was able to see his bloated young testicles beneath! 
Further sensations of excitement whipped through her, its masculine 
appearance wholly confusing her. God, it was as big as any she had ever 
seen, and he was only fourteen ...!


Wildly, the turmoil within her continued to mount when she saw Dickie 
raising his head to watch, his good-looking teenaged face contorted in an 
almost painful grimace. Carefully, she held herself motionless so as not to 
draw his attention. God, she had to see this ... watch Miss Arlen actually 
suck his cock, the mere idea sending fervid tremors of sensual desire racing 
through her! Mother, this was just too much ... and she couldn't even 
understand her own confused feelings...! Like if she was really jealous, 
which one was she jealous of?


She had only to look at Jan Arlen to sense the intensive fire which had to 
be burning in her soft white belly and between her shapely legs. Her greedy, 
cat-like eyes seemed to engorge themselves on the poling length of hardness 
that was nearly touching her lips!


Jan continued to visually devour the beautiful boy-cock while she gently 
stroked it and caressed his soft, sperm-bloating balls, wanting to savor the 
last second of sensual expectancy before plunging down onto it. But she 
couldn't stand to wait any longer!


"Now, Darling! God, I'm going to suck your sweet cock until it explodes its 
hot cum forme!" she gasped, staring lecherously up at him. Now, baby ... 
now!


"Unnhhh ... ohhhh crappp!" Dickie helplessly grunted, new chills charging 
along his spine as she lowered closer to it while he watched wide-eyed. Her 
lush, wet lips parted, then enclosed the moist, pulsing glans of his 
teenaged penis in a warm, lip-locking pressure that caused his entire naked 
body to spasmodically convulse. He moaned out again, thrusting upward with 
involuntary response, shoving his swollen hardness forcefully between her 
ovaly clasping lips. He watched them tighten like an elastic band around it 
just below the head, straining his neck higher to gape at the sight of it 
captured in her hotly sucking mouth!


Her warm glistening lips pursed into a tiny O as she drew up off the spongy 
tip, then she started to lick it as if it were a delicious stick of candy. 
Her eager little tongue began to brush and lave it all over, from its 
prickling root along its underside to the coronal ridge viscidly protruding 
from its pulled-back foreskin. Dickie gaped with open mouth as she washed, 
played, and caressed his aching prick with every lapping stroke, then 
tongued her way back down to its base and below to the smooth, soft flesh of 
his teeming balls! Saliva excitedly dribbled down her tongue when she licked 
his churning testicles with hot, sweeping strokes, causing Shelly to nearly 
gasp out in her own mounting excitement.


The willowy young brunette could hardly believe it when she saw Miss Arlen 
lewdly raising his legs and press them back until his knees touched his 
chest! A maddening tremor brushed over the never-ends of her aroused young 
body as she saw that the lurid position exposed his tight, brownish anus and 
that the lovely girl was trailing her wet tongue along the corded ridge 
between his widespread, lean white buttocks! She tauntingly circled the 
puckered little hole, tongue-painting his inner buttocks and finally 
stiffening its tip like a baby's pink penis in an effort to penetrate the 
tiny, puckered lips of his palpitating rectum!! God ... and she thought she 
knew what it was to be hot! Wow ... she'd never even realized what it was 
all about. . but her sexy blonde employer sure did! She looked as if she 
were just about ready to blow all of her fuses!


Jan's belly and loins were, in fact, an inferno of frenzied sensations at 
the forbiddenness of her lecherous ravishment. They seethed with thrilling, 
erotic flames which were more avid than she could even remember. God, it had 
been so long ... so long! The delicious, sweet piquancy of his youthful 
genitals was driving her to the point of climax with just the thought of her 
lecherous seduction alone! The luscious darling, he was so helpless ... so 
completely subject to her slightest whim! Yes and she had to suck his 
boy-sperm into her waiting throat and belly! That was the ultimate ... to 
coax and swallow the nectar from their youthful loins!


Quickly, she trailed her hot tongue back over his sperm-inflated, young 
balls, upward along the shaft of hardened flesh to its pulsating, rubbery 
head, slipping her lips wetly down over it once more. Oh ... ecstasy ... 
erotic ecstasy! And there would be many more hours like this with him! He 
belonged to her now, and he would come to her whenever she wanted him! 
Delicious, sweet boy-cock!


Dickie could think of nothing but what she was doing to him, and the way she 
looked hunched down between his widely scissored-open legs, her soft white 
nakedness rippling all over as she sucked his throbbing cock like crazy! Her 
long, tumbling blonde-hair was fanned over his belly like silken, spun gold, 
making him think of a fairy-book princess! Man ... oh man, he had to shoot 
his stuff soon or he'd blow his mind for sure!


She was still holding his aching prick with two fingers clasped at its base 
while she steadily sucked it, moving her grotesquely ovaled mouth 
rhythmically up and down and using that twisting motion of her tongue at the 
peak of each upstroke. He tensed his pelvic muscles, uncontrollably pushing 
his loins up at her face. She moaned and began to suck harder, nipping now 
and then with her little white teeth and making him whimper out, his cock 
bloodless beneath her scraping suck and a rich purple at its smooth, spongy 
tip!


From the concealment of the partially closed door, Shelly couldn't resist 
the movement of her own slender hands to the firm fullness of her naked, 
supple breasts beneath the loose shirt. Excitedly, she began to massage them 
in a cupping, circular caress, trapping their tingling nipples between her 
fingers to knead and pull in her whetted voyeuristic heat. God ... what 
would it taste like ... feel like in her mouth? And what would Jan Arlen do 
when he squirted his cum ... let it shoot right into her mouth? That's what 
a girl was expected to do ... she knew that. . let the hot, white jism flood 
her mouth until she had to swallow it down into her belly! Oh damn, she was 
getting so frigging hot! She choked back a moan and dropped one hand down to 
the soft give of her vaginal mound and the moistened, flushed lips of her 
pussy between her hotly prickling thighs. Through the faded, thin material 
of the tight, cut-off jeans, she began to rub herself there, undulating her 
hips and buttocks against the pressure of her stimulating hand and fingers 
as she covetously watched the lovely girl's ever-increasing passion!


Now, Jan was slipping her hands beneath the cheeks of Dickie's buttocks, 
lifting them while she frenziedly plunged her mouth down onto his thick, 
teenaged cock! God almighty, it was completely disappearing right up into 
her mouth ... all of it! Cripes, it had to be reaching the tightness of her 
throat, while her nose and lips were brushing against the sparse pubic-hair 
of his pelvis!


Shelly couldn't take anymore; she was going to flip if she didn't release 
the seething tension building in her inflamed loins and belly! Giddily, she 
tugged open the front of the home-made shorts, pulling aside the tiny strip 
of her damp, nylon panties. She felt the soft, silkiness of her own 
pubic-curls, then the wet, tight lips of her feverish cunt palpitating 
against the tip of her caressing fingers. Her breath quickened as she drew 
them apart, exposing the innerflesh of her teenaged pussy to the soothing 
air before sinking her middle finger deep into the hotly clasping mouth of 
her wet vaginal channel. She sighed uncontrollably, knowing a tiny measure 
of momentary relief!


Lustfully, the fired teenaged girl concentrated on the pair of naked white 
bodies that had begun to glisten with perspiration from their furious 
sensual exertion. The curvaceous music-teacher's wanton tongue with its 
final swiping lick was making the violent, purple head of Dickie's young 
cock fervently vibrate and jerk. Shelly watched her frenzied labors, the 
beautiful, hanging white breasts rippling and dancing beneath her pumping 
body. Her clasping, sucking mouth was misshapenly filled with his thick, 
boy-hardness, her lush inner-lips clinging revealingly as if her mouth was 
about to turn inside out each time she sucked up off it! Then, Dickie jerked 
his trembling loins further up at her face, until he was arched off the bed! 
Shelly gasped, but went unheard, her breathing quickening at the 
incredulously salacious spectacle of Miss Arlen's small hands clutching at 
Dickie's young, raised buttocks and his thick cock completely submerged in 
her bizzarely sucking mouth and throat!


The searing tongues of fire bellowed to a keener heat inside the pantingly 
excited girl. Desperately, she changed positions, quickly pulling free her 
finger and rolling her shorts and panties down over her rounded white hips 
to her knees. She leaned forward, assuming a lewd, angled position that 
allowed her to reach back over her naked buttocks to the wet, hair-fringed 
lips and plunge several fingers into the throbbing depths of her burning, 
teenaged cunt. Then, with her other hand, she began to stroke the tiny bud 
of her quivering clitoris from the front, immediate sensations of mounting 
pressure beginning to blissfully build in her hotly glowing loins and 
quaking belly! Wildly, she watched, as from the bed, the groans increased, 
accompanied by rhythmic movements of growing intensity, and she crammed her 
fingers into the wet heat of her tight vagina while massaging her tiny 
clitoris in tempo to the maddening cadence of the blonde girl's frantic 
sucking ...!


Dickie Edwards had the crazy feeling that he was going to burst like a 
two-cent balloon! Miss Arlen had wedged both hands beneath the cheeks of his 
ass, lifting them while she plunged her mouth down on his almost numbed cock 
with a frenzy. Frig! It was completely vanishing right up into her mouth ... 
all of it. . going into the back of her throat for Christ's sake ... her 
nose and lips brushing against the hairs on his belly! Oh man ... man ... it 
was just too much!


Her crazy tongue with that final swiping lick was making his cock-head jerk 
and throb until he didn't think he could stand it any longer! He gaped at 
her breasts ... those terrific white, rounded tits, jouncing and dancing 
beneath her pumping body, the sight adding to his mounting climax! But. . 
but she hadn't let him feel of them, or her pussy like she'd promised ... 
and man, he wanted to ... only ... that gnawing sensation was starting in 
his balls!


His brain raced wildly, filling with scraps of thoughts ... like maybe next 
time she'd let him, and he could feel of her soft, white ass and belly too! 
Ooohh, crap ... crap ... in a minute he wouldn't care anymore ... but then 
tomorrow he would ... yeah ... he knew he would tomorrow! He stared at her 
pretty face stuffed with his throbbing cock, her absorbing mouth sucking 
hungrily on it, her smooth white cheeks puffing in and out as she pulled. He 
jerked his pelvis tighter up to her face, until he was right off the bed, 
his throat and mouth flannel-dry. Wow ... oh wow! His aching prick felt as 
if it were going to shatter into a million pieces any second!


Frig! Frig! Frig! It was going to happen now!


His pumping hardness was going to blow it right into her mouth!


Furiously, the teenaged boy began to writhe his hips, tangling his hands in 
her long blonde-hair to hold her there as the hot sperm erupted deep down in 
his testicles and began to race the length of his wildly jerking penis!


"Uuugghhhh!" he groaned out a passionate whimper between clenched teeth. 
"N-Now .. here it cuuummss...!"


His thick young cock lurched into a violent spasm that flooded Jan's 
voraciously sucking mouth with gush after gush of his white, hot boy-sperm. 
It bloated her cheeks with every delicious, seething squirt as omniverously, 
she swallowed moaning around his pumping young cock while her own insane 
climax overwhelmed her. Like the voyeuristic teenage girl secretly watching 
from the doorway as she, too, trembled in the throes of ecstatic orgasm, Jan 
plunged her hand between her soft thighs into the liquid flesh of her 
steaming hot cunt, tweaking and stroking her palpitating clitoris.


She was still sucking and nibbling on his deflating young penis long after 
the front door silently opened and closed behind Shelly Carter's trembling 
teenaged body ... and long after the youthful cock had shriveled into 
uselessness in her still sucking mouth....


CHAPTER FOUR


Frank Trumble, a tall, slender man in his mid-forties and a successful real 
estate broker in Shale Canyon, brought up the name of Jan Arlen when he, 
with his two compatriots, were walking toward the clubhouse from the 
eighteenth green. The conversation, as usual, had been following its 
customary vein ... their female conquests of the past, near-past, and 
hopeful future. They were lechers of position in the wealthy, suburban 
community, philandering professional men whose ego demanded that they boast 
of their infidelities to one another, certain that their respective, 
social-minded wives of too many years would not be an appreciative audience.


"I'll tell you one thing, she's the most luscious creature this town has 
seen in the dozen years we've been here," Frank Trumble said, a sly grin 
tugging at his thin-lipped mouth. "Of course, Helen probably wouldn't agree 
with me, but then she seldom does on anything."


Gus Edwards, a big, heavy-set man with a shock of premature white hair, 
red-veined cheeks and liquor-tainted grey-eyes, chuckled in response. 
Whenever the real estate broker mentioned his thirty-five year old, 
red-headed wife, the big man couldn't help but secretly think how little his 
friend knew about his chosen mate. Not only was she a well-built bitch, but 
she was the best fuck of their whole damned crowd, and he ought to know....


"She's a doll, all right, but Jenny tells me she's one of these women's lib 
advocates," Harry Evans, a fat and bald, forty-seven year old attorney and 
local political figure put in. "From what I read about those broads, you 
might as well try to make it with a nun."


Again, Gus Edwards chuckled. He could appreciate that comparison, having 
been raised and steeped in the faith; nevertheless, such remarks invariably 
rankled him. He glanced sharply over at the shorter fat man who was grinning 
at his own quip. A hell of a lot that tub-of-shit wife of his knew about 
woman's lib or anything else. She was too taken up with her women's clubs 
and the goddamned wine-bottle to make an intelligent statement. Besides, she 
was probably pissed because she couldn't get to her. Hadn't Mavis told him 
several times that the fat, buggy-eyed bitch was always trying to get a hand 
on her?


"Doesn't your boy take piano lessons from Janice Arlen, Gus?" Frank Trumble 
asked as they neared the clubhouse.


"Yeah," the dentist nodded, "and he seems to be doing pretty well."


"Hell, that's not what I'm getting at, man," the broker stretched his thing 
tipped smile. "Seems as if that ought to give you reason to pay her a little 
visit ... you know, to discuss his progress, or some other such line of 
crap."


"And have Mavis get wind of it?" Gus grunted, tossing him a disgusted look. 
"I doubt like hell if she'd buy my taking a sudden interest in Dickie's 
music lessons as a likely story. That wife of mine's got a keen head, Frank. 
And I like to keep things as peaceful as I can at home."


"You mean, she doesn't trust you as far as she could throw a bull, is that 
it, Gus?" Harry Evans added with a snigger.


"Well, let's just say that what she doesn't know for fact isn't about to 
upset the castle. She can think a lot of things, but being able to prove 
them is another story," the big man replied with a smug expression.


"Well. . I'd still give a sizeable commission to get into the gorgeous Miss 
Arlen's hot little panties," Frank Trumble said, his dark-eyes lustfully 
glittering with his thoughts. "Christ, what a lovely, tight-looking ass 
she's got! I saw her down-town shopping the other day and walked around with 
a hard-on for two hours after."


"Why didn't you go home and throw a quickie into Helen? Harry Evans 
suggested, lewdly smirking, his own conception of fucking Frank Trumble's 
wife a stimulating vision he'd privately nourished for years.


"Ha ... you don't know my wife very well, Harry. The noonie stuff went out 
right after the honeymoon all those years ago," Frank said with a shake of 
his head. "I think probably that's the advantage of these wife-swapping 
arrangements the young people go for nowdays. You know, it's all agreed on 
and understood. And if a fellow suddenly feels the urge, like in the middle 
of the day, he gives one of the wives a call, sets it up and pays her a 
visit. You know, kind of a share and share alike program with everybody 
profiting."


"Yeah ... I can just see Jenny going for that," Evans commented as he parked 
the golf-cart he'd been pulling, while the others did the same.


"She might surprise you, Harry," Gus Edwards said, winking at Frank Trumble, 
and imagining the heavy-set woman calling up one of the wives for herself.


"I've always said that nothing she could do would surprise me, Gus," the 
lawyer answered, "but that, by God would! When it comes to sex-desire, I'm 
afraid poor Jenny was short-changed...."


"Aw, come on, Harry. All she needs is a little variety," Frank Trumble said, 
picking up Gus' taunting and winking back at the big man. "Tell you what, 
why don't you ask her when you go home? In fact, we'll ask all of them! 
Hell, that's just what we need ... a good swap club. Maybe, we can even talk 
the Arlen doll into joining us! Damn, just imagine throwing your cock into 
that, Harry...?"


"You've got rocks in your head, Frank!" Harry Evans exclaimed, looking at 
his friend and trying to read the smile the other was working at 
surpressing.


"Hell, just think of all the whore-money you'd save, Harry?" Gus put in, 
pretending at seriousness, while at the same time he wondered if Frank 
Trumble was actually putting out feelers. Forgetting Evans and his 
repulsive, fat-assed wife, a little swap-party between the Trumbles and 
themselves wouldn't be such a bad deal now and then. It'd do away with all 
the secret meetings in L.A. he and Helen went through at least once a month, 
and certainly Mavis needed something to spur her ass out of the doldrums it 
had settled into the past few years....


"Sure, why don't you just ask Jenny how she feels about it, Harry?" Frank 
Trumble went on, enjoying pulling the other's leg, even as the more 
provocative thought of crawling between the attractive Mavis Edward's 
shapely, wide-spread thighs caused lustful sensations to begin gnawing at 
his loins. Yeah, why not...? Helen might just listen to the idea too...! 
After all, neither one of them was getting much out of their fucking these 
days ... in fact, hadn't been for a damned long time! Maybe this was what 
they needed, a little agreed upon inovation to spice things up! Hell, it 
could be the answer for the four of them, and as things developed maybe they 
could promote-another couple or two? Damn ... it was just too bad that 
Janice Arlen wasn't married....


"Come on, my turn to buy the drinks," Harry Evans said with a shake of his 
bald head. "The way you guys are talking, you need it, too!"


Both Gus and Frank laughed loudly as they exchanged good-natured back-slaps, 
while simultaneously their brains continued to independently cultivate the 
lewd program they had implanted in each other's mind.


It was inevitable, they both knew, that they would discuss it later ... 
alone....


* * *


"All I know is what I hear, girls," Helen Trumble said, sipping at her 
scotch-soda and puffing at a cigarette. She sat with her well-shaped legs 
crossed, the mini-skirt hardly covering the smooth, rounded flesh of her 
naked thighs as she gazed across the living room at her two golf-widow 
friends. "They say she has no male callers ... female either, for that 
matter, no one except her students or their parents, and that she's seldom 
seen out anywhere other than shopping."


"So...? What are you getting at, Helen?" Mavis Edwards questioned, feeling 
some ridiculous urge to protect the reputation of her son's music teacher. 
She, too, nursed a scotch-soda and smoked a cigarette, her slacks-covered 
legs stretched out before where she sat on the davenport. She couldn't help 
the narrowing of her ash-rimmed eyes that were near-glowering at the mention 
of Janice Arlen's respectability. Not that she gave a damn about the girl 
personally, but she was Dickie's music teacher which made the girl a part of 
her own well-ordered domain, however remotely connected, and to Mavis' way 
of thinking, a reflection upon herself.


"Well, it is just a little unusual, don't you think, Mavis?" Helen said 
dragging deep from her cigarette, then letting out the smoke as she talked. 
"I mean, a lovely young girl like her with no husband or boyfriends...?"


"Maybe she just dislikes sex," Mavis retorted, prefering to get off the 
subject. "Some women do, I understand."


"That's not quite natural either, is it?" the fetching red-head pursued, 
aware that she had touched a tender spot with her chestnut-haired friend. 
God, she thought, it was no wonder Gus ran around the way he did; she was so 
outwardly straight-laced and possessive ... and lousy in bed, too, according 
to her now-and-then lover.


"Well, from what I've heard, she's one of those women's lib champions, and 
to my way of thinking she can't be all bad," Jenny Evans put in, following 
her statement with a sip of port and crossing her fat, nylon-covered legs. 
She ran her tongue over her thick, red-rouged lips, the glint in her small 
dark eyes almost sparkling as she looked down her parrotish nose at each 
girl in turn. "Frankly, I'm all for their cause and think that more of us 
women should be."


"Which has nothing to do with what we're talking about, Jenny," Helen 
Trumble said, pointedly adding: "except that it helps to underline a more 
unsavory aspect. Isn't that group ridden with lesbians?"


Mavis sensed her own cheeks blushing along with Jenny's but purely in 
sympathy. My God, what a thing to say and right in the woman's own house! 
The remark hadn't been necessary, even though the both of them had discussed 
and concluded that their over-weight friend probably leaned that way. But 
that was a part of Helen Trumble's too often cruel and thoughtless 
character, and the part that Mavis very much disliked.


"I doubt that!" Jenny snapped, recovering herself. "But even if it is so, 
there are worse things I can think of!"


"Such as...?" Helen prodded, managing to display her usual unruffled tone.


"Such as any married woman being unfaithful to her husband," Jenny replied, 
her own voice smoothing into a new calmness. "That, to me, is the least of 
all forgiveable acts ... unless of course, the husband is playing around. 
Then, I take the woman's lib viewpoint. No double standards. What's sauce 
for the goose, etcetera...."


There was more between them, but Mavis lost the details momentarily as her 
mind flooded with vivid memories of her shopping tour in L.A., the afternoon 
before. He'd been a young man and she'd let him pick her up in the hotel 
lounge where she was having lunch. He'd claimed to be a salesman, said his 
name was Mike, and had bought her a half-dozen drinks before inviting her up 
to his suite. Of course, she had gone; why else did she go into the city 
every few weeks? God, she was only thirty-eight and a long ways from being 
sexually over the hill ... yet, it was absolutely nothing anymore with Gus! 
And Mike ... he'd been such a wonderful lover. . young and handsome ... his 
long, thick cock racing in and out of her needing pussy like a hardened 
greased firebrand, taking her again and again into misty clouds of blissful 
ecstasy!


"What's your opinion, Mavis?'. Helen was directing to her, interrupting her 
erotic reverie.


"I'm sorry, girls ... I. . I guess my mind was elsewhere for a minute," she 
apologized, leaning forward. "What was it you asked?"


"You haven't been listening...?" Helen questioned, her eyes widening. "Well, 
to repeat the gist of our conversation, Mrs. Edwards, Helen and I are both 
of the opinion that Miss Arlen should be looked into. After all, she is 
working with our young people ... your own son, for example, Mavis, and it 
seems that we should know more about her. We, our husbands and ourselves, 
have quite an investment in the Canyon, and it seems to me that we should 
protect it from any distasteful element ... don't you agree?"


"Why ... why yes, of course, Helen," Mavis answered, confused. "But I don't 
quite see what you're getting at with Janice Arlen? You say distasteful...?


"Naturally, I don't mean that quite as harshly as it sounds," the fetching 
red-head hastened to add. "I'm merely suggesting that we learn a bit more 
regarding our voluptuous neighbor. After all, she is single, young and 
beautiful, and we all have husbands who are nothing short of being men. Now, 
if that isn't clear enough, I'll say that I, for one, intend to protect my 
investment. . which is the Mr. Frank Trumble, husband and sometimes playboy, 
though he's not aware that I know about the latter. In short, I believe it 
would be wise if you girls joined forces with me. After all, dolls, you've 
got as much to lose as I have...."


"I think she's right, Mavis," Jenny Evans agreed, draining the wine from her 
glass and pouring again out of the half-empty decanter. Her eyes had begun 
to gleam as she spoke. "It's not that I'm worried so much about Harry. God, 
he's just about at the end of his rope .,. . and that's looking more feeble 
everyday, but we do have the young people she is teaching, like your Dickie, 
to consider. Now, my idea is for one of us to pay her a little visit. . a 
social call more or less, and see what we can learn. Personally, I have the 
time and would be quite willing...."


"Wait," Helen interrupted, holding up her hand. "The fellows just drove in. 
Let's hold this conversation until tomorrow afternoon. We can get together 
at my house if you like...?"


"Say about two-ish?" the plump woman quickly suggested. i


"Fine," Helen replied. "How about you Mavis?"


"Very well ... I'll be there ... but I still don't get the reasoning behind 
it all...."


"Shhhhh ... here they come...."


CHAPTER FIVE


Jan had never actually known remorse following one of her seductions. There 
had been occasions when fear of discovery had kept her on a nervous keel the 
following day, and times like this Friday morning when she suffered with a 
hangover from the liquor she had consumed throughout the remainder of the 
afternoon and evening after Dickie had left. She was not worried, however, 
that her little darling was about to share his lustful secret with anyone. 
Surprisingly enough, he hadn't been ashamed when it was all over, and was 
pleased when she kissed him at the door, then whispered that next time they 
would do all the things she had promised.


Now, she smiled to herself as she lie in bed, though her head felt as if it 
were about to burst. She had taken two aspirin and was on her second 
vodka-tonic, having long-since learned that a bit-of-the-hair-of-the-dog was 
truly a remedy ... at least it was for her. She could hear Shelly's voice on 
the telephone, phoning her student's homes as she instructed and canceling 
all lessons for the day....


"Yes, man ... Miss Arlen isn't feeling at all well ... A touch of the flu, 
she thinks, Mrs. Harvey ... Yes, I'll tell her, and thank you...."


The girl was quite capable, Jan thought as she listened to her proficiently 
handling the task. She stretched languorously in the bed, the thin 
satin-sheet alone covering her nakedness. Once more, she sipped from the 
glass, mentally noting that her vile headache was beginning to subside. 
Really, she needed an extra day's rest once in awhile, one in which she did 
nothing but good-off and lazily lie around, not even bothering to get 
dressed. Shelly could fix her some breakfast and lunch when she was ready 
for it....


"I've called them all, Miss Arlen," the tall lissome girl informed from the 
doorway in her young, throaty voice, her slender fingers combing at her 
short hair. "No problems," she added, her dark-eyes discerningly sweeping 
over Jan's outlined curves beneath the covering sheet.


"Thank you, Shelly. You can just go on with your regular cleaning if you 
like," Jan said. "Everything but this room...."


"I forgot to pick up my check yesterday, Miss Arlen," the teenager calmly 
interrupted.


"Oh ... I'm terribly sorry, Shelly. I forgot all about it," Jan apologized. 
"I hope it didn't cause you too much inconvenience?"


"With the exception of my father's flying into a rage, none at all," she 
replied, matter-of-factly. "I forgot it, too; then after I'd left, I 
remembered, and came back."


For a long moment, Jan weighed her words, watching the unmoving willowy 
figure framed in the open doorway, subconsciously noting that it was briefly 
covered with the same garments that had adorned it yesterday. The attractive 
teenager's statement struck a dischording note of possible meaning then, and 
reflexively, the blonde girl raised to her elbows, the sheet being 
concealingly held in place by the tiny peaks of her semi-hardened, pink 
nipples. A sinking sensation gripped at the base of her belly as she stared 
into the shrewd, calculating eyes of her young curvaceous employee.


"You . .,. you came back...?" Jan finally questioned, surprised at the 
hoarseness of her own voice.


Shelly slowly nodded, her dark-eyes never leaving the older girl's 
slackened, open-mouthed face. She moved silently inside the dooreay then, 
closing the barrier with a soundless effort, she said: "Queer world, isn't 
it, Miss Arlen? Everyone has their particular. . or should I say, perculiar 
desires ... wants ... and hang-ups. Now ... you take me. I really don't ask 
for very much, but it's no good at home and I want to fly the coop. The 
problem is, my old-man never lets me get enough bread together to feather 
out my wings! He's always got his hand out for beer-money. And you know, it 
wouldn't take too much cash to care for Shelly? That is, I'm frugal, Miss 
Arlen. Why .,. . a thousand dollars would probably look after my wants and 
needs for a damn long time ... know what I mean?"


Jan stared at the youthful girl who was slowly approaching her bed, an 
expression of innocence brightening her face. Yes, yes ... the horrifying 
part was that she feared she did know what the teenager meant. . and only 
too well! Blackmail! My God, she'd seen them ...!


"I ... I don't know what you're talking about, Shelly...." Jan said without 
realizing that she'd spoken the words.


The lovely young girl's pretty face broadened in smile. "Oh, come on now, 
Miss Arlen. Games are fun up to a point ... but we've played this one out! I 
watched you suck-off Dickie Edwards yesterday afternoon! Now, what the hell 
more do you want me to say? Like ... I'm going to have a chat with his 
mama?"


Jan's arms collapsed, but not before the sheet fell away, leaving her lying 
there with the rounded white mounds of her full breasts completely exposed. 
She was hardly aware of the revelation, but had she looked closely at her 
teenaged blackmailer she would have known that the younger girl was.


Shelly sensed the hot ripples of arousal the sight of Jan Arlen's naked 
white breasts were kindling within her. She thought of how she had lain 
awake the night befon. remembering them, and all of the other soft, feminine 
delicacies the blonde beauty possessed ... but hardly more than she'd 
remembered Dickie Edward's cock! Mother ... what was it with her, anyway? 
Where from here? She hadn't slept all night with the turmoil of it tearing 
at her brain! Male! Female! Both...?


At the moment, she saw only the enticing beauty of the older blonde girl's 
naked white breasts, and the urge to touch them, caress them, even kiss and 
suck them was a growing overwhelming passion inside her. She moved toward 
the bed, silently sitting down on its edge beside the staring older girl.


"Don't worry, Miss Arlen ... Jan...." she half-whispered in her youthful 
husky tones. "I won't sell you out ... if you're nice to me. Look ... she 
said, suddenly reaching into her shirt pocket. "I brought us some pot to 
smoke! It's like heaven compared to that crap you're drinking! I mean, no 
hangover ... nothing but a beautiful ride on the clouds up there ... just 
you and me, all alone today .,. two love-hungry girls with no place to go 
... but to each other!"


Jan heard herself whimper as the teenager lay her hand on the sheet covering 
her rib-cage, then smoothe it upward until it actually touched her exposed 
naked breast! The hot softness of the girl's warm hand against the resilient 
white mound was indescribable! Again, she moaned aloud, her mind a racing 
inferno of trapping, yet, sensually arousing thoughts as the enticing 
teenager began to caressingly massage the fullness of her firmly rounded 
breast with delicious, provoking strokes.


"Wh ... What are you trying to do...?" Jan chokingly questioned. "M-My God, 
Shelly ... I-I'll give you the money to leave ... a thousand dollars...."


"I want more! I want more! Miss Arlen ... Jan, baby...! I want you!" the 
teenager hoarsely whispered. "I want you to eat my cunt the way you .,. you 
sucked Dickie off yesterday! I want that. . and I want to lick your pussy 
while you do it! I don't care what happens ... that's what I want, and 
that's,. . that's what we're going to do...!"


"Oh ... oh, my God!" Jan exclaimed, the phrase more of a vent to her own 
mounting passions than shock at what the girl had said. She had never before 
known the intimate touch of another female, not the understanding warmth it 
could fife within her naked body. She sensed the uncontrollable hot seepage 
that had immediately started to secrete from between her flushing 
pussy-lips, moistening her soft, inner-thighs, and the warming sensations at 
the base of her belly from the young girl's erotically knowing hand. "This 
... this isn't right, Shelly! It isn't, you know ... I-I'm just not that 
type of person ... "


"Type...? Well now...." Shelly hissed, her young dark-eyes narrowing, "Just 
what type would you classify yourself, Honey? I mean, sucking boy-cocks for 
a mature woman must be considered some sort of aberration, wouldn't you 
think?"


Jan continued to stare in disbelief at the younger girl, unable to 
comprehend the aroused sensations her delicate teenaged hand had sensually 
touched off within her. She had never felt so at loss for words in her life, 
not so completely and helplessly entrapped. Suddenly, she realized that she 
was rolling her head back and forth on the pillow in a negative gesture of 
confusion....


"Oh, it's all right, Miss Arlen," Shelly soothed, leaning over her to brush 
a soft, warm hand across her brow and slowly down the line of her cheek, her 
fingertips lightly tracing the almost imperceptible bone structure beneath. 
"I-I've never considered myself that type, as you put it, either ... but 
today, I am ... and you're going to be ... at least, just this once...." She 
sat upright then and reached into her shirt pocket, bringing out two 
brown-papered cylinders, resembling small cigars. Without a word, she found 
a book of matches in the same pocket and lighted one. Then, she said: "Now 
watch me to see how I do it."


Jan did, and in shocked fascination at knowing that the lithe girl was 
boldly puffing on a marijuana cigarette right in her very home ... and that 
shortly, she would be expected by her young blackmailing temptress to do the 
same! My God, could it really be happening? Yes ... yes ... she could 
actually smell the almost sickning sweet aroma of the cannabis resin . .,. 
pure hashish! Somewhere, she had read that. .,!


"Slowly at first, Honey," Shelly said, placing the burning weed between 
Jan's fingers. Then, she lighted the other one. "Like this," she instructed 
once more, drawing on it gently, but deeply, inhaling in the same manner.


Jan could never answer even to herself why she did it, but it was as if she 
knew there was no alternative, and hesitantly, she did as the youthful, 
dark-eyed girl instructed, surprised that the taste was strange but not 
unpleasant. She watched Shelly eagerly nodding her head, a tiny sparkle in 
the depth of her eyes beginning to show itself. With less hesitation, she 
repeated the act, taking more of the smoke and drawing it deeper into her 
lungs, holding it there for long seconds in the manner of the tomboyish, 
maturely curved teenager.


Neither spoke for a space of minutes, while Jan continued to more daringly 
experiment. After a few inhalations, she realized that she hardly noticed it 
going down; it was that smooth. Finally, she took a long, deep measure of 
the smoke and held it as long as did Shelly seated on the bed beside her.


"You like it don't you, Honey?" the girl said with a soft, warm smile, her 
husky voice seeming to come from a great distance off.


"I ... I really don't know," Jan replied, aware that she herself was 
smiling, and that a light little laugh had come from her throat. But in 
truth, she was beginning to feel feathery ... very fluffy and wonderful. . 
and the longer she withheld the smoke, the more elated she seemed to become. 
She saw Shelly Carter's enticing young face smiling at her, almost as if it 
were floating in the air and ... coming down toward her. Soft and gentle 
young hands moved along the keenly sensitive flesh of her naked arms and 
shoulders ... and then, once more to her now, hardened nippled breasts, 
causing a fiery little tingle to spread through the erogenous white mounds. 
A fleeting trace of apprehension made its presence known within her, but it 
was immediately diluted in the realm of warmth the cigarette had 
captivatingly spread throughout her entire being.


Possessively, Jan started to reach out and cup the lovely young face, but it 
seemed to drift away, out of her reach, and then she sensed the cigarette 
being taken from her fingers.


"I think we've both had just enough, Honey," the face's exquisite mouth 
whispered. "Now, I'm going to get naked ... and lie down beside you ... and 
we'll both find out things . .together . .


Jan swallowed tightly, her mind beginning to fill with its particular vein 
of erotic stimulation from Shelly's suggestive words. She watched as the 
alluring teenager quickly stripped away her clothes, revealing the smoothly 
flowing curves of her youthful white nakedness, from the firmly thrusting, 
mounds of her young cherry-nippled breasts, down her slender waist and soft 
belly to the dark, silken triangle of curls between her fully rounded thighs 
and long, shapely legs. A brief sensation of confusion again flittered 
through Jan as she gaped at the delicate, feminine beauty in its naked white 
lovliness, but she refused to let it linger. Her lecherous obsession to 
possess youth was too overwhelming. Something wickedly fascinating ... 
strangely forbidden and sensuously beautiful was about to happen and she 
wanted it ... perhaps, needed it, just as this bewitching young girl before 
her needed it. . whatever it was ...!


Shelly could hardly believe it was happening the very way she'd planned that 
it would. Yet, even in her own excitement and with the crazy high of the 
pot's exhilerating world, she still felt bewildered with herself, both 
aggressive and passive. A wild feeling was tormenting her belly, and she 
suspected that Jan Arlen was probably experiencing the same. The intimate 
touch of another girl had never really been her desire ... had it? And right 
at that moment the idea was both inciting and revolting her, the combination 
of the two stupid emotions causing her to wonder why she had schemed the 
whole scene into being! Miss Arlen was no lesbian, anymore than was she, 
herself, yet, damnit, the sight of her lying there with the sheet only 
half-covering her, and the expression in those cat-like green-eyes. .! There 
wasn't any question! They both wanted each other ...!


Pushing all thought from her mind, Shelly bent over the bed and drew the 
satin covering from Jan's naked white body, then lowered herself down beside 
her, surprised when Jan immediately raised up to engulf her inside her soft 
arms. Shelly couldn't restrain the little whimper as the older girl drew her 
young body against her, until they made hot, pressing contact and her own 
lithe suppleness seemed to flow into Jan's quivering soft contours. Eagerly, 
Shelly smoothed her one hand to clasp with open palm at the voluptuous 
blonde's velvety-skinned back, while with the other she cupped with gentle 
fingers her full, yielding breast.


Jan gasped at the initial contact, buoyantly electrified by the soft, small 
hands caressing her, and she lecherously drew Shelby's youthful nakedness 
tightly to her, while she pressed her own tremulous curves hotly against the 
girl. She bent her head downward while Shelly raised hers, both of them 
straining until their lips met. It was a timid union at first, each feeling 
the quiveringly warm, delineated imprint of the other ... and then their 
kiss grew more fervent.


Both sensed their confused rigidity relaxing under the hot sensuousness of 
their building desire, their tiny voluptuously soft bodies hotly following 
suit. In mounting passion, they began to rub briskly against one another, 
their aroused loins writhing to meet as were their lips.


"Oh ... oh damn, Miss Arlen...!" Shelly breathed heatedly into the 
golden-haired, older girl's carnally awakened face. "I-I don't know what 
made ... made me want to ... but you're so beautiful. .!"


"Shhhh ... don't question it, Baby ... don't even speak!" Jan hissed, 
completely swept up in the erotic salacity of their act, forcing her small 
pink tongue wetly into the receptive teenaged mouth before her. 
Simultaneously, one eager hand began to feel and caress the girl's smaller, 
firm breasts, gently pinching and taunting their tiny dark-nipples into 
little marbles of hardness. Restlessly, it brushed with exploring fingers 
down along her ribs to the flowing swell of her young full hips, there, 
smoothing behind to possessively clutch and massage the naked ovals of 
Shelby's full, warm-fleshed buttocks.


Shelly moaned behind closed eyes, reveling in her drug-induced euphoria. 
Once more, she sensed Jan's long slender fingers flitting up her rib-cage to 
finally catch at a nipple, rolling and taunting it in a tenderly 
understanding caress that only a woman could know. She felt her whole 
infused body quiver at the lewd forbiddeness of their lovemaking. Her brain 
reeled in mounting lust, and she knew, had she wanted to, it was too late to 
change her mind. She couldn't resist the lecherous advances she had 
unleashed within the now feverish, golden-haired girl.


Jan's enthusiastic fingers crept over her like tiny spiders as they gently 
rolled her onto her back, her head upon the pillow. Her breasts rose and 
fell with every panting gasp, and she opened her eyes to see the young 
woman's beautiful, soft mouth engulfing one of their nipples. All of the 
ruby-like areola with its hardened bud disappeared in a hot, moist heat 
within her sucking lips, then a swift flicking tongue sent urgent, taunting 
messages radiating outward along the nerve-ends of her naked flesh to her 
pot-glazed brain. Breathing heavily, Jan orally sucked and tongued the 
satin-like, firm mounds of cherry-crested flesh, while her hot, tremulous 
thigh raised to slither over Shelly's, entwining around it, the soft 
golden-curls at the base of her belly brushing warmly against the teenager's 
smoothly arched hips. Again, she raised her impassioned face and her lush, 
parted lips found the girl's, as with fiery possession she darted her hot 
little tongue into the teenager's whimpering mouth.


God, she could hardly believe the intense flames which the delicious 
nearness and feel of Shelly's soft naked body had touched off inside her. It 
had to be the marijuana twisting her mind, blinding her into such licentious 
doings, making her want to possess this girl as much as any boy she had ever 
seduced! Her churning belly and hot, flushed loins seethed with her mounting 
desire. Suddenly, she felt the teenager's tiny damp tongue worm hotly up 
into her mouth and she hungrily sucked on it, while the younger girl's hand 
trailed over her sensually fired body with fascinating little touches. They 
brushed like feathers over her quivering breasts, her sides and the tingling 
hollow of her back, thrfr bodies finally locking together once more as the 
young caressing hand reached the fleshy ovals of her buttocks. Jan's breath 
quickened when she felt the yielding mounds being pressed apart and a finger 
began to intoxicatingly stroke at her tiny, puckered anus with a tender and 
provocative touch.


Abruptly, Jan raised to her elbow, taking one of Shelly's youthfully firm 
breasts in her cupping hand, her soft fingers teasing its hardened little 
nipple. She let her lustful eyes rove thirstily over the teenager's lithe, 
smooth nakedness in unique delight. Finally, her voice trembling, she said: 
"I-I've never done this before, Baby ... have you?"


Unhesitantly, Shelly shook her head. "Honest to God ... I never have!"


"But you've wanted to...?"


"I-I don't know ... I-If I did, I never realized it until yesterday ... when 
I saw you naked ... and so beautiful. I knew I wanted to then ... but only 
with you. Oh mother, I sound like some kind of nut! Maybe I am ... but I'm 
no lesbian ... not really, I mean. Honest! Do you believe me?"


Why shouldn't I, Darling?" Jan whispered, excitedly smiling as she continued 
to tenderly massage the satiny flesh of the girl's warm, pliant breast. "I 
know that I'm not and never have been ... I want to do these things to you. 
Do you understand that?"


"I don't know ... and I don't care ... I just don't want you to stop ... 
maybe not ever!" Shelly unashamedly hissed.


"M-My God!" Jan gasped at the girl's electrifying admittance. "Y-You're so 
young, baby ... so lovely and soft and young! Are you a virgin?"


"No ... I've been fucked ... and more than once," Shelly quickly replied. 
"Hiked it too, very much in fact. But that has nothing to do with this ... 
with us, does it?"


"N-No, Baby ... it has nothing to do with us," Jan replied, her drug-incited 
brain spinning with the erotic charges surging through her at the beautiful 
naked girl's free use of lurid words in her sincerity. Slowly she ran her 
hand over the yielding little bowl of the teenager's belly and downward into 
the silken dark triangle of hair to tauntingly idle there. "H-Have you ever 
sucked a boy?" she heard herself suddenly ask.


"Y-You mean ... sucked a boy's cock ... like you were doing to Dickie 
Edwards yesterday?" Shelly questioned, her young dark-eyes showing a new 
luster.


"Y-Yess ... like that ... "


The girl shook her head. "No ... but I wanted to yesterday .. when I watched 
you!" she whispered, suddenly licking out with her tiny pink tongue to 
moisten her soft, feminine lips. "I was so damned hot that. . that I made 
myself cum right there in the hallway ... honest!"


Jan stared down at the uninhibited, striking young face with its glowing 
dark-eyes, a further wave of sensual excitement sweeping through her at the 
lovely, naked teenager's lewd confession. She bent down and feverishly 
kissed Shelly's tongue-moistened lips, then whispered: "Would you really 
like to, Baby ... suck a boy's cock, I mean?"


"I. . I. . yes, I think so if I was hot enough!" the girl stammered, her 
eyes beginning to question. "But I don't know if I could let him .. cum in 
my mouth...!"


"Oh, you could, Darling!" Jan assured her. "My God, yes! You'd want him to! 
Once you begin to suck him you can't stop ... not until it squirts right 
into your mouth like ambrosia! Honest, Baby! There's nothing in the whole 
world like it..!"


"Oh mother ... I don't know...!" Shelly managed in confusion.


"Never mind," Jan whispered, laying a finger across her lap. "You've got to 
trust Jan now, Darling," she added, beginning to trace her finger intimately 
along the sparse, hair-lined pink crevice of the teenager's tight, 
moistening pussy as the other opened her thighs to her. Teasingly, Jan 
slipped the finger downward into the warm smooth cleft between her young 
full buttocks to caress the tiny pursed lips of her puckered anus.


"Oohhh. . ohh, damn!" Shelly groaned, reaching to cup the older girl's lush, 
nakedbreast. "I-I'd trust you with any thing right now...!"


Jan could hear her own heavy breathing in her chest. She said: "The ... the 
very feel of your warm, smooth skin ... it drives me wild, Baby! I-I never 
thought that another girl could do this to me ... but maybe, we're both 
finding out things .,!"


"Yes ... I know! I feel that way too!"


"I never dreamed that ... that I'd do what I'm going to, little girl," Jan 
choked, "but I'm going to ... just as you're going to suck cock! Do ... do 
you know what I mean, Darling?"


Shelly nodded, her eyes wildly excited. "Y-Yes! Only, please ... please do 
it,. . and I'll do it to you!" she hissed up into Jan's panting face, 
watching and breathlessly waiting as the blonde girl began to slide down 
away ... down her trembling young passion-infused body . .


Naked to the waist as usual, and wearing a pair of unevenly cut-off, faded 
pants, Felix Ronson went about his yard duties in customary juggernaut 
fashion. His blank, orfish face that might appear expressionless to a 
passer-by belied the intricate workings going on in his nubbin head. He was 
going to make her do it to him, he determinedly thought as he continued to 
diligently prune the hedge, just the way he'd watched her do it to that 
creep, Dickie Edwards yesterday. He was .going to shove it right into her 
mouth and ... and maybe he'd even fuck her, too!


She was the prettiest woman he'd ever seen in his whole life, just as Shelly 
Carter who lived down the street from him was the prettiest girl! He thought 
about both of them a lot, about the way they'd look all naked with their 
white tits and asses exposed before him and their soft, hairy pussies 
between their legs. . but he'd never dreamed it possible that he might ever 
really see either one of them that way. And then, yesterday, when he'd been 
trimming the rose bush by Miss Arlen's bedroom window, he'd seen it all! 
There, both she and Edwards were on the bed without a stitch on, and she 
sucking his puny cock like crazy! Man, for a minute, he'd thought he was 
going to go right out of his skull watching them, and then he'd realized he 
was drooling again and he had his own hardened cock in his hand, stroking it 
as fast as he could!


He realized that he wasn't very smart and that people around town called him 
Oaf, but maybe if he hadn't had to quit school in seventh grade to take care 
of his Ma, it would be a little bit different for him. Just because he 
didn't have book-learning though, wasn't to say that he was stupid about 
everything, his Ma said, and he knew she was right. He could take a car 
engine apart and put it back together as well as any garage machanic, and 
nobody could fix electrical things any better than he could. No sir, he 
wasn't as dumb as people figured, but he'd learned that sometimes it was 
better to let them think he was ... and even dumber, if they wanted to.


For instance, half the night he'd lain awake in bed planning just how he was 
going to do it, what he would say to her and everything. Then, the idea had 
flashed to go see Dickie Edwards the first thing that morning and let him 
know that he'd seen the whole damned thing. Christ, what a shock that little 
fink had gotten as they stood in front of his big house and he'd just let 
him have it, both barrels ...!


WH-What're you talking about, for crap sake?" Dickie had choked, like as if 
he was eating half of his words. "You must be nuts, Oaf. .!"


"Don't call me that, you little bastard, or I'll plow you!" he'd growled 
right back at the punk, watching him shy off, plenty scared. "And I ain't 
nuts either! I saw you both ... her sucking your skinny cock and everything! 
What's more, you try to lie out of it and I'm going in and tell the whole 
story to your old-lady! Now what do you think of that, fink?"


Felix grinned to himself while he went on with his pruning, occasionally 
wiping the spittal from his small, thick-lipped mouth as he thought about 
the whole wild scene. Shit, it hadn't taken the little squirt long to see 
he'd meant business. He'd been just about ready to bawl when Felix had said:


"Okay ... you don't want me to say anything ... so I won't. But here's what 
you do: you come over to Miss Arlen's this morning with me. I'll be working 
there on the hedge. And the first chance we get, we're going in and you're 
going to tell her to suck me off, just the way she did to you! And if she 
doesn't, I'm going to blow the whole goddamned thing to your old-lady and 
everybody else...!"


Man, had he squirmed and bleated on that, the nubbin-headed boy thought, his 
wet grin still broadening his oafish features. He'd come up with more damned 
reasons why it wouldn't work than Felix could count, even to the fact that 
Shelly Carter would be there doing the housework, but none of them had done 
him any good. Tears were in his little finky eyes when he'd finally 
understood that old Felix Ronson didn't intend to take no for an answer, and 
all the way to Miss Arlen's he'd felt his long, thick cock growing stiff as 
a log inside his shorts.


Then, to top it off, he'd had to go into the kitchen for a drink of water 
and heard Shelly Carter on the telephone talking to Miss Arlen's students 
and telling them not to come for their lessons because she was sick. At 
first, he'd gotten a sinking feeling in his gut; that meant his plans were 
all going to fall through! He'd gone back out into the yard feeling lousy 
about the whole thing, and then he'd caught a glance of Miss Arlen through 
her bedroom window in one of those frilly negligee things. She was fixing 
herself a drink of booze and kind of smiling ... not looking like she was 
one damned bit sick!


Yeah ... it was going to work after all, the big, thick-chested teenager 
thought, wiping at his wet, grinning lips as he looked up and saw Dickie 
Edwards walking reluctantly along the street toward him....


CHAPTER SIX


Shelly Carter raised her head to watch in captivation as Jan suddenly 
nestled her beautiful, sensually excited face into the warm hollow between 
her receptively spread thighs. Wild and erotic sensations rippled through 
her tingling young loins and belly as she felt ardent kisses along the hot 
flesh of her soft inner thighs. Warm puffs of breath brushed at the smooth, 
sensitive skin ... and then followed the magic, wet contact of the blonde 
girl's tiny tongue hotly licking the pink, hair-lined crevice of her pussy 
as if experimentally ... simply licking in long grazing strokes that slowly 
grew more bold! From the bottom of the pink ribbon of moistened flesh to its 
very tip, the tiny tongue caressingly played, not entering, but causing the 
gasping teenager to raise her naked loins with each breathtaking up-lick of 
tongue against the ragged edges of her feverishly prickling cunt-lips.


Shelly sensed the tiny hardened bud of her pink clitoris peeking out from 
it's hooded little reveling in the first spasmodic stab of erotic sensation 
as the loving, wet tongue knowingly grazed it. She gasped with a hissing 
sound, rolling her head back and forth on the pillow, while Jan, her 
lecherous drive all but consuming her, eased her tongue inside the clinging, 
raw flesh, drawing upward from its wet little vaginal mouth ... upward 
toward the palpitating bud of her tiny, quivering nerve plexus.


The curvaceous teenager's throat began to insanely work and strain. She held 
her breath, then sharply exhaled at the deliriously ecstatic contact. . and 
suddenly, there came new delights!


Jan, whose seething loins were aflame with hot tongues of increasing lust at 
the incredible, lecherous desire Shelly's enticing young body had kindled 
within her, hungrily pressed her hot lips closer. With them, she ravenously 
separated the moist, yielding mouth of the girl's tight, hair-fringed cunt, 
reaching upward with both hands at the same time to claim and massage her 
heaving, youthful breasts. She felt almost omniverous in her new passionate 
delight, her mouth open and hot, with nothing but seething tongue exploring 
the hot, wet cunt before it. She tongue-lashed the writhing teenager's tiny 
quivering clitoris, tongued everywhere in the hot, pink flesh of Shelly's 
throbbing pussy, wet with its flowing lubricating juices mixed with her own 
saliva. Lizzard-like, Jan's insane little tongue raced up the clutching 
channel of Shelly's burning vagina in thrusting, straining, swirling 
strokes, then invariable returned to the young girl's wildly palpitating 
clitoris.


Shelly moaned uncontrollably, while ripples of lust-fired carnality 
convulsed her smooth, sensuous young flesh. She began to explosively gasp 
and drew back her legs, thrusting her open, teenaged cunt lewdly upward to 
bring the magic tongue tighter into the searing hot core of her naked white 
body. Jan was gasping, sucking air in short surges, never breaking the 
lecherously swirling contact of her eager mouth, tongue and lips. Even her 
nose was immersed in the wet, pink flesh of Shelly's steaming pussy....


"Oh ... ohhh, mother ... it's beautiful! Crazy wild beautiful!" Shelly 
choked, overwhelmed with the unbelievable sensations her golden-haired lover 
was bringing her. "Ooohh please ... don't ever stop! Oh God ... I-I think 
I'm going to flip it's so beautiful. .!"


* * *


Dickie Edwards had thought of every way possible to try and persuade Felix 
Ronson from going through with his repulsive plan, but nothing he could do 
or say would change the nubbin-headed boy's mind. Either he go into Miss 
Arlen's house with him right then and there, or expect that his old-lady was 
going to hear the whole goddamned story!


Dickie was near sick with both fear and the thought of the hatred Miss Arlen 
was going to feel toward him from that day on. She'd never believe that he 
hadn't told Felix the whole story, he felt, and he knew she'd never forgive 
him! Oh ... and he liked her so much ... Next time, she was going to let him 
do all those things that she'd promised, too ...!


"We'll go in through the kitchen," Felix said, leading the way.


"Wait! Hadn't we better ring the bell?" Dickie questioned, hesitating. 
"Shelly's there and she'll answer the door...."


"Shut up and come on, fink!" the big boy growled. "We're going to do this my 
way, remember? Okay ... so we go in the back door...!"


They did, the older boy leading the way, with Dickie tremblingly following 
and wishing he were dead. They found the kitchen empty. Surprisingly light 
on his feet, Felix silently led the way through the house, pausing at the 
studio door to find it unoccupied before proceeding along the hallway toward 
the bedrooms. Reaching the nearly closed door of the room both knew to be 
the music teacher's, the thick-chested boy paused and listened. He leaned 
his ear close, then turned toward Dickie, his small eyes widening.


"In there!" he whispered. "And she ain't alone, voices ... I heard 'em, 
hissing-like, and heavy breathing...! Christ maybe she's got somebody else 
in there today...!"


Dickie refused to believe that and moved closer to listen. But there was no 
question ... he heard them, too ... only they both sounded like girl's 
whispering voices...! He couldn't resist gently pressing the slightly ajar 
door inward several inches ... until suddenly, he saw them reflected in the 
mirror of the vanity...! Oh man ... it was Miss Arlen and Shelly Carter, 
both naked and squirming wildly on the bed, with Miss Arlen right down 
between Shelly's spread legs ... eating her cunt like crazy!


* * *


"Ooohhhhh ... ohh mother...." Shelly moaned to the blonde-girl's sucking of 
her tiny, frenzied clitoris. Jan was nipping at it with her small, white 
teeth, sending almost violent spasms of erotic pleasure spiraling through 
her teenaged body. It was nearly maddening ... but bearably maddening! Then 
Jan's hot, wet tongue was sliding smoothly in and out of her dilated vagina 
once more, moistly rotating at its clasping, nibbling mouth, slipping deeply 
into the youthful clutching hole between her wide-spread legs.


In her frantic twisting and squirming beneath Jan's lecherous onslaught, 
they had both moved around cross-wise on the bed, and unable to restrain 
herself any longer, the teenager whimpered: "Oh ... oh God ... turn around! 
I-I want to do it to you, too .'.!"


Jan didn't hesitate, nor did her sucking mouth and licking tongue ever lose 
contact with the younger girl's seethingly wet pussy as she quickly 
manipulated her curvaceous nakedness up on all-fours, coming down over 
Shelly with her knees snug against her slender ribcage on either side. She 
pressed her lush, white buttocks back and down toward the young, eager face, 
feeling them part along with the flushed lips of her heatedly charged cunt, 
until her spread loins were but a tongue-length from the teenager's excited, 
moistened lips.


The intoxicating sight of Jan's sparse, golden-sprinkled genitals wetly 
hovering above her face had a momentary hypnotic effect on Shelly's 
pot-glazed mind, and she feverishly stared at the proximity of its 
lust-firing intricacy. She licked out then, the enticing pink crevice with 
its frame of blonde curls like a magnate to her as she drew her trembling 
tongue through the hot, velvety length of it. She reached up and caught 
tightly to the yielding ovals of Jan's smooth, white buttocks, pulling her 
down closer while she ran the small oral member again and again through the 
searing liquid flesh. Eagerly, she explored the other's tiny, erect 
clitoris, her burning, moist vagina, the baby-like slit of her urethra, as 
her own insane passion mounted in her quaking belly and loins.


Abruptly, she felt her legs being raised and pressed back with Jan's soft 
hands cupping the tremulous moons of her buttocks. Then, her lover's 
maddening tongue trailed downward through the smooth crevice of her ass to 
her anus! Wildly, it licked and stabbed, until suddenly it was firmly 
pressing into the small puckered hole, penetrating but a fraction of an inch 
... when the commotion all began ...!


"Jesus Christ!" Felix Ronson choked, shoving open the door and grasping at 
the swollen length of penial flesh in the front of his pants when he just 
couldn't stand by and watch their licentious performance any longer. "I 
don't know about you, fink, but I'm going to join this party!"


"My God...!" Jan gasped out in utter shock, raising her head to gape at the 
pair standing inside her bedroom doorway, their presence actually freezing 
her in her lurid position. "Oh, my God...!"


"Wh-What is it?" Shelly questioned, the tone of Jan's exclaimation sending a 
sinking wave of nausea racing through her. Desperately, she tried to strain 
her neck to see from where she lay imprisoned beneath the blonde girl's 
spread loins. "Tell me, what's happened...?"


"Fuck, Shelly baby, I'll tell you what it's all about!" the big, 
nubbin-headed boy said, grinning and sniggering as he lewdly clutched at the 
heavy rod of hardness bulging out the front of his cut-off pants. 
Droolingly, he added: "Right, Dickie? We ain't just going to tell 'em, we're 
going to show 'em, ain't we...?"


Dickie wasn't certain whether he was more aghast, hurt, or crazy incited by 
what he had seen taking place on the bed, and even now, with the way they 
were still nakedly entangled with each other, their mouths glistening wet 
from eating one another's frigging cunt! At first, he'd felt just like 
crying right out at the sight of Miss Arlen licking Shelly Carter's pussy; 
he was that jealous, but in seconds, as his own cock began to stretch and 
harden, another vengeful sensation of lust swept through him!


"Yeah ... that's right, Felix ... we're going to show 'em!" he replied, 
starting to pull at his own clothes when he saw the bigger boy quickly 
slipping his pants off and his long, thick cock thrusting out from between 
his legs like a tent-pole.


"My God! What do you think you're doing?" Jan half-choked, still unable to 
move in her stupefied shock, even as her gaping eyes locked on the poling 
thickness of Felix Ronson's overgrown length of solid hardness. She was 
hardly aware of Shelly's frightened young body that was helplessly squirming 
in under her, trying to free herself from her lewdly exposed position. "Stop 
it. . both of you...! Put on those clothes and get out of my house! I-I'll 
call the police ... I swear I will...!"


"Oh shit, Miss Arlen, you ain't going to call no one and you know it!" Felix 
said, lustfully palming his heavy, thrusting young cock, beginning to stroke 
its thick foreskin back and forth as he moved slowly toward the bed. "Just 
don't try to be ornery with me because you think I don't know anything. 
Maybe ... maybe I don't know much in book stuff, but I know I saw you 
sucking Edward's cock here yesterday ... and you were just eatin' Shelby's 
cunt! Now, you're going to do something for me, because there ain't no way 
you can get out of it!"


Once more, Jan half-whimpered in helpless entrapment, well aware that 
everything the oafish boy had said was unquestionably true! There was 
absolutely nothing that either she or the teenaged girl beneath her could 
do! They had been caught cold in their salacious act, and there was nowhere 
for either of them to turn. Then, as she was trying to think of some way to 
make it easier on Shelly, even as her lecherous eyes remained fixed on the 
thick-chested boy's long, rod of heavy-veined hardness in his lewdly 
stroking hand, the girl beneath her partially whispered:


"I-I'm not afraid, Jan ... if you're not! R-Remember what we were talking 
about at first, and ... and you said I'd love it...?"


"Y-Yes, Baby ... I remember ... but are you sure?" Jan stammered, new 
sensations of lecherous desire beginning to ripple through her at the lovely 
young teenager's words. She couldn't resist placing a warm kiss on the open 
pink crevice of Shelly's wet pussy as she waited for the girl's answer.


A sensual shudder rippled through the youthful teenager's naked white body 
at Jan's unhidden, affectionate gesture, and in her own passion she replied 
in kind, tickling the raw, moistened flesh of the older girl's flushed cunt 
with her tiny pink tongue. Then, she said: "I'm sure ... honest!"


"Man, oh man!" Dickie gasped, kicking off his shorts and clutching at his 
own stiffened cock as he moved around on the opposite side of the bed to 
stare down at Shelly's attractive face smothered in Miss Arlen's spread, wet 
loins. Crap, he'd never seen anything like this! She'd actually had her 
little tongue right inside the music teacher's pink pussy! And now, she was 
laying her head back until it was near-dangling off the edge of the bed as 
her eyes looked up at him.


"Come on, Dickie ... bring it up here nice and close so I can kiss it for 
you!" Shelly hissed up at him.


Jan couldn't resist cranning her neck around to watch, while Felix moved to 
where he could see also, and Dickie -edged in close until his young, 
throbbing penis was right over Shelly's mouth, his teenaged balls dangling 
above her eyes and nose. The boy spread his legs wide to get over her face 
as she tilted her head back and with one hand grasping his cock and pulling 
it down, the naked girl slipped her open moist lips over its head, pressing 
back its foreskin at the same time as she began to suck.


Incredible sensations of lecherous heat raged through Jan's intensively 
seething loins at the bizarre sight, while Dickie gasped out in his excited 
young lust and Shelly began to hum and moan around his young embedded cock 
in her mouth. At the same time, the older girl felt Shelly's small, gentle 
hand begin to finger the steaming, open crevice between her widespread 
thighs, slithering in and out of her clasping vagina and occasionally 
grazing her tiny, erect clitoris.


So overwhelming were the erotic sensations charging through Jan from the 
beautiful girl's manipulations to her inflamed cunt, that she hardly heard 
the moaning sounds and panting breaths around her. Instead, she reached out 
for Felix's length of hardened cock, clasping it possessively and stroking 
its heavy outer layer of skin back and forth as she gently guided the boy 
toward her. When he was close enough, she pressed the foreskin back, 
exposing the spongy, blood-filled head, then quickly plunged her mouth onto 
its viscidly smooth thickness!


"Uuggnnnhhh...!" the big boy gasped, staring down at the fusion of his 
hardened penis with her face and at the oval of her lush lips clasping 
tightly around it as her tongue began to lash and swirl hotly over the 
pulsating knob! Then, before he could hardly get his balance and shove it 
further into her mouth, Jan had withdrawn her lips and pointed the wet tip 
at Shelly's tight, pink cunt between the wide-spread thighs that the 
blonde-girl still held raised.


"Come closer, Darling! You're going to fuck Shelly with this handsome cock!" 
Jan lustfully ordered as the big boy stumbled forward, his drolling lips 
hanging in a slackened looseness. "And I'll help!" she added, guiding his 
pulsating cock-head toward the snug little mouth of the younger girl's pink, 
wet vagina. With the splayed fingers of one hand, Jan parted the swollen, 
flushed pussy-lips wide, while with the other, she drew the tip of Felix's 
thick young cock up through it, insinuating it finally at the tight little 
channel-mouth. She felt the curvaceous teenager's lovely white body tremble 
in anticipation beneath her, the girl's soft, vulnerable loins quivering to 
the sensual titillation. . and then, as Jan continued to clasp the long rod 
of hardness, she said: "Now, easy ... push it into her, Darling! We'll fuck 
her for a little while and then I'll suck it some more! First her pussy, 
then her mouth, and her pussy again...!"


The taste and feel of Dickie's hardened cock in her mouth while she 
finger-fucked Jan, and Felix began to push his thick cock into her hot, 
wanting pussy, was about to drive Shelly right out of her mind with 
fantastic sensations of intoxicating passion. The effects of the pot had 
worn thin, but she hardly felt the necessity of it with the intensive 
sensorial lust sweeping through her in wave after wave. Ardently, she licked 
and sucked at the piquant-tasting sweetness of Dickie's delicious, hardened 
cock, her tongue pointedly exploring the tiny slit at its end to savor the 
drops of spicy fluid it unexpectedly emitted. With her free hand, she 
caressed and cupped his young, sperm-filling balls which were dangling above 
her face, at last, reluctantly sucking off the tip of his cock and leveling 
it with Jan's throbbing, pink pussy.


She started to speak, but the breathtaking entrance of Felix's thick 
hardness into the tight, wet passage of her hotly clasping pussy momentarily 
whipped her breath away. She groaned out with the stretching, erotic pain 
the huge length of swollen penial-flesh sent skyrocketing through her naked 
young body, clutching harshly at Dickie's cock in his hand as the overgrown 
boy-prick charged like a searing lance up into the confines of her 
half-cringing belly.


"Ohmottherrr...!" she uncontrollably wailed, as Dickie cried out to her 
clutching hand squeezing his penis, and the lecherous blonde-girl tried to 
soothe her.


"It's all right, Baby! It'll only hurt for a minute! My God, it's a 
beautiful cock ... beautiful! And it's buried right to his balls in your 
sweet pussy! I can see it all ... I'm that close! Wait,. . I'm going to lick 
your clitoris while he fucks you, Darling! That'll make it better ... and 
... hurry! Put Dickie's cock in my cunt! We can lick them while they fuck 
us! Do it, Baby ... now!"


Oh crap! He was fucking her. . actually fucking her, Dickie staggeringly 
realized as Shelly guided his cock between the hot, hair-lined lips of Miss 
Arlen's wet, pink pussy and softly hissed up at him to, "Fuck her, Dickie 
love, fuck her!"


His brain spun in a kaleidoscope of youthfully fired desire, none of it 
making sense to him as he uncontrollably gave himself to the carnal demands 
of his own body, as well as the naked white feminine salacities of the two 
females they were gratifying. The hot, liquid depths of Miss Arlen's 
clasping cunt-channel had absorbed and sucked his cock into its seething 
warmth as if it were a separate entity in itself! Shelly had no more than 
introduced the blood-engorged head of his pulsating hardness when the 
rounded white mounds of Miss Arlen's full buttocks had pressed back at him, 
opening further to lewdly expose the tiny puckered hole of her ass, while 
her pussy seemed to clutchingly grasp at his cock and draw it right up 
inside her!


Wildly, he fucked! The gnawing had already begun in the depths of his 
testicles, and then as he tried to frantically estabhsh a rhythm, he felt 
Shelly's soft, moistened lips encircling his balls, trying to suck them into 
her hot, wet mouth! At the same time, he sensed her finger moving into Miss 
Arlen's pussy-hole, right along with his cock! Crap almighty ... there'd 
never been anything like this ... ever, he knew ...!


In all and any of her wildest seductions, Jan had never known such 
passionate lechery the likes of which were permeating her entire being at 
that moment. To control three youthful darlings in such a sensual 
captivation of passion was beyond anything she might have dreamed! They, 
like her, were wild with the lustful desires raging inside them! She felt 
the gentle hardness of Dickie's cock almost frustratingly charging into her 
clasping cuntal passage, and she thrust her knowing, wanting buttocks back 
onto it. At the same time, she knew the delight of Shelly's finger 
accompaning it, swirling and massaging the walls of her pussy-channel and 
flicking at her tingling clitoris.


"Now, Darling! I want to suck it!" Jan gasped, forcing her hand against the 
give of Felix's hairy pelvis and extracting his cock from Shelly's pussy. 
Eagerly, she sucked it into her mouth once it was free, tonguing the wet 
cuntal secretions coating its hardness with fanatical lust. She grasped his 
hips in a push-pull motion to make him understand she wanted his fucking of 
her face. He did! Almost brutally, Felix rammed into her mouth while she 
sucked it down into her throat, simultaneously cupping and massaging his 
cum-filled balls with a hunger that was driving her insane!


It was then that Shelly plunged her finger into Jan's rectum. The 
blonde-beauty gasped around the mouthful of throbbing hardness she sucked, 
aware that suddenly her pussy-channel was empty, and she surmised that 
Shelly was sucking him!


Felix could only stare down at the whole unbelievable show as it took place, 
watching his glistening cock go from Shelly Carter's tight pink cunt to Miss 
Arlen's clasping, sucking mouth! He knew he couldn't stand it much longer, 
that the wild sensation in his balls warned that he was going to blow his 
cum damned soon! He didn't know, or even care about any of the rest of them, 
only that the pressure in his loins was beginning to roar like an 
old-fashioned freight train! Fuck ... it was all too much for him! Maybe he 
didn't know what he was talking about after all! Maybe he was a goddamned 
stoop! But. . but, that hardly mattered! Christ, he was going to cuummmm!


"Oh. . oh shit!" he exclaimed as Jan knowingly sucked on his pulsating 
length of ierkina hardness. "I-I'm going tooooo...! I-I'm cuummiiinngg!"


Frantically, Jan cupped his huge, teenaged balls, knowing without his 
admission that it was time! She plunged the length of his long, thick cock 
into her throat and wildly sucked, suddenly feeling Dickie's young throbbing 
hardness again stabbing at the mouth of her womb as Shelly finger-fucked her 
ass.


My God...! It was heaven ... heaven! She, also, was going to cum ... to 
unleash the erotic sensations charging wildly back and forth inside her! Oh 
... Her beautiful darlings!


It burst for her, almost simultaneously with "Felix's convulsing cock 
plunging and squirting in the depths of her throat! His thick penis began to 
spew the hot issue of his cum in wild spurts of gushing, creamy liquid, 
while her own pussy convulsed and pulled at Dickie's young cock!


"They're cumming!" Shelly gasped. "Can you, Darling?"


"Y-Yeah ... crap, yes! I gotta .,. I gotta!"


Maddening sensations raced through Shelly as she grasped his solid young 
cock, pulling it from Jan's cunt and hungrily thrusting it into her mouth! 
She sensed it convulse as she ran her tongue over it and passionately 
sucked, abruptly feeling Jan's fingers playing beautifully in her steamingly 
wet, spread-open pussy and taunting her tiny clitoris!


Even had the music teacher's fingers not been there to tip her over, Shelly 
knew that she would have climaxed the very moment Dickie's sweet-tasting 
cock began to shoot its hot cum into her mouth! Her blonde employer had been 
right! There was nothing like it, she glazedly realized, as she voraciously 
sucked the flooding jets of his delicious hot sperm filling her mouth and 
throat with delectable gushes that she feverishly swallowed into her 
convulsing belly ...!


CHAPTER SEVEN


Mavis Edwards sat gawking at her husband in absolute amazement. The severly 
attractive woman was not quite certain whether she had heard her dentist 
spouse correctly, or not. My God, he had to be pulling her leg! It was some 
sort of nauseating joke he'd warpedly decided to spring on her ...!


You can't be serious, Gus!" she exclaimed, gaping across the living room at 
where he sat nibbling on the olive from his martini. "You must be drunk!"


"Of course I'm serious ... and I'm a hell of a long ways from being drunk on 
one cocktail!" he replied, angered by her immediate rejection of his little 
bomb without at least hearing him out. Hell, he'd known before he ever 
opened his mouth that she wasn't going to leap at the suggestion, but he had 
hopes of her listening to the pros and cons before turning thumbs-down and 
staring at him as if he'd suddenly become a satyr. "And for Christ's sake, 
stop looking at me as if I'd just raped your sister! The idea has merit 
whether you buy it or not...."


"Merit...! My God, what's wrong with you, Gus? D-Do you realize what you're 
proposing ... a ... a wife swapping party?" his ash-rimmed eyed, 
chestnut-haired wife gasped as she continued to stare at him in shocked 
disbelief. "I-I just can't. . can't believe it! Are ... have we become so 
... so stale together that we have to resort to ... to outright debauchery?"


"Oh, horseshit, Mavis!" Gus Edwards disgustedly spat. "And suppose you 
answer your own question! Lately, anything remotely connected with sensual 
filfillment and that sex act we muscle through once a week is purely 
coincidental, and you know it!"


"OH ... oh, my God...! I-I don't believe it. .!" Mavis choked, as much 
caught up in an immediate sense of aroused guilt by his lewd proposal as she 
was egotistically humiliated. Had he known of her little shopping trip 
side-affairs, that would have been one thing, but to suggest such an 
arrangement to his christian wife whom he had no reason to doubt, was quite 
another, and nothing short of a belittling insult! "Of course...! It's been 
right there under my nose all the time and I never saw it! Helen,. . Helen 
Trumble! That's it, isn't it? You want to get at Helen!"


Her use of the phrase want to get at quickly assured the dentist that she 
was in the dark concerning Helen and his secret monthly get-togethers, 
reinforcing his confidence. He said, with a graphic smile: "I wouldn't 
exactly kick her out of bed, but that's not to admit that I've been haunted 
with the obsession either. Hell, what is it they say about variety being the 
spice of life? And I think we've reached that milestone, Mavis. Anyway, 
better with friends than a couple we don't know ... that's what I say...."


"Oh...! Goddamn you!" the infuriated woman bitterly spat at him in her 
uncontrollable disparagement. The guilt she had felt only seconds before had 
rapidly dissipated in the heat of her outraged pride. To hurt him ... to cut 
him at any cost was all she could think of. "It's no wonder our own son is 
turning into a ... a pervert!"


She might have carved a chunk out of his belly with a knife; it wouldn't 
have affected him any more! Not that he was so close to Dickie, but the boy 
was his son! With a slap that cracked the stem of the sheer crystal, Gus 
Edwards brought the delicate martini glass down hard against the table. 
"What the hell are you saying, woman?"


"Yes! You heard me right, Dr. Edwards!" Mavis' acrid tongue lashed. 
"Something has corrupted our little boy, and up until now I didn't realize 
what! You! The poor lamb isn't to blame for a ... a depravity that he's 
inherited from his sire...!"


"Goddamnit, Mavis, what're you getting at, anyway?" the big, white-haired 
man fumed, bolting to his feet, his liquor-tainted grey eyes blazing in 
mounting anger. "My son a pervert? What a horrible fucking thing to say!"


"You see ... you see? There you go with your filthy mouth!" the incensed 
woman half screamed in her wrath. "Is it any wonder that our baby sits and 
plays with himself half the time? You should have see the foul handkerchief 
I found tucked behind his bedroom mirror! Stiff and yellow with his young 
.,. Oh God ... you know what I'm talking about, Gus Edwards! Ooohhh ... what 
have I done to deserve this...?"


"For Christ sake, shut up the martyr act for a minute!" the big man sharply 
ordered. "Let's clarify this ... this pervert accusation you just made!"


"Well what more clarification do you want than what I just told you?" His 
wife bitingly snapped. "That vile handkerchief that he'd used time after 
time...!"


"For your information, woman, masturbation is not a perverted act! It's as 
normal as a good piece of ass, which I might add, would be goddamned 
abnormal for you!" he furiously charged. "And don't tell me you never 
fingered yourself. For all I know, that's probably what's the matter with 
you ... too fucking much private fingering!"


"Oh! Oh ... you ... you vile bastard! How dare you say such a thing to me?" 
Mavis squealed, her face blanching. "After what you just proposed, you 
accuse me of a thing like that?"


"Any mother who'd call her son perverse because he masturbates like a normal 
boy does, has got to have something wrong with her thinking!" he threw at 
her, stumbling in his own rage. "I don't know what queered that brain of 
yours, unless it was playing with your own self too much! And what ever I 
proposed, forget it, Mavis ... just forget it! I'd rather buy one of Harry 
Evan's whores a couple of times a month! At least, they know how to pretend 
a good fuck...!"


"A good fuck! That's all you think of, isn't it? You ... you depraved 
whoremaster!" his blazing-eyed wife spat, having all she could do to keep 
from spewing out what she had been forced to sink to for sexual 
gratification. "Well, you better just listen to a little bit more before you 
go off half-cocked, Dr. Edwards! You can call me whatever you like, but you 
can't deny the facts! Don't you suppose I know why you wanted Dickie to take 
music lessons from Janice Arlen? Do I look that stupid ... just because I go 
to church?"


Gus stared at her from the bar where he had gone for a new glass and 
replenishment from the martini decanter. What the hell was she getting at 
now? "For Christ sake, what's that girl got to do with it?"


"Plenty, and you were so damned insistent that Dickie take piano from her!" 
Mavis bitterly blamed. "Don't you suppose I could see through that?"


"Through what?"


"Oh damn, Gus! Stop acting as if I were some sort of ignoramus, will you? 
All of you, every man in the neighborhood, has sniffed along behind her any 
chance you got! What do you think we wives are, anyway, absolute idiots?" 
she blindly poked, feeling herself crawling onto solid ground, even though 
she knew what she said was unfounded. She read the astonished look in his 
bloodshot, grey-eyes and knew that she'd completely tongue-tied him. "All 
right, you want to see ... to know what a mother bases her fears on! I'll 
show you, then! Though I had no intentions of it, and that's the truth! It's 
high time you wonderful fathers learned first-hand what devoted wives and 
mothers have to fear...!"


Gus Edwards gaped after his wife as she leaped from her chair and stormed 
from the room, her ridiculous allegation regarding Janice Arlen still 
spinning in his brain. Hell yes, he'd looked at her plenty ... had even 
imagined what it might be like crawling between those young white thighs of 
hers, but he'd had no fixation about her! Christ, he wasn't stupid enough to 
think that a young chick like her would have anything to do with the likes 
of him. That was a whore's game, and she was no whore. Helen Trumble was one 
thing, but Janice Arlen?


"Here! Look at these!" Mavis said, stomping into the room holding forth what 
undoubtedly were a pair of black bikini panties. "Well ... take them and 
look at them, Doctor!"


Gus did, their sheer nylon softness sending a little electric-like charge of 
arousal soaring through him. He looked down as he fondled them in his big 
hands. "Well...? What am I supposed to


"Just this, father! They were hidden under the mattress of your son's bed! 
And they belong to Janice Arlen!"


Gus stared into his wife's distorted, yet almost triumphant, face. He 
suddenly felt totally inadequate, though he wasn't quite sure why, except 
that he knew that his wife of twenty-years would never have made that 
statement if she were not sure. Abruptly, his own licentious suggestion to 
her in the beginning came back to him and he sensed a wave of shame wash 
through him. Christ, she wasn't that type of woman ... though, he couldn't 
help wishing that she were! But he still had Helen once or twice a month .,. 
and he ought to be thankful he had a wife and mother at home looking after 
things! He gaped down at the flimsy little garment in his hand, the thought 
occurring to him that they could belong to anyone! With a jerk of his eye, 
he said:


"How the hell can you tell whom they belong to? By the contours of the 
ass-covering?" Gus questioned, his anger subsiding into actual curiosity.


Mavis' smile was more satisfying than vindictive. "Look," she said, 
snatching the panties from him and holding them up, displayed so that he 
couldn't help but see the embroidered initials. "J.A.," she half-hissed. 
"And how many women or girls do you know in Shale Canyon with those 
initials. . girls or women that Dickie would know?"


"Well. . maybe ... maybe, he found them ... or took them out of her clothes 
hamper...?"


"And that's a perversity, Doctor!" his wife shot at him. "On the other hand, 
maybe he didn't take them from the clothes hamper! He could have taken them 
from her ... now couldn't he?"


For a long moment, Gus Edwards stared at his gleaming-eyed wife. Christ, he 
couldn't believe that. The kid was only fourteen ... and taking the panties 
off a dish like Jan Arlen...? He started to turn away at the same time as he 
made a gesture of ridicule, but she caught at his arm and held him.


"Well...?" he managed, what do you want me to say.


"I want you to act like a father with a son who has a problem!" she shot 
back at him. "My God, you can't call a thing like this normal, Gus! Either 
that woman has some ... some sort of hold over him, or Dickie has come by 
some terribly debased ideas


"Ail right. . I'll have a talk with him!"


"No!" she strongly insisted. "He has no idea that I found these, and I 
intend to put them back where he hid them. You will talk to Janice Arlen and 
get her story! We women already have decided that she's a bad influence in 
the community. But before we act, we'll wait to see what you learn ... and I 
trust that you'll keep your head in that learning?"


"Oh Christ, Mavis," Gus disgustedly answered, his revulsion as much of 
himself as with her. Damn, he'd really blown it, hadn't he? Hoping she'd 
lend herself to something as worldly as a swap arrangement. . and he really 
loved her, too. But the idea of Frank Trumble fucking her had, in the 
beginning, given him a hell of a fired feeling. Now, he wasn't so sure. That 
goddamned kid ... was he going to give him trouble ... after he'd just 
spoken at the City Club luncheon about youth and their parents that guide 
them? "Let's not make mountains of molehills, eh? There's a perfectly 
legitimate answer for these ... these things," he said, handing the panties 
back to her a second time.


"Of course ... of course, Gus ... if you say so," Mavis replied, her voice 
retiring to its more soft tones. "You know I wouldn't have bothered you with 
this if I didn't think ... it was necessary."


"Naturally," he replied, drinking from his glass and sitting down. 
"Naturally ... that's what husbands and fathers are for...."


She smiled over at him. "You can be an awful ogre ... but I love you, 
Darling."


"Love ... yes ... that's what makes us tick, isn't it, Baby?"


"We both know it is ... love and spice and everything nice...."


Her husband picked up his ears at the word 'spice'. "You mean, you'll 
consider my idea about the swap...?"


"No, Darling! I mean, I'll forgive you for making it. I don't intend sharing 
my husband with any woman, not even Helen Trumble! And you should love me 
all the more for that...."


There was more, but Gus Edwards did little outside of smile at the right 
time and hold his wife's hand. In between, he thought a great deal of his 
son, and more warming thoughts of Jan Arlen whom he had never really let 
pique his desire before. She, to his way of thinking, had always been Frank 
Trumble's mind-bender ... suddenly, she was twisting his! Of course, there 
was a simple answer regarding Dickie, and he had his own way of finding out 
a few things that might be pertinent. He'd owned an apartment building in 
the Canyon for years and the Ronson boy, who worked for her, had once worked 
for him. The fact was that he could have had the boy sent-up for stealing 
but hadn't...? He'd have a talk with Felix ... though, he couldn't take a 
great deal of stock in anything the oaf said. All the same, he'd talk with 
him....


Not until she was in bed, did Mavis give concentrated thought to the 
proposition Gus had presented. He had been serious, actually suggesting a 
wife-swapping party between them and the Trumbles! God, she thought, as her 
husband slept, it really wouldn't be that bad would it? Frank had his little 
traits that amused her; it was just that she'd never thought of him as a 
lover! But, he could be ... couldn't he? Yes! He certainly could ... only, 
how did she backtrack now, now with all the things she had said and done! 
God ... God, Mavis, you are a hyprocrite after all, she sleepily thought as 
tiny fermentations quivered in her belly.


* * *


Four doors away in a second semi-luxurious home, Frank Trumble mixed himself 
a scotch-soda while his wife watched from her chair. He spoke with his back 
to the attractive, red-headed girl with the pale-blue eyes who sat watching 
his every move as if he were about to steal the silverware.


"I swung it, Baby . .just the way we planned .. and before I was finished I 
had Gus thinking it was his idea. But, no shit, he looked as if he'd just 
swallowed a golf-ball!"


Helen couldn't restrain her nervous little laugh of titillation. Poor Frank, 
he thought he'd smoothly put the whole thing over with Gus, when in truth, 
she had called her occasional lover at his office and had him all primed for 
her husband's approach. Actually, she had feared that Gus might get the 
wrong impression when Frank came off with it, thinking that he'd found out 
about their L.A. meetings, and unnecessarily give their well-kept secret 
away. Now, she breathed a little inner-sigh of relief; Gus had undoubtedly 
carried it off to perfection.


She still couldn't help the flush to her cheeks whenever she thought of it 
or they discussed the wild, sensuous plan. In fact, she'd probably looked to 
Frank as if she'd just swallowed a golf-ball when he'd casually began to 
hint at the idea of a swap arrangement with the Edwards, and right in the 
middle of their listless sex party the night before. Not that going to bed 
with Gus was going to be anything new to her, but having both Frank's and 
Mavis' sanction would make it more pleasurable and less risky. Besides, 
there was always the possibility of membership expansion, and that could 
offer some exciting, unexplored anenues of diversion ... If...?


"Well, am I to assume that Gus went for the plan, Darling?" Helen asked, 
sipping at a vodka-tonic and playing her part to the hilt.


"Like I said, I had him thinking it was his idea," Frank Trumble grinningly 
replied as he walked to a chair and eased down into it. "But he wasn't sure 
how Mavis was going to take to it. You know how she is, he says, with her 
crazy church crap...."


"And that's just What it is, too...!" Helen derided. "She'd like to give the 
impression that she and Gus have the perfect sexual relationship, but I have 
my own opinions on that."


"Come on, that's no way to talk about your best friend," Frank said, still 
grinning.


"And the woman you want to go to bed with,. . let's not forget that part of 
it," Helen jealousy jibed, the thought of her husband and Mavis Edwards 
making naked love together the one aspect of the arrangement she hadn't 
found too palatable. Frankly, it wasn't so much the thought of him actually 
doing it to her as it was the realization that he wanted to. After all, he 
was her husband....


"Hey, do I detect a note of jealousy in that tone of yours?" he teased, then 
sipped at his drink. "I thought we both agreed that there'd be none of that. 
A little change of scenery might fire some new zest in both of us ... isn't 
that what you said, Baby?"


"That, Darling, was what you said, remember?" Helen quickly corrected. "I 
merely agreed that if it was what you wanted I was willing to try it."


Frank Trumble shrugged. "Same thing. . anyway, it's all set but the final 
arrangements, providing Mavis doesn't throw a wrench in the works."


"And she's very liable to do that," the attractive red-head snapped. "That 
would be typical of Mavis ... pretend to be awe-stricken by the whole 
'lurid' idea. Of course, it would be just an act, but she seems to delight 
in taking the contrary side of any issue ... the way she did yesterday when 
we girl's got together to discuss that music teacher, Jan Arlen."


Frank immediately picked up his ears at the mention of the gorgeous blonde's 
name. "What about Jan Arlen?" he questioned.


"Well, the day before, Jenny Evans, Mavis and I were sort of analyzing the 
lovely blonde doll. . you know, the fact that she doesn't have male friends, 
is seldom seen anyplace, and so on. Quite honestly, we were wondering if she 
was a good influence in the neighborhood, working with the children...."


"A good influence?" Frank interrupted, sensing his ire beginning to rouse. 
"Now, who and hell came off with that bit of shit?"


"Thank you, husband for interrupting! And I came off with that bit of shit!" 
Helen snapped. "But if you'll just be gentleman enough to hear me out 
first...?"


"Okay, okay, go on ... I'm listening."


"Thank you again, Helen sarcastically replied. "Anyway, Mavis immediately 
took sides with the girl, pretending that she couldn't understand why we 
should be so concerned...."


"And neither can I...."


"Will you please shut up until I'm finished!" Helen angrily spat, while her 
husband shifted uneasily in his chair. She sighed and continued. "After 
thinking it over myself, I agreed with her. Just why should we be so 
concerned? After all, the girl minds her own business, and we would do well 
to do the same...."


"Now, you're making sense," Frank said, gulping at his drink.


His wife merely glared at him. 'To finish my story, yesterday, Mavis came 
over here with fin. in her eyes. She had taken the complete opposite stand 
from mine. Janice Aden had to be run out of Shale Canyon and the sooner the 
better! She was a menace, a bad influence, and I don't know what all...."


"But why? What the hell did the girl do?" Frank questioned, leaning forward 
in his chair with concern.


"That part, I never learned. Your. . your future bed-partner refused to tell 
me," his wife informed with a little smirk.


"Well what do you think it was?"


"I have no idea ... except what I said about Mavis in the first place," 
Helen said. "I think she argues for the sake of argument, and that she has 
to take the controversial side of any issue. In short, I believe she's 
sexually frustrated and a hyprocrite! Being at variance with anyone and 
everything, along with, as Gus puts it, her church crap, is the way she gets 
her kicks."


"Oh hell, I can't go along with that, Helen...."


"Of course you can't Darling, not when you have designs on getting inside 
her little panties," his wife snidely purred. "But you're going to find out 
that I'm right just the same'"


"So what about the Arlen girl? What was decided?" he pressed, ignoring her 
jibe.


"Nothing was decided. I flatly told Mavis that I withtracted every thing I'd 
said about her and that I wasn't going to harass the poor girl in anyway."


"And what did Mavis say?"


"Nothing. She merely stormed out of here in a hell of a huff ... but later, 
she called me and apologized for her actions," Helen finished, taking 
another long sip from her drink.


Frank Trumble grunted to himself. "Well. . she'll get over that. . what ever 
was eating her," he said, drinking from his own glass. "And don't worry, 
Gus'll wheedle her into our swap party." A lewd grin broadened his slender 
face. "He's had his eyes on you for too long, Baby, to let Mavis stop him 
now."


Helen felt her breath catch in her throat. She stared at her husband's 
shrewd eyes for a long moment, wondering what depths of meaning he behind 
his statement ... and just how much he really did know about her and Gus 
Edwards?


CHAPTER EIGHT


More than the revulsion was the utter, gripping fear that filled Jan Arlen 
in the wake of Jenny Evan's early visit. It was Saturday and she had 
scheduled no students; plus, it was Shelly Carter's day off, the only two 
things she could be thankful for on that horrifying morning. The unexpected 
presence of the heavily made-up fat woman at her door immediately added to 
the almost nauseating emotions which had plagued her since awakening. For 
the first time in all of her lustful seductions, she knew the feeling of 
remorse ... remorse built on apprehension, for certainly, this time she had 
blindly compromised herself!


In the past, she had always managed to maintain the upper-hand in her 
lecherous games, but suddenly, all of that had changed. Not that either of 
the boys were apt to take advantage of her; anyway, she felt confident that 
she could handle them, but Shelly was another story. Hadn't the shrewd 
teenager openly spoken of blackmail?


It was the latter dreaded thought which had brought the voluptuous blonde 
music teacher to her abrupt decision. She would sever all ties in Shale 
Canyon and leave there immediately, before the girl returned to work on 
Monday! In fact, she had already set about packing and planning where she 
would go and the movement of her things, when the unexpected caller appeared 
at her door!


Now, in the aftermath of that loathsome experience, Jan slumped heavily into 
a chair, a water-glass half-filled with straight vodka in her hand. Dear 
God, if she ever needed something to calm her, she needed it at that moment! 
She still couldn't believe the ugly woman's deplorable proposition, which 
was nothing more than blackmail, either! But even worse was the way she had 
come by her accusations, admittedly watching her house and brazenly peeping 
in her window during broad daylight! Whether that was true or not, Jan had 
no way of knowing, but the fact that her allegations were near-accurate was 
enough to strike terror in her! As the parrot-nosed woman had so arrogantly 
put it, "I'm sure you will agree, my dear, that getting the truth out of 
those young people wouldn't be too much of a problem for the 
authorities...."


Jan had been too shocked to answer her, but if there'd been any doubt 
concerning the thick-lipped woman's abhorrent intentions, they were 
short-lived when she lay her pudgy hand on the naked flesh of Jan's arm and 
applied gentle, meaningful pressure. " ... Though, there's no need for 
alarm," she had gone on, her red-rouged lips spreading in a lewd smile. "I 
feel certain that you and I think a great deal alike ... and will get on 
well together, don't you, dear ..?"


Just the memory of the vile woman's intolerable touch to her naked flesh 
made Jan cringe in revulsion. She gulped at her drink, taking half of it as 
she tried to remember what she had screamed at Jenny Evans. Something 
terrible, and evidently it had been affective, for the ugly woman had 
stormed from her house with blazing eyes, promising revenge the likes of 
which she'd never even imagined ...!


Dear God, if she hadn't already been certain enough, there was no doubt in 
her mind now but what she had to leave there, and as soon as possible. Yet, 
at the same time, there was a question of money to be considered. Oh, she 
had enough to get out of the Canyon without any difficulties, but to set 
herself up somewhere so that she could teach was another matter....


The jangle of her telephone startled the blonde girl into leaping to her 
feet. She gasped out a sigh when she realized what it was. My God, was she 
that close to panic...? It rang again as she stood there staring across the 
room at it. Should she answer...? Could it be more trouble for her...?


She had moved across the room and picked up the instrument before she 
realized what she was doing. With her hand over the mouthpiece, she placed 
it to her ear and listened....


"Hello ... hello ... this is the long distance operator. . hello," an 
efficient female voice informed. "Hello....


"Y-Yes...."Jan weakly stammered.


"Long distance calling for Miss Janice Arlen."


"Th-This is she...."


"Miss Janice Arlen?" the voice skillfully repeated.


"Yes, this is Janice Arlen...."


"We have your party," the operator said. "Go ahead, sir."


Then, a male voice said: "Jan...? Is that you, Jan,...?"


It was a strange mixture of joy and confused anxiety that raced through the 
curvaceous girl's entire being as she recognized his voice. For a moment, 
her words wouldn't come and he kept repeating his question...."Y-Yes ... Ken 
... it's me" she finally choked out.


"Damn! I-I can't believe it! At last ... I've ran you down!" his words of 
elation came clearly to her as if he were next door. "You have no idea what 
I've been through trying to locate you, girl! H-How are you, for God's sake 
... say something so that I can hear your voice!"


Jan couldn't help but laugh, a warm sensation of growing delight washing 
through her at his excitement. "I-I'm fine, Ken. How are you?"


"Right at this minute, just about out of my mind with joy!" he quickly 
answered. "Damn baby, I've been trying to find you for months! Why did you 
run out on me like that? Didn't you know it would just about kill me?"


"I-I thought it was best. . after what had happened...."


"Best! Christ, you couldn't have done anything worse to me if you tried!" he 
half-whined in that peculiar way of his that had invariably aroused the 
maternal female in her. "Jan ... listen darling, I've got to see you and 
talk to you! I don't care what happened between us ... in fact, I don't even 
remember what it was! We belong together, Honey ... you must know that by 
now...!"


He said more, but Jan hardly heard him. Her brain was suddenly too filled 
with the realization that he, Ken Rivers, was her salvation from the 
terrible situation confronting her ...!


"Jan...? Jan, are you still there...?"


"Yes, Ken, I'm still here ... listening," she said, adopting an even softer 
tone of warmth. "Where are you calling from?"


"San Francisco, but I can be there in hours!" he hastily assured her. "I 
should be able to get a flight out of here without too much difficulty ... 
Look, I'll be there no later than this evening, Darling ... and we've got to 
talk! Christ, Jan,.,. . I love you...!"


She hadn't expected that. Again, for a long moment, the beautiful blonde 
girl hesitated to answer. Her brain reeled. My God, how could she think of 
such feelings at a time like this? Love...? All that she knew was that she 
needed him, and at any price at that moment ...!


"Y-Yes .. please come, Ken ... I'll be waiting for you,. . only hurry ... 
darling!" she heard herself say, then bit at her petulant lower-lip.


"Christ!" she heard him gasp. "Just you sit tight, Baby, and I'll be thnre 
as fast as that plane can fly! And honey, I meant it, I love you!"


"I-I know, Ken ... I know," she managed, avoiding the expected reply. "Don't 
waste any more time, Darling. Just get here as soon as possible!"


"Your wish is my command, Angel!" he tritely replied, his voice filled with 
exuberance. "Now, give me your address so that I won't be stumbling all over 
that burg . ."


She had, then slowly cradled the phone before returning to her chair to pick 
up her drink. Automatically, she swallowed at its contents, feeling it burn 
soothingly in her belly. God ... what had she done? Using him ... yes, 
that's what it was called! She was going to use him ... and he still loved 
her, after what she'd done to him! But .,. where else could she turn? She 
had no one ... and she had to think of herself ... didn't she...?


* * *


Jan had drank several more raw vodkas while she packed valises and planned 
her receptance of Ken Rivers. The liquor had considerably spiked her 
courage, say nothing of the way she would handle her ex-boyfriend-lover. 
Beyond that, it had artifically broadened her philosophy regarding any 
obligation she might have to him. After all, it was a dog-eat-dog world, 
wasn't it? And that fat lesbian bitch, daring to approach her the way she 
had? Just the thought was enough to make her want to vomit! She would be 
well rid of this nauseating neighborhood of animals, and her beloved Ken was 
going to help her do that!


She had just sat upon and secured a suitcase when the doorbell interrupted 
her thoughts. Probably the dry-cleaning, she thought, unhesitatingly walking 
from her bedroom toward the right, the effects of the vodka and Ken's 
expected appearance wiping away most of her apprehension. It was too early 
for her ex-lover's arrival, and about time the cleaners made then Saturday 
delivery.


With a smile, Jan jerked open the door, hardly prepared for whom she saw. 
She wore only panties and a light robe thrown loosely around her since 
morning, but at the faint recognition of them, she immediately drew it 
tighter together at her throat. Gus Edwards, she recognized immediately, 
being Dickie's father, but the other two were hazy in her mind. She took a 
step backwards, noting that her student's father was hardly smiling, and 
managed:


"Yes ... can I help you, gentlemen?"


"I wouldn't be surprised but what you could!" Gus said, then grabbed the 
knob of the screened-door, jerking it open. With his eyes on her, but 
twisting his head, he burlesquely added:


"Come along, gentlemen! Please come in...!"


Jan had no choice but to back away from their uninvited invasion, though she 
was stammering for words, a sense of knotting tightness clutching at her 
belly.


"Don't trouble yourself with questions, Miss Arlen," Gus cut her short, his 
watery grey-eyes licentiously sweeping over her. "These gentlemen are Mr. 
Trumble and Mr. Evans, stalwart pillars of the community ... the community 
you've chosen to play naughty with, Miss Arlen ... and with my son, yet!"


"I-I don't understand." Jan stupidly managed, quivers of fear evident in her 
voice. "There ... there must be some mistake....!"


"There is, baby, and you made it!" Gus Edwards snapped pulling the tiny pair 
of black, nylon-panties he'd taken from beneath his son's mattress from his 
pocket and tossing them at her. "Those will fit that lush ass of yours, I'll 
wager, and the initials match just fine. Dickie had them tucked away, and 
needless to say when his mother found them it raised our curiosity .


"He ... he must have stolen them ... my God!" Jan gasped, numbly staring at 
the wispy garment in her hands.


"Ordinarily, I'd buy that, bitch!" Gus spat at her, his watery grey-eyes 
blazing with mounting lust as he watched her back across the room away from 
him and his two companions. "But it so happened that the three of us were 
having lunch together and a boy named Felix Ronson was walking by. To make a 
long story short, for twenty-bucks he spilled his guts ... and that's why 
we're here! It seems that you, among other things, like to suck cocks ... 
little boy-cocks,.. is that right, cunt?"


"Ooooohh ... God almighty...!" Jan choked, her knees jelling and her brain 
beginning to frantically reel. Wildly, her eyes jerked from one leering face 
to the other as she fell backwards a step, her cheeks paling.


"Let me warn you of your rights, Miss Arlen," Harry Evans, the bald-headed, 
fat attorney sniggeringly taunted. "Anything you say can be held against 
you; however, you may call the police if you like ... or in lieu of that, 
accept the punishment of this hastily, thrown-together tribunal. I assure 
you, we'll take into consideration the fact that you're a delicate and 
luscious female specimen who prefers boy's cocks to men's ... but then, 
perhaps when we've finished you'll realize the error of your ways and be 
ready to face sex in a more normal fashion...."


"Yeah, like fucking and sucking men instead of kids," Frank Trumble lewdly 
added. "Now, let's get off the shit and get to the meat of the problem .,. 
gentlemen!"


Jan could only moan out her awe-stricken horror at their foul words and 
obvious intentions. She was swaying dangerously on her feet, almost 
welcoming the supporting arms of Gus Edwards and Frank Trumble as they 
caught at each of her own. The robe she had held loosely around her fell 
partially open and suddenly she felt each of their big, hot hands clutching 
at the supple flesh of her naked breasts, as they held her upright with 
their arms locked through hers. Again, she moaned to their squeezing, pawing 
hands mauling the unprotected resilient mounds, the sudden smell of their 
liquor-tainted breaths sending further jolts of fear racing through her.


"Christ, she's got the kind of tits I knew she'd have .,. lush and firm!" 
Frank Trumble lewdly commented. "But I never thought I was going to get my 
hands on them ... which just shows how wrong a guy can be, eh? You can't 
imagine, baby, how long I've wanted to get a hold of these like this! And 
get my stiff cock in that sweet pussy of yours...!"


"Before this day's over, she's going to know the meaning of the word cock!" 
Gus Edwards luridly put in. "Only it'll be man-sized cock, no kid stuff! 
I'll bet she'll get enough prick inside her to last a lifetime, eh 
gentlemen?"


"Oh ... oh God ... no, please don't.,.?" Jan whimperingly begged as they 
continued to cruelly abuse her exposed, sensitive breasts, then began to 
walk her toward her bedroom. "Ooohh ... please stop...?"


"What's the matter, bitch, not woman enough to handle a man?" Gus threw at 
her. "Now if we were teenaged kids it'd be okay, is that it? You'd have all 
of our young cocks out by this time, licking and sucking them like the 
fucking witch you are!"


"I'm afraid your wasting your time, Miss Arlen," Harry Evans said with a 
vulgar laugh. "It'll be easier for you if you cooperate and strip to the 
task. Otherwise, we'll have to do it for you and rape that sweet ass of 
yours to our heart's content. Now, which way do you prefer, my dear, because 
you're going to get it one way or the other?"


Dear God in heaven! She was helpless ... there was nothing she could do to 
defend herself against them, Jan realized in creeping despair. They meant 
every lewd word that they had so foully spewed in her face, their lust 
visually apparent in the swollen bulges at the front of their trousers.


All of the lecherous exploits on her young prey were about to be reinacted 
upon her own vulnerable body...! Retribution...! Ohhh ...!


For a brief moment, she thought of screaming and breaking for the door, but 
quickly gave up the idea. They would easily catch her ... and where could 
she run to, anyway? Even if she reached help the truth was bound to come 
out! It was hopeless; they had her right where they wanted her and knew it! 
The only thing she could do was make it as easy on herself as possible ... 
and hope to God they'd show some mercy!


"Here, let me offer you gentlemen a helping hand," Harry Evans said when 
they were inside her bedroom. He moved forward in front of where she stood 
between Frank and Gus who were still squeezing and kneading the soft white 
flesh of her naked breasts. He spread the robe wide open to see the tiny 
pair of white nylon panties she wore, and as she stood there with her face 
turned away from him, the fat, bald man knelt to roll their wispy sheerness 
down over the rounded curve of her smooth white hips and along the full 
columns of her naked, shapely legs.


"Christ!" he choked. "She's the most beautiful woman I've ever seen! 
Th-Those tits...!"


"And legs...!" Frank Trumble hissed. "Just look at those gorgeous thighs!"


"Fuck let me get a better gander here," Gus said, letting free of her arm 
and moving around in front of her as Harry slowly got to his feet. "J-Jesus 
Christ! What a dish ... and that pouting cunt sprinkled with all that blonde 
pussy-hair! Goddamn .,. let's get her on the bed where we can get at her! My 
cock's so fucking hard it's getting brittle!"


Jan made no effort to fight them as they removed her robe, and a sadistic 
twinge of excitement charged through Gus when he realized that she was 
resolving herself to what was coming. Goddamn, and to think that his 
fourteen year old kid had been playing with this! Shit, he didn't blame him! 
The sexy bitch was a mind bender .,.!


Someone pressed her back onto the bed; she didn't resist, but lie back, 
jerking her eyes from one to the other of them ... greenish-grey eyes that 
were widened in frightened abasement, while her small white teeth worriedly 
nibbled at her lower-hp. Then, her breath caught, hitching in her throat as 
she watched Gus Edward's big, red-veined face lower above her, his huge hand 
reaching down between her legs toward her exposed genitals.


"Come on, spread 'em open, bitch!" he lewdly hissed. "Time for canoe 
inspection!"


Too frightened to refuse, Jan slowly spread her full white thighs apart for 
him, revealing the thin pink ribbon of her secret flesh to all of their 
salaciously leering eyes. She gasped painfully then as he dug one thick 
finger into her, thrusting it right up her unprepared vaginal passage to the 
heavy palm of his brutal hand and mercilessly routed the sensitively tender 
raw flesh.


"Aaauuuggg ... please .,. stop! Please stop!" she pleaded, pressing her 
naked buttocks down into the mattress in an effort to escape his painful, 
obscene penetration between her thighs.


Frank Trumble lustfully chuckled, his thin face twisted in a course grin as 
he eagerly gaped at his dentist friend's thick finger drubbing into the 
pink-fleshed hole in her golden-hair fringed loins. Goddamn, she was a 
curvaceous bitch! No wonder the fucking kids were letting her suck them off! 
Who wouldn't for Christ's sake?


"Listen, let's go into her, damnit!" he said, pulling at his clothes. "I 
don't know about you gentlemen, but my cock's been aching to be buried 
inside that sweet pussy for too long!" He never took his hungry eyes from 
her voluptuous, naked body while he stripped his things away, the sight of 
Gus finger-fucking her cunt helping to build his fired lust. Christ, how a 
beautiful bitch like her could stay unmarried was beyond him. If only they 
could figure some way to work her into their swap plans, but the wives would 
never buy that....


"Hey, how about one of you gentlemen trying to find some booze?" Gus 
suggested, suddenly withdrawing his cruel, violating finger and 
straightening to stare down at Jan's lovely white nakedness. "I could use a 
belt or two before sinking my cock in this kid sucker. And for your 
information, boys, that's as tight a pussy as you're going to find any 
where...."


Jan sighed in relief from the pain once he'd pulled his abusing finger out 
of her tormented channel. She continued to lay as if petrified, watching as 
he, too, began to undress. God, she hoped that at least they would give her 
a drink; there was small doubt but what she was going to need it....


"I'll see what I can find," Harry Evans offered. "All I ask is that you 
reserve that sweet mouth for my cock, gentlemen. I'm tired of having no one 
but whores suck it. . and I have the feeling that Miss Arlen will perform a 
splendid job for me...."


"Go on, find the liquor, you honey-throated bastard," Frank chuckled after 
him as abruptly he dropped his shorts. "And don't worry, we'll save you a 
hole .,...."


Jan hardly heard their lewd conversation. Her eyes were dreadedly fastened 
on the slender man's revealed naked body, with the long, thick cock jutting 
menacingly out from his lean, hairy loins. Though men's penises were not 
foreign to her, it had been a long time ... actually since Ken .,. . that 
she'd seen one, and she hadn't remembered their being the length and 
thickness of this! A shudder rippled through her and she sensed her insides 
cringing at the thought of it worming into her. His bloated balls swayed 
between his muscled thighs, and suddenly he was grinning, dropping his hand 
to lewdly stroke the heavy foreskin back and forth over the purple, bulbous 
head, when he caught her eyes fixed on it.


"Like it, baby? It's man-sized, eh? Think you can take more of it?" he 
luridly taunted. 'Tell me, which hole would you like it in?"


"And this one, too, bitch?" Gus Edwards chimed in, unleashing his even 
longer, thicker length of moistened, red-knobbed hardness. "We'll let you 
decide just how you want them placed, cunt or asshole, though it shouldn't 
make much difference, seeing that you're going to get them three at once!"


"All I could find is vodka, but at least we won't go dry," the bald, fat man 
said, re-entering the room. "Well, I see you gentlemen are prepared for 
action, with weapons at full tilt and all. If you'll just open this bottle 
while I strip and join you...?"


Gus Edwards took the bottle and uncapped it, raising it thirstily to his 
lips, while the attorney began to remove his things.


Frank Trumble reached for the bottle and Gus lowered it, wiping the back of 
his hand over his lips as he fought for breath. "All right. . all right, how 
do you want yours, Frank?"


"Just remember," Harry Evans reminded, kicking off his pants. "I have first 
option of her luscious mouth. I can already feel those soft, ripe lips 
wrapped around my hardened prick."


"Well, seeing she isn't going to decide for us, I still have a hankering to 
work it into that puffy-lipped cunt, at least, the first time," Frank 
salaciously repeated.


"So ... that doesn't leave me much choice, but the idea intrigues me," the 
dentist said with a lewd grin. "To be honest about it, Mavis won't buy me 
fucking her ass, and it so happens that I've always had a penchant for that 
entrance. I'll bet a gold incisor crown against anything you guys want to 
put up that this luscious bitch has got the most perfect little sodomizing 
hole you ever laid your eyes on, though!"


Even as she trembled in uncontrollable debased fear, their foul and lewd 
words, plus their meaning and intentions, were having an effect on Jan that 
she couldn't begin to understand. Dear God, even the repulsive sight of 
Harry Evan's naked, pusy body with its smaller, poling rod of hardness 
sticking thickly out from beneath the overhang of his belly, sent 
unfathomable chills racing through her. The utterly obscene abuses they 
intended to commit on her defenseless body with lecherous, planned lust had 
set off ripples of masochistic excitement in her belly and loins that she 
couldn't believe! God, what was happening to her, anyway?


"Please ... may I have a drink, too?" she asked, looking from one to the 
other.


Gus grabbed the bottle from Harry Evans, while Frank Trumble grinned and 
went on stroking his long, thick cock.


"Why of course you can, you lovely blonde-haired cunt!" the dentist leered, 
walking to the bed and sitting down beside her. Frank moved around to the 
other side and the lawyer seated himself at the foot. "I was just thinking 
that maybe you ought to have a little uplife to see you through the fucking 
orgy of your life, baby!"


Jan nervously swallowed, almost sorry she'd asked as she reached for the 
bottle. Gus grinned and brushed her hands away, grasping it firmly as Frank 
did the same to the other.


"Harry, you better come up and hold her head," Gus said, watching the fat 
man sniggeringly crawling up the bed. "If the bitch wants a drink ... we'll 
give her just that, eh?"


Once more, a sinking sensation of utter helplessness engulfed Jan as she 
watched Dickie's father tilt the bottle up to her lips ... lips which she 
couldn't move away from between the lawyer's vise-like hands holding to 
either side of her face. Then, Gus began to spill the vodka into her mouth!


She tried to squirm and resist, holding her teeth clenched tight, but the 
big dentist pinched her nose until she had to gasp for breath, and a torrent 
of the burning liquor flowed in a forceful, swallowing stream into her 
belly! Again and again, they repeated the cruel act, laughing like drunken 
animals. Then, they really began their vindictive punishment while she lay 
defenselessly beneath them!


Almost immediately, Jan sensed the potent liquor surging into her 
blood-stream. They freed her and amongst themselves, finished off the 
bottle, while she lie there, staring at each of them in turn, gasping at 
their naked, middle-aged bodies and huge cocks, a drugged feeling of lewd 
sensuality gradually overtaking her. In all truth, she knew that she would 
normally want no part of them ... any one of them ... but there was hardly a 
thread of truth left in her! God, she was nearly already as stupefied from 
the amount of vodka they'd forced down her as were they ... and maybe she 
should be thankful ...!


She erotically trembled, while simultaneously, she futilly tried to control 
the growing masochistic passion sweeping through her. God, was it possible? 
Knowing what they intended to do to her?


Her thoughts were shattered as suddenly she realized that Frank Trumble was 
crawling onto the bed and spreading her unresisting, naked white thighs, his 
huge cock pointed directly at her moistening pussy.


"God ahead and tee off, Frank." Gus drunkenly invited. "I want her primed 
and anxious when I slip this aching prick into her ass!"


Jan momentarily thought of Ken being on his way there, and tossed her head 
from side to side in emotional confusion. Through dimmed eyes, she then saw 
the slender man raised above her, between her wide-spread legs, holding the 
thick length of his penis in his hand, then pushing forward to taunt the 
spread-open, moistening pink flesh of her pussy with its hardened, spongy 
head. The immediate contact of its satiny, warm tip against the tingling 
flesh of her vaginal lips provoked sensuous fermentations to instantly 
spiral through her.


"Oooohhh...." she unrestrainably moaned. "OOOOOoohh .. God!"


"Fuck ... wait a minute!" Gus Edwards luridly exclaimed. "I want to see her 
asshole! Turn her over for a moment! Let me get a look at that puckered 
little gem!"


They did, and Jan made no effort to struggle against them. Instead, she 
rolled onto her stomach like a wanton bitch, willingly presenting them with 
the full, white mounds of her rounded ass, her thighs spread-open for Frank 
Trumble to play between.


"Damn, you do love cock, don't you baby?" Frank hissed, still between her 
legs and brushing his thick cock-head from her moistening flushed cunt-lips, 
upward through the deep and smooth, hairless crevice dividing her kissing 
ass-cheeks. "Even man-cock! How about that? I guess the teenagers haven't 
got it all sewed-up after all, have they?"


"Ohhhh ... oh Lord!" Jan passionately moaned.


The vodka, keenly flowed in her bloodstream, performing its usual reaction. 
Her pussy was suddenly inflamed with excitement, her need for fulfillment, 
as always, blinding any reasoning power she might still faintly possess. 
God, it was wild ... maddening! She'd go out of her mind if he didn't do 
something besides tease her cunt with the damp, rubbery head of his hardened 
cock!


"You like that, don't you baby?" he half whispered, smoothing one hand along 
her outer thigh and watching Gus spread open the white mounds of her 
rounded, full ass-cheeks to expose the tiny, puckered rosette of her pink 
asshole.


"Christ, did you ever see anything like that?" the dentist gasped. "Look at 
those tiny lips ... like a baby's mouth ... and just waiting for my cock!"


"Ooohhh ... I-I can't stand it any longer...!" Jan moaningly admitted, 
reaching back for Frank's taunting rod of hardness. "P-Put it in me! 
Ooooohhh yes, please? Fuck me with it! That's what you came for, wasn't it? 
Then, do it. . do it! Fuck me!"


Frank Trumble felt a surge of lust race through him that he couldn't ignore, 
and quickly he moved to turn her back over. Christ, what a breath-taking 
girl she was! If Helen was just half as much woman, he wouldn't be thinking 
about any goddamned swap meets! Oh shit. .!


Jan uncontrollably drew up her legs and clutched at his lean shoulders, 
digging her nails into the hard flesh, the ragged, swollen lips of her 
incited cunt searching for his cock as she writhed her hips and raised her 
buttocks in an effort to help. "Oh God ... yes ... yesss! Give it to me now 
... nowwww!"


Jan felt him eagerly insinuating the tip of his thick cock into her now wet, 
pulsating vaginal mouth, and slowly her eyes began to open wide as he 
brought the unfamiliar, expanding pressure to bear at the dilated opening. 
God ... oh God, his cock was big! She started to protest, but with a flexing 
motion of his hips, he forced the huge head inside the snug, elasticized 
entrance, stretching the yielding flesh like she'd never known, and she 
could do little more than feebly whimper out..


"Ooohhh!" she moaned, the guttural sound coming from the depth of her soul. 
.! "Yesss . .fuck me. . oh God, fuck me, please...?"


CHAPTER NINE


Though the Evans home was a good city block from the cul-de-sac where Jan's 
house was situated, the view from the former living room window was such 
that Jenny Evans could watch all movements to and from the music teacher's 
residence. The parrot-nosed woman had been wrathfully doing exactly that 
since her scathing treatment by the blonde girl shortly before, her 
vindictive mind furiously scheming in her rebuffed rage.


It was following her fourth or fifth glass of port, she wasn't certain any 
longer as to number, that she saw them go in, her thick-lipped mouth falling 
loosely open in absolute amazement. There was no question who they were! Her 
eyesight was not that bad! But their reason for being there was what stymied 
her, and what she was at that very moment trying to determine, along with 
the two women who had come right over after her urgent call.


"You can believe me, girls! There's positively no doubt but what those three 
men were our husbands, and they've been in there for at least forty-five 
minutes!" the heavily made-up fat woman insidiously whispered to the pair of 
drinking staring women on either side of her. "Maybe one of you can come up 
with the reason behind their visit, but I'm certainly in the dark...."


"Well, I'm not!" Mavis Edwards snapped, her ash-rimmed eyes beginning to 
glare as she continued to watch the blonde music teacher's house. She gulped 
at her uncut scotch and added: "I think it's about time that I told you two 
about the pantie issue and my Dickie, then you'll see why I suddenly became 
alarmed over Janice Arlen .,.!"


Both Jenny Evans and Helen Trumble listened with rapt attention, while the 
chestnut-haired mother invectively unfolded her story, leaving no doubts in 
their minds that she suspected the curvaceous blonde of forbidden salacious 
acts. To Jenny Evans who had surmised as much and had gone so far as to 
pretend to Jan that she had actually peeked in her window and seen what was 
going on, the enlightening story was music to her ears. She had been right. 
. and the lovely blonde beauty wasn't going to find it so easy to spurn her 
advances the next time ... and there would be another time, she vowed, as 
little sensations of lustful incitement began to churn inside her.


The effect on Helen Trumble was no less sensuously arousing, the lewd 
imaginings Mavis' tale inspired of the young blonde teacher carrying on with 
teenagers, whetting her liquor-sharpened, carnal appetite. But at the same 
time, there was a keen agitation of jealousy gnawing at her belly in the 
thought that the voluptuous girl might be seducing one or both of the two 
men in her life. Oddly enough, it wasn't her husband who held the priority 
either, but Gus Edwards, her now-and-then lover. Just what the hell were 
they doing at her house, this, or any time of the day?


"Whatever is going on, I don't believe that I like it!" the red-headed woman 
finally said, her own pale-blue eyes beginning to angrily glow. "And I don't 
intend to sit back and wait for Frank's version of it, either!"


Mavis watched her friend suddenly get to her feet. "Wh-what do you intend to 
do, Helen?"


"I'm going down there and find out for myself ... and if what's going on is 
what I think it might be...!" The attractive red-head never finished her 
threat, because she wasn't quite certain what she would do.


"And I'm going with you!" Jenny Evans said, rising unsteadily from the 
davenport.


"A-All right. . we'll all go!" Mavis exclaimed, the thought of catching Gus 
in the act with another woman weirdly stimulating to her. "I-It's about time 
we found out just what is going on in this neighborhood...!"


Frank Trumble couldn't restrain his little sadistic grin at Jan Arlen's 
astonished expression, followed by her soulful wail. He'd actually wormed 
his long, thick cock into her soft, warm passage no more than a begrudging 
inch. Christ, she was almost virgin-tight, a goddamned unusual delight to 
find in a grown woman! He heard Gus Edward's drunken laugh and saw Evans 
excitedly stroking his own fat, stubby prick. She hadn't had it much, he was 
sure of that, and as bad as she wanted it buried in her hot pussy right at 
that moment, he knew his entry was more than she'd bargained for. All of a 
sudden, she was twisting as she whimpered, trying to kick those gorgeous 
legs free as if to escape the unexpected torment of his impaling cock ...!


Jan had unwittingly began to strike at him with her small fists, until his 
two naked associates easily held her arms pinioned to the bed. Dear God. . 
she had been so wrong! In her liquor-stupored desire, she had way 
over-estimated her capacity! His thick rod of hardened flesh was brutal 
beyond reason ... far too big for her small vagina! Oh Lord ... he was like 
a bull! She could never take him inside her! It. . it was ripping her tight 
channel mouth and .,. and the pain was horrible!


"Aaauuggghh ... oohh pleaseee ... stop, my God! I-It's too big ... you're 
tearing meeee!


Frank couldn't hold back his gross, sadistic laugh. Fuck, they had to think 
of a way to work her into their swap plans! Christ, he'd never get enough of 
her in one session! He raised up higher on his hands and flicked his hips 
once more, pressuring forward, his long, thick cock burrowing another few 
inches into her....


"OOuuuuuhggghh! God almighty! Unnhhh ... please stop ... take it out!"


Harry Evans gleefully sniggered, watching wide-eyed as he continued to hold 
her arm secure and stroke himself at the same time. Damn, he couldn't 
imagine a mature girl who couldn't take any sized man. Barring his own 
sexless wife, all of the whores he had known over the years could swallow a 
tree-trunk in their over-worked cunts! He gaped as again, Frank wormed 
another inch or so into her tight, pink hole so beautifully framed with its 
golden curls between her full, wide-spread white thighs. Christ, evidently 
Gus had been right about the teenagers, and they were probably all who had 
ever fucked her!


"Eeeiighghhh!" Jan squeaed in a high-pitched voice racked with pain.


"So, how does it fee to have a man-sized cock inside that cunt-hole for a 
change, Miss Bitch, instead of all those boy-pricks?" Gus Edwards 
sadistically taunted her, delighting in her unhideable agony. "I don't get 
it. What seems to be the problem? A minute ago you were begging to be 
fucked," he went on, clutching at one of her rounded white breasts to knead 
the soft, yielding flesh then cruelly twist and pull at its tiny, hardened 
pink nipple. "Well,. . aren't you getting enough, yet baby?"


"Oooohhh ... nnooo ... please stop!" Jan whimpered in breathtaking pain, 
tears beginning to flow from her glazed eyes.


Goddamn, there was something in her voluptuously curved white body that had 
turned Frank on from the first moment he'd laid eyes on her. But he'd never 
entertained anymore than a dream of ever getting to her ... and her he was 
in a dream come true! He could still hardly believe he was wedged between 
her beautifully shaped legs, sinking his aching prick into her unbelievably 
tight pussy! Yet, it was true ... Christ yes! He had only to stare down at 
the distorted expression of torment that was slowly giving way to desire on 
her lovely face to know that it was true! Damn, the way she was holding her 
thighs raised and back once more for him, even in her agony ... and the 
twitching, biting tight lips of her stretching cunt ... shit yes, it was 
true, all right! Goddamn, he couldn't stand it any longer!


With a quick movement, he levered himself up and pressed relentlessly into 
her, thrusting his thick length of hardened cock deep into the tightly 
resisting channel! The force of his plunge sent rippling little waves of her 
soft, pink vagina flesh before his plowing cock-head! There was no time for 
her to scream ... only to let out a choking gasp as his charging penetration 
whipped her breath away....


Jan convulsively jerked from the painfully erotic shock of his huge cock 
racing into her belly. It filled her like a pregnant mare, she vaguely 
reasoned amidst the array of scintilizing explosions of pleasureful torment 
flitting sensually through her brain. She could feel the hardened thick 
length of it hotly throbbing and flexing inside her, smoothing out every 
crevice and secret fold her tight passage possessed! She feared to breathe! 
Fervent pain stabbed with tingling sensations from her toes to her scalp, 
but most intensive from her knees to her buttocks and through her soft loins 
and quivering belly. God, he was actually in her all the way! She couldn't 
help but wonder if he'd torn something! Her unbelievable expanded pussy was 
trying to adjust. . if-if that were possible, she thought, as the 
masochistic fermentations began to strongly mount inside her once more.


"Damnit, Frank, roll her over!" Gus Edwards drunkenly ordered. "I've waited 
long enough! Come on, pull out of her for a minute...!"


Frank did, but reluctantly, while Jan opened her eyes in a drugged glaze of 
unexplainable disappointment, her liquor-drenched mind whirling in drunken 
confusion. Then, they were manhandling her naked body again, rolling her 
unresistingly over on the bed.


Her soft buttocks quivered as Gus Edwards moved down and separated her long 
legs, assuming the position between them that Frank Trumble had commanded, 
spreading them widely and obscenely apart. Jan's brain fought for control 
over the stupifying effects of the vodka, until she finally begged: "Oooo 
... please ... don't? Ohhhh God ... please?"


She tried to squirm away but it was simple for Frank and Harry Evans to hold 
her, and the bald attorney drily swallowed at the sight of the big dentist's 
huge hand running upward along the smooth, white flesh of her sensitive 
inner thighs. Then, he saw it reach the wet, pink crevice of her cunt that 
Frank had already stretched open, its fingers drawing teasingly through the 
moistened, velvety folds, and on up to the deeper crevice between the white 
mounds of her rounded buttocks. Finally, the big man put both hands to use 
in pressuring outward against the smoothly ovaled cheeks, parting them to 
expose thn tiny puckered hole of her pink anus nestled so goddamned 
defenselessly between. The smooth cleft was so deep and inviting that Harry 
trembled in his building, lustful excitement, and he clutched his throbbing 
cock tighter.


The attorney's bugging eyes were only inches from Jan Arlen's trembling 
naked buttocks, and he watched in lewd fascination as the curvaceous blonde 
girl moaned, trying to hold closed the rounded white mounds against Gus' 
strong, probing hands. Of course, it was useless. With a sadistic snigger, 
the dentist ground his fingers into the tender, satiny-like flesh and she 
quickly gave in with an anxious cry of pain, relaxing them to let him have 
his way.


Frank Trumble stared in flannel-throated lust as Gus Edwards pressed 
downward with a thick middle-finger at the raised pink ring of her sensitive 
anus. The blonde music teacher lurched and cried out at the sudden abusive 
invasion into her tight, spongy rectum; both he and Harry had to increase 
their hold on her, and again she whined as the thick finger probed lewdly 
into her resisting passage, sinking to the first knuckle-joint in the hot, 
rubbery hole.


"Aaaugggg ... stop ... stop!" Jan gaspingly choked, fighting back by 
clenching her buttocks as tightly as she could.


"Open your ass!" Open it, you baby-sucking cunt!" Gus foully snarled, 
thrusting mercilessly downward against the useless resistance she was 
putting up. Abruptly, his impaling finger plunged into the pried-open, 
elasticised channel to the palm of his big hand! She pitifully wailed her 
objection, yet nevertheless, relaxed the tensed naked mounds in complete 
surrender as she chewed at her lush lower-hp until she could taste the 
saltiness of her own blood.


Jesus Christ! He couldn't do it, Frank drunkenly reasoned. Gus could never 
worm his thick cock into that tiny hole! He licked lustfully at his thin 
lips, watching as the dentist began to massage his lengthy rod of hardness 
in one hand while the other continued to rout and plunge the invading finger 
into her defenseless little asshole.


"What the hell...." the real-estate broker unintentionally mumbled as he 
watched the lewd sight of Gus' finger obscenely stretching the inflaming 
baby-like mouth in preparation for the impossible entry he had in mind....


In drunken and unqualified emotions, Jan had helplessly felt strong hands 
opening the soft, quivering cheeks of her naked buttocks, prying them 
further apart. Reflexively, she had tried to clutch them together, but it 
was impossible beneath those hands. God, she had never felt more obscenely 
naked and exposed as she did at that moment before their lust-filled eyes. 
Then, as the unrelenting hands continued to force her buttocks apart, she 
felt the cooler air against their hotly perspiring inner-sides, and 
abruptly, the new pain from his salacious intrusion into her nether-hole had 
begun! Automatically, her muscle reaction had attempted to close against the 
depraved invasion, but instead she'd found her clutching passage gripping 
snugly at his licentious finger ...!


"Fuck! Look at that luscious asshole work, gentlemen! What did I tell you! 
You ever see anything like that?" she heard Gus Edwards expound in drunken 
excitement.


"Come on, Gus, make a little haste, will you?" Harry Evans impatiently 
pressed. 'This cock of mine, though smaller than you over-endowed studs, is 
nonetheless ready to split at its aching seams!"


Gus chuckled at the attorney's words, then said: "Let's not get over-anxious 
and forget our basic goal, Harry. We want to be damned sure that our 
kid-sucking queen her really benefits from having three cocks crammed into 
her at the same time, don't we? After all, you'll agree that she's earned 
it?" he bitterly added. He thrust his finger into her unprotected, rubbery 
channel to the palm of his big hand again and again, causing her to 
chokingly grunt from deep in her chest. Unmercifully, he drubbed and sawed 
in and out of her vulnerably exposed anus, lewdly stretching the virginal 
passage with no feeling of mercy.


Because she could do nothing else, Jan gave herself to the lascivious act in 
resigned surrender. If only she could faint, or if they would just beat her 
outright ... kill her ... whatever ... but she was so drunkenly conscious 
and masochistically confused! One moment she was alive inside with 
incredible sensations of unknown passion, and the next, stricken with shamed 
torment! And now, worse than all, she could see all of their luridly naked 
reflections in her vanity mirror!


She lay prostrate on her stomach, completely at their mercy, Gus Edwards' 
powerful legs kneed between her own wide-spread thighs, forcing then lewdly 
open to reveal her accessible, naked genitals to all of them. She couldn't 
help but stare in mounting anxiety at the mirror when she saw him point the 
uncircumcised purple head of his hardened penis, aiming it directly at her 
crinkled little hole he had so lustfully stretched with his thick finger!


Once more, he spread her yielding buttocks wide apart with his thumbs, 
levering further up over her and slowly drawing the moistened, bulbous head 
of his fleshy hardness between her wet tactile cunt-lips. She lurched at the 
erotic contact, her muscles tensing when he lay the entire length of his 
long, thick cock into the smoothly opened crevice of her ass. It's tip was 
poised at her snugly cringing anus, and she stared, stiffened in tautened 
dread. He maneuvered himself higher, working his hips forward, guiding the 
huge fiery-tipped knob directly at the tiny flexing hole ...!


"You'll never forget this, Miss Bitch!" he hissed down at her breathless 
form "Lend yourself to it, cunt, because its going to last a long ti!"


Jan felt his harsh hands smoothing over the soft flesh of her neck, 
shoulders and back, then beneath her to once again maul the erogenous mounds 
of her full, sensitive breasts.


Oh God ... if it were only possible to scream out for help ... but she knew 
that it was not. There was nothing to do, but endure it. .! Inevitably, she 
felt the pressure of his massive cockhead ... sensed it pressing 
tormentingly against the ring of her tiny, inflamed anus! She caught at her 
breath and gaped with glazed eyes into the mirror to see the hardened rod of 
flesh burst salaciously beyond her tightly resisting sphincter as she felt 
the splitting, painful sensation! Uncontrollably, she gasped out, but more 
from the sight than the feel, as she saw the small opening obscenely 
stretching to slip over his massive cock like a tightly sheathing sleeve, 
absorbing the first inches of his heavy, sodomising cock!


Spontaneously, the foreign torment spread through her like a raging fire! 
She saw his triumphant grin of lust at the others just before he thrust his 
thick hips sadistically downward, burrowing a good half of the turgid, 
fleshy rod into the defenseless channel of her chaste rectum!


"Aaauuu ... ooouugghh .,. . myyy Godd!" Jan frantically strangled out, 
violently squirming and flailing her curvaceous body in its undefinable 
sensation of painful stimulation. Her lush white buttocks spasmed beneath 
his sodomizing assault, her every move and convulsive jerk impaling his huge 
cock deeper into her stretching ass-channel!


"Go on, bitch! I love it this way!" Gus taunted. "Hold the cunt, gentlemen 
... just let her ass and hips move!"


Jan whimpered out her weird pleasureful pain once more as the dentist forced 
her defenseless naked buttocks upward toward his impaling cock by clawing at 
the curve of her hips. His knees moved further in between her long legs to 
push them farther apart, spreading her yielding ass-cheeks even more to help 
his unending thick cock in its depraved tunneling into her grotesquely 
stretched rear passage. She sensed the uncontrollable tears hotly spilling 
from her eyes as the insane, erotic agony grew more intense, causing 
fantastic waves of sensual paroxysm to wildly rage within! Again, she looked 
at the mirror to see the lust-fumed faces of Frank Trumble and Harry Evans 
moving closer to observe the thick rod of Gus' hardness worming its way with 
animal relentlessness into the vulnerable channel of her helplessly expanded 
rectum ... ,until it'was unbelievably sunk to its thick, lengthy hilt!


She stopped jerking and struggling, realizing in a vague panicky incitement, 
that the lust-infusing torment was excruciating enough when she remained 
still! To move made it momentarily unbearable ... and there was no way to 
resist the perverted assault of these beasts whose only desire was to 
satisfy their sadistic passions! The agony, though unbelievable, was not 
insufferable, but in God's name, she couldn't imagine why! That she could 
feel any sensual arousal from such an obscene defilement was beyond belief 
... but she did ... God, yes ... she did!


She could intricately feel the huge, solid intrusion poling into her back 
there, chafing and rubbing to a hot flame the tender raw flesh as he began 
to saw in and out of her. His hands gripped her rounded hips with a numbing 
pressure as he thrust into the depths of her unprotected rectum, each 
violent plunge raising a choking grunt from deep in her throat. She felt her 
face bathed with her tears as he pommeled between her obscenely spread 
buttocks in longer, smoother strokes, shoving the entire length of his long, 
thick cock right up her ass until she could feel his sperm-bloated balls 
slapping noisily against the exposed pink flesh of her wet pussy'.


"How do you like it, Miss Bitch?" Gus hoarsely panted. "Can you taste it 
yet, or would you like a little more?"


Oh God ... she couldn't speak ... just to breathe was a gasping effort! 
Then, in the mirror, she saw Frank Trumble moving around on the bed behind 
her, his eyes luridly gaping at the depraved union. She saw his hand 
reaching toward her, then hungrily clutching one of her full hanging 
breasts. The same hand brushed hotly down her naked body, greedily massaging 
and kneading the soft white flesh until she wondered if he was losing his 
mind in his drunken lust.


"Goddamn, Gus ... turn her back over! I got to get into her!" he rasped at 
the dentist who was hypnotically concentrating on the thin pink ridges of 
inflamed flesh that pulled out from her grotesquely stretched anus each time 
he withdrew his thick, pulsating rod of hardness.


Ooohhh ... now, it was coming ... further defilement. . and there was 
nothing she could do to stop them! The-the three, of them at once, they had 
said, and she vaguely remembered it now in her liquor-hazed brain! 
Impossible ... they'd kill her for sure...! Suddenly, Gus Edwards was 
squeezing his powerful hands into the sensitive flesh of her hips and 
tumbling them both backwards, his huge cock still buried in her forever 
stretched rectum!


Jan groaned out her misery when he lifted her naked body as if she were 
weightless, drawing her back on top of him while he stretched out beneath 
her. The position brought her smooth hollowed back down against his hairy 
chest and stomach, her long legs licentiously splayed on the outer sides of 
his, while his huge, throbbing cock remained fused in its entirity to the 
very depths of her bowels.


"Ooooo ... have some mercy ... please? Don't ... don't?" Jan pleaded in an 
unheeded, whimpering voice as Frank Trumble crawled up over her. Quickly, he 
forced his strong legs between hers and the dentist's, thrusting her full 
thighs even further apart and grasping his jerking, hard cock to guide it 
into the wet, open channel of her defenseless, exposed vagina again.


"Baby, I couldn't stop if someone paid me a million bucks!" he lustfully 
hissed down into her tear-stained face. "It's the most luscious cunt I've 
ever fucked...!"


"Aaaugghh ... stop it,. . stop! Are ... are you trying to k-kill me...?" she 
pitifully cried out, her breathing catching in her throat. She felt his 
long, thick cock slither up into her moist, cringing channel until his 
cum-inflated balls smack solidly against the wedged open cheeks of her 
buttocks to join the other raping penis imbedded deep in her ass! God, at 
the very least they were going to drive her mad! No woman could endure such 
punishment ... caught between two drunken, lust-filled men who were 
mercilessly fucking her at the same time, their hardened, angry cocks thrust 
beyond reason into her helpless, naked body, with only the slightest wall of 
tissue between her passages separating their thick, charging penises! If. . 
if only she could faint ... anything!"


Harry Evans watched in a mesmerized, lascivious excitement all his own. He 
stroked his fat, aching cock while he stared at Frank fucking into her 
glistening, wet cunt with fury. At the same time Gus' hairy loins plunged up 
and down, lifting them ah off the bed ... in and out of her inflamed, lewdly 
stretched asshole with wild, powerful strokes. He gaped until they finally 
reached a cadence that buffetted her smoothly between them, and the 
dual-fucked, blonde lovely lay sandwiched limply to their frenzied 
ravishment of her voluptuous, naked body.


Damn, it was unquestionably the most lust-inciting spectacle he had ever 
seen! His fat, middle-aged face was a mere inches from the pair of wet, 
thick cocks racing into Jan's stretched canals like a pair of lubricated 
pistons. His eyes excitedly bugged at the lengthy rods of thick hardness 
that were moistened from her own cuntal secretions, insanely fucking into 
her in harmonious rhythm. The frayed pink edges of her inner cunt being 
extracted by Frank's cock on the backstroke, to vanish inside once more when 
he thrust into her, lustfully fascinated him. The same lewd action was 
visible from Gus' thick rod of hardness sucking down out of her, tugging the 
clinging inflamed ridges of her clasping asshole with it, then fluidly 
disappearing as he lunged up into her until his heavy balls were wedge in 
the smooth cleft between her soft, white buttocks. Goddamn, he just couldn't 
sit by and watch any longer! He had to have a piece of her, too ...!


Quickly, he stacked two pillows, then dropped down on his side on top of 
them, his stiff, throbbing cock even with Jan's liquor-slackened face.


Though totally debased and near out of her mind, Jan erotically rolled her 
head back and forth on Gus Edward's thick, hairy chest, while his big hands 
tightly clutched at the soft resilient flesh of her swollen breasts. She 
felt only a great heat and splitting at her super-defiled loins, and every 
part of her seemed to be at those two burning channels they were lustfully 
stretching between her legs. Her lush lips opened and closed in confused 
emotions, and abruptly, she felt a hand brutally entwining in her long 
blonde-hair! It jerked her face to one side, and then there were fingers at 
her soft lips, prying open her mouth, a wet, spongy substance rubbing 
against them. Numbly she focused her eyes to see Harry's fat, hardened penis 
forcing its way into her mouth!


Unresistingly, Jan allowed him to open her lips and slide his stiff, thick 
cock into the liquid heat of her mouth. God, she nebulously reasoned, at 
least this was one perversion she was completely familiar with ... and not 
wholly adverse to. She felt it glide along the length of her tongue, filling 
her mouth with its hot, throbbing hardness. If. . if only he would be 
half-way human about it! But instead, he firmly held to her head with his 
hand wound in her long hair and began to furiously pump into her face! She 
gagged as he shot the thick, rubbery head to the back of her throat, then 
down, its full length nearly disappearing between her educated, ovaled lips. 
She struggled for breath, catching small gasps of air on his outstrokes!


Dear God ... had there ever been such punishing retribution on any one human 
being ... if she could any longer consider herself human? They were 
buffeting her amongst them like a back-alley whore, with ever intention of 
using her vulnerable, naked body as a human disposal for their drunken, 
lust-filled sperm ... and the longer it went on the more pronounced the 
masochistic sensations became inside her!


The very helplessness of her lewd position as they obscenely raped her at 
every bodily entrance was erotically exciting her further with each passing 
second. She visualized each one, and all three, fucking into her together, 
until suddenly, a low, wanton moan escaped her ovaly clasping lips around 
Harry Evans' hardened cock pumping into her mouth. Reflexively, she began to 
undulate her lush, white buttocks while squeezing with her cunt and rectal 
muscles at the long, thick penises thrusting in heated rhythm into her 
seething passages.


She found herself sucking more voraciously at the fat man's cock, her cheeks 
following and bloating with building licentious hunger. Suddenly, she was 
delighting in the exploring of its ridges and wrinkles as her wet little 
tongue feverishly licked at the blood-inflated head, the tip hotly probing 
into the tiny slit at its end. She felt with warm, gentle hands until she 
found his cum-swollen balls, eagerly cupping, then beginning to milk them 
with knowing tenderness.


At the same time, Jan felt her hips of their own volition moving back and 
downward against Gus' thick, upthrusting cock that was racing up her 
stretched, tingling rectum; then ahead to meet and absorb Frank's 
blugeon-headed length of pulsating hardness which was plunging into her 
seethingly wet cunt! All sense of moral decency was obliterated from her 
brain in the sudden wave of ecstatic, masochistic sensations that were 
ravenously consuming her. Nothing mattered any longer only the wonderful 
stiff cocks wildly fucking into her, and she began to whorishly rock to 
their delicious attack, while she sucked Harry Evans' throbbing prick with 
avidly mounting passion!


God ... as always, she wanted it to shoot into her mouth ... to swallow the 
scalding hot cum and feel it dribbling down her throat ... filling her 
quivering belly as those two long rods of pulsating cock-flesh racing into 
her would fill her steaming cunt and bizzarely stretched rectum . .,!


CHAPTER TEN


Jenny Evans rang the doorbell a second time and the three women stood 
together waiting, none of them actually expecting their summons to be 
answered. For a long moment they were silent, exchanging nothing but 
expression which were saying more than a barrage of words. At last, Helen 
pushed forward, to speak what the others were thinking.


"I don't intend leaving here without satisfying my mind, ladies," the 
attractive red-head determinedly said. "Are you with me?"


"Y-Yes...."Mavishesitantly answered.


"Of course, we're with you, Helen!" the parrot-nosed Jenny Evans firmly 
snapped. "Open the door, dear ... if it isn't locked...."


"I-It isn't, Helen replied, letting her voice drop to a near-whisper as the 
barrier gave inward before her. She hesitated, then cautiously moved inside 
for several feet into the empty living room.


"That's th p studio over there,'. Mavis hissed, pointing toward the opened 
door and darkened room. 'There's no one there, either...."


"Listen . .,!" Jenny Evans ordered, laying a quieting hand on Helen's arm. 
"Do you hear sounds..?"


Both, in fact, all three did ... gasping and flesh-like slapping noises that 
were coming from down the hallway!


"The bedrooms!" Helen hoarsely whispered, immediately leading the way as the 
commotion grew more audibly vivid to their approach, until they knew which 
room it was coming from before they stepped in front of the open doorway.


Helen was the first to peek, her excitement racing through her in pulsing 
blood-rushes that were pounding in her own ears ... And then, she saw them! 
Automatically, her hand went to her mouth to stiffle the gasp of utter shock 
the awe-stricken salacious spectacle sent furiously charging through her! 
She withdrew her head and stood gaping at the ceiling in utter disbelief, 
trying to index the naked images in their obscene acts as her mind had 
pictured it in that brief matter of seconds! It was almost as if she dare 
not look again ... yet, she knew she was going to! My God, there was no 
question! The girl was ... was,.,, taking all three of them at once!


"What is it...? Are they there?" Mavis hissed, managing to move out and 
around the red-head to see for herself.


She, too, froze and covered her mouth with her hand, the effect of the four 
perspiring, naked white bodies fused together in a lurid, dovetailed 
conglomeration of sexual debauchery, whipping her breath away. But she 
didn't shy back; instead she gaped at her stripped husband's lewd position 
at the bottom of the De Sade-like, nakedly stacked bodies, his huge penis 
pistoning in and out of Jan Arlen's heaving white buttocks! My God ... he 
had its thick, hardened length thrust right up her ... her ... rectum!


Jenny Evans hadn't waited for a turn to observe what she'd already surmised 
was a sexual carnival. She moved directly in front of the door and stood 
there, actually mesmerized by their lascivious orgy! It was not her nature 
to make outbursts, or lose control of herself in a crisis; her keen brain 
was too analytical. But at that specific moment, the voluptuous white body 
of the naked blonde music teacher commanded the aroused attention of all her 
senses. S-She was even more beautiful than the imaginings her brain had 
conjured in its secret moments! And ... and ... she was actually mouthing 
Harry's vile cock! W-What a horror for such a lovely creature to endure, she 
thought, even as her small eyes locked in fascination on her lush, ovaled 
lips clasping tightly around its thrusting hardness! Though she knew it was 
done, Jenny'd never see it, nor even considered it as an act a normal woman 
would lower herself to ... yet, there was a sensually inspiring tingle in 
her belly at the sight of it!


Helen couldn't restrain her gasp of arousal as she brought her eyes back 
onto the obscene circus taking place on the bed. Though she had entered the 
house vindictively prepared to show her wrath, regardless of what they 
found, the sensual picture of the young curvaceous beauty giving her soft 
white body to all three of them simultaneously was rapidly unnerving her. 
Yet, she couldn't believe that Janice Arlen was that much of a wanton to 
make a practice of such acts.


My God, what must it be like ... to be fucked by three men at every entrance 
at the same time! Agony ... bliss?


The attractive red-head sensed a tremble rippling upward along her calves 
and thighs to shiver through her. And ... and to have Gus' cock shoved deep 
in her ass, she lustfully thought as she stared at his familiar, long, thick 
hardness tunneling upward into the naked girl's straining nether-hole! God, 
she was getting wet between her own legs just watching and ... and longing 
... Why ... why hadn't she ever made him do that to her?


Their erotic, gasping moans and straining contortions had swept Mavis into a 
hypnotically staring trance. To see three lustful men pouring their passions 
into one, lone, defenseless girl had triggered wild sensations of arousal to 
spiral through her. Already, she was heatedly moist between her thighs at 
the sight of their combined, lewd nakedness and licentious acts ... but it 
was Jan's sucking of Harry's cock that was intensively firing her!


My God ... it was true! She'd always wanted to suck a man until his cum 
spewed into her mouth! Yes, she had, hadn't she! Oh Frank ... I want to suck 
your cock ... yours ...!


"Uuuummhh ... uuummhh!" Jan's full-mouthed moan brought all three of the 
incited onlookers to abrupt and unmoving silence.


Oh yes ... yes ... ,Jan sensed as Harry's cock suddenly began to swell in 
her mouth and she wildly pulled at it. The rod of pulsating hardness 
exploded then as he vilely cursed. It gushed forth thick streams of creamy, 
pungent liquid into her throat, her cheeks bloating and contracting, while 
she swallowed to keep from choking on the continual spurts spewing 
ceaselessly from its jerking tip!


Every wife in that fervently entranced audience watched as Jan drank his 
sperm in hungry, thick gulps, fastening her lips tightly around the 
ejaculating organ so as not to lose even a drop of the fiery liquid!


Jenny couldn't have stopped herself had she wanted to, nor could Mavis have 
pushed her hand away! The chestnut-haired woman felt it slipping up beneath 
her skirt and along her quivering hot thigh. She actually spread her legs to 
make it easier for the fat woman to tug her nylon-panties one side and sink 
a finger into her hot, wet cunt!


Helen watched Harry Evans fall away from the naked blonde-girl, staring at 
the small, viscid droplets seeping from the corners of her mouth, Harry's 
shrinking cock slithering uselessly from her still sucking lips. The thin, 
sticky strings of his white sperm that were stretching from them to his 
pulling away, flaccid cock, was what nearly tipped her over. But when she 
turned to see Jenny Evans fingering Mavis beneath her uplifted skirt, the 
latter's legs wide-spread, the red-head couldn't control herself. She began 
to pull at her clothing!


. . I don't know what you two are going to do ... but I'm going to join this 
wild party!" she gasped, ignoring them as she tore her blouse away. "They've 
got what I want ... and I'm going to get some ... in fact, all I can take 
... and to hell with Shale Canyon and everybody in it!"


"Oh shit!" Harry Evans choked in non-honeyed words as he recognized their 
audience. "Our wives. . it's our wives, gentlemen!"


Both men gaped toward the women in the doorway, but had they been carrying 
loaded weapons at that point, their husbands would never have stopped. Then, 
Gus managed: All right, all right ... you've caught us cold ... and it won't 
do any good to tell the story behind it ... so ... so why the hell don't you 
join us, ladies? Let's inaugerate our swap-deal right here and now! Come on 
Mavis, baby, let's get naked and with it! You'll never be sorry...!"


Jan, in her own overwhelming sensuality, could have been less concerned by 
the presence of the newcomers. "Ooo ... yes!" she began to hoarsely chant in 
the litany of the enraptured as she continued to respond in kind to each 
lunge into her steaming pussy and feverishly seared rectum. Furious, they 
became, fucking her mercilessly, with she giving them back in wantonness 
every burning stroke they delivered into her, until all three began to groan 
in an unintelligible maze of animalish, sexual abandon!"


"Aaahhhh ... fuck me ... fuck me...! I can feel both of your cocks ramming 
into me! Ooohhh ... faster ... harder ... please?" the three, now naked, 
wives heard Jan lustfully beg as they excitedly crowded onto the edges of 
the bed to watch the voluptuous girl in her lewd position urging them on.


While both Helen and Mavis inched closer, almost leaning over them in their 
intensively aroused desires, Jenny Evans dropped to her knees behind the 
partially bent-over form of the chestnut-haired Mavis to spread open with 
her hands the other's full white thighs and smoothly rounded buttocks. Mavis 
couldn't hold in her little sensuous gasp at the heated touch of Jenny's 
hands parting her willing legs and sensitive buttocks; nor could she resist 
bending further and pressing her hips back at the woman to help expose her 
incited cunt. She gasped out a second time when she felt Jenny's thumbs 
against the flushed lips of her hot, wet pussy, gently pressuring them open 
... and finally her moist, fiery tongue flicking into the damp, tingling 
crevice!


"Harderrr ... give it to me ... ooohhh fuck mee . fuck meee!" Jan luridly 
begged as Helen Trumble watched her husband and lover's maddening ravishment 
of Jan's fervently undulating loins. There was no question but what the 
curvaceous girl was rapidly moving toward a vortex of cyclonic ecstasy, and 
the attractive, naked red-head couldn't resist the urge to smooth her hand 
down over her own soft belly through the silken, aburnish curls to dip her 
finger between the tingling lips of her wet, stimulated cunt.


Though he had already emptied his sac of its vital semen, Harry Evans sensed 
his flaccid cock beginning to re-harden as he watched his fat wife lewdly 
eating Mavis Edwards lustfully presented cunt. He'd never known it for a 
fact, but he had always entertained the feeling that his Jenny leaned that 
way. Goddamn, and now that he was certain, wasn't that a blessing for him 
though? From now on he wouldn't have to pretend. Hell, he'd bring a couple 
of whores, or whoever, right into the house ... one for each of them! And 
then, he looked at Helen Trumble's fetching, naked curves in her arched 
observer's position, the sight of her fingers sunk in her own pink, wet cunt 
sending a jolt of stiffening-blood into his thick cock! Quickly, he 
scampered fro the bed and around it to come up behind the red-head.


'it's only me, Helen!" he said, catching a hold on her curved white hips and 
attempting to lever them back toward his now poling cock. "Just old Harry 
coming to your obvious need! Bend over a little further, baby, and spread 
those lush thighs! This future judge is going to give you a little 
initiating fuck while you watch the show. Sound tempting?"


Helen sensed a quivering sensation of excitement ripple through her at the 
intimate feel of the fat man's warm hands clutching at her naked hips. She 
didn't hesitate at his lascivious invitation, but instead, thrust her full 
buttocks back at him as she spread her legs and reached with the hand that 
was wet with her cuntal secretions to grasp his hot, swollen hardness.


"Yesss, Harry ... you're a life-saver," she hissed back at him. "God, I'm so 
hot! Fuck me, darling ... fuck me gooooddd!"


Out of the corner of her eye as she voraciously licked and sucked at Mavis' 
deliciously steaming pussy, Jenny Evans watched her lawyer-husband move up 
behind Helen's lovely, stooped nakedness. She saw the red-head grasp the fat 
length of his swollen cock and insert its purple head in the mouth of her 
pink, moistened cunt; then, as he lunged forward, Helen's lush buttocks 
charged backwards, grunts of pleasureful delight escaping both of them when 
it wetly rushed up into her! Excitedly, she licked and sucked at the liquid 
flesh of Mavis' hot pussy, while she stared at Harry wildly fucking into 
Helen's working white buttocks from behind, her own hand plunging down 
between her trembling thighs to finger the damp crevice of her burning cunt!


To Jan in her insane, building climax, it seemed to go on forever ... the 
mounting, inimitable bliss of it. . the hands gripping and clutching at her 
as she lay completely and exotically impaled from the above and below! Her 
dazed brain reeled in a world of unparalleled sensations ... nothing else 
mattered but the tremendous pressure about to ecstatically burst inside 
her!"


"NNooowww!" she wailed. "Please,. . together ... cum in me together! Oh God 
fill me ... fill me! Ooohhh ... I'm cuumminnnnggg!"


Gus Edwards blurted out obscenities and simultaneously, Jan felt the thick, 
boiling liquid of his ejaculating sperm deep up into her rectal channel as 
her own orgasm seized her like an erotically clutching fist, sending unique 
spasms of pleasure rocketing through her! She could feel every throbbing 
contraction of his hardened, thick cock as it jerked out its load of 
scalding jism deep up into her very bowels! Then, Frank howled a vile oath 
and grunted savagely, while Jan pulled her thighs back as high and wide-open 
as she could, her breathing heaving from her lungs! His pumping cock began 
spitting its thick jets of hot semen into the hidden recesses of her 
quivering belly, her own orgasmic flow blending and puddling with his, an 
almost frantic convulsion of enchantment overwhelming her!


All of this, Mavis watched in a near-mesmerized wave of sensual captivation. 
She had never see another girl in the throes of love-making, not even by one 
man, say nothing of three! It's effect on her was beyond any ordinary erotic 
stimulation she could imagine ... it was lustfully mind-shattering! Her 
fire-filled loins and belly churned with surges of pyramiding desire that 
Jenny Evans' hot, lashing tongue could never satisfy, though she was 
uncontrollably reveling in the woman's sucking and licking! Passionately, 
she thrust her spread-open cunt back at her friend's immersed face while she 
watched Frank's deflating cock feebly slop from the gasping blonde-girl's 
flooded vagina. He rolled toward her onto his back, until the glistening, 
limp length of his thick penis was directly below her and he sighed in 
close-eyed exhaustion.


Had Gus been standing over her with a gun, Mavis couldn't have resisted. The 
delicious spectacle of his wet, Umber cock lying lifeless only inches below 
her was more of a temptation than she could withstand. Palpitations of 
flaming lust sped through her as she lay her hands on the hot, muscled flesh 
of his upper thigh and the soft, hairy warmth of his belly, then leaned down 
until her extended pink tongue was excitedly licking the cunt-wet length of 
his soft cock, from its base to the purple tip peeking from the fleshy 
sleeve of its enshrouding foreskin!


Helen, caught up in the rousing sensation of Harry fucking into her from 
behind in a wanton performance that she'd never even visualized in her most 
lewd moments, fastened her pale-blue, lust-filled eyes on the sight of Gus 
lifting Jan Arlen bodily off him. Her point of vision was focused on his 
supple cock pulling from the girl's stretched rectum with a moist, sucking 
sound, until the naked beauty lay unmoving, her lovely long legs 
licentiously spread to the cool air brushing at her fulfilled loins. Her own 
tiny anus eagerly tingled as she thought of the forbidden delight that the 
blonde girl's had just known. God she wanted that! She wanted Gus to 
sodomize her!


Wild, desire-filled sensations raced through the stooped-over red-head as 
she visualized the lewd entrancement of it, Harry Evan's thick, stubby cock 
enhancing her thoughts as he feverishly fucked into her. But his short 
length of swollen hardness would never satisfy her, she knew; already it was 
beginning to meaningly pulsate, his strokes quickening as he clutched 
tightly to the soft flesh of her backward-thrusting buttocks. She knew he 
was going to cum long before he dug his nails into the rounded arches of her 
undulating hips, and she clutched her cuntal muscles at his thrusting cock, 
hungrily milking it until he began to curse and fuck harder. Then, he shot 
it into her, an unbelievable loat of hot, spurting cum that she wouldn't 
have considered possible from a man of his age on his second orgasm in such 
a short time! Frantically, she thrust her wide-spread buttocks and clutching 
cunt back onto his spitting cock, wanting every drop of his sperm in her 
seething, unfulfilled cunt and belly!


Realization had already probed beyond the veil of liquor-haze and expended 
lust within Jan. She had raised her lovely blonde head to look around and 
survey the wild orgy taking place in her bedroom. She was too spent to be 
awed, yet something of that nature rippled through her. Along with that came 
the knowledge that she was home free! There wasn't any way these people 
could ever hurt her ... not now! Was there...? She better be more sure! She 
started to sit up and heard Helen Trumble say:


"I-I want you to do it, Gus! I want you ... you to fuck me in the ass ... 
the way you did to Jan!"


"Christ," the big man grunted, his limp cock giving a little stir of 
approval. "I'll be happy to accommodate you, love, the very minute we get 
some starch back in this lazy fellow."


"Maybe I can help," Jan said, rolling toward him and reaching for his cock 
to fondle and stroke as Harry's spent penis slipped out of Helen and he 
stumbled backwards falling into a chair.


The attractive red-head crawled onto the bed then to join them, immediately 
reaching down to caress Gus' balls while Jan patiently worked his long, 
thick rod of flesh back into a state of solid hardness.


"There," Jan said, as Gus watched the two naked girls manipulating his 
straining cock as if it belonged to them rather than him. "That ought to do 
the job nicely for you, dear ... but maybe you better get up on your knees 
and let me get you ready, too.."


Helen glanced at Jan and saw the sensuous sparkle coming to life once more 
in the naked blonde's beautiful eyes, and a further ripple of excitement 
raced through her. She wasn't exactly certain what Jan meant, but she 
intended to find out as she quickly did what the other suggested.


Gus watched open-mouthed while Helen with a little shudder, quickly moved 
around on the bed, then Jan got onto her hands and knees behind her, slowly 
moving her lovely face in toward the other's quivering, rounded white 
buttocks. Crazy jolts of lust began to gnaw at his belly and loins at the 
sight, his heavy cock achingly throbbing.


Jan stared at the voluptuous sight of Helen's white nakedness lewdly 
kneeling before her and expectantly waiting, an unfamiliar sensation of 
lustful excitement spurring her on. They were lush and ovaled, white mounds 
of inviting flesh, the blonde-girl feverishly thought, and she could see the 
tiny, hairless opening of raised flesh as Helen lowered her shoulders to the 
bed, thrusting the enticing area back at her. Jan's eyes dropped to the wet 
crevice of her cunt with its auburnish hair-lined lips still pinkly opened 
from Harry's cock, drops of their mixed cum clinging to the raw flesh. She 
moved forward as if drawn by a powerful magnet, until the musky, perfumed 
scent reached her nostrils and she lashed out with her tiny tongue, going 
down deep toward Helen's trembling, little clitoris.


While Gus watched in lustful fascination, Jan tongue-fucked the moaning 
Helen's cum-moistened pussy before traveling up the satin-smooth crevice 
separating her full, white buttocks to the crinkled mouth of her tiny anus. 
She then began to lick and probe at the little brownish hole, finally 
inserting a gentle finger while Helen's ass-mouth seemed to suck it right 
inside her. Then, the naked blonde teacher introduced a second finger, as 
Helen's yielding buttocks ground back onto them....


"She's ready now," Jan said, excitedly looking at Gus. "Doesn't it look 
inviting, though?"


"Shit ... I think I'm going to blow my fucking mind!" Gus choked out as he 
struggled to his knees and Jan slipped her fingers from the red-head's tiny 
working rectum and caught hold of his thrusting cock. With her other hand, 
she reached around Helen's full, white thigh to tenderly finger her wet 
pussy.


"Now, when I press it open, you push, Darling," Jan ordered him, worming the 
tip of his swollen cock into the little pink hole of Helen's ass. "Now, 
lover, shove! That's it ... harder...!"


Gus hardly needed any instructions at this game, he thought, lunging his 
hips forward to drive his thick cock deep up into the sucking, hot channel 
of Helen's rectum and raising a guttural, deep-chested grunt from her.


"Ooooo ... oh God ... ooohh!" she chanted as he began to saw into her. "Ohhh 
... yes ... yes fuck it, Darling fuck it good!" she went on, beginning to 
thrust her impaled buttocks wildly back at him .,. .


While Jan watched in mounting, re-fired desire, she suddenly became aware 
that someone was spreading her legs open and she rolled onto her back to see 
the heavy, naked body of Jenny Evans moving onto the bed between them. Oddly 
enough, the woman's presence and what she intended to do, no longer reviled 
Jan, and receptively, she spread her full thighs wide, drawing them back to 
give the fat woman open access to her hot, wet loins.


"Yes ... yes ... lick and suck it for me!" the blonde girl moaned, as beside 
them, Gus Edwards fucked wildly into Helen Trumble's heaving, white 
buttocks. Then, she saw Mavis Edwards and Frank Trumble on the floor, she on 
top of him and sucking his swollen cock, while he cupped her full buttocks 
and nestled his face into her wet loins....


And Harry Evans snored in a drunken, exhausted sleep, his fat naked body 
stretched out in her boudoir chair....


Ooooo ... what a beautiful orgy it was, Jan swimmingly thought, to the 
delightful mouthing of her cunt that Jenny Evans was administering! And it 
would never end ... never! This was only the beginning, she vaguely 
reasoned, knowing in her sensually excited brain that she would still have 
her little darlings, too, when she wanted them, as well as Ken, whom she was 
going to marry!


Yes, Shale Canyon was going to be a wonderful place to live after all, and 
there was little doubt in her mind that amongst Helen, Mavis and herself, 
they would be able to persuade Ken of its wonders. Oh God ... yes ... what 
more could a girl ask for then a never-ending variety of love-making. . 
especially a sensual girl like herself?


THE END
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Chapter 1


"God, you're beautiful, Miriam," Roger Trenton said in hushed awe as he 
stood near the lovely blonde woman. "You're the most beautiful woman 
I've ever known."


"Nonsense," Miriam Dodge softly giggled. "I'm a thirty-four year old 
English teacher past her prime. Flattery will get you nowhere, Roger."


"You know you're every bit as youthful looking as when you were twenty. 
Why, if I didn't know better, I'd say you could be my son Mark's older 
sister."


The handsome, dark-haired man spoke with genuine admiration in his 
voice as he rapturously studied her magnificently-proportioned body. 
She was sitting in a relaxed position on a striped blanket, their 
picnic lunch spread around her like an offering, and her hand was 
slightly stroking the heavily furred neck of Roger's German Shepherd 
dog, Buck. Golden sunlight of the abnormally hot Indian summer filtered 
through surrounding pines and gilded her already tanned form like an 
admiring spotlight from the Gods. From where Roger stood at the other 
side of the mossy clearing, the pretty school teacher was the ultimate 
he had ever desired in a woman, and his leanly muscular thighs throbbed 
to possess all of her ripely curvaceous flesh.


Miriam Dodge was wearing far less than she really thought to be proper, 
considering she had hardly known Roger Trenton for more than a month. 
He was the biology instructor and assistant coach at Logansville High 
School, and she had met him when she'd joined the faculty in late 
August, preparatory to the coming school year. Now, in the third 
Saturday of September, he had convinced her to share a picnic with him 
in the wooded foothills west of the small Northern California 
community. She had eagerly agreed, having had enjoyable evening dates 
with him almost constantly since they'd met. Unfortunately, she had 
discovered this morning that her only clothes casual enough for 
mountainous trails were terribly revealing. The thinly sheer blouse 
barely hid her high-set, widely-spaced breasts whose rose-tipped 
nipples were clearly etched in the flimsy fabric of her thin brassiere. 
The taut material tapered down over a thin, girlish waist and flat, 
smooth stomach to where her hugging pink shorts clung lovingly to her 
smoothly sloping hips, pulling against the gracefully jutting curves of 
her thighs. Below the cuff of the faded hot-pants, her legs were long 
columns of breathtakingly curved flesh which tapered gracefully into 
thin, well-formed ankles. And as she'd shed her pair of brown leather 
flats, her slim bare feet with their small toes peeked from where she 
had curled her ripely tanned legs beneath firmly rounded buttocks.


Miriam's long, satiny blonde hair framed a heart-shaped face that would 
cause any male to turn his head when she passed. Her azure blue eyes 
were set slightly apart and her dainty, pert nose was dotted with 
freckles across its bridge. Her full ripe mouth had the lower lips 
protruding slightly in an almost perpetual little-girl pout, which 
added a sensual look to her round dimpled chin and softly tanned satiny 
complexion. She was a mature blonde Venus that would attract admiring 
attention from the most discriminating men--and envy from women.


She blushed under the frankly brazen gaze with which the older man 
roamed her lovely body and she squirmed slightly with embarrassment on 
the blanket. She was aware that her clothes were more suitable to the 
flat beaches of Fort Lauderdale, Florida, where she had worn them up to 
her abrupt and shameful flight last June. Her first thought this 
morning had been to postpone her date with Roger until she could afford 
some new clothes, but then she had considered how much she wanted to be 
with him, and she had rationalized that the day was warm enough to 
allow her to appear so skimpily attired. Besides, she'd told herself as 
she'd dressed, she wanted to attract him very much and prove to herself 
that the evil curse she'd been living under had been broken by her 
flight across America to California.


"Darling ..." Roger said softly, "Darling Miriam ..."


"P-Please, Roger," she moaned. "Don't call me that."


"But I love you, Miriam. You certainly must be aware of that by now." 
He clenched his eyes tightly shut for a moment, brushing his hand 
through his thick black hair. "I think of you night and day, and if I 
don't say it I swear I'll go mad. Mad, do you hear? I ... Love ... 
You!" he said explosively through his teeth.


"You hardly know me, Roger," Miriam replied, swallowing thickly, her 
throat dry and constricted. "It's only been a month."


"I realize that," Roger sighed heavily. He bent down beside the 
murmuring stream and slowly revolved a bottle of red wine that was in 
the cold water, placed there earlier in order to chill it. His voice 
faltering, he managed to say; "I saw you that first day in the 
teacher's lounge and I said to myself then that you were the girl for 
me. I know it sounds foolish and certainly not very mature, but believe 
me, Miriam, I fell in love with you from the very first sight."


The lovely English teacher found that she was near to crying and she 
felt warm tears beginning to form around her eyes. She compressed her 
lips tightly, trying to control her own emotions, for she was truly 
attracted to this strong and virile man. Buck lifted his magnificent 
head and gently nuzzled her hand, licking her palm with a softly wet 
pink tongue as though he understood her distress. She glanced down at 
Roger's great and ever-present dog, managing to smile slightly in spite 
of herself.


"We ... We better change the subject," she said tenderly as Roger 
turned and stood up with the wine.


"I'd hate to ruin your day with my maudlin feelings," he replied, his 
words abruptly clipped, his tone an articulation of his disappointment. 
"I must seem like an idiot to you now."


"No, Roger," she moaned weakly. "No, you're not. And ... And it's not 
that I don't care for you. I do, I do very much."


"Then what is it?" he demanded, walking over to her.


"It's me." she whimpered, brushing the first real tear from her 
blurring eyes.


"Fine, just fine," he said sarcastically. He sat down beside her and 
viciously yanked at the cork of the bottle. "It's not me, which I can 
be glad about; the problem is with you. I'm not glad about that."


"Roger ... Give me time. Please give me a little more time." She 
lowered her eyes dejectedly, slowly shaking her head as she bit her 
trembling lip. "Be gentle with me, Roger."


He studied her for a long moment, then reached out for her other, free 
hand. "Darling, I'm sorry." His deep onyx eyes softened and a warm 
affectionate smile brought white, even teeth into view. "I guess I'm 
being selfish. I thought I'd never love another woman after my wife 
Karen died eight years ago, but now I've found you. I ... I want to 
marry you, Miriam, just as soon as I can."


She was unable to reply, only nodded mutely. She turned his hand so 
that her palm was against his and pressed gently, her own lovely blue 
eyes looking up into his. She searched his thin, expressive face with 
its prominent cheekbones and classic Roman nose, the finely delineated 
lips and deep dark eyes, and she intuitively knew at the bottom of her 
soul that he was sincere. He wanted to marry her, and, shockingly, she 
had to admit that she cared for him. He possessed an affable charm and 
forceful personality, and with his shirt off and his chest and back 
rippling with hard muscle, he was one of the most desirable men she had 
ever known. The urge to shout yes to him was nearly uncontrollable, but 
to care for him was one thing and to love him another. And then there 
was always the black and terrible cloud of her sordid, uncontrollable 
perversion hanging overhead ...


Roger thought he could detect a teardrop forming in one of her eyes. 
"You told me about your ex-husband," he said in a soothing tone. "I 
mean, if you're reluctant because of your bad experience with him, I 
can understand. But darling, I'm not like him. I'm not the kind who 
will beat you or take a belt to you. I want to cherish you, not hurt 
you."


"If ... If you were like that beast, I wouldn't be up here with you, 
Roger. No, it's not so much because of him ..."


"What then?" he asked plaintively. "You don't even like me, is that 
it?"


"I didn't say that! I couldn't say that!" she replied sincerely. She 
tried to think of something to say, something besides the truth that 
would inalterably kill any chance of them ever being together. "It's a 
reason of my own, and I simply can't tell you ... yet." A hurting lump 
crept into her throat, and she could only stammer, never having felt so 
inadequate in her life. "I ... I wish I could explain better; but ... 
but I simply can't, Roger. I'm terribly, terribly sorry, believe me 
..."


"Well, I guess if you say no, you mean no," he said, shaking his head 
sadly. He managed a feeble grin, even though his insides were churning 
in a bath of miserable dejection. "Have some more wine, at least."


Miriam watched him pour the wine into their glasses with apprehension. 
Already she'd consumed too much of the first bottle they'd shared 
during the picnic lunch, and she was feeling a little giddy and hot. 
She had to keep her head today, and behave properly ... and spirits of 
any kind affected her quickly. "I really don't think I should have any 
more," she said as Roger pressed the glass into her hand.


"Don't be silly, darling," he responded in a falsely bantering tone. 
"Let's have a toast to the most gorgeous woman in the world, you!" He 
raised his glass and saluted the lovely youthfully appearing woman 
beside him. "May she soon become my wife."


"Oh, Roger," she murmured disconsolately, but she lifted her glass and 
touched his. She sipped the heady red Pinot Noire, feeling it slide 
smoothly down her throat to warmly comfort her knotted stomach. She 
sipped again without thinking and then again ... before she had 
realized it, Roger was refilling her empty glass.


Miriam moved on the blanket so that she could rest her chin upon her 
drawn-up knees and lean dreamily against his chest. She wanted to let 
him know she was having fun and was pleased to be here with him, and 
for a short while they sat in silent pleasure, Buck on the other side 
of her as quiet as his master. She savored the sweet-smelling fragrance 
of the air and the featherish rustlings of the surrounding glade as a 
gentle breeze stirred the foliage. Above her, there was nothing in the 
sky except a dipping, caroling bluejay. Lazily she listened to the 
gurgling sounds of water over the rocks in the stream bed a few feet 
away ... The deliciously dulling illusion of liquor pervaded her worry 
clouded mind as she continued sipping the wine in her hand. She was 
glad to be here with Roger in this almost idyllic paradise. The last 
time she had been in the mountains with a man had been on her honeymoon 
ten years ago with Gregory Dodge, high in the Catskills, and that had 
turned into a hell on earth ...


She couldn't stop her thoughts from returning to that time so long ago, 
in spite of the fact that these memories were painful enough to make 
her outwardly wince. Miriam's mother had warned her about sex all 
during her formative years, instilling in her the warped fallacy that 
all men are nasty and brutish, and the result had been a sad farce of 
marital bliss. The wedding night had been one of stark terror for her 
as for the first time she'd seen a man's penis. Unlike the small non-
violent appearing organs she had seen on younger boys in her childhood, 
the turgid, blood-filled shaft which had stuck menacingly out from the 
much older man's plump white belly had made her cower under the covers 
and whimper with abject fear.


Gregory had taken her with unfeeling brutality that night as he had on 
every other subsequent occasion he'd had the urge to use her innocent 
young body. He had been the beast her mother had warned her a man would 
be, pummeling and beating her with a vengeance. By the middle of the 
first--and only--year of marriage he'd all but lost interest in sex and 
had been content to continue with an orgasm a month.


She had been worried that she was somehow at fault and had sought help. 
After reading many sex and marriage manuals she had become increasingly 
aware of other women's problems and her own situation, learning two 
important facts. For one, she had realized that there wasn't another 
woman in Gregory's life, as she'd suspected; but rather a constant 
stream of whores and sluts that would allow him to brutally whip them. 
And two, there came the startling discovery that she was budding into a 
sexually responsive young woman. She didn't want sex all the time, but 
her education had made her aware of the damage her mother had done; and 
this awareness had peeled away the false veneer of her frigidity from 
her true self. She had needed loving and she had been refused it by her 
sadistic husband. In the end, there had been only one solution--a 
lover.


To her bitter regret, young Miriam had not been able to respond to 
another man in the way she had hoped to. She had tried a number of 
normal, if adulterous affairs, but she seemed to subconsciously freeze 
up every time, and she could only accept her lovers in stiff and 
trembling rigidity. In desperation, she had hoped to direct her 
interests elsewhere, and had turned to teaching high school, for which 
she had earned a college diploma just prior to marrying. And it was 
then that all her nightmarish troubles had really begun.


The young boys in her class with their developing young muscles and 
leanly tapered bodies had struck an immediate chord in her own 
unsatisfied body. They were not men yet, and so to her inner mind they 
were "safe" for her to sexually respond to and enjoy--and a slowly 
growing yearning for fulfillment from any one of these virile young 
teenage boys had gradually taken over her thoughts. In the absence of 
love and security in her own home, Miriam's lewdly compelling desires 
to seduce her boy pupils had grown greater, with more and more 
insistent demands for relief. She had fought and fought against her 
compulsions until that fateful day a decade ago when she had given up 
completely and surrendered to the maddening emotions that had conquered 
her mind.


She'd never even learned that first one's name, only that he had been 
the delivery boy for the grocery store. She had opened the door to him 
and it was as though an evil spell had taken control of her mind. 
Lecherously, she had opened the thin nylon folds of her dressing gown 
and displayed her naked vagina, already wet with her arousal, to him. 
She had leaned back against the door and groaned aloud as she'd seen 
his thin young penis throb larger in reaction against his tightly 
clinging work-pants. He followed her down the hallway like a small, 
panting young puppy and it had been no time al all before she had 
stripped his clothes away and together they had thrashed nakedly 
against each other on she and her own husband's bed. For long, 
interminable hours, it had seemed, she had taught him almost all there 
was to do with the slender, virile young rod of flesh between his 
thighs. The boy had been everything she had ever hoped a man would be, 
and her hungrily waiting vagina had opened eagerly to accept him as 
he'd crawled feverishly over her body. And, when her tightly working 
vaginal walls had milked the hot youthful stream of his virile young 
semen from his small rigid cock, she had known then that she had never 
wanted this sensation to end.


After the delivery boy, there had been a succession of other young 
adolescents, many of them from her English classes, until, inevitably, 
she'd been caught. Even now she relived in her dreams the horror of 
that disgrace, and how Gregory had driven her from their home and city. 
The divorce had been engineered quietly, but not without her losing her 
job at the school and having to leave that up-state New York town. She 
had migrated all along the eastern seaboard since then, working where 
she could find a school district which was not too careful with its 
credentials check ... and all the while she'd continued her unnatural 
and uncontrollable seduction of all the tender young teenage boys she 
could find.


The last forbidden act had been committed in Florida. There had been no 
excuses this time; she had clearly picked the young teenager up and 
seduced him, and they had been caught by a state trooper, naked in a 
near-orgasmic session, in the rear of her car, her hungrily throbbing 
cunt filled with the hardness of his young male flesh. It had been 
three months now without another boy, the frightening scare of wildly 
driving from the Southern state before she could be brought to trial 
having been a coldly deterring memory. She had been using her fingers, 
finding no other way to fulfill her sexual passions, yet masturbation 
hardly ever released her drives as did the beautiful filling of her 
hungering vagina by a throbbingly virile boy-cock ...


And then out of nowhere had come Roger Trenton, tall and handsome, and 
his tender fourteen-year-old son, Mark. Her uncontrollable, perverse 
hunger had confronted her with a question agonizing consequence: was it 
Roger or his son whom she wanted to possess? Or both? Oh God, she would 
leave Longansville before she'd ruin three lives instead of only one.


Suddenly she realized that Roger was drawing closer to her and was 
whispering wetly into her ear. "You drive me wild," cooing softly, 
"God, I want to touch you, kiss you, make love to you ..."


"D-don't talk like that, Roger, please ..." she moaned. "It's the wine 
that's gone to your head." Even as she spoke, she heard her own slurred 
voice, and knew that she too had become slightly drunk in spite of her 
vow to watch herself.


"No, it's you who intoxicates me, Miriam. And ... by God, I am going to 
kiss you, right now!"


Before she could find the breath to protest, she was being gently 
twisted around and pressed tightly against his naked chest. She could 
taste the grape flavor of the wine as his lips enfolded over hers and 
his tongue slithered easily into her mouth, rubbing and searching ever 
so tenderly in the moisture for the softness of her own tongue. His 
firm manly body felt good against hers, its sinewy strength pressing 
against the pliant supple softness of her own breasts. Her lips parted 
and though still trembling, their glistening richness beckoned him to 
cover her mouth harder.


Her arms rose involuntarily to his neck and she pulled him closer 
against her sensuously responding body. She could feel his lips crush 
and suck at her mouth more urgently, and his hand sliding over her 
slim, softly trembling back. Her thoughts dulled by the alcohol and 
strained to the breaking point, her mind couldn't reject the lewd 
lascivious tinglings that were beginning to course through her 
involuntarily quivering loins. He felt so wonderful to her, and every 
delicious sensation and muddled thought worked to deaden the acutely 
painful horrors of her memory. Instinctively she began to respond to 
his subtle caresses and pressed her wanting body to him with every 
fiber of her strength. But all the while, in spite of the intensity of 
her response, there was a frightening hollowness alive in the pit of 
her stomach ...


"Oh God, no Roger," she whimpered, haunted by a fear of what might 
follow. "We ... have to go now. Late, gotta go home. Please, let me 
go!"


"Shhhhh, darling," he softly whispered in her ear. "You want me to hold 
you like this, darling, I know you do ..."


"I don't! I don't!" she groaned helplessly in his arms. But her words 
seemed to have no effect, either on the heavily aroused man or on the 
ominously pulsing bulge that was beginning to strain up against her 
belly. For a terrified moment, the vainly struggling woman fought even 
more desperately to escape his unwelcome caresses, but then, almost as 
quickly as they had begun, suddenly her traitorously accepting body 
ceased its struggle. In spite of her resolve not to, she was beginning 
to respond to the urgent passion of his kisses and the gentle yet firm 
pressure of his kneading hand around her fully rounded buttocks. She 
wished in that wistful moment that she could truly loose her 
inhibitions and do what should come naturally to her as the mature 
woman she with all her heart and soul desired to become.


God, Roger was arousing her! Maybe there was hope yet, for she was 
starting to become aroused in the way a healthy female ought to! 
Perhaps she could become normal and not let her lewd, unspeakable 
desires for young boys ruin her future with Roger and his son, Mark!


His hands began to teasingly explore her body, caressing the hardening 
swell of her breasts. She felt her nipples throb painfully against the 
sheer netting of her brassiere, and she felt tiny little butterfly-like 
sensations fluttering lightly through her stomach.


"There now, you love me feeling your breasts, don't you darling?" he 
partially whispered as his hand continued to stroke her breast outside 
her blouse.


Miriam moaned in desperation. She couldn't fight him. He was too strong 
for her and now her own body was beginning to betray her. The effects 
of the drink, as usual, had caused it to turn into a loose bundle of 
raw nerve-endings and her mind was rapidly losing control over it. And 
still came the sharp thought that she didn't want to stop him or 
herself ... that this time perhaps she would respond as she should to a 
man ...


She made no effort toward stopping the hotly aroused older man as he 
slipped inside her blouse and parted the buttons with an outward 
pressure of his hand. He cupped her brassiere-encased breasts, sending 
tiny licking flames of passion over her flesh. Small pinpricks of 
delicious feeling raced through the softly pulsing tips of the firmly 
responding mounds as he eased up the flimsy cloth cups and rolled the 
hardening naked nipples teasingly between his thumb and forefinger. She 
felt the heat of his breath rushing against her ear as he moved his 
head to bring his lips down to again lock wetly upon hers.


Subconsciously she thrust her tongue hungrily at him and he sucked it 
deeply into the wetness of his mouth. Oh God! His kisses were like hot, 
burning fire to her!


He eased his head away and whispered: "Let me take your clothes off 
darling. I want to see all of you naked ..."


Abruptly, realization of what she was doing struck her, and again the 
old fears and horrors returned. She thought about breaking away and 
running ... running to get lost ... but she doubted now that her legs 
would ever carry her!


"Come on, darling," he groaned in his all consuming desire for her.


Weakly she rolled her head back and form in limp protest but he moved 
over her regardless his arm embracing her as her hand went flat against 
his warm muscular chest, the soft patch of silk-like hair tickling her 
palm. His mouth was glued to hers once more, his tongue sliding between 
her lips and past the barrier of her small white teeth and she 
discovered she was sucking it and thrusting back her own tongue.


Unconsciously she let his hand slowly slide her blouse off and then his 
fingertips were raking the tiny, erectly throbbing nipples, squeezing 
and rolling them as he had done to her before.


Miriam's breath came in tiny mewling gasps, and the muscles of her body 
were as taut as bow-strings as she reacted involuntarily to the 
delicious teasing of Roger's fingers. She jerked as one of his hands 
left her throbbingly exposed breasts to trail a slow, tantalizing trail 
down her softly quivering belly to the zipper of her shorts. She felt 
the restraining hot-pants suddenly become free and she gasped 
breathlessly as she felt his hand working itself smoothly beneath the 
elastic waist band of her panties. It played for a thrillingly 
tormenting moment at the pubic curls rising from the crevice of her 
tightly clenched thighs, and then moved downward into the moistly ready 
vaginal slit. His fingertip teased hotly at the tiny bud of her 
clitoris and sent it quivering up into warmly springing life. Miriam 
jerked forward slightly as his hand curled further down into her sheer 
white panties and parted the soft fleshy lips of her vagina. Then, she 
groaned heavily up into his mouth as she felt it snake teasingly up 
inside the tight elastic opening of her cunt. Wild electric shocks of 
pleasure stabbed through her, and she ground up against Roger's hand, 
spreading her legs with unwanted passion as his thrusting finger 
slithered wetly and deeply up into her hungrily welcoming vagina.


Gently Roger pushed the aroused young woman down on her naked back, and 
she squirmed her buttocks around and undulated her thighs with rising 
passion as though her body was responding to some wickedly controlling 
mind other than her own.


She tightened her arms around him in alcohol-dazed passion as his hotly 
searing mouth and tongue pressed hard against her open lips. His 
tantalizing fingers continued to tease sensuously along her naked 
breast and then down over her belly to slide between her smooth inner 
thighs and vibrant mound of her wetly spasming pussy.


"Ohhhhh, Roger ... Don't, Roger don't ..." she moaned, but her feeble 
pleas for mercy were unheeded by the passionately aroused man.


"Ohhhhhhhh, Rogerrrrrr ...!"


She gasped with shuddering excitement as she felt his strong hands 
slowly and steadily draw her wetly moistened shorts and thin nylon 
panties down over her tightly clenched buttocks. She couldn't help 
herself from clenching her thighs harder together so he could easily 
slip the unwanted clothing down ... down over her softly trembling 
thighs and her legs ... They lay useless now on the mossy ground beside 
her, a flimsy flag of her ultimate surrender. She could feel with 
obscene delight the cool mountain air softly caress against her naked 
inner flesh and moistly pink vaginal crevice as her legs parted to him 
in lewd, uncontrolled invitation. "Oh God!" she panted up into Roger's 
lust-contorted face, her desire racing away with her mind. "Oh, God, we 
mustn't ... I'm--I'm so afraid!"


"We must, darling. You know we must, and you want me to touch you 
between your legs as much as I do." He groaned with the boiling urgency 
now to possess with his rigid surging penis the warm pink-rimmed vagina 
that was slowly and inexorably devouring his fingers up inside. Her 
nakedly exposed flesh was making him quiver with delicious animal-like 
desire as he ground himself as tightly as he could to her passion-
throbbing body. His burgeoning hardness surged with small aching throbs 
in his pants while he slid along the hot smooth skin of her slowly 
undulating thighs. Jesus, he couldn't remember when a woman had excited 
him more! He had to have her! He had to fuck her now, or his balls 
would burst wide open!


Maddening patterns of indecently delightful sensations continued to 
consume the rapidly weakening Miriam. She could feel the fleshy blonde-
haired lips of her moist wet cuntal furrow assaulted with his ever-
burrowing fingers and she groaned from deep in her throat as his 
probing finger tips taunted every inch of the fully exposed wet, slit. 
She wrapped her arms around his neck tightly and whimpered moistly into 
his ear, trailing soft, hot kisses while uncontrollably rotating her 
passion-driven thighs in helpless response. She splayed her trembling 
legs wide apart until one shoe-less foot was on the grass and the other 
was grazing against the thick comforting fur of Roger's dog, Buck. She 
knew in dazed, subconscious anguish that his German Shepherd was 
eagerly watching his master enflame her naked loins with wantonness and 
craving, but somehow the forbidden pleasure of being viewed by the huge 
animal only increased her unwanted passions. She rolled her head from 
side to side and ground her warmly quivering buttocks down into the 
blanket in a futile effort to escape his insistently probing fingers, a 
soul-searing moan of self-loathing and indecision bubbling from between 
her tightly clenched lips. Yet Roger's hands never stopped teasing the 
sensitive surrounding little fringe of blonde pubic curls as he made 
ecstatic contact with the straining pink bud of her erectly throbbing 
clitoris.


"Ooooooh God, darling," she groaned helplessly into his open mouth. 
There was no escape for her now and her affection for the older man 
only incited her further. She wanted him! Oh, God, at last she wanted a 
man, this man! Ohhhhhh, how she wanted him! She was fighting a battle 
with herself that she had desperately desired to lose for years!


And then she heard a short, quick hissing sound and knew it was the 
unmistakable sound of his pants being unzipped! She could feel that his 
hand was away from her breast and he was struggling to lower his jeans. 
She tried to scream in protest, but her voice froze in her tightly 
constricting throat. Spread-eagled, she could only stare with tear-wet 
eyes up at the crouching naked body of the man over her. To her pain-
flecked eyes, Roger's heavily pulsating penis hovered rigidly, 
menacingly there, the huge, sperm-swollen testicles hanging soft and 
sensate at its base.


It was at that moment the vision of her ex-husband, Gregory, loomed 
back up in Miriam's tortured brain. He was there leering nakedly over 
her again--not Roger Trenton--and the face she imagined above her was 
contorted with a contemptuous sneer of lewd hatred. She could feel the 
thick rubbery head of his cock press down against the nakedly exposed 
lips of her cunt and she knew it was burgeoning with sexual ecstasy--an 
ecstasy she was still mortally afraid to accept!


She froze for an initial second and then her mind snapped with a 
spontaneous bursting of shattering force. "No! Oh, God, no!" she cried 
frantically. She came to life hysterically and squirmed and struggled 
with insane strength as she raked her fingernails into the flesh of his 
chest.


Roger grabbed her arms, pressing them down tightly to the blanket on 
either side of her wildly flailing head. "Miriam ... darling ... God, I 
want you!" he gasped desperately.


"Let me go! Let me go!" she babbled in near frenzy. "I won't let you! I 
can't let you!" She fought him savagely as he rolled over on top of her 
and guided his angrily throbbing penis toward her defenselessly open 
vagina. She tried to close her legs and lock her thighs together and 
cringe away from his relentlessly pressing hardness, but his strength 
was too great for her to resist.


"Miriam ... Darling, I've got to fuck you ...!" he breathed heavier, 
his chest a great weight upon her naked breasts.


"No! No! No!" she chanted in a high-pitched squeal, but the insanely 
struggling woman was unable to stop him from insinuating the huge 
throbbing head of his immense penis up between the softness of her 
desperately straining thighs. He ground his cock hotly down through the 
soft resilient curls of her tightly clenched vaginal slit, fighting 
madly to reach the mouth of the smoothly inflamed passage which she was 
holding from him between her tightly clamped legs. To Miriam's 
deliriously terrorized mind, Roger Trenton was now just like all other 
men who desired nothing more than to shove their lewdly brutal penises 
deep into her defenseless belly. She squeezed her thighs together until 
their muscles stood out in aching tautness and she squirmed and heaved 
against him in her wild efforts to dislodge his unwanted invasion.


"Good God, I can't wait any longer!" he cried out heatedly. "I'm going 
to cum and I want to cum inside you!"


"No, Roger!" she screamed in helpless torment. "I don't want it! Not 
ever ... ever ... ever!" She reached her hands down between their 
grinding sweat-slickened bodies in despairing panic and grasped the 
full throbbing length of his rock-hard shaft. She could feel the 
spasmodic throbbings against her tightly gripping palms and the wetness 
of the warm white seminal fluid that oozed in excited droplets from the 
blunt, lust-inflated head. She steeled herself to hold his penis back 
from between her desperately straining thighs in a final effort to keep 
its hardness from contacting the still fearfully cringing lips of her 
vagina.


"Damn it!" Roger shouted. "You can't stop me now, Miriam! Let go of me 
and let me fuck you! Ohhh, God, let go before I cum on your thighs!"


"No! Never! I don't want a man up in me!" She grasped tighter around 
the thickly ramming cock as he pumped wildly against her fear-clenched 
thighs. She squeezed and pulled with her tightly grasping fists until 
at last he gave forth a harsh half-strangling cry.


"Ahhhhh!" He shuddered violently. She could feel his penis expand and 
contract uncontrollably in her palms and she could dimly hear the heavy 
grunts of his frustrated passion pouring out from between his tightly 
gritting teeth. "Miriam! Miriam! I told you ...! I ... I'm 
cummmiiinnnng!"


His penis jerked spasmodically against her thigh and she could suddenly 
feel a great flood of hot wet liquid shoot out from the tip of the 
lust-bloated head. The white-hot sperm flooded down over and inundated 
the soft golden fleece of her pubic hair, seeping hotly on down through 
the still tightly locked crevice between her legs to moisten her tautly 
clenched buttocks on the blanket below. It felt as though she was being 
drowned by a seemingly never-ending torrent of creamy liquid fire as 
the heavily perspiring male body writhed and panted explosively over 
her hopelessly resisting nakedness.


At last, his testicles now empty, Roger collapsed on top of her in 
almost sobbing passion. They lay together in shameful silence for a 
long moment and then he slowly rolled away from her and sat up, not 
able to face her. Miriam placed an arm over her eyes and began to 
softly cry, while Roger, subdued of his sexual frenzy, was awkward with 
guilt and embarrassment as he tried to comfort her.


"I ... I'm sorry, Miriam. Really I am. I ... I don't know what came 
over me. I ... I've never tried to force myself on a girl before."


"It's me," the lovely teacher sobbed. "I told you it was me. I'm more 
to blame than you because I should have stopped you sooner. You ... 
you're a man, after all." She felt soiled and humiliated as if a 
thousand tiny insects were invading the very pores of her skin. "You're 
a man, but I ..." she ended the sentence in a woeful sigh.


"And you're a woman," Roger muttered softly. "One hell of a woman."


Am I? she questioned herself mournfully. No ... not in the sense Roger 
means it. If I was really a woman, I'd be loving him up inside me right 
now instead of feeling like this ...


For an agonizing moment, Miriam debated whether she could unburden her 
troubled heart to Roger. But she knew if she did blurt out the truth it 
would twist whatever love he held for her into coldly repugnant hatred. 
He would reject her as all other normal people had when they'd 
discovered her horrible perversion. She rose in mute agony and 
recovered her white nylon panties and then spread her thighs slightly 
in a humiliated effort to cleanse herself. She wiped away the wetness 
of his sperm with them as best she could, trying not to show any 
outward sign of her inner misery. She threw the semen-drenched panties 
away from her, shivering thankfully as they landed out of sight behind 
a clump of shrubbery.


"I think we should go back to town, Roger," she said in a dull voice.


"Look, darling, we can stay and finish our picnic. I won't touch you 
again. I promise."


"No," she said, swallowing thickly. She slipped on her shorts without 
the panties and smoothed them over her still nervously trembling 
buttocks. "No, I really want to leave here. I can't stand the place 
anymore, Roger."


He shook his head sadly, realizing that he had drunkenly ruined his 
chances of making love to Miriam today by being overly insistent. He 
hadn't properly estimated the extent of passion he had aroused in her 
and had moved to fuck her before she was ready.


Christ, he wanted her all the more for this and he secretly promised 
himself that the next time he wouldn't fail. He looked sad-faced at 
Miriam, but even now his apologies were so shallow that he feared she'd 
see through it.


"Well ... if you insist," he said. "But I want to see you again."


"I--I don't know, Roger. After what happened--"


"But that's just it darling. It happened. We both got carried away and 
it just plain happened. Don't let us ruin an otherwise wonderful 
relationship because of one mistake."


Miriam thought about it for a few minutes as she buttoned her blouse. 
She truly was attracted to him and believed that he was telling her the 
truth, and the gnawing desire to continue to see him overcame her fears 
and apprehensions.


"All right, Roger," she replied in a soft tone. "Not for a few days, 
though. I--I want a chance to rest and think things over."


"I understand, darling. How about next Friday night?"


"I'm afraid I can't. Our principal, Mr. Bixbee, has picked me to help 
him chaperone the Freshman-Sophomore dance at school. But Saturday 
would be good."


"Then Saturday it is, darling. We'll spend the whole day together if 
you like."


"I'll try to hold myself back," he offered good-naturedly.


"All right, Roger." She smiled tentatively and gently touched his cheek 
with her fingertips. "And you better."


"Hey, wait a minute," he kidded. "This isn't a forever promise. Every 
man has the right to unlimited tries. Particularly with the woman he 
loves."


She turned away from him, stooping down beside Buck so she could pick 
up the picnic plates and hide from Roger a sudden surge of tears that 
were blurring her eyes. Yes, try, Roger ... Try and maybe some day I'll 
be the woman you think I am ... Oh God, I pray I will ...


Chapter 2


The brilliant California sun streamed into the bedroom of Miriam 
Dodge's back-street cottage. She turned on her bed, sleepily shielding 
her eyes from the brightness that played over her face, and tucking the 
thin sheet higher over her otherwise naked body as a slight, cooling 
breeze blew gently over it from the partially open window. It was the 
morning of another beautiful, warm Indian summer day, but the troubled 
woman was too upset to enjoy the unseasonably delightful weather.


As she slowly came awake and the thickness of her sleep filtered from 
her mind, she realized that it had been the distant tolling of church 
bells which had awakened her. Now other sounds began to dimly reach her 
ears, and she could faintly hear the soft rustlings of the bushes 
beneath her window and the laughing shouts of boys playing in the field 
across the street. But then came the whirring of a hand mower cutting 
grass nearby, and she could feel blood rushing to her head and her body 
shiver uncontrollably beneath the sheet as if a cold wind had passed 
over her.


She tried to blot out the mower's sound, for it was her yard that was 
being cut as it was every Sunday morning--and the amateur young 
gardener earning a few spending dollars was none other than Roger's 
handsome son, Mark Trenton. With every passing sweep he made, Miriam 
was reminded of what had happened with the boy's father the previous 
afternoon. She could again feel the heady influence of the too much 
wine she had drank ... and her hungry response to the man's intense 
advances ... and the rising fires of her own passion as she had 
surrendered to him while he'd slowly removed her clothes. Once more she 
could see herself writhing in naked passion upon the picnic blanket 
before him and his German shepherd dog, and could feel the yearning 
passion as he'd softly caressed her naked breasts and genitals to a 
fever pitch of excitement ... And then the unwanted panic gripping her 
mind as she'd felt his erect, throbbing hardness against her trembling 
thighs and the uncontrollable horror that had clutched her when she'd 
felt him spew his hot white semen over her fear-cringing vaginal lips 
...


Oh God, even when she loved a man she was unable to sexually respond 
the way she should. The threat of his love-making had turned her into a 
desperately terrified woman. It was still as it had always been with 
her; only the vibrantly eager penises of young boys could drive her 
insane with lusting desire, and she terrifyingly knew that what she'd 
not been able to bring herself to accept from Roger she would hungrily 
welcome from his teen-age son. And the lovely, handsome fourteen year-
old youth was just a few feet away, innocently unaware of her 
unspeakable desire for him ...


Miriam thrashed miserably on the bed for a few more minutes, but 
gradually she regained most of her control. She couldn't stay in bed, 
if for no other reason than Mark would soon be finished with the yard 
and she had to be dressed when he came to be paid. And besides, she 
firmly resolved, staying here was no answer; she had to bravely face 
her lewd weakness and learn how to conquer it somehow. Resolutely, 
Miriam rose up naked from her bed, her golden-tanned body gleaming 
radiantly from the streaming sun. She started across to the bathroom, 
trying to avert her eyes from the temptation to look out the window, 
but in spite of her best intentions, she found she was unable to keep 
from glancing outside. Her eyes locked in shameful hunger on the grassy 
field across the way, and she felt herself lingering in front of the 
window as she studied the lithe young adolescent bodies as they 
excitedly practiced football.


She moved to one side where she was partially hidden by the gossamer 
material of the curtains and continued her uncontrollably hungry 
gazing, her tiny pink tongue tracing nervously over her full glistening 
lips. Once again the old familiar desires for their nude young flesh 
spiraled electrically through her softly tingling nerve-ends, making 
her gasp with growing yearning. She had been able to somehow control 
her lewd passions up until yesterday, but Roger Trenton had built her 
seething frustration into a raging fire with his fingers and lips, and 
now the mere sight of all those tender young teenagers out there was 
enough to set her body wild with prurient desire.


Oh God, she had to get control of herself! Shuddering guiltily, Miriam 
forced herself to pull away from the tempting window, when she suddenly 
saw a glimpse of young Mark Trenton coming toward her. He was going to 
mow the lawn right by her window! Move away ... she had to move away 
...! But the tantalizing sight of the innocent teenage boy temporarily 
hypnotized her into immobility, and she could only stand behind the 
thin gauzy drapes with unquenchable yearning.


God, he was a beautiful boy. He was wearing only a pair of tight, 
cotton-twill pants, his tanned satin-smooth back as exposed and naked 
as his father's had been the day before. The ripple of his developing 
young muscles and the glistening film of perspiration as he worked to 
push the mower brought tingling little quivers of wicked delight 
through Miriam's naked loins. She covetously watched the boy, the firm 
round flesh of her breasts and her buttocks quivering slightly from the 
slowly intensifying passions which were running rampant through her 
mind. She moaned pitifully under her hotly panting breath, and she 
could feel that once again her body was inexorably beginning to betray 
her, in spite of her most insistent promises to hold check on her 
forbidden hunger.


Miriam groaned with the humiliation of knowing that the mere sight of a 
young teenage boy could drive her to so high a state of helpless 
passion, and when she realized that Mark had stopped mowing and was 
staring directly at the window where she stood, her shame was complete. 
Yet even then she was incapable of stopping herself from smiling 
provocatively with a blatant taunt, before easing back out of his view. 
God, she couldn't let herself do it again! She had to get hold of 
herself! Quivering with self-loathing, she hurriedly rushed into the 
bathroom in an attempt to evict the inciting image of the supple-limbed 
youth from her tormented mind.


With franticness born out of desperation, she twisted the handles of 
the shower and stepped into the small stall. She sighed gratefully as 
hot cascades of needling water beat against her firm, round breasts and 
softly curling pubic hair, hoping she could wash some of the unseen 
mental stains off and down the drain. The hot spray was a masochistic 
delight as it ruthlessly pelted the white flesh of her breasts like 
dozens of tiny daggers, the pin-pricks not enough to really hurt, but 
enough to send her small, hardening nipples rising in taut erectness. 
She lathered a small washcloth and began a brisk soaping of her fevered 
skin as though she wished to punish her sinfully reacting body still 
further, but the smoothly sliding cloth only seemed to cause more 
teasing little sensations of sensual arousal. God, the shower was 
supposed to cleanse her of her sexual desires, not perversely stimulate 
them!


She shivered and undulated unhappily, moaning from the unwanted 
feather-like sensations, telling herself over and over that what she 
was feeling was wrong and crazy ... But as she ran the cloth over her 
flat, rippling belly and down around the two ivory cheeks of her 
buttocks, small curling tendrils of lewdly sensuous fire began to lick 
wickedly at her throbbing loins. She slipped her fingers down between 
them pressing softly into them with the soapy material until its wet 
slippery smoothness tauntingly caressed the tiny hairless opening of 
her rectum.


"OOOhhhhhhh, God!" she groaned softly, feeling an intensely erotic 
spasm of excitement burn heatedly in her rapidly responding flesh.


"Ohhhhhhhh," she moaned again in unwilling defeat. But it was pointless 
to struggle against the deliciously searing flames, and she surrendered 
helplessly to the maddening, ever-rising sensations. Oh God! She was 
glad she was alone, guiltily; at least, she told herself. No one else 
would know of her weakness ...


"Mmmmmmmm," she mewled aloud as her thoughts again wandered back to 
yesterday. But this time the images created no fear, they only fueled 
her unsated passions, and now she could excitedly imagine herself naked 
on the ground with the lust-raging body of Roger Trenton over her. 
Standing in the shower she could envision herself doing all the things 
that he wanted her to do, eagerly letting him make love to her in a 
hundred different positions, and accepting his hardness between her 
legs. But as the mental image of his rigidly throbbing penis began to 
slowly worm its way into her openly waiting vagina, her mind wavered 
with uncertainty and the picture began to slowly inexorably change ...


Miriam began to dream of another penis ... a penis belonging to a 
younger, more innocent male body ... the lean, hard erection that lay 
heavily up between her open thighs now throbbed hotly from between the 
naked legs of Roger Trenton's teenage son, Mark. "Oh, Mark, oh God, 
Mark," she gasped, rubbing the cloth smoothly in her left hand as 
though it was the boy's rhythmically pumping organ. "Oh, Markkkkkkkk 
..."


She reached down between her legs with her other hand to warmly part 
the water-drenched curls of blonde pubic hair aside, sending another 
electrical spasm of delight coursing through her nakedly displayed 
body. The cloth teased its way up between the fleshy pink lips of her 
hungrily waiting vaginal slit, brushing lightly against her pink 
budding clitoris and sending it hotly jerking into hardened invitation 
for more. She swayed uncontrollably, building toward an explosive 
climax as she dreamed of Mark's boyish hardness delightfully sliding up 
into her soft, hair-lined vaginal opening and tenderly filling the 
yearning hole.


"Oh, Marrrkkkk ..." she moaned passionately. "Oh yes, Mark, do it to 
meeee ... little baby ... oh, Mark ..."


Marrrkkkk ... echoed sensuously through the steam-filled bathroom ...


And young Mark Trenton, his eyes bulging wide in disbelief rubbed his 
hands increasingly faster down over the rapidly rising hardness in his 
pants, his thin strong cock pulsing heavily with a stiff, 
uncontrollable ache. He had been standing in the doorway of the mist-
shrouded bathroom for several minutes now, watching the nakedly 
twisting, woman with awe-struck fascination. His English teacher's 
wantonly contorted facial features were a reflection of his own budding 
young sexual fires which had been sent roaring hotly through his 
immature mind by the lewd sight of her mewling, writhing masturbation.


Christ! Mrs. Dodge bare-ass naked and fingering her snatch like she was 
going to blow her mind! Ohhhhh Jesus! So that's how girls do it to 
themselves! His mouth hung loosely open and his wildly peering eyes 
were like glistening hot marbles set in his red-flushed cheeks. He knew 
he shouldn't be watching and that she would be awfully mad if she 
caught him, but frig! He couldn't tear himself away! It was the hottest 
thing he'd seen; even better than the dirty pictures he had hidden in 
his bedroom!


Roger Trenton's young son stood rooted in mesmerized fascination while 
his slim virile penis jerked excited against his trembling abdomen. 
Man, his prick was as hard as a wooden ruler and longer than it had 
ever been before! He could only squeeze and fondle its blood-throbbing 
length in breathless agitation unbelievingly as he gasped at the erotic 
spectacle before him. He was barely able to stifle a loud groan as he 
pantingly watched the voluptuously curved woman gently spread the soft 
blonde curls of her pubic hair to either side of her fleshy vaginal 
lips and reveal all of her moistly smooth pink slit to his fevered 
eyes. Crap! He'd had no idea that a pussy would look so soft and 
glistening, and he could even see her tiny ass-hole as she slithered 
her wash cloth around and round, faster and faster in the heat of her 
sexual frenzy.


Mark breathed in twitching excitement as his hardened rod of youthful 
flesh painfully swelled in his pants. Ohhhh, shit, wait until he could 
get back home and take his pants off! He was going to beat his prick 
until he came twice, he was so excited! And he wouldn't be looking at 
those sex photos, either! Shit, he'd be dreaming about shoving his 
prick right up inside his English teacher, Mrs. Dodge, and making her 
moan and shake just like she was doing to herself now!


Miriam was oblivious to being viewed as she strained for her climax and 
deep breathless gasps of animal pleasure rose from her heaving chest. 
She splayed her quivering thighs wider apart in a desperate effort to 
bury the invading wash cloth deeper into the tightly pulsing passage of 
her wet vagina, her toes curling as she attempted to keep her balance 
in the slippery shower stall. She could feel herself spiraling toward 
the explosive orgasm she had to have and flailed her head from side to 
side as her burning mind thought sensuously of young Mark Trenton's 
tender penis spewing its fresh boyish sperm deep up into her belly.


And then ... then she saw the slight motion out of the corner of her 
eye. She stopped her desperately working fingers as though they were 
made of stone and she slowly twisted around to face the door, afraid 
and yet feeling unexplained quiverings of excitement. Oh God, no! Not 
him!


"Mark!" she gasped in horror. "Wha ...?"


"Oh no!" came a high-pitched moan from the boy. He could only stare at 
her in helpless immobility, his mind filling with uncertainty whether 
to try and say something or simply run away and hope she didn't tell 
his father on him. "Oh, Mrs. Dodge, I ..."


The shocked and confused woman hunched automatically over with her 
washcloth still implanted lewdly between the open lips of her passion-
drenched pussy, crimson shame flushing her breasts and face. She had 
been caught fingering herself with Roger's son Mark in her mind and now 
suddenly here he was in the flesh, nearly as naked as she, with nothing 
covering him but his worn and tattered work-pants. Miriam's shocked 
eyes slipped unconsciously to the crotch of his pants and the sight 
suddenly filled her with an overwhelming rush of passion. She could see 
clearly a stiffly slender roundness pressing outward against the soft 
faded material; little Mark had an erection from watching her play with 
herself!


She forced her head to turn away and she quickly shut off the shower so 
that her hands would not reach out of their own accord and release his 
swollen young penis from the tightness of his pants. God, the aching 
desire in her loins was too much to bear, and she prayed that the 
heavily breathing boy would not sense the tormenting passions that were 
gripping her own hotly aroused body.


"Mark," she managed to whisper in a trembling and faltering voice. 
"Mark, what ... what are you doing here?"


"I, I heard you calling me," he whimpered timidly. "I, I was mowing the 
lawn and I thought I heard you calling my name."


"Oh, no," she groaned, squeezing her eyes tightly shut. She had been 
calling him ... calling out his name in her passion ...


"I ... I know I shouldn't be watching you, Mrs. Dodge." Mark was near 
the verge of frightened tears, and his distraughtly quivering tone 
tugged with threatening excitement at the older woman's ever-lessening 
control. "G-Gee, but I couldn't help myself, honest!"


Miriam could feel a light tremor coursing through her thighs and with a 
lewd urge too powerful to control, she stood and exposed all of her 
satiny nakedness to the wide-eyed boy. She shuddered from her act, 
knowing it was perverted and would only lead to more temptation to 
reach out and touch his tender young genitals, but in spite of her 
revulsion she was incapable of stopping herself.


"G-Golly," Mark gasped in arousal. "You-you're the most lovely woman 
I've ever seen!"


She smiled coyly at him, the lewdly rising flood of her need overcoming 
her as she stepped purposefully out of the shower stall. Hungrily she 
studied his smooth teenage features and marveled at how handsome and 
masculine he was to be only fourteen, and felt the inflamed center of 
her loins tingling in wickedly lewd response to the sight of his 
viriley bulging young penis throbbing in his pants.


Get him out of here! Miriam heard a part of her mind frantically warn. 
Oh, God, get him out before it's too late! But her mind wouldn't 
function while she luridly basked under the blatant hot gaze of his 
increasingly bulging young eyes roaming hotly over her naked breasts 
and buttocks.


"Thank you, Mark dear," she heard herself tell him. "That's a nice 
thing to say."


"It's true, Mrs. Dodge! Oh gosh, I bet you're even prettier than my 
mother was!"


Miriam moaned softly, swaying slightly as she remembered with new-felt 
passion Roger Trenton's proposal of marriage ... God, to be Mark's 
mother ... I may love Roger, but I love his young son more .. her pink 
vaginal slit throbbed teasingly against the soft silky curls of her 
pubic hair, and the small nipples of her firmly pulsing breasts tingled 
with hardness as she took another wet, shivering step toward the 
gasping, wide-eyed youth. "You poor dear," she cooed eagerly, "You must 
miss your Mommy very much."


"Aww," young Mark murmured in blushing embarrassment, "It ain't so 
bad."


He manfully struggled to keep his wide-staring eyes off his curvaceous 
teacher's fleshy exposed slit of her pussy that was so teasingly close 
to him now ... but even her warmly sympathetic face smiling down at him 
was enough to send his hard little cock jerking in his pants. Oh Jesus, 
his prick wouldn't go limp for anything, and if she got any closer and 
saw him with his hard-on, she'd be mad at him for sure! Shit, he 
shouldn't have ever stopped mowing when he'd seen her standing naked 
through the window, 'cause now look what's happened!


"I know you want a mother, Mark dear." Miriam's voice was sultry with 
her longing to hold the tender boy to her. "I know you miss a warm and 
loving older woman to comfort you, don't you?"


Oh shit, he did, he really did! Mark thought helplessly. He tried to 
say something to Mrs. Dodge, but his throat felt as though it was made 
of sandpaper, and all he could do was quiver with wildly throbbing 
sensations he had never felt before in all his young life. Jesus, what 
was she trying to do to him? In another second he'd be bawling like a 
baby and wanting to have her hold him. She was so close now he could 
smell her warm breath and clean fresh skin ... Ohhhh, she was reaching 
out with a hand now ... Jesus, if she touched him, he'd melt right into 
the floor, he knew he would!


"Go-golly, Mrs. Dodge," he finally managed to falter. "M-Maybe you want 
me to go, huh? I can ... I can finish the lawn next week."


Tell him, Miriam's weakening conscience screamed desperately. Tell him 
before you touch his tender young body ... but her demanding, 
unsatisfied loins were overwhelmed with her uncontrollable perverted 
hunger for the young boy. Her exposed breasts heaved high and swollen 
only inches in front of Mark Trenton's confused youthful face and her 
voice turned soft and husky as her surrendering body was no longer able 
to resist the sweet torment of her mounting desires.


"No, don't go, Mark dearest." She lay cool, trembling fingertips on his 
smooth, unlined forehead. "I want you to stay here. With me, with your 
new Mommy! Mark ... come, come to Mother!"


A strangled cry escaped from between her moist lips, and wildly she 
threw both of her arms around him in a sudden surge of uncontrollable 
desire. She pulled the innocently unresisting youth close against the 
billowy softness of her breasts, crushing him hungrily to her 
nakedness. Miriam tried to tell herself that what she was allowing 
herself to do was wrong and wicked ... but her inflamed senses were too 
fevered with lust for the hard young penis she could feel pulsing down 
against the naked flesh of her thighs. Every tingling nerve in her 
voluptuous body was reacting with overwhelming sensations, her vows and 
promises feeble barriers that were swept aside by the demand for 
ultimate fulfillment. She couldn't help undulating her trembling hips 
seductively against his tightly pressed abdomen while she planted 
several warm, loving kisses on his cheeks and face.


"You sweet darling," she sighed with her unquenchable passion. "You 
dear, lovely boy. Kiss your make-believe Mommy ..." She gazed 
delightedly as she brushed her full throbbing breasts across his warm 
parting lips, and felt him tremble from the aroused excitement which 
rippled heavily over his young body. Delicious sensations raced out of 
control through her belly as she lewdly watched Mark Trenton kiss her 
white eagerly offered mounds of flesh with his innocent young desire.


She drew his lips closer to the distended nipple of the one breast he 
was kissing, moaning softly as she guided the hardened little bud into 
his open mouth. "Suck my titty, dear Mark. Suck and feel it with your 
tongue like you were a hungry little baby ..."


"Ohhhh, Mrs. Dodge," she heard in a muffled groan.


Miriam gently cupped one of her hands behind his head. "It's all right, 
Mark. I like you kissing my titty, really I do. Ohhhhh, yes, yes ... 
Mmmmmm, like that. Oh Mark dear, you're so good to your Mommy ..."


Young Mark Trenton couldn't stop his mind from wildly spinning. Jesus! 
He was actually sucking his teacher's big tits! Her nipple in his mouth 
was the craziest taste he'd ever had! The other kids would never 
believe him! Shit, he loved it! He loved it!


Miriam's uncontained passions had reached that aroused, sensation-
filled point where nothing could have stopped her from continuing her 
lewd seduction of the young fourteen year old boy. She gently smoothed 
her hand down over his naked back, feeling all of his golden flesh with 
slowly circling fingertips ... God, his tender skin was just like a 
baby's, like new and untouched satin! Oh God, oh God, it was too much 
to bear ... Her other hand slowly eased around to the front of his 
pants and softly caressed the swollen outline of his straining young 
penis, she felt the boy tremble and gasp while he sucked harder at her 
breast. A searing flame of desire raced hotly through her belly and 
loins while she teasingly traced up and down his young cock, delicately 
squeezing it between her thumb and forefinger.


Mark sucked in his breath when he felt her gently ease down the zipper 
of his pants and slip her hand tantalizingly inside his open fly. He 
could feel her velvety fingers as they taunted with a soft grazing 
motion beneath one leg-band of his thin cotton undershorts and around 
the smooth flesh of his inner thigh. Then he moaned with quivering 
delight as her hand lovingly began to stroke the naked flesh of his 
rock-hard young cock. Ohhhhh, he couldn't have stopped her if he'd 
wanted to! Rising tingles of sexual excitement spiraled up from between 
his youthful loins and swirled maddeningly through his lean and 
hairless belly. She had his prick right in her hand, and was playing 
with it! And ... and, oh, Jesus, now she was feeling his balls too!


"Mmmmmmm," he groaned around her soft, delicious breast which throbbed 
between his firmly sucking lips. He couldn't control his moans and 
sighs as she continued to tenderly fondle the pulsating shaft of his 
young penis and the fleshy sac of his tautly sperm-swollen testicles. 
"Ohhhhh Mrs. Dodge, Mrs. Dodge ...!"


"Don't be afraid, Mark lover," she whispered. "Mommy wants to undress 
you now and let you be as naked as she is ..."


Miriam gently eased her breast free of his eager young mouth and slowly 
dropped to her knees on the wet tile of the bathroom floor. She trailed 
her long blonde hair teasingly down over his heavy-breathing chest, 
kissing his seed-like nipples until he groaned and quivered as he stood 
above her. She played her moistly sliding tongue down further to lave 
his belly and wash his tender navel, while her softly curling hand 
traced along the waistband of his pants and unbuttoned the top of his 
open fly. She smoothly drew his pants down, slipping his white cotton 
shorts with them, and then she tenderly lifted each of his slender 
young legs to remove his clothing along with his scuffed brown loafers. 
Her passion-hungry eyes greedily absorbed the sight of his arching 
rigid penis as it throbbed nakedly between his strong young thighs, and 
she felt heavy sensations of salacious delight flutter through her own 
fully exposed belly and loins.


"You're beautiful, darling," she exclaimed. Her body was lewdly 
tingling with rising excitement and her brain was sensually afire with 
obscene passion as she wrapped her moistly stroking hand once more 
around his swollen young penis. Oh, God, it was just the perfect size, 
perhaps five inches and fat for its length, its bulbous head a richly 
glistening crimson at the tip where the tiny moist slit creased it. And 
ohh ... his lovely young testicles were so tight and round with their 
sensitive textured scrotum of a fine velvet skin.


Mark looked down in wild-eyes amazement, having given up trying to 
believe what was happening to him ... only that it was! He watched 
mesmerized as she taunted his hardened prick with her fingers, pulling 
the foreskin down so that its head stood out like a beacon, her 
glistening lips less than an inch from its tip.


"Ohhh ..." he whimpered and squirmed above her. "Ohhh, shit!" he 
gulped, truly shocked by what she was doing to him.


"Darling Mark, you feel so good to your Mommy," Miriam breathed hotly 
against his youthful, soft chest. "Let's go into my bedroom where we 
can have more fun!"


OOOhhh, he knew he shouldn't ... but he was going to! Oh Jesus, she was 
so beautiful and her tits were like honey in his mouth ... and damn, 
the way she was stroking his prick was too much to take! He gaped down 
at her trying to swallow the parchedness that had dried his voice from 
his throat, and when he couldn't answer her, he simply nodded his head 
with enthusiasm. She laughed in warm, seductive delight, standing up to 
take his hand and draw him out of the bathroom and across to her 
bedroom. Jesus! He knew he'd never be the same after this, but he 
didn't care. He didn't care about anything except the fun she was 
promising him!


"Crawl onto the bed now, dearest," Miriam crooned with wanton 
anticipation. He eagerly obeyed, lying on his back with his hard, 
virile penis standing high and proud while she nakedly stretched out 
beside him in lewd display. Then she began to smooth her hands 
tantalizingly down over his developing muscles and into all of the 
secret hollows and crevices of his tender, youthful body. Her lushly 
glistening lips fastened wetly onto his, her tiny moist tongue darting 
between his teeth to explore his warm, wet mouth while she pressed her 
fleshy hair-covered pubic mound tightly up against his hips with a tiny 
provocative circling motion.


"Tell me, Mark, did you like watching me play with my pussy in the 
shower?" Miriam whispered in a throaty, sensuous voice. "Tell me the 
truth now ... did you?"


He rolled his head from side to side on the pillow, fretfully looking 
up at her. "Y-yes, yes, I did!" He gasped excitedly. Crap! He was going 
right out of his mind! "I liked it! I liked it a lot, Mrs. Dodge!"


Miriam's blue eyes were smokily glazed from the lewd desires running 
wild throughout her flesh, and the awareness that Roger Trenton's son 
was nearly frantic with his own sexual lust only fanned the flames of 
her maddened passions more. She couldn't remember when she'd coerced a 
more helpless and defenseless young boy, and the thought alone was 
enough to drive her wild, even though she knew that later ... 
afterwards ... she would hate and revile herself for what she was doing 
to the immature boy. Slowly she raised her knees beside him, her 
thrusting breasts swaying sensuously with her movements as she pulled 
his naked body slowly over to a kneeling position between her thighs. 
She spread the full white columns of her shapely legs wider apart, 
kneeing outwards until the silken triangle of her vaginal slit was 
entirely exposed to his straining young eyes.


"Mommy's pussy is soft and silky and wants you to pet it the way I did. 
Put your fingers in it, darling. You want to, don't you?"


"Oh ... oh God Almighty!" Mark's face was now hovering only a few 
inches from the golden curls which so softly fringed her moistened 
cuntal opening, and his breath caught in his throat as he watched it 
sensuously rotate with lewd expectancy. "Oh, I sure do want to touch 
it!" he gasped in lustful fascination as he gaped down at the narrow, 
coral-hued slit which started at the bottom of her smooth white belly 
and trailed downward into the white rounded spheres of her buttocks. He 
could even see her little pink asshole! Jesus, who wouldn't want to 
touch it?


His heart was pounding erratically in his chest as he leaned forward 
and touched the warm hair-fringed lips of her cunt and began to slowly 
press them apart with his thumbs until all of its pink passion-flushed 
flesh lay exposed to his eyes. He gradually eased more of his hand into 
her moistly glistening vaginal mouth, delightedly feeling its 
smoothness twitch and palpitate with spasming vibrations against his 
hand.


"Put it in, Mark darling. Put your little finger right up inside my 
little pussy hole! Ohhh, finger my cunt, darling, finger your Mommy's 
cunt!


The lust-driven English teacher raised her head with eager lewdness so 
she could stare down at the naked young student from between her 
sensitive, desire-swollen breasts. She watched in breathless desire as 
Mark Trenton brushed his hand gingerly between the silken strands of 
her blonde pubic curls and gently pressured his slender middle finger 
up inside the fleshy wetness of her throbbing, hungrily welcoming 
pussy.


"That's it, darling, rub it ... rub it just like that, in and out ... 
in, and oohhh, yes, out ..." Miriam gasped, undulating her hips and 
buttocks up against more of his sliding, prodding young hand. "Ohhh, 
that's so nice, Mark ... Ohhh God ...!"


Mark was speechless from the wild erotic picture which lay spread 
before his innocent eyes. His teacher's legs were arched in spreading 
wideness while he was pumping his finger as deep as it could go up into 
the warm, exposed hole between her thighs. Man, it was just like he was 
fucking her! He'd never dreamed that a woman's snatch could be so soft 
and moist inside, and so pink and sparkling all around it! Shit, what 
would his prick feel like up inside her? Better than his finger, he bet 
...


Miriam quivered from head to toe from the enrapturing sensations that 
his pistoning young hand was causing up inside her tightly clenched 
vaginal passage. She mewled deliriously as she felt its inexperienced 
prodding massage and taunt every inch of the hotly clasping inner 
walls, and passionately, she pulled him up over and pressed her firm, 
full breasts down over his hard slim chest and began to kiss him again 
in warm lecherous delight. She raised and lowered her thighs hungrily 
on his sliding fingers, her belly an inferno of forbidden sensations 
more avid than she could ever remember before. The feel of his tender 
young hand inside her and the feel of his virile young cock so close to 
her were driving her almost to orgasm alone! God, the young boy was so 
helpless, so completely subject to her every lascivious whim! She 
couldn't wait a second longer! She had to have the feel of him deep up 
inside of her belly! That would be the ultimate, to coax and drain the 
fresh young sperm from his tender cum-heavy testicles!


"Have you ever fucked a cunt with that beautiful young cock of yours 
before, Mark?" she asked breathlessly.


"N-no, no honest I haven't," he managed in panting gulps of breath. 
Jesus, she's said fuck! Fuck and cunt and cock! "N-never, Mrs. Dodge!"


"Well, you're going to fuck one now, Mark ... you're going to fuck mine 
with your beautiful prick!"


Miriam slowly removed his wetly slipping fingers from her throbbing 
vaginal channel and tenderly grasped his now painfully swollen young 
penis. With loving tenderness she placed the blunt blood-engorged head 
against the wide-splayed legs of her hot moist cuntal flesh. She began 
to move her buttocks up and around his tightly-held prick, pressing it 
deeply against her vagina with her own fingers.


"Ohhh," Mark Trenton groaned loudly. He thrust his slender naked pelvis 
down over her loins in bewildered ecstasy, wild pinpricks of sensations 
stabbing him up through his belly. "Ohhh, Mrs. Dodge!"


She spread her legs widely on either side of him so that the boy was 
cradled firmly between her high-lifting thighs, and he could feel his 
hard bulbous cock-head slip wetly along the pink hair-lined crevice he 
had been so recently finger-fucking. She raised her welcoming cunt up 
to his penis, and then the entire length of his boyish shaft of flesh 
felt to him as though it were being sucked right up inside her hot, 
moist pussy mouth!


Oh damn! Oh crap! He was really fucking her! He was really fucking a 
woman, his first very own naked woman! Shit, he wished the guys could 
see him ... he wished the whole world could see what a man he was now! 
The youngster was filled with a sense of limitless power, and with a 
wild cry of delight, he pressed down upon Miriam's body, his weight 
smashing her full rounded breasts tightly against her chest. He thrust 
his lean hips forward to slide deeply into her cunt like a driving 
piston, pushing the softly smooth walls of her pussy in rippling wet 
waves before his rampant young cock. Miriam felt his small sperm-laden 
testicles slam hard against the cheeks of her tightly clenched buttocks 
and she groaned in submissive rapture as the blunt head of his penis 
stretched wide the long-unused elastic channel of her cunt.


"Ohhhhh, yesssss," she sighed loudly in delight as she kicked her feet 
out into the air and locked her arms and legs back tightly around his 
tense young body. The thrill of being satisfied by so young a boy sent 
chills coursing up and down her spine, and the inner muscles of her 
wetly pulsing vagina tightened around his throbbing young penis and 
began a softly pressuring action of their own volition. For a crazy 
moment she was able to imagine how she must look--a thirty-four year 
old woman letting her uncontrollably straining pussy absorb an innocent 
fourteen year-old boy's virgin genitals--and she gasped for breath at 
the mind-shattering vision. But then she felt Mark begin to thrust his 
hips back and forth in his effort to penetrate further and further into 
her dilating womb and she deliriously abandoned all of her fears and 
doubts.


His slim young cock plunging smoothly between her desperately working 
thighs was all the reason she had to have! She bent all of her mind now 
to the delicious enjoyment, eagerly yearning for when he would shoot 
out his thick streams of adolescent young sperm and fill her thirstily 
sucking belly as she'd never been filled before! Yes, oh God, yes ...


Mark Trenton's eager young face glowed with the sexual pleasure he was 
experiencing for his very first time, and he bucked his lust-hardened 
penis harder and harder into the delicate moist walls of his writhing 
teacher's moistly gripping pussy. The sight of Mrs. Dodge's full white 
breasts jiggling beneath him with their rose-tipped points, and then 
the fleshy pink folds of her tightly clenching vaginal slit as they 
drew against his prick with every stroke he made, was more than his 
inexperienced young mind could stand. Ohhh, and now she was slipping a 
hand down around his bottom and was cupping the firm, youthful cheeks 
with a kneading motion he could feel all the way to his balls! He could 
sense that his testicles were swelling with their ever-building load, 
and it wouldn't be long now until he shot all of his cum right up 
inside her! Right up inside a real woman's belly! Ohhh ...


"Ohhh, God, Markkk ... Yesss ..." Miriam moaned ceaselessly up into his 
face, her eyes opening and closing in the lost daze of her passion. She 
was no longer ashamed for having seduced this innocent young boy into 
becoming her lover; she was reveling in her lewd wickedness now like 
the perverted slut she knew she was at heart. His pounding, all-
consuming young cock pumped deeper and faster up into her hotly willing 
vaginal passage, and she wrapped her thrashing legs more tightly around 
his heaving loins, rhythmically massaging his satin-soft buttocks with 
her passion-driven fingers. Their moist deep partings and soft mewling 
cries of spiraling enjoyment mingled with the squeakings of the bed to 
form a sexual cadence which echoed erotically around the two closely 
entwined bodies ...


And then ... then suddenly Miriam gasped with her delirious excitement 
as she could feel his boyish young cock begin to flex and pulse deep up 
inside her greedily sucking cunt, its hard rubbery tip flaring out 
inside her belly until she thought she would scream with delight. Her 
hands grasped harder into his smooth hairless buttocks so she could 
pull him tightly closer into her expectant thighs, and she ground up 
against him as her own long-frustrated climax began with a force of a 
sensual tidal wave.


"Yes, Markkk ... Oh, yes, cum ... Cum into Mommy's cunt! Cumm!" She 
undulated beneath the young student's hardness, thrusting her yearning, 
lust-squirming pussy up and down over his burrowing, expanding, virile 
penis. "Oh, God, I'm there! Ahhhhh ...!"


She squealed with rapturous delight, her flesh trembling all over, and 
the dark-haired youth paused for a single moment, astounded by the 
older woman's wildly spasming convulsions beneath him. But then he felt 
his own body lose control of his newly discovered passions, and 
frantically he heaved his pelvis down against her again and again with 
his furious need for sexual release.


"OHHH, Mrs. Dodge!" he cried out in a high-pitched yell. His warm, 
creamy young semen suddenly erupted from the pulsing blunt head of his 
cock and spewed deep up into her wide-stretched pussy, swirling 
deliciously together with the juices of her own insanely spiraling 
orgasm. "OHHHHH, teacher! I ... I'm cumming, tooooo!"


Miriam's mind whirled in delirious sensuality as she felt his boiling 
virile liquid squirt out from his adolescent penis like a never-ending 
stream of lava. The starving walls of her pussy clenched and unclenched 
spasmodically around his ejaculating hardness, desperately milking it 
of all his warm, wet, whiteness. His fresh young cum filled her 
insatiable cunt and the combining fluids of their releases overflowed 
around her wetly drenched vaginal lips, trickling down between the 
soft, passion-tensed valley of her undulating buttocks. Until at last, 
Roger Trenton's naked son fell exhaustedly across her body while her 
throbbing vaginal walls squeezed their last quick spasms around his 
rapidly deflating cock.


Miriam too lay dazed, quivering stillness, her legs collapsed on either 
side of the gasping youth's flesh and her thighs and buttocks limply 
resting in the excess of hot wet liquids which had so completely filled 
her belly a moment before. But although her body lay drained of all its 
energy, she could sense that her mind was beginning to return to 
reality and that the expected aftermath of shame and disgust was slowly 
filtering into her slowly awakening mind.


Miserably she lay sprawled out in her lewd spread position beneath the 
boy, watching with sickened self-loathing as his eyes flashed in 
caressing fascination over her nakedness. Then, before she could turn 
away, Mark Trenton threw himself down upon her, kissing her face and 
cheeks with childlike desperation, and she was able to feel the warm 
salty wetness of his tears as he cried softly against her breasts.


"Ohhh, Mrs. Dodge," she heard him blurt out chokingly. "Oh, I wish you 
were really my Mommy! Oh, I'm so glad I fucked you! Don't be mad at me 
for telling you that. Please, Mrs. Dodge."


"God, oh God," Miriam whimpered, clutching his delicious young body 
tightly to her and kissing the crown of his head. "No, Mark, baby ... 
I'm not mad. I could never be angry with you ..."


The impossible situation of forbidden love and lewd desire clawed at 
her brain until she thought it would tear her apart. The hatred for 
herself for having taken this innocent young boy's natural loneliness 
and perverting it to satisfy her own degenerate needs loomed more ugly 
now than ever in her mind. God, what a depraved and corrupt woman she 
had become!


Chapter 3


The late afternoon cast shadows into Miriam Dodge's living-room, 
stretching darkness across the worried English teacher as she sat 
slumped in an overstuffed easy chair. She gazed with sightless eyes out 
of the open side window, blankly staring at the same grassy field she 
had been able to see earlier from her bedroom. Now the park was empty, 
the teenage footballers having left for their homes and Sunday dinner. 
Just as well, she haplessly thought; she doubted she could stand the 
sight of any more virile young boys frolicking innocently around ...


Idly she took the glass of vodka from the table beside her and sipped 
it, feeling the hot alcohol burning all the way down to fill her empty 
stomach. She had been nipping at the soothing liquor ever since Mark 
had left and she'd risen naked and trembling from her wettened, rumpled 
bed.


Miriam's first wild emotion had been to purge herself of the boy's warm 
wet semen which had glistened whitely on the soft blonde curls and pink 
wet lips of her vagina. But turning from the lewd sight of her semen-
soiled sheets, she had faced the open bathroom door and been gripped by 
an almost insane sense of revulsion. To have stepped into the shower 
stall again or even to have douched in that bathroom would have been a 
mocking reminder of where she had finally surrendered to her lewd 
perversion. As unclean as she'd felt, she had hurriedly dressed in a 
short, pleated skirt of navy blue and matching thin pullover, wanting 
nothing more urgently than to cover her betraying naked flesh. Her 
second reaction had been to rush into the kitchen and open an upper 
cabinet to reach for the still sealed bottle of vodka ...


The tormented woman felt a little ashamed at the way she'd been 
drinking, but she couldn't help being grateful for the faint 
lightheadedness that swirled through her blood and eased the torture 
that was paralyzing her brain. The hours she's spent catching up on her 
housework had helped as well, but everything was clean now and she had 
no more to do to keep her mind off her misery. Even her ravaged bed had 
been changed, though just the feel of the sheets in her fingers had 
sent queasy despair rippling through her.


Now, alone with nothing but her own morbid thoughts to occupy her time, 
Miriam was afraid she would go crazy. She lifted the glass and took a 
deep swallow, choking to hold down the burning liquor. Her repugnance 
toward her depraved seduction of Roger Trenton's son was worse than she 
had feared, for that was exactly what it had been--a lewd, seductive 
rape. He had run frightened and confused from the house once she'd 
allowed him to dress, and there was no telling what he might do once 
out of her sight. She'd warned him not to say a word, but a child of 
his age had so little control. A horrible nightmare welled up in her 
mind as Miriam envisioned the boy bragging to his friends how he'd 
fucked his English teacher, and what would happen to her once everybody 
in Logansville knew she was a child molester. Or would Mark confess to 
his father out of shame and bewilderment? The mere idea of what Roger 
might do then made her take another mouthful of the strong alcohol.


Little Mark's cum is still lying pooled in my belly, too, she moaned in 
helpless dejection. His virile sperm was the ultimate souvenir of how 
quickly the cherished promise had crumbled completely before her 
monstrous desires. She refilled her glass from the nearby bottle while 
images of Mark Trenton charged heavily through her head, his young 
black-haired handsomeness immediately stimulating her even as she 
cursed her animal-like cravings. Needfully, Miriam drained the last of 
the bottle into her glass; but as she drank, she became aware that she 
had consumed almost a fifth of straight vodka on an empty stomach. She 
was, she realized dizzily, becoming increasingly drunk. And, oh God, 
every sip she took seemed to incite her internal hungers more!


Minute tongues of carnal fire were beginning to lick tauntingly at the 
soft inner flesh of her white thighs and she could sense an unwanted 
moisture seeping from between the tight lips of her vagina. She could 
feel the strength steadily leaving her body as she kept remembering 
vividly the boyish penis pistoning in and out of her warm, willing cunt 
until it came and filled her wide-stretched pussy with wildly spurting 
young seed. Slowly and inexorably her breathing became more ragged, and 
beneath her short skirt and tight sweater she could feel her smooth 
warm flesh begin to seethe with newly-kindled desire ...


"Stop it! Oh God, stop it!" she moaned incoherently to the silence of 
the tomb-like house. But deep down inside her heart she knew that she 
could not stop the chain of inexorable events she had unwittingly set 
in motion. Like a motor throwing its circuit breaker because of a 
short, Miriam's tortured mind could not take any more, and defensively 
it counteracted by spreading a sense of warm lethargy over the stricken 
woman. Aided by the alcohol she'd drunk, it let her drift drowsily ... 
God, what was she going to do? Was there anything she could do at all 
...? She leaned back with her head resting against the top of the chair 
and stared at the ceiling above her, and for a long while she lay 
unmoving ... and then her head drooped and she sunk into a fitful, 
restless sleep ...


While Miriam Dodge was sleeping the sleep of the guilty, young Mark 
Trenton was visiting with Joey Gore, one of his friends from school, 
and another close pal named Donald Watson. The other two boys were 
freshmen students as he was, though both were a little older and more 
developed for their age. Mark had always been the junior member of the 
trio, often ignored and left out when Joey and Don would do things that 
were sort of "bad." His father had often told him that the boys were 
wrong influences on him, and that his grades would suffer if he 
continued hanging around with them, but in his youthful spirit of 
rebellion, his father's disapproval only made him want to be like them 
more than ever.


They'd been fooling around with Joey's model airplane collection, 
buzzing them around in mock dog-fights, recreating an imaginary air 
fight over Vietnam. But now they were tired, and were resting until a 
science fiction horror movie they wanted to watch came on the 
television. They were talking in loud whispers in Joey's bedroom at the 
back of the Gore house, Joey sprawled on the bed while Mark sat in a 
chair and Don read a comic book ...


"Man, tomorrow starts another week of grinds," Joey sighed. "Shit on 
school, I say. I can't wait until I'm grown up and don't have to go 
anymore. Then every day can be like a Saturday and Sunday."


"Yeah, that would be keen," Don said, turning a page of the comic. "I'd 
sure hate to be a teacher like your dad, Mark. He has to go to school 
all his life. That's for the birds, all right."


"I dunno," Mark retorted, wanting to defend his father. "He's pretty 
smart, and he told me he'd hate to work in some factory where he was 
around nothing but dumb men all day."


Joey Gore laughed. "Yeah, you got something there, Mark. Hell, the 
scenery's better at least, especially with a knock-out like Mrs. Dodge 
around now. Man, she must have the finest set of knockers I've ever 
seen on a broad!"


"You ain't a-kidding," Don Watson chimed in with a low, appreciative 
whistle. "And what a nice ass she's got, too. She sure beats Miss 
Flannigan we had for English last year."


"At least Old Flannel-face put out for us." Joey snickered. "Only way I 
graduated grammar school was by sticking it to her every week. She had 
a snatch like a berry-bush, but I got the passing grade, anyway."


"Same here," Watson boasted. "She wanted me to go down and lick her 
once, but that's where I drew the line. I'll stick my prick into 
anything but not my face."


"I'd sure love to get my nose down between Mrs. Dodge's legs, though," 
Gore sighed.


"You'll never get that," Watson sighed. "None of us will. Crap, and 
that's really a shame too. All that meat going to waste."


Young Mark Trenton suddenly wanted to brag about what he'd done that 
morning, unable to resist the chance to have the boys look up to him 
for a change. Shit, he'd never even gotten into Flannel-face--Miss 
Flannigan--on account his grades were always high enough otherwise.


But now, this time, he had something on Joey and Don! Eagerly, he 
dropped his voice to an excited whisper. "Yeah? Well, I've news for you 
two," he blurted. "I got into Mrs. Dodge!"


"Flake off, Mark," Joey snickered. "You've been dreaming too hard while 
jacking off."


"Right. You gotta be a real stud before that kind of pussy falls," 
Watson added. "A babe like her would chew your pecker clean off." And 
both the older boys laughed lewdly, tauntingly.


"I did!" Mark heatedly protested. "I sure as hell did! I saw right up 
inside her snatch and--"


"Bullshit," Joey sneered. "Only hole you ever saw is the one in your 
ass when you bend around and look at it in the mirror."


"Listen, you guys," Mark said, red in the face. "I tell you true. I was 
over at her house mowing the lawn like I do every Sunday, and Jesus! I 
look up once, and there she is, standing naked as a jaybird in the 
window!"


"Hey," Don said in a new, awed voice. "You're serious!"


"That's what I've been trying to tell you," Mark retorted, and seeing 
that he'd caught their attention, he talked on without thinking of what 
he was doing. "So then I heard her calling me a few minutes later, so I 
went in to see if something's the matter. This time I see her naked in 
the shower, and she's fingering herself!"


"No!" Joey blurted, his eyes widening with excitement. "Got her hand 
right up her pussy, huh? Then what happened?"


"Well, she saw me and stopped. Then instead of screaming or telling me 
to get the hell out, she stepped real slow out of the shower, like she 
was a stripper or something, and peels my clothes off until I'm as 
naked as she is! Then she takes me in the bedroom and before I know it, 
I've got my prick sliding up her cunt! She moaned and groaned, begging 
for it! Fuck me, Mark, she yelled at me. Fuck me hard!"


"Jesus Christ," Joey Gore groaned, "she ever say that to me, and I'd 
ram it clean out her belly for sure!"


"Why the hell did she pick a kid like you?" Watson snapped.


"I dunno. Maybe because I was there and you weren't. All I can tell you 
is that it happened, and man, she is one fine piece of ass!"


"Ain't that the shits," groaned Don Watson. "I'm dying for some of 
that, and look who ends up throwing a fuck to her. There ain't no 
justice in the world, I tell you true."


"No ...?" A vicious gleam began to glitter in Joey Gore's beady little 
eyes. "Well, now, maybe we can work something out so there is. I mean, 
hell ... if Mark could do it, I oughta be able to slide my meat into 
her with no trouble at all."


"How you going to get the chance?" Watson scoffed. "Take over mowing 
her lawn?"


"Naw. I could take her up in the hills, though. You could come along 
and hold her down if she gets scared. Then I'd do the same for you 
while you throw one into her."


Mark was suddenly very sorry he'd ever opened his mouth. Jesus, if Joey 
and Don ever roughed up Mrs. Dodge that way, he'd never forgive 
himself. He liked her, liked her a lot--and inwardly he blushed as he 
remembered how he'd confessed to her about wanting her to be his 
mother. "Hey, you rape her, and she can have you arrested," he said, 
attempting to persuade them from their plot.


"Right," Watson agreed. "If she said anything, we'd sure be up shit 
creek, that's for sure. I'm too young to go to jail."


Joey Gore rubbed the lobe of his large ear for a moment. Then he 
nodded, saying. "Maybe you're right. But hell, I sure want to grab a 
piece of that cunt for myself ..." Then his eyes began to sparkle with 
new-found lewdness. "Okay, then we'll get her Friday night, during the 
dance."


Watson gasped. "How?"


"Simple. First we act real nice to her this week, so she won't think 
something's cooking. Then we'll give her drinks of that stupid punch 
during the dance, only we'll spike them first."


"Right on, man," Watson chuckled lewdly. "We get her soaking drunk. 
Then what?"


"We get Mark here to lure her up to the gym storage room. You know, 
where all the wrestling mattresses are kept. She'll believe him more 
than us. Then we'll be waiting for her, and ... pow! She'll be so 
boozed up that the rest will take care of itself."


"Hot damn, that's a fine idea," Watson said. Then he frowned and turned 
to young Mark Trenton. "But you in this with us, kid? Come on, are you 
chicken-shit?"


Yes ... yes, he was! Mark's mind told him over and over. He was scared 
of the whole idea of helping Joey and Don fuck Mrs. Dodge ... but then, 
this was his big chance with them! If he backed out now, he'd never get 
another chance of getting in with them. Crap, what could he do?


"You want to tear into that pussy of hers again, don't you?" Joey said. 
"Well, you help us, and you get some of the action, okay?"


"Well ..." Damn it, the mere thought of that tight wet pussy sliding up 
and down over his prick was making it grow hard in his gym shorts. 
Shit, he sure wanted more of her! "Well, all right. I'll do it. Only 
you gotta promise you won't hurt her none."


"Naw, we won't," Watson said.


"Hell, for the way you tell it, Mark," Gore added lewdly, "we won't 
have to. She'll be like a mink in heat for all of us! All ever-loving, 
fucking three of us guys!"


Miriam Dodge was late for school Monday morning, the result of a 
throbbing hangover and a fearful reluctance to want to see Roger 
Trenton or his son ever again. She had been foolish enough to hope she 
could change her warped sexual desires, but that had been before 
yesterday and her depraved actions with young Mark. Now she could see 
that when at last she did face the loving, gentle widower again, it 
could only be to tell him she could not marry him, not ever! As for his 
handsome boy, she just prayed that she'd be able to seal away the 
unspeakable sordid episode with him in some dark recess of her mind. 
Eventually, if she could stay as far away from the temptation he 
presented, she might be able to feel nothing except a guilty scar to 
remind her what she'd done to him. She knew that she had to keep her 
mind off her nightmarish situation, or she'd never be able to go on, 
and that simply being around either of the Trentons would only make her 
wounds fester ...


Yet as she thought of her alternatives, she realized with sinking heart 
that her only choice was to somehow continue her life here in 
Logansville as though nothing had happened to her. A hasty, feigned 
sick-call would only delay the inevitable, and she would have to go 
back to work sooner or later. In the meantime, Roger might become 
concerned and drop by--and then what could she tell him? A quick 
resignation and a sudden leaving of town would only place her where 
she'd been when she'd arrived--running in a fugitive-like panic. And 
this time, she didn't even have enough money to travel, her savings 
used up just to get her cross-country to California! She had to stick 
it out here, to somehow brazen through and hope things didn't get any 
worse. But God, how could they get worse than they already were?


She dressed hurriedly, not even taking time for breakfast. She'd lost 
her appetite anyway, the mere thought of what she had to look forward 
to making her queasy in her stomach. She speedily drove to the school, 
a thick lump congealing in her throat and her eyes constantly 
threatening to burst into tears.


Logansville High was a century-old, three-storied brick cube, situated 
in the midst of a tree-shaded park near the center of the small 
downtown area. By the time Miriam had parked her car, the first bell 
had rung and only a few stragglers were to be seen scurrying across the 
broad expanse of lawn to the building. She was walking quickly down the 
almost deserted corridor to her classroom, when she bumped into the 
school's principal, Harlow Cartwright.


Cartwright was a large man, balding and plump, with a round, moonish 
face given to grinning at things which displeased him. He adjusted his 
pince-nez glasses as he regarded Miriam with a thin, disapproving 
smile.


"Indeed, Mrs. Dodge," he said in his thin, nasal voice. "Late, aren't 
you?"


"I ... I'm sorry," she apologized, blushing. "I ... I had a little 
trouble with my car this morning. A flat tire," she lied. "I had to 
have it repaired."


"I see."


"M-my class must be waiting for me," Miriam said, now completely 
flustered. "I better be off, Mr. Cartwright."


Cartwright pursed his thick, rubbery lips, still studying her intently. 
"I'm glad we did run into one another, in spite of the fact you're 
tardy, Mrs. Dodge. I wanted to tell you, you don't have to be at the 
dance Friday night at seven o'clock as we'd planned."


"Oh?"


"Yes. My wife has decided to come, too." The principal made a small 
grimace, his mouth tightening as though in a grin of rigor mortis. 
"Agnes insists on taking care of the decorations and refreshments 
beforehand, so you can come around eight, if you wish."


"Thank you. That would be wonderful."


"Oh, and Mrs. Dodge ...?"


"Yes?"


"Do try to be on time."


"Of course, Mr. Cartwright. Of course I will ..." Miriam hurried down 
the hall as the principal turned away in the opposite direction. Damn, 
damn! Why did she have to run into that wretched fat man on this of all 
mornings? She could feel herself unraveling at the mental seams, what 
with everything bearing down on her the way they were ...


She reached the door of her classroom, and then a deep, shuddering 
tremble rippled over her body. Mark Trenton was one of her pupils, and 
would be in there just beyond the door, sitting and waiting for her 
with the memories of yesterday still fresh in his young, immature mind. 
God, did she have the strength? Well, if she didn't she'd better turn 
around right that instant and run, run as fast and far as she could ...


Resolutely she took a breath and with chin held high, walked into the 
room and directly to her desk. She saw the boy almost immediately as 
she turned to face the class. He sat in the front, alongside Gore and 
Watson, who were too mischief-making to allow to sit in the back of the 
room. Mark was staring at her in an oddly serious manner, and in 
response to his intensely soulful expression, her throat suddenly went 
dry and tight. She could feel that rather than blushing, her blood was 
draining from her face, almost leaving her too weak to stand.


Fortunately, the other students were chattering and asking questions, 
and she was able to occupy her mind with the day's assignment and the 
establishment of order. It was not an easy thing to do, but she managed 
to slowly get control of herself by blotting out Mark Trenton's 
presence and concentrating on the remainder of her two-dozen charges.


Unfortunately, however, she unwittingly looked directly into the eyes 
of Joey Gore. He was leaning on his elbows, his chin resting in his 
hands, his eyes lewdly raking up and down over her body. She suddenly 
felt as if he was undressing her mentally, and she flicked her eyes 
away in burning shame ... only to see the twisted, crude grin on Don 
Watson's face next to him. Even as she watched them, Watson leaned over 
and whispered something to Gore, and then they both broke into a 
meaningful series of suggestive snickers that brought the blood racing 
back to her cheeks.


Automatically, Miriam rapped her knuckles on the desk for silence, 
while in her mind loomed the appalling thought the perhaps they knew! 
Both husky young boys were maturely developed for their ages, and if 
Mark had bragged to them of what he'd done with her, they wouldn't 
laugh it off with childish disbelief. They would see the horrid truth 
behind his exciting, if fantastic, story! Oh God, what was she going to 
do if that was so? But maybe, she prayed, it was only her over-vivid 
imagination ...


"Joey, please go to the blackboard," she heard herself say. "Diagram 
the sentence that I'll give you to write."


Gore rose slowly, grinning even more suggestively. "Sure thing, Mizz 
Dodge. I'm right proud to do anything you like for such a pretty 
teacher like you."


"Right on, man," Watson hooted derisively to his friend. "Show her how 
it's done!"


A low giggle rippled through the class, but Miriam's sharply brittle 
voice silenced it abruptly. "That will be enough!" she snapped. "And 
when Joey is finished, we'll just see how good Donald is on declining 
verbs."


Through sheer self-control Miriam had never known she possessed before, 
she painfully lasted through the inner throes of her shame and fear for 
the rest of the class period!


And the balance of that day, and the following few days ... 
Miraculously, things began to look a little better for the miserably 
haunted woman by the day of the Freshman-Sophomore dance. She could 
look back over the week and say that the two young ruffians, Joey and 
Don, had been uncommonly quiet, and she'd been able to avoid a head-on 
meeting with both Mark Trenton or his father, Roger. She was even 
beginning to feel an initial degree of peace of mind almost too good to 
last.


Chapter 4


Friday evening, Miriam bathed and changed from her sober wool suit 
she'd worn that day into a more informal short beige dress with buttons 
all down its front. She drove back to the high school building and 
arrived punctually at eight o'clock. The dance was being held in the 
downstairs cafeteria, which had a side entrance that opened out on the 
parking area reserved for the staff, but which already was lined with a 
few older cars and pickups she recognized as belonging to some of the 
students.


She could hear music as she walked inside the cafeteria, and saw that a 
five-piece rock group was warming up on the small stage near the back. 
They were obviously local talent, equipped with drums and electric 
guitars, and they were filling the low-ceilinged room with ear-
splitting squeals, thumps, and twangs. Around the sides of the room, 
the usual dining tables and benches had been replaced by small round 
tables and folding chairs. On the tables were candles, the kind that 
were inside rose-tinted glass bowls, and the regular lights were dimmed 
almost to complete darkness, so that the cafeteria was bathed in a 
warm, romantically flickering glow. Bunting and streamers festooned the 
walls, and the snack-bar at the end had been converted into a gaily-
decorated "bar," where a large crystal bowl of punch sat among stacks 
of glasses.


The dance was supposed to go from eight to midnight, and although there 
were some boys and girls standing around, Miriam didn't expect things 
to become fully swinging until eight-thirty or nine o'clock. She walked 
over to the punch bowl, and was dipping herself a glass of the non-
alcoholic drink, when Harlow Cartwright and his wife came out of the 
door leading to the kitchen.


"On time, I see," the principal said, running his tongue around his 
lips. "Good. It looks better if the kids see us all in force when they 
arrive. Tones them down right from the start."


"You're not expecting trouble, are you?" Miriam asked nervously. 
"Surely the students wouldn't be--"


"Don't be nave," Cartwright interrupted. "They would try anything. 
They'll sneak in liquor or even drugs if we let them. Times have 
changed, and where we were taught to know our place, nowadays they 
think they can get away with murder."


"Yes, sir," Miriam replied, not wishing to argue with him.


"You haven't met my wife, have you? Agnes, this is our new English 
teacher, Mrs. Dodge."


Agnes Cartwright was a round-faced, chunky woman somewhere in her mid-
fifties. She was at least half a foot shorter than her husband, wore 
her coarse, graying hair in an old-fashioned bun, and layered cheap 
makeup over her age-lines and the sagging flesh of her cheeks. Her 
small, moist dark eyes bore an uncompromising expression, making her 
remind Miriam of the old pictures of Victorian suffragettes axing 
saloons and other devilish places.


"Pleased to meet you, I'm sure," the woman said, appraising the blonde-
haired teacher critically. "Harrow's description of you didn't do you 
justice. You seem so much younger and ... prettier than he'd let on."


Her wet eyes continued to bore hostilely into Miriam with cold 
penetration. Miriam felt extremely uncomfortable, and she tried to 
think of an excuse to leave them. "Perhaps I should wait by the door," 
she suggested. "I could greet the students as they came in."


"Good idea," Cartwright said, nodding. "That way you can give them a 
quick glance to see if they're carrying any bottles or not. Damned 
marijuana, though. I can't find a way of stopping them from smoking 
short of stripping them down to their skin."


"Yes," his wife added. "You keep a sharp eye out, Mrs. Dodge. If you 
see anything or have any trouble, you find Harlow, you hear?"


"I'll know how to deal with those young whippersnappers," Cartwright 
promised, his lips taut and thin.


Miriam took her glass of punch and hurried to the side door. God, what 
an old-fashioned, narrow-minded attitude the pair of them had! No 
wonder juvenile delinquency was as rampant as it was, with such 
deplorable people as the Cartwrights in charge of education. She'd hate 
to have to turn in a child who'd committed some silly little prank, for 
she could see that the punishment would outstrip the crime. No, if 
there were any problems tonight--she doubted that there would be--she 
would try to find a way of handling them herself.


The auditorium gradually filled, the students filing in long streams 
through the door beside Miriam before finding tables and beginning to 
dance. The time sped swiftly for the blonde, curvaceous teacher, and 
soon she found herself enjoying the young teenaged scene. The band kept 
a heavy, throbbing beat which seemed to infiltrate through her body, 
even though the five boys of the band were playing with more enthusiasm 
than professionalism. The dancing was of the modern style in the small, 
open clearing surrounded by the ring of tables, the couples gyrating in 
arm-waving, leg-twisting abandonment. She'd read somewhere that this 
was the current form of ancient African Tribal fertility rites; a type 
of make-believe, clothed sexual mating--and she could well believe it. 
Just standing by the door and tapping her foot in time to the music, 
she could feel a strange, light-fingered pulsing begin deep between her 
own thighs as though she were sexually responding to the heady, jungle-
born rhythms.


Along about nine-thirty, when the room was thronged with kids she 
couldn't even remember the names of, Mark Trenton appeared at the door 
with his two buddies, Joey Gore and Don Watson. The sight of the three 
of them, especially young Mark, seemed to bring her back from her giddy 
enjoyment to grim reality with a sharp, shuddering jolt of pain.


"E-evening," Mark said in a low voice, turning his eyes away from 
meeting hers.


"Good evening, Mark," she replied calmly, even though his sudden 
presence was causing unexpected flutterings to ripple through her 
belly. "Didn't you bring a date for tonight?"


"Naw," Don Watson answered for the boy. "Ain't no girls we know pretty 
as you, Mizz Dodge."


"That's for sure," Joey chimed in. "You going to save us a dance, 
maybe?"


"I can't, she declined even though she loved to dance. "I'm supposed to 
be a chaperone here, not join in the fun."


"Aw, sure you can," Joey persisted. "All the teachers do. Look, even 
old Marble-hea--I mean, Mr. Cartwright is having a fling."


Miriam turned to glance at the dance-floor, and indeed, the husky youth 
was right. Harlow Cartwright was holding his wife sedately at arm's 
length, attempting a jogging fox-trot to the music. She had a hard time 
stifling a giggle at the ludicrous sight. "Well, maybe later on then," 
she agreed. "I'll see how busy I am."


"Right on," Watson said. "I'll be looking forward to a dance, too. Come 
on, gang, I need some of that punch, first."


Mark Trenton didn't say a word, only following the other boys with his 
head hanging down sheepishly. Miriam watched the three of them 
disappear into the crowd, feeling a sigh of relief pass by her lips. 
God, poor young Mark must still be ashamed as she was of their naked 
coupling on her bed last Sunday morning. He was an innocent, sensitive 
boy, and it was obvious that he hadn't been able to bury what had 
happened in his mind and forget it any more than she had. Then, once 
more, the perverse memory of the lewd intercourse she had committed 
with him filtered once again through her head, reviving the tingling 
twitch between her thighs until she was forced to squeeze them tightly 
together in an effort to end the taunting sensations.


She was still squirming in her standing position at the door when 
Harlow Cartwright came up to her, his plump face reddened with 
exertion, and a fine sheen of sweat dotting his forehead.


"My, I see you haven't moved from your position, Mrs. Dodge," he said. 
"Conscientiousness is the mark of success, I always say."


"Thank you, sir, I thought it best to stay here, since you and your 
wife were inside," she said, wondering if the fat elder principal ever 
talked in anything but clichs. "I saw you dancing earlier. You made a 
distinguished couple, I must say."


"We did?" Cartwright beamed, adjusting his glasses. "Well, all work and 
no play makes Harlow a dull boy, I always say," and he chuckled at his 
bit of quaint humor. "Haven't you been dancing yet, a young woman like 
you?"


"No, I haven't. As I said, I thought I should--"


"Well," he interrupted, taking her arm, "we'll rectify that right now, 
while Agnes is in the kitchen. After all, everybody who's coming here 
has come by now. No sense you standing by the door all night."


Before Miriam could protest, the portly principal was pushing her 
through the students to the polished dance-floor. There she followed 
him in a simple two-step, grateful that the band had slipped into a 
slow number as a change of pace. She was surprised to find that despite 
his girth, the rotund man proved to be an agile and smooth dancer, and 
they were able to keep together. But unlike he had with his wife, 
Harlow Cartwright attempted to press his flabby bulk against her 
tightly, until she was certain that she could actually feel a hardening 
bulge in the front of his trousers pushing into her abdomen.


"Please," she said, endeavoring to loosen his hold upon her.


"What's the matter? Don't you like my dancing?" he grinned at her, and 
continued to clutch her to him.


"No, no it's not that," Miriam replied weakly, afraid of offending her 
employer. "It's just that it's awfully warm in here." She was certain 
that she could feel his penis begin to throb against her lower stomach, 
and she struggled to back away from the frighteningly obscene pressure 
which rubbed sensuously against her thinly covering dress.


"Please, Mr. Cartwright, we have to set an example for the students. 
They're looking at us ..."


"Nonsense," he scoffed, his breathing growing heavy as the pulsating of 
his now obviously rock-hard shaft beat hotly into the soft flesh of her 
belly. "What do they know?"


Miriam was about to risk offending him and insist he let her go, when 
young Joey Gore approached and tapped her obnoxious partner on the 
shoulder.


"Yes?" the aroused little principal asked him curtly.


"Begging your pardon, Mr. Cartwright," the wiry, thin-faced youth said. 
"Your wife sent me to look for you. She wants you in the kitchen."


"Oh, she does, does she?"


"Yes, sir. She said to come immediately."


Cartwright glowered as he reluctantly removed his arm from around 
Miriam's waist.


"Don't ever get married, young man, or you'll be bullied for the rest 
of your life." And with a grunt, he turned and angrily walked away.


Joey Gore stepped in to take his place, holding Miriam in loose but 
firm confidence. "Figured you needed some help," he said, looking into 
her face. "So I went and told his wife on him."


"I'm glad you did," she replied, feeling a little confused by this odd 
turn of events. She could smell the odor of beer on his breath, and 
added; "But Joey, you shouldn't be drinking, you know."


"Sorry, Ma'am," he said, his face sobering quickly. "I just had a small 
one before coming here, that's all. Say, speaking of that, you look hot 
and thirsty. How about a glass of punch?"


"I would like some, at that," Miriam agreed. They stopped dancing as 
the band changed into a wildly jumping number, and Joey led her to 
where Don Watson and Mark Trenton were sitting at one of the small 
tables toward the back. As if he'd expected her to come, Joey handed 
her an already filled glass.


"Here you are, Mrs. Dodge. Don brought one too many back with him, so 
you might as well have it."


"Why, thank you," she replied, taking the glass and lifting it to her 
lips. She was thirsty, and the punch was very delicious. There seemed 
to be an odd flavor to this glass that hadn't been in her other one, 
but she dismissed it as being simply part of another batch made after 
hers.


"How about me having a dance now, Mrs. Dodge?" Don asked.


"Well, the music is awfully fast, and I've never learned how to dance 
the way you youngsters do."


"Heck, nothing to it. You just go out there and do your thing. That's 
what we all do. Nobody knows any particular steps. Come on, drink up 
and we'll give it a try, what do you say?"


"All right," Miriam said, smiling. "Why not?"


So she danced with him, and afterwards she danced with Joey again. Then 
came a succession of eager young boys, all wanting to have a chance of 
dancing with their English teacher. She found to her utter enchantment 
that when she did as Donald suggested and let herself go with the 
music, her natural instincts seemed to over-ride any hesitation she had 
from not knowing the proper steps, and soon she could dance with the 
best of the youths. She was having fun, more fun than she could 
remember since her own school days, and she jerked and undulated to the 
beat until her face was flushed and her head swam dizzily. And in-
between times, she gulped the refreshing punch that the two lewdly 
plotting boys had spiked. She drank it in quantity, never occurring to 
her that the drink had achieved its additional tang because they had 
added potent liquor.


Eventually it took its toll, however, and Miriam suddenly began to feel 
dizzy and in need of fresh air. She excused herself from the boy she'd 
been with at the moment and staggered slightly as she headed for the 
entrance door. There she stood for a long moment, wiping the 
perspiration from her forehead and drawing in deep breaths of the cool, 
pine-scented night air. God, she was acting as if she was drunk! What a 
fine way to behave! What would Mr. Cartwright say if he saw her the way 
she was right now?


"There you are," she heard a high-pitched voice behind her, and she 
turned to stare at Agnes Cartwright, who was framed in the cafeteria's 
dim light. "I was wondering where you'd wandered off to, after dancing 
the way you'd been."


Somehow the wife of the principal had made it sound as though she might 
have wandered away with one of the students. Miriam couldn't help 
blushing in spontaneous embarrassment. "I ... I only thought I should 
mix with the children, Mrs. Cartwright," she said in an effort to 
defend herself. "The way you and Mr. Cartwright were doing earlier."


"We were dancing proper," the older woman sniffed haughtily. "But, like 
everything else, dancing's degenerated into evil ways."


"It's different, I'll say that," Miriam said. "But when I was in 
school, we used to do the Lindy and the Jitterbug, and now the couples 
don't even hold each other."


"Really," Agnes Cartwright said through her nose, lifting it parrot-
like an inch or so. "My upbringing was God-fearing and decent. We never 
indulged in such fancy carrying-on in my circle."


Miriam compressed her lips in tight little rings of lipstick, angered 
by the holier-than-thou attitude and prudish contempt she felt she was 
being subjected to. The liquor in her made her want to say all sorts of 
things, but she knew that one wrong word could lead to a scene that 
would mean her dismissal. "Mrs. Cartwright," she began in arched, 
virtuous defense of her actions. "I hardly see--"


"That is obvious," the other woman snapped waspishly. "And a good-night 
to you, Mrs. Dodge." And with that, Agnes Cartwright turned on her heel 
and was gone, swallowed up by the dense crowd of students in the 
auditorium.


The now hotly incensed teacher could feel frustrated anger and 
resentment boiling through her like a well-stoked furnace. Who did that 
old biddy think she was? She had no right to insinuate she was acting 
immoral, no right at all! Why she had a good mind to go in there and 
tell that bitch where to get off anyway, and to hell with the 
consequences. She could certainly understand why Harlow Cartwright was 
interested in other women, after having to live with a wife like her 
for so long.


But the sudden thought of how he'd danced with her made Miriam mentally 
feel the impression of his long, hot penis jammed against her, and she 
shuddered at the thought of it again. It was obvious that she would 
have to be on guard every minute she stayed at this horrid school, not 
only against her own impulses, but against Cartwright's as well. As 
soon as she had enough money saved up, she would find another teaching 
position and leave Logansville immediately ...


Mark Trenton interrupted her unpleasant stream of thoughts by charging 
out of the auditorium. Breathlessly, he shouted to her; "There you are, 
Mrs. Dodge! I've been looking all over for you!"


"Mark! What ever is the matter with you?"


"Not with me! With Don!"


"Don? Donald Watson?" She tried to get her wits together, her head 
still swimming from the alcohol-drugged punch. "What ... What's 
happened to him?"


"We were ... we were fooling around up in the gym, and he hurt 
himself!"


"Heavens! We better get Mr. Cartwright!" she said, aware of her own 
numbed inadequacy. "I don't think that I--"


"But you have to, Mrs. Dodge! Don't get Mr. Cartwright! Please don't 
get him! We weren't supposed to be up there!"


Miriam paused, thinking of the terrible opinion the older principal had 
of his pupils, and of the way his wife had just snubbed her. "All 
right," she said suddenly. "Where is Don, did you say?"


"Up in the gym, Ma'am! Come on!" Mark grabbed her arm, propelling her 
around the side of the building toward another, dark and unused 
entrance. "I'll show you the way!"


As they hurried, Miriam worked desperately to sober herself through 
mental concentration, but the results were not very good. She still had 
no idea why she was feeling as though she had been drinking, and the 
answers from Mark when she asked what had happened were evasive and 
only served to confuse her further. Something was terribly wrong with 
this whole picture, but in her liquor-dulled mind, she couldn't figure 
out quite what it was ...


She followed the young boy, stumbling up the almost pitch-black stairs 
and across to the gymnasium on the first floor. "How ... how much 
further?" she panted, her breathing beginning to tighten across her 
chest.


"Just on the other side of the gym, Mrs. Dodge. In the storage room 
where the tumbling mats are kept."


"Goodness, what on earth were you three boys doing there ...?"


They came to the small closet-like room where all the athletic 
equipment was kept, and Mark threw open the door. "In there!" He 
gestured into the sweat-smelling, stiflingly cramped enclosure. Miriam 
could see the oafish Joey Gore standing beneath the room's single, 
exposed light, while at his feet was the moaning, prostrate form of Don 
Watson. My God, he needed a doctor, not a floundering, confused English 
teacher! Quickly she rushed to the "injured" boy, dropping to her knees 
beside him.


"What's the matter, Donald?" she asked anxiously, glancing along his 
body as he lay there looking up at her.


"It's m'leg, I think," he groaned, rolling his head.


Gently, she felt along the upper portion of his leg where she thought 
he had indicated. "Does it hurt when I touch it?" she questioned.


"No, not there ..." he shook his head, a slow, wicked smirk stretching 
the corners of his mouth. "You've got hold of the wrong leg, teacher 
... It's this one!"


Abruptly, he reached down with both hands and pulled down the front of 
his already unzipped pants. Miriam gasped in surprised shock as she saw 
his hardened, stubby young penis leap out, its smallish, blunt head 
throbbing as though it were staring up at her with one tiny slitted 
eye.


Again she gasped, falling back upon her haunches as she stared in 
disbelief at the sight of him lying there, suddenly grinning lewdly and 
exposing his rigid young genitals up at her.


"What ... what's the meaning of this outrage?" she demanded, snapping 
her eyes angrily from the taunting exhibition to the smirking face of 
Joey Gore standing over her.


"Why, Mrs. Dodge, Don's only trying to show you where he hurts," Joey 
said with mock seriousness. "Seems every time he sees you, he gets this 
pain in his cock, and--"


"Joey Gore!" Miriam exclaimed, her startled face burning with the livid 
red of her fury. "How dare you talk like that to me!" She stumbled to 
her feet, her body trembling with rage. "Mr. Cartwright's going to have 
a complete report of this, and so will your father. And Mark, I'm 
surprised that you would be part of this awful, awful--"


"Shut up," Gore suddenly snarled. He took a step toward her and caught 
her by the wrist, jerking her toward one of the thin, stained tumbling 
mattresses which lined the floor. He flung her down on it, snapping, 
"Don, lock the door so teacher can't get out!"


Miriam stumbled to one knee from the violence of his sudden, unexpected 
shoving. Her head spun with the force of his whip-like jerk, and she 
could only look up with dazed, terrified, eyes, her shock of the moment 
before giving way to the first stages of panic. She heard the storage 
room being locked with the hollow finality of a dungeon cell door, and 
she horrifyingly realized that she had virtually no chance of escape. 
The boys, young as they were could together easily overpower her even 
if she managed to unlock the door, and in this dark deserted corner of 
the school building, nobody would hear her muffled shouts for help. 
God, how right she'd been that something was wrong about Mark's urgent 
request! She'd been a fool, leading herself straight into a trap!


"But--Why?" she heard herself ask feebly. "Why are you doing this to 
me?"


"Well, you're a fine English teacher, Mrs. Dodge," Gore said, the 
handsome youth's lips peeled back sharply from his teeth. "But Mark 
says you're good at another more basic subject, so we thought we'd like 
to see just what you know."


"Mark! You ... you didn't tell them!" she gasped.


"Yeah," the boy said, chagrined at first. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Dodge. It 
sort of slipped out." But in spite of his obvious shame for what he'd 
done, Miriam could see that there was a gleam of hungry arousal in 
Mark's dark young eyes, and a small, unhidable grin of licentiousness 
around his mouth.


Dear God, he was as much an animal as Joey or Don Watson! And then the 
ghastly truth struck her that she was the cause of his change from a 
once innocent child. She'd perverted him for her own desires last 
Sunday, and had taught him lust for lust's own sake without the 
tempering of mercy or compassion. She had nobody to blame except 
herself, and now she was reaping the rewards of her salacious lessons 
by an obscene three-fold vengeance!


Miriam heard the boys' laughing grunts, and a helpless sinking 
sensation gripped her insides as she speechlessly watched them strip 
themselves of their clothing before her. Her eyes remained fixed upon 
their naked youthfulness, her mind blanking from sensible reasoning as 
she stared at their virile passion-erect penises jutting lewdly out 
from their firm, hairless young abdomens.


"Don't ... Please don't hurt me," she whimpered cringingly.


"I made them promise they wouldn't, Mrs. Dodge," Mark said 
reassuringly. "We just want a little fun with you, like I had. And 
Jesus, you sure seemed to like it then."


"That's right, teacher," Joey Gore added in a soothing voice. He moved 
toward her, lowering himself down to the mat to sit beside her. "You be 
nice to us, and we'll be nice to you. I mean ... like this!"


Before Miriam knew what was happening to her, he was jerking her 
against his muscular, developing body, drawing his thick, long cock 
into the softness of her flesh as he crushed her tightly to him. Miriam 
wanted to fight, to scratch and tear herself free ... But too suddenly 
for her to react against, he was kissing her, working his wet, pink 
tongue deep into her mouth while his friend Don laughed excitedly from 
above them.


No ... Oh God, no! But the feel of his youthful rigid penis furrowing 
into the quivering flatness of her belly sent cruel shock-waves surging 
through her body. She sensed his one free hand smoothing around the 
back of her tight, thin dress and down over her buttocks, the other 
hand clutching her waist tighter against his throbbing, naked hardness. 
Finally, he lifted his mouth from hers and grinned lewdly down into her 
panic-stricken face.


"Now, that's more like it, Mrs. Dodge. But I can see that since you're 
the only girl we invited here, you're sort of uptight, right? We got 
just the thing for that. Don, get our pretty teacher here a beer."


"Pl ... please, Joey, don't do this to me. I beg of you ..."


"Why, Ma'am, you're getting yourself all upset over nothing," he said 
to pacify her. "We just figure since you like Mark fucking you, you 
should have your chance to get your fill of boys. Have you ever thought 
how nice it would be to have three cocks gang-banging you all at one 
time?"


Don Watson thrust an open can of beer at her. At first she refused to 
take it, and Joey grabbed it and shoved it viciously at her face.


"Please, I don't want ..."


"Drink it," he snarled, his smile leaving him as abruptly as it had 
come. "Drink it, or we'll force it down your throat!"


Miriam felt her flesh crawl at his threat and again she sought for 
pleading words that might reach him. But she could tell it was 
hopeless, and that she was in the hands of a savage young brute, dull-
witted and drunk. Trembling, she took the can from him and swallowed 
several deep mouthfuls of the warm, sudsy alcohol. There was a heavy 
whiskey taste to it and she could tell it had been strangely spiked to 
make her even drunker than she already was.


"That's more like it," he grinned once more, and his hand reached out 
to gently stroke her body beneath the dress. His long, thick fingers 
traveled softly, pinching and teasing at all the most sensitive areas 
he could find. "Go on, drink some more ..."


Miriam did, feeling as though she was in some kind of terrible dream 
and would soon wake up safe and sound in her own bed.


She pleadingly looked up at Mark Trenton and then cringed beneath the 
self-confident smile on his handsome face. It seemed impossible that 
the boy she'd so ardently loved last week could be a part of such a 
filthy degrading rape--yet it was true. Worse, she was beginning to 
wonder if this was going to actually turn out to be a rape. She 
couldn't seem to tear her eyes away from the stiff boyish penises that 
jutted out from the loins of the other two young boys. Somewhere deep 
in her mind, she wondered if they would feel better inside her than 
Mark's slender young hardness had. Ashamed at her own weakness, she 
drank the last of the whiskey spiked beer and unwillingly accepted 
another can ...


"Let's get her goddamned clothes off," Mark suddenly yelled out. 
"Jesus, I want to fuck Mrs. Dodge again!"


"That's the spunk, kid," Joey urged. "But I get to fuck her first this 
time!"


"Me, I wanna fuck her in the mouth," she heard Don Watson snicker 
excitedly. "Just look at them lipstick covered lips! Shit, I can feel 
them already around my prick, sucking like hell!"


As Miriam listened to the obscene conversation being spewed all around 
her, she tried to speak, but found that her words were stuck tight in 
her throat. She could barely breathe, she was so paralyzed with dread. 
A numbing sense of helplessness had overtaken her as she listened to 
the vile foulness that was being directed at her from the leering young 
teenage boys circling around the mat. Yet as Joey Gore began to touch 
the top button of her dress, she suddenly struggled insanely against 
the boy. She somehow broke free and leaped to her feet, her drunken 
mind reacting in one last desperate bid for escape. "Let me out!" she 
screamed as loudly as she could. "Help! Oh God, please somebody help 
me!"


She lunged for the locked door, but they caught her easily, and two of 
them held her pinned back down to the smelly, soiled mat as the third 
began unbuttoning her dress.


"Don't rip her clothes," Joey warned. "Remember, she'd doing this of 
her own free will ... right boys?"


Miriam sprawled helplessly on her back as her dress was slowly removed 
from her cringing flesh ... her brassiere was unsnapped roughly by a 
hand worming its way beneath her back ... and then her thin white 
panties were rolled slowly down from around the fullness of her 
buttocks and slipped off of her legs ... God, she was now as totally 
naked as they were!


Huddling, she watched in frozen horror as the boys moved in on her, 
their lust-contorted faces twisted with their animalistic desires. She 
could barely breathe the stuffy, unclean air of the storage room, and 
what she could inhale was pungent with the erotic scent of their virile 
young genitals. Don Watson slipped his hands down over her breasts, 
cupping and squeezing their firm roundnesses while his stiff, erect 
penis pressed along the smooth, tanned sides of her body. Joey Gore was 
on his knees in front of her, his big hands running obscenely down over 
her belly and thighs, while he crowded in as close as he could to rub 
his swollen hardness up against the nakedness of her satiny smooth 
hips.


"No ... no, it can't be ... God no ..." she mewled fearfully over and 
over. She was helplessly locked in a cell-like room, to be plundered in 
their drunken, uncontrolled fury! Suddenly, her moans turned to sharp 
gasps as she sucked in a savage breath of air. Don Watson had closed 
his mouth over one involuntarily swelling nipple, biting it teasingly 
while his lips sucked hungrily at the white, throbbing flesh of her 
uplifting breasts! Weird, masochistic sensations began to seep through 
her body against her will as the boys continued to fondle her naked, 
exposed body. Her alcohol-dimmed mind was unable to cope with the tiny 
wisps of forbidden pleasure that were beginning to swirl up from deep 
within her defenseless loins. Shamefully, she had to admit to being 
unable to stop the rising excitement their youthful hands and lips upon 
her were triggering. Dear God! She must fight it with all of her 
strength! She must not succumb as she had last Sunday to the depraved 
temptation of sweet young flesh!


She whimpered under their brutal assault, her head still raised as she 
gaped around the room at the tender, hardened penises thrusting lewdly 
from the crouching young boys. God, any one of them would have been 
enough to set her wild and that would have been terrible enough ... But 
here and now there were three of them, three delicious naked boys, not 
just one! She mustn't let them win! She mustn't!


As a last resort, she gazed again at young Mark Trenton, her tear-
filled eyes pleading desperately for his mercy. But the boy was too 
caught up in his own frantic lust to pay her any attention, stretching 
her legs apart so he could see all of the soft, blonde-haired lips of 
her defenselessly waiting pussy. With a tiny groan of utter despair, 
the tormented woman let her head fall back against the dirty mattress. 
There was no hope at all for her, there was nothing she could do to 
save herself, no way to escape at all. She was physically outnumbered 
and trapped by her own guilt in first seducing young Mark last Sunday 
morning. She could only lay in unwilling passiveness as she felt the 
eager boy's fingers begin to move as they had before, caressing and 
kneading the moist pink flesh of her wide-splayed vaginal slit. The 
avidly excited Joey slid down to where Mark Trenton was teasingly 
fondling the soft blonde-curled mound before him. "Christ, look at that 
hot little pussy, will you?" he croaked in his high-pitched voice.


"Yeah, this is what I was telling you guys," Mark whispered excitedly. 
"This is just like she was with me before! Then she wanted me to put my 
finger in her hole and finger-fuck it up and down inside her like it 
was a prick!"


"Shit no, kid," Joey groaned. "With a snatch that sweet, you gotta lick 
it. Move over and I'll show you how."


"Right on, man!" Don Watson prompted as he took Miriam's arm and put it 
around his neck for a cushion. "I'm sucking her tits, but if you don't 
go down on her, I'll be glad to lick her pussy instead!"


Miriam groaned in new-found shame, her heart pounding wildly in her 
chest as she felt Mark moving away and Joey taking his place between 
her legs. He dropped excitedly to his haunches between her open thighs 
and then to his belly, his face hovering only inches above her loins. 
"Ohhh, I'm going to stick my tongue so far up her hot little hole, 
she'll be able to taste it up in her mouth!" he panted lewdly, and then 
he grabbed her widened thighs and pulled her hips down closer to him on 
the mat. The fearfully quivering woman moaned softly in a daze of 
horror and humiliation as her body slid unresistingly toward him, her 
legs collapsing outward in obscene angles on either side of his naked 
slim body. Above her she could see through her alcohol dimmed eyes the 
other two boys staring hungrily down at the sight of her velvet soft 
skin, curving in from her thighs to form the soft, blonde curls of her 
pink-hued cunt. With his thumbs placed firmly on the softly trembling 
vaginal lips, Mark began a slow, tormenting outward pressure to peel 
them slowly apart until the thin, vertical little mouth of her moist, 
tender pussy below was cringingly exposed to the gazes of the other 
boys. They all stared greedily at her defenseless vagina, for a 
thrilling moment, until with a low animal-like groan of desire, Mark 
Trenton dropped his head and buried the full length of his long, 
slippery tongue deeply into the warm, throbbing walls of Miriam's open 
cunt.


"Ahhh!" she jerked, feeling his moist young lips closing hotly over the 
soft, wet furrow. A convulsive spasm of delight spiraled up the length 
of her spine as she felt his searching tongue spread her blonde curling 
pubic hairs and lace snake-like into the naked tight slit of her cuntal 
mound. She ground her buttocks down hard against the mat, endeavoring 
to escape the teasing, youthful attack, a whimpering moan of defeat 
bubbling from deep within her chest. But the slaving boy seemed to know 
unerringly what to do, and his head burrowed further up between her 
open thighs, his gleaming ivory teeth fastening into the soft flesh of 
her belly. He spread the woman's fleshy cunt lips wider with his 
fingers, and with a maddening liquid suck of the lips, drew the tiny 
pink bud of her throbbing clitoris wetly into his hot moist mouth. He 
nibbled it with the sharp tips of his teeth, feeling it jerking back to 
life from the softness that her earlier fear had brought.


Miriam clenched her eyes tightly shut against the whirlpools of 
sensation that were beginning to shoot through her quivering loins 
against her will. She fought with all her inner strength against the 
betrayal of her body again, but the young boy's tongue continued its 
maddening licking against the straining pink bud of her sex, until she 
could only groan uncontrollably His hot probing tip worked its way up 
and down the length of her narrow wet slit, starting at the lower curve 
of her belly and pressured its way down over the elastic-rimmed opening 
of her clasping vagina and into the crevice of her flexing buttocks, 
where it stopped momentarily to do a wet probing homage to her tight, 
pinkly throbbing anus. Her hips ground involuntarily into the rustling 
mat, soft mewling animal sounds escaping pitifully from between her 
passion-clenched teeth. Her loins jerked forward of their own desire, 
burying his flicking tongue to its roots. Fire rapidly replaced fear 
and everything else ... until to Miriam nothing existed for except her 
flame-seared cunt.


She was that cunt! Oh God, she was that cunt!


Her entire body was flowering into a great open cavern that had to be 
filled, that had to be gorged and stuffed with hot young flesh. Nothing 
else mattered now--not fear, not principles, not humiliation; just the 
crawling reality of the flicking tongue that had crawled in between the 
hot steaming vaginal furrow down between her wide held thighs.


"Ohhhh, ohhhh, yess, suck my cunt like that! Suck it hard, my little 
darling! Ahhhhh!" she squealed, splaying her legs wider and wider to 
give young Joey greater access.


The lust-incited boy could stand it no longer. "Give me room, guys! I'm 
going to fuck Mrs. Dodge now!" He began to trace tiny round wet circles 
up over her body, moving forward over her flesh, licking at her navel 
and breasts and cheeks, his hot moist saliva soaking her skin. She 
rotated her passion-twisted face around, searching with her open mouth 
for his tender young lips. She found them and sucked his tongue deep 
into her throat with a low animal groan. His saliva flowed into her in 
unimpeded torrents, and she swallowed greedily, mewling for more.


Her loins ground frantically up off the mat below, searching with her 
hot gaping pussy for his hard virile penis that was going to rip 
deliciously into her hungry belly. The passion-aroused boys gathered 
around the mat gasped as Joey's throbbing cock-head found her excitedly 
pulsating pussy opening. They watched with grinning, eager faces as it 
jostled for a moment against her pink ragged edges of flesh, 
insinuating itself gently between her moistly parted cuntal lips. Then, 
with a flick of his hips, the grinning adolescent forced his blood-
filled tip brutally into the throbbing opening of her hair-lined cunt, 
stretching her resisting rubbery flesh almost to the bursting point.


Miriam threw her head wildly to the side and sighed delightedly. 
"Aaaahhhhggggg!"


His hardened penis sunk a delicious inch, the struggling woman trying 
desperately to jerk her hips up and absorb more of the punishing 
impalement up inside her wildly aroused belly. Joey Gore levered up on 
his hands in the push-up position. He flicked again, his grin widening, 
and his relentless hardness slid inside another searing inch.


"Mmmmmm!"


Another taunting inch--


"Uhhhhhh!"


Hot panting breaths coursed over her naked sweating body as the other 
two boys crowded in closer. Their youthful features hung within inches 
of her straining nudity, watching hypnotically as their writhing 
English teacher was being fucked and skewered like a fresh young virgin 
by their teenage buddy. Miriam was dimly aware of the leering boys 
kneading hotly at her breasts, their fingers and hands teasing over 
every part of her flesh until it felt as though she were covered with 
tiny crawling animals. The storage room had become to her like a giant 
octopus with thousands of grasping tentacles reaching out obscenely to 
crush her into helplessness.


"Ohhh ... Oh, Godddd, ohhhhh ..." she moaned hysterically, tears 
gushing from her open but unseeing eyes.


Her sobbing, struggling response only incited the immature excitement 
of young Joey Gore, and he lunged down upon her, thrusting his virile 
young penis deep into her tight resisting passage. Miriam jerked 
convulsively as the slender pulsing cock raced into her belly, pushing 
great ripples of pink soft flesh in rolling waves before it. It was an 
uncontrollable monster crawling around inside her, filling her every 
crevice and pushing her inner organs into tiny tight balls that could 
not breathe or move. It felt to her as if it was coming out of her 
throat, curling around her shoulders and neck to crush her life away, 
ripping her soul from her body and devouring her in great fires of 
depraved sensuality.


"Ahhhhh!" her lips breathed in welcome relief.


Joey flexed his imbedded cock-head, bringing a deep mewl from her lips, 
her teeth reclenching. He flexed again--another moan--a lesser moan, as 
her now hotly clasping cuntal passage grew accustomed to the young 
boy's shaft. Then he began a slow revolving motion with his pelvis, 
grinding his virile cock tightly into her naked loins, expanding the 
still cringing walls of her vagina until she wanted to beg for more. 
Dear God, he was torturing her beyond endurance!


"Fuck me, Joey ... Ohhhh, for God's sake stop teasing me and fuck!" She 
moaned in rapturous craving. "Ohhh, fuck me hard, you little bastard!"


The other two boys unbelieving eyes leered lustfully within inches of 
the buried boyish prick, amazed at how the tight moist little hole they 
had seen before was capable of swallowing so much hardened flesh. From 
both sides of the mat hands rubbed lewdly over the moon-shaped cheeks 
of her deeply impaled buttocks, fingers pulling cruelly at the fleshy 
hair-covered lips surrounding it. Don's fingertip curled under Joey's 
dangling testicles to probe at her tiny puckered anus, flicking 
tauntingly at it like another tongue. Miriam winced as it suddenly 
popped through the tight surrounding ring and dug deeply at the soft 
rubbery flesh inside. He moved around, expanding the tiny tight hole 
until the palm of his intruding hand lay flat against her asscheeks, 
the whole young finger sunk safely inside her wetly throbbing rectum.


Now Joey Gore began a searing fucking motion in and out of Miriam's 
moistly stretched pussy, thrusting forward mercilessly from the apex of 
his withdrawal and battering her sensation-filled body back hard 
against the mattress. Donald Watson's finger imbedded in her hungrily 
clasping anus joined the slowly pistoning cock in a rhythmic fucking 
duo that brought moans of pain and pleasure gasping from her bubbling 
mouth in time to their simultaneous tempo.


The pain in her rectum was beginning to ease and a weird sensation of 
fulfillment slowly tingled through her helpless body. Her hips began an 
involuntary gyration in masochistic concert with the. increasing speed 
of the cock and finger fucking into her.


"Oohhh yes, yesss, fuck me! Oh, you beautiful little boys, fuck me like 
thissss!" she crooned, squirming her body lewdly around among the 
myriad of hands and fingers that crawled relentlessly over her tingling 
flesh. God, she was their prisoner, a helpless prisoner to the 
delicious ravaging of her cunt and asshole!


"Ohhh, don't stop, boys! Oh fuck, don't ever stop!" she groaned into 
the smelly stale air, gyrating her upturned buttocks faster and faster, 
trying to keep up with the glistening boy's penis and the other's 
drubbing finger. She sensed her body start to spiral toward her climax, 
and felt Joey's prick fucking into her seething cunt begin to throb and 
inflate. She felt her thighs being pushed wider apart as the teenager 
shoved his cock as deep as it would go inside her belly, and she knew 
he was ready to cum that instant.


"No! No, not yet! Wait!" she chanted in desperation, but it was too 
late. The young boy's eyes rolled around helplessly in his head and his 
tight round testicles began to jerk wildly and spew out his hot white 
semen deep into her voraciously contracting womb. She ground her naked 
loins up tightly against his pelvis to stop the flow for a moment, but 
her very eagerness defeated her desperate purpose. The tightly nibbling 
clasp of her pussy milked it clean, the last drop of his hot load 
spurting deep inside her dilated vagina.


The boy rolled useless and drained from her still squirming flesh, 
helped by the hands of his eager friends clawing to take his place. A 
thin string of white sticky fluid trailed from his cock over her leg to 
the floor where he collapsed in exhaustion. "Christ, Mrs. Dodge's the 
wildest fuck in town! She's gone clean out of her mind," she could 
dimly hear through the muffled confusion of her mind.


Then: "Me! God damn it to hell, it's my turn! I'll cum all over the mat 
if I don't get in her now!"


Her hips jerked up automatically to receive the familiar thrust of 
young Mark Trenton who was hurriedly replacing his friend between her 
wide-spread legs. He rammed into her like a jackhammer, needing no 
foreplay to excite him, the obscene spectacle alone having been enough.


Together he and Miriam surged hotly for the climax she had been so 
cruelly deprived of when Joey Gore had deserted her. Then ... her 
orgasm hit suddenly like an angry fist in the stomach as youthful 
Mark's penis uncontrollably spewed out his burning fourteen year old 
seed deep into her hungrily absorbing belly. Great waves of 
overwhelming joy coursed through her desperately writhing body, curling 
the tips of her toes and fingers like burning twigs in a bonfire. She 
wallowed lewdly around in her maniacal arousal, punishing and debasing 
herself as her own cum gushed hotly from between her legs and soaked 
the mattress between her wildly grinding buttocks. "AAHHH! OHH GOD! 
FILL ME, BABY, FILL MEEEEE! OHHH!"


Donald Watson grinned to himself. Now it was his turn, now after his 
two young friends had exhausted themselves. Hell, he'd show them all 
how a man could satisfy a woman--after all, the teacher was still 
screaming for more, wasn't she?


"Turn over, Mrs. Dodge," he commanded. "I'm gonna fuck you dog-style."


Miriam, all will to resist anything they wanted to do to her gone, 
rolled her battered body over in the slippery wetness of their cum, and 
rested heavily on her stomach.


"Now kneel," the boy demanded to the half-conscious woman. He grabbed 
her impatiently at the hips and helped her to her knees. She rested 
panting for a moment on all-fours, her buttocks high in the air and her 
face pushed hard against the mat. Her eyes were glazed thickly from the 
ravishment her body was enduring.


Miriam felt fevered young hands on her hips as Donald knelt between her 
open thighs. She waved the wide stretched moons of her buttocks lewdly 
at him, feeling the blunt end of his penis pressing into the now wetly 
flooded crevice in her loins. With a grunt he shoved cruelly forward, 
causing her to jerk forward in surprise at the sudden lunge.


"Shit, I'm hard again already!" she dizzily heard Joey Gore exclaim. 
"Damn it to hell, I'm going to join in!" She felt him move onto the 
mattress in front of her, and then his hands as they lifted her head up 
to face him. His erect boyish cock rammed without warning between 
Miriam's gaping lips, his hands holding her face vice-like between them 
so she could not pull away. He ground his young penis forward into her 
mouth, forcing Miriam to gag as he rammed it half-way down her throat, 
the full length disappearing into her roundly ovalled lips almost to 
the hilt. His testicles slapped harshly down against her chin, the soft 
fuzz covering them tickling her like a light airy feather.


Oh God, she groaned. They were buffeting her back and forth like a 
child's toy between them, using her helpless body as a great receptacle 
into which they would pump their burning young sperm. God, how could 
this be happening to her? But then, the very helplessness of her 
position flickered erotically through her mind. The mental picture of 
her body being fucked between two hotly excited boys at the same time 
incited the hunger in her belly to begin raging out of control again. 
She started to undulate her buttocks around in tiny teasing circles, 
squeezing with her cuntal muscles at the fleshy cock boring into her, 
wanting passionately to wallow in fresh young cum again. She wanted to 
milk his youthful prick dry, to fill her belly once more until all of 
his hot white liquid ran down her already thickly covered thighs. She 
sucked voraciously at the penis in her mouth, her cheeks hollowing and 
filling with Joey's boyish thrusts. Her tongue licked wildly at his 
blood-filled cock-head, the tip probing hotly into the small gland on 
its end. She wanted it to shoot in her mouth. She wanted to swallow his 
young sperm and feel it running down her throat until her stomach was 
as filled as her cunt. She wanted it to run through every pore of her 
body in unending torrents of joy.


Her wish came true a moment later.


Simultaneously with the rising tide of her second building orgasm, she 
felt the young cock fucking into her from behind inflate and begin to 
spew its white seething load deep up her clasping cunt. It ricocheted 
wildly around inside and then gushed back out hotly from the hair-
covered lips onto the mattress below. Don's testicles pressed tightly 
against her exposed clitoris, causing her body to jump spasmodically 
forward, burying Joey's virile young prick all the way up in her madly 
sucking mouth. Then, it too exploded, flooding her throat with his 
pungent youthful fluid, her cheeks expanding like a balloon to keep 
from choking on the huge torrent that spurted without stopping deep 
into her eagerly accepting mouth. She swallowed in hungry crazed gulps, 
fastening her lips like an elastic ring tightly around the ejaculating 
flesh, fearful of losing even a drop of the precious young seed. Small 
droplets ran from the corners of her mouth as the boy collapsed in 
front of her, his deflating slender penis slipping lifelessly from her 
still, unconsciously sucking mouth.


Miriam screwed her nakedly upraised buttocks back hard against the 
squirting cock in her cunt, and with a scream from between her tightly 
clenched teeth, she felt her own body explode into what seemed like a 
thousand tiny pieces. Her legs could no longer hold her up, and she 
collapsed on the mat as the penis slid limply from her semen and orgasm 
drenched pussy, the room's fetid air rushing warmly into the unplugged 
opening.


"Jesus, now I wanna fuck'er again ...!" young Mark Trenton gasped, and 
time after that became a meaningless blur, a constant merging of virile 
boy's cocks fucking her as they would and where they would. Her body 
reacted with orgasm after orgasm, even after her strength was gone and 
she could only follow their directions mechanically.


"Get those legs up! Move that ass, teacher! Suck me harder, Mrs. 
Dodge!"


She felt as though she was nothing more than a fleshy robot for their 
use, weakly moving her limbs to comply with their lewd commands. 
Finally, many long hours later, they dressed, Joey unlocked the 
storage-room door and the three boys left her where she lay. Miriam was 
too worn out to move, and she fell into an exhausted sleep on the 
soiled, stained mattress that would forever be her bed of shame and 
surrender to the lowest depths of desire of the flesh.


Chapter 5


Roger Trenton was not a drinking man per se. A martini before dinner or 
a bottle of wine during the meal, but not both--otherwise, he was apt 
to lose too much control over his reasoning and will-power. As he 
thought in self-torture, he had last Saturday with Miriam on the picnic 
... But here it was Saturday again, and he was sitting at two o'clock 
in the afternoon with his third brandy-and-soda in his hand, and 
feeling quite drunk ...


The sadly contemplative biology instructor had been maudlin all week, 
plagued with feelings of doubt and guilt over what had taken place up 
in the hills with the English teacher from school. Damn! He was such a 
fool! He'd wanted her almost from the first time they'd met, his loins 
firing with sexual need every moment they were together. With an 
experienced man's instinct for such things, he felt she was as 
attracted to him as he was to her; and more, she was as sensual as she 
was provocative. Considering what he thought she was like, he couldn't 
blame her for reacting like a feline in heat to him--but neither could 
he be angered over her sudden switch back to modesty. Who could respect 
a woman otherwise? Christ, she was a voluptuous, curvaceous female; but 
so was a whore. He wanted a woman who was sensitive to affection and 
discerning in her choice of men, as well as being beautiful to look at.


Roger sighed, scratching the head of his large German Shepherd dog 
beside him before taking another deep swallow of his drink. Christ, if 
his blatant pressuring hadn't shocked Miriam enough, his impulsive 
proposal for marriage must have really jolted her. Hell, it had jolted 
him! What had ever possessed him to ask such a thing? Did he love the 
blonde-haired English teacher, or was it merely a bad case of the 
"hots" for her? Well, until he'd made love to her he wouldn't know if 
he was in love with her ...


He smiled thinly at the idea. He'd had all sorts of dirty dreams lately 
about fucking Miriam half to death, but he could see plainly that he 
wouldn't get another chance to score with her soon the way things were 
going. He'd sat down with one brandy-and-soda in an effort to calm his 
misgivings about seeing her again. He'd had no thought in mind about 
getting drunk, but as he'd mulled over the way Miriam had obviously 
avoided him all week, he had allowed the one drink to flow into a 
second, and then into this third. It was past two o'clock in the 
afternoon already; he was late for his date with her; and at the rate 
he was swallowing the brandy, he might not get there at all.


Last Saturday, she'd told him not to apologize any more, but he knew 
that she was still upset and troubled, and he figured it had to be over 
his stupid actions then. A half-dozen times during the school week he 
had set out for her office after one of his classes to say once again 
that he was sorry, but something of pride always seemed to stop him 
halfway there. What bothered him were her so-called "reasons" she'd 
refused to give, and all her crap that they did not concern him. 
Horsepucky! If her reasons, whatever they were, were stronger than her 
affection, then she was obviously not that interested in him. Why the 
hell should he be crawling around on his knees? She wanted to keep 
their relationship at a distance, then damn it, he would treat her as 
an object, not as a woman whose feelings must be considered!


"Right, Buck?" he said to his German Shepherd. "You don't give a damn 
if the bitch is a collie or a husky, so long's you can climb on her and 
stick it in her hole, right?"


The dog barked as if he understood, and wagged his tail thumpingly 
against the floor.


"But Miriam is a human being, I'm afraid," Roger Trenton sighed 
regretfully. He sank back in his chair with his drink pressed to his 
lips. Sure, he could get as righteous as he wanted to, but he knew deep 
down he was only kidding himself. Miriam was much too beautiful a 
person for him not to be more tender and understanding toward her. He 
was acting overly impatient, considering he'd known her less than a 
month. Perhaps in time, if she was willing to open into a warm, 
intimate relationship with him, they could find a mutual, shared love 
and trust ...


"D-Dad?" an anxious young voice called to him.


"Mark?" His father turned around in his chair to survey the boy 
embarrassingly standing a short ways away. All of Roger's thoughts 
about Miriam evaporated with one look at his stricken child, for he saw 
the pain in his expression and the puffy rings around his eyes. "Why, 
Mark, you've been crying!"


"Yeah, I ... guess I have been," Mark replied, his chin trembling as he 
tried to hold back a fresh stream of tears.


In spite of his mind feeling velvety from all the liquor he'd consumed, 
Roger was immediately concerned. He'd been both father and mother to 
the boy for so long that there was nothing he wouldn't do to help him. 
He straightened up and said: "Come here, son. Something's bothering 
you."


"You ... you won't get mad at me? No matter what?" the boy said in a 
fearful whisper, taking a hesitant step forward.


"Hey, don't mink that, son. We've been too close for you to believe 
such a thing. I'm your pal, remember? What happened? You flunk a test?"


"Ohhh," Mark suddenly burst into tears, and he crushed his young body 
to his father, almost upsetting the brandy glass on the table. "Oh, 
Dad, I've done something awful!" The youth was a quivering, guilt-
ridden soul. He hadn't slept a wink all night, constantly thinking of 
how he'd left poor Mrs. Dodge sprawled naked and her legs wide open 
back in the gym. How could he have allowed such a thing to happen when 
he loved her so much? Now he'd hurt her, and he didn't know what to do 
or where to turn except to his father. It had taken most of the day to 
screw up enough courage to tell of what he'd done, but he had to do it 
and hope his dad wouldn't hate him or turn him over to the police. He 
couldn't go on living feeling this bad, not another day!


Roger was terribly upset over his son's behavior. His first off-hand 
guess that Mark was troubled over school work was wrong, he could see--
besides, his child was too level-headed for that. He tried to recall 
his own teenaged days and what had been the source of his problems, and 
recalled that they had almost entirely been over puppy-loves. Well, 
Mark was growing up; it was time for him to experience some of the 
agonies of budding sex.


"Hey, I bet I know what it is," he said jocularly, keeping a smile on 
his face to show encouragement and understanding. "It's about a girl, 
isn't it?"


"Y-yes, in a way. A ... a woman. A grown-up woman," Mark sniveled 
helplessly. "Mrs. Dodge, m-my English teacher. I love her, Dad, I 
really love her!"


Roger was gripped with the wildest temptation to laugh out loud. How 
normal! How perfectly innocently natural, and to top it all, Mark 
thought he was in love with none other than Miriam! But one look into 
his son's pain-flecked eyes and he knew that to laugh now would crush 
him to the core. Instead he soothingly said; "Well, don't feel bad. 
She's a lovely woman, Mark, and I bet half the kids at school have a 
crush on her."


"But ... But they didn't do what I did to her," Mark groaned.


"What was that, son?"


"I ... I ..." Mark took a deep breath, squeezing his eyes closed 
together as though expecting an executioner's ax to fall. "I ... I 
raped her!"


"You what?" Roger dropped his jaw open like it was shattered glass. 
"You did what to Mrs. Dodge?"


"Me and Jo--me and some buddies, we made her drunk at the dance last 
night," the boy uncontrollably blurted out. "We got her up to the gym 
storage room, locked the door, and then made her lie down all naked on 
one of the mats. Then we fu--then we took turns on her, over and over, 
in her snat--down between her legs and sometimes even in her mouth! 
Then we left her there, lying like she was dead. Oh, I don't care if 
she wanted us to do it to her, she didn't at first. I hurt her, Dad, I 
know I hurt her plenty!"


She wanted us to ... for some reason that phrase burned deeper in Roger 
Trenton's brain than all the others of his son's confession. He felt as 
though he'd been struck over the head with a baseball bat and his 
breath knocked totally out of his lungs. Christ, he'd heard rumors 
about Miss Flannigan but he'd chalked that up to gossip. Boys loved 
having fantasies about being man enough to make love to a woman, and a 
desirable woman like Miriam would replace old Flannigan on this new 
year's list with no trouble at all. But this was his own child telling 
him! God ... was it possible? Mark ... with Miriam, his Miriam! His 
insides churned with the lewdness of the very idea, but it was too wild 
a story not to believe!


"Now you're mad at me! I can tell! You hate me now!" Mark struggled 
against his father in his effort to break free, but Roger held his son 
tightly to him in a firm but gentle grip.


"No, son, I'm not mad," he said, trying to calm him. "I ... I simply 
was shocked for a moment. I ... I don't understand, that's all. I mean, 
you called it rape, but--the way it sounds to me--"


"But I forced her to do it with me," Mark blubbered helplessly. "It 
wasn't like last Sunday, when she was nice and kind and told me she was 
my new Mommy ..."


"She ... she said she was your mother?" Roger gasped in a hoarse 
whisper. Good God, what had that woman been up to with his boy?


"Y-yes," Mark said, trying desperately to explain things and make them 
better. "When I saw her playing with herself in her shower, she took 
all my clothes off and then we got on her bed, and she wanted me ... 
wanted me to ..."


"Fuck her!" Roger blurted, before he realized that he was talking to 
his own son. "She wanted you to fuck her!"


"Uh-huh," Mark nodded, wiping away his tears with one tiny balled fist. 
"It was the first time for me, and ... boy, did it feel good! It felt 
good when we all did it to her last night, too. That was kind of fun, 
but I know I hurt her deep down inside her heart. And I love Mrs. Dodge 
like I love you, Dad. That's why you gotta do something, Dad, you just 
gotta!"


Roger felt seething anger begin to boil up inside his chest. Christ, 
she'd seduced his own son the day after she'd coldly turned him down. 
The gall of that bitch! He looked at his tearfully pleading boy, 
feeling at a loss to know what calm and rational advise to give one so 
young which wouldn't harm his growing mind further. Yet all the while 
he tried to contain the increasing flames of resentment and bitterness 
that were licking higher at the alcohol in his blood ...


"Son, you didn't rape her," Roger said slowly, carefully. "If Mrs. 
Dodge wanted you to make love to her last Sunday, then she's the type 
who'd want you to do it again to her last night. You said yourself that 
after a little while she did. I bet it was just that there were so many 
of you boys that she was scared at first."


"Gee, you think so?" Mark whimpered eagerly. "You think maybe she 
doesn't hate me, and maybe I could go see her again?"


See her again ... to fuck! Roger swallowed thickly, gazing at his young 
boy seeing for the first time that despite his tender age of fourteen, 
Mark had been forcibly wrenched into the beginning stages of adulthood, 
whether ready for it or not. So he doubted that the experiences would 
shatter his development--but now, what could he tell his son? Not to 
ever see Mrs. Dodge again because what had been done was dirty and 
sinful? He himself had tried to get into her panties, hadn't he? Mark 
would see right through his lie, and much of the trust he'd tried to 
bridge between their generations would be lost. He had to play it 
straight and honest with his child, as he'd always done with him ...


"Tell me, Mark," he said after a moment, "would you want to continue 
making love to Mrs. Dodge if she wanted you to?"


"Gosh yes!" The lights of hope and love sparkled in the youth's dark 
eyes. "Gee, Dad, you're really swell. You understand! Do you think you 
can make things right again?"


"Let me think ..." Roger relaxed against the back of his chair, patting 
Buck with one hand idly while he sipped the last of his brandy with the 
other. He had to protect his son ... but it was too late for much of 
that any more. Mostly, he wanted to punish Miriam. He wanted to punish 
her so cruelly that she'd never forget. Half-drunk, smarting with 
righteous indignation at the way he'd been taken in by her phony front 
of modesty, Roger Trenton suddenly was filled with an insane desire to 
fuck that bitch like his son and all his buddies had fucked her. What a 
fitting retribution for the shameless little child molester, he thought 
wickedly ...


"Son, Mrs. Dodge kept saying she was your mother, didn't she?"


"Sure, but we both knew she was only make-believing."


"Well, make-believe or not, how about all three of us going over to her 
house now? You, me and Buck. After all, if she's your mother, then I'm 
her husband, right--? and husbands have their rights too, you know!"


"Oboy! You mean make it a family affair?"


"That's the ticket, son ... if you don't mind me sharing her with you."


"Gee, Dad, how could I mind that? I think it would be great if you 
could love her as much as I do! And Buck too!" he added innocently. 
"I'll put on a clean shirt and we'll go!"


He raced excitedly to his bedroom, leaving his father smirking with his 
smoldering, liquored emotions. In the momentary silence? Roger was 
beginning to feel a doubt, wondering if he could really do such a 
terrible thing to Miriam. But then he thought of what she had done to 
Mark already, and he knew that he had hit upon the perfect answer. A 
bitch she was, all right ... he would follow through and exact his 
revenge, debasing her in front of Mark's eyes forever. A harsh lesson, 
he mused as he scratched the large Buck's furry ears. But a proper one 
befitting the crime ...


*   *   *


Miriam Dodge's Saturday had been one of the most miserable she could 
ever remember. Now, alone in her house, she had spent the time since 
she'd awakened at noon by weeping silently. The painful and disgusting 
recollections of her depraved ravishment by those three sadistic boys 
last night kept sweeping over her tormented mind, their vivid images 
flashing over and over in torturing repetition.


She wrapped her thin, pale-blue nightgown tighter around her body, 
hugging herself with her arms as if bitterly cold. Her whole naked form 
beneath the flimsy, semi-transparent gown shivered in the throes of 
convulsive tremors as she tried desperately to shake the lewd memories 
which filled every inch of her heart and head. She knew that she should 
be overwhelmed with remorse and repugnance, but she was not--and that 
was the most horrible part of all, frightening her more than all else 
combined. For her returning nightmares were not so much of the vicious 
horrors that had been done to her on the smelly mat in the storage 
room, but rather of her own indefensible submission and lewd 
performance ...


Her obscene rutting with those three nakedly abandoned aged fourteen 
boys, egging them on and demanding more of their virile young penises 
hard in her belly and mouth ... her cumming, cumming, continual cumming 
... her awakening to find herself splayed nude and soaking wet where 
she'd been heartlessly discarded when they'd taken their fill of her 
... God, her body had been a mass of bruises that had centered around 
her breasts and inner thighs. Her flesh had been rubbed so raw that 
this morning she'd been too sore to dress, and even the soft nylon gown 
pressing against her skin was enough to send sharp waves of pain 
shooting through her body. She had dazedly gathered her clothes and 
slipped them on despite her agony at their touch, and managed to clean 
herself up before leaving the room and stumbling back to the cafeteria. 
The dance was about over and Harlow Cartwright had been searching for 
her. He had grudgingly accepted her excuse of having suddenly fallen 
ill "with the flu", though one good glimpse at the heavy lines marring 
her preciously fresh skin had been enough for him to raise an eyebrow 
of suspicion. But she had remained silent, never hinting to the 
principal or his ugly wife what had actually taken place.


And, she promised herself as she sat now in the chair, the appalling 
truth would remain locked in the confines of her soul forever. To 
expose the whole sordid affair could only add to her troubles, the 
publicity of the lurid details opening the door to full disclosure of 
all her previous sexual perversions. No, she was emotionally ruined for 
life, but at least she still had a chance to run ... run again, as she 
always had when uncovered for what she was.


Before this day was through, she vowed, she would find the inner 
strength to dress and pack her suitcase. She would drive out of 
Logansville and never, ever return. She would compose a letter of 
resignation and mail it on Monday from some far-off place, the 
sacrifice of the money owed her worth the pain of another moment in 
this hellish town.


Her only dread was that Roger Trenton would show up for their day-time 
date before she had time to pull herself together. There could be no 
good-byes with him, for although she had come to realize that she truly 
loved the older man, she had to hide the sickening facts from him more 
than from anybody else. It wouldn't be fair to make him or his lovely 
son Mark suffer for what was essentially her own doing, her own 
miserable failings. God, she had to get started ... but somehow, she 
couldn't seem to find the will to lift herself out of the chair.


There was no more question whether she could trust herself or not. It 
was obvious that she couldn't stop herself from following her perverted 
desires once the evil urges beckoned.


No pledge or promise had been able to endure for longer than a few 
short minutes when faced with lewd temptation. God, what would happen 
to her later on? At this rate, what would be her end?


A thundering racket snapped Miriam from her tortured thoughts. She 
realized after a shocked moment that someone was banging his fist 
violently against her front door.


"What ...? Who's there?" she called out fearfully.


"Open up, Miriam!"


"Oh!" Miriam gasped as she recognized the voice of Roger Trenton. 
Roger! He was already here! And he sounded so angry! God, had young 
Mark confessed to him? Had he seen something was wrong and pried the 
horrid truth out of the boy? She stood beside her chair, afraid to open 
the door.


"You want all the neighbors to hear what I've got to say to you, 
Miriam?" came a ferocious yell. "Open this goddamned door before I 
break it in!"


She unlatched the door against her will, afraid of what he might do or 
say if she didn't. "What do you want?" she asked hesitantly, opening 
the door a crack ... and then she was roughly thrown back against the 
wall as Roger burst his way inside.


"Shut up," the furiously glowering man sneered at her. She could see 
he'd been drinking again, his face all reddened from his heavy dose of 
alcohol. "All right, son," he called over his shoulder. "Come on in and 
bring Buck with you."


"Oh no!" The blood drained from the tormented woman's face as she saw 
young Mark Trenton and the giant German Shepherd walk into her 
livingroom and stand beside Roger. If there had been any question, the 
slightest doubt why Roger was here, the sight of the boy and his dog 
vanished it from her mind. "Oh God, no," she moaned again, looking back 
up into the savage face of the man she loved. But Roger was no longer 
that sympathetic, compassionate lover. He was a stranger now, his 
features cruelly twisted into lines of ruthlessness, mirroring his 
desire for revenge and punishment. He knew ... he knew what she had 
done!


"Roger, darling ... please listen to me," she whimpered up at him, her 
words sounding pathetic and useless even to her own ears, "Let me 
explain, please ..."


He walked over to where she stood almost naked, and stared down at her 
with hard, contemptuous hatred in his eyes. He did not speak, only a 
silent, rage-filled expression lining his anger-contorted lips.


Miriam quivered in her fear and shame. "Say something, Roger, say 
something," she prayed to him in desperation. She didn't know him now 
at all, and her humiliation was replaced by the fear that he was going 
to kill her. She almost wished he would.


"You fucking, kid-sucking bitch!" He spat the words so harsh and cruel 
that she winced beneath their impact. He leaned over and grasped her 
thinly clad shoulders hard in his hands, digging his fingers deep into 
the softness of her cringing flesh. "How many other little boys have 
fucked you since we've met?" he rasped. "Your whole English class? The 
whole goddamn Freshman football squad? Mother!"


He closed his hands tightly around her throat and pulled her mouth 
harshly to him. But the sudden movement and the savage pressure of his 
hands on her throat caused her to jerk her face away.


"You bitch," he snapped. "I didn't hear that you were squirming away 
from Mark!" He slapped her hard, flat across the cheeks, jerking her 
head to the side so hard she thought certainly he had broken her neck. 
She tried to twist away from his madness, but he only slapped her 
again, this time across her other cheek.


"Roger! Roger! You're killing me! You're killing me!"


"Not that way, I won't," he laughed cruelly down at her. "I have a 
better way of making you wish you had never been born! Take off your 
nightgown, Mother dear ... or should I call you my wife? Yeah ... take 
off that nightie, wife and get bare-ass naked!"


"Please, Roger," she sobbed mournfully. "Please don't make me. Not like 
this in front of Mark!"


"Why, you slut! He's seen you naked more times than I have. And he's 
fucked you, remember? I'm the one who hasn't had that pleasure before! 
Now, strip, I said!" he snarled viciously, and suddenly gripped the 
front of her loosely tied gown. He gave the thin material a twisting 
wrench, and her nearly transparent flimsy gown was open down the entire 
front of her body.


She could feel a cool rush of air slide beneath the opened cloth and 
begin caressing her naked flesh beneath. Her hands rose automatically 
to cover her exposed nakedness, but she dropped them quickly away as 
she realized that there was no more use in trying to hide. Roger was 
right; he and his son had seen everything she had to offer. Even the 
dog, Buck, had watched her naked on a blanket. Sobbing more quietly, 
she stood in passive defeat as Roger Trenton pulled the gown from 
around her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. She trembled in her 
humiliation, totally nude in front of everyone she had ever cared 
about.


"On your knees, wife," Roger commanded from beside her. "Get down on 
the floor. Now!"


What else could she do? she thought, then suddenly felt the smarting 
whack of the enraged man's hand upon her buttocks. "Do as I say, 
Miriam," he snickered lewdly. "A husband's word is law!" Another 
resounding painful smack stung at her backsides, and she almost leaped 
as she hurried to kneel and obey his maddened commands. She helplessly 
cowered in front of his wide-spread legs, but as she looked up at him 
pleadingly, she suddenly gasped for breath.


Roger Trenton was unbelting his pants with almost feverish haste. He 
dropped his shorts and slid off his pants, throwing them and his shirt 
in every direction. Within seconds he stood towering over the stricken, 
terrified woman, his naked, muscular body gleaming softly in the dim 
room's lamp-light. Miriam's eyes trailed down his maturely developed 
chest, and groaned abjectly as her panicked gaze locked upon his erect 
penis. She had felt it in her hands and on her inner thighs before, up 
there on the picnic blanket the previous Saturday afternoon. But now 
she saw its length and breadth for the first time, and its enormous 
size filled her with dreaded awe. In comparison to the little teenage 
boys she'd known--even in terms of her ex-husband's normal size--
Roger's throbbing fleshy hardness was monstrous! She could feel her 
insides cringe at the thought of trying to accommodate even half of it. 
He grinned luridly down at her, enjoying her openmouthed terror, and 
dropped one hand to lightly stroke the heavy foreskinned shaft when he 
caught her stare fixed upon it.


"Like it, my bitch of a make-believe wife?" he leered with vulgar 
delight. "I think this will satisfy your hunger where lots of younger 
boys have not!"


"Roger, you ... you can't do this to me!" she whispered weakly, aware 
that little Mark was standing by. "My God, you'll kill me. I can't take 
a thing like that up inside me!"


"Yes," Roger smilingly taunted down at her. "You are, Miriam. Or would 
you prefer me going to the police?"


"Ohhhh," she groaned, hopelessly sobbing. Tears now streamed in flowing 
wet rivulets down the sides of her cheeks, and despite her gripping 
terror, she knew she would give in to him. She knew she had no choice 
even with his fourteen year old son watching. "Oh, God, then do it to 
me quick, and get it over with. Please, Roger, please ..."


Roger gazed down at the moaning, pleading woman, and something inside 
his heart began to soften his savage sense of hurt. Damn, Miriam was so 
luscious, so curvaceous. He had only to look down at the distorted 
expression of pain and suffering which twisted her lovely face ... and 
at the way she pressed her thighs back from his expected assault ... 
and he knew deep down that unwillingly he was weakening to her charms 
again. He realized belatedly that much of his anger at what Mark had 
told him was envy at the thought of the beautiful woman being fucked by 
his young son's cock; that he was as jealous as he was enraged. He knew 
that now to be the truth, and he felt a little twinge of shame mixing 
with his burgeoning raw lust for her.


"No, my make-believe wife," he said in a slightly softer tone. "No, 
I'll try and make you love it, even if it takes me two weeks to do it!"


He dropped to his knees beside her, pushing her backward with his hands 
upon her softly trembling breasts, until she lay spread out flat on her 
back upon the spongy soft carpet. Miriam closed her eyes tight again to 
close away the shame and fear of lying under him stripped naked and 
defenseless against his cold cruel gaze. The further humiliation of 
having young Mark standing there watching her like this momentarily 
made her want to scream. She opened her mouth in torment, but was too 
paralyzed with guilt to make a sound. Instead, all she could do was lie 
still, with her thighs wide apart, her breath coming so fast she felt 
as though her lungs would burst. Her belly quivered and heaved as 
though he already had the long thick cock extending out from his loins 
sunk deep inside her belly.


Roger bent over her prostrate body, fastening his teeth harshly into 
the nipple of her heaving left breast. She groaned in pain, attempting 
to twist away from the sudden sharp torture, but his hands, playing 
over the softness of her thighs and hips, held her tightly to him. His 
lips and tongue roamed wetly over the palpitating mounds, and though 
she tried to stop the feeling, a tiny tendril of sensation unwantedly 
descended feather-like to her naked loins below. God, she couldn't be 
reacting this way to a full grown man now even in the smallest bit! It 
was insane! But as he continued the slow tortuous licking of her flesh 
with his tongue, a blissful little twitch made her buttocks begin a 
slow, hardly noticeable grinding down into the rug.


"I'm going to fuck you," Roger moaned as his lips caressed over the 
soft sensitive skin of her breasts, his eyes still hard and cruel with 
the greed of his desire. "I'm going to fuck you like you've never been 
fucked before. I want little Mark to see you twist and squirm when a 
man-sized cock sinks into your baby-loving little cunt. I want him to 
hear you beg and scream for me."


Miriam lay frozen under the prodding of his obscene words. Their very 
lewdness seemed to excite her a tiny bit more, but again she thought of 
how he wanted to merely use and humiliate her, and the beginning desire 
vanished from her mind. To lie beneath the man she'd thought loved her 
as nothing more than a receptacle for his lewdly gushing sperm and lust 
was a thousand times more degrading than even the three young boys' 
rape of her last night. The hateful mauling of her body by a father 
whose young son and huge dog eagerly were viewing was too much for even 
her to take! She could never respond passionately to him; she knew she 
couldn't! She would submit because she had to, but only in tormenting 
pain ...


Suddenly Roger slipped down on the carpet beside her and wrapped his 
arms around her naked body, pulling her tightly to him. They lay 
pressed together, his rigid cock insinuating all the way through her 
soft inner thighs and trapped on the other side between the crevice of 
her fear-clenched buttocks, his lips clamped wetly over hers. He moved 
his loins hungrily against her hips, and then she felt his long, 
sensitive finger slowly smoothing down their naked bodies to teasingly 
find her throbbing, tight vaginal mound. He dipped a little lower, down 
between the soft, hair-fringed pussy lips, spreading them open against 
her will to tease her tiny clitoris. Miriam couldn't hold back a soft 
mewling cry from the tingling sensation, and as she parted her lips, he 
thrust his tongue deep inside her saliva-moist mouth. She groaned 
around his long wet tongue with helpless despair, futilely trying to 
keep control of her perversely rising emotions.


Then, without warning, the older man rolled her over so she was lying 
on top of him. "It'll be easier on you if you ride up and down on my 
cock," he murmured huskily. "Kneel on either side of my hips, and ride 
me like a pony. Come on, do it!"


Miriam complied without hesitation, knowing full well that he would 
only hit her again if she defied him further. She levered up on her 
arms, her long blonde hair flowing down over her head and sweeping the 
naked man's chest, her breasts swaying sensuously with their erect 
little nipples lightly touching against his skin. She kneeled, 
straddling with her thighs splayed widely on either side of Roger's 
hips. She could sense his hardened penis pointing directly upward at 
the finger-moistened slit of her pussy.


She thought of what was going to follow, and tossed her head from side 
to side, tears streaming down the delicate conformity of her cheeks. 
Through her tear-blurred eyes, she could see him holding the length of 
his cock in his hand and taunting it up against the spread pink flesh 
of her cunt with its hardened blunted head. The immediate contact of 
its satiny warmness against the tingling skin of her vaginal opening 
instigated unwanted little carnal sensations which instantly spiraled 
upward through her naked loins. But then ...


"Uggg," she breathed as she felt the first harsh pressure against the 
tight elastic opening of her widespread cunt lips.


"Oooohhh, no, Roger, you can't! It's too big, too big!"


"Just relax," he panted with a sadistic lewdness. "You don't want Mark 
to think you don't like men, do you?"


He wrapped his hands tightly around her twisting waist to hold her 
securely atop his cock. Then he pushed upwards again, harder between 
her cuntal lips.


"Stop it! Oh, please, Roger, stop itttt!" she cried out as the tip of 
his penis slipped through, stretching cruelly the tight rubbery opening 
until Miriam felt as though her thighs were splitting apart from the 
relentless pressure. She jerked her eyes open in fear and pain and saw 
his triumphant grin. Oh God, he was tearing her in two and enjoying 
every moment of it! He and Mark and even the dog, Buck--they were all 
sadistically watching with joy as she suffered above the slow 
remorseless penetration of her defenseless loins!


Suddenly the grin on Roger's face faded, and a contorted expression of 
sheer raw lust replaced it. He would stand it no more! He had to fuck 
her now! He felt the overpowering need to possess her, and wondered if 
it were a sign of love. Damn, at this moment, he would even be willing 
to marry her, just to fuck her! Savagely, he thrust his hips up off the 
rug, and at the same time, with his tightly cupped hands pulled her 
smooth curvaceous buttocks down over his long, thick cock.


"Arrrgghh!" she screamed at the top of her voice as she felt his raging 
fleshy hardness slice deeply up inside her excruciatingly stretching 
cunt. There was no stopping him, his throbbing hardness pushing the 
soft moist flesh of her vaginal walls in lewdly rolling waves before 
it.


"Oh God!" she groaned. "You're splitting my cunt!"


She had never been so filled in her life, and his cock felt as thought 
it had ripped her vagina in a thousand tiny shreds as he speared into 
her without mercy or thought of injury.


There wasn't one tiny ridge on it that she could not feel as it sunk 
tight into the soft flesh of her belly, like a blade enclosed in moist 
warm sheath.


Roger lay still for a moment, his face directly below hers. God, she 
was tight! The crazy thought came to him that perhaps she had lied to 
him, and she had never been married before. Maybe the only fuckings 
she'd had before were done by boys like Mark! Well, if that was the 
case, then he'd marry her and fuck her to death!


Miriam, too, lay immobile, afraid to move for fear of the pain it might 
bring. Neither made a sound for a long moment, and then suddenly she 
felt a throb deep up inside her stomach, the thickness of Roger's cock 
jerking up another half an inch as he flexed inside her vagina.


"NNNNngggg," she grunted breathlessly, her face contorting with the 
throbbing pain.


"So how does it feel to have a man inside you instead of a little boy's 
prick?" he tormented below her, flexing again.


"Aggg," she groaned deeper this time, the cords of her neck standing 
out from the pressure of her resistance.


"I said, how does it feel with a man's cock inside you?" He flexed 
again, grinning up in lewd delight at the pained expression on her 
face.


"Ohhh, I love it, I love it," she cried, afraid to offend him. The pain 
was just too unbearable.


"Beg then," he hissed contemptuously.


"Ohhh, I can't! I can't," she prayed above him. "Not with little Mark 
here!"


"Beg me to fuck you, bitch!" he repeated. He throbbed his huge, lust-
hardened member deep up inside her quivering belly again. "Beg now and 
show him what a real cunt you are!"


"Ohhhh, Roger, don't make me, please!" She fought with all her strength 
and courage to escape this one further humiliation. This, she knew, 
would be the final surrender. It was the only thing she had left. He 
had taken all else; her love for him and his son, and the love they 
held for her in return, even what little self-respect she had left--
everything was gone. She couldn't let him have the pleasure of hearing 
her beg too. She just couldn't!


"Beg, you bitch!" he demanded, savage fire burning in his eyes. "Let 
Mark hear you beg me to fuck you!"


"Ohhh, God," she sobbed, her resistance broken by the pain and 
helplessness of her position. "D-do it to me Roger," she managed to 
whisper. "Do it to me."


"Not like that bitch," he demanded, "Say fuck me."


"Oh, fuck me," she hissed through clenched teeth, tears gushing from 
her eyes as she spat out the lewd, obscene word. Her shame and 
degradation were complete now. She was a filthy whore now, nothing 
better than a dirty gutter whore!


The bitter words bored into her mind like evil omens of the future. She 
was lost! Lost! He had taken everything that was left of her and 
crushed it with unfeeling cruelty. There was no hope left, nothing, 
nothing but the huge, fleshy hardness buried deep inside her burning 
vagina.


Roger sensed the loss of this last remaining ounce of resistance left 
in her soul, and digging his finger harshly into the skin of her waist, 
he began a slow, rocking motion up between her wide-stretched thighs. 
He felt her tight narrow cuntal passage involuntarily widen with each 
short smooth stroke he took and heard her cry and groan in helpless 
defeat as she surrendered above him. It was rhythmic music to his ears! 
Even though she fought him, positive in her own mind that she could 
never sexually enjoy a man, he was convinced that there was a latent 
hot streak beneath her surface that simply had never been turned on 
before. The brutal ravishment of her body when she'd been young and 
innocent ... the warping teachings by her frigid mother ... no wonder 
Miriam had turned to boys for her needed release! Well, he'd stripped 
her down to nothing but her naked soul, and perhaps he could now 
rebuild her into a raw, squealing mass of unrestrained desire. He'd do 
his damnedest to fuck her until he turned her on, he vowed--and this 
was just the beginning!


Miriam thought he was going to rip her in half and his battering penis 
would bore up through her lungs and come right out of her mouth. She 
gurgled crazily, suddenly wanting it to hurt. She wanted to be punished 
like the dirty bitch she was, and viciously she began to screw her cunt 
down over his unmercifully rampaging cock, attempting to destroy it 
while it too was killing her. There was no longer any reason to fight 
the lewd flames of masochistic desire coursing through her blood. She 
had lost the battle against the obscene man's angry rape, and even the 
agonizing thought of her total surrender sent chills along the base of 
her spine. Her body began slowly to respond as it never had before as 
she felt the slow rhythm of Roger Trenton's cock skewering wetly up 
inside her. New delights were racing through her with every upward 
lunge he made. God, what was happening to her? Then she knew, and 
deliriously she accepted her new experience. She was being ignited by 
an older man at last! Whatever he'd done to her, Roger had found the 
key!


Her whole body started to twitch and writhe above him and she moaned 
uncontrollably as she lowered her head and shoved her tongue with 
sudden complete abandon into the moistness of his mouth. Low hums of 
servile acceptance came in torrents from deep in her chest, her face 
contorting with her new-found passion, a light sweat breaking out on 
her forehead under the flowing strands of her soft blonde hair. She 
could feel the throbbing wet hole of her pussy flowering open to 
receive instead of reject his cock, the pain of taking a man-sized 
penis up between her legs slowly fading for the first time she could 
ever remember. Her eyes were closed and her tongue worked and slaved 
down into his mouth as small mewling sounds of velvety pleasure rumbled 
from her throat. Yes ... God, yes! This is what she had been waiting 
for! There was no longer any thought of resisting him ... of anything 
but the delicious sensation of kneeling above this man who was fucking 
her against her will and giving back to him what he was giving her.


"I love you, Roger Trenton," she gasped when she raised her face for 
air. "I never thought I could love a man, but I do. I love you, 
darling! I love you!"


Roger could only listen and marvel at the words of sweet surrender 
which were flowing from her glistening lips. He hardly could believe 
his ears! Less than an hour ago, he'd been a savage, punishing brute, 
but now he was her pleasure-giving lover! Miriam was offering herself 
to him ... all of herself, body and soul, if he wished to have her.


He trailed his hands over the soft curves of her naked body, and felt 
the long smooth muscles beneath her tanned silken skin ripple lightly 
from his hungry touch. He felt the warm, moist walls of her vagina 
gripping at his buried hardness deep inside her belly, and his brain 
spun wildly from his heady, erotic victory over her nakedly splayed 
body. Christ, he possessed her! He really did ... and now he knew that 
no matter what. he loved her too!


Miriam flattened her knees out so that they pressed against Roger's 
muscular sides. She slid lower and lower on his long, thick penis, 
moaning with newly-discovered rapture all the way down until she could 
feel his sperm-bloated balls pressed tight up into the open crevice 
between her asscheeks. Then she lifted herself up on her knees so that 
his lust-engorged cock, gleaming moistly from her secretions, came 
slipping into Mark's view watching from behind. With a softly dreamy 
sigh, she drove her thighs back down again, ramming the whole of his 
wet fleshy hardness deep up inside her until its head battered against 
her cervix. The now deliriously excited woman abandoned herself to all 
the searing sensations she'd never thought could exist for her, sliding 
rhythmically up and down over her lover's penis until she felt as 
though she could almost cum by just her own gyrations.


Unable to stand by and watch the passion-inciting scene another moment 
longer, young Mark Trenton jumped up from where he'd been crouched 
behind his father and Mrs. Dodge. He'd been told by Dad on the way to 
his teacher's house to wait until he was called, but staring at every 
tiny thing that had been happening had goaded the youngster's mind 
beyond endurance. His lean young loins blazing with desire, Mark 
quickly shed his clothes and rushed around to kneel beside the 
straining couple's tightly clasping bodies. He reached out and cupped 
the woman's naked dancing breasts, teasing and kneading their proud 
round firmness until it seemed as if they would burst from his 
fascinated manipulations.


Miriam became aware of the boy's movement near her head, and she moved 
her face up, opening her eyes. She could see Mark rubbing the taut full 
moons of her breasts, his slender youthful penis jutting erectly from 
his loins with his hot, innocent excitement. She gave a small gasp of 
protest, feeling momentary pangs of guilt and shame, but then she felt 
Roger quickening his thrusts, hot and pulsating and deep, and she 
groaned in abandoned greedy passion.


"D-Dad?" the young boy anxiously asked. "Gee, I'm going to shoot it off 
on Mrs. Dodge's back if I can't do something soon."


"Put your cock in her mouth, then, son," his father said from below. 
"Have her suck you off while I fuck her."


"No," Miriam protested momentarily, the humiliation of being pummeled 
between father and son flickering lewdly through her mind. "No, that's 
not right ... Ohhh, God!"


"We're a family, wife-y dear," Roger grinned maliciously up at her, 
taking obvious satisfaction from her distress. "Go on, son. Stick your 
cock inside your new Mommy's mouth!"


Mark gripped his hardened boyish prick in his hand, and moved around so 
that its rounded virile tip grazed against Miriam's moistly glistening 
lips. "Suck me, Mrs. Dodge," she heard the boy pant delightedly. "Like 
you did Joey's and Don's last night! Oh, suck me, Mommy, suck me 
toooo," he moaned ecstatically.


Miriam's unconscious mind rebelled against the lewdness of orally 
accepting the darling boy's delicious young flesh. She fought her 
desire to surrender to Mark as well as his father, but her body had 
already betrayed her will to resist. The only reality was the searing 
fire that was burning deep in her throbbing pussy, the flames licking 
out between her thighs, crying to be drowned by the tormenting man's 
penis fucking faster and faster up between their wetness. She couldn't 
fight her all-consuming lusts! She loved the both, and was totally 
theirs to do with as they wished!


With animal-like groans of passion, Miriam reached up with one of her 
hands and began to stroke young Mark's jutting prick. She hovered near 
him on all fours, her face a scant few inches from the throbbing moist 
head of his hardened virile penis. She held it tightly between her 
fingers, stroking it teasingly up and down until his slender loins were 
undulating in time to her maddening rhythm.


Her head dropped slowly forward to the fleshy penis of the boy, and 
suddenly her tongue flicked forward, the tip boring tauntingly into the 
wet tiny gland at the end. Mark sucked in his breath from the 
delightful contact, chills rippling along the back of his spine, a 
groan passing between his lips. She brought her mouth down all the way 
with a moist, warm, pressure, her lips tightening like an elastic band 
around it just below the sensitive head, trapping it completely inside 
the warm wet cavern of her mouth. She massaged the soft resilient skin 
of his youthful testicles gently with her hand as she began to suck 
with stroking rhythm the entire length of his hardened rod of flesh.


"Christ!" the boy groaned, staring down at his teacher's passion-
contorted face. "Christ, Dad, this is the greatest!"


Miriam could feel his throbbing reaction and began to suck his slender 
penis a little harder, the tips of her teeth digging gently into the 
hard resisting flesh, leaving small white trails where they had scraped 
the blood from beneath the surface of the skin. Her tongue swiped 
furiously around and around the growing gland as she felt her own loins 
nearing the bursting point from Mark's father's rigid shaft pumping 
deep up in her cunt from below.


"Harder, Roger, fuck me harder lover dear ..." she chanted in muffled 
rhythm to his long hard strokes. She wanted to be ripped apart by the 
two buffeting Trenton males. Great huge waves of delightful sensation 
swirled through her. Her entire kneeling body was growing ... growing 
... ready to explode ... burst into a thousand colored fragments 
between the twin cocks which were fucking her simultaneously, her body 
sandwiched between them as though she were skewered all the way through 
and their cockheads were touching on the instroke somewhere deep, deep 
up inside. She sucked wildly on the prick surging into her mouth, and 
thrust her loins down, screwing herself on the thick pistoning cock 
splitting up into the walls of her vagina below. Yes ... Oh God, yes 
...! This was heaven! If only it would never end! If only there was 
more!


And as if in obscene answer, she heard Roger hissingly order from 
beneath her, "Buck! Here, boy! Come here, Buck and hump her in the 
ass!"


Miriam choked back a frightened gasp, the blood suddenly icing in her 
veins. God, what was he trying to do to her? No, oh no, he wasn't 
meaning for that great huge dog to ...! Her mind whirled frantically 
and she moaned with rising horror around the thrusting boy's slim cock 
in her mouth as she heard the German Shepherd trot closer from the 
corner in which he'd been waiting.


"No, Roger! Oh god, don't let him fuck me too!" she moaned around young 
fourteen year old Mark's cock in her mouth. "Please, don't let Buck do 
anything!"


"Relax, Miriam," Roger chuckled with salacious delight. "I love you, 
Miriam, but you're a bitch at heart. A bitch in heat, and besides, 
consider this all in the family!"


"Ohhh noooo!" Miriam moved to close her thighs, but the dog stood and 
growled viciously as if in warning. She froze in her lewd fucking 
position--thighs spread wide over Roger's hips and with her legs drawn 
in against his ribs. She didn't dare move as the huge beast growled 
menacingly over her, his great panting head just above her defenseless, 
upturned buttocks. "Roger! I'm afraid! He'll hurt me!"


The man below her laughed again in obscene desire. "Don't worry. Buck 
is trained well. He won't harm you--as long as you do as he wants!"


The giant German Shepherd lowered his head to the helpless woman's 
smoothly upturned buttocks and sniffed them appreciatively. His tail 
wagged and trembled as though he had truly found a bitch in heat. 
Miriam moaned in terror as the cold nose suddenly made contact with her 
tiny, puckered anus. She tensed as his tongue snaked out and licked 
wetly up and down, the tip curling and licking around the hair-fringed 
softness where Roger's penis was inserted and then moving wetly up to 
the burrow slightly in her outer fleshy anal ring. For a moment she 
tried to squirm away, but the dog growled again and Roger's hands 
grasped her tightly around the waist, impaling her immobile upon his 
rigidly thrusting cock.


"That's it, Buck," Roger urged excitedly. "Now lick her! Go on, lick 
the little bitch's pussy slit and asshole!"


The dog began to greedily lap his narrow pink tongue between her 
thighs. He ran his tongue wetly the full length of it, from the tight-
filled pink edges of her cunt up to the tiny, sensitive little circle 
of her tightly puckered anus. His great tongue spread through the soft, 
hair-covered valley like a knife through soft butter, curling and 
flicking relentlessly between Miriam's wide-spread buttocks. She jerked 
spasmodically as she squirmed under the Shepherd's lapping and sniffing 
of her loins, shuddering and chilling from the lewdly evil stimulation 
he was forcing her to enjoy. He worked like the savage beast he was, 
and his rutting lust was slowly driving her mad, his merciless tongue 
lashing her to servile defeat. The huge tongue was crushing her 
resistance with its vigorous and unrelenting attack upon her 
sensitively responding genitals for interminable minutes.


Miriam's body became lost in the fire of the moment. Every muscle in 
her body was tensed as she strained her hips back against that 
maddening probe between her buttocks. Oh God, the dog's tongue felt 
good back between her legs! She had never expected it could be like 
this, that an animal could bring such feelings from her body. Her love 
for Roger and his son incited her further. Her updrawn thighs opened 
and closed around the tormenting cock that was still fucking 
gluttonously up into her flame-seared vaginal hole. The lips of her 
mouth clasped tighter as she sucked with all her might around the 
excitedly sliding young prick of Mark before her.


"Mmmmmm! Mmmmmm!" she moaned, splaying her legs wider and higher to 
give the magnificent dog greater access. "Mmmmm!"


Then she heard his master's voice command: "Fuck her Buck, fuck her!"


The huge German Shepherd leaped to obey. He mounted the spread mounds 
of Miriam's buttocks, paws on her back. His glistening, scarlet penis 
slipped wetly from its furry sheath, its tapered point sliding and 
dancing in her hot, wet anal crevice as the animal trembled and jerked 
over her naked body. The narrowly expanded crevice was visibly 
throbbing in lurid invitation; the wet moist furrow held wide apart by 
the pressure of her thighs pressed tightly down against Roger's hips. 
Miriam could feel the hugeness of the dog's fleshy hardness jerking 
between her wide-spread ass cheeks, insinuating itself up and down, up 
and down, in a maddening search for some hungry hole in which to thrust 
the heavily throbbing point of his animal cock. But where? Where could 
Buck fuck her? Roger was already in her cunt ...


"Reach back around and put his cock in your ass," Roger commanded 
suddenly. "Go on, reach back and put it in your asshole!"


God, no! Not there! Not in her rectum! To be sodomized by a giant 
German Shepherd! That would be the ultimate of degrading perversion! 
But strangely, the tiny bit of whore in every woman broke forth into a 
tingle of masochistic excitement. She suddenly had to have it in her! 
Her belly was screaming for it!


She took her hand from young Mark's testicles and reached down 
underneath the grinding flesh of their bodies to grasp the full length 
of the dog's heavily pulsating cock. Her tightly closed fist stroked it 
softly in reverence. She could feel the spasmodic throbbing against her 
palm and the moistly seeping liquid of excitement trickled from the 
blood-inflated tip. She guided it up the valley of her buttocks, not 
letting it lose contact with her flesh until it was poised at the 
pinkish round hole of her puckered little anus. She held it there with 
her one hand drawing with all her strength to pull it into her rectum. 
God yes! She wanted the dog to fuck her in the ass!


"Yes, Buck, fuck me there," she mumbled through her cock stretched lips 
as the beast thrust his giant penis in an urgent probe against her for 
several seconds, trying to lodge itself into the tight, straining anal 
hole.


And then Buck did.


With a growl of bestial delight, he jerked forward and she felt a 
slight pop at her anus--and then a sudden pain so unbearable that she 
twisted and groaned, trying with all her strength to get away. She no 
longer felt human as the huge dog-cock slithered far up into her 
rectum, pushing against the bottom of her belly inside. She jerked back 
up at him, trying to throw him off, but as she jerked up, the dog 
rammed down and imbedded his thick, rock-hard penis all the way to the 
hilt in the soft flaccid tunnel of her anus.


"Ugggg, God!" she grunted in pain.


The triumphantly smiling Roger Trenton leaned his head up off the 
carpet, his emotions still mixed, and hissed near her ear! "Like being 
fucked in the ass by a dog, honey?"


And that made it a million times worse, to know that her every reaction 
was being watched and enjoyed by another man and a fourteen year old 
boy. His words and victorious smile was mockery and insult to her, 
droning on until some of the pain in Miriam's rectum from the giant 
dog's entry began to ease a little.


But then, "Uggggg!" she grunted as the dog began fucking into her in a 
frantic humping rhythm. His giant animal cock seemed like an 
unrelenting fist pummeling into her mercilessly, expanding with each 
thrust down into her tightly gripping rectum. Miriam could feel the 
monstrous animal cock racing brutally into her raw, torn backsides, and 
she strained back against the grinding assault, groaning incessantly as 
the pain slowly subsided. A masochistic pleasure slowly replaced the 
searing firebrands of pain that raced from her totally filled anus to 
the rim of her own still dutifully sucking mouth. Her rising sensations 
of overwhelming lust were fed by the very helplessness of her lewd 
squirmings beneath the rapacious dog. The German Shepherd fucked 
inhumanly into her hopelessly impaled rectum, giving her no respite 
from the growing pleasure building--building--deep in her belly.


It was alive in her! The hard rubbery tip pressing up against her 
stomach lining inside, the thin folds of flesh between its length and 
that of Roger's cunt-imbedded cock, the tickling hairs of the dog's 
testicles brushing in the crevice of her buttocks ... they were all 
part of her! She was one with them ... and in spite of her pain, her 
tongue involuntarily began sucking even more hungrily at the youthful 
hardness between her lips. Her nostrils flared again, drawing in the 
delicious pungent scent of the excited boy's genitals deep into her 
body, and it mingled there in a strange erotic marriage with the 
feelings of the two throbbing cocks lodged deep in her soft white 
backsides. They all seemed to roll together into one great fiery ball 
of aching hunger for more. Her cunt contracted around the older man's 
penis as the lascivious sensations raced through her flesh.


Miriam's body felt itself coming to life now. The pain had receded to 
where she could only feel a maddening electric fire that burned 
uncontrollably deep within her backsides. It seared relentlessly 
through the raw nerve ends of her flesh, licking through her cunt and 
anus and dancing across the milky white flesh of her widely splayed 
buttocks, spreading up through her greedily contracting belly and out 
to the tips of her pink palpitating nipples, which peaked into hard 
tiny buds. Thin rivulets of sweat rolled down the sides of her full 
pulsating breasts, which were sensitive to even the brushes across 
Roger Trenton's heaving chest.


She rotated her thighs from side to side around the two fleshy impaling 
cocks, her vagina and anus dilating in time to their harshly pumping 
thrusts. They felt as though they were fusing deep up inside her bowels 
with the young boy's penis fucking her mouth, becoming one with all her 
being. They had crawled into her, had become a part of her! And she was 
one with them! She and Roger and Buck and darling Mark--they were all 
one fleshy mass of wild erotic sensation, merging magically together by 
their love and nakedly locked genitals!


"Fuck me!" Miriam hissed through her sucking lips. "Oh God, all of you 
darlings! Fuck me harder! Fuck me until I can't stand it anymore!" The 
fire licking through her body was fanned yet-hotter by the knowledge of 
her sheer helplessness and the obscene position in which the three were 
holding her. She drove on unheedingly, almost ready to cum and unable 
to stop. Sweat was pouring from her writhing naked body as she strove 
wildly for her end--an infinitesimal second away.


"Hot bitch, hot bitch," Roger Trenton beneath her mumbled over and over 
as he ceaselessly rammed his blood-filled cock deep up into her mucous 
lined cunt. He could feel the white hot cum building up inside his 
bloated testicles as they beat hard against his own upturned buttocks. 
He was ready to explode!


"I ... I'm cummmmiiiinnngg!" he groaned wildly, and Miriam could feel 
her insides splitting painfully apart as the head of his deep-sunk 
penis suddenly flared into a hugeness that threatened to split her in 
half. It began to spurt, and she could feel his delicious hot white 
liquid shooting into her like streams of hot molten lava into the 
cavern of her pink quivering passage. The hot walls of her pussy milked 
spasmodically as the boy's father continued to spew out his completion, 
filling her womb and foaming out the contracting fleshy lips around the 
base of his cock.


She was being driven insane!


She couldn't let it stop!


"Oh fill me too, Mark!" she groaned incoherently around the young cock 
fucking crazily in her mouth. "Cum in my mouth. my darling!"


Fourteen year old Mark Trenton groaned over and over again; his hips 
working crazily as he felt his own moment had finally arrived. He could 
feel his fresh virile sperm begin its mad dash along the full length of 
his glistening, pumping cock and begin to suddenly spurt out in hot 
thin surges into her hungrily sucking mouth. Her cheeks expanded and 
hollowed fish-like as she swallowed the warm flooding gushes to keep 
from choking. She went on sucking wildly as he emptied his youthful 
sperm deep into the wetness of her throat. His hands tangled cruelly in 
her hair, holding her head to the throbbing of his loins as he shoved 
his squirting hardness as far up inside her widely ovalled mouth as he 
could. He moaned his last and grunted finally in complete fulfillment, 
his cock deflating slowly between her lips. But still the woman 
continued her gentle sucking, drawing every last drop of the warm 
boyish seed from his slender prick.


"Oh, God ... oh God ..." she shivered beneath him, her face contorted 
in an unrecognizable mask of wild abandoned passion. "I'm cumming ... 
I'm cumming! Ohhhhh!"


Miriam screwed her buttocks insanely back against the dog so that his 
penis bored far up into the expanded rubbery recesses of her rectum. 
Her breasts heaved and quivered down against the skin of Roger's sweat-
gleaming chest, the tiny hardened nipples brushing across his skin like 
little diamond chips. The giant animal's tongue hung from his mouth as 
he pantingly fucked into the waving buttocks from behind, saliva 
dripping from his jowls onto the gleaming sweat of her naked back. She 
screamed again and rammed harder against the dog just as he jerked 
forward and his cock began spitting its burning semen in hard thick 
spurts deep in her greedily clasping anus.


With a deep-throated groan, Miriam began to vibrate uncontrollably as 
she could feel Buck's animal sperm shoot deep up into her gratefully 
welcoming belly. Her head whirled in depraved sensuality as the thin, 
powerful squirts surged wildly up into her open bowels, her smoothly 
rounded buttocks contracting spasmodically as the hot wet passage of 
her rectum squeezed desperately at the jerking cock. Thick white fluid 
oozed from her tightly locked anal muscle, and small trails of his warm 
wet animal cum trickled slowly down between her thighs to mingle with 
Roger's cum and her own orgasmic secretions. Her backsides glistened, 
displaying soaked pubic hair and pink flesh, as, nearly unconscious, 
Miriam slowly rolled off the three now-limp penises which had so 
completely filled her every orifice. She lay half comatose between the 
sprawled naked bodies of Roger Trenton and his son, her legs falling 
open loosely from the warm sense of total satisfaction which flowed 
through her lifeless flesh.


The German Shepherd stood above her, wagging his tail in obvious 
satisfaction. In a last act of obscene depravity, he dropped his head 
to the wide-spread split of her loins and licked at the white sticky 
liquids flowing from her still quivering cunt and anus. He gulped at it 
hungrily until at last there was no more, and Miriam was entirely clean 
along the crevice of her buttocks. Then he lay down contentedly between 
her open legs, his giant head gently nuzzling into the soft, blonde-
curled slit of her dually ravished pubic mound.


Chapter 6


Slowly, Miriam Dodge's senses began to return to her, and her warm glow 
of contentment began to fade as she remembered that at last she'd been 
fulfilled by a man ... a man who hated and despised her. Roger had 
conquered her, and she had truly given herself to him and his dog ... 
to anybody he'd wished, his hold over her was so strong. But it was too 
late for her. With returning bitterness she knew that he dominated her 
out of vengeance and fury, not love and compassion ...


"Gee, Dad," she heard young Mark gasp in a trembling whisper. "That was 
too much! Wasn't Mommy great, fucking all three of us at the same 
time?"


Miriam cringed, waiting for the blistering sarcasm she was certain 
would come from his father's lips as soon as he realized the boy called 
her "Mommy".


"She sure was, son," Roger sighed in reply. "She's the finest Mommy you 
could have."


Miriam was struck dumb by Roger's gentle words. Unable to stop herself, 
she stared unashamedly at the handsome older man, and saw an infinite 
amount of tenderness in his expression as he gazed back at her. She 
opened her mouth to speak several times before she managed to say 
anything at all.


"But ... But, I'm not really Mark's mother," she gasped. "I mean ... 
you hate me, Roger. You hate me too much to let him call me that."


"I did," Roger Trenton confessed. "When I came here, all I wanted to do 
was hurt and punish you. But not any longer." He looked at her with 
passionate eyes. "Darling, I love you."


"And ... and I love you, my dear," Miriam confessed.


"I want you to marry me. I want you to really be my wife, and be a 
mother to my son. We'll be the happiest family in the world!"


"And we'll do this every night?" Mark gasped delightedly.


"Twice on Sunday!" his father promised.


"I'll suck for you, my two wonderful men," Miriam exclaimed. "And fuck, 
whenever you want me to ... and even when you don't."


"Oh ... Oh, and Buck, too?" Mark asked excitedly.


"I promise!" she whispered in return. "All of us together!"


"Then you'll marry me, Miriam?" Roger joyously questioned. "You ... 
will ... and always be our own forever?"


Miriam sighed, her heart pounding powerfully against her chest. God, 
how fulfilling her life would be! It was going to be beautiful for all 
of them! Yes ... everything had turned out right after all! "Forever," 
she fervently answered.


The End
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Chapter 1


Nichole Parker's facial features alone were, in themselves, enough to 
excite most men. It was a thin, heart shaped face framed by long black 
hair that bobbed over her forehead. Her nose was long and delicate, 
thin as porcelain, and tipped upward, revealing her flaring nostrils. 
Her eyes were set wide apart and slightly tilted and her gaze was 
direct, frank, unabashed. Her chin could be described as pert, her 
mouth fleshy and broad, revealing dazzling white teeth whenever she 
smiled.


All of her teeth were capped and paid for by Web Hardman.


Hardman, dressed m his habitual trademark of all gray, stood behind her 
chair at that moment. Both he and Nichole were looking at a wall and a 
white projection screen that was silently and electrically lowering 
itself into position. It was lowering into position at Web's command. 
In another few seconds, he would flick a switch, and a panel in the 
opposite wall would slide open and a projectionist lens would focus 
itself. Web would turn a dial, the lights would lower, and a movie, in 
color, would be seen on the screen.


But, first, he had some other things on his mind. He wasn't worried 
about security; he had plenty of that. All the servants in the house 
could be trusted. He went to his ornately carved desk---imported from 
Italy and once was used by none other than the Medicis---and took 
something from the drawer.


Semi-concealing it in his hand, he walked back to Nichole and stood in 
front of her, a knowing smile playing on his lips. Nichole sat, cool 
and poised, an attractive young woman in a slinky dress that exposed 
her long slender legs and most of her firm young thighs.


Web took her in for a moment, took m her beauty and her voluptuous 
body. Just turned twenty one, she was in the prime of her life. Her 
waist was long and thin, gradually tapering up into her rib cage then 
blossoming (there was no other word) into large, ripely jutting breasts 
... big as musk-melons, with provocative little shadows like half-
moons, under them. Her hips were wide and liquid, telling you by the 
way she moved and walked that she had nothing on underneath other than 
panties. At the moment Web stood looking down at her, she didn't even 
wear panties.


Web knew this. Nichole never came to his home wearing any underwear. 
The young girl shuddered to think what he would do to her if she were 
to be so careless.


He stood smiling down at her, his face tanned, his features 
distinguished. His tan hid an alcoholic flush, for Web Hardman drank 
hard and long, and Nichole was truly afraid of him when he drank. Once 
past a certain point, he was capable of anything.


At the moment, he had yet to have a drink. It was still early 
afternoon. He looked down at Nichole sitting so sensually poised in the 
big leather chair and spoke quietly, with an easy authority, for he was 
used to being obeyed. "Pull your dress up."


Nichole obeyed immediately, hiking her dress high, almost exposing the 
"V" of softly curling pubic hair that was half-buried up between her 
thighs.


"Pull it all the way up."


His voice was still quiet, and Nichole again obeyed, pulling the dress 
up so that it was around her waist, completely exposing the softly 
fleshed flanks of her naked buttocks and her pubic hair. She sat, 
feeling the cool leather against her warm skin, staring up at Web with 
an attentive expression on her pert, Gaelic-looking face.


The middle-aged financier pointed with one long manicured finger. "Put 
one leg over the arm of the chair."


Nichole only hesitated a second, blinking, before she obeyed, swinging 
one long leg up and over the arm of the chair. With a barely audible 
sigh, she sunk back in the chair, her eyes almost glassy, looking up at 
Web with an expectant, almost depraved expression on her face.


Web looked down at her so obscenely posed. He saw her strong curving 
thigh and the smooth, milky white inside of it, and his eyes raced down 
to her loins with its sparse black pubic hair. He took in her roundly 
panting mound of Venus and the way her fluted vaginal lips---ragged and 
flushing under her pubic hair---were beginning to swell and form 
themselves in a lust-pucker already. Her entire cuntal slit was 
exposed, allowing a tantalizing glimpse of the pink lining of her pussy 
walls that were already beginning to glint with the hot moisture of 
sexual excitement. Near her mound of Venus, at the top of her slit, 
bulged the nub of her clitoris.


Web liked Nichole. Over the years, he had trained the young girl well, 
and she had been a good pupil, learning rapidly and eagerly. She knew 
that she would be well rewarded for whatever task he put her to. 
Besides, she had learned the joys of being bound, being subjected to 
humiliation, being forced to do lewd almost unspeakable acts with him 
or whomever he designated. Further, she had learned to submit her will 
to his and let him do what he wished. She learned the rewards in 
increased sensuality and molten, shattering, orgasms, and in the 
financial rewards he so lavishly bestowed after his whim was satisfied. 
She knew how to please him, and now she lounged back in the chair, 
jutting out her mound of Venus, acting sluttish, enjoying her lewd 
actions. Many a time he had reduced her to a verbal admittance of being 
nothing more than a whore, and she had to admit she enjoyed it herself. 
A wanton smile was on her beautiful face as he looked down at her 
nakedly exposed cunt, and he nodded. "Good. Now, the other leg."


Nichole obeyed immediately, swinging the knee over the opposite arm of 
the chair and letting her buttocks come to the edge of the cushion. She 
glanced down and saw with delight how her wide-spread and eagerly 
quivering little cunt glinted and glistened from moist excitement. More 
than anything, she wanted to reach down with her fingers and caress her 
wetly heated vagina---perhaps he would order her to do that---and 
assuage the itching hunger that was growing there. She wanted to rub 
her hands over her pussy and tease her clitoris, and then finger fuck 
herself into oblivion. But she didn't dare; not without Web telling her 
to do it.


He held his hand forward, revealing the thing he had taken out of the 
drawer and kept half-concealed from her. At first glance, she thought 
it was a new dildoe; it was made of plastic, was white, long, and 
thick, like a penis. Nichole looked puzzled. "What is it?"


Web pushed a button on the bottom of it and the thing leaped to life in 
his hand, vibrating noiselessly. He pushed another button and it began 
sliding back and forth, like a white, rigidly erect penis in a sheath.


Nichole groaned and let her head roll back, her eyes half-closed. A 
lewd smile was on her lips.


Web smiled back and stepped closer, between her wide-spread legs. 
"Battery operated," he said as he held the vibrating sliding end on the 
inside of one sleek thigh, near her wetly gaping vagina. Nichole moaned 
again as she felt the pleasurable sensation. The vibrator was warm and 
rigid---just like a cock! "I took the liberty of having it filled with 
warm oil," Web explained.


"I love it," Nichole admitted thickly. And she did! She wasn't talking 
just to please Web although it did, indeed, please him. The handsome 
millionaire had been such an evil influence on Nichole's life that she 
now looked at depravity as a way of life. Web was right and his 
pleasure was her task. If she submitted herself to his will, submerged 
her ego and allowed her lewdness and natural depravity to take over, 
her task would be full of an intense and searing pleasure seldom, if 
ever, experienced by other women.


She knew the vibrator was for her to use as Web handed it to her and 
stood back, leaning against the desk. His arms were folded, his eyes 
glittering, his hips twitching, as he watched Nichole turn the vibrator 
on and let it slide all over her stomach and down into her pubic hair.


Web observed it all with a detached, almost cynical look. He watched 
the way a scientist might observe an experiment he had set up or the 
way am amateur horticulturist might check the soil and temperature of 
his rare orchids. It was a thing that Interested him, more than a 
hobby, more than a profession. With Web Hardman, sex was a way of life. 
He was a unique and fortunate man, for he was born wealthy and had 
grown up expecting the best that money could buy. He was educated 
abroad and was really much more European than American.


The last descendant of a rich old family, he was the sum result of 
almost incestuous in-breeding. Keenly intelligent, he had been, from 
childhood, too intense and too interested in sensuality and those 
pleasures which are forbidden by most societies. With endless wealth at 
his command, a keen mind, a vivid imagination, Web Hardman was soon 
tasting pleasures that most men only dream of.


Nor was he superficial about it. He pursued his activities with a 
scientist's passion. He was clever and covered up his illegal 
activities; he kept records in writing, on tape, and on film. Soon, he 
had amassed a considerable library of rather interesting pornography, 
some of which had enough overtones of sadism to excite the Marquis de 
Sade. Soon, he treated people---especially women---like a scientist 
would treat a laboratory rat: with objectivity and dispassion. His 
thrill, his satisfaction, was in proving his theory: that any woman 
could be reduced to a base, unthinking carnality in a matter of days. 
Sometimes, in a matter of hours. His theory held that women were the 
true pornographers, that their instinct and natural desire was obscene 
and that they understood and loved depravity. He felt that there were 
no depths of wantonness to which a woman would not sink if conditions 
were right; and it thrilled and excited him to see his theory being 
borne out, being lived out again and again, right in front of him.


Nichole was a most willing pupil. At first, because of her upbringing 
and pride, she had been extremely difficult. But he had broken her. He 
had broken her so completely that he was about to lose interest in her. 
The challenge was gone; Nichole would willingly do anything he wished. 
She had been under his influence about a year. In one year, she went 
from an innocent young girl with ideals and aspirations to an eager 
little slut who had performed every known sexual depravity. Nichole now 
knew that she would never again enjoy what is commonly known as "normal 
sex." She knew she could never be happy married to one man; never, 
unless he allowed her to have orgies.


Now, she lay back in the leather chair with her dress pulled high, 
revealing her ripely expectant loins. Naked from the waist down, she 
sprawled, her legs slung over the thick arms of the chair and she let 
her head loll back, her mouth slack and laxly open. The delicate 
fingers of her free hand slid down and tangled in her pubic hair. Her 
hips were slowly undulating and pumping in an obscene manner as her 
free hand slid down on either side of the moist, pulpy lips of her 
hotly twitching vagina. Using thumb and forefingers, she impatiently 
spread her lust-swollen pussy lips and revealed the moistly pink inner 
walls of her cunt. Below her thinly bearded vaginal mouth, her white 
buttocks met in a deep tight crevice.


Web watched as her sensual young body shuddered in obscene delight and 
her hips twisted and thrust forward so that her ripely fleshed buttocks 
ballooned on the edge of the chair. Her head lowered so that she had to 
look down at her eagerly writhing loins between breasts that jutted up 
in front of her like snowy twin peaks. Her wetly quivering cunt was 
tilted up high as she ran the long thick vibrator up and down the slit, 
pausing to let it shudder over her erect little clitoris as her eyelids 
fluttered and she gasped for breath. Already, her pleasure was wracking 
her body with its intensity.


Quietly, Web Hardman circled around her as she wantonly slumped in the 
chair, sluttish in her pose with her legs thrown wide over the arms of 
the chair. Her nakedly quivering cunt was gaping open as she guided the 
rapidly thrusting mechanical penis in and around her vaginal cavity. 
She was moaning continuously now. The gray-haired older man walked 
behind the chair and, leaning over it, reached down and began 
unbuttoning the front of her dress.


He slowly pulled the bodice open, revealing her large, firmly upthrust 
breasts that were spilling out of a flimsy half-bra. He knew that 
Nichole was justifiably proud of her huge, but perfectly proportioned 
breasts. The night he had broken her, the night she had reveled in 
depravities and lewd behavior, the night she had admitted her inherent 
wantonness and submitted her will to his, that wonderful night had 
begun when he had her strip to the waist. Then, his bodyguard and his 
chauffeur had seized her and forced her arms back. A pole, a broom 
handle, was run long-ways between her back and her arms. Then Nichole's 
hands were forced forward again, and she had watched as her wrists were 
tightly and brutally tied together in front of her waist. The pole 
across her back, locking her elbows in place, had forced her arms and 
shoulders back ... and thrust out her nakedly quivering breasts.


She had been forced to stand in front of a mirror and stare at herself 
before, at a signal from Web, his men began caressing and putting their 
wetly open mouths on those out-thrust, defenseless breasts.


That night had been the beginning for Nichole. She was too thrilled and 
excited to resist as she watched in the mirror. Ever since that night 
Web had been able to bring her to an orgasm, just by exciting and 
fondling her breasts.


Now he helped them free of the almost transparent half-bra and saw the 
firm way they quivered and jellied on her breast. Her head was wedged 
against the back of the chair and her chin was pushed into her chest as 
she looked between her now naked breasts to see the big white plastic 
prick vibrating between her legs. Web saw her wide-spread cuntal lips 
as she ran her thumb over her clitoris and as the mechanical cock 
quivered its way deeper into her wildly pulsing pussy. Her young body 
was wantonly shuddering with pleasure as the vibration tantalized and 
enflamed her sense.


"You have lovely breasts, my dear," he said, leaning over the back of 
the chair and cupping their fleshy fullness m his manicured hands.


Nichole opened her smoky eyes halfway and saw his fingers caressing her 
already distended nipples. "Thank you," she murmured thickly. With her 
hands, she began rapidly pumping the vibrator in and out of her moistly 
clasping pussy, the lewd parody of fucking increasing the feeling of 
pleasure. She closed her eyes, as his pinching fingers and the vibrator 
aroused her to where she wanted to scream her lust out. Her 
voluptuously round body was suddenly out of control. She had learned to 
give in to her lust without a reservation. Web liked that and ... so 
did she. There was something so thrilling and enjoyable in acting lewd, 
acting like a slut, not caring what people might think. Then, too, Web 
had taught her the naughty and thrilling delights of being an 
exhibitionist. He had forced her to be an exhibitionist and know the 
thrill that so intensified the orgasm.


He looked down at her writhing obscenely in the chair. "Too bad I don't 
have someone here to bite and suck on your breasts, Nichole."


In answer, Nichole let her head thrash from side to side and a low moan 
of frustration trembled from her lips as she increased the tempo of her 
hips pumping up against the vibrator.


Web smiled down at her, taking his hands away. He had set her up. He 
had suggested a pleasure, and she had groaned like a Pavlovian dog at 
the idea. With no more than a suggestion on his part, he would watch 
her debase herself further.


"Of course," he said, his voice light and cool. "You could lick and 
suck them."


Nichole broke her mounting rhythm as she heard his words and wasn't 
sure she understood. "W ... what?"


"I said you could, in your present position, excite yourself by licking 
and sucking them yourself. They're right in front of your mouth." He 
paused to walk around the chair. "You could lick them and you could 
suck them and I," he announced clearly, "could watch you do it."


Web moved around the chair for a better view, his mouth half-open in 
eager anticipation. Even as he watched, Nichole pulled the vibrator out 
of her cunt and held it hard on her clitoris, her eyes were closed and 
her face contorted by the hot passion that she was feeling. Web watched 
her hips and tautly rippling belly roll and undulate while her moistly 
glistening cunt-lips twitched and gaped as the vibrator quivered and 
thrust against her clitoris. With her free hand, she cupped one snowy 
breast and tilted it toward her mouth, the nipple caught between her 
fingers. Her tongue snaked out, red and wet, and the soft, velvet-
smooth tip rimmed around the erect little nipple. Then, as Web watched, 
she opened her mouth wide, taking the whole nipple in. Her wetly 
ovalled lips closed over the berry-like nipple, and her cheeks hollowed 
as she sucked with a sex-crazed fervency.


Web felt himself being aroused as he watched. Nichole was doing exactly 
as he asked, and her obscene self-excitement was having its effect. She 
hooked her legs even tighter over the arms of the chair, jutting her 
hips and naked groin outward and upward even more, spreading the lips 
of her wetly trembling cunt as she ran the vibrating plastic cock up 
and down and in and out of her with a hypnotic rhythm.


With a groan, the young girl let her heavy breast fall from her mouth. 
She was gasping for air, panting with lewd passion, and her ripely 
quivering breast was wet and glistening with her saliva. She opened her 
fevered eyes a slit and her free hand groped for her other breast. It 
trembled under her grasp as she cupped her fingers on it and pulled it 
toward her mouth, her fingers depressed in the softly yielding flesh so 
that the nipple stood out all the more. Her tongue lashed out at the 
nipple, and Web watched it grow even more taut as she rimmed the nipple 
then let the flat wet tongue engulf it. With mouth wide open, she put 
the pinkly puckered little nipple in her mouth and, closing her eyes, 
looked ecstatically happy. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, white her 
hips roiled slowly and lewdly causing her buttocks to lift clear of the 
leather seat. Her twin asscheeks twitched and contracted so that Web 
could see her tightly puckered anus and the shining moistness from her 
cunt trickling down the deep crevice.


Web went behind his desk to the small console board, dimmed the lights, 
and punched a button. Still pictures suddenly appeared on the movie 
screen. They were shots of Nichole. She was wearing black boots that 
came to her knees, a flimsy black G-string, and a tight half-bra that 
only served to hold her big, fully rounded breasts erect; her nipples 
stuck out, free, taut, enticing. The G-string barely covered her 
sparse, pubic hair and completely exposed her nakedly white buttocks. 
The still pictures were in color and changed, with a "click-click" 
automatically.


Nichole opened her eyes and looked up at the screen to see a montage of 
herself in various suggestive and obscene poses: a close-up of her with 
a huge glistening cock wedged between her tightly compressed breasts. 
Then she was on her knees in another picture with her legs spread wide 
apart showing a man crouched before her; his face was buried in her 
cuntal crevice. Another naked man knelt behind her and pressed his 
whitely massive cock against her young buttocks; he had reached around 
and cupped her breasts while she turned her head and had her little red 
tongue in his mouth. The pictures came one after another, quickly, 
seemingly endless with Nichole lewdly kneeling over a naked man, with 
Nichole sucking a cum-covered penis while being fucked dog fashion, 
with Nichole obscene and obedient, doing whatever Web wanted.


"Stop!"


The shamelessly aroused girl collapsed in the chair, her face twisted 
by the near orgasm that was writhing, smoky and aching, through every 
nerve in her young body. She lay, panting, her eyes closed.


After a moment she took a deep shuddering breath and opened her eyes to 
see the pictures were off the screen. Web was leaning against the desk 
again, his arms folded over his chest. He was tall and gray, in his 
middle forties and habitually wore all gray, like a trademark. Gray 
suit, shirt, tie. Even, sometimes, gray patent leather shoes. He was 
looking at her with a faint, ironic, grin on his thin lips. Nichole 
simply stared at him as she sprawled obscenely, her beautiful wetly 
firm breasts heaving, the vibrating mechanical penis buzzing forgotten 
in her hand.


"You know, Nichole, I'm getting bored with you."


The words were spoken so quietly. almost casually, yet they struck 
terror in her heart. She looked at him showing her fear. What would he 
do with her? What would she do if he threw her out? Where would she go? 
Tears, real tears, welled like glistening slivers in her eyes. "Why?" 
she asked, shaking her head. "I try. I try to please you."


Web became preoccupied with a mote or speck on the cuff of his 
expensive coat; he carefully picked it off with thumb and forefinger 
and let it drop into an ashtray on the desk. "I know. I know. You'll do 
anything I ask, won't you?"


"Anything," Nichole said the word carefully, feeling the lewd thrill 
that such an admittance gave her. She would, literally, do anything he 
wanted.


"That's the trouble," he went on, going behind the desk and sitting 
down, joining the tips of his fingers together in front of him like a 
cathedral. "That's the trouble. I know you'll do anything l want. 
There's no challenge left and I'm bored." His forehead became wrinkled. 
"I'm bored, Nichole."


Still slumped obscenely in her chair, the young girl shook her head and 
bit her lip. "But ... l try!" was all she could think of saying.


Tapping his fingers, Wed nodded, looking off. Nichole dreaded the next 
few minutes, dreaded hearing the words. She knew there had been other 
girls. Beautiful girls! She had seen then in movies that Web would run 
for her and his guests; beautiful girls who performed obscenities for 
Web just like she did. These girls she saw were no longer around, and 
Web would never say what had happened to them.


He had Nichole addicted in a subtle way. She was used to and keyed to a 
life of orgies and money. She was hooked on jetting to England for a 
week, then a ski weekend at Squaw Valley, then catching a new show 
opening on Broadway. She now needed the excitement of being near famous 
people and speaking with them. Once, she had met a famous comedian who 
liked her so much they had sex together. She was used to and, in a 
sense, needed the clothes and champagne that Web bought. He was more 
than generous, he was lavish in his style of living. So long as she had 
that, so long as she felt she was part of his entourage, she felt her 
life had some meaning. And excitement! "Excitement" meant places, 
seeing people, being conscious that she was at the hub of things, that 
she was where the action was, that she was envied and photographed. 
"Excitement" was something she had now come to need. Web Hardman being 
bored with her meant banishment. She would eventually have to get a job 
somewhere and read in the paper about the "Jet Set" and their 
adventures. No, Nichole didn't want the terrible gray obscurity that 
would come if Web cast her off like an old unwanted item of clothing.


Web, with the timing of a master-actor, cleared his throat and said, 
"Of course, there is something."


"What?"


"He concealed his smile. "It might just work."


Nichole slid out of the leather chair, kneeling on the floor, her dress 
sliding up over her nakedly exposed young loins. "What, Web? I'll do 
it! You know that! I'll do anything you want me to do!"


Web cocked his head to one side. "Would you betray a friend for me?"


"What?" Nichole looked distressed.


"Would you betray a friend? Would you bring me a new girl?"


"Yes!" Nichole leaped at the idea.


Web held up a finger. "It can't be just anyone. It must be a good 
friend and she must be attractive. I don't want you hiring any 
prostitute."


"I won't, I won't."


"This little exercise is as much for you as it is for me. Think of it. 
A complete betrayal. I want you to seduce a friend until she's just as 
depraved as you are now." He got to his feet and pointed to the chair 
behind her with one long thin finger. "In a matter of weeks or days, I 
want a friend of yours in that chair using that vibrator the way you 
just did."


Nichole jumped. The plastic vibrator was buzzing still in her hand. She 
shut it off. "Yes! I'll do it!"


"And it will excite you, won't it?"


"Yes! Oh, yes!"


"You'll enjoy it, won't you?"


"Yes!"


"Very well. Who will it be?"


"Huh? What? Who?"


Web strode around the desk and looked down at her as she subserviently 
knelt in front of him. She was afraid of his tall figure towering over 
her. Her mind raced for a name. It couldn't be anyone. It had to be 
someone special or he wouldn't be pleased at all and, above all, she 
had to please him. Her hand brushed across her forehead. Who? Who? Her 
face suddenly lighted up. "I know," she cried.


"Who?"


"Kim. Kim Stewart. She lives in Carmel." Web nodded. Kim Stewart. Fine. 
Kim Stewart is it."


Chapter 2


Carmel. The name conjures up a particular image. It is, quite simply, a 
tourist town on the coast of central California. It is that, and much 
more. Carmel: playground for the rich and the rich-retired. A quaint 
little town, once a village, now grown, yet still having many 
attributes of a village with no sidewalks, trees growing in the middle 
of a street, no street addresses or street lights. There are still many 
board-and-bat cottages built back in the days when it was truly a 
village and an artist's colony.


Carmel happens to be set down on a peninsula, at the mouth of a fertile 
valley, at a piece of coastline that is unique in the world and 
breathtakingly dramatic. A melding of sky, sea, mountains, and river-
mouth delta land. Carmel is like a jewel nestled in a belly-dancer's 
navel. The Carmel River empties into the sea, and the deep royal blue 
of the Pacific crashes wedding-cake white waves on hoary rocks that 
stand off shore like prehistoric reminders of another time. The St. 
Lucia mountain range seems to rush---to plunge down into the Pacific as 
the dramatic end to the land, to America. Carmel is part of the 
peninsula that juts out into the Pacific and holds two other towns, or 
communities: Pacific Grove and Pebble Beach.


Pacific Grove is a quiet area of families and retired couples of modest 
means. It is a religious town and it is one of the few islands of 
abstinence, a dry town and proud of the fact. Consequently, Pacific 
Grovians have to drive outside of the city limits to package stores and 
is literally ringed with liquor stores. At night, the people drink at 
home, quietly, behind drawn shades.


Most of the people who live in Carmel and Pebble Beach regard Pacific 
Grove as a quiet place and seldom go there.


At the entrance to the peninsula sits Monterey with its harbor and 
fishing fleets and Cannery Row of John Steinbeck fame. Cannery Row is 
nothing more than a tourist place now with only one cannery operating 
and the rest of the canneries and warehouses housing craft shops and 
clothing stores.


Hippies, with a record store, a health food shop and a leather craft 
shop, have made a foothold on one end of Cannery Row.


Hippies are seen in Monterey and Pacific Grove and Carmel. They are a 
problem because Carmel lies between San Francisco and Big Sur. It is an 
attractive stop-over point for hitch-hikers and a problem to the city 
fathers.


There are no hippies in Pebble Beach. It is more a community than a 
town. Here, in breath-taking loveliness, behind walls and gates that 
are guarded, live the very rich. Here is the famous Del Monte Lodge 
where only the wealthy and famous can afford to stay. Here is the 
world-famous seaside links of Pebble Beach, scene of the glamorous Bing 
Crosby Clambake once a year. Here are movie stars and society matrons, 
all with an elegance and fresh clean good looks that go with the 
peninsula. Here, on any day, one is apt to see a blonde with that 
scrubbed, spanking-clean, mint-mouthed smile and dazzling white 
turtleneck sweater and slacks striding through the Beach Club or to 
Club Nineteen or seen walking down the fairway, following some golfers.


Here, at Pebble Beach, behind guarded gates, the beautiful, talented, 
and rich people gather to play and party, and some of them stay to 
live.


Pebble Beach has its own security force which guards the gates, 
charging admission to tourists who look respectable and patrolling the 
roads that cut through the forests and parallel golf courses. They 
patrol past the gates with gravel roads that twist and lead up to grand 
homes. Most of the elegant houses are hidden from sight by shrubbery 
and fences, for residents of Pebble Beach pay well for beauty and 
privacy.


There are famous admirals, generals, movie stars, and business men 
living there. By and large, far and away, you couldn't find a group 
with more character. There were a few; those that had inherited their 
money and couldn't handle it. There were those that came from old 
money, had a good family name yet suffered the inevitable consequences 
of too much in-breeding that bordered on the incestuous. Such a person 
was Web Hardman. His home at Pebble Beach was one of the best. Hidden 
from the road, it commanded a sweeping view of the Pacific, had a 
private beach and was ringed on the land side by a high cyclone fence 
that spawned barbed wire at the top. The gate was opened 
electronically, but only after a visitor had obeyed an amplified voice 
command and stepped up to a pillar where a television camera scanned 
them.


Such precautions were not out of the ordinary in Pebble Beach, for it 
was expected that people valued their privacy and the security patrol 
was there to reinforce it.


Web Hardman seldom went out and played a very respectable and passive 
part in the peninsula's social life. No one, outside of a trusted few, 
ever suspected what went on in his house. Lights late at night, parties 
and music, were far from uncommon at Pebble Beach, and the security 
patrol's principle problem at night was seeing that tipsy drivers got 
safely home. Whenever Web's name was mentioned in the Peninsula's 
paper, The Monterey Herald, he was described as, "One of the coast's 
most eligible bachelors." Web did his best to keep his name and picture 
out of the paper.


Carmel is a tourist and retirement center. It also has a population of 
young people, many of whom work in its stores and shops. They are 
usually young, intelligent, ambitious, and attractive. They are the 
type of people concerned with where they live, concerned about 
beautiful surroundings. They are usually ambitious people, eager to get 
ahead, drawing some sort of identity from waiting on or associating 
with the rich.


Unlike Pacific Grove, Carmel is far from dry and it harbors some of the 
best bars on the peninsula. The Red Lion, a facsimile of an English 
pub; Su Vecimo with its Mexican motif; La Playa with its casual 
elegance and thick adobe walls; El Matador with its austere, regal, 
bullfight atmosphere. On any weekend, the mentioned bars---and more---
swing late, crowded with attractive couples. One such couple sat in a 
comer of El Matador, drinking Irish coffees and gazing soulfully into 
each other's eyes. They had that sad, tender, troubled look that 
soulful lovers sometimes wear. The man, rugged, tall, and good looking, 
was obviously containing his anger and disappointment. He will be 
leaving the next day for the jungles and rain forests of South America 
where he will engineer a camp and build a bridge. His wife looked at 
him bravely, holding back her tears. She must, for they both know that 
others in the bar are looking at them, the males especially. Men always 
look at her. She had a wild mane of naturally red hair it frames her 
face in an untamed flame-licking way. Her skin was that creamy white 
that so often goes with red hair and her eyes are a vivid blue and set 
wide apart. Her mouth is large, almost but not quite too large and her 
wetly glistening lips are full-formed. Her profile was pure and clean 
and made one think of the poets in Ireland and the misty isles and a 
natural kind of majesty and royalty. If her face and hair weren't 
enough, there was her body. God must have been in a wild and ecstatic 
mood when he created her. Most women would give a fortune to have her 
body. Tall, with sensually flaring hips and long elegant thighs, she 
possessed a slim waist that rose to two perfectly round breasts that 
bulged excitingly beneath the soft sweater she was wearing. She leaned 
forward and put her elbows on the table as she looked wistfully at her 
husband, and every man could see that she wasn't wearing a brassiere by 
the molten, rubbery way her breasts moved. Those breasts, those two 
firmly jutting mounds of flesh with their nipples straining and 
pointing through the wool, were real! They were almost---not quite---
too big for her slim build.


She had two black moles---beauty marks---on her face: one on her cheek 
and one on the side of her chin. She wore only a little makeup and she 
didn't even need that. Her eyelashes were unusually long, and her 
generously fun lips seemed always to be wet, to have a sheen to them. 
Her smoky, startlingly blue eyes had a hot provocative look to them. 
That look was always getting her in trouble because men misread her 
intentions.


This attractive redhead, this girl who reminded men of Raquel Welch, 
was Kim Stewart! She sat staring at her husband, Hank Stewart, 
engineer, husband, a scion to a Pebble Beach fortune. He was cut off 
from that because he eloped with Kim. Kim had worked as a waitress in a 
local restaurant, The Butcher Shop, when she had met Hank. He had swept 
her off her feet, rushing her beyond her belief. Within two weeks of 
meeting, they were married and Kim was walking about a quarter of an 
inch off the ground when their world came crashing down.


First it had been his family. They didn't approve. They were proud and 
powerful people. They were lofty and the family tree went back to New 
England and the Mayflower. She was coldly ignored, and Hank was told in 
formal and frosty terms that he was being cut off from any funds. This, 
in itself, wasn't too much of a blow. Hank had money of his own and a 
profession: engineering. He opened a small office in Monterey, and they 
rented a one-bedroom cottage in Carmel near the beach. They were happy 
with chilly night walks on the beach and hurrying home to a bright fire 
and hot toddies. They would sit by the fire, listening to the waves 
crashing on the beach and feeling the warm glow of the fire. Hank 
reassured Kim that in time, his parents would come around. "They'll see 
what kind of a person you really are."


Although she didn't say so, Kim was determined to show them by example 
what kind of a person she was. They would see that they were wrong, 
that she was an asset to their family even if her parents were poor and 
she had to work for a living. They would see Hank happy, and they would 
realize they were wrong. Kim vowed to lead a life that would be beyond 
reproach.


And that vow led to and helped sharpen their real problem. Despite her 
looks, Kim was not sensual. In fact, she was exactly the opposite. She 
felt her body was too well-endowed, that it was too shapely and 
provocative and as a result, she went to great lengths to hide it. And, 
the more she tried to hide it the more she called attention to it. Even 
her walk got her into trouble because it was a liquid thing that made 
the bottoms of her buttocks twitch in a way that made men grit their 
teeth. Kim was aware of her walk and when she tried to slow it down, 
repress it, keep it subdued, she only succeeded in making it slow and 
slinky. It was the same walk used by a stripper who stalks across the 
stage and removes the last tantalizing shred of clothing and stands 
magnificently naked except for a trivial G-string, sheer black 
stockings, and high heels. Kim walked with that breath-taking 
expectation of something lewd happening.


Hank compounded the problem. Although from a proper WASP (White, Anglo 
Saxon, Protestant) family, he was more Latin in bed than anything. In 
fact, when he had too much to drink, he was positively brutal and lewd 
in bed.


Kim wasn't sensual or didn't think she was. She had been raised in a 
strictly religious home and sex was always something dirty and sinful 
to her. On top of her natural reticence, there was her determination to 
show his family that she was worthy. She kept imagining the day when 
they would finally invite Hank and her to their house. When that day 
came, Kim was going to be able to look Hank's mother in the eye, and 
Mrs. Stewart was going to see that Kim was a decent girl, not some 
cheap slot. His mother was going to see it in her face because Kim was 
determined to live that way.


She knew Hank was frustrated, but she felt he would understand. She 
felt that deep down he didn't want her to behave in a lewd way. Not 
really! If she behaved in that way he would eventually lose respect for 
her. No, Kim was firm and stuck to her guns.


The situation worsened with the coming of the South American job. It 
was a big job and an important one and Hank felt he was lucky to have 
landed it. The rain forests of the upper Amazon basin was no place for 
a bride. It was a wilderness, and none of the men were taking their 
wives. Besides, there would be no time for women, only time for carving 
a camp out of the jungle and building a bridge.


At first, Hank wasn't going to take the job. Then he began to feel that 
time apart might help their marriage. He had never dreamed that his 
wife would be such a cold fish in bed. Everything about her led one to 
believe the opposite. Kim would let him have sex with her while she lay 
underneath him, stiff and unresponsive eager to have it over.


Now, tonight, while Nichole was in the Pebble Beach home of Web Hardman 
and uttering Kim Stewart's name, she was having a farewell drink with 
Hank. He would be leaving early in the morning and she wouldn't see him 
again for six months. Half a year! Hank was being polite and grim and, 
to Kim's concern, he was drinking too much.


So far, their parting had been tender. They left the Matador late, 
saying good bye to domino playing friends at the bar. Hank shook hands 
with the bartender and told him to keep an eye on Kim. He was polite 
and careful, the way he always got when drunk. Kim knew---and dreaded--
-what the next step would be.


Hank drove home along Scenic Avenue, above the beach of white sand that 
seemed almost to glow in the moonlight. Long white breakers came out of 
the night and broke on the shore. Far out at sea, mysterious off-shore 
lights winked and moved steadily along. Hank didn't have much to say on 
the drive home. Nor did he say anything when they went to the bedroom 
and Kim fled into the bathroom, closing the door and changing into her 
négligée. Hank slumped down on the bottom of the bed, staring at the 
floor, his lower lips thrust petulantly out. She, Kim, carried the 
modesty thing just a little too far to suit him. She wouldn't wear a 
brassiere because she thought the undergarment made her breasts stick 
out too much. As a result, her taut little nipples poked against her 
sweaters and blouses and drove men nuts.


He clenched his fists as he thought of her getting up in the Matador 
and slinking to the ladies room with every stud in the place drooling 
and looking at him with that "You-sure-are-getting-yours" kind of 
envious look. And watching her come back to the table with that wild 
hair and cool look and her hips twitching and her breasts cargo-
shifting, rubbing together, under the sweater. It's a wonder she wasn't 
raped.


A drunken leer came across his face, and he gunned at the closed 
bathroom door. Rape! She was carrying it just a bit far, changing in 
there. After all, it wasn't against the law for a husband and wife to 
be naked together. He snorted, realizing how long it had been and 
knowing that she was shortly to come through the bathroom door clad in 
an ultra-respectable nightie---probably something made out of flannel 
and real itsy-poo.


He was right. Seeing things distorted through a prism of too much 
Scotch, he lurched to his feet as she came into the room. To him it 
seemed she was playing the little girl with an ugly nightie up to her 
Adam's apple, wearing a gown with ribbons and bows on it and only her 
bare toes peeking out from underneath.


Essentially, he was right. The négligée was demure and she did have a 
polite smile on her face, hoping he would respond in kind. She yawned 
in front of him as he stood swaying before her, breathing heavily 
through his nose. "We'd better get to bed. We've got to be up early, so 
you can catch that plane," she said, trying to calm him.


"Nuts. Bull! The hell with the plane," he growled as he lurched toward 
her. His big hands seized her by the shoulders.


"Hank! You're hurting me!"


"So what? Take it off, baby!"


"Hank, stop this instant!"


Her tone only served to annoy him. He was too far gone in alcohol and 
frustration to bother to listen. He saw her walking, slinky and sexy, a 
real prick-tease, across the floor of the Matador with her ripely 
rounded buttocks twitching and her big beautiful breasts shifting, 
quivering and wiggling under her sweater. He saw all the bar-rail studs 
looking at her with one thing on their minds. Mentally they had all 
fucked her ... and what was there for him---her husband? Now, this ... 
this Shirley Temple nightie! He hooked his fingers in the collar of the 
gown and pulled, tearing the négligée down the front to her slender, 
ripely flaring hips. He caught glimpses of her voluptuously naked flesh 
beneath; her protruding musk-melon breasts so round and full, so 
quivering with softness and fleshy promise; her firm stomach that was 
curved out of ivory in subtle undulations and the "V" of her lush pubic 
mound. Everything---her stomach, her sleek young thighs that were as 
smooth and warm as a baby's skin---everything seemed to swoop and rush 
head-long to her loins where her plumply rounded mound of Venus was 
licked with a tongue of softly curling flame from her sparse red pubic 
hair!


The drunken engineer's breath came faster as he lurched after her. Kim 
backed against the wall, her hands and arms trying to hide her breasts 
that jellied in fright and her naked loins. "Hank, don't you dare!"


He grabbed her wrist and yanked her arm to one side with a brutal ease 
and her firm young breasts leaped free and quivered m front of his face 
and he half grunted, half-growled as be stared at her softly fleshed 
globes. Consistent with her flame-tousled complexion, her nipples were 
the palest of pink, delicate and finely formed.


It was with an animal savagery that he stepped forward and locked one 
burly arm around the terrified young wife's slender waist and squeezed, 
forcing her to bend over backward. Kim tried to protest, but his other 
hand was clamped over her mouth with a sudden force ... and her head 
was forced back to where it crashed against the wall, causing her to 
see stars. She was pinned between his hard body and the wall, bent over 
backward from the waist while her lovely harvest moon breasts were 
nakedly free and tilting up to where his hot, moistly hungry mouth 
ravished them. He was close to going berserk as he greedily licked the 
distended little nipples. Clamping his voracious mouth over them he 
sucked hard and then bit down on them, feeling their berry-like buds 
respond, grow taut and buffeted as he rolled them around with his 
tongue and teeth.


The red-headed wife struggled with all her might, but her frantic 
squirming seemed only to excite the drunken engineer to more brutality 
and worsen her position. His powerful hips were being savagely ground 
into hers, and she could feel the growing hardness of his long thick 
cock under his pants. Her head was forced back and the négligée had 
slipped down, exposing her smoothly rounded feminine shoulders and 
breasts and at the same time, effectively pinning her arms at her 
sides. Kim's breasts were completely naked now and tilted toward the 
ceiling; they moistly glistened in the bedroom lamplight ... wettened 
with hot saliva as his hungrily sucking mouth darted from one nipple to 
the other.


Finally the struggling young girl was able to turn her head to one 
side, freeing her mouth. "Hank, stop, it's me, Kim!" She knew he was 
drunk and didn't know what he was doing; she had to bring him to his 
senses! "It's me, Kim!"


"KIM!" He roared out her name and let go of her, stepping back and 
standing in a savage semi-crouch, looking at her and letting out a wild 
laugh, a laugh utterly devoid of humor and full of violence and ugly 
contempt.


Kim stood against the wall completely naked to her waist, her twin 
fleshy moons heaving for breath. She tried not to move ... not to 
startle him. My God, he was beyond reason! His eyes were glassy and 
wild, glazed over with lust and alcohol. She had to get through to him. 
"Hank, wait a minute. Take it easy. It's me, Kim." She spoke softly, as 
if to a child or a growling dog she was trying to reassure. "It's Kim. 
Your wife. Remember? Take it easy. Wait a min---"


She never got a chance to finish her sentence, for she screamed, 
involuntarily, as he brutally seized her by the wrist and, with a 
strength she never dreamed he possessed, pulled her to him and then 
snapped her out, across the room, hurtling toward the bed. He snapped 
her with an incredible strength, tossed her as if she were a child on 
the end of snap-the-whip; she literally flew through the air until her 
knees hit the edge of the bed, and momentum flung her forward ---down 
on her face and stomach to the mattress.


She bounced up from the sudden impact, but the aroused engineer was on 
her from the rear, his thumb and fingers clamping themselves on the 
back of her neck like steel bands. They hurt a lot, made her cry out 
and be afraid to move, as he forced her back face down on the bed. His 
other hand groped for the négligée and she felt and heard it rip as he 
impatiently clawed at it until he had torn every last shred away. Now 
she was pinned helplessly down on the bed, the covers rubbing against 
her nipples that were extraordinarily sensitive from his ministrations. 
His heavy breathing was a combination of things: alcohol, exertion, and 
a growing, yammering, exulting passion. A horny wildness was coursing 
through his blood and pounding on the iron-hard, heavily-flanged head 
of his cock that throbbed so hard that it ached.


He looked down at his wife, at the hollow of her back and the way it 
arched up to where her shoulder blades stuck out like incipient angel's 
wings. He stared, almost drooling, at the creamy whiteness of her 
flesh, at the fullness of it, especially the wonderfully extravagant 
way her ripely full buttocks blossomed into twin mounds of succulent 
white flesh that were now, before his eyes, squirming, and undulating 
before his eyes.


Making an animal sound in his throat, he lifted her head from the bed, 
causing her to arch her back even more. Two tiny dimples appeared in 
the middle of her supplely-fleshed ass cheeks.


With his mouth twisted into a drunken shark-like smile, Hank watched as 
Kim worked her hands and arms under her and pushed up slightly, taking 
some of the pain off her tortured neck. She winced and tried to hold 
her head erect as she gasped. "Hank, y ... you ... you are hurting ... 
mmmmeee!"


It was a plea, a plea that ended in a squeal because he was hurting 
her. His neck hold was pressing against nerves, and she had to have 
some relief. She pushed against the bed with her hands and lifted her 
torso a little more. In so doing, her breasts were tightly squeezed 
between her arms, creating a deep warmly shadowed cleavage.


Hank was looking at the creamy twin cheeks of her buttocks and the 
darkly Inviting crevice separating them. Watching them move and form 
with Kim's struggles to relieve the neck-pressure, the rapaciously 
aroused engineer gloated as he saw her flesh ripple and the buttocks go 
firm and full, firm and full! Damn, it was wild to see! Damn! Hadn't he 
always wanted to! Damn!


He was wildly drunk and driven by a real whorehouse abandon. He had 
always wanted to go to a brothel, he had always wanted to buy the whole 
fucking place out and get just drunk enough not to care ... especially 
not caring because of the fore-knowledge that none of the prostitutes, 
no one in the whorehouse would ever see him again. With all that in 
mind, with all those things gong for him plus a pounding all-powerful 
horniness; with all those things going for him, he could, just once, 
let himself go and do as he damned pleased!


Over his wife's nakedly tormented body, he hooked his hands between her 
tightly clenched legs. Holding his fingers stiff, he drove it between 
her thighs while he held her pinned in place face down with his iron 
grip on her neck.


"Hank, my God! Pleeeeaaaasssseee!"


Alcohol drifted like smoke over his brain, and his temples pounded with 
the brutal lust he felt heatedly boding through his body and hammering 
in his groin. It was a good whore he had here on the bed and the night 
was his. Shit, they didn't even know his name in this cathouse. He 
could do as he pleased. Someday, he would confess to Kim that he had 
gone to a whorehouse this night, and that he had fucked a prostitute 
with wild flame hair who looked just like her. Yes! That was it, this 
bitch here looked just like his wife---his cold, frigid wife with about 
as much sex drive as a capon chicken!


Somehow that thought was too much for Hank. Here was a common whore who 
looked just like Kim and he could do all the things to her he never 
dared do with his wife ... and, best of all, he could pretend this slut 
was Kim! The thought was delightfully dirty to him and he gave a harsh 
laugh. After all, he was paying her well, and he would never see her 
again, and he was just drunk enough to do a couple of interesting 
things he'd always wanted to try.


He let go of his wife and lurched backward, losing his balance and 
staggering back like a punch drunk fighter as he ripped his shirt off, 
heedless of the buttons popping on the floor like broken teeth.


Kim spun on the bed to face him, kneeling with arms crossed over her 
nakedly full breasts, her long red hair hanging down like dark rich 
tongues of flame licking at her shoulders and breasts. Her hair framed 
her face in loose natural ringlets which gave her face the bawdy 
careless look of a teasing whore. Her arms crossed over her breasts 
only drew attention to their fleshy fullness as they swelled firmly to 
become tantalizing warm orbs ballooning upward. "My God! Hank, do you 
understand me? Kim! I'm Kim! Do you understand? Talk to me!"


She shrank back from him, really afraid now, her neck hurting while her 
eyes darted about, looking for an escape. She must get through to him 
or get away. He was berserk, wild, not the same man she married!


He tossed his shirt away, breathing loudly through his nose and feeling 
his body covered with a hot sexual sweat. He grinned at his wife as he 
staggered around taking his pants off. Good! He liked these whores a 
little afraid; he liked to see one cowering in fright before him, her 
thighs tightly clenched together, her sparse red pubic hair wedged 
tight at the "V" of her groin, her breasts all bunched up like white 
straining balloons as she tried to hide them. He laughed aloud as he 
saw the halos of her nipples peeking like pale pink half-moons over the 
edge of her protecting arms.


"Hank, you have to hear me! If you don't stop, I'm going to call for 
help!"


He paused, blinking, his thumbs hooked in his shorts. What the hell was 
this slut saying, what was she getting at? This was his party, he had 
paid for it. Wasn't he leaving for South America in the morning? He 
sure was, and no one, nobody, not one soul in this whorehouse would 
ever see him again. He grinned, bleary-eyed and unfocused, at Kim 
nakedly crouched on the bed in front of him. "Tonight's my night to 
howl," he said, his words slurred.


"Hank, you don't know what you're saying."


"Sure do. 'Sall fixed with the madam. Don't you ... you worry."


"You've had too much to drink, now come to bed."


He saw Kim brush her hair back behind one creamy shoulder and saw her 
ripely full breasts jiggle enticingly as she leaned back and pulled the 
covers down, her long slender legs straightening out as she started to 
lie down. She smiled tolerantly and sweetly, and she urged him to bed. 
"Come, darling, you need some sleep."


She misunderstood his grin, thinking she had finally gotten through to 
him and that he understood her. The young wife had no way of knowing 
that all Hank saw was a wildly sensual looking chippie inviting him to 
bed. He yanked his underwear down, having some difficulty pulling it 
over his huge, throbbingly erect penis.


Kim suddenly was frightened as she looked at his massive hardness. She 
had never before, in their short marriage life, gotten such a good look 
at it. Always, before, she had seen it while he was changing clothes or 
coming from the shower, and then it had always been limp and hanging. 
She always insisted that all lights be out, that the room be in total 
darkness before they made love. Those nights they had grappled and 
groped in pitch black darkness, and she had been forced to feel his 
heatedly pulsating shaft with her hand; she would feel it and recoil 
from its size and heat and hardness. She would feel it between her legs 
crudely pushing and hurting, into her tightly stretched little vagina 
like a thick club, a coarse battering ram.


Now, her fingers flew to her mouth as she saw the full immensity of 
maledom throbbing so menacingly in front of her in the lamplight. Thick 
veins snaked along its tree-stump shaft; the lust-swollen head was 
bulging and a deep red where it was blood-filled. The head was spread 
like a cobra's head and shone in the light with its swelling thickness. 
It hung away from his body and swung heavily toward her, as if it were 
sensing her. His hairy, sperm-bloated balls hung low, and he stood in 
front of her a frightening specimen of masculine sexuality with layered 
slabs of muscles on his stomach like Roman armor, and his chest bulging 
hard and flat, and the veins standing out in his biceps and oak-like 
arms. He had told her about his working out at the Pacheco Club in 
Monterey and she believed him. His muscles glistened now with sex-sweat 
and booze. A shudder of admiration combined with fear went through her.


"Hank, NO!"


She had just time to yell before he was on her, tearing at her, seizing 
her wrists as she pummeled her fists against the cords of muscles on 
his chest. He seized her wrists and forced them wide apart, causing her 
full fleshy breasts to spread and rise nakedly. The terrified young 
wife turned her head away from the blasts of stale alcohol on his 
breath as he easily pulled her to him. His strength was total and 
terrible to Kim, for she knew she was as helpless as an infant in his 
grasp.


She felt the hard, hotly throbbing tip of his cock against the silken 
triangle at the pit of her belly and she pushed her buttocks out and 
away, contracting from the fearful sexual thing. Hank yanked her torso 
close and tightly clasped her around the shoulders, pinning her arms to 
her side and crushing her naked, fearfully heaving breasts against his 
iron-hard chest. He looked over one shoulder and saw the way she was 
sticking her firmly fleshed buttocks out, the way the creamy white 
cheeks pulled apart to reveal the depth of the crevice between them. He 
thought he could even glimpse her tightly puckered little anus as she 
struggled to pull away from him.


"Hank, I'll yell for help! I mean it!"


He seemed to relax as he looked over her shoulder and down her curving, 
concave back that was arching again as she struggled to hold him up 
and, at the same time, pull her loins away from his thick poker-like 
penis that seemed hot enough to burn her flesh. She thought she could 
still feel the seared place where it had touched her stomach. She 
squirmed her buttocks back further, unaware she was exciting him all 
the more. He looked at the smoothly rippling cheeks of her ass and 
thought of baby fat. Like a young teenager with that firm, sensually 
soft baby fat!


With a roar, the drunken engineer was over her, twisting her and 
sending her sprawling nakedly backwards on the bed. He fell on top of 
her with a crash that made little stars arc and explode in the room 
before her eyes as she felt the breath knocked out of her and pain, 
like a network of nerves, spread through her chest and stomach.


With a roar, he was on top of her and his brutal wet mouth cut off her 
scream and locked on hers, crushing her pulpy full lips, hurting them, 
bruising them, as he ground down and his hotly thick tongue exploded 
into her mouth. She fought to catch her breath, thinking she would gag 
or suffocate. She felt his full weight and the long hot hardness of his 
cock pulsating in her fearfully cringing belly.


Tears were in her eyes, dimming the scene as he forced her long slender 
legs apart, bruising, pinching the silky skin of her inner thighs. He 
forced her legs wider still until muscle cords stood out like flesh-
colored cables along her inner thighs. With all her strength, she 
pulled her mouth free from his and sobbed, "For God's sake, Hank, stop! 
You're killing me!"


A stinging slap was his only answer. She never saw the blow, only felt 
it and felt it sponge into her face, numbing her with pain. She gasped 
for air and sobbed, thinking she would pass out ... almost hoping for 
unconsciousness.


With a grunt, he shifted his weight and seized the stunned young wife's 
wrists again, forcing them up and back over her head, causing her naked 
breasts to stand out ripely jiggling before his face. His savagely 
voracious mouth fed on them again, tearing at them. She felt his cock, 
the head of it, like some mammoth wild thing at the entrance to her 
tightly tensed vagina, and she shut her eyes and tightly contracted her 
cuntal muscles in an effort to prevent penetration---prevent this 
brutal drunken rape of her tender femaledom.


"AAAAaaaaggghhhaaaa!!!"


The thick mighty head plowed forward, easily spreading her pulpy, 
softly wet vaginal lips. They parted under the sheer power of his 
thrust. Hank lifted his torso and looked down between their nakedly 
entwined bodies. His cock was poised, its sheath pulled back tight over 
the head that was almost a deep maroon color from the blood that 
throbbed in it. The lust-swollen head was almost covered by the 
flushing, pretty pink pussy lips that had reluctantly parted to make 
room for his invading cudgel. Laughing drunkenly, the engineer released 
her wrist and raked his fingernails across her stomach, feeling her 
softly defenseless flesh giving while she sobbed and tried to hit his 
face with her free hand. "Hank, you've gone crazy. Stop!"


He seized her wrist again with an agile, almost indifferent speed and 
forced it back over her head and raised his torso once more. Four 
wavering pink lines were raising on her belly where he had scratched 
her. The lines seemed to point like directional arrows toward the 
proud, defenselessly trembling swollen lips of her little cunt lips 
that were so sensuously curved and puckered, almost like a mouth. Her 
entire vagina was a vivid pink color as he thrust his massive cock-head 
against the lips and he saw them part, fold inward under the force of 
his entry. He saw the distended pink nib of her little clitoris proudly 
standing, revealed between her swelling vaginal lips, erect and 
sensitive in its own little oiled valley.


Again, he gave a laugh that ended in a snort. He thrust again, and the 
captive young wife cried out as his cock ran in like a thick tree stump 
disappearing into her soft, hotly quivering cunt.


Kim felt her legs spread even more painfully apart and she gave out 
another bird-like cry of distress as the total brutal thrust of his 
hard dominating cock into her helplessly stretched pussy forced her 
buttocks to roll under and her legs to fly up in the air. He began 
pumping with his hips with an ox-like strength, brutally and lewdly 
fucking in and out of her cunt, sawing away with his wetly glistening 
penis so thick and veined.


Hank's fucking was brutal and wild and his hands were all over her as 
he pinched and massaged her nakedly quivering breasts, leaving 
scratches on her stomach and bruises, deep and purple, on her shoulders 
and breasts. He was virtually raping her and she could do nothing to 
stop him. Her mind was near hysteria, but she really didn't want to 
scream and get outside help. She didn't want people to know her husband 
was like this. Trying to reason with him was like trying to reason with 
an ape in heat.


Each savage thrust was hurting her now, jolting her naked young body, 
as he pounded his massively pulsating hardness home, its head banging 
up against her cervix, causing her to wince with each stroke. He was 
mauling her body painfully, digging his finger nails into her softly 
fleshed buttocks and tearing her legs further apart. He was fucking her 
so hard that the force of his thrust was shoving her across the bed and 
her head was thumping against the headboard.


Kim never stopped struggling ... or pleading, but her voiced protests 
were as futile as her squirming. Abruptly, as one of her hands flailed 
out, she touched something cold and metallic. It was a flashlight. It 
was no strange thing to have next to the bed in Carmel. During the 
winter, there was much rain and wind and trees would topple, bringing 
down power lines, and homes would be without light or electricity for 
hours on end. This was an inconvenience Carmelites gladly suffered, 
preferring to have their trees, their forest, instead of safe power 
lines.


Her hand closed around the heavy flashlight and she gripped it, 
wondering if she dare hit her husband---this drunken rapist atop her 
tortured body.


Hank was fucking her as hard as he could now with his arms straight 
down at his sides and his fingers digging into the soft white flesh of 
her buttocks. Savagely, obscenely, his fingers probed and slid into the 
sweat-slickened crevice between her ass cheeks. He was hurting her as 
he felt for her anus. His outstretched middle finger stabbed at the 
rubbery, tightly puckered anal ring, his fingernail cutting in deep, 
sending a sharp stinging pain searing through her nerve system. Kim's 
face contorted and she sobbed again. It was decided for her: she raised 
the heavy flashlight, gripped it tightly in her hand and held it above 
her head. Then, closing her eyes, she swung with all her might. She 
heard a "thunk," a sound like someone thumping a ripe watermelon. The 
flashlight bounced off Hank's head and was torn from her hand by the 
force of the blow. She heard the glass lens shatter as the flashlight 
fell on the bed and onto the floor.


Hank paused for a split-second, seeming not to move a muscle or take a 
breath. It was as if he had frozen and was expectantly listening for 
some alien sound. Then, he gave a mottled, choking cry, pulled his 
hands free, and feebly tried to hold his head. He pulled back from her, 
weaving, his eyes squeezed shut, his face and mouth twisted in a 
drunken grimace. Both his hands were on the top of his head as if he 
were trying to hold his skull on, as though he were trying to stop it 
from blowing up. "Goddamn it," he said thickly. He pulled away, and his 
still massively erect cock came out of her cunt with an obscenely wet 
plopping sound.


The engineer slowly slumped backwards onto the bed, breathing heavily, 
and groaned in wonderment and surprise. The combination of alcohol and 
the stunning blow to the head made him go limp as a rag ... and he 
passed out---unconscious beside her.


Kim lay naked, her blue eyes watching her husband. Then, feeling 
something she couldn't quite fathom, she looked down between her 
fingernail-streaked breasts to her long flat belly ... and at the 
scratches and bruises there ... and at her prominent mound of Venus and 
the way her softly curling red pubic hair was wet and matted. Her legs 
were splayed ivory white in the lamplight, delicately carved yet strong 
and firm. Already she could see bruises that were a deep purple plum 
color and more scratches. Gingerly, she shifted her weight and tilted 
her groin to one side, feeling the cheek of one buttock. It was sore 
and stung from the gouges left behind from his fingernails.


Instinct told her that Hank wasn't going to awaken. In fact, she was 
going to have trouble getting his huge naked bulk under the covers. She 
lay on her back, relaxed, catching her breath, her ripely firm young 
breasts heaving up and down. The base of her neck was still pressed 
painfully against the headboard, wedged there by Hank's brutal thrusts, 
and she lay much in the same pose as Nichole had a few miles away in 
Pebble Beach a little earlier in the evening. Kim lay with her 
magnificently fleshed breasts in front of her face, her pert chin 
forced into her chest. Idly, she passed her hands over them, feeling 
their liquid weight and warmness. They were bigger, fuller, better 
formed than Nichole's. Kim's finger tips skimmed lightly over them, 
testing them tenderly for sore spots and bruises. Her lacquered 
fingernails gently touched her nipples; they sprang to life as she 
watched them, pale pink and hardening, tensing, pointing provocatively.


In a sudden odd mood, she looked down at her nakedly sleeping husband, 
seeing him framed between her breasts that were almost---not quite---
too large for her frame ... breasts that she felt she should be proud 
of, yet wasn't! Almost unaware of what she was doing, the voluptuous 
young wife dug the fingernail in the softly yielding flesh of her 
nipple. Than, she took the buffeted nipple between her thumb and 
forefinger and pinched it with her fingernails, deliberately hurting 
herself and sending an unexpectedly erotic tremor of excitement through 
her naked body.


She stopped guiltily, her hand covering her mouth against a little cry 
of amazement. Kim had just stumbled on a self-discovery, and it was far 
from pleasant. She thought: Actually, in a funny way, a wrong way, a 
dirty way, I really enjoyed being handled so roughly. If only I hadn't 
been so afraid ...


She shook her head, refusing to finish the thought. Quickly, then, she 
got up and hurried to the closet, where she got a robe, then she fled 
to the bathroom while Hank snored.


Chapter 3


Carmel has one of the loveliest beaches in the world. Its sand manages 
to stay a virgin white and the beach front runs for two curving miles 
from the Pebble Beach golf course to what residents call "The Frank 
Lloyd Wright house" which is an imposing home built on the rocks, right 
above the ocean, by that famous architect.


The beach, in all its vastness, seems to absorb people as a sponge does 
water. It would take a large assembly to seem crowded. It looks crowded 
really only twice a year: on the Fourth of July, and during the Great 
Sandcastle Building Contest. On other days, people sunbathe, children 
play, surfers surf, brave ones swim, people ride horseback, and dogs 
race---tongue lolling, barking, after the seagulls. An occasional Sea 
Lion swims along just beyond the surf, old men fish, joggers jog and 
others simply stroll. All this happens and the beach doesn't seem 
crowded. Each person has a feeling of privacy.


People use the beach from morning until night when flickering orange 
bonfires warm groups of picnickers. At sundown, people are invariably 
seen walking or parked along Scenic Drive or simply sitting on benches 
along the road or seen standing, alone and quiet. Sunset in Carmel is a 
quiet time and people talk in hushed voices and lovers stroll hand in 
hand. Sunsets in Carmel are always dramatic and always different and 
always something seen on a postcard and cannot believe because they're 
too pretty, too colorful and too dramatic.


It certainly isn't thought unusual to see people with binoculars on the 
beach or sitting in parked cars along Scenic Drive. There are all sorts 
of wildlife to observe: gulls, terns, pelicans, seals, sea lions, sea 
otters, and, in season, the California Gray Whale in migratory herds. 
At times, the Killer Whales are seen, their dorsal fins cleaving the 
water of the bay in search of prey.


There was nothing unusual in the Mercedes-Benz that parked along Scenic 
day after day. Nor was there anything odd in the occupants---a man and 
a woman---watching the beach through powerful binoculars. They were 
attractive and well dressed and looked as if they belonged to the 
Carmel scene. The girl was young and extremely attractive with a dress 
that was just a little too colorful and low cut. Her cleavage showed, 
disappearing down into a soft shimmering shadow of warm flesh. Her 
black hair was long and swept across her forehead, and her smile was a 
dazzling white. Her nose was provocatively tilted on the end. The man, 
the driver, was older and his face was thin and spartan, aristocratic, 
and his black hair was sprinkled and streaked with gray. He wore gray. 
He was dressed in gray slacks, gray shirt, and gray cashmere sweater.


They were watching a solitary stroller who walked by herself down by 
the water's edge. They had been watching her for days. She walked the 
beach twice a day: in the early morning and at sunset. She walked to 
and from the beach to her house, a cottage, that was three short, tree-
lined blocks to the ocean.


She drove into town once a day, going to the post office to mail 
letters and pick mail up. She shopped in the mouth of the Carmel Valley 
at the Safeway and Long's discount drug store. She only shopped once a 
week. She stayed home every night, watching television then retiring 
early. Only once since they had been watching her, had she gone out in 
the evening, going to an early movie alone.


The occupants of the car were Web Hardman and Nichole Parker. The 
person they were watching was Kim. Web focused his binoculars on her as 
she walked the beach, and he slowly brought her voluptuous young figure 
into a shimmering detail. He inspected details of her sensual, finely 
shaped body with a scientist's detachment and passion for detail. She 
wore little makeup. Her nose was so perfect, so delicate, that he was 
sure it had been bobbed. Yet, as he inspected it through the glasses, 
he knew it wasn't. There was a purple bruise mark on her neck that was 
almost concealed by a silk scarf; the bruise interested him. Her 
attitude interested him. Generally, her face was preoccupied, serious, 
and, at times, little sad. She was very definitely alone. A glint and 
flash of light on the fingers of her left hand told him she was 
married.


Her body was a pleasure for him to watch as she walked along in the 
loose sand. She always wore tight slacks that allowed him to see and 
imagine her long, firmly shaped thighs and tapered legs, her sensually 
petulant buttocks that twitched and ground with every step. And her 
breasts---always under sweaters or heavy sweat shirts that were too big 
for her (undoubtedly her husband's)---shook free, bouncing with a 
sprightly rhythm when she sometimes ran to avoid the last flat surge of 
a wave. Her body was strong, and the wind blew her flame red hair wild 
and ruffled around her face, giving her regal queen-like features a 
certain Irish bawdiness in appearance.


Web slowly lowered the glasses and stared off, seeing Kim nothing more 
than a distant silhouette on the beach. He didn't want to show too much 
pleasure in Nichole's choice. It was a policy with him never to flatter 
her too much. Always let her be a little hungry. Yet, he was pleased 
with her choice. He was more than pleased! For the first time in a long 
while, he was sexually excited.. He was aroused. Kim Stewart was a 
magnificent specimen and provided an interesting challenge. He looked 
at Nichole, smiling slightly. Since he had forced her to admit she 
would betray a friend, would betray them sexually, and then help him in 
the seduction, even Nichole had taken on a new sexual interest. It was 
mild, but an arousement nonetheless. He had become even more interested 
after he heard the name, Kim Stewart. He had her investigated by his 
bodyguard who was trained and very adept about such things. Be came 
back with a report on her. Married, living in a cottage in Carmel, her 
husband was an engineer and was away for six months in South America. 
Kim Stewart was alone, seldom went out other than for routines of 
living, and didn't see anyone. Her husband's parents, the Stewarts, 
lived in Pebble Beach. Apparently Kim had no communication or visits 
with them. A snapshot, taken by the bodyguard, showing Kim walking near 
the post office in tight white slacks, sneakers, and a loose red wool 
sweater, was enough to interest him more.


He watched her for days, his careful intelligence not missing a detail. 
Finally, he turned to Nichole. "I think she'll do."


Nichole broke into a dazzling smile of relief. She laughed and relaxed, 
leaning back, jutting out her young breasts provocatively and swinging 
them back and forth. Since he knew her for what she was, Nichole could 
afford a lewd grin, a look of utter depravity, to come over her face. 
She licked her lips, looking at Kim through the glasses once more. It 
was going to be fun to trick the trusting young wife, to lead her into 
depravity, to orgies, to wild moments when she would go a little insane 
and behave in a lewd and lascivious way. It would be wildly interesting 
and sexually exciting to see Kim come under the influence of Web, to 
see him break her to his will, to see her perform the way she did, to 
see her eager for a sexual perversion. If Kim could be led to act that 
way, it would make her feel better. Besides, it would please Web.


"I think she's definitely unhappy. Over what, I'm not so sure," the 
gray dressed man said to Nichole. "At first, I thought it was because 
her husband had left her. I thought she missed him."


"That's possible. She hasn't been married very long."


Web wagged a finger. "There's something more. I'm only guessing, but 
she had a bruise mark on her neck, a bruise that she was at pains to 
conceal. I saw it through the glasses when the wind blew it. Why would 
you conceal a bruise."


Nichole again gave a lewd grin, "When I was afraid they'd be too 
revealing."


"Exactly. Her husband goes away and she's concealing a bruise. Perhaps 
several bruises. And she's sad. Why? Because she misses her husband? Or 
does she miss being bruised?"


Nichole arched a cool eyebrow. "If she does, she'll be easy to bring 
around."


"No," Web said, shaking his head, "if she just missed the bruises, that 
would tell us a lot about her right away." His face bent into a 
superior smile. "What would you do if your husband was far away for six 
months, and you liked having him bruise you, you liked being bruised, 
pushed around?"


Nichole was unashamed, brazen. "I'd go out and find me someone."


"Exactly. A woman who enjoys being manhandled, who likes it rough, is a 
fairly free and sensual person. No, this Kim Stewart stays by herself 
and looks sad."


"Meaning what?" Nichole couldn't follow his thought.


"Meaning, her husband got a lithe physical with her and she didn't like 
it. Klaus, good bodyguard and informant that he is, told me they were 
drinking at The Red Lion and El Matador the night before he left. From 
all that Klaus could find out, her husband Henry had quite a bit to 
drink."


Nichole felt a familiar shudder and masochistic thrill go through her 
body at the mention of the bodyguard's name. Klaus was strong and hung 
like a bull, and he ready knew how to fuck, and she had done a lot of 
things with Klaus, things she had watched on film afterwards. Klaus, 
and Ernie, the chauffeur, were sometimes teamed with her when Web 
wanted to watch or wanted to entertain his guests. She tried not to 
think of Klaus and concentrated on Kim. She frowned. "If that's true, 
if he got rough and she didn't like it, she's going to be tough. Maybe 
it won't be possible." She bit her lower lip and looked beseechingly at 
Web.


Web allowed himself a weary look of polite disgust. He sighed. The 
trouble with Nichole was---she had no real imagination, no real 
understanding of carnality. She loved it, wallowed in it, but didn't 
ready understand it. She had no genius for it. Left to her own devices, 
she would never land Kim. He saw he was going to have to supervise 
Nichole's every move, carefully school her on what to say. "You leap to 
the obvious fact and your practical, greedy, earthbound imagination is 
content to rest there. A bruise, a beating, a husband leaving. She did 
not like being beat up, right?"


"Right."


"Wrong. That is the most obvious thing. And it's stupid, for it 
completely rules out what I tell you exists in every woman. Supposing 
she is troubled because she did like it?"


Nichole tilted her head, suddenly seeing what he was hinting at. 
"Possible."


"Not only possible, it's probable. Supposing she enjoyed it more than 
she ever suspected? Supposing, for the first time in her life, she was 
sexually excited?" He leaned close to her, smiling. "Remember how 
guilty you felt at first?"


Nichole's nostrils flared with a quick passion at his nearness. It was 
true. Still, at times, she felt guilty.


Web started the car up and they pulled away. "We're gong home and make 
plans. We're going to make them carefully, from your first reunion with 
her up until the time she stands in front of me."


Nichole felt a surge of lewd passion at the idea; there definitely was 
something wonderfully obscene, sexual, and horny in plotting the 
humiliation of Kim Stewart. She squirmed her fishy young buttocks 
against the leather seat. "Tell me what you'll do to her," she said in 
a breathy voice.


Web chuckled. "I'll do better than that. I'll practice them on you."


Nichole sat with her eyes almost closed, her lips red and pouting and 
trembled, the nostrils of her pert nose wickedly flaring in unconcealed 
excitement. She felt her suddenly tingling nipples growing taut, and 
she crossed her legs and squeezed her thighs tight. Her sensual little 
body trembled in fine spasms and lewd excitement as she felt her wetly 
trembling cunt swell and become moist with a hot itching that was 
sweetly maddening. She needed relief from that itching. She needed to 
feel on fire and be naked and lewd. She needed to be fucked! She needed 
her body fucked and defiled. She wanted to be fucked again and again, 
not just once. She wanted to be fucked by more than one man at the same 
time. She wanted to be naked in front of Web and have him tell her all 
the horribly exciting, wicked things that he was going to do to her 
friend, Kim. She wanted him to practice sex on her.


She said nothing for the rest of the drive through Carmel and through 
the Pebble Beach gate all the way to the house. She sat trying to calm 
her breathing and the flaming animal passion that coursed through her 
body. Web would call her and she would be ready. She gritted her teeth. 
He knew how to turn her on, he knew how to excite her. Just a few words 
and he had her feeling hopelessly aroused and ready to fuck anyone or 
anything. He had her trained, and she clenched her fists and hoped---
she couldn't pray---that he would use her ... use her body ... until 
she was a screaming, wildly writhing naked mass of wantonness ...


*  *  *


Web Hardman didn't know how right he was. It was his genius to detect 
traces of sexuality or lewdness in a person's make up. Once, in a rare 
mood, he had bragged that he could talk to a person ten minutes, merely 
passing the time of day or making polite cocktail chatter, and be able 
to tell if that person was sensual or not. He prided himself on his 
knowledge of human nature and his powers of observation. He knew, after 
watching Kim for a few days, from watching her walk, toss her head, 
from the way she looked out to sea, the way she held her shoulders and 
contained her hips, he knew that she was deeply sensual ... and ashamed 
of it!


But he had guessed right about Hank Stewart's wife. She had been 
brutalized and had, after it was all over, after Hank was long asleep, 
learned just how much she enjoyed his rough treatment. She had played 
with her breasts, hurting them, stinging and tingling her nipples and 
then getting up from the bed, fleeing in a guilty way to the closet 
where she put on a heavy terry-cloth robe and ran to the bathroom.


In the bathroom, the door shut, she felt safe. She listened at the door 
and heard Hank's heavy snore occasionally. She was safe, she had time. 
Her breath coming quickly, her eyes aglow, glinting and reflecting an 
inner excitement, she turned to the bathroom mirror and pulled the robe 
back over her shoulders, letting it fall to where it was tied loosely 
around her waist. She stood, naked to the waist and examined her firm 
young breasts in the mirror and under the antiseptic bathroom light.


She saw vivid red scratches on her tender flesh and her seeping blood 
somehow excited her. There were light pink scratches and darkening 
bruises on her shoulders, neck, and inner arms. Her lips, always full 
on her wide generous mouth, were a little puffed, and they hurt.


Yet the hurt---all the little hurts---excited her in some alien 
unexplained way. Guiltily, she wondered if there was anything wrong 
with her, wondering if she was "abnormal" in some way for liking it, 
being excited by it. If only ...


She waved a hand in front of her face and refused to finish the thought 
as her flesh turned to goose-flesh at half the thought.


She stared at her large, softly upthrust breasts in the mirror, cupping 
one and lifting it, then letting it drop quiveringly free. Her finger 
and thumb pinched her nipple again, and she watched herself doing it 
and saw her nipple gather and swell to life and become pointed and 
taut. Her mouth open slightly, her breath coming lighter and faster, 
she watched in the mirror as she put both hands on her nipples and 
pinched. Her eyes were half-closed, a look of indulgent lewdness came 
over her face as she gently dug her nails into her tender, pinkly pale 
flesh. Her little nipples grew very taut and even more sensitive; she 
closed her eyes and shuddered, taking a deep breath. It did feel good, 
in a strange new way. It felt good! She had never thought about it 
before nor had anyone ever treated her as roughly as that.


Again the thought came to her. This time she could not resist thinking 
it out: if only Hank had been rough and loving at the same time. If 
only he hadn't been drunk, if only he had been sober and treating her 
rough in a cold calculating way, as part of love-making?


The thought of Hank treating thus as a policy made her body shake in 
wanton excitement. She trembled from head to foot and felt an arousal, 
a sex desire and thrill like she never imagined existed. Her hands 
shaking visibly, she undid the belt of the robe and it fell silently 
around her feet. Her eyes half-closed, her eyesight suddenly fuzzed and 
her brain reeling, the young wife looked at the rest of her naked body. 
Her magnificent thighs were bruised and welted. Her groin was flushed 
pink. She turned slowly, twisting her head to see her proudly fleshed 
twin buttocks. A dark, deep shudder tremored its way up her spine when 
she saw marks where his nails had been imbedded in her softly yielding 
flesh.


It was a stolen, secret, guilty, sexual moment when she nakedly stood 
in front of the mirror and brazenly looked at her body, turning this 
way and that, touching herself here and there. She grinned, thinking 
this is what a prostitute does after she has had a rough customer. A 
further thrill ran through her as she imagined herself a whore, a 
prostitute, standing in front of her fellow whores and showing them her 
battered body. They would look and know what she had been through.


She stood still, gazing off. Every woman, at one time or another in her 
life, has tried to imagine, to fantasize what it would be like to be a 
whore, a common prostitute working in a whorehouse. Although few will 
admit it, every woman is secretly excited by the idea. Kim found 
herself being aroused by the idea, adding, building on her excitement 
at the thought of Hank handling her rough as a matter of course.


Her fingers went up to her erect little nipples again, and she fondled 
them and tweaked them, pinching as hard as she dared and feeling the 
stinging pain shoot through her body and turn into a hot smoky 
pleasure. Her wetly trembling vagina was hot and beginning to itch with 
a fierceness that wouldn't be denied. She squeezed her firm young 
thighs together, compressing her lust-swollen pussy lips and feeling an 
intense delight and momentary relief.


Brazenly, Kim stood up close to the mirror, admiring her body with a 
guilty glee. It was sexual, very sexual. It was a full-blown body and, 
imagining herself as a whore, she imagined that she had the best body 
of any girl in the brothel. She was the star attraction, and men waited 
for her to be free. The thought sent shivers up and down her spine and 
she stood straight, shoulders back, her hot nipples touching the cold 
glass of the mirror. Her breath was coming rapidly, leaving a little 
spot fogged on the mirror. With the flat of her hands, she felt her rib 
cage and let her hands wander down over her tautly flat stomach and 
feel the bruises and see the four wavering, parallel fingernail scratch 
marks that started at her pubic hair and went up to her navel.


Her hands were in her pubic hair now, a place she never touched 
herself. One palm cupped her round, prominent mound of Venus, and her 
fingertips found the delicate valley where her budding clitoris slept. 
One outstretched finger barely touched the clitoris, yet it was enough 
to send lewd pleasure rippling through her naked young body and make 
her clitoris swell until it was a little pink bud that was oiled with 
her excitement and maddeningly like a ball bearing as her finger probed 
for it and rubbed it, sending ever increasing waves of lascivious 
pleasure through her body.


Kim stopped and licked her lips nervously. Although she had heard about 
masturbation and knew girls who had done it, she had never allowed 
herself to touch herself down there. It was wrong, it wasn't normal! 
Now, feeling her sensually aroused body so feverish, feeling so much 
had happened to her, Kim knew that just once she was going to be 
wicked. As long as Hank had behaved as shamelessly as he had, then she 
had the right to behave as she wished. Checking the door to make sure 
it was locked, the naked young redhead dragged a stool over to the 
mirror and stood in front of it again, taking in her long, lithely 
lovely body which was crowned by her glory---her two full, melon-like 
breasts.


She put one foot up on the stool, the knee bent and exposing her 
nakedly glistening pink little pussy. Her eyelids fluttered like 
butterfly wings as she put her hands on her cunt and gently, slowly and 
lewdly, spread her fluted cuntal lips to expose the entire blushing 
slit. She looked in the mirror and saw her wetly pulsating cunt and its 
tiny, distended clitoris. Without volition, her fingers began working 
at the sensitive little nerve bud, sending spasms of lewd pleasure 
rippling through her body.


The young wife's eyes were almost closed and her nostrils were widely 
flared as she watched herself in the mirror. She tried to imagine how 
it would be and how she would feel doing a wicked thing like this in 
front of Hank, exciting and pleasing him. She would love doing it! She 
crouched a little and slowly sank her middle finger into her wetly 
clasping cunt, feeling the slipperiness of the lubrication and the hot 
velvet walls milking her own finger. She contracted her vaginal 
muscles, squeezing on the finger as she shoved it in deeper. It felt so 
good! It felt so very, very good! She began sawing in and out, her ripe 
young hips slowly and rhythmically beginning to pump in time to her 
strokes. She watched herself in the mirror, fascinated with the 
lewdness of her pumping motion. She felt hot and feverish all over with 
a wild molten feeling beginning to stir deep in her groin.


Her orgasm was building as she increased the tempo of her fingering in 
and out of her hotly pulsing cunt, pulling it out to the tip of the 
nail then plunging it wetly glistening back in again up to the palm. 
Her hips were pumping easily, smoothly, with a lewd fucking motion she 
had once seen from a topless dancer in San Francisco that Hank had 
insisted on seeing. He had dragged her along, and Kim had been 
embarrassed---aside from the dancer, she was the only woman in the 
place and all the men were looking at her covered body ... not the 
naked dancer's.


Now, she wished she had watched that girl more closely. She would like 
to dance lewdly for Hank. Her mind reeled again with the hot lascivious 
thoughts she was having. She wished to dance, nakedly sensuous and 
wicked ... not only for Hank, but for a lot of people.


Her brazenness fused in her and made her further increase her rhythm 
and pace of her finger fucking into her own heatedly excited pussy. She 
crouched a little and spread her legs even more. Suddenly, her free 
hand was cupping her breast and squeezing the nipple, pinching it tight 
and sending bolts of pained sensuality through her that mingled like an 
explosive smoky substance in her groin, boiling, building and churning 
as it drove her harder and harder.


She was going to cum! And the wantonly aroused girl felt her cum was 
going to be sweet and searing, like nothing she had ever felt before. 
Her nakedly voluptuous body was tense now and her heavy breasts were 
jiggling as she sawed her finger in and out faster and faster. Suddenly 
she needed even more. Her free hand left her breasts and flew down, 
nails savagely clawing at one cheek of her ass as she leaned forward 
and reached for her anus. She jumped when her outstretched fingers 
touched it, feeling it sore from Hank's wild probings. Yet an urgency, 
an unrelenting need and lewd promise of untold delights made her go on.


Her finger pressed against the rubbery tight ring and parted it, and 
she felt her finger filling the entrance to her rectum and the 
forbidden feeling filled her with a lust-crazed desire she had never 
dreamed of before. Her sphincter muscle closed tightly around the 
fingertip. A low lewd moan escaped her throat as she watched herself in 
the mirror and felt her ripely sensitive body beginning an inward 
swelling that she knew would culminate in an orgasm.


Her finger fucked in and out of her anus, and she hissed in her breath 
and it seemed like another person who whispered, "Oooooohhhh, that's so 
gooooood!"


It thrilled her so much it made her think of lewd things she wanted to 
do with Hank. With anybody! The thought fused and exploded in her mind 
and she was wild with cum and wantonness, her face contorted as she 
nakedly crouched in front of the mirror. Sweat broke out from the 
effort as she sawed madly in and out of her pulpy, moistly soft cunt 
that was so hot and wormed her finger deeper into her tightly puckering 
anus. Mad obscene thoughts and ideas ran through her mind. Supposing 
she were a whore for just one night?


Her hips pumping, her belly moving in abandoned undulations and her 
loins rhythmically fucking out toward the mirror in a smooth, ball-
bearing, obscene way, Kim could see her finger disappear into her wetly 
glistening pink cuntal flesh. Her thumb massaged the little brown nib 
of her clitoris, and she began panting and crouching lower, splaying 
out her legs even more, allowing herself greater freedom to stick her 
other finger up her rectum.


A lewd relaxation came over her; with a wanton will she never knew she 
possessed, she relaxed her tensely tightened cuntal and anal muscles as 
her hips pumped back and forth. She shoved her outstretched finger all 
the way up her anus and moaned and wiggled with delight from the 
feeling it gave her. She took her finger out of her cunt only to shove 
three fingers into the warmly milking flesh. More thaw anything, she 
wanted to be fucked, to be raped.


Fucked! Raped!


The words were obscene in her mind and only excited her all the more. 
She saw her wild face in the mirror, her nakedly crouched body with her 
huge, pure-white breasts savagely jiggling and quivering with her 
efforts as she finger fucked both cunt and rectum.


It started as a ripple, then grew into surface undulations that seemed 
to follow one on another and build until she felt a huge, thick, wave 
of sweet hot electricity was flowing through her body. She tensed, 
gasped for breath. Her back arched, her warmly quivering breasts jutted 
out and brushed against the mirror. Her groin began to convulse in fine 
spasms which she found impossible to control as her cum shot through 
her. Her legs shook and she sunk to her knees in front of the mirror, 
panting, her eyes showing all white.


She seemed held, transfixed, pinned in time and place as her cum 
wracked her body in the wildest, most beautiful way. Gradually, it 
subsided and she was left sitting on the floor, panting for breath.


Guiltily, she looked at herself in the mirror, at her naked young body 
which was still quivering and trembling occasionally with the residue 
of her orgasm. Shame came over her and she couldn't look at herself. 
Scampering to her feet, she quickly showered, turning the water on as 
hot as she could stand it and scrubbing until her creamy translucent 
skin was a bright pink and most of the welts and scratches camouflaged.


Kim was ashamed of herself. She vowed she would never do anything like 
that again. She wouldn't even think like that ever again. The young 
wife excused herself by saying such a thing could happen to her only 
because of all they had to drink, Hank's actions, and his going away. 
It was am emotional time for both of them, and she excused his behavior 
as well as her own.


Dressing in another demure nightie, she unlocked the door and saw her 
husband was still sound asleep. It was difficult getting him under the 
covers, and she was concerned about his head and the coming morning 
when he had to make a plane. She got in bed next to his snoring body 
and snapped the lights out.


It took a long time for her to get to sleep and, while waiting for 
sleep to come, she forced herself not to think about sex ... or the 
possible joys of working in a whorehouse ...


Chapter 4


The morning Hank had left was an emotional charged one for them both, 
but Kim in particular. Hank was bleary-eyed and hung over, holding his 
bead. "Ouch. Hey, what did I do, fall down or bump into something?"


He was blessed with not remembering much of what had happened the night 
before. "I remember being in the Matador and saying goodbye to some 
friends. When did we go after that?"


"Home."


"Wow. I feel like a sack of broken bottles, and my tongue tastes like 
it's been licking ash trays all night."


He staggered to a hot shower, while Kim made him a bromo and squeezed 
fresh orange juice and black coffee. He didn't seem to remember 
anything. She remembered everything! Everything that happened and 
everything she had felt. He came into the kitchen with his robe on and 
drank hot coffee with trembling hands. "Sorry, honey. Hell of a way to 
start out ...!" His voice stopped as he stared at her neck. Self-
consciously, she put her hand to her long elegant neck, trying to hide 
the angry bruise.


Hank's face clouded over and he put the cup down. "Now I remember. It's 
coming back now." He looked at his wife, at her clean patrician good 
looks and her wild gypsy hair that crowned her face, trying to read 
what she felt there.


It was never discussed. Neither had the nerve to bring it up; not now, 
not when they were parting for six months. Time took care of any 
discussion. Time has a way of going fast in the morning when you have 
to catch a plane. Suddenly, they were rushing, throwing his bags into 
the car and racing for the Monterey Airport, with Kim driving and Hank 
beside her holding his throbbing head.


Their good-bye was quick, for there was no time, and they stood in the 
terminal and Kim cried. It was more than a six month parting and she 
had strong feelings of dread. Something terrible was going to happen. 
"Take care!"


"I will! Write!"


"I will, every day."


"I'll call you from Rio before we go up river."


"Will you? Promise?"


"Promise."


Then they were hurrying out of the terminal, and she followed him to 
the gate where he grasped her in a tight hard embrace. They kissed 
good-bye and she felt an anguish surge through her body. And another 
feeling mingling with it, a feeling she felt last night. She pulled 
away from him and wiped her eyes. They shouted good-byes to one 
another, and she watched him make his big-shouldered way to the plane, 
swiping at his head, hung over, looking back to wave once more.


She ran up on the observation deck and watched him disappear into the 
plane. She stood by the rail, looking at the little windows along the 
plane's fuselage and trying to pick him out. She couldn't but smiled 
bravely and waved anyway. She kept waving as the plane taxied around 
and down the runway where it paused, seeming to crouch on its nose-
wheel and wing wheels, gathering strength for the roaring, running, 
joyous leap into the air. The great jet engines screamed into a high 
whine and the plane started slow, but suddenly it came in a rush and 
was airborne in an ear-splitting roar, rocketing smoothly up into the 
crystal clear air. Kim stood on the observation platform, pressed 
against the rail, waving until the jet was nothing more than a black 
dot growing smaller in the big sky.


She stopped waving, her arm tired, and slumped against the rail. It was 
all wrong, all bad the way they had parted, and she had this terrible, 
almost overpowering feeling of dread. She pulled herself together, 
dabbed at her eyes and determined to gut it through, work it out, make 
it good, and, above all, be beyond reproach. She would set an example. 
She would show the world and his parents and Hank, too. There would be 
no more of those dirty bathroom scenes. She would save herself 
completely for him until he returned.


She went home and began a life that was lonely and full of bad 
thoughts. She felt bad about herself and the way they had parted. She 
went about living, cleaning house, watched television at night, and 
walking the beach.


And always, she had that vague uneasy feeling of dread, of something 
going wrong. She never noticed that she was being watched ...


There's nothing like a sunny morning in Carmel. Being a town full of 
trees, birds sing and chatter and down near the beach, gulls wheel and 
tower up, looking much like confetti thrown from skyscrapers in New 
York whenever they have a parade.


In Carmel, there are no street addresses. This is by choice, for 
Carmelites like their privacy and the daily trip to the post office 
where they pick up their mail, meet friends, and chat, sometimes having 
coffee. It is said that, sooner or later, you see and meet everyone at 
the Carmel Post office. Each morning around nine, after a bracing walk 
on the beach, Kim would drive to the post office, park and go to their 
mail box. Each morning she saw an air mail letter, her heart would 
pound, for it was bound to be a letter from Hank. Each day without a 
letter was a disappointment, and she tried hard to conceal her hurt. 
Hank had written only twice since he left, and both letters were short 
and vague.


This morning there had been no mail. She was leaving the post office, 
head down, ignoring the beautiful morning, hands in her pockets, when 
out on the street a voice called. "Kim?"


She stopped and turned, seeing an attractive girl on the post office 
steps, laughing up at her. Kim smiled in welcome, "Nichole!"


"Kim! It is you! Kim!"


"I didn't recognize you, Nichole."


They embraced; or, rather, Nichole took the red-haired wife in her arms 
and kissed her, her lips pecking at Kim's mouth. It was an awkward 
moment. Kim liked affection, and she had liked Nichole, but she wasn't 
used to such a demonstrative greeting. Also, Nichole had changed in 
some subtle way. It wasn't just that she was very well-dressed, very 
expensively and tastefully dressed. And it wasn't the fact that her 
teeth had been fixed into a dazzling smile. She was obviously doing 
well, but it wasn't just that. Kim stared at Nichole and saw something: 
hints of debauchery, a certain look in the eyes, a way of smiling, the 
first traces of hard lines on the face, an attitude that was a mixture 
of barely concealed brazenness, and an expression on her face that 
alluded to masochistic acceptance and sensuality.


Again, for no reason she could put her finger on, Kim was filled with a 
feeling of dread and bad times yet to come.


Nichole seemed delighted to see her again and the two of them stood 
chatting happily while people moved around them on the sidewalk. 
Nichole squealed with delight when she saw the wedding ring and wanted 
to know all about the marriage. She insisted they have coffee together 
and have a good talk. Kim was only too happy to talk, since she had 
nothing but the rest of the morning ahead of her. It was good to have 
another human being to talk to and she hadn't seen Nichole in a long 
time. They had worked together for a brief time about a year ago in a 
restaurant called The Butcher Shop, and Nichole had been the cocktail 
waitress with the racy reputation.


There were all sorts of rumors about Nichole and what she did when she 
wasn't working. Kim had seen her behaving in ways that gave credibility 
to the rumors and certainly wasn't any way a proper lady would behave. 
Yet, despite everything, she found herself liking Nichole and defending 
her to the other waitresses. Nichole seemed a warm, silly, sad human 
being to Kim. She sometimes felt the other girl acted the way she did 
because she had to have attention. This was strange, for she had a good 
personality and certainly was beautiful enough to stand out in any 
crowd. Nichole had simply not bothered to show up for the job one 
night, and Kim never saw her again ... although she heard rumors that 
she was being "kept" by some millionaire in Pebble Beach.


Now, over coffee, she smiled at the sensual looking dark-haired girl 
and asked, "And what are you doing now, Nichole?"


"I'm in public relations up in the city."


"San Francisco?"


"Yes, and I just love it. I'm down here on business and pleasure. You 
know, any excuse to get back down here." She pointed to the red-head's 
wedding band. "What does he do?"


Kim laughed, knowing what Nichole was referring to. "He's an engineer, 
and he just left on a job."


"Where?"


"South America," Kim said, thrusting her lower lip out in mock-despair. 
"Brazil. Way up the Amazon in some godforsaken place,"


"How long will he be gone?"


"Six months."


"Oh, poor Kim. What are you going to do?"


"Stick it out, keep myself busy."


If the conversation was to be thought of from Kim's standpoint, it must 
be recorded that she thought that Nichole was terribly perceptive or 
that she was wearing her heart on her sleeve. In what seemed like no 
time at all, she found herself talking about Hank and their "problem." 
Nichole seemed to be so understanding. Soon, they were paying for their 
coffees and walking, talking quietly, feeling they were more private 
than in a crowded coffee shop. They walked to Devendorf Plaza, where 
they sat on a bench, and Kim found herself pouring her heart out.


Not all her heart and not all the truth. How many of us are capable of 
telling the whole truth? She did tell Nichole a great deal of what 
happened, and Nichole seemed eager to hear every word, licking her lips 
so that they were wetly glistening and her eyes seemed to be just a 
little unfocused.


"Wow," she said, when Kim was all through. "I wish I had been there 
when you hit him with the flashlight."


Kim was a little taken back by her statement then dismissed it as being 
simply Nichole, as her way. She had always been flip and fancy-free, 
and sometimes said things just to shock.


They talked on, or rather Kim talked on with Nichole only prompting 
her, urging her to talk more. Finally, the young housewife stopped, 
embarrassed, as tears blinded her and she groped for words. Nichole 
pressed a handkerchief in her hand and walked her back to her car. It 
was agreed that Nichole would call her, and they'd get together before 
she want back up to the city.


The wildly sensual brunette stood waving as Kim drove off. Once out of 
sight, she walked purposely to a car, a Mercedes that was parked nearby 
and got in next to a gray-haired man dressed all in gray. She grinned 
at him and resisted an urge to throw her arms around his neck and give 
him a fervent kiss. You just didn't do things like that to Web Hardman. 
"Well?" he asked, arching his eyebrows.


"You're a genius!"


"It went as I said it would?"


"Almost word for word. Web, I think you're right about her. About sex, 
I mean."


"We'll see. Did you remember to start the tape recorder?"


Nichole grinned triumphantly, leaning close to him so that he could 
smell her perfume and see the deep cleavage between her large, firmly 
ripe breasts. Nothing would please her more than to have Web himself 
work her over. "Here it is," she said, opening her expensive leather 
purse and pulling out a small finely made portable tape recorder. "What 
do I do next?"


"That will be determined by what I find on this tape."


Chapter 5


How had it all happened? They had met for a drink. They had met for a 
drink in the Pine inn. They had met at the "Happy Hour" in the red and 
white Pine inn bar that spoke of elegance, of quiet, casual wealth and 
good taste. They had met with the Pine Inn regulars who met every day 
at five and drank quietly and well.


And she had too much to drink! She had driven home tipsy, driving 
slowly, and felt immediately sleepy going to bed and wondering vaguely 
and only half-seriously, if anything had been put in her drink. She had 
become "high" so quickly and babbled things she ordinarily wouldn't 
have. Before she knew it, she was agreeing to a long weekend with 
Nichole up in the city. "What you need is a change. You're in a rut and 
you don't know it. I've got a wonderful apartment on Sutter Street. 
What you need is a weekend with me. Well go places and meet people and 
have a good old dirty time."


Kim had fallen into bed, drowsy, sleepily amused that Nichole had 
decided to take over in her life, vaguely pleased that somebody cared 
enough to say so and take an interest in her welfare.


Waking the next morning and realizing that, in an hour, Nichole would 
be around to pick her up and that she was going to spend a weekend in 
lovely San Francisco, she shrugged. Why not? Perhaps the other girl was 
right. Maybe she did need a change! Kim dressed and packed quickly. 
"Travel light," Nichole had said, "that's my motto: Travel light and 
wear sexy underwear."


She looked forward to the weekend despite Nichole's old habit of being 
just a bit too rough and sexual in her talk. Somehow, the brunette 
always brought the conversation around to men and sex. She really 
didn't mind, dismissing it as Nichole's way and need for attention. She 
didn't really think anything was meant by it.


Nichole was right on time, arriving in a new Mustang convertible. They 
drove up U.S. 1, Kim taking in the coastal scenery as they drove. Then, 
like a jewel, a thrill no matter how many times you've seen it, came 
the Apple, The Big Apple, San Francisco! The city, a combination of 
stately old homes and gracious living; the city, a curious blend of 
European comfort and old frontier make-do. The city of the Barbery 
Coast and China Town, North Beach and the Mission district, Nob Hill 
and Haight-Ashbury, The Panhandle and the financial district.


It retains some of its bawdy, lusty, goldrush past. It is the original 
home of the topless and bottomless, of the porny movies and live sex 
shows. It is a sin-drenched city and it is a graceful entity to good 
living---the De Young Museum, The Palace of The Legion of Honor, and 
the opera. It has its ballet and art exhibits. It is the home of the 
1950's Beats---Beatniks and the poetry movement of North Beach. It is a 
melting pot for east and west, and has always been drug-oriented 
because of Chinatown and the opium trade and wars that flourished as 
far back as the nineties.


San Francisco is, as connoisseurs of female flesh are quick to point 
out, a city full of extremely beautiful girls. To this already happy 
horde were added two more: Nichole and Kim. They arrived in the 
afternoon. Nichole's apartment was all that she said it was---and more. 
It was spacious and Kim would have a bedroom of her own. The sensual 
looking brunette mixed drinks right away, then told Kim to wander 
around and make herself at home, while she made some phone calls.


Kim moved around the expensive apartment, admiring the furniture and 
paintings, only half-listening to Nichole. Suddenly, she was listening 
hard. "That's right. Her name is Kim Stewart, and she's a real 
knockout. Yeah. Yeah. Relax, she's married. That's right, I said 
married. Be here about six."


Nichole hung up and waved a depreciating hand at Kim's wondering stare. 
"Relax! All I'm doing is lining up dates for us. Escorts. Listen, it's 
easier with an escort. Lots of places we couldn't go if it wasn't for 
escorts. Besides, they know you're married, and all they're doing is 
acting as an escort. God, Kim," Nichole frowned, "sometimes you're an 
old maid."


The words stung. Kim tried not to show it. All she had done was direct 
a questioning frown at Nichole. Could the brunette be right? Wasn't 
she, after all, leaping to conclusions? Wasn't Nichole doing nothing 
more than being thoughtful by providing her with am escort? Maybe she 
was getting to be an old maid. Maybe she missed Hank too much and felt 
a vulnerability in the big city. But that feeling of dread was on her 
again! It stayed with her the rest of the afternoon. They lunched in a 
smart place on Union Street, and Nichole seemed possessed of a wooden 
leg, belting one scotch on the rocks down after another. Back at the 
apartment, she mixed even more drinks while they awaited their 
"escorts."


Kim was feeling no pain by the time the two men got there, yet that 
feeling of impending doom took an immediate surge when Nichole said, 
"Kim, I want you to meet Klaus. And this big one here is Ernie. 
Gentlemen, this is Mrs. Kim Stewart."


They were polite enough and well-dressed. Klaus had a slight accent and 
a look that she didn't like. Ernie was rougher, bigger, quieter, and 
tough with a cynical smile below his broken nose. Klaus introduced 
himself somewhat formally, saying he was in "Transportation. Ernie 
there is in security." Kim got the distinct impression that Ernie was a 
private detective or had something to do with plainclothes work for the 
police.


They sat around and chatted about the coming evening. Right before the 
doorbell rang, Nichole had given Kim a pep talk, telling her not to let 
it all hang out, but to try and concentrate on other things and just 
have a good time ... going out on the town for a change and having a 
ball. Now, the red-haired housewife sat, trying to appear gay and 
sophisticated to Klaus.


"Ve vill show you the sights, North Beach and the topless-bottomless 
clubs."


"Klaus," Nichole cut in, "maybe I didn't tell you on the phone, but, 
well ..."


Her words died in the air and they all looked at one another. That is, 
except for Kim who felt embarrassed because no one looked at her.


"Vell, vhat?" Klaus asked, hissing the S out.


"Well ... I don't think Kim ... I don't know if she's ready for that."


"Ready?" Klaus looked at Kim in mock amazement. "Ready? My dear 
Nichole, I must say you can be condescending when you wish to be. What 
you're saying is that Mrs. Stewart, a mature, married, and, I must say 
attractive, female isn't 'ready' to see a naked woman dance on a stage. 
You make it sound like she's not quite old enough, or hasn't had enough 
experience to see something so risqué, is that it? Or," he added 
teasingly, "perhaps it is beneath her?"


"No!" Kim was surprised how quickly she interrupted. "No, that isn't it 
at all."


"No?" Klaus looked superior. "Then perhaps it's too much for Nichole. 
Perhaps she is using you to hide behind"


Nichole and Ernie both erupted in raucous laughter. Kim joined in self 
consciously, playing the role of the big city sophisticate even though 
she didn't like it. No matter what, she had her pride, and she wasn't 
going to let them be patronizing to her. Cannel was a small town in 
population only. Down on the peninsula, they were as sophisticated as 
anyone. "No," she said, pretending to be worldly. "As a matter of fact, 
I'm dying to see one."


"You sure?"


Nichole asked the words with such obvious condescension, asking the 
question as if Kim were five years old. Anger flushed in her. No matter 
what, she didn't like being made fun of. No one did! The red-haired 
wife's back stiffened. "Of course. Can we go now and not waste time?"


Klaus glanced at his watch. "Yes, I think we can catch an earlier 
show."


Ernie grinned at her. "We're just being friendly. Don't want to scare 
you."


"Don't worry," Kim said, flirting a bit with Ernie and enjoying her 
audacity. "I've been around a bit."


Klaus, Ernie, and Nichole exchanged a smiling look that annoyed Kim, 
for she didn't share in whatever confidence they were exchanging. 
Finally, Klaus said, "Shouldn't we get prepared for the event?"


"Fine with me," Ernie said, getting a flat cigarette case out.


Kim's back bristled. Perhaps she was all wrong, but she thought she 
knew what was going to happen. She couldn't speak as she watched Ernie 
carefully take a thin, dark brown cigarette out of his case and 
carefully hand it to Klaus who sniffed it, smiled, and just as 
carefully handed it to Kim. "Very good," he growled.


Kim held it like it was a bomb and passed is to Nichole with a pasty 
smile on her face. Nichole leaned to her, her voice lowered. "This is 
hashish. The very finest. Have you ever bad any?"


Numbly, Kim shook her head. She knew what marijuana was, but wasn't 
sure what hashish was. Whatever it was, she didn't want any. "Just take 
a few drags of it, and if you don't like it, stop."


That sounded fair and none of the others seemed at all alarmed. It was 
a bad scene, an uncomfortable situation to be in, yet she was 
determined to bluff it through. Again, her feeling of dread came over 
her in a rush.


"Slowly, slowly," Klaus instructed her as she took a drag from the 
lighted cigarette he offered her. She had watched him inhale, and she 
did it very gently. It had a strange but not unpleasant taste. She took 
the cigarette again when it came around to her and inhaled deeper on 
the next puff and held it down the way everyone else was doing.


After three or four inhalations, Kim could hardly feel it going down, 
it was so smooth. Soon, it seemed like she was doing nothing but 
holding her breath.


"I don't feel a thing," she said in a voice that didn't sound like her. 
She looked at Klaus and Nichole on either side of her, and they 
suddenly looked as if they were miles and miles away.


"Do you feel anything?"


"Yes, darling, I feel the world. I feel old San Francisco and it's hot 
and it's horny." It seemed a logical answer to Kim, and suddenly she 
felt the same way too. She bad never felt the world around her before. 
How strange, how odd not to be vitally aware of the universe around 
her.


She was inhaling again and liking the taste it left in her mouth. The 
longer it stayed down the softer it felt inside ... and the softer she 
felt!


She sat in silence, lulled, taking the newly offered brown cigarette 
like a robot, inhaling and passing it along to Nichole. She could feel 
the pressure of Klaus' leg against her thigh, but the inhalation duped 
her fears. In fact, it dulled all her fears, even that feeling of 
impending dread. His leg felt good, and she returned the pressure 
slightly to let him know she didn't mind. She was going to show them 
she was liberal minded.


The drugged young wife now didn't seem to mind anything at all ... not 
with that sweet smoke in her ... she could feel it licking smoky and 
seductive deep inside ... deeper than she had felt anything since that 
night in the bathroom. She didn't even mind thinking of that now, and 
she pressed her warm fleshy thigh even tighter against Klaus' knee.


The pungent sweetness of the narcotic hung heavy in the room and in the 
cab as they rode to North Beach all crammed next to one another. Kim 
liked the feeling of Ernie's powerful body pressed next to her. As the 
taxi swayed across town, she began to realize that the pungent aroma, 
that deadly sweet odor, was not only in her nostrils, but in her mind 
as well.


She reeled under the total impact of the drug and felt giddy and silly, 
and was glad she had Nichole and Ernie and Klaus to guide her about and 
be responsible for her. Without them, she would have gone where bidded 
and done what she was told. She felt like a butterfly borne, tossed, 
and turned on some mighty slipstream, buffeted about without being able 
to help it. The world was too large and too full of distractions for 
her to be able to make any decisions. Dimly, she could divine that 
Ernie was with Nichole and Klaus was her date ... escort.


She giggled, feeling naughty, going to see a topless dancer with a 
strange man. How many women did that? Klaus gently guided her by the 
elbow into a night club that advertised TOTALLY NUDE outside. Once 
inside, it was pitch black and Kim opened her eyes wide, trying to see 
where she was stepping. Klaus guided her all the way, and the four of 
them sat at a little table with Klaus holding her hand and gently 
moving his knee against her thigh. He gave her hand a little reassuring 
squeeze, and she squeezed back as they all looked up at a tiny, 
brightly lighted stage.


Kim watched, fascinated, her stare a hypnotic drugged one. Idly, she 
wondered if people could tell she was high. She tried to remember what 
it was they had smoked ... it wasn't marijuana. Her thoughts seemed 
difficult and almost impossible to collect and regulate. She shook her 
head and watched a young girl mounting the tiny stage that had mirrors 
for a backing. Once up on the platform, the girl casually pulled her 
dress off her head and stood listening to the beat of the music on the 
juke box; she wore nothing but an Indian headband and a pair of 
sandals.


It was a powerful sensual shock to Kim, looking at another woman's 
naked body with a group of virtual strangers. The dark bar was packed, 
mostly with men and with the majority of them being military people. 
Almost timidly, the drugged housewife looked up at the girl who had 
short hair and a slim, boyish body. At first glance, she could have 
been a boy. Her hips were slim and her buttocks small and tight, and 
her breasts were high and small, almost non-existent when she stretched 
her arms above the head. Her nipples were a dark red, hard and tight, 
like pencil erasers. Her pubic hair was black and there wasn't much of 
it over her firm little mound of Venus. Even her pouting---dry---cuntal 
lips looked tight and small.


It seemed obscene somehow to look at another woman's vagina along with 
a roomful of strangers and see the lips form more distinctly, see the 
indentation by her thighs take place. Suddenly, with a barely 
suppressed gasp, Kim realized the girl was getting excited by standing 
naked before a roomful of strangers. It, the idea and the act, was 
exciting not only the girl, but Kim! She was astounded by the wanton 
strength of her own lasciviousness and sensuality. Somehow, it must be 
all mixed with the pungent smoke.


Slowly, Kim let her eyes wander from the girl's tight little cunt to 
see that she was standing nakedly right in front of her. The dancer 
squatted obscenely so Kim could look right up at her narrow cuntal slit 
and see the fluted pink edges slightly trembling. Slowly, the 
embarrassed young wife looked up to see that the girl was wantonly 
smiling down at her, snapping her fingers in time with the music, and 
slowly undulating her hips in a most obscene and suggestive way,


It was as if the girl was crouching, offering her pussy to Kim and to 
Kim alone! It was with a shock that the red-haired wife gradually 
realized the girl was inviting her to caress the warmly perfumed cuntal 
flesh and everyone in the room must know it. Kim darted a nervous look 
at Klaus who shrugged, and at Nichole who laughed and looked back up at 
the girl.


The naked dancer, rubbing her hands up and down her thighs, mouth open, 
eyes half-closed, turned and sensuously swayed down the platform until 
she was in front of Nichole who seemed to ravish the girl with her 
eyes. The dancer crouched before the brunette, her legs wide-split, her 
now pinkly glistening pussy pumping lewdly back and forth not two feet 
from Nichole's face.


Kim felt she had to be imagining things, that it was all the---what was 
it?---the "hashish" they had smoked. It had to be! The girl couldn't be 
a lesbian. Nor could Nichole! She was just enjoying the dance, that's 
all. Yet it seemed so obvious, so blatant. Kim watched the girl and her 
straining thighs and firmly jiggling little breasts, and the whole idea 
seemed so wicked and so risqué and wild that it excited her. It touched 
a chord deep in her drugged body that vibrated out of control for a 
moment, bringing a hot, itchy moisture to her vagina and forcing her to 
close her legs and squeeze her thighs together to stop the insane 
throbbing of her clitoris.


The girl dancer had hips that seemed to be attached to her body by ball 
bearings and stainless steel springs; she gyrated and rotated, her 
tight little buttocks visible in the mirror as they jumped and jiggled 
and grew taut as she danced. The music was growing wilder and wilder as 
she cupped her orange-sized breasts and seemed to offer them to the 
room at large, but really giving them in silent invitation to Nichole 
right in front of her. She stopped dancing and stood with her legs 
spread wide apart and slowly---as Kim gaped and leaned forward, her 
hand on Klaus' knee---slowly, lewdly and wantonly rotated her hips and 
rolled her buttocks so that her pussy slit glinted moistly in the 
light. Her mouth dry and her heatedly throbbing clitoris pounding 
again, Kim squeezed Klaus on the knee and looked at Nichole. The 
brunette was hungrily staring right at the offered cunt, her eyes half 
closed, her face dark and intense.


Slowly, as Kim watched, the red, wetly quivering little tip of her 
tongue licked her lips.


Kim fell back in her chair, letting go of Klaus and suddenly aware of 
his big strong hand on her knee. He ran his hand further up her thigh, 
whispering, "Did you see that?"


All she could do was nod, looking at the two women who seemed to be 
transfixed. Then, abruptly, the dance was over and the girl grinned and 
stood up, reaching for her dress while the room exploded in applause. 
It seemed as if everyone knew what was happening, and the atmosphere 
was heavy with a lewdly sensuous feeling---a strong surging sense of 
immorality. Kim sat silent in her chair, white and shaken, because she 
had never seen anything like that before between two women, and had 
never dreamed of such a thing about Nichole.


She passed a vague hand over her eyes, thinking she must be seeing 
things, imagining things. Yet, the dancer did look kind of boyish and 
she was down off the stage and dragging a chair up by Nichole and 
whispering to her. Kim felt shaken for two reasons: imagining such a 
thing about a friend; and also realizing that the wildly vulgar dance 
she had just seen and the non-verbal exchange she had witnessed had 
wantonly excited her beyond anything she had ever imagined. Her sopping 
young cunt fairly ached, forcing her to twist and turn under Klaus's 
hand in an effort to find a better way to sit. She moved uncomfortably, 
feeling as though her entire vagina was on fire. She felt immersed in a 
whole world of lewdness. Sex was everywhere in the bar. Men were 
looking hungrily at her as they waited for another dancer. Men were 
looking with the hot perfume of sex in the air! IT WAS EXCITING!


While the drugged young housewife sat in a kind of sexual reverie, 
"feeling the world around her" and feeling her immediate world of the 
sleazy dark bar, another dancer walked up on the platform and began 
taking off her dress to reveal her buttocks bare and bulging. While all 
these things were happening all around her, Kim could feel her flesh 
and found it excited. Men were mentally undressing her and Nichole. 
Suddenly Kim sat forward, noticing her three companions weren't looking 
at the stage. They weren't paying any attention to the new dancer, but, 
rather, had their heads bent together and were talking excitedly in low 
voices.


Kim leaned closer to hear what they were saying.


"Why not?"


"One in a million chance."


"1 wouldn't miss it for anything."


"What?" Kim asked, interrupting, eager, squirming to know what it was 
that was so interesting. The three of them looked at her, and Ernie had 
his cynical smile. "No," he said, looking at Klaus and shaking his 
head, "I don't think we can do it."


"Vhy?" Klaus asked.


Ernie nodded at Kim, and they all looked at her.


She could tell she was still suffering from the effects of the 
cigarette. Everyone seemed far away, like looking at people through the 
wrong end of a telescope. Yet she could hear what they were saying.


"What? What about me?" Kim asked, her voice sounding strange and far 
away.


Klaus patted her knee in a paternal way. "Nothing. This girl here, this 
dancer, talked to Nichole, and it seems she knows where a live sex show 
is going to be."


"Live? Real?" Kim gaped at the girl in disbelief.


Klaus nodded. "An orgy. For a price, they allow people to watch."


The thought staggered Kim. She had never in her life dreamed of such a 
thing. Yet, San Francisco seemed full of everything else sexual. She 
had even read articles about the so-called massage parlors. Why not 
orgies with an audience?


"Since they are against the law, they are very hard to get to see," 
Klaus went on, explaining. "Since nothing is held back at these orgies, 
I'm afraid they will always be outside the law. I can't conceive of a 
government that would ever permit such things publicly."


"Why? What happens at these ... things?" Kim couldn't resist the 
question. The thought of watching people do what they would ordinarily 
do in privacy, in bed, in a whorehouse, was too thrilling to resist. 
She shifted again on the chair, feeling the tight crotchband of her 
panties bite into the wetly swollen lips of her cunt. She crossed her 
legs tight, feeling the band bite deeper, feeling her excited clitoris 
grow oiled with her own heat and slip out of the band. By rocking back 
and forth, pretending to listen to Klaus explain above the music, she 
was able to rub her clitoris back and forth against the band, exciting 
her so that her face was flushed and the nipples of her breasts 
hardened, shrinking into tightly erect points. Klaus was telling her 
about one he had attended some time ago, and she was imagining herself 
standing nakedly in front of a group, showing them her proud body and 
its scratches and bruises. She clenched her fists to keep from 
shuddering.


"Naturally, orgies are hard to find because they are secret. They take 
precautions and this is a lucky break."


"How do you know this is ... genuine? The real thing?" Kim asked.


Klaus smiled politely. "You saw that girl dance. And she says that the 
price is seventy five per person. That follows my experience and lends 
credence."


"S ... seventy five dollars?"


Klaus nodded. "Believe me, you get your money's worth."


Nichole tapped Klaus on the knee, getting his attention. "Don't 
embarrass my friend. She doesn't have to go if she doesn't want to."


"Yeah," Ernie added, "now's the time to take the party-poopers home."


"Ernie!" Nichole protested. "Don't talk that way."


"Why not? Hell, we're all tip-toeing around afraid of Miss What's-Her-
Name here. Hell, let her go home. I wouldn't miss this orgy for 
anything


Klaus looked at Kim and shrugged. "Rude as he is, I'm afraid I agree 
with him. I'm going to go. I'll be happy to take you back to the 
apartment."


"Well, I think you both are being rotten to Kim!" Nichole said.


"Oh?" Ernie leered. "I suppose you're not going?"


Nichole looked right in his face. "I wouldn't miss it for all the money 
in California, and you know how much I love money, honey. Don't you 
worry about old Nichole. I'll be right there in the front row. And you 
two will be with me. No, that isn't it. What frosts me about you two is 
the way you assume Kim won't Go. Hell, you haven't even asked her if 
she wanted to go!"


Again, they all looked at the embarrassed red-haired housewife who 
tried to look cool and poised. Nichole was the first to speak. "Do you 
want to go? If you don't, we understand. Well drop you at my 
apartment."


Kim's mouth was dry. Her fingers trembled. Her drugged young body was a 
mass of swirling emotions and conflicting feelings. She couldn't help 
thinking of Hank and remembering her near-rape. Going to an orgy would 
be daring and wicked and something she would never forget.


"W ... would I ... would ... w ... we ... would we have to do anything 
but watch? I mean ..." She licked her lips and tried to hide her 
excitement and fear.


"No, this girl says they have arrangements where one can watch in 
private."


"T ... the money ..." Kim began.


Klaus waved her problem away. "I would be delighted."


Before she realized it, the hashish playing tricks with her sense of 
time, they were threading their way through the tables with Kim looking 
back and thinking, "My God, I never even looked at the other dancer!"


Yet, as they crowded into a cab and she felt Klaus pressing his whole 
leg against hers, she felt a thrill and giggled. All of them seemed to 
have their adrenaline running high now. They were conspirators and they 
shared a secret: they were gong to do something illegal. More than 
that, they were going to do something immoral, sinful, lustful! They 
were going to watch an orgy!


To her surprise, Kim found that the address was on Russian Hill instead 
of some grimy tenement in the Haight. A doorman in regal livery 
politely asked them to stand in front of a television camera whip he 
punched the floor and apartment number Nichole gave him. Nichole smiled 
at the camera. A voice came through a chrome-faced speaker. "Yes?"


"Mr. Burdick?" Nichole asked as she had been instructed.


"Which Mr. Burdick?" the query came cautiously .


"The one from Sharon, New York, who smokes Chesterfields."


There was a click then a voice asked, "How many?"


"Four."


"Another click and, "Let them in, Albert."


The doorman showed them into a tastefully decorated lobby that smacked 
of wealth. Kim seemed to stumble and float like a weightless leaf on 
water.


Chapter 6


The apartment itself was large, a duplex, and was tastefully decorated. 
Modern abstract paintings hung from the walls, setting off rooms with 
blacks and slashes of vivid color. The furniture was modern and 
elegant. It reminded Kim of apartments she had seen in fashion 
magazines. Cool quiet jazz came from speakers that were all through the 
apartment, and the lights were on a rheostat that someone was 
manipulating, lowering the lights just as Kim and Nichole came in with 
their escorts.


A sleek, chicque girl in a clinging dress greeted them and showed them 
to the largest room of the apartment. Here it seemed, was the orgy. 
Here everyone was gathered, waiting, talking murmuring against the 
music excited, anticipating the great event. Their young guide showed 
them to a couch along one wall where they could sit. The center of the 
room was cleared of furniture, and mattresses had been laid out on a 
platform that was about waist high. Couches and chairs were strung out 
around the platform on all sides. Kim and her friends were in the very 
back row with only a wall behind them.


"I thought this was to be private," Kim whispered.


The girl overheard and smiled at her. "We have rooms you can watch it 
from on closed circuit television or a two-way mirror," the girl smiled 
coolly at Kim. "Only two people to a room."


Kim shook her head. She didn't want to get separated from her friends; 
safety in numbers, she thought, looking around. The four of them sat 
against the wall and watched the room filling up with people. Kim 
stiffened. A young girl with large breasts was coming toward them. The 
girl was naked! No, worse than being naked, she was only wearing black 
boots and a flimsy, blood-red G-string. The tiny G-string didn't really 
cover much; it only seemed to draw attention to her cuntal crevice, 
that fleshy gully up between her legs. Her breasts were huge and jutted 
out and shook and quivered when she walked.


She came with her hands on her hips and stood in front of them. 
"Coffee, tea, or me?" she asked.


"You!" Ernie thundered.


"Thanks. Later. No, really, I'm supposed to ask you if you'd like some 
champagne or grass?"


"Both," Klaus said. "Bring us a bottle and whatever you have to smoke."


The girl turned and sauntered off with Kim watching her ripely naked 
buttocks rise and fall with every step. It was all too lewd and casual 
and exciting for her to believe. She found she couldn't say anything as 
the girl came back with an ice bucket with a bottle of champagne in it 
and bent over, her breasts hanging and seeming to swell, as she put 
some thin brown cigarettes on an ash tray on the coffee table in front 
of them. The girl grinned brazenly at Ernie. "You can give me my tip 
later."


They all laughed and Ernie poured the wine while Klaus lit up one of 
the cigarettes and passed it around. Kim accepted a glass of champagne 
gratefully. Her mouth was dry and she needed something to quench her 
thirst. She gulped the drink and found it tickling her nose with its 
wondrous carbonation. She took the offered cigarette and smelled the 
thick, sweet odor of it ... then inhaled.


And the room grew dark except for baby spots that were trained on the 
mattresses on the platform in the center of the room. The pungent 
sweetness of marijuana and hashish smoke hung heavily in the air. Kim 
saw everything through a screen, a haze. She could see the burning tips 
of the cigarettes in the darkness. The room grew quiet as the music was 
turned low; soon only the sound of an occasional inhalation and 
exhalation could be heard. It all looked chic and exciting to Kim.


Another glass of champagne was put into her hand by Klaus. She had 
drunk the first one without a thought. It didn't matter, the cool 
liquid going down her hot dry throat felt good. It was nice to have 
Klaus looking after her, she mused as she sipped.


A murmur of excitement swept through the room, and in the soft velvety 
darkness, Kim could see a figure moving toward the platform.


The girl with the black boots and red G-string got up on the platform 
and stood in the light. The spotlights made her nakedly gleaming flesh 
seem all the more white and her breasts stood out full and rich and 
heavy. She took her G-string off while smiling and talking to the 
people nearest the platform. She stepped out of the G-string and stood 
legs apart, hands on her hips, her pinkly glistening cuntal lips 
clearly visible in the light. She twirled the G-string in one hand and 
let it fly out into the darkness and the audience.


Slowly, the fingers of one hand slipped down and spread her pouting 
vaginal layers of soft flesh, letting everyone see her femaledom as she 
slowly turned around and around. Kim looked at the girl's cunt and saw 
it was wet and a scarlet red; it was obvious that she was eager for 
action. The expression on the girl's face was one of lewd amusement; 
she knew she had a good body and ran her hands over it in self-
appreciation.


She stopped to pick up something near the edge of the platform. Klaus 
handed Kim a cigarette, and she took her eyes away from the stage to 
take another, deeper drag and sip her champagne. When she looked up 
again, she saw that the girl was coating her body, smoothing and 
smearing some kind of clear fine oil all over her large, whitely firm 
breasts. She rubbed it over her hardened nipples, obviously enjoying 
the sensual feel of the oil. Kim joined in the murmur that went around 
the room. Klaus said something low and shifted his body closer to hers.


The girl stood with her legs apart on the mattress and covered her ripe 
young body with oil until she gleamed and glinted in the overhead 
light. Oil sheened on her thighs and stomach and huge breasts. The girl 
was the personification of lewdness as she stooped to take off her 
boots. "NO, no!" came cries from the audience, "leave them on!"


The girl stopped and grinned out at the darkness, then her smile faded 
and her eyes narrowed in anticipation. Kim could see another dark form 
moving toward the platform.


A man leaped onto the mattresses, and Kim gasped aloud with other women 
in the room. The man was naked, completely naked! Although not 
particularly good looking, he was very well developed, like a fighter. 
He was heavily muscled and had the largest penis that Kim had ever 
seen! A dirty little thrill of wantonness made her clench her fists and 
sit with her legs crossed, so she could squeeze her clitoris again as 
she looked at the cock. As the amazed young housewife watched, the girl 
dropped to her knees in front of the man, her face right in front of 
his massively throbbing penis and began to smear oil on his strong 
thighs and flat, slabbed, stomach.


Kim watched with her mouth open, the champagne and cigarette forgotten 
as she stared at the great pulsating cock. It was the biggest she had 
ever seen with the blunted red head protruding from its sheath, and it 
was growing every minute as the girl rubbed his body all over. Yes, Kim 
thought with excitement, his erection was growing and thickening right 
there in front of her eyes. The head was growing more round, more 
flanged, deeper in color, turning a blood-filled purple with its tiny 
gland opening distended and visible even from where they sat. The girl 
moved forward on her knees and the room was silent save for the quiet 
music in the background. Everyone seemed to lean forward together, 
collectively holding their breath as the girl fondled his big hairy 
balls in the cups of her hands and gently massaged them, covering them 
with oil.


The expression on her face was quietly ecstatic, her eyes half closed, 
her wetly parted lips smiling as she took the thick white stalk of his 
cock in her hand. Kim saw the way her fingers wrapped around its 
thickness and looked so small as she squeezed it. She could see blood 
rush to the surface where her fingers squeezed, and the cock seemed to 
grow even more monstrous in her hand. It seemed to be heavy and hot in 
the girl's hands, for she had put both of her hands on it, holding it 
between her open palms and rubbing oil on it so that it gleamed in the 
light. Kim swallowed and shuddered with the thought: I wish that was me 
up there oiling his penis ...


The gentle caresses made the thick hard cock jump and jerk in her hand, 
and she paused to grip it again and pull the foreskin back over the 
swollen head. Kim saw the cock as some angry prehistoric animal wanting 
to burst its way free, wanting to roll back the skin and be revealed in 
all its blood-throbbing mushroomed splendor.


Kim wasn't thinking of who or where she was, as she watched the girl 
lean hungrily forward and the tip of her tongue flick over the greased, 
lust-swollen head of his penis. The man shuddered and his tough face 
was in shadow as he looked down at the girl kneeling in front of him. 
Suddenly, his hands tangled in her hair and he urged her forward.


The girl only smiled at his crude suggestion. His eagerly throbbing 
cock was gleaming now with oil as she gently stroked it, forcing the 
skin back further and further, revealing a little more of his thick 
purple head each time.


Kim shifted nervously next to Klaus. She had never seen anything like 
this. Topless-Bottomless was one thing, but this was another. Klaus was 
concentrating on the scene and had forgotten the champagne. Kim drained 
her glass and reached forward and hurriedly poured herself another one, 
her eyes on the platform.


The girl was arching her shiny back now, allowing her large full 
breasts to stick out and up as she guided the cock over her oily 
breasts, letting it slip and prod, jerkingly, at her erect little 
nipples. She slowly let its pulsating thickness circle her breasts as 
they all watched. The girl suddenly let go of the penis; it snapped 
erect, and she put it between her deep cleavage. As everyone watched, 
she tried to squeeze her breasts together, her hands slipping and 
sliding with her efforts.


Excitement was running high in the room. Klaus, next to Kim, swung his 
arm around her and pulled her close, his hand dangerously near her 
breast, his hip and muscular thigh grinding into hers.


Kim was about to pull away, when the girl, her face contorted by a 
sudden lust, moved back from the man, seized his cock in both her 
slippery hands and peeled his thick leathery foreskin all the way back 
so his shining mushroom was fully revealed for all to see.


But for only a second. Her eyes closed, her wetly eager mouth open, the 
girl leaned forward and took the head of his impatiently jerking long 
cock in her ovaled mouth, her moist lips spreading tight over the 
blood-filled head just as the foreskin had. The girl began to suck, her 
cheeks hollowing and her Adam's apple bobbing.


To Kim it was the most savage, perverted, obscene sight she had ever 
seen! And the most exciting! The girl and man gleamed, their oil-
covered bodies glinting off light. The man stood with a sardonic grin 
on his face, looking down, his legs apart and his knees slightly bent 
in order to thrust forward his groin. The girl kneeled before him, 
naked except for her black boots, her ripely fleshed buttocks gleaming 
and shining with oil, her back coated, her breasts jutting forward as 
she arched her back and her tightly compressed lips sucked hard on his 
cock. Everyone in the smoke-filled room could see her tongue twirling 
around inside by the bulges on her cheeks.


The man was growing excited now, his lips twisting in a smile, his 
fingers gripping the girl's tousled head. His hips began pumping 
forward and back in a most lascivious way. Kim found herself literally 
panting, her mouth dry and open as she watched his thick white stalk, 
like a glistening tree stump, slide in and out of the young girl's 
wetly ovaled mouth.


The girl heightened the lewdness and wantonness of the scene by letting 
her hands slide along the man's thighs until her arms circled his torso 
and her fingers found the tight crevice of his tensed buttocks. She 
began urging his thrust deeper into her mouth with her hands as she 
pulled him toward her in perfect rhythm with his wild pumping.


Alongside her, Kim could feel Klaus becoming more and more restless; 
she was sure, too, that he could feel her grinding her own buttocks 
into the couch on occasion. She tried to make it appear that all she 
was doing was changing position, but it was becoming more difficult by 
the minute to conceal her frustration. Klaus's hand had begun to knead 
her breast under her dress in a slow rhythmic way, making her little 
cherry-like nipples throb with a guilty lusting pleasure.


The aroused young wife tried to shrink down on the couch, involuntarily 
snuggling closer to Klaus. A moan from Nichole made her look down the 
couch. Her shock must have registered, for Klaus looked too. Nichole 
had both her long tapered legs spread wide, her dress up over her hips. 
Ernie's big hand was inside her bikini panties, cupping her mound of 
Venus. Kim shuddered as the outline of his fingers moved and probed 
under the sheer material. He was stroking in rhythm, sinking one finger 
deep into her eagerly thrashing vagina. Nichole, seemingly unaware of 
anyone, was grinding her pelvis with her buttocks lifted off the 
cushions, in rhythm to the finger screwing into her. Both she and Ernie 
had their eyes fixed on the lascivious exhibition.


Kim looked around---other couples were in obscene embraces, indistinct 
in the smoky, hazy dark but showing by their restless writhing motion 
that the salacious spectacle on the platform was affecting them---they 
were losing control over their passions. A warning alarm bell sounded 
deep in Kim's subconscious. She knew she should run---now---just get up 
and walk out---before her own body succumbed to the wanton urges that 
were pulsing and pounding through it. Then, a groan from the stage made 
her snap back her drugged attention.


The room was getting hot, and the two on the stage were beginning to 
sweat, their greased bodies glistening. The man now had the girl's head 
pinned firmly in place with a wild and vicious grip. His thick 
glistening cock was sliding in and out of the girl's mouth as his hips 
viciously pumped. Kim thought the girl would choke or gag when the 
wetly glistening shaft was shoved the full length into her mouth, but 
the eagerly sucking girl held on to the man's slippery, oiled buttocks 
with all her strength, a look of lewd rapture on her face as her lips 
ovalled tightly around the cock. The muscles in her arms rippled as she 
pulled on his buttocks, trying to get more of the rampant stalk of hot 
hard fish in her mouth.


The crowd in the room groaned again as another figure mounted the low 
platform. It was the girl dancer from the bar! She too, was naked and 
her slim boyish hips and small firm breasts were covered with oil. She 
glistened and glinted as she moved, caressing the girl's nakedly 
quivering buttocks and pressing her own restless loins against their 
warm fleshiness. More groans of lust came from the audience when she 
reached around and cupped the sucking girl's breasts, pinching the 
slippery nipples with the tips of her fingers.


Kim's breath was coming in tight gasps, and the burning sensation 
fermenting in her belly grew in maddening intensity with each movement 
was she watched the young girl being ravished by the man and the 
lesbian dancer. The excited sex-heat of the audience acted like a giant 
furnace, and the drugged young housewife could feel a trickle of sweat 
running from her navel down her belly into her pubic hair. Its slow 
teasing trail caused her to squirm down against the firm leather edges 
of the cushion, which rubbed sensuously against the moist, hair-lined 
flanges of her hotly throbbing pussy. She bit hard against her lower 
lip to keep back a groan of frustration.


Her forehead was covered with a fine mist of perspiration from the 
feverishly writhing bodies all around her. Klaus, his mouth open, his 
eyes on the platform, let his hand fall inside her dress. Kim stiffened 
and looked around. No one was watching and, if she wanted him to, he 
would stop. Her young, frantically aroused body trembled as she let him 
wedge his hand between her naked breast and brassiere, near her nipple. 
Another trickle of sweat ran down the valley between her ripely full 
breasts, causing her to squirm more, thus allowing his fingers to probe 
for and find the nipple. He pinched it and she jumped, feeling a tiny 
pain then a lewd thrill of pleasure.


Her nerves were shattered and her mind reeled with indecision as the 
drug, the champagne, and the salacious scene in front of her worked 
powerfully on her feelings. She knew she should demand that they take 
her home. Nichole and her friends were just a little too fast for her, 
and this wasn't being true to Hank. She owed faithfulness to Hank, and 
she had already gone too far by watching such an exhibition and letting 
Klaus, a stranger, massage her breast. He was doing it right at that 
minute, urging her nipple into a pouted hardness, bringing on a wanton 
feeling that was wild and made her thirst for more. Thirst! Her mouth 
was dry and she drained her champagne glass again. Klaus, with his free 
hand, poured her more; she quietly drank it down, smacking her lips and 
liking the taste.


Still, she felt they had been so patronizing to her, so talked down to 
her that she was determined to show them she wasn't a child or an old 
maid. Petting didn't hurt so long as it didn't go any further. She 
could always stop Klaus if he tried anything more than toying with her 
breasts.


She looked down the couch, past Klaus, at Nichole. Ernie was sitting 
forward and facing Nichole now, his hand still in her panties and his 
fingers lewdly pumping in and out of her vagina. His free hand was 
unbuttoning the top of her dress and, as Kim watched, she saw one of 
Nichole's magnificently formed breasts billow and bulge as its firmness 
was forced out of her brassiere. The naked tit gleamed whitely in the 
room---its nipple taut and dark ... inviting. All around the room, all 
around her, people were writhing in sexual abandonment and undressing.


Kim's breath was hot and heavy as she turned her glazed eyes back on 
the platform, permitting Klaus to pull her own breast up so that her 
pink, bud-like nipple was out of her brassiere but not out of the 
dress. Slowly, his fingers slid across her warm, sweaty cleavage and 
began probing for her other breast.


The flame-haired young wife let him fondle her, raising her passion and 
frustration as she watched the wantonly obscene tableau up on the 
platform. It was as if the three nakedly writhing performers had 
utterly no inhibitions or feeling of self-consciousness; in fact, it 
seemed they were enjoying being watched, that they enjoyed sexually 
exciting and frustrating the passive on-lookers. Kim sensed that part 
of their excitement, part of their depravity came from the fact that 
they did things---sexual things---in front of strangers. She tried to 
imagine herself getting up in this room, in front of strangers, naked 
and lewd. In her mind, she flashed back to the night she stood naked in 
the bathroom on front of a mirror and excitedly looked at the bruises 
and scratched on her body before finger fucking herself to orgasm.


Kim continued panting as Klaus felt for the nipples on her other breast 
and the girl on the platform, the girl with the black boots and huge 
breasts, broke away from the man. The slender lesbian who had been 
behind her had stood up and to one side. The girl in her boots, oiled, 
sweating, fell nakedly back on her haunches, heaving with passion and 
fighting for her breath, putting her arms out behind her, supporting 
herself as her heavy breasts jiggled lewdly. She looked up at the man 
who crouched over her and then set her head fall back to see the slim 
girl standing to one side.


Kim gasped then groaned aloud, forgetting herself, as the lesbian 
dancer bent over, kissing the other girl with an open mouth while one 
hand dropped to her cunt. The girl in the boots, still on her knees and 
leaning back, locked her hungry mouth on the lesbian's and let her 
tongue dart in while she spread her thighs as far as her kneeling 
position would allow. Kim felt she had to squirm as she watched the 
lesbian's knowledgeable fingers begin sawing in and out of the kneeling 
girl's wetly parted pussy.


Kim knew about lesbians, had heard about them in school but never had 
met one or knew she was meeting one. It was the most depraved scene she 
had ever watched as the man stood watching, stroking his slippery, 
hotly glistening cock as he watched and the slim girl bent over the 
other girl, kissing her in a wanton way while caressing her in a most 
obscene way. And the girl with the boots responded, writhing in 
complete abandonment, her breasts oiled and gleaming as they jiggled, 
her body supple and rubbery as she convulsed and rivulets of sweat 
snaked across her belly-dancer stomach. Kim felt faint when she 
realized the full brazenness of their act as the slim girl suddenly 
straightened and, just like she was mounting a horse, she held the 
booted girl's head in her hands and swung one leg over her face. She 
lifted one leg slowly, exposing her open cunt with its pinkly fluted 
vaginal lips. The girl's face was buried in the lesbian's crotch when 
the dancer---her legs spread wide and slightly bent at the knees---
began wiggling her tight, little-boy buttocks back in invitation at the 
man. Her proud ass cheeks spread wide and her anus was tight and brown 
in the center of her deep crevice.


The impact of it on Kim was almost more than she could take. She gaped 
as Klaus pulled her breasts---both of them---free from her brassiere 
and pinched the taut, hard nipples into a goose-bumped expectancy. She 
gaped with her mouth open as the two girls on the stage began an 
obscene movement. The lesbian held her friend's head tight to her hair-
lined vaginal slit while her hips ground and rotated her cunt against 
the girl's face. And, judging from the expression of wild, lewd 
pleasure on the lesbian's face, the girl was obliging by using her 
mouth and tongue.


Klaus put his free hand on Kim's bare knee and squeezed it, feeling hot 
and sweaty. His hand suddenly swept up her thigh, pushing her dress up. 
"Just petting," she tried to tell herself as she sank further back, 
even further on the couch and crossed her legs again and squeezed ... 
seeking relief for her hopelessly aroused clitoris. She ground her 
buttocks down into a corner of the cushion, forcing the sewn edging up 
into her panties, into the open lips of her heatedly pulsating pussy. 
Klaus let his hand slide all the way up her dress until it was cupped 
on her perspiration-streaked stomach. Kim tried to catch her breath, 
inhaling deeply and swelling her breasts that now jutted out further 
than ever due to the brassiere being pushed and peeled down beneath 
them. Klaus's fingernails nipped at the nipple of her breast and she 
jumped, sitting more erect thus permitting his probing fingers to dart 
underneath her panties and wedge themselves downward to nestle in her 
softly curling pubic hair.


Kim, her legs tensely crossed, told herself he couldn't go any further 
even if he wanted to, and that there really wasn't anything much more 
wrong with his hand probing at her vagina than there was with his hand 
on her naked breasts. It was all petting! Besides ... it all felt 
sooooo goooooddd! She groaned!


The scene on the platform, the three people on the mattress, was now 
almost beyond belief. The man had been watching the two women writhing 
like snakes in front of him, his great, eagerly jerking cock held tight 
in one hand. At a signal from him, the girls reacted. The lesbian, 
standing straddled over the booted girl, stepped away from her head, 
bending further over and arching her back, her legs spread wide so that 
her swollen cuntal lips were visible to the audience .


Quickly, the man stepped forward between the lesbian's legs and guided 
his thick white shaft into her wetly waiting cunt! He slowly pushed, 
and his blood-filled purple head, spread her cunt until it seemed 
surely to rip it. The booted girl, still kneeling, looked up to see the 
man's cock a few inches above her face! She watched as the massive, 
blue-veined pole of flesh sawed in and out of the warmly lubricated 
vagina. There was a look of awe and wanton delight in her eyes. She 
bent her head back and reached up with her face, her wet little tongue 
out and flicking over the lesbian's gleaming clitoris and the underside 
of his plunging cock.


Kim felt, for one wild abandoned moment, that she was gong to cum, that 
she would have an orgasm right there in front of everyone. It was such 
a wild obscene fucking that was going on in front of her while Klaus 
was fondling and exciting her to the point of insanity. She watched the 
man fucking the lesbian girl from behind, holding onto her slippery 
hips as best he could. Kim could see the thick long stalk of the cock 
glistening with oil and cunt-juice as it slowly pistoned in and out of 
the moistly clasping pussy; that combined with the lascivious sight of 
the booted girl crouched underneath licking both their genitals made 
the young wife think she was about to cum and pass out.


But abruptly Kim went beyond orgasm, into a kind of sexual-overdrive 
and found herself hot and horny. She was shamelessly aroused as she 
rubbed her thighs together and felt the hotly exciting movement of her 
moistly heated vaginal lips on the rough edge of the cushion. Her cunt-
moisture had dampened the tight band of her panties and only served to 
arouse her all the more.


Everything seemed to excite her. She craned her neck to see past Klaus 
and saw Nichole sprawled obscenely with her legs spread wide-apart ... 
and her panties pulled down to her thighs ... and Ernie's big hand 
ravaging her open cunt. Nichole's teeth were tightly gritted and her 
scarlet mouth open as she ground her pelvis up in rhythm to Ernie's 
finger fucking. Ernie has pulled both of her big fleshy breasts free of 
her brassiere and dress, and they bulged in front of her face so that 
she had to stare down her cleavage in order to see the orgy going on in 
front of her.


"Orgy" was the only word for it. People all over the room were losing 
their inhibitions and were naked and writhing as they watched the stage 
show and other couples alongside them.


Kim didn't think she would ever see anything more depraved and wanton 
and ... arousing ... than what she was at that moment watching. But she 
was wrong. At a signal from the man, he pulled his cock free from the 
lesbian's wetly clasping cunt with a sucking sound, and bent his knees 
a little more to slide his long, hotly glistening hard cock back into 
the kneeling booted girl's mouth and began fucking her, his hips 
banging against the lesbian's buttocks.


Then, as Kim's eyelids fluttered and her creamy, lust-fired cunt 
quivered in a compulsive spasm, she watched the man pull his rigidly 
erect cock with its purple flanged head all shiny, out of the booted 
girl's mouth and plunge it back into the hotly lubricated cunt of the 
lesbian! Then, as lust-filled groans and moans came from all around the 
room, Kim heard herself moan and feel faint from lust and, at the same 
instant, felt her body go lax, felt her loins relax and felt Klaus's 
lingers dart finally home to the wetly swollen and tortured lips of her 
cunt. The hopelessly aroused young wife stared at the platform and 
continued to moan as she watched the man alternate his rock-hard cock 
between the waiting cunt and the willing mouth. First one, then the 
other, dipping and bending, pulling his cock from lips that pouted out 
and fought to keep it, plunging into the waiting cunt of the lesbian 
and burying itself, rolling the hair-lined fluted edges of her vagina 
in with each mighty thrust. Kim could see the pink moist walls of the 
cunt clinging, rolling outward as he withdrew, doing their best to hold 
onto his mushroom head despite the delicious lubrication.


The room was an uproar now as people were weaving to their feet, moving 
and pawing about. Naked men and women were crawling up on the platform 
and sprawling on the mattresses to join the show. Within seconds, the 
performers had lost their balance and toppled over among nakedly 
writhing bodies that came up on the stage.


Madness reigned. It was like the last wild orgy at the end of the 
decadent Roman empire. The rich had gathered for one last obscene orgy 
before the fall of Rome, before the vandals sacked the city. There was 
no point in not joining in. Only it wasn't ancient Rome, it was modern 
San Francisco at its most sinful and obscene. It was the modern Romans, 
the modern gladiators, the jet-set, the beautiful people, the 
privileged, the pleasure-bent, who were operating now, and they went at 
it with a sensuous freedom and abandon even the ancient Romans would 
have been awed by. Although none of them would admit it, there was 
always the idea that The Bomb, The Big One, could drop and, in a 
twinkling, it would all be over.


Many things entered into it. The new freedom, the sexual revolution, 
that sense that pleasures were first to be tasted in order to be 
understood, that feeling of not wanting to miss out on anything. 
Nichole was up, somewhat unsteady, on her feet and pulling her dress 
off over her head and flinging it on the couch. Her brassiere followed 
and then she peeled off her rolled down bikini panties to stand naked 
in a black garter belt and sheer black stockings and high heels. She 
looked so wildly beautiful, her glassy eyes unfocused, her expression 
so lewdly inviting


Ernie was up and frantically ripping his clothes off. Klaus turned to 
Kim, his face so close to hers that she could feel his hot breath on 
her cheek. His finger was slowly worming itself into her moistly heated 
cunt and, no matter how hard she contracted her vaginal muscles, it was 
slipping relentlessly in, helped, no end, by her excitement and 
lubrication. She groaned out loud as his other hand continued to fondle 
her sensitively full breasts and her head thrashed back and forth as 
Klaus hissed, "Come on! You can't stop now! You can't be a cock-tease!"


The words burned in her mind like acid on metal. Her mind was full of 
every filthy word she had ever heard: fuck, cunt, cock, asshole!


Her mind reeled as Klaus was handling her, getting her up and pulling 
her dress off one shoulder. He was over her now and she saw the huge 
throbbing bulge in his pants. "No! No!" she cried, begging, "No, I 
can't!"


"Vhat do you mean? Nien? No? Vhat are you saying?"


His voice was so menacing, his manner so cold and Prussian and 
threatening that she knew she couldn't say "no." He would hit her, and 
she wouldn't blame him. Hank was in her thoughts, and she wanted to 
stop for his sake and to show what a good woman she was. But ... 
inside, she didn't want to stop! "No!" she whispered, then gave he to 
her words by relaxing. Nichole and Ernie had left the couch, nakedly 
threading their way toward the platform that was a mass of wantonly 
writhing, fucking bodies. Ernie's erection stood out in front of him 
like a huge hammer handle! Kim shuddered, wondering if Klaus was built 
like that! "No," she said, turning to Klaus, "N ... not here!"


Klaus grinned down at her savagely. "So? You like to vatch, but you 
don't wish to be seen. Is that it?"


"Yes! Not here, I can't!"


"Very well." He took her hand in an iron grip and pulled her to her 
feet, leading her, weaving through the heaps of discarded clothing. Kim 
gasped once and recoiled when a hand reached out and tightly gripped 
her buttocks. She looked down and, in the darkness, saw a man nakedly 
lying on his back on a couch. His expression was depraved as he 
caressed the softly fleshed globes of her ass, his hand up under her 
silken dress. A young blonde with big breasts and rather broad 
shoulders was lying on top of him, her nakedly gleaming buttocks and 
legs spread wide over the man's body. His wetly glistening cock was in 
her cunt and, as Kim gaped, her buttocks slowly pumped up and down on 
the thick staff. The blonde grinned up, watching her partner fondle 
Kim's trembling buttocks.


"Join us?" the girl asked in a husky voice.


"Hmmmmm, I could take on two of you," the man murmured. Klaus laughed 
and pulled Kim away as she watched the two nakedly writhe in their 
sexual coupling. The young housewife actually looked disappointed that 
she wasn't joining them.


Klaus led the way around the stage platform that was now an 
unbelievable scene of mass orgy. Nichole was nakedly standing on the 
mattress, having kicked her high heels off, her hands above her head. 
Hands, many hands---male and female alike---were caressing, fondling, 
massaging her lush young body. So many hands that Kim couldn't count 
them all as they slid and fondled and probed all over Nichole's body 
before pulling her down into their hot writhing mass.


Kim's mind was reeling as she stumbled after Klaus. She had virtually 
committed herself to committing adultery with Klaus. She didn't even 
know his last name! How was she going to get out of it?


Klaus led her out of the big room, and it was as if she had a whiff of 
fresh air. He led her into a quiet little room with plush red walls and 
an oversized bed. One wall had a black drape over it. Klaus closed the 
door and dimmed the lights then pressed another button on the lighting 
panel. There was a click and a muffled whirr, and the black drape was 
pulled aside, revealing a floor to ceiling window and a view of the 
platform where the wildly wanton orgy was going on!


Kim gasped and stepped back.


"Don't vorry," Klaus assured. "It is a one-way mirror. On the other 
side, all they see is their own delightful image reflected back. Ve are 
very private and ve can vatch!"


Kim sank onto the edge of the bed, her eyes locked on the scene going 
on in the other room. She saw Nichole sandwiched between two men---
strangers---madly undulating her sensual young body, stockings half-
ripped from her. What she was seeing had to be a dream---a drugged 
dream---it couldn't be true---it was too wanton---too lewd! Surely, 
Nichole wasn't like that.


Yet there she was before her eyes, and there was Ernie and all sorts of 
others. There was a naked young girl about seventeen kneeling between 
two men, a penis in either hand, sucking first one cock and then the 
next. There were two beautiful young girls in a sixty nine position, 
their redly quivering little tongues curling into each other's 
violently trembling cunts, their expressions completely wanton, their 
hips pumping in unison. Another girl straddled a prone man and pumped 
up and down, her wetly gaping cunt sliding up and down his penis while 
she eagerly sucked the long white cock of another man standing next to 
her as he fondled another girl's breasts with both hands and had his 
tongue buried in a third woman's wide-stretched pussy.


It was a wildly writhing, mad scene Kim was watching, like something 
out of the erotic version of The Arabian Nights. With a slow dawning, 
she realized that this was her wish, this was the orgy she had wanted 
to participate in. Except for Nichole, Kim didn't really know anyone 
present. Except for their names, she knew little of Klaus and Ernie. 
She need never see any of these people, including Nichole, ever again 
in her life. This was her one big chance. Hank dimmed in her memory as 
she saw the wantonly writhing figures in front of her. And suddenly she 
wanted to take part---to fuck and be fucked.


"You like that?" Klaus was sitting behind her, his lips to her ear, 
whispering, while his hands slid around her waist and up to her 
breasts, cupping them, feeling them all soft and rubbery under the 
dress.


Looking at the mass scene in front of her, it seemed natural to say, 
"Yes!" and let him paw her. He slowly pushed her down on the bed until 
she was lying on her stomach, panting, watching the salacious scene on 
the other side of the mirror. He had her flat on her stomach with her 
legs hanging over the side of the bed. She let her knees touch the 
floor, and she half-knelt, half-lay on the bed, her fleshy buttocks 
firmly rounded and stuck out, with Klaus lifting her dress and 
inspecting her creamy, perfectly formed ass under her little white 
panties.


Her too-tight panties cut into the anal crevice and vanished under her 
flesh, more or less exposing her twin ass cheeks. Klaus looked at them, 
muttering in German as he gently caressed her warm flesh. Kim could 
feel him kneeling behind her now and leaning his weight over her. Her 
own torso, under him, began swaying in rhythm to the wild scene she 
viewed with glassy eyes. The young housewife watched Nichole getting 
savagely fucked by a total stranger and she began pumping her hips in 
time to the brunette's.


Klaus stretched out over her and his arms wedged themselves between the 
bed and her body; he massaged and cupped her breasts while she rested 
some of her weight on her elbows, lifting herself slightly and giving 
him greater freedom as she squirmed her buttocks back, hard against his 
loins. She could feel a long, hard stiffness there swelling under his 
pants, and when he jerked eagerly forward, she could feel the full 
thickness of it pressing through her flimsy panties and into the 
crevice of her buttocks. The thin folds of the bunched nylon material 
grated against her tiny, sensitive anus sending small warning spasms of 
lewd pleasure rippling up her belly to the rising nipples of her 
breasts.


Sure of himself now, Klaus unzipped her dress down to her buttocks. His 
hands slipped into the opening from behind, curling around her bare 
mid-section and rising to push the tight restricting brassiere up and 
away from her ripely swollen breasts. His bands cupped the resilient 
mounds greedily as they came free, trapping the hardened, sensitive 
nipples between thumb and forefinger; squeezing until a tiny 
excruciating sensation brought a gasp of surprised pleasure from the 
drugged housewife's open lips. He pushed forward with his pelvis 
sinking his still covered hardness deeper into the split of her 
involuntarily contracting buttocks. On the other side of the mirror, 
she saw a girl, her young face twisted in rapture, getting her nipples 
sucked by two men.


Kim's breath came in obscene gasps and the muscles in her ripely lush 
body were as taut as bow-strings as she reacted involuntarily to the 
maddening fondling of Klaus's hands on her sensitive flesh. She jerked 
and jumped as one of his tormenting warm hands left her breast to trail 
a slow teasing path down the soft unresisting belly and insert itself 
into the elastic waistband of her panties where it teased thrillingly 
at the pubic hair raising from the "vee" of her pussy. It played there 
for a moment then suddenly curled down into the moistly ready hot slit 
up between her legs, the nail scraping gently at the tiny bud of her 
clitoris, sending it springing into quivering life. Kim jerked forward 
slightly as the hand curled further under her cuntal crevice, parting 
the softly hot lips of her vagina to teasingly snake its way inside the 
tight little opening of her cunt, sending wild electric shocks of 
pleasure stabbing through her.


The rigid hugeness of his cock confined under his trousers was now 
pressed in the deep, sweat-moistened crevice of her ass; it was 
heatedly throbbing as though it had a life of its own. Involuntarily, 
she ground back against it, imprisoned licentiously between it and the 
outstretched finger worming ever deeper in her hungrily twitching 
vagina.


Klaus began a gentle rocking motion to which her own body responded in 
time to the bobbing head of Nichole out there on the other side of the 
mirror. Nichole was in the middle of a huge orgy as she sucked a man's 
long hard cock while one woman caressed her breasts and the other had 
her head buried between the sensual brunette's legs. Nichole had been 
fucked, and the man had turned to some other pleasure. Nichole took a 
massively pulsating penis that was offered in front of her face and 
never even looked at the man. Klaus and Kim were both looking at the 
pert brunette and rocking in time to the bobbing of her head out there 
when the German said, "Bend more and spread your legs. I'm going to 
fuck you from behind."


"Oh, God, no!" Kim panted between tightly clenched teeth, unable to 
stop the rocking of her shamelessly aroused body back against his hand.


"I fuck you good and you can vatch at the same time," he whispered in 
her ear. The lewd words excited her strangely through the drugged 
hashish haze, and the young red-headed wife groaned in surrender as he 
pushed her upper body forward over the bed. Her muscles were like 
rubber and she almost fell, resting on her elbows some more, her face 
only inches from the mirror.


Her ripely full buttocks wavered in the air behind her, and she 
shuddered as she felt the German's hands lift her dress above her hips, 
bunching it around her wasp-like waist and drawing her thin white nylon 
panties down over the fun, fleshy, rounded white cheeks of her ass, 
leaving her panties to hang at her knees. A cool rush of air hit her 
backside and she suddenly flushed in shame. Her whole rear end was 
nakedly exposed to him, waving back in a lewd invitation to any 
humiliation he might want to inflict on her. A last fleeting thought of 
Hank flickered through her conscience as she heard the metallic zip of 
a zipper behind her as Klaus opened his fly and his long thick cock 
burst into welcome freedom. There was no time for further thought.


She heard him drop heavily to his knees behind her straining buttocks; 
then he bent over and his hot, torturing tongue licked lasciviously and 
moistly down the entire length of her sweating anal crevice before he 
abruptly stopped and flicked the tip of his tongue into the tightly 
puckered little ring of her anus


"God! Oh. GOD!" she moaned as the tantalizing licking of his tongue 
invaded her tortured loins, teasing her like some demon from another 
world. She quivered back against it, screwing her buttocks in small 
circles around and around to feel deliciously its complete rape of her 
helplessly exposed anus. There was nothing in the world like this 
feeling. She had never known it before: it was different it was wicked, 
it consumed the whole of her being and there was nothing else in the 
universe now but the hotly lashing tongue licking at her from behind. 
Wild thoughts of joining the orgy ran through her mind once more as she 
watched two men fucking a sixteen year-old blonde in the cunt and mouth 
at the same time. She reveled in the lewd tingling joy until she 
thought suddenly her whole body was going to explode in a thousand 
fragments.


Klaus stopped just in time. He slithered his tongue up the moist 
crevice again, over her back and to the base of her spine, following 
the bony ridges up her back until this progress was halted by the 
flimsy dress bunched around her narrow waist.


He shifted behind her, and Kim suddenly quivered in fear as she felt 
the hugeness of the lust-swollen head of his penis press into the split 
between her wide-spread buttocks.


Oh, God, he's too big! The thought raced through her suddenly fear-
filled mind. He's bigger than the first man up on the platform, he's 
even bigger than Ernie! He'll split me open!!


Her tightly clenched buttocks involuntarily cringed forward, drawing 
away from the rubbery tipped cock pressing into her from behind, but it 
followed like a long shadow. Her forehead was pressed tightly against 
the mirror. There was nowhere else to go! Her nakedly cringing body was 
trapped between the glass and the searching fleshy monster behind her. 
She gaped at the reflection in the mirror---a reflection of a girl with 
lovely breasts who stood on the mattress and wantonly gazed right back 
at her. Only she was looking at her reflection, at her own nakedly 
voluptuous body, and caressing her own magnificent breasts as her hand 
wandered down to her crotch in search of her cunt. It was obvious that 
the reflection was going to excite herself and watch while she did it. 
She looked right at him as she slowly. tantalizingly, finger-fucked her 
pussy.


Behind her, Klaus was going to impale her! He was going to split her!


She felt his hands close around the tops of her firmly fleshed thighs, 
gripping them tightly, his fingers digging harshly into her soft white 
flesh.


"Reach behind ... put ... it ... in!" he panted.


"Oh, no, no, please, I can't," the heatedly aroused young wife 
whimpered. "I can't! It'd hurt too much!"


"You vill put it in!" the German commanded again, digging his fingers 
tighter into her flesh.


"Ooooohhhhh," Kim groaned as she felt the flesh of her thighs being 
squeezed into painful tight balls. She couldn't stand it. In 
desperation, she reached back between her legs and closed her hand over 
his elongated penis. It was enormous! Far bigger than she had imagined!  
She could never take it all!


He squeezed against her again, this time bringing a louder sound of 
pain from her contorted lips. She tearfully placed the blunt, cruelly 
throbbing head against the tight little elastic opening of her vagina, 
and bit down hard on her lower lip to hold back the tears of fright 
that were beginning to brim in her eyes. She felt the big German's 
massive penis move like some prehistoric monster, like some ancient 
primitive battering ram, prodding and working against her wetly open 
cuntal lips, parting them and forcing its way inside the tight 
restricting ring of flesh that jealously guarded the entrance to her 
secret passage. There was a great stretching feeling in her young loins 
as though the tenderly fleshed lips of her vagina were being pulled 
asunder---then suddenly she felt her thighs swept apart, and Klaus's 
long thick cock slithered into her hotly throbbing passage like the 
trunk of a tree. The heavy weight of his impatient loins crashed hard 
against her buttocks, pushing her face brutally against the mirror.


"Aaaaaggghhhh!" she strangled through clenched teeth. Her tightly 
stretched vaginal passage felt as if it were on fire. Klaus's huge, 
hotly throbbing penis felt like a great drill tunneling deep into her 
belly. Kim struggled and swung her firm young buttocks in vain to 
escape the cruel impalement, but it was no use! Klaus had skewered into 
her up to the hilt, and she was a hopeless prisoner, stuck on the end 
of his rock-hard cock like a skewered piece of barbecue meat. Kim's 
mouth opened and closed silently while her wetly glistening mouth 
twisted in torment. Her cuntal walls were afire from the unaccustomed 
size of the monstrous instrument imbedded in her belly. It felt as 
though it had penetrated all the way to her breasts. She moaned against 
the minor, small circles of fog arising from the heat of her breath.


Through the daze of her pain, she saw Nichole sprawled lewdly on the 
other side of the minor and clasping hungrily the growing white penis 
savagely sawing in and out of her ovaled young mouth. Again, it was a 
stranger who was fucking the brunette; or, at least, a stranger to Kim! 
The thin elastic rim of Nichole's lips clung to the cock as though held 
there by unseen fingers. The man grinned lewdly above her as he wildly 
fucked into her wet mouth and watched Nichole's lust-contorted face 
suck and lick at his bloated cock like a child devouring an all-day 
sucker. Nichole had both hands free now and had placed them behind the 
man's swaying buttocks, one cheek in each hand, and was pulling them 
frantically to her. Kim could see the white seminal fluid dripping from 
the corners of her friend's mouth and running in tiny rivulets down her 
hollowing cheeks. Nichole seemed to revel in the cruel humiliation she 
was being subjected to---a masochistic light shining strangely in her 
sex-glazed eyes.


Behind her, gasping and panting with delight, Klaus began to rock 
rhythmically and gently in and out of the soft confines of the 
shamelessly aroused housewife's vagina. Gradually, the pain eased and 
Kim, too, began to feel a strange masochistic pleasure ripple through 
her. Watching Nichole voraciously sucking on a stranger's thick cock, 
coupled with the ravishment of her own little cunt by this brutal 
German was sending unfamiliar thrills of wicked pleasure coursing 
through her entire being. She began to undulate her supple young 
buttocks lasciviously in circles in rhythm to the thick, heatedly 
pulsating cock fucking into her wide-stretched cunt from behind.


"Oh, God," she breathed suddenly back over her shoulder, "I like it, I 
like it, go on, go on!"


Kneeling over her nakedly bent young body, Klaus gritted his teeth and 
fucked in and out with long hard lunges that seemed to receive their 
momentum from his whole being. A feeling of absolute power rippled 
through him as he held the red-haired housewife's voluptuous hips down 
in total subjection to the rock-hard cock skewering relentlessly into 
her. He could feel the soft fleshy ridges deep up inside her womb 
giving way before the merciless onslaught of his piston-like cock.


His fingers gripped her harder, squeezing the soft, unresisting thighs 
with sadistic strength, deliberately hurting her, squeezing groans from 
her tortured throat as she struggled helplessly beneath his mastery of 
her mind and body.


He stretched the quivering moons of her softly fleshed warm buttocks 
wide with his thumbs, watching as the pink folds of her wetly 
glistening pussy flesh clung tightly around his rampant prick. He 
levered forward suddenly, leaning his weight and plunging the long, 
massively throbbing shaft the last remaining inch. He could feel the 
fleshy resistance deep inside her wetly clasping cunt spread before the 
blood engorged bead of his cock, bringing a soft explosive sound from 
her lips as though the wind had been knocked from her. He sensed that 
she had never been fucked this deeply before, and he jerked the lust-
swollen head around deep inside, enlarging the vaginal end of her 
channel and feeling its myriad of velvet muscles gripping his rigidity 
like a warm glove. The soft enveloping tightness wrought a tingle of 
delight shooting through his balls. His prick, encased as it was in the 
shamelessly aroused wife's warmly clasping sheath, pulsated with lewd 
pleasure.


Kim's eyes opened and closed in a lost glaze of passion. She spread her 
wildly quivering thighs wider, moving her feet apart with difficulty 
because of the flimsy white panties still hanging at her knees. She 
lowered her buttocks, forcing Klaus behind her to alter his position 
and follow her madly grinding buttocks to a shallow level. She could 
feel with obscene delight the cool metal of his zipper pressed 
painfully tight into the cheeks of her buttocks as he rammed deep 
inside her and could feel the rough material of his pants pressed 
harshly against the backs of her trembling young thighs. Topping off 
the erotic sensations, the bushy pubic hair around the base of his 
massive prick brushed tantalizingly against the soft inner edges of her 
ass ... scraping like wildly sensual sandpaper.


She dropped from her elbows to the mattress so that her breasts were 
squashed tightly against it, and she began to slowly rotate her upper 
torso. The hard surface of the bed stung her tiny, pinkly taut nipples 
into a greater hardness as she felt the hotly throbbing cock behind her 
embedded in its full thick length inside her. The distended spongy head 
grazed against the sensitive flatness of her cervix, probing deep, deep 
down where no one ever had before.


Forgotten was the humiliation of bending like a slave while a stranger 
fucked her from behind, venting his lust in her delighted vagina, 
forgotten were the ruined panties hanging at her knees---a lowered flag 
of her surrender---panties she had bought to wear for her husband on 
their honeymoon. All that mattered now was the obscene pleasure 
coursing through her wantonly aroused young body like a fire out of 
control. She wanted, needed, to be fucked like this. She wanted to be 
subjected to any lewd demands placed on her pleasure wracked body.


"Up," Klaus was suddenly saying, panting, "Up on the bed."


Kim tried to crawl up on the bed with his cock still buried in her from 
behind and failed, falling flat. "I ... I can't!"


She could feel his sucking withdrawal between her legs and the cool 
rush of air on her tortured loins suddenly freed from the weight of his 
body. She moaned in relief, but it was only temporary---the pain that 
had existed before was being replaced by a different pain---that of 
unsatisfied desire. The wild ache that had filled her while watching 
Nichole being skewered from behind returned at the same time, only in 
greater force. Her young body mindlessly followed the dictates of the 
big German's hands as they coursed over her, removing her clothing.


The remains of her torn panties were pulled hurriedly from her slender 
tapered calves. She rolled over quickly to allow the dress to be 
removed over her head. And she heard through the haze of the hashish 
cigarette, its soft rustle as it was thrown hurriedly on the floor. 
Magic hands snatched the brassiere away and she could feel a cool rush 
of air over her whole body now as her large fleshy orbs were freed from 
their nylon-strap prison. There was nothing else left---she was totally 
naked except for her black, high-heeled pumps---her sensually quivering 
white nudity with her contrasting flaming red pussy hair and black high 
heels was completely at Klaus's mercy.


In the distance, she could hear the hurried rustle of clothing being 
stripped from the German's body as she trembled nakedly, half in fear 
and half in impatience. Then ... a slight movement of the bed ... hot 
hands searching over her ... pulling her thighs apart ... wide apart 
... the mattress sagging slightly from a weight crawling up between her 
spread legs ... urgent fingers parting the wetly eager lips of her 
throbbing young cent ... and suddenly ... suddenly, the blunt stab of a 
fiery pole of flesh!


"Aaaaggghhhh!" It was a shriek of pain---a cry of exaltation!


Her naked young body writhed and twitched uncontrollably as she groaned 
in abandoned welcome to the punishing cock sinking deep into her wildly 
rejoicing cont. Her face distorted with passion, little bird-like cries 
of ecstasy escaped her tightly-clenched teeth


"O---Oh God!" she gasped as Klaus's hands slipped under the full 
rounded moons of her buttocks, raising them while, at the same time, he 
strained his cock forward into her with all the strength of his hips 
and thighs. She was moaning incoherently now and wound her smooth long 
legs tightly around his naked hips as he thrust into her. The smooth 
velvet folds of her vagina held him, squeezing tightly around his rigid 
fleshy column, until she could feel every corrugation on his rigidly 
pulsating cock. This was madness the helplessly aroused young wife had 
never known---a total surrender to the lure of the flesh. Her drugged 
young mind reveled in her wickedness as she wantonly screwed her 
buttocks up tight against his pelvis until she could feel his sperm-
laden balls pressed warmly into the wet, wide-stretched crevice below 
her vagina; his testicles danced teasingly against the sensitive outer 
rings of her tightly puckered little anus sending shivers of lewd 
delight surging through her fluttering nerve ends.


There was nothing else in me world; no tomorrow, no Hank, no better 
person to be, nothing but this deep dark hole of lust and flesh, of 
belly smacking against naked belly ... of cunt against cock.


"Ooooohhhh yes, yes, fuck it hard, daring, fuck it hard! Give it to 
meeeeeeee!!!" she begged, gasping. She was already approaching an 
orgasm and her body had become something animal, no longer human, as 
she twisted, writhed, and contorted, spreading her wantonly trembling 
legs wide apart and then pulling them up to her shoulders, bending them 
at the knees, spurring him on like a wild stallion with the heed of her 
shoes serving as rowels a digging his hard-muscled buttocks.


Kim saw a flash of light as the lamps in the room flicked on and 
clenched her eyes tightly to block it out. Through the haze of hashish 
and passion she was vaguely aware of someone entering the room, but 
nothing mattered anymore except that beautifully hard cock ramming into 
her from above.


"Goddamn," she heard a voice like Ernie's say, "Look at Miss Frigid 
go."


"I told you to be patient, dear, the hashish and the orgy brought her 
around just like I said it would. Think you'd like some of that pussy?" 
It was Nichole and her voice was triumphant.


"Man, is she ever tender! If Klaus doesn't fuck her to death, I will. 
Let's call in some of the others. We shouldn't leave our hosts out of 
something this good.'


"That's fine with me. I want to see her get screwed within an inch of 
her life. I want to see her get screwed all night. I'm doing her a 
favor."


The voice had been Nichole's and now she heard other voices, voices of 
derision and admiration. She opened her eyes a slit. There were men, 
naked men, lining up by the bed with erect cocks in their hands. There 
was Nichole taking pictures of her fucking her head off with Klaus.


Kim shut her eyes, a look of lewd ecstasy moving over her face. Let 
them! Let them all fuck her! And let them take pictures of her! Let 
them do every obscene and lewd thing they wanted to do to her. She 
closed her eyes tight in masochistic rapture: it was going to be a long 
night, and she was going to fuck them all.


And, God! How happy she was! She would never see any of them again ... 
she could do anything she wanted.


And she wanted to do everything!


Chapter 7


Of course, after every night, comes a dawn. After every evening of 
romance, comes the cold gray morning light to cast a different look 
upon everything. Even an orgy knows its limits. There comes a time when 
the flesh is sated. Energy runs out, the muscles grow tired. Passion 
may still be burning but the conscious mind gives out: all things must 
rest.


Kim slept as if she bad been drugged. More, she slept like someone 
stunned by exhaustion. An army could have marched over her bed, and she 
wouldn't have noticed it. She slept through what remained of the night 
after the last eager man had ravished her voluptuous young body. She 
lost count of how many men fucked her, and she woke, late the next day, 
to find herself alone with a few nakedly sleeping bodies scattered 
around the room. A young blonde girl, also naked, was asleep in bed 
with her, and Kim shuddered as a vague recollection came that they had 
had sex together, and she wanted to weep that she had fallen so low 
that she would commit any kind of perversion.


She had a ramming, champagne-hangover and couldn't think too clearly. 
The hashish didn't help any, leaving her mind vague and unsure. She was 
like a drug-user: befuddled and vague. What she could remember sent a 
chill up and down her spine. Had she done everything she remembered? As 
she groaned and raised herself on one elbow to look around, she knew 
that she had done all that she remembered and probably more. And ... 
Nichole had taken pictures!


She sat bolt upright, shivering. A man, on the floor, moaned and looked 
up at her. With a groan, he rolled over on his back and exposed his 
rapidly swelling penis. With gestures, he indicated he wanted Kim to 
come down on the floor and suck his cock.


Kim shivered again and put her hand over her mouth to keep from 
screaming and throwing up, from vomiting right there on the bed where 
she had fucked men---strangers---on for hours on end. Her body ached as 
if she had been in a six-day bicycle race. Her ravaged young vagina was 
sore, the pain sharp and stinging now. To her growing horror, she 
discovered a strange taste in her mouth, a taste she had never known 
before. Was it male? Female?


With a wild whimper of fear, the bewildered young wife crawled out of 
the bed and scurried across the floor, finding her torn panties and her 
bunched up dress. She snapped on her brassiere and pulled the dress on 
over her head. The panties were too torn and dampened to be much good. 
She left them behind, fleeing the apartment with her eyes bloodshot and 
her face a pasty white. She fled as if all the demons of hell were 
after her at that moment.


Kim heaved a sigh of relief that almost ended in being a sob when she 
saw that her purse was intact. At least, she told herself, near tears, 
they weren't after her money! It seemed a bitter joke as she rode in a 
taxi on the way to Nichole's apartment. She didn't even know where 
Nichole was at that moment, and she didn't really care; all she hoped 
was that her betraying brunette friend wasn't in the apartment.


No one was at Nichole's, and Kim got her things and left the key on the 
foyer table before taking a cab to the airport. By the time the sun was 
setting over the Pacific ocean, Kim was unlocking the door to their 
cottage in Carmel. Once the door was closed and locked, she leaned 
against it and tears, so long suppressed, welled up. The deeply ashamed 
young wife held her face in her hands and sobbed.


She felt so degraded, so humiliated! But what made it even worse, she 
knew she had loved it! Where were her great plans now? How could she 
ever face Hank's parents and look them in the eye? Perhaps they were 
right, perhaps she wasn't good enough for them; perhaps they were right 
... perhaps she wasn't good enough for even Hank!


Kim sank to her knees by the door, sobbing, crushed by the terrible 
truth she was discovering about herself. After all, even though she was 
drugged and drank a lot, even though Klaus did force her to a certain 
degree, she had liked it! Liked it? She had loved it! She had loved 
every depraved minute of it! By the time the others came into the room, 
by the time Nichole had taken the pictures---her head snapped up. 
Nichole had taken pictures! Why? Maybe the whole thing had been a plot, 
a plan, a trick, to deceive her and to blackmail her!


She got to her feet, wiping her eyes and thinking as hard as she could. 
Why? Why had Nichole taken pictures of her and made the comments that 
she had? She shook her head and felt a cold queasy fear growing in the 
pit of her stomach. In fact, she felt herself growing increasingly sick 
to her stomach as she thought of all that had happened. She thought of 
all the filthy things she had done and of the pictures as evidence---
irrefutable---of her depravity and humiliation.


Fear grew in her and she started imagining all sorts of possibilities. 
The more she thought, the more frightened she became. Nichole could be 
in with a bunch of white-slavers! She could find herself drugged and 
shipped off to a life of prostitution and depravity. The frightened 
young wife went around checking the locks and the windows and trying to 
remember where the gun was that Hank had left behind with instructions 
on how to use it. She had never liked guns and hadn't really listened 
to her husband, thinking she would never have occasion to use it. Now 
she kicked herself, and couldn't even remember where in the bedroom she 
had hidden it.


Kim's basic character finally pulled her through. She went from deep 
paranoiac fear to a kind of sensibility. Of course Nichole wasn't mixed 
up with white slavery. She admitted to herself that she didn't know why 
the pictures were taken. There had to be a good reason. Time, she told 
herself. Time would tell. Whatever her reason, she would have to see 
Nichole once again and then she would find out just what it was that 
was going on. When that time came, Kim resolved that she, herself, 
would have to be firm. She would have to show Nichole that she wasn't 
having any more of her life. Nichole could---and would---lead her own 
life. Kim wouldn't judge her, but she wouldn't have anything to do with 
her. When she did see her again---and she felt sure she would---she 
would demand the pictures and negatives and tell her that their 
relationship was at an end.


Kim's basic character came through. She set her house in order, took a 
long hot shower during which she soaped herself all over as if she were 
trying to wash her sins away, and, clean, warm, she got into bed and 
slept the sleep of one who is mentally and physically exhausted.


Then she set about her daily routine. A walk on the beach in the 
morning, going to the post office, a walk on the beach just before 
dark, then an evening at home before a fire while she watched TV. Only, 
she found things were different. It was almost as if she were a 
different person now. She found it hard to write to Hank without 
thinking of what had happened up in the city. Her walks, her whole day 
was viewed from a different reality now. She had the terrible feeling 
that things would never be the same again. And, that awful, insidious, 
feeling of dread was growing again. It wasn't a feeling of being 
watched---she had no urge to look over her shoulder.


If she had, if she had stopped on her walks and really looked around, 
she would have seen two people sitting in a Mercedes-Benz and watching 
her through powerful binoculars.


Nichole didn't know what Web was looking for. To her, everything was 
set up. Why didn't he act? Sometimes, he reminded her of a cat toying 
with a bird. He had to play with his victims before he finished them 
off. He had played with her. He still played with her. She had done his 
bidding, she had taken an old friend, someone who hadn't done anything 
to her, she had taken an old friend and put her in a position where Web 
could take advantage of her. It was all set ... so why didn't he 
pounce?


Web lowered his glasses. It was as if he was reading her mind. 
"Tonight, we pay your friend a visit."


"Good! I'll call her."


He sneered at her. "You'll do nothing of the kind. We have the element 
of surprise on our side. Why dissipate it?"


*  *  *


The element of surprise worked well. When the knock came at the door, 
Kim was in a housecoat right after a warm shower. She thought it was 
the paper boy or a neighbor on some errand. When she opened the door 
and saw Nichole standing with a very distinguished looking man in gray, 
she didn't know what to think. She stood looking at them without saying 
a word.


"Well," Nichole laughed, "may we come in or do we have to talk out here 
on the street?"


"Come in." Kim stood aside, holding the door open.


"Kim, I want you to meet a friend of mine. This is Mr. Web Hardman."


Kim nodded coolly, not wanting him to think she was at all friendly 
with Nichole.


Web was all suave manners. He took Kim's hand and said, "I've admired 
you from afar for quite some time, Mrs. Steward."


Kim didn't know what to say and thus didn't say anything. She didn't 
care if they thought her rude. She was not going to invite them to 
stay.


"What do you say to an admirer?" Nichole asked, a taunt in her voice.


"Thank you," Kim was curt.


"I even admired your pictures," Web spoke in such a quiet voice that 
for a second, Kim felt she had misunderstood. "I admired your pictures 
very much. You have a lovely body."


The red haired housewife stood with an open mouth. She didn't know what 
to say or think. Astounded, unbelieving, she turned and stared at 
Nichole, only then comprehending. Nichole smiled weakly. "Why?" Kim 
asked, "why are you doing this to me?"


"You'll find out," Nichole said with a glance at Hardman.


For the first time, Kim felt sorry for Nichole. It was a hell of a time 
to feel sorry, but Nichole's look had told her so much. Instinctively, 
she turned to Web Hardman, knowing now that he was the man behind the 
entire thing. Her chin was defiant as she asked, "How much?"


Web looked puzzled.


"How much for the pictures and negatives? I ready don't have much 
money."


"Money?" Web snorted and his cruel laughter rang through the cottage 
and sent a chill up the spine of both the girls. "Money?" he asked, 
deriding, "my dear girl, I've spent---and made---more money in one hour 
than you'll probably see in your lifetime. Money? It isn't money that I 
want."


It was as if her feeling of dread reached its climax at that moment; as 
if she suddenly knew what it was she was fearing ... what she had 
dreaded ad these days.


Web walked around her, looking at her voluptuous young body as if she 
were a spirited racehorse he was about to buy. "If you want those 
negatives, you will come to my house tomorrow evening. If you don't 
come, the pictures will be spread all over town and most of California 
by the following morning."


"And what do you expect me to do at your house?"


Web smiled. Nichole shuddered, knowing what the smile meant. "You win 
entertain me."


"And if I refuse?"


"I've told you the consequences."


"I refuse," Kim was resolute. He had to be bluffing. Yet, he didn't 
panic. He shrugged, touching the knot of his gray tie with manicured 
fingers.


"Very well. By the way, I've been watching you for some time. I could 
give you a list of the people you see."


Kim was puzzled by the way he changed the conversation.


"I notice you never visit your husband's parents."


Kim froze.


"They're almost neighbors of mine. Moreover," he went on, smiling, 
smooth, "I notice they never seem to visit you."


For the first time, Kim lost her composure. She looked imploringly at 
Nichole who offered no help.


"I wonder what they will say when they get a set of glossy eight-by-
tens of you in action? I wonder how they will react?"


"You ... you---filthy bastard!"


Web shook a finger like he was cautioning a child. "I've been called 
worse names by experts. Nichole can tell you. She can also tell you 
that each name you call me, each evidence of hostility on your part 
will only end up costing you more. Right now, I'm willing to give you 
the pictures in return for an evening of ... shall we say, fun? Any 
more impudence or insult from you will cost you dearly."


Kim shook her head in disbelief. "You went to all these lengths? You're 
crazy, you're in---"


She never got to finish her statement. Web's hand few through the air 
almost too fast to follow. There was a loud crack, and Kim's head spun 
and she saw stars as the pain sponged in deep. She staggered under the 
impact of the blow, then staggered more under the impact of hate that 
spat out from Web Hardman. "Don't you ever say that again!" His face 
was livid as he shot the words out, his fists raised. "You'll pay for 
that!" he screamed, "you'll pay for saying such a thing, my dear!"


Kim shrank back from him, truly afraid. Even Nichole moved nervously 
aside.


He stalked to the door, glared at Nichole who followed him, swung the 
door open, and looked back. "There will be a car here for you tomorrow 
night at eight. You had better be in it. If not," his voice rose to a 
malicious ringing quality, "a copy of those pictures will be on their 
way to your husband. Another copy will go to his parents. A third set 
will go to the Chief of Police here in Carmel."


The door slammed and Kim found herself alone again. She knew what was 
happening. Now, instinctively, she understood a lot about poor Nichole. 
And herself! She had to plan. She had until the following night to 
plan.


Chapter 8


The car, a Mercedes, was right on time and the driver was none other 
than Klaus! Kim turned a deep crimson when she saw him, but he was all 
manners and made no allusion to their night in San Francisco.


They drove through the quiet streets of Carmel with Kim looking out the 
window and. wondering what was in store for her. At the guarded gates 
of Pebble Beach, the old guard in the toll house waved them on. They 
drove past the stately mansions of Pebble Beach, passing Hank's 
parents' house on their way. Kim wanted so much to stop the car, run 
into their house and tell them she was in trouble. The car moved on, 
past the Beach Club and past the Del Monte lodge itself where the rich 
and famous came to play and vacation. At last they came to a tall fence 
with barbed wire around the top. At an electronic signal, the gate 
swung open and the car turned noiselessly in.


They drove down a tree-lined drive until they sighted the house. It was 
a rich house, a sumptuous home, typical of the tasteful, elegant 
edifices that dotted Pebble Beach. It was also isolated and, as Kim 
noticed, the grounds were patrolled by uniformed men. Web Hardman 
obviously was a wealthy man.


Inside the house, she was treated as if she were a visiting 
personality. She was shown into an underground bar and "rumpus room" 
that was the like of none she had ever seen before. At one end of the 
big room was a raised platform with a jet-black curtain as a back drop. 
At the moment she entered, Nichole was on the platform or stage with 
her back to them, directing the placing of large mirrors. She turned, a 
drink in her hand, when she heard them, and sad drunkenly, "Oh, Hi, 
jus' in time for the lit ole party!"


One look was enough to tell Kim that the brunette was smashed. Well, 
Nichole obviously wouldn't be any help tonight. She looked around, 
wondering exactly what they were planning to do to her. Obviously, they 
were going to try to get her up on that stage. As she watched, Klaus 
and Ernie---Ernie still cynical and leering---carried a broad black 
couch out on the stage and placed it in the center of the mirrors.


Web entered dressed in a smoking jacket and ascot tie, rubbing his 
bands together. "How good of you to come, dear Kim. I can't tell you 
how I've looked forward to your coming! Well, shall we begin?"


With those chill words, Kim was launched on the strangest experience of 
her life. She smiled noncommittally at Web, determined to humor him, 
not wanting him to get into a rage again.


"Up on the stage my dear," Web said, showing the way.


He helped the voluptuous red haired young wife up on the sage with an 
assist from Ernie. Nichole stared at her and shrugged, making a face. 
"Wish I was you," she said, slurring her words. "You're going to luv 
it!"


"That will be all for you, Nichole, "Web said, seating himself front 
row center and clapping his hands. "Wander off and drown yourself 
someplace. It's time for my little diversion to begin! Where is Klaus?"


"Here," the German said with his Prussian accent, stepping out from 
behind the curtain.


"Very well, begin." Web settled back in his chair as Nichole climbed 
off the stage, almost losing her balance, and wandered drunkenly to the 
rear where she stood at the bar and poured herself another drink. Web 
touched a portable console at his side. The lights dimmed. "Begin."


"Not so fast." Kim's words stopped everyone. "Where are the pictures? 
Where are the negatives?"


Web chortled. "Very good." He reached onto the floor next to his chair. 
"Right here. They're yours if you should please me."


Ernie sauntered up to the young housewife. It seemed as if his cynical 
grin was a permanent thing. He reached and hooked two fingers into the 
"vee" of her dress. With a sudden expert tug he tore her dress down the 
front.


What followed was a struggle that was all one sided. Klaus and Ernie 
were too strong, experienced and fast for the blackmailed wife, and in 
no time Kim found herself completely naked, her voluptuous young body 
exposed with each of the men holding a wrist, holding her arms out 
extended while she writhed and futilely struggled between them, her 
huge, melon-like breasts jiggling and quivering in fright.


Kim tossed her thick mane of flame-colored hair and spat her defiance 
at Web, forgetting her earlier resolve to placate him. "All right, I'll 
do what you want, but I won't enjoy it!"


Web squirmed with delight in his chair. "Wonderful, my dear, just 
wonderful. Go on, Ernie, Klaus."


They grabbed her and threw her down on the black couch where she landed 
with an impact that shook her. She raised her chin to see two things: 
herself in the mirror with Ernie holding her down on her belly, while 
the giant Klaus stripped off her clothing ... and the fact that the bed 
was tilted, affording Web a grandstand seat in the front row.


The bewildered young wife sprawled on it, her twin fleshy buttocks high 
and white in invitation, her flaming red hair in strong contrast to the 
black sheets.


"I get to fuck her in the ass!" Ernie growled as Klaus pounced on her 
and held her down, while Ernie quickly stripped. "You got first dibs 
last time!"


He shoved the German aside and seized Kim by the hips, forcing her 
snowy, softly-fleshed buttocks wide apart. "God! Ever see anything as 
luscious as that?" he asked as he began to taunt and probe her tiny, 
tightly puckered little anus with his outstretched finger. "Hairless as 
a new born babe's, and tighter than a cat's pussy!"


"Fuck her, Ernie!" Web said from the front row. His voice was high and 
peculiar to Kim.


And then, in quivering dread, the helplessly captive young girl felt 
hands opening her softly trembling ass cheeks, drawing the ripely full 
buttocks apart even though Kim clenched the smooth ivory spheres and 
tried to hold them together ... but it was useless. She felt lewdly 
naked and unprotected beneath their lust-filled gazes and, as Ernie 
pressured them further open, she could feel the cool air of the room 
rush over her little tightly clenched anus. Tears suddenly wet her 
cheeks as she realized what Web had in store for her, and she gasped as 
she felt a fingernail tease at the tiny rubbery rectal opening. A sharp 
abrupt pain followed with the lewd worming insertion of the thick, 
outstretched finger up to the first knuckle joist. The muscles of her 
buttocks jerked automatically, and her anal passage gripped defensively 
at his finger like a closing fist.


Ernie, kneeling above her, grinned like a Siamese cat. "Look at that 
little asshole grab, will ya?"


"Go on, go on." Web was standing next to the stage now, his voice high, 
white, and breathy.


Ernie laughed lewdly and thrust his outstretched finger deeper into the 
soft, rubbery channel ... all the way to the palm of his hand, causing 
Kim to grunt painfully as he reamed in and out of her helplessly 
exposed little anus, obscenely stretching the warm velvety passage in 
preparation of the greater entry that was to follow.


Finally, in hopeless desperation, Kim relaxed in resignation and 
surrender. She wished she could pass out ... or now, that they would 
hurry and get it over with. But, she was fully conscious and, with the 
light on on-stage, she could see all of their leering reflections in 
the huge mirrors that had been positioned ... She lay flat on her 
stomach, Ernie's naked legs lodged between hers, holding them wide 
apart and exposing her naked loins to him. The captive young red-haired 
woman couldn't help but gaze in wide-eyed horror at the mirror when she 
saw Ernie pull the heavy foreskin of his uncircumcised penis back, 
displaying the hardened, lust-bloated head, then point it directly at 
the tiny puckered hole of her rectum he had so agonizingly stretched 
and prepared with his probing finger.


Once more, he spread her fearfully trembling buttocks wide with his 
hands, then rolled further onto her naked back to slowly press the huge 
head of his cock down into her moistened vaginal lips. Kim shivered at 
the contact, her muscles consciously tensing as he laid the full length 
of the hardened shaft into the soft spread crevice of her ass, its 
throbbing head poised to leap at her hotly throbbing anus. She felt it 
then, felt it pushing excruciatingly against her anus, and she gaped 
wild-eyed into the mirror to see the brutally stiffened cock suddenly 
pop like a cork through her tightly resisting sphincter muscle.


"Oooooobhhhh, God! You're splitting me!" she moaned through tear-
streaked eyes.


"Don't worry, baby, it'll get better," Ernie hissed down at the back of 
her wildly thrashing head.


And then she froze as she was, watching again the grotesquely stretched 
orifice give more, spreading obscenely, slipping over like a glove and 
absorbing the heatedly probing tip of his cock. The pain spread through 
her like wildfire, and she saw Ernie grin victoriously at the others 
just before he thrust his hips heavily downward, burying half the 
hardened fleshy shaft into the soft velvety channel of her protesting 
rectum.


Her groans choked back into her throat as automatically her buttocks 
twisted and jerked beneath the depraved assault, but her every move 
only served to impale her deeper because with each jerk and twist of 
her tortured body, Ernie's massive, turgid cock was sinking that much 
deeper into her desperately resisting anal passage.


"Hold her shoulders while I lift her ass," he grunted to Klaus.


Kim felt their hands moving on the naked back of her flesh and then she 
was being held firmly, unable to struggle as Ernie lifted her firmly 
rounded buttocks up in the air, his knees moving in between her sleek 
inner thighs to push them wide apart, so his long hard cock could enter 
deeper into her stretching rectum. She felt warm tears trickling down 
from her eyes as the pain spread. Once again, her eyes locked to the 
mirror and saw the desire-inflamed faces of the other two men as they 
moved closer in toward her up-raised buttocks to watch the heated rod 
of thick hard flesh that was slipping deeper and deeper into the warmly 
soft depths of her defenseless rectum. Suddenly, with a loud smacking 
noise, Ernie's sperm-bloated balls slapped against her upturned ass 
cheeks. He was in---all the way! She had stopped struggling, realizing 
in a dazed panic that her only escape from the splitting agony was to 
stay as still as possible, for it was hopeless to resist the horrible 
attack of these lust-incited men whose only desires were to satisfy 
their carnal passions in this her red initiation to group sex. The hurt 
was nearly unbearable from Ernie's inhuman penetration of her rectum, 
and if she moved even the slightest it only served to suck him deeper 
into her, stretching the tightly resisting channel to even more painful 
widths.


Kim could feel the enormous cock pushing solidly into her now, rubbing 
and expanding to a far greater width the soft skin of her back passage. 
She became aware of Ernie's hands brutally gripping her hips with a 
hard numbing pressure as he fucked and sawed like a maniac into the 
heated depths of her rectum. The pain continued on and on, and each 
further thrust brought mumbled groans from deep in her throat. The 
pillow was wet from her tears, and he rammed into her with longer, 
smoother strokes, worming the entire hard length of hot cock far up 
into her cringing young belly until she could feel his bloated balls 
buffeting against her wetly quivering cent.


Again, in the mirrors, she saw Klaus climb onto the bed with Ernie and 
her as Web came on stage with his mouth wide open and his eyes glazed 
in a sexed delirium. Nichole came weaving out of the darkness with a 
drink in her hand and stared with a sullen drunkenness at the scene 
that went on on the brightly lighted stage. In the mirror, Klaus's long 
hard cock stood out like some great log fresh cut from the forest. Kim 
felt him squeeze at one breast and trace his hand down her body, 
pulling and kneading at her soft white flesh until she thought he might 
go insane in his desire.


"Mein Gott! Flip her over!" he called to Ernie who was bug-eyed 
concentrating on the thin pink ridges of anal flesh that pulled from 
her roundly stretched rectum each time he withdrew his thickly 
pulsating penis.


"Okay baby," he smiled down at her hollowed back, "now we go for a 
double fuck!"


Ernie grasped her hips again and rolled over to one side, pulling her 
backwards on top of him, bringing another groan of pain and surprise 
from her lips as she lay outstretched on top of him, her smooth 
hollowed back pressed down against his stomach and chest, her legs 
splayed lewdly out, on the outside of his own, while his huge heatedly 
throbbing cock lay buried in its entirety far up in the heated depths 
of her bowels. She was hopelessly skewered and sprawled obscenely---
helpless and unable to prevent them from doing whatever their vile 
bestial desires might invent.


Klaus, grimacing like a lewd Teutonic satyr, crawled on top of her, 
forcing his thighs between hers and Ernie's, spreading her legs even 
farther apart and aiming his eagerly jerking cock at her warmly 
moistened open pussy. With one brutal thrust, he rammed his massively 
throbbing hardness into her.


"Oooooohhhhh, God!" Kim groaned piteously as it slammed into her until 
she felt his heavy sperm-filled testicles slap hard against her smooth 
inner thighs---joining the other impaling penis sunk so deeply into her 
ass. She whimpered helplessly, both in pain and also in humiliation, 
sandwiched like a whore between two grinning men who were skewering her 
mercilessly on their thick fiery cocks. She could feel even more pain 
now as they thrust deeper into her tender young body with only a 
fragile membrane between rectum and cunt separating their hardened 
shafts.


Web Hardman was on the stage now, watching in a dazed state of 
unconscious lust. He pulled at his own painfully aching penis in his 
pants as he watched Klaus begin fucking wildly into Kim's moistly hot 
pussy with maddened anger, while Ernie's hips undulated up and down 
lifting all three of them up off the bed ... his long hard shaft moved 
in and out of her little asshole like a jackhammer with hard cruel 
strokes before the two men finally fell into a smooth rhythmic cadence 
that pounded the loudly groaning young wife between them like a 
ragdoll.


Web Hardman bent over until his face was just a few short inches from 
the two wetly glistening cocks ramming into Kim's wide-stretched 
genital openings like high-powered punch drills. He watched 
breathlessly the pink frayed edges of her tight young pussy flesh 
pulling out with Klaus's penis on the outstroke and disappearing lewdly 
back inside as he plunged again deep into her quivering little belly. 
The same view came to his glazed eyes of Ernie's thickly hardened cock 
sucking and pulling down out of her, drawing the brown edges of her 
tightly clenched anus with it before wetly reaming back up into her 
while his sperm-bloated balls were wedged hard up into the softly 
yielding cheeks of her buttocks.


Trembling wildly, Web lay down on his side next to Ernie and fumbled in 
his pants for his heatedly throbbing cock. He pulled it out and 
adjusted his posture so that his groin was opposite the young wife's 
head.


Humiliated and debased, her head twisting from side to side against 
Ernie's chest while his fingers teasingly kneaded her breasts, Kim felt 
only a great wetness and tearing between her legs. She felt soiled, and 
all of her being seemed concentrated down at those two sensitively hot 
holes they were drilling up between her wide-stretched thighs. Her 
mouth opened and closed at the feeling and thought. Periodically she 
tried to squirm up or clench her buttocks together to contain the pain 
in her rectum, but each time she did that she became cognizant of the 
brutal stretching of her vaginal passage and the greater pain that 
followed from Klaus's hard merciless entry.


Then, just as she was beginning to adjust to their dual presence down 
between her legs, Kim felt a hard hand entwining itself in her hair, 
guiding her face to one side, and then there were fingertips opening 
her mouth and a smooth rubbery thing teasing against her lips. She 
opened her eyes and saw Web Hardman's eagerly jerking penis in front of 
her face. For a moment she tried to tighten her lips to resist him, but 
it was futile and she knew it was useless to resist. Resigned, she 
relaxed her lips and let him open them with his fingers and slide ms 
hotly throbbing cock into the moist warmth of her mouth. She could feel 
it slither up the full length of her tongue, filling her cheeks 
completely with its fleshy rigidness. He held her face firm with his 
hands and began to brutally fuck into her mouth, causing her to choke 
as he rammed it halfway down her throat.


They fucked the helpless young wife between the three of them like some 
whore they hired off the street. She felt debased and humiliated beyond 
all logic, and felt that this unmerciful triple rape of her body had 
been going on for all eternity.


Then, the very thought of herself being brutally fucked at every bodily 
entrance by three men at the same time, began to lewdly excite her. A 
strange masochistic hunger began swirling in her belly and she heard 
her own low ecstatic moan bubbling from her cock-filled throat. 
Involuntarily, her slowly awakening body began to undulate her buttocks 
and clench fist-like with her cuntal and anal muscles at the hard, 
lust-driven rods of flesh pummeling into her.


Kim moaned again and her lips tightened more hungrily around the cock 
fucking into her mouth, her cheeks ballooning and hollowing lewdly with 
Web's vicious drives. Suddenly, she was eagerly licking at the veins 
and wrinkles of Web's heatedly pulsing penis as her tongue lapped 
voraciously at the lust-swollen head, searching hotly for the tiny 
split on the end. At the same time, she was aware of her buttocks 
wantonly moving downward against Ernie's upcoming cock digging into her 
nakedly split rectum, and aware that she was eagerly jerking forward 
and up to suck all of Klaus's long, pistoning cock into her now 
insatiable cunt. All sense of her husband and the lewdness of her 
position seemed to blank from her mind in a sudden wild flood of 
ecstatic and masochistic sensation that was racing like some obscene 
sheet of wildfire throughout her whole being. Nothing mattered anymore 
but the lust-hardened penises fucking into her three body openings, and 
she rocked crazily to their animal-like attack while she sucked like an 
unweaned calf at Web's wildly thrusting cock.


Ooooooh God, she wanted his cum to gush out into her throat ... dribble 
down her throat ... fill her belly as those fucking into her cunt and 
wide-stretched anus would fill her there!


Oh ... Oh ... Oh! ... She could feel Web's cock bloating in her mouth, 
and she tongued it madly ... cum ... cum ... cum trip-hammered through 
her mind!


And he did!


It burst like a gushing hose, shooting forth thick streams of the 
creamy white liquid deep into her furiously working young throat, her 
cheeks bloating and contracting as she swallowed repeatedly to keep 
from gagging on the great continuous hot jets spewing endlessly from 
it. She swallowed in voracious quick gulps, fastening her lips like a 
rubber ring tightly around the cumming cock, afraid of losing even a 
tiny single trickle of the precious male fluid. Even so, small droplets 
dribbled from the corners of her mouth as Web groaned and rolled away 
from her and his deflating cock slithered limply from between her still 
eagerly sucking mouth, tiny sticky strings of the warm white semen 
stretching like cobwebs from her lips to his penis as it slowly backed 
away ... but ... there were still others!


"Oh God, fuck it, fuck it, pleeeeezzzz ..." she grunted thickly to each 
continuing thrust Klaus and Ernie made into her cunt and rectum. Wild, 
almost insane they became, slapping into her without mercy, yet, she 
fucked them back with the same wildness for every stroke they rammed 
into her, until all three began to moan m strange unintelligible cries 
of endless sexual abandon.


"Aaaaaahhhhh, Ooooooohhhhh, Eeeeeehhhh ... God, yes! I can feel both 
your cocks fucking into me! Split me! Hurt meeeee!  Oh ... God ... keep 
fucking!" Kim cried out, egging them on now as the lewdly salacious 
thought of having two men fucking into her while the pungent white 
sperm of another still filled the recesses of her mouth suddenly drove 
her unto an uncontrollable frenzy of lust. On and on it went ... the 
rising crescendo of it ... the hungry fingers playing like lecherous 
insects over her naked flesh as she was mercilessly impaled in cunt and 
rectum from above and below. Her mind exploded ... and nothing else 
mattered ... Hank forgotten ... nothing existed but the unholy 
sensations of lustful rapture about to burst deep inside her swirling 
belly.


"Fill me! Now! Oh God fill me now with your cum! Shoot it into me 
together!" she wailed like a lost banshee, the smooth slippery walls of 
her lust-heated cunt and rectum contracting like a sucking baby's mouth 
around the cocks skewering into her.


And then Ernie began to shout obscenities and at that second Kim, her 
shamelessly aroused young body wantonly writhing and twisting like a 
belly dancer's between the two men, felt the hot boiling river of his 
sperm shoot far up into her rectum. The feeling of his wildly jerking 
cock triggered her own orgasm, and unfathomable sensations of feeling 
rippled and surged through her. She could feel every throbbing 
pulsation of his jerking cock as it spewed out its load of hot white 
cum deep, deep into her still sucking bowels. Then Klaus grunted once 
and rammed his huge fleshy staff far up in her wildly clasping cunt as 
she kicked her legs back as high as she could, her groans heaving from 
her chest. The German's thickly throbbing penis let loose and began 
spewing its heated white jets of scalding semen far into the depths of 
her trembling belly, her own sexual secretions mixing and pooling hotly 
with his, an almost insane convulsion of ecstasy momentarily 
overwhelming her ...


And then it was all over


They lay about the stage in various lewd poses, panting, catching their 
breath, their bodies exhausted. Kim raised herself on one elbow, her 
lovely body ravished, and looked into the eyes of Nichole. Nichole 
shrugged and gave her a small smile. "Welcome to the dub," was all she 
said.


Dripping sweat, still panting, Kim turned to Web who was the only one 
on the stage still clothed. His penis was back in his pants. "My 
pictures!" Kim breathed.


"Pictures?"


Despair came over her face as she saw the evil smirk on his face. "You 
promised me the pictures and negatives!"


"My dear girl, I'm afraid you'll have to do more than that to get those 
pictures back,"


"God damn you! You monster!"


"Now, now, that kind of talk will---~


Web was interrupted by a roar that split the air and caused everyone to 
jump. A bullet whistled by Web's ear. They all turned to see drunken 
Nichole holding a small, pearl-handled revolver in her hand. "'Snuff!" 
she said drunkenly.


"Give me that!" Web demanded, walking toward her.


Another roar and a bullet tore up splinters in the stage between his 
feet. He stopped in his tracks. Nichole was drunk and ugly, her face 
full of hate. She leveled the gun at all of them.


"'Snuff! You're not going to do to her what you did to me. Oh no!"


No one moved. Nichole smiled at Web maliciously. She aimed her gun at 
his groin. "Take it out!"


"Nichole, think of what you're doing!"


Nichole slowly cocked the hammer of the gun. "Take it out!"


Slowly, Web reached down and unzipped his pants and took out his small 
flaccid penis. Nichole giggled at the sight. Then she focused her gaze 
on Kim. "I ... did this to ... you. Get the pictures."


Kim leaped from the stage and seized the pictures. Quickly, she checked 
for negatives and copies. She looked at Nichole and wanted very much to 
help her. "Come with me," she said, the urgency in her voice.


Sadly, Nichole shook her head. "Belong here," she said thickly, "belong 
with him." She pointed the gun at Web. "You don't. Get out now, he'll 
never bother you again."


Kim took her advice. She took Nichole's raincoat and the pictures and 
ran.


Chapter 9


Kim never saw Web or Nichole or Ernie or Klaus again. She went back to 
her cottage and to her quiet life of morning and evening walks and 
waiting for her husband to return. No one, looking at her, could tell 
what she had been through. Yet, she was changed. Hank was to find that 
out when he came home.


His homecoming was quite a thing. Kim was waiting for him at the 
airport and had a fire in the fireplace when he got out of the shower 
and an iced bottle of champagne in a bucket. They sat on the floor in 
front of the fire and drank champagne until Hank began to get amorous. 
Tentatively remembering former times, he made a pass.


Kim excused herself and went to the bedroom. She emerged after a few 
long moments and Hank's eyes popped. She was naked! She was more than 
naked, she was lewdly dressed in high heels, black sheer stockings and 
a black garter belt. And she attacked Hank like a big hungry cat. In no 
time she had him naked and was playing with his huge, happily throbbing 
cock while she turned him around and her tongue licked lasciviously at 
the deep crevice between his buttocks.


It was just the beginning. Hank found himself hard put to keep up with 
her; he felt like he was being raped by a nymphomaniac!


When it was all over, after she had sucked his cock and guided it into 
her pussy and gave him the fucking of his life, while he was laying on 
his back and heaving for breath, she was plying him with more champagne 
and playing with his penis, gently urging it back to life.


"Where," he asked, "did you learn all of that?"


"All?" she asked, batting her eyes demurely, "why Hank Stewart, you old 
fuddy-duddy, I have not yet begun to fuck!"


He looked at her for an astounded moment before he exploded with 
laughter and took her in his arms and kissed her, feeling not only had 
he built one hell of a bridge, he had himself one hell of a wife.


The End
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Chapter 1


Linda Hall stood, shaking her head as she had so many times in the 
past. Her boss was persistent, but she was not about to change her 
mind, this time or any other. Once again she wished she knew what it 
was about her that made him and so many of the other men in the office 
ask her out on dates. Their requests for dates always appeared innocent 
enough, but she knew better. "No, I can't, Mr. Williams," she said once 
more.


Karl Williams leaned back in his oversized chair, his eyes feasting on 
the lush figure of his blonde secretary. What he saw was reason enough 
to not let another "no" discourage him. Petite, she had a flowing walk 
with her hips undulating in a free way under her dress. Above her 
narrow trim waist, her breasts loomed large and exquisitely shaped. And 
they, too, seemed to undulate and shake in a jellied way when she 
walked. Since her figure was so well-formed, so firm and youthful, she 
never wore girdles or anything more than panties, bra, and a garter 
belt. And it showed in her every high-heeled step!


Her face was pretty, with a pert snub nose and wide sensuous lips. Karl 
knew instinctively that she had to be fantastic in bed, and he was 
willing to try anything to get her there. "Is it a jealous lover?" he 
said, though he was convinced she had no steady boyfriend. She blushed 
hearing the word "lover", but then quickly denied such a relationship 
by shaking her head.


"With the long weekend, I'm sure my son has plans, Mr. Williams. I 
wouldn't want to commit myself to anything that might spoil them," she 
said firmly. For the other men in the office she wouldn't bother to 
make any excuses, but with her boss it had to be different. She folded 
her steno pad in hope of bringing the conversation to a finish, but 
Karl Williams persisted.


"You should think about yourself, too," he said quietly, but he wanted 
to yell at her and demand it. He wanted to go and lock the office door 
and take her in his arms and rip the damned dress off and caress her 
and feel her nakedly voluptuous little body underneath him, all hot and 
wiggling, eager to be fucked.


It seemed it was always her son Rick that stood in the way of Karl 
getting her out, even for an innocent cup of coffee. Her having a son, 
a sixteen year old son, was unbelievable, and Karl had thought the boy 
was her brother the day they were introduced. Linda Hall just didn't 
appear old enough to have a sixteen year old son.


"If there's nothing more, Mr. Williams, I'll get this letter typed," 
she said curtly, and turned to go. She knew exactly how far she could 
go with him, and felt safe in her near rudeness.


Her boss shifted forward in his large chair, signaling an end to his 
efforts to date her, for that day at least. "Thank you, Miss Hall," he 
intoned, with emphasis on the "Miss."


Linda didn't like using her son Rick as an excuse to turn down dates, 
but countless times the boy had proved to be the best and easiest. And 
she had long ago learned to ignore the social stigma of being an unwed 
mother. The truth was simply that she was scared.


Men had often appeared to Linda as animals, brutes, unfeeling lechers 
who wanted nothing more than her still young and ripe body. She dressed 
to hide her lush figure and discovered it was an impossibility; the 
more she tried to hide her large fully fleshed breasts, the more she 
drew attention to them; the more she tried to control her walk, the 
more studied and provocative it became.


Despite her thoughts and aims, she radiated a natural sensualness, a 
deep, heated, milky kind of sexuality. To see Linda in a miniskirt, to 
see her long shapely legs and full curving thighs, only conjured a 
vision of what was hidden under her skirt - up there between her legs; 
to think of her hips encased in silken little panties and her naked 
buttocks and her downy golden pubic hair made a man positive her 
sweetly perfumed vaginal lips were prominent and pinkly moist ... all 
ready, eager to receive a long, hard cock.


Indeed, she had a way of walking - when she wanted to - that allowed 
her vaginal lips to rub together in a softly lubricated way that 
excited her clitoris which would swell and send tingles of pleasure 
coursing through her entire body. She was a natural "tease", a body so 
well built and proportioned that no man in his right mind would pass 
her by without a long lustful look.


It had been like that for her since an early age, a condition that had 
led her parents to be overprotective and restrictive. For a vibrant 
young girl just blossoming into life, such dominance can be hell. She 
was defiant as a young girl, seeking more of life than the planned 
lessons and activities of her parents provided her. Her defiance, one 
warm spring afternoon of her sixteenth year, led to the incident that 
left her life changed while creating the fearful attitude she currently 
held toward men.


It had been one of those rare days in San Francisco when the sun shone 
hot and clear; the kind of day when nothing can keep an adventuresome 
girl indoors; and Linda was supposed to be attending a choir rehearsal. 
Feeling her parents would be none the wiser, she had decided to go to 
the park instead, and her plan had proved to be disastrous.


The greens and yellows of the park were like vibrant signs of awakening 
spring, and she had wandered aimlessly, absorbing the warmth of the 
colors from the earth. The park was cut by few roads, but instead was 
crisscrossed by numerous trails and paths that led to and around all of 
the abundant glories of nature. Each turn was a discovery of something 
wonderful; and finding herself by a small, clear pond, Linda wandered 
off the trail to become more intimate with the earth. It was warm; her 
heart beat rhythmically; she was sixteen and more aware of her 
blossoming womanhood than ever before in her life.


At the far side of the pond stood a pair of Grecian-like columns, 
apparently placed there to reflect in the clear water of the pond, but 
poplar trees and dense foliage had grown up around them, making the 
columns barely visible. It was near the base of those pillars, in a 
small opening between the thick bushes, that Linda had lain down to 
feel the warmth of the afternoon sun ...


Lying back and looking up, she saw the white columns towering skyward 
like lofty sentinels guarding her very private world below. And she 
felt alone, as in the first Biblical garden; a woman one with nature. 
The rays of the sun penetrated her clothes, caressing her youthful body 
with its sensual warmth, and the tingling of her smooth white skin 
seemed to speak to her, pleading and begging to be set free of its 
cover.


She was excited by the thought of being totally naked there in the 
park, and she looked around slowly, reassuring herself of complete 
privacy. Then, her excitement growing with each passing second, she sat 
up, pulling her dress off over her head. Her brassiere came next; then 
her shoes and stockings. And finally, thrilled by her own actions, she 
slowly slipped the sheer nylon panties away from her ripely rounded 
buttocks and over her thighs until she sat on the warm grass free of 
all her ugly, confining garments.


She felt as though she was totally naked for the first time there in 
the surroundings of nature, open and exposed to the life-giving sun.


She lay back again, this time feeling the coarse leaves of the earth 
touching her naked young flesh and stirring in her a new excitation, as 
if a thousand tiny fingers were brushing against her nerves. And her 
heartbeat quickened, sending her blood pulsating through her newly 
awakened body, warming, stimulating, making her want to caress herself 
everywhere.


She felt a familiar itching deep within her vagina, a sensation she 
experienced on the few occasions she had been to school dances with 
boys, only this time the feeling was more intense - more demanding. 
After the dances, when she was home and in bed, she had touched herself 
with her hands and fingers, and she had even probed into her moistly 
excited pussy to relieve the terrible itch. Afterwards, after she had 
achieved her puny little orgasm, she would always feel guilty, as she 
had been taught to believe sex was horribly wrong and dirty. But that 
afternoon, lying nakedly there in the park in the warm sun, she again 
wanted to fondle her body, and she was convinced the pleasures it would 
bring her were right and deserved. It was the setting: the scent, 
touch, feel and sounds of nature all around her, that made her more 
aware of her sexuality ... and anything she might do to herself could 
be only good.


The palms of her hands were warm as she placed them against her curving 
hips, and she drew them up along the narrow dip of her waist, 
languishing in the sensual feel of her own naked flesh. Reaching the 
full, raised mounds of her breasts, she cupped her hands over the tips; 
the brownish-pink buds of her erect little nipples were already hard 
and sensitive. She pinched them between thumbs and forefingers, 
thrilling in the contact as the wanton heat in her groin seemed to rage 
out of control. Her long legs were spread slightly apart, and she 
raised them up and out wider. The thought that she was so open and 
nakedly exposed to the earth made her arousal heighten to an 
overpowering sense of urgency, and she released her hold of her budding 
right breast, running her hand down over the smooth flat plane of her 
belly until her fingertips touched the wispy beginnings of her pubic 
hairs. The lips of her hungry young vagina moistly flared with the 
nearness of her fingers as the heat of her loins surpassed that from 
the sun. Her overly sensitive little clitoris throbbed a tingling 
message to her brain: Touch me, pinch me, please!


Rhapsodic with the fire in her belly, she slid her outstretched middle 
finger into the soft, hair-lined slit of her virginal pussy spreading 
the spongy flesh apart to bare the quivering knob of her lust-inflamed 
clitoris. And she began to massage it, sending agonizing pleasures 
coursing through her wantonly writhing young body.


She never dreamed that her lewd finger-fucking of herself was being 
observed. The sailor had noticed her as she was wandering along the 
trail, and he had followed her from a distance, seeing even from there 
that she was finely built and sensual. When she had turned off the 
trail by the pond, he had cut around through the foliage and come up 
behind the small clearing by the white columns. He remained hidden in 
the dense bushes when he saw her lie down on the grass and stare up at 
the sky. Being unobserved as he was, he had already mentally undressed 
her several times before she suddenly sat up and began to actually take 
her clothes off. His rapidly awakening penis lurched in his pants as he 
watched her strip naked - setting her clothes casually aside, and then 
lying back in the grass again.


The sight drove him crazy, and he felt his painfully throbbing cock 
growing hard and bigger than ever before as he took in each detail of 
her sensually curving figure. Her head of long blonde hair splayed out 
on the grass, framing a sleek wild face with a touch of red lipstick 
and large blue eyes. She wore little makeup, but it was right for her 
kind of face. Her nose was slim and tilted up at the end in a pert kind 
of lewdness that was heightened by her aroused smile and the way the 
tip of her pink tongue licked at her wetly parted lips, moistening 
them.


She was more than just naked; she was brazen the way she lay on the 
grass as if waiting for some imaginary lover to descend upon her.


His eye traveled down over her long elegant neck, his breath coming 
hard through his nostrils as he crouched in the bushes, staring. Her 
bare shoulders were well shaped and soft, and he liked the way her 
collarbone jutted out.


Her naked young breasts were big and full and sprawled in a provocative 
way, and the nipples were distended and shaped like bullets, tipped 
upward. There was a fine sheen to her skin where her cleavage began. He 
could imagine his hands all over her ripely full breasts and, as he 
shuddered with excitement and started unbuttoning his pants to release 
his rigidly erect cock to get it in a more comfortable position, he 
thought of his lips and hungry mouth closing over those nipples and 
sucking on them and feeling her nakedly writhing body under him.


Her body! Jesus! Beneath her half-moon breasts was the delicately 
curving configuration of her rib cage, and her taut little stomach was 
unblemished - rounded provocatively. His eye traveled down, down, and 
he saw the jutting protruding mound of Venus covered with sparse, 
softly curling blonde hair.


And there, there at the apex, the center, where her thighs and pubic 
hair met her torso, there in detail was her beautifully prominent cunt. 
And she was excited! He could clearly see the puffy pink folds of her 
vaginal lips under the hair as they framed the entrance to her 
delectable young pussy. Her legs were spread wide enough that he could 
see her wetly glistening slit, a bright pink mouth among the pubic 
hairs. He narrowed his eyes and could see the nib of her clitoris 
glittering with an expectant moistness.


"Christ," he said softly, really not believing what he was witnessing, 
for the girl had begun to caress her lush body, and it was more than he 
could stand to hide in the bushes and just watch. His long, throbbing 
cock was aching with excitement, and he began to stroke it as he saw 
her hand moving to her ripely firm breast and then snake down 
unashamedly to her tight young cunt. He would wait, wait until she was 
really fired up and hot, and then he would run over and fuck her until 
she couldn't walk for a week!


Warm passion juice flowed from between the hair-covered lips of her 
moistly quivering vagina as she stroked and rubbed the hardened bud of 
her clitoris. For the first time Linda didn't find the pleasures that 
were tearing through her body strange, but felt the overwhelming animal 
heat as natural and wonderful. And it was demanding even more! Her 
belly trembled and quivered from her forbidden caresses, and she arched 
her back off the ground, wantonly writhing and wiggling under the 
rhythmic movement of her outstretched finger. She pushed her long, 
tapering digit down hard, slipping it along the softly moistened flesh 
until the tip closed over the mouth of her innermost being, and curving 
it downward, she tucked the end inside her tight little cuntal passage, 
teasing the narrow channel until she could hold back no longer.


Her middle finger sliced between her wide-spread pussy lips like a 
knife through butter; probing the warm liquid depths of her passion 
inflamed cunt its full length. The palm of her hand was pressing flat 
against the curvature of her virgin mound, and her erectly gleaming 
clitoris pulsated against it, quaking with her desire. Her middle 
finger seesawed in and out of her passion-drenched cunt as her hips 
rolled back and forth in an eager hunger. With her other hand she 
pinched and pulled outward on the tips of her breasts, generating more 
fire and heat in the hollowed pit of her shaking belly. Her eyes rolled 
upward, staring unseeing at the tall white columns thrust at the sky, 
and her wetly quivering tongue flickered over her red lips as her mind 
was consumed in her passion.


It was only then that she realized someone was standing near, and she 
froze and flushed from her fright and embarrassment. It had taken her a 
moment to focus her eyes on the man in the sailor uniform, as the first 
thing she noticed was the huge, massively erect penis that pointed 
straight out from the open front of his pants.


The blunt, purple head was throbbing with urgency as his hand stroked 
the long, rigid pole lined with blood-filled veins. His lust-narrowed 
eyes looked wild as he stared down between her raised legs to where her 
hand and fingers covered her virgin mound. She knew immediately, 
without doubt, that she was going to be raped and that there was no one 
who might help her. But she screamed anyway!


He was upon her in a flash, his hand coming down over her open mouth as 
his hips trapped her legs apart. "Shut-up girl, or I'll kill ya!" he 
grunted directly into her ear, and the tone of his voice told her he 
meant it.


She wanted to cry, to plead with the assailant, but everything happened 
too quickly for her to even catch her breath. His hard, wildly 
throbbing penis was pushed across the wet slit of her tight little 
virginal vagina, and its full fleshy length pulsated like some mindless 
monster coiling to strike as the weight of his body held her helplessly 
pinned to the ground. He was panting, and his breath was foul with the 
stench of liquor; but when he took his hand from her mouth, his lips 
were there to replace it. She gasped as he thrust his wetly quivering 
tongue into her mouth and his hand cruelly squeezed on her breasts, 
making her whimper with pain. And that was only the beginning! In a 
moment he was voraciously sucking on her ripely budding breasts, 
drawing the distended nipples up into his hot mouth and biting hard on 
them. She started to scream again, but his warning was still on her 
mind, so she only sobbed and rolled her head from side to side in 
futile silent protest.


The sailor raised up, saliva dripping from his leering lips as he 
fought to get his pants pushed down around his knees with one hand, 
while he kept the other at her throat, ominously. Linda trembled and 
coughed, knowing now there was nothing to be done. His mouth was set in 
a permanent sneer-like grin that made her wonder if she was going to 
live whether she screamed or not; and as he positioned himself between 
her wide-spread thighs, she thought only to appease him ... to live! 
His only thought was to hammer his lust hungry cock into her tight 
little cunt.


Gripping the thick, heatedly throbbing penis with one hand, he guided 
the blunted head toward the wet opening between her quivering pussy 
lips, and once there, he pushed his hips forward, anxiously trying to 
bury his long hard length inside. "OOoohh, please! I'm a virgin! You're 
hurting meeeee!" The pain gave Linda the courage to plead with him, but 
she stopped abruptly when his hand struck a stinging blow across her 
face. When he thrust hard forward with his hips again, she thought she 
was going to pass out. The lubricating fluid that her fingering of her 
own vagina had brought forth made his entry at first much less painful 
than she believed, but then as he plummeted deeper into her hopelessly 
stretched pussy, she felt certain she was being ripped in half.


"Oh, fuck, you're a tight little cunt," the sailor groaned as the thick 
head of his cock was wetly gripped by her vaginal mouth. He stared down 
at her hair-covered mound, seeing the pink pussy lips stretched wide by 
his thick pulsating hardness, and he lunged again - driving deeper up 
into the moistly cringing virginal passage. Linda thought it would 
never end as he thrust inch by agonizing inch into her heated belly; 
and when she felt she couldn't possibly take any more, he shoved 
forward driving even deeper into her. Then, finally, her abdomen 
rippling with pain, she felt the bushy tips of his pubic hair brushing 
her inner thighs. It was all she could do to keep from screaming at the 
top of her lungs.


The rest didn't last very long. Her assailant kept groaning over and 
over again, "Oh, fuck! What a cunt!" And he wildly drove his long hard 
cock in and out of her, the spongy purple head striking deep within her 
belly. She could only whimper and sob in response - visions of her 
damnation whirling through her mind as her naked young body was 
ruthlessly raped by the drunken, lust-insane sailor.


She didn't want to look at him, but her fear and shame made her keep 
her eyes open; and she hopelessly stared up at the cruelly leering face 
above her as her tender young cunt was plundered with a quickening 
fury. The brutal sailor gripped her long blonde hair with one hand, 
pulling her head up from the ground and shouted, "Look, chick! Look at 
my prick!" And through tear-blurred eyes she saw his hard wetly 
glistening penis buried into her young body. Even as she watched, 
horrified, she saw his long shaft pulling slickly back out until only 
the very tip remained inside. The silky blonde strands of her pubic 
hair were matted down with moisture, clearly outlining the pinkly 
flushed flesh of her ravaged young vagina, and he drove into her so 
hard that his groin slammed against her with a thud, and her eyes 
watered so much she could no longer see.


He groaned once, then again, as he fell forward with the full weight of 
his body pressing into her nakedly heaving young breasts. His grinding 
motions became jerky and quick as his elongated penis made vicious 
thrusts into her wetly sucking cunt. Deep in her belly the head of his 
ramming cock seemed to swell up to an impossible size, filling her 
until she thought she would burst apart from the pressure, and she 
moaned her agony of sexual fire that ripped through her body, "Oooohhh, 
please, oooohhhhh!"


His body seemed to consume her every part, for her neck tensed where it 
had been savagely nipped with his teeth; her breasts were squeezed by 
his weight, and her long legs high and forced out wide around his hips 
as her ex-virgin cunt was pierced and battered by his lusting, 
hammering cock. Spasms gripped her belly as he suddenly drove to an 
absolute maximum depth in her painfully stretched pussy, and his head 
went up as his back arched in a great curve ... just at the moment the 
fire raged from the lust-swollen tip of his wildly jerking penis.


Sperm shot into her wetly cringing young womb like molten lava from a 
volcano; squirting out again and again as he shrieked his climax 
through tightly gritted teeth. And Linda groaned as her belly sizzled 
with the heated liquid - sharp, burning, stabbing bolts of white fire; 
never-ending.


He raised up, finally, the cruelly leering wide grin still cutting 
across his sweaty face, and she knew that it was over and done. Fearing 
for her life, she remained frozen and quiet, as he hovered over her, 
his breath coming in hot gasps, like a devil-dragon from hell.


Later, it was the sight of the sailor's smirking face that had stayed 
with Linda like a horrible nightmare, not the actual rape itself. He 
had left her there naked in the clearing as he found her, save for one 
important difference. Her virginity was gone, but in its place he had 
left a seed implanted; a seed that was to grow in her belly and give 
her a child. Rick!


She had been able to pull herself together quickly enough to make her 
way home before her mother and father would become suspicious of her 
lateness. This she was grateful for, for in her fear, she had 
absolutely no intention of telling her parents what had happened. Doing 
so would mean admitting she was where she shouldn't have been, and 
though it was possible for her to lie about her state of dress at the 
time, if the sailor was picked up, there would certainly be conflicting 
stories. Her only choice was to act as if nothing had happened - that 
she had been at the choir rehearsal.


What she had not counted on was her pregnancy!


Linda ignored the early signs of her pregnancy like she could actually 
wish such an event away, and this fact made it all the more difficult 
for her to explain when it could no longer be hidden. It was nearly 
five months after the incident in the park when the confrontation with 
her parents occurred, and in spite of her frightened, sincerely abject, 
tearful confessions, her story never really sounded believable. While 
she wasn't physically thrown out of her home, she did become a mental 
outcast, and her life with her parents became increasingly difficult as 
her due date drew near. It had been arranged for her to go to a home 
for unwed mothers, and after Rick was born, Linda decided she could not 
return home. With money saved for college expenses, she struggled on 
her own for a year; and when the baby was old enough to be taken to a 
sitter, she got a job as a file clerk with a company south of San 
Francisco. She worked hard, going to a secretarial school at night, and 
eventually she got a good paying job as an executive secretary. Through 
it all she avoided any kind of contact with her family, though not 
because they hadn't believed her about the rape. It was her guilty 
feelings, feelings she carried with her all the time, for in the back 
of her mind she knew that she had almost enjoyed that brutal rape by 
the sailor.


Thus, Linda put sex and men out of her mind, looking upon both as crude 
and brutal and dirty. She never dated men, but instead devoted her time 
to improving her professional life and raising her son, Rick, in the 
best way possible. Everything went along fine - she believed herself 
happy - until one day she woke up and realized that her son was almost 
a man ... Now in addition to the problems of Karl Williams' persistence 
about a date, there was Ricky ...


With the letter typed and ready to be posted, Linda busied herself with 
clearing her desk until quitting time. She considered leaving early, 
what with the long weekend ahead, but after having turned down her boss 
for the umpteenth time, she felt it wiser not to take advantage.


At five o'clock, to the second, she quietly locked her desk and walked 
out of the building with the rest of the office staff. Outside, she was 
pleased that she hadn't been confronted with Karl Williams again, and 
she ran to her car in case he might be following her. She wanted to get 
home to her son, and she didn't think she could take anymore of her 
boss's arguments about why she should go out with him. The three-day 
weekend was that much sweeter for the fact that she wouldn't be making 
excuses to him.


Home was a simple and small house in San Bruno - a fifteen minute drive 
from work, and a source of pride for Linda. She had bought it when Rick 
was ten, and she had worked hard to make the house comfortable for 
them. It was in a typical suburban neighborhood and ordinary, but it 
was the center of her life efforts ... the symbol of all that she 
worked to achieve.


"Rick, I'm home," she called as she entered the house. There was no 
answer, but she heard the sound of water running and realized that her 
son was in the shower. She had her coat off and hung in the closet when 
the running water stopped, and as she walked down the hall toward the 
kitchen, she called out again while passing the bathroom. "Hi, I'm 
home!"


"Hey, Mom?"


Linda stopped and turned around as the bathroom door opened, and she 
saw her handsome young son standing in the hallway, a towel wrapped 
around his slender waist. His head and broad, muscular shoulders were 
still wet from the shower, and he had a hopeful gleam in his eyes that 
she recognized immediately. He was going to ask a favor.


"There's something important I want to talk to you about, Mom ..."


"O.K., dear ..."


"I'll join you in the kitchen in just a minute," he said smiling, and 
he hurried back into the bathroom.


Linda smiled, only slightly annoyed by his mysteriousness; and, as she 
walked to the kitchen to start dinner, she couldn't help thinking about 
how mature Rick had become. Standing in front of her almost naked, he 
looked far more man than boy: his shoulders broad, waist narrow, and 
long muscular legs definitely those of a young man. It was as though he 
had suddenly grown away from her to enter his own world, a world where 
he was less dependent on her. That disturbed her! She found herself 
wishing he hadn't been wearing the towel around his hips so that she 
could have looked upon his manhood and make sure he was completely 
normal, but she blushed for having such a shameful thought and quickly 
put it out of her mind.


Rick, of course, was more mature for his age than Linda wanted to 
admit, and his handsome, almost rugged, features made him even appear 
older than sixteen. He had no difficulty passing for eighteen, and 
there were times he had even succeeded in passing for twenty-one. His 
good looks had aided him in gaining experience beyond his years, but 
for his mother, he still feigned more innocence than he possessed.


Linda had food out of the refrigerator and ready to cook by the time 
Rick joined her in the kitchen, and she was so engrossed in getting 
dinner ready that she had forgotten that he wanted to talk about 
something important. "How was school today, dear?" she asked.


"Fine, Mom, fine ..." he answered sitting down at the kitchen table, a 
serious look on his face. "What I wanted to talk about ... Well, with 
this three day weekend: it's a great chance for us to do something 
different ..." He stopped, realizing his mother was hardly listening as 
she arranged pots on the stove. "Mom, could you hold up a minute? This 
is important to me!"


She remembered and blushed slightly. "I'm sorry, dear. I'm so hungry, I 
was wrapped up in the food here." She pushed a pot off the burner, and 
then smiling at her son, sat down beside him at the table. "Now, what 
is it again?"


In his most serious voice, Rick started again. "I was thinking, what 
with this three day weekend, that we should take the opportunity to get 
away ..." He hesitated, "To a place like Big Sur ..." Then his words 
rushing out, "There's a camp where cabins are very reasonable this time 
of year, and the change of scenery would be nice for a change. It's 
really beautiful there you know, and the weather forecast says warm and 
sunny all weekend ... It would be great, Mom, really great!"


There was more to it, Linda knew, and she smiled her most motherly 
smile. "Change of scenery is nice once and a while, but the cost of 
staying two nights just for that ... Well, I don't know." She was 
teasing him, and enjoying it. "Maybe if we had some friends there? We 
might find more things of interest ..."


Rick leaned forward, elbows on the table, and he grinned sheepishly at 
his mother. "I got the idea this afternoon. When I was talking to Karen 
Boyd. She and Mrs. Boyd are going there tonight; and, well, I thought 
it would be fun if we went too ..."


Linda nodded, then stood up to begin fixing dinner again. She had 
figured it was something like that, and she wasn't about to disappoint 
her son. Karen was his girlfriend, though an innocent relationship as 
far as Linda knew, and she, too, came from a one-parent home. Valerie 
Boyd, Karen's mother, was a divorce, and Linda had known her since 
Rick first took her daughter to a school dance. They had become friends 
because their children dated off and on, but got together only on 
occasions when they did things with Rick and Karen. These occasions 
consisted mostly of Sunday afternoon picnics or weekend school events, 
and they got along well together, though they had little in common. 
They were both about the same age and living without husbands, but that 
was where the similarities ended. Valerie Boyd worked as a saleswoman 
in an exclusive dress shop, and she dated men often, going to places 
that Linda had only seen from the outside. Yet, if going to nightclubs 
and expensive restaurants involved dating men, Linda was glad to do 
without it, while she held nothing against Valerie for what she did. 
For Linda, the friendship was like being in on the social doings 
without actually having to participate in them, so going to Big Sur and 
meeting Valerie there sounded like just another Sunday picnic slightly 
extended. It would be fun, and it was something she had to do for Rick.


"Well, Mom ...? How 'bout it? Can we go?" Rick said anxiously, though 
he knew his mother rarely refused his requests.


She turned away from the stove, still relishing the chance to tease her 
son. "That sort of thing takes time to plan," she said, and she was 
prepared to continue her kidding until she saw the hurt expression on 
her son's face. "I mean, we couldn't possibly leave tonight ... But, 
how about tomorrow?" And she was pleased by the warm glow of excitement 
that radiated across the kitchen.


"Oh, that's great, Mom! I mean, I meant tomorrow! Heck, that still 
gives us two nights there!" he said hurriedly, and he stood up from the 
table and hugged his pretty mother.


Her heartbeat quickened as she felt her son's hard young body against 
her, but she turned away immediately, looking in a pot as if the food 
might be burning. "There's one thing you haven't considered, dear," she 
said in her most serious tone, but she waited to go on until Rick had 
again sat down at the table. "Since this is a three day weekend there 
is a strong possibility the camp will be full ... We may not be able to 
get a cabin!"


"No problem," he said smiling, "Karen's going to have her Mom reserve 
us a cabin the moment they get there. I figured you'd say O.K." He 
laughed loudly, and so did his mother.


Chapter 2


They got a late start the next morning as Linda realized at the last 
minute she had to wash some clothes for the trip. Rick became somewhat 
impatient, but remained in good spirits as he helped around the house. 
They got away shortly after noon, with Rick driving after having 
promised his mother he would stay within the speed limit.


It was only a two hour drive to Salinas, but from there the going was 
slower with most of the highway being two lanes. They stopped for a 
late lunch on the Monterey wharf, eating hamburgers, though the 
restaurant specialized in seafood. They both detected a slight fishy 
taste to the beef, but it was fun nonetheless ... and neither had any 
complaints.


At four that afternoon they reached the Big Sur Coast, and by the time 
Rick pulled into the campgrounds, it was already getting dark in the 
dense redwood forest of Big Sur. At that time of year, the last two 
hours of daylight were like an extended dusk with the sun going below 
the mountains that stood between Big Sur and the Pacific, and in this 
half-light, the giant redwoods looked even bigger. Yet, the atmosphere 
was strangely warm and inviting to Linda as she got out of the car 
feeling secure and happy.


They went straight to the main office of the campgrounds to check in, 
and the man there was nice, even walking with them to point out their 
cabin. At first opportunity, Rick asked him which cabin the Boyds were 
occupying, and he was surprised to learn they were not staying in a 
cabin.


"The Boyds are camping in a tent up yonder," the man announced pointing 
toward the hills across the Big Sur River. "Ain't as far as it looks," 
he added seeing Rick's expression. "You cross the bridge and go left 
past the other sites. Their camp's up on the rise. Ya can't miss it, 
son ... It's the only one up there!"


Rick thanked him and immediately got busy transferring luggage and 
supplies from the car to the cabin. He was anxious to hike up to the 
Boyds' campsite before it was totally dark, and when he carried the 
last suitcase into the cabin, only five minutes had passed. His mother 
was putting groceries into the refrigerator when he joined her in the 
small kitchen.


"Mom, the car is unloaded, and I put your things in the bedroom. I'll 
sleep in there," he said pointing to the day-bed in the living room.


"Thank you, dear ... Are you getting hungry?" She was always concerned 
about his eating.


He nodded his head. "In this air I could work up quite an appetite, but 
we did have a late lunch." He had more important things on his mind 
than eating dinner.


"Well it will take me a while to get organized in here. Suppose we eat 
in an hour or so?" she said closing the refrigerator door.


"Swell, Mom! Ah, you mind if I take a walk?" Rick said quickly, and he 
added, "Thought I'd walk up to the Boyds' camp before dark ... See if I 
can find it! O.K.?"


Linda smiled, "O.K.," and she watched her son as he crossed the living 
room to the front door. He turned as he opened the door.


"Any messages?"


"You might tell Mrs. Boyd that I'll say hello tomorrow morning ... I'm 
much too tired tonight. Guess the drive wore me out?"


"Yeah, you should take it easy tonight, Mom! And don't worry about the 
dinner, either ..." His voice cut off as he closed the door behind him.


Hurrying toward the bridge over the Big Sur River, Rick felt a little 
guilty about leaving his mother alone when they had only been there a 
few minutes, especially since she was so agreeable. If she had said no, 
he wouldn't have been very upset, as he liked being around her. She was 
nice to look at - a helluva lot more attractive than any other woman 
her age. As far as that went, she was downright sexy! She was always 
going out of her way to do things for him, and that in turn made him 
want to do things for her ... if she'd let him. He had to admit it was 
difficult to just leave her alone in the cabin, but the familiar twitch 
in his pants was becoming demanding. He had to let Karen know he was 
there, and maybe, if things went right, he could take care of that 
twitch then too. At the very least he had to be sure he could find the 
camp later that night if Karen couldn't get away just then.


Linda finished putting the kitchen in order, then opened the 
refrigerator to get something out for dinner. She stared at the 
contents for a long moment, unable to decide on any one thing. It 
suddenly seemed like such a bother, and she finally settled on a 
package of hot-dogs, even though she had bought them with a picnic in 
mind. They were the easiest thing to fix; and if they went on a picnic, 
she could always buy more. When Rick came back she could boil them in a 
few minutes, and there wouldn't be much to clean up either.


Leaving the package by the sink, she took a deep breath and walked into 
the living room. The cabin was small and furnished with the barest 
essentials, but it had a quality of rustic coziness that was 
irresistible. The walls and open rafters were of redwood, and the plank 
floor creaked as she walked, but it was not artificial and that seemed 
important.


The furnishing of the living room consisted of a table with benches 
worn smooth by use, one overstuffed chair with lamp and side table, the 
day-bed with rough-finished coffee table in front, and a floor lamp by 
the larger table. In the corner, dominating the room, was a massive 
stone fireplace, and she noticed that wood had been stacked just 
waiting to be lit.


The idea of having a roaring fire going when Rick returned seemed nice, 
and it even occurred to her that they could cook the hot-dogs over it. 
It would be like a picnic in the living room, so she walked back to the 
kitchen to find some matches. In a few minutes a bright fire was 
burning hotly in the fireplace, and she stood back staring at her 
handiwork while feeling its warmth penetrate her clothes. The flames 
were too high for cooking hot-dogs, but she figured it would be just 
right in the short time Rick was due to return.


She watched the fire a few moments longer, thinking how nice it would 
be to sleep in front of the fireplace, and then she decided she should 
get busy with her unpacking. Rick had left her suitcase in the bedroom, 
and she lifted it onto the bed, the only other furniture in the small 
room being a chest of drawers. She took her time, carefully placing the 
few articles of clothing in the drawers or closet, then closed the 
suitcase and slipped it under the maple framed double-bed. She thought 
about unpacking Rick's suitcase, but she decided he would likely prefer 
doing it himself. So instead, she returned to the living room and sat 
down on the day-bed, making herself comfortable as she watched the fire 
burning to hot, glowing coals.


She daydreamed, unaware of the passing time, and the heat from the 
fireplace made her lush, young body feel warmly sensitive to its 
radiance in her mind, she could see herself taking off all of her 
clothes, stripping and lying down nakedly in front of the fire, while 
the dancing light of the flames cast strange shadows on her breasts and 
stomach ... and legs. The heat made her flesh tingle with an erotic 
excitement as tiny beads of perspiration formed on her brow, an 
excitement that played sensually over her body and caressed each part.


Linda jumped up from the day-bed, shaking her head to drive the dreams 
away. Her son should be back any minute, and there was dinner to 
prepare. She felt flushed and shaky as she walked quickly into the 
kitchen; and she started pulling food from the refrigerator before she 
remembered the hot-dogs on the sink.


"Foolish woman," she said out loud as she closed the refrigerator door. 
Through the window above the sink she saw that it was almost dark 
outside, and she leaned closer to look up toward a dark sky. She had 
left her wristwatch in the bedroom, thinking she would have no use for 
it that evening, and she hurried to get it and check the time. Good 
Lord! It had been two hours since Rick left to find the Boyds' 
campsite!


It wasn't like her son to be late, and he had said an hour ... or so 
she thought? She walked quickly to the front door and peered out into 
the night; with the exception of a few scattered campfires, she saw 
nothing. Instantly a picture of Rick, lost and hungry in the woods, 
flashed in her mind, and real worry overpowered her sense of reason. 
She had to find him to be sure he was all right.


The night air was cool, and she was wearing a loose fitting house dress 
that was comfortable for the long drive down, so she hurried into the 
bedroom to get a warm coat from the closet. As she walked quickly out 
the front door she tried to remember what the camp manager had said 
about finding the Boyds' campsite, and she wanted to kick herself for 
not having listened more closely. The cool air and the darkness helped 
calm her, and she abruptly realized she might be doing something 
foolish. If she ran off half crazy with worry, she could easily become 
lost. Besides, most likely Rick was just too involved socializing with 
Valerie and Karen to notice the time.


Linda stopped, thinking she would return to the cabin and wait for her 
son, when she saw a small wooden sign a few yards in front of her. She 
moved closer, unable to read it in the twilight from that distance, and 
she saw it was arrow-shaped with the word "campsites" etched on it. 
Looking out in the direction it pointed, she saw faintly glowing fires 
in the distance, and she listened, hearing the sound of rushing water 
nearby. She remembered then what the man had said about crossing a 
bridge and going left past the campsites to a rise.


She really didn't want to see Valerie Boyd that evening, but then there 
was nothing but anguished waiting for her back at the cabin. And Rick 
might be heading in her direction right at that moment. There was no 
harm in walking toward the Boyds' camp; and if Rick was headed back, 
she could walk with him. Their paths had to meet, as there was the 
bridge over the river, so she headed toward the fires in the distance. 
And if she didn't meet her son, she still could turn back, if 
necessary, before reaching the Boyds' campsite. The walk would do her 
good, and it was better than waiting in the cabin where it had been 
getting a little too hot.


Chapter 3


The light of the long sunset was still in the sky when Rick reached the 
bottom of the rise. It wasn't as far as it had appeared from across the 
river, but it was different. The trees along the slope were large 
pines, spaced, and climbing up between them was obviously no easy 
matter. The ground was covered with slick pine needles and it angled up 
quite steeply to the rise, but there was still enough light that he 
could find the path to the top without difficulty.


The trail was angular, cut into the side of the slope as it rose from 
one level area to the next, and by the time Rick reached the last cut 
to the top, he was breathing hard. He'd have been very unhappy if the 
Boyds' camp wasn't there, but a short distance along the flat and in a 
clearing, he saw the large tent. The air carried a distinct odor of 
barbecued beef; when he reached the edge of the clearing, he understood 
why.


Seated at a large camp table were three people. A short distance from 
that was a campfire and grill being tended by Karen Boyd. He was 
excited at seeing Karen, but he was reluctant to step into the clearing 
because of those seated at the camp table. One was Valerie Boyd, as he 
would expect, but what disturbed him was the presence of two men. The 
three adults were all drinking from tall glasses and laughing and 
talking at the same time. Rick instantly thought that one of the two 
men had to be with Karen. If that was the case, he'd certainly have to 
re-think his plans. His muscles tensed with excitement as he decided to 
watch; to spy on the group was more correct, and the idea did have a 
certain masochistic stimulation.


They were apparently going to eat the steaks that Karen was carefully 
turning over the campfire, but the way Valerie Boyd was acting with the 
two men, Rick had to wonder. Karen was almost a carbon-copy of her 
mother, and she was blessed with a degree of sensuality that belied her 
young age. Yet, Valerie Boyd was all the woman that any man could 
realistically ask for, and then some. Rick felt that Karen would some 
day come up to the qualities of her mother, but he couldn't help the 
way he felt when looking at Valerie. She really turned him on in the 
most lewd and stimulating way he could imagine.


At that moment, seated at the large camp table, Valerie seemed to 
radiate pure sex like it was a common asset available to everyone. Her 
movements were deliberate and enticingly smooth, as if she was making 
love to anything that came in contact with her full and lush body. When 
she touched the table, it was certain that she was feeling its texture, 
caressing its surface with her fingers, and the bench she was sitting 
on might as well have been alive by the way her supplely fleshed 
buttocks and thighs pinched and rocked upon it. She was wearing a short 
dress of such delicate material that he had to wonder if it was all 
there, or instead, if was a blouse and she had somehow forgotten her 
pants or skirt. She always dressed in revealing garments, and though 
Rick had never seen her in the nude, he felt he could describe all of 
her intimate parts in detail. Her breasts, large and round and lifted, 
would shimmer and quiver as she shifted her position, the nipples 
pressing against the thin fabric of her dress as if straining to be 
free. He could imagine how proud and firm they were, like magnificent 
blushing globes above her narrow waist and curving hips. Her long 
tapering legs, always slightly parted seemed to suggest he could easily 
look up between them to the warm inviting place where her sleek inner 
thighs and softly rounded buttocks became one. Her silken pubic mound 
would be darker and thicker than Karen's, but he knew that the softly 
curling hair would part like a clearing in the forest to reveal the 
liquid pink orifice of her cunt tucked between soft, wetly glistening 
cuntal lips.


One of the men at the table was telling a dirty joke, but Rick kept his 
eyes on Valerie, for when she laughed, which was frequently, she would 
throw her head back so that her long auburn colored hair spilled over 
her shoulders like a flowing frame for her strikingly attractive face; 
at these times, her sensual mouth would open in an "O" shape as if her 
wetly ovalled lips were prepared to kiss the head of a cock. And then 
she would smile and her tongue would snake out between pearl white 
teeth to moisten her lips until they seemed to glow with alluring 
redness. She was an alive and tremendously exciting woman, a female, 
Rick knew, who could make any man glad to be near her.


It didn't take long for Rick to realize that the two men at the table 
were both seeking Valerie's favor and, becoming more excited himself at 
the sight of her, he decided he would make his presence known. He 
wanted to get away somewhere with Karen as soon as possible, and he was 
certain the two men would be glad for the privacy.


"So I find you at last," Rick announced abruptly as he stepped into the 
clearing and walked toward the camp table. Karen left the fire and ran 
to him with open arms.


"It's about time you got here ... I've been going crazy hanging around 
this giggling trio!" She was smiling and her words were intended to 
jest, but her open kiss left little doubt about her genuine feelings. 
She was hot and as anxious as he was for sex. The feel of her sensually 
warm young body pressing tightly against him made his half-hard cock 
grow larger, and he pushed her back after a moment, still finding it 
difficult to be so open in front of her mother. Valerie knew about 
their involvement and thought it fine, but his natural reserve kept 
open displays of affection to a minimum.


Keeping an arm around Karen, he walked to the table. "Evening, Mrs. 
Boyd, how are you?" he said, his hand extended. He liked the direct way 
she looked at him, and when their hands touched, he always felt as 
though she was being very, very friendly.


"Well, Rick, you're just in time for a drink," Valerie said in her 
husky voice as she took his hand; it seemed as if she felt it more than 
shaking it. Then she glanced at the other two men who were standing. 
"This is Karen's friend, Rick! That's Ray, and that's Bob ..."


Rick shook the hands of each, and he suddenly realized that they both 
knew Karen's mother better than he'd previously supposed as she went on 
quite casually, "They're a couple of Big Sur swingers, Rick."


"Nice to meet you!" he said to both. Then he turned to again face 
Valerie. "Before I forget, my mother said she would come by to say 
hello in the morning ..." Then he added as if to make an excuse for her 
absence, "She was a little tired from the drive down."


"Too bad she can't come tonight. It might have done her a world of 
good!" she said, and Rick missed the touch of sarcasm in her voice. 
"Sit down, have a drink, and let Karen get those steaks before they're 
burned to a crisp!"


With a yelp, Karen hurried to the campfire, so Rick did as Valerie 
asked, sitting down beside her and pouring himself a drink. They were 
all drinking martinis in large glasses, but he preferred something he 
could water down, so he poured himself three fingers of scotch and 
filled the glass with ice. "Helluva nice way to go camping, Mrs. Boyd," 
he said, and he clinked his glass against hers. She laughed which 
reminded him how horny he'd become, and he quickly took a large gulp of 
the liquor so he wouldn't stare. After that he completely forgot about 
the time or his promise to his mother as he listened to Ray and Bob 
tell stories, and he attempted to keep from looking at Valerie laugh. 
Karen put the overdone steaks on the table, but no one seemed very 
interested in eating any food. Rick fixed a second drink when Karen sat 
down beside him, and while she held a drink too, her free hand was kept 
busy under the table stroking his inner thigh. Being in between Karen 
and her voluptuous mother was a situation that Rick thought to have 
great possibilities, and the second and a third drink were consumed 
quickly. Finally, he was aroused from their nearness, he stood up from 
the table with legs trembling.


"I've got to go!" he announced abruptly, and no one seemed to notice 
but Karen. She stood, pausing long enough to drain her glass, and then 
she ran off to the tent only to emerge a second later with a 
flashlight.


"Mother, I'm going to walk back with Rick ... I'll be gone for awhile."


Only then did Valerie stop the animated conversation of the two men 
long enough for a short and meaningful comment of her own. "See you 
soon, Rick, and do take your time!"


"Thank you for the drink, Mrs. Boyd," he answered, and with quick nods 
to Ray and Bob, he took Karen by the arm and headed back toward the 
trail. Karen had the flashlight on, and they followed the circle of 
light, not stopping until they were at the edge of the slope. Then she 
pointed the light down the trail to the first level area.


"There! Just on the other side of that pine ..." She started down the 
trail, Rick anxiously following close behind.


"What? What's there?" he said.


She laughed, devilishly, "A blanket ... I put a blanket there earlier, 
in case it got cold."


Just off the trail, on the far side of a large pine tree, there was a 
flat and level space covered with fallen pine needles. And next to the 
base of the tree was a bunched up dark green blanket that Karen 
unhesitatingly picked up and began unfolding.


"Shine this down here while I spread this out," she said handing Rick 
the flashlight. Her rushing made him more excited than ever, and while 
holding the flashlight in one hand, he started unbuckling his belt with 
the other. In the process he couldn't help shining the light on Karen's 
sensual young body. Just like her mother, he thought, but younger and 
less experienced. Her dark eyes, wide with a heated arousal, glowed as 
the light shone on her pretty face; her long auburn hair, a shade 
lighter than her mother's fell in bright contrast around her white 
shoulders as she pulled off her sweater.


"I've been thinking about doing it all day ... Hurry, darling," she 
said, but he remained motionless as she stripped off her brassiere and 
exposed her full, ripely quivering breasts to his view. The nipples, 
pink and proud, were hardened with her excitement, and he held the 
light on them, wanting to watch her undress completely. With belt 
loosened, he started unbuttoning his shirt with one hand, but he didn't 
want to set the flashlight down until he had seen all of her. She was 
wearing jeans, and in one motion she slipped them, and her bikini 
panties, down over her gently rounded buttocks, lower still down her 
firm, white thighs until they fell in a heap around her ankles. He 
moved the beam of light across her flat young belly, pausing for a 
second as if to tease her navel with it, and then he pointed the light 
directly at the triangular patch of her sparse pubic hair.


Karen saw what he was doing with the light, and she laughed openly, 
willing to play the game. "You see? It's ready for you, darling! Warm 
and moist and ready for your big old cock." As she spoke in her soft, 
low voice, she spread her slenderly tapered legs apart and began 
grinding her hips rhythmically back and forth, as her hands - palms 
against her white flesh with fingers extended - slid down over her 
naked belly toward the curving mound of sexual pleasure.


Rick gaped at her slow sensuous movements, as her fingertips drew 
closer and closer to the silken fuzz of her eagerly undulating cunt. 
His long throbbing penis was straining against the confinement of his 
pants, growing harder and bigger as he watched her caress her inner 
thighs and spread her legs out wider still before reaching up with two 
fingers of each hand to stroke the moistened hair-lined slit and part 
the wetly glistening pussy lips to wantonly expose the flushing pink 
flesh of her cunt.


Her lust hardened clitoris was throbbing visibly as she seductively 
pressed a fingertip against it, and the young boy couldn't leave his 
pants on another moment. His stiff, blood-filled cock was aching to be 
released, to be free to enter the moistly hot grip of Karen's tight 
young cunt, and he set the flashlight on the ground, the beam spreading 
across the blanket to illuminate their love-bed. "There! Lay down 
there!" he groaned as he hurriedly pushed his pants over his painfully 
erect penis, releasing it to stand straight out from his groin.


Karen willingly did as he asked, nakedly stretching out on the blanket 
so that the light shone directly on her voluptuous young loins, and 
with knees drawn up and spread out wide, she again stroked the tingling 
knob of her rigid little clitoris with a single fingertip. She was 
without shame as she arched her ripely flaring buttocks up off the 
blanket, grinding her pelvis in a lewdly open invitation to be fucked.


Rick was ready, tearing his shirt off and nearly tripping in his 
efforts to step out of his pants, as he knelt down on the blanket, 
naked now except for his shoes and socks. The night air was cold, but 
both young people were too impatient to notice anything except the 
other's arousal.


"Ooohh, your cock's so big and hard! Fuck me, darling. Fuck me," the 
young girl pleaded as she raised her hips up higher, as if trying to 
catch his wildly jerking penis with her hungry little cunt. Her hands 
were on her sleek inner thighs, fingers spreading the heatedly 
quivering lips of her lubricated vagina so that Rick could clearly see 
the wetly glistening opening to her femaledom. With a loud groan of 
hunger, the boy arched his hips forward so that the rubbery-like tip of 
his pounding cock was but inches from her moistly heated cuntal 
crevice.


He, too, had been thinking about fucking the voluptuous teenaged girl 
all day, and he wanted to savor the moment, just to feel the full, 
overpowering impact of her sexuality. The helmet-like purple head of 
his rigid penis was throbbing painfully as he pushed it closer to her 
tender young flesh, and when it contacted the whispy ends of her pubic 
hairs his whole body shuddered with passion. Tiny droplets of moisture 
clung to the auburn hairs lining the wide-spread lips, and still more 
perfumed lubricant covered the fleshy pink valley from the quaking wet 
bud of her clitoris to the brownish tightly puckered little anus. He 
wanted to touch it, all of it with the thick head of his cock, and 
tease her until she begged him to ram his prick up into the slick walls 
of her tight young cunt, fucking like a maniac into her quivering 
belly.


Tightly gripping the large, fleshy pole-like penis in his hand, Rick 
pushed his hips forward again, this time not stopping until the dilated 
slit at the very tip made contact with the hardened ridge of her 
clitoris. Then using his stiff rod like a poker, he stroked it across 
the hotly moistened flesh, striking at her budded nerve ending, 
taunting her wet cuntal mouth, and slipping the now moistened head down 
over the excitedly puckering hole to her rectum. The sex-crazed 
teenager jerked her voluptuous young buttocks up at the rigidly teasing 
cock, anxious and hungry to have it buried deep in her fiery belly, but 
the grinning boy held back just enough to prevent her from taking it 
inside. He guided it up and down the smooth valley again and again, 
pausing here and there to push and retreat and make her moan in 
frustration. More warm lubricant oozed out to be spread over the pinkly 
blushing flesh, and he placed the purple head of his cock again over 
her tiny anus pushing once, twice, harder as she squirmed on the 
blanket beneath her.


"Ooohhh, ooohhh, oohhhh! Fuck me ... Ohhh, God, fuck me!" she cried 
with her long slender legs trembling in tensed anticipation. She was 
ready, so ready, and willing to take him anywhere as long as he fucked 
her.


Sweat dripped from Rick Hill's forehead as the heated arousal of his 
body grew more intense, but he still held back, enjoying the seeming 
power his hard young penis had over her wantonly writhing body. No 
matter where he touched her with it, she squirmed and twisted as if 
wanting to take its massive hardness inside, and he thought about 
making her suck it or take it in her asshole, but the memory of her 
tightly slick young cunt around his rigid cock dominated all.


With a calculating cold-bloodedness born of a wild passion, he laid the 
full length of his hard, heatedly throbbing penis over the wide-splayed 
slit of her cunt, and he fell upon her, his hips trapping her legs out 
wide, his hands covering the pliant globes of her large, softly fleshed 
breasts.


She moaned and writhed insanely, her eyes closed, her mouth open with a 
hot, implacable desire. "F-fuck m-m-meeeee!" she moaned, her voice wild 
and high.


He felt her fingers tracing down his spinal column, feeling each inch 
as they explored lower. They moved past his waist, and he closed his 
eyes and tried not to moan with delight. He dared not think of what she 
was going to do, even though he knew ... and died from anticipation. He 
raised his hips slowly, the head of his unbending cock slipping down 
her hair-lined slit, further and further until it was positioned 
against the gaping mouth of her moistly heated cunt. With a frenzied 
movement, her hands cupped the cheeks of his buttocks and she tried to 
pull him toward her, trying, with all her might, to shove his long hard 
cock into her impatiently wanting cunt.


"Fuck me!" she begged. "Fuck me anyway you like!"


Her words drove him mad. Her face was distorted with lust and wild with 
passion as her head thrashed back and forth, sending her red hair 
whipping through the air. He pushed forward, carefully ... gradually 
slipping the thick excitedly pulsating head of his penis into the tight 
grip of her snug little cunt. He entered her, an inch, then another, 
the head of his cock stretching her wetly slick passage wide as she 
squirmed beneath him, groaning and panting and wanting him all the way 
to her belly. The tortuously slow entry was teasing ecstasy, stirring a 
fire in his balls that made his cum boil as he pushed deeper in the 
lubricated tunnel, her hot little cunt rippling over his hardened flesh 
as if sucking it inside. He penetrated still another inch of sensual 
delight, but still he held to his agonizing pace.


Karen groaned, arching her buttocks up in her sexual delirium as she 
tightly gripped his muscular young buttocks, pulling the cheeks wide so 
that he felt the cool night air stirring between them. Then, as he 
tensed, he felt the young girl's outstretched finger find its way to 
the crack between his naked buttocks and burrow its way down until it 
touched on his excitedly puckering anus. With a yell and a bellow, he 
rammed his thick cock into the pulpy hotness of her young cunt. It sank 
all the way home into the deep mysterious depths of her being, and he 
felt it hot and hard and powerful ... with her moistly contracting 
pussy pulsating all around his long hard shaft as if it were determined 
to hold it prisoner in her cunt forever.


Forcing his arms underneath her and holding her tight so that her head 
fell back and her entire upper torso was lifted off the ground, he 
began fucking her - slowly at first, then in a rapidly increasing and 
snarling desire. The young teenager responded wildly, gyrating her hips 
like a whore gone mad, eager to get more of his hotly throbbing cock 
deeper inside her, if that was possible.


Rick lost all control and began fucking with all his might, his balls 
slapping against her nakedly upturned buttocks as he lifted them off 
the blanket with each stroke and slammed her back down again. The sex-
crazed girl squealed, faintly at first then louder as his massive young 
cock sawed in and out with wild abandon, racing into Karen's wetly 
clasping cunt like a piston in a revved-up engine. Their pubic hairs 
entangled as his penis sliced down between her legs and up into her 
belly, her vibrant little pussy, a warm and soft and grasping pulsating 
sleeve of pleasure, pulling him inside and squeezing him out as her 
belly wantonly churned and her thighs locked against his rolling hips.


It had only been a week, but it seemed like forever since he had an 
orgasm or even sex of any kind, and he felt his impatiently heated cum 
building with the might and undeniable thrust of a bulldozer out of 
control. He pushed his hand under her eagerly raised young buttocks, 
and he was imagining the look of the tiny puckered orifice hidden 
teasingly and mysteriously up between her hotly trembling ass-cheeks, 
feeling the smooth hairless skin of the softly yielding valley leading 
to her anus. He wanted to touch it, feel the tight elastic texture of 
her anal ring with his finger.


"OOooohh yes! Put your finger in my asshole, Rick, baby ... Ohhh, now 
now now!"


His fingertip made contact with the tightly puckered little opening and 
he pushed hard against it, eliciting more fevered groans of pleasure 
from the teenaged girl. The elastic-like ring of warmly pulsating flesh 
seemed to loosen and tighten in time to the fucking of his thickly 
hardened cock in and out of her tight little cunt just above it, and he 
twisted his invading finger around up to the first knuckle, screwing it 
hotly up into the rubbery mouth of her hairless little anus.


"Ooohh, yessss ... Ooohh, ohhh, ohhh!" Karen gasped loudly and in pain 
as his finger drove deeper up into her tightly cringing rectum, another 
object of lusting pleasure to saw and fuck in her loins.


Rick ground his throbbing cock down hard into her heatedly clasping 
cunt and thrust his finger deeper, up to the second knuckle, in her 
heatedly tight rectum, straining and grunting - fighting the urge to 
let his boiling white cum dash free from his bloated balls. She moved 
beneath him like a sex machine - all velvet and heat - the taut muscles 
in her rectum slowly, deliberately, pulling and working at his screwing 
finger, wanting it deep as he drove it through the tight, spongy grasp 
of her anus. Her wanton little body was alive, her fleshy young 
buttocks wildly grinding under the smooth pistoning of his hotly 
throbbing cock as they raised themselves up to his deepest drives. Her 
legs spasmodically flew up and out, opening her shamelessly aroused 
loins even wider to his hard, rapid thrusts, and she arched her naked 
hips up to meet him, twisting and mewling as if worshipping the hard 
fleshy penis shoved deep in her hungrily burning cunt.


"Oooohh, Goddd! Yeesss ... Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Karen was being 
sexually driven toward her own wild ecstasy, wantonly wiggling her 
buttocks and thrusting her pelvis up to meet each one of his savage 
blows as her eyes closed and she let her head fall back and her mouth 
open in wondrous rapture.


"I'm c-c-cummmiinnnaggg!" she gasped.


"Uunnnhhhh!"


"I ... I'mmmm ccuunummmmmminngggg!" the teenaged girl gasped again.


Her tightly clasping little cunt of hot buttery liquid rippled against 
his lust-inflated cock like a volcanic wave of erotic fire, and Rick 
was breathing hard and his heart was pounding as though it were about 
to fly right out of his chest as he felt his orgasm growing until it 
seemed to fill his whole groin. Then, like hot mercury finding a 
channel, his cum - heavy and thick - raced as if it had been poured 
down a funnel and exploded, almost tearing the head of his cock off as 
it heatedly splattered into her wildly rejoicing young cunt. He felt 
himself thrusting, pouring white hot sperm into the wantonly writhing 
girl as his toes tingled and the hair stood up on the back of his neck 
and he bellowed, "Aaaaaggghhhhhh!"


And still the never-ending spurts of hot cum pumped out of his cock, 
filling her and making it easy to saw in and out of her wildly 
contracting pussy. Her belly rolled with his lunges, spasms of delight 
arching up against him; and her mouth was open, teeth tightly bared, as 
she gasped and moaned in groaning climactic desire. He pumped once, 
twice, then once again, feeling his strength going, his muscles turning 
into taffy, and his bones melting into warm butter. With a long 
satisfied moan, he finally collapsed on top of her ... breathing 
heavily, his long cock still buried into her eagerly milking vagina.


Karen continued to writhe beneath him, wiggling her hips and screwing 
up against his half-hard cock as his outstretched finger kept fucking 
into the depths of her heated rectum. Their climactic juices flowed 
warmly, slowly, around the thick base of his wildly jerking cock and 
seeped down the moist crevice of her wide-splayed buttocks to lubricate 
his finger as it plunged tirelessly in her tightly clasping anus. Then, 
as if only pausing before making a new ascent, she slowly lowered her 
legs on the blanket, forcing his finger to slip gradually, smoothly, 
from the spongy grasp of her rectum until the fingertip came out of her 
puckered little anus with a lewd popping noise.


Rick stayed over her as he suddenly felt the chill of the night air on 
his naked buttocks, and he reached out to pull the blanket over them. 
It was then that he realized the flashlight was still shining on them. 
This struck him so funny that he began laughing, causing his deflating 
cock to slip noisily from Karen's cum-filled cunt. He rolled onto his 
back, gasping and choking, "Imagine ... W-what if somebody had come ... 
What a show!" he said between his rasping laughter. "Oh, woowwww!"


Karen turned on her side, finishing the job Rick started by pulling the 
blanket over their naked young bodies. She was still reveling in the 
sensually slippery feel of warm cum between her smooth inner thighs, 
and she snuggled in close to him. "That was nice," she sighed, totally 
unconcerned about possible onlookers.


"Yeah," he answered, but he was thinking about her mother, Valerie, and 
what was probably happening to her right then. Karen and her sexy young 
mother in bed together, that would really be something! And, abruptly, 
he remembered his own mother and how he had told her he'd be back for 
dinner. He knew he had to leave ... right now. "I've got to get back to 
the cabin ..."


"Ooohhh, already?" she said, and she knew Rick liked it when she 
pouted.


"I told my mother I'd be back for dinner an hour ago! She's probably 
worried."


"Doesn't she know what you're doing?" Karen asked though she already 
knew the answer.


"Oh, come on! She thinks you're a virgin, and me too! She'd die of 
shock if she found out differently ..." Rick said, and he believed it, 
too.


"You know, she is awfully uptight for such an attractive woman," she 
said as if thinking out loud. "I'm going to see if Valerie can help her 
..."


"No! Don't, Karen ... Whatever it is that makes my mother the way she 
is ... Well, she's going to have to ..." He couldn't finish the 
statement. "Hell, I'd better get going!" He started to push back the 
blanket, but he froze as Karen's warm young hand closed over his cock.


"That good fuck you just threw me made my throat dry. I was kinda 
hoping ..." She gently squeezed his limp penis with her fingers, and he 
felt it growing hard again. The way she talked sometimes just drove him 
crazy; the way she licked her wetly parted lips making what she wanted 
so obvious and all ... Hell, he was late now, a few more minutes 
wouldn't matter! And she was, obviously, hungry ... so why not feed her 
...


Chapter 4


It seemed colder, and Linda pulled her coat more tightly around her as 
twilight finally faded and night fell around her. She was past the 
campsites, too far for the flickering light from their fires and 
lanterns to do much good, and she stood in the darkness, glancing 
nervously to her left and toward the sloping, tree-covered hill. She 
didn't think she could ever find her way up in the darkness, and she 
knew she should turn back, returning to the cabin alone.


She didn't want to go all the way to the Boyds' camp anyway, because 
she didn't want Rick to think of her as an interfering mother. But she 
waited, for a few minutes, somehow believing that Rick would soon be 
coming down the hill. When she saw a light at the top through the 
trees, moving and shining down a trail, she was sure it was Rick on his 
way back to the cabin. Then it stopped, a short distance below the 
rise, but she couldn't tell what was happening because of the trees. 
The beam of light moved, appearing and disappearing, and then she could 
only see a dull glow coming from one place. Was he lost? Oh God ... 
what if he had fallen?


There was a trail up the slope; somehow she had to find it, to get to 
that spot of light and make sure that her son was all right. She moved 
slowly, cautiously, afraid that she might step into a chuck hole or 
trip over a fallen branch. Soon, to her surprise, she found herself on 
a well-defined trail angling up the slope. Still she moved slowly as 
the trail was steep and treacherous, and one wrong step could prove 
disastrous. The climb was difficult. She stopped now and then to make 
sure that she was still heading up toward the light. At one point the 
trail moved away from that pinpoint of illumination, and she nearly 
walked into a tree. She stayed on the trail, and in time it did angle 
back in the direction of the light.


She was breathing heavily from effort as the trail seemed to become 
steeper, but finally she realized that the spot she was seeking was 
directly ahead of her, only a short distance away. She paused to catch 
her breath and thought about calling out her son's name, but a sound, a 
noise she couldn't identify caused her to remain quiet. What if it 
wasn't Rick at all, and she was nowhere near the Boyds' camp? It was 
possible she was approaching a total stranger, and if that was in fact 
the case, she didn't want to be seen.


She started again, quietly, deciding that she would first get a look at 
the scene before committing herself; and even if it wasn't Rick there, 
it had been worth the climb to put her mind at ease. The trail reached 
a level area, and now she could see that the illumination came from a 
flashlight lying on the ground about ten feet ahead, but whatever it 
was shining on had been blocked from her vision by the base of a large 
tree. She knew someone was there as she could hear heavy breathing, and 
with skin tingling from fright and nervous excitement, she cautiously 
moved to the near side of the tree trunk. She was scared, frightened by 
what she might find behind the tree, but she was drawn to it, somehow 
feeling she had to look. My God, please don't let it be Rick who's 
fallen and hurt himself.


Gradually she moved around the tree, her eyes wide as she progressively 
took in more and more: a dark green blanket, a pile of clothes, the 
movement of naked flesh ... and then she wanted to scream! Her head 
began spinning crazily as images - prurient, intense images - swam 
through her brain to make her legs weak and her heart pound. Abruptly, 
she thought she was going to faint as her whole world came to a 
shattering end. There, a few feet away, before her horrified and 
disbelieving eyes, was her son and Karen ... nakedly locked together, 
lewdly and violently in the process of sexual intercourse. The young 
mother couldn't move as she stared transfixed at the heated coupling, 
the impact of the shock thrusting into her silently screaming brain 
again and again like a mad surgeon's scalpel jabbing repeatedly into 
her nerve centers.


Her son and Karen Boyd together on the blanket, their naked bodies 
glistening in the beam of the flashlight as they rhythmically performed 
an obscene horizontal dance of seduction. Linda blinked her eyes not 
wanting to believe what she saw, yet it was so clear, and so very near! 
Karen's long legs were back, knees practically touching the ground at 
her shoulders, and her wide-spread loins were clearly visible as she 
wantonly bucked under the driving lunges of Rick's long, hard penis. 
Linda wanted to run, to flee from this terrible heartbreaking sight 
before her, but her legs wouldn't move, no matter how hard she tried to 
make them work. It was as if she was captured and held by an invisible 
force, a demanding force that made her a part of the scene on the 
blanket.


Her eyes took in the images and planted them in her brain as if she was 
to judge and evaluate the quality of the fucking. The reddish silkiness 
of Karen's pubic hair was parted, flared out by the thickness of the 
wetly ramming cock that plunged again and again into the moist pink 
opening of her ravished little cunt. Even the larger than normal bud of 
her clitoris could be seen - erect and throbbing - responding to the 
contact of his powerful young penis as he speared deep into her eagerly 
writhing belly. Linda could hear, as loudly as the drums of doom, her 
son's sperm-laden balls slapping noisily against the open crevice that 
divided the smoothly rounded globes of the girl's gyrating buttocks. 
When he withdrew, his hard fleshy column - slick with her lubricating 
fluid - would force the tightly clasping flesh of her vagina to roll 
out and then inward again as his glistening thick cock disappeared once 
more all the way inside her. Just below the moistened pink flanges of 
her pussy was a tiny puckered hole that seemed to suck at the hairy sac 
of his balls each time they slammed against it.


Karen was groaning incessantly, her head rolling from side to side 
making a tangle of her long, auburn hair. It was only too obvious how 
much she loved this lewd fucking she was getting. Linda tried to divert 
her eyes, ashamed of the churning unexplainable emotions she felt, but 
something made her stare at her son's powerful young buttocks, as he 
pistoned into Karen's tight little cunt. The nakedly thrusting cheeks 
of his ass tightened and relaxed with the rhythm of his fucking; and 
his mother watched closely, examining his genitals with a subjectivity 
that was sinful. She was truly amazed by the enormous size of his long 
virile penis.


His hard shaft was lined with blue veins that pounded with his 
excitement, the throbbing seeming to become more and more pronounced 
with each passing second. He was really buffeting the nakedly writhing 
young girl's body, yet she was obviously wanting even more.


Linda tried to move again, knowing she was observing something not 
really meant for her eyes, and on top of it all, she also realized with 
disgust and shame that the salacious sight was stimulating her own 
body. Her legs had begun trembling as the bud of her clitoris became 
moistly erect with arousal, and she had the perverse and vile urge to 
reach down between her quivering thighs and shove a finger, two 
fingers, into the wet folds of her own intolerably heated pussy. Her 
head was spinning with the desire for satisfaction, as there was 
something in her memory that was coming forward, something darkly 
exciting provoked by the sight of her son and Karen fucking.


"Ooohh yes! Put your finger in my asshole, Rick ... Ohhh, now now now!" 
Karen groaned loudly as she bucked under his powerfully pistoning young 
cock, and the words floated over to Linda like teasing, arousing and 
taunting little shocks of pleasure, drawing her attention even more 
into the lewd action. The trembling young mother stared at Karen's 
tightly puckered anus as Rick's outstretched middle finger pushed 
against it, worming into the clasping dry hole to disappear up to the 
first knuckle. And Karen begged for more. "Ooooh, yessss ... that hurts 
sooooo good! OOOh, oooh, oohhh!"


Linda was aghast as she saw her young son's extended finger sliding 
into Karen's rectum, deeper and deeper, rhythmically taking up the 
tempo of his cock fucking into her moistly quivering pussy. Linda 
thought she, too, could actually feel the fiery penetration into her 
own suddenly puckering anus, and the shock made her legs move. Somehow 
she was able to back away from the tree, retreat from the salacious 
sight of her son and Karen fucking, as the memory it brought out was 
suddenly clear. It was as if she was seeing herself at the same age as 
Karen, that time so many years ago in the park with the sailor. And she 
could remember how his long hard penis had felt, so good, so ...


Linda started to run, willing to go anywhere as long as it was away 
from that horrible spot, and without really knowing why, she ran up the 
trail to the top of the rise. She was again in the darkness of the 
night, but she moved without the fear of stumbling, as that had somehow 
lost its importance. There were too many other things to think of now, 
and a careless step, a fall was insignificant.


Perhaps unconsciously she was thinking to go to Valerie Boyd with her 
new knowledge, to put the facts before Karen's mother in the hope that 
she could erase the lewd scene she had just witnessed from her mind. 
Yet, whatever brought her to the edge of the clearing and campsite, was 
quickly forgotten or lost in the prurient haze that once again 
permeated her mind.


Linda froze, having almost charged blindly into another wild sex scene, 
this one even worse than the earlier, that was just getting underway. 
It looked even more unreal than the last, their naked bodies glowing 
red in the brilliant firelight, so close that Linda thought she could 
reach out and touch them. Yet, it was less their nudity than their 
bizarre positions that stunned Linda, and she remained hidden in the 
thick foliage, her mind trying to make sense out of the lewd spectacle 
before her.


There was a man, stripped naked and stretched out on his back on top of 
a table, surrounded by plates and glasses and bottles, and there was 
the voluptuous Valerie Boyd, kneeling on discarded clothes on a bench 
beside the table. Her smoothly rounded backside was toward Linda, and 
both of her hands were encircling a huge, rigidly erect penis that 
stood straight up from the man's bushy groin. Linda would never have 
believed a cock could be so big, and if that wasn't enough of a shock, 
she was stunned to see Valerie lovingly caressing it in her hands. It 
was almost as if the naked Boyd woman was a doctor examining a 
patient's sexual prowess as she leaned over it, her long red hair 
hanging down to touch his thighs, while her fingers seemed to feel 
every part of its long, hard-fleshed surface. She was laughing and 
licking her wetly parted lips and breathing over the throbbing penis, 
her face moving closer and closer to it.


"You have a lovely cock," she said to the grinning man, and Linda found 
herself examining the man's penis too. The thick head seemed to glow a 
majestic purple in the reddish light of the fire, and the narrow slit 
at the tip opened and closed as Valerie's hand stroked up and down its 
thick length. The man raised up on his elbows, coolly staring at her 
stroking of his cock, and when he made certain motions with his hips, 
it was apparent he wanted to thrust his massively erect penis into her 
mouth.


Linda told herself it was wrong to be spying on Valerie like this, but 
at the same time she had a mother's interest in knowing the family of 
her son's girlfriend. And she knew that, at the moment, she couldn't 
bring herself to walk back down the trail, without running the risk of 
encountering Rick and Karen again. But what really kept her there was 
the thought of seeing a sexual act like she had never dreamed possible. 
Though she could never consciously admit it, she had become almost 
wantonly aroused by watching her son fucking his girl. Thus she was 
emotionally and physically unable to pass up the opportunity to observe 
another sexual scene - a scene that would justify her arousal.


Valerie was mewling a high-pitched moan of pleasure as she leaned 
closer and closer to the thickly jutting column of flesh, leaning over 
until her large white breasts were sensually swaying just above his 
jerking penis. She moved lower, positioning her dangling globes until 
they were on either side of the wildly throbbing cock and squeezed them 
around the fleshy shaft as if she was making a sandwich. Then she began 
to stroke the massive penis, using her softly firm breasts in place of 
her hands.


The thick purple head of the man's impatiently pulsating cock 
disappeared into the soft warm valley formed by her large breasts, and 
then it reappeared as she began to raise up and down, fucking his lust-
hardened staff with her tits. In the reddish light of the fire, the 
whole scene appeared to be a strange and bizarre ritual that Karen's 
naked mother was performing over the man's idol-like phallus. The man 
had a fixed smile on his face as he watched his long thick cock being 
massaged by her soft breasts, and he suddenly arched his hips up, 
pushing the head of his cock up so far that it scraped her chin. 
Valerie backed away for a moment, laughing teasingly, then formed an 
"O" with her moist red lips. No longer smiling, suddenly very serious, 
she bent down slightly and flicked her pink little tongue out at the 
massively jerking penis, wetly circling its throbbing head.


For an instant the whole bizarre scene tilted crazily before Linda's 
eyes, and she felt faint. It was too unbelievable, seeing so clearly, 
so close to herself, the vile and crude sexual play of Karen's mother. 
She knew she should leave and somehow return to the cabin unseen, but 
she also knew that no power on earth could force her away from this 
lewdly exciting sight. She had never seen anything more vilely 
perverted in her life ... and she wanted to see all of it ... because 
it was exciting her beyond measure.


The man's massive cock was growing even larger under the ministrations 
of Valerie's tongue; and she was licking up and down the full blood-
filled length of it now, occasionally stopping to flick out across the 
very tip where tiny drops of semen had appeared. It was as if she was 
whipping the hard flesh into submissiveness as she painted it over with 
her warmly glistening saliva. When the man moaned and squirmed like a 
beaten animal, she withdrew her tongue, and she lowered her head until 
the thick tip of his moistened penis was slowly slipping between her 
ovalled red lips, entering the warm cavity of her mouth. She sucked and 
licked at the vibrant flesh as though it were a delicious ice-cream 
cone. Gradually, Karen's mother began taking a little more of its 
thickness inside her wetly sucking mouth, and - at the same time - had 
her hand wrapped around its thick base, pumping furiously up and down. 
Then Valerie suddenly did something Linda wouldn't have believed 
possible if she hadn't seen it with her own eyes.


Moaning loudly, Valerie slowly lowered her head, taking nearly the 
entire long length of the man's wetly glistening cock into her throat. 
Her cheeks bloated out grotesquely and then hollowed in as she sucked 
furiously on the pulsating rod; when she raised her head up again, she 
left a trail of white teeth marks along its blood-red surface. Then 
with a rhythmic motion, her head began rapidly sawing up and down on 
the man's cock, her tightly compressed lips rolling in and out as she 
sucked with tremendous force. With her other hand she began to massage 
the hairy huge globes of his sperm-weighted balls, and she appeared 
caught up in a sexual frenzy that grew more intense with each passing 
second.


Linda's heart was pounding so fast that she thought she could feel it 
reverberating in her ears and, unconsciously, she began to rub her legs 
together, her inner thighs like pinchers squeezing her wetly 
palpitating vagina. Her legs again started to tremble, and she sank 
down to the ground, being careful to keep Valerie and the man in clear 
view. Then, just as she sat on the pine needle covered earth, another 
man came into sight from around behind the tent. Linda almost jumped up 
again, but she stayed put when she realized that he, too, was totally 
naked and obviously a member of the party. He was grinning as he 
walked, and jutting out from his hairy groin was a half-hard penis that 
to Linda looked even bigger than the one in Valerie's mouth.


"Don, you dirty bastard," he said growling, "I turn my back for a 
second and you two start fucking without me!" He looked unhappy as he 
came around the table to stand behind Valerie and the man he had called 
Don. Linda was amazed as the man on the table only laughed, while 
Valerie, her mouth full of Don's cock, and unable to speak, merely 
wiggled her naked buttocks back at the newcomer.


"You can pump it in the other way, Ray," Don said between grunting 
laughs, and Linda felt her nerves shrilly jangling with excitement as 
she realized what the man on the table meant by his statement.


The standing man, Ray, laughed in answer and moved to the head end of 
the table where several bottles of liquor were placed. Linda was 
horrified to see Valerie spreading her legs wide apart in a wanton 
gesture of willing acquiescence. She was still kneeling on the bench, 
the fully rounded globes of her buttocks like twin moons above her firm 
white thighs, and her back sloped slightly downward as she leaned over 
the table sucking hungrily on Don's long hard cock.


Ray picked up a bottle of clear liquor, Linda couldn't tell whether it 
was gin or vodka, and he returned with it to stand once again behind 
Valerie's voluptuously wiggling backside. He uncapped the bottle, and 
laughing loudly, poured some of the contents over Valerie's sloping 
back. Linda held back a vocal cry of surprise as she watched the liquor 
trickle down the hollow formed by the woman's spine to finally run 
between the deep shadowy crevice dividing her buttocks' cheeks. But 
Valerie moaned pleasurably around the thick cock in her mouth, and Ray, 
laughing cruelly, poured even more of the liquor over her obscenely 
writhing buttocks and loins.


Linda trembled with disbelief, unable to understand how Karen's young 
mother could permit such a debasing act to be performed on her body, 
but in another moment her nerves tingled with renewed excitement as she 
saw what Ray intended to do. Turning his back to Valerie, he knelt down 
on the ground and leaned over backwards until his head was up between 
her wide-spread thighs, and with mouth open, he licked the silver drops 
of liquor that was clinging to her reddish pubic hair.


My God, he's going to kiss her ... There! Linda thought as she stared 
at the trio of naked people. She couldn't believe it, didn't want to 
believe it, but she knew that it was happening and making her own body 
burn with extraordinary intensity.


Ray didn't have to raise his head to continue, as Valerie spread her 
knees out wider until his voracious mouth was pressed into the soft 
flesh of her booze-moistened cunt. With the first touch of his hot lips 
against her tender cuntal flesh, she moaned like a banshee around the 
sawing cock in her mouth. Immediately, Ray's moistly quivering tongue 
flicked out into the perfumed pussy flesh as his arms snaked around her 
quivering white thighs pulling her closer still. His fingers dug into 
the soft crevice of her supplely globular buttocks, spreading the twin 
cheeks wide apart so to gain better access for his lengthy tongue.


Linda felt a wanton shudder run up her spine as the tiny ring of 
Valerie's little brown anus was abruptly exposed to her view. She could 
even see the dark pink ridge of rubbery flesh expanding and contracting 
in the light from the fire. Below it, she could see the man's wetly 
glistening tongue moving in the pink furrow of the quivering vagina. 
Suddenly it disappeared into the moistly clasping opening, driving deep 
into Valerie's hot little cunt. Linda was so caught up in the bizarre 
scene that she thought she, too, could feel the heated tongue slicing 
up between her inner thighs licking its hot way deep into her cunt. 
Abruptly, their perverted lust began to take hold of her body also ... 
and she realized she was thankful for being hidden from their view, as 
an uncontrollable desire to touch her own body dominated her thoughts.


The dull burning sensation in the pit of her belly had become a raging 
flame of lusting need, and she opened the front of her coat, taking the 
hem of her dress to raise it up until it was gathered like an accordion 
above her large, pointed breasts. With both hands, she lifted her 
brassiere up over the jutting mounds of flesh to cup them and pinch the 
tinglingly erect nipples between thumbs and forefingers. Not once did 
she take her eyes off the lewd sexual scene on the table in the 
clearing.


Valerie's head was bobbing up and down rapidly, her hand moving almost 
too fast to see along the glistening, hard cock in ever swifter strokes 
as she sensually swung her fully-fleshed buttocks in circles over the 
wetly probing tongue. Ray was driving his tongue up into the moist 
channel of her hotly clasping pussy like a cat lapping milk, and his 
fingers began probing into the tight ring of flesh around the entrance 
to her rectum. Karen's shamelessly aroused mother wiggled her buttocks 
back against his fingers as if wanting to take them inside, and obeying 
her unspoken request, Ray suddenly plunged his long, outstretched 
middle finger into the depths of her rubbery asshole.


Linda, eyes glazed over with lust, watched as his finger drove up to 
the second knuckle and began immediately to fuck in and out, sawing a 
counter rhythm to his flicking tongue. The sight sent chills of pained 
excitement streaking through her own rectum, tingling like the fire in 
her loins and she released one hand hold of her breast to push the band 
of her white little nylon panties down over her ripely flaring hips. 
Once the flimsy material was gathered at her knees, she kicked her legs 
out, anxious to have the panties all the way off. She wanted complete 
freedom of movement with her legs, and she spread them wide apart, 
leaving her love-starved pussy completely accessible.


She hesitated a moment, a familiar tinge of guilt crossing her 
consciousness for an instant, but she was already beyond the point of 
self-control. Eagerly, trembling with a fiery need, she ran her hand up 
between her firm inner thighs until her fingers were pressing into the 
soft folds of her moistly heated vagina. The silken pubic hairs were 
wet with her lubricating fluid, and the swelling mound of cuntal flesh 
pulsed hotly beneath the pressure of her hand. Her fingers brushed 
electrically over the tiny hardened tip of her clitoris, and she gasped 
at the unexpected shock the contact brought. It was overpowering, and 
the guilt that flickered through her conscience was overcome by the 
agonized, terrible frustration of her need.


The sexual scene on the camp table was coming to a head, their combined 
motions and groans of pleasure seeming to permeate the night air, and 
Linda, though apart from them, was also feeling the power of their 
sexual energy. It surely had to reach climax soon, or so Linda thought, 
and she too wanted to feel the exquisite heights of orgasm. But then, 
the scene before her was suddenly changing, as Ray, the man oral 
fucking Valerie's pulsating vagina, stopped his tonguing action and 
stood up.


Linda remained still for a moment, fearing possible discovery, and she 
wondered what bizarre act Ray was going to perform next on Valerie. He 
was stroking his hugely erect cock, each motion making the glowing 
purple head swell out even bigger, and Linda shuddered, realizing he 
was pointing it directly at Valerie's wiggling backside. Was he going 
to fuck her from behind, dog-style? Linda didn't know what to expect, 
but she saw that Valerie had slowed up her sucking and bobbing over the 
other man's cock. It was as if she was waiting for Ray to get himself 
ready, and to Linda it seemed to take forever ... while, in fact, he 
was behind her only a few seconds.


Ray casually dug his fingers into the crevice dividing Valerie's softly 
rounded ass-cheeks, and he spread them wide apart to expose her anus 
once again. Linda had seen him sawing his fingers in and out of 
Valerie's tightly puckered little rectum, and that had been arousing in 
itself, but suddenly Ray's new intentions were very, very clear. His 
great thick penis was headed directly for the tiny crinkled ring of her 
anus! That little orifice was stretched wide open, quivering in eager 
anticipation between the distended cheeks of her full globular 
buttocks. Without having stopped for a moment in her oral fucking of 
Don's mighty cock, Valerie raised her hips up higher as if to meet Ray 
halfway.


Linda was horrified, frozen with excited fear as she watched him move 
his long, wildly throbbing penis up between Valerie's wide-spread 
buttocks. She didn't believe it was possible! Valerie certainly 
couldn't take such a huge pole into her rectum that way without being 
torn in half! But, even as Rick's mother stared in disbelief, the naked 
Mrs. Boyd raised her head up from the thick, wetly glistening cock in 
her mouth, gasping out in staccato rhythm the words that Linda was 
afraid to hear.


"Hurry ... Fuck ... My ... Asshole! Let's all ... cum ... together ..."


Linda's mind was spinning with unbelieving horror as the words seemed 
to echo through the still night air. Nobody could perform such an 
inhuman, animalistic act, yet Valerie was actually begging for it! 
Suddenly, Ray was shuffling forward, the blunt head of his penis madly 
pulsating as he placed it against the little aperture of her tight 
anus, and she seemed to be wiggling back against it as though hungry to 
have it ripping into her lust-crazed body. Ray let the swollen, blood-
filled head rest there for a moment, a deep purple and angrily 
throbbing knob between the gleaming white cheeks of her ass. He was 
breathing hard now, his whole body nakedly trembling with vile 
excitement, but he held back either to torment Valerie as she 
subjugated herself before him, or to savor the thrill of her heated 
flesh expanding against the throbbing end of his long, hard cock. Don, 
on the table, was just staring up at them, a lewd grin of aroused 
passion on his face, and Linda thought he too was anxious to see the 
perverted sodomizing of Karen's mother's anus.


"Shove ... Cock ... In ... My ... Asshole!" Valerie Boyd chanted around 
the lust-swollen penis in her mouth. She was squirming in her bent over 
position, trying desperately to wiggle her fleshy buttocks back onto 
the long cock poised against her hotly clenching little anus. Ray was 
holding her hips firmly with both hands, and he responded to her 
request with cruel and sudden violence. Valerie would have been sent 
sprawling across the table if Ray hadn't held on to her, and Linda 
involuntarily cried out loud as she watched the thick blunted head of 
his wildly-throbbing penis plow with terrifying force into the narrow 
channel of Valerie's rectum.


"Aaaaagggghhhhh!" Valerie grunted around the thick rod of quivering 
flesh in her mouth, and she began bobbing rapidly up and down over 
Don's cock as if giving positive approval to this brutal assault on her 
anus. Her muffled cry was loud enough to drown out Linda's vocal groan, 
and they both grunted again as Ray hammered more of his thickly 
throbbing shaft into the raw, screaming funnel of hot anal flesh 
kneeling before him.


With terrified amazement, Linda watched as the huge, blood-filled cock 
slowly skewered into the tightly clasping passage, stretching it 
impossibly wide as inch by inch it disappeared inside the elastic-like 
ring of rubbery flesh. He drove it into Valerie's rectum its full 
length, deeper and deeper until his groin was pressing hard against the 
wantonly spread cheeks of her buttocks, and then he withdrew, faster, 
and began sawing in and out of her heated rectal depths, his pubic hair 
matting down and springing loose each time he humped against her 
defenselessly upturned ass-cheeks. His semen-laden balls swung forward 
with such force they made a loud noise slapping against her moistly 
quivering vagina, and the sound reminded Linda of her own passion-
soaked cunt. Ray fucked into the anus like a madman in a fit of 
insanity, and Valerie's head bounced up and down, her expression one of 
such lusting ecstasy that Linda was filled with reluctant awe. 
Stretched out on the table top, Don was still leering with a fixed, 
cruel smile, but he began to drive his wetly glistening cock up into 
the hungry depths of Valerie's madly sucking throat with harder and 
harder lunges. Linda tried to close her eyes, to block out the wildly 
depraved triple coupling, as she was shocked by the unwanted reaction 
that came from her own burning belly.


She began to shake violently as she listened to Don's obscene shouts 
for Valerie to "suck harder, you beautiful bitch. Suck harder!" His 
lust-glazed eyes stared at the unnatural coupling of Ray's penis in 
Valerie's rectum, and he shouted his encouragements as if he could no 
longer hold back his orgasm.


"Harder ... Faster ... Fuck her harder ... Oh, God, suck it baby! Suck 
it!"


It was crazy, a momentary weakness, but Linda knew she desperately 
wanted to feel a man's penis inside her - not "wanted," but needed, and 
had to have. The fire in her wickedly pulsating vagina was raging out 
of control, and the lewd groans and cries of pleasure coming from the 
table in the clearing were torturing her, as Valerie kept grunting her 
lust and the men answered with obscene shouts and powerful inward 
thrusts into her nakedly voluptuous body. Linda became lost in her own 
passionate daze as she listened to the obscene sounds of the three 
people, and she lay back on the ground, her coat beneath her, ready to 
surrender to the heated desire consuming her love-starved body. The 
hand she'd placed between her thighs had stopped its desperate clawing 
as aroused anguished passion took final control of her mind. She lifted 
her long shapely legs up, and bent and unbent them, the knees rising 
and falling as her hips slowly writhed. Her cool fingertips stroked the 
softly moist inner lips of her quivering vagina, spreading the hot 
flesh gently apart and caressing the smooth slipperiness of her passion 
center.


Her frantic hand at her breast kneaded the straining mounds eagerly, 
strumming the nipples to erect little peaks. Simply touching them sent 
thrills of wildly sensuous pleasure coursing through her lust-inflamed 
body. And slowly, imperceptibly, she sank into pure erotic feeling, 
only dimly aware of the heated moans and cries from a few feet distant. 
Her mind's eye was filled with the obscene imagery of those three 
lusting bodies nearby, and all the sensual visions tumbled about her 
head and whipped her passion to a steadily increasing tempo. Don's 
giant cock fucking into Valerie's gluttonous mouth; she sucking 
greedily while Ray poured liquor over her ripely gleaming loins and 
then tongue-fucked her cunt and drove his finger into her tiny anus, 
preparing her for the greater entry. In her mind, she saw it all again 
like an exciting movie seen twice: Ray, standing behind Valerie's 
wiggling buttocks ... and then, finally, his wildly throbbing cock 
skewering deep into her puckered little asshole, not stopping until it 
was buried far up in the depths of her heated rectum. It was in Linda's 
mind, all of it, indelibly there ... tormenting her ... making her want 
to rip away her offending clothing and run nakedly out into the 
clearing and shout, "Fuck me too!"


Her loins were on fire like never before in her life as the pulsating 
rhythm beating up between her thighs became a drumbeat of exquisite wet 
sensitivity. All of her consciousness was focused on satisfying her one 
overwhelming need, and with a groan she plunged her outstretched middle 
finger deep inside the viscous, moistened mouth of her hungrily 
pulsating pussy ... Linda had no other choice, for the passion of the 
three people had reached out and was holding her as if a magnetic 
force, making her do to herself what she desperately wanted to have 
done to her by someone else. The momentary tight resistance of her 
fluttering vaginal passage slowly gave way to the warming motions of 
her fingers, and the warmly wet walls contracted hungrily around her 
long extended digit as it slipped smoothly into her tight pink cunt. 
She drew her knees up and scissored her long legs wide open as her hips 
arched up sharply, moving rhythmically up and down to the motion of her 
long gliding finger driving in and out of her moistly clasping cunt.


"Aaaaaagggghhhhhhhh! Oooooooohhh!" A gasping and muffled shrill cry 
echoed into the still night air from the direction of the clearing, but 
the sounds were barely heard by Linda. She was totally wrapped up in 
finger fucking her own hungry cunt, and the rhythm of her plunging 
finger was rapidly gaining momentum. The tight clasping walls of her 
vaginal passage seemed to suck and pull at the digit with greater and 
stronger urgency until her whole lust-crazed body was writhing in a 
wild display of explosive sexual gratification. After all of the erotic 
stimulations she had been subjected to during the long night, it didn't 
take her much time to reach the final height of excruciating passion.


Every muscle in her body was seized by a quivering tautness as she hung 
for a moment of time on the edge of release. She was near - so very 
near the mysteriously building peak that she sought - but one finger in 
her hotly pulsating little cunt simply wasn't enough. She inserted 
another to join the first, sawing and grinding, pumping her ripely 
fleshed hips up and down as she strained for the elusive orgasm. 
Suddenly, she was seeing Ray's wildly throbbing cock once again in 
Valerie's asshole, the thick fleshy cudgel stretching wide the narrow 
passage as it drove with terrifying speed into the very depths of her 
rectum. That was what she needed, Linda thought, and she removed her 
hand from the soft firmness of her breast, moving her long fingers 
rapidly down to the warm crevice that divided her smoothly rounded 
buttocks.


Groping into the hairless valley, she aimed for and found the tight 
rubbery mouth of her anus and, carefully placing her forefinger against 
the puckered little hole, she wormed the tip inside. As it pushed 
through the tight resistance, she tensed from the abrupt and unexpected 
flash of heated pain, but she ignored it in her desperate attempt to 
achieve an orgasm. She shoved her digit up to the first knuckle, the 
hot sphincter muscles of her anal passage grabbing her finger like a 
hungry octopus. Gasping aloud, she plunged her finger again down into 
the tight passage until she could shove it no further.


Her two hands moved in unison as they each worked frantically in their 
respective holes, one driving wetly down into the heatedly clasping 
depths of her cunt, while the other countered with a lunge into her 
tight little rectum. She thrust them both in and out with an urgency 
born of frantic need, her legs kicking up and back as she arched her 
ripely undulating buttocks into the air again and again. Oh, God, she 
thought, and she bucked once, twice, slicing her fingers up into her 
belly as the sensation of waters bursting over a dam flooded her 
passion-drenched body ... and then she was cumming!


"Uuuuugghhhh." She was held by a prolonged spasm of rippling joy that 
jolted and surged through her. She wanted to scream out her sudden 
delight as her madly quivering cunt contracted again and again around 
her deeply embedded fingers, and the hot wetness oozed slowly out of 
her squeezing vagina. Her long tapered legs trembled, thighs shaking as 
she fought to contain and prolong the beautiful climax, and she jerked 
up against her deeply buried fingers as pearl-like droplets of her 
solitary - lonely - cum ran hotly down the crevice of her buttocks.


Linda had reached an orgasm, though it had not been what she expected. 
The tremors in her belly quickly subsided, and she lay back against the 
pine needles, her young body exhausted and spent. For a long moment she 
kept her fingers buried inside her body as the last traces of her 
climax ran thickly onto her coat beneath her buttocks. Then, slowly, 
savoring each millimeter of her long fingers, she pulled them from her 
cunt and anus with regret.


Oh, God, Linda thought, what have I done? Remembering where she was and 
aware of the fact that she might have groaned out loud, she sat bolt 
upright, her eyes searching for Valerie and the two men. She felt 
momentary relief as she saw they were not at the table, but then, in 
the darkness beyond, she saw the faint whiteness of naked people on the 
far side of the tent.


Jumping up quickly, she steadied herself against a tree as she waited 
for strength to return to her legs; after a second she started to walk 
away from the campsite, almost forgetting the panties she'd left on the 
ground. She picked them up, stuffing them in her coat pocket to not 
waste any time getting away from the place, and she moved fast despite 
the darkness, as she could imagine nothing more humiliating now than 
being discovered.


She didn't have time to give any thought to what she had just done, as 
she had to be careful while moving toward the trail down the slope, 
knowing there was also the danger of running into Rick and Karen. If 
they were approaching, she counted on seeing their flashlight first and 
then quickly hiding off the trail, but she made it down the angular 
trail without ever seeing even a sign of them.


Linda fell twice, avoiding injury both times but ending up with smudges 
of dirt on her face and coat. Soon she was walking across the bridge; 
only then, able to think clearly for the first time, she realized that 
her disheveled appearance could serve as an excuse for her absence from 
the cabin should Rick be there when she returned. She decided to tell 
him she had gone for a walk, in the opposite direction of the Boyds' 
campsite, and that she had become lost, thereby taking so long to 
return. It sounded feasible and something like that was necessary if 
she was not to fall completely apart, admitting to Rick that she had 
seen him and Karen.


When she was within sight of the cabin, Linda paused to pull her coat 
tightly around her, then she messed up her hair a bit more. The cabin 
looked very much the same as when she had left it - that seemed so long 
in the past - and taking a deep breath, she went inside.


"Rick?" There was no answer. The fire she had lit earlier was almost 
out, and she walked straight into the kitchen, expecting to find some 
sign of her son having been there. Nothing was disturbed, and the young 
mother again started to worry about her son. She was horrified by the 
thought of Rick and Karen returning to the campsite and perhaps even 
joining Valerie Boyd and those two men in some debasing and vile sexual 
act.


Unsure of what she could do, Linda returned to the living room half 
panic-struck with fear, but her fright subsided when she saw the white 
paper left on the day-bed. She quickly picked up the letter, her eyes 
scanning over the neat, orderly printing to the signature at the 
bottom. It was a note from Rick.


Mom ... Stupid me ... I went off without the flashlight, so Karen 
walked back with me ... Surprised not to find you here, but can hardly 
blame you for not waiting dinner. We decided to go over to the redwood 
lodge to see what's happening, so don't wait up. I took the flashlight 
from the car, so Karen won't have to walk back to her camp alone ...


Sorry again for being so late,


Love Rick.


Linda was relieved to know that Rick was not going back to the Boyds' 
camp immediately and, in spite of everything else that had happened, 
she couldn't be angry with him. She actually felt proud that he hadn't 
made up some falsehood as an excuse for being late, but instead just 
chose to give no reason at all. Naturally he couldn't just say he was 
busy fucking Karen!


Linda sat down on the day-bed, suddenly feeling weary and afraid. Her 
whole world had become disrupted in the space of a couple of hours, and 
she knew that things could never be the same again. Her son was far 
more adult than she would ever have guessed, and he was probably more 
experienced sexually than she. Linda thought she should be jealous of 
Karen, but she also felt that she herself was responsible for Rick's 
sexual encounter in that she had never really given him guidance. 
Neither did she know which was worse: her staying to watch her son and 
Karen, or remaining at the Boyds' campsite until she had lost control 
herself. It was all too confusing, too recent; and she was too 
exhausted to think about it then.


Taking the note from Rick with her, Linda walked to the bedroom, trying 
to put the evening's events out of her mind. She would have to look at 
her son differently from now on, but that went for Karen and her wanton 
mother too. She had asked Rick to tell Valerie that she would visit her 
in the morning, and considering all that she had seen, Linda wondered 
if she could ever face the Boyd woman again without fainting from 
embarrassment.


Taking her panties out of her coat pocket and tossing them on the bed, 
she removed her coat and dress and hung both up in the closet. She made 
a mental note to remember to wash out the little white stain on the 
coat lining, then closed the closet door, not wanting to think about it 
anymore that evening. Taking off her brassiere and throwing it 
haphazardly on the bed with her panties, she then walked into the 
bathroom and washed her face and combed her hair without looking at her 
reflection in the mirror. She couldn't face herself, not then at least. 
Slipping into her nightgown, she turned off the lamp and got into the 
bed. Sleep came quickly, but her dreams were filled with erotically 
disturbing images of herself. And to her horror, she found herself 
doing what Valerie had done that night, and liking it .. Only the man 
fucking her - the man whose cock she was eagerly sucking - was her own 
son!


Rick!


Chapter 5


The day had turned cold, a gray blanket of high fog having draped the 
Big Sur coast with pale light, and Linda's depression had gotten 
steadily worse. She had slept late, staying in bed as long as possible 
without arousing suspicion, yet she still had to face her son, so had 
feigned a headache to hide her uneasiness.


She had kept conversation to a minimum, and Rick had been sympathetic, 
promising to stay out of her hair if that would help. Her ploy had 
worked, and she was able to get Rick to deliver a new message to 
Valerie Boyd. She was to spend the day resting, and if Valerie had no 
other plans that evening, she would be glad to visit with her then. 
Linda had reasoned that she would have the day to pull herself 
together, although it didn't quite work out that way.


It was four in the afternoon, and Linda was making her third pot of 
coffee when Rick came back to the cabin with Karen. She was in the 
kitchen and didn't hear them come in at first.


"Mom? ... Oh, there you are!"


"Hi ..." Linda felt her face heat up and redden with embarrassment. 
"Hello, Karen." She hadn't expected Rick to bring the Boyd girl with 
him, and she felt it impossible to conceal her uneasiness.


"Hi, Mrs. Hall. Are you feeling better?" Karen said, a tone of real 
concern in her voice.


"Yes, thank you," Linda answered as she turned away, diverting her 
attention to the coffee pot. Why had Rick brought Karen? Were they 
planning to stay? She wanted so much to be left alone, to escape the 
terrible thoughts that had been plaguing her all day. "I'm making some 
coffee ... Do you want some?" She couldn't think of anything else to 
say.


"If it's all right with you, we're going out, Mom," Rick answered. "We 
wanted to stop by and see how you're getting along ... And, well ..." 
He stopped, looking to his girlfriend for the rest.


"I'm just fine, dear. Don't let my silly headache spoil your weekend!" 
Linda was serious, and she felt bad enough for having to lie. She did 
want her son to have a good time, even if it involved sex with Karen. 
It was too late to undo that!


Rick started again, "Oh, about Mrs. Boyd ... I gave her your message, 
and she said she was very anxious to see you. She's coming here at six 
... Said she wanted to take you out to dinner ... If you're up to it 
..." There was more, but he would let that wait for Valerie Boyd to 
tell the rest.


"Mom said she knows just the thing for your headache, Mrs. Hall," Karen 
jumped in, a pert smile on her pretty face. Then she nudged Rick, 
indicating they should go.


"That's sweet of her to be so concerned. Rick, I think you must have 
made too much out of nothing. My headache is practically gone, really!" 
She wanted to dismiss the idea that she needed care, but there was 
obviously no point in making excuses to the children. She would find a 
way of declining dinner with Valerie later.


Linda poured out a cup of coffee for herself and, holding it like a 
prop in front of her, she motioned with her other hand toward the front 
door. "You kids go on and have a good time ... And stop worrying about 
me." She hoped her performance was convincing, that they couldn't see 
through her and know what was really troubling her mind.


"O.K., Mom," Rick said as he took Karen by the arm, leading her toward 
the front door. "Mrs. Boyd will be here in a couple of hours ... You've 
been alone long enough today," he added sounding more like a parent 
than a son.


"Nice seeing you again, Mrs. Hall," Karen said at the door, and she 
hurried out in front of Rick.


"See you, Mom."


Linda waved and watched Rick close the door behind him, her mind once 
again replaying the scene she had witnessed between him and Karen. Yet, 
it didn't trouble her nearly as much as what had followed, and she 
wondered if she was making more out of it than she should.


She had known from the first day she had met Valerie that the Boyd 
woman was different in her attitudes than herself. So seeing her in 
such a compromising position last night really shouldn't have been that 
surprising, but Linda didn't want to face the simple fact that it 
wasn't Valerie's performance that bothered her. It was what she 
herself, had done, staying there in the woods and watching the lewd sex 
act until her own body had become like that of a wanton whore. It 
wasn't so much Valerie she found difficult to face; it was herself.


To make matters worse, from the moment she had awakened that morning, 
she was unable to control a demanding itch - a heated need for sexual 
release - in her loins; and it was this failure of mind over body that 
had made her depressed. She had wanted to finger fuck and caress again, 
as she had done the night before; and it had taken all of her willpower 
all day long to keep from succumbing to the urge. She almost believed 
that Valerie's presence that evening would be a relief, and going out 
to dinner with her might actually be good.


Linda sat down and sipped her coffee, forcing herself to not look at 
her watch. The time was moving too slowly, had been all day, and 
checking the time every few minutes didn't help. She thought to make 
the day go faster by thinking up excuses for declining Valerie's 
invitation out to dinner, but in the back of her mind she actually was 
talking herself into going. Maybe she could even get into a serious 
discussion with Valerie, confide in her, and get some of the answers 
she wanted to hear? Valerie might tell her she had no reason to be 
afraid of men, that men were not the brutes that she believed them to 
be ... and yet ... thinking about the two men with Valerie, Linda knew 
they had to be animals. And she was not that kind of person, she was 
not the type who would enjoy being raped by a drunken sailor, or take 
pleasure out of lewd and indecent acts! Or was she?


Gulping down the remainder of her coffee, Linda looked at her watch 
knowing she dared not sit and think another moment. It was becoming a 
losing battle, and she would simply have to put it out of her mind. It 
was four-thirty, which left her an hour and a half to get ready before 
Valerie was due. The way she felt, that really wasn't much time.


Getting up, she went into the bedroom, wondering what to wear for the 
evening. She had no idea what kind of dress was required in a tourist 
area like Big Sur, nor for that matter what kind of restaurant Valerie 
had in mind. She decided she would simply have to wear the nicest thing 
she brought, a cocktail dress, and if that was too dressy, then it 
would be easy to change after Karen's mother arrived.


She took the dress out of the closet and then began taking off her 
clothes, stripping in a hurry. When she nakedly walked into the 
bathroom and reached into the shower stall to turn on the water, Linda 
caught a momentary glimpse of her reflection in the mirror out of the 
corner of her eye. Automatically, the young mother began wondering how 
her body might compare with Valerie's; and, at that moment, her 
curiosity won out. It shamed her to admit it, but the voluptuous 
ripeness she saw reflected in the mirror made her feel very proud, for 
she had a far better figure than Valerie. Was that possible? She 
studied the image before her. Yes, it was true! There was a sensual 
softness to the rounding of her curves and her breasts were like two 
ripe melons seen in the moonlight. Her stomach was firm and her waist 
small. Her buttocks jutted out in two firmly rounded identical moons 
and her stomach, seen in the mirror, swooped down to her sparse blonde 
pubic hair which was wispy and soft.


Her thighs and legs were perfect, like the shapely legs of a 
thoroughbred showgirl. Naked, she was sexy and desirable, there was no 
question about it! Her face? And eyes? She turned away from the mirror, 
damning herself for the carnal thoughts that seemed to stream 
uncontrollably through her brain. What had gotten into her?


Steam was rising from the shower stall, and she reached in, turning the 
cold water faucet to adjust the temperature to a cooler level than she 
normally set. She had to do something about her thoughts, and a cold 
shower was one possible solution. But it didn't help, as the touch of 
the needle-like spray against her naked body seemed like a thousand 
tiny fingers stimulating her nerves. And for the hundredth time that 
day, she thought about Valerie, bending nakedly over the table, legs so 
wide apart, with that man, Ray, wetly licking his long tongue around 
and up inside her pinkly quivering cunt. Linda wanted to touch herself 
and think about how Ray's tongue would feel against her own moist 
pussy.


"God!" she yelled out loud. She made the water colder still and hurried 
to wash herself, but despite the coolness of the water, she was 
perspiring when she stepped out of the shower.


She toweled herself vigorously, then ran into the bedroom to get 
dressed, and while she pulled on her clothes and brushed her hair and 
put on a touch of make-up, she gave serious thought to her earlier 
idea. Maybe, if she had a couple of drinks to loosen her up, perhaps 
she could find the courage to talk to Valerie about her problem. She 
would have to be careful not to give herself away, but she thought 
there was a chance that the more experienced woman would somehow be 
understanding. And at the very least, Linda needed some excuse to 
justify and retrench the feelings she'd kept for so many years. A talk 
with Valerie should reaffirm her own opinion of men; that they are 
nothing more than brutes and animals, out to humiliate and debase 
women. When the young mother sat down in the living room twenty minutes 
later to await Valerie's arrival, she didn't even consider the 
possibility that a talk could have the opposite effect ... and prove 
her long cherished opinions wrong ... horribly wrong.


Chapter 6


The knock startled Linda out of her day dreams, and she jumped up from 
her chair to hurry to the door. She hadn't noticed that it was dark 
outside, and she felt like a fool when she opened the door to see 
Valerie Boyd standing there in the dark. She immediately switched on 
the light.


"Goodness, I wasn't watching the time ... Please come in," Linda said 
sheepishly, completely forgetting about Valerie's wanton activities by 
the firelight last night.


"It does get dark early here ... How are you, dear?" Valerie said in 
response. Her tone was friendly, almost too much so, and Linda saw that 
she was smiling as she stepped into the room.


"I'm fine, thank you," Linda answered, forgetting also that she was 
supposed to have a headache.


"The children didn't forget to tell you I was coming? A night out can 
do wonders for a headache ..." Valerie eyed her friend's outfit, aware 
that she had taken some time to get ready. She was pleased that she 
wouldn't have to sell Linda on going out with her, as it was obvious 
she was dressed to go. "Your dress is just perfect for Harvey's place."


"Well, I really didn't know what to wear, but the choice was easy. This 
is the only dressy outfit I brought," Linda smiled, assuming Harvey's 
Place was a local Big Sur restaurant. She purposely ignored the comment 
about her headache as Valerie didn't seem to want or need an 
explanation anyway. And keeping the conversation on clothes was a means 
of preventing it coming up again. The other woman kept her coat on, but 
it was open in the front, enough so that Linda could see the type of 
dress she was wearing. It appeared to be quite revealing and a bit too 
sexy for just going out to a restaurant, but Linda figured that was 
simply the way Karen's mother always dressed at night.


"I'll get my coat and we can go," Linda said, walking into the bedroom, 
again reminded of how she had used her coat when watching Valerie and 
the two men. She made a mental note to be careful about everything she 
mentioned that evening, as a slip of the tongue could give her away. 
I'd just die if she knew I had been watching her with those two naked 
men!


Coat on, Linda returned to the living room and smiled at the mother of 
her son's girlfriend. "I sure do appreciate your invitation, Valerie 
... It'll be good to get out this evening."


"It's something we should have done ages ago ... Strange that we have 
to come all the way down here before getting together for an evening." 
Of course, she never would have considered taking Linda Hall to such a 
party if her daughter hadn't suggested it. Karen thought Linda needed 
loosening up, and if that didn't happen at Harvey's place, nothing 
would ever help her.


"All set," Linda announced as she turned off all but one light in the 
living room. Valerie had left her car down by the camp manager's office 
and the two well-dressed young women walked together in silence, Linda 
pulling her coat around her while Valerie let her wrap hang open.


Once in the car, Valerie drove up to the coast highway and headed 
south. About a mile later she turned left onto a narrow road that wound 
among dense groves of redwood trees. Along the way, Linda observed 
several private homes surrounded by large parcels of property, and she 
couldn't help thinking how nice it would be to own such places. It was 
the privacy that each offered that appealed to her most. After they had 
been on the road for nearly ten minutes, Valerie finally turned in past 
large stone stanchions, onto a private drive. Linda wondered just where 
they were going, as from the entrance to the property, she couldn't see 
any sign of a building or structure of any kind.


"This is Harvey's place!" Valerie abruptly announced, gesturing ahead 
with her hand.


"My, it's certainly off the beaten path," Linda commented, and she was 
thinking it had to be very special to get people to come such a 
distance. "How much property do they have here?" she questioned wanting 
to make small talk.


"It's quite extensive ... You should really see it in the daylight. The 
river runs right behind the place!" Valerie said, but she was laughing 
to herself, sure that after that evening Rick's mother would only be 
interested in other things.


Linda stared ahead into the darkness beyond the headlights of the car, 
and for several minutes she saw nothing. But then, as if suddenly 
looming up before her, there were lighted windows like iridescent 
squares among the trees. In another moment, they were in an area where 
several other cars were parked. Valerie pulled up and stopped next to 
an expensive foreign sports car. Linda immediately assumed that the 
restaurant had to be quite expensive too.


"Well, I certainly am amazed. I never would have found this place on my 
own," Linda said as she got out of the car.


"We are here by special invitation, Linda ... And I think you'll find 
it fun." Karen's mother smiled and led the way to the front door of the 
large, modernistic house.


"Do you mean it's a private club?" she questioned, surprised by her 
friend's statement.


"Club? You must be confused ... This is a private home," Valerie 
explained, even though she had known all along that Linda had been 
thinking they were going to a restaurant. "This is Harvey's place ... 
His home!"


It was too late to turn back. Linda Hall felt her heart pounding as she 
realized what Valerie was saying. They were going into someone's 
private residence, which could only mean it was also a party.


Her eyes scanned over the building and grounds, taking in all she could 
see in the darkness, and it was apparent that the place belonged to an 
extremely wealthy man. She had no idea of what to expect inside, but 
the fact of being around the rich made her nervous. She wasn't sure she 
would know how to act in the midst of such wealth. And worse, with 
Karen's mother present there was always the chance of something bizarre 
and unusual happening. But she couldn't leave, at least not right then.


Linda laughed artificially, "I thought this place was a restaurant!" 
She didn't want her friend to think her foolish and awkwardly shy, but 
she knew it must be written all over her face.


"You mean the kids didn't tell you it was a party?" Valerie said, 
though she knew they hadn't.


"No ... I guess they forgot ..."


"Well, believe me, the food here is far superior to any restaurant in 
the area," Valerie added, as if to imply that Linda's concern was for 
the quality of the place. Her comment embarrassed the young mother, and 
that was exactly the effect she wanted. She stepped up to the door and 
rang the bell before anything else could be said.


For Linda, it seemed to take forever for someone to come to the door; 
but in fact, the door opened a few seconds later. Standing in the 
doorway was a tall rather handsome man. Linda was instantly reminded of 
the typical rich playboy. His hair was wavy and dark, his features 
sharply defined and evenly tanned, but it was his eyes that caught her 
attention first. They were like black liquid pools, large and 
mysterious, and she felt he was able to look right through her.


"Ah, at last my special guests arrive," the man said, his voice deep 
toned and masculine. "Valerie, my dear, it's good to see you again."


Linda tried to maintain her composure as the tall man warmly kissed 
Karen's mother on the lips and then a second later turned to face her. 
His physical presence seemed to reach out and engulf her completely.


"This is Linda Hall, the one I told you about," Valerie said, and then 
to Linda, "Your host."


"Thank you for inviting us, Mr. ..." She wondered about his last name.


"Harvey! But please call me Tom," he answered taking her hand in his.


Linda was confused, and it showed. Was his name Tom or Harvey? she 
wondered. The explanation came before she could ask.


"Everyone calls this shack Harvey's place ... My name is Tom Harvey," 
he said, a broad smile spreading across his face.


"I see," Linda said in a soft voice. She wasn't sure what to make of 
the man standing before her, but his smile was so pleasant and 
reassuring that her nervousness went away. When he turned his attention 
back to Valerie, Linda couldn't help looking him over. He was wearing a 
colorful, loose fitting shirt and dark slacks, a casual outfit that 
somehow looked very, very expensive on him. She guessed him to be about 
forty, as there was a hint of grey in his sideburns.


"Everyone seems to have gathered in the game room," Tom said, his wink 
to Valerie going unseen by Rick's mother. "Please follow me, ladies," 
he added, and he offered an arm to both of them.


Linda couldn't help being impressed by his suave manner, and she put 
her arm in his, anxious to see more of the large house. Every room was 
wood paneled, some in different shades than others, and the ceiling 
seemed to vault into the sky, standing at the top of round wood 
pillars. He led them through the two-storied living room, and to one 
side was a wide stairway that led below. It was then that Linda 
realized the living room stood at least one story above the back of the 
house, and as she walked down the stairs, she saw before her a long 
room that appeared crowded with people. It was lit only by candles, so 
it was hard to tell just how many people there were, but the room was 
obviously built for just such a gathering. To one side were floor to 
ceiling windows, and outside was a balcony running the length of the 
room. There were spotlights mounted somewhere on the house that pointed 
out to large redwoods and the river. It made an impressive picture, 
like a setting that Linda had seen before only in movies. Scattered 
about the dark wood paneled room were couches and overstuffed chairs, 
and here and there were large pillows thrown down on the carpeted 
floor. Some of the people were standing, others sitting, and some were 
even lounging on the pillows. It could have appeared a typical party, 
but Linda became nervous again as she realized the people were all 
talking quietly, almost in a whisper. Ordinarily she would have 
expected such a crowd to be boisterous.


Tom led them across the long room, some of the people greeting Valerie 
as they walked, but Linda paid little attention to them as she was more 
concerned about the way Tom held her arm. It almost seemed as if he was 
being intimate, though he was only touching her arm. She tried to put 
it out of her mind, believing it to be her imagination, and forced 
herself to study the layout more closely. Halfway in the room, on the 
wall opposite the windows, was a large natural stone fireplace, a fire 
blazing brightly to add to the effect of the candles. Though the room 
was large, Linda realized it felt intimate simply because of the 
artistic lighting; and she found this discovery to be interesting. 
Moments later, she found herself standing in front of a bar.


"This is an important part of this room," Tom said, and Linda realized 
he had been talking the whole time they walked through the house. He 
had been pointing things out, but she had been too engrossed in looking 
to really hear. Tom went on, pointing to a buffet covered with exotic 
looking food. "Over there the tidbits and morsels of palatable 
pleasure, and here," he added motioning to the white jacketed man 
behind the bar, "Here you may quench your thirst."


"You have a beautiful home," Linda said nodding to her host. She was 
flattered by the extravagant manner of Tom Harvey to someone he had 
just met. She was after all, only a secretary, and he obviously was 
more monetarily powerful than her boss, Karl Williams.


"You are too kind ... What may I order for you, Linda?"


His eyes again seemed to penetrate right through her, yet in a way that 
was complimentary, and the young mother felt herself blushing as though 
embarrassed by praise. She couldn't think of how to answer him. 
"Whatever you suggest will be fine," she said shyly.


Tom smiled and motioned to the man behind the bar. "Jason here makes a 
special drink that I am quite fond of ... He keeps the ingredients a 
secret, but it does contain Pernod. You know, cloudy and nice!" He held 
up two fingers to Jason. "Your special, Jason."


"Linda, dear?" It was a female voice - familiar.


She had almost forgotten about Valerie, and she wondered how long the 
other woman had been calling her name. She turned to see Valerie 
approaching with two men on either side of her. Linda didn't recognize 
them until they were a few feet away, and then she thought she might 
faint. It's them! The men with Valerie last night. Oh my God!


"I want you to meet a couple of old friends," Valerie went on quite 
casually. "This is Ray, and this is Don ... Linda Hall, boys!"


Linda felt dizzy as she nodded to each, hoping she appeared unshaken, 
but she was sure her face reddened as each man eyed her openly. God, 
she had seen them naked and fucking Valerie less than twenty four hours 
earlier!


"How do you do?"


"Pleasure."


"Honored."


"I'm showing Linda the view," Tom interjected before anymore could be 
said by either man. "Jason, fix Valerie one of your specials," he added 
as he picked up two tall glasses from the bar.


Linda was glad of the chance to avoid further conversation with the two 
men and Valerie, at least until she regained her composure, and she 
happily took the offered drink from Tom and put her arm on his to walk 
to the porch. She felt as if she were escaping from some terrible 
crime, and she took a sip of her drink to still her pounding heart. It 
wasn't until she was standing outside on the porch with Tom that she 
felt she could again speak normally, and she felt grateful to him for 
having saved her from possible embarrassment.


"Thank you for this," she said holding up her drink, "It's really quite 
good. I don't usually drink, but this is mild and pleasant tasting ..."


Tom had guided her to the railing at the edge of the balcony. He 
clicked his glass against hers and took a large sip of his drink, 
"There's plenty more where this came from, and you can be sure it won't 
hurt you ..." he said watching her gulp down nearly half her drink.


Linda felt warm and more relaxed with each swallow of the potent 
mixture, and it did seem to help her get over the embarrassment of 
meeting Ray and Don. She stared out at the lighted trees and grounds 
below, listening to the sounds of the river nearby, a sound that lulled 
her senses, pleasantly. It was such a cool night, and yet here on Tom 
Harvey's porch she felt warm.


"Are you sure this drink is mild?" she found herself questioning, as 
the first zephyrs of lightheadedness rippled through her brain.


Tom laughed as if she had made some joke.


"Take off your coat ... It's not the drink, it's radiant heat out 
here," he said tapping his shoe on the floor of the balcony. "Tiles 
under the floor."


"Oh my gosh," Linda giggled feeling silly. She set her drink down on 
the railing and slipped out of her coat with Tom's help, and she still 
felt warm and comfortable. "That's amazing!" she added, picking up her 
drink again and taking another large gulp. "You have a remarkable home, 
Mr. Harvey."


They talked, Tom mostly, about humorously unimportant things that made 
Linda laugh a lot. She drank too, and each time her glass was nearly 
empty, Jason seemed to be standing by with a fresh one. She lost count 
after the third drink, but by then she no longer cared. The liquor, or 
whatever, did have an effect on her, but it came gradually, barely 
recognizable for what it was. She felt warmer and more aware of her own 
physical presence, and everything seemed all right, including the 
slightly off-color jokes that Tom told her. She laughed openly, 
surprised that she felt no embarrassment or shame, but instead, she 
felt a pleasant tingling in the pit of her belly, especially when he 
looked at her in his special way.


When they walked back inside the large room, it was darker ... the only 
light now coming from the fireplace. Gliding, not walking, they moved 
to one side where she saw Valerie stretched out on a large pillow, 
smiling up at her. Linda returned the smile as she, too, made herself 
comfortable on one of the large pillows next to Karen's mother. Again 
Linda had a drink in her hand, and Tom was beside her, not 
threateningly, just there. Music was playing from somewhere, 
everywhere, while the room danced with the flickering light of the 
fire, and her young very aware body seemed to pulsate with it, the 
tempo increasing toward an infinite point.


"Wow!" Linda heard herself say, and she laughed as Tom nodded in 
response. She sipped more of the insidious drink, her mouth feeling 
dry, and she looked over to where Valerie was lying back on the large 
pillow, noting without surprise that Karen's mother's dress had slipped 
far up her firmly smooth thighs. Almost casually Linda saw that she was 
wearing no panties; oddly enough, it seemed funny and nice at the same 
time. Then Ray came over and said something about a movie to Tom, and 
everyone was smiling and nodding in anticipation. Ray was gone and back 
again, this time settling down comfortably on the same big pillow with 
Valerie. Linda turned, looking away to discover that somehow a large 
motion picture screen had descended just before them. Other people in 
the room were settling down, becoming even quieter than before, and 
Rick's innocent young mother drank more of the cool liquid in her 
glass, feeling as though she could never get enough.


Vaguely, she was aware of Tom's hand around her shoulders. It seemed 
innocent enough, a reminder that they were sharing some special secret, 
and she relaxed against his arm, convinced that she couldn't be hurt. 
Her senses were fine-tuned, alert and ripe for any sign of warmth and 
comfort, and the large pillow under her body seemed to press up into 
her loins, making contact with the softly parted lips of her tingling 
vagina through her sheer panties.


Linda turned her head toward Tom, and his face was close, very close, 
moving like a descending sphere as his eager warm lips met her. She 
wanted him to kiss her, to press his mouth and tongue into her to draw 
out the raging heat that poured through her fiery body. It lingered, 
held to a boiling pitch of passion that made her mind blank out what 
she knew was a very real danger. His wetly quivering tongue flicked 
into her open mouth, touching the roof of her mouth like a hot poker, 
and she began sucking on it hungrily, feeling a warm inviting promise 
of fulfillment that she had never felt in a kiss before that moment. It 
was good, too good, and she searched through the alcoholic haze in her 
mind to find reason for it all being wrong. But when the kiss ended, 
she felt only disappointment. He had kissed her, and she had let him. 
It was kindness, a secret understanding formed in the privacy of a room 
full of people.


Tom raised his hand as if signaling someone in the distant darkness, 
and almost immediately Jason was there with fresh drinks. Tom took a 
sip, as did she, and he was talking to her, telling her about a film 
they were about to see, but that was unimportant compared with the 
depth of his eyes. How could she have ever been afraid of men?


There was a sudden tenseness in the room, as if everyone was waiting 
anxiously for an event, and she, too, became excited ... but for what 
reason, she couldn't guess. Then she saw a pin-point of light across 
the room, and she followed the beam with her eyes to discover that the 
screen in front of her was brightly lit. The music that had been 
playing faded out, and on the screen a close shot of a beautiful young 
girl appeared. She was asleep in a bed, her long, black hair framing an 
attractive face against a pure white pillow. She was dreaming, as she 
squirmed slightly, and a low moaning sound came from her pert lips. 
There was the faintest hint of tiny beads of perspiration on the girl's 
forehead, and her eyes blinked rapidly as if she was half-asleep, half-
awake.


The camera pulled back slowly to reveal a feminine bedroom, and it was 
apparent that the girl was sleeping with only a sheet covering her ripe 
young body. There were distinct impressions in the sheet outlining the 
firm little breasts, narrow waist and sexily curving hips. Almost 
imperceptibly, the girl began to move her body, as if she were trying 
to feel the faintest weight of the sheet where it pressed against her. 
The camera continued pulling back until a chair beyond the bed came 
into view, and on it was a sleeping German Shepherd dog; the animal too 
seemed to be dreaming.


The view angle changed to the foot of the bed and closed in on the 
girl. Her mouth was partly open, and her pink tongue flicked out and 
in, moistening her lips until they glistened. She was breathing faster 
and faster, her chest rising and falling as her hand moved under the 
sheet, the impression clearly showing that she was reaching for her 
breasts. For a moment, her hand lingered there fondling the twin mounds 
with obvious pleasure, and then, the heat of her body apparently 
stifling, she grasped the edge of the sheet, slowly pulling it down to 
expose her nakedly firm breasts.


Her softly fleshed little breasts were starkly white against the sun-
bronzed color of her tanned skin; the nipples dark and the aureoles a 
brownish gold. Her hand moved immediately back over the nipples, 
rolling them into a pointed hardness. Her hips continued their grinding 
motion, the rhythm becoming more intense as she became more aroused. 
She pushed the sheet down further, first exposing her smoothly 
flattened belly, and then almost frantically, she kicked the sheet 
clear of her body. She lay with her legs apart, completely naked, and 
her legs scissored out wider to expose to the camera the entire length 
of her moistly glistening cunt and the gleaming little clitoris nestled 
at the top of the hair-lined slit.


Her hand left her breasts then, circling down over her stomach, down 
over the silky pubic hair, down between her firm young thighs so that 
the tips of her fingers revolved over her rigidly pulsating clitoris.


Linda held her breath, trying to quiet it as she watched the scene 
before her. She had never in her life seen such an obscene film, and 
she was grateful for the near total darkness of the room. The image was 
penetrating her intoxicated haze, reminding her of her own wakeful 
dreams, and she found that she sympathized with the girl on the screen. 
It was as though that young girl was begging for a release she couldn't 
have, and Linda too felt the tingling sensation so familiar to her. It 
seemed to start in her belly and slowly move down to the space between 
her legs until it reached her hardened clitoris. It was all she could 
do to keep from touching herself there, and she wiggled her buttocks 
back into the soft pillow, feeling the material of her dress and 
panties press up between her moistly parted thighs. She was hardly 
aware of Tom's hand as it moved over to her breast, and she made no 
move to stop him as she felt the tiny bud-like nipple harden under the 
lacy material of her brassiere. She would have to stop him, but it 
could wait until the delicious tingling between her legs subsided. 
Keeping her eyes glued to the screen, she took another sip of the 
pleasant tasting drink she held.


The girl in the movie twisted her naked young buttocks against the 
mattress as though she was trying to bury herself in it, and her 
fingers played teasingly at the narrow slit of her wetly quivering 
cunt. As if being attacked by some unseen lover, sheer wanton desire 
took hold of her, and her hands began fluttering over her body as 
though they were out of control ... until they both came to rest at the 
"V" of her softly rounded thighs. She groaned with the contact of her 
hands against her obviously aroused pussy, and she pulled her knees up, 
jackknifing them back and spreading her legs even wider apart until the 
camera was zeroed in on the moistly glistening furrow between. Her 
fingertips crawled to the pink hair-covered lips and spread them slowly 
apart until the wetly quivering layers of cuntal flesh were fully 
visible, and the mouth-like orifice had opened hungrily. The half-moons 
of her rounded buttocks shone clearly, divided by the hot, avid crevice 
between them. Her tiny anus nestled mysterious and inviting below the 
swollen and agitated lips. The girl extended her long middle finger 
and, sliding it downward, she inserted it into the pinkly glistening 
valley, stroking the bud-like clitoris at the same time.


Her sensuous movements on the bed increased as her probing fingers 
worked themselves inside the blushing edges of her trembling young 
cunt, slowly widening the lips. She wormed her outstretched middle 
finger in and out smoothly between the lubricated opening as she drew 
her legs back up to her breasts, and her softly rounded buttocks rose 
and fell in response to the searching finger. The girl's facial muscles 
tightened as she joined still another finger with the first. Clenching 
her teeth, she pushed both of them into the tightly clasping pink 
folds. They disappeared with a soft sucking noise, and the girl purred 
with pleasure.


For a brief moment a suddenly sober Linda considered leaving - running 
away - as she remembered what had happened to her traitorous body 
simply by watching Valerie and the two men the previous evening, but 
that thought quickly faded as she took another sip of her drink. The 
liquid seemed to calm her mind, while her awakened young body was alive 
with sensations coursing through her flesh in licking flames of desire. 
Tom had pulled her so close against him now that she could hardly move. 
When he suddenly moved his hand to the top of her dress and boldly 
pushed under it and her brassiere to cup her naked breast, she didn't 
even want to move! Small pin-pricks of delicious feeling danced over 
her nerves to her nipples as he maddeningly rolled the hard little bud 
of one breast tip between thumb and forefinger. Her emotions ran away, 
and what fear she might have felt earlier was simply overpowered by an 
ever increasing flood of passion. She hazily snuggled back against 
Tom's strong arm while her eyes remained fixed on the erotic movie.


The girl in the film was possessed with a nakedly implacable lust as 
she writhed beneath her own driving fingers in uncontrollable passion. 
The steadily increasing rhythm drew loud grunts of pleasure from deep 
in her throat as her fingers sank into the tightly clasping cuntal 
opening, making sucking noises as she withdrew them again. Her face was 
contorted with an animal lust as she strained furiously to reach a 
climax, her young mouth open and groaning in obvious frustration. She 
rolled her head from side to side, her hair flying like a thousand soft 
whips onto the pillow, and it was apparent she was becoming desperate 
for any kind of release.


She pumped harder and faster, her fingers sliding in and out of her 
wide-spread pussy almost too fast to see as she tightly clenched and 
unclenched her buttocks as she strained up against her probing hands. 
Her grunts became louder with each passing second, until her actions 
and voice seemed to blend into one mighty cry of passion.


Then, impossibly, the girl froze, and the camera zoomed back to reveal 
the huge German Shepherd leaping onto the bed. The girl's eyes widened 
in terror as the dog stood menacingly between her outstretched legs, 
growling in warning. She started to move, to roll off the bed, but the 
dog's loud bark made her freeze once again. She remained immobilized 
with her fingers in her aroused young cunt and thighs spread and knees 
drawn up to her chest. She didn't dare move as the big canine hovered 
over her naked body, his great panting head hardly inches above her 
defenselessly upturned loins.


Linda was stunned by the sight of the dog on the bed, and she gripped 
Tom's arm, her nerves tingling with fright. She was totally engrossed 
by the actions on the screen, even to the point of identifying with the 
girl.


"My God!" she gasped, her voice low and quaking. "What's going to 
happen? The dog is so ..." Her words trailed off as she felt a shudder 
run through her aroused body.


"She knows well what the dog wants, and I think she would like it, 
too," Tom answered, his mouth close to Linda's ear.


The helplessness of the girl in the film made Linda feel vulnerable 
also, and she held tightly to Tom's arm for security. She was a bundle 
of erotically tingling nerves, fascinated by the thought of the dog 
raping the girl. She wanted to be repulsed and shocked, but curiosity 
and excitement dominated her mind. The evil fascination of seeing the 
impending ravishment gripped her body, and her tension made her spine 
stiffen. She gulped down several large mouthfuls of her drink, which 
helped her to relax once more. Tom's hand on her naked breast felt 
good, a feeling that she didn't want to deny herself for the first time 
since she could remember. His fingers tweaking her nipple made tiny 
jolts of heated arousal jump along her nerve ends, and she squirmed her 
buttocks down harder against the pillow, forcing it to press deeper 
into her wet crevice. Her panties were soaked from her excitement, and 
she squeezed her thighs together to hold down the overpowering 
sensation beginning to grow there. She was on dangerous ground in an 
unfamiliar situation, but she could not bring herself to deny the hotly 
demanding throbbing of her cunt. The smoothness of the pillow excited 
the overly sensitive pink lips of her vagina, and she felt tiny shocks 
pulsing in the bud of her clitoris. She bit into her lower lip to hold 
back the forbidden sensations that were heatedly pulsating up between 
her legs with greater urgency, as her attention was concentrated on the 
film.


The huge German Shepherd lowered his head to the helpless girl's 
tender, hair-covered loins, and he began sniffing at its perfumed 
moistness. It was as though he had found a bitch in heat! The girl 
showed mixed emotions as the cold nose made contact with her puckered 
little anus, and then she tensed as his long red tongue snaked out, 
licking wetly up and down the crevice around it, the tip burrowing 
partly into the crinkled anal ring.


She tried to squirm away, wiggling her naked young body to move up the 
bed, but the dog raised his head and growled again before greedily 
resuming his lapping of the narrow pink pussy slit between the 
frightened girl's thighs. He ran his tongue wetly the full length of 
it, from the tightly closed anus up over the fluted pink edges of her 
moistly quivering cunt to the rigid little clitoris atop her pubic 
mound. His sharp tongue spread through the soft, hair-covered swelling 
like a sword slicing through bread dough. It flicked relentlessly up 
between the girl's wide-spread legs, stopping once to curl its wet way 
deep into her wantonly writhing young cunt.


Linda wasn't sure if she should look at the film any longer, or turn 
away to help quiet the growing flames of passion in her own belly. She 
was excited by the gradual change coming over the abandonedly writhing 
young girl in the film whose frightened moans had changed to soft mewls 
of involuntary pleasure. Then Linda heard different groans right 
alongside her, and she tore her eyes from the film long enough to 
glance in the direction it came from. She was stunned, though not so 
much by what was happening, but because it was so blatantly open.


Valerie Boyd had both her long tapered legs spread wide, her dress up 
around her hips, and Ray's hand was moving rapidly as his long fingers 
sawed in and out of her naked vagina. Valerie, completely unconcerned 
with the people around her, was grinding her pelvis and buttocks off 
the large pillow in rhythm to the fingers fucking into her. Both she 
and Ray had their hot passion-glazed eyes locked on the lascivious film 
projected on the screen. Linda turned away, only now aware for the 
first time of the other couples in the surrounding darkness; though 
indistinct, it was apparent that they were all in lewd embraces by 
their writhing motion. The obscene film was affecting everyone, and a 
warning bell sounded in her brain as she realized that she, too was 
about to succumb to the lewd urges heatedly pulsating through her body. 
But then a sound pulled her spinning mind back to the film, away from 
all logical thought.


Groaning like a wild animal, the girl reached out for the big dog's 
head and, kicking her legs back, she pulled his nose forward, down into 
her well-lubricated cuntal lips. The German Shepherd's giant tongue 
thrust up the moist passageway like an attacking snake, ravishing her 
upthrust loins without mercy. Wild, incoherent shrieks streamed from 
her lips, pleading and encouraging the dumb brute salivating between 
her wantonly writhing, fully rounded buttocks. He worked at her 
savagely, and the girl completely surrendered to the animal's 
relentless licking.


The dog lifted his head from the moaning girl's loins to nose her over 
onto her stomach. Her resistance was gone under the maddening tongue 
which had so mercilessly lapped at her moistly glistening pussy. She 
was enslaved by the huge beast panting over her, and she rolled over 
until her quivering young body was face down and spread-eagled on the 
bed. The dog lowered his head again, his sharp tongue slithering in the 
shadowy crevice between the half-moon cheeks of her wildly trembling 
buttocks. She twisted back toward him, reaching with her hands to 
spread the ivory globes and give full access to her tiny brown anus. 
The tongue lashed her for another long, avid moment, causing her to 
groan with an excitement that seemed to transcend the movie.


Rick's young mother felt the aching hunger inside spreading from her 
abdomen all the way up to her passion-swollen breasts. Tom Harvey's 
hand against her naked tits both thrilled and frightened her, and she 
labored, gasping for breath. She squirmed harder against the pillow now 
shaped into her burning loins as its hard ridge pressed sensuously into 
the moistly heated lips of her vagina. She knew that she had to stop 
his caresses, to take his hand from beneath her dress, but she didn't 
have the strength to stop him. Her own hand would not obey her mind's 
commands: it lay limp and useless as she attempted to focus her eyes 
back to the screen.


The German Shepherd was now pushing his massive head between the girl's 
pelvis and the mattress, and his head lifted, raising the girl's softly 
fleshed white buttocks into the air. What he wanted was obvious, and 
the girl obediently knelt, elevating her wide-spread buttocks, bending 
before the huge animal in abject surrender. The relentless tongue had 
lashed her to servile defeat, crushed her resistance with its vigorous 
and non-stop attack on her sensitive parts for interminable minutes.


She was on all fours as the dog mounted the spread globes of her 
buttocks, his forelegs on her back. The wetly glistening, scarlet penis 
slipped from its huge furry sheath, dripping. The smoothly tapered 
point slipped and danced in the hot, wet crevice as the animal lurched 
and jerked, trying to bury his penis's tapered tip and the thick shaft 
into her body.


The camera moved in closer as the young girl sobbed and looked back, 
shifting her gently rounded buttocks in an effort to capture the 
lengthening shaft. She was like a bitch in heat as she strove to grasp 
the long, dripping penis in her fiery little cunt. The sharp tip missed 
and slid up to find the momentarily relaxed anus, which it attempted to 
enter. With a loud moan, the girl tensed and evaded the hot slippery 
prod in fright, but the dog determinedly returned to the attack. He 
thrust blindly, the thin point sliding unsuccessfully beneath, along 
the moistly softened hair covered cuntal crevice to rub against her 
clitoris. The heated redness of his wildly jabbing penis contrasted 
with the fevered pink of the girl's passion-inflamed cunt, spreading 
the lips wider as his still unhoused shaft rubbed between them. The dog 
growled out of frustration, and the girl reached back, trying to guide 
him to the heatedly impatient opening of her pussy. She grasped the 
slippery penis, placing the point of it against her pinkly glistening 
slit, and the dog thrust wildly, spreading it wider and wider apart.


Suddenly his cock was in! The German Shepherd jerked forward rapidly to 
bury his huge penis deep up inside the deliriously squirming young 
girl's cunt. His scarlet shaft slithered forward with a wet rush until 
it was sunk to the hilt, his hairy balls swinging below her moist pubic 
hair. The girl cried a sigh of relief as she began to move rhythmically 
backwards to meet the urgent thrusts of the panting dog. As the 
forelegs trapped her narrow waist, she began to undulate her body, 
moving her buttocks in lewd circles, and abandoning herself to the 
delicious animal fucking she was receiving from behind. The girl 
twisted her head to look back toward the camera, and it was clear what 
effect the fucking was having on her. Her face was contorted in rapture 
from the screwing the dog was giving her, and her large, taut breasts 
danced tightly beneath her writhing torso, moving in time to the 
skewering cock of the dog. It slid deep into her from behind, a 
relentless hot poker of glistening flesh, burying itself into her 
belly.


Abruptly, Linda could feel the intolerable warmth of the room, the heat 
of the other couples compounding her own excitement, as beads of sweat 
formed on her forehead. She was terribly frustrated, her entire body 
containing a raging fire that needed extinguishing. She bit down on her 
lip in an attempt to keep back a vocal groan of frustration, but Tom's 
hand worked with increased intensity over the hardened tip of her 
breast.


She needed more of her drink, that would help her forget what she so 
desperately wanted to do. Valerie was squirming under the finger 
fucking Ray was giving her, so why not she? She could feel the heated 
wetness between her own thighs increasing, and she was sure Tom could 
feel the pounding of her heart through her breast. But her mind 
wouldn't permit decision or, for that matter, understanding of her 
needs.


In the movie that seemed so real, the girl's body was swaying obscenely 
as she knelt before the German Shepherd. She had gone completely out of 
her mind, shouting lewd encouragement through clenched teeth to the 
dumb beast. She was begging him to fuck her harder and faster, grinding 
her buttocks back as she pleaded for his hot animal sperm in her 
clasping little cunt. She was no longer human, but a quivering mass of 
sweating, lust-deranged flesh that begged to be fucked. She was 
reveling in humiliation by being used as a bitch by the big panting 
dog, and she ground her buttocks back against the hairy body like 
another animal. Tiny rivulets of moisture were building in the crevice 
of the girl's wildly rotating buttocks, and the camera moved in even 
closer to show the glistening drops running slowly down the girl's 
sleek inner thighs.


Linda realized that Tom was becoming more restless, and she was sure 
that he noticed her wiggling her buttocks into the pillow beneath her. 
It was next to impossible to hide the frustration she felt, as her 
belly was like a raging and uncontrolled fire that burned with terrible 
insistence. His hand was kneading her breast more vigorously, and her 
nipples throbbed with guilty pleasure. She remembered Valerie, so close 
that Karen's mother might easily observe what Tom was doing with his 
hand, and for the first time in her memory, she didn't want her friend 
to think her a prude. Yet, knowing that she was being watched could 
destroy the feelings in her body, and she glanced back to be sure 
Valerie was busy with her own needs. The sight that filled her vision 
was far more erotic than anything Linda had seen on the motion picture 
screen.


Valerie's head was bobbing up and down over Ray's loins, her lips 
clasped tightly in a wet oval around his long hard penis which stood up 
rigidly throbbing through the open zipper of his fly. His fingers were 
digging furiously in and out of her wetly clasping vagina, and Linda 
was again reminded of the scene she'd witnessed in the forest the 
previous night ... only now she was close enough to reach out her hands 
and touch them!


Linda was stunned, turning her head around quickly to avoid staring at 
the lewdly exciting oral coupling. It was something she hadn't 
expected, at least not right there in front of everyone else. What was 
to prevent everyone at the party from watching them? But then, they 
were all watching a film that seemed all too real, Linda remembered. 
And the sounds coming from next to her were like those in the film, wet 
sucking noises punctuated intermittently by small mewls and groans of 
totally depraved pleasure. She could hear other sounds coming now from 
around the room too, as other couples, overcome by the ravishment of 
the young girl in the movie, locked themselves together in various 
forms of sexual connection. Linda burrowed her head into Tom's shoulder 
in hopes that it would keep the sounds away, but it was useless. The 
images and sounds of sexual stimulation were everywhere, and she was 
nearly beyond the point of resisting it herself.


Tom had moved even closer to her when she had moved her head against 
his shoulder, and she tensed as she felt his free hand working its way 
under buttocks. He was pressing toward her feverishly quivering vagina, 
there was little doubt about that, and she could feel the warm wetness 
of her own damp excitement on the soft cheeks of her buttocks as she 
pressed down harder against the protective pillow. As his fingers 
worked more insistently beneath her dress, her thought of pleasure and 
satisfaction rationalized away the danger. He couldn't, without forcing 
her, get beneath her dress, but the tingling excitement in her heatedly 
aroused young body tempted her to relax her tightly clenched thighs. 
His hand was pushing at the hem of her dress, pulling the material up 
from beneath, and she didn't want to say anything to stop him, excusing 
herself by believing she would be heard by everyone in the room. She 
moved her hand down to grab his wrist, but she could barely close her 
fingers around it, not to consider stopping him. She kept her eyes on 
the movie, and she reasoned that her hand's presence on his wrist was 
enough to soothe her conscience. And slowly, inch by inch, his hand 
worked her dress up, moving toward the wet crotch band of her panties. 
There was nothing she could do without creating a scene, she reasoned, 
so Linda resigned herself, almost with relief, to Tom's relentless 
probing of her secret most part.


Linda squirmed as his middle finger began a gentle stroking motion, 
pushing the folds of her dress moistly into her hungrily throbbing 
crevice from beneath. A gush of shame washed through her as the sudden 
waves of indecent pleasure overcame her desire to resist. His hand 
under her buttocks became bolder as it sensed her tacit surrender to 
its probings, while his other hand was moving faster, his fingernail 
gently scratching her inner thigh, in a silent, urgent request to raise 
up slightly. She did, and without warning, her dress was lifted away 
from her buttocks, although it was not apparent from above. She gasped 
out loud as she realized there was no more dress between his hand and 
her buttocks. Now, Tom's hand boldly covered all of the wet band of her 
little white panties, snaking under the elastic leg band, and worming 
into the moist walls of her soft pussy.


My God! I'm not only letting him do it ... I'm enjoying it! She wiggled 
against his probing finger, holding her breath for fear some tell-tale 
sound might escape her lips. Her whole torso silently quivered until 
her impaled young vagina became accustomed to the invading finger 
probing at the lubricated softness of its tender walls. She knew she 
was shamelessly aroused, more than she had been the night before ... 
more than at anytime in her life. She could feel her warm moisture 
covering the open palm of his hand beneath her buttocks as his 
outstretched finger wetly slid in and out of her heatedly quivering 
loins. His finger moved in maddening circles inside her, expanding the 
tight little cuntal opening with each teasing rotation. The love-
starved young mother was almost out of her mind with lust. She didn't 
think she could stand his caressing of her genitals another moment, and 
she was ready to crawl up the walls in order to quench the fire raging 
inside her contracting cunt. The sight of the girl in the movie being 
buffeted into the bed by the German Shepherd dog, combined with Tom 
Harvey's thick finger fucking without mercy into her own hopelessly 
aroused cunt, were just too much.


The girl in the movie was twisting her head from side to side, her long 
hair churning on the mattress, when she suddenly stiffened and let out 
a low, throaty scream. She was in the beginning throes of an orgasm, 
and she screwed her buttocks greedily back against the dog like a 
wanton bitch. The giant animal's tongue hung out as he frantically 
fucked into the waving buttocks from behind; and saliva dripped from 
his open mouth onto the sweat on her back. She screamed again and 
rammed back against the dog just as he jerked forward, and his cock 
began spitting his heated animal sperm in great bursts deep in her 
wetly clasping, contracting pussy. The girl's rounded little buttocks 
began to clench and unclench, signaling her own orgasm deep in her 
quivering belly. Thick white liquid oozed from her tight cunt which was 
squeezing the wildly ejaculating cock of the dog, and thin trails of 
the sticky white fluid ran down the ivory columns of her thighs. Her 
softly fleshed buttocks glistened in the finely focused image on the 
screen, displaying cum-matted pubic hairs and pink flesh as she pitched 
forward on her face, seemingly unconscious.


The rapidly deflating cock of the dog slipped from her mauled 
passageway with a sucking noise that echoed from the sound track. The 
girl was spread out on the bed, and the dog stood wagging his tail in 
obvious appreciation. In a final act of total depravity as the film 
image began fading out, the German Shepherd dropped his head to her 
wide-spread loins and licked at the white sticky liquid as it dripped 
from her still pulsating young cunt. Then as the screen image faded, 
the dog contentedly lay down between her open legs, his long nose 
nuzzled gently into the soft "V" of her ravished pelvis. There were 
numbers and the screen went white for a moment.


Someone turned the projector off and started the music again, but Linda 
was hardly aware that it was finished. Her body had become a slave of 
Tom's pleasure-giving long finger fucking into her hotly quivering 
vagina, and the image of the girl's frantic climax still lingered in 
her mind. It had completely overwhelmed her as she, too, was wildly 
hungry for lust. She ignored the fact that Tom was shifting down beside 
her, his hand releasing her passion-swollen breast. Instead, she 
thought about her friend Valerie, and she looked back again, her senses 
dulled to any shock.


Valerie was on her knees and lifting her dress up over her nakedly 
voluptuous hips, and Linda casually wondered just what her girlfriend 
was doing. Ray was lying flat on his back as Valerie straddled him, her 
knees placed on either side of his hips, and Linda saw his thick, 
eagerly throbbing penis standing straight up in the air. Valerie 
hovered over him, the full white roundness of her buttocks poised 
directly over his long hard cock, and she reached beneath her buttocks 
to tightly grasp his massive hardness and guide him into her.


Linda trembled as she saw the bulbous purple head make contact with the 
moistly open flanges of the glistening cunt. Valerie moved the lust-
swollen cock tip back and forth in her hair-lined slit several times, 
parting the wetly quivering pussy lips until the shaft was positioned 
against the gaping opening to her womb. Then, with a loud groan, 
Valerie ground her fleshy white buttocks down hard on the rigidly thick 
penis.


Aroused by the sensual sight, Linda's eyes were wide as she watched 
Ray's long, blood-filled cock slide slowly up into the moistly clasping 
lips of her girl friend's cunt; and she heard the wet sluicing noise it 
made as it entered. Valerie rode down on the massively throbbing rod, 
taking it inside her belly until all Linda could see was the thick base 
of his cock protruding from the tight little cunt lips surrounding it.


Linda reminded herself that this was real, not the film she'd been 
watching, and they were but a few feet away. It was even clearer than 
when she had seen Valerie and Ray and Don the night before. Now her 
girlfriend began a slow grinding up and down, her buttocks rising in 
the air above Ray until just the tip of his rock-hard cock was caught 
inside the warmly enclosing sheath of her pussy. Then, groaning loudly 
each time she made the movement, she dropped heavily back down on him, 
impaling herself completely with each long stroke.


Again Linda felt the strangely faint quivering between her thighs, just 
as she had become excited the previous night, only this time things 
were vastly different. Now she, too, was with a man, and instead of 
experiencing revulsion and fear, she was finding that she couldn't deny 
herself the fulfillment she so desperately needed.


She looked away from Valerie and Ray, shifting her gaze back to Tom, 
and she was glad that he had moved down along her trembling body, his 
hands pulling at her flimsy little white nylon panties. She closed her 
eyes, looking within herself for the reasons to resist her 
overwhelmingly powerful urges, but all she could do was to listen in on 
the soft moans and wet sucking noises of intercourse going on all over 
the darkened room. And the sounds served to magnify the obscene images 
that filled her mind.


Moving as though guided by an outside force, Linda raised her gently 
trembling young buttocks from the pillow as Tom pulled her panties down 
over her long legs. A moment later, her panties were gone. He pushed 
her legs back, jack-knifing them so that the naked plain of her vagina 
was completely open to his gaze. She didn't make any move to stop him 
as he bunched her dress up around her waist, out of the way, but she 
somehow felt less of her nakedness because of it. She knew that she was 
open and clearly visible to many of the others in the room, but she 
also knew that they were far too busy to pay any attention to her and 
Tom. And at that moment she didn't think she'd care who was watching 
her anyway.


Her body was like a prison to a violent stream of emotions, and all 
that mattered was to have them all released, to burst out of her in the 
ultimate pleasure. Feeling the wet warmth of soft lips making contact 
with her lower belly, Linda opened her eyes to see the top of Tom's 
head as his tongue was slowly teasing down over her pubic mound. 
Immediately she was reminded of Ray's licking of Valerie's cunt, and in 
spite of the upheaval in her belly, she thought she should stop Tom 
from going any further.


"Nooooo!" she half moaned, half whispered. She didn't want anyone but 
Tom to hear her plea for mercy, so there was no insistence or volume in 
her voice, and he appeared not to hear her. She tried to clench her 
wildly trembling thighs together, expecting that such an action would 
cause him to quit his humiliating assault on her body.


Feeling the tenseness of her thighs, Tom merely locked his arms between 
them, and his strength was all that was necessary to hold her in an 
open position. Then, moving quickly, he dropped his lips to her damp 
loins, spreading the soft blonde pubic hairs with his thumbs and 
flicking his tongue lizard-like into the moistly flowering slit of her 
tight little cunt.


Linda tried to lurch back from the sudden electrifying contact of his 
hotly quivering tongue with the quaking bud of her clitoris, but she 
was held down against the pillow. Her legs were spread wide apart by 
his sweating palms pressing against the soft insides of her firm 
thighs. It was hopeless to struggle, and she stared helplessly down 
between her proud breasts, seeing him hunched on all fours like a beast 
of prey making ready to devour its victim. The warmly pink flesh of her 
heated vagina was presented up to his leering face in defenseless 
sacrifice. She lay frozen on the pillow, her shame and humiliation 
complete as she saw his extended tongue, a stranger's tongue, slowly 
and maddeningly circling around the edges of her wide-splayed vaginal 
lips. She was ashamed of her body's betrayal of her mind, and she 
thought to keep from losing complete control, all the time loving the 
wildly erotic sensations that poured over her nerves.


Raising his head for a moment, Tom looked hungrily down at the narrow 
wetly curving slit, the ragged pink flanges of pussy flesh open to his 
gaze. He didn't seem the same man Linda had met so few minutes earlier, 
as he stared greedily, savoring his prize. Then, with an animal-like 
groan, he dropped his head and buried the full length of his long 
slippery tongue into the warmly throbbing walls of her cunt.


Linda choked back a soul-baring moan attempting to escape from deep in 
her throat. Her buttocks sank down into the pillow as she tried 
desperately to resist the maddening assault on her secret genitals. She 
could only whimper before his depraved attack and, raising her head up, 
stare in horrified disbelief as she was actually letting a virtual 
stranger greedily feast between her legs below. It couldn't be true, 
she told herself over and over as she flailed her head from side to 
side as his tongue began heatedly spearing in and out of the 
involuntarily dilating lips of her love-starved cunt. The sensations of 
forbidden pleasure began to ripple and churn deep down in her quivering 
belly and although her arms lay tensed at her sides, the young mother 
began a slow, sensuous undulation of her body. She was becoming an 
object to be played with in any way Tom desired, and the thought again 
made her try and stop the demanding throbs in her belly. He was 
defiling her as she never before believed possible; humiliating her in 
this public orgy beyond her wildest imagination ... and there was 
nothing she could do but lie beneath him and accept any degradation 
without so much as a scream of protest. She knew there was no one to 
help her now, but most horrible of all ... she was beyond helping 
herself. What she was feeling was too exquisite, too wonderfully wicked 
... too good!


Linda was reminded of the girl in the film, the way she twisted 
seductively on the bed when the dog licked at her cringing pussy. It 
was the same for her, as she couldn't stop the delicious sensations 
that Tom's probing tongue brought her, and it's wet length seemed to 
stretch up into the furthermost reaches of her cuntal passage, teasing 
the heatedly seeping walls of her womb like a wonderful weapon of lust. 
She had never been so aroused in her life, and in the back of her mind 
she was remembering the time she was sixteen, when she had been raped 
by the sailor. She wondered if she was entitled to the pleasure she was 
having. She had enjoyed it once in the past, it was true, but her 
feelings of guilt had prevented her from ever experiencing it again. My 
God, it's been sixteen years, why have I feared such wonderful pleasure 
for so many years?


Fully aware of the declining resistance from Linda, Tom forced her legs 
back even further, nakedly exposing the whole of her heated loins to 
his assault. Driving his tongue in quick stabbing motions up the warmly 
clasping passage, he worked with greater speed to bring her to total 
submission. He had been skeptical when Valerie Boyd phoned earlier, 
telling him about Linda, but now that he was tasting her wild young 
pussy and experiencing her wantonness, he was glad to be the one chosen 
to loosen her up. She had the potential of a fantastic fuck, and he was 
determined to bring it out of her.


A low, quiet groan of hunger and submission seemed to bubble from deep 
in her chest; that was what Tom was waiting to hear, and lifting his 
tongue from her tortured young cunt, he grinned with self-assurance. 
She was almost there, he was certain, but as if to put the final seal 
on her subjugation, he flicked his tongue into the tightly puckered 
little hole of her anus, nestled neatly just below the moist vaginal 
opening.


Feeling the wet, searing assault on her tiny anus, Linda moaned loudly 
and clenched her eyes shut. Her lips were tightly bared back over her 
teeth from the torturing sensation his wetly licking tongue sent racing 
through her body. Tiny goose-bumps ran across her tautly rippling belly 
and all the way up to her rapidly heaving breasts as a further moist 
stab struck out at the tight fleshy little anal ring. She was helpless 
before his depraved attack, and her body began to finally desert her. 
Her buttocks jerked back involuntarily at the darting tongue that sent 
uncontrolled spasms of delicious pleasure coursing through her raw 
nerves.


"Aaaaaggghhhhh!" Linda groaned loudly again as the cruel realization of 
her total submission hit her with its full impact. She fought with her 
mind for control that wouldn't come, as the tiny licking sparks began 
to burst into uncontrollable flames, devouring her in final 
helplessness. Her shamelessly aroused body suddenly jerked 
spasmodically and began a slow abandoned movement up against his 
thrusting tongue. Her hands curled down into his hair and pulled his 
face hard against her quivering love-starved loins. All that mattered 
now were the delicious shafts of pleasure piercing through her flesh 
like tiny prickling needles of fire.


She was completely his, Tom was certain of that, and dipping his tongue 
into her tightly clasping cunt once more, he moved his hands to his 
belt to lower his pants. His cock was aching from the confinement, and 
he worked quickly, taking his underpants down in the same motion. His 
throbbingly erect penis sprung out from his bushy groin, the freedom 
making his blood flow faster in the long hardness. He could imagine how 
her tightly squeezing little cunt would feel locked around his cock, as 
it had even felt tight around his tongue, and he was determined to make 
this fuck one she would never forget for the rest of her life.


Raising his face up from her saliva soaked loins, he grabbed her legs 
with both hands, and twisting cruelly, rolled her onto her stomach. 
Linda was so caught up in the tongue lashing of her private parts, she 
didn't resist or protest her being forced into such a debasing 
position. Instead she was immediately reminded of the girl in the film 
being fucked by the German Shepherd. She didn't fight when he pulled 
her hips up, bringing her into the kneeling position so that her round, 
white buttocks were lewdly open to anything he might desire. Her face 
was pressed into the pillow, but she twisted her head to one side and 
saw the sensual fucking of Ray and Valerie a few feet from her face.


Valerie was grinding her buttocks up and down in such wild abandon that 
Linda was sure she was nearing a climax, and the excitement of 
witnessing such an act made her own wanton needs even more demanding 
than before. At that moment, Tom bent down behind her and flicked his 
tongue once again at her wetly puckered anus.


"Ooohhh, God!" she moaned loudly as the tantalizing licking invaded her 
inner thighs, teasing at her like some demon of flesh. She quivered 
back against it, screwing her buttocks in eager little circles around 
and around to feel its extraordinary rape of her helplessly exposed 
loins. There was nothing in the world like this wonderful tongue 
fucking she was getting! She had never known it before, it was 
different, it was wicked, it consumed the whole of her being, and there 
was nothing else in the entire universe now but the lashing tongue 
licking at her from behind. Wild thoughts of the dog in the movie ran 
through her mind, thoughts of his great slobbering tongue slithering 
over the defenseless genitals of the nakedly squirming, moaning girl. 
She knew what it was like now, and wildly she reveled in its lewdly 
tingling joy until she thought suddenly her entire body was to explode 
into a thousand pieces.


Tom stopped, timing his moment, and he ran his tongue wetly up the 
crevice between her half-moon cheeks, over her back until his progress 
was halted by the gathered material around her narrow waist. He crawled 
up between her wide-spread thighs, pinning them apart with his knees, 
and he jammed his massively throbbing penis forward, thrusting against 
the moist softness of her feverishly quivering pussy.


For a fleeting second Linda felt fear when the blunt head pushed 
against her naked loins. It was huge, bigger than she thought possible, 
and she was sure it would split her apart. He thrust at her, almost 
frantic in his efforts to find the opening to her innermost being, and 
her fear was momentarily conquered by the fire raging deep inside her 
belly and the lewdly exciting sight of Valerie and Ray. Valerie was 
grinding her buttocks down on his glistening shaft with wild abandon, 
the great pole of flesh rapidly disappearing and reappearing as she 
frantically bounced up and down over his groin. Linda wanted a cock 
fucking into her belly, too, and she wantonly arched her naked buttocks 
up in the air to give herself up to his probing demands.


"Put it in ... Put it in!" Tom panted.


"Oh, God!" she moaned helplessly, but she reached back between her 
legs, wrapping her little hand around the thick hot cock in spite of 
her fear of its size. She could feel the blood pounding rapidly through 
the long, fleshy penis, and fear again welled as she perceived the true 
enormity of his giant manhood.


"Do it ... Dammit, put it in now!" he commanded again, and he dug his 
fingers into the flesh of her inner thighs, pulling them wider apart.


"Ooooohhhhh!" she groaned from the pain of her flesh being squeezed, 
and in desperation she guided the hard, massive throbbing shaft into 
the passion-drenched hole of her eager little cunt. She moved the thick 
head back and forth to part her warmly moistened vaginal lips, and when 
his cock impatiently pushed against her lust hardened clitoris, she 
felt a thrilling shock of further pleasure coursing through her body. 
Sliding the fleshy head back slowly, she savored the impression; it was 
the last excitement she expected to feel before his thick cock split 
her inexperienced pussy in half.


Feeling the heat of her softly quivering flesh against his aching cock, 
Tom thought he might lose his load right then, even before he had a 
chance to get it into her. Shoving his hips forward, he pressed his 
huge, lust-swollen cock's head into the moistly tight little passage 
... and, slowly, it sank into the cringing warmth of her femaledom.


"Oooohhhh!" Linda groaned for mercy and pressed her face into the 
pillow in an attempt to stifle the volume of her cry. She attempted to 
lurch away from the cruel thrust, but he held her hips tightly with 
both hands, preventing any escape from the painful entry.


Pushing again, Tom Harvey drove the throbbing length of his massive 
penis another inch inside her tightly palpitating opening, noting as he 
did so that the tiniest move elicited a moan of protest from deep in 
her throat. He slowly continued the brutal impalement of her helplessly 
shaking young body, his hotly throbbing cock anxious to be totally 
ensheathed in the velvety warm walls of her cunt. Inch by inch he drove 
his way into her, slowly filling her heatedly quivering passage with 
the massive hardness of his jerking penis. The crevice of her buttocks 
closed tightly as the muscles in her passage resisted the steady 
penetration, but the warmly flowering lips of her pussy were sexually 
moistened to receive him. It was as though her vagina was willingly 
swallowing him up inside, and his cock swelled even larger in the 
tightness of her involuntarily clasping tunnel of lust.


Linda felt as if she was being stretched to the bursting point, and she 
could clearly feel every wrinkle and ridge of his monstrous, blood-
pounding penis through the sensitized walls of her inflamed vagina. His 
relentless penetration seemed to go on and on, then still for a moment. 
She was sure he was all the way in - as far as he could go! After a 
second he flexed his long, hard cock, and then without any warning, 
lurched another four inches up into her searing belly.


"Aaaaaggghhhhh!" The presence of other people in the room was no longer 
occupying her thoughts as she shrieked more from surprise than pain. 
She now realized that her tight vagina was completely filled with his 
massive cock, and it was even more surprising that she was rapidly 
adjusting to it. Her initial shout changed rapidly to cries of burning 
need as she felt the bushiness of his pubic hair pressing tantalizingly 
against her wide-spread inner thighs and his heavy scrotum brushing 
sensually against her upturned ass cheeks. Then Tom, with a loud groan 
of delight, drove even further into her depths, his balls swinging 
forward this time to slap noisily up between her tensed thighs. The 
painfully stretched young mother was stunned by the blunt head of his 
heatedly pulsating penis as it pressed into her cervix, she having 
taken more cock into her belly than she thought humanly possible.


"Oooohhhhhhh!" Her moan of pleasure-pain was a long-awaited signal for 
Tom, and he immediately backed his shaft out of the wet, fleshy tunnel, 
drawing it out until only the very tip remained inside. He held it 
there for a moment, waiting for the subserviently kneeling woman to 
wiggle her buttocks back for it, and when she did, he drove down into 
her depths again. This time his penetration was smooth and quick; the 
thick, rubbery head of his cock easily parted the tightly grasping 
walls of her cunt, as it plowed up into her belly until his groin was 
once again pressing hard against her up-turned buttocks. She whimpered 
a cry half of pleasure, half of pain, but at that point he was only 
concerned with fucking her for all she was worth.


Tom began sawing in and out, taking long, hard strokes that pounded 
deep inside her tightly quivering cunt, striking her cervix again and 
again. He stared down at her kneeling, bent- over form, her firm white 
buttocks wantonly wiggling back to his driving rhythm, her smooth back 
sloping down to the loosely scattered blonde hair of her twisting head. 
The sight of her voluptuously sensual body bent to his will made his 
balls stir with boiling passion, and they begged him to fuck her 
quickly so to release the intolerable pressure of his heated sperm.


"Uunngghhh ... Uunnggghhhh ... Uuuggghhh!" She chanted into the pillow 
in time to his long hard thrusts, feeling every inch of his large 
powerfully pulsating cock as it slid smoothly down her warmly clasping 
passage to hit bottom. And then, like a bouncing ball, suddenly it 
would return to the beginning of her hungry cuntal mouth. She fucked 
back, raising her young buttocks up to each of his downward strokes, 
eagerly spreading her thighs wider apart to take him as deep as 
possible. There was nothing left but the pleasure giving cock in her 
fiery cunt, pulsating in there with abandon. There was no longer any 
morals or shame, no longer fear of men, but instead there was the 
ultimate pleasure of being fucked and fucked well ... and of fucking 
well in return.


"Oooohhhh, God! Fuck me, oohh ... fuck me ..." Linda screeched as her 
sexual frenzy took complete control of her thoughts. Her eyes now were 
glazed over with an implacable lust, and as she stared at the entwined 
and fucking bodies next to her, their driving frenzy only added to the 
lewdly sensual pleasure of her own fucking. Ray's cock was glistening 
with a white shining liquid that was continually smoothed over by the 
tight flanges of Valerie's pink little cunt as she rode up and down on 
the fleshy pole. Valerie's head was thrown back, and she wailed as her 
orgasm consumed her very being.


"Oooohhhh ... Fuck me ... Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" she screamed, 
echoing Linda's earlier obscenity. Valerie's writhing, screaming climax 
seemed to make Tom Harvey's long hard cock grow even bigger, and Linda 
arched her wantonly writhing buttocks up to take him deep inside her 
quaking belly. She was experiencing a passion she never before realized 
possible, and it overpowered her completely. She was witnessing an 
erotic sexual climax while at the same moment being fucked into a 
glorious insensibility. Not even in her imagination had it been so 
good!


Each downward stroke of Tom's hotly sizzling penis was like a thousand 
different singular pleasures to the kneeling Linda and his sperm-filled 
balls slapped hard and noisily up between her thighs, swinging forward 
to stroke her lust hardened clitoris again and again, as he fucked into 
her dog fashion. There was never such pleasure, sure pure luxuriousness 
of sensual delight, and she loved it ... LOVED IT!


Her voluptuous young body was tingling from head to toe, and she now 
felt confined and restricted by her clothes - wanting to be free of 
them. She reached back to loosen the top of her dress, and twisting 
erotically all the while, she pulled the material up over her head, 
throwing it away like useless junk. She did the same with her 
brassiere, letting her heavy breasts dance and flutter from the impact 
of Tom's hard driving cock. And the moment she was finally naked, she 
felt his hands moving down over her back, reaching under her breasts to 
squeeze them and tweak the nipples between his fingers. She was all 
consumed by the sheer lewdness of her compromised position, and she 
rolled forward on her forehead to look back beneath her nakedly 
writhing body to see her hotly quivering cunt being violated by the 
hardness of his jerking penis. His long cock pulled out until only the 
very tip of him remained inside her body, then it would smoothly drive 
back down, the hair-lined lips of her cunt eagerly clasping it until 
the white shaft of flesh completely filled her warm, hungry passage. 
His pubic hair was pushing into the crevice of her buttocks with each 
hard thrust of his groin, and she felt a tingling that reminded her of 
the dog licking at the girl's anus in the movie.


Running his hands from her ripely dangling breasts, over her quivering 
belly to her tensed thighs, Tom sensed building spasms growing within 
the kneeling girl. He held Linda tightly, pulling her buttocks to his 
hammering groin, and then pushing her away again as he fucked 
rhythmically into her hot little cunt. He wanted to make her scream 
from the pounding of his rigidly pistoning cock, to make her beg him to 
pump his hot sticky cum deep inside her belly until he was completely 
dry. Her eagerly quivering pussy was alive with passion, warmly 
clasping around his throbbing penis, the slick walls squeezing every 
part of his cock like a heated, massaging wave of fire. She was 
wonderfully tight, and he fought off the growing sensation in the head 
of his thundering cock, not wanting to cum until she had screamed out 
her own orgasm.


"Oooohhh ... Aaaaaggghhh ... Oooohhhh!" she moaned as his long hard 
penis drove up her flaming passage unmercifully. Linda gasped for 
breath as her face was pushed again and again into the softness of the 
pillow beneath her by his terrible lunging force. The hardened nipples 
on the tips of her large breasts brushed thrillingly across the slick 
fabric of the pillow, adding to the sizzling excitation already pouring 
through her passion filled body.


With eyes fixed on the smoothly rounded globes of her buttocks, Tom 
suddenly released his grip on her hips to dig his fingers into the 
narrow dividing crevice; he spread the twin cheeks wide apart, exposing 
the brownish-pink hole of her puckered anus to his view. It seemed to 
be gasping and sucking at his groin as he rammed hard against it. He 
eased back a little, placing his outstretched middle finger against the 
puckered opening, and then he twisted his hand, working his long finger 
into the tight, rubbery flesh.


"Uuuggghhhh!" she snorted, "Yes ... Yes! Use your finger in my 
asshole!" She raised her buttocks up to the worming finger, trying to 
screw it down inside her hot rectal passage. Her tightly restricting 
anus popped open to let the digit enter, and initially she felt nothing 
but pain, though still she masochistically urged him on. He 
accommodated her lust by shoving his finger deep into her rectum, and 
as she became adjusted to the unnatural invasion, she eagerly angled 
for more.


"Oooohhh. Yes yes yes!" She grunted as she tried to take the turning, 
twisting finger to the hilt, shoving back against it while at the same 
time absorbing more of his hard, jerking cock deep inside her wildly 
pulsating cunt. He plunged his finger down hard in the hot rubbery 
passage until he could shove it no further, and she groaned out her 
ecstasy of pleasure-pain.


"Uuuugghhh!! ... Oooohhhhh!"


Worming his finger around the depths of her tightly grasping rectum, he 
could feel, through the thin wall of flesh that separated the two 
passages, his own skewering cock as it slammed repeatedly in and out of 
her cuntal cavern. She writhed abandonedly, lunging and driving her 
buttocks back against the two impaling instruments, her tortured 
backside now a seething cauldron of sexual excitement. The slamming 
forces wracked her body into contorted jerks and spasms as she felt the 
growing, churning heat build deep within her belly. She was going to 
cum!


"Ooooh, God! Ooooohhhhh!"


The kneeling woman's gasps were a signal to Tom, and he felt the walls 
of her slickly quivering cunt begin to seep with the warmth of her 
impending orgasm. Shoving forward with all his strength, he drove his 
cock and finger as deep as possible into the tightly clasping twin 
passages, working furiously as she gyrated toward rapturous heights. 
Linda screwed her loins back against his hammering cock and finger like 
a wanton bitch in heat, and she jerked and jumped in complete 
abandonment up and down on the now battered pillow.


"Oooohh, God! ... I'm ... God ... Going to ... Now! I'mmm 
ccccuummmiinnnnggggg!"


Her kneeling, convulsing body was maddeningly sensual now, her hotly 
quivering cunt sucking feverishly on his pistoning cock, while even her 
anus expanded and clenched his finger to the palm of his hand. She was 
wilder than any woman he'd ever had, and he fucked into her with the 
growing satisfaction of her powerful climax.


Linda pushed her lewdly writhing buttocks back hard against his groin 
as she felt the overwhelming joy of her surging orgasm spilling out 
from deep within her heated womb. The hard, jerking cock in her 
contracting cunt seemed to grow larger still, and she bucked back 
against it, thrilling in her first orgasm brought by a male ... a 
climax that released the sexual energies dammed up inside her for 
almost twenty years. Hotly perfumed lubricant oozed out her clasping 
and squeezing cunt as her belly rippled and jerked again and again with 
mind-blowing pleasure.


And Tom Harvey could hold back no longer.


His hot, sticky white sperm exploded from his balls in great surging 
waves, and as it traveled up the route of his long hard cock, he felt a 
frenzy of extraordinary sensation. He was lost in the incredible 
sensuality of his own climax as the first quick burst of hotly heavy 
cum shot from the lust-swollen tip of his deeply buried cock.


"Oooooohhhhhh!" Linda screamed as she felt the liquid heat pumping into 
her flooded cunt like a series of stabbing fiery explosions. The impact 
was more powerfully erotic than anything she had yet felt, and she 
bucked back insanely against the spewing penis as her own orgasm 
deepened and expanded. His hot cum fired again and again, filling her 
belly to the bursting point, and the slickly heated walls of her cunt 
were clasping and unclasping around the rigid staff, milking it of all 
the fluid it contained.


Their mutual climax seemed to last forever as they rammed and bounced 
over the pillow together, Linda's scream of joy echoing crazily, wildly 
around the darkened room. Her heels kicked up, as if she was spurring 
him on for more, but finally his deflating penis pulled noisily from 
her cum-filled cunt while his finger popped from her clasping anus. She 
fell forward onto her stomach, then rolled over onto her back, her head 
swimming from her sexual awakening. It was as if her body had finally 
been freed from its long bondage, her self-imposed, almost masochistic, 
chastity now a thing of the past to be forgotten.


Her true character was bared: she was a sexual animal, and a complete 
woman! Looking around through the narrow, hazy slits of her lust-dazed 
eyes, she saw that other people were naked, some fucking, some moving 
around the room. One of them, holding a long, fully erect penis, was 
moving toward her. It was Ray, and his cock was still wet with his and 
Valerie's orgasm.


"I want to fuck that beautiful mouth of yours, baby!" Ray said 
casually. "I want you to suck me ... Do you hear?"


Linda stared at his throbbing, cum-slickened cock as he knelt down 
beside her. Try as she might, she was unable to feel the disgust she 
would have felt an hour before. Only for a moment did she hesitate, 
torn between the hot desire that still scorched her awakened body and 
the quick twinge of shame and humiliation that flickered through her 
confused thoughts. But nothing else mattered now except the 
uncontrolled and raging lust in her pulsating belly. And, after all, it 
would bring him pleasure.


She did as he asked, closing her wetly ovalled young mouth around the 
slickly jerking penis, licking the warm, pungent juices of his and 
Valerie's orgasm that still clung to it. She sucked on it, taking it 
deep in her virgin throat, feeling a new and different excitement from 
her sexual arousal as she felt it heatedly throbbing against the roof 
of her mouth. It was good, better than she would ever have believed. 
And she wanted him to cum in her throat; to drink down his life-giving 
sperm into her lusting belly, and have its magic fire ignite further 
encouragement of lewd and debasing acts. She was ready for anything 
now, and as she sucked in and gulped down the spewing liquid that 
filled her mouth, she was wondering what would be next. Had she been 
aware of what lay ahead, she might have been sickened, but a wanton 
sexual hunger had taken over her mind and body, and she truly was ready 
for anything.


Chapter 7


Ray fell back on the pillow, momentarily exhausted from all the sexual 
activity, but he stared in awe at the blonde woman, Linda, as she 
licked the last drops of semen from his deflating cock. Quite a 
transformation had taken place, as she wasn't at all like the woman 
Valerie had described when calling that afternoon. Valerie knew how to 
pick them all right. The sexual potential had been there, and they had 
all succeeded in bringing it out. Linda was wild and wanton and 
wonderfully sexy. And the way she had just so eagerly sucked his cock, 
made him know that he'd want her again. Without question, she would be 
more than willing.


The taste of hot sperm in her mouth was like an appetizer, and when 
Ray's limp cock pulled from her mouth, Linda felt even hungrier than 
before. The pulsating sensations in her belly were becoming more 
demanding by the second, and she raised up, looking around the darkened 
room. There seemed to be fewer people, but from what she could make 
out, most - if not all - were engaged in sexual activities.


No longer self-conscious, she stood up and walked toward the bar, 
leaving her clothes in a heap by the pillow. Everyone else was naked 
and, anyway, after what she had done in front of others, her nudity was 
hardly shameful. There was no shame or shyness left, or so she thought, 
and she did what would have been unthinkable an hour earlier. She 
brazenly walked up to the only fully dressed person in the place, 
Jason, and asked for another of his "special" drinks.


The lulling, stimulating effects of the concoction came on quickly, and 
she decided to explore a little, seeking what might be a pleasant 
situation. Tom Harvey was not in the big room, and neither was Valerie. 
Linda guessed there had to be other rooms where similar activities were 
in progress, and she started out looking for them. To leave the long 
downstairs room she had to step over couples laying on the floor, but 
she only glanced at them, as none were at the moment ready to offer her 
anything. She was looking for somebody interesting and unengaged, 
possibly like Tom Harvey, her host.


There wasn't time nor the desire to think about what was happening to 
her, though in the back of her mind she thought she might feel 
differently in the light of day. But then, she was feeling that the 
party was just getting started, and she walked nakedly through the 
living room and in the direction of a hallway she had seen from the 
front door. When she reached it she heard sounds coming from a room 
down the hall, and since the door was open, she just walked on inside. 
The walls of the room were multicolored, the ceiling mirrored with tiny 
pin-points of light like stars imbedded in it, but Linda saw none of 
those details. What she did see made her gasp in surprise.


The entire floor of the room, perhaps twenty by twenty, was made up of 
a mattress-like covering, and on one part of it was Don, the man she 
had seen last night with Valerie; he was in the process of fucking 
someone dog-style. The attractive young redhead he was fucking was 
wiggling her ass back against his lunging cock, but what made the 
perverted picture even more enticing, the girl at the same time was 
licking Valerie's wide-splayed cunt. Valerie was on her back in front 
of the girl, her legs drawn up so that her wetly glistening cunt was 
completely open to the tongue lashing. What really stunned Linda 
though, was the fact that the girl in the middle, the one being fucked 
and in turn licking pussy, was Valerie's daughter Karen!


Linda felt a cold shudder run up her spine as the realization came 
clear in her lust-fogged brain. If that was Karen, then where was ...?


Before words could totally form in her head, Linda had the answer to 
her question. She sensed it without seeing that someone had entered the 
room behind her. Her whole naked body tingled with hyper-charged 
awareness, feeling eyes examining her buttocks, scanning over her body 
from head to toe, and she knew the terrible truth without turning 
around. It was Rick ... It had to be Rick!


Linda held her breath as she slowly turned, and not three feet away, 
her worst fears were confirmed. Rick, her own son, was standing there 
in the doorway, his young, muscular body also naked, and his virile, 
eagerly pulsating cock standing erect from his groin. He was staring at 
her, then over toward Karen, unbelieving, though his aroused state 
unquestionable.


"Mom ... I ... I didn't know she was bringing ... Not here! Honest ... 
I ..."


His eyes were scanning her nakedness, uncontrollably, and Linda felt 
them, knowing what he had to be thinking. She wanted him to be enraged 
at finding Karen in such a position, wanted him to run to Don and 
Valerie and pull them away from his girl. But it was only too apparent 
that he was aware of what was going on between them, and in fact that 
he was likely on his way to joining them all. If only he would run at 
them ... Then I wouldn't feel what I'm feeling ... Such horrible 
thoughts ... Not that ... No I mustn't!


When he had seen Valerie there, Rick thought his mother had declined 
her dinner invitation and that Valerie had come to the party alone. It 
was in full swing when he and Karen arrived, and finding Valerie Boyd 
naked and ripe for fucking, he hoped to get some of her. He was ready, 
so ready for it! But now, here before him was his mother, naked, 
aroused, and far more sensually beautiful than any of the other females 
he had seen. He had to explain, anything to control his body; he wanted 
to tell her that he hadn't been a part of Valerie's and Karen's plans 
... that he didn't know Valerie would bring her there ... He was 
incapable of coherent speech, however, because of the way he felt about 
his own mother!


"Mom ... Please ... I must tell you ..."


"Rick, darling!" Linda cut him off, trying desperately to still the 
raging fires of passion in her heatedly aroused body. Was he ashamed of 
her? He couldn't be, no, not ashamed! She was a woman, alive of flesh 
and blood, and she was hungry and in need of sexual fulfillment. He 
could see that, she was certain, for his hard wildly throbbing young 
cock lurched even larger as his eyes stared lustily at her pubic mound. 
And she couldn't stop herself from holding her arms out to him, 
beckoning him to her protective fold.


Her body was soft, warm, loving. Her softly firm breasts burned holes 
in his chest, and her thighs, sleek and vibrant, squeezed his painfully 
aching cock between them. Oh, God, he had to have her! Heated, moist, 
her wispy pubic hairs brushed seductively over his erect penis, "Mom 
... God, Mom! I-I want you! I want to fuck you!" And he did want her - 
wanted to fuck her more than any woman or girl he had ever known.


His words sizzled in her brain like answers to the demanding tongues of 
fire licking at her body. She wanted him too, she could not deny it. 
And she felt powerless, unmercifully helpless to resist the terrible 
truth. She had watched him fucking Karen and had really told herself at 
that moment that she could give him more! She wanted to have her son's 
rigid cock fucking into her. Yes, oh yes yes yes! It throbbed with 
life, his flesh and blood from her, between her thighs, so very close 
to where he came from. Was it wrong? Was what she wanted so desperately 
wrong? Didn't she feel more like a woman than ever before in her life? 
Ooohhh, yes dear God! Yessssss! "Rick, darling, son! Ohhh, darling baby 
..."


Powerless to stop the terrible heat of their passion, they knelt 
nakedly together, face to face on the soft floor, and her hand lovingly 
stroked his throbbing manliness; his hand slowly moved up her tender 
and soft inner thighs to her warmly palpitating pussy.


"You're ... So ... Good ... Mom?" His fingers found the curving slit of 
her heatedly moist vagina, and he brushed the tips across the tiny 
hardened bud of her clitoris.


"Ohh, yesssss ... My darling ... Ooohhh, yesssss!" She was going to 
burst from the pressure in her belly as she felt his fingers probing 
into the wetly quivering opening to her cunt. His face was pressed into 
the softness of her breasts, and his hot young mouth nipped at the 
hardened tips, sending electric bolts of pleasure coursing through her 
trembling body. There couldn't be any waiting, no time for second 
thoughts. All that mattered was having each other, their bodies joined 
together for the ultimate physical pleasure they could give and 
receive. The others in the room didn't matter compared to mother and 
son's overwhelming needs. Their movements flowing as one, Rick lay on 
his back while his mother hovered above him, her thighs wide apart and 
kneeling on either side of his squirming hips. His lust-swollen, wildly 
jerking penis was pointing straight up toward her moistly splayed cunt, 
and she held his long hard cock tightly in her hand, moving the blunt 
purple head back and forth to part the hair-lined slit of her hungry 
cunt.


"Ohh, Mom, now! Got to fuck you now!" he moaned, and he thrust his hips 
off the bed, trying to drive his blood-filled, desire-hardened cock 
into the slick wetly pulsing lips of his mother's vagina.


"Oooohh, darling! Now, yes, NOW!" she answered, and she reached down 
with her hand to part the lips of her quivering cunt, clearing the way 
for his entrance. She hesitated for only an instant, one short moment 
before she plunged down on her son's massive thickness. And it pressed 
up into her, expanding the tight, resisting orifice until she thought 
it would tear. Buffeted by pain, she still felt a sense of pride that 
Rick, her son, was a bigger man - penis-wise - than any other male she 
had seen at the party.


"Oooohh, God! Aaaaagghhhhhh!" Linda screamed as the huge lusting cock 
lurched just inside her tight passage. Trembling uncontrollably, she 
slowly lowered herself over him, wanting him deep, wanting all of him 
in her belly.


Rick raised his head up to watch his long hard cock slowly sinking up 
into his mother's pinkly clasping cuntal mouth. And it felt good, and 
right, and powerful! The tight, wet walls sucked him up inside her warm 
channel, covering his lust-swollen penis inch by wonderful inch. Warm 
and wet and pulsating hungrily, the sensation of his entrance made his 
young body a raging river of boiling excitement. He couldn't hold back. 
Not for another second! He had to fuck her - now! And he lurched his 
hips off the mattress floor, thrusting the whole hard length of his 
massively throbbing cock into her fiery depths.


"Oooooohhhhhhh!" she screamed louder, feeling every wrinkle of his 
fleshy thick penis as it filled her to the base of her belly. She had 
no idea he would be so big, so wonderful; and she ground her loins down 
over his hairy pelvis, feeling all of his hot length inside her 
grateful cunt. She wanted to be fucked, more than ever, fucked good by 
her wonderful son.


Through half-open eyes, Valerie had watched the confrontation between 
Linda and her son with great interest. Her plan had succeeded in 
bringing out Linda's true nature, almost too well! Yet the incestuous 
contact between mother and son was fine with her, as it tied all the 
loose ends together. It was pleasure in its most beautiful form, and 
she knew it by experience. She wanted to fuck young Rick too, but she 
was glad to wait her turn, to wait until Rick and his mother had 
finished sharing each other. Valerie's eyes rolled up then as her 
daughter's tongue was slicing insistently up between her legs, but 
before the pleasures in her own body completely took control, she did 
see the other person entering the room. And she knew instinctively that 
Linda was due for even more than she had bargained for.


Tom Harvey was not aware of the relationship between Linda and Rick, 
but even if he had it would have made no difference. He was looking for 
Linda, and finding her in the process of fucking another, mattered 
little too. He could wait, or better yet, join them.


"Ooohh, yeses, Rick darling! Fuck me hard, oh, hard!"


The shamelessly aroused young mother was bouncing up and down as she 
knelt over the boy, her legs out wide, tensed, as she took him deep in 
her wetly clasping cunt: and Rick was fondling her breasts, one in each 
hand, as he raised and lowered his hips rhythmically fucking her back. 
Tom moved closer and around behind Linda, his eyes staring at the white 
half-moon ass-cheeks, clenching and unclenching as she stroked up and 
down on the fleshy young penis. Intermittently he could see the tiny 
hole of her puckered anus, just above the sawing cock in her glistening 
cunt, and he wanted to fuck her there.


Her asshole is still virgin, he thought excitedly and he would be glad 
to put the final touches on the deflowering of Linda Hall.


"Lean forward, Linda dear! I'm going to fuck your asshole!" Tom 
announced bluntly.


The long, rhythmically stroking cock in her wetly heated vagina was all 
that Linda thought about at first, as she felt her passion and spirit 
unbounded, freed beyond her wildest dreams. But when she realized Tom 
Harvey was present, her mind became filled with other thoughts too. She 
was doing something unnatural, even though she loved it, and she knew 
that she had to answer to herself for the terrible desire in her soul. 
And when Tom spoke, making what he wanted to do to her perfectly clear, 
in her lust deranged mind it seemed the perfect answer. She had watched 
Valerie become like an animal as Ray fucked her in the rectum, and now, 
Linda too felt she would like to try something like that. Yet it was 
different, as she was at the same time being fucked in her lust-hungry 
cunt! It would be hell, a terrible punishment and final absolution for 
her sins.


"Yessss, Tom ..." Linda gasped as she took her son's cock deep in her 
belly and leaned forward, "Fuck my asshole tooooooo!"


Tom needed no further encouragement, and without hesitation, he knelt 
down between Rick's legs and Linda's slender calves. His cock was fully 
erect, more so than when he first had taken Linda that evening, and he 
stroked it in his hand as he leaned close to the tightly puckered 
little opening between her buttocks cheeks. He knew she had to be 
prepared, but he was so excited by the prospect of fucking her virgin 
rectum that any real delay was unthinkable.


Linda was ready for him, as she reached back with both hands, pulling 
the globular cheeks of her buttocks wide apart. Her son's cock was 
pressing against her cervix, jerking and anxious, and she wanted him to 
fuck her quickly, hard, the moment Tom entered her. She felt Tom's 
finger probing against her virgin anus, the tightly resisting ring of 
flesh holding, then giving way, and she leaned down, forcing her 
muscles to relax as she was prepared for the most humiliating 
subjugation.


"Uuuuugghhhhh!" she grunted as his fingertip tore into her rectum, and 
the pain continued as he worked it feverishly around to stretch her 
tight anus and prepare it for the greater entry to come. The 
combination of pleasure-pain that racked her body was overwhelming, and 
she began fucking back against the two fleshy staffs, wantonly needing 
two cocks fucking into her belly. Within seconds he pulled his finger 
from her rectum, and she felt her buttocks pulled wider apart by his 
thumbs, then a tremendous pressure against her defenseless, virgin 
anus.


"Ooohhh, God, ohhh, it hurts! Oooohhhhh!" She yelled, but she pushed 
her hips back nonetheless. Tom held her shoulders as he shoved hard 
forward, his invading cudgel stiff and eager to enter her heated little 
rectum. For a moment it resisted, but shoving forward with all his 
strength, he popped the thick head of his blood-filled cock inside the 
elastic-tight ring of puckered flesh. He was stretching her to 
impossible size, her anal ring like a tiny rubber-band stretched around 
his mammoth penis; determinedly, he pushed hard forward again and 
again, slowly but definitely driving his long cock in to the hilt.


"Uuggghhh .. Aaagghhh .. AAAAGGGHHH!" Linda cried in agony over and 
over as the searing pain streaked through her body, his jerking penis 
boring into her rectum like a red-hot poker. It drove deep into her 
hotly clenching anus, filling her beyond belief, a second monstrous 
cock fucking up between her legs. She thought she was being ripped in 
half, the pain wracking her spine and surging out over every part of 
her body. But then, moments later, her cries turned from helplessly 
pleading whimperings to abandoned sobs of ecstasy as she felt both 
powerful poles of heated flesh bucking and jerking inside her quaking 
belly. She groaned out loud as both Tom and her son skewered her like a 
lifeless rag-doll between them, their cocks separated only by the thin 
membrane dividing her two cavities. They began to fuck in unison, their 
timing somehow coming together as they both withdrew their long, wildly 
throbbing penises until only the heads remained inside her: Tom's cock 
held by the tight sphincter muscle, and her son's massive shaft by the 
pink-rimmed lips of her insatiable cunt. Then they both rammed 
simultaneously, driving deep down her passages, and their stiffness 
pushed and grated against each other along the parallel channels of her 
lust-slickened cunt and rectum.


"Oooohh, God, yesssss my darlings! Yessss, ohh, yeessss!" Linda moaned. 
"I want more, oohhh, MORE!"


They gave her more, fucking her with the constant rhythm of lust, and 
her body became like a river of molten lava, heated, boiling, ready to 
pour out a sizzling flood of passion. Again and again they pounded 
against her wide-spread loins, each to its separate orifice, each 
working together in spectacular harmony. She didn't want the ravagement 
to ever end ... She loved it ... Oh, God, she loved it!


Valerie was enjoying a passion feast of her own, but it was heightened 
by the lewdly stimulating sight before her eyes. While her daughter 
Karen was furiously licking into her cunt and getting fucked dog 
fashion by Don from behind, Linda Hall was being sandwiched between her 
son and Tom. It was a sight worth remembering to see the two men 
driving their big rods into Linda's impossibly wide-stretched loins. 
Their fucking was becoming faster and faster, all three of them 
grunting and groaning their mutual ecstasy as they obviously neared 
orgasm. Valerie thrilled at seeing Linda's ripely full breasts swinging 
and bouncing from the force of the two cocks sawing in her belly; the 
young mother's mouth was open, her tongue licking furiously around her 
red lips. She was near, definitely near, and the salacious scene was so 
overwhelming, so wantonly stimulating that Valerie felt her own release 
coming upon her with fantastic speed.


Linda shuddered and groaned as she felt the growing spasms in her belly 
building and wracking her with magnificent splendor. Never had anything 
been so wonderful, her son and Tom Harvey fucking her body with their 
huge, wonderfully throbbing cocks, filling her belly with their hard 
flesh. With accelerating quickness, she felt herself soaring as Rick 
drove his cock deep into her contracting cunt, the thick head swelling 
to tremendous proportions as he grunted and twisted beneath her.


"Ooohhh ... I'm going to ... Cummmmm!"


"Yesss, my darling, yesssss! Cum, cum, now ... now ... NOW!!"


The first white-hot blast struck deep in her sizzling womb, her son's 
jerking cock spilling out his super-heated sperm in the depths of her 
wildly rippling cunt. A split-second later Tom Harvey shoved his 
massively pulsating penis down, his groin pushing hard against her 
thrashing young buttocks, and the head buried so deep in her rectum 
expanded to suddenly explode. That was it! She was there too!


"Ooohh, yessss! I'mmm ccummmmmiiinnggggg!" Her body erupted in a shower 
of madly spinning sparks at the moment she felt the two hot streams of 
cum shooting into her belly, and she was there! Suddenly, she was 
floating, a mass of exquisite sensations wracking her nakedly writhing 
body. Linda rammed back once more on the two hard, foaming cocks, 
bucking and heaving as she rocketed with a passion that only awakened 
tonight. Her rectum sizzled, her entire body quaked with unbounding 
joys. This was what she wanted. Physical pleasure, lusting passion, and 
her son's cock pumping his sperm into her belly ... It would never end! 
Never, never, never, never, never!


Chapter 8


"Miss Hall? Will you come into my office please ..." the voice squawked 
over the intercom.


"Right away, Mr. Williams ..." Linda answered after pressing the 
button. It had been a week since she returned from her eventful weekend 
in Big Sur, and not once had her boss Karl Williams asked her out. But 
at that moment she recognized that unusual tone in his voice he always 
had when something other than business was on his mind. She stood up 
from her desk, pulling at the hem of her skirt before picking up her 
steno pad and walking to his office door.


"Dictation, sir?" she said as she closed the door behind her.


"Of course ... " he answered casually, and he leaned back in his 
oversized chair, his eyes following her sensual young figure as she sat 
down beside his desk. Ever since she had gotten back from the long 
weekend, he had been wondering about her. She seemed different, but 
just how he couldn't be sure. Unbelievably, she appeared even sexier, 
if that was possible, and sometimes when she looked at him, it was 
almost as if she was examining him. Such actions had not been 
characteristic of his pretty blonde secretary before.


She was sitting in her chair in such a way that he could almost see up 
between her firm, white thighs; her short skirt exposing more flesh as 
she crossed her legs, and she was not shyly looking down but meeting 
his gaze directly. It was time to try again. "Before starting this 
letter ... I'd like to know if you'd be free for dinner tonight?" he 
asked hurriedly. He expected her to frown as usual, but she was 
smiling.


She was changed, and it was bothering him, Linda thought. It even 
seemed funny, after hearing the same request so many times before, not 
to feel frightened and nervous. Valerie had done a lot for her, and for 
that she would always be grateful. That eventful night a week in the 
past she had shown Valerie her gratitude, and of course it was only the 
beginning. But now, Linda saw another opportunity which when presented 
so many times in the past, she had not understood its real worth. 
Business and pleasure could mix, and for her it could be quite 
profitable.


Linda shook her head, enjoying the sudden frown that crossed Karl 
William's face. So he hadn't expected a "no" reply. "Tonight, Mr. 
Williams, is out of the question ..." she answered with a smile. Then 
looking him directly in the eye, she went on, "How about tomorrow 
night?"


Linda wanted to laugh at his bowled-over expression, but she just kept 
smiling as he nodded yes. She thought it would be interesting to date 
her boss, but she would only do it on nights that Rick was going out 
with Karen. But tonight was out of the question. Rick was going to be 
home, and they had already made plans for a very special evening, 
together as mother and son.


The End
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Bobby Mitchell ducked down quickly in the driver's seat as twin beams of
bright light shone suddenly into the rear-view mirror.  The sound of the
approaching car got louder, and the boy prayed that it would go straight past.
The last thing he needed right now was for some damn good-samaritan to stop
and ask questions.  Worse still, if it was a cop, he was done for!  Even the
dumbest cop in the world wouldn't take long to find out that the car he was
driving was stolen.  Although Bobby was only fifteen, with his past record the
judge would throw the book at him.  He couldn't chance that now.  As soon as
the other car sped past, Bobby started the engine and pulled off the side of
the road into some bushes and waited.  He lit a cigarette and puffed on it
nervously.  The acrid smoke filled his lungs, but did little to calm his
nerves.


"Christ!  Come on, mom!  Where the fuck are you?" he muttered under his
breath. The waiting was getting to him and for the hundredth time tonight, he
wondered if his mother's plan was going to work.  Cathy Mitchell had no such
misgivings. At that very moment, the tall, willowy blonde was crawling under
the outer security fence of the State Women's Correctional Centre.  It had
taken weeks of planning and plenty of hard work to get this far.  Not to
mention the five hundred bucks she'd paid one of the guards to look the other
way at the right time.  Once through the fence Cathy headed off in the
direction of the road, where she had instructed her son to wait for her.
Having had plenty of time in the prison gym to get into shape, Cathy was
undaunted by the prospect of the two mile cross-country jog, especially since
at the end was freedom!


Bobby got out of the car and sat on the hood, craning his neck and staring
into the darkness.  He listened for any sign of movement in the bushes but
heard nothing except the incessant chirping of crickets.  Then a twig cracked.


"M...Mom?" whispered Bobby into the darkness.  No reply.  The hair on the
back of the boy's neck began to rise as he held his breath, listening for
further sounds.  Nothing.  He was about to turn when he felt a pair of hands
cover his eyes from behind.


"Guess who, baby?" said a voice in his right ear.  Bobby whirled around
sharply.


"Jesus Christ, Mom!  You scared the shit out of me!" gasped Bobby, staring at
his mother with wide eyes.


"Sorry, honey!" laughed Cathy, kissing her son on the lips.  "I couldn't
resist it!"  She threw her arms around him and gave him a big hug.


Bobby hugged her back, immediately conscious of the fullness of his mother's
large tits against his chest.  His hands circled her waist.  It was narrower
than he remembered, and the warm flesh under her thin prison smock felt soft
yet firm.  Even though she was his mother, the boy's prick lurched in his
pants.  He tried to keep her from noticing his hardening cock.


"Hey, you've lost weight, Mom!" blurted Bobby.  He pushed his mother away
from him, afraid that she would feel his cock against her.  He had certainly
been aware that it was pressing against her leg.


"And you've grown since I saw you last, baby.  Jesus, you're almost as tall as
I am!"  They both ducked as another car drove past, its lights flashing over
them.


"We'd better get moving, Mom.  It don't think it's real safe around here."


"Yeah, you're right!  Did you bring me a change of clothes, Bobby?"


"Sure!  They're in the bag on the back seat."


"Okay, honey, you drive.  I wanna change out of these damn rags."


"Where we goin', Mom?"


"I don't know, son," replied Cathy.  "Just drive north.  We're gonna have to
play it by ear for a while."


They got in and Bobby nosed the car out onto the road, speeding off in the
direction his mother had indicated.  He was pleased to be moving again, the
throb of the engine and the rush of air past the windows somehow made him feel
much safer.  Beside him, Cathy began to take off her dirty, torn prison
clothes, unashamed by her son's presence.  As she stripped, Bobby kept taking
sideways glances at her, unable to stop staring as his mother hurriedly pulled
off her clothes.  The baggy prison smock had concealed her stunning figure
very well, and the boy's heart began to beat faster as more and more of her
naked flesh was exposed to his excited eyes.  Somehow, his mother looked a lot
younger than her thirty-six year.  Bobby seemed to remember her as being kind
of plain and slightly plump.  But that was a long time ago, and this woman
sitting beside him, stripping her clothes off, was nothing at all like that...
she was slim, trim and utterly sexy!  Despite the fact that she was his
mother, Bobby's cock began to swell in his pants.


Cathy finished changing and sat half facing her son, conscious of the strong
effect she was having on him.  She smiled, noticing the huge bulge in the
boy's jeans.  It fascinated her that she could turn him on so easily, her own
son! The look of lust on his handsome young features was unmistakable.  Cathy
took a long, deep breath.  It had been quite a while since she'd seen that
look on a man's face, and although the boy was only fifteen, one glance told
her that Bobby was physically already a man.  Handsome and strong like his
father, she thought with a wry smile.  God, how she missed Doug!  It had taken
her a long time to get over his death, but now it consoled her to know that
she still had Bobby, the spitting image of her dead husband.  Doug had been
fantastic in bed, a real stud, able to pleasure her all night when she wanted
him to...  and she did...  often.  Of all the things Cathy missed in their
relationship, she missed sex the most.  Her pussy began to moisten as her eyes
settled on her son's bulging crotch.  Judging by the size of the lump in the
front of his jeans, Bobby was just as virile as his father.


Cathy supressed a feeling of guilt.  After what she'd experienced in prison,
the fact that Bobby was her own son didn't bother her a bit.  In prison, you
soon learned to get your kicks however and whenever the opportunity arose.
Cathy Mitchell had been no different.  At first, she found the shameless
sexual advances of the other female prisoners repulsive.  Some of them were
quite pretty, and at first, Cathy rejected them.  She resorted instead to
frequent masturbation, bringing herself off as soon as she was alone.  But
eventually, even that became less and less stimulating.  Cathy had always been
rather highly sexed, and it was only a matter of time, before she was
willingly initiated into the lurid world of lesbian sex.  And for a time Cathy
had enjoyed it, giving and receiving illicit pleasure at every opportunity.
But in the end, it hadn't been enough, and even that failed to satisfy her.
Cathy was one of those women who needed penetration, preferably deep
penetration.  A cock ramming in and out of her cunt was what she needed.


Cathy looked at her son sitting so close beside her and shivered with
excitement.  He was still stealing furtive glances at her bare legs,
occasionally rubbing his crotch with his hand.  The look in his young eyes
excited her immensely.  He reminded her of what it felt like to be a real
woman once more...  to excite a man with her naked body...to feel his hands
caress her breasts, squeezing and pinching her erect nipples while his long,
hard prick filled her sex completely...  his narrow hips thrusting
powerfully... pounding her juicy, quivering cunt into a mass of creamy froth
as he fucked her from orgasm to delicious orgasm.  Cathy opened her legs a
fraction as the heat between her damp thighs became intense.  Bobby noticed
the movement and nearly ran off the road trying to look up his mother's dress.
He had an overwhelming urge to reach out and touch her, but instead rearranged
his hardening cock to a more comfortable position.


"I'm gonna try and take a quick nap, honey," said Cathy, trying to suppress a
giggle at her son's obvious embarrassment.  She didn't feel tired at all.  On
the contrary, Bobby's arousal had excited her greatly and Cathy wanted to see
how far she could take it.  She lay back and pretended to close her eyes.  As
she settled down, Cathy pulled up her dress and allowed her knees to fall
apart, making sure her son had a good view up between her legs.  Bobby darted
a glance at his mother.  Her dress was halfway up her thighs, and Bobby could
see the inviting mound of his mother's cunt pressing firmly against the
tightly-stretched fabric of panties.  He moaned low in his throat, and reached
for his cock.  A quick look at his mother's face told Bobby that her eyes were
closed, so he stared brazenly at her exposed crotch.  The sight made his cock
jerk and twitch unbearably.  Once more, he fought off the urge to reach over
and touch her.  Instead he unzipped his fly and slipped a hand inside to
squeeze his hard prick.


Cathy observed her son through slitted eyes, being careful not to let him know
she was watching him.  She felt an itching wetness in her pussy as Bobby
fondled his cock.  It had been years since she had last seen her son naked.
Bobby would have been only about ten or eleven at the time, and she remembered
that his cock had been cute and boyishly small.  She wondered what it looked
like now, all hard and stiff, swollen with blood and desire...  desire for
her, his own mother.  Cathy watched as the boy's free hand moved back and
forth inside his pants.  It was obvious he was masturbating.  She had never
thought of Bobby jacking off, and it excited her.  Her son was a male
animal...  he had a prick, and it would get hard...  and if he pulled on it
long enough it would spurt out a hot stream of nice milky jism.  Cathy
pictured it in her mind and tried to imagine what it would taste like.  Her
throat was dry.


Cathy felt the urge to put a hand on her cunt and rub her itching clit.  Since
discovering the joys of female-female sex in prison, she didn't masturbate
much anymore, only when she felt the need strongly, only when she was
unusually stimulated, and her son was stimulating her unusually.  She wished
she could fondle herself while she watched him masturbate.  Her need for a
deep, satisfying orgasm was strong.  Only the faint feelings of guilt she
still felt, prevented her from going any further.  She almost gasped aloud
when Bobby pulled his cock out of his pants.  It was hard as a rock and
Cathy's cunt twitched involuntarily at the very sight of it.  His gaze flicked
back and forth from the road to his mother, still unaware that she was
watching him, his eyes darting first to her crotch and then to her tits, and
back again.  All the while his fist jerked up and down on his stiff prick.


Cathy watched, fascinated by the size and youthful vigour of her son's cock,
trembling as she imagined it pushing between her legs, the swollen, purple
head sliding smoothly up into her cunt, his hands around her tits.


"Ohhhh, God, yessss!" Cathy whispered under her breath.  The thought of sex
with her own son was extremely arousing.  She was just about to throw caution
to the wind and reach for Bobby's gorgeous prick when the boy suddenly stuffed
it back into his pants.  Cathy sat up in alarm when he cursed loudly.


"What's wrong, honey?" she asked, surprised.  Bobby didn't answer for a few
seconds.  He was staring into the rearview mirror, a look of concern on his
worried features.


"Cops, I think!" he breathed.  "Closing on us in a fuckin' hurry,too!"  Cathy
looked back and saw a set of red and blue flashing lights approaching, fast.
She touched her son's shoulder to calm him down.


"Don't panic, baby.  It's probably nothing.  Just slow down and stay cool,
okay."


"Okay, Mom."


Both of them held their breaths as the police car approached rapidly.  It soon
overtook them and sped past, siren wailing off into the distance.  Cathy
breathed a sigh of relief and turned to her son.


"Thank Christ!"  she gasped.


"You can fuckin' say that again," Bobby murmured in reply.  Cathy cast a quick
glance at his crotch.  The formidable bulge was gone, and Cathy felt strangely
disappointed.  Like a child who is promised a lollipop only to have it
snatched out from under her very nose.


"We've got to get off the highway, Mom.  It's gonna be crawling with cops all
night," said Bobby looking for somewhere to pull off the road.


Cathy agreed with him, she was dying for a shower.


Bobby pulled into the next motel they came to and parked as far away from the
office as he could.


"You go in and register alone, hon.", said Cathy, keeping low in the seat.
"The cops will be looking for a woman, not a single guy.  I'll sneak in when
you open the door."


"I'm real good at sneaking girls into my room, Mom!" grinned Bobby.


"I just bet you are!" replied his mother, hoping the jealousy she suddenly
felt didn't show.  "Here, take this bag, and make it convincing."  Bobby got
out of the car and Cathy watched him go, her eyes on her son's tight,
jean-clad butt as he walked towards the office.  Bobby was back in under five
minutes, a door key in his hand.


"How'd it go?" asked his mother.


"Fine!  No sweat at all!  I told the old guy at the desk I'd be staying a week
so he gave me a room with airconditioning at no extra cost!"


"Shit, what did you do that for, Bobby?" asked Cathy.  "We aren't staying
that long!"


Bobby only smiled..


"Don't worry, Mom!  We only have to pay a deposit, and the balance in the
morning.  I was thinking we could kind of leave and, you know, forget to pay
the rest.  It works out five dollars cheaper."  Cathy ruffled his hair and
kissed his cheek.


"My son the businessman," she chuckled.  "Like father like son, eh?"  Bobby
put his arm around his mother and they headed for their room, his hand snugged
against the underside of one breast.  Cathy leaned against him enjoying the
contact.  Anyone watching would have taken the pair for lovers rather than
mother and son.


Once inside, Bobby looked around.


"Mmmmmmm, hey, this isn't half bad, Mom!"  His mother agreed, and she liked it
more and more when she discovered the comfortably large double bed.


"Gosh, Mom, there's only one bed," said Bobby with a faint smile on his face.
Cathy looked at her young son with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.


"Looks like there's plenty of room to me", she grinned.  "You don't mind
sleeping with your dear old mother, do you, son?"


"No, Mom.  I don't mind at all.", replied Bobby, unable to suppress the hint
of expectation that crept into his voice.  Cathy headed for the bathroom, a
broad smile on her lovely features.


"I'm going to freshen up, honey.  I've been dying for a hot shower all day."


"Okay, Mom!"


Bobby looked around the room, and spotted the mini-bar.  It was well stocked
with liquor, and so was the small refrigerator.


"Mmmmm, after tonight, I think I deserve a couple of brews", he muttered to
himself.  Taking one out, Bobby twisted off the cap, downing almost half the
bottle in one gulp.  He sat on the edge of the bed and turned on the TV.  The
coloured images flickered before his eyes but Bobby's mind was elsewhere.  He
was still thinking about his mother and how hot she had looked in the car,
with her legs apart and her dress almost up around her waist.  His cock began
to stiffen again at the very thought.  He glanced toward the bathroom door and
heard the sounds of running water.  Even though it was his own mother in there
taking a shower, Bobby couldn't stop thinking about how fantastic she must
look, completely nude, the water from the shower making her tanned flesh
glisten as it cascaded down over her gorgeous body, splashing over her tits
and running down between her naked thighs.


Bobby moaned low in his throat at the deliciously sexy image.  Tossing back
his head, he finished off the rest of the bottle in one gulp.  He went to the
fridge and grabbed another.  Despite the beer he'd just finished, his mouth
seemed incredibly dry.  Bobby sipped the second beer more slowly, all the
while darting glances at the closed bathroom door.  There was a look of
frustration on his young face.  Although he was only fifteen, Bobby had always
had a way with members of the opposite sex.  He had fucked plenty of girls his
own age, several older women too.  With his youthful good looks and charm, it
had been easy, but this was different.  'Shit!  How do you put the make on
your own mother?', he thought.  He was still pondering the question when he
heard his mother call out from the bathroom.


"Bobby!  Can you come in here for a second, sweetheart.  I need your help,
son!"


Bobby's face dissolved into a devilish grin.  He couldn't believe his luck.


"Yesss!  There must be a God after all.", he muttered.  Polishing off the rest
of his beer, Bobby headed eagerly for the bathroom and opened the door.  He
tried to appear calm, but when he saw his mother, he almost gasped out loud.
Cathy was standing in front of the mirror, trying to fasten the catch on her
necklace.  She was wearing only a short robe, but she hadn't even bothered to
pull it closed.  Bobby could see half of each tit and all of her fur-covered
mound.


"Help me with this darn thing will you, baby.  I can't get seem to get the
catch to stay closed."  Bobby just gazed at her.


"Stupid, damn thing!" muttered his mother.  "I don't know why I bother taking
it off sometimes.  Do it up for me will you please, sweetheart?"


As if in a dream, Bobby stepped up behind his mother and took the clasp from
her fingers.  He noticed that his own fingers were shaking, an hoped that she
wouldn't notice.  He glanced over her shoulder into the mirror and froze,
staring down at his mother's pussy.  It was clearly exposed.  The light blonde
hairs covering her mound doing little to hide the pink, glistening slit that
nestled at the base of her creamy thighs.  It looked puffy and wet and, as
Bobby guessed correctly...  ready for cock!


Cathy had enjoyed her shower immensely.  The sharp, hot needles of water had
at first relaxed her, but then her thoughts drifted to Bobby, and how she had
turned him on in the car tonight.


So much so, that he'd jacked off!  The more she though about how big and hard
his young cock had been, the more excited Cathy got.  The warm spray against
her body began to stimulate her, and soon, the horny feelings in her cunt
became so unbearable that Cathy was forced to do as she had done for so many
years now...  she dropped a hand between her long, slender legs and began to
masturbate vigourously.  She came quickly, but as always the hunger remained.
She knew what she needed...  the only thing that could ever satisfy her
completely...  a long, thick, hard cock stuffed right up her cunt!  And as she
stepped out of the shower, Cathy knew how she could get one too, if she played
her cards right.  Now it was happening!  Bobby was obviously excited.  She
could feel his prick touching her butt, and it was hard...  real hard.  Cathy
wanted to reach around a take it in her hand, but she suppressed the urge, it
wasn't the right moment yet.  Instead she pressed back against him, pretending
to become impatient with him.


Cathy felt her son's stiff cock press delightfully into the crack of her ass.
Watching him in the mirror, she pretended to hum a tune and began to rotate
her ass against him in tiny circles, as if she were doing a slow dance.  All
the time rubbing her backside slowly against the boy's prominent bulge.  Bobby
couldn't keep his mind on the job anymore.  He was having difficulty
concentrating on anything now, except how nice his mother's firm butt felt
against his straining cock.


"What's wrong, honey?...  Having trouble?" breathed his mother.


"Ahhh...  No...Ehhh, I mean yes, I am!" stammered Bobby.  "It's hard when you
keep moving around like that, Mom!"


"Mmmmmmm, it sure is, baby!" Cathy whispered, pressing back against him.
Bobby suddenly realized that his mother was doing it on purpose.  He pressed
his cock against her even harder and began to stroke her bare shoulders with
his fingers.  The necklace fell to the floor, completely forgotten.


"Do you like that, Mom?" asked Bobby, looking at her in the mirror.


"Yessss!  Ooooh yes, baby!  I love it!" gasped his mother, leaning against
him. Bobby saw the hot gleam in her eyes and read it for what it was.  He'd
seen that hungry look before...  on the faces of all the girls and women he'd
ever fucked, and it excited him beyond belief to see it now on the face of his
own sexy mother!  Emboldened by her lust, Bobby slid his hands inside his
mother's robe and cupped her tits with both hands.  Cathy arched back against
him and made a low, animal sound deep in her throat, her eyes going instantly
moist with desire.  She threw all pretense to the wind now, and began to
writhe her ass back against her son's bulging crotch in the most suggestive
manner, at the same time delighting in the touch of his hot hands on her
aching tit-flesh.


Cathy stared at her son in the mirror.  The look on his handsome, young face
made her pussy twitch.  She closed her thighs tightly, and a ripple of
tingling hunger burned through her cunt.  Bobby rubbed his mother's nipples to
erection, pinching and squeezing the hard little buttons until Cathy began to
groan loudly with pleasure.


"Lower, honey!" she gasped.  "Move your hands lower!  Touch momma's cunt!"
Bobby left one hand on his mother's tits, sliding the other down over the
curve of her belly, and into the moist, inviting cleft between her legs.
Cathy gasped when she felt the exquisite pressure of her son's fingers on her
cunt. He rubbed her expertly, the outside fingers massaging the lips of pussy
while his middle finger dipped inside to explore the soft, slippery depths of
her hot cunthole.


"Ahhhhhhhhhhh, Bobby!  You gorgeous child!  Fuck momma's cunt with your
finger, baby!  Oh, God!  Fuck yesssssss!  Deeper!  Stick it in deeper, lover!"


"I will, Mom!" groaned Bobby, thrusting his finger in as far as possible into
his mother's juicy, gaping slit.  "I'll fuck you all right!......  Jesus
Christ, you're wet!...  Ummmmmm, so fuckin' hot and wet!"


"Oooooh!  It's you, sweetheart!" gasped Cathy.  "Just thinking about your
cock has made me all hot and gooey!....  God, baby, I need it real bad!"
Cathy reached round behind her and groped for the bulge in her son's crotch.
She squeezed his prick through the material of his pants, marvelling at the
hugeness of it.  It jerked and twitched under her palm as if it had a life of
its own.  Locating her son's zipper Cathy jerked it down and slid her hand
inside.  Bobby gasped as he felt his mother's cool fingers grasp his prick.
It was hard as steel, and Cathy found to her surprise and delight that her
fingers didn't quite meet around its huge circumference.


"God Almighty!  Jesus, you're hung like a fuckin' horse!" gasped Cathy,
jerking on her son's huge, erect shaft.  "Ohhhh, baby, I'm so hot!....  I want
it in me!  I want you to fuck me with it!...  Do you want to, Bobby?...  Do
you want to fuck your mother?"


"Oh God, Mom, yes!" he groaned.  With a cry, Cathy let go of her son's cock
and removed his hand from her cunt.  She spun around and threw her arms around
his neck.  Her full, red lips opening over his in a firey, french kiss which
Bobby returned with equal passion.  His mother's naked body was pressed
full-length against his own, and Bobby was aware of every wonderful inch of
it.  Her soft tits were crushed between them, the hard, pink nipples drilling
into his chest.  Her tongue darted hotly in and out of his mouth.  And best of
all, Between his mothers legs, his cock rubbed deliciously between the lips of
her hot, inviting cuntslit.


Cathy broke the kiss and grabbed her son by the hand, as she had when he was a
little boy, and pulled him into the next room.  Without a word, she stripped
off her robe, and flopped backwards onto the bed, her legs falling wide apart.
She stroked her cunt, enjoying the look of hunger on his face.


"Take your clothes off, darling!  I want to see you naked too!" grinned
Cathy, staring openly at her son's bulging crotch.  Bobby just stared at her,
his eyes on the moist, pouting lips of his mother's blonde-fringed pussy.


"Oh, Mom!  You're so beautiful!" he murmured, pulling off his clothes.  As
the boy stepped out of his pants, his cock jerked free, standing out from his
crotch, stiff as an iron bar.  Cathy gasped at the sight of it.


"Ooooooh, Bobby!  What a gorgeous prick!...  You really do have a big one,
don't you, baby?"


Without waiting for an answer, Cathy sat up and bent towards him, her tits
swinging like two firm melons.  She grasped her son's prick tightly in both
hands, trembling with excitement as the thick pole of flesh jerked powerfully
between her fingers.  She began to stroke it up and down, totally mesmerized
by the length and hardness of the boy's lust-swollen tool.  Bobby looked down
at his mother and saw the way she was looking at his cock.


"Wanna suck it first, Mom?" he suggested boldly, a lewd grin spreading across
his handsome young features.  He'd had his cock sucked plenty of times before,
but the thought of getting a little head from his own mother made Bobby's
prick literally drip with lust.  He was eager to fuck her, but that could
wait. The image of his mother's hot, wet mouth wrapped tightly around his
prick was such a turn-on.  Bobby simply couldn't resist.  Cathy smiled up at
him and licked her lips, happy that he was so sexually experienced.


"Oooooooh, you horny little prick!  You'd like that, wouldn't you?" she said,
squeezing the boy's balls.  "You'd like momma to put her lips around your
lovely hard cock and suck you off, wouldn't you?"


"Ummmmmm!" Bobby moaned, reaching for his mother's head.  "Ohh, fuck yes!  Do
it, Mom!  Eat my cock!  Suck the hot come right out of my fuckin' balls!"


"Ohhhhh, Sweet Jesus!"  she gasped, staring at the intense look of desire on
her son's face.  With a cry, Cathy opened her lips wide and wrapped them
lustfully around the meaty thickness of his young prick, sucking it into her
mouth as far as she could.  Her left hand fondled the hairy orbs of the boy's
bloated balls, and as she continued to suck him harder and harder, Cathy began
to move her other hand quickly along the base, stroking and masturbating her
son feverishly.  Then with a little whimper she quickly moved her head back
and forth sliding her lips further and further over his cock until almost
every inch of it was bathed in the constricting wetness of her throat.


As his mother intensified the rhythm of her sucking, Bobby's eyes widened.
This was incredible, better than anything he'd ever felt before.


"Jesus!" he muttered.  Cathy looked up and saw the pleasure on her son's
face, her over-heated cunt drooling like mad between her legs.  She loved the
feel and taste of his cock, so young and fresh and stiff!  Cathy drew back
until just the large, sensitive head was in her mouth and sucked hard.


"Aaarghhhhhh!  Oh, yeah!  That's nice, Mom!  Ungghhhhh!  Yeah, suck it hard!"
Bobby began pumping his ass frantically, his legs jerking with the effort as
he tried to ram his cock deeper into his mother's hot, sucking mouth.


"Ummmmmmmmmmmm!" Cathy moaned, her mouth tightly stretched by his hard,
pulsating prong.  "Mmmmmmmmmm!  Ummmmmm!  Ummmmmm!  Ummmmmmmmmmmmmmm!"  She
was using everything she had now...  hands...  mouth...  and lips in an
attempt to give her son the best damn mouth job he'd ever had.


"Oh, Mom!  Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!....  Christ, that feels sooooo fuckin' good!...
Suck me, Mom!...  Yeahhhhhh, lick my balls too!...  Ohhhhhhhh, Godddddddddd!"
Cathy sensed that her son was close to orgasm, but she didn't mind.  She knew
what young boys were like.  If she could take the edge off for him with her
mouth, Bobby's next erection would last a long, long time.  Cathy bobbed her
head back and forth on his cock, sucking and slurping and squeezing his balls,
trying desperately to get her son to blow off in her mouth.  His prick slid
hotly between her lips, rubbing on her tongue and the roof of her mouth as he
fucked her face.  It wasn't long before the tight, wet friction of his
mother's lips became too much for young Bobby.


"OH, SHIT, MOM!" he yelled.  "JESUS!  SUCK!  SUCK!  ARGHHH, HERE IT COMES!"
Cathy felt her son's sperm surge up the length of his cock, his whole body
quivering with the effort, then it splashed thickly against her tonsils,
squirting in giant waves down her throat.  She swallowed greedily, sucking
harder for more of the precious fluid that was now trickling from Bobby's
throbbing pecker onto her tongue.


"Ummmmmm!" moaned Bobby, tremors of delight making his young body shake.
Cathy sucked the last drop of juice from the end of her son's cock and licked
the shaft over quickly, then, looking up, she smiled at him seductively.


"Nice one, baby?"


"Mmmmmm, mmmmmm Mom!  You have no idea!"


"Oh, I think I do", replied Cathy, flopping backwards onto the bed.  She gazed
up at his cock which, despite unloading a formidable quantity of jism into her
eager mouth, seemed to have lost none of it's former glory.


Bobby was staring at his mother's cunt.


"You look so hot, Mom!" he said huskily.  "...  so hot and wet!"  Cathy
dipped a finger into her slippery gash and rubbed it back and forth with
exaggerated slowness.


"I am, honey," she whispered, her eyes taking on a wanton gleam.  "Momma's all
hot and wet for her big handsome baby!"  Bobby's face parted in a wide,
lustful grin.


"Bet I can make you even hotter and wetter, Mom!" he promised.  Cathy's cunt
twitched with animal heat.  She wanted her son's cock badly.


"Ooooh!  Hurry, baby!  I can't wait any longer", she groaned, spreading her
long tapering legs as wide as she could.  With a moan, Bobby joined her on the
bed, crawling between his mother's thighs until his cock hung directly over
her sweetly gaping snatch.


He kissed her tits and then her lips, which parted eagerly to admit his
probing tongue.  They clung to each other, kissing with growing passion.
Cathy felt her son's cocktip press against the groove of her slit, and
automatically raised her hips up at him, her ass bunching.  She shoved her
right hand down onto his ass, pulling him as tightly as she could against her
feverish body. Her other hand wrapped around his neck.


"Ohh, Bobby!  I love your body, baby", she husked.  "It feels so strong and
smooth against me.  You don't know how long I've waited for this, darling!"
She slid her tongue into her son's mouth, making Bobby pant hotly.  She licked
inside his mouth, purring and gasping as she happily rubbed herself against
him, her flooded slit soaking the head of his cock with a plentiful supply of
oily, cuntal lubricant.


"Ohhhhhhhhh, Jesus!  Bobby!  My darling, boy!" gasped Cathy.  "What has Momma
been missing out on all this time?"


"What have we both been missing out on, Mom?"  Bobby grabbed his cock and
attempted to place the bloated tip between his his mother's cuntlips, but
Cathy shook her head.


"No, honey!  Let me!" she moaned.  Taking her son's huge prick in both hands,
Cathy lifted her hips, positioning the boy's large, flared cockhead into the
entrance of her cunt.  She gazed down between her legs and stared at her son's
cock, her heart skipping a beat the very size of it.  It felt like a baseball
bat in her fingers...  the head swollen...  the long, purple-veined shaft
thick as her arm, and hard as steel.


"Jesus, Bobby!" gulped Cathy staring in awe.  "My poor cunt hasn't seen a
cock that big in years," gulped Cathy.  "I hope I can take all that!"


"So do I, Mom!" said Bobby, gasping as his mother's hot, slippery outer lips
closed around the head of his cock.  It was too much for the young boy, and
whether or not his mother's cunt could take his prick, Bobby was past caring.
All he wanted to do right now was plunge further into the tight, hot wetness
that enveloped the tip of his cock.


"Here I come, Mom!  Ready or not!" grunted Bobby, getting ready to slam it to
her good.  Cathy looked down at the boy's massive cock in alarm.


"Here I come, Mom!  Ready or not!" grunted Bobby, getting ready to slam it to
her good.  Cathy looked down at the boy's massive cock in alarm.


"Bobby, No!  You'll hurt me!" she squealed.  "Let me get used to it a bit
first!"  He ignored his mother's cry, pushing her hands away from his cock.
Cathy tried to protest, but her voice wouldn't work.  She felt his body tense,
and then, before she could move or say another word, her son fucked his
mammoth cock into her cunt.


"Bobby!" she screamed, feeling his prick penetrate the tight wetness of her
pussy in a single thrust.  Although Cathy felt pain, it wasn't half as bad as
she'd been expecting, and even as she screamed her son's name, her hips jerked
upward, sliding onto the length of his mighty prick before she could stop
herself.  Cathy's eyes bulged as she felt him slide deep into her pussy, the
walls of her womb flexing as Bobby's cock stretched them, almost to the limit.


"Oh, God!  Fuck!  Oh, Bobby, that feels good, honey.  Your cock feels so
fucking good!  Oooooh!  Is all of it inside me baby?" asked Cathy, trembling.


"Unnnnngghhh!  Y...Yeah!  Oooff!  I think so, Mom!" grunted her son.


"Good!...  Then fuck me, Bobby!  Fuck me hard and make me come!" screamed


Cathy, grabbing the cheeks of her son's ass with both hands.


"Ohhhh, Jesus, yes Mom!  I'll fuck you alright!" panted Bobby clutching his
mother's hips.  "I'm gonna fuck your hot snatch real good!"


"Do it, baby!  Do it now!" hissed Cathy, unable to keep still any longer.
Bobby began to fuck his mother vigorously.  He stabbed his cock in and out of
her cunt with long, powerful strokes that soon had Cathy squirming and
squealing beneath him as she writhed in ecstasy.  Cathy clawed at the
bedspread, her head twisting from side to side as she began to whimper and
gurgle.  Her hips moved in time with her son's prick, grinding even as her ass
lunged up and down to meet his every stroke.


"Ohhh, yes!  Fuck me!  Jesus, Bobby fuck me harder!  God, I love your cock!"
At her words, she felt the boy's cock plunge in deeper, slamming against the
entrance of her quivering womb, the very place his own life had started
fifteen years ago.  The significance of their incestuous act was not lost on
Cathy.  She knew what she was doing, and she knew the implications.  But
instead of feeling shame or guilt, she felt only extreme sexual pleasure,
unbelievably heightened by the excitement of knowing that the long, hard cock
fucking her so deliciously, belonged to her own sweet son.  If only she'd only
known how utterly fantastic it was, she'd have started fucking him as soon as
he was capable of getting a hard-on.


Cathy threw up her slender arms and wrapped them around Bobby's neck, trying
forcibly to pull his young body into hers.  Her back arched in mindless
ecstasy, her blonde hair flew, and her slender hips bucked up off the bed,
sending her squirming cunt up at just the right angle to receive her son's
pounding thrusts.  The base of his cock mashed her clit, causing her to moan
and cry out with intense pleasure.


"Fuck me!...  Fuck me, you gorgeous prick!" Cathy urged wantonly.  Her
nostrils flared with agonizing desire, and she began to grind her hips into
the mattress in a shameless frenzy of lust, furiously thrusting her cunt up
onto the shaft of her son's cock in the convulsive rhythms of fucking.
"Jesus!" Bobby grunted loudly.  He still hung onto her undulating hips,
trying to keep his mother's wild gyrations under control.


Bobby couldn't believe the incredible constriction of her snug little slot
around his cock.  It was like fucking a little girl.


"Ahhhhh!  God, but you're tight, Mom!" he grunted, grimacing with the
delicious effort.  "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmm, tight and wet...  and so fuckin' hot!"
Bobby began to revolve his hips in a circular motion, grinding her clit
against the base of his cock as he thrust in.  He knew the girls he usually
fucked loved it.  His mother went wild.


"UHHHHHHHH!  OOOOOOOH!  FUCK!  WHAT ARE YOU D..  DO...  ARRRRGGGGHHHH!
BOBBY!" Cathy was whimpering loudly.  She had never felt so much pleasure.
She threw up her long tapering legs and locked her heels tightly in the middle
of Bobby's back.  Then she began to thrust up her buttocks much harder,
moaning as she felt his cock slam solidly into her tightly-stretched cunthole.


"Oh, Bobby!  That feels so good!  Harder, darling, harder!  Uhhhhh!  Uhhhhhh!
Slam it to me, baby!...  Mmmmmmmmmm, fuck momma really hard!  Oh my God, yes!"


"Unnnnghhhh!" Bobby grunted.  His face contorted into a mask of obscene
pleasure.  The tight, sucking warmth of his mother's cunt seemed to be sucking
the very cum out of his dick.  Several times he pulled his hips way back,
withdrawing until only the fat, bulbous tip of his cock remained.


Then, he'd suddenly slam it back inside his mother's upthrust snatch until
every inch of his meaty thickness was buried once more in her hot, forbidden
sheath, impaling her cunt almost brutally, with a single, convulsive thrust.


"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh!  M...  My G...  G...God!" squealed Cathy.  Every contour of
her son's cock sent electric thrills up and down her spine as his hard,
pistoning shaft scraped deliciously against the walls of her tightly-stretched
cunt.


"Jesus, baby, where did you learn to fuck like that?" she moaned into his
mouth.  Bobby just grinned at her, delighted by the contorted look of pleasure
on his mother's pretty face.


"You like me fucking you, don't you, Mom?" he asked, thrusting harder.


"Yes!  Oh, fuck, yesss!  You have such a big cock, baby!" hissed Cathy,
locking her thighs more tightly around Bobby's waist.  "Uhhhhhhh, and you use
it so well, baby!"


Her son was fucking her like a young bull...  hard and strong and deep, and
still Cathy couldn't get enough of him.  She loved it!  She loved every
depraved second of it.  Every squeeze of his fingers...  every incestuous jab
of his cock...  every wicked sensation brought Cathy closer to the brink of
ecstasy. She continued thrusting her pussy up at her energetic son with jerky,
convulsive movements, milking his hard, young cock for all she was worth.


Bobby was in seventh heaven, and the more his mother whimpered and squirmed
beneath him, the harder he began to hammer his cock into her eager, responsive
twat.  He wondered vaguely how long he could keep this up.


Her hot slit was sucking at his prick, massaging it in its tight grip.  His
balls grew heavy as they smacked into the crook of her thighs again and again.
With every motion of the boy's hips, Cathy could feel her son's blood-engorged
stiffness driving into her cunt, chafing lusciously against the engorged bud
of her clit, pushing her irrevocably towards the carnal fulfillment she so
desperately craved.


"Ohhh, Bobby!  Yes, baby!  Fuck momma's cunt!  Make me come!  Oh, God!...
Jesus, I'm so damn close!  Ungghhh, make me come you gorgeous fuckin' prick!"


"Better make it fast, 'cause I'm gonna blow any second.  Can I come inside
you, Mom?"


"Yes, yes!" gurgled Cathy.  "Come in me, baby!  Ohhhh, faster, Bobby, faster!
We can make it together!...  Fuck!...  Fuck!  Ohhhh, Fuuucckkk!"


Bobby's cock slammed into his mother's cunt with jackhammer force, rocking her
whole body with rapid, powerful thrusts.  Her hot, responsive cunt was tight
and clinging, and the obscenities bubbling from her beautiful mouth only
served to excite him even further.  Cathy arched her back, rsising her slender
hips up to meet her son's every blow.  Each successive lunge seemed to
penetrate her deeper, filling her tortured cunt with a sensation too wonderful
to believe.  Sensations that even her late husband had never been able to
arouse in her.  She had her arms tightly around him, her crotch grinding
frantically up against his pounding cock, swallowing its entire length with
voracious delight.


"Ahhhhh, you lovely big stud!  Jesus, you fuck better than your father!"


Bobby smiled and pumped harder, proud that his king-sized prick was giving his
mother so much pleasure.


Cathy's cunt was on fire, rippling around her son's pounding cock as he
grunted and groaned above her.  Suddenly, she felt a familiar heat spread
outward from her crotch, enveloping her tits and ass in a white hot inferno of
release.  Her clit had expanded into a very tight, very hard knot, and she was
quickly approaching orgasm.


"UNNGGGHHHHHHH, I'M COMING, BOBBY!...  CHRIST, BABY, I'M GONNA COME!...
OOOOOOOOH, FUCK IT TO ME, LOVER!  AHHHHHHHHGGGHHH, I'M CUMMMMMMMMMMING!"


As Cathy screamed, her whole body stiffened.  She shuddered wildly, her vagina
quivering around her son's deeply imbedded cock in wild, convulsive spasms.
It was all Bobby needed to send him over the edge too.


"MOM!  OH, FUCK!  I'M COMING TOO!  ARRRRRRGGGGGHHHH!  JESUS!" he yelled,
lifted his head to the ceiling.  Bobby's eyes squeezed shut and his mouth fell
open as his prick gushed hot sperm into his mother's spasming cunt.


Mother and son went at each other like a pair of rutting animals, their
sweaty, naked bodies jerking in a wanton frenzy of consumate fuck-lust.  As
Bobby's hot seed splattered against her womb, Cathy lifted her ass high off
the bed, and, with a cry of wanton abandon, ground her cunt up against his
cock, eager to receive her son's thick, incestuous load.


"COME IN ME HONEY!" she screamed.  "UMMMMMMMMMM, COME IN MOMMA'S CUNT!"  The
hot jets of sperm made Cathy's orgasm intensify, and she pulled him against
her, wanting her son's cock as deep as possible inside her while he came.  Her
cunt rippled in wet waves around his spurting prick as she climaxed with him,
her asshole puckering, her clit throbbing.


"AHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGHHHHHH!  UHHHHH!  UHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" yelled Bobby, emptying
his balls inside his mother's cunt.  The walls of her snatch seemed to be
milking his cock, drawing the jism out him with rapid, squeezing contractions.


As the last of his cum shot into his mother's cunt, Bobby collapsed on top of
her, his cock still deeply imbedded in her quivering mound.  Cathy lay panting
and shaking under him, her eyes tightly closed as ecstatic thrills danced up
and down her spine.  After a few minutes, Bobby rolled off and lay beside her,
his cock pulling free from her well-fucked pussy with a juicy, suctioning
sound.


"How was that for a fuck, Mom?" he grinned.


Cathy just smiled and pressed her open lips against his, slithering her tongue
inside her son's mouth.  She held the passionate kiss for a few long seconds
before answering his question.


"Mmmmmmmmmmmmm!  Fantastic, baby!" Cathy replied, stroking his cheek.  "I
never knew what a well-hung stud you were!  Jesus, Bobby, we should have done
this a long time ago!"


"I wish we had," he sighed, caressing her tits.  A sexy smile crossed his
face. "But since we have, Mom, why don't we make up for lost time!"


"You mean you want to fuck me again?...  So soon?" gasped Cathy
increduluously.  Bobby only grinned at his mother and nodded.  One look at the
the boy's cock told her that he was up to it too.  His energetic young prick
had recovered quickly, and as Cathy's fingers encircled it, the thick column
of muscle throbbed powerfully in her hand, a testimony to her son's youthful
virility.


"Oooooooooh!" squealed Cathy, feeling Bobby's hard length twitch under her
fingers.  "You really do want to fuck momma again, don't you, darling?"


Bobby squeezed his mother's tits.  They were round and firm, large enough to
fill his hands, the nipples very hard and puckered with desire.  The boy's
eyes were on his mother's wetly gaping pussy, and more than once, his tongue
flicked out to wet his lips.


Cathy clutched Bobby's cock as he looked at her, feeling her tits.  Her
breathing deepened with anticipation.  After the unbelievable sex they had
just shared, Cathy was more than willing to do anything her young son desired,
no matter how wicked, how wild, how unusual.


"Do things to me, darling," she whispered, her eyes glowing.  "Do dirty,
delicious, depraved things to you mother, Bobby!  I want you to make me do
everything, and I mean everything, lover...  as nasty as you can make it!"


She squeezed his balls, then closed her fist around the base of his shaft, and
rubbed hard.  Bobby reached down between his mother's thighs, enjoying the
little whimper of pleasure that escaped her lips as he deftly inserted two
stiff fingers into her creamy cunt.


"Uhhhhhhhhh, baby, baby, baby!" she crooned, as Bobby began to fuck his
fingers in and out of her hot, slippery hole.  Cathy stared at his rock-hard
young prick, the swollen head sticking straight up, his tiny pisshole
glistening.


With a strangled cry, Cathy pushed her face down and began to lick her
half-dried juices off her son's sticky cock, making Bobby gasp.  He ran his
hands through his mother's hair, his balls tightening as her tongue licked
around his distended pisshole.  Gripping his cock as hard as she could in her
small fist, Cathy looked up at her son with gleaming eyes, her face flushed.


"Make me, baby!" she breathed throatily.  "Oh God, Bobby, make me do crazy
things with you!  Wicked things!  Nasty things!"


Bobby cupped his mother's face and kissed her tenderly.


"What kind of things, Mom?" he asked, jabbing his fingers deeper into her
wide-spread snatch.  Cathy hunched her hips up against his hand.


"Bobby, please!" she cried.  "Fuck mother's cunt, fuck my ass!  Make mother
suck your cock!  Come in my mouth, sweetheart, and make momma swallow your
cum!"


Cathy was shaking with need now, holding onto Bobby's cock as tightly as she
could.  "Ohhhhhhh, lick momma's cunt!  I wanna come in your mouth!  Suck your
mother's hairy snatch, Bobby, and let me come all over your pretty face!
Ummmmmmm!  Oh, Jesus, honey!  Make momma do real nasty things with you!"


Cathy's cunt was firey with wetness, her tits tight.


"Get on your back, Mom!"  grunted Bobby.  He pulled his fingers from her cunt
and rolled his mother over.  "Lie on your back and spread your legs!"  Cathy
did as she was told, feeling the wanton lust mounting once more inside her.
She closed her eyes and opened her legs wide, very wide, her feet hanging over
the edge of the bed.  She felt Bobby's hands on her thighs as he caressed her
creamy skin, fondling her, making her flesh tingle with forbidden excitement.


Cathy's hips jerked involuntarily upwards when her son's fingertips touched
her tender pussy.  She opened her eyes, and amid low moans of pleasure,
watched the boy stroke her swollen cuntlips.  He gently pulled them open, and
began to rub very lightly along her wet, pink slit, paying particular
attention to her clit.  Cathy groaned softly when she felt Bobby push a finger
into her cunt. And when he wiggled it, she lifted her hips up against his
hand.


"You're so wet and hot down there, Mom," Bobby gasped.  He began to fuck his
finger in and out of her, watching the way his mother's hairy cuntlips clung
to it.  "It's so soft and hot!  Ohhhhh, Mom, your cunt feels so good!"


Cathy arched her crotch, pushing it at him.  He was making her hot, but she
wanted more...  much more!


"Taste it, baby!" she ordered.  "Get down and lick momma's pussy!"  Bobby
smiled, and dipped his head into his mother's shamelessly spread crotch.  For
several tantalizing seconds he licked and kissed the insides of her thighs,
before finally placing his mouth over her wet, gaping slit.  Cathy gasped
aloud, her hips bucking in a wild frenzy as her son's tongue slid into her
cunt.  She grabbed the back of his head, holding his mouth steady as his
wiggling lingual organ probed her deepest recesses.  Almost instantly, Cathy
felt her cunt spasm, releasing a steady flow of cunt-juice into her son's open
mouth.  Bobby lapped it up with glee.  He loved the taste of his mother's
snatch, and he was determined to suck her juicy, delicious cunt until it was
squeeky clean, no matter how long it took.  When Bobby began fucking his
tongue it in and out, Cathy screamed, humping her groin up at his face.  She
lifted her feet, draping her legs over his shoulders, hugging him with her
soft thighs as he licked at her burning cuntslit and clit.


Bobby was licking his mother's cunt like it had never been licked before.


He sucked on the lips, first one then the other, and when he closed his mouth
around her clit, Cathy began to thrust up and down, mashing her cunt onto his
face.  Bobby sucked gently, his tongue flicking the hard little bud with
practiced ease.


"Ohhhhhhh, Baby!  How do you do that?" squealed Cathy.  "God!!!  Suck it out,
lover!  Suck, my cunt all fuckin' night!....  Jesus!!!!!!"


She held him captive with her hot thighs, her hands on the back of his head
for added pressure, twisting her own head from side to side in ecstasy as hot,
incestuous passion flared through her tortured body.  Cathy looked down at her
son, immensely aroused by the sight of his face buried in her twat, her soft
cunt-fur hiding his nose.  Bobby was staring up at her heaving tits as he
lapped and tongued his mother's seeping twat.  His hands were under her ass,
cupping the firmly bunched cheeks as she writhed and bucked beneath his
vacuuming mouth.


"Uhhhhhhhhhhh!  Bobby!  Ohhhhhh my God, baby!"  Bobby fucked his tongue deeply
into his mother's cunt, and Cathy strained onto it, her hands grabbing her
tits, squeezing them, her nipples bulging between her fingers.  She let out a
low shriek when he began lapping the full length of her cuntslit, his tongue
dragging from her asshole to clit with long, satisfying swipes.  His mouth
seemed to be all over her crotch, his tongue everywhere at once.  Cathy
churned her ass, thrashing her hips in wanton ecstasy, ramming her cunt into
her son's mouth.  She was soaring with rapture, her son's mouth filling her
cunt with sensations that burned her flesh in a way she had never felt in her
life.


Cathy's cunt stretched around Bobby's prick, and she began to shiver as he
slid it in deeper.  She let out a soft cry of ecstasy when she felt his balls
brush against her clit.  Her cunt twitched around his cock and she gave her
naked ass a wiggle.


"Oh, Jesus!" Bobby gasped, gripping her hips and lunging back and forth,
fucking his mother with long, swift strokes.


Cathy began to whimper and moan, clawing wildly at the sheets as Bobby fucked
her cunt from behind, the lewd slapping noises adding to her pleasure as her
ass rippled from the delicious pounding.  She looked up between her open
thighs and watched her son's huge cock slicing into her cunt.  His hairless
young balls slammed against her clit with every thrust, causing Cathy to
gyrate wantonly, twisting and grinding her ass back at him as Bobby fucked her
cunt with his hot, hard prick.


Her tits swelled and her nipples hardened into erect pink little buds, sending
sharp thrills through her body as they rubbed sensuously against the crisp
sheets.  Her flesh felt like it was on fire.


"Ram it to me, Bobby, darling!  Ram your fat cock up mother's cunt hard!"


"Unnnnnggghhhh!  Oh Jesus, Mom, yeah!...  wiggle that ass for me, baby!"
Cathy caught sight of her son in the large bedside mirror, he was staring down
at the junction of their sexual organs, watching his cock plow into her
suctioning cunt.  His young eyes blazed with an intensity that Cathy had never
seen before.  It was a look of pure carnal desire, and Cathy suspected that
right now, the same expression of animal lust was reflected on her own face.
Bobby caught his mother's gaze in the mirror and licked his lips,
provocatively.  Cathy maintained the sensual eye contact with him, staring
into her son's lust clouded eyes as he fucked her deeply.  The lewdness of it
made Cathy shiver and tremble, her excitement increasing by the second.


The pulsating ridges of Bobby's cock rubbed along the walls of his mother's
clinging sheath, his swollen cockhead sending rippling waves of cuntflesh
before it as he fucked her hard, driving very deep.


"I bet that feels good, don't it, Mom?" asked her son, giving her cunt a
couple of hard stabs in quick succession.  "Tell me how much you want it,
bitch!  Come on, tell me how much you like my big prick shoved up your slimy,
wet cunt, you horny fuckin' slut!"


"Ohhh, Bobby!  I love it, baby!  Jesus, I love every fuckin' inch of it!"


"Ummmmmm, I bet you do, bitch!" panted Bobby.  "And I bet if I had another
nine inches you'd take that too, and scream for more, wouldn't you, cunt?"


"God!  Bobby!  Ohh, fuck yes!  Ohh, baby!" Cathy squealed into the mattress,
becoming more and more aroused by Bobby's obscene suggestions.  It excited her
immensely to let her son talk to her that way, cursing her like a common
backstreet whore.  If it had been, anyone else Cathy would have felt degraded,
dirty, but she knew that Bobby loved her dearly, and speaking to his own
mother like that was as big a thrill to him as it was to her.


"Squeeze my balls, bitch!" growled Bobby.  "Reach under and squeeze my
fuckin' balls while I give your hot snatch the fucking it deserves, baby!"


Cathy did as she was told, grabbing the boy's swollen testicles with both
hands.  She squeezed gently at first, then harder as she felt his strong,
young cock slam faster into her flooded gash.  Bobby reached round between his
mother's jerking thighs and fondled her cunt, feeling his slippery, wet prick
sliding between the swollen lips of her pussy.


"Ohhhh, yeahhhh!  Fuck, that's nice!  Mmmmmmm, throw that cunt at me, Mom!"


"Hold, my ass!" Cathy cried out.  "Uhhhhhh, Bobby, hold momma's ass and fuck
as deep as you can, baby!  Jerk my hot ass back!  Pull my cunt onto your cock,
son!"


Bobby grabbed his mother's hips and pulled her roughly towards him, yanking
her backwards onto his glistening prick like he was fucking a rag doll.  Cathy
screamed with pleasure, her asshole puckering as wild, depraved sensations
coursed through her body.


"Ahhhhhhggghhhhhh!  Screw me, Bobby!  Fuck your mother hard!  Uhhhhhhh, you
gorgeous prick!"


"You're a fuckin' horny bitch, aren't you Mom?" panted Bobby, feeling her hot
juices cover his fingers.  "Your cunt is so damn wet, it's running down your
legs!  It's like a fuckin' swamp down there!"


Cathy sobbed and shook her uplifted ass, grinding onto his prick as her son
kept up the glorious fucking.  His words increased her hunger and she gyrated
her ass frantically, her clit rubbing against the shaft of his cock.  Bobby
watched his mother's exposed asshole, the crinkled ring of her anus making
sucking motions as he fucked her cunt.  He pressed a thumb into the tight,
puckered opening, causing his mother to cry out.  Not with pain, but with
intense pleasure.


"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, yessss, baby!  Touch momma's asshole!  It's okay, Bobby!
Touch it...  do anything you want with it!"


"You like that, don't you, Mom?" grunted Bobby, inserting his middle finger
into Cathy's hot, buttery asshole.  "Mmmmmmmm!  Christ, it's tighter than your
fuckin' cunt...  and hotter too!  Move your ass, bitch!  Twist onto my cock
while I finger-fuck your horny ass!"


"Bobby, your tongue....  your lips!  Ohhhhhhh, baby, you're gonna make me
come! Ahhh, fuck it into me!  Push your tongue real deep up mother's cunt!
Fuck me with your tongue, baby!"


Grabbing her grinding ass, Bobby plunged his tongue as far up his mother's
pussy as he could, his mouth spread wide over the hairy opening.


"Ohhhhhhhhh, Bobby!  Oh my Goddddddddddd!"


Her ass lurched hard, her cunt grinding against his sucking mouth.  Cathy
screamed again, coming in powerful waves of consuming heat.  The contractions
increased and her pussy closed around his stabbing tongue, grabbing at it
tightly.  Cathy came hard, holding her son's head between her clamped thighs
as tightly as she could.  She began whimpering as her orgasm kept rumbling
through her.  Arching her back up off the bed, Cathy thrust her cunt against
her son's face in convulsive little movements, every muscle in her body
becoming taut as a bowstring.


Bobby sucked and licked at his mother's cunt ravenously, slowing only when he
felt her spasms subside.  With a deep sigh, Cathy's thighs fell from his
shoulders, and she lay there limp and drained, sprawling lewdly before her
son's eyes.  But Bobby wasn't through yet.  Sucking his mother off had excited
the boy beyond belief, and now his rock-hard cock, throbbed painfully between
his legs, aching for some sort of relief.  He stood up.


"Turn over!" Bobby ordered, fisting his cock.  Cathy hardly heard him.  She
was still in a daze, too busy staring at his oversized prick to understand
what he was talking about.


"Turn over, Mom!" he repeated.  "Show me some ass!"  After staring at him
blankly for a moment, Cathy rolled onto her stomach.  Bobby looked down at her
back, at the tightness of her naked ass and thighs.  His cock was straining
with hardness.  The swell of his mother's smooth, creamy ass fascinated him.


"Open your legs, Mom," he said, his voice hoarse.


Cathy trembled, slowly parting her thighs, pressing her hot cuntmound down
against the cool sheets as she did so.


"Lift it!"  he panted.  "Lift your ass in the air!"  Cathy had been in this
position before, and she felt a delicious shiver of anticipation as she drew
up her knees, arching her shapely ass for him.


"Spread your knees!" he groaned.  Cathy pushed her knees outward, exposing
her entire crotch to the hungry, gleaming eyes of her son.  She felt so
excitingly vunerable, crouching like this with her knees apart, her naked ass
stuck up in the air like a bitch in heat.  Cathy was hot alright, and the cool
air on her tightly-stretched asshole and cunt did little to abate the heat.
Bobby had excited her like no other lover, and although the boy had already
fucked and sucked her to two magnificent orgasms, Cathy doubted that her son's
talented cock would be enough to quench the volcanic fires of lust raging
within her tonight.


Behind her, Bobby gripped his cock and stared at her spread crotch, fascinated
at seeing everything his mother usually kept so well-concealed in her panties,
on full display.  Her ass was tight and satiny, the cheeks open, the little
pink rosebud of her asshole pouting, the slit of her cunt glistening wetly.


"Higher!" groaned Bobby, and his mother raised her ass, bowing her back, her
head and shoulders on the bed, her knees close to the edge of the mattress.
"Mmmmmmm, that's beautiful, Mom!  You look so fucking horny with your ass
stuck up in the air like that.  Boy, do you ever look ready for a good fuck!"


Cathy turned her head and looked over her shoulder at her son's long, thick
cock, her eyes glazing with incestuous desire.


"Fuck me then!" she gasped.  "Fuck me from behind, baby!  Just ram your
prick, up my cunt fast and fuck it!"


"I am gonna fuck you, Mom!" grunted Bobby.  "I'm gonna fuck you so hard you
won't be able to sit cross-legged for a week.  Hold your ass up for me!  Hold
it in your hands.  Show me how hot you are for my cock, Mom!  Yeah, that's it,
pull your cunt open for my prick, baby!"


Panting with lust, his mother shoved her hands up the backs of her thighs.


She pulled the wet lips of her pussy wide apart for him, and tried to lift her
ass higher.  Bobby licked his lips as he watched her, his cock jerking madly
up and down, his balls on fire.  He stepped up and, placing his hands on her
asscheeks, fucked his cock into his mother's hairy, wet snatch with slow
pressure.


"Oh, Mom, I can see your cunt take my cock!"


"Uhhhhhhh, baby, yes!  Watch mother's cunt swallow your hard cock!"


"Ahhhhrrrrggggghhhhh!" screamed Cathy, feeling her son's finger stab deeply
into her rectum.  "Jesus, that feels fantastic!  Oh, baby!  Ram that finger up
my ass and fuck me with it!  Fuck momma in both holes at once!"  There was
some slight pain, but it was insignificant compared with the combined pleasure
of his plunging cock and finger.  Cathy shook her ass from side to side,
panting hotly as Bobby fucked his finger in and out of her hot asshole, his
cock pounding into her cunt with increased vigour.


"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!  Jesus!  I wanna fuck your tight ass!" groaned Bobby.


"You are, baby!" Cathy grunted.  "Uhhhhh, God, are you ever!"


"Not with my finger, baby!  With my fuckin' cock!".  Bobby growled.  Cathy
gasped as she pictured her son's huge prick stuffed up her narrow rear
passage.


His finger in there felt big enough, but should Bobby manage to get his prick
inside her asshole, she was sure his oversized prong would split her wide
open.  Even so, the very thought of letting her son put his cock up her anus
excited her to such a degree, that Cathy made only a token effort in
discouraging him from the idea.


"No, Bobby!  Your cock's too big!  You'll hurt momma!"


"You'll change your mind once it's in there, Mom, believe me!"  Bobby pulled
his cock from her clinging cunt with a quick jerk, and pressed it against the
tiny opening of his mother's tight asshole.  Cathy whimpered as she felt his
fat cockhead push past the muscular ring of her anus and pop inside.


"Careful, baby!  Not too hard...  real slow and easy at first, okay?"  She
held her breath as her son exerted more pressure.


Bobby grasped her asscheeks and pulled them wide apart, watching his
glistening prick sink slowly inward.  His eyes burned with excitement as he
felt his mother's asshole squeeze his cock and then expand around it, gripping
the long, thick shaft like a hot, velvet vice.


"Uhhhhhnnnnggggghhh!  Shit, that's fuckin' tight!" bellowed Bobby, his cock
buried halfway inside his mother's hot, clinging asshole.


"Ohhhh, God!"  whimpered Cathy.


Bobby paused.


"No, don't stop!" she gasped.  "It feels good!  You're not hurting me, honey!
Push it all the way in, push your cock up mother's hot ass, lover!"


"I told you you'd change your tune once I had it in you, Mom!" laughed her
son.  Bobby smiled inwardly.  His mother was just like all the other women and
girls he'd fucked.  Once they got his big, fat prick stuffed up inside them,
they just couldn't get enough of him...  in their mouths, in their cunts, even
in their assholes...  and with some of them, especially their assholes!


Bobby moved his cock deeper, watching her asshole engulf it.  The heat was
intense and, as he'd correctly guessed, his mother's virgin rear passage was
much tighter than her cunt.  Cathy gasped and held her breath as she felt her
asshole stretch to accommodate her son's huge cock.  Surprisingly, what little
pain there was seemed to enhance her pleasure, and the more cock he forced
into her ass, the better it began to feel.


"Ummmmmmmmmmmmmm!" she moaned, arching back onto her son's prick.


Cathy could tell when her son fucked in the final inch of his long, thick
shaft.  His hairy balls bumped against the open folds of her pussy, tickling
the delicate slot.  Grunting, Bobby squeezed his mother's wiggling asscheeks,
allowing his cock to rest inside her for a moment.


"Unnnnggghh!  Fuck!  My cock is all the way inside you, Mom!"


"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh God!" groaned Cathy.  "Jesus honey, don't I know it!"


"Feel good?" breathed Bobby.


"Oh, God yes!" his mother cried.  "Your cock feels so fucking big up my ass,
baby!  Oooooooh, it's driving me crazy!  Jesus, why haven't I tried this
before!"


"You mean you've never been fucked up the ass before, Mom?" Bobby asked
incredulously.  "Not even by Dad?"


"Never!  Your father always always thought it was dirty, and as long as he
fucked my cunt the way he did, I never questioned that.  Mmmmmm!  But now...


I think I've been missing out on one hell of a good thing all these years!"


"You sure have, Mom!"  said Bobby.  "Jesus!  I can't believe it, my own
mother, a cherry-ass, and I'm the one to take it!  What a fuckin' turn-on!"


"I'm glad it's you, baby!" said his mother huskily.  "It's so much more
exciting having you fuck me, sweetheart!"


Cathy tingled all over with pleasure.  Her initial fears about letting her son
fuck her up the ass were almost gone, washed away by the rising heat of
anticipation.  Her horny young son had fucked her cunt, now he was going to
fuck her asshole.  The wild, incestuous wickedness of it heightened her
pleasure a hundredfold.


Bobby began to move his cock inside his mother's butthole, holding her firm,
round asscheeks spread wide apart.  Cathy wiggled her ass around her son's
cock and turned her head, looking back over her shoulder at him.  She smiled
sexily, meeting her son's bulldozing cock-strokes with wanton little jerks of
her hips, offering him her ass as shamelessly she had offered him her cunt.
Something wicked and hot was beginning to mount within her, something she knew
she wouldn't be able to control.  Maybe it had something to do with the boy's
balls slapping against her pussy.


Maybe it was the unusual friction of his cock that excited her.  Or perhaps it
was simply that the very sexy young man fucking her shitter was her own son.
Whatever was creating the wonderful feelings, Cathy wanted more, and judging
by the way Bobby had performed so far, she was sure that her virile young son
would be able to give it to her.  She only wished that the sensations she was
experiencing right now, could go on and on forever.


Bobby listened as his mother's guttural whimpers became louder.  Her pussy was
dripping, the hot juice simply running from her empty fuckhole.  Her lovely,
firm ass writhed and twisted against him, moving back and forth as her hips
whipped from side to side.


"Uhhhhhhhhhh!  Jesus, that's tight!" he grunted.  "Christ!  I still can't
believe that I'm the first guy to plow you up the fuckin' ass, Mom!"


"Oh, you are, Bobby!  Believe me, you are!" whimpered his mother.  "Mmmmm,
your cock feels good in there though.  Ooooooh, I wish I could see it,
sweetheart! God, it would be such a turn-on to watch you fuck my ass, baby!"


"Next time, Mom!" promised her son.  "We'll do it in front of a mirror so we
can both watch my prick fucking your tight, sexy little asshole, okay?"


"Oooooh, yes, my baby, yessss!" she hissed, shivering at the deliciously
horny thought.


Bobby rammed his cock in and out of his mother's asshole, holding firmly onto
her jutting hips, watching her naked ass-flesh ripple from the solid pounding
he was giving her.  He felt the muscular ring of her anus scraping up and down
the length of his turgid shaft...  milking him...  sucking him...  squeezing
his cock like a tightly clenched fist.


"Uhhhhhhhh!  Fuck it, Mom!" he growled.  "Move it just like that!  Yeah!
Show me how much you like my fuckin' cock stuffed up your hot, horny ass!"


Bobby didn't need to encourage his mother one little bit.  His prick was doing
that all by itself.  She lurched and thrust her ass back at him with shameless
abandon, grinding her teeth as she fucked with him.  She could feel every inch
of his hard young prick inside her belly, penetrating her in such a fantastic
way, she never thought possible.


"Oh, you wonderful, wonderful boy!  Fuck my ass!  Ahhhhhhhhhhh!  Ram momma's
shitter, honey!  Oooooh, God it's never felt like this before!  Fuck meeeeee!"


"I am, Mom!" panted Bobby, watching his mother's asshole cling wetly to his
cock.  "Uhhh, Jesus!  Dad had no fuckin' idea what he was missing out on!"


"Unnnnggghhhh, I know, baby!" mewled Cathy.  "The only trouble is, I've been
missing out on it all this time as well!"


"Pity the old man wasn't still around, Mom!" Bobby chuckled.  "I bet I could
show him a thing or two about ass-fucking!"


"Oooooh Jesus, baby, you could show you father EVERYTHING about fucking!"


"How about two cocks fucking you at once, Mom?" grinned Bobby.  "One stuffed
up your horny, wet snatch...  the other fucking your tight ass!  I bet you'd
like that, wouldn't you, Mom?"


Cathy moaned as her son quickened up the pace of his ass-fucking.


"Uhhh!  Yesss!  Yes, I would!  Oh, God!  Two pricks at once!  Fuck, I'd love
that!"


She could feel her son's prick pulsating inside her, and it felt just as good
in her asshole as it did in her cunt.  She twisted her hips, grinding
backwards onto his cock she squealed excitedly.  Bobby began to fuck his
mother hard, slamming his cock into her ass with terrific force.


"Uhh!  Uhhh!  Uhhh!  Tight!  Fuckin' tight!" he chanted, stabbing deeply.
Cathy reached for her cunt and slid two fingers inside the slick, gaping hole.
She jammed them in deeply, rubbing her aching clit with the heel of her hand
as her son's cock slammed in and out of her quivering ass.


"Fuck me, baby!  Fuck my ass!  Ohhhhhhhh, so fucking good!  I love it this
way!  I can feel your cock going in so deep!  Mmmmm, fuck the piss out of me!"


Excited by her wanton encouragement, Bobby began to really fuck his mother
hard, stabbing his cock inside her ass as deeply as he could.  Cathy simply
whimpered with pleasure, fucking her cunt just as deeply with her fingers.


Shivers of erotic excitement raced up and down her heated flesh.  She could
feel Bobby's cock through the thin membrane separating her asshole from her
cunt, and each time he pulled his prick back, Cathy thrust her fingers deep
inside her gooey slit, the sensations in her crotch flooding her brain like
liquid fire.  The drag of her son's cock in her ass while her own fingers
diddled her cunt was unlike any feeling Cathy had ever experienced.


Cathy's erect clit bulged under her fingers in a tight knot as her mind filled
with lewd, exciting images...  images of her husband and her son, their cocks
hard as steel, one in her cunt, the other in her ass, fucking her
simultaneously, filling her body urgently with twin poles of hard, throbbing
meat.  Her mind soared with the ultimate rapture.


"Ohhhhh!  Bobby, oh baby, fuck my ass...  ram that big cock up my fuckin'
asshole!...  God, I love this!  I love it so much!  Fuck me, Bobby!  Fuck the
shit out of momma's hot ass, honey!...  Ahhhhhgggggghhhh, this is so good!"


Bobby grunted as he fucked his cock in and out of his mother's tight butt.
The wet sounds were loud, as were the slaps of flesh against flesh.


"I want you to come, bitch!" shouted Bobby, fucking his mother's ass with
frantic thrusts.  "Come all over your fingers while I plug your hot fuckin'
ass!"


As he pounded her asshole vigorously, Cathy cried out with each lunge into her
body.  Her cunt was soaked with hot juices, and clung to her fingers wetly,
making loud slurping noises as she fucked her whole hand up into her crotch
with brutal force.  Her whole body seemed to expand, to swell with the
delicious sensations flooding her.  Cathy screamed as her son pulled her
roughly against him, fucking his cock into her asshole to the hilt.


"Unnnnnnnggghhhh!  Christ Bobby, ram it to me!" she sobbed.  "Oh, baby, fuck
it as hard as you can!  Fuck my ass!  Fuck my cunt!  Fuck me anywhere...  just
give me that hard cock, lover!"


Bobby grinned at his mother and knifed his prick deep, ramming her cunt to the
hilt.  Wet sucking sounds rose from their meshed crotches, and his cock
glistened with the gooey wet slime oozing from his mother's cunt.  Cathy
churned her ass wildly, her son's cock penetrating her bowels felt so good,
better than she had thought possible.  His young balls slapped into her frothy
cuntslit, making her clit strain outward against her fingers.


"I hope you're nearly ready to come, Mom?  'Cause I sure as hell am!"


"Yesssss!  Oh, yes!  Make me come too, Bobby!" squealed Cathy.  "Ummmmmmm,
baby, fuck momma fast, as fast as you can!  Ohhhhhh, yeah, honey!  Ram that
that fuckin' thing right up momma's ass and come in my belly!"


She pushed her hips at her son with wild abandon as the boy began to pound her
ass savagely, fucking her with strong, rapid thrusts that shook her whole
body.  Within seconds, Bobby climaxed into his mother's writhing ass, and as
Cathy felt his hot young sperm enter her butt, she began to climax also,
screaming out in loud, uncontrollable ecstasy.


"AHHHHHHHHHHHH!  FUCK!  I'M COMMMMMMMING!" she yelled, rubbing her clit
frantically.  "OOOOOH, BABY, NOW!...  SHOOT THAT HOT JUICE UP MY FUCKIN' ASS!"


Bobby felt his mother's ass squeeze his cock with a tightness that almost
weakened him.  The flexing contractions of it around his cock caused his balls
to draw up against the base of his prick.  He lifted his head to the ceiling,
his eyes squeezed tightly shut, his mouth open.  With a loud yell, he came,
gushing hot come into his mother's convulsing asshole.


"ARRGGGHHHH!  JESUS, I'M CUMMING, MOM!  OHHHHHH!  HERE IT COMES!  I'M GONNA
FILL YOUR HOT, FUCKING ASS WITH CUM" AHGGGGGGGHHHHHHHH, YOU GORGEOUS FUCK!"


Cathy cried out with ecstasy as she felt her son climax inside her, the hot,
splashing juices causing her own orgasm to intensify greatly.


"YES!  YES!  YESSS, BABY!  OH, THAT FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD!" squealed Cathy.


Bobby lunged into his mother's ass with all his strength, grunting loudly as
his deeply imbedded cock spurted jet after jet of hot, sticky jism into her
quivering gut.


"UNNNNNHHHHH, CHRIST, YES!  COME!  COME WITH ME, MOM!  OHHHHH!  OHHHHHH!  TAKE
MY JIZZ!  TAKE IT RIGHT UP YOUR ASS, YOU FUCKING HORNY SLUT!" yelled Bobby.


His mother strained her spread asscheeks against him, wanting his big cock as
deep as it would go while he came.  She clutched at the mattress, bracing
herself as her son emptied his balls into her butt, her own orgasm crashing in
tremendous waves of pleasure throughout her ravaged asshole and cunt.  Cathy
sobbed and thrashed with rapture, coming over and over again as Bobby's hard
young prick jerked and twitched inside her.


The whole bed shook with the intensity of their fucking, but neither of them
noticed, not even when a glass fell from the bedside table shattered loudly on
the floor.  Cathy made strangling noises, her hot ass gripping her son's cock,
pulsating around it, sucking at it like a tight, wet little mouth.


"OHHHHH BOBBY!  I FEEL IT!...  I CAN FEEL YOUR HOT CUM, BABY!" bleated Cathy.
Her ass seemed to be melting around her son's hard, spurting prick.


A big jet of cum flooded her insides, then another and another, until Cathy's
ass was awash with her son's hot sperm.  Spunk hung off his prick in strings
each time he pulled out of her ass.  It overflowed and poured from her asshole
in torrents, saturating her upper thighs and dribbling down into the slit of
her pussy.  Bobby reached beneath her and cupped Cathy's steamy cuntmound,
rubbing a handful of the sticky slime over her pulsating clit and into her
gash, taking a great deal of pleasure in smearing his mother's wetly gaping
cunt with their combined spendings.  It gave him a queer kind of thrill.


Bobby left his prick inside his mother's ass for a long time, moving the
dwindling shaft languidly back and forth until it was drained and limp.  Only
then did he withdraw completely and flop down onto the bed beside her.


"How was that, Mom?" he grinned.  "How did you enjoy your first assfuck!"
Cathy rolled onto her back in an exhausted heap.  If she'd been able to speak
right then she'd have told her son that she absolutely loved it, but all she
could do for the moment was gasp and pant, trying to catch her breath.  Bobby
put his arms around his mother and hugged her tight.  As soon as she was able
to breathe easier, Cathy covered her son's mouth and neck with hot kisses,
holding his naked young body tenderly against hers.


"Oh, Bobby!" she moaned.  "That was utterly fantastic!  How was it for you,
honey?"


"Mom, you'll never know how good it felt," he said, smiling at her.  "It was
like a dream come true."


"Mmmmmmmm, it was for me too, Bobby!" gasped Cathy.  "I don't know why,
sweetheart, but you make me feel so fucking horny I could die!"


Bobby kissed one of his mother's naked breasts, using his fingers to squeeze
and caress the firm flesh gently.


"You do the same to me, Mom," he replied.  "Ummmmmmm!  God, you have gorgeous
fuckin' tits!"


"Why thank you, baby!" laughed Cathy, becoming more and more turned on by the
boy's hot mouth action.  Bobby stuck out his tongue and flicked his mother's
erect nipple, teasing her.  Finally, he sank his whole mouth onto the creamy,
swollen boob and began to suck shamelessly.


"OOOOOOOOH!  JESUS!  OHHHHHHHHHHH!" she moaned.  Sparks of pleasure were
shooting into her tit.


She grabbed Bobby's cock and rubbed the limp, sticky organ until it began to
stiffen convincingly between her stroking fingers.


"Oh baby, you horny stud!  You're ready again!  Ummmmmmmmmm, and so soon!"
marvelled his mother as she felt his young cock enlarge in her hand.  It began
to swelling rapidly, growing to full size again in a matter of seconds.  Cathy
opened her thighs wide and grabbed her son's hand, pressing it over the pulpy
lips of her pussy.


"Feel my cunt!" she moaned.  "Feel how hot and wet you've made me, baby!"


Bobby slipped his fingers inside, dragging them through his mother's juicy
slit from top to bottom.  Cathy whimpered and bucked her cunt up against her
son's hand.  Sweet melty feelings were soaring up between her legs.


His mother's pussy fluttered wildly around his fingers as Bobby probed deeply.
She was wet alright, and hot....  so hot, his fingers felt like they were in a
fucking oven.  She had a tight grip on his cock, and was jerking it up and
down real hard, masturbating him harder the deeper his fingers penetrated.  A
quiver went through her, and Cathy began bouncing up and down, impaling
herself on her son's stiffened fingers again and again.  The boy's cock grew
huge in her steady fist.


"Uhhhhhhh, Bobby!" she groaned, closing her eyes tightly.  "If you keep you
keep that up, you're gonna have do more than finger-fuck me, baby!"  Bobby
lifted his head from his mother's boobs and grinned at her.


"That's the whole idea of foreplay, isn't it?" he chuckled.


"Oh yes, yes!  God, yessss!" gasped Cathy, squeezing her son's cock hard.


"Christ, Mom!" yelped Bobby.  "Slow down a bit or you'll make me squirt all
over you!"


"Mmmmmmm, that's a nice nice thought," purred Cathy.  "but I had something
else in mind, honey!"


She sat up and pushed her son flat on his back.  His big cock stood straight
straight up, jerking with intense hardness.  She crawled over him, straddling
the boy's thighs with her own.


"Are you gonna sit on my cock, Mom?" asked Bobby hopefully.  Cathy smiled and
shuffled further up over her son's slim athletic body on her knees, pausing
when her cunt hovered directly above his erect cock.


"You'd like that, wouldn't you, baby?" she breathed sexily, stroking her
fingers teasingly up and down the length of his young prick.  "Ummmmmm, I bet
you'd like your mother to sit right down on this big, hard-on of yours and
fuck herself to death, right baby?"


Cathy's eyes glowed with incestuous passion as she watched her son's face.


"Oh, yeah, Mom!" groaned Bobby.  "Fuck, yeah!"


"You want to stuff your cock up Mother's cunt and fuck the shit out of it,
right?" continued Cathy, panting with excitement.  "Say it, honey, say it!...
You want to fuck your mother again, right, baby?"


"Uhhhhhh yeah, do I ever!" he grunted.  "I wanna fuck you, Mom!  I wanna
drive my cock up your tight, wet snatch and screw your hot fuckin' ass off!"


"Ooooooooh, Bobby!" Cathy said with a thick voice.  "That sounds so wild, I
just might let you do it, sweetheart!  But...."


"But what, Mom?" asked Bobby, urgently.  "Jesus, you're not feeling tired are
you?"


"No, baby!" she laughed inching upwards again.  "It's nothing like that!"
Cathy rested her cunt on his stomach, and Bobby gasped as he felt the wet heat
of his mother's cunt on his flesh.


"I was just thinking that if you were real nice to me, I'd probably let you
fuck me again."


"I'll be nice, Mom!" said Bobby eagerly.


"Of course you will, darling," she cooed, rubbing her cunt higher until she
had it on his chest.  She twisted her ass, smearing her wet pussy over his
skin.  "You'll do anything Mother wants...  as long as you get fucked.  Right,
baby?"


"You bet, Mom.  Anything!"  panted Bobby, staring into his mother's crotch.


Cathy saw the look in her son's eyes and smiled, wickedly.  Raising herself up
off his chest, she reached down between her thighs and parted the lips of her
pussy with both hands, hunching forward until her succulent, pink gash was
only only inches from the boy's face.


"That give you any ideas, baby?" Cathy said throatily.


"Oh, yeahhhhh!" panted Bobby, his eyes widened as he stared at his mother's
face.  "You want me to suck it, don't you Mom?"


"Only if you want to, darling," said Cathy.  "I know some guys don't like
sucking a girl's pussy, but I can tell by the look on your face that you're
not one of those.  You want to suck Mother's cunt, don't you, baby?"  Bobby's
eyes blazed from his mother's cunt to her dangling tits.  Cathy waited for his
reply, rolling her hips wantonly, teasing him, smearing her leaky cunt close
to his neck now.


"Well, wouldn't you like to suck Mother's cunt?"


With a look of pure animal lust on his handsome young face, Bobby gave his
mother the answer she knew he would.


"Ohhhh, Mom!  Give it to me!" he gasped, sliding his arms around her hips and
cupping her ass, pulling her pussy towards his face.  "I'll suck your juicy
cunt!  I'll lick it and suck it and tongue your clit and....  Uhhhh, sit on my
face, Mom!"


"Mmmmmm, Bobby, you darling boy, I knew you would!"  Cathy gurgled with
pleasure, lifting her cunt off her son's chest and sliding higher.  She was on
her knees, still holding her pussy open.  Bobby gazed up at his mother's
glistening cunt, his eyes burning and his tongue licking at his lips.  A drop
of pussy juice dripped onto his tongue, and Bobby pulled it into his mouth,
then swallowed it.


"Ooooooooh God, Bobby, kiss Mother right on the cunt!"


Holding onto her tight ass, Bobby pushed his face into his mother's gaping
pussy.  Cathy arched her back and gasped with pleasure as she felt her son's
lips collide with her hot, wet cuntflesh.  The boy's tongue darted out and
slid over her clit, flicking the sensitive little nub to instant erection.
Cathy jerked her ass back and forth, fucking her cunt into her son's face with
wanton urgency.


"Inside!" she squealed.  "Push your tongue inside me, baby!  Mmmmmm, fuck
Mother with your tongue!"


Bobby opened his mouth wide, and plunged his tongue deep into his mother's
cunt.  Cathy whipped her ass about, gurgling and whimpering with ecstasy.  She
rubbed and twisted, smearing her drooling pussy into Bobby's eager face.


Cathy's brain spun with forbidden ecstasy as she writhed wantonly above her
son.  She looked down between her tits at his face, seeing only the boy's
firey young eyes above the soft, blonde mass of pussyhair.  The incestuous
depravity of what they were doing was fabulously exciting to her.  She felt no
guilt at all, only wild, erotic pleasure as her son's hot tongue stabbed in
and out of her twat.  It felt for all the world like a miniature cock, except
that it wriggled deliciously round and round inside her squirming fuckhole,
licking and teasing every inch of the sensitive, pink cuntflesh.


"Bobby!  Ohhhh my God, baby!"


Cathy held the lips of her cunt open for him and pushed her crotch into his
face as her son licked the juices from her pussy like a ravenous young puppy.


"Eat me, eat me!" she cried.  "Suck that hot cunt, Bobby!  Uhhhhh, baby,
baby! Lick Mother's juicy cunt!  Yeahhhh, fuck me with your tongue!  Mmmmmm!


Suck it lover, suck it hard!  Make Mother come in your pussy-suckin' mouth!"
Bobby gazed up at his mother's heaving tits as he lapped and tongued her cunt.
Clinging to her grinding ass, he cupped the tightly bunched cheeks, sucking
and licking his mother's creamy pussy from cunthole to clit.  Her juices
dripped directly into his mouth, and despite the copious flow, Bobby managed
to swallow every drop with ease.  The taste of his mother's cuntal secretions
excited him, especially with the knowledge that it was the action of his own
mouth and tongue that was producing them in such abundance.


Cathy began to moan and whimper, jerking her crotch at his face, rubbing her
gaping pussy into Bobby's face with total sexual abandon.  Her son was licking
her hotly aroused cunt like it had never been licked before.  His young mouth
seemed to be all over her crotch, his tongue everywhere at once.


She churned her ass wantonly, thrashing in ecstasy, beating her cunt against
her son's open mouth, almost brutally.  But she didn't care, her pussy burned
with a feverish intensity she had never felt in her life.


"Bobby, your tongue...  your lips!  Ohhhhh, you're gonna make me come!
Ahhhhh, stab your tongue in there, baby!  Push it real deep up Mother's cunt!
Fuck me with your hard tongue, you horny little prick!"


As Bobby fucked his tongue deeply into his mother's cunt, her hands went
behind his head, pulling his mouth as tightly as she could against her burning
pussy.  He sucked her clit into his mouth and looked up to watch her reaction.
His mother's eyes were tightly closed, and her back was arched like a bow as
she leaned backwards, grinding her leaking cunt into his sucking mouth.
Hoarse, guttural obscenities spilled from her lips as she approached her
climax.


"Unnnnnnggghhhh!  Fuck!  Eat my cunt!  Suck it, you fuckin' bastard!  Suck it
all into your mouth!  Uhhhhhhh!  Uhhhhh, don't stop!  Don't ever fuckin' stop!
I love it!  Oooooooooooooh, God, yessssss!"


His mother began to whimper incoherently, her voice a low croak as Bobby
sucked her clit hard.  He nipped at it with his teeth and flicked it with his
tongue.  Her cries of pleasure grew louder and more desperate as her orgasm
approached, building in her cunt with the speed of a runaway locomotive.
Cathy whipped her ass about wildly, slithering her pussy over her son's mouth
again and again, her tits jiggling.  But no matter how much his mother writhed
and squirmed around, Bobby's open mouth remained firmly plastered on her gooey
cunt.  His nose mashing against her clit and his stiff tongue fucking deeply
into her spasming hole brought her off quickly.


"OOOOOOOH, I'M CUMMMING!" she wailed.  "UHHHH, MOMMA'S GONNA COME IN YOUR
MOUTH, HONEY!  SUCK IT UP!  AHHHHGGHHHHH, BABY, DRINK MOMMA'S CUM!...  EAT
YOUR MOTHER'S CUNT...  SUCK IT...  FUCK IT...  AND...  OHHHH!  OHHHHHH,
JESUSSSSSSSS!


With a shout of ecstasy, Cathy gave one last lunge that damn near snapped her
son's head off.  Her ass lurched hard, her cunt smashing into his sucking
mouth with tremendous force.  She screamed again, coming in powerful waves of
consuming heat.  The convulsions increased, and Cathy's twat closed tightly
around her son's deeply buried tongue.  She could actually feel the hairy lips
of her cunt opening and closing, the contractions intense.  Cathy shuddered
violently as she came, clamping her thighs on his cheeks as tightly as she
could, her hands on the back his head, forcing her son's tongue to the very
depths of her spasming hole.  Bobby gripped his mother's twisting ass tightly,
burying his face in her cunt, loving the feel of her hot thighs squeezing his
head.  As Cathy climaxed, Bobby continued to eat out her cunt with gusto,
sucking his mother's juicy, quivering hole until her rumbling orgasm slowed,
then finally stilled.


Bobby looked up at her, his lower face still pressed into her cunt.  His lips
still nibbled gently on her clit as he gazed with interest at her heaving
tits, admiring the size and shape of her light-brown nipples.  They were large
and erect, and jutted sensuously out from her swollen boobs, twin beacons of
his mother's wanton, incestuous fulfillment.  Cathy looked down at her son, a
satisfied smile on her pretty, glowing face.


"Oooooooh!  Fuck that was good, baby!" she sighed breathlessly.


"I could tell, Mom!" chuckled Bobby, his voice muffled by her cunt.  "You
came like a fuckin' rocket!"


Sliding her cunt back to her son's chest again, Cathy moaned with pleasure.


"Mmmmmmmmmmm, I sure did, and you lit the fuse, sweetheart!"


Bobby's mouth and chin glistened wetly with his mother's smeared juices, but
instead of wiping it off, he reached up and pulled her mouth down to his.
Cathy returning her son's hot soul-kiss feverishly, kissing him back with a
firey passion that soon had her insatiable pussy dripping with lust once more.
She could taste her own cuntjuice on Bobby's lips and it stimulated her so
much that her hips were soon squirming wildly, smearing her wet pussy over the
smooth hardness of her son's belly.  They clung to each other, devouring each
other's mouths with a ferocity that only incestuous lust can inspire.  Cathy
felt her son's cock brush her ass.  She reached behind her body and pumped the
long, thick shaft a few times, rubbing it into the hot crevice of her butt.
Bobby moaned into her mouth.


"Mmmmmmmm!  Ummmmmmmmm!  Uhhhhhmmmmmmm!"


His hands flew to his mother's bunched asscheeks, pulling her as tightly as he
could against his feverish body.  Cathy thrust her tongue down the boy's
throat, making Bobby pant hotly.  She licked inside his mouth, moaning and
gasping with need as she rubbed her soaking wet pussy against him.


"Uhhhh, Bobby!  You're so hard!" she gasped, pulling her tongue from his hot
mouth.  "You wanna fuck Mother again, don't you, baby?"


"Yeahhhh, Mom!  I wanna fuck you, now!


As Cathy stared down into her son's hot young eyes, she trembled with pleasure
at the very thought of his huge, throbbing prong rammed deep up inside her
pussy once more.


She scooted her ass lower, positioning her crotch directly above her son's
pulsing erection, and as he watched his beautiful mother squat down over him,
Bobby's eyes shone with eager brightness.  Her creamy breasts hung low over
his face, and Bobby lifted his mouth, sucking first one nipple and then the
other as his mother bent forward.  Cathy grabbed her son's prick with one hand
and opened the lips of her cunt with the other, slowly lowering her pussy
until it touched the bloated tip of his cock.  Then, with a soft whimper,
Cathy began to rub the head of her son's cock between the moist, gaping lips
of her pussy, dragging the fat bulbous knob tantalizingly back and forth
through the entire length of her firey cuntslit.  She rubbed his cock at her
swollen clit, mewling softly.  Bobby watched impatiently, writhing his ass in
eagerness.  He wanted to lift his ass, ram his cock up into his mother's tight
cunt and fuck her till his balls exploded in her belly.  But she had hold of
his cock and wouldn't let him inside her any deeper.


Cathy knew how eager her son was to fuck her, but he'd only just finished
sucking her cunt to a mind-shattering orgasm.  After that sort of heavy
stimulation it was going to take a little raunchy foreplay to get her properly
into the mood, and teasing him like this was turning her on something fierce.
She looked down into her son's pleading eyes with a devilishly lewd expression
on her beautiful face.


"Come on, Mom!  Stop playing around and let me fuck you for chrissake!"


"You want it bad, don't you, baby!" grinned Cathy.  "You want to fuck Mother
real bad, don't you?...  Can't wait to fuck Mother's cunt...  Yeah, that's it
isn't it?...You can't wait to stick your big, fat cock up Mother's hot, wet
pussy and fuck the shit out of it, can you Bobby, dear?"


"Yes, Mom", hissed Bobby, struggling to get his cock deeper into her.  "And if
you don't let me into your cunt real quick, I'm gonna fuckin' shoot come all
over it!"


"Ohhh, well we can't have that, can we, lover?" chuckled Cathy She lowered
her crotch just enough to let another inch of her son's cock slide between the
lips of her pussy.  She rolled her hips, in small circles, with his cock
barely inside her cunt.


"Is my pussy hot, baby?"


"Oh, yes, Mom!  It's hot alright!" gasped Bobby, wriggling his hips up at
her. "Mmmmmmm, and wet too!...  Very hot and very wet!"


"Want your cock in Mother's cunt?"


"Uuuhhh, yes!"


"Maybe I should suck it some more", Cathy teased.


"My cock is hard enough already, Mom!  I wanna fuck!" whimpered Bobby in
total frustration.  Cathy knew her son wasn't kidding either.  His cock was
huge!  She gave it a squeeze, gasping at the size of it.  It was so thick at
the base, that her fingers didn't quite meeting around its huge, turgid
circumference. It throbbed in her hand with a life of its own, sticking
vertically up from between his muscular young thighs like an angry red
spike...  ready to split her in half.


Cathy stared down at it hungrily, almost tempted to let the boy have his way.
His wonderful young prong would feel so damned good rammed up her horny cunt.


"Maybe I will let you fuck me," Cathy said huskily.  "But you're gonna have to
tell momma how bad you want it, baby!"


Gazing into her son's contorted face, Cathy slipping her cunt down a bit more,
feeling his cock spread the lips of her hairy cunt wide.  She gasped with
delight as she felt the hot throb of it.


"Ohhhhh, Mom!  I wanna fuck you so much!  Let me fuck you, huh?  Jesus, I'm so
hot for you!  I need it bad, Mom!  Uhhhhh God, I wanna drive my cock up inside
your wet, juicy little cunt and fuck your hot ass off!"


"Oooooooh, you really do, don't you?"  Cathy gurgled.  "I love it when a guy
wants to fuck me so badly.  It makes my pussy real hot!  And you want to fuck
Mother's hot pussy real bad, don't you, darling?


"Mom, please!"


"Ohhhh Bobby, yes!  Come to momma, baby!"


Cathy suddenly released her grip on her son's cock and put her hands on his
shoulders.  Bracing herself, she spread her knees wide apart and then, with a
loud animal groan, hunched downwards with her hips.  Cathy let her weight do
all the work, wiggling her hips a little as Bobby's hard thickness sliced into
her cunt.


"Watch, baby!" gasped Cathy, staring between her thighs.  "Watch momma's cunt
take your cock!"


Bobby watched his mother's hairy cuntlips engulf him, swallowing the hard
cylindrical thickness of his cock steadily, an inch at a time.  Cathy clawed
at his young shoulders, whimpering incoherently as her belly filled with her
son's immense cock.  But she didn't stop until she felt Bobby's wiry pubic
hair tickle the tightly-stretched lips of her twat, and she knew he was in her
all the way.  Cathy sat like that for several seconds, her son's prick buried
to the balls inside her cunt.


"Ummmmm Jesus, that's nice!" sighed Cathy, feeling his prick throb deep
within her belly.  "Oh, Bobby, baby!  I still can't believe how fuckin' big
you are, son!  UHHHHHHH!  CHRIST!  It feels so long and thick and hard, just
like your father's always did when he fucked me."


"Shit!" groaned Bobby, squeezing his mother's tits.  "Don't worry about Dad
anymore.  I've got more than enough cock for you to handle, Mom!"


"Mmmmmmmm!  Fuck yes!  I know you have, honey!"  breathed Cathy, contracting
her cunt walls about her son's deeply buried cock.  "And believe me baby, your
momma wouldn't have it any other way."


Her playful blue eyes stared into her son's handsome face.  His cock felt like
a baseball bat stuffed up her hairy snatch, yet it throbbed and jerked with a
life of its own, stretching her deliciously.  Cathy slowly began to squirm her
cunt around on his crotch.  Her son's cock was deep, very deep.


"How does that feel, lover?" she asked, rotating her crotch teasingly.
"Doesn't it feel nice to have your big, fat prick stuck up momma's cunt again?
Hmmmmmmm?...  Ohhhhhhh, yeah!  I bet it feels good....  It feels real good to
fuck your hot mother, doesn't it baby?"


"Ahhhhhh, fuckin' Christ Almighty!...  Does it ever!...  Jesus, I love fucking
your tight, juicy twat, Mom!" groaned Bobby, attempting to lift his hips up
at her.


"Good!  Then move that big prick in my cunt, baby, and let's you and me really
fuck up a storm, huh?"


"Ohhhhhh, Mom!" groaned Bobby, fucking his hips up at her eagerly.


His mother began to bounce up and down on top of him, initially riding his
cock with a gently rocking motion.  But as the delicious sensations in her
cunt increased, so did the pace of her fucking.


"Watch me, Bobby," grunted Cathy, clutching her tits with both hands.  "Watch
Mother's cunt fuck your lovely hard prick, baby!"  With a squeal, Cathy began
to bounce up and down, slapping her pussy onto her son's cock to the base,
then lifting up until she almost lost it, only to ram down again, real hard.


"Ummmmm, yeah!  That's it!" grunted Bobby.  "Fuck my cock!  Uuuuh, unnhhh,
fuck it good and fast, Mom!...  Oh God, your cunt feels so fuckin' hot!"


Cathy shivered with ecstasy at her son's words.  Till now, she had simply been
enjoying the pleasure of the moment, and the prospect of regular sex with her
son hadn't even entered her mind.  But now that he'd suggested it, Cathy was
sure that she wouldn't be able to get enough of Bobby's virile and talented
young cock.  Something about her handsome young son made her so damn horny it
hurt, and Cathy knew that whatever happened, she would be completely willing
to fuck him as often and as long as he wished.


"Uhhh, Bobby, darling!  I want you to!" she panted, kissing his neck.  "I
want to do everything with you, honey!....  I want you to fuck me...  and suck
my cunt...and fuck my ass and my mouth and my tits and....  OHHHHHHH, BOBBY,
FUCK YOUR MOMMA FOREVER, BABY!"


"Ooooh, fuck yes!  I will, Mom!  I will....  Unnnnhhh, Christ, come all over
cock, you hot horny cunt!"


Cathy's hard nipples were rubbing lightly over her son's chest, the hairless
skin created a luscious friction against the erect little buds.  Her eyes
closed again, and her brain reeled with the wonderful sensations Bobby was
producing within her.  Up and down she rode her son's engorged cock-shaft, her
clit so well stimulated that she knew she would cum in moments.  Her pussy
began to drool, coating his huge fuck-pole with plenty of cunt-cream, making
it slide smoothly into her tight cunt with the power and precision of a oiled
piston.


"More, more!" she squealed.  "Oooooooooh, Bobby, I'm almost there, baby!  I
really need you to fuck me harder.  Ohhh Jesus, I'm so fuckin' wet!  Your
balls must be dripping!"


"They are, Mom" he grinned.  "And after I've shot another load up your juicy
fuckin' cunt, you're gonna get down there and lick it all off!"


"Mmmmmmmmm yes, I will baby!" promised Cathy.  "God, you think of the sexiest
things!"


Bobby stabbed faster and faster into his mother's saturated fuckhole, feeling
her quivering pussy squeeze and milk his cock at an ever increasing rate.
Finally the mounting ecstasy became too much, and Cathy's climax burst upon
her, wrenching a loud, high-pitched cry from her parched throat.


"OHHHHHHHHHHHHH!  FUCK!  FUCK, I'M CUMMMMMMMINGGGGGGG!  JESUS!  UHHHHHHHH..."
But even as Cathy wailed in release, her scream was cut short.  Bobby clutched
his mother to him and closed his mouth over hers, thrusting his hot tongue
deep into her panting mouth.  Lost in the rapture that her son had helped her
achieve, Cathy responded to his kiss, lurching up and down on his big fucker,
wanting to cum some more.


In less than a minute she did, shrieking into her son's mouth.  Holding him
tightly, Cathy forced herself to plunge even more wildly onto his cock.  Bobby
encouraged her, using his hands to help her ride his throbbing prick,
thrusting the rock-hard shaft of meat vigorously up into her yawning cunt.
Her son was fucking her.  God, and was he ever fucking her!  She had waited so
long for a man to fuck her like this, and to her utter pleasure, Bobby wasn't
afraid to really shaft her.  Ummmm, what a young stud he was!  His prick was
so big, so filling and so damned wonderful.  Her cunt-juices squished out
around his cock, the sound and smell of it only making their fucking that much
more exciting.


Once more she came.  She tore her mouth from his, clawing at his shoulders.
Her hair whipped about as she flung her head wildly from side to side, her
loud screech ringing in his ears.


"AHHHHHHHGGGGGHHHH!  I'M CUMMING TOO!" he yelled, fucking his cock into his
mother savagely.  "OOOOOHH, FUCK IT!  I'M GONNA SHOOT, MOM!  I'M GONNA FILL
YOUR HOT, JUICY CUNT WITH CUM!  UHHHH!  OH, FUCK!  OH, FUCK!
UNNNNNGGHHHHHHHH!"  As her son's hot sperm spat into her cunt, Cathy had yet
another orgasm, so potent and rending that she slumped over him, her body
trembling uncontrollably. Bobby held his mother tightly, his prick still
twitching in her well-fucked cunt as she sprawled on top of him, breathing
heavily.


They lay like that for some time, enjoying the dying spasms of a really
mind-blowing fuck.  Then, slowly, Cathy came out of her orgasmic trance and
rolled off her son's limp body.  His cock pulled from her sloppy cunt with an
audible plop and lay twitching wetly across his thigh, still half-hard but
deflating rapidly.


"Oh no, It's going soft already!" cried Cathy in mock despair.  Bobby grinned
at his mother and forced her head down between his legs.


"Give it a little lick, Mom, and see if you can make it come back up again!"


"Jesus Bobby, you're a randy little devil!" she chuckled, taking his sticky
cock in her hand.  "You're gonna fuck your poor mother to death!"


"Mmmmmmmm, yeahhhh!....  But what a way to go, huh Mom?" Bobby grinned.
Cathy bent forward and let her tongue glide lovingly over the boy's velvety
cockhead, coating it evenly with her glistening saliva.  His soaked crotch
reeked of pussy, but instead of being revolted, Cathy found the heady smell of
her own sex combined with that of her son, deeply arousing.  She sniffed a
little like a bitch on heat and then, with a low whimper, opened her lips
wide, taking the boy's limp, meaty prick deep into her hot, wet mouth.


"Yeahhhh, Mom!  Ohhh, Christ!  Suck my cock, bitch!  Suck my fuckin' prick!"
Bobby's hands were at the back of his mother's head, holding her mouth firmly
on his rising cock.  But he needn't have bothered, because right now, taking
her mouth off Bobby's gorgeous young prick was the last thing on Cathy's
tortured mind.


The very taste of it made her pussy crawl, and as her son began hunching his
swelling meat up into her throat, Cathy groaned with instant arousal.


"Ohhhhhh, Bobby!  Your cock is really delicious, after it's been up my pussy,"
she purred.  "Mmmmmmmm, I can taste my own cunt on your dick, baby!"  The
piquant flavour of her own cunt combined with the salty taste of his sperm
seemed to work on the young mother like a potent aphrodisiac, and in no time
at all, Cathy wanted him again!  In fact, she couldn't wait to feel her son's
long, hard prick stretching her insatiable cunthole once more...  reaming out
her tight, wet pussy....  fucking her like she deserved.  Cathy's mouth
watered around the boy's hardening dick almost as much as her pussy was
watering between her squirming thighs.


"Mmmmmmmm, nice and hard for Mother," Cathy murmured, letting Bobby's cock
slip momentarily from her mouth.  She stared lovingly at her son's oversized
organ for a moment and then stroked her fingers up and down the length of his
velvety hardness, enjoying the feel of the boy's virile young prick as it
throbbed sensuously in her hand.


"Oh Jesus, Mom!" gasped Bobby, reaching for his mother.  "Lie back and spread
your legs.  I want to fuck you again!"  Cathy gave a long, low sigh and fell
backwards onto the bed, her thighs falling wide open in shameless invitation.


"Uhhnnnnhhhhhh," she grunted urgently.  "Oh God, yes, baby, yes!  I want you
to fuck me again too!  Ooooooh Jesus, Bobby, you make momma so damn hot!"
Cathy lifted her legs in the air until her knees hovered over her shoulders,
her curly-haired fuck-slit wide open and dripping in readiness for her son's
huge cock.


With speed borne of adolescent lust, Bobby clambered between his mother's
lewdly spread thighs, and shuffled forward until the tip of his young prick
pressed into the heated folds of her gooey twat.  At the sudden delicious
contact, Cathy whimpered loudly and made a grab for her son's cock, anxious to
get the long, stiff pole as deep as possible inside her ravenous cunt.  But
before she could reach it, Bobby shoved his hips savagely forwards, and with
one magnificent thrust, rammed his throbbing cock to the balls inside his
mother's hot, juicy cunthole.


"Oh God, Bobby!" screamed Cathy, gasping for air.  "Unnghhhhhh!  You're
splitting me apart...  Ummmmmmm, but I can take it, baby!  Oh, shit yeah,
momma can take every fuckin' inch of your big, fat cock, son!"  Her sopping
pussy-hole stretched wide, deliciously accommodating the massive thickness of
her son's prick with ease.  His virile young prick seemed to get bigger and
longer each time he fucked her.  It filled her completely this time,
stretching her tortured cunt to the limit.  Bobby's cock was buried deep
inside his mother's belly, so deep that Cathy could feel her son's
helmet-shaped cockhead probing the very entrance of her womb.


"Uuuuuhhh, Mom!  Fuck, but you're tight!" grunted Bobby.  "Mmmmm, I love
fucking your cunt, Mom!  It's so hot and wet...  and so fuckin' tight!!"  The
feeling of being totally crammed with her son's enormous prick was incredibly
exciting to Cathy.  But as much as she loved the sensation of his hard young
cock, throbbing deeply within her tightly stretched cunt, Cathy was impatient
to get the show on the road.  She knew what it felt like to have her son's
gorgeous cock sliding in and out of her cunt, making her quiver with orgasm
after orgasm, and she wasn't about to waste precious time.  She moaned and
whimpered impatiently under Bobby's weight, gyrating her shapely hips upward,
thrusting and grinding, inviting her son to pump his prick inside her cunt and
give her the fucking she so desperately craved.


"Fuck my cunt, Bobby" she hissed, locking her legs around her son's waist.
"You know what Momma wants, baby!  Fuck your mother, Bobby!  Come on lover,
fuck momma's hot, horny cunt!"


Bobby wasted no more time either.  As soon as he felt his mother's heels lodge
firmly into the small of his back, he raised up on his arms and pulled his
cock out of her cunt, drawing back until only the fat bulbous head remained
inside.  Then without warning, Bobby lunged forwards savagely, forcing the
very breath from his mother's lungs with the force of the blow.


"Uffffffffffff!  Ohhhh!  Unnnngggghhhhh!" grunted Cathy as her son's massive
fuck-pole slammed into her cunt once more, spreading the pouting lips of her
pussy to the bursting point around the meaty thickness of his invading cock.


"Oh, Bobby!  Uhhhhhh!  It's so big, son!  You've got such a big, fat prick!"


"I know," gasped Bobby, withdrawing his cock from his mother's silky cunt for
the second time.  "...  and I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you with it,
Mom!.... So move that horny ass for me, you gorgeous hot-cunted bitch!"  The
first savage lunge to her cock-hungry cunt had felt so good, Cathy simply
couldn't wait for her son's next powerful thrust.  In frustration, she grabbed
the firm cheeks of his young ass with both hands, and tried to force Bobby's
cock back into her hungry cunt, excitedly bucking and grinding her blushing
ass-cheeks up off the bed in wild, incestuous abandon.


"Oh, fuck, I need your cock, honey!  Ahhhhhh, shit!  Just go ahead an stab it
up my pussy!  Pump me real hard, Bobby!  You know I can take it!  Fuck momma
as hard as you can, lover!


"Okay, you asked for it, Mom!" growled Bobby.  "Get ready, 'cause I'm gonna
ram this fucker right up to your tonsils, bitch!...  Yeah, I'm gonna fuck the
piss out of your hot, juicy cunt, Mom!"


"Fuck my pussy deep, Bobby!  Ram that monster all the way in!"  With a deep
cry of lust, Bobby pounded down hard into his mother's buttery cunt, slamming
his cock to the hilt in her hairy, upthrust snatch.  His whole body shuddered
with pleasure as his cockhead slammed into the back of her cunt.  He pulled
out and instantly speared his prick-meat back up inside his mother pussy, this
time sinking his cock even further up her quivering twat.


Cathy's tits jiggled and slapped together lewdly and she began to hump her
slim ass in a frenzy of incestuous lust, panting and gasping as she ground her
throbbing pussy against the root of Bobby's stabbing prick.


"Fuck your mother!  Fuck your mother!"  she begged, the words an obscene
chant. "Ungggghhhhh!  Harder you gorgeous little stud!  Fuck me!  Ooooooh yes,
fuck momma real deep with your big, hard cock, baby!"


"Unnhhh, fuck, Mom!...  I am!" grunted Bobby, slamming his blood-engorged
prick-shaft in and out of his mother's tight, juicy cunthole.  The wet,
swollen lips of her pussy clung to his cock, sucking and clasping his huge
fucker each time he sank it deep into her quivering twat.


With another load of jizz churning in his balls, Bobby fucked his horny mother
faster and faster, making the motel bed springs squeak with the fury of their
incestuous fucking.


"Haaaaarder!"  Cathy bucked her ass up off the mattress, frantically fucking
her well-hung son as fast as she could.  "Uummmmmm, your prick is so big,
Bobby!  Unhh...  ahhhh, feels so good up my pussy!  Harder, baby, fuck my cunt
as hard as you can!"


Spurred on by her shameless request, Bobby did as his mom asked, increasing
the tempo of his powerful cock-thrusts, fucking his beautiful mother as hard
and as fast as he could.  He bent his elbows, letting more of his weight down
on top of her, crushing Cathy's big, stiff-nippled tits under his heaving
chest.


Bobby wiggled his hips from side to side with each thrust, causing Cathy to
buck and writhe sensuously beneath him.  She jerked her hips high up off the
bed, throwing her pussy up at her son's pounding cock like a bitch in heat.
Bobby loved it!....  Lustfully, he gazed down at his mother's gooey wet
fuckhole, enjoying the sight of his massively long, thick cock, slicing deep
into the welcoming tightness of her hairy cunt.  The more his mother squirmed
and bucked under him, the harder Bobby fucked her, returning her wild,
incestuous abandon with equal vigour.  As Cathy's moans of pleasure became
louder, Bobby thrust more strongly, moving his cock back and forth inside his
mother's cunt with the power and rhythm of a piledriver.  He gave her
everything he had, panting into her shoulder as he fucked his gigantic prick
relentlessly in and out of her hairy, wet pussy-slit.  Cathy grimaced with
pleasure as her son started to give her the fucking she so desperately craved.
Her glove-tight pussy contracted wetly around Bobby's rock-hard cock as she
humped up eagerly to meet her boy's jarring downward strokes.


Locked into a savage, rhythmic coupling, mother and son were soon fucking each
other like rutting animals, oblivious to everything except the intense, carnal
pleasure of their forbidden union.


"Ohhh Jesus, yessss!...  Fuck me like that, baby!"  pleaded Cathy, spreading
her knees wide apart.  "Oh shit, Bobby!  Uhhhh, fuck my cunt and make me cum!"
The horny young mother's pussy was becoming hotter and wetter with every jab
of her son's prick.  Her head rolled from side to side uncontrollably, her
fingernails raked his back and her soft wet lips roamed his handsome face.
The pleasure was so intense, Cathy sank her teeth into Bobby's shoulder to
muffle the noise, and squealed in ecstasy as her son fucked her brutally
towards another cunt-wrenching climax.


Bobby hardly noticed the sharp pain in his shoulder, all he could feel right
now was the incredibly tight grip of his mother's cunt on his raging prick,
and the incredible sensations building in his groin.


"Oh, Babe," he panted, his breath hot on the side of her face.  "Mmmmm, oh
yeah, move that cunt!....  Shit, you're a hot piece of ass, Mom!"  Cathy
grinned up at her son lewdly, squirming and panting as she slapped her twat up
against Bobby's hard hairy groin.


"Uhhhh, Jesus, forget the compliments, honey!" grunted Cathy.  "Just
concentrate on fucking me, son.  Mmmmmm, yeahhhh!  Shove that big cock in as
deep as you can and fuck hard, Bobby, momma's nearly ready to come!"  Her
tongue sought out his once more and she kissed him wildly.


Bobby began to slam his cock into his mother hard and fast, wanting to come at
the same instant she did.  Cathy sensed his need and lifted her legs high,
draping them over her son's shoulders.  At this angle, Bobby's cock pierced
her cunt even deeper, causing Cathy to jerk her hips up and down at him
feverishly, whimpering in sheer carnal delight as his thick, skewering prong
slammed in and out of her gaping twat.  Although her son's cock was ramming
her upthrust cunt-mound like a piledriver, Cathy was desperate for deeper
penetration.  She became carried away by an overpowering, incestuous fuck-lust
which could only be satisfied by her son's wonderfully long, hard cock.  She
wanted Bobby to hold her down and ravage her, to fuck her so hard she'd
remember it for the rest of her life!


"Bobby!  Help me, baby.  Grab my legs and hold them apart!" gasped Cathy,
removing her legs from his shoulders.  She held onto her knees and opened her
thighs.  Bobby grasped her ankles and pulled his mother's legs apart, pushing
back until her knees rested on the bed beside her shoulders.  Cathy's cunt was
wide open, her groin stretched to the limit, but it felt wonderful.  Her son's
cock felt ten times bigger, and Cathy thought she was going to burst as he
rammed the huge fucker balls-deep into her deep, gaping snatch, again and
again.


"Oh, Bobby!" she squealed.  "Oh fuck, Bobby!...  Shit, that's good!  Ummmm,
yeah, ram it into me baby!  Fuck momma just like that!"  Bobby hunched his
young hips with all his might, driving his mother's ass deep into the bed with
every powerful thrust.  Her juice-filled cunt was steaming, and with her legs
wide open, the heady odour of hot pussy permeated the air.


Cathy's slushy twat slurped obscenely each time her son plunged his cock into
it, filling the room with the juicy wet sounds of heavy fucking.  Bobby was
fucking his mother almost brutally now, and with every savage thrust, his
young prick seemed to pierce her wide-open cunt-slit even deeper.  His big
hairy balls smacked repeatedly against the puckered little rosebud of his
mother's stretched anus, making an obscene slapping sound which reverberated
loudly in the small room.  Cathy was finally getting the fucking she had
always wanted.  Her ex-husband had never been into rough sex and although sex
with him had always been enough to satisfy her, Cathy had often fantasized
about sex with other men, brutal men who would fuck her hard and long, ramming
her horny, wet cunt with their big hairy pricks till she passed out with
pleasure. Now, to her utter delight, Cathy was getting just that!  And the
fact that it was her own handsome son Bobby, who was giving it to her, made it
all the more exciting.!


She squeezed Bobby's bunched ass-cheeks and pulled his cock into her boiling
cunt, squealing and whimpering with incestuous passion as her strong young son
fucked her relentlessly.  His thick, ridged cockshaft rasped magnificently
along the tender walls of her pussy, exciting her immensely, pushing and
stretching the juicy, pink cuntflesh until Cathy thought she would faint from
the incredible waves of shuddering ecstasy that raced unchecked through her
quivering loins.


"UHHHHH!  YEAHHHH, BABY!  SHOVE IT IN HARD!  FUCK ME!  FUCK ME!  FUCK ME!"
screamed Cathy, writhing beneath her son in mindless, wanton lust.


Cathy was in seventh heaven as Bobby's talented cock pushed her closer and
closer to the brink of a mind-blowing orgasm.  Her throbbingly erect clit
received stimulation by her son's every move.  Each time he drove in or pulled
out, the sensitive little bud dragged deliciously back and forth along the
rough shaft of the boy's cock, sending tingles of erotic pleasure racing up
and down her spine.  But what thrilled Cathy most was the way his hard pubic
bone mashed her clit, exquisitely grinding the throbbing source of her
pleasure each time his long prick drilled into her heaving belly.


Bobby's eyes were slitted with hot, animal lust as he stared down at his
mother.  Her big tits wobbled and quivered and her wide-stretched pussy
gripped his cock like a tight, wet fist, squeezing the life out of him.  He
pumped her harder, enjoying the guttural sounds of passion that escaped her
full red lips.


"You like that, don't you Mom?" he grunted, punctuating his question with
bone-jarring cock-thrusts into her cunt.  "Yeah, you like it hard and dirty,
don't you bitch!"


"Ohhhhhhhh, God, yesssssss!" sobbed Cathy opening her eyes and staring up at
her leering son.  "I need your big, hard cock so bad, baby!"  Her beautiful
face seemed contorted in agony, but Bobby knew that even if his vigorous
thrusts were causing her some pain, his mother didn't care, she loved it.


"Look at my cock fucking your pussy, Mom!" growled Bobby, lifting his
mother's head up with one hand.  Cathy stared between her legs with glazed
eyes as she watched her son's huge glistening erection pistoning up and down
in her cunt, the thick, blue-veined shaft slicing through the hairy lips of
her pussy like a hot knife through butter.  Bobby saw the look on his mother's
face and smiled lewdly.


"Yeah, that's it, watch me fuck you, Mom!" he gasped.  "Watch my cock fucking
your hot, hairy cunt, you sexy bitch!  It'll make you cream!"  As Cathy stared
at their meshed genitals, she knew Bobby was right.  It really did turn her on
in an outrageous way to see herself being fucked by Bobby's incredibly large
prick.


Cathy threw her pussy up at him, moaning and whimpering unintelligibly as she
watched his cock slam into her drooling twat.  Her copious pussy-juices were
whipped to a foam by the force and speed of her son's energetic fucking, and
the frothy cream spilled from her ravaged cunt in torrents, coating his balls
and matting her hairy cuntlips in a lather of incestuous lust.  Cathy writhed
in wanton ecstasy beneath her son, her eyes fixed on his glistening cock.  She
thrust her hips up urgently to meet his every lunge, watching intently as the
boy's gigantic cock slid solidly in and out of her wetly gaping slit as fast
as he could.


!Harder, harder, harder!" Cathy cried.  Grimacing, she tossed her head wildly
from side to side.  "Fuck your mother, Bobby!  Fuck that big prick all the way
in!  Unhh...unhhh...  unhhh...  oh, fuck!  Oh shit, keep banging me Bobby!
Make me cum!  Oh, Jesus, fuck the piss out of my hot fuckin' cunt!"


Relentlessly, Bobby pounded her spread, hairy snatch as hard and as deep as he
could.  By now, he was almost oblivious to his mother's pleasure, thinking
only of the painful stiffness in his blood-engorged cock.  His giant fuck-tool
was almost a blur as he slammed it in and out of Cathy's gushing, pouty-lipped
cunt.  He didn't even notice the squeals of pleasure that erupted from his
mother's pretty mouth each he stroked his cock to the hilt in her pussy, or
the hiss of delight she made when he pulled it out again, dragging the shaft
along her protruding clit.  Cathy clawed her son's shoulders and back in a
frenzy of desire, fucking her hung child as hard as she could.


"Yeah, you big bastard," she babbled.  "Fuck me!  Fuck Mommy's hot cunt!
Ungghhhh!  Oh Christ, I'm cumming!  Oh, fuck, I love it!  Jesus, Bobby!  Oh,
fuck! Oh, shit!  Mommy's cumming, baby, ahhhhhhhhhhhh, cuuuummmmiingggg!"


Bobby was still striving for his own climax even as his mother's cunt erupted
in violent orgasm.  And he continued drilling his stone-hard fuck-pole deep up
inside her pussy even as he felt it spasm tightly around him, spewing
cunt-juice all over his hammering cock.  Cathy screamed.  "OHHHHHHH, FUCK!
OOOOOOHHH, JESUS!  WHAHHHHHHH!  UNNNNGHHHHH!  AHHHHHHHHHGGGH!"  Bobby hoped
the walls were sound-proof, because in the small room, his mother's cries were
deafening.  She wailed like a banshee, jerking and thrashing about in mindless
abandon as she came.  Bobby held firmly onto his mother's legs and fucked her
wildly, guiding her through the exquisite peaks of one shuddering orgasm after
another.


"Yeahhhh!  Cum for me, Mom!"  he growled, fucking into his mother's
juice-slick cunt with jackhammer force.  "Cum hard, you horny fuckin' cunt!
Uhhhh, shit, cum on my cock, bitch!  Cum on my big, fat mother-fucking cock!"


Bobby's face was red with lust, his eyes glowing.  His nostrils flared, and he
groaned obscenely, grunting as he pistoned his big throbbing prick faster and
faster into his mother's squishy cunt.  Cathy's cunt convulsed wildly around
her son's hammering prick, gripping and squeezing his wrist-thick shaft like a
milking machine.  To bobby, it felt like his mother's spasming cunt was trying
to suck the cum right out of his balls.  Just feeling that fantastic pressure
around his cock and watching his sexy young mother writhing under him in the
throes of a cunt-wrenching climax was all it took to set Bobby off.  He cried
out and shuddered above her, slamming his jerking cock deep up inside his
mother's pussy, as jet after jet of hot, sticky jism erupted from the end of
his prick.


"AHHHHHHHHHHH!  FUCK, MOM!  YOU GORGEOUS CUNT!  I'M CUMMING, BITCH!  I'M
FUCKIN' CUMMMMINNNGGGGGG!  UHHHHHHH!  UHHHHHHHHH!  AHHHHHGGGGGGHHHH!


Cathy squealed and came again as she felt her ravaged cunt being flooded with
her son's scalding-hot load.  It felt as if she had a fire extinguisher
spraying a blast of foam into the inferno of her fuck-hole, where the oily
fire raged out of control.  She rode his cock in a rapture, her clit and cunt
climaxing constantly.  Her head flew from side to side and her big tits
bounced like mounds of jelly as her son emptied his lust-swollen balls deep
into her cunt.  Her ass slid back and forth on the bed as her fuckhole filled
with jizz.


Bobby moaned as the last of his teenaged spunk splashed into his mother's cunt
and his nuts stopped surging.  He was drained.  He slumped forwards over her
panting body and rested his head on her big tits, his chest heaving, his eyes
glazed.  His greedy mother continued to move her cunt up and down on his
half-hard cock for a few minutes, whimpering and trembling as she fucked
herself through the final sweet spasms of her blissful orgasm, slowing the
pace as her climax ebbed, then ended.  She screwed forwards deliberately,
holding her groin pushed upward so that she was massaging her clit against her
son's slimy shaft, working out the last tingling thrill.  The waves of her
orgasm gently diminished.  It was the wildest, most satisfying sex Cathy had
ever had.


Her son's cock was still stuck up her pussy as Cathy lifted her head up kissed
him lovingly on the lips.  They embraced tenderly, panting in the aftermath of
their wild, incestuous fucking.


"Oh, Jesus!" said Bobby finally.  "You're a terrific fuck, Mom!"


"Oooooh, Bobby!  So are you!" replied Cathy, stroking her son's flushed
cheeks "I've never come so much before in my whole damn life."


"Me to, Mom!"  Bobby's cock was at long last beginning to diminish in his
mother's cunthole.  To her disappointment, the boy's hard meat was softening,
turning rubbery inside her pussy.  Then it began to shrink and slowly slipped
out.  Cathy hunched upwards in an idiotic attempt to keep her son's limp cock
inside her cunt for a few moments longer, but inevitably the slimy stalk slid
out until only his cock-knob was lodged inside her well-fucked pussy-slit.


It stayed there momentarily, only to pop out seconds later with a juicy slurp,
followed immediately by a lavish flood of their combined cum-cream.  Bobby
rolled onto his side and let his prick fall limply along his hard, trembling
thigh.  Cathy stared at it, a contented smile on her pretty face.  Even limp,
her son's big prick was still a formidable size.  'God, what a cock,' she
thought, reaching out and curling her fingers around the soft, sticky organ.
'Ummmm mmmmm, and it's mine....  all mine.' Cathy left her moist thighs wide
open, enjoying the wickedly delicious thrill of letting her young son ogle her
gooey snatch.  She parted her legs further, excited by the look of adolescent
lust on his handsome young face.


"Look what you did to Mommy's cunt, you naughty boy.", she giggled.  "Have you
ever seen such a well-fucked pussy before, Bobby?"


Bobby shook his head.  He had to admit that he hadn't.  Her lush, curly pubic
hair was matted and covered with cunt oil and sperm, and the swollen lips of
her pussy hung lewdly open, allowing Bobby to see right up inside his mother's
cunthole, right into the dark hole where his hard cock had been only moments
before.  The incredibly wanton sight didn't disgust the boy at all, in fact,
quite the opposite.  At that moment, Bobby thought his mother's cunt looked
absolutely wonderful.


"Oh, Mom!" he sighed.  "Your cunt is so pretty...  so pink and wet and
juicy!"


Cathy looked down at her pussy-slit.  It still yawned wide open, and as they
both watched, she contracted the muscles of her cunt and squeezed out a great
glob of their mingled slime.  It oozed obscenely out from between her gaping
cuntlips and dribbled down over her crinkled asshole, staining the sheet.
Cathy looked up with a grin on her face and saw Bobby gasping and drooling at
the sight.  Looking at his mother's gaping, oozing cunt was turning the
youngster on again.


"Jesus, Mom!" murmured Bobby, staring wide-eyed.  "Looking at your juicy cunt
is making me hot again!"


"Mmmmm!  I can tell, baby", replied Cathy.  She pulled open the puffy lips of
her pussy with both hands, giving her son a better view of the cunt he had
just fucked so magnificently.


"Uuuhhhh, doesn't it look good enough to eat, Bobby!" his mother purred,
dipping her fingers into her snatch and smearing the oily juices all over her
hairy, swollen cuntlips.  Bobby crouched between his mother's legs for a
better view.


"Oh, fuck yeahhhhh!" he moaned, sniffing the gamey smell of sex that wafted
up from his mother's gooey twat.  "It looks downright tasty, Mom!"  Bobby held
his mother's thighs wide apart and stared at her hairy pussy.  Even coated
with cunt-cream and his own jizz, it was still a mouth-watering prospect.


"Then why don't you lick it?" suggested Cathy.  "Get your hot mouth down
there and suck mommy's cunt, honey.  Lick my poor pussy clean."  Bobby let out
a growl of undisguised lust and thrust his face into his mother's juice-filled
cunt, tossing his head from side to side as his tongue slid up her
well-lubricated fuck-hole.


"Ohhhh, yeahhhh!  Eat me, Bobby!" squealed his mother.  "Shove that gorgeous
tongue right up my fuckhole and eat your mommy's cunt!  Ahhhhhhh, yeah!  Suck
out your own spunk, you horny little fucker!  Suck it all out!"  The prospect
of swallowing his own cum didn't even enter young Bobby's mind.  He was too
busy savouring the taste of his mother's creamy cunt.  But to Cathy, having
her son eat out her pussy right after he had shot a load of hot incestuous
sperm into it, was the most mind-blowing turnon.


"Ooooooh, Bobby!  You're so nice and hard again, baby!" sighed Cathy,
reaching for his cock.  "....  so long and thick and hard.  Mmmmmmm, I think
it needs a little more motherly love, don't you, son?"


"You bet!"  said Bobby, eager for more hot sex with his beautiful mother.
"Where do you want this thing, up your cunt or down your throat, Mom?"  Cathy
looked up at her horny young son with eyes that made the boy's bloated cock
twitch involuntarily in her busy fingers.


"Mmmmmmmm, why can't we try both, baby?"  Cathy grinned suggestively.  "You
can fuck me for a while, and when you're about to cum, I'll suck you off the
rest of the way with my mouth.  How does that sound?"  Bobby nodded his head
vigourously, excited by his mother's wanton proposal.


"Wild, Mom!"


"Uuuuhh, yeah, honey!  I bet your prick is really delicious, after it's been
up my cunt," she purred.  "Cunt-cum is yummy....  especially on a nice big,
hard cock!"


Cathy spread her legs as her son scrambled quickly between her long, slender
thighs.  His cock jutted out from his crotch like a large steel spike, swaying
rigidly from side to side as he got into position on top of her.  He braced
the weight of his torso on outstretched arms, and without any preliminaries
whatsoever, he plunged his mighty organ into his mother's gaping cuntslit with
one powerful stroke.  Cathy gave out a satisfied groan of pleasure at the
sudden, deep penetration and dropped her eyes down to watch Bobby's oversized
boy-cock enter her cum-drenched cunt one more time.


"Ungghh!  Oh, Jesus!" she gasped, hunching up to meet his savage thrusts.
Bobby reamed his mother's upthrust cunt with hard vicious strokes, strokes
that knocked the very breath from her body as his huge cock tore into her
juicy, red quim.  But Cathy didn't care, she loved his impatient, adolescent
roughness, and she knew that no matter how many times her virile young son
fucked her tonight, she would want more.  She knew also that no matter now
times he came tonight, at his age Bobby would recover quickly.  Her handsome,
horny teenaged son would be able to give her all the hot, hard fucking she
could ever want.


"Unhh!  Uuunnh!  Uhhhh!  Oh, Bobby, love your prick....  love your big, fat,
gorgeous, young prick, baby!"


It was the middle of the next morning, and Cathy was still naked.  Bright
sunlight streamed into the room through half-closed blinds, illuminating her
nude torso in bands of light and dark as she rocked back and forth on the bed.
She was on hands and knees, with the now familiar length of her son's prick
jammed up her cunt from the rear.  Bobby had his mother firmly by the hips,
and was pumping his cock into her hairy pussy with the strength of a young
bull. Last night they had fucked and sucked each other until exhaustion
overtook them, and in the early hours of the morning, after a particularly
long, slow sensuous fuck, mother and son finally collapsed in a tangled heap
of arms and legs on the bed.


In the morning, Bobby had woken pleasantly to find his mother's mouth around
his cock.  She sucked him greedily until he depositing a load of hot, creamy
sperm down her throat.  Cathy had gulped it all down, sucking her son dry.
Bobby instantly returned the favour, licking and sucking his writhing mother
to a series of incredible orgasms as he breakfasted hungrily on her juicy
pussy-slit.  Then, with his young cock at full strength again, Bobby had
turned his mother onto her stomach, raised her ass in the air and jammed his
cock deep into her cunt, fucking her doggie style.  They were right in the
middle of a satisfying soulfuck when a sudden knock sounded at the door.


"Ah, Shit!" cursed Bobby pulling his cock reluctantly out of his mother's
steamy tightness.  "Who the fuck is that?"


"You'd better answer it, Bobby," whispered Cathy, jumping quickly underneath
the covers.  "...  or they might get suspicious."  The knock sounded again,
louder this time.  Bobby quickly pulled on some clothes, ignoring the obvious
bulge his still-hard cock created in his tight shorts.  He went to the window
and peeked carefully through the blinds.  As he did so, there was the rattle
of a key in the lock.


"Shit, Mom!  It looks like a maid!" whispered Bobby.  "....and she's using a
pass key!"


Before either of them could react, the door opened and the girl entered.  She
was about fourteen or fifteen, long blonde hair, blue eyes, and very, very
cute.  Bobby's eyes automatically travelled down over her body.  For some
reason, the girl looked too young to be dressed in the short, tight maid's
uniform she was wearing.  She carried a pile of fresh linen in one hand and a
newspaper in the other, and gasped with alarm when she saw that the room she
had thought empty, was in fact occupied.


"Ahhh...  Ohh!  I...  I'm sorry," stammered the girl, staring at Bobby.  The
boy's bare chest and the bulge in his crotch didn't make it any easier for the
startled girl.  "I thought this room was empty.  I...  ummm....  really am
terribly sorry."


Then she saw Cathy, and a strange look came into her eyes.  She looked down at
the newspaper she was carrying and then quickly back at Cathy, a look of fear
growing rapidly on her pretty young face.  Bobby took the paper from the
girl's trembling hands and looked at the front page recognizing the picture of
his mother immediately.  Above it the headlines read 'DARING ESCAPE FROM STATE
WOMEN'S PRISON!  FEMALE ESCAPEE AT LARGE!'.  The girl tried to run but Bobby
was too quick for her.


"Where do you think you're going, sweetheart?" he growled, grabbing her by
the arm.  The girl tried to scream but Bobby put a hand over her mouth and
dragged her away from the door, kicking it shut behind him.  Bobby held the
wriggling girl close to him, his hand firmly clamped over her mouth.


"Jesus, Mom!" he breathed.  "What the fuck are we gonna do now!  This little
cunt recognized your picture!"  He threw the paper on the bed and grabbed the
girl around the waist, trying to keep her still.  Her firm, rounded young ass
pressed into Bobby's hard crotch, and despite the desperate situation, his
cock lurched to attention once more.  The girl felt it press into her ass
through their clothes and stopped squirming immediately, too frightened to
move.


"Don't panic!" hissed Cathy, tossing off the bedclothes.  The girl's eyes
followed Cathy's naked body across the room, with more than a passing
interest, but neither of the two fugitives noticed.


Cathy pulled on her panties and skirt and put on a clean blouse from her bag.
She snatched the room key from the side table and headed towards the door.


"Tie her up and gag her good!" she said, hoarsly.  "I'm gonna find us some
new transport"


"Why?"


"This is why, honey!"  Cathy showed her son the front page again, pointing to
the description of a car seen near the prison road.  Bobby cursed loudly as he
read the license plate number.


"Fuck!  What are we gonna do, Mom!"


"Just do like I told you, son!" said his mother.  "Tie this little minx up
and gag her so she can't make a sound, okay?"


"Okay, Mom!  What are you gonna do?"


"Like I said, baby, I'm gonna look for some inconspicuous transport out of
here.  You just make sure that little miss nosey-parker here doesn't get away.
Tie her up in the bathroom in case somebody comes looking for her.  I don't
know how long it'll take to find something that the cops won't look twice at."


"Be careful!" said Bobby, as his mother touched her lips to his.  The
strangely sensuous kiss was not lost on the maid, who was close enough to
notice the woman's tongue flick momentarily into her son's mouth.  But the
frightened girl had little time to contemplate the meaning of the exchange
before Bobby dragged her off into the small bathroom.


He found some cellophane tape and gagged her mouth with it, using the cord
from a bathrobe to tie the girl's hands behind her back.  She cowered in the
corner of the shower stall, a look of fear on her pretty young face.


"Don't worry, gorgeous, I ain't gonna hurt ya," smiled Bobby, his eyes taking
in the young girl's voluptuous figure.  Her tits were small and conical, but
with her hands tied behind her back, the hard little mounds thrust out
provocatively against the thin fabric of her blouse.


"Jesus Christ!" breathed Bobby, letting his eyes wander down over the girl's
luscious young body.  Her skirt was hiked up almost to her waist, giving him a
good view of her plump, panty-encased little crotch.  He licked his lips and
stared at her lithe, sexy young body with mounting desire.


"Ummm...  mmmm!  Baby, I'd never forgive myself if I passed up a chance like
this!" murmured Bobby.  He stepped into the shower recess, his tall, muscular
young body towering over the crouching girl.  To Bobby, it was all quite
straightforward.  This gorgeous young thing had interrupted while he was
fucking his mother, leaving him with a need that was completely unsatisfied.
And now, with her long, slim legs and soft, pointed tits, she herself had
become the sole object of his unfulfilled lust.  Bobby pulled the cringing
little girl to her feet, letting his hands roam over her helpless body.  He
squeezed her tits and stroked her tight little ass through her panties,
enjoying the sensuous heat radiating from her firm young body.


He soon tired of this and unbuttoned the top of her uniform, pulling the
girl's tiny lace bra up over her budding breasts.  She had nice, hard little
tits.  Nowhere near as big as his mother's, but much firmer...  a perfect
mouthful.  The girl squirmed away from his touch, but not as rapidly as Bobby
had expected.  He caressed her nipples and kissed her neck, pleasantly
surprised at the moan of pleasure that escaped her gagged lips.  "Mmmmm, you
like that, don't you, baby?" he whispered into the girl's ear.  She smelled
fantastically of soap and perfume and hair shampoo, a clean, wholesome,
little-girl smell that made Bobby's cock twitch with fuck-lust.  She nodded
her head and murmured something that he couldn't understand, so Bobby dropped
a hand between her skinny little legs and felt for her cunt.


The girl made no attempt to stop him, and if Bobby hadn't known better he
would have sworn the little slut even opened her legs a little to admit his
hand.  Her little cuntmound was hot and hard, and throbbed sexily against his
open palm.  He felt moisture on his fingers and probed deeper, rubbing the
girl's hot, wet cuntslit through the sheer, silky fabric of her panties.


"Mmmmmmmmfffhhhh!  Ummmmmmm!  Mmuuuuuhhhhhhggghhh!"  Bobby looked into her
deep blue eyes and saw a hunger almost as intense as his own.  He took off his
shorts and stood naked before her, his hard cock throbbing powerfully out from
his crotch.  The look in on her face when his huge prick sprang into view told
Bobby all he needed to know.


He took the gag from her mouth and covered her mouth with his, kissing the
gasping little girl passionately.  As he had suspected, she returned his kiss
avidly, sucking his tongue into her hot little mouth just as he sucked hers.
His cock pressed into her cunt, separated only by the rapidly moistening
crotch of the young girl's panties.  He felt her squirm up against him,
rubbing her sexy little body against his hard, muscular chest.  When the tip
of Bobby's cock nudged her panty-covered cuntslit, the hot little girl pulled
her lips from his and gasped breathlessly into his open mouth.  "Mmmmmmm, take
them off! Ooooooh, please, take my panties off!"


Bobby dropped to his knees in front of the bound girl and curled his
fingertips under the waistband of her tight little panties.  As he dragged the
flimsy garment down over her slender thighs, he noticed with surprise that the
crotch of her panties was completely soaked.


He threw her saturated panties into the corner and stared for a moment at the
girl's naked cunt.  It was almost hairless, only a few small strands of light
pubic hair were visible on the surprisingly large and juicy lips of her
pouting cuntslit.  Bobby groaned at the gorgeous sight, his cock throbbing
wildly with eager fuck-lust.


"Shit, how old are you, kid?" he gasped.


"Thirteen", the girl murmured, staring down at Bobby through lust-glazed eyes.
"...  but I'm old enough to fuck."


"Jesus fucking Christ, I just bet you are, baby!" grinned Bobby, nuzzling his
face between her thighs.  "But I wanna taste your hot, juicy little cunt
before I fuck it, okay?"


"Ummmmmmm, yessss!" groaned the girl, spreading her slim young legs as wide
apart as she could, seemingly unconcerned that her hands were still tied
behind her back.  "Lick my pussy, mister!  Ooooooh, I just love having my
pussy licked!"


"God, you're really hot for it, aren't you, kid?"  moaned Bobby, inhaling the
sweet scent of the girl's succulent, hairless little cunt.  "Mmmmmmmmmm!
You're wonderful, baby!  Such a beautiful little pussy...  such a soft,
smooth, juicy little cunt!"


The girl gasped as Bobby's tongue slithered between the tight lips of her slit
and darted deep into her cunt.  She hunched her hips and arched tightly onto
his face, twisting frantically as his tongue fucked in and out, swirling about
her small clit, only to dip down and lap at the dripping pussy-juices again.


"Ahhhhhhh, lick it, lick it!  Oooooooh, suck my cunt!  Suck me off!"
whimpered the aroused little girl, urging Bobby to do delicious, depraved
things to her overheated little body.


She lifted one skinny leg and draped it over Bobby's shoulder, giving the boy
better access to her squirming, pink-lipped cunt, all the while squeezing her
hot thighs against his face.  Bobby gasped and stabbed deeper, his stiffened
tongue wallowing in the youngster's wet, deliciously tight cunt.  Her
pubescent pussy juices tasted like candy to him, and Bobby slurped the tangy
nectar deep into his mouth, swallowing hungrily.


"Mmmmmmmmmmm, I bet you have a big old cock now, huh mister?" the girl
whined.  "I bet sucking my pussy makes your cock so big and hard!  Oooooh, I
wish I could suck on it while you lick my cunt!"  The girl's wanton suggestion
was so inviting, Bobby almost let her have her wish, but her hairless little
cunt tasted so good, he just kept on licking.


Bobby's hands were all over her body, caressing every inch of the girl's damp,
satiny flesh.  Occasionally he reached up and fondled her tiny breasts.  With
her hands tied behind her back, the child's budding tits were thrust sexily
forward making them seem a lot bigger than they really were.  Bobby didn't
care, they felt fantastic!  He rubbed her little nipples, feeling them respond
instantly under his sweaty palms.


"Ooooohhhh, shit, make me come...  Jesus, I wanna come!" squealed the hot
little girl.  "Uhhhhh, yeahhhh!  Come in your mouth....  in your face!  Oh,
God, suck me...  fuck me...  uuuuhh, cock....  cunt!  Ooooooooooooh,
fuuuuuuucckkkk!" Bobby listened to the child's obscene chanting with rising
excitement.  By the way she was humping his face and squealing, he knew that
the sexy young thirteen-year-old was very close to cumming.


Bobby clutched the twisting cheeks of her hot little ass and pressed his whole
face into her wet, fragrant snatch.  Then, covering the girl's tiny cuntmound
with his open mouth, Bobby dug his fingers into her skinny ass and sucked her
little pussy hard.  She squealed and thrashed about, making one hell of a
noise in the tiny cubicle.  After a few hard sucks, Bobby fucked his tongue
deep into her cunt a couple of times and sucked on her clit.  Within seconds,
the child's hips jerked, and she began to grind in a frenzy at his mouth,
coming hard and hot.  Bobby kept up the relentless thrusting of his tongue as
she came, wanting to taste her cunt and sweet pussy juice for as long as he
could.


When the girl's orgasm was over, Bobby stood up and crushed his lips against
hers.  He was at least a foot taller, and had to bend down to kiss her
properly.  The child's hot little tongue darted quickly into his mouth,
causing Bobby to moan loudly with rising lust.  He kissed her passionately for
several long seconds before reaching for her out-thrust titties.  Bobby cupped
the small, conical mounds with both hands, then lowered his mouth and sucked
first one pink nipple, then the other.  The girl whimpered and writhed against
him, frustrated by the fact that her hands were still tied behind back.


"Ohhh, please untie me!" she begged, showering his cheeks with hot little
kisses.  "It'll be so much better if I can use my hands, I promise!"  Bobby
looked down at the sexy little blonde and smiled.  He knew she wouldn't try to
escape, not now.  He made her turn around and loosened the cord around her
wrists.  When her hands were free, the girl attempted to turn around and face
him, but Bobby grabbed her shoulders and pressed her up against the tiled
wall.


He reached between her legs from behind and thrust a finger up her tight, wet
little cunt.  The girl moaned and squirmed hotly against Bobby's impaling
finger, grinding her skinny little hips back against his hand in shameless,
adolescent lust.


"Do you want me to fuck you now, little girl?" Bobby asked, wiggling his
middle finger deep up inside her tiny snatch.  She was so damn tight!


"Uuuuuuhhhh, yes!" she gasped.  "I want your cock!  I want your big cock up
my pussy, fucking my cunt!"


"Reach back and grab it, honey!" Bobby ordered releasing her arms.  The young
girl, gasped as her fingers wrapped around his huge, erect cock.


"Oh, God!  Jesus, it's big!"


"I know," breathed Bobby.  "and you're so small, so very small and tight!"


"I can take it!" groaned the girl, fucking her cunt onto his finger as if to
prove it.  "I can take your big cock!  Uhhhhh, I wanna fuck your big, fat cock
so much!  Fuck my cunt!  You can come in me if you want!  Just fuck me.....
ohhh, please fuck meeeee!"


"Ohhhhh, don't worry, baby!" grinned Bobby.  "I'll fuck you alright!"  He
removed his finger from her cunt and turned her towards the other wall.


"Grab hold of the towel rack and bend over, honey!" said Bobby, opening her
cuntlips with his fingers.  "I'm gonna fuck you from behind!"  Eagerly, the
girl did as she was told, bending over and spreading her legs wide.  Bobby
bent his knees and placed the the head of his cock against the girl's moist,
narrow slit, pushing gently.


He watched her little pink cunt stretch as the head of his prick slipped past
the tight, wet cuntlips.  The girl bit her lower lip and held her breath as
she felt Bobby's massively large organ push up inside her, stretching her
little cunt like it had never been stretched before.  Fascinated to see the
child's tiny pussy swallow his massive cock, Bobby stood upright, holding her
firm little ass in his big hands.  The girl moved slowly, sliding her cunt
onto Bobby's cock, gasping as more and more of it filled her.  She reached
back and used her fingers to open her cunt wider, but it was already as open
as it would ever be.  She sighed when she felt Bobby's wiry crotch-hairs
tickle the lips of her hairless cunt, and wiggled her ass.  His thick cock was
deep inside her cunt, and she felt full, very, very full.


"Oooooooh, shit!  You're so big in me!" she cried with delight.  "Is it all
the way in yet?"


"Oh, yeah, baby!" replied Bobby giving her a hard shove to prove his point.
"It's all in there alright...  every fucking inch, sweetheart!"


"Good!  Now fuck me!" she groaned.  "Fuck me and make me come!"  Gripping the
girl's firm young ass, Bobby began to pump, fucking her cunt with slow, even
strokes.  The tightness of her compact, little pussy was very exciting, as was
the sight of it gripping his cock.  Bobby gritted his teeth, feeling as if he
were about to come now, not wanting to come, wanting to feel the child's
sugary little cunt around his cock for as long as he could stand it.  The girl
on the other hand was thrashing her tiny ass about, grinding and squealing
like a wildcat as he fucked her, her small titties so tight, there was no
movement in them at all.


Her blue eyes opened and closed as her blonde hair flew.  Her ultra-tight cunt
relaxed a bit and the lubrication provided by her copious juices meant that
Bobby was soon fucking her hot little pussy deep and hard.  "Uhhhh, God!  Oh,
fuck!  Oh!  Ohh!  Ohhhh!  Harder!  Fuck me harder!" she screamed as she felt
Bobby's balls slap heavily into her hairless crotch.  Bobby rammed faster,
fucking her relentlessly, unable to control himself now.  He grunted loudly as
he pounded back and forth, fucking his steel-hard cock deep into the grasping
tightness of the little girl's cunt.  In the enclosed space of the bathroom,
Bobby didn't hear the front door of the motel room open.


"Deeper!" the girl gurgled.  "Fuck me deeper!  Ram my cunt with your big, fat
cock!  Ummmmmm, yeah!  Fuck the piss out of my pussy!"


"Unnngghhh!  Jesus!  You hot, sexy little cunt!" gasped Bobby.  "I can't help
it!  I'm gonna cum!  Ahhhhhhhhhgggghhhh!"  His cock squirted, sending hot
spurts of jism deep into the girl's squirming cunt.


"Ohhhh, yeah!  Give it to me!" she screeched, her pussy convulsing about his
throbbing prick.  "Unnggghhhh, I'm cumming too!  Ohhh, I love cock...  love
your big hard cock!  Ummmmmmmm, come in my cunt and I'll suck you off and you
can lick my pussy and....  ohhhhhh, I don't ever want to stop cumming!"  Bobby
slammed his prick into her hard, fucking the girl with such force that her
whole body quivered with the power of his thrusts.  They were both so
engrossed in intense, mutual orgasm that neither of them heard the bathroom
door open.


"Jesus, Bobby!  I said to watch her, not fuck the living daylights out of
her!"


Bobby spun around and saw his mother in the bathroom doorway.  He expected her
to be angry or jealous or something.  But to his surprise, Cathy stood there
with a faint smile on her face.


"Sorry, Mom," he said, pulling his wilting cock from the girl's cunt.  "I was
so horny I couldn't help it!"


"I can see why," Cathy observed, staring at the girl's naked body with
appreciative eyes.  "But we haven't got time for fun and games.  Somebody is
gonna miss her real soon.  We've gotta get out of here right now."


"Did you find us some wheels, Mom?"


"Yeah, I think so.  There's a van parked out front and I think the keys are in
the ingition."


"Alright!" said Bobby enthusiastically.  "Lets hit the road!"  Bobby started
to put his clothes on, but his mother tapped him on the shoulder.


"Aren't you forgetting something, son?" she smiled, pointing at the
half-naked girl standing silently beside him.


"Oh, yeah!  What are we gonna do with her, Mom?"


"Tie her up and leave her here, silly.  She won't be able to tell the cops
which way we went.  Besides we'll be long gone before anyone finds her."


The girl stepped forward and looked at them with big round eyes.


"Take me with you, please!" she pleaded, grabbing Bobby's arm.  He
instinctively put his arm around her slender frame, holding her luscious young
body close as the girl pressed against him.


"Can we, Mom?" said, Bobby.  "She won't be any trouble.  I'll look after
her."


Cathy almost laughed.  Her son sounded for all the world like he had just
brought home a stray puppy he wanted to keep.  She looked at the girl and saw
something in her deep soulful eyes.


"Shit, kid!  What about your family?" asked Cathy.  "They'll have the cops
our tail for kidnapping if we let you tag along.!


"My father runs this dump," explained the girl.  "Well, he's my stepfather
really, and ever since my mother died a year ago, he fired the maid and made
me do all her work.  Sometimes at night, after he's been drinking, he makes me
suck off his crummy friends for money."


"Jesus, what a creep!" said Cathy, stroking her back.  "Does he make you fuck
them too, honey?"


"No, he keeps that little treat for himself," said the girl with more than a
little contempt in her voice.  "The old bastard's been getting into my pants
since I was twelve!"


Cathy looked at the expression on the girl's face and her cold heart melted.


"What's your name, kid?"


"Amanda, but I prefer Mandy.", replied the girl.


"Okay, Mandy!" grinned Cathy.  "You're now officially one of the gang."


"So what are we waiting for?" grinned Bobby.  "Let's get the fuck out of
here!"


Cathy grabbed her bag and carefully opened the motelroom door.  She looked
about cautiously, before stepping outside.  Bobby followed, pulling Mandy
along behind him.


"Wait, Mom!" he said as they stepped outside.  "I've gotta get something from
the car, okay?"


"Shit, Bobby, hurry up!" snapped his mother.  "Somebody's bound to have
reported it already!"


"Don't worry, I won't be long!"


Bobby raced off towards the car, with Cathy and Mandy both watching him
nervously.  He opened the passenger side door and took something out of the
glove compartment, returning moments later with a big smile on his face.


"What the hell are you so damn happy about?"  asked his mother.


"Oh, nothing!" replied Bobby, patting his back pocket.  "Just a little
insurance, Mom, that's all."


The van that Cathy had spotted was still parked in front of the motel, but as
they approached, it became obvious that it was no longer unoccupied.


The side door was open and a couple of kids were sitting in the back.  One was
a dark haired girl, about fourteen years old, the other a red-haired boy,
about the same age as Bobby.


"What are we gonna do now, Mom?" said Bobby under his breath.  Mandy clung to
the boy's side like leech.


"I don't know, son.  Let me think!"


Cathy looked around anxiously for another likely source of transport, but
wherever she looked, there were no other cars close by.  Then, about two
blocks away, she suddenly spotted a police car heading in their direction.


"Jesus!  It's the fuckin' cops!"


For several seconds Bobby watched the patrol car cruise towards them, his
heart pumping blood to his throbbing temples.  Then, with a burst of speed
borne out of pure desperation, he made a split-second decision.  Putting one
arm around Mandy, he grabbed his mother by the arm and dragged them both
towards the open door of the van.


"Hey!  What the......"  gasped the boy in the van as the trio scrambled
inside. He didn't finish his sentence, because as soon as the door of the van
slid shut behind them, Bobby produced the.38 he'd stuffed into his back pocket
and shoved the muzzle of the pistol into the kid's face.


"Shut the fuck up!" he growled, pressing the barrel against the side of the
boy's head.  "What's your name?"


"Kevin", gasped the boy, staring hatefully at the three intruders.


"Okay, Kevin!  Just keep calm and nobody'll get hurt, alright?"


The young girl opened her mouth as if to scream, but Bobby put his hand over
her mouth and pointed the gun at her.


"That goes for you too, Sweetcheeks!" snarled Bobby.  "One word and I'll
fuckin' blow both your brains out, okay?"


The girl nodded, her eyes wide with fright.


"What's your name, beautiful?" said Bobby removing his hand from the girl's
mouth and placing it on her right tit.  He fondled the firm, succulent boob
gently through her thin blouse.


"D...  Debby", stammered the pretty young brunette.


"Well, Debby, if you and Kevin here want to survive this ride, you gotta
promise to be very, very quiet, and do exactly as I say, okay?"


"Okay!" murmured Debby, flinching as the boy's fingers pinched her hard
little nipple.  "Good!...  Now, where's that cop car, Mom?" snapped Bobby,
glancing suddenly at his mother.  Cathy looked carefully out of the side
window.


"It just pulled into the motel carpark....  a cop is getting out....", she
continued.  "He's looking in our car...  Shit, Bobby, he's checking the
fuckin' license plate....  Jesus, we gotta get out of here now!"


"Are the keys in the ignition, Mom?" asked Bobby, keeping his eyes on the two
frightened kids.  Cathy peered over the front seat, but the keys were gone.


"No, I can't see 'em!"


"Shit!"  Bobby thrust the barrel of the pistol under Kevin's nose.


"Where's the fuckin' keys, dipshit?" he demanded.  The boy flinched, drawing
back away from the gun as if it was a venomous snake about to strike.


"I don't know!" he whined.  "Honest!"


Bobby pushed the tip of the barrel into the boy's left nostril, but once he
saw the look of defiance in Kevin's eyes, he decided on a new approach.


"Okay, maybe your little girlfriend here will tell me," he growled, shoving
the barrel between the girl's thighs.  "How 'bout it, Debby?  You know where
the keys are, Sweetheart?"


Kevin reacted violently, trying to grab the gun from Bobby's hand, but Bobby
had been expecting something like that.  He moved swiftly, hitting the kid
sharply across the side of the face.


"Don't ever do that again, shithead!"  he snarled, replacing the barrel of the
gun back between the girl's thighs.  "Or I'll give your little girlfriend here
a blow job she'll never forget!"  The boy nursed his swollen, bloodied cheek
and glared venomously at his attacker.


"She's not my girlfriend, creep, she's my sister!" snarled Kevin.  "And so
help me, if you do anything to hurt her I'll kill you!"


"Sister, huh?" said Bobby, staring at the pretty young girl.  Debby was
hardly older than Mandy, but with much bigger tits.  He jabbed the gun-barrel
suggestively against the girl's cuntmound, causing her to flinch as the cold
muzzle pressed into her hot flesh.  "Mmmmmm, don't worry, Sweetcheeks!" said
Bobby lifting her skirt up and taking a good long look.  "Hurting a gorgeous
little babe like you is the last thing on my mind right now...  believe me!"
He glanced across at Mandy and was pleased to see a sexy smile on her pretty
young face, his mother on the other hand was not so pleased.


"Christ, Bobby!...  be careful with that damned thing!"


"Chill out, Mom!" he hissed.  "If we don't find the fuckin' keys and get the
fuck out of here soon, you're gonna be back inside before I can kiss your hot
little pussy goodbye!"


Mandy had guessed from the start that Bobby and Cathy were a little more
friendly than mother and son ought to be, but Kevin and Debby were absolutely
flabbergasted to hear such blatant revelations.


"You mean y...  you have sex with your own mother?"  gasped Kevin.  His eyes
were between his sister's parted thighs, where Bobby's gun was still pressed
firmly against the girl's panty-covered cuntbulge.


"Why don't you shut-up and tell me where the fuckin' keys are, before I give
your baby sister a new cunthole, Hero!"


"M...mom and Dad have 'em!" said Kevin nervously, staring at his little
sister's exposed crotch.  "They're at the bank."


"Y..  yeah!  Th...  that's right," stammered Debby, trying to pull her dress
down.  "Umm...  they...  um...  said they wouldn't be long, because we've
gotta be up at the cabin before nightfall!"


"What cabin?" demanded Bobby wiggling the end of the barrel into Debby's
moist crotch.


"Our...  our...  m...  mountain cabin!" she gasped.  "We go there every
summer."


"Perfect!" said Bobby.  "...a little hideaway in the hills.  That'll give us
all a little more time to get acquainted, won't it!"


He looked over at his mother and Mandy.  "Mom, keep an eye out for anyone
coming out of the bank...  Mandy, you rip up that sheet and use it to gag our
little friends here.  Tie their hands and legs too, honey!"


"You won't get away with this...", protested Kevin.  "...  my Dad..."


"Your Dad will do exactly like we tell him, smart-ass..."  snarled Bobby,
pushing the boy roughly into the back of the van next to his sister "...if he
knows what's good for him."


Two minutes later, Cathy saw a man and a woman emerge from the bank and look
in the direction of the van.


"This looks like them, Bobby!" she said, twisting towards her son.  Bobby
pointed the gun at the bound and gagged pair, scowling darkly.


"Not a fuckin' sound, okay?" he threatened.


Debby nodded energetically, her big brown eyes wide with fear.  Her brother on
the other hand simply glared at their young captor with a look of pure,
frustrated hatred.


Bobby ignored the boy and crouched down behind the driver's seat.


"Everybody down!" he breathed.  "...right down!"


Mandy and Cathy huddled low beside him as Bobby peeked out of the window.  He
saw the couple cross the street and head straight for them.  The woman was a
curvaceous redhead, about thirty-four or thirty-five, with long slender legs
and a cute, firm little ass that immediately reminded him of his sexy mother.
She was wearing a tight pink blouse and even tighter matching shorts.  So
tight and short in fact, as to be almost indecent.  And as Bobby watched the
woman walk towards them, he couldn't help but stare lustfully at her stacked
body.


She had the figure and sexy good-looks most guys his age only ever saw in the
centrefold of a magazine, tall, a little skinny, perhaps, but on her, it
looked good...  real good!  Her ass was round and prominent, and wiggled
sexily as she walked...  so did her boobs.  She had to be a 38-C, and her tits
looked as firm and as ripe as two big peaches.  Bobby could see now where
Debby got her figure from, the sexy little fourteen-year-old was a smaller
version of her beautiful mother.


His gaze switched to the man walking beside her.  He was dark-haired, and
handsome, in his late thirties, and very well-built for his age.  Bobby looked
at the man's rippling muscles and winced, hoping that he would never have to
face the man without his gun.  He gripped the butt, firmly in his sweaty palm
for reassurance.  As the couple approached the van, Bobby ducked out of sight,
his gun ready.  The driver's door opened first, and the man got in, turning as
he did so toward the back.


"Sorry we were so long, kids", he started to say.  "But they......  "


"Shut-up and nobody'll get hurt, okay!" growled Bobby, cutting him off in
mid-sentence.  He thrust the gun viciously into the side of the man's neck.
At the same time, the sexy redhead opened the passenger door and slid in
beside her husband, still blissfully unaware that anything was wrong.


The big man tensed immediately, gasping as he felt Bobby's cold barrel press
against his skin.  He tried to look around, but Bobby grabbed the man's neck
viciously with his other hand


"Move and I'll blow your fuckin' brains out, Pops!" he snarled.  The woman
opened her mouth to scream, but Bobby silenced her with a withering look.


"Now, both of you listen to me!"  growled Bobby, waving the gun around for
added effect.  "Your kids are safe.  They're tied up here in back.  But, so
help me, if either one of you screams or tries anything smart, I'll fuckin'
shoot first and ask questions later...  is that clear?"


"Yes, perfectly!" said the man with surprising calm.  Bobby looked at the
pretty redhead and grinned.


"That goes for you too, gorgeous!" he winked.  The woman looked at him with
fear, just like her daughter had done, but she remained silent.


"If you want money, I can give you all we have," said the man, reaching for
his wallet.


"Don't bother, Pops!" sniggered Bobby.  "...right now we just want out of
here as quickly as possible, okay?"


"Alright, we'll take you anywhere you want, just don't hurt anybody!"


"You sure will, shithead!" Bobby grinned evily.  "Now, put the keys into the
ignition, and start the engine...  act natural and don't try anything funny,
okay!"


"Okay, just keep calm."


"Shut-up, Pops!  Just start the fuckin' engine an pull out from the curb, nice
and easy.  You know, like we're all going on a nice little family drive,
okay?"


Dick Ellis knew exactly what to do.  He had served three years as sheriff in a
small mid-west town, until a pompous group of local officials decided that he
no longer served their purpose.  But, in that short time Dick had learned a
lot, and he recognized immediately that the kid with the gun was dangerous,
and he was going to do everything the boy demanded, just to keep his family
safe.  He glanced at his beautiful wife, Lisa, wishing he could hold her close
and comfort her.  She was scared, he knew...  scared for herself, scared for
the kids...  and scared for him.  He could see it in her eyes, but like the
brave woman he knew she was, she said nothing, as always trusting him
implicitly. Dick started the engine and pulled away from the curb as
instructed, being careful not to draw attention to himself.  These people were
desperate, and he wasn't going to take any chances with his family's safety.


Bobby's brain ticked over like a well oiled piece of precision machinery.  If
the police had located their car, their next move would be to set up road
blocks at strategic points, hoping that their prey had little local knowledge,
but who was going to look for them up in the fuckin' mountains?


"What's your name, Pops?" he asked.


"Dick"


"You know this area, Dick?"


"Not really!"  Bobby pressed the muzzle of the.38 into the man's neck once
 more.


"Don't fuck with me, Dick!" snarled Bobby.  "I know about the cabin!  Your
sexy little daughter told me.  So how 'bout we all just head up there nice and
easy like, okay?"


Dick nodded and headed west out of town.  They drove for about ten minutes
before turning off the highway onto a dirt road.  After about half an hour,
Bobby became impatient and leaned over, yelling into Dick's ear.


"How much further, Pops?" he asked.


"About an hour, maybe two!" replied Dick, looking at Bobby in the rear-view
mirror.


"Jesus!  What a fuckin' drag!" cursed Bobby, slumping dejectedly down beside
his sleeping mother.  On the other side of the van, Mandy was also asleep,
curled up in the foetal position like a little baby, her cute, naked, little
butt poking out provocatively from underneath her short skirt.


Bobby's crotch bulged as he remembered vividly their short but exquisitely
satisfying session in the bathroom back at the motel.  Mandy's little hairless
pussy had felt so hot and tight around his prick, that he'd shot off in less
than two minutes!  Bobby smiled to himself and stared at Mandy's bare butt,
wondering if the little sexy thirteen-year-old was big enough to take his
prick up her asshole.  'Christ', he thought with a grin.  'If she was tight in
the cunt, imagine how much tighter her hot, buttery little shit-chute must
be!'


Bobby lay back and smiled, looking around the van like a king surveying his
court.  The gun in his hand made him feel like a king too.  With it, he could
do anything...  have anything, whenever he wanted it...  even sex.  And lately
Bobby seemed to want that all the time.


He knew Mandy or his mother would put out for him any time he got the urge,
and, when he tired of them, there was always Hero-boy's big-titted little
sister and her equally sexy mother, who might be persuaded to help a horny
young fugitive in his hour of need.  Bobby's cock lurched at the prospect of
fucking his two female captives, the redheaded mother especially.  She
reminded him so much of his mother, tall, well built, and stunningly
beautiful, but Bobby was certain of one thing...  she would look even more
stunning if she was absolutely naked, with her juicy, redhaired pussy impaled
securely on his throbbing cock.


Bobby saw it clearly in his mind's eye.  He'd make Debby watch, as he fucked
her squealing mother to orgasm after orgasm, playing with the girl's cunt and
tits to get her nice and hot.  After the sexy redhead's cunt had taken his
first load, he'd get the daughter to suck him off, and dump his second load
down her hot, sweet little gullet, Then, with a good deal of the edge taken
off his virile young cock, he could fuck them both for hours and hours!  And
if Mandy or his mother wanted a little action at the same time, he'd be only
too willing to accommodate them as well.  Bobby gave a self-satisfied little
sigh of pleasure and glanced about the van once more, happy in the knowledge
that no matter what happened in the next couple of days, the one thing he
wouldn't run out of was pussy.


The road became progressively bumpier, until finally Dick turned off and went
up an even narrower track.  After about a mile or so, they came out into a
clearing and pulled up.  It was almost dark, but Bobby could see the outline
of a cabin to their left nestled in a secluded little glen.  All around, the
mountains rose up like huge, silent sentinels, protecting the cabin on three
sides.  It was perfect for their purposes, completely surrounded by tall
pines, making it virtually invisible from the road.


"Not bad, Pops!  Not fuckin' bad at all!" remarked Bobby, pointing the gun at
Dick.  "Now, you and Red get out slowly and stand over there by the steps and
don't move!"


Dick and Lisa did as they were told and stood quietly, watching the boy's
every move.  Dick's police training told him not to try anything as long as
there was a chance of danger to anyone...  especially his family.


Bobby opened the side door and ushered Mandy and Cathy out.


"Go inside and check the place out."


"Okay son," replied his mother.  "Coming Mandy?"  The girl looked at Bobby.
He smiled at her and nodded in the direction of the cabin.  Mandy scooted up
the steps at Cathy's heels, her short skirt lifting up to reveal a wonderful
absence of panties.


Standing where he was, Dick couldn't help but get a good look at the girl's
sweet, naked little rump as she scampered by.  He swallowed hard, trying not
to stare, but he couldn't help himself.  And, even as his cock stirred in his
pants, his conscience came crashing down on him like a ton of bricks.  Jesus,
what the fuck was he doing!  The little kid looked even younger than his own
daughter!  How could a mere child's bare ass affect him like that?  Ashamed,
Dick looked quickly away, but not before Bobby caught the exchange.


"Not a bad piece of ass for a thirteen-year-old, huh Pops?" he laughed,
amused by Dick's obvious embarrassment.  "Yeah...  bet you'd love to try a
little of that little cherry pie, wouldn't you, Pops?"


Dick didn't answer.  He turned away angrily, catching his wife's eye.  She
looked a little hurt.  Lisa had seen the look on her husband's face as well,
and read it just as accurately as Bobby had.  She loved Dick very much.  He
was a good provider, an excellent lover and above all a good father to their
children, but Lisa suddenly realized that she had just seen a side of her
husband's nature that she had never seen before, and it disturbed her.  Bobby
smiled.  'Well, well well...  Mister Cool has a weak spot for young pussy,
huh?', he mused.  'Mmmmmmm, this could be interesting.'


"Okay, Red," he barked.  "Get back there and untie Hero and Sweetcheeks, and
make it snappy!  You can take their gags off too.  Nobody's gonna hear a
fuckin' thing way out here."  Lisa nodded and did as she was told, watched
carefully by Bobby.  When she was done, Debby and Kevin joined their parents
by the steps, rubbing painfully at sore wrists and cramped legs.


"Good!  Now, why don't you good people invite me into your cosy little home
away from home, okay?  You first, Pops!" said Bobby, nodding towards the open
door.  Bobby followed the Ellis family up the steps, noting with keen delight
the way Debby's pert young bottom jiggled invitingly as she ascended the
stairs ahead of him.  Her mother's firm, ripe ass did the same.  'Shit, I'm in
heaven!', thought Bobby, reaching out to cop a feel of Debby's tempting little
butt.


Her small, rounded asscheeks were incredibly warm and firm, just like Mandy's,
and Bobby got an instant hard-on just touching them.  The girl stiffened but
kept on walking, not even turning her head.  Emboldened by her lack of
reaction, Bobby became more daring.  He casually slipped a finger up between
the girl's slender thighs and pressed the exploring digit against her hard
little cuntmound.  To his extreme pleasure Bobby found that she was moist down
there, very moist.  He could feel the distinct outline of her young pussy-slit
through the tightly stretched crotch of her panties.  The hot, dewy little
groove opened and closed against his fingertip as she walked gingerly up the
steps.


Debby made no move to stop him or even to cry out.  She was too scared at
first, but then, as Bobby began to wiggle the tip of his finger into her hot
cuntslit, Debby began to like it.  Unknown to her mother and father, Debby
wasn't the sweet, innocent little virgin that they though she was.  In fact,
she had lost her virginity on her thirteenth birthday, and since that day, she
had been having regular sex with a succession of boyfriends.  So it wasn't
surprising that Bobby's insistent finger ignited a familiar burning deep down
inside her voluptuous young loins.


Bobby pulled his hand reluctantly out from between Debby's legs as they
entered the cabin and gave the girl's cute ass a friendly little pat.


His mother reported that they had found no telephone, no guns or weapons of
any kind, and only one other exit.  Bobby nodded his approval and motioned for
their captives to sit down on the sofa.  Mandy came up and stood beside him,
smiling from ear to ear.


"This is a great place, Bobby, don't ya think?"


"Sure is, baby," replied the boy, putting his arm around her slim waist.


"I bet old Dick here is loaded....  am I right, Pops?"  Bobby dropped his hand
and openly squeezed Mandy's tush.  The little girl rubbed her self against him
sensuously, enjoying the intimate contact even more, knowing that the family
on the couch were watching her.


"You know what, Mandy, honey?" he asked her.


"No, Bobby.  What?"


"I think dear old Dickie here has the hots for you," Bobby looked at the
foursome on the couch with a devilish grin.


"Huh?"


"When you went up the steps before, I caught him looking up your dress."


"Really?" smiled Mandy, glancing at Dick.


"Yeah.  I think it gave the old bugger a hardon too" Bobby bent down and
whispered something into Mandy's ear.  At first she shook her head but Bobby
said something else to her and reluctantly the girl agreed.  She went over and
stood near the couch, in front of Dick.


"Do you like looking under my dress?" she asked boldly, looking directly into
the man's eyes.  Dick glanced over at Bobby, staring at the boy with a look of
utter contempt on his ruggedly handsome face.  Bobby had embarrassed him in
front of his wife and family once already, and Dick wasn't about to give the
hardened teenager a second chance.


"Why don't you just leave us alone," he said evenly, trying desperately to
keep his temper.  Mandy was swaying her hips in front of him now, and after
seeing her naked little ass earlier, the presence of the pretty young girl so
tantalizingly close to him was most disconcerting.


"Wouldn't you like to see more?" insisted Mandy, inching her skirt slowly up
over her hips.  "I'm not wearing any panties, you know."


"He knows," grinned Bobby, "he got a good look at you before remember?"


"Oh, yeah, I forgot," said Mandy, raising the hem of her skirt even higher.
"Well, maybe he'd like a closer look."


Mandy lifted her dress to her navel and shoved her naked cunt into Dick's
flushed face.  The man couldn't move.  His instincts told him he should pull
back, but his eyes were glued to Mandy's hairless little cuntslit, scant
inches from his face.  His mouth dropped open, and despite his strict family
upbringing, Dick knew that if his wife and kids had not been sitting right
there beside him, he would have willingly pressed his mouth over the child's
lewdly offered cunt and sucked the adolescent juices from her hot, tasty
little hole.  Dick sat there drooling, and it was his wife who finally saved


"Leave him alone, you animals!" snapped Lisa, jumping abruptly to her feet.
Bobby grabbed her round the waist and held the gun to her head.


"Chill out, Red!" he snarled.  "We're just having some fun, that's all!"


Mandy dropped her skirt and stepped back towards Cathy, who put her arms
protectively around the sexy child.


Lisa struggled a little in Bobby's embrace, and then stopped, her left tit
resting heavily on the boy's upper arm, her voluptuous ass was pressed firmly
into his bulging crotch.  Despite her anger, the feel of Bobby's hard young
cock against her buttocks made Lisa's easily aroused pussy tingle
involuntarily.  Bobby was having similar feelings.  The woman's body felt good
against him...  very, very good, and it was with the utmost reluctance that he
finally released her, pushing her roughly back down onto the couch.


"Okay," he yelled.  "Let's get something straight!  Somebody is gonna get
hurt bad if you people don't start doing exactly as you're told.  I want you
to speak only when you're spoken to, and move only when you're told to move!
Do I make myself clear?"


Kevin and Debby nodded vigorously, while Dick and Lisa mumbled a rather
unconvincing affirmative.


Cathy took her son aside for a second, so the others wouldn't hear.


"We'll have to take turns at watching 'em," she whispered.  "otherwise they're
bound to make a break for it."


"I've got a better idea," replied Bob with a leer.  He walked back to the
couch and pointed the gun at the four captives.


"Get up and strip off!" he ordered.


"What?" gasped Dick incredulously.


"You heard me, Pops," grinned Bobby.  "All of you, take your clothes off!"


"Everything?" asked Lisa, going a bright red.


"Yeah, everything, right down to the skin," Bobby said giving the pretty
redhead a meaningful glance.


"Why?" demanded Dick.


"Simple, Sherlock!" chuckled Bobby.  "Without any clothes, you guys ain't
real likely to run off very far, now are you?"


Dick was about to protest again, but Bobby silenced him by ramming the gun
barrel into his midriff.  The big man doubled over in pain but straightened up
again almost immediately, rubbing his stomach.


"Now, come on!  Get this show on the road," encouraged Bobby.  "Let's see some
skin, folks!"


Lisa darted a nervous look over at her husband, who was already undressing.


He nodded for her to do as Bobby asked, and reluctantly, Lisa began to remove
her clothes also.  Beside her, Kevin and Debby were also undressing under the
watchful eye of their captors.


Bobby's eyes flicked back and forth from Debby to her mother as the two women
began to undress before him.  He glanced at his mother and saw that she was
staring at Dick and his son.  There was a definite look of anticipation in her
eyes, and as the men disrobed, her gaze settled finally on Kevin as more and
more of the boy's well-built young body was revealed.  Mandy, on the other
hand, had her eyes on Kevin's father.  For her age, she had a rather mature
taste in men.  Probably because all the men she had ever had sex with,
including her father, were at least two or three times her age.  Dick's
ruggedly handsome features and big, rippling muscles excited the horny little
youngster no end.  She couldn't wait to see how big and long his prick was.


Bobby watched closely as Lisa slipped out of her blouse and undid her shorts,
wiggling sensuously out of the tight-fitting garment like a snake shedding
it's skin.  She unfastened her bra and let it fall to the floor.  Bobby
whistled as her large round tits sprang free.  Lisa covered her boobs with her
hands in embarrassment.  Her face began to turn almost as red as her hair when
she noticed Bobby eyeing her exposed flesh with undisguised lust.


"Nice tits, lady!" snickered Bobby.  "Now take off your panties!"


"No!" spat Lisa taking a step back.  "I won't!"


Bobby waved the gun at her.  It was a threatening gesture whose meaning was
quite plain.


"You still haven't got it have you, Red?" he snarled.  "Okay, sweetheart, let
me put it to you another way.  If you haven't got them frilly little knickers
off in five seconds flat, I'm gonna rip 'em off your fuckin' ass!"


Lisa turned to her husband, tears welling in her wide green eyes.


"Dick?" she whimpered.


"Do what he says, honey.  I don't want him hurting you or the kids, okay?"


Bobby gave them a satisfied grin.


"You heard your old man, Red.  Now get 'em off!" he chuckled.


Lisa hesitated for a moment and then, with a look of total submission on her
pretty face, reluctantly began to obey.  Her fingers paused at the top of her
low-cut panties, but then she peeled them down over her gently curving belly
and pulled them down her full thighs, tossing the crumpled wisp of cloth
carelessly onto the floor.  As she stood before Bobby, stark naked, Lisa's
initial shame turned into anger.  She was proud of her body!  Why should some
jumped-up kid with a gun make her feel ashamed of it?


Watching Bobby's eyes flick over her naked tits and cunt, Lisa put her hands
on her hips and stared back at him defiantly, letting the boy view everything
she had.  Bobby licked his lips.


"Jesus Christ!" he murmured, staring at the woman's lush nakedness.  Standing
beside his wife, Dick paused, realizing with a pleasant sensation that his
wife was still one of the loveliest women he had ever seen, and by the look on
the boy's face, Bobby agreed wholeheartedly.


He turned his lascivious attention to Debby.  The young daughter was just
taking off her panties, and as she bent over Bobby marvelled at the size of
her dangling tits.  They were almost as big as her mother's but as she
straightened up it was clear that they were much, much firmer.


Unlike Mandy, Debby's young pussy was covered with a sparse growth of fine,
black pubic hair, her little cuntbush a dark, mysterious patch framed
exquisitely the creamy whiteness of her long slender legs.  Debby wasn't as
comfortable as her mother about letting her little treasure be seen either.


She didn't know whether to cover her tits or her cunt.  In the end she decided
just to stand there with her hands by her sides, her legs tightly closed.


"Mmmmmmm, not bad either," muttered Bobby, with a lewd grin.  Despite her
situation, Debby felt a twinge of adolescent pleasure at Bobby's open
admiration of her naked body.  She almost smiled at her handsome young captor,
but stopped short when she saw her father staring at her.


Dick dropped his eyes to the floor after only a second, but Debby had seen the
expression of interest flash over his face.  And the knowledge that her own
father had looked upon her naked body with desire in his eyes, began to stir
dark, forbidden feelings deep down inside her.  As he continued to undress,
Dick was having similar feelings.  Of course, he had seen his daughter in the
nude before, many times.  But that was years ago when Debby was just a little
kid, with no shape whatsoever.  Days long past, when as a devoted father, he
used to sit her on his knee or push her on a swing.  Seeing her now, made Dick
realize how much his little girl had matured.  In a matter of a few short
years, his baby daughter had grown up into a beautiful, sexy young woman,
right under his very nose.


Dick dropped his shorts and stood naked beside his wife and daughter, and
moments later Kevin did the same, feeling a more than a little self-conscious
about the looks of admiration Cathy was giving him.  Bobby already knew that
his sister had a great body, he had been peeking into her room for months now,
watching her undress.  Once he had even jerked himself off outside her bedroom
window as he watched Debby sprawled naked on her bed.  But he had never once
seen his mother in the nude, and he couldn't take his eyes off her.  To his
shame, the more he looked at her huge tits and flaming red cunt, the bigger
his eager young cock became.


Cathy saw young Kevin's cock harden noticeably and drew in her breath.  She'd
watched with great interest as the boy undressed.  His young cock had turned
out to be just as big as her son's, and except for Kevin's tousled crop of red
hair, both boys had the same lean, muscular, athletic kind of physique that
always made Cathy's pussy drool.  She whispered to Mandy.


"Jesus, hon, will ya look at that gorgeous hunk of cockmeat!"  Mandy was
looking alright, but not at Kevin.  Granted, the boy was hung, but not like
his father.  Mandy's hot little cunt moistened noticeably as she stared at the
big man's cock.  Even limp it looked formidable, and Mandy had trouble
resisting the urge to walk right over to him and grab it.


Lisa noticed the young girl's eyes on her husband's prick.  He was old enough
to be her father, but the from the look of unmistakable lust in the child's
eyes, Mandy really didn't care.  Lisa was so angry she could scream.  What was
wrong with these people?  All they seemed to think of was sex!  Lisa saw the
other woman, Cathy, staring just as hotly at her son.  She turned to see what
the woman found so interesting and was confronted by Kevin's swelling cock.
She had never thought about her son sexually before, but now, the very sight
of his large, naked penis twitching lewdly between his muscular thighs, made
her pussy quiver uncontrollably with wet heat.  She couldn't take her eyes of
it.


Satisfied with the proceedings so far, Bobby motioned for the naked family to
sit down.  Then, with a mischievous grin on his face he sauntered over to
where Mandy and his mother were standing and put an arm around each of them.


"Hey, I got an idea how we can have a little fun here," he whispered.


"How?" asked Cathy, casting a longing glance at Kevin's cock.


"Did you notice the way they were all lookin' at each other before?"


"Yeah," breathed Mandy, remembering the hot look she had seen Dick give his
naked daughter.


"Okay," continued Bobby giving them both a gentle hug.  "Well, I'd say it
wouldn't take too much to get these rich dudes turned on to each other...
know what I mean?  Then, once we get 'em to fuckin' and suckin' each other, we
can all join in and make it one big family orgy...  wild, huh?"


Horny as they were, the girls were only too willing to agree to Bobby's plan.
And, as he outlined the details, Cathy and Mandy both felt their already
aroused cunts begin to twitch deliciously with anticipation.


After a few minutes of animated whispering, the trio broke their secretive
huddle and approached the others.


"Okay, folks," Bobby, said with a smirk.  "Time for some entertainment."


"What do you mean?" asked Dick, looking uneasy.


"Well, it's like this, Pops.  We're gonna put on some music and you and your
family here are gonna do a little dancing...  sound like fun?"


"What you you mean?" said Lisa.


"I mean...  choose your partners, Red!" laughed Bobby pulling the naked woman
to her feet.  "Come on everybody!  Time for a little cheek to cheek!"


Cathy turned on the radio and selected a station playing a mellow arrangement
of fifties music.  Mandy settled on the couch to watch.


The slow, sensual tones filled the room, but none of the seated Ellis family
moved a muscle.  Bobby pulled Lisa towards him, and held her in his arms,
pressing himself suggestively against her nude flesh.


"Well, looks like it's just you and me, Baby!" he grinned, squeezing her ass.
Dick jumped up and reached for his wife, but Bobby was too fast for him.  He
grabbed Dick's arm and swung him round, pointing the gun at the back of his
head.


"This dance is taken, Pops!  Why don't you try Sweetcheeks over there.  I'm
sure she'd love to dance with her old man!" said Bobby, enjoying the feel of
Lisa's naked, cuntmound rubbing against his cockbulge.  Dick looked helplessly
at his daughter.  He was about to sit down again when Debby suddenly got up
and moved towards him.


"What are you doing, baby?" he asked incredulously.


"Let's just do what they want, Daddy," murmured Debby, trying not to stare too
much at her father's great dangling cock.  "Like you said...  if we do what
they want, nobody'll get hurt, right?"


"Yes, honey, I guess you're right"


Dick tried to hold his daughter away from him as they danced, but to his
surprise Debby, melted against him without hesitation.  He tied not to react
to the sensual pressure of her lithe young body as it pressed against his
naked skin...  but it was impossible.  There was no way he could ignore his
daughter's firm, ripe tits rubbing provocatively against his bare chest.  They
were just as big as her mother's!  Not only that, every time they took a step,
the teenager's hard little cuntmound pressed provocatively against his
hardening cock.


Beside them, Bobby dug his fingers into Lisa's naked butt, pressing his
cockbulge into her crotch as they danced.  At first she had been outraged, but
the more the boy squeezed her ass and rubbed himself suggestively against her,
the more her temper cooled, replaced instead by a spreading inner glow that
Lisa recognized instantly.  Despite the arrogance of the boy, and the
embarrassing position he had forced her into, Lisa found herself beginning to
enjoy the feel of his strong, muscular young body against her.


The fact that she was totally naked in front of three perfect strangers, not
to mention her own son and daughter, somehow didn't seem to matter that much
anymore.  Lisa could feel the bulge of his prick against her cuntmound.  It
felt big...  too big for a boy his age and Lisa suddenly found herself
wondering what it looked and felt like.  Shame flared momentarily inside her
at the thoughts she was having, but there was little she could do about them.
She glanced over at Dick with a sudden feeling of guilt and thanked God that
her husband couldn't read her mind.


Little did she know that Dick was having similar thought about his baby
daughter.  She clung to him a little too tightly, her lithe young body moulded
against his like a second skin.  Despite all the self-control he could muster,
Dick felt his cock begin to rise.  He was powerless to control it.  For some
strange reason, he suddenly remembered someone telling him once that an erect
cock has no conscience.  'How true', he thought.  His daughter's sexy,
inviting young body rubbing so sensuously against his naked flesh made his
prick quiver and twitch with involuntary delight.  Debby gasped as she felt
her father's cock stiffen against her belly.


"Sorry, darling," whispered Dick, apologetically.  "I can't help it!"


"It's okay, Daddy," murmured the excited girl.  "I understand."  Enjoying the
sensual contact, Debby raised herself on tiptoes, lifting her ass until her
father's hard cock rested snugly against her cunt.  To her extreme pleasure,
she felt him react by hunching his hips forward ever so slightly, just enough
to rub the shaft of his erect prick against her dewy little cuntslit.


Bobby looked over at them and smiled.


"Hey Red," he whispered into Lisa's ear.  "Look's like your old man is really
beginning to enjoy himself with Sweetcheeks over there."  Lisa turned her head
and watched her husband and daughter with a stab of jealousy.  They clung to
each other more like long lost lovers than father and daughter, and as they
swayed to the music, Lisa noticed her husband's ass moving almost
imperceptibly back and forth.  With a gasp of horror she suddenly realized
what Dick was doing!  Her loving husband was rubbing his cock against Debby's
pubescent little cuntmound, giving his fourteen-year-old daughter a slow, dry
fuck!  She couldn't believe her eyes.


Bobby saw the look on the sexy redhead's face and grinned evily.  His plan was
working better than he'd ever suspected.  By the look of it, the whole damn
family had a deep, dark tide of unfulfilled sexual fantasies that were only
now coming to the surface.  His mind raced with the untold incestuous
possibilities.  He looked at Kevin sitting uneasily on the chair beside them.
The boy was staring at his mother's gorgeous ass as it swung invitingly before
his eyes, trying unsuccessfully to hide his stiff cock with both hands.  On
the sofa, Mandy had hiked her skirt up to her waist and was openly stroking
her bare, juicy little cunt as she watched the proceedings unfold.  'Hot
little nympho slut!', thought Bobby as he watched Mandy finger her glistening
slit. 'Jesus, she can't fuckin' wait for it!"


His mother sat close beside the horny young girl , her left arm draped
casually over Mandy's slim shoulders, her right hand was up under her dress,
stroking her own cunt through her panties.  She caught Bobby's gaze from
across the room and smiled.  Bobby grinned back at her and licked his lips
provocatively, at the same time lewdly humping his hips against the naked
woman he held in his arms.  Cathy shivered with pleasure and, on a sudden
impulse, removed her cunt-moist fingers from her crotch and put them to her
lips.  Then, with a smouldering look of lust on her radiantly beautiful face,
Cathy slid her fingers into her mouth, sucking them suggestively, one at a
time.


As soon as little Mandy saw Cathy licking her fingers, she grabbed the older
woman's hand and placed it firmly on her hairless crotch.  Whispering
something that Bobby couldn't hear, the hot little thirteen-year-old spread
her legs.  Without hesitation, Cathy slid her finger up the child's moist
fuckhole.  Bobby saw his mother say something back to the girl, and instantly,
Mandy returned the favour, shoving her little hand eagerly up under Cathy's
dress to play with the horny mother's slippery cuntlips.


As he watched Mandy and his mother finger-fuck each other, Bobby decided that
it was definitely time to get the party moving out here on the dance floor.
Taking a step back from Lisa, Bobby started to remove his clothes, and within
seconds, he was as naked as the others.  Lisa looked down at the boy's huge
cock and almost choked.  She had been right, Bobby was hung alright...  hung
like a fucking horse!  She couldn't help herself, she had to touch it.  Her
husband was having his fun with their daughter, so why shouldn't she have some
fun with Bobby and his delicious looking prick?


"Go on!" said Bobby, seeing the look on Lisa's face.  "Follow your instincts,
baby.  You'll enjoy it, I promise!"


Lisa reached for the boy's erect penis, wrapping her fingers eagerly around
the huge fuckstick.  She gasped again as she found that her fingers couldn't
fully encircle it, no matter how hard she tried.  A wave of sensual pleasure
overcame the excited woman as she realized that the boy's cock was even bigger
and longer than her husband's!


"God, it's huge!" she murmured, he eyes wide with wonder.


"You'll get used to it, Red...  it's been inside much smaller cunts than
yours, baby!" he boasted.


Bobby reached out and fondled her swollen tits, then dropped his hand between
her legs.


Lisa moaned and slumped against him as she felt the boy's middle finger
penetrate her cunt.  His other fingers rubbed her asshole, stimulating the
sensitive area around the crinkled little opening until Lisa almost cried out
with the exquisite pleasure it gave her.  Her firey-red gash was absolutely
dripping, and by the time he shoved a second finger up her juicy wet fuckhole,
Bobby's whole hand was covered with the sexy redhead's oily cuntjuice.


"Shit, you're wet down there, honey!" said Bobby, wiggling another finger
inside the woman's sopping cunthole.  "Mmmmmmm, yeah!  Hot and fuckin' wet!
Just the way I like it!"  He delved deeper into her widely-stretched pussy,
rubbing her clit with his thumb.


"Ohhhhhhh!  Jesus, yesssssss!" moaned Lisa, grinding her leaking twat against
Bobby's hand.  The boy had three stiff fingers stuffed up her pussy, but in
her present state of arousal, it wasn't enough...  Lisa needed more...  much,
much more.  She longed for deeper, more satisfying penetration, the kind only
a long, thick prick could provide.


Bobby knew exactly what the overheated woman wanted, but he wasn't going to
give her that just yet.  He took his fingers from her cunt and pushed her back
towards Kevin who was still sitting on the chair behind her, holding his cock
in both hands.  The sight of Bobby's fingers up inside his mother's cunt had
excited the boy so much, he was furtively jerking himself off, hoping that
nobody would notice.  Bobby pushed Lisa back until her ass was only inches
from her son's face.  The woman was so engrossed in stroking his lovely big
cock that she was completely unaware that her son was there.


"Bend over!" said Bobby, grinning at Lisa.  "I want you to suck my cock for a
second, baby!"


Lisa obeyed immediately, hungry for contact with the boy's prick, even if it
was only with her mouth.  Kevin watched his mother bend forward from the
waist. And, to his absolute pleasure, as she did so, her gorgeously tight and
rounded ass pressed into his face.  Kevin didn't flinch one bit.  Although he
was only fifteen, he had been this close to a pussy on several occasions, and
recognized the raunchy odour of hot, steamy cunt immediately.  The fact that
this particular cunt belonged to his beautiful mother only seemed to make him
all the more excited.  Tentatively, Kevin pressed his nose between the cheeks
of his mother's ass and sniffed.  The musky aroma of a well aroused pussy
assailed his nostrils, causing the lad's young cock to throb and jerk in his
lap.


From the rear, Kevin could just see the puffy lips of Lisa's red-haired cunt
squashed between her thighs.  He wished his mother would open her legs a bit
so that he could see more.  Bobby saw the look on Kevin's face and smiled,
knowing exactly what the boy was thinking.


"Spread your legs further apart, honey," he said, "and let the kid have a real
good look!"


Lisa did as she was told, not really knowing or caring what Bobby was talking
about.  She spread her legs as far apart as she could, at the same time
opening her full red lips around Bobby's fat, bloated cockhead.  It almost
filled her mouth completely, but after a few more sucks and swallows, Lisa was
able to get most of Bobby's enormous young cock into her mouth.


With her legs wide open, Kevin had an excellent view of his mother's cunt.  It
gaped lewdly open, fringed with flaming-red cunthairs, the glistening, scarlet
lips dripped so much juice that the insides of her long, slender thighs were
covered with oily moisture.  His mouth began to water.  Jesus that looks good
enough to eat, thought Kevin licking his lips.


He had an urge to stick out his tongue and lick the liquid-filled groove
between her open cuntlips, but he hesitated.  Even now, a part of him was
reluctant to do such a crazy, obscene thing to his own mother no matter how
tempting it might be.


Bobby's eyes were closed as Kevin's mother sucked his cock.  Her hot lips felt
like a tight, wet little cunt around his prick as he shoved every inch of his
long, thick shaft into her slippery mouth.  Lisa's head twisted from side to
side as she sucked hard on his cock.  Even the scrape of her teeth along his
meaty pole was ball-bustingly erotic.  He opened his eyes and watched Lisa's
ass bob in front of her son's face.  'Jesus, what's wrong with the stupid
kid', he thought.  'If I was in his position, I'd have her climbing the walls
by now!' Bobby frowned down at Kevin.


"Come on, Hero, what's wrong?  Get your tongue in her cunt and have a good
lick around!  It won't bite you!"


Kevin looked up at Bobby and scowled, for two reasons.  Firstly, he didn't
like being called 'Hero', and secondly, he didn't like Bobby's attitude.  It
was bad enough that he actually wanted to lick his mother's cunt, let alone
having the vulgar bastard watching his every move.


"You do want to, don't you, Hero?  Or are you some kind of fucking faggot?"
taunted Bobby.


Kevin wanted to get up and punch the stupid grin off Bobby's face, but the gun
the other boy still held in his hand, combined with the overwhelming
attraction of his mother's aroused genitals, prevented him.  Instead he
grabbed the cheeks of his mother's ass and pulled them apart, staring into her
bubbling pussy.


"Yeahhhh!  Go for it, Kevvy baby!  She's so fuckin' hot from sucking my cock,
she'll do anything!" Bobby said, hunching his cock into the woman's mouth.
"I always had you figured for a total looser.  But I was wrong, wasn't I,
Kevin? Yeahhh, prove me wrong.  C'mon, Hero...  lick her twat good...  suck
the horny bitch 'til she pisses cunt-cream down you fuckin' throat!"  Kevin
trembled at the exciting image Bobby's words conjured up in his feverish
brain.  He just couldn't help himself, his mother's yawning pussy drew him
like a magnet.  With a deep throaty moan, Kevin dropped to his knees behind
his mother and shoved his face up into her flaming red crotch.  He pulled the
moist, hairy lips of her cunthole apart with his fingers and jammed his tongue
deep into her juicy, exposed slit.


Lisa instinctively pressed her ass back against the delightful penetration.
Despite the fact that she couldn't turn her head to look, she knew it was
Kevin's mouth on her cunt, but she was too aroused to protest.


The implications of the situation raced through Lisa's lust-clouded mind.  She
shouldn't be letting her own son suck her pussy, it was wrong...  immoral...
incestuous!  But the more he licked her pussy, the more she enjoyed it, and
the more reluctant she was to make him stop.  Lisa's head spun with shamefully
lewd images.  'Uhhhh, I wish it was his cock I was sucking!', she thought,
hunching her cuntmound back against the boy's stabbing tongue.


Bobby had a satisfied look on his face.  Partly because of the tightness of
Lisa's mouth on his prick, but mostly because his plan had succeeded beyond
his wildest dreams.  This would be a night to remember!  He glanced around the
room.  On the sofa, Mandy and his mother had removed their clothes as well,
and were currently engaged in an energetic sixty-nine.  Mandy was on top, her
lithe young body slithering all over Cathy's much larger frame.


The youngster was gobbling his mother's twat so expertly, Bobby stopped for a
moment to watch.  "Christ, the little slut likes pussy, too!" he muttered
under his breath.  Well, there was more than enough of that to go around, he
smiled, and began pumping Lisa's mouth faster.


It wasn't long after Lisa started sucking Bobby's cock that Dick and and his
daughter stopped all pretence of dancing.  Already hot from rubbing their
naked bodies together, the excited pair found it increasingly difficult to
control their lust for each other.  Then, when Debby saw her brother shove his
face into their mother's crotch, her young pussy moistened noticeably,
throbbing with dull heat.  She couldn't believe her eyes.


"Daddy!  Look at Kevin, he's licking mommy's pussy!" she whispered.


"I know, sweetheart!" breathed Dick, watching jealously as his son's tongue
delved deep into his wife's all-too-willing cunt.  The only thing that stopped
him from going over and slapping the boy to the ground was the gun Bobby still
held firmly in his right hand.  Bobby's other hand was on his wife's bobbing
head as he guiding her sucking mouth back and forth over the length of his
glistening prick.


But despite his initial anger, the more Dick watched, the hotter he became.
Debby's juicy little cuntmound pressing against his now fully erect cock
didn't make it any easier for him either.  Jesus Christ, she was his own flesh
and blood...  his pretty little baby.  Except that right now, with her big
tits snuggled against his bare chest and her soft, moist crotch grinding
sexily against the length of his prick, Debby didn't feel quite so little
anymore.  It wasn't surprising, he realized, because despite having his eyes
and hair colour, the precocious fourteen-year-old had inherited her mother's
sensuality...  not to mention her big tits.  And the way the she had reacted
to the pressure of his cock on her soft little pussy made it clear to Dick
that his was not the first stiff prick to nudge it's way between his
daughter's silky young thighs.


Dick moaned as he felt her small hand slither between them and boldly take
hold of his bulging cock.  Debby gasped in awe at the sheer size of it, her
tiny fingers unable to fully encircle her father's massive, throbbing
erection.  Her little cunt began to itch and moisten as she realized that her
handsome daddy was one well-hung stud!


"Fuck!" Dick groaned, as his daughter's soft little hand began to move up and
down the bloated shaft of his cock.


"Mmmmmmmmmm, I sure hope so, Daddy," replied Debby with a grin.  Her previous
boyfriends had all been well-endowed, and being highly-sexed for her age,
Debby had chosen them for just that reason.  But, her father's massive prick
was by far the biggest she'd ever seen, and in her present highly-aroused
condition, the horny youngster couldn't help but wonder what her daddy's huge,
man-sized prong would feel like stuffed up her tight, hot, little cunthole.


Dick groaned helplessly as Debby's small fingers stroked his cock.  'God in
heaven!', he thought, 'Daughter or not, if she keeps this up the little bitch
is gonna get more than she's bargained for!' He had a raging hardon that
demanded immediate attention, and since his sexy wife and horny young son had
already succumbed to their own incestuous urges, Dick decided to throw caution
to the wind and follow their lead.


"Oh, Jesus, Debby!  Forgive me, baby!" he groaned, groping blindly for his
daughter's beautiful, naked behind.  As if in a dream, Dick rubbed his palms
over the rounded globes of his daughter's taut little ass.  Compared to her
mother's, Debby's asscheeks felt rather small as he fondled them gently in his
big calloused hands, but that only served to excite him more.


"Ohhhhhhh, Daddy!" gasped Debby as she felt her father's hands on her ass.
"Ooooooooooh yes, squeeze me!  Mmmmmmmmmmm, that feels niiiiiiiiice!"  By now
Debby was trembling and wet and eager for anything her handsome father had in
mind.  Whirlpools of excited adolescent lust swirled in her deep, dark eyes.
With a groan, Dick pulled the child's slender frame roughly against his hard,
muscular body.  She seemed so tiny and delicate that Dick was afraid he might
crush her if he squeezed too hard.  His daughter on the other hand wasn't
worried at all.  Debby loved the way her big, strong father was holding her,
and to prove it, the hot little fourteen-year-old began to gyrate her ass
suggestively, grinding her lust-moistened pussy against the long, hard pole of
cock-flesh that throbbed deliciously between her trembling young thighs.


Debby became bolder and used her hand to guide the tip of her father's big
prick into her pubescent little cuntslit.  It was difficult to do standing up,
but after a bit of maneuvering on Debby's part, she managed to get her
father's fat cockhead to penetrate the tight, clinging lips of her pussy.
Then, with a cry of incestuous delight, Debby threw her arms around him,
clinging possessively to Dick's broad shoulders as she buried her pretty face
into his chest.  She raised herself on tiptoes and, at the same time, thrust
her slim young hips forwards, moaning out loud as her father's hard flared
knob sliced deliciously into her drooling little pussy.


"Ohhh, God!  Ummmmmmmmmm, yessss!  Jesus, push it in further, Daddy!"


"Shit, baby," moaned Dick, hunching his hips forwards.  "We shouldn't be doing
this!...  It's not right!"


"Yes it is, Daddy!" Debby whimpered into her father's ear.  "We both want it,
don't we?"


"Yes!"


"Then do it, Daddy!" she begged.  "Push your big, hard cock inside my hot
little pussy and fuck me!....  Uhhhhhhhhhh, yeahhhhh, really fuck me, Daddy!"
Dick let out a deep, guttural groan and bent his knees, forcing the swollen
head of his prick deep up into the girl's snug little snatch.  Debby sucked in
her breath, whimpering with pleasure as her father's long, thick cock filled
her belly, stretching her slippery, clasping cuntflesh with delicious pain.


"Ahhhhhnnnnnnggghhh!"  Debby opened her thighs as wide as she could so that
her father's big prong could penetrate her better.  She clenched her pert
little buttocks and raised her hips, sliding her pussy onto his prick, gasping
as more and more of its mighty girth filled her dilating cunt.


"Oooooooooooh, Daddy, you're so big in me!" Debby cried out suddenly.


"Am I hurting you, baby?" asked Dick, a little worried that his
fourteen-year-old daughter was still too small to take a cock as big as his up
her tiny fuckhole.


"No!  No, Daddy, it's fantastic!  God, it feels so good I could faint!"


"Oh, sweet Jesus, it sure does, sweetheart!" groaned Dick, his cock probing
deeper and deeper.  "Damn, but your hot little cunt is tight, Debby, honey!...
Mmmmmmmm, yeah, just the way a cunt ought to be...  tight and hot!"


"And wet, Daddy," giggled Debby, looking up at her father with moist, glassy
eyes,"don't forget wet!"


"Oh yeah, babe!  You're wet alright....  so very, very wet!"


"Then fuck me Daddy!" she breathed, rubbing her hard young tits against her
father's hairy chest.  "Fuck me like you fuck Mommy!"


"Unnnnngghhhhh!  Ohhhh, baby!" grunted Dick, giving Debby's slick little
snatch a few quick cock-jabs.


She was too short for him to fuck standing up, so as soon as his prick was
completely embedded in his daughter's cunt, Dick put his hands under her ass
and lifted her off her feet.  Debby's slender young body melted against him,
and instinctively she raised her legs and clasped her thighs tightly around
her father's already thrusting hips.  Clinging to her father's shoulders with
her arms, Debby buried her face in his neck.  "Oooohhhnnnnnn...  oh fuck me
Daddy...  fuck me hard.  Hard, hard...  unh!  Unh UNH!  UNHHH!  Oh yes...
like that...  Uhhhhhhnnnnggghhh!"


"Oh, Debby!" grunted her father.  "I am, baby!  I can't believe it, but I am!
I'm fucking you, sweetheart!  Jesus, I'm actually fucking you!...  God!"  With
his hands firmly clutching his daughter's jerking ass, Dick rode her up and
down the length of his prick, at the same time lunging up into her tight,
squirming pussy again and again with stupendous ferocity.  But in this
position, Dick couldn't keep it up for long, and after several minutes of
solid fucking, his legs started to ache from the exertion of holding her.


"Ohhhhh, baby!  We've got to lie down before we fall down, honey!" gasped
Dick backing towards the spare bed in the corner of the room.  He lowered
himself carefully into the bed and lay back, holding her ass tightly so that
his cock remained deeply embedded in his daughter's juicy little twat at all
times.


Debby straddled her father's hips with her thighs, grinding her overheated
young cunt down onto his huge throbbing erection.


Don't stop, Daddy...  don't stop!" she panted.  "Ooooooh, please...  fuck me
with your big cock, Daddy!  Fuck me hard!....Oh God!  Uhhhh!  Harder!  Unghh"
The bed rocked and the walls reverberated with the noise of wild, unrestrained
fucking as Dick and Debby went at each other like rutting animals, the
forbidden excitement of incest fuelling their wild, passionate lust for each
other.  Dick's fingers dug into the smooth jouncing flesh of his daughter's
ass as he crammed her flowing slit full of his surging cock.


He could tell from the way she was sitting on it, the horny little teenager
had to be feeling it piercing the very mouth of her womb.  The look on her
pretty young face was one of pure erotic bliss.


Dick fucked his panting, whimpering daughter with long hard thrusts that made
the girl's big tits shake and quiver with the sheer force of his deep
cock-stabs.  In no time at all, Debby was squealing and jerking like a wild
animal in her father's arms.  She clawed at his back and bit his neck,
grinding her overheated little cunt down onto his thrusting prick as hard as
she could. Her knees gripped his hips for leverage as she bounced up and down
on her father's cock in a punishing rhythm.


"Oooooh, Daddy!  Fuck me!...  Fuck me!  Uhhhnnnn, I know it's wrong, but I
love your cock going up my cunt, Daddy!  It's so big and hard!  Ohhhhhh, fuck
me faster, Daddy...  fuck me faster!"


"Yeah baby, go for it!" gasped Dick as he felt her hips speed up.  "C'mon
sweetheart, fuck daddy's big prick!  That's it, twist your hot, sexy little
ass, baby!"  The pleasure generated by Debby's tight, adolescent pussy as it
clasped and squeezed his deeply stabbing cock was intense.


Dick had never felt such a powerful grip in a woman's cunt, even the first
time he had fucked his wife.  Then again, it had been a long time since he'd
fucked a girl as young as Debby before too.  The pressure around his rock-hard
cock was almost painful at first, but as his daughter's little cunt-hole
stretched to accommodate his prick, the pain disappeared, and only the
wonderfully hot, slippery friction of her satiny, adolescent quim remained.


"Ahhhhhhhhh, Jeesus!  Uhhhhh, yeah...  hot...  uhh...  tight...  ohh...
wet... little cunt!  Ungghhhhhhh!"


He fucked her roughly, almost raping her, grabbing her jiggling tits and
ramming his oversized cock deep into her belly.  But Debby loved every moment
of it.  She squealed and whimpered, impaling herself wildly on her father's
prick, begging him in no uncertain terms to ravish her tightly-stretched
little cunt.


"Yes, yes," she cried ecstatically, "that's the way I like it.  Oh, Daddy,
darling, fuck me like that!....  yes, oh yessssssss, fuck me...  fuck meeeee!"
Dick was really fucking his lust-crazed daughter hard now, his cock stabbing
up into her drooling, squirming little twat with jackhammer force.  Little
animal groans of lust bubbled up from deep in Debby's throat as she writhed in
mindless, adolescent passion on her father's pistoning prick.  Debby had never
felt so much pleasure in her whole life.  All the boy's she'd ever fucked
before were just that...  boys, but this time it was different.  Her daddy's
cock was a real man's cock...  longer and thicker and harder than any she'd
ever had stuffed up her snug little cunt before, and the more her father
fucked her with his over-sized prong, the hotter she got...  and the more she
wanted!


On the sofa, Mandy and Cathy were still deeply engrossed in a mutually
satisfying sixty-nine, their naked, creamy bodies writhing and squirming
against each other in hot, lesbian passion.  Cathy had sampled quite a few hot
young cunts in prison but none as tasty or as juicy as Mandy's hairless little
quim.  As soon as the girl had settled her crotch over her face, Cathy knew
she was going to enjoy Mandy's sweet little pussy like no other.  She was
fascinated by the folds of slippery, pink flesh that unfolded like the petals
of a flower.  The pink, glistening cuntlips were puffy and wet, covered with a
slick film of pussy-juice.  Cathy had feasted her eyes on the gorgeous sight
for only a few seconds before she felt Mandy's hot little mouth press cover
her gaping cunthole.  With a sharp cry, Cathy had grabbed the child's soft,
resilient little asscheeks with both hands and pulled her sweet dripping pussy
down onto her face.  Then, moaning deep in her throat, she began to suck
Mandy's tender, juicy cuntflesh into her hungry mouth.


The horny little kid had eagerly returned the favour, which told Cathy that
this wasn't the first time sweet, innocent-looking Mandy had indulged in a
hot, wet session of mutual cunt licking.  She went after Cathy's pussy-juice
like a ravenous animal, at the same time grinding her own quivering little
cunt down onto the older woman's equally active mouth.  Cathy felt Mandy
shiver with delight as she ran her tongue back and forth between the child's
lust-slickened cuntlips.


"Oooooooooh, God yesss!" squealed Mandy, momentarily removing her mouth from
Cathy's pussy.  "Mmmmmm, that's fantastic!  Oh, yeahhhh, just like that!"
Excitedly burrowing her face into the horny child's cuntmound Cathy probed
every inch of Mandy's juicy young slit with her tongue.


She swirled it lewdly around and around in the girl's tight, pink little
cunthole and noisily sucked out the tangy juices which soon began to flow in
surprising abundance.  Reaching up, Cathy grasped Mandy's tits, lovingly
squeezing and kneading the hard little cones while she reamed out the child's
hot, juicy cunt with her tongue.


"Oh, Christ!" whimpered Mandy between slurps on Cathy's drooling cunt.  "It's
so good....  so fucking good!  Uhhhhmmmmm, stick your tongue right in, baby!
Fuck me with it!  Fuck my cunt with your tongue and make me come!"" Cathy
opened her mouth wide over Mandy's hairless little slit and drilled her tongue
in deep.  Mandy's hips jerked wildly as she clutched at Cathy's soft asscheeks
and thrust her own face as deep as possible into the older woman's hot,
slippery cunt sucking for all she was worth.


Bobby watched his mother and the horny youngster from across the room.  The
sight and sound of their passion-crazed mouths frantically sucking on each
other's cunts made his cock swell and throb in Lisa's throat.  He looked back
down at the sexy redhead and watched as his huge shaft slid wetly in and out
of her cock-filled mouth.


"Yeah, suck it, Red!" he grinned, "Suck it real hard, sweetheart.  Mmmmm,
that's nice!  Hey, I just thought of something...  if you do a good enough job
on my prick, I might even let your kid back there shove his up your tight
snatch.  Yeahhhhh, after getting your pussy nice and hot and wet with his
tongue, I'm sure Kevvy baby will be more than willing to ram his stiff prick
up his momma's juicy cunt, don't you, honey?"


Lisa's eyes went wide with alarm and she tried to take her mouth off Bobby's
huge erection but the surly teenager grabbed a handful of scarlet tresses and
held the woman's head firmly in place on his prick, excited by the look of
fear in her eyes.


"Uh, uhhh!  Keep sucking that cock, Red!  You ain't finished yet!" Bobby
growled, grinning down at the beautiful woman.  "But don't worry, baby, you'll
get to fuck with hero boy soon enough, I promise!  Yeah, he can have a shot at
your cunt right after I shoot a load of hot cum down your pretty throat!"


Lisa moaned again and tried once more to remove her mouth from Bobby's prick,
but the boy still held her head firmly in place.  He hunched his cock roughly
back and forth into her throat, almost as a punishment.


"What's wrong, Red, honey?" he taunted.  "Aren't you partial to young prick?
C'mon, don't tell me you've never had naughty thoughts about Kevvy baby
here?...  every mother does at one time or another.  Don't you want to know
what his hard young prick feels like rammed up your hot, slimy cunt?"  Lisa
shook her head.


"You don't fool me, baby!" laughed Bobby, "I bet you'd love it, wouldn't you,
you fuckin' slut!  You'd love his hard young cock stuffed up that horny, rich
cunt of yours, huh?  Yeahhhh, and judging by the way junior is sucking your
hairy twat, lady, I'd say the little mother-fucker would love to let you have
it too!"


Lisa only moaned submissively and continued sucking as the strongly-muscled
teenager pumped his cock vigorously in and out of her mouth.  Under the threat
of violence from Bobby, and in the heat of passion, Lisa had accepted the fact
that it was her own son's tongue licking her pussy, and despite the
circumstances, deep down she was even was even beginning to enjoy it!  But at
the very mention of her son's cock penetrating her cunt, Lisa had
instinctively rebelled.  It was a vile, obscene thought, and she hated Bobby
for even suggesting it.  Letting her son lick her pussy was one thing, but
letting him fuck her was completely out of the question.


Kevin on the other hand had no such qualms about fucking his sexy mother.


At his age, women and girl's with any shape at all turned him on constantly,
and sometimes, having to live with two gorgeous specimens of womanhood like
his mother and sister was absolute torture.  Especially since both of them
insisted on wearing clothes that showed off their fantastic bodies, even
around the house.  Since he was about twelve or thirteen, the sight of his
mother's partly clad body had given Kevin an instant erection and later, when
his little sister had begun to fill out in all the right places, she too
became a focus for his sexual fantasies.  Quite often Kevin had to hide a
sudden hardon and race off to his room to jerk off his frustrations in
private.  Now, with his face buried deep in his mother's perfumed crotch, it
was like a wet dream come true for the horny young teenager.


Kevin's erect cock throbbed painfully between his legs, as he slurped noisily
on his mother's flaming red-haired twat.  His wide-open mouth covered her
gaping slit completely, his lips sucking up every drop of juice his agile
young tongue was able to coax from her hotly-aroused cunt.  Lisa was moaning
quite loudly now, lifting her ass up and pressing her pussy hard against her
son's face, grinding back and forth.  It excited him immensely.


Just to know that his sexy mother was aroused by his mouth and tongue on her
pussy, was enough to set young Kevin's whole body on fire.  He desperately
longed to spear his hard cock inside her hot, juicy cunt and fuck her, just as
he had done so many times in his lurid, adolescent fantasies.


Lisa tightened her lips around Bobby's prick as she felt her son suck her
throbbing, aching clit into his mouth.  With practiced ease, Kevin rolled the
sensitive little bud gently but firmly back and forth with the tip of his
tongue.  It felt so good Lisa wanted to scream out her pleasure, and she would
have too, if Bobby's hands hadn't been holding her mouth so tightly onto his
pumping cock.  At that moment, the horny redhead didn't care one bit that the
tongue wiggling so deliciously in her cunt belonged to her teenaged son.  All
she knew was that her streaming pussy was about to explode into his sucking
mouth, and despite her previous misgivings about letting her son fuck her,
Lisa didn't care what he did any more, as long as he made her come!  Spurred
on by her rapidly approaching climax, Lisa swallowed Bobby's glistening,
saliva-covered cock to the base, and started sucking him off in earnest.


"Oh, Christ, Red!" moaned Bobby, his own orgasm dangerously close.  "Your
fuckin' mouth gets more and more like a cunt all the time.  Unnnnhhhh, shit,
what a load of jizz I'm gonna shoot for you, baby!"


Lisa couldn't wait!  Sucking this handsome, virile young stud while her own
son sucked and licked her drooling cunt, had the beautiful redhead so excited
her knees were trembling.  In fact, she had never felt so horny in her whole
damned life.  Grinding her wet pussy into her son's face, Lisa sucked Bobby
hard, determined to make him come in her mouth so she could concentrate on the
delicious sucking she was getting from Kevin.  Lisa didn't have to wait long.
Within seconds, Bobby stiffened, and she felt his cock swell and jerk in her
mouth.


"Ohhhhhhhh, Jesus!  My prick's ready to blow, baby!  Uhhhhhh, hold on, Red,
I'm cummmmming, baby!  Ahhhhhhhnnnnngghhhhh, fuck, here it comes!" screamed
Bobby as his cock erupted with liquid fury in the depths of Lisa's throat.


His prick wasn't just spurting into her mouth either.  Bobby's pent up sperm
seemed to flood into the woman's mouth in a continuous stream, almost as if he
were pissing cream down her throat.  As fast as the cum arrived, Lisa gulped
it down at the same pace.  Not until Bobby's climax had dribbled to a close
did she release her oral grasp, having downed every last drop of jism the boy
could dredge from his swollen young balls.


"I gotta hand it to you, lady," he murmured when it was over, "you sure know
how to suck cock....  Jesus, that was one hell of a fuckin' blow-job!"


Lisa almost managed a smile, but a sudden stab of her son's tongue deep into
her boiling cunthole made her moan and quiver with fresh lust.  Bobby forced
Lisa onto all-fours at his feet, causing her son's mouth to leave her cunt
with an audible sucking sound.  Kevin looked down at his mother and then up at
Bobby, a look of expectation on his juice-smeared face.  His cock stood
straight out from his hairy crotch like a steel bar, the quivering tip pointed
directly at his mother's gaping cuntslit.


"Your turn, Hero!" grinned Bobby.  At the sound of his voice, Lisa seemed to
recover her composure a little.  Now that the erotic stimulation of her son's
mouth on her cunt was removed, her conscience flooded back.


"What are you doing?  Let me up, you pig!" she squealed, trying desperately
to get up.  Bobby held her down and motioned for Kevin to move up behind his
mother.


"C'mon Hero, you can do it!...  Belly up to the bitch and stick that big
fucker of yours right up her hot, juicy cunt!"  Kevin's eyes lit up at the
prospect of actually fucking his gorgeous mother.  Her legs were still widely
parted, and he could see the scarlet slit of her pussy beckoning to him from
between her creamy thighs.  His mother's swollen, redhaired cuntlips gaped
lewdly open, pouting and beaded with tiny dewdrops of moisture.  Kevin moved
in close behind her on his knees, resting his palms on the voluptuous curves
of his mother's ass.  The slim, rounded cheeks of her buttocks were smooth and
unblemished like a teenager's, and they felt warm and yielding under his
trembling hands.


Lisa gasped at the contact, her mind whirling with mixed emotions.  Her
maternal instincts told her to make her son stop, but at the same time, other
more basic instincts wanted him to continue.  Only minutes before, her son had
excited her beyond belief.  He had given her such exquisite pleasure with his
mouth and tongue, that Lisa had chosen to ignore the fact that the boy was her
own flesh and blood.  Now, the thought of letting him actually put his hard
young cock inside her cunt and fuck her, made Lisa tremble with shame.


"Don't, Kevin!" she blurted.  "Don't let him make you!....  It's wrong!"
But, the conviction just wasn't in her voice, and both boys knew it.


"I...  I can't help it!" gulped Kevin, caressing his mother's creamy ass.  "I
wanna f...  fuck you, Mom!...  Oh, Jesus, let me fuck your cunt, now!"


At that moment, Lisa knew it was useless to argue, Bobby had won, damn him!
Hearing her son's frank admission made her realize the power Bobby had over
them all.  Their cunning young captor seemed to be able to sense the best way
to unlock each family member's darkest, most forbidden sexual desires.  She
also knew that there was no use resisting the inevitable.  Lisa turned her
head to look at Kevin, and her eyes almost popped out of her head at the size
of her son's raging hardon.


"Ooooooh, Kevin!  God help me!" she moaned.  "I want it too, baby!"


"Are you sure, Mom?"


"Yes!  Oooooh, Jesus, yes!  Hurry up, before I change my mind!"  The hot, sexy
look his mother gave him made the boy's erect cock twitch with adolescent
fuck-lust.


Kevin reached up between her open thighs and ran his fingers up and down the
length of his mother's leaking cuntslit, feeling her firey wetness leak into
his stroking palm.  His hard, young cock jerked up and down against her ass,
dribbling pre-cum down the backs of her thighs.  Lisa gurgled and strained her
aroused pussy back against her son's fingers, eager for more intense
stimulation.


"Ummmmmmmmmm, Kevin!" she moaned.  "Oh God, sweetheart, don't tease me!"
Bobby was still standing above them, stroking his cock to another erection as
he watched the excited mother and son carefully.


"C'mon Hero, for chrissake fuck the bitch!" he growled.  "Can't you see she
want's it?...  Shit, the horny slut is fuckin' begging for it!".


Bobby was right.  As her son worked his fingers inside her hot snatch, Lisa's
cunt began to boil.  Hot fuck-juices seeped from her squishy, overheated cunt
and dribbled into the palm of his hand, coating Kevin's probing fingers with a
hot, sticky wetness that made his young prick throb and quiver with adolescent
lust.  His mother arched her ass up like a bitch in heat and wiggled it
suggestively against his hand as he squeezed her cunt.


"Ummmm, Mom, what a beautiful snatch!" he murmured, "I want inside it!"


"Ooooooooh, yes baby!...  Do it!...  Jesus, do whatever you want to me!"
squealed Lisa.  Kevin gasped with delight at his mother's blatant
encouragement.  The sight of her lovely, naked ass stuck up in the air in
front of him had Kevin's stiff cock literally throbbing with incestuous
desire.  The excited young boy stared for a moment at his mother's aroused
cunt.


The hairy, swollen lips gaped wide open, quivering with anticipation,
glistening provocatively with juicy wetness.  His beautiful mother was ready
alright...  hot and wet, and ready for fucking!  Kevin pulled her hips towards
him and pressed his jerking cock between her legs, smearing his mother's
cuntmound with hot pre-come as he positioned himself behind her.  Then, with a
low, guttural moan, Kevin pushed the head of his prick into his mother's
cuntslit and lunged savagely forwards, driving the entire length into her hot
fuckhole in one swift movement.


"Unnnnhhhhhhh, God!  I knew it!  I knew you'd be big, baby", Lisa wailed,
rocking her ass as she rested her head on folded arms.  "Ummmmmm, just like
your father...  so big...  so very, very big!...  Ooooooooooooohhhh!  God,
that feels good!"


As Kevin's man-sized prick filled her belly, Lisa arched her back and
shuddered, screwing her hot cunt back onto her son's thickly-veined cock-shaft
with shameful eagerness.  She knew it was wrong but she never could resist a
big, hard cock in her snatch....  what woman could?


"Ohhhhhhh, Mom!  Mom!  Mom!" Kevin cried, excited by the way his mother
wantonly welcomed every inch of prick he shoved into her.  Grasping her slim
hips, the boy began fucking her hard.  He was just too wildly aroused to do it
slowly or gently.  But it seemed to be just what Lisa wanted, because her cunt
was creaming all over his cock, and her hips were jerking to his rhythm.  The
faster her son fucked her the more excited she seemed to get.  Following his
natural instincts, Kevin began to fuck his mother with quick greedy stabs.
His belly slapping against her ass, and his prick ramming deep and hard into
her flaming-hot cunt.


Lisa shivered and moaned with pleasure as her son slammed his cock into her
tightly-stretched cunt.  He was fucking her with such brutal force that it
almost took her breath away, but Lisa loved every second of it, and she made
sure Kevin knew it too.  She had always loved a hard, fast fuck, and now her
very own son was giving her just what she needed.  His strong, virile erection
seemed to stretch her poor pussy to the limit, filling her deliciously.  She
arched her back and lifted her ass so that his pistoning cock rubbed against
her clit, intensifying her pleasure a thousandfold.  She kept her legs spread
so that she could take his cock as deeply as possible, forgetting all her
doubts and hesitations as her son hammered his big, hard prick into her
starved little pussy-hole.


"Jesus, Kevin!  Fuck me!  Fuck me hard!  Oh, yesssssssssss!" hissed Lisa,
through half-closed lips.  She began clenching and unclenching the muscles of
her ass and thighs to better squeeze the wondrous stiffness of her son's long,
powerful cock deep inside her pussy.


Kevin gasped with delight.....  'This is great!' he thought, astonished at the
unexpected tightness of his mother's pussy.  'Shit, Mom's got a twat like a
fuckin' teenager!...  Man, what a cunt...  what a beautiful tight, hot cunt!'


He moaned loudly as his cock surged back and forth in the yielding heat of his
mother's juicy cunt, the indescribably thrilling pressure was almost too much
to bear.  She was so tight around his desire-hardened young cock that Kevin
gritted his teeth to keep from yelling.  But the deeper he fucked her, the
more his eager, skewering strokes were lubricated by the gushing warmth of his
mother's love-juices.  His deep, punishing thrusts slithered easily back and
forth in her rubbery, cuntal grip.  Soon, every inch of Kevin's stiff young
cock was crammed into his mother's twat, and with each powerful lunge, his
sperm-filled balls slapped hard against her throbbing clit.


Lisa strained her ass at him, gasping with ecstasy at each fleshy slap of his
muscular young body.  Moments ago she had felt only shame and disgust at the
thought of sexual intercourse with her own son.  But now, with his eager cock
deeply imbedded in her cunt, Lisa felt only intense sexual pleasure.  As her
son began fucking her in earnest, the shame and guilt of her depraved actions
quickly vanished, replaced instead by hot, mindless passion.  The sexy redhead
soon became so highly aroused that she ignored everything around her and
concentrated entirely on the long, hard shaft of fuck-muscle pistoning into
her belly from behind.  She shook her hot ass and whimpered loudly,
encouraging her son with wild obscenities, using language that the boy had
never in his life expected to hear spill from his mother's normally
respectable lips.


"Ooooh, Kevin!...  Jesus, fuck me, baby!  Just ram your big cock right up
Mommy's horny cunt and fuck the shit out of it!  Ummmm, yeahhhh, really pound
it up there, darling!  Unnnnghhhh, shit!  Fuck my hot, gooey snatch as hard as
you can!  OOOOOOOOOHHH, YEAHHHHHHH BABY, FUCK MY CUNT!"


It aroused Kevin greatly to hear is mother talk dirty to him that way.  Less
than thirty minutes earlier she had been his prim and proper, well-dressed,
well-educated mom....  now she was on all-fours in front of him, bare-assed
naked and whimpering like a whore.  It was just like the fantasies the horny
young boy conjured up in his fevered brain each time he jerked off...
fantasies that of late, invariably involved his gorgeous mother.  Now it was
all coming true, and Kevin still couldn't believe it...  he was fucking his
own mother!...  Not only that, the sexy bitch was loving every minute of it!


Kevin began fucking his mother with deep, powerful strokes and Lisa responded
with unbridled passion, pushing her ass back against her son's loins in time
with the boy's excited thrusts.  Her big tits jiggled beneath her, the nipples
erect and very, very hard, and each time Kevin's cock pistoned into her cunt,
his mother's sloppy fuckhole made a loud slurping noise.  His cockshaft was
coated with her oily cunt-slime and shone in the light every time it emerged
from her musky depths.  Her juice gathered in a squishy wet circle around the
base of his cock, matting his pubic hair.


"You're tight, Mom!" panted Kevin, watching the way her hairy cuntlips clung
to his cock.  "...  hot and wet and..  uhhhhhh oh, so fuckin' tight!"


"Oooooh, I sure am, honey!...  hot and wet for your hard cock!  Uhhhhhh,
yeahhhhhhh, keep on fucking me with your big, beautiful prick, baby!"


Kevin parted his mother's ass, watching her asshole crinkle, the tiny rosebud
of her anus puckering as he fucked her cunt.


"Your asshole is making sucking motions, Mom!"


"I know!  It always does that when I'm getting fucked, honey!"  Lisa's cunt
stretched around her son's cock, and she began to shiver as she felt him fuck
deeper.  Knowing the boy was staring at her puckered asshole, and juicy cunt
while he fucked her, gave Lisa a sudden depraved surge of of incestuous
pleasure.  She let out a soft cry when she felt his heavy balls brush her
clit. Her cunt closed around his cock and she gave her naked ass a sexy
wiggle.


"Oh, Mom!" Kevin gasped, gripping her hips.  He lunged back and forth,
fucking his mother's cunt with deep, rapid strokes.  Lisa moaned incessantly
as her son's glistening cock almost became a blur, the wet slapping sounds of
his thighs against her rippling ass adding immensely to their pleasure.


Lisa couldn't believe how good her son's cock felt.  He had always been big
for his age, and on the several occasions she had noticed the large lump in
the front of his pants, she had looked quickly away in guilty embarrassment.
Even so, Lisa was a mature woman endowed with more than her fair share of
sexual needs, especially when Dick was away on one of his extended business
trips.  At these times her husband's absence always worked hard on her and she
invariably woke up horny, and stayed that way all day.  And, having a
handsome, well-built kid like Kevin around didn't help much either.
Especially when he insisted on walking around the house in tight shorts or
skimpy swimming trunks, neither of which did anything to hide the size and
shape of his virile young prick.  In fact, sometimes it was almost impossible
for Lisa not to stare openly at her son's huge cock-bulge, and every time, a
dark side of her mind couldn't help but wonder what Kevin's erect cock young
would look like....  what it would feel like.


Now, as her son fucked her wet, clinging twat with it, Lisa finally knew.  It
felt fantastic...  incredible!  He was just as well-hung as his father, and
from the way he was moving his cock around inside her cunt, he knew how to use
it too.  Lisa gyrated her hot ass back at him, twisting and grinding wantonly
as her son pumped his long, hard cock in and out of her sopping cunthole.  Her
tits swelled and her nipples ached...  her sweaty, naked flesh burnt with hot,
incestuous lust.


"Fuck me, Kevin!  Oh God, I'm so hot for your cock, baby!  Uhhhhhh, yessss ram
it in deep!  Fuck my horny wet cunt as hard as you can!" whimpered Lisa.  Her
tits and ass wobbled with the force of Kevin's hard cock-thrusts as he fucked
her savagely from behind.  In return, Lisa's pussy contracted rhythmically
around her son's cock, clasping and squeezing the thick, piercing shaft of
muscle in a grip that soon had young Kevin moaning loudly with pleasure.


Bobby smiled down at them, surprised at the ease with which he had been able
to persuade mother and son to throw all taboos to the wind and simply fuck
each other like nature had intended...  for the sheer animal pleasure it gave
them.  On the bed across the room, the other two members of the family were
similarly occupied, and Bobby's smile broadened as he watched Debby bouncing
merrily up and down on her father's plunging cock.  Excited by the results of
his erotic handywork, Bobby turned his attention to the couch where Mandy and
his mother were still entwined in a hot lesbian embrace.  He stared longingly
at Mandy's naked little ass as it bobbing enticingly above Cathy's face...
the sight made his cock twitch.  He moved towards the couch and knelt behind
the girl, aiming his prick at her tiny, pink anus.


"Open Mandy's asscheeks for me, Mom," ordered Bobby.  "I'm gonna fuck her cute
little butt while you finish sucking her cunt!"  Cathy did as she was told,
grabbing the child's tiny asscheeks with both hands and pulling them open for
her son.  She looked up between Mandy's thighs and watched Bobby insert the
swollen tip of his cock into the girl's invitingly puckered asshole.  Her own
mouth never left the girl's cunt, and as her son slowly drilled his cock into
Mandy's tight, buttery shit-hole, Cathy felt the child's tiny cunt bulge and
stretch around her tongue.  Bobby pushed his hard, throbbing prick deep into
the youngster's hot little asshole, stretching her slick shitter to the
bursting point around the bowel-clogging thickness of his huge cock.


"OOOOOOHHHHHH, GOD!  AHHHHHHHHHGGGGGHHHH!" screamed Mandy at the sudden
penetration.  She wasn't prepared for it, and at first it hurt.  But it wasn't
long before Mandy's tight young asshole relaxed around the sudden intruder.
By the time Bobby's pubic hair pressed against her asscheeks, Mandy's tender
little shitter was well-stretched and lubricated.  Bobby flexed his cock deep
inside her bowels for several seconds, experiencing the intense pleasure of
being buried to the balls in the child's gooey shit-tunnel.  Then, he started
humping, driving his cum-laden cock in and out of her quivering asscheeks.


"Uhhhhhhhhhh, Jesus!  That's fuckin' tight!" groaned Bobby, pumping in and
out of the girl's ass with eager excitement.  "I bet you've never had a cock
up your shit-tube before, have you kid?"


Mandy took her mouth off Cathy's pussy and turned to look at him.


"No!...  unghhhh!...  this is the ohhhhhh!...  first time!"


"I thought so...  a cherry ass!" grinned Bobby giving her hard little
asscheeks a playful slap "Well honey, it had to happen sooner or later.  How
does it feel to have ten inches of hard cock up your little shithole?"


"Ummmmmm, it hurt a bit at first but now it feels good....  real good!"


"I bet it does!" said Bobby smugly.  "Get ready, kid, 'cause now I'm gonna
give your hot little asshole a real good fucking!"  Bobby started humping into
her faster and faster, slamming his massive prick in and out of Mandy's
rubbery anal orifice.


Mandy returned her mouth to Cathy's matted crotch and continued sucking the
woman's juice-filled cuntslit.  At the same time, Bobby fucked her with deep,
penetrating thrusts, gratifying her itchy, virgin ass-walls with the thickness
of his long cock.  Mandy was soon moaning loudly once more as she munched
eagerly on Cathy's love-pie, this time in pleasure rather than pain.  She felt
Cathy's stiff tongue wiggle inside her own pussy, thrusting in and out in time
with Bobby's pounding rhythm.  Cathy reached up and grasped her son's naked
buttocks, squeezing and fondling his tightly-clenched asscheeks as just above
her face, Bobby rammed his cock into Mandy's elastic little asshole.  Soon,
mother and son were fucking and sucking the groaning, writhing child in
unison, making the sofa creak and rock obscenely as the horny trio engaged in
their first threeway cluster-fuck.


Bobby felt his mother's hot breath on his balls each time he thrust into
Mandy's clasping wet heat.  Her mouth was plastered over the girl's tasty
little gash, only inches from his hairy ball-bag as she sucked out Mandy's
teenage juices.  It made him hot for more intimate contact with his sexy
mother.


"Suck my balls, Mom!" he grunted, shoving his cock fully into Mandy's asshole
and leaving it there.  "Suck my balls and lick her cunt at the same time!"


Cathy was only too happy to obey.  She took her lips from Mandy's wet cuntslit
and opened her lips wide, sucking Bobby's big, hairy balls into her mouth one
at a time...  first one, then the other.


Bobby's scrotum was pressed tightly against Mandy's hairless cunt, so it was
easy for his mother to cover both his balls and the girl's gleaming slit with
with her warm, sticky saliva.  She licked and sucked them both, eating cunt
and balls simultaneously in a moaning blur of mouth and lips.


"Damn, that feels good, Mom!" groaned Bobby as Cathy's hot tongue flicked
over his hairy ball sack.  Mandy thought so too, but with her lips otherwise
occupied, the horny little thirteen-year-old could only moan out her pleasure
into Cathy's juice-filled cunt.  With a guttural cry, Bobby began to fuck her
ass once more, deep and hard.  At the same time, Cathy resumed lapping her
dripping cuntslit, and Mandy's ecstasy snowballed.


It was hard for the excited youngster to concentrate on sucking Cathy's pussy
with so much incredible pleasure being generated between her own legs.  As
Bobby shoved his cock into her asshole, Cathy was driving her tongue up inside
her cunt so stiffly it was like she was being fucked by two cocks at once.
She felt the wonderful friction from both sources rub deliciously together
through the thin membrane wall separating her tight pubescent fuck-holes.
Mandy bucked her little crotch.  And when Cathy's lips closed over her tiny
erect clit, the child climaxed on the spot.


"OHHHHHHHHH, I'M CUMMING!" she squealed, lifting her head from between
Cathy's thighs.  "OH, GOD!  UHHHH, SHIT, I'M CUMMMING SO GOOD!  YEAH, FUCK MY
ASS...  SUCK MY CUNT!  OOOOOOOOH, JESUS!  AHHHHHGGGHHHHHH!~


From the way Mandy was jerking and convulsing, Bobby knew she was in the
throes of a mind-blowing orgasm.  She bucked her ass frantically onto his
pounding cock, at the same time slamming her hairless drooling cuntslit down
tighter against Cathy's sucking mouth.  Bobby smiled as Mandy writhed and
shrieked like a wild animal on the end of his cock.  It was quite obvious to
him that he'd made the right choice in letting the sexy little kid come along
for the ride.  She would provide hours of pleasure for his mother and himself,
for as long as they wanted.  He might even get his mother to adopt her...
then he'd have a sister to fuck as well as a mother!


Mandy's climax subsided and she fell forwards and collapsed on top of Cathy,
completely exhausted by the tidal wave of orgasmic pleasure that had just
washed through her slender young body.  Bobby's cock slipped from her slippery
little butthole with a loud sucking sound, glistening wet and stiff above his
mother's face, still as hard as a rock.


"No!  Jesus, don't stop sucking my cunt, Mandy", shrieked Cathy.  "I didn't
come yet!  I didn't come!"


But Mandy was too exhausted to care and Cathy pushed her off.  As Mandy
tumbled to the floor, Cathy reached for her son's hard cock in consolation.


Don't worry, Mom," panted Bobby turning around and crawling up between his
mother's legs.  "I'll bring you off."


"Ummmm, you sweet darling," whimpered Cathy as she felt her son's big knob
sliding in between her hot, juicy-wet pussylips.  Both of them looked down to
watch his meaty, cum-oozing cockhead pierce her cunt.


"Oh, yeah, that's gorgeous!" she sighed.  "Now, son, don't play around, just
fuck the shit out of me!"


To his mother's whimpering delight, Bobby proceeded to do so with the utmost
speed and dexterity.  Grunting loudly, he rammed his bloated cock back and
forth into the hot, swampy hole between his mother's lust-swollen cuntlips,
fucking her with hard, powerful stabs that almost took her breath away.  Mandy
looked up and watched in awe.  Bobby was pummelling his mother's twat as hard
as he could, really ramming it up her, and by the way Cathy was reacting, she
couldn't get enough of it!


"Oh, Bobby, you gorgeous bastard!" she panted.  "Yeahhhh!  Fuck me hard!
Uhhhhhhh, sweetheart, fuck Mommy real hard!"


Bobby reached under Cathy's straining asscheeks and lifted her crotch into the
air for better penetration.  Then, with a sudden burst of speed, he began to
ram his massive prick rapidly into his mother's tight, well-lubricated
cunthole.  The sound of Bobby's large, sperm-filled balls slapping obscenely
against the soft, wet crack of her ass filled the room.


"Unnnhhh, Mom!" groaned Bobby, "Take my big cock, you hot, horny bitch!"


"Ohhh, baby, yessssss!  Fuck it in there!  Fuck my cunt and make me come!"
The feel of her young son's cock stretching and rippling the deliciously
stretched walls of her cunt made Cathy scream with pleasure, and she began to
buck and twist, hunching her hips up to meet his every thrust.


On the floor beside the couch, little Mandy was following their every move
with rising lust.  Although she had only just recently achieved orgasm, the
horny young girl found the sight of Bobby fucking his beautiful mother so
vigourously was incredibly stimulating, and she quickly became just as hotly
aroused as she had been only moments earlier.  Leaning on one elbow, Mandy
spread her legs wide apart and began rubbing the hot, sticky crevice between
her hairless pussylips with the fingers of her other hand, imagining how good
Bobby's big cock would feel rammed up her own tight, slippery little cunt.
She watched longingly as Cathy thrust her hairy twat up to receive her son's
long, deep cock-thrusts.  Bobby was rhythmically screwing his rock-hard boner
into her upthrust love-mound, oblivious to everything else in the world except
his beautiful mother and her deliciously hot, wet, clinging cunt.


On and on they fucked, Cathy's drooling twat sucking wetly on Bobby's
juice-slickened shaft as his mammoth fuck-pole drilled in and out of her
slippery, clasping slit.  Cathy's lovely face was drawn back in a mask of
mindless fuck-lust, contorted by the firey passions that coursed through her
wildly fucking body.  She too, was aware of nothing else except the
unbelievable ecstasy she was feeling in her cock-filled cunt.  The rock
hardness of her son's virile young prick pounding incessantly into the hot,
clinging wetness between her legs was driving Cathy wild.  She could feel the
hot, viscous fuck-juices oozing out from between her prick-squeezed cuntlips
and running down over the firm cheeks of her naked, squirming ass.


"Oh, Bobby!" she cried, clinging to her son.  "That's the way to fuck me,
honey!  Ooooooooh, yeahhhhhh!  FUCK ME!  FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK MEEEEEEEEE!"  Bobby
drilled his cock into his mother's swollen, pouting cunt with a fury that
thrilled them both.  Her flushed, excited body was filled with such heat that
it was literally scalding his plunging pecker.


"Fuck, baby, fuck!" she squealed.


Lifting her widely splayed legs, Cathy threw the back of her knees over
Bobby's broad, muscular shoulders, offering even more of her deliciously
assaulted slit to him.


"Ooooh, you big fuckin' stud!" she gasped up at her son.  "You're gonna make
me come soon, baby....uhhhhh!  uhhhh, yeah!....  gonna make me come!"


Further excited by his mother's wild squeals of passion, Bobby began pounding
his prick deeper and harder into her hot, slurping hole.  He clutched the
naked, writhing woman in his arms as Mandy looked on.  By now, the horny
little kid had two stiff fingers working frantically in her hotly-aroused
young pussy, finger-fucking herself as she watched them fuck.  Bobby thrust
harder into his mother's squirming belly, feeling his big blunt cockhead pound
solidly against the very end of her cunt.  Cathy nearly came on the spot when
she felt her son's bloated prick-head reach the depths of her womb.  Instead
she scissored her ankles together high across his back and started humping as
fast as she could, whining and whimpering shamelessly as she hunched her hot,
drippy pussy onto the root of her son's huge prick.


"Oh, sweet Jesus!" Cathy screamed with passion.  "I love your big, fat cock,
Bobby!  Ram it up my belly, son!  Fuck mommy's cunt as hard as you can!  Ohhh
yeah, make me come, Bobby, darling!...  Mommy want's to come!  Uhhhhh, it's so
good....  so good!  OH FUCK!...  FUCK...  FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!"  Harder and
faster, Bobby fucked his prick loving mother's cunt, the couch squeaking in
protest beneath them, her tender pussy-hole squishing audibly as it sucked
needfully on his prick.


"Unnnnnnhhhhh, I'm close, Mom!" warned Bobby, feeling the unmistakable signs
of orgasm rumbling up from his swollen balls.  Cathy felt the boy's fuck-rod
pulsing ever more stiffly inside her pussy, and knew that her son would soon
spray her cunt full with a big load of hot, gushing jizz.


"Uhhh, yessss baby, harder!"  She clawed his back with her fingernails,
grasping his gyrating ass-cheeks in a desperate attempt to get his cock
further up her cunt.  "I'm gonna come too, baby!  Harder!  Keep fucking my
pussy, Bobby!  Oh, please, make Mommy cum all over your big, hard prick!"
Bobby fucked his shameless mother as fast and as hard as he could, driving her
ass into the couch as he relentlessly stroked his massive fuck-pole into her
gushing, open pussy.  In and out his giant prick sawed, in a blur, seeming to
pleasure a different part of his mother's heated pussy with every thrust.
Cathy humped with all the energy in her loins, crying and panting as
cum-spasms erupted deep up inside her raging cunt.


"I'm cumming, Bobby!" shrieked the lust-crazed beauty.  "Cream me, baby!
Squirt me!  Fill momma's cunt with your hot sperm, baby!"  Bobby felt his own
ejaculation rapidly approaching and drove his throbbing boner deep into his
mother's spasming cunt, bringing the screaming woman to the very brink of
hysteria.  Her pussy exploded, spewing fuck-oils all over Bobby's hammering
prick, her hairy fuck-hole spasming and contracting repeatedly around his
cock.  Unable to hold back a second longer, Bobby gave her one last lunge,
burying his prick to the balls in her belly as a torrent of white-hot jism
exploded into her creaming pussy.


"That's it, you sweet bastard!" Cathy screamed when she felt her son's thick,
gooey cum splattering deep up inside her cunt.  "Come in me, Bobby!...  Yeah,
give it all to me.....  squirt it up my hot fuckin' snatch, baby!"


Bobby's prick jerked and quivered deep inside his mother's pussy as it spewed
out his hot, salty goo.  Cathy couldn't seem to get enough of her boy's wildly
spurting cock.


"Oooooooooooooooooooooh, sweet baby!" she sobbed as her convulsing cunt
continued climaxing around his prick.  "Keep squirting, honey!  That fuckin'
stuff feels so good!"


Cathy loved the feel of her son's hot come splashing deep inside her pussy,
deluging her cunt with a shower of incestuous white spunk.  Dazedly, she
flexed her twat-muscles around his squirting prick, helping her hung son shoot
out every drop of his precious jism.  Deliciously exhausted, Bobby lay
perfectly still over his mother's soft, naked body while her cunt pulled and
sucked on his dick.  He remained there until the last drop of cum had been
siphoned from his balls.


"Man, that was a good one!" Bobby said grinning down at his panting mother as
he popped his wet cock out of her drenched pussy.  "You really know how to
fuck up a storm, Mom...  Shit, I must have come a fucking gallon!"  Cathy lay
back gasping, as Bobby's milky jism trickled from her gaping cunt.


"Mmmmmmmmmm, look what you did to me, baby."  murmured Cathy, prying the wet,
hairy lips of her pussy wide apart with her fingers.  "Have you ever seen such
a well-fucked cunt in your life?"


"No, Mom" grinned Bobby, slipping a finger into her drooling slit.  "Not since
the last time I fucked it, that is."  A wanton feeling of utter contentment
flowed through Cathy's loins as her son fucked his finger expertly in and out
of her ravished cuntslit.  She smiled up at him, flexing her twat-muscles
around his wiggling digit.


"Ohhhhh, Bobby," she giggled shamelessly.  "Keep that up, honey, and you're
gonna have to bring me off again!"


"Later, Mom.  We've got all night, remember," he said with a grin.  Bobby
pulled his fingers from his mother's gooey cunt and stood up, moving across
the room to the table.  Mandy clambered back up onto the couch and promptly
pressed her pretty face between Cathy's open thighs, licking Bobby's creamy
jism out of his mother's cunt with eager swipes of her hot little tongue.  At
the same time, the horny youngster was bringing herself off with her hand,
frantically shoving one, then two stiffened fingers deep into her hot,
hairless little fuck-hole, moaning out her excitement into Cathy's juicy wet
cuntflesh.


"Ooooooh, you sweet little darling!" sighed Cathy.  "Suck it, Mandy!
Yeahhhh, that's it, baby!  Suck it all out!  Suck that stuff right out of my
hot juicy snatch!  Uhhhhhhhhhhmmmmmmmmm!"


Munching on an apple he found in the bowl on the table, Bobby sat down and
looked about the room like a king surveying his subjects, smiling with
lascivious satisfaction at the family orgy taking place in front of him.  Son
fucking mother, father fucking daughter, and his own mother having his cum
licked from her cunt by a beautiful thirteen-year-old nymphette with an
insatiable craving for cock....  it was absolute sexual heaven.  Bobby sat
back and watched young Kevin sticking it to his gorgeous mother.  He grinned
wickedly, knowing only too well what fantastic feelings the lucky kid must be
experiencing as he fucked his own mother for the first time.  And, despite her
previous objections, Lisa seemed to be enjoying it too.  Her back was arched
wantonly, her legs were spread wide, and at every stroke of her son's cock,
the pretty red-head hunched her ass backwards against him, impaling her tight,
lust-slickened cunt on the boy's prick like a woman possessed.


"Unnngghhh!" Lisa moaned loudly.  "I'm gonna come soon, honey!  Ooooooh,
Kevin, you're fucking the come out of Mommy's cunt!  Uhnngghh, yeah, fuck it!
Fuck momma's hot, juicy cunt with your big, fat prick, baby!  Fuck it hard!"
Kevin obliged.  He pulled back and hovered for an agonizing moment, then drove
home again, hard and hot.  And kept driving, panting hard, giving his mother
every inch of his huge cock with maximum impact.  Lisa stiffened her arms and
braced herself against her son's ferocious onslaught.  Waves of delicious heat
emanated from her cunt and began coursing though her body as Kevin fucked her
relentlessly, pulling hard on her hips as his cock stabbed long and deep, way
up into her belly.  His mother's cunt-sheath pulled and sucked on his cock
like a tiny wet mouth and Bobby gasped with pleasure.


"Uhhhhhhhh, Mom!  I love your cunt!  I love fucking your hot, wet cunt!"


"Oh, baby!  I love it too", replied Lisa, grinding her hips back onto her
son's swollen love-spike.  "God help me, Kevin, but I love your big cock
fucking my cunt too, sweetheart!"


"Oh, Mom!  Oh, baby!"


Kevin shut his eyes and clenched his teeth.  His orgasm began to build as he
fucked his squirming, moaning mother with hard, deeply penetrating strokes
that jarred her slender frame to the bone.  Lisa's own orgasm was approaching
fast, but she was not yet beyond the point of no return...  all she had to do
was try and hold out until her son was ready to fill her cunt with hot, creamy
cum, then as she always did with her husband, she would let herself go and
enjoy her orgasm to the fullest while his prick jerked and spat within her
hot, quivering fuck-hole.  kevin began to pant and strain, driving his fat
cock into his mother's cunt with a vengeance.  Lisa was moaning for him to
come. Kevin kept grunting "yes, yes" through gritted teeth.  Within seconds,
the boy was so close to orgasm that he couldn't have stopped it even if he
wanted to. He threw back his head and yelled, fucking his bulging prick into
his mother's hot, gooey cunt with jerky uncontrollable movements.


Lisa felt her son's huge cock swell and buck inside her as he came.  It was
all the pretty redhead needed to push her over the edge too, and she came just
as the first powerful spurts of Kevin's hot sperm entered her cunt.


"AHHHHHHHGGGHHHHHHH!  JESUS!  I'M COMING!...UHHH,FUCK!  I'M COMMMMMING, MOM!"
Lisa was coming too, and the pleasure was so intense, she didn't ever want it
to stop.  Her pussy erupted all over his racing cock, spewing fuck-oils onto
the thick driving shaft.  Bobby fucked his mother's pussy as fast as he could,
wincing as her hot cunt spasmed repeatedly around his prick.  Her cunt-muscles
gripped the boy's jerking stalk in strong rhythmic contractions that proceeded
to milk the molten load of jism from his swollen young balls.


"Fuck me, fuck me!" Lisa yelled, over and over, as the orgasm raced through
her naked body.  She humped madly back at her well-hung son, savouring every
last spasming contraction of her cum.


As Bobby's wild, incestuous load filled her belly, Lisa moaned happily,
grinding her furry pussy-slit back onto the root of her son's prick.  When his
cock began to wilt inside her, Lisa slumped forwards and the boy's massive
fuck-rod slid from her tight cunt with a wet plopping sound.  She turned over
and pulled her son down onto the floor with her, hugging him in a tender,
loving embrace.


"Oh, Kevin!" she murmured into his neck, "What have we done, baby?...  Jesus,
what have we done?"


"We fucked, Mom," said Kevin smiling into his mother's glazed eyes.  "I fucked
your cunt and made you come!  Didn't you like it?  You seemed to like it!"


"Baby, that's the problem...  I liked it a lot!"


"I don't understand, Mom."


"Kevin, honey, what we did was wrong," explained Lisa.  "no matter how much we
both liked it, it's still wrong."


"I don't care, Mom," said Kevin stroking his mother's damp boobs.  "I love you
and I want to fuck you again!"


"Kevin!" exclaimed Lisa trying to push her boy away.  "Don't say that!
Besides you can't want it again so soon after....."  Lisa's words stuck in her
throat when she felt her son's cock brush against her her naked thigh.  He
wanted it again alright....  his cock was rock-hard and throbbed against her
leg with insistent heat.  Just lying next to his mother and stroking her tits
had gotten him up again.  Well, Lisa thought, he is a teenage boy, approaching
in his sexual prime, it's only natural.  Inquisitively, she reached between
their bodies and felt for his cock.  A gasp of delight escaped Lisa's lips as
she felt the hard, throbbing thickness of the her son's erection, still sticky
with her own fuck-juices.


"Jesus, Kevin!" she moaned under her breath.


Lisa stroked her son's huge hard-on a couple of times before she realized what
she was doing.  Then, the pangs of shame and guilt hit her again and she
removed her hand from the boy's cock like it had just been burned.  She tried
to push her son away from her, but either he was too strong for her, or her
heart really wasn't in it, either way, Kevin held her in his arms and began to
run his hands hotly over her soft, naked flesh with a familiarity that both
frightened and excited her at the same time.


"Kevin, don't do that, honey," Lisa protested weakly as she felt her son's
insistent fingers straying towards her furry crotch.  Kevin had reached his
mother's cuntmound and was just about to dip his fingers into her drooling
slit when a voice boomed loudly above them.


"Well, well, well!" said Bobby with a lewd grin.  "Aren't you two a regular
pair of lovebirds."


Lisa scrambled away from her son and tried to cover her nakedness with little
success, unable to keep her eyes off the big limp cock dangling between the
boy's muscular thighs.


"On your feet Red!" ordered Bobby.  "Get over there on the bed and watch your
old man sticking it to your cock-hungry slut of a daughter."


Lisa moved to obey, but she was too slow, and Bobby grabbed her arm, dragging
the woman roughly to her feet.  He held her naked body against him and ran a
hand down over the crack of Lisa's pert, rounded ass, seeking out her pussy
from behind.  His fingers slid easily into the warm sticky wetness of her
aroused cuntslit.


"Hmmmmmmm, fucking your kid has sure got you all nice and hot, huh Red?"
grinned Bobby.  "Yeah, just the way a cunt should always be....  hot and wet
and ready for a good hard fuck!  Would you like that, gorgeous?  Would you
like me to fuck you?  huh?"


Lisa gulped and nodded her head dumbly.  Despite the fear and anger she felt
for Bobby, she was also very excited and her wet, itchy cunt responded
automatically to the boy's expert manipulations.


"Yeah, I thought as much," gloated Bobby.  "A hot, sexy piece of ass like you
needs to be fucked morning, noon and night, don't you babe?"  Lisa said
nothing, and Bobby grabbed her by the back of the neck, his face close to
hers.


"Answer me, fuck you!" he growled, "I said...  you just can't get enough hot
fucking can you?"


"N...  no!  No, I can't", whimpered Lisa, grinding her naked cuntmound against
Bobby's stroking fingers.  She felt ashamed at what she'd just admitted, not
because he had been made to say it, but because deep down inside Lisa she knew
it was true!


"Well, honey, stick around and I'll make sure you get all the cock you can
handle!" boasted Bobby, drilling two fingers into the woman's tight cunthole.


Lisa slumped against the boy's chest and moaned softly into his neck, enjoying
the deep penetration.  Bobby twisted his fingers round and round in her
dripping cuntslit until her hot, sticky juices coated his exploring digits.
Then, he removed his hand from her twat and stuck both fingers into his mouth.
Bobby watched her reaction as he sucked the aromatic cocktail of jism and
cunt-cream into his mouth, licking his glistening fingers clean.


"Mmmm, mmmmm, real tasty, Red!" he said licking his lips lewdly.  "Yeah!  In
fact, you're so damn tasty, baby, I think I'll eat out your sweet little
honey-pot before I fuck it.  Now, get on the bed!"  Bobby looked at Kevin.


"You too, Hero!  Maybe you'll learn something," he grinned, "Yeah, why don't
you give your Mom a mouthful of prick.  It'll keep the horny bitch quiet while
I suck out her snatch."


Bobby marched them both towards the bed where Debby was still bouncing
excitedly up and down on her father's stiff cock.  Lisa stared with jealous
eyes as her husband fucked their fourteen-year-old daughter with altogether
too much relish.  Even though she had just had her son's cock plowing up her
slick cunt, and enjoyed it immensely, Lisa still felt angry at the way her
husband and daughter were obviously revelling in the carnal delights of their
wild, incestuous fuck.  Kevin was jealous too...  jealous that his father was
getting to fuck his cute sister and he wasn't.  He looked at Debby's
cock-filled little cuntmound with a hungry gaze, wishing that it was his long,
hard cock slamming repeatedly up into his sister's tight, clinging cunt-sheath
instead of his father.


Kevin watched in awe and rising desire as his cute little sister bucked and
bounced her tightly-stretched slit up and down on her father's cock, surprised
that the oversized prick thrusting up between her slender thighs wasn't
splitting her tightly packed young cunt in two.  But the look on Debby's face
told her brother that she was receiving nothing but intense pleasure from the
thick, blue-veined monster that plugged her tiny little cunthole.  Kevin eyed
off the rest of his sister's slim, sexy body, taking in her pert, hard-nippled
tits and shapely rounded buttocks.  Her tits were so firm, they hardly jiggled
as she moved.  Instead, they thrust proudly outwards from her chest without a
trace of sag, the nipples erect and slightly upturned.  Kevin could hardly
wait his chance to suck the tender, pink buds into his mouth.


Bobby pushed Lisa onto her back on the bed and motioned for Kevin to join her.
The excited teenager did as he was instructed, eager for more sex.  He sat
down beside his mother, resting his naked thigh against her shoulder.  Lisa's
big tits wobbled and separated as she moved to a better position with her head
between her son's thighs.  Her legs fell apart as she felt his hard young cock
brush against her cheek.  She reached up and grabbed it, stroking her fingers
up and down the smooth, hard shaft of throbbing muscle.  Kevin moaned and
reached for his mother's tits, squeezing gently.


"Yeah, that's it!" panted Bobby, sliding a couple of fingers up Lisa's open
cunt.  "Shit, you two catch on quick don't you?...  Now, put your cock in her
mouth, kid and give your horny Mom a good long taste!"  Kevin hunched his hips
forwards and pressed his cock against his mother's warm, parted lips.


Lisa ran her tongue over her son's swollen cock-flesh, then dipped the tip
into his seeping piss-hole, licking away at the adolescent pre-cum.  Then she
closed her lips around his cock, sinking down, taking it all the way into her
mouth, her lips on the base her tongue pushing it to the roof of her mouth.
Kevin moaned softly, one hand on the back of his mother's head, the other
squeezing her tits.  Lisa sucked up and down, her lips tight as her tongue
licked.  She sucked her son's cock slowly, enjoying the hot throb of it inside
her mouth.


"Ohhhhhhh, Jesus that's nice, Mom!"  Kevin groaned as she gave his cock a
series of long, hard sucks.  "Mmmmmmmmm, I can't wait to come in your mouth!"


"That's it, Hero, fuck her face!  She loves it!"  said Bobby.  grinning down
at them with a lewd, wicked smile.  He fucked his fingers into Lisa's gaping
cunt with deep, hard strokes, making the woman moan loudly around her son's
big prick.  Her excited pussy was getting hotter and wetter by the second,
just the way Bobby like it.  He knelt between her thighs and bent his head
low.


"Spread your legs, baby," he ordered.  "...'cause now that it's good and wet,
I'm gonna suck your juicy little fur-pie dry!"  And without another word, he
dipped his head and began licking her belly, her matted cunt-bush, her upper
thighs.  He left trails of saliva all over her flawless skin.


Lisa loved being eaten almost as much as she loved hard cock, but her husband
seldom indulged her.  Dick preferring instead to fuck his lovely wife in a
variety of positions, coaxing her to orgasm after orgasm with his big cock.
So, even though she seldom went unsatisfied, Lisa sometimes longed for her
husband to pleasure her orally, to kiss her down there, between her legs, to
suck her clit hard, and lick the full length of her gooey slit with his
tongue...  just like Bobby was doing right now.  Lisa loved the feel of the
boy's experienced mouth on the hot, aching flesh of her pussy.  His fingers
were on the wet hairy lips, prying them apart.  Then, his tongue dipped
inside, licking and teasing all the oily, pink cuntflesh.  The pleasure was so
intense, Lisa took her mouth from her son's cock for a second and looked down
at Bobby.


"Oooooooooh, yes!  Suck it!  Suck it, you gorgeous bastard!  Suck my cunt!"
Sweet melty feelings were soaring up between her legs.  Her belly fluttered
wildly. She wanted to tell Bobby how good it felt to have his tongue and lips
on her aching cunt, but Kevin was too impatient.  He grabbed his mother's head
rather roughly and pushed her mouth back onto his prick.


"Come on, Mom!" he whined.  "Shit, keep sucking my fuckin' cock!"  Lisa
became even more excited by her young son's profanity and greedily plunged her
lips over his prick.  She opened her mouth as wide as she could, nearly
choking herself as she forced his mighty hard-on down her gullet and sucked
hard. Kevin moaned.


"Ummmmmmmmmmmm, Mom!  Ohhhhhhhh, fuck, yeahhhhhhh!"


The intense pleasure of his mother's cock-sucking was like nothing the boy had
ever experienced.  Sure, he'd had his cock sucked before.  At his school even
the girls that were too young to fuck, sucked cock.  But even the best of them
were rank amateurs compared to the way his horny mom was going down on him.
Kevin sighed and settled back on the pillows, smiling as he watched his naked
mother lovingly suck his prick.  Lisa slurped loudly on her child's tasty
young cock.  Gripping the rock-hard stem in her fist, Lisa began pumping her
hand swiftly up and down as she sucked, beating her son's cock-meat into her
hot, eager mouth.


Between her gaping thighs, Bobby's mouth was all over the horny mom's drooling
twat, licking up her spicy pussy-juice with obvious relish.  His stiff,
wiggling tongue probed every inch of her mound, slicing through her narrow,
juicy slit from asshole to clit and back again in a deliciously slow, sensual
rhythm that soon had the horny redhead climbing the walls.


"Uhhh!  Oooh, fucking Jesus, that feels good!" Lisa whimpered between juicy
slurps on her son's cock.


"Ummmmmmmmmm, tastes good too," replied Bobby, lifting his mouth from her
gooey slit.  "Your ripe little cunt is real good eating stuff, baby!"  Lisa
shivered with excitement and hunched her hips up at the youth's juice-smeared
face.


"Then get your mouth back down there and suck it, you teasing bastard!"


Bobby just grinned and plunged his face into the swampy warmth of Lisa's
upthrust crotch, his lips and tongue immediately attacking her glistening,
pink cuntal flesh with renewed vigour.  Lisa dropped a hand down to the back
of Bobby's head and pushed his face deeper into her open gash.  She left it
there, controlling the pressure of his mouth on her cunt, just as her other
hand controlled the speed and depth of her son's eager thrusts into her
cock-sucking mouth.  Kevin was close to coming.  He closed his eyes and thrust
deep into his mother's mouth, literally fucking her pretty face with his
rock-hard prick.


"Uhhhh, Mom!" he yelled loudly.  "I'm close!  Ohhh yeah, suck it!  Suck it
hard! Ahhhhhhhhhhhgghhhhhhhhh!"


Debby heard her brother's cry of lust, and for the first time since the others
had joined them on the bed, the hot young teenager noticed that they were not
alone.  She had been totally engrossed in fucking herself senseless on her
father's huge, plunging penis.


From the first deep, wondrous penetration, her father's huge prick had filled
Debby's tight little pussy to the brim, his long, hard thickness stretching
her tiny cunt-slit beyond anything the youngster had ever experienced before,
yet she couldn't seem to get enough of it.  In fact, her father's swiftly
stabbing shaft induced such a feeling of extreme sensual rapture, that for a
long time Debby was unconscious of anything, except the massive hardness
pounding incessantly between her slender thighs.  How she stared with wide,
excited eyes as beside her, her brother fucked his cock into their mother's
mouth.


Kevin's cock looked much bigger than she remembered, long and thick and very,
very hard...  just like her father's.  Debby felt waves of excitement and
passion flood her system, for although she had seen her brother's gorgeous
cock when they were younger, this was the first time she had seen it in
action, and it thrilled her immensely.  Debby was so turned on by the sight of
her brother's lust-bloated prick sliding back and forth in her mother's
sucking mouth that she couldn't control herself.


"Uhhhhhhhhh, fuck me hard Daddy!" she whimpered.  "I'm gonna come again!"
Debby was easily aroused, and to her father's delight, the horny youngster had
climaxed twice already, her squirming little pussy bathing his cock each time
in a deluge of hot, oily lubrication.


"Oh, yeah!" groaned Dick, feeling his daughter's third orgasm rip through her
slender, quaking body.  Each climax seemed bigger and more intense than the
last, and Dick marvelled at the way the girl could come so hard one second,
yet be instantly aroused the next.  He also marvelled at the fact that he
hadn't come himself!


Fucking his daughter's tight, wet little pussy was a wet dream come true, but
for some strange reason Dick wasn't even close to orgasm.  His cock was
rock-hard, and sometimes felt like it was about to blow any second, yet every
time his cute little daughter climaxed, his stamina seemed to return and Dick
simply fucked her some more till she whimpered and came again...  it was that
easy!


"Fuck me, Debby, honey!" groaned Dick as he watched her tiny cuntlips grip
and suck at his thick, bulbous cock.  "Ummmmmmmm, yeah baby, bounce that sweet
little cunt up and down on Daddy's big prick!"  Debby looked down at the
juncture of their bodies where her father's bloated cock disappeared between
the clasping lips of her pussy.  Her cunt was tight and clinging.


"Oooooh, I will!" she squealed happily.  "Watch it go in, Daddy!  Ungghhh,
God, your cock is so big, it feels so good!  Fuck me, Daddy!  Fuck me hard!"
Dick couldn't believe it, she was only fourteen years old, still a baby, yet
she was acting like a goddamn whore, her lewd dialogue betraying the repressed
adolescent desires which had for so long been locked deep inside her horny
young mind.


"Ram it to her, Dad!" gasped Kevin, watching them closely.  "Fuck her real
good!"


As he spoke, Kevin punctuated his words with deep, savage thrusts of his
man-sized pecker into his mother's mouth.  Dick looked down at his beautiful,
naked wife, her mouth was stuffed full of his son's cock and she was moaning
and squirming, obviously enjoying the dual stimulation she was receiving from
Bobby and Kevin.


"Suck, Bobby, suck!  Oh, you sweet, gorgeous cunt-licker!  I'm coming!  GOD!
I'MMMM CUUMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMINGG!"


And suck her he did.  Opening his mouth wide, Bobby gave Lisa's spasming cunt
a good, deep frenching.  He sucked her clit into his mouth and flicked it
repeatedly with his tongue.  Lisa almost fainted with pleasure.  She began to
suck furiously on her son's throbbing prick which she had unfortunately
neglected while the fires of orgasm rushed over her sweaty, naked body.  Kevin
felt his balls begin to swell as his mother's vacuuming mouth and tightly
sucking lips pulled him over the edge too.  It was like fucking a hot, wet,
sucking cunt.


The boy suddenly hunched forward, plunging his cock all the way into his
mother's throat as he climaxed.  Lisa felt the hot, sticky cum squirt from the
end of her son's cock and moaned loudly as she tried to gulp it all down, but
a small trickle escaped her lips and dripped onto her tits.


Before Lisa had a chance to recover, Bobby pulled her to her knees and
unceremoniously stuffed his rock-hard cock into the woman's cunt doggy style.


"Suck him off again!" he grunted, slamming his long prick deep into Lisa's
tight, clasping cunthole.  "Blow the fuckin' little hero again while I get my
rocks off in your hot, wet cunt, bitch!"


Lisa eagerly pulled Kevin's hips back to her mouth and began to suck her son's
semi-hard prick back to life.  It didn't take much lip action before young
Kevin was as hard as a rock again.  Lisa swallowed his glistening, pink shaft
noisily, all the while hunching her hips back against Bobby's deeply plunging
prick.


Beside them, Dick was still fucking Debby powerfully, guiding his horny young
daughter from one climax to another.  He could feel her little cunt-walls
contract tightly around his cock with her every orgasm.  Despite the
circumstances, the combination of fucking his daughter's tight, little-girl
cunt and the fact that his wife was sucking his son's cock while some punk kid
doggy-fucked her right beside him was a tremendous turn-on.  Dick soon felt a
mighty climax racing upwards from his balls, engulfing him like a tidal wave.


"UHHHHHHHH!  FUCK!  I'M CUMMMMING, BABY!" he yelled, "OOOHHHH, YEAHHHH,
CUMMING IN YOUR TIGHT FUCKIN' CUNT!"


Debby squealed with pleasure as she felt her father's cock, swell and squirt
deep up inside her, flooding her womb with jet after jet of hot, creamy cum.
She squirmed and writhed beneath him, bucking her skinny little hips up to
receive his precious load.  When her father began rapidly fucking her pussy
like a jackhammer, Debby climaxed again, almost fainting from the
indescribably intense pleasure washing through her naked young body.


Bobby was cumming too, slamming his cock into Lisa's cunt so hard, she
couldn't keep her mouth on her son's prick properly.  Kevin grabbed his
mother's head and forced his straining cock deeper down her throat.


"Come on!  Suck it hard, Mom!" he groaned.  "Shit!  I'm almost there!"


Lisa swallowed hard, letting her throat muscles massage her son's cock.  She
could hardly concentrate on sucking him with Bobby fucking her so viciously.
But it was wonderful!  Her cunt had never felt so full or so deliciously
ravaged.  She moaned loudly into her son's hairy crotch as she felt another
orgasm overtake her quivering body.


Bobby's jism splattered into Lisa's cunt just as Kevin's second load filled
her eagerly sucking mouth.  She was being injected with hot, creamy sperm from
both ends and it felt fantastic.  Her cunt contracted around Bobby's cock as
she came, literally pumping the cum from the kid's balls.  Her mouth did the
same on her son's tasty prick, and she sucked and licked it until it began to
soften slightly between her lips.  Bobby pulled his juice-coated cock from
Lisa's cunt with a slurp and let her body fall forwards onto the bed.  Her
face was still in her son's crotch as she licked the last drops of stray sperm
from his furry balls.  The young fugitive looked down at the family he held
captive and grinned.


"Yeahhhh!  Not bad!  Not bad at all!" he muttered, gazing down at them.  His
plan had turned out to be much easier than he'd expected.  The four family
members were so hot for each other, Bobby was surprised they hadn't started to
fuck each other long before this.  Maybe they just didn't have an excuse, he
thought to himself with an evil grin.


Bobby turned to the sofa where Mandy and his mother were still hungrily
sucking each other's cunts.  He watched as Mandy pulled her lips off Cathy's
saturated snatch and plunged three fingers into the woman's juice-filled
fuckhole.  At the sudden, delicious penetration, Cathy moaned into the young
girl's cunt.


"Ohhh, baby!  Yeahhhh!  More!" she gasped.


Mandy inserted another finger into the groaning woman's gaping cunt, prompting
Cathy to squeal with delight.


"Yesssss!  Oh, fuck yesssss!" hissed Cathy, "God!  Put your whole hand up
there and fuck me with it, baby!"


Mandy did as she was instructed, making a small fist and pushing it into the
older woman's gaping cunthole.  Bobby stared as the girl's fist disappeared
into his mother's cunt up to the wrist.  He moved up behind young Mandy,
stroking his cock to hardness.  Her firm little butt was poking up into the
air as she concentrated on fist-fucking Cathy.  Bobby's cock was rock-hard
again in no time.  He eased himself onto the couch behind Mandy and grabbed
her skinny little hips, aiming his huge, bloated cockhead at the
thirteen-year-old's sensuously parted cuntlips.


Without warning, Bobby lunged forward, burying his cock in the little girl's
upraised snatch with one powerful thrust.  Mandy squealed and hunched her ass
back onto Bobby's belly, eager for him to fuck her again.  As Bobby pistoned
his cock in and out of her clinging little cunt, Mandy fucked his mother with
her tiny fist, causing all three of them to moan and groan in a loud chorus of
wild uninhibited lust.


On the bed the captive family watched.  Debby was still lying in her father's
arms, his limp sticky cock lying wetly along her creamy, young thigh.  Lisa
lay groggily beside her son, her head on his stomach, one hand playing idly
with the boy's limp, well-used cock.  All eyes were on the incredible scene of
depravity across the room.


Cathy was lifting her hips up off the sofa as Mandy thrust her fist into her
cunt.  Her eyes were wide open, staring at the young girl's hand fucking in
and out of her wide-stretched pussy-hole.  Bobby was fucking the girl with a
passion, wrenching her tiny, round ass back against his spearing cock again
and again.  His own hips were almost stationary, he was literally using her
tight little cunt to masturbate his cock.


"Uhhhhh!  Fuck, my cunt!  Fuck it, baby!  Fuck me with your fist!" urged
Cathy, grabbing the girl's arm as it drove in and out of her pussy.  She was
close to orgasm.


"Yeahhhh!  Fuck her, Mandy!" grunted Bobby.  "Fist-fuck my mom while I screw
your fuckin' cunt!  Uhhhhhh!  God, you're a hot little fuck!  Uhhhh...
tight... hot...  wet...  Yeahhhh, fuck it back at me, kid!  Fuck yourself on
my big fat pole!  Grab a twatful of prick, you horny little cunt!"


Cathy screamed and used both hands to thrust Mandy's clenched fist up her
convulsing cunt as she climaxed around the girl's hand.  In the same instant,
Mandy felt her own orgasm explode between her legs as Bobby's pounding cock
forced her over the edge.


"UUUUUUUUUUUUHHHHHH!  JEEEESUS!  FUUUUUCCKKK!  MEEEEE!" screamed Cathy.


"OOOOOHHHH, YESSSSS!  BOBBY!  FUCK MY CUNT!  FUCK MY CUNT!  GOD!  SHIT!
FUCK!"


Bobby, felt the girl's body stiffen and shudder in climax and stepped up the
power of his cunt thrusts, guiding her through a soul-wrenching multiple
orgasm.  As long as Bobby pumped his prick into her tight, constricting hole,
Mandy seemed to just keep on cumming.  He kept her there for another minute or
so before allowing himself to shoot deep up inside the quivering girl's belly.


When Bobby finally pulled his prick out of Mandy's cunt, the girl slumped
forward, collapsing in a heap beside Cathy who was staring dreamily at her
son's cum-streaked cock.


"Come over her and let Momma clean you off, honey!" grinned Cathy, holding
her hands out to her son.


Bobby stood in front of his seated mother and held onto the back of her head
as she popped his glistening prick into her mouth and began to suck the slimy
thing like a lollypop.  Mandy lifted her head and ran her tongue along Cathy's
thigh, licking up the copious amounts of cunt-juice that her fist-fucking had
released.  When Bobby's cock failed to harden in her mouth, Cathy looked up at
him and smiled.


"All fucked out, baby?" she asked.


"Shit, Mom!  After what we've been doing all day, what do you fuckin'
expect!" grinned Bobby, slapping her face with his limp cock.  "I think it's
time for something to eat.  What do you say?"


Cathy nodded and got up, leaving Mandy to doze on the sofa.  She walked
towards the four on the bed and pointed at the two women.


"Okay, you two horny bitches!  On your feet!"


Lisa and Debby got gingerly to their feet and stood before the naked woman.


"Right!  Into the kitchen and fix us some food!  And be fuckin' snappy or your
next fuck might not be so enjoyable."  threatened Lisa, grinning evily.  Lisa
put her arms around her daughter and lead her to the kitchen area where they
both began to prepare some sandwiches.


Cathy looked down at Kevin and his father.  Their cock's had begun to swell at
the sight of Cathy getting fist-fucked and now both of them had a sizable
erection.  Cathy grinned, looking from one to the other.


"Mmmmmmm!  Looks like you two aren't fucked out!  How'd you like to party a
little while we wait for those bitches to fix dinner?"


Kevin looked at his father and smiled.  Dick just shrugged, his cock was
getting hard and if this pretty woman wanted make it go soft again, that was
fine by him.


"Sure.  Why not!"  said Dick, moving to the side so Cathy could join them on
the bed.  She got between them on all fours, her face in Dick's crotch and her
cute ass poking provocatively towards Kevin.


"Ohhh, yeahhhh!" breathed Cathy, sniffing Dick's cunt-soaked prick.  "I've
never had a father and son team do me over.  This is gonna be fun!"


Across the room, Bobby was staring at the action on the bed.  As his mother
crawled into place, he lifted Mandy's head into his lap began to rub the head
of his cock against the girl's lips parted.


"Open up, honey!"  he muttered, forcing his cock into Mandy's mouth.  "Suck on
my cock while I watch this!"


Half-asleep, the young girl opened her mouth and began to nurse contentedly on
Bobby's big, limp cock.  On the bed, Kevin had positioned himself behind Cathy
and was preparing to mount the woman doggy-style.  Dick was kneeling with his
own cock directly in front of Cathy's mouth.  Cathy took hold of Dick's huge
purple shaft and looked over her shoulder at Kevin.


"Shove it in, Junior!" she moaned.  "Ram that mother-fuckin' prick of your's
in there and screw me hard.  And I'd better feel it too boy, or I'll beat your
horny little ass red-raw, okay?"


Kevin grinned and lunged forward, burying his massive hardon into the woman's
slick, gaping cunt with one massive thrust.  Then he began to pump hard.
Slamming his cock deep into Cathy's back-thrust cunt with all his might.


"Uhfff!  Uhhhff!  T..that...  hard enough for you?" Kevin grunted, feeling
his balls slap up hard against the woman's belly with each deep, powerful
stroke.


"Uhhhh!  God, yes!  Shut-up and fuck me like that till I tell you to stop!"
growled Cathy, gripping Dick so hard he gasped.  She lowered her head and
began to suck his cock, opening her mouth wide.  Dick felt his whole shaft
enveloped by the woman's hot, wet gullet as she deep-throated him easily.
Then he began to fuck her mouth with increasing vigour.  Soon, father and son
were fucking the woman with the same rhythm.  Kevin had hold of her hips,
slamming his young prick into her sloppy cunt in unison with the vigorous
face-fuck his father was giving her.


From the sofa, Bobby watched them with rising lust as the trio on the bed
really got into the swing of things.  His mother was being tossed back and
forth between the two strong male bodies like a rag doll, their long, hard
pricks penetrating her two drooling openings almost simultaneously.  But her
moans of pleasure and the hungry way she was swallowing the cock in her mouth
was a sure sign his mother was loving every second of it.


Bobby's cock was almost at full erection now, and Mandy was having great
difficulty in fitting it all into her tiny, sucking mouth.  He reached down to
the girl's crotch and began to rub his fingers up and down the hot, juicy slit
between her tight cuntlips.  Mandy moaned around his cock and hunched her
pussy up against his hand, urging Bobby to stick his fingers in deeper.  Bobby
slid two fingers up her cunt and rubbed her fat little clit with his thumb.
Mandy sucked his cock harder, grinding her cunt eagerly up around his poking
digits.


Even after all the fucking the little thirteen-year-old had done in the last
twenty-four hours, her cunt still felt as tight as the first time he'd
squeezed his big cock into it, back there at the motel.  Bobby suddenly had
the urge to fuck the cute little kid again.  He pulled Mandy's tiny mouth off
his prick and lifted her up to straddle his lap, facing away from him.  Now he
could fuck the little slut and they could both watch his mother getting
double-fucked on the bed.  Bobby lowered the girl's tiny butt down over his
crotch until the head of his cock slid into her tight-lipped little cuntslit.


"Put it in for me, baby," he whispered, nuzzling her creamy neck.


Mandy gripped the youth's huge throbbing erection and lifted her hips a bit,
easing his mammoth prick into her eager little fuckhole.  The she sat back
down again, alternately lifting and lowering her hips in time with Bobby's up
and down cock-thrusts.  Bobby was staring at his mother's cunt as it slurped
back and forth along Kevin's long prick.  Kevin's eyes were on Bobby and
Mandy. Although Cathy's cunt was a good tight fit around his cock, the boy
wanted to try a bit of what Bobby was getting.  That cute little
thirteen-year-old cunt must be as tight as a fish's asshole, he thought with
more than a touch of envy.  Kevin stared as little Mandy bounced up and down
on Bobby's huge cock, watching her tight, almost hairless little cuntlips grip
the other boy's cock-shaft like a vice.  `God, I'd love a piece of that', he
thought, slamming his own cock even harder into Cathy's slurping cunt.


He thought about his sexy little sister and imagined himself fucking her just
like Bobby was fucking young Mandy.  He'd fucked his mother and now he was
fucking this horny convict bitch, maybe he'd get a chance at Mandy or his
sister later.  With that evil thought, Kevin started to fuck Cathy with a
vengeance, ramming his cock really deep.  Her asscheeks slapped loudly up
against his belly and his balls battered her clit as Kevin stepped up the
pace.  He wanted to bring the horny bitch off quick so he could get a chance
at fucking one of the two youngsters.


Kevin's tactic worked.  His extra-hard fucking quickly got Cathy's juices
flowing and she was soon on the verge of orgasm.  She in turn, stepped up her
mouth action on Dick's pistoning prick.  The massive pole of flesh was
throbbing in her mouth like it was going to explode any minute.  All Cathy had
to do was suck a little harder and a little faster and she was sure she'd be
rewarded with a nice hot load of thick, creamy cum.


She was right.  Within seconds, Dick gave a loud cry and grabbed the back of
her bobbing head with both hands, emptying his balls into her sucking mouth.
Kevin climaxed soon after, filling Cathy's churning cunt with another load of
young teenaged sperm.  Feeling the two jets of cream enter her body at once
was all the horny woman needed to tip her over the edge too.  She grabbed
Dick's ass and sucked his spurting cock like crazy, all the while grinding her
ass and cunt back onto Kevin's squirting young prick.


Bobby watched them come with a smile.  Mandy was still bouncing merrily up and
down on his cock and the wonderful friction of her tight, slippery young cunt
was quickly bringing him to his own peak.  Mandy seemed to be able to come
forever.  He'd counted three climaxes already, now her little cunt was
convulsing around his cock again, near squeezing the life out of it.  Bobby
grabbed her under the ass and began to raise and lower her cunt on his cock,
slamming up into the tight clinging little hole at the same time.  To the
girl, the effect was like getting fucked at twice the normal speed, and she
came again on the spot, saturating Bobby's already-glistening cock with
another thick load of fragrant girly-cum.


She was whimpering almost incessantly now, her whole body quivering and her
cunt convulsing in one continuous orgasm.  Bobby felt his balls tighten and
that old familiar feeling surge outwards from his loins.  He screamed and
fucked hard up into Mandy's cunt as he came.  Spurt after spurt of hot, thick
sperm filled the little girl's cunt and dribbled out onto the sofa forming a
creamy-white puddle between Bobby's thighs.


Bobby bit her neck and nibbled her earlobe, whispering incoherent obscenities
into her ear as his cock twitched and jerked inside her tightly clasping
cunt-sheath.  As their climaxes faded, Bobby got to his feet and walked over
to where his mother lay between Dick and Kevin.


"Nice fuck, mom?" he asked, stroking her slime-coated cuntslit.


"Ohhhh, Bobby!  Yes, honey!  It was wonderful!" moaned Cathy sleepily.  "Next
time I want you to join me.  I wanna fuck three of you at once!"


"Jesus!  You mean it, mom?!" Bobby grinned.  The thought of triple fucking
his mother with two other guys was a tremendous turn on.


"Sure, honey!" replied Cathy fisting her son's sticky cock.  "If my poor
little baby feels up to it, that is."


"Shit, Mom!  I hope you don't mean right now!  I just fucked Mandy!"


"Don't worry, lover," grinned Cathy, looking down at Kevin and Dick.  "These
two are pooped now as well, so it'll have to be later."


"Okay, Mom, you're on!  Now, let's eat!"


Bobby helped his mother to her feet and they headed for the kitchen, totally
ignoring Kevin and Dick who were still flaked out on the bed.  Buy the time
they had all eaten, exhaustion began to set in and they made plans for bed.
Bobby knew that he and his mother were so tired that they couldn't take turns
at guarding their prisoners, so he decided to tie them up in pairs.  He paired
Lisa with her husband, and Kevin with his sister.  Tying them together facing
each other, still naked.  He placed Kevin and Debby lying on their sides on
the sofa and Lisa and Dick on a spare mattress on the floor beside them.


He ignored their complaints and retired to the bed with where Mandy and his
mother were already fast asleep.  Crawling in between them, Bobby put the gun
under his pillow and snuggled up against his mother.  He remembered her
promise to let him join in a four-way fuck with her and he drifted off to
sleep with a sly smile on his face.


As usual, Kevin awoke next morning with a hard-on.  Except this time, it was
wedged firmly between his little sister's naked thighs.  She was still asleep,
her cute young face only inches from his own.  Kevin tried to move, and found
that the ropes had loosened a little during the night.  He looked around and
saw that all the others, even his parents were still fast asleep.  He moved
his hips slightly to try and relieve the pressure on his trapped prick, but as
he did so, Debby lifted her leg over his in her sleep and his cock slid right
against her warm little pussy.


Kevin couldn't help himself, his sister's gorgeous hard little tits were
pressed tantalizingly against his chest and her young cunt against his prick
felt so inviting.  He moved his own hips forward and bunched his ass, running
the tip of his cock along the length of his sister's hot, moist cuntslit.
Debby squirmed in her sleep, but didn't move away.  If anything she seemed to
be trying to get more contact between her cunt and her brother's cock-tip.
Then, when she lifted her leg and hunched her crotch forward against his
prick, Kevin was sure she was doing it on purpose.  But she looked like she
was asleep.


Kevin decided to throw caution to the wind.  He had a hard-on that just wasn't
going to quit unless he did something about and sister or not, Debby was in
the right place at the right time.  He tried to reach down between her thighs,
but the ropes prevented him.  Instead he placed his hand on her tight little
ass and ground his cock meaningfully against her cunt, hoping his sister would
lift her leg a bit so he could get his cockhead wedged properly into her
cunthole.  Once that happened, she was as good as fucked, he thought evily.


Debby made little moaning sounds as Kevin continued to force his cock into her
silky crotch.  Through the fog of sleep the girl felt something hard and hot
poking her between the legs and instinctively opened them, lifting and bending
her knee at the same time.  Kevin moved toward her the same time and felt the
tip of his cock pop between his sister's tight, elastic little cuntlips.
Debby's eyes flicked open, but before she could say or do anything, Kevin
hunched his hips forward and buried his massive boner to the hilt in his
sister's hot little cunt.  Debby moaned low in her throat, grinding her cunt
against the long, thick incestuous invader.


God, it felt so good.  She always felt horny in the mornings, and at home she
often brought herself off with her fingers a couple of times before breakfast.
Now, she had a big, hard cock...  her brother's cock...  and it was much more
satisfying than her fingers.  She didn't mind fucking him, now that her father
had shown her how much fun it was.  Hell, she'd even let that punk, Bobby,
fuck her if he wanted.  Her mother had sure squealed for more when he stuffed
that big fat prick of his into her cunt.  Her mind reeled with the
possibilities, but right now all she cared about was getting more of her big
brother's prick into her horny pussy.  The ropes that bound them were a bit of
a hindrance, but where there's a prick there's a way, Debby thought.


She opened her thighs as far apart as the ropes would allow and began to hunch
her ass in time with her brother's eager cock-thrusts, but it still wasn't
satisfying.  She longed for the deep hard thrusts her father had given her the
night before, but Kevin's bonds kept him from moving his hips much.  His cock
was fully into her cunt, but movement was severely restricted.  Debby began to
rock her hips and moan in frustration as her brother's cock filled and
tantalized her young horny pussy.  Kevin too, was beginning to feel the
strain, it was agonizing to feel his cock finally inside his sister's tight,
wet little cunt and not be able to pound away at her the way he wanted to.  He
was just about to try and wriggle out of the ropes when he felt the cold steel
of a gun barrel against his neck.


"Well, well, well!  What have we here?" grinned Bobby, running the gun barrel
down over Debby's tightly clenched ass.  "A little friendly brother and sister
good-morning fuck?"


Kevin and Debby froze as Bobby ran the gun barrel over their naked bodies.  He
kicked Dick and Lisa who were still asleep at his feet.  Dick awoke with a
start and gave his wife a gentle pat on the ass to wake her.


"Hey, Red!"  Bobby snickered, pointing at Lisa's tied son and daughter.
"Looks like your kids wanna play a little house too.  And, if I'm not
mistaken, Hero here has his wiener well and truly stuffed up Sweetcheek's hot
little fur-pie."


Lisa glared at him, casting only a fleeting sideways glance at her two bound
children.


"What do you expect, after the things you made us do last night and the way
you tied them up together!" spat Lisa.


"Whoa, baby!  Excuse me??  I didn't MAKE you do anything!  You and the rest of
your hot fuckin' family were only too happy to get it on together, baby!  So,
don't come with this `I MADE YOU DO IT' crap, 'cause you the old man here were
having a hot old time with the kids last night WITHOUT me forcing you to do
anything!"


Lisa scowled at him, realizing shamefully that he was right.  She definitely
DID enjoy her son's hard young cock stuffing her ass and pussy, and her
husband sure as hell got a kick out of fucking their daughter, that was for
sure!....  What could she say?


Bobby saw the woman's downcast expression and smiled, knowing he'd won again.
Now it was time for the next episode in this horny family's sexual awakening.
He stood up and untied the two kids, letting them sit up.  Kevin's cock
slithered reluctantly from the tight confines of his sister's hot young cunt,
leaving a trail of glistening pussy-juice along the girl's thigh.  Debby sat
with her arms folded across her teenage tits, her legs tightly clamped
together.


Despite having fucked her father the night before, in the cold light of day,
the young girl felt ashamed at being caught with her brother's cock up her
cunt, especially in front of her parents.  Bobby sat down on the sofa beside
Debby, admiring her gorgeous young body.  He couldn't blame Kevin for what he
did.  ANY brother would want to fuck a sister like that, he thought.  Then,
suddenly, he had an idea!  He ran the gun up and down between Debby's firm
young tits and grinned at her lewdly.


"Maybe Sweetcheeks would prefer a real cock" he said, stroking his stiffening
prick meaningfully with his other hand.


Debby could only stare speechlessly at Bobby's lengthening cock.  Kevin's hard
prick had felt so good up her cunt that the horny youngster was willing to do
anything to finish off what her brother had started.  Lisa tried to rise,
fighting against the ropes that held her tied tightly to her husband.  Dick
held her to him, knowing that to fight against it was useless.  Bobby held all
the trump cards.  He'd unleashed their sexuality and now, only consummation of
that sexuality would leave him powerless.


It was Kevin who finally stood up and bravely confronted the gun-wielding
fugitive.  His cock had tasted the tight, juicy delights of his little
sister's hot clinging cunt, and the boy wanted more.  He was willing to do
anything!


"No!  Leave her alone!"  he said menacingly, standing protectively before his
little sister.


"Whoa!  Hey, you want her all for yourself, Hero?" asked Bobby, waving the
gun in Kevin's face.  Kevin stood his ground, staring wildly at the armed
punk. Bobby lowered the gun and pointed it at Debby.  "You want to fuck her
bad, don't you, Junior?"


Kevin looked down at his naked young sister and swallowed nervously.


"Come on, kid!" Bobby teased.  "You want to fuck the horny little cunt so bad
you can taste it, right?!"


Kevin licked his lips and nodded in defeat.  He DID want his hot, sexy little
sister all to himself...  to fuck whenever he wanted!  Kevin was hooked, and
Bobby knew it!


"Okay, Junior!  I'm gonna give you a break.  You two kids wanna fuck so badly?
Let's see what you can do....  But hold on, I want Red and Daddy Dick here to
take a good long look at their own kids fucking!"  said Bobby, untying Lisa
and Dick.  He motioned for the naked parents to join Mandy and Cathy on the
bed before signaling Kevin and Debby to resume their incestuous lovemaking.
"Okay, Hero!" he grinned.  "Fuck you hot little sister stupid!"


Kevin fell upon his sister with a vengeance.  Bobby had humiliated him, in
front of everybody, including his parents...  now he was going to show them
all!!  Spreading his little sister's legs wide, Kevin knelt between her
thighs, draping her ankles over his shoulders.  Debby's tight, moist little
cuntlips glistened wetly in the morning light, gaping open as her brother
positioned his fat cockhead once more into the glistening pink slit her tiny
blonde pussy.


Debby moaned and looked down between her legs as her brother hunched his lean
young hips forward, nudging the fat head of his cock into her tight little
fuckhole.  As the huge flared knob popped inside, Kevin had the urge to ram
his cock down into his little sister's hot, clasping cunt to the balls, but he
didn't want to appear to loose it in front of Bobby.  Slowly, inch-by-inch he
worked his huge, stiff prick between the slippery folds of Debby's sweet young
cunt.  Debby was panting hard now.  She was more than eager for Kevin to fuck
her.  She didn't care if he was her brother or that her mother and father and
three total strangers were watching.  She just wanted him to shove his long
hard prick into her yearning cunt and fuck her to orgasm.


"Ohhhhh, Kevin!  Do it!" she pleaded, finally.  "Put it in and fuck me!  Fuck
me hard like Daddy did last night!  Ohhh, pleeeeease!  Fuck me!"


His gorgeous little sister begging for his prick was the last straw.  Her
wanton, lustful pleading drove the excited young boy over the edge of
restraint, and, with a loud cry of lust, Kevin lunged his hips forward and
down, plunging the full length of his rock-hard cock way up into his sister's
belly.  Debby's eyes grew wide, then lidded over with lust as she felt her
little cunt thrust full of long, thick prick.  Her brother's cock seemed every
inch as big and fat as her father's had done last night, and the girl knew
that she was really going to enjoy fucking her handsome big brother a lot!


On the bed, Lisa and Dick watched in awe as their son fucked his huge prick in
and out of their daughter's juicy, wet cunt.  Dick's cock began to harden as
he stared at Debby's widely-stretched little cuntlips sucking and clasping at
her brother's thick cockshaft.  He knew exactly what that excruciatingly
wonderful tightness felt like.  No wonder young Kevin was moaning and groaning
so loudly. Debby's little fourteen-year-old cunt was as tight as a vice and as
hot as a furnace.


Dick gazed in envy as Kevin slammed his cock repeatedly into his moaning
sister, her firm, naked young ass squirming all over the sofa as Kevin fucked
her with deep, powerful strokes.  With every thrust, Debby whimpered for more,
grinding her little cunt up at her brother's pounding prick with a vengeance.


Lisa was staring in envy too.  She knew the delicious feeling of having that
massive prick shoved up her own pussy.  Her son had a big cock AND he knew how
to use it.  Lisa suddenly wished it was HER writhing in passion under Kevin's
deep, powerful cock-thrusts, getting her cunt well and truly reamed out by her
young son's virile, man-sized prick.


Bobby saw the effect that watching their kids fuck was having on the Dick and
Lisa.  He grinned and nodded to his own mother who was already rubbing her
drooling snatch at the horny sight.


"Look like Dig Daddy Dick is living up to his name, Mom!" laughed Bobby
indicating Dick's erect penis.  "I think he want's to fuck the hot little
bitch again himself."  Then to Dick.  "Well, do you, old man?  Do you want to
fuck your horny little slut of a daughter again?"


Dick stared at the youth, a look of defeat on his craggy features.  It was no
use fighting it anymore, he thought.  His cock had betrayed him again.
Everybody could see that watching his son and daughter fucking so lustily,
right before his eyes, was turning him on something fierce.


"Yes!"  he spat.  "I want to fuck her again, so what!  What red-blooded male
watching this wouldn't?"


Bobby just grinned, motioning for Mandy to take care of the older man's
rampant cock.  The cute little thirteen-year-old had been watching Kevin's
huge boner slide back and forth in his sister's cunt while busily rubbing her
own gooey little slit to a foamy lather.  At Bobby's instruction, she
scrambled over between Dick's out-stretched legs and took the big man's erect
cock in her tiny hand, thankful for some action at last.


Lisa had the urge to pull the horny little slut off her husband, but that soon
passed as Bobby sat down beside her and ran a hand down over her sopping wet
cuntmound.  Instinctively, she opened her legs wider to let the youth insert
two long fingers into her itching cunthole.


"Ohhh, yeahhhh!  You're real wet, Red!" he observed, inserting another finger
into her saturated twat.  "I bet you want Hero to fuck you again too, don't
you?  Huh?  Ummmm, yeah!  You do...  don't you, baby?"


Bobby's fingers were really stoking up her fires now and Lisa couldn't keep
herself from hunching her cunt against his hand and reaching for his cock.


"Uhhhh, yessss!" she hissed.  "I want him to fuck me again alright!  I can't
wait to feel his big fat prick fucking my juicy pussy!  I want him to fuck me
up the ass too, and cum in my mouth and ohhhh I want to do everything....
Ohhhhh, Jesus!  I can't stand it anymore!  Fuck me!  Fuck me you horny,
bastard! Fuck me now!"


Lisa was almost incoherent with lust.  Bobby's expert manipulations combined
with the lascivious sight of her own children fucking their brains out was
just too much.  She wanted to fuck and she didn't care who fucked her....Bobby
just happened to be closest.  She pushed the youth backwards until his head
was in his mother's lap and straddled his thick, muscular thighs, wasting no
time at all in stuffing his rampant organ deep into her cock-hungry fuckhole.
Bobby laughed at her lustful eagerness.


"Can't wait for another taste of my prick, huh Red?" he said, grinning with
both triumph and pleasure as he felt Lisa's hot, slippery-wet fuckhole slide
down over the length of his upright cock.


"Shut-up and fuck me, you little bastard!" grunted Lisa, already bouncing up
and down on Bobby's deeply impaling cockshaft.


"Shut-up and fuck me, you little bastard!" grunted Lisa, already bouncing up
and down on Bobby's deeply impaling cockshaft.


Bobby lifted his hips and fucked her back, slamming his prick up into her
sliding snatch with every downward lunge of the red-heads hips.  His head was
still in his mother's lap and she was slowly grinding her pussy up at him the
back of his head.  He could smell her steamy wet cunt only inches from his
face and knew she must be going crazy with frustration by now.  Time to do
something about that, he thought, can't have my poor momma left out of all the
fun.


"Come and sit on my face, Mom", grunted Bobby, not missing a stroke into
Lisa's bouncing pussy.  "I'll suck your pussy out while Red helps herself to a
cuntful of cock."


"Ohhhh, baby!"  moaned Cathy, getting into position, facing Lisa.  "I thought
you'd never ask!"


"Anything to please my dear old mo...umff, mmmm, mmmm...."  Bobby last words
were cut short as Cathy's drooling cunt settled down over his mouth.  He
opened his mouth and gave his mother's gaping fuckhole a big sloppy
tongue-kiss, licking back and forth along every square inch of juicy exposed
cuntflesh. Cathy arched her back and hunched her cunt harder onto her son's
face, squirming her hips around in tight little circles as Bobby's tongue and
lips probed and sucked at her wide-open fuckhole with delicious dexterity.


Lisa was still bouncing merrily up and down on Bobby's pointed prong, her eyes
fixed on Cathy's jiggling tits.  She had never really considered sex with
another woman before, but, now, strangely she felt a sudden urge to reach out
and squeeze Cathy's big, firm, succulent-looking breasts.  Maybe it was
because she was so horny, maybe it was because they were both sharing Cathy's
son, she didn't know.  All she knew was that she had an overwhelming urge to
touch the woman's tits.


She leaned reached out and cupped one of Cathy's large boobs, squeezing the
soft, firm globe with increasing pressure.  She felt the woman's large erect
nipple scraping against her palm.  It felt so good, she grabbed Cathy's other
tits and did the same to it.  Cathy moaned with pleasure at the unexpected
attention.  She had always loved sharing a man with another woman like this
and the fact that it was her own son she was sharing only made it that much
better.  She looked at the beautiful red-head bouncing on her son's cock and
suddenly wanted her more than anything in the world.  Before they left, Cathy
was going to convert this respectable, middle-class housewife into a proper
little cunt-lapper.  She reached out an began to squeeze Lisa's tits in
return. This brought a sympathetic moan of pleasure from the deeply impaled
red-head.


"Ooooohhhh, yesss!  Squeeze my tits", groaned Lisa.  "God, he's got a big
cock! Uhhhhhh, Jesus!  I love fucking like this!"


Dick looked over when he heard Lisa's guttural cries of lust and watched
spellbound as Cathy leaned forward and began to suck his wife's tits.  Lisa
moaned louder and thrust out her breasts to be sucked, all the while rocking
her hips up and down on Bobby's spearing fuck-shaft.  The sight of his
respectable wife riding a boy's cock while another woman sucked her tits made
Dick incredibly horny.


Mandy had been sucking his cock while he fondled the little girl's cunt and
ass, but now it was time for some serious fucking.  He couldn't wait to slam
his cock into the thirteen-year-old's tight little pussy.  He was sure she'd
be even tighter in the cunt than his daughter.  Dick rolled Mandy onto her
back and got between her legs.  Taking one tiny ankle in each hand, Dick
spread her skinny little legs and positioned his cock at the entrance of her
virtually hairless little cunt.  Mandy was so tight that her tiny cuntlips
parted little even with her legs spread wide.  Dick reached out and shoved a
finger up into the little kid's cunt, delighted at the way it clung tightly to
his wriggling digit.  He pulled his finger out and felt her cuntlips suck at
it like a wet little mouth.  His finger came out coated and glistening with
hot, creamy girl-juice.  He was going to enjoy fucking this gorgeous little
freckle-faced honey!


"Ohhhhhhhh, please!" whimpered Mandy, frustrated by having his nice hard
finger removed from her tingling little twat.  "Put your cock in and fuck me!
Please fuck me!  I wanna cum so bad!  Please!  Do it now!  Fuck my cunt!"


Dick looked down into the naked little girl's eyes and saw the fucklust
clouding her pixie-like features.  She wanted it as much as he did, he
thought. Well the horny little slut was going to get it alright.  Shit, she
was going to get everything she was asking for, and more....


Lisa had the urge to pull the horny little slut off her husband, but that soon
passed as Bobby sat down beside her and ran a hand down over her sopping wet
cuntmound.  Instinctively, she opened her legs wider to let the youth insert
two long fingers into her itching cunthole.


"Ohhh, yeahhhh!  You're real wet, Red!" he observed, inserting another finger
into her saturated twat.  "I bet you want Hero to fuck you again too, don't
you?  Huh?  Ummmm, yeah!  You do...  don't you, baby?"


Bobby's fingers were really stoking up her fires now and Lisa couldn't keep
herself from hunching her cunt against his hand and reaching for his cock.


"Uhhhh, yessss!" she hissed.  "I want him to fuck me again alright!  I can't
wait to feel his big fat prick fucking my juicy pussy!  I want him to fuck me
up the ass too, and cum in my mouth and ohhhh I want to do everything....
Ohhhhh, Jesus!  I can't stand it anymore!  Fuck me!  Fuck me you horny,
bastard! Fuck me now!"


Lisa was almost incoherent with lust.  Bobby's expert manipulations combined
with the lascivious sight of her own children fucking their brains out was
just too much.  She wanted to fuck and she didn't care who fucked her....Bobby
just happened to be closest.  She pushed the youth backwards until his head
was in his mother's lap and straddled his thick, muscular thighs, wasting no
time at all in stuffing his rampant organ deep into her cock-hungry fuckhole.
Bobby laughed at her lustful eagerness.


"Can't wait for another taste of my prick, huh Red?" he said, grinning with
both triumph and pleasure as he felt Lisa's hot, slippery-wet fuckhole slide
down over the length of his upright cock.


"Shut-up and fuck me, you little bastard!" grunted Lisa, already bouncing up
and down on Bobby's deeply impaling cockshaft.


Bobby lifted his hips and fucked her back, slamming his prick up into her
sliding snatch with every downward lunge of the red-heads hips.  His head was
still in his mother's lap and she was slowly grinding her pussy up at him the
back of his head.  He could smell her steamy wet cunt only inches from his
face and knew she must be going crazy with frustration by now.  Time to do
something about that, he thought, can't have my poor momma left out of all the
fun.


"Come and sit on my face, Mom", grunted Bobby, not missing a stroke into
Lisa's bouncing pussy.  "I'll suck your pussy out while Red helps herself to a
cuntful of cock."


"Ohhhh, baby!"  moaned Cathy, getting into position, facing Lisa.  "I thought
you'd never ask!"


"Anything to please my dear old mo...umff, mmmm, mmmm...."  Bobby last words
were cut short as Cathy's drooling cunt settled down over his mouth.  He
opened his mouth and gave his mother's gaping fuckhole a big sloppy
tongue-kiss, licking back and forth along every square inch of juicy exposed
cuntflesh. Cathy arched her back and hunched her cunt harder onto her son's
face, squirming her hips around in tight little circles as Bobby's tongue and
lips probed and sucked at her wide-open fuckhole with delicious dexterity.


Lisa was still bouncing merrily up and down on Bobby's stiffly-pointed prong,
her eyes fixed on Cathy's jiggling tits.  She had never really considered sex
with another woman before, but, now, strangely she felt a sudden urge to reach
out and squeeze Cathy's big, firm, succulent-looking breasts.  Maybe it was
because she was so horny, maybe it was because they were both sharing Cathy's
son, she didn't know.  All she knew was that she had an overwhelming urge to
touch the woman's tits.  She leaned reached out and cupped one of Cathy's
large boobs, squeezing the soft, firm globe with increasing pressure.  She
felt the woman's large erect nipple scraping against her palm.  It felt so
good, she grabbed Cathy's other tits and did the same to it.


Cathy moaned with pleasure at the unexpected attention.  She had always loved
sharing a man with another woman like this and the fact that it was her own
son she was sharing only made it that much better.  She looked at the
beautiful red-head bouncing on her son's cock and suddenly wanted her more
than anything in the world.  Before they left, Cathy was going to convert this
respectable, middle-class housewife into a proper little cunt-lapper.  She
reached out an began to squeeze Lisa's tits in return.  This brought a
sympathetic moan of pleasure from the deeply impaled red-head.


"Ooooohhhh, yesss!  Squeeze my tits", groaned Lisa.  "God, he's got a big
cock! Uhhhhhh, Jesus!  I love fucking like this!"


Dick looked over when he heard Lisa's guttural cries of lust and watched
spellbound as Cathy leaned forward and began to suck his wife's tits.  Lisa
moaned louder and thrust out her breasts to be sucked, all the while rocking
her hips up and down on Bobby's spearing fuck-shaft.  The sight of his
respectable wife riding a boy's cock while another woman sucked her tits made
Dick incredibly horny.


Mandy had been sucking his cock while he fondled the little girl's cunt and
ass, but now it was time for some serious fucking.  He couldn't wait to slam
his cock into the thirteen-year-old's tight little pussy.  He was sure she'd
be even tighter in the cunt than his daughter.  Dick rolled Mandy onto her
back and got between her legs.  Taking one tiny ankle in each hand, Dick
spread her skinny little legs and positioned his cock at the entrance of her
virtually hairless little cunt.  Mandy was so tight that her tiny cuntlips
parted little even with her legs spread wide.  Dick reached out and shoved a
finger up into the little kid's cunt, delighted at the way it clung tightly to
his wriggling digit.  He pulled his finger out and felt her cuntlips suck at
it like a wet little mouth.  His finger came out coated and glistening with
hot, creamy girl-juice.  He was going to enjoy fucking this gorgeous little
freckle-faced honey!


"Ohhhhhhhh, please!" whimpered Mandy, frustrated by having his nice hard
finger removed from her tingling little twat.  "Put your cock in and fuck me!
Please fuck me!  I wanna cum so bad!  Please!  Do it now!  Fuck my cunt!"


Dick looked down into the naked little girl's eyes and saw the fucklust
clouding her pixie-like features.  She wanted it as much as he did, he
thought. Well the horny little slut was going to get it alright!  Shit, she
was going to get everything she was asking for, and more....


Dick nudged his hips between Mandy's widely spread thighs, her hand
instinctively wrapping around the thickness of his cock.  The sweet-faced
youngster parted her pussylips with one hand and guided his big prick-knob
into her slippery cunt with the other.  With his eyes wide and staring deeply
into hers, Dick slowly fucked forward.


"Aaaauuuuugh!"  he groaned.


"Ooooooh, God!"  Mandy whispered.  "Yes!  Put it in me!  Unngghhhh, you big
bastard!  Oooooh, yes!  Fill me up with your cock, baby!"


As the young girl urged him on, Dick gave a harder thrust that bottomed his
prick out way up inside her quivering, tight pussy.  Mandy gasped and ground
her hips up even as the breath was driven from her body by the strength of the
thrust.


"G..  God, you're big!"  she panted.  "N..nice and big and hard...  Ohhhhhh,
Fuck me quick!  Cum in me!"


"Coming fast isn't gonna be the problem, kid" he said.  "God, you're tight.  I
feel like coming right now!  It's all I can do to keep fucking you like this
without blowing my wad in about three strokes!"


"I can come fast, too," Mandy said as she leaned up to kiss his dry lips.  "Do
it!  Go ahead!  Just fuck the shit out of me!  Now!"


She didn't have to wait long for him to do as she asked.  Her entire body was
rocking in his pounding grip in seconds.  Totally naked beneath a man old
enough to be her father, Mandy felt very naughty.


"Yes!"  she hissed as his first stroke into her silky smoothness made shivers
of pleasure run all over her skin.  "Ooooooh, yes!"


Squealing and whimpering with delight as Dick leaned down and sucked on her
tongue in time with his wonderful fucking, the horny young thirteen-year-old
responded passionately to Dick's fast fucking.  Mandy was right with him as
his urge to come rapidly approached.


"Oooooh, here I come!"  she whispered in his ear as his head fell down.  "I'm
getting close!  I'm almost there!  Fuck me!  That's it!  Cum with me, Dick!
What a cock!  Come together with me!  Oooooh, what a cock!"


Her churning little hips fucked up and down as Mandy met each of his strokes.
Raising up, Dick put his arms under her naked legs, opening her tiny cunt up
wider.  He didn't know how much she could take of his big cock, but so far she
was taking everything he could give her, and she was begging for more.


"What are you doing?"  Mandy asked in a frantic little voice.


"What you told me," Dick said.  "I'm gonna fuck you hard and fast, Mandy!
Hang on, honey!"


Pushing the lithe young girl's legs up, the tall man pulled her up almost into
a ball.  The entire length of her hairless pussy was open to his attacking
prick.  He rocked forward, slamming his long, hard cock all the way into her
glistening pink fuckhole.


"Unnnngggffff!"  she grunted as she felt the full size and thickness of Dick's
massive hard-on fucking into her tiny, adolescent body.


Catching her hands as little Mandy gripped onto his forearms, Dick locked her
into place by clamping down over her wrists.  She couldn't move.  She couldn't
slide away.  Then he really started fucking her, pounding and ramming until
the little girl screamed with pleasure.


Aware that he couldn't last more than a few seconds more Dick wanted the
tiny-titted schoolgirl to come with him.  He began fucking into her hot little
cunt with a wild fury.  His pounding thrusts had her slender young body
bouncing back and forth across the bed.  He fucked down hard, catching her
again as she rebounded from his last thrust.


"I'M CUMMING!"  she shrieked, not caring at that moment if the whole world
heard her.  "OOOOOH, GOD!  I'M CUMMMMMMMINNNNGGG!"


Dick arched his back as he picked up the speed of his cock inside little
Mandy's hot, clinging cunt, then shot a fiery stream of spunk up into her
tight pussy.


"God, I love your cock!"  she groaned "Ooooh, yes!  God, I love cock!  Oh,
fuck! Oh, fuck..fuck.fuckfuckfuckkkk!"


Mandy's young body was out of control.  Quivering with intense ecstasy, the
innocent-looking young girl took every drop of Dick's of creamy cum.  She was
holding her breath, afraid that if she took another breath she would explode.
She wanted this orgasm to go on and on forever.  Spots appeared under her
tightly clenched eyelids as the moaning young teen savoured the jetting flow
of hot cum inside her body.  The next thing she knew, she was moaning softly.
Her legs were straight again, and he was kissing her gently, a worried look on
his face.


"Mmmmmm!"  Mandy moaned.  "Jesus!"


"Welcome back, kid!"  Dick whispered.


"W..What happened?"


"You passed out!"


"Ohhhhh, God!  But it was fantastic!" moaned Mandy, planting a flurry of tiny
kisses on Dick's sweaty face.  "I love you!"


Dick smiled down at his young lover and kissed her forehead, content in the
fact that Mandy had experienced such a mind-blowing orgasm with him.


Bobby was sitting between his mother and Lisa, letting the two women lick his
genitals clean after their three-way fuck.  He smiled evilly at Dick and
Mandy.


"You really got her off good, Pops!" he grinned.  "What's your secret?"


Dick looked at the punk like he was a piece of shit he'd just stepped in and
snarled, "You'll never know, asshole!"


Before Bobby could reply, Dick launched himself at the boy and pinned him to
the bed.  Bobby clawed for the gun he'd placed under the pillow, but Dick had
chosen this moment perfectly.  He'd seen the weapon fall down behind the bed
while Bobby was otherwise engaged with Cathy and his wife.  With lightning
speed, Dick let fly with a sickeningly heavy right which caught Bobby squarely
on the jaw.  Cathy screamed and tried to help her son, but Kevin grabbed her
from behind and held the cursing woman tightly as his father secured the
semi-conscious Bobby in a painful headlock.


"Quick Honey, get the gun!"  he panted, "It's down behind the bedhead!"


Lisa scrambled to the top of the bed and reached down retrieving the weapon,
her gorgeous ass and pussy poking in the air as she did so.  Despite the
situation, Kevin smiled and whistled under his breath.


"Nice view, Mom!" he said.


Lisa smiled and handed the gun to her husband who promptly poked the barrel
into Bobby's surprised face.


"Looks like the shoe's on the other foot, now...  right asshole?"


Bobby nodded his head groggily, very conscious of the cold steel pressed
against his bloody nose.


"Oohhhh, please, don't hurt him!"  whined Cathy, still struggling in Kevin's
grasp.  "Don't hurt my baby!


"Shut-up, bitch!"  snarled Dick.  "You weren't too concerned about what your
asshole son here was going to do to us earlier on, were you?  Huh!!!????"


Cathy began to cry.


"Just don't hurt him, pleeeeease!"


"I'm not gonna hurt him, lady," grinned Dick.  "I'm gonna fuckin' kill the
little shit for what he did to my family!"


Dick cocked the pistol and pressed the barrel meaningfully against Bobby's
temple.


"NO!!"  screeched Cathy.  "I'll do anything!  ANYTHING!  Just don't hurt my,
baby!"


Kevin and Bobby looked at each other with a grin.


"Anything?"  asked Kevin, running his hands down between the woman's
gorgeously naked thighs.


"Yes!  ANYTHING!"  husked, Cathy realizing what the horny young boy was
referring to.


"Even, suck my cunt?"


Everybody turned to stare at Lisa.


"Mom?"  "Lisa!" said Kevin and Dick simultaneously.


Lisa stood up and made her way over to Cathy.  She reached down and squeezed
her former captor's tits viciously.


"I want the fucking bitch to suck my cunt!"  said, Lisa her eyes gleaming
wildly.


"But, honey..."  blurted Dick.


"I think Mom means it, Dad!" grinned Kevin.  "Why don't we use them like they
used us?"


Dick's eyes skipped from Cathy's ripe, mature body to Mandy's tight, creamy
curves, then down at the hatred in Bobby's eyes.  He smiled.


"Sure!  Why not?"  he grinned, "Let's fuck the sluts!  And Mommy's little baby
here can watch....  How 'bout it asshole?  Wanna watch while we fuck your slut
of a mother?  Wanna see me fuck her asshole?  I bet I can really split her
where she shits with this fucker!" boasted Dick, patting a phenomenal
erection. Bobby only groaned.  "I take that as a `yes'!"


Dick pulled Bobby over to the couch and tied the boy up securely, making sure
he could see the bed.  Then he grabbed Cathy and pushed her onto the bed
between his wife's open thighs.


"On your hands and knees, bitch!"  he growled, "and start sucking pussy!"


Cathy obeyed, lowering her mouth to Lisa's wide-spread cunt as Dick positioned
his large, throbbing cockhead against the tiny rose-bud of her anus.


Although she usually enjoyed a man's cock up her ass Cathy knew that the big
man wasn't going to be gently with her.  Her puckered little bunghole twitched
in panic as she felt the head of his cock press against it.  She lifted her
head from Lisa's hairy, gaping pussy and begged him to be gentle with her.


"Don't hurt me!" she whimpered, "I'll let you do anything you want, just
pleeease, don't hurt me!"


Dick grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head up viciously causing the
shapely naked woman to arch her back and press her asshole harder against his
cocktip.


"Shutup whore!  Get your fuckin' mouth back down on my wife's hot pussy and
suck, or I'll fuck you just like this," he growled, giving the kneeling
woman's hair another vicious tug.


Cathy gave a sob as Dick released her and obediently returned her mouth to
Lisa's drooling cuntslit, sucking and licking at the pink, glistening flesh
with renewed vigour.


"That's better," grinned Dick pulling her firm, creamy asscheeks apart.  "Now
for the main event!"


"Yeah, fuck her ass!  Fuck it hard, Dad!" urged Kevin.  He had his fingers in
his sister's cunt and she was jerking his cock with her fist.  Both kids were
staring at their parents and the gorgeous naked blonde with wanton
anticipation.


Across the room, with little Mandy cowering at his side, Bobby was staring at
the threesome on the bed also, but his face was a mask of pure hatred.  Even
so the eroticism of the sight was not lost on the boy.  He noted the way his
mother's pert ass was offered up into the air like a ripe cherry to be
plucked.  Her ass quivering in an inviting manner as she sucked and licked the
other woman's flaming red pussy.


However, when he looked and saw how thick and hard Dick's erection was
compared to his mother's tiny anus, he almost choked.  It was as thick as a
baseball bat and the fat, bulbous head was purple and looked like like it
would split her ass open on the very first thrust.  He couldn't believe that
Dick was actually going to try and force that monster into her ass.  It just
wouldn't go in.  No ass could take such a huge prick.  Despite what they'd
done to these people, Bobby couldn't stand to think of his mother's ass being
ravaged in such a terrible way.


"No, don't!  Don't fuck Mom in the ass", he blurted.


"Why not, shithead?" grinned Dick, "You wanna take her place?  Huh?  Maybe I
should ram this big fucker up your ass instead."


At that, Cathy let out a muffled little squeal into Lisa's muff and raised her
head in alarm.


"NO!  Don't hurt him!" she whimpered, "I said I'd do anything you wanted and
I will, just leave Bobby out of it, okay?"


"Well aren't we the noble one...  Don't worry, slut, I prefer your cute little
ass to his anyday," laughed Dick, giving Cathy's upraised bottom a hard slap.
"Now tell me how much you're gonna like me fucking your tight little
shit-chute, or I might change my mind!"


"Owww!  Yeah, I'm gonna love it!" whimpered Cathy, "I want you to stick that
big prick up my ass and fuck me with it, baby!"


"That's better," grinned Dick.  He turned to Bobby.  "See, shithead!  Your hot
slut of a mother is begging me to plug her ass.  And since she asked so
nicely, I think I'll give it to her...  right now!"


Without warning, Dick hunched his big, powerful hips forward and buried his
cock in poor Cathy's asshole with one solid stroke.  The woman yelped, but to
everyone's surprise did not scream out in pain.  Instead she returned her
mouth to Lisa's temporarily neglected cunt and began to suck and slurp
noisily.


In fact, Cathy's ass was hurting something fierce.  It burnt with the sudden
excruciating pain of penetration and ached with an almost unbearable
stretching sensation, but she suffered in silence.  From past experience, she
knew that once her asshole got used to the massive intruder, it would feel
much better...  besides she didn't want to give her ex-captives the pleasure
of seeing her groveling in pain as Dick fucked her.


Bobby was amazed.  His mother seemed to be taking that enormous cock up her
ass without so much as a whimper!  He watched as Dick pistoned the long, thick
shaft into Cathy's clinging rectum with almost animal ferocity.  She was
moaning incessantly into Lisa's matted red pubes as she tongued the other
woman's appreciative fuckhole.  But the moans were obviously not pain now...
they were pure pleasure.


The pain in Cathy's asshole had quickly diminished once her anal muscles had
stretched enough to accommodate Dick's mighty fuck-pole.  Soon, it even began
to feel good as his big prick massaged her g-spot through the connecting
tissue separating her asshole from her vagina.  A warm, fuzzy feeling of dull
pleasure began to invade her lower body as Dick fucked her ass.  The spreading
euphoria caused her to start sucking and licking the tasty, squirming cunt
under her mouth with a renewed eagerness.


Lisa was beside herself with pleasure as she watched her big, handsome husband
fucking the woman who was eating her pussy.  It had been one of her most
suppressed, secret fantasies to share a woman with her husband, now it was
really happening!  And despite the pain and degradation she must be feeling,
Cathy was giving her so much pleasure with her mouth....  Lisa almost felt
sorry for her.


Dick began to pump his hips faster and faster.  Cathy's shithole was all
slippery and buttery-tight inside and he loved the way her asscheeks quivered
and shook with his strokes.  He'd always enjoyed the long, smooth feel of a
hot asshole around his cock.  He stroked with his hips, his stomach slapped
against the cheeks of her tight little ass and his hairy balls bounced against
her cunt.  He looked down and saw the look of lust on his wife's eyes and knew
that she too had been secretly wanting to do this kind of thing for ages.


He looked over at his son and daughter and saw that they had abandoned playing
with each other and had decided to fuck.  Kevin was on top of his little
sister, slamming his cock deep into her tight young fuckhole with long, hard
strokes that made the naked girl moan and whimper with pleasure.  Kevin was
porking his sister's hot little cunt really hard, and she was bucking her
skinny young hips up in a frenzy, fucking her brother back with great relish,
and gusto.  Dick's pumping cock swelled inside Cathy's ass as he watched his
two kids fuck.  Debbie had a horny little cunt on her, and Dick knew that
after all this was over, she'd let him have a piece of her hot, teenage pussy
whenever he wanted.  The very thought made his cock throb with increased
excitement.


There was a steady slapping noise as he pummeled Cathy's clinging asshole.
His hips slapped wetly against the backs of her thighs as their sweaty flesh
met in a blistering rhythm.  He spread her legs and pushed down on her butt,
slamming down into her ass at a steep yet mutually satisfying angle.  Cathy
groaned out her approval into Lisa's juicy, wet cunthole.


"Uhhhnnnmmmmmm!"


"That feel good now, slut?"  grinned Dick, giving her a few quick hard stabs.


"A little," admitted Cathy, lifting her lips from Lisa's dripping cunt for a
moment.


She was too proud to say that she was actually enjoying herself now.  Her ass
had accommodated itself to Dick's huge organ and she was definitely enjoying
the slippery feel of the greased cord of cock muscle as it heaved in and out
of her.  Cathy reached back with one hand to massage her aching pussy.  She
was so hot and eager she didn't care what Dick might do to her, she needed to
rub herself...  badly!  Dick's cock was making her feel wild, and she needed
some release.  It seemed as if all the pain she had endured had only served to
intensify her lust.  Now that the pain had abated, her body had recovered, and
was making her desire more sensation.  The relief from the slackened pain only
stoked her more lustful, animal needs.  Cathy wondered what her son was
thinking about her, submitting so readily to their ex-captives like this.  She
hoped he would understand.


Bobby understood alright.  He understood that his mother was a horny,
leg-spreading slut who enjoyed any cock stuffed up her hot, wet holes.  He was
angered at first, then aroused.  The thought of his gorgeous mother submitting
to a stranger, then letting him fuck her gooey, sperm-filled cunt or ass
really excited him.  The more he watched Dick plowing his sexy mother up the
ass, the more Bobby's young cock began to swell.


Mandy noticed it too and dropped her hand down to grip Bobby's rising erection
with glee.  The young girl had also been growing decidedly horny watching all
the fucking and sucking going on in the room and her hot, neglected little
cunt was twitching with need.  She dropped her pretty young face down to
Bobby's crotch and took his stiff, throbbing prick into her tiny mouth.


Bobby gasped as the cute little thirteen-year-old's hot, sucking lips
enveloped his cock.  However his eyes were on the bed where Dick was
assfucking his mother.  Bobby watched his naked mom wiggling her butt wantonly
around the big man's deeply-impaling prick and the hungry way she was sucking
Lisa's drooling pussy.  Mandy was sucking his cock like a demon and Bobby
wished he had his hand's free so he could force the back of the little kid's
head down over his prick as she sucked.


Across the room, Kevin was getting ready to squirt a load of sperm up his
little sister's hot, clinging fuckhole.  Debbie was squirming her horny young
ass around like crazy as her brother's big cock slammed into her juicy young
cunt like a piston.  Both kids were extremely close to orgasm.


"Uhhhh,Jesus!  Fuck!  Cum in me, Kevin!" Dick heard his little daughter
scream as she finally reached her peak.


He watched her face as her brother hunched into her and squirted her tight
little pussy full of cum.  She looked so cute and so sexy all at once, and
Dick couldn't wait to fuck her again himself, but right now he had other
things on his mind.  Cathy was squirming her ass back against his pounding
cock and Lisa was squealing loudly as Cathy's lips sucked and squeezed his
wife's, hard throbbing clit to orgasm.


Kevin pulled his hard glistening cock out of his sister's cum-filled cunt and
straddled his mother's face.  Without a second thought, Lisa opened her mouth
wide and took her son's sticky young prick deep into her mouth.  She sucked it
hungrily, enjoying the combined taste of her daughter's cunt and her son's
sperm which coated the boy's long, stiff, meaty prong.


Dick watched his wife clean off their son's glistening cock with her mouth.
At the same time she was hunching her twat up at Cathy's face, grinding her
juicy wet crotch against the woman's stiff tongue like it was a cock fucking
her cunt.  Dick liked his wife like this, doing lewd, wanton, exciting things
with her gorgeous body.  If nothing else, this experience had brought out
their hidden sexual needs...  not only his wife's and his own, but that of his
horny young children too!


He pounded Cathy's upraised asshole like crazy, really pumping her butt as he
watched his wife suck their son's long hard cock to another enormous erection.
His daughter scrambled her slender young body beside him and reached under to
grip his balls.


"Uuuuuhhhh, Daddy!"  Debbie gasped, her breath hot in her father's ear as she
rubbed her drooling little pussy against his thigh.  "Don't cum in her ass.
I'm so horny!  I want you to cum in my pussy too!"


"Oh, baby!  I will!"  gasped Dick, hunching his cock into Cathy's ass like
crazy.  "I'll fuck you, sweetheart!  I'll fuck your hot little cunt forever!


With a groan, he pulled out of Cathy's hot, sucking ass and wiped off his cock
with the sheet.  Debbie fell back and spread her long, slender legs for her
father.  She didn't care that her Daddy's prick was still slimy from another
woman's ass, she just wanted him to fuck her with that wonderfully thick and
talented cock of his.


"Fuck me, Daddy!" she moaned as Dick fell eagerly between her
shamelessly-open thighs, "Fuck my little pussy hard!


And he did...  much to the frustration of poor Cathy who was on the brink of
orgasm, only to have it snatched from her grasp by Dick's intense lust for his
sexy little daughter.  She wiggled her empty ass in the air as she sucked on
Lisa's cunt, bringing the woman to yet another powerful orgasm.


Kevin watched his father pull his cock from the woman's asshole and saw his
opportunity.  His own cock was so long and hard, it was stretching his
mother's lips to the point that she had to consciously suppress her gag reflex
to continue sucking his immense cock.


"Thanks, Mom", he said, pulling his young prick out of his mother's face with
a loud plop.


He scrambled up behind Cathy's gleaming, upraised ass and took his father's
place.  But it wasn't the woman's ravaged asshole he was interested in...  it
was her hot, juicy twat!


Gripping Cathy firmly by the hips, Kevin positioned the tip of his cock
against her cuntslit and thrust into her savagely.  His eager young prick
filled upthrust pussy her to the balls, making Cathy cry out with ecstasy.
The boy's father had got her nice and hot with his painful, yet pleasurable
assfuck, now his virile young stud of a son was going to finish the job by
fucking her cunt!  What more could she want?!!!


Beside them, Dick was slamming his massive prick deep up into his daughter's
tightly-stretched young cunt.  Her skinny legs were wrapped around his
powerful hips and her little ass was being pounded into the bed with every
thrust. Debbie loved having her big handsome Daddy fuck her.  His rasping cock
made her little clitty explode with lust.  Kevin's cock was nice and Bobby's
had been what she needed at the time, but her Daddy's huge fucking prick was
what she really wanted!


"Fuck me, Daddy!" she squealed.  "Fuck my pussy like you fucked that woman's
ass!"


Dick groaned with lust and lifted his daughter's legs up over his shoulders.
In this position her tiny cunthole was almost vertical, the perfect angle for
his deeply driving cock to pound her teenage pussy.


As his father fucked his sister, Kevin was throwing the cock to Cathy,
doggy-style.  He loved the way her erect clit dragged along the sensitive
underside of his prick as he slammed into her cunt from behind.  With every
thrust he was slamming her face down hard into his mother's gaping pussy.  It
made him feel like he was fucking them both at once.  He looked down at the
look of lust on his mother's pretty face and the lewd image of fucking her
while she sucked his sexy little sister flashed through his fevered young
brain.  Kevin almost came.


On the couch, Bobby was watching intently.  Mandy's mouth was intensely
frustrating.  He wanted to get up and slam his hardon into her tight little
twat, or do what Dick was doing and fuck the gorgeous Debbie, or to pull Kevin
off his mother and plunge his aching cock deep up her hot, willing cunt, but
his bonds prevented him, and horny little Mandy wasn't making it any easier.


Since he obviously wasn't going to get any cunt, Bobby decided to at least get
a little pleasure by cumming in Mandy's hot, sucking little mouth.  But, just
as Bobby was about to cum, Debbie let out a loud squeal and came hard on her
Daddy's swiftly-pumping prick.  Mandy looked over at Dick and saw him pull his
still-hard prong from his daughter's quivering pussyhole.  He hadn't come yet!


Mandy dropped Bobby's erection like a hot potato and headed for the bed, eager
for some more of Dick's enormous, glistening cock.  He had fucked her so well
before, she'd actually fainted...  now the horny little thirteen-year-old
desperately needed some more!


"Fuck me!" she squealed, flopping on the bed with her slender little legs
spread wide.  "It's my turn now!  Fuck me again!"


Dick gazed down at the kid's hairless pink snatch and licked his lips.  God
she was gorgeous!  He made a mental note to have both his wife and his
daughter keep their pussies shaved as bare as little Mandy's was right now.


"Okay, you hot little cunt!" he grinned, covering her tiny body with his
large frame.  "I'll fuck you good!"


Mandy moaned with pleasure as her pubescent little cunt was filled once more
with Dick's huge adult-prick.  Her tiny pussy was stretched so much, she
wondered how on earth Cathy could have taken such a magnificent cock up her
ass without screaming, because that's exactly what little Mandy felt like
doing too...  screaming, but not in pain...  in ecstasy!  Her tight little
cunt had already had Dick's huge fuckpole stretch it painfully to its
limits... this time thought it was ALL pleasure!  Mandy bucked her hips up at
Dick's pounding thrusts and urged him on with low moans of delight and little
squeals of pleasure.


The bed was a fury of activity...  cunt, ass, tits and cock everywhere.  Dick
fucked Mandy...  Kevin fucked Cathy...  Cathy sucked Lisa...  Debbie moved
about the bed lowering her drooling young pussy onto any mouth that was
available....  and Bobby?  Well, Bobby just watched, his cock getting stiffer
and more painful as the orgy on the bed reached its climax.


Finally, having cum numerous times with Cathy and Mandy...  and each other,
the Ellis family lay in each other's arms in a post, orgasmic daze.  Then Dick
got up and walked over to Bobby.


"Well, shithead, I really have to thank you," he grinned.


"What the fuck for?" spat Bobby, glaring hatefully at the older man.


"For bringing us closer together," said Dick with a wicked smile, "...  and
for showing us the the real meaning of family love!"


"Fuck you!" growled Bobby.


"No, asshole!  Fuck you!!!...  You see that?"  asked Dick pointing at Cathy's
cum-leaking cunt.  "Well that's the last time you're gonna see that hot little
hole for a long, long time!  In fact, where you're going shithead, YOU'RE
gonna be the best piece of ass around!"


Bobby just glared at him as Dick and Kevin tied up his naked, squirming
mother.  They left Mandy free since the impressionable little blonde had
really been just as much a captive as they had.  Kevin took the van and went
for help while Dick looked after the prisoners.


When the police arrived and took Bobby and his mother into custody, Dick took
the Sheriff aside and explained Mandy's situation, telling him that she had
only gone along with Bobby and Cathy because of the way her father had treated
her.  The Sheriff was sympathetic and released Mandy into Dick's custody
pending an inquiry.


Two months later, Cathy was back in prison...  Bobby was a ward of the state
and Mandy was a fully-fledged member of the Ellis family.  Her slob of a
father had made a deal, releasing Mandy into Dick and Lisa's care providing no
charges were laid against him for child abuse.  The Ellis family couldn't have
been happier.


Kevin was happy, because he had another little sister to fuck.  Lisa was happy
because she now had two cocks and two pussies to keep her occupied.  Debbie
was happy because her father and brother couldn't keep their hands off her,
and Dick was happy because he had three cunts to suck and fuck instead of
one... and Mandy?  Well.....  little Mandy was happy because she got to fuck
them all!


The End.
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Chapter 1


"Good God, Malcolm honey, let me catch my breath! A big strong man like you could
kill a girl just kissin' her!" Ruby Harper gasped playfully, a teasing frown-on her hard
young face.
Her long, brown legs kicked visibly in the air above the broad, fragrant field of alfalfa as
she struggled to free herself, from the clasping arms of the dungareed man who lay on
the ground beside her. At last, she broke loose from his embrace and sat up under the
cloudless blue September sky, squinting a little at the dazzling brilliance of the noonday 
sun as she glanced warily around: The smooth green sea of alfalfa in which they
rested seemed to extend for miles in all directions. It was deserted as far as the eye
could see, except for the bumble bees drifting lazily over the tiny purple blossoms and
Lucifer, Ruby's huge black German Shepherd, who romped happily in the lush,
overgrown field a few yards away from the reclining couple.
Satisfied that she and her boyfriend were alone, Ruby leaned back on her elbows in the
high grass, humming a melody of a sultry ballad under her breath. Her deep hazel eyes
smouldered seductively under her freshly-curled mop of golden blonde hair as, with a
deft little wriggle of her lithe young torso, she slid her wide-necked blouse down over
one sun-tanned shoulder. The loose cotton fabric slithered easily down over her upper
arm, exposing the high rounded curve of one of her small hard breasts and she winked
suggestively at the pale-haired shirtless man who was sprawled out beside her.
"Besides, Malcolm, all that kissin' is kid stuff," she went on in the same pouting tone.
"Don't you want a little of the real thing before Jed calls you back to work? We ain't
got much of your lunch time left."
"Hey there, gal, don't you go worrying about my time. You ain't gettin' paid for this
one, remember?" Malcolm Weaver growled irritably beside her.
The farm-hand shifted his long rangy frame in the alfalfa and rolled slowly over on top
of her, pinning her slim, wriggling body to the dirt with his male weight. "I'm your
man, Ruby, not one of those dumb suckers who come to see you at Hazel's place.
Nobody's gonna come bangin' on the door when my twenty minutes are up." He lifted
his head and his sallow hatchet-sharp face glowered down at her, as though daring her
to disagree.
But Ruby just tossed her head and laughed impudently. Her work in Hazel's "sporting
house" in the local village of Richland Crossing paid well, and, in the over-worked
Indiana farm lands, people had been tightening their belts for many years. She was the
shameless black sheep daughter of a poor local family, now disowned by her
scandalized parents and financially all the better for it. With a low, throaty chuckle, the
young country whore ran her red-nailed fingers through Malcom's sun-whitened hair
and ground her slim mini-skirted hips brazenly up into his jeans-clad groin. Though
she felt a hardening bulge against the practiced movement of her hungry pelvis, the tall,
bony man above her obstinately refused to respond to her sensuous teasing.
"Aw, Honey, you know I save it all up for you, no matter how much I pretend with the
customers," she murmured petulantly, her long eyelashes fluttering as she looked up at
him. "I just can't stand it – I get so all-fired hot around you. My poor little pussy feels
like it's just gonna twitch right off me and walk away by itself – if you don't do
something real quick."
Above her, the lanky farmhand stiffened and Ruby smiled slyly to herself, momentarily
certain that her lewd words had caused the desired effect, making him so aroused that
he would forget his jealousy of the dozens of other men who made love to her for
money every week. But then, with an angry movement that left her open-mouthed with
surprise, he jerked away from her shapely, prostrate form and rose to his feet. She
gaped up at his towering figure as he wrenched a little leather pouch from his pocket
and began to roll himself a cigarette from the tobacco inside it.
"Aw, Honey..." she said softly. "Don't leave me down here all by myself."
"Don't give me any of your sweet talk, you slut," he spat down at her, pausing to lick
the gum on the cigarette paper before he went on. His pale face was blotched with fury
and there were spots of red on it. Ruby saw his hand tremble as he lit the new-made
cigarette. "I told you and told you... I don't want to hear no more about your whorin'!
How do you think that makes a man feel, knowing you fuck anyone who'll pay you,
anyone, man or woman, and even... even...?" He clamped his thin lips whitely together,
too angered to go on.
All tenderness left Ruby's eyes as she heard Malcolm denigrating the very work that
had often supported him after he had drunk away his meager paycheck. The hardened
young blonde had early in life decided that it was better to live well than to be moral;
much better to get a kick out of every minute she could than to waste her life planting
and picking crops for a new dress every three years, like her mother and sisters did. No,
she had a good comfortable life now, as nice a house as anyone in town and free drinks
on top of that. She did not have to take anything from anybody – including him. Ruby
looked up at Malcolm and her red curving Ups opened out in a cold chuckle that came
from a bitterness far beyond her twenty-three years.
"That's right. Honey, I don't need you," she nodded coldly. "I've always got a lady's
best friend, my dog. Come here, Lucifer, you know how to please me."
Within a few seconds, the huge black German Shepherd was standing obediently next
to Malcolm, panting a little from his brief sprint when he had been chasing butterflies.
The great brute's golden eyes sparkled joyfully and his bushy tail sprang back and forth
against the farmhand's leg as Lucifer slopped wet kisses on Ruby's face. Though her
pert nose wrinkled under his cold, lapping tongue, the golden-haired girl immediately
reached out and began to stroke gently at the underside of the big dog's powerful
flanks, teasing at the smooth, hairless belly with her long lacquered nails. She gazed up
at her boyfriend in smiting defiance as the monstrous animal began to respond to her
touch almost instantly, whining softly in the depths of his throat as his thick canine
cock started to swell in its furry sheath. Ruby pressed her fingertips on either side of the
hardening shaft, stroking it back and forth until suddenly the pointed dripping tip of
the scarlet rod of flesh appeared, oozing out of its fleshy casing, while Lucifer's
hindquarters trembled in eager anticipation.
"Lucifer here knows a good thing when he sees it," Ruby said pointedly, " and he don't
make no remarks about where my money comes from. In fact, he even helps out a little
when somebody's got enough money to pay for him to put on a show with me. What
do you do for me anyway, Malcolm, except buy your buddies drinks at the bar?"
"I give you my big cock. Sugar, that's what," Malcolm replied gruffly. Still, it was
apparent that his mind was only half on his words as his pale, watery blue eyes drank
in the obscene spectacle of the huge furry beast's tapered red cock swelling and jerking
spasmodically under the gentle touch of Ruby's knowing fingers. It was not die first
tune he had seen the pretty young whore arousing her hairy brute dog. Hell, he
reminded himself, he had helped to train the monster to perform every lewd act that
Ruby's perverted imagination could produce but the sight never failed to mesmerize
him. The blonde girl's smooth golden thighs were slightly spread as she lay on the
ground and beneath her hiked-up miniskirt, he could see the crotch of her pink nylon
panties becoming wet with the passionate juices of her loins. The bronze-colored pubic
hairs that wisped out around the elastic legbands gleamed brightly in the sunlight,
catching the farmhand's eye until he felt his own long, soft prick begin to throb to life
under his faded dungarees.
"Yeah, you may just be a two-bit slut, but my cock sure does like that sweet little cunt
of yours," he grudgingly admitted as he began to unfasten the buckle of his belt.
Ruby said nothing but stared teasingly up at him as she saw the fabric of his blue jeans
become tented, stretching with the bulky pole of flesh that was pulsing to stiffness
beneath it. She felt his appreciative eyes playing lewdly over the curves and valleys of
her lush, scantily-clad body and hot ripples of desire rushed through the sensitive
nerve-ends, under her skin. Her lust-bright eyes fastened greedily on his loins as he
pulled down the zipper of his trousers and dropped his pants, jerking his hardening
prick free from its confinement. The long, thick, purple-veined member jutted out
above his heavily dangling testicles and rose stiffly up along his lean belly. She arched
her body slightly, forgetting the great rutting animal that stood beside her as she eyed
every inch of Malcolm's hard penis spearing up into the air. Then she sighed, "Even if
you were the worst man alive, I'd still want that wonderful prick of yours. You know
damned well that it's the biggest and the best, you mean bastard. You know I want you.
I want you to give me the screwing of my life!"
"Well, shoo that dog away, Sugar, and you're gonna get it – and good!" Malcolm
promised quickly, his injured male ego goading him on as much as the tempting sight
of her voluptuous body sprawled beneath him in the thick alfalfa.
Ruby hesitated, staring hungrily for a moment at the slippery length of dog-cock that
was jerking rhythmically now below Lucifer's panting belly. Then she hurriedly made
up her mind. The huge black German Shepherd was with her day and night, but she
saw Malcolm only a few times a week. "Go on, boy, get away now," she crisply ordered
the slavering beast. "You go on and play. I got a real man here to take care of me."
"That's right, Lucifer. Just watch me, and you might learn something," the farmhand
said smugly, pushing the dog away as he sunk to the ground beside the young whore.
Ignoring the great animal who was slowly backing away, whining softly in
disappointment, Ruby began to teasingly strip off her clothing. She smiled invitingly at
her boyfriend as she crossed her arms and pulled her cotton blouse up over her head.
As the garment lifted, her creamy, apple-hard breasts appeared, unfettered by the
modesty of a brassiere. The small, firm globes moved sensuously when she tossed away
the flimsy blouse, then curved down over her flat belly as she leaned up to unfasten the
side-zipper of her skimpy dart. With one deft movement, she peeled the cotton skirt
and the silky panties down over her long, slender legs, kicking the garment away. A
teasing female smile played over her red wet lips as she opened her smooth voluptuous
thighs to Malcolm's greedy gaze. It was obvious that she was excited. The tiny
dewdrops of moisture rising in the soft, hair-fringed crevice between her legs were
clearly apparent and glistened in the open sunlight as she shamelessly exposed her
nakedly waiting vagina to his hotly piercing eyes.
Malcolm's breath began to grow harsh as he reached over and dragged her closer to
him with the strength of his arms, sliding one hand down to the taut softness of her
buttocks and cupping them roughly. Her slim, sinewy body was warm and soft against
his and she raised her face to his mouth, locking her lips hungrily to his as her
experienced hand searched down between them for his heavily throbbing cock. He
moaned softly as her fingers closed hotly around his throbbing length barely encircling
the thick shaft. Breathing more urgently, she crushed the full length of her naked body
against his rangy frame and ground her hungrily moving pelvis tightly into him before
suddenly twisting her torso and pulling him over on top of her. Her long, graceful legs
were open wide to receive him. Beads of sweat began to glimmer lightly on the exposed
flesh of their entwined forms under the hot sun, the brilliant light beating down on
them, casting sharp shadows in the curves and hollows of their writhing limbs.
Ruby pulled the pale man even more tightly to her and ran her hands searchingly down
over his hard buttocks, exploring eagerly his lean contours. His huge cock was resting
hard against her sensitive inner thighs, pressed tightly into the narrow pink slit of her
moistly spread pussy. She curved up for a moment, levering them both off the ground
with the strength of her back. Then, reaching down under her nakedly upthrust
buttocks with both hands, he parted her desire-swollen vaginal lips slowly, giving his
rampant penis better contact with the wet tingling flesh. Then she relaxed and fell back
to the cushiony growth of the alfalfa, his cock trapped tightly in the hot, softly yielding
crevice, between her slippery inner thighs. Inflamed by the movement, Malcolm
wormed his hands between her shoulders and the softness of the grass, pulling his
palms down over the soft curves of her back and hips. His rough fingers felt the raised
edges of her spine moving almost imperceptibly as she undulated her aroused young
body up against him in a slow, teasing motion, a rhythm that made the sinews of her
female muscles ripple lightly like small fish just under the surface of her thin skin. The
secret professional strength in her body was evident now as the tenseness of the cords
in her thighs twined like silk ropes around the outsides of his loins.
"God, you gotta feel better than anything on earth," Ruby moaned as she lifted her
head to once more smash her soft lips against his, writhing the flat surface of her
stomach up against him. She left welts, small trails of red across his back where she
raked her long fingernails. Then, losing all control, the aroused farmhand pushed his
hands farther down beneath her, squeezing the roundness of her milk-white buttocks in
the palms of his hands, pulling her ready loins up tighter against his own. He moved
up and down slowly, teasing her in return, running the rigidity of his full length up and
down in the wide-spread vaginal slit, sensing it become even more saturated by the
second with the wetness from her passion. Her smooth, satin-white asscheeks began a
more frantic rotation up against him until, suddenly, without warning, her legs shot out
wide on either side of him, her calves locking against the backs of his thighs and
trapping him tightly to her.
"Now, Honey, put it in me now," she demanded against his tightly clenched teeth, her
eyes shut as her pelvis ground away at him like a pelt of softly curling down with a
mind of its own.
As soon as she relaxed a little, Malcolm started to move, but she moved faster. Her
hands came down between them and circled greedily around his stiff throbbing cock,
guiding it desperately between the lips of her hot, desire-drenched pussy. He groaned
above her as he felt her slide it up and down between her legs, parting the soft
moistened hair of her cunt with the pulsating blood-engorged head. The fleshy lips
nibbled hungrily at it, causing it to spring to greater hardness until he felt certain that
the aching pressure of the blood would burst it along its vein-thickened length. He
could hold back no longer and crashed his hips forward with a sudden cruel thrust.
He drove himself with a flesh-rending mercilessness into the gaping hot mouth of her
cunt.
"Aaaaah," Ruby groaned beneath him in pained surprise. He felt the warm elastic inner
tissue slip smoothly over his sensitive male flesh as he entered her brutally. It was as
though she were a country virgin being taken for the first time, except that it was much
easier and better because he knew she could control her cuntal muscles that way every
time she was fucked.
Malcolm's long heavy cock slammed up into her hot wet cunt almost to the full depths
of her heaving belly, warm and tight at first, squeezing the hard length of the shaft and
then easing as the wetness surrounded him, lubricating the way.
Suddenly, he hit bottom, his testicles slamming hard against the rounded cheeks of her
tightly clenching buttocks. Ruby moaned like an animal beneath him, twisting away
momentarily to escape the sudden unexpected pain, but he lunged harder, ramming his
pelvis more solidly into her cringing loins so that there was no escape for her. She was
helplessly impaled and he lay still for a moment to allow the pain of the sudden entry
to subside... and yet Malcolm was full of masculine pride that he could actually
dominate a wanton woman like Ruby Harper. He was on top, had the commanding
position, and he knew that she loved every second of it. Even in the midst of his
arousal, he could not forget that this girl beneath him was a whore, and yet, God! she
loved it when he fucked her! He knew his cock was bigger than anyone else's and
because of it, she was his to do with as he pleased, how he pleased. Just the idea of the
power he possessed made him feel more animal and virile than with any other woman.
He had her flat little belly skewered now, by God, and just for the fun of it, he flicked
the head deep up inside her again to bring another long, low moan from deep in her
throat.
Malcolm squirmed and ground his loins heavily down onto the writhing velvety flesh
beneath him as she strained back under him, arching up inches off the earth with the
strength of her hungry upward thrusts. She groaned ceaselessly beneath him, receiving
his pounding body, opening and closing her trembling legs around his hips as she
worked up and down in the primitive rhythm of mating, her moist lips gaping open
wide and her head flailing wildly from side to side on the ground in crazed wantonness.
"How do you like it, Sugar? Ain't that better than that hound dog, Lucifer – now tell
me!" Malcolm said tauntingly, the words spaced between breathless grunts as he
labored over her. He got satisfaction from tormenting her, using her as a scapegoat to
revenge himself for all of the proper, haughty women throughout his life, who had
scorned him because of his ugly face and gangling limbs.
"Yes, yesss, I love it!... Now, put a finger in my ass! Pleeeease," she implored him, her
dazed greenish eyes flashing, unseeing, looking up at him but through him.
He was as aroused as she was now, and her request did not take him aback, not even
for a moment. Before he had met Ruby, he had never known of a woman who actually
wanted to be fucked in this way, but he quickly reached under her, between her hotly
clenching buttocks as he hammered rhythmically into the eagerly working wetness of
her cunt. She lifted her quivering ass a little to help him as he stretched wide the crevice
between the softly yielding cheeks, probing uncertainly with the tip of his middle finger
for the tight puckered opening. Then he found it. There was a small rivulet of warm
moisture running down into the widespread cleft from where he could feel his hard rod
of flesh sawing into her. It wetted the tiny elastic hole, lubricating it slightly as he
nudged experimentally for a moment with the end of his finger. Feeling it give a little,
he pushed harder and then suddenly the tight hairless nether ring gave way completely
and his finger popped in up to the second knuckle. She leapt upwards, the pain of the
intrusion registering on her face. Then, before he could fully enjoy it, the expression of
pain on her face was gradually changing to one of what seemed to be masochistic
pleasure.
"More, more!" Ruby pled. "Oh God, stick it in deeper!" He pushed in farther, worming
his finger in until it was buried all the way up to the palm of his hand. She winced
again, but despite the pain, he felt her suddenly begin to screw her ass back hard down
on his invading finger. Grinning triumphantly, he moved it around inside, rotating it
deeper and deeper up into the fleshy depths of her rectum, until at last, through the
thin wall of flesh that separated the two passages, he could feel the underside of his
heavily swollen prick sliding rhythmically in and out of her. He began to skewer her
between them, maintaining the same rhythm for both as she moaned and twisted
ceaselessly below him. His fingernail caught slightly on the tender inner flesh of her
rectal walls, scraping them and she jerked but then caught up the cadence again,
splaying wide her legs to allow him full access to the ravishment of her wide-stretched
anal passage.
Malcolm could feel his huge penis throbbing, seething inside her, growing and
expanding in her spread-open vagina from the exquisite pressure damming up in his
sperm-laden balls as they slapped with heavy dull thuds against her desperately
straining buttocks beneath. He began to ram his finger into her tiny anus with long
hard strokes in time to the deep plungings of his cock in her pussy, trying to bring her
over the crest to her climax. He could tell that she was almost there as she gripped his
pounding body tightly between her upthrust thighs, contracting them around him to
the savage tempo of his merciless thrusts into her. He could hear her gasping beneath
him, the sounds coming from deep within her throat as though she had no control over
them. He fucked into her relentlessly, without mercy, exerting all his strength to bring
the luscious blonde to orgasm as well as himself.
"Yes, yes, yesss, fuuuuucck meeeee, harddddd!" she chanted, uttering all the obscene
words that she could think of to excite him more. She drove her slender ankles and
heels into his driving buttocks, spurring him on, jack-knifing her legs back and up
tightly against her firm white breasts, flattening them hard back into her chest. Her eyes
rolled like shiny dice in her desire-contorted face.
Suddenly she screamed, "I'm cumming, Honey! I'm cummmming!"
Her mouth was wide open in ecstatic abandon as she repeated the almost incoherent
statement over and over to herself until the sounds coming from her throat were a mass
of jumbled unintelligible syllables whose meaning might be anything. She stretched
back her thighs tighter against her writhing upper body until the entirety of her pink,
wide-stretched vaginal slit was presented up to him to fuck and use at will. Her ankles
were wedged under his shoulders, locked, behind his neck, her groin squirming beneath
him in a kind of insane dance of wild raw ecstasy. Her mouth still hung agape and she
looked completely through his twisted face as though he were not really there, fucking
her silly.
She screamed then, a low gurgling kind of banshee scream that seemed to go on and
on, and their two panting bodies slapped brutally together. Ruby Harper's delicate
nostrils flared wide and she screwed herself up higher on his rigid thrusting prick,
fastening herself to him with all her strength while her loins jerked crazily in the throes
of female orgasm. She caught her breath and held it for an interminable minute, then
exhaled it as though she had been hit in the stomach by an angry fist, her body finally
collapsing down on the crushed alfalfa beneath them. She lay motionless except for the
uncontrollable quivering of her mercilessly stretched cunt still clenched tightly around
his thick, deeply-embedded cock. He pushed far into her and lay quiet, allowing her a
moment of rest as he throbbed the muscles of his prick deep in her hot moist vaginal
tunnel. It was all Malcolm could do to keep from starting up the humping into her
again and he wished impatiently that she would come to life again.
"Oh, Honey, that was beautiful," she said gaspingly. "I don't care if you are mean to
me, you're the best fuck I've ever had in my life..."
"Yeah, but you've got more work to do," the pale-haired farm laborer hissed down at
her, the building pressure in his testicles making him more impatient now for
fulfillment.
"I know. I'd like to do something special for you because you gave me such a good
time," she said softly. "Why don't you lie down here beside me, Honey, and let me do
the work for a change?"
Malcolm was not certain what she meant but reluctantly eased himself out of her, his
hard pulsing cock sliding wetly out of the deliciously clasping warmth of her pussy. He
wanted to leave it inside the moist hot channel, then quickly fuck her again until the
impatiently boiling liquid overflowed his aching balls and erupted deep inside her – but
now that Ruby had cum, he knew that he had lost some of his power over her and it
would be easier to play the game the way she wanted it. Besides, he knew that
whenever the young whore wanted to do something "special," he was always well
satisfied. With a little sigh of resignation, he rolled off the softness of her belly and onto
his back beside her, thin sticky trails of her cum fluids following his long stiff penis
across her suntanned thigh.
He lay flat on his back in the alfalfa, his erectly throbbing cock pointing high toward
the brilliant blue of the sky above them. She then turned over on her side toward him
and reached out with her hands to stroke his hardness, sliding the loose flesh of his
foreskin up and down. Her long, red-painted fingernails scraped lightly over the
heavily-veined surface of the rock-hard penis, causing it to jerk convulsively up into the
air. She leaned over him and the hot warmth of her breath blew softly over it. The ache
in his loins increased almost to the point of agony as she moved her slenderly teasing
fingers down lower to his cum-swollen balls, cradling their softness in her palm. He
groaned and gritted his teeth at the lewd, inciting ministrations of his heavily laden
cock and large sperm-bloated testicles.
"Do you like that, Honey?" she asked coquettishly, gazing up at his face to see the effect
that her warm fingertips were having on him. "Do you want me to put my mouth
around it and suck it for you?"
"Jesus Christ, yes! Do it now!" Malcolm moaned and jerked his anxious loins forward
as she rose to her hands and knees and hovered over him. Her face was a scant few
inches from the moistly throbbing tip of his cock. The blonde girl grasped it firmly with
both her hands and dropped her head slowly down toward the hardness of him, her
pink wet tongue suddenly flicking forward, its tip boring tantalizingly into the semen
oozing hole at the end of the head. His breath caught in his throat as her warm parted
lips closed over the sensitive blood-swollen knob in moist exciting pressure. Her lips
tightened hotly like another pussy around it, enclosing the smooth rubbery head
completely up inside the warm, velvety cavern of her mouth.
Malcolm grunted in pleasure as he lifted up his head to watch the lovely girl's cock
stretched mouth. Just the sight of the hard rod of flesh sunk half-way between her
widely ovaled lips increased the sensation a thousand-fold. His penis was still wet and
slippery from the juices of her orgasm and glistened like a wet log along the part she
had not yet taken between her soft, lipsticked lips. She manipulated the sensitive skin of
his balls gently with her one hand and stroked the broad base of his cock expertly
between the thumb and second knuckle on the forefinger of the other as she began to
suck rhythmically up and down on the stiff rigid pole.
Ruby sensed his increasing excitement and began to suck harder, twirling her smooth
pointed tongue titillatingly around the moistly seeping stickiness of the bulbous head.
He felt the sharp tips of her teeth digging gently into the turgid skin, leaving small
white trails where they had scraped the blood from beneath the surface of the skin.
Then, without removing her mouth from his jerking cock, she quickly shifted position
over his thigh and knelt down on all fours between his open legs. She reached under
his buttocks and cupped them in her palms, jerking his loins up tighter to her face. Her
tongue darted out, swiping around and around the pulsing blood-filled head furiously
until Malcolm felt it nearing the bursting point. She took almost all of the throbbing
hard penis deep into her throat, beginning to suck steadily and swallowing more and
more of his fiery hardness as though she wanted to choke herself.
Malcolm stared down at her face as his long rigid shaft of flesh began to saw faster in
and out of the blonde's obscenely stretched mouth. The sight alone was almost enough
to drive him insane, causing his loins to tense more and jerk up into her laboring face
until it looked as though she would completely consume the rampaging cock that was
ramming ever further down her throat. Practically all of his huge rampant penis now
seemed to disappear into her mouth with each new powerful thrust he made until
finally only the thick base of it showed glistening and wet and white, protruding lewdly
from her distended red lips. She was gorged with the pulsing blood-filled flesh but she
kept on and on with her wild sucking.
"Suck it, slut, keep on sucking my big cock," he hissed breathlessly through tightly
clenched teeth as he felt pressure building up deep in his bloated, aching balls and he
knew that they would soon spill out their contents into her warm wet mouth. Malcolm
could see rivulets of sweat running in thin glistening trails down the sides of Ruby's
naked body as she bucked wildly over him, sucking voraciously, her entire being
focused on the labor of giving him this pleasure. Her firm rounded breasts danced and
swayed under her rocking body and the spectacle incited him to increasing heights of
brain-reeling passion. The muscles of his stomach tightened even more until it seemed
that they would surely snap from the tension as he arched his back up off the ground,
pushing even farther into the pliant moistness of her warm wet mouth. Thin pink
ridges of flesh pulled out from her lips, clinging eagerly to his huge throbbing cock as
she sucked up on it. He groaned again and again, his mouth growling out crazy and
incoherent mutterings that spouted like a lunatic's ravings from between his teeth.
Suddenly his moment arrived.
He gasped and a slow deeper sound started from somewhere down in his chest as he
felt the hot sticky sperm begin to make its nerve-shattering dash from the end of his
pulsing jerking penis. Ruby's mouth was flooded with burst after burst of the hot sticky
fluid, ballooning her smooth cheeks outward with each bullet-like spurt, so that she had
to swallow quickly to keep from choking, yet still mewling and crooning over his
driving loins.
"Oh suck it, whore. Suck it!" he rasped as his fingers tangled viciously in her hair and
held her head impaled on his pulsating cock as he pushed its swollen squirting head
brutally all the way down into her throat. At last, he gave a shuddering sigh and pulled
himself back and out of her lips for one more final thrust. But he missed her stillsucking 
mouth by a fraction of an inch when he lunged forward again. The heavy blunt
head rammed brutally against the side of her face by mistake, leaving a long sticky trail
of hot white cum smeared lewdly along her upper lip and her right cheek. Ruby was
not fazed and merely twisted her head to lock her lips greedily again over the base of
his hard-throbbing staff of flesh. She grasped the bottom of it with her fingers as she
lifted her face to guide the tip back into the warmth of her open mouth and squeezed
up on the deflating cock with her fingertips to milk out and devour every last drop of
the precious white fluid.
Inch by inch, his sated prick deflated in her used and willing mouth, even though she
continued the gentle sucking. A long sigh of relief escaped his lips as his head fell back
happily onto the ground. She nibbled gently at him for a moment, her head resting
softly on his thigh, and then crawled up over his body to cradle his head on her still
heaving breasts. He was too exhausted to return the gentle kiss she bent down to place
on his panting lips.
Suddenly, an unwelcome sound jolted their reverie. Ruby's head jerked up first and she
peered warily over the alfalfa that rose like a protecting green wall around them.
"Malcolm, you hear anything?" she whispered anxiously to the farmhand who lay half
dozing and spent on the ground under them.
Just then she heard it again, but louder this time. Across the broad fragrant field the
sound of a man's voice travelled faintly. "God damn it, Malcolm Weaver, where are
you? We gotta get the rest of this com in! Malcolm!"
As she recognized the agitated masculine voice, Ruby giggled and began to dress.
Malcolm stirred and groaned sleepily as she tugged her skirt from where it lay under
his bade. Finally, he slitted open his eyes against the brilliant overhead sunlight and sat
up wearily.
"That Jed calling me?" He asked unhappily, a frown twisting his face.
"Yep, I guess your lunch time's about over, Honey," Ruby quipped cheerfully as she
leaned down then to fasten her sandal straps around her slender ankles. That done, she
rose and smiled contentedly at him, adding, "I don't know about you. Honey, but I
certainly had enough to eat."
The farmhand did not acknowledge her humor but grumbled irritably under his breath,
fumbling in the high alfalfa for his discarded clothing as she began to stroll casually
away without looking back.
His body felt drained and weakened by the climax he had just experienced and he was
not relishing the idea of returning to his chores on Jed Falk's farm. Despite the fact that
he lodged in Falk's bunkhouse and would have to go back there sooner or later,
Malcolm momentarily entertained the notion of just taking the afternoon off by simply
walking across a few acres of alfalfa and beans to the town of Richland Crossing, and
the bar.
"Malcolm, you lazy good-for-nothing, get on over to the com field," the deep voice
bellowed again from the distance. "I know you're sleeping out there somewhere and if
you're not here in two minutes, you can pack your bag!"
Malcolm knew that the ill-tempered widower Falk did not give idle threats, and, with a
little shrug of acceptance, the lanky pale-haired farmhand rose to his feet. Just as he was
about to leave, he saw Ruby running toward him, her face pale and frightened below
her halo of blonde curls. He waved a farewell at her approaching figure and turned to
start ambling toward the com field a few acres away.
"Malcolm, wait, don't go!" he heard her cry out behind him, her voice high-pitched
with emotion. "You gotta help me! I can't find my dog Lucifer!" In the next moment,
she caught up with him and stopped beside him in the alfalfa, panting from the sudden
exertion of her run. Her hand gripped his wiry arm and she stared up imploringly into
his face, her hazel eyes wide with desperation. "I been all around the field and he ain't
anywhere to be found."
"Aw shit, what are you doin' yellin' like that? Now Jed probably knows what we were
doing out here and I'm gonna get all kinds of hell from him," he said disgustedly,
turning away from her. "The fool dog is probably hunting a rabbit or something. What
am I supposed to do about it?"
Ruby sensed the jealousy in Malcolm's tone of voice and immediately forced herself to
calm down, if only to appease him. Momentarily putting aside her anxiety, she smiled
warmly up at the tall, lanky man and murmured, "After the time we had this afternoon,
I don't know how either of us can even get up, Honey, but-" she hesitated, her eyes
clouding over with worry once again. "Well, I've had Lucifer since he was a puppy... he
keeps me company every night... and you know how much fun we've had with the
tricks we taught him, Honey..."
"Now, he ain't gonna go far, Sugar," Malcolm said, his voice softening a little as he
realized the sincerity of her plea. With a vulgar smile, he added, "It sure would be
funny, wouldn't it, if some farmer's wife started fee din' him and he decided to try to
hump her?" He began to chuckle at the picture in his mind until Ruby started to shake
him urgently.
"They'd shoot him, Malcolm! You got to find him for me!" she pled, tears rising to her
eyes. "Promise me, Malcolm, promise you'll ask around! People'll talk to you who won't
tell anything to a whore..."
It was a change for the homely man to see his pretty girlfriend so dependent upon his
help and even though he was tempted to make her beg a little more before he gave in,
he remembered that he would probably need a little drinking money from her before he
got his next pay. With a gesture that seemed to him as magnanimous as a movie star
giving a little girl an autograph, he patted the bade of Ruby's head, agreeing; "Sure,
Sugar, I'd ask around. Maybe Jed'll see him or maybe his kid, Warren."
"Oh, honey, if you find him, I'll do anything for you – anything at all you want!" she
swore fervently, instantly setting Malcolm's mind to working on all the possible ways
she could pay him back for his help. He was smiling to himself in lewd anticipation of
perhaps trying out a few new sexual games that he had never dared to try before, but
then his pleasant thoughts were interrupted again.
"Malcolm, godammit, you're fired," Jed Falk's voice bellowed across the fields once
again. "You hear me? You're fired! You can just sleep out there until spring plowing!"
Malcolm winced at the distant announcement the breeze had carried across the alfalfa
field. He paused only to squeeze Ruby's heaving breast briefly before he began a loping
run toward the faraway cornfield. Behind him the pert-faced young whore took a final
look around, then headed back in the other direction toward town and the whorehouse
where she worked.


Chapter 2


Eileen McNally walked up the narrow dirt road to the central intersection in Richland
Crossing where the one paved street in the village, an ancient pot-holed thoroughfare
called both Main Street and U. S. Highway 79, met Merchant Street where she lived.
There were a few dozen homes clustered around this crossroad, mostly packed tightly
around a few dingy storefronts there, and others like hers, that were set back a bit from
the intersection and were surrounded by the unkempt remains of what had once been
well-tended flower gardens. Nowadays, though, there were very few things in Richland
Crossing that were well-tended. The village, built more than a hundred years ago by
merchants and professional people to serve the prosperous farmers of the rich
surrounding Indiana area, had lost its original vitality after the soil had been greedily
over-worked by short-sighted men who had sold out their own holdings in order to
exploit other, richer areas for their own profit.
Now, at eight o'clock in the morning, the town seemed deserted to Eileen as she shifted
her heavy load of books from one arm to the other and strolled up Main Street. As far
as the blue-eyed beauty was concerned, it was just as well that she was alone on the
street. She had come to Richland Crossing to get away from people, from men who
were altogether too interested in her lovely voluptuous body and from some of the
women in her past who had asked embarrassing questions about her love life. Only her
students accepted her for what she really was and she smiled contentedly to herself as
she turned to climb the steps of the Richland Community School. Once inside the
dingy brick building, she knew she was safe from the world for one more day,
responsible to no one but the nearly forty youngsters of all ages who came to her to
learn about the world out beyond their small family farms.
The September morning was already showing signs of turning into another balmy
Indian summer day and Eileen left the door to her classroom open behind her. Still
smiling, she dropped her books on the big desk at the head of the spacious single room,
then began to open all the windows. A quiet happy laugh bubbled from her ripe red
lips as she thought of the years she had spent growing up, going to schools and finally
teaching in a university in Chicago, surrounded by block after block of skyscrapers and
apartment buildings jutting up into the grey sooty sky. It had taken all of her courage
to close her apartment early this summer, sell her few belongings, and move hundreds
of miles away to a place she knew nothing about. But she had done it, and now that
school had begun, she was certain that she had not made a mistake.
Where else, she wondered delightedly, could you look out your schoolroom window
and see nothing but miles and miles of neatly cultivated land rolling out under a clear,
unpolluted sky? Where else would she have the time to really get to know and love her
students as she already felt herself doing? For the first time in the fourteen years since
she had finished college, Eileen was certain that she had complete control over her own
life, and more, that her life was going to be wonderful!
The stunning thirty-six-year-old brunette checked her gold wristwatch and then began
to move around more hurriedly, straightening the student desks that were arranged in
little separate groups around the big airy room. At one time, she knew, the school had
been divided into smaller rooms, but there were not so many children now to teach
and, some years ago, the Richland elders had decided that one teacher and one
classroom would be sufficient for their youngsters' education. Eileen had to admit that
the system seemed to work out fine, although at first she had been apprehensive about
the idea of teaching all grades by herself, from kindergarten to senior high school, in a
single room.
Actually, it had turned out to be an exciting and challenging experience, a welcome
change from the quite different type of tension she had endured in the city.
Even at the passing thought of her former life, the schoolteacher's strikingly beautiful
face lost some of its cheerful look and she paused for a moment in her work. Delighted
as she was to be in Richland Crossing, she still had not quite been able to dispel the
nagging fear that her past unhappiness had not been totally due to her surroundings in
Chicago and because of the people and memories she had left behind there, but
probably due as well to some unknown factor in her own personality. As always, the
idea disturbed her deeply and as though to escape the thought she instinctively turned
toward the narrow beveled looking-glass that some former teacher had affixed to the
rear wall of the classroom. Eileen's deep blue eyes squinted scrutinizingly as she gazed
at her own reflection, searching for some clue to her years of discontent – and for
perhaps even a change in her appearance, now that she had found a new reward in just
being alive.
But no, the reflected image that gazed back at Eileen from the mirror was the same one,
more or less, that she had seen for the last fifteen years... ever since she had started
staring into a mirror for answers she could not find elsewhere. She realized that a good
deal of her problem was exactly what she was seeing – her extraordinarily beautiful face
and ripe female body. It was always a shock to see herself in a mirror like this, because
she certainly had never felt like the poised, stunning woman she knew she appeared to
be to others, especially men. It was like looking at a movie star or a painting and Eileen
hoped that the little "disguise" she had begun to wear when she had come to Richland
Crossing hid at least some of her troublesome beauty. Smiling ironically to herself, the
dark-haired woman moved closer to the looking-glass and removed her "disguise," the
pair of old-fashioned wire-rimmed spectacles that she had bought in a dime store in
Chicago. Without them, her face lost all of its camouflage of sternness and became
young and vivacious, revealing the vital desirable appearance that denied the fact that
she was nearly forty years old. Her blue eyes were wide and sparkling, their deep azure
color almost matched in the depth of their hue by the natural redness of her full, well
formed lips. It had been pointless for her to give up make-up since her lashes were so
long and dark, and her facial bone structure so striking, that she did not need any
artificial accents. Even the loose knot into which she had pulled her long wavy dark
hair seemed only to emphasize her classical loveliness. At least these ridiculous
spectacles seemed to help protect her a bit, she thought with a sigh as she replaced
them, but how could she hide her tantalizing body from the lewd insulting eyes of the
men whom she had to confront every day?
Eileen's gaze lowered reluctantly to the reflection of her shapely lush body in the
looking glass. Even in the loose-fitting cotton dress she wore, the sensual perfection of
her figure could not be concealed. Her proud, full breasts thrust out tellingly against the
light, flowered material, making a breathtaking contrast with her incredibly tiny waist.
And below, her hips flared out in an enticing sweep that gradually tapered to the long
columns of her rounded plush thighs and magnificently turned calves and ankles. Many
men had told her that hers was a body made for love-making but it had been "loved" by
only one man, and the ravishing woman was determined that it would never be used
that way again. No, not even fifteen years could dim the memory and the hurt that had
followed her first and only experience with a man!
Steve... handsome Steve... the popular college senior who had condescended to date her,
a shy junior who barely knew how to talk to a boy... Steve Russ! It was foolish to even
think of him now but she could not keep down the memories. He was always there in
her mind, never to be forgotten even after all this time. Damn him! How she had
adored him in her innocence then, never doubting him but joyfully offering up her
body and soul to him. He had sworn that he loved her, that their love would never end,
and then, two months after he had graduated, he had married some silly teenager in his
little hometown outside of Chicago. Apparently, everyone in the college but Eileen had
known before her that he was engaged!
Had it not been for her studies and later her dedicated work as a teacher, she might
well have committed suicide. Not that she did not still think of it now and then, but
one thing had kept her going – the children. Through the years she had found her
students to be so charming and innocent, so different from the many men who had
pursued her since college, who were always insisting that she give in to their selfish
desires, telling her that she had nothing to lose once her virginity was gone. What they
never knew, what she could not tell them, was that she had lost something more than
that, for there was an empty place inside her now – a burning hole of despair that
would not let her trust any man again, no matter how much he might claim to love
her...
"Miss McNally? Could... could I talk to you?"
Eileen whirled around in surprise at the sound of the timid voice behind her, blushing
at being caught as she stood still examining herself in the mirror. Her embarrassment
quickly faded, though, when she recognized the slim-bodied youngster who stood shyly
in the schoolroom door, his lithe adolescent body silhouetted by the pale morning light.
It was Warren Falk, a seventh-grade pupil she liked especially well.
"Of course, Warren, come in. It's almost time for classes to start anyway," she smiled
warmly. She leaned down to reposition one of the student desks that was still slightly
out of place, adding, "I was just straightening up a little. When I came in this morning,
it looked as though you kids had been playing football with your desks."
The young boy hesitated a moment, then stepped inside the classroom, smiling
uncertainly at her little joke. Eileen could see that he had something dangling from his
hand but she did not realize what it was until a huge animal suddenly bounded into the
room, attached to a short rope Warren has firmly wrapped around his fist. The lovely
teacher gasped with alarm at the sight of the unexpected intruder but then she saw that
it was merely a big black dog, wagging its tail in a friendly fashion as it strained toward
her on its make-shift leash.
"Well, Warren, I see you've brought your pet to school," she said laughing at the dog's
enthusiasm, but then the gorgeous brunette sobered a little as she imagined herself
trying to hold classes with the giant beast prancing around the room and disrupting
everything. "I'm afraid you're going to have to take him home again. It's crowded
enough in here already, you know."
"I can't, Miss McNally," the tow-headed lad said after a pause. "My father told me I
have to get rid of him." The boy's head lowered and Eileen sensed he was struggling to
control tears of real unhappiness. Almost immediately, she felt a flash of anger against
the Falk boy's father, a man she had already suspected of being needlessly stern with his
good-looking adolescent son. She remembered a class outing to an Indian museum in a
nearby town a few weeks ago when young Warren did not have the small amount of
money necessary for the bus fare and several other occasions when the youth had to
"hurry home to help" his father while the other children played ball after school. Eileen
agreed that every child had to be taught discipline and the value of work, but she was
beginning to think that this Jed Falk was some sort of ogre.
"Why? Is there something wrong with the dog?" Eileen asked calmly, trying to keep the
mounting sympathy out of her voice. She stepped forward and bent down to pat the
dark animal's great furry head, adding, "He looks like a purebred German Shepherd.
What's his name?"
"I don't know," the boy admitted miserably, shaking his head. "I found him running
around in the bean field yesterday afternoon. He just came right up to me and started
licking my hand like he wanted to be friends. He's a great dog, isn't he?" The youth
smiled broadly for the first time that morning and the depth of his feeling for the
enormous animal struck a chord of deep concern within Eileen that she thought she
had left behind over a decade ago. For a brief moment, she had to fight down the
impulse to throw her arms around the distressed youngster, to kiss him consolingly and
nestle his head in the warmth of her milky-white breasts. Then, thankfully, she
regained her grip on the reality of the moment.
"Why won't your father let you keep him, Warren?" she asked again. "You must have
plenty of room out at the farm."
"Aw, he says he doesn't want another hungry mouth to feed and if I don't watch it and
do all my work, he's gonna get rid of me, too!" the sandy-haired youngster said
disgustedly. Then he crouched down on the floor and curled one of his arms around
the neck of the great black dog who leaned happily back against the boy, his tail still
wagging. "Boy, I sure don't want to lose him, but I know my dad would beat me if I
brought him home again."
Eileen almost had to bite her tongue to keep herself from blurting out what she thought
of Warren's heartless father. How could any man be so cruel to his son? she fumed
silently to herself. Every boy should have a dog to love and only a monster of a father
would make a mere adolescent child work so hard without even the pleasure of a pet to
keep him company. It was dreadfully unfair, she angrily decided, and then, almost
before she knew what she was doing, she heard herself suggest, "Why don't you let me
take care of your dog at my house, Warren? Then you could come over and visit him
whenever you liked. Would that help solve the problem?"
In the next instant, the curvaceous brunette teacher regretted her impulsive offer. After
all, she had no right to meddle in a family's private affairs, no matter how wrong they
might seem. But before she could manage to utter a word about her change of heart,
the expression on the blond youth's handsome face made her nearly forget what she
had planned to say. His big brown eyes gazed up at her with such grateful adoration
that she was absolutely unable to tell him that she had changed her mind. It was
ridiculous, she knew, but suddenly it was the most important thing in the world not to
disappoint this young teenager. After all the misery Eileen had endured because of false
promises, she could not do the same thing to another person just as tender and trusting
as she had once been.
"Wow, you're the greatest!" Warren finally gasped out in joy. In an instinctive gesture
of thankfulness, the boy reached out and touched his teacher's hand softly, his
fingertips only gently brushing her soft white skin before he pulled back in
embarrassment at what he was doing, and stammered "Th-thanks, Miss McNally. Yyou're 
the n-nicest woman I ever met!"
"That's perfectly all right, Warren," she brusquely acknowledged, turning away then to
walk quickly back to her own desk. "Just tie him up in the back of the classroom and
I'll take him home at lunch-time."
As the youngster obediently went to do her bidding, Eileen released a long sigh and
brushed her hand over her forehead in an unconscious gesture of confusion.
Something... something startling and disturbing had just taken place inside her and she
was not yet certain what it was. When the boy had so lightly touched her hand, the
beautiful mature woman had felt strange, nearly forgotten sensations of excitement
fermenting up in the depths of her stomach. It had been years since she had known
anything like it... Only Steve had ever awakened her senses so easily. But this was
absurd... Warren was just a boy... a child... with his tow-head and handsome immature
face! Good God, what was coming over her this morning?
Before the beautiful brown-haired teacher had time to consider the unusual occurrence
further, she heard the voices of her students outside the classroom window and realized
with a start that it was already time to start classes. Making a hasty silent vow to
suppress this new and unexpected reaction to the. good-looking youngster, Eileen sat
down at her desk and began to organize her books for the day's lessons.


* * *


"All right, children, it's lunch time; go on home," Eileen smiled at the students sitting
all around her as she stood in the middle of the classroom. "But I want you all back
here by twelve-thirty, and not one minute later!"
Her cheerful admonishment was lost in the scuffle as her students began noisily stuffing
papers and books back in their desks before scrambling out the classroom door in
chattering groups of twos and threes. The morning had gone well and as usual, the
statuesque brunette was pleasantly amazed at how much more these country children
seemed to enjoy their schoolwork than the bored, laconic city youngsters she had
always taught before. Even the big black German Shepherd tied to the ancient upright
piano in the back of the room, had seemed attentive as she moved from one age group
to another, giving instructions and assigning exercises. In fact, Eileen had thought it
rather heartwarming the way the great beast seemed to have taken to her, his huge
brushy tail wagging enthusiastically against the side of the piano whenever she came
near him. He did not even try to follow young Warren out of the classroom when the
blond youngster reluctantly left his new-found pet behind. Instead the magnificent
animal stared expectantly at his new mistress as though aware that he had once again
changed hands.
"Well, I guess it's time for me to show you your new home, boy," she said with a
friendly grin as she untied the huge dog and led him out of the building. "I'll give you
some lunch too, just in case you didn't have any dinner last night because of Warren's
stingy father."
Later, as she walked the dog down Main Street toward the intersection, it occurred to
Eileen for the first time that someone in Richland Crossing might have lost the well
groomed German Shepherd and she was surprised at the relief she felt when none of
the people on the street seemed to recognize him. Only one man, a homely brutish man
in faded blue jeans, standing tipsily in the doorway to the single town bar, seemed to
take any notice of her at all, leering crudely and raising his eyebrows as she passed with
the dog beside her. But Eileen paid no attention to his suggestive expression. After all
her years of fighting off the grasping hands of the lewd, disgusting men in Chicago, she
knew the type and how to ignore them.
"Here we are, boy," she announced a few minutes later after they had walked up the
short drive to her house. "Do you think you could call this place home? It took me a
while but you'll get used to it."
She opened her front door and led the dog inside her house, smiling slightly as she
remembered her dismay when she first came to Richland Crossing and discovered the
living accommodations. A far cry from the shiny, modem apartments in Chicago, the
homes here were as old as the slum structures in the city and usually twice as run
down. She had been lucky to find a wood-shingle house for rent that still had all its
window-panes intact and even had furniture that, if not actually elegant, was at least
clean and in good repair. Now, before going into the kitchen, she looked down at the
black dog who was sitting expectantly at her feet and warned him sternly, "I'll feed you
enough so that there will be no excuse to eat up any of my furniture. One chewed chair
leg and you're tied up in the back yard for good! Understood?"
As if in reply, the coal-black German Shepherd lowered his massive head and began to
fervently lick at the schoolteacher's stockinged ankle, rumbling softly in the depths of
his throat. Satisfied that they had reached some sort of unspoken agreement, Eileen
walked on casually to the rear of the house to prepare both of their lunches out in the
kitchen. She had earlier put a sandwich in the refrigerator for herself and now, with a
little sigh she pulled it out along with the sirloin steak she had planned to cook for her
own dinner that night. She had barely unwrapped the choice cut of meat before the
bulky dog was standing beside her, his tail wagging eagerly and his pointed snout
sniffing high in the air in obvious hunger.
"That's a welcoming dinner, boy. Enjoy it, because tomorrow you're going on dog
food," Eileen chuckled as she bent down to place the expensive steak on the floor and
watched the great dog wolf down her dinner in a few great gulps. Then, ignoring the
wet cold nose that he had once again poked up in the air toward her like a radar
antenna, she poured herself a glass of milk and sat down at the kitchen table to enjoy
her own meager meal.
Though she usually ate while reading a book to while away her forty-five minute lunch
break, today Eileen found herself lost in thought, unable to concentrate on the new
best-selling novel she had brought from the book-rack in the town's little drug store.
Instead, her thoughts wandered idly over the disturbing events of the morning,
especially that strangely stirring yet uncomfortable moment when young Warren Falk
had touched her hand in a shy gesture of gratitude. There was no question in her mind
but that the excited tremoring in her stomach and even in her loins had been sexual,
pure sexual desire, but she could not really accept it. Certainly she had always felt a
special warmth for the sweet, friendly fourteen-year-old boy but this was something
much more powerful and dangerous than a teacher's affection for one of her pupils.
Her mind raced as she stared down absently at the few crumbs left on her sandwich
plate as she patted the thick sable ruff of the dog who sat alertly beside her chair. True,
she had denied herself a normal female sex life after her traumatic experience with
Steve, but it had been by her own choice. She wanted nothing more to do with men,
not that way, and had been doing her best to avoid another mistake that could hurt her
again. By learning the techniques of masturbation, she thought she had managed to
control whatever raw animal instincts she simply could not ignore. However lacking in
complete satisfaction it was, masturbation still provided her a limited release for her
sensuous nature... especially when her mind filled with exciting memories of Steve's
youthful smooth-skinned body... and the way he used to stroke and fondle her own
eager young body, nibbling and sucking at her naked tingling breasts, then kissing and
licking at the burning wet flesh down between her legs until she had felt her mind
begin to cartwheel and fill with crazy lights before she had exploded in glorious orgasm!
Good God, what was wrong with her today? she wondered mentally as she realized that
she was working herself up into something forbidden by just thinking. Despite her
determination to keep a firm grip on her physical responses, Eileen could feel the
insistent ache rising higher again deep in her belly. She was suddenly intensely aware of
her ripe body, her rounded curving hips and buttocks pressing down firmly against the
plastic seat of the kitchen chair, her high globular breasts jutting throbbingly out
against the confinement of her lacy bra and her dress. Almost against her conscious
will, her hands began to roam restlessly over the smooth curves of her seated body as
she remembered how almost childishly delighted Warren had been that morning when
she had suggested that she care for his big black stray dog. The lush-bodied thirty-six
year-old woman was beginning to lose her private inhibitions in the face of the
mounting demands of her sex-starved body, the sharp tingling feeling down between
her tightly clenched thighs increasing her excitement. On a sudden impulse, Eileen
lifted her arm to check her wristwatch and quickly decided that she just barely had time
for a much-needed "session," her own way of referring to masturbation. Yes, it was
simple sexual frustration that had caused her to respond so violently when young
Warren touched her hand so lightly this morning, she rationalized openly as she rose
from her chair. After all, it had been quite a long time since she had brought herself to
an orgasm... After another moment or so, she reached down under the skirt of her
cotton dress and smoothed her hands down over her full satin smooth hips, slowly
pushing down the sheer nylon fabric of her panties with her palms until the garment
slithered sensuously over her long shapely legs, finally coming to rest in a band around
her trim ankles. She stepped out of the panties daintily and the dog reclining at her feet
lowered his dark furry head to sniff inquisitively at the discarded garment. She saw his
ears perk up with interest as his sensitive nostrils immediately caught the sweetly
pungent scent of her sex.
"Hey, what are you doing down there?" Eileen breathed as she stooped over to yank the
silky panties out from under his curious nose. "Those aren't part of your dinner."
The beautiful woman patted his silky dark ruff, then forgot him once again as she sat
down on the chair, pulling up the skirt of her dress high to expose her naked silky
haired pubic mound. Her left hand began to slide tentatively down her awakened body,
on down to the flat soft plane of her side and across her satin-skinned stomach to rub
sensuously back and forth over the curling softness of her pubic hair. She could feel the
wetness beginning to flow out from between the lips of her inflamed pussy onto the
insides of her trembling inner thighs, a sticky moisture that was proof of her arousal.
Her slender fingers darted downward then and she groaned softly at the sudden
tantalizing contact of her fingertips with the moist slit between her widely parted thighs
and lifted one leg high, resting her toes on the plastic-covered seat of the other kitchen
chair beside her. Then she straightened her other leg out like a beautifully-carved ivory
column and with a deeper groan, let it fall far to the side, exposing the wet glistening
cuntal furrow between her long excitingly shaped legs to the sunny air of the room. Her
fingers crawled up gently to the soft hair-covered lips and spread them slowly apart
until the wet inner pinkness was fully visible and the mouth-like orifice gaped hungrily
open. Complete surrender to the need building within her showed in the glowing blue
cast of her eyes as the half-moons of her rounded buttocks twisted tensely into the
rough plastic until she could feel it brush thrillingly against the swollen and agitated
lips of her pussy. At the sudden electrical contact, her breath quickened and the
passionate yearning grew hotter in her naked loins.
Slowly and tenderly, she wormed her middle finger into the throbbing pink hole,
forcing it inside herself until it was completely embedded in the tight, smooth
passageway and at the same time flicking at her erect bud-like clitoris with another
finger. She slipped the long slender finger in and out between the sex-lubricated vaginal
Ups and her wide-spread thighs quivered uncontrollably as her soft white buttocks rose
and fell in response to the invading finger. Not daring to pause as her excitement
mounted, she joined another and then even another finger inside with the first, pushing
all three wantonly into the moist pink folds, widening the swollen lips as she rotated
the inserted fingers around the sensitive walls of flesh in sensual abandon. Incoherent
images of her ex-lover Steve skewering into her with his long boyish cock, invading her
cunt like a savage spear of flesh, flashed through her mind.
In a frenzy of lust, she jerked her thighs up high against her heavy dancing breasts and
heaved her hips wildly upward to meet each stroke of her probing fingers.
It was not enough!
With tears of frustration in her eyes, she jammed her fingers up further into her
ravenously hungry pussy, every nerve in her enticing, raging body straining toward that
final release, but it was no use. She could already feel the fine edge of her passion
receding suddenly, being replaced by a dull throbbing ache of disappointment that filled
her entire body. She felt like screaming, crying out with need, but then simply let her
hand dangle down between her trembling white thighs and at last rested her head
wearily on her updrawn knees, tears of frustration beginning to shine in her blue eyes.
Then, suddenly, Eileen gasped out loud and a cold shiver ran through her entire body
as she felt something shockingly cold and wet suddenly make contact with the tiny
puckered hole of her fully exposed anus. Her startled eyes flew open and widened as
she saw the huge German Shepherd standing between her legs, his tail wagging
furiously and his body trembling in excitement as though he had found a bitch in heat.
His great furry head was thrust forward to the naked plane of her soft hair-covered
loins and he was sniffing eagerly there. She tensed as his long pink tongue snaked out
and licked wetly up and down the damp, tingling crevice between her open thighs.
"Hey, you devil, stop that!" Eileen cried out with mock sternness but curiously, she
made no move to stop him. In her present state of sexual distress, the unexpected
sensation of the dog's hot wet tongue and the warm blast of his animal breath against
the inflamed area of her vagina felt soothing and comforting to her. There was no
doubt in her mind that the hairy beast was merely licking her there to show his
affection, was maybe attracted by the tangy scent of her passion-induced juices. It felt
strangely good and comforting and she quickly decided to enjoy the animal's seemingly
innocent ministrations until her tortured body was calmed down enough so that she
could go back to the school for her afternoon classes.
Eileen gratefully felt her taut muscles relaxing as the German Shepherd dipped his
probing muzzle into the excited valley between her creamy white globular buttocks. A
pink flush of pleasure rose to her face as his soft crimson tongue ran teasingly along the
full length of her narrow moist slit again and again, flicking hungrily between her
trembling open thighs. It was a wonderful change from the hard, greedy pounding of
her own fingers into her and she let her mind drift aimlessly in the gentle currents of
pleasure that rose from her out-thrust loins. Suddenly, the dog's salivating tongue
darted deep inside her steaming vaginal opening, spreading apart the brunette's wispy
down-lined cuntal lips like a knife slicing through butter. She jerked spasmodically at
the strange new sensation and an uncertain moan tumbled from her ovaled lips. But the
dog paid no attention and renewed his efforts, lapping and sniffling at her tingling 
rosehued pussy.
Oh God, this was not right, not what she had intended at all! Eileen thought anxiously
as she stared down at the obscene spectacle of the powerful black dog's long pointed
snout digging deeply between her wide-parted thighs, and yet she no longer had the
will or strength to stop him. She could not quite discard the disturbing idea that this
brute animal somehow seemed to know exactly what to do to give her this extreme
pleasure, to weaken the defenses so easily that she had lived with for almost half of her
lifetime. It was crazy, it was sick, she knew, to be sitting there in her own kitchen,
simply allowing a monster of a stray animal to nose and lick this way into her most
private parts and yet...
And yet, despite her fear and natural revulsion at the weird thing that was happening to
her, the beautiful dark-haired teacher began to feel something unexpected happening
inside her. As the huge dog's mercilessly probing tongue shot up again into the moist
channel of her stretching vagina like a squirming lizard, tiny chills of forbidden
excitement began to flutter all along her spine from the perverted stimulation of the
dog's feverishly sluicing tongue. Unbelievable wild electric sensations bloomed inside
her loins and she found herself responding, her flaring hips digging back up at the
animal, quivering of their own volition. She felt as though she must be losing her mind
and yet she could not help her reactions... It felt so good, better than anything she had
known or felt for fifteen years! She raised her hands out in front of her, holding them
in indecision for a moment away from her squirming body, then dropped them down
to grasp the dog's long, pointed ears.
With a deep husky groan, she pulled her legs even higher up against her heaving chest,
pressing her quivering breasts almost flat, and pulled his nose forward, tighter against
her swollen, throbbing cuntal Ups. His long slavering tongue thrust up deeper into the
moist passageway like a soft velvet whiplash, ravishing her upthrust loins without
pause. Babbling incoherent murmurs began to stream from Eileen's soft Ups, suddenly
pleading and encouraging the animal slobbering wildly between her writhing upturned
buttocks. Within her naked writhing loins there was building an insane pressure that
could only mean one thing... real ecstatic release!
Oh God, what was happening to her senses! she asked herself as the tremendous brute's
mouth opened and locked solidly on her wet, dilating pussy, lapping away the final
reserves of her resistance to the abnormal attack. Eileen began to pray inwardly that the
magnificent animal in front of her would lick her quickly to the completion she so
desperately needed, would quench the flames of lewd passion that were raging in her
throbbing wet cunt. All thoughts of wrong or right had left her; nothing was real but
the teasing binning sensations that flowered throughout her obscenely ravaged loins.
She labored on, gasping for air, and began to moan ceaselessly as she pressed her naked
vulnerable loins outward, trying to make firmer contact with the wet, swollen lips of her
lusting cunt – against the passion hotness of the dog's drooling mouth and red
skewering tongue.
The black German Shepherd slaved over her lust-saturated loins, lapping and tongue
fucking between the fluted, pink edges of her throbbing pussy and she felt the long
awaited climax approaching, building with an almost paralyzing force in her squirming
belly and in every nerve.
In the next moment, the dam of her passion spilled over the edge. Eileen felt as though
she were losing her insides as the sticky hot fluid of her orgasm welled up deep in her
belly and gushed out suddenly around the dog's thrusting tongue and into his open
mouth. She could feel it running wetly down the crevice of her clenched buttocks,
around Lucifer's sharp-toothed jowls nudging against her brown-ringed anus and then
down to the kitchen floor. She gave one last great gasp and her legs dropped lifelessly
like heavy weights of lead on each side of the dog's hairy body.
She could not move. It felt as though the world had ended and she had been consumed
in the apocalyptic fire. She was sprawled back on the chair, absolutely immobile now,
her arms and legs splayed out uselessly like a rag doll as the dog whined softly at her
feet. It was all she could do not to actually thank the great German Shepherd for his
skillful ministrations, the most wonderful experience she had had since she left college.
Gradually as the golden glow of her soul-searing orgasm began to fade from her body,
the stunning woman had to face the reality of what she had done in her own home,
with a dog given to her by one of her favorite students. It was unbelievable and
horrifying and yet... an unexpected thought was sparked in her happily sated mind.
Could it be that she had been wrong all these years in depriving herself of sexual
fulfillment?
Eileen rose and stared thoughtfully down at the peacefully dozing German Shepherd as
she smoothed her rumpled dress down around her curved flaring hips. It seemed so
strange that the massive dumb beast had known so well how to please her, but she
imagined that it was probably only some sort of unusual coincidence. The thought
entered her mind that perhaps it was not that the dog had been actually talented about
sex but only that her own lustful need was so great after fifteen years of denial that
anything – even the innocent touch of her own fourteen-year-old student – could set
her off so completely and turn her fully mature body into a blazing wildfire of wanton
desire.
For some reason, one she could not quite understand, the ravishing lush-bodied teacher
felt almost gay as she went into her bedroom to change into a fresh dress before going
back to school. What had happened with the dog wrong, sickening even, but she had
lived with the hatred and fear of men using her for so long now that she was beginning
to wonder if it was not time for a radical change in her life. Fifteen years was a long
time to be a woman alone and in the back of her mind, though she was not quite ready
to admit it even to herself yet, Eileen knew she was beginning to contemplate the
possibility of having a man of her own. This forty-five minute lunch break in her home
with a stray dog had brought her too much pleasure to ignore... She knew now that she
could not be able to ignore her body ever again.


Chapter 3


"Miss McNally, would it be all right if I came over to your house this afternoon? My
dad finished harvesting the com today, and I don't have to be home until dinner time,"
Warren Falk enthused as he stood there in front of her. Eileen stared wordlessly up at
the handsome face of the young boy who hovered expectantly over her desk. She had
barely arrived in her classroom that afternoon, her cheeks flushed with pink from the
hurried walk from her home to the school, when he had rushed up to her desk with his
request to visit her. Despite the fact that she ordinarily took every opportunity to spend
extra time with one of her students, especially a boy as eager and intelligent as this
sandy-headed farmer's son, she hesitated to agree to the visit. After the excitingly
shameful sexual experience with the German Shepherd in her home during lunch-time,
the ravishing dark-haired teacher needed time to think about what had happened. She
had to try to come to terms with herself about her violently passionate response to the
strange stimulation of the great dog's lapping tongue nibbling and sucking her to
orgasm. Even now, sitting in the classroom with all of her students, as young and
innocent as they were, she still felt a secret warm tingling all over her voluptuously
formed body, reminding her of the unexpected erotic excitement and explosive orgasm
that she had experienced less than half an hour ago in the privacy of her own kitchen.
"Well, Warren, I really..." she began slowly, not quite certain how to excuse herself
after she had promised the lad that he could see the dog whenever he liked. Warren's
wide brown eyes were fastened on her face in a puppy-like plea for agreement and in a
sudden troubling flash of understanding, she realized that this inexperienced young
teenager probably imagined himself in love with her. It was something that frequently
happened with women teachers and boys of his age; of course she knew that, but
nevertheless the insight worried her more than she wanted to admit. She remembered
her own involuntary response to his stimulating touch earlier that morning and
wondered if it would be wise to allow herself to be alone with the good-looking boy.
Her delightful surrender to her new-found pet's strangely-knowledgeable tongue that
afternoon had left Eileen very wary and frightened of her own unbridled sexual
instincts. What had happened so spontaneously with the friendly, furry beast was her
own shocking secret, something that would never happen again and no one would
know about... But her sudden sexual attraction to a boy, one of her best students, was
something far more dangerous and threatening. She could barely believe that the
smooth-skinned wide-eyed youngster could hold any true fascination for a woman twice
his age and yet... Well, another blond boy fifteen years ago had proven to be her
downfall then and perhaps now...
"I don't know, Warren," she said, unhappily facing the expression of pained
disappointment that dawned on the youngster's face. "I have a lot of work to do at
home this afternoon."
"But-I-but I wouldn't make any noise, I promise," he protested avidly, then gazed
dejectedly downward at his hands, on the edge of her wooden desk as he explained,
"Tomorrow we have to start doing the squash and tomatoes again. Gosh, I won't have
any more time at all 'till maybe next month."
Eileen listened to the boy compassionately and felt herself touched again by his
predicament at home, even though in the back of her mind danger signals were
suddenly sounding like, wailing sirens. Surely it would not hurt to let the boy see his
dog just this once, she thought sympathetically, even as her blue eyes began to survey
his lithe form closely with a growing interest. In her estimation, Warren's resemblance
to her college lover, Steve, was attaining almost astounding proportions. She
remembered how shy and courteous Steve had been when they had first met, how he
had so apprehensively requested a date to the movies... his golden-lashed brown eyes
beseeching her just as Warren Falk's were right this very minute. His body was long
and smooth, slender and yet intoxicatingly masculine, just as virile as Steve's had been.
Her student's face was so fresh and young that she found herself wondering if he were
even old enough to shave.
Yet, at this moment of discovery, the boy's age was the last thing on Eileen's mind. She
knew that if she reached out right at that minute and boldly drew the farm boy closer
to her sexy, newly-awakened body, he would not say a word, would gladly come
wherever she led him, and die suddenly realized that her fingers were almost itching
with the desire to touch him.
"Yes, this afternoon then, for a few minutes," she blurted out hurriedly, straightening
her spectacles nervously on her turned-up nose. She clenched her hands nervously
together under her desk as she fought to drive away the warm throbbing sensations that
suddenly seemed to be spreading all over her body. "Just a few minutes after school,
and then I'll have to get to my work. All right, Warren?"
The boy stared at her, starry-eyed with happiness, and nodded dumbly, unable to put
his gratitude into words. Eileen watched him as he practically skipped back to his desk,
then resolutely set her mind to the lessons at hand.


* * *


There was something about the way his teacher looked at him as they walked that made
Warren Falk feel as if he were melting inside. Her blue eyes always seemed to be
sparkling and dancing behind those funny glasses she wore, while her moist red lips
were always parted just a tiny bit until he could see the gleaming white of her teeth.
Now, as he ambled along beside her toward her house in the lengthening shadows of
the afternoon, he could not stop himself from glancing covertly at her sensationally
exciting body. It was almost more than he could do to remember that this dazzling
woman was really his teacher and she was taking him to her house to see his great dog
who had appeared like a gift from heaven out in the field yesterday.
He really thought Miss McNally was a beautiful girl, no matter if the other boys did call
her "Grandma" sometimes behind her back, because of her old-fashioned glasses. She
sure didn't look like anybody's grandmother up close, he decided as he gaped amazedly
at the full-blown curves that filled out on the top and the behind of her dress as she
walked briskly through the town with him. He had never seen anybody that pretty,
except maybe in the movies or in the pictures of his dead mother that his father
sometimes brought out at Christmas or on her birthday. If only she hadn't died when
he was a little boy...
"You don't think your father will mind your coming over to my house this afternoon,
Warren?" the breathtaking woman beside him inquired. He looked up at her and she
surprised him with the friendliest smile he had ever seen, adding, "I wouldn't want him
to think that I'm luring you away from your chores by keeping the dog for you at my
place."
"Oh no, Miss McNally, Pa never even asked what happened to him," Warren assured
her with a sad little smile. "He doesn't think about anything much except money and
that darned old farm. Sometimes I wish we'd move to some big city so I could have
some fun for a change, instead of pickin' and plantin' all the time."
"That's strange," she answered with a soft ironic chuckle as they walked up the path to
her white clapboard house. "I came here because I wasn't having any fun in the city..."
Warren saw her pause as if remembering something and then she smiled again, that
same warm friendly smile, before saying, "Well, maybe I wasn't really looking for fun
all those years I lived in the city. The few months I've been out here in the country may
be teaching me a thing or two about what I've been missing."
He didn't really understand what she was saying or why she gave off the soft, half
embarrassed laugh that followed her words, but he did not care just then. It was such a
pleasure just to look at her and to be absolutely free for the afternoon that he felt like
bursting with happiness. As the wooden house steps creaked under the weight of their
ascending bodies, Warren heard a soft whining from the other side of the door.
"Hey Beanbag! We're coming, boy!" he whooped excitedly. Then he turned toward his
teacher and added, "Wow, he's been waiting to see us all day! I bet he's happy now!"
"Beanbag? Is that his name?" Eileen smiled as she opened the door and stepped inside
her living room. Somehow, the droll name did not seem to suit her remembrance of her
canine lover who had driven her out of her mind with forbidden lust at lunchtime that
day. Then, she staggered back two steps as the huge black dog leapt up on her chest,
slavering wet sloppy kisses all over her face in joyous greeting. "Hey, down, boy!
Beanbag, get down! Your master's here!"
Warren grinned with innocent boyish pride as the huge animal reluctantly got down on
all fours again and trotted over to him for his petting. "I found him in the bean field
and he was jumping around so much that he kind of reminded me of a beanbag," the
two-headed boy told her, blushing slightly as she smiled. "Don't you think that's a good
name, Miss McNally?" he asked, searching for reassurance in the corn-flower blue of
her eyes.
"Yes... it's a fine name," Eileen murmured distractedly, hoping that the sudden excited
trembling she felt rising within her did not show in her voice. Here in her quiet house,
she felt closer to the boy than ever and the warm intimacy was already having a strange
effect on her. As the boy walked into her living room and placed his pile of school
books down on the little table beside the front door, she could feel the closeness of his
slimly boyish body and sensed his uncertainty at being with his teacher alone this way.
After a moment, she added nervously, "I'll go out in the kitchen and get us something
to drink. Is a cherry soda all right for you?"
She barely heard his assenting answer as she strode off toward the back of the house,
trying desperately to stifle the rising feverishness she felt building within her. Eileen
opened a cabinet in the kitchen and tensely withdrew an unopened bottle of good
brandy that she had bought in case she ever had drinking guests in the house. Though
she seldom drank alcohol and especially not in the sunny middle of the afternoon, the
plush-bodied older woman felt the need for something to still the feathery trembling
feeling that had begun to center in the pit of her stomach. Tearing the wax seal from
the top of the bottle, she pulled out the cork with a pop and downed a big gulp straight
from the bottle itself before she poured another more lady-like drink into a brandy
snifter. She winced as she felt the fiery liquor burning its way down her throat and into
her belly, but gradually a soothing warmth began to radiate out in all directions over
her body and she felt her tense anxiety fading little by little.
After all, no matter how handsome the boy was or even how exciting she might find
him, Warren was a mere teenager, only fourteen and she was a grown woman with over
thirty years of living behind her, Eileen gravely reminded herself. A moment later she
walked out of the kitchen with the brandy glass and a tall frosty cherry soda for her
student. Surely this sweet-faced youngster could not place her in a situation from which
she, an adult, could not extract herself.
As Eileen walked up to the shabby couch where Warren had seated himself, she felt in
control of herself once again and yet, while the alcohol was bolstering her
determination, it was also weakening her defenses against her long-denied sexual needs.
A mere glance at the lithe-bodied youngster leaning over to playfully tousle his brawny
pet's furry ruff was all she needed to make her aware of the changes taking place in her
mature, woman's body.
Instantly, a galvanic surge of tingling little shocks prickled her belly, a trembling chill of
delight flitting rapidly upward along her spine. Finally, unable to control herself any
longer, she reached out and touched the tanned, smooth flesh of his arm, causing him
to lift his head instantly and look up at her with a questioning expression on his
youthful face.
"I-I brought your soda, dear," she managed to explain, shakily placing the cherry drink
in his hand. "D-do you mind if I just sit down here next to you for a moment?... I-I'm a
little tired."
As she bent herself gracefully down to sit on the couch next to where he sat, Warren
felt his heartbeat begin to race for some reason. He could see that his beautiful teacher
was upset about something, but so far from worrying him, her strange excitement
seemed to be contagious and made him feel nervous and itchy too. Unable to think of
anything to say, he leaned down to pat the dog's head once again, then gulped in
astonishment as he saw that his eyes were focused on just about the same level as the
hem of her skirt. Even if he had wanted to, he could not have done anything but gape
helplessly at her full and rounded nylon-covered thighs. It was almost more than he
could stand! Boy, she was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his life... !
Eileen moved even closer to Warren and bent far forward to bury her fingers too in the
German Shepherd's plush black ruff. She smiled over at the boy, saying, "You're the
first guest I've had here in Richland Crossing. I'm sorry the house isn't nicer for you."
"Wow, it's great! I like it a lot," he exclaimed, not even thinking of what he was saying
as he stared wide-eyed at her, amazed at the way her heavy breasts jutted out so firmly
in front of his face. He could smell her sweet perfume; she was that close to him, her
sleek curving thigh almost touching his trouser-clad leg. The thought flickered through
his mind that if he just turned slightly and lifted his head a tiny bit, he could kiss her
lightly right on the soft, straining bulge of her right breast. Suddenly, he felt his young
virile cock jerk hungrily in his trousers and he felt his face blushing hotly with guilt and
shame.
"Warren... what's the matter, dear?" Eileen asked a moment later with obvious concern
in her voice, placing the delicate softness of her fingertips against his hot cheek. "You're
flushed! Do you feel all right?"
"N-no, I'm great, fine!" he sputtered in embarrassment. "M-my dad might have some
work for me to do now... M-maybe I should just go home..." He could tell by the way
her big blue eyes had widened suddenly that she too had noticed the sudden bulge in
his pants and he felt so ashamed he could barely look her directly in the face. He rose
reluctantly from the couch, scolding himself for playing with his cock so much that he
could not keep it down, even now when he had to!
"Nonsense!" The ravishing dark-haired woman cried, rising quickly to grab his arm.
Startled at the sudden vehement sound of her voice, she added more softly, "I think you
might have been getting a little too much sun lately... picking all that corn. Here, come
into my bedroom and rest for a moment before you go home."
As her fingers tightened urgently around the good-looking youngster's forearm, she
made a reckless but still vague decision and moved off to lead him slowly toward her
bedroom door. Eileen could feel the inflamed center of her female organs tingling
electrically in an almost violently passionate answer to the vision of Warren's young
penis swelling steadily inside his pants. She was aware of her vaginal slit throbbing
moistly against the thin filmy fabric of her panties and her nipples were growing
button-hard and chafed against the inner material of her brassiere as her full, upthrust
breasts heaved higher and became swollen with the pulsing torment of her growing
inner excitement.
Abruptly, Eileen knew exactly what she was doing – if there ever had been any doubts
of what was coming over her like a shameless erotic spell. She knew that she was now
experiencing the kind of honest, forthright sexual arousal she had never known with a
man since Steve had left her. She felt the boy's gaze lingering hotly on her ripe
trembling body and she struggled against the impulse to reach up under her skirt at
that moment and rub the fleshy throbbing ridges of her pussy to ease the agonizing
tingling. My God, it was insane, she thought incredulously, wanting a mere boy this
way... but she did, and she could not help herself! He was Steve all over again... and she
had to have him! The moment she had first noticed the lustful swelling in the front of
his pants, her last ounce of self-restraint had disappeared and, God help her, she did
not want to think about what she knew was going to happen!
Some remote part of Eileen's mind was still aware enough of the truth to cry out
warning signals to her passion-fired body but she listened to her numbed conscience
without interest. It was already too late to fight the hurricane of lust that drove her
love-starved body before it and as she guided young Warren through the entrance to
her bedroom, she heard a voice she barely recognized as her own whisper hoarsely,
addressing the boy beside her, "Tell me, Warren, do you like me as much as I think you
do?"
Warren could not speak and he offered no resistance as she pressed him down gently
onto the bed and then leaned seductively over his handsome adolescent face. Her eyes
ravenously searched the innocent, half-frightened depths of his liquid brown eyes as he
stared up at her in dumbfounded confusion.
"Go on and tell me, and don't worry," she insisted as eagerly as a young girl falling in
love for the first time. "I... I know why you were embarrassed in the living room...
because it got hard... because you like me, don't you, dear?"
He was crazy, dreaming, the teenager reasoned anxiously as her words echoed like
thunderclaps in his mixed-up mind, especially what she had said about "it" getting
hard! He nodded his head weakly in response to her question because his throat and
tongue felt as cottony and parched as a dust ball. He watched mutely as his teacher
stood up again at the edge of the bed for a moment, obviously lost in thought. Then
she reached up with both of her hands to tear her spectacles off her nose, tossing them
aside, and then she pulled the pins out of the back of her hair, letting them drop down
to the floor. "There! Now you won't think I'm such an old lady," she announced
smilingly as she sat down beside him on the bed. And then, suddenly, her soft warm
hands were caressing his cheeks sinuously while her own beautiful face kept lowering
closer toward him, masses of dark gleaming hair tumbling down all over the pillow. He
knew she was going to kiss him, on his mouth like no girl had ever done before, and
his eyes closed in expectant delight as he felt the first velvety pressure of her warm lips
upon his!
"Oh, you make me so happy, Darling!" she whispered hotly, lifting her mouth from his.
"Have... have you known many girls? Should I be jealous of someone?"
Warren blinked, the tightness of his throat almost choking him. Again, he struggled for
the power of speech, but it eluded him until at last, he wagged his head dumbly back
and forth.
The lovely brunette was visibly trembling now from the force of the erotic sensations
rippling through every alerted nerve in her being and she grinned broadly in delight at
the youngster's wordless negative answer. She could not remember when anything had
meant more to her!
Eileen felt thoroughly drugged by the very closeness of Warren's budding tender
manhood and she barely cared anymore what the boy might think of her. As she stared
down at him, enchanted by his handsome Steve-like face, she knew for certain that she
was lost... happily lost, and floundering in the blazing currents of sexual feeling that
were beginning to leap between their bodies like electrical sparks.
"That's good, darling, because I want to teach you everything about love," she heard
herself whisper approvingly down at him. "And we'll be secret lovers... I'll be your
girlfriend, Warren, and no one will know..."
Warren was so excited that he felt almost sick to his stomach. The things she was
saying were almost more than he could comprehend! He thought that the breathtaking
older woman must be teasing him, laughing at him inside, but she had kissed him,
really and truly, just like it happened sometimes in his most exciting dreams. And even
at that moment, as if she knew his secret fear, she was stroking his face softly with both
of her hands, while her high firm breasts pressed warmly into his firm chest like two
soft pointed pillows.
"Won't we, my beautiful love?"
"Yes, I'll do anything you say," he cried in a strangled moan of delight. "You must be
the most wonderful woman in the world, Miss McNally!"
"Eileen. Call me Eileen, Darling," she gently corrected him, leaning down to kiss the
tawny shock of hair that fell across his flawless forehead. "And I'll do beautiful things
for you... only you must promise never to hurt me... not to go with other girls. Will
you?"
Warren was almost out of his mind with disbelief at what was happening. His stiff
young cock was jerking crazily under his trousers with each provoking word she spoke
and he was beginning to wonder again if any of this was really taking place at all. It had
taken him all last night, thinking all the time and barely sleeping at all, to work up the
courage to speak to her about what to do with the dog and now... and now, here he was
lying on her bed beneath her, and she was smothering him with warm, moist kisses
again! He felt a nervous chill rush through him as her wet pointed tongue began to play
teasingly over his lips, prying them open to dart experimentally inside his mouth. As if
that weren't enough, he suddenly felt her hand start to travel lightly down over his solid
youthful belly, moving relentlessly closer and closer to the rigid rod of flesh that was
straining out against his trouser crotch.
Eileen savored the sweet self-torture of slowly dragging her hand down his lean smooth
body, exploring the flat plane of his stomach teasingly as she slowly centered in on
what she wanted, what her loins were craving for so hungrily from him. She let her
hand slither down with gentleness over his belt to his hip, caressing the sweet boyish
curve of his buttocks as she wetly kissed him. She felt him trembling beneath her and
her searching fingers drifted over the hardened half-mature sinews beneath his summer
clothing. She knew she must be insane to go on with what she was doing but it did not
matter anymore. She could not stop herself now! There was only one purpose left to
her, to possess this youngster... to love him... perhaps to bring back Steve...
"Wow! What are you doing?" Warren blurted out in astonishment as her hand
teasingly grazed the length of his throbbingly stone-hard member confined inside his
pants and shorts.
In her present state of mounting passionate arousal, she could hardly have offered him
a sensible answer to his question. Her brain felt like a steaming swamp of hotly sensual
desire and she kissed him again to calm him while her hand ceaselessly smoothed down
over the swollen front of his trousers. She drew her long fingers tantalizingly back over
the bulge of his hardened cock, then curled them in tightly to trace its length and
breadth before fumbling anxiously with the zipper of his fly. Good Lord, he was so
perfect, she mused in her passion-dimmed brain, like a dream of Steve returning to her
after all these years. Oh, she wanted to feel his maleness, feel it pulsing and growing in
her fingers until she finally...
A choked sob rose in Warren's throat when the coolness of her fingers reached inside
his trousers to get to his long penis through his opened fly. The sensation was
unbearable, as though his whole body were going to explode with the nervous
excitement that was building inside him. This beautiful woman, his teacher, was
actually holding onto his cock inside his pants and smiling as though she thought it
was the greatest thing in the world! He thought he was going to die from happiness!
The slim blond teenager whimpered again feebly as her soft fingers tightened more
firmly around his stiff jerking hardness.
"Just relax now, my beautiful little lover," Eileen crooned happily. The hard hot feel of
his slender young shaft jerking wildly in her grip was driving her to even greater
heights of fiery wantonness. Cooing soft, comforting words into the boy's ear, she
began to withdraw his rampant boyish cock outside of the opening in his trousers.


Chapter 4


"Hey, Sugar! Com'n here and have a li'l drink with me and the boys!" Ruby Harper
ignored the drunken invitation from inside the bar on Main Street and walked swiftly
by, her pug nose high in the air. It was true that she had to put up with a lot of
indignities every night at Hazel's place but she certainly did not get paid for putting up
with Malcolm's company when he was sloppy drunk inside that dirty bar. Besides, she
smiled happily to herself, she had better things to do that afternoon.
Before he had become completely incoherent with alcohol, Malcolm had paid her a visit
after lunch and told her about the dog Lucifer... or what he knew anyway. It had taken
Ruby all afternoon on the telephone to discover the identity of the "tall, sexy broad
with glasses" that her farmhand lover had tipsily described. Even now, she was not
certain that the information she had received from one of her best customers, the pot
bellied head of the school board, was correct, but Ruby had a hunch that the German
Shepherd was in the hands of the pretty, new schoolteacher. After all, there were not
many attractive women in Richland Crossing that Malcolm did not recognize
immediately and, according to what she had heard, Ruby knew that this Eileen McNally
had been in the town only this summer, the one time of the year when the farm
workers were too busy on the field to catch sight of every new piece of woman-flesh
that blew into town.
"A lady from Chicago... very well-bred girl," Ruby irritably recalled the pointed warning
in the words of the pompous old school director. As if she did not know that, compared
to a common whore like herself, every woman in Richland Crossing was considered a
well-bred-lady, she mused angrily. Then a wry smile appeared on her young face as she
wondered how the lovely schoolteacher would have responded if Lucifer had tried to
perform any of the tricks Ruby had taught him. Perhaps the "well-bred lady from
Chicago" might not want to part with the talented German Shepherd now, Ruby
thought with a sardonic chuckle.
As she turned her steps down dusty Merchant Street, the sexy young blonde withdrew a
scrap of paper from a pocket in her cotton miniskirt. She had written down the
teacher's address there, but now, as she stared down at what she had written, Ruby
considered going bade to the bar to ask Malcolm for more explicit directions to the "old
Randall place" that the middle-aged school superintendent had mentioned that
afternoon. All the ramshackle houses on the outskirts of the village looked the same
and it was hard to tell which were deserted and who lived in the others.
Suddenly, Ruby caught sight of a lacy white curtain blowing out of an open window in
the clap-board house across the street from where she was walking. She racked her
memory and became more and more certain that she recalled the house had been
empty all last winter. Yes, it must be the place the schoolteacher had moved into, she
quickly decided as she started up the path leading to the front door, and if not... well,
she could always turn around and walk right out again if the inhabitants started
berating her for being the town whore.
Despite her brazen, cocky air, the hard-faced young girl felt herself becoming nervous
as she approached the front steps of the rickety-looking little house. She hated having to
ask anyone for anything, and the thought of having to explain to some unknown,
undoubtedly haughty, city woman that she wanted her pet dog back, annoyed her. And
what if the woman refused to give Lucifer back? Would any man in town stand up for
Ruby and say that he had actually seen the German Shepherd before, performing his
famous act with the local prostitute? It wasn't likely! No, they would call her a cheap,
lying slut and not say that she actually owned the dog.
On a sudden impulse, Ruby walked quietly past the wooden steps leading to the front
door and tip-toed through the shrubbery to peek into the front window that she could
see was open. A wide, happy smile softened her face as she saw the big black German
Shepherd dozing peacefully on the carpet on the middle of the living room floor. For a
moment, she was tempted to simply walk up to the front door and call the giant dog
outside but then an odd sound caught her attention. Ruby ducked down hurriedly
below the window level as she heard it again, a soft sobbing whimper that could have
come from a woman or a child.
Ruby could not control her curiosity and in another moment she was creeping around
the corner of the house, approaching another window farther to the rear of the
building. She smiled bitterly as she wondered what it would take to make a "good
woman" like Eileen McNally cry, the way even she had cried herself to sleep so many
times since she had left her family to live in Hazel's "sporting house."
Then, suddenly, another sound, a soft crooning woman's voice startled Ruby so much
that she froze dead still in her tracks. It was very close, she realized, and was coming
definitely from the window she was approaching. She took one more long, stealthy step,
just in time to hear the same sweet feminine voice murmuring tenderly: "Just relax
now, my beautiful little love... Eileen is going to make you feel sooooo good..."
A broad, wicked grin spread automatically across Ruby's face as the incriminating
words registered quickly in her mind. Barely daring to breathe, the slender blonde girl
slowly straightened her body up from under the window sill and peered inside. Her
greenish eyes widened with malicious delight as she peeked in at the scene taking place
in the bedroom and heard the dark-haired woman on the bed inside whisper to her
young male companion, "Let me show you everything, my darling. After all, that's what
your teacher is for..."
At that moment, Warren Falk moaned again in confused mounting tension as the
gorgeous older woman seated beside him slipped his hard, throbbing shaft of veinribbed 
flesh slowly outside of his opened trousers. Jolting shocks of excitement charged
through his potent young groin ,and up into his lean, firm belly as Eileen began to
brazenly stroke his long slender cock in clear sight of his own gaping eyes. She carefully
did the loose outer skin of his hardened, youthful penis up and down in her velvety
grip, teasing at his tingling still-covered balls with her long, pointed fingernails. He felt
as though he were gasping desperately for air in his nervous excitement and yet he
silently prayed that she would not stop her thrilling ministrations... God no, not ever...
Suddenly, she pulled her hand away without warning and his semen-smeared cock
stood out in the air from his rumpled clothing by itself, throbbing and pointing upward
like a fleshy artillery shell about to shoot off from his slim boyish hips. Through his
involuntary groan of disappointment, Warren heard his beautiful teacher murmur
throatily as she rose from the bed, "Let's take our clothes off, darling. Would you...
would you like to undress me?"
With smoky, half-closed eyes, Eileen stared down intensely at the handsome youngster
who lay sprawled and waiting on her ruffled bedspread, his lean hips still writhing
slightly from her gentle masturbation of his slender stone-hard penis. This was
impossible, she thought incredulously; not after all these years! For the first time since
Steve graduated from college, leaving her humiliated and broken-hearted, the ravishing
brunette felt real hunger for a man, felt like a rutting female animal with all her nerves
trying out for satisfaction. She was vaguely aware of a desperate struggle taking place in
her lust-deranged brain-one part of her mind was fully aware of the shameless
immorality of what was happening, that she had taken this innocent trusting boy into
her bedroom and was now teasing him mercilessly past the point of reason. But in
another part of her brain, a much more persuasive voice was repeating over and over
that, yes, she wanted this sweet-faced fourteen-year-old farm boy more than anything
else in the world... and she knew she had made him want her just as strongly now. At
this point, it was more than she could possibly do to deny herself, or him, the
satisfaction of the raging desire that was controlling their whole beings like some
overpowering supernatural force. Her voluptuous body was too excited now to pay
attention to anything but its own selfish demands and her softly full lips opened
invitingly, sweetly uttering the words that would forever demolish the lifelong
innocence of this boy who was young enough to be her own son.
"Stand up, Darling, and undress me. I want to let you see my naked body, to touch me
and kiss me all over before... before you fuck me," she commanded in a sultry but
urgent tone of voice.
The wide-eyed youngster stared up at her in confusion for a long breathless moment,
his astonished brain barely able to accept the real meaning of her bold wanton words,
but then, with a spine-tingling rush of understanding he suddenly realized that this
gorgeous teacher had just offered to help him fulfill his wildest dreams! He uttered a
strangled moan of delight and rose from the bed to crush his straining body against
hers in a desperate, awkward embrace. His searching mouth found her soft waiting lips,
pressing hard against their delicious open warmth with youthful fervor, then slipping
smoothly downward to pay the grateful homage of another kiss on Eileen's smooth
ivory throat above her scoop-necked summer blouse. His hands fumbled uncertainly at
the buttons of her blouse until the lovely brunette had to help him unfasten them
herself and pull the cotton garment up slowly over her slender white shoulders.
Warren's eyes grew wide and round in joyful disbelief as the full heaving mounds of her
breasts were exposed to his hot gaze, the fleshy bulges almost spilling out of the lacy
confinement of her white brassiere. Eileen's loins tingled and pulsed faster with
unaccustomed passion as she felt the teenager's trembling fingers fumbling eagerly
behind her back to work at the clasps of her bra, his breath rasping excitedly near her
ear as he struggled with the stubborn hooks. Smiling gently at his boyish clumsiness,
after a moment she reached behind her and deftly unsnapped them, then stood there
passively, abandoning her nearly naked body to his grasping fingers as he eagerly tore
the last covering from her upper body, baring her full quivering breasts to his expectant
gaze.
She stood unashamedly before him, her face radiating a strange kind of pride as Warren
moved slightly backwards and stared wonderingly at her roundly pointed breasts with
their dark, cherry-like nipples still swaying provocatively before his feverish eyes. A soft
moan of lewd delight tumbled from his open lips and then suddenly his blond head
dropped downward, his white teeth flashing harshly on the rosy upturned tip of her
pillowy right breast. Eileen gasped aloud at the pain of the unexpectedly sharp bite but
she could not squirm away from his nibbling teeth as his hand roamed sensuously over
her exciting thighs and hips as he held her firmly before him. His lips hungrily and
passionately explored the soft palpitating mounds of her breasts, tonguing and kissing
the warm vibrant flesh that was naked beneath his inquiring mouth. As quickly as it
had come, Eileen's fear departed a few seconds later and her smooth flaring hips began
a slow impatient writhing against his loins as she felt a delightful twitch of glorious
sensation deep in the crevice between her thighs.
"Do you like them... my big soft titties right in your mouth, my little lover?" she
crooned lewdly as she reached down between them and firmly clasped his swollen rod
of flesh in her clenched fingers once again. She remembered how she and Steve had
used "dirty" words to incite each other's passions and she went on now, "Have you ever
sucked a girl's tits before, Darling, while she squeezed your big, hot cock?"
Warren lifted his handsome face from her reluctantly, his hands moving up anxiously
to tightly clasp over her rising and falling firm breasts, and managed to shake his head
negatively. The sight of his innocent brown eyes gleaming in virginal passion at the
sight of her exciting cream-white breasts billowing out between his wide-spread fingers
added more fuel to the mad lust blazing wildly in Eileen's loins.
"Now, the rest, Darling," she whispered, kissing him first while she tenderly stroked his
stiff jutting cock. "Hurry – get me naked!"
Warren was too wildly aroused now with the excitement of anticipation to remember
his earlier embarrassment and fear. He felt as though he were being led blindly by the
hand down into an inferno of unknown excitement. He saw her full ivory breasts rising
and falling with breath as excited as his own as Eileen took his right hand from one of
her trembling white breasts and pushed it down swiftly to the side fastening of her
skirt. He hesitated for a moment, his fingers playing indecisively at the waistband of her
full skirt, and then he suddenly jerked down the zipper with one tug and quickly
hooked his fingers into the elastic waistband of her panties, pulling both garments
down quickly over her hips and long shapely legs in one eager movement.
She stood there completely naked in front of him.
"Oh God, Miss McNally... I mean, Eileen," he gasped hotly as his eyes drank in the
dazzling vision of her perfect white body there before him, naked except for the red
high-heeled pumps she still wore. "I really want to... fuck you! Can I fuck you now,
please?"
Eileen stiffened momentarily at the sound of the obscene word coming from the youth's
mouth and yet its very lewdness excited her even more until she knew she had lost
whatever control she still had over what was happening here in her own bedroom. She
could feel the warm sticky moisture spreading out from her seething vagina to dampen
the swollen, hair-lined outer cuntal lips and she pressed her long, smooth thighs
together to ease the burning sensation in the pit of her stomach. Warren's fiery kisses
and maddening manipulations of her blazing flesh was turning her entire body into a
bundle of raw nerve-ends, filling her with a passion that she was powerless to hold in
check. A tiny moan of lusty delight fell from her open, soft red lips as the sandy-haired
youngster wonderingly seized both of her full, throbbing breasts and squeezed them
together like two straining grapefruits until the turgid nipples met. His mouth hungrily
enveloped them, then, and tiny pin pricks of delicious feeling raced through the tips of
them as he sucked the hardening points into the warm moist cavern of his mouth. She
could feel his hot breath moving softly over her throat as he lifted his head to lock his
lips wildly against hers once again.
"Ooooh, yes, God, yessssss! Take me! Fuck me, darling!" she cried mindlessly into his
mouth. 'Take your clothes off, Warren! Hurry!"
She was a slave to the surges of hot sexual longing that made her body ache to have
him inside her and there was no thought in her mind but anticipation of the moment
when he would finally thrust his stiff boyish cock deep up into her moist waiting
vagina. She knew she could not bear this another moment and she reached forward
suddenly to tear at the buttons of his shirt with shameless zeal. Maddening sensations
of blind lust spiraled through Eileen's naked loins and into her soft lower belly as
Warren stood willing and enchanted by the seductive charms of her mature body, his
strong young fingers greedily tracing the tantalizing curves of her warm swelling breasts
with mounting adolescent passion. She hurriedly peeled his shirt down along his sinewy
arms and leaned forward a little to kiss his hairless chest, the little male nipples of his
still boyish breasts growing tight as she flicked at them with her moist tongue-tip. Her
fingertips trailed teasingly downward over his quivering belly and navel, brushing
lightly over the purplish throbbing head of his rampant prick before she slowly
unhitched his belt, frantically tugging both trousers and shorts down over his slender
hips and lean buttocks. Her eyes feasted on the sight of his upward-arching, stiffened
cock jutting out from his sparse sprinkling of blond pubic hair and his virile young balls
dangling heavily down between his corded thighs as his discarded garments fell into a
rumpled heap around his ankles. His long stiffened penis jerked sharply in her palm as
she clenched her fist tightly around his hardness.
"You'll have to show me how," the boy whispered uncertainly as he saw her blue eyes
narrow in lewd anticipation of what was coming. "W-will you teach me how to fuck
you?"
The innocent sincerity in the youngster's crude words aroused Eileen even more until
she could no longer understand what was happening all through her body. Her brain
whirled insanely with lust and she groaned with a husky sound as the boy hesitantly
drew her closer to the narrow bed behind him.
"God, yes, I'll teach you," she murmured brokenly. "But, let's do it now! For God's
sake, hurry! I can't wait any longer!"
She climbed deliberately onto the bed then and pulled him down close beside her, her
mind whirling in an uncontrollable vortex of carnal lust. Her hands drifted lustfully
over his perfect young body, feeling the sleek, developing muscles tense and tremble as
she explored the secret hollows and crevices of him, her red lips finding his as she lifted
her satiny-fleshed white thigh over his, pressing her soft, down-covered mound tightly
against his hip with a soft, grinding motion. Greedily, she rolled him toward her, then,
until his solid length of throbbing male flesh jabbed into the soft sensitive flesh of her
vibrating, warm vaginal crevice. The wildly lurching cock twitched maddeningly
between her clenching white buttocks, moving up and down the slippery valley as the
youngster's hips gyrated madly in an effort to plant the hard, blood-filled tip inside the
swollen lips of her wet pussy.
"My darling little lover," she gasped hotly as her own hips began to move back and
forth in an abandoned fucking motion, feeling the fantastic pressure of his swollen cock
against the pink ragged lips of her vagina. "I'm going to be the best girlfriend a young
boy ever had. I'm going to teach you to fuck me... and then later we'll do everything to
each other... anything you want me to do to you!"
"Please... please..." he gasped brokenly, unable to speak properly out of the torment of
his need. His hard blue-veined penis felt as though it were made of solid cement and
her licentious promises only made it throb more, until it almost hurt. Taking a deep
breath, he pled, "Do it to me! Teach me how to fuck you now!"
Smiling reassurance to the frantic boy, the brunette teacher mercifully pulled his lithe
body over on top of hers and reached down probingly between them, grasping the full
length of his long, rock-hard cock. Her hand stroked smoothly up and down the
smooth taut flesh for a moment, delighting in its urgent pulsing against her soft palm
and in the warm stickiness of the fluid that oozed in tiny droplets from the blood-filled
tip. Then, no longer able to bear the teasing sensation herself, she shakily guided the
hard shiny head up from the valley of her soft sleek buttocks gently poising it between
the throbbing hair-lined lips of her vagina. Eileen held it there with one hand and
placed the other on the boy's hard muscular buttocks, pulling with all her strength to
draw the long, pulsating shaft of flesh into the warm softness of her pussy, to let it
finally quench once and for all the gnawing hunger that tortured her ripe voluptuous
body.
Anxiously watching her expression, Warren tentatively pressed forward and Eileen's
eyes, closed immediately in ecstasy as she felt the first soft electrical contact of the
bloated cock tip against the sensitive edges of her moist waiting vagina. Then her
breathing stopped for what seemed like a century as she lay in complete wantonness
beneath the body of the light-haired youngster, anticipating the wonderful moment
when he would drive the fiery rod of pulsing flesh up into her starving body.
"Now, Lover," she breathed. "Oh God, Darling, shove your cock up into my hot
pussy!"
Above her, the blond boy's uncertain expression gave way to a lustful grimace of sheer
animal need as he heard her impassioned female plea. For the first time in his short life,
a beautiful voluptuous woman was actually begging him to screw her and he had a
sensation of infinite power unlike anything he had ever experienced before. With a little
cry of conquest, he pressed forward on her squirming naked body and heard her gasp
in delirious satisfaction as the swollen rock-hard head of his penis drove forward, in
past the moist slightly parted mouth of her pussy. His stiff throbbing spear of flesh
moved into her slowly at first, spreading and stretching the long-unused walls of her
aching vagina and the lovely dark-haired woman winced at the shocking sensation of
pleasure mixed with pain as it burrowed farther up into her belly, seeming to slide in
forever, filling her more gloriously and completely than she would ever have believed
possible.
Pushing himself up onto his elbows, the handsome farmer's son looked down and
gasped at the unbelievable spectacle of his lovely teacher helplessly spread-eagled
beneath his tense body with the head of his erect adolescent cock buried in the softly
silky curling hair of her pussy. He gasped and fell heedlessly forward, his weight
smashing her full-rounded breasts tightly back against her chest with the power of his
sudden thrust. His slender hips lurched forward at the same time to slide his long,
pulsating cock deep into her ravenous cunt like a driving, relentless piston, pushing the
soft moist flesh of her vaginal walls in velvety waves before its blunt rounded head.
Eileen groaned in mindless rapture as she felt his testicles dance lightly against the
cheeks of her quivering ass and the hard rubbery head of his youthful penis push
tentatively far up inside against her hidden cervix.
"That's right, Darling... that's beautiful," Eileen crooned in rapturous delight, then
quickly smoothed her hands down over his straining, sinewy buttocks to hold him deep
inside her. "Now wait and feel what your teacher can do to that precious young cock of
yours." She strained her inner muscles tight to hold his long slender cock snugly within
her burning pussy, then began to rotate her full rounded hips, screwing her loins up
tighter and tighter against his pelvis. Each time his aroused member throbbed
spasmodically in her wet, clenching vagina, she tightened her muscles in response,
delighting in the lost, ecstatic expression that came over his Steve-like face.
"Oh... oooooh, man!" Warren whined feebly, thrusting his hips uncontrollably forward
to meet her thrusting motion as she held his cock firmly inside the warm moist channel
of her sucking pussy. He had never seen anybody look as wild-eyed as she did now, her
mouth loose and panting as if she were about to lose her mind from sheer excitement.
In his short lifetime, he had never heard anyone, even his friends at school, talk as dirty
as this beautiful woman had talked and yet there was something about the way she
mouthed the lust-inciting four-letter words that made him want her even more. Crazy
jolts of untamed desire raced through his fiery groin every time she said them, while
her big famished-looking blue eyes blazed and her lipstick-smeared lips worked
sensuously with the effort of her erotic movements.
"Oh, that's good, isn't it, my sweet lover?" Eileen whispered shakily as she felt the
broad fleshy base of his long impaling cock exquisitely massaging the erect bud of her
clitoris. She was lost in the deluge of unspent passion dammed up inside of her for too
many years, flooding and washing away the very roots of her moral fiber. To even
remotely consider such a seduction would have been beyond the realm of her
comprehension yesterday, and without a doubt she would despise herself when it was
over. Yet here she was, revelling insanely in the very depths of her depravity, with no
intention of stopping until she had satisfied her long-denied sexual need to the very
limit.
"Tell me!" she prodded him again.
"Uuuunnnhh...!" Warren groaned ecstatically, the sight of her large heavy breasts
dancing and swaying as she slavishly fucked her pussy up and down around his hot
pistoning cock, doubling his appreciation. Then suddenly her feet kicked out wide in
the air and her arms and legs closed then to wrap around his tense young body. He
abruptly realized that he was free to do whatever he liked and he began to violently jerk
his hips back and forth, trying to ram farther and farther into her moist silken cunt.
Eileen felt her breath gradually being whipped away by the thrilling sensation of
Warren plunging his rock-hard cock up into her hot lusting pussy and she began to
rotate her silky white buttocks in the most provocative manner she could possibly
manage. She wanted him to cum, to shoot his sweet, boiling sperm far up into her hot
clasping vagina, to fill her as she had never been filled before. This afternoon, she and
this wonderful youth would explore together all the delights of sex that she had tried
for so many years to forget.
Warren's eyes gleamed brightly with the pleasure he was experiencing so deeply for the
first time in his life. His hips bucked madly up and down to bury the full length of his
lust-inflamed penis deep in the sensitive moist passageway of his beautiful teacher's
hair-lined cunt. He panted heavily as he propped his slim young body up on his elbows
and stared down between their joined bodies, drinking in the sight of his throbbing
glistening cock, moist with her sex juices driven deeply into the spread coral slit of her
stretched yielding cunt. The spectacle of her full ripe breasts jouncing below his face,
the rosy pointed nipples like two round eyes staring back up at him, filled him with
almost unbearable excitement. His brown eyes gaped open wider as he watched the
movements of the ragged pink flanges of her pussy, the fleshy folds drawing outward
with each slow outstroke he made, then being swallowed in again as he gently thrust
forward into her with the smooth in and out rhythm he had begun. The wet, flat smack
of his hips thudding against her heaving upthrust pelvis resounded heavily throughout
the sunny bedroom as he rammed his long fiery cock deeper and deeper into her
steaming O-shaped pussy and the inexperienced youngster vaguely wondered if he were
hurting the tight tiny hole he had felt when he first put his cock between her widely
parted legs. He desperately hoped he was not hurting her because it felt too deliciously
good to even think of stopping at this point.
"Oh, God, oh, yesssssss... that's right, my sweet lover, that's wonderful!" she crooned
deliriously up at him as she writhed her pelvis rhythmically to meet each stroke of the
plunging boyish cock that was fucking into her. She was no longer ashamed for having
lured this fantastic boy to do what he was doing – screwing up into the depths of her
belly! Her eyelids fluttered uncontrollably as she writhed beneath the blond teenager,
guiding his slaving movements frantically with her hands and hips, utterly lost in the
intensity of her wild, ever-mounting excitement. She snaked one hand up around his
neck, pulling his face down to rest on the billowing white warmth of her luscious white
breasts, sensing that he was already about to cum very soon. She wanted his first time
to be a wonderful, memorable experience, just as her first time with Steve had been,
and she ground her hips wildly upward to make it as good for him as she possibly
could.
The sandy-haired youngster labored over her, moving suddenly' into a rhythm of
longer, smoother plunging strokes that brought his pulsing fleshy length almost all the
way out of Eileen's tightly clasping vagina on the back-stroke and then driving forward
into her belly until he could feel the blood-gorged head of his long hardened cock
filling her all the way up to her cervix deep inside her heaving body. He could feel her
begin to thrash more wantonly beneath him and her lusty writhing made him forget
everything but the ecstatic maelstrom of animal lust that was building higher deep
inside his sperm-filled testicles. Warren's hands slipped roughly down between the
tousled bedspread and the full milk-white cheeks of his teacher's beautifully rounded
ass and the boy cupped the firm smooth globes in his clutching spread fingers and
palms, massaging the warm soft flesh in delight as he felt his hot white cum begin to
boil deep in his heavily laden balls.
The gorgeous older woman moaned ceaselessly up into the air, her flushed face
registering the true intensity of her passionate abandonment. She was growing more
and more aroused by the second and the teenager's long stiff penis stroked harder and
harder into her silky smooth cuntal passage. The straining bedsprings squeaked loudly
in time to the two tightly intertwined bodies struggling mindlessly against each other as
the youngster dazedly turned his head slightly to take one of her erect sensitive nipples
into his mouth and suck hungrily on it. The guttural sounds of deep panting grunts
and groans filled the tiny house, mingling with the moist noises of sweat-soaked flesh
smacking sharply against sweat-soaked flesh and the wet viscous slurping sound of the
boy's hard jade-hammering code driving madly in and out of Eileen's wet steaming
cunt.
Then, suddenly, Eileen gasped with alarm as she felt the youthful code begin to flex and
pulse harder deep in her arching belly. The hard rubbery head flared out until she was
afraid it might tear into her belly and it took a moment before the inexperienced older
woman realized with satisfaction that the boy was going to cum, to shoot his warm,
creamy load of sperm up into her wet ravenous pussy. The very thought made her
shiver with delight. Her hands darted quickly forward to grasp his driving buttocks,
pulling him as far as humanly possible in between her open, willing loins. At the same
time, she felt her own long-awaited climax coming on with the force of a volcano
erupting and she waved her upthrust white buttocks from side to side in the air, wildly
spiraling her pulsing excited cunt up and down on his thrusting hotly-expanding cock.
Suddenly she began to quiver uncontrollably beneath the boy's pounding body!
"Oh God, I'm... I'm cummmmmmmming! I'm cummmmmmming!"
Her breathless groan rose to a strangled whine of ecstasy as her body stiffened and
began vibrating like a plucked string on a violin, her own wet white fluids oozing out
from her quivering passion-soaked channel, drowning the boy's stiff impaling penis in
its sweet, sticky warmth.
The light-haired youth paused for a moment, astounded by the beautiful woman's
sudden uncontrollable convulsions, but then as she gasped out the last of her intense
tingling orgasm, the teenager felt himself lose all control of his passion. With a rush
that took the young boy's breath away, his boiling white sperm erupted deep up into
the gorgeous woman's widely-stretched pussy, mixing deliciously with the still flowing
juices of her own cumming.
Eileen's dazzled mind whirled in delirious sensuality as she felt the hot sticky liquid
squirting deep inside her, filling her spread ravished pussy to overflowing with its warm
white wetness. The slippery walls of her hot pussy clenched and unclenched tightly
around it, desperately sucking at the jerking organ like a hungry mouth. Their
combined cum juices flowed wetly down around his still-lurching cock, dribbling down
into the soft, excitedly tensing valley of her buttocks and washing over his balls and the
thick base of his buried penis as he tried desperately to sink it even deeper into the
teacher's heaving belly. Brilliant flashes of light like exploding firecrackers continuously
filled the voluptuous brunette's lust-dazed brain as she continued to groan and pant out
the seemingly endless orgasm, her body quivering and shaking like a crazed animal.
"Oh, please, don't stop! Don't ever stop, darling!" she pleaded incoherently. The
ravenous pores of her vagina clasped greedily around the spurting young code until it
gave one last spasmodic jerk and then lay motionless up in the depths of her writhing
belly.
The panting youth finally fell exhaustedly across her sweating body, feeling the walls of
her cum-filled vagina still undulating excitedly around his rapidly-shrinking penis. After
several minutes, Eileen too quivered to stillness, her long shapely legs collapsing limply
on either side of his gasping form as the teenager's clutching grip on her trembling
buttocks slowly loosened and was finally released altogether. The older woman's firm,
perfectly-shaped body felt drained of all energy and feeling and, as she moved
tentatively beneath the weight of the boy, she felt her exhausted thighs and buttocks
slipping obscenely in the excess of hot sticky juices that had filled her belly to the
bursting point. A moment later, she gently rolled Warren off her weary body, breathing
thickly to fill her burning lungs with air as he slowly lifted himself a little to give her
some help. The dark-haired teacher moaned softly as she felt the now-limp penis pull
slowly out of her used and battered cunt, then sighed with relief as a cool plains breeze
wafted in from the surrounding cornfields to leave her spent, sweat-soaked body on the
rumpled bed.


Chapter 5


Eileen stood pensively by the front living-room window, holding back the starched
white curtain with one slender hand as she wistfully watched Warren's slender boyish
figure striding away up the narrow dirt road toward town. She could not help but
wonder what the sandy-haired eighteen-year-old was thinking, what he would think of
her, his teacher, as he crossed Main Street, then trudged across the green fields to his
widowed father's farmhouse and the supper that was probably waiting for him there.
He had not cried tears as she had thought he might, but had at last gotten up from the
bed after they had both cum, quickly collecting his scattered garments from the
polished wood floor in the manner of an experienced young Casanova who had just
accomplished a startling feat of virility. She had slipped into a sheer blue silk robe and
accompanied him to the front door, carefully reminding him of the need for absolute
secrecy about all that happened between them. Like a grown man he had suddenly
become, Warren had calmly assured her of his trustworthiness and kissed her tenderly
good-bye before leaving the house. He had even knelt down to pat "Beanbag" warmly
on the dog's huge furry head, admonishing the great black beast to take good care of
his new mistress until Warren could return to the white clapboard house again.
Eileen had been touched by the youngster's grown-up sentiment but as soon as he had
walked out of sight, she had dissolved in a sobbing fit of remorseful tears. Dear God,
what had she done? What kind of monster was she? she badgered herself repentantly.
She could not even bear to remember the unbelievably depraved seduction she had
engineered, the filthy obscenities that had spewed so freely from her mouth while she
had ravaged his helpless young innocence. She had been a fiend, a perverted lecherous
fiend unable to use the least bit of restraint as she all but raped her own sweet young
student! And now that she had stripped both herself and teenaged Warren Falk of every
last vestige of decency and innocence, she felt nothing but disgust for herself and her
weakness.
Somehow, despite the despairing sobs that wracked her exhausted body, Eileen
managed to pour herself a huge drink of straight brandy and downed it in two
desperate gulps. The raw burning liquor was gratefully absorbed into her bloodstream
almost immediately and she slumped dizzily down onto the living-room couch, thankful
for the rapid effects of the conscience-dulling liquor.
Within a few moments, her natural level-headedness began to reassert itself and her
tears dried finally to an occasional droplet that trickled down her cheek. Gradually she
began to face the real horror of the situation, the terrifying aspect that no amount of
crying would help. The truth was that she knew this was not the end of her sexual
reawakening... It was only the beginning. Her experience with the German Shepherd at
lunch-time had only been a foretaste of the delights she had found in the sleek
immature body of her willing young pupil. She was petrified with fear at the realization
that she was all too weak, that her years of chastity had only been years of hiding from
the satanic needs that had been lying dormant deep inside her. Now, when the lewd
sensual urge began to blossom in her loins and belly once again, she knew that she
would no longer be able to satisfy herself with her fingers... or even with her new pet's
strangely satisfying tongue. No, she had returned once more to the lusty enjoyment of
warm young male flesh, and she was afraid that she would never be content with less
than that again.
But, God, what about her position as a teacher, the innocent children who trusted and
loved her so wholeheartedly? she wondered fearfully. What if anyone ever found out
about her vile humiliating debauchery with young Warren? She could be black-listed
from every school in the country or worse... be thrown in jail by frightened angry
parents! In the next moment, her alcohol-induced calmness fell away and her tears
began to flow heavily once again. She was nothing but a whore, a lewd lecherous
woman, and Eileen had no idea of how to live with this new knowledge of herself.


* * *


"Hey there, stud! You're lookin' pretty smart-you got yourself a new girlfriend, boy?"
The superior smile that had formed on Warren's face when he had seen his father's
helper leaning drunkenly against the doorway of the town bar suddenly faded into an
expression of guilty shock as he heard Malcolm Weaver's taunting words. A cold little
chill shot up his back, adding to the confused but proud feelings that filled him from
head to foot.
"Aw, you're drunk, Malcolm," he said with an attempt at casual brusqueness. "I'm just
goin' home for dinner. You better be home early tonight 'cause Pa has to get that
yellow squash in tomorrow before it goes bad on the vines."
"Oho, listen to the big man," the tall, pale-haired farmhand jeered over his shoulder to
the bright-eyed blonde girl who stood close behind him in the decrepit bar's gloomy
dimness. Warren could see her grin knowingly as she nodded along with her
companion. "Yeah," Malcolm went on, fully enjoying the youngster's obvious
uneasiness. "Ruby and me, we suspect you been doin' a little playin' around, boy. We
were thinkin' that maybe you got yourself a little piece of tail, hmm?"
"Now, Honey, don't pick on the boy," the golden-haired woman tittered evilly from
within the bar. "Could be my ol' hound dog Lucifer just got that lady so all-fired hot
that she just sort of raped the kid. Look at him, he's so darned green, he probably don't
even know what happened to him!"
Warren had been standing there with his mouth hanging open at their sardonic words,
but as Ruby spoke he felt a surprising anger rising up within him. He knew who
Malcolm's girlfriend was; Warren's father had told him that she was a whore, the kind
of woman that no one but ugly old Malcolm would have anything to do with. And now
the filthy accusations she was making about Miss McNally, his beautiful new girlfriend,
made the youngster want to lash out, to slap her sneering mouth.
"I-I don't know what you're talking about, Malcolm," he finally managed, stuttering in
his righteous fury. "But if... if I did do that, y-you can bet I'd find a n-nice lady who
doesn't sell it to everybody in t-town!"
"Why, you stinking little snake," Ruby hissed, pushing roughly past Malcolm, her
hands held up with long red nails poised to do some damage to the youngster's face.
But Warren was already gone, dashing easily across the street, his face still a fiery red.
In another moment, he had cut between two dingy stores and was loping across the
bean fields toward the big red farmhouse a quarter mile away, a warm glow of pride in
his chest that he had discreetly defended the honor of the gorgeous woman he now
knew he loved.
Back on Main Street, Ruby still stood there on the sidewalk outside the bar, her green
eyes blazing as she heard the mocking derisive laughter of the few people in the bar
who had overheard her humiliating exchange with the teenaged boy. She stood
motionless for another moment, her hands clenched stiffly at her sides, then turned
back to Malcolm who stood grinning drunkenly in the doorway.
"Honey, would you come with me to get Lucifer later on tonight," she requested in a
suddenly gentled voice, smiling at him with sugary sweetness, "you can get look at what
little Warren's getting and maybe we could even have some fun ourselves with that
well-bred city lady...


Chapter 6


Eileen was dozing lightly when she began to dream of Warren, his blond head buried
down deep between her wide-splayed thighs as his sweet young tongue lapped hungrily
at her tingling vagina. Her erect clitoris was swelling and burning under the ardent
kisses of his inexperienced lips and she pressed her flaring hips up higher toward his
handsome face, huskily murmuring, "Oh, that's good, lover. Lick me... kiss my pussy..."
She wriggled forward to give him better access to her throbbing inner channel and then
the sharp crash of breaking glass roused her from her slumber. Her blue eyes flew open
and she gazed dazedly around the room in the darkness. In a moment, she sleepily
determined she was in her living room and reaching behind her head, she found and
switched on the reading lamp beside the couch on which she lay.
A disgusted frown creased her smooth white brow as she blinkingly viewed herself, silk
robe askew over her naked reclining body, with the huge black German Shepherd
crouched between her spread legs at the other end of the couch, his great furry head
resting pensively on her creamy white out-stretched thigh. On the floor beside the
couch, she saw her brandy glass lying there shattered, obviously dropped on the floor as
she had tossed fitfully in her alcohol-induced sleep. She felt a cool moistness between
her naked thighs and guiltily remembered her exciting dream. It had not been Warren
but his dog "Beanbag" who had been hungrily licking the drying cum from where it
had dribbled out of her used and sated pussy. In one shattering moment, her selfrevulsion 
over all that had occurred that day returned with full force to the beautiful
awakening teacher with the strength of a tidal wave breaking over a tiny tropical village.
She felt ravished and weak with distaste for herself, the house in which she had hoped
to find a new life, and particularly for the German Shepherd who, she now realized, had
so easily broken down her defenses earlier that day. If only she had never agreed to take
him home from the school!
"Get down off the couch," she snapped sharply down to the great black animal who had
been staring soulfully up at her. "Didn't they teach you any manners where you lived
before? Dogs don't lie on the furniture and they don't..."
Her voice faded out. She was unable to blame the dog for what was undoubtedly a
simple, earnest show of erection on his part. How could a mere dumb animal know
how she would respond if he licked her in that one, particularly sensitive area? she
thought with a sigh... The pungent, faintly-sweet scent of her and Warren's mixed
orgasmic juices still filled her nostrils like a reminder of her weakness throughout that
day.
Well, there was nothing to do now but clean up the broken glass and go to bed, she
thought sadly. Maybe a good night's sleep would clear her mind so that she could make
some kind of rational judgment about what had happened today. Eileen wearily sat up
and pushed the reluctant German Shepherd off the couch, then swung her long
symmetrical legs over the edge of the cushions and rose unsteadily to her feet. She was
still a little tipsy from the brandy she had drunk earlier, she realized as she crouched to
carefully pick up the sharp fragments of glass from the wooden floor. Cautiously
balancing the jagged shards in both hands, she rose slowly and turned toward the
kitchen, then froze in her tracks as she heard someone pounding hard on her front
door.
Eileen's heart began to race wildly as she nervously speculated on who it might be. She
dropped the pieces of glass in a wastebasket beside the couch and automatically began
to finger-comb her loose shoulder-length hair as she quickly straightened her disheveled
robe with the other hand. My God, could it be Warren's father? she wondered fearfully.
The police... ?
"Who is it?"
"I live in town, Miss McNally," a feminine voice came from the other side of the closed
door. "I heard you have my dog, and I've come to get him."
"Yes, of course," Eileen said, barely able to keep the relief she felt out of her voice. She
should have known that someone would eventually come to claim the beautiful animal
and, in a way, it would be a great help in her present situation to be rid of the
strangely-talented dog. "Just a moment," she called more loudly as she fumbled with the
rusty bolt on the door.
"Please come in," she invited warmly, pulling the wooden door inward. Then, the
friendly smile fell away from the teacher's face as she saw two people standing there, a
blonde girl in a daringly short mini-dress and an evilly grinning man. They suddenly
elbowed past her into the room, shutting the door sharply behind them. The girl's
almost-pretty face wore an expression of sarcastic amusement as Eileen stood gaping
incredulously at them, her blue eyes wide with confusion and the beginnings of fear.
"What... what is this all about?" Eileen asked, feeling a crippling apprehension clutching
at her middle. "I don't... understand... Who are you?"
"Just call us friends... of Warren's, Miss McNally," the blonde girl said in reply with a
suggestive sneer. "Listen, you have my dog. There he is... Hello, Lucifer baby, come
here and give me a big kiss."
Eileen watched in stunned horror as the big black dog ambled happily over to the girl
and obediently licked her extended hand. "He was lost," the beautiful brunette teacher
explained apologetically. "I... I was just feeding him until someone claimed him."
"You been gettin' any lovin' from him?" the tall skinny man drawled with a slow
insulting wink. "Or you been savin' it all up for Warren? I don't know why you want to
mess around with that silly kid when you got Lucifer here to fuck you and lick your
cunt. I taught him myself, and he's damned good, Miss McNally."
"I-I don't know w-what you mean," Eileen stammered in fearful astonishment. It was
impossible that these two knew what had happened to her today... and yet apparently
they did. How... ? "Please, take your dog and go. I have to teach in the morning," she
said with attempted firmness. Gathering her silk robe tightly around her, she moved
briskly to open the door for them.
"Not so fast, teacher," the lanky man in the faded blue jeans slurred drunkenly and
before Eileen knew what had happened to her, she was sprawled across the couch, her
wrists stinging from his fierce grip as he spun her away from the front door. "Before we
go, we'd like to find out whether you got a nice enough ass for our little friend,
Warren."
"Yeah, lady, I didn't see enough of it when I come by this afternoon to pick up
Lucifer," Ruby said with a lewd smirk, adding sweetly, "I didn't want to bother you
then. You seemed to be having such a good time..."
Eileen felt almost nauseous with the sudden panic that was rising within her and she
tried one last desperate bluff. "You must be crazy to even imagine such a thing! Who
are you, anyway? How dare you barge into my house like this?"
"I'm Ruby Harper, lady, and I'm smart enough to get paid for what you do to little
boys," the blonde cruelly taunted her. "As a matter-of-fact, one of my best customers,
Mr. Johnson, gave me your address this afternoon, after Malcolm here saw you with my
dog. You know Mr. Johnson, don't you?"
Eileen's stem expression collapsed as she recognized the name of the head of the school
board. At the same moment, she shudderingly remembered Malcolm's face – he was
the drunken farmhand who had leered at her as she had walked past the town bar at
lunchtime. She was trapped... there was no way out! In desperation, she brushed the
back of one trembling hand across her worry furrowed brow and asked dully, "Well,
what do you want... money?"
"Well, that's an idea," Ruby quipped with a mocking little laugh, "but first, I was
thinkin' about some pussy lickin'. Malcolm'd like to watch that and then later, he'll
probably want a li'l somethin' for himself too."
Eileen swallowed tightly, the evil woman's suggestive tones adding gross revulsion to
her already sickened and distraught mind. She stared over Ruby's curly golden hair into
the rapacious eyes of the drunkenly leering man behind her, and the voluptuous
brunette knew suddenly that this pair would show her no mercy unless she went along
with their vile plans. Her own weakness had betrayed her and now she would have to
obediently pay whatever price they asked of her to protect her job and position in
Richland Crossing.
In the back of her mind, Eileen was grateful for the numbing effects of the brandy she
had gulped down soon after Warren had left. Her body still felt heavy and sleepy from
the nap she had taken and she forced herself to stand passive and still as Ruby stepped
closer and began to boldly and mockingly stroke the curves of the brunette's full
rounded breasts through the thin fabric of her flimsy robe. She felt almost mesmerized
as the young whore's pertly pretty face moved closer to her own and its slyly grinning
mouth closed down hotly on her suddenly pale lips.
"That's right, Ruby. Get the bitch heated up for me," Eileen heard the gawky farmhand
cheer in a liquor slurred voice. "Get that ass of hers goin' so I can give her a nice taste
of the biggest cock in Indiana. You can bet she ain't gonna play around with no more
little boys after that!"
The beautiful brunette knew she should be indignant and insulted at his words but at
that moment she' was aware of nothing but the strange sensations that were welling up
in her own body, like darts of self-betrayal pricking at the sensitive nerve-endings
beneath her satin-smooth flesh.. Dear God, could it be that she was actually, responding
to this prostitute's lesbian kisses? she asked herself fearfully as she felt an unexpected
sensation of pleasurable warmth beginning deep in the pit of her stomach.
Momentarily, the dark-haired victim remembered her single lesbian experience in
college, after she had learned about Steve's marriage to his home-town girlfriend. She
had actually accepted another girl's intimate caresses as a last desperate attempt to
forget her own hurt and humiliation and then, later, she had felt so soiled and degraded
that she had been unable to face herself in the mirror for days. Now, though, she had to
admit that she felt an insistent throbbing in her scantily covered loins as she guiltily
remembered how much she had enjoyed the feminine lovemaking years ago. She felt
her lips being pressed apart now by Ruby's hot demanding tongue and shivered
responsively as the warm point of flesh slipped into her mouth.
"I can tell you're gonna like this just as much as Malcolm likes to watch it," Ruby
whispered into her mouth. "You know, a lot of ladies like you pay me for this 'cause it
feels so good..."
She kissed Eileen again and without thinking of what she was doing, the brunette
beauty met Ruby's probing red tongue with her own. Eileen's breath quickened
involuntarily as the blonde girl caressed her nearly naked breasts and explored her
curvaceous body with curious, forbidden delight, her brazen hands softly stroking
Eileen's velvety rounded buttocks and then drawing her tightly against her own wellshaped form.
"Wait a minute... wait!" Eileen gasped suddenly, pressing her hands against the blonde
girl's slim shoulders to partially free herself from Ruby's lecherous grip. "You tell me
first... if I... if I give in to your perversions, do you swear to keep quiet about everything
that's happened? Not only for me but for Warren. His father..."
"Yeah, ol' Jed would kill him if he knew," Malcolm smirked devilishly. "He's moral, old
Falk is... ain't never touched another woman but Warren's ma and she was such a coldassed 
bitch that the ol' man probably don't even know what a good lay is!"
"And besides, who are you to be talkin' about perversion," Ruby chimed in with a
sneer, staring levelly into Eileen's haughty blue eyes. "Seems like I heard most things
are' legal when you're a grown-up, but fuckin' little kids that don't know any better,
well, that's somethin' else. I don't think you'd be so damned uppity if it was the sheriff
here now, instead of us friendly people just tryin' to do you a favor."
"What favor?" Eileen spat out bitterly as the other woman grinned triumphantly over
her shoulder at her leering boyfriend.
"Oh, let's just say, you'll be available when we want you," Ruby suggested snidely,
savoring her moment of revenge against all the "good" women who had ever put her
down. "And then well think about keepin' your perversion a secret... That kind of
favor."
Once again, Eileen brushed her hand over her brow as her brain reeled in confusion.
"Can't we just get it over with?" she pled, her spirit finally broken completely. "What
do you want me to do?" Ruby laughed, a low throaty chuckle filled with the tone and
promise of lewdness. "You jus' get yourself naked, Honey, and Malcolm and me'll take
over after that."
Eileen saw the homely pale-haired farmhand begin to work ambitiously at the brass
buckle of his belt and she turned quickly away in sheer revulsion. She couldn't let that
ugly, mean-looking man touch her, she raged inwardly. She just could not do it! But
there was nothing she could do to prevent it... She was helpless against their
blackmailing threats. Then she felt her mouth go suddenly dry with apprehension as
the pretty blonde girl stepped up directly in front of her and began to untie the belt of
her sheer blue robe.
"Here, Honey, I'll help you out of that," Ruby said huskily, her greenish eyes curiously
raking Eileen's scantily covered form. "Let Malcolm see what he's gettin'."
The beautiful schoolteacher stood stiffly, her chin high, a tiny tremble causing her
proud lower lip to quiver slightly as the young whore slowly opened the front of the
robe. She could feel Malcolm's bleary eyes burning hotly into her as Ruby slipped the
silky garment slowly down over her shoulders and let it fall into a soft heap on the
carpet at her feet. Once again, the dark-haired woman's high magnificently full breasts
began to rise and fall more rapidly as Ruby ran her long-nailed fingers lightly over the
soft satiny curves of her naked body, gently pinching at the rosy peaks of her jutting
breasts, her hands then lowering to knead the full moons of the beautiful teacher's
buttocks with a slow, hypnotic rhythm that jarred her from head to foot.
She watched as if spellbound as Ruby moved back a few steps and began to strip off her
own clothes, shamelessly as though there were nobody else in the room. Except for her
one impulsive experiment in lesbianism during her college days, Eileen had never even
tried to imagine what it would be like to see another woman without her clothes on but
now she found herself staring in rapt fascination at Ruby Harper's long slim curving
legs that became fully exposed as the blonde girl casually pulled her minidress up under
her armpits. She eased the dress up over her head and her firm naked breasts jutted out,
white and perfectly formed, their ruby-red hard nipples standing out hard in the air as
high and proud as a teenaged girl's. Eileen reluctantly shifted her wide-eyed gaze down
to the flatness of the girl's belly, watching openly as the green-eyed blonde reached
down to slowly and teasingly remove her black lace bikini panties, the brunette teacher
hypnotically admiring the curving outward swell of the prostitute's slender hips.
"Hey, wait a minute, Sugar," Malcolm suddenly interrupted, unpleasantly reminding
Eileen of his continued presence with them in her living room. "Why don't you let the
teacher take them panties off for you, so she can get a good look at the town whore's
pussy."
"Yeah," Ruby nodded slowly, smiling sadistically at the expression of horror that was
dawning on Eileen's aristocratic face. "Pull 'em down in front, right where you are!"
Realizing that she had no choice but to unwillingly obey their strange demands, Eileen
stepped forward, looking down to avoid the other woman's gloating eyes. She leaned
over a little and meekly slipped her long fingers under the elastic waistband on either
side of Ruby's hips and pulled the flimsy panties downwards. When the filmy
undergarment was lowered down to the blonde's knees, exposing the golden yellow
down covering the silky honey-colored mound of hair between her long sun-tanned
thighs, the brunette beauty was actually squatting down on her haunches with her face
only inches away from Ruby's slightly moist, musky vaginal slit. It was really the first
time she had ever caught the female scent of another woman there and she was amazed
to discover that it was rather pleasant and sent heady charges of sensation racing all
over her own body.
"There, I've done what you wanted," Eileen announced bitterly a moment later as with
an expression of disgust she placed the lacy panties on top of the heap of other clothes
Ruby and Malcolm had carelessly dropped on a chair Though she knew the lanky
farmhand must also be completely naked now, the embarrassed teacher looked away
from where he was standing, feeling herself inwardly revulsed by the thought of being
touched by the pale-haired hatchet-faced man.
"You ain't even started yet, teacher," Malcolm quickly informed her with a lewd
chuckle. He strode heavily up to where Eileen was standing, her hands modestly
clasped before her own soft curly brown pubic thatch. He grasped his massive cock,
waving it tauntingly before her downcast eyes. "How do you like this big old thing,
Miss McNally? You think you can handle that all right?"
Eileen's face blanched and her blue eyes widened in fear when she first looked up and
saw the huge penis that the farmhand held in his fist as one would a thick pump handle
to gain leverage when drawing water. She felt hypnotized by the sight of the
enormously fantastic cock and stood there with her mouth open wide as she tried to
gauge its actual size. It was a giant, at least two inches longer than the two boyish cocks
she had seen in her life, and unbelievably-thick, perhaps as big around as three of her
own fingers! She would never be able to take that inside her, she thought fearfully; it
would surely split her in two!
"No... I can't," she breathed in terror as she looked up to search frantically for mercy in
the leering faces of her two tormentors. "No woman could take that inside her... you
must be crazy!"
"Shit, I do it all the time," Ruby said callously. "Don't you worry, Honey. By die time
ol' Malcolm gets through with you, you won't be good for nothin' else."
"You won't hurt me?" Eileen asked uncertainly as the light-haired man reached out
nonchalantly with both hands and began to roughly squeeze each of her naked breasts
one at a time. She saw Malcolm's fearsome shaft of flesh jerk excitedly out from the
light brown pubic hair at his loins as he pinched her left nipple cruelly between his
thumb and forefinger, tugging and stretching on the tender pink flesh until the
frightened teacher let out a low moan as a result of the sudden sensations of pain and
pleasure she felt. Ruby stepped closer again and Malcolm's hands rim simultaneously
down each of their naked stomachs to pause and rub teasingly just above the upper
fringes of blonde and brown pubic hair. He traced his fingers in little circles down
further to the tops of the two women's vaginal slits below and finally parted the lips of
Ruby's and Eileen's cunts just enough to toy for a short moment with each of their
exposed clitorises, bringing little gasps and moans from each of them in unison.
"Now, he won't hurt you," Ruby said softly a moment later as she took Eileen's hand
and gently pulled her away from Malcolm's exploring fingers. "Besides, I'm goin' to
make you feel so good that you're goin' to be beggin' for it."
The gorgeous older woman gasped in surprise, as a forbidden erotic tremor swept over
her highly sensitive flesh and through her liquor-dazed mind, while the lecherous
prostitute's skilled hands began to caress her globular buttocks, spreading them apart
and lewdly exploring between them to finally stroke her tight little anus with an
experienced finger. Again, Eileen trembled with unexpected delight as Ruby dropped
slowly to her knees then and began to gently kiss the smooth warm inner flesh of her
thighs, working slowly upward to the pink, hair-framed lips of her moistening cunt.
Ruby's hazel eyes glittered lustfully as they fixed on the narrow pink slit where a tiny
dewdrop of moisture glistened from the beautiful Eileen's unwanted passionate
response. As Malcolm leaned forward to observe every little movement, the pretty,
young whore flicked out her warm tongue tip, licking the pungent nectar from Eileen's
now quivering cunt into her mouth. Then, without warning, she slid her tongue into
the depths of the moist valley between Eileen's clenching buttocks, lightly tracing the
thin coral line separating her vaginal lips upward to the swelling pink bud of her
clitoris, grinning knowingly as she heard the dark-haired woman gasp and tremble
involuntarily.
"N-no... this is sick, it's wrong," Eileen protested, but her own voice betrayed her,
sounding weak and faraway even to her own ears.
With her thumbs, the crouching blonde girl spread apart the moist, clinging flesh of
Eileen's pussy-lips, until her tiny throbbing clitoris was completely exposed to
everyone's view. She dipped her face forward and eagerly began to suck on the sensitive
area as the lovely teacher swayed and sighed in growing abandon. Ruby pressed her
backwards toward the couch while Malcolm looked on, gaping hungrily at the spectacle
and stroking his massive blood-filled sex member in anticipation of the greater delights
to come.
Eileen felt half-drunk with the evil excitement that was now mounting in her helpless
body and when her knees caught on the edge of the couch, she collapsed limply back
on the cushions. She was only barely aware of Ruby's strong young hands forcing her
long beautifully shaped legs upward, pushing them back until her knees were jammed
against her heaving passion-flushed breasts. She lifted her head to watch, her mind a
confused muddle of revulsion and lusting fascination, as Ruby deliberately buried her
young face into her upturned loins to lick and suck at her moist hot cunt with
lascivious fury and hunger.
As Malcolm gazed at the perverted scene through his pale and drunkenly moist eyes,
his thick massive cock began to jump impatiently in his slowly stroking fist. He had
promised Ruby to let her break down the other woman's defenses and dignity before he
would fuck her but now he felt as though he were losing his mind from the excitement
of the spectacle taking place right in front of his eyes. His gaze raked over the naked
bodies of the two women writhing against each other's bodies, their lust-swollen breasts
jutting and dancing from the force of Ruby's exertions on the schoolteacher's wet
glistening pussy, their bushes of curly pubic hair glistening like gold and brown
bonfires in the light of the floor lamp beside the couch. Ruby had told him many times
about how many women paid to have their pussies licked and sucked by another
woman but this was his first opportunity to actually see the enticing act. It was more
exciting than anything he had ever seen and he searched with frantic eyes for a moist
warm place in which to shove his aching, hard penis.
As Ruby's pleasure-giving tongue darted out, burrowing up her straining, throbbing
cunt like a racing lizard, Eileen gradually surrendered to the shocks of pleasure rippling
crazily through her body. Humiliating as it might be, she had no choice but to admit
that she was enjoying the young whore's lesbian lovemaking. A momentary flash of
regret passed fleetingly 'through her mind as she caught sight of the big German
Shepherd lying quietly in the opposite comer of the room, watching the strange scene
through his tranquil golden eyes. After this night, she would lose her talented new pet
and probably her young lover as well, for she realized that die was now a virtual slave
to these two heartless, licentious strangers who had discovered her terrible secret
seduction of young Warren.
But, suddenly, all rational thought was forgotten as her body responded more and more
passionately to Ruby's degrading oral manipulations of her sex-inflamed, quivering
cunt. Her velvety white flanks began to jerk forward involuntarily, burying the flicking
female tongue in her up to its roots.
Nothing else mattered to her now, nothing but the diabolical reality of the probing
tongue that had crept so sensually up into her hot steaming vaginal furrow. Her smooth
soft buttocks ground desperately into the fabric of the couch cushions, frantically trying
to quell the searing hot lashes of flame that suddenly licked maddeningly at her naked
quivering body. Arching her back wildly, she thrust her pelvis upward, frantically
grinding her hot wet cunt up tightly into the blonde girl's face. She writhed her
trembling ass in tight frenzied circles, struggling for the release that was now so close.
But then, suddenly, Ruby stopped her wonderful licking motions and raised her head
with difficulty from between the vice-like grip of Eileen's thighs.
"Oh, God, no, don't stop now," she cried out in frustration as she saw Malcolm's big
hand grasp Ruby's slender shoulder, pulling her up from where she knelt between
Eileen's wide-splayed thighs. "Please come back! I was almost ready to cum! Don't leave
me like this!"
"Don't worry, teacher," Malcolm grinned toothily at her as he reached down and lifted
her up harshly from the couch. Eileen's aroused body swayed dizzily as she gained her
footing on the carpet and she watched as he sat down in her place, saying, "I think it's
about time you did a little work too. Let's see you stretch those pretty lips of yours
around my big prick."
"Yeah, Miss McNally, you do that," Ruby said slowly, a sinister light growing in her
eyes. "You just get down there between old Malcolm's legs and stick your ass up in the
air. I promise I'll take care of that hot li'l pussy of yours from this end."
Not thinking of anything but the fiery passion that was blazing like a forest fire in her
loins, Eileen unthinkingly obeyed, scrambling down on her hands and knees with her
head positioned obscenely between Malcolm's hair parted thighs. Her horror of
lesbianism had faded with her mounting excitement until now she could think of
nothing but having Ruby's hot pointed red tongue darting hotly and sweetly into her
tormented pussy once again until it drove her over the brink of ecstasy to orgasm. She
sighed and quivered in rapture as she felt the other girl crouch over her silky skinned
upthrust buttocks and slowly trail her pink wet tongue down into the cleft of her asscheeks, 
its hot tip stabbing deeply at the sensitive puckered hole of her anus.
Malcolm, who could no longer stand the lust-inciting scene of the gorgeous brunette
being tongue-fucked out of her mind by the blonde whore, quickly lowered his lean
hips just over the edge of the couch.
"Lift up your head," he gasped hoarsely, twining his fingers in Eileen's long dark hair
and brutally yanking her head upward. "I want you to suck my cock!"
Moaning with the sudden pulling pain of his hands in her hair, Eileen stared in distaste
at the impossibly huge rod of flesh that rose from its patch of crisp brown hair like a
tree trunk before her face. Now that it was so close, she could see that it was even
bigger than she had imagined, the whole throbbing length of it mapped with pulsing
blue veins. She mumbled in revulsion and tried to shake her head away but he firmly
grasped both sides of her face between his palms, poising the head of his thick cock
between her red, slightly parted lips. She could only clench her teeth tightly shut and
try to keep it away but he was not to be denied. The naked man bent her head easily
forward and forced the purplish blood-engorged head against her tightly-clamped lips,
increasing the pressure until she felt as though her flesh were being pushed back
through the sharpness of her teeth.
Her mind and body rebelled against this final humiliation, something she had never
done even with Steve. Then suddenly a means of escape sprang to her mind, the
obviousness of it making her almost cry with relief. She could scream. There were
houses nearby, people who would come to her aid, even if it did mean the risk of
discovery of her seduction of little Warren.
Anything would be better than being forced to take the huge penis of a strange, sadistic
man into her mouth!
Mustering all her strength, she jerked her head back from the pale-haired farmhand's
hairy loins and opened her mouth to shout out as loudly as she could.
"He-mmmmmuuummph!"
Behind her, Ruby had sensed the start of trouble and bit down cruelly on the erected
bud of the teacher's clitoris, causing Eileen to wrench forward to escape the agonizing
pain. Her beautiful face ran head on into the waiting thick rod of flesh that crushed
without mercy through her soft moist lips into the warm wet cavern of her mouth. She
could feel the shiny blunt head slithering up the length of her tongue and filling her
mouth completely with its huge fleshy thickness.
Ruby rose to her feet, abandoning Eileen's still-blazing pussy with a sadistic chuckle as
Malcolm began to fuck viciously into the teacher's face, using her wide-stretched mouth
like a second delicious cunt. The brunette gagged as it rammed brutally half-way down
into her throat, the full length of it disappearing into her ovaled mouth almost all the
way to the hilt. The tall man fucked his long thick cock in and out of her thin-stretched
lips, always leaving the hot swollen tip half an inch inside her mouth as he guided her
head with his hand ensnarled in her hair. Eileen struggled mentally to block out this
vile rape of her mouth but it was truly impossible as he speeded up his ruthless thrusts,
ramming mercilessly into her contorted face. His heavy balls slapped harshly against
her chin, the downy fuzz covering them tickling like a light airy feather, and she fought
for breath, catching small gasps of air on each outstroke.
Malcolm gleefully watched the puffing out of her cheeks beneath him as her head
bobbed on the end of his skewering penis in agonized subservience. His grin widened
with each punishing thrust into her trapped face and she groaned in degraded
submission down between his legs. She needed a little something to perk her up, he
thought gloatingly, something to make her a little more interested in what she was
doing...
"Hey, Sugar, let's get your dog Lucifer over here," he drawled to Ruby who was
standing nearby, gleefully observing the sexual downfall of the "well-bred" lady from
Chicago. "The teacher don't act like she's gettin' enough hard cock!"
Eileen tensed at the sound of the huge animal's name but determinedly continued her
forced despicable act, wanting only to get it over with as soon as possible.
"Up, Lucifer! Up boy! It's your turn now!" Ruby commanded the German Shepherd
with a lewd titter and Eileen saw from the comer of her eye the great beast padding
silently up behind her.
The voluptuous brunette already had enough experience with the big German
Shepherd's lapping tongue to feel no fear when something cold and wet touched her
tingling, sensitive genitals. She waggled. her rounded buttocks invitingly bade toward
Lucifer's black furry head to meet the long pink tongue that suddenly snaked out and
licked wetly up and down in the valley between her ivory white upthrust ass-cheeks.
Again, the long length of wet flesh touched her and she felt him beginning to lap
greedily at the opened, tight fissure between her wide-spread thighs. He ran his tongue
wetly through her sex-drenched crotch, from the tightly puckered little anus up over the
fluted edges of her vaginal opening, sometimes reaching below to the tiny jerking bud
of her clitoris. His thick tongue cut moistly through the soft, sparsely fleeced pussy lips
like a keen blade through the soft, unresisting flesh. It laved relentlessly between her
quivering thighs, pausing occasionally to dart far out and plunge deeply into her.
After all she had been through that day, Eileen could not believe the effect the
monstrous dog's tongue was having on her captive body! Somehow the very idea of
being forced to take a stranger's mammoth cock between her unwilling lips while a dog,
a dumb brute animal, licked her loins deliciously from behind began to arouse her once
again, sending electrical charges of masochistic pleasure jolting through her frayed
nerve-endings. Was she losing her mind? she wondered, her nerves shattered. She had
to remember why she was doing this – for her job – for Warren – to protect him from
the wrath of his heartless father! She had to remember!
But then suddenly all coherent thought faded in the blinding flash of excitement as
Lucifer's ceaselessly exploring tongue shot out and up into the moist channel of her
naked vagina, deeper than any human tongue could possibly go. As her whole body
tensed and quivered wildly from the glorious sensation, she began to suck willingly on
the huge fleshy penis in her mouth, reaching up with one hand to cradle the spermheavy 
testicles that slapped against her saliva-covered chin.
Malcolm and Ruby exchanged complacent grins. They had trained her dog Lucifer well
and knew that the statuesque brunette had another surprise coming before much more
time passed. The light-haired lanky man leaned back solidly against the couch as Eileen
began to suck to please him, running her pink tongue around and around the swollen
head of his erect code, flicking her tongue-tip inquisitively into the tiny open slit of the
moist cock-head to taste the salty lubricating fluids that were oozing out there. As
Lucifer's thick wet tongue lashed teasingly up through the open furrow of her tight wet
cunt all the way to her clenching rectum, Eileen could not resist the sudden fantastic
thrill of Malcolm's – or any other man's – cock in her mouth right at that moment.
She licked and sucked madly like a demon at the thick hardened shaft imbedded in her
mouth, her lips slimy from the mixture of his semen and her own saliva. The thin
tensile rim of her mouth clung to it as though held there by some unseen force as he
fucked mercilessly into her face. The mere thought of the huge cock in her mouth
suddenly ejaculating, spurting its white, thick sperm into her throat had already begun
to make her wild with anticipation. Then suddenly from behind her came a sharp
command.
"Fuck! Fuck her, Lucifer!" Ruby commanded, triumphantly savoring the completion of
her vengeance.
The great animal moved forward on command.
Immediately, the black German Shepherd raised up on his hind-legs, mounting Eileen
obediently with his forepaws wrapped around Eileen's full, undulating hips. His
powerful hindquarters moved in close between her soft spread thighs, at the same time
shoving forward with his long tapering cock.
Eileen jerked forward as the sudden terrifying realization of what was about to happen
dawned upon her lust-dimmed mind but Malcolm thrust up again ruthlessly, impaling
her mouth deeper on his tremendously hard cock until she felt as though she would
choke to death. She gagged slightly at the choking entry, struggling to retain her breath.
It came in a great gasping sound as she sucked in a gulp of air from the sensation of the
dog's glistening scarlet penis jabbing out from its furry sheath and slipping wetly into
the hot damp slit of her inflamed pussy lips. Eileen groaned as she shamefully realized
that she wanted still more of the debasing excitement. Her natural resistance had
vanished under the maddening torture of the German Shepherd's slavering tongue and,
fighting down her revulsion, she reached down between her wide-spread ivory-skinned
thighs to grasp the slippery length of the rigid animal cock.
The big' black dog half-growled, half-whimpered as her fingers gripped his throbbing
length of flesh, trying desperately to place the pointed red tip at the mouth of her
passion-saturated vaginal opening. In her bewildered impassioned daze, she hardly
realized what she was doing until the great beast shot up into her steaming passage, his
muscular rump driving forward in rapid, jack-hammer thrusts, spreading her moist,
burning pussy open wider and wider with every jolting plunge he made into her.
"Unh... unh... mmmmm!" Eileen moaned in ecstatic relief around the big fleshy cock
pummeling ceaselessly into her mouth as she felt her naked cunt being unbelievably
filled by the long, hard dog prick spearing into the depths of her belly. She began to
move rhythmically backward to meet the furious lunges of the panting beast. She could
feel the animal's silky hair brushing tantalizingly against her writhing, milky white
buttocks as he pistoned his enormous tapered shaft into her tightly contracting cunt.
She was impaled to the fullest on the German Shepherd's wonderful animal cock and
her mouth was filled completely by an immense human cock.
Malcolm looked down, savoring the sight of his towering, thick-veined length buried in
the beautiful brunette's lust-contorted face. He felt the formerly straight-laced woman
greedily massaging the skin of his balls with her one hand as she sucked rhythmically
up and down the rock-hard flesh of his cock all the way from the fat rubbery head to
the velvety flesh at its thick base. Her whole supple satiny body quivered from the
powerful jolts of Lucifer's plunging code smashing into her tight clinging cunt from
behind. At the same time, the warm softness of her tongue twirled maddeningly over
Malcolm's throbbing cock-head at the apex of each withdrawal. He flexed his buttocks
fiendishly up and down, following his every movement while she simultaneously
worked her naked globular buttocks in little gyrating circles to match the violent
machine-like hammering of the dog's still-swelling cock up into her seething vagina.
On the other side of Eileen's living room, Ruby watched excitedly from an armchair,
her green eyes smoky from the effect the licentious sight was having on her. Her long
golden legs were spread loosely apart and drawn up in a crab-like position as she thrust
three fingers of one hand far up into her cunt. Her other hand steadily massaged her
own small firm breasts in wild circular motions as she worked her fingers in and out of
her excited pussy in time to the cruel buffeting of Eileen's body skewered between
Malcolm and the huge German Shepherd's pile-driving penis.
Eileen was a writhing mass of sweating, lust-deranged female flesh that begged to be
subjugated, reveling in the debasement of being fucked from behind by a panting,
drooling brute dog while she sucked on a stranger's long massive cock! She ground her
buttocks hard back against Lucifer's hairy battering body and felt the tiny rivulets of
moisture building up in the crevice between her ass-cheeks, trailing down the backs of
her straining white thighs while the mounting pressure in her belly and loins signalled
that her rising climax was close to exploding throughout her sharpened nerves.
Oh God, she moaned inwardly, relishing every vicious slam of the two rigid cocks
slamming into her brutalized cunt and mouth. Her mind strayed for a brief second to
thoughts of Warren... how he might think of her now... his beautiful teacher being
screwed senseless by the dog he had given her that very morning, the scarlet-colored
dog cock filling her belly and pushing her inner organs higher and higher until she was
afraid they would meet the monstrous human penis that was screwing mercilessly into
her throat. They were ripping the soul from her very being and pushing it out of her
with every punishing stroke. She closed her eyes in utter abandon as they pressured her
back and forth between them, using her helpless body as an exciting receptacle into
which they would pump their lewd sticky sperm. Her mind began to whirl crazily in a
maze of delicious blinding colors, flashing and blending with the galvanic shocks that
were jolting like lightening through her lush white body to the center of her being.
Ruby watched with lust-filled eyes, her fingers digging hotly into her hair-framed pussy
while Eileen's wet mouth clasped greedily around Malcolm's thick white rigidity sawing
upward into her wide-stretched mouth. Excitedly, the blonde prostitute hammered into
her own moist wet depths and watched the way the proud brunette was now sucking
and licking at the farmhand's massive penis as though it were some phenomenon she
had never before encountered, white fluid seeping from the comers of her mouth in
tiny dribbles as she revelled in her depravity, a masochistic light gleaming brighter than
ever in her desire-glazed blue eyes. Lucifer's tongue hung loosely from his mouth as he
pounded into her waving buttocks and saliva dripped from the animal's tongue onto the
light film of sweat coating the teacher's arching back. As she heard Eileen begin to
grunt and groan, Ruby began to drive her fingers deeper into her own blazing vagina, a
wild tingling growing stronger in the depths of her loins.
Malcolm heard strangling noises forcing their way up from his lungs through the
constricted passage of his throat. Shit, he was going to cum! This was what he had
waited to see... the prim city-bred woman's lips working over his lurching cock as his
body strained to bury the pulsing rod of flesh deep into her hot narrow throat!
"Suck it, you cunt! I'm cumming!" he rasped down at her as his hips jerked up tightly
into her face. His hands tangled cruelly in her long dark hair, pressing her head down
harder onto his thick, long cock.
Eileen fought frantically for breath as the creamy hot liquid suddenly erupted into the
warm wet exterior of her sucking mouth, flooding her bruised throat like a rush of
raging water. Her cheeks expanded like a balloon as she gulped desperately to keep
from choking on the great gushes of sperm that spurted from the ejaculating cock. As
she sucked and swallowed in lust-crazed hunger, she fastened her lips like an elastic
ring around the jerking member, fearful of losing even a drop of the precious fluid, but
thin white droplets dribbled from the comers of her lips as his slowly deflating penis
oozed from between her still-sucking lips. Thin viscous strings of cum hanging from
her moist chin connected her with the long limp organ as Malcolm's sinewy hips
collapsed back flat on the couch cushions.
As the farmhand released his brutal grip on her face, Eileen's trembling shoulders
dropped to the floor so that her firm sleek buttocks were sticking up even higher into
the air. The great bucking animal behind her could now fuck her at will. She felt
completely helpless, adrift in this new forbidden lust, and there was nothing real to her
but the great slippery length of dog-cock that was filling her as she had never been filled
before. She ground her blazing loins back mindlessly against Lucifer's forward-jerking
flanks as she felt his scarlet pointed cock throb into a hugeness that could mean only
one thing.
He was going to cum.
She suddenly felt her pale thighs and buttocks being swept wider apart in one last
crushing lunge as the dog's powerful haunches smashed against her upthrust asscheeks, 
shoving his cock's full expanded length up into her wide-stretched cunt. In her
mind, she visualized it sliding deeper, deeper into the pink gaping mouth of her
clasping pussy from behind, a relentless steaming shaft of glistening red flesh tunneling
ceaselessly into her. She felt the great black beast's furry forepaws tightening around
her heaving ribs and his body jerking convulsively over her arching back. Then Eileen
screamed, gasping confused incoherent sounds that blended with the dog's panting
whines as she felt the' first hot waves of the hot white dog cum spewing into the depths
of her vagina.
"Oh... oh... oh God! Yes, fuck me!" she panted in a delirium of excitement. "Fill me, fill
me, fill my belly with your hot cum!"
Ruby Harper gaped lustfully from across the room as Eileen's white rounded buttocks
began to contract uncontrollably around Lucifer's pistoning cum-spewing cock. The
desirable young whore ground her fingers deeper and deeper into her own inflamed
pussy, feeling a warm flooding sensation begin to spread through the swollen lips of her
lust-drenched vagina. Her wide-stretched cunt between her open legs was wet and
glistening in the light from the lamp beside the couch and she worked frenziedly with
her fingers as she felt her own climax coming on like a bomb about to explode in her
naked loins.
Malcolm Weaver jumped up abruptly from the couch to get a closer look at the thick
animal sperm that was oozing from the wide-spread lips of the schoolteacher's naked
grasping cunt, running in rivulets down the ivory columns of her soft, inner thighs. He
saw her mouth pop open in a muffled scream as she began to toss her head wildly from
side to side, her long sable hair flailing and whipping around her shoulders as Lucifer
fucked hard into her waving ass from behind. Every muscle in her body contracted as
she rose up and nearly fell to the side in an almost epileptic attack of quivering. Her
tiny hairless asshole clenched and relaxed in sympathetic spasms with the dog's
lunging, spurting cock.
Her smooth ivory backside gleamed in the lamplight as the great beast's cock deflated
and gradually lost its strength, finally slipping out of her with a wet slurping sound
while from the armchair, Ruby's climax was signalled by a long, whimpering moan.
The pale-haired Malcolm watched leeringly as the lush-bodied brunette pitched forward
on her face, exhausted, and then with a drunken chuckle, he suddenly ambled off
toward the kitchen.
Eileen lay motionless on the floor, too weary and humiliated to even lift her head.
Then, through the whistling sound of her own tortured breathing, she thought she
heard someone clapping. With great effort she tried to quiet her labored panting and
listened more carefully.
"Bravo, teacher, bravo!" Ruby's sarcastic voice rose above the sound of her clapping
hands. "That was better than a stag movie. Hey Malcolm, what are you doing in there?
Didn't the nice teacher give the best damn performance you've ever seen, Honey?"
"Sure did, Sugar," the rangy farmhand said cheerfully as he strolled, still naked, out the
kitchen with Eileen's bottle of good brandy clutched firmly in his right hand. He tilted
the bottle upward to his lips and took a gulping swallow before adding, "Next time we'll
have to borrow Hazel's camera."
Next time! Eileen's lust-ravaged brain could barely believe she heard him right.
Uncertainly, she opened her eyes and stared across the room at the two naked strangers
who had walked into her house for the first time only an hour before.
Mustering the last remnants of her presence of mind, she managed to gasp, "What do
you mean?"
Ruby chuckled sarcastically and grabbed the bottle from Malcolm, throwing her head
back to pour a large dose of the expensive brandy into her open mouth. She winced a
little as the fiery liquor burned its way down her throat, then smiled again at Eileen.
"Well now, Miss McNally," she drawled insultingly, "you did such a good job tonight
that we've decided to help you out... just as long as you do anythin' we tell you."
"Oh God, not more!" the schoolteacher whimpered disbelievingly as she bolted upright
into a sitting position on the floor. "I... I did what you asked."
Eileen watched the young blonde take another swig from the bottle and saw all softness
and sympathy fade from her face as her eyes began to glower with drunken hatred.
"You're just gonna help us out once in a while," Malcolm slurred down at her. "Ruby's
mighty busy and sometimes I wanta find a nice hot hole for mah cock! You certainly
gave me a fine blow-job..."
"Yeah, I bet ol' Lucifer'd like to get sucked off like that too," Ruby sneered cruelly.
'Think you could handle that, teacher?"
Eileen shook her head, unable to believe the filth that was assaulting her ears.
Malcolm's limp white penis was dangling like a long hose only a few inches above her
face and she felt nausea rising in her stomach at the very idea that she had actually
allowed this heartless man to fuck into her mouth. Now they were saying that she
should perform the same vile act with the dog! It was impossible... the idea made her
head swim with revulsion. What other unspeakably obscene acts would they force her
to submit to before they were finished with her! she wondered. Would they ever be
finished with her?
"No!"
As the single desperate word resounded through the living room, Eileen realized with a
shock that it had come from her own lips. Somehow, she found the strength to leap to
her feet and bolt into her bedroom, locking the door tightly behind her. She crawled
weakly onto her bed and lay staring into the darkness as, through the door, she heard
Ruby and Malcolm drunkenly carousing in her living room, laughing uproariously as
they shared the last of her brandy. For the first time in many years, Eileen did not lie
awake, reviewing the events of the day, but fell mercifully into a dreamless slumber. She
was sleeping peacefully by the time the drunken couple had dressed and lurched out of
her house to stagger up the center of the moonlit dirt road toward the one and only bar
that was still open in town.


Chapter 7


Eileen McNally rolled over in her bed and sleepily opened one eye, squinting against
the blazing sunlight that was shining in directly onto her pillow through the bedroom
window. Grumbling drowsily at the irritating brilliance of the light, she pulled the sheet
up over her head and snuggled down toward the foot of the bed. She lay there for a
moment, gradually dozing off again, when suddenly a thought crossed her mind that
made her sit up on the mattress and peer disbelievingly out the window.
Her bedroom faced west – it was never sunny in the morning! Could it be sundown
and she was still asleep?
Still groggy, the lovely brunette reached behind her to get her watch from the
nightstand where she always left it when she went to bed. It was not until she realized
that her gold watch was still clasped around her slender wrist that she began to recall
the events of the day before, remembering that she had risen already once today.
Now, as she stood up beside the bed, wincing .. slightly at the painful tenderness of her
thigh and buttock muscles, Eileen wondered how she had ever managed to get up that
morning to visit the school superintendent's home before classes were due to begin.
When she had awakened at seven-thirty that morning, it had been all she could do to
dress and walk through her ruined living room without completely breaking down in.
tears of shame and guilt. It seemed almost impossible that she had actually walked
across town today and faced the man who had first given' her address to Ruby Harper,
that she had calmly told him that she felt too side to teach classes that day. Mr. Johnson
had been kind and understanding, little suspecting the horrors she had endured the
night before, and she had left his house feeling a little better to know that there were
still some decent human beings left in the world.
Obviously, she wasn't one of them, Eileen now mused bitterly as she brushed out her
long, gleaming hair, tying it loosely with a ribbon behind her back. Somehow, even
after all that had happened yesterday, she might have been able to face herself and the
terrifying sexuality that she now knew to be within her. But this morning she had done
something that she knew would haunt her conscience for a long time... she had hurt
her darling young Warren, hurt him in a way that only a young man can be hurt. And
there was nothing she could do about it now.
Eileen turned away from the looking-glass where she could see hot tears trickling slowly
down her cheeks in her reflection, and opened her bedroom door to peer out into the
living room. There, among the overturned chairs and her own scattered garments from
the night before, the huge dog Lucifer still lay sleeping on the carpet where she had left
him when she had stumbled bade into bed that morning. He was a good dog, she
admitted ruefully to herself as she silently closed the door again and slipped a robe on
over her nakedness. In a way, she was glad that Ruby and Malcolm had forgotten to
take the sexually-trained animal with them last night. At least, he was some kind of
company for her now, when she could not bear to face another person.
The poor handsome beast had been whining pitifully at the front door when she had
awakened that morning and Eileen had remembered with a pang of guilt that he had
not been outside since lunchtime yesterday. She had taken Lucifer with her to Mr.
Johnson's house, leading him with the piece of old clothesline Warren had given her
yesterday along with the dog. From the school board director's home, she had walked
to the school building to leave her textbooks for whichever of the mothers would be
substituting for her that day. Lucifer had been beautifully behaved on the streets, so
much so that she felt a shock of true regret that Ruby would undoubtedly return today
to claim the animal. Nevertheless, that emotion was overridden by the horror she had
felt, remembering how this huge black beast that had been walking beside her through
the still-sleeping town had actually pistoned his rampant, canine cock into her
impassioned body the night before. It was a memory she could not bear to hold in her
mind and her guilt had quickly been compounded as soon as she had arrived at school.
Young Warren had been waiting for her there... his innocent brown eyes shining with
joy at seeing her again.
"I... I thought you might come early too," he had said breathlessly as she arrived at the
doorstep where he had been sitting. "I was thinking about yesterday... all night long. I
just couldn't wait to see you again!"
Eileen had barely been able to conceal her discomfort at meeting him so unexpectedly.
After all that had happened to . her the day before, somehow her seduction of Warren
had seemed to be the one thing she might be able to live with and even forget in time.
But there he had been, his face aglow with adolescent love that demanded some sort of
statement from her.
"Warren, I'm sorry but we can't see each other anymore," she had announced flatly, too
unnerved by his unexpected appearance to think of anything more tactful to say.
"Please, forget what happened between us. It was a mistake." The sandy-haired
youngster had winced as if struck hard in the face, the excited smile dropping
immediately from his lips. He had stared dumbly at her for a moment, then grinned
hesitantly as if hoping to share the joke he obviously hoped she was making. Eileen had
remained stonily impassive as she unlocked the school door and quickly deposited her
books on the big desk in front of the classroom.
"I-I don't understand," he finally managed to say, staring miserably up at her as she
relocked the school budding. He reached up to touch her arm, then recoiled as she
jerked away from his hand. "Don't y-you like me anymore?"
"Not that way – so you can forget it!" she had snapped, secretly terrified that she might
relent to her desire for him once again. Then hating herself for the way she was hurting
him, but too frightened of her own weakness to be any kinder, she closed the
conversation brutally. "You're a boy, Warren. I'm a grown woman and I need a man.
That's the way it is... I'm sorry." After that, there had been nothing more to say. With a
muffled cry the fair-haired youth had bolted from the doorstep. Instantly remorseful,
Eileen had whirled to catch him, but it was too late. Half-blinded by her own scalding
tears, she had watched his lithe young figure sprinting across the field toward his
father's farmhouse and she could only imagine the sobs of humiliation and
disappointment that were shaking his slender frame. Hiding her own red-rimmed eyes
from the gazes of. the shopkeepers who had begun to open their stores, she had taken
Lucifer home and crawled back into bed to hide from the world that was suddenly too
confusing to understand or face.
Now, several hours later, as she straightened her bed in the deepening twilight, Eileen
felt only slightly more able to cope with her situation. She knew that there was really
only one thing she could do now – she would have to go back to Chicago and pray that
the news of her unpardonable behavior would not follow her to ruin her career forever.
Sighing wearily, the voluptuous brunette tightened the belt of her robe around her tiny
waist and opened the door to the living room once again. She imagined that she could
clean up the mess that Malcolm and Ruby left last night fairly quickly and then she
could get down to the serious business of planning for her future. It would break her
heart to leave Richland Crossing, the funny little school and her wonderful students,
but she would have to do it immediately, before people began to find out what she had
done. Otherwise, she might end up jobless and homeless, and perhaps under arrest for
corrupting the morals of a minor.
Just the thought of little Warren and the way he had looked at her before he had run
away that morning made Eileen feel like crying again, but she determinedly blinked
back the burning tears and bent to the task of cleaning the living room. The mess was
worse than she had realized when she had walked through it earlier that day. Along
with the upturned chairs and scattered articles of clothing, the floor was puddled with
spilled brandy and littered with a pile of student test papers that had been swept off her
desk in the corner of the room. Her mouth curled in disgust at the drunken couple's
slovenly disregard for anything but their own perverted desires as she brought in a
cloth from the kitchen and got down on her hands and knees to clean the floor from
one side of the room to the other. Lucifer, who had been happily following her as she
moved around the room, sat down beside her as she began to wipe up the sticky clots
of dried liquor from the varnished wood floor.
She was surprised to find her depression lifting and even began to hum a little as she
started to stack up the test papers that had fallen from her desk. It was such a relief to
do something constructive, something completely uncomplicated, that the dark gloomy
expression slowly faded from her lovely face and, when Lucifer edged closer, whining
softly for affection, she smiled readily and hugged him tightly against her before leaning
down again to complete her task.
It was encouraging to see how quickly her spirits began to rise when she could forget
about the disastrous chain of events that had shadowed her life in the last two days and
for the first time that day, Eileen began to hope that she might someday lead a normal
life again.
Then, just as she rose, brushing a stray lock of hair away from her forehead, Eileen
heard the sound of heavy footsteps on the wooden stairs outside her front door.
"This better be the house, son," she heard a deep masculine voice rumble threateningly,
"or I promise I'll whale the daylights out of you when we get home!"
The first thought in the gorgeous teacher's mind was that Malcolm and Ruby had
returned, bringing more of their raucous friends to share in another inhuman pillaging
of her body. Clutching her thin robe tightly around her throat, Eileen ran to the door
to bolt it before they could barge in, but she could not move quickly enough. The front
door flew open and a tall, brawny gray-haired man clad in faded blue denims strode
wrathfully into the room, one of his big hands firmly grasping the slender arm of
Warren who followed unwillingly behind.
"This the place?" he demanded liquidly of the blushing youngster. "You better not be
leading me on any wild goose chase, boy! We got crops to haul in and I don't have any
time to waste with fool women!"
Eileen stepped back from the doorway, her strikingly beautiful face frozen in horror as
she slowly realized who was standing before her. It had to be Jed Falk, Warren's father,
the very man she had been disliking so heartily ever since she had begun to notice how
he must treat his sensitive young son. She glanced at Warren and saw the blond
youngster's lower lip tremble pitifully as he tried to speak to the glowering man beside
him.
"You didn't have to bring me here, Pa," he finally protested in a weak frightened voice.
"I just wanted to have a man-to-man talk with you – to find out why she doesn't like
me any more. Now she'll never speak to me again."
"It doesn't matter, boy," the towering older man announced unfeelingly as he glared at
Eileen who still stood cowering a few feet away. "Women – they're all sluts or else
sickly like your mother. They run around on you or spend your money on doctor bills.
It's trouble either way!"
"Pa, you don't understand," Warren timorously began again. "She..."
"She ain't worth bothering with," the older man broke in impatiently. "I brought you
over here to show you that. Look at her," he commanded, casting a disparaging hand in
Eileen's direction. "Can she plow or harvest?
Can women do anything but spend your money on their clothes and spread silly
gossip? Well, son?"
The beautiful teacher had at first been intimidated by the big rough-looking man's
booming tones but now as he went on and on, denigrating her simply because she was
a woman, never even mentioning the pertinent fact that she had wantonly stolen his
son's innocence, she began to feel herself becoming annoyed. No matter what she had
done, this man had no right to barge into her house and then not even have the
courtesy to speak to her. Eileen lifted her chin and was about to demand an
introduction when suddenly Warren spoke up with unexpected courage.
"I told you, Pa. When we were in bed together, it was better than anything in my whole
life. Don't you remember how it was with Ma? Didn't she just go crazy, like she was
going to die from happiness?"
Eileen blanched at what Warren was saying. He had told his father everything about
yesterday! And yet despite the bluntness of the blond youngster's words, she felt
warmed by the heart-felt sentiment he expressed. Although he was a mere boy in years,
Warren was obviously man enough to stand up for what he knew to be true, no matter
how his father might try to influence him. She flashed a brilliant smile of gratitude
toward the teenager, then shared his gaze up at his father's face.
To her amazement, Eileen saw with relief that the older man was quiet and his brown
eyes, so much like Warren's, seemed unusually thoughtful and sad.
"Son, you shouldn't talk about your dead mother like that, not in front of a woman like
her," he said slowly, a deep frown appearing on his weather-lined forehead as he
searched through his mind for the right words for what he wanted to say. "But, I'll tell
you honestly, son, your mother didn't much like that sort of thing. In fact, after we'd
been married a while, I began to think I was a little crazy to want to do it to her. And
then, when she got sick... Well, Warren, I haven't been with a woman in over ten years,
and I don't really know now if I'm missin' anything."
"Wow, Pa, you really are!" the light-haired youngster exclaimed, encouraged by the
sudden softening of his father's tone. "Miss McNally really liked it! Just ask her!"
Eileen started with shock and surprise, then blushed hotly as she realized that both
Warren's and his father's intense eyes were suddenly trained on her, the boy's gaze
expectant and certain, the older man's hard with suspicion built up over years of
loneliness. A moment earlier, she had been angrily insulted because she was being
completely ignored in the masculine conversation, but now she wished she could
somehow fade away. What could she say to Warren's father without making herself
sound like some kind of lust-crazed slut who thought of nothing but where the next
hard cock was coming from?
"Mr. Falk, what your son says is true," she finally admitted with quiet dignity. "But not
because I'm one of your so-called sluts. Before yesterday, I had not been with a man for
much longer than you've been without a woman. But something broke in me
yesterday... I couldn't go on any longer. Can you understand that?"
"Hmmph! It's a good thing I don't break down or who'd there be to run the spread?"
he said coldly. His icy brown eyes surveyed her shapely figure clad only in the thin silk
robe and Eileen instinctively reached down to pull the belt of the flimsy garment more
securely around her waist. In her confusion, she let go of the open neck and it fell
loosely open, revealing the curve of one full billowing breast beneath. She hurriedly
clutched at the wayward garment, but not before Jed Falk's eyes had become glued to
the stimulating sight of the soft, rising mound of velvety, soft flesh.
"Perhaps, it would be better for you and Warren if you did let down once in a while,"
Eileen said suddenly as she felt her temper begin to wear thin once again. "Perhaps you
wouldn't be so grouchy and your son wouldn't have to go somewhere else for
affection."
Warren's eyes widened in surprise at his teacher's outburst and though Eileen saw the
warning in the teenager's face, it was too late. His father's short-fused temper suddenly
blew!
"Is that so?" the big man growled ominously as he stepped menacingly toward' her. She
cringed automatically as he lifted his hand, but when it descended, it passed by her face
and harshly grabbed the front of the blue silk robe, tearing it wide open to expose her
naked flesh beneath. "Do you think that you can give my son more than I do?" he
demanded gruffly, staring furiously into her eyes. "Show me what you've got!"
"It's not just what you're seeing," the beautiful brunette shot bade, jerking free of his
fierce grip but now too anxious to bother to hide her plush white body from his
penetrating gaze. She strode over to where Warren was still standing just inside the
doorway and pressed her warm nakedness tightly against his slender young body. "I
give him kindness and tenderness. Do you even remember what those things are, Mr.
Falk?"
"No. Why don't you show me?" the grey-haired man rumbled deeply, his eyes suddenly
lighting with interest as he stared at the large rounded spheres of her breasts jutting out
proudly from her open robe. His gaze travelled quickly down over the flat satin-like
plane of her belly to the triangle of soft curling hair that nestled in the juncture
between her white ivory thighs. "It's been a long, long time and I'd like to remember,
but I doubt that you're the woman to bring it all back!"
"Well, I..." she murmured hesitantly, suddenly uncertain about how to handle the turn
the conversation had taken.
"She is, Pa! You wouldn't believe it," the youngster urged, his voice trembling with
excitement. "Look at how beautiful she is – and she's really great!"
"Warren, I think..." his father began, then stopped as his son enthusiastically pulled
Eileen's robe completely off her body. The older man's eyes locked on the gorgeous
lust-inciting form that seemed to him like a taunting reminder of all his years of
loneliness.
"We won't be able to work anymore this evening, anyway," the gruff man said, almost
to himself, as he looked up at his son. "All right, boy, this is probably the only thing
we've never done together, so we'll try it out. If it doesn't work, at least we'll be able to
talk about it as men later."
"AD right, Pa!" the boy almost shouted with glee. He dropped Eileen's robe to the floor
and began to tear at his own clothing.
"Mr. Falk, please... I didn't mean .. Eileen weakly protested, trying vainly to cover the
stimulating sight of her voluptuous body with both hands. She had never felt so naked
in her life and a burning wave of shame crept through her as she felt the older man's
eyes devouring her curvaceous body with increasing excitement. "This is insane. You
can't..."
"You mean you don't have enough 'kindness and tenderness' for us both?" Jed Falk
inquired snidely as he began to work at his own belt buckle. Then he added with a
distinctly threatening tone in his voice, "You'd better find it, lady, because as Warren's
pa, I could get you in a lot of trouble if I thought you had hurt my boy's morals in any
way .. " Eileen stood still for a long moment, clearing her mind of all thought, then she
nodded in bitter submission. She knew better than to let her mind dwell on what was
about to occur, or she would never be able to go through with it. It wasn't the boy she
minded so much – in fact, she was already keenly aware of a little thrill of excitement
in her loins at the thought of enjoying his eager young penis again. No, it was the
frustrating humiliation of being forced to submit to Warren's father, the man whom she
had so thoroughly resented for weeks without ever having met him.
She had fled the city in panic to escape men like Jed Falk – men who would
thoughtlessly use her body for their own satisfaction and then cruelly toss her aside just
like one more piece of female meat. It was all she could do not to just grab up her robe
from the floor and try to dash out of the house, no matter what the consequences. But
she knew she couldn't. Richland Crossing was filled with intensely moral hardworking
people who would never understand if Jed Falk ever told them all what she had done
lately. If she tried to leave now, she might well find herself in an even worse situation
before another day was over. Staring unseeingly in front of her, Eileen turned around
with resignation and locked the front door against any more unexpected visitors.
"Man, she sure is pretty," Warren breathed as she stood with her back to him, gazing
mournfully out of the white-curtained window beside the door. He reached out to run
his fingertips lightly over the bare flesh of her soft rounded buttocks. "How are we
gonna do it?"
"You'll see son," Jed advised his son in a strange, flat voice. "You get down on the rug
and make her sit on your cock. Then, we'll show her how nice it is to interfere in other
people's families."
Excitement was already beginning to course noticeably through Eileen's body from the
touch of Warren's fingers and from the sight of his long slender penis rising out from
his lean sinewy loins. She allowed the aroused boy to pull her down gently to the floor
beside him, crawling over his body then to position herself directly over his prostrate
form. Resigned to whatever might happen next, she straddled him on her hands and
knees and felt her pink-fleshed vagina begin to awaken automatically as his erected
young cock pressed tightly against the yielding flesh of her flat lower abdomen. A soft,
unwilling moan rose in her throat as the youth began to ardently squeeze the nipples of
her heavy rounded breasts, thrilling her until the humiliation she had felt only a
moment before began to fade from her consciousness. The only thing she remembered
now was how wonderful the boy's rampant virile cock had felt yesterday, pummeling
up inside her wide-stretched pussy, and now her cunt lips began to throb and swell in
rapidly increasing intensity. At last Warren reached down between their bodies to seize
his long blue-veined penis, bending the bone-hard fleshy shaft down and back toward
her palpitating open cunt. The aroused youth had already forgotten about his father
standing overhead and he continued to strain his hard rigid length against her hair
covered pelvic bone for a moment. Then suddenly he forced it all the way back and
Eileen felt the flared throbbing head wedge snugly between the open Ups of her now
flaming hot pussy.
"Go on, son, get it in there," the older man's deep determined voice sounded from
above them.
Obediently, Warren grasped his lovely teacher's tiny waist and pulled her firmly
downward, lowering her slowly onto his hard pulsing cock. Eileen gasped breathlessly
as she began to sink down on the long fleshy rod and Warren drove his hips far upward
to slide the blood-filled head into her like a never-ending greased piston slipping up
into her soft belly.
Flattening her knees out so that they pressed against the youth's slim hips, Eileen
dropped herself lower and lower on the long boyish penis, moaning louder with rapture
as it entered her. Then she lifted herself expertly up on her knees so that the heavy
cock, gleaming and moist with her secretions came partially into view. With a soul
rending gasp, she suddenly drove her hips back down hard again, ramming the whole
of his young cock far up inside her until it crashed bluntly against her tender cervix.
The beautiful dark-haired woman shivered with delight and began to jerk rhythmically
up and down, sliding back and forth over the teenager's straining penis with increasing
speed until she felt as though she were almost ready to have an orgasm from just her
own manipulations.
"I think you've found yourself one of those sluts I was talking about, son," Jed Falk
commented dryly from behind her. "She likes cock a little too much for a normal
woman. But hold on tight and let's see if she likes as much as she's going to get now!"
Eileen was barely aware that the husky, gray-haired man had said anything until she
felt another person's fingers parting the smooth, rhythmically tensing cheeks of her
buttocks and probing between them at the sensitive wrinkled opening of her anus.
Startled, she twisted her head around to look behind her and saw that Warren's father
was kneeling down between his son's legs as he peered with obscene concentration into
the inviting cleft of her spread buttocks.
"Wait a minute! What are you doing?" Eileen cried out in alarm as she felt the man's
strong fingers opening her naked white buttocks, drawing the smooth pliant cheeks
further apart. She hadn't really understood what Warren's father had just said and now
she tried to wriggle away when she suddenly felt one of the man's fingers touch the tiny
brown ring of her anus. She tried desperately to tense her vulnerable buttocks together,
but the pressure of his thumbs was too great. They were stretching her cruelly apart
until die could feel cool air rushing in to lave the warm interior between the snowy
white mounds of her ass. "Stop that, Mr. Falk! That's sick!"
"Move her up and down on your prick,, son. Make her feel good," the older man
instructed Warren, ignoring her protestations. "When I get this tight little hole
stretched out a bit, we'll both fuck her at the same time. Now hold her tight!"
Eileen gave out a tiny gasp of disbelief, tears coming to her eyes at the terrible
realization of what they were planning to do to her. That heartless man was going to
make love to her in her tiny virginal back passage! She would never live through this –
she could never face anyone again after this ultimate degradation and subjugation! Last
night with the dog and those two sadists, Ruby and Malcolm, had been tame compared
to this. She had been right about Warren's father all along... He was a devil, a horrible
fiend!
Eileen tried again to cringe her buttocks away from Jed Falk but it was a useless attempt
as Warren grabbed her hips with both hands and began to lift her up and down,
skewering her ceaselessly on his hard impaling cock. His father continued to probe for
a minute on the outer edges of the small brown elastic circle and then suddenly he
shoved his hand forward, cruelly sinking his thick middle finger up into her tight
rectum with a jerk up to the first knuckle. Eileen jumped from the expected painful
entry, but kept stubbornly silent. She was determined not to give this ruthless man the
satisfaction of hearing her beg for mercy.
The older man moved the buried finger around and around inside the tight tiny hole in
little rotating circles as the brunette's voluptuous body was propelled up and down over
Warren's bucking young loins.
Gradually, the pain lessened and Eileen became more aware of the wonderful sensation
of the boy's long eager cock pistoning in and out of her wet welcoming vagina. She
relaxed a little and began to move her wide-spread hips voluntarily to meet each
powerful thrust of the cock hammering up into her moist warm cunt, grazing the
sensitive cervix and filling her in this strange position as she had never been filled
before. For a breathless moment, the intrusion of the huge code in her asshole actually
felt good, intensifying all of her sensations in a way that made her head spin wildly
with delight, but then suddenly she felt the extra pressure of another finger ramming
unexpectedly in alongside the first. This time, it did hurt and she jerked up away from
Warren in a futile effort to escape the painful penetration.
Her heart sank as she felt Jed Falk's work-strengthened hand pressing down on the
small of her back, pinioning her naked body against the boy below her. They really
meant to do this awful thing to her! What had seemed like little more than a cruel joke
designed to frighten and humiliate her was suddenly blossoming into a terrifying
reality. She tried again to wrench her exposed rounded buttocks away, but it was
hopeless. Even young Warren was now holding her securely in place with excitedly
shaking hands as his father wormed his fingers in and out of her, turning and twisting
them faster in the narrow hole of her rectum in preparation for the greater entry to
come. The pain began to lessen more and more until the beautiful teacher began to
almost enjoy the sensation from the unnatural reaming. Then, without warning, the
two fingers were suddenly jerked out with a pop from her slightly stretched asshole.
The fingers seemed to slip out reluctantly, the elastic ring of her anus clinging to them
as the older man edged closer, pushing her plush long legs wider apart with his knees.
Then he dropped his head to her splayed open buttocks to lick wetly at the naked
crevice between them, moistening the tiny brown hole with his tongue and sending
strange delicious shivers coursing over her firm smooth bade. Warren had stopped his
lewd pumping movements and Eileen knew that he too was breathlessly waiting to see
what was about to happen.
Then she felt Jed Falk's hands jerk her hips up higher, momentarily freeing her loins
from the impalement of Warren's pulsing young code. He grasped hardily at her soft
curving hips, holding them steady before him as he impressed his long, thick cock in
the moist naked split of her drenched pussy, running it up and down the full length,
moistening it with her own secreted wetness. Then, gripping it tightly in one hand, Jed
guided the rock-hard cock forward until it touched the slightly stretched anus.
The helpless woman shuddered in fear at the first contact. God, it would never fit! It
felt incredibly huge against the tiny opening. She could never take that into her virginal
rectum without its ripping her belly apart! She tried desperately to wriggle away but
both father and son held her securely and she could feel the boy's smooth loins beneath
her spread thighs and his father's rigid cock searching and probing in the valley of her
upturned buttocks. She sensed a direct pressure against her sensitive rear opening, a
pressure that was soft and rubbery at first and then grew into an unrelenting hardness.
"Oh God, nooooo! Pleeeease! Aaaaaagggghhh! " Her scream pierced the breathless
silence of the room as she suddenly felt the tight resisting nether ring of her anus giving
way before the unyielding pressure of Jed Falk's swollen, massive cock, its bloated head
popping inside her with an agonizing jerk. The pain of the depraved intrusion vibrated
joltingly through every fiber of her being and she babbled incoherent pleas for mercy
but the man's thick fleshy pole pressed on inward, pushing the soft velvety flesh inside
of her wide-stretched anal passage in great painful waves before it. She groaned with
agony as it sank in deeper, on and on into her body until she felt the soft curling pubic
hair of the tall farmer's powerful loins graze the soft flesh of her upturned ass. He was
buried inside her rectum, impaling her never-before-used asshole to the very hilt!
Tears of anguish began to well up in her blue eyes and overflow onto her cheeks as the
huge cock in her tortured rectum jerked teasingly within her. Then, Warren, who had
pulled his cock all the way out of her moist, hungry pussy while his father penetrated
her narrow back passage, wrapped his – young, strong hands around Eileen's waspish
waist once again and drove her down over his own hard, waiting cock. It slithered
tightly into the moist open cavern of her pussy and the beautiful brunette teacher
moaned despairingly as she realized that she was hopelessly impaled on the two erect
cocks. She could feel the long thickness of the one in her filled asshole rubbing tightly
against Warren's imbedded sex organ, the two hard lengths of male flesh separated only
slightly by the thin membrane between her loosened vagina and her ravaged back
passage.
But as she squirmed to escape the inhuman impalement, the teacher suddenly realized
that the agonizing pain was gradually changing, becoming weirdly pleasurable, and she
began to tentatively move backward to meet the jerking thrusts of Jed Falk's powerful
loins.
There was no further delay. The father, already excited by the lewd spectacle of this
strange, gorgeous woman accepting his son's long, hard cock up into her hot wet cunt,
began to fuck furiously into the rubbery depths of her forever-stretched rectum, while
Warren began thrusting up into her pussy with long hard strokes that made the floor
beneath them squeak protestingly. As if by a pre-arranged signal, both men pulled their
erect fiery cocks almost all the way out of her panting body, leaving only the bloated,
throbbing heads inside her soft wet pussy and her ravished sphincter. Then,
simultaneously, they drove deeply into her loins until Eileen felt like the two cocks were
about to tear up into her belly. They began to move in unison, buffeting her trapped
body back and forth between them like a sack of soft foam-rubber and she uttered a
single low whine of surprised pleasure as they smacked into her body with more and
more passionate frenzy.
It was like nothing she had ever dreamed of before – both of her private passages filled
to the very limit with rock-hard male flesh, father and son damming into her with
almost super-human strength. Again and again, the two men, young and old, pounded
savagely against her quivering flesh, pistoning into her hot open orifices. The pain was
completely gone and now she didn't want this wonderful punishment to stop, not ever!
It didn't matter anymore that one man hated her or that she had wantonly seduced the
other, It was impossible to remember anything but the beautiful kind of masochistic joy
along with the sheer physical bliss that she felt from the very helplessness of her
position. The lewd, obscene thought that she was being sodomized and fucked in her
cunt by two men at the same time filled her with a strange kind of rapture and she
wantonly slammed her hips backward to meet the upward thrusts of the two cocks
fucking into her, sinking as much of them into her wet hot asshole and cunt as she
could possibly hold. Her whole body was a quaking mass of lovely smooth flesh and
she undulated without shame between them in wild abandonment. A magnificent,
almost volcanic sensation was building, building, higher and higher inside her and she
felt that something great was about to happen, something bigger than she had ever
known before.
"Oh, oooooooh... aaaaagggggghh!" she suddenly groaned as the waves of wonderful
electric orgasm hit her loins hotly and flooded out through her whole writhing body,
making her forget everything in the world but what she was feeling, the glorious
sensations that were pounding through her skewered body like stormy surf.
"Wow, Pa, look at her go!" Warren grunted breathlessly as he stared up at Eileen's
uncontrollably trembling body. He let his long young cock rest in the moist warm
shelter of her hot pussy as he watched her jerk and buck from the cresting of her
climax. Even yesterday afternoon in her bedroom, she hadn't acted like this, the
youngster thought as his eyes widened in awed delight.
"Yeah, son, and it feels... like she's going to... do it again," his father gasped excitedly as
he felt the beautiful woman's asshole tighten around his great pistoning cock, despite
how brutally stretched the narrow channel was by now.
Lying on the floor, the youth could do nothing but nod helplessly as he felt her vaginal
muscles clamp tightly around his deeply-engulfed penis and he sensed another shudder
of mind-reeling orgasm tear through her doubly-skewered loins. Eileen was out of her
mind with desire now and throbbed out an orgasm that seemed to go on and on
forever.
From where he crouched behind her quivering body, Jed Falk could hardly believe what
was happening. He remembered the few times his dead wife had experienced orgasms,
but nothing like this! Christ, had his own innocent son luckily discovered one of those
rare women who just came and came until they passed out from sheer exhaustion? It
seemed impossible that this proud, educated woman could be like that and yet she
continued to quiver and groan, working furiously against the two hard-fucking cocks
that ceaselessly pounded into her wet, stretched passage. Again and again, they both
rammed into her, fucking into her faster until she gasped desperately for air. Her dark
hair danced and flew around her flushed face as she strove to get the maximum of
sensation from their steadily accelerating pace.
Then, suddenly', Eileen's brain reeled anew as she heard a low animal-like groan erupt
from deep in the throat of the sweating, pumping boy filling her ravaged cunt – with
his long suddenly swelling cock. She peered down between her heavily swaying breasts
to watch his glistening penis begin to throb out its boiling hot liquid deep up inside her
sucking pussy. She could see it jerking forward and tunneling its way as deeply into her
filled belly as it could go to shoot its hot flood of sperm far, far up into her wildly
contracting cunt. Then she saw the lewd white fluid of his youthful desire bubbling and
overflowing on his tightly-sheathed penis and down on the insides of her wide-spread
legs.
"Oh, Pa, I'm cumming... I'm cummmmming!" Warren shouted breathlessly out into the
air. He jumped hard up into her crazily a last time, causing her to jump from the pain
as the blunt head of his towering prick collided against her tender cervix, then he
collapsed back against the floor.
Eileen could feel the older man's hot load building up to the bursting point as his own
thick inflated cock tightened and flexed in her desperately-clenching rectum, and she
clamped even harder on it to speed on his orgasm. Suddenly she felt the white bubbling
river of his cum shoot with a spurting thud deep up against the inside of her rubbery
hot asshole as she pitched out of control with her own final orgasm, the excruciating
pleasure rippling through every bone and muscle of her tormented body in electrical
shocks. She could feel the jerking pulsation of his spewing cock as it emptied its deposit
of white juices deep, deep up into her still-contracting bowels.
A moment later, Jed Falk's huge deflating penis slipped limply out from her ravaged
rectum and she felt her muscles shudder violently as one final gush of pleasure rippled
through her exhausted body. Then, she fell limply forward to rest on Warren's heaving
chest.
For what seemed like hours, their panting filled the now otherwise silent room. Cream
like cum fluids oozed from her slowly closing anus, trickling down the soft yielding
crevice of her buttocks to mix with Warren's sperm over-flowing from her still
throbbing pussy-lips. She rolled off the sandy-haired youngster's body, softly groaning
as his withered penis slithered lifelessly from her used vagina, and she lay between the
sprawled forms of the father and his son, her smooth, perfect legs still open as the pink
loose folds of her vulva glistened with the sticky white sperm fluids.
Slowly, Eileen's senses began to return to her and her warm glow of contentment
started to fade as she suddenly realized that she had been treated like the lowest whore
by both Warren and his father. With returning bitterness, she wondered if the two men
would expect to be visiting her regularly, as Ruby and Malcolm had promised to do, to
use her desirable body whenever they felt the need. Or maybe they had further plans to
humiliate her that afternoon. After all she had been through in the past week, Eileen
doubted she could stand another attack on her bruised body and mind. She was just
about to rise from the floor when Warren lifted his head and began to speak.
"Wow, Pa, what do you think now? Wasn't that just the greatest thing ever?"
Eileen instantly braced herself for the scathing sarcasm die was certain was about to
come from Jed Falk's lips. She, too, was certain that the older man had enjoyed it but
she expected him to make some excuse, then revile her in front of his son, just as he
had done before. Well, didn't she deserve it? the gorgeous brunette shrugged mentally.
He had called her a slut before he had shoved his tremendous cock up into her then
virginal rectum and there was nothing she could do now but admit that it was probably
true. She had sunk as low as any woman could go that afternoon and the boy was
obviously the only one who did not realize it.
"It was fine, son... it really was," Jed Falk finally said, his voice amazingly gentle. 
"I'm afraid I owe this lady an apology."
Eileen was dumbstruck by what she heard. Unable to stop herself, she quickly opened
her eyes and stared unashamedly back at the gray-haired man. For the first time, she
began to realize that he was a very handsome man and she saw an infinite amount of
tenderness in his expression as he gazed at her. Without thinking, she cringed back
toward Warren as his father reached out toward her, but he merely laid his hand softly
on her naked hip and rubbed gently.
"You're a real woman, ma'am" he said softly. "I only wish I'd met someone like you
years ago, but I guess it wouldn't have mattered. I got too much work just tryin' to
make ends meet on the farm to do any courtin'. It's a pity I'm just about too old now..."
Eileen smiled warmly, understanding finally why this handsome rough-spoken man had
seemed so insensitive and harsh. It was not meanness on his part but only worry from
years of unaided struggling to raise a son without a mother and scrape out a living from
the worn-out land that had made Richland Crossing so poor. She unhappily
remembered her decision to leave the shabby little cross-roads town and wondered if it
would still be necessary. It would be almost too hard to leave behind the adventures
that she had found today. She had a feeling that Jed Falk was the kind of man she had
been waiting to meet all the years since she had so bitterly left college, and though he
had been brutal with her this afternoon, she suspected it was only because he too had
reason to be disillusioned. For a short while, she had felt at home with them, part of a
real family, but she dared not hope that it would be anything more than a single happy
memory, one isolated in all the lonely years of her life.
"You make me feel very good, Mr. Falk," die said gratefully. "I could never tell you
what I've been through in the last few days... but somehow this makes it all
worthwhile."
"What do you mean?" Warren piped up indignantly from behind her. "You mean you
really didn't like it yesterday? Pa said not to believe it!"
"Pa was right," Eileen chuckled, sobering quickly as she remembered the nightmare
experience of the night before. "It was something else... Some horrible people named
Ruby and Malcolm knew what happened between us in the afternoon and they came
over last night. It was awful! They forced me to do things that... I can't even talk about
it... They said they would come back again too, and if I didn't let them have their way,
they'd tell you what happened with Warren." Once again, the beautiful brunette
avoided Jed Falk's eyes in fear that she had finally convinced him that she truly did fit
into one of his two categories for women.
"That dirty bastard!" the gray-haired man exploded and Eileen tensed and she saw his
whole body stiffen with rage. "I've always known he was a no-good, hanging around
with that silly little slut, but this is too much! If only I could get my hands on him..."
"Yeah, Pa, let's go back home and get him right now," Warren said, his voice echoing
his father's fury.
Jed shook his head. 'The sheriff came by today and told me they got crazy-drunk last
night and wrecked the bar. They even ran off with all of Hank's money from the till.
Apparently, they're out of the county already, the damned fools."
Eileen felt almost giddy with relief at the good news. Unable to restrain herself, she
threw her arms around the older man's neck in joy. 'Thank God, then I can stay here,"
she bubbled happily. "I was afraid I'd have to go back to Chicago to get away from
them!"
"Chicago?" Warren's father exclaimed, pushing her away from him with mock
sternness. His brown eyes danced happily as he gazed down into her wide blue ones,
and he said determinedly, "You better not go to Chicago or anyplace for a few days.
We're gonna kill a turkey out at the place and someone's gonna have to help us eat it,
now that Malcolm's gone."
"Hey, where's Beanbag?" Warren suddenly exclaimed, leaping to his feet behind her.
Eileen broke away from the magic spell of Jed's eyes with difficulty and looked up at the
youngster in amusement. "His name's Lucifer, Warren, and he's probably sleeping on
my bed," she advised him, then added with a secret smile, "He's a good dog... he knows
when he's not needed."


Chapter 8


"Hey, Eileen, Pa-"
"It's Mrs. Falk in this classroom, Warren, and you're eighteen minutes late for class.
Now, what's your excuse?"
Eileen tried to look angry as she stepped away from the second – and third – grade
children she had been teaching when Warren arrived in the school room. It was
difficult for her to discipline him, not because he was a bad child, but now that she and
Jed had been married a month, she and the handsome youngster were in bed together
at least once a day. The constant transition from lover to mother to teacher was
sometimes a little confusing for her. Still, Jed often told her that she was doing a fine
job of raising the boy... when she could find any time to spend with him. It seemed that
she and her loving new husband spent more time exploring the joys of each other's
bodies than anything else. Jed had a little time to relax now that he could depend on
her salary to help them out with expenses and people in town were saying that he
seemed twenty years younger since they had been married. Eileen only knew that she
was glowing with joy... and she knew that this honeymoon would never end.
"Well, Sweetheart?" she said more softly now that she was out of hearing range of the
other youngsters. "What did your father say?"
"Man, you're not going to believe this!" he began excitedly, then grimaced as Eileen
held a warning finger to her lips. He went on more softly, "Sheriff Henderson came to
the house this morning and he said that they caught Ruby and Malcolm outside
Detroit. They had a panel truck and Malcolm was outside collectin' money for guys to
go inside and-"
"Warren! We're in school," Eileen gasped, glancing back over her shoulder to see if any
of the other students had heard. When she saw that they were all working quietly, she
turned back to her new stepson, asking in a whisper, "Are they bringing them back to
Richland Crossing?"
"No, dam it," he muttered angrily. "The sheriff said they'll have plenty of time to do up
in Michigan. Turned out, a lot of those guys were just high school kids."
"All right, go sit down and study for your geography test," she told him, turning away
to hide the sudden change of her expression. It was shocking and more than a little
frightening to hear that her two tormentors had finally been arrested and would
undoubtedly be imprisoned for doing exactly what she had done to young Warren. It
was incredibly ironic and a little too close for comfort. Even now, in December, almost
three months from the fateful day when she had first taken Warren home with her,
Eileen still could barely believe that things had worked out so well. It was only a little at
a time that she was able to accept that, after all these years, she had finally found a man
and a family who loved her as much as she loved them.
"There's something else," a voice said behind her and Eileen turned around, realizing
with a shock that Warren had not yet gone to his seat. The fair-haired youngster
grinned mischievously at her and said, "Pa wants to know what we're gonna do now
with that 'fool dog' of Ruby's."
Eileen blushed and remembered the night, not too long ago when she had finally
confessed to both Falk men about what had happened to her the night that Ruby and
Malcolm had blackmailed her. Far from being as shocked as she had expected, both
males had excitedly demanded a demonstration – claiming disbelief that any dog would
be trained that way. She had reluctantly given in, only to find out later that night, after
being fucked by the huge black dog, as well as by father and son, that they both knew
about Ruby's performing dog from gossip in the town. They had just been waiting for
her to find out about the animal's strange talents. It had been a good night, but then,
they all were good nights now...
"Well," Eileen said slowly, feigning thoughtfulness. "I suppose we'll just have to keep
old Lucifer. Not that I'm greedy, of course..."
"That's what Pa said you'd say," Warren said knowingly and walked off to his desk,
chuckling quietly as he went.
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Chapter 1


Down on the smooth gleaming sand reflecting the soft shimmerings of 
moonlight, the two figures of a boy and girl clad only in bathing suits 
lay stretched out on a long orange beach blanket. Behind them was the 
sound of booming surf, and up the dunes several yards away from them 
the girl could see the silhouettes of several couples dancing to loud 
music coming from a portable phonograph.


"No, Bob, you mustn't," the girl said, pulling away from the boy's 
hands that were moving down over the top of her bikini and gently 
fondling beneath the light nylon material that covered the girl's large 
firm breasts.


"Dammit, Ellen, it's not as if we've just met each other, We're 
practically engaged," Bob said, his voice rising in anger.


"I know, but something inside me says 'not yet'. As foolish as it may 
sound, I still believe in keeping myself for you until after we are 
married."


The youth lay back on the blanket and was silent for a minute. Ellen 
could hear his deep breathing come heavily, and she looked down at his 
face and smiled a deep warm smile.


"Listen, Bob, I love you," she said, grasping his hand for a moment, 
then moving away as she sensed his strongly aroused body push against 
the smooth tanned skin of her naked belly. "I want you to touch me, as 
much as you want to, but I know it will make a difference. Now, do you 
understand?"


"Yes, I guess I do," he said softly. "But there's no law that I can't 
give it a try once in awhile. We have been going together for more than 
a year, and a guy gets tired of waiting."


"I know it's hard, and maybe that will make what we have later on more 
worth while."


Ellen knew that these words only angered her boyfriend further, but she 
didn't know any other way to describe her strong feelings about it so 
that he would understand. Purity, honor, and virginity--these were 
words that she had been taught so thoroughly by her mother and father 
to cherish. The girl knew it would be difficult for any boy to 
understand her deeply rooted feelings, especially when her own parents 
had divorced recently, going against the ideals they had so carefully 
attempted to develop in their two children. She was excited by Bob's 
closeness to her, and it was obvious that he knew it, but she just 
couldn't give in to these emotions that were growing more and more 
intense with each time he touched her.


Bob moved closer, his hand running affectionately across her bare 
shoulder before slowly beginning to stroke her hair with comforting 
softness. He put his mouth close to her ear and said softly: "Darling, 
I will try. I think I understand how you feel. I--I don't know what got 
into me there for a minute."


Pleased, she turned and gently kissed him, and felt his warm mouth 
respond as he moved his hand from the soft silkiness of her hair and 
began to caress the smooth-tanned flesh of her shoulders and back. 
Again there was that urgent tingle of quickly suppressed pleasure. She 
pulled her mouth away from his and said, "I love you so much! I want 
you to know that. Sometimes I think you feel I don't love you because I 
won't go all the way."


The boy laughed and sat up from the blanket, running his hand down her 
tanned arm that shone a creamy gold color in the glow of the moonlight. 
Then, clasping her hand tightly, they sat silently for a moment in a 
warm affectionate embrace and gazed out beyond the surf into the 
silvery stillness of the Atlantic Ocean.


"I suppose I should be looking for Jennifer," she said, tapping her 
finger lightly against his chin. "I don't see her up there with the 
rest of the party."


"She's probably making out behind some sand dune with my brother, if I 
know Jennifer," Bob remarked and laughed sharply.


"What kind of comment was that? Your older brother is no angel. I 
hardly trust him with my sister, and the joke of it all is that they're 
supposed to be chaperoning us to this party!"


"Jennifer is a grown woman now," Bob said, a note of sarcasm entering 
his voice. "She knows what's good for her, after all her experiences 
with that fast college crowd she's been hanging out with."


"Now that is mean! How could you say a thing like that about my 
sister," she exclaimed. "But I am getting a bit concerned about her. 
Since Mom and Dad got divorced she just hasn't been the same person."


"I wouldn't worry too much about it," he comforted, holding her hand 
softly. "It's probably just as you say. She's having a little fling, 
and she'll come out of it fairly soon ... I think."


"I wouldn't be so concerned if she were just staying out all night," 
she sighed. "But it's the pot smoking that I don't like."


"Now that's something we can't do anything about," Bob said slowly. 
"Your mother's me one who is at fault there."


"I--I don't know. It's so hard for Mom to control her, you know. If Dad 
were only living with us I think the whole problem would clear right 
up. As it is, she just laughs right in Mom's face and says that her 
life is her own business."


"Ellen, I really wish you wouldn't get so darn worked up about all 
this. Jennifer is twenty-two years old, and by all standards she is a 
mature adult. If she insists on carrying on and going to bed with every 
man she meets that's her own affair."


"Now, you stop that!" Ellen shouted at him in sudden anger. "You have 
no right to talk about my family that way."


"I do if I'm going to marry their daughter, the nice daughter that is," 
he said abruptly, pulling his hand from her tensed fingers.


"That's enough! There's no reason to condemn her just because of some 
idle rumors we've heard."


"From what Phil says," Bob replied, "they're more than rumors."


"Oh! You're not being fair! Jennifer has always been someone I looked 
up to, and if she's having some problems I think we should try to 
understand them rather than condemn her this way."


Ellen reached across the long beach blanket and picked up the jeans and 
tee shirt she had worn to the beach party over her bathing suit. "I 
think I'm going to take a little walk," she said, trying to hold back 
the flood of tears that was beginning to build in her eyes. "I just 
can't stand hearing all this talk about Jennifer. She's my sister, and 
we've always stood up for each other ... and it's not going to be any 
other way."


The girl quickly rose from the blanket and drew her striped tee shirt 
over her head, pulling the light clinging material across the large 
full orbs of her young breasts and lifting her jeans up over the smooth 
curves of her firmly rounded thighs. Bob looked up at her voluptuous 
figure standing in the moonlight. An off-shore breeze blew gently 
through her long blonde hair and sent light ripples through her shirt 
that softly accented the full curves of her sensuously budding young 
body.


"Dammit, I wish you'd understand that I'm not criticizing you or your 
sister," he said, springing up from the blanket. "I just wish you 
wouldn't get so involved in her problems."


"I need time to think, Bob, really I do," she said, turning to him for 
a moment. "I think I'll go up to the party and get a can of beer and 
sit by myself for awhile."


The angry young girl walked barefooted across the beach and approached 
the far side of the bonfire. She looked back for a moment as she 
reached for two cans of beer in the cooler buried in the sand. Bob was 
still sitting on the blanket, probably sulking because of their 
argument, but there was nothing she could do about that! She was hurt 
and angry at his calloused attitude towards Jennifer's problems. She 
moved from the group of young people and walked down the sand towards a 
promontory of rock that rose up above the sand dunes. She would drink 
the beer and maybe she'd feel a little better. But now she felt so 
empty and sad inside, and she began to sob softly, letting the tears 
stream down her cheeks as she walked through patches of long grass that 
grew along the edge of the beach. Did Bob know how much he was hurting 
her, and could he comprehend that love meant more than trying to feel a 
girl's breasts beneath her bathing suit? Did he know that part of a 
relationship meant helping the other person with their problems and, 
most of all, showing understanding towards those problems?


She stopped for a moment and looked back towards the bonfire. The loud 
music was only a soft murmur now, and it seemed to merge with the rush 
of waves exploding only a few yards away from her down the beach. Bob 
was probably enjoying himself now with some of the fellows, she thought 
angrily to herself. He got over these spats they had so easily and, 
well, she just didn't have his capacity to forget things as quickly. In 
this respect she was her father's daughter, and funny as it might have 
seemed, she was proud of it. Yet it had been her father's stubbornness 
in the face of the one tragic indiscretion her mother had made during 
their twenty-five years of marriage that had sent him into a rage that 
had ended in the break-up of their marriage. Ellen didn't know exactly 
what had happened between her parents, and she had justly believed that 
it would be foolish for her to pry. But, somehow, she felt Jennifer's 
recent behavior was a kind of defense the older girl had developed 
against the true facts of their parents' divorce.


Ellen lowered herself down onto the soft grass and popped open the top 
of the beer can she held in her hand. She was no psychologist and she 
couldn't even try to understand all of her sister's present 
difficulties. She would just sit here and drink her beer, and maybe 
this would make her feel a bit better. The beer that she had drunk 
earlier that evening had calmed her nerves somewhat, but the argument 
with Bob had made her feel edgy again. Things had been piling up so 
fast in the past few months she could hardly stand it. First it had 
been her parents' divorce, then it had been Jennifer's problems, and 
now Bob was pushing her to give him more than she felt she really could 
safely offer at this stage of their relationship.


Ellen inched down over the grass, setting her beer can in a mound of 
white sand. She scooped her hands through the smooth grains and let 
them sift through her fingers, feeling them pour soothingly over her 
small delicately arched ankle. Then she reached for the beer again and 
took a long, deep gulp. Might as well get herself good and relaxed, she 
thought with a girlish giggle, taking another sip and running the cold 
bottom of the can down across the suntanned skin of one of her long, 
perfectly formed legs. She drained the beer can and tossed it down on 
the beach, watching it land a few feet from the pounding surf. A light-
headed tingle seemed to ease the tense anxious feeling that she had 
grown uncomfortably accustomed to during the past hour. She lifted 
herself gracefully from the sand and looked down to the line of white 
frothy water splashing several yards away from her. There was nothing 
she would like more at this moment than a quick dip in the ocean, and 
she walked down towards the surf, the last full can of beer and her 
sandals still clenched in her hands.


Ellen felt the sand grow cool beneath her feet as she crossed the high-
tide line and approached the water. The bonfire at the beach party was 
only a small flicker now and the sound of the crashing waves blotted 
out the loud music coming from the portable phonograph. She didn't want 
to go too deep into the water since she was all alone. She had heard so 
many terrible stories of moonlight dips ending in horrible tragedy for 
solitary swimmers, but she would be careful, she thought, as she 
settled down on the damp sand and pulled her jeans off her legs. She 
let the foamy water surge over her legs and splash onto her smooth flat 
belly, and then decided it wouldn't be wise for her to swim alone. If 
there was any trouble, she laughed to herself, there would be no one 
but a bunch of half-loaded college kids to fish her out, and they would 
probably sink!


Ellen smiled to herself, noting her cheerful change of mood, and popped 
open the last can of beer. God! She was getting a little loaded 
herself, but she enjoyed the giddy feeling and reasoned happily that 
she deserved her own private little fling after all she had been 
through during the past few months. As she lay back feeling the cool 
sand cup firmly around her buttocks, she thought she heard a voice 
break through the roar of surf. She sat up, cocking her head to catch 
the direction the voice had come from. If someone was out in the ocean 
she would be helpless to save them. She had taken junior lifesaving in 
high school, but she would be completely incapable of pulling a 
struggling body from the undertow which had been particularly strong 
this evening.


Ellen stood up and methodically put on her jeans and sandals. She could 
hear the voice, no they were voices now, coming from a sand dune behind 
her. One voice was obviously a girl's, and the girl sounded as though 
she were being hurt! Low muffled groans resounded through the rush of 
foaming water, and Ellen moved up the beach a few paces towards where 
she thought the sound was coming from. Now she made out clearly a man's 
low voice accompanied by what sounded like protesting whimpers from the 
girl.


There was another moan but it was longer this time and had a quivering 
almost pleading tone to it. The groan was followed by a harsh laugh 
from the man, and then the hard slap of flesh, as though the girl were 
being beaten.


Ellen turned from behind the sand dune and started to move away down 
the beach towards the party. "If I can just get to the other kids 
before the poor girl is hurt," Ellen said to herself. As she moved 
quietly away from the sloping dune she heard the shrill female voice 
rise up more loudly and high-pitched. Then the embarrassing thought 
struck her that perhaps the girl wasn't being beaten or molested, in 
fact she might be enjoying what was being done to her. Before jumping 
to conclusions, she should at least glimpse what was happening. If 
there was some trouble, she could inform one of the boys at the bonfire 
about what was going on.


Chapter 2


Ellen crouched down below the pile of gleaming white sand, then began 
inching up over the smoothly sloping mound. The sound of voices was 
clearer now, and the sharp groans from the girl seemed to be turning 
into squeals of pain that sent a shudder of fright through Ellen's 
stomach.


"Oh yes, that feels good, yeeessss, I like it like that!" the female 
voice echoed out clearly.


Then in a flash of startled recognition Ellen knew the pleading sounds 
that were obviously mixed with pleasure were coming from her own 
sister's mouth! Now, she was too close to move away, and no matter what 
was happening to Jennifer, and no matter how her sister might be 
fighting or enjoying whatever the man was doing to her, she must at 
least see what was going on to clear up the confused thoughts that 
raced through her brain.


The crouching young girl took a deep breath and worked her way slowly 
and silently up the long slope of sand. It seemed as though it took 
hours for her to move just a few feet, and she found the sand catching 
uncomfortably in the cuffs of her jeans and scraping against her calves 
and sandalled feet as she inched gradually to the top. Her whole body 
tensed as she reached the flat ridge of sand at the summit of the long 
slope.


The sand suddenly gave against the pressure of her body, and some of it 
sifted down towards the shadowy figures she could barely make out 
below. God, if they saw her now it would be all she would need! Her 
heart stopped and she dared not to breathe. They must have heard it, 
she thought fearfully; but no, the strange noises still came from below 
her without letup, their intensity increasing with each passing moment. 
She could discern sounds of heavy breathing and a rustle of clothing 
scraping against the sand, punctuated by animal-like grunts and moans 
of pleasure. Her eyes were becoming accustomed to the dark shadows 
below the hill, and now the light scud of clouds covering the moon 
opened up and exposed the half-naked figures of her sister and two 
males on a blanket only a few yards from Ellen.


There was no mistake about it! Jennifer's clearly outlined profile 
stood out in the moonlight as obvious as a photograph. Ellen paled 
again and sucked in her breath. This couldn't be happening to her 
sister it was far beyond her wildest imaginings! Jennifer sat with her 
legs splayed wide apart, the small bra of her bikini swim suit pulled 
off to expose the smoothly rounded firmness of her full, pink-nippled 
breasts. The two boys beside her sat stretched out with their bathing 
suits clinging to their feet and their fingers and hands fondling 
Jennifer's large breasts. It was impossible to believe, but Jennifer 
appeared to be enjoying it. To Ellen's complete shock and further 
disgust, her sister was holding the two boys' rigidly erect cocks in 
each of her hands and was stroking them in lewd rhythmic time to the 
sensuous movements of their fingers which fondled and pulled at the 
nipples of her breasts.


Ellen let out a low, exasperated sigh as she inched closer to the three 
figures sprawled out on the sand below her. She could make out the 
shape of Jennifer's features. God! She was really enjoying it, Ellen 
whispered unbelievingly to herself. Her sister's mouth contorted into a 
lewd smile, her tongue licking softly at her wetly parted lips. Her 
eyes were half-closed, her brow furrowed as if in deep concentration, 
and her thighs were making a salacious grinding movement that swished 
softly against the blanket below her smoothly curved buttocks.


Suddenly the boy sitting closest to Ellen turned and she immediately 
recognized him as Phil, Bob's brother. Ellen remembered Bob's comment 
earlier about Jennifer probably making out behind some sand dune with 
his brother, and she almost gasped when she realized how true Bob's 
sarcastic remarks really were. Yes, her sister really must be troubled 
to be doing this and loving it the way she was. She watched as 
Jennifer's hand clenched around the long expanding rod of Phil's cock, 
and she flinched as she heard a trio of groans rise up from the dim 
moonlight lit forms below. The two men's hands moved in sensuous arcs 
across Jennifer's breasts bringing out stronger moans from the 
voluptuous young girl who seemed as though she were about to break into 
swoons of ecstasy any minute.


Phil's head bent toward Jennifer's round full breast and his tongue 
slid out of his mouth and began licking at one of the pink erect 
nipples. His head seemed to move in tiny circles around it, and Ellen 
could hear wet sucking sounds and further mewls of pleasure spilling 
from her sister's lips. Jennifer's stomach arched up and wriggled 
obscenely as though to lift her breasts closer to the tantalizing 
fingers and warmly moist lips pulling and sucking at the pink tipped 
buds of her breasts. Yes, Ellen thought, there was no doubt about it, 
Jennifer was definitely enjoying this, and she acted as though she had 
done this with other men many times before. The younger sister clenched 
her hands in the sand as tears of rage and confusion welled up and 
flooded her eyes. Now there was nothing she could do but watch and 
remember this moment which was already etched indelibly into her mind 
like a painful scar she couldn't get rid of.


Down below the watching girl, Phil moved his hand over the erect little 
nipples of Jennifer's breast, while the other man, who seemed a few 
years older, caressed the rounded plane of her nakedly exposed belly, 
and thrust his fingers in a smooth motion beneath the girl's bikini 
panties. Jennifer began stroking the two men's hardnesses more rapidly 
now, and Ellen could see the long thick shaft of Phil's large fleshy 
penis burgeon out with each successive jerk. Ellen was only a few scant 
yards away, and her impulse was to run from the horrifying scene; but 
she realized mat one false movement could send down another slide of 
sand and call attention to herself.


And so she watched in horrified fascination as her sister's fingers 
skinned the thick foreskin of Phil's uncircumcised cock rapidly up and 
down the full length of it, the huge bulbous head bursting evilly into 
view like a giant monster crawling from a secret lair with each 
downward stroke of her hand. Ellen was close enough to see Jennifer's 
contorted face let out a deep groan as Phil's hand moved down and 
joined the other man's finger beneath her thin bikini panties. The 
older sister began hard spasmodic jerks on the two sperm-inflated cocks 
as Phil slid the panties down her hotly writhing thighs, exposing a 
glistening mound of thin curling pubic hair just inches away from his 
huge impatiently pulsating penis. The moonlight shone brightly down on 
the strange orgiastic scene and cast a lewd glare over the boy's long 
white shaft that was closest to Ellen's vision. She was near enough to 
see the head was covered with a white sticky-looking fluid that must 
have been the lubrication men secreted from their organs when they 
became excited. Both penises looked monstrously large to Ellen as she 
had never seen one before, and she wondered how it would be possible to 
have something like that inside of her. It looked like it would be 
terribly painful, almost impossible to take.


Ellen knelt down closer to the edge of the sand dune. Phil had looked 
up and must have seen something from the way he had turned away from 
Jennifer for a moment. Oh God, he would never forgive her for spying on 
them, but she just had to find out what was going on.


Ellen suppressed a moan of relief as Phil turned back again. Her sister 
was now completely naked, her long legs stretched out obscenely wide 
while the other boy ran his fingers and hands up and down over her 
stomach to the moist fleshy lips of her nakedly glistening cunt. Ellen 
leaned forward a little to see what the next step in the lewd spectacle 
being played out before her would be. As she pushed aside some of the 
sand that obscured her vision she felt her heart begin to pound 
thunderously in her chest. It beat so hard she thought the three naked 
figures down below her might hear it as though an alarm had been 
sounded!


But it was clear that they were so engrossed in what they were doing 
that a sand storm could have blown up and they would have remained 
undisturbed! Phil stood over the two embracing figures and began making 
long smooth strokes on his fleshy instrument that stiffened into 
greater hardness. He signaled to the older man who paused in his lewd 
task and removed his massaging index finger from Jennifer's up-thrust 
young cunt before pulling away from the girl. It appeared as though the 
two young men had made some kind of an arrangement before they had 
begun their dual seduction, and it had been agreed that Phil would be 
the first one to fuck the obviously aroused young girl. Ellen watched 
in horrified amazement as Phil leaned down over Jennifer's white supple 
nakedness in the sand below him. The youth slowly lowered himself to 
the ground and crawled up over her lewdly squirming body, and Ellen 
could see her widespread thighs stretch wider apart to accent the 
entrance of the huge blood-engorged cock inside the lips of her moistly 
glistening vagina. Phil's muscular buttocks squirmed for a moment as 
they thrust down toward the soft juncture up between Ellen's sister's 
legs. His hands reached down beneath the firm white moons of her 
buttocks, and pulled them up toward the blood-filled head of his cock 
as it slowly pressed into the narrow hair-lined slit of her cunt.


"Ooooh, God," she heard her sister moan, "Ram it up to my tits!"


Ellen felt the blood draining from her head and fought to retain her 
balance and keep from falling down the sloping edge of the sandy 
precipice. Her head whirled. She began to feel faint and weak, and she 
tried to blot out the unbelievable obscene act going on before her 
eyes. There on the sand below her, lewdly displayed so anyone who came 
along could see, was her own sister pleading for Bob's brother to do 
vile things to her, while at the same time an older man kneeled next to 
them stroking his monstrously hardened cock above their thrashing 
bodies.


"Hurry up, Phil, damn it. Leave some of that hot little pussy for me 
will you?" she heard the man growl in eagerness and lewd impatience.


Ellen wanted to lunge down the hill and rip the bodies apart. She felt 
her muscles tense and me cords of her neck strain out as though she 
were being drawn involuntarily towards an act which would only make 
things irrevocably worse. She tried to erase the incomprehensible 
violation of her own sister's body from her eyes by shielding her 
vision with her hand, but then she heard the low mewling groans of 
pleasure rise up with greater intensity, and for some strange reason 
Ellen felt she had to look. She stared in detached revulsion at 
Jennifer's long slim legs rising up above Phil's grinding thighs and 
watched as her sister pressed the sides of her ankles like strong fists 
into Phil's driving buttocks, sending his groin plunging towards her 
wide stretched young pussy, the thick, wetly glistening cock 
disappearing and reappearing with each cruel thrust and withdrawal that 
he made into her.


Ellen could see her sister's thighs buckle upwards again as though 
Phil's hardened flesh thrust half-way inside of her eagerly clasping 
femaledom just wasn't enough. Then the youth inched his hands farther 
under the smooth curve of Jennifer's hungrily trembling ass-cheeks and 
squeezed her white undulating moons with a savage strength. The 
wantonly writhing girl began a rhythmic squirming movement in an 
attempt to capture the entire length of his sperm-filled shaft inside 
the hot pulsating passage of her cunt. Ellen strained her eyes and 
could see the moistly clasping lips of her sister's hungrily flowering 
pussy sucking tightly around me hard rubbery head of his fleshy 
instrument. Ellen's eyes gaped open in stunned disbelief as it skewered 
deeply in, then came pulsing downward on the outstroke and grazed its 
long white ridge against the softly curling pubic hairs that gripped 
teasingly at the semen-bloated fullness of the underside of his cock.


Now Jennifer was churning her eagerly writhing buttocks and glistening 
white thighs more rapidly. Rippling mewls of pleasure spilled from her 
wide open mouth and accompanied the lewd slap of naked flesh on flesh 
and soft scrape of sand beneath the obscenely pounding bodies. Ellen 
lay crouched on the sand, numbed with shock, and watched hypnotized as 
the sperm swollen sack of her fianc's brother's balls slapped against 
the flat plane just beneath her sister's nakedly exposed buttocks, the 
girl's legs curling and uncurling in animal-like desperation around the 
sinewy muscles of Phil's lower back.


"Oooooooh, fuck me now, darling, fuck me now," Jennifer moaned up into 
his open mouth, her eyes clenched tightly shut, her pelvis grinding.


Ellen held her breath again for what seemed like the thousandth time 
since she had climbed up the sand dune a few moments before. Both 
Jennifer and Phil were breathing heavily, and Ellen noticed streams of 
perspiration trailing down their nakedly young bellies as the incessant 
smack of their sweat-moistened flesh built into an insane crescendo of 
lust that would lead inevitably to orgasm. Ellen could see one of his 
hands clench and unclench around her sister's rounded white ass cheeks 
as he pumped and hollowed his buttocks into her groin and moved his 
other hand up to her breasts to begin squeezing the passion inflamed 
nipples in a final gesture of frenzied lust.


Then suddenly Ellen heard a long gurgling noise come from beneath the 
nakedly fucking boy, the sound erupting deep, deep within Jennifer's 
throat as though she had no control over it. The girl's buttocks jerked 
uncontrollably up towards Phil several times, the lips of her tightly 
clasping cunt working and sucking at his cock as though trying to milk 
him dry. At the same time the boy groaned above her and quickened his 
stroke, grinding hard and deep, his thick fleshy rod beginning to throb 
its milky white sperm deep down into her gratefully accepting belly. 
Ellen gasped as she saw Jennifer's head thrash from side to side under 
the final ravishing strokes. At the base of her glistening crotch Ellen 
could see clearly a tiny white stream of their intermingled cum trickle 
down over her naked thigh and dissolve lewdly into the sand below. One 
last throbbing jerk sent the couple into a subsiding spasm, and then 
they lay still, her sister's legs splayed obscenely out at the boy's 
sides.


The older man now stood over the immobile, but heavily breathing 
couple, rubbing the lust-incited shaft of his long hard penis into a 
fiery poker of flesh that he held as though he were brandishing a 
lance. Ellen knew all too well what was coming next and she began to 
move away, too horrified to watch, but too fascinated by the obscene 
spectacle to avert her head completely. Phil looked up smilingly at the 
standing figure of his friend and pulled his half-deflated cock with a 
loud wet sucking noise from Jennifer's moistly glistening vagina.


The last thing Ellen saw as she slid down the sand dune was the figure 
of the other male shrouded in spooky moonlight plunging his rock-hard 
cock deep down into her older sister's already sperm-flooded vagina.


She stood up at the base of the hill, brushing off her jeans and tee 
shirt, then began stumbling blindly up the beach. Tears of abject hurt 
and humiliation rolled silently down her cheeks, stinging against her 
skin that was sensitive from all the crying she had been doing that 
night. She trudged up the sloping sand and into the tall grass that 
bordered a gravel road with no sense of destination in mind. One thing 
was sure, and that was that she couldn't go back to the beach party in 
this state of mind. She needed time to think, and she might as well 
walk the five miles back to her house to save herself the tortuous 
explanations she would have to give Bob about how she had gotten into 
her condition. Bob could think what he liked, for all she cared. What 
she had seen a moment ago was enough to make up for all the tidbits of 
gossip Bob had told her about her sister, and Ellen had no intention of 
confirming his suspicions and letting him gloat about it for the next 
few months.


Yes, she would keep on walking, the exercise would do her some good and 
would help clear her head after all she had been through this evening. 
As she moved up onto the road she thought she heard one last moan of 
gurgling passion coming from below the sand dunes on the beach. They 
were probably still at it, she thought, and she felt the shock return 
as the obscenely lewd image of her sister's widespread, upraised thighs 
and Phil's nakedly pounding buttocks between them flickered momentarily 
through her mind. She had trusted and admired her sister for so many 
years and now her idol of strength and womanly virtue had turned to a 
soiled and tattered rag doll that would submit to any man that was 
immediately available! Well, it was Jennifer's life and Ellen certainly 
was not going to live it for her. She knew that she could not bear to 
live in the same house any more with her sister and her mother, who had 
grown increasingly remote and morose since the divorce. Yet she knew of 
no place she could run to and no one she could turn to at this dreadful 
moment. After she had seen Bob's brother, Phil, taking turns with 
another man gang banging her own sister, she was certain that she could 
never face her fianc again. There was an element in Bob that reminded 
her in a strange way of his brother, and Bob's own lusty demands on her 
this evening really bore this out.


She thought she just might move in with her father who had an apartment 
on the other side of the Florida Peninsula in St. Petersburg. But 
living with him would only create additional problems within the 
already disrupted family. Ellen had always been a bone of contention in 
the family anyway, as she had been her father's favorite and he had 
pampered her somewhat. He had acted rather indifferently toward 
Jennifer during the weeks that preceded her parents' separation, and 
Jennifer had sided with their mother, making matters worse, as her 
father had become quite emotionally demanding on Ellen and had flaunted 
his feelings as though he wanted to make the rest of the household 
jealous. It had been during this period that her sister began running 
around with that wild college crowd and had been introduced to 
marijuana. Jennifer had been a senior, and at that time Ellen was an 
entering freshman at the same Florida community college. They had 
commuted each day in Jennifer's car, and the two pretty young sisters 
had gotten into some deep conversations on their way to school about 
what life would be like after the divorce. There were moments when 
Ellen had almost felt that her sister wanted to confide in her about 
something that had occurred before their parents' final breakup, but 
the older girl had held back, as though she were afraid to hurt Ellen's 
feelings towards her parents.


But now all that was finished. The closeness she had once felt to 
Jennifer could never exist between them again after what she had just 
seen down on the beach. Yes, her own sister was nothing but a cheap 
little whore and probably always had been one, and Ellen had been 
gullible and loyal enough not to believe the pointed hints and 
insinuations that Bob had constantly been making about her.


But she wasn't thinking clearly. She had to find a way to leave her 
mother and sister without resorting to moving in with her father. What 
she would have to do was take a job where she could save up enough 
money to return to college in another part of the country. She had 
about five hundred dollars in her bank account from summer jobs she had 
worked at during high school and that would be enough to get her 
settled some place else. New York would certainly be far enough away 
from her parents and her sister so that she could begin to have a life 
of her own. She knew that her father would want to help her out, but 
she just couldn't permit that if she wanted to be independent and prove 
that she could support herself without parental assistance. Yes, this 
would resolve so many things. It just might be possible to get a 
modeling job in New York, but if this didn't work out, her secretarial 
skills would be helpful in getting work almost immediately.


She was so lost in her thoughts that it happened before she knew it!


"Well, hello there, Honey," a low voice suddenly broke through the 
darkness.


Chapter 3


Ellen stopped in her tracks and jerked around looking to see where the 
voice was coming from. She heard some rustling in the grass beside the 
road and made out two dimly silhouetted forms below the culvert.


"What you doing way out here in nowhere, Baby?" the voice echoed out 
across the road.


Ellen quickened her pace, turning away from the two men. She saw lights 
coming from a beach house up the road but it was quite a distance away 
from her, and she didn't know if she could make it before the man's 
comments turned into something more serious. They were probably two 
drunken college students from the beach party, but she wasn't going to 
take any chances. She had heard some frightening stories of rapes and 
murders along these lonely country roads, and she didn't intend to 
become another unfortunate victim.


She heard a light scurry of feet a few yards from the ditch beside her. 
It was then that she saw the face of one of the men coming out of the 
dark shadows of the tall grass. The men measured their pace just behind 
hers as though they had plenty of time to follow her. Ellen knew that 
if she began to run from the two men this would be the final stroke, so 
she slowed down, almost imperceptibly, yet kept herself ready for that 
burst of energy and strength she would have to put out once they began 
advancing more rapidly.


"I'll tell you what I think, Billy. I think she's playin' a little game 
with us," another unfamiliar voice remarked in a sinister tone. "She's 
playing the stuck-up little bitch, don't you think?"


"Just give her some time, Cash. All that walking her little ass is 
doing should warm her up."


"Yeah, and them watermelons of hers sure look juicy," the man named 
Billy replied, an obscene vicious tone evident in his voice. "I'd sure 
like to get my mouth around those tits."


Ellen involuntarily moved faster as she heard the men's feet scuffling 
up onto the shoulder of the gravel road. They were walking directly 
behind her now, but she didn't dare look back. Suddenly she knew she 
was really afraid, and she became sure that the two men were not part 
of the group at the beach party. None of the boys, no matter how lewd 
their intentions, would have spoken to a girl like that. She found 
herself moving at a half-run now, and she measured the distance to the 
tiny lights of the shack ahead of her. If she could only get within 
shouting distance of the beach house she just might have a chance.


"Now you just look at that. The little girl knows what to do with what 
she's got, wouldn't you say so, Cash?"


"I'm just thinking about them big sweet titties, and that hot lil old 
pussy I know she's got."


Billy laughed. "You'll have time enough to get into that. Now just 
watch the way she works that tight ass; look at it now, Cash!"


Ellen grimaced in fear and revulsion at the horrible insults the men 
were hurling at her. She heard the men chuckle and quicken their gait 
behind her, and she adjusted her pace, almost running now and feeling 
her heart pound desperately into her throat.


"You know, Billy, I don't think this hot little bitch likes what we're 
saying about her. Maybe she'd rather have us do it to her, rather than 
talk about it. Whaddya think?"


"I'll be the first to find out, Cash. And, man, do I have a cock that 
wants to find out!" Billy shouted out so that Ellen could hear each 
obscene syllable of his words.


"Now you just remember, don't stretch it too much," Cash chortled 
loudly, "she's got a lot of fucking ahead of her."


"Damn, man, don't you know you can't use up that kind of pussy?"


That was it! Ellen could stand the vile remarks the men were making to 
her no longer, and suddenly, from sheer panic she broke into a 
desperate run. She felt her sandals scrape on the loose gravel beneath 
her feet and the tightness of her jeans impede her speed, but she gave 
it all she had, churning her legs with a rapidity that astonished her 
as the adrenaline pulsed into her blood stream, quickening her flight. 
She could hear the men running behind her, and though she was fast, 
they seemed to be shortening the distance between them. The house was 
coming up closer and she could almost see inside the windows, but as 
she approached the fence that bordered the yard of the shack, her 
sandals tripped her up and she lost her stride.


"Goddamn, grab her before she gets on the porch," one of the men gasped 
almost out of breath behind her.


"Don't worry about me, worry about those little titties you were 
talkie' so much about," the other voice rang out from the darkness 
behind her.


She was just a few yards from the lawn that surrounded the house, and 
she strained and plunged in a final desperate surge of energy to go to 
the porch. God! it didn't seem to get any closer! Then from a short 
distance down the road she spotted the headlights of a car approaching 
them. The thought flashed through her mind that if there weren't people 
in the house she would be done for. So, abruptly changing her 
direction, she sprinted towards the center of the road, waving her arm 
at the headlights of the approaching vehicle.


And that had been her mistake.


Suddenly she felt her arms wrenched violently backwards and the steel 
grip of a hand muffle her mouth. She stood in the center of the road 
with the two men grappling violently against her, and her arms and legs 
flailing out wildly in a vain attempt to free herself from her captors. 
The only hope now was that the car that was nearing them would stop and 
offer her some assistance.


But it didn't.


It slowed down as it approached the struggling figures and Ellen could 
see a face press against the side window, then she heard the motor gun 
as the automobile shot out again into the murky darkness. It 
disappeared as quickly as it had appeared, phantom-like from nowhere, 
leaving her to suffer her fate alone on the empty shore-line highway.


"Help me! Oh God, please! Help me! Pleeeeaaase," Ellen finally wrenched 
her mouth from under the man's hand and wailed uselessly into the night 
after the disappearing car.


"Goddamn, she's a tough little bitch," she heard come from behind her, 
and felt the vise-like grip against her arms send piercing stabs into 
her straining shoulders. Once again the hand clenched tightly over her 
mouth.


Then, against her anguished protests, they pulled her backwards to the 
side of the road, pinning their arms tightly against her back so if she 
struggled more they could clench her elbows up to her shoulder blades 
and reduce her to a writhing mass of agonizing pain.


But it was fear that now raced through her as the two heavily breathing 
men dragged her back down the highway. Up ahead she recognized the 
hulking: shape of a pick-up truck that she had passed unnoticed only a 
few minutes before. Ellen made one last attempt to break loose, kicking 
at the taller man who stood next to her on the soft shoulder at the 
edge of the road. Then she felt her arm wrench up once more, and she 
bent down, groaning, more in fear now, and hoping desperately that she 
could distract her abductors for at least a moment until she could 
regain her strength. But they pulled her up from her half-kneeling 
position and dragged her on until she was facing the rear end of the 
truck.


"Oh God. Please no! Let me go!" she muttered under the tightly 
clenching hand over her mouth.


They hoisted her wrenching body ahead of them onto the floor of the 
open pick-up, and she felt her stomach strike painfully against cold 
metal. The image of a third man sitting on the floor of the truck bed 
swept past her widening, horror-stricken eyes as he grabbed for her 
shoulders and dragged her into the interior until her face fell hard 
onto his lap. Then Billy's heavy weight landed in a thud on her back, 
and a sharp stab of pain shot through her belly. Behind her, she heard 
Cash race along the dirt shoulder of the road to the front of the truck 
where he jumped onto the seat beside the driver. Then the truck roared 
off with a squeal of tires against the pavement.


"You got her, boys?" the rasping voice of the driver grunted excitedly.


"We ain't only got her, Pop. Wait till you see what she's got," Billy 
shouted jubilantly to the front of the truck. His stomach lay flat over 
her outstretched form and his free hand squeezed more tightly at the 
curve of her small waist. "Yeah, he ain't seen what we got," he 
repeated in a lewd whisper to Ellen, dropping his wet mouth to her ear.


"Well, just keep your goddam hand over her mouth," the driver chuckled, 
shifting into second and speeding up as the car hurried down the narrow 
country road. "I don't want no screams coming from this here pick-up 
truck while I'm driving it."


"Shoot, Pop. An old man like you, they'd think it was just pigs," Billy 
joked.


"Takes an older man to know the difference."


Ellen felt Billy's large muscular hand in a tight grip on her waist. 
The coarsened palm of his other hand pressed so strenuously against her 
slightly parted mouth that it felt like her lips were splitting over 
her own teeth. Her head had twisted and her cheek lay on the thigh of 
the other man with her face forced almost into his lap. A pungent 
masculine smell emanated from his spread open loins and permeated the 
air around her face, filling the whole of her every choking breath.


Tears of helpless terror streamed from Ellen's eyes as an image of 
Phil's long white cock sinking into her sister Jennifer's open and 
glistening vagina raced through her tortured mind, and she sobbed 
helplessly as she was hit with the horrible realization that she too 
might soon be filled with the brutal erect flesh of one of these crude 
men who had forced her off the country road into the truck.


"Oh God, please don't let it happen, please don't let them do that to 
me. Not that, dear God. Not what those boys did to Jennifer.


"Keep her trap shut, we're passin' another bunch of beach houses," the 
tense voice of the older man driving spoke again.


"Boy, these people got beach houses that don't quit."


"You shut up, too. Everyone be quiet."


Billy's hand tightened over Ellen's mouth, and she thought she was 
going to suffocate. Then her heart jumped into her throat and her 
breath stopped completely for one long tortuous moment as she realized 
that she might very well be killed if she didn't cooperate. The flow of 
her tears choked off abruptly and dried up with sheer terror.


"That's a nice girl," Billy's wet mouth muttered in her ear. "Billy 
boy's gonna reward you with something real good and hard. Oh, you're 
going to love what I've got for you."


His breath smelled heavily of alcohol and she could feel a sticky 
dampness forming between her back and his stomach as he sweated through 
his shirt in his efforts to keep her close to the floor. The smell of 
his sweat and the stale odor of alcohol and the pungency arising from 
the other man's lap all mixed together until she thought she was going 
to faint from the heat and the overwhelming fear that attacked each of 
her senses. She recalled dimly that the men were all dressed the same 
and her heart jolted anew as she made the grim connection between their 
identical blue outfits and prison uniforms. They must have escaped from 
the prison downstate and driven here because it was close to the state 
line or even because it was near the gulf and they planned to take a 
boat out of the country! Oh God, maybe she was going to be a hostage 
just like she'd read about happening to so many people almost every day 
in the newspaper. But why did it have to be her? Every nerve in her 
anguished body strained with the sudden hope that they would only keep 
her but not rape her. Not plunge their thick penises into her 
virginally defenseless vagina like she had seen Phil and his friend 
doing to Jennifer earlier that evening.


As if in answer to her question, Billy's free hand began an exploratory 
movement out from her small girlish waist. It ran excitedly over the 
side of her body, then he sighed and began breathing heavily, 
concentrating all his brutal force on prying the soft innersides of her 
thighs apart with his knee. Ellen fought with every bit of her 
strength, but the straining limbs gradually opened from the force of 
the pressure. His legs sank in between them and she felt a clothed 
hardness press along the top of her thigh. She shuddered in revulsion 
as she realized what he was trying to do to her. His penis had hardened 
from the lust-inciting contact of lying closely on top of her, and now 
he was trying to wedge his straining erectness against her completely 
defenseless pussy!


She squirmed her hips, groaning loudly in protest, but it was useless.


Beneath his pants, Billy's stiffened penis pushed hard and intimately 
into the junction between her legs. He pressed forward and the cloth of 
her jeans sank raspingly into the barely moist crevice of her 
helplessly spread young pussy.


The truck sped along through the summer night on the narrow country 
road, leaving the beach houses behind. In the front, there was a sound 
of the other two men shifting in their seats.


"You can relax now. We're out on open road,"-Ellen recognized the voice 
of Cash.


"Someone throw me a goddamn cigarette, will ye," she heard the second 
man in the back of the truck speak for the first time.


Ellen started as a pack of cigarettes flew over the front seat. The man 
grabbed the pack irritably and handed a second cigarette to Billy, the 
straining cloth across his lap lighting up rose-blue before Ellen's 
eyes as he struck a match.


"Goddamn it, Vito. Watch out, you bastard. You'll burn my hair," Billy 
grunted.


Billy was still pressed heavily over her back, but now Ellen looked up 
at Vito for the first time. He was much smaller than she had expected 
him to be, though his bony wiry frame had a definite look of vicious 
cruelty about it.


"Oh God, he's a killer!" the thought raced through her mind with a 
frightening sureness.


The truck bounced along the country road and as the men smoked their 
cigarettes, Ellen's glance returned again and again to the smaller man 
in dreadful fascination. A long narrow welt-like scar curled across one 
of his thin cheeks, and his long black unkempt hair shone greasily in 
the moonlight. The smoke grew thicker and thicker over her face until 
she thought she would choke. Then Billy jokingly forced the strong 
smelling cigarette to her mouth and made her puff on it, and she broke 
into a fit of coughing. An interminable length of time seemed to pass, 
and she began to feel nauseous as he forced it again and again to her 
lips.


"We're doing just fine back here," he yelled to the front loudly. Then 
he sank back onto her and sighed, grinding his hardness against her 
legs and chuckling softly. He laughed again and blew into her ear, 
sending waves of goose-bumps over her flesh, and the terrified young 
girl cringed in revulsion.


She stiffened and twisted her face to the side, straining to see out 
the back of the truck as though somewhere out there in the rapidly 
disappearing scenery she might find something, anything that would 
magically save her. But the empty fields flew uselessly by, and not a 
single car appeared on the long strip of highway. There was only the 
round disc of the moon shining brightly in the starless summer sky to 
give her small comfort.


"Roll her over," Vito said after a moment in a grudging voice, lighting 
a second cigarette. "I want to see the front." There was an irritated 
demanding quality to his words that sent new shivers of fear down 
Ellen's spine.


"Relax, Vito," Billy said confidently. "It's all there. I already 
checked it out for you."


"Looks like you're doing more than checking it out to me. C'mon, roll 
her over. I want to see what she's got for tits!"


"Shut up, man. You're botherin' me."


"All I got is the head." Vito's vicious tone now had a knife-like edge 
to it.


Tears of shame and humiliation welled in Ellen's eyes as she heard the 
two men discussing her as though she were a bag of potatoes they had 
loaded in the truck to take to market. The horror of the situation was 
almost too much to grasp. She could hardly think from the terrible fear 
and revulsion that overwhelmed her every attempt to figure out just 
what she could do, or if there was even anything she could do. All she 
knew w as that each of their hotly intimate touches and each of their 
lewd remarks was doing something to her that would make her forever 
different from the happily nave young person she had been only a few 
short minutes ago.


She felt Billy's hand possessively pull her body closer to him, and her 
attention shot back to the dire defenselessness of her immediate 
position. His other hand remained around her mouth, and his body wormed 
even closer against hers, his knees bending where hers did, as his 
chest fell harder against her back while her softly rounded young 
buttocks fitted more closely like one spoon in another into his bulging 
pelvis. Her soft flesh made the feared contact with his jutting 
hardness and she trembled, imagining the lewd look of obscene pleasure 
contorting the man's face. A seeming eternity passed by as his probing 
contact with her firm young flesh grew more frequent and harder.


"How much longer?" he said later, breathing heavily, his hand moving 
hungrily down her thighs over her tightly fitting jeans. "I think our 
little girl's getting uncomfortable here."


"About fifteen minutes until we get into the edge of town," Pop's voice 
said tensely from the driver's seat. "But keep the little bitch quiet. 
We'll soon be gettin' into some heavy traffic."


"Don't worry. She can't move," Billy muttered. He chuckled when he 
pinched harshly through the denim at the soft innersides of her two 
thighs pressed together, and her groan of protest issued through his 
hand over her mouth almost soundlessly. "She can't even squeal.


Look at that, boys!"


"Open up her pants," Cash turned and hissed into the back, his eyes 
glinting in lewd amusement through the dark. He turned on his knees and 
peered over the back of the seat, almost drooling at the obscene 
picture of the young blonde girl plastered helplessly down under 
Billy's groin. Her striped tee shirt had ridden up to just below the 
rounded fullness of her large breasts, and below the high, wide-spaced 
protruberances, he could see the bare flesh of her taut little stomach 
gleaming whitely in the moonlight. He grunted in lewd pleasure when 
Vito suddenly reached over and pulled the zipper of her jeans slowly 
open.


"Jesus, will ya look at that," Cash whistled under his breath, taking 
in the wide white stretch of unexpectedly bare stomach exposed over the 
top of the small white triangle of her nylon panties. "Seems to me 
anything wearin' them skimpy lil things is asking for cock. I say let's 
fuck her now."


"Yeah, let's do it. Let's fuck her now," Vito agreed.


"Hold on," Pop objected over the din of voices. "Not while I'm 
drivin'."


"I can't wait," Billy grunted hoarsely.


Ellen groaned as her forehead hit against a rising hardness in Vito's 
lap and he raised his legs, clenching her face in his lap in a strong 
vise-like grip. Behind her, Billy's groin rammed harshly into her 
buttocks, his fingers tearing at the open waist of her jeans so that 
she thought they would rip apart. A frantic, terrorized energy raced 
through her, and she squirmed and bucked her body with every ounce of 
strength that she had, trying to wrench her face out of Vito's 
clenching thighs and throw Billy's jutting hardness off her back. She 
tossed violently at both ends but the harsh grinding of her forehead 
and buttocks against their stiffening hardness only succeeded in 
increasing their desire for her.


"Hold her down, you idiots," Billy muttered, moving his hand down to 
her wildly thrusting hips and pinioning them roughly to the floor.


"Please, please don't do it to me," she choked in the single moment 
that his hand was removed from her mouth. "Get off of me!"


Vito clamped his palm over her mouth and her piteous supplications were 
cut short. Her further anguished cries choked back deep down in her 
chest, only a faint helpless mewling escaping from under the tightly 
clenching hand.


Suddenly, she felt Billy's weight lift off her. There was a long 
tortuous moment of silent suspense while his muscular calves inched 
slowly backwards down the sides of her legs, then his face hovered over 
her knees. She jerked as he reached abruptly forward and his fingers 
curled over the unbuttoned waist of her jeans, jerking them in a swift 
cruel movement down over her hips until the soft rounded fullness of 
her partially panty covered buttocks were exposed to view. All the 
while Cash hung over the front seat, his eyes bulging as each luscious 
inch of the girl's delicately curved legs came further into view.


"Pull up her top so we can see them big juicy tits," Billy yelled at 
Cash leaning over the front seat. His trembling hands curled around her 
small kicking ankles and pulled them slightly apart. His eyes traveled 
slowly up the bare slightly parted columns of her legs, and he ran his 
tongue over his lips with obvious desire. Her small well-shaped ankles 
curved delicately up over slender girlish calves, then swelled into a 
smooth silky softness at her full upper thighs. The whitely clean 
triangle of her brief panties had been moved out of place by her 
fruitless struggling, and now the smoothly rounded globes of her ass-
cheeks were exposed entirely to his lust-crazed view. Only a narrow 
strip of thin nylon cloth was wedged into the tightly trembling crevice 
of her firm young buttocks, and he could see small thin curls of her 
sparse blonde pubic hair appearing under the edges of the bunched up 
material where it ran in a thin white band down between her legs.


Ellen was half wild with fear now. Her mind raced with the dreadful 
certainty that what she had most feared was now going to happen to her: 
these strange men were going to sink their indecent flesh into the most 
intimate parts of her body. She felt sick with disgust and her whole 
being cowered with the shame and humiliation of it all. These vile 
creatures that didn't even know her name were going to plow into her 
like lewd animals without the slightest trace of compassion or human 
understanding, making of her a mere mindless receptacle for their 
lewdly building sperm.


And ... there was nothing on earth she could do about it. Her inability 
to fight them back increased her sense of shame and degradation. Oh 
God, if only she was stronger, she thought desperately, then her mind 
was jerked back to brutal reality by the sensation of Billy's hands 
coursing over the sides of her body. He teased her nakedly cringing 
flesh harshly as he worked up the backs of her legs, kneading the skin 
into painful, white little balls and clenching them in his fists. He 
pinched her soft inner thighs roughly between his thumbs and 
forefingers, and Ellen whimpered in helpless anguish. She imagined what 
his leering face must look like as his hands roamed freely over her now 
obediently splayed out body, and she ground her belly hard down against 
the floor of the truck in another vain attempt to escape him when his 
hands moved onto her hips. He rolled the luscious firmness of her soft 
warm flesh between his hands and then wormed one finger into the 
slightly sweating crevice between her buttocks that showed just its 
beginning now above the elastic waist band of her panties.


"Nice, huh?" he called excitedly to the rest of the men, working his 
middle finger down into the shadows of the thinly dividing crevice 
until it disappeared from sight.


A loud grunt of agreement came from cash as he hung over the front 
seat, his eyes bulging with cruelly rising desire. Pop, behind the 
wheel, glanced quickly over his shoulder and turned back to the road, 
taking out a handkerchief to wipe sweat off his forehead.


Ellen groaned as Vito's hardness jerked against her cheek. His hand 
moved over the back of her head, pushing her forehead hard against his 
excitedly throbbing penis. Her nose flattened against the base of the 
shaft and she could feel the blunt rounded outline of the blood-
engorged head pressing hotly through the material of his pants. He ran 
his fingers through her hair, taking in the sight of her helpless young 
body stretched out almost nakedly below him. A small circle of wetness 
had seeped through the material of his pants against Ellen's temple and 
she shuddered, realizing it was the same white male liquid that she had 
seen glistening on the top of Phil's long obscenely hardened cock just 
before he had thrust his hardness into her older sister's wide-splayed 
pussy. She tried to lift her cheek from it, but his hand clamped down 
on her scalp and pushed her face even deeper into his pulsating groin 
than it had been before. She began to sob loudly as he rotated his 
fevered loins against her forehead, moving his hands down to the 
bareness of her back and suddenly yanking the tee shirt brutally up 
over her brassiere-covered breasts to her neck.


"Well, lookee here at what we got," he said in a cruelly mocking voice. 
"A girl in a bikini."


Once again Pop's head spun around to the back, and an obscenely loud 
guffaw swept through the truck.


Ellen's shoulders heaved as she sobbed helplessly from the shame and 
humiliation. This was too much! They were laughing at her too, while 
they pawed and tore at her body like wild animals. She thought of Bob's 
hands gently trying earlier that evening to cup themselves around her 
breasts and almost regretted the self-righteous way she had pushed him 
away. Surely it would have been better to have let her very own 
boyfriend touch her than to find herself as she was now at the mercy of 
these monsters. She might still have been at the beach party now, 
kissing Bob and letting him caress her. Oh, God, it would have been 
better than this if she had given herself completely to him.


Now she cringed at Vito's hand roaming excitedly over her back. She 
stiffened in fear as his fingers fought clumsily with the clasp of her 
brassiere. Then suddenly it gave way and she felt her fully ripened 
young breasts fall out like two large white melons, hanging obscenely 
down over each side of his leg with his knee pressed into the deep 
cleavage between. The tiny buds of her nipples made contact with the 
coolness of the air and stiffened involuntarily, pointing lewdly down 
to the metal floor.


"A hot little piece of ass in half a bikini now," he snorted.


"Hold her down while I pull her panties off," Billy grunted, sliding 
his hands slowly down from the slimness of her waist over the luscious 
flare of her firmly rounded young hips.


Then suddenly, Ellen's body jerked back to life as she felt Billy's 
fingers move from her hip bones to the tight elastic top of her 
panties. She had lain limply beneath them, feeling as though all the 
life had been drained out of her, while they had run their hands all 
over her helplessly trembling flesh and even uncovered her breasts. But 
the moment she most dreaded had arrived, and she knew that the 
virginity that she had struggled so hard to protect from even Bob, the 
boy she was going to marry, was as good as lost if she ever allowed 
these horrible beasts to strip her panties from her vagina. Death would 
be better, she thought. Her last chance to resist was now and, deciding 
she would rather be flung from the moving truck, she gathered all her 
strength and lurched wildly toward the tailgate. Her body squirmed 
momentarily through their grasping hands until Billy's arm circled 
around her waist tripping her, and she fell to a painful thud on her 
knees.


"She's going to jump out, grab her legs!" he shouted as Vito sprang up, 
and she fell back down to the floor beneath the crushing weight of both 
of them.


She kicked and clawed but it was impossible to meet their brutal 
strength and gradually she was pulled back to her original position 
with her head thrown harder this time into Vito's lap. She shuddered as 
he dug his fist brutally into the back of her neck, applying a cruel 
vise-like pressure to the sides of her head with his legs.


"Dumb little bitch," he said, reaching down under her torso and 
grabbing one of Ellen's nakedly hanging breasts, squeezing it until she 
groaned loudly. He moved to the other breast, giving it an even more 
vicious squeeze, and she whimpered in helpless anguish. He laughed and 
she realized that the little man was obviously a sadist and glad of her 
attempted escape because it gave him an opportunity to brutalize her. 
She tried not to give him the satisfaction of her crying, but the pain 
was just too much for her to take when he grabbed her sensitively 
pulsating nipple between his thumb and forefinger, squeezing it tight 
between them until she broke out sobbing. He kneaded it roughly between 
his fingers and ground her face harder against his throbbing cock, his 
face breaking into a lewd contorted grin of sadistic ecstasy as his 
whole body raced to cum from the sheer pressure of her face grinding 
into him. His head rolled back against the front seat and he let his 
hand move down her back, trailing his fingernails sharply into the 
smooth creamy skin. He moaned and rubbed his hand down her back to the 
elastic waist band at the top of her bikini panties, pulling on it 
frantically and then kneading his fingers, cruelly into the soft flesh 
of her firmly rounded young ass cheeks.


"What the hell do you think you're doing?" Billy suddenly interrupted, 
grabbing the hand and flinging it back toward the front seat. "Who the 
hell's running this show anyway?"


Vito's body fell back against the seat under the surprise attack. "You 
don't own her, you know," he shouted back violently.


"Right now I do. I'm the one that supposed to be fucking her."


"Hold on, boys. We can't be bitchin' and fightin' amongst us. Wait 
'till we get to the warehouse," Pop's voice pleaded from the driver's 
seat.


"Maybe we ought to wait, Billy," Cash shifted in the front seat, 
frowning tensely at the two angrily poised figures in the back of the 
truck.


"I'm tired of waiting," Billy grunted and resumed his kneeling position 
over Ellen's helplessly splayed out body. "I'll fuck 'er real quick."


Billy's eyes raced with mounting excitement over the youthful 
loveliness of the girl's body that lay stretched below him in a piteous 
pose of helpless submission. He hadn't fucked a woman in a long time, 
and especially not anything like this. Not anything so young, pure, and 
helpless. Small beads of perspiration broke out on his upper lips and 
his hands trembled as he curved them around the narrowness of her 
waist. He waited a moment, and then he began slowly peeling down the 
flimsy nylon panties over the half-moons of her buttocks, gradually 
exposing the smoothly resilient young flesh. Then, in a sudden gesture 
of nervous impatience, he yanked the panties past her knees and the 
rounded white spheres jostled firmly and nakedly before his hungering 
eyes.


Ellen trembled in abject shame and embarrassment, feeling the last of 
her protective clothing dangling uselessly down at her ankles. Then 
there was the rasping sound of a zipper being pulled open in haste 
behind her, and her own groan of terror arising from some deep, distant 
place in her body when she felt the sudden long warm bluntness of his 
hardened cock fall free against the top of her leg. Tiny droplets of 
thick white seminal fluid had already begun to seep from the 
contracting gland at its tip, and she shuddered in disgust and 
revulsion, feeling it smear wetly across the top of her nudely exposed 
thigh. It was actually going to happen to her now--he was going to sink 
his cruel instrument into her and tear her helpless virginity to 
shreds. Tears welled in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks. Then--
then a searing humiliation burned over her entire body as his probing 
finger pressed against the small vertical opening of her slightly 
bearded young vagina.


"Oooooooo, nooooooo--!"


"Jesus Christ!--she's a virgin," Billy gasped, his voice dropping to an 
almost reverent whisper. "Look at that, she's cherry!"


Ellen's whole body jerked in a violent attempt to wrench herself away 
from his licentiously searching finger, her belly grinding frantically 
down against the floor of the truck and the firm resilient cheeks of 
her buttocks clenched tightly together.


"Yeah, man, she's a virgin all right, I can feel it!" he exclaimed, 
fighting to keep his finger in the unbelievably tight, but violently 
squirming, ring of her vagina. He tried to worm his finger in deeper 
and met a thin fleshy resistance, then laughed softly. "This'll take 
what I call a real master."


"I'll do it. Let me split 'er!" Vito shouted suddenly and crawled 
excitedly over Ellen's back, spilling her head to the floor and 
throwing Billy off balance. Billy's hands flailed out from Ellen's body 
and the force of Vito's shifting weight threw him against the side of 
the truck bed, giving Vito complete access to the warm spread juncture 
of the young girl's upraised buttocks. In one quick moment, Vito had 
gripped one of her fearfully quivering white ass cheeks painfully in 
his fist, and in the next he had burrowed the entire length of his hand 
into the soft hair-lined mounds that protected the soft pink crevice of 
her vagina. Ellen moaned and jerked forward, but there was no escape 
from the cruel digging fingers that roamed over the thin, puffy edges 
of her cunt lips, pulling their softness apart and searching up inside 
for her vaginal opening. His fully extended hand covered the entire 
length of her pussy, one middle finger working violently over every 
inch of her helpless little cuntal slit as he greedily sought his mark.


Then suddenly he found his goal, jamming his middle finger in the tight 
smooth hole between the moist fleshy lips and shoving it all the way 
forward.


"Aaaaaaaarg, nooooooo," she squealed like a stuck pig and kicked her 
legs out wildly behind her in a futile attempt to escape the cruel 
impalement. But it only worsened her position and a gutteral screech of 
further pain came tumbling piteously from deep in her throat when his 
second finger joined the first and battered deeper and deeper into her 
warm yielding cuntal flesh. It felt as though a hot poker had been 
thrust into her burning vaginal passage and was now searing its way up 
into her body in search of her soul. Behind him, Billy had regained his 
balance and was trying with every ounce of his strength to pull the 
cruelly gripping hand away, but Vito's fingers were curved deep up in 
her cunt like a fishhook and he held to her like a lust-crazed madman. 
His fingers ground around and around in her painfully expanding little 
vaginal channel, while Ellen squirmed and jerked her helplessly impaled 
buttocks in wild desperation before the depraved attack up between her 
open thighs. It felt as though his insanely thrusting fingers were 
splitting her in two and her mind reeled from the pain and confusion. 
Then suddenly the thin, balloon-like membrane of her virginity gave way 
and her mind swooned into a dazed stupor, hardly conscious of anything 
but the hotly searing pain up between her legs. The virginity that she 
had guarded for so long had been, in one terror-filled instant, torn 
brutally away. She fell limply against the floor and would have fainted 
dead away had it not been for the commotion of Vito and Billy still 
struggling over her. Slowly the fingers withdrew from her pained and 
stretched vaginal passage as Billy grabbed Vito by the hair and threw 
him violently over her panting body across the truck.


And that was all.


Vito moaned in pain as his head hit the back of the front seat and then 
he cringed into the side of the truck when he saw Billy crawling toward 
him, murder in his eyes.


"Stop it! Stop it!" Pop yelled over the noise. "We're going to get in 
an accident. I can't drive this truck, you're making me so goddamned 
nervous."


"I'm gonna kill you, you son of a bitch. You'll be sorry you did that, 
you bastard," Billy shouted at the top of his voice.


"I got more right to her. I ain't had a woman longer than you have," 
Vito snarled back.


"Well, you ain't gettin' nothing' from this one, that's for goddamn 
sure. Nothin'. Not even when we get to the warehouse. Nothin'. Never."


Vito sank back into the corner, staring stonily out of the back of the 
truck, and a deathly quiet sank over the group that was broken only by 
the soft piteous sound of Ellen's sobbing. In the front, Cash lit a 
cigarette and Pop cleared his throat nervously. Billy glared around the 
truck and then crawled back to the girl, resuming his kneeling position 
over her.


Ellen's mind reeled with fear and confusion as once again she felt him 
pull her legs apart, breathing heavily over her. Then his hand sank 
onto the already finger-ravaged mound of her pussy, and she groaned a 
long low soul-searching groan.


Billy's nostrils flared with obvious desire as he concentrated again on 
the lewd task before him. Her hair had dislodged itself from its pony 
tail in the struggle and now it spilled over her smoothly tanned 
shoulders, gleaming softly in the moonlight.


"Just relax, honey. You're going to love every minute of this, I 
promise you," he chuckled obscenely to her, once again laying his hands 
on her hips, opening his palms and pressing the firm white cheeks 
apart, hungrily kneading them. "Just relax, baby and enjoy it."


"No, please, not any more," Ellen whimpered and sobbed with renewed 
humiliation at the leering sound of his voice. She could feel the hot 
summer night air coursing over her nakedness, and her mind reeled with 
fear and shame at the degradation that had already occurred and the 
worse that was going to come.


"Oh God, no, please," she cried, feeling his finger make contact with 
the fearfully cringing lips of her vagina, slowly spreading apart again 
the fleshy fleece-lined lips of the moist wet furrow.


"Ooooooooh."


She jerked forward as his middle finger shot out, its soft flicking tip 
circling the quivering clitoris, teasing along the edges of the softly 
quivering folds with his other fingers. The finger continued its 
maddening tickling against the straining bud of her sexual nerve center 
and she groaned heavily from deep down in her throat when his finger 
worked its way down the length of the narrow slit to the tight elastic 
rimmed opening of naked vagina.


"Nooooooo, not again," she moaned and pleaded as his finger moved from 
the ragged edges down to the tight little hole in her squirming crotch. 
"Please, please let me go!"


"Hold her," he grunted to Cash. He thrust his middle finger deep down 
into it, bringing a low guttural groan from the girl whose soft warm 
thighs closed convulsively around either side of his moving hand. He 
could feel the flesh slip around his extended finger, the walls of the 
invaded vagina opening and closing in a desperate little clenching 
motion. It felt as though the soft hair-lined little mouth would pull 
his finger out by the roots it was so tight.


"It's giving," he said as her juices slowly began flowing. "I can feel 
her pussy loosen up."


"Goddamn tight," he muttered, moving his finger in tiny growing circles 
deeper and deeper into her. "But she's gettin' wet."


Ellen sobbed in shame and humiliation as she felt her body betraying 
her, the tight narrow virginal passageway slowly enlarging and 
wettening under the maddening probing of his burrowing finger. She felt 
a strange sad regret when the pain gradually decreased, knowing that 
the end of the pain also meant the final end of her cherished 
virginity. The probing finger was only slipping now through the 
shattered remains, sweeping away the last faint obstacles to her final 
ravishment by these unspeakably low criminals. She tried to scream, but 
it came out a soft pitiful whimper that she doubted they had even 
heard. A fatalistic sense of acceptance swept over her. She couldn't 
protest any longer--she just couldn't, her body lay defeated by utter 
confusion and exhaustion. Once again she thought of her sister, but her 
former shock had turned to near envy ... Jennifer at least had enjoyed 
it. If only she had given herself to Bob. Now in the face of this 
terrible rape, her objections to his few gentle advances seemed prudish 
and silly. Little had she known what true immorality meant. Then 
gradually she ceased to think at all. Her virginity, her disapproval of 
her sister, all that was swept away by the vile fondling of her secret 
genitals.


She gasped as his finger suddenly slipped out with a wet sucking sound 
and she felt him adjusting himself behind her, slowly massaging the 
heavy thick foreskin of his erectly throbbing penis back from the 
jerking head while he advanced against the proud young girl who now lay 
totally at his mercy. Then there was the feeling of the hugeness of his 
fleshy hardness laying the full length of her openly quivering slit. 
The jerking head of his lust-bloated cock rested throbbingly between 
her widespread thighs, insinuating itself up and down, up and down, in 
a maddening tease that caused her to twist her hips away from it, her 
helpless vagina still seeking escape from its hard, blood-filled tip. 
She cringed down against the truck floor, her eyes wide in horrified 
panic, when he guided it down the softly yielding crevice of her 
buttocks, not letting it lose contact with her flesh until it was 
poised, pulsating and ready, up between the moisture-covered flanges of 
her vagina.


"Hold her steady now, I'm gonna fuck her," he commanded at Cash who had 
practically fallen over the front seat in obscene curiosity. Vito had 
recovered from the attack of the moment before, and a small trickle of 
saliva gleamed from his open panting mouth. "Here goes one big cock 
into one tight little cunt."


Ellen felt the lips around her defenselessly throbbing young vagina 
pressured open. The elastic rimmed tightness clenched futilely together 
and resisted the hard cruel pressure, and a long low groan emitted from 
deep in her throat at the harsh pain.


"Noooo! Nooooooo!"


He shoved again--a deeper groan--and the tight little cuntal hole 
resisted for another moment, then gave way before the massively erect 
flesh boring steadily into it. Ellen's legs jerked out wide on either 
side of his body, splaying out against the sides of the truck, kicking 
futilely in the air.


"Oooooooh God!" she screamed, her lewdly impaled form pinned helplessly 
below the man. The shock against her body had brought her quickly back 
to full consciousness, and she squirmed and tossed her helplessly held 
buttocks around like a woman possessed, but Vito's outstretched arms 
pinned her shoulders tightly to his thighs.


"Sheeeeeeee-iiiiit," Billy moaned in a guttural voice above her, 
shoving his hips slightly forward again. And suddenly he could stand it 
no more. He pushed forward with everything he had, sinking the lust-
inflated cock all the way up into her tight, virginal little pussy to 
the hilt! Ellen felt as though her body were being torn down the middle 
and that she would be skewered all the way up to her breasts by this 
giant pole of hardened male flesh embedded deep in her vagina. The 
fiery plunging rod felt as though it was coming out her throat as its 
huge blood-filled head pressed hard against her cervix, the huge head 
burrowing deeper and deeper into her tautly cringing belly. Billy's 
face was contorted with the effort of that first vicious stab, and his 
lips curled back from his teeth, as he felt his balls slap tightly down 
against her piteously jerking clitoris that screwed itself deep down 
against the floor, futilely attempting to escape the cruel impalement.


Ellen squirmed helplessly beneath him. She could feel the hot searing 
pain of his sudden blunt entry tearing cruelly at her insides. She 
flexed her groin muscles tightly together to attempt to ward off the 
huge invading cudgel, but the throb of her straining sinews seemed to 
incite it more and it plowed its way deeper and deeper into her vainly 
resisting cunt. The walls of her still tightly resisting vaginal 
passage clasped hotly around it like a warm, butter-filled fist. She 
could feel its every fleshy ridge as her nerve ends transmitted its 
monstrous form in minute detail to her muddled mind.


"Ooooooooooh!" she held her breath as the buried cock expanded more, 
stretching the smooth wet walls ever further.


He flexed again and she went limp, feeling him slowly withdraw, pause a 
moment, and then plunge in again, setting up a slow rhythmic movement. 
She could feel his hips rotating from side to back against her softly 
swaying buttocks, forcefully stretching her vagina wider with the 
rhythmic beating. There was nothing she could do to stop him. She knew 
she must accept this horrible rape without resistance now as it was too 
late and she lay motionless beneath him, her eyes clenched tightly 
closed, her sounds becoming nothing but incoherent mumblings against 
the brutal assault.


She whimpered only slightly when his hands slid under her stomach, 
fanning out over the flatness of her belly and pulling her unresisting 
buttocks up tighter against his revolving thrusts, thin rivulets of 
sweat rolling down his hairy belly wetting the small of her back 
between them.


"Fuck her, fuck her harder," Vito chanted in time to the hard rhythmic 
thrusts, hardly able to contain his glee while he watched the girl's 
helplessly flattening ass-cheeks sliding down the length of Billy's 
rock hard instrument. He could see the rigid cock's slow withdrawal 
between them, pulling the thin soft ridges of her pink, wetly 
glistening cuntal flesh out with it as she screwed her pelvis down into 
the floor--and the entry--pushing the soft folds back into her and the 
moist shiny length was swallowed whole, back into the salaciously 
ravished opening. Only his fear of Billy's vicious temper kept him from 
attempting to get on her himself. What he wouldn't give, he gloated to 
himself, to hold the snotty little bitch pinned in that lewd helpless 
position, squirming like a fly on his aching cock buried deep in her 
belly. Spoiled, proud, innocent! She was everything he wanted to 
humiliate and subjugate to his perverted will. He had his rights too, 
and he was going to get his turn at her proud little pussy when they 
got to the warehouse, no matter what Billy had said.


Ellen's mind sank into a dim haze of consciousness as she felt the man 
behind her shift and his brutal strokes sinking into her deeper and 
harder, the giant head sliding up and down her warm viscous passage 
slamming hard against her cervix and his soft balls slapping hotly 
against the widespread slit of her pussy below. Warm rushes of air 
raced between her thighs as he plunged in again even more brutally, 
building into a wild crescendo of fucking as though he meant to tear 
her to shreds. She sensed instinctively that he was going to cum, and 
her soft whimpers broke into a torrent of wild helpless sobbing at the 
thought of his lewd sperm spilling deep into her belly. Oh God, he was 
going to cum in her and fill her with his hot sticky lust, maybe even 
make her pregnant, she thought, trembling in horror before the 
imminent, final shame of his ejaculation into her defenseless belly.


"Move it, move it, hump back!" Billy mumbled over and over to her, 
ceaselessly ramming the blood-filled cudgel deep into her helplessly 
screaming little belly with long cruel jabs. "Get that ass up in the 
air!"


He could feel the hot white cum building up inside his heated balls as 
they beat hard against the tickling little curls of her openly 
quivering pussy lips. He was ready to explode. He grabbed her face and 
twisting it painfully back toward him, wildly shoved his tongue down 
far into her throat and, with harshly kneading hands, pulled the 
widespread globules of her large firm breasts hard up against her chest 
as he rammed his cock all the way to the hilt in her soft, now 
completely unresisting cunt. His hands flailed out from her breasts and 
landed on her softly undulating buttocks, kneading them with fingers 
driven wild with uncontrollable excitement before one outstretched 
finger sank down to her defenseless anal crack and dug cruelly at her 
tightly puckered little anus.


"Nooooooo," Ellen's voice wailed like a siren through the truck.


The captive young girl's buttocks ground frantically against him, and 
Billy let out a sudden incoherent moan as the head of the deeply sunk 
rod flared into hugeness and began to spurt out its white hot liquid 
like burning fire. Ellen's buttocks slammed against him with equal 
force, trying at first to escape the cruel probing finger and now the 
jetting streams of heated cum that ricocheted around and around inside 
her dilating vagina, filling it to the bursting point and erupting out 
over on to her legs.


"No, no, God, no," she groaned incoherently around the swabbing tongue 
still sunk deep in her throat, feeling Billy's massively jerking penis 
continuing its wild pulsation to completion, white hot spurts still 
spewing from its lust-swollen head and foaming out the fleshy pussy 
lips locked around the base of his cock, soaking the soft matted curls 
of her blonde pubic hair.


And then Billy collapsed forward. As she felt the weight of the 
kneeling man fall against her back, her battered young body gave one 
last jerk and quivered to a limp stillness, her legs protruding 
lifelessly out on either side of his fatigued body.


Ellen lay with her arms outstretched, dangling doll-like over Vito's 
legs. Her belly was filled to the bursting point with Billy's hot 
sticky cum. Then she felt him pull himself slowly off her defeated 
form, his cock sliding gradually and slipperily out of her ravaged 
vagina. Oh God, she sobbed out her shame and humiliation. And this 
wasn't even the end. There were the others!


"It's my turn now." Vito announced and pulled himself abruptly out from 
under her dangling arms. "Let me have a go at her."


"You ain't getting no turn, I already told you."


"Boys, boys! You just got to stop now. We're coming into the city," Pop 
pleaded from the driver's seat.


"I told you once, you ain't gonna touch her," Billy snorted and pushed 
Vito's ready form back against the front seat.


"Yeah, we'll see about that," Vito snarled. "I got mine comin', and 
I'll get it before we're through with her."


And then all was quiet. Ellen lay shivering on the bottom of the truck, 
Billy's cum still trickling in tiny lewd rivulets down the crevice 
between her thighs, forming a dark wet circle on the floor of the 
truck. Her arms fell limply to the sides while the men dressed her, and 
then she sank back to the floor with Billy's hand again over her mouth, 
listening with renewed fear to the mens' rambling conversation.


"She's pretty, right?"


"Might as well enjoy the blondes, there'll be nothin' but brunettes 
south of the border where we're goin'."


"Unless we take this one along."


A soft laughter was heard in the truck, and Ellen's attention started 
with renewed desperation. Oh God, what next? What next?


"Yeah, but this one belongs to me, and she's gonna stay that way," 
Billy said, and Ellen's heart raced to her throat hopefully ... maybe 
she wouldn't be raped by them all. Subconsciously, she had already 
accepted her fate. Billy was her rapist, maybe he would be her 
protector as well.


Then she could feel the car turning off the highway onto a bumpy gravel 
road. It traveled only a short distance and then--it stopped, coming to 
a halt on what felt like a smooth strip of pavement. The men piled out 
of the truck, dragging Ellen's exhausted body with them, and the 
captive female found herself standing on the concrete floor of what 
seemed to be the garage of a huge warehouse. Through the open door, the 
highway on which she had suffered her long tortuous journey was barely 
visible in the distance, stretching past the lights of a few scattered 
businesses in this run-down section at the outskirts of the city.


Unless she could get Billy to help, this was to be her ultimate fate, 
she thought, letting Vito and Cash lead her unresisting body towards a 
steep ramshackle staircase. Now she had not only been brutally raped, 
but it looked as though they meant to keep her for a good while before 
it was over. Why hadn't they just gotten it over with and left her 
battered and naked on the country road when they were through? It just 
didn't seem possible the way her already horrible situation kept 
getting worse and worse. Behind her, she heard Pop pulling the garage 
door shut with a loud slam that echoed like a thunder-clap of doom 
through the entire empty building. Holding her sandals in her hand, she 
trembled when the two men forced her up to the first step of the old 
rickety staircase. Ahead of her, Billy quickly led the way up to the 
next floor, and she couldn't help placing all her hopes on him keeping 
her somehow from the others, despite the brutal way he had just used 
her himself. The question was--how long could he hold them off? They 
climbed higher and higher, and her fear and anguish increased with each 
reluctant step they made her take up the long, seemingly endless 
staircase.


Chapter 4


The interior of the warehouse was a wreck of scattered cardboard boxes 
and piles of gunny sacks strewn from one side of the second story level 
of the building to the other. Ellen noticed a musty smell that gave 
away the fact that the building had been long in disuse. Most of the 
windows were shattered, and, even though it was still summer, it felt a 
bit cold.


The men forced her up still another stairway leading to some vacant 
rooms that looked like they once had served as the office headquarters 
to the building. Ellen slowed her pace as she entered the doorway, and 
Billy turned and pulled her in.


"Goddamn it's cold," Billy said, rubbing his hands together for warmth. 
"I wish we had some way to build a fire here."


"It'll be daylight in a couple hours. The heat'll be on soon enough ... 
when they find us gone," Cash quipped, and the others guffawed in 
knowing laughter.


"There's one quick way," Vito said, leering at Ellen. "Just get plugged 
up inside that little hot pussy, and you got electric heat."


"You get anything inside that, and you'll never get inside nothin' 
again. Not after the stunt you pulled in the truck," Billy reprimanded 
Vito, walking into a back room and switching on the light.


"Damn, Billy, what you think she is, exclusive territory or somethin'?" 
Vito shouted in Billy's direction.


Billy turned from the doorway of the next room and cast his gaze 
steadily on Vito. "Look, Vito, we got a job to do, and messing with the 
valuable property ain't gonna help none of us."


"What's so valuable about that?" Vito said, gesturing toward Ellen. 
"She's just another hot little piece of tail, as far as I can see."


"That piece of tail may make the difference between spending the rest 
of your life in the pig's pen, or living nice and easy on the outside."


"You call this nice and easy?" Vito retorted. "I'd take solitary before 
I'd stay in this dump for more than two days."


"Hold on, you guys," Cash intervened between the two men. "We gotta 
start thinkin' straight. Now Billy, when's the man comin'?"


Billy scratched his head and looked towards Cash and Pop sitting in 
broken down chairs on either side of Ellen. "We just sit here and wait. 
It should be soon from what I heard before we jumped the cage. That was 
a real smooth job. But remember, he can get us back in there as fast as 
we got out if we don't follow through with knockin' off the senator. We 
get plenty of loot for doin' it, so don't get all anxious, not yet 
anyway."


"That sounds real nice," Pop said, running his tongue across his lips 
in greedy anticipation. "We get the loot and just disappear."


"But politics is somethin' I don't fancy messin' with," Cash said, 
standing up from his chair. "They'll hang you fifty times for shootin' 
a senator, then fry your carcass in the chair."


"There are chances, but we been playing our cards right this far, and I 
say we make a go of it," Billy answered, asserting his authority once 
more.


He smiled at the three men in a superior manner as though he had mapped 
out the entire plan beforehand and had some information that he was 
withholding from the others. Ellen listened as he went on discussing 
the details of what now appeared to be an assassination plot. Her dazed 
mind was beginning to focus more clearly on what was going on around 
her, and she became more and more aware that this was no ordinary band 
of escaped criminals. Her own position as a hostage--and that surely 
was what she had become--now was quite obvious. Her hopes of freedom 
fell into the knowledge that the men not only intended to use her an 
object on which to vent their long pent-up lust, but they would hold 
her in case something went wrong with their murderous plans.


"And what about the cunt over here?" Cash asked. "She could blow the 
whole thing if she gets loose."


"You let me take care of her," Billy said, a glint of self- 
satisfaction in his eye. "Like I said, she's a valuable piece of 
property, and she'll be treated as such. And like I say, she ain't 
gonna get loose."


"I don't like the idea of the little bitch maybe sneakin' out on us. 
The city's only a mile away, and she could have the whole goddamn FBI 
down on us before we had time to get the scratch and run outta here."


"Look, we're pros now, part o' the big time, and we gotta act like it," 
Billy said, raising up to his full height. "You get all shook about our 
girlfriend here runnin' loose and two to one you'll blow the big kill. 
This here senator is money, you gotta remember that."


"It's startin' to sound more like you don't even know who the fucking 
senator is! I always like to know whose head I'm puttin' a bullet into 
before I get itchy fingers," Vito spoke up, moving towards Billy.


"That's your big surprise. Not knowin' gives things a little more 
suspense, don't you think so, Honey?" Billy said, looking down at 
Ellen.


"I--I don't think I know what you're talking about," Ellen said, 
feeling the tears well up in her eyes once more.


"Now that's what I like to hear," Billy said. "You just be a nice 
little girl, and nothin'll happen to ya. Meanwhile you can start 
helpin' us clean up this dump. We got some food in the back room, and 
after you finish feather-dustin', you can fix us up some chow."


Ellen sat back, resting her head against the wall behind the chair. She 
tried to pull the ripped material of her tee-shirt across the exposed 
pink nipples of her breasts, but this gesture seemed to bring more lewd 
stares from the men around her. The struggle in the car had left Ellen 
utterly shaken, and she now tried to cover her half-nakedness by 
pulling her legs tight around the long tear the men had made in her 
jeans and folding her arms across the lower part of her breasts and the 
whiteness of her bared stomach.


"I said we gotta get on with it," Billy repeated viciously, reaching 
down and grabbing Ellen by the arm. "I don't think you heard me right."


Ellen instinctively pulled away, feeling the hand increase its grip 
around the slightness of her wrist. Then Billy wrenched her up from the 
chair, sending her head spinning in another surge of anguished fear and 
humiliation as he swung his arm in a wide arc and brought the palm of 
his hand down hard against her face.


Ellen stood and covered her tear-stained face with her hands.


"Look, we ain't just playin' at any of this," Billy said, standing back 
for a moment. "What we want is real sweet and simple. You start 
cleanin' up this old furniture and these mattresses and fixin' up the 
joint so that it looks nice and respectful for the gentleman comin' 
shortly. Now tell the boys you understand, like a good girl."


"Yes, I--I understand," she finally said quietly. She understood too 
well, she thought to herself, glancing fearfully across the room at 
Billy who stood under the overhanging light shining harshly over his 
fierce-looking face. Ellen was beginning to comprehend the laws that 
guided the band of desperate criminals. Their years of imprisonment had 
turned them into near-animals who worshipped the strength of the leader 
of the pack more than anything else. At the same time, like the 
snarling dogs they were, they challenged that strength and, as in 
Vito's case, would try to destroy the leader's prestige at any possible 
moment. She had become a pawn in their game, and the man who finally 
ended up possessing her would simply take over that position of power. 
Now it was Billy who ruled over her ultimate fate, but she knew that 
the outcome of the struggle that was developing would depend on how he 
dealt with their challenge to his authority.


"Now Honey, you look real sweet," Billy said sarcastically. "You get 
that pretty ass of yours moving into the next room, and maybe we'll 
give you a nice treat if you clean up good and proper."


"And don't forget the chow," Pop exclaimed from his chair. "It ain't 
enough just to have a maid, we gotta get some vittles in our guts if 
we's gonna make a good job of it tomorrow. Be real nice to have some 
home cookin' after ten years of penitentiary soup."


Ellen felt a strong wave of humiliation rush through her as the men 
laughed heartily at the old man's remarks. She was completely 
unaccustomed to being treated this way, and, despite her fear of any 
further struggle over her already violated body, she suppressed a 
rebellious feeling that increased as they assigned her the demeaning 
task of cleaning up the filthy, so-called apartment.


"All right, Cash," Billy said, thrusting his thumb towards Ellen. "You 
show the little lady what's got to be done."


Ellen followed Cash through the dimly lit doorway into an adjacent 
room. God, she had never seen such a slovenly mess in all her life! 
Piles of filthy mattresses were heaped below the tall warehouse 
windows, and pieces of broken furniture covered with mold and dust were 
scattered across the rotting linoleum floor. She thought she would 
become sick when she breathed in the stale odor coming from a pile of 
dirty dishes lying in the sink in a far corner of the room, but she 
didn't. It seemed as though her humiliation from the insults to her 
body and spirit had strengthened her somewhat. Perhaps she was already 
becoming accustomed to this animal world, she thought. It was possible 
that the law of jungle survival had been affecting her in ways her own 
civilized mind could only instinctively understand.


"First, get them mattresses nice and clean," Cash commanded, pointing 
towards the window. "We may need them later on if there's any trouble 
with the fuzz."


Ellen stooped over the mattresses and broken furniture, and with a rag 
he had flung to her, she began dusting them off. Although it was Cash 
commanding her, she felt Billy's unseen presence directed through 
Cash's forceful orders. There was no longer any sense in the hopeless 
resistance she had put up at first. She had at least kept herself close 
to Billy, and as long as he retained his power she was relatively safe. 
Cash and Pop, and to some extent Vito, were under Billy's control, but 
if she aroused the leader's displeasure she would be thrown to them as 
the vestal virgins of ancient Rome had been thrown to dens of wild 
untamable lions.


"After that, them dishes in the sink need some washin'," he added with 
a certain sense of authority. "You don't want to get Billy mad, cause 
when he gets that way there ain't nobody can stop him."


Ellen nodded dully in assent and shrugging in resignation continued her 
task of cleaning up the mess. Cash had helped her pile the mattresses 
against the windows, and it occurred to her that the men were preparing 
for a possible gun battle when she observed the way the mattresses were 
arranged. They were piled up as though they had planned to use them as 
a shield against bullets that might be shot towards the windows from 
the vacant lot behind the warehouse.


The dishes were clean now, and she stood them up on a rack she had 
improvised on a table beside the sink. Cash had left the room to bring 
in some groceries from the truck, and she felt free to gather her 
thoughts for a moment. Her biggest problem had been believing that all 
this was really happening to her. The incredible nightmare had actually 
begun on the beach when she had seen Jennifer fondling the long hard 
penises of the two young men below the sand dune. The series of 
emotional shocks that had followed had fused in her mind into an 
agonizing blur of painful and humiliating thoughts and images, and now 
it seemed as though the horrible evening would never end. It must be 
almost early morning, she thought, yet the four men had shown no signs 
of retiring for the night.


Cash reentered the room and placed the bag of groceries beside the 
sink. "Billy says you're to get us some supper. And make it quick," he 
added with an authority of his own.


"There's nothing to cook on in here," Ellen said, surprising herself at 
the boldness of her statement.


"Them's all canned things," Cash retorted roughly. "We can eat cold for 
a couple days."


"W--what can I fix?" she asked with a slight tremble in her voice, 
feeling her fear returning as Cash stared at her cruelly. It was 
evident that she had angered Cash by speaking out so abruptly, and that 
was just what she had been trying not to do. She was intent on being as 
docile and unobtrusive as possible. She knew that everything she said 
to this man went directly back to Billy. She dared not alienate Billy 
completely or he might be forced to show his control over her by 
letting the others take advantage of her as he had done, and this was 
the last thing she wanted to happen--she would rather die than have 
them molest and prod her like that again.


"Open up them sardines and start fixin'," Cash shouted, interrupting 
her thoughts.


Ellen reached into the grocery bag and set a can of sardines and a loaf 
of bread onto the table. She was a bit surprised to find that the 
soreness between her legs was not as acute as she thought it might be, 
but as she bent over the table she felt a surge of pain come from 
inside her thighs and pulse upward into her groin. Yes, the tenderness 
was still there, and she couldn't escape the fact that she had been 
ravished and her cherished virginity had been stolen from her forever. 
The assault Vito had subjected her to with his fingers had accomplished 
this, and now she hoped beyond hope that she could escape any further 
violation of her body from this group of escaped convicts.


Ellen tried to shake the memory of the dreadful incident from her mind, 
but she couldn't. It just didn't seem possible that all of this could 
have happened to her in such a short, unexpected, period of time and 
yet she recalled now that there had been a rash of kidnappings and 
political assassinations recently that had caught the attention of the 
press and the entire nation. She remembered with bitter irony that she 
had once believed that such a thing could never happen to her and that 
her world was safe and secure, just as millions of other Americans had 
probably believed about their own lives. But why had these men treated 
her as they did? This was the unwritten account of what probably 
happened in dozens of such incidents. The poor victims, fearful of the 
horrible stigma that would go with them the rest of their lives, had 
refused to tell the real stories of rape and ravishment that lay behind 
their abductors' political purposes.


Ellen was still uncertain of what exactly had gone on in the truck only 
a few hours before. The bitter details were a confused jumble in her 
mind as she had been in a state of complete shock since the escapees 
had first grabbed her. Yet one thing was crystal clear to her. Her 
sister had betrayed an important trust by behaving as she had on the 
beach, and in some barely comprehensible manner Jennifer was 
responsible for her being here at the mercy of Billy and his fellow 
intriguers.


"Man, I'm starving to death, where the hell's the food," Billy's voice 
rang out from the next room, interrupting Ellen's thoughts.


"She can't go no faster than she is," Cash answered, looking over at 
Ellen who was placing the sardines on slices of white bread. Cash's 
voice had a note of irritation in it, and Ellen hoped that this did not 
signal the beginning of a conflict between the two men. Cash had 
patiently watched as she prepared the sandwiches and was now making a 
salad, but she knew that this apparent gentleness would turn into 
violent passion if he were provoked. She was aware of her breasts 
hanging out from the tear in her tee shirt, and she could feel the cool 
air rush against her leg from where they had ripped open the leg of her 
jeans up to her crotch, exposing one softly-rounded cheek of her 
buttocks. She tried vainly to conceal herself by pulling her legs close 
together and keeping one arm pressed next to her half-bared breast, but 
she couldn't. If Cash would just keep his eyes off her she would be 
able to work much faster, but as it was she felt his gaze pass over 
every soft curve and lewdly exposed crevice of her body, and she 
twisted uneasily as she sensed his eyes glued more tightly to the 
smooth white firmness of her buttocks.


"You're one of the most appetizing cooks I ever seen," Cash joked 
salaciously. "But you are also one of the goddamn slowest."


"The food's ready now," she said weakly, turning with one plate piled 
high with salad and another with sandwiches.


"Chow's ready," he shouted towards the next room, without taking his 
eyes from her voluptuous young body.


"Then bring it in here," Billy laughed. "Pop looks so hungry he might 
eat me up."


Ellen followed Cash into the next room and set the plates down on the 
floor in front of Billy who lay back on the mattress looking at her 
with an amused expression.


"Goddamn, girl, I ain't gonna eat off no floor," Billy growled in 
irritation. "You go and get a table or somethin', so we can eat like 
civilized human beings."


Ellen returned to the kitchen and pulled the table from beside the sink 
into the makeshift living room. Then she set the plates on the table 
top, watching Billy all the while to see if he was still displeased.


"Now that's more like it. Them there sandwiches look mighty good. And 
what we got here, a nice little salad," Billy said, a note of 
viciousness in his voice. "Dig in boys, we's gonna need all the 
nourishment we can get."


Ellen stood back by the door and watched as the four men gathered 
around the table and began to eat. It was the first time she really had 
an opportunity to see all of them clearly, as she had tried to avert 
her gaze from them while they had attacked her in the truck, and when 
they had entered the warehouse she had been too filled with shame to 
look them in the face. Now she could see them clearly under the strong 
glare of the overhanging light, and a sharp stab of fear cut like a 
knife through her stomach. Their faces were drawn in what she suddenly 
realized was a prison pallor and their expressions, as they ate, were 
those of desperate animals who seemed to fear that the food that had 
been set in front of them might be quickly removed.


Cash was the nearest of the four men; he appeared to be in his middle 
thirties, a few years older than Billy, but quite a bit younger than 
Pop. He was slightly balding with shortly cropped blond hair that was 
graying at the temples. As he bent over his food he displayed a kind of 
brute strength that was emphasized by his huge forearms and a thick 
neck that bulged out from a large muscular chest. He reminded Ellen of 
some dock workers she had seen on the Tampa waterfront earlier that 
summer. They were a tough vicious breed and she had heard that when 
they became drunk they frequently got into fights that often ended 
fatally.


Pop, who had been driving the truck when they abducted her, was a heavy 
set middle-aged man with rough looking skin and bulging red eyes. Of 
the four men he appeared the most inhuman and depraved. Years of prison 
confinement had transformed his every movement into a gesture of animal 
cunning that Ellen could sense now as he shifted his eyes from his 
plate of food to her body. There was an innate cold cruelty in Pop's 
eyes that she couldn't really explain, but she knew that his easy-going 
attitude was just a front hiding a bestial inner-self that needed only 
a nod from Billy to be released. Pop had been trained to obey the 
commands of any one man, but at the same time he seemed to harbor a 
deep resentment against that authority. Like an old dog who had stored 
up years of hate against an unjust master, he only waited for a moment 
of faltering when he might spring and destroy ...


Billy was a tall, sandy-haired young man who carried himself with an 
arrogant confidence befitting his position as gang chief. He had well 
formed features and a square strong looking chin that revealed a strong 
willed character that Ellen had already learned to fear and respect. 
His arms were large and well muscled and sloped down to powerful hands 
that Ellen remembered had held her so brutally in the car. She winced 
when she recalled the movement of his wrenching fingers across her 
buttocks: she could still feel the painful marks he had made on her 
sides as he had plunged into her and ravished her so viciously. 
Although Billy was quite handsome in an obscene animal like way, there 
was something about him that repulsed her. He was colder and more aloof 
than the other men, and he seemed to lack a warmth of feeling that 
could lead him to commit acts of violence without having a second 
thought about it.


Vito, on the other hand, was bony and skinny with a shock of black 
greasy hair falling across his forehead. A long scar was slashed across 
his cheek that emphasized the paleness of his face and brought out the 
shiftiness of his character. If Pop appeared to be the most inhuman and 
depraved of the group of criminals, Vito was the most conniving and 
jealous. His dark darting eyes and his constantly tensed thin mouth 
suggested the born criminal personality who would have entered the 
world of crime even if the circumstances of his life had not sent him 
in that direction.


Earlier Ellen had feared an inevitable clash between Vito and Billy 
over leadership of the gang, and now as she watched the two men finish 
their sandwiches, she knew her fears had not been unjustified. Although 
they were completely opposite physically and mentally, both men had the 
driving desire to dominate and master the weaker human beings who 
crossed their path.


"Hey, little girl, what you lookin' at," Billy said, staring up at her 
from his empty plate. "Get into that kitchen and make us some more 
sandwiches."


Ellen darted back into the next room and began looking for some more 
food to fix the four voraciously hungry men. The sardines were all 
gone, but she found some cold cuts in the bottom of the grocery sack 
and quickly placed the slabs of meat on slices of bread and returned to 
the living room to set the full plate on the table.


The men dug into the sandwiches again and continued consuming their 
food in silence. As they ate they cast their gaze up from the table to 
her face and then dropped their eyes slowly in a lewd movement down to 
her half-exposed breasts and legs. There could be no doubt about what 
they were thinking about, and she kept her eyes on Billy as she cowered 
back from the table.


He was her only hope now, and as much as she was afraid of him, she 
feared the others more. She had been forced into a dilemma where she 
had to choose from one of four evils, and she truly felt that he would 
be her best bet if she hoped to survive the next few days without 
suffering a fate far worse than losing her virginity. Yes, she had come 
a long way from the innocent young thing she had been a few short hours 
before. She had believed in the absolute preciousness of her female 
dignity, and had thought the preservation of that purity should be 
striven for at all costs. But now she realized there were far greater 
indignities to be suffered--humiliations that in her virginal innocence 
she had never even thought of, never in her wildest dreams. So she, as 
though she were living in some primitive, war-like tribe, was forced to 
choose Billy as the strongest of the group for mere survival sake, and 
she hoped ultimately she would be accepted by him.


But she wasn't too sure.


Billy's actions were confusing. His strong assertive confidence 
appeared almost businesslike at times, and watching him eating now, she 
noticed that he didn't seem as concerned or even aware of her presence 
as the others. She was just there, a mere object to be toyed with at 
will; yet he knew she was his by virtue of his leadership of the gang.


"That was real good," Pop said, licking his lips in satisfaction. "I 
could use a couple shots to polish it all off."


"That sounds like a great idea, Pop," Billy said, yawning and 
stretching backwards on his chair. "Now you trot your sweet little ass 
into the kitchen, Honey, and get a bottle of booze for us fellas."


Ellen went into the kitchen and found a bottle of whiskey wrapped in a 
paper sack at the bottom of the grocery bag. She brought the bottle 
back with some glasses and watched silently by his side as he poured a 
drink out for all of them.


"You only brought four glasses," Billy said, winking up at her. "We 
want five. You gonna drink with us, don't you understand?"


Ellen winced and began to turn back to the kitchen. "Here, save 
yourself some trouble, Baby, and drink out of mine," Billy said, a note 
of disarming tenderness in his voice.


He poured his glass completely full and handed it to Ellen, who in an 
unconscious gesture of revulsion pushed the glass away from her face.


"Goddamn it, I said drink it you little bitch," he commanded, smiling 
broadly at the three men who sat with their eyes glued on Ellen.


The young girl slowly moved the glass of amber colored liquid toward 
her lips. It smelled bitter and strong, and she flinched involuntarily 
as she took a small sip and felt the hot liquid burn all the way down. 
This was the first time she had drank any liquor straight, and she felt 
momentarily sick as the whiskey began burning the walls of her stomach. 
She choked as Billy thrust his hand around her wrist and forced her to 
drink the rest in one gulp.


"Damn, she drunk all of that stuff," Vito laughed. "She's a regular pro 
at it."


"She's comin' along real well," Billy smiled. "And with me teachin' her 
the ropes she'll be a professional in no time."


"We's gonna get some of that too, ain't we, Billy?" Pop gloated. "We 
can't just sit here and watch. I mean, hell, I ain't had no woman for 
nearly fifteen years."


"Ya waited that long, another couple weeks ain't gonna hurt ya," Billy 
laughed.


"But that ain't fair, Chief. She's just as much ours as your own," Cash 
shouted. "We's the ones who helped you grab her up off that beach road. 
I say she's everybody's property."


"I say she's mine," Billy said sternly, rising up to his full height. 
"Anybody messes with this little pussy, and he's gotta answer to me. 
Remember, she's here because we need a hostage, not to knock off a 
piece of ass whenever we feel like it."


"Look, Billy," Vito said, speaking up for the first time in awhile. 
"You already fucked the stuck-up little bitch. You can't change the 
facts."


Ellen listened in astonishment at the vile exchange of words, pulling 
instinctively closer to Billy as the argument continued. She knew that 
her fate would be sealed with the outcome of the discussion, and she 
hoped somehow that Billy would be able to keep the three men off her.


"The facts are plain and simple," Billy answered. "But if you'd like to 
take a little look-see at the merchandise you're welcome a quick 
glance, with no touchin' that is."


Billy reached for Ellen's arm and pulled her violently toward the group 
of men. Ellen could feel the palm of his hand tighten around her wrist, 
then she sensed his fingers loosen slowly, as though he was intending 
to show his power to the men but did not want to hurt her. She let 
herself go weak under the strong pressure of the man's hand and found 
herself being pulled down toward the mattress.


"Now just look," Billy said, grasping her chin firmly in one hand while 
he still held her wrist strongly within his other fist. "Ain't she a 
sweet cunt? She's a real wonder."


Then in one swift movement Billy's hand reached down and ripped open 
the flimsy material of her tee shirt completely, throwing the tattered 
cloth onto the floor. Ellen fell backward for a moment in surprise, 
suddenly feeling the nakedness of the upper part of her body and trying 
to cover the exposed pink fleshed nipples of her large full breasts.


"Now you take a look at that boys," she heard his voice hiss. "That's 
what I call a real damn hostage, what dya think, Pop?"


"J--Jeeze, look at them goddamn titties," the old man exclaimed, 
lurching forward from his chair.


"Now hold on, boys. You just keep your hands off them pretty knockers, 
cause I got somethin' better to show you."


Ellen pulled away again, rising and trying vainly to escape her final 
exposure to the lewdly staring criminals seated before her, then she 
felt Billy's hand reach under the tightly clasping waist band of her 
jeans, and she heard and sensed the thick denim rip and slide down over 
the voluptuous young curves of her hips. The jeans fell in a useless 
pile to the floor and now she was standing naked and completely 
defenseless before them. She felt the cool air rush around the blonde 
silken treasure lying up between her thighs, and she clenched her legs, 
futilely trying to hide herself from their obscene glances.


"Now just walk around a bit," Billy commanded harshly. "I want the 
fellas to see what ya got that they can't get. But be nice about it, 
they been without it a bit too long."


Ellen shuddered and drew back from them, trying to bring herself to run 
to the door of the kitchen but somehow she was frozen in her tracks 
with a fear that increased as she watched the three men slowly rise 
from the mattress. Ellen pulled close to Billy and looked up into his 
cold expressionless face for some reassurance, but it didn't come. The 
men were coming closer now and she found herself trembling as the 
lewdly fascinated group shambled forward, the obscene glare of their 
vision clamped vise-like on her nakedly shivering young body.


Billy had done nothing to ward the three men off. He just sat 
impassively in his chair while they began their lust-incited appraisal 
of each curve and soft dimple of her body, gaping with unadulterated 
admiration and animal-like lust at her luscious fullness of her breasts 
and the soft-downed blush of sparse blonde pubic hair curling between 
her legs.


"Jesus Christ," Cash breathed, almost in a groan. "That is really 
something."


Vito stood only a few inches from her, his beady eyes glazed over with 
a film of lust and his tensed mouth working spasmodically. It was all 
he could do to keep from rushing the young girl again, and he seemed to 
struggle to avoid raising his arm to fondle her softness in his hand. 
Vito knew that this would be fatal, as Billy still had claim to her as 
gang leader, but he would wait until the opportune moment, if that 
moment ever came, and then he would vent all of his hate and passion 
and would show Billy and the other men just what kind of a man he was.


"There ain't no reason you got to hold us off like this, Billy," Pop 
said, rubbing the palms of his rough fat hairy hands together, as his 
eyes followed the smooth contours of her body from the lust curve of 
her ripely upthrust breasts to the smooth fleshy contours of her hips 
and thighs.


Billy stood up from his chair, exulting in his power to tantalize the 
other men with this young captive who was his and his alone. His 
strength seemed to know no bounds, and his arrogant authority shone 
through his bright blue eyes that seemed to revel in the control he 
held over her and the others. Slowly the imprint of a contemptuous 
smile began to curl over his lips.


"Now I know you fellas need a little pussy, and I sympathize," he said, 
smirking viciously at the men. "And I plan to make it so you can have 
the chance to get her fair and square."


"That's what we been talking about ever since she was brought in here," 
Cash exclaimed, covetously running his eyes down the long smooth arc of 
Ellen's hips to the long curve of her tanned perfectly formed legs.


"Then, what I suggest is a gentlemanly game a' craps," Billy smiled. "I 
win, and you gotta pay me from the loot we get after the job--but if I 
lose then she's all yours."


"You know that ain't fair, Billy," Pop said, raising his voice in weak 
protestation. "Everybody knows you're a champ at craps."


"You play the game if you like the idea. Remember it's you three 
against me. All I do is roll the dice; you all call my bets." Billy 
laughed, and poured the glass Ellen was holding half-full with whiskey 
again.


Ellen pulled the whiskey glass up to her lips and took a long deep sip. 
She just couldn't believe what was going on around her! Here she was 
about to be used as stakes in a dice game, and she had absolutely 
nothing to say about it! The thought of being gambled for as though she 
was some kind of slave girl in an Arab market place sent strong spasms 
of revulsion through her stomach. There was no turning back now, and 
she could only pray to the gods of chance that Billy would be lucky or 
conniving enough to retain his power and control over her.


"I--I can't take it," she mumbled, almost incoherently to Billy. "Wh--
what is going to happen to me?"


"You just keep your little ass quiet and everything will turn out just 
fine, Honey," Billy said, his voice sounding slightly irritated with 
her.


Ellen sat back and sipped nervously from the glass of whiskey, feeling 
the clammy tingle of self-degradation and fear creep over her again. 
She was almost at the point where she would beg, grovel, or do anything 
possible to escape from the three men; but some final vestiges of pride 
remained. Although she knew that total subservience to Billy was her 
only choice at this point, she vowed to herself that at the moment when 
either of the two evils was forced upon her, she would at least have 
some remaining sense of her female dignity still intact.


"All right," Cash shouted, full of expectant excitement now. "I'm 
ready. But what do we use as money until the loot gets here?"


"Just take some pieces of paper and rip 'em up and we'll use 'em as 
stakes for the time bein'," Billy answered, picking up a piece of 
newspaper from the floor. He tore long even shreds of the paper and 
placed them on the top of the table, one pile in front of each of the 
escaped convicts who counted their share as though it were real money.


"And if we win, we get to do what we like with her, is that right?" 
Cash asked, gazing at Billy with a pleading look in his eyes.


"That's absolutely kerrect!" Billy asserted. "Just gimme the bones, and 
we can begin."


Pop reached in his pocket and brought out a pair of worn-looking dice 
and placed them in Billy's outstretched hand. Billy dropped the cubes 
on the table several times, then seized them and threw them back into 
Pop's face.


"Goddamn, Pop, you sneaky old bastard," Billy shouted contemptuously at 
the old man. "Snake eyes every time. You guys got any dice that ain't 
fixed?"


Cash tossed a pair of his own on the table, and Billy shuffled them 
around a few times, finally satisfied that they were good.


"I get the idea that I'm in on this, Billy," Vito's jackal-like voice 
suddenly sounded out. "I can get some of it too, can't I?"


Billy looked up, obviously gloating in his self-assurance and the sense 
of power that he held over the thin-lipped young man who was 
practically begging in front of him.


"You get a slice of the cake, of course you do, Vito," Billy said 
slyly. "But it ain't gonna be anything important. You just might do a 
little eating, understand?"


Vito slunk back from the table, a cruel hurt look apparent in his dark 
eyes. Ellen watched him carefully out of the side of her vision, 
fearing that Billy might provoke him beyond the point where Vito could 
take any more of the gang leader's vicious jibes. It was obvious that 
Billy was glorying in the salacious glances the others were casting at 
her nakedly white body, and it seemed as though he wanted to extend his 
domination over them as far as he could under the opportune 
circumstances.


While the men rose and went to the opposite side of the room, Ellen 
began clearing away the table. She watched for a moment as they bent a 
few feet from the wall, and she took the dishes into the kitchen. After 
she had set the dishes in the sink and returned to the living room, 
Billy made her drink from another glass of the whiskey. She had now 
consumed nearly three glasses of the strong-tasting liquid, and 
although it made her feel somewhat light-headed, it was preferable to 
the horrible fainting feeling she experienced when they looked at her 
so obscenely. She needed something to shield herself from the shocks 
that had been assaulting her mind and body all evening, and though she 
usually found drinking distasteful she now welcomed each additional 
glass of the warm liquid he made her take.


The craps game was going at a slow pace. Ellen didn't quite understand 
the rules they were following for tossing the dice, but she could see 
by Billy's worried expression that things were not proceeding as he had 
planned. He would toss the dice against the wall, and it appeared that 
the three men would bet on the number of dots that came up. She noticed 
several times that when both dice came up with two dots face up on each 
cube the men would scream out "snake eyes" which seemed to mean that 
Billy had lost that particular toss. But when Billy tossed the next 
time and came up after the first throw with a combination of seven or 
eleven as a total number, the men looked disappointed. However, this 
did not happen often. Usually seven came up after the initial throw, 
and Billy would curse and snarl at the dice almost as though they were 
alive.


Cash knelt on the floor and watched Billy toss the dice. He smiled 
exultantly as his leader's losses piled up. Cash was not only slowly 
whittling more and more of Billy's money away from him, but was betting 
the other two men on what numbers might come up ... and he seemed to be 
winning there besides.


After two and a half hours of intense play Vito rose, and growling 
something incoherently, he threw the remainder of his stakes on the 
floor in disgust. Ellen breathed a sigh of relief at this turn of 
events. At least she needn't be bothered with Vito any more this 
evening; yet the game between Cash and Billy, with Pop still betting, 
was growing close and more intense.


Each throw of the dice seemed to send up those glittering snake eyes 
that took on a more evil quality as Ellen tried to concentrate her will 
on making Billy's luck run better. But it was impossible. Billy was now 
drinking heavily, even though Ellen tried to down most of the liquor in 
the glass he had poured for himself, and Pop and Cash seemed to sense 
his growing impatience, and they played it for all it was worth. At one 
point, Ellen got up with the liquor bottle tucked in hand, intending to 
go into the kitchen and secretively dilute the whiskey with water. 
Cash's watchful eye caught her as she was about to disappear into the 
next room, and silently she turned around and seated herself again at 
the table. The game went on. Billy drunkenly pushed his glass next to 
the bottle, bidding her to refill it, and with a growing sense of 
anguished helplessness, Ellen obeyed his command.


The shapes of tables and chairs and dice throwers was growing quite 
hazy, and Ellen had difficulty focusing on the movement of the players 
crouched down on the floor in front of her. If she could have her way 
she would drink the whole bottle of whiskey in order to send herself 
into complete unconsciousness, but the truth was she couldn't. The men 
had carefully kept their eyes on the bottle knowing full well what her 
intentions had been. They were not going to let her get away with 
blotting out their actions from her mind if they got hold of her--and 
at this point it looked like they just might succeed in winning her 
away from Billy. Now she had become nothing more than an exalted pawn 
in a dice game that had turned into a play for power among four 
desperately gambling escaped convicts whose main purpose in life had 
been and still was to dominate and destroy every defenseless being that 
came within their grasp.


Ellen leaned back in her chair and took another long sip at the glass 
of whiskey, almost forgetting her own nakedness as she concentrated on 
the game going on before her. But now as the dice continually came up 
craps, snake eyes or box cars for Billy's first throws and sevens after 
he had established a point, and as Cash gathered in more and more slips 
of paper she became aware of her nakedly defenseless flesh open to all 
four men's view.


"You about to call me on this one, huh," Bill said coldly. "Well, just 
try it." His expression changed as Cash immediately covered his bet.


Vito and Pop who both were now out of the game shuffled forward to see 
what would happen next, and Cash sat silently watching as Billy's hands 
trembled slightly as he gripped the dice for a final throw.


"We'll make a break in the game," Cash said, hardly able to conceal his 
glee. "I say you're about to crap out on this throw." He pushed a 
bundle of paper slips toward the center. "Crap out and I get the girl. 
Don't crap out and you win enough to play a little longer."


"Man, you got some kinda nerve to be pushing like that," Billy said, 
seeming to regain his confidence.


"I got all kinds of nerve," Cash said shortly. "Luck's with me tonight, 
you can see that plain as daylight."


Cash stood up confidently from the floor and passed his eyes from 
Billy's hand to Ellen's smoothly curved body that stood defensively 
close to Billy. He smiled expectantly as he surveyed every inch of her 
voluptuously tensed young figure that seemed to be unaware of its own 
provocative nakedness, then he glanced back at Billy who was still 
shaking the dice in his cupped hands. "Man, get a move on, I think I 
got a little appointment with a lovely lady over here."


Billy shifted his weight, looking back at Vito and the other two men 
who faced him with anticipation, their leers of expectant triumph 
dissolving as he regained his arrogant confidence momentarily; but as 
he turned back to face the wall, they broke into knowing smiles again. 
"Here goes your ass, Cash," Billy hissed and tossed the dice sharply 
against the wall.


"Goddamn!" the chorus of voices went up in unison as the dice turned up 
with Cash's predicted craps glaring directly into Billy's face.


Silence reigned in the room for several interminable seconds as Pop, 
Billy and Vito looked worshipfully down at the dice which had conformed 
to Cash's incredible prediction. Then Cash slowly rose up, and took a 
deep gulp as though he had crossed some important threshold in his life 
and there was no turning back.


"Jeezus, would you look at that," he said in a deep throaty voice. 
"This little old piece of ass is gonna get it tonight! Yes sirree, Cash 
is gonna give it to her good, and, fellas, you're gonna watch this 
stuck up little prissy enjoy it like nothin' she ever had before."


"It don't mean a shit to me," Billy lied, rising from the crouch he had 
been kneeling in for the past three hours. "It just means somethin' off 
my back. But, you take it easy on her. Remember, we wanna let her outta 
here, so she looks like we didn't do nothin' to her."


"Look here, part of the deal was I get to do anything I like, ain't 
that so, Pop?"


"He's absolutely right, Billy. You can't go back on nothin' you already 
said," the old man reminded, grinning from ear to ear. "As a matter of 
fact, I gotta make up for some lost time myself, fifteen years to be 
exact."


Billy began moving towards the three men, his face grimacing in anger 
and his fists clenched in a combative position, but halfway across the 
floor, he threw his hands up in the air in resignation. There was 
nothing he wanted less to do than stir the men up to the point where he 
could control them no longer. They had gotten to where they had really 
begun to enjoy the challenge they had presented to him, and there was 
no use risking his position as gang chief on something as foolish as a 
cunt, no matter how young and voluptuous she might be.


"Hey, Baby, don't look so damn shook up, you're gonna like this, much 
better than you ever liked anything before, don't you understand that?" 
Cash said, his harsh Florida accent cutting through the silence. "But 
first you gotta get us a little warmed up, if ya know what I mean."


Ellen stood open-mouthed before the men, still standing close to Billy 
where she had frozen when the final dice had been tossed, but moved 
forward when Billy dug his elbow into her side in a gesture of 
rejection.


"Listen, Honey, you pour us some more whiskey," Cash continued. 
"There's another full bottle in the kitchen."


Ellen moved quickly toward the kitchen, feeling the harsh glare of 
Cash's eyes burning through her back as she withdrew from her position 
of protection close to Billy. Her naked thighs and round smooth 
buttocks swaying unintentionally as she turned to the door brought out 
a deep groaning sigh from the men that resounded lewdly through the 
room, and Ellen felt a cold sensation of fear shoot through her spine 
just as she approached the kitchen sink.


"Man, oooowwweee! Look at them ass cheeks swing. Am I gonna get my 
rocks off on that sweet lil piece of pussy tonight," Cash said 
vulgarly.


Ellen found another full whiskey bottle beneath the sink and she 
immediately opened it and drew it to her lips, taking long deep gulps 
without stopping. Another rush of fear scurried over the paleness of 
her skin, but was gradually replaced by a lightheadedness induced by 
the whiskey she had just taken. She tried to focus her mind on ways to 
escape from the next attack on her humiliated body from Cash, but no 
solution came. She just couldn't stand the idea of the stocky, vicious 
looking criminal running his hands over her naked body and skewering 
his penis into her--especially as she recalled how she had been treated 
in the back of the truck, yet she saw no way out. She might drink the 
entire bottle of whiskey--that would be a slow way of committing 
suicide, yet she knew she would become sick before she finished half of 
it. Getting sick would be a good way out, and she anticipated a 
nauseous feeling as she gulped from the bottle again, but it didn't 
come. She was lost. Bob probably had assumed she had walked home from 
the beach party after their argument and her mother had gone to sleep 
hours ago, and wouldn't miss her until sometime this morning. Her 
mother would think she had stayed the night at a friend's house, and by 
the time she discovered something was wrong it would be too late ...


The naked young girl raised the bottle to her lips again and drank as 
much of it in one swallow as she could get down. Tingling sensations 
began to sweep over her even as the liquor was still settling in her 
stomach, and she knew she was approaching a state of numbness that was 
deadening her senses somewhat. Suddenly she felt a dizziness race 
through her head and sensed her legs begin wobbling beneath her, and 
she clung to the side of the sink in order to support herself. If she 
could only get drunk enough to make herself completely repulsive to 
these men, if only she was just a bit less desirable than she appeared 
to be--a thousand ifs raced through her reeling brain, but she knew 
deep in her heart that there was nothing now that could save her from 
the horrible fate that awaited her. In a moment Cash would be on her, 
venting all his brutality and lust just as Billy had done in the truck 
only a few hours before. But the difference now was that she had time 
to understand what the vile purpose of this rapacious band of criminals 
was. Before, the wrench and squirm of bodies above and below her had 
been a mere flicker of images that seemed to have jumped out of an 
insane pornographic movie; but now, even in her numbed, half-
intoxicated state she was fully conscious of what they wanted to do to 
her.


She reached for the bottle of whiskey again, but before she had a 
chance to bring it to her lips, she felt Cash's strong hard grasp on 
her arm as he pulled it violently downward.


"Looka here, Honey," his voice boomed coarsely throughout the kitchen. 
"I ain't waitin' for no dead drunk chicken lyin' under me, ya got me?"


Ellen lowered her head in a gesture of complete resignation before him, 
then nodded slightly in dumb agreement, watching as he loosened his 
vise-like grip from her hand. Struggling now would be of absolutely no 
use, she knew, as they seemed to derive some sort of perverse joy in 
watching her attempt to resist their brutal advances. It would only 
make matters worse if she demonstrated any will to escape, but she 
would wait for that impossible moment and take immediate advantage of 
it if it ever came.


Cash picked up the bottle from the sink and walked in front of her into 
the living room. "Ain't ya comin' honey, or do I gotta do some 
persuading?" he said, peering back through the door at her nakedness.


Ellen meekly followed him to the table, her head bent in submission as 
she approached the three lewdly staring men who hunched up in their 
chairs beneath the harsh glow of the overhanging light. Cash made a 
strong movement of his hand toward the bottle of whiskey, and commanded 
her to pour the three glasses full; then she noticed that Billy was no 
longer drinking, in fact he seemed hardly aware of what was going on 
around him, as he slumped down in his chair with a blank cast to his 
dulled eyes that focused onto the floor. Suddenly Ellen felt the 
renewed effects of the liquor race throbbingly through her brain. She 
poured Cash's drink with trembling hands, trying with all her 
concentration not to spill the whiskey.


"Hey, this bottle is almost gone," Cash spoke out. "You run into the 
kitchen like a good little girl and get old Cash and these boys another 
one, huh?"


Feeling momentarily reprieved, Ellen slipped back into the kitchen and 
found another full liquor bottle beneath the sink. She waited for a 
moment, hoping Cash wouldn't appear again, then opened the bottle and 
pushed it toward her lips. God, she would need more of this, she really 
needed to get absolutely drunk! But her shock was so great that the 
whiskey seemed to have no effect on her, except for that momentary 
unsteadiness she had felt in the living room.


She looked down at the fullness of her breasts that curved out smoothly 
from her warm body and noticed a small rivulet of perspiration 
trickling between the swelling white mounds. God, it was getting hot! 
When they had entered the warehouse it had seemed almost cold, but now 
the closeness of the summer night seemed to wrap her in its warm humid 
shroud; and she found her breath coming in small desperate gasps, as 
though she were choking on the very thickness of the room's suffocating 
atmosphere.


"Let's have some of that whiskey, and make it quick!" Cash shouted in 
obvious irritation from the next room.


Now her violation was about to begin, and all she could do was attempt 
to bear her humiliation and the indignities that would follow with as 
much strength and fortitude as was possible under the incredible 
circumstances.


She shuddered in horrified anticipation of Cash's thick callused hands 
coursing over her tender body, and when she turned towards the living 
room an image of beastly mouths and contorted arms and legs and faces 
raced through her mind. There was nothing she could do now--there was 
nothing in all the world to help her but her own will power and 
courage. She was completely alone.


Chapter 5


"Now look at that," Cash snorted brutally as Ellen approached, trying 
to conceal the sensuous sway of her buttocks. "Just move up here a 
little closer, so's I can get a feel of that sweet little pussy of 
yours."


Ellen automatically jumped back as his thick stubby hand reached out 
and began stroking the resilient pubic hair growing at the base of her 
tautly rounded belly.


"Goddamn, bitch, stand still," he snarled unhappily. "I just want to 
touch it." The vicious immediacy of his voice stilled her trembling as 
though she had been wrapped in a hypnotic daze by the harsh sound of 
his command. Her face flushed at the indignity of being pawed as she 
stood nakedly there unable to move with his strong callused fingers 
coursing around the secret parts of her exposed genitals. She could 
hear the snickers of Vito and Pop around her begin to build into pants 
of lusty anticipation as they watched Cash continue the tormenting 
movement of his fingers and hands taking indecent liberties with her 
ripe young body, and she began to groan softly in shame and humiliation 
as she felt the tip of his outstretched middle finger circle down the 
moist base of her pubic mound and push itself into the fleshy-layered 
lips surrounding her vagina. Her innermost parts still contained a warm 
moistness which had lingered from Billy's sperm when he had ravished 
her in the truck some hours ago, and she could tell Cash was becoming 
more and more excited as his hot breath grazed against the smoothness 
of her nakedly trembling belly in lusty anticipation of what he would 
do to her next.


"You know, boys, I think she's getting a little hot already," Cash 
murmured as he continued massaging his finger up and down the smooth 
slippery length of the narrow hair-lined slit. "Man, this is going to 
be nice, real nice. I'm gonna push this here cock up her little cunt 
till it comes outta the sweet lil bitch's mouth. And ya know what, I 
think she's gonna like the taste of it!"


Ellen felt her head begin to spin until she thought she would lose 
consciousness completely. But fate was not so kind to her, and her 
vision refocused again as the blood rose to her head. Cash moved his 
extended finger deeper into the moistly clasping folds of her cunt. Pop 
and Vito began to move closer to her groaning figure, and she noticed 
that their expressions were changing from amused fun to slow smoldering 
desire.


Billy was no longer of any assistance to Ellen, slumped over the table 
as he was with a look of resigned indifference on his face. After all, 
what could he do? There was no question of protesting, as he had been 
the one to suggest the dice game, and he must accept his defeat or 
suffer an uprising of the whole gang against him. He knew the sexual 
frenzy Cash was building up to would erupt into a volcano of rape, and 
he fought against the temptation to rise up and utterly destroy Cash 
with bloody blows from his tight-clenched fist. But he couldn't. He had 
no particular affection for the girl; yet he knew that if the men used 
her to the extent that he anticipated, their lust would leave her in a 
state of hysterical shock that would have terrible repercussions after 
they released her. With these thoughts bringing on a more sullen mood, 
the gang leader rose and headed silently for a room at the end of the 
dimly lit corridor where he intended to try to get some sleep.


Cash didn't say anything until Billy had left the room, then he let his 
glance fall back to Ellen still nakedly standing by his chair. He rose 
slowly, and in a sudden movement that took her completely by surprise, 
grabbed her by the wrist and jerked her back to the chair until she was 
forced to sit on the arm and part her legs out to the sides to maintain 
her balance. Pop and Vito, as if by signal, jumped up from where they 
were sitting and moved closer to the chair so they could see the 
terrified girl's delicately spread young pussy lips. Vito's eyes 
flickered with cruel, undisguised delight as they bored into the softly 
wet slit so open to his view, gleaming pinkly in the harsh light.


"Cash, man, you just got to let me fuck her! It's only fair! Billy'll 
never know the difference," Vito hissed in a low demanding voice.


"Once we get the bitch hot enough. I don't suppose Billy'll mind, when 
she begs you for it," Cash chuckled, all his rapt attention focused on 
the soft hair-lined folds of her vagina just inches away from him. 
"Make yourself comfortable, bitch. Let the legs go, ya know?"


"No, no," Ellen muttered with downcast eyes, struggling to get up from 
the chair.


"You'll do what I say and when I say it, ya hear me!" he shouted 
threateningly and reached out, yanking her roughly by the wrist back to 
her original position on the arm of his chair.


Cash's eyes danced with lewd amusement at the image of Ellen's ripely 
firm breasts quivering in the air from their struggle. He reached up 
with an almost overwhelming feeling of lewd power to the lusciously 
rounded mounds, tweaking teasingly at the pink-aureoled tips in a harsh 
mocking movement.


Ellen whimpered helplessly with shame and humiliation as Cash's hand 
continued to pull on her nakedly exposed breasts. Then he wet his 
finger with his own saliva and raced it around the coral nipple until 
the helpless little bud stiffened. She couldn't believe it! This 
repulsive band of criminals had just assumed that they could force her 
to enjoy their lewd proddings and pokings at her defenseless body. 
Well, they would see soon enough that she had more than enough will 
power and determination to resist the likes of them.


"Let your legs go, I said," he commanded harshly.


"No, no, please," Ellen whimpered in rebellion.


"All right, you stuck-up bitch. I'm fed up!" Cash grunted in anger and 
frustration at the stubbornness of the girl. "Get on down here in my 
lap. Now!"


He lurched forward and yanked her down into his lap so hard that the 
chair smacked against the wall. Ellen's back dropped against his chest, 
her nude ass cheeks squirming down his thighs and her legs falling 
apart to their limits. Across the room, Vito and Pop gasped at the 
sudden full view of her widespread crotch, the tiny bud of her pinkly 
quivering clitoris straining up like a glistening chili bean. Ellen 
struggled desperately and found herself sliding down Cash's upthrust 
legs to an even more obscene position with her legs wrenched painfully 
behind her on the floor. She felt him drag her roughly by her shoulders 
back up into his lap almost with relief.


"It looks like I'm going to have to stop playing with you," Ellen heard 
Cash's voice grunt sharply. Without warning, he dug his thumbs 
painfully into her shoulder blades. She groaned and her shoulders 
curled backwards, her white curvaceous front nakedly arching out like a 
bow away from him. Her breasts swung loose and quivering below him, and 
her arms flung out from her sides in tensed anguish, her fingers 
stiffened at the ends of them.


"How do you like this?" Cash muttered, wrenching her shoulders back 
with his thumbs, causing her head to jerk back against the top of his 
shoulders and her long, silken hair to cascade down his back.


"Please, please let me go," she groaned against the excruciating pain 
in her arched back. It felt as though his cruelly probing fingers were 
going to split through her back until they came out the front.


"Do you want me to break your back?" he demanded, sinking his nails 
deeper in her flesh and giving a harder tug.


"No, noooo," Ellen sobbed under the excruciating pain.


Ellen's shoulders suddenly slung forward when the viciously digging 
fingers released her, her contorted anguished face falling to her 
heaving chest. She crumpled into the man's lap, hiding her face in her 
hands and sobbing, looking for all the world like a little girl that 
had just been punished by an angry parent.


Cash traced his fingers over the deep white ridges his deeply boring 
thumbs had left in her back, and then began massaging his palms 
coarsely over her back as though to reward her for her momentary 
obedience. A self-satisfied grin played over his face, and his hot eyes 
gleamed evilly. He chuckled cruelly as he watched her cringe under his 
questing fingers that stroked up the small bumps of her spine and 
curved, palms open, over her wide creamy shoulders, bringing 
involuntary goose-bumps over the smooth flesh. Pop and Vito--like 
animals moving in to be close at the kill--came closer, their mouths 
hanging open in undisguised lust at the image of the naked young body 
quivering defenselessly under Cash's touches.


"You like this, don't you? And you want some more, don't you?" he 
demanded threateningly.


"Please, n--no, no ... Please just get it over with," Ellen sobbed, the 
humiliating words coming out in a frightened rush.


She had steeled herself to accept their final ravishment of her 
alcohol-numbed body, but had not expected that they would tease and 
mock like this beforehand.


"Answer me, you bitch! Don't you?" he dug his hands into her shoulder 
blades and violently wrenched them back.


"No. No. No ... y--yes, oh yes," she moaned as he increased the 
intensity of his pressure.


"That's more like it, sweetheart. Keep that up, and we'll get on just 
fine."


Cash settled his hands on the narrow curve of Ellen's waist, feeling 
the fleshy swell of her full womanly hips under his fingers. He grabbed 
the soft white warmth of her buttocks and pinched hard, laughing in 
cruel delight as she involuntarily ground down against his penis 
already stiffened with sadistic pleasure. His hands splayed down to the 
tanned softness of her smoothly naked stomach, once again catching her 
by surprise, and kneaded the flesh roughly, tracing one finger over the 
fine blonde hair that ran in a barely visible feather-strip down her 
flat belly. Ellen's nakedly slender hour-glass body stiffened on his 
knee like a lovely statue.


"Now you're goin' to tell old Cash here just how much you're enjoyin' 
it. I want ya to speak up loud and clear so the boys can hear ya," he 
pinched at her maliciously.


For the first time, Ellen realized with grim certainty just how much 
more difficult the evening was going to be for her than she'd imagined 
in her most anguished moments of foreboding. He meant to exercise his 
brutal control over her tortured mind and body, forcing his vile 
thoughts onto her consciousness, and making her say abominably lewd 
things to further humiliate and degrade herself.


"No ... I don't enjoy it. I hate it," Ellen half mumbled, half shouted 
up at him, tears of helpless indignation streaming from her eyes.


"What's that ya say? What's that ya saying, Baby?" Cash tormented back 
at her, pinching at her softly tender flesh until the ache spread 
throughout her entire belly.


"No, no. I hate it," Ellen moaned, realizing even as she spoke that her 
defiance was completely useless. This mad torturing was meant only to 
increase their lewd pleasure before they moved in for the final brutal 
ravishment of her nakedly defenseless young body.


"Ya meant to say ya liked it, didn't ya, Baby? What I thought I heard 
was just a little mistake. Wasn't it?" Cash said evilly and ground his 
hand down her belly until his finger rubbed torturously on the nub of 
her sensitive little clitoris. Ellen screamed and kicked, but she 
couldn't overcome the strength of the two other men who had moved 
closer to the chair and now suddenly grabbed arms and legs. Cash's 
outstretched finger lashed again and again over her sensitive flesh, 
sending jolts of near-pain throughout her futilely writhing body.


"Noooooooo," the naked young female cried, her shrill scream 
reverberating through the room, as his finger lashed over her again and 
again in a seeming eternity of hurt and repugnant sensation that she 
thought would never end. What she might have done or said to appease 
them was beyond her immediate comprehension. She would never understand 
what had made them so cruel or why they so obviously enjoyed torturing 
her, a helpless young girl they had never seen before and who certainly 
had nothing to do with them being sent to the penitentiary. It wasn't 
her fault if she had been born into better circumstances than they had. 
Once, years ago, when another poorer girl had stolen her jacket at 
school, she hadn't even said anything about it. There must be some 
reason for their brutal relish in her anguish, she thought, and then 
her awareness descended to the dim borderlines of bare consciousness. 
There was only the finger and the feeling of her body jerking and 
straining under the vicious fondling Cash was subjecting on her 
helpless breasts and vagina.


"Now tell Cash what ya want him to do!" he begged.


"Stop. Stop. Please stop!" she begged.


"But after I stop. What is it ya want Cash to do to ya then?"


"I don't know. I don't know," she wailed desperately.


He laughed through the humiliation that seemed to be without end. "Beg 
Cash to fuck ya."


Ellen clenched her teeth tightly and moaned while the man's furious 
attack continued hard and unrelenting on the straining inner folds of 
her sensitive cuntal lips. She prayed that she might collapse into 
total unconsciousness, but she didn't. That grating hurt went on and 
on. Still, she didn't speak. Nothing could bring her to utter those 
lewd words that would mean her final subjugation to him. The shame and 
anguish she already felt under his horrible torture would be increased 
to unbearable limits by the final act of degradation.


"Noooooo," she moaned as he increased the brutal stroking.


"Beg Cash to fuck ya, Baby," he insisted, chuckling savagely at her 
utter helplessness.


"Oh, stop. Please stop. No. Pleaaaaase. I beg you," she whimpered and 
groaned through clenched teeth under the increased fury of his cruel 
assault.


"Beg, bitch! Beg me to fuck ya," he chided gleefully, sensing the break 
in her resolve to deny him the obscene words he wanted to hear.


"Oh no, I can't. I just can't," Ellen sobbed until her poor victimized 
body jerked and went limp, dangling uselessly between the two men who 
held her arms and legs as though she were spread out on a medieval 
torture rack. It was just too much for flesh and blood to bear. Cash 
removed his hand from between her legs for a moment and listened to the 
low mumblings that poured from her mouth as she fell against his chest, 
panting and sobbing. And he grinned lewdly as the pitiful words bubbled 
out.


"Oh, fuck me ... fuck me ... I don't care ... fuck me ... just don't do 
that anymore ... please ... fuck me."


"Whoooooopeeee," Cash broke out in a loud fit of lewd laughter as he 
heard the faintly whispering girl's final admission of surrender to 
him. It had been long forthcoming and for awhile he had felt a growing 
sense of genuine hate towards her as his anger and frustration grew. 
But now all that was replaced by his mounting lust at hearing the 
subjugated young blonde beg him to fuck her.


Cash motioned Vito and Pop away from the chair with a flick of his 
hands, then he stood up suddenly, and in an abrupt movement, shoved 
Ellen's weeping form face down on the bed. He walked around the bed a 
moment, quietly examining the feast that awaited him. There was no 
longer any reason to hold her. Ellen sprawled face down on the mattress 
in a pose of total defeat and surrender, waiting submissively for 
whatever he would do next.


"Ya gonna fuck her now?" Pop said with an anxious edge to his voice. 
"Cause if you ain't, I'd sure like to try a little of it."


"No, I just been talkin' about it all night long 'cause I like to hear 
the sound of my own voice," Cash retorted cockily.


"Go ahead, do it then, will ya for Christ's sake! I'm tired of 
waiting," Vito muttered and paced around the bed impatiently.


"Well, if she wants me to fuck her," Cash smiled proudly and rubbed his 
hands together, "I guess I'll just have to fuck her. I mean, you heard 
her ask for it!"


"Dammit, I still think I have a right to her, too," Vito swore, his 
eyes flashing angrily. "All ya gotta do is let me at least touch her."


"You can warm her up while I get these pants off," Cash said with a 
cocky tone to his voice. He had never liked Vito much, and this 
opportunity to lord his prize over the little hoodlum increased his 
mounting pleasure in the situation even more. Let the bastard suffer, 
he thought as he stepped out of his pants, watching him lurch onto the 
side of the bed and hurriedly clamp his bony fists into the firmly 
resilient flesh of Ellen's trembling buttocks. His eyes gleamed evilly 
through a shock of greasy hair that had fallen over his forehead as he 
dug his fingernails into the warm creamy skin and pulled it up into 
white bloodless bunches.


Ellen's long blonde hair spilled in softly glistening rivulets over the 
dirty mattress, and her ripe young buttocks lifted upwards in shock at 
Vito's touch. Low pleading mumblings came from her half-open mouth and 
added to the lust-inciting picture her nakedly helpless form already 
presented to the sex-starved criminals.


"That's enough," Cash cut in as he noticed Vito's hands separating the 
two rounded ass cheeks and one long bony finger groping steadily toward 
the puckered little ring of Ellen's virginal anus. "I'm goin' to fuck 
her now."


Ellen's hands dangled lifelessly over the sides of the old torn 
mattress and her cheek lay pressed tightly against the filthy covering. 
The back of her other hand was clamped fiercely between her clenched 
teeth to still the racking pain and humiliation that throbbed through 
her body. She lay defeated on the bed, no longer able to move and no 
longer caring about it. All thoughts of rebellion had been crushed from 
her helpless body by the cruel probing hand that had so brutally 
scraped over her unprepared young genitals only moments before. She 
wanted to turn and glare at them, screaming defiance at them, but she 
no longer had the strength to even lift her head. Her resistance had 
been replaced by a fearsome accepting dread of the inevitable rape she 
knew would come in the next few moments.


Let them just get it over with as soon as possible, she prayed 
desperately to herself. Let them use her and spill their lewd sperm 
into her belly, until one by one they collapsed over her as exhausted 
and weakened as she herself.


"Roll her over," she heard Cash's voice moving closer to her. She let 
herself go limp, knowing it would be foolish to resist them any longer, 
as Pop and Vito lifted her trembling body and dropped her hard onto her 
back on the mattress.


"Open up your eyes," Cash shouted at her angrily, pushing the two 
gaping convicts back from the bed and moving close to the bed over 
Ellen's nakedly splayed out form. "I want you to see everything!"


Ellen opened her eyes and her heart wedged tightly to her throat as she 
found herself staring straight up at Cash's massively throbbing penis. 
It had stiffened and jutted now like a tormenting pole over the edge of 
the bed.


"Like it?" he hissed threateningly, glaring down at her and thrusting 
his hardened shaft slightly forward into mid-air so that it quivered 
menacingly over her face. It was at least eight inches long and was 
underlined with thick blue veins that coursed up to the red bulbous 
head.


"Do ya like it?" He muttered again, grasping a shaft of her long hair 
and tugging it viciously. "Tell me how it feels--Goddamnit!"


"Y--yes," Ellen moaned, feeling the skin draw tightly back over her 
temples.


"Like what?" he said and lifted her aching head up by the straining 
hair. "Spell it out loud and clear for my friends here."


"I like it. I like it," Ellen groaned rapidly, reaching up desperately 
and trying to pull his hands off of her.


"You can do better than that, bitch," he grunted and chuckled. "What is 
it that ya like ... no, you love so much?" he spat.


"I love ... your ... penis. I love ... your penis. I love your penis," 
Ellen's voice wailed loudly until all the men broke into lewd laughter.


"And what do ya want me to do with it?" he laughed so hard that the 
eagerly throbbing cock waved furiously in the air.


"I want you to fuck me," she screamed, her words seeming to reverberate 
through the entire warehouse.


"Jesus, Cash, you better keep her quiet," Pop said nervously, peering 
toward the door where Billy had disappeared.


Cash released her hair and Ellen slumped to a mass of helplessly 
quivering flesh on the mattress. She sobbed and rolled over on her 
stomach, every inch of her body throbbing with pain from the tips of 
her toes to her scalp. Vito and Pop paced anxiously back and forth like 
caged animals just before feeding time, studying her now totally 
submissive form with increasing desire and impatience.


"Let's get on with it," Pop pleaded.


"Yeah," Vito said angrily to Cash. "You want to take all night just 
'cause you're the first. By the time you get done there'll be nothin' 
for the rest of us."


"You ain't gettin' nothin' anyway, if I remember correct," Cash barked 
at Vito as he finally slumped down onto the bed on his knees. The 
muscular blonde convict waited a moment, his long hard cock quivering 
over her back, as though trying to decide which luscious entrance he 
wanted to prod into first, but then he swung suddenly over her rounded 
buttocks and kicked her knees apart with a rough pressure that scraped 
the tender inner sides of her thighs.


"Hold her til I get it in," he commanded imperiously to the other men 
who he thought had been trying to order him around, to rush him when he 
finally had this ripe young cunt spread pliantly underneath him. 
Dammit! He had won her fair and square, and she was his to fuck ... and 
he meant to take the whole night to do it if he wanted to. But he 
looked down at Ellen's pose of total acceptance and submission, and his 
voice stilled. Her eyes were closed and she panted softly, causing his 
massively erect cock to ache as it had never ached before in his life. 
Suddenly he fell onto her back, his face pressed into the soft clean 
odor of her hair that shimmered like gold under the overhanging lamp.


Ellen stiffened as his hands fell onto her nakedly slumped shoulders 
and stroked down her arms to the rounded softness of the curve of her 
buttocks, coming to rest once again on her firm full thighs. His palms 
opened across the trembling white flesh at the tops of them and then, 
suddenly, he shoved. Ellen squealed and squirmed with all her might, 
but it was hopeless. She let out a long low moan of pain, and her feet 
slipped over either side of the mattress, straining her leg muscles to 
their farthest limits. Her whole body frantically jerked in terror as 
she felt his hotly throbbing cock make contact with the tender backside 
of her thigh, trailing a sticky path of lubricant over her leg as it 
slithered its way up to her buttocks. Cash pulled back the heavy 
foreskin and laid his rigidly thick shaft in the long crevice between 
her smooth white buttocks, her terrified squirming and pleading 
increasing his mounting lust to the utmost.


"Get up on your knees," his hoarse voice burned through her hair.


Ellen disobeyed silently, grinding her belly down into the mattress and 
tightly clenching her ass cheeks together. His huge hot cock, wedged 
between the pliant mounds, jerked and she heard the convict gasp in 
delight, but she knew that when she was up on her knees he would have 
total access to her.


A hand jerked at her long blonde hair, as though it meant to rip her 
blonde tresses from her already searing scalp, and another pair of 
hands reached for her foot and bent it backwards from the tiny ankle. 
Ellen tried to scream, but found she could not. She tried to breathe 
but once again found it was impossible and her whole body went 
immediately limp under the stifling hand that Cash had forced over her 
mouth. The hand released her and Ellen sagged onto the bed, gasping 
desperately for the air racing into her tortured lungs with welcome 
relief. She gulped frantically as though she expected never to breathe 
again, hardly conscious of the brutal hands that raised her onto her 
knees and uplifted her nakedly quivering buttocks. By the time she had 
recovered her breath, she found herself with her face shoved into the 
mattress, her thighs spread wide-apart, behind her, and her full firm 
buttocks waving salaciously in the air. She tried to fling her legs out 
behind her to flatten herself out again, but angry hands kept her feet 
in place while Cash forced her face brutally deep into the mattress.


The young girl ceased her struggles and went completely limp, sobbing 
in frustration and fear ... It was all useless, she knew, since she 
would have to submit to them in the end anyway. Her further struggles 
would only provide more opportunities for these vile beasts to torture 
and humiliate her body, for it was a helpless toy that they would use 
as they wanted in their animalistic search for satisfaction ... a 
satisfaction that would only cease when they had pumped their lewd 
liquid desire into her tormented and defenseless body which was past 
all caring and resistance.


Cash leaned down and cupped Ellen's softly resilient buttocks in his 
grasping hands, his hungry eyes flickering with inflamed desire as they 
coursed over her smoothly upraised form, and his head reeling with the 
growing almost uncontrollable excitement. His balls tingled and his 
cock ached with the impulse to thrust his hotly throbbing hardness into 
her tender young flesh at this very moment. He didn't think he could 
stand to wait another second before he spewed into her all the lewdly 
heated passion that had been building in his body throughout the long 
night.


But he did!


The stocky convict drew back and sat patiently for a moment on the 
backs of her warmly fleshed calves, feeling his desire-swollen balls 
tingling as they nestled softly between them. He had worked all night 
to get her into this position of pliant submission, but there was one 
thing more he wanted, and he would wait for it as long as he needed to-
-even if the waiting drove him crazy. He wanted her to need and desire 
him as much as he needed her, to forget who she was and how it had 
happened to her, to forget everything except her own uncontrollable 
need for him to thrust his long warmly throbbing cock into her tight 
little cunt. This beautiful blonde bitch was everything he had ever 
dreamed of and desired, and he knew he would never be totally satiated 
until he felt her flinging her passion-wracked form back against his 
own lust-driven body, losing all control of herself. The thought raced 
through his loins like an electric shock.


Dammit! That moistly puckering pussy was going to climb up his thick 
pulsing cock with every nerve and sinew of her cunt contracting and 
sucking, pleading for his white hot cum to spurt into her.


For a few more torturing minutes he guided his impatiently jerking cock 
up and down the valley of her buttocks, not letting it lose contact 
with her tender flesh until it was poised between the smoothly 
moistured pink flanges of her vagina. It was all he could do to keep 
from shoving forward now and impaling this helpless little bitch on his 
aching hardness, but his desire to have her begging and pleading for it 
helped him to hold back. Instead, he bent forward and rubbed his 
fingers over her back, drawing his hands down to her warm young 
buttocks and gently kneading and cupping the nakedly white flesh, 
delighting in her groaning that ceased momentarily in surprise.


He drew back further on her legs, his head reeling with the cleverness 
of his approach, and let his erectly throbbing hardness trail slowly 
back down her sleek inner thighs. She seemed to cease breathing for a 
moment in tortured suspense and then trembled hopefully at his 
gentleness when he leaned forward and planted a warm wet kiss along the 
standing ridges of her spine. She stiffened again when his tongue 
etched a searing path down the tightly clenched crevice of her ass, but 
Pop and Vito held her so tightly that for the moment her futile protest 
didn't matter.


Cash reached forward and gently clasped the pliant flesh of her full 
round buttocks, slowly and gradually pulling the warmly quivering 
cheeks apart. He knew that the success of his obscene plan to 
completely bend her virginal will to his depraved desires rested on his 
ability to avoid any abrupt gestures that would startle or alarm her. 
Now was the time for patience and gentleness. He felt her relax 
slightly beneath him, becoming more confident that he would not 
suddenly hurt her again, and he knew that he had caught her off guard.


Physical torture had forced Ellen to mechanically submit her naked 
young body, and she had steeled herself for more brutality. But this 
sudden softness of touch coursing over her helpless exposed buttocks 
... well, she just was not prepared.


Cash slowly sunk his two thumbs into the sweating crevice between her 
trembling ass cheeks, feeling her trust and confidence build as he 
continued his insidiously gentle approach. His face was just scant 
inches away from her quivering pubic mound, and he drew the inserted 
thumbs slowly down the warm crevice toward her vagina, feeling the taut 
muscles of her thighs and buttocks gradually relaxing. The soft inner 
sides of her trembling thighs parted in an invisibly slow motion, but 
he could still feel it--it was like the sweet opening of a flower. And 
there in the center only inches from his close-up view was the tender, 
softly pink bud of her clitoris. His cruel fondling moments before had 
automatically started her warm vaginal juices flowing despite the pain, 
and now a faintly perfumed moisture covered the entire glistening area. 
He swallowed hard as the image raced through his stiffening loins.


He leaned closer and blew softly into her wetly trembling young cunt, 
gulping again at the shivers and goose bumps that raced over the smooth 
flesh of her thighs. A long low moan escaped from between the captive 
girl's clenched teeth and she attempted to shift away from him; but he 
instinctively knew that her mumbled protest was the result of his new 
pleasing caresses, not fear or an attempt to escape. Anyway, the 
pressure of the other two gaping men holding onto her shoulders and 
feet kept her firmly in place.


Ellen felt a soft tingling race in uncontrollable waves over every inch 
of her nakedly quivering flesh. Cash's former brutality seemed to have 
made her even more susceptible to his gentleness for his lips and hot 
breath were like a downy feather flicking over the soft flesh of her 
helpless buttocks.


She whimpered and relaxed her straining muscles in relief, her 
voluptuous young body exhausted from fighting against the torture. A 
thankful gasp of grateful warm air rushed from her lips at the 
surprising change of circumstances.


But now something altogether different was happening to her ... 
something that replaced the cruel fingering of her sensitive young 
genitals that had occurred only moments before. It was soft and gentle, 
as his breath had been blowing against her tingling loins, except that 
this now was also wet ... warm and wet, moving in small electric 
circles down her spine to her waiting buttocks. She quivered as it 
slowly traced a maddeningly moist path down the sweating crevice of her 
ass, and she groaned as it stopped momentarily to do a wet probing 
homage to her tightly puckered little anus.


Ellen shivered as the wetly flicking tongue increased its pressure, 
circling over the soft white moons of her defensively upraised buttocks 
where Cash's ovalled lips sucked, drawing the softly warm flesh deep 
into the hot cavern of his mouth. The gentle pressure flowed like a 
sweet soothing balm over her tortured mind, and the kneeling girl sank 
into the twilight world of half-consciousness. God, where was she? What 
was happening to her? What were these tiny fires so unexpectedly 
lighting in her growing nipples and causing a throbbing on the nerve 
ends of her rapidly moistening vagina?


"Oooohhhh," she moaned, helplessly caught up in the light feathery 
flutters of sensation that were beginning to dance over her. She could 
feel dew-drops of moisture rising up there between her open legs and 
the wetly quivering tongue, like a thousand maddening fingers, played 
over her defenseless nakedness. It wouldn't stop! She tried with all 
her desperate strength to move forward but those strong hands held her 
firmly to the bed. Who was it? Bob? Was she a child again and was it 
her father holding her down in her bed after a long fever? It no longer 
mattered! Time and circumstance fused into one incomprehensible moment 
of total helplessness, and there was only the relief from pain that 
seemed to have occurred eons and eons ago receding further into the 
distance until she could barely remember it.


Without resistance, she allowed the strange hands to draw her thighs 
further apart, trusting now in these magic hands to lead her to more of 
the flicking pleasure that had begun to course over her sensuously 
rotating buttocks. A cool rush of air raced between the full spreading 
white globes and tiny goose bumps sprang out over the whiteness of her 
sensitive young flesh.


Behind her, Cash sensed the change in her mood and grinned obscenely, 
his bulging eyes devouring the sight of her unconsciously writhing 
buttocks. He moved even closer onto the bed, crouching in a beast-like 
position on all fours over the kneeling girl's body and pulling the 
unresisting milk-white cheeks of her ass even farther apart. The bitch 
was coming along just fine! His mouth watered as his eyes took in the 
hair covered "vee" of her crotch, open and unprotected before him, that 
now was his for the taking.


Then his head lowered slowly and he pressed his face forward until his 
hungrily slavering mouth hovered, his tongue poised, just over the 
glistening moistness of her pink vaginal slit. She flinched and pulled 
back but he settled his thumbs firmly in the flesh of her parted 
thighs, steadying her for the entry he would make in just one moment. 
He sighed in eagerness and then, with a rush, his tongue flicked 
lizard-like into the wetly quivering cuntal opening.


"Aaaaaagggghhhh!" he heard her gasp loudly as his thumbs slowly spread 
the fleshy, hair-lined lips of the warm moist furrow farther apart, 
allowing his lips and tongue complete access to her succulent little 
pussy. At first she had tried to jerk away, but now her elbows were 
pressed tightly against her ribs and her head lolled uncontrollably 
from side to side, her long blonde hair grinding into the soiled sheet 
covering the mattress as the hotly searing tongue shot out and circled 
the erect little clitoris. The tongue continued its maddening licking 
against the sensitive pink bud of her sex, and she groaned repeatedly 
from deep in her throat at the delicious things being done to her 
defenseless genitals. Cash, grinning knowingly now, spread the hair-
lined folds of perfumed pussy flesh further apart and raced his tongue 
down the wetly trembling inner lips, causing the aroused young 
captive's hips to grind uncontrollably above the squeaking bed, while 
soft animal sounds escaped from between her passion-clenched teeth.


"Goddamn," Pop grunted, watching Ellen begin wantonly bucking and 
squirming in delight to Cash's flicking tongue that raced in wild 
circles over the gleaming nub of her clitoris.


There was obviously no longer any need to restrain the girl, for Ellen 
was grinding her nakedly rounded buttocks back against Cash's face, so 
Vito ungripped his hands from around her ankles and slid one open palm 
over his bulging pants against his own hotly throbbing cock. A tiny bit 
of lubricant had seeped out, forming a small wet circle on the 
straining material, and he rubbed harder and harder, as his other hand 
raced over the silken skin of Ellen's delicately curved calves.


Cash lowered his head and returned his lewd gaze to the elastic rimmed 
opening of her moistly clasping pussy, pressing his mouth directly over 
the tight little hole and tasting again the exiles of her cunt. The 
girl was really ready now, and he could see her puckered vaginal lips 
dilate slightly, a sight that caused his cock to jerk up into greater 
hardness. As his lips rounded and covered the clasping viscous mound, 
he thrust his tongue deep down into it, bringing a low guttural groan 
from the girl whose warm thighs closed convulsively around either side 
of his moving head. He could feel the softly curling pubic hair brush 
tantalizingly against his cheeks as her wet inner flesh slipped moistly 
around his long extended tongue. The hot walls of her invaded young 
pussy began opening and closing in a sucking motion, attempting to pull 
it deeper and deeper into it.


"Ooooh, oooh," she intoned, her shamelessly aroused body now completely 
out of control and her resistance lost in the fire of the moment. He 
felt as though the nibbling hair-lined cuntal mouth would pull his 
tongue out by its roots, devouring it alive. His nose was smacked 
tightly against her wildly puckering anus, and he breathed in the 
pungent odor of the lust juice that flowed in abundance from her 
vaginal cleft, feeling it incite his cock to a pounding hardness that 
he wouldn't be able to control much longer.


Now she was his, Cash gloated, watching the pained contortions of her 
muscles turn into ripples of pure pleasure as the smooth curve of her 
buttocks clenched, her thighs jerking apart to their limits in an 
attempt to allow his tongue greater access to her pussy. He could feel 
her sparse pubic hairs grazing like silk against the tip of his nose 
and the sides of his face while she ground her warmly fleshed ass 
cheeks up and down, up and down, in a slow hypnotic rhythm of lust 
against his face.


She was almost ready to cum!


He could feel it, he could sense the little bitch's sudden submissive 
surrender and knew that it was time to ram his cock deep into her hot 
little cunt and shoot his churning cum so far up into her belly that it 
would come out of her tits and ears. Goddamnit, she wasn't too good for 
him anymore! She was just like any other eager little bitch screaming 
to be fucked by any cock she could get her hands on. And he had made 
her that way, this was all of his doing! She might have more education 
than him, but he had used his own simple common sense and natural 
animal cunning to bend her entirely to his will. Just like he had 
planned beforehand, her wet young cunt was flowering wider and wider, 
dilating and sucking desperately for something to fill her. Well, when 
he got his cock up in there she'd be filled like a stuffed turkey--
until his hot liquid cum poured like hot molten lava out of her every 
opening.


Cash simply couldn't stand it any longer. He seized her wildly 
trembling legs behind the knees and shoved them roughly up against her 
already matted pubic hair as he planted his hands on either side of her 
shoulders, her ankles locked tightly next to his calves.


"Lord'a mighty, he's gonna fuck her now!" Pop gasped, drawing closer to 
the obscene spectacle.


"Yeah, just look at the snotty little bitch go," Vito breathed, his own 
madly throbbing penis now sticking out of his pants and held tightly in 
his clasping and unclasping hand.


Cash kneeled behind her, and drew the thick foreskin back from his 
heavy rod of flesh to expose the red, lust-swollen head. Slowly he 
moved it down through the slightly parted lips of her pinkly glistening 
cunt, slithering it up and down her length and feeling her thick 
vaginal lubricant wetting it. He let the blunt head settle for a 
moment, resting its throbbing tip on the erect little bud of her 
clitoris. Then she jerked forward as though to encourage him to sink 
into her hungry, warmly moistened channel as quickly as possible. The 
kneeling young girl began wantonly squirming, and he could feel each 
muscle and tendon of her body tense up as though begging him to go 
ahead and fuck her as he settled the large blood-filled cock head 
directly over the tight elastic opening of her cunt.


Cash ceased his movements for a moment to watch the tiny wet pussy lips 
contract and throb around the blunted tip of his semen-bloated cock. 
Then he shifted his gaze up to the whiteness and gleaming purity of the 
large breasted torso that was locked beneath him, flicking his eyes 
smokily from the golden blonde hair that spilled from her bent neck 
over her wide creamy shoulders onto the filthy pillow. She was 
breathing deeply and her smooth young flesh glossed over with sweat 
that trickled down her smooth back past her narrow girlish waist into 
the crevice between her supple young buttocks. Next to his own 
straining hair-covered legs, her sleek white thighs curved into small 
delicately shaped calves that flowed down to well-formed ankles. He 
imagined the way they looked on the bed, with her quivering lust-driven 
body splayed out obscenely beneath his larger form, and the thought 
ached with maddening intensity through his eagerly throbbing cock and 
sperm-swollen testicles. Then he pictured what they would look like 
when he had thrust his long thick shaft in--all the way in--and he felt 
a surge of savage passion burst through his loins that told him he'd 
better get his impatient hardness inside her tight little cunt as soon 
as possible.


The kneeling convict placed his palms on the softness of her firm 
upraised buttocks and gently kneaded the pliant flesh with his fingers 
and hands. He drew the quivering cheeks closely together and then 
slowly apart to expose the view of his long throbbing hardness below 
them poised salaciously at the entry to her moistly quivering vagina. 
His eyes widened in lewd fascination, and for a moment he was tempted 
to press the full white mounds of upraised flesh together and slide his 
cock into the tiny ring of her tightly puckered anus. But he didn't. 
The moist softness of her hair-lined pussy was just too tempting; he 
had to have it, he had to fuck her now or he would uselessly explode 
his cum in another instant against her wantonly writhing ass cheeks and 
thighs.


He moved his legs tightly against her splayed out thighs and gently 
moved forward, his heart pounding insanely in his chest as he felt the 
soft blonde pubic hair part and rasp gently against the head of his 
massively throbbing cock. The small elastic ring of her almost-virginal 
cunt tightened around the huge blood-engorged penis, wetly pulsating 
and nibbling as though it were trying desperately to suck his massive 
hardness into her. The fleshy outer flanges of her pussy slipped and 
closed gently over the blunted head of his pulsing sperm-filled cock.


He groaned.


Each had never felt anything as soft and tender in his life; he gasped 
and writhed for a moment, pausing to enjoy this delicious instant that 
he was sure would remain in her tortured memory for years to come. 
Jesus, he couldn't hold off much longer, he had to fuck his lust-filled 
cudgel all the way into her before it was too late! But as if to 
prolong the delicious agony of waiting an instant longer, he held the 
tip of his wildly throbbing cock just inside the warmly moistened pussy 
lips for a moment longer, enjoying the torture of holding himself back 
when he knew he still had the best part of her steaming wet cunt 
awaiting him.


He had to take her now!


He thrust forward, feeling the small elastic rim give inward as he 
slipped through the tightly clasping outer walls of her contracting 
vagina that were just as wet and firmly gripping as he had expected. A 
groan escaped his lips when he sank deeper, deeper through the warm 
enclosing wetness until the whole of her tightly clasping young channel 
was filled to the brim with his rock-hard cock. He pushed forward with 
all his weight to sink his erectly throbbing hardness as far into her 
hotly quivering pussy as he could go, forcing her grasping cuntal walls 
aside with his rampaging onslaught and slithering through the smooth 
giving flesh. Her inner sinews dilated and convulsed in a palpitating 
shock as he probed his long, pile-driving instrument deeper and deeper 
yet, and suddenly he felt his cockhead strike hard against her cervix, 
signaling that he was completely in. At the thick base of his rigid 
fleshy staff, his hard muscular loins crushed violently into her 
upturned buttocks, sweeping them wider and wider apart.


"Oh, Oh, Noooo," Ellen moaned beneath him as he withdrew slowly and 
then wormed forward again into her before withdrawing still another 
time to thrust into her wetly heated femaledom with even greater 
forcefulness. The impaled young girl strained and squirmed against the 
vicious attack that had taken her so completely by surprise. Throughout 
the long slavering of his tongue over her battered genitals, she had 
lain dormant, slipping into an almost unconscious state of semi-
awareness. She had noticed only the racing pleasure that seemed to grip 
every fiber of her tensely quivering loins, but now all that had 
changed. Every part of her body grew startlingly alive! The brutal 
fondling of her genitals had been soothed by the warm licking pleasure, 
and that now was swept away by a resumption of sudden pain, in her 
hideously stretched vagina, bringing her swiftly back to stark reality.


"Oh, God, what a pussy," she heard Cash's loud voice grunt from behind 
her. "Jesus, this cunt's the tightest I've ever been in."


Ellen squealed in pained indignation underneath him at the sound of his 
coarse gasping voice. She screamed for him to get off her, knowing all 
the while that it was useless and that he would continue his wanton 
probing into her defenselessly widespread vagina. Tears of anger and 
frustration at the helplessness of her position streamed from her 
terror-stricken eyes once again. She was hopelessly trapped by the two 
escaped convicts who had pinioned her arms and legs firmly to the bed--
and trapped by her own earlier perverted response of delight to the 
lewd flicking of his tongue only a few moments before. Now Cash's 
violent intrusion into her gentle moistly clasping passage surged 
inexorably forward, and she could feel the huge battering instrument 
growing and expanding in her relatively inexperienced womb until it 
felt like it would split her apart.


"Christ," Cash gagged, his lips bared back over his teeth. "I'm finally 
all the way in. Feels like a fucking nutcracker in there."


Ellen squirmed and clenched the powerful muscles of her buttocks 
tightly together in an effort to squeeze the thick turgid length of his 
hotly pulsating cock out, but it was useless. The gentle contracting of 
the firmly clasping walls of her vagina around his huge tree-trunk of 
an instrument only incited him more; she could feel his hardness 
jerking and pulsing against the smooth walls, stretching and twisting 
the virginal channel with lewd cruelty. She groaned piteously beneath 
him, and he flexed the huge rod into her damp sucking passage again and 
again before resuming his slow, maddening strokes in and out. The 
others, excited to a fever pitch by the picture of her abject 
helplessness, increased the indignity by pulling her legs further apart 
and mashing her face into the pillow until her muffled protests turned 
to desperate gasps for breath. All the while the huge impaling sword 
inside her swelled and grew, swelled and grew, until her writhing young 
pussy felt filled beyond all imaginable limits.


Sobbing, the pain-racked young girl finally ceased her struggle, and it 
was only then that the hands released her. She felt them clawing and 
grasping now at her defenselessly naked flesh, roaming in random 
patterns over every inch of her obscenely displayed body. She could 
hear the grossly fat evil Pop grunt as he leaned closer over the bed 
and wedged his two fists between her heaving chest and the mattress. 
Saliva trickled from his half-open panting mouth as he clasped his 
palms in uncontrollable excitement around the softness of her large, 
ripely firm breasts. He fell to a sitting position at the head of the 
mattress and the bed squeaked under his groaning weight. She shuddered 
as he drew her breasts obscenely out to the sides, pinching and 
squeezing the tiny bud-like nipples between his thumbs and forefingers 
until they sprung to a hard, berry-like erectness that made them more 
sensitive than ever.


Alongside her, Vito's cruel bony fingers swept across her backside, his 
long jagged nails tearing down her spine and over the pitifully 
cringing flesh of her buttocks until suddenly, without warning, he 
wormed one outstretched finger down the spread crevice between her ass-
cheeks and poked against the tight rubbery ring of her puckered little 
anus. He shoved into the spongy clasping confines and Ellen groaned 
loudly in pain, her arms and legs stiffening and flailing out from the 
bed.


"I'm going to finger-fuck her asshole," she heard his panting, lust-
deepened voice exclaim through the daze of the three-way-rape.


Cash's huge throbbing cock rammed with greater force into her tightly 
clasping vagina and seemed to be tearing and stretching the passage 
beyond all possible repair, while Vito's finger thrusting deep into the 
tight rubberiness of her virginal young rectum increased her torment 
and anguish to unbearable proportions. She discovered the pain lessened 
somewhat if she decreased her movements, so she lay under them as 
motionless as possible with only the anguished fluttering of her 
tormented inner muscles breaking her defeated stillness. She tightly 
clenched her teeth as Vito ground and twisted his outstretched middle 
finger deeper, circling and expanding her anal passage with his lewd 
manipulations. Then another finger joined the first, and Ellen broke 
into soft piteous sobbing, feeling as though the passage would burst 
from the painful gorging outward pressure.


Cash pushed his hairy groin closer to the back of her firmly fleshed 
thighs, and began lunging into her with long smooth strokes. He curled 
his hands around her small waist and splayed them over her tautly 
rippling abdomen, demandingly guiding her hips into a strong rotating 
movement as he thrust in and out of her vaginal opening which enclosed 
his long hard shaft like a well-fitting glove.


"Noooooo, Pleeeeease," Ellen choked as the movement increased the 
searing pressure against the finger buried in her anus.


"Move it, bitch," Cash lifted one hand and slapped his open palm across 
her soft buttocks with a loud smack of flesh that resounded through the 
empty room. He sensed that he had lost her passionate compliance when 
he had stopped eating her pussy, and the knowledge filled him with an 
uncontrollable anger and fury. He hadn't slavered over her all night to 
fuck into a limp piece of meat, his mind raged, and he raised his arm 
and swung his open hand down hard on her hips again until her naked 
young body jerked in startled pain and almost slid out from underneath 
him.


Ellen didn't have to be told again. She immediately swung into his 
rhythm, and finding it didn't hurt as much as she had expected, ground 
and twisted her upraised buttocks as hard as she could back against his 
thrusting pelvis. She heard his grunts of satisfaction and sighed with 
relief. All that mattered now was that they didn't hurt her anymore. 
Anyway, it might help to get the ordeal over with.


"Fuck it, fuck it, fuck it, bitch," Cash snarled through lust-contorted 
lips, feeling her respond to him, the warm wet walls of her tight 
little cunt sucking and clasping tightly as they slithered over his 
blood-engorged member.


Ellen felt as though she were being devoured alive by a giant octopus 
whose clinging tentacles raced over her full free-swinging breasts and 
her widely splayed pumping buttocks, kneading and stroking her every 
inch of quivering flesh. Deep in her belly, Cash's long thick cock 
filled her cunt to the bursting point. With each plunge it seemed to 
grow ever more monstrous and enormous. His forward thrusts threw her 
breasts deeper into Pop's kneading hands, and when he pulled her back 
to him, her anus burned with Vito's fiery finger prodding into her 
rectum.


Cash's fingers kneaded and pulled at the soft flesh of her full firm 
ass cheeks, then with one swift passion-driven movement, he yanked out 
Vito's deeply sunk fingers and thrust his own into her defenselessly 
cringing rectum.


"Aaaaaargh," she screamed from the new consuming pain. Her entire lower 
region was freed for Cash now and while he continued to plunge his 
thick, wetly glistening cock into her wet tightness, he let his other 
hand and fingers course over the backs of her sleek young thighs and 
buttocks with growing uncontrollable frenzy.


She could feel him thrust more sadistically now, the sight of her 
fucking body obviously inciting him to greater and greater effort. Her 
breath came in great spasmodic gasps and mewled out in long painful 
groans that were no longer muffled by the mattress. Now her face was 
turned sideways on the mattress so that Cash could clearly see the 
effect he was having on her. Her eyes bulged open in a look of abject 
subjugation, and her lips sputtered incoherent pleadings under the 
humiliation and shame of his incessant pummeling from behind her.


Suddenly she sensed the bed sag down from a new weight thrusting 
forward from in front of her. Fingers touched and pulled at her lips, 
pressuring them slowly open, then she felt a moistness and a strange 
spongy hardness prodding against her half-open mouth. She opened her 
eyes and shuddered in horror at the sight of the big pulsating penis 
that was stabbing into her face. God, it looked at least seven or eight 
inches long, and it was just about to skewer right into her mouth! She 
tried to avert her head from the lust-inflamed head, and as she did she 
saw Pop's evil face leering sadistically down at her, a lewd grin of 
triumph on his lips.


The old man's legs were splayed out on either side of her shoulders and 
his heavy belly sagged from its own weight against the full length of 
his hard fleshy instrument. Pop, who could no longer stand to watch 
Cash's fucking the beautiful young girl dog fashion from behind, lifted 
her head with the flat palm of one hand and with the other pushed her 
red, wetly parted lips tighter against his blood-engorged cock. She 
groaned and wrenched her body in terror, but this only sent the old man 
into a frenzied sawing motion, and he moved the wildly pulsating 
cockhead in a slow teasing motion against her tightly pursed lips. 
Again and again she struggled to get loose, but this only provoked him 
to greater fury, and he fastened his hands on a stronger grip around 
her grimacing mouth. As he increased the pressure, it felt as though 
her lips were being pushed back through the sharpness of her own teeth. 
Then from her rear she felt one brutal thrust against her thighs; the 
momentum wedged her mouth even closer to the tip of Pop's heatedly 
jerking flesh that was gradually parting her lips bit by bit. She 
gasped. The hard, sperm-inflated cock slid with only small resistance 
through her softly moist lips into the wet warm chamber of her young 
mouth. She could feel the thick turgid head pushing her quivering 
tongue to one side, and filling her cheeks with its hot fleshy 
hardness.


Pop began a slow sawing motion, moving his long hard penis down the 
entire wet length of her tongue and then pulling it slowly out part-
way, the fleshy intrusion causing her cheeks to push out as his cock 
seemed to expand to its farthest limits. His hands inched up her face 
until they held her a complete and utter captive, his thumbs tensed 
against the sides of her neck. She struggled mentally, the very 
helplessness of her position sending pinpricks of agonizing sensation 
down her back. But it was useless, as Pop quickened his thrusts while 
Cash fucked into her with all his brutal strength, as though he were 
trying to meet the head of Pop's cock mid-way within her belly. A 
rhythm was building up between the thrust and counterthrust of the two 
heatedly throbbing penises burrowing inside her, and Ellen could feel 
Pop gradually adjust his pace to the skewering repetition of Cash's 
hotly pulsating rod inside her gradually accepting cunt; the old man's 
hard fleshy staff never quite pulled out, but always left a slight part 
of the tip beyond her lips in the hot moist shelter of her mouth.


Ellen closed her eyes, trying to shield herself from the obscene vision 
of Pop's thick, blue-veined penis thrusting through her widespread 
lips. Her shame and humiliation knew no bounds.


She felt numb to the world as though she were some kind of empty void 
whose only purpose was to capture the hotly spewing sperm from the two 
rampaging cocks thrusting into her from both sides of her tortured 
young body.


"Suck it, Goddam it, suck it," she heard Pop's harsh voice command as 
if from a great distance ... and she instantly obeyed his order. Her 
hysterical thoughts were stopped short as he rammed the heatedly 
pulsating rod of flesh in, crushing through her moist, elastic lips 
into the warm saliva of her mouth. Then, as though another darker side 
of her being had suddenly been unleashed, she began to feel the return 
of other sensations--sensations that triumphed over the pain and shame. 
She found herself testing the hot male fleshiness of Pop's cock. 
Without volition, her tongue swirled around the lust-swollen head and 
she found herself pretending it was her fianc's, that she was doing 
this of her own free will. She tried not to think about this being 
Pop's and then, masochistically she opened her eyes so she could see 
his thrusting loins and the soft, gray-haired sac of his testicles 
bouncing against her chin.


Behind her Cash could sense himself building towards climax. He knew it 
would come soon, and so he began to fuck faster into her, harder and 
faster, battering mercilessly against the quivering cheeks of her ass 
with his driving hips.


He grasped hard at the warmly-fleshed curve of her waist, kneading the 
soft resiliency with spasmodic contractions of his fingers and hands. 
His mouth wrenched and his lips bared back, and he began emitting long 
gurgling groans from deep within his throat. The sight of Pop's long 
white cock snaking into the girl's moistly clasping young mouth drove 
him on to more rapid locomotive-like thrusts that sent his huge member 
tunneling through the moist pink flanges of her cunt and up into the 
hollow dampness of her virginal womb. He could see the length of his 
semen-inflated shaft slide almost completely out of her and then slip 
effortlessly back in, accompanied by the slap of the hard flesh of his 
abdomen against the tight-clenched cheeks of her beautiful little ass.


Suddenly he felt what seemed to be a rise of several degrees in the 
temperature of her vaginal heat, accompanied by an almost imperceptible 
twitch of her previously passive cuntal walls.


"Damn, damn ..." he groaned, then grinned. It was about time the little 
bitch was getting with it. Christ, for a moment there he thought she 
was going to remain Miss Frigid Bitch in spite of her obvious earlier 
enjoyment when he had gone down on her. Even as he was thinking about 
it, her deeper vaginal muscles suddenly--almost as if they were bashful 
or she didn't know how to use them--began to massage the long sensitive 
length of his cock; he could feel the abrupt tugging on the huge 
swollen head of his penis, as if she were trying to pull him in a bit 
further. At the same time, he noticed a difference in Pop whose eyes 
had suddenly closed in rapture. The kneeling girl had raised one hand 
and cupped the old man's heavily sagging scrotum; she weighed the sac 
of balls as though evaluating them, then began slowly and lovingly 
massaging them. Pop's loud groan of pleasure was contrasted by her low 
mewl of wanton delight.


Without warning, Ellen's wildly milking cuntal walls took control from 
him; she began a rhythmic pulsation that rubbed and squeezed the entire 
length of his wetly glistening shaft and made him feel as though his 
cock was being held in a tightly grasping velvet glove that flexed and 
unflexed with maddening intensity.


"Oh ... Christ!" he shouted, and then his voice was oddly gentle as he 
said, "come on, Baby. Cum ... cum with me. You can ... cum on ... cum 
on ... cum on ..."


As he plunged his rapidly ballooning cock into her from behind he could 
feel the sac of his sperm-laden balls tighten and slap against the 
smooth crevice between her legs, sending lewd surges of pleasure up his 
hot distended shaft. He worked demon-like over her, his eyes coursing 
up her nakedly arched body until they came to rest on her tightly 
compressed lips ovalled around the long thick penis of the old man in 
front. Damn, the hot little bitch was sucking Pop's cock as though she 
couldn't get enough of it, bobbing her head back and forth, back and 
forth while soft mewls of pleasure erupted obscenely from her throat.


Ellen worked in a daze trying to please both men--no longer afraid of 
them--only wanting the build up of pleasure in her own heated loins to 
continue. She wetly clasped her lips in an elastic ring around the 
jerking instrument and eagerly swirled her tongue around the throbbing 
head. Now there were only three things that existed in this world of 
torture, total humiliation and wild sensation; the two powerfully 
pulsating cocks ramming into her, and her own electrifying discovery 
that deep within her womb Cash's heated shaft of lust was bringing a 
new and totally different sensation--a sensation that promised 
fulfillment for the first time in her life.


With a wanton eagerness that surprised all three convicts, she began 
trying with all her might to bring the two hotly pulsating rods to a 
final raging climax that would once and for all quench their insatiable 
desires ... and her own. Pop groaned and twisted above her, raining 
obscenities down at the top of her bobbing blonde head and watching 
with crude pleasure the wetly ovalled lips straining at his saliva-
gleaming cock as though it were a stick of peppermint candy being fed 
to a starving child. God!


The old man was pushing his cock into her tightly stretched mouth as 
though he were a madman, and suddenly the young girl felt a new 
pressure assault her breasts. Vito, unable to hold himself back any 
longer, began kneading and cupping his hands against her dancing white 
orbs that hung beneath her lewdly writhing torso. Almost tentatively at 
first, and then with a vicious pressure, he clasped the tenderly erect 
nipples so tightly that periodically her mind was jerked from the 
ceaseless rape of her other tender parts.


Ellen's lips puckered and drew more voraciously at the gigantic rubbery 
instrument thrust between her lips. She licked and sucked like a 
madwoman at the wildly throbbing head embedded in her mouth; her tongue 
was covered with a silky saliva that intermingled with the small 
emission of warm pre-ejaculate that seeped from the end of the old 
man's cock into the warm moist depths of her throat. She could feel his 
hips begin an undulating movement as he raised his wildly thrusting 
buttocks towards her face and, instinctively knowing what he wanted--
what was about to happen--she found herself bobbing her head down to 
meet his smooth thrusts, clasping and unclasping her wet young lips 
over the hotly swollen head until she had sucked it deep inside the 
warm wet cavern of her mouth. The old man's thick fingers moved 
sensually up and tangled with her hair, slipping her mouth up and down 
over the rubbery intrusion as though it were another wet little cunt 
into which he was venting the full wrath of his incredible lust. His 
cock was growing, its size seemed to increase with each swipe of her 
tongue against the sensitive underside, and for some reason this seemed 
to incite her to suck harder. The young blonde groaned in abandon as 
the hard length wormed forward, its tip striking softly at her tonsils 
as though it were trying to plunge into her stomach and meet the other 
ravishing instrument that was snaking into her gratefully receiving 
vagina from behind.


There was utterly nothing now, nothing but her desire to please these 
two pleasure-giving men any way she could ... and bring that vaguely 
promised fulfillment to her own love-starved loins. Although she hated 
herself and her traitorous body, her previous inhibitions and morality 
could not override the intense emotional and physical storm that was 
devastating her young body. One part of her exulted--that part in 
command of her muscles and body. The other part consisted of the shrill 
silent screams of outrage and protest coming from her mind at what she 
was doing and permitting to be done to her. Her mind told her that she 
had never been so completely soiled and humiliated in her whole life. 
And above all her own recriminations, she wanted to shriek in ecstasy, 
"Fuck me ... fuck me!" for her volatile cunt had suddenly ignited, and 
she could feel every wonderful thrust of Cash's hot marauding cock 
stroking blissfully in and pulling thrillingly out of her wetly 
clasping femaledom.


She sucked to please ... she fucked to please ... and she hoped they 
would continue their wild battering of her body forever.


The old man in front of her jerked suddenly as though stuck by a pin, 
and writhed his hips up tight into her face, sinking the full length of 
his wildly jerking cock deep down into her gasping throat. She tried to 
breathe but she was smothered by the press of his stomach against her 
face, and suddenly her tortured gasping was cut short by the eruption 
of his madly throbbing penis inside her warm sucking mouth. Strange 
incoherent sounds rolled from his sputtering lips while at the same 
time his long thick cock spewed forth its hot whiteness, exploding like 
a roman candle, and she sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed, 
hungrily now, her voraciously milking lips clasping and unclasping in 
response to each spurt of the burst-open cudgel. She wantonly drank the 
thickly heated essence of his manhood for what seemed to be an 
eternity.


The naked young blonde could feel every part of her abandonedly 
writhing body more alive and more sensitive than it had ever been 
before in her life. She smelled his maledom, swallowed his maledom ... 
was aware of his hot cum sliding like warm custard down the back of her 
gulping throat to sink into her belly ... and once in her belly, she 
felt its warmth rippling outward in ever larger waves until they met 
and mingled with the waves of pure sensation surging up with ever 
greater intensity from her wildly twitching vagina.


Now nothing was gentle anymore, nor did she want it to be. There was a 
frightening maelstrom of erotic sensation churning in the pit of her 
belly; it was swirling, swirling ... like an incipient cyclone. She 
felt its awesome growth, welcomed it ... pleaded silently with it to 
sweep over her.


And then Cash, fucking furiously into her kneeling young body, crooned 
with surprising gentleness again, "Cum on ... cum on ... let go, baby 
... and cum. Let's cum together ... cum together ... now ... now ... 
NOW! OH ... Ahhhh???? GOD!"


Ellen felt the convict begin his last pile-driving movements from 
behind her. These were new and terribly urgent thrusts that she had no 
way of comprehending, neither with body or mind, and they came in 
blasting, ass-crushing bursts that shoved his iron-hard cock as far as 
it could go deep up inside the fartherest recesses of her trembling 
belly.


"Aaaaagggh, God! I'm cummmm--iiiinnnngggg," he yelled, and then his 
bared-back animal-like lips sputtered out lewd oaths and vile 
incantations as his geyser of heated sperm spurted hotly into the 
spasmodically sucking walls of her flaming vaginal passage and 
inundated the waiting void of her womb.


And with the first hot spewing of his cum into her vagina, Ellen felt 
the storm sweep over her own body and she was jerking and convulsing, 
biting down so hard on Pop's flaccid cock still in her mouth that the 
old man screamed in pain--a cry of protest that was drowned out by her 
shrill cry of exaltation, "I'm ... I'm CUMMMMM--IIIIINNNGGG TOO! AAHH 
... AH ... AIIIIIIEEEEEE!"


The rapture of the moment caught her naked young body and stroked it 
with fiery arrows of pure sensation, and she rejoiced in her 
fulfillment, her moment of ecstasy. Instinctively, even as it was 
happening, she knew that never again would she have an orgasm quite 
like this one that had been compounded of shame and pain and brutality 
and fear ... and a certain gentleness. It was rape, of course ... and 
yet some small quiet voice passed down through the millenniums of 
female knowledge told her that this was really what it was all about. 
This was the subduing, the subjugation ... the capture and defeat, the 
sacking of a city or a nation to get at its women. Swords of flexible 
steel in the bellies of their men, the swords of rigid flesh into the 
bellies of the females. That was it ... that was history.


Wave after wave of ecstatic rapture washed shudderingly over her body, 
and she was barely conscious of Cash's slowly deflating penis inside 
her still wildly quivering womb. And then, when the last tidal wave, 
the last powerful gust had racked her body, she began weeping quietly 
... not knowing the exact reason--not sure whether it was because she 
had been physically hurt and mentally shamed ... or whether in lament 
for the passing of her orgasm, the death of that beautiful moment which 
would never again return.


Now there was no movement, nothing except the loud rush of breathing 
from the three sprawled-out figures on the mattress and the beat of her 
own heart whose pounding seemed to crash into her throat. Ellen lolled 
her head to the side and caught a last image of Vito standing above her 
masturbating by the side of the mattress, his lips convulsing insanely 
as he too approached climax. There was a shuffle of bodies, as Cash 
slid from on top of her and heaved in total exhaustion onto the floor 
while Pop pulled his legs from beneath Ellen's head and turned his body 
to the wall.


Ellen turned over onto her back, her eyes staring blankly at the 
overhanging light bulb that seemed to hang like a symbol of her inner 
emptiness over her. She had had it, she had experienced the height of 
human emotion ... and the depths of human degradation, and now the 
horror and revulsion of the experience swept over her in a wave of 
shock that was impossible for her young woman's mind to even dimly 
comprehend. She had been battered like a child's toy to the point that 
her own body's movements were no longer of any meaning to her, and now 
as her body throbbed with the last zephyrs of an orgasm that wouldn't 
stop she felt the light touch of fingers sliding up her sperm-drenched 
thighs. She turned and saw Vito's evilly leering face a few short 
inches from her loins, a vicious vindictive grin working his lips. She 
didn't move, but lay watching in dazed disbelief as Vito held his long 
hard cock in his hand, ready for entry into her.


Almost disbelieving, she saw her own pelvis make one little punching 
movement upward, almost as if it were inviting the further rape of her 
weary loins. Rather than watch, but otherwise not caring what he did to 
her just so long as he did not bring renewed pain, she closed her eyes 
and turned away from the evil little convict.


A second later, just as she had mentally prepared her body for the 
insertion of his heatedly throbbing maledom, she heard a scuffling 
sound and a few vicious back-handed slaps.


"Vito, you gonna get yourself killed doin that," she heard Cash's harsh 
voice shout out. "Ya remember what Billy said and you still wanta fuck 
her. You're a crazy son of a bitch."


Then there was an arrogant but acquiescent groan, and she felt the 
weight of his hands lift off her thighs. Slowly she felt herself float 
into deeper unconsciousness, but for some reason she opened her eyes 
again for a short moment before she knew she would fall into a deep 
death-like sleep. She shivered as she saw Vito standing in a half-
kneeling position, his cock poised like a javelin between his hands as 
he stroked it over her large splayed-out breasts. He was pulling at his 
long distended penis in short jack-knife thrusts, wandering his wild 
eyes in crazy patterns down her torso to the moist wet mound of her 
loins that glistened in the strong glare of the overhanging light. She 
watched him lurch and arch bolt upright, then felt a spurting flash of 
hot viscous wetness coursing over her naked breasts.


And then it was over. She floated down into a trance-like state of 
semi-consciousness, where voices and remembered images merged and 
transformed themselves into lewd nightmare flickers that slowly 
dissolved as the pain and battered sensation in her loins faded into 
the all-embracing darkness of sleep.


She was only vaguely aware when Pop's heavy body settled down between 
her nakedly widespread legs ... only vaguely aware that her body was 
responding to his fucking by orgasming again ... and again with Cash 
... until they slept the sleep of the dead with her.


Chapter 6


Ellen never knew what it was that awakened her about an hour before 
dawn. Perhaps it was the cacophony of snores coming from Pop and Cash. 
She shivered in the early morning coolness and gazed around. They were 
all asleep, even the vicious little Vito, who had finally come to her 
after the others were asleep--sneaking over toward her like a jackal 
coming to feed after the lions were gone. She bore a bruise on the 
right side of her cheek where he had hit her with his closed fist after 
she had not responded with an orgasm as she had with Pop and Cash.


She ached all over her body, with most of the uncomfortable throbbing 
coming from her battered and bruised vaginal area. Dazedly she gazed 
around her, still not awake enough to recall the events that brought 
her here, much less remember the multiple rapes of her virginal loins. 
It seemed that there was something missing, then she remembered ... 
there was a fourth member of the gang--Billy, the leader--asleep in the 
other room.


Or was he asleep. Pinching herself to awaken further, she listened and 
caught the sound of a snore coming from behind the closed door. It was 
only then, with a sudden surge of panic and hope that she fully 
realized that all of her captors were asleep at the same time.


Stealthily, she swung her legs off the soiled bare mattress and put her 
feet on the floor. Pop snorted, coughed, and turned on his side before 
resuming his baritone harmony of snores. It took two attempts to get to 
her feet; the first time her wobbly knees and wearily trembling legs 
failed to support her. With the cunning born of the trapped animal, she 
knew exactly what she would say if someone awakened and discovered her 
standing upright. She would tell them she had to go to the toilet. The 
naked young girl was halfway across the room before she remembered her 
tattered clothes. For a moment she deliberated about just leaving them, 
but from somewhere summoning up courage she didn't realize still 
existed, she padded over to the corner, stepped across Cash's nakedly 
sleeping figure, and grabbed her clothes.


At the door, she paused and looked behind her to make sure they were 
still sleeping. Satisfied, she went to the stair landing and quickly 
put on her ripped and tattered tee shirt and tight, hip-hugging jeans. 
It was only then she realized she had left her sandals behind ... 
something she dismissed as being unimportant. No force in the world 
could get her back into that foul loft with those sex-crazed criminals.


All of her instincts screamed at her to run down the stairs, but some 
rational voice in her mind made her tred lightly on each stair and to 
tred well off center. In spite of her precautions, the stairs creaked 
so loudly that she was sure the men couldn't help but be awakened; in 
her mind's eye she could see them stirring, could almost hear them 
shouting warnings at each other.


At the bottom of the stairs it was pitch-black and she had to whip her 
mind to remember the details of the ground floor. Even so the terrified 
young girl bumped into the pickup truck and then felt her way like a 
blind woman toward the door.


"Dear God," she prayed silently, "please, please don't let there be a 
padlock on the door."


Her hand brushed across the rough wood of the inside of the garage door 
and encountered just a latch, which she quickly lifted.


The door, when she opened it, creaked so loudly that even the frogs 
outside were momentarily silenced. Ellen no longer cared about the 
noise. It was the hour before the dawn and the moon had long since set. 
The night was coal black and the dirt road leading to the abandoned 
warehouse was only a barely perceptible glow in the darkness. There was 
no doubt in her mind that escape was not only possible, but very 
probable.


She began running down the dirt path as fast as her long legs could 
carry her, expecting at any moment to hear the shouts and the sudden 
sound of pursuit behind her.


By the time the terrified young girl reached the gravel road leading 
back to the highway, she was already panting for breath and her side 
felt as though it had been caught in a vise. The sharp rocks on the 
gravelled roadway cut into the tender soles of her unshod feet, and 
within seconds she was bleeding from a multitude of painful cuts.


As Ellen ran, she welcomed the pain; that was her punishment for the 
betrayal of her body--for the lewd things she had done, for the 
mindless, whore-like enthusiasm she had shown for Cash and Pop once she 
had realized the pleasure their long hard maledom could bring a woman.


She ran in the darkness with the brittle stars a crown above her head 
and the lights of the far-off city shining like the promise of Camelot. 
Ellen didn't mind that she left behind a trail of blood from her feet, 
that her heart was pounding so rapidly it seemed about to burst into a 
million pieces, that a hot poker was in her side. She mentally embraced 
the pain, and thought wonderingly about the almost erotic, masochistic 
pleasure she was deriving from running barefoot in gravel. It was with 
something akin to regret that the young girl reached the relatively 
smooth surface of the concrete main highway. She stopped, her breath 
coming in great rasping gulps. Obviously, if pursuit started, they 
would assume she would head to the left toward the city lights some 
five or six miles away. Although her escape had been successful up to 
this point, she really didn't believe that she had another hour--and it 
would take that long to reach the city. Besides, the eastern horizon 
was already becoming a dirty gray color as the sun raced toward a 
Florida dawn. It would be light in another twenty or thirty minutes.


And so, with the wisdom of the hunted, she turned away from the 
protection of the lights still far-off and began running toward the 
right and the uncertain darkness.


The girl hadn't taken two steps before she heard the angry shouting 
behind her and the faint sound of running footsteps in the gravel. At a 
distance, she saw the warehouse where she had been held captive, fully 
lighted now and the lights of what was obviously the pickup truck 
pulling out of the garage.


Fear lent wings to her feet and she began running as though she were in 
an Olympics try-out, her bleeding feet completely ignored. As she fled, 
she rejected the suggestion from her brain that she hide. There were 
only sand dunes here ... and they were out of the question because her 
footsteps would be plainly visible when the sun came up shortly.


Ellen paused for a second, her chest rising and falling painfully as 
she sought to get breath into her tortured lungs, and turned around to 
make a reconnaissance of her pursuers. As she watched, the lights of 
the pickup truck swung wildly off the gravel road, turned left, and 
began heading toward the lights of the city. She watched it, rejoicing, 
wanting to cry with relief, but then her mind took over and told her 
that these men were smart in the ways of the hunter and the hunted. It 
would take them only a very short time to realize that they had missed 
her--that she was either hiding or had gone in the opposite direction.


Quickly, then, she began running again. She ran for about three or four 
minutes, then paused for breath at the top of a small rise in the road. 
Then horror descended. Above her pained gasping she heard it.


The sound of running footsteps behind her!


They were still at least a quarter of a mile away, but the young girl 
was running into the blackness. It would be only a matter of three or 
four minutes before whoever it was that was chasing her was able to 
catch up. With the exception of Pop, all of the convicts were in top 
physical shape; she could never expect to outdistance them--conditioned 
as they were to years of hard labor on the chain gang.


Panicked, she stood still ... agonizing over the question of whether to 
attempt to hide or continue running until they finally ran her to the 
ground like a poor defenseless rabbit before the hounds.


Then, as though the heavens had answered her prayers and mute 
questioning, she saw the lights of a car--still far away--on the 
highway ahead of her.


Now she began running as though there was no tomorrow--which, of 
course, there wouldn't be if she fell captive to the convicts again. 
With superhuman powers of strength she never had drawn on before, she 
began sprinting toward the approaching lights ... knowing even as she 
did so that the relentless pursuing footsteps had drawn even closer 
during her few seconds of indecision.


It was obvious that her pursuer knew she was in front of him and that 
he had only a few moments to recapture her, for his pace had increased 
alarmingly. Still, though, the terrified young girl would die before 
going back again, and so she exerted previously untapped powers of 
physical energy.


The lights grew closer ... the unknown pursuing convict grew closer!


Then Ellen was running up a small incline. The lights had momentarily 
disappeared. Even before she reached the top, she realized that the 
running man behind her had dropped into the gully and was now only a 
couple of hundred yards away.


When she topped the hill, she saw the car coming toward her, and with a 
sudden sob of joy she knew that it was even closer than the escaped 
convict behind her. At once she began waving her arms frantically and 
ran out toward the center of the highway so the car could not swerve 
around her.


There was a sudden squeal of brakes and the car came to a stop in front 
of her.


Only a part of Ellen's rejoicing mind realized that she was screaming 
at the top of her voice, "Help me ... oh, God! Help me!"


She saw the startled face of a well-dressed middle-aged man and a young 
girl. Frantically, Ellen dug at the rear door handle and sighed with 
relief when it opened.


Without hesitation, she jumped in and locked the door, then impulsively 
bent forward and jammed her fist down on the lock of the girl's front 
door ... oblivious of the wildly excited barking of a German shepherd 
dog alongside her.


"Help me ... Oh, God! Help me! I've been raped ... escaped convicts ... 
raped ... they're going to kill a senator," Ellen screamed, causing the 
dog to bark even louder.


"Oh, my God!" the man exclaimed, staring at her in disbelief. Then, 
without saying anything else, he accelerated the car. When the German 
shepherd continued to bark loudly and excitedly, he shouted, "Shut up, 
Rex. Make him be quiet, Sylvia." The dog immediately fell silent.


Ellen lay limply back against the rear seat, her chest rising and 
falling in short, puppy dog-like pants as she tried vainly to get her 
breath back. "Watch ... watch out for a pickup truck," she said. 
"They're inside, and they're chasing me. Oh ... don't let them stop 
you. They'll kill me."


The young girl in the front seat turned around, staring wide-eyed at 
the sobbing, gasping figure behind her. She watched as the events of 
the past 24 hours abruptly caught up with the hysterical Ellen who 
sobbed loudly once, gasped, and then slumped unconscious against the 
dog.


"She's fainted," Sylvia said.


The man, grim-faced, said nothing for a moment, then asked, "Did you 
hear her say they were going to kill a senator?"


Sylvia nodded.


The driver accelerated even faster as he saw a ferrety looking 
individual in convict clothing waving his hands in the middle of the 
road.


Vito dove for his life when he realized the driver was not going to 
stop; he hit the sandy side of the road and rolled over and down into 
some wild berry bushes. In pain, he cursed the driver and Ellen--Ellen, 
especially--while, at the same time, he felt the cold tendrils of fear 
wrapping around his mind and body. Billy's fury was already terrible to 
behold; he had sworn to kill Vito and Cash both if the girl got away. 
From the look on Billy's face, there was no doubt that the gang leader 
meant it.


The little convict wanted to weep, to run. He climbed painfully to his 
knees, praying to his own special God that the car would miraculously 
run out of gas or have an accident right now.


Instead, he saw the lights of the automobile rushing toward the dawn of 
a new day.


In the back seat, Ellen fought to surface to consciousness. Dimly, the 
flickering images of memory came to her like brilliantly etched cameos. 
Then, feeling the warm fur of the German shepherd beside her, the 
painful cuts on her bare feet, and the leather seat comforting beneath 
her, she momentarily came to again.


Tears began streaming down her face. During the hours of her captivity 
and brutal rape, she had wished many times that she were dead.


When she had been sent into the kitchen, she had looked vainly for a 
knife so she could kill herself. It was not until she was running to 
freedom that the truth came to her in a blinding revelation. Life was 
all that mattered--to live, that was all important. To exist, to 
accommodate ... because if one can exist through seemingly endless 
suffering and woes, then one comes away wearing a cloak of majesty ... 
and with this--boundless hope for tomorrow.


She had learned many things about herself this night ... things which 
she would hide from herself for a long time to come. But one day her 
mind would trot them out and she could look at them objectively ...


She raised her head and saw through tear streaming eyes, that night had 
gone and a new day had come.
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CHAPTER ONE


The late afternoon sun was low and sinking fast behind the shopping center, leaving a spray of glowing color in streaks across the luminous sky. Bette Jean lagged behind the hurrying bag boy and turned to look at the coral streaks. Brilliant wavy flags billowing across the sky like gossamer silk. She stood for a moment, warmed by the color despite the nip in the air. At last she turned and followed obediently to the rear of the pale blue station wagon where the boy was loading her groceries.


"There you are, Mrs. Lyons," he said panting, then slammed the rear door and turned to her grinning. "All loaded up and ready to go."


"Thank you so much." Bette Jean pressed a coin into his hard young palm. The tall youth blushed in confusion and tried to put the money back in her hand.


"Aw... no... you don't have to do that. It's a pleasure to load your groceries and stuff... I mean... well... I like doing it for you..."


Bette Jean insisted and in the fumbling he held her hand far too long, blushing and embarrassed. She felt a tiny little thrill chase up her forearm from the contact and then she too was embarrassed. Oh dear. The boy wasn't much older than her son, Gary. A stab of fear shot through her then. Would Gary start acting like men always acted around women? He was sixteen now but she didn't want him to start acting like a snorting bull in a china shop. "Thank you again... sorry to be so much trouble..." Bette Jean almost whispered in confusion and slid into the driver's seat quickly, slamming the door behind her. The bag boy grinned and waved, wheeling the cart back toward the supermarket.


Driving home Bette Jean tried to sort her thoughts. It had been a difficult day. The doctor still hadn't been too sure about her symptoms. Mostly he'd patted her and reassured her... and now that she thought about it, grinned at her just the way that grocery boy had done. But then men had always grinned at her fatuously ever since she was fourteen. If he had a few beers too many, even Lester, her own husband, grinned at her that way.


It had something to do with her being small and having curling chestnut hair and large innocent blue eyes. Every male in sight thought he had to protect her. Well, the only thing she wanted protection from now was male attention. It was time they left her alone. Certainly it was past time for Lester to leave her alone.


At his age and hers... with the children all gone from home now except Gary... it was almost indecent the way Lester wouldn't leave her alone. Though she couldn't prove it, Bette Jean thought that surely must have something to do with all her headaches and fatigue lately. Couldn't Lester see that she was too old for all that nonsense? At forty after four children she was just plain tired of sex. It was dull and useless and ridiculous.


Bette Jean shook her chestnut curls out of her eyes and her mouth straightened in a line of determination. The doctor hadn't actually said she was not to sleep with Lester... but he had asked a lot of questions about her sex life... wanting to know how often and if she had orgasms... and he had said she was not to overdo. Well, that was enough. She'd been trying for a long time to find a way to have separate bedrooms. Not that she wanted to hurt Lester's feelings but she had her health to think of too. Certainly he couldn't willingly want her to get worse.


By the time she'd put all the groceries away and folded the brown paper bags neatly out of sight, Bette Jean was exhausted. It was familiar exhaustion she experienced often these days and had gone to several doctors about. They hadn't actually laughed at her but they hadn't taken her problem seriously either. At least Dr. Madson had given her those pills and told her not to work so hard. He was better than the rest of those quacks. They just didn't understand female problems. How could they? They'd never been females.


Bette Jean sat down for a minute at the shiny white Formica table. She just had to get her breath. And there was still dinner to think about. Wearily she pushed the curls up off her collar. Gary wasn't home yet either and then she remembered. Lester had given him permission over her protests to spend the night with Jimmy Herter. So there'd be only the two of them for dinner tonight.


She fought down a little shiver, knowing from experience that Lester never failed to get amorous when Gary was out of the house... not that Gary's presence really stopped him. Sometimes she just lay there dying of embarrassment when Lester was venting his animal passions on her helpless body, knowing that their son Gary could be lying awake listening and maybe hearing every sound through the thin walls. A four-bedroom, housing-development house was not made for privacy.


Still it was a nice house. She looked around appreciatively. The new wall-to-wall carpeting made it look even larger, the soft celery green pushing the walls further apart. Lester was a good provider and she should be ashamed of herself for not appreciating him more.


But with her head beginning to ache and this awful fatigue settling on her like a plague, she didn't feel very appreciative. She wondered what mischief Gary might get into at the Herter boy's house. Gary was such a good boy most of the time, but he did need handling. He was shy and sensitive like her. You'd never even know he was Lester's child except when he flew into those unpredictable rages now and again.


Bette Jean forced herself to get up and change her clothes before starting dinner. It wouldn't do any good to get her new beige suit dirty making dinner. She hung it up carefully in the bedroom closet and started automatically to put on her old blue wraparound... but a chance glance at herself in the mirror stopped her.


It seemed a shame to cover herself with that old thing. For a stolen moment she allowed herself to look at her reflection. She did look younger than she was. The face smooth and unlined and youthful. Her skin was still flawless and creamy, the chestnut hair curling softly around her pretty face, the blue eyes wide and innocent, framed with thick lashes. Even after four children her body looked exactly the same as it had when Lester was courting her except that her breasts were even fuller. They almost spilled out of the pale, nude-colored brassiere but her waist was still very tiny and her hips trimly curved, her legs slender and shapely. She did look young and pretty and at her age she should be grateful, but looks had never brought her anything but lecherous glances, Lester's awful pawing and lusting and four children in almost as many years. She'd raised them and nursed them and now they were all gone except Gary. Damn it. It was time she had some peace, some time for herself, maybe even some night courses to keep her occupied.


She turned back to the closet and fingered the clothes. The habit of wearing slacks around the house had never appealed to her. Finally she settled on a pink flowered cotton blouse and skirt. At least it was permanent press so it could be washed if something spilled on it. If she was going to convince Lester of anything she'd have to look halfway presentable. Bette Jean cinched a wide pink leather belt around her tiny waist and went back to the kitchen.


As she bent to peer into the refrigerator to check the leftovers she felt the uncomfortable clamminess of her panties. She straightened and shivered delicately. Those awful examinations at the doctor's always left her feeling unclean. That terrible jelly they used when they had to examine a woman inside. Some of it always oozed out and dampened your panties. Bette Jean went back to the bedroom. Holding her skirt up she shed the dampened panty hose and underpants, washed herself thoroughly and slid on clean white panties.


The enameled clock over the oven stated unemotionally that it was five o'clock. Lester would be home soon and still nothing even started for dinner. Bette Jean flew. The pork chops. Yes, they would do. Easy, and Lester liked them.


Just as she was sliding the chops into the oven along with a pan of sweet potatoes and a cottage pudding, Bette Jean heard Lester's truck lumber into the driveway. Suddenly her heart was pounding violently. No. She mustn't get panicky now. He would bellow but he'd just have to get used to the idea that she wasn't going to put up with his lust any longer. Her health was endangered. She was sure of it. Why her heart was almost pounding out of her breast right now and she felt faint and queasy.


Lester Lyons climbed wearily from the truck. Hell, he guessed he was getting old. Just didn't seem to have the old snap somehow. He went into the utility room, sat down on the little bench and untied his boots. Bette Jean gave him hell if he walked on her clean kitchen floor in his boots. He took them off and dropped them.


He looked down at his big sock-covered feet for a moment. Lord he was tired. Boiler making was hard work, there was no doubt about that, but it never used to bother him. Lately he was tired all the time. Shit. He was beginning to sound like Bette Jean. She complained all the time lately, kept buying bottles of this and that, running to doctors all the time.


Lester rose and stretched. God damn it, there wasn't anything wrong with Bette Jean and there wasn't anything wrong with him. They just weren't getting enough fucking. He frowned, trying to remember just how long it had been since he'd gotten to her. Hell, must be at least three weeks or more. That God-damned woman could think up more excuses. Her head ached, she wasn't feeling well, his hands were too dirty. Hell. He looked down at his hands now. They were hard and grimy and callused.


Hell, he'd just take a shower before he went on in. Quickly, Lester shed his dirty work clothes. That's why he'd put the shower in the utility room anyway. He stepped into the hot spray and let the water course over his tired body. Soaping up and scrubbing he began to feel better.


Gary was over at the Herter boy's, so there was going to be no God damned excuse tonight. Christ. He was so horny the hot water and the feel of his own hands washing his cock made it jump a little in anticipation.


Bette Jean could hear the shower running out in the utility room. Lester was good about not tracking up her spotless kitchen floor. She set the table in the kitchen and put the coffee maker on so it would be all ready. Things had to look nicer than usual. Lester grumbled when she made him pick up but secretly she knew he liked the way she kept the house all shining for him.


A bowl of marigolds on the white table looked just right with the gold place mats. She adjusted the knives and forks slightly and stood back, pursing her full lips. Now what had she forgotten. Oh, of course. Lester liked homemade applesauce with his pork chops.


She stirred a lump of butter into the pan. Fortunately she'd made some yesterday that only needed to be warmed with some butter. Turning the fire very low, she adjusted the lid and wiped her hands on her apron. Abruptly she heard the shower cut off and a nerve jumped in her stomach. She could see in her mind's eye Lester's hard body, still lean and muscular at 40, hairy and masculine. She stared down at the stove and tried to calm herself. Just the thought that Lester might touch her these days was enough to get her jumpy and nervous. That, if no other reason, was enough to insist on separate bedrooms. It wasn't as if they were kids anymore. Even as kids when they were married, she'd never really cared anything about it. It was Lester.


At first she hadn't thought she could stand it. Aunt Dee had tried to make her understand and help her but Uncle Alf had made it clear that she couldn't come back home to live. He'd sided with Lester and said she was a married woman and she'd have to act like a married woman. So she made the best of it. A few years later, there was Bette Jean's baby sister, and there'd never been any money. The folks killed in that car accident leaving her a baby sister. It still embarrassed her that her sister was younger than three of her children. Aunt Dee and Uncle Alf had been so good to take the baby since Bette Jean had her own little ones to care for. Lester had been a miracle. Even offered to adopt the baby, but Uncle Alf and Aunt Dee had solved the family problem. Wanda was still with the folks, the aging aunt and uncle who'd been so generous.


"Hi honey... what's for dinner?"


Bette Jean whirled guiltily and tried to smile. The smile froze on her face at the sight of Lester, clean and shining, his grin crooked and familiar, dark hair combed, naked except for a bath towel twisted around his lean waist. He was standing in the kitchen, like that, grinning. "There won't be anything if you don't get some clothes on Lester Lyons! Honestly! Suppose the neighbors just happened to glance over this way! They could see you right through the kitchen window!" Bette Jean burst out nervously.


"Well, that's sure as hell easy to fix if that's what's worrying you." He went over to the window and jerked the shade down, drawing the crisp curtains over that. "Now." He turned, grabbing Bette Jean's hand and pulled her to him.


"Oh, Lester. Honestly!"


"Yeah... honestly, I need a kiss and a little more when I get home tired."


Bette Jean fought the sudden clenching of her stomach as he bent and caught her lips. She tried to wrench away the moment his lips touched hers but he strained her to his hairy chest, grinding his lips into hers. She could feel his hard white teeth beneath the flesh bruising her mouth, his big hands seeking her buttocks, pushing her belly right into the bulge of his thing under the towel.


This wasn't the way she'd planned things at all! Why did Lester have to continue to act like an old goat? Her head was really aching now and she pushed futilely against his nakedness. He was as hard and demanding and male as always. What was worse, his nakedness was sending unexpected little thrills chasing under the surface of her skin where the big brute held her. She could feel the big hands crushing the softness of her rounded buttocks under her skirt, her, breasts mashed into the hard chest, mouth captive under his punishing lips and his hot poker tongue darting in between her teeth. Small as she was, she tore herself finally from his arms and stood panting and disheveled against the counter edge.


"Stop it, Lester! Stop it this instant! Leave me alone. Just leave me alone so I can get the dinner on the table. You've given me a terrible headache... and you're acting like a maniac! I just... don't know what's gotten into you." Her hands patted her curls back into place and then smoothed nervously down her apron. They fluttered up to button her blouse even higher against her throat.


"I'll tell you what's gotten into me, woman! I'm horny as hell! You haven't let me near you for weeks. A man's got to have some fucking or he's no man at all!" Lester roared, wheeling and rummaging in a cabinet. "Where the hell's the booze? God knows, I need a drink!"


"It's right here, Lester. Here... I'll get it for you." Bette Jean pulled out the bottle of bourbon. Anything was better than having to endure his kisses and what came inevitably afterwards. Distract him. That was a better tactic. Maybe even get him a little drunk. Then maybe he'd want to watch television and would fall off to sleep.


God damned bitch! Acting like he was some kind of animal every time he touched her. Shit! What the hell was he married for anyway if she was going to act like some damned prig. A man couldn't even touch his own wife anymore.


"Where the hell's another glass?" he roared.


"But I just gave you one." Bette Jean answered meekly.


"I know that! I need two. You're going to have a little drink with me, baby. Maybe that'll loosen you up a little!"


"Oh, Lester, you know I shouldn't. The doctor said I should take it easy." Her voice trailed off as Lester poured the glass half full and chunked two ice cubes after the liquor.


"Here... maybe that's what you need, baby. Loosen up that clenched ass of yours!"


"Oh, Lester... please don't talk like that... I thought we were going to have such a nice evening... I have a good dinner in the oven... it's pork chops the way you like them... and... I thought we'd talk after dinner... I went to the doctor today... that new Dr. Madson I told you about... and..."


"We are going to have a nice evening, baby... just you and me... drink up... come on... down with it..." Lester held the glass to her lips and forced her to take a big gulp. She sputtered and spit as usual but she got it down, her big blue eyes blinking back the tears. She looked so helpless and little, but he'd had enough of her innocence. By God, this was one night she wasn't going to get away with it!


"Now... that's better." He drank thirstily, watching his meek but terrified wife over the rim of his glass. He felt the liquor hit his gut in burning satisfaction. That's what he needed too. It was crazy the way he'd let this woman browbeat him. Hell, she made him feel so guilty if he did the slightest little thing. She looked so little and frail but she'd given him four healthy kids with no trouble and worked like a demon to keep the house shining and spotless. He liked it that way but there was no reason to use all her energy on the house and the kids, which was what she'd always done. He'd begun to realize recently that she'd used him for years just to bring home the bacon. Unwillingly she'd acquiesce when he wanted some tail. Well, by God, those days were over. Hell, he was forty years old. Time he had some decent fucking and a little respect around here. Shit, if he didn't get some soon... why maybe he couldn't after a while, even when he wanted to. The thought made Lester's hand shake slightly as he poured out two more stiff drinks and watched grimly while Bette Jean drank a little more.


"Did something happen at work today, dear, to make you all upset?" Bette Jean inquired softly. "I mean... I certainly didn't mean to make you so mad."


"No... nothing happened at work! I told you what was the matter, woman. Why don't you believe me when I talk to you. I need a good fuck... and so do you..." He slugged down some more of the amber liquid. Jesus. It felt good. Lester watched as Bette Jean looked in the oven and poked the chops. His eyes traveled over her trim figure. Shit! Every time he'd even looked at another woman, he'd been comparing her to Bette Jean and hell, none of them could stand up to her. That waist that he could span with his two hands and those breasts that looked like big melons, juicy and ripe, the curved hips and tapering legs. For a little gal she was one hell of a lot of woman. Not only that but she had the face to go with it. Pretty as a picture. She made some of those movie stars look cheap and overdone. But by God, he was just about ready to put it in anything that was hot and hollow! Twenty years of fighting about sex was just too God damned much. Life was too short and he'd been more than patient. No, by God, he'd been a fool... that's what he'd been... a hen pecked fool!


Lester drank steadily and insisted Bette Jean keep up with him. Somehow she got the dinner on the table though she felt rather fuzzy and relaxed. Her headache had miraculously disappeared and she tried gently to steer the conversation to topics that she thought would calm Lester down. He even grinned fatuously at her and kept patting her hand. He still hadn't dressed and she thought she'd better not make an issue of it even though every time she looked at his naked hairy chest across the table she felt a little faint.


"Lester..." she said softly as she was clearing the dishes from the table. "The... ah... doctor thinks we should have separate bedrooms for a while... just a little while till he finds out exactly what's causing my headaches and the fatigue... and feeling so done in all the time... I thought you could take Donnie's old room... it's close to the bathroom and it'll only be till I'm feeling well again..." her voice rose to a shriek as she felt herself lifted off the kitchen floor into Lester's big arms.


"Don't give me that shit, baby... not tonight! Running around to those God damned doctors making like you're sick all the time... I'm tired of paying the damned doctor bills... I'm tired of being used... I'm tired of never getting to fuck my own wife... and I'm tired of having no rights in this fucking house at all!"


Bette Jean felt every roaring word through her body as Lester carried her unceremoniously into their bedroom and dumped her in a heap on the bed. The tears rose to her eyes. He didn't care. He didn't care one bit about her feelings... he didn't care if he hurt her or made her sick. He was a monster!


"All right, Lester... you win... you always do eventually..."


"Like hell I do!!"


"Just let me bathe quickly. I'm still all sticky with salve from the visit to the doctor today... I won't be a moment."


Her mouth trembled, the big blue eyes were wet with unshed tears yet she spoke softly with stiff dignity as Lester looked down at her smallness.


"All right... but be quick about it, woman!"


Lester stalked back to the kitchen when be heard the shower start, heedless that his towel had long ago fallen off. He'd have one more belt while she showered and then by God there was going to be one hell of a fucking in that bed.


... But, while he waited, he drank. Bette Jean insisted on absolute cleanliness. They had to go through the ritual of a bath, before she would even consider having sex. There were a lot of things he had learned to put up with in this marriage business... too God damned frigging many!


Drinking at the kitchen counter he realized the shower had stopped and he didn't know how long ago. Then, he went into the bedroom, expectantly, and there she was with her nightgown on, covered up and asleep... or feigning sleep. Christ! She had pulled that on him too damned many times, already.


He crawled in under the covers, naked and furious. Reaching out for her, he said, "Bette Jean...?"


There was no answer.


Turning on his side, he moved up close to her supine body and reached out to cup a softly resilient breast in his hand. She stirred, turned to her side, her back to him, legs drawn up, curling herself into a ball, and settled, comfortable, into the mattress.


It had happened this way, too often! Frustrated anger rose in him, spilling over, acidly, as he growled, "God damn it... I know you're awake... and you're just trying to put me off... again! I told you, bitch!"


Roughly, he reached down, grasped the hem of her nightgown and jerked it up above her whitely glowing hips. There was a ripping sound of seams giving way. Her thighs were exposed, nakedly, his hand going in over the swell of her hips to the softly curled down of her pubic mound, worming its way down into the deep triangle of her loins.


"You don't have to tear my nightgown off!" she complained, giving up the pretense of sleep.


"Things like that wouldn't happen... if you'd just act like a normal wife!" Lester fired back. "You knew I wanted it tonight! I told you a million ways."


"But, I don't!" Bette Jean snapped, attempting to writhe her genitals away from his searching hand.


"Look... why don't you let me work you up to it... really get you ready for it... so you'll enjoy it more..." he coaxed.


"You've never made me enjoy it... yet!" She was caustic and hurt and smarting from his callousness.


"Damn it... honey... you've never let me do the right things!" He pointed out. "You hardly ever let me use my hand on your clitoris... and if you'd just once let me use my mouth on your cunt... you'd find out what you've been missing!"


"I'll never let you do that filthy thing... with your mouth... either!" she flared. "And... you know I don't like you to use those dirty words!"


"Damn it, baby... it doesn't have to be this way... an argument and a big hassle... every time I want to fuck you!"


"I told you I don't like those words!" Her voice was cold, deadly.


"There's not much chance I'll stop, now!" he gritted. One more jerk and the nightgown came off in ruined shreds.


"Why can't you wait until tomorrow night? I've been to the doctor. I don't feel well."


"Tomorrow... and tomorrow, again! Christ! I want it, tonight! I've got a big, aching cock... and I've got to use it... on you... because you're my wife! That's reason enough!"


"Go douse some cold water on it!" she told him.


"Yeah... I could do that... but I'm not! You God damned bitch, I could jerk off, too... but I won't do that... either!" he roared. "But there's one thing I've been tempted to do... and I may do that, yet!"


"Wh-What's that?"


"Find another woman... that knows how to fuck!"


"You... w-wouldn't...?"


"I sure as hell will... if this keeps up much longer!" It was a flat statement. He meant every word of it. "I've had twenty hellish years of hassle and I'm God damned tired of it!"


The startled wife turned toward him, panic beating hard in her. "You mean sex is so... important to you... you'd be unfaithful t-to me...?"


"I sure as hell would!"


It had never occurred to Bette Jean that Lester, in his dissatisfaction, might turn to other women for sex. She should be used to his demands by now, but she wasn't. She was tired of being used by his hard body. There was nothing to do now but give in -- but tomorrow...


Turning over on her side, facing her husband, now, her reluctant decision made, she said, "All right, darling... if you really have to have it... all that bad... and can't control yourself..."


Lester choked out, "Come here, bitch!" His arms jerked and pulled her close, the hardened shaft of his wildly pulsing cock prodding into the soft flesh of her abdomen.


It was the sexual side of love she didn't understand. To her it was messy, sometimes painful... but never really enjoyable. It was something she had to endure -- even more so, now -- to keep her marriage intact. Lester's admission of a temptation to stray had frightened her... She didn't want that!


It was as a dutiful, submitting wife, she allowed her smooth, tapering thighs to spread, allowing his hand to rummage there, between her legs, his finger searching for and finding the still flaccid tip of her clitoris, hidden down between the soft fleshy folds of her pussy.


"Lester, please be gentle!" the unwilling wife said, but she caught her breath as he suddenly leaned over her, his mouth closing over the shivering nakedness of her ripely full breast. His arms held her tightly to him as his tongue rolled around and around the quivering pink bud of her hardened nipple, and his teeth nipped at the sensitive tips, sending chilling promises of pleasure through her tense body. For the moment, she was breathlessly absorbed by the sensations, and she was hardly aware of his clawing fingers digging into the tenderly rounded flesh of her buttocks.


"Oohh! Ooooooohhhh! Darling, please... we..."


Lester had little time for playing games. She had put him off too long, too many times, and now he was going to have her this way! He was going to fuck her until the teasing little bitch begged him to fill her belly with every ounce of cum in his body! Pulling at the offending sheet, the aroused boiler maker got the tight wad stripped down away from the smoothly round cheeks of her buttocks, feeling the warmth of her shrinking naked flesh against his hand. The crevice dividing the two cheeks felt mysterious and deep, but shit! He couldn't wait for any foreplay now. All that mattered was getting her legs spread wide and his throbbing urgent cock in deep.


"Nooo! Lester! Not this way... Pleaseeee!" She screamed as his mouth on her breasts suddenly felt like it was sucking her inside out, his teeth biting cruelly at the quiveringly aroused nipples, leaving tiny indentations as a symbol of his enraged lust. Bette Jean was on her back with Lester on top, pinning her helplessly beneath his strong body. She couldn't even twist out from under him as he locked one knee between her whitely straining thighs. Lester paid no attention, continuing his mauling as though he didn't hear her protests. Her dreams had gone long ago but this was the very last time, she vowed.


Above the roar of blood in his ears, Lester could hear her frightened cries of protest, but his anger was unbounded, his pride refusing to give heed to anything but complete and total possession of her still young and gloriously sexual body. The liquor in him hadn't dampened his emotions in the least, but inflamed him to a screaming rage of blind lust! He wasn't himself anymore! He was a wild man, hungry for the loins that had been denied him too long, that were rightfully his! Feeling the silky smoothness of her resiliently curling pubic hair, Lester slipped his middle finger down into the softly quivering flesh of her pussy, searching desperately for the tightly clenched opening he had to have! Oh Jesus, yes!


A helpless confusion engulfed her recoiling consciousness as she felt her husband groping for her naked vagina. Bette Jean tried to clamp her legs together, wanting nothing but to close off access to her helpless body, but he had her unwilling thighs locked wide apart. In spite of her futile efforts, she felt her pussy being lewdly touched as her husband's middle finger probed into the defenseless hair-lined lips, seeking to invade the narrow passage to her womb. She felt nothing but anguish, even when his finger brushed across her slowly awakening clitoris, hardened now but mostly from terror.


"Oooooooohhhh! Please! Lester!" She moaned when his fingers dig hotly into the tender flesh around the opening to her womb. She just couldn't understand why he had gone so completely wild, and she squirmed under his maniacally strong grip in a futile effort to make him understand.


Her body was still a masterpiece after all these years, and just the sight and feel of her made his heart pound. The softly flowering cunt was tight, almost virginal, even after four kids. He worked his finger down between the soft hair-lined lips, worming it inside the warm fleshy passage in a hurried attempt to prepare it for his madly throbbing cock. Bette Jean's moans went unnoticed in his frenzy, as Lester drove his middle finger in and out of the tight, restricting passage with unknowingly savage thrusts. Greedily, he continued to suck and pull at the smoothly erotic flesh of her full, lush breast with his voracious mouth.


Wanting to get it over, but unable to understand Lester's need to humiliate and pain her so brutally, Bette Jean half cried, half pleaded to her passion-crazed husband.


The horrified housewife looked up at the merciless mask of her husband's face as he held her helplessly imprisoned on the bed. All that she could see was the blindly blazing lust in his eyes, and then the giant pulsing erect penis that stood straight out from his loins, pointing directly at her nakedly exposed vagina. He was staring down at her pubic mound like a hungry animal about to feast, and Bette Jean began to shake violently.


"Lester... Please... Waitttttt! Don't do... Be gentle!" she moaned, but he didn't lift his eyes to meet her pleading gaze. It was apparent that he wasn't even hearing her. Oh God! He'd never been so mad and uncontrollable! She was sure, though the evidence of 20 years of marriage and four children belied it, that his huge cock would split her in two. She stared closely at its throbbing length as though seeing it for the first time. The top was thick and purple, a huge bulbous head that seemed to bulge out with his growing excitement. She could see the long shaft lined with a road-map of blood-filled veins which pounded with his heartbeat. The entire long column protruded like a great battering ram from the densely thick forest of black pubic hair covering his loins. The twin sacs holding his balls were drawn up tightly between his hairy thighs, and she imagined the sperm inside was pounding and anxious to be released. Visions came into her head of the huge member spurting out white-hot cum deep up into her from the heated tip, and she felt her inner organs shrink in terrified apprehension.


Lester was frantic, the alcohol and prolonged desire making him impatient as a hot and horny teenager. In spite of his achingly demanding balls, he hesitated to carefully examine the sensually tight pussy nestled neatly between his wife's smooth white thighs. There was something about her cunt that he had never felt about any other cunt he'd ever fucked. It was crazy that his own wife's pussy still held him so enthralled. The silky-smooth, chestnut-colored pubic hair lining the narrow slit of her pussy was interesting in itself, and where it parted around the tight, pinkly pursed opening were gathered tiny beads of moisture. It looked absolutely untouched like a new glove made for his cock alone. There was immense satisfaction in knowing that no other cock had ever plumbed those clinging depths. The waiting pussy looked as though it had a life all its own, ready and waiting to massage the throbbing length of his penis until it had milked all of the swarming waiting sperm from his bursting body. It was still the most sensual sight he had ever seen. Oh Jesus, yes! He had to have it right away! Now!


Shifting his weight to one side, the frustrated boiler maker took his hardened penis in his hand, and moved his hips forward until the thick rubbery flesh of the purple head made light contact with the sweet female warmth of her cunt. Using his cock like a wedge, he moved it up and down in the hair-lined slit until he had parted the soft little inner lips, exposing the thin vertical slit of her cunt-mouth. She moaned when he lightly touched the bulbous head to her partly-aroused clitoris and Lester felt an aching echo in his own chest, a sign that she was ready to be fucked. He didn't really hear the pleading cries that came after. He poised, cock positioned over the coral opening of her cuntal passage, readying himself for the long awaited drive into the cringingly reluctant depths that were legally his.


Dumbfounded by the sight she was witnessing and unable to understand her failure with Lester tonight, Bette Jean began to lose contact with everything, even her immediate surroundings. She wasn't even sure if it was their bedroom or her own bed that she lay helplessly pinned to beneath his body. All she could clearly understand was the wanton nakedness of her own body, spread-eagled out under the mammoth penis about to plunge deep into the depths of her horrified belly. Oh God! He must be crazy drunk!


She raised her head up off of the bed, looking down over the hardened tips of her swollen breasts to her wide-spread thighs. She shuddered. The lips of her small pussy were parted, the hair-lined flesh, speared with the thickly purple head of his long throbbing column. It was poised and ready to drive up inside her body, tearing her vagina into a pulpy mass of shattered flesh. Her pleas for mercy were hopeless! Her husband was beyond hearing or caring! She might have been pleading with a stone or an unreasoning bull. The pressure on the tight opening to her womb became greater and greater until she thought she would be ripped apart! Dear God, it had never been so huge! It couldn't fit! It was much too big! Or she had shrunk. She imagined herself bleeding like a virgin and then hemorrhaging until she died, a wasted, waxen thing! "Noooooo! Noooooo! Pleaseeeee! Ohhh Goddd!"


Her cunt was like a tight elastic band that would not give way to his insistent pressure. His aching cock was ram-rod hard and stiff, and just the excitement of finally having it pressing into her hot unattainable little cunt made it grow even larger. Pushing his knees out to force her legs out wider, he knew that the moment had come, and with a low grunt and a heavy shove forward, his cock was suddenly wrapped tightly inside the opening to her warmly clasping cuntal walls.


"AAaaaaggghhhhh!" Bette Jean felt a great flashing pain dash through her body like she had been stabbed up between her thighs with a hot live poker, and her vainly resisting vagina was stretched wide as it opened to take the giant head of the battering penis inside her. It hurt hellishly, but he had gained his entrance to her tiny passage. She tried desperately to worm her way upward on the bed, to get out from under the painful thrust of his massively brutal cock. Tears poured from her eyes as she screwed her buttocks down hard into the mattress. It was no use. She was held too securely by his arms and legs. Looking down over the tops of her firmly rounded breasts, the desperate wife could see that only an inch of the long, hotly pulsating column had penetrated her body. It was utterly hopeless! She'd die right here in her own bed from the pain of his final entry.


The tightly clasping passage around the head of his bulging penis served only to excite him more, and Lester could feel the sensitive nerves at the tip of his cock sending urgent signals of pleasure deep inside his naked belly. It felt so God damned good! He had to bury it all the way! Dimly he knew Bette Jean was in pain or pretended to be. It was those quack doctors. Shit! She was no virgin! Besides he couldn't keep himself in control. Now with a deep grunt he shoved hard forward again to drive his penis farther up into her nakedly trembling body.


"OOOoohhhhh! AAaaaaaggghhhh! Nnnooooo!" It was terrible, worse than she had ever known it to be and she bit her teeth into her lip in an effort to keep from passing out cold. Her head swam with the alcohol. Lester was acting like a maniac, and she was afraid he would kill her without even knowing he had done so! Totally humiliated by his crude coldness and indifference to her feelings, at that moment she wished she had never seen him! Her defenseless vaginal passage was stretched to the point of splitting and the horrible pain embittered her even more. If I live through this horrible night, she promised herself, there'll be separate bedrooms or there'll be separate homes!


The pain when he shoved forward again in her vagina was suddenly and strangely gone. She couldn't analyze why, but only gratefully accept. Yet the resentment festered like a boil even without the agony. The method he had chosen to fuck her was what hurt. There didn't seem to be any gentleness or understanding, or caring, but only a vicious lusting selfishness for his own gratification. She was shamed, if not physically damaged by his cruel thrusts.


Always small, she felt tight, really tight, and Lester thought his hotly pulsating cock was going to explode any second! The glove-like velvety feeling of her pussy around his slowly sinking penis was sending such tremendous sensations of pleasure-power to his brain, that he'd have to do something quickly to keep himself from cumming before he got all the way up inside her. Jesus! It had to be all the way inside her cunt before he shot out his load of steaming sperm. Forcefully, he shoved hard with all his strength to drive his cock to the maximum depth of painfully stretched vagina. It ploughed roughly down the wet-warm passage until it smacked hard up against the cushiony end-tip of her cervix.


"UUUuuuuggghhhh... AAaaaaaggggghhhhhh!" Bette Jean didn't know what hit her, the suddenness of his full penetration was so severe. She felt as though a giant pole had been plunged into her belly, skewering her up between her open thighs like a roast for the spit, and the surprise of being completely filled by his mammoth penis made her tense up in a desperate attempt to stop the final humiliation. Helpless and hanging from the end of his lust-engorged cock suspended by the fleshy pole buried deep inside her belly, it was the final blow to her ego. Her womb ached from the rubbery fleshed head of his hardness pressed into her cervix, and she raised her disheveled head to look down between their lewdly straining bodies. His dark thick pubic hair was tangled tightly together with the lighter brown hair covering her wide splayed pussy, and it staggered her imagination to believe that his brutally giant cock was now buried all the way up inside her proud body against her will.


The pressure in his balls was getting out of control, but Lester fought off his tremendous desire to cum. Christ! The sensation of having his whole long cock in the warm depths of her slickly clasping cuntal passage! Somehow it made it better that it was against his prissy wife's wishes. Flexing his cock several times he heard Bette Jean's moaning reaction.


Hell! He couldn't wait! Pulling his hips back slowly at first, he drew back the wetly glistening hardness from the hot depths of her womb until only the thickly swollen head remained inside, then with a rush he plunged it unerringly back into the warm buttery depths of her reluctant cunt.


"Ooooohhhhh! Pleaseeeee! God! OH! OH!" She chanted her discomfort to no avail, as she felt her ruthless husband begin to unmercifully pound her battered loins with long hard stabs of his madly excited penis. There was nothing but shame and frustration and a deep hurt at his selfishness, not even waiting for her to adjust to his huge size. Bette Jean couldn't understand why he was suddenly being so extraordinarily cruel, and that thought dominated her to such a degree that she didn't consciously notice the slowly-igniting flame in the pit of her belly. If things had been done in almost any other way, he might have become conscious and realized that his now rhythmically fucking cock was actually beginning to feel good.


The tight, smooth liquidity of her cuntal walls seemed to part before and wrap warmly around Lester's hard driving cock as he shoved his hips forward in a powerful downward thrust. He was fucking her as hard and fast as he could, to make up for all the frustrating nights he had longed to do it to her. Each deep, swift-moving plunge of his long column was like a blow that released his pent-up emotions. The terrible strains her coldness and evasiveness had imposed upon him were easing now in battering, explosive pounding. It was as though he had finally completed an act he had begun years before, and he was furiously making up for lost time.


The helpless housewife was squealing and groaning loudly with each stroke of her husband's wildly throbbing cock. He looked down at her beautiful writhing body as he rammed his way hotly into the nakedly clenching little hole up between her open thighs. Her shapely legs were locked up around his hips, making it hard work for him to fuck her as fast as he wanted. Lester could clearly see the inner pinkness of her tightly clinging cuntal lips as his fleshy moistened cock slid hotly up into her flowered open depths.


The outer elastic-like ring of tenderly giving flesh seemed to flow in with his instroke, and then it would roll back out as he withdrew his excitedly pistoning cock. The hot little cunt was clasping his cock so tightly that he could feel his blood swirling around all the way up inside his balls and he fucked deeply down into the velvety animated depths of her cunt with such force that her buttocks lifted up off the bed. His balls swung free, slamming against the open crevice of the softly rounded moons with a loud lewd smacking noise, and her breasts bounced upward. The curling chestnut hair was spilling all around her head as she rolled from side to side, and oh God... There'd never been a more sensual woman!


The blue eyes were staring darkly up as though she could see nothing, but her tongue flashed out through red, parted lips as if searching for air. Lester, aroused even more by her panting, worked his hands down under the smoothly rounded cheeks of her buttocks to cup them hungrily up ever tighter to his vicious thrusts.


The incessant pounding in her vagina was punishment for her. She understood that dimly. Yet she felt and tried to shut out the growing sensations in her womb. Raising her head momentarily she looked down between her full ripe breasts at the huge male penis sliding in and out of her wide-stretched vagina. It was wet and glistening from her copiously flowing cuntal juices as it pulled from the whiteness of her belly, and when it plunged up inside again, she could feel his large sperm-filled balls smack hard into her roundly upturned buttocks just before the hard, fleshy column was completely filling her again! He drove up in between her widespread thighs with such force that she felt it like a shock wave running through her body, and her softly throbbing breasts were shaking wildly from the impact. It actually felt good, almost too good, but it looked cruel and horrid at the moment, she thought helplessly. Lester was having his will with her body without any regard for her. None! She felt she was being fucked, and yes that was the word, fucked! Like a common whore off the streets!


Despite Bette Jean's lack of response, her buttocks felt warm and soft in his hand, and Lester imagined the tiny puckered orifice hidden teasingly and mysteriously up between their hotly trembling cheeks, just below the tight fleshy warmth of her cunt. Extending his middle finger, he pushed in between her trembling ass-cheeks, feeling the smooth hairless skin of the softly yielding valley leading to her anus. He wanted to touch it, to feel the tight texture of her asshole with his finger, and make her react. The tip of his middle finger made contact with the tightly puckered little opening and he pushed hard against it, eliciting a moan of surprised response. The elastic-like ring of warmly pulsating flesh seemed to loosen and tighten in time to the fucking of his cock in and out of her cunt just above it, and the burly boilermaker twisted it around up to the first knuckle, screwing it hotly up into the rubbery mouth of her hairless little anus.


"Ugggggh! Oohhhhhh! Ooooouuuuuuuuuu!" Bette Jean groaned with the unnatural probing of her defenseless anus! Oh God! An added instrument working at her loins, his finger pressed teasingly around the tiny exposed opening! She felt a strange excitement at the total vulnerability of her every sexual opening.


"Oooouuuuuuuuuu!" Bette Jean gasped when suddenly he pressed again and slipped his finger hard into the tightly resisting orifice, his finger sinking all the way up inside and held tightly by the clinging warmth of her rectum. He could feel the hardness of his cock sawing in and out of her tightly clasping cuntal passage through the thinly dividing membrane separating the two passages, and he probed further driving his digit finger again and again into the rubbery hot depths of her asshole.


"Uuuggggghhhh! Pleaseeeeee!" She screamed, but there was something new, something almost masochistic in the pleasure that poured through her body. Her total exposure and openness to his assault was taking on a new sensation and she twisted her buttocks back onto his middle finger without really understanding why. He suddenly shoved his finger down until his palm was pressed hard against her wide-spread buttocks, his second assault deep inside the hot, forbidden depths of her rectum. Almost immediately, the finger sawed in and out of her anal passage in time to the intense motion of the thick long cock in her cunt. She squirmed on the bed beneath him, the anguish suddenly taking second place to the vibrant pleasures filling her loins. He was debasing her, using her openings completely!


At an instant in time that was only distinguishable by a momentary flash in her mind, she felt an unbelievable pleasure in a masochistic awareness of her entire body. She realized in that second that there was something of great pleasure to be had from being fucked like a whore, and she wanted to know the heights of that pleasure now, in spite of her anger with Lester's rough treatment. It was a discovery of the growing burning sensations in her womb that seemed to emanate from her entire body as it became more and more intense. She could feel her hotly aroused clitoris beating with pleasures that danced electrically over every nerve in her pounded body, and somehow knew that it was going to get better and better. Almost magically she was working her hips up and down in a frenzy. "Aaaaahhhhh! Ooooohhhh! Yyyyyeeeeesssss!" She mewed with newly discovered pleasure echoing in her passion-torn cunt. Slowly she was beginning to respond to his fucking. The warm, strong muscles in her rectum began to slowly, hesitantly, pull and work at his screwing finger, wanting it deep as he drove it through the viselike tightness of her anus. Her whole body was coming to life, her buttocks grinding under the smoothly steaming plunges of his hugely beating member, then raising themselves up to his deepest drives. Now she was gripping his hips tightly between firmly locked thighs as if not wanting him to leave her again. She pulled her legs up, opening her loins even wider to his hard thrusts, and arched her hips up to meet him, twisting and mewing, enchanted by the hard fleshy column shoved deep in her wildly burning cunt.


"Ooohh! Goddd! Yesssss!"


It was too much! Suddenly, processes were set in motion that Lester couldn't stop. She looked so wildly wanton squirming passionately beneath him, that his balls, suddenly and without warning, exploded like hand grenades! The white hot cum began its sensational rush toward the blood-filled head of his cock. Slamming his hips forward to completely bury the wildly jerking head deeper up inside her clenchingly burning womb, he arched his back and threw his head up as the first pleasurable blast of his climax burst into her cunt! He couldn't hold it back, and his cock swelled up to huge proportions as it fired out the stored-up liquid with tremendous jerks.


"Oooooohhhhh! Goddddd! I'm... I'mmmmm!" the crazily twisting housewife felt the hot blast of liquid strike far up into the convulsive depths of her belly, and thrilled to the sensation of the hugely swollen penis as it jerked and throbbed out again and again, firing its lava-like jets deep up inside her hungrily clasping cunt! It had suddenly triggered an emotion she'd thought she was incapable of, a startling realization that she was able to cum! Her mind swam with a thousand lewd images as she kicked her legs out impossibly wide, jamming her cunt up hard into Lester's loins as her belly began to explode in response to his obscenely spewing instrument. The finger buried deep in her rectum seemed only to intensify everything she felt, and she wanted it all, again and again and again!


"Ooohhh honey!" Lester groaned as his balls seemed to shoot right on past the head of his cock. It was himself deep within the depths of her tightly clasping cunt! The hot liquid surrounding his throbbingly pulsating member suddenly gushed out around the thick base, soaking his pubic hair before running slowly down the wide-spread crevice of her buttocks over his deeply buried finger in her anus. His cock was like an insane beast spitting at its prey, filling Bette Jean's trembling pussy with his churning hot cum until it overflowed, mingling together with the whitely cascading juices of her own orgasm. At that moment they were one, coupled in a steaming mass of passion that neither one of them had ever known existed before.


"Ooooooh God, darling! Oooooh God!" She groaned and grunted as her belly rippled with the pleasure she had tried to deny herself, and she was lost in the frenzied heat of complete sexual enlightenment. She was suspended for several moments on a precipice of teetering ecstasy, her cunt welded hotly to the hard fleshy column squirting hot liquid into her belly, and she could no longer deny the sheer exquisite pleasure it gave her. She was a woman, complete and fulfilled no matter how it had occurred, and she wanted it to go on forever... and ever.


For several moments, his cock continued spewing out his whitely flowing sperm, filling her passage with lewd spasms of erotic delight as it traveled up the full lust-engorged length of his rod, then splashing out the dilated tip to strike wetly back against her cervix. But then, he was exhausted, spent, and his arms felt like they could no longer hold anything. He fell heavily on top of Bette Jean's still nakedly writhing body, pulling his finger noisily from her anus as he gasped for air.


It was over, but she didn't want it to stop! Grinding her slippery buttocks frantically against his deflating cock, she tried to milk more life from his semen-drained balls, but it was no use. Slowly the spasms in her belly died down, and with their dying she remembered the way she had been so selfishly assaulted. Her excitement had made her forget her anger at Lester's brutal and cruel indifference.


"I'm sorry," Lester panted, gasping for breath, and only then did she realize that she felt wrong. Her body suddenly began to ache instead of tingle with pleasure. She moaned, feeling the softness of his deflated cock still trapped limply up inside her stretched vagina. Something inside her told her to be hurt and angry, and she looked into his eyes while beginning to sob. He should feel guilty for what he'd done to her, she thought.


"Go away! Leave me alone!" Bette Jean sobbed suddenly, the words coming out like sharp blades intended to injure.


Deflated now, hurt by the words, Lester rolled off her body, his cock pulling from her cunt with a soft, wet, whooshing noise. A thin string of cum clung to the tip of his satiated penis, running like a web to the thin brown strands of her pubic hair as a lewd reminder of his recently unleashed orgasm. He looked at her, wanting to explain all of his pent-up emotions, but the look in her eyes told him that nothing would help right then. He was completely sober now, and reaching the door, he turned to say something to Bette Jean, but she only rolled over on her side, turning her naked back to him. He was afraid to say anything for fear of raising her wrath.


"I have to think, Lester. Sleep in Donnie's room," Bette Jean said. She didn't hear the door slam, but she turned onto her back anyway, her hand instantly touching the tender spots on her breasts. She'd go see Dr. Madson again tomorrow.


Lester looked down at his well fucked wife who now pretended she'd hated it all. Christ! What a hypocrite. He fit a cigarette and sat down heavily on the side of the bed. That damned woman. He'd never understand her if he lived to be a hundred.


CHAPTER TWO


Light filtered faintly through the curtains, faithfully reproducing the lacy intricacy of the cloth in soft swirls of shadow across the carpet and rumpled bed. Bette Jean stared at it through slitted eyes. Her head ached and the inside of her mouth felt dry and tasted brown. There was a heavy weight across her thighs. Heavy and warm and confining... Another weight pinned her breasts. A soft snore rasped thick breaths into her armpit.


Her eyes flew open and the breath caught in her throat as the terrible memories of last night came flooding back into her awakening consciousness. The smell of stale sweat and the musk of sexuality came to her nostrils. Oh God! What horrors married women had to endure! She wriggled and felt the last of Lester's cum from the night before trickle obscenely out of her ravished body onto the sheet, wetting it with his lurid spend. She tried to move but Lester's sleeping body sprawled across her kept her touching the wet stickiness. The ugliness of the entire night flashed through her, made even more revolting by lying here in the clear light of morning, seeing, smelling, remembering.


Pushing her hands under her she managed to wriggle partly out from under Lester's dead weight. Inch by inch she pulled free, which didn't disturb his thick snore except to introduce a few snorts.


The shower was hot and cleansing and Bette Jean stood gratefully under its stinging spray. There was no question in her mind now. Lester would use Donnie's room or she'd leave. She couldn't... she wouldn't be subjected to such indignities again ever. Even the threat that he would seek another woman wouldn't change her mind. It wouldn't be easy. The word always got around and she'd be humiliated if he took a mistress but it was better than being his housewife-whore! Let him vent his hideous animal passions on some other poor female... but it wouldn't be on her body again... ever... no matter what.


Strangely, aside from her headache she didn't feel too bad, she mused, rubbing herself briskly with a large soft towel. There was an unfamiliar sense of well being and almost of euphoria. Even the sight of her full white breasts marred by the faint blue bruises could not dampen her spirits. It was will power, of course, and knowing that you'd taken a stand and couldn't be budged.


The doorbell shrilled as Bette Jean buttoned the ivory satin robe around herself. It was the Christmas robe that Lester had given her several years ago that she'd never worn. Too dressy for cooking breakfast and too showy and provocative in the evenings. Bette Jean had saved it in case she ever had to go to the hospital. But somehow it seemed the right time to wear it now. It was a symbol of her vow, she thought, buttoning the last button as she answered the door.


A long expanse of tanned thigh below a bright red short skirt was the first thing she saw. Looking upward, there was a short navy jacket and a white blouse that showed far too much bosom in the deep V neckline and above that a young but pouty face framed by long sandy hair. Her eyes traveled back down again to discover several suitcases nestled around the navy pumps.


"Yes?" Bette Jean clutched the pale lace at her throat higher.


"Bette Jean... don't you know me?" The pouty mouth split in a teasing smile to show even white teeth.


"I... Wanda? You can't be Wanda..."


"But I am. It's me... I know I've grown some since you saw me... but I never thought you wouldn't recognize me."


Bette Jean found herself enveloped in strong young arms and a sisterly kiss planted on her cheek. The young girl smelled of strong perfume. She whirled on into the house, laughing and talking.


"It's your baby sister! Been a mighty long time, I know... but here I am! My... what a beautiful house you've got, Bette Jean. Makes home took pretty bad... I mean Aunt Dee's and Uncle Alf's. You know... I just thought I'd never get here... but I kept dreaming that some day I would and... after all these years... here I am at last! I can hardly believe it... can you?"


"No... no... I can't, Wanda." Bette Jean tried to smile warmly but she was so taken aback by the sudden appearance of her younger sister that she still couldn't quite take it all in. Her head was full of a thousand questions.


"Why didn't you let me know you were coming?"


Wanda had rushed back to lug the heavy suitcases inside the entry. She brushed her long sandy-colored hair out of her green eyes. "Well... I never was much good at writing... and I just decided it was time I came for a visit... I mean... it's been so long since I even saw you. I'd about forgotten I had a sister. Seems like you and Lester just never can get away to come home anymore. Heavens... it's been at least five or six years since you were home... and well, I just made up my mind and... I can't believe it but I'm here!" She pulled the last piece of luggage in and shut the door, panting a little with exertion. Her eyes were shining and she looked around in wonder.


"You've got just about the prettiest house I ever saw, sister. Some day I'm going to have me a house like this. Yes sir... that's just what I'm going to do. You wait and see!"


"I'm sure you will, Wanda, but you've got a long time to think about that. Why you're not even out of high school are you?" Bette Jean knew her sister was only seventeen but with the clothes and makeup she looked at least twenty or more. No, it wasn't just the clothes. It was the manner, the makeup and something in the eyes... knowing and a little hard. The girl was taller by at least four inches and voluptuously well developed. The last time she'd seen her, Wanda had been a pigtailed little girl, gawky and awkward... now she was grown and... well, there was no denying it... sexy looking.


"I'm just making coffee. We... ah... got lazy this morning... and I was just getting ready to go to the kitchen when you rang the bell."


"Imagine being able to make the coffee in something as pretty as that robe. I'll bet Lester just spoils you good. Well, I'm going to look around and find me a good husband like that in a year or two. Oh... I just can't get over this pretty house. I'd just love to keep a house like this. I will, too. I'll help you with the housework, Sis. I sure will."


"Well... I manage pretty well by myself."


"Oh, I didn't mean it looked neglected. It's just beautiful! I just meant that I could lend you a hand, you know."


The cheeriness of her voice brought only dismay to the beautiful housewife. Automatically she made coffee and started the bacon. She hated surprises and house guests always disrupted her routine. Her thoughts were chasing through her head at breakneck speed. Wanda sounded as though she'd come for a long visit. The bags! Heavens, there must be at least six or eight of them.


"What's going on out here? I sure could use a cup of coffee." Lester walked in amid the girlish chatter, a bathrobe wrapped around his hairy body that failed to cover his bulging muscular calves. He looked sleepy and rumpled and querulous. The drooping eyes popped open wide when Wanda came into his range of vision where she sat at the white kitchen table, jacket off, long legs stretched out and young full firm breasts almost bursting out of her white crepe blouse.


"Well... I didn't know you had a caller so early, honey. Why don't you introduce me..." There was something oddly familiar about the luscious long legged creature sitting at his kitchen table at nine A.M. but he couldn't quite place her. Jesus! She sure had legs and tits! You didn't have to have a whole lot of imagination to almost feel those bursting in the palms of your hands or your cock pressed between their warmly inviting roundness. Just looking at all that nubile flesh made the roll with Bette Jean last night seem like a snack to whet the appetite. The green eyes were looking at him appraisingly too, framed by the swing of silky, sandy hair. She was no innocent, he'd judge. A broad only looked at a guy like that when she'd had a little experience. It was as though she'd learned a private language that only males understood. He read her all right.


"It's my sister, Lester. You remember Wanda." Bette Jean answered, busying herself turning the bacon with a long handled fork.


"Why, of course. How are you Wanda!" Lester took her hand and grinned down at her. "You've grown some since I saw you! Yessiree! Grown a lot. Can't much blame me for not knowing who you were. Who'd have ever thought that skinny little kid'd turn out like this!"


"Sure is good to see you, Lester. Has been a long time. I was just telling sister here it must be five or six years."


"Well, we're mighty glad you came, Wanda. House is kinda empty with just Bette Jean and Gary and me. Lots of room. Sure is nice you've come for a visit. You have, haven't you?"


The pink tongue came out to wet the pouty coral mouth. "Well, I hope you'll let me stay a while. I should have let you know, I guess, but I'm not much good at writing."


"Lester! Go get some clothes on!" She hadn't meant for her voice to shrill like that, but the way he was looking at Wanda was obscene. The dirty minded old goat. Bette Jean's hand shook a little taking the eggs out of the refrigerator. It was too much after last night to find the sister she hadn't expected to see, standing on her doorstep like that at the crack of dawn. Standing there with all her suitcases as though she'd come for good.


Lester winked at Wanda, his head nodding at Bette Jean, "The old lady got up on the wrong side of bed. I'll be right back."


Bette Jean's nerves felt strained and tightened all during breakfast, as though attached to screws that turned them more and more taut. Lester was grinning fatuously at Wanda as he ate, his face scrubbed and shaved and shining. Her sister was fawning and flattering her husband till he was fairly preening. It was disgusting.


"Sugar?"


Wanda shook her silky length of hair. "No, thank you. I have to watch my figure."


"No you don't. You just let old brother Lester do that." He laughed uproariously.


Wanda laughed appreciatively. "I'd forgotten what a nice man you married, Bette Jean. If you weren't my sister I'd be kinda jealous."


"He's old enough to be your father, Wanda, and he's getting childish in his old age," Bette Jean answered peevishly, then turned the conversation to Uncle Alf and Aunt Dee. Pouting a little, her younger sister complied, answering questions reluctantly.


Finally Bette Jean got the courage to ask right out. "How long are you planning to stay?"


Wanda fidgeted and blushed. "Well, I was hoping maybe you'd let me stay for good. They're getting so old, Bette Jean. I mean I can't even have a date without the roof falling in. I mean... well, I wouldn't be any trouble. I'd get a job and I could help you with the housework and all. I just had to get away. There's nothing to do in that little old town anyway. All the kids get out and come to town as soon as they can."


"Well, I don't know. It's a sudden thing. I mean, jobs are hard to find here and you might not like it. They're aren't many girls your age in this neighborhood. What kind of job could you get anyway?" Her fears were being confirmed. The minute she'd seen her on the doorstep, she'd known in her bones. She felt a little ashamed of herself then. After all it was her own sister.


"I type some. I took that at school and I worked a while at the dime store. Oh, Bette Jean, I just can't go back. I just can't. I'll die in that two bit town. Honest, you won't know I'm here. I'll help you and I'll get a job so I won't even be here all day."


"Now no one's asked my opinion in all this." Lester leaned back in his chair, blowing smoke rings ceilingward. His thumbs hooked in his belt, he looked at his wife's timid, uncertain face. "You're always wanting to get out more, Bette Jean. You race around trying to get everything done and you've got the explorer guides stuff to do with Gary and you wanted to join the bridge club. Well, now's your chance. Wanda's here to help you with the housework, you could do more things you been wanting to do. I think Wanda'd be a big help to you. Besides, I don't see how you could even contemplate turning your own sister out. Your baby sister. The old folks done their share. It's our turn now. You just tell me which room you want me to put her bags in." He rose decisively. It was settled in his mind and that was the end of it.


Before Bette Jean knew quite what happened Wanda was happily unpacking in what used to be the girls' room and Lester was off to work. A premonition of impending doom settled onto her small shoulders and she made another appointment with Dr. Madson. While Wanda was working, singing and slamming closet doors and drawers, she determinedly moved all of Lester's clothes into Donnie's old room. After last night, nothing was going to change her mind about that!


Wanda stretched lazily. Her hands strayed luxuriously under her nightgown to caress her bed-warm flesh. The soft tips of her breasts came alive under her palms and hardened into rigid little buds of need. Lord, it'd been a while. A girl got almost as horny as those farm boys back home when she had to do without it. But it wouldn't be long now. Lester kept looking at her like he was going to eat her alive.


She smiled and dipped her middle finger tenderly into the sensitive lips of her cuntal slit. Soon, now, she'd have Lester snorting and pawing. He wasn't getting any. Separate bedrooms. Bette Jean must be some kind of simpleton, leaving her husband high and dry like that, running around to doctors all the time. And Gary. That poor kid was almost crazy with needing a good fuck. There just wasn't any fucking going on at all in this house. It was as bad as living with Uncle Alf and Aunt Dee except Bette Jean and Lester were younger. Her finger found the erect little love button up between her legs and rubbed it gently alive.


The house was quiet. Wanda could almost hear the soft slippery sound of her finger on her clit. Oh God, it felt good. Bette Jean had gone off to that Explorer Guide meeting and luncheon. Gary was at school and Lester at work. Her thighs spread slowly as her finger slid up and down the moistened furrow of her desire-enflamed pussy. A whole week now without anything. There hadn't even been any men at the employment agency except one old geezer about sixty filling out an application for janitor. She'd only gone to satisfy Bette Jean anyway. Why worry about a job yet? She could sleep late, eat when she felt like it, watch television. There was plenty of time for jobs later.


Her hand stopped, poised above her slickened cuntal mouth, the breath held motionless in her chest as she listened. A car had stopped and a door slammed.


Lester walked into the still house, the blinds drawn against the light that could fade the carpet. It was dim in the big living room. He turned on the lamp and rummaged through his desk to find the Dreiser invoice. There. He folded it and shoved it into his pocket.


Must be getting on toward lunch time. May as well eat here before he went back to work. Save time in the long run. As he walked toward the kitchen he glanced down the hall and almost jumped out of his skin. Wanda was standing there in the door of her room, just watching him. Christ! She had on some kind of short thin nightgown that made her look more naked than if she hadn't had a stitch on!


"Hi." She packed so much meaning into that one soft syllable that he felt his gut tighten and his cock lurch inside his tight jeans. She just stood there looking at him, the long sandy hair almost touching the pink nipples that showed clearly through the pale yellow fabric. One tanned thigh was thrust forward and a slim hand hooked on one curved hip. Jesus! It was hard to believe that the provocative creature before him was only a kid. Not much older than his own son Gary but she was woman... a full blown woman. It was as though she stood at the end of a tunnel down the dim hallway and she was beckoning him though she never moved or said anything beyond the original laconic greeting. Lester went toward her as though she were a magnet and his cock a bar of magnetized steel. He wasn't even aware of his legs moving until suddenly he was standing right in front of her.


The green eyes looked up at him boldly. It was like she could read everything that was going through his head and was answering all his questions. She was removing all the obstacles without ever once opening her mouth. From somewhere deep inside his gut a groan tore out as his hands reached for her. He was crushing the silky length of teen age girl into his body and his mouth bent to drink from that pouty mouth. The lips opened softly and his tongue surged into the hot cavern that was moist and softly receptive. His hand found the round fullness of her firm buttocks as he pulled the sleek little belly into his aching imprisoned cock. His mouth was bruising those taunting lips and his tongue fucking hard into the sucking mouth that was knowing and practiced. Jesus Christ! This was what a man needed. Oh God, yes, needed like he needed air.


"God damn!" he breathed finally into the fragrant hair in along the curve of her throat.


"It's about time," she whispered, her arms going up around his neck tighter. "Thought you weren't ever going to make a move... thought maybe you didn't want any..."


"Ohhh, Wanda, baby..." he muttered, his mouth kissing all over the firm young skin of her face and throat and ears.


"Wait..." she pulled from his arms and went into the bedroom. Jerking the covers down she crawled into the bed and lay back, posing provocatively for him. The sandy hair was spilled in silky streaks across the pillow, the green eyes mocking him again, the slim tanned arms flung over her head, the long tapering thighs spread out until he could see the hair fronded pink slit between her legs.


"You getting any ideas?" she whispered.


"Hell... I got ideas," he rasped, jerking his clothes off with frantic urgency.


"Well, how about using some of those ideas with me, right now?" Wanda said, a little petulantly. "I'm right here... ready and willing..."


"... and able!" Lester was shaking as he climbed onto the bed beside her and leaned over to kiss her hard, using his lips and tongue, thrusting deeply into her mouth to taste again the sweet nectar of her. His big work-roughened hand went up under the sheer, shorty nightgown to the magnificent mounds of firm, full flesh. He felt their swelling smoothness, paying homage to each in turn, the coraline-pink buds of her nipples coming erect and standing out into his palm.


"Let's get this damned nightgown off of you!" he grumbled, giving it a tug.


"All right, darling... but don't tear it," she warned.


"I don't like anything in the way!"


Quickly, she sat up and removed the fluff of nylon. As it came over her head, her breasts burst from their gentle confinement, thrusting up, proudly, before him. Choking a little, he glued his mouth, instantly, to one nipple.


Sucking and nipping at the erect nib he heard her mewl in throaty pleasure, as he massaged her other breast with his hand, kneading the silky, smooth flesh and feeling the pliant warmth of it. Deftly, he rolled the pink-hued, berrylike pap between his thumb and finger.


Now, that hand left her breast, and went in search of other more tender, intimate flesh. Sliding down across her flat belly, smoothing around the swelling curve of her gently rounded hip and back to the inside of her satiny thigh, to the soft, inner juncture of her loins, his hand roamed in the fleecy softness of her gently squirming pubic mound. Then, his hand dipped between her thighs, as she parted them slightly, for him, allowing him full access to the tight, resiliency of her moistening vaginal opening. He pushed an eagerly slithering finger into the soft wet warmth of her pussy and began to move it in ever widening circles just inside the vestibule of her cuntal passage.


After a few moments, her hips began to undulate up against his probing hand, and he removed the slickly moistened finger from her gently clasping, fast-responding cuntal passage, moving it up through her delicate pussy slit to find the hardening shaft of her tiny clitoris. Lightly, he stroked it, feeling it become even more turgid, under his manipulation. Then, he found the super-sensitive head of the miniature phallus, his touch setting off sensual shocks in her body. She moaned aloud, "Oh, Lester... don't make me wait so long!"


One thing about this hot teenage sister of Bette Jean's, he reflected, she was direct. "Don't rush me, baby. I waited a long time for this," he said, as his mouth left her breast, and his hand deserted her loins so that he could shift positions.


Wanda shuddered as he began rubbing his rough, callused hands over her smooth young flesh. She could almost feel each separate nerve end blossoming under his fingertips as they danced along the inner softness of her thighs. All the excitement she had ever felt before, all the sexual frustration she had felt that morning, all had been secretly stored in some unknown compartment of her nervous system, waiting to be released by a man's touch, was flooding through her. Tiny goosebumps sprang out over the white patched tan of her skin as his hands stroked magically over her sensitive flesh.


She lay immobile for a moment, savoring the pinpricks of sensation following the path of the coarse fingers digging into her flesh. This lovely sensation was a welcome relief from the agonizing need that had been plaguing her. It would be an even greater relief to surrender completely. She had done all that was humanly possible to speed the inevitable and now it was his responsibility. She had made the choice, and now there was nothing to do but accept and enjoy.


Her mind droned on as his fingers traveled the rest of the way to the tingling folds of her nakedly exposed cunt. She could feel the moisture rising there again between her open legs as the exposed hair-lined lips began a slow, involuntary contraction, throbbing wetly against each other. Then, suddenly, his thumbs were on the fleshy ridges, relentlessly pulling them apart. Wands lay holding her breath and glorying with all her strength and youth in the temptation to which she was giving in.


It was not enough; her acceptance heightened the exquisite feeling of air rushing over the rising bud of her suddenly exposed clitoris. Oh God, yes, she was going to be fucked.


"Oh, oooooooohhh, yessss," she moaned softly as the muscles of her body began to relax and her legs fell limply out to the side. The beautiful thrills of pleasure were rippling up her now quivering belly and into the nipples of her throbbingly awakened breasts, drowning out the debasing thought of just whose strange hands were roaming over her nakedness.


Lester grinned, his eyes dancing with anticipation as they feasted on her slowly squirming body. Crawling upward he crouched on all fours over her sensually moving body, pushing her unresisting tanned thighs wider apart. He crawled between them until his face was a bare few inches above the sandy "vee" of her openly splayed cunt. He stared down as it rotated sensuously, expectantly, and his mouth watered until saliva dripped from his open mouth mingling with her wetness in the narrow pink slit.


Wanda felt only the tiniest fear as she felt the flat palms of his sweating hands pushing against the softly yielding flesh of her inner thighs, holding them wide apart. Through lowered eyes, she watched as the dark head dipped slowly downward.


Lester's head sank down between his sister-in-law's now wide-splayed thighs to where the nether eye of her throbbing cunt undulated up to him, expectantly. He saw that slick, viscous droplets of moisture glistened in the coral opening of her pussy.


With a little moan of desire, his head went down deep into the angle of her thighs, his tongue reaching out to snake into the warmly liquid depths of her vaginal orifice, and his mouth clamped tight to the opening in the most intimate, personal kind of oral-genital kiss. She raised her loins up to him, and he heard her moan of ecstatic pleasure.


"Aaaaaaaaahhhh," she gasped breathlessly as his mouth suddenly clamped over the softly raised mound at the base of her belly. As his tongue lanced snake-like into the moist tight slit of her vagina, a shudder rippled through her at the electrifying union of his long thick tongue with her erectly quivering clitoris.


The boiler maker began to work slowly and hungrily, feeling her soft wet pubic hair brushing tantalizingly across his cheeks. With a wild feeling of power in him, he heard her groan huskily from deep in her throat as the hotly probing tip of his tongue worked its way up and down the length of the narrow wet slit. Beginning at the peak of her pubic mound and flicking downward over the elastic-rimmed opening of her hotly clasping vagina and into the crevice of her softly flexing buttocks, it stopped to do a momentary wet probing homage to the tight brown throbbing hole that lay nestled below. Already she was squirming under his tongue and loving it!


Deeper, his tongue probed into her sensually alive cuntal passage, tasting the female taste of her slippery love-dew, the moisture from his mouth mingling with it, as he moved his tongue in circles inside.


The erotic sensations his licking, sucking mouth generated in her eagerly aroused loins raced through her, arcingly, like summer heat lightning. His tongue seared her with its lashing, snake-like searching, and she gyrated her pelvis up to his mouth, voraciously asking for more and more of the ecstasy building oral teasing. Happily she mewled her pleasure, her moans rising in the still house.


Her groans drove him on faster as he worked his way up and down the steaming hot valley, her elbows pressed tightly against her ribs as the searing tongue shot out, its hard darting tip circling the trembling erected clitoris. As his tongue continued its maddening licking against the straining pink bud of her sex, his lips sucked, drawing the warm soft folds of her vaginal lips deep into the hot wet cavern of his mouth. The young girl's hips were now grinding uncontrollably into the bed, soft mewling sounds of animal passion escaping from between her tightly clenched teeth.


Wanda was ecstatic. She had never in her wildest dreams imagined that anything could feel so exquisitely beautiful. Arnie and some of the fumbling farm boys had kissed her there before, but none had done this wild licking and sucking! She wanted to forget everything but this maddening probe between her legs! Oh God, it was good!


His head buried deep in the cusp of her thighs, Lester licked and sucked at her, wildly, his tongue lashing up and down the narrow slit of her pussy, making plunging forays in the moist cuntal channel. Then, up the throbbing clitoris, rising hard from its softly enfolding, hair-lined flesh, erupting even harder and pulsating, warmly, his tongue circled it, then concentrated on the tumescent, sensitive head. He teased it, tantalized it, urging the tiny bud on to ever greater, sensation producing, nerve-tingling sexuality. Wanda was moaning, now, almost incessantly, her wildly demanding pelvis thrusting up against his face, hips moving in lewd circles under the insistent mouth and tongue, thighs opening to him, wantonly, invitingly, wanting even greater enhancement and more inventive titillation of his mouth and tongue on her heated loins.


The pretty young teenager reached down with her hands and began desperately clawing at the short dark hair of the man kneeling between her thighs, trying to guide his face ever deeper in the hotly palpitating opening of her cunt. He let her force him more tightly into the wetly steaming crevice, pressing his mouth directly over the tight little hole in her insanely squirming cuntal valley.


As his mouth surrounded and covered the hungrily grasping cleft, his tongue suddenly snaked forward, burrowing lizard-like up into her desperately straining cunt. In response to the maddening sensation, her hips jerked involuntarily forward, burying the flicking tongue to its roots, and a deep guttural groan escaped from the girl as her soft warm thighs closed around his head. The teenager's heels pushed down against his back, pressing his body into the flesh trap until he couldn't breathe. His nose was smashed tightly against the tiny hard clitoris and he could feel the wetly fleshy walls of her brutally invaded vagina opening and closing in a sucking motion around his hotly stabbing tongue, attempting to pull it deeper and deeper.


Unable to tolerate the position she had put him in, the powerful man reached up and grabbed her flailing legs behind the knees, shoving them roughly back over her shoulders so that he could breathe and move freely, then went back to work with his tongue. He wanted her begging for it when he was ready to ram it to her and she was almost there. His tongue worked like a pile-driver in the flame-searing hole of her upturned cunt, withdrawing and plunging, withdrawing and plunging, making a lewd wet sucking noise with each deeply powerful thrust. Her cries were one long low continuous moan now, as he withdrew the lashing tongue suddenly from inside the warm smooth passage and found the hard throbbing clitoris and licked. He moved his face higher in her madly pulsating cuntal slit and began to suck and tease at it wildly with his teeth while she writhed and churned her buttocks above the mattress in a lewd dance of uncontrolled desire.


"Oooooooooo! Oooooooooo!" she chanted, her body and mind completely lost to the delicious and obscene sucking of her loins. Her cunt flowered open wider and wider, and the moistness increased with each second his mouth worked at her, nibbling the hair-lined hole. The cords of Wanda's neck stood out as she pulled with all her strength against the tangled dark hair of her brother-in-law's head.


The young girl was aware of nothing but the mass of exquisite sensations centered somewhere deep in her belly, overpowering all other thoughts but the magnificent pleasure building deep inside of her. She was going to cum! This was it! She had never dreamed it would be as wonderful as this! "Why had those dumb boys withheld from her something so beautiful?" She vaguely wondered as she panted and writhed beneath Lester's lawlessly plundering tongue and mouth.


"Aaaaaah, aaah, yesss! I... I'm cumming," she suddenly wailed, as her body began vibrating uncontrollably. The juices from her orgasm oozed around Lester's deeply thrusting tongue, coating it with its sticky warmth and trickling down the crevice of her white globular buttocks and over his chin that pressed hard against the brown puckered anus.


He continued to nibble and suck between her widespread thighs until her body went limp, and then he lifted his head, releasing her legs so that they could fall back in exhaustion on the bed, splayed on either side of his panting torso. He could tell from her face that Wanda's heart was beating in her chest as though it would burst and her head was still whirling with the rapturous effects of heir orgasm.


As her eyes fluttered open, she almost expected to see the accusing face of her sister hovering over the bed, promising punishment for her wanton performance, but her eyes first met the hungry gaze of Lester.


He'd begun to think he wouldn't be able to wait much longer; he'd have to get it into her cunt pretty soon for some regular, old-fashioned fucking! Jesus! He wanted to fuck her in that luscious cunt that he'd sucked and eaten. Christ! She should be ready!


Her shamelessly aroused body suddenly jerked spasmodically and began a slow abandoned movement as she allowed herself to sink deeper and deeper in the waves of delicious sensation that were coursing over her body. Every muscle was tensed as she strained her hips upward toward that maddening cock probing between her legs. She could feel the full length of the rigidly fleshy hardness sliding up and down her helplessly quivering open slit. The jerking head of Lester's cock rested throbbingly between her wildly splayed thighs, insinuating itself up and down, up and down, in a cruelly maddening teasing that sent her pelvis undulating toward it, her hungry cunt searching desperately for the hard, blood-filled tip.


Oh God, she had to have it in her!


The boilermaker sensed her sudden submissive surrender and with a savage grin, he laughed, "Here I come, baby."


She was his now, he gloated to himself as he grabbed her straining legs behind the knees and shoved them roughly back over her shoulders again, slithering up her rhythmically moving body at the same time. His long lust-stiffened cock grazed lightly against her damp light pubic hair as he planted his hands on either side of her shoulders as the ankles locked tightly behind his neck.


Looking down between their bodies, he could see her upturned ass, the expanded yet narrow slit visibly throbbing its lips in invitation to his wildly jerking penis. The pressure of his thighs pressed tightly against hers held the hotly moist slit wide apart.


Wanda frantically reached down beneath the rotating cheeks of her ass and tightly grasped the thick length of the stone-hard penis. Her slim hand barely rounded the great shaft of the blood gorged flesh and she could feel it pulsating hotly in her fingers. This was what her belly was screaming for! Careful not to hurt the precious instrument, she gently guided it up the valley of her buttocks and wedged the fat throbbing head between the wetly swollen lips of her pussy. Then, she placed both hands on her brother-in-law's buttocks and tried with all her strength to pull it into her starving pussy so it would drown the gnawing heat that was burning her up inside.


She writhed her body, attempting to change positions beneath him, the breath still panting out her mouth. As the lust-engorged head of his wildly pulsating cock nudged into the moist warmth of her cuntal slit, she lined it up, the satin-smooth bulbous head entering her cunt-mouth with a rush. He flexed his hips and drove it up into her, fiercely, in one lunging, moistly sliding action, the long, thick, blood-corded shaft of his cock buried to the root in her clasping, ready cuntal passage.


"Ooooohhh! Darling... OOOooooooohhhhh!" she groaned, with the pleasure of it, as his great cock plundered the depths of her vagina, the massive hardness of it ramming deep up into her... almost, it seemed, to the very core of her body!


The moist heat of her captured him, enveloped and absorbed him, completely, as he went into her, the soft wet folds of her cuntal sheath clamping around him, caressingly. He could feel the delicate, inner muscles of her vagina clasping and unclasping on him, for the full length of his insanely lusting cock. It was almost like a milking action, the sensations of it an exquisitely erotic torture. He held his madly beating penis immobile in her cunt, not moving yet, for his whole being was there, in his pulsing, hardened cock, deep inside the smooth softness of her moistly ready cunt.


The boiler maker flexed his muscles, feeling all the agonizing frustrations he had built up over 20 years of trying to be a good husband to that foolish woman, Bette Jean, surging forward with him into the warmly wet flesh of the groaning girl below him. He gasped aloud in the breathless silence of the bedroom as he felt the tightly hot walls of her spasmodically contracting cunt soothingly slipping over the rock-hard length off his thundering cock! He lunged!


The young teenager's face was contorted with the pain-pleasure of the cruel stabbing. She screamed in a litany of agony and exultation. Her vagina felt twisted and stretched as though she was being impaled on a small telephone pole. In agony, she fought the invasion, clenching the muscles of her buttocks tightly together to keep the long hard fleshy staff from burying itself further in her agonizingly tortured pussy. Then in exultation she drove him on and she could feel the brutally monstrous cock throb and grow inside her until she felt stretched and filled beyond all possibility.


Lester smiled to himself as he felt the throbbing pressure exerted against his deeply buried penis, knowing that her own hunger would soon help her to become accustomed to his thick presence rammed so far in her belly. Not moving his body, he flexed his penis, expanding it inside her helplessly pinned vagina.


"Agh!" she gasped breathlessly, her eyes tightly shut as she battled with the fine line of pain and pleasure.


Lester waited a moment and flexed again, waiting for a reaction to show that she was becoming accustomed to the monstrous intrusion.


She groaned again, but more softly as she felt the buried cock expanding and stretching the narrow walls of her throbbing passageway.


He confidently flexed again, this time setting a slow, teasing rhythm to the deep throbbing of his lust-impaling cock. Suddenly, he could feel her urgent answering throbs begin around the head of his penis. She groaned helplessly beneath his spasmodically lurching cock as her hips again began the slow involuntary roll that signaled the rekindling of the uncontrollable fires burning deep in her loins. He could barely contain himself as he felt her hungrily nibbling cunt begin to screw itself up tighter against his loins.


Wanda felt her body coming to fiery life again. The pain had magically disappeared, giving way to a maddening tingle that was rapidly spreading from deep in her womb to the farthest of her raw nerve ends. The sensations throbbed out in waves that danced like fire across her skin, from her head to her toes, each time the huge impaling rod of flesh lurched deep in her belly. Her whole body twitched and writhed beneath her motionless brother-in-law and she groaned incessantly, shoving her tongue with a sudden complete abandon deep in his mouth. She could feel his huge hairy testicles brushing down lewdly against her exposed anus between widespread buttocks, and a strange masochistic joy rippled through her. She waved her hips up toward him, her vagina dilating in time to its rhythmic beating.


"Do you like that, baby sister?" he murmured, sending a particularly forceful throb deep into the very depths of her being.


"Oooooooh," she groaned helplessly as she rotated her hips around the hard fleshy rod. The dilated lips surrounding her pink cuntal slit nibbled hungrily at the fully inflated penis, sliding moistly down the shaft for several inches, then working slowly back up, until his dark pubic hair tangled with her own softly curling pussy hair and the full length of him was embedded deep in her naked belly.


"Tell me, baby, tell me what you want," he prodded her, pulling his loins a teasing few inches away from her. He watched gleefully as she tried to strain up to capture his length again as he kept pulling his cock just out of her reach.


"W-what?" was all the preoccupied girl could manage to gasp.


"Just say it, tell me you want me to fuck you and I will."


"Oh, God, yesssss," she gasped.


"Do you want me to stop now?" he insisted, throbbing harder in her now hungrily contracting little pussy.


"No... ooooooh. No, no, don't stop! Don't ever stop!"


"Say it then!" he demanded, savage fires burning in his eyes as well as his gut.


"Oh, please," the defenseless girl murmured, "Give it to me!"


"No, that's not right," he tormented. "Say the words. You know them!"


He increased the teasing probes until the burning need deep in her loins screamed for release from its agonies. Nothing mattered anymore but to still the maddening hunger within her and she began blurting out the words he had waited to hear.


"Oh, fuck me! Please, fuck me!" she pleaded. "Fuck me now! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"


Lester began to fuck into his sister-in-law with short, quick thrusts, upward into her warmly moist depths, holding himself aloft, above her, cradled between the long, sensuous thighs. Using all of the strength of his powerfully muscled back and legs he drove his huge cock home into the tender, softly clasping vagina, bringing constant moans of ecstatic pleasure, moaning deep in her throat.


"Come on, Lester... give it to me! Faster! Longer! Deeper... and harder!" she gasped, demandingly, wanting more and still more of him!


He knew what she wanted. His hard, blood-engorged cock began to drive deeper and longer into her, its great girth pulling soft, irregular edges of cuntal flesh out with it on each outstroke to reveal the moistly coraline lining of her cuntal passage. The pulsating flesh dived inward and disappeared on the punishing instroke.


There, beneath him, she could feel the hard, hot shaft of his mighty cock rampaging into her, generating ever more desire, and she couldn't get enough of him! She incessantly goaded him on with groans of pleasure, interspersed with her specific, coughed-out demands. At times, she chanted a sexual litany, in rhythm with their thrashing bodies, her pelvis moving in perfect counterpoint to him, in wild, uncontrolled passion!


"Fuck me, Les! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuckmefuckmefuckme! Hard! Harder!" she chanted up into his face, her own countenance a study of hedonistic eroticism.


Lester complied. He ground into his beautiful 17 year old sister-in-law with renewed energy, pulling his knees up to gain more leverage and strength, as her hips squirmed up at him, uncontrollably. Straining back at him, with almost equal animal energy, her pelvis arched up to take all of his thickly hardened cock up into her narcissistically needing loins.


She really knew what she wanted... and went after it. In a way, she was like himself, in that respect. What a woman she was... and what a perfect sex-mate! Jesus! This was the one he needed!


"Oh, oh, God... I've got to have more! Give it to me! Shove all of your cock in me! All of it!" Wanda demanded of him.


Leaning up, momentarily, he grasped her knees, spreading her thighs yet wider apart; then, with his arms under her knees, he pressed her legs back against her chest to crush the full, white mounds of her breasts, cruelly. In this position, he went into her, deeply, on every stroke, his loins cracking into her defenselessly naked and wide-open cunt with punishing brutality. She was being pinned to the mattress by his big cock like an entomological specimen speared with a tack... and she loved every plundering stroke of it, as he plumbed her very bottom, his heavy balls slapping hard against the tiny, crinkled brown ring of her anus, below, in the crease of her wildly flexing buttocks.


She hung there, on the rapidly crumbling edge of orgasm, but she couldn't cum, yet; she had to have more!


"I'm... almost there, darling... but I can't cum yet!" she choked.


His hips began to move in and out with long, hard strokes, pistoning into the passage that was now wet and slippery from the young girl's rising excitement. His own breathing came in short bursts and the sight of her magnificent breasts swaying wildly, the nipples tightly erect, made him plunge even more deeply, driving her a few inches up the bed and making her neck arch with sudden sensation.


"Oh, yes, oooooh," Wanda groaned out her submission to the lewd sensations racing through her ravished young body. She welcomed the lewd dancing flames of desire coursing through her veins and prickling around the base of her spine as she responded to the measured cadence of Lester's cock driving in and out of her submissively up-turned loins. She could feel each movement of the huge fleshy shaft in her narrow channel, the giant head slithering up and down the warm, slippery passageway and the sharp slap of his bloated balls against her exposed anus as he lunged forward on each down-stroke. Maddening rushes of cool air eddied between her wide-splayed thighs each time he withdrew, drying the thin rivulets of sweat that trickled hotly down from his straining loins.


"Oh God! Make me scream! Make me... cum... and cum!"


Her brother-in-law, slaving above her, became all the more inflamed, his own passion rising to white heat, as she kept asking him, urging him and demanding the utmost of him, as she rose to meet his pistoning cock in her cunt with every powerful stroke.


He reached under her, lifting her buttocks easily into position, while he continued driving his wildly pulsating cock deep into the closely sheathing moisture of her ever-demanding cunt. Finding the crevice between her buttocks, he stretched it wide, his middle finger searching for the softly, resilient lower opening. He found it, and with his middle finger, moistened in the viscous drips of lubricant that dribbled from her omnivorously heated vagina, probed at the tiny, tight nether orifice. He slipped the tip of it into her wildly flexing rectum, lewdly, working it in, gradually, until he felt the taut muscle ring give, slightly. Then... he pushed a little harder, and the elastic flesh of her hot anus relaxed, his finger slipping in to the first knuckle. He felt the shock of it in her body, as she recoiled, instinctively, to escape it, squirming her smoothly round buttocks down and back, away from that probing painful digit in her back passage.


She panted up into his face, "Make it hurt... darling!"


He did what she demanded. He jabbed his finger into her, all the way to the palm of his hand, reaching up into the warm sponginess of her smoothly lined rectum to bury it deeply in her without mercy.


"OOOoooooohhhhh! AAAaaaaaaaauuuuuuggggggh! That's it... It hurts... so good! OOOooohhh!" she screamed, her passion soaring with the excruciating sensations it generated.


Wanda screwed her rectum back against his finger in her rear entry, and Lester knew that she was enjoying it to the fullest. He began to move his finger, swirling it around and around in the fleshy confines of her rectum. As he did so, he could feel his cock through the thin wall of separating tissues, where it raced in and out of her vagina. He was amazed at the heightened sensations this generated in his lustfully aching cock, and now, he began to move his finger in tempo with his penis, skewering her loins with both, at the same time. Beneath him, she moved her hips in opposition to him, accepting both instruments in her salaciously needy loins, in a wedding of pleasure and pain, and she reveled in it, wanting to go on and on... until she came... and came again!


Caught up in her rapturous passion, she mewled, groaned, gurgled and moaned, beneath him, the sounds emanating from deep in her throat, mixed with short, panting gasps of pleasure or pain, as her brother-in-law pistoned, smoothly, in and out of her lust-filled, cunt and wildly clenching rectum, simultaneously.


Lester knew, then, that she was nearing her climax; a few moments before, he had wondered how long she would hang there, in the balance. As he continued to plunge into her, she mouthed obscenities, driving him onward to even greater effort, his own passion rising in a spiral toward the summit and a final thrusting, shoving, wildly spewing ejaculation. His aching cock became stiffer and harder, coming to full, blood-trapped erection, and he was painfully aware of the dammed up flood of semen back behind the root of his cock waiting to be jetted out the top of his throbbing cock-head to splash into the warm moistness of his young sister-in-law's cunt.


She was wild, now... delirious and uncontrolled as she came nearer and nearer to her time of exquisite rapture... a time when time, itself, stands still... and there is nothing but that ecstatic moment.


"Fuck me, Lester! Fill my cunt with cock! Fill my ass! Fuck me... hard... harder! Fuck! Fuck it! Fuckit! Fuckitfuckit! Oh, fuck!" she chanted up at him, in completely wild abandon, increasing the speed of her chant like a coxswain urging his rowers to winning effort. She demanded her orgasm, wanting it to come to her... now! Then... then, she began the rushing, spiraling, giddy flight to the heights of her rapture.


She came, her body convulsing in surging waves of muscle-clenching orgasm, and she was suspended in time and space, in a euphoric limbo. Then, as in a dream, she heard her own voice, seemingly unreal, screaming out her ecstasy, "AAAAAaaaaauuuuuggghh! I'm cumming! I-I-I'mmm cuuuumming! AAAAAAaaaaaauuuuuggggghhhhh!"


As Wanda screamed with the incredible pleasure of her climax, Lester was spurred on to his own. He jerked his finger from her backside and raised himself up over her, slightly, his steel-hard cock moving faster and faster, deeper and harder. His mighty shaft was like a machine in her, the piston of his cock moving with long, powerful strokes. He felt the load of semen in his balls as it began to jettison from him, pumping through the length of his lust-hardened cock, spewing in spasmodic jets of white, hot, viscous sperm that splashed far up in her wildly clasping cunt, while straining spasms of intense pleasure shot through him in mind-shattering, body-fulfilling waves of sensuality. He held himself rigid and immobile, for a moment or two, letting it happen, then with a huge groan of satisfaction, he collapsed on top of her. Deep inside her frantically sucking cuntal sheath his convulsing cock continued to jerk emptying him, completely!


"Christ!" he groaned. "I'm still cumming... I'm still cumming... in you!"


Wanda mumbled incoherently, "Darling... that was wonderful... absolutely wonderful! Out of this world! It's the nicest fuck I've ever had... Oh, God... Lester... I needed it so bad."


"I've needed it for twenty years, baby," he groaned, smiling down into her serenely satiated face. "We're going to have each other all the time now."


"All the time," she murmured. "All the time."


CHAPTER THREE


Gary stopped when he got to the edge of the neat lawn. The garage door was open and instead of Mom's station wagon, his father's battered truck stood parked inside. Hell, maybe it wasn't such a good idea to con the school nurse into letting him go home in the middle of the day after all. Mom would be all worried and concerned. After fussing over him with aspirin and vitamins, making him hot tea, she'd leave him alone to let him "rest". But Dad was something else. He cringed just thinking about all the questions his stern father would ask and the hell he'd raise over his coming home from school sick.


He stood thoughtfully under the elm at the edge of the lot. He had to think this thing out. Staring at the neat house and trying to decide on a course of action, he chewed on a leaf nervously. Sure couldn't go back to school. Had enough trouble getting out, but he just hadn't been able to sit there another minute. Ever since Wanda had come to live with them it got worse by the day. Lord, all he could think about now morning noon and night was jacking off. God, how could he help it with those huge breasts jumping around enticingly as she walked, flaunting that round-assed bottom, looking at you like she knew your cock was hard as a rock. Jesus Christ, she was only seventeen, almost his age and she acted like she was offering it to him if he only knew how to take it... and she was laughing at him because he didn't. Finally in history class, he couldn't stand it any longer. He had to get home and jack off a while or he was going to be sick.


Maybe if he went around back to the patio, he could hear when his father's truck left and then he could go in. If Wanda was there he didn't know what he would do... just the two of them alone in the house like that. He shivered just thinking about it.


He pulled a lawn chair behind some bushes, out of sight of the windows on the back of the house. The drapes were all drawn anyway but just in case his old man happened to look out for some reason. He'd hardly sat down when he heard muffled sounds coming from the house. Sounded like voices. He crept under the shrubbery to listen. The old man probably just talking on the phone or maybe he had the television on.


Listening hard he managed to locate which room it was coming from. He eased his way closer under Wanda's window. The voices were all excited... one deep so it had to be his dad and one lighter. Wanda was in there with his father! Had to be... who else could it be?


Suddenly Gary froze as his fingers touched the window sill, flattening himself against the white board siding. A ripple of high pitched laughter like a pealing of little silver bells came to his ears so close now. It was Wanda all right. Nobody else laughed that way. Then his father's voice, only it couldn't be! His father couldn't be saying that!


"Move it, baby. God, you're killing me... cut out the God damned teasing... spread those legs and let me at you... I'm gonna fuck you till you can't walk for a week. Huffy!"


Gary's heart was pounding out of his chest and it was hard to breathe. He cupped his hands around his eyes to cut out the sunlight, straining to see into the dim room through the small crack in the drape where it hadn't quite closed.


Oh God! His father was bare ass naked! Gary could see his hairy legs and buttocks as he was bending over the bed. She was laughing as she kicked out to rid herself of white panties which clung damply to her ankles. Gary saw his father reach down and pull the panties off her feet and fling them down. Wanda was as naked now as his father. Oh Jesus Christ! There wasn't a stitch on that naked writhing body, tanned except for pale patches over the breasts and a narrow white strip across her lower belly where the bikini had shielded her skin from the sun. Gary felt as though he were going to choke and retch and die of excitement! Wanda was the first real live naked girl he'd ever seen in the flesh! The firmly ripened breasts were tipped with rosy points of nipples and the slim waist flowed into curved hips and long shapely thighs. Between those thighs he could see the pale sandy pubic hair and then as she slowly writhed like a snake on the bed, her legs opened and he could see the hair fringed pussy mouth, pink and pulsing. Oh God a' mighty! His hands grew white and the fingertips pained something terrible as he gripped the edge of the sill with all his strength.


He wanted to bolt over the edge of the window and fling himself into the widespread naked girl and bury his own aching cock into her moistly opened, expectant cunt. His breath was coming in such ragged pants now that he thought sure they would hear him. He tried to force himself to breathe through his nose but his mouth was a desert and his tongue a bloated parched thing that kept flopping out of his mouth.


As Gary looked from his hiding place he could see between his father's legs. He could see the pulsing rubbery tip of his cock grazing the soft velvet flesh of Wanda's vagina. He almost called out from the window, begging her to save herself while there was still time, but one look at the rapturous expression on his young aunt's face stilled the warning in his throat. Seeing the thick rod of male flesh rubbing against the swollen pink cuntal lips, Gary wondered again why the girl showed no fear. Christ! Gary knew that the hard, club-like instrument was too large to ever fit, even by force, into the narrow opening of Wanda's tiny cuntal passage. Still, she seemed willing, almost frantic, to have the huge masculine phallus thrust into her.


Gary watched breathlessly as his father eased forward, as if to ease the pain of the initial thrust. But the mouth of the girl's cunt seemed to be clasping and reaching at his shaft, as if to suck the rock-hard flesh up into her. The girl's hips began a desperate rotation up against his loins until her legs, without warning, snaked out wide on either side of his father's body, her calves locking against the back of his thighs, pulling him closer to her.


Little mewling noises came from deep in the girl's throat as his father deftly wedged his enormous cock into her vulnerable open pussy, accompanying each thrust with a loud bestial grunt. Gradually he levered into her, the length of the giant angry red pole disappearing between the tender pink folds of Wanda's moist hair-lined opening, while she shamelessly ground her entire body up against him.


As the man slid his wet gleaming cock in and out of the soft cavern of the girl's hair-lined slit, Gary viewed the scene, his mouth agape in amazement. The young girl on the bed had winced in pain, but only at the initial penetration, and now the great male cock invaded her rhythmically like a drill tunneling deep into her belly, drawing muted moans of ecstasy from her lust-contorted lips.


As he watched, his emotions were a mingling of excitement and disgust. Gary felt as though he was going to cream in his shorts just from watching. At that moment he could have killed his father joyfully and taken his place.


Inside the window, the couple were gasping and panting in delight as the man began to rock more violently in and out of the girl's now hot and steaming pussy. His young aunt began a series of lurid gyrations, swaying her buttocks in long sensuous circular motions to accommodate the long thick cock fucking into her.


"Ooooooh, darling, please, fuck it hard! Fuck me harder!" Gary heard the girl gasp. Almost unaware of his own actions, Gary's hand was rubbing his bulging penis frantically. He knew that his excited reaction to the spectacle was horrible, debasing, but somehow he couldn't stop -- not while the animal grunts from the room filled his ears with their carnal symphony of licentious lust.


The young boy watched spellbound, as the girl's eyes opened and closed in a lost glaze of passion. His father's balls were slapping wetly against the girl's raised buttocks, and he slammed brutally into her moist red slit, burying his cock to the hilt with every thrust. Shivers of lewd delight surged through Gary's nerve ends as he realized that this was a madness he had never known -- a total surrender to the lure of the flesh. He screwed his hand down hard against his throbbing cock, trying desperately to imagine that he, too, was pumping into that soft little pussy.


Suddenly, the young girl's body arched stiffly in spastic irregular movements, and his father clasped his hand tightly over her mouth to muffle the scream of exquisite pleasure that rasped from her throat. Filled with concern for Wanda's safety, Gary watched, until he realized that the girl was not in pain but in the throes of unbearable pleasure. Overwhelmed by the sight of the girl's body being wracked by the monstrous wave of emotion, he shrank back from the window, afraid that he had no right to intrude on such a moment. But as harsh masculine moans came to his ears, he leaned back to the sill and saw his father still ramming fiercely into the girl, the muscles of his buttocks and thighs standing out from the exertion.


"I'm cumming... aah!" he gasped as his body drove on.


Gary saw the thick pole swelling and lurching in the girl's hungry vagina as his father began spewing hot sperm deep up into Wanda's hot slippery passage. Finally, with an empty groan, the man rolled from between the girl's thighs to lie exhausted beside her.


Gary was furious with frustration, as his own passion was so near its crest. Oblivious to the rules of propriety or dignity, he strained at the huge bulge between his legs, shucking himself. His body quivered and shook and he felt the hot warmth seep through his pants.


"Hey, do you hear something? Do you think anyone was watching us?" Gary heard the girl whisper inside the window. He heard the soft words as if from a great distance as his cum pumped out in sexual frenzy.


"Well, if someone was, they got a good show!" his father laughed. The bushes rustled quietly as the limp and shaken boy slipped away from the hiding place.


CHAPTER FOUR


Gary found some old rags in the garden shed back of the garage. He wiped himself as best he could, still seeing in his mind every detail of the incredible spectacle he had witnessed between his father and Wanda. It wasn't fair! His father had his mother to fuck. Why the hell did he have to fuck Wanda too? God damn it, the bastard had just committed adultery with his own sister-in-law. Didn't he know that?


Wanda was his own age. He should have been the one giving it to her. He trembled at the prospect. Oh Jesus! He had to find a way to do it. If she put out for his old man... then why not for him too?


He slumped down on the floor of the shed. A sudden thought hit him like a blow. He wiped the sweat from his forehead. Did his mother know? She couldn't. No, she was too trusting. It would never occur to her that his father was such an unmitigated bastard. What would she do if she found out? Would they get a divorce? Or would Wanda be kicked out of the house or what?


This was going to take some thinking. Wanda couldn't be, kicked out yet... not till he had a piece. She was his only hope. He was too shy to make it to first base with any of the girls at school. They were all balling the big football types anyway. There wasn't a chance for him. But, God damn, if he could get it into Wanda just once. Those dudes and their big talk. Hell there wasn't a girl in school who could measure up to Wanda. If he could get into her pants, nobody could ever laugh at him again. He'd be a man, by God! A real man!


On the other hand... Jesus. He didn't want his folks to split up. He knew kids who only had one parent. It made you feel shitty. They all said so. What was he going to do? What if his father and mother got a divorce and his father married Wanda? Christ, she'd be his step mother! Then he'd never have a chance at getting any. There had to be some, way out of this screwy mess. What the hell kind of girl was Wanda anyway, screwing her sister's husband who was old enough to be her father? A bitch, a first class horny bitch, that's what.


Hell and damnation! There'd never been such a mess! Gary put his head down on his bent knees. Think! He had to think of a way out. But nothing came and he sat huddled in the airless garden shed, miserable and confused and furious at the whole world.


Suddenly he heard his father start up the truck in the garage behind him. He was leaving now. He'd gotten his fill and was going back to work now. The greedy bastard!


Gary waited till he could no longer hear the truck's motor dying away down the street. He got up and stretched. His eyes checked the front of his jeans. Hell, they were wet with his cum. A big spot blotched the denim. There was only one thing to do. Sneak into the utility room and find a clean pair and throw these in the dirty clothes before his mother came home or Wanda saw him. God damn it! What a shitty day! Nothing was ever going to be the same again and Gary felt as he had as a little boy... that tears were going to come streaming down his face no matter what he did to try and stop them and the thought of that filled him with such fury that he ached.


Wanda showered luxuriously after Lester left. Drying herself in front of the big mirror in the bathroom, she posed, making faces, twisting a lock of her hair into a strand while looking up under her lashes the way the movie stars did when they wanted to look sexy, thrusting one naked thigh forward in the classic model's stance while her lower lip pouted provocatively. She threw back her head then and laughed at herself in the mirror. Old Lester sure fell for everything. He came home every day now when he knew Bette Jean was going to be out. The days she didn't go anywhere, he was so crabby he bit everybody's head off.


She helped herself to some of Bette Jean's good dusting powder and puffed it over her naked breasts, buttocks and belly. It wouldn't do her sister any good. Wasn't anybody to even smell it with Lester banished to Donnie's old room. She smoothed the powder all over her naked flesh until she was as smooth as silk. Old Lester would eat her up again if he were here to see. Wouldn't be long now till he'd do anything she told him to. He was as single minded as a dog after a bitch and as impossible to distract.


Pretty soon he was going to get tired of having to sneak home to lay her. He'd want her in his bed every night. Bette Jean was going to find herself replaced, the cold nag. She deserved it, too. Almost every day she made cracks about Wanda finding a job. If Lester was around he made her shut up about it. He knew that their little play parties would come to an end if Wanda went to work during the day and he wasn't about to let that happen.


Wanda whistled softly to herself as she carried the bundle of dirty clothes to the utility room. She felt clean and euphoric, well fed, well fucked and content. Clad in clean navy bell bottoms and a red sweater, she walked noiselessly over the carpet barefoot. Her breasts jiggled as she walked and the soft nylon sweater scraped her nipples taut with every step. Bette Jean had spoken to her privately about that too. It was indecent to go without a bra. Wanda had laughed and told her she was old fashioned. All the girls went without bras these days. Lester liked to look at her bounce around the house and after all he was the one she had to please, she thought smugly. Besides it drove that silly mama's boy, Gary, out of his gourd.


The whistle died on her lips when she opened the utility room door. Gary was standing at the dryer with his bare ass hanging out while he rummaged through a stack of clean clothes folded on the porcelain top. His shirt tail poled out a little in front of him where his young cock stood half hardened. The thighs and buttocks looked strong and young, the legs hairier than she would have imagined. Hell, he seemed like such a kid despite the fact he was only a year or so younger than she was... but maybe he wasn't that much of a kid after all.


His face flushed beet red as he turned away from her, clutching a towel to him and then trying frantically to wrap it around his naked buttocks. He looked pitiful and pathetic, as though he was about to bust out crying.


"Don't you ever knock when you come into a room! Get out of here! Can't you see I'm changing!"


"Well, where did you come from?"


"I got out early. Thought I'd change before I do my homework," he said harshly. He was still feverishly trying to hide himself and getting more hopelessly tangled up every minute.


Wanda looked him over from red face to sock feet. His mouth was working soundlessly like a fish out of water and he kept fumbling and hiding behind the wads of clothes he'd dragged over himself. She put her own bundle of clothes in the dirty clothes hamper and leaned against the washer, looking right into his face.


"You need some help, honey?" she said slowly, measuring every word.


His hands stopped fumbling and he stood terrified, his tongue coming out to wet his lips. "What... what kind of help..." he whispered desperately.


"What kind do you need? You look like you're in trouble of some kind. Maybe old Aunt Wanda could help you... s'pose?" Leaning on one elbow, her hip thrust out, Wanda slid her hand suggestively down over one hip and thigh. "You're the one's in trouble!" he burst out, dropping the clothes and grabbing her by the arms to pull her to him, tears of desperation standing in his eyes. He kissed her awkwardly, not knowing where to put his nose.


"Well... well!" she whispered. "Aren't we affectionate all of a sudden!"


Her mouth was still inches from his and her green eyes bored into him mockingly. Gary felt his naked cock jerk and he was shuddering as though he had a chill. He knew if he fumbled this now he may as well die! There might never be another chance... ever. His father would go on scaring him and being disappointed in him because he wasn't athletic, his mother would go on spoiling him and he'd wind up a virgin and a pain in the ass to everybody. He didn't know how he knew this... but he knew it more certainly than he'd ever known anything. He had to fuck this girl who was his aunt or he could give up forever right now! If he made one false move she'd laugh at him and he'd dissolve in tears. Gary felt as though he were being made to walk the plank and only death awaited him if he didn't do it and do it now!


"I wouldn't call it affection," he whispered, a little uncertainly, then boldly, "I want to fuck you!" She started to laugh, her head going back. In desperation Gary jerked her to him and held her in a vise-like grip, his mouth crushing down on hers furiously. He could feel his lips bruising against hers, the hard ridge of bone and teeth beneath the soft flesh. He heard her gasp as his mouth claimed her. Automatically her hands pushed a little against his chest and then miraculously came around his neck and she was kissing him back, her tongue darting into his mouth in quick little stabs. Gary clenched his eyes shut tight and gave himself up to the first real kiss he'd ever had. Jesus!


He probed her mouth boldly with his own tongue, pushing into the warm wet cave fiercely. She sucked it with relish and pressed herself into his aching cock. He could feel the big mounds of her breasts crushed against his chest, the nipples like sharp little buttons digging into him through his shirt. His hands found the rounded buttocks and squeezed hard. Oh shit! She wasn't wearing anything under the turtleneck and bell bottoms. Oh God! He was going to fuck her! He knew it! She was going to let him! Confidence roared through him with the pulse of his aching cock and the blood like hot lava beating and erupting through his veins.


Her hands slipped down his back to his naked buttocks and Gary felt her pull him even closer into her knit covered pelvis, the nails biting into his flesh in pricks of urgency. His cock felt like it was boring straight through the soft flesh of her belly to her backbone. Oh God damn! It felt good. His hand fumbled upward and found the softly resilient mound of her breast and he squeezed it hungrily. A soft mewling hum came from deep inside her mouth, an approving sound he could feel in his stabbing tongue.


"Ohhhhhh... God..." he groaned almost falling from the sheer exquisite sensation as her hand found his cock buried between them and clasped it warmly. Wanda leaned back a little and the wanton hand stroked it, skinning the foreskin expertly as Gary's hand snaked under the soft sweater to touch the naked fullness of her satiny-skinned breast.


"You like that, lover?" she crooned, the green eyes mocking him again.


"Christ, yes! Come on... don't stop."


"Let's go to your room," she whispered against his mouth.


They entered the bedroom and Gary ripped off his shirt, throwing it over one of the maple chairs near the dresser. Wanda undid the two buttons on the front of the bell bottoms and slowly, seductively, using her palms and undulating her body rhythmically, she slid the garment down, down along her body until it lay puddled at her feet. Her eyes were heavily lidded, smoky, and she watched his face as she undressed. She stood there, dressed now only in the red sweater. Tantalizingly, like an exotic dancer practicing her art expertly, she reached, pulling the sweater over her head slowly, making sure that the aroused, berry-sized nipples were the last to meet his hot, hungry eyes. She dropped the sweater on top of the discarded slacks and then raised her hands to cup the full, rich mounds, kneading them like a lover would. Finally, she dropped her fingers to her tapering legs as she stood before him completely naked.


"Like, lover?" she asked throatily.


"Christ, you're the most beautiful thing I ever saw!" Gary said. His eyes roamed over her well-tanned body, at the curly light pussy hair framing the wet, pink folds of her cunt. She was something else, all right! Jesus Christ, she was a Goddess!


Wanda reveled in his lustful gaze for a long moment, then she stepped over to his double bed and lay down on it, spreading her legs wide in a wantonly inviting position, exposing to his eyes the full, wet, palpitating opening of her cuntal passage. She rotated her hips lewdly on the spread, arching them up and lowering them again in a measured, intoxicating way. "Aren't you going to come here, lover?" she asked in a husky voice.


"Goddamn right I am!" Gary said.


He stood there with his great, trembling cock standing out from his groin, the unseeing eye in the glans oozing thin, clear droplets of aroused lubrications. Wanda stared at it, moistening her lips with her tongue as if tasting the seeping fluid already swirling around in the warm sucking caverns of her mouth.


"Come on," she urged. "Lie down beside Auntie," she laughed.


"And what are you going to do then?" he gasped.


"Auntie's going to take that big lovely cock of yours and suck every last little drop of hot cum right out of it," Wanda whispered up at him.


God damn! She really was a whore! She really knew how to get a guy heated up, talking that way, using words like she used her body, fucking you verbally if such a thing were possible. His penis quivered and throbbed in anticipation. He sat on the edge of the bed, next to her, his legs unable to support him. Gary felt her hand snake out and encircle his swollen cock begin to stroke and then to massage the turgid length, rubbing the skin back and forth. Then she slipped her hand underneath and cupped and caressed his balls, cradling their softness in her palm.


Gary couldn't stifle a small groan of pleasure. "First things first," he said.


"What do you mean, lover?"


"I want to fuck you."


"Oh, honey! We'll do that too, afterward."


She returned her hand to his penis and testicles, rubbing, caressing. "Please," she crooned. "I'm hot now, and I want to suck you. Come on, let Auntie suck you now and then you can fuck me."


He sat frozen, watching her undulate her hips, her tongue still flicking along her lips, her eyes resting hotly on the huge, granite-hard expanse of his penis at the wrinkled sac of his bloating balls.


Wanda began to breathe harder. She leaned against him, her hand busy. "I want that big fucking cock of yours twitching around up inside my stomach," she whispered close, and then her tongue darted out and began to explore his inner ear, hotly, wetly, maddeningly.


Gary felt a spasm of excitement course through him at the contact, felt his balls begin to ache throbbingly. She began to stroke it, gently, back, and forth with the palm of her hand as her tongue darted in and out of his ear, in and out, her hot breath blowing sweet against the lobe. His foot pressed harder into the carpet as his hands caressed the heavy petulant breasts and silken hips.


Jesus, Gary thought, I'm going to shoot my wad if she doesn't stop rubbing like that!


Her nails traced a delicious pattern along the underside of his cock, up and down, up and down, and her tongue assailed his ear madly now, as if she were fucking him there, about to climax. Then suddenly, her panting, wheezing breath and her tongue left his ear, and her head dipped down as she scooted her body lower. Her warm, saliva-moist lips came in contact with his penis, encircling the swollen head, and an electric shock ran through Gary's body. He almost lost control as a crazy sob tore out of his throat, but then he managed to swallow it as Wanda began a gentle sucking motion on his cock, taking it deep into her throat, those nails of hers maddeningly tickling his balls, tickling the base of his lewdly palpitating member, causing boiling sperm to build in his scrotum.


He turned then, one hand sliding up her back to push Wanda's head harder down against his loins, causing the entire length of his huge lust-engorged cock to slide up into her convoluting mouth.


"Not so fast!" he whispered urgently. "Jesus, not so fast; I'll pop my nuts!"


But his new aunt only increased her mouthing of his cock, letting her tongue ream the opening in the glans, tantalizing it voraciously with her flaming breath, running her nails faster along the underside of his wet, burning prick. Dimly, Gary felt his balls building. He wanted to push her head away, but all he could do was grind her mouth down harder on his organ, his fingers splayed on the back of her head.


It was really amazing, she thought as she played with the young boy's cock. There was simply no guilt left within her; she had not felt any remorse, any shame, since she had lost her virginity at twelve, in the back seat of a car. She had realized her total emancipation immediately afterward, had fully realized it then through subsequent experiences as often as she could give Aunt Dee and Uncle Alf the slip. It was as if the farm boys had purged her of all inhibitions, all guilt, purged her forever; it was as if she had been reborn, was a new and different creature from then on. She was a hedonist, a lover of pleasure, of the hardened male member, of sex in any form; there was nothing ugly or sinful or wrong in that, was there? No, of course not! How could there be anything wrong, with wonder and bliss and total ecstasy?


Suddenly, his hips jerked forward, and she could feel it slither up the full length of her mouth, depressing her tongue and filling her cheeks completely with its thickly pulsing hardness. Holding her face tightly between his palms, he began to fuck into her mouth brutally, causing her to choke and gag as he slammed it halfway down the narrow passage of her throat, almost its full length disappearing between her lipsticked lips. Struggling for breath, she gasped for air on the outstroke.


"Ooooooooh shit, suck it now, baby, suck it!" Wanda heard him groan above her. His words aroused her even more and she sucked hungrily as the spongy stiff shaft buried itself deep into the moist warm cavern of her mouth.


Tiny droplets of seminal fluid seeped from the narrow opening of the gland at the end, and the sharp pungent taste and odor caused her mouth to salivate and her nostrils to flare out in excitement. She closed her eyes to keep from choking as the great fleshy young cock plunged in and out of her oval-shaped lips. She sucked at the hotly pounding sex organ, aware of nothing in the world but this massive steely rod ramming down into her throat.


"Tighten your lips and suck it harder, baby," he hissed from above her, his voice husky and breathless with passion. As he spoke, Gary's hands pulled her head down harder on it, gagging Wanda as the throbbing cock-head hammered into the back of her mouth. As he watched his cock sliding in and out of the girl's lips, he felt as though he were finally getting vengeance for the years he had lived feeling like a second-class human in the company of the cocky guys at school. Now it was his turn to retaliate by fucking savagely into the mouth of this luscious, haughty bitch who had come into his house and seduced his father. He would take his full measure of revenge by satisfying his own prolonged lust. Trying to imagine spewing his hot load into that proud little mouth, he could feel a fiery lurching deep in his balls. He could not wait to see her struggling to swallow his hot, boiling sperm as he shot it deep into her throat.


The long column that filled Wanda's mouth began to swell, and she tried to increase the moist suctioning around it as the hard bulbous head rammed into her throat, expanding with each brutal thrust. She turned her eyes up to him in a silent plea, hoping the expression on her face would induce him to be less cruel as he battered into her face with rapid, savage lunges. But as he stared back down at her with a lewd, evil grin, she realized for the first time that he was punishing her, using her like a helpless puppet, a mere object on which to vent his lust. All that mattered though was the great shaft of flesh that pummeled faster and faster into her mouth. Saliva dribbled down from the corner of her lips, coating her chin and lower face.


The lust-crazed youth was watching her, his face contorted with animal passion. Holding the sides of her head in a vise-like grip, he forced her lips downward, even closer to the base of his cock, pushing the soft, tanned skin of her face into his sweat-soaked pubic hair. A thundering roar beat through his brain and he knew he could hold back no longer -- it had to be soon now.


Pressing his fingers into her cheeks to make the warm moist cavern of her mouth even tighter, he crammed his pulsing distended shaft deep into her face and lunged his hips forward. His massive instrument throbbed and expanded in the channel between the softness of her tongue and the firm, slippery roof of her mouth as he speared into her with long, powerful strokes until it felt as though a thousand volts of electricity were shooting through his body.


He'd shoot his load of boiling cum deep into her throat and into her belly, and she'd be begging him for more...


Wanda slaved below, her body glistening with pustules of lust-sweat. The pressure grew and grew in Gary's balls, and he shoved his loins up hard against her face, hearing her protesting mumble, not heeding it in his desire for the final release of the maddening build up of semen in his scrotum.


And then...


And then, all at once, he felt the eruption take place, felt the first stream of white-hot fire leap along the passage of his plunging cock. He gasped, his lips pulling back across his teeth as though he were in agony. His cock began a sudden wild, convulsive jerking that flooded without advance warning Wanda's madly sucking mouth with rush after rush of burning semen, bloating her cheeks outward with each spurt until she was forced to swallow wildly to keep from choking. She was mewling and crooning and tickling his balls with the tips of her fingernails.


"Keep... sucking!" Gary cried. "Keep sucking, keep suckingggg!" His hands were working spasmodically in her hair now, ramming her head down harder on his burgeoning cock, burying it deep in her throat. And then, with one last mighty groan as his young aunt crazily sucked at the wildly jetting juices of his lust, he emptied the final drops of his sperm into her mouth.


Wanda continued to nibble gently at the fleshy instrument, milking every last drop of his load, until the satiated penis began to gradually deflate in her mouth. Gary flung himself on the bed in exhaustion, a great sigh of absolute fulfillment emitting from his lips. Wanda lay for a long moment between his outstretched legs, her head on his thigh, still nibbling gently at the limp cock settling down into the cradle of his balls. Finally, she crawled up and kissed him full on the mouth. He accepted her tongue hungrily as she thrust it into his mouth, even though droplets of his white sticky cum were drooling down in thin rivulets from the corners of her glistening lips.


"How did you like that, lover?" she whispered.


"Oh Jesus!" he panted.


She kissed him again, and then said, "Now," smiling down at him with her eyes sparkling hotly, "you may return the favor of my sucking you by fucking my pussy. Sound good?"


"Sounds Goddamned good!" He noted that his voice sounded deeper all of a sudden, assured and masculine and powerful. Shit! He felt powerful!


CHAPTER FIVE


The television was on in the darkened living room and Bette Jean lifted her eyes occasionally to stare at the brightly colored pictures and the characters moving through a contrived drama. The sound was all the way down so her headache wouldn't be aggravated. She didn't think she could stand one other thing tonight.


She shifted her feet on the big ottoman and sank still lower in the big chair, adjusting the jersey robe automatically. Even her skin seemed sensitive tonight and the contact of the thin nylon was even uncomfortable against her skin. Dr. Madson insisted it was nerves. She'd done what he told her... separate bedrooms, trying to take it easy, getting out more, taking her pills, but nothing helped. Nerves, of course, entered into it. Ever since Wanda had moved in, the symptoms had increased.


Thank God Lester had a meeting tonight and Wanda had gone to the movies. She couldn't stand another evening of Lester's grumpiness and Wanda's sassy ways. Why had she ever taken her in at all? From the first she'd had a premonition it wouldn't work out. She tried to close her eyes and relax but the problems kept spinning around inside her head.


Gary didn't think he could stand it. Jesus, that whore Wanda had seduced him all right and now she was out with his father and they were fucking someplace. He knew it. Jumping tip from his desk, he slammed his book closed. Hell, who could concentrate on homework?


He paced back and forth. Christ, he could see Wanda's opened thighs and his father's cock shoving into the warmly wet haven. Oh God, the whole damn frigging world was coming apart. Maybe his mother bought that bit about a meeting and the movies, but he sure as hell didn't. He knew better. They were off fucking their damn heads off. What was worse... he was green with envy.


He sat down heavily on the bed, holding his head that made all those lewd images that were driving him crazy. Who was he kidding? He was as guilty as his father. Screwed and been sucked by that tramp right here on this bed and he knew that if the opportunity arose again he probably wouldn't be able to resist. Right now he wanted to be in his father's place, slamming it to her for all he was worth. Guilty... guilty as hell. He could see the huge bulge in the front of his jeans as he sat dejectedly. A huge hard-on just from thinking about her. She was a female devil, that's what she was.


A gorgeous female devil who tempted men and then laughed at them when they surrendered. She was evil and corrupt and she was ruining everything. Christ! If this kept up she'd have his folks divorced and set herself up as his stepmother. No. No. No! He couldn't stand it if she was. Couldn't stand it if his mother was suddenly without a home. How would she make a living? She didn't know how to do anything but be a wife and mother.


Gary threw himself on the bed and buried his face in the spread. Poor Mom in there watching television now... too innocent to know what was going on in her own house. And, here he was with an enormous erection despite his horror of what might happen. Ever since the fucking session with Wanda, instead of being relieved as he thought he'd be... he wanted it more than ever. Jacked off almost constantly, couldn't keep his hands off his own cock for a minute. Oh shit! He was depraved and full of every kind of sin there was.


A cold shower. That ought to beat the meat down and take his mind off it some. Gary tore through to the bathroom and locked the door.


He stood shivering under the icy shower for long minutes. The chattering of his teeth wouldn't stop. Oh Christ! How did he ever get into this mess. Did every guy go through this torment over his first piece of tail? How could they? They didn't screw their own aunts... or watch their dads getting it from her too.


Wearily he shut the water off eventually and stepped out. His cock was still half hard and sensitive. Couldn't even dry it properly for fear of getting it up again. God damn it, he'd lose his mind if things didn't let up.


Bette Jean looked up to find Gary standing by her chair, his brown hair damp from a shower, the plaid bathrobe tied around him. His face was agonized and pale.


"What's wrong, darling?" She caught his hand solicitously.


"Mom? Can I talk to you a minute?"


"Why, of course, Gary." No matter how confused and ill she felt she could never turn Gary down when he needed her. The other children had all resented him, probably with reason. She had spoiled him. He was the last, the baby. It was impossible not to spoil him.


"Mom... I... I've done something terrible..." he whispered miserably.


"I can't imagine you're doing something so terrible, Gary. Tell me about it. It can't be all that bad." She puffed him down. He sat obediently at her feet, his handsome young face tortured. A wave of love for this youngest child swept over her.


"I don't know how to start. We've never talked much about... well... sex... before."


"Why, I thought your father talked to you last year. I asked him to. It's his job."


"No, I don't mean that. Dad talked to me. I mean... well... I'm almost grown, Mom. I get those feelings. I can't help it... honest... I've tried..."


Bette Jean stiffened. Her own son. The beginnings of the awful lust that Lester couldn't control. Oh God! It was unthinkable that her beautiful baby was growing into a rutting animal like his father. "Go on..." Dear heaven... how far had it gone?


"Don't look like that, Mom. Geez, I wouldn't hurt you on purpose... but I've really tried... I take cold showers... I keep busy... work out at the gym... nothing helps."


"I guess I had it pretty well under control till... well, I guess till Wanda came to live with us. I mean she's almost my age... and I kept thinking about her..." His voice died away to a whisper. He wished he'd never tried to tell her. His mother sat like a stone statue... her beautiful vulnerable face a mask. Hell, this was only going to make things worse. The thought of what Wanda was doing to her made him clench his fists. The knowledge that he'd betrayed his mother's trust too, was like a knife in his guts.


"Are you trying to tell me that you've... with Wanda?" The horror in her voice was unmistakable.


Gary felt the tears rush to his eyes and the hurt was closing his throat in a painful vise. Oh shit! Why did he ever start all this anyway? It was like he'd plunged that same knife right into his own mother.


He nodded, his head lowered and the sobs beginning to tear out of his chest that felt like it had a cement weight on it. "I couldn't help it, Mom. She's no good. I think... she would with... anybody... any guy... any age... Oh God, Mom... don't look at me like that!" His arms grasped his bent knees to make a haven for his flaming face that was soaked with the tears that flowed out of him. Christ! He'd ruined everything now... just because he'd been jealous of his father and Wanda... I'm no good... rotten!


Bette Jean involuntarily reached down to comfort her sobbing son. He was in pain too. The poor innocent lamb, seduced by her own sister... the sister she'd taken in. Oh God... there were no words for a woman who would do such a thing. The slut, the ungrateful bitch... coming into her home and contaminating an innocent boy with her breasts bouncing and her hips taunting. Oh God... there was no justice. The tears welled up and choked out of her, gritty and painful, the breath rasping in her throat. She patted Gary and held him close, leaning down and cradling his head against her knees. He was not to blame.


They sat for long minutes, entwined and sobbing out their mutual heartache. Bette Jean finally roused and wiped her eyes. The child would be sick if he didn't stop this crying. He was almost in hysterics, cursing and using foul language she'd never heard pass his lips before. So distraught he didn't even know what he was saying.


"It's all right, darling," she soothed. "We'll find a way out of this nightmare. I promise you, it will be all right. I'll get you something to quiet you. You'll be sick. Stay here... Let me help you to the couch."


Gary let himself be led, feeling weak and drained. If there was any decent way he could kill himself he would. Just cut out forever. Dimly he heard his mother in the kitchen. Oh God, he'd ruined her life too and he hadn't even told her yet about his father and Wanda. It would kill her. He may as well plunge a knife right into her.


"Here, darling." Bette Jean sat on the couch and handed Gary a glass. "Drink this... it'll burn... but it will help a little... I hope..." Helpless tears ran down her face again, silent and despairing.


"Wh-What is it?" He raised up a little.


"It's brandy. This is an emergency, darling... otherwise you know Mother would never give you alcohol at your age... drink it down. In this case, it's medicine." Bette Jean drank her own and felt the fiery liquid sear her throat and then spread in a warming glow through her stomach. This was the first time in her life she understood how someone could be driven to seek solutions in a bottle. Already she was beginning to feel better.


Gary drank, sputtering a little at first and then getting the hang of letting it slide down slowly. Jesus! His first drink. After the first few sips it tasted good, warm and comforting.


The television still glowed with brightly shifting images in brilliant color, a kaleidoscope of changing patterns. Gary could see it over his mother's shoulder. It made a kind of radiating halo behind her curly head. He didn't know how long they'd been drinking now but they were both feeling better. She still sat by him on the couch; he could feel the warmth of her thigh against his hip. They'd talked it all out... over and over. How Wanda was trying to break up their home, how cruel and unthinking his father was, but how terrible it would be to let their home and their family disintegrate. But, they were just not going to let that happen... no matter what. He'd never realized before how really great his mom could be. She was beautiful too, the soft colored light behind her, the thin jersey robe molding her breasts. The nipples were clearly visible under the clinging fabric...


"Don't you worry, baby... Mother won't let anything happen to us... s'a promise." Bette Jean patted Gary's hard young thigh reassuringly. There was a bulge under his robe that pressed against her arm as she did. His thing. Still hard just like when he was a baby. Every time she'd changed his diaper he'd always had a tiny erection, his little thing sticking up like a tiny flagpole. She felt a rush of love for this beautiful boy who was growing up now, the penis grown to man proportions. She felt it jerk and throb under her arm. What agony that Wanda must have put him through. She patted him again, her hand sliding and patting across his lap as she brought it up to steady her drink and drain it.


"Ohhhh, Mom..." he breathed. The blood was beating in his cock something fierce. God her hand felt good patting him like that. He knew she didn't mean anything by it but he wished she wouldn't stop. "You've been so good to me." He sat up dazedly, his head swimming a little and leaned over to kiss her soft cheek. She smelled like lemons and gardenias and brandy. Funny he'd never noticed before how soft her skin was, how beautiful and young she was.


Bette Jean felt Gary's kiss on her cheek. Such a sweet boy. So brave and never running around and leaving her like most boys did. His young lips were warm and full and kindled something deep inside her breasts. Her glass fell to the floor empty and made a little soft thud on the deep carpet.


Without thinking Bette Jean turned her head and kissed him back on those young lips. Such a good boy. He was going to be all right now. The brandy had calmed him down. Maybe they'd even had too much. Her head didn't ache anymore but things kept shifting out of focus. Suddenly she felt Gary's arms go around her, pulling her close to his hard young chest. She patted his shoulders and marveled at their strength.


Gary gathered his mother in his arms when she turned her head to be kissed on the mouth. A thrill shot through him as he felt her soft yielding body so close against him, the full breasts crushed against him. What a truly beautiful woman... warm and understanding and kind. Lucky... that's what he was... lucky. She wouldn't tease him the way Wanda would. She'd just love him the way she always had. He felt her shudder, her mouth trembling under his. Instinctively he kissed her harder, his lips bruising and demanding. God, it was good to hold her like this.


Bette Jean pulled away, the breath coming out in little pants. She had to get her breath. There were funny streaks of fire shooting through her breasts and her pussy was tightening and drawing inward. It felt so good, so right, so exciting. As she pulled back to look blearily into his eyes, Gary's hard young palm inadvertently caught her breast and the fires there flamed higher, warming her.


Gary felt the soft globe, hot and full in his palm. She was truly a beautiful woman. His fingers dug into the resilient firmly ripe flesh, covered with the thin silky fabric. The nipple was hard and erect, poking into his hand in a fiery little point.


"You're so beautiful... so good to me... Ohhh, Mom..."


Catching his hand with her own, Bette Jean pressed the young male hand closer on her beating breast. As a baby he'd patted and played with her breasts while he nursed, kneading and loving them. Ohh, it was so lovely. She longed to hold his head there again. Her last baby. There'd never be any more. Nursing had always been such a joy, particularly nursing Gary, who loved it so. Without thinking, transported by the memory of his baby head nestled there, Bette Jean pulled the offending robe from her breasts and caught his dark young head to her flesh, giving him the nipple in his strong young mouth. She dimly heard him gurgle as he took it and began to suck. The flames rose in her flesh like a raging forest fire, burning brighter and brighter.


Gary felt the nipple, hard and quivering against the roof of his mouth. He sucked deeply as though nourishment would come pouring out. Oh God! Some deep instinct guided his sucking, his lips and teeth making strong sucking action while his tongue laved the tiny sensitive nib.


Bette Jean rocked slightly, feeling the warm head nestled and the mouth sucking so intently and seriously. Then she felt his hands begin to knead and pinch her other breast, cupping and squeezing and pinching and nipple painfully, but unintentionally. The familiar drawing-in sensation began in her womb and then her whole pussy was convulsing rhythmically.


Ravenously Gary moved to the other breast, catching the nipple and drawing it out even further with his teeth. He heard a muffled cry choke from her throat. His hands were caressing the perfect white flesh naked and shivering, while his mouth drew out the heady nectar in deep sucking. She was shaking and rocking, clutching his mouth deeper and deeper into the fragrant female flesh. He wanted to devour the whole of the sensuously desirable femininity. His mouth nibbled upward to the white column of her throat while his hands cajoled the naked spheres until he reached her mouth and his tongue shot into the warmly wet cavern. He could almost feel the moist grotto surrounding his cock as he tongue fucked greedily into her mouth. For a moment the shifting lights in his head cleared, the swimming ceased and he jerked away in horror. Christ all mighty... he was kissing his own mother like she was a girl... a girl he wanted to fuck. His cock was rigid and quaking, seeping eagerly against his skin under his robe! Oh God... what was happening to him?


"Ohhhhhh... Gary... baby..." he heard his mother sigh as she slipped limply down beside him on the couch, unheeding that her robe was off her shoulders now, her breasts and upper body naked against him. She pressed closer, her hand sliding over him in tender caresses, coming to rest against the poling bulge of his robe covered penis that strutted up wildly, at the touch of her hand. She was drunk... crazy insane drunk... they both were. They must be. His own mother putting his mouth on her naked breast, kissing him. Oh Jesus! It was wrong, horribly, hideously wrong... but it felt so... ooooohhhhh God damn!


"Oh... Mom... Oh God... I didn't mean... Oh, I can't help it... this is killing me... help me... my cock... it's on fire... help me... I want to fuck you... got to fuck you or I'll die..."


"Shhhh... it's all right, darling... Mother'll help you... poor baby... poor little baby..." Her tongue felt thick and too large in her mouth. Something was wrong with her breathing and she felt hot and stifled. She fumbled and found the sash that held the robe around her waist. There... better to get that hot thing off. She turned back to cuddle Gary. He was feverish and hot too. Her hands slid under the flannel robe and pulled it away. She found the cause of his misery... die, he said... well, no wonder... his penis was so swollen and hard and pulsing. He said had to fuck. But that's what Lester does. Hurts me. Makes my head ache. Poor, poor baby. She could hear him groaning and carrying on. Feverish and hot and hurting... Her hands soothed the risen stalk of his young manhood, all corded and jerking with need... Well, Mother would kiss it and make it well again. There... and there... and there... be better in no time, sweetheart...


"AAAAGGGGHHHHH... OOOOHHHHH, Jesus Godddd... ohhhhh... oooo... Mommmmmmm... suck ittttttttt...!"


The mouth was working obediently to suck out his very guts through his aching cock. Whimpering and gurgling deep in his chest at the incredible contact of her soft mouth licking and sucking upward on his raging penis, his hands found the curly head and pushed the wetly warm pocket of hollowed mouth down even further. His hips jerked upward to force it down the wonderful darkly sensuous cavern, the tunnel of heavenly delight. He was coming apart at the seams. His hands slid down the smooth white back and then under to find the dangling round breasts, firm and giving. Oh God damn!!!!!! Nothing had ever felt so good in the whole fucking universe!


Bette Jean could feel the demanding rigidity almost to her tonsils. Every little vein that bulged out she licked and soothed with her tongue going round and round the pulsing quivering length. There was a strange thick slippery fluid that was heady and sweet... pungent and spicy. Instinctively the hardened tip of her tongue found the tiny opening in the head and bored into it as far as possible. The young loins responded and shoved upward. Her hands found the bloated balls that threatened to split the scrotum and cradled them lovingly. So heavy and full. Oh, if only her head wouldn't swim so... leaving her and then swarming back making everything sway and jump. Must be the brandy. One leg was cramped and ached. Holding the base of the great thing in her hand she wriggled around till she could get to it better and ease her leg over his body. That was much better. She closed her eyes and let her mouth slide slowly down over the velvety smooth skin that was so hard and solid underneath, full of cords and wires and ridges. She sucked it hard with great smacking noises.


"Jesussssss... Goddddddamnnnnnnn..." Gary moaned as his hands found the rounded moons of her smooth buttocks over his chest. He lifted his head and looked. Oh God damn it to hell! The tight clasping opening of her pale coral pussy was exposed, soft downy hair ringing the fist shaped mouth. There was the crinkled clenching little flower of her anus. Hell!


Exerting a steady pressure on the inside of her white tapering thighs with his hands, he pressured her legs wider apart and lifted his head into the softness of her loins, extended his tongue and found the tightly moist opening to her budding pussy. He flicked his lingual member through his teeth and plunged the tip of it into her flagrantly ready cuntal portal, tasting the pungent flavor of her, the sparse down ringing her pussy tickling his cheeks as he thrust, then, deeply into her. The shock of it went through her like a lightning bolt. She quivered in response, her buttocks undulant as she moved her searing pelvis down to him, almost in supplication... begging him for more.


As she gasped aloud, her mouth gaped open and her head jerked up, uncontrollably; at that instant, the very tip of his blood-engorged penis brushed her chin. Unconsciously, she opened her mouth slightly to capture it and to feel it press against her teeth. Ovaling her lips she absorbed just the head, tasting its maleness, nippy and pungent, and ran her tongue around the smooth, rubbery glans, aware of the warm throb of it inside her mouth and against her lips. She was so enthralled... involved with the lewd sensations being generated down between her wide-held legs that she was not fully aware any more. It seemed, somehow, natural and right... and she savored the aroma and the pungency of its delicate flavor on her palate.


Instinctively, almost hypnotically her hands went down to him, the one to grasp the young, long and hardened shaft, the other to caress the testicles that hung down in their soft sac behind it.


Then, she heard his voice, coming to her from miles away, it seemed. "Keep sucking... damn it! Keep sucking!"


The head of his thing was in her mouth! Dear God! I've got his... h-his thing in m-my mouth... and I-I didn't know it! And I-I'm liking it... l-liking the taste of it! It's so big... and warm... and kind of s-smooth... a-and it's beginning to... f-feel good... in my m-mouth... like I w-want to keep it... there! Like I really do want... t-to suck it! Oh, God! I d-do! I want to... s-suck his... c-cock! That's the right word: c-Cock! I want t-to... Oh, I want to suck his cock... u-until he squirts out his... s-sperm!


... And, she knew then, knew it without a doubt, that she wanted to grasp this experience, make it her own, for she knew it was what he needed... what she needed... yet she couldn't imagine... doing it with the father of the boy whose cock she, herself, had in her mouth, but she knew it was good... it was the counterpart, the missing part of everything.


Again, she ran her tongue-tip over the pulsing young penis head in her mouth, swirling it around and around, feeling the velvet-smooth skin of it. Then, she began to push the tip of her lingual shaft into the tiny orifice, again probing, tantalizingly, and she was rewarded by a deep-throated moan from the boy under her. He shoved his pelvis up at her, filling her mouth and throat with his lust-hardened flesh; at the same time he took her quiveringly aroused clitoral bud into his mouth and nipped it gently with his teeth.


The shock of his rock-hard cock going deeper into her throat had almost made her gag, but the shock to her sensitive clitoris offset it. The electric contact of his tongue, now as he licked the sensate head of her miniature phallus while he held it gently between his teeth was almost all she needed to send her to the brink of ecstasy the alcohol had made possible.


In blissful delirium, she fought back the initial gagging sensation and began to hollow her lips in a teasing little sucking motion, while she used her tongue, excitedly, licking up and down the sensitive under side of the huge, throbbing prick she had absorbed, now, to its fullest length into her mouth. Then, as his hips began to flex, moving his cock in and out of her oral cavern, she knew, it seemed, instinctively, what she was expected to do. Her mouth was a substitute for her cunt. It could give a man as much satisfaction as the mouth between her legs... maybe more! The thought of Lester with Wanda... legs widespread, with his huge cock working in the obscene flesh of her sister's cunt, flashed through her mind, followed, instantly by the vision of Gary being seduced by the slut. Together, they added up to total depravity and total pleasure! Lester had set the example. The wife would follow!


Rolling her lips in to cover her teeth, she began moving her head, in opposition to him, sliding her ovaled, suctioning lips up and down the rigid, pulsing pole of his cock, knowing somehow that it would give him exquisite pleasure. She was not wrong! She heard him gasp aloud. "Oh, Christ! That feels good! Keep it up... Mom! Keep sucking on it... baby!"


Gary had never experienced anything like this in his life! Christ! First Wanda and then... this... This was out of this world! Out of sight! His mother was sucking him like she had done it all her life! It must be instinct! The best thing in the world was his own mother!


Bette Jean just couldn't believe it; the combined thrills that coursed through her of sucking and being sucked was simply enchanting... rapturously so! The lewdly erotic sensations in her mouth and throat amazed her... and the way Gary was licking and sucking at her clitoris, made her feel that this moment of her life was the most fulfilling she had ever known!


Warm summer rainstorm accompanied by glittering shafts of lightening hovered over her loins where the boy-man's tongue slaved, laving, sucking and licking her, bringing her by ascending degrees almost to the pinnacle of ecstasy. She knew that she was ready, now... ready for the storm to break, bringing with it the welcome gushing waters of relief... to wash over her with a downpour of pure rapture.


His pelvic movements, driving his cock into her mouth became longer, more frantic; she moved with him while the hardened flesh of him ground in and out of her mouth. She instinctively, kept her teeth covered with her rolled-in lips, keeping a constant squeezing pressure around the giant shaft as it sawed in and out. When she had taken him into her mouth, she hadn't known she would suck him to climax, but suddenly, she wondered whether he would shoot his sperm directly into her mouth.


She didn't know; then, she realized that it would be impossible to avoid it! He would squirt his cum into her mouth... and she would have to swallow it! Could she do it? Dear God! And then, there was no time to think. The thunder shower of her passion broke inside of her with brilliant, flashing lightning blinding her eyes, the thunder of her racing blood in her ears, the busy raspiness of her breath in her lungs... and she came, moaning out her ecstasy around the length of the racing cock in her mouth. "OOOOOooooooh! I'm cummminnnnnngggg! AAAAAaaaaaaauuuuuuugggghhhhh!"


Her body convulsed, as waves of welcomed release rushed over her. Oh, God! It's wonderful! It feels absolutely heavenly!


Gary knew he was going to cum, in a moment. He could feel the breaking tide of his semen, straining to break down the restraint of tumescent flesh, and he wondered if he should tell her... prepare her for the spewing flood of sperm from his aching, throbbing cock. Then, he felt the sudden convulsions of her body. He grasped her flexing, white buttocks, pulling their rounded flesh down tight to his face as he placed his lips directly over her voraciously throbbing cuntal mouth, suctioning her strongly with his lips, while his own hips flicked his expanding member in and out of her mouth with merciless abandon. Suddenly, it was there! He came!


His young swollen cock burst in her mouth, all its youth jetting streams of his white, hot semen into her throat that made her gasp and choke, forcing her to swallow it as fast as it streamed up into her mouth. With one final plunge, he rammed his long, hard cock to the hilt in her mouth, his hairy balls coming against her nose, almost suffocating her. She reached down then to his buttocks and pushed him down until only the bulbous, jerking head of his cock remained in her mouth. She had found the taste of him flavorful, and she sucked and licked, swallowing all of his sperm until the throbbing pump of his cock was stilled and there was no more of the viscous liquid left. And in this final act she felt a kinship with her sister, with Gary's father. The delicious ecstasy of oral sex was hers! In that instant, she understood her husband better.


Their bodies subsided from climax, Gary's penis becoming flaccid in her mouth. He pulled her around beside him.


She lay on her side, now, looking up at her son blearily. He was tall and spare, not yet filled out, but his sinewy strength was there. Yes! He was a man... a boy-man, but he had satisfied her completely. She sighed and slept, mouth open in the noisy snore of drunkenness.


CHAPTER SIX


It took her several trips to transfer Lester's clothes back into their bedroom but Bette Jean worked feverishly. Everything had to be in order, put away in its proper place before time to start dinner.


She'd never known such a nightmare in her whole life as she'd lived through today. For the first time in their married life she'd lain in bed and let her husband make his own breakfast. The moment her eyes had opened this morning the horror of last night had hit like a hammer striking her right between the eyes. Drunken and weakened, she'd committed the unforgivable... an act so horrible that it had been forbidden by every savage tribe as well as by all the civilizations since man began. With her own son!!!!! It was monstrous, evil and so hideous that she finally went into the bathroom and retched, great dry sobbing heaves wrenching her belly, as the full memory came back to her.


Lester had poked his head in the door as she'd shakily climbed back into bed. "What's the matter? Got the flu? I gotta get to work. Where's breakfast?"


She shook her head weakly. "I can't, Lester. I... I feel awful."


"You're pretty white. Been throwing up?"


Her eyes fluttered closed as she nodded her head.


"Well... stay in bed. I'll get some coffee and toast."


"Get Wanda to make..." but he was gone then. Gratefully she sank back. She couldn't face Lester. She couldn't face anyone again. Couldn't even call Dr. Madson. How did you tell your doctor you were ill with guilt... the most terrifying guilt the world had ever known... It was no use... the word wouldn't even pronounce inside her own skull. Her Gary... a modern teen age Oedipus... doomed by copulating with his own mother. She burrowed down in the covers, flinging herself over on her stomach to bury her face and head with pillows to smother the moving playing screen in her head that brought it all back in moving color.


Somehow the day had worn on. All the tears had been cried. All the filthy epithets had been hurled at herself... all the nightmare played out over and over until she remembered every grisly detail and remembered how it came about. The worst thing to bear had been the sure knowledge that she had reveled in it. That filthy perverted act with her own boy. She'd loved it... some unknown secret part of herself had relished and loved every depraved minute of it. The waves of pleasure had roared through her body like a tidal flood. And it had been her son who had taken her to such heights... her son! For the first time in her life she'd known why Lester had nagged her so tiresomely about sex all the time. This was what he felt... or very like it... and he'd felt it over and over and over. But it had been the first time in her life she had ever truly enjoyed and attained this particular incredible peak of passion and lust. And it had to be at the hands of her own son. It was unthinkable that he had turned her on to bodily pleasure and not Lester, her husband!


Finally, after all the solutions had been proposed and discarded in her mind, she'd resolved that the only penance she could make that might expiate the terrible transgression, would be to live out the rest of her life in the same room with Lester. Try to be a good wife to him. Try to make it up... and never let Gary know what she hoped his youth might help him forget. As soon as she could she'd send Gary away... to boarding school or military school... anywhere where she wouldn't have to see him and be reminded... where he might forget... think it was a nightmare, unreal and therefore without influence.


As Bette Jean hung Lester's sport coat in the closet in their bedroom she could almost feel the strong arms pinning her down. The empty sleeves reminded her just how big a man he was, how demanding, how brutal. Well no matter how brutal he was now, she deserved worse. He couldn't punish her enough.


Wanda would have to go. She couldn't be allowed to disrupt this household any more. Since she had come their whole world had turned inside out. Somehow, some way... get rid of her. Then, perhaps, there might be a way she could straighten out the terrible mess.


Dinner was very silent, the tensions so thick they hung palpable in the air, smothering their desultory attempts at small talk. Lester wolfed his food silently. Wanda kept a mocking smile on her face. Gary looked wounded and ill. Bette Jean wondered if her own face showed such illness.


For the fourth time that day, Bette Jean bathed her body that she'd come to think of as a traitor, the villainous traitor of herself. It was as if the constant bathing might speed the forgetfulness and absolution she needed so desperately. The sheets felt cool and icy against her naked skin. Lester would be coming to bed and he hated nightgowns. She would submit to whatever he wanted, willingly. He'd looked startled and displeased when she'd whispered to him that his things were back in their room... that she didn't want separate bedrooms anymore... in fact, he'd looked almost guilty. But his guilt, whatever it might be, could not compare with hers. She waited almost eagerly, the cold sheet hardening her nipples.


The neighborhood noises had stopped altogether and a pervading stillness enclosed the house. She lay rigid, naked and still, a small lamp making a pool of light to guide Lester to bed. Her eyes were open and staring, waiting. Time had no meaning now. It could have been minutes or days that she lay like a statue awaiting expiation or execution. It did not seem to matter which.


Slowly the knob of the door turned and she looked up to see Lester tiptoe quietly in. He saw her staring and silent. She watched as he turned his back and began to undress, hanging his clothes neatly in the closet.


"Feel any better?"


"Yes... I'm fine now." She heard a shoe drop with a muffled thud onto the carpet. "Lester...? I'll be a good wife to you from now on... forgive me... for being... the way I was..." She couldn't keep the note of hysteria from her voice and she saw that he reacted to it, turning to look at her curiously. He sat on the other side of the bed, his back to her while he removed the other shoe and sock. The muscles in his naked back were strong and she watched them move smoothly, marveling at their effortless working.


"Maybe you ought to go see that doctor. You looked awful peaked today."


"No... I told you... I'll be... a good wife now... you'll see... just... please... let me try!!!" Her voice rose shrilly as she flung the covers back to reveal her nakedness. Lester turned his head and she could see his amazement and then confusion and then something else... a rising passion and deep seated contempt.


"I didn't put on a nightgown..." she offered inanely as she spread her legs in silent invitation. Her eyes were on his, locked in silent stalemate.


Lester looked at her, spread out like a damned sacrifice for him. Jesus Christ! What the hell had happened to her? She looked wild eyed and hysterical. God knows he didn't want to move back in here now. Shit! Wanda was available any time, any way he wanted her. He'd begun to like the arrangement. Had Bette Jean somehow found out? Was she making the big sacrifice to save her "happy home"? He felt the anger rise in him in a fiery streak but it was tempered with a stiffing in his loins despite himself. Jesus, but she was a delectable woman. He could see the sleek white thighs open to him, the sparsely haired triangle between them that ovaled around the warmly pink cuntal mouth. There was a faint gleam of moisture on the pussy lips as though they'd been licked with a tongue. He watched in amazement as her hands slid up her satiny sides and cupped the full blown snowy breasts in offering.


His cock jerked involuntarily, fired by his balls that had begun to churn and steam. God damned crazy woman! How long he'd dreamed of her offering herself to him willingly and now that she had, he felt guilty as hell. Bette Jean's fingers thumbed her own breasts until the nipples were fire red points of rigidly erect yearning. A tiny whimper came out her mouth... a plea she couldn't voice.


"All right, you frigid bitch, you want to make the big sacrifice, you want to fuck, by God you're going to get fucked till it comes out the back of your throat!"


His tender solicitousness of moments before seemed to have completely faded, and though Bette Jean did not understand what had caused the sudden anger in his face, she could not help but react to the abrupt change in his attitude. The cruel, masterful tone of her husband's voice sent tremors of excitement up and down her spine, and she felt a strange masochistic thrill of pleasure as she tried to imagine what he would do.


Lester held himself back for a short time, purposely torturing both of them in expectation. He'd fuck her all right. He would shove his long thick cock between the full white moons of her proud little white ass. He wanted nothing in the world more than to see her uncontrollably wriggling before the attack of his throbbing cock as it plunged deep into her inviolate little asshole, completing his conquest of the arrogant bitch. Though he had to admit he had felt an unexpected tenderness toward her earlier, her casual assumption that he wanted nothing more than to fuck her any time she wanted him had filled him with anger. Now, they would see who held the power in this situation, he thought. He would laugh out loud when she suddenly turned complete animal and lost all control over herself, ignoring everything but her over-powering need to be fucked in a way that would repulse and disgust her. The sadistic idea ran through his loins like wildfire.


Bette Jean was lying back on the bed, her mouth lolling open in a daze of anticipation when Lester lowered his dark head over her smooth ivory belly. His darting tongue flicked teasingly into her navel, then traced a path down the soft flat skin until his face was a few scant inches from the wispy tendrils of pubic hair that bordered the tender sensitive ridges of her pussy.


She could feel his moist warm breath beating down on the naked hair-lined flanges of her cunt as his fingers gently pressed apart the soft folds, exposing her hardening clitoris to the cool air and bringing it to thrusting erection. A slight moisture glistened on the outer lips as he pulled the soft pink cleft completely open. Suddenly, his long dripping wet tongue snaked forward, burying itself in the exposed slit with a wet, sucking sound.


Bette Jean was amazed at her own reaction to the maddening assault of his tongue and fingers. She felt as though she had changed into some kind of wild animal, driven by a powerful instinct to accept and need his lascivious ministrations. Yesterday, she might have been repulsed by the strange, lewd sensations that pounded through her body and mind, but now she wanted more, as much as she could possibly stand. Tangling her fingers in his black hair, she strained his face tighter to her crotch and swiveled her pelvis in pulsating rhythm with the warm, wet spear that probed into her wide-split cunt. She felt a primitive need pounding through her as her mind erupted with new, alien, wanton thoughts.


Her vaginal passage contracted, opening and closing tightly around the long smooth lance of flesh worming deep inside her. Her muscles strained, the cords of her thighs standing out tautly as she ground her back down into the mattress and heaved her pelvis up against the sudden curling and flicking of his tongue up inside her cunt. Fighting the iron-like grip she held on his head, the boiler maker began to work his thick, drooling lips over the whole area of her upturned pelvis, sucking and licking crazily from the swollen pea-like nodule of her clitoris to the tight puckered hole of her anus. Then, his pointed tongue slowly rounded the tightly constricted opening and probed gently at the light brown puckered flesh.


"Noooo, not there," she moaned breathlessly as awareness of his depraved assault filtered through her daze of wild, abandoned sexuality. This was not the normal, healthy eroticism she had finally accepted as something she needed and wanted, but an unnatural defilement of her body.


Lester rasped harshly. "On your knees with your ass high and shoved back here!"


Dear... dear God! What did he mean? Why...? She was going to be a good wife to him... she'd told him so. What was he trying to do...? She thought these things as she assumed the instructed position, ashamed now as she nakedly spread her knees and opened herself to him.


"You want to be a good wife to me... at least you said so. Is that true, baby?"


"Y-Yes."


"Well you're going to prove it, bitch!"


"Lester... darling, I want it to be whatever you want!" Bette Jean said, holding her position, but looking back toward him. "I don't care about... anything else..."


"Right now, baby, you don't know what you care about! Tomorrow, you'll wake up with a different head! And I don't want any fucking frigid hypochondriac for a wife, either... I want a woman! You ready for that?"


"Y-Y-Yes... yes... honest, darling, I'm ready...!"


"Good. Then, you won't have too much trouble with the test! Baby... I'm going to fuck your asshole... sodomize you to seal and forever enjoin our love! If you want out, get up and run... and I promise you, I'll walk out of here!"


"And I'm not going to do it until you tell me to, baby!" Lester said suddenly. "You're going to make the decision... whether you want to give yourself to me all the way or not! This fucking night has been too much for me already! If you want it in your ass, say so, because that will be our true marriage! Forever, baby! Forever... now... decide... right now!"


"All right!" Bette Jean exclaimed. "Please, darling, do it! Fuck me there... in my ass! I want you more than anything in the whole world! More than anything in the whole world! Now, marry me with your cock in my ass! Now! Now! Please... hurry... hurry!" She could hardly wait for the cleansing punishment to begin.


Lester felt a surge of new blood racing toward the throbbing head of his extended shaft. He half-grinned as he kneed himself up between her widespread thighs and open buttocks. He could see her moist cunt, but it was the small puckered dark hole between her luscious ass-cheeks that held his attention. He felt a hard vengeance in his gut as he positioned himself behind her, then, gently dipping his finger between the hair-fringed lips of her moist cunt, he watched her hips and buttocks jerk from the erotic intrusion.


Lester smeared the viscid lubricant over the crinkled, tight little hole of her rectum. He did it several times before suddenly grasping and dipping the head of his pulsing cock between her dewy vaginal lips, then, nuzzled it tightly up against her stretched anus.


Bette Jean heard him make a partial laugh... a salacious little sound she thought frightenedly, clenching her hands into fists and closing her eyes tightly. I love him! I want him! I've denied myself for the last day or night of my life! This is the way to happiness... and I'll suffer to get it... to prove my love to him! To wipe out the terrible thing I've done!


Then, without benefit of mercy, it seemed to her, he thrust forward and she felt an agonizing pop and stretching of her rectal mouth. Her breath wadded in her throat as a vicious spasm of pain ripped through her as she twisted and half-screamed, and she waggled her bottom to get free of the wickedly torturous cock reaming into her back passage!


Oh, God... dear God! She'd sorely misjudged the size and capacity of her rectum! He was going to split her wide open back there, she realized in sudden horror, her rounded, white buttocks beginning to thrash insanely. She heard him laugh again and felt his strong hands gouging into the tender flesh of her hips. God! He was holding her vise-like, and her every attempted move only served to drive his huge rod of solid flesh deeper and deeper inside her cringing passage.


"Push back! Damnit, shove that beautiful ass back onto it!" Lester commanded, grasping at her tensed, upper thighs and straining his narrow hips forward obscenely. "It's too late to run now, baby! You've made your choice... so grin and bear it!"


"Oh... oh, God!" Bette Jean choked, unable to restrain neither the tears of agony nor the guttural moans of shame that were abruptly sweeping over her. It was more than a debasing humiliation of the perverse sodomizing he was subjecting her to... that she needed... but, God in heaven... could she stand it...?


He's ripped me all open back there! Oh... ooohhh, it's tearing my rectum apart. Ooohhh... God... God... I... I don't care! He's... he's punishing me... oh, how he's punishing me. Yes... yes I want him to... I do, I do! Right... right up my ass, lover... ohhh punish me, darling, punish... me...!


Bette Jean hunched back determinedly as he thrust forward and she felt the excruciating torment of his thick throbbing shaft surging into her, pushing the rubbery, persistent flesh before it, until at last, with one final buttock-flattening lunge he ground it all the way up inside the warm, constricting depths of her salaciously stretched rectum!


At last! At last! Her brain reeled in strange masochistic torment. Then she felt his strong, hairy pelvis smack solidly into the softness between her lewdly upturned buttocks, his balls swinging hard down against the spread lips of her pussy below. She was impaled to the hilt, and afraid to breathe with the unbelievable, racking pressure that felt as if her thighs were splitting apart...!


"AAAAGGGGGGHHHHH!" she screamed, her face contorted from agony and shame. "Oh my God!" She tried to twist her head back and stop his depraved assault on her defenseless, virginal rectum.


Oh God, it's so big... But it's in... it's inside me! Like a huge baseball bat tearing my backsides asunder... Oh dear God... I don't care... I don't care... This is my punishment... yes, yes... the punishment I deserve... I want you, oh mighty cock... all the way up my asshole!


Lester grinned insanely down at his cock stuck in the end of his wife. He moaned as he locked his sight on the hardened rod which disappeared in the wide-stretched oval opening between the white, now quivering mounds. He jerked slightly, Bette Jean screaming in torment again as his penis slid into the tender brown flesh. When he was still, the anus drew out slightly, puckering around his impaling cock. His penis was so hard he thought it would shatter! His balls felt like cement blocks had been tied to them! They throbbed with unbelievable aching. Some men wait a lifetime for such a fuck! It was hardly possible for him to believe that his woman, was subjugating herself like a bitch in heat to him.


She jumped forward in unbelieving horror at the excruciating pain, feeling as though a red hot poker had been driven into her narrowest opening. As she trembled under the vicious assault, mustering all her courage to bear the agony until she was thoroughly punished, he rotated his cock deeper and deeper, expanding the tight, contracting asshole. He suddenly plunged, forcing a piteous squeal from Bette Jean's throat as she ground her face into the pillow. But, Lester persisted, screwing into the deep, rubbery channel, savagely drilling in and out of her warm velvety passage.


She could not even accept the monstrosity of what was happening to her, much less the awareness that the pain was slowly fading and she was beginning to desire this obscene depravity. Her dread gradually vanished, however, as his other hand sensuously nipped at her tiny, throbbing clitoris, and she felt unwanted waves of pleasure surging through her. Her mouth opened, and she began to pant and mewl crazily as his cock worked around and around deep in her wide-stretched rectum. Bette Jean squirmed beneath his cruel probes in total surrender and finally whimpered: "Please, fuck me there! Fuck me in the ass!"


Smiling evilly, Lester pulled his cock out of his wife's writhing buttocks, watching gleefully as the moist skin clung to it until it popped out with a wet sucking noise. Once again, he pried the soft cheeks of her buttocks far apart and licked at the tiny quivering hole until she thought she was going out of her mind with the teasing tantalization.


"Oh God, fuck it! Fuck it now!" she suddenly screamed in maniacal passion. "Quick, quick, screw my ass or I'll die!"


Lester smiled complacently. She was at his mercy and he meant to take advantage of her subjugation, making her pay for every insult he had ever had to accept from her. His eyes roamed triumphantly over her tortured face as she stared over her shoulder, back at him, wild-eyed with lust. He felt her reach back under her body and hungrily stroke at the hairy testicles that dangled between his thighs.


"Put it in your asshole, again bitch," he ordered harshly.


Her trembling hands obediently clasped the rock-hard shaft and a sudden expression of terror flashed through her eyes as she remembered the enormity of the throbbing instrument she felt in her fingers. Succumbing to the fear she suddenly felt, Bette Jean tried to cram the huge member in her soaking vaginal lips, working the smooth bulbous head back and forth in her cuntal juices to ease the entry.


"Your asshole, bitch!" he snarlingly repeated.


She acquiesced to the cold command, tremulously positioning the massive tip against her tight hairless opening. She could feel his thumbs pressing outward at the half-moons of her buttocks, pulling them wider and wider apart, until the head of his hungry cock pushed against the cringing mouth of her back passage. She knew it was hopeless to resist as the hardened head stabbed painfully against her anus, and she cringed in unbearable pain as the blood-engorged tip suddenly popped through her slightly-resisting sphincter muscle. Her face contorted in the agony of the ravishment, and she desperately tried to pull away.


"Shove back, damn you! Shove back!" he bellowed.


In automatic obedience to the loud command, she hunched back, feeling him push with all his strength to overcome again the natural resistance of her narrow opening. The weight of his powerful body pushed down on her with pulverizing strength, lambasting mercilessly at the rubbery flesh.


"Oh, God, you're killing me! It's too big!"


Lester grinned insanely as she uttered the hysterical plea, feasting his eyes on the sight of her white, full-rounded ass impaled on his huge cock. He heard her scream in torment as he forced yet another inch of his penis into the wide-stretched oval opening between the quivering mounds; the white throbbing shaft disappearing into that gyrating ass. Her beautiful face was flushed -- the color of strawberries -- and her eyes rolled around in her head. She began mewling little inarticulate sounds of lust.


He drew his cock out to the point where only the head was lodged inside, then pushed gently but firmly in all the way. The long, long stroke drove her insane. She whined and jiggled as though she were a friendly puppy wagging its tail. He did it again, and again, and again, speeding up his tempo now.


She was panting so loudly that it was almost impossible to make sense of her words, but the meaning did reach him, "Harder, faster. Fuck harder. Fuck faster," she groaned with mouth open -- making silent screams.


Bette Jean no longer felt human as the mercilessly driving cock tore into her rectum, pushing against the bottom of her belly inside like a monstrous pestle jammed into a tiny mortar. Turning her head back again, she saw Lester grinning victoriously just as he thrust his penis heavily downward. With a loud smacking noise, his hips banged against the softness of her twin buttocks and the torturing instrument was buried to the hilt again in her ravaged anus. She was hopelessly impaled, like a pig on a spit. Tears of pain and humiliation ran down her cheeks in tiny glistening rivulets as he gasped in diabolical delight, and began to piston in and out of her tight-stretched passage with the power of his sadistic impulses spurring him on. He rammed into her with cruelly hard thrusts, his great swinging balls buffeting against her tightly straining cunt, and unexpectedly, she found herself becoming accustomed to the presence of the tremendously huge cock boring into her.


As the pain suddenly seemed strangely pleasant to her, she ground back to meet the forward thrust of his cock, undulating her body and swinging her hips in tiny rotating circles. She gyrated, lowering her hips to pull the lust-hardened prick out of her quivering rectum, then driving back to bury it deeply within her burning channel, the blunt intrusion firing every fiber of her being. Her head thrashed from side to side in unfeigned passion on the pillow and her lips were bared back from her teeth in masochistic joy. She was loving it and she bucked back against him like a mare against a stud horse, her chestnut hair flying around her face and neck as she squirmed lewdly on the pumping instrument.


The boiler maker could see his wife's face flushing red from the intensity of her effort, her eyes wide in unseeing entrapment in the final quest for fulfillment. He watched in heated passion as his pillaging cock pulled tiny ridges of her light brown clasping flesh out with the base of his prick as it withdrew for another powerful lunge inside her, then pushed the tight elastic ring back inwards like a tiny bellows on the instroke.


Sweat rolled off his face and flowed in tiny glistening streams from her back onto the bed. His eyes bulged wide at the spectacle of her body bucking before him as he felt the rubbery passage slipping over his cock like a tight-fitting glove. He had lost control of himself and his heavy member swelled in her rectum like an inflating balloon.


Bette Jean waved her ass back against his bludgeoning thrusts. She wanted him to cum, to shoot his great boiling stream of sperm deep into her bowels. There was no longer any pain or doubt, only a feeling of being filled as she had never been before. Her ass swayed high in the air and she ground back as she felt the enormous penis throbbing in torturous hardness.


There was a low strangled gasp behind her and she felt his great, pulsating cock burst like a dam as he gave one last shove that sent wave after wave of his hot sperm flooding into the depths of her belly. Then, she felt the tremor of her climax sweep through her and she and she screamed out her release as it gushed from her open cunt, drenching his hairy balls pressed tightly against the spewing opening. The orgiastic fluids were trickling down her thighs in mingled streams when Lester groaned in exhaustion and collapsed, flattening her to the bed.


If only she could die now... fall straight through the bed to whatever place the tortured dead go and be at peace.


CHAPTER SEVEN


Wanda slammed the dishes into the dishwasher angrily. That Lester telling her to get breakfast, do the dishes, clean the house, wash the clothes. Big sister must have really put out for the first time last night. "Wasn't feeling well," he'd said. "You'll have to look after things today... she's just not up to it." He'd smiled then, like a cat swallowing a canary. She could almost see him remembering last night. Back in the sack with big sister... being the model husband... back in her bedroom and back in her frigid cunt!


What had actually gone on last night was still a mystery... and the night before even more so... but something funny was going on in this house. Something damn funny. Gary looking sick as a dog and Bette Jean with big circles under her eyes and not looking anybody in the eye, then Lester moving back into the bedroom. The funniest thing of all was after Lester and Bette Jean went to bed and Gary coming into her own bed, bawling his head off and not making any sense at all. Bawled the whole time she sucked him and fucked him. Damned kid had to be crazy... crazy as her "dear sister".


"Damn," she muttered, sucking her little finger that bled from a tiny cut when she'd dropped a glass. She glared petulantly out the kitchen window. One thing she had to do, find out what the hell was going on and secure Lester. If she didn't, she'd find herself out in the street in short order.


Wanda worked frantically all day, washing, scrubbing, polishing... even took Bette Jean some soup and milk on a tray at lunch time. She'd looked sick all right, deep circles under her eyes and wouldn't even pass the time of day. Wanda probed a little but with no results at all. Not a word about anything. Nothing useful that she could use... but if she listened long enough and snooped, she'd find out just what the hell was going on. She had to! Couldn't go back home if she wanted to and she sure as hell didn't.


Gary went into his mother's bedroom the minute he got home that afternoon. Christ he was tired. He'd walked for hours all over hell's half acre. School had been unthinkable though his father had given him a ride there this morning. He'd cut out the minute his father's truck turned the corner.


He tiptoed in quietly and stood looking down at his mother. She looked so small and vulnerable, her beautiful face pale against the pink sheet. Oh God! What had he done to her? What had he done to himself? The guilt was gnawing at his guts like a viper and his head felt like shattered crystal that could never be mended. Her eyelids quivered and she moved slightly in her sleep, the bed jacket falling away to expose one white softly pink-nippled breast. Gary felt his cock stir to life and a deep moan tore out of his chest even as he bit his lips to stifle it.


Bette Jean stirred, feeling the warm haven of bed against her naked limbs. So sleepy... so very sleepy. Her eyes refused to open. They were laden. The sedative, it must be the sedative. She pulled fitfully at the bed jacket until she felt the cool air over her breasts. A slight noise made her stiffen, her eyes flying open then. Gary. It's Gary. Without thinking her arms reached up to him. He was her good boy, coming in after school to see how she was... but he was looking at her so strangely... so very strangely. For long minutes he looked into her eyes, just out of reach of her stretching arms and then, eyes still deadlocked to hers, she watched him tear his clothes off his strong young body. Her arms fell... oh nooooo... NOOOOOOOOO. It was wrong, horribly, hideously wrong... monstrous, depraved, evil, unclean, perverted.


Wanda came out of her room. It felt good to have a bath after working like a slave all day while Bette Jean lay in bed with one of her ailments. But this situation wasn't going any further. Tonight she'd corner old Lester and tell him just exactly what she expected. He'd agree all right. Her self confidence came back with a rush. She'd have him panting in no time... he'd agree to anything then. Strange. Gary had gone into Bette Jean's room without even saying hello when he'd come roaring in from school. She hadn't heard him come out and the door was still closed. Creeping along the hall she pressed her ear to the shut door just as the front door bell rang. Wanda almost jumped out of her skin. Damnation! Who could that be?


"Yes?" Her curt greeting changed to a slow smile of welcome as she saw five burly high school boys, their eyes almost bugging out of their heads as they took in her charms. They stood, grinning and fidgeting on the steps, sneaking glances at her unfettered breasts creaming out the front of the zip-front pink crepe housecoat.


"Come in, men," she laughed gaily turning to sweep them in with a wave of her hand. She felt better immediately. An abundance of males always made her feel better.


After the introductions, Wanda brought out beer and pretzels. They were startled but flattered that she thought they were old enough, guzzling with nonchalant ease that belied their familiarity with the bitter brew.


Wanda learned they'd come for their explorer guides meeting which Gary was supposed to be hosting. She crossed one long thigh over the other where she sat on the ottoman. All ten eyes were glued like fly paper to her movement. Heavens, these city boys were hornier than the farm boys. Bette Jean and Gary must be in bad shape if they'd both forgotten the meeting. She smiled to herself smugly. There'd be no problem entertaining the boys, of course. She could handle that nicely. Explorer guides. She could take them on a few guided tours that would rattle their eyeballs!


"We... ah... is Gary here?" the longhaired big boy in the dirty jeans and yellow shirt asked.


Wanda's head was spinning. Were Bette Jean and Gary still in her room and if so what were they doing? Could the reason for their looking so bad be that they'd... done something they shouldn't? God, what a good one that would be. She'd have Lester for sure then.


"I'm not really sure. Gary did come in a while ago. Why don't you boys finish your beer and we'll just go take a look. He must be around here somewhere." Her hand moved to the little tab at the top of the zipper that held her robe together. Very slowly and deliberately she pulled it down with a deft touch another four inches till her breasts were almost falling completely out. She felt all five boys suck in their breaths noisily, then laugh in relief at her gesture when she looked down in amazement at her twin mounds of voluptuous breasts.


"Hey... ah... how about we forget all about that meeting. Don't bother old Gary, huh? We could all go for a quick spin. I'm driving the folks' wagon. Lots of room. I mean, it'll take 10 passengers and there's only the six of us." The boy in the yellow shirt, named Pete laughed suggestively. "How about it?"


"We might just do that a little later." Wanda brought more beer which they guzzled appreciatively and then excused herself when they were almost to the point of jerking out their cocks and jacking off. All five pairs of jeans held painfully bundled young cocks that were about ready to erupt. She could hear them laughing and snickering as she made her way down the hall.


Carefully she listened at the door of Bette Jean's room, then knocked briefly at Gary's door and went in. The room stared back at her emptily. The mounting excitement rose in her chest and she went flying back to stand and listen at Bette Jean's door again. Oh God... maybe they were... maybe that explained a lot of things.


Holding her breath Wanda eased the door open noiselessly. Through the silently opened crack she'd made she saw them. Her jaw hung slack in wonder.


It was more that she had imagined... or, again, was it better? The bitch's legs were banded about Gary's head in a vice-like death grip, uncontrollably panting and groaning and demanding for her cunt to be sucked faster and harder by his slavering poker-hot tongue. She flung her buttocks abandonedly, her cunt glistening in the dim light, and Gary pumped the bed with his loins as if it were a woman, making slurping and sucking noises.


"Gary," Bette Jean moaned, "Oh God..." the words exploding from her lips before conscious thought, her loins lifting frenziedly.


Wanda half-whirled, her eyes blinking rapidly, a feeling of horror and lust shooting through her. Her way was blocked by five boys, their faces hard and demanding. She was pushed against the door which opened wider behind her.


Wanda wanted to say something to them, but her throat seemed swollen shut to such simplicities. Her belly and loins were aflame with a blinding passion which had been fostered by the presence of five horny boys and the writhing couple before her.


"Mom, I..." Gary panted, and then faltered, overcome by the wild fermentations in his loins.


Wanda heard herself whimper, "God, are they enjoying it! They're really enjoying it!"


"Christ, yes!" Pete's voice breathed near her ear. "I'm... getting a hard-on just watching!"


Wanda's eyes lowered involuntarily at the sound of his words, seeing his hand release his young, blood-swollen shaft from the binding jeans and leap outward from his loins, standing immobile and proudly erect there. Her breath caught in her throat. "Pete!" she whimpered. "Pete..."


"Look at them... look at them go! Jesus," he hissed between compressed lips.


And, suddenly, Wanda knew within herself a perverted desire which made her not only watch silently while her sister was mouth-fucked by her own son. But it aroused her completely and totally. Wanda lost all control herself then, for the force of her latent lust consumed her. She ground her teeth together, mewling, "Pete," deep in her throat, and squeezed her gushing pussy together with her thighs. She was boiling inside, boiling and she moaned at the force of her emotional heat.


Pete still infused with the sight of Gary's lewd performance and by the awareness of Wanda's arousal, began to unconsciously knead her hands over his sides and then over his belly, pulling the girl tighter against his hip.


Wanda could feel the heat of the explorer guide and she pushed eagerly against him.


"Oh God, look at them go! Look at Gary suck his mom's cunt!" Pete hissed.


Wanda's hands were like separate entities, moving within Pete's grasp, moving over his upper torso, then down over the exposed cock. She felt him grab her, toying with her lips and tongue and inside ridges.


She sucked on his tongue, her eyes tightly shut, and she moved her loins just far enough from the boy to slide her panties from her hips. One zip and the robe was on the floor. Now they stood, pressed tightly together, their thighs nude white together, inseparable, his cock see-sawing the lust-drenched cleft between her inner legs as they kissed in increasingly maddened passion. Wanda trembled with the excitement. They slowly made their way into the room, until they were beside the bed.


The cool air grazed her nipples, and her naked wantonness in front of this strange lusting boy made her flesh tingle with insidious thrills. The image of her and Pete writhing in intercourse on the floor -- as they would be surely in a few short moments -- added immensely to the forbidden sensuality knowing who was on the bed.


Gary lifted his head and moved his hands slowly up Bette Jean's thighs. "My-my God, Mom! You're so beautiful!" She watched him as he bent and kissed her pubic mound, his hands still pressing her sides. Her head swam in the dimness, the overwhelming enrapturement of her boy tonguing her vaginal lips causing such fuzzy dizziness. She pressed her hands to Gary's dipping head, gripping his hair tightly. She didn't want him to marry any girl ever.


She wanted him all for herself.


In a growing spasm of delight her own hands massaged her breasts, pinching her nipples, then slid down her ivory belly to encourage Gary's sucking between her wide-splayed legs. Good, lovely! Bette Jean thought, dreamily. He's mine, now; mine alone.


Gary slid his hands under his mother's increasingly urgent buttocks, moving them so that her pelvis pressed his face tighter. He nipped gently the folds of her cunt, revealing the widening hole as she mewled and panted. His tongue slavered incessantly, fucking her in ever-increasing thrusts. Then, as he sank again into her widely yawning cavern, he heard the first faint rustlings beside the bed. Somebody had joined them... was watching!


The tiny sounds increased, and Gary heard the short, staccato unmistakable sounds of lovemaking. The groans, the intake of breath...


His whole being froze into immobility. What the hell was going on? Had he -- could he have -- heard right? No, no, of course not. He tried to raise his head to see who had come in, but the tightly imprisoning legs of Bette Jean only pressed him tighter, forcing his mouth back to her insatiable cunt. "OOOOOHHHHHHH, don't stop, Gary. For God's sake don't stop sucking me!" she wailed, heaving and thrusting her buttocks hungrily up against his swirling tongue.


Gary returned to the wetly open cunt before him, new desire fanned by the thought of someone next to them. He began to lick and suck harder, wishing he could see the couple. Was the boy sucking the girl as he was sucking his Mom? Was she naked, or was her dress just raised and bunched up around her waist? His mind produced a thousand pornographic pictures as his tongue lashed out in renewed fury. Bette Jean crooned in ecstasy. She was building to an uncontrollable eruption, a driving tempest which would soon shatter her pussy with an orgasm like she had never experienced before.


His licentious ideas were interrupted by a series of soulful gasps. It sounded like a woman dying. "OOOOhhhhh!" came the female groan, a familiar voice which his ears refused to identify. "Oh... God, let me down, let me down beside you."


Then came the murmur of another voice, his own rasping out. "I'm going to fuck you, Mom! I'm going to fuck you right now!"


"Yes, yes... OHHHHHHHHHH!"


The kitchen was shining when Lester got home. That damn Wanda had moved her ass after all. He opened the refrigerator door and peered in. Moving the dishes and bottles, this way and that, he still couldn't locate a beer in the icy interior.


In the living room he saw all the empty cans strewn about. What the hell was coming off around here? A man gets home tired and someone has drunk every last cold beer. There wasn't a soul in sight either. Lester went into the hall and walked toward the bedroom.


Suddenly he stopped. There was the sound of voices. Jesus! It sounded like someone was fucking! Cautiously he eased further toward the opened door. It was blocked with boys, big high school boys. What the hell was coming off!


Craning his neck around their heads and bracing himself in the open doorway he peered into the bedroom. My God! He nearly fell. Only his gripping hands on the doorframe held him up. There were four boys standing in that doorway jacking off, their faces lewd masks of lust and on the floor was Wanda spread-eagled with another boy fucking into her for all he was worth. And on the bed... his eyes squeezed shut and then opened, unable to take in what he saw... Bette Jean and Gary, naked, panting. Then he heard Gary mumble almost incoherently, "I'm going to fuck you, Mom! I'm going to fuck you right now!"


His own wife was begging for their son to fuck her! He couldn't believe it! He shook uncontrollably, lost in the roaring impact of his realization. He stared in utter shock at Bette Jean and Gary. It couldn't be... no, not that... but it was happening, happening right in front of his own eyes!


Gary's tongue moved up along her quivering belly, dipping momentarily into the curvature of her navel in passing, then tenderly licking one nipple, tantalizing it, his lips sucking the aureole to her gasping pleasure. The sudden hiatus in the rhythmic thumping on the floor told her Wanda had heard them, was now aware of what was going on. But she didn't care, didn't care! In fact, she couldn't wait for her "dear baby sister" to see her and Gary absorbed in wonderful terrible carnality. A shiver of sheer vitriolic depravity traversed her body.


Gary gasped. "Oh damnit!" he moaned, his words almost unintelligible as his mouth sucked her fevered breast. Then he removed his searing hold and looked up at her lovingly and said again. "I'm going to fuck you, Mom! I'm going to fuck you right now!"


The words surged through her, the sensations of desire almost sending her into orgasm then and there. Her belly churned with the pleasure building deep in her loins. She moved closer, fusing herself to him.


"Yes, yes... OOOhhhhh!" she moaned. She had risen up now, straddling her son, looking down at the youthful body. And he in turn seemed to grow beneath her lascivious gaze as flower buds beneath the warming rays of the sun. He spread his legs wide, opening his inner thighs to her lusting gaze. She barely heard Wanda's cry as she demanded that her cunt be fucked harder; Bette Jean's hand reached out with frantic plundering for Gary's hot, stiff cock, all else forgotten now, all else unimportant. His penis pulled gently in her grasp, and tenderly she began to stroke it, her eyes fastened on its girth, its rigid detail! How you have grown, Gary, my love. I remember when your cock was but worm size, cradled by almost invisible balls and a diaper's fluffy whiteness. How good it looked even then. And later, as you grew and it increased in size... yes, I remember the thrill of seeing an erection on you the first time, how I secretly yearned to fondle and kiss your beautiful manhood. And now you are a man, and it is searching and growing for your mother... how wonderful...


Bette Jean bent and kissed the unseeing eye of her son's prick, and then smiled at him tenderly, moving her other hand along the taut muscles of his abdomen and along his heaving chest. His cock throbbed against her cheek, and kittenishly she rubbed her soft face against it, smelling it, caressing it with her fingertips, learning every ridge and curve with passionate fervor. Gary sighed and moaned, shaking his head in ecstasy, his tongue licking his dry lips.


"Oh God, Mom! Don't stop! I love your touch on my penis..."


His vulgar words spurred Bette Jean further, and she raised her head, breathed deeply, and then plunged his shaft deep into her mouth. She began to wriggle her hips, mewling hungrily as her son's now vibrating prick nearly reached her palate, tickling the soft folds of her throat. Her hot breath against his pubic hair made Gary's loins ripple with delight and he began to fuck her mouth with long and bold strokes. His cock tasted like the finest ambrosia filling her salivating cavern with ever demanding pulses. Bette Jean cupped her son's sperm-laden balls with both her hands and started to squeeze and manipulate them with innate and loving skill while her throat continued to expand and contract in her increasing desire to suck him to climax.


I want his cum all of it I want to swallow his cum and have it boil within me... My son came to me as seed, and now he will cum again as seed...


Christ, what are they doing?


Lester gaped at the incredible debauchery being performed before him. Goddamn them, my own wife and son, so help me God I'll kill them both for this! His mind was in complete turmoil by the sickening picture of incest, the thought of his lovely wife whimpering and purring with increased and prurient bliss as she sucked Gary's shaft. In embittered shock, sick at soul Lester stood in anguish behind the masturbating boys.


Then, suddenly, waves of guilt rippled through him. He was the cause of this! Yes, he! They were not at fault, did not deserve the wrath of his punishment. As he looked at his wife and son in their carnal abuse, he knew that the momentary need of fucking Wanda had been was not worth the price he was now paying. The plaything on the floor meant nothing to him, yet the rendering of services which he had fostered could be endless in their consequences.


"Mom, don't stop... please don't stop!" moaned Gary, his hands entangled in her hair as she pressed her face back over his wet, steaming cock.


Oh God, what have I done? Lester's mind asked sickly. But even as tormented as it was, he could do nothing but watch the horrible performance. He was incapable of anything else for it was too late now, too late.


Then, as though to assuage his guilt, the thought of his wife sucking Gary suddenly began to excite him. The immoral act of hers was so much more terrible than his adulterous tryst with Wanda that it could make any anger, any revulsion, any hatred disappear. His cock hardened in his pants and he was lost in the total sensuality of the situation.


"Ooooohhhhh!" he heard his son groan. "I'm going to cum! I'm going to spurt my load in your mouth, Mom..."


Lester watched, almost choking, the salaciousness of Gary's depraved words involving him with overwhelming lust. He stared at the two of the the sight of his son's hard shaft almost completely absorbed between his wife's ovalled lips increasing the sensation a thousandfold. Jesus Christ! He cried silently. She's really sucking him!


Bette Jean massaged the soft resilient skin of Gary's testicles and tantalizingly used her left hand to stroke the hardened shaft as she drank in his cock rhythmically. Her tongue swirled at its apex, maddeningly flicking across the wide split of the glans on top. Gary arched his buttocks as he fucked her mouth, the pink edges of her lips pulling out as he withdrew and then clinging greedily he shoved his rod back in, further and further into her engorged throat.


Suddenly Gary groaned and removed his saliva-drenched penis from his mother's mouth. "I... I've got to fuck you!" he moaned. He wriggled, moving under Bette Jean's hovering legs until the tip of his penis quivered just below the thin, red cunt lips of her widened crotch. He jerked upwards, feeling the smooth, rubbery head rub against the softness of her pubic hair, running it along the furrow of her pussy. "Fuck you, Mom... gotta fuck you!"


Lester's eyes enlarged at the sight of his wife's wildly undulating buttocks as she ground her open vagina against his son's demon shaft. "Oh, yesss... yes... yesssss!" she crooned and she reached down and with one hand parted the quivering lips of her vagina, running an exploratory forefinger inside, shivering with its impact, while the other hand she guided her son's stone-hard cock to the hungrily awaiting hole. A mixture of desire and fear permeated her whole being. After a single moment's hesitation, she plunged her boy's cock against her cunt, expanding the resisting lips almost to tearing.


"Oh God, you're so big, Gary, dear, your cock is so big! I... I can't take it all... Nooooooo!"


She struggled as Gary's shaft lurched inside her, impaling her far more than she had estimated. She was truly filled with her son, with her flesh and blood. Gary put an elbow beneath him and looked down between them at her opened furrow as his hardened cock crushingly thrust up into her soft, pulsating vagina. Then, with one huge surge, he buried his giant cock all the way up in her tight quivering belly.


"AAAAAAAGGGGGHHHHHH," Bette Jean screamed uncontrollably. He bloated her bowels with his cock, every wrinkle insinuating against the sides of her vagina. He flicked upward once more.


"UUUhhhhh!"


Again.


"Aaaaaagggghhhhh! Oh my God! Dear Jesus!" Bette Jean wailed.


Gary flexed his elephantine hardness, raising another deep groan from within his mother, but it was a lesser sound of torture. She was becoming accustomed to his inhuman size, and the hot passion of fucking took over.


She glanced at his chest, dropping her head down so it nestled his shoulder as she kneeled over him. "Oh please, son... please! I want you to fuck me hard! I never dreamed it could be so good!"


Gary began a slow revolving motion with his loins, grinding his penis tightly up into her nakedly aroused cunt, expanding her helplessly impaled pussy with ever-increasing sawing action. He thrust upward unmercifully, in and out with battering, tearing regularity. His hand crept across her curved spinal cord and played along the crevice between her naked buttocks until his finger found the raw, puckered anus pointing toward the ceiling. He rubbed his finger there briefly, teasing her rectal opening like another hot, probing tongue.


"OOooohhhh!" Bette Jean gasped. Her hips began an automatic gyration as finally, Gary dipped his finger through the tight nether ring of his mother's anus and wormed it deeply into her warm, spongy interior flesh. He moved it in a circular motion, expanding the tight hole until the palm of his hand lay flat against her buttocks. Bette Jean writhed and cried above him in the double ravishment of her genitals, and the outrageous dual defilement of her naked loins brought insanely masochistic pleasure surging through her body.


Gary moved his other hand around and felt the soft, hair-lined folds of her pussy where it clasped wetly around his cock. He fondled the gently contracting lips, bringing further mewls of delightful sensation from his mother's mouth, and he could feel the ever-widening passage of her seething vagina milking his prick in greedy desire as he continued to plunge in and out...


Lester moaned at the sight of his son's pistoning penis violating his wife's insanely grinding cunt, but he had little time to think further, for the dim room was suddenly flooded with light, and the lewd carnal scene exploded in vivid reality.


"Goddamn!" exclaimed a boy in the doorway, his hand on the light switch, his thick cock jutting like a small, purplish log in front of him, through the opening of his jeans.


"Jesus!" he whispered, "Isn't that the old lady down there?"


"You're right! Holy God, didn't you know it was his mother!"


"Look at them go, will ya?" the boy said wheezingly. "They're fucking like it's the end of the world!"


All eyes were on the wildly licentious couple as they screwed abandonedly. Lester groaned, but his eyes were glued to Bette Jean and Gary, just as the eyes of the others were, listening to the wild sucking sounds of his son's hot, pounding strokes.


"I don't believe it!" the boy choked, moving closer. He stepped over to the couple, but they were too wrapped in ecstasy, much too far gone, to know or care who else was there. The others joined him and then squatted down next to Bette Jean's undulating buttocks. "Look at that cunt of hers travel, just begging for cock!"


Lester wanted to scream! How Goddamn innocent he had been! Gary couldn't be her first affair, not by any means. He should have known she had fucked others before. Oh my God how many others had she fucked?


With his face a mask of licentiousness, one boy lay down beside Bette Jean and placed one of her hands on his throbbing hardened prick. Mindless with lust, she obediently clasped his rod and began stroking it in time with her undulating hips, her eyes tightly closed. She manipulated the cock, moaning ever increasing chants as Gary continued to thrust deep into her voracious cunt, her buttocks waving in the obscene kneeling position. Gary's finger still jerked in her tightly clenched rectum, and with the lights on, Lester could see her anus pucker and nip at the slender prong, ramming back on it as she swung up from the monster violating her cunt below, then surging downward, then up, then down.


Another boy groaned and dropped to his knees, taking his waving cock between his hand, pulling on it as though it were a milk-giving teat. The boy Pete fucked Wanda's dripping cunt, and her legs splayed wide, the slushing of the fucking and her cries of ecstasy mingling with the other lovemaking noises.


Even as he watched tormentedly, Lester could not believe the nightmarish orgy. It was beyond his comprehension. Oh God! Bette Jean, his wife, getting fucked by their son in front of carnal-encited youths! The sight of their actions and the sounds of the rampant abuses filled his brain, making it reel with insanity. He had never dreamed of such debauchery, such depravity -- and his sweet, puritanical wife was at the very core of it. Her wild mewls of passion were more than he could tolerate. He had to join in this lewd pillaging of the senses, take her, punish her and himself! He had to fuck her too, like the dirty little whore she was!


He leaped to the bed, freeing and holding his cock as if it were some bludgeoning weapon. "I'm going to fuck you, Bette Jean!" he yelled. "Do you hear me? I'm going to fuck you in the asshole!"


"Ohhhhh!" she moaned, as his words penetrated her almost insensate brain. "Ohhh yes, darling... I want you in me, too!"


"Ummmmmm, agghhhh!" Gary wailed in unintelligible agreement.


Just the thought of fucking Bette Jean while his son screwed her underneath, while she handled another boy's cock, stirred Lester's loins further. He could contain himself no longer. He lunged at the puckered anus nestled between his wife's soft madly gyrating buttocks.


Bette Jean could feel the pit of her thighs and stomach hot and moist, and the savage force of her son's pulsating cock brutally batter her cervix, causing her to grunt uncontrollably. She heard her husband's wild cry of desire, and a tingling thrill rushed through her, making her fuck down on Gary that much harder. Yes, this is what I want, both of them, both men in my life inside me, all around me, all through me at the same time! The first realization that Lester was also important to her sifted into her passion crazed mind, and the desires built proportionately within her. Then Lester tore Gary's finger from her anus, almost ripping the walls of the tight little hole and making her squeal with piteous pain. "Aaaaaaaggghhh, God!" She clenched her buttocks together, only to have her husband stretch it again with the palms of his nervously quivering hands.


Lester opened her buttocks wider with his thumbs, probing at her already abused anus with his finger, widening and preparing it for his penetration. Bette Jean removed her hand from the boy's hardened, pulsating cock and turned her head. She could see Lester stroking his big, blue-veined prick. He pulled his foreskin back, exposing the huge bulbous head, and then aimed it directly for her anus. She spread her thighs open in anticipation.


Bette Jean turned her attention to the pressing need of Lester, and she reached between her legs and guided his stiff cock to the tightly puckered entrance of her hungrily aroused rectum.


Then she held her breath as the smooth, rubbery head popped suddenly through the tight elastic ring, and Lester caught hold of her shoulders and shoved the entire length of his great weapon up to its hair-covered hilt, his balls rapping against the backs of her thighs. She cried out, first in pain, then in utter abandoned ecstasy, as she felt both cocks buck and jerk inside her, with only the thin membrane between the parallel shafts. She groaned aloud like some animal bitch in heat as both husband and son skewered her like a helpless rag doll between their hardened, rampaging rods of flesh. Then, as if on a prearranged signal, they began to fuck in unison. Lester withdrew slowly, and Gary did the same, until only the heads of their cocks remained inside her -- Lester's held only by her ravaged sphincter ring and Gary's by the pink-rimmed lips of her insatiable cunt. Then they rammed simultaneously, driving deeply up inside her, their stiffness pushing against each other along the parallel channels of her cunt and rectal passages.


"More!" she was able to groan. "I want more!"


They gave her more, fucking her with a constant rhythm that made her think of waves crashing upon a beach. Again and again they pounded against the pink island of flesh between her open orifices. She didn't want it to end, ever, not ever...!!


Wanda threw off the inexperienced Pete. Moaning and uncontrollable as she watched the trio writhing on the bed, she scampered over and squatted her own twitching pussy over Gary's gaping, passion-twisted mouth. Her cunt hairs tickled Bette Jean's nose as the girl settled down on Gary's curled tongue.


Bette Jean stared at Gary's wet darting tongue lapping Wanda's soft, parted cunt lips, heard the girl cry out with delight as she heatedly gave vent to the rising passions of her body. She saw Wanda's thin fingers busily toying with her full, ripe breasts, rolling and squeezing the hardened nipples in a way only a woman can. The lust-crazed wife began to tremble with even more fire from the strange forbidden events she was part of; no, was truly the heart of. Her upbringing had never even intimated this sort of thing, let alone the vile degrading but yet somehow perfectly proper acts she was already performing with her husband and son. Her being was so filled with the all consuming lust!


She stared at Wanda, grinding into Gary's face. NO! She couldn't have him!


"Now... Dad... Oh now, I'm going... to... cummmmmm!" Bette Jean heard her son say from beneath her, and then the rhythm of their fucking increased, and she had to grit her teeth to keep from screaming out her own building agony. Gary and Lester drove faster, faster, faster, and Bette Jean felt her son's cock lurch against her womb and his nozzle begin to spew forth an endless torrent of white boiling seed.


"OOOHHHHHH! I'm... cummmmmiiinnnngggg!" he howled.


Lester pushed every last inch of his prick into her bowels, panting madly. "Fuck me!" he yelled. "Fuck back, baby! Fuck back!" His body began to convulse as he clawed her waist with his fingers, and she rammed against him in one final fury until she felt the first spluttering squirts of his sperm shoot deep into her rectum. Still her son came in her vagina, adding his bursting dam of hot liquid fire, and she was being filled, deliciously filled; ever increasingly the walls of her whole belly were inundated by the thick flood of cum.


Bette howled like a wounded predator, and then shuddered violently as her own pinnacle was being reached: Oh Christ, oh heaven above, I want to cum... Now, with my boy and my husband still inside me... yes... we'll all cum together... as a family...


Then Bette Jean cried out: "Yes! Yessss I'm cummmmmmmmmminnnnnngggg!" She yelled again, her orgasm enveloping the very core of her being, and she heaved and bucked as the last spurts of semen filled both her cunt and anus. The force was unbelievable! Never had she thought there was so much pleasure from sex, from anything on earth! Her brain reeled and her thighs trembled as the sensual climax churned through her...


She fell forward finally, a long time later, half conscious, upon her son's still heaving chest.


Lester and Gary stayed inside her, their cocks slowly softening little by little. Dreamily, she felt their sperm ooze warmly out of her orifices and dribble down her legs front and back to pool beneath her knees. A long time later, they withdrew wearily, together.


"Jesus!" Lester murmured, falling on his back, exhausted.


"You were wonderful, Mom!" Gary said in a whisper, stroking her hair affectionately.


Later, after the boys had reached their climaxes, and they had rested, Bette Jean, Gary and the boys began anew.


Wanda led Lester away to her room, winding herself around him like a snake. He welcomed the opportunity, still not believing the nightmare still going on in his own house, on his own bed.


CHAPTER EIGHT


Lester was so tired he didn't feel he could move a muscle. The sun streamed into the window. Wanda lay sprawled beneath his exhausted body which rested still half across her naked flesh. He raised his head and looked at her, flushed with sleep and breathing through her mouth. She stirred under his gaze as though she could feel it. Sleepily she opened her eyes, clear and young even after such a night. A little crease of worry formed between the green eyes.


In a voice blurred with sleep, she asked anxiously, "You haven't forgotten. You will throw them out, won't you? I'll make you so happy, Lester. Please let me be with you... here..."


He crawled up and off the rumpled bed. Shaking his head to clear it, he tried to remember the conversation. Christ! The girl was insatiable. He felt as old as Methuselah. They'd fucked all night it seemed and then he remembered. Before, during and after the fucking she'd nagged him about Gary and Bette Jean, calling them every filthy name ever invented. She'd made him promise to throw them out this morning, make them leave forever for what they'd done.


Wearily he pulled on some pants he found lying where he'd thrown them. The whole world felt as brown and rancid as the taste in his mouth. The shining sun streaming in was an effrontery after what had happened.


Wanda leaped from the bed and threw on a robe. She was beside him, peering anxiously into his face, catching his arm. "You promised... last night you promised... come on... let's do it now."


The door to the master bedroom was still open. Lester stopped in the doorway and looked at the shambles. Wanda clung to him anxiously. "Look at them!" she hissed.


On the strained crumpled sheets lay his wife, her arms outspread, legs split wide, asleep. There was a young boy curled under each arm, mouths stuck in sleep around each soft nipple. Between her legs Gary was sprawled, his head pillowed on a white thigh, nose nuzzling the hair fringed cunt, the breath whistling out in tiny sleeping sounds. Even in the obscene position with three young boys curved into her semen stained flesh, dried like white scum, she looked young and innocent, still vulnerable to Lester. He wondered dully where the other boys had gone... slipped out probably some time during the night.


Wanda suddenly wrenched away and stalked to the bed. She reached down and shook Bette Jean awake. "Wake up... come on... wake up...!"


The boys stirred. They looked up, confused and uncertain. Gary lifted his head and his mouth hung open in stupefied terror at the sight of his father in the doorway.


Lester saw Bette Jean come awake. Her eyes, so blue and innocent still, suddenly retreated like a wary animal as she took in his presence and Wanda's.


"Get up... get up and get out! Lester says you have to leave. Do you hear? Get up and take your whelp with you!" Wanda shrilled.


"Don't touch me, sister." Bette Jean said calmly. She looked at Lester just as calmly. "It isn't I who will leave... it's you... you and Lester. This is my house, do you hear? You brought carnality into it... you debauched my son and seduced my husband, committed adultery under my very nose... you, dear sister, are the serpent... the fruit of knowledge was your offering... well, as ye sow... so shall you reap..." She had risen up to a sitting position in the bed, the boys still lying curled and holding their breaths as she rose like the phoenix from her own ashes, her eyes blazing, her voice like a shrill oracle. "I don't need either of you! Leave us in peace... I don't need anyone except my boy, Gary... my boy and all the others! They will love me, as you never could! Get out... get out, do you hear!" She was screaming, the words tearing out of her pain like piercing bullets meant to destroy.


Lester turned, his shoulders slumped like an old man's, and cringing a little as the stream of words poured out and hit his back. Wanda went scuttling past him, sobbing and holding her ears. He had to get away, far away, but it was not a thing he could look forward to. He wondered dully how long it would be before he'd find Wanda in bed with half the neighborhood too. Sometimes the seeds of a whole family were bad. It had even tainted his own seed, Gary.


Bette Jean watched them go, with a smile of triumph on her face. Frigid, Lester had always called her. She laughed hollowly, and gathered the frightened boys to her again.


THE END
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Chapter 1


The sea wind rushed through the eaves of the large warehouse, sending 
draughts of humid air through the cracks in the windows and up the 
stairs into the rooms occupied by Cash and Ellen, the driver, Sylvia, 
and the German Shepherd.


Cash sat nervously silent. After his face had broken into a grin of 
relief at seeing Ellen captive, he had said simply, "Hi, Sylvia," out 
of the corner of his mouth and then gruffly but not cruelly grasped 
Ellen's elbow and led her back upstairs.


It was obvious that he was uncomfortable around the well-dressed middle 
aged man, who--in spite of the dimness--had put on a pair of sun 
glasses. The man's clothes, suave cleanliness, and unsmiling face made 
him look more menacing than any of the convicts. Feeling drained of 
hope and lifeless, Ellen sat wearily down at the small table, her 
shoulders slumped, and felt the return of sensation to her gravel-
shredded bare feet. The pain seemed to radiate upward to her bruised 
and battered vagina; it throbbed in protest with each beat of her 
heart.


Sylvia stood with her hands on her hips and gazed around at the soiled 
mattresses and the litter on the floor. "Jeez, what a fucking dump," 
she said loudly and to no one in particular.


The driver had disdainfully pulled out a chair opposite Ellen, brushed 
crumbs off it, and sat down, holding his umbrella between his knee; the 
attach case he had been carrying was placed on the floor by his left 
foot. Ellen noted that he continued to wear his hat, raincoat, and 
driving gloves. He waited quietly, like a sleeping coiled snake, as if 
he had all the time in the world.


Ellen was sitting there, trying not to weep, when she saw the German 
Shepherd, Rex, suddenly perk his long ears forward. He rose, his tail 
wagging, and went to the head of the stairs. Then he barked loudly and 
began noisily scrambling down toward the landing.


The driver spun rapidly, his hand blurred as it came out of the 
raincoat pocket clutching a snub-nosed revolver. Ellen gasped as both 
Sylvia and Cash froze.


A second later, they all relaxed when Billy silently padded into the 
room followed by the dog. His hooded eyes took in Ellen first and, 
although he didn't speak to her, she sensed a surprisingly quiet 
gentleness in his movements which made her feel slightly more at ease.


His hand dropped to Rex's ears and he scratched the dog affectionately 
as he nodded toward the man who had been driving the car.


It was then that Sylvia, tall, dark-haired, and sensual-looking in 
spite of the fact that she was probably still a teenager, stood up with 
a look of obvious displeasure on her face. "Whatsa matter, Billy, don't 
you have any kisses for me, or have ya been saving them up for your 
goddamn dog," she asked coarsely. When he didn't answer immediately, 
her eyes narrowed nastily, "Or maybe you been up so long that you've 
gotten used to those penitentiary fairies I hear so much about. Or 
maybe it's this blonde bitch here," she said, tossing her head 
contemptuously toward Ellen.


"Shut up, Sylvia," he said ominously.


"Don't tell me to shut up ..." she began and her words were cut short 
in the middle of the sentence when Billy took two fast steps forward 
and viciously slapped her face; the force of the blow caused the girl 
to topple sideways and fall onto the mattress.


"Who is she," Sylvia spat out like an angry cat.


"That ain't none of your business." His attitude softened unexpectedly. 
"Besides, we wanted a little something to keep us company while we 
waited for you guys to show. We just might need her if things get tight 
with the fuzz."


Sylvia stood, obviously emboldened again by his softened tone of voice. 
She looked at the gang leader, then glared at Ellen across the length 
of the room. She was a tall, remarkably striking girl with jet black 
hair and large, ripely rounded breasts whose nipples appeared clearly 
beneath her tight, flimsy blouse. Her young face had an arrogance to it 
that emphasized an aggressive sexuality, and it was suddenly quite 
obvious to Ellen why Billy had been attracted to the woman: she was the 
perfect alter ego to the gang chief, whose every gesture reflected a 
primitive grace and animal sexuality.


The tall brunette nodded, then her lips curled in a sneer and her face 
flushed. "She says you all gang-banged her. Ya mean to say ya couldn't 
wait until I got here to get a little?"


Cash broke out with a loud guffaw, a laugh that was quickly smothered 
when he saw the murderous look on Billy's face. "Why should I wait for 
a slut like you?" he said quietly. "Did you wait? Or have the stories 
I've been hearing about you and 'Paddy' O'Hare been all lies?"


"Billy ... honestly ... I ... I ..." she began, and it was obvious from 
her expression that she was going to lie.


"Oh, shut up," he said contemptuously. "Just shut up."


The gang leader went back toward the doorway and rapidly flicked the 
light switch off and on three times. "Pop's out there at the turn-off," 
he said to Cash. "Anyone seen Vito?"


"I believe I almost ran over him," the well-dressed man said, not 
changing expression.


"It's too bad you didn't," Billy said. "It would have saved me the 
trouble of killing the son of a bitch."


A moment later, the sound of the pickup truck came from beneath the 
windows. This was followed by Pop's heavy foot-tred on the stairs. He, 
like all the others, looked relieved when he saw Ellen had been 
recaptured. "It's starting to rain," he said, as casual as if he were 
entering a barber shop for a haircut.


"You see Vito?" Billy asked.


Pop hesitated a second, then shrugged. "Yeh. I saw him cutting through 
the dunes coming in this direction." He looked back and forth between 
Ellen and Billy, then shrugged again as if he had decided to keep his 
thoughts to himself. His weathered face broke into a slight grin when 
he saw Sylvia, apparently for the first time. "Why ... lookie who's 
come to visit! Hello, there ... honey," he growled playfully.


Sylvia merely stared at him as if he were something that had crawled 
out of a sewer pipe, then turned her back on him.


Pop's face flushed in anger and his eyes narrowed. Ellen found herself 
shuddering at his look of hatred, and it was only then that she 
remembered her original opinion of the fat old man--that although he 
was not as sadistic as Vito, he was probably the most evil of all of 
the convicts in spite of his jolliness and friendly outgoing demeanor.


Less than a minute later, Rex moved restlessly away from Billy's side 
and growled low in his throat. The gang leader gave a hand signal and 
the dog went over to the corner and lay down.


Vito, looking white-faced and frightened, slunk into the room. His 
ferrety eyes blazed with murder as they swept over Ellen. "You fucking 
bitch," he said, and had taken one step toward the cringing young 
blonde when Billy's fist hit him on the side of the head. He literally 
flew through the air and bounced against the wall, where he slumped 
almost unconscious to the floor. Then, shaking his head to clear it, 
his eyes a cauldron of madness, he put his hand in his pocket and 
withdrew a switch blade knife which he flickered open. The seven inch 
blade leapt to life, ready to destroy.


Stone-faced, completely unconcerned, Billy pulled a revolver from his 
waist band and pulled back the trigger with a soft click. "Tell 
everyone goodbye, Vito."


Only then did the wiry little convict panic. "No ... no, Billy. Don't 
..." he panted. "Look, I'm throwing away my knife. I didn't mean ... I 
... NO ..." The last was a scream as he saw his death warrant written 
on the gang leader's face. "NO!"


"No, Billy," a new voice came--a voice of authority, full of cold 
menace ... sure of itself.


Billy spun around and found himself facing the barrel of the well-
dressed man's gun.


"Put it away, Billy. Put it away ... now!" the man said, his finger 
white on the trigger.


There was silence for a moment--a silence broken only by the sound of 
excited spittle sliding down Pop's throat as he swallowed, and the 
sudden scrabble of paws against wood as Rex scrambled to his feet.


"Stay," Bill commanded, not taking his eyes off the man. When he was 
satisfied that the German Shepherd was going to obey, he asked, "Why 
shouldn't I kill that little son of a bitch? Give me one reason. He let 
the girl escape. He's the one who almost got us picked up even before 
we left the prison. Why shouldn't I put a bullet in his fucking brain?"


"Because you need him. He's a good mechanic and you'll need him if 
anything goes wrong with the boat when you're en route to the island."


"He's trouble," Billy said.


"He's a mechanic, and you might need him," the man repeated.


Ellen stared at the showdown between the two men and then saw Billy's 
shoulders slump in defeat. Gradually he lowered his gun. The other 
man's expression remained unchanged; he waited until Billy's gun was 
back in his waistband and then put his own weapon away.


Once assured that he was safe, Vito got quickly to his feet again. He 
stumbled as he stood, falling against Sylvia. "Get yer cruddy hands off 
me, you fucking little creep," she said in disgust, shoving him away.


Pop and Cash both guffawed loudly and Billy nodded as if he finally 
agreed with something the tall brunette said. Vito's mouth tightened 
and his wiry figure stiffened dangerously.


Sylvia stood her ground, smirking at him. "Don't ruffle up your 
feathers at me, pigshit. You ain't got no knife to back you up now ... 
or had you forgotten you threw it away when you were crapping in your 
britches a couple of seconds ago. It's too bad Billy didn't shoot you."


"Shut up, both of you," Billy said with ominous softness.


Vito stood, trembling with barely suppressed violence. His glance of 
hatred raked over the tall brunette's body, then flickered--snake like-
-toward Ellen seated at the table. If anything the murderous look 
intensified.


Ellen shuddered in spite of herself. Vito was really the only one that 
truly frightened her. Pop was evil, but she had discovered last night 
with her mouth full of his hotly throbbing penis that she could handle 
his particular brand of evilness. Vito, though, was something else than 
human ... and she was eternally grateful that he had not been given a 
chance to use her as the others had last night. Now she could feel his 
eyes course viciously down the length of her young body, and she felt 
vulnerable as she sensed his lust mounting anew as he made an obscene 
appraisal of her still partly exposed breasts and the line of naked 
flesh showing openly through her ripped jeans.


The young blonde hostage instinctively drew nearer to the gang leader 
who kept a watchful eye on Vito and her. She had already forgiven him 
for using her body as a wager in a crap game the night before. He had 
lost her in a game of chance that had as much value to the four 
desperate criminals as any judgment from a high court of justice. She 
sensed that Billy had resolved to hold his gang off from her and would 
do all in his power to keep them from using her as they had during the 
long and horrible night. He wouldn't reprimand them, but they wouldn't 
get the chance to abuse her again ... not while he was alive!


Ellen felt relatively secure now that Billy was still here close by her 
side to protect her. He wasn't angry at her escape attempt; it seemed 
as if he liked her even more as a result. Her thoughts automatically 
turned to ways she might please him if she really had to, and she knew 
that if called upon to give herself to him she would do it in 
gratitude, but she would never permit herself to be handled by the 
others again. Yes, Billy was strong and she was going to humble 
herself, no matter how distasteful it might be, to the more powerful of 
her abductors. Only then--as the chief's woman--would she be protected. 
It was as simple as that, and yet the young girl still was deeply 
shaken at how the comparatively serene course of her life had been 
dramatically altered within a period of only a few hours.


Now she would do anything to please Billy, and she was aware that he 
needed her silent encouragement if he were to remain gang leader. It 
was strange how most of life's choices were made by outside 
circumstances alone. She wondered how much her choice of Bob as her 
fianc had to do with their first accidental meeting at a dance, and 
the fact that his mother and father were close friends of her parents. 
Now she had a choice between four escaped convicts, all of whom, except 
Vito, had ravished her against her will, but she still had to make a 
choice between them for her protector.


She knew it wouldn't take much to get any one of these men to act as a 
shield against the others, but the question was whether her own choice 
would hold in good stead. Despite her own deep-seated feelings of 
revulsion and fear of Billy, she knew through a second sense that he 
had a soft spot in his heart for her. She could tell by the way he had 
acted, almost tenderly, after he had raped her in the back of the 
truck, and she had become aware of his feelings again after he had lost 
the crap game. The look of sad relinquishment of her beautiful young 
body to Cash and Pop last night had sent a shock of momentary 
understanding through her tortured mind--but that had been quickly 
blotted out by the brutal ravishment of her tender young body that had 
followed.


Whatever warmth and compassion Billy might show toward her would, of 
course, be bestowed at no expense to the gang leader's pride and 
sovereignty over the others. She knew that in the final analysis she 
was still an object to be used and disposed of like a cheap rag doll 
that is thrown into the trash after its novelty has worn off and the 
child has lost interest. No, she could not hope for more than a passing 
interest in him for her safety, but meanwhile she must play this 
momentary tenderness he felt for her for all that it was worth. She 
would be his whore; somehow or the other, if she hadn't already 
replaced Sylvia in his affections, she would have to get rid of the 
other girl. But how?


She looked up dully as a sudden splatter of rain hit the windows and a 
gust of wind rattled sections of the tin roof.


"All right," Billy said, assuming command again. "Let's get this 
meeting started. Come on Cash ... Pop." He looked at the ferret-like 
Vito, and his face twisted in disgust. "You, too."


Chapter 2


The gang leader pulled his chair over to the table, and the others 
noisily followed him. The distinguished-looking man waited until the 
four convicts were seated, and then he carefully inspected each of 
their faces, obviously passing judgment. Ellen noticed that there was 
something distinctively different about the man that made him contrast 
starkly with her abductors; and yet--in spite of his sophistication, 
there was also a sameness--a certain criminality. She watched as he set 
his brief case on the top of the table and began to shuffle through 
some papers. The man's gestures were those of an accomplished 
businessman who was accustomed to dealing at the highest levels of 
authority. He was no common criminal, and yet there was a slickness to 
his movements that somehow reminded Ellen of the suave gestures of the 
card shark or the professional gambler. No, these men were worlds apart 
in appearance and in thought; but something had drawn them together 
today that would change the course of the lives of all who were present 
in the warehouse ... and perhaps would alter the direction of world 
events outside the narrow confines of the criminal mentality of her 
kidnappers.


Ellen noted a change in the way Billy had been acting, as the gang 
chief leaned toward the unidentified man sitting at the head of the 
table. He was no longer the snarling pack leader who asserted himself 
through violence and animal cunning, but he seemed as though he had 
consciously decided to keep his more aggressive stance in reserve until 
he had the new situation under his control. Yes, he definitely had 
changed, and there was a disturbing quality to the transformation, 
Ellen thought, as she watched Billy light a cigarette and lean back 
somewhat nervously in his chair. She sensed a slight strain between the 
two men that was quite different from the animal conflict between Billy 
and the three other escaped convicts over the possession of her body.


The adjustment that Billy, as well as the other convicts, had to make 
when confronted with the well-educated demeanor of the man sitting 
before them was obviously difficult, Ellen thought. She remembered how 
she and her sister Jennifer had discussed the condition of the 
penitentiary system, and how they had come to the conclusion that, for 
the most part, prison confinement only warped the minds of those it 
intended to reform and made them into more hardened criminals. A 
sociology course she had taken in college had also brought up the point 
that even those prisoners who were released after serving their 
sentences often mistrusted authority and instinctively rebelled against 
it. It was apparent that Billy was struggling with this problem right 
now, even though the man to whom he was talking was, in his own right, 
as much or more of a criminal than Billy himself.


Perhaps, she reasoned, it was this new breed of criminals who had grown 
through organized crime or through subversive political and business 
organizations that spelled out the end of the old era of the Al Capone 
type gangster. They were not only working against the law of the land, 
but had become adept at bending that law to suit their own corrupt 
interests. The likes of Billy and the other men would serve this new 
breed well, Ellen believed, as they were a handy weapon behind which 
the real culprits could hide and make their attack against the 
established order of society.


"Before we start, I think you should get rid of those not participating 
in our project," the mysterious man said, nodding his head toward 
Ellen.


"She ain't no problem," Billy said quietly, then he sighed, lowering to 
the suggestion. "Listen, baby, you get in the kitchen and help Sylvia 
make us somethin' to eat."


The tall brunette's eyes narrowed in anger and then she spun and 
slammed her way into the kitchen. Ellen immediately followed the girl, 
even though she was terrified at being left alone with Billy's ex-
girlfriend. She could hear the men continue discussing their plan from 
the next room, but the voices were half-muffled by a sudden loud 
cloudburst of rain beating against the tin roof of the warehouse, and 
it was impossible to follow what they were saying.


The young blonde hostage looked toward Sylvia with dread, and abruptly 
she knew that her most bitter enemy was not Vito, but this female who 
would do anything to rid herself of competition from Ellen for the 
favors of the gang leader. Ellen had studied the tall brunette back in 
the living room and had instinctively known that the girl was insanely 
jealous of Billy's new relationship with her. There had been a moment 
in there when she had thought that Sylvia might get completely out of 
control, and there appeared to be no doubt that if the other girl were 
given the opportunity she would attempt to destroy her. Sylvia was no 
different than the convicts, except she would unhesitatingly kill Ellen 
in order to regain the privileged position of being the gang leader's 
girlfriend. Ellen had heard many frightening stories of fights between 
gang girls over possession of their men, and she shuddered as she 
remembered some of the more grisly details she had read about in 
various magazines.


"Whatcha doin' just standin' there," she heard Sylvia's strident voice 
ring out, bringing her back to reality for a moment. "You get these 
dishes cleaned up and quick."


Ellen bent quietly over the sink and began washing the filthy dishes 
and pans that lay on the sink--remnants of some meal eaten by someone 
else weeks or even months ago. Out of the corner of her eye she watched 
every one of the tall girl's movements as though her life depended on 
it. And it did! There was no way of getting around the fact that Sylvia 
intended to force a confrontation between Ellen and herself over Billy. 
In Ellen's mind, the other girl wanted her thrown to Vito, Pop, and 
Cash--to be repeatedly raped again and made an object of their violent, 
most beastly desires.


"Now get into the living room and pick up the rest of them dishes and 
glasses on the table," Sylvia commanded once more. "We want to fix up 
somethin' decent for Billy."


Ellen returned to the living room, feeling very much like she had been 
a slave to Sylvia's harsh command all of her entire life. She paused as 
she began placing the remaining plates in her hands, and caught bits 
and pieces of the discussion between Billy and the man seated at the 
head of the table.


"Remember, you will be seated behind the grandstands," the man 
pronounced clearly to Billy and Cash. "There should be no slip-ups if 
you follow the plan to the letter."


Ellen saw Billy lean forward onto the table, his jaw tightened as 
though he were under great stress. "And what happens if they see us? 
You ain't told us about any backup protection."


"That will all be taken care of in due time. Right now we want to 
concentrate on how the first steps will be accomplished."


Ellen moved from the table, slowing a bit as she approached the door in 
order to hear some more of their conversation. When the stranger 
glanced up in her direction, she immediately returned to the kitchen.


Sylvia didn't say a word to Ellen as the young hostage bent over the 
sink again and ran cold water over the remaining dirty dishes. For a 
moment Ellen almost felt like trying to talk with the gang girl, but 
when she looked into Sylvia's hate-filled eyes she knew it would be 
useless. There was an unfathomable gap between the two young women that 
was made more apparent by their very gestures and forms of speaking: 
Ellen was soft-spoken and slightly refined in her way of expressing 
herself, while Sylvia had a crude coarseness that bluntly branded her 
as coming from the lowest segment of society.


The dishes complete, the blonde hostage turned to help Sylvia who was 
slicing pieces of ham onto plates for the men in the next room, but she 
was stopped when the sharp tip of the knife was pressed against her 
breasts. "Ya keep your hands off the food, I'll take care of that; and 
you finish cleanin' up in here," Sylvia scolded, as though Ellen were a 
small child. "I'm gonna take this stuff out to them. Ya just stay put, 
and get your ass busy and clean up the rest of the mess."


Ellen felt a surge of relief race down the length of her spine when the 
other girl left the kitchen. Yes, she would just as soon remain here 
throughout eternity than be abused by the four convicts again. So much 
depended on how she handled herself during the next few hours; if she 
irritated Sylvia unnecessarily, or brought the conflict between Billy 
and Vito to a head by her presence, she would be the one who would 
ultimately suffer. Her best chance would be to remain as inconspicuous 
as possible, and wait until her chance arrived to run away again, if it 
ever did. It might not be too difficult, since their attention was 
diverted from her for the moment. But when the opportunity came, she 
must be successful this time. Their revenge would be vicious and 
complete, and she just couldn't risk pushing them to the point where 
they were forced to get rid of her for good ... if they weren't already 
planning to kill her. No, she would wait until she was absolutely 
positive that her escape would be assured, and then she would make her 
attempt.


"Ya finished in here?" Sylvia suddenly said from the door.


Ellen turned and nodded limply, feeling a sudden surge of hate from the 
gang girl that she couldn't understand.


"Then get your ass in the next room quick. Billy don't wanta have ya 
sittin' here by yaself when he can't watch what you're doin'."


The ugly sound of her menacing voice sliced through Ellen, and she 
realized that the gang girl's first confused and jealous attitude 
toward her was turning into one of reviling contempt that was bound to 
burst into an open violence soon. What the girl was and who she was no 
longer had any importance to Ellen, as all she could feel was Sylvia's 
deep enmity coming from so deep within her that the brunette's 
strikingly pretty face was transformed into an expression of animal 
loathing.


The voluptuous young blonde paused in fear and confusion, not really 
wanting to go out, then walked a few steps from the sink. Suddenly a 
flash of pain struck her face and sent her head reeling. "Ya didn't 
hear what I said?" Sylvia gritted her teeth and slapped her open hand 
hard against Ellen's face once more. "Get it moving!"


The blow had brought Ellen to her senses, and for one split second she 
surveyed the gang girl with equal enmity. She forced herself to turn 
away from the girl and turned impassively to the door. As she tried to 
step into the next room Sylvia's taller frame moved out from the 
doorway and partially blocked her. She could feel the brunette's hot 
breath against her cheek and could sense electric shocks of hatred 
radiating out from her tensed body.


"You mess with Billy, and it's the last time ya mess with anything, do 
you hear me?" Sylvia said in a whisper so that the others couldn't 
understand. "I had him before ya even laid eyes on him, and I'll cut 
your tits off and shove 'em up your cunt if I have to to keep him," she 
hissed, inching past the girl and through the door.


"All right, what's goin' on?" Billy demanded as the two women entered 
the living room. When neither answered, he said, "Both of you--over 
there where I can keep an eye on you ... and keep quiet."


Ellen brushed the tears of rage from her eyes and sat down on the bare 
mattress behind the table. She watched Sylvia cross the room and stand 
next to the window. She noticed that the girl's eyes still glowed with 
the reviling contempt that had sent her into the tantrum a moment 
before, and Ellen turned her head towards the men seated around the 
table.


"We got a little plan that's real interesting," Billy said, staring at 
Ellen, a half-grin of obvious pride on his face.


"I'd like to know what the girl has to do with the plan," the older man 
at the head of the table said sharply. "After all, there is a certain 
amount of risk involved in a venture of this nature. The greater number 
of participants only increases the probability of something going 
wrong."


"Ya keep your big words to yaself," Billy said. "She's here and she's 
going to be part of it."


Suddenly the large German Shepherd rose up from his prone position on 
the floor and came to attention next to his master's side as though he 
had sensed a note of urgency or danger. Billy ran his hand nervously 
down the animal's back, and shifted his eyes from Ellen back to the 
angry face of the man who pulled out some papers from his briefcase, 
setting them on the table before them.


"Alright, Billy," the man said condescendingly. "But let us keep in 
mind that you are putting yourself into a jeopardizing position. There 
are men higher up who won't appreciate your methods."


"Thanks for the advice fella," Billy said and slapped the dog 
affectionately on the rear. "But let's get on with it."


Ellen tried to appear disinterested in what was going on around her, 
but she found it difficult not to follow the discussion. It was obvious 
that the men were planning a murder that would effect the political and 
social life of the entire area, if not the whole country, but it was 
still impossible to discover the reason for the assassination or who 
was to be shot. Ellen almost didn't want to know, as she was aware that 
the very possession of such knowledge would make things increasingly 
hard for her. She also felt that Billy had little, if any, 
understanding of the implications of the horrible act he was about to 
commit, yet he appeared to rush headlong into the plot like a 
blindfolded animal being led to its slaughter.


"I want you and your friend here," the man said, pointing to Cash, "to 
be at the entrance to the rally before the parade begins. This will 
give you the opportunity to survey the area. Our men will be waiting at 
the first exit to pick you up after the job is completed. The Senator 
should be the first speaker on the program, and you'll have a perfect 
vantage point to get a bead on him from behind his head."


"And what if they see us?" Cash asked. "There's gonna be a big crowd 
there and if they get a look at us, we're done for."


"There will be no problem. On the opposite side of the stadium there 
will be a fist fight planned--and some of our own men will be doing it-
-and just before you shoot, the crowd's attention will be deflected 
from Senator Jorgens."


Ellen suppressed a gasp of recognition on hearing the Senator's name 
being spoken. She realized that the man they were about to assassinate 
had been an important figure in Florida politics for several years, and 
had developed several enemies in the underworld that centered around 
Miami because of his brave attack on organized crime. She recalled with 
a painful sense of irony that Senator Jorgens had been the very man who 
had been pushing hard for prison reform within the state, and along 
with his investigation of crime had been exposing the inequities of the 
penal system in Florida. Certainly the four criminals in their 
ignorance did not realize this--but if they did, the question was 
whether it would make any difference. Yes, Billy and the rest were 
truly being used as tools that would be discarded after their purpose 
had been served. There was no doubt in her mind that their death 
warrants had already been signed by the underworld lords. Ellen, 
herself, could see that as plain as daylight; but in their desperation 
and ignorance the escaped convicts were in no position to view the 
consequences of their acts.


"Yeah, but if any of them people get a glance at us, it still looks 
like it'll all be over," Billy answered after a moment of thought.


"We have prepared for that eventuality, Billy," the man said smoothly, 
talking to Billy as though he were a small child who just couldn't 
understand. "The moment you shoot him, another shot will ring out from 
behind our fist fight. It will actually be a firecracker, and there 
will be no weapon to be found. By the time the police get to our decoy, 
you and your friend will be out of the stadium."


"I don't like it," Pop said for the first time.


"What don't you like about it?" the man said, turning sharply to the 
new speaker.


"The part about gettin' out. That street is gonna be packed and 
there'll be cops to hell and back."


"Now we come to the next stage in our plan," the man said and leaned 
closer to Cash and Billy who sat on either side of him. "We've got to 
make the killing look as though it came from the protectors who've been 
making trouble recently.


There will be a demonstration, as there always is, planned by us, and 
the student protectors will be uncomfortably close to our little fist 
fight. Now, knowing the temper of these times, who do you think is 
going to get fingered, you or the Students Alliance?"


"I don't want nothin' to do with no goddamn protest," Billy muttered, 
looking uncertain.


"My dear boy, don't you understand that the demonstrators will be your 
salvation? Who would suspect a couple of wanted men--actually appearing 
in public to kill a controversial Senator, when a bunch of noisy 
college kids will be waving signs and shouting their usual obscenities. 
You've just got to understand the dynamics of mob behavior. A crowd has 
no individuality; it does not think, it just acts--and our three 
ingredients, the fight, the firecracker, and the demonstrators, will 
more than assure you of complete success and escape."


"I don't know whatcha talkin' about," Billy said morosely. "But I get 
the feeling that you haven't leveled with us about why you want this 
goddamn Senator ripped off so real bad."


"Yeah, what's in it for you?" Vito's nasal voice joined in.


"My motives are of no special importance to you," the man nodded 
seriously. "Knowing too much may, in fact, be disadvantageous. I am a 
careful man who works for careful men, and I do not think you need to 
attach much importance to what you are doing. Just remember that it is 
through my employers that you have been able to make your escape from 
prison. We did that for you. We're prepared to go the rest of the way 
and see you get to Mexico in safety."


"I don't like the way you're runnin' everything. I think we can make 
this thing go better'n you, seein' that we're professionals," Billy 
interjected, a forced skepticism in his voice. He didn't mind all the 
brain work being allotted to others, but he reacted violently to the 
fact that he was being forced to follow the methods of people he did 
not know and did not trust. A flicker of jealous concern raced through 
his mind when he realized that his position as gang leader was being 
usurped by this outsider. "We got the experience and the know-how in 
making a hit, anyway."


"And that is precisely why we have hired you. However, on other levels 
there are things you cannot do. You have no idea of the larger concerns 
that govern the operation," the man responded contemptuously and rose 
up stiffly in his chair. "The other aspects of this project should not 
concern you or your men."


"There ain't no other concerns right now but that we get our money. 
Look here, Mr. Big Businessman, you show us the stash of cash, right 
now, or there won't be no big operation," Billy spat out angrily, 
suddenly fed up with the stranger's slickness. He leapt to his feet, 
"Let's see the green stuff!"


The man sat motionless at the head of the table and gazed coolly across 
the floor past Billy to the rain splattered warehouse window. He seemed 
to catch everything in his calm gaze in that instant, passing his eyes 
from the dog sitting tensely at Billy's side to the convict at the 
table, and slowly flicking them past the two women.


"It's all here for you to look at," the man said and opened his 
briefcase, withdrawing a stack of one-hundred dollar bills. "One half 
now. You get the rest, my friend, after the killing."


"How do we know you won't cross us?" Pop suddenly demanded from the far 
end of the table.


"You don't know, do you?" the man said without raising his voice.


On command from Billy the dog jumped to its feet and moved like a shot 
towards the man. The man did not lose his composure, he merely said in 
a normal tone of voice, "Down, Rex!" The huge animal snarled in 
rebellion, but the stranger continued to stare directly at it. "Down," 
he repeated. The dog looked questioningly up at his master.


"I just wanted to give you an idea that we ain't foolin' with ya," 
Billy said nervously, then added, "Down, Rex." His fists were clenched 
as he glared at the table.


"I have no doubts about that," the would-be victim answered, smiling 
sarcastically. "But this is all very childish. Sit down so we can 
finish making our preparations."


Suddenly Billy looked cowed. All his attempts to intimidate the older 
man and to retain his own precarious power had failed, and he seemed 
almost defeated standing with his command all but gone and his pride 
smashed. It was obvious to Ellen that he was unable to understand the 
intricacies of the assassination plot, and that he was no more than a 
hired gunman ... and not a very bright one at that. He and the rest of 
them were expendable items and had a limited usefulness, but none of 
them knew this.


Almost as if sensing his untenable position, the gang leader sat down. 
He stared, almost unseeingly, at the well-dressed man. All of his 
criminal instincts told him something was wrong, but there was nothing 
he could do about it; with a snap of his fingers the man with the 
briefcase could have him and the others back in prison where they would 
probably remain for most of their lives, living in a kind of twilight 
world of unfulfilled dreams and vain promises ... if they weren't hit 
by the underworld within the walls as a lesson to others. His own men 
were probably more distrustful of him now than they had ever been, and 
this is what made things all the more painful. He couldn't stand being 
knocked down in front of the others as though he were just a piece of 
dirt. Irrationally, he thought about pulling his gun and killing the 
man opposite him, but one look at his own trembling hands told him he'd 
never pull it off.


The rain drove in long sweeps across the parking lot outside the 
warehouse and beat against the windows of the ramshackle building in a 
mounting fury that seemed to match the violence of the discussion going 
on inside. Ellen felt the impact of the two forces merge inside her and 
her very body shuddered while the argument between the opposing figures 
of authority continued to build in intensity. She felt her heart go out 
to Billy and the other prisoners as she became more and more aware that 
they were no match against the real professional seated at the head of 
the table. Even the German Shepherd lying by the gang leader's side had 
been prevented from attacking the man, as though the animal itself were 
no match against the superior will of the stranger. Ellen likened the 
prison escapees to a bunch of children who had lost their way in a 
woods and had reverted back to their primal nature, searching and 
stumbling down blind paths that only made them more utterly lost while 
their base animal selves took over.


And now, despite the fact that they had raped her and run their coarse 
hands over and over her body as though she were nothing more than a 
slut off the streets, she felt pity mixed with fear for them: did they 
know what tragedy awaited them, or had they been reduced to mere sub-
humans by their years of confinement ... and unable to recognize that 
the superior cunning of the man with the briefcase was to be their own 
destruction?


"The money looks OK," Billy said grudgingly and counted the bills, 
laying them down on the table in front of the man. "When do we get the 
rest?"


"That, of course, comes after the killing," the man said coldly and 
looked down at the dog lying next to Billy.


"The boat's gonna be waiting? Ya know we'll be hot for about five 
years," the gang leader asked, looking at Cash and Pop almost as if he 
were seeking their support against this man.


"Your driver will have this map," the man said and drew out a folded 
chart from his briefcase. "This will show him the route marked to the 
private pier down the coast about ten miles. A boat will be waiting 
along with the balance of your payment. In a few days you'll be safe in 
Mexico."


"Mexico! Whooopeeee!" Vito suddenly shouted with uncharacteristic 
enthusiasm, clapping his hands gleefully. "Goddamn, I can't wait to get 
my hands on some of them senoritas!"


The stranger looked harshly across at the little convict, an expression 
of contempt on his face for a moment. "It is not necessarily going to 
be that easy. Once you get to the boat you should be relatively safe, 
but there still are some risks, even though we are taking all 
precautions at the stadium."


"What happens if them demonstrators don't raise a ruckus?" Billy asked.


"It will be impossible for them not to do so. We have our own plants in 
the crowd who will stir them up. I think we can assume that a few of 
the protectors will be injured by the police."


"That's no sweat off my back," Billy muttered. "Just as long as we get 
our dough and get out quick."


"You must remember to follow the agreed-upon plan. The higher ups in 
the organization know what they're doing. We're the only protection you 
have, and the protection will work only if you follow instructions."


Billy looked around the table at Cash, Pop, and Vito. They did not look 
back at him but kept their eyes lowered to the map on the table. There 
was no doubt which way they would go if he put the choice to them.


"Okay, fella, let's hear the rest of it," he said after a few minutes.


There were no other objections after Billy had had his say, and Ellen 
sat in stunned and helpless silence as the whole horrible plot was 
outlined before her eyes that would assassinate an important public 
figure and leave several bystanders dead or injured and would free the 
crime syndicate that was engineering the plot to operate without 
restraint.


The long day went on and on ... interminably. Tempers grew short, and 
more than once, a snarling Billy was forced to back down. Time and time 
again, the men went over the plan, each one learning his part in the 
operation until it was committed to memory. It was late afternoon 
before the man folded his maps and packed them away in his briefcase. 
Billy had followed the complicated plan throughout the day while 
occasionally one or two of the others had to be nudged awake because of 
the humid, stupefying heat. Periodically, as the afternoon wore on, 
Ellen felt Pop's and Cash's eyes returning to view her half-naked young 
body in obvious remembrance of what they had done to her the night 
before. Sylvia slept--unmindful of the conversation going on around 
her. But the snake-like eyes of Vito didn't sleep; they followed 
Ellen's every movement and they plainly said what he would like to do 
to her later that night. The others had gotten theirs and with Sylvia 
on hand to complicate things it looked like he might have the 
opportunity to take advantage of her when the others became distracted 
with the final steps of the assassination plot, and he was left alone 
with the girl.


Finally, the well-dressed man and the gang leader moved toward the 
door. "Okay, it's all set to go," Billy said, standing at the stairway. 
It was then he seemed to relax a little and asked quizzically. "But one 
other thing. How come ya thought of hiring us to do the rip-off?"


The stranger smiled for the first time and raised his briefcase off the 
floor. "We look for experts and found them. We put no cost level on 
gunmen we hire, you ought to know that from the conversations you had 
in the Pen."


"Yeah, that's right," Billy shrugged, sounding only half-assured. He 
was still standing there, looking uncertain, when he closed the door 
behind him without even waiting for the stranger to leave the 
warehouse.


Chapter 3


Ellen was glad when she heard the sound of the car engine leaving the 
house even though she knew it only brought the time closer when she 
would be, without a doubt, subjected to more indignities at the hands 
of her captors. But the man with the briefcase had brought more fear 
into her than ever would have been possible had she merely been 
sequestered with these criminals alone. Suddenly she had an image in 
her mind of what the outside world would be if political assassinations 
were permitted to go unchecked and unsolved; and it didn't look good. 
It would be a world of steadily mounting chaos where the strongest 
ruled the weak, and where the law of the land would become the savage 
rule of survival of the fittest. Right now the wanton abuse of her body 
and her loss of complete self-respect seemed almost inconsequential in 
comparison to what they were about to do tomorrow; yet she knew that 
when the moment came, and she had to submit to them once more, she 
would react with as much revulsion as she had before ... because it was 
happening to her! A rape was here and now! And there was no way of 
escaping the humiliation ... especially with these men.


"Why dontcha make yaself comfortable, honey?" she heard Sylvia ask 
Billy in an obsequious tone. "Maybe I can fix ya somethin' to eat."


"Goddamnit, just get me some whiskey and leave me alone, will ya?" he 
answered gruffly, weary, uncertain, and still angry at the discussion 
he had had with the overbearing stranger.


The others sat quietly and averted their gaze from Billy, knowing that 
it would be sheer idiocy to cross their gang leader at this moment. 
They knew what he was capable of doing, and were fearful that he might 
erupt into an uncontrollable violence after he had been rather abruptly 
put in place so many different times during the long day. He had been 
humiliated and beaten at his own game, and now he was momentarily 
reduced to the same level as the other men. That would mean that he 
would try to assert himself more vigorously than he ever had before; 
after all, he was now challenged on all sides, and a cornered animal 
has no choice other than to fight violently for its life.


Ellen sat and watched Billy extend his glass for Sylvia to fill it to 
the brim. Time seemed to stand still in the warehouse, the afternoon 
had worn into the lazy summer half-light of early evening. The rain had 
stopped and over the hazy skyline of the nearby city a burnished sunset 
glow lit up the horizon. Soon it would be night, and Ellen's fear of 
what the men planned to do to her next began to grow. Cash, Pop and 
Vito were crouched down next to the wall at the far end of the room; 
they had begun shooting craps, and with each crack of the dice Ellen 
felt as though a new verdict or further confirmation of her ravishment 
was being sealed. Once Vito stared back at her, and Ellen caught a 
sliver of light that glittered up from the evilly swirling depths of 
lust in his eye. The silence was ominous, and the intermittent sounds 
of Billy pouring himself more whisky and the dice clattering against 
the wall only made it all the more frightening.


The thought struck Ellen that the dice playing, the drinking, and even 
that vile expression of animal lust she had experienced last night and 
undoubtedly would be subjugated to again, were expressions of a deep 
inner fear that embraced each of the four men. Death was near, it was 
inescapable, and if they couldn't out-run it, then they could at least 
blind themselves to its approach. Even Sylvia seemed to be aware of it, 
and she sat silently drinking alongside Billy, her movements strangely 
tranquil, almost a mirror image of the gang leader's gestures of quiet 
desperation. Slowly the silence seemed to break with the growing 
chatter from the men crouched near the wall, and Ellen sensed that 
plans for the night were being made again. Occasional furtive glances 
were shot up towards her seated figure, and she tried to make herself 
as stiff and unobtrusive looking as possible. She was grateful for the 
glass of whiskey Billy had poured for her earlier, and now she sipped 
from it, feeling it course through her veins and relaxing her somewhat. 
Then, suddenly, she remembered the dog; and for some reason, she 
shuddered at the thought of the huge animal lying in watchful repose at 
its master's feet.


She wanted to blot it out: she just couldn't stand the sight of the 
animal. If she tried to escape, he would stop her!


As if sensing her thoughts, Rex raised his head and stared at her.


But the strange irrational feeling subsided as quickly as it had come 
upon her, and she was left to handle more realistic considerations of 
how she was going to avoid further attacks from the four criminals. She 
hoped beyond hope that Billy would make some kind of sign to assure her 
that she would be his for the evening. The thought of him possessing 
her was not pleasant, but it was preferable to her other alternatives. 
She knew too that she had been on his mind. If he took her tonight he 
would have the wrath of the gang girl to deal with, and if he didn't, 
he knew he had to give her to the others. Her eyes wandered across the 
room to the soiled mattress where Cash and Pop had raped and ravaged 
her, kneading her body into tortured balls of humiliated flesh the 
night before. And now she found herself muttering a silent prayer--a 
silent pleading that Billy wouldn't let them do that to her again.


"It's getting late. Don't you think we oughta head to bed, honey?" 
Sylvia's voice suddenly broke through the heavy silence.


The gang leader remained morosely silent, but the others responded by 
moving away from their crap game and facing Billy and his former 
girlfriend.


"If you want to have Sylvia tonight, there ain't no reason, it seems to 
me, we can't have a go at little Miss Sweet Pussy here one more time," 
Cash said, and grinned at the laughter he had provoked from Vito and 
Pop.


Billy looked up at him and for the first time since the meeting had 
ended several hours earlier smiled.


"Well, there's been a change of plans, Cash, old boy," Billy said 
thickly, the alcohol he had drunk obviously affecting his speech. 
"She's sleeping in my bed tonight!"


Ellen felt her heart plunge into her throat. Yes, it was happening, and 
she just couldn't believe that this was going on right before her own 
eyes. It wasn't much, but she wouldn't be raped by all four of the 
gunmen again, at least tonight.


"Billy, Billy," Sylvia cried out, a sound of pain erupting from her 
throat. "What are you doing? We've been together so long. You can't do 
this to me."


"Shut up," he said angrily without looking at her. "When I say the 
word, don't you or nobody question it."


"Please Billy, I been waiting for you so long, and now you go and do 
this thing to me!"


"Shut up, I said," Billy snarled and slapped her hard across the face. 
"You heard my decision. You should have thought about it earlier, when 
you were giving Pete O'Hara one of your special blow jobs and fucking 
half the raunchy turds in his gang."


"Billy! You can't do this to me," she screeched, "I won't let you."


There was a moment of pause, deadly in its silence, then Billy spoke 
again. "I'm tired of your goddamn complaints." He turned and looked at 
the men, a sardonic look in his eyes. Then he cast his gaze back toward 
the enraged contorted face of the gang girl and grinned. "I'm making 
you guys a little present."


A loud wail of protest came out of Sylvia's mouth. What Billy intended 
to do at this moment was only too clear, and she shook her head from 
side to side in disbelief. The gang leader and his former girlfriend 
stared at each other for an instant, then Billy shrugged and waved his 
hand toward the ferret-like little convict in a gesture of 
indifference. "You've been waitin' a long time, Vito. Go to it! She's 
all yours! Do what you want to her. Leave a little something for the 
other boys. Maybe you should teach her a little discipline."


A shock ran through the room. Vito, like a weasel after a rabbit, 
responded immediately, bounding across the room and covering the 
distance between himself and Sylvia in a single leap. He landed on her 
stomach and crushed her flat to the floor. Sylvia wrenched her 
voluptuously tall body and kicked her legs out futilely on either side 
of him, but the speed and suddenness of his attack were too great for 
her, and she lay writhing and screaming obscenities beneath his already 
humping body without the slightest chance of escape.


Vito clung to her, saliva running lewdly from the corners of his mouth, 
and his greasy hair falling over his eyes; he looked like a bird of 
prey ready to devour its helpless, fear-stricken victim in a savage 
feast. He had been denied a part in the proceedings too long, and his 
near-insane emotions had built to an explosive peak of anger and 
unbearable frustration. He had thought that he might finally get his 
chance at Ellen tonight, but in a way this was even better, he 
considered, recalling how Sylvia had teased and flirted with him safe 
in the knowledge that he wouldn't dare touch her because she belonged 
to Billy. Then there had been her statement earlier in day about his 
being a "little creep." He would pay her back a thousandfold for each 
insult, for each suggestive smile she had given him, and for each 
prick-teasing touch to his arm that had driven him half-crazy with a 
lust that he had known he couldn't possibly satiate while Billy was 
leader.


But now her situation had changed, and their roles were reversed, the 
prize of the leader's girl lay utterly prostrate and helpless beneath 
him. He had permission to do anything he wanted to the slut. Billy no 
longer cared what happened to her and had even chosen that she be taken 
first by Vito whom she had tormented and tortured for so long.


Ellen watched in horror from her position on the end of the mattress 
where she sat next to Billy's chair. She wanted to help the poor 
defenseless girl, but could not. No one, even Billy, could have torn 
the lust-crazed Vito from the sensuous young brunette's body, now. 
Ellen realized that she was just as helpless and vulnerable as Sylvia, 
and the knowledge increased her fear and dread at the horrible 
spectacle transpiring in front of her.


She watched as Vito pulled the face of the girl to him and mashed his 
thin, spittle-covered lips down hard on her gaping mouth. The kiss was 
hard and brutal and the girl tossed her head in an attempt to wrench 
her mouth out from under his, but the movement carried through with a 
force that sent her head rattling against the floorboards.


Sylvia grunted in startled pain from the shock and then incoherent 
mumblings of panic began pouring from her lips, and she tried once 
again to escape as she looked up at Vito's evil little face so 
contorted with murderous rage and violence. She screamed and then her 
breath stopped short as she saw the attack coming--his palm swinging in 
a wide arc over her exposed face. The blow came down hard, and her head 
hit against the floor again with a loud thud. He slapped her rapidly 
about half a dozen times until her shrill screaming ceased. Ellen 
thought that surely the girl must be unconscious, and Vito must have 
thought the same for he began unhooking his pants. Sylvia's head 
rebounded off the floor and she succeeded in scrambling to her knees in 
a burst of energy that only fear can bring.


"Billy, please, help me, baby," the girl screamed in a frantic voice.


Vito's second series of slaps came from the side and landed on the 
kneeling girl's face in a loud sound of hard flesh hitting soft flesh; 
the force of his blows sent her flying backwards halfway across the 
room, where she thudded against the wall.


From her position on the mattress, Ellen watched in disbelief and utter 
dismay. It didn't seem possible that Vito could treat the girl as 
roughly as he did or that Billy would allow it, but she could see with 
her own eyes that it was true. She shuddered to think that the same 
murderous treatment by the gang could well be applied to her at any 
moment if she didn't cooperate.


Vito lurched across the room and dragged his half-conscious victim back 
across the floor until the couple were once again directly in front of 
Ellen and Billy. He slapped Sylvia again, and Cash and Pop smiled 
uncertainly from the distance of the other side of the room. They knew 
that their turn with the proud, arrogantly tormenting bitch would come 
soon and, although they were as ready as Vito to turn their long pent-
up resentment and lust on her in revenge for the haughty way she had 
treated them, they still did not want the merchandise harmed.


The dark-haired girl was barely conscious now, and Ellen watched in 
stunned disgust as Vito's beady eyes greedily surveyed the feast spread 
before him. Then he began ripping the clothes off her sensually limp 
young body as rapidly as possible. Cash and Pop moved closer from 
across the room until they hovered directly over the couple, their eyes 
gleaming with lewd desire. This is the way it had looked last night, 
Ellen thought, when it was me on the floor.


Vito's long bony fingers curled around the collar of the girl's dress, 
then with a sudden rip he tore the entire front of her dress from her 
upper torso, exposing the luscious fullness of her large, nakedly firm 
breasts with their quivering, pink-areoled nipples that had stiffened 
into hardness upon contact with the air.


Sylvia started into full consciousness at the sudden assault and once 
again attempted to pull herself to her knees, but Vito used his foot to 
brutally shove her back to the floor, yanking both the dress and her 
sheer bikini panties off her long, slenderly tapered legs in a quick 
savage movement. The voluptuous brunette lay totally exposed and 
defenselessly naked underneath him now, her ripe curvaceous body 
contrasting dramatically with his ferret-like form.


There was no resistance left in the gang girl, but Vito didn't let up 
his animal-like attack for a minute. The sex-crazed little convict 
clawed and pulled like a madman at her softly quivering breasts and 
wide, firm-fleshed buttocks. He pulled at the poor girl's brown, berry-
like nipples as though he were attempting to tear them off, causing her 
to shriek continuously in pain. Then he sprang to an obscene sitting 
position on her tautly writhing abdomen and curled his fingers around 
her small wasp-like waist in a vicious grip that brought tears of 
fright even to Ellen's gaping eyes.


The young blonde hostage felt tears of pity spilling uncontrollably 
down her own cheeks as the evil little Vito unzipped his fly and slowly 
twisted his pants down his legs to his ankles where they remained 
bunched in an obscene knot. Then laughing like a maniac, he forced 
Sylvia's legs brutally upright, then dropped his thin body beneath them 
and fell onto her quivering chest, crushing her hard against the floor 
once again.


The couple's feet were just inches away from Ellen who sat on the 
mattress, and her vision focused up between their legs at the girl's 
pink-fleshed pubic mound that was delicately covered with tendrils of 
sparsely curling black hair. The soft, wetly glistening cuntal mouth 
had parted slightly to reveal a second layer of blushing pussy lips 
between them. Then Vito savagely forced the girl's legs further apart 
and the jagged inner lips surfaced, curling outwards from the smooth-
looking flesh of the tight stretched opening. Above the defenselessly 
naked target of the girl's vagina, Vito's wildly pulsating cock and his 
sperm-inflated balls dangled between his parted legs. A thin stream of 
clear, sticky-looking lubricant had already seeped out of the gaping 
hole at the head of his lust-swollen penis, and Ellen shivered in 
revulsion and disgust at the sight of it.


The sadistic little convict's hands pressed into Sylvia's fearfully 
cringing abdomen and then mashed the softly fleshed white orbs of her 
already squashed buttocks more firmly to the floor. He poised his now 
fully erect member just inside the straining entryway, keeping it there 
for what seemed to be several eternities.


Ellen could see the blood-engorged cockhead throb and jerk as it slowly 
expanded Sylvia's small elastic cuntal mouth and pressed her wetly pink 
flesh inward. The full outer lips of the wailing gang girl's glistening 
pussy spread further and further apart, and small wisps of pubic hair 
brushed and curled around the sides of his pulsating stiffness poised 
between them. Then, suddenly, Vito shoved his long thick cudgel 
brutally into the tightly stretched cuntal opening, and the red layer 
of vaginal flesh sunk inward as his massively hard cock slithered all 
the way to the hilt into her, bringing a scream of pain from Sylvia's 
lips.


"Aaaaaargh! You're hurting meeeee!"


The blood drained from Ellen's head, and she sank back in a near-faint 
against the mattress where she sat only inches away from the couple's 
wildly thrashing legs. She felt dizzy and her vision blurred to the 
point where she thought she was going to pass out completely, but she 
didn't. Instead, her heart beat in her throat and she began trembling, 
half in fear and half in something she didn't quite understand. An 
obscene memory suddenly flooded into her mind without warning. She had 
been brutally taken like this last night! It had been different with 
... with, who? Who? Abruptly she remembered!


She was no longer in the shabby warehouse, watching Vito's cruel 
violation of Billy's discarded girlfriend. No, now she was back on the 
beach and peering over the sand dune, stunned at the unbelievable image 
of the boy fucking her very own sister, while a second man waited his 
turn! Jennifer had been wildly ecstatic--lewdly enthusiastic and 
enjoying it--as she lifted her heels onto the boy's buttocks in an 
effort to force his penis deeper, deeper into her insanely thrusting 
loins that writhed so wantonly back and forth while her vagina climbed 
steadily up the lewd pole of the boy's stiffened white flesh thrusting 
into her like a piston rod.


Everything looked the same to Ellen, except that now she could see the 
all-too-vivid close-up of Sylvia's blushing pussy flesh clinging to 
Vito's wetly glistening penis on the outstroke, before the cuntal lips 
disappeared back inside as the little convict rammed his hardened shaft 
forward again. There was one other difference between the scene with 
Jennifer, her sister, and what was happening here! Jennifer had been 
almost delirious with sexual enjoyment. Sylvia was screaming like a 
wounded animal.


Ellen wanted to ask Billy to stop the attack, but she knew it was 
useless. Vito was already master of the girl that he had beaten into a 
yelling mass of submission; it was only a matter of seconds before 
Sylvia became adjusted to the rape. Even so, Billy couldn't have 
interfered if he wanted to; he had offered the gang girl to Vito and 
allowed the brutal little sadist to mistreat her, and now Vito's first 
maniacal strokes into her wetly cringing cunt had sealed the poor 
helpless girl's fate.


Sylvia's mouth opened and contorted soundlessly on her anguished face, 
too stunned to even make a protest. She twisted her nakedly voluptuous 
body to escape the hotly stabbing cock, but Vito thrust harder, 
screwing his pelvis tighter into her loins so there was no escape. She 
was trapped ... trapped, and he lay over her for a moment wanting her 
to realize the helplessness of her position, proud that he could hurt 
her this way.


From the beginning when the tall brunette had tortured and teased him 
to the point of madness, Vito had known it would be like this if he 
could only get his long hard cock into her smart-assed softness. And he 
was skewered into her good now; she was so deeply impaled on his rod of 
flesh that he could hurt her all he wanted, and there wasn't a thing 
she could do about it. After all, Billy himself had said, "Do whatever 
you want." The wiry little sadist reveled in the power he had over the 
leader's former girlfriend as he flexed the head of his impatiently 
throbbing cock against the tight wall of her wetly cringing cunt, 
bringing a low moan from the stuck-up bitch's gaping mouth.


Sylvia choked and sputtered beneath him in her ultimate humiliation of 
being the leader's rejected girlfriend now at the mercy of the 
sadistically sniveling Vito. In only a few hours her pride and 
assurance had plunged to depths of shame and fear beyond her wildest 
imagination. She knew that she would be tossed to Cash and Pop -both of 
whom hated her arrogance--when Vito was through with her body. They 
would shamelessly abuse her and violently fuck her when and how they 
desired until her young body lay hopelessly battered on the dirty 
floor, totally useless to anyone. She had seen it happen to other 
girls, but she had never believed it would happen to her. Never!


"Billy, baby, God, make him stop. Please make him stop," she moaned as 
Vito flexed his throbbing hardness mockingly inside her again.


"Fuck off, you bitch," the gang leader said cruelly.


Sylvia's bulging eyes gaped wider in piteous disbelief when Billy 
continued to sit silently in his chair next to the fearfully crouching 
Ellen on the mattress; he merely stared at his former girlfriend 
stonily and without sympathy. He had given his word to Vito and his men 
and he couldn't go back on it. The sensually naked brunette began to 
toss her head wildly from side to side on the dirty floor as the 
realization struck her with grim certainty that she had completely lost 
her power over her only possible defender ... that another woman had 
taken her place ... and she was no longer the proud and untouchable 
queen ... only another helpless female.


Then Vito sank his impatiently pulsing hardness brutally deeper, 
beginning to plunge into her with long hard strokes that enveloped the 
full length of his erectly throbbing prick. The naked young gang girl 
pulled back under him, grinding her firmly fleshed buttocks down 
against the floor in pain, and moaning ceaselessly beneath his pounding 
body. Her mouth gaped open wide as her jet black hair flailed from side 
to side on the hard floorboards again and again in utter anguish. A 
whimper gurgled from her throat as Vito clenched his cruelly digging 
fingers under the backs of her thighs and pulled her legs forward until 
her knees were pressed against her shoulders. She was wet and open and 
helpless now, and he had complete access to her voluptuous young body 
as he began to fuck into her with ever-increasing brutal, hard-driving 
strokes.


"Oooooooooo God, Billy, stop him. Stop him!" Sylvia shrieked, then 
gagged in pain.


There was a seemingly endless pause lasting so long that Ellen thought 
Billy wouldn't even bother to answer his former girlfriend. "Sorry," 
the gang leader finally spat out at her nakedly thrashing young body, 
"but I ain't got no sympathy for bitches that cross me."


"Oh God, anybody else, but not Vito! He's horrible!" Sylvia wailed to 
no one in particular, realizing her pleas to Billy were useless.


Her wild supplications and moans were cut off abruptly when, without 
any prior warning, Vito's hand swung over her face and he smashed his 
flat palm down hard on her half-open mouth. Sylvia's further pleas were 
choked back deep in her chest and issued forth over the hand around her 
mouth in incoherent mumblings and piteous gurglings. The sadistic Vito, 
inflamed by her insults and encouraged by Billy's silence, spread his 
hand over her mouth and under the tall brunette's nostrils until Ellen 
thought that surely the girl would suffocate, but all the while the 
mumblings continued while Vito wildly thrust his hips back and forth, 
fucking her more violently and brutally than before.


Sylvia was torturously bent now, her knees pulled back over her 
shoulders and scraping against the floorboards on each side of her 
head.


Above her jackknifed form, Vito's stiff arm ground into her mouth and 
extended above her face like a lever from which the rest of his wiry 
little body slapped and beat against Sylvia's naked voluptuousness in 
an even more lust-crazed momentum. Below her, his long stiff hardness 
thrust mercilessly with all his strength into the tight little cuntal 
opening of her upraised crotch being presented up to him to batter and 
use as he willed. The long dangling leathery sac of his sperm-bloated 
balls swung lewdly beneath his legs, slamming fiercely into the 
sweating crevice of her quivering young rectum with each harsh stroke; 
the obscene sight caused Ellen to shiver with terror and repugnance 
from where she sat behind the lewdly splayed legs of the couple.


She didn't want to hear and covered her ears, but nothing could shut 
out those animal-like sounds of fucking. She closed her eyes in an 
attempt to separate herself from the salacious spectacle transpiring 
before her, but she involuntarily opened them wide again when she heard 
Vito ram into the gang girl so hard that her back bounced up and down 
against the floorboards.


Ellen stiffened, her eyes agape in horror as the sadistic little rapist 
seemed to lose all control of himself and began to churn and revolve 
his pelvis into the girl's widely-stretched pink vaginal slit in a 
maniacal sexual frenzy. His downward thrusts slammed Sylvia's softly 
fleshed buttocks down hard against the floor, and when he pulled 
outward he dragged her whole sweating body up with a wet sucking sound. 
Ellen thought that surely Vito would kill the tall brunette as she saw 
right before her eyes his already long, blood-engorged instrument 
expand and lengthen to monstrous proportions with each stroke he made 
into the girl.


The helpless young blonde hostage quivered involuntarily at the sight 
of the wet inflamed flesh of Sylvia's tightly clasping vagina being 
drawn out and then sucked inward with each thrust that the long white 
cock made into her moist warm hole.


And then Ellen gasped aloud as she heard a low guttural sound coming 
from deep in Vito's chest and saw his wiry little body slam into the 
girl one final time as though he meant to drive her through the floor. 
He buckled and collapsed over her half way, falling onto her painfully 
quaking chest as his naked buttocks indented and he began spewing his 
white sticky sperm deep into Sylvia's defenselessly upraised cunt.


Ellen saw his hands flail out and tangle cruelly on the girl's hips, 
holding her pelvis to the throbbing of his loins as he pushed his 
wildly jerking penis all the way down to her cervix. White sticky 
liquid bubbled up and overflowed around the thick base of his wetly 
glistening cock, the heated cum oozing down his trembling thighs and 
into the wide-spread crevice between Sylvia's buttocks.


As his cock slowly deflated in the tortured gang girl's stretched and 
battered cunt, Ellen could see the wetness continue to slowly seep out 
until it was puddling in a pearl-colored pool of thick liquid on the 
bare wood floor. Sylvia's legs had fallen heavily to the side, and Vito 
continued to lie on top of her for a good while in a collapsed heap, 
until his gradually deflating cock slipped out of the tight sheath-like 
cunt with a wet sucking sound. Then the little convict crawled cockily 
to his feet, and stood over the girl's limp defeated form with a proud 
expression on his face as he pulled up his pants and zipped up his fly. 
She wasn't so high and mighty now, she was no longer too good for him, 
and she and everyone else knew it. He delighted in the way she flinched 
and closed her eyes, unable to protest any longer, when she saw him 
smiling down at her tautly heaving belly that was filled with his hot 
cum. Billy had made a big mistake, he gloated, he had forced Sylvia 
down to Vito's level, and now she would be with him against Billy in 
the future.


Sylvia closed her eyes and lay absolutely still on the floor. Her long 
tapered legs were still nakedly separated, revealing a pubic mound 
soaked and glistening with thin sticky trails of the semen Vito had 
just pumped into her, but it didn't matter any more. Five minutes ago 
she had been the proud and untouchable queen, the leader's girl, and 
now she had sunk to the depths of the gang whore from where she could 
never return.


Chapter 4


Ellen turned where she sat on the mattress next to Billy's chair, and 
saw him glare at the vanquished, miserable form across from them with a 
contemptuous condescending look. He seemed to have no sympathy 
whatsoever, no pity for the girl at all, and Ellen sensed it was 
because he foresaw an equally harsh fate awaiting him tomorrow. He had 
struck her as colder than the others from the first, but she had never 
seen him so aloof, and she was glad--for some reason she didn't 
understand--that he seemed to have a special fondness for her.


Or, at least, he had seemed to before, but now she wasn't so sure.


The gang leader had sunk into an angry mood of depression since the 
well-dressed stranger had arrived and made him look like such a fool in 
front of the others whom he was already having problems bending to his 
leadership. Ellen knew that, in this horrible frame of mind he was in 
now, he would make great demands on her, and she was more frightened of 
him than she had ever been before. But she would exert every ounce of 
her energy and concentration to satisfy those demands no matter how 
perverted or gross--and to please him so as not to lose her position of 
favor with him. The other fate of being thrown to the others, and 
particularly Vito, was inconceivably worse.


"Uuuuuuhhhhhh."


Ellen's attention shifted abruptly back to the girl on the floor. 
Sylvia moaned in a low incoherent voice through her daze of pain and 
began to move her limbs tentatively as though to see if they still 
worked. She seemed to be coming slowly back to life, and gradually she 
opened her eyes and lifted a limp arm to her forehead to push back her 
wildly tousled jet black hair. She managed to raise herself painfully 
onto one elbow from where she stared hard at Billy and Ellen, glaring 
at them both with a look of implacable hatred.


"You picked that bitch, Billy. Well, alright! You take her," she spoke 
in a faint cracked voice. "But you better enjoy her before I get her, 
cause I'm gonna cut her to tiny shreds."


Chills ran the full length of Ellen's spine as the girl's bitter eyes 
seemed to pierce through her. Sylvia slowly pulled herself up to a 
sitting position on the floor and then wobbled onto her knees like a 
drunken woman. Ellen looked at her tottering, unsteady figure and only 
then realized the full sensual beauty of the girl for the first time. 
She was much taller than Ellen and possessed an arrogant animalistic 
sense of assurance even in her present battered condition. Her 
shoulders were broad and supported enormous widely-spaced breasts with 
large dark pink nipples like the petals of flowers. She created an 
illusion of strength and delicacy at the same time, and her sliver of a 
waist blossomed out over wide womanly hipbones to the roundness of her 
firmly fleshed buttocks. Her lithe, strong looking limbs and flashing 
eyes reminded Ellen of a cat that was about to pounce, and Ellen 
shuddered as she considered what might happen to her once the girl did 
get her strength back. Her pride had suffered a disastrous blow and, 
though there was nothing the girl could do to retrieve her lost status, 
Ellen sensed she would do everything for revenge on the person she 
considered responsible. And that person was Ellen! Instinctively, the 
young blonde hostage found herself glancing frantically at Billy for 
protection. He was her single bulwark of security in this depraved 
chaotic world against the rejected and angry girlfriend.


Ellen began trembling in spite of herself and moved closer to the gang 
leader. Her fearfully trembling hand shook his arm as though to alarm 
him to the impending danger. She cringed behind his chair until he was 
directly positioned between her and the infuriated girl, seeking 
vengeance. Her mind grew almost frantic with fear again, and she 
realized she would beg or humiliate herself in any way that he required 
for his strength and protection. She had to, there was no one else to 
turn to.


Billy had been drinking heavily and he chuckled out loud as he felt the 
blonde bitch tugging in panic on his arm. She was in a position of 
complete dependence on him now, he knew it, and she knew it! He hadn't 
planned for Sylvia's wrath to drive the girl to him, but now that it 
had happened he wasn't too surprised. He had known from the beginning 
that he couldn't lose in his desire to totally possess her, it was just 
a matter of the particular circumstances that would drive her to him. 
If it hadn't been this, it would have been something else, probably 
Vito.


As it was, he was satisfied. No matter how it had happened. The young 
blonde girl was now groveling at his feet and tugging at his arm as 
though he were her absolute last hope in life--trembling like a 
frightened little wild animal in sheer terror of what could and would 
happen to her if the humiliated Sylvia ever got her hands on her. And 
she was correct in her fear! He knew what Sylvia was capable of doing 
to another female if she ever got the opportunity; it had taken 197 
stitches to close the knife wounds on that Puerto Rican girl. But she 
wasn't getting the opportunity. No, he would take the blonde girl to 
bed with him tonight, and Sylvia would have more than her hands full as 
soon as she was alone with the others. They would be even rougher with 
her than they had been with the blonde bitch, but that was all right. 
Finding oneself at the whims of others seemed to be the order of the 
moment. He realized that he, too, was at the behest of the arrogant 
stranger, just like Sylvia was at his command. If things didn't go well 
he would pay for the miscalculations just as Sylvia was suffering for 
her miscalculation of not leveling with him about laying around town 
while he was behind bars. Still, though, his decision to toss her to 
that little bastard Vito had been made in a moment of anger. He wished 
he hadn't done it, but there was nothing he could do about it now, and 
it seemed to fit in with this new incomprehensible system of justice.


The only thing left for him to do was to enjoy himself, and he planned 
to enjoy this night, probably his last night in the United States, with 
Ellen to the fullest. He would take from her all she had to give and 
more besides. Last night he had heard her shrieking out her wild 
orgasms; she was a hot little fuck, even if she didn't know it herself 
yet. Yes, he would put her through all the paces he could think of, and 
he wasn't going to let this tenderness he seemed to momentarily feel 
for her get in the way of his pleasure. It had been a long time since 
he had felt this gentleness toward anyone and it bothered him. There 
wasn't any way to consider it but utter sentimental weakness and he 
meant to overcome it. In fact, it would be dangerous for him if he 
started thinking like that.


Still, though, last night it had almost torn him apart when he had laid 
in the other room and listened to her screaming and fighting impossibly 
against the greater strength of his underlings when the men had taken 
her. Then her screams had turned to moans, then mewls, then shrieking 
encouragement to "fuck harder!" It had been humiliating for her, he 
guessed, but there was nothing he could have done about it. He had 
offered her as prize in the crap game and hadn't considered the 
possibility of himself losing. Well, he had lost her, and once that had 
happened there was nothing he could have done for her. She'd had to eat 
her humble pie just like he'd had to this afternoon with the man and 
Sylvia was doing now. Still, maybe tonight the blonde girl would get 
with it and really enjoy it; after all, he was prepared to be gentle as 
long as she wanted him to be gentle.


His attention suddenly jerked back to the brutal present with the 
tightening of Ellen's hand on his arm once again. He started when her 
fingers grasped his hairy forearm in a tight pinch, and he looked back 
in time to see the homicidal Sylvia swaying on her feet towards Ellen 
with her face contorted in an unbelievable look of venomous hatred and 
anger. The tall brunette tottered on her shaking legs and her arms 
swooped out in front of her unsteady body as though she were about to 
pounce on the crouching Ellen, then she did exactly that ...


"Catch her, Cash," Billy shouted quickly, trying to fend off the 
suddenly attacking Rex who thought Sylvia was coming at his master.


Cash jumped forward, intercepting Sylvia in her wild lurch towards 
Ellen, and clenched his powerful arms in a vise-like grip around her 
nakedly supple shoulders and neck. Sylvia tottered out of balance for a 
moment in mid-air, then fell back against Cash's chest, her falling 
weight sliding down his front until her bare buttocks hit the floor. 
She lay at his feet totally naked and helpless, and stared vacantly at 
the rough plank flooring. There was no fight left in her now at all and 
she covered her face with her hands, beginning to sob uncontrollably as 
she realized her attack on Ellen had only succeeded in speeding her 
ravishment by another one of the men.


Cash grabbed her by the arms and dragged her like a dead horse over to 
another chair. Then he sat on the chair and grinned down at her, 
enjoying the spectacle of her kneeling naked like a slave at his feet. 
He, too, had grown tired of her haughty airs and flirtatious looks that 
were really meant to mock him, since she knew as well as he that Billy 
would kill him if he ever touched her. Well, she had lost her 
protector! He had wondered for too long what her full soft lips would 
look like warmly ovalled around his long white cock, and he was about 
to find out now.


He was about to find out just exactly how it would feel to shoot his 
hot stream of impatient cum down that long swan-like throat. He would 
spew it into her until her adam's apple bobbed up and down as she 
gulped it into her to keep from choking. The thought of his heatedly 
pulsating hardness wormed between those untouchable lips that had 
scorned him before, goaded his organ into a rock-like rigidness that 
jerked painfully against his pants. He bent over, a lewd grin on his 
face, and with the thumb and forefinger of his right hand pulled her 
lower lip tight between his fingers, enjoying her look of startled 
horror. He pulled the full fleshy lip out, studying its soft pink 
undersides, and relished the obscene feeling of power it gave him to 
watch her beautiful young face as it dawned on her what he meant to do 
to her.


Ellen froze. She could not move and her heart raced in total sympathy 
for the girl who strained her head backwards, the cords in her neck 
standing out, trying to escape the teasing fingers in her mouth. The 
men were heaping more and more humiliations upon her. They would not 
stop. The blonde hostage knew that the girl was an avowed enemy and 
that Sylvia would hurt and maim her without thoughts of mercy or 
hesitation if she got the chance. Ellen also knew that she was lucky it 
was Sylvia there so nakedly prostrate at the man's knees and not her. 
But she couldn't help identifying completely with the tall brunette for 
this was what had happened to her last night when Cash had brutally 
raped her vagina at the same time the grossly fat Pops had raped her 
virginal mouth.


"What ya movin' back for?" Cash chuckled down to the once-haughty girl 
kneeling at his feet. "Ya know it ain't gonna do ya no good, and ya 
might as well enjoy it."


Billy's former girlfriend began trembling visibly beneath him, and her 
sudden obvious display of fear signaled clearly to everyone in the 
shabby room that she knew Cash was right and that she was hopelessly 
cornered.


Then, even as Ellen watched in sympathy, the trembling ceased, and the 
gang girl regained her almost arrogant sense of animal-like composure. 
The piteous expression on her face was replaced by a fatalistic 
acceptance as she realized it was useless to continue to resist Cash or 
the demands of the men that would follow. Anyway, nothing could be as 
bad as what she had already gone through, nothing could equal the shame 
and humiliation of lying wide and open under weasel-like little sadist, 
Vito, and feeling his depraved sperm ricocheting around in every inch 
of her belly.


No ... there was no hope whatever of escape from her defenseless 
position. Billy was not going to help her, and she might as well do 
everything she could to please the men and get them on her side for 
later ... when she sought her revenge on that blonde bitch who had 
taken her man away.


Yes, it was Ellen's fault that Sylvia was now in this degrading and 
shameful position before the men that she wouldn't have stooped to spit 
on under ordinary circumstances. Ellen had taken her protector away 
from her and stolen the position that Sylvia had always possessed, and 
now she was utterly helpless and vulnerable before Billy's men. But she 
would get even, she would make Ellen suffer each indignity she was 
going through herself now. What Sylvia had to fuck, Ellen would fuck. 
What Sylvia had to suck, Ellen would suck. She would make that bitch go 
through everything she'd had to and more ... and then she'd fix her so 
no man would ever want her again ... maybe even perform a little 
plastic surgery on her--the same kind that was used on the Puerto Rican 
bitch Alicia, "Titless Alicia", they called her now.


Then Sylvia's thoughts of sweet revenge abruptly faded as she saw the 
hungry expression on the faces of Cash and Pop ... and Vito again. Her 
fear returned as she recalled how she had mocked and teased each of the 
men, and something about their cruelly glinting eyes made her realize 
how completely aware they were of the disdain and scorn she'd always 
had for them. There wasn't a one, not even Pop, that she hadn't led on 
with promising glances and then dropped with a mocking laugh, or that 
she could count on now not to take full revenge on her and put her 
through all she had coyly hinted at when she had been teasing them. 
There would be no mercy for her, and now that her time had come, she 
knew she would get it good and hard, right down her screaming throat 
... just like so many other women she'd seen brutally gang fucked in 
the past.


"That's right," Cash hissed down at her suddenly submissive form. "Part 
of playing the game is losing. You've got to know how to lose. And, 
baby, you just lost. Did you ever!"


Sylvia's glance shot up to Cash, her eyes burning in a reflection of 
her inner fear and contempt for him, but she didn't speak or move a 
single one of her sleekly velvet muscles. Instead, her face turned into 
a kind of mask, a death mask--expressionless and totally immobile--as 
though she had suddenly thrown a switch which had shut off all 
feelings, both mental and physical. Cash bent down and cupped his hands 
over her large nakedly swinging breasts, and she remained still, 
looking like a statue of a Greek Aphrodite with only a slight quivering 
of her nostrils belying the anger and revulsion building deep inside 
her.


"I love a good loser," the stocky convict chortled, his voice becoming 
hoarse from his mounting excitement.


He ran his open palms over the full weight of her firmly rounded white 
breasts and then pulled with his thumbs and forefingers at the small 
pink nipples. The exposed buds quivered and throbbed into hardness at 
the squeezing pressure of his harsh touch. His breath deepened and grew 
heavier with lewd desire, he was all too aware of the control he had 
over her and moved his hands with tortuous slowness down to the curving 
indentation of her small narrow waist. All the while, the tall brunette 
kneeled perfectly still; she was forced to let him do what he would 
with her.


"I ain't takin' no seconds," he murmured as though in explanation as he 
bent lower over her. "I ain't goin' to fuck you where Vito did. No, 
you're gonna take my prick in your sweet little mouth and suck it 
good."


Still, he let his hands roam slowly over the flatness of her firmly 
taut belly and then gradually moved to her sparse, kinky hair-covered 
pubic mound. He ran one outstretched finger between the swollen, 
tender-fleshed cuntal lips into the warm steaming slit still wet and 
slippery from the repeated gushes of heatedly thick sperm Vito had 
spewed into her a short while ago. Sylvia began trembling again, and 
Cash smiled confidently as he continued his probing exploration. A low 
helpless groan escaped from between her tightly clenched teeth when his 
finger slid mockingly over the straining little bud of her clitoris.


His arms swung out suddenly, and he harshly grabbed at the quivering 
white cheeks of her full firm ass. Sylvia jerked and squealed as he 
stretched the damp crevice between her buttocks wide and searched with 
the tip of his extended middle finger for her tiny, tightly puckered 
anus. Suddenly, he found the cringing opening, and she jumped forward, 
almost crawling up his chest, to escape the first unexpected pain. The 
stocky convict ignored her squeal of protest and pressed hard, feeling 
the brown starred orifice give a little, and then suddenly the tight 
elastic anal ring gave way completely, and his finger slid in up to the 
first knuckle joint.


Sylvia was struggling again now with every ounce of energy that she 
possessed in an attempt to escape the cruelly digging finger screwing 
into her buttocks. She pulled and pushed with all her strength at his 
arm that circled around her, but the movement merely increased the 
searing pain.


"You're hurting me," she yelled, pounding on his chest with her fists.


Cash turned his head and grinned down again at her naked young body 
quivering so helplessly on his single finger. He screwed it in deeper 
and his nail caught the flesh momentarily in her rectum, scraping her. 
She jerked and squealed again. Cash grinned from ear to ear obviously 
enjoying her pain and torment. The sight of the supple flesh of her 
curvaceous body kneeling vulnerably beneath him incited his lust even 
more. He gasped as he took in her large breasts dangling on each side 
of his legs, those same fantastic breasts that he had eyed in sacred 
lust so many times in the past. He wondered how they would look jerking 
and dancing below her pumping torso as she sucked the full length of 
his plunging cock buried deep in her warm, wetly clasping mouth. By 
God, he'd shove it all the way down to her fucking tonsils when the 
moment came, he thought, feeling the pressure growing in his balls.


Sylvia had discovered that the burning pain in her rectum diminished to 
a low throbbing hurt when she didn't move, and now she knelt before him 
in statue-like submission. She tried to forget her present anguish and 
humiliation and concentrated instead on what she would do to the little 
blonde bitch when she got her hands on her. And she knew that she would 
sooner or later. She would keep her mouth closed and not say anything 
more against the girl; and in a matter of hours she would find herself 
alone with the girl. Then she would make the bitch suffer all the 
degradation she was going through now. It would be an easy matter to 
turn the other men on the girl, and if they weren't around ... well, 
she would enjoy slowly slicing her beauty into ugly little pieces. She 
knew she was stronger than the girl, her mind raced on in her anger and 
hate.


Her thoughts were interrupted by the rasping sound of a zipper being 
pulled open. She moaned deep in her throat and her eyes shadowed in 
disgust and revulsion as Cash's free hand struggled with the opening of 
his pants.


"I can see you're real anxious," he chided gleefully. "But we ain't 
gonna hurry. No, we got lot's a time."


He lifted his buttocks slightly from the chair, his outstretched middle 
finger still wormed securely in the deepest recesses of her defenseless 
rectum, and tugged his pants down his hairy abdomen. They caught for a 
moment at the bulging obstacle of his now fully erect penis and then, 
suddenly freed, his massively throbbing cock jumped straight out from 
his belly.


"Pull the pants down my legs," he grunted happily at her look of 
dismay. "I want to give you lots of room to work with."


Sylvia complied after a second's hesitation and pulled his trousers 
down his heavy legs until they were bunched in a disordered heap around 
his ankles. Her head reeled at the sight of his pulsating blood-
engorged penis cleaving out from his belly, and the sperm-inflated sac 
of his balls squashed against the seat of the chair. She fought the 
urge to slam them with her closed fist. But the gang girl knew better 
than to resist now, and she focused instead on the revenge she would 
seek later when she had the advantage. She flinched but didn't protest 
as Cash's free hand began to roam in wild excitement over every inch of 
her nakedly exposed torso that kneeled in a position of lewd 
subservience before him.


Cash's eyes moved gloatingly over the voluptuous curves that had been 
denied him for so long but were now hovering beneath him like a pagan 
making a sacrificial offering. His hand harshly kneaded her firm 
globular breasts, her resiliently rounded ass cheeks, and the smooth 
soft flesh at the curve of her sleek upper thighs until he could stand 
no longer the maddening torture building deep in his balls.


Suddenly, and without any prior warning, his hand tangled in her hair 
and pulled Sylvia's sensually beautiful young face closer to his 
jutting groin. Her eyes widened at the full view of his impatiently 
pulsing penis with its mighty sac of sperm-bloated testicles only scant 
inches in front of her. Her mouth tightened in revulsion as his free 
hand circled around the long thick cock and gradually pulled the heavy 
foreskin back, exposing the red bulbous head. The stocky convict 
shifted closer and Sylvia closed her eyes as he began moving the thick 
blunt hardness over her upturned face. She began trembling again in 
shame and humiliation as she felt it rub like a red-hot poker over her 
cheeks and around the edges of her tightly closed mouth.


Ellen's skin turned beet red in embarrassment for the girl who was 
forced to remain on her knees before the man and forced to feel his 
throbbing hardness rub over the softness of her face as his thick 
finger began to fuck rapidly in and out of her defenselessly puckering 
little rectum.


"Aaaaaaaargh," the tall brunette moaned in pain as the finger began 
skewering ever more violently into the sensitive spongy depths of her 
anus.


"Open your mouth," Cash commanded with a lewd grin on his face. Sylvia 
hesitated a moment, and his hands tightened painfully in her silky 
black hair, pulling the skin back from her temples.


Ellen's eyes widened in horror at the terrifying scene of humiliation 
and torture rapidly building into utter depravity and animalism before 
her unbelieving eyes. Had this been the way she looked last night when 
Pop had fucked in and out of her mouth?


Cash began groaning now, foul obscenities spewing from his contorted 
lips as he roughly shoved the girl's face deep into his groin. He 
spread his heavy thighs and the girl's entire head seemed to sink into 
the hairy depths surrounding his testicles. His hand, tangling 
painfully in the jet black hair, guided her wetly parted lips over the 
fleshy, swollen sac of his balls dangling down between his widespread 
legs, then slowly forced her face down the inner sides of his eagerly 
trembling thighs.


Then abruptly, as though he could stand his own cruel torturing no 
longer, he ripped the finger from her anus and, with both hands free 
now, yanked her head roughly by the hair until her face was once again 
poised directly over his long violently throbbing cock. Without further 
hesitation, he gruffly thrust his loins forward and groaned when the 
warm moistness of her open mouth closed over the sensitive head of his 
pulsating hardness.


"Now suck my cock, baby," he swallowed deeply above the girl haunched 
over his loins. "Suck it good and hard, and I'll give you a present."


Slowly the girl began to nibble in fear of the further pain and 
humiliation that would come to her if she refused him. Ellen watched 
the lewd effects of the gang girl's efforts play over Cash's face as 
the convict felt the first moist firm pull of Sylvia's lips over his 
cock, then the warm suction when she slowly lifted her head and let his 
long member slide wetly through the tightly clasping insides of her 
mouth. An involuntary whimper of dismay and shame escaped from Ellen's 
lips as the scene brought back lewd memories of the previous night and 
her own mouth working obscenely over Pop's stiffened penis in the same 
utter helplessness. The sight of Sylvia sucking away, coupled with her 
own memories, caused a momentary twitch in Ellen's suddenly moistening 
vagina. Vague, dimly felt echoes of her repeated orgasms rippled 
faintly through her loins, and quickly she forced herself to begin 
thinking of other things.


"C'mon, baby, c'mon," Cash grunted fiercely and pulled maliciously at 
her hair. "Suck harder, harder ... suck goddamn you! Ahhhh, that's more 
like it, you beautiful little cocksucker. Ahhhh ..."


Sylvia's head began a rapid bobbing rhythm and her cheeks hollowed as 
she sucked harder. The flesh of her tightly compressed lips pulled out 
grotesquely and clung to the long white trunk of his penis as she 
nibbled and licked, her frightened mind caught up in the task with all 
her concentration. The kneeling girl twirled her tongue around the 
moist stickiness of the blood-inflated head on each outstroke, and the 
nerve-tingling lick made the cock tip throb and jerk so that the entire 
long column seemed to grow rapidly right before Ellen's eyes.


"Don't stop, keep sucking like that, keep sucking!" he gasped to the 
tortured girl who slaved dutifully below him, her body glistening from 
the tiny droplets of sweat that began to form over her skin.


The gasping-in-pleasure convict's hands tangled tighter in Sylvia's 
long black hair, and he began to convulsively ram his massive male 
hardness farther and farther down her throat. He bent his head slightly 
to the side in order to watch her contorted face. The profile of his 
hardened shaft sawed rhythmically in and out of her wetly ovalled mouth 
and disappeared with each vicious inward thrust he made until only a 
little stretch of it showed white and glistening as it lewdly protruded 
from between her lips.


Ellen twisted her hands nervously around the back rungs of Billy's 
chair and watched helplessly. She prayed desperately that the gang's 
attention wouldn't suddenly return to her in the terrible heat of 
passion that they had all worked themselves into from watching Sylvia's 
dancing torso, her naked young breasts jerking and swaying lewdly as 
her mouth pumped up and down over Cash's still erect cock. Pop hovered 
anxiously around the couple, his eyes gleaming in obscene anticipation 
while he waited his turn with the haughty fallen queen of the gang and 
Vito leaned against the wall, stroking his own once again hardened cock 
between both of his hands at the same time. Ellen glanced up at Billy, 
a silent plea for protection in her eyes, but he looked at her 
impassively, then turned back to watch the obscene spectacle. She found 
herself hoping that he would take her to his room soon, just as he had 
said he was going to do at the beginning of the horrible evening. The 
blonde hostage knew from his rapid breathing and bulging pants that he 
was excited from watching the cruel assault on Sylvia and that he would 
do terrible things to her and expect her to do disgusting things to 
him. No matter how disgusting, though, she would do it because it would 
get her safely out of the room and away from the wantonly perverted 
scene that threatened to make her sick at any moment. No, nothing could 
be as bad as this, even submitting to Billy's whims.


Cash groaned and thrust his loins forward involuntarily as the naked 
young brunette kneeled before him like a lowly slave. Sylvia could feel 
the spongy heated head rub the full length of her tongue before 
embedding itself deep in her throat, and could taste and smell the 
sharp pungent flavor and odor of the tiny droplets of seminal fluid 
that seeped from the tip of his cock in his rising excitement. But she 
didn't think about what was about to happen; she considered instead the 
cruel and bizarre punishments she would mete out when she got her hands 
on the rotten blonde bitch who was responsible for this. Her thoughts 
returned to the task at hand only when Cash's hands pushed her wetly 
clinging mouth down harder on the long hard cock screwing so 
mercilessly into her face.


She began sucking to end it, her head bobbing like a cork in the stormy 
seas over his maniacally pumping loins. She sucked demon-like, swishing 
her tongue with a vengeance now around and around the throbbing head 
sliding in and out of her widely ovalled lips--wanting him to cum and 
get it over with. Her mouth was full of saliva and she hollowed the 
smooth wet insides on the outstroke and expanded them on the instroke, 
allowing her hot breath to race over the air cooled trunk with a 
maddening rhythm. Cash's semen-laden balls beat a staccato rhythm 
against her upturned young chin, and the saliva-matted curly blonde 
pubic hair covering his lower stomach brushed against her face with 
frantic thrust for release.


Cash's desire mounted with the lewd power he now had over the girl who 
submissively accepted his cock's violent plunges into her mouth and 
even matched them with a driving, sucking vengeance of her own. He 
clasped his palms tight against her ears and enjoyed the way she 
tightened her lips and increased the speed of her movement even more, 
as though she would do anything to appease him. He wanted to spurt his 
hot cum all the way down her throat and into that white little belly of 
hers until she burst. He wanted to debase and completely humiliate this 
smart-ass little prick-tease for all the times she had deliberately 
tormented him when she was under Billy's protection.


Now Billy's presence magnified his pleasure because he knew it made 
Sylvia's predicament that much more shameful and degrading. She was 
sucking voraciously on Cash's rapidly expanding cock while both she and 
he knew that Billy himself was watching. All the men were watching the 
way he had brought Sylvia to her knees and forced the former girlfriend 
of their leader to work to please him like the lowest of prostitutes. 
He watched her lick and suck on his thickly thrusting cock, and as the 
image transcribed itself obscenely on his brain, he felt the pressure 
growing in his balls ... and he knew it wouldn't be much longer now. He 
could hardly wait for the moment when he spewed his white hot stream of 
cum in rushing gushes into her mouth and forced her to swallow it down 
that pretty little throat of hers.


The nakedly kneeling brunette's head bobbed wildly now in her 
desperation, and he felt the unbearable pressure building--building 
deep in his impatiently pulsating balls. It felt like he was sitting on 
a ticking time bomb that was about to go off. There could be no more 
waiting, something had to give before he exploded in a thousand 
different directions. Then he felt his erupting sperm begin its mad 
race up the long length of his insanely jerking cock.


The moment was now!


He gasped and his lips bared back over his teeth as though he were 
being tortured by fire. His head fell back and he arched his loins up 
into her slavering young face, tangling his hands cruelly in her hair 
and holding her head tight against his loins while he rammed his long 
exploding shaft into the tight warm softness between her tongue and the 
roof of her sucking mouth. He groaned over and over again, and a low 
guttural sound started from deep in his chest as he pushed the wildly 
jerking penis all the way down to her tonsils. His hands pressed hard 
against her cheeks so that her mouth tightened while he convulsively 
fucked his lust-hardened cock deeper and deeper into her mouth.


Then he felt his cum spewing out thick heated streams into the soft 
sanctity of her wet young mouth. Gush after gush of the white hot sperm 
bloated her cheeks outward with each bullet-like squirt and she 
swallowed frantically to keep from choking ... gasping and gagging at 
his thrusting loins. His hands tangled in her hair and held her warmly 
ovalled mouth tight to the emptying cock while he shot the last of his 
heated load deep into the confines of her still sucking mouth and until 
every last drop of the warm sticky sperm had been nibbled from his 
rapidly deflating hardness.


The flaccid penis slipped slowly with a wet sucking sound from the 
girl's mouth, but her throat continued to tighten and untighten, 
swallowing in great desperate gulps in an effort to clear her mouth and 
throat of his warm pungent sperm.


Ellen was so overwhelmed and transfixed by the horrible and depraved 
spectacle of Cash cumming in the girl's mouth that she hadn't even 
noticed Billy's hand roaming familiarly over her back and softly curved 
buttocks from where she sat next to him. But suddenly her attention 
reeled back to her own vulnerable situation when she heard him rise 
from the chair and felt his hands cup under her arms to pull her to a 
standing position. She began trembling in fear, but didn't struggle as 
Billy, incited by the lewdly obscene performance, began leading her 
across the floor to his room and the long night of submission that 
awaited her. Sylvia's challenge to Billy's authority had provided for 
Ellen only a temporary respite, she realized with dreading full 
awareness now, and once again it was her turn to be used as a sex slave 
as she had been last night. Except that now there was just Billy, 
whereas last night there had been three, and she made up her mind to 
cooperate as best she could so as not to lose this advantage, as small 
and pitiful as it was. She allowed Billy to lead her down the hall to 
his room, hearing behind her the sounds of Sylvia whimpering as the 
grossly fat Pop prepared to take his turn at her.


Chapter 5


The yellow triangle of light shining into Billy's room from the hallway 
slowly disappeared across the bare wooden floor when he reached back 
and softly closed the door behind them. In that moment before the door 
sealed her fate with a small click, Ellen thought she saw a tiny room 
with a blanket-covered mattress in the corner. An empty light fixture 
hung from the ceiling, but it didn't work, and Billy disappeared from 
his position close behind her to flare a match ... then the shabby room 
glimmered with the light of a candle.


Ellen sighed without much feeling as the bleakness of the dismal room 
registered on her exhausted mind. She had been horrified and shocked 
for so long that she couldn't have worked up any further distress if 
she had wanted to. Actually, though, when she looked around the dimly 
lit room with a view of starless sky evident beyond one cracked window, 
it seemed almost cozy, and she was glad to be there with Billy instead 
of back down the hall under the harsh glare of the hanging light, 
suffering further indignities from the others.


The voluptuous young blonde stepped forward willingly when Billy's hand 
reached through the darkness and circled her slender wrist, pulling her 
down on the mattress beside him. Then the door swung open again, and 
she watched dully as he grunted in irritation and crawled back to his 
feet, walking across the room to slam the door. It sprang open a second 
time but he left it, exposing them to a long low wail of anguish from 
Sylvia once again being assaulted in the other room by the men. Ellen's 
heart began to pound as the piteous sounds stirred grim images in her 
mind of what was about to happen to her. She wanted to plead with Billy 
to close the door again, but she didn't. She sensed that the gang 
leader had fallen into a sullen bitter mood, and she was deathly afraid 
of inciting his anger.


She jumped when his hand settled on her shoulder, pushing her 
backwards, but she fell obediently onto her back on the mattress. She 
stared as though in a trance at the light from the hallway reflecting 
now on the ceiling, too frightened to turn her head when she heard him 
stripping the clothing from his muscular body. She heard him unzipping 
his pants, then his belt hit with a loud clang against the floor, and 
she stiffened as he sat down on the mattress to pull the trousers and 
his undershorts off his ankles. Then there was just the horrible 
suspenseful silence which was broken only by occasional male grunts of 
passion mixed with small feminine protests coming from the other room.


Ellen quivered and waited for the weight of his naked body to fall 
suddenly and heavily in plundering passion on her vulnerably reclining 
form, but it didn't. Instead, he sat quietly next to her, his deep 
breathing the only evidence of his rising passion, and glanced for a 
moment at the flickering shadows the candle cast on the crumbling walls 
before he turned slowly to her small deliciously curving form. Ellen 
didn't have to glance to the side to know that he was studying her 
barely covered young body, his hungry eyes traveling a slow burning 
path of hot desire and admiration up the entire length of her form, 
coming to rest on the protruding outline of her large ripely firm 
breasts beneath the torn ragged tee-shirt.


"You're pretty," Ellen suddenly heard a voice speak softly below the 
frantic rising shrieks of Sylvia that were rapidly growing louder in 
intensity from the other room, and her first impulse was to cast a 
frightened glance around to see who it was that had spoken so gently. 
But no new assailant appeared, there was only herself and Billy on the 
mattress with their two separate shadows dancing against the wall. It 
was Billy who had spoken in that strange, suddenly tender voice. But it 
was a Billy that she hadn't prepared herself for after the long day in 
which he had seemed even more aloof and dangerously angry than usual. 
She had sensed a certain well-hidden protectiveness in his attitude 
towards her at first, but after his humiliating encounter with the 
stranger it had seemed to vanish. Now its reemergence left her confused 
and frightened. She had finally decided after permitting Vito's 
sadistically cruel assault on Sylvia--and obviously enjoying what the 
little killer had done to his ex-girlfriend--that he was as much an 
animal as the others. But now with this sudden tenderness of the leader 
she was unsure again.


"I hope they didn't hurt ya," he spoke to the wall and then bent his 
head, almost as though he didn't want to face her from shyness or 
embarrassment.


"I'm still alive," Ellen said suspiciously and glanced at his profile 
in order to see his reaction to her words. She didn't want to get her 
hopes up. She was surprised when he sighed heavily in seeming agreement 
at the horror of her predicament the previous night.


"Aaaggghhhh--No! You're killing me--eeeeee!"


Sylvia's high piercing shriek that came down the hall like the long 
wail of a siren interrupted the tender scene. Ellen hoped desperately 
for the second time since she had entered the small cave-like room that 
Billy would get up and close the door, but he didn't and she was still 
too aware of the power of life or death he had over her to ask him to 
do anything at all for her. Instead, he once again won her startled 
surprise when he unexpectedly reached into the pockets of the pants he 
had already removed and left on the floor, and then lit a cigarette; 
his face turned towards her revealed an unhoped-for gentleness over the 
flare of the match in his hand.


Ellen waited for a seeming eternity while he leisurely smoked the 
cigarette and her torn emotions gradually changed from suspicion and 
fear to relief and acceptance. Yes, she thought, there was just no way 
of getting around the fact, as shocking and unacceptable as it would be 
if she were still back in her normal world, that it was better that she 
be sexually taken by Billy--as she knew he was going to do in a few 
minutes--than that she find herself once again suffering brutal and 
sadistic indecencies at the callous hands of the others.


This reassuring train of thought came to a sudden halt when Ellen 
noticed Billy impatiently stubbing out his cigarette on the dirty bare 
floorboards after only two puffs. He turned towards her, revealing his 
fully naked body for the first time, and to her own surprise and 
amazement she didn't cringe or even glance away. She supposed that they 
had beaten and abused her so much in the last twenty-four hours that 
nothing could move her now except the terror of being thrown to the 
others to be used as a plaything as she had been before. Ellen jerked 
suddenly as Sylvia's abjectedly pleading moan and loud, sadistically 
gleeful laughter came from the next room. Yes, yes, she shuddered and 
sank back onto the bed, anything Billy did would be better than being 
the subject of those foul male comments coming down the hallway now, 
indicating that Pop was fucking into Sylvia while Cash and Vito watched 
in lewd pleasure.


Billy laid his hand on Ellen's shoulder, mistaking her slight tremble 
in response to the crude remarks from the other men, as the beginning 
of surrender. And in a way, the half-drunk gang leader was right. 
Ellen's will to resist had finally been destroyed by the unrelenting 
torture and cruel pain that the men had put her through. At some 
inexact moment since the convicts had forced her into their truck off 
the country road, she had given up the struggle. She, herself, wasn't 
sure of when the exact turning point in her anguished emotions had 
occurred, for her resistance had disappeared so gradually and 
imperceptibly under the seemingly endless torture. All she knew now was 
that her hopes had changed, and she no longer aspired to escape the men 
but simply to endure them ... to exist ... to live! More than anything, 
she hoped that they wouldn't hurt her any more, and that when Billy 
made love to her, he wouldn't do it too cruelly. Her determination had 
been overcome by a fatigue-wracked desire to escape further pain, and 
now the tenderness with which he caressed her helped allay her fears 
... and she lay beneath him quietly and unprotesting.


The convict, sobering now from the sight of the voluptuous young girl 
stretched languidly on the bed beside him, looked at her almost with 
reverence. He would have given anything in the world to possess her 
under different circumstances; to come home from a big office where he 
had a good thing going that enabled him to make the right pay-offs and 
live in peace ... and find her waiting for him. Yeh, she was 
surrendering to him now. But what else could the poor little bitch do? 
He would have given everything to feel her squirming beneath him, 
needing him as much as he needed her. Or if not her, at least someone 
like her, someone young, pure, innocent, who thought he was and always 
would be Number One. The others had taken her last night, it was true, 
but he had heard her screams as they forced themselves on her with 
sheer brute strength; and anyway, her being there in the first place 
had been his own fucking fault. Then he'd heard her finally cumming and 
he had wished he'd been the one to do that for her. No, that didn't 
really count; the real obstacle between them was the ugliness of his 
past, his present, and his future. She was something only vaguely 
glimpsed through lace curtains, singing at a piano, when you're broke 
and on the lam. He could hardly expect her to throw herself at a two-
bit criminal with his record. And tomorrow his role as fugitive would 
be sealed forever; sure, he'd be the big man then, but there would be 
no more chances for him to make a new start of it. After tomorrow, 
having a girl like that ... well, it just couldn't happen! He would try 
to make it out of the country, and then maybe after a few years he 
could stop running, settle somewhere and build a new life. No, he would 
be lucky if he was still alive tomorrow night, and after that he might 
as well face the fact that there would be nothing but to keep moving. 
Forever.


And ... there was nothing he could do to stop the plan now. If he 
didn't participate in the killing, the other would do it ... after 
leaving his body somewhere as destroyed evidence. There was not even 
any going back to prison now. He was trapped just like the senator, 
whom he didn't care about one way or the other. Except that he, Billy, 
had always been trapped.


He wished that he could somehow explain all this to the innocent young 
girl to make her understand why he needed her so much tonight.


But he knew he couldn't! Shit, he thought, we're worlds apart and she's 
so fucking afraid of me that she would never relax her suspicions 
enough to believe what I say, even if I could find the words to say it. 
No, she'd just have to go on believing that he was a murderer who would 
kill anyone, including her, without a second thought. The only chance 
he had to express his feelings would come when he made love to her.


That was the only way ... even if she wouldn't understand.


Ellen's terrified young body began to shiver uncontrollably as she felt 
the gang leader reach forward and run his hands over the top of her 
jeans, looking for the opening of her pants. She wanted to look up and 
search his face in the candlelight, but she didn't dare. She was too 
afraid that she would disrupt this suddenly gentle mood that he was in 
and incite him to the savage lust with which he had brutally raped her 
in the truck the first night. As it was, she lay as still as possible, 
listening to his whiskey-scented breath grow heavier, while he ran his 
hands over the smoothness of her belly and then out to the flare of her 
hips, finally cupping his hands under her supple young buttocks. He 
reached forward and carefully unzipped her jeans, but she didn't 
protest and even lifted her hips when he began to tug the slacks down 
her long legs.


She sat up for a moment, and he pulled the torn remains of her tee-
shirt up over her head and off her arms. She trembled while he 
struggled with the clasp of her brassiere and then lay back down 
uneasily, though it wasn't from fear now but the strange feeling of 
abandon that overcame her as she felt him pulling the ragged garment 
from her large firm breasts. Her berry-like nipples stiffened and 
hardened in contact with the air, and a peculiar fluttery sensation 
rippled through her abdomen when she noticed him glancing down at them 
in what seemed to be tender appreciation.


After a moment, Billy placed his hands around the fleshy curve of her 
small waist and then curled his fingers over the elastic band at the 
top of what was left of her little white nylon panties, pulling them 
downward and drawing from her an involuntary "ooooooh." For a moment 
both of their movements quickened in the struggle with her last item of 
clothing whose removal would leave her as naked and open as he was. She 
lifted her belly and he pulled and tugged until they peeled reluctantly 
over the full firm moons of her buttocks.


Now Ellen lay totally naked beside him. She felt no fear whatsoever 
anymore, and it surprised her, but she supposed it was because of this 
strange gentleness with which he treated her. He was asking, not 
demanding, and she even felt that he might stop if she asked him to. 
But she had no intentions of doing that! He had saved her from another 
attack by the others who would probably have used her more cruelly than 
the night before, and he had rescued her from an assault by his jealous 
ex-girlfriend. Even, now he was still protecting her from both dangers, 
and she sensed that he had taken her to his room not only because he 
wanted her for himself but out of simple human compassion.


And she felt gratitude. She wanted him to know she was grateful.


Billy sensed the change in the girl too, though it was hard to believe 
it. She hadn't struggled or kicked when he had removed her clothing, 
and she didn't cringe now at him sitting next to her. She wasn't even 
clinging to him out of desperate fear of the others as she had done 
back in the other room. No, she now lay next to him in a state of 
expectant repose, and wild thoughts began to race through his head that 
it was just possible that the voluptuous young blonde was waiting for 
his next move with some sort of anticipation. He laid his hands on her 
taut little belly and caressed slowly up to the soft underside of her 
warmly fleshed breasts. It didn't seem possible but when the backs of 
his hands reached their soft fullness, an almost inaudible whimper 
escaped her lips as though she wanted him to cup his hands completely 
over them. But he didn't want to destroy this advantage with an abrupt 
movement, and he began gently kneading his hands over her waist and 
abdomen. Finally, after a long tortuous wait, he carefully cupped the 
lush firmness of her breasts, squeezing the small, bud-like nipples in 
the furrows between his splayed out fingers. To his surprise she didn't 
move! He rubbed her breasts in small tiny circles and surprisingly, her 
chest lifted and strained against his hands as if she were offering 
them to him in silent invitation.


When, after a moment, he dropped one hand to her thigh, she merely 
parted her legs without resistance of any kind. The small soft tendrils 
of pubic hair brushed temptingly against his fingers, but he kept his 
caresses confined to her legs, avoiding the tempting vaginal mound as 
he gradually moved his hand underneath her to the wonderfully pliant 
cheeks of her warm ass. He clenched their smooth, satin-like softness 
in his hand and drew his fingers down the slightly spread crease 
between them. Despite himself, his wrist made contact with an 
unexpected warm dampness growing rapidly between her legs. Now the gang 
leader could stand it no more, and drew his fingers irresistibly 
downward to the soft moist flanges of the young hostage's pussy that 
quivered so warmly in his hand. He tried to press one outstretched 
finger into the tight little opening of her cunt, but she jerked 
spasmodically away, not from pain or fear, but from the sudden contact 
that sent another wave of erotically rippling sensation through her 
belly.


Billy withdrew the finger and looked down at her sensually naked body 
presenting such an incredible picture of lovely young femaleness to 
him. Christ! He'd never seen a picture of anything as lush as this, and 
he still couldn't believe she was here ... and his!


She was just as firm and full-bodied as he had sensed in the terrible 
rush of raping her in the truck, and just as soft and young and 
innocent in a fiery way as he had imagined while listening to her 
squeals and protests and screams--both of protest and rapture--with the 
men last night. She was all that he had hoped she would be, except that 
now she was lying willingly beneath him, her ripe young body quivering 
with desire ... for him!


He kneeled up over her and ran his uncontrollably trembling hands 
reverently over her warm young breasts, her flat little belly, her firm 
upper thighs, and then behind again slowly over the full sweep of her 
lushly rounded buttocks pressed against the mattress. His heart 
gladdened as his hands and caresses brought small animal-like mewls of 
pleasure from her wetly parted lips. His passion increased as her 
tautly smooth abdomen and its blonde pubic mound lifted quickly up to 
him in invitation when he pressured his hands gently up from behind.


Billy watched as she looked up at him with smoky blue eyes that were 
half-closed and already dimmed from the forbidden pleasure that sent 
waves of lewd warmth rippling over every inch of her sensuously 
quivering young body.


Ellen, in the deep exhausted haze and dimness that follows relief from 
severe mental anguish, had drifted off into an alien world of soft 
pleasure of the flesh. At first, back in the distant and rapidly 
receding past that she could now barely remember, she had let herself 
be led to this candle lit room so that she could escape the other 
convicts, then out of gratitude she had lain unprotesting while the 
gang leader had undressed and fondled her body. But now her passive 
acceptance had been replaced by a driving desire that she not only 
didn't comprehend but couldn't control. The aroused young girl didn't 
know who the gently caressing hands belonged to or how they had managed 
to work this miracle upon her. With a sigh of rapture, she gave up the 
impossible effort to even think beyond the wickedly flickering inferno 
of pleasure that devastated her entire body, the flames rippling 
outward from the throbbing center of her vagina that ached to be 
filled.


"Oh God, Oh God," she heard a female voice crooning, unaware that it 
was herself who was speaking.


Billy bent down, pressing his wet lips tightly to hers, and immediately 
felt the soft shaft of her quivering little tongue spear into the hot 
cavern of his mouth, circling around his own hard rigid tongue in a 
flicking embrace like a poor moth attracted by an open flame which it 
could not resist.


Feeling sure of himself for the first time, Billy placed his hands on 
the soft firm inner sides of her full upper thighs, and this time she 
didn't move away or even jerk in the slightest degree. Instead, her 
legs parted slowly and willingly outward as he pressured against them 
with his hands, pushing them outward as though he were opening the 
pages of a sacred book.


Sudden bewilderment raced through his brain at her passionate response 
to him. For a moment he suspected a trap--suspected that she was 
pretending. It didn't seem possible that this was the same virgin he 
had raped so brutally only last night who was now lying quivering and 
moaning beneath him, waiting in what seemed to be helpless desire for 
the moment when he would take her a second time.


The convict couldn't wait any longer, and he let his naked body sink 
down onto hers where he rested a moment, feeling the softly sensual 
hollows and mounds of her voluptuous body pressed tightly against him. 
Then he drew her legs up from her pinioned, splayed-out body until her 
knees bent out at each of his sides. He lifted her arms, wrapping them 
around his neck, and she groaned in acquiescence and eagerness. Her 
passion spurred his own desire. Her helplessly lewd response to each of 
his moves goaded his passion until his head reeled with the power he 
had over her. He wanted to thrust his tongue down her throat, to 
totally pulverize every inch of her sensual young body until she 
quivered in a thousand helpless pieces. He breathed heavily and had 
reached down to implant himself into the soft wet crevice of her pussy 
pressed so warmly up against his loins ... but at the last moment he 
stopped!


He wanted her to surrender totally to him tonight in every way, drawing 
her to him with her own hands so that he would never be uncertain in 
the future days to come--if there were to be future days--that she had 
wanted him. She was in a pliant dreamy condition now and, anyway, he 
would never again have the opportunity to fuck her like this.


"Put it in," he lifted his mouth from hers and spoke in a low whisper. 
Then he added, even though it was obviously unnecessary, "... please!"


He stopped breathing for a long tortuous moment as he waited to see 
what she would do. Then his choked off breath heaved out in a deep sigh 
of relief when he felt her little hand push immediately down between 
their warmly sweating bodies and curl around the long rigidity of his 
heatedly throbbing shaft. He lifted his loins slightly to give her 
access to him when she hesitated a moment as though trying to figure 
out what to do with the hardened flesh that jerked and throbbed so 
vitally between her tightly clasping fingers.


The gang leader groaned when she pushed the thick foreskin back, 
exposing the blunt pulsing head that brushed lightly against the smooth 
skin of her taut young belly. He lifted his hips higher, letting her 
hand to direct him, and swung slightly backwards. The blonde girl's 
fingers ran tentatively down the full length of his shaft, then with a 
sudden assurance she moved it against the soft fleece-covered curvature 
of her pubic mound. For a second time he held his breath, feeling her 
sparse tendrils tantalizingly curl around the head of his hard column 
that was pressing against her warmly pink slit. He waited in agony, 
desperate with desire, as she fumbled with the strange stiffness of his 
cock, tentatively sliding it up and down the full wetness between the 
swollen lips of her moistly aroused pussy. Finally she found her mark, 
and the hotly throbbing penis in her hand rested at the warm vaginal 
opening which was now willingly being offered to him--unlike last night 
when he had taken what he wanted without gentleness or mercy.


But he held back tonight!


He waited with the greater desire to slither into her at the exact 
moment when she needed it as much as he did. It would mean everything 
to hear her pleading, to feel every sinew of her supple young body 
begging for him to finally plunge his long hard cock into her, pleading 
with him not to wait a single moment longer. He held back in full 
confidence that that unbelievable moment would actually come, and she 
would implore him in a final admission of surrender that neither of 
them would ever forget.


But she had to know it! She had to be fully conscious when she did it! 
He wanted the voluptuously naked girl to keep it in mind forever, to 
remember how she had wanted him more than pride itself. That way, no 
matter how many cocks plunged into her in the years to come, his would 
always be there. He was sure she would try to forget the pain and 
humiliation that Pop and Cash and Vito had forced on her helpless young 
body, and he knew that one day she would succeed in forgetting; but she 
would never be able to forget the first man who had given her the 
pleasure of making love--man and woman. And he would be that one. 
Tomorrow night might be his last day in this world, and even if it 
wasn't, there would be no place after that for him to go or anyone 
waiting for him. But he would leave something behind that would at 
least be in this innocent young girl's memories for as long as she 
lived. She would remember, and that would bring him alive again.


Ellen, with only the slightest pressure of his hardness against her 
wetly quivering little cunt, lay trembling in tiny uncontrollable 
spasms that bound her entire helpless body to him with as much painful 
intensity as if he had fastened her to a torture rack. She felt 
mesmerized by his warmly pulsating penis and the aching hunger it 
caused in her womb, a surprisingly ravenous need that couldn't be 
satiated no matter how much she lifted her still-empty loins up to the 
dimly-seen figure that hovered between her widely-spread legs over her 
body. Every movement against his maddening hardness merely increased 
her craving and torment. The lewd sensation extended itself into the 
deepest recesses of her hazy mind where it transformed itself into 
thousands of sensually flickering images. They mixed with the obscene 
grunts and sucking noises coming from the next room to form lascivious 
pictures of the ex-girlfriend being crushed between the aroused bodies 
of all three sadistic convicts, adding to the throbbing sensation in 
her dilated vagina a thousandfold.


Billy looked down at the voluptuously naked young girl who lay 
underneath him with her breath coming in rasping pants of sexual need. 
He shifted slightly and she glanced up, then quickly her eyelids 
fluttered shut as though pleading with him to get on with his next 
move. Small beads of perspiration had formed on her lips that ovalled 
in unintelligible whispering mutters, but he was sure now that she was 
beginning to bend in her heated need of him. He lifted his body closer 
over hers in a push-up position, and his massively, thick cock pressed 
into the warm slippery fold of her pussy that lay wet and open to him 
without meeting the slightest resistance.


"Ooooooh," she gasped in pleasure and surprise at the closer contact.


The gang leader resisted with all his determination and control the 
desire to end this insufferable waiting stance and plunge into her; but 
he had waited too long and worked too hard to destroy all his efforts 
now. Besides, he could see her changing right before his eyes, and the 
sight of her transformation kept him going.


His eyes, gleaming with desire, fastened on the large, ripely pliant 
mounds of her breasts that swayed slightly out towards the sides of her 
body. The sight of the little pebble-like nipples at the ends of them, 
stiffening and quivering in arousal, made his mouth water with the urge 
to bite into them. Yes, there was too much of her he hadn't tasted to 
simply take her now. Everything she had was open and available to him, 
and it never would be again.


With a rush, he fell onto her chest and sucked one of the small, 
succulent pink nipples up into his mouth. He ran his hungry lips and 
tongue moistly around and around the wide coral areole, then sucked the 
hard budding tip into stiff quivering hardness. The naked blonde 
hostage gasped as his hand massaged her other breast in tiny teasing 
circles, tweaking the soft nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Her 
legs involuntarily scissored open beneath him, thrusting the thinly 
bearded slit of her vagina hard up against his loins. Billy let his 
tongue trace a wet path of searing desire down to the flat plane of her 
rippling belly, as the shamelessly aroused girl began to writhe beneath 
his flicking caresses like a woman possessed. Her firmly rounded 
buttocks twisted down against the soiled mattress as though she were 
trying to bury herself in it. Her arms stiffened, and her hands shot 
out to tangle tightly in his hair pulling his lips greedily to her 
erotically tingling breasts.


Billy lifted himself back up and gazed at the sheer wanton desire which 
was shaking her naked young body. His eyes fastened again on the 
excitedly quivering mounds of her large firm breasts, and he had to 
have more of them in some way. Suddenly, he slithered forward up her 
chest and settled his buttocks just above her navel, his legs 
straddling her delicate ribcage at either side. He tilted his hips and 
gasped as his cock fell easily into the damply narrow crevice between 
her perspiring, closely-spaced breasts.


Ellen's eyes opened and she gazed up at the escaped convict with wide 
startled blue eyes. But once again they grew hazy and lust-smoked and, 
with a deep sigh, fluttered closed again.


He straddled her stomach heavily. The bloated sperm-swollen sac of his 
balls squashed hard against the whiteness of her belly, causing his 
heatedly thick cock to jerk in anticipation. He inched upward along her 
sensually writhing torso, worming his hardened stiffness deeper into 
the valley between her full fleshy breasts. Without warning, he reached 
down and cupped a hand on either side of the warmly quivering soft 
mounds and pushed them together, trapping his long throbbing cock 
softly between them. Ellen wiggled under him, and he rode with her 
body, causing the red bulbous head to slide all the way up to her bent 
chin. A tiny bit of lubricant popped out from the gaping head and, when 
he drew back, traced a thin wet line down the curve of her neck. For a 
moment he sat still, taking in the unbelievable sight of the voluptuous 
young girl he had been forced to rape now willingly letting him use her 
as he wanted. With shaking hands, he began kneading the full resilient 
mounds and watched the soft doughy flesh poke up between his grasping 
fingers in tiny white bloodless ridges that softened back into a firmly 
voluptuous shape the moment he released them. He tugged and pulled at 
her pliant warmth, stretching the nipples over his hotly throbbing long 
cock until the bead-like tips touched and her warm flesh enclosed his 
member in their vibrant softness on both sides.


Satisfied, Billy set up a slow rocking motion, sliding his thick blue-
veined shaft between her softly straining young breasts. He moved 
slowly and carefully for fear that his long-stored cum would suddenly 
erupt and begin spurting in sticky hot streams over her naked breasts; 
he didn't want that, wasn't ready for that yet. The steady slap of his 
heavy balls against the smooth warmth of her stomach forced his breath 
into quick labored gasps of a rising lewdness that he knew he couldn't 
control much longer. The nipples of her breasts quivered and jerked 
into greater hardness as he rubbed them against each other, and this 
excited him even more. His wild passion grew to a nearly unmanageable 
intensity when he glanced up at her face and saw the wantonly exciting 
reaction it was having upon her.


She really was beautiful, he thought, as he gazed in intoxicating 
rapture at her nakedly writhing young figure spread out so deliciously 
on the mattress beneath him. He had worked her up to a fever pitch of 
desire, and now her mouth hung open wide in pleading ecstasy--her 
glassy, lust-smoked eyes staring up into nothingness. Soft animal mewls 
of pleasure gasped and bubbled from between her contorted lips. Her 
voluptuously flaring hips continued a slow up and down grinding 
movement in rhythm to the stroking between her tightly pressed together 
breasts and then they began writhing in a mindless fit of abandonment 
that told him clearly that the girl now would accept any degradation he 
would force upon her in order to still the fire raging in her vagina.


And there was one thing more he wanted to do before he made her cum, 
before he fused them together in one great wet mass of pulsating flesh.


He slithered back down her ripe young body and carefully rolled her 
over, his eyes traveling a slow path of desire up the gleaming moon-
like orbs of her buttocks. They undulated slowly beneath him as she 
continued the wanton little movement that now ground her hungry, wetly 
quivering cunt into the mattress.


Ellen started to attention as she felt herself grasped tightly by the 
waist and her hips lifted up from the mattress, but then her barely 
conscious mind drifted back into the dim dark world that revolved 
around the single thought of her unfulfilled desire.


Bill looked down at her rippling ass cheeks and the anal crevice that 
had opened up when he lifted her, exposing the tiny brown star of her 
rectum. He meant to fuck her there too, and he shuddered at the mere 
thought of what it would feel like when her warm spongy channel closed 
so tightly around his totally buried cock.


He placed his hands gently under her belly and lifted her slowly to a 
kneeling position so that she was on all fours under him dog-fashion. 
Then he crawled up on his own knees between her full spread thighs and 
pulled at the firmly rounded cheeks of her ass with his hands, able to 
see clearly now the tightly puckered little anus nestled in the shadowy 
cleft. He thought he could see it throbbing almost as if it anticipated 
his next move.


Billy rested in that position for a long moment to give her time to 
adjust to everything that had happened so far. He knew that any abrupt 
movement could throw her dimmed mind out of the trance it seemed to be 
in, then she would begin to struggle with all the energy she had 
displayed in the truck the first night. And he wanted that energy 
working with him, not against him. He wanted her to desire everything 
he did to her.


Ellen's long tapered legs were splayed out wide on either side of him 
when he brought his hands down and pushed them under the back of her 
knees. He pulled them apart so that the kneecaps touched the sides of 
the mattress and exposed the whole flat place of her anal crevice to 
his lustful sight. Then he dropped his head and gently flicked the 
quivering red tip of his wet tongue into the tight little hole of her 
anus nestled just above the opening of her pussy. The unexpected, 
moistly searing contact with the sensitive rubbery opening brought a 
long low moan of anguish from the kneeling girl's tortured lips. Her 
blonde head tossed and chills ran up the full length of her naked back 
and then back down again onto her buttocks from where the lewdly 
exciting sensation racing so out of control through her body had 
originated. He tightened his grip on the back of her knees, expecting 
her to jump away ... but she didn't ... and even he was surprised at 
what happened.


Instead Ellen's legs fell limply open and her voluptuous young ass 
pressed backward of its own volition, without any effort or force on 
his part. The movement caught him by surprise as he had just decided 
that she must be too dazed to move at all, and disbelief buzzed through 
his brain when the white moon-like ovals ground wantonly and excitedly 
back against the eager wetness of his mouth. He recalled the wild ideas 
that had raced through his head last night as he had lain in bed 
listening to the men shamelessly abuse her body between the three of 
them in the next room. He had imagined trailing his tongue down her 
back crevice; but never in his most insane fantasies had he dreamed 
that she would like it ... and she was enjoying it ... not only 
"enjoying" it, but pleading for more of the same.


He started using his tongue, slowly at first, and licked down the 
entire length of her crevice. His intentions were to be gentle, but she 
ground her softly fleshed buttocks even closer against him in a 
desperate effort to screw back on the hotly flicking tongue that licked 
without mercy around her anus. He blew his warm breath softly against 
her behind and then, suddenly, stabbed his tongue straight into the 
tight fleshy ring.


"Ooooooh," she whimpered as goose bumps rippled across her upraised 
young buttocks and down the backs of her excitedly trembling thighs.


He lifted his head, his mind churning with amazement at her lewdly 
heated reactions. Then he moved carefully, still expecting her to 
suddenly protest and burst the dream like a delicate bubble, and placed 
the tip of his outstretched middle finger against the entrance of her 
tightly puckered rectum. She didn't flinch, and the gang leader decided 
that she was unaware of the penetration that was coming. He probed for 
a moment on the outer edges of the elastic little orifice and then 
pushed forward gently, sinking the finger slowly up to the first 
knuckle. This time she did jerk and moan softly, but it seemed to be 
more from surprise than pain because she relaxed again almost 
immediately.


He pushed the finger all the way in, then planted the palm of his hand 
on the small of her back and pushed down tight, trapping her between 
his hand and the mattress. Ellen groaned and made a slight cringing 
movement when a second finger was inserted, then relaxed again as the 
fingers dug firmly in the tight narrow passage, widening it and 
preparing it for the greater entry to come.


The convict couldn't stand it any more. As quickly as he had shoved the 
fingers in he pulled them back out of her. Besides, he knew he had to 
hurry now if he was going to get his long hard cock into her before she 
slipped out of this dreamy pliant condition.


"Kneel up higher." he commanded softly and then, when she did, quickly 
bent his head and moistened the tiny hole again with his tongue in 
preparation for the coming assault.


He levered himself up, his thighs pressed tightly against her hips, 
positioning his rock-hard maledom directly over the wet little opening 
of her ass, then he pushed. He groaned as he looked down and saw the 
unrelenting staff pop suddenly through the tight restricting ring of 
flesh. He watched with open mouth, tongue hanging loosely from his 
lips, as the tiny stretched opening slipped over and clasped the lust-
swollen tip of his cock like a rubber band. All his plans of gentleness 
were forgotten now in the driving anguish of his own desire as he 
grinned above her like a conquering devil and thrust his hips hard down 
until his thick, heatedly pulsating penis sank halfway to the hilt. The 
warm sponginess of the young girl's tight anal channel enveloped his 
wildly pulsing shaft, and the feel of her tightly clasping rectum sent 
a long shudder of delight throughout his body.


"Oh! Nooooooo!" he heard a sudden groan escape from her at the 
unexpected pain.


"Shut up," he whispered in a hoarse low voice. "It'll only hurt for a 
minute." Then he added, gently, "I promise it'll feel better in a 
minute ... just relax."


She whimpered and then groaned again, but he was no longer listening to 
anything, and didn't hear. All his attention focused on his blunt 
intruding cock that pushed ever deeper into the depths of her nether 
being, shoving the soft rubbery flesh inside the widely-stretched 
passage before it in great waves. He felt the coarse hair of his loins 
smack heavily into the softness of her defenselessly upturned buttocks 
when he sank the fleshy thickness to the hilt, filling her backside. 
She cried out in pain now, and twisted, but the darkly handsome convict 
was unconscious of anything except the bucking of her nakedly 
voluptuous young body that only served to skewer his long hard cock 
inch by inch deeper, ever deeper into her.


Billy ground his teeth tightly together and began fucking into her with 
long smooth strokes, stretching her little anal opening with almost 
demonic fury. He watched his hardened white shaft pull tiny ridges of 
her pinkly clasping rectum on each withdrawal stroke, and the lewd 
sight excited him beyond measure. The young blonde hostage was 
hopelessly locked in the kneeling position, painfully bent like an 
errant slave before its cruel master. Her lushly naked body jerked and 
quivered, and she grunted finally in a long moan of submission. Her 
thighs released, her resistance broken now, and then convulsed again in 
groaning protest as his next extra hard thrust pushed far up into her 
rectum. On and on the merciless sodomizing went as the gang leader 
skewered into her from behind like a wild man, too excited by his own 
delirious pleasure to think of anything but her soft rubbery flesh 
pulling and sucking on his throbbing cudgel.


And then the impossible happened. Through the daze of his own 
excitement, he slowly heard the low whining moans of pain change, 
almost imperceptibly at first, and then to a tone that left no room for 
doubt. It was a low whimper of passionate pleading. She was beginning 
to enjoy it! Ellen worked and ground back into him, her long blonde 
hair falling over her face and around her neck and back while she 
squirmed lewdly in front of him. Her face rolled from side to side on 
the mattress. He could see it flushing red from the intensity of her 
effort, her eyes wide in unseeing entrapment in the quest for some kind 
of fulfillment.


A strange kind of sadistic joy began to throb through his thighs as her 
warmly fleshed hips began to move backwards to meet the upthrust of his 
plunging cock ramming into her rectum. She wantonly bucked and churned 
her naked young body beneath him, encouraging and pleading with the 
lewdly inviting motions of her buttocks for him to end it and fill her 
behind with the hot sperm of his orgasm which she prayed would trigger 
her own release.


Perhaps it was the lewdness of her position under him or the sadistic 
thought of fucking her helplessly kneeling form half to death. Whatever 
it was, the pressure was building in his sperm-churning balls and his 
excitedly jerking cock seemed to lengthen and expand until it was 
larger than it had ever been before.


And then suddenly Billy stopped.


The convict leader fell forward and pressed the whole of his powerful 
body onto her back, the thick full length of his cock still wedged deep 
up in her rectum. Then he gritted his teeth and pulled back, sliding 
his hardness wetly out of the tight throbbing channel until the tip 
slipped out of the puckered hole with an obscene wet sucking sound. He 
hated to pull it out, he was so close to cumming in her rectum that he 
didn't want to stop, but he wanted more to wring from her the kind of 
orgasm that would make her his forever.


He rolled her over, the anguish of his near climax still jerking in his 
throbbing cock, until she lay under him on her back with all the soft 
hollows and indentations of her succulent young body presented up to 
him all his and his alone. In one painful gasp, he realized that it was 
worth the sacrifice when she looked up at him with smoky desire-ridden 
eyes. His body shook and he almost spilled his load in mid-air when she 
spoke.


"Fuck me, Billy," she pled in a desperate whisper of unfulfilled 
torment.


The surprised convict wasted no time as he lifted his body higher over 
the uplifted pussy between her widely spread thighs. His fully erect 
instrument lowered quickly and came to rest in direct contact with the 
tightly resisting entry to her barely used vagina. Still, there was no 
need for care now, her pussy lay wet and spread open in invitation, the 
small elastic vaginal mouth already throbbing around the blunt blood-
engorged head of his cock as though she, too, were about to explode if 
he didn't thrust it into her immediately. And so he did, feeling her 
sparse wetly matted blonde pubic hair part as his mammoth cock head 
slowly slid into her warmth and kept sliding with one long smooth 
stroke all the way to her cervix. There was no resistance now, and the 
smooth slippery walls of her tight little cunt throbbed against his 
thick hardness in a wetly clasping motion that almost drove him insane 
with joy.


He ground his chest against hers, smashing the full ripe firmness of 
her fleshy melons into her chest. He rammed his hips forward at the 
same time and the soft moist hole flowered open to receive his cock to 
even greater depths. There was no stopping it until he sank to the 
hilt, and the heavy sac of his balls slapped with a loud thud against 
the spread crevice of her upraised buttocks.


Her whole body twitched and abandonedly writhed beneath him, and she 
lifted her face up against the moistness of his mouth until he 
viciously shoved his tongue deep into her throat. Low hums of 
passionate acceptance came in incoherent groans and murmurs from deep 
in her chest. Her innocent young face contorted with lewd passion, her 
neck strained and her nostrils flared, and a light sweat broke out on 
her forehead under the disheveled blonde hair. There was nothing that 
could stop them now, and the darkly handsome convict worked like a 
madman to end it for the both of them.


"Oh God, oh God," Ellen gasped around the slavering tongue in her mouth 
and groaned in lewd welcome when his hands slipped under the rounded 
moons of her buttocks and lifted them upwards to give his wildly 
thrusting hardness complete access to her pleading young cunt.


Billy lifted his face from her, raising his upper torso, and felt the 
smooth velvet folds of her vagina tightly hold him captive for a 
moment; when he drew back, they wetly clasped his rigid column until he 
could feel every inch of her fevered pussy vibrating on his cock. Then 
he rammed into her from the tips of his toes and fucked the last long 
hard inch of his pole of flesh into her hot little cunt, bringing an 
animal-like scream of passion from her lips. His hair-covered groin 
ground lewdly against the sensitive outer flanges of her wet spread 
pussy and sent shivers of obscene delight surging through her 
fluttering nerve-ends. He ground his loins against her pelvis, watching 
her glazed, heavily lidded eyes widen suddenly in rapture.


The sight of the lewd emotions playing over the innocent young girl's 
contorted face added to the convict's already intolerable excitement. 
It had been worth the agonizing torture of holding back and waiting 
uncertainly in the hope that he wouldn't be alone in his quest for 
pleasure. Now every fiber of his being quivered with the feeling of 
being totally alive, no matter what would happen to him tomorrow, and 
the assurance that his life force was bound with hers, if only for the 
moment. The only pain was the knowledge that she, nor anyone else, 
would ever be as much his as she was at this precise moment. But the 
anguish of that realization evaporated quickly as he watched tears of 
joy and frenzy stream down her cheeks in tribute to a passion she had 
never known existed.


Ellen sought desperately to get him as close to her as possible and 
once again her arms flung over his head in a neck-breaking hold. But 
another long hard lunge into her ecstatic wildly quivering pussy sent 
them fluttering out to his shoulders from where they slithered down his 
back, her nails digging frantically in his naked skin, until they came 
to rest on the rotating cheeks of his hard-driving buttocks.


She ground her fingers into the muscular warmth of his buttocks, her 
hands working with the convoluting sinews, and pulled him even deeper 
into her. The powerful tugs of encouragement from her grasping hands 
added to the force of his thrusts against her uplifted groin, and the 
room resounded with wet smacking noises that mixed lewdly with the 
sounds of excited barking coming from the other room where Pop was 
drunkenly trying to get the German Shepherd to fuck Sylvia.


The obscenely suggestive noises coming from the other room began to 
blend in tempo with Billy's own hard pile-driving thrusts and drove him 
to greater desire. Unconsciously, he began to grow even more excited as 
he visualized Rex ploughing his long scarlet penis into Sylvia's 
battered cunt. But then Ellen's eagerly milking pussy snatched him back 
to the present. He wrapped one hand around her breast and placed the 
other over a smoothly rounded cheek of her ass, feeling his fingers 
sink into the slightly spread sweating anal crevice. Then he slid his 
hand slowly down from her buttocks to where his long thick cock was 
sliding wetly in and out of her tight young pussy.


Her mouth opened wide in ecstasy when he fondled and played with the 
moistly contracting lips of her pussy where he entered her, bringing 
softer moans of wild sensation from her throat. He could feel the ever-
widening passage of her vagina opening in greedy desire to swallow the 
whole of his heated shaft plunging far up inside her. She jerked up 
toward him several times, her cuntal lips wildly working and sucking at 
his cock as though trying to milk him dry.


"Oh, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me harder," the blonde hostage begged, her 
breath coming in short frantic gasps. She was ready to cum, the convict 
leader could feel it as her ripe young breasts heaved up and quivered 
against the pressure of his chest and their hardened little nipples dug 
into him. Her trembling thighs parted further and opened the plane of 
her femaledom wide, then, with a low moan, her legs snaked out and 
tightly wrapped themselves around his pile-driving buttocks. Her crotch 
uplifted pleadingly to him, and Billy quickened his thrusts, gulping at 
the sight of her eager little cunt beginning to climb up his cock, then 
spiraling up and down crazily in an uncontrolled race for fulfillment.


"Oh God ... Oh God! I'm cumming! Cumming!" she groaned in a low hoarse 
moan of helpless submission and suddenly her heels were dancing a wild 
tarantella of lust on his buttocks. Her hands raced crazily up his back 
until they tangled in his hair and smashed his mouth down on her wetly 
open whimpering mouth with such fury that her teeth cut into his lips. 
The cords of her neck tightened and her nakedly quivering body jerked 
against him in tempo with the inner rhythm of the hot convulsing walls 
of her vagina that clasped and unclasped wetly around his cock, milking 
at his jerking organ like a sucking starving mouth.


The aging floorboards thudded loudly in time to the two tightly 
entwined bodies struggling wildly against each other. The sounds of 
deep straining grunts and groans filled the hot stifling air of the 
room, mingling with the noise of the wet viscous slither of his 
massively erect penis ramming in and out of her wildly erupting pussy.


"Oh, oh, oh," he cried and moaned into her mouth as her cum juice 
flowed heatedly around his still-driving hard shaft, flowing down the 
crevice of her flailing young buttocks and flooding over his balls as 
they ground against her tightly puckered anus.


Billy felt himself cumming and quickened his strokes until his groin 
smacked like a wooden paddle against her cum-drenched pelvis. He held 
her legs tight to him and thrust his wildly jerking cock as deep as it 
would go, grinding his pelvis around and around to dig the head in 
deeper and deeper, scraping the wetly rejoicing walls of her cunt 
without mercy. She gasped in renewed passion, and he clenched his eyes 
tightly shut, feeling his testicles begin to wildly erupt.


He was cumming now too!


A deep half-human cry erupted from his throat into the moistness of her 
mouth. He could feel a gush of fire race through his suddenly 
ballooning cock, heard her whimpering out the last of her orgasm, and 
then felt her jerk forward against him as sensing his climax, she began 
orgasming all over again.


It was then that Billy exploded inside her, his hot sperm spurting like 
a fire hose through the end of his long driving penis and squirting 
into the farthest recesses of the blonde hostage's palpitating young 
pussy.


He fell over her and she groaned and dropped her head against his 
heaving neck, her body limp like a doll, and they lay interlocked in 
the lewd embrace of love for a seeming eternity, she lying with her 
arms and legs spread wide apart and his body between them in the age 
old position of the conquering man. He felt her heavy breathing that 
lifted her quivering chest against him and her legs falling gradually 
to the sides until they were splayed out obscenely.


They lay silently there until his cock began deflating inside and 
gradually slipped from the wet flooded passageway of her still-
twitching cunt. Then he pulled himself off of her and looked down at 
her naked young body glimmering in the candlelight. The convict was 
already filled with a sad regret that it was over and would never 
happen quite like this again. He wanted to say something nice, but he 
couldn't find the words. It seemed silly to talk now that it was all 
over. He wished he had said more before, and now it was too late to 
tell her about how he felt. Sorrowful tired thoughts of the girl 
returning back to her own world, him to his portentous fate, drifted 
through his weary mind as he lay next to the girl and watched her drift 
off to exhausted sleep.


And once, just before he, too, went to sleep, the girl sighed deeply in 
her slumber and snuggled in close to him ... like a small helpless 
animal seeking shelter ...


Chapter 6


Ellen awoke to the cooing of pigeons on the warehouse roof the next 
morning. She lay still for a moment and let the soft rustling sound 
bring her to full consciousness. Then she opened her eyes and felt her 
mind give way to a series of confused thoughts.


Where was she? It didn't look like her bedroom at home with the pastel-
colored wallpaper and the pink curtains and the pretty gilt-framed 
mirror that hung over her white-varnished dresser. No, she was 
somewhere else and the smells were different--almost harsh. She 
realized they were odors she had never smelled before, and they struck 
her as something raw and savage. She moved and felt a sharp pain coming 
from her groin. Her muscles were sore and she found it difficult to 
raise her legs, and she lay still for a moment until the pain went 
away.


Her stomach felt funny and filled. It was all warm inside as though 
there were gently licking flames that did not burn but still emitted a 
soft soothing heat.


She slid over onto her side and suddenly froze in a half-turned 
position. The warm touch of flesh on flesh sent a chill through her, 
and the bewildered young girl held her breath and turned her head 
slowly to the side. Then she closed her eyes, not wanting to look, 
wanting with all her life strength to blot out the image of the man 
lying nakedly asleep next to her.


She did not want to remember. But the recollections raced through her 
mind with a force and directness that was overpowering. Yes, she had 
willingly succumbed to him, and she had enjoyed every moment of it. Her 
mind went back to the beginning of last night when Vito, Pop, Cash and-
-apparently the German Shepherd, Rex--raped Sylvia, and she could 
almost visualize the wild twisting and skewering of bodies spread out 
on the soiled mattress.


Then she recalled the first moments of almost tender love-making with 
Billy outlining themselves in her mind, then dissolve into the gauzy 
image of their flesh that had seemed to float through a dreamy sensual 
world of delicious sensation. She had succumbed to those wonderful, but 
forbidden, sensations; her inhibitions and prejudices had been totally 
destroyed by the ordeal she had been through in the last two days. And 
that then was the smell: the smell of raw and consummated sex that 
covered both their bodies from the wild orgy of salacious pleasure they 
had gone through last night. And she remembered, too, the exquisite 
explosions inside her belly, it had been an eruption that had filled 
her wantonly writhing abdomen with a pulsing warmth, a spurting of hot 
life-giving sperm she had urged on with her lips, thighs, and hips. And 
that was where the strange warmth had some from and seemed now to 
ripple outward from her pulsing vagina to tingle at each part of her 
lower torso like a quavering note of music half-remembered from her 
past lust and undeniable pleasure. The flood of hot male semen might 
have made her pregnant, and it frightened her for a moment, until she 
realized how much she had wanted it ... then she relaxed, remembering 
her period was due in two days and she was safe.


The memories returned--stronger, more pleasurable now. She had begged 
and urged him on to do it, and had put all of her physical strength 
into pressing her trembling desire-racked young body against his 
powerfully thrusting loins as though she were some kind of insane 
nymphomaniac. Nothing could excuse her sudden lapse into that mindless 
uncontrollable passion that had deadened her every sense of 
righteousness.


A low groaning sound came from the next room and Ellen looked up 
towards the door. It was a deep guttural sound, as though someone were 
dying ... or in pleasure ... and it reminded her of the sounds that had 
come from Jennifer, her sister's, lips when she had been ravished on 
the beach night before last. Oh, God, she thought, was it really only 
two nights ago--only two nights!


Slowly, she moved to the side of the bed and looked back at Billy lying 
asleep beside her. She put her feet to the floor and stood up 
tentatively, waiting for the noise to stop. Then, picking up her ripped 
jeans and tee-shirt from the floor, she quickly dressed. A moment 
later, her heart pounding with fright, she crossed the room and leaned 
against the threshold to the door to peer into the other room.


Her eyes had trouble adjusting to the dim light of early morning, but 
finally she could make out the shadowy forms of Cash, Vito, and Pop 
lying in naked debauched poses around the splayed-out figure of Sylvia. 
It appeared as though sleep had taken them almost immediately after 
their moment of climax, and they lay immobile, like figures frozen in 
mid-movement by some immediate disaster. Sylvia's cum-matted black hair 
lay in strands across one of Cash's outstretched thighs, and her long 
tapered legs were still locked across Vito's torso that lay atop her.


The gang girl's eyes were still closed, but she groaned now and then as 
though on the verge of coming awake. A few feet from the door lay Rex, 
the German Shepherd, asleep but seeming ominously watchful in a prone 
position.


This was Ellen's chance! It might be the last chance she ever had 
again.


She knew she had to go, and go now. She had found out too much for them 
to let her get away after all she had heard during the past few days. 
Yes, it was a matter of saving her own skin, even though Billy had 
shown such open gentleness and affection the night before. But the 
animal lying close to the bedroom sent a renewed sense of fear through 
her for a moment, and she paused anxiously at the doorway, still 
indecisive as to what she would finally do.


The trembling young blonde thrust one foot towards the slight opening 
and inched the door wider open. The rusty hinges squeaked and she 
immediately tensed, expecting the worst. But the low rumble of snores 
coming from the opposite side of the living room continued on 
undisturbed, and the dog seemed to sink into a deeper slumber, his back 
legs twitching as though he were chasing rabbits. She made a quick 
impulsive move into the next room and in a few swift strides was facing 
the stairway that led down into the lower warehouse. For some 
unaccountable reason she paused at the edge of the stairwell and held 
her breath, turning her head slightly to view the scene behind her for 
one last moment before she would be free.


Then she was moving almost dream-like down the long winding staircase, 
amazed at her own stealth as she approached the landing above the lower 
floor. Puffs of lint, with motes of floating dust that caught the 
bright morning sunlight, streamed like an invisible river in through 
the windows. For an instant she could not see because of the brightness 
and the deep shadows. But then she had made it, had achieved the second 
floor in one last glide and whirl, stopping to reconsider her moves 
before she descended the final stairway.


Indecision had been her mistake when she had been caught on the highway 
twenty four hours before, and now this moment of pause had been equally 
fateful. Suddenly a loud barking rose up from the rooms above her. She 
had no choice but to run, and run she did across the cardboard-
scattered floor and down the next staircase in a mad pirouetting 
movement. There was a shouting from above, and a clatter of stumbling 
shoes and the scraping of paws on the stairs. The terrified girl had 
reached the bottom and swung open the outside door to see the skyline 
of the city loom up in the distance, when she felt the firm grip of 
canine teeth around her ankle. Rex's growl was surprisingly gentle yet 
commanding, and although she screamed and shoved against his massive 
head, he did not let go.


Then, there was the clasp of a hand on her shoulder!


She whirled around and began to scratch at Cash's face. She felt him 
grapple with her and thrust his powerful arms around her waist before 
easily lifting her as she kicked her legs high into the air. Then she 
was rising back up the stairway completely limp in Cash's arms ... now 
being carried ... and then half-walking, half-stumbling back into the 
upper rooms of the warehouse.


"Goddamn, the little bitch can really put up a fight," Cash exclaimed 
in near admiration as they entered the living room again.


"See, what did I tell ya," Sylvia chided in a loud shrill voice, a look 
of self-satisfaction on her face. "Ya can't trust the stuck-up slut two 
feet."


Ellen began weeping in frustration and fright, turning away from the 
figures that were pulling on trousers and shirts and still brushing the 
signs of sleep from their eyes.


Billy looked at Ellen without malice. He knew why she had tried to 
escape, but there was nothing he could do about having to bring her 
back. Now it was either he or she, and it was obvious that he could not 
let her live if he wanted to protect himself in the eyes of the gang.


"Lock her up in the bedroom," Billy shrugged, jerking his thumb toward 
the room in which he had ravished her willing body last night. "Ya 
might just tie her up, too," he added, attempting to show his concern 
to the others.


"I think we oughta get rid of her now," Pop said and sneered towards 
the bowed head of the young girl. "It ain't safe lettin' her set here 
by herself. She gets loose and there'll be hell to pay."


"We still need her until after the hit is made and we're on our way. 
Vito and Sylvia will stay with her," Billy said, demonstrating a sense 
of command over the situation. "I don't want Vito in on the kill at 
this point."


"What ya mean I don't get to go," Vito roared at Billy. "I been in on 
this from the first and I intend to get my licks."


Billy sighed sardonically and looked from Sylvia to the thin-lipped 
little man who stood enraged in front of him. "Ya got plenty to attend 
to here, Vito. Don't worry, ya got your money comin' to ya, too."


"How do we get to the boat," Vito said, bringing up something that 
hadn't been fully explained earlier.


"We're coming back for you--for all of you," Billy said in thinly 
veiled warning.


Ellen bent over slightly and felt a shiver of cold deep fear run down 
the length of her spine at the callousness of Billy's remarks. Her life 
obviously meant almost nothing to the gang leader, even after the 
gently caressing lovemaking of last night. In a moment he would be 
gone, and her fate would be held in the hands of Vito and the jealous 
gang girl who stared at her from across the room with a cruel sadistic 
look. She just wouldn't be able to persuade the two envious gang-
outcasts that she harbored no malice against them, and she knew they 
were at the point where they would torture and maim before they imposed 
the final humiliations upon her defenseless body.


"P--please, don't leave me alone," she pleaded, tears streaming down 
her face in piteous profusion now.


"There ain't nothin' I can do about it," Billy answered softly. "I 
gotta get goin', and I need Pop and Cash to help me."


Ellen looked up toward the gang leader, her facial expression and hands 
turned toward him in supplication. "I--I can't take it," she moaned. 
"Please ... help me! Don't leave me alone!"


"There ain't gonna be no problem," Billy repeated. "If there's any 
trouble they'll have to answer to me about it. Besides, ya got old Rex 
here to take care of everything."


The gang leader knelt down and patted the German Shepherd on the head. 
The animal looked up at his master and let out a shrill whine, thumping 
his tail against the floor in response. Billy looked up and jerked his 
head toward the other room, "Get her out of here," he said.


Cash grasped the blonde hostage's arm and pulled her, sobbing. She went 
without struggle and lay limply against the wall, permitting him to tie 
her arms tightly beside her. A few minutes after she had been secured 
to some bolts in the wall, Billy peered through the door. He studied 
her tear-stained face for a second, then walked slowly across the room 
and bent down in front of her.


"Okay, he did a good job on ya," he smiled tensely. "Ya ain't gonna 
have no trouble with them. I told 'em to leave ya alone, and they gotta 
follow what I say. We got it figured so you'll see us sometime soon. 
Probably on the boat goin' to Mexico, as a matter of fact." He paused, 
looking unsure of himself and embarrassed. "I don't even know your 
name." When she started to reply, he quickly put his hand over her 
mouth. "No, I don't wanna know. It don't matter none anyway."


Then he turned and without a word left her alone. Billy's mention of 
Mexico sent the young girl into a new stage of uncertainty. She had 
expected to be killed after the assassination, and had no idea that she 
would be kidnapped out of the country. Was it because the tough gang 
leader really cared for her? Or was he simply taking no chances, and 
planned to use her as a hostage until their escape was made?


After awhile Ellen heard several footsteps moving down the stairs and 
with a slow build up of terror she realized that she was now completely 
alone with Vito and knife-wielding Sylvia. The sound of the truck 
moving out of the warehouse signaled the beginning of what she assumed 
would be her final struggle, and she began to tremble, trying to steel 
herself to what the two remaining criminals had in store for her. A 
tiny flicker of hope still remained that the weasel-like Vito would 
protect her out of fear of the gang chief, but she knew that the 
chances were slight that he would be able to stand up to Sylvia's 
jealous prodding. Ellen eased down onto the floor and felt her bonds 
loosen somewhat. She tried to empty her mind of all thought, knowing 
that thinking was useless and could only send her into deeper despair.


Surprisingly, she went to sleep.


Sometime later, Ellen awakened out of a hazy, dream-filled half-sleep 
and noticed the door to the bedroom slowly pushing open. Then lurching 
around the open door came the tall cat-like figure of Sylvia whose face 
reflected an arrogant self confidence that for Ellen could only mean 
one thing. The tall smirking brunette stood a few paces from the young 
girl, staring and saying nothing for a long time. It was obvious that 
she had been drinking.


"Well, the house whore has finally decided to wake up from her nap." 
Sylvia laughed evilly and swept her hand towards the door in a gesture 
of finality. "Ain't it funny? There's just you, me, and Vito. I think 
we ought to have a little party."


Ellen stiffened and tried to struggle up from the floor. She wanted to 
say something that would erase the hateful expression on Sylvia's face, 
but everything she thought of would make the situation worse. The only 
thing she could do now was stall for time and hope for some kind of 
intervention that would save her from what lay ahead.


"B--Billy, he told you not to touch me. Please don't touch me, you know 
what he'll do to you, if you do anything."


The gang girl laughed again, and the ugly sound of her voice seemed to 
echo back to Ellen the absurdity of her remarks. Even to herself the 
protest seemed weak and feeble as though she did not believe it, and 
she held her breath when the girl approached her with eyes glinting 
ferociously.


Sylvia took carefully small half-steps that prolonged the anguished 
tension of waiting, and Ellen tried to raise herself higher off the 
floor, feeling her bonds painfully clench around her arms and the 
tightness of her jeans, that had hitched up beneath the lower ropes, 
cutting into her waist. Suddenly, in one lightning movement, Sylvia's 
hand shot down and grabbed Ellen's hair, wrenching the young girl's 
head upward until she was staring into the other woman's hate-filled 
face. In this moment Ellen caught the full brunt of Sylvia's 
contemptuous wrath, and the pain tingling through her scalp was nothing 
compared to the force of sadistic glee sparkling in the gang girl's 
eyes.


"Ya know what I'm going to do to ya, honey," Sylvia said, not releasing 
her tight grip on Ellen's hair. "I'm gonna make you feel real funny, 
like I'm gonna cut you up tit by tit, but that'll come after we have 
some other entertainment."


"Oh please! God! Leave me alone!" Ellen pleaded, the tears beginning to 
well up in her eyes.


"There ain't no reason to leave ya alone after the way ya been acting 
towards my man!" Sylvia screamed shrilly, then viciously back-handed 
the captive girl several times. The blows seemed to take the immediate 
pressure off her hate, and she let Ellen's head fall back against the 
wall.


The young blonde made another effort to communicate with the infuriated 
gang girl. "I--it wasn't my fault. I didn't ask to be kidnapped by 
those men," Ellen sobbed piteously.


"Ya know Rex is still here," Sylvia said cunningly and without 
preamble. "I suppose ya think he's gonna guard ya, don't ya?"


Suddenly a feeling of horror implanted itself and flooded through 
Ellen's entire being. Now she remembered the animal-like noises from 
last night and the ribald laughter of the convicts as they shouted 
gleefully, "Go on, Rex. Fuck her too; she's a bitch!" Oh God! Mention 
of the dog and the irrational of the animal that she had experienced 
earlier merged into one terrorized realization. No, this was too much, 
she couldn't even bear to think of it!


"That dog has been trained by Billy," Ellen said, her mind still 
grabbing for excuses to hold the tall brunette off from her. "Billy 
left him here to guard me."


"We'll see what kinda guarding old Rex is going to do," Sylvia chortled 
sadistically. "Hey, Vito, get your ass here and bring that fucking dog 
with you." She laughed uproariously at her own joke.


When Ellen began frantically struggling against her bounds, Sylvia 
grabbed her hair and rammed her head back against the wall. Low 
disgruntled groans could be heard from the front room, and a moment 
later the ferrety little convict appeared at the door accompanied by 
the huge German Shepherd.


"Hey, Vito, look at this," Sylvia grinned back at the greasy-haired man 
standing in the entrance way. "We're gonna have us some fun while Billy 
plays his little cops and robbers game."


The sadistically grinning gang girl leaned down and pinched and tore at 
the flesh on Ellen's arm until the young girl could stand the pain no 
longer. She jumped and screamed against her bonds, trying to escape the 
excruciating pain, but her struggles were useless and resulted only in 
the ropes cutting into her wrists and drawing blood.


"I--I don't think we oughta mess with this kinda crap," Vito said 
nervously, licking his lips. "Billy finds out, and it'll be all over 
for the both of us."


The statuesque brunette looked back at Vito contemptuously. It was 
obvious which one of the two had the strength to take command of this 
new situation, and the gang girl exercised that command now with the 
vicious poking and prodding of her fingers and hands.


"Hey, Vito, wouldn't you like to see what kind of cunt this sweet 
innocent little thing's got?" Sylvia asked, leaning forward and 
reaching with both hands for the front of Ellen's tee-shirt. Ellen 
pulled away, but there was no place she could go. "It must be something 
pretty special for Billy to get so hopped up." The gang girl's hands 
tore at the light covering material, and Ellen's large, ripely swaying 
breasts fell free into the air. Both women could see Vito's eyes bulge 
at the voluptuous sight of the naked white torso bound helplessly to 
the wall, and even as they watched, his features began to change from 
nervousness to a sadistic anticipation.


"Look at that, Vito," Sylvia said and leered back at the dumbfounded 
man behind her. "How'd you like to try some of that?"


Vito stood with his jaw agape, a thin line of spittle forming on his 
trembling lower lip. The dog standing by his side sounded a low whimper 
that redirected the terrified captive's attention to the big animal.


"What d'ya say, Vito? You get the bitch warmed up, and then we let Rex 
here have a go at her," Sylvia said, then turned to the struggling 
blonde again. "Old Rex fucks real good." Her eyes were devoid of 
emotion--lifeless--as she said it.


"Stop it, stop this talk, I can't stand it!" Ellen screamed in one last 
verbal attempt to dissuade Sylvia from her viciously lewd intent. "I'll 
do anything, but get that dog away from me!"


"Ya hear that, Vito?" Sylvia said in a low salacious tone. "She'll do 
what ya want as long as Rex boy don't mess with her."


Suddenly, the gang girl was upon Ellen again. She seized her legs and 
pulled them wide apart, then with surprising strength she thrust one 
hand against the struggling girl's crotch and unzipped the tattered 
jeans. Ellen tried to pull her legs tight, but the strong pressure of 
her assailant's grip on her thigh was too much.


"When I want you to open your legs, I mean it!" Ellen heard hissed at 
her through her pain-deadened mind.


Sobbing convulsively, the blonde hostage's legs went limp, and she let 
her thighs fall slightly apart from their own weight. She could feel 
the sadistic gang girl reaching down and grasping her ankles, and 
yanking her fearfully trembling body as far out of the corner as 
possible with her hands still bound to the wall. Her softly fleshed 
young buttocks scraped agonizingly across the rough floor, and she 
moaned in pained protest but it was not heard.


"Now open 'em, baby, I want Vito to see how nice and tight your little 
pussy looks."


Reluctantly, with tears of shame and fear coursing down her reddened 
cheeks, Ellen spread her legs a few inches more.


"Open 'em wider, you slut, poor Vito can't see it ... can ya, Vito?" 
she teased at him as his wildly gleaming eyes grew wider and small 
beads of sweat began to form on his forehead.


Sylvia moved forward again. She grabbed the sides of Ellen's jeans and 
tugged at the tight covering denim, pulling them all the way off the 
struggling young girl's legs--then holding them aloft in contemptuous 
disdain. She laughed shrilly in sadistic glee as she saw Ellen cringing 
and trying to hide her nakedness.


The captive young blonde sobbed helplessly in pain and humiliation, 
feeling the raw pink flesh of her vagina stretched open from the 
outward pressure against her legs. She was totally exposed to the 
weasel-like little convict's gaze as his savagely burning eyes locked 
in lustful desire on the tiny tight opening nestling in the sparse 
field of soft blonde cuntal hair up between her legs.


"Now ya can do anything ya like to her, Vito. But ya gotta save the 
best part for Rex here. Whaddya think ya wanta do, Vito honey?"


"What ... what about Billy," he asked, his voice raspy with fear and an 
animal-like lust.


"Who's going to tell Billy? Not me. Not you ... not her! She's gonna 
try to escape and she's going to have an accident. Can't be helped. She 
likes to escape. We can't help it if she falls down three flights of 
stairs while being chased by Rex ... and breaks her fucking neck." She 
grinned conspiratorially at the sweating convict.


Vito's laughter was a high-pitched cackle of enjoyment. He actually 
rubbed his hands in glee.


Cowering in terror in the corner, Ellen had never felt so naked and 
frightened in her life. Her mind whirled at the thought of being 
attacked by the lewdly grinning Vito, but an awesome sensation of 
incomprehensible fear shot through her when she thought of the dog that 
stood panting beside him. God, Rex was huge. She just couldn't stand 
the idea of touching the beast, much less passively submitting to the 
vile obscenity they had in mind for him to do. The hate-filled Sylvia 
was enjoying her sadistic revenge too much to listen to any kind of 
plea for mercy, in fact she probably would enjoy it a hundred times 
more if Ellen were to beg. There was no hope now for anything, and the 
young hostage didn't try to stop the tears of humiliation and fright 
that were streaming down her cheeks.


Ellen closed her eyes to blot out Sylvia's smirking face then reopened 
them again and jumped suddenly as she felt a pressure between her legs. 
The tall brunette gang girl had knelt down beside her and had brushed 
her hand against the softly tender flesh surrounding her vagina. "No, 
no, stop, please stop," the captive groaned in abject fear.


Vito bent eagerly down behind Sylvia and the slightly built convict 
inched forward, leering toward Sylvia's hand that worked at the bound 
girl's wide-splayed vaginal lips. Then like some anxious animal closing 
in for the kill, he pushed past Sylvia, thrusting his face a few inches 
away from her finger working around the edges of the tortured little 
cunt. For a moment Ellen forgot about the slow humiliating violation of 
her nakedly exposed cuntal area and focused all her attention on Vito's 
crazed expression that contorted in obvious anticipation of what he 
would do to her next.


"Yeah, I'll warm her up all right," he growled, not taking his eyes 
from between her legs where the grinning Sylvia had expertly insinuated 
her fingers and was methodically massaging them around and around to 
widen the already wet passage.


"Let's get her on the bed," the gang girl said in a commanding voice. 
"You and Rex can't do nothin' to her down here on the floor ... you'll 
both get splinters in your balls."


As though she were in a dream, Ellen felt herself pushed from the wall, 
and saw the ropes cut swiftly by the knife in Vito's hand, and then she 
was being bodily lifted, with all will to resist gone, and held in the 
tight clench of Vito and Sylvia's arms above the bed. She was dropped 
heavily and hit the soiled mattress with a hard smack. Then she sensed 
her arms being pulled back from in front of her and her back striking 
against the wall. Through a blur of scalding tears she made out the 
figure of Sylvia standing over her and Vito's ferret-like form crawling 
up on the bed next to her.


She felt the sadistic convict's thin tensed body push up against her 
and heard him fumbling with his clothing, not bothering to remove his 
pants but just unzipping his fly. He moved closer and she pulled away 
from him towards the wall, jerking abruptly as she felt hands on her 
buttocks behind. It was Sylvia and she was reaching over the bed, 
thrusting Ellen closer to Vito's lust-incited form. The two pairs of 
hands that were suddenly pinching and clawing over her nakedly writhing 
young body were indistinguishable from one another, and it seemed as 
though every sensitive area of her fearfully cringing flesh was being 
explored and prodded to increase her pain and humiliation. Then she 
sensed an all-too-familiar touch, something she had learned to 
recognize from the several violations of her body during the past two 
days. The hot spongy hardness of Vito's eagerly throbbing cock sprang 
out from the opening of his pants and with a soft thud smacked against 
the narrow hair-lined opening of her cunt. The helplessly struggling 
girl stretched her buttocks backwards, but the evil little Vito 
followed her, moving his hands across her hips until they clenched the 
quivering cheeks of her ass.


Ellen lurched back again and wriggled her buttocks in one last vain 
attempt to escape the constant painful kneading of his fingers and 
hands. But it was useless. Vito's long hard cock began making its slow 
entry through the tight outer lips of the girl's moistly dilating cunt, 
his progress only slightly impeded by the spasmodic wrenching of her 
groin away from him. Suddenly, Ellen felt a new pressure coming from 
behind. At first there was a tingling, then a more painful sensation as 
Vito's hands tightened in back of her, pulling her clenched buttocks 
wide apart. She looked up and saw Sylvia's sadistically smiling face 
only inches away from her thighs. The gang girl had thrust her finger 
against the tight rubbery ring of Ellen's anus and, with the aid of the 
man in front of her, began a malicious prodding at the blonde's tender 
rear entrance.


"Oh, noooooo, aaaaaaargh," she moaned in pained humiliation. "Please 
don't. God! Don't do that to me."


But the young hostage's helpless protestations were useless. Her 
nakedly trembling body gave a fretful heave sideways to escape the dual 
prodding from in front and behind, and she felt an excruciating pain 
rip through her thighs as Sylvia's sharp claws dug into the soft white 
flesh above Ellen's buttocks. The gang girl clenched her fingers until 
the screeching-in-agony captive could stand it no longer. The 
outstretched finger that worked at her nether passage now had full 
access to her and Ellen felt she would do anything now to avoid the 
terrible searing pain that she had learned to associate with each of 
her struggling movements. Nothing was important anymore as long as she 
escaped the burning torture of Sylvia's viciously grasping hands that 
she could still feel digging into the sensitive skin of her inner 
thighs and prodding at the tightly puckered anal ring.


She could feel the hot rubbery hardness of Vito's cock thrust partially 
into her moist, slowly widening cuntal passage, even as Sylvia's 
extended finger screwed into her quivering ass.


"Deeper, do you want me to fuck you deeper?" Vito asked lewdly, 
removing his hands from her helplessly squirming buttocks, and moving 
them up to her large pink-rippled breasts that he squeezed and kneaded 
in growing lust.


Ellen did not answer. Her mouth opened in silent protestation, but her 
lips pursed tightly shut when she felt Sylvia's finger worm farther 
into her rear orifice. She was impaled now from both sides. The vision 
of the brunette gang girl bent over her and Vito cleaving into her 
moistly clasping vagina sent an electric shock of shame through her 
pulsating groin and into the rippling flesh of her abdomen. She could 
feel the sadistic little convict's long burrowing penis grow larger, if 
that were at all possible, as he began his strong ram-rod thrusts. She 
pulled back away from him, but this seemed to increase his excitement 
and he drove harder, his thick, sperm-inflated hardness pushing the 
unresisting moist folds of flesh in surging waves before its cruel 
searching head.


Ellen looked up again and saw Sylvia smile in triumph. Then she heard 
and felt the swift removal of the gang girl's finger slipping out of 
her ass with a moist swish of air.


"Go on, fuck it, fuck it, Vito!" Sylvia screamed, long swatches of cum-
matted black hair dangling over her face and giving her a demented 
appearance.


The gang girl stood back away from the bed for a moment and watched the 
lewd scene with dazed eyes. The German Shepherd sat at the woman's side 
and viewed the writhing figures with a bemused animal curiosity, 
perking up his ears with each spasmodic lurch and groan from the bed. 
Low bestial growls came from the dog's panting mouth, completing the 
depravity of the scene and seeming to merge with the rhythmical moans 
and squeakings that resounded from the bed.


Ellen's naked young body twitched and writhed uncontrollably as Vito 
began his last pile-driving thrusts into the deepest recesses of her 
cunt. The day of waiting for this blonde bitch had taken its toll on 
Vito's ability to hold himself off from climax much longer, and the 
incredible warmth of the girl's lushly quivering body and the moistly 
contracting tightness of her hot little cunt brought him closer and 
closer to orgasm.


There was nothing else in the world for the girl hostage now. No Billy, 
no Sylvia, nothing but this deep mind-dazing screwing of animal lust 
and flesh, of belly smacking against belly, crotch grinding against 
crotch.


"That's it, Vito. Fuck 'er with all you've got," Sylvia intoned from 
across the room, driving him on into greater lust-incited fury.


Ellen's eyes opened and closed in a lost gaze of pain and humiliation. 
The convict was coming in from a new angle--one that gave him added 
depth. She had not been fucked this deep before, not once in the last 
two days, and she winced as he routed the head around deep inside, 
enlarging the virginal end of her channel and feeling her own 
involuntarily clasping muscles grip at his rigidity like warm elastic.


Suddenly Vito lurched. He poised over her in a push-up position, his 
hands holding her breasts for a moment before pushing down between her 
arms. He levered her unresisting legs off the bed in an arc flat back 
over her head, pressing the toes of her feet harshly into the mattress 
on either side of her shoulders.


"Ram it to her, Vito," Sylvia's voice goaded excitedly from somewhere 
in the distance. "Shoot it in her."


Spurred on by Ellen's frantically twisting body below, he dug even more 
deeply into her, forcing her tortured legs farther and farther back 
over her head, doubling her in half, fucking into her like a pile-
driving machine gone out of control.


He was cumming now, she could feel his waves of unbelievably warm sperm 
shooting deep into her dilating womb as her head whirled at the 
onslaught of hot powerful squirts surging wildly into her, filling her 
to the bursting point with its sticky whiteness. Then it was over, 
except for the hoarse panting from both of them. Ellen lay back from 
Vito, sobbing piteously as her head pushed against the wall and her 
blonde hair streamed wildly down her neck and onto her full firm 
breasts. She had felt the hugeness of Vito's cock shoot its enveloping 
wetness into her womb, and had experienced a half-second of 
unconsciousness which she recognized as an orgasm of sorts as his 
burgeoning cock had flooded her moistly clasping cuntal passage to the 
brim. Now he pulled away from her, his slowly deflating cock slipping 
loudly from her sucking vaginal lips. He lay for a moment beside her 
and then slid slowly from the bed, leaving her nakedly battered body 
face down on the mattress.


Ellen looked up for a moment through tear-flooded eyes to see the 
figures of Vito and Sylvia gesticulating to one another and the dog 
looking up questioningly at the two of them. Then to her horror, she 
saw the two criminals lead the huge, eagerly whining German Shepherd 
toward the bed. Ellen cringed away and pushed against the wall, a mind-
stunning blanket of primeval terror blanketing her as she knew she 
could no longer escape this horrible fate.


"That's it, Vito, lift his paws onto the bed," she heard the wanton 
voice of Sylvia shout out. Then she was screaming as she felt the soft 
touch of animal fur on her ankle and a warm breath on her calf. A 
vicious slap across the face almost knocked her unconscious. Her 
screams choked off in a low moan of anguish, and she moved an inch 
away, but the animal warmth followed her ... and the stillness of the 
expectant spectators filled her with a black dread that was almost 
paralyzing in its intensity.


Ellen looked back and saw the powerful form of Rex hunched over the 
bed. She tried to move forward but found the harsh grip of Sylvia's 
hands holding her back, and she grimaced in pain as the gang girl 
gripped her shoulders forcefully downward onto the mattress. She could 
not move. Sylvia sat with legs spread wide apart in front of her, while 
Vito stood to her side preventing any lateral movement. Ellen lay flat 
on her belly now, her face thrust into the filthy pillow, afraid to 
move and equally fearful that her stillness would signal a position of 
complete subjugation to her torturers.


Suddenly, there was the cold touch of animal nostrils against her lower 
thigh that sent her gaze back and froze her into a position of 
terrorized fear. Her mind screamed at her paralyzed muscles to move, to 
roll over, to lower her legs and get off the bed, but her body simply 
shuddered and the dog stood and growled bestially in warning.


Ellen froze, her thighs pulled close together, not daring to move now 
as the huge dog growled menacingly once again over her, his great 
panting head just above her defenselessly upturned loins. Suddenly 
there was the feel of hands on her knees and buttocks as Vito and 
Sylvia pulled her legs wide apart for the dog's entry.


Ellen felt as though the last moment of her life had come. There was 
nothing she could do now but submit, and submit she did as Rex's coldly 
wet nose began inching up her thighs and finally lodged against the 
opening of her fearfully cringing vagina. The horrible violations of 
her body during the past few days had reduced the young girl to nothing 
but a vessel of nakedly quivering flesh, and now with the knowledge 
that they were going to kill her there wasn't anything except a kind of 
blind willingness to be subjugated and dominated to the point of 
absolute self-annihilation. So far as she was concerned, she was 
already dead. Let them do what they willed.


The giant German Shepherd lowered his head to the helpless girl's hair-
covered crotch and sniffed it. His tail wagged and trembled as though 
he had found a bitch in heat. For a moment the blonde hostage, in spite 
of her resignation to her fate, tried to squirm away, but the dog 
raised his head and growled again and began greedily lapping at the 
narrow pink slit up between her thighs. He ran his tongue down the full 
length of it from the tightly puckered anal opening, up over the wetly 
fluted edges of her cunt, and to the tiny gleaming clitoris atop her 
pubic mound. His great tongue spread through the soft hair-covered 
swelling like a hot knife through butter. It flicked relentlessly 
between the girl's widespread legs, stopping sporadically to sniff at 
her warmly perfumed cunt and wagging his tail in obvious appreciation.


Rex was pushing harder, the nose and tongue more persistent at her 
upturned buttocks. Ellen felt a lewd thrill, at this point only 
understandable to her because of the subjugation she had gone through 
before, and she fought with all her will against it. The dog's 
glistening long scarlet penis slipped from its huge sheath, the tapered 
point slipped and danced in the hot wet crevice as the animal trembled 
and jerked, trying to push the tapered point and the thick shaft into 
her body.


Above and around her the shadowy forms of Vito and Sylvia seemed to set 
up a lewd chant-like motion. Gone was all sense of protest or 
violation--she was merely an equivalent of the animal that haunched 
over her, a receptacle that symbolized the junction of animal and human 
as in days of old when man was a mythic union of the gods and animals.


Out of control, the dog growled in frustration as Ellen, in 
desperation, twisted her buttocks in an attempt to push the slippery 
organ away. But Sylvia merely reached down and guided the point of it 
into the cringing girl's narrow pink pussy slit, and Rex immediately 
began humping forward--each of his eager thrusts spreading her cunt 
wider and wider apart.


Ellen did not know what she was doing, her responses were merely 
automatic gestures that had been trained into her over the past few 
days, and so she without volition raised her white young buttocks up to 
allow easier entry.


The animal lurched heavily on top of her, thrusting his bestial fur-
covered paws around her torso as though his forelegs were human arms 
wrenching around her, writhing back. From deep in her consciousness 
Ellen could hear a low gasp come from the two figures who had stood up 
from the bed to give the animal complete access to her.


With a cry, she tensed as the long scarlet penis slipped out, but Rex 
returned immediately to the attack, having tasted success. He knew 
where and how to go this time. The German Shepherd jerked forward and 
with one smooth lunge buried his huge cudgel deep up the kneeling young 
girl's pink, spasmodically grasping cunt.


His thinly tapered penis slithered forward with a wet rush until it was 
sunk to the hilt, his hairy balls swinging from below her wet pubic 
hair. Coming to her senses momentarily, Ellen tried to wrench away 
again, but Sylvia's hands gripped her forearms and dug her fingernails 
into her flesh, forcing the girl to submit to the brutal animal 
impalement. It was being done to her, she thought in desperation; there 
was a dog fucking into her vagina. It was a fact. There was nothing--
absolutely nothing she could do to change that fact or stop it. Let it 
end as soon as possible, she prayed.


Her face contorted in abject surrender, and she began slow responsive 
movements, upturning her buttocks and tightly flexing and unflexing her 
vaginal muscles to bring the dog to climax. Rex emitted a low, almost 
human growl and thrust his hind legs more closely against the girl's 
wildly trembling buttocks, and began a tensed jerking, skewering his 
bestially huge penis farther up her moistly clasping passage.


Vito bent down a few inches from the bed, a long stream of spittle 
running down his chin, his idiot-like face a grotesque mask of lewd 
twitchings and contortion. It was even better seeing the dog get the 
blonde girl than it had been watching the arrogant Sylvia being 
sodomized by the same animal last night. The memory of the orgasm he'd 
had only a moment before and the thought of his hot cum merging with 
the lewd animal sperm in the subjected young girl's belly sent a surge 
of salacious delight through his groin. He began to groan in rhythmic 
response to the scene in front of him, grasping his long hard cock and 
pulling at it in response to the lewd animal fucking. Sylvia bent down 
her own voluptuously ripe body and thrusting up between her legs to 
play with the tiny hardening pleasure bud of her clitoris. She moved 
closer to Vito, their dual masturbation of their lust-incited genitals 
setting up a weird responsive slapping sound that fused and smacked in 
time to the buffeting coming from the bed.


Ellen's large taut breasts danced beneath her writhing torso, moving in 
time to the glistening scarlet cock of the dog as it slid into her from 
behind, a relentless hot poker of animal flesh burying itself deep 
within her human belly. Gone from her now was all awareness of who she 
was or how she had come to be subjugated as she was. She lay groaning 
in tiny unintelligible gasps that seeped from between her tightly 
clenched teeth like quick puffs of steam from a laboring locomotive 
inching its way up a steep incline. Her mood seemed to slowly transform 
itself, and she was surprised when she found herself giving more to the 
animal than she had ever dreamed. There was only one way to please the 
rapaciously grinning criminals crouched lewdly in front of her on the 
floor; she had to appear to enjoy the animal fucking in order to escape 
what Sylvia obviously had in store for her after the animal had spent 
itself. Yes, she wanted to enjoy it, and strangely the tiny bit of 
masochism in every woman suddenly broke forth into a surge of nerve-
jangling excitement. There was still the pain but it had become 
strangely pleasurable, and she found herself wantonly thrusting and 
squirming back to meet the obscene impalement each time the German 
Shepherd jerked forward into her.


"Ooooooh, oooooh," the kneeling young blonde groaned from beneath the 
panting Rex. The dog was lapping his tongue at Ellen's neck and 
wrenching his paws, yet strangely withholding his long canine claws 
from painful contact with her skin. His long dripping penis was buried 
to the hilt up her hotly clasping vaginal passage, and the earlier 
feeling of pain had gradually given way to electric shocks of salacious 
delight. Her eyes shot down to her shadow on the floor for a moment and 
the obscene shadowy movements of the dog fucking into her from behind 
presented a strange picture, as though out of a pornographic movie; and 
the pagan sight only increased her uncontrollable lust.


"Oh, yes, fuck it like that," she crooned through sensually clenched 
lips as the beast humped up heavily between her widespread buttock 
cheeks and rotated the giant blood-filled penis deep around up inside 
the hotly sucking tunnel of her hungry young pussy.


She had not submitted like this even to Vito, but had held off hoping 
that his violation would be the last. But now, with all resistance 
gone, she was mouthing obscenities back at an uncomprehending animal to 
do things to her with words like "cunt", "fuck", and "shit". The narrow 
dividing line between rightness and wrongness had now been crossed, and 
it was obvious that she was enjoying this perverted animal fucking as 
much, if not more, than with a human. She swept her long blonde hair 
from side to side, her lust-blinded eyes not even seeing the wantonly 
writhing figures of Sylvia finger-fucking herself or the evil little 
Vito maniacally stroking his blood-inflated cock.


The panting Rex burrowed and growled over the whimpering girl who 
muttered incoherent noises into the mattress. His long scarlet penis 
swelled and lurched up a final fraction of an inch, pressing its tip at 
the opening of her already sperm-filled womb. He yelped once and thrust 
his fur-covered abdomen more tightly against Ellen's wildly squirming 
buttocks.


Ellen cried out in desperate prayer, unable to stop herself in the mad 
pummeling of the wild animal heaving on top of her, feeling his cock 
swell as though it would burst, not just at the end but all along the 
full awesome length where the moist rubbery walls of her vagina held it 
vise-like and hot.


"Oh no, God, God," she screamed, the sobs choking down her throat as 
she felt his penis begin to jerk inside her and realized to her horror 
that the moment was here when he was going to explode inside her and 
fill her helpless and unprotected belly with his obscene hot cum; there 
was nothing in the world she could do about it but continue kneeling 
slavishly in front of him like another animal. And through it all, she 
knew that she had only hate for the dog ... because he had come too 
soon. She had been so close!


There was a stronger yelp from in back of her and she felt his great 
throbbing cock burst wide open, beginning to boil his hot animal cum 
into her. Then, with the unexpectedness of a bolt of lightning, her own 
orgasm struck her and Ellen screamed in animal rapture and rammed back 
against the dog wildly just as he jerked forward and his cock began 
spitting its sperm in hot spurts deep in her clasping vagina.


Sylvia and Vito on the floor were both approaching orgasm now 
themselves as they rubbed and jerked at their own genitals; their 
excitement increased tenfold as they saw the thick white liquid ooze 
from Ellen's tight little cunt which was violently milking the penis of 
the dog; his trails of the sticky white liquid ran down the firm ivory 
columns of her thighs as the kneeling young girl continued to shriek 
out her orgasm. Then, her backside glistening with cum, Ellen pitched 
forward on her face, almost unconscious, the rapidly deflating cock of 
the dog slipping from her sperm-flooded vaginal passage with a lewd, 
wet sucking noise that echoed obscenely through the silence of the 
room.


The exhaustedly trembling young captive lay on her belly panting for 
breath as the dog heaved off the mattress and sprawled out his weary 
form next to the bed. Ellen's whole body ached in the aftermath of the 
painful attack, and she dared not move for fear that even greater pain 
would assault her. She waited, knowing that the final moment had not 
yet come, that Vito and Sylvia who had both reached writhing climax a 
few moments before would be on her again in a matter of moments.


The moment came only a second later.


"Now how about that," the voice of the gang girl hissed viciously from 
the side of the bed. Ellen looked up and saw Sylvia standing beside 
her, the huge blade of Vito's knife that he had used to cut her bonds 
in her hand.


Ellen raised her head in weak protest, but she knew that it was 
useless. The gang girl brandished the knife over her, slicing it 
through the air in a kind of hypnotic gesture that caught the gaze of 
the reclining Vito.


"What ya gonna do to her?" the criminal's startled voice rang out. "I 
thought we were gonna throw her over the railing and break her neck!"


"Whaddya think I'm gonna do with this here knife?" the gang girl spat 
at him. "I'm gonna start slicing tit by tit, just like I said I would," 
she spat down at him.


Vito looked up for an interminable moment, his dazed eyes clearing 
somewhat and then began rising off the floor. "Ya put that knife away, 
ya got no reason to use it," he shouted, raising a fist at Sylvia who 
was still grimacing down at him. "Billy'll kill us if he thinks we 
touched her."


"Fuck Billy!" Sylvia turned away from the badly frightened little 
convict, ignoring his shouts and continued swishing the blade through 
mid-air, moving it closer and closer to the screaming, cowering Ellen 
who pathetically cringed against the wall, looking like a bird at the 
approach of a cat.


Behind the woman Ellen could see Vito approach closer, his hands 
opening and closing in nervous protesting gesticulations. His hands 
clenched into tight fists and the muscles of his forearms stood out 
demonstrating a strength Ellen had not thought the thin man capable of. 
At least, she had someone on her side, even if he did want to kill her-
-just as Sylvia--but wanted to make her death look like an accident.


Suddenly there was a wild movement of flailing limbs in front of her as 
Vito had leapt up behind Sylvia, grappling with her arms, but the lithe 
gang girl spun around and made a vicious slash against the criminal's 
chest. In the midst of the scuffle the German Shepherd rose and sank 
his teeth into Sylvia's ankle, instinctively attacking the suddenly 
insane gang girl. The pain of the dog's bite only drove her to further 
madness and she thrust the long switchblade knife in an upward curve 
from her hips. The blade made a loud "thunk" as it sank into Vito's 
chest.


Sylvia smiled again across the width of the bed.


"Ya thought ya almost had it made, didn't ya?" she snarled. "But now 
you're gonna get it, and I'm gonna be slow and easy about cuttin' ya 
up. I'll make it hurt ... I promise ya ..."


The German Shepherd cowered away from the standing woman, his tail 
curled between his legs. He knew who was master now, the long bloody 
knife glinting in his master's former girlfriend's hand clearly 
demonstrated this.


Ellen felt her last hope dwindle away when she saw that the animal who 
had been her lover only moments before was incapable of acting as her 
protector. Now it was only a matter of waiting, since she would be 
unable to avoid the pendulum swing of the razor-like blade. She closed 
her eyes, trying to blot out the vision of the glistening blade of 
steel now running with blood, held in the hand of the stealthily 
approaching gang girl. "Let it be fast and not hurt too much," she 
prayed silently. "Please let it be fast." She had no hope of living.


"Now let me get that tit in my hand," Ellen heard through her fogged 
mind. "Just poke it out so I can start cutting."


Sylvia reached down toward Ellen's breast, and the terror-paralyzed 
young girl was incapable of movement. The tall brunette's hand darted 
out and clenched one nipple tight, squeezing the roseate tipped breast 
in a scissor-like grip that sent a shriek of excruciating agony 
screaming up from the depths of Ellen's being. The knife flashed in the 
air and made a downward movement ...


Suddenly the entire world seemed to blow up in an ear-splitting 
explosion--one second the hand was there and then it wasn't.


Ellen watched the crazed sadistic look on Sylvia's face change to one 
of frozen horror, shock, then agony. The gang girl fell away from the 
bed, and Ellen saw the form of Billy standing at the door, a pistol 
smoking in his hand. Out of the corner of her eye, Ellen saw the dog 
cringe away from the scene, disappearing down the stairway away from 
his master. Ellen wobbled to her feet, then stood up in front of him.


"Well, well, look at what's been goin' on in here," he said with a 
strange sense of ease in his voice. "The killing's off." He grinned, 
shaking his head in disbelief. "Would you believe ... would you believe 
..." he began laughing so hard that he was forced to sit on the bed and 
tears streamed down his darkly handsome face, "would you believe ... 
the Senator's plane was hijacked ... to Cuba!"


Ellen turned her face away from the two outstretched bodies on the 
floor. She had been through too much in the past few days to be able to 
regain her thoughts; the room was swirling around and around. All she 
wanted now was to go home and sleep and sleep until the pain of the 
experience softened to the point where she could begin living her life 
again.


Cash appeared from behind Billy and shook his head on witnessing the 
bloody scene in front of him. "Jesus! What we gonna do about this, 
Billy?" Cash asked quietly, obviously concerned.


The gang leader took out his gun and dropped it on the floor beside 
Vito. "They killed each other," he said quietly. "Both of them were 
psychos--only a matter of time, anyway." He paused, "We'll torch the 
building."


"And the girl?" Cash jerked his head toward Ellen who stared unseeing 
at a blank wall.


"What do you think we should do to her?" Billy asked quietly, and Pop 
who had just entered the room was included in the question.


"She can pin this on you," the old man said thoughtfully. He glanced 
down at Vito lying lifelessly in a puddle of blood and over to Sylvia, 
still brandishing her knife in death. "It's up to you, Billy," he said, 
"It's up to you ..."


Chapter 7


Ellen sat in front of the television set on the sun porch of her 
mother's home a few miles outside the city. She relaxed with a glass of 
lemonade in her hand, letting her thoughts go back for the first time 
to the violent experiences that had transpired only a few days before. 
She recalled with a strange sense of gratefulness how Billy, Cash and 
Pop had driven her to the outskirts of the suburban village where she 
lived and remembered the last look of almost gentle affection Billy had 
given her before the truck had disappeared forever--traveling the 
entire length of the Florida Peninsula before inevitably approaching 
their capture that she had read about briefly in the newspaper that 
morning.


She heard her older sister's voice coming from the living room behind 
her, and smiled as Jennifer entered the sun porch and embraced her 
warmly. Ellen had made up a few excuses to her family about staying 
with a friend in Tampa for a few days and that had satisfied her mother 
somewhat; and now the young girl felt she could continue her life 
without having to bare the sordid details of her kidnapping to anyone. 
It just wouldn't help things, she thought, and she felt she could be 
closer to her sister by not mentioning the lewd spectacle of Jennifer 
fucking two men at the same time that had sent her off onto the lonely 
road that night and resulted in her kidnap-rape.


"Well," Jennifer said, smiling and sitting down on the divan in front 
of Ellen. "Don't we look rested now?"


Ellen shrugged and sat down next to her sister, offering her a sip of 
lemonade. "I really feel fine. You know, a little vacation really does 
a person a world of good."


"I've got a date with Phil tonight," Jennifer said. "What do you think 
I should wear?"


Ellen smiled to herself, knowing that her sister had no idea what she 
had seen from the sand dune a few days before. She thought for a moment 
and then said, "Something light and comfortable. It's warm out and 
maybe a mini would be nice."


Jennifer nodded and trotted off the porch, leaving Ellen alone with her 
thoughts again. The young girl leaned forward and turned on the color 
television once more. The news was on and she watched film clips of an 
earthquake disaster flash onto the screen.


A moment later the picture of three handcuffed men being led up a 
stairway to a courthouse appeared before her, and Ellen felt an 
electric shock run down the length of her spine when she recognized the 
figures of Billy, Cash and Pop, although all three of them tried to 
cover their heads.


For a brief instant Billy turned his face toward the camera, and Ellen 
thought she could make out a searching look in his eyes that reminded 
her of the last tender glance he had given her before the pickup truck 
had dissolved into the semi-tropical darkness of the Florida night.


And suddenly she was weeping again--crying for him and what he might 
have been ... and what he would mean to her through the long sunny days 
ahead.


The End
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Chapter 1


The lovely young blonde crossed one long slender leg gracefully over 
the other, and smiled dazzlingly at Doug.


"Thank you so much for picking me up!" she breathed. "I've had 
absolutely no luck at all this morning--that is, until you stopped for 
me, Mr. ...?"


"Fletcher, Doug Fletcher," Doug supplied, darting another look at the 
appealing young hitchhiker. He had been so surprised to see her, 
waiting at the entrance to the expressway, that he had impulsively 
stopped for her. Now he was glad he had--at least the journey to work 
wouldn't be as boring as it usually was.


"I'm Selma Blake," the blonde went on, as she pulled out a packet of 
cigarettes. Doug refused her offer of one, and she lit her own, pulling 
deeply on it. He couldn't resist stealing another glance at her--he was 
certainly attractive, and the short skirt she was wearing revealed the 
smooth sweep of her curvaceous thighs. Her long blonde hair swung back 
freely over her shoulders and she had a youthful carefree look which 
suddenly made him feel old and careworn.


"Do you always hitchhike to work ... If that's where you're going ..." 
Doug inquired, fighting his desire to forget all about the heavy rush-
hour traffic and concentrate solely on his beautiful passenger.


"Oh, sometimes," Selma replied enigmatically, and smiled at him again, 
her full ripe lips curving upward tantalizingly.


Doug was aware of a tightening in his loins, of the stirring of his 
awakening cock, and hoped that its stiffening was not noticeable 
through his trousers. Steady on, he warned himself silently, don't 
forget you're a married man!


"You look angry all of a sudden!" Selma said, and Doug realized that he 
was frowning, the corners of his mouth drooping, his lips white and 
tight.


"I'm not ... I'm just thinking," he said lamely, angry that she had 
noticed his reaction to his internal thoughts. Any man would scowl if 
he had the problems I've got! he told himself, unable to turn his 
thoughts away from Betty and their fight this morning. Just like me to 
have to worry about that nagging bitch when I've got a cute dish like 
Selma beside me.


He couldn't help thinking that their quarrels got more and more 
frequent, while their love life, such as it was, got less and less 
frequent. They had tried to figure out what was wrong between them, by 
calm conversation, but it always ended the same way, with one or the 
other of them hurtling accusations at the other. But he knew what the 
problem was ... the plain and simple fact was that he wasn't getting a 
good lay at home and that was bound to get to any normal guy after a 
while! But Betty, every time they even got near to discussing the crux 
of the matter, seemed to get hysterical, yelling "it's all your fault," 
and refusing to discuss it further.


Well, he'd had enough of that, a man could only put up with so much 
before he cracked, and he was dangerously close to the breaking point 
now--this morning's quarrel was almost the last straw! If that frigid 
wife of his had any idea of how she was affecting him, she'd change her 
tune, and quick, before it was too late ...


"Hey, calm down," Selma said suddenly, leaning a reassuring hand on his 
arm, and Doug was amazed at the shudder of pleasure which rippled 
through him from the electric contact. "You're all wound up," she went 
on sympathetically. "Something must really be getting to you!"


Yes, something is, Doug smiled grimly to himself, acutely aware of her 
gently pressuring hand on his arm.


"Where will I drop you off?" he asked brusquely, avoiding her eyes.


"Central Avenue will be fine," Selma responded, gathering up her bag.


"Look ... how ... would you like to meet ... say for a drink, after 
work?" Doug heard himself saying almost involuntarily. He was aware of 
the painful thudding of his heart as he waited for her reply. She'd 
probably refuse, after all, he had no business asking her in the first 
place.


"Sure, I'd like that," she said at last, and Doug realized that he had 
been holding his breath.


"Great, that's great," Doug exclaimed, and said that he'd pick her up 
outside her office at five.


He sat watching, his eyes glued to the provocative sight of her shapely 
hips until she was lost to sight in the hurrying crowd.


Hell, it's only a date for a drink, no harm in that, he told himself as 
he steered the car off in the direction of the city center. And it sure 
will be better than going home to Betty and facing another of her 
scenes.


*   *   *


Betty Fletcher grimaced as she swallowed the hot coffee. She couldn't 
adjust to the slightly bitter taste of the brandy, but knew that the 
overall effect of the mixture compensated for the unusual taste. 
Already she felt a warm tingling deep in the pit of her stomach as the 
hot liquid burned its way down and she could almost feel the tension 
easing out of her muscles. Closing her eyes, she leaned back against 
the back of the breakfast nook, and tried to calm her troubled 
thoughts. She hadn't meant to lose her temper with Doug this morning; 
she really hadn't. But she just couldn't help it. She felt so irritated 
and tired, so depressed as soon as she woke up. Of course it was his 
fault; he knew that when she said she didn't feel like making love, she 
meant it. But he always persisted, which really got her upset, and made 
her nervy and on edge all night, usually carrying through into the 
morning.


If only he'd understand her, or even try to.


But no! All he ever thought about was himself, and sex! He made her 
feel like an automaton with the constant demands--no wonder she lost 
her temper with him so much.


She took another deep drink of her brandied coffee, and wondered 
wearily how she'd get through the day. The idea of calling Tricia, her 
girlfriend occurred to her, but even the thought of making the effort 
to get dressed up and go out depressed her. And Tricia was always so 
inquisitive about the personal side of her married life, giving out 
details freely about her own sexual encounters, and probing almost 
rudely about Doug and herself in bed. No, I can't face Tricia this 
morning, Betty sighed. She looked listlessly around her, mentally 
arranging in order of most importance the tasks she had to do. But she 
couldn't even get interested in that. She was usually very house-proud, 
capable and efficient in running her home, but now she could see 
telltale curls of dust, clutters of newspapers.


It isn't fair! It isn't fair! she thought desperately, I'm young and 
attractive still, life shouldn't be over for me after two years of 
marriage!


Two years! She got up and wandered glumly into the hall. Two years of 
bickering and frustration, getting worse all the time, with no 
prospects of improvement.


She noticed, with disinterest, that the mailman had come. She felt a 
momentary rush of interest as she saw a small package among the usual 
circulars and a bill. "Personal Products" the discreet stamp in the 
corner said, and Betty realized that the vibrator-massager she'd 
ordered two weeks previously had arrived.


She carried it into the kitchen, and poured herself another cup of 
coffee, adding a liberal splash of brandy, and then sat down again in 
the breakfast nook to open the package.


She had read the small advertisement in one of the journals Doug 
subscribed to, and had been impressed by its claims. "Relieves stiff 
areas of the body," and "pats, stimulates, while you glow all over" and 
finally, "feel relaxed and happy after the deep massage of our natural 
feel personal vibrator."


Relaxed and happy. How long was it since she felt that way? She could 
barely remember, and almost desperately had mailed off the coupon 
asking for a free trial. She had forgotten all about it in the past 
couple of weeks, as tension mounted between herself and Doug and things 
went from bad to worse. But now, here it was, and if it helped a little 
bit, it would be worth it.


Betty couldn't suppress a gasp as she pulled away the last layer of 
tissue and revealed the gleaming cylinder of the massager. She didn't 
know what she had expected, but certainly nothing like this. It was 
about six or seven inches long, contoured at one end to allow the hand 
to grasp it, and the other end was topped by a slightly flaring knob. 
Betty stared at it, her eyes swimming from the strain and also from the 
effects of the brandy. It was like ... well, it looked almost exactly 
like a ... a penis! She had no idea it would be like this. Almost 
gingerly, she unfolded the instructions leaflet, and read that it was 
"contoured to fit every curve of the body in a design proved to be 
effective ..."


Tentatively, Betty carefully picked up the instrument, and was 
surprised by how snugly and almost reassuringly it fitted in her palm. 
Its surface was smooth and shiny, completely concealing the inner 
works. She flicked the on-switch and was amazed at the urgency of the 
vibrations; her entire hand shook gently and the instrument felt 
strangely alive and warm in her hand. Maybe it will work, maybe it will 
help me relax, just like the ad said.


Turning off the vibrator, she glanced again at the instructions. "Just 
apply your personal vibrator to any stiff, unyielding spot, i.e. your 
neck, shoulders, even your thighs, and immediately feel deep relief 
starting to pour through you from the special penetrating powers of 
this new design ..." It sounded so simple, but maybe a simple solution 
was what she needed, to a far from simple problem.


Betty didn't know what to do. She sat there, staring at the massager, 
faintly horrified at its lewd shape. It was so suggestive ... she 
couldn't help comparing it to Doug's penis, which certainly didn't 
relax or satisfy her. Far from it. She dreaded bedtime now, terrified 
that he would want to make love, which he usually did. Of course, it 
hadn't been like that in the beginning. On their honeymoon, she had 
been just as eager as he was to make love, and even though it hurt a 
little at first, and didn't feel particularly good, she was sure that 
time would adjust everything. And Doug was so gentle and solicitous 
with her, too, taking infinite care to ensure that she was ready for 
his entrance. Yes, everything had been fine, even though she hadn't 
derived full enjoyment from his lovemaking, and she had been sure that 
it was just a matter of time. But after the honeymoon, things just 
weren't the same. Doug just didn't seem to have the inclination or 
patience to prepare her adequately first, and couldn't understand why 
she didn't get as aroused as he did. She tried explaining that she 
needed more time, more stimulation, but he had brushed her explanations 
aside, even intimating that there was something wrong with her because 
she wasn't responding fully by now. And so, with the passing months, 
things had gotten worse, and she could barely bring herself to talk 
about it with him. He was so insensitive and unfeeling about what she 
needed, always blaming her without stopping to think that maybe his 
approach was wrong. No, the fault was always hers, and she was standing 
in the way of his sexual happiness.


Well, she was just about ready to try anything to make life bearable 
again, even if he wasn't. Wearily, she rose to her feet, and picking up 
the box containing the vibrator, made her way into the bedroom. She 
felt a little unsteady on her feet, and knew it was from the brandy she 
had doused into her coffee. She had got into the habit of doing that 
lately--it seemed to make the morning more livable, but she knew that 
this morning at least, she'd have to lie down for a few minutes. She 
must have put more than usual in, she realized, and thankfully sank 
back on the large double bed.


The room seemed to spin before her eyes, and she suddenly felt hot and 
uncomfortable. She opened her robe, and lay spread-eagled on the soft 
coverlet, willing her body into relaxation, mentally trying to drive 
the demons of tension out of her knotted muscles. Her legs felt leaden 
and her head was throbbing, and she could barely keep her eyes open. 
She knew if she closed them, she'd fall asleep, and she didn't want 
that to happen. God only knew what time she'd wake up again. Relax, 
relax, she told herself plaintively, but it was no use. She remembered 
the vibrator "apply to ... neck, shoulders ... thighs ..."


Well, neck and shoulders were out of the question; she just couldn't 
make the effort to reach them, but thighs ...


She reached over and grasped the vibrator and without giving herself 
time to think, switched it on. For a moment, she held it there in her 
hand, feeling its throbbing pulsating through her arm, and then, with 
her free hand, drew the edges of her nightgown up towards her hips, 
revealing the slender creamy skin of her long supple legs. She 
experienced a moment's apprehension, wondering if she should go ahead 
and use it, but she decided that she had to try it. She just couldn't 
go on like this; she had to do something or go crazy.


The vibrating surface felt strange against the soft flesh of her 
slightly parted thighs, but after a few moments, she got accustomed to 
it, and was amazed at the almost exhilarating sensation. It actually 
felt good, chased away the leaden feeling in her legs. She could almost 
feel the knots in her taut muscles untying, felt tension unwind as the 
massager hummed over the tender milk-white skin. Involuntarily, she 
slid her quivering thighs further apart, allowing the humming 
instrument to slip between the velvety surfaces and she became aware of 
new sensations of glowing relaxation as it throbbed away the tightness 
of her stiff muscles.


"Mmmmmm ..." she sighed blissfully, guiding the massager upwards, 
enjoying the surges of new-found pleasure swirling in the wake of the 
vibrator.


She gasped as the pulsating head came suddenly into direct contact with 
the sensitive flesh of her outer vagina, sending an unknown chill 
shooting through her. For a long moment, she held it there, hardly 
daring to breathe, not knowing what to do. Strange thrills surged 
through her as the throbbing top of the vibrator nudged at the softly 
squirming outer lips, eliciting a strange response deep in the pit of 
her loins. No, this is wrong ... she thought vaguely in the back of her 
wildly racing brain, and yet, she couldn't pull her hand away. This is 
good, too, just like it felt good on my thighs, she admitted numbly. 
It's helping me relax, it's soothing, she told herself, I can't stop 
now ...


Furtively, she edged the instrument closer to the burning flesh of her 
delicately writhing pussy and moaned aloud as it came into closer 
delirious contact with the moist folds of her slowly arousing cunt. 
There was no denying it ... the lewd machine felt good against her 
burning vagina! She could feel the blood pulsing through the thinly 
haired outer lips, felt the fluted edges of her trembling inner lips 
nibbling eagerly at the pleasure-giving gadget, and her entire body 
felt surmounted with a previously unknown delight.


"Oh! Oh! Oh!" she gasped as she continued to pressure the phallic-
shaped device against her hotly churning pussy.


Of their own volition, her cream-white thighs spread further apart, 
revealing the wet, tingling split of her madly throbbing vagina. 
Without stopping to think, Betty guided the hard penis-like instrument 
closer to the wildly dilating orifice of her helplessly aroused cunt, 
sighing as new sensations careened through her naked loins.


"Ooooohhhhh ..." she sobbed aloud as the pulsating machine came into 
searing contact with the turgid knob of her rigidly erect clitoris, 
nestling between the reddish curls of her pubic hair. Shockwaves of 
pleasure cascaded over her gently heaving body, and her face was 
flushed with exertion, bathed in a thin film of moisture. It was 
incredible ... she had never known anything like this before. She 
continued to rub the buzzing vibrator-head against the throbbing pink 
bud of her clitoris, grinding the rigid little organ mercilessly up 
against the hard plastic surface of the vibrator.


In the back of her mind, a voice admonished her, but she brushed it 
aside. This is wrong ... you shouldn't do this ... it's not right ...


"Oh God, I can't help it!" she moaned through passion-clenched teeth. 
And she couldn't. She was driven by an unknown force to hold the 
pulsating massager against the desire-aroused flesh of her writhing 
pussy, driven to grasp whatever pleasure she could from her love-
starved body. It can't be bad, she told herself. Something this good, 
this exhilarating just can't be bad ...


Her hips were flailing and thrashing around, her nightgown bunched up 
around her waist as she ground her heat-enflamed cunt up against the 
wildly jerking gadget.


Suddenly, she couldn't stand it any longer, and with agonized strength, 
she jammed the thick head of the vibrator against the pulsating petal-
shaped opening to her madly churning body. She grit her teeth as she 
steeled herself against the unnatural contact, and then heedlessly 
pressed forward again, forcing the rounded knob against her wetly 
writhing hole, insinuating it past the futilely resisting outer edges, 
sliding it into the heated sheath of her hotly burning cunt.


She lay there gasping as she held the thick machine in place, and then, 
without hesitating, she guided it deeper inside her, spreading her legs 
wider and arching her pelvis upward to afford greater access to the 
throbbing massager. Her entire loins felt alive and tingling and the 
instrument seemed to caress the moist tender inner tissues, which were 
already beginning to secrete excitedly, clasping the pseudo-phallus 
with greedy hunger. Of their own accord, her hips began to gyrate in 
time to the rhythmic pulsing of the vibrator, and as the heaving inner 
walls of her pussy began to lubricate with her moist feminine juices, 
she was able to rotate the device inside her clasping vagina, adding to 
the tremendous swirls of pleasure already building up deep inside her. 
She had never known anything like it; it was much, much better than any 
time with Doug. It was in fact almost as if her husband no longer 
existed; all that mattered to her was this incredible pleasure-giving 
instrument which was making love to her with an unbearable intensity. 
Her head began to whirl and her passion-drenched cuntal walls began an 
eager clutching at the half-buried machine, as if it was desperately 
trying to suck the gadget inside its heated depths.


Betty was bucking and thrashing against the bed, completely out of 
control now, aware that for the first time she was approaching a 
tremendous orgasm. And then, she couldn't hold back any longer ...


"I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" she shrieked wildly as wave 
after wave of overwhelmingly hot pleasure washed over her. She was 
climaxing, and it was better than she ever imagined. Desperately, she 
continued to ram the white imitation penis up between her crazily 
kicking legs, her voice incoherent with hoarse mewls. Her deep pelvic 
thrusts shook the whole bed, but Betty was oblivious to everything but 
the unbelievable sensations cavorting through her body, culminating in 
the overpowering pleasure that was burning up between her legs.


At last, the tremors subsided, and the uncontrollable flexing in her 
belly grew less and less, until finally, she lay still, her breathing 
shallow, her face flushed and moist with perspiration. The room still 
seemed to be swirling around her as she placed the vibrator back on the 
bedside table.


Conflicting feelings tumbled about in her dazed brain. Her body felt 
satiated and glowing, a new, satisfying feeling, but doubts began to 
form in her brain. What would Doug say if he found out what she had 
done? That she had made herself climax in that lewd way?


A sudden, agonizing image of how she must have appeared flashed across 
her mind to taunt her--legs obscenely spread, nightgown unashamedly 
wrinkled up around her waist, her hand eagerly thrusting the plastic 
vibrating instrument into her vagina ...


"Oh no!" she sobbed suddenly, her face crimsoning with shame. How could 
I have done such a disgusting, perverted thing?


She stared anew at the gleaming device, still wet and glistening from 
her inner juices, and a feeling of revulsion rose up inside her. Unable 
to stand the sight of it any longer, she hurriedly threw it into the 
box and rushing over to the bureau, flung it into the bottom drawer, 
under a layer of clothes she seldom used. She caught a glimpse of 
herself in the full length mirror behind the door and gasped at her 
disheveled hair, her flushed, lustful face, the erect buds of her 
nipples through her nightie.


Oh God, what's happening to me? she sobbed as she dashed into the 
bathroom, unable to stand any longer the sight of her sensually 
satisfied body.


Chapter 2


Doug knew he was driving recklessly, but still he didn't slow down. He 
was beginning to be sorry that he had ever met Selma, and the one drink 
they had had together was a disaster. He knew that most of the fault 
was his. Somehow, he just couldn't bring himself to unwind. Nothing but 
platitudes came into his head, and things weren't helped by the fact 
that Selma herself was relaxed and carefree. Instead of helping to 
loosen him up, it only made him more uptight. It was because he was 
guilty, he knew. He couldn't help wondering what Betty would think if 
she knew he had taken a gorgeous young blonde out for a drink after 
work. Worse still, what would she say if she knew that the lovely 
teenager was really interested in him? Because, the fact was, in spite 
of his being tongue-tied, Selma didn't bother to hide the fact that she 
found him attractive. He'd have to be a fool not to notice, and the 
knowledge filled him with mixed feelings.


Even though she was quiet and motionless now in the passenger seat 
beside him, Doug was acutely aware of her presence. The thought that a 
beautiful young girl like Selma was interested in him, or even found 
him attractive, gave him a secret thrill of pleasure, but he also found 
himself filled with foreboding. Just why, he couldn't say. He knew that 
he found her attractive--in fact, she was one of the loveliest girls 
he'd ever seen--and in the end, he had to admit to himself that he was 
afraid. Afraid of what might happen, afraid of his own feelings and 
desires, and afraid of what Betty would think if she ever found out.


Not that there's any likelihood of anything happening, he thought 
bitterly, glancing out of the corner of his eye at the striking profile 
of the young blonde teenager. She can't wait to get home; otherwise 
she'd have accepted another drink ...


Doug was completely sunk in his depressed thoughts, and he didn't 
notice the sudden choking sounds that were coming from the engine. The 
first thing he realized was that the car was slowly grinding to a halt.


"What the hell ..." he swore as it came to a complete standstill.


"Maybe you're out of gas?" Selma suggested helpfully.


But Doug knew he wasn't and a quick glance at the gas gauge confirmed 
that it was half full. Desperately, he tried the starter again, but the 
sputtering sound was ominous.


"What a place to break down!" he muttered as he looked out on the dark, 
lonely road. "We must be miles away from anywhere!"


"I think ... I think the nearest gas station is about two miles away," 
Selma said in a small voice. "I'm sorry ..."


"It's not your fault," Doug assured her. "If it didn't happen here, 
it'd happen somewhere else!"


"If you hadn't decided to drive me home ..." Selma said again, her 
voice catching.


"Don't worry about that, Selma. Is there a phone near here?"


Selma shook her head. "No, the nearest one is at the gas station!"


"Well, it looks as if I'll have to walk there and get a guy to come 
back with me!" Doug said, feeling irritated.


This is what happens when a guy tries to date a girl on the sly, he 
told himself angrily. Out loud, he called to Selma. "You should be all 
right here. Just get in the back seat and lock the doors. I won't be 
long!"


Before he could hear her reply, he got out of the car and then decided 
to have a quick look under the hood. Luckily, he had a flashlight with 
him, and he peered into the mysterious darkness of the engine. Almost a 
novice at mechanics, he couldn't make anything of the motor, and 
slammed down the top again.


You've got a nice long walk for your trouble now, old buddy, he told 
himself and turned in the direction Selma had told him. But he was 
suddenly arrested by a heartfelt cry.


"Doug! Doug! Don't leave me!"


What the hell's the matter now? he thought angrily as he turned back 
towards the car.


"Selma! What's wrong?" he asked, opening the back door and looking in.


"Don't leave me here alone! I'm afraid!" she whispered, and her voice 
sounded as if she had been crying.


"But nothing will happen to you and I won't be long!" he assured her.


"Let me come with you!" she begged, her voice soft and pleading.


"But if you come, you'll only slow us down. I intend to run most of the 
way!"


"B-But I can't stay here! I'm ... I'm scared to death!" her cry ended 
on a sob and Doug eased himself into the back seat beside her. He just 
couldn't go off and leave her alone, crying and frightened.


"Now Selma, don't cry. There's nothing to be frightened of. I'll be 
back soon and then I'll take you home." he soothed, placing his arm 
reassuringly around her shoulder. Within moments, she was clinging to 
him and he could feel her slender frame shaking as she pleaded with 
him.


"We can stay here in the car until someone comes! There's bound to be 
people passing by, on their way back from the shopping center at Forest 
Circle!"


"This road looks as deserted as hell to me! We haven't seen an 
automobile on it yet!" Doug said severely, wondering how he was going 
to extricate himself from the mess he was in. It was obvious he 
couldn't leave Selma by herself in the car, but on the other hand, if 
she went with him, it might be hours before they got on the road again. 
Her body felt so small and vulnerable in the crook of his arm and he 
knew that she was really terrified at the prospect of being left alone. 
Maybe the best thing would be to bring her along, regardless of how 
long it would take.


After all, he couldn't sit here all night trying to persuade her.


"Okay, Selma," he began, but he was suddenly cut off as she moved still 
closer to him and in a moment, her lips were grazing along his jawline, 
trailing hot, moist kisses in an excruciating path to the fullness of 
his lips. She was kissing him!


For a long moment, he was immobilized with surprise, but then as the 
ripe warmth of her lips pressed hungrily against his, he found himself 
responding eagerly, grinding his mouth down against hers, his arms 
tightening around her in a powerful embrace.


A surge of pleasure thrilled through him as he felt the soft pliancy of 
her body, and then her tongue darted into his mouth. It slipped past 
his teeth and began to fence and twist around his own still dormant 
organ, whipping up a froth of saliva as it swirled around in his mouth. 
His head felt light and dizzy and his lips felt as if they were glued 
to Selma's softly yielding mouth. Instinctively, he lowered his hand 
and circled tightly the palpitating mound of her breast beneath her 
light blouse. He could feel the hardening arousal of her nipple as it 
leaped gladly under the caressing pressure of his hand, and, gaining in 
courage, he lowered his searching fingers still lower. He drew in his 
breath sharply when they came into contact with the gently quivering 
flesh of her thigh, soft and tender under the shiny encasement of her 
stockings.


"Oh Doug ..." she whispered softly, her voice warm and exciting.


But her words brought him to his senses. He wanted to go on like this, 
kissing and stroking her, but he couldn't. He might go too far ...


"Look, Selma, we'd better ..." he began lamely.


"We'd better what?" she teased, and he could only just make out her 
face in the dim light of the back seat. They were like two people 
marooned on a strange island, insulated from the rest of the world in 
the back seat. The knowledge of their solitude frightened him, and at 
the same time excited him. Doug could hear her breathing, shallow and 
rapid, and the almost tentative touch of her fingertips on his thigh.


"Selma, we can't ... the car ..." he choked, not knowing what to say. 
But then, her long fingers crawled excitingly upward and suddenly came 
into searing contact with the throbbing flesh of his pounding cock.


"Oh God, Selma ..." he rasped, hardly able to bear it as his rapidly 
palpitating cock began to grow with lustful intensity, swelling under 
the gently caressing strokes of her hand. Already it was straining 
against the material of his pants, and his hands had tightened like 
vises around the girl's trembling shoulders. He thought he'd go mad 
from the excruciating pressure when he heard the unmistakable whir of 
the zipper of his fly and then, his liberated penis leaped joyfully 
upward, a hard, pulsating rod of flesh. Almost immediately, Selma's 
fingers tightened around it, exerting exquisite pressure on the 
tingling surface. She ran her sensitive fingertips up and down the 
pulsing length of it, making Doug grit his teeth with overwhelming 
passion.


"Mmmmm ... it feels nice and hard already ..." Selma crooned, still 
stroking and caressing the lust-maddened shaft unbearably.


"Selma ... what do you think you're doing?" he gasped suddenly, 
desperately trying to force himself back to reality.


"What am I doing?" the lovely blonde murmured. "Why, I'm stroking and 
fondling your lovely big prick, to make it even bigger and harder ..."


The lewd words sent a fiery arrow of arousal shafting through him and 
with a moan, he crushed his lips down on her unsuspecting mouth, 
bruising against her lips with unsated hunger. This time, his tongue 
nudged hungrily against her teeth, forced its way up into the warm 
moistness of her mouth. His hands fumbled at the buttons of her blouse, 
almost ripping them away in his haste. Eagerly, they sought the warm 
quivering flesh of her palpitating breasts, dipping inside her 
brassiere and brushing against the burning buds of her turgid nipples. 
Selma mewled as he kneaded the sensitive flesh, her entire body 
squirming and tingling from his touch. Relentlessly, his hands chased 
downward and began to unzip her skirt, and Selma raised her thighs to 
allow him to slide it down over her shapely hips. He could see the 
whiteness of her panties gleaming in the half-light and then, with a 
savage, incoherent moan, he began to tug at the flimsy material. His 
eyes strained as he caught a glimpse of the golden triangle at the top 
of her voluptuously curved thighs, and then, more hurriedly, he began 
to ease the dainty panties down over her long, slender legs, pulling 
away her stockings as he did so. At last she was naked beside him in 
the back seat, and Doug was overwhelmingly aware of the exciting 
closeness of her, of the mesmerizing lure of her warm, yielding body.


Just then, a car loomed up before them, its headlights almost blinding 
them both.


"Oh God, who is it?" Selma gasped, but Doug hardly heard her. In the 
strong light, he could see the full splendor of her completely naked 
body, and his eyes were bulging in his head as he stared at the 
alabaster whiteness of her upswept breasts, surmounted by the roseate 
tips of her burgeoning nipples. Swiftly, his excited gaze dropped to 
the smooth sweep of her hips and fastened on the glossy flaxen triangle 
of pubic curls between her cream-like thighs. But, moments later, the 
car had swept by them and their own automobile was plunged into 
darkness.


He realized that Selma was shivering beside him.


"I got a fright," she whispered, "for a moment, I thought ..."


Doug gathered her in his arms and pulled her to him. He had hardly 
noticed the other auto, in his passionate arousal, had not even thought 
of stopping it and asking for a ride to the gas station. All he could 
think of was Selma. Once more he began to paint a burning path of 
passionate kisses along the curve of her swan-like neck, down to the 
full ripeness of her firmly rounded breasts. He enclosed each dark, 
throbbing nipple in his mouth, titillating the little buds with his 
tongue, nibbling at the excited puckering of her dark-red areolas. His 
knee edged between the silkiness of her slightly parted legs, forcing 
them even further apart, and Doug thought he could just barely see an 
enticing gleam of her moist pink cuntal-slit glimmering beneath the 
curling wisps of pussy tendrils.


His burgeoning penis was hard and intensely alive, every nerve ending 
taut and excited and he moaned aloud with new pleasure when he felt her 
fingers once more close around it.


"Oh Christ, Selma," he suddenly blurted, "I want to fuck you ... I want 
to fuck you good and hard ..." Her fingers tightened around the rigid 
shaft of his tormented cock and then she began to draw it towards the 
tantalizing fulcrum of her body. He could feel the velvety wetness of 
her softly quivering outer lips as the hard rubbery head of his jerking 
shaft nudged against them, and he had to force himself to hold back.


"Ooooohhhh yes ... yesss ... fuck me now, lover ..." Selma moaned 
suddenly, her voice harsh with desire. Doug couldn't stand it a moment 
longer. He had had all he could take and the pent-up force of his 
passion rushed out with a single overpowering drive, as he rammed 
brutally forward. With a flesh-splitting thrust, he parted the futilely 
resisting outer lips and crammed the hard pounding length of his lust-
bloated rod halfway up into the tight, unprepared depths of her cuntal 
sheath.


"AAAARRRRGGGGGHHH ... OH GOD YOU'RE KILLING ME!" Selma wailed 
piteously, desperately thrashing her hips in a frantic effort to elude 
the cruel impalement.


But Doug, goaded on by almost maniac lust, ignored her cry. Heedlessly, 
he continued to surge forward, forcing his giant shaft to the hilt in 
her defenseless little belly. He held it there almost interminably, and 
then, with excruciating slowness, began to flex it in the pulsing 
darkness of her tight, dry vaginal channel.


"OOOOOOHHHHH ... uuugggghhhnnn ..." Selma moaned as she felt the steel-
hard pole nudging against the sensitive tip of her cervix. She had 
never felt so full in her life. She felt as if the giant shaft were 
cleaving her in two, swelling with every passing second and she was 
almost afraid that it would explode inside her sorely palpitating 
depths. She felt vaguely uncomfortable from her awkward, half-lying 
position on the back seat of Doug's car, her legs parted lewdly, her 
naked back pressed against the cool leather upholstery.


Doug finally began to withdraw, pulling out his long throbbing cock in 
one swift stroke and then surging forward again.


"Aaaarrrrhh ... hhhmmmmhhh ..." Selma gasped as he plunged forcefully 
up between her widespread legs again, sinking his lust-inflated cock 
once more to the very base in her defenselessly naked belly. This time, 
the tender resilient inner membrane began to secrete excitedly, 
lubricating the long, lunging penis, allowing it to slip easily in and 
out of her openly spread cunt.


"Mmmmmm ..." she moaned again suddenly, as tiny pinpricks of pleasure 
began to form deep somewhere in her loins, and a long shiver of 
ecstatic joy chilled her backbone. Her voluptuously silken thighs 
spread even farther apart of their own violation, her toes curling 
around Doug's lower back. Her arms reached up and she clasped him 
eagerly around the neck, spiraling her pelvis upwards to receive his 
rhythmic downthrusts.


Doug was in a world of his own. He had never experienced anything like 
this in his life before, and the knowledge that he was fucking a near-
stranger in the back seat of his car, on a lonely country road, gave 
him an illicit feeling of pleasure that was excitingly mingled with 
power. He was exhilarated by the thought of what he was doing, and the 
wanton act liberated him in a way that he had almost forgotten. Selma 
was so yielding, so provocative, and just as aroused as he was! He had 
almost forgotten that a woman could be like that. He had almost 
forgotten the pleasure of fucking a real woman, a fully responsive 
female who returned thrust for thrust. Selma made him feel like a real 
man, completely sure of his masculinity--a feeling he had never had 
with Betty!


Betty. For a moment, he expected his conscience to overwhelm him with 
recriminations. He half-anticipated that the reminder of his wife would 
somehow make him feel different--would engender feelings of guilt and 
remorse--but it didn't! He felt nothing but the almost overpowering 
pleasure that he was getting from fucking this little blonde pick-up. 
The eager acceptance of her helplessly aroused little pussy instilled 
him with sensual vigor and made the wisps of passion which were curling 
around inside him burst into furious clouds of red-hot pleasure. He 
wished he could see Selma's face clearly, but from what he could see, 
he knew that her head was thrown back, her mouth half-open, spewing out 
incoherent words that were the expression of her complete arousal. He 
could feel the hardness of her turgid little nipples against his chest, 
could feel the increasing urgency of the spasms which were convulsing 
her body.


"Oh God yesss ... that's it ... fuck me harder ... harder ..." she 
pleaded, her voice indistinct and hoarse with lust. Her wet, naked body 
was writhing uncontrollably on the seat, and the clinging walls of her 
inner sheath were milking convulsively on his plunging cock, tightening 
like a vise-grip around the sensitive flesh as he plummeted deep into 
her warmly welcoming depths. Their two bodies were fused together as 
one, joined where his long rangy cock buried itself in the widely 
stretched passage of her openly throbbing vagina. They flailed and 
thrashed against each other, the car being filled with the lewd, wet, 
slapping sounds of their love-making. Doug felt as if he was being 
driven on by some inner, unknown force that was making him strive 
almost inhumanly for completion with the tortured, lust-wracked girl 
beneath him. He thought he'd go mad if he didn't climax soon. His whole 
body felt on fire, every nerve-ending taut and frazzled by the effort 
to reach the pinnacle of pleasure.


And then, a few moments later ...


"Oh! Oh! Oh! My God, I'm there! I'm ... I'm ... aaaahhh... I'M 
CUMMING!"


Selma's choked cry rang out just as her body stiffened almost 
unbearably, and then she was crashing down on the seat, pounding her 
passion-demented cunt up against Doug's furiously driving cock.


She was mewling and groaning uncontrollably, her entire body caught up 
in the throes of an incredible orgasm. Doug could feel the passionate 
vibrations resounding throughout the length of her feverishly flailing 
body, and her frantic spasms triggered his own release.


All at once, the tremendous pressure which had been building up in his 
balls seemed to explode. His head began to spin and his body seemed to 
pass out of his control, as a series of convulsive shudders gripped it 
and made him fuck brutally between the moaning girl's wantonly splayed 
legs.


"AAAAAHHHHH ... I'm cumming too!" he moaned savagely, as his tortured 
scrotum at last released the first hot spurt of his seething male 
sperm. It rushed blindly from the dark, hot cavern of his balls and 
poured out of the pulsating tube of his wildly stabbing cock, to gush 
wetly into the hungrily receptive depths of Selma's eagerly clasping 
cunt. It continued to flow in a hot, boiling jet of white fluid, 
seeping into the steaming creases and crevices of Selma's voraciously 
clutching vagina.


When, at last, the cumming was over, and he could sense, rather than 
see, that Selma was satiated, he collapsed over her moistly quivering 
form, covering her with his own trembling body. He was filled with an 
exultant sense of well-being, and his mind was wiped clean of all 
peripheral problems. He didn't care about the fact that the car 
wouldn't start, that he had just been unfaithful to his wife by fucking 
a young teenager. He'd worry about those things later. Right now, he 
didn't care about anything but the fact that he was satiated and 
fulfilled beyond his wildest dreams. And at the moment, nothing 
mattered but that ...


*   *   *


Betty was trying to decide whether or not to call the police, when she 
heard the car in the driveway. Oh thank God was her initial reaction. 
It was almost three a.m. and she hadn't heard a word from Doug all day. 
At first, she thought that he was just working overtime, or maybe 
stopped off somewhere for a drink. But as the hours ticked by and 
midnight came and went, she really began to get worried. Maybe he met 
with an accident was the recurring thought in her head and more than 
once, she had her hand on the receiver to dial the police. But now, 
thank goodness, he was home, and presumably all right. Her feeling of 
relief passed quickly and she was left with a vague feeling of 
annoyance. Why in hell hadn't he called her?


"Oh, you're still up," Doug commented as he let himself in the back 
door.


Betty felt the blood rising to her head and bit back a sharp retort. 
Maybe he has a good reason, and he'll tell me in a moment. "Would you 
like anything, some coffee, or maybe a sandwich?" she asked, trying to 
keep her voice careful and even.


"No, just get me a drink, will you?" Doug replied without looking at 
her.


Something in his manner and the way he had snapped out his answer 
irritated Betty, and she couldn't help hissing back:


"What kept you till this hour? I've nearly gone out of my mind with 
worry!"


"Just get me that drink, okay?" Doug said coldly, peeling off his 
jacket. Betty, seething with burning anger, mixed him a Scotch and soda 
and silently handed it to him. She didn't know what to say next. She 
didn't want to anger him, but on the other hand, she felt she was 
entitled to some explanation. She watched as Doug took a deep swallow 
of the drink, and wondered what could have delayed him.


"The car broke down," he said finally, and something snapped inside 
Betty. His brief, unclear explanation stung her to the quick, and the 
unfeeling way he was treating her concern and worry made her quiver 
with rising fury.


"Well, why the hell didn't you call me and let me know? I nearly called 
the police, I was so worried about you! You didn't have the good 
manners to call me, and now you're acting as if I'm some kind of nut 
just for asking!" The words tumbled out in a near-incoherent blaze of 
anger, and Betty found that she was trembling.


"Look, honey, I'm dead tired. Let's leave it till the morning, all 
right?"


"NO! IT'S NOT ALL RIGHT!" Betty sobbed, giving full vent to her rage. 
"You come back here, cool as a cucumber, and expect me to believe that 
bull about the car breaking down! You must think I'm a real dumb-bell!"


"Listen, Betty, I don't feel like listening to your hysterics right 
now. The car broke down and I was so worried about it, I forgot to 
phone you until I was ready to leave the gas station, so I decided not 
to bother and get right on home!" Doug lied smoothly, hoping that his 
wife wouldn't notice the slight flush that was rising to his face. He 
hadn't realized it was so late, or he would have phoned, if only to 
avert Betty's histrionics. But he really did forget to phone, what with 
Selma wanting to fuck again, and then by the time they got to a gas 
station and got the car fixed, and then dropped her off at home ...


"So I'm hysterical, am I?" Betty shrilled. "If you'd been stuck here 
all these hours, worried to death about where I was, you'd be 
hysterical, too!"


"Hysterical, maybe, but I wouldn't goddamn nag you!" Doug retorted, 
unable to contain himself.


"And why the hell shouldn't I nag, when you come home at this hour with 
some flimsy excuse! For all I know, you were out with some other 
woman!"


Doug blanched, and wondered if she could hear the furious thudding of 
his heart. Had she guessed? Did she find out in some way that he'd 
spent those hours with Selma? His guilty conscience churned in 
speculation and he was unable to form a suitable reply. Betty noticed 
his uneasiness and she pressed her advantage.


"Yes, that's it. You were probably out with some cheap slut, and now 
you come back here to me, at this hour of the morning, without even an 
apology!"


"Why the hell should I apologize?" Doug railed, suddenly finding his 
voice again. "The car did break down," he insisted, "and if you like, 
you can check the gas station in the morning!" As soon as he said it, 
he was sorry. Suppose she did check the gas station, and the attendant 
told her that he had been with a voluptuous blonde? Oh Christ, he 
shouldn't have said that.


"Let's go to bed, honey," he said in a conciliatory tone, "we're both 
tired and tomorrow--"


"I don't want to hear anything more about tomorrow! I want to get to 
the bottom of this tonight!" Betty asserted violently. She knew she was 
acting shrewishly, but she couldn't help herself. The floodgates of her 
emotions had burst open and had washed away any restraint she might 
have put on her tongue. The day had been such a miserable one, and 
throughout the length of it, she had to live with her guilt over using 
that horrible vibrator. Several times she had decided she'd make a 
clean breast of it and tell Doug when he came home, but that was out of 
the question now. She knew she was just taking her guilty feelings out 
on her husband, and another time she'd have accepted his excuse with 
loving concern. But tonight, she just couldn't let the matter rest.


"Betty," Doug began in a threatening voice, "I'm sick and tired of your 
harangue. Now just shut up and leave me alone!"


Betty's feelings were lacerated by her husband's cold tone. All the 
feelings she had nurtured about being misused and unappreciated leaped 
to the fore and pushed aside caution.


"How dare you speak to me like that?" she raged. "I'm sick and tired of 
you, with your disgusting ways, always thinking about sex, treating me 
as if I was a robot! You act as if you were God Almighty, but I know 
what you're really like! You're a ... a ... bad-mannered, ill-tempered 
... savage!" Her eyes were blazing and she was staring at her husband 
with utter loathing. A recollection of how he had wanted to make love 
to her last night flashed before her eyes, and of the other row they'd 
had this morning ... Oh God, she just couldn't take any more!


Doug couldn't believe his ears. He couldn't quite follow her line of 
thought, and as he hadn't mentioned making love, her outburst took him 
by surprise. But it also infuriated him. Selma doesn't think I'm a bad-
mannered, ill-tempered savage! he thought with sudden vehemence, and 
involuntarily took a step towards his wife.


"Stay away from me!" she shrieked wildly, jerking back against the 
kitchen table.


That was the last straw for Doug. The realization that his wife was 
afraid of him, had actually thought that he was going to harm her in 
some way goaded him in a way that her words hadn't. So she thought he 
was some kind of a monster, did she? Well, he had never given her any 
reason to think that before, but by Christ he would now!


"I told you before to shut up, you nagging bitch!" he spat, moving 
towards her and grabbing her shoulder with a rough movement.


"TAKE YOUR HANDS OFF ME!" she screamed, struggling desperately to break 
away.


"I'll teach you to pay attention to me," Doug snarled, and with a 
sudden swipe, slapped her hard across the face. Betty stared at him in 
dumbfounded horror, unable to believe that he had actually struck her.


"You ... you bastard! You hit me!" she gasped in disbelief. "Now I know 
what you're really like ... a man that would strike a woman!"


"You haven't a clue what I'm really like," her husband sneered, "but by 
God, you'll soon learn!"


"Get away from me!" she demanded hoarsely, her eyes widening in fright, 
dismayed at the reaction she had provoked.


"I've had just about all I can take from you," Doug spat, his hand 
tightening on her arm. "Now you'll do what I say, and like it!"


A hot retort choked in Betty's throat. She was really afraid now. She 
had never seen her husband so angry, and she knew that it was mostly 
her fault for aggravating him. Oh God, why didn't I keep my mouth shut 
...


"Get your clothes off!" Doug suddenly ordered.


"Wha ...?" Betty gasped, unable to believe that she had heard him 
right.


"GET YOUR CLOTHES OFF!" Doug yelled again, moving menacingly closer.


"You must be crazy!" Betty breathed, trying to struggle free of her 
husband's clutching fingers. But his only reply was to reach up and 
pull wildly at her blouse, ripping away the buttons, baring the softly 
molded curves of he brassiere-encased breasts. Betty could only stare 
at her husband as he hooked his fingers under her brassiere and with 
one sharp tug, he pulled it away from her body, leaving her full 
voluptuous breasts swinging free, the nipples stiffening in the cool 
air.


"Doug, please ..." she began in a softer voice, making a futile attempt 
to cover her naked breasts.


"Now take off those slacks!" he ordered, his eyes fastened on the 
cream-like flesh of her quivering breasts.


Betty didn't know what to do. If she obeyed him, and took off her 
slacks, she knew he'd only get excited and aroused at the sight of her 
naked body. And she didn't want that! She'd seen the look of lust leap 
into his eyes when he'd torn away her brassiere. But if she refused to 
obey him ... in the mood he was in, he might kill her!


Doug's fingers tightened even more painfully on her bare forearm, and 
fear made Betty fumble with the zipper of her slacks. Slowly, she began 
to peel them down over her fearfully trembling thighs, hoping that her 
husband would have a change of heart. But he didn't. Trembling, she 
stepped out of the garment, and stood there, clad only in a pair of 
diaphanous white panties.


"Well! Well! Well! You're not so fiery now," Doug leered, staring at 
his nearly-naked wife. "Now let's see you take off those panties!"


"But Doug ..." Betty began in a mortified voice.


"No objections!" her husband snapped. "Just do as you're told!"


Humiliated, Betty inserted her thumbs in the narrow elastic waistband 
of the panties and began to ease them down over the gentle swelling of 
her hips. Finally she stood there, completely naked, her head lowered 
in embarrassment.


Doug continued to stare at his wife's lovely alabaster body. His eyes 
were riveted on the russet triangle gleaming between her thighs, and he 
couldn't draw them away from the enticing spot. When he had ordered her 
to strip, he had done so compulsively without really thinking. He had 
to find a way to assert his masculinity, which had been resurrected so 
magnificently by Selma, and which had been temporarily deflated by 
Betty's tirade.


Now he was goaded on by a feeling he couldn't name, but which he knew 
had to do in some way with his guilt about Selma. If he had had a fully 
legitimate excuse for being so late, he knew he would have called, or 
even if, by some chance, he had neglected to do so, he would have made 
some effort to placate Betty when he finally did get home. Instead, he 
had gotten just as angry as she had. But now, something else was taking 
possession of him. As he stared at his wife's shapely, naked body, he 
was aware of the first stirrings of desire. Even though their 
lovemaking was never usually a really satisfying experience, he still 
got excited by her voluptuously curved body, and tonight was no 
exception. She looked like some beaten goddess, standing there, with 
her head bowed. Her long red hair had become undone and framed he face 
with tawny tendrils. Her full, ripe breasts were defiantly upswept, and 
her slender waist fell away to gracefully curved hips.


"Betty honey," he began softly, relaxing his cruel hold on her arm. He 
flinched as she shrank from him, but steeled himself to make another 
attempt. "I'm really sorry, baby. Let's ..."


"Don't touch me!" Betty hissed, her voice venomous. Although a part of 
her wanted to accept his reconciliation, her pride would not let her. 
He had wounded her too deeply, and she had to have her revenge.


But Doug had had enough. Her loathing was so obvious that he couldn't 
ignore it, and he had to show her that he was the boss. With a brutal 
shove, he slammed her hard against the kitchen table, making her cry 
out with pain. Stumbling, she lost her balance and fell in a crumpled 
heap onto the floor.


In a moment, Doug was beside her, his hands tightening on her hips, 
forcing her into a humiliating position on her hands and knees.


"Oh God, why can't you leave me alone?" she sobbed piteously, too 
enfeebled to try and struggle.


"I will, don't worry," Doug chuckled lewdly, "when I've finished with 
you!"


His fingers were racing over the flaccid moons of her softly fleshed 
buttocks, leaving ugly red wefts in their wake. Cruelly, he strained 
apart the rounded ass-cheeks, revealing the dark trembling crevice of 
her ass. His eyes seemed to glaze as he stared at the illicit crack, 
and then, without hesitation, he reached down and ran his long pink 
tongue along the quivering split.


"Aaaahhh! Aaaahhh! Aaaaahhh!" Betty sobbed, desperately wriggling her 
buttocks in a frantic effort to escape. But it was futile, and a 
crimson blush flushed her face as Doug continued to slaver and lick at 
her secret place. Dear God, he must be out of his mind ...


At last, the lewd licking ceased, and a feeling of relief swept over 
Betty. Maybe now he'll let me go ...


But her relief was short-lived. Fear rose inside her as she felt the 
unbelievable nudging of his finger at her tight little anus, and a 
shiver of trepidation raced along her spine. What in God's name was he 
going to do? Almost in answer to her terrified thoughts, Doug began to 
shove harder at the tight little ring, watching it crinkle defensively 
under his touch, and then, suddenly, he rammed it forward, forcing it 
past the tightly-clenched sphincter, inserting his middle finger in the 
dry, resisting darkness of her anal depths.


"Aaaaaarrrrrhhhhh ... stop! Stop! Please stop!" Betty begged, wriggling 
her soft, cream-like ass-cheeks frantically, as she tried to elude the 
forbidden intruder. But her struggles only seemed to assist her husband 
and he was able to bury his finger to the first knuckle in her tortured 
rectum.


Crudely, he began to rotate it inside her dark channel, making her 
squirm and moan with agony. But he was oblivious to her groans and 
continued to burrow his alien digit in her soft, rubbery depths. After 
what seemed an eternity, he finally pulled it out, and the pain began 
to recede from Betty's agonized back passage. She felt cramped and 
uncomfortable from the awkwardness of her position, and she thought of 
appealing again to her husband's mercy. But deep down inside, she knew 
it was no use. She had driven him over the brink by her callous 
nagging, and it was too late for him to draw back. Besides, her pride 
made it impossible for her to give in any more. He could do what he 
liked with her, but he would never break her spirit. He might conquer 
her body, but her mind would never submit.


But she couldn't resist gasping with new horror when she realized what 
was happening. At first she couldn't believe it, but it was obvious.


"Oh no! Please no!" she moaned when she felt the hard rubbery head of 
Doug's penis pushing crudely against the tiny defenseless opening of 
her rectum. She knew it was fully erect, because it felt granite-hard 
and unyielding, and fear clutched at her throat. She wanted to scream 
out, to make a desperate effort to get away from her husband, but she 
couldn't. She was immobilized by terror, all strength drained from her 
by the realization of what was happening. Oh God, how was she to bear 
it?


Doug stared down at the palpitating length of his fully inflated cock 
with satisfaction. It lay long and powerful against the trembling split 
of his wife's anal crease, the knobby head rubbing lewdly against the 
crinkled dark anus. He knew that Betty was afraid, and he reveled in 
her fear. It made him feel masterful, and made up in a small way for 
the degradation she made him feel with her taunts and accusations. But 
he wanted to subjugate her further, leave no doubt in her mind as to 
who was boss. And he was sure that when he'd finished with her, she'd 
know for sure ...


Betty winced when she felt the giant burgeoning head probing blindly at 
her fearfully cringing anus. She felt numb all over, and her brain 
refused to register what was happening. She could feel the lascivious 
pressure getting more insistent, and felt the searing tightening of 
Doug's fingers of her softly-rounded buttocks, and then ...


"AAAARRRRGGGGHHH ... OH GOD PLEASE STOOOPPPPP ..." Her voice rang out 
piteously and her whole body shook and vibrated as she made a last 
frantic effort to elude the lust-engorged penis which was stabbing 
salaciously at her defenseless sphincter. But it was useless. She 
couldn't move forward more than a couple of inches. She was a complete 
prisoner in her husband's hands, and she was powerless to do anything 
but submit to his wanton designs.


Doug continued to surge forward, straining with all his might, until 
finally ...


"NNNOOOOO ... OH GOD NOOOOO ...!"


Stabs of shooting pain shot up Betty's spinal cord as Doug finally 
managed to insert the thickly pulsing head of his cock up inside the 
elastic-tightness of her futilely resisting rectum. For a moment, she 
thought she was split in two. She was completely stunned by the 
excruciating pain and her breath was coming in agonizing gasps.


"Stop it ... stop it, please ... you're killing me ..." she rasped 
hoarsely, barely able to make her voice heard.


But Doug was cruelly oblivious to his wife's agony. After a moment or 
two of gathering his strength, he shoved forward again, forcing his 
huge, lust-distended cock into the virginally tight, unyielding sheath 
of her rectum. Relentlessly, he surged on, searing the sensitive inner 
membrane unbearably, until at long last, he was embedded to the hilt in 
her sorely abused anal depths. He held it there triumphantly, watching 
the desperate squirming of Betty's lewdly skewered buttocks.


"... uuugggghhhnnnhhh ... Aaaahhhh ..." Betty moaned incessantly, 
unable to do anything else. She never felt so used and debased in her 
entire life. The pain, excruciating as it was, was nothing compared to 
the agony of her mind. She could never hold up her head again after 
this terrible anal rape. She never imagined that people did such things 
to each other, least of all her own husband! And to think she'd felt 
guilty over using the vibrator! That seemed very minor now in 
comparison with what her husband was doing to her.


Doug began to withdraw, pulling out his long, rangy rod with a slow 
movement. The tight dry inner flesh clung agonizingly to the slowly 
exciting shaft, causing new pain to flood through Betty's lewdly 
impaled loins.


When just the heavy, blood-filled head was still tightly sunk inside 
the tiny muscular ring, Doug surged forward again, this time without 
stopping, and embedded his passion-inflated cock right down to the base 
in her firmly clenched back channel. Then he began a slow, laborious in 
and out rhythm, the tortured rectum finally yielding slightly and 
allowing him to plunge and withdraw with greater ease.


Betty's pain lessened slightly too, but her entire frame was still numb 
with shock and she didn't feel anything. Her tired brain refused to 
operate, too, and she could do nothing but hunch there in her crude 
position, waiting until her husband had finished with her. Her naked 
buttocks felt sore and bruised, but she was a slavish victim to her 
husband's greater strength and power. But she'd pay him back, that was 
for sure ...


Doug fucked into his wife's widely stretched anus like a man possessed. 
The very licentiousness of the act gave him new thrills of lurid 
pleasure, and the knowledge that he was hurting and embarrassing his 
wife in a mind-shattering way added to his lust-incited passion. The 
sight of her crouched and trembling figure filled him with a brutal 
kind of power and he was determined to get the most pleasure he could 
from his unwilling victim.


"Move that tight little ass of yours around on my cock, baby," he 
leered suddenly, accompanying his obscene order with a hard slap of his 
open palm on the flaccid flesh of her buttock.


His vile words made Betty shudder with revulsion, but fear propelled 
her into giving some semblance of a response, even though the idea 
repulsed her. Awkwardly, she tried to rotate the trembling mounds of 
her backside, but new shivers of pain chilled through her and she had 
to cease her attempts. But luckily, Doug didn't seem to notice. He was 
completely carried away by the obscene act he was enforcing, and Betty 
suddenly realized that he was very near to climaxing.


His deep hard thrusts had become more convulsive, the tempo of his 
brutal ass-fucking increasing with each passing second. The thought 
that he would soon empty his seething hot semen into her abused anal 
passage filled Betty with loathing, but at the same time, she wanted 
the moment to come, so that she would be released from this 
degradation. Hoarse, semi-human groans filled the air, and Doug was 
like a wild beast behind her, bucking and battering against her 
bruised, strained backside. He was like a rutting animal, Betty 
thought, and she wondered if she would ever forgive him for this 
terrible outrage. She doubted it, in her present state of mind.


But just then, she forgot about everything in the horrendous enormity 
of what happened next. Doug stiffened behind her, and for a moment 
seemed completely suspended. And then, with the force of a giant tidal 
wave, he began to fuck into her with hard spasmodic thrusts. He was 
cumming!


"OH CHRIST! I'M THERE ...!" he groaned hoarsely, his voice barely 
discernible. "AAAAARRRRRGGGGHHHH ...!"


Betty could feel the first onrush of the scalding fluid as it jetted 
into her chafed anal depths, and it stung the sensitive inner flesh 
almost beyond belief.


"Fuck back, goddamn you ..." Doug hissed lewdly, as he sent spurt after 
spurt of hot, boiling sperm into her forever-stretched anal channel. It 
flowed unceasingly into the fearfully cringing interior of her helpless 
little belly to lie in a lascivious pool in her tortured depths.


At last, it was over. Betty could hardly believe it when she felt her 
husband's limply deflating penis begin to slip harmlessly from her 
flooded rectum, and Doug himself staggered away from her still 
crouching form.


Without another word, Doug ambled in the direction of the bedroom, and 
Betty heard the kitchen door slam with an ominous finality which seemed 
to echo through the darkened house.


Chapter 3


Betty had thought that the morning would never come. All night long, it 
seemed to her, she had lain awake, her thoughts seething with disbelief 
and anger over what had happened. Doug slept on unconcernedly beside 
her, and the knowledge that he was apparently untroubled by what he had 
done, added fuel to the fire of her fury. When at last dawn had come, 
she had risen wearily, and this morning, the brandy was very welcome in 
her coffee. She had just finished her second cup when Doug had come 
into the kitchen and she had silently set about preparing breakfast for 
him. She didn't think she could face anything to eat herself.


"Betty, honey, about last night ..." Doug began tentatively, hoping for 
some encouraging reassurance, but Betty didn't reply. "I'm really sorry 
... it'll never happen again, believe me!"


Doug's voice was earnest and humble, but Betty didn't care. Without a 
word, she handed him a plate of bacon and eggs, and poured him a cup of 
coffee.


"At least say something," Doug pleaded, ignoring his meal. "I've said 
I'm sorry--what more do you want? I ... I guess I just lost my temper, 
besides being dead tired."


"Your breakfast is getting cold," Betty said indifferently, moving out 
of the kitchen and going into the living room.


Gratefully, she sank down into the soft sofa. Her husband didn't say 
anything more and she was grateful for that. She wanted to think, to go 
over the horrible events of last night. It wouldn't be for the first 
time, of course, but she reasoned that the cold light of day might 
throw a new gleam on the unbelievable trauma of last night. She 
admitted to herself that she was partly to blame, but at least, she 
told herself, her motives were altruistic. She had been really worried 
about her husband and it was her relief more than anything that had 
made her harangue and nag at him when he came home.


He should have phoned her--there was no denying that. But why didn't 
he, if his reason really was, as he insisted, that the car broke down? 
Betty just couldn't figure that one out. A looming suspicion kept 
nagging at the back of her mind ... maybe he had spent the evening with 
another woman! No! No! Doug wouldn't do a thing like that! I know he 
wouldn't ... or would he?


Betty just couldn't bring herself to believe that her husband was 
actually involved with another woman ... but why then had he got so 
upset when she had questioned him? Was it because of a guilty 
conscience? But worst of all, what had made him do such a disgusting, 
perverted thing to her? A shiver coursed through her as she recalled 
the agonizing pain and humiliation of that degrading act. Her sorely 
tried rectal channel still twinged from his cruel rape, and she was 
aware of a general, overall discomfort and achiness. She still couldn't 
really believe that it had been her husband who had done such a 
dreadful thing to her. He was like a complete stranger, demented with 
depraved lust. And now, the fact was, she didn't think she could trust 
him ever again. He had broken some indefinable bond in their marriage 
by his wanton behavior, and that tie could never be repaired, no matter 
what he did or said.


The loud pealing of the doorbell broke in on her thoughts, and glancing 
at the clock, she realized that Doug must have left for work already. 
She hadn't even heard him leave. But now, someone was at the door.


Pulling her housecoat tighter around her tall, slender body, she 
hurried to the front door. Wondering who her early morning visitors 
could possible be, she pulled it open, and was surprised to find an 
attractive man in his early forties, accompanied by a much younger 
woman, standing there.


"Good morning, Mrs. ... ah ... Fletcher!" the stranger said in a 
cheerful voice.


"Good morning," Betty answered, "but who ...?" She was bewildered by 
the fact that the stranger knew her name, and wished that he'd state 
his business.


"I'm sorry to bother you so early, but may I come in? There's something 
I'd like to discuss with you!"


Betty was surprised by his request, but felt that there was no danger 
in admitting him to her home, as he was accompanied by the young woman.


"Certainly, come in, both of you," she said after a moment, "but you 
must forgive me ... I haven't dressed yet."


"Don't worry about that, Mrs. Fletcher," the stranger said affably, 
following Betty into the livingroom.


When they were seated in the livingroom, he began again.


"First of all, let me introduce myself. I'm Harvey Peterson, and this 
is Jean Wembley, my assistant. Now I suppose you are wondering what all 
this is about?"


"Yes, I have to confess that I am," Betty said, a touch of annoyance in 
her voice. What did this smooth-talking stranger want with her?


"Well, I'm very pleased to be able to tell you, Mrs. Fletcher," 
Peterson said, his voice lowered conspiratorially, "that you have been 
noticed!"


"Noticed?" Betty echoed foolishly.


"Yes," Peterson went on, "out of literally thousands, you, Mrs. 
Fletcher, have been noticed by our talent scout!"


"Talent scout?" Betty repeated in amazement. "I'm afraid you've lost 
me, Mr. Peterson!"


"Well then, let me explain," Jean Wembley interjected smoothly. "Mr. 
Peterson is head of Galaxy Models, and sends his team of talent scouts 
out to search out new material. You see, we run a very special type of 
model agency."


Betty was staring from one to the other, her mouth half open in 
bewilderment.


"Yes," Peterson went on. "Instead of the usual teenager type of very 
young woman that most agencies seek, we look for the more striking, the 
more worldly type of woman. And you notice I say "woman". We're not 
interested in girls or teenagers!"


"B-but what has all this got to do with me?" Betty asked, still 
puzzled.


"As I mentioned, one of our talent scouts spotted you," Peterson 
explained, "at the Cross-Ways Supermarket, I think it was ..."


"Yes, I often go there," Betty agreed, "but how come he picked me?"


"Because you're just what we're looking for!" Harvey expostulated. 
"You're fantastic looking. Tall, willowy, with that fabulous red hair. 
A rare beauty, in fact, and with something extra, too!"


"What would that be?" Betty questioned, half-facetiously. She wasn't 
sure she really believed the man, but on the other hand, what he was 
telling her was mighty interesting ...


"Allure. Yes, in a word, allure," Peterson explained. "A great many 
women are good-looking, but not many have that extra something ... the 
very thing that you've got!"


"I think we'd better all have a drink," Betty said, "it's getting too 
complicated for me." As she mixed the drinks, her brain was racing 
wildly. What if Peterson was serious? Would he offer her a job as a 
model? Images of herself, swathed in elegant clothes, adorning 
magazines, with all that extra money, flashed across her mind. She'd 
have a life of her own! She'd be someone again, not just Doug's wife!


Almost trembling, she carried the drinks over to Peterson and his 
assistant, and put down glass for herself on the table beside the sofa.


"Excuse me for a moment and I'll go get dressed," she said, glad of an 
excuse to get away and think clearly for a few moments.


"Don't bother on our account," Peterson said. "In fact, if you don't 
mind, I'd like to take a few pictures right away."


"Pictures? Of me?" Betty said, reaching for her drink.


"Yes, for your book. You'll need one right away, although I'm sure 
there are a few bookings you can get right off the bat. But a portfolio 
is a good thing to have. I don't usually take the photos myself, but in 
this case ..."


Betty's brain was in a whirl. She knew he was talking about the book 
that all models carry around with them showing their best and most 
recent photographs. But ... did that mean that he was accepting her as 
a model without delay? Oh God, it was all too good to be true ...


"But shouldn't I change into something better, if you want to take full 
length pictures?"


"No, just head and shoulders will do for now. Later, when we do the 
composite, we can worry about clothes."


"B-but does this mean that I'll really be a model?" Betty breathed 
excitedly, taking a deep swallow of her drink.


"Honey, you are a model," Peterson said. "I'm just the guy who'll 
introduce you to the public!"


"I can hardly believe it," Betty breathed, finishing her Scotch. This 
new wrinkle put everything else in a new light. When Doug found out 
that she had a glamorous job, was earning her own money, meeting new 
people ... he'd quickly change his attitude. He'd have to apologize for 
last night; have to try and really make it up to her ... Oh thank 
goodness, things were really working out after all ...


Betty's heart was singing and she barely heard what Peterson was 
saying. Jean had gone out to the car to get the cameras and Harvey was 
complimenting her.


"I'm sure you'll take a fantastic photograph ... with skin like yours, 
and that hair ..."


Betty was uneasily aware that Peterson's eyes were traveling hungrily 
down her body, taking in the curved outline of her breasts, and 
fastening eagerly on the long expanse of her smooth, slender legs. She 
was glad when Jean came back, laden with cameras. She somehow felt 
safer with the other woman there. Betty judged her to be in her late 
twenties, and thought she was quite attractive, with her short cap of 
dark hair and her slight, almost thin figure. She wondered if she had 
ever been a model herself.


Harvey was busy arranging the cameras, and Betty thought they were very 
impressive looking, and confusing, too. She would have felt better if 
she was wearing something else other than her robe, even slacks and a 
sweater, but she was hesitant to slip off and change in case Peterson 
wanted her for anything.


"Right, we'd better get the info on you first before we start taking 
any shots," Peterson said. Jean got out a large notebook, and Betty 
gave her name, address and age.


"Now your measurements, honey," Harvey said, pulling out an assortment 
of measuring tapes from his large black bag. He measured her height 
first, and then took her weight as well.


"Would you mind slipping out of that robe, honey?" Harvey asked. 
"Getting the right vital statistics is important!"


"But ... I've only got my nightgown on underneath," Betty blurted. 
Somehow, she hadn't thought that he'd want to take her measurements, 
and was vaguely surprised that he didn't get Jean to do it.


"Don't worry about Harvey," Jean said smiling, "models are all alike to 
him ... he's seen hundreds!"


Of course he has! she told herself with relief. I'm just being stupid 
about the whole thing ...


She stood there in her almost transparent nightie, her robe discarded 
on the chair, and Harvey approached her with a long measuring tape. She 
shivered involuntarily as he reached around behind her and placed the 
tape along her back, carefully guiding the two ends around to the 
front.


"Must get it right on the nipples ... ah, they're good and stiff!" he 
murmured, and Betty found herself blushing fiercely. She couldn't help 
it. It felt so strange to have an unknown man measuring her bust, his 
fingers brushing against the turgid buds of her nipples. They seemed to 
strain eagerly against his light, almost fleeting touch, and she 
wondered if he noticed.


"Okay, Jean, 36! Make a note of that!"


He measured her waist and then dropped the tape to circle around the 
curve of her buttocks.


Gently, he draped his hands around her hips, to straighten the tape, 
and Betty felt a thrill of unknown emotion course through her. Oh God, 
what was happening to her? Peterson's illicit touch almost felt good on 
her nearly naked buttocks, and his fingers in front, drawing the edges 
of the measuring tape together, were only inches away from the nylon-
covered mound of her quivering vagina. Betty gasped with relief when he 
finally finished, and began to reach again for her housecoat.


"Let's do without that for a while, and get some head shots!" Harvey 
suggested, and Betty had no option but to comply.


The next half-hour sped by in a daze of poses, all head shots. Her neck 
felt stiff and sore from all the awkward positions she had to take. But 
it was worth it! She could hardly believe that it was actually 
happening to her. She hadn't murmured a word of protest when Peterson 
had insisted on her dropping the shoulder straps of her nightie, 
leaving her neck and shoulders bare. Of course, he was right when he 
said that it gave her a better line.


Jean had mixed more drinks, with Betty's permission, and now her head 
felt pleasantly fuzzy. Betty knew she shouldn't have taken the second 
Scotch, but she'd have felt left out if she didn't, and besides, it 
helped to ease the tenseness in her body, so unused to holding the 
stiff poses. Peterson seemed to grow more and more excited about her 
potential as time went on, continually exclaiming about her face, etc. 
and Betty could hardly believe that it was herself he was talking about 
in such glowing terms. It was all like a dream come true!


"Now, Betty," Harvey said at length, finishing his drink, after their 
short break, "how about letting me get one breast shot?"


"You ... you mean naked?" Betty said incredulously.


"Sure!" Harvey said emphatically, "that's what all the clients want 
nowadays, isn't it, Jean? Why, Betty, I'm sure you see it yourself all 
the time. Take up any magazine and there it is! Bare tits to advertise 
everything from handkerchiefs to airplanes!"


Betty didn't know what to say. She had to admit that Peterson was 
right. Only the other day, she herself had pointed out to Doug an ad 
which showed a half-naked girl, wearing only a watch. She had commented 
on it, wondering why they needed nudity to sell anything. Of course, 
Doug didn't even hear her--there was no need to tell him why that sort 
of an ad was used.


"But ... I don't think I'd like to make an ad like that," she said 
after a long silence.


"No, and you probably never will. But the fact is, the client likes to 
know, just in case, and always remember, in this business, the client 
is everything! He's always right!"


Betty was still wondering what to do when Jean came over to her and put 
an arm over her shoulder soothingly.


"Don't worry about Harvey, Betty," she whispered. "He just wants to 
take the shots, and he won't even notice. And it'll be over in a 
minute!"


Jean was right. It was silly to have scruples now, and she knew if she 
wanted to get anywhere in her new career, she'd have to do what Harvey, 
her agent, told her.


Gingerly, Betty eased down the half-discarded nightie still further, 
helped by Jean, revealing the full, milk-white mounds of her breasts. 
The nipples were erect and rigid, a striking dark red against the 
creaminess of her alabaster skin, and she was aware of Harvey's bulging 
eyes staring at them. His piercing look almost made her cringe and she 
was glad when he moved towards his camera.


"Now Betty honey," he instructed, "put your hands under your tits and 
sort of push them up and out!"


"But ... but ..." Betty faltered, her face crimsoning again.


"Look baby," Harvey said patiently, "when you start working, you'll 
have to look as if you're making love to the towel, or the box of 
detergent or whatever it is you're selling, so you might as well start 
learning now!"


Betty felt childish and recalcitrant. She wanted to do what Harvey told 
her, but some inner instinct held her back. She told herself that she 
just wasn't accustomed to the ways of the world, and what went on 
backstage in things like modeling. Well, I'm learning, she told herself 
wryly, and, encouraged by a friendly nod from Jean, she gently swept 
her voluptuously full breasts upward with a slow, tender movement. A 
little shiver of pleasure coursed through her at her own touch and she 
half closed her eyes, tilting her head backward, remembering for a 
fleeting moment, the unbelievable pleasure she experienced when she had 
made herself climax with the vibrator.


"Great! Just great!" Harvey praised enthusiastically as he took shot 
after shot.


"Okay, now relax for a minute, before we do a full-length!" he said, 
lighting a cigarette.


"F-full length?" Betty stammered, staring at him uncomprehendingly.


"Yeah, and that'll be the last. I swear, Betty, when the ad guys get a 
load of these shots, you'll be in real demand!"


His exciting words did not stir Betty. She was desperately trying to 
bring her reeling brain back to grips with reality. I knew I shouldn't 
have taken that second drink after the brandy this morning, she scolded 
herself. Harvey wanted to do a full length of her ... he must mean her 
to be naked! She wanted to tell him that she refused, that she didn't 
want to pose completely naked, but somehow, she couldn't summon the 
will power.


"Harvey, I don't think I want--" she began tentatively, but Peterson 
cut her off.


"All set, Betty?" he said, ignoring her hesitant objection. What was 
she to do? She didn't want to let him take a photograph of her naked, 
but he didn't seem to understand that!


"Harvey," she began again in a more authoritative voice, "I really 
don't think I ought to pose naked for you!"


Peterson stared at her for a moment, his brows knitted together in 
irritation.


"Look, Betty, if you want to be a model, you've got to go along with 
what the agent and photographer says. If you don't you won't get 
anywhere, and no agency will touch you! So what's it to be?"


A shiver of fear touched Betty's heart. She couldn't bear not to be a 
model now, not after the wonderful anticipation of the last couple of 
hours. It was the answer to her prayers, and certainly some kind of 
solution to the problems she faced in her marriage. No, she couldn't 
let this chance slip through her fingers ... just because of some 
modest, prim objection she had. Because that's what it is, she told 
herself firmly. Some advertisements did show naked woman, from the back 
or side view of course, but naked they were. She was being foolish to 
object.


Apprehensively, she slid off her nightgown and stood naked, quivering 
slightly, in front of Harvey and Jean. She felt as if she was in a 
dream. She couldn't quite bring herself to believe that she was 
actually standing completely naked in her own livingroom, in front of a 
couple of near-strangers.


"Now Betty," Harvey said, his voice strangely husky, "just stretch out 
on the couch, and sort of sprawl on your side, sort of like Venus!"


Obediently, Betty did as Peterson told her, and lay full length on the 
sofa, her head propped up with one hand, her thighs slightly parted. 
Harvey was looking at her intently, his eyes burning into her as they 
traveled from the ivory swell of her breasts down to the gleaming 
russet triangle of her pussy. Jean, too, was staring at her, and Betty 
felt uncomfortable and ill at ease. However, she felt better when 
Harvey began to photograph her.


"Beautiful, beautiful!" he kept repeating, and Betty just wished that 
it was all over.


"Now just roll over onto your stomach and show that ass of yours!"


Betty didn't care any longer about what she should or shouldn't do. She 
was beginning to think that she made a mistake in listening to Peterson 
in the first place, but now that she had gone this far, she didn't 
care. Harvey took just two shots of her in this new position, and then 
said that he was finished.


Betty was conscious only of relief. She felt suddenly tired and her 
head was pounding from the drinks. Hastily, she grabbed her robe and 
pulled it on.


"Betty, you photographed wonderfully--I can tell. I can't wait to see 
the rushes and as soon as they're through, I'll call you and let you 
know what's happening!"


"I'm glad ... glad ..." Betty stammered. She didn't know what to say, 
and only wished that they'd go.


"Believe me, you're going to be a great success," Harvey assured her as 
he gathered his bags and equipment.


Almost in a daze, Betty said goodbye to them and watched them as they 
walked down the drive towards their car.


At last, when they were gone, she stumbled towards the bedroom and 
flung herself down on the bed, all the drinks she had consumed making 
her forget everything--her husband, her new career--as she fell deeply 
into a fitful sleep.


Chapter 4


"I don't know when I'll be home," Doug said impatiently into the phone. 
"No, don't bother keeping dinner for me. I'll grab a bite at the 
canteen!"


He listened patiently as Betty tried to question him further, but after 
a few moments, he interrupted her.


"Look, I've got to go now. I'll see you as soon as I can!" He said 
goodbye, and with a sigh of relief, hung up the phone.


He dreaded calling his wife these days, but at least it was better than 
facing her in person. He found that he was running out of excuses, and 
he could hardly imagine that she believed him when he continually said 
he was working overtime. But she seemed to, and apart from her 
persistent questioning, she never mentioned the matter.


Just time for a quick drink before I pick up Selma, he decided, and 
ordered a brandy. The last couple of weeks had flown by for him. Never 
before were his days so filled. He could hardly wait for work to be 
over so that he could see Selma. His entire life centered around her 
now, and he knew that she felt the same way about him. He had never met 
anyone like her before, and for the first time in several years, he 
felt like a complete man. Of course, he'd been worried after he lost 
his temper that time with Betty and fucked her in the ass. He'd tried 
to make up with her, but she refused to have anything to do with him, 
so he'd given up trying. Things had sort of reached an impasse between 
them now, and they maintained an uneasy truce, but they were far from 
reconciled. But Doug didn't really care. He had Selma, and that was the 
important thing for the moment. Things would work out with Betty, he 
was sure, and now that he was having a hell of a good time with Selma, 
he wasn't too worried. Besides, Betty seemed to have cheered up of 
late. It was almost as if she had some secret that was sustaining her. 
She had made oblique references on several occasions to "a change" that 
was coming, and a "surprise" that he, Doug, was in for, but he hadn't 
paid too much attention to that. She'd get over that business of the 
ass-fucking in time ... maybe it was the best thing after all to just 
ignore her and go his own way. And when someone like Selma was at the 
end of that way, it sure made everything worthwhile ...


*   *   *


Betty could hardly believe it when she answered the doorbell and found 
Harvey and Jean there. She thought for a moment she must be dreaming.


"Oh Harvey! and Jean! I'm so glad to see you," she said effusively, and 
really meant it. She was sure she'd never see or hear anything of them 
again. Countless times during the past two weeks, she had gone over the 
whole event in her brain, wondering if she had imagined that Peterson 
had said he'd get in touch with her. For the first few days, she had 
waited optimistically by the phone, confident that at any moment, she'd 
lift the phone and hear Harvey. But after a few days had passed, and he 
hadn't called, she began to grow doubtful. And along with the doubt, 
came regret ... regret that she had allowed herself to be fooled into 
believing that anything would come out of it, and regret for having 
posed naked for the photographs.


As time wore on, and Harvey hadn't called, she worked herself up into a 
frenzy of worry, thinking that somehow Peterson might use the 
photographs against her, or worse still, have them printed in some 
magazine where Doug might see them. What would she do then? Things were 
looking very bleak, and were compounded by the fact that Doug was never 
at home any more. Betty just didn't have a clue where he spent his 
time, but he always seemed to be in a hurry, and was never home before 
midnight. She didn't really care too much, it was true, because things 
were definitely not right between them. But still, it wasn't right that 
he should leave her alone so much. He just didn't seem to care about 
her anymore and this knowledge did nothing to improve her state of 
mind.


However, just when the future seemed very gray, Harvey and Jean had 
turned up again almost miraculously.


Betty ushered Peterson and Jean into the livingroom, glad that this 
time, she was wearing an ordinary dress, and at least looked 
presentable.


"It's wonderful to see you again, Betty," Jean smiled warmly, as she 
sat down on the sofa. They both accepted Betty's offer of gin and 
tonics, and happily, Betty went over to the liquor cabinet and poured 
the drinks.


"I'm sorry for not getting in touch with you sooner," Harvey 
apologized, "but when you own and run an agency like I do, you're kept 
going pretty much all the time!"


"Yes, both of us are. Although I have other staff, Jean is my right 
hand gal! I don't know what I'd do without her," he said genuinely. 
"And now, I'm sure you'd like to hear about your shots!"


"Well, I was wondering what became of them," Betty admitted excitedly.


"The first rushes came through, and believe me, Betty," Harvey 
emphasized, "they were fabulous, just like I knew they'd be!"


"Have you got any of them with you?" Betty asked, and was disappointed 
to hear that he hadn't.


"Jean and I went over them, and picked out the ones we thought were the 
best, and gave them over to the photographer who works with us to 
print."


"Will I have a portfolio soon?" Betty queried with interest.


"Sure. It won't be long now, but to tell the truth, you won't have to 
make the rounds. Jean here was a photographer's rep at one time and she 
knows the game inside out. So with her pushing the photographer's angle 
and me, as your agent, pushing you, it won't be long before you're in 
demand."


"But I thought it might be fun to make the rounds, for a little while, 
at least," Betty said, disappointment evident in her voice.


"So it might, honey," Harvey said, "but a busy woman like you, with a 
husband and home to look after, can't spend all day tramping around, 
lugging that God-almighty satchel around with you and maybe at the end 
of it, getting only a call-back or two--if you're lucky!"


"But wouldn't clients prefer to see me in person?" she persisted, 
twirling her glass around in her hand.


"Sure, they would," Harvey agreed, "but believe me, the best way is to 
get them excited over your book first, and then see you in person. That 
way, they're bound to be sold on you!"


Betty didn't really understand Harvey's reasoning, but she decided not 
to question him further. She'd just accept his edicts without question. 
After all, he knew best, in this business anyway, and she was just a 
raw beginner.


"When do you think I'll go out on my first job?" she asked tentatively. 
Now that things were looking more definite, she decided she wouldn't 
tell Doug anything until she had come back from her first job, maybe 
even with her fee as well. She couldn't wait to see his reaction when 
she sprung that one on him.


"Well, you may have to go out on a couple of go-sees first," Harvey 
said cautiously. "You never can tell how things will happen. But one 
thing's for sure, it won't be long before you're in the swing of 
things!"


"I'd like to have some sort of idea, though, if I could," Betty said 
again, hating to push the subject, but wanting something more definite.


"You're right in wanting to be prepared," Harvey approved, and then 
turned to Jean.


"Run out to the car, will you honey, and get my "Coming-Up" book?"


Jean hurried out to the car, but in a few moments, she was back.


"It's not there, Harvey!" she said worriedly.


"Goddamn it, I must have left it at Villiers' Studio. Now what am I 
going to do?"


"Don't worry, Harvey," Jean soothed, "I'll drive over there and get 
it!"


"I don't mean to put you to so much trouble," Betty said timidly, "It's 
all right, really. You can phone me and let me know!"


"No, I've gotta have that book," Harvey insisted, and shot a grateful 
look at his assistant. "I'd really appreciate it, Jean, honey!"


"I won't be long," Jean promised, and let herself out the front door.


"How about another drink?" Betty offered, breaking the long silence.


"Sure, as long as you'll join me," Harvey countered. Betty, shrugging 
her shoulders, agreed. She didn't really want it, but it wouldn't do 
any harm, especially as she had stopped taking brandy with her morning 
coffee.


She sat down beside Peterson on the sofa when she handed him his drink.


"Well, Betty, how do you feel about your new career?" he asked amiably 
looking directly into her eyes.


"It's wonderful," Betty assured him wholeheartedly. "It'll mean a new 
way of life for me!"


"And what does your husband think of all this?" Harvey queried.


"I ... I haven't told him about it, yet," Betty admitted with 
embarrassment.


"Why not?" Harvey wondered, idly sipping his drink.


Betty didn't quite know what to say. She could make up something, like 
she wanted to surprise him, but she didn't think she'd sound convincing 
enough. Maybe the truth was the best thing.


"Well, we haven't been getting on too well of late," Betty said in a 
low voice. "In fact," she said in a rush of confidence, "we're barely 
on speaking terms. I hardly see him from one end of the week to the 
other. It's terrible ..."


"Why, where does he spend his time?" Peterson asked.


"Oh, I don't know, working overtime, out with the boys, something like 
that. I suppose to avoid coming home!"


"What kind of husband is he anyway?" Harvey said briskly. "That's no 
way to treat a woman, especially a beautiful, desirable one like you!"


Betty didn't know what happened next; she only knew that she was 
suddenly crying helplessly. Something in Peterson's sympathetic words 
struck a chord deep within her an loosened the tight clutch she had on 
her emotions.


"Hey, what's the matter? Was it something I said?" Harvey asked 
solicitously, placing a paternal arm around her shoulder.


"No, it wasn't ... I mean, yes ..." she blubbered, leaning against his 
shoulder, finding relief in his consoling voice and comforting arm.


"Take it easy, honey ..." he continued to soothe, stroking her as 
tenderly as if she was a child. "Why don't you tell me all about it?"


Peterson suppressed a secret smile. He had guessed that Betty had some 
kind of problem with her husband. Now, the way things are going, she'll 
play right into my hands ...


"I can't ..." Betty sobbed, "it's too terrible ..."


"But it might help if you talk about it, honey ..." Harvey said calmly. 
"These things have a way of working out if you bring them out in the 
open!"


"I know," Betty sniffed, "but I'm too embarrassed."


"It can't be as bad as all that," Harvey assured her, "and don't 
forget, I'm not exactly an adolescent!"


Betty considered his last remark. It was true that he was an older man, 
with probably a lot of experience of human problems, and he was also 
right when he said that things often looked better if discussed openly. 
But could she tell her secrets to an almost stranger?


"In fact, sometimes it's even better to tell your problems to a 
stranger," Harvey commented, as if he had read her mind. "Because a 
stranger has a totally different outlook and is not emotionally 
involved."


Betty suddenly felt that she couldn't battle on by herself any longer. 
She got absolutely no support from Doug and she felt tense and 
exhausted from the strain of trying to weather the storm alone.


"The whole problem is that we're not compatible!" she blurted, 
"sexually, that is!"


"Lots of young couples aren't at first," Harvey hedged, looking down at 
the lovely, troubled young wife.


"But we've been married for over two years, and things are just getting 
worse!"


"In what way, Betty?" Harvey queried helpfully.


"I ... I just can't ... don't seem to respond to Doug, that's all!"


"But you're not frigid, are you?"


Betty brushed aside her instinctive objection to such an intimate 
conversation with someone she hardly knew and went on vehemently.


"No, I'm not, but Doug says I am!"


"Well, then, maybe the problem lies with your husband ..."


"With Doug?" Betty said incredulously.


"Yes, maybe he's not the right man for you!"


"But I love him!" Betty said emphatically.


"No, I don't mean that way. What I mean is," he went on carefully, 
"that maybe you need a different kind of man to arouse you!"


"Another man? But I couldn't ..."


"Not even if it would help your marriage, and Doug?"


"No! It's wrong! I just couldn't ..."


Betty was so absorbed in her conversation that she hardly noticed that 
Harvey's hand was still casually caressing her shoulder. In fact, it 
felt good, relaxing and soothing, so that when she did become aware of 
it, she didn't particularly want it to stop. But Harvey's conversation 
was getting disturbing. All this talk about another man made her 
uneasy, and she wanted to change the subject.


"Would you like another drink?" she asked at length.


"No, I'm fine. You just sit back and relax. You're all tense and 
nervous. Just close your eyes and forget about everything and in a 
little while you'll feel better."


Peterson's voice was almost hypnotic and Betty found herself lying back 
comfortably against his shoulder, her eyes closed, as she tried to 
blank all her problems out of her mind.


Harvey continued to reassure her, soothing her in gentle tones. He 
looked down at the still quivering redhead and felt desire welling up 
inside him. It looked like he'd have to go to a lot of trouble to get 
this one, but it would be worth it, he knew. He could barely restrain 
himself when he had seen her naked body that day he took the shots. She 
was far better than he'd envisioned. She was like a sculptured goddess, 
only a living, breathing one. They all did--that was no surprise. But 
maybe he could really use her for Galaxy. She was definitely out of the 
ordinary, and maybe, after his plan had worked, he'd see if she was 
still interested in working.


Casually, his hand dropped lower still until it came into breathtaking 
contact with her palpitating breast. He sensed that her breath 
quickened for a moment when he touched her nipple through her dress, 
but she didn't say anything. He could feel the little bud hardening 
under his touch, burgeoning with obvious desire. Her whole breast 
seemed to strain against his palm, and lay warm and throbbing in his 
hand.


"Oh don't ... Please, Harvey ..." Betty mumbled half incoherently, but 
without making an attempt to stop him.


"Now just relax, honey, and don't worry about a thing," Harvey told 
her, his hand falling again to come to rest on the bare expanse of her 
thigh. He felt it quiver under his touch as he began to crawl with his 
fingers up along the sensitive, sleek surface, eventually slipping in 
under the hem of her dress.


"No, Harvey, please ..." Betty objected again, and made a feeble 
attempt to stop the approaching hand. Her brain was reeling and she 
couldn't seem to get control of her senses. Harvey's hand was on her 
thigh, she knew, and it was also true that it felt good there. She 
wanted him to move it away, to leave her alone, but on the other hand, 
she didn't know how to stop him. If only she hadn't drunk the second 
gin ... she told herself upbraidingly. But she had to make an effort to 
stop him before he went any further. It was wrong to let him do this, 
but it felt very good, relaxing and soothing ...


Carefully, Harvey edged his fingers upward until at last they came into 
contact with the thin nylon crotchband of her panties. It was wet!


"Oh noo ..." Betty moaned, making a futile effort to clamp her thighs 
together.


"Now honey," Harvey said again, "this is going to make you feel good. 
You'll really like it and it'll calm you down and you won't be nervous 
or tense anymore ..."


Relentlessly, his searching fingers slipped under the narrow legband of 
her panties and came into tantalizing contact with the first straying 
wisps of curling pubic hair. Betty jerked back as if stung, her eyes 
flying open in horror.


"NO, HARVEY, PLEASE DON'T!" she shrieked, trying to pull away from him. 
But his fingers still clung between her moistened thighs as his arm, 
curved around her shoulder, restrained her.


"Now Betty, you like my fingers stroking your cunt, don't you?" he 
said, his voice low and husky. "Don't you? You can't deny it ... or you 
would have stopped me before now ... before I got my hand inside your 
panties!"


"No! I ... I ..." Betty whimpered, words failing her.


"I know you like it, Betty," he went on inexorably, "you're all hot and 
wet, I can feel it ..."


A crimson blush spread over Betty's face. She did like it, there was no 
denying it. And now Harvey knew. He knew that she liked it. Oh dear 
God, what must he think of her?


"It's only natural, honey," Harvey went on. "You're starved for love. 
Doug has been neglecting you and it's time someone paid some attention 
to your beautiful, deprived body ..."


Betty couldn't stand it any longer. She was past fighting. She felt 
defeated already defeated by Harvey's smooth words, which were all too 
true, and by the tumult which was raging in her body. Yes, her own 
flesh was mutinying--crying out for love and attention. And she 
couldn't fight it!


Harvey sensed her inner struggle and felt a surge of victory. It won't 
be long now, he told himself cheerfully, but I just hope that Jean 
won't come back too soon and spoil it all! It had been Jean's idea in 
the first place to pretend that the book was lost, so as to have an 
excuse to leave him alone with Betty, but Harvey was afraid that she 
wouldn't realize how hard it was to win over the frustrated young wife. 
Well, he'd just have to take a chance ...


His questing fingers inched forward another millimeter and came into 
exhilarating contact with the pulsating outer folds of her tremulous 
pussy. He could feel the slight throbbing of the swollen outer lips, 
fringed with a thin line of hairs, and then, without hesitation, he 
plunged his middle finger up into the moist darkness of her unresisting 
cunt.


"Aaaaagggghh ... Nooooo ..." Betty sobbed helplessly, wriggling her 
buttocks in a frantic but belated attempt to resist.


She was in a daze that she couldn't break out of. With one part of her 
mind, she realized that Peterson was stroking and caressing her vagina, 
but with the other she realized nothing but the fact that he was 
comforting her when she badly needed it, and offering solace where Doug 
had failed to do so. And she couldn't refuse that. She needed it too 
badly.


Harvey continued to probe the quivering wet folds and creases of her 
sensitively squirming vagina, plunging deeper into the warm, open 
flesh. Her thighs spread now a little of their own accord and he began 
to ease down her confining panties, leaving them dangling above her 
knees. Her dress was bunched up above her hips, leaving the tingling 
plane of her loins exposed and unprotected. Ruthlessly, his fingers 
played in the velvety softness of her openly spread cunt, making her 
gyrate and twist with mingled feelings.


Suddenly, his middle finger came into contact with the hard little knob 
of her clitoris and began instantly to titillate the erogenous little 
bud.


"Ooooohhhh ..." Betty sighed, unable to believe that little wisps of 
pleasure were curling around deep inside her. She was beginning to 
enjoy Peterson's lewd fingering! At first, she didn't believe it 
possible, but her writhing moaning body was ample evidence. Her brain, 
with all its feeble, warning messages was totally ignored, and sensual 
rule was the order.


"Mmmmmmnnnn ... aaaaahhhh ..." she gasped again, giving herself over 
completely to a greater power. She was devoid of resistance now. She 
had no option but to acquiesce, and it was obvious that her body did 
not mind this submission. Involuntarily, her pelvis began to grind 
rhythmically up against his nakedly swirling fingers, forcing the 
desire-ridden flesh against the pleasure-giving digits.


Harvey's fingers, darting and flicking with expert agility began to 
tickle gently at the tiny fluted inner lips which surrounded the 
pulsing, star-shaped entrance to her helplessly aroused body. Betty 
mewled with new excitement as they brushed tantalizingly against the 
delicate, fragile flesh, and then, with sudden abruptness, he plunged 
them into the wet, clinging cuntal sheath.


"AAAAAGGGGGHHHHH ..." Betty sobbed in mingled surprise and pleasure, 
and immediately, the soft, tender inner walls began to milk voraciously 
at the dipping fingers, closing in on them like a velvet glove. Harvey 
worked his fingers smoothly, expertly in and out of the hungrily 
welcoming channel in simulation of fucking, filling the room with lewd, 
wet, sluicing sounds.


Betty was like a madwoman now, twisting and flailing wantonly on the 
sofa, her thighs lasciviously splayed, her softly rounded buttocks 
grinding incessantly into the yielding cushions. Hoarse cries of lust 
escaped her lips, but Betty was beyond caring. She knew that Jean might 
return at any moment, but it was of no importance. All that mattered 
was the unbelievable spasms of pleasure which were shooting through her 
with lightning speed, emanating from the fiery, tingling zone of her 
wildly excited vagina.


Harvey's fingers were wonderful givers of unbelievable pleasure as they 
plunged recklessly into the openly presented mouth to her defenseless 
belly. Urged on by the rising tide of her passion, she pounded her 
turgid little clitoris against his hand while at the same time trying 
to coax the driving fingers further and deeper into her greedily 
clasping cuntal sheath.


She was near to climaxing and she knew that she couldn't hold out much 
longer. Pleasure, in maximum force, was building up to such a pitch 
inside her that she knew she must cum soon or explode. And, at last ...


"Oh God! I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Oh God, I'm cumming!" she chanted 
insanely, her body flailing and thrashing out of all control as wave 
after wave of undefinable pleasure washed over her like breakers on a 
beach, tossing and tumbling her in their foaming wake as they brought 
her to new heights of ecstasy each time. She had never experienced 
anything like the tremendous power of this release and all her tension 
seemed to pour from her body, leaving it limp and exhausted, only to be 
tightened as a new flood of pleasure cascaded over her. Her head seemed 
to be going round and round and she felt as if she was in some kind of 
limbo, waiting to be put back together again with the body which was 
feeling so much sensual excitement.


Finally, the tremors began to subside, leaving her quivering and 
trembling like an aspen leaf. The room began to spin around her and she 
gratefully sank back on the sofa, only vaguely aware that Harvey was 
leaving. She wanted to call him back, but she didn't quite know why, 
but in a few seconds, he was gone, and she was left alone with the 
dying embers of her fiery orgasm.


Chapter 5


The next few days were sheer torture for Betty. Every waking moment, 
her brain was taunted with images of her wanton submission to Harvey 
Peterson's lewd fingering, and her ears seemed to be filled with her 
lascivious moans of pleasure. She couldn't seem to focus her attention 
on anything, and she couldn't shake loose from her brain the horrible 
memory of how she had acquiesced so easily to the modeling agent's 
manipulation. But even that wasn't the worst part, as far as Betty was 
concerned. If she had merely allowed Harvey to stroke her genitals, she 
wouldn't feel such self disgust and loathing, but she had enjoyed the 
lewd act to such an extent that she could not forgive herself. The very 
basic tenets of her upbringing balked at this betrayal by her body, and 
a cloud of humiliation seemed to follow her wherever she went.


The one thing that gave her a slight feeling of relief was that Doug 
didn't seem to notice anything. Betty was sure that her guilt was 
written all over her face, but luckily she had already been in bed when 
Doug had come home that night. But during the next few days, although 
she didn't really see too much of him, he didn't make any comment and 
Betty decided that the best thing to do was to forget the whole 
business, if she could. But that proved more difficult than she 
imagined. Her conscience was haunted by the enormity of her 
transgression, while her body continued to experience a kind of buoyant 
exhilaration which she had never felt before. At times, she even found 
herself thinking almost longingly of the sensual tremors which had 
cavorted up and down her spine when Harvey had been caressing her 
vagina, but she quickly put those illicit thoughts out of her head.


Since that episode with Peterson, she found that she just couldn't face 
the morning without the soothing additive of brandy in her coffee, and 
usually she had several cups of that. It was at moments like that, when 
her body was relaxed and untense, when she began to feel the 
recollective murmurs of pleasure. The strong liquor seemed to dull her 
brain, and with it, her ever-sharp conscience, while at the same time, 
it honed the edge of her senses and emphasized the physical frustration 
she felt.


It was weeks now since Doug had touched her--ever since that time when 
he had taken her rectally--and her body, grown accustomed to a regular 
diet of love-making, was beginning to feel the deprivation. She felt 
that that was the reason for her complete and total release that day 
when Harvey had stroked and fingered her vagina. But right now, she 
knew she was in a quandary. Things were going from bad to worse in 
their marriage, and she hardly saw Doug anymore. Now this contact with 
Harvey looked like it was falling through, and she couldn't rely on 
being a model as an out from her problems. She didn't know whether she 
wanted to hear from Peterson again. On the one hand, she didn't know if 
she could face him again, after her wanton display of lust just a few 
days ago. But, on the other hand, the future he had woven for her as a 
part-time model was a very enticing one, especially in her forlorn, 
desperate state, and it would be just terrible if she had to forget all 
about it now.


However, she didn't think that Harvey would get in touch with her. How 
could he, after what he had done to her? But Betty just didn't know 
what to do. Doug didn't show signs of wanting a reconciliation, and 
although she really didn't want to, she would make the first effort, if 
she wasn't afraid of being rebuked. That was the trouble--Doug just 
didn't seem interested any more. It was obvious that he didn't care 
what she was doing or feeling, and there was no telling how long that 
state of affairs would go on. And, she reflected bitterly, the root of 
the problem lay in Doug's despicable behavior. If he hadn't brutalized 
her that night, if he hadn't forced her to submit to his disgusting 
anal intercourse, she probably would never have listened to Harvey 
Peterson for a moment. It was only because she was so upset and 
depressed over that incident that she went along with Peterson ... and 
where it had lead her?


Tears brimmed her eyes and trickled down her face. She had finished her 
second cup of coffee and brandy, and she still didn't feel an better. 
It was now four days since she had seen Harvey and had allowed herself 
to be so disgustingly used, and things seemed to be getting worse.


Dear God, what am I to do? Betty wept helplessly, unable to hide her 
misery and unhappiness any longer.


At that moment, the phone rang.


For a long second, Betty stared at the instrument, hardly able to 
believe that it was actually ringing. Probably a wrong number, she told 
herself, and then with alacrity, she leaped up and grabbed it.


"Hello!" she said breathlessly.


"Hello! Is that Betty?" It was Harvey!


The blood drained from Betty's face and her head started to reel.


"I hope you're not busy today," Harvey said quickly, "because I've got 
an assignment for you tomorrow."


"An assignment?" Betty echoed, her brain racing.


"Yes, at 9:30 tomorrow morning. And you're to wear their clothes, so 
you've got to go for a fitting today. You'll be paid half your hourly 
fee for that. Can you make it at 12 noon today?"


Betty was speechless. Her thoughts divided abruptly in her dazed brain 
and she didn't know what to say. She had an assignment, tomorrow! She 
just couldn't believe it ... but how could Harvey call her like that, 
without any word or reference to what happened.


"Well, can you make it?" Harvey barked impatiently.


"Harvey, I don't ..." Betty stammered, still not knowing what answer to 
give. Oh God, she'd love to take the job, but shouldn't she just 
disassociate herself completely from Peterson?


"Look, let me put it this way. The client, Nor-Dansk Furniture, are 
only just sold on you. They originally picked a blonde because of the 
Scandinavian image, but I sold them on the idea of a redhead as a 
gimmick. Now if you don't want it, or are you going to be choosy, 
they'll jump for the blonde!"


No, I couldn't bear to lose it, Betty thought immediately. There's no 
harm in it ... I probably won't see Harvey again for a long time, and 
it is just what I want ... a chance to break into modeling.


"Okay, Harvey, I'll be there ..." Betty said breathlessly.


"Good girl," Harvey said, and gave her an address in one of the best 
sections of town. "All right, I'll see you at noon," he said as he hung 
up.


For a moment, Betty was stunned with her good news. She was going to be 
a model! A glance at the clock told her she had only an hour to get 
there, and she hurried into the bedroom. Then she recalled Harvey's 
parting shot. He'd be there! Trepidation filled Betty's heart. Harvey 
would be there, and she'd have to face him again.


But she wouldn't back out. She had to see him again sooner or later, 
and besides, there was bound to be other people there. No, she'd have 
to take the plunge. After all, that was what life was all about. What 
happened a few days ago was all a mistake. If Harvey tried anything 
like that again, she'd let him know where she stood ...


*   *   *


Harvey Peterson, noting that it was almost noon, poured himself a drink 
and offered one to Jean. Betty would be here at any moment and if she 
saw that they were already drinking, she'd accept one more willingly. 
She really swallowed everything I told her, he congratulated himself. 
Still, he had to admit that he was feeling a little nervous. But that 
was not surprising. Betty was one hell of a woman and he didn't want to 
slip up. Of course, the client had been thrilled when they saw the 
shots of her and had wanted her immediately but Harvey thought he'd 
throw that bit in about the blonde to make the bait more appetizing. 
With hesitant types like Betty, you couldn't be too careful. He hadn't 
really been surprised at Nor-Dansk Furniture's wild response to the 
shots, and had hedged that he had to see if she was available. Well, if 
things worked out his way this afternoon, he just might get Betty to do 
the ad for them. After all, it would keep her happy and would result in 
a nice, fat fee for him.


At that moment, the doorbell sounded and Harvey knew that it was Betty. 
She was wearing a very elegant pantsuit and appeared poised and calm. 
But she seemed surprised that there was no one else but himself and 
Jean there.


"In cases like this, when we're in a real hurry, Jean and I just pick 
up the outfits from the client and fit them here in my apartment. It 
saves time and a lot of trouble."


Betty thought the explanation plausible and greeted Jean warmly. There 
was a sort of rapport between the two women and Betty was genuinely 
glad to see the older woman again.


"Any problems with fitting, Jean can handle it," Harvey assured her, 
and then offered her a drink.


"But shouldn't we ..." she began hesitantly.


"A quick drink will loosen you up," Peterson told her and poured her a 
double Scotch.


Betty accepted it and sat beside Jean on the sofa.


"The ad is to be built around an elegant sitting room, with Nor-Dansk 
furniture the main attraction. But they want to have a very stunning 
woman, who is obviously getting ready to entertain some guests, to 
adorn the furniture. And that's where you, and these dresses," pointing 
to several long evening gowns, "come in!"


"They're beautiful!" Betty gasped in awe.


"The client thinks you're far more beautiful," Harvey said truthfully. 
"Now if you're ready, Jean can help you into one of the dresses. Try 
the silver lame one first."


Betty, when she stood up, found that she almost lost her balance and 
had to cling to the other woman for support. Oh God, what did I drink? 
she wondered as she stumbled over to the other room. Her head seemed to 
be reeling and she was glad that Jean was helping her, as the dress was 
tight and close-fitting. But when it was finally on, it looked as if it 
had been molded to her body. Jean wouldn't let her wear a brassiere, 
and the low, deep "vee" in front emphasized her voluptuously full 
breasts. There was a split, almost thigh-high in one side and the 
shimmering material sparkled and glinted as she moved. Jean wouldn't 
allow her to wear panties or stockings, either, saying that unless they 
were specially made, they would spoil the lines of the dress. Betty had 
felt strange about stripping completely naked in front of the other 
girl, but Jean didn't even seem to notice. She added a few touches to 
Betty's mane of tawny hair and then ushered her out to where Harvey was 
waiting.


Betty had forgotten almost about her incident with Harvey because he 
had been so pleasant, and so businesslike, but now, as she stepped into 
the living room, clad in the sexy, provocative dress, the memory of her 
submission and arousal came flooding back and crimsoned her face with 
embarrassment. Harvey's eyes seemed to devour her body, feasting on her 
sensual cleavage, riveting on the smooth sweep of her graceful hips.


"Pretty good ... pretty good ..." he said at length, after he had 
instructed her to turn slowly around. "But I think the black might be 
better!"


"I think this one is pretty spectacular," Jean said, and Betty had to 
agree with her.


"No, let's try the black," Harvey insisted. "After all; you don't want 
to outshine the furniture!"


Jean moved towards Betty and began to pull down the zipper of the 
dress.


"But ... but ..." Betty said startled, as she felt the edges of the 
dress fall away from her back. "Let's go into the other room!" she 
finished quickly.


"Why, honey?" Harvey sniggered. "I already know all your secrets ..."


Betty felt a fiery blush creeping up her face. What did he mean? He had 
seen her body naked, when he had taken those photographs, but was he 
referring to the other day when he had fingered her pussy?


"I'd rather change in the other room," she said meekly, turning towards 
the door.


"Oh, don't be silly, Betty," Jean said briskly, easing down the dress, 
revealing Betty's proudly upswept breasts, the nipples already stiff 
and erect.


"Please, Jean," Betty began, tears starting to her eyes.


"You've got nothing to hide, have you?" Harvey said, his voice vaguely 
sneering.


Betty felt as if she had been turned to stone, and she stood motionless 
as Jean slipped the dress down over her hips. Numbly, she stepped out 
of it, and stood there, naked and shivering.


"Go get that black number, will you, Jean?" Harvey asked.


"Why, where is it?" Betty asked, suddenly not wanting to be alone with 
Harvey.


"It's just out in the car; I won't be a moment," Jean replied, and 
Betty was aware of mounting panic. This was just like the other time, 
when Jean had left on a sudden pretext. Betty had been left alone with 
Harvey ...


She turned wild, staring eyes on him, as if seeing him for the first 
time.


"Don't worry," Harvey said smoothly, "Jean'll be back in a moment. In 
the meantime, just relax. Sit down and make yourself comfortable ..."


As if in a daze, Betty sat down on the sofa, and as she did so, Harvey 
moved very close to her, and then, he was kissing her! For a moment, 
she was too surprised to do anything as his lips bruised down on hers, 
and his tongue shot between her unresisting teeth. His arms were tight 
around her and his jacket felt rough on her bare, naked flesh.


"Stop it! Stop it!" she said at last, recovering her equilibrium, 
desperately drumming at his chest.


"Why should I?" Harvey leered. "Just relax and you'll enjoy it!"


"Leave me alone! Get away from me or I'll scream!"


Harvey laughed, a coarse, triumphant laugh.


"What if someone comes running after you scream? What then?" Betty 
stared at him uncomprehendingly.


"They'll see you sitting here, completely naked, and what'll they 
think?" he elaborated gleefully.


Realization dawned on Betty. He had trapped her ... but what was he 
going to do to her?


"What do you want from me?" she said tonelessly.


"Just do as I say, honey, and everything will be all right," Harvey 
replied, his hand casually fondling the frustratedly trembling mound of 
her breast.


"And if I don't?" Betty asked defiantly.


"Mmm ... your precious Doug might be very interested in those shots I 
took of you a couple of weeks back ..."


"You wouldn't!" Betty hissed disbelievingly. "You wouldn't show them to 
my husband!"


"Sure I would ... if you don't go along with what I want!"


"And what do you want?" Betty asked in a frail whisper.


"Why, nothing more than a taste of that sweet little cunt of yours!" 
Harvey said lasciviously, his hand dropping to the flat plane of her 
stomach, and further still to tangle among the first straying wisps of 
her red pussy hair.


Betty's head swam. Oh God, it couldn't be true. What had she let 
herself in for?


"Now honey, you might just as well do as I say ... after all, you might 
enjoy it!"


"Enjoy it?" Betty hissed vehemently. "Never! I'd rather die!"


"Well, well, listen to who's talking. It seems to me as if you didn't 
mind too much when my fingers were rummaging around in your cunt a few 
days back!" Harvey spat furiously.


Betty's face blanched and self-loathing welled up inside her. He was 
right, of course. She had enjoyed his lewd handling. What must he think 
of her? No wonder he thought he could get away with anything with her 
...


"Please, Harvey," she began again in a different vein. "let me go. It 
doesn't matter if I don't get the job. Only don't touch me, please ..."


"You don't seem to realize, honey, that I hold all the cards. Whether 
or not you get the assignment depends on me, and don't you forge it. 
And as for not touching you, remember that the evidence against you 
looks pretty condemning ... those nudie shots, you here naked with me 
now ..."


Betty closed her eyes to blot out the picture she portrayed. Foolishly, 
she had let her imagination run away with her, had let herself be 
persuaded into posing nude for this unscrupulous man. Now he had her in 
his power ... and there was nothing she could do.


She gasped suddenly as she felt his fingers dip between her creamy 
thighs, and felt the first searing contact between his hand and the 
gently pulsing outer flesh of her trembling vagina.


"Oh nooo ... stop ..." she gasped helplessly as his fingers continued 
to probe and search among the wet, velvety folds, probing deeper and 
more insistently with each passing second. Futilely, she tried to clamp 
her alabaster-white thighs together, but it was no use. He was the one 
in control; he had her in his power.


"Now, baby, you can't tell me you don't like it ..." Harvey leered, his 
eyes lighting with lust as he stared down at the naked woman.


His words cut Betty to the quick. Because she couldn't deny it. Her 
body was responding in exactly the same way as it had a few days ago 
... she was beginning to get aroused from his illicit fondling. 
Although her brain reeled with the enormity of what was happening, and 
disgust and utter mortification flooded through her veins, her body 
reacted unquestionably in a sensual, wanton tremor of delight. She 
wanted to deny it, to cry out that he was wrong, that she wasn't 
enjoying it, but she couldn't. Because she was, and he knew it! There 
was no use fighting it. He had her in his power not only by virtue of 
the weapon of the photographs and his threatened blackmail, but also by 
the force of pleasure he was giving her with his nakedly swirling 
fingers. Involuntarily, her thighs crept farther apart, revealing the 
moist pink slit of her quivering pussy to his marauding digits. 
Pleasure surged through her, lifting her up on to a magical plane of 
ecstasy, and her whole body took on a rhythmic churning as low mewls of 
pleasure flowed unchecked from her mouth.


"Open your eyes, honey, and look see what daddy has for you ..." Harvey 
rasped huskily, and Betty unconsciously responded to his summons.


A startled gasp escaped her lips as she stared at the huge, throbbing 
shaft of his fully erect penis, held obscenely in his free hand. She 
couldn't take her eyes off it. She hadn't imagined that anything could 
be so big. It looked powerful and strong, and it was an angry red color 
from the blood that was pumping lustfully through it.


"No, please, Harvey," she whimpered piteously, frightened at the 
grotesque size and apprehensive of what was to come.


At that moment, the door opened, and Jean walked in.


Oh thank God! Betty gasped silently. Now he'll have to stop ... Jean 
will help me, and I'll just put on my clothes and leave, and never have 
to see Harvey again. Oh thank goodness, she came back in time ...


"Well, Harvey, you certainly didn't waste any time!" Jean said 
cheerfully, staring at the naked outstretched redhead on the sofa, and 
glancing briefly at the hard, heavy protuberance of Peterson's cock.


Oh God, what does she mean? Why isn't she doing something? Betty 
thought wildly.


"I'm a fast worker, you know that, Jean," Harvey laughed, fondling his 
lust-engorged penis between his fingers.


"I'm sure you got lots of help," Jean retorted. "Betty looks as if 
she's really hot for you!"


Betty felt like screaming out No! No! It's not like that! But her mouth 
was dry and no words would come. She couldn't believe that Jean thought 
she wanted this. But what else could Jean think? She, Betty, was lying 
spread-eagled on the couch, the openly receptive slit of her vagina 
lewdly presented, while Harvey hovered above her, his blood-inflated 
penis outstretched and ready. Betty's last avenue of retreat slammed 
shut. No one could help her now. If she appealed to Jean, the other 
woman probably wouldn't believe her. There was nothing she could do!


She drew in her breath sharply when she felt the hard, unyielding flesh 
of Harvey's poised penis nudging at the softly quivering outer lips of 
her vagina. She tried to draw back, but the couch confined her. She 
couldn't close her thighs, because Harvey was crouched up between them.


"Nooo, Harvey, please ..." she begged softly, and then ...


"AAAAGGGGHHH ... NOOOOOOOO ..." she wailed aloud as Harvey pushed 
relentlessly forward, straining almost unbearably the fragile tissues 
of her cuntal hole. He hesitated then, for a moment, gathering his 
strength, pushing the burgeoning head of his hunger-distended shaft 
past the protecting, petal-shaped opening.


"OH GOD ... YOU'RE KILLING ME ..." Betty sobbed as the giant rod 
cleaved into her unprepared flesh, forcing its way up into the dry, 
clinging passage. Without hesitation, Harvey continued to plunge 
forward, the hard, long tube of his cock splitting the cringing inner 
walls with brutal intensity.


"Uuuuugggghhhhnnn ... aaaaahhhh ..." Betty whimpered, her thighs 
cruelly spread, her futilely resisting vaginal sheath assaulted 
unmercifully by the lust-bloated hardness of Harvey's hard-driving 
penis. He'll tear my vagina she thought fearfully as he finally hit 
bottom, the heavy, sperm-laden sac of his testicles slapping lewdly 
against the upraised crevice of her buttocks. She could feel the 
rubbery head nudging against the tender tip of her cervix and she 
wanted to cry out against this unwanted ravishment. The knowledge that 
Jean Wembley was watching her debasement added to her humiliation, and 
she wondered again how she had let herself be manipulated in this way. 
Oh God, what a fool I am, she thought bitterly, biting her lip as 
Harvey began to withdraw, pulling little pink tendrils of fragile pussy 
flesh out with his rock-hard shaft as it withdrew. Then he surged 
forward again, this time burying his long, lunging cock to the hilt 
with one deep, hard stroke.


"Aaaaaarrrrhhh ... uuummmmppphhhh ..." Betty gasped again as all the 
breath was forced from her body. But at last, her feminine juices began 
to secrete, and Harvey was able to begin a rhythmic sawing in and out. 
His hands tightened on her hips, holding her firmly in place as he 
labored over her. He drove nakedly up between her widespread legs, 
sinking his passion-distended shaft completely in her moistly clinging 
cunt, and then withdrawing almost totally, until just the hard, 
mushrooming head was still imbedded in the tight pussy-hole.


And then the thing that Betty had never believed possible, happened. At 
first, she did not believe it; couldn't bring herself to accept the 
reality of what was happening. But after a few moments, she just 
couldn't hide it any longer. It was completely obvious that she was 
beginning to enjoy being fucked by Harvey!


A deep shuddering tremor shook her body and then it began a rolling 
churning of its own violation, little sparks of pleasure burst into 
raging flames deep between her legs and her whole body was bathed in a 
warm flood of intense arousal.


At first, out of deep mortification, she tried to hide it, tried to 
still the quivering between her legs. But her desire and passion was 
more powerful than her will power and she couldn't hold back any 
longer.


"Mmmmmmnnnnn ..." she sighed, spiraling her pelvis upward to receive 
Harvey's deep inthrusts, her heated cunt flowering open in eager 
acceptance. Cautiously, her hands crept up and encircled Harvey's neck, 
pulling him hard down on her palpitating breasts, and in a daze, she 
moved her mouth up to clamp on his, her tongue hungrily flicking 
between his teeth. Passion raged out of control in her love-starved 
body, and she locked her ankles around his lower back, and clung to him 
with a new voraciousness. Suddenly, she couldn't seem to get enough of 
his pleasure-giving male body. She wanted to infuse every part of him. 
The heady muskiness of his heated flesh assailed her nostrils and made 
them flare with new-found pleasure, and her being and senses were 
united in a quest for ultimate satisfaction.


All doubts and fears were forgotten in the mad rush of sensual 
excitement. She had no idea it could be like this. Certainly it never 
was with Doug. She had never responded like this, never felt the wild 
tremors of pleasure she was feeling now. Even the fact that Jean was 
watching her wanton behavior gave her an illicit thrill, and nurtured 
an exhibitionistic streak inside her that she never knew she possessed. 
She didn't care anymore that this lascivious coupling with a man who 
was not her husband might be wrong. She only knew that somehow he had 
the wonderful key that was unlocking her uninhibited responses, and 
somehow she couldn't feel that making use of that key was wrong.


Their bodies were slapping wetly together in rising cadence. They clung 
to each other in mutual desire, their flesh warm and heated with 
passion. They bucked and rocked as one, united where his lust-maddened 
cock drove incessantly up into the hungrily clasping depths of her 
eager cunt.


"You sure know how to fuck, Betty ..." Harvey gasped between clenched 
teeth, and his lewd praise gave her an added tingle of excitement. 
Fucking. Yes, that was what she was doing, fucking another man ... and 
she was enjoying it.


Betty's thoughts took on a kaleidoscopic image of how she must appear, 
naked, perspiring, flushed with lust, her head thrown back, her long 
russet hair streaming over her voluptuously curved back. Now, in one 
moment, all her thoughts and feelings seemed to converge on the pivotal 
point there between her legs, and she knew instantly that she was 
almost ready to climax. Her first real orgasm, and it was with another 
man ... not her husband! But Betty didn't care who or how she was 
getting this unbelievable pleasure. The main thing was that she was at 
last about to receive it. That she wasn't frigid, like she had so often 
feared she was. No, she was a full-blooded real woman, and Harvey was 
the only one to discover it.


Suddenly, all rational thought was extinguished as a great rush of warm 
sensual excitement flooded over her body, making her feel as if she was 
drifting on the tide of some warm, calm sea.


"Ooooooohhhhh ... I'm cumming! Oh God, Harvey, I'm cumming!" she 
shrieked suddenly, not recognizing her own passion-distorted voice. The 
words seemed to hang in the still air above her for a moment before 
crashing down to resound and echo a hundredfold in her ears, reflecting 
the rise and fall of the tiny waves of multiple pleasure crashing 
around inside her feverish body.


"Ooooohhhh! Ooooohhhh! Ooooohhhh!" she sobbed helplessly, her 
curvaceous young body undulating with the force of her continuing 
orgasm.


In the back of her brain, she realized that Harvey was climaxing too, 
and then he was pounding against her with unbelievable fury, battering 
his loins against her upraised openly-spread cunt.


"I'm cumming too! Keep fuckingg ... Aaaaaghhh ..." Betty felt the first 
spurt of seething hot sperm as Harvey called out wildly, and it jetted 
in a thick stream into the hidden recesses of her hungrily milking 
pussy. Greedily, her inner sheath clutched at the flowing fluid, 
absorbing it all in its heated darkness, and Betty was filled with a 
strange, satiated peace. The hot, white sperm that poured into her 
helplessly flooded little belly seemed to infuse her with warm 
relaxation, and she was able at last to lie back, breathing deeply and 
heavily with complete satisfaction.


At last, Harvey's twitching cock began to deflate inside her wet, 
steaming passage and slipped harmlessly from between her legs, leaving 
her empty once more. But she was changed now. She'd never be the same 
again. Harvey had truly liberated her, something that her own husband 
couldn't do ... and she wouldn't have missed this for anything. Now, 
come what may, she was forever free from the shackles of prudery, and 
she felt a real debt of gratitude to Harvey, which she knew wouldn't 
easily be erased.


Chapter 6


Doug was beginning to regret that he had called and invited Selma for 
lunch. Not that he didn't want to see her, of course, but she was so 
happy and excited, looking on this as an extra special treat, because 
usually they only saw each other in the evening. Now he dreaded telling 
her the real reason for wanting to see her. They were sitting lingering 
over liqueurs and Doug knew he had to take the plunge.


Drawing a deep breath, he began.


"Selma, I've something to tell you!"


Selma looked at him in surprise, amazed at his intensity, but 
immediately she sensed that something was wrong.


"What is it?" she said apprehensively.


"I ... we've got to stop seeing each other!" It was said, but instead 
of feeling relief, he was aware only of misery, and the look on Selma's 
face didn't help any, either.


"What?" she hissed, her voice low and angry.


"I just can't see you any more ..."


"Well, this is an interesting new development," Selma said icily, her 
fingers toying with the tiny glass. "Your charming wife must have found 
out about us. Is that it?"


"No, it isn't," Doug gulped. "But to tell the truth, I'm afraid she 
might, and I've hurt her enough without this."


"So your conscience is beginning to bother you at last!" Selma snapped, 
heedless of the other diners in the restaurant.


Doug colored. He'd decided to break off with his mistress several days 
ago, but couldn't find the courage to do so. He didn't really want to 
stop seeing her, but he had been involved with her now for nearly two 
months, and in all that time, things had gone from bad to worse with 
Betty. He knew he had started it all by fucking her in the ass that one 
night, and things hadn't been the same since. At first, he noticed that 
Betty was depressed and irritable, but over the past couple of weeks, 
she seemed suddenly to have changed. She said she had a new part time 
job, and bought new, fashionable clothes, and she seemed hardly to be 
home at all. Now that the tables were turned on him, Doug didn't like 
it at all and decided that he'd rather have the old Betty back ... even 
if it mean severing his relationship with Selma.


"So it's all over," Selma breathed angrily, her eyes flashing. A cold 
rage was seething through her and she was aware of a consuming hatred 
for her lover. She had really enjoyed her affair with Doug. He was one 
of the best lovers she'd ever had and she had reveled in his 
admiration. He seemed to be really crazy about her too, and she had 
even begun to entertain thoughts of something permanent ...


"You bastard!" she hissed viciously. Men were all the same. They didn't 
mind having affairs, and told their mistresses how fabulous they were, 
but when the little woman at home lifted her finger, no matter how 
nagging or difficult a wife she might be, they all went running back 
with their tails between their legs.


"Selma, everyone is looking at us," Doug said, his face reddening.


"I don't give a damn who's looking or listening," Selma spat, her voice 
rising. "You can't just throw me over like this. I deserve something 
better."


"I'm really sorry," Doug said earnestly, "but ..."


"Don't "but" me, you lousy rat," Selma shrilled, "you just want to go 
back to that bitch of a wife of yours, and after all you told me about 
her, how she was frigid, how she was a nagging slut ..."


Doug felt ready to sink into the ground. Everyone in the restaurant was 
looking at them and Selma's voice was strident and perfectly audible.


"C'mon, let's get out of here," he said sharply, his fingers digging 
into her forearm. With relief, she responded to his order, and meekly 
followed him out of the restaurant. That's one place I'll never go to 
again, Doug vowed as he stepped out into the light.


"Now look, Selma, I'm sorry we have to part like this," he said 
threateningly, "but if you're going to make another scene, I'm going to 
leave you right here on the pavement."


"Go on, run, you goddamned bastard," she railed, "but don't think 
you're getting off so easily. I'll pay you back for leaving me in the 
lurch like this, don't you worry!"


Furious, Doug turned on his heel and walked away, leaving Selma's 
threats to disintegrate behind him in the street's busy atmosphere.


*   *   *


"Okay, spread those long legs of yours, honey," Harvey rasped. "Daddy's 
got a new treat for you today!"


Betty lay back luxuriantly on the huge bed in Harvey's apartment and 
obediently parted her long, slender legs. The deep bed felt like soft 
billows of cloud, and Betty was only too glad to give herself over to 
her lover's attentions. She had grown accustomed to him over the last 
month or so, or rather, her body had.


She didn't know what she'd do now without Harvey. He seemed to fill her 
days and undoubtedly made life worth living again. In fact, her entire 
life seemed to have undergone a radical change, and it was all due to 
Harvey. The most important thing of all, of course, was the fact that 
he had succeeded in awakening her sexually, and actually continued to 
arouse and excite her. For, after that day when he had tricked her into 
submitting, she found she looked forward to when she could see him 
again. Harvey himself was just as wound up about her, and managed to 
see her almost every day. Usually Jean was with him, and after awhile, 
Harvey introduced Betty to threesomes. At first, she was shocked, but 
when she found that the fun was tripled, she began to like being 
involved in a trio.


Another fringe benefit of being involved with Harvey was that she was 
actually a working model! Harvey managed to get her plenty of jobs, 
starting, of course, with the Nor-Dansk commercial. She really enjoyed 
her work, and although it was only part time, she still found it 
tiring. However, her hourly rate was very good and she was able to buy 
lots of new clothes. The only dim spot of the horizon was Doug. Things 
just weren't working out and she got a depressing, unhappy feeling 
every time she thought about her husband. But I won't think about him 
now, she told herself, instead I'll think only about Harvey ...


Harvey settled himself between Betty's widespread thighs and stared at 
the tempting furrow of her fully exposed vagina. He could see the pink 
flesh glistening wetly between the slightly swollen outer lips, and he 
could just barely make out the burgeoning tip of her clitoris. 
Carefully, he placed a finger and thumb on each fleshy fold and gently 
drew them apart, baring the petal-shaped opening, pulsing softly 
between the purplish, fluted inner lips. He heard Betty draw in her 
breath quickly, and then before she had time to realize what was 
happening, he reached down and flicked out with his long, wet tongue.


"Aaaaahhh! Aaaahhh! AAaaaaggghhh ...!" Betty sobbed, flailing her hips 
wildly. She hadn't realized until the very last moment that this was 
what Harvey had in mind, but it was too late now to stop him. So this 
was the special treat! She had never let him do this to her, even 
though he had often wanted to, and she ha seen him do it to Jean. But 
somehow, to her, it was wrong, almost perverted, and she hadn't allowed 
it. Now, Harvey was kissing her down there!


Harvey continued to swipe at the moistening pussy split with his pink, 
darting tongue. He could taste the sweet cunt-taste of her pussy and 
inhaled her feminine perfume as he bent eagerly to his task. 
Tentatively, he furled his tongue and began to dip it into the folds 
and recesses of her sensitively squirming pussy, probing deeper and 
harder into the velvety softness. He swirled it round and round, 
holding her in place by a vise-like grip on her thighs.


"Nooooo dooon't ..." Betty wailed helplessly, still unable to accept 
the illicit tonguing. But even as she protested, she became aware of 
new, but familiar sensations tingling deep inside her. Her body, honed 
to a fine edge of pleasure over the past weeks, reacted instinctively 
to this new variation, and began to respond to the sensual flicking of 
Harvey's deft tongue.


Slowly, her cream-white thighs began to spread further apart, revealing 
more and more of the gleaming wet pinkness of her hungrily alive cunt. 
A long tremor curved her spine and sent little shock-waves of pleasure 
curling out to the very ends of her fingers and toes and she was aware 
of a red blush suffusing her face. Involuntarily, she flexed her 
trembling vaginal mound, forcing the searingly sensitive flesh of her 
pussy against the furiously working length of Harvey's wet tongue.


"Mmmmmmmnnnnn ..." she sighed ecstatically as spasm after spasm of 
mounting pleasure convulsed through her. Oh God, it was good, this 
licking and slavering at her cunt. She had no idea it could be so good 
... why had she waited so long to experience it?


Harvey sensed her acceptance with excitement. He knew that she couldn't 
hold out for long, not the way she was now. Sometimes she hardly seemed 
like the same woman to him. She was absolutely voracious now that he 
had awakened her, and her appetite was equal only to his own. He felt 
proud of his protegee and was glad that she was accepting this oral 
form of lovemaking.


Diligently, he continued to thrust his stiffened tongue into the 
darkness of her writhing pussy, until he came into contact with the 
burgeoning bud of her erect little clitoris.


"Aaaaaarrrrrgggghhhh ..." Betty sobbed, her hips grinding helplessly 
against the bed, as he trapped the erogenous little bud between his 
teeth and began to titillate it with his swirling tongue. He could feel 
it hardening and stiffening under his swipes, and could feel the 
furious pulsating of the blood through it too. Then, finally, he 
released it and searched lower with his tongue, trailing it along the 
fluted edges of the inner cunt-lips, brushing playfully against the 
star-shaped pussy-hole.


Betty's body was moist with perspiration, and she was mewling 
incessantly. Her ivory thighs clamped viciously against Harvey's face, 
holding him against the tingling plane of her vagina as the sensitive 
flesh of her pussy rimmed his nose and mouth. Her nipples felt taut and 
stretched in passion, and her lips were dry and parched. She seemed 
beset by a feverish shuddering, and knew that what she was feeling now 
was a completely new kind of excitement, totally different from 
anything she had experienced before. She moaned again as she felt 
Harvey's expertly darting tongue flick eagerly at the clasping edges of 
her pussy orifice, tantalizing them almost beyond belief.


Then, suddenly, Harvey stiffened his probing organ and without 
hesitation rammed it headlong into the churning passage of her cuntal 
sheath.


"Oh God ... AAAARRRRRHHHH ..." Betty cried as she flailed her buttocks 
wildly as a reaction to the new, weird sensations. Almost immediately, 
her inner channel began a hungry clasping and milking of the buried 
tongue, almost pulling it out of its moorings in its greedy attempt to 
assimilate it completely. Harvey continued to thrust wildly in 
imitation of fucking, stabbing with the pseudo-phallus, rotating it in 
the grasping softness of her wet, steaming pussy.


He worked slavelike up between her outstretched legs, his face bathed 
in moisture, his furiously licking tongue slavering as he sought to 
give her the maximum pleasure. He could feel the tremors that were 
emanating from her frenzied, lust-demented cunt vibrating throughout 
the length of her creamy, lithe body, and her entire frame shook and 
undulated with the convulsive spasms of her passion.


Betty was in ecstasy. Her incoherent moans filled the room and her hips 
were thrashing wildly against the bed, her inner vaginal passage 
contracting rhythmically around the wet, slippery tongue sawing in and 
out. She was sure that she must climax soon, but yet, she wanted this 
incredible experience to go on forever, even though she knew she 
couldn't bear the unbelievable intensity if it did. Vaguely, she was 
aware of the door opening, and realized that Jean must have come back. 
The thought that perhaps the other woman was watching her in this lewd, 
wanton pose did not disturb her; in fact, it gave her a thrill of added 
illicit pleasure.


Sometimes, she could hardly believe that she herself was the same 
person as she used to be. Her mind had seemingly enlarged to accept all 
variations of physical pleasure, and she was ready for anything. Harvey 
had taught her that anything that felt good and exciting between two or 
more people couldn't be bad, and she agreed with this tenet. She just 
couldn't understand how she could have allowed herself to go on as she 
did before, living a sort of half-life. She was aware of new movement 
on the bed, and her brain quickly assumed that Jean had sat down beside 
them to get a better view.


But, in the next minute, events happened so quickly that Betty wasn't 
aware at first of what was happening. She realized with sudden 
apprehension that Jean was moving closer to her, and then she was aware 
of a moist, pulsing warmth over her face, which moved inexorably 
closer, until ... Jean was actually sitting on her face!


For a moment, Betty's breath was suspended and she froze into a state 
of shock. She had never realized that anything like this could happen, 
had never visualized it happening to her!


Betty didn't know what to do. Unreality seemed to have taken over, but 
Harvey kept on licking and sucking at her heated, openly throbbing 
cunt, and the sensations of pure, passionate arousal continued to surge 
through her. But apart from that, the inescapable fact was that Jean 
was astride her face, her wet, pulsating pussy firmly planted on her 
mouth! Her soft, supple thighs gripped Betty's face in a strong grasp, 
holding her immobile. Oh God, what am I going to do now? she thought 
helplessly, her reason deserting her for a long moment.


She hovered mindlessly on the edge of indecision. But a sudden, 
piercing thought assailed her. Why stop now? The revelation burned into 
her brain like a red-hot arrow. Why hesitate now about licking Jean's 
cunt, after all you've been through? Why not pass on to the other 
woman, who was after all, her friend, the wonderful pleasurable 
sensations that Harvey was arousing in her? Why not indeed? With lurid 
suddenness, the idea of kissing another woman's pussy while her lover 
was slavering and groveling between her own legs, struck Betty with the 
force of a mailed fist.


And, without giving herself time to think, she reached out tentatively 
with her tongue and dabbed at the throbbing pink openness of Jean's 
quivering pussy. It felt and tasted amazingly good and Betty was 
rewarded by a sobbing moan from Jean, who began to screw her moistly 
pulsing pussy down on Betty's now-eager mouth. Again, Betty reached out 
with her tongue and began to swipe carefully at the wetly squirming 
flesh, dipping her organ deeper and harder each time into the velvety 
folds. She began to savor the sweet taste of the other woman's vagina, 
and inhaled the exotic fragrance of her redolent cunt.


She stiffened her tongue and burrowed it incessantly into the 
sensitively writhing flesh, tasting the first flow of excitedly 
secreting feminine juices which misted down over her wet, flushed face. 
Eagerly, she sought out the hard little knob of the other woman's 
clitoris and titillated it cunningly between her teeth, and then began 
to nibble excruciatingly at the soft little inner lips which lay like a 
protective collar around the clenching star-shaped hole of her grasping 
pussy.


Betty sucked and licked ravenously at Jean's grinding pussy, just as 
Harvey, spurred on by the sight of his assistant astride his mistress's 
face, slavered lewdly between Betty's cream-white, moisture-drenched 
thighs. Jean's softly clenching buttocks were like flaccid mounds 
around Betty's chin and her ivory smooth thighs were clamped in a vise-
like grip on either side of her face. Betty moaned with mounting 
pleasure into the secret warmth of Jean's tingling cunt as the other 
woman's hands reached down and began to caress and fondle her 
palpitating breasts, tweaking the hardening little nipples between her 
fingers, adding to the tremendous swells of pleasure swirling through 
her.


Betty was reaching new heights of undreamed-of pleasure. She reveled in 
taking part in such a lascivious trio in a way she had never 
experienced before, and the idea that she was actually licking and 
kissing another woman's pussy filled her with perverted excitement. She 
had never dreamed that she, Doug's wife, would ever get involved in 
anything like this, and certainly not so wholeheartedly. But as she 
told herself again and again, she was a changed woman now, and her body 
had become accustomed to all kinds of bizarre sex.


Jean was moaning and mewling like a wild animal above her, bouncing 
around on her face with quickening jerks, and Betty realized that she 
must be approaching orgasm already. Then, suddenly, Betty felt the 
other woman's body stiffen almost like a rock, and then she seemed to 
explode in a million fragments.


"Aaaaaahhhh ... I'm cumming! Cumming! Cumming!" Jean sobbed, her body 
twisting and flailing almost out of control. Betty's face was drenched 
with her flowing secretions and she thought she'd suffocate from the 
frantic grip the other woman kept on her pussy-covered face.


But even as Jean was moaning with passionate abandon, Betty felt the 
familiar spasms begin to contort her own body. Harvey redoubled his 
efforts, forcing his exhausted tongue again and again into the 
frenetically clutching sheath of her hungrily welcoming vagina, 
swirling it around with maddening deftness.


And then, for Betty, too, the moment was there.


Her cries of intense pleasure were buried and muffled in Jean's still 
throbbing pussy, as her whole body flailed and gyrated like a top, her 
thighs viciously glued to Harvey's face, grinding her lust-swollen 
pussy against his pleasure-giving mouth.


Wave after wave of almost unbearable pleasure assailed her, and the 
full force of her warm orgasmic juices cascaded down over Harvey's 
furiously working mouth. Jean had already fallen back on the bed, her 
breath coming in ragged gasps. It seemed to Betty as if the room was 
revolving around her and she was aware of nothing but the tingling 
between her legs, which still erupted into sparks of searing ecstasy 
which showered through her aroused flesh and burned into the very core 
of her being.


When at last, her body was quiet, but still warm and flushed, she 
released her thigh-hold on her lover, and collapsed back on the bed 
beside the woman to whom she had given pleasure equal only to that 
which she herself had received.


Chapter 7


Doug felt strangely nervous as he pulled up in the driveway, and the 
sight of the strange car did nothing to soothe his apprehension. It was 
three days since he had broken off with Selma, and he had decided to 
make a real effort to patch things up with Betty. But she seemed so 
busy lately. She didn't come home until late in the evening the first 
two days, and last night, she had been so moody and preoccupied that he 
hardly dared broach the subject.


A definite change had come over her, and Doug just couldn't figure out 
what it was. It certainly wasn't just her new job or the new clothes 
she bought. She just seemed like a different woman. More mature, and 
more sensual somehow. But what was the use of this dynamic new change 
if she persisted in ignoring him? So he had determined to take the 
afternoon off from work and try to get to the bottom of things. He 
figured that she'd be at home this afternoon, and after they had solved 
the problems that lay between them, he'd take her out to dinner.


He had decided that he wouldn't mention his affair with Selma, not 
right now, anyway. He didn't think that Betty would understand, and it 
might make her distrustful of him. No, far better wait until their 
relationship was well and truly cemented again. He didn't recognize the 
automobile in the driveway, but shrugging, decided that it probably 
belonged to a girlfriend of Betty's. Whoever owned it, he just hoped 
she didn't stay too long. He had plenty to say to his wife--in private.


Letting himself in the back door, he was surprised at how silent the 
house was. He felt sure he would be greeted by feminine laughter and 
the tinkling of coffee cups.


"Betty?" he called softly, wondering where she was. A quick glance out 
at the backyard convinced him she wasn't there. Then he heard it. A 
low, almost indiscernible moan. And it seemed to be coming from the 
livingroom! The door was closed and Doug hurried over to it. His hand 
grasping the handle, he hesitated. Had he imagined it? Maybe Betty was 
in there, having a private discussion with one of her friends. He'd 
look foolish if he stalked in there. But there it was again! That 
muffled moan, almost a sob, that seemed as if someone was almost in 
pain!


And then, Doug felt as if he had been turned to stone when a loud, 
impassioned voice rang out clearly.


"Oh God, Harvey, keep licking my cunt like that! It's driving me 
crazy!"


The blood drained from his face and he stared in unadulterated horror 
at the still-closed door. Who was in there, and who had called out like 
that? Certainly it wasn't Betty--he'd know her voice anywhere. But who 
was it? Strangers who had broken in and who were now lewdly fornicating 
in his living room?


Doug had to know. He had to find out what was going on. Firmly turning 
the handle, he pushed open the door to his livingroom and stepped 
inside.


His mouth hung open in undisguised horror and his eyes seemed to glaze 
with disbelief as he stared at the lascivious sight that met his 
incredulous gaze. For a long moment, he had difficulty untangling the 
maze of wet, naked writhing bodies on the floor. He didn't recognize 
the dark-haired woman who was stretched out, naked and flat on her 
back, her legs obscenely spread to allow a stranger, a man he'd never 
seen to grovel lewdly between them. But he had no difficulty 
recognizing the long slender alabaster body stretched out half-way down 
the length of the stranger's rangy frame. The tawny red hair was 
unmistakable, but he had never seen a look like the one that wreathed 
her face as her lips ovalled around the thickly pulsating shaft of the 
penis that was sunk halfway into her mouth. It was Betty, his wife, who 
was sucking the stranger's cock!


Doug's head was reeling in disbelief. He just couldn't believe that his 
wife, Betty, was actually taking part in this wanton threesome. That 
she was actually licking and sucking another man's cock while that man 
slavered and kissed some other woman's pussy. He just couldn't believe 
it!


He stared in horrified fascination at the salacious scene. The dark-
haired woman seemed transported with ecstasy, and he could see the wet, 
pulsating furrow of her pink slit gleaming under the deft strokes of 
the stranger's tongue. Her face was masked with pure lust, and her 
hands were tangled in the man's hair, pushing his face harder down 
against the burning, writhing flesh of her lust-demented pussy.


Doug's disbelieving eyes traveled down the length of the lascivious 
human sex-chain, and came to rest again on the heavy, blood-inflated 
rod that was pumping lewdly between his wife's rounded lips. Her eyes 
were half-closed and there was a look of unadulterated pleasure on her 
face as she continued to move her shapely lips up and down the length 
of the pulsating hardness rammed between them. Her hand was cradling 
the heavy, sperm-bloated testicles with a loving gesture, while her 
other hand was embedded firmly in the nest of dark pubic curls at the 
base. She was kneading with a rhythmic squeezing on the squirming 
scrotum, completely engrossed in her obscene task.


Doug's head swam with his incredulous emotions. Nothing had prepared 
him for the shock of seeing his wife like this. The actual fact of her 
infidelity still hardly registered with his numbed brain and he was 
almost sure that at any moment he would wake up and find gratefully 
that it was all just a bad dream.


Who was this man whose cock she was sucking; And who was this other 
woman who was displaying her vagina so openly to be kissed by the man? 
Doug continued to stare at the nightmare scene. He wanted to run over 
there and tear them apart, stop this disgusting act that was going on 
in his own living room.


But he couldn't! He was rooted to the spot, immobilized by mingled 
disgust and incredulity. He was mesmerized by the rhythmic suckings 
that were transpiring a few feet away from his amazed eyes, and his 
ears were filled with the lewd, wet, slavering sounds. The three naked 
bodies were intertwined completely and seemed to undulate with a 
single, overwhelming tremor. Words of rage and horror choked in his 
throat as he stood there, staring, powerless to do anything else.


"Ooooohhhhh ... I'm going to cum!"


The dark-haired woman called out suddenly and Doug stared as her entire 
body stiffened, and her back arched up off the floor. Her head was 
thrown back and her hands were like claws digging convulsively into the 
man's tossed hair. And then, she was shook with a hundred tiny spasms 
and Doug thought he could see every nerve ending quivering. Loud 
passionate moans rent the air as she ground her buttocks down on the 
floor and forced the desire-demented plane of her fiery pussy against 
the frantically licking tongue that was gallantly burrowing into the 
viscous tunnel of her cunt.


Doug thought, not without sympathy, that the stranger would surely 
suffocate from the tight grip her thighs held on his face, and his nose 
and mouth seemed to be completely covered by the streaming, pink flesh. 
At last, the desperate pounding grew less and Doug saw her release the 
man's head, and she finally lay back, obviously completely satiated and 
exhausted on the floor. The man's face was moist and flushed, but Doug 
saw something else there, too. Hi visage was masked with passion, and 
it was obvious that he was almost ready to climax as well. Then the 
enormity of what was about to happen assailed Doug. He was going to cum 
in his wife's mouth! His hands doubled into fists and an angry red 
blush crimsoned his face. But just as he was about to rush over and 
stop this revolting travesty, the man's voice halted him.


"Oh Christ, nobody sucks cock like you do, honey," he moaned, his whole 
body quivering with pleasure.


The laudatory words stung Doug like a whip. That stranger was praising 
his wife ... nobody sucks cock like you do ... and a feeling of rage 
welled up in him. She never sucked my cock! he told himself furiously. 
Instead she sucks that goddamn bastard's ... Painfully, Doug recalled 
all the times he had tried to get her to kiss and lick his penis, but 
her horror, her obvious revulsion had stopped him from forcing her any 
further.


And now ... his eyes stole back to where his wife was milking 
voraciously on the jerking rod of hardened male flesh between her lips. 
He just couldn't believe that it really was his wife who was licking 
that guy's cock to the point where he was just about ready to climax 
...


"Oooooohhhhh ... keep suckinggg ..." Harvey suddenly called wildly, and 
then his pelvis was thrashing uncontrollably against Betty's face, and 
he was forcing his huge, distended penis halfway down her throat, his 
hands like steel talons forcing her mouth further down on his lust-
inflated shaft.


Doug stared almost uncomprehendingly at the scene. Oh God, she'll 
choke, he thought involuntarily as he watched the first convulsive 
ejaculation of the man's sperm into his wife's mouth. He could see her 
cheeks hollowing and filling, and knew that she was swallowing the 
other man's hot, seething sperm. A knot of rage and envy gnawed at his 
stomach as he watched his wife receive the stranger's lewd male 
offering in her mouth, and he wanted to go over there and punch that 
goddamn bastard to a pulp. But still he hesitated, held in thrall 
almost by the incredible scene he was witnessing. Betty's mouth 
continued to suck wildly on the rapidly deflating penis, and a look of 
disappointment flitted across her face when it became obvious that she 
had milked him dry.


Finally, it slipped helplessly from between her wet shining lips and 
Harvey collapsed in a crumpled heap on the floor, while Betty looked 
longingly at his limply reclining cock.


Suddenly, Doug couldn't stand it any longer. His fists raised 
threateningly, his face a fiery apoplectic red, he rushed into the 
room.


"What the fuck's going on here?" he bellowed, staring aggressively at 
the three naked forms on the floor.


Betty stared in dumbfounded horror at her husband. Her face blanched 
with fear and she wished the ground would open and swallow her up.


"D-Doug ..." she breathed in panic, hardly daring to look at him.


"Yes, it's me, your husband ... or have you forgotten all about me?" he 
sneered angrily, taking a step towards her.


But Harvey casually interrupted.


"So you're Betty's husband," he said languidly.


"Yes, I am, and who the hell are you?" Doug whirled around, his eyes 
blazing.


"Let me introduce myself," Harvey said suavely, "I'm Harvey Peterson, 
and this is my assistant, Jean Wembley!"


Doug stared at the man in undisguised disgust and then shouted 
furiously, "Well, Harvey Peterson, you're going to get a busted jaw 
from me right now."


Betty stifled a gasp. She had never seen Doug in such a rage, not even 
when he had taken her anally, and she was desperately afraid of what he 
would do.


"Hey, take it easy, old man," Harvey pleaded, "there's no need to get 
in a panic ... nothing to get upset about!"


"Nothing to get upset about!" Doug expostulated. "I come in here and 
find my wife sucking your cock while you eat this other broad's cunt! 
And you tell me to take it easy! Why, I ought to break your goddamned 
neck!"


Doug's face was white with fury and he was dancing with rage. But 
Harvey seemed unconcerned. Betty, her heart pounding, called softly to 
her husband.


"Doug, honey, please ..."


"Don't you "honey" me," he said scathingly, "you two-timing bitch. How 
many men have you sucked off right here in my own living room?"


"There's no need to be so vulgar, Mr. Fletcher," Harvey drawled, 
casually picking himself up and reaching for his clothes.


"You keep out of this," Doug threatened, "and leave me to deal with 
this scheming little whore my own way!"


Betty cringed pitifully under her husband's invectives. Oh God, why did 
he have to find her with Harvey? He'd never forgive her, never! Their 
whole marriage was in ruins, and it was all her fault. Oh in God's 
name, why did she have to jeopardize it like this?


"Well, what do you have to say for yourself, you goddamn little slut?" 
Doug ranted, standing over her like a menacing giant. Betty was afraid 
to look up, afraid to face her husband's wrath. Shame and mortification 
cloaked her in scarlet, and tears rushed to her eyes. And then, an 
unfamiliar voice rang out, startling all four people in the living 
room.


"Now let's hear your story, Doug!"


Doug whirled around in disbelief, his eyes blazing.


"S-Selma!" he gasped, unable to believe the evidence of his own eyes.


"Yes, it's me," the lovely blonde drawled, coming into the living room. 
"And now maybe, Mrs. Fletcher," she smiled at Betty, "you'd like to 
hear what your husband has been up to!"


"Doug, who is this woman?" Betty said uneasily, only just getting over 
the shock of the unexpected interruption.


"I'll tell you who I am," Selma said, casting a threatening look at 
Doug.


"Please, Selma," Doug begged, fear clutching at his throat.


"I'm Doug's mistress!"


"Oh no!" Betty gasped, tears trickling down her face, unable to stand 
the truth of what she had heard.


"Or at least I was, until three days ago," Selma amended, pleased with 
the result of her announcement.


"Well, well, what an interesting new development," Harvey said, looking 
eagerly over the voluptuously curved blonde. "I didn't know your 
husband was getting some nookie on the side, did you, Betty?"


"N-no, I didn't," Betty said in a small voice. She couldn't bring 
herself to look at her husband, let alone at his beautiful mistress.


"Yes, Doug and I have had a lot of fun these last two months," Selma 
went on inexorably, "but tell me one thing, Doug,"


"W-what's that?" Doug said, his face ashen.


"How come you told me your wife was frigid and unresponsive? It looks 
to me as if she is a real hot little number!"


Betty gasped audibly at the girl's effrontery. But it wasn't her fault. 
It was Doug's. Oh God, what did he tell that girl about her?


"You're right about that, Selma, believe me," Harvey interjected. "It 
looks as if Doug has been mistaken all along. But I must congratulate 
him on his taste, both in mistress and wife!"


Nobody paid any attention to Harvey's last remark. Doug was standing, 
his head lowered, his hands hanging loosely by his sides. Betty was 
huddled in a cringing heap on the floor, and Selma was staring 
speculatively at Harvey. Jean was calmly picking up her clothes.


"Why don't we leave the Fletchers alone for a few moments," she 
suggested easily, leading the way to the bedroom, "I'm sure they have a 
lot to talk about!"


Harvey and Selma agreed, and Doug and Betty were left alone in the 
living room.


Chapter 8


For a long moment, there was complete silence. Doug made the first 
move.


"Betty, honey ..." he began tentatively, his voice soft and hesitant.


The gentleness of his tone was too much for Betty; she dissolved into 
tears, her shoulders shaking, her face covered with her hands. In a 
moment, Doug was beside her, cradling her in his arms.


"There, there, don't cry, baby ... it's all right now," he soothed, 
pulling her to him. Somehow, the knowledge of her infidelity didn't 
matter quite so much when it was shown in perspective with his own 
misdemeanor. He knew, deep down, that he had been wrong to berate her 
over her transgression without mentioning his own, and was also sure 
that if Selma hadn't come in just then, he would not have revealed his 
affair to his wife.


But Selma had been the last person he expected to see. He knew she was 
upset over the ending of their affair, but he never dreamed that she'd 
go to this length to get revenge. He figured that she must have called 
the office and found that he had gone home early, and had decided to 
follow him in the hopes of a confrontation with Betty. But she was 
probably just as surprised as she was to find Harvey and Jean there as 
well.


"I'm ... I'm sorry, Doug," Betty sobbed, clinging to her husband. 
Shivers trembled her body and she couldn't stop crying. It had been so 
terrible the whole encounter. First of all, the shock of being 
discovered by Doug when she was involved in a lascivious threesome with 
Harvey and Jean, and then the crowning blow of discovering that Doug 
had been unfaithful to her, just as she had been to him.


"And I'm sorry, too, baby," Doug said heartfeltedly. "I guess it's all 
my fault, really," he confessed shamefacedly. "You see, I first met 
Selma that day when I ... when I did that terrible thing to you ... 
that's why I was home so late!"


So that was the reason for his terrible temper, Betty thought, he was 
feeling guilty!


"But you see," he went on tentatively, "I never would have been 
interested in Selma if things had been going right between us!"


"I know," Betty agreed, "and a lot of the fault is mine, too. I see 
that now!"


"You do?" Doug said disbelievingly.


"Yes, and it took Harvey to point it out to me ..."


"What's that son of a bitch got to do with it?" Doug raged defensively.


Betty laughed, feeling some of the strain melting away from her.


"I'm glad to see you're jealous ... that you still have some feeling 
left for me!"


"How can you say that ... if you only knew how I felt when I walked in 
and saw you ... sucking that bastard's cock!"


"I do know," Betty insisted, "after all, Selma was pretty honest about 
your relationship."


It was Doug's turn to feel embarrassed.


"It's all right, darling." Betty said soothingly. "I can understand why 
you got involved with her. I wasn't much fun for you, frigid as I was!"


"Well, you weren't ..." Doug protested, not knowing what to say.


"Don't worry, I realize now what an idiot I've been," Betty smiled. "To 
tell the truth, I don't know how you put up with me these two years. 
But all that's changed now, thank goodness--and Harvey!"


She saw her husband's face darkening and put out a restraining hand.


"Now don't go getting uptight about Harvey. Whether or not you know it, 
you owe him a debt of gratitude."


"What! Gratitude for--"


"For making a woman out of your childish wife!" Betty finished firmly.


"It certainly makes a man feel like shit when he finds out that his 
wife has to go to another guy to get satisfaction!" Doug said bitterly, 
turning away.


"But don't you understand, darling," Betty insisted, "for some goofy 
reason, I just couldn't let myself go with you. I needed the jolt of an 
illicit affair to set my wheels in motion."


"How's that?" Doug questioned suspiciously.


"Oh, I don't rightly know," Betty replied honestly. "I just know that 
it works. And as far as I'm concerned, that's the main thing. How or 
why doesn't mean a damn!"


Doug had to admit that she was right. Of course, it irked him to think 
that he had failed to arouse her completely, and that she had responded 
fully for the first time to a complete stranger. But he knew he'd get 
over that in time. As she said, the main thing was that she was finally 
released from her prison of prudery, and was free to be exactly what 
she was--a fully liberated woman. But a nagging doubt remained. Suppose 
she only responded with Harvey ... or some other man. Suppose things 
were just the same between them? What then?


"Betty, why don't ..." he began, wondering if he should suggest what he 
had in mind. But Betty seemed preoccupied with the sounds coming from 
the next room.


"Let's go tell the others we've made up," she said happily, leading him 
towards the bedroom, completely oblivious to the fact that she was 
stark naked. Quite a change from the Betty I used to know, Doug smiled 
to himself as he followed her. He decided to hedge his plan of trying 
out whether the transformation that had come over his wife applied to 
making love with him as well, and go along with what she wanted.


She threw open the door of the bedroom, and then stopped short. Doug, 
too, gave a gasp of surprise as he stared at the lewd goings-on on the 
bed.


Another lascivious threesome had formed, Doug saw, with once more, 
Harvey taking a leading role in events. He was skewering wildly between 
Selma's widespread legs, while Jean was astride the blonde's face, her 
legs wrapped around her shimmering, golden head. He experienced a 
momentary stab of jealousy as he saw that Harvey had monopolized Selma-
-first his wife, and now his mistress--but as he watched, he was aware 
of a curious feeling of excitement. It was a far different feeling than 
that he had felt when he had discovered Betty sucking Harvey's cock, 
but this was different. Betty and he were reconciled, and he could look 
on this new development with something approaching composure. Not that 
he was likely to feel that for long, for already he could discern that 
his prick was beginning to grow along his leg, pressing against the 
confining fabric of his pants.


Betty was watching the scene with avid interest. She couldn't help 
feeling disconcerted by the sight of Selma's lovely golden body, her 
flesh soft and buttery. Her husband's mistress was beautiful, without a 
doubt. And obviously, Harvey thought so too. Betty could see the 
familiar length of his lust-inflated shaft pumping rhythmically in and 
out of the clasping wet tunnel of the teenager's eagerly receptive 
cunt, and Betty could just barely catch a glimpse of the moistly 
gleaming pinkness as Harvey withdrew. Jean, too, was obviously 
enraptured by the newcomer. Her head was thrown back, her hard, upswept 
breasts pointed and excited. The muscles in her thighs were standing 
out like whipcord as she maintained her thigh-grip on Selma's buried 
face and bounced up and down incessantly as shivers of pleasure stabbed 
at her tingling pussy.


Betty's eyes traveled back to her lover, an saw that his hands were 
clutched convulsively onto Selma's gleaming gold skin, holding her 
inexorably in place. His body was bathed in perspiration and he didn't 
even seem to notice that Jean was also getting her share of fun from 
Selma. He continued to fuck mercilessly between the long, tapering legs 
which were now curling around his lower back in a possessive gesture, 
and Betty could see the flexing and unflexing of his hirsute buttocks 
as he drove his thick, hard shaft to the hilt between the softly 
swollen flanges of Selma's openly throbbing cunt.


He raised her pelvis a few inches off the bed from the force of his 
tremendous thrusts, and Betty could see the sperm-laden sac of his 
balls dangling lewdly beneath his pile-driving cock. She was surprised 
that she didn't feel any jealousy as she watched the lust-inciting 
scene. She actually didn't mind watching her lover fuck her husband's 
mistress. Certainly the sight excited her, but it didn't make her 
envious. She had Doug back again and he was all she wanted. Turning her 
head slightly, she was aware that her husband was sidling over towards 
her. A quick glance downwards told her that he was aroused by the 
lascivious scene as well. She could see the growing protuberance of his 
burgeoning cock, pushing against his pants, and with a swift movement, 
she brushed her hand lightly over it.


"Oh God, honey, don't do that!" Doug hissed between passion-clenched 
teeth.


"Why not, baby?" Betty smiled, pressuring the swollen organ once more 
with her sensitive fingertips. "It's big and hard, isn't it ..." she 
mused, her eyes half-closing.


Doug stared at her in amazement. He could hardly believe that she was 
talking this way, let alone touching his cock in that provocative 
gesture. He stared hard at her face and was astonished at what he saw 
mirrored there. Desire was written all over her lovely smooth features. 
Desire ... but who was it for! His heart pounding painfully, he looked 
questioningly at her.


"Ooohhhh ... get naked, honey ... quick!" she gasped, her fingers 
tightening around the throbbing hardness of his erect prick.


Doug could hardly believe his ears. He stared uncomprehendingly at his 
wife, afraid that he had misunderstood her.


"Oh baby, let's fuck ..." she pleaded, her eyes full of longing.


Doug needed no second urging. His hands began to tear at his clothes, 
pulling off his shirt, ripping down his pants. He was urged on by the 
lewd, sibilant sounds coming from the bed where Selma, Harvey and Jean 
were thrashing around in an obscene tangle of sucking and fucking. His 
blood-swollen penis leaped up happily when he freed it from the 
confines of his trousers, and his heart gave a painful thud when he saw 
Betty's eyes lighted on it, widening with interest and excitement.


In a moment, he made a wild rush at her, lunging towards her with all 
the tremendous intensity of his desire. He caught her in a tight bear 
hug, knocking her off balance and they both tumbled to the floor, 
unaware of everything but the heated, passionate closeness of their 
bodies.


He ground his mouth down on hers in a demanding kiss, and was thrilled 
when her lips parted obediently to admit his probing tongue. Her own 
wet tongue fenced and swirled around his lewdly dabbing tongue, 
whipping up a froth of their mutual saliva. Her arms tightened around 
his neck and she clung to him, her body straining eagerly against his. 
He could feel the hardness of her turgid little nipples digging into 
his chest, and she flexed the hair-covered mound of her vaginal "vee" 
against the nudging shaft of his palpitating cock.


From across the room, they could hear the mounting moans of pleasure, 
and knew that the trio were near to climaxing. Somehow, the knowledge 
of the crescendoing of excitement only a few feet away from them 
spurred on their own, and Betty's thighs parted of their own volition 
in obvious invitation to her lust-maddened husband. Immediately, he 
guided the huge, blood-bloated head towards the small quivering opening 
to her body, and placed against the delicate flesh.


For a moment, he held it there, savoring the fragile, almost ephemeral 
contact between her soft feminine vagina and the throbbing hardness of 
his heated male cock, and then he couldn't hold back any longer. He 
would know soon if his worst fears were to be realized. He would 
discover if Betty could respond to him as completely as she did to 
Harvey. Drawing in his breath, he placed a hand on either of her soft, 
quivering inner thighs and drew them further apart, revealing the full 
pink moist slit of her waiting pussy.


Then he surged forward with all the strength that was in his desire-
driven body.


"Aaaaaaarrrrgggghhhh ... Ohhhhhh ..." Betty wailed as she felt the 
giant instrument cleave through the futilely resisting cuntal sheath, 
and forge its way into the darkness of her moistly giving vaginal 
depths. But Doug, driven on by a lust-maddened demon that was guiding 
his instinct, ignored her moans and continued to saw relentlessly into 
the clinging passage.


"... uuugggghhhhhhnnnn ..."


Another painful inch.


"Aaaaaahhhhhh ... uuummmppphhhh ..."


And then, he was in!


"Oh God, you're too big!" Betty gasped, hardly able to breathe. She 
felt completely stuffed with her husband's big, thick cock, and it 
seemed to be expanding inside her with every passing second. She was 
sure it would explode from the tight restricting pressure of her still-
resisting cuntal channel.


Doug held it there for a moment, and then, slowly began to withdraw. 
Her smooth inner membrane was dry and unyielding and pulled out 
painfully as he exited, and when just the burgeoning head was still 
tightly imbedded in the squirming orifice, he plunged forward again, 
ramming it in with full force. He ignored the feeble resistance and 
sunk his pounding cock right to the hilt in her helpless little belly.


Without waiting, he began to establish a rhythmic sawing in and out, 
holding his wife firmly by the hips. He drove into her with deep hard 
strokes, hitting bottom each time, his heavy, churning balls slapping 
lewdly against the upraised crevice of her softly rounded backside, and 
then withdrawing smoothly until just the hard rubbery head was still 
buried between her splayed thighs.


Her eager, grasping pussy finally began to lubricate, allowing his 
pistoning cock to slip in and out with greater ease. As she became more 
accustomed to his enormous girth, her hips took on a gentle undulation 
of their own as they began to respond to the familiar movement. She 
began to grind her buttocks down into the floor, flexing her tingling 
cunt upward to receive her husband's instroke. Her full, voluptuous 
breasts were quivering, the nipples hard and erect. Her head was thrown 
back wantonly, her flame-colored hair framing her lust-wreathed face 
like a blazing halo. Her arms reached up and wrapped themselves around 
his neck, and she bucked against him with increasing rhythm, matching 
her thrashing with his frantic pounding.


"Ooooohhhhh ... Oh God yessss ..." she gasped through desire-clenched 
teeth as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her, wearing away the 
grittiness of any resistance she might have left to her husband's 
fucking.


Doug was in seventh heaven. This was beyond his wildest dreams. Betty 
was responding to him in a way he had never imagined possible. But he 
had often daydreamed about something like this happening, but had never 
thought that it would be anything but a dream. And now ... he could 
hardly believe that the beautiful, sensually aroused woman, flailing 
and twisting around wantonly beneath him, was his wife! His prudish, 
frigid wife! Well, that Betty was gone, that was obvious. She was truly 
liberated, just like she said, and she had made him the happiest man in 
the world. After this, he would never need another Selma again--Betty 
was definitely enough for him!


Betty was carried away into a world of her own. Her body was afire with 
pleasurable sensations, and her brain was alight with joy. She was 
fucking Doug, and for the very first time in her life, deriving full, 
total enjoyment from it. It was fabulous! Far, far better than she had 
ever imagined, and much better than with Harvey. Now that the shame and 
fear of the confrontation had passed away, Betty was glad that it had 
happened. Otherwise, things might have gone on the way they were going 
indefinitely, and their marriage might have been irretrievably wrecked. 
But thank goodness, things had come to a head and now she and Doug were 
free to enjoy each other to the fun.


Engrossed in her thoughts, and riding the crest of her mounting 
pleasure, Betty failed to notice that there was a new movement on the 
floor beside her. She gasped in surprise when she felt an alien hand on 
her hip, and wondered with a pang of panic who it could be. She 
realized then that the sounds from the bed had ceased and knew that 
they must have climaxed. But who was crouched beside her now? She could 
hear the heavy breathing, and had a moment of fear. Was it Selma, come 
to separate her from her husband? Then, just when she was about to make 
an effort to discover who had joined them, a voice whispered in her 
ear.


"Betty! Betty! It's me, Harvey!"


Harvey! Oh God, what was he doing here?


His hands were racing over her body, trailing over her hips, pulling 
and kneading at her buttocks.


"Roll over, honey, don't forget Harvey!" he leered, his voice rasping, 
and Betty froze with fear. What did he mean? What would Doug say? 
Before she had time to think any further, she found herself being 
shifted, pulled over sideways, and then she found herself astride her 
husband, his charging cock still pile-driving into the darkness of her 
hungrily receptive cunt.


Betty still couldn't figure what was going on. Harvey was still 
stroking and caressing her, but Doug didn't seem to mind. Now his hands 
were fondling the flaccid half-moons of her ass, straining the soft 
pliant mounds apart, pressuring the crevice of her backside almost 
beyond belief. She didn't know what to think. What was Harvey doing? 
Why didn't he leave her alone with her husband? And then she drew in 
her breath with a sobbing gasp when she felt the illicit probing of his 
finger at her secret anus.


"AAARRRRRGGGGHHHHH ..." she cried out with sudden vehemence when with 
brutal strength, Harvey rammed his middle finger forward and inserted 
the tip into the tightly clenched sphincter. Oblivious to her pain, he 
continued to burrow it into the rubbery giving passage, forcing it in 
to the first knuckle. Tears of agony started to Betty's eyes and 
desperately she tried to wriggle her cruelly sundered ass to dislodge 
the unwanted intruder but her frantic movements only seemed to 
encourage the penetrating digit to enter further. For a few second 
more, Harvey rotated it inside the clinging sheath and then mercifully 
withdrew it, leaving Betty consumed with relief.


But her relief quickly turned to dread when once more she felt him 
pulling apart the soft flaccid mounds, his fingers like pinpricks of 
steel needles in the tender flesh.


"Spread that little ass of yours, baby," he leered lasciviously, 
"Harvey's comin' right in!"


Oh my God no! Betty thought desperately as he heard his salacious 
words, and then she felt the insidious nudging of his already fully 
erect cock against the tiny rubbery opening. Oh God, he couldn't! He 
just couldn't! she sobbed frantically in silence, trying to pull back 
from the hard probing.


But she was held immobile by her husband's fucking in front and by 
Harvey's cruel grip in back. She was powerless.


She closed her eyes in agony as the pressure on her cringing little 
rectum grew more intense, and then ...


"OH GOD STOP ... YOU'RE KILLING ME ..." she sobbed wildly as all 
thought was blanked out by the searing sheet of pain which enveloped 
her. For a moment, she was aware of nothing but that incredible agony 
and then when it cleared a little, she realized that Harvey had 
penetrated her anus with his huge penis.


"Oh please stop, Harvey," she pleaded again, "you're splitting me in 
two!"


But Harvey continued to force hi lust-swollen cock into the futilely 
resisting rectal passage, splitting the sensitively squirming flesh 
unbearably, straining the tight little anus beyond belief. The sight of 
her helplessly pinned body, impaled like a fluttering butterfly at the 
end of his brutalizing cock, gave Harvey an added impetus of sadistic 
satisfaction and he surged forward until he had sunk it to the hilt in 
her tortured back passage. He held it there, tightly encased by her 
inner membrane, and flexed it slightly, adding to the shivers of pain 
already clutching at her tormented body. Then he began to withdraw, 
finding the return journey less arduous as her sorely tried anus began 
to secrete a slight lubrication.


He began a slow, rhythmic fucking in and out of her gradually loosening 
rectum, and at last began to fuck in to her in time with her husband's 
instrokes below. The two driving cocks slammed as one into her twin 
passages, brushing enticingly against each other through the thin 
dividing membrane, and as the terrible pain cleared, Betty realized 
that something else was taking the place of that all pervading 
sensation.


She was beginning to enjoy it!


She was beginning to get excited by the crude anal fucking that her 
lover was giving her at the same time as her husband was screwing into 
her in front. Her body was buffeted like a rag doll between the 
plunging cocks of the two men, and she began to churn helplessly from 
the dual sensations. She flexed her desire-ridden cunt forward to 
receive Doug's deep inward thrust below and then arched her satiny 
buttocks backward to welcome Harvey's hard, savage stroke behind.


"Oooooohhhhh yessssss ..." she moaned as she found herself soaring on 
the heights of incredible pleasure. She actually loved this double 
fucking, by her husband and her lover at the same time. She loved 
having them both drive into her in unison, sinking right to the depths 
of her helplessly aroused belly, and then withdraw at the same time, 
leaving her painfully empty for just a moment, before plunging in 
again.


Betty was filled with a wild, almost dizzy happiness. She was excited 
as she never was before, but the main thing was that Doug obviously 
didn't care about Harvey anymore. She was able to respond fully to him, 
and that was the important thing. She was free to enjoy his body to the 
full, and anything else was only incidental. This dual fucking she was 
receiving was symbolic, too, of her new freedom. She was irrevocably 
changed now. There was no fear that she'd fall back into her old ways 
after this, and she was glad to leave them behind. A whole new world 
was opening up to her and she couldn't wait to step into it.


She was jerked back to the present by the realization that Doug was 
going to cum. His body was flailing like a dervish beneath hers, and 
his palpitating prick was diving into her greedily clasping cunt with 
new strength.


"Oh God, I'm there! I'm cumming!" he cried suddenly, and then Betty 
felt her entire cunt being swept aside by the rush of his orgasmic 
churning. The first hot spurt of his scalding semen flowed into her 
wildly dilating cunt, seeping into the squirming recesses and creases. 
Her hungrily milking pussy sucked voraciously on his hotly ejaculating 
cock, and she was filled with ecstatic happiness by the knowledge that 
she was able, for the first time, to really welcome her husband's life-
giving offering. Then she knew that Harvey, too, was cumming, and he 
was mewling incoherently as he battered against her sorely-bruised 
buttocks. Betty could feel the searing flood of his white, thick fluid 
as it spurted into her forever stretched rectum, and then, she too, was 
there.


"Aaaaaaahhhhhhh ... Cumming! Cumming! Cumming!" she chanted insanely as 
her body was tossed and bounced about like a buoy at sea by the united 
waves of her husband's and her lover's passion. Incredible sensations 
enveloped her and she felt that her body would never be the same again. 
Flood after flood of almost unbearable pleasure coursed through her, 
leaving every nerve ending tingling and unbelievably alive. Her head 
was gently spinning, and she felt that at any moment she might drift 
off into a soothing limbo of eternal ecstasy. More hot rivers of 
sensation washed over her, but she barely felt them as she drifted off 
into a semi-daze of satiation and security, sandwiched reassuringly 
between the satisfied bodies of her husband and her lover.


*   *   *


Doug was absolutely contented. Around him, Harvey and Betty were 
resting lightly, and somehow it all seemed natural that all five of 
them should be naked and together in the bedroom. As far as Doug was 
concerned, everything was fine. Betty was proving to be the wife he'd 
always dreamed she'd be. Of course, he'd been surprised, to say the 
least, when Harvey had joined in their lovemaking by taking Betty in 
the ass, but he didn't really mind. Now that things were right between 
himself and Betty, he didn't really care what happened.


"Doug, darling?"


It was Betty, and she was moving closer to him. There was a look of 
pure love in her eyes and it thrilled Doug to see her looking at him 
like that.


"Happy, baby?" he whispered.


"Yes ... but ..."


"But what, honey?" he questioned solicitously. He hoped that nothing 
was worrying her; he didn't want this moment to be spoiled. But she 
seemed almost hesitant about confiding in him.


"I'd ... I'd like to ... to suck you cock!" she said at last.


"What?" Doug gasped, unable to believe his ears.


"I'd like to suck and kiss your penis," she said more confidently. 
"I've wanted to for some time now. Wouldn't you like me to kiss and 
lick it, like I did Harvey's?"


A recollection of how he'd seen her when he first came home this 
afternoon flashed vividly into his brain and he saw again her ripe, 
full lips ovalled lasciviously around the other man's thick, blood-
heavy shaft.


Yes, yes, he wanted her to suck his cock like she licked and kissed 
Harvey's prick ... He never thought he'd hear those words coming from 
her lips ... but today was a day of complete surprises and it wasn't 
over yet.


Already her fingers were creeping downward and brushing tantalizingly 
over the semi-erect expanse of his already stirring penis. A dart of 
excitement shot through him at her enticing touch, as she stroked and 
caressed the inert organ into growing hardness.


"Oh God, Betty, your hand feels fabulous on my cock!" he gasped, as he 
lay back on the floor and stretched out luxuriously. Her deft fondling 
made the passion blood surge through the awakening shaft and he could 
feel it rising up from the nest of tangled pubic curls at the base.


Betty stared in lewd fascination at the inflating rod and continued to 
stroke and manipulate it with ever increasing confidence. She enjoyed 
seeing it grow to new life under her touch and wondered at the surge of 
desire springing through.


Then, holding it firmly by the stubby, thick base, she bent down and 
flicked out with her tongue. She swiped the full length of the 
upstanding pole with her pink, darting tongue, and was rewarded with a 
convulsive shudder from Doug, who moaned in abandoned ecstasy. She 
started to paint the palpitating prick with her warm saliva, running 
her tongue from the very top of the hard, burgeoning head right down to 
the root which was buried in the forest of wiry curls. She dropped 
still lower and coated the churning sac of his balls with her warm 
juices, and felt them squirm and contract under her tantalizing touch. 
Then she returned her attention once more to the rapidly expanding 
shaft. She swirled her tongue around and around the pulsating cock, 
feeling the blood flowing throbbingly through the veins. Cleverly, she 
flicked at the sensitive part just under the rubbery head and trailed 
down the webbed underside, making Doug gasp and moan with mounting 
pleasure.


Then with deliberate slowness, she enclosed the knobby head between her 
full, strong lips, taking it completely into her mouth and closing 
around it like a tight rubber band.


"Oh Christ, Betty, that's it ... that's it ..." Doug moaned, his hands 
reaching up and pushing Betty's face further down on his pounding 
prick. She began to take more and more of her husband's fully erect 
cock in her mouth, sliding her lips down the throbbing length, until 
the hard burgeoning head was touching at the back of her throat against 
her larynx.


Then she began to suck and nibble on the imprisoned rod, titillating it 
with her whirling tongue, stabbing it with her sharp little teeth while 
all the time her other hand played provocatively with the writhing sac 
of his scrotum. She began to move her mouth up and down with increasing 
tempo, sucking and slavering and licking with obvious hunger on the 
pounding male hardness imbedded in her mouth.


Doug stared down at her with lust-dimmed eyes. The sight of her, 
crouched on all fours up between his legs, added to his pleasure. He 
watched in rapt fascination as her red, curve lips ovalled greedily 
around the thick girth of his penis and he wondered how she could take 
it in her mouth without choking. Overpowering tremors of pleasure 
coursed through him and his hips began a steady churning as he flexed 
his pistoning cock into her voraciously sucking mouth.


Harvey watched in utter absorption as Betty sucked and licked her 
husband's cock, and involuntarily drew nearer to get a better view. 
Betty was proving to be more versatile than he had imagined and he was 
beginning to feel sorry that she was reconciled with her husband. It 
appeared to him that now that they had made up, they would no longer 
look for outside distractions. Still, everything had its good side, and 
in this case, it was obvious that there was a rapport between himself 
and Selma, not to mention between Selma and Jean!


Still, he was sorry that Betty no longer found him the chief 
attraction. She was a real fire-bomb, the kind he really liked, and she 
was really chewing and sucking on that cock of her husband's, just like 
she had on his a little while back. But Harvey was also beginning to 
feel distinctly left out, and that was a sensation that he definitely 
didn't relish. But he was not to be put off and carefully edged closer 
to Mrs. Fletcher's enticingly dangling buttocks.


Betty, engrossed in her task, got a start when she felt hands once more 
running like a little insects over the satiny mounds of her buttocks. 
She knew that it was Harvey, accustomed as she was to his strong, firm 
grasp, and wished silently that he'd go away. But her wish was not to 
be granted and again she felt the insistent probing of his insatiable 
penis as it nudged at the tender flesh of her still tingling vagina. 
She couldn't suppress a moan, which muffled around her husband's 
thrusting cock as Harvey began to guide his lust-swollen cock-head into 
the moistly receptive orifice of her pussy. And, in a moment, he had 
inserted it into the velvety opening, his hands holding her firmly in 
place.


"Aaaaaahhhhh ... oooohhhhhh ..." she sighed around her husband's 
hardened shaft of excited flesh. Unconsciously, she thrust back with 
her buttocks and encouraged Harvey's questing penis to enter her 
hungrily welcoming belly. He responded eagerly, plowing into her soft, 
yielding depths with a single, strong stroke.


"... uuuummmmpppphhhh ..." she breathed as he hit bottom, the hard 
rubbery head touching enticingly against the sensitive tip of her 
cervix.


Without hesitation, Harvey began a slow, rhythmic sawing in and out and 
Betty found that she was sucking on her husband's hotly palpitating 
cock in time to Harvey's fucking behind. Betty wondered what Doug was 
thinking, knowing that Harvey was penetrating her from behind while she 
was sucking his cock, but she was sure he didn't mind. Anyway, he was 
in a world of his own, his breathing coming in ragged pants, his whole 
body tremoring with spasms of convulsive pleasure.


Betty's own body was alive with spine-tingling sensations, and she 
thrust her quivering ass backwards to welcome Harvey's powerful 
instrokes. Her breasts were trembling, the nipples hard and erect, and 
as if aware of her desire, Harvey suddenly brought his hands forward 
and began to caress and knead the voluptuous flesh, making her mewl 
with unrestrained pleasure. Her cheeks were convoluted as she sucked 
desperately on her husband's pulsating shaft, her lips slipping up and 
down the long, slippery length. Her hand was squeezing convulsively on 
the churning testicles cradled in her palm, and she could sense the 
tumultuous seething taking place in their dark cavern.


Her eyes half-closed, she barely noticed that a shape was moving 
towards Doug, and then, realization drawing, her eyes flew open when 
she saw what was happening.


Jean was settling herself on her husband's face!


Carefully, she placed the pink, moist furrow of her pussy on Doug's 
surprised mouth. For a moment, Betty could only stare in surprise, and 
then she saw, to her amazement, that Doug was flicking out with his 
tongue, darting it into the velvety softness of the girl's vibrating 
cunt.


Eagerly, she clamped her thighs on either side of Doug's perspiring 
face and rimmed his nose and mouth with her flowering vagina. A look of 
unadulterated pleasure flushed her features and she began to moan and 
gasp as Doug started to lick and suck at her trembling pussy.


Betty continued to suck her husband's granite-hard penis. It felt like 
a separate living entity in her mouth, breathtakingly alive and 
tingling with innumerable sensations. Harvey was panting behind her as 
he rammed his long, lunging cock into her helplessly aroused pussy, and 
Betty realized that she was in the middle of an incredible daisy-chain 
of sucking and fucking. She was sucking her husband's cock while Harvey 
fucked into her from behind, and at the same time, Doug was licking and 
slavering at Jean's openly proffered pussy. The thought of how they all 
must appear, strung out across the floor, four naked bodies moaning and 
quivering with rapidly rising passion, formed a lewd pornographic 
picture in Betty's mind and gave her an illicit quiver of pleasure. At 
one time, she would have thought it was disgusting, immoral, wrong. But 
now, she didn't care about any of that. They were all enjoying it--that 
was the main thing.


But there was more to follow. Betty stared, with disbelieving eyes, as 
Selma, feeling undoubtedly left out, settled herself in front of Jean, 
and positioning herself with lewdly splayed thighs, afforded the dark-
haired girl access to the moistly pulsating cleft of her vagina. Betty 
just couldn't believe it as she watched Jean's tongue snake out and 
swipe the blonde's quivering pussy with rapidly increasing sweeps. 
Selma was obviously tremendously excited already and Betty thought she 
could see the hardened knob of Selma's clitoris peeping out through the 
curling tendrils of golden pussy hair.


Now Betty realized she was involved in a quintet of lascivious passion 
and every pore and nerve in her body was aflame with added pleasure. 
The obscene chain stretched right across the floor and the room 
resounded wit moans and wet sluicing sounds of oral lovemaking. Every 
tongue seemed to dip and dart in precision unison with the tempo set by 
Harvey's still plunging cock and the shivers of passion reverberated 
all the way from Harvey to Selma. The level of the sensual tension was 
rising rapidly and Betty knew that it couldn't last.


It was Harvey who broke it.


With a deep, incoherent moan, he made one last dynamic drive into 
Betty, and then he was there! Almost immediately, Betty felt the onrush 
of his seething white fluid as it flowed into her lust-ridden pussy in 
a foaming cascade, and she knew that she was near to climaxing herself. 
But Doug was there first. His prick seemed to dive almost 
uncontrollably to her feverishly working mouth and she felt the 
welcoming flood of his hot, raining sperm in her mouth. It seemed to 
fill her to overflowing, but she managed to drink every drop, savoring 
it completely, thankful for the wonderful opportunity of tasting her 
husband's sperm. Then she realized, from the violent shaking of her 
husband's body that Selma and Jean were cumming, too. They were all 
reaching an orgasm together!


And after that, everything went blank. She remembered feeling the first 
spasms of excruciating pleasure, recalled the convulsive shudders that 
shook her frame, but it seemed to all overpower her to the extent that 
her head began to spin round and round and she finally sank into a 
satiated, blissful oblivion.


Chapter 9


It was well after midnight when Harvey, Selma and Jean finally left. 
The rest of the evening had passed in a blur, as far as Betty was 
concerned. Her semiconscious state after the quintet had all climaxed 
together didn't last long, and she found herself being roped in to try 
all kinds of new positions and ways. After a while, it all lost its 
savor, to her way of thinking, and she got the impression that Doug 
felt the same way.


At about midnight, she had made her way to the kitchen, and assisted by 
Jean, made some coffee and sandwiches. It was at this period that she 
got an opportunity of telling Doug everything. She told him all about 
the modeling jobs, and how she had met Harvey in the first place. Now 
that she had unburdened herself, she felt much better. Of course, it 
helped that Doug was so understanding. It gave her a secret feeling of 
pleasure to realize that Doug had actually broken off with Selma and 
had intended making up with her. So, looking back on it all, she was 
glad that things had worked out they way they did. Because if she 
hadn't got involved with Harvey, it was doubtful that things would have 
gone smoothly with her and Doug. But now there was no question of any 
problems of that sort.


Harvey seemed very attracted to Selma and it seemed a mutual one. Betty 
had even overhear him telling her about a modeling job he might have 
for her. Selma's eyes had lit up at the prospects, and Betty got the 
feeling that when she and Doug faded out of the picture, they wouldn't 
be missed too much, at least by Harvey and Selma. She probably would 
miss Jean, but knew that she wouldn't go on seeing her. Jean, too, was 
taken with Selma, so everything had a way of fitting together.


Doug and Betty both were relieved when they finally left. They were 
beginning to think they'd never be alone together again. Harvey, Jean 
and Selma all seemed to be insatiable and never tired of new 
variations. Betty knew, that come the morning, the crowded events of 
this day would come back into her brain with perfect clarity, if she 
wanted to remember them. But she was doubtful that she did. But one 
thing she was grateful for, and that was that she had convinced herself 
that group sex wasn't for her. It definitely palled on her, and she was 
secretly relieved to hear that Doug felt the same way.


Gratefully, they headed for their bedroom as soon as their guests had 
gone and thankfully shut the door behind them.


"Well, what a day," Doug said, shaking his head. "I hope we don't have 
another like it!"


"I'm sure we won't ... as long as you don't take on a new mistress!" 
Betty said mischievously.


"And the same goes for you," Doug laughed, gathering her in his arms. 
"From now on, I want a stay-at-home wife!"


"You mean, that I'm not to work anymore?" she said in mock alarm. 
Actually, she was relieved to be giving up modeling. It was fun and 
exciting, but very hard work, and she found that most of her earnings 
went on clothes, make-up and hairpieces. Not to mention cabs!


"That's just what I mean. From now on, the only modeling you're to do 
is for me!"


"All right, you're the boss!" Betty laughed happily, surrendering 
herself completely to her husband.


The End
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FOREWORD


In this age of increasing permissiveness, we witness rampant adultery, 
premarital intercourse and homosexuality as accepted practices, all of which 
are vaguely classed under the popular heading, "Swinging". As the mass media 
grinds out more and more tales of "the new morality", it seems that we in 
western society are now tending to dissociate ourselves from the traditional 
standards of morality and decency. And yet, if one takes the time to 
consider the problem rationally, there are still dark areas in the public 
conscience that have not been-perhaps will never be-given popular 
acceptance. This "forbidden fruit" consists primarily of the forces which 
endanger the family, the nuclear unit of our civilization, possibly our own 
high-powered age's only link with the gender past.


In this shocking new novel, authoress Jennifer Palmer deals squarely with 
one of the most frightening spectres that can threaten a home-the passionate 
love of a teenaged girl for her illegitimate brother. Set in a plush 
California suburb, this story boldly relates the plight of April Westingway, 
a beautiful stable-owner, who must come to grips with the knowledge that her 
daughter, Brooke, has unknowingly fallen in love with April's son by a man 
who is not her husband. The lovely woman's life is further complicated by 
the attentions of one of her husband's friends, a sadistic millionaire who 
would stoop to any ruse to possess April. Day by day, the moral fiber of 
this outwardly-normal family is eaten away by circumstance and the 
uncontrollable passion of the two teenagers for each other. It is a shaken 
and lust-ridden household to which April's husband, Lee, returns after a 
lengthy absence. His efforts to bring his family together once again provide 
one of the most startling climaxes in literary history.


We, the Publishers, are honored to be able to present "Mother Loves Brother" 
to our readership. It is a masterwork of family drama and intrigue and we 
are sure that all who read it will feel a genuine sense of wonder at the 
powerful family love and warmth portrayed in these pages. And as for those 
philosophical naysayers who might claim that the family has died as a modern 
institution, we humbly suggest that they read this book and learn that there 
is no limit to the potential of a family's love for each other.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


April Westingway stood watching the sleek thoroughbred horses breezing 
through their workouts under the early morning lukewarm sun. Oh God, she 
thought inwardly, how beautiful Del Mar Racetrack is at this time of year! 
The many different kinds of flowers in the infield were in full bloom and 
seemed like a grandiose blaze of colors melting into each other. One lone 
seagull circled slowly over the track on light wings, wheeling steadily 
lower and capturing the gorgeous thirty-four year old blonde's attention for 
a fleeting moment.


If only she had someone with whom to share all this, the adventure and 
excitement of racing fine horses. As she watched the splendid, high-strung 
animals galloping around the damp turf of the oval raceway, she tried to 
ignore the intense stares of the men who were standing alongside her at the 
rail. One fat, crude-looking man, Pepi Erban, her trainer, was gawking at 
her with all the coarse greed that he displayed when looking over a horse he 
planned to buy for her. Since her husband had left her, she had no one to 
protect her from the bold eyes of men who seemed naturally to lust after her 
voluptuously formed body; she had no one to "beat them off, as he used to 
day. And now, as she stood there by herself, hearing the hooves of the 
horses thudding down the backstretch like muffled pistons, she felt the 
leering gazes of the men around her burning through her clothing in an 
attempt to mentally fondle the exciting shape of her lithe young body 
beneath.


"How are you this morning, April?" Pepi asked pointedly, raking his 
heavy-lidded eyes over her as he added: "You sure look good to me ... You 
always do."


"Good morning, Pepi," she replied, arching her back slightly as the 
disturbing crudeness of his voice reached her ears. He was such a pig and he 
debased everything he touched, or even thought of and yet she knew she 
needed him to keep her stable of horses in top form. "How is Wry June 
working this morning?"


"She's coming right along, baby. She'll eat up the track when she runs that 
fourth race," he assured her as he moved closer, placing one of his beefy 
hands on her shoulder and running his thick fingers down the full length of 
her arm. Oh why, why had she ever allowed her husband, to leave her? ... Why 
had she failed to be enough woman for him? Lee could be here beside her 
right now and this beast, Pepi, would not dare to run his filthy paws all 
over her.


She felt goose bumps rise up on her skin and pulled away from Pepi's lewd 
crawling touch, trying harder to concentrate on the running horses as she 
did so. The well-bred animals were so strong, so clean and powerful and it 
was always a thrilling physical experience for her when she watched them 
stretching out their long legs as they tore down the track. But her hired 
trainer's unwanted presence beside her, his foul breath and the overwhelming 
aroma of his sweaty body, made her wish with all her heart that she was back 
at Willow run, her elegantly sprawling ranch-home only a few minutes' drive 
from the racetrack.


* * *


"Oh, hurry! I can't wait now!" Emma cried out imploringly as Jackie, the 
Westingway's sixteen year-old house guest, slid his middle finger in and out 
of her hair-framed cuntal opening, causing the impassioned twenty-three year 
old maid to gasp and twist on the bed like a pretty wildcat. She writhed 
under the handsome boy's daring manipulations, heaving her naked loins 
upward in an attempt to engulf the full length of the lewdly probing finger. 
By God, it was a good way to start the day, the lush-bodied young servant 
grinned secretly, thinking how lucky she was to be with the virginal 
youngster this way, helping him lose his cherry when she was supposed to be 
working downstairs in the kitchen. She ground her moist, warm pubic mound 
against him harder as she became more and more excited by her own 
wantonness, moaning softly as the dark-haired teen-ager's head bent downward 
to fasten his mouth softly over one of her rounded white breasts, his tongue 
flicking out wetly to lick at the cherry-like bud of her desire-hardened 
nipple. She had to have him right away, wanted to feel his tender young 
penis inside her and she began to grope down between their nakedly straining 
bodies in search of his thickly rigid cock. It jerked violently when her 
soft fingertips touched it lightly, her sharp nails tracing around the 
throbbing blood-filled head with teasing gentleness.


Jackie wormed his middle finger in deeper between the swollen wet lips of 
her pussy, reaming it in and out of her pulsing cunt in an ever-widening 
circular motion until she was on the verge of screaming out with shameless 
desire for this good-looking boy.


"Oh yes, yes, do it to me! Do it theeerrre!" she wailed with a pleading 
sound in her voice, unaware of anything in the world but the delightful 
aching sensation in her lust-inflamed cunt. The sexy, full-bodied young maid 
had no idea that they were being watched by her employer's lovely 
seventeen-year old daughter, Brooke Westingway, who stood with an expression 
of shock on her finely-chiseled face as she peered in at them from just 
outside the bedroom doorway.


A few moments before, Brooke had slid open the large glass door of her own 
bedroom and stepped out on the balcony to look at the ocean. As she had 
stood there feeling the mild morning breeze slip under the folds of her 
beach robe and caress her naked flesh underneath, she had suddenly heard a 
cry coming from the bedroom adjoining her own. She had quickly gone inside 
and out into the hallway, where she had spied the partially open door next 
to her room.


"Oh ... oooohh ... It feels so goooodddd!" she heard a woman's voice moan 
ecstatically. Then she recognized the two people tightly entwined on the 
bed-Jackie and the maid, Emma! As innocent and inexperienced as she was, 
even Brooke could tell what the two naked people were doing in there and the 
mere recognition of the lewd act made the ravishing young redhead recoil and 
turn slightly in order to run away from the jolting spectacle. Only pure awe 
and fascination made her continue to stand there, her green eyes wide with 
shock as she drank in the sight of the brown-haired boy's lithe form heaving 
back and forth eagerly between the maid's wide-stretched legs, their 
perspiration-coated bodies working together in the abandoned but steady 
rhythm of sexual intercourse. He was grinding his lean body down on Emma, 
moving fast and twisting and she was thrusting her smooth white hips up hard 
against him.


Brooke stared as if hypnotized while the sex-crazed pair increased the pace 
of their obscene lunges against each other's wildly aroused bodies, gasping 
quietly as she saw Jackie's right hand clamp down firmly around Emma's 
heavily upthrust breast, squeezing its softness like dough as he stroked his 
long thin penis in and out of the maid's pliant cream-white belly.


"Oh Jesus, put it in farther," Emma groaned thickly. "Fuck your sweet young 
cock all the way up inside my cunt ... I need it, baby, I need it!"


Brooke could see Emma's pleasure-contorted face and the glistening pink 
edges of her cuntal lips clamping hotly around the rigid girth of the 
sixteen-year old boy's hard pounding cock. The passion-dazed maid's vaginal 
opening sucked and pulled on the length of thickly pulsating flesh like a 
hungry mouth and slippery wet secretions seeped out to drench Jackie's 
swaying, sperm-bloated balls.


"Damn, this feels great!" Jackie wheezed breathlessly. "Your cunt's just 
like hot silk ... I can feel the head of my cock all the way up inside of 
you ... Ooooh."


At first, Brooke felt nothing but revulsion and utter horror at seeing her 
secret boyfriend's scandalous behavior with the older woman, the maid! How 
could he do such a thing? She wondered unbelievingly. Little by little, 
though, her feelings toward what she was watching began to change. The 
nausea in the pit of her stomach was gradually replaced by a slight fluttery 
sensation and she could not help but keep her eyes fastened intently on the 
strangely stimulating sight of Jackie's throbbing hard penis pulling almost 
all the way out of Emma's glistening hot pussy, then plunging forward again 
to disappear up inside the other woman's nakedly quivering belly. Brooke 
felt a tiny tingling warmth spreading slowly throughout her lower body, 
causing her almost ripe pink nipples to stiffen and chafe against the gauzy 
material of her robe. Oh, God, she moaned silently, WHY IS JACKIE DOING 
THIS?


But even as she asked herself this unanswerable question, she heard the 
handsome dark-haired boy's breath quicken and found herself taking a silent 
step forward to gain a better view of the jiggling bed from the doorway. The 
pretty seventeen-year old redhead's long suntanned legs were trembling and 
her own breath was coming in short pants now as she focused her eyes more 
intensely on the exciting sight of her private boyfriend's semen-smeared 
cock gliding effortlessly in and out of the wanton maid's flesh-engorged 
vagina. Brooke could hear the wet thudding sound of his cum-laden testicles 
as they collided against Emma's hairless little ring of anal flesh, making 
the lust-driven maid groan louder and strain upwards to meet the boy's every 
solid lunge.


Brooke gasped aloud as she saw Emma's wide-splayed thighs jerk back and 
wider apart until her plump knees were touching the bed on each side of her 
pinned shoulders. The glassy-eyed maid's hands suddenly shot up and around 
her adolescent lover's neck as her mouth opened as if to scream.


"Fuck me, fuck me harder, faster! Fuck my cunt, baby, because I'm ... I'm 
getting ready ... to cuuummmm!" Emma commanded in a high piercing whine. Her 
entire lower torso twitched crazily and her face contorted as if in painful 
agony as her back arched up completely off the bed to engulf the full 
glistening length of Jackie's hotly expanding cock.


Brooke was dimly aware of her own hand drifting slowly downward toward the 
moistly curling hair of her pubic mound. When it reached there, she did not 
realize at first that her fingertips were sliding wetly up and down, just 
barely grazing her outer cuntal lips and she was also unaware that her 
rounded young hips were now rocking gently back and forth, back and forth. 
Unthinking, she slipped one finger tenderly in between the warm wet folds of 
flesh and touched the inner softness of her never-before-used pussy. She 
found herself wondering with more than just idle curiosity what it must feel 
like to have an erect male penis inside her ... But after a moment, she 
suddenly understood what she was doing and quickly withdrew her hand from 
her soft silky loins and free of the slightly parted robe. My God, she 
thought with shame, what on earth is happening to me? She was almost as bad 
as Jackie, allowing herself to become actually excited by gazing at such an 
obscene exhibition as the one taking place on the bed before her very eyes.


Still, she could not prevent herself from renewing her gaze at the naked 
couple flailing their sweat-soaked bodies together on the bed. Jackie was 
plunging his long blood-engorged cock into the deepest recesses of the 
voluptuous young maid's vaginal passage, tunneling farther and farther up 
into her soft white belly like a wild rubbery pole of pulsing flesh. The 
beautiful redheaded teen-ager finally had to admit to herself that she was 
becoming thoroughly involved in what she was watching-in fact, she almost 
wanted to be where Emma was, enjoying Jackie's clean young manhood in the 
same way that the older woman was now.


"Oh God, hurt me, hurt me with your cock, you beautiful young bastard! Fuck 
hard up into my pussy until it tears apart," Emma groaned, her head tossing 
wildly from side to side on the rumpled bedspread as he rammed into her more 
ruthlessly than before. Brooke had never imagined, let alone seen such a 
degrading but exciting scene in her whole life. And yet she was also swamped 
with strong feelings of guilt because her body was responding to the 
stimulation of what she was seeing. After a long moment of struggle with 
herself, the copper-haired girl gathered up all her strength and managed to 
turn and sway dazedly back to her own bedroom, closing the door tightly 
behind her.


She fell limply on the bed when she reached it, her long, voluptuously 
sculpted legs falling open under her loosened robe to reveal her soft inner 
thighs and a glimpse of the tender sprinkling of blonde pubic hair. She lay 
there quietly for what seemed an eternity, stunned by what she had witnessed 
but no longer listening to the moaning sounds coming from the next room.


Eventually, though, her thoughts about what she had seen Jackie and Emma 
doing together turned again from ones of revolting shock to tremulous 
excitement. Her hand automatically slithered down her tingling body and over 
her slightly quivering belly to rest for a moment on the silken triangle of 
pubic hair surrounding her pulsing vaginal slit. She could feel the warm 
moistness oozing out from between her gradually swelling pussy lips and 
making her fingers sticky with her own secretions. My God, she wondered, 
could it be that she really was this bad? Could it be that, even as young 
and innocent as she was, she needed sexual gratification as much as the 
brazen maid, Emma?


A slight frown ruffled her brow and her large green eyes reflected her inner 
amazement as she answered her own question. Yes, she murmured inwardly, she 
did want the same kind of shameful erotic fulfillment that the older girl in 
the next bedroom was getting at that very moment. She knew that there was no 
turning back now, now that she was physically awakened and her gaze burned 
madly up at the ceiling as she spread her cream-white thighs wider apart and 
deliberately touched the pulsating wet opening of her pussy with her 
fingertips. The red-haired teenager drew her legs back slowly toward her 
chest and gently placed one finger on the sensitive pink tip of her 
throbbing clitoris, tenderly massaging it as with two fingers of her other 
hand, she parted the moist slippery cuntal lips to fully expose the tiny 
pink sex bud. After a few moments of touching herself there, her whole body 
began to tremble and she increased the pressure of her manipulations until 
undeniably hot desire scorched her wildly throbbing vagina.


With a shuddering groan, she carefully slipped her middle finger down from 
the erect tip of her clitoris, to the tight little hole of her cunt. She 
lingered there for a moment, struggling against going any further in this 
shameful act, but it was impossible to stop now and she felt her finger 
penetrate into the pleasurable warmth of her vaginal entrance. At first, she 
inserted the finger inside just past the first knuckle, but it was not 
enough and little lines of frustration appeared on her forehead. Holding her 
breath, she pushed harder and felt a delicious thrill course through her as 
the invading finger slipped smoothly inside her all the way up to the palm 
of her hand. She could feel it slide in painlessly along the slick soft 
walls of her steaming pussy and sensed in that instant that her rose-colored 
nipples were quivering to even greater hardness.


The young girl stroked in and out of herself, the tempo of her 
finger-fucking growing faster and faster until soon she was thrusting into 
her inflamed wet cunt greedily, trying to match the rhythm of Jackie's long 
virile cock as she remembered seeing it ramming in and out of Emma in the 
next bedroom But her sweet young pussy needed more-one finger was not 
enough. Then, she inserted another finger along with the first, wincing 
slightly from the brief flash of pain that came from this unaccustomed 
stretching of her virginal vagina. She gasped at the force of her own 
thrusts into the hair-fringed slit between her beautifully shaped thighs. 
Her tortured body was bent back almost double and the nakedly glistening 
plane of her loins was presented up into the air as the demons of 
unfulfillment taunted her on, driving her lust-fogged mind into oblivion 
except for one unrelenting thought ... she wanted her secret boyfriend 
Jackie's long hard penis inside her instead of her fingers.


CHAPTER TWO


"I don't need you," April Westingway said fierily to Pepi, her horse 
trainer, snapping her fingers contemptuously in front of his corpulent face. 
"I could fire you like that and if you don't keep your filthy hands off me, 
that's exactly what I'll do!"


They were just driving out of the stable area at Del Mar toward the ocean 
front and a Howard Johnson's restaurant about a mile away.


"Come on, honey, you don't mean that," the fat man scoffed in reply. "Hell, 
I'm all you've got."


"You're nothing of the kind," April huffed, raising her blonde-framed face 
upward and poking out her chin haughtily in the manner she often used to 
show that she was aristocratic and not someone to be trifled with by common 
people. "I do need a trainer, Pepi, but I certainly don't need someone like 
you putting your grimy hands on me. I'm warning you ... "


"Listen, baby, you should take it when you can get it," Pepi grinned, 
straightening up his seat as he reached over and casually placed his fleshy 
hand on the warm nylon-covered softness of her leg just above the knee. 
"Someday you might not be able to get it so easily."


"I'm not an animal like you," the beautiful tawny-haired woman snapped, "and 
I don't think my sex life is any of your business. Just try to remember 
that."


"I remember a time when your sex life was more than just my business," the 
trainer sneered maliciously. "I can remember the nice time we had about 
sixteen years ago ... about nine months before our son, Jackie, was born ... 
"


"Oh, please, Pepi, you know we agreed never to mention that," April blurted 
with a mixture . of shock and pitiful pleading in her voice. "I made a 
mistake with you, that's all and I've been paying for it ever since ... ever 
since Lee left me."


"Yeah, he never did go for your story about how it was his kid, did he?" 
Pepi smirked cruelly, already knowing the answer to his question but fully 
enjoying this powerful hold he had over her as long as-the truth about 
Jackie's real father was kept a secret. He knew that April would rather die 
than have her daughter and especially her now absent husband, find out the 
true story behind how he, Pepi, had gotten her pregnant in a motel room one 
night, a long time ago, after a wild party at the Santa Anita Racetrack when 
one of the Westingway horses had won a big race and earned a $50,000 purse. 
There had been buckets of champagne and she had gotten drunk, sure, but the 
beautiful Mrs. Westingway had not been too plastered to disappear with her 
fat trainer for a good satisfying fuck while her husband slept off a drunk 
in one of the private lounges reserved for horse-owners up in the clubhouse. 
Afterwards, she would have nothing to do with him until he had tried to fuck 
her again behind her husband's back. Pepi recalled how angry she had been 
and how she had haughtily reminded him that no one would ever believe that 
she would make love with someone as ugly and undesirable as he was even 
then-and especially not when she was happily married.


He remembered how, later, she had come to visit him at the stables to inform 
him that she was going to have a baby and that she doubted her husband, Lee, 
would believe it was his child because they had not been having sex 
together, except for a few times, during the. previous few months. In fact, 
she had said that she and her husband had not been having much fun in bed 
since Brooke, their daughter, had been born the year before. Pepi had seen 
immediately what an ideal position he was in and had promised to keep silent 
about everything just as long as she cooperated with him. She flatly refused 
to have anything more to do with him sexually but agreed to give him an 
extra thousand dollars a month, on top of his regular salary, if he would 
only keep their secret and allow her to raise Jackie as her husband's son. 
But Lee Westingway never really accepted the boy as his own and had 
persisted in referring to Jackie as "the house guest" who came to stay. It 
was well known that he had disowned the child and treated him contemptuously 
until, out of concern for Jackie and in a last desperate attempt to save her 
marriage with Lee, April had also begun to call her own son a "house guest" 
just to appease Lee. Later, she had even agreed with him to farm out the boy 
with Pepi and his ex-wife, Dixie, for long periods of time until Jackie was 
almost fifteen.


Pepi thought back to those times, how she had willingly given him support 
money for Jackie, in addition to a regular salary and blackmail money, but 
the trainer had grown tired of the extra responsibility and had demanded 
outrageous amounts of cash to look after the kid for shorter and shorter 
periods of time. Meanwhile, the boy had grown up without knowing the true 
identity of his parents, believing the mysterious story that he had been 
left behind by them to be cared for mainly by the Westingway's. Sure, April 
sometimes raised hell and threatened to fire her blackmailing trainer, but 
he knew that she would never do anything serious enough to risk losing the 
boy altogether and having everyone know the whole true story. It was too bad 
about her husband finally leaving her about eighteen months ago, the 
overweight Pepi chuckled to himself, but he had heard gossip around the 
stable area that Mr. Westingway had not been getting much sex at home for a 
long time and had been seen out doing the town with other women. It was 
probably that she had been so guilty about fucking another man and lying to 
her husband , that she had become frigid and afraid to have anything to do 
with sex. Hell, Pepi swore-wordlessly, he might be fat but he had an uncanny 
instinct when it came to understanding how women think. The only thing he 
could not figure out to his own satisfaction was why Lee Westingway had 
chosen his own trainer's wife, Dixie, to run away with ... Dixie was not bad 
looking of course and she was a damned fine lay, Pepi mused, but he and 
everyone else had been flabbergasted when a man of Westingway's importance 
and wealth had set up house on a seemingly permanent basis with her on the 
East Coast.


"Pepi, what's running through that evil little mind of yours?" April asked 
after the long silence between them, her voice shaky and betraying the fear 
of discovery that she had never learned to live with and probably never 
would.


"Oh, nothing much," Pepi replied laconically. "I was just thinking back to 
that night we had together and how nice it would be to have a repeat session 
after all these years."


"Well, forget it," the statuesque beauty hissed. "Even if Jackie doesn't 
know I'm his real mother, he's been staying with Brooke and me quite happily 
for almost two years now. Besides, you're being paid more than enough to 
keep your fat mouth shut and if you ever try anything serious with me, I'll 
scream rape at the top of my lungs!"


Afraid and yet trembling with rage, she steered the powerful Buick sedan out 
onto the freeway and mashed her foot down on the accelerator. The huge car 
lurched forward and swerved out into the fast lane as she sped toward the 
restaurant where there would be other people and she would not have to be 
alone with the beast sitting beside her. Yes, she admitted, she had made a 
tragic mistake with Pepi, one that had radically changed her attitude toward 
sex and eventually toward her own husband ... After that dimly-remembered 
love-making with Pepi, she had become terrified of sex and had been 
physically and mentally incapable of convincing Lee that she wanted him to 
touch her intimately. On top of his strong doubt that Jackie was actually 
his own son, he had believed that she had been unfaithful to him and that 
had further threatened his sense of masculinity along with her frigid 
reactions to his love-making. Just before Jackie's fifteenth birthday, he 
had packed his bags and for some strange reason, gone off with Dixie Erban, 
a woman with little education, no breeding and who was known to have a 
violent temper. It had been terribly complicated and difficult to live a lie 
successfully all these years, long lonely years during which she had yearned 
desperately to have Lee back with her and yet she could not risk losing the 
son she loved, either.


"Jesus, baby, watch it! Slow down!" she heard Pepi caution anxiously. She 
glanced quickly down at the speedometer and was alarmed to see that the 
heavy Buick was racing along at almost 100 m.p.h.


"Now don't tell me that you're afraid, Pepi, not a man like you who earns 
his living from speed," the curvaceous blonde said sarcastically after she 
had slowed down to the legal speed limit and was again in contact with 
present reality.


"I race horses, baby, not cars," Pepi muttered irritably as he relaxed and 
began to rub his huge protruding stomach. "After all, it would be a damned 
shame if you wrecked us and I missed another free lunch on you."


CHAPTER THREE


Back in the upstairs bedroom of the Westingway house, young Jackie was 
preparing himself for another mind-reeling round of fucking with the saucy 
maid, Emma. Christ, he thought happily, the next time he shot off his load 
in her, it would be his brains shooting out the end of his cock. He knew he 
should stop now but it seemed impossible, for the twenty-three year old 
servant girl's hotly clenching pussy felt better than anything he had ever 
felt before. He leaned down over the spread-eagled woman and flicked out his 
moist tongue to lick wetly along her soft white belly, then upward between 
her heavily rounded breasts, each teasing wisp of his warm tongue causing 
Emma's naked loins to jerk upward. As he licked and sucked on her full, 
pink-tipped mounds of flesh, she moaned over and over in tantalizing 
frustration, grinding the hairy wet plane of her cunt ever higher off the 
mattress in a frantic attempt to find and devour the virile youth's long 
pleasure-giving penis.


"Oh Jackie, oh shit, put it in me again. Please fuck me more, more," the 
voluptuous young woman whimpered in a barely intelligible voice. Just the 
sound of her begging that way made Jackie's cock spring to its full hard 
length again and he felt his throbbing shaft of cock-flesh nudging against 
the satin-like smoothness of her nakedly wide-spread thighs. He edged 
forward a little to gain a better position up between her trembling legs 
until the rock-hard cock-tip came into electrifying contact with the already 
cum-soaked hairs surrounding her vaginal slit. "Hurry, baby, hurry! Shove it 
up inside me before I go crazy!"


He reached down between their writhing young bodies to grasp himself with 
one hand and rub the blood-filled head of his cock teasingly back and forth 
over her quivering red clitoris. Then, without warning, he lowered himself 
slightly and pushed forward hard, planting the entire length of his 
lust-rampant penis up in her juicy wet cunt all the way to the hilt. She 
locked her heels wantonly around his lean muscular back and moaned with 
relief as he began to saw slowly in and out of the thrilling wet softness of 
her cuntal passage. She squirmed and writhed like a bitch in heat as he 
skewered the hot cock in and out, gradually thrusting faster and with 
greater force as she spurred him on obscenely, kicking her heels hard 
against his sweat-glistening back. The sixteen-year old boy's hands moved up 
automatically to clasp under and around her flattened shoulders for better 
leverage as he rammed furiously up into her churning belly until she thought 
the blunt unyielding tip of his cock would pound her tender cervix to 
shreds. But, oh God, she wanted it, all of it, as far up inside her hungry 
pussy as it could possibly go. And she was getting every glorious throbbing 
inch of it, too, all the way up to his heavy aching balls. Oh yes, she 
thought deliriously, this was even better than the first time and she was 
already nearing the brink of another soul-shattering orgasm.


"Aaaaah, yeesssss, I'm cummmmmming," she gasped breathlessly, her entire 
naked body jerking and arching up insanely as wave after wave of blinding 
electrical climax washed over every atom of her being.


Suddenly, Jackie tensed also, smashing his youthful tingling loins in brutal 
collision against hers, his fresh load of hot sticky cum spurting far up 
into the cavern of her wildly contracting vagina, mixing lewdly with her own 
cum-juices and spilling out again to completely saturate their tightly 
locked loins as well as the bedspread upon which they lay panting.


"Jesus Christ, that was ... so ... good," the handsome teenager finally 
managed to say between painful gaspings for air as he attempted to fill his 
lungs again. Then, no longer able to support himself on his elbows, he 
collapsed heavily forward over her passion-spent body. When a few moments 
had passed, he weakly lifted himself up enough to roll off her, his 
rapidly-deflating penis slipping out of her with a tiny pop as he fell 
exhausted at her side.


In the adjoining bedroom, pretty Brooke Westingway was also approaching the 
peak of her self-achieved orgasm. She raised her arm to muffle her cries of 
passionate ecstasy with the back of her hand while with the other hand she 
continued to arduously finger-fuck herself, plunging two fingers madly up 
into her burning wet cunt. She knew that something spectacular was about to 
happen and her shapely sun-bronzed legs stiffened out straight in 
preparation for whatever it was.


Then it happened.


"Aaaaagggghh, mmmmmffff," the tortured, lust-driven girl cried out in muted 
ecstasy as her first real orgasm overwhelmed her completely and caused her 
voluptuous young body to pitch out of control on the swaying bed. She hardly 
understood what was happening and her head whirled in depraved sensuality as 
the hot, wet walls of her vagina clasped and unclasped desperately, milking 
at her impaling fingers like a sucking, starving mouth.


After the last quivers of her magnificent cumming had faded away to just a 
pleasant warm glow in her stomach, she thought in a flash of panic that 
perhaps her cries of passion had been overheard by Jackie and Emma in the 
next room. Brooke quickly straightened up to sit light-headedly on the edge 
of the bed, her senses still reeling as, after a moment, she rose unsteadily 
and fastened her robe tightly around her waist. She then walked out on her 
balcony and peered cautiously around the comer of the wall into Jackie's 
bedroom. The flush-faced redhead could see that he was still on the bed with 
the sluttish maid, only they were lying there quietly now, as if they were 
both asleep after their lewd coupling had drained them of every last ounce 
of their energy.


Well, Brooke decided, she was thankful that she had not been heard by them 
... but she was also crippled now by a withering sense of guilt that she 
always felt every time her thoughts touched even, lightly on sex, or when 
her prematurely ripe young body was at all aroused by anything. She had 
probably learned to fear and feel guilty about sex from her mother, April.


Brooke could remember the many times that she had seen her mother turn to 
stone when her father, Lee, had tried to kiss or caress her in an innocently 
loving manner. Why? she wondered, her large green eyes lost in thought as 
she re-entered her room and headed toward her private bathroom. Once inside, 
she shut the door behind her and turned to stare curiously at herself in the 
huge mirror over the sink. She saw that tears were streaming freely down her 
cheeks and she knew why immediately-she was crying out of shame and remorse.


"But I'm only human," she said aloud, as though she were addressing another 
person rather than her own reflection in the mirror. She let out a little 
laugh then, realizing in that instant that she was being silly, allowing 
herself to get all worked up over a session of masturbating that no one else 
would ever know about. Besides, even though Jackie was her secret love and 
he had unknowingly betrayed her by making love to Emma, Brooke had to admit 
to herself that what she had seen them doing together had certainly made her 
hot enough to play with herself. And there was something else that was 
important, she reminded herself with a burst of pride as she shrugged the 
beach robe sensually down off her narrow shoulders and stood there 
completely naked and inviting to the eye. She was far prettier and had a 
much sexier body than the older maid.


Brooke's own eyes admired the reflection of the full rounded spheres of her 
pink-nippled breasts, how her tiny wisp of waist flared out to the ivory 
white smoothness of her hips where the pants of her bikini bathing suit had 
protected her from the glaring sun on the beach. She gazed almost smugly at 
the utter perfection of her nubile young body, her eyes traveling from her 
finely featured face all the way down to the silky auburn patch of pubic 
hair surrounding her still slightly moist cuntal slit and smiled to herself 
at the thought of how wildly excited Jackie would be if he ever saw her 
completely naked this way. He would never again give a second thought to 
Emma if he knew that possibly he could kiss and touch the beautiful female 
body that Brooke now saw reflected in the mirror.


No, Brooke nodded with a wink at her own image, until he had tasted the 
sweetness of her glistening red lips and held her softly yielding young body 
tightly against his own, he would never know how much she really did love 
him and wanted him to treat her like the desirable woman she already was at 
the age of seventeen. God, she chided herself with playful sternness, she 
had better stop teasing herself with such thoughts or soon she would be back 
on her bed doing the same thing that she had already decided was wrong.


CHAPTER FOUR


The day and night had passed like a nightmare. Brooke had slept nearly 
around the clock, tossing and turning often in her sleep and once during the 
night she had dreamt that she and Jackie were sunbathing together on the 
beach. Suddenly, he had risen from the sand and said that he had to keep an 
appointment with another girl. It had been awful, even as a dream and Brooke 
had wakened herself with a scream.


Now, as the late morning sun baked in through her glass balcony door, she 
began to stretch and move back and forth kittenishly on the sheets as she 
gazed out at the gulls and listened to their squawking sounds as they 
drifted airily in the cloudless blue sky. She thought hazily of yesterday, 
of seeing Jackie and Emma together and then of what she had done by herself 
and surprisingly enough, she did not feel as guilty this morning as she had 
expected she would. Actually, she felt much more alive and optimistic than 
guilty. At least now she knew that she was healthy sexually and that only 
her compulsive sense of shame, when she responded to erotic stimulation as 
she had yesterday, stood in the way of her enjoyment of purely physical 
pleasure.


With that resolved in her mind, she sprang out of bed and quickly ducked out 
of her frothy blue shorty nightgown, pulling it up over her head with a 
hissing, clinging sound and then tossing it onto the foot of the bed. A 
moment later, she was in the shower, lathering her ripe young flesh with 
fragrant soap, then stepping up to stand directly under the spray to rinse 
off and feel the tiny needles of warm water playing lightly down on her 
sensitive skin. She rubbed the slippery bar of soap briskly over her wet 
brownish-red pubic hair and felt a shiver of electric pleasure race up her 
spine from the tantalizing sensation of contact there. It was such a 
wonderfully thrilling feeling, one that sent forbidden tremors of luxurious 
sensuality surging through her nerves like life itself and yet she was 
unable to fight down the fear of losing control again. It was almost as 
though someone were watching her to make sure that her instincts were not 
allowed to run free and she turned in the stall to peer out through the 
frosted glass shower door.


But no one was there. Still not satisfied, she turned off the water and 
stepped out of the shower stall just in time to catch sight of the bathroom 
door closing behind someone. With her heart beating in her throat, she flung 
open the door to her bedroom and saw Jackie standing sheepishly a few feet 
away.


"Jackie!" she gasped out in surprise, wrapping her arms around herself to 
cover her nakedness. "What on earth are you doing in here?"


"Nothing ... I wasn't doing anything," the lithe-limbed young teenager 
assured her guiltily as he avoided her eyes. "Christ, I only came up here to 
ask if you wanted scrambled eggs for breakfast."


"Oh ... I didn't know," the beautiful redhead mumbled as she reached out for 
a towel to cover herself. "I-I just didn't expect anyone to come barging 
into my bathroom while I was ... taking a shower."


"Please, please forgive me, honey," the good-looking boy began in a slightly 
sarcastic tone of voice, "because I didn't want to scare you ... I just 
wanted to watch you having a good time ... taking your shower."


"I thought you came up to ask how I wanted my eggs," Brooke countered, a 
frown of confusion on her pretty face. She was petrified with fear that he 
really had seen her doing more than just taking an innocent morning shower. 
Well, she thought, he had no right to come into the privacy of her bathroom 
and spy on her, so she would just bluff it out. "Yes, I'll have my eggs 
scrambled, Jackie and now if you'll please go, I'll dress and be down in a 
few minutes."


* * *


It was late, after ten o'clock, when April sauntered into the kitchen for 
breakfast. Usually she was up before dawn and out at the track to watch her 
horses going through their workouts.


"Hi, Mom," Brooke called from the little porch just off the kitchen. "I 
thought you'd already be out at the track."


"No, not today, dear," April announced with a little laugh. "It seems to me 
that I've earned a day off for a change."


"Hey, that's great!" Jackie half-shouted as he flashed a boyish smile at the 
older woman. "Now you can take off for the beach with Brooke and me to have 
a swim."


"Well, I don't know about that," the stunningly beautiful blonde woman said 
with a poutish chuckle. "Aren't you forgetting that I'm more than twice your 
age and would probably have a hard time keeping up with you two youngsters?"


Jackie turned away from his task at the stove, an expression of mock 
surprise on his handsome face as he chided, "Come on now, surely you're not 
that old."


As April shrugged helplessly and took a sip from the hot cup of coffee that 
the boy had handed her, Jackie's gaze lingered boldly on the woman he had 
known for some time now was his real mother. Christ, he thought, even if she 
was his mother and a lot older than he, there was no denying the fact that 
she was a sexy, good-looking dish. In the past few months, he had begun to 
look at female bodies with increased interest and he had to admit that April 
was damned well worth all the attention he had been paying her lately. He 
remembered how thoroughly astounded he had been that night, now about two 
years ago, when he had been staying with Pepi and Dixie. The fat trainer had 
been drinking heavily all day and in the midst of an argument with his wife, 
he had blurted out the truth about how he was his actual father and April 
was his mother. Pepi had made the astonished boy promise never to repeat 
what he had discovered that night. Although Jackie still did not fully 
understand the whole story behind his parentage, he at least knew that he 
was not merely an orphan ... "the house guest" who stayed at the 
Westingway's ... and he felt a lot more secure because of the fact. Now, 
since no one but Pepi knew that Jackie was aware of the truth, the 
sixteen-year old brown-haired boy could take advantage of his strange 
position as a so-called house guest and enjoy living with two gorgeous 
women, his mother and half-sister.


Sure, he thought, maybe it was a little odd to think of his own mother and 
sister with such unashamed desire, but hell, his life had been odd anyway.


A few moments later, Jackie served them breakfast on the sun porch, grinning 
broadly to himself as he noticed how Brooke's lovely green eyes followed his 
every movement with noticeable admiration. Shit, she was only a year older 
than he was and yet her lush curvaceous young body was already twice as 
exciting as that of the maid, Emma, whom he had fucked silly just yesterday. 
God, it was hard to decide which one of the two females, April or Brooke, he 
wanted to fuck the most. They both made his virile young cock hard every 
time he was around them nowadays and sometimes he was almost positive that 
they would see it bulging out like a stiff pole under his trouser crotch. As 
for Brooke, just the memory of seeing her proud high breasts and the silky 
patch of reddish-brown pubic hair around her little cunt this morning, when 
he had sneaked in to watch her in the shower, made his long fleshy penis 
jerk to life in his trousers now.


When he rose from the table to fetch more coffee from the kitchen for them, 
he saw that April's cool blue eyes were pinned to the spot where his 
throbbing hard penis jutted out in his pants. As he quickly averted his eyes 
from hers, he noticed that Brooke was also devouring the sight of his 
protruding male rigidity and it suddenly made him even hotter to think of 
the two desirable women staring at him that way. His jerking young cock 
pulsed to even greater hardness and it was all he could do in that moment to 
keep from stroking himself right in front of their very eyes.


Yes, he assured himself inwardly, he would enjoy his role as a house guest 
just as long as he possibly could.


* * *


The sun was almost unbearably hot at the beach and there were hundreds of 
people wading or actually swimming out beyond the roaring breakers in an 
attempt to cool off in the water. April had decided to stay home at Willow 
Run, saying that she had stacks of paperwork to catch up on, so Brooke and 
Jackie were alone together on the enormous beach towel they had spread out 
to lie on. The day was a scorcher but the sky was a clear bright blue and 
the tiny dots of huge freighter ships could be seen far out at sea with the 
naked eye.


"I saw you yesterday," Brooke said suddenly, interrupting the long silence 
between them.


"You saw what?" the dark-haired boy asked quickly, grabbing out at her 
rounded bikini-covered buttocks in a playful manner. "What did you see?"


"I saw you in bed, silly," Brooke giggled as she turned her backside away 
from him and started to rise to one knee. Jackie snaked out one hand and 
caught her closest wrist, though, pulling hard until she tumbled forward 
against his warm sun-bronzed body and he began to tickle her furiously along 
the soft sensitive flesh covering her ribs. "No, stop it," she wailed 
between fits of laughter, squirming her voluptuous, scantily clad body in a 
futile effort to escape his tormenting fingers.


"What did you see; Tell me," Jackie insisted, still tickling her to make her 
talk but slowly becoming aware of her nearness and the softness of her 
golden smooth skin. His senses sparked immediately to life as he felt her 
long shiny red hair brush gently across his bare chest. Then, without 
warning, she took advantage of his slightly relaxed hold on her wrist and 
twisted away, bounding to her feet to dash off a few yards from the beach 
towel and stand there with her moist red tongue sticking out at him.


"Wouldn't you like to know," she taunted, little realizing what a 
deliciously sexy picture she made standing there in the sun with her skimpy 
bathing suit slightly akimbo from the tussle they had had a moment before.


"Aw, hell, you didn't see a damned thing," Jackie growled with feigned 
harshness as he leered hotly at the tiny half-circle of pink nipple that had 
been exposed when her bikini top was pulled to one side. Jesus, he thought, 
she was not even aware of what she was showing him!


Later, after she had made him promise solemnly not to tickle her any more, 
Brooke returned to lie down beside him on the huge towel, modestly 
straightening her bathing suit as she settled into a comfortable position. 
Her thoughts were also focused on sex as they lay there silently soaking up 
the rays of the sweltering sun. She had to admit to herself that just the 
brief contact with Jackie's bare flesh during their playful struggle had 
left a tingling warm feeling in the pit of her stomach. God, her ripe young 
body ached to be touched by him! A thrill flitted over her nerve-ends as she 
remembered the lewd but wildly stimulating picture of his long hard penis 
plunging in and out of that-terrible!-other woman, the maid. Brooke's mind 
was a prisoner of that memory now and she knew it was useless to try to 
erase it from her consciousness.


She clamped her soft inner thighs tightly together and pushed down firmly 
with her quivering hair-covered pubic mound against the sand beneath the 
towel. The tiny bud of her clitoris was throbbing to erection between the 
pink, slightly moist folds of pussy flesh that encased it. It was driving 
her crazy to be so close to him, only a few inches separating their brown, 
sun-warm bodies and yet she was too frightened to move closer and press 
against him the way she desperately wanted to.


"Come on, what do you mean you saw me in bed?" Jackie asked unexpectedly, as 
though he had been reading the content of his beautiful half-sister's 
thoughts.


"I saw you with Emma when you were ... doing what you were doing together 
... the day before yesterday," Brooke finally said in a stumbling voice, 
immediately sorry that she had been bold enough to mention the incident.


Jackie wore an expression of discomfort on his manly young face as he looked 
away and buried his head deep in his folded arms. "So, you really saw us, 
eh? ... Well, so what?"


"Is she ... do you love her?" Brooke asked seriously, ignoring his defiant 
attitude toward the subject. She was almost afraid of what he might say next 
... perhaps that, yes, he was in love with the maid, Emma, but he only 
laughed good-naturedly and reached over to touch her soft velvety thigh 
lightly with his fingertips.


"Hell, Brooke, you don't know anything," he chortled with a grin lifting his 
lips. "In fact, if you ask me, I think you're pretty stupid."


"I'm not as stupid as you think, Jackie," Brooke said quietly. "For one 
thing, I don't think that you do love her ... Do you?" The dark-haired 
teenager did not answer but merely looked over at Brooke and smiled warmly, 
wordlessly assuring the beautiful redhead that he definitely was not in love 
with Emma. The attractive pair of adolescents said nothing then and lay with 
their shoulders touching gently as the bright sun beat down on them, their 
ears filled only with the sounds of the surf flashing to shore and the soft 
whisper of their own breathing.


* * *


It was several hours later when Brooke returned alone to Willow Run to find 
her mother reading in the large living room. The enticingly-shaped blonde 
was propped up on her elbows amid a mountain of brightly-colored pillows in 
front of the huge empty fireplace. Brooke could see that her mother was 
wearing nothing but a sheer open-necked nightgown which hardly served to 
cover her full-rounded breasts. The older woman was such a vision of 
magnificent beauty that her seventeen-year old daughter was always a little 
intimidated by her and even now approached April with meek quietness.


"Mother?"


"What? Oh, it's you, Brooke. Where's Jackie?"


"He said something about having to help Pepi over at the track," Brooke 
explained matter-of-factly, her thoughts still centered on her mother's lush 
sexy body. It seemed a tragedy that a ravishing, fully mature woman like her 
mother should allow her ripe desirable curves to go to waste this way. After 
all, probably every man who saw her was driven half mad with desire to 
possess her completely. Maybe even Jackie wanted to ... but then the thought 
of Jackie reminded Brooke of what she had resolved to tell her mother. It 
was something that she had thought deeply about on the walk home from the 
beach and now she decided that she had better spill it out before she lost 
the courage she had worked up.


"Mother, I want to tell you something," Brooke began, feeling her confidence 
already beginning to ebb away. "I ... I think I'm falling ... for Jackie, 
Mother. And I think he's interested in me, too."


Brooke saw her mother's face go suddenly pale, its unblemished smoothness 
marred in that instant by tight lines of worry and concern.


"What's wrong, Mother? You look so ... strange," Brooke frowned, her own 
nerves jolted by April's unexpectedly strong reaction to the confession of a 
moment before.


"Nothing is wrong, dear," April lied, straightening the front of her 
nightgown as she rose to her feet and walked slowly out on the sun deck 
adjoining the living room. "Brooke, darling, I'm afraid it's impossible for 
you to have Jackie as a boyfriend ... now or ever."


"But Mother, of course I can ... I mean, if he wants me," the confused young 
redhead objected. A flurry of reasons for her mother's mysterious statement 
flooded Brooke's mind as she stepped hurriedly outside to stand beside the 
older woman on the sun deck. God, maybe her mother was interested in Jackie 
for herself! The pretty teenager considered with a flash of alarm and fear. 
As this possibility began to form more solidly in her mind, she heard April 
speak: "I don't know exactly how to tell you this, Brooke," April started in 
a gentle voice, "but it's something I should have had the courage to explain 
to you a long time ago. You see, Jackie is ... your brother."


At first, the sweet-faced teen-ager's expression failed to register the full 
extent of her shock, but gradually her exquisite features collapsed and 
horror began to shine in her eyes and show in the O-shaped posture of her 
lips. "Jackie is my....


"Yes, dear, Jackie is your brother ... Well, actually, he's your 
half-brother," April divulged in a still-gentle voice as she turned 
automatically to place her arms in a gesture of consolation around her 
shapely young daughter's shoulders. "If you want to hear me out, I think I 
can explain everything."


The crestfallen redhead could only nod her head up and down, mechanically as 
though in a trance and slump limply against April's thinly-clad warmth as 
the older woman began to unveil the complicated chain of events that had led 
up to her shocking revelation about Jackie. April missed nothing. She 
related all the unflattering details about her relationship with Lee, 
Brooke's father and how getting pregnant with Jackie had been a foolishly 
careless mistake. She even went so far as to reveal that she had been paying 
Pepi blackmail money all these years just to keep the fat trainer's mouth 
shut about that same awful mistake, committed so long ago in a moment of 
weakness.


Brooke's bedazed mind absorbed the story slowly, trying to fit this new 
information together with the bits and pieces of mystery concerning Jackie 
that she had wondered about for years and yet it was still hard for her to 
think of the handsome boy as her brother-even her half-brother. Even harder 
to accept was the fact that her mother, the beautiful well-bred lady, would 
stoop to having an obscene sexual affair with that fat trainer Pepi behind 
her father's back. It was unbelievable! God, she cringed, what if Jackie had 
actually tried to do more than peek at her in the shower? She probably would 
have let her own brother make love to her! ... But Jackie did not seem like 
her brother, at all and that was something that seemed to be more important 
to her than the truth.


"Does Jackie know about this?" Brooke asked her mother after a long awkward 
silence between them. It was as though the excitingly-shaped teenager had 
been studying the chances of side-stepping this touchy subject altogether, 
perhaps in order to continue her own private romance with the handsome boy 
whom she loved and yet now knew was forbidden to her.


"No, dear, he doesn't know."


"Good," Brooke mumbled after a moment of private thought. Thankfully, her 
mother had ignored the comment and stood there motionless beside her, using 
the unending sounds of the sea beating against the coast as a shield to hide 
behind.


CHAPTER FIVE


Coils of cigarette smoke filled the dimly-lighted cocktail lounge as April 
smiled and leaned down on her elbows atop the polished end of the piano. She 
was worried about Brooke and hoped that Karl, an attractive man she had met 
last year at the Keenland yearling sales, would not mind her quietness now. 
He was a good, strong man and he had comforted her unselfishly after 
learning that Lee had left her.


It was the next day after her confrontation with Brooke about Jackie and the 
striking blonde was using the opportunity of being with her friend, Karl, to 
have a couple of drinks and relax. The bar pianist ran through several of 
his own favorite numbers and was just finishing up a set when Karl edged 
closer to April and asked: "What would you like to hear, darling?" As he 
spoke, he leaned forward suddenly and kissed her lingeringly on the neck, 
his warm lips grazing her tender white flesh with a thrilling rush of 
pleasant but dangerous sensation.


"Please, Karl, don't do that," the smartly-dressed blonde objected in a soft 
voice as she pulled away from her companion. "Remember, you promised me."


"Yes, yes, I know," Karl said abruptly, his voice tinged with hurt and 
irritation. "God knows, I never hear anything else from you but objections."


"I'm sorry, but you know perfectly well that that's how things have to be 
between us," April reminded, self-consciously smoothing back her silky 
honey-colored hair with one hand as she spoke.


"You're a gorgeous woman, April," Kari said, the tone of his voice becoming 
less harsh as he went on, "and I think you ought to give up on Lee ... Start 
living for yourself."


"Oh, it's not just Lee. It's everything." April was close to tears now and 
had to bite down hard on her lower lip to keep from breaking down. "I'm so 
stupid, Karl, that I don't know how you can be so good to me." The fiftyish, 
slightly grey-haired man smiled warmly and reached over to touch her 
shoulder gently, kneading her supple flesh with his strong fingertips 
through the worsted material of her suit jacket. He was a tall, 
powerful-looking man with enormous hands and there was something that 
suggested incredible strength in his manner and almost arrogant posture. 
Most women would find Karl very attractive, April thought as she studied him 
for a moment out of the comer of her eye. In fact, she was deeply impressed 
by him herself; it was as though his mere presence was a threat to her 
safety as a wealthy and properly behaved lady; and yet she was drawn almost 
magically to that very element of threat in his personality. She liked bold 
men but she was also afraid of them. She was reminded of a ruthless Nazi 
officer wearing an impeccably pressed uniform and high polished black boots 
when she studied the man carefully.


"Dammit, where are those drinks we ordered?" the imposing man grumbled as he 
craned his neck to search around the dim, smoke-filled cocktail lounge for 
their waiter. A few minutes later, he caught the busy young man's attention 
and angrily reminded him that he and April had been waiting for an unusually 
long time for their scotches. Not that she needed any more to drink, the 
voluptuous blonde beauty thought to herself. She was already feeling the 
four-or was it five now?-scotches that they had drunk since they had come 
there. And even though she had chastised Karl a few minutes before, for 
being too intimate with her, she now found herself a little sorry that she 
had discouraged him so coldly. She was not certain whether it was guilt or 
the effects of the alcohol that made her want to show more warmth toward him 
now. In any case, she felt strangely restless and began to squirm down 
against the edge of the leather stool she sat on, her slender ankles locking 
tightly around the legs to gain better leverage as she made tiny grinding 
motions that brought her panty-clad vagina into firmer contact with the 
thick leather seat.


"I'll tell you what," Karl suggested in a low suave voice, "let's finish 
this drink and then take a cruise around town in my Mercedes. What do you 
say?"


"Ummm, maybe that would be nice," April nodded, swaying slightly on the 
stool and allowing her handsome friend to steady her with the support of his 
arm around her shoulders. She did not offer any resistance this time and 
leaned limply against him, pressing the yielding softness of her closest 
breast against his side. Any other time she would be fighting this sort of 
thing, she realized vaguely, but now she actually welcomed his support and 
the comforting warmth of his male body against her.


Not long afterwards, Karl and April were tearing along through the rolling 
fog that shrouded long stretches of the coast highway, the cream-colored 
Mercedes purring like a cat as it swept around curves and flattened out 
again on the straightaway's. April was dizzy with all she had had to drink 
as well as with the excitement of racing along at top speed through the 
patches of wet misty fog. In a bleary surge of friendly warmth, she suddenly 
decided that she liked Karl very much ... She liked his strength and the 
unswerving authority that seemed to surround him in every situation, no 
matter where he was. He was almost like Lee that way, a real man who was not 
only unafraid of the world but whose presence alone seemed powerful enough 
to take command and rule over everything around him.


April sat in the deep leather bucket-seat with her legs crossed, staring out 
unseeingly through the windshield at the blurred countryside flashing by 
them. Karl shifted a little in his seat and reached down between them to 
flip open the top of a wood-paneled compartment just behind the gear box. 
Keeping his eyes glued steadily to the highway, he briskly withdrew a small 
silver flask and handed it to April.


"Here, baby, pour us a nice shot of that good Scotch," he said as he 
returned his attention to driving and punched down the accelerator hard with 
the toe of his shoe. "There's a cup in the jockey box."


Without even thinking, the thirty-four year old flaxen-haired woman reached 
forward obediently and took out the cup to fill it almost to the brim as the 
sleek Mercedes-Benz snarled up the coast route. After she had taken a 
healthy slug of the fiery liquid, she handed the cup to Karl and watched 
admiringly as he drained off the still nearly full container in two huge 
gulps. God, this was absolutely crazy, she mused blearily, tearing along 
this way in a drunken daze through the coastal fog.


"Where are we going?" April asked when her burning throat had cooled and the 
Scotch was working its way warmly down into her stomach, renewing the 
pleasant glow of security that she had been feeling more and more strongly 
during the last half hour.


"Well, I thought we'd stop by my beach house for awhile," the handsome 
grey-haired man replied casually. "We can have another drink and rest up a 
bit before we decide where to have a nice cozy dinner later on this 
evening."


"Oh, Karl, I don't know," April balked, hoping that the sudden feeling of 
uncertainty she had was not detectable in her tone of voice. "It's getting 
late and besides, my place is much closer to town when we make up our minds 
where we want to go for dinner. If you'll slow down a little, Brooke and 
Jackie will probably be asleep by the time we get there ... so we can be 
alone while we enjoy that drink together."


"Dammit, April, if I didn't know better, I'd think you were handing me a 
line," Karl laughed good-naturedly as he cramped the wheel tightly to turn 
off on a road that led through a range of inland mountains back toward Del 
Mar. "I'll tell you what. I'll believe you if you show your honest 
intentions by giving me a little kiss-right now." Without waiting for her 
reply, he braked the expensive car and pulled over to come to a crunching 
stop on the gravel shoulder of the lonely road. At first, she could think of 
nothing to say and just sat there trying to look poised and in control of 
her faculties. She felt his hot breath filtering through her soft blonde 
hair to tickle the sensitive area around her ear and was surprised when her 
supple body seemed to defy her will and melt yieldingly against his. Yes, 
she thought defensively, it was definitely the alcohol that was making her 
respond so freely to what she was certain were less than honorable 
intentions on his part. It was fairly obvious that he wanted only to use her 
beautiful, love-starved body for his own selfish satisfaction. For some 
reason, though, the idea of his touching her seemed less repugnant to her 
now and she even began to experience strange little fluttery sensations in 
her stomach at the shameful thought of it.


"Well, I guess we'd better get started, then ... unless you'd rather stay 
parked here awhile," Karl said huskily, the suggestive quality in his voice 
a clear indication that he felt encouraged by her squirming against him a 
moment ago. Jesus, just the barest possibility of being able to fuck this 
gorgeous blonde made his thick cock jerk to semi-hardness in his trousers. 
If he thought he could get away with it, he would like nothing better than 
to ram it to her in the back seat right here and now, until she begged for 
mercy.


"No, Karl, we'd better start home before it gets any later," April said 
hastily. Sighing out loud, the dignified-looking man put the Mercedes in 
gear and pulled out on the narrow road that led back to town. They drove 
along in silence, each one thinking to himself of what had happened, or at 
least had almost happened, back there where they had parked.


Almost an hour later, Karl brought the car to a quiet halt in the driveway 
at Willow Run. Against her better judgment, she allowed him to talk her into 
having another quick drink of Scotch before they went into the house. Her 
head was reeling in giddy intoxication as they made their way up the front 
steps together, the older man's arm draped familiarly around her slim waist 
as they entered the darkened living room. Just inside the door, he stopped 
abruptly and spun the shapely blonde around to face him, his brawny arms 
snaking out to encircle her waist and draw her tightly against him as he 
bent down his head to grind his mouth hard against her succulent red lips. 
At first, she struggled out of surprise and fear but his male strength was 
too great for her and she knew it was useless to resist. His hot tongue 
darted into the warm moistness of her mouth like a scalding fleshy lance and 
swiped at her tongue, licking and exploring it for awhile and then sucking 
on it with his lips until finally she pulled backwards and managed to free 
herself from his imprisoning arms. But something else had happened to her 
senses in that moment, something in that brief erotic contact that was more 
than fear and revulsion. It was as though her reason had been stolen away 
and she had been blinded to everything else around her but the nerve-jolting 
surges of pleasure she had felt from the hot probings of his tongue in her 
mouth.


"I-I think I'd better go upstairs and see if the children are asleep," April 
said falteringly, thankful that her dazed mind was capable of coming up with 
an excuse to get her out of this dangerous situation ... at least 
temporarily.


"Aw hell, baby, you know damned well that they're asleep," Karl rasped 
impatiently. "There wasn't a light on anywhere in the house when we came up. 
And besides, it's about time they learned to let you enjoy yourself. I mean, 
you are a mature woman, aren't you? You've got a right to have a little fun 
of your own, don't you? So come on, relax."


"Well, maybe you're right," she said uncertainly, "but I've at least got to 
freshen up a little before we go out anywhere for dinner." She knew that her 
voice clearly betrayed her anxiety at being alone with him this way and now 
she could no longer trust even herself. She desperately needed time to think 
things over, to decide for herself what it really was that she had felt 
during his embrace.


"Oh, all right. Go ahead and get ready," he said with a little snarl of 
reluctance as he reached down to switch on a nearby table lamp. "But you'd 
better not go upstairs, you know, or you might wake up Brooke and Jackie."


"I'll try not to be very long," she assured him, ignoring his sarcasm as she 
strode quickly across the spacious living room toward a downstairs bathroom 
at the back of the house. He grumbled under his breath as he watched her 
beautifully curved, voluptuous form disappear through the door. God, he 
wanted to fuck her, he thought to himself, but he knew now that it was not 
going to be as easy as he had hoped. He would need a little help. He 
disliked the idea of having to resort to anything but his own masculine 
charm to turn on a woman, but April Westingway was no ordinary woman and her 
temptingly rounded body was more than enough to make him forget his ego for 
the moment.


Reaching inside his coat pocket, he withdrew a small clear cellophane packet 
of something that appeared to be powder and stared at it curiously as he 
held it up to the light. It was a "special" mixture that he had bought from 
one of the grooms at the track. The stuff would turn even the coldest, most 
uncooperative bitch into a raving nympho, the groom had promised him and it 
was supposed to be imported from Africa. As potent and expensive as it was, 
the old groom had said that the colorless powder was practically tasteless 
and could be given to an unsuspecting woman without fear of detection. Well, 
Karl smiled, he would see just how effective this aphrodisiac was ... If it 
worked on April, it would be worth every penny and he would not even mind 
too much if she succumbed to its effects instead of just his own devious 
attempts to seduce her.


The distinguished-looking, grey-haired man walked hurriedly over to the bar 
and took out glasses and a nearly-full bottle of sweet vermouth. After 
pouring both glasses half-full of the rich amber-colored liquid, he shook 
out about a third of the contents of the cellophane packet into one glass. 
He stirred in the powder with one finger and seeing it dissolve completely, 
shrugged his shoulders and tapped in some more. Hesitating a moment, a wry 
smile crossed his face and he moved the packet over to the other glass, 
shaking out the remainder of the "special" mixture into the vermouth it 
contained. Hell, why not? he chuckled devilishly. After all, lie would not 
want April to go crazy just because he could not supply her with all the 
hard cock she needed.


"Oh, you've fixed drinks," April observed as she entered the room, a slight 
frown of disapproval clouding her freshly made-up face. "Are you sure we'll 
have time, Karl? I'm awfully hungry and we've already had more than enough 
to drink ... for me, anyway."


"Darling, please, indulge me just this once," he urged, barely able to 
conceal his surprise at her unexpected early return. "I've only fixed us two 
harmless little drinks, just vermouth and I promise you that we'll leave for 
dinner just as soon as we finish them ... if you want to."


"Okay, Karl, you win," the stunning blonde laughed uncomfortably, a faint 
trace of worry in her expression. She lifted her glass then and sipped 
slowly at the sweet, strangely murky liquid as she moved around Karl to take 
a seat casually on the arm of the massive couch alongside the bar. She was 
almost amazed when the tall good-looking man began to chat idly about her 
horses, about Brooke and Jackie, about everything but what she had expected 
since his bold sexual overtures earlier. As she had brushed her long blonde 
hair and applied fresh makeup in the back bathroom, her mind had raced 
frantically in an attempt to think up new convincing excuses to ward off the 
advances that she was certain he would make when she returned to the living 
room. But now that he seemed perfectly content to just sit there beside her 
and make innocent small talk, she could feel herself mentally unwind. She 
was even glad that he had fixed them another drink, for the sweet red 
vermouth seemed to soothe her and she did not feel the same nervous tension 
she had felt before. For that matter, she had to admit that there was an 
element of disappointment in her reaction to his unexpected calmness toward 
her now. She could not deny that she had felt powerful surges of unwanted 
sexual arousal when they had parked in the Mercedes and just awhile ago, 
when he had kissed her so hotly in this very room. The thought that she 
might be kidding herself about her own sexual needs slowly occurred to her 
and she began to wonder if she was the same person that she had been a few 
moments ago. Maybe she was someone else now. It frightened her to think that 
she might be, that some formerly hidden part of herself was emerging to take 
control of her senses.


Suddenly the room began to grow hot. It was as though the heat was beginning 
to stimulate her against her will and she began to squirm slightly down 
against the edge of the couch, feeling the rounded edge of the cushion push 
the hem of her skirt and the narrow crotchband of her panties up into the 
moistening crevice between her smooth white buttocks.


"How do you feel now, baby? Still hungry?" Karl asked as he glanced down at 
the slight squirming movement of her sinuous lower torso, a slow knowing 
grin lighting his handsome face.


"I-I don't know. I feel strange," April admitted after a long moment. "Maybe 
... maybe we should go now."


"Do you really want to go now?" the older man asked, baiting the beautiful 
aroused blonde and openly licking his lips in anticipation as he slipped 
down on the couch beside her. She barely noticed his movement at first and 
continued to work the comer of the cushion between the moistened lips of her 
burning cunt. She could feel the wetness spreading between her satin-soft 
thighs and she spread them slightly apart to gain greater contact with the 
cushion. The roughness brushed soothingly against the tiny, rising bud of 
her clitoris through the sheer covering of her panties. Then, suddenly 
remembering his presence, she looked guiltily out of the comer of her eye at 
Karl and saw that he was gazing down directly at the barely discernible 
movements of her lushly curving hips. God, she realized with horror, he was 
actually staring at her! He was watching her intensely with an almost 
obscene leer on his face and yet she felt somehow powerless to stop the 
shameful writhing undulations of her lower body. It was as though her body 
had magically separated from her mind, as if it had a will of its own and 
something was also warping her sense of time and even where she was at the 
moment.


She took another long drink of the sweet vermouth to steady her alerted 
nerves but it did not seem to help. Surely it was only that she had had too 
much to drink, she decided dimly, leaning back on the couch to relax but 
careful not to lose contact with the edge of the cushion pressing into the 
wet crevice between her drug-fevered thighs.


Oddly enough, she did not feel any great alarm when she found Karl's arm 
waiting behind her. Without thinking, she even settled back against it and 
jumped only slightly when his huge hand came to rest heavily on the covered 
mound of her breast. Actually, it seemed fairly harmless and felt 
pleasurably comforting. Even though she knew it was wrong, she found herself 
snuggling closer as the excitement of forbidden naughtiness rippled through 
her. But she would definitely not allow him to go any farther, she firmly 
resolved, despite the fact that a thrilling tingling sensation was growing 
stronger and stronger all around her gently contracting vagina. She knew 
that she should leap up from the couch at that very minute, before it was 
too late and her own excitement ran away with her, but she was mysteriously 
unable to move.


"Well, what about it? Do you still want to go?" Karl asked hoarsely, the 
same suggestive leer on his face. The potent aphrodisiac was taking its toll 
on her ability to resist him, of that he was certain and it was having an 
equally strong effect on him. Christ, if he did not fuck the gorgeous bitch 
pretty soon, he would cum right in his pants. His huge thick cock was 
jerking like a tree in an earthquake and threatened to burst out into the 
open at any second.


"Maybe we should wait awhile ... I feel sort of funny," she answered 
shakily, shuddering as his hand squeezed her heaving breast more tightly and 
she heard his breathing becoming heavier. She was afraid to look at him 
now-she was hypnotized into immobility as new waves of warm pleasure flooded 
through her throbbing wet loins, making her mind reel with dizziness.


"Here, finish off your drink," he said, gesturing toward her almost empty 
glass. "It'll make you feel better."


Nodding her head slowly up and down, like someone in a trance, she 
unthinkingly obeyed and drained off the last remnants of her spiked 
vermouth. It flowed smoothly down her throat and immediately intensified the 
deliciously erotic sensations radiating out from between her quivering 
parted thighs. She squirmed downward harder, the cushion edge forcing the 
nylon band of her panties deeper into the split of her sticky wet crotch. 
The soft smoothness of the material further excited the pink sensitive lips 
of her vagina. She felt tiny throbs pulsing ever stronger in the erect tip 
of her clitoris and had to bite down tightly on her lower lip to stifle the 
little moan of passion that was rising from her throat. She could not bring 
herself to resist as Karl's hand slipped slowly down inside the front of her 
dress and moved beneath her brassiere to cup the softness of her large, firm 
breast. She jerked automatically as he trapped the light brown nipple 
solidly between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it gently back and forth. 
She knew she was on dangerous ground but promised herself again that this 
was as far as she would let him go with her-even though it felt 
fantastically good as the nipple stiffened and swelled under his massaging 
hand and pinching fingers. She pressed harder into the seat, feeling the 
cushion beneath her rocking buttocks moving deeper into her slightly parted 
cuntal lips. Her panties were completely soaked now and she squeezed her 
trembling thighs tighter together in a vain attempt to quell the maddening 
sensations that were mounting ever higher there.


"I know what you're feeling, baby," Karl growled as he gave her full heavy 
breast an extra hard squeeze. "You're hot as hell, aren't you? Well, I can't 
think of a better time to fuck than right now."


"Karl!"


"Karl, hell!" the handsome grey-haired man retorted as he reached over and 
placed the warm palm of his hand firmly on her stockinged knee. "I know 
damned well that your hot little cunt is just aching to have my hard cock up 
in it as far as it can go."


"Karl, please don't use that kind of language with me," April said quickly, 
her voice making a meek attempt to sound indignant. But he merely chuckled 
insultingly and grasped the snowy white mound of her breast even harder, 
thrilling and frightening her at the same time. She reached up then and 
tried with all her might to pull his hand away, but it was useless and her 
own hand fell back limply onto her lap. Her struggling had left her lower 
body unprotected and he had used the opportunity to slide his other hand 
quickly from her knee and up higher under her skirt, where now it clutched 
hotly at the silky smoothness of her inner thigh. April held her breath for 
what seemed an eternity, fighting with what little strength she had left to 
control the overwhelming flush of excitement racing through her. Her breath 
was coming in tight gasps and the burning sensation deep in her belly grew 
even more unbearably delicious as she felt his fingers climb higher along 
the inside of her milk-white leg until they reached the naked warm flesh 
above the top of her stocking.


My God, what was happening to her! Her nerves were shattered and her mind 
whirled crazily. She knew she should demand that he stop this debasing 
familiarity, right now. Even if she was separated from her husband Lee, she 
owed him faithfulness and she had already gone beyond the limits of reason 
by allowing Karl to squeeze and fondle her aroused body this way. And yet, 
perhaps she did owe herself a bit of pleasure-as long as it went no further 
than this. She could always stop him if he tried to do anything more than he 
was doing now.


It was at that moment that she allowed her eyes to stray innocently down to 
the older man's lap. What she saw made her gasp and sent an electric chill 
darting wildly up her spine. God, she groaned inwardly, his penis was as 
hard as a rock and throbbed visibly as it tented up the front of his 
trousers, a seminal stain spreading out in a widening circle at the tip 
where it strained outward against the material. The lewd sight shocked and 
stimulated her more, simultaneously and she could feel the seeping wetness 
between her own trembling thighs increasing with every passing second. Her 
heart was pounding like a drum and she was certain he could feel it beneath 
her heavy swollen breast in his hand. She could sense that he was becoming 
restless and she knew that he could feel her occasionally grinding her 
shapely buttocks into the couch. Embarrassed, she tried to make it appear 
that she was merely shifting positions but his words a few minutes ago, 
about his knowing how excited she was, kept ringing in her muddled mind, 
making it seem useless to try to conceal what was obviously sexual arousal 
on her part.


Karl's invading hands were making her whole body throb in guilty pleasure, 
kneading her large straining breast until the palpitating nipple grew so 
hard it seemed it would burst. His other hand slipped further up the soft 
fullness of her thigh and now his fingers were actually touching the flimsy 
nylon of her panties where they covered her lust-drenched vagina. The blonde 
beauty froze momentarily at the unexpected contact of his fingertips 
crawling insect-like over the sensitive, barely protected flesh. He was 
attempting to worm them inside the sheer garment and was just on the verge 
of success when suddenly she called upon the last dregs of her will power to 
react, mumbling in weak protest as she forced his hand out from under her 
skirt with both of hers. Avoiding his eyes, she pushed her dress back down 
to cover herself, a slight pang of regret coming over her at the loss of his 
thrilling touch so close to her tingling wet genitals. But this-was wrong, 
very wrong, she repeated over and over to herself, struggling to keep the 
memory of Lee alive in her mind. Even though he had deserted her, he was 
still her husband and she still loved him enough to remain loyal to him. God 
knows, she had suffered terribly for her one mistake with Pepi. But now, for 
some unexplainable reason, a change was taking place in her ripe female 
body. If only she did not feel so sexually aroused and frustrated, almost 
too weakened by her own lust to deny this man beside her anything he wanted. 
Something she could not understand had taken command of her senses this 
evening, something so overpowering that she was almost helpless ... 
something that was capable of lowering her natural defenses to the point of 
real danger.


April felt Karl's free hand come to rest on the lap of her skirt and she 
placed one of hers over it, trying to hold it there in safety and still 
enjoy the light pressure of its weight. But he moved it by force to knead 
the pliant softness of her flat belly under the thin material of her dress. 
Teasing at the sparse sprinkling of pubic hair at the base of her abdomen, 
his fingers rotated relentlessly against the mound of her excited pussy. She 
ground down harder against the cushion, hoping that he would think she was 
trying to escape his exciting manipulations and not suspect that secretly 
she was pressing the cushion edge up into her moist vaginal slit. The flood 
of female secretion was wetting her dress now and she could feel the warm 
moistness on the smooth cheeks of her buttocks as she pressed down to feed 
the pleasure building there. As the grey-haired man's fingers worked 
steadily at her inflamed pubic region, her resistance lessened again and 
sheer passion rationalized away her fear and the awareness of danger. Oh 
God, it felt wickedly good, too good to lose ... not yet, anyway.


Then, she felt the pressure of his hand and fingers lift from her burning 
swollen mound, causing her to moan out a little involuntary sound of loss.


"Hey, baby, what do you think of this big thing," Karl suddenly rasped, 
interrupting her thoughts and the deep involvement she had been experiencing 
in her own pleasure. She swiveled her head around to gaze at him, drawing in 
her breath sharply at the awesome sight she beheld. His rigidly erect cock 
was jutting lewdly up into the air from the opened fly of his trousers, his 
left hand grasping the thick base of it as he looked at her with a leering 
grin of pride twisting his otherwise handsome face. She could hardly believe 
her eyes. Jesus, she thought in fascination and dread, it was a monster, a 
long thick tower of flesh that would tear apart any woman who tried to take 
such a huge thing inside her. But she could not take her eyes from it and 
continued to stare down at the massive penis like someone who had been 
hypnotized. No, this was not happening to her, she tried to convince 
herself, but there it was right before her very eyes, its broad purplish 
head glistening with the semen that oozed out of the hole at the end and ran 
slowly down its pulsing vein-ribbed length.


"Come on, touch it," he said tauntingly, knowing how fully impressed she was 
by its tremendous size. But she could only shake her head back and forth to 
show him that she could not bring herself to touch it. Realizing that she 
was dumbfounded, he released his throbbing erect penis and reached over with 
his hand again to massage her pubic mound under the wetness of her dress and 
panties. She grabbed his wrist again but it did not stop him. It was still 
able to move about freely, teasing her quivering vagina and belly 
mercilessly through the thin fabric of her clothes. There was nothing she 
could do but close her eyes tightly and resign herself to the maddening 
sensations of pleasure coursing through her entire body. It was almost as 
though he was touching her nakedness down there but still, still there was a 
dim hope in her dazed brain that he would go no further.


Suddenly she gasped out in surprise. Karl removed his hand from her lap and 
moved it gradually up under her writhing buttocks and the couch cushion. His 
hand searched like an animal in the crevice between her smoothly rounded 
buttocks and she squirmed as his middle finger began a gentle stroking 
motion, pushing the folds of her skirt and panty-crotch up between the 
drenched lips of her steaming hot pussy. A gush of shame washed through her 
at the sudden currents of indecent pleasure overcoming her desire to stop 
him. Karl's hand under her rounded bottom became bolder as he sensed her 
unspoken surrender to its probings. He hooked his fingers up to slide her 
skirt higher along the backs of her quaking thighs so that he could touch 
the moist softness underneath. The beautiful blonde could feel the light 
tickling sensation of the material slipping from between her thighs and the 
couch. No, no, she must stop him, she thought, but her whole being was 
raging with undeniable desire now and she could only sit there and submit to 
his outrages.


April could feel the skirt being lifted even higher and she arched upwards 
inadvertently as his fingernail scratched the tender flesh of her thigh. He 
merely used her lifting movement to his own advantage and jerked the dress 
up all the way above her hips. Suddenly her columnar white thighs were bare 
and his hand covered all of the wet band of her nylon panties. Almost in the 
same movement, his middle finger slipped under the elastic leg-band and 
wormed between the hair-lined lips of her vagina. She let out a little cry 
as the older man inserted his middle finger into the moist warmth of her 
cuntal passage.


"No, Karl, please," she whimpered pitifully. Her whole voluptuously writhing 
torso stiffened until gradually her tightly impaled vagina became accustomed 
to the intruding finger probing at the velvety softness of its tender walls. 
She could feel her own wetness seeping out on the palm of the hand beneath 
her as Karl pushed farther up inside her. Then she winced in pain as she 
felt another finger worm up into her alongside the first one, both of them 
beginning to move in tiny circles, expanding her tight little hole with each 
rotation. April was almost completely out of her mind now and she doubted 
that she could stand this torturous teasing of her fiery genitals a moment 
longer. Soon, though, the pain began to subside and was replaced by an even 
greater torrent of wonderful feeling. It was too glorious to describe and 
her heart was beating like a runaway express in almost anxious anticipation 
of what might come next.


His other hand was still locked firmly over her nakedly heaving breast under 
her dress and she found herself actually straining forward against it, 
pressing the pinkish hardness of her erect nipple into his sweaty palm. 
Suddenly, she felt the pleasurable intrusion of his fingers lessen as he 
withdrew them from her throbbing wet vagina. In the next instant, he also 
pulled his right hand out of the front of her rumpled dress and moved away 
from her a little, his fingertips lingering a moment on her neck to play a 
light tracing game at the top of her spine, causing tiny shivers of delight 
to run over her back like invisible satin feet. Then he was standing at his 
full height in front of the couch, towering over her like some sort of giant 
sovereign with the strange power to make her lush female body respond as he 
wished.


"All right, April, stand up. I want to feel you against me," he commanded 
huskily, taking her arm to help her to her feet, then savagely crushing her 
to him to plant an endless, fevered kiss that flattened and bruised her soft 
red lips. He was growing more impatient now, she knew, and his long massive 
cock throbbed like a thick wild nerve against her stomach. Her entire being 
was shaking violently with passion, her wide-open eyes showing a mixture of 
feeling-humiliation and fear and above all, pleasure. She felt her arms 
sinuously encircle his warm, well-muscled back, feeling his strength through 
his clothes, endorsing their passionate embrace with a sudden burst of 
strength from her own body.


After several long moments of crushing contact, Karl disengaged himself from 
her and stepped back, first shrugging out of his coat and stripping off his 
white shirt and tie, his fingers then working frantically at the fly of his 
shorts. He slid his shorts and trousers together down over his knees to his 
ankles, leaning over then in what seemed one continuous movement to yank the 
clothing over his shiny black shoes. As he stood there in front of her, 
naked except for his shoes and socks, she lowered her blue eyes 
instinctively to take in the sight of the grey-haired man's long thick penis 
standing far out in the air, quivering like a wild animal that had been 
released from its cage. She uttered a muffled cry of surprise as she 
realized the hard fleshy cock was even larger than she had thought. Her 
heart skipped a few beats as she stared in awe at the menacing pole with its 
huge blood-filled head, the bloated testicles hanging between his legs as 
large as a child's clenched fists. Lifting her gaze slightly, she saw his 
hand move slowly from his side to take the enormous hardened rod of flesh 
between his fingers and begin to stroke the heavy uncircumcised foreskin 
back and forth, forcing more gleaming droplets of semen out of the hole at 
the tip. He could see the fascination and fear registering on her beautiful 
face and he smiled cruelly at the teasing torment he was subjecting her to, 
making her drugged senses scream for him and terrifying her at the same 
time.


April could do nothing but gape in disbelief as he massaged his own thickly 
pulsing cock in front of her. It felt as though his movements were dancing 
in her head and her own excited body began an involuntary swaying in time to 
that of his hand. Time and place had suddenly become more distorted than 
ever, something indefinable and it almost seemed as if she was already 
mystically linked with his naked male body. Without even realizing how it 
had happened, Karl was standing behind her now and she could feel the length 
of his naked body pressed warmly against her back. His arms extended around 
her and he was squeezing and cupping her firm full breasts that caused her 
to squirm her moon-shaped buttocks back hard against his solid hairy loins. 
The last weak thought she had of running faded into oblivion as she felt a 
hand leave her aching breasts and gently pull the zipper of her dress from 
her neck down to the cleavage of her buttocks. Then she felt a little tremor 
of panic as his hand slipped into the opening from behind and clamped around 
the spherical softness of her trembling ass-cheeks. Oh my God, my God, she 
moaned again and again to herself, she actually wanted him! She wanted him 
to do what he was doing and more!


Every one of her muscles was as taut as a bow string as she responded 
against her will to the maddening manipulations of his hands on her smooth 
bare flesh. She jerked slightly as his other hand left her rounded breast 
and moved around behind to slip inside her dress, trailing a slow teasing 
path down the unresisting softness of her belly to insert itself in the thin 
elastic waistband of her panties. He teased thrillingly at the silky blonde 
pubic hair rising from the "vee" of her trembling loins, playing there for a 
moment and then curling down into the moist ready slit between her legs. 
April jumped forward a little as the hand curled further under her saturated 
pubic area, easily parting the swollen cuntal lips to slither a finger 
inside the tight elastic opening and send wild electric shocks racing 
through her. The huge rigidity of his cock was now pressed deep in the 
sweat-moistened crevice of her buttocks, jerking and throbbing there like an 
animal with a mind of its own. She writhed back against it, licentiously 
imprisoned between it and the now deeply inserted finger that brought her 
hot cunt to a quivering new pitch of excitement.


The beautiful blonde felt herself being guided toward the large wide couch 
beside them, Karl's strong hands tightly gripping the outward curves of her 
hips as he forced her down to it on her hands and knees. Her beautiful 
buttocks wavered in the air behind her and she shuddered from head to foot 
as she sensed his fingers lifting the skirt of her dress up above her 
milk-white flanks, bunching the material around her tiny waist and drawing 
her thin nylon panties quickly down over the rounded moons of her buttocks 
and off over her black pumps. A sudden draft of cool air wafted over her 
nakedly exposed buttocks and her lovely face flushed crimson red with shame. 
She could vaguely imagine what a sight she was presenting up to him, her 
entire lower body naked and waving involuntarily back at him in lewd 
invitation to any degrading attack he decided to make on her. But there was 
no time for regret now. The couch sagged as he dropped to his knees behind 
her and lowered his handsome head down between her moist inviting loins, 
flicking out his long tongue to lick hotly down the entire length of her 
passionately throbbing crevice. Then, like the gentle touch of a lizard, she 
felt him dart out the pointed tip of his tongue into the tightly puckered 
flesh of her anus, sending a surprising jolt of ecstatic pleasure through 
her that nearly caused her to lose balance.


"Ooooh," April moaned as he continued to lick and tantalize her naked wet 
pussy, teasing at her until she rocked back against him, hating herself as 
she rotated her helplessly exposed loins in small circles around and around. 
God, what a bitch she was, she chided herself, but there was nothing in the 
world to compare with what she felt at that exact moment. It was something 
entirely new and unknown, something wicked! It wholly consumed her brain and 
she could not bring herself to think or even care about the fact that she 
was actually responding like a shameless slut to this humiliating depravity.


Karl swiped his hot red tongue up along the pulsing wet slit one last time 
and then lifted his head to lick slowly along the creamy white smoothness of 
her back, following the tiny bony ridges of her spine until his progress was 
halted by the skirt bunched up around her narrow waist. Frustrated, he 
raised himself to grasp the bothersome dress with both hands, leaning far 
forward as he stripped it up over her head and shoulders. April pulled the 
dress the rest of the way off, lifting her hands one at a time so she would 
not lose her balance as she willingly freed herself of the encumbrance and 
tossed it on the carpet below. The snaps of her brassiere came next and she 
heard him mutter faintly as the skimpy, large-cupped undergarment slipped 
off her and was disposed of as the dress had been. Her magnificently full 
breasts burst out like heavy white mounds, swaying slightly under her trim 
torso in all their flawless majesty. She felt one of his hands reach forward 
to seize the fullness of her left breast, clamping his fingers around it 
harshly as he used the succulent mound for leverage to pull his own body up 
closer to her.


She was completely naked now, kneeling there on all fours like a rutting 
animal, her gleaming long blonde hair spilling down around her slim 
shoulders onto the couch. She suddenly quivered in renewed fear as she felt 
the hugeness of the tightly swollen head of his cock press forward into the 
split between her wide-spread buttocks. She cringed forward to draw away 
from the rubbery bluntness of it pressing into her from behind, but Karl 
merely moved forward again, tightening his savage grip on her enticingly 
rounded hips.


"Okay, baby, reach back and put it in you," he ordered in a breathless 
gasping voice.


"Oh please, no, don't make me do this," she begged pathetically. She felt 
his fingers dig even more cruelly into her soft white flesh, trapping her 
naked lower body as though it were held secure in a human vise. Suddenly the 
full reality of what she was doing blazed anew in her lust-fogged mind. She 
was allowing herself to be taken on all fours, as if she were nothing more 
than a bitch in heat and she did not even know how or when it had really 
started. Yes, it was true, she admitted, true that her senses were 
absolutely haywire with desire and true that she was being unfaithful to 
Lee, her husband. But after all, he had left her, had deserted his own 
daughter and the son he had always rejected and was living with another 
woman at this very minute. What was the sense in being loyal to a man who 
was only her husband in name?


"Goddammit, I said put my cock in your cunt," Karl growled, digging his 
nails into her tender flesh. April groaned as she felt the sensitive skin of 
her backside being torn at so brutally. Despite his thoughtless treatment of 
her, she still could not bring herself to submit. If only he would not use 
such filthy language, she thought, then maybe she could permit herself to 
obey his commands.


A loud whack resounded in the room as the distinguished-appearing older man 
delivered a sharp blow on her milk-white buttocks with the flat of his hand.


"Oooowwhh," April whimpered in pained surprise. She was unable to bear any 
more. In desperation, she reached back between her pried-open legs and 
closed her slender fingers around as much of the thickly bulging shaft of 
flesh as she could. My God, it was huge! It was even larger than she had 
thought and just that realization made her eyes fly open wide in sudden 
abject panic.


Karl slapped the blonde's tender white buttocks again, harder this time, 
bringing a pained cry from her slightly parted lips. Fearfully, she guided 
the massive scarlet cock-head up against the tightly clenching entrance of 
her pussy, biting down hard on her lower lip to hold back the sobs of fear 
caught in her throat. Slowly, it began to prod and work against the set-open 
cuntal lips, parting them and forcing its way inside the tight restricting 
ring of flesh. An agonizing stretching sensation flowed through her, as 
though the delicate pink flesh of her vagina were being torn apart. Then she 
felt her moist trembling loins being swept wider open and his long thick 
penis slithered up into her hot throbbing passage. The heavy weight of his 
hairy solid loins crashed forward hard against her yielding white ass, 
pushing her further up on the couch.


"Aaaaaggggh!" she groaned through clenched teeth. Her tight cuntal passage 
was blazing with pain. The monstrous hard cock buried in it felt like a 
great drill tunneling deep up into her softly cringing belly. She struggled 
and writhed her imprisoned lower body in vain to escape the brutal 
impalement, but it was useless. Karl had skewered her all the way in up to 
the hilt and she was a hopeless captive now. April's plush red lips opened 
and closed in torment and sensation. Her tender cuntal walls were 
unaccustomed to the size of the long fleshy shaft penetrating her and it 
felt as though it reached all the way up to her full white breasts. Behind 
her, Karl crouched motionless for a moment, soaking the entire length of his 
gigantic penis in the moist, ravaged channel. She also remained still, 
hoping that not moving would alleviate the pain. She could feel every tiny 
ridge of flesh on his abnormally large shaft and cried out when he suddenly 
flexed it inside her, her brain a seething mass of white-hot fire and 
incoherency. Reflexively, she tensed her inner thigh muscles tightly 
together in an attempt to ease the abusive invasion, but the throb and 
contraction of her clenching pussy walls served only to taunt the probing 
rod of rock-hard flesh all the more. The grey-haired man pulled her back 
closer against him, sinking himself into her another inch. She could feel 
the blunt hard head nudging against her cervix, sending out unwanted 
currents of electric warmth to her womb and ail through the frayed 
nerve-endings of her body.


Again he flexed the broad, blood-filled head of his impaling cock, this time 
withdrawing it halfway from her hot wet vagina, causing her to let out a 
choked sob as her cock-stretched vaginal walls tightened defensively around 
him. Gradually he eased it forward again, then out, lengthening his stroke 
this time. She heard him gasping and panting behind her as he began to rock 
rhythmically and gently in and out of the velvet soft confines of her 
bruised pussy. Little by little, the pain eased and she too began to feel a 
strange masochistic pleasure rippling through her. The flaxen-haired beauty 
began to undulate her naked buttocks obscenely in tiny circles, keeping time 
with the rhythm of the long thick cock fucking into her from behind. God, 
she realized, she was actually beginning to enjoy it. The torturous pain was 
ebbing away more and more, releasing her into a heady feeling of ecstasy.


"How does it feel, baby?" Karl grunted.


"Ooooh," she moaned back at him, "it's so goood."


Kneeling over her crouching ripe body, he gritted his teeth and fucked in 
and out of her with longer, harder strokes that seemed to receive their 
momentum from the very tips of his toes. A feeling of fantastic power filled 
him as he held her soft flaring hips down in total subjection to his thickly 
throbbing cock skewering relentlessly up into her. He could feel the pliant 
fleshy ridges deep inside her naked belly rippling before the merciless 
onslaught of his hard driving penis. He knew that she was his now, his slave 
and he stretched the pale quivering moons of her buttocks wide with his 
fingers, watching the pink wet folds of her cunt clinging tightly around his 
rampant hard shaft. He levered forward suddenly on the tips of his toes to 
plunge up into her flat soft stomach as far as he could possibly go, sinking 
the last fraction of an inch through the fleshy resistance deep inside her, 
the sensitive blood-engorged cock-head ramming her so hard that it brought a 
soft explosive sound from her lips as if the breath had been knocked from 
her.


Karl's twisted, lustful expression gave way to a small smile as he realized 
that she had never been fucked this deeply before in her life. It was good 
that he had decided to use the special passion-producing powder or maybe she 
would not be able to lose herself so completely in the screwing he was 
giving her. Well, he grinned, he certainly would see to it that she was not 
in the least way disappointed. He routed the turgid, jerking head of his 
buried cock deep around inside, enlarging the virginal end of her hotly 
clasping pussy and feeling its squeezing clasp gripping his rigidity like 
warm elastic.


"UUuuuuhhh," he wheezed as her soft enveloping tightness brought a tingling 
flash of pleasure shooting through his heavy sperm-laden balls. April's eyes 
batted open and shut in a lost daze of passion and she spread her smooth 
shapely thighs wider apart as she lowered her rounded buttocks, forcing Karl 
behind her to alter his position and follow her to a shallower level. She 
could feel with obscene delight the graze of his curling pubic hair against 
her sensitive white ass-cheeks when he lunged forward. She dropped from her 
elbows even lower then, to the flatness of the couch so that her magnificent 
firm breasts were squashed tightly against it and billowed out enticingly on 
each side of her slender chest. She began to slowly rotate her upper torso 
on the cushion, the abrasiveness of the material arousing her pink nipples 
to an even greater hardness as she felt the thickly tunneling cock behind 
her embed its full throbbing length inside her. The rubbery distended head 
grazed against the flat surface of her cervix, probing deeper than anyone 
had been before.


April had forgotten the humiliation of bending like a slave while a friend 
fucked her from behind, venting his male lust in her lust-drenched pussy. 
Also forgotten was the thought of her unfaithfulness to her absent husband. 
Nothing at all mattered now but the obscene pleasure she felt at this exact 
second, a tide of sensation that forced everything else out of her being. 
She wanted to be fucked like this. She wanted the older man to fill her hot 
little belly with every bit of huge stiff cock he had.


Her whole beautifully rounded body writhed and pitched as Karl continued to 
fuck hard and deep into her tight moist cunt. With his every solid forward 
lunge now, he jarred her very soul, forcing it out of her and her blonde 
mane of hair swayed shimmeringly from side to side. His tensed lunging body 
was now a ball of sheer uncontrollable passion that had unleashed itself 
completely against the squirming, excitingly soft flesh mingling with his 
own. The very fact that she was fucking back on him like a wanton bitch 
goaded him on to heights of lustful savagery unknown even to him.


"How do you like it, baby? ... Do you like ... my long cock ... fucking ... 
up your pussy?" he taunted obscenely, spitting out the words between 
gulpings for air as he rammed several extra hard strokes between her 
wide-splayed legs. He wanted to reduce her completely to his will, in mind 
as well as body, so she knew her master. He wanted to sadistically revenge 
himself for all the sexual frustration he had felt every time he had been 
around her in the past.


"I ... oh yes," she hissed, ashamed of admitting it aloud and yet afraid of 
offending him lest she lose the blissful feeling of having his huge fleshy 
penis filling her insides.


"Yes what?" he demanded contemptuously, giving her another extra hard 
stroke. "Say it!"


"Oooohhh, yessss, I luuuuvwe it ... your long cock ... fucking my ... cunt 
... Ooooohhh," she finally gasped, lifting up her smooth white buttocks to 
receive the full delicious reward of his thrusts again. She was filled with 
humiliation but was not too ashamed to refuse him. Her drugged mind reveled 
in her wickedness and she screwed her voluptuously soft white buttocks up 
tight against his hard pelvis until she could feel the tantalizing heaviness 
of his sperm-bloated balls pressed hard into the wet crevice below her 
vagina.


Karl slaved behind her, moving gradually into longer and smoother strokes 
that brought his blood-inflated penis almost all the way out of her wetly 
clasping pussy on the backstroke and then thrusting forward into her again 
with a force that pushed in her swollen hair-fringed pussy lips. He grinned 
at the thought of her further humiliation and moved one hand off her waving 
hip to slide his fingers down over the tight smooth skin of her ass. He 
found her small puckered anus unprotected and it was soft and warm.


He could feel the tight-ringed hole working with the laboring movement of 
her softly straining body and suddenly he pushed into it with a quick jab 
that made the tender rubbery flesh yield before his attack.


"Noooo," she groaned, the sound tumbling from her mouth in painful protest, 
her lips parted as if at the end of a long breath. He thrust his middle 
finger in harder, taking a savage pleasure in hearing her sounds of 
subjugation. She groaned again, louder this time, from the agonizing outrage 
against her defenselessly trapped ass-hole.


But he would give her no mercy. He worked his finger around and around 
inside, cruelly stretching the rubbery softness as he ground into her. Then, 
he slipped in a second finger with the first and felt the warm resistance 
give way as he pushed further into the depths of the soft warmth. Moment by 
moment, the deep guttural noises coming from her chest changed and became 
whimpers and finally turned to moans of pure pleasure as her anus slowly 
grew accustomed to this debasing, unnatural invasion. Karl's contorted face 
broke into a smile of triumph as he felt her begin to slowly screw her 
helplessly skewered rectum back on his fingers as he probed them 
methodically around the warm rubbery depths. She was doubly impaled between 
his hard throbbing cock in her wide-stretched vagina and his fingers shoved 
tightly up into her tender young ass-hole.


"Oh, oh, fuck, fuck," she chanted in front of him, her lovely face contorted 
in an unrecognizable mask of wildly abandoned lust. He grunted and groaned 
and quickened his strokes, grinding hard so that his long swollen cock bored 
far up into the hidden, untouched recesses of her womb. Her large breasts 
heaved and quivered as they swayed under her bucking body, the erect brown 
nipples dancing like frantic eyes on the ends.


Suddenly she tightened and shivered in front of him.


"Oh Jesus! ... Oh Christ! I'm cumming, I'm ccuuummming! Oooohh, 
oooooooohhhh!"


Karl felt her hot moist cunt loosening around him and warm gushes of sticky 
wet liquid flowing out on his thick pistoning penis. He thrust faster, 
desperately digging deep into her, wanting her to remember this tremendous 
orgasm for the rest of her life. She jerked up high toward him several 
times, the spread lips of her cunt sucking and working at his tone-hard cock 
as she tried to milk him dry. Her breath was coming in short gulping gasps 
and he thrust deeper again, feeling his own hot load building up for an 
earth-rocking release. His rigid length flexed and unflexed, expanding and 
contracting inside her relentlessly brutalized vagina. Then, unable to 
restrain himself a second longer, he erupted. His hot thick liquid shot up 
deep into the far comers of her womb, filling her almost to bursting, mixing 
lewdly with the wetness of her own fantastic cumming. Her brain whirled in 
mindless sensuality as the scalding powerful squirts kept coming, filling 
her to overflowing with its white stickiness. The moist slippery walls of 
her plundered cunt clasped and unclasped, milking at the jerking cock 
insanely, until at last he collapsed forward onto her arched back like a 
lifeless hulk.


April collapsed limply under him, her legs like rubber as they kicked out 
and fell on the couch. Her heart was beating crazily in her chest. The 
shiny-haired blonde was spent and satiated as never before and the sudden 
wave of shame and humiliation returned to her again as she remembered where 
she was and who was sprawled on top of her with his thick cock still driven 
deep inside her softly throbbing vagina. Tears began to race down her cheeks 
as she pictured the obscene sight they must make with her long legs spread 
wide and Karl lying up between them, sticky white cum pooling on the couch 
cushion beneath their exhausted bodies.


Well, April thought bitterly as she lay there panting, she had been fucked, 
fucked half to death and still she did not really understand why she had 
allowed it to happen. Certainly she had enjoyed it but she doubted now that 
she could face herself or the children without feeling lamed by guilt.


"Jesus, you're great, baby," Karl said between breaths as he rolled off her 
and onto the couch, his now deflated cock popping out of her battered vagina 
and leaving a thin white trail of sticky cum like a bridge between them. Oh 
God, she groaned secretly, it was enough to have been so weak and to have 
allowed herself to surrender to this man whose cum lay hot and white deep in 
her belly, but to listen to him talk about it this way was absolutely 
unbearable.


"Karl, if you don't mind, I think you'd better go home now. It's awfully 
late," she said coldly. Suddenly she wanted nothing more in the world than 
to be left alone with her misery and humiliation. The very picture in her 
mind of them laying together this way, after having indulged themselves in 
an obscene bout of animalistic sex, nauseated her.


"What's the matter, baby, did old Karl tire you out?" he laughed, a ring of 
unmistakable pride in his voice.


"Yes, you did," April replied simply, meaning exactly what she had said. For 
the wealthy grey-haired man had utterly exhausted her, mentally as well as 
physically and she was relieved when she felt him lift his burden of weight 
from her naked sprawled body. Within a few minutes, Karl was completely 
dressed again and stood there looking none the worse for wear. Another wave 
of sickening shame flooded through her as she realized that she was still 
undressed and just lying there with her long legs spread apart, her blonde 
pubic thatch still damp and shiny with the lewd cum malting it.


"Well, baby, I'll be seeing you soon," Karl said in a surprisingly gentle 
voice. Then, sincerely, he added, "I mean it, you know. You were really 
fantastic, April. I can't remember when I've been with a woman who enjoyed 
fucking as much as you seem to."


"Thank you, Karl." the thirty-four year old blonde said flatly, without 
emotion, as she swung herself up into a sitting position. "Good night."


"Sure, sweetheart, I'll be going now. I'll see you at the track," Karl waved 
jauntily as he turned on his heel and strode off toward the front door. A 
moment later, April was left alone with the stern accusing silence of the 
room and the realization that she had again committed a crime against 
decency and her husband, the man she loved and wanted home. First, there had 
been Pepi, her trainer and now this evening there was Karl. God, what kind 
of whore was she! Her whole world had exploded in her face again within a 
matter of the last few hours and the full meaning of its awful impact was 
beginning to penetrate her tortured mind. She began to wish she were dead, 
that somehow she could just disappear into thin air and not have to face the 
shattering fact that she was some kind of slut possessed by a demon. The 
sight of her clothes lying there on the floor in a scattered, haphazard pile 
was proof enough that something wicked sometimes came over her.


Finally, she moved her still naked body experimentally and rose unsteadily 
from the couch to pick up her clothing. Every one of her limbs ached and she 
could see that there were red welts where Karl's fingers had dug so harshly 
into the soft white skin of her tender breasts.


Well, she sighed, there was at least one thing she could be thankful for. 
She had cleared up what might have become a ticklish situation by telling 
her daughter, Brooke, that Jackie was her brother and not eligible as a 
boyfriend or potential lover. It was a relief to know that she had warned 
Brooke against becoming attracted to him. Now, her two precious children 
would never wander innocently into an embarrassing situation the way she had 
this evening. That was one disaster that she had taken precautions to 
prevent, she consoled herself as she started toward her bedroom upstairs. 
She had decided not even to bother with dressing and her wrinkled clothes 
hung in a wad from her right hand, like pitiful symbols of her state of mind 
just now.


CHAPTER SIX


Even though she had seen it with her own eyes, it was still hard to believe, 
Brooke Westingway thought as she sat alone in the darkness of her bedroom. 
But her brain was a lot clearer now and the unexpected sight of her own 
mother kneeling down in front of Karl was less alarming and much more 
acceptable to her. After all, the redheaded teenager rationalized, she would 
be one of the first ones to admit what it shame it was that her beautiful 
mother had been denying herself and letting her desirably ripe body go to 
waste. It had seemed that way, anyway and Brooke realized how hypocritical 
it would be to blame her mother for actually doing what she had been 
dreaming of for herself lately. Perhaps she had been shocked at first 
because Karl seemed like such a different kind of person from anyone she 
imagined April being drawn toward ... especially for sex. The sweet-faced 
girl had come to regard Karl like a sort of distant uncle, a kind and 
generous man with money whom she associated with racetracks and thoroughbred 
horses. The thought that he was also a man, with strong male sex drives, had 
never really occurred to her before this evening.


She remembered how she had been sitting by herself like this in the 
darkness, a couple of hours ago now, restless and unable to sleep as, for 
the thousandth time since her mother had told her, she mulled over the fact 
that Jackie was her real brother. At last, she had been unable to just sit 
there thinking about it any longer and had slipped a light coat on over her 
thin summer nightgown in preparation for a walk on the beach. A few minutes 
later, when she had stepped outside through the kitchen door, the yellow 
summer moon had taken her breath away with its splendor and she had stood 
there a minute to fill her lungs with the balmy warm night air.


Not long afterwards, she had reached her special favorite spot on the beach 
and had sat down on the cool sand to watch the frothy staggered lines of 
surf roll in to shore. She had felt herself drift away and become lost in 
the rhythms of the sea as it slithered in and played out in bubbles only a 
few yards from her feet, then hissed back to regather itself. For some 
reason, the sensuous succession of waves had forced her to picture again how 
Jackie had stroked his hard young penis in between Emma's wide spread thighs 
the other day. The memory had caused the shapely young redhead to squirm 
uncomfortably as she sat there, her perfectly rounded little buttocks 
beginning to grind down rhythmically in time with the cadence of the waves. 
It had almost frightened her how the lunar tide had seemed to pull so 
powerfully at her recently awakened young loins. The night air had searched 
in through her coat and tugged teasingly at the flimsy nightgown she wore, 
drawing the soft material lightly over her pink bud-like nipples and causing 
them to stiffen to erection. The sensation alone had been enough to make her 
think again of Jackie and she had remained there, lost in forbidden erotic 
reverie, for an undetermined length of time.


Finally, the breeze had grown chill and she had risen to begin the trudge 
home through the heavy sand with a strangely sad and melancholy feeling in 
her heart. Later, approaching the house, she had spotted Karl's long, sleek 
low-slung Mercedes parked in the driveway, the yellow light of the moon 
shining on its glossy cream-colored hood and fenders. She had seen that a 
lamp was on in the living room and had decided to re-enter the house 
silently through the same way that she had left. It had not been anything 
but respect for their privacy and that she had wanted to be alone just then 
that had prompted her to want to slip in unnoticed.


She had been tiptoeing along the corridor between the living room and the 
stairway leading to the upper part of the house when a strangling moan had 
reached her ears, alarming her. Stealthily, she had crept up to the lighted 
doorway and peeked carefully into the front room.


She had almost fainted at first when she saw her mother and Karl together on 
the huge couch. She had stood there watching them make love for what seemed 
an eternity, her green eyes wide with wonder and fascination as she observed 
April kneeling and writhing like a crazed animal while the handsome 
grey-haired man thrust himself wildly back and forth between her rounded 
wide-spread thighs. Brooke had been able to clearly see the thick, hard 
length of the older man's penis ramming deep up into her mother's trim 
belly. When her initial shock had worn off, the pretty seventeen-year old 
girl had become thoroughly mesmerized by the sight of the naked couple's 
complete sexual abandonment. She had been reminded of Jackie and Emma again, 
the only other people she had ever seen making love and she had not been 
able to tear her eyes away from the spectacle of Karl's huge glistening 
penis plunging into April's hungry wet vagina like a battering ram, pushing 
the moist unresisting folds of flesh in rippling waves before its cruel 
searching head. It had been like something out of a dream and yet the 
shapely young redhead had begun to feel very real tingles of excitement in 
her own yearning loins. A glassy, faraway look had come to her eyes and she 
had been ashamed of the slightly wet warm sensation that she felt deep in 
the pit of her stomach as she gazed out of the darkness into the softly 
illuminated room.


Brooke had been able to see the look of insane passion on her mother's 
beautiful face and how the cords of muscle in her neck had tightened 
suddenly in an unmistakable sign that something great was about to happen 
within her. Then it had happened. April had groaned out an obscene torrent 
of ecstatic sounds, followed not long afterwards by similar but deeper 
sounds from Karl. The long thick length of his cock had suddenly jerked and 
grown even larger as he had emptied his hot sperm far up inside April's 
twisting, voluptuous body.


Brooke had stayed there only a moment or two longer and then, fearing 
detection, had turned and crept soundlessly up to her moonlit bedroom. She 
had crawled into bed, her breath coming in short excited gasps as she 
allowed the scene she had just witnessed to flash through her mind. After a 
while, she had heard her mother creep quietly up the stairs and along the 
hallway to her own bedroom.


Now, with the big house completely dark and silent again, Brooke tried to 
relax as she thought over the unusual events of the last few days. But her 
adolescent blood had been stirred up and she found it practically impossible 
to lie there without twisting and turning nervously on her bed. The pictures 
in her mind of April and Karl making wild love together gradually dissolved 
into half formed visions of another scene, one similar to what she had 
imagined it must be like to feel a solid male body in the throes of passion. 
Only this time the characters in her dream were different. It was not her 
mother or the maid, Emma, whom she saw enjoying the transport of sexual 
intercourse with a man. It was herself and the man was not really a man but 
a boy; it was Jackie, her half-brother, whom she envisioned lunging against 
her helpless young body. She was fully aware of the wickedness of such a 
dream but she could not help herself from wondering how it would feel to 
have his virile young penis planted between her smooth suntanned thighs. She 
lay spread-eagled on top of the covers, her hand drifting unconsciously down 
over the silky softness of her belly to the downy patch of auburn-colored 
pubic hair surrounding her tight pulsing cunt. Cripe, she thought, what if 
she had the courage to just jump up right now and go next door to Jackie's 
bedroom? What if he was lying awake at that very moment, thinking of her in 
the same way as he stroked his long hard cock with his hand? Her brain 
whirled in tormenting sensuality as she considered the possibilities of ever 
being fucked by the good-looking boy. A disturbing throbbing sensation began 
to spread through her aroused genitals and she was tempted for a moment to 
play with herself the way she had after seeing him with Emma.


But no, she decided, it was silly to work herself up for nothing. She 
remembered how frustrated she had been after that torturous session of 
masturbation and did not want to repeat it now. Instead, she forced herself 
to think of other, less exciting things and slowly drifted off into a deep 
peaceful unconsciousness.


Several rooms away, April grew listless and finally fell asleep too, her 
muddled mind no longer able to cope with the confusing barrage of questions 
that had been attacking it ever since Karl's departure. If only Lee were 
beside her now, where he belonged, her slumber would have been even deeper 
and not just an escape.


Late the following morning, Jackie rolled over lazily in bed and blinked his 
eyes experimentally. The sun had already risen to almost its full height and 
was flooding in through the window to glitter blindingly in the full-length 
mirror next to the door. Outside, the birds were singing in full chorus, 
their songs full of busyness and brash gaiety. The handsome sixteen-year old 
boy gradually focused his dark eyes on the hands of the rhythmically ticking 
clock on the night stand next to the bed.


It was after eleven o'clock!


God no, he groaned in disbelief as he threw back the sheet and jumped 
immediately out of bed. He and Brooke had agreed yesterday that they would 
get up early and go to the track together. Their plan had been to watch 
several of the Westingway two-year olds go through their paces on the 
training track. Now Brooke would skin him alive! She was probably already 
out there, fuming as she watched the stream-lined young thoroughbreds fly 
around the oval stretch of turf during their workouts. She had been acting 
strangely toward him lately anyway-and this would certainly not help 
matters.


His mind buzzed with possible excuses to give her as he bustled about the 
sunlit bedroom, trying to organize his thoughts as he brushed his 
fashionably long hair and then searched through drawers and closets for 
something suitable to wear. He hoped that perhaps he could offset the 
importance of his lateness by wearing something she would like. But it 
turned out to be one of those exasperating times when everything he owned 
seemed to be either dirty or somehow inappropriate. He decided to take a 
quick shower to give him time to think.


In the bathroom, as he luxuriated in the mind-calming coolness of the 
shower, he thought over his relationship with Brooke. It seemed strange to 
him that she should be his sister-even his half-sister-and he wondered just 
how it would affect her if she ever found out the whole truth about his 
being her brother. Actually, that she had no idea of the truth was an 
advantage to him, for he could get away with treating her just like almost 
any other sexy-looking young girl. He thought of the many seemingly innocent 
physical contacts he had had with her and knew instinctively that, as 
brother and sister, those same contacts would have taken on a different and 
uncomfortable character. Nor could he forget the exciting memory of her 
total nakedness in the shower the other day. She was beautiful without any 
clothes on and he had wanted to do more than just look at her.


A moment later, Jackie was out in the bedroom again, standing on a shaggy 
rug in front of the mirror as he puffed and toweled dry his smooth-muscled 
young body. He was still thinking of the irony of his relationship to Brooke 
and it seemed to amuse him. Then, suddenly, the grin on his sun-bronzed face 
straightened to a look of seriousness as he remembered how late he was. 
Maybe she had forgotten ... but no, that was not likely.


He hurriedly wrapped a towel around his mid-section and on impulse, went out 
into the hallway and stepped next door to Brooke's bedroom. So what if he 
was almost naked, he shrugged, remembering that April was no doubt already 
at Del Mar and Emma, the maid, hardly mattered anyway. When he opened the 
door and peeked cautiously inside a moment later, what he saw nearly took 
his breath away.


His half-sister, Brooke, was still asleep in bed, lying completely naked on 
top of the sheets with the sunshine streaming in bright shafts across her 
smooth suntanned limbs. Christ, she was even sexier than he had thought, the 
dark-haired boy marveled as he shut the door quietly behind him. Her firm 
young breasts were voluptuously full and the tiny pink nipples on the ends 
seemed softly relaxed in the warmth of the late morning sun. Lowering his 
eyes, he drank in the intoxicating sight of the honey-colored pubic hair 
surrounding the tight virginal slit of her cuntal opening. He felt a strong 
temptation to walk over to the bed and run his hands lightly over her soft 
golden flesh but he could see that she was waking up. For some reason, he 
remained glued to the spot where he stood and did not try to slip out of the 
room before she discovered him there. It might be sort of fun to see what 
she would do when she saw him gawking at her, he thought and besides, now he 
could put the blame on her for sleeping so late.


"Good morning, Brooke," the attractive boy greeted her in a casual tone of 
voice.


"Jackie!" she blurted as she opened her eyes fully and saw his lithe form 
lurking by the door.


"Yeah, it's Jackie. I thought you wanted to go to the track with me this 
morning," he said with mock severity, his gaze still pinned unswervingly on 
her choice girlish nakedness. "I was all ready to go, but you were still 
asleep and I was afraid to get you up."


"Oh, that's right," the pretty redhead gulped, her hand flying up to cover 
her open mouth. "I'm so sorry, Jackie. I guess I just forgot to set the 
alarm."


"Well, don't worry about it," he said magnanimously. "Hell, it's worth 
missing the workouts just to see you without your clothes on for a change."


Brooke gasped and grabbed up the sheet to cover herself as it dawned on her 
that she was lying there stark naked in front of him. After she had hidden 
her high proud breasts and the lower part of her body from his intense gaze, 
she realized with a slight flush of embarrassment that he was wearing only a 
damp towel around his slim muscular hips. Her bright green eyes locked on 
the area between his legs where she could see a large, slightly throbbing 
bulge protruding outward under the white bath towel. It fascinated and 
excited her and she thought back to the night before when she had pictured 
him holding its hardened length in his clenched hand. Then she remembered 
the unsettling sight of her mother kneeling down on all fours while Karl had 
made love to her from behind. Well, she mused, if she wanted her brother to 
do something like that to her, now would certainly be the perfect time. Not 
that she would ever have the courage to go through with something like that, 
but it was exciting to consider, all the same.


"If you'll get out of here long enough for me to get dressed, maybe we can 
hurry and at least have lunch at the track," Brooke suggested brightly. She 
was terribly nervous and felt as if she would explode if he continued to 
stand there gaping at her much longer. The handsome dark-haired teenager was 
not even looking at her face but down lower, as though his smoky 
coffee-colored eyes could burn right through the thin sheet and devour her 
soft naked flesh again. How long had he been getting his eyeful before she 
woke up? She wondered as she waited anxiously for his reply.


"Aw, the hell with it," he said with a curt wave of his hand. "Why don't we 
just shoot the bull for a while and have lunch here later?"


"What about Emma, Jackie? Are you sure she wouldn't think I was in the way?" 
Brooke asked sarcastically, a kittenish glint in her narrowed eyes.


"Nah, she thinks you're okay," he said calmly, taking her attempted thrust 
right in stride. "She says you're too young and inexperienced to know much, 
but she seems to think you'll be all right as soon as you grow up a little."


"Oh ... I guess she means I'll be all right in her eyes if I start going to 
bed with boys, the way she does," Brooke slashed back, her blood suddenly 
boiling with anger and resentment at what he had said. The curvaceous young 
redhead was so utterly infuriated by the thought of the maid looking upon 
her as nothing more than an ignorant child that she did not even notice when 
Jackie slid down slowly on the bed beside her. His hand came to rest only 
inches from where her closest thigh lay naked under the skimpy protection of 
the sheet.


"Jesus Christ, Brooke, don't tell me you haven't even been screwed yet," he 
said in astonishment after a moment of calculated silence. He was fully 
aware of how sensitive she was to anything that even hinted of her not being 
adult and sophisticated, the perfect young model of April.


"I don't really think that it's any of your business," Brooke retorted 
huffily. Then there was silence, except for the sound of their breathing, as 
she stared up indignantly at the ceiling. When no sound came from him, she 
realized that he must be studying her as she lay there. It was strange but 
she could almost feel the hot trails of desire and admiration his eyes left 
behind them as they roved over her reclining, lightly covered form. Why 
should he bother looking at her that way? she asked herself. After all, she 
was merely a "young and inexperienced" girl and it was certainly no secret 
to her now that he could make love to Emma any time he wanted to.


"You know, you're pretty," Jackie said suddenly. The words came as such a 
surprise to hear that at first she thought someone else had entered the 
room. She lifted her head to check the possibility and saw with relief that 
the compliment had come from Jackie. But it was a Jackie she did not 
recognize, a Jackie with tenderness that she had mysteriously felt in him 
but had not seen or heard until this instant. The very softness and 
sincerity in his voice sheared away her angry indignation like so much wool 
from a sheep. She felt giddy and her thoughts were confused now more than 
ever.


"Come on, don't hand me that," she said defensively, afraid that any second 
now he would change the meaning of his remark into something else.


"Okay, don't believe me," he said quietly, a hurt look in his eyes, "but I 
think you're a pretty chick ... and you're sexy as hell, too."


"Gosh, thanks a lot," she found herself saying without thinking about it, 
then slowly realizing that this was the first time they had ever been 
voluntarily gentle with each other. Usually, they were either just "buddies" 
or were teasing each other mercilessly. She felt the bed give a little as he 
shifted his weight closer to her, his dark eyes still trained directly on 
her thinly-clad adolescent body. She cringed away from his nearness out of 
habit but she was not as uncomfortable now as she probably would have been 
at any other time. Somehow, the closeness of his almost naked body was 
comforting as well as sexually thrilling and she did not flinch so much as a 
fraction of an inch when his hand came to rest lightly on the brown bare 
skin of her shoulder. He smiled warmly at her as his hand moved slowly down 
from her slim shoulder and came to rest on her upper arm under the sheet, 
his knuckles pressed against the warm outward swell of her closest breast.


Then he took her completely off balance by leaning forward unexpectedly to 
place a soft tender kiss on her moist lips. Brooke felt her ripe nubile body 
begin to shiver as she unthinkingly kissed him back, not wondering or really 
caring at the moment whether he was kissing her out of real desire or merely 
friendly affection. Had she been interested just then, she would not have 
had to wait very long to find out, for he increased the exciting pressure of 
his lips on hers and flicked out his hot tongue into the sensuous wetness of 
her mouth. At the same time, both of his hands drifted down under the sheet 
and cupped the smooth round fullness of her breasts, his thumbs teasing 
gently back and forth over the sudden hardness of her pink tingling nipples. 
She could hear him breathing heavily over her and wanted to open her eyes 
and look in his face to see if it reflected the same gentility with which 
his hands moved. But she was afraid that it would all suddenly end and he 
would erupt without warning into his usual sarcasm. She lay there without 
resistance as she felt him move one hand and carefully draw the protective 
sheet down off her responsive young body, leaving her completely naked again 
and available for his hungry eyes to feast on.


"Aaaaahh," she murmured as he ran his hands in a long slow caress down the 
full length of her beautiful helpless body. Her smoothly rounded breasts 
trembled and hardened more as his fingers made naked contact with the tips 
of her tiny erect nipples and she moaned again, not from shock but from some 
new alien wave of pleasure that began to tingle maddeningly in every nerve 
of her being. She was completely vulnerable now but felt no immediate fear. 
She had come to trust him in the last few minutes and sensed that he would 
not take advantage of her intentionally. In fact, the thought ran hazily 
through her mind that he would probably stop if she pleaded with him. But 
she had no intention of doing that now ... or should she stop him? The 
sudden realization that he was her brother, that what they were doing was 
actually incest, blazed painfully through her adolescent sex-blurred brain.


"Jackie, no, we mustn't do this. You're my-"


"Don't say it. Don't say anything," he admonished, cutting her short. He 
knew exactly what she had started to say and had instantly made up his mind 
not to let anything so trivial stand in the way of their having a good time 
in bed together. He sensed too that there had been a barely perceptible 
change in his pretty half-sister. It was almost as though she had understood 
his implied warning against spoiling their fun and now she was moaning again 
as she pressed up against him. Her body strained and worked in unison with 
his hands as they coursed over her. Growing bolder, the handsome youth 
reached beneath her to rub the silky warmth of her buttocks in small 
circles, gently pressing apart the two full white moons and pressing with 
the tip of one finger against the tiny puckered hole of her anus. He thought 
of pushing into her but he did not want to do anything that would raise her 
guard and maybe ruin the relaxed mood she was in at this moment. He cupped 
the full firm cheeks of her buttocks again and then slid his fingers 
cautiously over them and into the narrow damp crease caused by the pressure 
of her soft suntanned thighs clamping so tightly together.


Jackie expected them to clench even more tightly shut as he pressured gently 
down between them with his hand but was surprised when they fell limply open 
without any kind of resistance at all. He pushed his hand up between their 
full satin-like softness until the tips of his fingers came into sudden wet 
contact with the soft down of the thin auburn pubic hair growing 
tantalizingly up between her long legs. He tried to press one finger up 
between the soft moist folds of her vagina but she jerked reflexively away, 
not from fear or revulsion, but from the unexpected contact that sent a 
shiver of warm rippling sensation running up the nerves of her naked back. 
He heard her groan as he shifted her slightly on the bed, placing her 
beautiful nude body exactly in the center of the mattress so that she was 
flat on her back and the whole of her inviting front was presented up to him 
in an exciting picture of hollows and secret indentations.


She was almost as he remembered her that morning when he had spied on her in 
the shower. Yes, she was just as she was then, only better; she was firm and 
young and her voluptuous body shook as though filled with rising desire. He 
lay beside her, running his hands reverently over her soft white breasts, 
her flat smooth belly, her rounded thighs, up and down over her unprotected 
young nakedness with shaking hands that brought forth small animal mewls of 
pleasure from between her tightly closed teeth. His passion was increased as 
he watched the contrast of his sun-browned hands moving over the stark white 
places on her tender young body imprinted by the top and bottom of her 
bikini bathing suit. He watched her open her eyes and look up at him for a 
moment, the hazel-greenness of the irises shadowed by the dim smoky veil of 
building passion that was beginning to race through her every nerve.


Brooke, somewhere back in the distant past since his hands had first reached 
for her tempting body, had drifted into a strange unknown world of deep, 
softly sensuous pleasure. She had lain beneath his hands at first in fear, 
her mind spinning with questions about the wickedness of being together this 
way, but now all conscious thought of why she was submitting or who her 
aroused flaming body was writhing beneath was lost and no longer important. 
It no longer mattered as she felt the tiny licking flames running all around 
her, between the softness of her inner thighs, on the tips of her now 
throbbing and pebble-hard nipples and down again to the burning core of her 
moist vagina where it seethed in white hot heat like the interior of an 
oven.


"Oh Jackie," she whispered softly, her eyes closed again as she floated on a 
raging tide of ecstasy. "Oh Jackie, I love you, I love you."


He planted his fine, sensitive mouth over hers and immediately felt the hard 
rigid pressure of her pink tongue spearing up into his mouth in her 
uncontrolled quest for a warmer, wetter contact with her handsome 
sixteen-year old brother. His hands continued to rummage over her and he ran 
them between her trembling thighs, which did not jerk away this time but 
which opened voluntarily to admit him to the savory warmth of her young 
female loins. He could feel the wet center of her lower torso flexing 
perceptibly in a passionate answer to his maddening touch on her naked skin. 
She was sighing and moaning continuously up into his lips, her probing 
tongue pushing up into his and circling deep around inside as though 
searching desperately for another entrance to his mouth. Her passion incited 
his own. Disbelief buzzed through his brain as he realized that this was 
actually happening, that his gorgeous half-sister was responding to his 
caresses as though they were normal, unrelated lovers. She seemed to have 
been waiting all these years for him to come into her bedroom this morning 
and take control of her beautiful body and all of her senses. Christ, she 
was twisting beneath him as if she were his slave and he were some kind of 
sultan with special rights and sexual powers ... powers that she could not 
possibly resist.


Suddenly, he could stand it no longer and he moved over, slithering on top 
of her softly yielding body like another covering of human flesh. He could 
feel her quivering helplessly out of control under him and he reached down 
his sides with both hands to draw her roundly unresisting thighs up and back 
until the length of her throbbing wet vaginal slit was presented up to him 
in welcome sacrifice. He held her shapely golden legs there for a long 
tortured moment and started to reach down between them to guide his hard 
aching cock up into her, but at the very last instant he hesitated.


No, not yet, he restrained himself, pulling free the white bath towel that 
had been covering his mid-section. Brooke had to surrender totally before he 
dared to do anything that might break the lustful spell she was under now. 
He waited for a moment, holding his breath and then whispered, "Reach down 
and put it in for me."


He sighed with relief as he felt her small hand burrowing down between them 
without hesitation, her soft fingers closing tightly around his rigidly 
jerking flesh. She paused for a moment and he held his breath again in fear 
that she would suddenly regain her senses and turn away from him. After what 
seemed an endless minute, he breathed out again as he felt her thumb and 
forefinger tighten around the head of his long pulsating penis and slowly 
but firmly push it up. He shuddered and his lips bared back over his teeth 
as the thick heavy foreskin peeled back up and she gently pressed the moist 
sensitive tip of his cock into the fleshy, wet folds of her gently 
contracting vagina. He could feel the silky reddish-brown pubic hair grazing 
lightly against it as it hovered poised for entry between the tightly 
swollen pussy lips. The hot, soft warmth was excruciating and it was all he 
could do to hold himself back from lunging forward to bury the whole heavy 
throbbing length of his cock into her helplessly quivering belly with one 
mighty thrust.


But he waited because she needed time and because he knew now that he had 
completely conquered his pretty, naked half-sister. At this moment, she was 
altogether at the mercy of his will. Even so, he wanted her to fully realize 
it. The good looking teenager wanted to avoid any ugly repercussions later. 
She had to remember that she had submitted willingly, that she had let him 
fuck her because she had desired it more than pride itself. His lonely young 
life had taught him to be cunning and to avoid anything that might impair 
his security from day to day and in the future.


Brooke lay moaning and making little whimpering sounds that escaped from 
between her gnashing teeth like quick puffs of steam from a locomotive 
laboring up a steep mountain grade. Her body ached with passion and she was 
vaguely aware of Jackie's form hovering over her. Her lust-drenched thighs 
and loins were spread wide apart and pressuring against a delicious, jerking 
hardness that she remembered placing it there herself, so long ago. She 
hungered deep in her virginal womb and could not understand why he waited, 
torturing her more cruelly than if he had whipped her defenseless body.


Jackie raised up on his hands into a pushup position above the slowly 
undulating body of the seventeen year old redheaded girl. His face was 
twisted in male lust as he glanced down and saw that her wet red lips were 
pursed open in a moist rounded oval shaped by the rapture she felt. He 
peered down between their naked bodies and could see his giant throbbing 
erection pressed firmly into the gleaming wet folds of her parted pink 
pussy. The curly satiny softness of her pubic hair surrounded the long rod 
of flesh in a lust-inciting mixture of red against brown that caused his 
stiff rock-hard cock to throb all the more wildly against her.


"Mmmmmm," she moaned unconsciously as she felt the rigid pressure increase. 
He fought for all he was worth against the all-consuming desire to ram 
forward at that very moment and impale her like a ravished sacrifice at the 
stake. But there was too much of her that he had not tasted yet ... and he 
might never have another chance like this one. The dark haired youth glanced 
down at her large full breasts swaying out gently over her ribs and 
quivering slightly with each pitiful gasp that rose from her throat.


God, her naked breasts excited him! He had to have them right now!


He pulled abruptly out of her and moved forward over her billowing 
snow-white mounds and straddled her with one leg on either side of her ribs, 
placing his long hard cock in the narrow cleft between her breasts so that 
her warm heaving flesh enclosed it on both sides. Her eyes opened 
momentarily but flickered shut again quickly as though she were afraid to 
see what was really happening. Jackie's hands trembled crazily as he reached 
down and crushed the smooth pliant mounds between his strong fingers, making 
tiny ridges of whiteness stand up and overflow between his knuckles. He 
kneaded and stretched at them, watching them press against his hands like 
separate straining beings, yearning and yearning for more. He pushed them 
firmly together so that they met across her prostrate body and formed a 
silk-like yielding tunnel in which his cock was sensuously trapped. Gritting 
his teeth, he pressed them hard until the hardened tingling nipples met at 
the top and then he began a gentle rocking motion, thrusting his entire 
throbbing length into the flaccid warm channel formed by the firm, white 
rounded breasts. As he pushed, the blood-filled head of his virile 
adolescent cock appeared at the far end of the fleshy tunnel and brushed 
softly against her chin, leaving a tiny spot of moist seminal fluid there 
where it touched.


Jackie continued the rhythmic rocking motion between her hotly quivering 
breasts for several minutes, sensing his stroking cock growing and swelling 
until he was afraid it would suddenly erupt into a great gushing fountain of 
cum before he was ready. He paused for a while, contenting himself with 
pinching teasingly at her erect nipples and then rubbing them obscenely over 
the semen-smeared tip of his impatiently jerking penis. At the same time, he 
looked down and saw that her eyes were open now, gazing sightlessly up at 
the ceiling. A glazed smoky veil of desire obscured her dilated pupils.


Brooke's curving suntanned form writhed insanely on the bed beneath him, her 
bronzed columnar thighs limply kicking out and then drawing up again as 
though searching for some merciful end to this agonizing frustration. She 
was completely out of control and Jackie knew that nothing he did now could 
shock her, that she would accept any degradation he would force upon her to 
douse the sexual fire raging out of control in her succulent young genitals.


Hell, he wanted to shove his hard throbbing cock into her mouth! His 
passion-glazed eyes focused on her full red sensuous lips still muttering 
incoherent sounds up into the air. They were wet and shiny from her pointed 
tongue swirling around them as she lay suffering beneath him in unfulfilled 
need. He moved up a little so that his bent knees were planted on either 
side of her neck and his thick blue-veined cock jutted out directly over her 
face, giving her rolling eyes a perfect view of the pulsating sperm-filled 
ridge running beneath it. The boy's heavy testicles lay softly against her 
smeared chin.


He sat there motionless for a moment, feeling the firm ripe mounds of her 
breasts squashed down underneath his taut buttocks. Then he placed both of 
his hands down tenderly behind her head and lifted it up off the bed, 
bending her neck up toward him so that her face and exciting lips were 
poised directly in front of the palpitating, gleaming head of his cock. He 
pushed forward slightly, his muscular buttocks rolling on the fluffy 
yielding cushion of her breasts as he pushed the semen-oozing tip of his 
penis between her barely parted lips. He groaned as he felt the soft 
lipsticked surfaces brush gently against the sensitive skin of the glans.


Brooke's sensually parted lips closed at the first contact and he held his 
breath as he waited there for the expected cry of indignant protest.


But nothing came from her. Her passive silence was like an endorsement. As 
though to demonstrate this, her mouth fell limply open and she strained her 
head forward of her own volition. Her movement caught him by surprise, since 
he had thought her incapable of moving at all now and he watched with almost 
sadistic rapture as the tightly rounded ovals of her reddish pink lips 
closed over the tightly stretched skin of his hard pulsing cock. He had 
never in his wildest dreams thought that he would ever see the day when he 
could look down and see his own long penis skewering into the pretty face of 
his own sister.


And she was really enjoying it!


She had started to moan and mumble around the thickness of the fleshy rod 
she was sucking. She used her tongue, slowly at first and he could feel it 
swiping wetly around him, causing his hard cock to jerk inside the moist 
warmth of her mouth. Her lips were soft and smooth and clasped tightly to 
him in a close elastic ring. He could feel them moving deliciously down over 
his virile young length and taking as much of him as she could into her 
mouth, surrounding him with the moist hot warmth of her saliva and the 
tender inner flesh of her tongue. He placed his hands on either side of her 
hollowing cheeks and pressed inward, ramming himself farther into her than 
before.


"Mmmmmppphh," Brooke mumbled, choking as she tried to wrench her head away 
from the thrusting rigidity. Then, relaxing once more, she began to suck him 
again with a lewd nibbling pressure and her tongue licked and curled around 
him as though she had done this a hundred times before. All the deep burning 
hunger in her tight little vagina seemed to be concentrated now in one 
single sensation in her mouth. Jackie groaned above her flailing head and 
kept his hands pressed in against her cheeks. He knew she would make him cum 
and he wanted to make her swallow it so that she knew later that he had bent 
her completely to his will, that he had dominated her as she would never be 
dominated again. He thrust his fiery loins into the rounded open hole formed 
by her stretched lips and rolled his buttocks around on her soft white 
breasts as though he wanted to crush them down into her chest. Wide-eyed, he 
watched from above as his glistening wet flesh disappeared deeply between 
her roundly clasping lips. He could feel all of himself, every inch and 
nerve of his young throbbing cock, pulsating and jumping in the moist 
saliva-filled warmth of her mouth. His laboring loins were growing hot and 
he was sweating between his legs, but still she sucked, kissing and licking 
it on the out-stroke, then burying her pretty face in his hairy loins until 
he knew that his supreme moment was not far away. The pressure building up 
in his heavy swaying balls was almost unbearable and his stroking penis 
seemed to inflate and grow to a size beyond anything it had ever achieved 
before. It would not be long now.


Suddenly there was a spastic jerk inside him and nothing in the world could 
have stopped the white liquid gush that was rushing up in torrents from his 
aching balls and out the tip of his wildly leaping cock. Brooke groaned 
beneath him as the first thin spurts of the creamy white liquid flooded into 
the back of her throat, filling the warm moist cavity, then bloating and 
stretching her cheeks until they nearly burst.


The beautiful redhead's mouth worked gluttonously, swallowing and sputtering 
to keep from choking on the sticky wet sperm as he continued to empty his 
heavily emptying balls into the depths of her very being. Jackie's tingling 
body quivered above her as he felt the last dregs of his hot load being 
drained from his rapidly deflating penis. He was utterly exhausted for the 
moment and had to brace himself with his hands tangled in her copper-colored 
hair to keep from falling to one side on the bed. He began to move away from 
her but to his surprise she would not let his deflated cock escape from her 
lips. She kept on sucking gently, undulating her smooth soft hips behind him 
down into the bed and rubbing her legs hungrily together as he watched with 
disbelief the thin tiny trails of sticky white cum running down from the 
comers of her bruised mouth to her chin below. He had never experienced 
anything like this and it seemed as though he had been milked of every last 
ounce of strength he had ever had in his life.


But she was determined to revive him. After a short while, his limp cock 
began to thicken again in the soft, slippery warmth of her mouth. She licked 
and nibbled at it gently, seeming to take delight in her strange power to 
bring him to life again. Finally, when he had grown to his full size for the 
second time that morning, his doubt that he could ever make love again began 
to fade. She continued to lick and nip at him for a moment longer, swiping 
her slippery red tongue around and around it until she was certain that it 
was restored to its full length and power. Then she let her head fall back 
heavily on the bed. The throbbing, rejuvenated penis slipped wetly from her 
lips, a thin sticky trail of semen still linking it to her mouth. Her large 
eyes fluttered open and she looked up at him with a pleading, desire-ridden 
look on her exquisite face.


"Please, Jackie, fuck me now," she begged in a desperate whisper.


Jackie did not hesitate and lifted his buttocks from her tightly squashed 
breasts to move down the length of her naked body. He came to rest directly 
between her already open thighs and reached down between them to guide 
himself into her. He could feel the wet, pink lips of her open cunt 
throbbing in eager anticipation as with his fingers he aimed the flared head 
of his newly stiffened penis straight into her. He paused for a moment to 
part the sparse auburn pubic hair, now drenched with her own secretions and 
then rammed it all the way up to her cervix with one smooth hard stroke.


"Aaaaagggh," she screamed from the brutal penetration of her 
never-before-fucked cunt. But her pain was only momentary and the greedy 
moist walls of her vaginal passage clasped around his fleshy hardness so 
firmly it almost drove him crazy. He thrust slowly into her virginal wet 
cunt, feeling her insides flower open to receive him deep up in her womb. 
She was groaning and murmuring unintelligibly now as he began to fuck 
viciously into her, baring his teeth with every forward lunge. Her arms 
reached up to twine around his neck, pulling his smooth muscular back 
downward until his chest mashed into the white softness of her upthrust 
breasts.


"Oooooh, yesss, fuck meeee," she muttered in a strange unfamiliar voice. 
Jackie plunged his hotly throbbing cock harder and harder, deeper and deeper 
into the soft wet cavern of her pussy, feeling the whole of her lower body 
spreading open before his onslaught. Her entire passion-driven body jerked 
and twisted and she moaned incessantly, her lips twisted in pure animal 
lust. Her ripe mouth moved ceaselessly and her nostrils flared in untamed 
desire that had taken hold of her being as though she were writhing in the 
throes of a violent seizure. Her forehead was coated with a light sheen of 
glistening sweat that had poured from her skin below her crown of disheveled 
red hair.


There was nothing that could stop her wild race for fulfillment now and the 
handsome lusty teenager fucked deep up into his half-sister's tightly 
throbbing vagina to bring her to completion as soon as possible. She wailed 
up into the summery air of the room as he slipped his strong, anxious hands 
under the wildly lurching cheeks of her buttocks and cupped them firmly, 
lifting them up off the mattress to gain better access to her open and 
hungry loins. With that advantage, he squirmed down into her with all his 
strength and could feel the soft, tortured flesh of her cunt clasping and 
unclasping like a heartbeat all around his hotly driving penis. He fucked 
into the beautiful young girl from the very roots of his soul and slammed 
the last fraction of an inch of his full lust-hardened length into her like 
thunder.


Her nostrils flared wider as she moaned ecstatically, the cries resounding 
through the bedroom like something wounded. He arched his neck so that he 
could watch his sister's pretty face. It was something he did not want to 
miss, this sudden and humiliating surrender of her haughty pride to her own 
brother! ... She was no longer "too young and inexperienced" to enjoy the 
erotic pleasures and dizzying heights of sex, not anymore, Jackie thought 
vaguely.


Now, now she was writhing and twisting beneath him like a young female 
demon. Her arms, which had been wrapped tightly around his neck as her nails 
clawed deeply into his back, dropped down now and clutched hard around his 
slim, thrusting buttocks as he drove down between her moist, open loins. 
Lewd wet smacking noises resounded through the room with each savage, 
pile-driving lunge he made into her and blended in tempo with the crazy 
irregular rhythm of her heartbeat. Brooke gave out high-pitched girlish 
grunts as she slaved under the exciting attack on her defenseless young 
body. He lowered his hands from the cream-white, hollowing globes of her 
buttocks down to her excitedly straining thighs, moving between them to the 
soft lust-soaked pubic hair surrounding her ravaged cuntal opening. He could 
feel the clinging lips of pussy flesh which held and throbbed around his 
pistoning cock like a tight rubbery mouth, rubbing his fingers in the 
moisture that overflowed wetly down between the wide-split crevice of her 
perfectly rounded ass. Her writhing teenage body was slick from the 
perspiration produced by her wild untamed gyrations and her head flailed 
uncontrollably back and forth on the damp sheet beneath them. He could see 
that her mouth was wide open in abandonment, as though she had become 
something crazed and inhuman and she churned and twisted faster.


"Oh God, oh shit, fuck my cunt!" she gasped as though near death. Brooke was 
approaching her tremendous orgasm now and swung her round sun-bronzed thighs 
up higher to wind them voluptuously around his back.


"Fuck, baby, fuck your cunt up on me, Jackie rasped.


"Ooooh, Jackie, I'm cumming! I'm cummmming!" she suddenly groaned in a high 
ecstatic voice, locking her trim ankles high up behind his smooth-muscled 
back. At the same time, her arms snaked out to clamp tightly around his neck 
as she smashed her open, now pale lips up on his. He could still taste the 
pungent flavor of his own sperm that he had spurted down into her slender 
throat not long ago. Her excited body bowed almost in half and she held 
tightly to him, not moving now but jerking and shuddering around him in a 
pulsating rhythm that served to spew her orgasmic fluid out around his hard, 
still jack-hammering cock, soaking his sperm-bloated balls as they smacked 
wetly against her tiny anus nestling below.


Holy Christ, he was getting ready to cum again too. He had been sucked dry a 
short while ago but the sheer wantonness of Brooke's intense orgasm had 
started a slow agonizing pressure deep within his lewdly dancing balls again 
and he gripped the cheeks of her still gyrating buttocks and squeezed them 
with a crushing strength. He felt her cringe slightly as electric currents 
of blissfully intense pleasure made him shiver from head to foot, his young 
brain spinning as though he were drunk.


"Aaaaaahhh, me tooooo," he drawled breathlessly and increased the speed of 
his thrusts so that his pelvis banged hard and wet against the soft pink 
lips of her pussy and drove his blood-thickened cock far, far up into the 
furthest depths of her crazily writhing stomach. He felt himself cumming and 
cumming and darting his hands down behind her knees, shoved her soft 
yielding thighs high up over her shoulders. He gasped into the moistness of 
her mouth and felt his lust-heated balls give up the very last of their 
boiling white contents. His explosive climax seemed to go on forever, gush 
after gush, until finally he fell heavily forward on her naked 
passion-soaked body, gasping for air.


They lay motionless then, still locked in their lewd incestuous embrace, 
until at last he rolled off her fully satiated young body. When he had 
filled his burning lungs with great gulps of cool refreshing air, he 
wondered to himself if he should say something but there was nothing really 
appropriate that he could think of. After all, what sort of silly little 
speech was there to give just after he had fucked his own sister within an 
inch of her life? Then, for the lack of something better to do, he reached 
out to draw the wrinkled sheet over their naked bodies.


CHAPTER SEVEN


"Jesus Christ, look at her go now! Come on, Thelma Jane, you can do it," Lee 
Westingway shouted excitedly, his voice drowning in the general uproar of 
the throng surrounding him. A tall, ruggedly handsome man with light brown 
hair, he looked to be about forty and was the sort of person who stood out 
immediately from everyone else, even in a noisy, milling crowd such as the 
one packing the Del Mar Clubhouse to full capacity that afternoon.


It was almost two weeks after April's unexpected episode with Karl at Willow 
Run and Lee and April were on their feet shouting out encouragement to her 
four-year old mare, Thelma Jane, who was beginning to make a promising show 
of speed in the sixth race, an $8000 claiming race for three-year olds and 
up. The thoroughbreds were driving hard in the middle of the backstretch and 
Thelma Jane had just moved up from seventh to fourth position and seemed to 
be getting stronger. The loose cluster of horses was still too far away to 
make out clearly and to the naked eye, was only an indistinct blur of 
churning legs and bright stable silks flashing in the distance.


"By God, I think she can do it," April's husband half-shouted into her ear.


"Pepi said she was ready," she nodded gleefully.


The announcer of the race called out the positions again as the flying pack 
of horses came out of the backstretch and leaned into the turn for home. 
Thelma Jane was now third and holding her own, her tiny jockey giving her a 
little more head so that she could stretch out and pace herself for the 
great final effort. As the horses came out of the turn for home, the massive 
crush of people in the stands began to grow tense and press forward, 
straining to see out onto the track over the shifting sea of bodies. As the 
purebred animals drew closer, the low excited murmur of the crowd grew 
steadily in volume, finally becoming an outright bedlam of screams and 
hoarse shouts, building and building as the field bore down toward the 
finish-line and the thudding of their hooves grew louder.


Thelma Jane was now second by a neck and closing fast on the outside. April 
felt a sudden burst of pride as she watched the sleek sorrel mare call upon 
her last reserves of energy and break out valiantly in front of the others 
by a half length as she came down to the wire. A deafening roar, mixed with 
groans, exploded as the three front "money" horses thundered across the 
finish-line, their big round eyes bulging as white froth flew from their 
mouths where they strained at the bits.


"I'll be a son-of-a-bitch, she did it," Lee announced loudly, flinging out 
his right arm around his beautiful blonde wife's shoulders and drawing her 
in close to his broad chest, his hazel eyes sparkling.


"Whoopee!" April yelled joyously, melting without the least resistance 
inside the snug circle of his protective embrace. Her blue eyes twinkled 
brightly, mirroring the bouncing gaiety she felt and her stunningly elegant 
face was tremulous with wild excitement.


"Excuse me for saying so," Lee put in sardonically, "but it looks like I 
decided to come home at just the right time. With the purse, the winnings 
from our bets ought to total out to a fairly impressive sum."


"But darling, aren't you forgetting something?" the voluptuous blonde teased 
back. "We haven't been to see our lawyer yet, so Thelma Jane is still 
legally mine ... Remember?"


Lee reflected a moment without speaking, his intelligent facial features 
masking his real feelings about what she had just said in devilish jest. 
April was immediately sorry that she had dared to tease him, especially 
about money, because she had no idea what his financial status was at the 
moment and she knew he was particularly sensitive about such things. But 
what could it possibly matter now, now that he was home with her again. As 
they made their way, hand in hand, through the expensively dressed multitude 
of people, her mind flashed back happily to the day before yesterday. She 
had been sitting up late, reading alone in the living room at Willow Run, 
when suddenly there had been a knock at the front door. She had nearly 
fainted on the spot when she had opened the door and seen her husband 
standing there, a sheepish grin on his face as he had asked if he could come 
in and talk with her for a while. At first, it had been awkward and their 
conversation had come to several full stops as the result of touching upon 
forbidden subjects. But after a few drinks together, they had relaxed a 
little and laughed at some of the silly things they had said to each other 
out of anger just before their separation.


Lee had explained to her that he had never loved Dixie, had only taken up 
with her because she had been handy at the time and that he had come to 
loathe and pity her the longer they stayed together. Then he had said 
something that April still remembered as one of the happiest moments of her 
life. Her handsome masculine husband had confessed how desperately he had 
missed her during the eighteen long, dragging months of separation. He told 
her how he had fought against the powerful impulse to chuck his new and 
unsatisfactory life aside and to just come home with his tail dragging 
behind him ... But he was just as proud as she was, perhaps more so and had 
tried to fortify his lonely existence with books and sometimes, by attending 
wild underground parties that he had promised to tell her about sometime. 
Nothing had worked, though and finally he had spilled out the truth to 
Dixie, his mistress then, whose reaction had been violently ugly and just 
one more proof of their incompatibility.


Tears had welled up in April's wide blue eyes and he had quickly jumped up 
from his seat to put his arms around her, comforting her with soothing words 
and then asking for her forgiveness in a dignified but shaky voice. It had 
been a truly glorious night, she remembered, for they had decided to put all 
the unpleasantness behind them and to try to make a new start in their 
marriage. Lee had shown great concern about Brooke's welfare and had even 
gone so far as to mention his desire to become friends with Jackie.


"Well, this ought to buy groceries for awhile," Lee grinned at her as he 
came away from the para-mutual window where he had just cashed in a whole 
fistful of winning tickets for a thick wad of bills. "Let's go on down to 
the paddock and find the kids ... Hell, we're supposed to be down in the 
winner's circle anyway."


They met Brooke and Jackie in the winner's circle, exchanged cheerful 
greetings and went through the brief formalities of accepting their laurels 
without a hitch. Other horse owners and several of the trainers 
congratulated them mechanically, eyeing Thelma Jane's flawless lines 
covetously as the excited mare snorted and stamped nervously in the freshly 
raked paddock, her huge brown eyes trying to take in everything at once.


"Hey, I don't think she even knows she won the race," Brooke chuckled softly 
as she patted the high strung thoroughbred's lathered neck. "Where's Pepi? 
Doesn't he even care when one of our horses wins a race?"


"Don't worry about Pepi right now," April broke in with a mock frown of 
reproval. "For your information, dear, he's getting another one of our 
horses ready for the last race today-another winner, I hope."


"Well, one victory should be enough for us today. Let's go home now," Lee 
suggested matter-of-factly. "I don't know about the rest of you, but I'm so 
hungry I could eat my way through a whole side of beef."


"That won't be necessary, dad," Brooke smiled prettily, "because we're going 
to be civilized this evening and have plain old lamb curry for dinner. 
Jackie and I bought everything this morning, just in case we might have 
something to celebrate for a change."


"Brooke, shame on you! That your father's home again is reason enough for a 
celebration," April beamed as she put her arm around Lee's waist and hugged 
him tightly as they walked toward the parking lot.


"You're damned right," Lee laughed heartily. As happy and full of good cheer 
as he was, he could not take his eyes off Brooke. He had not seen his lovely 
young daughter for well over a year and now he could hardly believe how much 
she had changed during his absence. She had blossomed into a beautiful, sexy 
young woman and he was finding it difficult to keep from staring openly at 
her curvaceous adolescent figure. He was perceptive enough to notice that 
Jackie was also fully conscious of Brooke's ripe alluring body. Maybe the 
good looking young bastard was taking advantage of a good thing. Hell, he 
certainly could not blame the boy if he was getting a little of the stunning 
redheaded teenager's female charms on the side. Yes, Lee thought as they 
walked along, he had changed a lot during the year-and-a-half since he had 
left April to live with Pepi's bitchy wife, Dixie. He had learned a lot. 
Many of the things he would never have thought of doing before were now 
almost second nature to him and it amused him to think of how shocked his 
wife would be if she ever found out how much he had changed. It had taken a 
quick-tempered slut like Dixie to show him how truly naive he had always 
been about sex. Now, though, he could almost objectively appreciate the 
stimulating contours of a well-shaped female body without guilt even though 
it might be his own daughter's body.


Yes, he thought, he would have to have a heart-to-heart talk with April 
about sex.


"How's the old Cadillac running these days, Daddy?" Brooke asked as the 
group approached the formidably long and stately black limousine where he 
had left it parked in the area reserved for owners and trainers.


"Oh, about the same as always, honey," he replied casually. "It's like me, 
you know. It looks big and impersonal, but really it's friendly and 
dependable ... and it always performs well when the chips are down."


"Wow, I always said my father was modest," Brooke quipped.


"Sometimes it's more important to be truthful than modest," Lee said 
philosophically. "Isn't that right, Jackie?"


"If you say so, sir," the dark haired boy answered with a clear tone of 
exaggerated respect in his voice.


"God, what a crazy family," April smiled tersely as they all piled into the 
enormous black Cadillac. Everything had seemed to be going so well ... so 
far anyway ... and she did not want the new peaceful equilibrium of her 
family to suddenly fall apart because of the same old problem-the strained 
relationship between her husband and her illegitimate son, Jackie. 
Attempting to change the subject and lighten everyone's mood at the same 
time, she sighed with a feigned weariness and added, "You know, if I were 
Thelma Jane, I'd be ashamed to belong to us."


"Aren't you forgetting something?" Lee asked sarcastically as he switched on 
the ignition and started the powerful engine. "Remember, Thelma Jane belongs 
to you now. She's all yours ... just like ... well, it's not important."


In the back seat, Jackie tightened his secret grip on his half-sister's hand 
as the black car zoomed out of the parking lot and out onto the eight lane 
freeway.


CHAPTER EIGHT


Brooke and Jackie had finished dinner and were huddled closely together in a 
far comer of the living room, talking animatedly about that day's events at 
the racetrack. They seemed to be comfortably intimate and content together. 
Lee and April were seated on the giant opulent couch across the room, 
sipping coffee and little nips of cognac during occasional breaks in their 
relaxed conversation. The beautiful blonde was ecstatically happy-she felt 
like a wife again and she was deliriously optimistic about the future. To 
her, it seemed that finally there was a good chance they could be a real 
family. Soon after they had arrived home from Del Mar, Lee had even 
apologized for being almost rude to Jackie during the drive back to Willow 
Run. A few minutes later, he had gone off to find the boy and the two of 
them had disappeared for over an hour in the upstairs study, finally 
emerging with broad grins on their faces. Lee had explained that he and 
Jackie had come to a man-to-man understanding but he had not bothered to say 
just what that understanding was all about.


"Oh, by the way, April, did I tell you I saw Karl last week?" Lee asked 
suddenly. "We met each other by accident at a funny little Italian 
restaurant in New York City. After we finished our meal, we downed a few 
drinks at the bar and had a nice long talk."


"Oh ... No, dear, you hadn't said anything about it," April replied in a 
tight tremulous voice, her heart beating crazily in her throat at the 
mention of Karl's name. "What did he have to say? Anything of importance?"


"We talked about you, mostly," Lee said quietly, his eyes intensely 
searching her face as he spoke.


"And just what did Karl say about me?" she asked nervously, her voice 
quaking with fear of what her husband's answer might be. She felt her 
new-found sense of security beginning to crumble all around her as the 
seconds passed by with agonizing slowness.


"Well, he thinks that you're beautiful, sexy and intelligent, in just about 
that order and he'd like to marry you someday," Lee said evenly, his eyes 
straying slowly from her lovely face to wander secretly over the ripe lush 
curves of her voluptuous body. "Beyond that, we really didn't talk about 
anything of terrific importance."


"So, that's all there was to it, then," April said with the barest trace of 
a question in her quivering voice. Oh God, it was too good to be true, she 
sighed with inward relief, for she knew that Karl was inclined to be a bit 
of a braggart and had doubted that he would pass up a prime opportunity to 
boastfully inform her husband, Lee, that he had thoroughly fucked his wife 
on this very couch that they were sitting on now. God knows, it had been an 
awful mistake, another serious chink in her moral armor and she had been 
paying heavily for it ... in the currency of guilt ... ever since that 
strangely trance-like night two weeks ago. It had seemed like just another 
repetition of that nightmarish afternoon, over sixteen years ago, with her 
trainer, Pepi.


"Hey, wait a minute," Lee interrupted after a long moment of silence. "Now 
that I think of it, he did say something else. He told me that he fucked you 
a couple of weeks ago."


"He-he what!" she sputtered.


"He said he fucked you, April. That's all," Lee repeated with cool calmness. 
"He did say you were a good lay, however and he couldn't seem to understand 
why anyone with your talents couldn't make it in bed with me."


"K-Karl told you that ... and you don't think it's very important?" she 
blurted, unable to believe that she had heard him correctly. "God, Lee, what 
did you say to him?"


"What could I say?"


"I mean, didn't you call him a liar?"


"Why should I call him a liar? He fucked you, didn't he?"


"Well ... "


"Well...?"


"Yes, but it was an accident, I swear it and I've been suffering for it ever 
since," April sobbed, certain now that Lee would jump up from the couch and 
leave her all alone again-just as he had before when he had suspected her of 
being unfaithful to him.


"Why suffer?" he questioned in what seemed to her an unusually calm tone. 
"What's wrong with a harmless fuck?"


"You don't care...? It doesn't matter at all to you?" she flustered, a spark 
of irritation slowly fanning itself to full-fl-edged anger in her mind.


"Sure it matters, April, but not in the selfish way you seem to think it 
should," he said with a level-headed coolness, his eyes still fixed intently 
on the sensuous-looking curves and swells of her body rather than on her 
face. "I've admitted that living with Dixie was certainly no picnic, but at 
least I learned a few things. I learned how absolutely senseless it is to be 
jealous of what someone else ... even your husband or wife ... does with his 
or her body. If you felt like making it with Karl, that was your business. 
Hell, we weren't even together at the time and besides, you had no way of 
knowing if you would ever see me again or not."


April sat there feeling a strange mixture of emotions. For one thing, she 
was definitely relieved that he was not angry and jealous about her erotic 
interlude with Karl. But, at the same time, she was also slightly 
disappointed in the fact that he was taking it so well. As far as she was 
concerned, she had committed plain and simple adultery and she could not 
even bear to think back on the occasion without cringing. Actually, she knew 
that what he was saying made perfect sense but that did not seem to excuse 
the cold fact that she had allowed another man to make passionate love to 
her.


"Come on, forget about it now," Lee said, patting her shoulder warmly and 
then slipping his arm around her. "I probably should never have brought up 
the subject, but I didn't want you to be afraid or feel that you had to hide 
the truth from me. I wanted you to know the most important thing is that I 
love you-even if you do fuck other men behind my back."


The wry devilish grin on his ruggedly handsome face melted her automatically 
and she found herself snuggling closer to him as she placed her head on the 
comforting warmth of his shoulder. Responding to her display of tenderness, 
he drew her even more tightly against him, the fingers of his right hand 
brushing lightly over the material of the dress that covered the full 
outward swell of her firm breast. April shuddered slightly from the pleasant 
contact and suddenly remembered the wonderfully satisfying session of 
love-making they had had together in bed last night. Even though she still 
did not know why it had happened, she had to admit to herself that her 
experience with Karl had seemed to ignite some previously hidden inferno of 
desire in her that she had not known existed.


She smiled as Lee ran his eyes appreciatively over the full length of her 
voluptuously ripe body. She could feel a slight throb within her as he 
undressed her with his searching eyes. She took another long drink of cognac 
and felt a warm glow as it flowed smoothly down her throat, stimulating her 
nerves almost as much as the pressure of her husband's male body against her 
ripely yielding softness. It was almost too good to be true, she thought, 
afraid that the deep sense of pleasure she felt would suddenly vanish into 
thin air. It was strange what alcohol could do to a person and she 
remembered with embarrassment the lewd, obscene spectacle she must have made 
of herself the night she had lost control with Karl and turned into a 
shameless, frenzied animal. But now that Lee was home, it seemed impossible 
to her that anything like that could ever happen again.


Suddenly she felt Lee's strong arms pulling her to him and his lips came 
moistly down on hers, his tongue probing wetly into her mouth. She sucked on 
it gently, letting herself melt into the hollows and curves of his muscular 
body. She could feel herself begin to tremble from the excitement of his 
kiss and her thoughts about Karl slowly faded away. Lee held the kiss for a 
long time and she could suddenly feel a slight jerk where his hard male 
loins pressed into the pliant softness of her stomach. He was getting hard 
and she sensed a sudden tensing in her own heavy breasts where the tingling 
nipples smashed hard against his chest.


"Jesus, let's fuck," he whispered hotly into her ear.


Lee had never used such language before but now the word strangely excited 
her. She reached down between their bodies and boldly stroked his rigid 
penis, an irresistible feeling of wickedness overpowering her as never 
before. The electric tingling sensation in her full breasts ran down to her 
clenching thighs and vibrated there magically for a moment.


"I mean it, dammit," he said thickly. "Take off your dress before I rape 
you."


"You idiot, I can't do it here ... Jackie and Brooke are in the same room 
with us, or have you forgotten," she said in a whisper.


"Oh hell, April, forget about them," Lee grumbled.


"But how can I?" she asked breathlessly, glancing quickly over at the two 
attractive teenagers who were sitting at the other end of the room.


"Believe me, it's easy," Lee huskily assured her. "During my little chat 
with Jackie this afternoon, I discovered that the kids are a damned sight 
more experienced and understanding about some things than you might think."


* * *


"Go ahead, just have a look at them," Jackie urged quietly, edging a little 
closer to Brooke. "I told you that your old man's a swinger. Christ, we 
actually talked about things like that this afternoon."


"Really? Are you sure you're not just saying that?" Brooke interrogated as 
she peeked over at her mother and father out of the comer of her eye. She 
sat dazed for a moment, her delicate jaw hanging open as she watched Lee's 
hand slip down the front of April's low-cut dress, cupping her mother's 
firmly rounded breast in his hand. She could not remember ever having seen 
her father behave this way in front of other people. And yet, for that 
matter, she had never seen April exhibit her feelings so openly, at least 
not sexually.


There was no denying that the sight of her parents brazenly caressing each 
other was an exciting thing to watch and she did not object when Jackie's 
warm hand reached out to hold her own quivering breast. She closed her eyes 
tightly shut as he moved closer and pressed his eager lips demandingly on 
hers. The lush-bodied young redhead strained against her brother without 
even thinking, feeling her inhibitions peel away and become unimportant.


* * *


"I'm not kidding, April. Take off your dress," Lee ordered her with harsh 
urgency. The aroused blonde disliked his imperious manner but knew that he 
was easily offended and did not want to spoil their new start by resisting 
him. Her hands trembled as she reached up behind her and slid the zipper 
silently down from her neck to the white swelling moons of her buttocks. She 
lifted the dress over her head and dropped it softly back against the couch. 
Then she reached behind her again and unsnapped the brassiere, gasping a 
little as the cool rush of air touched the pink tips of her breasts and 
caused the rounded circles of her nipples to leap to erection. She dropped 
the now useless garment to the floor beside the couch. Her near nakedness 
sent forbidden chills of excitement over her flesh, thrilling her as she had 
never been thrilled before. The thought that she was undressing in front of 
her husband and children added to the increasing sense of arousal she felt.


She could hear her husband next to her struggling out of his clothing and 
she smiled at his obvious impatience to get at her. Then, she felt his hands 
anxiously reaching for her and making contact with the cool nakedness of her 
shoulder.


"Darling, are you sure this is all right? I'm afraid," she breathed softly. 
Lee's hands increased their searching boldness on her naked flesh in answer 
to her question. Then, he hooked his fingers in the narrow elastic 
waist-band of her panties and stripped them down over the rounded fullness 
of her hips and thighs as she instinctively lifted her white smooth buttocks 
to aid him. Her husband's hands renewed their demanding quest and ran over 
her naked limbs. She sat still, her arms at her sides, as she trembled from 
the sensuous pleasure running through her. He leaned forward and dropped his 
head to her firm set milk-white breast, cupping it in his hand as he sucked 
the throbbing light brown nipple deep into his hungry mouth.


"Please, please, darling, don't do it here ... in front of the children," 
she begged. She knew it was impossible to refuse anything he asked of her 
now and a small ball of fear began to grow in her churning stomach. God 
knows, she wanted to please him more than anything else in the world but she 
was also filled with terror that Brooke and Jackie might think awful things 
about her now.


She yielded when Lee pushed her gently down onto the couch. She had never 
felt anything like the first sensation of it touching her back. It was 
almost like velvet and was deliciously warm and sensuous. She wriggled her 
bare back against the cushion like a cat as her husband snuggled down beside 
her. He made no attempt to conceal his movements and she was certain that 
Brooke and Jackie could clearly see what was going on between their parents. 
She waited quietly for a moment as Lee pressed his naked body close to hers 
and then groaned softly from the beautiful sensation it caused. After a 
moment, his wet moist lips began a gentle nibbling along the silky flesh of 
her shoulder, sending goose bumps racing over her skin. She quivered 
uncontrollably from the sudden unexpected sensation and dropped her hand 
down between their anxiously yearning bodies again to grasp his huge 
throbbing cock with her fingers. He groaned aloud as she pushed against it 
and peeled the heavy foreskin back over the rubber blood-filled head.


April laughed inwardly at herself through the waves of desire building deep 
in her heaving stomach. Suddenly it seemed almost funny that this should be 
happening here in the living room, right out in the open and in front of the 
children and on the same couch where Karl had taken her from behind that 
night two weeks ago. It was the last disciplined thought she had, for Lee's 
hot mouth fastened tightly on one of her stiffened nipples and began an 
exciting sucking pressure on it. At the same time, his hands coursed 
thrillingly over the soft smoothness of her thighs and belly. His mouth 
played for a long teasing moment at her naked breasts, moving from one to 
the other, his tongue trailing wetly down the narrow valley of flesh between 
them. God, he was driving her insane and her unabated lust rose to new giddy 
heights.


His wet lips moved down over her now shivering stomach, his thickly 
throbbing cock slipping loose from her hand as he moved slightly away. He 
ground his hot tongue for a moment into the hidden recess of her navel, 
bringing small mewls and gasps of pleasure from her sensually open mouth. He 
eased his face down lower, sending maddening sensations of indecent pleasure 
trailing after his gently nipping teeth. She felt her tender thighs being 
pressed firmly open and she made no effort to resist as he knelt down 
between them.


April sucked in her breath with a gasp as she felt his fingers spreading the 
tingling hair-covered lips of her vagina and the coolness of the air 
touching her there. Then his tongue snaked out, the tip of it teasing 
moistly against the tiny bud of her clitoris and causing it to throb into 
greater hardness. He moved his fingers to spread the tight opening of her 
pulsating cunt wider apart, suddenly darting down his tongue from her 
clitoris and thrusting it deep into the moist pink flesh of her hotly 
trembling cunt-hole. She jerked from the sudden wet touch and reached down 
unconsciously to tangle her fingers in his light brown hair and pull his 
face up hard against her eagerly flowering loins.


His tongue circled around maddeningly up inside her, the pointed tip 
flicking gently lizard-like against the seeping wet walls of her pussy. A 
long throaty groan escaped her lips from deep in her throat and she began to 
chant out a lewd rhythmic song of passion.


"Oooooh," she moaned, the sound rising and falling with the labors of her 
ecstasy. Her long legs splayed out wide and she jackknifed her knees up hard 
against her swaying white breasts to open her overheated pussy as much as 
she could to him. He pulled the upturned crevice wide apart with both of his 
hands, stretching it cruelly as he heard her begging for more. He dropped 
his head lower to worm his tongue into the tight puckered hole of her anus, 
thrusting the tip almost halfway inside.


"Oh God, Leeee!"


An abnormal masochistic wildness had taken complete control of her body as 
she lay beneath the tortuously teasing thrusts of his expert tongue. Nothing 
mattered now but the thrilling agony of the brain-blurring sensation 
rippling over every inch of her naked white flesh. The blonde beauty twisted 
and writhed beneath her husband's lewdly impaling tongue and began to grunt 
out all the obscene words that filled her tortured brain.


Lee worked like a demon over his lust-impassioned wife, thinking vaguely of 
what Karl had said about her being such a hot-blooded bitch. He flicked his 
tongue faster and felt her writhing body working beneath his, her soft 
thighs opening and closing spasmodically around the sides of his head. He 
could feel their smooth warm silkiness pressing tightly against his ears 
every time she jerked hard from an especially deep thrust of his tongue in 
her steaming wet cunt. Then her flat little belly began to rise and fall 
more quickly, her head pitching out of control from side to side on the 
couch cushion, her long blonde hair lashing out from her beautiful face like 
shimmering gold.


April's quivering legs pressed tighter against the sides of his head, 
matching the rhythm of his thrusting tongue in her throbbing wet cunt. Lee 
could feel the smooth tendons beneath the satiny skin of her inner thighs 
and buttocks begin to work tensely, straining to drive the moist fragrant 
plane of her pussy up tighter against his mouth. Her swelling pointed 
breasts shivered and heaved with her desire and she reached down to twine 
her slim fingers in his light brown hair, pulling his face desperately up 
into her hot tingling crevice.


He knew she was on the brink of an orgasm ... not quite, but teetering on 
the fine edge. Well, she would get it, a climax she would never forget, Lee 
thought gleefully as his tongue burrowed deep up into the quivering hot 
sheath of her vagina. April was going to cum tonight until she begged for 
mercy, he gloated secretly, but not yet ... not until things became a lot 
more interesting!


His eyes wide open, Lee peered up through the quivering mounds of her 
breasts to watch the straining contortions of his wife's beautiful face. Her 
glazed blue eyes clenched shut, her full red lips baring back over the 
whiteness of her teeth as her softly voluptuous body began to tremble with 
the force of her approaching orgasm. Then, suddenly, he wrenched his head 
out of the grip of her clenching fingers, lifting his face from her tight 
steaming pussy.


"Oh my God, wait Lee!" April almost shrieked as she thrust her writhing 
pelvis urgently up at him. "Don't stop, Lee! I'm almost there, darling! 
Please...." At the other end of the room, Jackie tightened his grip on 
Brooke's shoulder and moved his free hand forward to lightly cup the 
fullness of her closest naked breast. The gorgeous young redhead was alive 
with erotic excitement racing wildly through her belly and lust-drenched 
loins. The lewd sight of her mother and father fucking together on the couch 
was driving her insane with passion and she had made no effort to resist her 
handsome half-brother when he had taken off her sweater and brassiere. 
Actually, she welcomed the probing touch of his hand up under her skirt and 
trapped it there by squeezing her soft white thighs tightly together. She 
moved toward him, the air brushing coolly against her nakedness and he 
traced his hands from her rounded satiny thighs up over the smoothness of 
her flat little tummy, upward to cup the undersides of her firm thrusting 
breasts.


"Take off your skirt and panties," Jackie hissed suddenly. "I want you 
completely naked like your mother." Obeying, Brooke lifted her tight little 
half-moons of her buttocks and pushed her unfastened skirt and the flimsy 
sheerness of her panties down over her gently flaring hips until the 
garments were in a heap around her trim ankles. Out of the comer of one eye, 
she caught sight of Jackie's long, thick rod of naked cock-flesh spearing up 
into the air before him. His trousers were lying in a rumpled pile on the 
floor next to her clothes and he was gazing at her hungrily with one eye 
while out of the other he watched the obscene display of lust between Lee 
and April. He gasped lightly as his pretty sister reached forward and 
wrapped her long fingers around his violently hard cock, stroking it up and 
down in a spine-tingling milking motion. It drove him out of his mind to see 
her graceful fingers touching the purple vein that pulsed heavily along the 
underside of his hard throbbing penis. He could see that she was enjoying 
it, too, because her turgid pink nipples seemed to vibrate on the tips of 
her ripe young breasts and there were tiny glistening droplets of moisture 
seeping out from between her pink, hair-fringed cuntal lips.


Back on the couch, Lee lifted his face from between April's wide-spread 
thighs and rolled over on his back beside her.


"Okay, baby, it's your turn now," he whispered. April was surprised at her 
own boldness as she leaned down to do what he wanted. Before, the thought of 
taking a man inside her mouth had been repulsive to her but now just the 
idea of it excited her.


She started slowly, first running her warm tongue down the hollows of his 
muscular neck and chest, nipping gently at his small male nipples. Then she 
moved down lower to lick hotly at his navel, running her tongue teasingly 
around inside it until she felt his stomach begin to heave beneath her. She 
dropped one hand down lower and grasped his hardened cock tightly between 
her fingers, drawing back the foreskin in a lewd milking motion that brought 
passionate moans from his lips. To be more comfortable, she crawled over him 
and pushed his hairy legs apart, kneeling on all fours between his 
tight-flexed thighs.


She continued the gentle skinning back and forth of his jerking hard penis 
as she dropped her lovely face down to within inches of his trembling male 
loins. Her lush red lips were only the barest distance from the broadly 
throbbing cock-head and she opened her mouth to breathe softly against it, 
allowing her hot breath to flow over the sensitive tip with a teasing 
slowness.


"Go on, baby, suck it, suck it now," she heard him groan above her. His lewd 
words excited her and her pink tongue flicked out, the tip coming into warm 
contact with the semen-smeared head of his cock. She circled it around the 
smooth rubbery flesh as he groaned and twisted above from the tormenting 
sensation she was subjecting him to. The tip of her slowly searching tongue 
found the tiny opening at the tip and darted wetly into it. It was already 
moist from the tiny droplets of seminal fluid oozing out from his 
ever-increasing excitement. The sharp pungent taste and odor of him caused 
her mouth to salivate and her fine nostrils to flare slightly. Then, she 
dropped one hand to cup his soft hairy balls, grazing her fingernails gently 
over the smooth flaccid flesh. She placed her other hand at the thick base 
of his stiffly erect penis where it soared up from the curly brown pubic 
hair that covered the area of his loins. She pinched the thickness between 
her thumb and forefinger and pulled down hard, skinning back the foreskin 
until the large blood-filled head stood out naked against the softness of 
her mouth.


She began to plant moist warm kisses around it, beginning at the tip and 
working down the full length of it to the base and then wetly back up again.


Lee could not stand a second more of this torment. With a deep gurgle in his 
throat, he reached down with his hands and tangled them in her blonde hair, 
thrusting up his quaking loins with the strength of a bull.


April resisted a moment, doubts about Brooke and Jackie running wildly 
through her mind, but it was too late now. Lee rammed the thick 
blood-engorged cock-head up inside, crushing through her soft moist lips, 
between the whiteness of her teeth and on into the wet saliva of her mouth. 
She could feel the pulsing head rub along the full length of her tongue. She 
closed her blue eyes to keep from choking as it filled her mouth and almost 
ran down into her throat.


"Ooooh, April, your mouth's like velvet," Lee murmured passionately as he 
began a slow rhythmic fucking motion up into her face ... She tightened her 
lips and sucked harder, feeling at the same time the excitement in her 
mounting higher and higher.


She sucked like a demon, swishing her tongue with fury around and around the 
hotly throbbing cock-head drubbing in and out of her roundly ovaled lips, 
her head bobbing up and down like a cork on the stormy seas of his lust. The 
masochistic joy of being used, used like a common street whore, permeated 
her entire consciousness and she mumbled unintelligible sounds of passion 
around the thick thrusting cock in her mouth.


"Holy Christ, they're really going at it," Jackie said hoarsely at the other 
end of the spacious living room. "Come on, Brooke, let's go over and take a 
closer look."


"Well, if you think it's okay," Brooke agreed uncertainly, anxious but not 
wanting to miss the opportunity of seeing up close the scene that excited 
her so much from a distance. God, she thought, her father's giant cock 
looked so delicious that she almost wished she were in her mother's place.


"It's okay," Jackie said. "Shit, they're so hot that they don't even know 
we're still in the room."


The two naked teenagers crept quietly across the thick carpet, holding hands 
and knelt down on the floor next to the couch to watch the middle-aged 
couple feast wantonly on each other's sex-driven bodies. Brooke began to 
writhe and grind her soft supple buttocks down hard against the pile of the 
carpet as she drank in the sight of her beautiful blonde mother sucking her 
father's huge jerking cock like a madwoman. She did not notice the covert 
exchange of glances between Lee and Jackie and missed the sly wink that her 
father gave the boy beside her. The only thing on her whirling mind at the 
moment was a slight feeling of jealousy. Leaning forward to get a better 
look at the tantalizing sight, her pretty face came within inches of the 
tall man's gyrating loins.


She was so engrossed that at first she did not notice her father's hand 
reaching out to cup one of her lush young breasts. Lee shifted his position 
slightly, careful not to lose the warm thrilling contact with his wife's 
hungrily sucking mouth, as he caressed the lust-peaked mound of his 
daughter's firm white breast. The gentle touch of his hand over her 
palpitating breast was nearly choking Brooke with a suddenly increased 
desire that she could not understand ... Not that she really cared now-it 
was enough just to feel the impelling, carnal pleasure racing through every 
alerted nerve in her body.


Jackie's dark eyes were glazed with fevered lust as he watched his beautiful 
mother sucking Lee's long rock-hard cock. The sight of her long blonde hair 
falling like rain over the older man's churning loins made his brain spin. 
Christ, he had to do something right away or he would go completely berserk! 
At just that instant, he focused his glassy eyes on the upthrust white moons 
of his mother's lewdly swaying buttocks. Yes, he thought to himself, he 
would do what he had thought of in his wildest, most secret dreams ... He 
had nothing to lose that he could think of, not now anyway.


The brown-haired youth rose from his position beside Brooke and settled 
himself on the couch just behind April's waving white buttocks. He waited 
there a moment, watching his kneeling mother's helpless face being fucked 
obscenely by Lee's long skewering penis as she groaned in submission between 
the older man's legs. Jackie's brain reeled in lust. Now, he had to do it 
now!


Jackie reached out tentatively and ran his trembling hands softly over the 
lovely round moons of his mother's cream-white buttocks. Then, grasping 
himself, he probed cautiously at her with his heavy, lust-swollen cock, 
searching for the hot moistness of her warm pussy with the blunt purple tip 
of his long fleshy length. He felt her soft buttocks clasp at his hardness 
as he guided it with his hand down the smooth white crevice past her tiny 
rubbery anus to the open, hair-lined mouth of her waiting cunt. He felt the 
head brush over the softness of her golden pubic hair before it came to rest 
between the pulsating lips of her lust-heated vagina. He rotated it there, 
mixing his own warm male pre-cum with hers and then he moved upwards and 
shoved hard.


"Aaaaaagggghhh," April shrieked pitifully, lifting her head from Lee's 
throbbing loins as she thrashed wildly, trying to dislodge the impaling cock 
that had suddenly filled her fear-tightened ass-hole unmercifully.


"Daddy, Daddy, is Jackie hurting her?" Brooke asked her father, her sweet 
voice timorous with wonder and awe.


"No, honey, don't worry," he reassured her. "Come closer, baby and you'll 
see that it's all right."


April gasped loudly again as Jackie began to inch his way up into the hot, 
rubbery tightness of her virginal rectum. The dark-haired boy ignored his 
kneeling mother's agonized screams of pain as he continued to worm himself 
in deeper, feeling the tight elasticity expanding ever so slightly to accept 
the unnatural invasion of his lust-stiffened cock.


April tossed her blonde head wildly from side to side, unable to comprehend 
what was happening to her. Her dazed mind could not accept the reality of 
the moment and she was certain that she was going to blank out soon from the 
unbearable pain that was vibrating through every tortured fibre of her 
loins. She bucked back at the huge fleshy shaft tearing up into her tightly 
clenching rectum, but as she tried to throw off the strange agonizing 
invasion, her handsome son rammed up hard behind her and embedded his thick, 
rock-hard cock all the way up to the hilt in the sensitive, resisting depths 
of her ass-hole. She fought in wild desperation for a full minute longer 
against the brutally throbbing penis sunk deep in her vainly protesting 
rectum and then with a final groan of helpless surrender, she collapsed 
limply down on the cushions of the couch.


In her gasping distress, she did not even notice that Lee had disappeared 
from where he had been below her.


Jackie could not believe his own eyes. Christ, his long hard cock was shoved 
all the way up in his own mother's tight rubbery ass-hole! It was almost too 
much for his lust-ridden mind to fathom at the moment with the delicious 
warm feeling of her soft inner flesh surrounding his hard buried length. Her 
white rounded buttocks were moving like a live animal thrashing about to 
escape but her violent jerks only helped to drive his young virile penis 
deeper and deeper inside her.


"Ooooh, noooo, pleeeeeease!" April grunted in pain, continuing her helpless 
thrashing about in front of him. She could feel the harsh pressure of her 
son's lithe young body pressing down on her with a pulverizing strength, 
pushing her down into the cushions, punishing her excitingly smooth-curving 
ass as it waved back at him. She no longer felt human as the impaling length 
of pulsating flesh ripped far up into her nakedly brutalized rectum, pushing 
against the very bottom of her belly inside. She felt as though she had been 
split by a sharp knife and her insides were torn and ripped as they had 
never been before. The pain was almost unbearable and the fact that her own 
sixteen-year old son was causing it only made the humiliating, obscene 
torture a million times worse!


His mother's screams and pitiful pleading baffled Jackie at first and he 
knelt behind her without moving for a moment. April still felt painfully 
stretched and ripped but his motionlessness gave her cruelly split anus time 
to gradually adjust to the unnatural penetration. Then, miraculously, the 
excruciating pain in her cock-spread anus eased a little. A slight sensation 
of pleasure flickered and began to catch fire deep in the pit of her 
skewered stomach. Jackie suddenly groaned as he felt the loosened muscles of 
her anal opening tighten around his long thick cock buried between the soft 
cheeks of her wide-spread buttocks. His tightly-enclosed fleshy rod throbbed 
and he could hardly believe his senses when her plush white moons began a 
slow, methodical series of rotations in front of him. He flexed himself deep 
up inside her in an answering signal. Shit, she was beginning to like it and 
he gasped as he felt her throb and tighten around him like a warm fitting 
glove. Yes, yes, she did like it! He had conquered her and suddenly gasping 
and moaning in his new-found ecstasy, he jerked her almost weightless body 
up to its knees without losing the connection and began to saw rhythmically 
and deep far up into the satin-smooth confines of her forever stretched 
rectum. He watched with soaring joy as the pinkish tight skin of her 
puckered little ass hole drew back with his lustfully skewering cock, 
clasping to it like a sucking mouth.


"Oh please, Daddy, please do it now!" Brooke gasped pleadingly from the 
carpeted floor beside the couch. Lee Westingway could hardly believe his 
ears. His beautiful naked daughter was actually begging for it, begging him 
to fuck her tight little cunt with his hard gigantic cock. Jackie had told 
him during then-talk in the upstairs study that the pretty redheaded 
teenager was a hot bitch and he had been skeptical. Lee had always suspected 
that his sexy daughter was just another cold-blooded replica of her frigid 
mother but now it appeared that his wife and daughter were anything but 
that. Jesus, they were behaving like full-fl-edged nymphos and he was 
certainly going to take advantage of it!


Yes, he decided, he had been missing a lot while he was away. But not now. 
His heavy throbbing cock was resting hard against Brooke's open, trembling 
thighs and he pressed it forward into the moist, hair-framed slit of her 
pussy. It was too much for him-he could not wait a second longer! He started 
to move cautiously but she anticipated him and quickly wedged her hand down 
between them, encircling his massive thickness with her slender fingers, 
causing them both to gasp hotly into each other's faces. He groaned above 
her in amazement as he felt her move it teasingly up and down between her 
wide-splayed legs with a seemingly animal instinct, parting the soft silky 
hair of her sensitive little pussy with the throbbing blood-filled head.


"Christ!" Jackie choked as he gaped down at the flowering pink opening of 
his sister's passion-moistened cunt and his step-father's great fleshy shaft 
prodding at the tiny wet hole.


April felt her breath being whipped away by the efforts of her impassioned 
son as he plunged his excited young cock far up into her wet expanded rectum 
from behind. She hardly knew what possessed her and could not fight off the 
ever-mounting animalistic wildness searing her nerves as she watched Lee 
preparing to fuck his own daughter and felt her young son's fiery hard cock 
scorching her stretched, velvety ass-hole with his lunging strokes. She was 
on her knees before Jackie with her round buttocks raised invitingly high 
and open for him to plunder at will.


Brooke whimpered aloud in a mixture of passionate desire and trembling 
anxiety as she felt the tender lips surrounding her moist cuntal passage 
being pushed open. The elastic-rimmed tightness resisted for a moment and 
her breath caught in her throat. Then Lee pushed slowly and gently into her, 
pressuring against the warm fleshy tightness, until she could no longer hold 
back her sudden cry of pain.


"Ooooh, Daddy, ooooohhh, it hurts, it hurts!"


"Don't worry, my darling, it'll be fine in a moment," Lee hissed, his big 
hands gripping his daughter's full firm buttocks, cupping them and holding 
them up to his surging loins as he continued to press as gently but firmly 
as possible with his hard aching penis up into the almost virginal hole of 
her pussy. Then, abruptly, the tight elastic ring of flesh popped open and 
his huge, blood-filled cock-head slipped wetly up inside her with a rush 
that left Brooke gasping for breath. Her moist red-stained mouth opened wide 
as the heavily-veined cock raced up into her nakedly throbbing cunt. She 
cried beneath him as she felt the warm smooth sheath of flesh slip over his 
long jerking length of rock-hard penis. Automatically, she flexed her inner 
thigh muscles tightly together in an attempt to ease the probing 
explorations of the massive invading shaft.


On the couch, April knelt before her son, Jackie and kept up the exciting 
undulations of her upthrust buttocks, waving the full white cheeks back at 
him lasciviously like a red flag in front of a bull. Slowly, the portion of 
whore there is in every woman broke forth in a wave of intense masochistic 
excitement. There was still a tiny bit of pain but it was wonderfully 
pleasurable and she found herself thrusting and squirming back shamelessly 
to meet the obscene lunges he made into her. Behind her, the excited 
adolescent groaned each time he surged up into his mother and she too was 
moaning and twisting and waving the exquisite whiteness of her naked 
buttocks back at him in lewd encouragement to fuck into her harder and 
harder, deeper and deeper. Her beautiful face was turned to one side on the 
couch cushion and he could see her teeth bared back in ecstatic delight. Her 
long blonde hair flowed out over the edge of the couch and whirled in the 
air as he thrust into her with extra hard force, wanting to hear her plead 
for mercy now. His dark eyes bulged wider as he gaped down at the brown ring 
of anal flesh drawing back with his every backstroke and then swallowing in 
again as he thrust forward into her with the savage in-and-out rhythm he had 
started.


On the floor, Lee lowered his wet lips and gently kissed his daughter's full 
proud breasts, sucking one pink nipple at a time into his warm mouth to 
lovingly tongue and nibble at them. Her naked body was writhing under him 
and she groaned incessantly up into the air. Low hums of ecstatic bliss rose 
in torrents from her chest, her beautiful face working with passion as she 
felt her father's thick wet cock sawing up into the depths of her belly. 
Suddenly, her hungry sucking cunt screwed itself up tighter against his 
male, hair-covered pelvis and he had to clench his teeth tightly shut in an 
effort to hold back his cumming.


Lee and Jackie fucked on and on. The two Westingway women felt the hard 
fleshy shafts pummeling into them throb harder up into the soft wet 
interiors of their naked bellies and they crooned together in a shameless 
harmony of erotic rapture as they drove their openly hungering loins 
backwards and forwards to gain every bit of animal pleasure that they 
possibly could.


"Yes, yes, Jackie, my darling, fuck my ass like that," April crooned through 
her tightly clenched lips as the handsome boy drove into her lust-drenched 
rectum as deeply as he could, flexing and searching with his thick cock-tip.


April could feel her virile son's hugeness growing inside her cock-expanded 
rectum and she knew what was coming. She knew he was going to shoot his hot, 
lewd sperm deep inside her helpless body. Her own climax was at the verge of 
erupting into a tidal wave of electric sensation and the rubbery walls of 
her ass hole held him vice-like.


"Yes, yes, keep fucking it, darling! I'm cumming, I'm cummmiiingg noowwww!" 
the blonde beauty shrieked out loud as her trapped body tensed and spilled 
its orgasmic earthquake of sensation. Behind her, there was a muffled gurgle 
and she felt Jackie's long throbbing cock burst like a dam as he shot his 
hot sticky cum up into her contracting belly, its liquid warmth overflowing 
around his still jerking penis and forcing its way out of the tight nether 
ring of her anus. Now, now she was complete. She had allowed her basic 
instincts to rule over her reason and she suddenly knew that everything 
would be all right now. If she was a whore now, then fine. At least she was 
a real woman again and more important, she was no longer a stranger to her 
own flesh and blood, her son.


Lee had heard his pretty blonde wife's ecstatic moans of orgasm and knew 
that his own climax was not far away. His daughter's writhing young body was 
like fire beneath him, her head tossing crazily from side to side on the 
thick carpet, her ripe mouth open wide in abandonment and anticipation of 
the supreme moment approaching its crest in her voluptuous young body. Her 
small hands came down to clutch at Lee's tensing buttocks as he thrust into 
her resoundingly, his sweat-soaked flesh smacking hard against hers.


Then it happened.


The ravishing teen-aged redhead's sex-fogged mind blanked out completely as 
she twisted and jerked out her tingling orgasm. Her naked body was like 
something possessed, an inhuman thing as she spread her long legs wide apart 
and then pulled them back up involuntarily against her frantically writhing 
shoulders. She swung her golden thighs up and clasped Lee's waist in a 
scissors-grip with her shapely calves, winding herself wantonly around his 
still humping body as she spiraled her quivering wet cunt hotly down on the 
older man's convulsing, wildly expanding cock.


"Oh, Daddy ... it's happening! Fuck me hard! Oh God, fuck my cunt, Daddy 
darling! Ooooooooh, fuck me, I'm cummmmmminnnng!" Brooke whimpered 
breathlessly as he thrust into her, his savagely throbbing penis searing up 
through her tightly constricting passage. Her slender suntanned arms twined 
tightly around his neck, dragging his face down to her soft nibbling lips as 
her entire body arched up convulsively from the carpeted floor. Her 
satin-smooth buttocks and thighs began to quiver insanely against his 
hammering loins, the soft wet walls of her pussy rippling gently around his 
still hard-driving cock as her hot orgasmic juices began to flow out around 
his implanted thickness and down onto the softness of his heavy swaying 
testicles.


Her impassioned words were like a devil's fork, shooting sharp electrical 
shocks through his heated loins and he screwed up into her soft belly like a 
human pile-driver, crashing against her young, tender cervix with his 
straining piston of male flesh. Lee could feel his tingling length begin to 
swell almost painfully inside his own daughter's steaming passage and his 
breath rasped from his open lips as his hands clasped at her smooth upturned 
buttocks, mindlessly kneading and squeezing the yielding satiny flesh. He 
felt the boiling pressure of his climax building in his loins as he ground 
down into her writhing warmth, gasping and moaning as he felt the white hot 
sperm begin to rush up through his wildly-expanding hardness buried deep in 
Brooke's flowering vagina. Suddenly, with a long sobbing groan that echoed 
throughout the living room, he exploded into her, shooting his hot sticky 
charge up into the receptive channel in a seemingly endless series of 
spurts.


For a long time, there was no sound in the house but the muffled explosions 
of the breakers crashing on the beach below and the ragged breathing of the 
exhausted family that lay sprawled obscenely on the floor and the couch of 
the luxuriously furnished living room. Long moments later, they finally 
began to stir, experimentally moving their trembling naked limbs and bodies 
from the postures of satiation to draw closer together. Brooke and Lee 
gained their feet to climb shakily onto the long, overstuffed couch with 
April and Jackie and four pairs of shinning eyes seemed to share a wonderful 
new secret.


Finally, it was April who spoke first as she brushed a strand of 
honey-colored hair from her lips. "My God, I suppose that was all wrong," 
she said aloud in a voice still weak from the passion that had shaken her 
magnificently formed body only a few moments before. A little cloud of 
tension seemed to settle on them with her words but then suddenly she 
laughed gently and shot a knowing glance at her husband who was sitting 
beside her. "But who's to say? Anyway, I know for sure that my babies are 
grown up now and maybe, finally, I am too...." Lee chuckled at her words and 
said, "As a matter-of-fact, Jackie and I were saying that we'd both noticed 
that you've been in pretty good shape for some time now. It just seemed a 
damned shame to keep you to myself, especially when Jackie was willing to 
share his lovely sister with me."


For a split second, April's startled blue eyes met Brooke's slightly guilty 
gaze, then both women shrugged and grinned. Brooke felt an infinite sense of 
relief that she could finally talk to her mother about her love for Jackie 
and April ... April felt as though the burden of fear she had carried with 
her for sixteen years had finally been swept away. She felt no regret to see 
it go.


"Hey, just wait a minute now!" Brooke suddenly erupted, jumping up from the 
couch to stand in front of them all, her hands on her hips as she glared at 
the two men in mock indignation. "Does that mean you two planned this whole 
thing without telling us about it? Is that what you two were talking about 
up in the" study today?"


"Oh hell, sit down, girl," Lee grumbled, his deep tone barely covering the 
laughter that was bubbling up in his throat. "My son and I were merely 
having a man-to-man talk about how we were going to handle the two 
nymphomaniacs we have living with us. Personally, I think we handled them 
pretty well!"


"I'd say so," Jackie agreed with a grin at the older man. "They seem to be 
pretty worn out."


"Oh, I don't know about that," April said archly as Brooke dissolved into 
giggles at the far end of the couch. "A nympho never makes up her mind this 
quickly ... Why don't we have a drink and try it again?"


EPILOGUE The hot west wind slowed and became a balmy breeze that lightly 
lifted the golden and auburn hair of the two Westingway women as they stood 
side by side on the dark sundeck outside the living room. Their delicate, 
fine-boned faces, so similar in their beauty, were lifted proudly up at the 
two men who were standing nearby against the railing. In the distance, the 
sea tossed its silvery waves ashore, drawing them back again with the force 
of a huge cosmic engine.


Jackie and Lee were still slightly damp but wholly refreshed by the playful 
family shower they had taken together after the exciting session in the 
living room. After the two women had stepped out of the spacious shower 
stall and dried themselves, they had decided to douse Jackie and Lee with 
glasses of cold water they had drawn from the sink. Shocked by the icy 
drenching they had received, the father and son had dashed out, shivering 
and naked, to chase the two female pranksters into the living room. There, 
there had been a noisy and exhausting pillow fight that left all of them 
breathless and begging for mercy.


They were silent now, each of them lost in his or her private thoughts, 
until finally Brooke broke the silence.


"Everything is so beautiful ... the sea and the stars are so mysterious," 
Brooke sighed. "But I'm so happy now, I don't think there's anything out 
there I want." Lee stepped back from the railing and turned to kiss his 
beautiful daughter tenderly on her soft red lips. "Take it from me, 
sweetheart, there's nothing out there that's any better than right here, 
where you are."


"Yes, I guess you're right," April chimed in with a warm smile. "As a 
matter-of-fact, there's nothing better anywhere than people who love each 
other."


They lingered there on the sundeck, their faces bathed in the soft light of 
the stars, for a long time. They talked about how they might all stay at 
Willow Run next summer, close to the ocean and each other. A single lone 
gull cried out in the dark silence of the night, seeming to punctuate their 
thoughts.


THE END
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Chapter 1


Joan Frazer hurried down the worn linoleum hallway of old Montock High 
School, books and her class record under one arm, a small can of film 
gripped tightly in her other hand. Her long, satiny brunette hair 
cascaded over her shoulders as she walked quickly, her form-hugging 
dress stretching tautly over her body and accentuating the fluid lines 
of her movements.


She had the body of a lush young Venus, even though she had recently 
celebrated her thirty-first birthday over the Christmas holidays. If 
the young boys and girls of Montock High had cared to take full notice 
of her charms--and some of them had sneaked long and admiring glances 
at her--they could have traced in detail her sensual curves and hollows 
through the pink velveteen dress she wore this day. Through its sheer, 
stretched thinness could be seen the outline of her white nylon 
brassiere, which barely hid the high-set roundness of her firm, full 
breasts whose rose-tipped nipples clearly punched against the covering 
fabric. The short-hemmed dress molded down over a slender, girlish 
waist and a flat, smooth stomach to a long, full-swelling thighs; and 
where the dress ended, slim curved legs tapered down to slender well-
formed calves and ankles.


Miss Frazer's rich dark hair framed an oval-shaped face that was almost 
classic in its cameo proportions. Her hazel eyes were deep-set and 
large, giving her an innocent appearance which belied her age. She had 
a dainty, slightly curved nose with a few small freckles dotted 
puckishly across its bridge, and her full ripe mouth had a lower lip 
which was almost perpetually set in a little-girl pout. The unmarried 
teacher was beautiful in a youthful manner that guaranteed to attract 
admiring attention from the most discriminating of men, and the dart-
eyed envy of jealous, less well endowed women.


She was walking rapidly to Room 12, and the last class of the day; 
normally this would have produced happiness within her. In one hour she 
could say goodbye to her young pupils and head toward home, but the 
coming hour today was one she dreaded with all of her might, just as 
she had hated this class every week since the beginning of the school 
year last September. Once a week she had been experiencing the 
nightmarish horror of having to stand in front of the small group of 
youthful students and keeping a tight check on her quaking inner 
emotions, so that they would not be able to guess the torment which 
surged through her increasingly as the minutes ticked by. Her agony was 
of her own doing, she fully knew; a product of her past catching up 
with her, and of her present throwing temptation continually up into 
her face. Miss Joan Frazer was the teacher of Montock High's 
experimental sex education course. The once-a-week class on Wednesdays 
had probably been the hottest controversy to strike the farming 
community of Montock since the mayor had been in session since 
September, seven months ago, still the small town was split with the 
emotional fury of whether sex and procreation should be taught in the 
schools. For some years now, educators had been pressing for sex 
education in one form or another, ranging from a simple birds-and-bees 
outline to a comprehensive, multi-grade study of sexual techniques that 
included lessons in premarital intercourse, venereal diseases, 
masturbation, sodomy, and other forms of "unnatural," if commonly 
practiced acts.


The "Progressives," mostly in the state's few large cities, had argued 
that the family and church had failed in supplying a healthy, 
knowledgeable program to adolescents, and were cloaking their own fears 
and dogmas in embarrassed and harmful silence. The modern generation, 
these educators maintained, was smarter, sharper, and more solid than 
any other in the history of the world. The boys and girls growing up 
today wanted facts, not superstition, and as they matured into young 
men and woman, they had a right to know the truth about their budding 
sexuality. The most basic condition of the human animal could no longer 
hide behind the prudish skirts of their parents, and should be 
presented logically and matter-of-factly so that they could gain an 
adult outlook instead of the immature back-room gutter attitudes that 
had traditionally been formed through ignorance.


The "fundamentalists" fought back just as hard. Their arguments ranged 
from scriptural quotations and the Saint Augustine concept of "Original 
Sin," to sex education being a Communist plot for the subverting of 
American youth into degeneracy, to the concept that classroom teaching 
would sterilize the romance and love out of sex. Sex had to be taught 
with a foundation of decency, they said; a child who learned sex as he 
would tennis would never have the respect, awe, or control of his 
growing desires, and would soon become cynical and immoral. And like 
religion, they argued, the ethics and decencies which made sex more 
than just copulation between man and woman were too varied from family 
to family for a mere teacher to present effectively.


Montock was rural, away from the centers of the state, and its outlook 
was narrow and firmly planted in tradition. Not unexpectedly, the small 
town was almost entirely on the side of the "fundamentalists," and so 
convinced were its citizens in the inherent evil of sex education, that 
they were caught off-guard by the passing of a sex education law in the 
state congress. Sex courses were made mandatory in all school districts 
as of the current school year, and as a result, the Freshmen class of 
Montock High was given a chance to learn about sex every Wednesday 
afternoon whether their parents liked it or not.


The State Board of Education had passed down a series of guidelines, 
starting with the rule that the class was voluntary--up to a point. 
There had to be at least five students mixed between the sexes, and in 
Montock, there were only five students who were in Joan Frazer's class. 
Because the concept of sex education was so new, and opinion as to 
methods and subject matter were so varied, the Board had decided to 
allow each district a wide margin in choice of what to present. Later, 
after a few years of experiment, a more standardized format would be 
decided upon, they said, based on what would be learned now.


It so happened that Montock's principal, Ozgood Blatherton, was a 
pompous little man who had dreams of becoming principal of larger and 
better schools in one of the big cities, and he had latched on to the 
sex education issue as a spring-board to make a name for himself. 
Consequently, he had set up one of the most frank and explicit courses 
in the state, pulling no punches in his effort to prove to Montock and 
his superiors that sex education was an effective and desirable 
program. The film Joan carried in her hand, for example, was one which 
would have been banned as obscene if it had been screened in a regular 
theater, and some of her previous teaching material would have been 
termed pornographic if the public at large had been aware of their 
content. Mr. Blatherton had also been the one who had selected the five 
"volunteers" for her class, and with an unerring eye for further 
trouble, he had chosen three of the crudest ruffians in the Freshman 
class, including the son of Montock's most prominent citizen, and two 
young girls who had a reputation for wild, loose behavior. And then he 
had handed the powder-keg package over to Joan Frazer last September 
and washed his hands of the affair ...


A bell rang in the distance, reverberating down the hall in warning 
that the seventh and final period was about to begin. Why me? Joan 
asked herself painfully as she reached the door to room 12 ... Oh God, 
why had Ozgood Blatherton picked me for this class?


It was a mental question which she had asked herself ever since last 
September when she'd been given the assignment, but deep inside her, 
Joan knew the awful answer. Ozgood Blatherton may have been pompous and 
career-hungry, but he was also devilishly shrewd, and he saw that while 
he could take all the credit if the sex education course went well, he 
had to be careful or he would be ruined if something went wrong. None 
of the other teachers at Montock High could be used, as they all had 
been at the school for years and years, but Joan Frazer was a new 
arrival, only having taught at Montock for one year previous to this. 
She was unmarried and young, and therefore automatically suspect in the 
eyes of the community, and worse, she had come from "Back East" 
somewhere, from one of the big cities. In time she might prove her 
worth to the town, but right now she would serve as a perfect scapegoat 
if Ozgood Blatherton's plan back-fired on him.


Joan's credentials had been perfect when she first came to Montock 
seeking work, and even though some people had thought it strange that 
she would chose such an out-of-the-way place, the local school board 
had hired her immediately. What the town didn't know, and what would 
have turned Blatherton to an ashen grey if he had learned, was that in 
her heart, Joan was carrying a guilty and soul-sickening secret. In 
reality, the principal couldn't have picked a worse person to teach the 
young boys and girls about sex, for it was the same as sending a fox 
into a chicken-coop to teach hens how to lay eggs. The outwardly prim 
school-marm had been running from arrest and censure when she'd arrived 
in Montock, just as she'd been fleeing from one terrible incident after 
another since she had grown to adulthood. It was the damning secret 
which had prevented her from marrying, and kept her crying herself to 
sleep on cold, lonely nights ...


Joan Frazer was a pedophile!


The inwardly depraved older woman had been cursed with a maddening 
desire for young boys, adolescents 14 and 15 who were less than half 
her age! It had all started when she was twelve; a boy cousin two years 
older introduced her to the pleasant wonders of sex while her parents 
were out. There had followed the sweet delights of countless boys as 
she'd grown up and dated, but then had come the miserable realization 
when she'd been in teacher's college that men her own age simply didn't 
interest her. Her sexual urges were greater than ever, but the husky, 
meaty, overpoweringly strong attentions of adult males, with their big 
hairy bodies and gigantic-sized penises made her cringe with revulsion. 
She still yearned for the tender, innocent shyness of young boys who 
were first experimenting with the mysteries of their budding genitals. 
They were all so responsive and eager to learn ... and she was the 
perfect teacher!


Lecherously, she had begun to seduce some of her students after she'd 
become a graduate teacher, craving their slim, boyish hardness deep up 
inside her warm, demanding vagina with a passion she'd never, never 
been able to generate for men their father's age. Her all-consuming 
perversion had begun to dominate her life, her time spent mostly with 
plotting whom to seduce next and how best to succeed, or fearing the 
slip of an inexperienced tongue or sudden discovery. Driven as she was, 
Joan had taken chances no normal person would have dared to, 
abandonedly stripping naked in the backs of cars for some young boy of 
her choice, or hungrily removing the pants of still another eagerly 
trembling male-child in her own bedroom, disregarding the threat of 
public exposure and even prison. And eventually, her frenzied ways had 
always ended in downfall and a panicked running ...


Montock was the absolute end of the line for her. She had known it when 
she'd arrived in the dusty village, breathless and broke from her most 
recent escape from Dayton, Ohio.


Now, simply walking into Room 12 of Montock High and looking at the 
fresh-faced boys and girls smiling expectantly back at her, she was 
reminded of just such a similar classroom in Dayton. She groaned 
inwardly as she made her way to her desk at the front, sinking down 
gratefully in her chair before her slim legs buckled beneath her. God 
... Dayton, Ohio ...


The incident which had happened there to her was still a red, painfully 
open wound in her memory, even after two years ...


In Dayton, she had managed to get a job teaching remedial reading to 
junior high students, and one boy in her class had tragically formed a 
crush on her. Tommy Hotchkiss had been his name, a handsome boy not yet 
fourteen, whose puppy love for her had reached the innermost depths of 
Joan's heart. She had fought her unquenchable desire for the youth, 
just as she was fighting her wild, unpredictable urges now in Montock, 
but then had come one of those occasions when the ravenous need had 
been too overpowering for her to control. She and young Tommy had been 
alone in the classroom, and while leaning over his temptingly virile 
form to help him with a difficult sentence, the boy had suddenly 
reached up and kissed her full on her soft, warm lips. The dam of her 
pent-up emotions had burst, and before she had realized what they were 
doing, she had found herself on the floor with him, exploring his 
genitals while he'd sucked hungrily at one of her firm, nakedly exposed 
breasts.


Eventually she had taken all of his clothes off, and then delightedly 
she had stripped naked before his quivering flesh, enjoying the hot 
desire in his eyes dancing across her white, pulsing loins. She had 
lain and splayed her legs wide for him, and the boy had eagerly crawled 
over her nakedly abandoned body, inserting his slender, lust-stiffened 
young penis up inside her tight, moistly throbbing pussy to tickle and 
prod her there. It had been Tommy's first orgasm; and the hot sweet 
semen emitting in jet-like spurts from his rigid young penis had almost 
frightened him with its ferocity, but he had soon wanted more. And Joan 
had lewdly been willing to supply all he'd wanted!


But their carnal affair had ended and, as always for the wickedly 
seductive teacher, it had ended disastrously for her. They had been 
caught half naked behind the school furnace by the janitor, old 
Johannsen, and the bewhiskered man had forced her to suck his leathery 
cock until he'd cum in her mouth, while Tommy had watched in absolute 
horror. Joan had known that even if Tommy or Johannsen never told about 
her uncontainable perversion, it was the end of her in Dayton ...


And this sex education class, she thought miserably, might very well be 
the end of her for all time. She had been barely able to control her 
ever-mounting desires for her boy students since Dayton, masturbating 
with the dreams of virile young penises and eager, innocent caresses 
whenever the lascivious demands inside her grew to the danger point. 
She'd realized from the start that if she failed to keep her corrupting 
degeneracies in rein this time, there could be no other place to which 
she could escape, and with that fear pressing on her every action, the 
emotional frustration of being surrounded by the handsome young bodies 
every day had been repressed. But now ... now she not only had to face 
the youthful objects of her most fevered desires, she had to teach them 
the very subject she had sworn to stay away from!


God ... she had to keep hold of herself! She just had to!


Joan once again set her mind to gain control of the ragged emotions 
this class always caused her to suffer, sucking in a deep, heated 
breath and gripping her desk with quivering hands. It was not a simple 
matter for her to do, but she managed, mainly by blotting out the 
remembrance of Tommy Hotchkiss and concentrating on the students before 
her.


"Class," she said, smiling at them, "I've a new film to show today. 
This is the most ... the most explicit showing of boys and girls 
together."


She happened to look at Wayne Conroy, who was leaning on his elbows at 
his first-row desk, his chin resting in his cupped hands. God, he was a 
handsome boy, she thought, in a split-second flash of desire. Her eyes 
traveled brazenly for a moment on the width of his young shoulders, the 
ripple of his developing muscles, and the taper of his boyish waist as 
he sat in his seat. Wayne was the son of Montock's richest and biggest 
farmer, Agnew Harrison Conroy, and had a bad reputation as trouble-
maker and bully. His swaggering manner could be traced to his father's 
position, which allowed him to get away with things other boys couldn't 
afford to do, and to the maturity for his fifteen years, which made him 
larger and stronger than the rest of his classmates. Joan Frazer knew 
this, but it wasn't enough to stop her from one fleeting thought: God 
... I wonder what the rest of him is like, the part I can't see ...


Wayne's eyes met hers and then skipped away to blatantly trace the 
contours of her throat down to the cleavage between her ripely mature 
breasts under the thin spring dress. Joan's throat turned instantly 
dry, and she felt her face warm with a sudden rush of blood which 
crimsoned her cheeks and temples. Damn! It was as if he could read her 
mind!


"We ... We are up to the point of actual sexual intercourse now," she 
stammered to the students, hurriedly attempting to cover her fluster. 
"We've studied the sex organs individually, and ... and last week, if 
you remember, we saw slides, on how each sex matures physically."


One of the girls, petite Sharla Gronsworth, giggled appreciatively from 
where she sat. Joan looked at her sharply, frowning with disapproval. 
"Sharla," she scolded the little blonde girl, "by this time I would 
think you would have been able to get over your childishness. This is a 
serious subject, and you must be a young adult about it."


"That's just it, teacher," Micky Hagen said, "Sharla's very adult about 
sex."


"Most mature," another boy, Nick "Knuckles" Gerber, hooted derisively. 
"Amazing how grown-up she is when it comes to sex!"


"Sure! Just look at her," Wayne added gleefully. "You can see just how 
mature she is!"


"Stop it!" Joan Frazer snapped in an effort to restore order to the now 
loudly laughing class. "Nick, would you take the movie and thread it in 
the projector, please?" "Knuckles" came forward with a knowing smirk 
and took the can of film back to the large 16 mm projector which was on 
a stand at the back of the room. In a moment he'd wound the celluloid 
through the lens and sprockets, called to the other girl, Lucy 
Hamilton, to switch off the lights and switched on the machine.


Joan moved from her chair just as light flickered on the silver screen 
behind her, the screen having been set up by the audio-visual 
department during the class break. She went to one of the student desks 
and sat down so she could watch the motion picture as well, nervously 
crossing her legs and squeezing her thighs together. She dug the nails 
of her left hand into the palm of her right, and pressed the full, 
moist lips of her mouth tightly together, and she could feel her heart 
palpitating like a trip-hammer beneath the thin cloth of her dress and 
brassiere. God ... don't make this film too sexy, she prayed. I don't 
think I could take it if it were ...


Her eyes glanced to the small screen just as the title, "THE WEDDING 
NIGHT" came on in large letters in color. She had never seen this 
particular movie before, though she had heard about it as one of the 
most detailed films available. She was afraid that it might show young 
people rather than older adults, as had some of the earlier books and 
slides, for every time she had seen a naked boy illustrated in some 
form of sexual awakening, familiar and unwanted sensations had coursed 
through her own body, tingling every nerve end with rising arousal. She 
had a slight twinge of doubt in her mind about whether she could sit 
through such a picture if, indeed, it showed in full-color action the 
love-making of a young boy with his girl. The fever pitch of excitement 
it would surely produce in her already trembling loins would betray her 
guilty secret to her students the moment the lights were switched back 
on! Somehow she had to overcome her secret longings and not succumb as 
she had so many other times in the past! No matter what this movie 
showed, she couldn't let it affect her sexually! She mustn't let it!


"... it was a wonderful wedding," a man's voice was droning from the 
projector's loudspeaker. On the screen was flashing the picture of a 
church, and people throwing rice to a happily running bride and groom. 
"But after the ceremony comes a still more important phase of their 
relationship," the voice continued. "The Bible says for man and woman 
to become as one in matrimony, and it is during the honeymoon that the 
newly wedded couple must join together as Nature intended for them to 
do ..."


On the screen appeared a young, innocent-looking blonde girl in a 
wedding gown, standing beside a large bed. She could not have been over 
seventeen and was the most lovely thing Joan had ever seen. She had a 
dazzling look of adoration in her eyes that reflected her deep 
happiness and love, and in spite of the realization that this meant her 
husband would be similarity youthful, Joan was touched deeply. She 
identified completely with the girl at that moment, and concentrated 
completely on what she was doing. The young bride began to undress with 
slow, shy motions. She slipped her long white satin gown hesitantly 
upwards, exposing the high-set calves, and then full, well-rounded 
thighs. The tan of her sheer nylon stockings, held in place by a 
dainty, lace-trimmed garter belt, contrasted pleasingly with the creamy 
ivory of her exposed flesh.


Jean could hear the low sounds of delight from the boys in her class as 
the dress snaked its way over the girl's head and her beautifully 
proportioned body fully emerged. Her brassiere fell away with a flick 
of her fingers, and the unripened beauty of her firm young breasts 
swung into freedom. They stood high and proud in the light of the 
screen, and their quivering, turgid nipples peaked higher on the 
luscious spheres as the teen-aged bride raised her arms over her head 
in a cute little yawn.


The girl was almost naked now, wearing only her high heels, long tan 
stockings, the garter belt, and a thin wisp of sheer panties. The voice 
of the commentator was talking about the necessity for the bride not to 
show fear if she was coming to her marital bed as a virgin, and all the 
while the girl was drawing her silken panties tantalizingly down over 
her gently curved hips and buttocks. She turned and bent over slowly, 
her back to the audience; brushing her thin panties sensuously against 
her smooth thighs and calves, and then discarded them at her feet 
beside her dress. She stretched languidly again and teasingly turned to 
the front, exposing shamelessly all of her delicious young nakedness, 
from her high-tilted breasts to the soft, blonde triangle of her 
girlish pubic mound.


The naked young bride lay back on the bed then, her legs scissoring 
open and closed slowly, exposing the thin pink slit of her vagina that 
nestled teasingly in the soft curly hair up between her thighs. Her 
feet were pointed directly at the camera, and sheer wanton desire 
reflected in her eyes as though she wished to take on every boy who was 
watching her.


"She is now ready to receive her husband, and as you can see, boys and 
girls, she is most eager for him ..."


Joan shifted nervously, not having expected anything like this! It 
seemed so real that the older woman teacher couldn't understand how the 
girl could act such a part unless she really felt it. She remembered 
lying in her own bed this very morning and thinking about wanting a 
handsome boy until she had almost gone insane and relieved herself with 
her own fingers. She blushed slightly in the darkness, thankful that 
the lights were out, guilt flicking slightly through her conscience. 
She squirmed her own buttocks nervously, feeling the edge of the desk 
chair brush electrically against the soft swelling of her vagina. She 
jerked from the contact and the more unexpected shock it had brought. 
Her breath quickened ...


"The groom has, in the meantime, been undressing and is about to join 
his new wife in the most wonderful of all human adventures," the voice 
from the loudspeaker informed gravely. "Please notice that because his 
bride has shown her complete desire for him, he is sexually ready 
almost from the beginning ..." A boy suddenly walked within camera 
range, and Joan felt her heart leap in her throat. Oh no! He's so 
damned handsome! He was dark-haired in contrast to his lovely pert 
bride, with flashing black eyes and a cocky grin on his youthful, 
clean-shaven face, and Joan estimated that he couldn't have been over 
eighteen by the look of him. She groaned inwardly as she stared wide-
eyed and transfixed at the screen and viewed the teenage boy undress 
from his black wedding tuxedo. His pants fell to the floor quickly, and 
his hardened, virile penis could be seen standing out in front of him 
like a straight branch of a tree. The boy had obviously been chosen for 
the role because of his maturity, for his slender young cock was easily 
equal to that of a grown man. The young groom edged for the bed, 
smiling with his panting anticipation, and he crawled up on the 
mattress beside his girl to kneel slave-like between her wide-spread 
thighs. The pubic hair covering the mound at the base of her white 
little belly was soft and sparse, and the tiny pink folds of flesh 
covering the narrow slit of her tender vagina were plainly visible.


"One of the most important factors to happy marital relations," the 
voice intoned, "is proper foreplay. In this day and age, forms which 
were once considered as perversions and acts against God are now 
realized as healthful enjoyments and natural additions to the sex act 
itself. Please watch carefully ..."


The camera came in for a close-up of her eager young pussy just over 
the top of the boy's head. He reached forward, placing one thumb on 
either side of the narrow hair-lined slit and spread her moistly pink 
lips slowly apart, exposing the layered vaginal flesh. The camera 
zoomed in closer and her bud-like little clitoris could be viewed just 
above the tight elastic opening of her cunt, quivering with obvious 
excitement as the boy moved forward until his face was only inches away 
from her exposed vaginal channel. The youthful groom's tongue snaked 
out and its tip swiped across the wetly glistening cuntal flesh before 
him, sending her tiny clitoris into jerking hardness that brought 
groans of delight not only from the young girl, but from the sex 
education class which was so avidly viewing the scene.


"The groom is performing the age-old act of cunnilingus, boys and 
girls; this type of oral-genital contact is in vogue throughout much of 
the world and there is mention of the act being performed throughout 
all history ..."


Joan Frazer dared not to breathe. The sight of the hotly aroused boy 
had turned her own body into a loose bundle of raw nerve ends that her 
mind could not control. She could not comprehend what she was viewing 
on the screen in front of her or the unwanted feelings she was 
experiencing as licking flames of rising desire began fanning out 
through the very first of the movie, Joan was now so absorbed that she 
could imagine herself there on the bed, receiving the delicious 
attention from a handsome naked boy so much like the kind she loved so 
well. She could feel small pin-pricks of erotic sensation racing 
through the quivering flesh of her inner thighs and up to the tautly 
hardening nipples of her throbbing breasts, and she pressed her legs 
tightly together to try and stop the taunting stimulations from getting 
any worse ...


The naked youth wetly teased the pinkly quivering lips of his bride's 
throbbing cunt with his tongue for another agonizing moment, and then 
he began to run his lips up and down the full length of the widely-
spread vagina, bringing contorted expressions of joy to the girl's face 
that could now be seen in the camera. The girl wrapped her hands into 
the young groom's black head of hair, and the muscles in her arms stood 
out tight and strained as she pulled his face forward with all her 
strength into the moist wetness of her loins. Her hips began a slow 
hard grinding up against his face as he sank his tongue with a sudden 
lizard-like thrust deep down into the tightness of her clasping young 
pussy. She was rapidly becoming a raw, quivering mass of feminine 
desire, writhing and twisting like a slow moving belly-dancer under the 
boy's hot probing tongue.


With each passing frame of film, Joan felt herself mentally tighten up 
until she didn't feel as if she was the same person she had been when 
the class had started. The heat and excitement the movie was generating 
in the room was continuing to stimulate her hotly against her will. She 
uncrossed her legs and squirmed down against the desk seat again, 
feeling the rounded edge of the chair push her dress and panties up 
into the wetly pulsating crevice of her vagina. She rubbed herself 
gently against it, working the thin band of panties which ran beneath 
the crease of her buttocks up between the moistened lips of her pussy, 
and unconsciously she let her body rock on it in an almost 
indiscernible rhythm--in concert with the writhing girl on the screen. 
She could feel the wetness spread between her inner thighs, and she 
spread them slightly to gain greater contact with the seat. The 
hardness brushed soothingly against her tiny, involuntarily rising 
clitoris through the sheer panties.


Jean looked guiltily out of the corner of her eye at the young students 
around her to make sure they hadn't noticed what she was uncontrollably 
doing to herself. But both the boys and the girls were so engrossed in 
the film that they had paid no attention. She let her eyes wander back 
to the motion picture, almost afraid of what she would view next and 
the effect it would have on her already wildly heated emotions ...


"Our young husband has now brought his virginal wife to a high state of 
excitement," the loudspeaker said. "Sensing that she is sexually ready 
to accept his ultimate advances, he is now going to insert his penis 
inside her vagina and thrust vigorously in and out until he experiences 
ejaculation ..."


The handsome youth had risen from between the undulating thighs now and 
was climbing up over the soft, warm flesh of his eagerly awaiting 
bride. His boyish hardness stood out in the air like a huge fleshy 
shaft, and he had his hand around it, rubbing the wetly lubricated head 
softly against the tender curls of her soft pink pubic flesh. Then he 
straightened his lean, adolescent nakedness over her nude body, 
straddling her, with the rigidity of his long thin cock poised directly 
at the trembling round whiteness of her inner thighs. Joan held her 
breath, as did her pupils, when she viewed the red bulbous head of the 
boy's penis make contact with the moist open fringes of the girl's 
pussy, and then she watched, not breathing, as the passion-crazed bride 
reached down with her hand and guided him into her. The girl moved his 
virile erection up and down in the wetly glistening crevice for a 
moment, parting her soft pubic hair, and then with a moaning sigh of 
desire, slipped his young penis just inside the tight confines of her 
vaginal tunnel.


Joan Frazer's eyes were wide with hypnotized wonderment as she viewed 
the boy's throbbing cock slide slowly up into the hungrily clasping 
lips of his young wife's cunt, and she heard through ringing ears the 
soft sibilant sound as it wetly entered her. The teenage girl moaned 
once, shivered slightly, and became momentarily rigid, and the 
announcer informed the class that this was the moment when her virginal 
hymen was being ruptured. But almost immediately her eyes became glazed 
with lust once more, and her lips bared back over small white teeth 
into a broad smile of utter delight. She undulated her buttocks up off 
the bed until all Joan could see was a small bit of the base of the 
long white cock protruding from the moistly tight lips surrounding it.


The equally passion-driven boy began a slow grinding up and down 
movement, with his naked young buttocks rising in the air until the tip 
of his rock-hard penis was left just inside the warm enclosing sheath 
of her vagina. Then he dropped heavily back down between her wide-
splayed thighs, impaling himself completely with one long, smooth 
stroke. The camera moved around from the side of the two lovers to view 
up between their straining legs, and Joan could now watch the girl's 
pussy lips moving in and out with each pumping surge he made into her 
fully exposed cuntal slit. The hypnotized older teacher and her 
attentive students could see tiny ridges of soft pink vaginal flesh 
clinging to the thick impaling shaft each time the boy drew back, the 
pussy lips disappearing as he slid down upon her gently. After another 
moment of rhythmic sawing, the girl seemed to warm still more to her 
task and reached down between his widespread thighs to cradle the 
softness of his virile young testicles in her palm. The voice from the 
soundtrack drew attention to what she was doing and the class watched 
wide-eyed as she stroked her lover's scrotum gently while he fucked 
into her with his gently thrusting cock. From the profile they 
presented, it appeared that his spearing young penis was a thick, wetly 
glistening piston of flesh moving methodically in and out of her 
eagerly assisting vagina.


Joan tried to turn her head away, a tight restrictive feeling digging 
deep within her belly. She had never imagined what it would be like to 
watch two people making love, particularly a boy she would have loved 
to have had fucking her, and she found it affecting her to a degree 
that she had difficulty in controlling. She could sense the strange, 
light-fingered quivering up between her thighs building rapidly in 
strength, and she knew that she was close to losing what little self-
restraint she had been able to muster these past few months since 
Dayton. She closed her eyes tightly, but still the vision of the lovely 
young boy's cock, wet and glistening, skewering into the moist softness 
of his bride's vagina raced through her mind. She clenched her eyes 
still tighter, but could not blot out the lewdly enticing picture she'd 
been viewing on the screen; and the adolescent couple's soft moans and 
the wet sucking noises of their intercourse, interspersed with the 
announced detailed description of what they were doing, drifted across 
the small classroom to her ears, magnifying the obscene image a 
thousand times. She was ready to crawl the walls to quench the fire 
which was now raging uncontrollably through her involuntarily 
contracting vagina. The sight of the girl in that movie being buffeted 
by a youthful boy mercilessly fucking into her once-virginal cunt was 
just too much for the helplessly aroused teacher to take! Something had 
to give!


Something did!


"Now they will experience orgasm; the final bliss of human copulation 
..." But the man was drowned out by another sound coming from the 
loudspeaker, a spiraling cry of climax which erupted from the writhing 
bride's mouth. She was twisting her head wildly from side to side on 
the bed as her slender white buttocks began a wild rotation up tight 
against the thick virile penis which was sunk so deep in her young 
belly. At the same time, the boy groaned above her and ground down hard 
inside her vagina, and his long fleshy hardness began to throb out 
white, milky sperm deep up into her tiny womb. The rich creamy fluid 
filled her completely, and cascaded out around the moistly stretched 
lips of her cunt. To Joan's mesmerized eyes, there was a clear view of 
a tiny white stream of the boy's cum running down the wide-split 
crevice of her buttocks and down onto the mattress below. The young 
couple jerked against each other a moment longer, and then lay still 
...


The screen went blank with flickering white light, leaving the 
salacious scene--a deflowered young bride and her youthful lover lying 
together in satiated contentment--imprinted deeply in the minds of the 
breathless class. The small room was filled with the heated air of 
their excited breathing which had accompanied the passion-inciting 
lesson in sex education. No one present had not felt the sensations of 
lust at that final climax, including the trembling, dry-mouthed teacher 
herself. Every boy had the front of his trousers bulging with the tell-
tale sign of their arousal, and the young girls all had their legs 
spread as far apart as Joan's had been, their thin white panties moist 
with the secretions of their movie-induced excitement.


It was with a long sigh of relief that Joan Frazer rose on shaky legs 
and made her way to the light switch. She had never been so affected 
sexually by anything, and it frightened her. There was a rustle of 
clothing being straightened as she flicked the lights on, and she 
herself smoothed down the front of her dress, feeling shamefully wet up 
between her thighs. She was at a loss for words for a long moment, and 
then mercifully the bell rang. "That will be all for this week, class," 
she said in a voice that sounded even strange to her, opening the door 
to the corridor. "Next week ... next week we have another film."


God ... another film like this one? She shuddered at the thought as the 
boys and girls filed past her and out into the hall. She wasn't sure 
she could take another one of these erotically stimulating movies, for 
she was as close to losing her hard-won self control as she had ever 
been since Dayton, and in another few moments, would herself have been 
as helpless a victim of passion as the girl had been on the screen. And 
then what would have happened? Oh God, and then ...?


Chapter 2


"Gosh!" fifteen year-old Wayne Conroy said behind his teacher. Joan 
Frazer turned around, startled, not having noticed that the boy hadn't 
left the classroom along with the others.


She looked at Wayne and, after the headying influence of the movie, was 
terribly aware of his vibrant young body that was less than a foot away 
from her. She could almost feel the warmth of his youthful virility 
pulsating out toward her from the smooth, hairless flesh that was 
beneath his shirt and pants, and she felt a twinge of hot desire to 
reach out with her hand and caress the flat curve of his belly down to 
where it disappeared into his faded blue jeans.


Wayne smiled up at her almost brazenly, and wiped his perspiring 
forehead with the sleeve of his shirt. "That sure was the wildest sex 
movie I've ever seen."


"It ... its purpose was educational, Wayne," Joan replied as primly as 
she could, trying to muster her control to hide her inner turmoil. "It 
... wasn't meant to be anything more than that."


"Aw, I didn't mean it was dirty or anything like that," Wayne said, 
scuffing the toe of one shoe with embarrassment. "I kinda figure it's 
all how you look at it."


"That's exactly right," Joan said. She walked over to her desk, 
swallowing thickly, and kept her eyes steadfastly off the boy as she 
picked up her books and class records. "Sex ... Sex isn't obscene in 
itself. It can be beautiful or fun or not much of anything at all, but 
not obscene. The film today showed love-making, not dirt."


"Well, what's all the fuss over porno--pornog--"


"Pornography. It's a matter of definition, I'd say. If a person thinks 
sex is obscene, then whatever has to do with it is, by definition, 
pornographic. But if the act of eating was thought to be sinful, and 
the people in government or the church had the power to force their 
ways on us, then a picture of your family eating dinner around a table 
would be pornographic."


"I don't think you'd get my father to go along with that!" Wayne 
laughed. "He loves eating too much! But then, I guess he likes sex a 
lot, too."


Joan felt a blush creep slowly up through the skin of her face. "I ... 
I would hope so, if he's a healthy married adult," she said, feeling 
the conversation was slipping away from her control.


"Naw," Wayne said with a slight sneer. "I mean the old man likes por--
pornography. He's got a basement full of the stuff, and--"


"Wayne!" Joan said sharply. "Your father is the leading man in Montock. 
He's the leader of the fight against sex education, as you well know; 
and I'm sure that he would be very hurt if he heard you talk about him 
that way!"


"Aw, so he started the Concerned Parents of PTA committee to try and 
stop you; but that don't mean a thing. My ma got him to do it, and she 
dried up years ago. But he runs the smokers at the American Legion, and 
when he gets with his dumb friends, they go down into the basement with 
a load of beer ... and I can hear them snickering clear up in my 
bedroom sometimes. He goes out to Sadie's sometimes, too. You know 
about Sadie's? She runs that cat-house outside of town, and--"


"That will be quite enough, young man!" Joan interrupted him icily. 
"Whether your father does or does not, I don't want to hear about it, 
not in my classroom. What we're trying to teach you in sex education is 
the adult, healthy attitude toward love and procreation."


Wayne shrugged, as if the vile sound of his words about his father 
didn't mean a thing one way or another. "Well, suit yourself, Miss 
Frazer. That's not why I stuck around anyway. I was wondering if ... 
well, if you'd drive me home today."


"Oh? Miss your ride?"


"I told 'Knuckles' not to save room for me in his brother's car, 
because my ma was supposed to pick me up. Now I found out she ain't 
coming, and it's a long way to walk. Gee, if you'd only drive me as far 
as your rooming house, that'd be a help, since you live over half the 
way to my place. Would you, Miss Frazer? Huh, would you?"


Joan stiffened at his request, sensing the hard-won control of a few 
minutes already faltering. In spite of herself, she could feel tiny 
butterfly-like sensations flitting suddenly through her stomach, and 
she blinked her eyes shut, trying not to allow the still smoldering 
embers of the fire the sex film had lit within her to grow any more 
heated. She realized haplessly that any wrong move could suddenly fan 
those glowing coals of passion into a roaring inferno that would 
consume her and whoever was with her at the time.


Yet what excuse could she possibly use to decline this handsome young 
boy's request? Montock was such a small town, that there simply was no 
way of hiding a curt brush-off behind a phony excuse. Wayne would see 
right through it, and she knew he'd be hurt and possibly hate her for 
the unexplainable lie. For some reason she still didn't fathom, young 
Wayne had been very cooperative in her class, contrary to his behavior 
in some of the others, and she hated to upset the delicate balance that 
had been struck so far. Moreover, she intuitively knew that one of the 
reasons she hadn't been as bothered as she could have been by Mr. Agnew 
Harrison Conroy and his Concerned Parents group was due to Wayne's 
talking down of the sex education class while at home. To repulse the 
boy and turn him against her could open up a nightmarish Pandora's box 
of harassment and eventual ruination.


"Of ... course, Wayne," she said, licking her lips with the tip of her 
moist tongue. "I'll be glad to ..."


Joan owned a banged-up old Volkswagen beetle, and when she and Wayne 
got into it moments later, it was impossible not to become aware of 
their closeness. She set her mind on the task of driving, however, 
vowing not to let his nearness affect her any more than it was already. 
She could feel tiny tendrils of lurid excitement creeping unwontedly 
through her body as it was, tingling involuntarily up from between her 
aching secretion-moistened loins, and she struggled with all of her 
strength to maintain her outward composure. Miserably, Joan realized 
that not until she was in her apartment and Wayne was safely out of 
sight and on his way home, would she be truly able to regain control 
again over her sensually-aroused emotions.


For a small town, Montock had quite a number of people crowding the 
small "down-town" main street, and Joan had to swerve violently once as 
an unthinking lady driver suddenly cut her off. Young Wayne Conroy was 
thrown against her in spite of the bucket seats, and she gasped with a 
startled cry as the rounded firmness of her breasts brushed against the 
developing muscles of his shoulder and chest. His touch made the older 
woman all that more conscious of the virile youth's presence, more than 
the forced laughter and desultory conversation they'd indulged in since 
leaving the school grounds. Alone with the boy and without the 
interruptions of class duties and other students, she was discovering 
that Wayne was a rather bright, quick-witted teenager, and despite what 
she had promised herself, a rapport between them was rapidly 
establishing itself. By the time she parked the small car in front of 
her rooming house, Joan Frazer was almost sad to see Wayne leave.


There was a long silence of almost embarrassing proportions as the 
lovely brunette teacher and her handsome young student stood on the 
cracked sidewalk in front of the house. Joan was mortified by the way 
she was finding herself tongue-tied, and as she continued to look at 
Wayne, she tried desperately to stifle the strange nervousness she felt 
growing within her. There was the same something about the boy that 
there had been about little Tommy Hotchkiss back in Dayton and all the 
other youngsters before him--and it was more than simply a broad-
shouldered and leanly muscular young virility. It was as if there was a 
compelling magnetism between her and the boy, an undeniable "animal 
attraction" that was wickedly forcing them together no matter what 
precautions she could take.


"Ahhh, gee, Mrs. Frazer, thanks a lot for the ride," Wayne finally 
managed to say to her. "Gosh, do you think that ... that ..." His 
stammering grew until at last he blurted: "I mean, it's an awful hot 
day for April, and I'm mighty thirsty. I don't have any money, and I 
was hoping maybe you could let me have a glass of water before I go."


"Well, Wayne, I think that ..." Joan said slowly, unable to make her 
mind function properly as she felt the boy's eyes gazing immodestly 
over her thinly clad body. His eyes were almost a solid touch upon her 
flesh, and they seemed to roam at will up and down from her high, 
rounded breasts to the full, inviting curves of her buttocks and 
thighs. No! Tell him to go away! a portion of her mind screamed at her, 
tell him no before it's too late!


But a savage thrill ran through the heatedly aroused young teacher's 
body as she watched his unconscious staring at her lush, lightly-
covered form. She could feel a slight tremor of response up between her 
inner thighs as she realized that she was hopelessly gripped with an 
insane temptation to reach out and stroke the young boy's face in 
return. It was horrible, she told herself; it was degrading and 
perverted, and she had to stop herself! Yet in spite of her revulsion 
at her own animal lustings, Joan was unwillingly becoming more and more 
aroused by the minute.


"Yes," she said softly to the youth. "Yes, you can come up to my room, 
Wayne." She prayed that her suddenly uncontrollable excitement was not 
revealed in her own trembling voice. "I have some soda-pop you can 
have, how's that?"


"Gee, thanks, Miss Frazer! You're a swell teacher to have!" Wayne 
enthused gratefully, and bounced up on the old wide porch of the 
rooming house.


Joan rented a small, three-room apartment on the second floor from the 
owner of the house, a widowed grandmother named Mrs. O'Toole. It looked 
out on the weed-grown back yard and the rear of Smiley's Hardware 
store, and the dismal sight often depressed Joan when she'd glance out 
of the dirty windows. It was cramped and smelled of dry-rot, but it was 
furnished and the only cheap place available in Montock when she'd 
arrived. As usual, Mrs. O'Toole was away baby-sitting her latest 
grandchild, and there was no one in sight as Joan and Wayne climbed the 
rickety narrow stairs to the upper floor. And yet, though nobody knew 
Wayne was with her, and she had still not touched this delicious child, 
Joan Frazer had a horrible sinking feeling as she closed the door to 
her room that she was also sealing her fate for the rest of her life 
...


"The soda is in the kitchen, Wayne," she said with a gentle smile. "Why 
don't you sit down on the couch there and make yourself comfortable?"


"Well, are you having one, too Miss Frazer?"


"I ... thought I might have a small glass of brandy instead, Wayne," 
Joan said, already crossing to the cabinet beside the chair. God, yes, 
she wanted a brandy! She had to have something to suppress her ragged 
nerves and help her get a better hold of herself before she went 
straight up through the roof! That damnable sex film ... and now Wayne 
sitting so innocently on her couch ... God, maybe she better have two 
drinks, and big ones at that!


"Well, gee, then I'll go get the soda," the boy said, jumping up from 
the couch. "Ma never lets me do anything around the house like that. Is 
it in the refrigerator?"


"Yes, behind the eggs," Joan replied, nodding. She watched him hurry 
out into the kitchen and then listened for the sound of the 
refrigerator door opening before taking out the nearly full bottle of 
brandy and a small wine glass from the cabinet. She unscrewed the top 
and tilted the bottle, filling the glass to its brim. The hot liquid 
burned all the way down to her quivering stomach, making her slightly 
sick until she thought of the desirable male child who was out in the 
kitchen, and then she lifted the glass again and swallowed the rest of 
it in one gulp. The warming brandy flowed instantly through her 
bloodstream, relaxing her and making her feel less guilty. She refilled 
the glass and drank again, rewarded this second time by a faint 
lightheadedness that swirled through her gratefully.


But when Wayne returned, smiling happily with his ice-cold bottle of 
soda clutched in his hand, Joan bit into the soft full flesh of her 
lower lip, once again tormented by maddening desire. God, it was out of 
the question, she told herself as she drank again. She just couldn't 
allow herself to give in to her cravings for him! It was begging for 
disaster, and after all of the promises she'd made after Dayton and 
managed to keep, she had to fight it! Damn, damn, damn, she'd hoped the 
brandy would help settle her, but instead it almost seemed as if it 
were having an opposite effect on her ...


Wayne Conroy sank down on the couch again and took a long pull on the 
soda. Then he said, "You ... you don't mind if I ask you something, 
Miss Frazer?"


"What?" Joan said, coming out of her own thoughts to hear him. "Oh, no. 
No, not at all, Wayne. That's what teachers are for."


"Well, gee, it's about what we're learning in the sex class," he said, 
squirming with childish embarrassment. "Ma keeps telling me that sex is 
bad. That I'll loose all my teeth and go mad if I ... I fool around 
with myself."


"Masturbate?" Joan said, unable to stop herself.


"Y-Yes, I guess that's what it's called." Wayne blushed a crimson color 
now and wriggled even more on the couch, the soda pop bottle in his 
lap, held there by both hands. The bottle looks just like a giant glass 
penis, Joan caught herself thinking, and then she shivered and turned 
away, horrified at the lewdness she had pictured in her mind. "But you 
tell us it's normal, Miss Frazer," the boy went on in an awkward voice. 
"Just about everybody does it, and it's just a natural thing to do. 
Gee, I get confused."


"Don't be, Wayne. It's simply a matter that facts are finally winning 
out over superstition. For centuries people believed certain things 
because there wasn't any way of actually finding out if they were true 
or not. Now there are ways, and scientists have proven with studies and 
experiments that lots of the old beliefs are false. Boys and girls 
masturbate, and so do lots of adults. If what your mother believes 
actually was the case, why almost everybody in the world would be 
running around crazy and without any teeth."


Wayne laughed at the imaginary scene. "Yeah, that would be pretty 
funny, all right."


"That's why the state has decided on sex education courses," Joan 
continued. "Too many parents either don't teach anything at all about 
sex, or if they do, they teach myths and falsehoods that give their 
children the wrong idea about what's right and wrong."


"Well, gee, then what we saw in the movie today, when the guy went down 
on his girl--that's okay?"


"If they both want it. Passion is a very strong thing."


"Pastor Quigley says things like that are sins and only animals do it."


"Humans are animals, Wayne, at least when it comes to how our sex is 
set up." Joan moved toward one of the windows, feeling the moisture 
begin again between her tightly pressed thighs. She involuntarily 
squeezed her buttocks together to quiet the lascivious tingle that was 
building in her loins. God, if only Wayne wouldn't talk about sex, she 
groaned to herself, it only made matters worse for her to control! 
Every word they spoke made her remember the film she'd viewed less than 
an hour previously. How vividly came that final love-making scene to 
her mind again, the camera clearly showing the beautiful naked boy's 
thick, virile penis pumping into the soft, hair-fringed folds of his 
bride's vagina. The girl's face had been contorted into the most 
depraved picture of ecstasy Joan could possibly imagine. God, how she 
must have felt, Joan found herself thinking. And for such a long time I 
haven't felt that way myself ...


"Gee," Wayne said in inexperienced awe, "that girl sure loved what he 
was doing to her."


Joan drained the brandy in her glass and stepped quickly to the bottle 
for another shot. "That's ... that's what love is all about, Wayne, as 
you'll discover some day. Love is making people happy."


"Have you ever made love, Miss Frazer?"


Joan almost dropped the glass in her hand at the innocence of the 
question. She turned around to stare at Wayne, completely unable to 
find the words to diplomatically answer his blatancy, and was instantly 
aware of the boy's eyes fastened upon her body again. Joan fought down 
the almost irresistible impulse to tell him that yes, she had made 
love, and had made numerous boys just like him happy in the process. 
She desperately wished she could tell him that she wanted him to fill 
her aching, empty vagina with his virile young penis so that they could 
both enjoy each other as the couple in the film had. But she knew that 
she didn't dare, and that she had to end this acutely arousing 
conversation before her urges became totally untamable!


"L-look, Wayne," she said, breathing harshly, "I think you'd better go. 
I ... I want to get out of this old work dress and into something more 
comfortable."


"Gosh, Miss Frazer, shouldn't I have asked you that? About making love? 
I'm sorry if I said something wrong." The boy's worried voice was on 
the verge of breaking into tearful anguish. "You want me to go? I hope 
I didn't make you mad." He peered nervously over the neck of the soda-
pop bottle as he took another swallow nervously, and then moved as if 
to get up off the couch.


Joan watched him shift uncertainly on the edge of the couch. Though he 
acted as if he could be willing to leave at her command, the helplessly 
excited teacher could feel his eyes were still glued upon her, staring 
ravenously at her generously curved body. She could sense that the last 
remaining fragments of her will-power were rapidly dwindling from her 
mind, and then she heard a soft, sultry feminine voice she barely 
recognized as her own begin to speak.


"No, you didn't make me mad, Wayne. You're more than welcome to stay 
and finish your soda if you like. I'll only be a minute in the 
bedroom."


The boy stared happily at her for a moment, as though unable to believe 
his good fortune, and then quickly scooted against the back of the 
couch. Joan was visibly trembling now from the force of the delicious 
erotic sensations that were uncontrollably rippling through her nerves, 
and no longer did she even care whether or not the boy could see the 
agitation caused by his presence. The only thing of which she was sure 
now was the sexual current that was jumping like electrical lightning 
between their two bodies, and her mind was momentarily filled with 
visions of shameless plans to seduce the young fifteen year-old who sat 
staring openly at her. Her gaze fell to his faded blue jeans, and the 
sight of his crotch filled her with still greater passion that both 
thrilled and terrified her. Bulging out against the soft, washed-out 
fabric, the older woman could see a stiff, slender form pressing up and 
outward, and then she ran her eyes over the rest of his slim, virile 
form, coming to rest again on his face in which confusion and youthful 
lust so clearly showed. She tipped the brandy glass to her lips and 
drained its contents for a fourth time, and then walked hurriedly out 
of the room.


The bedroom door firmly closed behind her, she quickly, almost 
frantically, began to undress. She couldn't have stayed in the same 
room with Wayne another second, she thought miserably as she hung her 
spring dress on a hanger in the closet. Another moment and she'd have 
attacked him where he sat, and coming in here on the pretext of 
changing clothes had been the only answer. But what on earth had 
possessed her to say the boy could stay? He'd all but offered to leave, 
and then she had insisted that he wait for her to return. What was the 
matter with her this afternoon? Oh God, she knew ... she knew all too 
well what was the matter with her as she stood on the circular throw 
rug before the small bureau. She looked down at her brassiere-encased 
breasts and then down the smooth curve of her exposed belly to the 
thinly-clothed triangle of her pubic mound, and she could feel the 
inflamed center of her loins throbbing violently in answer to her own 
tormenting question. She could feel her vaginal lips tingling madly 
against the soft silkiness of her gossamer panties, and her nipples 
growing pebble-hard, pressing hotly out against the suddenly abrasive 
clinging material as her full curving breasts heaved high and swelled 
with the sweet agony of her ever-mounting desires, and she knew. Oh 
God, how she knew!


She began opening the drawers of her bureau in a hasty search for 
something to wear, her mind still filled with the thoughts of her 
sexual perversion so long hidden and repressed deep within her, and how 
the eager young boy out in the living room had awakened her into an 
overwhelming, enveloping passion. She thought about all this, standing 
there almost naked and looking down haplessly into the drawers, and 
then suddenly raised her head and stared at the closed door. She 
straightened, still undecided as to what she should wear, and turned 
all the way toward the door, a soft whimpering sound coming from her 
throat.


He was out there waiting ... That beautiful boy, waiting and wanting, 
just as she was wanting him. He, in his innocence, didn't know what it 
was that his handsome young body so desperately craved, only that he 
was filled with the ungovernable desire to look at her, see her 
breasts, her legs, her buttocks ... To see her naked, and most of all, 
to see her pussy!


Dear God, she was giving into her body's demands inch by inch! Inches! 
How many did little Wayne have! Four to five, she imagined, just like 
the other boys she'd lustily enjoyed in the past. She could visualize 
it now, standing rigidly erect, almost touching his hairless little 
belly! Oh God--she didn't dare go out there like this, for she knew 
that in her present state of arousal there would be no halting her; and 
she would shamelessly seduce him. She could be wearing a fur coat over 
a straight-jacket, and somehow she'd manage to beckon to him, and then 
he'd eagerly respond, and then ... God, and then ...!


A tremendous surge of lascivious excitement charged through the older 
woman; and Joan trembled from head to toe; her firmly ripe breasts and 
taut buttocks rippling in suppressed excitement as she reached for the 
one outfit that would be the best thing to wear for young Wayne. 
Frantically she began to dress, her whole naked body trembling from the 
realization she was surrendering herself to her salacious desires. If 
it were going to happen, it should happen now, before little Wayne was 
missed at the Conroy home and he'd have too much explaining to do later 
on. Yes, it would be now. And then a tear slowly formed in one of her 
eyes and trickled down her passion-flushed cheek. She was lost. Lost! 
Every nerve in her sensuous flesh was reacting in a tumult of lecherous 
yearning, and her reasonings and promises had proven to be only flimsy 
barriers before the monstrous lusts which had swept them aside and 
overwhelmed her will-power. Every moral and inhibition in her had 
melted away in the heat of her renewed passions, every last shred of 
conscience was gone now as it had been in Dayton and countless cities 
before that. Her brain whirled and she moaned in shameful defeat, but 
the needing, hungry pressure of wanting that young boy out there was 
simply too overpowering to restrain. Her craving had reached the very 
core of her being, and there was no use fighting it any longer. Oh God, 
there just wasn't the slightest damned thing she could do to stop 
herself, was there?


Chapter 3


Young Wayne Conroy was sitting exactly where his older teacher had left 
him, still clutching his half-empty bottle of soda, when Joan made her 
appearance. She opened the door of the bedroom and stepped out in front 
of the boy, smiling provocatively at him.


"Miss Frazer! Holy cow!"


Despite Wayne's obvious wide-eyed wonderment, Joan was certain she 
detected a brassy glint of sexual interest in the youth's eyes, and she 
padded barefoot toward him, wishing now that she had had the nerve to 
come out of the bedroom totally naked. As it was, she was nearly that 
nude, wearing only a strapless halter and a pair of fire-engine red 
short-shorts so tight as to show her pubic mound and its teasing little 
cuntal slit that nestled up between her white thighs. Her long, 
statuesque legs were bare and curvaceous, and her belly was just as 
exposed between the band of her shorts and her strained halter. Her 
firmly rounded breasts quivered, barely concealed by the thin halter, 
and Wayne could almost make out her ruby-tipped nipples.


"I'm planning to get a little sun after you leave," she said in a 
throaty, sultry voice. "What's the matter? You look like I'm going to 
eat you, Wayne." She didn't add the word she was thinking: Yet.


Joan slid her palms down over her bare-skinned stomach and hooked her 
thumbs in the low-slung tight waistband of her red shorts, making 
certain that Wayne was watching every movement she made. Then she gazed 
up at him through the furry fringe of her thick eye lashes, and 
sensuously rotated her slim, sinewy hips as she shifted her weight from 
one hip to the other and back again. A shiver of excitement ran up her 
spine as she saw the auburn-haired youth's eyes glisten lustfully while 
he stared at her provocative motions. Deliberately she let her gaze 
fall once again to the crotch of his trousers, and she couldn't help 
smiling as she saw Wayne squirm in embarrassment under her blatant 
scrutiny of the long, hard bulge that was straining the material of his 
jeans. Joan knew that he was in an agony of confusion and frustration 
as she brazenly flaunted her all-but-naked body in front of him, but 
her mind had been made up when she'd first reached for the thin, tiny 
outfit she was now wearing. She couldn't have restrained herself any 
longer from going after this handsome virile child if she'd wanted to, 
and as she'd slipped on the halter and shorts in the privacy of her 
bedroom a few moments before, she had realized that no more did she 
have the slightest desire to stop herself. As they say of rape: "If you 
can't fight it, join it!" and so now Joan knew she truly wanted this 
boy's slim, innocent hardness, and would do what was necessary to 
obtain it for herself!


"I asked, Wayne, if there was something the matter," she purred 
huskily. "Don't you like what I'm wearing?"


The red-faced boy wordlessly shook his head, the torment he was 
experiencing apparent in his expression. He felt absolutely dry in his 
throat, and he couldn't keep his eyes off the undulating rhythm of his 
teacher's rounded buttocks through the tight red shorts. Man, she was 
one hell of a stacked woman, he thought; better looking than Sharla or 
Lucy or any of the other girls at school. He had hoped that one day he 
could see her like this--crap, he'd jacked off thinking about her naked 
and hot for him beating his meat until his prick had been ready to fall 
off! But he'd never really figured it would come true! But a fat lot of 
good it would do. She was twice as old as he was, and she wouldn't want 
to be messing around with no kid! But still ...


Wayne felt his painfully throbbing cock jerk again as if it were alive, 
and he wriggled on the couch, trying to move so that the older woman 
couldn't see how bad he wanted her. The boy tried to will his erection 
away, but it remained throbbingly blood-swollen and straining for 
release from its cloth prison. Crap, he wanted to die with shame!


Guiltily, his eyes went to his teacher's face, and oh Jesus, no! Miss 
Frazer was staring right at the bulge in his pants! He thought she had 
a couple of times before, but he hadn't been sure ... but this time 
there was no mistake, and she was smiling about it, too!


"Why Wayne," his teacher said in mock reproof, "Whatever are you 
thinking about to have that happen to you?"


"G-Golly, Miss Frazer, I ... I ..." he stuttered, "I'm sorry!"


Joan laughed deep in her throat. "I know what it is, too," she 
whispered. "Your penis is very, very hard, isn't it?"


"I ... I better be going on home now, Miss Frazer. I didn't mean to get 
like this, honest!"


"No! Don't!" she demanded in a sensuous voice. "Don't be ashamed of 
your erection, my precious darling. We studied about that in sex 
education class, remember? I know all about such things in a man, 
Wayne. And you're a man ... you're my young man, aren't you?"


"Ohhh," the boy groaned in confusion. "Oh, Miss Frazer!"


"And you want to know something else, Wayne? You think that just 
because we girls don't have penises like men, that we don't get as 
excited? Well, we show it differently, and maybe not so obviously as 
your stiff cock, but--"


"Miss Frazer!" Wayne gasped, shocked at the lewd words.


"Cock, lover-boy. You have a nice hard cock, and it's because you want 
to fuck me, isn't it? That's why you're breathing so hard and your face 
is all red and you're squirming in your seat. You want to fuck me with 
your sweet young cock!"


"Oh crap!" Wayne Conroy blurted, gasping for air like a stranded fish. 
His prick was palpitating wildly, and it felt as if he were about to 
cum in his pants, as his immature brain reeled with the heady 
combination of her words and ripely mature body. Had he heard Miss 
Frazer correctly? Had his prim and modest teacher been telling him that 
he was wanting to fuck her with his cock? And Christ, he was thinking 
the same dirty words, too! Man, his balls were aching like hell just 
listening to her! Didn't Miss Frazer know what her dirty words were 
doing to him? He took another swallow of soda-pop and found that he 
could hardly hold the bottle in his trembling hands.


"Don't hide the truth from me, lover-boy," she breathed huskily. "I 
know you want to get into your teacher's soft warm pussy with your 
cock." The thrill of hearing herself say the forbidden obscenities 
coursed through Joan's body. She shivered from her enslavement to the 
surges of hot longing which made her ache to have this young boy deep 
up inside her cunt. There were no thoughts in her mind except the one 
blazing desire for the moment when he would plunge his fleshy, virile 
hardness into her belly and fill her gaping needs ...


Wayne sat staring at her, unable to answer her. He tried not to look at 
her big beautiful breasts that were protruding like two melons from 
that tiny bra-like thing she was wearing. What the hell, he'd seen lots 
of chicks in bikinis that showed off much more, and even a few who'd 
taken everything off, but somehow this was different! They'd been only 
girls ... but Miss Frazer was all woman! A real, live, honest-to-God 
woman who could get any guy in Montock to screw her if she'd wanted! 
And she was asking him if he wanted to fuck her! Man ... oh man, did he 
have the brass balls to take her up on it?


The young teenager trembled with fear and indecision. He had to admit 
that the reason he'd been buttering her up in her dumb sex class and 
had asked for a ride and wanted a glass of water was so that maybe he 
could get a glimpse of her like this. But it had been a dream! He'd 
never really figured it would really happen to him! This was one hell 
of a lot more than he'd ever wished for--and far more than he'd 
bargained for! It was too much for his inexperience to handle! He was 
scared! He hated to admit it ... but crap, he was actually scared!


"Wayne ..." The older woman's voice whispered huskily from above him. 
"Wayne, my lover-boy, watch me. Watch what I do ..."


He stared up at her from the couch, and his mouth hinged open, his eyes 
bulging from his face. Oh Jesus! Miss Frazer was taking all her clothes 
off now! He couldn't believe it!


Joan sensuously unhooked the halter and dipped forward slightly to 
release her firmly fleshed breasts from their restraining cups. Then 
she stood straight again and her high, perfectly rounded tits jutted 
out like twin ruby-crested mountain peaks waiting to be climbed, 
begging to be conquered. She smiled at the boy with her mouth wetly 
parted and her teeth slightly bared, the tip of her red little tongue 
barely showing against her moist lower lip.


"And now for my shorts, darling boy. And now I'll take my shorts off so 
you can see how hot and juicy a woman's pussy gets when she's excited 
..." She hooked her thumbs under the waistband of the red pants and 
began to roll the stretchy, swimsuit-like material down over her thighs 
and buttocks. Lower and lower the short-shorts went, until Wayne could 
see the first tufts of his teacher's black, softly curling pubic hair 
peek above the fabric ... then lower, until at last they came free and 
dropped to puddle at her feet. Unashamedly, Joan stepped out of the 
shorts and stood completely naked before the pop-eyed youth, the moist, 
petal-like pink lips of her fiercely throbbing vagina presented to his 
view in utter sacrifice, the dark fleece of her cuntal hair glistening 
lewdly in the pale yellow light of her living room lamp. Her long 
satiny-smooth legs were moist at the inner thighs with the flowing 
secretions of her passion-flowered vaginal mouth.


"Well?" she cooed seductively. "Do you see what I mean? Would you like 
to feel just how wet a sexually excited woman can get? Would you? 
Ummmm?"


"Miss Frazer ..." His teacher's name choked past the boy's throat, but 
that was all, and he was unable to say another word. He could only 
stare at the nakedly lush older woman posed so lewdly and wantonly--and 
his youthful cock began jerking like a tethered animal in his pants.


Slowly Joan lifted her hands and began to slide her palms up along the 
silky flesh of her sides to the outer swells of her softly warm 
breasts. She kept her sultry eyes locked on the boy as she cupped her 
ripely swelling mounds and kneaded them gently, pushing the globes out 
toward him as if presenting him with two forbidden, but wickedly 
delicious, gifts of flesh. Then her hands slowly began to stroke her 
belly, moving down ever so tantalizingly until the tips of her nails 
were barely touching the moist curls of her matted pubic hair. She held 
that position for a long moment, thumbs pressing against her slender, 
sculptured sides and her fingers splayed across her abdomen, knowing 
with lusting satisfaction exactly what she was doing to her handsome 
young pupil.


Young Wayne Conroy was all but rooted to the couch now, totally 
transfixed by the absolute brazen sexuality of his teacher as she stood 
completely naked a couple of feet away from him. "God almighty," he 
finally managed to gasp in a high-pitched squeak, his unbelieving eyes 
sweeping over her blatant nudity in rapidly growing, youthful lust. "I-
I never saw any-anybody like you before, Miss Frazer ..."


"Does my naked body shock you?" Slowly Joan's hands began to move 
again, her fingertips dipping lower through her soft, downy pubic curls 
and toward the wetly glistening, swollen pink crevice up between her 
thighs. "Haven't you ever seen a girl or a woman without her clothes on 
before?"


"Well, yeah. I mean no. I mean ..." He gulped.


Joan laughed softly, basking in the boy's complete confusion. She knew 
that for all his supposed "experience"--which could range from a couple 
of feeble jerkings inside some terrified girl to peeking through the 
bathroom keyhole as his mother took a shower--he was no match for her 
now that she had wholeheartedly abandoned her vows and was intently 
after his slim, virile body. She placed the thumb and forefinger of her 
left hand on either side of the soft, moistly pink lips of her vagina 
and spread them slowly apart, revealing the trembling red bud of her 
erect clitoris to the boy's lust-raging gaze. With her right forefinger 
then, she traced downwards until the tip came in contact with the 
miniature phallus, and she began to stroke it back and forth. More 
rivulets of her sexual lubrications trailed down her inner thighs in 
glistening droplets and, while she continued to stroke her clitoris, 
she began rubbing her other finger in sensual cadence along the warmly 
wet cuntal cleft.


"We were talking about masturbation a little while ago, weren't we, my 
darling boy?" Joan obscenely began to say to the youth. "I bet at night 
when you're all alone in your bed, you rub that strong, handsome cock I 
know you've got until it's stiff as a poker. And then you take your 
hand and stroke up and down over your hot hard shaft while you dream 
about shoving it into some girl's pussy ... shoving it in until you can 
feel your balls bursting apart!


"G-Golly, Miss Frazer, I ... I do! Ohh, maybe I shouldn't, but I do!" 
the wildly aroused young boy blurted uncontrollably. "I jack off and 
think about you, Miss Frazer! I can't help it!"


"And I do the same thing, Wayne. I lie in bed and finger my pussy just 
like you're seeing me do now. This is how girls masturbate when they're 
alone, my precious lover, and when I do it, I think about having a 
wonderful young boy just like you inside me! Isn't that silly of us, 
Wayne? We both play with ourselves and wish we were together ... 
fucking each other ..." Joan trembled and her eyes clenched shut, hot 
breath hissing through her tightly pressed lips. "Ohhhh, darling! 
Darling! How can you sit there and not want me? What more do I have to 
do? Please ... oh, please tell me you want to fuck me ...!"


Her last lust-filled appeal, couched in the kind of girlish innocence 
which drove the boy helplessly wild, galvanized Wayne into action. As 
if he was somehow spirit-free from his body, he watched himself uncoil 
his legs and stand up from the couch, then move forward trance-like to 
his nakedly writhing teacher. He stared at her finger as it ceased its 
rhythmic masturbation, then he looked up into her lovely, passion-
contorted face, still afraid that she would reject him as not being man 
enough for her.


"Jeez, Miss Frazer, I do! But ... well, you're a woman, and I ... I'm 
only a kid. M-maybe I couldn't--"


"Oh, but you can!" Joan purred. She took the closing step to him, 
instinctively knowing she was signing her own death warrant; her bare 
feet were silent on the thin carpet, as she leaned closer to the 
petrified young boy. Her breath was a white-hot firebrand on his 
hairless cheeks, and she touched the cloth of his pants leg lightly, 
her fingertips seething with desire and almost searing the material 
with their heat. "My cunt is on fire right this second! And the only 
thing that'll put out that fire is a long, hard cock! You have a long, 
hard cock, my darling, I can tell you do!"


And with a swift, experienced movement, the depravity-ridden teacher 
reached further up along his leg and touched the wildly throbbing bulge 
between the youth's quivering thighs!


Wayne nearly leapt off the floor in a convulsive reaction to the 
electrical shock of her touch on his sensitive young penis, encased 
though it was. She lightly stroked the protruding hardness, 
tantalizingly sliding her fingers along his uncomfortably swollen penis 
until Wayne thought he could scream from the overwhelming sensations. 
"Tell me, darling," she hissed wetly in his ear. "Tell me you want to 
fuck me!"


"Ohhh crap, yes! Yes, I want to fuck you, Miss Frazer! Yes! Yes!" The 
boy couldn't help himself, the words tearing from his throat in a 
strangled cry that he scarcely recognized as his own. Then he reached 
upwards and his mouth ground against her soft, pliant lips, his own 
lips parting as she flailed her tongue deep into his mouth. She swirled 
her tongue around and around, her hand beginning to move faster and 
faster over the length of his turgid prick. As if it had a will of its 
own, Wayne's left hand came up and found one of her firm, naked 
breasts, and he squeezed and kneaded the warmly pulsing flesh and chip-
hard little nipple. The boy could feel the wetness from the seminal 
fluid which was seeping from the hardened tip of his prick as she 
continued to massage him with a practiced rubbing until he was afraid 
his balls would surely explode and fill his pants with his hot white 
cum.


"How do you want to fuck me, darling boy?" Joan mewled as their mouths 
parted for air. "Tell me how!"


"Deep!" Wayne Conroy screamed back. "Deep and hard as I can!"


"Oh God, my delicious young lover," the older woman moaned deliriously. 
"Let's go into the bedroom before I die!"


He followed her mutely, blindly, like a faithful puppy-dog after its 
master, his young body and immature mind afire with his eager, virile 
passion. Joan led him to where she had changed her clothes, and then 
she crawled up on the soft double-bed and lay back with her head on the 
pillow, her slender legs parting wide as she was able to splay them. 
"Get naked, my little lover," she hoarsely urged him in a whisper. "I 
want to see that delightful young prick of yours. I want to see it 
strong and hard for me. Show me your sweet cock, lover-boy. Let me see 
it now!" She ground her thighs together and moaned in hunger. "Hurry 
... please."


A self-consciousness stole over the teenager as he unbuttoned his shirt 
and unbuckled his pants, then removed his scuffed loafers. He stood for 
a moment longer wearing nothing but his white cotton underpants, and 
then he took a deep breath and slid them down over his lean, muscular 
hips and firm, boyish buttocks. I


Uncontrolled sensations surged through Joan's tautly rippling belly and 
loins as her greedy, cat-like eyes stared hungrily at the throbbing 
young penis which stood out in hard erection from the boy's inner 
thighs. It was sizable for a fifteen year-old, but not too much ... 
perhaps five and a half inches in length and nicely rounded, its blunt 
cockhead a rich glistening crimson from the blood-swelling excitement 
she knew Wayne was feeling at that moment. His testicles were tight and 
had the texture of soft velvet, and there were only a few wisps of 
pubic hair at the base to show where in a few years he would grow thick 
and bushy. "Ohhh, I love your prick, lover-boy," she moaned again 
delightedly. "I know it's going to feel like heaven when you're fucking 
me deep up inside my cunt! Oh God, hurry! Hurry!"


With a small, tormented cry of desire, young Wayne crawled onto the bed 
between his naked teacher's legs and kneeled over her, his arms stiff 
and supporting on either side of her shoulders. He smiled 
apprehensively down into her face but Joan only smiled upwards, 
appraising every inch of his flat, boyish torso and his proudly 
stiffened penis which stood out from his sparse, hair-sprinkled loins.


"Oh God, you're beautiful," she groaned in encouragement to him. "Kiss 
me, lover boy, ohhhhh kiss me before you fuck me!"


The boy could hardly believe what he was about to do to this hotly 
writhing woman beneath him. Yet, man, he was going to! Crap yes, he 
was! She wanted him to, so what the hell, he was going to! He was going 
to fuck Miss Frazer!


He showered hot kisses moistly over her face and throat and down into 
the valley of her quivering full breasts. Man, she had the most 
luscious tits in the whole wide world, and the increasing throb in his 
impatiently pulsating cock was letting him know that there was no way 
she could get out of being screwed now! He moved his hands over the 
smooth globes of her naked white flesh, and she breathed hot and sweet 
into his ear, her tongue flicking out to dance inside and race along 
the soft skin of his sensitive lobe. Her hand searched down between 
their naked bodies and located the rock-hard flesh of his young cock, 
and Wayne gasped aloud as the hot, searing tips of her fingers closed 
around his throbbing erection. Then once again he dipped down and 
closed his eager lips over her mouth, and their tongues fused and 
swirled around one another's as if trying to blend into one long wet 
length.


Joan was unable to resist the temptation to crush his nakedly budding 
body down upon her own mature flesh, and she encircled her arms around 
his back and enveloped the boy, not caring about anything but the firm, 
youthful lover pressed tightly to her. She crushed the full length of 
his muscular body against her own, and ground her moistly throbbing 
pelvis hard up into him while opening her thighs as wide as they could, 
her hungry pussy flaring with a warm, wet welcome. Her hands ran wildly 
up and down along his muscular skin, tracing the forming muscles of his 
shoulders and sides down to the lean, tautly clenched moons of his 
boyish buttocks. She could feel his rigid, hotly throbbing penis 
beating against the warm creamy flesh of her smooth inner thighs, and 
she arched her back and reached under her straining buttocks with both 
her hands to pull her cuntal lips farther apart. Then she relaxed and 
her teenage lover's slim young penis lay cradled more fully within the 
moistly pink confines of her narrow, hair-lined vagina.


"You feel soooooo good, lover-boy," she sighed delightedly. "All of you 
feels good to me, but your cock feels the best of all."


The boy pressed forward tentatively, and Joan's eyes closed in sublime 
ecstasy as she felt the first tender contact against the sensitive 
fleshy edges of her pussy. His handsome features contorted above her 
lust-glazed eyes as she felt the youthful hardness of his pushing loins 
dig anxiously into her softly yielding vaginal slit, insinuating itself 
up and down in a teasing effort to find the swollen entrance to her 
inner cunt. Unable to bear his maddening probe another moment longer, 
the older woman reached between their naked bodies and grasped the 
flesh of his long slender shaft to guide it to the exact position 
between her eagerly quivering pussy lips.


"There, darling lover, there's my hole for you. Shove your prick in 
now, ohhhh do it to me now!" she pleaded up at him breathlessly.


She felt the boy's pressure against the tight elastic opening of her 
moistly waiting vagina, and she gasped in delight when his hard, blood-
filled cock-head slipped into her hot, aching pussy. It moved slowly at 
first, stretching the long unused walls of her vaginal channel, and she 
winced a bit from pain while his virile rod of hardness seemed to keep 
on sliding inside her belly forever. His long youthful penis was 
filling her more beautifully and completely than any adult man's 
thicker and more brutal cock, and she lay in rapture beneath the 
auburn-haired boy as he began to quench the gnawing hunger that had 
been torturing her for so long.


Above his naked teacher, Wayne was lost in the delight of his first 
sexual experience with a mature and experienced woman, and his youthful 
face took on a contorted expression of raw animal lust as he gazed down 
at her wantonly spread-eagled beneath him. The tip of his rampant young 
cock was burying itself in the moistly rippling walls of her soft, warm 
pussy, and the boy had a feeling of limitless power, unlike anything he 
had ever experienced before. With a hoarse cry of excitement, he 
pressed downward into Miss Frazer's willing belly, his weight smashing 
her full rounded breasts tightly down upon her chest. He thrust his 
leanly muscled hips forward and slid his long, lust-hardened penis deep 
up into her cunt, pushing the moistly parting folds of her vaginal 
walls in velvety waves before his attack. Joan could only moan in 
delight as she felt his round young testicles bounce against the cheeks 
of her upturned buttocks and the blunt head of his cock prod 
deliciously against the sensitive tip of her cervix.


"Ohhhh yes! Oh yes, lover-boy!" she cried out in utter delight. She 
kicked out her legs high into the air and locked them tightly around 
the boy's tensely driving body. She gasped for breath at the erotically 
searing sensations of Wayne's hard young shaft plunging fully into her 
hot hungry pussy, and she began to grind her buttocks up and down in 
the most provocative manner she knew how. She wanted desperately for 
him to shoot his boiling fresh sperm far up inside her thirsty cunt, 
and fill her as she had not been filled in nearly two whole years. This 
afternoon, she and this wonderful boy would explore together all the 
sexual delights that she had been trying so hard to suppress! 
"Ahhhhhh!" she cried again, "Remember the film today and fuck me just 
like that! Ahhhh!"


Wayne needed no second urging. A flash of recollection crossed his 
mind, and he could see in his mind the young bridegroom bucking wildly 
into the virginal pussy of his newly-wedded wife. In an effort to 
duplicate the action, the boy ground his loins down into the squirming, 
pliant flesh beneath him, fucking into his naked teacher with long and 
hard strokings of his cock. She strained back under him, arching her 
firmly fleshed buttocks up at him and lifting them both a couple of 
inches off the squeaking bed. She twisted and turned under his 
pounding, driving body, opening and closing her legs around his thighs 
as she worked up and down in abandoned tempo. Her mouth gaped open wide 
and her head flailed wildly from side to side driven almost insane by 
the sensations she was feeling in every pore of her body.


"Ohhhhh, lover-boy! Gooood! Ohhhh, so fucking good! I knew you could do 
it, darling! Ohhhhh yes! That's the way! You're such a good fucker, 
lover-boy!"


She rotated her hips around the hardened pole of his impaling young 
cock, her wetly clasping vagina dilating in time to his rhythmic 
fucking up and down inside her. It felt to her as though he had his 
heart embedded inside his pulsing cock-head, and that his youthful 
flesh was blending into one with the flesh of her inner passage. She 
was becoming one with his cock! She and her darling boy lover had 
crawled inside her and had become one fleshy mass of electric sensation 
with her, the two of them merging magically together by their unleashed 
lewd passions. He was a part of her now; a thrusting, grunting, joy-
giving part of her!


The teenage boy could barely contain his joy as he felt her soft warm 
buttocks screwing up against the length of his wildly throbbing 
hardness. The tiny contracting muscles inside her cunt were nibbling 
hungrily at his inflated cock-head, and the pulsing wet lips between 
her hair-fringed slit were gripping tightly at his pumping shaft. He 
buffeted harshly down against her black curly pubic hair, embedding the 
full length of his slim young penis deep into her warm white belly with 
every eager stroke.


Then he pulled his cock experimentally away and looked with eager 
curiosity down between their naked bodies, resting still above his 
teacher with his hands on either side of her shoulders. He watched in 
wide-eyed wonderment as her quivering loins slid up and down at will on 
his rigid penis that fused the two of them together. He could see the 
slow withdrawal between them, the layered ridges of her moistly pink 
flesh pulling out with his penis as she screwed her buttocks down into 
the mattress. And then the soft folds would push back inside her and 
the wetly glistening length of his cock was swallowed whole back into 
her hungry vaginal mouth. He let her strain against him for another 
moment, watching the utter abandon of her labors. And then he could 
contain his own adolescent lust no longer. He renewed his long hard 
strokes into the older woman's warmly sucking passage. He heard her 
groans of salacious joy as the full throbbing length of his virile 
penis rammed over and over into her eager flesh, and her sighs of 
delight with each jack-hammer thrust his powerful young loins gave 
against her trembling inner thighs. Man, this was better than it had 
ever been with Sharla or even Lucy Hamilton! They were pigs who didn't 
even wiggle their ass when he'd stuff his prick inside them. But this 
was it! This was what it was all about! Crap, this was fucking! Real 
fucking!


Joan Frazer's womb flared and the elastic lips of her hair-lined furrow 
flowered open to receive all of the delicious length the youthful boy 
could give her. Her hands snaked around to his back and pulled him 
closer and deeper, her nails clawing a red-streaked path down to his 
flexing buttocks. She thrust her fleece-covered loins up hard to skewer 
more of herself delightedly upon the driving hot flesh of his virile 
young penis and matched his rhythm with bucking lunges of her own.


The rusty bedsprings squeaked loudly in time to the two tightly 
entwined bodies struggling wildly against each other. The sounds of 
deep straining groans and mewls filled the stifling air of the small 
apartment, mingling with the noise of sweat-gleaming flesh and the wet 
viscous sound of the boy's pile-driving hardness hammering in and out 
of the teacher's cock-hungry cunt.


"Oh God, lover-boy, yes! Yes! I ... I'm going to cum, darling! I'm 
going to cummmm!"


"I ... I'm going to cum too, Miss Frazer! I'm going to cum tooooo!"


"Ohhhhh, let's cum together, my precious little man! Let's cum-" And 
then her words were stopped with a sudden, deep-throated cry: 
"Agggggggggg!"


Joan's body began to vibrate uncontrollably, and in the same instant 
she could feel her insides splitting painfully apart as the head of the 
boy's deeply sunk cock flared into a throbbing volcano. She could feel 
the hot white liquid of his fresh young sperm shoot out inside her like 
streams of molten lava. The wildly milking flesh of her cunt clasped 
tightly around it, erupting in answer and secreting its own orgasmic 
juices to mingle hotly with the boyish seed that was already drowning 
the cavern of her love-starved quivering passage.


It was sending her out of her mind! "Oh fill me, lover boy! Fill me 
up!" she cried incoherently. God, she never wanted to stop! Not ever!


She reached frantically around under her lewdly squirming hips with 
both her hands and began to desperately milk at the youthful testicles 
pressed into the crevice of her buttocks. Her legs kicked out and 
quivered uselessly in the air on either side of the bed. The slim, 
young penis continued to jerk its completion, and white wet cum flowed 
from her throbbing cuntal hole and down over the boy's impaling cock 
with sticky warmth. The trickles of their climactic fluids washed down 
between the crevice of her globular buttocks and over his small, firm 
testicles that were pulsing against her tightly puckering anus, and 
soaked into the soft coverlet of the bed below. The hot walls of her 
spasming pussy sucked at his pulsating penis hungrily, until the boyish 
hardness at last gave one final spurt and the last drop of semen was 
sucked from his empty balls.


The teenager collapsed across his teacher's naked body then, feeling 
her insides still gushing forth around his rapidly deflating cock. They 
both lay still, locked in the lewd embrace of love for seemingly 
forever, though it actually was only a few minutes. And then the boy 
rolled off her sweat-soaked flesh, noticing her breasts still heaved 
from the effort of their orgasms. He wanted to say something to make it 
nice but there was nothing he could think of. They presented a vivid 
picture of youth and age and were really worlds apart, the only 
equalizer between them now was laying limp and small between his 
thighs.


Joan stared up at the ceiling through dulled, waxen eyes, feeling her 
flesh beaten, bruised, and thoroughly satiated. Well, she'd been 
fucked, and fucked damned good. Her pubic area was throbbing with a 
dull, continuous ache and her flesh was trembling from the sensations 
which had risen to overwhelm her. Yet even though a sated euphoria 
glowed within her, the tremendous passions of only moments before began 
to slowly fade away, and her mind gradually returned to sanity. A wave 
of guilt poured through her, along with temporarily forgotten pangs of 
remorse and self-loathing. With deep humiliation she had to admit just 
who she was and whose virile young penis had so recently been inside 
the still gently throbbing lips of her vagina. She began to feel a deep 
despair, a mental anguish born of a new resolve that what she'd allowed 
to happen must never, never take place again, and a wretched fear that 
perhaps it was already too late, and her momentary weakness will prove 
to have been the beginning of her ruination in Montock ...


"Gee, I sure like fucking you, Miss Frazer," the Conroy boy finally 
said in a cheerful, exuberant voice. "Best fuck I ever had!"


"What?" Joan said coldly. God! To him, she'd been nothing but a good 
fuck, while he could very well ruin the rest of her life!


"I ... I just meant to say thank you," he stammered, stung by his 
teacher's inexplicable change in tone of voice. "I ... I hope we can do 
it again."


Joan placed the arm of one hand over her forehead, moving her head to 
the obscene sight of her youthful lover's naked body and eager eyes. "I 
think you'd better go now, Wayne," she told him in a flat, even voice. 
"Hurry up and get dressed and leave here at once."


"Well, sure, Miss Frazer," the boy responded, hurriedly clutching his 
scattered clothing. "But gosh, I don't understand. I thought you liked 
me a lot! I thought that's why you let me fuck you."


"It should never have happened, Wayne," she said forcefully. "I thought 
... well, I don't know what I thought, but it was a mistake." She was 
afraid that if she should try to explain further, her own body would 
begin to betray her again. "Please, just leave me alone, will you?"


"D-Didn't you I-like it, Miss Frazer?" he asked fearfully. His 
vulnerable adolescent ego, already on the defensive because of their 
differences in age, wilted at the humiliation of knowing he'd done his 
damnedest and it hadn't been enough. "Didn't I make you happy?"


Joan saw the anguish in the handsome youth's expression and she 
immediately felt sorry for him. It certainly had not been his fault 
that had landed her naked in this predicament; she had raped him and it 
genuinely had been just that: rape! But to tell him that he was the 
beautiful lover he'd actually proven to be for her would only encourage 
him to try again! She had a sinking feeling inside that if he should 
try, she would probably have no more chance of stopping him than she 
had had resisting her own lurid impulses!


Averting her gaze from the anxious look in his eyes, she slowly sighed, 
hating herself more than ever. "It's ... not that, Wayne. You were 
fine, but I'm so much older and more experienced, and--"


But the boy never stayed to hear the end of her explanation. Choking 
back tears of humiliation, Wayne rushed from the bedroom and the naked 
teacher he'd just finished fucking. Joan looked up as she heard the 
loud slam of the front door closing, and then she lay back on the 
pillow again. It was possible that she would never have to fight off 
young Wayne again, she wishfully said to herself; maybe he had been 
permanently discouraged from attempting to make love to her again, and 
would be too ashamed to admit to any of his friends that he had been 
with her and had failed. She felt the blood rising in her cheeks as 
vivid memories of his virile body and her own lustful seduction came 
rushing back to her, and she had to admit that truly he had been one of 
the best lovers she'd ever had. He had come at her like a conquering 
warrior once she'd got him started, and had devoured the spoils of his 
victory like the young savage he was at heart.


Perhaps, the miserable woman teacher prayed, this would prove to be an 
isolated instance and not lead to further problems. Time was a great 
healer of wounds, and possibly in time Wayne would forget about what 
had happened ... and she would learn to resist her own lewd desires. 
She hoped with all her heart that eventually there would be nothing but 
a minor scar on each of their souls to remind them that this had ever 
happened between them. Perhaps ... But there was nothing she could do 
about it now, except wait, hope, and pray ...


Chapter 4


Young Wayne Conroy was the only child of Montock's richest family. He'd 
been coddled since birth by an over-protective mother, and had grown up 
with the constant awareness of his father's position in the town and 
the large farm-land holdings they owned throughout the county. In many 
ways he had become an insufferable brat, able to get away with nearly 
any rotten trick he tried, knowing that his parents would always be 
able to pull him out of any fire he started.


It was not surprising, therefore, that Wayne Conroy did not forget 
about his experience with his sex education teacher. Instead he brooded 
about it that night, and all of Thursday and Friday until his mother 
was afraid he was sick and tried to dose him with cod liver oil. He 
brooded because his over-weaned pride had been severely wounded for the 
first time in his budding life, unable as he was to understand Miss 
Frazer's rejection of him after he'd fucked her until she had screamed 
she was cumming. That she had turned him away because of an emotional 
revulsion for herself never occurred to the boy, and if it had it 
wouldn't have meant anything to him. Wayne cared little for the older 
woman as a person; he didn't give much of a damn about anything except 
his own fun and games.


His inflated ego had always demanded that he be the one who told a 
chick "where to get off," and this time he'd been sent packing instead. 
Hurt and bitter, he brooded ... and with his dark and vengeful thoughts 
came the need to rebuild his fallen pride. The decency which Joan had 
hoped was in the youth did not exist, but he'd not been able to think 
of a proper way to lash back at her--not until that following Saturday 
morning. It was then that he was with his young buddies, Mickey Hagen 
and Knuckles Gerber, down in his basement where they were drinking some 
of his father's beer. In a burst of adolescent bravado, he had soothed 
some of the hurt he felt by bragging of his conquest, though he 
naturally left out the part about Miss Frazer's sudden coldness and his 
shameful departure ...


"Tell us again," Mickey asked, after he had become convinced that Wayne 
actually had fucked her, sucking eagerly at the can of beer tilted to 
his lips. "Tell us what Miss Frazer ... how she wanted you to screw!"


"Fuck me, lover-boy!" Wayne repeated proudly. "Fuck me harder! Fuck me 
harder!"


"God damn," Knuckles Gerber moaned, "she ever tell that to me, and I'd 
shove my prick clear to her nostrils!"


"Hell, the woman would bite that cock of yours clean off with her 
cunt," Wayne snorted derisively. "Takes a stud to satisfy pussy like 
her, let me tell you. You better stick to Sharla, with her flat ass and 
a snatch the size of a cow-flop. Ol' Miss Frazer is pure class, and 
better than Sharla and Nancy put together!"


"Yeah?" Knuckles snapped back, his own pride slighted. "I could show 
that broad more'n you did!"


"No way, man," Wayne responded. "I had her flyin' to the moon, begging 
for more when I was through. I would've given her more, too, only I had 
to get home before my ma laid an egg."


"Aw, I think you wuz only dreaming while jerking off in the bathroom," 
Mickey retorted. "Now my old man, he's got a pecker that hangs clear to 
his knee-caps. I bet he could--"


"I tell you I did!" Wayne bellowed angrily. He snapped open another 
beer and took a long, even swallow from the beer. Then he slammed the 
can down on the cement floor. "In fact," he lied, "she wants me to slip 
the meat to her again, any time I want!"


"Bullshit," Knuckles challenged, stabbing back for the insult he'd 
received. "Somebody get the shovel; it's getting thick in here."


"Yeah?" Wayne, now smarting, continued his belligerency. "Well, how 
much you want to bet me, wise-ass?"


"Hell, I'll betcha a case of this lousy green beer," Knuckles sneered 
back at the boy.


"Where the devil are you going to get a case of beer?"


"Never you mind. I'll get it when you bang Miss Frazer again, and don't 
you try to squirm out of it, either. Mickey here heard the bet, right?"


"The hell I am! I said I was, and I will," Wayne answered with more 
confidence than he felt. "You better start roundin' up that beer, 
that's all."


"How we going to know if you screw her, Wayne?" Mickey asked.


"Cause I'll tell you, that's how you'll know," Wayne Conroy answered 
hotly.


"Ain't good enough," Knuckles said, grinning. "I'll need proof, and I 
mean more than a couple of hairs off some twat, too. No super-keen 
broad like her wants to diddle around with young guys, I figure, so I 
ain't payin' off no case of beer unless I'm there watching it happen 
with my own two eyes."


"Watching?" Wayne scoffed, trying desperately to think of some way out 
of the corner into which he'd talked himself. "You want to hide behind 
her curtains or something and watch? That's the craziest--" And then 
the boy stopped talking, his mouth clamping tightly over the rim of his 
beer can. A devilish gleam came into his eyes, and a wicked little 
smirk creased his lips as his brain churned with new-found 
lasciviousness.


Mickey frowned at his companion. "What'cha thinking, Wayne?"


"I'm thinking that maybe you and Knuckles can do just that," Wayne 
snickered lewdly. "I've got me the beginnings of a plan ..."


"Shit," Mickey groaned, his own eyes suddenly growing with a lusty 
gleam. "I'd never be able to just look. I've got my own things I'd want 
to do to that sweet little snatch of hers."


Wayne Conroy laughed. "Well, maybe that can be worked out, too."


"Yeah?" Knuckles leaned forward intently. "Then let's hear it."


"Well, keep your pants on and I'll tell you," Wayne Conroy said 
importantly. He took another long swig of beer, feeling that now he was 
the unquestioned leader again, and once more in control of the 
situation. "First off, if the three of us take her on, she'll be 
screaming bloody murder."


"I thought you said she liked it," Knuckles taunted, but with less 
certainty than before not wanting to lose out in case Wayne was telling 
the truth.


"Shut-up, you turd," Wayne snarled. "She loves cock okay, only she'll 
be frightened at first. That's only natural with women, until they get 
going. Remember when we gang-banged Lucy Hamilton the first time? She 
set up a banshee wail that brought in the hogs for miles around, but 
Jesus, after our first time 'round, she was screaming for more. That's 
the way it'll be with Miss Frazer, I guarantee."


"Yeah, you might just be right," Mickey said, nodding his shaggy, 
unkept head up and down. "But we took Lucy out in the woods in back of 
her house, so nobody'd come a runnin'. How do we get Miss Frazer?"


"Yeah man, that's what I want to know," Knuckles added eagerly. 
"What'cha got in mind--knock her out cold with a wrench or something?"


Wayne Conroy cast a glare at the other boy. "If you'll shut up for a 
minute, I'll tell you," he growled.


Silence, except for the gulping of beer down young throats.


"Okay, now listen," Wayne continued. "If we took the rotor out of the 
distributor of her car, it wouldn't run, right? And if it didn't run, 
then she couldn't drive home after school, right? She'd have to walk to 
her rooming house, and the shortest way ain't by the road, but by 
cutting across old Ebenezer Treakle's farm."


"Yeah, that's how she'd go, I bet, across his back pasture."


"And she'd have to pass right by that old hay barn of his."


"Exactly," Wayne said, puffing out his chest. "All we gotta do is be 
waiting for her, and when she comes along--pow!"


"Jesus, that's a beauty," Mickey said gleefully. "Ain't nobody goes 
near that barn. She could yell all she wanted, and never be heard. When 
you think we should do it, Wayne?"


"Monday! Monday we'll fix her car and then we'll fix her wagon, but 
good!"


"Right on," Knuckles Gerber agreed heartily. "I'm all for it! Hell, 
just thinking about getting into Miss Frazer's snatch gives me a bone 
on a foot long! Monday it is!"


The three teenage boys, none of them over fifteen years of age, sat and 
looked at one another with sly, animalistic grins contorting their 
youthful faces. Lewd gleams were glittering hotly in their eyes, 
telegraphing the images in their minds of how they were going to rape 
their tight-assed, unsuspecting teacher day after tomorrow.


Greedy lust burned in Wayne Conroy's brain, and he was filled with the 
desire to be ramming his impatiently puulsating hardness into Miss 
Frazer's hot little cunt right then, right that goddamned minute. But 
other thoughts were also swirling heatedly in his head, foul and bitter 
thoughts of the revenge he was going to have upon the older woman come 
Monday afternoon. The bitch! Make him out not to be man enough for her, 
would she? Tell him she was going out of her mind for his prick, would 
she-- and then throw him out after he'd fucked her half to death? Well, 
just let her wait until he and Mickey Hagen and Knuckles Gerber got 
through screwing her! She'd wish to hell she'd never treated Wayne N. 
Conroy like he was a dirty sock full of shit!


Man, his pecker was hard as a board just thinking about it! His mouth 
felt dry in spite of the beer he'd drunk, and small beads of sweat were 
unconsciously forming on his brow. Just you wait a couple of days, 
teacher, the boy thought maliciously. Just you wait, and then you'll 
find out was a piece of ass is all about ...


*   *   *


Ozgood Blatherton was a small, rotund man, with a florid complexion and 
heavy horn-rimmed glasses. He spoke in a dignified, pompous manner that 
sounded oddly in the high-pitched tones of his voice. He wore heavy 
woolen suits with matching vests no matter what the time of year, and 
at the moment, his suit jacket was unbuttoned and he was leaning back 
in his office chair, thumbs hooked in the arm sockets of his vest. It 
was Monday afternoon and school was just over, but across from him sat 
his sex education teacher, Miss Frazer.


"More complaints from the parents," he was saying to her in his most 
professional dignity. "That committee headed by Mr. & Mrs. Conroy has 
passed a petition this time, threatening court action if we continue 
the sex education course."


"I hope ... I hope it isn't because of something I've done," Joan said 
to him. She prayed that any anxiety which might be showing on her face 
would be passed off as concern for the class, rather than betraying the 
hidden guilt which was still festering from her sordid episode with 
young Wayne. "I've tried to stay strictly within the guidelines you've 
set," she added.


"No, no, it's not you, Miss Frazer," Blatherton said, waving his hand 
in a gesture of unconcern. "Or rather, it's only the fact that you're 
the one teaching it. I'm afraid the subject is simply an emotion-
causing matter over the heads of whomever considers himself a thinker 
in Montock."


"Perhaps we should tone it down a little," Joan suggested, remembering 
the erotic quality of the last film she'd shown.


"Wouldn't dream of it, my dear, wouldn't dream of it." The principal 
smiled, causing his dentures to slip a little. With a quick maneuver of 
his thick lips, he absentmindedly restored them into place. "Sex 
education must continue as it's been going. I merely wanted to warn you 
that greater pressure may be exerted on you, ah ... personally, if you 
know what I mean."


"Personally?"


"That is ... since the class itself cannot be stopped, the people who 
are against it might attempt to prove its instructor is ah ... unfit to 
teach it."


"Mr. Blatherton! I assure you that I conduct myself above reproach in 
Montock!" Joan stared at him with all the righteous indignation she 
could muster, a sinking feeling deep in her belly as she thought of 
what Agnew Conroy would do if he found out his son had made love to 
her. God! She'd be crucified!


"Don't misunderstand me, Miss Frazer," Blatherton said hastily. "I'm 
sure you're a very moral person, and I can certainly say that I've 
never heard a single word against you. I merely want to warn that no 
matter how blameless you might be, this ... this committee might not be 
above spreading unfounded but damaging rumors."


"Mr. Blatherton," Joan said primly, "I hadn't expected the assignment 
to be easy when I accepted it. I will ignore any crude talk that may be 
directed my way ... as I'm sure you will as well."


Within her heart a small spark of hope rapidly flared and she thought, 
even if Wayne does talk, Mr. Blatherton will think it's all part of an 
attempt to discredit me!


"That's the spirit of a true educator," the principal beamed behind his 
thick glasses. "I'm very proud of how you're handling this more than 
difficult situation, and I ..." He paused frowning slightly as he 
studied her features. "Why, Miss Frazer you look white as a sheet. Have 
I upset you that much?"


"Oh ... no, no Mr. Blatherton. It's just that I ... I haven't been 
feeling very well all day."


"Oh dear," he said, almost apologetically. "The flu has been going 
around now that winter's over. Perhaps you've come down with a touch of 
that, do you think?"


"Yes ... Yes, I'm sure that's what it must be."


"Well, then we'll make this meeting short today, my dear. You get right 
home and pop into bed." Blatherton advised, looking around as if he 
were determining if any of her germs were coming his way. "Yes, that'll 
be all for today, Miss Frazer. Dismissed!"


Joan left his office and walked down the now deserted halls of Montock 
High to the exit. Her little Volkswagen was the only car left in the 
parking lot, all the other teachers and students having left the moment 
the last bell had rung; and Joan went quickly to her car, nervous to 
leave the school behind. She climbed in and turned the key in the 
ignition. Nothing happened! The car's starter cranked, but the engine 
wouldn't run! Joan didn't know the first thing about how an engine 
worked, and she was mystified that her car should suddenly stop 
operating after it had run so well to the school that morning. Puzzled, 
she got out and stared at it a moment, then sat back down inside it and 
tried again. Still nothing!


Now the perplexed woman teacher was feeling irritated. Tight-lipped she 
locked the car and looked all around her, wondering what she should do 
to get home. She could go ask Mr. Blatherton for a ride home, but she 
knew that he usually stayed until six o'clock or later, and she didn't 
want to wait around until then. Moreover, she really didn't wish to 
hear any more about her sex education class and the smearing gossip 
which he'd indicated she could expect. She wanted to get back to her 
apartment and a fresh bottle of brandy to still the aching thoughts 
which had been tormenting her since last Wednesday.


The only solution was to walk, she supposed. The fastest way, she knew, 
would be through Ebenezer Treakle's property, a diagonal line that 
would bring her to the back edge of Montock where her rooming house 
was, rather than the much longer route along the road. Farmer Treakle 
didn't mind if people crossed his land, as that particular section 
wasn't under cultivation at the moment and only contained a few old 
milk cows. Besides, it was another beautiful spring afternoon, balmy 
and bright with the promise of Easter, and the walk would probably do 
her good.


Resigning herself, Joan smoothed her hands down over the thin pullover 
sweater and short pleated skirt she was wearing, then took a deep 
breath and headed for the edge of the school property. From there, a 
narrow dirt path, bordered by knee-high grass and wild-flowers, wound 
lazily through Treakle's pasture land. Returning robins chirped 
sprightly in a few trees which clustered here and there on the rolling 
meadowside, and occasionally Joan caught the rustle of grass or 
whipping of a branch to show where some small animal had darted. Soon 
she found herself beyond the sight of the tall school buildings or any 
nearby houses. It was as if she was entirely alone in a world of 
nothing but peaceful nature, and as she strolled along the pathway, the 
worried young woman began to feel a little more relaxed and calm.


God knew she needed soothing, she told herself as she walked. Last 
Thursday and Friday had been a continual living nightmare for her, 
plagued by the fear that she'd run into young Wayne Conroy and he would 
do or say something ruinous in a moment of boyish innocence. Monday 
hadn't been any better, especially after a weekend spent cooped up in 
her small apartment with nothing but her morbid thoughts to taunt her 
constantly. But the Conroy lad had thankfully remained out of sight, 
though Joan didn't know whether it was accidental luck or purposely 
done by him. She only prayed that their paths would not cross for 
another day until Wednesday's sex education course, the only class she 
taught which had him in it. Hopefully by that time, they would both be 
able to act as if nothing had happened between them. She wasn't sure 
she could do that yet; she wasn't sure she could find the bravery 
necessary then to face that seventh-period hour of hell ...


And Ozgood Blatherton's little lecture hadn't helped any, that was for 
sure! God, listening to him warn of the impending threat of the 
Concerned Parents Committee had indeed sent the blood rushing from her 
head and turned her features pale as a ghost's. Her stomach tightened 
itself into knots as she walked and remembered her own school days when 
both boys and girls would brag of their sexual conquests: whether 
they'd actually done them or not. High schools were rampant with 
snickering stories and dirty rumors, but this time she realized she 
wouldn't have a chance to defend herself. She could deny her seduction 
of the boy until she was blue in the face, but the witch-hunting 
citizens would latch onto the malicious talk like wolves upon a sheep. 
The school authorities would think it was a lie, but they'd be the only 
ones who believed. All young Wayne would have to do is say one small 
word, and she'd be lucky to get out of Montock alive!


God, how utterly stupid she'd been to abandon herself to her molesting 
lusts! Had she been a stronger person herself, and not allowed her own 
corrupting passions to uncontrollably blind her, this horrible 
nightmare would never have occurred! But it had, and she had to face up 
to the fact that she had been completely and wantonly entranced by the 
slim, virile youth and the delicious but depraved sensations he'd sent 
coursing through her helplessly driven body.


She clenched her hands into so tight a pair of fists that her fingers 
hurt as she continued to think of the depths of depravity to which she 
had brought them both. The words she had made the boy use, and worse, 
what she had aroused in him to do, made her inwardly cringe with shame 
and guilt as she walked. God, if she could just erase that horrid 
afternoon with Wayne in her apartment and replace it with something 
else--anything but what she had done! Her eyes began to puddle, 
blurring over her vision of the gently waving field which stretched 
before her, but then she shook her head and stopped herself from 
crying. There was a time for tears and a time for facing up to reality, 
and there was no use for her to fool herself with wishful thinking. Her 
pride, her stubborn and determined resolve to beat the molesting urges 
which had ruled her life for so long, still fought desperately in her 
mind.


But then, with a perverseness that made her tremble, another dark 
recess of her brain brought forth another image of the event in her 
bedroom last Wednesday afternoon. Joan felt the blood rising in her 
cheeks as vivid recollections of the boy's youthful nakedness and her 
own lustful performance drifted involuntarily back to her. The unwanted 
mental images trickled through her mind, reviving a sudden tingling 
between her inner thighs, until she was forced to squeeze them tightly 
together as she walked along the path. She was still squirming her 
buttocks in an effort to end the taunting sensations, when suddenly a 
boyish voice called out: "Well, look-a-here. If it ain't our pretty 
little sex teacher all by her lonesome in Ebenezer Treakle's pasture."


"Wh-what?" Joan said, startled as she came out of her concentrated 
thinking. It was then that she saw that she was right beside a large, 
dilapidated wooden barn, its roof half off and its interior filled with 
dirty hay and cow manure. Beside the leaning doors were lounging Wayne 
Conroy, Mickey Hagen, and Knuckles Gerber. She realized that it had 
been Wayne who'd spoken so disrespectfully to her, but that all three 
of the youngsters were watching her with boldly leering eyes.


"A-Aren't you boys an awful long way from your homes?" she asked, a 
strange twinge of subconscious apprehension rippling through her belly.


"Naw," Mickey sneered, "we was waiting for you, Miss Frazer."


"Sonofabitch, she sure is worth waiting for, too," Knuckles chimed in. 
"Just look at them knockers stick out from her sweater!"


"Hey, Miss Frazer, how about you and me goin in the barn and husslin' a 
quickie before you go?" Mickey hooted lewdly at her.


Joan took a step backwards, a sinking sensation beginning to grip the 
pit of her stomach as she heard the chorus of snickers and chortles 
that came from the three young boys. "Wh-what's the meaning of this!," 
she managed to stammer in a slightly thickened voice. "Mickey, you 
ought to be ashamed of yourself, talking to me like that!"


"Come off it, teacher," Wayne said contemptuously. "Don't try to 
pretend you're stuck up. We all know you love a good fucking."


The blood drained from her face almost to the point of dizziness, and 
she felt her legs begin to buckle beneath her. Oh, dear God! He'd told 
them! He's bragged about making love to me, and now there's no hope of 
concealing the truth! Oh God, what am I going to do ...?


"Right on, man," Knuckles chuckled, his leer spreading wider over his 
thick-lipped homely face. "That's what I hear tell, and I bet it's 
true!"


"And you know something?" Mickey added with his own lascivious grin, "I 
think we should find out for ourselves, and that's a fact!"


Oh no! Joan thought, her mind blanking rapidly from sensible reasoning, 
her simple dread of a moment before giving way to that of rising panic. 
She heard more snickerings from the trio as she gaped from one to the 
other of the youthful, lust-contorted faces, and the fate they had in 
store for her became as obvious to her as the sunlight of the 
afternoon.


Suddenly her stomach-gripping terror turned to sheer panic, and she 
wheeled from them and broke into a desperate run across the field. She 
pulled her skirt up to her thighs and ran as fast as she could, but her 
high-heeled shoes impeded her speed, and she was unable to shake them 
off without losing her stride.


"Get her!" she heard Wayne Conroy shout from the barn behind her. 
"Don't let her run away now!"


"Hot damn, she's a fast piece of tail," Mickey called out.


"Yeah, just look at them boobies bounce!" Joan heard Knuckles say in a 
puffing voice behind her. He was so close that she could almost feel 
his breath down her neck. She strained harder, trying to run faster and 
escape the coarse, horrible teenagers behind her. There was not one 
single doubt in her mind of what was going to happen to her if she were 
caught, and the thought made her run even faster. Her breath was coming 
in small gasps now, and her legs felt as though her muscles would turn 
to rubber, but she kept her eyes straight ahead and looked pleadingly 
over the empty meadow in search of safety.


A hand reached out and grasped at her long dark hair that was flowing 
in a breeze behind her. It missed, but then the hand grabbed again, and 
she was pulled up sharply like a lassoed steer and thrown roughly to 
the ground.


"Help me! Oh please somebody help me!" she screamed at the top of her 
voice. "Help! Help!"


"Shout all you want, Miss Frazer," Wayne snarled, "but it ain't going 
to do you any good. You can yell your lungs out, and there ain't a soul 
around to hear you! Unless you think some cows will come runnin' to 
your rescue!"


She looked up from where she lay sprawled upon the soft and matted 
grass, shaking her head slowly as she gazed fixedly into his pitilessly 
glaring eyes. Her brain struggled for the proper words of entreaty, but 
at last all she could manage to stammer was: "Pl ... please, Wayne ... 
My God, don't ... don't do anything to me. I ... I beg of you, don't 
..."


"Why, Miss Frazer, you're getting yourself all upset for nothing," he 
said in a cruelly mocking tone. "Now, you just think how much you 
wanted me to fuck you last week, and how you loved my prick after I got 
it inside you, remember?"


Joan heard the laughing grunts of agreement and fought to hold back her 
tears. Dear God, she wouldn't give the boy the satisfaction of seeing 
her cry on top of everything else. She understood it all now, for it 
was obvious that he was doing this to her because of the frigid way 
she'd treated him last Wednesday! The irony of it all! Her one small 
act of decency had backfired in her face, and in all honesty she had to 
admit that she couldn't much blame Wayne for paying her back. 
Retribution was never kind, and now she was about to receive her 
earnings from him and his wolfish pals. But God, there were three of 
them! One she might have been able to even learn to desire ... but 
three young boys all at the same time!


"Please, Wayne, I ... I'm sorry about ..." She faltered, seeing in his 
eyes that to confess about his supposed inadequacy would only make 
matters worse for her. She gulped heavily. "I just can't--"


"Yes, you can. You can and you will!" He grinned down at her. "Take her 
to the barn, you guys, and let's get the fucking party started!"


Both Mickey and Knuckles had her from behind now, and they forced her 
to her feet and began to prod her back in the direction of the decrepit 
hay shed. The door leaned on one hinge, and squeaked as they thrust her 
stumbling through the opening and into the murky shadows of the barn. 
Joan's dark eyes were wide with terror, and her mouth twisted with a 
soundless scream that was choked silent by the fear that welled thickly 
in her throat. Oh God, she prayed silently, don't let it happen like 
this. Please don't let it happen ...!


"Okay, put her down on the straw there, where it's nice and comfy," 
Wayne commanded his friends, and Knuckles grabbed her shoulder and 
threw her callously down upon the hay. Wayne leaped on top of her, 
pressing tighter down into her, and she was forced to sprawl with her 
face to the floor. The hay smelled of earth and mold and cow urine with 
a permeating odor that made her gag for air.


Joan could feel Wayne's loins pressed tightly into the curve of her 
buttocks from behind, and his face was pressed into her hair. She 
winced slightly in spite of the pain of her position, for now she was 
able to smell the beer that was heavily upon the boy's hot breath. 
They'd all obviously been drinking, even though she hadn't seen any 
liquor yet. She tried to move, moaning a protest into the hay beneath 
her as she felt the savage boy insert his knee into the unprotected 
crevice between her thighs and pry her legs apart. She fought with all 
her might, but there was no stopping his cruel and relentless pressure. 
He had the leverage and the strength, and soon her inner muscles tired 
as she felt them being painfully pushed slightly open. The boy's 
hardened penis, trapped painfully under the tightness of his blue 
jeans, pressed hard and intimately into the upraised junction of the 
soft underside of her thighs.


"Hey, anybody want another beer?" Mickey said thickly from above her.


"Hot damn, that's a fine idea," Wayne answered as he pulled his loins 
back slightly from his teacher's trembling upraised buttocks, and the 
boy laughed drunkenly as he reached over to grab the proffered can. 
Joan could feel droplets of the yeasty-smelling liquid falling to the 
back of her neck as it dribbled from the corners of his mouth. "Hey, I 
think I'll give some to Miss Frazer!" Wayne said. "After all, this here 
party's in her honor!"


He laughed again and lifted her head by the hair, thrusting the opening 
of the beer can to her lips. She clenched her mouth tightly shut in a 
vain attempt to ward off the warm, stale liquor, but Wayne pressed 
harder, forcing her mouth open. The beer flowed down both sides of her 
mouth, with only about half of it going down her throat; she coughed to 
keep from choking, but with each cough there was a further pressure on 
the can, forcing more and more down the narrow confines of her throat.


"Man, you better pop another can, Mickey," Wayne chortled as the last 
of the beer was swallowed defensively. "She's a guzzler."


Another can was opened, and it began to make the rounds among the three 
young boys and their older woman teacher. Between his turns at the 
beer, Wayne let his hands play over the smooth rounded contours of 
Joan's buttocks, and in spite of the slowly dulling effects of the beer 
she drank, the captive teacher still tried hopelessly to squirm away. 
But the slow seductive movement of her hips crushing back into the 
hardness of his loins only succeeded in sharpening his desire for her.


"I'm going to fuck her now," Wayne hissed with a coarse impatient tone 
in his voice.


"Oh God, please don't! Don't do it to me!" she whimpered. "Not like 
this, Wayne. You can't."


"Like hell I won't!" he intoned down at her hoarsely. "First off is got 
to be her dress ..."


Wayne reached down to her knees and jerked at the skirt bunched beneath 
her on the dirty straw. There was a low tearing noise as it suddenly 
ripped loose, fanning up the full length of her firmly full thighs to 
her slender waist and exposing the rounded panty-covered cheeks of her 
fearfully cringing buttocks. Wayne gasped and wriggled the useless 
piece of cloth from beneath her, throwing it to one side impatiently. 
"Okay, now one of you guys pull her sweater up over her head while I 
hold her steady."


Joan could only groan in anguish as she felt a hardness from Knuckles' 
crotch rising beside her face. He was kneeling down in front of her and 
following Wayne's instructions, pulling her thin pullover sweater up 
over her waist and to her neck, where he suddenly gave a vicious jerk 
and freed the sweater from her head.


Mickey, in his rising excitement, was roving his hands over her back 
that was now bare all the way down to her flimsy pair of tautly 
stretched panties. The smooth velvet softness of her skin was only 
broken by the thin white straps of a brassiere that laced across her 
back, but then Knuckles leaned over her with his hands and worked 
clumsily at the little hooks of its clasp. Now Joan could feel a small 
wet circle of the Gerber boy's seminal fluid seeping through the crotch 
of his pants from the hardness of his penis. It felt warm and sticky 
against her cheek and, as he worked at her brassiere, he pushed her 
face tighter into his crotch until she almost lost her breath. Suddenly 
the brassiere snapped apart, and her full round breasts, large and 
resilient, fell swayingly free.


She gasped as he pulled the piece of underwear from around her body and 
the two mounds of softly warm flesh came into hard contact with smelly 
hay of the barn. Her nipples sprang into hardness, their tiny bud-like 
tips throbbing from the coarseness of the straw.


Wayne's eyes gleamed with inflamed desire as his shaking hands smoothed 
up along the sides of her nakedly quivering body and cupped her ripe 
dangling breasts underneath. He pulled and squeezed them harshly for a 
moment and then with sudden impatience, he drew his hands down again to 
the elastic band at the top of her little nylon panties. He hooked his 
fingers into the material and with a slow methodical certainty, began 
to peel them down over the curves of her hips.


His teacher moaned as she felt the last of her protective clothing 
being removed from her shamed and frightened body. Her buttocks 
quivered convulsively from the terrifying thought of what was going to 
happen to her in just a few more minutes, and even the deadening 
effects of the beer could not protect her mind from the horrible truth 
that there was nothing she could do to save herself. The three young 
boys were far too strong for her to fight, and even if she did escape, 
there would be no place she could go. Her doom had been sealed the 
moment she had begun to seduce young Wayne Conroy in her room. Oh God, 
if only she had been able to stop herself then! If only she had treated 
the boy better so he would have kept their lurid secret!


A hundred "if onlys" tumbled through her tortured mind when suddenly 
she was brutally pulled up into a kneeling position, with her face 
again pressed tightly into Knuckle's loins. Her breasts ached as they 
were squashed hard and heavy to the dirty straw floor.


Wayne peeled the flimsy white panties from the half-moons of her 
buttocks, and when the silky material caught at the juncture of her 
belly and thighs, he gave an impatient jerk, tearing them from her in 
useless threads. He laughed, holding the tattered remnants up in the 
air, and then pushed them tight into the wide-eyed face of Knuckles 
Gerber, who was staring in enraptured concentration from his kneeling 
position.


"Here, pal, smell a little pussy perfume." The Conroy youth snickered 
at the lust-crazed gaze that flickered through the other boy's eyes. 
"While you're doin' that, I'm going to earn my case of beer!"


"Shit, it'll be worth a case," Mickey croaked from beside them. "I'll 
chip in half, Knuckles, if I can take Miss Frazer next!"


"Go suck an egg," Knuckles snapped back at Mickey. "It's my bet, so I'm 
fucking her after he does. Hurry up, Wayne, hurry up, so's I can, or my 
balls are going to explode!"


Joan cringed from the obscene conversation. God, she was being 
auctioned off like she was a whore! Her price was a case of beer, no 
more than a gutter slut off the street could get! And then she heard 
the harsh metallic sound of a zipper being opened in haste behind her, 
and the smooth warm pressure of a slender young penis pressing against 
the tender backsides of her thighs. She could feel the boy's stickiness 
where moistly warm seminal fluid seeped from the hardened blunt tip of 
his cock.


"Ohhhhh, please ... please no, don't do this to me," she pleaded 
through her tears of shame and humiliation. She could feel his hands 
begin kneading nervously and stretching the open and unprotected twin 
mounds of her buttocks. Her nakedly kneeling body jerked up as she felt 
his thumbs on either side of them spreading them wider and wider. "No, 
please! Oh, Wayne, please don't!"


"You called me your 'lover-boy' last time," the youth retorted cruelly. 
"I was your lover-boy and precious little man, remember? Huh, Miss 
Frazer, you remember?"


"Ohhhhhh!" Joan mewled in mortification, jerking forward when his 
outstretched middle finger thrust between her thighs and into the soft 
protective folds of tender flesh surrounding her vagina. His fingers 
searched impatiently for a moment, and then found their velvety target. 
She cringed before his brutal touch, the soft resilient cheeks of her 
buttocks hardening and clenching tight together in an effort to trap 
his probing hand between them.


"Hold her, Knuckles, she's fighting me," Wayne gasped, twisting his 
hand to pry her buttocks open again. "Man, she's tight today!"


"Maybe she ain't never been fucked before," Knuckles said to tease his 
friend. "Maybe Miss Frazer's a virgin."


"She's a virgin like I'm the Queen of Sheba," Wayne retorted as he 
pushed his arm forward to break the grip that her buttocks had on his 
hand. "She's just giving me a bad time on account of having to fuck you 
next, that's all." He gave one final hard push and Joan felt the last 
of the desperate strength she had mustered in her terror give way. Her 
naked body shuddered and she moaned as his finger wormed its way into 
her defenselessly open vaginal slit. She clenched her teeth tightly in 
a vain attempt to drown out the hurt and despair that slipped through 
the shattered remains of her sanity. A helpless muffled groan of 
exhausted surrender came from deep inside her chest. Every muscle in 
her twisted, nakedly kneeling body had reached the ultimate breaking 
point, and mentally reduced by her shame and sense of sinful guilt, she 
could no longer find the slightest strength to even protest against the 
crude fondling of her genitals.


She gasped and held her breath as she felt the warming fingers of the 
boy enlarge and stretch the involuntarily lubricating walls of her 
pussy, until with a grunt of lust, he removed them from her with a 
wetly sucking sound. He squirmed behind her, his hand now wrapped 
around his lust-hardened penis as he guided it slowly and deliberately 
forward between the moist pink fringes of her hair-lined cunt. She 
cringed forward again, her face contorted in fearsome dread as she once 
more felt Wayne Conroy's blood-enlarged cock-head move up and down in 
the wet widespread valley of her vagina, and part her curly black pubic 
hair as he searched for her cuntal hole. God, how different this was 
from last time! she moaned tearfully to herself. How different this 
hell was from the heaven it had been before!


"Hold her tight! I'm shoving it in!" he told the bug-eyed Knuckles, 
whose arms bulged already from the pressure he was placing on his older 
teacher's arms. Mickey hung his face close to Joan's quivering 
backside, gasping at the scene with tiny streams of spittle dripping 
from the corners of his slackened mouth.


Joan whimpered aloud as she felt the first searing contact of his 
heatedly pulsating penis against the cringing lips of her cunt, and as 
the slow agonizing entrance of the boyish cock began. "God what a 
pussy!" she heard Wayne gasp from behind her. Simultaneously she felt 
the warmly wettened walls of her vagina slip over his youthful hardness 
for this, the second time. He continued to shove his loins forward and 
his long, rigid penis speared into the helplessly struggling woman 
without mercy, racing into her like a whirling drill bit that was 
boring through the depths of her belly and smashing all before it. And 
then suddenly, his pelvis smacked tight into her upraised buttocks with 
a hard, sharp slap of flesh.


Joan's muffled groans of pain and humiliation went unheeded and unheard 
as he reached forward with both hands and grasped her by her shoulders, 
pulling her naked body back tight against him. His long virile cock was 
sunk to its fullest depth in her quivering white belly as she felt the 
hardness of its head press tightly against her sensitive cervix. There 
was no longer reason to struggle or fight anymore, even if she had had 
the strength. Her body went limp, and she felt the strong young penis 
deep inside her vagina begin to saw in and out with merciless strokes. 
Her muffled sobs and groans mingled piteously with his gasps of 
passion, while his hands ran down under the fullness of her dancing 
breasts which were brushing against the straw below with every cruel, 
hard thrust the boy made into her.


"Jesus Christ!" Mickey swore as his bulging eyes watched the long 
length of his buddy's wetly glistening cock piston into his teacher's 
luscious white behind. His mouth gaped wider at the salacious spectacle 
of the ragged pink folds of pussy flesh wetly clinging like a baby's 
mouth around Wayne's violently thrusting prick.


Knuckles was gripped as well by the obscene pageant of his nakedly 
kneeling teacher being lewdly fucked with a powerfully surging rhythm, 
and he was filled with a crazy urge to reach forward himself and fondle 
her soft, hair-lined pussy lips. But he was a little afraid that his 
buddy might object, and so he continued to hold Miss Frazer down to the 
evil-smelling straw.


Wayne pumped into Joan from behind like she was a bitch in heat, 
squeezing all around her soft, jogging buttocks. His fingers dug 
cruelly at her tiny cringing anus, and then, they jerked forward again 
to clasp her hips and pull her back limply over his rampaging pole of 
flesh while he skewered and rammed into her with increasing 
abandonment. His body was now a ball of sheer untamable flesh that had 
unleashed itself completely against the squirming mature flesh in front 
of him. He savagely wanted to break Miss Frazer's will and feel her 
squirm while she mewled out her defeat beneath him. That would be the 
ultimate revenge; this proud woman who had repulsed him so completely 
suddenly turning animal and losing all control over herself, forgetting 
who she was and where she was, and all but the overpowering need to be 
fucked by his cock until she couldn't move again. The thought raced 
through his youthful loins like an electric shock, and he increased the 
speed of his long, hard thrusts between the full swaying moons of his 
teacher's proud white ass.


As his rigidly long virility increased its penetration of the moist 
warm cuntal flesh which was so tightly wrapped around it, Joan began to 
realize that against her will her body was slowly beginning to respond. 
Tears of frustration brimmed in her eyes as she felt the control of her 
senses slowly slipping away from her. She had vowed that no matter what 
these cruel tormenting boys would do to her, she would never allow her 
flesh to betray her sexual nature, but the sheer hopelessness of her 
position and the brutal fucking of her sensitive loins were becoming 
more than she could resist!


Her proud firm breasts began to throb involuntarily, and her toes 
squirmed beneath the obscene attack as though she were sprinting to get 
away from the brutal rape. The captive young teacher groaned aloud, 
crying as she prayed that she could halt her weakening control, and not 
give in to these animalistic youths. She couldn't give them that final 
satisfaction, too! She squeezed her eyes tightly shut and fought it 
with all her might, but gradually, inexorably, her nakedly kneeling 
flesh was changing into a mass of nerve-tingling sensations. The 
familiar waves of lewdly delightful pleasure began creeping forcefully 
through her, and her sobs of humiliation and torture tapered off into 
deep groans of unwanted arousal. Dear God! She had to fight it with all 
of her strength! She must not give in as she had last Wednesday to the 
darling young boy above her! She mustn't let him win! She mustn't! She 
mustn't!


Yet she felt the fire inside her was growing even hotter, and she 
groaned in bitter submission, knowing it would only be a few more 
minutes before she surrendered her soul as well as her flesh to the 
youthful tormentor above. In desperation, she began to undulate her 
buttocks slavishly around the teenager's skewering hardness, fucking 
back against him to end it, fucking back to draw his hot, fresh semen 
from it before it was too late for herself.


She could sense Wayne was near completion and she gripped him tighter 
between her thighs, rotating her hips and bucking back in time to his 
long, hard thrusts into her vagina. Cum ... Oh God, please cum ... her 
tormented mind droned on senselessly, the very helplessness of her 
position excusing away the weird masochistic sensations which were 
building in her belly. As her warm wet muscles clasped tight around his 
hard-driving cock, Wayne threw back his head with a wild shout, and his 
lewd young sperm shot like a fire hose up into his teacher's vaginal 
passage. Joan gurgled as she felt him empty his still-not-yet-mature 
loins with spurt after spurt of fiery cum, filling her womb and belly 
to the bursting point.


And then there was nothing. The end had come so suddenly and so 
completely that Wayne pitched forward in total exhaustion along the 
length of her, flattening Joan to the ground again with her legs 
splayed out on either side, her feet curling in the moist smelly hay. 
The young student lay atop her, breathing harshly, unable to move.


Joan lay gasping and choking as she felt all of her naked flesh and 
full rounded breasts squashed tight to the straw beneath her. Her 
humiliation and fear came rushing back to her, and then came another, 
more horrible thought that made her quiver uncontrollably from head to 
toe. There were the two other boys! Oh God, there were the others! 
Would she be able to withstand them? It had been so close, so damnably 
close with young Wayne just now--did she have the willpower to fight 
their savage assaults upon her unwilling body as well, or would she 
surrender in total, unforgivable abandonment?


Chapter 5


"Get offa her, man," Knuckles Gerber pleaded. "Lemme at that hot bitch 
now, will you?"


"Wait a minute," Wayne panted in reply. "Christ, give me a chance to 
get my breath back."


"That ain't fair," Mickey whined. "I've got to wait for thirds, you 
know ... and you've already won your case of beer."


"Awww ..." their teenage leader said, but he slowly began to remove his 
weight from the prostrated weeping nakedness of his teacher.


As he lifted, Joan could feel his deflating penis slipping wetly from 
her cuntal passage, and a cool breeze of springtime air rushed with a 
soothing swirl around the wetly glistening pink lips and matted pubic 
curls which surrounded her violated pussy. She began to tremble from 
the sudden obscene exposure of her body to the lewdly staring boys in 
the barn, and clamped her legs tightly together in an attempt to hide 
the throbbing, tingling crevice lying between her thighs.


"Ain't going to do you no good, Miss Frazer," Knuckles Gerber snickered 
down at her. "I plan to widen that white ass of yours something fierce! 
Shit, you're the first real woman I've ever fucked, you know that?"


Joan froze as she heard his callous, lewd remarks, and then she looked 
upwards as the boy released her arms and stood up. He was gaping down 
at her with unadulterated admiration and desire at the full, lush 
curves of her proud woman's body being exhibited before him.


"I told you Miss Frazer was better'n the girls we've laid," Wayne said 
proudly. He stood defiantly, reveling in the control he held over his 
teacher and the other boys. It was the supreme moment of leadership for 
him, and as he stood there, a contemptuous smirk slowly crossed his 
handsome lips. "Go ahead, Knuckles, fuck her."


"Yeah. Lemme get my pants off first. Knuckles stepped back and unzipped 
his trousers, while Mickey quickly stripped himself naked nearby. 
Clothing was strewn in all directions, until at last the other two boys 
were as nude as Wayne. Joan shuddered with unwanted eroticism, while at 
the same time she vainly tried to control the tingling passion which 
had begun when Wayne was thrusting into her, and which was still 
creeping unwillingly over her. She gasped, the breath catching in her 
throat as she caught her first full sight of young Knuckles Gerber's 
penis, for now she understood where he'd earned his nickname! The 
youth's thick, erected shaft of flesh had a peculiar bend in it, like a 
"knuckle" of a finger. It was not only larger than Wayne's cock in 
physical size, but would painfully stretch the insides of any woman's 
cunt with every slide of its hook-like shape! Dear God ... even the 
sight of Mickey Hagen's long and slender penis, the smallest of the 
three, sent chills of apprehension through her, yet the utterly obscene 
abuses they intended to commit upon her defenseless body were setting 
off a churning lewd excitement in her loins and belly that she couldn't 
seem to stop! God ... they'd bartered her off like a common whore, and 
maybe she was one after all ...!


Knuckles moved behind her, as Wayne had moments before, and gazed down 
with eyes bulging wide in hot uncontrolled desire at the full white 
moons of her buttocks trembling in sacrificial offering to him. God, he 
had never seen anything like it! His balls tingled and ached, and he 
longed to thrust forward into the narrow teasing slit that was coyly 
being hidden from his rapacious view. "Get up on your knees again, Miss 
Frazer," his voice husked down at his teacher. "Come on, get that ass 
of yours up in the air!"


Joan tried to stiffen her nakedly cowering body and press tighter to 
the straw, bitter tears of anguish and pain running down her cheeks and 
wetting the smooth hot skin of her face. She felt the young boy drop 
behind her and slowly, relentlessly force her knees apart with a rough 
pressure that scraped the tender backsides of her thighs and calves. 
One of his hands tightly gripped the soft flesh of her narrow waist and 
pulled her hips powerfully up off the ground, while his other hand 
pressed hard behind her neck to keep her breasts and face pushed 
harshly down into the dirty hay.


Her nakedly white buttocks waved high off the ground behind her, and 
she lay in her kneeling position, all thoughts of resistance gone. She 
had an urge to somehow turn her head back and look at him to show her 
defiance, but there was no strength left in her now. There was no sense 
in further prolonging the inevitable rape she was to be subjected to 
again. Let him take me, damn it! ran through her tortured and dazed 
mind. Let them all rut into my beaten body ... but they would not, must 
not, conquer her soul as well!


Kneeling behind her, Knuckles ground his thick, young cock around in 
the narrow white crevice of her buttocks, pressing the softly quivering 
cheeks of flesh around it to enclose it like the fitting of a warm, 
fur-lined glove. Then he leaned forward and planted a warm, wet kiss 
with his thick rubbery lips along the standing ridges of her spine, 
feeling her quiver beneath him. She groaned slightly as her mature body 
shook and trembled from the moist contact at her loins and back.


Knuckles dropped both his hands to her full rounded buttocks, placing 
his thumbs on either side of the soft resilient cheeks and pressing out 
gently. The unexpected change from pain and brutality to one of 
tenderness and caress along her inner thighs caught her off guard in 
spite of her resistance. She had geared her mind to the fighting of 
torture and humiliation, and not this softness and pleasure. Joan 
shivered slightly as the boy continued his gentle pressure, and her 
muscles which had been so keyed against an expected assault 
involuntarily relaxed in loose tranquillity.


Knuckles' face was crouched on the same level with the thin pink folds 
of flesh that covered her vagina and, as he watched with gleaming eyes, 
they slowly parted of their own volition to the guiding motion of his 
thumbs. He could see all of her soft smooth cunt and the glistening 
moisture of her secretions upon her inner flesh for with the easing of 
the pain and the fatigue of her resistance, she had let her buttocks 
slip wider and wider apart.


Knuckles, grinning lewdly, breathed hard and blew softly into her. She 
squirmed and he could hear a faint groan slipping from between her now 
open lips. She tried to move slightly, but her movements were not those 
of escape or fear but of reflex from the feather-like touch of his 
hands and breath against the tenderness of her unprotected flesh.


With a sudden lewd expression, the youth raised his head to press his 
face into the perfumed wetness of his teacher's vaginal slit. She 
squirmed slightly and he tightened his hands on her buttocks so that 
she could not slip away from his grip, and then with one quick rush of 
his thick pink tongue, he thrust forward between the warm moist folds 
of her defenseless cunt. The adolescent heard her gasp from the sudden 
unexpected entry into her tenderly spread pussy, and he pressed his 
mouth still closer to wetly kiss the whole of her exposed cuntal 
crevice. He began curling and flicking his spearing tongue, sucking and 
licking crazily while her heated vaginal passage involuntarily 
contracted tightly around the long smooth length of his tongue.


"Ohhhhhh," Joan whimpered into the straw, half in shame, half in 
encouragement, at the dewy, tantalizing kisses being lavished on the 
hair-lined slit up between her legs. Every muscle in her lushly naked 
body tautened at the wet licking at her open loins, while soft escaping 
sighs of unwanted delight arose from her constricted throat. She tried 
to fight her lewd responses, but the exquisite sensations pursued and 
tantalized her tender flesh relentlessly. She sensed that she was 
gradually losing the last remaining ounce of restraint, and her naked 
body was approaching the state where nothing would matter except to 
kneel in masochistic bliss to the rapacious punishments to which she 
was surrendering herself. The lewd admission of her complete defeat 
made her squirm her buttocks back against the sucking mouth to punish 
herself still more.


"Goddamn!" the open-mouthed Mickey Hagen gasped. He watched with 
disbelieving eyes as she groaned and twitched spasmodically beneath his 
buddy's orally fucking tongue that was lashing into her swollen pussy. 
Shit! He could see every full, rich detail of Knuckle's lips in her 
fleshy, parted snatch! Ol' Miss Frazer was going wild from his face 
buried in her wetly pink cunt and licking madly away. Man, this was 
tooooo much! He took his hand and wrapped his sweaty fingers around the 
throbbing shaft of his hotly aching prick, beginning to stroke his 
youthful hardness lightly in time to the slavishly flicking tongue that 
was sliding into her upturned vaginal slit.


Knuckles worked slave-like behind the kneeling woman, his tongue 
withdrawing and plunging, withdrawing and plunging, making wet sluicing 
sounds with each wicked thrust. Joan's cries were one long low 
continuous moan now as he withdrew his lashing tongue from the insides 
of her warm clasping vagina and found the hard, throbbing little 
clitoris with his lips. He pushed his face farther into her teeth while 
wantonly she writhed and churned her buttocks above him in an unwilling 
dance of lewdness.


"Ohhhhhh! Ahhhhhh!" Joan chanted, her body completely out of control 
and her mind rapidly approaching that same point from the delicious and 
obscene sucking of her cunt. With a lewd and smug satisfaction, the boy 
behind her could feel the muscles of her buttocks hollowing and 
contracting around the sides of his cheeks as he licked and sucked at 
her pussy with a greedy untamed animal lust that threatened to drive 
them both completely insane with desire.


The older woman's cunt flowered involuntarily wider and her moistness 
increased with each further second that his sucking mouth worked at her 
widespread loins. Her secretions ran in warm wet trickles down the 
sides of the youth's cheeks as he pressed tightly into the softness of 
her smoothly grinding buttocks which were enclosing his face in 
warmness.


"Uhhhhhhh," she grunted deliriously as he moved his voracious young 
mouth deeper into her vagina, expanding the pinkly swollen lips with 
every searing lick he took. Oh God, how this boy was debasing her; 
treating her like a common whore he had bought for a case of beer! The 
strange masochistic pleasure rippled through her fevered flesh again. 
She wanted to be destroyed by him; she wanted to be fucked and sucked 
until she could never walk again! The lewd subjugation of her 
helplessly kneeling form was driving her wild with lust-incited 
sensation!


"Ohhhhhhh, yes, you little bastard!" she suddenly heard herself chant 
uncontrollably through passion-contorted lips. The obscene rhythm of 
the skewering tongue in her cunt was simply too much for her to resist 
despite her fervent prayers and vows! "Suck me, lover boy! Eat my 
pussy!"


Knuckles heard her dirty words and felt the wild abandoned tempo of her 
body; and his long bent cock ached from the anticipation to ram it into 
her lushly throbbing moistness. With some difficulty he slithered to 
his knees and worked his hips toward the now wetly glistening opening 
of her buttocks from behind. He held his virile penis tightly between 
his fingers with its blunt, blood-filled head poised at the pulsating 
hot opening of her cunt. He watched with lust-gleaming eyes as her tiny 
wet pussy lips contracted and throbbed around the hair-fringed edges 
like the gasping mouth of a fish, and he felt a small dewdrop of 
seminal emission forming slowly on the end of his painfully aching 
penis. He had to have his lovely teacher now or it would be too late! 
He couldn't hold back another instant!


He moved forward, slipping as far up between her wide-splayed thighs as 
he could possibly go, and guided his odd-shaped cock forward between 
the warm soft folds of her moistly swollen pussy. He groaned, feeling 
that never in his entire fifteen years had he had anything so soft and 
tender around his heatedly pulsating shaft. Trapped between the 
delicious layers of wet, ready flesh, the lewd contact of his slightly 
curved hardness pressed into defenselessly quivering buttocks incited 
him to uncontrollable lust. Knuckles flexed his youthful loins, feeling 
all his frustrations, built up since Saturday and the plans for this 
very moment had first been made. Suddenly, unable to control himself 
any longer, he surged forward into the warm velvety flesh of the 
groaning older woman in front of him. He gasped aloud through the 
silence of the crumbling barn as he felt the tight hot walls of her 
contracting pussy abruptly slip over and enclose the lust swollen head 
of his rock-hard shaft.


"Ahhhhhhh" Joan moaned, not from pain, for there was none. She was wet 
and open and eagerly expecting, and he slid into her easily from the 
warm moist secretions that had flowed from her shamelessly aroused 
vagina a moment ago. Now, though, she moaned from the sudden and 
degrading realization that she was hopelessly trapped in Farmer 
Treakle's barn, with the cruel hands of the two naked boys around her 
and the rampaging young cock of a third skewering into her from behind. 
And worse, she was no longer merely bowing to inevitable rape, but was 
obscenely wallowing in abandoned pleasure to her subjugation and the 
debasing ravishment of her body. She had lost her battle against the 
lewd sensations, and rising flames of desire were engulfing every inch 
of her naked flesh. Even the agonizing thought of her total surrender 
was sending chills running along the base of her spine as she felt the 
savage rhythm of the young boy's odd-shaped penis beginning to skewer 
smoothly into her cunt. There was no respite, the intrusion deep inside 
her dilated pussy growing and expanding before his uncontrolled 
assault. She felt the heavy weight of his muscular loins crushing down 
hard against her buttocks, sweeping them wider and wider apart as he 
sank his eagerly jerking hardness as deep inside her hungry white belly 
as far as he could go.


But this was still not enough for the lunging teenager. He raised his 
hand high in the air as he continued the powerful in and out strokes he 
had established, and brought his open hand down hard against her 
defenselessly upraised buttocks. The flat smack of flesh against flesh 
echoed like a rifle shot through the barn with Joan's startled scream 
also shattering the silence.


"Move your ass, Miss Frazer!" he hissed behind her. "Move that lush ass 
of yours good!"


Joan complied without hesitation. Her buttocks rotated as she let 
herself follow his rhythm, grinding and twisting her hips back against 
his virilely driving cock as though she were glued to it.


"Come on, shake it, teach!" Knuckles gasped through his tightly 
clenched teeth as he felt her reacting to his hands digging into her 
gyrating loins. "Shake it! Shake it!"


"Oh, oh, oh, oh!" she exclaimed over and over as she bucked beneath in 
answer to his commands. She could feel him thrusting more sadistically 
now, the sight of her nakedly subservient body inciting him to faster 
and harder efforts. Her breath became one long continuous moan that was 
no longer muffled by the filthy straw. She was droning out into the 
barn, her face turned sideways on the hay so that all the boys could 
stare down at her and see with lust-gleaming eyes the effect the wild 
fucking was having on her. Her lips opened and closed in groaning 
torment, half in humiliation and shame from the uncontrollable 
sensations surging through her nerves, and half in fear that she would 
be ripped asunder by the cruelly hooked penis that was now pumping so 
brutally into her cunt.


There was suddenly another movement around her head, and she could feel 
the straw dropping in front of her face as a heavy weight descended 
around it. Fingers were fumbling with her lips, trying to open her 
mouth and then she felt a spongy, wet sensation pressing against her 
lips. She raised her eyes and to her horror saw a white, impatiently 
pulsating penis right in front of her face. Mickey, who could no longer 
take the lust-inciting scene of his naked teacher being fucked from 
behind by one of his pals, had come closer and wriggled up under her 
face. Her head was now pressed tight into his loins and his legs were 
splayed out on either side of her shoulders.


The youth lifted her head with the flat of his palm pushing back 
against her forehead. With his other hand, he rubbed the blunt tip of 
his lust, swollen cock across her lips. She mumbled in terror and 
revulsion and tried to shake her head away, but he held her in such a 
manner that she could not move. She could only clench her teeth and 
lips tightly together and try to keep it away, but Mickey was not to be 
denied. As he increased the pressure, it felt as though her lips were 
being pushed back through the sharpness of her teeth.


He groaned and struggled against softness of her closed mouth, feeling 
it opening little by little, until suddenly with the aid of an extra 
hard lunge from his buddy fucking her in the rear, Joan gasped. His 
excitedly throbbing cock crushed through her softly moistened lips and 
into the warm wet cavern of her mouth. She could feel the heatedly 
rigid flesh slithering up the length of her tongue and filling her 
mouth completely with its boyish hardness.


"Suck me, Miss Frazer," she heard Mickey command harshly above the top 
of her head. "Suck my pecker until I cum!"


She had no choice because he had brutally bent down and pushed her 
nostrils together so she could not breathe. Her lips slowly began to 
nibble at the thrusting length of tender young penis, and she coughed 
and sputtered at first until she became accustomed to the unnatural 
invasion of her mouth. She tried not to think of what she was doing, 
but it was impossible not to. His firm round testicles bounced against 
her chin and there was the sweet odor of budding male excitement around 
his hairless loins that filled her nostrils with the constant reminder 
of the cruel depraved attack to which she was being subjected. It was 
different, though, so different than being forced to suck the depraved 
old janitor's cock in Dayton.


Behind her, Knuckles could feel himself building toward the end. He 
knew it would be soon and began to fuck faster into her, battering 
mercilessly her quivering ass cheeks with his hard driving hips. His 
hands gripped her naked waist and squeezed the softly plaint flesh as 
he stared down at her curvaceous bucking body and bobbing head. The 
contrast of Mickey's gleaming white penis disappearing into the moist 
pink fullness of her lips shot electric thrills up and down the length 
of his spine.


"Man!" Knuckles sputtered. "Man, oh man, oh man ...!"


The saliva in Joan's mouth grew and grew. It was becoming slightly 
sticky now as small emissions of Mickey's seminal fluid seeped from the 
end of the boy's cock into her working mouth. She could feel his virile 
young hips writhing and straining below her bobbing head as though he 
were in the throes of a fevered death. His short little fingers were 
curling tightly in her hair as he slipped her ovalled wet mouth up and 
down over the end of his thrusting hardness as though it were just 
another cunt into which he was venting his adolescent lust. She could 
feel his pulsating shaft stretching and expanding inside her mouth 
until there was no more room left, and she moaned piteously around it 
as it thrust forward hard down her throat as though it were trying to 
meet the other student's penis skewering deep into her belly from 
behind.


The older woman knew that at any moment Mickey's wildly jerking cock 
was going to begin spewing out loads of lewd young sperm into her mouth 
until it spilled over her lips and ran down her chin in thin white 
trails. Instead of being revolted by the idea Joan was incensed more 
than ever by it, and she thought of it as being the second finest thing 
which could be happening to her now--the first best thing being to feel 
young male cum bubbling up into her warmly hungry cunt.


In place of shame or guilt or pain was the wonderfully exciting desire 
for her whole mature body to be saturated in fresh boy seed until it 
swirled up inside her belly and spluttered out again in wildly flooding 
rivers of erotically depraved sensation. She wanted to be filled by it, 
to grovel in it, to swallow and absorb it until her very pores were 
swimming in it. And she sucked insatiably at the young boy's cock in 
her mouth, swirling her tongue hungrily over the tender stalk of male 
flesh, thrusting back her loins at the same time against the more than 
willing youth behind her, opening the wetly gripping muscles of her 
pussy so she could absorb every fraction of smoothly pistoning penis 
deep up inside her.


And then ... she got her wish!


She felt her insides erupting in great hot flashes of intensive fire, 
tunneling through her veins in a never-ending stream of mounting 
pleasure. She licked and sucked at the hardened virile cock in her 
mouth like a demon, groaning around the thrusting prick as her orgasm 
flooded in great sensual waves of cum around the jack-hammering cock 
inside her vagina.


"Mmmmmmmmaaaaawwwww!" she managed to scream intensely, and then the boy 
in front of her jerked as though he'd been stuck by a pin. He writhed 
his lean hips up tight to his teacher's face, sinking the full length 
of his madly ejaculating cock deep down into her gasping throat. His 
hot fresh cum squirted into her like a rush of raging water, and she 
sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed, her cheeks inflating and 
deflating from the pressure of his youthful surge of sperm. Her senses 
were gone and she was hardly aware of it when, a moment later, his 
penis oozed in a glistening limpness from between her voraciously 
sucking lips. His hands pulled her head forward to lay trapped against 
the whole of his wearily trembling loins.


She could still feel its soft rubbery length pressed tight against the 
cheek of her face when she heard a high-pitched grunt behind her. She 
felt her thighs and buttocks swept wide apart in one last savage rush 
as Knuckles, fucking into her mercilessly, shoved himself as far as he 
could go against her. His mouth opened wide with a loud uncontrolled: 
"Agggggghhhhhh!" and the naked young teacher felt his semen filling her 
vaginal passage with a great spewing. She could feel it flooding hotly 
into her and filling the depths of her womb until she thought she would 
burst inside. There were several convulsive jerks of his lean hips 
against the soft cheeks of her buttocks, and then he fell forward over 
her back, pushing her face down across the exhausted and satiated 
Mickey who had just forced her to suck him dry.


There was no movement except for the whipping sounds of young Wayne 
Conroy masturbating by the side of them, his eyes rolling wildly in his 
head as he too approached another orgasm. There was a movement of 
bodies and Joan felt herself falling to the ratty straw as Mickey 
slipped from under her and Knuckles lifted himself exhaustedly from her 
back.


The double-raped teacher rolled over on her back and lay still, unable 
to move and not caring. She had never felt so despoiled and sordid in 
all her life as a horrible picture formed in her mind of what she must 
have looked like, a grown adult woman nakedly being buffeted between 
two teenage boys like a helpless rag doll. Her body ached and she dimly 
felt hands crawling over the wetness of her inner thighs, which were 
still moist from Knuckles' sperm. She did not move as she felt the lips 
of her ravaged vagina being pressed apart again, and looked up through 
half-slit eyes to see the revenge-crazed Wayne kneeling between her 
open legs. He was stroking wildly with his hand at his long virile 
cock, locking his eyes on her cunt as he insanely fingered the matted 
black curls and swollen pink flesh of her wet pubic mound. She heard 
him groan, saw the leap of silver-white jetting from his penis, and 
felt a sudden rush of new hot cum flooding wetly over her naked 
breasts. She just lay there, too battered and defeated to even place an 
arm protectively across her sperm-splashed breasts, just letting the 
fresh young cream dribble down from over their fleshy globes and 
trickle across her naked sides ... For a long moment their heavy 
breathing filled the barn. Then Mickey Hagen slowly rose and said: 
"Hey, I gotta get home now. I'm late for dinner as it is!"


"I don't want to get my old lady down on me, neither," Knuckles Gerber 
added, standing and beginning to pull on his pants and shirt.


"Yeah," Wayne said as he looked down at his shuddering, once proud 
teacher, a slow grin twisting his handsome face. "I'd say Miss Frazer's 
had her fill for one day."


"Gee, Wayne ... you think we'll get in trouble over this?" Mickey asked 
in fearful hesitancy. "I mean, she might say something ..."


"No way," Wayne sneered in reply. "Not if she's smart, she won't. If 
she does, we'll just say she took us down here and threatened to fail 
us in school unless we did what she wanted. It'll be her word against 
ours, three against one, and my ol' man runs things in Montock."


"Gol-ley!" Knuckles whistled appreciatively. "I'm sure glad your dad 
will be on our side if this bitch starts yelling. She wouldn't have the 
chance of a snowball in hell."


Joan rolled over onto her face and cradled her head in her arms against 
the straw beneath her. She had dimly heard the words the boys had 
spoken, and though her mind was dazed and shattered, she intuitively 
realized the truth of what they had been speaking.


The three lewd boys chuckled amongst themselves as they finished 
dressing, and then Wayne came over and stood above her with his legs 
spread wide and his fists pressed arrogantly to his hips. "Not a word 
about this, teach," he taunted down at her. "Anyway, a good fucking 
never hurt no chick, 'specially one as old as you!


Joan felt him slap her resoundingly on her fleshy, exposed buttocks. In 
spite of the startling shock and stinging pain, she didn't make a sound 
of protest or turn over. And then she heard the hay crunch beneath 
their feet as the teenage boys turned and left her in the barn ...


The contemptuous spank which Wayne had slapped across her buttocks was 
the last straw to Joan's benumbed senses. She lay in utter exhaustion 
for a long while in the quiet barn, and oddly she felt neither shame 
nor guilt nor revulsion in the aftermath of the boy's orgiastic rape of 
her flesh. She had felt something last Wednesday, she thought, as she 
sprawled with her face to the foully matted hay; now only complete 
satiation was flowing through her in a soporific trance. It was as if 
she was becoming calloused and no longer cared what happened to her. As 
Wayne had said, there was really nothing she could do, was there? The 
boys could force her to submit to every bestial lewdness they desired, 
and there was nothing in the world she could do to stop them.


Later, perhaps, after her mind had had a chance to return to normal, 
she might begin to feel all the tormenting emotions that were presently 
drained from her. But now ... now all she seemed to be able to do was 
wonder who had proven to be the teacher, and who was the one who'd 
ended up being taught ... Finally she managed to gather enough strength 
to stagger to her feet and nakedly began to gather the tatters of her 
clothing together ...


Chapter 6


Wednesday afternoon, seventh period sex education class time!


As Joan had hoped while lying in Treakle's evil-smelling barn, the 
passage of time from then to now had helped to heal her mind and body. 
As Wednesday had rolled around again, most of the bruises on her 
ravished and battered flesh had gone away, but she still seriously 
doubted whether anything could ever entirely eliminate the damage done 
to her spirit.


She had been unable to shake the horror of her situation, and the 
living nightmare of all that had befallen her at the hands of those 
three sadistic children. And more abhorrent to her than all else was 
her own depraved submission and degenerate quest for sexual 
satisfaction. She couldn't help the constant nagging knowledge that she 
had not just succumbed to young Wayne's perverted streak of vengeance, 
but had bargained willingly, giving herself to the obscene lustings of 
him and his equally brutal friends with a wanton shamelessness that was 
unforgivable. She still was unable to feel the repugnance and self-
loathing she knew she should for her own unspeakable depravities, and 
this was frightening her more than all the wicked acts which had been 
committed upon her more-than-willing flesh ...


After she had finally managed to pull the tattered remains of her 
sweater and skirt around her naked body, she had stumbled through the 
empty field to her rooming house, where she'd cleaned herself up as 
best she could and fallen into an exhausted sleep. Luckily no one had 
seen her walking from the barn, and had it not been for the bruises and 
puffiness around her lips and eyes the following day, Joan doubted 
whether anybody would have known that something had happened to her at 
all.


As it was, she allayed suspicion with a few hastily-formed excuses, and 
locked the appalling truth inside her heart, there to remain forever 
hidden as far as she was concerned. To expose the whole hideous episode 
would be the same as slitting her own throat. The boys' word in a town 
controlled by Agnew Harrison Conroy would be all that would be needed 
to condemn her. In fact, as Mr. Blatherton had pointed out, since she 
was the teacher of the sex education class, hadn't she already been 
condemned?


Joan had decided, of course, that she had no alternative but to leave 
Montock as soon as possible, for she had truly been beaten. She had 
already handed in her letter of resignation to Ozgood Blatherton 
Tuesday, citing ill health and the strenuous demands of the curriculum 
as her reasons for quitting. The principal had been naturally 
distressed, assuming that she was going because of the "vicious rumors" 
the Parent's committee were supposedly spreading, never dreaming of the 
actual nature of her sudden decision. He had tried to calm her, but she 
had been adamant, and after some discussion he was forced to accept her 
letter sadly. But in order for her to get another teaching position 
elsewhere, she had to work another two weeks until the School Board 
acted on her resignation; it was only a formality, but a necessary one.


In two more weeks, she vowed to herself, she would pack up her bags and 
vanish from this horrid place. Until then, she could only pray that 
Wayne and his two evil cohorts would leave well enough alone and not do 
or say anything to make the situation worse ...


Now, once again, she was hurriedly walking down the aged grey hallway 
of Montock High, books in one hand, a can of film in the other. Two 
more sex education classes, she said to herself with tight-lipped 
anxiety; only two more times that she would have to formally face those 
wretched little monsters across the room and teach them of a subject 
they already had passed with flying colors. Joan felt her mouth 
twisting into a harsh, cynical smile of bitterness at this galling bit 
of irony, but as she neared Room 12 again, her stomach began to knot 
and convulse as if it had just turned over.


When she entered the classroom, the five students were in their seats, 
looking expectantly toward her. She forced herself to smile, 
endeavoring to portray an outward calm by sheer force of will, but in 
doing so she unwittingly glanced at young Wayne Conroy sitting at his 
desk. She saw his beady little eyes rake up and down over her body with 
blatant lewdness, and her belly began to churn like a whirlpool. And 
then she saw the twisted, lewd grins on Mickey Hagen's face, and the 
similar one the Gerber boy wore, and she sensed the blood draining from 
her face. Even as she looked at them, Knuckles Gerber leaned over and 
whispered something to Mickey, and they body broke out into a 
meaningful series of suggestive snickers that brought the blood roaring 
back to her cheeks in a flaming blush of color.


God, how could she go through with this hour? Joan moaned to herself. 
How could she stay in this room and act as if nothing was the matter? 
Well, if she didn't, the only alternative would be to run ... run right 
now and never look back. And then the truth would come out as questions 
about her strange behavior would be asked ... No, if she were ever to 
have another chance, she simply had to find the strength. And thank 
heavens there was another film today, so she could hide her obvious 
emotional upset behind a mask of darkness ...


"All right, class," she said with her chin held high and her voice 
unwavering, "Today we have another educational film. It's all about the 
different glands of the body, I understand, and how they operate during 
puberty to change boys and girls into young men and women. It ... It 
isn't as explicit as last week's film, but I think you'll find it most 
worthwhile."


Again the three boys sniggered, as though they had some evil plan 
cooked up between them. Joan rapped her hand on her desk for attention, 
and with a crispness of tone, she snapped: "I hardly see anything 
funny, and I assure you, class attitude will count in the final grade 
you get! M-Mickey? Will you put the film on, please!"


Mickey Hagen arose slowly, still grinning. "Why, yeah, Miss Frazer. 
I'll be right proud to do anything you want!"


Swaggering, he took the can and went to the projector at the rear of 
the room. Then, hidden by the large machine, he reached down to the 
enclosed shelf of the metal cart and switched the educational reel of 
film for another one! As he threaded the celluloid strip of this second 
movie through the projector, he looked over at Wayne and gave an 
obscene wink to his buddy. Wayne had supplied the new reel, having 
stolen it that morning from his father's private pornography collection 
in his basement den!


Unsuspecting, Joan requested Lucy Hamilton to switch off the lights as 
before, then hastily went to sit down in the front row of seats, 
unavoidably close to Wayne's own chair. Then, thankfully hidden in the 
dark, the teacher took her first breath of relief and sat back to 
watch. She heard a quiet shuffling of chairs and the patter of feet, 
and she glanced back just as the silver screen lit up, and saw through 
the dim light that Mickey Hagen had gone to sit beside Sharla 
Gronsworth, while Knuckles Gerber was now leaning close to full-
breasted Lucy Hamilton. She frowned momentarily at this strange 
behavior, but then her thoughts were jerked back to the film as the 
sound-track began to play the opening theme ...


The scene Joan viewed on the screen before her was of an idyllic 
country setting. Unlike the meadow of Farmer Treakle's pasture, 
however, this glade was more sheltered with tall clumps of trees and 
thick, lush bushes, and the ground was covered with spongy dark green 
moss. Joan could hear the faint trickling of a babbling brook running 
through the small, sunlit glen off to one side. She felt puzzled and 
more than a little nervous, for though she hadn't seen this particular 
film on glands before, she had been led to understand it consisted of a 
professor lecturing with a series of diagrams and slides.


As the teacher watched, another soft noise could be heard, and then she 
saw that a young woman was entering the clearing close to the stream. 
She was a dusky, coffee-with-cream-colored black girl about twenty-two 
years of age, and as she walked to the middle of the clearing, Joan 
suddenly felt more surprised than ever!


The extremely beautiful Negro girl was almost completely naked, wearing 
only a sheer diaphanous gown! Beneath the nearly transparent gown, her 
dark-hued breasts were full and pointing slightly upwards like an 
adolescent girl's budding young globes. The camera concentrated on them 
and the graceful fall of her long, black hair, then slowly panned down 
her sides to the gentle swell of her belly, pausing at her indented 
little navel which dotted the high center of her abdomen before rolling 
over the sweeping roundness of her tawny hips to lovingly freeze at the 
downy apex of her thighs. There, only partially hidden from total 
exposure, lay her silken, curly-haired pubic mound, soft and inviting 
to every devouring eye. Even her light, pinkish vaginal lips could be 
seen quivering slightly.


Joan shifted nervously, unsure what she should do. Not enough film had 
passed for her to be positive that somehow she had gotten hold of the 
wrong can of film, but if she had, it might still be better to let 
things alone as they were. To stop the movie now would mean she would 
have to stand up in front of the students and struggle through an hour 
of unbearable teaching, and she realized instinctively that she was 
still in no mental condition to do that. God, what should she do? What 
could she do? Palms moist with perspiration, Joan continued to watch 
the screen ...


The camera was now focusing on the young Negro woman's sensual face. 
Her features seemed almost slack, her pink tongue moistening lush, full 
lips as she looked down at herself in the gossamer covering and then 
longingly at the cool, refreshing stream nearby. The youthful audience 
could almost hear the thoughts in her head as the girl pondered whether 
or not she should take a dip in the water. There was another moment of 
indecision, and then her mind was seemingly made up. She slowly began 
to unbutton her translucent gown, dropping it to the soft moss beneath 
her bare feet. She looked pleased by her daring decision as she stood 
proudly naked in full view of the camera lens, her dark-pointed breasts 
jutting out fully from the mild-chocolate hue of her body. Naked and 
deliciously relaxed as though she were all alone in the middle of the 
woods, she softly padded to the stream and sat down on the sloping bank 
before it. She dipped one dainty foot experimentally in the clear 
sparkling water, spreading her long, slim thighs and exposing the 
quivering pink lips of her light brown pussy innocently as she did.


Joan bit her lip with trembling agitation as she viewed the black-
skinned girl slowly turn her attention from the stream to her own naked 
flesh. Up there on the screen the girl casually lay back on the warm 
softness of the moss, brilliant sunlight bathing her voluptuously 
inviting body as she began to drag her long red fingernails up the 
sides of her thighs and waist, her face smiling with anticipatory 
excitement. Her fingers curled higher along her skin until she began to 
tease small circles around one of her upraised breasts, pulling at her 
tanned little nipple until it responded eagerly, rising to an unashamed 
tautness between her prodding fingers. As she rubbed the hardening 
nipple between her thumb and forefinger, she began to languidly open 
and close her legs just enough to reveal the trembling slit of her 
vagina again, glittering with beginning moisture between her scissoring 
thighs. The camera moved around in position until her toes were pointed 
directly at it and the watching audience, and then she dug her heels 
into the thick carpet of green beneath her, a gleaming flicker of 
rising passion obvious in her ebony eyes.


The sight of the naked young woman on the screen made Joan wince with 
sudden, acute embarrassment. As she watched, she tormentedly remembered 
her own masturbation in front of young Wayne last Wednesday, and her 
same wanton disregard for common decency as this girl was portraying 
now. She blushed slightly as shame flicked through her conscience, and 
twisted her buttocks down in the chair as though she were trying to 
bury her guilty loins.


"Cl-Class," Joan uncontrollably gasped out loud to her students, "This 
... this is not the film I had for you. I--"


"What difference does it make, Miss Frazer?" Mickey asked from near the 
back of the room. "We can see the picture about glands next week."


"Sure," Lucy Hamilton chimed in where she was next to Knuckles. "This 
one looks as if it might teach us something."


"You don't want to stop it, do you?" Wayne said to her in a low, almost 
threatening voice. "If I were you, I'd let it run."


Joan glanced over at the handsome youth and caught the wicked gleam in 
his eyes. A defiance rose in her as she considered the disrespectful 
tone of his voice and the implication that he could tell her what to do 
in or out of her own classroom. But then came the warning voice in her 
mind: two more weeks. That's all you have to suffer through, just two 
more weeks ... She turned her head back to the movie, afraid to say 
yes, afraid to say no ...


The naked girl writhed more lasciviously now as though being attacked 
by some unseen lover. Both her hands were running over the flat plane 
of her quivering belly as she groaned softly at her own lust-inciting 
touch, until finally her fingertips came to rest at the triangle of her 
soft, dark-haired loins. She groaned again at the sudden contact of her 
hands with the moistly swelling lips between her legs, but then pulled 
her legs up, her toes still curled in the moss. She allowed her legs to 
fall wide apart, exposing to the excited film viewers all the 
glistening tenderness of her vaginal crevice. Her fingers crawled to 
the soft, hair-fringed cuntal flesh and spread them slowly apart until 
even the dark round hole of her pussy entrance was fully visible, and 
her tiny puckered anus peeked invitingly below the splayed slit.


Joan tensed in disbelieving shock as she watched the dark-fleshed girl 
slowly insert a middle finger into the glistening pink valley between 
her widespread buttocks and begin to stroke the tiny bud-like erection 
of her clitoris. Her sensuous movements gradually increased as her 
probing fingers worked themselves deeper between the hair-fringed 
edges, smoothly widening the wet, pink lips of her contracting cunt. 
Her legs jack-knifed back, knees against her breasts, and the full 
rounded buttocks rose and fell in response as she joined two fingers 
with the first and pushed all three into the hungry pink folds of her 
vagina. They disappeared with a soft, sucking noise, and a sighing moan 
of pleasure purred from her full, open mouth.


Joan was leaning forward now, her mind rebelling at the lewd spectacle 
of viewing a young black woman finger fucking her own nakedly squirming 
cunt. This picture was far more depraved and lewd than even the sex 
film of last week! Then she heard the mingling gasps of youthful 
excitement coming from both boys and girls behind her, and she turned 
around to see what was happening. She was not surprised to see that all 
their gazes were avidly glued to the film, but was shocked breathless 
as she made out in the dim light they were doing in the back of the 
room! Mickey Hagen had his hand deep up inside the unbuttoned blouse of 
Sharla Gronsworth, his fingers eagerly massaging her budding young 
breasts! Joan averted her eyes away, only to see the whiteness of Lucy 
Hamilton's thighs where Knuckles Gerber had lifted her dress above the 
tops of her slightly spread legs, exposing the smooth flesh of the 
girl's inner thighs!


God! She must demand they stop before her whole class degenerated into 
some kind of obscene orgy! But all the corrupting perversions which she 
had experienced since the previous Wednesday had turned Joan into a 
loose bundle of raw nerve ends, capable of reacting uncontrollably to 
the slightest sexual stimulus. The horrified teacher found herself 
gripped with an awe-struck immobility by the lewdness surrounding her 
and the pornographic film unreeling before her widened eyes.


Worse, Joan began to sense that her own flesh was beginning to 
involuntarily throb in response to the masturbating woman on the screen 
and the passionate embraces of the teenage couples. Desperately, she 
pressed her thighs together to cut off the unwanted tingle that had 
started by itself in the pit of her belly and was gradually working 
downward into the sensuous crevice up between her thighs. The lurid 
actions of the naked ducky-skinned girl and the blatant sexuality of 
the boys and girls were causing tiny licking flames of renewed desire 
to flicker hotly through her blood despite her unwillingness to allow 
the eroticism. She could feel small pin-pricks of delightful sensations 
racing through her pulsating breasts, hardening her tender nipples into 
chip-like projections against the thinness of her brassiere, and she 
could feel the heat of her breath rushing from her flared nostrils as 
she became increasingly stimulated.


Her nerves were shattered and her mind whirled in indecision. She knew 
that no matter what young Wayne threatened to do to her, she had to 
halt this obscene film before things ran away with all of them. Events 
had already gone much too far, and Joan's face crimsoned as she thought 
of Mickey's fingers digging cruelly into Sharla's firm little breasts. 
The lewd thought sent another electric tingle deep into her belly, and 
she could feel the warm wetness between her thighs increasing with 
every passing second.


Oh God, she had to get up and switch off that film! And yet ... she 
couldn't seem to force herself to make that necessary move. Perhaps, 
she rationalized, it would be all right for a little while longer. The 
petting of the adolescent couples behind her wouldn't hurt anything so 
long as it didn't go any further, and she could always stop them if it 
did. She would sit, she decided ... but only until the delicious 
tingling between her wettening thighs subsided. Joan turned her 
attention back to the movie, waiting in anticipation and nervous--fear 
of her own ragged emotions to see what would happen next ... The dark-
skinned girl on the mossy ground had become possessed by now. Her eyes 
and teeth were clenched as she writhed beneath her own driving fingers 
in uncontrollable passion. The rapid rhythm drove moans of pleasure 
from deep in her throat as her fingers sank into the tight, pink 
opening of her cunt, making moist sucking sounds as she withdrew them 
to push them in again. Her face had darkened as she strained for her 
rising climax. She groaned in frustration as her own fingers fucked 
harder and deeper. They were not enough, and her head rolled from side 
to side on the ground, her long dark hair flying in frustration at the 
inability to bring herself to climax. Still she tried, her hand beating 
a wild staccato against her wantonly writhing buttocks, the groans 
faster and louder with each surging thrust.


Suddenly a giant German Shepherd dog ran into the range of the camera 
and leaped savagely toward the girl. The Negress' eyes widened in 
terror, and she jerked the back of a hand to her mouth to keep from 
screaming. She moved to lower her legs and protect herself, but the dog 
had already reached her and was growling viciously in warning. The 
young woman froze in the position of masturbation, her thighs spread 
and with her knees still drawn up to her chest. She didn't dare move as 
the huge beast growled menacingly over her, his great panting head just 
above her defenselessly unturned loins.


Joan had jumped when the dog had bounded into the clearing. Her nerves 
were already on edge, and the sudden rush almost frightened her out of 
her wits.


"My God!" she gasped to herself, voice quivering. "What is this film 
I'm showing? Surely the audio-visual department wouldn't have allowed--
"


"No," Wayne Conroy said beside her. "The movie ain't one the school 
bought."


"What?" Joan swiveled her head around, surprised by the unexpected 
appearance of the sadistic young boy beside her. "Wayne! What are you 
doing away from your desk?"


"Why, Miss Frazer," he answered with a grin through the dim light, "I 
thought I'd calm you down. I can see you're all shook up over the dog 
being there, but don't worry. He'll only fuck her."


"How do ... How do you know?" whispered Joan falteringly.


"I've seen this one before, that's how," the youngster replied, and 
then he chuckled in a low, lewd tone. "Sit down on the floor, teacher. 
We'll watch the film together."


"Wayne--"


"Sit down on the floor with me, I said," he snarled. "And be damned 
quick about it, child-molester."


Joan's blood turned to ice as she heard his obscene name-calling. It 
was a brazen, lewd reminder of the blackmailing hold the cruel teenager 
had over her life, and the fact he would have no compunction against 
following through with his threat if she didn't do exactly what he 
wanted. Realizing she had no choice, she slid from her chair, shivering 
with humiliation at the thought that all the other students would be 
able to see her obeying like this. She dropped with her knees bent 
under her, her softly quivering buttocks resting on the backs of her 
legs, and found that Wayne's arm was waiting for her. He brought his 
hand up around her waist and hugged her close to his lean, virile 
chest. Even though she was unwilling to submit to this further 
indecency, Joan had no choice but to cringe against the boy and make no 
protest.


"Now, Miss Frazer," he whispered wetly into her ear, "let's just relax 
and watch the movie ..."


Chapter 7


Joan knew she had to break away now, no matter what the cost would be 
later on. She was nearly beside herself with an almost uncontrollable 
mixture of shame, fear, and revulsion, these blending with a smoldering 
lust that was commencing to burn hotter up between her tightly clenched 
thighs. But the helplessness of her own position seemed to somehow tie 
her emotionally to the naked black girl lying quaking with fear beneath 
the snarling dog. A sadistic sense of fascination seemed to hold her 
spellbound to the floor beside the young boy. She couldn't even keep 
her eyes from the film! The lewd thought of this monstrous dog raping 
the nakedly defenseless girl reminded her too strongly of her own 
submission in Farmer Treakle's barn, and shivers of revulsive empathy 
tingled through her sensitive skin as she completely identified herself 
with the scene upon the screen.


Joan squirmed as she felt her panties cutting deep into the crevice of 
her buttocks; the flimsy little bikini was already soaked and she 
squeezed her thighs together to hold back down the tingling sensations 
that were growing stronger there. She was on dangerous ground and knew 
it, but still was not able to bring herself to break away, the evil 
fascination of the impending ravishment holding her glued to the spot. 
She squirmed downward again, the back of her calves forcing the sweat 
band of her panties deeper up onto the pulsating split of her loins. 
She felt the throbbing arousal of her clitoris, and she bit her fleshy 
lower lip to hold back the unwanted sensations that were creeping from 
up between her thighs.


Her thoughts jerked back to the movie. The giant German Shepherd 
lowered his head to the helpless girl's soft, hair-covered vagina and 
was sniffing it. His tail wagged and trembled as though he had found a 
bitch in heat. The trembling young woman moaned in terror as the cold 
nose suddenly made contact with her puckered little anus. She tensed as 
his tongue snaked out and licked wetly up and down the crevice around 
it, its curled tip burrowing slightly into the outer fleshy anal ring.


For a moment the young dark-skinned girl tried to squirm away, but the 
dog raised his head and growled again before starting to greedily lap 
the narrow pink slit between her widespread buttocks. He ran his tongue 
wetly the full length of it, from the tight-closed little anus up over 
the fluted pink edges of her cunt to the tiny sensation bud atop her 
pubic mound. His great tongue spread through the puffy wet swelling 
like a knife through soft brown butter. It flicked relentlessly between 
her thighs, stopping sporadically to curl its way deep into her moistly 
throbbing vaginal hole ... causing her to jerk spasmodically.


Joan shuddered at the sexual stimulation that indulging in something 
forbidden gives even against one's will. She involuntarily moaned at 
the change coming over the undulating Negress on the mossy ground. The 
frightened mewls that had come from the girl's terror-stricken face 
were changing to soft sighs of unconscious pleasure a feeling that she 
obviously did not want and had set her mind against, but one which the 
slithering, licking tongue was forcing her to accept and enjoy.


She is exactly the way I was last Monday, Joan thought, staring up at 
the screen; and a chill of feminine understanding rippled through her 
when she saw the dark-skinned woman finally capitulate to her 
tormentor.


The Negress raised her hands, holding them in indecision for a moment 
above her nakedly squirming body, then dropped them down to grasp the 
nuzzling dog's peaked ears. With a deep animalistic sound, she kicked 
her legs back over her head and pulled his nose forward and into her 
saliva-wettened cunt. His giant tongue thrust up the moistened passage 
like an attacking lizard, ravishing her upthrust little pussy without 
mercy. Wild incoherent shrieks streamed from the loudspeaker as she 
pleaded and encouraged the beast salivating between her rotating 
buttocks. He worked like the savage brute he was, the rutting lust of 
the wild driving him on ...


Joan heard another series of loud, gasping groans in the room and, in 
surprise, tore her eyes from the obscene show on the screen. The shock 
was even greater. Lucy Hamilton was on the floor, with both legs spread 
wide apart and her dress up over her hips. Knuckles' hand was inside 
her thin white panties, cupping her girlish pubic mound. Joan shuddered 
at the outline of the boy's fingers stroking under the sheer nylon 
cloth as he sunk them deep into her small vagina. Lucy, unaware of 
anyone, was grinding her young loins in rhythm to the fingers fucking 
into her. Joan could also see her other students, Mickey and Sharla, 
embracing on the floor beside their desks. Their thrusting young bodies 
were locked together as they searched each other's clothing with 
wandering hands. A warning bell sounded again in the teacher's 
subconscious mind. She knew she should call an immediate halt--now--
before her own body succumbed to the same lewd urges which were 
affecting her adolescent pupils.


But then, a heart-rendering groan from the movie pulled Joan's weakened 
mind from logical thought and back to the screen. The dog had lifted 
his head from the pleading black girl's loins to nose her over onto her 
stomach in servile surrender. Her resistance was completely gone from 
the maddening tongue which had so mercilessly lapped her vagina to a 
fiery readiness. She was enslaved by the huge beast panting expectantly 
over her, and she meekly moved to lay spread-eagled and face down upon 
the moss. The huge head lowered again, the thick tongue slithering into 
the exposed crevice between the moaning girl's naked buttocks. She 
twisted back toward the dog lasciviously, reaching to spread the ebony 
cheeks and give full access to her little brown starred anus.


The dog's tongue licked for long, avid moments, and the aroused teacher 
felt the aching hunger inside spread from her abdomen up to her 
passion-swollen breasts. She gasped for breath and squirmed harder down 
against the floor, trying to put out the fire burning in her helplessly 
quivering cunt. She felt young Wayne become more restless beside her, 
and then brazenly move his hand beneath the thin over-blouse she wore 
to rest heavily on her left breast. A jolt of terror compounded with 
lewd excitement shot through her body as he cupped the softness of her 
large, firm globe, trapping the tiny nipple gently between thumb and 
forefinger. His hand caressing her hardening breast was causing deep 
gong-like reverberations to ripple through her entire body. 
Frantically, she tried to pull his fingers away, but her own hand moved 
only as far as the boy's--and then stayed there of its own volition, 
not obeying her mind's commands, merely lying limp and useless over his 
kneading fingers with a deep sigh, she turned her distressed eyes once 
more back to the film ...


The German Shepherd was now nuzzling under the lust-ridden black girl's 
crotch, pushing his massive head between her pelvis and the ground. 
Joan's eyes widened in sympathetic response as she watched the dark 
girl's buttocks raise and bend in kneeling, abject surrender before the 
huge animal. Oh God, it was just like seeing herself submissive on the 
hay again, a relentless tongue having similarity lashed her to servile 
defeat. Both she and that girl had been crushed of their resistance by 
vigorous and unrelenting attacks upon their sensitive vaginas ... and 
God! Which was the worst to become obedient to ... a brutish dog or a 
gang of vicious boys?


The girl was on all fours now, and the huge beast was mounting the 
spread cheeks of her nakedly rounded buttocks, paws placed firmly on 
her back. The glistening, scarlet penis slipped from its huge sheath 
dripping, its tapered point dangling in the hot pink crevice as the 
animal trembled and jerked, trying to bury its thick red hardness 
inside the kneeling black girl.


Sobbing, the girl looked back, shifting her full buttocks to try and 
capture the lengthening shaft of dog cock. Like a bitch in heat, she 
strove to swallow the long, scarlet penis up inside her voraciously 
hungry vagina. The sharp tip missed, slid up to find the momentarily 
relaxed anus, attempted to enter. With a cry the girl tensed and evaded 
the bending, up-thrusting prod in fright, but the dog returned 
immediately to the attack, having tasted success. Joan held her breath 
with her five students as they watched the huge dog buck madly behind 
the moaning girl in his mindless attempt to skewer her on the still-
lengthening taper of the huge, dripping penis. Out of control, the dog 
growled in frustration as the girl in desperation reached back and 
grasped the long slippery cock. She guided the point of it into the 
swollen pink lips of her cunt, spreading her legs wider to allow more 
room as he thrust forward.


With one mighty lunge, the giant German Shepherd jerked his loins and 
buried his huge fleshy penis deep up inside the squirming girl's 
tightly grasping pussy. It slithered forward with a wet rush until it 
was sunk to its hilt, his hairy testicles swinging below her matted 
pubic hair. A moan of relief came from the speaker as, with contorted 
lips, she began to move rhythmically backwards against the panting dog. 
As the forelegs trapped her waist, she began to undulate her body and 
move her buttocks in lewd little circles, abandoning herself to the 
depraved animal-fucking she was receiving from behind. Her face was 
turned sideways toward the camera, and everybody in the room could see 
the rapture she was feeling from the delicious screwing the dog was 
giving her. Her large, dark breasts danced tautly beneath her writhing 
nakedness, moving in time to the long lancing cock of the dog as it 
slid deep into her, like a relentless scarlet poker of glistening flesh 
burying itself deep in her belly.


Joan's breath was coming in tight gasps and the burning sensation 
bubbling in her loins grew in maddening intensity with each second she 
watched the young black girl being ravished by the dog. Her own body 
was beginning to perspire in the warm, closed room, the excited heat of 
the teenagers around her acting almost like a giant heater. Joan could 
feel a trickle of sweat running from her navel down her belly into her 
pubic hair, its slow, teasing trail causing her to squirm the moist, 
hair-lined fringes of her warmly throbbing pussy still harder against 
the floor. She could see out of the corner of her eye that Knuckles' 
hand was still probing under the flimsy panties between Lucy Hamilton's 
loosely spread thighs, thrusting more rapidly now inside her tight 
young cunt. Sharla Gronsworth's eyes looked glazed through the darkness 
as she ground her slender pelvis up with greater determination against 
Mickey Hagen, her blouse now open and spread back from her slim white 
shoulders to openly expose her firmly budding young mounds with their 
pink-tipped nipples. Her own small hands were dipping between their 
bodies, running wildly over the bulging front of Mickey's tight blue 
jeans.


Joan bit harder on her lower lip to keep back a groan of building 
frustration, her forehead covered with tiny beads of sweat from the 
sight and sounds of the feverish young bodies around her. Another 
trickle ran down the valley between her ripely mature breasts that 
Wayne was massaging and kneading into hardness. One of his hands dipped 
down and then rose to push the tight restricting brassiere up and away 
from her swollen, aching mounds of flesh. His fingers cupped her 
resilient globes as they came free, trapping the hardened, sensitive 
nipples between thumb and forefinger, squeezing them until a small 
excruciating sensation brought a gasp of surprised pleasure from his 
teacher's open mouth.


Joan suddenly squirmed down hard, for now the brazen boy had dropped 
his other hand to her bared knees and was slipping it up between her 
legs to the fullness of her thighs. He pushed the hem of her skirt up 
and was half-way to her panties, when Joan finally found the strength 
to react and grasped his wrist tightly with her hand. She tried to hold 
him back from her, but he moved by force and soon was caressing the 
softness of her belly which quivered under her small skirt. Teasing at 
the light sprinkling of hair at the base of her abdomen, his strong 
young fingers rotated against the warm mound of her loins, unable to go 
further because of her tightly pressed thighs.


Joan dropped her other arm to grasp his wrist, though by doing so she 
was no longer able to hide her naked breasts from the children of her 
class. But it was not enough to stop the searching of his hand, and 
Wayne crept deeper, teasing her excitedly throbbing vagina and lower 
belly through the thin material of her skirt and moistened panties.


As his fingers worked more firmly at her loins, indecision arose in 
Joan as to what she should do. If she moved violently enough to break 
away from his grip, the struggle would certainly attract attention, 
perhaps from even outside the room. Considering what was going on, that 
would cause the very trouble she so desperately had to avoid! There was 
no more she could do without creating a ruinous scene, so Joan resigned 
herself almost with relief to Wayne's sneaky searching of her moistly 
throbbing thighs. She closed her eyes for a moment, her youthful 
lover's fingers feeling so wickedly good to her, almost as though he 
were touching her nakedness. Surely he would go no further with the 
other youngsters around like this ...


The youngsters ... Joan opened her eyes and glanced guiltily around for 
fear that her other pupils had seen what Wayne was doing to her. And 
suddenly she felt as if a mailed fist had hit her in the pit of her 
stomach! Mickey Hagen had worked young Sharla Gronsworth into such a 
fever pitch of excitement, that the teenage girl was now lying naked on 
the floor, her glassy, lust-smoked eyes staring up into nothingness. 
Mickey was straddling her rapidly rising and falling belly, his face 
pressed down in her soft pubic mound below, his long wet tongue snaking 
out and flicking teasingly at her quivering little vaginal slit. 
Sharla's body jerked as the electric contact made her legs clamp 
tightly together around his head, imprisoning him between her inner 
thighs, and soft mewls of animal pleasure poured forth from between her 
small white teeth. The girl was caught in a mindless fit of 
uncontrolled lust that made Joan's mouth gape with disbelief. Her own 
torso begin an involuntary swaying in time to that of Sharla as the 
naked student squirmed in lewd delight to the nerve-shattering lickings 
of the boyish mouth glued tightly to her tender young cunt.


Suddenly Joan heard a deep gurgling sound from Lucy Hamilton, and the 
horrified woman turned to look at what her other two students were 
doing. They were both as naked as Mickey and Sharla, their stripped 
clothing scattered around them like the remains of a battlefield. 
Knuckles had a sadistic grin on his face as he lay below her, having 
taken the young Lucy brutally by her long hair and thrust the thick, 
bent shaft of his cock deep up into her innocent little mouth. Joan 
sucked in her breath, certain that the girl kneeling over him was going 
to choke to death from the cruel size and shape of the boy's long hard 
penis, but Sharla took it all. She hungrily sucked at the virile 
hardness as Knuckles lowered her head up by her hair and began to 
buffet her body between his legs. Joan watched in horrified fascination 
as Lucy's wetly ovalled lips sucked with all their might on the 
youthful hardness fucking up into her tender wet mouth.


The very rawness of the lust brought a moan to the teacher's lips, her 
tongue circling them nervously as she felt the secretions of her own 
cunt increasing between her thighs.


Oh God ... what should she do? This was horrible, allowing her class 
and herself to submit like this--and worse, enjoying it! But she 
continued to watch the dog-fuck movie and the obscene ruttings of her 
students with wide-eyed wonder, squirming slightly as she felt young 
Wayne begin to push her skirt up into her hungrily aching crevice from 
behind. A blanket of shame seemed to cover her as surging waves of 
overwhelming pleasure threatened to flood over her will to resist. 
Wayne's hand under her buttocks became bolder as he sensed her 
weakening ability to fight his taunting probes, and he hooked his 
middle finger to slide her little skirt up the backs of her excitedly 
trembling thighs in an effort to penetrate the quivering softness 
underneath.


Joan could already feel the light tickling sensation of the material 
sliding from between her buttocks and her drawn-up legs.


Oh God ... Oh God ... She could feel her skirt rising faster now, 
though still not apparent from her lap. She lifted inadvertently as a 
fingernail scratched the softness of her thighs, and then she gasped 
aloud as she discovered that there was suddenly no more dress! The 
boy's hand now covered all of the wettened band of her thin white 
panties, and his outstretched middle finger was snaking under the 
elastic leg band. Slowly he wormed into the moistly warm channel of her 
vagina, and she squirmed against it, holding her breath for fear some 
tell-tale sound might escape her lips. Her entire body quivered until 
her impaled cuntal walls became accustomed to the invading finger 
prodding into the lubricated softness of her cunt. She could feel her 
secretions flowing over the palm of the hand beneath her buttocks as 
Wayne ground harder up inside her pussy. The young student moved his 
fingers in circles inside her soft warm cunt, expanding her tight 
little hole with each teasing rotation until the heatedly aroused 
teacher thought she would go out of her mind from his maddening tease.


Wayne could feel his long hard cock painfully jerking under his pants 
as the juice of his teacher's hotly excited pussy drenched his fingers 
with its warm moisture. His probings were inciting him as much as it 
was her, and he gasped with unrestrained excitement. He leaned forward 
slightly, pressing his moist lips against her ear and whispered: "Get 
up on your knees, Miss Frazer. I'll fuck you from behind."


"Oh God, no! I can't. Not here, not during school!" the older woman 
panted between clenched teeth, unable to stop the rocking of her vagina 
against his hand.


"You will, you damned bitch--or else!" he whispered threateningly to 
her. "I want to fuck you right now, and you want me to, I can tell. 
We'll fuck and watch the movie at the same time."


His lewd words only excited her more, and she groaned in abject 
surrender as he pushed her forward onto her hands. Her muscles were 
like rubber and she almost fell, coming to rest on her elbows with her 
buttocks once more waving in the air behind her in lewd supplication.


She shuddered as she felt the boy lift her skirt above her hips and 
bunch it around her waist, then draw her thin white nylon panties down 
over the rounded white cheeks of her buttocks and leave them pooled 
around her knees. A hot, fetid rush of air hit her backside and she 
suddenly flushed with shame. Her whole rear end was exposed to him, 
waving back in obscene invitation to any humiliation he might want to 
inflict upon it. A last thought of defiance flickered dimly through her 
mind as she heard the metallic sound of his zipper behind her. Then 
there was no more time for further thought as Wayne dropped his pants 
and his long, boyish cock burst into welcome freedom. He slipped to his 
knees behind her whitely straining buttocks and pressed the tight-
swollen head of his penis into the greedy cuntal crevice up between her 
widespread thighs.


Joan's buttocks involuntarily cringed forward, drawing away from the 
heatedly pulsating penis pushing against her from behind. She felt his 
hands close around the tops of her hips, gripping them tightly, his 
fingers digging into her soft white flesh.


"Reach back," he panted breathlessly. "Put my prick in your ass, Miss 
Frazer!"


"Oh no, no, not that!" Joan whimpered. "I can't do it, not there! I 
just can't!"


"Put it in, I tell you!" the boy commanded again, digging his fingers 
tighter into her flesh. "I wanna fuck my teacher in the ass!"


"Ohhhhh," Joan mewled as she felt the flesh of her thighs being 
squeezed into painful tight balls. She couldn't stand it. In 
desperation, she reached back between her legs and closed her hand over 
his hard, youthful penis. Oh God, it now felt more enormous than ever, 
far bigger than it had before! He was going to impale her in her 
rectum! He would split her in two!


Wayne squeezed again, this time bringing a louder sound of pain from 
the teacher's tormented lips. She tearfully placed the hotly throbbing 
head of his cock against her tightly puckered little anus, biting down 
hard on her lower lip to hold back the tears of fear and pain that were 
beginning to brim her eyes. She felt it begin a slow prodding and 
working against the elastic sphincter muscles, parting them and then 
slowly forcing its way inside the tight restricted ring of flesh that 
jealously guarded the entrance to her rectum. There was a great 
stretching feeling in her loins as though the tender crevice between 
her buttocks was being pulled asunder--then suddenly she felt her 
backsides swept apart and Wayne's long, virile penis slithered into her 
painfully cringing back passage like the trunk of a tree. The heavy 
weight of his loins crashed hard against her aching buttocks, pushing 
her face brutally down against the schoolroom floor.


"Gaaaaawwwww!" she strangled through clenched teeth. Her rectal passage 
was on fire! His youthful penis had penetrated it like an express 
train, and Joan struggled and jerked her buttocks in vain to escape the 
cruel impalement. But it was no use! Wayne had skewered into her anus 
up to the hilt, and she was his hopeless prisoner, stuck on the end of 
his rock-hard cock like a mounted insect. Her rectum was burning from 
the unaccustomed size of his unnatural entry, and it felt as though the 
boy were sodomizing her clear to her breasts. She moaned against the 
humiliating pain, her lips opening and closing in sensation and 
torment.


Through the daze of her shameful agony, the older woman's eyes locked 
back on the dirty movie and the obscenely swaying body of the dark-
skinned girl before the humping German Shepherd. The girl had gone 
completely out of her mind by now and was shouting lewd encouragement 
to the savage animal through tightly clenched teeth. She was begging 
him to fuck her harder and faster and to spew his bestial cum deep up 
inside her cunt, wanting desperately to be filled with the animal sperm 
in her sex-crazed madness. The girl was no longer human but a quivering 
mass of sweating, lust-deranged flesh begging to be subjugated. She was 
groveling in humiliation at being fucked by this panting beast, 
grinding her wantonly thrashing buttocks back against his hairy jerking 
body as if she were another dog. Joan watched with a masochistic gleam 
shining strangely in her eyes, reveling in much the same manner as the 
dark-skinned girl was to the cruel humiliation the dog was subjecting 
her to.


Behind her, gasping and panting with delight, Wayne began to saw 
rhythmically in and out of the soft, rubbery confines of her rectum. 
Gradually the pain began to ease a little, and Joan began to feel even 
more masochistic pleasure ripple through her. Watching the girl 
succumbing to the depraved fucking of the dog's thick penis, coupled by 
the ravishment of the two naked girl students in the classroom, was 
sending unfamiliar thrills of wicked sensations coursing through her 
entire being. She began to undulate her soft-fleshed buttocks 
lasciviously in circles in rhythm to the long young cock sodomizing her 
behind.


The handsome adolescent stretched the quivering moons of his teacher's 
buttocks wide with his fingers, watching in the dim light of the room 
as the pink folds of wetly glistening flesh clung to his long impaling 
shaft on each withdrawal stroke. A feeling of absolute power rippled 
through him as he held Joan's hips down in total subjugation to the 
rock-hard cock skewering relentlessly up into her ass. His fingers 
gripped her harder, squeezing the soft, unresisting thighs with 
sadistic strength, hurting her, hearing moans from her tormented throat 
as she struggled helplessly beneath his merciless torture.


Joan's eyes opened and closed in a lost glaze of passion now. She 
spread her thighs wider, moving her feet apart and stretching with 
difficulty the flimsy nylon panties still hanging around her knees. She 
could feel with obscene delight the wispy pubic hair at the base of his 
immature loins brush tantalizingly against the soft inner edges of her 
buttocks. She could feel his tunneling young penis behind her imbedded 
far up inside her rectum, routing its fleshy hardness deep inside her 
rubbery sheath where no man had been before. Forgotten was the 
humiliation of bending like a slave while a boy half her age fucked 
into her rectal passage; forgotten were the nakedly fucking boys and 
girls around her; forgotten were the ruined panties hanging at her 
knees. All that mattered to her now was the perverted lust surging 
through her flesh like a raging fire out of control. She wanted to be 
fucked in the ass like this; she wanted to be subjected to any lewd 
demands placed upon her pleasure-wracked body.


"Ohhhh, fuck me, fuck me deep in the ass, lover-boy!" she breathed 
rapturously back at Wayne. "I like it, I like it, oooooh God, cum, cum, 
cum in my ass ..."


Through lust-dimmed eyes she watched as young Sharla Gronsworth 
climaxed spasmodically around Mickey Hagen's tongue sucking her tender 
wet cunt. To Joan's passion-swept gaze, the boy's thick, pink tongue 
seemed to disappear into a strange, lengthened fusion to Sharla's 
moistly spread vaginal lips as he drove his mouth forward to sink as 
far as he could into the warmly perfumed pussy. The young girl danced 
beneath him, gasping out her orgasm in incoherent, high-pitched mewls, 
slapping upwards with her straining little cunt in unison to his 
maddeningly lapping tongue.


Then, without warning, Knuckles Gruber jerked his cock from Lucy 
Hamilton's sucking lips and held his rigid hardness about two inches 
away from her face. With an expiring groan escaping from his chest, the 
boy began to spew hot, fresh sperm from the bulging head of his penis 
directly into the young girl's open mouth. The thin, quick spurts 
streamed from his wildly jerking shaft like milk from a cow udder, 
filling her tender mouth to the brim. Lucy swallowed voraciously, 
trying not to lose a drop of the hot boyish cum as her Adam's apple 
bobbed up and down rapidly in an effort to keep up with the ejaculating 
cock shooting its lewd semen into her face.


Joan groaned at the obscene picture of the girl's self-inflicted 
humiliation, as the youthful penis throbbed out its last remaining 
spurts of the liquid, and thin strings of the hot sticky fluid ran down 
from the tip of his penis to her glistening lips like a lurid spider 
web of sexual connection.


Suddenly the passion-driven teacher jerked her attention back to the 
movie, as a loud cry came from the soundtrack. The young black girl was 
twisting her head from side to side on the moss, experiencing her own 
beginning throes of orgasm. The giant animal's tongue hung from his 
mouth as he fucked into the dark-skinned buttocks waving from behind. 
She screamed suddenly and screwed her thighs wildly back against the 
dog just as he jerked forward and his cock began to spit its sperm deep 
inside her tightly clasping cunt. Joan watched in fascination as the 
girl's smoothly rounded buttocks began contracting uncontrollably, 
signaling her own orgiastic upheaval deep in her quivering belly. Thick 
white liquid oozed from her tightly squeezed pussy around the penis of 
the dog, and thin white trails of animal cum ran down the dusky columns 
of her thighs. Her backsides glistened, displaying soaked pubic hair 
and pink vaginal flesh as she pitched forward on her face unconscious. 
The rapidly deflating cock of the dog slipped from her mauled cuntal 
hole with a sucking sound that echoed lewdly through the classroom. The 
girl was now out cold and the dog stood above her, wagging its tail in 
obvious appreciation. In a last act of obscene depravity, he dropped 
his head to her wide-splayed vagina and licked at the white flowing 
semen throbbing from her still pulsing cunt. He gulped at it hungrily 
until at last there was no more, and lay down contentedly between her 
open legs, his giant head gently nuzzling into the soft pubic hair of 
her ravished vagina ...


"Oh--Oh God, Wayne!" Joan gasped. Her whole body twitched and writhed 
uncontrollably, her passion stimulated even more by the sight of the 
climatic abandonment all around her. "Ohhh yes! Fuck me hard, lover-
boy! Fuck me hard in my assss!" she begged, gasping. She was fast 
approaching her own orgasm, and her flesh had surrendered totally to a 
madness she had never known before. The smooth, warm folds of her 
rectum squeezed tightly around his virile penis until she could feel 
every corrugated inch of skin on his rigidly pulsing cock. She screwed 
her buttocks back up against his belly until she could feel the 
tantalizing tightness of his testicles press hard into the wet, wide-
stretched crevice of her vagina. The soft, fuzz-covered skin of his 
scrotum danced teasingly against her sensitive pussy lips, sending 
shivers of lewd delight surging through her ravaged nerve-ends ...


Joan saw the flash of light as the lamps of the room flicked on, and 
clenched her eyes tightly to block it out. Through her haze of pain and 
passion, she was only vaguely aware of the naked boys and girls 
gathering around to watch her, but nothing mattered except the 
youngster driving into her anus from behind.


"Je-zus!" she heard a voice like Sharla's breathe, "look at Miss Frazer 
go!"


"I told you she would," a Mickey Hagen-like voice laughed maliciously. 
"Once that dirty movie started, she was a goner!"


"Think you want a little of her?" Wayne asked as he grunted savagely 
behind his teacher's bucking loins.


"If you don't fuck her to death, I will," Knuckles gasped.


"Gee, I'd like to see that!" a Lucy-like voice answered through Joan's 
haze, "I want to see the stuck-up bitch screwed good. She flunked me in 
the last test we had."


The puzzling young voices continued as the remarks became more lewd by 
the second. But it didn't matter to the older woman, her body white-hot 
with lust and driving her on unheedingly.


"Man, look at that ass of hers climb!" the Mickey voice gasped hotly. 
"Don't split her in half, Wayne, don't split her down the middle!" Joan 
was unable to stop as she felt her climax begin to spiral through her 
flesh. Sweat was pouring from her body as she strove wildly for her 
end. And then--and then--


It happened! Wayne started a long, low howl that swelled to a shout as 
he began spewing his fresh, virile sperm deep up inside her hot, 
slippery rectum, Joan squeezed her buttocks up against his jerking cock 
while her feet pounded desperately against the floor with her seething 
emotions.


"I ... I'm cumming! Ohhh, you bastard lover-boy, I'm cumming too! Fuck 
me! Fuck me harder in the ass!" she pleaded in a voice shrill with 
passion. Her hands darted behind her to pull the cheeks of her nakedly 
quivering buttocks wider apart, her cum juice flowing wetly out around 
her vaginal crevice and flowing down over his tight round balls as 
Wayne dug more deeply into her. Bright flashes filled Joan's brain as 
she continued to groan out her orgasm, her juices still flowing in 
unrestricted gushes around the dancing moons of her bouncing buttocks. 
Her head whirled in depraved sensuality as the hot, powerful squirts of 
the boy's young sperm continued surging wildly into her anus, filling 
her belly to the bursting point with his youthful whiteness.


Then--it was over, Joan's mature body drained of everything. Her limbs 
collapsed loosely to the floor of the schoolroom as Wayne's grip on her 
thighs was released. She lay spread-eagled face-down as she felt his 
deflating penis slip from between her legs, and the boy moved to lie 
exhausted beside her still gyrating hips.


"Roll her over, Mickey," the Sharla voice said eagerly in the distance. 
"Roll her over and jam your prick to her tits!"


"Yeah," the Hagen youth taunted as he grabbed his nakedly helpless 
teacher and whipped her over into a helpless, lewd position on her 
back. "What's it going to be, Miss Frazer?" he grinned obscenely down 
at her. "Suck or fuck?"


Joan gasped at the force of the boy's powerful fingers and looked up 
through the narrow, hazy slits of her eyes at the leering teen-age 
youth poised nakedly above her unresisting body. Fire still licked 
throughout her loins in spite of her recent climax, her passion spurred 
on by her sheer helplessness and the depraved position in which he was 
holding her. Through glazed, lust-smoked eyes she could see the faint 
blurred images of the other students standing over her, but now it was 
not important. The fires of unfulfilled lust raged out of control in 
her wildly pulsating cunt and nothing else mattered at all.


"Fuck me," the older woman hissed between clenched teeth, and wriggled 
her lush, full buttocks at the young, immature boy in lewd, 
unmistakable invitation. "Go on! Fuck me, little lover! Oh God, all of 
you sweet children fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me ...!"


The last was a shrill scream of rapture as Mickey fell forward driving 
his long hard cock in to the hilt with one smooth stroke. Within 
seconds Wayne had mounted Sharla and Knuckles was deeply imbedded in 
Lucy's madly quivering little cunt. The three females lay side by side 
... fucking joyously ... screaming out their lewd encouragement to the 
three boys atop them ...


Chapter 8


Ozgood Blatherton walked determinedly down the hall of Montock High, 
flanked on both sides and behind by a group of men and women. The 
principal was talking to the large, rather thick-set man on his left, 
glancing upwards at the other's ruddy-complexioned face through his 
pebble-lensed glasses.


"I tell you, Mr. Conroy," Blatherton was saying in his high-pitched 
voice. "I tell you that you and your Committee are making a disastrous 
mistake."


"I'm sure you do," the white-haired man beside him dryly answered. "But 
that's no excuse for your insisting that we all come to school this 
afternoon. I have better things to do."


"Your Committee of Concerned Parents," Blatherton replied, waving a 
pudgy hand at the throng of adults around him, "have forced one of my 
best teachers to resign. Why, you should be glad to have 'new blood' in 
this school district. God only knows--"


"Watch your language," Mrs. Rasmussen reproved from behind him.


"God only knows," the principal repeated firmly, "that it's extremely 
difficult to recruit for this small and out-of-the-way area."


"It's a fine town," Elmer Dodderly snapped. "A fine one until this 
newfangled idea of--well, you know what kind of education."


"I don't mean that," Blatherton said as they all approached Room 12. "I 
only mean that your irresponsible talk about poor Miss Frazer has 
caused her to quit us. She was an extremely disturbed young woman, I 
assure you, when she came to see me yesterday. I'm only hoping that 
after you see a class of hers in operation, you will change your mind 
and we can prevail upon her to stay."


"All right," the father of young Wayne Conroy said, his own wariness 
clear in his voice as Blatherton reached for the door knob. "Let's go 
in and take a look. But I warn you, Blatherton, this had better be 
good!"


The End
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Chapter 1


"Tim! No, please don't!" Melanie Cartwright protested.


She struggled for a moment with his hand, pulling it with hesitant 
force from beneath the top of her thin, low-cut dress. Tim Cartwright 
resisted somewhat drunkenly, and then let his hand be pushed limply 
away.


"Melanie, for God's sake!" the young man thickly hissed. "We're 
married, aren't we? Jesus, you act like we were still going steady."


"Oh, darling, it's not that," she moaned in a soft whisper against him. 
"It's that we're in a public theater, that's all."


"What's that got to do with it?" he growled in a low voice.


"I mean ... I mean, it's not even a drive-in! We can't ... we can't 
make a spectacle of ourselves in front of all the others here. We're 
not teenagers any more, you know."


"Not by very much," he chuckled wetly against her ear. "I bet you just 
don't want your new boss to see you necking, right?"


Melanie flushed slightly, feeling her rosy cheeks flare with heat in 
the darkened movie theater. "No," she protested, "it's not that at all. 
Mr. Andersson is a married man. He knows all about love." She dropped 
her head to his shoulder and began to sigh gently, trying to show her 
husband she wasn't such a prude as she sometimes sounded. "We'll have 
plenty of time for loving later, when we get home!"


"Think you can stand seeing sexy films like this every night while I'm 
gone?" her husband, Tim, whispered suggestively.


"You ... you know I don't like them, Tim," she replied, stiffening. 
"Besides, I'll be out in the lobby all the time I'm working. Now hush 
and watch the movie. You're the one who wanted to see it so badly."


"Yeah," Tim breathed huskily, looking back to the screen with liquor-
dulled eyes. "And man, it sure is a hot one, isn't it?"


Melanie Cartwright didn't answer, again feeling a rapid sensation of 
blood rushing to her face as she blushed with embarrassment. She'd 
never seen one of these so-called "art" films before, but avoided them 
by telling Tim that she was not interested in the more lewd and 
prurient side to love-making. But the curvaceous blonde wife, only 
twenty years old and married just one month over two years, had been 
continually urged by her handsome, twenty-two year-old husband to at 
least try one before she dismissed the whole idea. And her girl 
friends, those other young wives and mothers who lived in the 
apartment-house complex with her and Tim, always seemed to be talking 
in hushed giggles about the candid versions of wild erotica which their 
husbands were taking them to. In spite of her deeply religious 
upbringing and her own ingrained sense of what was decent and what was 
not, she couldn't help admitting that she had been secretly curious 
about what such films were like, titillated by their come-on newspaper 
ads.


Now, tonight, there had been no way of avoiding seeing one such movie, 
even if she had desperately been against the idea. For one thing, she 
hadn't been able to find the proper words to argue after all the 
drinking they'd done during dinner. Tim had taken her to a fancy 
restaurant before coming here, and they had lingered over their tasty 
food with different wines with every course, not to mention the before 
and after cocktails. Tim had more to drink than usual, and Melanie 
could see he was not very sober, but she, too, was feeling the 
alcohol's effects to a marked degree.


For a second reason, he had insisted that he wanted to go here, and she 
didn't have the heart to turn him down, as this would be Tim's last 
night with her for the next four months. Her husband would be away from 
home and bed for almost the coming third of a year, and of course 
Melanie had wanted to make this the best possible going-away night she 
possibly could. The reason her husband was leaving was one of those 
minor tragedies that can strike young married men "on their way up" who 
must sacrifice personal pleasure momentarily for a more secure and 
richer future. There had been many tears and even a few arguments ever 
since Tim had told his wife of the necessary parting, but they both 
knew that it would be best in the long run, a temporary parting that 
would only make their marriage happier later.


Tim Cartwright had left his menial job as warehouseman at McHugh 
Plumbing and Heating to join a new, progressive and energetic firm of 
plumbing representatives, Flynn & Associates. It was a real chance to 
make something out of himself, Tim had told Melanie; perhaps the only 
chance he'd have before he was twenty-five and most of the trainee 
positions were being filled by younger graduates. But as a new 
representative of many different plumbing manufacturers, he had to go 
to New York City and start learning a thousand different details at the 
parent office of Flynn & Associates, and travel all over the country 
visiting the multitude of factories for further teaching.


If Melanie could have gone with Tim to New York, there would still have 
been frequent times when they would have been apart. But a warehouseman 
doesn't make much money, and there hadn't been the savings available to 
allow her even that much. The sad fact was that there was hardly enough 
money to buy Tim the new suits he needed and send him to the other side 
of the nation. Melanie would have to stay in California, in the small 
suburb of Greenridge, and keep their tiny apartment for when Tim 
returned to his new sales position in the area. Partially out of a 
desire to keep her mind occupied and partially to help meet financial 
ends, Melanie had taken a job.


The new job to which Tim had just referred was the second reason they 
were at the movies tonight. Melanie had a high school education, having 
married Tim almost the moment she'd graduated. She didn't have the 
skills or the diploma necessary for many of the positions that were 
offered, and in a residential district such as Greenridge, there 
weren't many openings for the few things she could do, such as typing 
or filing.


Both Tim and she had felt very lucky that the Bijou Theater in the 
small downtown shopping area had needed a girl to take tickets and 
operate the candy and popcorn concession in the lobby. The owner, Amos 
Andersson, had wanted somebody to replace his wife, Syble, from the 
chores, and was most pleased that someone as smart and beautiful as 
Melanie was available. Older women, he'd said to her, were continually 
getting sick or baby-sitting their grandchildren, and teenagers from 
school were eager, but often irresponsible. Melanie was, as far as Amos 
Andersson was concerned, the perfect combination, and he'd been glad to 
allow her the few extra days--and nights--with her husband until Tim 
left. But tomorrow evening she would be going to work at the Bijou, and 
the theater was the leading movie house for erotic, sex-oriented films 
...


After watching the picture, SINNING STUDENTS, for almost an hour and a 
half tonight, Melanie was beginning to feel slight twinges of doubt 
about whether she should have agreed to see it with Tim. Or, for that 
matter, that she should have taken the job at the Bijou at all, 
considering the kind of movies they were showing! She had told her 
husband the truth about working out in the lobby, closed off from the 
images on the screen by the closed swing-doors--but still and all, just 
knowing this was the type of films the customers were viewing would be 
a shameful thought continually torturing her mind. The soft mewling 
sounds coming from the other women in the audience around her, and the 
grating noise of heavy deep breathing from their male escorts was 
telling enough of the effects such eroticism was having. She could see 
through the dim light the vague shapes of other couples wrapped in 
tight embraces around the darkened theater.


Her eyes glanced back to the screen just as the climactic moments of 
SINNING STUDENTS were being unreeled in vivid color. It was the age-old 
story of seduction behind the stone walls of an exclusive girl's 
school. There had been the usual scenes of teasing foreplay with 
different young teenage girls, all of them beautiful in their youthful, 
firm innocence, as they fought for all they were worth against the 
perverse temptations that were continually being forced upon them. 
Melanie had been watching a number of scenes where one after the other 
of the girls were shown in various stages of undress, with their 
budding, tautly uplifted little breasts often filling the screen in 
larger than life detail, or fleeting glimpses of their hair-fringed 
pubic mounds and lithely rounded buttocks as they nakedly displayed 
their nubile young bodies.


But now the wide-eyed wife was viewing the most lecherous of the 
professors as he was thumbing through a book in his small room. At 
first glance it appeared as though he were reading it very quickly, but 
as the angle of the camera turned, she could see that he had 
photographs secreted between its pages. His eyes gleamed lasciviously 
as he studied them, but the camera did not show them to the avidly 
awaiting audience.


Suddenly there was a knock on the door. He snapped the book shut, 
looking up as the door opened and a young brunette schoolgirl 
hesitantly entered. She couldn't have been more than fifteen or 
sixteen, Melanie thought with disbelief; where on earth had the film 
producers ever been able to hire such sweet, innocent virgins as her? 
The teenaged girl was dressed in the school uniform and carried a set 
of books in her arms, and the dialogue was to the effect that she 
wanted the teacher to help her with one of the lessons. She didn't 
understand it, she said, and the professor, a wicked gleam in his eyes, 
said he would be more than glad to explain it better. She sat down and 
shyly opened her book to the page from which he'd been teaching that 
morning, and the sound track went over the lesson, the professor 
inching around closer and closer to the seemingly unsuspecting girl. 
Then the teacher straightened, snapping his thumb, and said he'd 
forgotten something that would make the lesson easier, and he excused 
himself and left the room.


The girl sat erect in the chair, looking around the small room 
nervously, biting her lip as if she felt a certain danger just being 
there all alone. But after a few moments, curiosity got the better of 
her fears, and she reached across and took her tutor's book to check a 
figure in her own studies. The camera showed the gasp of surprise and 
the shocked expression on her face as she opened the book and saw the 
pictures hidden inside. Her first reaction was to close the book and 
slide it back across the table, but then her innocent wonder took over 
again, and she reopened the book, shuffling the photos with increasing 
interest.


The pictures were on an angle to the camera and slightly out of focus 
to give a tantalizing, erotic build-up, but enough was shown so that 
Melanie could see that they were pornographic pictures of a man and a 
woman nakedly entwined in lewd sexual intercourse. The camera switched 
back to the girl's face as a slow change from amazement to wide-eyed 
excitement seemed to come over her emotions. The stimulating effect the 
obscene pictures on her immature mind was apparent, for Melanie could 
see her eyes slowly dilate and the unmistakable smoky haze of passion 
begin to flicker through them. The violin music began to grow as she 
breathed harder and panted in a rhythmic excitement, and she writhed 
with increasing passion on the chair. The camera lowered to the floor 
and viewed upwards under the table. The student girl pulled her skirt 
up slightly and inserted her middle finger up under the tight leg band 
of her flimsy nylon panties, gently stroking the barely hidden crevice 
of her moistly parting vagina. A few curls of dark pubic hair and 
occasional glimpses of soft pink flesh could be seen glistening wetly 
as her slim inner thighs quivered and her firmly rounded little 
buttocks undulated. She slipped more of her finger deeper into her 
virginal young pussy and rotated her hand faster and faster with 
increasing arousal ...


Melanie held her breath as she watched the school-girl fingering 
herself on the screen. She had never in her life seen anything like 
this, and was grateful for the protective covering of the darkness 
around her.


It all looked so real and true-to-life that she couldn't believe it was 
only being acted, and again she found herself wondering where tender-
aged girls could be gotten to do such sordid things in front of a 
camera. Through a lightheaded intoxicating haze of martinis and wine 
which she'd had during a pre-movie dinner, she could feel her own body 
begin to tingle in sympathy with the school girl on the screen. She 
remembered lying in her own bed when she'd been no older than this 
girl, and touching her private parts with her own fingers to relieve 
the building force of her flowering womanhood. That had been years ago, 
but still she blushed slightly from the shame and guilt flicking 
through her conscience, and she squirmed her own buttocks nervously, 
feeling the soft edge of the seat brush electrically against the tender 
swelling of her vagina. She twitched from the unexpected shock the 
contact brought, her breath quickening involuntarily.


Tim eagerly pulled Melanie close to him again, letting his hand dangle 
gently over her shoulder. His fingers lightly touched the tip of her 
breast, and he felt her jump slightly from his fingertips, but he held 
her tighter, pressing his hand gently against the softness of her 
throbbing breast. The young husband was growing more aroused by the 
second, and lewdly exciting images of the things he would do to his 
luscious wife's soft body ran through his mind. Man, tonight would be 
the last night for at least three or four months with her--and after 
watching this hot sex film, he would turn Melanie every way but up, and 
then maybe that way too. She had never liked different variations 
because she thought them to be perversions, but after tonight she'd 
know she had been fucked when he finished with her, whether she liked 
it or not!


Up on the screen, a spasming look of horror came on the school girl's 
face just as Tim Cartwright returned his attention to the movie in 
front of him. The professor had come back into the room unexpectedly 
and caught her finger fucking herself with the pictures spread out on 
the table. The man grabbed the young girl roughly and cursed her, while 
she mewled and pleaded for forgiveness, but he marched her over to his 
bed, obviously bent on punishing her. He pulled her down over his knees 
and she kicked out wildly behind her. Then he lifted her little skirt 
up over the trembling moons of her fear-quaking buttocks and began 
spanking her through the flimsy white panties with the palm of his 
hand. The slappings were harsh and authentic sounding as they came 
through the speaker, and the girl screamed and kicked under his brutal 
spanking, her sleekly naked thighs shivering piteously before each 
cruel blow.


While the teacher yelled at her to leave his private things alone, the 
camera zoomed in on her flailing buttocks, where he was slowly 
beginning to draw the white nylon panties down over the delicious 
firmness of her reddened buttocks. When her panties were all the way 
off and thrown to the floor, the professor pushed the girl from his 
lap. She knelt in front of him on the floor, tears of pain and 
humiliation streaming from her eyes as she pleaded for mercy and begged 
him not report her to the headmaster of the school. The corrupting 
teacher's face shone with a cruel glint then, and he outlined what she 
must do for him if she didn't want to be expelled that very moment ...


"Take your clothes off, my little peach. Strip and then we'll do some 
of the lovely things you were looking at."


"No! No!" the sweet angelic voice cried back.


"Yes!" the insidious professor demanded. "Be quick about it!"


Quaking with fear, the teenaged girl rose to her feet and began to 
slowly remove the clothing from her budding young body. The professor 
did the same, grinning satanically as his pants dropped to the rug. His 
big, hardened penis was just out of the range of the camera, but the 
whole audience including Melanie knew it was no more than an inch past 
the bottom of the screen. The girl stood naked in front of the older 
man, her arms crossed futilely over her well-developed, high-tipped 
breasts. The curly hair covering the mound at the base of her tender 
white belly was soft and sparse, and the tiny folds of flesh covering 
the narrow slit of her pink vagina were plainly visible.


The teacher gleefully made her sit down on the edge of the bed and 
spread her legs wide apart so that he could kneel between them and see 
up between her parted thighs. He reached forward and placed one thumb 
on either side of the rounded hair-fringed lips of her pubic mound to 
splay their tender flesh slowly apart. The camera zoomed in to expose 
all of the moist pink valley of her tight young pussy, and her gently 
throbbing clitoris could be seen just above the puckered opening of her 
little cuntal hole ...


Melanie gasped in increasing surprise, unable to believe her eyes and 
ears. A tightening sensation was gripping the pit of her stomach, and 
she blinked her eyes that were hazy from the dinner drinks, trying to 
bring them into proper focus and assure herself she was actually seeing 
correctly. The horribly filthy movie was against every moral lesson she 
had ever been taught, and she knew it was terribly wrong to even be 
watching it! Yet instead of the absolute revulsion she would have sworn 
she'd have felt, she was experiencing a strange, light-fingering 
tingling deep up between her own thighs, and tiny licking flames of 
unwanted arousal burned through her raw nerve ends. Dear God, it was 
lunacy to be sitting here at all, but she was perversely enjoying it as 
well!


Her husband had pulled her so close against him now that she could 
hardly move and during the excitement of watching the young girl strip, 
he had inserted his hand down into the bodice of her dress again. She 
could feel small pinpricks of delicious sensations racing through the 
tips of her naked breast as he rolled the hardening nipple teasingly 
between his thumb and forefinger. The heat of his breath seared her ear 
as he turned his head toward her again and locked his lips wetly 
against her. She tried to twist away, but the pressure of his hand and 
mouth were too great for her to fight.


"Come on, Melanie," he whispered into her mouth. "Don't start acting 
prudish again. Nobody can see us, and nobody would care if they did."


She remained rigid for another moment, and then allowed herself to go 
limp, knowing the futility of resisting his savage strength. The 
thought crossed her mind that this was the first time he had kissed her 
in a theater since they'd been married, and she had almost forgotten 
the forbidden thrill of what it was like. In spite of her guard being 
up against letting any emotional display happen in public, she could 
feel tiny butterfly-like sensations flit increasingly through her 
stomach.


The now familiar voice of the professor came through the speaker, 
piercing her mind even though she had her eyes closed and her head 
turned away from the screen. "You want me to play with you, my little 
dove?" Melanie heard the voice lewdly ask.


"Oh, yes ... Oh, please, yes! I want you to, Sir!"


Melanie sucked in her breath, her face flushing. She could hear the 
sounds of heavy breathing and movement on the bed and then:


"How?" her teacher rasped excitedly.


"With your tongue, Sir! I want you to suck me like the man is doing in 
the pictures you have."


"By damn, I will! Get up on the bed and spread your legs!"


The older man's voice came through with a guttural passion she had 
never heard in her own love making with Tim. Her face turned a still 
brighter crimson as her husband continued to kiss her with hotly 
pressing lips and mouth, and she heard another long delay in the voices 
and a more intense movement of the bed. And then the voices returned:


"Ahhhhhhh," a high ecstatic sigh came. "Suck me, Sir! Suck me harder 
and deeper; stick your tongue all the way up my pussy!"


Tim Cartwright felt renewed passion surging through his loins as he 
heard the girl moaning in the throes of abandoned sex on the screen. He 
could feel his massively erect penis jerking in the tightness of his 
pants and, as he paused in kissing his wife, he was able to see a small 
portion of Melanie's soft upper thigh as she squirmed in her seat next 
to him. God, how he'd like to grab his wife right that instant and 
throw his prick to her while they listened and watched this wild sex 
movie! But he knew her well enough to know that any advance like that 
would freeze her up until she was colder than an igloo outhouse. He'd 
have to somehow control himself until they got home: but then, by God, 
he'd fuck her silly!


Tim withdrew his lips from hers and looked back at the screen. "Hot 
damn, look at that!" he gasped heavily into his young wife's ear, his 
hand tightening harder on her softly warm breast.


Melanie turned her head slightly and caught the view of the movie just 
as the young girl wrapped her hands in the older man's thick black head 
of hair and pulled his face forward with all her strength into the 
moist pink opening of her loins. Her teacher's tongue was snaking out 
and swiping across the throbbing flesh of her tender vagina, bringing 
groans of lewd delight from her tightly clenching lips. He teased the 
tiny bud of her clitoris for a moment with his lips and then began to 
run his mouth up and down the full length of the widely spread vaginal 
slit. Her hips responded with slow hard grinding up against his face, 
and she writhed and twisted like a belly dancer under the hotly probing 
tongue. The girl was being turned into a raw quivering mass of desire 
before the eyes of the movie audience, contorted expressions of sensual 
joy clear to all upon her passion-twisted face ...


At the same time, the camera was able to view the professor's hardened 
penis as it stuck out from between his naked thighs while he knelt 
before the abandonedly writhing girl. A ripple of sensation coursed 
through Melanie in spite of herself as she pondered its giant size. It 
was much bigger than Tim's, and she clasped her own legs tighter 
together as she involuntarily wondered what it would be like to have 
something that big sliding up between her thighs. She glanced guiltily 
away from it, only to see once again his thick tongue curling wetly up 
into the swollen pink lips of the teenaged girl's eagerly spread 
vagina. Melanie gasped at the obscene sight, having heard about men 
doing this to women but never having thought the sight of such a 
depraved act could excite her against her will. And yet it was, and she 
could feel a building moisture up between her tightly pressed thighs as 
the emotions reflecting on the girl's face in the film transmitted 
themselves to her own body.


Thoughts of her own nights of love-making fluttered unconsciously into 
her mind as she watched the lewdly sucking mouth on the screen. She 
could recall how early in their marriage Tim had trailed his wet lips 
from her bare breasts and down her naked skin in a similar attempt to 
go lower and plant moist kisses on the soft flesh and satin hair 
surrounding her defenseless vagina. She could vividly remember how she 
had screamed for him to stop and then sobbed that he was acting 
"evilly" as she had pulled him back up over her. He had always taken 
her the normal, "right" way after that, but without the fire he had 
shown before, and she had always wondered why at the time.


Was this the reason? Was it really the kind of animal things she was 
viewing in the movie now that it took to please a man? Tim had ceased 
his attempt to force her into such unnatural and debasing acts, but he 
had become increasingly casual and indifferent in his love making. If 
he'd been drinking as he'd been tonight, he could be almost cruel and 
brutal with her, and occasionally he had actually hurt her! She did 
have to admit that she was prudish in certain respects, and that not 
once in the two years of her marriage with Tim had she enjoyed sex like 
the girl in the movie was obviously experiencing. Had she been kidding 
herself what it should be like when two people make love? The thought 
raced through her mind against her will--what should it be like? What 
would it be like? No ... no ... such abnormal acts were wicked and that 
was all there was to it ...


"See her?" Tim said softly, nuzzling against her cheek. "If you'd let 
me, I could do the same to you ..."


"No!" his young wife protested, squirming away from his still teasing 
fingers on her naked breast. "No, you know that's not love, just raw 
sex! It ... It's just not right to do!"


She could feel the moisture begin again between her tightly pressed 
thighs and she involuntarily ground her buttocks harder against the 
seat to quiet the unwanted, lewd stirrings she felt.


"But look at the girl's face," Tim continued wetly into her ear. "She's 
letting the old professor screw her, now that she's hot enough to go up 
in smoke. She's enjoying it! She's enjoying everything the man's been 
doing to her. Christ, honey, she's not holding herself back."


"Don't talk like that!" she hissed angrily as the word screw excited 
her strangely against her will. "I'm not frigid. You don't have to 
resort to those horrible things to make a self-respecting woman like me 
happy."


But even as she argued with her husband, her eyes locked on the view of 
the once innocent young girl on the bed with her thighs spread wantonly 
apart and the older teacher hunched down between them, his enormous 
penis sunk all the way up between her uplifted legs. The camera angle 
showed clearly his thick glistening hardness disappearing into the 
soft, hair-lined folds of her widely stretched vagina. His cock was in 
almost to its hilt, only a tiny inch of it remaining in sight, wet and 
throbbing. The professor's buttocks were flexing and hollowing rapidly 
as he drove himself hard into the nakedly writhing young schoolgirl 
beneath him. Her slim white legs were wrapped tightly around his 
muscular body, her trim ankles locked in a lewd death-grip over his 
perspiring back. His fleshy prick was spearing into her virginal pussy 
like a steel rod, bringing groans of indescribable joy bubbling from 
her moist full lips. The girl's face was contorted in the most depraved 
picture of pure raw lust Melanie had ever seen.


God, how she must feel, the aroused young wife heard herself think. And 
I've never felt that way, I know it!


Melanie had never seen two people making love before and it looked so 
strange to her. She wondered if this was the way she and Tim looked, 
and the thought caused her to squirm slightly and press her thighs 
together to hold down the erotic fire mounting against her will deep in 
her loins.


Tim had dropped his hand to massage still more of her aching left 
breast into further hardness beneath the covering of her dress. She 
shuddered from his maddening touch, feeling her breath coming in short, 
labored gasps now. His lips were whispering moist entreaties into her 
ear, using words she had told him repeatedly were wrong and obscene, 
but which were now strangely exciting to her. In rising passion, 
Melanie pressed her thighs together as tight as she could to extinguish 
the sinful lusts growing mercilessly up between her legs. She wasn't a 
streetwalker, a common slut without pride or decency in what she did, 
and Tim had no right treating her like she was one--especially on this 
last night that they'd be together! She knew she had to leave the Bijou 
this very instant or she would find herself in a situation with an 
unsober husband she could not control! How embarrassing, how utterly 
humiliating that would be, to have something happen in front of her new 
employer!


"Tim!" she whispered on the verge of hysteria, pulling his hand from 
inside her dress. "We must go! We must go right now!"


"For Christ's sake," he snarled bitterly, "What's the matter now?"


"I can't take any more of this ... this awful movie!"


"You've got to be kidding!"


"I don't care I don't care, please take me home. Please don't make a 
scene, Tim, not on our last night together," she quavered, tears 
suddenly filling her eyes."


"And if I don't go?" he sneered drunkenly, anger smoldering in his 
glaring eyes.


"I'll ... I'll go home by myself!"


"Gawd Almighty," Tim swore thickly, but he jerked his wife angrily to 
her feet, reaching behind him to grab his own coat. "Then let's get the 
hell out of here and home, so I can have my little going away present." 
He snickered obscenely as he thought about it. "Yeah ... that'll be 
better than watching a movie."


"Ohhhh, Tim!"


He shoved her through to the aisle, his rage still growing inside him. 
"Don't 'Oh Tim' me, you wet blanket. I'm telling you now, Melanie, that 
you'd better be good to me tonight. Damned good, you hear?"


Melanie gave him a cold stare in answer and walked stiffly up to the 
lobby, Tim trailing behind her. Out in the lobby, the sudden glare of 
bright lights made her pause for a moment, and then Tim caught her 
roughly by the arm. "C'mon," he growled. "I'm hotter than a 
firecracker."


"Stop being so crude, Tim," she snapped waspishly at him. "I ought to 
say goodnight to the Anderssons. It's only polite."


"Well, make it snappy, unless you want to be raped here in the lobby."


Melanie was shocked and dismayed by the way her husband was acting, 
afraid that it was because of the liquor and the stimulation of the 
movie. The very way Tim was behaving was reason enough for the young 
wife to believe such films are wrong and should be censored, if not 
banned entirely. Rigidly, she crossed towards the refreshment stand 
which was against the back wall between the two sets of aisle doors, 
self-pity and anger boiling through her. Oh God, no telling what Tim 
would be like in bed considering the mood he was in now! If only ...


"Hello, Mrs. Cartwright," a warm, throaty voice said, "Are you 
leaving?" It was Amos Andersson who was speaking to her.


She blushed, stammering in reply: "Why ... why yes, we are. Tim has to 
get up early in the morning to catch his plane, and ..."


Andersson chuckled appreciatively. "I understand. You two want to be 
alone, with more important things to do than just seeing my old movie."


"Oh no, Mr. Andersson, we enjoyed it very much!"


"I'm glad you did," Andersson smiled, stroking one end of his small, 
clipped mustache. "But please, call me Amos. After all, we're working 
together now ... Melanie."


"All ... All right, Mr.--I mean, Amos." She dimpled prettily at the big 
man who was her new boss. She guessed him to be about six-two, and 
around two hundred pounds. His thick brown hair, lovingly rippled into 
waves, was long over his ears and at the base of his neck. He had a 
wide, handsome face, with a short nose above a heavy-lipped mouth, a 
firm chin cut by a deep cleft and thick eyebrows over small, pale brown 
eyes. To Melanie, the slightly older man was awesomely masculine, so 
... well, she hadn't been able to put her finger on it, other than he 
had seemed to her from the first moment they'd met to be overwhelmingly 
magnetic. In that respect, he reminded her of Tim in a more mature way, 
of her husband's forceful and pervasive huskiness, and an odd sort of 
tingling of animal attraction had hit her in the pit of the stomach 
when she'd been interviewed for the job ten days ago. Even now, 
standing as they were in the lobby of his theater in a very respectable 
manner, she found herself studying him with a detached interest, not as 
a potential sex mate--heaven forbid the idea--but just as a very 
attractive and stimulating male.


Amos' wife, Syble Andersson, came from behind the candy stand where 
she'd been counting change and joined Melanie and her husband. She had 
a throaty, purring voice that the young wife had always associated with 
torch singers, like Peggy Lee, and she thought the woman to be very 
attractive in that same sensual way.


"So good of you to come on my last night," Syble cooed in a light-
hearted manner. "I can't say I'll miss the job, not after all the years 
I've spent standing behind there!"


"Well, I'm hoping I can do half the job you've done, Mrs. Andersson," 
Melanie answered diplomatically. "I'll certainly try."


"And you will, I'm sure you will," Syble laughed encouragingly. She had 
a rather narrow face, a straight nose with a little flare at the 
nostrils, a generous red mouth, long black lashes, and neatly plucked 
eyebrows. Her hair was sleek and black and glossy, gathering fully 
around her shoulders and down over her ripely rounded breasts. She was 
wearing a pale blue dress with a white starched collar peeking over the 
severe neckline. But she could have been wearing a steel diving suit, 
and it still wouldn't have held back the innate sexuality that exuded 
like perfume from this provocative woman. Syble was, Melanie thought, 
the perfect mate for such a virile man as Amos Andersson.


"Melanie!" Tim called out gruffly. "C'mon."


"Oh, I better be going," she said nervously, catching the impatient 
look in her husband's eyes. "Goodnight, Amos? and ..."


"Syble. Do call me Syble."


"And Syble. I'll be here at seven tomorrow night!"


"Be looking forward to it, my dear," Amos said genially and shook her 
hand.


Melanie hurried back to her husband, biting her lower lip with 
apprehension and embarrassment. She appreciated the way Amos Andersson 
had not acted as if anything was amiss, though it must have been clear 
as crystal that there was; and he had been a gentleman the whole time, 
rather than acting like a complete idiot as Tim was doing. A deep sense 
of shame still pervaded her entire being at the way Tim had been 
touching her so intimately only a few short minutes before, and the way 
he was fidgeting around now as though he were some stud bull unable to 
behave like a civilized man. She had no desire to say another word to 
him, and she just hoped that they would get out of here and home before 
something worse occurred. At least at home whatever happened would be 
privately between just them ...


Behind them, and out of range of their hearing, Amos and Syble 
Andersson stood in the deserted lobby, admiring the young couple as 
they left the theater. Amos turned to his curvaceous wife, a sly little 
grin forming on his lips. "I," he said lewdly, "am going to fuck that 
sweet girl."


"Amos, you're out of your mind," Syble chided. "I don't think you can 
con her into our bed short of raping her. She's too young and nave, 
and only been married for a couple of years."


"Sure, but did you catch that idiot she has for a husband?" Amos 
chuckled suavely, patting his wife fondly on one firm buttock. 
"Melanie's the kind who, when they fall, fall hard. It'll be fun trying 
anyway, even if we don't succeed."


"We?" Syble asked with a glimmer in her bright eyes.


"Damned right. You, my love, are going to help me not only get that 
girl, but mow her all the way down until she's ready to be made a 
star."


"Ahhh, a new actress for our pictures!"


"We've many lovely creatures for our shows, but the ones past twenty 
are all so common looking." Amos Andersson sighed appreciatively.


"But that little bitch ... ahh, she could make us a fortune!"


"And you've got a plan ... for us!"


"Uh-huh, but I'm not going to tell you until we get home. Show's about 
due to end, and anyway, it'll do you good to wait for the details."


"Why, you horrid tease! I think you're making this all up!"


Amos laughed heartily, noting the anticipatory smirk on his lovely 
wife's face. "Nope, I've got a plan, all right. And my dear ... when 
have you ever known me to fail?"


"Never," she had to admit, smiling. "Not even once ..."


Chapter 2


Tim Cartwright drove with the car window rolled all the way down, the 
cool night breeze ineffectual against the swirling heat of his 
inebriation. The drinks he'd had only a couple of hours ago were 
headier than ever in his bloodstream, and were making his already 
maddened emotions a hazy blur. He glanced savagely at his lovely blonde 
wife who was sitting far over against the door, and the sight of her 
demure, righteous expression enraged him all the more. She hadn't 
talked to him since she'd demanded to leave the movie, and that was 
just fine by him!


Some hot piece of ass he'd married! Out of bed Melanie demanded all the 
little things involved with a story-book romance, with her teasing and 
suggestive remarks and her provocative come-hither looks. But she was 
all sham as far as he'd been able to determine in two years of bedding 
her; all sugar-coated icing on a flat, stale cake.


Goddamn Melanie! He loved her very much, and he'd be deliriously happy 
if only she was a woman, a red-blooded female who wanted him 
physically. His cock and balls were aching for the loving caress of a 
sensual wife, but all he'd been able to expect from her was the 
responsiveness of a pound of calf's liver. He often pictured the ideal 
situation with Melanie mewling and moaning with pleasure as he made 
love to her in a hundred different ways, and she in turn writhing and 
sucking and kissing him with unquenchable lust just like that little 
teen-age bitch had been doing in the sex movie. He could almost feel 
the creamy secretions of her nakedly hungry cunt as she whispered his 
name in pleading supplication, and he groaned as he drove, gripping the 
wheel tightly, knowing all too well that her pussy was as dry and arid 
of moist desire as the Sahara Desert in summer.


Goddamn it! This was the last night before he went away to New York 
City for God only knew how long. He had to have her! He had to and no 
question about it! He was going to fuck the shit out of his young wife 
tonight whether she liked it or not, come hell or high water!


Tim drove more recklessly than was usual after he'd been drinking, his 
lewd and obscene desires firing his liquored brain until he was unable 
to think of anything except Melanie stretched out naked on their large 
double bed. Christ I'm drunker than I thought! he told himself, but he 
didn't care ... he didn't care about anything except fucking!


They entered the quiet residential street on which their apartment 
house was built, the car tires screaming as he suddenly braked in the 
parking lot beside the red brick building. Still without a word between 
them, Melanie and Tim, both tight-lipped, took the elevator to their 
sixth-floor apartment. Melanie stood to one side and tapped her foot 
with irritation as Tim fumbled with the key to the locked door.


Inside the sparsely furnished living room, Tim drew his wife to him 
with an abruptness which surprised her. Her wetly parted lips were 
smothered as he pressed his mouth hotly to her. She felt herself go 
rigid as the warm quivering eagerness of his tongue bid for entry into 
her mouth, and then she gently pushed free of him.


"I ... I'll make some coffee," she offered in a gasping voice.


"I don't want any damned coffee," he snarled down at her. I want a 
drink."


"But--"


"A drink, damn it! Can't I have a drink in my own fucking house?"


Melanie cringed from his yelling voice, turning around so that he 
couldn't see the tears forming in her eyes again. The evening was 
ruined. Their last few moments together, and it was ending in bitter 
and hateful quarreling. She took off her coat slowly, and then almost 
fearfully, she said timidly, "Are ... Are you coming to bed, Tim?"


"Damned right I am, baby," he grinned with drunken lewdness at her. 
"Soon as I pour myself a drink. You go get yourself all ready for 
lover-boy. Because he's rarin' to go tonight!"


He watched her slump off in the direction of their bedroom, and then 
with a disdainful grunt, he stalked to the cabinet where the bourbon 
was kept. He didn't bother to find a glass, but unscrewed the cap and 
tilted the glass neck directly to his mouth. The hot liquor burned all 
the way down to her stomach, making Tim feel slightly nauseous for a 
moment. He staggered to an easy chair and sagged down in it, lifting 
the bottle up to take a yet greater swallow. A few seconds later he was 
rewarded by a lightheadedness that swirled heatedly through his blood, 
and he raised the bourbon still again to take more of the soul-
inflaming alcohol.


His long, hardened penis was bent mercilessly in his pants, and he 
could tell that he was oozing seminal fluid from its passion-throbbing 
blunt tip, soaking into a wet stain in his white underpants. Never had 
he felt so hot and intensely aroused, the combination of the drinking 
and the lust-arousing SINFUL STUDENTS film boiling in his mind with 
ever-intensifying desire. The pain in his doubled-up cock was now 
excruciating to him, and with the desperation of the drunken man he 
was, Tim reached down and fumbled for the fly of his trousers. The 
zipper protested, because the sitting position he was in made for 
awkward maneuvering even for a sober person, but slowly he was able to 
lower it until his white underpants bulged through the narrow opening.


Tim Cartwright looked down at the protruding bulge. There it is he said 
drunkenly to himself. There was his hard cock with which he'd fucked 
his share of girls in school. He was a damned good looking guy, and he 
didn't mind telling himself so, for enough eager and willing girls had 
while they'd been rolling in the sack with him. He had a tall, broad-
shouldered shape to his lean, muscular body, with a tanned face and a 
smile that they all said could have been used in a toothpaste 
commercial. He ran his hands through his rich black hair and stared 
morosely down at the aching bulge that was enlarging from the open 
zipper of his pants, and Tim thought to himself that a fat lot his good 
looks and big cock was doing him now.


Trembling with pent-up frustration, he touched the swelling flesh and 
felt a tremor race through his loins and buttocks. The narrow band of 
thin white underwear seemed to widen of its own volition as he ran his 
fingers along its frontal band, the sensations he was causing himself 
almost too overwhelming to be withstood. His fingers caressed the 
stiffened cock, its outline hard against his underwear, and then he 
pulled the material aside. Like a steel spring unwinding, the fleshy 
shaft and blood-swollen head of his hotly aroused penis shot free and 
out into the open air.


Tim stared with fascination down at his own erect cock, seeing the 
lust-bloated hardness quiver with anticipation. He'd never seen it 
bigger! His fingers caressed his large, rigid shaft, and the cool air 
of the living room made it tingle all the more maddeningly.


For Christ's sake, this is stupid! he chastised himself. I haven't done 
this since I was a Boy Scout! But he continued almost without conscious 
effort, the foreskin folding back as his hand stroked the long burning 
length of his cock. Sperm churned in his hotly tormented scrotum, and 
he could feel the rising of his impending cum building in the base of 
his penis. He sat in his living room chair like that for a long moment, 
staring down at his rock-hard cock as the full fist of his hand wrapped 
around its shaft and pumped up and down with furious speed, his breath 
becoming ragged and hoarse.


It was only then that the drunken young husband realized that he was 
too far gone to fight the primeval urges his body was thrusting upon 
him, and with a violent surge of salacious lust, Tim Cartwright leaped 
to his feet. He started his desire-wracked body toward the door to his 
bedroom, his hand once more enclosing over the turgid hard length of 
his erectly pointing cock. Yes ... Toward the bedroom and his wife 
Melanie ... Ready or not, here he came ...!


Melanie had gone into the bedroom feeling an overwhelming sense of 
sadness and despair. She began to fold back the sheets of the double 
bed, wondering what had gone wrong with the evening and what she might 
have done to avoid this awful situation. Had she been unfair to make 
Tim leave the theater when she had? Was she being too demanding of him 
to treat her with respect? No ... if anybody was too demanding, it was 
Tim. Physically demanding, she thought, and she shuddered at the 
knowledge of what would probably happen to her in just a few minutes. 
It seemed to her at times like now that the only reason Tim married her 
was for her body, and that all he ever had on his mind was sex. He 
wanted to make love to her almost every night, and then like an animal 
at times.


Melanie shuddered involuntarily again. The thought of Tim's huge, 
brutal hardness tearing into her defenselessly tight vagina made her 
tremble with fright. Didn't he know how to be gentle and patient with a 
woman? She had been a virgin when she'd married him, and he certainly 
had been aware of that better than anyone else. She had dated many boys 
before she'd met Tim, and had engaged in the usual back-seat petting 
with a few who had appealed to her more than others. She had even on 
occasion let a couple of them brush their hands over her full ripe 
breasts, but despite their pleadings she had never let it go any 
farther. It had aroused her somewhat, she admitted to herself, but she 
had always overcome this by strict concentration on the moral values 
her mother had drilled into her.


Her mother was extremely religious and had made Melanie attend church 
with her every Sunday without fail, when most of her other friends had 
been running off to play. Her mother had also given her persistent 
warnings on the evils of "s-e-x" and the innate beastiality of men. 
Melanie had told Tim frankly about her strict upbringing because she 
wanted to be a giving and loving mate for him. All she had ever asked 
in return was for him to be patient with her and understand why she 
didn't believe in pre-marital intercourse or all the lewdly wicked 
positions in which some uninhibited persons indulged. Tim had promised 
he understood and would cherish her wishes ...


But he had not, taking advantage of her love and trust in him even 
before they were married to press his baser instincts. She had never 
gone "all the way" with him during their courtship, but several times 
it had been very close, being all she could do to control the both of 
them in their moments of passion.


Often, in compromise, she had let him reach under her sweater and 
unfasten her brassiere, and caress her nakedly exposed breasts while 
they were petting in the back seat of his car. One time they had parked 
inside the garage of her parent's house where it was very dark and 
private, and he had massaged her painfully full breasts into a 
maddening hardness until she had allowed him to slip off her blouse and 
brassiere. He had suddenly taken one of her nipples into his wetly 
eager mouth, and the gentle playing of his tongue around the chip-like 
bud had nearly driven her insane with new sensations. She had hardly 
noticed when his hand had slipped under her short skirt and had begun 
to caress her creamy white upper thighs.


"No, Tim, no!" she had gasped, sensing that she might not be able to 
hold him back this time. But he had kept on stroking her, insinuating 
his outstretched middle finger under the legband of her thin nylon 
panties and into the moistly heated slit of her virginal vagina. It had 
started a tingling sensation that she had never known before, and she 
squirmed around on the car seat beneath his hands, her heavy breathing 
fogging up the window beside her.


"Tim, not now, darling, wait for our wedding night ..."


He had paid no attention to her and she had heard the metallic sound of 
his zipper opening. She had tried to pull away with a suddenly gripping 
panic, but his finger between her thighs had been probing up into her 
wet vagina, sending electric thrills of rippling pleasure up through 
her that froze her to the seat. She had not been able to move for the 
moment as the delightful sensations raced around inside her body, and 
he had taken this to mean she had surrendered her will to his abuse. He 
had stretched the elastic legband of her panties farther aside, and 
suddenly tried to roll over on top of her to insert his fleshy male 
hardness. At the last possible moment she had clamped her legs tightly 
together and trapped his fully exposed penis painfully between them.


Tim had struggled like a maniac to pry her thighs apart and get the tip 
of his rock-hard penis up into the wetly throbbing opening of her 
vagina. But she had been possessed with the fearful certainty that she 
must wait for a wedding ring, and had struggled with all her strength 
against his attempting rape. Just as he had forced the head of his 
straining cock under the legband of her panties and the throbbing blunt 
tip was poised between the unwantedly spread lips of her cunt, she had 
felt it begin to jerk out of control. Tim had gasped and she had felt 
hot, thick liquid spurt out from the end of his penis and drench her 
matted pubic hair with his warm white sperm. It had covered the insides 
of her thighs wetly and had dripped down between her legs to moisten 
the car seat beneath her squirming buttocks.


Tim had emitted a final groan and had collapsed over her body as she 
began crying with uncontrollable hysteria. He had tried to comfort her 
but she had refused him to even touch her, feeling soiled and dirty and 
humiliated beyond belief. But later, she had calmed down enough to 
realize that Tim was only a man and controlled by the fevered desires 
her mother had always warned her about. She had scolded him and made 
him promise never to do that to her again, reminding him that it was 
just as much his responsibility as hers not to let himself get carried 
away before they were married. He had apologized and had never made any 
serious attempt on her virginity after that.


It had been a wonderful wedding night, and she had felt a complete 
woman to have been able to give up her virginity to him. Nothing else 
in the world had ever felt so good as his hotly throbbing penis 
stretching her tiny hymen and then slipping wetly all the way up inside 
her belly. The thrills he had given her that night had raced too wildly 
through her for her to think of her original fears, and she had relaxed 
her tense inner muscles to give him greater access to her womb. With 
each delightful stroke he made, she had been able to feel her 
bridegroom's penis jerking into greater hardness until at last the 
white hot semen that had once spilt all over her outer skin surged in 
seemingly unending streams to inundate her inner cuntal walls and fill 
her belly to its fullest.


Yet strangely, she had not felt that mysterious peak of excitement that 
she had heard women could enjoy as well as men. "Climaxes," she'd heard 
whispered from the lips of her girl friends; "orgasms," she had read in 
the few forbidden sex manuals she'd glimpsed through. Or maybe she had 
experienced a cumming like her new husband had, only she hadn't known 
it ... Confused and bewildered, Melanie had always been too ashamed and 
reticent to ever ask about what she might be missing. Still, it had 
felt good for her, and she had always tried to be agreeable when Tim 
had wanted her. And then had come his lurid demands for perversions, 
and his increasing estrangement as though he was tiring of her ...


God, how times have changed, Melanie thought bitterly as she smoothed 
out the bottom sheet and stood up. Tim's actions during that dirty 
movie tonight were the worst yet. In spite of what everybody else says, 
maybe her mother had been right all along ...


She undressed quickly then, folding her dress and underclothes in a 
neat pile on top of the clothes hamper. As she waited for Tim to finish 
drinking and come to bed, she looked at herself critically in the full-
length mirror attached to the wall beside the bureau. Melanie 
Cartwright was a slim woman, about five feet six inches, and her body 
was beautifully and symmetrically proportioned to her size. Her blonde 
hair hung long, and when she let it fall down across her shoulders, it 
partially covered her voluptuously full breasts. She did that now, 
thinking that she looked very sensual that way, and almost brazen. She 
swept the hair back up again, studying the creamy white skin of her 
breasts and the pink aureoles that made large, perfect accents for her 
small, bud-like nipples. She raised her arms over her head, stretching 
her globular breasts taut, and she looked like some classic nude 
sculpture from the Golden Age of Grecian art.


She stood that way for a long moment, letting her eyes roam down across 
the flat plane of her stomach and the cute indentation of her navel. 
The curly blonde hair of her sparse pubic triangle was silky and 
golden, highlighting the pink fullness of her vaginal lips. And she 
could see the tiny tip of her clitoris peeping shyly out from the 
softly rounded flesh of her cuntal valley. She pirouetted lightly, 
examining the dimpled curve of her satiny buttocks and the rippling 
smooth muscles of her calves. She had long, curvaceous legs which 
tapered from the firm swell of her thighs down to her neat little 
ankles and small, dainty feet.


I've got a good body, Melanie thought, I really do! But it hasn't 
brought me full physical happiness in two years of marriage ...


Suddenly the bedroom door burst open, hitting the wall behind it with a 
resounding crash. Tim stood in the doorway, breathing in every inch of 
her lovely nakedness. He had seen her naked before, of course, but 
never like this! Every sensual detail of her unadorned flesh was 
lucidly clear to him in spite of his drunkenness, from her tiny rising 
nipples down to the soft curls of her pubic hair that nestled 
invitingly below her soft white belly. His eyes blazed with the 
uncontrolled lust which was burning through his loins, and his immense, 
fully exposed penis pointing and jerking ahead of him as he moved 
deliberately across to where his young wife stood in dreadful 
apprehension. He held his massively rigid cock pointing at her with his 
hand still beating frantically up and down its lust-hardened shaft.


Melanie felt fear clutch at her throat until she thought she could not 
breathe. Dear God! This was worse than the time before they were 
married, when he'd nearly raped her in the car with all his clothes on, 
only his zipper down to expose his genitals! At least then, he hadn't 
been flaunting his ... his member at her like he was now, and playing 
with himself so wickedly!


"I've got to have you," he breathed raggedly at her. "Right now, right 
here!" Melanie cowered back, whimpering with fright. He stepped closer 
and then grabbed his naked wife with his free hand, sweeping her to him 
despite her protests. She was hauled ruthlessly against the hardness of 
his lust-burgeoning cock, and she could feel the pounding heat of his 
rigid penis against her trembling flesh as she stared abjectly up into 
his desire-contorted face. His eyes were more obscenely glittering than 
she had ever seen them before, and his mouth was tightly drawn back 
over his teeth like a wild animal ready to pounce on some unsuspecting 
prey.


"Tim! My God, Tim, please! You're drunk!"


"Damn straight, I'm drunk, woman!" he snarled down at her thickly. 
"Drunk from wanting to fuck you!"


Tim's hands explored her warmly naked body with rough callousness, 
clutching and squeezing her soft, sensitive flesh as his penis throbbed 
excitedly against her cringing belly. Melanie struggled feebly for one 
panicky moment, but she couldn't fight his overpowering strength, and 
she thought desperately that perhaps if she gave in a little it would 
help return him to sanity. She thrust her moistly parted lips against 
his mouth and flicked her wet, pink tongue between Tim's teeth. He 
sucked it hungrily, his own returning kisses burning her like a 
firebrand.


"Easy, darling, please be gentle with me ..." she murmured entreatingly 
into his ear, but the drunken young husband was beyond hearing her 
pleas. There was no verbal response from him, just a deep-throated 
growl of desire rumbling from his throat as he pulled her cruelly 
toward the open bed. She felt herself fall upon the mattress and roll 
to one side, and then she dimly felt him crawl up on the bed beside 
her, hovering momentarily with an evil grin of pure lasciviousness 
spreading across his alcohol and passion-lined features.


"Now, damnit, I'm going to fuck you!"


"No! Don't! Don't use that word!"


"Fuck, baby! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!


Tim unbuckled his pants and slipped them down to his knees. Then he 
sprawled drunkenly on the covers as he tugged at all his clothes, and 
within seconds he was as naked as she was.


"Please, Tim! Please be gentle with me!" Melanie's voice moaned as he 
leaned over her nakedly defenseless body. He held her down against the 
mattress with one hand and ran the other greedily over the lush 
contours of her young flesh, kneading her ripely succulent breasts with 
hands he seemingly was unable to control. His head dipped down to the 
tender budding nipples, and he chewed hungrily at their pink tips until 
he could feel her resistance slowly giving way and the sweet taste of 
her skin filling his mouth.


"No, darling, noooooo!" Melanie mewled hopelessly, but her pleas fell 
on deaf ears. Her long blonde hair thrashed from side to side on the 
coverlet, her face contorted with torment and fear, as she cried out 
over and over until the sounds became nothing but incoherent mumbles of 
slurring words.


Ignoring all of his wife's moaning cries, Tim rolled on top of her and 
caught her naked young body as her long slim legs scissored out in one 
last desperate attempt to escape his brutal assault. Drunkenly, he held 
her wildly straining body tighter to the bed, imprisoning her, as the 
weight of his heavy chest tensed down upon her like a giant boulder. 
His hips fell heavily down between her full widely-splayed thighs and 
pinned her jerking buttocks tightly down against the bed. The soft 
fleece of her curly pubic hair brushed teasingly against his throbbing 
male hardness, inciting him to incoherent ravings of drunken lust. His 
knees spread her legs farther apart as he ground his lean muscular 
pelvis into her squirming, defenseless loins.


"I'm going to fuck you silly, baby," he hissed viciously down at her. 
"Yeah, I'm going to fuck you just as if you actually wanted it!"


"Ohhhhhhh," Melanie groaned haplessly, knowing she was to be brutally 
raped ... Raped by her own unloving husband!


Tim Cartwright drove his hand down between the fear-trembling hollows 
of her soft inner thighs in his mad search to find the elastic snugness 
of her cringing little vaginal hole. He felt the blunt rubbery head of 
his cock slip moistly between the sensitive pink lips of her cunt 
until, using his fingers to guide it, he led it directly up against the 
tight pulsing hole of her pussy. He jammed his blood-rigid shaft 
forward with a groan, shoving it all the way up inside her soft white 
belly with one savage lunge of his driving hips.


Melanie felt his heatedly pulsating penis forcing its way along the 
tender walls of her vagina, pushing her resisting flesh before its 
skewering hardness like a sword slicing through meat. She winced 
tearfully from the excruciating pain, knowing full well from previous 
times that there would be no escape for her, no let-up of the torture 
until he had emptied his burgeoning testicles inside her and 
mercilessly filled her womb with his lewd cum.


Tim rammed forward again, hearing maliciously his testicles slap up 
against her twitching up-tilted buttocks. She ground her hips against 
the bed in a futile effort to relieve some of the brutal pressure, 
kicking out her legs vainly in the air on either side of his cruelly 
impaling body. "Timmmmm!" she screamed wildly. "Oh God, you're hurting 
me! Agggghhhhhhhh! You're hurting me so much, Timmm!"


The alcohol-crazed husband grinned obscenely as he heard her guttural 
wail of pain that had come bursting helplessly from deep in her chest. 
He pumped his rock-hard penis deeper and faster into her warmly 
yielding flesh, his thick shaft of meaty cock sinking with each 
demonical stroke all the way into her fear-quivering pussy, the warm 
wet walls of her cunt wrapping tightly around it.


"That's right, baby!" Tim taunted down at her. "Scream for it!" He 
flexed again, and asked: "You love it like this, don't you?"


"Uhhhhggggg!" she yelled piteously. "My God! You're killing me! You're 
killing me!"


"That's not the right answer, Melanie!" Tim snarled, thrusting even 
more savagely down inside her quivering belly. "You like it, Don't 
you?"


"Ohhhhh, yes! Yes!" the tortured young wife cried out, tears running 
freely down her red-flushed cheeks. She was afraid now of offending him 
and making him crueler and more brutal to her than he was already, and 
she frantically lied: "Yes! I like it! I like it! Ohhhhhhh!"


Tim laughed more harshly in response to her babbling words, stroking 
more quickly in and out and pounding her tender, stretched vagina 
harder and faster. He moved his clawing fingers back to grip her 
supplely fleshed buttocks and pull her tightly grinding cunt closer to 
his driving loins, his vicious thrusts filling the bedroom with lewd, 
smacking sounds that blended with Melanie's continuous moans of torment 
and pain. His own breath became shorter and heavier, blowing out from 
his tight-lipped mouth in little gasping puffs, and his naked flesh 
gleamed wetly with beads of salty sweat. He felt himself lose the last 
remaining vestiges of self-control, and he howled out wildly: "I ... 
I'm cumming, baby! Fuck back! Ohhh, fuck back!"


But even as he blurted out his climax, the first powerful streams of 
his hot white semen began to erupt from the suddenly expanding head of 
his throbbing cock, searing deep up inside the fleshy well of his 
wife's tightly pulsating cunt. His cum spewed forth with the rolling 
force of a tidal wave, burning Melanie's inner belly with liquid fire, 
drowning every fractional inch of her raw, sore little pussy until the 
hot semen spewed out around her painfully swollen vaginal lips. Melanie 
could feel the trickling sensation of his warm, wet sperm flowing down 
between her hair-fringed cuntal crevice and puddle on the clean white 
sheets beneath her wildly trembling buttocks.


And then her husband collapsed, his once-hard cock deflating rapidly 
with his momentary satiation. Tim fell exhausted across his nakedly 
cringing wife, one arm splayed wide across the bed and his legs like 
rubber limbs nestled between her involuntarily open thighs. Melanie 
stared up at the spent muscular body of the man above her, and in the 
wake of his spent-out passions, shame and revulsion filled her mind, 
tears falling like rain from her red-rimmed eyes.


"Why?" she moaned softly to him. "Why, Tim ... Why do you treat me like 
this?"


"You'd never understand," he breathed huskily against one pulsing 
breast. "You'll never understand about a man's feelings. I'm no robot 
that can take being married to a beautiful woman like you and having to 
beg for a decent piece of ass."


"Don't ... Don't talk like that to me!" Melanie hissed. "You wouldn't 
say or do such things if you loved me!"


"I love you plenty, baby," Tim responded, feeling anger once again 
building in his stomach.


"Only I married a statue, not a woman!"


"You ... You're nothing but an animal! A sex maniac!"


"An animal?" He raised up over her, his face contorting with 
indignation. "A sex maniac?" He felt his limp penis begin to rejuvenate 
with new-found life, hardening out into as strong an erection as ever. 
He heard his fearful wife stifle a cry as she felt him push his 
rehardened cock along her semen-matted pubic hair and down into the 
moist slit of her lubricated cunt. "A sex maniac, am I!" he growled 
thickly. "Well, I'll show you just what a sex maniac--an animal sex 
maniac--can do to a frigid old prune like you!"


Tim never even gave her a chance to adjust to his sudden re-entry deep 
up into her womb, beginning to fuck immediately in and out of her like 
a dog gone wild. His only thought was to flood more hot cum deep up 
inside her where it belonged, and he vented his raging, drunken lust 
time after time, spewing her belly again and again with the thick, 
white liquid of his sexual frustrations ...


*   *   *


Meanwhile, in a sprawling ranch house high up on the wooded hills 
outside of Greenridge, Syble Andersson switched off the light in her 
maple furnished living room and walked into the lavishly decorated 
bedroom, where her husband, Amos, was waiting for her.


She slipped off her shoes and did a small pirouette in the center of 
the room before she padded bare foot to the huge king-sized bed. There, 
she smiled seductively at Amos while she slowly undid the buttons along 
the front of her light blue dress.


Amos' breath sucked in slightly from the excitement of her provocative 
strip. Damn, he thought, there's just no woman like her!


Undulating her lithe, firm body, she slid the dress down along her 
slender shape until it lay on the carpet at her graceful feet. Her eyes 
were heavily ridded and smoky as she watched her husband's face while 
she tantalizingly reached behind her and unhooked her brassiere. She 
pulled the thin cloth cups away from her firm, full breasts, making 
sure that the already aroused berry-sized nipples were the last to meet 
Amos' hungry eyes. She dropped the brassiere on top of the dress and 
then slipped her fingers inside the waist-band of her bikini panties 
and slowly began to work them down over her long, tapering legs until 
she was standing before him entirely naked.


"You like me, lover?" she purred throatily at him.


"Christ! You're a damned whore when you get near a bed!" Amos gasped 
appreciatively. "But hell, I wouldn't want it any other way, my dear."


His eyes roamed hotly down over her well-tanned body, savoring the full 
swell of her rounded breasts and the fleecy, dark curls of her pubic 
hair which framed the moist, pink folds of her vagina. She was 
something else, all right, and in the six years they'd been married, he 
had never had such an insatiable woman who could please him more. None 
had ever surpassed Syble in any way, and that was quite a compliment 
for Amos Andersson to give, considering the number of women he'd had in 
those six years with her.


Syble reveled in his openly lustful gaze for a long moment and then lay 
down on the satin spread of the huge bed. She scissored her legs 
invitingly wide in a wanton pose, exposing to his eyes all the moist 
pink crevice of her hair-fringed cunt. She rotated her hips up and then 
lowering them in a measured, sexually intoxicating manner. "Aren't you 
going to get naked for me, lover?" she cooed lewdly.


"You better believe it!" Amos breathed huskily. He quickly shed himself 
of his trousers and shirt, letting his clothes fall where they would in 
a disorganized heap on the thick carpet. He stood at the edge of the 
bed and looked down at her voluptuous nakedness, his long, thick penis 
standing out rigidly beneath the taut muscles of his well-developed 
abdomen.


"Open wide, my dear ... I'm coming in fast!" he grinned, and leaped on 
the bed beside her.


"Not so fast!" Syble giggled mockingly, rolling out of the way. "You 
were going to fire me up with the plan you've got for little Melanie 
Cartwright, remember?"


"Ah, my dear, but you're torturing me," Amos pleaded good-naturedly. He 
knew this was a game with her and one that they often played. He knew 
she was more than ready, right now, but that she liked to be coaxed a 
little before the action began. "I'll tell you afterwards. I promise."


"No, sir," she said, squirming her legs together. "No talkie, no 
fuckie." And then in a seductive coyness, she reached over and placed 
one hand around the pulsating thickness of his upstanding cock. "You 
tell me all about it. I'll just sort of ... amuse myself while you 
are."


"Well," Amos said, grinding his teeth together as shivers raced up and 
down his spine, "we'll use the old One-Two-Three play on her. I think 
that'll work the best."


"One-Two-Three?" his naked wife asked as she moved closer to him across 
the bed. Her fingernails scratched lightly over his long hard cock 
which was reaching yearningly toward the ceiling, and Amos groaned and 
gritted his teeth at her teasing ministrations of his testicles and 
penis. She raised up on her knees and hovered on all fours with her 
face poised just above his squirming loins until he could feel the hot 
air from her breath, and then she dipped lower, planting a kiss on the 
blunt tip of his penis.


"Go on, lover," she sighed softly. "What's One-Two-Three?"


Again, all that Amos could do was groan and thrust his loins upwards 
involuntarily as the warm moistness of her soft lips closed over the 
throbbing, sensitive head of his penis.


"One ... ohhhhh, One will be just me. I'll ... oh God, Syble! I'll ... 
I'll get her up here all alone and seduce her for the first time, and 
then ... Ohhhhhh!" He lifted his head slightly to watch her contorting 
face, and then reached down to tangle his hands tightly in her hair to 
guide the rhythm of her bobbing head.


Watching and helping her made the wild sensations that much more 
exciting to him, and he lustfully gazed at the thickness of his saliva-
gleaming hardness slide up and down between her wetly ovalled lips.


"GO-wan, go-wan," she mumbled around his plunging cock, increasing the 
swirling of her tongue around the lust-swollen head of his thick, rigid 
cock. "Go on ... what's Two?"


"Two ... Two is when you ... Ohhhh, and then I ..." Amos shivered, 
unable to think coherently as his wife became caught up with her 
delicious task and concentrated on taking all of his heatedly throbbing 
hardness deep inside her hungry wet mouth. "Oh, to hell with it," he 
finally managed to gasp. "Just suck me off. I'll tell you ... tell you 
later, my dear!"


He watched hypnotically as the soft flesh of her lips clung to the 
rubbery skin of his hardened shaft on every outstroke she made with her 
mouth, and then enclosed inward as she sunk the full length of him all 
the way to the back of her throat. Her ripely dangling breasts danced 
below her pumping torso, their hard red nipples brushing tantalizingly 
across the sensitive flesh of his belly, adding to the lust-inciting 
scene.


"Suck, my dear ... suck!" he hissed, dropping his head back heavily on 
the mattress and pretending for a moment the woman who was sucking his 
cock so well was the innocent blonde girl he had hired for the theater. 
By God, he'd shove his prick all the way down to her stomach when he 
finally got into Melanie. He'd pump his hot cum all the way down her 
throat and into that white little belly of hers until she burst!


"Ohhhhhhh, suck! Suck, Syble, suck!" he grunted to his wife as she 
slaved below, her body beginning to gleam from the tiny droplets of 
perspiration forming over her skin. He felt the pressure growing in his 
testicles, and knew it wouldn't be long now before he would cum inside 
her warm, wet mouth. He shoved his loins hard up against her face in 
his quest for the final climax that was building ... building deep 
inside his painfully aching cock. He gasped and his lips bared back 
over his teeth as though he were being tortured by fire, and then ...


His big, hard penis began a sudden wild jerking that flooded his wife's 
wildly sucking mouth without warning in a torrent of thick white sperm. 
Her cheeks bloated outwards with each bullet-like spurt as she tried to 
keep from choking by swallowing as fast as she could, mewling and 
crooning all the while around his thrusting loins.


With one last savage groan, Amos Andersson emptied the last of his 
semen into her lips, but his wife went on nibbling voraciously, sucking 
every tiny droplet from the head of his ejaculating gland. Gradually, 
his satiated penis deflated in her mouth, and Amos threw his arms out 
to the side in exhaustion, a great sigh of delight escaping from his 
lips. Syble lay for awhile with her head on his inner thigh, still 
nibbling gently at the now limp and useless penis in front of her. Then 
she crawled up over his naked belly, kissed him hard on the lips, and 
dug her tongue into his mouth.


A moment later, she took her mouth away. "What about number Two, 
lover?" she teased softly, smiling down at him with a slight sparkle of 
triumph in her eyes. "What about me and you and number Two?"


Amos chuckled contentedly and stretched out with satisfaction before he 
answered his wife. "Simple, my love. I know you've had your eye on that 
tight little Melanie for as long as I have. Well, what better way of 
breaking her into our kind of movies than to show what all sorts of 
loving can be like--including your own special brand! No reason why we 
can't both enjoy her hot young body, is there."


"So part Two is when the two of us have her at the same time."


"Exactly, and with my little snap-shot camera along for fun-time 
photos. That should take the stuffing out of her for good!"


Syble smiled erotically down at her husband, pleased at the obscene 
idea he was proposing. She preferred the hot, hairy bodies of men and 
their large, pleasure-giving cocks, but every now and then she had a 
lusting for the satiny feel of another woman's soft curves under her 
arms and lips. And lovely blonde Melanie Cartwright's tender young body 
had been as arousing to her as it had been to her husband. Yes, it 
sounded delectable, and she knew how Amos loved to watch her making 
lesbian love with another woman just before he joined in to become the 
third partner of a depraved seance a trois ...


"And number Three, lover," she asked in a passionate voice unmistakably 
excited by his obscene plot. "Quick, what is it?"


"Well, One will be with one--me--and Two will be with two, right? But 
Three ... ahh, that might be with more than just three! We'll get as 
many of the boys together as we can, and then let things happen as they 
happen, and--the best part will be--"


"Yes?" Syble asked breathlessly.


"The best part will be that we'll let our color movie cameras roll the 
whole time. We'll do it in the studio out back, and presto! We'll have 
our next full-length feature!"


"My, you are clever," his naked wife teased. "We'll blackmail her into 
cooperating with the photos of us with her. When are you going to start 
in on precious Melanie?"


Amos thought for a moment, then replied: "I'll have to judge that as it 
happens. It depends on how soon I can get her to trust me. Then a 
little of that marijuana on a balmy, romantic night up here ..."


"Wonderful!" Syble chimed in gleefully. "As long as I can watch!"


The lascivious sex film producer began to laugh with lewd delight, and 
before she knew it, Syble was joining in with him. If her husband's 
cruel seduction worked, and Syble was sure it would, she would soon be 
face-deep in the lovely blonde softness of that young wife's velvet 
pubic hair. Syble could feel her mounting desire just at the 
expectancy, her already moistening vagina flowering still more, and her 
high, round breasts hardening tautly with tingles of anticipatory 
passion. She reached her hand down and felt her lascivious husband 
beginning to stir with renewed desire, his large, thick cock hardening 
again with rising excitement. She grinned, feeling the wetness seeping 
between her own throbbing thighs, and knew that it was going to be a 
long, delicious night with Amos ...


Followed by many even longer, more delicious nights with innocent, 
unsuspecting Melanie Cartwright. After all, Syble silently smiled to 
herself, doesn't every woman want to become a movie star?


Chapter 3


One month to the day after Tim Cartwright had flown to New York City, 
his wife stood in the ladies room of the Dew Drop Inn, primping her 
hair before a large oval mirror over the wash basins. She was a little 
inebriated, although far from being drunk, and a crystal stem-glass 
filled with a Brandy Alexander stood beside her elbow on the ceramic 
ledge of one sink.


Lord! she muttered under her breath as she reached for the glass, she 
had eaten nothing since a quick lunch, and here it was after midnight! 
The soothing warmth of the Alexander--her third since she'd arrived at 
the Dew Drop Inn--was causing a slight tingling sensation to ripple 
through her blood. She raised the glass to her lips and finished the 
drink in one long sip. It tasted good; almost too good, she warned 
herself, and then she giggled at the idea of being in danger. What 
danger could she be in here, surrounded by all the richest people of 
Greenridge and a guest of Mr. and Mrs. Andersson? None, of course. The 
Dew Drop Inn was where only the most prominent and civilized of the 
local residents ate and drank and danced. Certainly nothing wrong could 
happen to her, she was certain of that. Why, she was as safe as if she 
was in her own home!


Home ... the one word made her smile bitterly at her reflection. Home 
and Tim were where the last real danger had been. The thought of her 
long-gone husband made her remember vividly the last night they'd been 
together, and despite her promise not to dwell on the awful event, the 
liquor eased her defenses enough so that once more she reflected upon 
his savage attack. How could Tim have been so cruel to her, she 
thought. Why had he been such a raging animal.


She glanced around the ladies room and saw that she was still alone, 
and in a moment of recklessness she ran her hands over the sweater-
enclosed tips of her round firm breasts. They had been so sore and 
swollen, and her nipples so raw, that she hadn't been able to wear the 
softest brassiere without pain for a week. Her shoulders trembled as 
she thought back to the horrible rape of her body by her husband and 
the way he had used her as a tool solely for his own gratification 
without even the slightest consideration for her wants or needs. He had 
used her like a slave--his own wife--and the memory sickened her even 
after all the days which had passed since then. Tears brimmed in her 
eyes as she recalled his last parting words just before he'd angrily 
stormed out the door with his suitcase. She could still hear his voice 
ringing in her ears as he'd yelled at her:


"I don't think you could make any man happy. Maybe when I'm in New York 
I'll go out and get myself some slut off the street who'll give me the 
loving I need!"


Dear God, would he? Has he? His letters had been so infrequent and 
vague, his answers to her own almost daily letters sometimes ignoring 
the most important parts. This was deeply distressing to Melanie, and 
she sometimes had difficulty in sleeping at night, wondering if Tim 
still cared for her and was being faithful to their marriage.


She looked again down her slim body, provocatively dressed as it was in 
the short mini-skirt and thin pullover which Mr. Andersson had said was 
her theater uniform. The rounded peaks of her breasts stood out 
defiantly, and she could almost see the taut curve of her buttocks 
where they flowed gracefully into her firm legs, the hem-line of her 
skirt being so daringly high. She was proud of her youthful, curvaceous 
body, and yet it was the reason for all her troubles. If she could have 
been a Plain-Jane, she would probably have been settled down with 
children and happily married to some average fellow. She would never 
have attracted such a popular boy as Tim, but then she would never have 
been cursed with being wanted just for her striking beauty.


The hazy effect the brandy was producing seemed to simplify things into 
an either-or kind of situation in her mind. She turned around and 
started for the door of the restroom, and as she stepped out into the 
dim warmth of the Dew Drop Inn, she fleetingly wondered if there 
couldn't be a middle ground somewhere in between where she could find 
true happiness ...


Melanie threaded her way unsteadily through the ring of small, intimate 
tables which surrounded a polished dance floor. Over in one corner was 
her table, the one she was sharing with Amos and Syble Andersson. This 
was the first time that she had been with them socially, and though she 
had been reluctant at first, she was now glad that she had accepted 
their invitation and pleased that they had asked her to join them.


Both the Anderssons, especially Amos, were so understanding and nice to 
talk to, and Melanie couldn't help feeling that her new employer had a 
real interest in her welfare. When she had gone to work that evening, 
Amos had invited her to a party at his house, which, he said, was being 
held after the theater closed for the night. She had made excuses at 
first, declining the invitation because she had never liked to drink 
much and would have preferred a quiet time at home alone. But Amos had 
persisted in his genial and persuasive way, saying that he was meeting 
Syble for a cocktail after work, and the least Melanie could do was 
have one with them. She realized then that his invitation was really a 
good-natured attempt to get her out of the shell of self-pity into 
which she had withdrawn. For this, the lonely young wife was grateful 
to him, and had then accepted for both the cocktail and the party, 
suddenly wanting a few gay hours to help take her mind off of Tim's 
absence and seeming neglect.


At first she had been very nervous in the Dew Drop Inn, feeling 
improperly dressed in her scanty skirt and sweater, but there'd been no 
chance to rush home and change, and Amos had laughingly told her that 
it was too dark for anybody to be that inquisitive anyway. She had also 
felt unsettled at just being out like this, alone and without her 
husband, even though Amos and Syble were only good friends. But, after 
a drink had calmed her nerves a little, she had mused that if Tim 
didn't think enough of her to return her daily reminders of love, then 
perhaps she deserved an innocent diversion like this.


"Well," Amos Andersson said expansively as she approached, "I thought 
for a minute you'd gotten lost. I was about to send a Saint Bernard out 
looking for you with a cask of Brandy Alexanders. Female Saint Bernard, 
of course."


"No, no," Melanie giggled, sitting down. "You know how long it takes 
women to freshen up."


"Ah, how well I do," the handsome man sighed with exaggeration, and 
then winked broadly at his wife. "But you're back, my dear, and just in 
time for another round of drinks."


"But really, I don't think--"


"Nonsense!" Amos boomed, signaling for a waiter. "Syble has to leave in 
a few moments to drive some of the guests to our house, so we'll just 
have time for one more quick one. Waiter, bring us two scotch-and-
waters and one Brandy Alexander."


"You like the Alexanders, Melanie?" Syble asked.


"Oh yes, very much. I ... don't like the taste of liquor very much, but 
these are very smooth and refreshing. I should have discovered them 
before. Thank you for suggesting them, Mrs. Andersson."


"Do call me Syble," the older woman purred.


"That's for sure," Amos chimed in, a slight red flush of alcohol 
covering his cheeks. "We're out for a good time tonight. Let's eat, 
drink, and be merry as the saying goes, because we're all good friends 
together. Melanie, Syble and Amos. One-Two-Three. Yes, siree."


The new round of drinks appeared, and after she had sipped almost half 
of her brandy, Melanie noticed that the lack of food was finally making 
a difference. She was really beginning to feel the liquor, but in a 
most pleasant manner as she relaxed and some of her mental caution 
disappeared. She soon found herself having a very animated conversation 
with both the Anderssons. Amos was witty and could converse artfully on 
a dozen different subjects, and even his slightly naughty risqu jokes 
didn't offend her, but set her laughing delightfully. He was a very 
nice, very handsome, very urbane man whom she was finding herself 
liking more and more. A rapport with Syble also developed easily, and 
they were soon discussing the latest fashions and what it would be like 
to take a round-the-world cruise.


Melanie was enjoying herself more with every passing minute, feeling 
giddy and light-headed and almost carefree for the first time since Tim 
had departed. She was extremely happy that she'd agreed to go along 
tonight, and was looking forward to the rest of the night up at the 
Andersson house.


"Why don't you ask Melanie to dance, Amos?" Syble suggested as the 
conversation hit a momentary lull. "I have to leave in just a moment 
and want to finish my drink, but you shouldn't let such good music go 
to waste."


"An excellent suggestion," her husband agreed with a smile, and rose 
from his chair to offer Melanie his arm. "Shall we, my dear?"


"Well ..." She hesitated, but then thought if Syble had suggested it, 
it must be all right. "I'd love to, Amos."


He led her out to the dance floor where the small combo was playing one 
of the quiet old favorites. She was taken by surprise when he curled 
her warmly in his arms, pushing the sharp, full tips of her breasts 
deeply into his chest. She wasn't sure how to react at first, and 
stiffened automatically as he hugged her close.


"Don't be afraid, my dear," her boss whispered warmly into her ear. 
"I'm not planning to bite you."


Melanie's face flushed in the dimness of the dance floor as she felt 
him push forward harder and spread her legs slightly so that the mound 
of her loins were forced against the top of his thigh. The soft 
silkiness of her dress seemed to hide nothing from her senses and she 
could feel the resilient flesh of her right thigh brushing tightly 
between the older man's legs as they moved slowly in time to the music. 
Inadvertently, she made contact with the softness of his trousered 
penis, and with a start, she felt a slight stirring of his manhood 
beneath his pants.


"We ... we shouldn't be dancing like this, Amos. It ... It doesn't look 
too good to be this close, and your wife might object."


"Oh, she won't care," Andersson said in an offhand way. "She doesn't 
care what I do."


"B-But you're a married man," she stammered in a whisper. "And ... and 
I'm married, too."


"Yes, my dear," Andersson replied with oily smoothness. "That always 
makes it more exciting, don't you think?"


Melanie suddenly lost her tongue, surprised as she was by his strange-
sounding words to her. Before she could think of a proper answer, the 
music stopped and the combo leader announced it was time for 
intermission.


"Your husband is a very good dancer," Melanie managed to say, trying to 
cover the blushing she was feeling in her cheeks.


"Syble is too," Andersson said, smiling broadly. "Used to be the best 
in Vegas, and not too many years ago, either."


"Don't listen to him," Syble said to Melanie. "When a man is as good a 
leader as he is, I could have two club feet and still dance well." She 
tipped the glass of scotch to her lips and drained it in two swift 
swallows, then collected her purse and stood up. "Well, I must be off."


"Oh," Melanie said, "must you?"


"If you want a party tonight, I do. I'm not sure when I'll get back, so 
you go ahead and have another drink, and I'll see you all at the house 
later on."


"Goodbye, dear," Amos said, and kissed his wife lightly on the cheek. 
He knew there was no turning back for the young wife sitting next to 
him now. With Syble leaving, the stage was set for his seduction, just 
as they'd been planning for the last thirty days. Yes, he was going to 
enjoy playing husband this evening with Melanie, now that his own wife 
had made her excuses and left. A slight twinge of anticipation rippled 
between his thighs as he pictured little Melanie nakedly groveling 
before him.


"Well," he said warmly, turning his attention to the lovely young 
innocent sitting next to him, "Here's to us, Melanie. Here's to us and 
our getting to know each other better before the night's over."


Melanie tipped her glass to his and took a large, deep drink of her 
Brandy Alexander, her eyes sparkling at her handsome boss over the rim 
of her cocktail.


Another round of drinks was brought, and the two of them continued to 
sit in the Dew Drop Inn, talking for almost half an hour. For some 
reason Melanie couldn't explain, she was beginning to feel uneasy about 
being alone with Amos Andersson. She already felt wicked and worldly 
for being out with another man--even though it was not a date--but it 
was something else bothering her slightly which she couldn't quite put 
her finger on. She knew that it was perfectly all right in this day and 
age for her to be in the company of a nice man like him, as it might 
not have been in her mother's day. She knew nothing would happen, just 
as she'd told herself in the ladies room, and Amos Andersson had been 
the very soul of gentlemanly discretion. Yet still there was a 
pervading air of something wrong, something deliciously wrong as though 
she were skirting some forbidden fate. She tried to recall what might 
have caused it, but she could find nothing on which to base her small 
twinge of apprehension. As she set her glass down, she decided to relax 
and stop being such an old wet blanket, and that the tingling 
sensations in the depth of her belly were only the result of one too 
many Brandy Alexanders on an empty stomach.


"Well, my dear," Amos Andersson eventually said, "shall we drink up and 
be on the way to my house?"


"Yes," she replied gratefully. "Yes, let's. Maybe your wife will be 
there with the guests by now."


"Perhaps," Andersson said suavely, but inside his head he was thinking: 
not a chance, little one. Syble won't be where you can see her, and 
there won't be any guests around to save you now ...!


*   *   *


The ride to the Andersson home was beautiful, Melanie thought as she 
sat beside Amos in his large convertible. The road wound through the 
lovely wooded hills in back of Greenridge, and she could see out of the 
windows the flat-lands below with their myriad of twinkling city lights 
shining like a thousand fireflies. She was impressed by the rolling, 
well-landscaped grounds around his spacious house when they arrived. 
But it was quiet, and the house was dark, with no cars parked in the 
large driveway, and Melanie realized that her employer's lovely wife 
had not yet returned from picking up the other guests. Amos noticed 
this as well, and as he drew up the car in front of the double-doored 
garage, he said jovially, "Well, my dear, we're on our own for a while 
longer. Come on in, and I'll get things ready for the party, hmmm?"


He shut off the powerful engine, and was hardly out of his side of the 
car before he was opening the door for her. He offered his hand, and 
Melanie had a fleeting urge to refuse the proffered assistance, but 
then she took it and allowed the older man to help her out. They walked 
up the driveway to a crushed oyster-shell path which led around an 
outcropping of moss-covered rock. She could hear a soft trickling of 
water as a stream fell pleasantly over the rocks and flowed into a 
small Oriental pool. The path had a wooden bridge over the water, and 
then came to the front porch, where a massive wood door was recessed in 
green tiled framework.


Amos opened the front door, and Melanie followed him into the living 
room, where he switched on the overhead lights. The lamps were soft and 
warm, easing Melanie's small sense of apprehension, and she gazed 
around in wonder at the size and luxury of the room. All of the 
furniture except for a long white English lounge were of the finest 
Early American maple. One whole wall was glass, with sliding panels so 
that a person could step out onto the flagstone patio beyond. A large 
oil painting of the modernistic school hung prominently near a white 
porcelain fireplace.


"Sit down, my dear, and make yourself comfortable," Andersson said as 
he crossed the room to a maple console. "Slip out of your shoes, why 
don't you? I'm sure your feet must be tired after standing on them all 
evening."


"Thank you." Melanie answered, and she did as he suggested, removing 
her flats and then sitting down on the couch. She drew her bare legs up 
under her on the cushion, and primly tried to pull her short mini-skirt 
down as far as it would go.


Andersson leafed through a record album and said over his shoulder: 
"Would you like a little music while we're waiting?"


"That would be nice," she replied, dimpling. "Something soft and 
soothing, if you have it."


"I most certainly do, my dear." In a moment, violins and muted horns 
drifted across the room like a cloud of relaxing warmth. "Percy Faith, 
I hope you like him?"


"Oh yes, very much." She tucked her legs further beneath her as Amos 
Andersson came over and sat down on the couch. She was pleased to see 
that he didn't try to sit next to her, but actually sat a little 
further away than was socially necessary. She had been foolish, she 
thought to herself. Amos was a handsome, appealing man with a certain 
allure which fascinated her, and that was the only reason for her 
slight uneasiness. Herself! And certainly she wasn't going to do 
anything wrong!


"It is nice, my dear, it is indeed." Andersson closed his eyes and 
tapped his fingers on the arm of the couch as though the only thing in 
the room were the strains of the music. For all his aching desire to 
thrust his rapidly hardening cock up into the narrow slit of her tight 
little cunt, he knew that to suddenly attack her would be the worst 
plan he could follow. She would have been pawed half to death by 
school-boy dates and more than likely by that oaf of a husband of hers, 
and he figured correctly that before any physical conquest of her 
tender young flesh, he would have to lessen her mental barriers with a 
sophisticated approach. And he had just the thing to do it with, too 
...


He picked up a scrolled silver cigarette case from the table beside him 
and opened its hinged lid, selecting a thin brown cigarette from its 
contents. He held out the case.


"Have a cigarette, my dear?"


"No, thank you. I have my own in my purse."


"I noticed that you are just about out. Please try one of mine and see 
how you like them. They're as mild tasting as your filter-tips, only 
with more flavor."


"Really? What kind are they?"


"Mexican, my dear," Andersson said, and then to reassure her, he added: 
"The soil down there makes the tobacco look different."


"Well, I--"


He urged the case closer to her hesitating fingers. "Just take a few 
puffs slowly and see, my dear. Go ahead. If you don't like it, put it 
out, and I'll mix you a drink."


"All ... All right," she answered falteringly, and took a cigarette, 
bending her head so that Amos could light it for her.


"Slowly, slowly," Andersson instructed her. "That's the way they taste 
better." Melanie watched him as he took a drag and inhaled very gently. 
She followed his example, and found a strange but not unpleasant taste. 
She inhaled deeper on the next puff and held it down a few seconds. 
After three or four inhalations, she could hardly feel it go down her 
throat at all, it was so smooth. She continued to smoke, holding the 
air down for as long as she could each time ...


"Do you feel anything?" Andersson asked blandly as she neared the end 
of her first cigarette.


"Why yes, I do. I feel ... feel very nice," Melanie said in a voice 
that didn't seem to be her own. She glanced at the man sitting beside 
her, and he suddenly looked to be miles away. "What ... What kind of 
cigarette did you say this was, Amos?"


He answered with a soft chuckle. "Marijuana."


"Marijuana!" She had heard about the drug only fleetingly, and then 
mostly to do with its being smoked at wild parties. "Will ... Will this 
make me do things I don't ... I don't want to?"


"No, of course not, my dear," Andersson scoffed. "You smoke it because 
it doesn't make you dull and sleepy like alcohol can. It leaves you 
mellow and feeling smooth, that's all. Isn't that how you feel now?"


"Yes, Amos, yes it does ..."


Andersson smiled back at her, passing her another thin brown cigarette 
to replace the one she'd smoked. Without thinking, Melanie pressed it 
to her lips and pulled deeply, feeling this one heightening the 
pleasant sensation the first had caused. She felt strangely and 
euphorically bodyless and liked it, and the longer she held the curling 
smoke in her lungs, the softer her world became. She noticed the lights 
of the room becoming fuzzy, but the thin, brown cigarettes had dulled 
any fears she had about what she was doing ... or should be doing. She 
was beginning not to mind anything now with the delicious warmth of the 
marijuana filtering through her blood and mixing headily with the 
alcohol she had already consumed. She could feel her flesh tingling all 
over deep inside ... deep down where she had never felt anything before 
in her life ...


The corrupting movie-maker caught the almost imperceptible relaxing of 
Melanie Cartwright's natural defenses, and inwardly gloated with 
obscene delight. He continued to talk with her as he watched her smoke 
the strong marijuana, his tones as warm and calm as the music and the 
cigarettes. He was experienced in the sensing of the most subtle of 
moods, knowing perfectly when to retreat or advance, and he moved 
inexorably from innocuous subjects at first to other, more intimate 
discussions. He was well aware that even the mention of sexual things 
would produce a passionate response in the drugged soul of this 
innocent young woman and cause a sensual tingle which would fill her 
slender, firm body until she would not be able to resist it ... Or him 
...


"How are you feeling now, my dear?" he asked, handing her a third 
marijuana cigarette.


"I feel so wonderful, Amos. I wish I never had to go home."


"It must be miserable, there all alone without a man."


"Even with Tim, it's--" Melanie caught herself just before she blurted 
out all her innermost troubles. She put the back of one slim hand to 
her mouth in a gesture of silence.


Andersson moved closer, sliding himself across the cushions of the 
couch until he was almost touching her voluptuous young body. "What is 
it, my dear?" he asked in a soothing voice. "Tell me, what is the 
problem. Maybe I can help you."


Melanie shook her head, taking another deep puff of her cigarette in an 
effort to still her beating heart. "N-No," she managed to whisper. "I 
... I can't tell."


"You should confide in somebody, Melanie. I can see that you're very 
upset about Tim for some reason, and it's no good to keep it bottled up 
inside you."


"M-Maybe not, but I can't." She swallowed thickly, her mind dreamy from 
the effects of the marijuana and brandy. "It ... It has to do with sex, 
you see."


"Everybody has sex lives, my dear. In this day and age of sexual 
freedom, sex is talked and shown everywhere you go. Look at the 
advertisements, the books, the movies I show at my theater. You 
shouldn't be afraid to talk about sex with me ..."


Melanie was dimly aware of Amos Andersson touching her shoulder with 
his hand and draw her closer to him. His arm feels good, she thought to 
herself, and so comforting ... She pulled again on the cigarette in her 
lips. The musky odor of Amos' cologne filled her nostrils, stimulating 
her more, and she allowed herself to be pressed close against the firm 
supporting chest of her employer. She lowered her head against his 
muscular leanness and thought wretchedly of her marriage to Tim and how 
he hadn't held her in such a warm embrace for an awfully long time.


Amos felt the soft, resilient flesh of the unsuspecting young wife 
press tightly to his own body, and her firmly ripened breasts pulsing 
against his chest. He let the soft strands of her honey-colored hair 
brush against his nostrils as he whispered to her: "Maybe I can help, 
Melanie ... Please let me help you ..."


"No," she moaned against him. "No, nothing can make it right."


"Shhh, you're getting too upset, my dear ..."


"Oh, Amos, I'm miserable!" she heard herself mewl involuntarily. "I'm 
so terribly miserable!"


"Then tell me about it, my dear. You'll feel better ..."


Then, haltingly, she found herself unable to stop from pouring out her 
heart to him. Even though she knew she should be more discrete about 
her marital secrets, she was gripped by an overwhelming urge to confess 
to this strong handsome man who was holding her as her father had after 
a nightmare. Perhaps it was his soft, reassuring voice, or the 
influences of the brandy and the cigarettes, but whatever was urging 
her on, it was uncontrollable, and she unburdened her misery to Amos 
Andersson. She told him in half-sobbing, broken words about what had 
happened to her that last night before Tim had left for New York, and 
the nights which had preceded it in her less-than-perfect marriage, and 
she even included the sordid incident in Tim's parked car when they'd 
been engaged. It all came out, and when she was finished, she pressed 
her tear-streaked face tight against Amos' chest, sobbing as though her 
heart was broken.


The lecherous older man stroked her hair lightly in gentle comfort, and 
then he stroked the satiny skin of her arm, a small smile playing 
across his handsome tanned features. So ... just as he thought! A 
rutting boar of a husband, and a frigid mother! And yet, he could tell 
that irately Melanie was a very passionate woman beneath her surface, 
only waiting for the proper combination to stroke her furnace to the 
boiling point. And he was just the man to do it.


By God, he was ... and would be tonight!


In the same tone of voice as he'd been using all along, Andersson said 
softly into her ear, "Don't think about it any more, my dear. Don't 
think about how your husband took you all those times so brutally ... 
Don't think how he hurt you inside ..."


Despite herself, Melanie was beginning to slowly experience an almost 
soporific dream as she remained huddled in Andersson's strong, gentle 
embrace. His words were soothing and hypnotic to her, and though she 
was aware that he was telling her not to think of what she had done and 
felt with Tim, the visions were more clear in her mind than ever. She 
didn't want to think about it, but she couldn't seem to help herself. 
She clutched the thin material of Andersson's shirt, finding security 
in his masculine nearness and the gentle stroking of his hand on her 
bare arm ...


Andersson could feel her warmly throbbing breasts harden beneath her 
thin sweater, and he knew his words were having the desired effect on 
her mind. She was thinking about it, seeing her and her husband 
mentally, and the images were causing her unmistakable, if unwanted, 
arousal in her body. It's working, he thought gleefully. I'm going to 
fuck this bitch yet!


"Don't think how he would press his naked body down on yours and force 
his hardened penis deep up inside your tender vagina with brutal force. 
Don't think how he would pump up and down frantically inside you ..."


Strangely, perversely, the images of Tim raping her painfully swollen 
pussy came back to her a hundredfold. The marijuana and brandy swirled 
heatedly through her bloodstream, and her nerve-ends seemed to tingle 
for reasons she could not understand. She could feel a taunting tendril 
of some unmentionable sensation creep slowly through her loins, and a 
strange moistness seep out from between her tightly clenched thighs to 
wet the soft white nylon of her panties. Her nipples were hardening 
under her brassiere, even though she willed them not to with all her 
strength. The images continued to grow of their own volition, and Amos 
was too close, too exciting ...


"Don't think about you and Tim, Melanie. Don't think about how he was 
fucking you. Yes, fucking, my dear ... fucking is exactly the right 
word to describe how he slid in and out of your sweet little cunt until 
he came with his sperm deep up inside you ..."


Andersson could feel Melanie trembling beneath his arm, and now with 
other emotions than just misery and shame, he thought victoriously. Her 
loneliness, her physical needs, the aphrodisiac marijuana, and the 
alcohol in her blood were all working in harmony, on her basic sensual 
nature, breaking down the barriers of her false prudishness and baring 
the hot, wild woman beneath. He couldn't control his eagerly pulsating 
cock from leaping into full erection at the idea of sliding his own 
male hardness up inside the pussy which her husband had foolishly 
rejected. Damn, he couldn't wait another moment! She was breathing 
faster and faster with every word he cooed into her ear, and if there 
was ever going to be a time to make his play for her, it was right now!


Now was the time to strike!


Chapter 4


"No, Melanie," Amos Andersson whispered with rising heat. "No, don't 
think about how your husband fucked you. Think how much better it will 
be when I make love to you! No man has ever made love to you ... 
gentle, blissful love ... but I will. I'll show you--lead you--to the 
joys you've missed."


He pulled her on her side so that they were facing each other on the 
long, wide couch, and then he ground his loins tightly into hers, 
sliding his hand up over the soft roundness of her buttocks beneath her 
short mini-skirt.


"Oh, Amos, no!" Melanie whimpered into the wetness of his mouth as he 
leaned over and kissed her hard upon the lips. She tried to pull away 
from him, but she could not seem to find the energy to resist his 
caressing touch and delicious kiss, the evil effects of the marijuana 
gluing her to his arms. She squirmed against the cushion of the couch, 
forcing the crotch band of her panties deeper into the crevice of her 
inner thighs. Its smoothness excited the sensitive pink lips of her 
vagina. She could feel tiny throbs beginning to pulse in the little bud 
of her clitoris, and she bit her lower lips tightly to hold back the 
forbidden sensations that were slowly building up between her legs. 
Dear God, what was happening to her?


Her alcohol and marijuana-dazed body stiffened as she felt her handsome 
employer begin massaging her softly trembling buttocks from behind. As 
he ground his loins harder against her, his mouth still locked wetly to 
hers, she gasped and held her breath, feeling the rising hardness under 
his pants pressing into her own unwantedly moistened genitals. She 
clenched her eyes tightly shut, fighting her new unquenchable passions, 
but the soft fingers of his hand nipping teasingly against her inner 
buttocks and the hardness of his pulsating penis grinding into her 
loins brought further moans of helpless submission to her lips.


"Oh, Amos, please don't," she mewled as she felt more lewd delicious 
feelings rippling across the surface of her flesh. "N-No one but my 
husband has ever touched me like this!"


"Always a first time for every thing, my dear," he laughed softly, 
dropping his other hand down between their tightly merged bodies to the 
flatness of her belly.


"Ohhh, don't do this to me please!" she sobbed. Her body jerked 
slightly as she felt Andersson's fingers hooking and sliding the 
material of her short skirt up the front of her naked thighs. She 
moaned and tried again to pull away, using all her will power to 
overcome the strange new sensations that were unwantedly building up 
deep in the pit of her stomach.


"My dear, what you need is to be made love to properly for just once," 
Andersson whispered. "Just once. You'll never have to be unhappy with 
what you're getting at home again!"


Melanie gasped and held her breath as she felt the hem of her skirt 
reach the top of her skirt reach the top of her thighs and his fingers 
suddenly come in searing contact with the softness of her naked flesh. 
An electrifying shock danced along the nerves of her inner thighs as 
she felt him trying to slip his fingers slowly under the tight elastic 
leg band of her panties. She squirmed desperately but futilely against 
the unyielding strength of his embrace, whimpering as the full impact 
of this handsome older man wanting to make love to her burst through 
the lulling effects of the marijuana and brandy. God, what had come 
over him? And worse, what had come over her? They were both married, 
and just because her husband was three thousand miles away was no 
excuse for her to act like some whore! She had to get out of this awful 
mess before it was too late!


"Please, Mr. Andersson," she sobbed helplessly, cringing against the 
back of the couch. "Oh, please let me go! I feel like a fool behaving 
this way with you. I love Tim no matter what, and I can't do anything 
I'd be sorry for later. I just can't, Mr. Andersson!"


"Amos, my dear. Call me Amos, remember?" He smiled paternally down at 
the fearful young wife. "And why can't you enjoy yourself a little on 
the side? Nobody would know. Your husband is out in New York, and 
besides, he's probably balling some pick-up he's made in a bar right 
now!"


Melanie moaned in self-pity. The suspicions she'd been harboring about 
Tim being unfaithful to her pierced her heart like a dagger as she 
heard Andersson's words. "I-I don't care," she said miserably, knowing 
she did. "I would know what I had done, and that would be enough. I'd 
never be able to face my husband again! I've gone too far as it is!"


"Too late, my dear," Andersson chuckled with a cold, cruel glint in his 
eyes, as he decided to really take the initiative, "I want you, and 
deep down inside you know you want me to make love to you. And by God, 
that's what's going to happen."


Melanie tried to speak, but she couldn't, only able to press herself 
tightly back against the couch in disbelief. She watched, mesmerized, 
as he began stripping his clothes from his body with his free hand. She 
wanted to close her eyes to shut out the horror, but before she could 
find the strength, he was completely naked. His thick, hard penis stood 
out from beneath the firm muscles of his tanned abdomen like the 
menacing shaft of a heavy, blunt spear. He leaned toward her, still 
holding her thighs down with one hand, and stroking the heavy 
uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over the bulbous head of his 
hardened cock with the other.


"Bet your husband never had anything like this to slide into you," he 
gloated proudly. He continued his tormenting of the terrified girl, 
watching the contorted expressions of fear and unwilling arousal cross 
over her face.


Melanie tried to avert her eyes, but against her will, she found that 
her gaze was dropping again to the hard fleshy erection he was holding 
in his hand. God, it was thick! In spite of her fear, her drugged mind 
wondered how a woman could take such a thing inside of her without 
being split completely apart.


Andersson was built and he knew it, and he hunched near her for a 
moment longer reveling in the awe the size of his cock was bringing to 
her eyes. Then he leaned over her and hissed, "Are you going to take 
your clothes off or shall I do it for you?"


Melanie gasped and held her breath as she felt the hem of her skirt 
reach the top of her thighs and his fingers suddenly come in searing 
contact with the softness of her naked flesh. An electrifying shock 
danced along the nerves of her inner thighs as she felt him trying to 
slip his fingers slowly under the tight elastic leg band of her 
panties. She squirmed desperately but futilely against the unyielding 
strength of his embrace, whimpering as the full impact of this handsome 
older man wanting to make love to her burst through the lulling effects 
of the marijuana and brandy. God, what had come over him? And worse, 
what had come over her? They were both married, and just because her 
husband was three thousand miles away was no excuse for her to act like 
some whore! She had to get out of this awful mess before it was too 
late!


"Please, Mr. Andersson," she sobbed helplessly, cringing against the 
back of the couch. "Oh, please let me go! I feel like a fool behaving 
this way with you. I love Tim no matter what, and I can't do anything 
I'd be sorry for later. I just can't, Mr. Andersson!"


"Amos, my dear. Call me Amos, remember?" He smiled paternally down at 
the fearful young wife. "And why can't you enjoy yourself a little on 
the side? Nobody would know. Your husband is out in New York, and 
besides, he's probably balling some pick-up he's made in a bar right 
now!"


Melanie moaned in self-pity. The suspicions she'd been harboring about 
Tim being unfaithful to her pierced her heart like a dagger as she 
heard Andersson's words. "I-I don't care," she said miserably, knowing 
she did. "I would know what I had done, and that would be enough. I'd 
never be able to face my husband again! I've gone too far as it is!"


"Too late, my dear," Andersson chuckled with a cold, cruel glint in his 
eyes, as he decided to really take the initiative, "I want you, and 
deep down inside you know you want me to make love to you. And by God, 
that's what's going to happen."


Melanie tried to speak, but she couldn't, only able to press herself 
tightly back against the couch in disbelief. She watched, mesmerized, 
as he began stripping his clothes from his body with his free hand. She 
wanted to close her eyes to shut out the horror, but before she could 
find the strength, he was completely naked. His thick, hard penis stood 
out from beneath the firm muscles of his tanned abdomen like the 
menacing shaft of a heavy, blunt spear. He leaned toward her, still 
holding her thighs down with one hand, and stroking the heavy 
uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over the bulbous head of his 
hardened cock with the other.


"Bet your husband never had anything like this to slide into you," he 
gloated proudly. He continued his tormenting of the terrified girl, 
watching the contorted expressions of fear and unwilling arousal cross 
over her face.


Melanie tried to avert her eyes, but against her will, she found that 
her gaze was dropping again to the hard fleshy erection he was holding 
in his hand. God, it was thick! In spite of her fear, her drugged mind 
wondered how a woman could take such a thing inside of her without 
being split completely apart.


Andersson was built and he knew it, and he hunched near her for a 
moment longer reveling in the awe the size of his cock was bringing to 
her eyes. Then he leaned over her and hissed, "Are you going to take 
your clothes off or shall I do it for you?"


"D-Don't touch me," Melanie finally managed to stammer through her 
immobilizing euphoria. But she knew there was nothing to do to stop him 
now, for the small part of her mind that was still rational was far too 
weak to fight both his strength and her own body's strangely rising 
sensations. This naked man was going to ravish her helpless flesh no 
matter how much she pleaded with him not to!


He reached out and drew her hard against him, cupping her terrified 
young face in his palms. With a triumphant grin he pressed his wet lips 
tightly down over hers again, thrusting his tongue deep into the warm 
depths of her mouth. She sagged limply on the couch, feeling the 
hardness of his fully exposed penis digging into the softness of her 
stomach. A last faint thought of trying to tear herself away flickered 
hopelessly through her mind, but faded with the tender caress of his 
hands pressing into the sides of her cheeks.


"That's my lovely girl," he breathed into her mouth softly. "I'll be 
nice and easy ... so gentle with you. You'll see."


Melanie was dimly aware of his hands leaving her face and snaking 
around her body to the hemline of her sweater. Almost as if he had 
hypnotized her into submission, she allowed him to draw the thin 
pullover up over her breasts and off her head and arms. The snaps of 
her brassiere came next and she heard him mutter a faint sigh of lusty 
appreciation as he dropped it to the floor and her full white breasts 
burst into the warm living room air. He reached behind her again to the 
zipper at the back of her skirt, and with one swift downward motion, he 
opened it away from her ripely flaring buttocks. She could feel the 
sensual rush of air against her thighs as he pulled the skirt from her. 
She swayed dizzily on the couch as she willingly arched her hips 
permitting him to pull her white nylon panties slowly down over the 
softness of her rounded buttocks and let them drop to the small skimpy 
pile of her other clothing on the floor.


There was nothing left. He moved her feet up and now she lay stretched 
out completely naked on the couch, hearing him panting on his knees 
beside her. The heady smoke of the marijuana wafted sensuously through 
her blood, intensifying the uncontrollable sensations which were 
unwantedly directing her actions. She gritted her teeth together, 
resisting as best she could, but her utter helplessness and the thought 
of her husband making love to some other woman were too much for the 
tormented wife's confused, bedrugged mind. She could only squirm back a 
little, whimpering as the tip of his finger found the narrow tender 
crevice of her vagina and thrust gently into it, parting the soft pubic 
hair and making sudden delicious contact with the hotly throbbing head 
of her tiny clitoris. She was wet and sensitive from the unwanted 
desire that permeated her entire being, and she sucked in her breath 
tightly to hold back the sigh of pleasure she felt growing deep in her 
chest. There was nothing she could seem to do to fight him back, and 
tears of disgrace cascaded warmly down over her face as in her shame 
she found herself reacting involuntarily to the tingling caresses of 
her overly sensitive breasts and vagina. She was unable to keep from 
widening her legs, and found her buttocks suddenly undulating in an 
involuntary up and down rhythm to the light teasing of his fingers 
sliding between her thighs ...


And all this while, Syble Andersson was sitting with a lewd grin of 
excitement on her face as she concentrated on the large plate glass 
before her. She had come directly from the Dew Drop Inn, parking her 
car in the garage where it could not be seen, and gone to the now 
pitch-dark den beside the living room, where a two-way mirror was 
installed. She could clearly see all the action, but from the other 
side, the glass was only a mirror which reflected images, and now she 
sat sipping a tall Scotch as she watched her husband progress with his 
seduction.


Damn! Syble thought. Amos really knows how to get a woman going! She 
could feel a slight twinge of jealousy overcoming her as she studied 
his face and saw the unmistakable signs she knew so well. Her husband 
liked to fuck any woman he could lay his hands on, and that was all 
there was to it. But what he was doing now to that innocent blonde, 
Melanie, was going to let her, Syble, inside that same girl later. She 
leaned back with the obscene thought of those long slim legs wrapped 
tight around her as she shoved her tongue deep inside that warm, tender 
pussy. By God, she'd show little Melanie what loving was all about! She 
could feel moisture seeping from her throbbing cuntal lips at the idea 
as she turned her attention back to the two naked bodies writhing on 
the wide couch on the other side of the mirror. Small beads of 
perspiration began to form on her brow from the excitement she always 
felt when she watched her husband fucking another woman half to death 
...


Through half-slit eyes, Melanie could see the shadowy form of her naked 
employer crouching between her open legs that were splayed like angel's 
wings on the soft, wide couch. She could feel the flat palms of his 
sweating hands pushing against the softness of her inner thighs, and 
she watched with gathering horror as his head dipped slowly down ... 
lower ... lower ... and then!


"Ohhhh!" she jerked, as his hot moist lips closed over the hair-fringed 
mound at the base of her belly. His eager face disappeared from her 
view into the soft fleece of her pubic hair as he planted wet tickling 
kisses on the still resisting crevice, his tongue flicking lizard-like 
at the quivering opening of her cunt.


"Ohhhh God, don't! Please don't!" she whimpered, trying desperately to 
screw her naked buttocks back down from the hot tongue flicking 
mercilessly at her defenseless vagina. His answer was a lewd chuckle 
and a further stab into the tight fleshy slit of her moistly pink 
flesh.


"Ahhhggggggg!" she moaned in undisguised humiliation, her head falling 
back on the cushions as his tongue speared the involuntarily swelling 
lips of her cunt. In spite of her terror and revulsion at the horrible 
perversion being done to her helpless genitals, tiny wisps of forbidden 
pleasure began to burn deep down inside her belly, and tingling little 
goosebumps rippled across her quivering belly and full heaving breasts.


"Oh God, I can't, I can't let you do this!" she sobbed helplessly, 
fighting the torturing sensations that were steadily building out of 
control through her naked young body. She clenched her teeth tight 
together and fought with all her will against the growing flames that 
were threatening to burst into uncontrollable fire and devour her 
resistance. But it was a losing battle as Amos Andersson sucked and 
licked ceaselessly at her increasingly submitting loins, and her 
drugged mind hopelessly sensed her love-starved body beginning to 
shamelessly desert her. Her smooth rounded buttocks jerked up 
involuntarily toward his wetly darting tongue, sending more delicious 
spasms of sensation coursing through her raw nerve ends.


Amos felt her surrender and, with a savage grin, he thrust his thick 
wet tongue deeper into the hotly quivering sheath of her responding 
vagina. He worked hungrily, feeling the soft moist pubic hair brushing 
tantalizingly against his cheeks, knowing that she was far too gone now 
to fight anything he wanted to do to her. As his lips rounded and 
covered the wetly clasping cunt before him, he could hear low guttural 
moans from the girl whose soft warm thighs were now closing 
spontaneously around the sides of his moving head. He could feel her 
pink wet flesh moving around his long extended tongue as her cuntal 
walls opened and closed in a sucking motion, attempting on their own to 
pull him deeper into her. He had never seen anyone so hot, even with 
the marijuana, and he knew she was now completely at his mercy and 
loving every moment of it. She needed fucking bad and she was going to 
get it, her body lost in the heat of her arousal.


"Ohhhh! Ohhhh!" she moaned, the cruel realization of her total loss of 
control hitting her with shame and humiliation. But her thoughts were 
fleeting, all that mattering now to her being the delightful shafts of 
pleasure piercing through her nakedly quivering flesh like tiny 
prickling needles of fire. She had never expected sex to be like this, 
that any man could bring such things from her body. She reached down 
and desperately tangled her fingers in his hair, guiding his face 
deeper to the spreading lips of her hair-lined pussy, splaying her legs 
wider with abandonment to give him greater access.


The evil movie owner could stand it no longer. His penis was incited to 
a hardness he could no longer control, and he had to fuck this innocent 
young wife before he exploded his cum all over the couch. He grabbed 
her flailing legs behind the knees and shoved them roughly back against 
her shoulders, slithering up her sweat-streaked body at the same time. 
His long rigid cock brushed against her saliva-wet pubic hair, peeling 
her narrow pink vaginal slit pulsing its lips with open invitation.


Melanie could see Amos Andersson hovering over her through her passion 
and drug-dimmed eyes. She could feel the hardness of his thick fleshy 
penis lying the full length of her quaking pink cunt, the jerking head 
of his cock throbbing between her wide spread buttocks. He insinuated 
it in a maddening tease that caused her to twist her hips up toward it, 
her hungry pussy searching desperately for its hard blood-filled tip. 
Forgotten now were her morals, her marriage, her vows to Tim. Nothing 
mattered any longer except to have this man's penis far up inside her! 
Her belly was screaming for it!


Melanie felt the lips of her eagerly quivering vagina being forced 
open. The elastic rimmed tightness resisted for a moment and then gave 
way before his hard cruel pressure. The pain was harsh and she 
mechanically clenched her muscles against it as a long low wail came 
from deep within her throat. Andersson shoved again, enjoying her 
screams of pain, ramming forward and sinking his lust-inflated cock all 
the way to the hilt. Her legs jerked out wide on either side of his 
lean muscular body as she screwed her buttocks deep down into the 
cushions in an attempt to escape the sudden brutal impalement.


"Nooooooo! It hurts! It hurts worse than Tim's!" she cried out. She 
felt as though her body was being torn down the middle and that she 
would be ripped in half from this giant male member embedded so deep in 
her belly. Her face was contorted with the agony of his vicious stab 
inside her, her lips curled back from her teeth, and pleading whimpers 
coming tumbling from her swollen lips. God, oh God, she couldn't take 
it! She couldn't!


Andersson held her there for a moment, savoring the spectacle of this 
innocent young wife impaled helplessly under him with his huge 
pulsating prick buried deep in her tight little cunt. She'd never had 
it this deep, he gloated to himself as he pinned her back in the lewd 
humiliating position. He wished that her stupid husband could see her 
now, spread-eagled this way with a strange man making her scream and 
yell. And then he felt her vagina contract involuntarily as she flexed 
her inner muscles to relieve the impossible pressure. He throbbed his 
penis gently, expanding it inside her, but still not moving his body.


"Ahhhhgggg," she whimpered through bared teeth, trying to accustom 
herself to this greater impalement.


He waited a moment and then flexed again, watching her contorted face 
below. Her mouth hung limply open, her eyes clenched tightly shut. He 
flexed again, this time setting a slow teasing rhythm to his throbs. He 
watched her nostrils begin a slow hesitant flaring in time to the beat 
and knew that she was on that fine line between pleasure and pain.


"Ohhhhh, God! God!" she mewled as the buried cock expanded more and 
stretched the narrow passage walls of her vagina still more.


Andersson now began long smooth strokes into her defenselessly exposed 
loins that were wet and slippery from his saliva. He withdrew the shaft 
of his burgeoning cock until just its blunt tip was left inside the hot 
dilated opening of her cunt, and then thrust forward hard with his hips 
until his testicles slapped against the wide-split crevice of her 
buttocks.


Melanie groaned helplessly as her tender vagina was plundered again and 
again almost beyond endurance. He was driving her head hard back 
against the cushions of the couch with every jack-hammer thrust he 
made, and she couldn't fight from her hopeless position. Her arms were 
pinned down at her sides by her own updrawn legs. She could feel the 
giant heated rod of his hardened penis sliding wetly up and down inside 
her warmly tight passage, and she strained back against his vicious 
assault on her femaledom. But gradually she was becoming accustomed to 
his monstrous size inside her, and a masochistic pleasure she had never 
known before began to replace the firebrands of pain that raced from 
her totally filled loins to the top of her head.


Goddamn, Amos is fucking her good, Syble Andersson gasped from her seat 
behind the two-way mirror. She watched the fleshy hardness of her 
husband skewering to its hilt down between the young girl's widespread 
thighs, and an obscene thrill rippled through her at the sight. Melanie 
Cartwright didn't know it yet, but this was just beginning for her, and 
Syble could hardly wait for her chance to delve between those same 
urgently jerking thighs. In fact, the way she felt right now, thinking 
about tasting the softly succulent flesh between those long slim legs, 
she was tempted to go out and join them this very moment!


Melanie could feel her womb flare wide and the tightly resisting lips 
of her hair-lined cunt flower open to receive his massively heated 
staff of love. Her nakedly writhing body felt itself coming to life 
now, the pain receding more and more as maddening tingles darted up 
from her soft white belly. Electric sensations rippled through her 
suddenly twitching cunt and out their fleece-lined lips, dancing like 
lightning across her trembling thighs and up through the tips of her 
pink, palpitating nipples. She rotated her hips from side to side 
around the fleshy impaling cock, her vagina dilating to its rhythmic 
beating, her body matching his pounding lunges with her own eager 
upthrusts as she greedily sought more of his long hard cock.


Dear God, it had never felt this good when Tim had "fucked" her! She 
didn't know why, and she no longer cared to ask. There was nothing else 
in her world now; no tomorrow, no today, no Tim-nothing except her 
deep, wet grotto of lust and the pistoning hardness filling it. This 
was madness she had never known--a total surrender to the lure of 
flesh, and her drugged mind reveled in her wickedness.


"Ohhhhhhh, yes! Yes, Amos, fuck me! Fuck me hard! Hard!" she begged, 
gasping. She was approaching what she instinctively knew was an orgasm, 
something she always missed before, and her body became more animal 
than human as she twisted and contorted in her frenzied quest for her 
first climatic release.


A sudden flash of brilliant light made her clench her eyes tightly 
shut. Through the haze of passion and marijuana she was vaguely aware 
of someone having entered the room with a camera in their hands, but it 
didn't matter to her. Nothing mattered except the naked body driving 
into her from above.


"Judas priest!" she heard a voice like Syble's breath. "Look at little 
Miss Innocent go!"


"I told you she'd let loose once the grass got to her, my dear," an 
Amos-like voice panted triumphantly. You've been watching?"


"Every breathless stroke. Don't fuck her to death, lover. I still want 
some of her tender pussy too, you know."


"In a minute, my dear. I'm almost there, and so is she!"


"Ram it to her, lover. I want a good shot of this!"


The puzzling voices continued as the remarks became more lewd and 
bright white flashes struck again and again. But it didn't matter to 
Melanie. She drove on unheeding, almost ready to cum and unable to 
stop. Her ravenously hungry vagina spiraled up the full length of his 
slippery plunging cock as she strove wildly for the end. Then--


"Ohhhh God! God, yes!" she screamed up at him. "This is it! I ... I'm 
going to cum! Ohhh God, I've never cum before, and now I'm going to 
cummmmmmmmm!"


Suddenly, with a deep-throated mewl, her naked young body began 
vibrating uncontrollably, and heated secretions of release flowed from 
her throbbing cuntal passage, drowning his impaling cock with a sticky 
warmth. She reached frantically around under her squirming buttocks 
with both her hands to caress his testicles that were pressing into the 
split of her behind. She felt them spasm ...


"Cum! Cum with me! Ohhhhhhh, God, cummmmmmm!"


She could feel her insides splitting delightfully apart as the head of 
the deep-sunk penis suddenly flared into a hugeness that threatened to 
tear her belly in two. It began to spurt and she could feel his 
delicious thick sperm shooting into her like molten lava, erupting in 
spilling answer to her own hot flowing cum into the already filled 
cavern of her pinkly quivering vagina.


"Ohhhh, fill me up! Fill me up!" she moaned incoherently as the tender 
flesh of her pussy clasped like a hungry glove around his wildly 
spurting cock, sucking the last drop as it continued to gush her own 
hot streams of orgasmic fluids. She screwed her buttocks up tightly 
against the still squirting shaft in her cunt and, with another scream 
from between her tightly clenched teeth, felt her body exploding over 
and over into what seemed a thousand tiny sparks. Her strength was 
suddenly gone and she collapsed back on the cushions, feeling 
Andersson's once-hard penis slowly begin to deflate inside her cum-
flooded pussy.


"Ahhhhh ..." she sighed dreamily. She'd been fucked and fucked better 
than she had ever been before in her life. Her pubic area throbbed with 
a sweet continuous ache, and her flesh trembled from the passionate 
sensations which had turned her into a sex-craving animal. So wonderful 
... and as the very shamelessness of her wanton surrender flickered 
hazily through her mind, the mental image of her naked body being 
fucked to orgasm by this lewd man lying above her incited her drugged 
mind once more to arousal. The hunger in her belly began raging out of 
control again almost instantly. Unconsciously she began to undulate her 
buttocks in tiny circles, squeezing with her cuntal muscles at the 
fleshy, flaccid penis still pulsing inside her loins. She had milked it 
dry once, but spurred on by her newly discovered sexuality and the 
marijuana in her blood, Melanie was gripped by the desire to have Amos' 
long thick cock harden in her again. She wanted more of his hot thick 
sperm to fill her thirsty cunt until it overflowed and ran down her 
already wetly covered thighs. She wanted to wallow in it again, wallow 
in her new-found depravity.


"Again ... Oh, God, again!" she sobbed out with frustration into his 
mouth. But it was useless. As much as she squeezed her buttocks up 
against his softened penis, it would not come alive, again, its mastery 
lost over her seething emotions. With a satiated sigh of contentment, 
Amos Andersson rolled from between her still gyrating thighs and onto 
the floor beside the couch.


"Noooooo! Nooooo, I want more! Fuck me! Fuck me again!" Melanie was 
beside herself now with her drug-induced lust. She kicked her legs wide 
out in the air, her own fingers manipulating ineffectually the hair-
fringed slit between her thighs. She dug into her vaginal flesh 
greedily, trying to reach that impossible height to which that 
vanquished cock had sent her a moment before.


Syble smiled and tripped the camera she was holding another time or 
two, a glitter of obscene desire burning in her eyes. Then she handed 
the camera to her husband, who was sprawled on the carpet, and said: 
"All right, lover, now it's my turn with her."


"Yeah, and I'll add a few good ones for the album before I join in, 
too."


Melanie felt the cushions of the couch depress as another body sat down 
beside her head. Through lust-glazed, marijuana-fogged eyes, she 
struggled to see who it was, and then her hands froze in their lewd 
position of masturbation.


It was Syble Andersson!


"Oh God," she mewled in sudden humiliation at Amos' wife seeing her 
like this, naked and with her belly still filled with the wetness of 
her husband's sperm. She opened her mouth in horror, but was too 
paralyzed to scream. Instead she jerked one arm up from her still 
widespread loins and over her face, her face reddening from the shame 
of being caught in this adulterous position.


"There, there, Melanie," Syble cooed softly. She began stroking the 
satin blonde hair which was flowing across her legs as the young girl 
buried her head in the cushions beside her thigh. "I'm not mad at 
anything. Don't look so sad."


"Wh-What?" Melanie moaned in a broken, sobbing voice.


"I've come to join your little party, not upset it."


Melanie listened, mouth agape, scarcely able to believe what was going 
on. As the initial reaction of horrified panic settled into 
disbelieving wonder, she now sensed warm, unclothed skin brushing her 
cheek, and only then realized Syble was as naked as she was!


The young wife gasped, raising her head from the couch to make sure she 
had felt correctly. In shocked astonishment she stared at the sight of 
the naked beautiful woman sitting so close to her. Dear God, what now 
... now that she's here nude like this? Join the party? How? But 
Melanie's glazed, drugged mind was too filled with unsated passions, 
and her belly too aching with unfulfilled desire, to fully understand.


Syble leaned forward and took Melanie's tear-streaked face to her 
large, firm breasts. Cradling the young wife tenderly as she caressed 
her brow with gentle fingertips. "Now, don't get so upset just because 
you were fucking Amos, dear. I've been watching, you know, watching you 
all the time and really enjoyed it."


"S-Syble? I ... I don't understand ... What are you doing?"


"Shhhh," Syble whispered. "You just relax and let me bring you more 
good times."


Andersson's passionate wife trailed her eyes along the length of the 
young woman's body with undisguised relish, coming to rest at last on 
her slim white thighs where thin trails of lewd sperm that had just 
been pumped into her could still be seen glistening wetly in the dim 
light. Her face contorted with feline pleasure as she thought that now 
her turn had come ... that Part Two was just beginning!


Melanie lay as if frozen against the soft, warm breasts pressing into 
her cheek, a dry, almost strangling sensation in her throat. She was 
shocked and surprised, and yet not quite able to resist the smooth 
motherly caresses. She shuddered, torn between the hot desire scorching 
her still throbbing vagina and the quick twinge of shame and 
humiliation that flickered through her confused mind. Then Syble's hand 
reached downward to touch and caress one of her breasts, and Melanie 
experienced another new sensation she had never known before. She 
gasped, momentarily closing her eyes, as she heard Syble's husband 
chuckle lewdly beside the couch and flash another picture. The long, 
slim fingers caught her nipple, rolling and squeezing it in a tender, 
understanding way only a woman could know, and Melanie began to tremble 
all over at the strange forbiddenness of the situation. This was vile 
and degrading, worse than when Amos had ravished her willing body with 
his hard, brutal penis ... but at the moment her entire being was in a 
torment of drug-filled lust, and she couldn't have stopped the 
beautiful woman's fingers if she'd wanted to.


"You're such a pretty girl," Syble sighed. "I've thought so since I 
first saw you. Have you fucked many men, Melanie?"


The obscene question jolted her. At first she didn't know how to 
answer, or even if she should ...


"Tell me, love ... Please tell me. I get more excited then ..."


"N-No ..." Melanie finally stammered, not really knowing what made her 
respond to the lewd question. "O-Only my husband."


"And mine, don't forget," Syble giggled delightedly.


"Y-Yes, and ... And Mr. Andersson." She blushed crimson, the obscene 
words exciting her strangely through the marijuana haze of her mind. "I 
... I let your husband fuck me."


"And you loved it, too. But you'll like his wife just as well before 
I'm done. I'll promise you that. I'll make you cum like you've never 
cum before," Syble whispered seductively, now tilting her head down so 
that her nostrils breathed heavy hot air on Melanie's face. "Kiss me, 
love ... Kiss me ..."


Melanie stiffened as the warm moist lips of Mrs. Andersson closed over 
hers, and a darting tongue probed along her tightly closed lips. There 
was a feeling that to kiss another woman would make what was happening 
all that more obscene, as if there was actual love and affection 
between them rather than just a basic urge to relieve the tensions 
unbearable in her loins. But Syble had her hand cradling her head now, 
and after a moment of hesitation she surrendered to the insistent soft 
tongue, opening her lips to let it slide into her mouth. Their mouths 
fused hotly, and Melanie found herself responding with all the passion 
she would have saved for her husband, sucking and savoring the saliva 
from the naked woman's mouth, and only conscious of the delicious 
sensations the French kisses were causing in her already excited flesh.


"Ohhhhh, God, Syble," she murmured as they broke apart. "God, I can't 
seem to help myself ..."


"Isn't that wonderful; But tell me ... Tell me what you want!"


"M-Make me cum, Syble ... Ohhhh make me cum ...!" Her own lewd demands 
made her drugged mind reel with excitement, and her pulsing blood raced 
faster through her fevered flesh. Syble's hand continued to massage her 
breast with that special woman's touch, while Melanie, her abused body 
still smoldering with the lust-inspired fires Amos Andersson had 
kindled in her loins, found something horribly fascinating in his 
lovely wife's attentions. She closed her eyes again and began to 
tremble all over from the depraved sensations she was feeling, and 
Syble held her tight, rubbing her naked body against her own so that 
the nipples of their breasts crushed against each other.


Melanie felt the woman's full thigh raise and her slim leg entwine 
about her until the soft curly hair of their pubic mounds brushed 
warmly together. Her hand was on Melanie's buttocks, pulling them apart 
to slip between and caress the tight sensitive anus with her finger, 
forcing Melanie to move against the back of the couch and bend 
slightly.


And then the lesbianic wife of her employer was slithering down the 
young wife's yearning body, and Melanie groaned as Syble kissed her 
breasts with soft, wet, feather-light lips. The couch sagged again and 
Melanie caught her breath as the woman commenced to shower moistly 
heated kisses on her quivering white thighs and tautly rippling belly. 
And then Syble forced her legs wider apart, rolling her gently over on 
her knees. Melanie now straddled the other woman who was lying face up 
beneath her and between her widespread thighs.


The full expanse of the shamelessly aroused girl's moist pink crevice--
from her tiny quivering clitoris hidden in the soft curls of her blonde 
pubic hair, down past the wetly sensitive vaginal opening which had 
just been fucked, to the puckered rosebud of her anus--was entirely 
open and splayed above the older woman's lustful eyes. And in turn, 
Syble was lying in such a position as to present her own dark-fringed 
throbbing cunt only inches beneath Melanie's young face.


A great shudder coursed down Melanie's spine as Syble's hotly quivering 
tongue licked across the soft blonde pubic fleece just around her wetly 
throbbing cuntal slit. When the tormenting tongue licked again, Melanie 
cried out deliriously as the black-haired wife nipped her budding 
clitoris with her sharp white teeth. The younger woman let all 
remaining thoughts of right or wrong, depravity or passion, pass in one 
sudden surge of rising ecstasy, and she lowered her firm thighs 
downwards upon the kissing mouth of Amos' wife, ecstatically as her 
sensitive pink flesh was licked and kissed with frenzied delight.


In turn, Melanie found that she could not resist brushing her own 
fingers lightly over the tanned belly and full round thighs of the 
gorgeous naked woman below her; then she felt a new surge of excitement 
when she saw the older wife tremble and mewl with desire as little 
droplets of secretion moistened the pulsating edges the flowering cunt 
below her face. Syble's skin felt so good to touch, and as the other 
woman continued to plant long slaving kisses on her burning vaginal 
crevice, Melanie was filled with a mounting desire to return the soft 
liquid caresses. She reached down around Syble's warmly writhing 
buttocks and lowered her mouth to brush lovingly through the soft 
velvet curls of dark pubic hair below her. I can't ... I can't kiss 
another woman's genitals ... And then, suddenly, in a burst of passion 
her lips and tongue were burrowing down inside the tender swollen folds 
of moist vaginal flesh. She could smell the fragrant bouquet of 
feminine aroma rising from Syble's heated loins, and her own moistening 
pussy ached all the more from the twin excitements of being licked so 
voraciously and sucking another woman's cunt in return. She screwed her 
naked young buttocks down harder, splaying her thighs as far as they 
could go to allow all of her backsides to be fondled and suckled.


It was this wanton movement which caused Syble to mewl back in a 
gasping muffled voice:


"Ohhhh! That's it, dear! Faster! Lick and suck me harder!"


Melanie sucked hungrily now, teasing the woman's little clitoris as 
Syble was doing to her own, and salivating as she had never before from 
licking the moistly quivering loins below. Her insides felt as though 
they had melted with the heat of her passionate arousal. She thrust her 
tongue harder and harder into the other warmly perfumed vagina every 
inch of her on fire and the walls of her grasping young cunt sending 
out erotically maddening sensations throughout her entire body.


Amos chuckled as he watched through the viewfinder of his camera, and 
shot a snap of his wife's licking tongue hotly embedded between 
Melanie's lust-swollen cuntal lips. His massive penis which had been 
soft and drained only moments before was once more stone hard and 
throbbing with lust, and his hands were shaking so badly that he could 
hardly take any more pictures. Christ! His plans were working 
perfectly! Nothing had gone wrong, and there remained only his 
additional subjugation and submission of the writhing, drug-lusting 
young girl on the couch above his naked wife for Part Three to be 
equally successful.


With a growl of bursting passion, he attached a timer to the camera and 
then positioned it on the coffee table near the couch so that its lens 
was aimed directly at the wetly probing mouth of the mindless girl. Yes 
... he'd get one perfect picture of him and her--only one, but it would 
have to do. Once he started in on her, he knew he'd never be able to 
leave those soft warm lips of hers until he'd cum in her mouth! He set 
the timer and then moved for her, fingering his turgid, aching cock 
lightly and feeling the savage heat of his urgency boiling up like a 
volcano in his testicles.


Melanie didn't notice the naked Andersson until he had climbed on the 
broad, soft couch in front of her bobbing head and had knelt between 
his own wife's widely splayed legs. Fingers tangled in her hair, rudely 
jerking her hungry young mouth up from the delicious folds of Syble's 
soft vaginal flesh, and then hands fumbled with her wet lips glistening 
with saliva and secretions. She felt a rubbery hardness pressing 
against her mouth, and she opened her eyes to stare at the long thick 
cock lewdly pulsing against her mouth.


At first she did the natural thing and struggled, trying to roll her 
head from side to side and draw her thighs together against Syble's 
ravenous sucking of her cunt, but the older man held her tight and she 
could not move away. She could only tightly clench her teeth and lips 
together and try to keep from opening them, but Amos was not to be 
denied. As he increased the pressure, it felt as though her lips were 
being pushed back through the sharpness of her teeth; she could even 
hear him groan as he ground his spongy hardness against her mouth. It 
was then that Syble added an extra delicious thrust with her fire-
lapping tongue which Melanie was unable to ignore. She gasped with 
wanton delight at the sensations coursing through her sex-crazed loins, 
and at this moment the man crushed his heatedly throbbing penis through 
her softly parted lips and into the warm cavern of her wet mouth.


Amos began immediately to screw his throbbing cock viciously back and 
forth between his lips with an all-consuming lust. The despairing young 
girl closed her eyes, her humiliation and her shame knowing no bounds, 
trying not to think of the depraved attack to which he was subjecting 
her. But it was impossible! His hands were holding her in a vise-like 
grip, his palms pressed hard against her ears until they were ringing. 
His thick testicles bounced against her wettened chin, and there was a 
warm musky odor from his genitals which flared her nostrils with a 
strange excitement.


"Suck harder, you bitch," she heard him command harshly from above. 
"Suck my cock harder ..." And she did! She was conditioned to following 
his every lewd demand now from the arousal in her flesh and the 
marijuana in her blood. Her wetly parted lips slowly began to nibble at 
the thrusting thick penis, and she coughed and spluttered at first 
until she became accustomed to this unnatural invasion of her mouth. Oh 
God, what am I doing? she moaned crazily to herself as two Anderssons, 
man and wife, began to pummel her helplessly sandwiched body between 
them. The sensual desires deep inside her belly which had been released 
by her orgasm and triggered anew by Syble's licking tongue began to 
flicker hotly through her loins, and the mental image of how she must 
look in her surrendered position only incited her more. The saliva in 
her mouth grew and grew, becoming salty and thick with the emissions 
seeping from the tip of Amos' wildly pumping cock. She could feel his 
penile shaft expanding between her tightly ovalled lips as it had 
inside her cunt, and she moaned piteously around it as he thrust his 
flexing buttocks forward and drove his impaling hardness down her 
throat as though he were trying to meet his own wife's lashing tongue 
that was skewering deep into her vagina from below.


Syble had begun to lick and suck still harder now; spurred on by the 
lewdly inciting thought of how her husband must look as he savagely 
speared his wetly gleaming penis in and out of the innocent young 
wife's tortured mouth. She lashed mercilessly up at the quivering bud-
like clitoris of the young woman splayed above her, using her teeth to 
tease and delight while Melanie writhed and churned uncontrollably in 
rising desire. With an obscene and triumphant satisfaction she could 
feel the muscles of the girl's inner thighs flexing and unflexing with 
their own implacable lust, and she knew that any slight hesitation the 
girl might have felt earlier was rapidly disappearing. She could feel 
her own spiraling climax approaching like a rocket and spread her 
quivering legs farther apart as she reached down along her perspiring 
body to thrust three fingers into her own swollen cunt. She massaged 
her hungrily clasping vagina with surging motions while she continued 
to suck salaciously in time to the cruel buffeting of Melanie's 
writhing young body between her and her equally depraved husband.


Melanie Cartwright had never felt so utterly abused and depraved before 
in her life. But a lascivious fire was burning in her belly as the very 
knowledge of her helpless submission weakened her already drugged 
spirit. A strange masochistic joy once again began to rage through her 
tingling nerves with the ever increasing sensations of Amos Andersson's 
long hard penis ramming wetly between her lips and his wife's greedy 
mouth raping her hotly throbbing pussy. She was beginning to desire 
this lewd subjugation and was growing to wish for more of the obscene 
sensations which were saturating every inch of her naked flesh. She 
rolled her clenching buttocks down in tiny lewd circles and constricted 
the muscles of her cuntal walls to squeeze the wet, flashing probe of 
the woman's spearing tongue. At the same time, she sucked insatiably at 
the thick, swollen cock in her mouth, her cheeks bloating with his 
every thrust. It was the first time in her life she had ever tasted a 
man's penis and she hungrily explored it with her tongue, an excited 
moan escaping from her throat as she betrayed her surrender to her own 
tormenting passion.


"That's right, my dear," Amos chuckled down at her, his voice coarse 
and rasping with his arousal. "You like a man's cock now that you've 
tried it. Go on ... go on and take my balls! Squeeze them but be 
gentle! And suck! Suck until I cum in your mouth!"


Melanie cupped his semen-filled testicles gingerly with her fingers, 
not because he had spoken, but because she was unable to do anything 
else. She sucked demon-like in a haze of drug-inspired passion, 
swishing her tongue around and around the throbbing hardness sliding in 
and out between her tightly ovalled lips and taunting the thin little 
hole in the blunt head of his cock with increasing delight. The 
masochistic joy of being abused like some dirty slut picked up out of 
the gutter permeated her innocent young body, and submissive mewling 
sounds escaped from between her lips locked wetly around his hard 
thrusting penis. She groaned with the forbidden excitement of knowing 
that at any moment he was going to spew his lewd white sperm into her 
mouth until it ran from the edges of her lips in heated white trails, 
and wickedly she wanted to experience the lewd taste. She wanted to 
feel him shoot his cum into her so she could swallow the creamy semen 
down her throat until her stomach was as filled as her adulterous cunt. 
Her shame and debasement would be complete then, and she would be the 
whore she had allowed herself to become tonight. She had lost control 
over everything she knew was right and good and true, and there was 
nothing left for her. She could never face Tim again with the same 
innocence, for somehow she had turned into the animal she had 
previously deplored, her decency and self-respect having totally 
deserted her for some unknown, nightmarish reason she was unable to 
fathom. The Anderssons wanted her to fuck, then she would fuck! They 
wanted her to suck, then she would suck! They wanted her to be a whore, 
and that was what she had become!


Her tormentedly drugged mind droned on senselessly, the very 
helplessness of her position excusing away the weird masochistic 
sensations that were surging so erotically through her belly. Her head 
bobbed up and down slavishly over the thick shaft of his hardness, 
sucking to end it, sucking to draw his milky white cum from it as she 
thrust her loins down harder against the more than willing Syble, 
opening her cuntal muscles wide so she could receive every fractional 
inch of that wonderfully working tongue deep up inside her.


Above her flailing head, Amos groaned incoherently, every nerve he 
possessed pulsing and throbbing between her soft warm lips. The 
pressure building in his testicles as she eagerly fondled them was 
excruciatingly wonderful, and his wildly throbbing cock seemed to be 
inflating beyond anything it had ever done before. Then suddenly there 
was a jerking spasm in his loins, and he knew his end had come. Nothing 
in the world could have stopped the flow of thick white liquid that 
rushed like a geyser up from his aching testicles and out the tip of 
his suddenly jerking penis. He gripped her head tightly between his 
hands and shoved his lust-hardened shaft deep down her throat, feeling 
her wildly sucking lips drawing his hot sperm out into the warmth of 
her salivating mouth. He could feel her throat tighten and untighten as 
she swallowed in great hungry gulps the hot, boiling cream he was 
spurting into her, and he could see her cheeks bloating as the working 
cavern of her mouth filled and emptied, only to fill again as he shot 
his cum relentlessly into her mouth.


Even when his climax had ended, Melanie would not let go of his rapidly 
softening penis. Her lips continued to nibble, her throat and cheeks 
constricting as if to draw all of his fleshy manhood inside her, and 
Amos knew that his wife was just about to tongue fuck the young blonde 
wife to orgasm.


Melanie felt as though she were losing her mind as she spasmed in 
convulsive waves, her mind whirling in depraved sensuality as the fluid 
of her cumming flowed out around Syble's deeply flicking tongue. Her 
face contorted and a low guttural moan erupted as she felt the other 
naked woman thrashing in her own throes of orgasm, not knowing and not 
caring that Amos' wife had buried three fingers inside her own cuntal 
hole to achieve this gratification. And then, at last, it was over ...


Melanie's legs bent obscenely as she rolled over and felt Amos' now 
limp penis slipping from her mouth with a wet, sucking sound. A long 
sigh of satiation rasped from the abused young wife's heaving chest, 
and she relaxed her legs in relief from the painfully stretched muscles 
of her previously kneeling position. Her body was beaten and filled as 
it had never been before, and her heart pounded in her chest as she saw 
the obscene picture the three of them nakedly made on the wide 
cushions, her arms and legs spread apart and two sprawling people she 
hardly knew nakedly covering her between them. The euphoria of the 
marijuana waned with the relaxation of her climax, and as her mind 
slowly returned to sanity, a new and even more powerful wave of shame 
and humiliation overcame her. God, she had no idea what had come to 
possess her, but she had been unable to control herself in any way, and 
not only had her body shamelessly betrayed her, but she had also 
betrayed her deep abiding love for her husband. And with her shame, she 
was gripped by a bitter desire to get away from this horrible house as 
fast as she could ...


"Like it, my dear?" Amos said casually, lifting his head and grinning 
at her.


"Yes," she said miserably. How could she deny the obvious after the way 
she had been acting? "Yes, but now let me up. I want to go home."


"In a minute, in a minute," he replied in an off hand manner. "I'm 
still resting comfortably. You sucked me inside-out, I swear, and right 
after I fucked the hell out of you, too. I'm a little tired. Can you 
blame me?"


Melanie groaned from this further indignity. It was bad enough to have 
been so weak and corrupt to have allowed herself to surrender to the 
man whose cum lay hot and sticky deep in both her body's ends, but to 
have to listen to him talk about it afterwards was simply too much to 
take.


"Amos, please, let me up, please," she whimpered.


"What are you worried about? There's nobody here but us chickens."


"I know, I know," she pleaded, struggling with muscles that were as 
responsive as melted rubber. "But I've had enough."


"Let her up, Amos," his wife said sympathetically. She moved slightly 
so that her thigh was no longer resting on Melanie's leg. "She looks 
dead-beat and worn to the bone."


"Yeah, she does at that." Andersson smiled and sat up, removing his 
arms. "Maybe she has taken all she can for one night."


"Forever," Melanie whispered in a promise to herself. She pulled 
herself slowly to her feet, pausing as she nakedly stood to allow her 
aching limbs time to adjust to the change before she tried to walk.


She saw herself in the full-length mirror--the two-way mirror which she 
was still unaware had helped in her seduction. She studied with tear-
blurring eyes the bruises and welts that marked her smooth white skin, 
and she reached up hesitantly and touched her throbbing breasts. She 
winced, for they were actually more raw and sore than they had been 
after Tim had so brutally raped her a month ago. She stood a moment 
longer, eyeing her piteous form in the mirror, and then stumbled back 
to the foot of the couch to pick up her clothes. They were still in the 
heap in which they had fallen when Amos Andersson had stripped her 
drug-helpless body naked a seeming eternity ago. A picture of that 
disheveled pile could tell without a word the whole story of her sordid 
downfall. The phrase "one picture is worth a thousand words" ran 
crazily through her mind. A few hours ago she was still a faithful and 
innocent wife who had never had anyone other than her husband, and now 
she stood with the lewd sperm and obscene saliva of two complete 
strangers--one female, one male--lying deep inside her body. No matter 
what Tim might be doing in New York, it didn't excuse her for what she 
had done here tonight, and she vowed that somehow she would always keep 
her shame a secret from him. Her husband must never know--never!


She struggled slowly into her thin pullover and tight mini-skirt, and 
then surveyed the living room one final time. It would live in her mind 
forever as the symbol of her impossible degradation. Then she turned 
without a word and started slowly for the front door.


"You want me to call a taxi, my dear?" Andersson asked.


She turned and studied the naked man. Handsome and muscular, a small 
satisfied smile on his lips, Amos sat in total ease on the couch with 
his legs casually crossed. His wife was curled beside him, a cat-like 
smirk on her face, one of her slim hands tenderly stroking her 
husband's obscenely exposed penis.


"No," Melanie said coldly, shivering as she turned away from the 
salacious pose the two of them made together. "No, I don't want you to 
do anything more for me, Mr. Andersson. You've done quite enough 
already."


She opened the large front door, hearing a soft chuckle, and she 
paused, her spine stiffening. "And what's more," she called back over 
her shoulder, "Please don't expect me at work tomorrow evening. Or any 
other evening."


"Oh really, my dear?"


"That's right. I quit!"


She didn't bother to close the front door, tears of shame and self-
loathing falling down her blushing cheeks as she stumbled out into the 
night. Behind her, she could hear Syble's loud, mocking shriek coming 
from inside the Andersson home and chasing her into the dark street 
leading back to Greenridge ...


Chapter 5


Melanie Cartwright sat in an old squeaky rocking chair, her hands 
folded neatly in the lap of her bathrobe as she stared sightlessly as 
the animated screen of her television set. Her eyes viewed but did not 
watch; her ears heard but did not listen; her mind was concentrating on 
more important matters than the raucous images dancing only a few feet 
away. Three days of bed rest and home care had alleviated most of the 
physical damages to her ravished, battered and bruised body, but 
Melanie doubted if anything could ever eliminate the horrible mental 
injury done to her soul.


Lethargically she rose from the rocker and walked to the kitchen, where 
a three-quarter full bottle of bourbon was on the counter. It had been 
new and unopened that morning, just as two empty ones resting in the 
garbage sack beneath the sink had been full the last two respective 
mornings, and more than likely this one on the counter would join them 
by tomorrow. It was her only sedative to calm her ragged nerves enough 
to function during the daylight hours and sleep through the dark 
night's constant dreams.


She poured herself a half a tumbler full, put the bottle back on the 
counter and returned to the rocking chair in the living room.


Though it was brightly shining outside with Saturday's mid-morning sun, 
she had closed the venetian blinds, unable to face the brilliance in 
her present frayed condition. She took a long drink from the straight 
bourbon and felt the liquid hit the bottom of her stomach. The warmth 
crept through her body, causing a slight tingling sensation to ripple 
across her skin. It felt good, so she raised the glass and took another 
long sip. Her heavy-ridded, shallow eyes turned back to the soap opera 
on the television screen, but once more her mind returned to the horror 
of that Wednesday night when she had innocently accepted the 
Andersson's invitation ...


The drinking at the Dew Drop Inn ... The smoking of the marijuana ... 
The surrender of her spontaneously passionate body to the assault of 
her employer--her ex-employer now, thank God ... The obscene mouth of 
his naked wife upon her wide-splayed thighs ... Oh dear God! She 
shivered convulsively and took another large swallow of the amber 
liquor to soothe the misery in her heart. She knew she should be filled 
with repugnance and loathing for the vile things that had been done to 
her, and she was. But her nightmares were not of them so much as of her 
own despicable submission and performance, and that was scaring her 
more. She had not merely succumbed to the Andersson's perverted 
advances, but had given herself willingly, and what had happened was as 
much her own doing as either of theirs. The fact of the matter was that 
she had been completely and wantonly enslaved by the ugly but 
delightful sensations they had sent coursing through her helplessly 
trapped body. Had she been the strongly moral person she had always 
thought herself to be, the whole repulsive incident would never have 
happened.


God, she was so desperately ashamed. Tim would never forgive her if he 
ever found out about that night. He was too proud and sensitive, and 
while a woman might forgive a man for an indiscretion, a man could 
never forgive a woman no matter how unfair it was. She still loved her 
husband, too, perhaps more now with the dreadful knowledge that she had 
let her body betray her fidelity. She alone had to suffer for this, and 
she was determined to protect his honor and her marriage from the 
secret, no matter how much it might hurt her deep inside herself.


Melanie drained her glass and returned to the kitchen to fill it once 
more. After placing the bottle on the counter again, she changed her 
mind and took it with her into the living room, setting it down within 
easy reach beside the rocker. Again her mind revolved with the horrid 
remembrance of that night ...


Yes, there was no doubt about it. As things stood, the appalling truth 
would be kept locked within her heart, there to remain hidden forever 
as far as she was concerned. Time, she hoped, would eventually seal the 
vicious episode away in some dark recess of her brain, there to heal 
until only a minor scar would remind her it had ever happened.


She leaned her head back in the chair for a few moments, wondering how 
she could ever convince Tim to move to another town or suburb, the 
further away from Greenridge as humanly possible. But she knew she had 
to, for she must never chance seeing the Anderssons again, and so far 
she hadn't, not even returning to the theater for her pay check. She 
could feel blood rising in her cheeks at just the thought of what Amos' 
lean muscular handsomeness and Syble's voluptuous sensuality had done 
to her. Truly, they had reached her baser animal instincts before they 
were through with her, and she could never allow her naked flesh to run 
away with her like that again. At least not with anybody else except 
her loving husband ...


It was rather warm, and Melanie opened her flower-print bathrobe she 
had been wearing since she got up that morning, and exposed her 
unclothed body to the slight breeze that came in through a partially 
open front window. Once more she inspected her soft, white skin, this 
time not looking for outward signs of damage as much as for tell-tale 
traces of dissipation. Strange, she had to admit to herself nobody 
could possible know by looking that she'd been fucked and sucked half 
to death by another man and woman ...


She concentrated on her breasts, and remembered vividly how Amos 
Andersson had first taken their taut, puckish fullness and made them 
throb with life. Yes, and had made her come alive until she had 
climaxed for the first time ever, begging shamelessly for his thick, 
long penis to slave a burning fire in her uncontrollably lusting vagina 
... a vagina which until then had known no man except her husband. 
Melanie squeezed her eyes tightly shut as the erotic memories came 
flooding back, reviving a sudden twitch between her thighs. She was 
forced to squeeze her legs tightly together in an effort to end the 
tingling sensation there, moaning as she again lay her head back 
against the wicker of the rocking chair.


This is no good ... I'm only torturing myself ... I've got to get a 
firm control of my senses! My God, am I going mad?


Suddenly she realized that the doorbell was ringing, and after a few 
moments of waiting and hoping whoever it was would go away,, she 
resignedly stood up and carelessly tied the cord of her bathrobe around 
her waist. She walked down the short hallway to the door and opened it.


"Yes?"


"Mrs. Cartwright? Registered letter for you." A white-haired, stoop-
shouldered postman handed her a manila envelope. His eyes blatantly 
traced the contours of her breasts and thighs under the loosely tied 
bathrobe, and he smiled with obvious appreciation.


"Th-thank you," she said, drawing her robe tighter around her and 
grabbing the envelope. Who could--? There was no return address on the 
letter itself, and only and unreadable scrawl on the receipt pasted to 
its front.


"You have to sign for delivery, Ma'am," the now ogling older postman 
said, and held out a thick stub of pencil. She signed with a hurried 
signature, blushing furiously at the knowledge that with every second 
she was in front of him, the postman was breathing heavier with 
excitement. She handed the pencil back and slammed the door before he 
had a heart attack on her doormat and died with that obscene smirk on 
his lips.


My God, she thought as she took the letter back into the living room, 
and sat down again, had she sunk so low that even a postman had no 
respect for her? Angry at him, and at herself, she ripped the envelope 
open and dumped the contents out in her lap ... and was abruptly 
shocked mindless as if stunned by a bolt of lightning!


There, lying in her lap was her pay check from the Bijou Theater. And 
with it were three of the most pornographic photographs she could have 
ever imagined. And worse, they were of her with Amos and Syble 
Andersson!


In horror, she picked one of them up. The picture was a full-color 
reproduction of herself kneeling nakedly on the couch with Syble, 
sprawled beneath her, licking hungrily at her tender pink vagina. 
Melanie had her smoothly rounded buttocks splayed wide in full view of 
the lens, showing all of her desire-moistened cuntal slit. With a 
helpless cry of revulsion, Melanie flipped to the next, and saw her 
flushed wet mouth lewdly ovalled around Andersson's hard, glistening 
penis. She gasped at this obscenity, but the third picture was by far 
the worst. It showed the naked man's thick fleshy cock pumping out his 
surging white semen into her painfully stretched vagina, her backsides 
lewdly flooded with the overflow of his cum.


Melanie groaned and fell back, her arm over her eyes. From deep in her 
subconscious, she now recalled the bright flashes going off and the 
strange noises in the background. Her passion-crazed mind had not 
related them to a flash camera at the time, but it was unmistakably 
clear to her now that's what they had been.


She lay in the rocker for several minutes without moving, then slowly 
sat up and looked down again at the horrible reminders of that evening, 
almost vomiting at the lust which was so plainly visible on her face in 
each of them. One of the three photographs had turned over, and on the 
back of it she saw that a message had been written in the familiar 
penmanship of Amos Andersson. It read:


"If you want the others, come to my house Saturday (today) at three 
o'clock in the afternoon. If you think your husband would like the 
photos instead, don't show up. Love, Amos."


It wasn't until she had read the message three times that the full 
impact of its implications hit her. My God, what did he have in mind 
for payment? He'd want something, she had no doubt about that ... but 
what? He knew she had no money ...


And then her stomach knotted and convulsed as if it had just turned 
over. She suddenly got the meaning, all right. There was little 
question regarding what he had in mind, only what was to happen if she 
should be agreeable. The ghastly truth that she was going to have to 
bargain the keeping of her secret by giving Andersson her body seemed 
unbelievable to her, yet she knew that she might have to do just that 
in order to avoid a worse fate. Suddenly she felt nauseous as vivid 
memories of Amos Andersson crouched over her face, his large throbbing 
hardness shoved halfway down her throat, flooded her mind. She fell 
limply back on the rocker, reached for the half full glass of bourbon, 
and drained it straight down. Droplets ran loosely down the edge of her 
mouth. The burning sensation helped dull her senses a little, and she 
immediately poured herself another, trying to smother the knowledge 
that in a couple of hours she would have to return to that horror-house 
in the hills, for Tim's sake if nothing else.


She couldn't bear for him to know the depths to which she had wallowed 
by seeing those indecently filthy pictures of her. It would destroy all 
love he had for her in one wide-eyed scathing moment. She drank the 
whiskey to give her courage, then staggered defeatedly into the bedroom 
and began to dress. She put on the same thin, low cut dress she had 
been wearing the night Tim had attacked her, the irony of the choice 
not escaping her bitter thoughts, and took a last look at herself in 
the mirror and a last glass of liquor. She wanted to be as alluring as 
possible in hopes she could convince Mr. Andersson to give her the 
dirty pictures without having to compromise herself too much. But she 
had the most dreadful apprehension that merely looking nice would not 
be enough to satisfy that evil man's degenerate soul.


*   *   *


Melanie's taxi pulled up in front of the Andersson's spacious home a 
little before three. Well, better late than never, Melanie thought with 
wryness as she paid the driver. The neighborhood was quiet but there 
were an awful lot of automobiles parked around, and she had a momentary 
sense of panic, almost turning to tell the driver to take her back to 
her home. But her overwhelming desire to recover those pictures took 
hold of her again, and she gathered up her spirits and walked along the 
crushed oyster shell path, over the bridge, and to the front door. She 
pounded the brass knocker, and after a few moments, the door slowly 
swung open.


Amos Andersson stood smiling in the doorway, softly tweaking the end of 
his mustache with one hand, the other in the pocket of his crimson 
velvet smoking jacket. The thumb of the hand that was in his jacket 
pocket was exposed, and it rubbed along the seam with a casual motion. 
Melanie couldn't tell if he had a shirt on underneath the smoking 
jacket, although he was wearing a pair of snug trousers and his usual 
black shoes polished to a high luster.


"Well, my dear, I see you accepted my invitation," he said smoothly. 
"Good to have you here again."


"I-I want those pictures, Mr. Andersson," she blurted, trembling.


"Yes, I suppose you do." He moved aside and held the door wide for her. 
"Well, do come in and we'll chat about it. And please, my dear, please 
call me Amos. I so prefer it among friends."


He was definitely no friend of hers, but Melanie didn't want to say 
anything that would harm her chances, so she replied: "Thank you ... 
Amos." She walked into the all too familiar living room, and almost sat 
down on the wide white couch before hastily changing her mind and 
settling in a small chair instead. She nervously crossed her legs, 
seeing already from the way that Andersson was roving his eyes over her 
mentally cringing body that it would not be easy to accomplish her 
purpose.


"Now then, my dear, let's consider this situation." Amos talked softly, 
leaning with one elbow on the mantle of the porcelain fireplace. "You 
have something I want, and I have something you have to have."


"Mr. Andersson-Amos," she said, catching the fire in his sultry eyes, 
"I love my husband ... I want to forget what happened between us. 
Please, won't you let me have those pictures?"


"My dear," Andersson said, chuckling, "you are most amusing at times. 
Give you the pictures? Don't be nave!"


Melanie's head reeled from the whiskey and the humiliation of sitting 
here with this handsome but evil man while his feverish gaze absorbed 
every inch of her body. Dear God, it was as if he were undressing her 
with his eyes! She attempted one last desperate act in an effort to 
frighten him into giving her the prints without further compromising 
herself. She glared back up at him, her features as cold as she could 
make them.


"Amos, if you don't hand over those pictures to me at once, I'm going 
to leave here and go directly to the police!"


"Go ahead, if that's what you want," Andersson shrugged nonchalantly 
and added; "Go ahead, but it'll be the word of a respectable 
businessman against that of a girl who poses for dirty pictures. 
Pictures that would soon be published in a chain of nationwide men's 
magazines, and hawked in every skid row bar from here to ... to New 
York City!"


"No!" Melanie gasped, jumping to her feet. "You wouldn't!"


"No, not if we can come to some kind of, ah, arrangement, my dear. 
After all, we are both adults, are we not?"


"Blackmail!" the horrified young wife hissed. "You're nothing but a 
lewd blackmailer!"


"It's not very polite to call me names, Melanie," Andersson replied 
with a mockingly sorrowful expression. "After all, you are Mrs. 
Cartwright, aren't you? You are the one who's married to Timothy 
Cartwright, but who let me and my wife both fuck you silly last 
Wednesday night, aren't you? I mean, you are Mrs. Cartwright the 
adulteress?" He laughed in a throaty delight at his rhetorical 
questions. "Of course you are. Now, do you want to go or stay awhile?"


A ghostly tremor rippled over the terrified woman as she stared with 
disbelief at her debasing tormentor. Her throat and lungs constricted 
tightly, and she knew deep in her heart that it was useless trying to 
plead to a decency he didn't possess.


"Well, my dear?" Andersson urged maliciously.


"I'll ... I'll stay," she managed to say in a strangled voice.


"That's better, my dear. Besides, I'm doing you a favor. I could make a 
great deal of money with those pictures, you know, but I'm allowing you 
to bid for them first. I think that's rather noble of me, don't you?"


"How ... how much do you want?" she stammered, clutching the arms of 
the chair behind her with claw-like fingers. "I don't have much, but 
... But I'll pay what I can ..."


"Not money. Oh, my dear, never money. I want you, all of that lovely 
firm body of yours!"


"Oh God," Melanie moaned and slumped back into the chair again, her 
whole body sprawling with defeat, her dress hiking inadvertently up 
over her slim round thighs. "I ... I can't, Amos. I ... I've never been 
unfaithful to my husband, except that once, and ... and I just can't 
again!"


"Yes, you will," Andersson replied, his voice growing stern and harsh 
with command. "You will or else I'll ruin you!"


Melanie sat in a state of shock, bitterly realizing that this horrible 
man would do exactly as he threatened if she did not give in. Every 
degenerate across the nation would have the pictures of her engaged in 
unnatural acts of love. It would kill Tim, and she would be humiliated 
no matter where she tried to run and hide.


"If ... If I agree," she said dully, "I want the pictures first."


"Heavens, no, my dear," Andersson said. He licked his thick lips, 
knowing she had mentally surrendered herself to the inevitable. "No, 
you'll get them afterwards. They're my insurance, you see."


"How ... How do I know you'll give them if I do?"


"Oh, you can trust me." he answered, coming closer to the chair. "But 
this has taken all too much time, my dear. The others are impatiently 
waiting."


"Wh-What?" Melanie whispered in a choked voice. "What do you mean, 
others? Another man?"


"Why, of course. We're going through that little door over there as 
soon as I've undressed you, and down into my private cellar where 
everybody is waiting to see what you can do for me."


"But I thought ..." the stunned young wife whimpered. "But I thought I 
was just going to have to please you!"


"Ah, but it will please me this way, my dear."


"Oh, no," she moaned, revulsion mushrooming inside her disbelieving 
mind. "Please don't make me do that. I can't, knowing others are 
watching. That I can't do! I won't!"


"Well, we'll see about that when the time comes." Andersson reached 
down and lifted her dress, beginning to pull it up over her full 
thighs. "First we'll just take your clothes off and then a little bit 
of make-up ... to make you even prettier, and then--"


Melanie had lain motionless in a momentary shock from the horrible 
threats he had been making, but this last one--to perform in some 
cellar with other men all around--was simply too much for her mind to 
accept! As he reached to move her dress up higher, she reacted to his 
touch with a hysterical repulsion, and without fully realizing what she 
was doing, she lifted one leg back and abruptly kicked out in terror, 
catching Andersson full on the chin. He was caught by surprise, and let 
out a growling yell as he tumbled backwards onto the carpeted floor. He 
slowly regained his feet, shaking his head to clear it, a slight 
trickle of blood coming from the corner of his mouth.


"You shouldn't have done that, my dear," he said in a low, coldly 
composed fury. "No, you shouldn't have done that at all ..."


Melanie shrunk back in the chair, her heart leaping into her throat. 
She saw his eyes flicker with a cruel hatred, and she knew that any 
compassion he may have held for her before had been totally destroyed. 
Deep fear gripped her belly as she watched him bring his hand slowly to 
his mouth and wipe the blood away. His gaze glanced to the smeared 
streak on the back of his hand and then quickly back to her.


He slowly untied the satin sash of his velvet smoking jacket, exposing 
his bare, muscular chest beneath, and without a word withdrew a long 
leather belt from his pants. Melanie huddled in frozen terror, her eyes 
staring in wide-eyed horror as he raised his arm and cracked the belt 
through the air, the tip biting through the cloth of her dress and 
brassiere to snap at her left breast with a sudden excruciating pain. 
She cried out in agony, and fell limply to the floor in front of him, 
hands clutching his pants legs in a beseeching manner.


"No! I'm sorry! Oh God, Amos, I'm sorry!"


The belt sang through the air again, this time catching her full across 
her back and as far down as her buttocks. She screamed again, this time 
deeper as the cruel leather cut its way into the bare flesh of her 
legs, leaving a tiny red welt rising on her skin behind its cruel path.


"Aggg! Aggg! No! No more, please! I'll do it! I'll do whatever you 
want! I'll do anything!" she blurted out after several more lashes of 
the sickening torture. The pain was unbearable and she knew if he hit 
her enough she would faint dead away. Her mind was beyond logical 
thought, the only thing mattering to her was to escape his horrible 
punishment.


"Say fuck, shit, cunt!" the evil movie house owner harshly demanded. By 
God, he would break this proud girl's spirit yet!


"Ohhhhh, fuck, shit, cunt!" the words spurt from her mouth without 
hesitation, no thought of resistance left.


"Again!"


"Fuck! Shit! Cunt!" she shrieked.


Amos Andersson held the belt threateningly over his head for a moment 
longer, a lust-eager smirk dancing across his lips. Then he tossed the 
belt aside and reached down for the young wife he had just savagely 
tortured. Melanie closed her eyes tightly as she felt the humiliation 
of his hands moving over her, stripping her clothing away. He didn't 
bother with buttons or snaps, but ripped her thin summer dress from the 
neck down to the hem, peeling the pieces away roughly and throwing them 
haphazardly to the floor. She clenched her teeth together, fighting off 
waves of nausea as he drew her thin nylon panties slowly down her 
rounded full buttocks and off her tapered legs. Her brassiere came last 
as he took each cup in a hand and tore it away brutally, her firm full 
breasts popping out like ripe succulent melons ready for harvest. The 
tiny red nipples hardened involuntarily as they hit the warm air of the 
living room, and stood up like dainty pink buds of a spring flower 
ready to quiver into blossom.


Andersson stood back from her a few feet then, and turned to pick up a 
cosmetics case nearby. This should be a most entertaining and 
profitable day combined, he thought happily, as his gaze once more 
wandered over the voluptuous young body sprawled naked and defenseless 
before him.


Melanie huddled docilely in the center of the carpet, her thoughts a 
jumbled mass of humiliation and hopelessness. She knew she was at his 
mercy. She could not fight against pain or even the threat of it, and 
she wished she was dead this very minute to escape the degradation she 
knew was to be heaped upon her naked body now. But there was no way 
out, only helpless submission to a brutal man who was entirely without 
scruples or compassion. She had no idea what to expect down in that 
cellar he'd spoken of, but her imagination ran wild with fears. What 
could ever be enough for a man like him? Great tears of self-pity 
swelled through her clenched eves and rolled silently down her cheeks.


Suddenly she shuddered as she felt the long, manicured nails of 
Anderson's smooth fingers caressing her face. She opened her eyes and 
saw he was kneeling beside her with a large, hat box shaped cosmetic 
bag open before him. Humming delightedly to himself, Amos began combing 
her long blonde hair out into its full length beauty again, spraying it 
gently as he worked with some kind of lacquer that made it shine more 
radiantly than ever.


"Don't be so frightened, my dear," he said in a calm voice. "You were 
most accomplished with Syble and myself last Wednesday night. It really 
won't be different--much. There are some marijuana cigarettes in the 
make-up bag there, if you would like one.


"No," she protested, shivering under his light, sure, touch. "I won't 
ever smoke one of those horrid things again."


"That's up to you, my dear. I brought them over here in case you wanted 
some help overcoming those silly inhibitions of yours."


Melanie sat in dejection as Andersson applied make-up to her in an 
effort to erase the marks of her crying and beating until she was 
presentable again. She looked at the thin brown cigarettes and 
pondering whether she should have one or not to relieve her horror and 
fear. She was deathly afraid that she would suddenly be gripped with 
revulsion and not be able to go through with it. Once it had resulted 
in a belt whipping ... the next time it should happen, she was afraid 
it might destroy her chances forever of getting those pictures back 
from Andersson, and with that all her hopes for a decent life again 
with Tim.


The nakedly trembling young wife reached forward slowly and picked one 
out of the cosmetic bag and lit it. She took a deep, deep drag, feeling 
the familiar pungent sweetness within her lungs, and then quickly 
inhaled again. As she smoked, she sat before the mirror that was in the 
uplifted lid of the cosmetics case; and with each pull from the thin, 
burning cigarette, she gradually felt a calmness relax some of her 
tense, frayed nerves.


She watched with detached interest as Andersson worked on her face and 
hair, studying in the reflection of the mirror the motion of his 
fingers across her skin and the quivering curves of her naked flesh. 
She was more beautiful than she had really noticed before, and she 
moved slightly so she could examine all of her in the mirror. Her 
breasts were creamy white and firm as a teenager's, and she could see, 
as well as feel, her nipples tingling into taut erection, protruding 
from her swelling round globes into the open air. She drew further from 
the soporific cigarette, holding the smoke long--long--until her lungs 
would almost burst from the delicious pressure being exerted upon them. 
The mirror began to haze her image ... Amos' fingers were feeling like 
little spider's legs on her flesh ... she could feel within herself 
anything she concentrated upon ... the insidious marijuana again began 
to take its toll upon the logic of her mind ...


"There now," Andersson eventually said, standing up to admire his 
handiwork. "You're all set for your debut. Come, my dear," he said, 
lifting Melanie to her feet with his hand, "Come and see where I will 
make you famous ..."


He led her as he would a timid child across the living room to a door 
at the opposite end. With every step of her bare feet, Melanie felt 
more naked and defenseless than ever, and with it, a gripping return of 
her initial shame and terror. But the marijuana had braced her a 
little, and she now felt prepared to go through with it in spite of her 
revulsion toward the depraved, handsome man who had her at her mercy. 
She had created this horrible situation by her moment of weakness, and 
there was no one to get her out of it except herself. She just hoped to 
get it over with as quickly as possible and get away with those damning 
pictures. Then, perhaps, she could piece together a semblance of a 
normal life again.


"Ah, my dear, I can see you're looking forward to it after all."


"Don't call me 'my dear,'" she said thickly as he opened the door. 
"I've agreed to your terms because I have no other choice, but I won't 
give you my soul. You can't make me want you, no matter what you do."


"Are you certain, my dear?"


"Yes, I'm certain!"


Andersson laughed with cruel, taunting maliciousness, and then holding 
her by her arm, he guided her down the wide, broad steps to the cellar 
below ...


Chapter 6


Even the soothing effect of the marijuana cigarette she'd smoked 
upstairs wasn't enough to prepare Melanie for the shock she received 
when she entered the cellar. It was quite large and quite dark, except 
for a brilliantly spotlighted circle in the exact middle of the room. 
She was reminded of a stage or movie set, or the middle ring of a sex 
circus, with the audience seats around it cloaked in darkness. There 
was a thick white carpet on the floor that felt nice to Melanie's bare 
feet as Andersson led her out onto it. Before her was the largest round 
bed she had ever seen, also covered with the same white fur. Where the 
headboard curved around one quarter of the bed, large sections of 
mirrors rose in an arc, high up and then over like a reflective canopy 
so that whoever was on the bed could watch every little detail that was 
happening.


Melanie wriggled her toes in the fur, nervously shading her eyes with 
one hand against the harsh light burning down on her. She peered all 
around her, but most everything beyond the ring of lamps was a dim, 
unrecognizable blur. She was able to make out Andersson's wife, Syble, 
sitting on a low settee off to one side. Melanie strained her eyes, and 
it seemed to her that Syble was absolutely naked, her breasts and 
thighs reflections of tanned flesh as she moved to a more comfortable 
position. With her looked to be a naked man, but Melanie couldn't be 
sure ... but as she moved her face around to other points of the dim 
room beyond her circle, she was sure that she could see more black 
forms of men; some tall, some short, some sitting, some standing, but 
all of them unclothed and naked.


"Go to the bed, my dear," Andersson commanded, and meekly Melanie left 
his side and stumbled across the carpet to sit tipsily on the edge of 
the great round bed. The marijuana was beginning to affect her a little 
more now, and her muscles felt sluggish. Her feet dangled, almost 
touching the floor, and through her drugged gaze. she could see in the 
mirrors above her, her own figure lying below. She could feel the eyes 
of the countless naked males around her feasting lewdly on the secret 
parts that had once belonged solely to her husband, parts she had 
protected just for Tim and which now had become her shame.


"Move back, my dear," she heard Andersson say in a now heavily 
breathing tone. She peered in the direction of his voice and thought 
she saw him standing beside some large box that was on stilts. "Go on," 
he snapped harshly, "move to the center of the bed ... Or else!"


Melanie shuddered at the threat of his or else, and crawled to the 
center as demanded, tears streaming in tiny rivulets as the 
helplessness of her position tormented her confused and shame-filled 
mind. She cowered there, her arms trying to cover as much of her as she 
could, feeling her nakedness as a great humiliating blanket. And now 
that blanket would be replaced by something more evil: the greedy eyes 
of strange obscene men who did not know her name nor even cared to 
know. She would be an openly exposed receptacle in which would be 
spewed indecent sperm, and she had no other choice, having to submit to 
the revolting violation of her body to protect her marriage and home. 
God, would Amos please come to her and get it over with!


Amos Andersson chuckled lewdly as he moved behind the tripod legs of 
the 16 mm color movie camera and sighted its lens on the naked young 
wife. It was time now ... time to start Phase Three!


"Dinsdale!" he growled to one of the naked men standing nearby. "Take 
that favorite little plaything of yours and start to work on her."


"Right boss!" A set of flashing white teeth sparkled momentarily. "She 
looks to be a tender one, for sure!" He scampered across the rug and 
leaped nakedly onto the bed, kneeling down beside Melanie's thighs. 
"Hello there," he said casually. "My name is Arnold Dinsdale."


Melanie had been unable to see him because of the blinding glare of the 
floodlamps, but now her eyes adjusted and she stared in horror at the 
roughly handsome face of this strange man. His features were sharp and 
definite, a straight nose, squarish cheekbones, and deep-set dark eyes 
protected by jet black eyebrows.


"Wh-What are you doing?" she screamed when she belatedly realized what 
had happened. "What are you doing here?"


"I'm not going to hurt you," Dinsdale grinned, pushing her naked body 
down flat on the bed. "Relax and enjoy it."


As the full impact of what the unknown strange man was saying 
registered in Melanie's mind, she realized now that she had been 
bartered away by an incredibly vile degenerate. It wasn't only eyes of 
other men she was going to have to suffer, it was going to be their 
obscene penises drubbing into her as well! God! She saw it all now! If 
she could only run, if there was only someplace she could hide! But 
there was none, and she still had her price to pay ...


Before her thoughts could go any further, she felt a light flicking 
over the soles of her feet. Something the nude man was holding in one 
of his hands was grazing torturously over the sensitive bottoms of her 
feet. She struggled to sit up, but Dinsdale's thick muscular arm held 
her fast to the bed with his other hand palm-flat against the soft 
white flesh of her convulsing belly. But she had been able to see 
enough to know that he was grinning lewdly as he kneeled over her 
defenseless body, a thick plastic shaft in the hand that was tickling 
her feet. It was cream colored, about seven inches long and two inches 
around, and it gave off a buzzing hum like a nest of mosquitoes.


"A dildo," Dinsdale explained as she looked back up at his face with a 
questioning expression. "Like a man's cock, see, only it's artificial. 
And this one's a vibrator as well!"


A dildo! Melanie jerked her feet, trying to escape the maddening 
tickling of the artificial penis' vibrating tickle. It was no use. 
Dinsdale continued the lascivious massaging slowly up her calves, 
pausing at the sensitive inner thighs to rotate the blunt head in small 
titillating circles against her nakedly sensitive flesh. The trapped 
young wife squirmed, held captive against the bed with Dinsdale's 
pressuring hand against her belly, inadvertently opening her loins in a 
crab-like stance that exposed the moist pink slit of her vagina 
completely to his vibrating touch and the greedy eyes of the naked 
viewers and the glinting lens of the movie camera.


"That's it!" Andersson yelled encouragingly. "More! More!"


Dinsdale giggled and thrust the tip of the tormenting dildo directly 
into the involuntarily parted pubic hair, juggling the plastic vibrator 
lewdly in the plainly visible lips of her tight little cunt.


"Ohhhh," she mewled, jerking wildly in her vain effort to escape the 
taunting buzzing which was tingling all the way through her body. "D-
Don't do that! I ... I can't stand it!"


Still the teasing dildo played at the tender flesh of her vagina, 
working its way up the full length of the wetly palpitating crevice to 
her tiny throbbing clitoris and flicking it maddeningly until, with a 
sudden groan, Melanie felt her loins begin a gentle involuntary rising 
and falling. She could hear along with the other viewers Syble laughing 
from her settee at the edge of the carpet--the young wife's desperate 
pleadings causing all of the audience to urge the actor to manipulate 
the vibrating fake cock faster and faster.


Arnold Dinsdale worked it slowly up over the mound of her genitals and 
across the flat white plane of her belly, around his still pressing 
hand that was holding her down and then up the sides of her ribs. She 
felt the plastic vibrator crawl up over her full ripe breasts and begin 
to gently caress the nipples, and in spite of her revulsion toward this 
indecent torture of her flesh, her feeling was slowly changing. Against 
her will, her proud firm breasts were throbbing into round hardness, 
and the peaks tweaked up hungrily as the torturing dildo made small 
delicious circles around the pink-hued aureoles.


As the vibrator began its slow downward journey again, she found to her 
fascinated horror her body reaching involuntarily upward to absorb its 
warm caresses. It dwelled long on the whiteness of her belly and in the 
flexing hollows of her inner thighs, again causing a slow 
uncontrollable undulation of her rebellious hips and causing her again 
to draw her thighs back up into a crab-like position. The wide crevice 
between her firm buttocks was once more splayed open to the leering, 
lust-crazed eyes of her surrounding watchers and, still unknown to her, 
to the uncaring eye of the movie camera as well.


Without warning, Dinsdale flicked the blunt tip quickly against the 
sensitive moist flesh of her cuntal hole, clearly exposing the 
unwantedly swelling lips between the blonde fringe of her pubic hair. 
The tight, elastic orifice of her pussy jerked in surprise and tried to 
screw itself down into the mattress to escape the cruelly delightful 
probe.


"Aggggggg!" she gasped between clenched teeth. "D-Don't! Please, please 
don't! You're driving me crazy with that thing!"


A sadistic giggle answered her as she undulated against the teasing 
dildo in her wetly clasping vagina. She tried to close her thighs 
against it, but they would not seem to obey her mind's commands. Tears 
of frustration again brimmed her eyes as she felt the control of her 
body gradually loosening. She had vowed she would never allow it to 
betray her no matter how much temptation it might be subjected to; but 
the sheer hopelessness of her position and the vibrator in the hands of 
this master debaucher, violating all the sensitive, defenseless parts 
of her naked body, were forcing her into helpless submission.


"Nooooo! Stop it! Stop it, please! You're killing me!"


"Would you rather be fucked by Dinsdale?" she heard the mocking voice 
of Amos Andersson call from somewhere in darkness.


"No! No!" she groaned piteously.


"Tell me," the taunting, handsome face of the actor coaxed, sending 
more forceful, spasmodic throbs through the plastic cock embedded 
slightly in her rapidly awakening vaginal passage.


"I won't ... I can't! Please!" Melanie's resistance ebbed with the 
exquisitely maddening pleasure being lavished on her helpless naked 
being. But she couldn't bring herself to suffer this further 
indignation, knowing that this would be the point of her surrender. The 
thought of begging a man she had never seen before to drive his 
hardened penis into her was unbelievingly repugnant to her.


"Just say it," Dinsdale hissed. "Just say it and I stop my machine." To 
add impetus, he turned the torturing instrument on higher.


"No, no," she moaned, lolling her head as far as she could from side to 
side in almost unconscious hysteria. "I won't ... I can't ... Oh, 
please don't make me, whoever you are!"


"Dinsdale's the name. But you like this, don't you?" He throbbed the 
fake penis viciously, and began making little strokes in and out of her 
frantically groveling cunt. "It feels good to you, right?"


"Ohhhhh, yesssss, it doesssss," she hissed through tightly clenched 
teeth.


"Do you want me to stop, though?"


"I ... Yes! Oh, please, stop!"


"Say it, then," Dinsdale commanded as cruelly as Andersson would have 
done. "Say what you, want!"


"Ohhhhh," the helpless young wife moaned, all resistance fading away as 
the lewd sensations from his vibrating dildo slowly changed her body to 
a mass of nerve-tingling excitement. "Give ... Give it to me, then! 
Give it to me!"


"Not like that, my dear!" Andersson yelled at the tormented girl. "Say 
it with the right words to Dinsdale! Go on, say it!" And then he added 
the ultimate cruelty as she sobbed in humiliated recollection. "Beg 
Dinsdale the way you begged me last Wednesday!"


Dinsdale had increased the tingling probings until Melanie had no 
resistance left. A fiery hot ball of desire had become all-consuming in 
the pit of her loins. She fought against it with all her strength but 
the indecent plastic penis pursued and tantalized her wet young cunt 
relentlessly. The thick, vibrating cock buzzed on, not going any deeper 
inside her, but firing the moist warm flesh of her vaginal lips until 
she thought her belly would burst from the tickling pleasure tingling 
through it.


"Oh God," she heard herself shriek, the sweet agony in her body driving 
her to a frenzy. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Go fuck me now!"


"Have her ride you!" Amos Andersson directed from behind the camera. 
"Get down, Dinsdale, and have her ride that cock of yours!"


Melanie groaned from this further indignity. Her heart sunk as she 
realized that in such a lewd position, it would be she who was mostly 
on display, with her naked buttocks waving high up in the air off 
Dinsdale's plundering hardness, rather than him over her with his 
covering body. She watched as the handsome man beside her threw the 
dildo to one side and rolled over on the thick furry coverlet, 
clutching her with steel-hard fingers so that she was roughly pulled to 
him.


"Do as he says, sweetie," Dinsdale hissed up into her face. "Climb over 
me and straddle my thighs like the good girl you are!"


Melanie hesitantly complied, knowing that she had reached the point of 
no return. Her whole body cringing with the horror of what she must do 
for her survival, she levered up on her arms, her long blonde hair 
flowing down her face and sweeping the strange man's chest, her breasts 
swaying sensuously with their erect little nipples almost touching his 
warm, tanned skin. She kneeled, straddling with her own thighs splayed 
wide on either side of Dinsdale's lean hips, and could sense his 
hardened penis pointing directly up at her hotly throbbing vaginal 
slit. She thought of what was to follow, and tears of shame and 
submission flowed down the delicate swell of her cheeks, ruining the 
light make-up Andersson had so carefully applied.


He arched his buttocks up off the bed, and Melanie suddenly quivered in 
renewed fear as she felt the hugeness of his heatedly thick cock press 
into the crevice between her upturned thighs. She involuntarily cringed 
forward, drawing away from the blunt rubbery hardness pressing upwards 
into her loins, but it relentlessly followed. Her forehead was pressed 
tightly in the cleft between the man's neck and shoulder, her face 
downwards against the mattress, and she could feel the pungent smell of 
Dinsdale's perspiration. She felt his hands close around the tops of 
her buttocks, gripping them tightly, his fingers pressing downwards in 
her soft white flesh. He was going to impale her in front of everybody. 
Oh God, he was going to split her!


"Reach behind you, my dear!" Andersson commanded breathlessly. "Put his 
cock inside your cunt!"


"Oh, I can't, I can't!" Melanie whimpered.


"Put it in, I tell you," the devilish blackmailer yelled at her, and 
she felt Dinsdale dig his fingers deeper into her buttocks with his own 
display of urgency.


"Ohhhh," Melanie groaned as she felt her sensitive flesh being squeezed 
into painfully tight balls. She couldn't stand it! Trembling in 
despair, the naked young wife reached back between her legs and wrapped 
her fingers around the hot, hard shaft of this stranger's penis. She 
tearfully placed the blunt, pulsing head against the tight elastic 
opening of her vagina, biting down hard on her lower lips to hold back 
the tears of humiliation and fright that were brimming her eyes. She 
felt his long hardness begin a slow probing upwards against her already 
moistened vaginal lips, forcing its way inside the tight restricting 
ring of hot flesh that jealously guarded the entrance to her young 
cunt. There was a great stretching feeling in her loins as though the 
tender lips of her vagina were being pulled apart, and then suddenly 
she felt as if they were being ripped as Dinsdale's long thick cock 
slithered into her hotly cringing pussy like the trunk of a tree. The 
heavy muscles of his loins crashed hard up against her cruelly splayed 
inner thighs, pushing her face brutally against the bed.


"Agggg!" she strangled through clenched teeth. Her vaginal walls were 
on fire, his great penetrating penis feeling like a huge drill 
tunneling deep up into her belly. Melanie struggled and rotated her 
buttocks in vain to alleviate the cruel impalement, but Dinsdale had 
skewered into her up to the hilt, and she was a hopeless prisoner 
before all the lewd, breathlessly viewing people grouped around the 
bed.


He began to pump long, even strokings into her, only stopping at the 
apex where his pulsing hard cock throbbed menacingly against the tender 
cervix of her womb. Melanie's mouth opened and closed fishlike in 
torment and sensation as gradually she became accustomed to the 
massively thick shaft embedded in her tight young vagina. She could 
feel the rigid, tendon-like corrugations of his cock brushing against 
her overly sensitive clitoris. A strange masochistic pleasure had begun 
tippling through her. Even the pain was weirdly enjoyable, and she 
waved her buttocks skyward, undulating as much as the thick restricting 
shaft of Dinsdale's cock would allow. The sight she made in the mirrors 
incited her even more as she raised her head to look around. This was 
total subjugation, being forced to kneel helplessly around a naked 
stranger this way, her arms supporting her torso off the stage-like 
bed, her breasts jiggling crazily underneath from the obscene public 
fucking she was getting. In the mirror she could see his wetly 
glistening penis sliding in and out of her clasping pink vagina which 
was puckering and unpuckering around his long length. God, what a 
picture it made in her! The lewd portrait of her utter surrender made 
her squirm down on the heated shaft as if to punish herself some more.


Dear God, Melanie thought through her painful haze of humiliation. 
What's happening to me? What's happening to me? I can't help it ... I 
can't help it ...


She groaned out her shameful submission to the fiery sensations 
flicking through her unwillingly ravished body. Her toes curled tightly 
against the softness of the bedspread as she was bucked up and down, 
fucked like the helpless slave she was by the great, driving cock up 
inside her warmly quivering cunt. Dinsdale pressed his fingers into the 
firm flesh of her buttocks and spread their bouncing cheeks farther 
apart, opening them obscenely and teasing the puckered little hole of 
her anus with his outstretched middle finger.


"Ahhhhhh," Melanie moaned in drugged delight. She was being treated 
more like a whore than she had been before, and the strange masochistic 
pleasure which had gripped her last Wednesday night spiraled through 
her shamelessly aroused young body once again. She wanted to be 
completely destroyed by it this time; she wanted to be fucked until she 
could never walk again! The lewd subjugation of her helpless, kneeling 
form was driving her wild with lust-inciting sensations!


"Ohhhhh, fuck me! Fuck me good!" she chanted through her contorted 
lips, sweat dripping from her straining flanks, the rhythm of her 
buttocks and the skewering of her vagina bringing unmentionable delight 
to her senses.


Syble Andersson watched this lewd humiliation of the naked young wife 
with mixed emotions. She felt a slight twinge of pity coursing through 
her for the helpless innocent girl who was being subjected to such a 
thing after such a short period of marriage. She could see her lying 
there on the bed with her legs wide apart probably feeling more naked 
and ashamed than she had ever felt before in her life. And yet, the 
sordid scene was exciting her! God, how it was exciting her, and Syble 
could feel the pit of her belly and thighs hot and moist from the 
obscene spectacle her husband was so avidly filming to show around the 
nation. The naked young man next to her, whose name was Jack Armstrong, 
reached forward and ran his middle finger up the tight crevice of her 
hotly moistened cunt, parting the soft vaginal hairs and feeling the 
smooth, pink flesh jerk against his sudden contact. He leaned against 
Syble's ear and whispered:


"Get down on the floor like she is. I'll fuck you from behind so we can 
watch at the same time. Your husband won't mind."


"He never does," Syble answered excitedly, slipping off the couch and 
sprawling on all-fours on the dim lit floor. Then she felt the heat of 
Jack's long hard cock brushing against the wetly pulsing lips of her 
vagina, and she reached back under her body and guided his rigid shaft 
between the tender lips of her cuntal slit. Jack pressured forward 
slowly and with one easy stroke slid his massively erect cock all the 
way inside her eagerly heaving belly. Amos' naked wife moaned as she 
felt the cock-head bury as far into her hungry little cunt as it would 
go. Her mouth dropped loosely open, and she began to squirm back 
against him in dog fashion as she felt him begin to rotate it deep up 
inside her. The head of his thick long prick scraped deliciously 
against the far hidden walls of her womb in a sweet magical rhythm that 
brought swelling moans from deep in her throat. She kept her passion-
glazed eyes tightly glued to Melanie's naked young body still held 
tight down upon Arnold Dinsdale's pumping cock while she herself urged 
Jack to fuck into her hard and fast.


Amos Andersson grinned an obscene grin of victory from behind his movie 
camera. A lewd sucking sound of intercourse was sounding through the 
darkened room, and the moist slap of belly against belly joined it 
melodiously. He licked his lips hungrily as he viewed the reddish skin 
of the young wife's cruelly stretched vagina draw back with the prick 
of his naked actor friend, clutching at it as if it didn't want it to 
cone out, and then disappearing inside again with each upward lunge. He 
unbuttoned his pants and let them fall around his ankles as he watched, 
fingering his own lust-stiffened penis with one hand, the heat of his 
excitement rising like a tornado in his loins. Shit, how he'd like to 
be there on the bed with that hot little blonde himself! Even his wife 
was joining in! But he couldn't, not and take the pornographic movie as 
well, and the way things were going, he would make a fortune out of 
this one! But God, if he was in there on the bed, he'd show them all 
what fucking should be like!


"Okay, Billy, you next," he said, waving his other hand at a young boy 
waiting gape-mouthed to one side. "Go in there and have her suck you 
off. Go on, boy, hurry!"


"Sure, Mr. Andersson! Anything you say! Who is she?"


"Melanie. Mrs. Melanie Cartwright, you little bastard." And he chuckled 
lewdly as the naked young boy padded quickly out into the bedroom 
again. One, now Two ... and soon there would be Three!


Melanie felt a slight sag of additional weight upon the bed, and felt 
warm, fresh skin settle down near her face. Her head flailed a moment 
longer as she fought against the sensual pressure to keep her eyes 
tightly shut; soon, however, her eyelids parted and opened a tiny slit. 
Dimly she saw a small masculine form hovering near her mouth, and 
something else, something short and firm jutting out from it and toward 
her lips ...


A boy! A teenaged boy not more than fifteen years old! He was kneeling 
there in front of her, holding her facial cheeks between his hands, his 
immature penis standing in adolescent erection from his hairless loins! 
Nooo!


"Mrs. Cartwright?" Billy asked. "I'm supposed to have you suck my 
pecker, Mrs. Cartwright."


God no! She couldn't do that! A man was terrible enough, but to corrupt 
an innocent child was too much to ask! And yet ... A flutter of 
salaciousness rippled through her skewered belly as her lust-filled 
eyes filled themselves on the virile young penis waving before her. It 
was not offensive, only five inches long, its bulbous head a rich 
glistening crimson that gave its white-skinned shaft the erotic appeal 
of an enticing delicacy. She was not even repelled. The round firm 
scrotum was so tight and tender with the look of textured velvet. So 
hairless, so fresh, so viriley boyish ... God, what was she thinking? 
She couldn't want him too! She couldn't!


"Suck my pecker, Mrs. Cartwright," Billy urgently said in his high-
pitched voice. "Please, before Mr. Andersson gets mad at us!"


She resisted for a moment, sickened by the sudden shame of her 
forbidden desires. Now she was taking on little boys! Where would it 
end? Her strange random thoughts were cut short as the naked youth 
rammed his short fleshy cock through her wetly parted lips into the 
soft warmth of her mouth. She could feel the spongy bluntness of his 
boyish penis sliding the length of her tongue, lifting momentarily her 
concentration on the more mature penis ramming up from behind into her 
wildly rejoicing vagina.


Gloating with youthful pride above her head, Billy began to undulate 
his slender pelvis, sliding his virile young prick in and out of the 
young wife's lips, never quite withdrawing, but leaving the hot, 
swollen tip of half an inch inside the warm, wet cavern of her mouth. 
Melanie closed her eyes tightly to block out the sordid sight of the 
teenager's sparse-haired genitals sawing into her tightly ovalled lips. 
Oh God, there wasn't any use fighting it any longer, not the slightest 
bit! She would do anything that salacious blackmailing Andersson forced 
upon her, and learn to love it as he did. And ohhhhh, God, this boy was 
such a tender, lovely child! Moisture filled her mouth, puffing out her 
cheeks wide as the youngster shoved forward, burying his slender virile 
penis deep in her throat, keeping pace with the man-sized cock fucking 
ceaselessly into her widespread buttocks from behind.


Arnold Dinsdale looked up with lewd delight at the sweat-glistening 
body of the helplessly trapped woman skewered between his cock in her 
cunt and the teenager's penis in her mouth.


He timed his thrusts at her contorted face to match those of young 
Billy, ramming upwards as he did, levering up on his toes and thrusting 
with all his might to try and meet the smaller prick at the other end 
of her belly. He held her warmly undulating buttocks tighter when he 
heard her cough and choke as the boy's fleshy hardness rhythmically 
brushed her throat on the instroke, watching her tender flushed lips 
above his face as they clasped tighter with a wild hunger around the 
youthful invasion of her mouth.


Melanie felt a rising tide of lust beginning deep inside her dilated 
loins. The very hopelessness of her kneeling position and the depraved 
ravishment of her naked young body brought strange ripples of obscene 
fire dancing through her shattered nerves. She licked and sucked the 
boyish erection imbedded between her lips, her saliva thick from the 
fresh virile secretions of his lubricating fluid. The taste was 
indescribable to her, and the whole of her vaginal crevice felt wet and 
used beyond belief. Tears of unconscious joy trickled from her eyes as 
she wallowed lewdly in the pleasure of this dual subjugation to the 
little boy and the lean muscular man fucking her at both ends.


"Now for Part Three!" she dimly heard Andersson yell triumphantly from 
behind his movie camera. "Now she'll take three at the same time! You--
go and fuck her in the ass!"


Melanie jerked her tightly clenched eyes open again at the horrible 
implications of the movie maker's words. Her shocked gaze locked at the 
new man, a Negro, who was stepping toward the bed, and she gasped in 
terror, trying to squeeze her thighs tightly together around Dinsdale's 
cock, her mouth moaning around the young boy's penis. It couldn't be 
true! That man would split her open! Horrible visions of her ripped 
torn body flickered wildly through her cringing mind. Amos couldn't 
mean it! He couldn't!


But it was too late for her now. A gigantic Negro crawled up on the 
bed. His huge ebony penis reared out from his black muscular chest like 
a third leg, for it was at least ten inches long and two inches wide. 
The crowd of other naked men crowded closer, stepping onto the white, 
brightly lit rug and toward the bed now to get a closer look at the 
unbelievable spectacle about to be filmed before their eyes. Helpful 
hands from the sides of the large round bed grasped harshly at 
Melanie's frantically quivering legs, pulling them brutally apart so 
that her tightly puckered little anus was in full view of them and the 
camera. Others strained closer around the bedside to get their look at 
the pulsating treasure between the struggling young wife's buttocks. 
One overanxious hand reached out to pinch quickly at a full white 
breast, digging harshly at the dancing mound for a moment before 
disappearing anonymously back into the crowd.


The giant black man climbed between her widespread legs and found a 
position so he could move without disturbing his white friend fucking 
upwards into her wet young cunt from below. Melanie's face contorted in 
anguish around Billy's virile cock, every muscle in her body tensed 
against the inhuman invasion she knew was sure to come. The full plane 
of her defenseless backsides was presented up to the kneeling Negro in 
helpless sacrifice. It was his, to plunder at will.


He grinned down at it, his lips bared back over the white ivory of his 
teeth in unbridled lust. "I is Balshazar, and I is going to fuck yo' in 
de ass, little white girl!"


He stroked his immense black penis with both his hands in greedy 
preparation for the assault on the cringingly upturned buttocks swaying 
in front of him. His body swayed on his knees like a stalking cobra, 
the glistening ebony skin shining in the arc lights that surrounded the 
motion picture set. He shuffled forward slowly, his pelvis and great 
bulging black cock shoved out and quivering like a savage limbo dancer 
caught in the hypnotic throes of a primeval jungle dance.


Her fully bared buttocks quivered uncontrollably as they tried to 
escape that monstrous black penis that was going to rip her rectum 
apart. The lust-incited crowd around the bed gasped as the great 
bulging head found the tightly clenched anal opening and jostled for 
position against the pink rosette of flesh, insinuating the merest 
fraction of its tip inside her anal hole. Then with a flick of his 
hips, the grinning Negro forced the blood-filled cock-head brutally 
into the pulsing muscle of her hairless little anus, stretching her 
resisting rubbery flesh almost to the bursting point.


"Mmmmmmmmaaaaawwww!" Melanie moaned out wildly around the young boy's 
still driving penis in her mouth. "Mmmmmmaaaggggg!"


It sunk another cruel inch, the struggling young wife trying 
desperately to kick her legs free of both it and Dinsdale's cock to 
escape the punishing impalement. The eager hands held them tightly to 
the mattress, though, and Balshazar levered his hips and flicked again. 
His grin widened as his relentless black cock slid in Melanie's white 
backsides another excruciating inch.


"Mmmmuuunnnngggg!"


Another inch-


"Mmmmaaaaaagggggghhhhh!"


Her sobbing, struggling protests and resistance only brought a sudden 
crushing thrust from the naked black man that plowed his giant ebony 
cock deeper into her tightly resisting anus, pushing great waves of 
rectal flesh in soft rolling waves before it. Melanie jerked 
convulsively forward, only to ram more of young Billy's penis into her 
mouth as Balshazar's hardness raced all the way up inside her belly 
like a runaway freight train. It was an uncontrolled monster crawling 
around inside her, filling her every crevice and pushing her internal 
organs into tiny balls of agony that could not breath or move. It was 
coming all the way up out her throat, shoving the smaller youthful 
penis out of her mouth, ripping her soul from her body and devouring it 
in great thrusts of depraved sensuality.


The Negro did not even wait a moment to allow the helplessly impaled 
young girl beneath him time to adjust to his huge pulsating member 
buried deep up in her soft white belly. He began a painfully quick 
fucking motion in and out of Melanie's impossibly stretched anus, 
thrusting forward mercilessly from the apex of his withdrawal and 
battering her pain-wracked rectum hard against his savage loins. 
Dinsdale's penis embedded in her cunt joined the slowly pistoning cock 
in a rhythmic fucking duo, and then Billy caught the same pumping tempo 
with his virile hardness sliding between her lips, and soon all three 
of them began to buffet her between them like a sack of resilient foam 
rubber.


At first the only thing that Melanie could manage to do was utter long 
continuous whines that went on and on as they smacked into her 
defenselessly naked body with harder and faster force. But slowly and 
inexorably the pain was easing, and in its place a weird sensation of 
happiness tingled through her naked writhing flesh. The outrageous 
defilement and subjugation brought strange pleasures flooding through 
her blood stream, and her hips began to unconsciously gyrate in an 
abandoned rhythm with the increasing speed of the trio of cocks fucking 
into her.


A thousand helpful hands groped at her from the leering faces around 
the bed. The pain receded more and more, and her whine of agony began 
to change to low whimpers of passionate pleading. She began to want 
this to hurt her, to want to be torn in half in front of everybody to 
want to be ripped into a thousand pieces by the boy in front of her, 
the man on the bottom and the Negro fucking her in the ass. They were 
filling her mouth, her cunt, her raw pink rectum with their merciless 
cocks, and she wanted nothing more than to be brutally punished for 
being the dirty whoring bitch she knew she had become. She wanted every 
entrance of her naked body to be savagely raped until they all shot off 
their hot white loads of cum inside her, and that was all there was in 
her mindless world to wish for now. She was lost, lost! She could never 
be the same again after this, and she no longer gave one Goddamn.


"Ohhhh yes, yes fuck me all you bastards!" she crooned around the 
boyish cock ramming between her teeth. She squirmed her body around 
lewdly among the myriad of hands and fingers that were crawling over 
her tingling flesh. She opened her eyes and cocks were everywhere. The 
men around the bed had crawled up on the mattress with them now, and 
were stroking their hardened penises over her in time to the black and 
white pricks smacking into her. Long ones, short ones, fat ones ... she 
was a prisoner in a great cock heaven, and all the time while three 
battering erections were fucking into her, trapping her between them 
like an insect stuck to a mounting board.


She grunted into the thick stale air of the cellar room, gyrating her 
nakedly upturned buttocks faster and faster as she tried to keep up 
with the monstrous poles of flesh drubbing into her like tireless 
fucking machines. She felt long fleshy objects dropped into her 
clenching hands on either side of the mattress, and other hands press 
her fingers tightly around them. She knew they were cocks and began a 
hard vicious stroking in time to the communal rhythm, as she felt the 
shafts of male hardness pummeling into her throbbing body openings.


Syble Andersson slid forward desperately, dislodging Jack Armstrong's 
still driving penis in her cunt, and turning back to the man, she 
hissed: "I've got to have it the way she is! Quick! Put it in my ass!"


Jack placed his cock against her pulsing anal opened and thrust forward 
with all his strength. "Aggggggg!" Syble groaned, fighting to keep the 
sudden tears of pain from flowing from her eyes. She hadn't known it 
would hurt as much as this! But she didn't have time to further object 
as the man behind her plunged forward greedily and fucked her in the 
rectum herd and fast, until gradually the pain eased away, and it 
didn't hurt Amos Andersson's wife any longer. And just as they heard 
the first howling signs that the foursome on the bed were cumming, Jack 
ejaculated deeply up inside her anal channel, pumping his hot white 
sperm far up into her belly. Syble's own fantastic orgasm spiraled up 
until she thought she would go completely out of her mind, and then the 
two of them collapsed in a spent and satiated heap beside the flood-lit 
carpet leading to the great round bed. As they rolled apart, Syble 
caught the full depraving sight of all three males and the naked 
bucking wife between them reach their final crest of climax ...


"Mannnnnn, I'm there!" Billy squeaked in his immature voice. He locked 
his hands around the back of Mrs. Cartwright's bobbing head and drew 
her soft warm mouth deep down upon his rigid young cock. Lying between 
his slender loins, all that Arnold Dinsdale could see of the boyish 
prick was a small bit at the base which protruded wet and gleaming from 
the blonde woman's wildly sucking lips. He watched in delighted awe as 
her throat contracted and filled as she swallowed deliriously all of 
the young fresh sperm pulsating into her mouth. God, Dinsdale thought, 
a grown man could not have more cum than was in the balls of that boy, 
and then he, too, felt himself explode ...


He clenched his eyes shut as his wildly jerking cock gushed inside her 
tightly clenching cunt, feeling his testicles erupt with thick white 
semen. His hot seed spurted like water through a firehose far up into 
Melanie's hungrily milking vagina. She whimpered as she felt it splash 
the eager walls of her cunt, and tried to jerk herself downward to suck 
more of it from the head of his spewing shaft.


Balshazar's eyes rolled around in his head and his great balls began to 
surge his own streaming semen deep into her constricting belly. Melanie 
ground her buttocks back upwards tightly against his pelvis to staunch 
the flow for a moment until she reached her peak, but her very 
eagerness only incited him more. The nibbling clasp of her anal muscles 
squeezed his mammoth penis clean, the last drop of his molten load 
spasming out deep up inside her rectum.


Melanie's hips jerked as she felt the tidal waves of cum inside her, 
and her own orgasm hit her like a fist in the stomach. Searing joy 
coursed through her fantastically aroused body with the power of a 
thousand lightning bolts, curling the tips of her toes and fingers like 
burning twigs on a bonfire. Her hands were flooded too with the hot 
sticky liquid of spitting cocks, and great pools of cum clung in 
rivulets to her naked white skin as she saw other cocks spurting at her 
naked body from all sides. She wallowed lewdly in it, punishing and 
debasing herself in maniacal excitement, the odor rushing through her 
nostrils as her own climactic fluids gushed hotly from between her legs 
and trickled down around Arnold Dinsdale's deflating cock to the bed 
below.


The three spent males fell useless and drained from her still squirming 
form, and then she was rolled over on her back, other naked bodies 
taking their places, spurred on by her screaming supplications for 
further humiliation. Her hair was matted thickly with the pungent 
creamy semen, and her young body was covered with its whiteness from 
head to foot. She squirmed wetly on her back in it as she was buffeted 
up and down on the mattress by one rampaging man after another. It 
seemed she would never get enough ...


Amos Andersson grinned lewdly to himself. What a film! He couldn't stop 
the camera now, not while that blonde haired bitch was screaming to get 
fucked to death. This would be a color epic to end all pornographic 
films! Jesus, what could he call it? What could be a title strong 
enough to match the action? He thought for a moment, his eyes still 
lustily glued to the non-stop fucking on the bed. At last it came to 
him. He'd call this film GANG-BANG UNLIMITED. Yeah, that was perfect! 
GANG-BANG UNLIMITED!


"Oh God," Melanie groaned as they battered her back and forth like a 
rag doll between them, using her helpless body as a great pool into 
which to pump their burning sperm. How many men could she take? As many 
as could climb on her, she supposed. She was no longer human but a 
great mass of sensitive flesh, unable to think but only to feel. Time 
became meaningless to her, a merging of a countless number of strange 
and different long hard cocks, fucking her as they would and where they 
could. Melanie was beyond caring, though her body reacted with orgasm 
after orgasm until her strength was gone, and she could only follow 
mechanically.


"Get those legs up!" she'd hear Andersson yelling hoarsely at her from 
miles away. "Move that ass! Suck harder!"


She was nothing now but a flesh robot at his command, and weakly moved 
her limbs to comply with his shouts as best she could. Many long hours 
later she lay spread-eagled on the wet and soiled mattress that would 
be forever her bed of shame. The Andersson voice was still speaking in 
the distance as she faded to deep peaceful unconsciousness.


"Take a turn on her, somebody. She's not dead yet. I need some film 
with some imagination! See what all of you can do!"


Chapter 7


Carlyle came over to where Tim Cartwright was sitting at a desk. 
Carlyle was a fat, balding man in his mid fifties, and was chewing on 
the stub of an unlit cigar as usual. He was Tim's immediate superior as 
long as Tim was at the New York head office, so Tim immediately put his 
pen down and looked up with an eager expression on his face.


"Yes, sir?"


"How's it going, boy?"


"Fine. I'll have these figures out by tonight."


"Good, good." Carlyle spread his suit jacket open and thrust his thumbs 
into the armholes of his plaid vest. "You're doing a fine job for a 
trainee, Tim. A damned fine job."


"Thank you, sir."


"You'll go far with Flynn, I don't mind predicting. But you'll have to 
learn more about entertaining customers, first."


"I ... will?"


"Sure. That's half the job, showing the right guys a good time. Why, 
you've been cooped up in that musty hotel room of yours for weeks like 
you were a monk or something. Hell, you're in New York, and that's the 
finest city in the world for action."


"I know, sir, but there's all the work. And my wife--"


"Hang your wife, Tim, and pardon my bluntness. I'm sure she's a darling 
sweet kid from all you've told me about her. But you're here and she's 
there, and the one don't have to know about the other."


"But--"


"No buts. Tonight you're coming to a little party of mine. You'll be 
assistant host, and I'll expect you to be on your toes. We're getting 
some girls to come up--expense account quiff for the fellows from 
Rudiger's Plumbing and Heating, because that's the kind of thing they 
call a good time, you see. Gotta look out for what your customers like 
as well as need, you know, boy. But there'll be one for you, too, don't 
worry. A tight-assed little redhead named Delores. You'll like Delores; 
she meets all the boats."


"I don't really think--"


"Oh, and you'll be in charge of the projector."


"The ... projector, sir?"


"Right. We've gotten in a real hot movie from the Coast. Had it 
smuggled in special for the home office library. Cost a mint, but it 
should be worth it. I understand this is the wildest fuck flick to come 
along since Edison photographed his wife in the bathtub."


Tim Cartwright swallowed, his throat suddenly feeling parched as though 
blocked with sand. Girls ... and a sex movie! He felt a stirring in his 
loins that he hadn't felt since he'd left Melanie back in California 
weeks ago. "That does sound good at that!"


"Seven o'clock at my place. See you be there on time ... Oh, and pick 
up the canister of film from Baynard on your way out tonight, will 
you?"


"Sure. What's its title?"


"GANG-BANG UNLIMITED! Yeah, that's it. GANG-BANG UNLIMITED. Has one 
girl and a cast of thousands. Haw hew haw!" Carlyle walked away, still 
chewing expansively on his dead cigar.


Tim picked up his pen again, his mind a turmoil. Christ, GANG-BANG 
UNLIMITED! He could hardly wait to see what the girl in it was like!


The End
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Chapter 1


I wonder why it is, Sally Denham thought quizzically to herself, that 
nothing in life ever turns out quite the way you think it will? Take 
me, for instance, a born and bred New Englander--what am I doing in 
Quiggville, Tennessee? I'm not even sure I like the South (perhaps 
'approve of' was more the term), yet here I am practically committed to 
spending the rest of my life here! Once Ray gets his partnership we'll 
be committed for sure.


Funny, how the expression had slipped into both their vocabularies so 
that one or the other of them seemed to use it several times a day. 
Once we get the partnership. Will our lives really change so radically, 
and for the better, when the magic day comes? As a matter of black and 
white practicality they would. We know what the drugstore grosses every 
year, and the net. Half that net will be ours ... not just a salary. A 
salary that was far too low considering what pharmacists were making 
elsewhere, even taking into account that this apartment over the store 
was thrown in free of rent and utilities. Ray, of course, wouldn't see 
that he could be making twice as much in Knoxville or Nashville, or 
anywhere else in the country. And as Sally pointed out, that they could 
save the necessary capital twice as fast.


"But then I wouldn't get this chance, the option that I have by working 
here!"


"Do you mean an option in writing, like on a piece of property?" 
Sally's pretty brow wrinkled slightly.


"No, not an option in the literal sense. I meant the agreement between 
me and John Blodgett that I can come in as a full partner."


"And you have only his word on that?" the tiny furrows creased deeper 
and her clear grey eyes were disturbed, "No witnesses or anything?"


"Honey, that's the way business is done in small Southern towns ... 
just by sort of talking things over. When the time comes, we'll draw up 
some kind of agreement. You have to remember that things are slow-paced 
here."


She would grant that. Things were snail-paced in Quiggville, in fact, 
and if it wasn't for the appointments of her piano pupils she often 
would not know what day of the week it was. Yet to see Ray so happy and 
absorbed in his work was worth it all, she felt. Traditionally a wife 
was the helpmate of her husband and should make the sacrifices and 
endure the necessary hardships to give him his start.


When they had met on the campus, Ray had made his prospects clear from 
the very beginning. His parents were dirt-poor farmers from the 
mountain area of Tennessee and he was attending school through a 
scholarship and money he had saved while in the army. Sally was not 
wealthy by any means, but certainly better off financially and in 
family background. They had married during their senior year and moved 
to Quiggville right after graduation. Ray had been recruited with 
glowing promises by John Blodgett ... he needed a pharmacist 
immediately; the old man who had the job had died and the local 
residents had to go ten miles to the county seat to have prescriptions 
filled. In answer to Ray's questions about a share in the business he 
said he would be willing to take in a partner as soon as Ray could 
raise "a little cash to bind the deal" as he was occupied with other 
business interests and did not like to work in the store himself.


Sally never forgot her first look at Quiggville. It was little more 
than a crossroads, actually, with a square in the center of town where 
the roads met. The important stores and churches were located on the 
square, with a grassy park and the Confederate monument in the center. 
Stretching beyond that were a few blocks of houses in each direction 
along the shady quiet streets ... and then the shabby, haphazardly-
placed houses of the black people. A half-mile out of town was a new 
subdivision of rambling brick homes where the younger business and 
professional people lived and entertained each other with rounds of 
barbecues and cocktail parties.


The social position of the Denhams was not yet clearly defined. Ray had 
joined the Jaycees and Sally had been invited to some women's meetings, 
but they were not really "in", another fact which she found galling. Of 
course it was difficult to accept invitations or to entertain because 
of the long hours Ray worked and their shabby old apartment. Sally had 
painted and done a lot of fixing, but it was still dreary and 
depressing with its old-fashioned high ceilings and antiquated plumbing 
fixtures.


When they got the partnership they would buy a lot in Hickory Acres--
their credit would be good then for a home building loan from the local 
bank. And they could afford to have a baby.


If we're still sleeping together, she said to herself. Oh, God, what 
makes me think of things like that? Of course we'll be sleeping 
together ... we're husband and wife, and that's one of the most 
important things about marriage, isn't it? Yet after a year and a half 
together, the inexorable truth was that their sexual relationship was 
getting worse, not better. Since they had settled into the routine of 
their life in Quiggville, particularly, Ray initiated the sexual act 
less and less frequently. Sally never made advances to him, of course; 
she felt that was the man's prerogative and in any case her own sex 
drive seemed to be rather low ... she could live with or without it ... 
actually it was just a little bit distasteful to her, the whole messy 
thing. But she did worry about Ray's satisfaction and whether it was 
normal for him to so often be too tired or preoccupied.


Just last Sunday afternoon there had been a peculiar episode. She had 
been washing the lunch dishes while Ray sat in the living room reading 
the paper. Sally had not heard him enter the kitchen until the moment 
when he seized her around the waist. Of course she screamed and then 
laughed and they stood there together for a moment. Then Ray's hands 
had slipped upward to cup her firmly rounded breasts and she felt his 
lips nuzzling the back of her neck as he squeezed and kneaded the 
pliant, resilient flesh under his fingers. It wasn't that she didn't 
like to be caressed in that way, but her hands were wet and soapy and 
she didn't want to ruin his clean shirt ... they were going for a drive 
as soon as she finished the dishes.


So she had continued with her work and acknowledged his presence only 
with a brief affectionate smile tossed over her shoulder at her young 
husband. He had kept his hands on her breasts and pressed closer behind 
her until she was wedged firmly between his body and the sink and his 
loins were up tight against the ample spheres of her buttocks. Suddenly 
she was uncomfortably aware that Ray had an erection and the hard 
throbbing bulk of his penis was pressing into the crevice at the end of 
her spine. Perversely, her only reaction was annoyance.


Why on earth, at such an inappropriate time? A peaceful Sunday 
afternoon and they were almost ready to go out. She set the last 
saucepan in the drain and pulled the plug, still pretending not to 
notice Ray's obvious arousal although his penis was now digging into 
her to the point of widening the split between the two soft fleshy 
cheeks of her buttocks. His hands slipped from her taut-stretched 
nipples and began to work up under her apron, massaging her flat little 
belly while from the rear he slowly rubbed his loins against her with 
insinuating pressure.


"Sally," his warm breath stirred in her left car, "let's go in the 
bedroom, honey!"


"Oh, Ray ..." she protested gently, "here I've been hurrying to get 
ready while you read the paper, and now you want to fool around."


"Who's fooling around? I mean business, I'm horny as hell!"


"Ray!" she hated that vulgar expression. "I just don't understand why--
I mean, of all times," it was difficult to hold her voice steady when 
his fingers had reached her pubic mound and were moving over the 
sensitive area in a slowly rotating motion that despite her annoyance 
was making her feel curiously weak and warm up between her legs. At 
that moment the wall telephone rang.


"Damn it to hell!" her husband cursed with surprising ferocity.


Sally twisted in his grip, "A--aren't you going to answer it?"


He shook his head and resumed his lewd probing of his wife's trembling 
loins. "It's my day off."


"But it may be a customer needing a prescription."


The phone kept on ringing insistently as the young couple stood there 
locked in an obscene embrace with Ray's hand thrust up between his 
wife's legs. Then, abruptly--almost roughly he released her and pushed 
her away as he moved to snatch the telephone receiver.


It was a customer, a heart patient, who had just discovered he was out 
of the digitalis pills he must take daily.


"All right," Ray said wearily, "Come down to the store in about fifteen 
minutes. No--no free delivery nights or Sundays, only during regular 
store hours. You can send a taxi if you don't feel like coming 
yourself, Mr. Pickett."


Sally was already busy drying her hands. "We could drop the pills off 
... we'll be out in the car anyway," she whispered to Ray, but he was 
already hanging up. She carefully avoided looking at the front of his 
slacks where she knew the tell-tale bulge still pushed out the fly in 
an incongruous manner. He was glaring coldly at her.


"Be damned if we will. If he took his last pill yesterday, why couldn't 
he come in then for a refill? Because he enjoys making a big emergency 
deal out of it!" He strode angrily out of the room and she heard him go 
noisily down the stairs to open the drug store.


Poor dear, he'd been working entirely too many hours, and should at 
least have one day of rest in the week. It seemed so unfair that John 
Blodgett should reap all the profits of the drug store when he did 
nothing more than go over the books occasionally, while Ray was on his 
feet from nine to six with an additional three hours on Friday night. 
And nearly every evening there was a call for a rush prescription, 
usually a child suddenly taken sick. There was of course Minnie, the 
efficient spinster who clerked in the front of the store and supervised 
the moronic teenagers who came and went at the soda fountain. But the 
burden of the purchasing and inventory, as well as the busy pharmacy 
department, fell on Ray.


When they finally did set out in their old hardtop, however, his usual 
good humor seemed to have returned. They had long since explored every 
road leading out of Quiggville, for these rides were their chief 
recreational outlet, but still it was interesting to observe the 
countryside at different seasons of the year. The spring was Sally's 
favorite time ... it was so much more lush than a New England spring 
and came a full two months earlier. Now, at the end of a dry summer, 
there seemed to be a dusty haze in the air and a sleepiness had settled 
over the scorching red-clay fields.


They drove first to Hickory Acres to inspect the newly-staked-out lots 
in the undeveloped portion of the subdivision.


"Someone's bought the corner one," she touched her husband's arm and 
pointed to the sign which was slashed diagonally by a bright yellow 
strip bearing the letters SOLD.


"Yeah ... so I see. But that's the only one. They're not moving so 
fast, what with the recession ..." Ray was careful not to voice their 
unspoken fear that the lot of their choice might be purchased by 
someone else first. They got out of the car and went through the ritual 
of pacing off where the house would sit and where the front door would 
be.


The rest of the day Sally remembered had gone quite smoothly. They had 
a light supper and spent the evening watching TV. When the late news 
came on Sally had gone ahead and showered as she liked her shower or 
bath at night whereas Ray preferred one in the morning. When he came 
into the bedroom she was already in bed, with only the sheet pulled 
over her. In her fresh cotton baby-doll nightie she looked like a 
child, except for the outline of her high curving breasts that 
protruded provocatively over the fold of the sheet and faint dip of the 
"vee" between her legs where the light material bunched.


Ray stripped in a rapid, business-like way and stood naked beside her 
for a few seconds; he never wore pajamas ... it was a habit she simply 
could not talk him out of. In the brief interval before his hand 
touched the light switch and plunged the room into darkness, Sally's 
wide grey eyes rested lovingly on his tall, lanky form. She did love 
every inch of him, from the black hair that had a habit of falling over 
his right eye, to his big-boned hands that could be so gentle, right 
down to his size twelve feet! (In her mental inventory, Sally passed 
hurriedly over her husband's genitals which now hung down flaccidly 
between his hairy legs but were still impressive in their proportions.)


She snuggled closer to him as he climbed into the bed and stretched out 
beside her, almost positive that they would make love tonight since he 
had been so eager for sex that afternoon. She was determined to try 
very hard to enjoy the act this time ... yes, even the last of it when 
he filled her with his messy, sticky cum!


But Ray seemed to have entirely forgotten about the incident and 
apparently sex was not on his mind tonight. He lay on his back for a 
few moments, then rolled over with an affectionate pat delivered to her 
backside. "G'night, honey."


"G-goodnight, darling," she whispered back timidly. She felt surprised 
and oddly tense as she lay there beside his warm naked body and almost 
wanted to reach over and stroke him or somehow indicate her 
willingness. She didn't want to make any brazen announcement, however, 
and after a while she knew by his slow deep breathing that Ray had 
fallen asleep.


She really couldn't imagine why she was dwelling on the events of last 
Sunday ... except it seemed to mark some kind of turning point in their 
deteriorating sexual relationship, as though her rejection that 
afternoon had really discouraged her husband. But that was absurd, they 
were still practically newlyweds and only needed time to make these 
adjustments and solve whatever problems had arisen. It wasn't a problem 
in as far as she was concerned ... although she found sex disappointing 
and not very enjoyable at best, she would go through with it a 
reasonable amount of times for Ray's sake. She and Ray might have 
different temperaments, but each respected the other's desires and 
interests. For instance, Ray had not wanted her to give up her music 
and had bought an old upright piano for her to practice on and to 
instruct her half-dozen pupils. Why, Lord, she had a pupil coming for a 
lesson in twenty minutes, and here she was sitting around daydreaming! 
She began to move automatically around the living room, straightening 
up.


In the drugstore below, Ray Denham had for once caught up on the list 
of prescriptions to be filled and they sat along the counter in a neat 
row while he worked on the wholesale orders at the old-fashioned desk. 
Suddenly he heard a gravely southern accent from the front of the store 
and recognized it immediately as John Blodgett's voice.


"How 'do, Miss Minnie! You doin' all right?" and then without waiting 
for her answer, "Good, good!"


Blodgett breezed by the soda fountain with a lecherous wink at the 
clerk, "Honey, bring me and Mister Denham some cokes with lots of ice, 
child, lots of ice."


He eased his considerable bulk behind the prescription counter, "Hi 
there, Ray--you doin' all right?"


"Just fine, John," Ray said placidly, in the knowledge that business 
was good and getting steadily better. He pulled up a chair for the 
older man. Blodgett was sweating, staining his immaculate light blue 
sports shirt, and he took out a handkerchief and passed it over his 
ruddy face and thick shock of graying hair. He was a handsome man of 
about fifty, beginning to show unmistakable signs of overindulgence in 
good food and drink but still fit and powerful looking.


"Another hot one," he sighed. "We sure do need some rain awful bad. All 
my sweet corn is just dryin' up ... just parchin' under that sun."


"Is that what you raise out there, corn?" Ray asked, waiting for his 
boss to come around to the purpose of his visit.


"Oh, I raise a little bit of this and that. Main thing, course, is my 
beef cattle. I'm just a gentleman farmer, and I guess that's a good 
thing, because it's hard to make money at farming these days."


The girl appeared with two large cokes and Blodgett nudged Ray's elbow. 
"Look at that," he said in a husky undertone, "Just look at that sweet 
little ass on that child!" It was true that the girl's nylon mini 
uniform barely cleared her tender, youthful buttocks. Ray had actually 
been too busy to notice her nubile figure before. Blodgett opened the 
lower desk drawer and brought out a bottle of Jack Daniels whiskey he 
kept there. He added a generous slug of the amber liquid to each coke.


"Course you got yourself something a lot nicer than that right 
upstairs," he continued in an aggrieved tone, "Why, man, you're 
practically still on your honeymoon. But when you get to be my age you 
sure will appreciate those cute, raunchy little teenagers, let me tell 
you!" he pushed one of the drinks toward Ray.


"I don't like to drink in the store," Ray said doubtfully as he picked 
it up. "You know--old ladies come in and smell it on your breath, they 
spread it all over town that you've taken to drink."


"You're a smart man, Ray," John Blodgett said admiringly. "Yes sir, 
always lookin' ahead ... a damn smart man. You know, I just got the bad 
news the other day that I'm gonna have to cut down on the brew myself. 
Yep, just found out that my blood pressure's gone sky-high. Old Doc 
wasn't one bit encouraging ... said I'm headed straight for a heart 
attack if I don't slow down and take things easy. Fact is, that's why I 
stopped by."


Ray Denham had a sudden premonition that something might be wrong, just 
from the way Blodgett's guileless blue eyes were roving over the 
shelves of pharmaceuticals and avoiding his face.


"It looks like I have to think about retiring long before I'm sixty-
five," the older man continued, "or sort of semi-retiring ... I'm only 
going to keep hold of the properties that'll work for me without me 
working on them ... see what I mean?"


Ray shook his head and waited to hear what was coming next.


"No, I reckon you don't. Well, take this store, for instance. Since you 
took over it runs pretty smooth, I certainly got to admit that, but 
there's still the bookkeeping and figuring the taxes. I want to get 
shut of it. Instead of taking in a partner, I've decided to sell out, 
Ray--the whole works."


There was a moment of absolute silence. Then Ray took a hefty swallow 
of the sweet, whiskey-laced cola. "T-the building, too?" Blodgett's 
stunning announcement had caught him so suddenly that it was taking him 
several seconds to assimilate the knowledge and what it would mean for 
him.


"Oh, not the building. You won't catch me selling a piece of prime real 
estate that's right on the square. No, I mean the inventory, all the 
fixtures, the good will ... everything that's inside these four walls. 
Then I'll give the buyer a long-term lease ..." he smiled at Ray, "You 
know, I was really lookin' forward to us working as partners ... 
carrying out your ideas for remodeling ... but when I got the word from 
Doc I knew I just had to think of my health first. And there's 
Lauralee--I don't want to up and die and leave her a widow."


"Yes ... sure," Ray said, his mind going inevitably to Sally's worried 
questions, nothing in writing? You only have his word for it? He felt 
curiously light and hollow, as if the support had been knocked out of 
him. How could he tell her? How could he ever tell Sally?


"Have you, uh," he cleared his throat, "Have you set a price?"


Blodgett settled himself firmly in the wooden chair and tilted the 
creaking piece of furniture back on two legs. "Well," he crunched the 
ice from his drink loudly between his teeth, "I'm thinking in the 
neighborhood of fifty thousand, Ray."


"F-fifty?"


"Think about the inventory. You know yourself what's sitting here in 
the inventory."


Ray knew. He also knew that much of it, including the last big drug 
order, was not paid for yet. Still--perhaps it was a fair price. 
Although it seemed an astronomical sum, especially since Blodgett had 
promised to make him a partner as soon as he had $5000. By putting $200 
in the bank every month, he had already saved $2800, he was more than 
halfway there ... but now he wondered whether Blodgett would have held 
to the bargain, after all? "B-but, John, over the next few years your 
profits from the store will be much more than that. I can run 
everything--you wouldn't have to spend any time here at all unless you 
wanted to."


"There's something in what you say," the big man admitted, "Only the 
thing is, Ray, that I'll be spending my winters in Florida from now on 
... buyin' myself one of these condominium apartments right on the 
beach, and me and Lauralee are fixin' to go down there just as soon as 
I get everything straightened out here. Now those apartments cost a 
heap of money and I got to raise some cash ... ever'body thinks I'm a 
real rich son of a bitch ... I don't complain, but the fact is it's all 
tied up in real estate. Naturally we couldn't sell the farm--it's the 
old Quigg place, belonged to Lauralee's folks since God knows when--and 
we'll live there summers or whenever we take a notion to come back to 
town. And like I already said, I don't want to part with any property 
in the business district. 'Bout the only thing left is this drugstore."


"I see," Ray nodded, trying to control his wildly spiraling doubts and 
thoughts, "How much--how much time will I have, in case I could maybe 
make some kind of deal to buy the place?"


"That would please me very much, if you see yourself in a position to 
buy. Well, I hope to get down there to Florida around the first of 
November ... so that leaves about two months. I, uh, I already had one 
offer, Ray, and they agreed to meet that price I mentioned. I won't say 
who the offer was from, but it's a big chain of discount drugstores."


As Blodgett sipped his drink and continued to unfold the story, Ray 
Denham felt a rising anger that blotted out caution and made calm 
speech impossible. "Look here, John," he pointed out, "You know I 
graduated at the top of my class. I had my choice of jobs and this was 
the lowest-paid of all, but I took it, for just one reason. I wanted to 
own my own business, and that's what you promised me--and I thought 
you'd be as good as your word!"


"Now hold on, son ..." Blodgett tried to protest, but Ray plunged 
wildly on, raising his voice so that he could be heard throughout the 
store.


"Now you tell me that you've been dealing behind my back to sell the 
business right out from under me! Why, I don't think you ever had any 
intention of keeping our agreement; you just wanted to hire a cheap 
pharmacist!"


"That's enough, Ray," Blodgett's voice was still mild, but his pale 
blue eyes glittered with a cold light and his florid face had reddened 
to a deeper shade. He stood up. "You better simmer down before you say 
something you're going to regret later on. I know you're disappointed 
and I'm not sayin' you don't have maybe some right to be. But I had no 
way of knowing my health was going to fold up on me, so to speak. Why, 
when I brought you down here I was lookin' forward to us running the 
store for years to come, and I'll be very happy if you can raise the 
money to buy me out. You're well thought of here in Quiggville ... you 
and your little wife ... and if I was you I wouldn't want to spoil that 
reputation by gettin' all hotheaded. I'll be talking to you later."


He turned on his heel and strolled through the store in a leisurely 
manner as if they had discussed nothing more important than the 
weather. Ray stared after the retreating figure, his fists clenched 
unconsciously, until Blodgett passed through the front door. Then he 
reached for the bottle of whiskey, poured a double shot into his coke, 
tilted his head back and drank.


He was thankful for the sound of the faltering piano notes that could 
be faintly heard from upstairs ... Sally had a pupil ... he could 
postpone giving her the news at least for a little while. He didn't 
have to tell her at all today, of course, but he knew that he would. As 
much as he loved Sally, he wondered if it would have been better to 
wait a few years before marrying. A man had no business getting married 
before he was making a good income and could provide the things girls 
had come to expect. Why should Sally be penalized ... not able to have 
a modern house with nice furniture and the latest appliances ... or 
pretty new clothes? They'd never even had a real honeymoon, a thing 
which Ray bitterly regretted most of all. Because maybe their sex life 
would have gotten off to a better start if he had been able to take his 
inexperienced young bride to some romantic, relaxing spot for the first 
few nights. Instead of staying in some plush hotel or motel with a 
pool, they'd moved directly into a grubby little campus apartment that 
was as bad as the one they lived in now. Her folks had been very upset 
... they'd wanted the couple to wait at least until graduation ... they 
hadn't given Sally any presents or any financial help at all except 
paying her college fees for the rest of the year. No, they hadn't 
wanted their daughter to throw herself away on some no-account 
southerner!


It seemed ironic now that the quality about Sally which had first 
attracted him to her was a sort of coolness about her ... something 
that said "don't touch me." He was sure that Sally was one of the very 
few virgins on the campus, which had indeed proved to be the case. 
Fiercely proud as he was, it was important to Ray that his wife should 
be a woman whom no other man besides himself had ever possessed ... or 
ever would possess!


Once they were married, though, he had looked for a change in her 
standoffish attitude. He knew she loved him and had been eager to marry 
as soon as possible. He had mistakenly believed she was just as eager 
for the physical side of marriage, but from the first night, sex had 
been a fiasco ... his bride seemed to turn into a lump of ice under 
him. Maybe it took more time than he'd realized, especially for a girl 
brought up in a very conventional manner as Sally had been.


Absently, he carried the empty cola cups out to the soda fountain. The 
girl reached out to take them, tossing the paper liners into the trash 
can and stacking the gleaming metal bases expertly on a shelf. 
"Something else for you, Mr. Denham?" she inquired solicitously, her 
made-up dark eyes bright with curiosity. No doubt she'd overheard the 
row with John Blodgett.


"Uh, no ... thanks," he stared at her. God, he couldn't even remember 
the little tart's name; she was new ... long black hair fixed into an 
elaborately artificial set and a long slender body that seemed far too 
mature for her sixteen or so years. Ray ran his suddenly dry tongue 
around his mouth ... it must be the whiskey ... sweet little ass, 
Blodgett had said ... Christ, it was a beautiful ass, perfectly 
outlined by the electrically clinging nylon fabric ... and all at once 
he found himself wondering what it would be like to rip the skimpy 
uniform off the girl ... spread her legs out.


Drops of sweat beaded on Ray's brow. Yes, how would it feel to ram his 
cock into that soft little belly? Christ, he groaned inwardly, how 
could he think of such things when he had a beautiful young wife 
upstairs at this very moment? He hadn't so much as looked at another 
girl since he married Sally.


Yet as he stood there in confusion, he was uncomfortably aware that his 
cock had in mere seconds responded to his lewd thoughts about the soda 
fountain waitress and it was now lying heavily against his stomach, 
fully erect. Turning hastily, he retreated to the prescription 
department. God, what would happen to his "good name" in this town if 
he started making passes at his clerks? As he sat there staring blankly 
at the forgotten list for the wholesale house, Miss Minnie suddenly 
entered the little cubicle, her face flushed with excitement. "Mr. 
Denham!" she blurted, "He's going to sell the store, isn't he?"


"I--" obviously she knew something was up, so why evade her question? 
"That's what he's talking about, yes."


"I knew it! I knew the other day that something was wrong. Mr. Blodgett 
brought some men from Memphis in, they was going all over everything 
... asking questions."


"When was that?" Ray inquired.


"Well, you wasn't here. Must have been the day you were in the city. 
See, he made sure to bring 'em when you wouldn't be around!"


"Look," Ray said, "I'm sure it's as much of a shock to you as it is to 
me, Miss Minnie. More, because you've worked here a lot longer than I 
have. But I don't think you have anything to worry about. Whoever the--
the new owner is, he'll need employees, and there's no one who knows 
the store like you do."


"Mmmhmm ... and what about you, Mr. Denham?"


He shrugged unhappily. "I don't know. We'll just have to see. If I 
can't get at least part ownership, then I don't want to work for 
someone else. I can do that anywhere, for a hell of a lot more money!"


When Ray came upstairs that night, a half hour after closing time, 
Sally sensed immediately that something was wrong. It was in the 
defeated slump of his shoulders and the bleak gloominess of his face. 
But she said nothing, waiting for him to tell her about it. She had 
fixed him a good dinner for the hot weather ... cold sliced ham, snap 
beans, macaroni salad and cornbread. Sally was proud that she was 
learning to cook in the southern way.


But her husband only picked at the tempting food she loaded on his 
plate, and halfway through the tense meal he suddenly laid his fork 
down and announced to her, "Blodgett's selling the drugstore--to a 
discount chain."


"W-what?" Sally stammered, her heart plummeting, "But he can't do that, 
Ray! Where did you hear it?"


When he told her she kept on shaking her head in disbelief, "I just 
can't understand how he could do such a thing." She pushed her chair 
back abruptly and came around to her husband's side, taking him in her 
arms and holding him protectively against her warm body as if she were 
comforting a child, "Don't you care, Ray!" she said fiercely, "Don't 
you worry about it for one minute. Oooh, I never trusted him--that 
smooth-talking old hypocrite!"


She meant to soften the blow, to bolster his crushed feelings. 
Unfortunately, her action and choice of words only brought home to Ray 
more strongly his feeling of failure. The husband should be the one to 
comfort the wife and shield her from life's harsh realities--not the 
other way around. And then to rub salt in his wounds she had to say 
that she had seen through John Blodgett all the time whereas he had 
been taken in by the glowing promises.


In fact, Sally's thoughts were racing rapidly into the future ... her 
only sorrow was for Ray. Why, it wasn't the worst thing that could have 
happened, after all. They had money in the bank ... now they could 
leave Quiggville and make a whole new start somewhere else ... 
somewhere more lively and stimulating. But one glimpse at the 
desperately unhappy face of her husband sent these hopeful thoughts 
crashing into limbo. Ray had to make it here, he had to prove himself 
in exactly the way that he had set out to do.


"Darling," she said gently, "maybe we can buy the store. I mean how do 
we know unless we try? It is a lot of money, but everyone here knows 
you ... Mr. Quigg at the bank is John Blodgett's brother-in-law, you 
know. I'm sure he'd consider loaning you the money ... Mr. Blodgett 
could talk to him ... why, everyone in town likes you!"


"That isn't exactly security for fifty thousand bucks," he pointed out 
grimly, "But ... you're right, I guess. It won't do any harm to ask--
we've got to know where we stand."


Ray did not fall asleep easily that night, but Sally lay awake long 
after he finally dropped off. It seemed that the crisis had awakened 
all her instincts ... she was prepared to fight for her man, to do 
anything to insure that he got what he wanted. She believed she had an 
idea ... although she'd never been able to bring herself to completely 
trust Mr. Blodgett, she must admit that his manner toward her had 
always been extremely courteous and friendly. In fact, he had treated 
her with real old-fashioned southern politeness and had been very 
solicitous about whether she was happily settled in Quiggville and 
liked his community.


Somehow she felt that ... well, that she might have more influence with 
him than Ray would. Ray was apt to get hotheaded, as he admitted he had 
this afternoon. If only he hadn't really alienated John Blodgett, 
perhaps she could persuade him to change his mind about selling out, or 
at the very least enlist his aid in getting them a loan. He would not 
be so bluntly business-like with a woman, she felt, and she did not 
mind begging for Ray's sake. Yes, she must manage to see John Blodgett 
alone, and without Ray's knowledge of the meeting. God, Ray would kill 
her if he even guessed what she was thinking!


*   *   *


Arranging to see her husband's boss was not so easy, however, Sally 
Denham found. He did maintain an office over the bank, but it was a 
sort of dummy office. There was no secretary and you could never tell 
when Blodgett himself would be there. Sally took to watching the square 
from her front windows for a glimpse of the tobacco-colored station 
wagon that he drove.


Meanwhile she tried to persuade Ray that it would not do to present 
their case too hastily at the bank, they must be organized with all the 
figures on the store's volume of business, show that Ray was a capable 
administrator. Her poor darling had been going around like a zombie 
ever since that day he found out about the sale of the store. She just 
couldn't understand why it meant so much to him ... after all, he was a 
young man, only twenty-six ... how could anyone be a failure at twenty-
six? She supposed it had something to do with being poor as a child ... 
wanting something other than farming ... no doubt the business people 
with whom Ray's family had to deal, and beg credit from, had seemed to 
a child like the very pillars of the economy or something. Her own 
father, a moderately successful salesman, had never worried about 
working for others, but Ray had this craving, this obsession, to be his 
own boss.


On Friday afternoon before the Labor Day weekend she at last saw the 
brown station wagon parked opposite the bank and knew that here was her 
opportunity. At first she thought of telephoning to ask for an 
appointment, but she nervously dropped the phone back on the cradle 
after dialing three numbers. She hurried into the bedroom, unzipping 
her dress as she walked, and let it fall to the floor. She selected a 
sheer pale yellow dress that seemed ladylike and fresh, though a trifle 
short. Then she released her long ash-brown hair from its pony tail and 
hastily brushed it down over her shoulders. She realized that this made 
her look younger ... perhaps, she thought, surveying herself in the 
mirror, she had gotten a trifle heavier since marriage, although it 
certainly had not harmed her looks. It only made the dress cling 
faithfully to every curving high-point of her figure. On the hanger it 
had seemed so demure and simple, but now when it was stretched over her 
high thrusting breasts and caressing her soft fluid hipline, the dress 
was almost blatantly sexy. It would do nicely, she thought, for the 
purpose of charming John Blodgett onto their side. She hastily buckled 
on white sandals, dabbed a touch of lipstick on her small, prettily 
curved mouth and picked up her purse.


She hurried down the stairs and out of their private entrance which 
fortunately did not open into the drugstore. God, it was hot ... she 
would be perspiring before she had crossed the square! One of the 
things Sally disliked about Quiggville was that everyone knew your 
business, since everyone's business was transacted on the square--bank, 
doctor's office, finance company or whatever. Hopefully she would not 
be observed entering the side door that led to the rooms over the bank, 
although of course she had a perfect right to go there if she wished. 
She reached the entrance without meeting anyone she knew and let 
herself into the gloomy hallway. The sagging old oiled wood stairs 
creaked beneath her light tread.


John Blodgett's office door stood open. Evidently he had been looking 
for something, as his desk was strewn with papers. As Sally reached his 
doorway he looked up, face blank for only a second. Then he smiled in 
welcome.


"Why, hi there, Miz Denham! You doin' all right?"


"Fine, thank you," she acknowledged, all her courage abruptly deserting 
her.


"Well, just come right in. You, uh, lookin' for me?"


"Yes, if you're not busy, I would like to talk with you for a few 
minutes." As she moved toward the chair he indicated, Sally nearly 
tripped over a big black and tan German Shepherd that had been 
completely concealed by the desk. "Oh!" she exclaimed nervously, and 
the animal raised its head and regarded her alertly although not 
otherwise moving from its reclining position.


"That's just Duke," Blodgett chuckled, "You 'fraid of dogs, Miz 
Denham?"


"N-no, I love dogs," she laughed self-consciously, "He startled me, 
that's all." She reached down to stroke the dog's glossy head. She had 
seen the magnificent animal before, usually looking out the rear window 
of the station wagon. Sally crossed her shapely bare legs and folded 
her hands demurely in her lap, looking directly into the ruddy, 
handsome face of her husband's boss.


"Mr. Blodgett, Ray--Ray and I are very disappointed about your decision 
to sell the drugstore. That's what I want to talk to you about. Ray 
doesn't know that I'm here ... it was entirely my own idea to come ... 
s-so I hope you won't say anything to him about it."


"Well, now, is that a good idea, for a nice little wife to keep secrets 
from her husband?" he drawled, but from his understanding smile Sally 
knew he was only teasing her. In fact, his easy-going informality was 
putting her more and more at ease, so she plunged on.


"No, of course it isn't, but I guess wives have always, interfered a 
little bit ... when they thought it was necessary. You see, I 
understand my husband so much better than anyone else does. He's very 
proud--too proud to come right out and tell you how much he wants to 
own that drugstore, or at least be a partner. I'm sure you know that's 
why we decided to come here in the first place," she made this last 
remark rather pointed and then looked up anxiously to see whether it 
had offended him. Apparently not, for he was still smiling in a kindly 
way. He seemed to be staring at her legs and she shifted her position a 
bit in the chair and tugged her skirt down before continuing, "Ray is 
going to ask the bank for a loan, to buy you out. I--I'm sure that your 
... your help, your recommendation would be very, uh, persuasive to the 
people at the bank. I believe you're related to the bank president?"


"Brother-in-law," John Blodgett said, nodding, "Lee Quigg is my wife's 
twin."


"Oh, really--twins? I didn't know that."


"'Course that doesn't mean I can tell him how to run his bank," the big 
man pointed out, "but like you say, my opinion does carry a little 
weight."


"I'm sure it carries a great deal of weight," Sally said warmly, 
"That's why I came to you. And also, of course, because I feel that I 
know you ... a little, at least. I couldn't have gone to Mr. Quigg, for 
instance, with such a request. Will you help us, Mr. Blodgett?" Her 
grey eyes rested pleadingly on his face and she sat forward slightly in 
her chair, the movement deepening the dark shadowed cleft between her 
large breasts. Blodgett's gaze flicked downward and rested on those 
twin mounds that were quivering noticeably from her nervousness. God 
damn, he thought, but the girl had a pair of beauties! He could hardly 
believe that Ray Denham's snotty New England wife was actually sitting 
here in his office at this moment asking him for a favor. He had always 
dismissed her as unattainable, no matter how attractive. Now, a bold 
plan was rapidly taking shape in his devious, cunning mind.


"Look, Miz Denham--may I call you Sally?" She nodded breathlessly. "I 
want to help you, Sally. I sure-to-God do!" his husky southern voice 
oozed sincerity, "and maybe there just might be something I can do. But 
don't go gettin' your hopes up too high. We all of us business people 
in this town would like to see Ray running the store. After all, he's a 
Tennessean ... practically a local boy. But these aren't the best of 
times, I guess you know that, and there's certain rules any bank has to 
be guided by in making loans. If you start bending those rules too much 
out of shape then the bank's in trouble."


"Perhaps," she said timidly, "if you feel there's no chance of our 
getting the loan, you'll reconsider selling and go back to the 
partnership plan?"


He smiled sadly. "I'm afraid my doctor would have something to say 
about that, and Lauralee wouldn't be too happy either. Now if you and I 
were going to be the partners, that might be different."


Sally was at first annoyed that he would joke about a matter which was 
so very serious to her. She looked at him rather severely and he stared 
back at her with a direct, disturbing gaze. Good heavens, he couldn't 
be ... he wasn't suggesting ... no, she could only treat it as a 
pleasantry, an inept one. So she smiled at him innocently. She had 
never really had the opportunity to study John Blodgett before at close 
range. He certainly did not look to be in poor health, nor old enough 
to retire. Although streaked with grey, his hair was as thick as Ray's 
and worn in modish sideburns. He was a large man and undeniably a 
handsome one and his oddly compelling gaze was raking her from head to 
toe! Sally felt the first prickle of discomfort, and feared that he had 
misunderstood her intentions in coming here. She had hoped of course to 
take advantage of her feminine position, but not ... not by demeaning 
herself!


"Is there anything you can do for us? Have you any advice?" she asked, 
growing more uneasy every second that his now frankly lecherous eyes 
devoured her body. He smiled in answer, slowly and confidently.


"There might be, Sally," he paused to let his words sink in. "There 
just might be. Tell me what ever made a northern gal like you marry a 
no-account like Ray Denham?"


"What do you mean, no-account?" she blazed, getting angrily to her 
feet, "I love Ray!" The dog, Duke, stirred and lifted his head again. 
"Why, there's not another man in this stupid little town who's got one-
tenth of Ray's brains and ambition!"


"Oh, I know all that," he answered mildly, "but he hasn't got any 
money, any family, any backing. You should have married a man with some 
position in the world."


"Don't underestimate us, Mr. Blodgett," she said icily, "Ray will have 
position some day, and I'll fight to help him get it."


"Uh-huh. And just how far are you willing to go, honey, to help your 
husband?"


"Wh-what do you mean?" her pretty face wrinkled into a frown as she 
tried to fathom the depths of his mind.


"Simple. I've got something you need--influence. And you've got 
something I could use. Yes sir, something I could make very good use 
of," his even white teeth flashed at her. "You're a regular little 
spitfire, but I admire a woman with guts--specially when she comes all 
tied up in a pretty package like you do."


"I'm afraid I don't understand you," Sally said coldly, beginning to 
move around the desk with her eye on the door. But her heart was 
plummeting. God, had she ruined everything?


"Let me make it crystal clear, then," Blodgett stood up, too. He turned 
around and closed the door, than faced the trembling young wife. "I 
like you. And after we got to know each other better, I think you'd 
like me. As for that husband of yours, I didn't like the way he shot 
his mouth off the other day and if I do anything to help him get the 
store it will only be because of his pretty little wife and how nice 
she is to me."


Sally had reached the door but found her path blocked by Blodgett's 
sturdy figure. Her heart was pounding wildly and her beautiful face was 
flushed with embarrassment and anger. "Let me pass," she snapped, "I 
can see I've only wasted my time in coming here!"


He reached out and seized her, drawing the full length of her body 
tightly against his and holding her there, immovable. Gasping with 
shock, she beat ineffectually at his chest with her little fists, 
meanwhile feeling his belt buckle digging into her flesh just under her 
breasts and further down, something hard that poked into her stomach 
and could only be ... oh, God! She was enveloped in the pleasant spicy 
smell of his shaving lotion as he forced her face upward to meet his. 
His open mouth enclosed her small lips and his powerful tongue inserted 
itself between her clenched teeth ... pushing ... pushing into her 
throat. With a muffled, strangling cry and with all her strength Sally 
succeeded in twisting away, ducking her head out of the reach of his 
lewdly thrusting tongue. At the same time she freed her right hand and 
slapped him just as hard as she could, so that her palm smarted from 
the impact.


"Ow!" he exclaimed. "Why, you little hellcat!" Instead of being angry, 
however, he was smiling ... laughing down at her as though it was a 
huge joke. "You'll pay me for that, in spades," he promised, rubbing 
his reddened cheek. Behind Sally the dog, Duke, suddenly let out a 
sharp bark and she started with fright and surprise.


"Down, boy--stay," John Blodgett commanded calmly, grinning wryly at 
the terrorized girl, "You're damn lucky Duke didn't take a nip at your 
ass ... he didn't know if we were playing or it was for real. I surely 
would hate to see anything happen to that cute little tail of yours!" 
He was still holding her loosely and they were both breathing heavily. 
"I want to see you ... very soon ... your place?"


"You're crazy!" she sputtered. "I never want to see you again ... after 
this outrageous ... this ..." she couldn't find words to express her 
contempt for his behavior, "you just wait 'til I tell my husband about 
this!"


"If you want me to help you, those are the terms. Just call me when 
you're ready, Sally. Your place, or we can go to a motel ... 
personally, I think your apartment is safer, but that's up to you."


"You ... are ... insane," she hissed, "I have no intention of meeting 
you anywhere. What you are suggesting is unthinkable--you're married--
I'm married. And even if I weren't, the very idea would disgust me!"


"Oh, but you wouldn't find the experience disgusting, honey. I can 
promise you that you'll love it." His big hands began to move and 
before she had realized it Sally felt her right breast cupped by his 
widespread fingers, and reacted as though she had received an electric 
shock. She struck his arms down and reached for the doorknob, her eyes 
blinded by hot tears of rage. He caught her around the waist as she 
jerked the door open and passed his offending hand gently over the 
rounded swell of her buttocks, whispering hoarsely, "And remember this, 
Sally, if I don't hear from you, then you can be sure Ray won't get the 
loan!"


She fled at a dangerous speed down the old staircase, stopping in the 
hallway below only long enough to compose herself sufficiently to step 
out onto the sidewalk. The sunlight was blinding, the air oppressively 
still and hot as she made her way back across the square, defeated. 
John Blodgett! She still could not believe it ... John Blodgett, one of 
the most important men in town ... he and his wife right at the head of 
the Quiggville social circuit ... respected, admired. Ha! And he had 
dared to kiss her, in the most repulsive way, a suggestive tongue kiss 
... touched her breast ... asked her to meet him! It was the greatest 
shock of her young life. The old lecher, yes, twice her age ... oh, he 
hadn't come right out and said it in so many words, what he wanted ... 
hadn't put a name to it. God help her, what had she done? And all she'd 
wanted was to help her adored Ray!


Sally reached the security of her own door, unlocked it with fumbling 
fingers and ran upstairs. She threw herself on the bed, still shaking 
and quivering although no tears came. She wanted to cry but could not. 
She was too frightened.


From his dusty window John Blodgett had observed her progress every 
step of the way. God damn, he chuckled, look at that little ass sway 
... she sure is fit to be tied! Look at those legs ... gal's got legs 
like a racehorse ... Jesus, I bet she can pump those legs in the sack, 
too.


Little hellcat! He saw with satisfaction that Sally did not enter the 
drugstore, but went directly to the house entrance. No, she wouldn't be 
in a hurry to tell Ray about it ... it was a hundred-to-one shot that 
she would tell her husband at all. Because the first thing he'd say 
would be what were you doing in his office? And Sally was smart enough 
to figure that out. Let it lay for a few days, just as it was. If the 
snotty little bitch was so crazy about her farmer of a husband, she'd 
be around. Yes sir, all he had to do was let it lay.


Still smiling, Blodgett reached down and patted Duke's furry head. 
Liked her, didn't you, boy? We might just get ourselves a piece of 
that, Duke, how about it? Been a while since we had any strange cunt, 
hasn't it? He seated himself at the big old-fashioned desk again and 
resumed going through his papers. There was a lot of work to be 
straightened out before he left for Florida.


Every few minutes he would stop, however, and smile thoughtfully to 
himself at the way things were working out, falling into place. He had 
been trying for several seasons now to get Lauralee to move to Florida 
for the whole winter. She had proved stubborn on this point and so he 
had hit on the idea of saying the Doc wanted him to slow down. 
Actually, Doc's warning had been nowhere near as dire as he went around 
telling everyone. His blood pressure was up a little ... he should eat 
less, drink less whiskey, quit smoking. As far as retiring, John 
Blodgett hadn't worked an honest day for years anyway, and why should 
he? If a man had some brains and used them, others would do the work 
and he could sit back and count the money. Take Ray Denham, now, he 
would work hard, save all his money, and someday he might own a crummy 
drugstore! Well, if that was his version of the American Dream, let him 
go after it.


He had been just as poor as Ray at the same age, and look at where he 
was now. Of course, the Blodgetts hadn't been hillbilly farmers, they 
were real old southern quality and that still counted for something in 
Quiggville. If he hadn't come from a good family, Lauralee's 
grandmother probably would have had their marriage annulled. She'd been 
only sixteen while he was twenty-four.


That was the year after the war was over, and he'd just got out of the 
army and had come home to Quiggville to draw his veteran's unemployment 
benefits while he looked around for something to do. The Quigg twins, 
Lee and Lauralee, had been children when he went away ... now they were 
seniors in high school and most of the town gossip revolved around the 
twins. Parents dead and being raised by their grandmother, a fool if 
there ever was one. Set out to make Lauralee a southern belle who would 
have done credit to the Civil War days--innocent, ladylike, sheltered--
and naturally the girl had rebelled and turned out just the opposite. 
Wild! Smoking at thirteen, using words nobody could figure out where 
she'd learned, and from the age of about fourteen on, putting out to 
anything in pants. Lee, the boy, wasn't half as bad as his sister but 
they were both hellions. They were both spoiled rotten and when they 
turned sixteen that spring, Grandma had to rack her brains to come up 
with presents they didn't already have. She bought Lee a convertible 
and promised Lauralee a trip to Europe. But the girl didn't want to go 
to Europe, especially since she had to wait until graduation and then 
go along with Grandma. When her twin got a car, Lauralee was furious. 
Somewhere she picked up the basics of driving and was soon sneaking out 
in Lee's new car whenever she got the chance.


That Saturday night, John Blodgett had just come out of the theater and 
was standing at the curb. Quiggville's only traffic light turned red 
and he had started across the street when there was a squeal of brakes 
and a yellow fender dipped to a stop only inches from him. He started 
to swear, looked up, and the words died ...


"Hi, John," Lauralee said. "I'm sorry if I scared you," she giggled. 
"It'd be awful to go through the war and then get killed right here on 
the square, wouldn't it?" She was staring at him with undisguised 
admiration ... he was wearing his tropical-weight uniform and the 
pocket was crowded with his battle ribbons. The two of them were 
suddenly a pair of animals, sniffing at the warm flower-perfumed night 
air in search of excitement. "Can I give you a ride someplace?" her 
little red lips parted expectantly.


He got into the car beside her, conscious even then that this might be 
a momentous evening although he did not know that it was going to 
change the whole course of his life.


Everything he had heard about Lauralee turned out to be true, and then 
some. He couldn't believe she was only sixteen, no teenager could 
possibly acquire the knowledge that was packed into her lithe, hundred-
pound body! They had gone directly to a roadhouse a few miles out of 
town, where Lauralee insisted on having beer. Evidently she'd also had 
something to drink before picking him up ... she was not drunk, but 
pretty high. They sat side by side in a booth and suddenly he felt her 
warm hand on his thigh, moving purposefully upward until it stopped in 
the "vee" of his legs, cupping his balls. Jesus H. Christ! He nearly 
choked on his beer as he felt her fingers working down there at his 
loins ... did she know what she was doing to him? A glance at her face 
with its wicked tittle cat-like smile told him that she did. She leaned 
over and put her lips against his left ear. "Ooooh, Johnny, have you 
got a big cock?"


He couldn't have answered her, his heart was beating clear up in his 
throat like a hammer. So he put his hand down over hers and drew her 
fingers upward. By God, his cock felt like it was bigger than it ever 
had been or was ever going to be again ... it was throbbing like crazy 
and ramming against his pants like it was trying to get free ... and 
into her hot little pussy.


"Oh, Lord," she squealed as her hand closed over him, "it is big, 
Johnny! Now, what are we going to do about that?"


"It's your fault," he told her, "I guess you better figure it out."


"You mean you don't kn-o-o-w?" she drawled in a teasing voice, 
squeezing his penis and massaging it up and down until he thought he'd 
go off right there and then.


"You little cock-tease!" he growled, shoving his hand between her legs. 
Her thighs were smooth and warm and they clamped together over his 
invading hand, then very gradually opened to allow him to push farther 
up the forbidden split until his fingers encountered her panties. 
Blodgett remembered feeling that maybe somebody ought to pinch him and 
wake him up ... this had to be a dream, sitting here with the Lauralee 
Quigg ... feeling each other up in full view of anyone who wanted to 
look and be God-damned if he could tell which of the two of them was 
the hottest. Lauralee's eyes had a glazed look and she was breathing 
fast and jerky ... "Shall we get out of here?" he whispered.


"Yes!" she wiggled away from his obscenely probing fingers just as they 
slid under the tight elastic leg-band of her pants. She stood up and he 
had hastily thrown some money on the table and followed her. Lauralee 
had insisted on driving, but instead of taking to the highway she 
simply drove behind the roadhouse, right into a field. He thought the 
car would hang up in the soft earth, but she spun it under a big tree 
and right there is where they did it. He had wanted to put the top up 
in the convertible but Lauralee was too eager to wait ... he smiled 
faintly, recalling that zippers were new in those days and the pants of 
his uniform had a button fly. Lauralee had the buttons undone in 
seconds, and she took his aching cock out.


"Oh, Johnny!" her voice was awed, "It is big. Lord, I never saw one 
like that ... you'll kill me with it!" and she had bent over him, her 
long golden hair falling over his genitals, brushing against his 
heavily loaded balls while she kissed the tip of his penis and then ran 
her little pink tongue all around it like she was licking an ice cream 
cone. Groaning with his desire to get into this incredible little 
witch, he tore at her dress ... pulling it down to expose her youthful 
breasts with their high, pointed contours and virginal tiny nipples. 
Then he pushed her skirt up until her clothing was all bunched around 
her waist and the lower half of her sensuous body was exposed too, the 
brief panties starkly white against her slim tanned legs. Lauralee 
released his swollen rod from her warm wet mouth and scuttled backward 
on the car seat to a reclining position, her legs raised. Panting, 
almost sobbing, she helped him pull the panties off.


"Christ, Lauralee, you're beautiful!" he exclaimed huskily as he stared 
down hungrily at her nakedly exposed pussy. The pink cuntal slit 
nestled, almost concealed, beneath her short curling golden pubic hair. 
"Oh, hurry, hurry," she was begging him, "I'm so hot I can't stand it!" 
and she took his lust-swollen cock in her hands and guided it toward 
her tiny cunt-hole. She had whimpered when he burst through the tight 
muscular ring, but had quickly become use to the bulk of him inside her 
and he had been too aroused by her wanton eagerness to exercise any 
caution or restraint. He had fucked Lauralee Quigg mercilessly, as if 
she had been a common whore and, God, she had loved it. Sixteen years 
old! He could have gone to jail for the things he did to her that night 
in the car ... well, if it came to that he reckoned he could have gone 
to jail for a lot of things he'd done in his life. John Blodgett 
grinned humorlessly.


It had been very late when they had finally satiated each other and got 
their clothes straightened. Again, she had wanted to drive and he 
figured she was sober enough, although still a rotten driver. They were 
coming into the outskirts of town, down in the colored section, when it 
happened.


The streets were quite deserted, so that the last thing they expected 
was a white figure looming up suddenly in the headlights. Lauralee had 
jerked the wheel, but the right fender had hit the white object. The 
impact was so slight ... yet it hurled the figure several yards ahead 
and it crumpled against the curb. Lauralee kept on going, gripping the 
steering wheel tightly.


"What was it?" she cried.


He had tried to get her to stop, to go back. "I think it was a woman 
... a colored woman." She just kept on driving.


"S-she stepped out in the road! You saw her, Johnny! I--I haven't got a 
driver's license."


Luckily for both of them, he had kept his head. He told her again to 
stop and then he got behind the wheel. They did not go back to see 
about the woman, instead he went to his home and put the car in his 
vacant garage, his mother hadn't had an auto since the war. There was 
only a small dent in the fender, but to be sure he got several buckets 
of water and washed that side of the car very carefully. Then he drove 
Lauralee home. When they turned in between the brick gateposts at the 
entrance to the Quigg farm, John Blodgett deliberately scraped the 
right fender, crumpling it slightly and leaving yellow paint on the 
bricks. He explained to Lauralee that this was necessary to explain the 
damage, and that he would pay to have the car repaired.


It turned out that the victim was an aged colored woman with no 
relatives, and so not too much fuss was ever made about finding the 
hit-and-run driver. The state police did check on cars that required 
body work after the date of the accident, but readily accepted the 
explanation of the damage to Lee Quigg's convertible. And the following 
week, on the night of Lauralee's graduation from high school, she and 
John Blodgett eloped to Mississippi and were married.


The marriage had worked out well. Perhaps Lauralee's grandmother had 
seen that Blodgett was a strong enough man to handle her wayward 
granddaughter as well as guide Lee Quigg in running the various family 
enterprises. He had insisted that as his wife, Lauralee should conduct 
her sexual affairs with more discretion although he was aware that a 
woman with her insatiable appetites could not remain faithful to any 
one man. Well, he had his own appetites, by God, and he hadn't done too 
badly over the years either! If theirs had been the conventional 
marriage it would never have lasted, but he was smart enough to see 
that Lauralee was like a horse with the bit in its teeth--let her have 
her head and run, and she would come right back to the stable when the 
fun was over. No, he would never divorce her--for one thing, the Quigg 
family holdings were the base that lay under the considerable fortune 
Blodgett had built up--the real estate, the bank and the saw mill all 
contributed handsomely. The drugstore was only something he had bought 
up cheap, on a whim, mainly to get the building. He had no real 
interest in it and would be glad to see it go, once it had provided the 
cash for the sea-front apartment in Florida.


Whistling cheerfully, he selected the papers he wanted and placed them 
in his briefcase. Then he locked the others away in the desk and 
snapped his fingers at Duke. The well-trained animal rose immediately 
and padded silently out of the office with his master.


Blodgett entered the bank, nodding and speaking to various patrons as 
he made his way to the rear and walked directly into his brother-in-
law's office without announcing himself. The room was far more 
sumptuously furnished than Blodgett's dusty office upstairs, so that 
anyone who did not know better might suppose that Lee Quigg was the 
more important of the two men. However, in his dealings, it suited the 
crafty Blodgett to retain his poor-boy-makes-good image--the local 
people trusted him because it seemed like he was really one of them. He 
seated himself on the massive brocaded couch and drew up a silver 
ashtray.


"Hi, Lee. You doin' all right?"


"Can't complain," his brother-in-law said mildly, swiveling his leather 
armchair around to face Blodgett, who wasted no time in getting to the 
point.


"Ray Denham is gonna be over here one of these days to see you about a 
loan--he wants to buy the store, only he hasn't got any money."


"Well, are you selling to him?"


"Hell, no, you know that other deal is all wrapped up. But here's what 
I want you to do--stall him. Tell him all the usual ... the Board has 
to approve all the loans ... just stall him for a while, be nice to 
him."


Quigg went to the concealed mahogany bar and made them each a drink. 
Handing one glass to John Blodgett, he said, "Can I ask why? Why don't 
you tell him right off that it's no deal? Ray isn't a bad guy, John."


"That wife of his isn't bad, either," Blodgett remarked with a low 
chuckle, "How would you like to get in there, Lee? You want to throw a 
good fuck into that stuck-up bitch, Sally Denham?"


Lee Quigg's thin, nervous face quickened with anticipation. "What you 
talkin' about, John? She wouldn't give either one of us the time of 
day."


"Like to put a little money on that?" the older man was an inveterate 
bettor, but as his wife's twin knew, Blodgett didn't bet unless the 
odds were heavily loaded in his favor ... but Sally Denham? The piano 
teacher? This time he was overreaching. Blodgett saw the doubt and 
indecision of Lee's expression. "Five'll get you ten," he prompted, 
"that I can lay her ... and after I get her reamed out good, she's all 
yours!" He leaned back and sipped his bourbon, smiling.


Chapter 2


The next time Sally Denham looked from her front window, the brown 
station wagon was gone from its parking spot and she breathed a little 
sigh of relief for that. She hoped she wouldn't ever have to face her 
husband's boss again, that they could leave Quiggville without this 
being necessary. They would be leaving, she felt sure now ... because 
of course what John Blodgett had suggested was impossible. Even if she 
could somehow force herself to go through with it, Ray would never want 
to obtain the store under such conditions ... would he? The sad thing 
was that while she already knew now that their case was hopeless beyond 
any doubt, Ray still dared to think he might get the loan, after all!


In fact he spent most of the Labor Day weekend working on his 
presentation for Mr. Quigg. He was going to the bank on Tuesday morning 
and Sally became increasingly nervous as he talked to her about it. 
Yes, she nodded, it was a good time ... the first day of school ... 
fall at last in the air, a new season ... a perfect psychological 
moment.


"For God's sake, pay attention!" Ray snapped at her suddenly, and she 
jumped. Hadn't she been paying attention? "You don't want to stay here 
at all, do you?" he continued accusingly. "You don't like Tennessee--
you want to move to a city--why don't you come right out and say so?"


"Oh, no," she said, seating herself in her husband's lap, "I do want to 
stay here, darling. All our plans ... and there's our lot in Hickory 
Acres ... I want exactly what you do. I--it's just that I'm afraid 
you'll be so disappointed if--" she broke off, tears in her lovely grey 
eyes.


"I'm sorry, honey," he groaned, "I'm trying to take out my own doubts 
and frustrations on you. Sometimes I even wonder if we should have got 
married at all ... your parents were right, you know, you could have 
done a lot better."


"Ray Denham, you stop that silly talk! I could never in this world have 
done any better. I love you."


They clung to each other wordlessly, but even as their lips were 
meeting the inevitable question was drumming through Sally's brain, 
what should I do? Suppose that she did let John Blodgett come here ... 
that she permitted him to make love to her ... it was only a half-hour 
or so out of a lifetime, and then he would be committed to keep his 
promise because once they had done it they were equally guilty and she 
could tell his wife. Innocently, Sally believed that Lauralee must be 
the reason for driving John Blodgett to proposition another woman.


His wife was beautiful and aristocratic, but perhaps there was 
something lacking sexually. Only why did he want her, then, when she 
couldn't even satisfy Ray, her own husband! No, she couldn't go through 
with it, not even for Ray's sake. Just the idea of it turned her 
stomach ... another man, inside her ... no, no, no.


Ray went to the bank and was well received by Lee Quigg, who 
immediately passed the news on to Blodgett after the visit. Ray was 
told the loan would be taken under consideration, although Quigg looked 
rather grave when Ray admitted his only assets were $2800 in his 
savings account.


"What about your folks?" Lee questioned, "Haven't any of 'em got some 
property or something they could put up for you?"


"The only property my folks have already has a mortgage on it," Ray 
admitted. "Everybody's not rich like your family, you know."


"Well, I want you to know that I'm going to do the best I can for you, 
Ray," Quigg said, shaking hands. "I'll be in touch with you." He 
ushered Ray to the door of his luxurious office as if he were the 
bank's most valued depositor and the gesture made the young pharmacist 
feel somewhat better about his prospects ... not knowing, of course, 
that his wife's assets namely, her appealing young body--were going to 
be the deciding factor.


And so they waited to hear from the bank, with both Ray and Sally 
growing more edgy every day. John Blodgett was disappointed that he had 
not heard from the young Mrs. Denham, maybe she was going to be tougher 
than he had figured. God damn, he did hate to lose a bet!


Lee Quigg was pestering him about it every day. "I have to tell him 
something soon, John. What do you want me to do?" It looked like a 
little push was needed to get things moving in the right direction 
again and so he instructed his brother-in-law to stall just a few more 
days and in the meantime to invite the Denhams to the party that was 
being given at the Country Club on Saturday night. Although they were 
not leaving for Florida for at least another month, the party was in 
the nature of a going away affair for John and Lauralee. Accordingly, 
Lee telephoned Ray at the drug store and gave him the invitation and 
Ray took it to be a good sign that he and his wife were being included.


To his amazement, Sally did not share this enthusiasm. She did not even 
want to go, and they quarreled again before she abruptly gave in and 
agreed. Ray felt he would never understand his northern wife, 
particularly when she began to take great pains in getting ready for 
the party, getting her hair done and shortening an old long formal that 
she'd had in college into a cocktail dress. It was simply made of light 
green lace, sleeveless and with plunging necklines in both front and 
back, a great deal more sophisticated than the styles she usually wore.


Quiggville was too small to support a country club, but many of the 
local people were active in the one at the county seat and for this 
evening, at least, Quiggville natives seemed to dominate the crowd so 
that the Denhams saw more familiar faces than they had expected. 
Several tables had been pushed together in one corner of the large main 
room and they were welcomed into a group that was already quite lively 
when they arrived at nine-thirty.


Sally's eyes were drawn irresistibly to the table where the Blodgetts 
sat. Oh, God, he'd seen her and was staring back! John Blodgett's light 
blue eyes ran all over her figure appraisingly. Then he nodded and 
raised his glass to her in a mock toast. Sally sat down, her cheeks 
blazing, and tried not to look again. Lee Quigg had seen her entrance, 
too, and he leaned over to whisper in his brother-in-law's ear, "Still 
think you can fuck her?" Blodgett smiled and made a little circle of 
his thumb and forefinger. Shortly afterward he got up and made his way 
to where the Denhams were sitting, greeted Ray effusively and asked 
Sally to dance. She got up stiffly and joined him.


"You're lookin' mighty pretty tonight, Sally," he commented, 
immediately pulling her close in an intimate dancing position. "All the 
local girls are jealous."


"I am a local girl," she pointed out coldly.


"Well, 'course you are, and I hope you stay one ... but I forget that 
sometimes. You haven't been really initiated as a local girl yet," he 
chuckled, "How come I haven't heard from you? I though we were going to 
get together."


"Mr. Blodgett, please," Sally fought to retain her composure. "My 
husband is here, your wife is here--how can you go on that way?"


"Why, honey, they don't know we aren't talking about the weather and 
the football game same as everybody else! Don't push away from me like 
that ... I like to feel those tits of yours right up against me. First 
time I ever saw you, I noticed what a pair of beauties you had."


Sally stumbled and missed a step, but he held her so tightly that no 
one even noticed. She felt as though her whole body was dissolving in 
shame ... good God, she had to go on dancing with him and listening to 
the flood of obscenity ... she couldn't make a scene here!


"Wait till I get you alone," the husky voice went on, "and get your 
clothes off. I want to suck those tits ... I bet they taste just like 
honey!" To her absolute horror, Sally found that the very shocking 
lewdness of his words was arousing her breasts, she could actually feel 
them swelling and the nipples stiffening, right through the filmy lace 
of her dress. In her entire life no one had ever spoken to her as he 
was doing, certainly not her husband, Ray! "And you got something else 
that's just like honey ..."


The music went on and on and the numb girl allowed herself to be guided 
along in the loathsome arms of John Blodgett, braced for whatever 
filthy thing was coming next. Her whole body tingled from the stunning 
surprise of hearing words she had seen only on lavatory walls and which 
could not help but arouse erotic thoughts in the most chaste girl by 
their very lewd suggestiveness ...


"When do I get into the honey pot, Sally? Come on, I've got something 
here I want to stick in your cunt ... can you feel it?" he slid his 
hand down her back until it rested below her waist, and forcefully 
propelled her hips toward the lower part of his body. The rigid bulk of 
his penis seared into her stomach like a branding iron ...


"No!" she exclaimed, so loudly that nearby couples heard the 
exclamation and turned their heads curiously. Blodgett relaxed his grip 
and let his hand return to the proper position ... he didn't want to go 
too far, she was a jumpy little bitch ... just far enough so that she 
got the message loud and clear. He had by now worked her to the far end 
of the room from where their mates were sitting.


"There's not much time left," he warned her, "If you still want your 
husband to get the store. I would say, in fact, there's only a few days 
left. Shall we make an appointment?"


"No," she said dully, unable to think clearly for the emotions that 
were swirling through every raw nerve end of her body, "I--I can't. 
What you're asking is impossible. I have never--never been with another 
man besides my husband. Why won't you let me alone? Find someone else, 
please!"


"Then I'll give you only a few more hours," he said angrily. "You let 
me know your decision tonight, before you leave here."


"I told you no."


"I'll ask you just one more time," he promised grimly.


By the time he had returned her to her chair beside Ray, Sally was limp 
and drained of feeling. She had known they shouldn't come, when she 
heard it was a party for the Blodgetts, and now it was turning out to 
be a further nightmare. But Ray had not noticed a thing, he was 
actually enjoying himself, having a few drinks under his belt by now.


Groping for reassurance, Sally reached over and put her hand timidly on 
Ray's knee. He turned to her, beaming at this unusual display of 
affection.


"Here, honey, here's your drink. Maybe it's too weak now ... the ice 
melted while you were dancing."


"No, it'll be fine," she seized the glass gratefully and swallowed the 
pungent bourbon and cola mix. Ordinarily she did not care for hard 
liquor, but Sally sensed she was going to need something to get her 
through this evening. After the second drink she began to warm and 
relax slightly. John Blodgett stayed with his friends, and the younger 
crowd around her and Ray's table was quite enjoyable to be with. She 
loved to see Ray having a good time ... it was the first evening in 
ages that he'd gotten out like this ... probably the last time they 
would be with these local people, too. She supposed that when the new 
owners took over the drugstore, or before, her husband would start 
looking for another job. God, what if it should be another place like 
Quiggville, maybe worse? The thing was, she was at last beginning to 
feel some slight sense of belonging here and getting acquainted. If 
they owned the store ... if they could build the house in Hickory Acres 
... it wouldn't be at all bad! They could join this country club and 
Ray would be able to play golf ... she would take part in garden clubs 
or something.


Someone else asked Sally to dance and when she returned to the table 
her third drink was waiting. She finished it, and later there was more 
... never had she had so much to drink in one night; she was probably 
in for a hangover in the morning, but at last she was really enjoying 
herself, having a good time! Much, much later they began drinking 
sentimental toasts to the Blodgetts--and Lauralee Blodgett stood up and 
made a drunken, tearful speech about leaving Quiggville for the first 
time in her life, even though she would always keep her home here, "mah 
fam'ly place," as she put it. She had to lean on her brother and her 
husband to keep from falling as she swayed gracefully back and forth 
and rambled on, liquor spilling from her glass to splash over her 
expensive dress.


"She's plastered!" Sally whispered to Ray, shocked. He grinned at her.


"Darling, she's usually plastered, from what I hear."


What a shame, Sally thought, such a beautiful woman and so well kept 
up. She has to be past forty, but her figure is still great ... is it 
being married to that horrible man that makes her drink? When she 
finally ran out of words, Lauralee sat down abruptly--not in her own 
chair, but on her husband's lap. She flung her arms around him and 
kissed him in a passionate way that drew whistles from the onlookers 
and made Sally feel uncomfortable. Later Lauralee was circulating among 
the tables, kissing all the men and the women too and promising to 
write to everyone from Florida. When it was Ray's turn she rumpled his 
black hair and kissed him full on the lips in a provocative way that 
Sally excused only because of Lauralee's obvious condition. But when 
Ray asked her to dance ... it was the last number ... she found her own 
condition was not much better and was grateful to lean against her 
husband's tall form and let him pilot her over the dance floor. 
Suddenly she heard a well-remembered husky voice and found that Ray was 
disentangling her arms from his neck. John Blodgett had cut in on them!


All the liquor she had consumed was racing through her blood, and Sally 
could not for the life of her remember ... ah, yes, he wanted to ask 
her something. She let herself be pressed against his bulky frame, her 
stomach rubbing his, breasts mashed against his hard rib cage. His 
fingers played at the slit in the back of her dress where it was open 
nearly to the waist. He did not seem so repulsive now, he was quiet and 
not saying those awful things which had upset her before. His big hands 
were almost gentle ... she must keep her wits, this was very important 
... very important to Ray. Darling Ray was so happy tonight, she must 
help him get the store so that they could go on living here and he 
would always be happy just as he was now!


"Sally," Blodgett's voice was calm, insistent, "I'll be at your place 
Monday. I'm damned if I could wait another day. I'll see that Ray has 
to go to Knoxville ... don't worry about a thing, baby ... nobody will 
know. Monday afternoon."


"I can't," she shook her head, her words slurring slightly, "I can't do 
it to Ray!"


"You're doing it for him, remember? I told you, I'll ask you one more 
time. This is it--shall I come on Monday?"


"Oh, God," the poor girl's head was spinning. What to say? What to do? 
She must help Ray. "Yes," she breathed, "C-come on Monday." Her head 
slumped forward wearily on his shoulder, eyes nearly closed. Her long 
brown hair, escaping from the careful hair styling of this afternoon, 
tumbled down her back. Over the brown curls, Blodgett saw his brother-
in-law dancing toward him. The eyes of the two men met for an instant 
and Blodgett winked broadly.


*   *   *


Sally did not remember the ride home at all, or being undressed and put 
to bed by her husband. The next thing, she remembered, in fact, was 
waking on Sunday afternoon with a truly ghastly hangover. Ray seemed to 
think it was funny, but he took tender care of his wife, bringing her 
coffee, and ice to put on her throbbing head. That evening, when she 
had recovered sufficiently to sit in the living room, he teased her 
about getting high.


"You were the life of the party, honey, dancing with everybody. Good 
thing I'm not the jealous type."


"Huh! I seem to remember Lauralee Blodgett slobbering all over you."


"Well, her old man made up for it... cut in on the very last dance. Oh, 
you were a big hit, Mrs. Denham."


Then she remembered it all and the walls seemed to fall in on her! He 
was coming here ... Monday ... tomorrow. She had made a cheap, back 
street rendezvous with her husband's boss, in her husband's own home. 
He couldn't hold her to it, she'd been drunk, and Sally had no 
intention of going through with her part of the lewd arrangement. "I've 
got something you need ... and you've got something I can use."


As one often does, she simply refused to think about the unthinkable 
and blocked the whole thing off in a dark corner of her mind as though 
it might just go away by wishing. Her vital young body snapped back 
quickly from the effects of her overindulgence at the party, and on 
Monday morning she rose early and did the washing and ironing. Then she 
fixed Ray's lunch. He came upstairs promptly at twelve and ate 
hurriedly.


"Honey, I've got to go to Knoxville this afternoon," he said, munching 
the tossed salad she had prepared.


"Knoxville? How come?" A cold chill gripped her.


"Blodgett called ... wants me to go to the wholesale house, and then he 
asked me to run a couple of personal errands for him--stuff for the 
farm. I'm leaving right away and I should get back by five, that way I 
can make up any prescriptions that come in."


"I could go with you," she said, "Maybe see a movie or just look around 
the stores?"


He frowned. "Don't you have a piano lesson?"


"Oh, yes ... of course, well," she smiled bravely, "another time."


"Got to run," he pushed his chair back, gave his wife a quick hug and 
kissed her. Sally watched the car drive away and then, moving like a 
robot she went to the telephone.


"Mrs. Hearldson? This is Sally Denham. I wonder if Cynthia would mind 
switching her piano lesson to tomorrow afternoon? Is that convenient? 
Then I'll look for her after school tomorrow. Yes, goodbye." She went 
into the living room and sat down to wait. Crazily, it occurred to her 
that maybe she ought to dress for the occasion. What did one wear, a 
nglige ... black stockings with lace garters? Oh, God!


Sally never drank in the daytime, but if ever in her life she needed a 
drink it was now and she went to the kitchen and fixed herself a stiff 
one. At one-thirty, when she was on her second drink, the doorbell rang 
... one short, sharp ring. She went down immediately and opened the 
door.


The big German Shepherd bounded in ahead of his master and brushed 
against Sally's unsteady legs, tail wagging.


"Hello, Sally," John Blodgett said, "you doin' all right? You don't 
mind if Duke comes in ... it's mighty hot for him to sit in the car?"


"No, I-let him come in." She was rather relieved to have the dog there, 
it seemed that she was not complete alone with Blodgett that way. Duke 
bounded up the stairs with Sally following and Blodgett behind her, his 
eyes fixed on the undulating spheres of her buttocks as they moved in 
rhythmic rotation under her dress. Jesus, he was going to enjoy this 
one. It had been a lot of trouble to set up, but he was almost home ... 
in a matter of minutes he would be all the way home, fucking the hell 
out of that sweet little cunt. His cock was jumping already.


She led the unwanted guest into the living room where the drapes had 
been closed against the mid-day sun and the radio played softly, 
masking the sounds of traffic below on the square. "Will you have a 
drink?" she asked formally, her hands twitching nervously.


"Don't mind if I do, if you'll join me." Her husband's boss eased his 
bulk onto the low couch, and she brought the drinks a few seconds 
later. The ice cubes rattled as she handed him his glass. When she 
turned to seat herself in a chair, Blodgett seized her by the wrist and 
pulled her down on the couch beside him.


"Just relax," he urged her gently. "What are you so scared of, Sally? 
The world ain't coming to an end." Even at this point he knew she had 
to be handled carefully, the whole thing could still blow up in his 
face. But he had never failed to score with any woman he really set his 
sights on and he would be God damned if this prissy New England bitch 
was going to spoil his record. He circled her trembling shoulders with 
his arm, setting his drink on the coffee table, and tilted her pale 
face toward him. Sally's innocent grey eyes pleaded mutely for mercy as 
he pulled her closer and closer until their lips met with a galvanizing 
shock. It was a strange kiss, unlike any Ray had ever given her. John 
Blodgett seemed to be tasting her lips and mouth, licking lasciviously 
at her and transferring the distinctive flavor of bourbon from his lips 
to hers. Breathless at his aggression, Sally wriggled backwards against 
the cushions of the davenport. His large handsome face blotted out 
everything else from her vision.


"You're a beauty," he muttered, "and I've wanted you for a long time. 
Am I so repulsive, Sally? Why are you shrinking away from me like 
that?"


She felt his hand come to rest on her tensely quivering stomach and the 
contact, felt right through her light cotton dress, sent a curious near 
thrill surging through her.


"N-no," she admitted, "you're not repulsive, Mr. Blodgett, but ..."


"John," he corrected, moving his arm to encircle her small waist.


"John. Please, I beg you ..."


He cut off the words by completely engulfing her soft wet mouth again 
in his own lips, his tongue thrusting out lizard like to force its way 
between her teeth, and a wild shiver of emotion rippled through her. 
His big hands felt hot as they began to move over her.


Oh, God, this was it! She continued to push and struggle against him 
but only for a moment until she realized the futility of it and simply 
let herself relax and her mouth fall open to the lewd probings of his 
tongue. Her entire body now slumped against him as his right hand 
found, and covered her large uptilted breast.


"Ooooh," she moaned and he smiled confidently.


"You're going to love it, honey," he promised, his hands now moving 
faster in their thorough exploration of the hollows of her supple body 
while he continued to lap at her face with his rapacious tongue.


Lord, she was alive all over with wanton sensation! Suddenly his mouth 
and hands roaming lewdly over her had set her on fire ... Ray, oh, Ray, 
come back ... I need you now! His hand was on her bare knee ... 
traveling upward to her thigh ... stroking the sensitive inner flesh of 
her thigh! Oh, God help her, she didn't mind it there ... she was even 
liking it, actually craving the soft pressing warmth that was coming 
ever closer ... closer.


This was wrong... completely wrong! What was she thinking of, she 
mustn't let this man do these forbidden things to her. She knew she 
couldn't go through with it, it was too emotionally wracking ... and 
she had to stop him now, before it was too late!


Sally sat up straight, shoving against John Blodgett's broad chest in a 
futile effort to loosen his grip on her. "No, I can't," she half 
sobbed, "I'm sorry ... I know I let you think that I--but I simply 
can't go through with it. You may have no principles, but I have."


"Principles, hell!" he snorted at her. "Why, you conceited little 
bitch, you want to know what's wrong with you? You're scared to death 
that you're going to like gettin' fucked by Big John!"


The helpless, demoralized young girl gasped, staring up into his steely 
blue eyes. The horrible part of it was that there might be a small 
grain of truth in his horrid suggestion ... she had for a moment felt 
something stir inside her, a shiver of anticipation when his hand had 
rested between her legs.


"An' you are gonna like it," he murmured lazily, resuming his perusal 
of her quivering hot thighs. Slowly and gradually, while his hand 
slipped up and down the creamy soft flesh, he worked her backward until 
she lay stretched out beneath him on the davenport. He pushed his 
fingers far up between her fearfully quivering legs and gently rubbed 
against the flimsy nylon panties that protected her cringing pussy.


"Please ... John, no," she groaned even as she flung her arms tight 
around his neck and let her soft wet mouth fall open to him even as her 
legs were opening wider and wider as the sensual torment of his hand 
instigated a rush of prurient emotion through her loins. She was aware 
that he was burrowing under the thin elastic leg-band of her panties 
and she whimpered in paralyzed distress.


Then ... dear God, he was inside ...


His long thick finger was parting the moistly, palpitating slit of her 
vagina and she tried to cringe away but there was no escape from the 
lewdly invading finger even though she scratched ineffectually at his 
massive shoulders and whined in disbelief that this could actually be 
happening to her ... here in her own living room. The probing finger 
worked deeper and deeper inside her moistly clinging cuntal lips and 
Sally quivered in debased excitement. She sensed the warm wetness that 
was gathering inside her and seeping out to dampen his finger as it 
played with her sensitive vaginal slit and spread the soft pubic hair 
away from the tiny opening. The poor young wife could not stifle the 
sigh of pleasure that escaped from her throat as he touched the tiny 
erect button of her clitoris and let his middle finger linger there 
until she squirmed uncontrollably with the unwelcome passion that he 
was inevitably arousing in her.


The utter hopelessness of her situation was plain to Sally. Torn by 
worry for her husband, she had allowed herself to make this appointment 
with his boss, John Blodgett. She'd been quite drunk at the time, but 
that was no excuse, and now he was here to claim his end of the unholy 
bargain ... he was, claiming it, taking her bodily! There was nothing 
she could do but let him finish ... let him make love to her in any way 
he chose, just as a whore must please her clients! To add to her total 
humiliation, instead of getting the obscene act over with quickly, he 
was playing with her and to her own shame she was letting him arouse 
her with his taunting finger thrusts up into her vagina, to the point 
that her hips were twisting back and forth involuntarily as he stroked 
the hotly awakened slit up between her legs.


"That's better," he leaned over her, grinning lewdly. "You're getting 
nice and wet down there now. Let's get your clothes off, honey, I think 
you're almost ready to fuck."


His casual use of the obscene word made her tense inwardly, but at the 
same time it invoked a strange new excitement in her as she realized 
that no one had ever dared take the liberty of speaking to her this way 
before and the shock could not help but send little ripples of lewd 
agitation through her body.


He let her sit up to remove her clothing, which she did automatically 
with an almost fatalistic acceptance of the situation. He helped her 
pull her dress over her head and then gave his attention to taking his 
own clothes off. She could not, however, bring herself to pull away the 
damp pair of panties which had protected her delicate pubic area from 
his lustful eyes if not from his groping fingers. Breathing hard and 
audibly, he gasped with a quick intake of breath as he looked up and 
saw her full, high-set breasts with the hard little pink nipples 
exposed. His hands went out to enclose and fondle the ripe, succulent 
flesh, kneading the pliant creamy skin and pinching the nipples to a 
state of even greater erectness. Finally he bent his head down to her 
excitedly heaving chest and took one pink nipple into his hot, wet 
mouth and sucked it hungrily, flicking his thick tongue in a maddening 
way against the tiny sensitive tip of the nipple. In a leisurely way, 
he moved to the other breast, cupping it underneath with his palm while 
his wet lips assaulted the hard, throbbing nipple ... then, while his 
hands continued to manipulate her achingly full breasts he let his lips 
slide down the deep cleft between them and move slowly toward her 
navel. When he encountered the brief nylon protection of her panties he 
simply hooked his thumbs in the narrow waistband and jerked them 
downward. As the cool air rushed over her secret parts that were now 
fully revealed to this gross lecher, Sally moaned with shame and horror 
but extended her long slim legs so that he could draw the panties down, 
down and toss them away.


"Jesus H. Christ!" the drugstore owner exclaimed with something akin to 
reverence as his greedy eyes feasted at last on the shadowed triangular 
patch of her cuntal hair. Sally opened her eyes which she had kept 
tightly clenched shut during the last several minutes.


He towered above her, one knee on the couch, one hairy muscular leg 
planted on the floor. Below the slight bulge of his stomach the 
massively rigid pole of his desire hardened penis swung straight out 
from his loins.


"Oh God," she moaned, her eyes widening in disbelief while he smiled 
down at her in salacious enjoyment of her amazement. His hand began a 
lewd stroking motion of the thick uncircumcised foreskin popping the 
huge, blood-engorged head out at her with its tiny slit winking like 
some evil eye.


"That dumb husband of yours hasn't got anything like this, has he, 
honey?" he teased the debased young bride as she cowered away from the 
sight of the powerful cock. "I bet nobody ever stretched that tight 
little cunt of yours. Oh, just wait till I get it up into your little 
belly ... you're gonna beg me to let you have all of it." He was 
obviously relishing her terror with a near-sadistic joy as he proudly 
stroked his fleshy instrument. Dear God ... she could never take a 
thing like that in her! He would kill her if he tried!


She scarcely, heard his lewd boasting, her mind was too full of the 
knowledge of her hopeless position ... he was going to ravish her, 
appeals for mercy would be useless, she was sure, for her degradation 
was only inciting him to further obscenities. Alone with him, naked and 
spread out obscenely for his pleasure, there was absolutely no escape 
... no relief ... she was lost!


Blodgett place a hand on each of her knees and deliberately began to 
force them apart, opening her fearfully cringing genitals completely to 
his lustful gaze.


"Wider," he ordered, chuckling softly, "open 'em up wider ... you got a 
big man coming in there, honey, with a big cock to ram in that sweet 
little pussy!"


The petrified young wife whimpered in fright as her husband's boss 
climbed onto the davenport and knelt up between her outstretched legs. 
She felt the springs groan under his weight as he lowered his massive, 
naked body toward her.


"Ray," she half sobbed, "Oh ... oh ... oh Ray."


Chapter 3


The expected entry did not come immediately, however, and Sally lifted 
her head to look down over her quivering breasts and see John 
Blodgett's massive bulk crouched over her. He was sliding backward, 
crab-like, over her naked body until his head was positioned over her 
widespread thighs and with sudden horror it dawned on the girl what he 
had in mind. She cringed in terror.


"Oh no ... please, I can't ... I never have!" she pleaded, with her 
husband's employer, her horrified grey eyes fixed on his head that was 
dropping lower and lower as his big hands spread the white inner sides 
of her thighs yet further open. "Oh, my God ... not like that, not like 
that ..." she moaned.


Blodgett's breath came in excited pants that stirred the sparse, light 
brown pubic hair which fringed the narrow cuntal slit, pink and wet 
with the moisture of the innocent young bride's unwanted arousal. Her 
disgrace complete, she lay as if transfixed, her eyes still mutely 
begging him not to commit this unnatural act upon her defenseless body. 
With a decisive, unhurried movement he pulled apart the two fleshy cunt 
lips that guarded the inner sanctum of her femininity, and feasted his 
lusting eyes on the coral pink pussy flesh.


Sally felt the warm expulsion of his breath waft over her secret, 
sensitive vagina and she gasped as, her head still raised, she saw his 
long tongue emerge from his mouth and then, seconds later, felt its 
hotly electric contact against her cringing young pussy.


Her stomach jumped and her whole body jerked in disbelief as his 
strong, pressing tongue forced its way up into the quivering channel of 
her openly defenseless cunt. Faster and faster, the tormenting 
instrument of her debasement slid in and out of her unwilling pussy 
that was automatically dilating to receive the invading tongue despite 
her horror at the outrage he was committing on her innocent body.


"Uuuuggghhh ... no ... my God!" she moaned in utter humiliation as she 
continued to watch her unnatural ravishment by his bestial mouth. This 
could not, simply must not, be happening! It was some nightmare, she 
thought, as his long wet tongue slithered furiously up into her moist, 
velvety cuntal slit. "Stop it, John, God, I can't stand it ... please, 
stop?" she entreated him, choking with shame as she perceived with even 
further horror that unwelcome quivers of lewd enjoyment were beginning 
to radiate through her subjugated body from his depraved assault on her 
warmly throbbing cunt.


His hands suddenly slid under her firm buttocks that were desperately 
grinding into the cushions of the couch in a useless effort to escape 
the obscene ravishment he was inflicting upon her. With his big fingers 
spread wide, he cupped and squeezed her tender flesh, separating the 
twin ass cheeks almost brutally while with his mouth and tongue he 
continued to lick obscenely at the gaping pink split between her legs 
with lewd wet smacking sounds. She saw that he was looking expectantly 
at her tear streaked face and knew that he was watching for her 
reaction and complete surrender to his animal like conquest of her 
proud, moral nature. That he would not get, she was determined; 
although in her trapped position she was forced to accept his abuse, he 
could not control her mind! Oh, Ray, darling, I'm doing it for you ... 
but I pray that this won't change everything between us ... I never 
thought it would be like this, or that John Blodgett would be such a 
sadistic beast as to degrade me in this humiliating way ... God, what 
was happening to her was already beyond the wildest fears of her 
imagination ... yet there was nothing to do but lie there while he 
sucked with insane fervor at her traitorously acquiescing vagina and 
try to keep her suddenly treacherous, unfamiliar body from responding 
to the unexpected blissful excitement he was awakening in her.


Her husband had once hinted he would like to have sex with her in this 
depraved way, but she had immediately rejected his tentative suggestion 
as beyond the limits of decency, marital or otherwise. She had not 
known it would feel like this ... how could she?


As he labored over her, unceasingly thrusting his tireless tongue far 
up into her warmly pulsating vagina, John Blodgett gloated over the 
successful outcome of his conquest. What a fabulous piece she was! Even 
tear streaked and contorted, her face was still pretty and as for her 
supple, youthful body, it was a thing of beauty that he was going to 
get a real kick out of fucking. For all her chilliness, there was a hot 
streak in her just waiting to be uncovered and stimulated into raw 
passion. Ruthlessly, his lips explored the moistened folds of her 
clinging vaginal lips until they settled on the tiny erect bud of her 
clitoris. Sally gasped in shocked pleasure as he enclosed the throbbing 
little sensation center with his teeth and laved his hungry tongue over 
it in circles until she cried out with involuntary wild happiness and 
thrashed her hips from side to side in uncontrollable lewd excitement. 
Finally, he let his tongue slide downward again, into the seething wet 
crevice of her vagina. He fucked her orally, thrusting his thick hot 
tongue up into the widely dilated slit while she whimpered and mewled 
in cadence with his lewd swirling movements around the inner walls of 
the soft, hair-fringed cuntal lips.


Her bursting groans of pleasure filled the living room and the big 
German Shepherd sat alertly watching the obscene movements of the naked 
pair on the couch. As Blodgett thrust ever deeper into the velvety warm 
depths between the young housewife's legs, he saw Sally's small hands 
twisting in their desperate struggle and then abruptly give in and move 
toward him involuntarily until her fingers locked in his thick hair and 
pulled him further and further into her greedily clasping pussy.


He had her now! She was hopelessly entrapped by her own awakened and 
unfulfilled desires ... ready to be taken by him in any way he wanted 
to do it.


Sally, too, knew that her body was no longer responding to the dictates 
of her outraged mind but was on an uncharted course of its own ... God, 
what could she do ... nothing! Her buttocks were jerking rhythmically 
with the thrusts of John's tongue as he sent spasms of erotic sensation 
such as she had never dreamed existed through her love hungry body. 
Suddenly, without warning, his tongue darted downward toward the 
forbidden, puckered little hole of her anus. She gasped with shock ... 
but the gasp trailed into a rapturous moan of surprised bliss at the 
maddening contact of his pleasure giving tongue against the sensitive, 
secret opening. She wriggled ecstatically in the grip of sensual 
emotion that traveled headlong through her entire being.


"Oh don't," she protested, "not that ... my God ... don't," but her 
hips rotated automatically with the effort to force her agonized rectum 
up against the hard thrusting tongue.


Laughing to himself, he continued his demoralizing assault on the tight 
little hole of her anus as she thrashed under him in utter degradation, 
unable to control the involuntary quivers of her buttocks as the 
delicious but unwelcome pleasure rippled wildly through her.


"Dear God ... please, John..." she groaned, raising her head to plead 
with her sodomizer as he labored up between her cruelly stretched 
thighs, "Please stop!" she begged him, realizing with horror that she 
had completely lost control of herself and was at his mercy, a mere 
object to be humiliated and further disgraced ... ruined. But it was 
useless to appeal; he licked insanely on and on at her gaping wet loins 
until the unbelievable pleasure had reduced the young bride to a state 
of raw, pulsating passion that was beyond the bounds of any reason or 
thought of right or wrong. She knew, dimly, that she was committing 
adultery ... but she could no longer fight the lover who was giving her 
an intense physical rapture that she had never before felt or even 
dreamed could exist in this world.


"Oooooh ... ooooh, John ... it feels so good!" The shameful admission 
burst from her tortured lips before she could choke it back. "It feels 
so good..... oh, my God ... more ... more!" she begged him, thrusting 
her hips upward while her fingers again twisted in his hair and she 
pulled his head even closer to the openly throbbing slit of her vagina. 
She was wild with excitement and the insane desire for more of this 
incredibly enchanting sensation.


John Blodgett grinned sadistically as he plunged his lizard like tongue 
into the seething depths of her cunt while she pushed hard up against 
his face in total subjugation to his will. Her soft brownish pussy hair 
grazed his cheeks as her buttocks rolled in rhythmic spasms of carnal 
joy and her passion distorted features revealed how completely he had 
broken down her pride and self-respect. Christ, he was going to get a 
kick out of this ... screwing the hell out of her pliant young body. He 
was going to ram his rock hard cock all the way into that hot, 
wriggling little belly and shoot her full of sperm until she yelled her 
head off. God damn, it was going to be good!


Sally thought she would go stark raving mad with delight from his 
wildly licking tongue that was sending ever widening circles of 
eroticism through her naked belly and loins. Breathlessly, she looked 
down at his head held in her little hands as she pulled the hot lash of 
his strong tongue deeper inside her and it swirled around the clasping 
walls of her desire soaked vagina. It felt so wonderful she hoped it 
would never, never stop ... but, it was stopping ... he was withdrawing 
the instrument of her pleasure from her ... she looked up at him, 
suddenly aware again of the humiliation of her position and the way he 
had debased her.


"You're nice and hot now, honey," he chuckled huskily, "all ready to be 
fucked ... oh, you're never going to forget this, little girl ... I'm 
going to fuck you til you can't walk."


The helpless wife lay on the couch paralyzed, her knees raised and her 
seething pussy spread unceremoniously wide open to him, her heaving 
breasts quivering with suddenly raised goosebumps as she stared at the 
rigidly erect cock extending from his loins like a massive club. It 
seemed to swell to even greater dimensions as she gaped at it in 
horrified disbelief.


"No, please ..." she shuddered, yet felt tingles of unwanted excitement 
in her loins as he moved deliberately up over her and bent his head 
over her breasts, seizing a nipple between his teeth and nipping the 
hard little bud painfully so that she groaned with the sudden hurt that 
at the same time caused further fluttering tremors of delight in her 
churning belly.


"All right, Sally," he hissed at her. "Now I'm going to fuck you until 
you beg me for it. Take my cock and put it right in that hot, tight 
little cunt of yours," he ordered.


Sally winced at the impact of the obscene words. Fuck ... cock ... God, 
she could not help but be excited against her will by the very 
startling sound of such coarse terms ... but she must not let herself 
be excited in this salacious way. If she could no longer control her 
body, she had to at least keep this lecher from subjugating her mind 
and thoughts. Dear God, everything was lost if she ...


"Come on," he snapped impatiently, "I said take my cock and put it up 
in your cunt." His eyes were inflamed with unholy lust as he gloated 
down at the innocent young girl.


"Oh, John ... don't ask me ... no, I can't," she sobbed in her 
humiliation, yet moved her unwilling hand down until it was only inches 
from the monstrous penis. Tears ran down her lovely, contorted face and 
she shook her head in shame and fear.


"You dumb little cunt!" he snarled. "Do what I tell you, bitch, put it 
in!"


"Oh, my God ..." she moaned, touching his throbbing cock and then 
enclosing its bulk in her little hand ... God, it was big ... bigger 
even than it had looked ... warm and rigid in her fingers.


Blodgett began to lower his hips while Sally spread her legs even wider 
apart and slowly drew the heavy shaft toward the tiny, wet hole of her 
vagina. With the smooth, thick head she penetrated the cringing folds 
of her pussy, her heart pounding with both dread and anticipation. She 
shivered at the first touch of the rubbery, bulbous tip against the 
sensitive edges of her moistened vagina. She hesitated, unable to go 
on, and he shoved his hips forward causing an instant, sharp pain as 
the hard member strained against the tight entrance of her vaginal 
channel.


"Aaaaaghhh," she groaned and he pushed harder, forcing the ponderous 
tip through the elastic opening and cruelly stretching her tender 
cuntal flesh. The pain was unbearable! "Aaaaggghhh, God, it's too big! 
Please, you're tearing me ... please, God!" she choked and screamed at 
him to stop, but he only grinned with sadistic, evil pleasure at the 
discomfort he was inflicting on her and deliberately continued his 
slow, torturing entry into her, unwilling pussy.


"Ooooohh, oh God," Sally wailed as the lust thickened cudgel slipped up 
into her, inch by agonizing inch. Then, suddenly overcome by his 
mounting desire, the insensitive businessman tired of watching her 
cringing body trying to take his oversized penis, and he pushed forward 
with one brutal stroke, ramming his long, swollen cock up into her 
unstretched passage with pile driving force.


"Aggggghhhh!" Sally screamed as the blood engorged tip forced aside the 
tightly clinging walls of her pussy and raced unendingly up into her 
covering belly until his hairy, sperm filled balls struck her rounded, 
tight clenched buttocks with a dull obscene sounding smack.


"Ooooh, God ...!" she groaned. He had torn her apart, she was sure, and 
she dared not move for fear of further injury to her aching vagina. She 
was full ... her whole belly full with his cock ... she could feel it 
all the way up inside her to her womb.


Grimacing with satisfaction, he lay heavily on her for a moment, 
breathing hard, then he moved his cock forward deep inside her yet 
another fraction of an inch, bringing a tortured gasp from her lips. He 
did it again and again, enjoying her shamed, agonized groans until they 
began to change, unmistakably, to whimpers of a more sensual nature. 
Her passage had gradually adjusted itself to the unnatural size of his 
blood hardened cock and as he rocked back and forth over her, forcing 
his penis to new depths, she could not seem to control the sounds which 
burst from deep in her chest.


He raised himself over her prostrate, spread-eagled body as she whined 
helplessly under him, and he said with lascivious satisfaction, "Now 
tell me you want it, Sally. Beg me for it."


She stared up at him endeavoring to resist the lewd suggestion as her 
hips began to wriggle involuntarily and of their own volition. Her eyes 
pleaded with him to spare her this ultimate degradation.


"No ... please, John ... isn't this enough?"


"Damn it, I said beg me! Come on, ask me to fuck you ... tell me you 
want it!"


"Oh, God ... why ... why do you need that, too?" He was taking 
everything from her pride, morals, all of it!


"I want to hear you beg, you stuck up little bitch! Beg!"


"A-all right," she sighed hopelessly, "Do it to me ... I--I want you to 
do it to me."


"Not like that. Say 'fuck.' Ask me to fuck you!"


"Fuck me ... Oh God ... yes, yes, fuck me!" she almost screamed it at 
him through her clenched teeth and tear-streaked her face as she 
uttered the unforgivably obscene word. Her capitulation to his demands 
was complete ... she only waited now for whatever was coming, unable to 
reason or think or feel anything beyond the big throbbing cock that was 
buried in her tender belly.


As he resumed his thrusting motions up into her with smooth, short 
strokes, she abandoned her earlier determination to fight the salacious 
pleasure that was again threatening to engulf her treacherous body ... 
she was too weary and sick with remorse to struggle any more ... she 
wanted to be carried along on the crest of the rolling waves of 
excitement that followed each plunge of his cock into her tightly 
clasping pussy. And as he gradually increased his pace as well as the 
length of his strokes, Sally felt herself going ... going along with 
him ... her entire body tingling as she squirmed under him on the 
couch. He dropped his open mouth to her face, licking at her lust-
contorted features, and she captured his tongue between her lips and 
sucked at it hungrily while she mewled, kitten like, in debased 
acceptance of all that he was doing to her. She pushed her hips up from 
the couch cushions to meet his downward plunges and give him still 
deeper entry into her steaming cunt.


John Blodgett saw that she was perspiring now and that the cords of her 
neck stood out as her head whipped from side to side in rhythm with the 
sensuous twists of her round buttocks. Guttural humming noises slipped 
from deep down in her throat. He knew damn good and well that Ray 
Denham hadn't been getting anything like this out of his prissy young 
wife ... no, and her husband hadn't been putting anything into her like 
the cock that was in her now, either! Man, how she could move that ass 
as she drove her naked cunt right up against his cock as if she wanted 
to swallow it. Christ, she was tight ... nobody'd ever stretched her 
good, it felt like ... she was the next thing to a virgin, and it was 
driving him right up the wall, fucking her like this!


Her long brown hair streamed out from her wildly bobbing head as Sally 
thrust her twitching legs out on either side of his thighs, forcing her 
own thighs still wider open to be skewered ever deeper on the rigidly 
impaling rod of his flesh as it bored into her again and again. Oh, why 
hadn't anyone ever told her a man could make you feel like this? As she 
flung her head backward and tensed her taut-stretched thighs, ramming 
her open flowering cunt up hard against him the intensity of her 
rapture was nearly unbearable. Don't let it stop, oh don't let it ever 
stop! She just hadn't known, wouldn't have believed, that this could 
happen ... that she could be unwillingly forced to commit adultery and 
then that she would enjoy it!


John was plowing into her with ever greater force, pulling his hotly 
throbbing cock nearly all the way out of her velvety wet sheath on the 
backstroke and then sinking it back into her pussy with jack hammer 
force until his aching balls slapped against the tiny, exposed ring of 
her anus. His cock throbbed with the tremendous pressure mounting in 
his sperm swollen balls and he panted hoarsely in lustful exhilaration 
... his need for release was so great that he could not control himself 
much longer and he pounded into her upthrust cunt with lust driven fury 
while she moaned incessantly under him in outright rapture. He 
increased his pace while he stared down between her legs at where his 
cock was gliding in and out of her hungrily sucking cunt. The feeling 
was indescribable as his glistening wet shaft emerged from the 
clasping, soft hair-lined folds of her pussy with an obscene wet 
sucking sound and then disappeared again into the depths of her soft 
white belly. He placed his hand on the fleshy lips of her cunt and 
began to fondle them, bringing further cries of pleasure from Sally as 
he felt the muscles of her vagina tighten spasmodically and grip his 
rigid cock as if to hold it inside her forever.


Her long white legs jerked upward, toes clenching ... Christ, she was 
almost there! He sawed into her wildly, shoving her knees upward and 
back with relentless pressure until it seemed the seething plane of her 
pussy would be split wide open ... God, what a woman she was, what a 
fantastic cunt!


Sally's swollen breasts danced heavily with the force of his fucking, 
the nipples seeming to expand as she began to jerk and convulse, head 
thrust backward until the cords and muscles of her slender neck stood 
out in rigid display.


"Oh, oh, oh," she chanted, "Jesus ... I feel ... I'm going to ... oh 
yes, now, now, nowwww!"


A gush of warm wetness bathed his thundering cock as he thrust faster 
and farther up into her, with every ounce of strength he possessed. The 
sticky cuntal secretions bathed and lubricated his massive shaft ... 
and as she contorted and spasmed under him, wailing as her vaginal lips 
sucked and pulled at his lewdly impaling penis, John felt his own 
boiling hot fluid racing from his lust bloated balls up the full length 
of his driving penis with ecstatic force that racked his big body as it 
spurted from the tip of his cock deep up into her vibrating womb and 
belly. It flowed out in hot torrents that pooled with her own boiling 
cum until her delirious wail of joy sank into a murmur of complete and 
utter satisfaction. Never, never had Sally known anything like this, or 
guessed that it was possible to be so filled with pleasure. She had 
done it only to keep a bargain ... to protect her husband ... not 
expecting that her humiliated body would be fulfilled as it never had 
been before.


Now that it was at last over she must cope with the realization of what 
had been done to her, and that her husband's boss was still lying atop 
her satiated body with his long penis still buried deep in her pulsing 
vagina.


"Please, John," she tried to control her voice and make it cool and 
impersonal, "Take your thing out of me now."


He complied, looking down at her wonderingly as he raised himself off 
her and began to look around for his clothing.


"What's the matter with you? Not going to tell me you didn't enjoy it?"


"I--I enjoyed it," she admitted in a low, reluctant voice. How could 
she deny it?


"Good," he smiled. "I always like to satisfy the ladies. Oh, don't 
bother putting your clothes on, honey. You're not finished yet."


"W-what do you mean?" Sally had begun to rise from her prone position 
on the couch, now she paused in dreadful uncertainty. Surely ... after 
the shattering climax they had reached together, he couldn't be ... 
impossible!


John Blodgett was grinning evilly down at the supine young bride. Oh, 
what a surprise was in store for the snotty little bitch! "Maybe I 
forgot to tell you," he drawled, "but wherever I go, Duke goes, too. 
Including ladies' cunts, honey."


"Duke?" Of course, the dog ... the dog? For a joke, it was certainly in 
bad taste, but what could you expect from such a coarse, vulgar person? 
She sat up and swung her bare legs down on the floor.


"Over here, boy," Blodgett snapped his fingers and the great German 
Shepherd obediently rose and came to his master, tail wagging. And 
Sally received her first inkling that perhaps it was not a joke, that 
he might be seriously suggesting that ... that she ... she stared, 
transfixed, at the handsome animal ... the first dim realization that 
such a thing might be possible penetrating her reeling brain. She'd 
heard ... she knew such things were done, shows with girls mating with 
animals, but surely such perversions could not exist in the sleepy town 
of Quiggville, Tennessee! John Blodgett, rotten as he was, would surely 
not attempt anything so monstrous as that.


"I--I don't feel well," Sally murmured unsteadily, "Will you please 
leave now, Mr. Blodgett?"


"Ah, a few minutes ago it was John, wasn't it, when I had my cock in 
you?" She winced at the memory of the event she was determined to 
forget, to put behind her forever. "Never mind, honey, Duke here will 
make you nice and hot and friendly again. He's quite a dog, as you'll 
see for yourself in a moment. Better get down on the floor--you don't 
want your couch all scratched up."


"I've done what I promised," the demoralized girl pleaded, "You can't 
expect me ... I won't do it. Not with a dog!"


"Yes, you will, Sally. You have no choice, in your position, because 
I'm making it a condition of your husband getting the loan. You can't 
afford to lose what you've already made a 'down payment' on, girl, so 
hurry up and get down there," he pointed impatiently to the tufted rug 
and seized her arm, "Duke's a trained guard dog, by the way, he'll 
attack anyone that I tell him to--so just keep that fact in your pretty 
little head."


"But if I do this, how do I know you won't require ... other things? 
How do I know I'll ever be free of you?" Too late, Sally was beginning 
to see clearly how she had entrapped herself in a net of bondage to 
this man. Why had she expected him to honor this agreement, a man 
without honor or principles of any sort? But ... a dog? The very idea 
of it sent little chills running along her naked spine and set her 
still quivering pussy to quaking anew.


Blodgett was not used to hearing back talk from his women. He tightened 
his grip on her arm and forced her forward, down on her knees beside 
the couch. "Don't try to be a smart ass with me," he threatened. "I can 
ruin your reputation in this town so fast there won't be a decent woman 
who'll even speak to you. Think you're too God damned good for my dog, 
eh? Well, smarten up, he's got a longer pedigree than you have." He 
nudged Sally's soft buttocks with his knee and she went down on all 
fours, helpless tears of shame and outrage flooding her eyes.


The big man chuckled as he feasted his eyes salaciously on her full 
mooned buttocks and the thin hair fringed slit of her cum drenched cunt 
glistening wetly up between the milk white flesh of her thighs. 
Stroking Duke's glossy fur, he led the dog forward. As the beast's cold 
nose nuzzled into the gap of her thighs, Sally jerked wildly and gave a 
little cry. The galvanizing, velvety touch sent erotic spasms through 
her tensely waiting body. God, it felt like ... like nothing else in 
the world, she supposed, as Duke sniffed at her vagina in the way he 
would sniff any bitch dog and she knelt before him with her widespread 
buttocks lewdly elevated. She looked back between her legs and moaned 
audibly as she saw the handsome dog's shiny, scarlet penis suddenly 
poking out of its furry sheath. Oh God, the animal's testicles were 
nearly the size of a man's, and almost black. With a leaping motion, 
Duke mounted her, his great paws slipping and scratching against her 
smooth back as his haunches curved obscenely over her buttocks and the 
tapered red tip of his penis bobbed, dripping, at her hot wet crevice. 
The very forbiddenness and unthinkable aspects of what was happening to 
her could not help but arouse Sally's prurient emotions. Instinctively, 
without realizing what she was trying to do, she shifted her buttocks 
in an effort to seize the long, scarlet organ and clasp it in the blood 
engorged folds of her vagina. But the beast's excitement caused it to 
miss the waiting entrance and the tapered point stabbed at her nakedly 
exposed anus, attempting to burrow into the tiny hole. Sally tensed in 
fright and wiggled her buttocks frantically to dislodge the invading 
shaft. It slipped away from her, but the dog continued to thrust 
blindly in his dumb sexual frenzy and the tip of his glistening red 
penis thrust into her tender flesh over and over, causing her vagina to 
widen and dilate involuntarily. The dog bucked on desperately, seeking 
her eluding sheath and taunting her maddeningly with each jab at the 
hair lined slit. Once again, erotic shivers were shooting through her 
still dripping loins and the delightful pressure was building within 
her body. At last, unable to stand it any longer, Sally reached back 
through her legs and took hold of the pulsing, slippery organ, placing 
the narrow tip in her cuntal split. Duke whined as his long shaft slid 
wetly into her up to the hilt of his dark furred balls.


Groaning with relief as she felt him filling her, Sally began to 
undulate her buttocks in time with the rapid thrusts of the panting, 
drooling dog. Gripping her slender waist in his forepaws, Duke hunched 
over her and had soon established his own rhythm of fucking, his 
powerful hind legs jerking with each in and out motion. Sally gave 
herself over completely to the delicious sensations of being screwed by 
the powerful, magnificent Shepherd, her untested body was wide awake 
from the stunning sexual enlightenment she had received only minutes 
before from her husband's boss and she hungrily sought new, more 
exciting erotic thrills even as her formerly prudish mind once again 
was beaten in its struggle to dictate what her body should do. 
Perspiration gathered on her naked body, trickling down between her 
swaying breasts that swung beneath her like ripe fruit on a forbidden 
tree. Blodgett leaned forward, eyes gleaming with carnal lust as they 
locked on the flashing red cock of the dog as it buried itself from 
behind in the wet, hair-lined flesh of Sally's throbbing pussy. The 
insane pressure was building fast in the girl's obscenely swaying loins 
and she was nearly out of her mind with the wanton desire for release.


"Oooooh," she squealed through clenched teeth, "Oh, yes, yes, yes ... 
harder ... Oh, God, fuck harder ..." Even the animal's incredible 
fucking pace could not satisfy her as she ground her buttocks backwards 
in an effort to capture more of the long tapered penis and squeeze it 
between the hotly clasping walls of her vagina. All sense of pride was 
lost to her, she actually reveled in the knowledge of her abject 
humiliation by the jerking, hairy body of the great canine. She wanted 
it! Oh God, she wanted his lewd animal sperm to shoot up into her belly 
just as John Blodgett had filled her so wonderfully. She wanted the 
long denied bliss again ... could never get enough of orgasm, now that 
she at last knew what it was and how good it felt. She had to cum again 
... she had to!


"Jesus H. Christ," Blodgett exclaimed, eyes riveted to the salacious 
spectacle. He licked at his suddenly dry lips and absently stroked his 
cock that was beginning to rise again as he watched the obscene 
buffeting of Sally Denham by the big dog whose long thin penis was 
jabbing mercilessly into her willing cunt. How long could it go on? 
Duke's red tongue lolled from his mouth, dripping saliva over the 
girl's back to gather and run down the crevice of the upraised ass 
cheeks and mingle with the secretions of her seething pussy.


Suddenly, Sally gave a wild cry. Her long hair began to whip wildly 
back and forth as she went into the beginning convulsions of her 
climax. Her buttocks began to contract uncontrollably and she rammed 
them back fiercely against Duke just as he jerked forward hard and his 
animal cock began to spurt its lewd sperm far up in her hungrily 
quivering belly. The sticky white fluid oozed from her lust tightened 
cunt and bathed the dog's scarlet cock, streaking the inner sides of 
her ivory thighs. She sagged forward in orgiastic bliss, displaying her 
wet, cum soaked pubic hair and rosy pink cunt lips as the dog's 
deflating cock was sucked out of her vagina with an audible sound. As 
she pitched forward onto the rug in near complete exhaustion, Duke 
stood over her body, panting, and proudly wagging his tail. Then, 
furthering the perverted depravity that had been committed on the 
helpless young wife, the dog dropped his shaggy head to her widespread 
legs and licked happily at the creamy fluid that still oozed from her 
trembling slit. His owner let the beast lap hungrily at the exposed 
pubic flesh until every drop was gone before he locked his hand firmly 
in the dog's heavy collar and drew the satiated Shepherd away from his 
human mate.


"Good boy, Duke," he murmured fondly, patting the dog's shoulders. "A 
dog's gotta have a good piece of ass every now and then too, eh?"


Sally stumbled clumsily to her feet. "Wait," she demanded. "W-when will 
my husband hear from you?" She had not gone through this degrading 
experience to be put off again.


"Now, hold on there, Sally. I got to have another talk with my brother-
in-law over at the bank. You just be patient, little lady." He grinned 
with crude humor as Sally snatched up her dress and held it in front of 
her naked, abused body. Women were all the same ... when it was too 
late, they wanted to play modest. Well, no, not all the same. He sure 
did have to admit this one had been something special, and the best 
piece of tail he'd had in a long time.


Chapter 4


Sally Denham stood at her living room window, peeking through the slit 
of the heavy drapes to watch John Blodgett and his dog emerge from her 
doorway below and cross the square. It seemed to her that they had been 
in her apartment a long time, although it was still only mid-afternoon, 
and she wondered if anyone had noticed their entrance or exit and been 
curious about it? But she could not waste time worrying about that, she 
had to get herself cleaned up. Still naked, she moved about the living 
room, fluffing up the couch cushions and removing all traces of her 
visitors except for the tell-tale dog hairs. Those she would do later 
with the vacuum cleaner.


She soaked her tired body in a hot tub for much longer than usual, 
pouring quantities of fragrant bath salts into the water to dispel 
every last trace and odor that might be clinging to her. 
Experimentally, she handled her large breasts, running her fingertips 
over the bruised sore spots and gently examining the nipples, all with 
a new awareness of her body as an instrument of erotic sensitivity. As 
she stepped into the bedroom she paused in front of the full-length 
mirror to survey her nubile form critically ... seeing Sally Denham for 
the first time not as a 'nice girl' but a provocative, desirable woman. 
Humming, to herself, she dressed rapidly in a fresh cotton frock and 
returned to the living room, scene of the debauched episode that was 
already beginning to seem more and more unreal. She flung the drapes 
apart and let the late afternoon sun stream into the room as she 
brought out her little vacuum cleaner and removed Duke's long black-
and-tan hairs from the tufts of the rug. There was a dark wet spot on 
the rug directly in front of the couch and her cheeks flamed hotly as 
she realized what must be its origin. God, Ray would be back soon and 
she hadn't even planned what she would fix for dinner.


*   *   *


After the meal, they were watching television and Sally mentioned 
casually that she could have gone with Ray, after all, as Cynthia 
Hearldson had changed her piano lesson to Tuesday.


"Oh, yeah?" he said absently, "Well, it was hotter than hell in 
Knoxville. Seems like this weather ought to break pretty soon. Say, 
honey, what's this spot on the rug here?"


"Oh! I--I fixed myself a drink this afternoon and spilled some of it," 
she explained.


"Drinking alone, and in the afternoon?" he teased, but frowned 
slightly.


"Only a cola, silly."


Speaking of drinks, Ray thought, he had had a tiring day and wouldn't 
mind one right now. Sally was curled up so comfortably on the couch 
that instead of asking her he went to the kitchen himself. It seemed to 
him that the level of the bourbon bottle was down somewhat from what it 
had been the other day ... but no doubt he was mistaken ... of course, 
if Sally wanted a drink now and then there was no reason why she 
shouldn't take one, yet it was not characteristic of his wife to drink 
or to fib. Since he knew that Sally did not really care for hard 
liquor, the thought crossed Ray's mind as he brought out the ice cubes 
that maybe someone else had been here. No, he dismissed the idea ... 
she would have mentioned any callers.


Nevertheless, his wife surprised him by reaching eagerly for his glass 
when he carried it in and she proceeded to swallow a hefty slug of it. 
"Just what I needed to pick me up," Sally confessed, "I--I'm not 
feeling so well this evening."


"Have a hard day, darling?" he questioned indulgently.


"Not really. I just feel sort of ... strung out."


"Probably worrying about the loan. It's making us both tense ... I wish 
to hell we'd hear something pretty soon."


"Oh, Ray," his wife got up from her sitting position and moved over 
next to him on the couch, placing her cheek against the flat hardness 
of his chest, "I'm sure we will hear something soon, and that it will 
be favorable. I ... I just feel it!"


The close intimate presence of his wife against his body could not fail 
to stimulate Ray sexually and his hand came down to stroke her soft 
brown hair and slip under the neckline of her dress. Immediately a 
tremendous wave of guilt at her deception swept over Sally and her 
whole body seemed to freeze and grow rigid with fear. Ray must never, 
never find out what she had done! The knowledge would destroy him and 
her along with him ... shivering slightly, she allowed him to work his 
warm fingers under her bra strap, to push it down over her shoulder so 
that he could dip his hand, unhindered, into the thin nylon cup of her 
brassiere and fasten his palm over her full vibrant breast. Cold terror 
gripped her. If they made love tonight she was sure somehow that Ray 
would know it was not her first time today. She still felt so stretched 
and sore down there ... and she still carried within her secret parts 
the sticky semen of Ray's boss and of ... oh, God ... of the big German 
Shepherd. Tears welled up in her long-lashed grey eyes as she realized 
fully to what depths of depravity she had sunk ... but for good cause, 
for her husband's sake.


"I'm sorry, darling," she whispered as Ray's fingers fastened over her 
sensitive, abused nipple, "I--I just don't feel up to ... to romance 
this evening. I really would love it, if I just felt better."


Her husband sighed and gradually withdrew his hand from her dress, 
leaving her breast tingling with the excitement his palpating fingers 
had aroused. Oh, she did want to ... she really truly wanted Ray to 
make love to her... to fuck as she had been fucked today ... but she 
didn't dare let him. Not now.


*   *   *


Sally was so confident Ray would hear from the bank the very next day 
that she kept half-listening for the sound of his feet sounding up the 
stairs to tell her they had got the loan. Then, her sacrifice would all 
be worth while, she would know she'd done the right thing, the only 
thing, under the circumstances. But the day passed like any other, and 
so did the next and the next until she was fuming with suppressed anger 
at Blodgett's delay.


On Friday morning she did her marketing and stopped in the drugstore to 
pick up some household items. Ray was busy behind the prescription 
counter, so she merely waved at him to let him know she was there and 
spent a few minutes chatting with Miss Minnie, of whom both she and Ray 
were quite fond. Miss Minnie had given the couple many valuable tips 
about the best places to obtain various items in Quiggville, a good 
doctor and dentist and so forth.


"I believe I'll have a sundae," Sally said, sitting down at the 
fountain and arranging her parcels on the stool beside her. The girl 
loaded the concoction with extra hot fudge and whipped cream and she 
thought ruefully of the calories as she dipped her spoon into the 
luscious combination. "Won't you join me, Miss Minnie?"


"Just a black coffee for me," the clerk said, "I don't never eat any of 
that sweet stuff. Where would I be now if I'd of been eating them 
sundaes for thirty-three years?"


Sally paused, spoon raised. "How long did you say?"


"Thirty-three years. I been working right here in this store since I 
was fifteen years old, Miz Denham. 'Course I don't expect to be here 
much longer ... it looks like my career is comin' to an end, don't it?"


"Why do you say that?" Sally questioned, frowning.


"Well, who knows, when the new owners takes over?" the older woman 
shrugged philosophically but her down-to-earth voice quavered slightly 
as she spoke of the impending change. "They was in here yesterday," she 
leaned forward confidentially, "Poking into everything and writing it 
all down ... asking a lot of stupid questions."


"Men from the drugstore chain were here yesterday? Why, that's funny, 
Ray never mentioned it ..." Sally broke off in mid-sentence.


"I reckon not. Probably didn't want to upset you, but he was lookin' 
awful gloomy. It's a crying shame the way John Blodgett has done you 
two, but at least you can be thankful you ain't put thirty-three years 
into this place like I have."


"Miss Minnie, the sale of the store isn't final," the young wife 
assured her, "and I have good reason to think that Ray will be the new 
owner after all. We expect to have some good news very soon, so keep 
your fingers crossed!"


"I hope you're right, Miz Denham," the spinster muttered doubtfully, 
"but you don't know this town like I do. When Mr. Blodgett makes his 
mind up to do something, he sees it through."


Miss Minnie got up to wait on a customer who had just entered and Sally 
finished her sundae in a thoughtful mood. Well, she could see a thing 
through herself, if it came to that! Easing herself from the stool, she 
smoothed out her skirt which was clinging to her perspiration-damp 
thighs and gathered up her purchases. Once again she stopped briefly to 
see her husband and Ray looked up from his drug preparations to smile 
at her.


"I won't be up for lunch, honey, I'll just grab a sandwich here. Really 
got a lot of work this morning ... must be a lot of sick people in 
Quiggville."


"OK--just don't forget your lunch altogether," she admonished, "I 
declare, Ray Denham," she put on a fake southern accent she sometimes 
used jestingly and which he enjoyed, "you are just gettin' positively 
skinny." She wouldn't let him know how worried she was about Miss 
Minnie's information and the fact that he hadn't told her about the 
visitors in the store.


Upstairs, she dropped her bundles in a heap on the kitchen table and 
went immediately to the wall telephone, picking up the thin Quiggville 
directory. Blodgett's office did not answer and she next dialed his 
residence. A servant answered and at her request called John Blodgett 
to the phone.


"This is Sally Denham," she announced. "Why haven't I heard from you?"


"I can't talk now. You should know better than to call here," he 
growled and promptly hung up on her. Sally stared at the dead receiver, 
a growing premonition seizing her that things were not going as she had 
expected. Very well, she would give him until Monday ... no longer.


At the other end of the line, Blodgett was also uneasy. Her boldness in 
contacting him at home surprised him ... she had more spirit than most 
of her sex and it was that very thing about her that had made it so 
pleasurable to seduce her. He did not anticipate real trouble ... but 
you never knew when one of the bitches would turn on you. "Eula!" he 
called sharply.


The maid appeared soundlessly behind him. She was a strikingly 
beautiful young black woman ... skin that seemed to change from coffee 
to bronze and flowing blue-black hair that was now forced back into a 
confining hair net. The white nylon uniform that Lauralee Blodgett 
required the girl to wear molded itself to every hollow and curve of a 
figure that was unbelievably full-breasted above a minuscule waist and 
flaring, generous hips. If Eula had had the opportunity to get away 
from Quiggville and go north, there was no doubt in Blodgett's mind she 
could have gone on the stage. Instead, she had married her local 
sweetheart at an early age and now worked for a low wage in the 
Blodgett household.


"Eula, if anybody calls here for me, I want you to be sure to ask who 
it is--and if it's Miz Denham, you tell her I'm not home. You got 
that?"


"Yes, sir," she said quietly, but there was a quick flare of interest 
in her downcast eyes that her employer did not see.


"Where's Miz Blodgett?" he questioned.


"Oh, she left for town a half-hour ago ... thought you knew."


"No, I didn't," there was an instant relaxation of his big body, a 
subtle yet distinct alteration in the master-servant relationship 
between the two. "Come here, Eula," he said in a softer tone and the 
woman obediently moved toward him to receive his embrace. He kissed her 
full on the lips, forcing his tongue inside the warm wet cavern of her 
mouth and sliding it back and forth in a lewd semblance of oral 
copulation while his fingers rapidly undid the buttons of her uniform 
and went familiarly to her straining breasts that were too large for 
even his big hands to encompass. Below his belt he felt his cock jerk 
and swell to instant hardness as he began to breathe in short, heavy 
rasps.


"Come on, girl," he muttered, "let's go in the bedroom ... I got some 
business with you 'fore she gets back." Smiling loosely down at her, he 
took Eula's hand and guided it to his stomach, forcing her to grasp his 
throbbing penis. Her dark eyes widened, though she knew well from 
experience the inhuman dimensions of his instrument, and an involuntary 
little shiver rippled over her body. Such was Blodgett's dominance over 
her that she could look forward eagerly to the things he would do to 
her on the big king-size bed while never letting up for one second in 
her steady hatred of the system which allowed her to become a mere 
chattel and plaything of her corrupt employer so that he enjoyed her 
body equally as often as her own husband. Eula liked to think that 
every time Blodgett fucked her, she drained him of a little bit more of 
his life fluid, his lewd sperm that he filled her belly with ... 
although he certainly seemed to have an endless supply of it ... but 
never mind, one of these days her time was coming! She still had a 
simple faith that justice would be done.


They entered the exquisitely decorated master bedroom and Eula 
automatically finished stripping, laying her clothes out neatly over a 
chair. He sat on the edge of the bed waiting for her, eyes sliding 
lasciviously over her dark perfection that was always so excitingly 
forbidden to him that he had to have it again and again. "I want you to 
suck me off, Eula," he instructed her exactly as one might tell the 
maid how to go about polishing the silver, "Yes, sir, that's what I 
crave today."


Eula dropped to her knees in front of him and settled back on her 
haunches as she reached out to take the blood-filled, lust-thickened 
penis and guide it toward her lips that were already forming a soft 
oval to receive the hard bulbous head. As her pink tongue flicked out, 
the woman found that a totally irrelevant thought was running around in 
her head. I wonder, she puzzled, what this business is with Miz Denham?


*   *   *


John Blodgett was annoyed and snappish on Monday morning. He was first 
angry with his wife, Lauralee. They had gone to an intimate dinner 
party on Saturday evening and she had proceeded to get drunk, which in 
itself was no surprise except that this time she had exceeded her own 
limits ... continued to drink all day Sunday and was right now at home, 
sick as a dog, with Eula in constant attendance. It was messy and he 
didn't like it, particularly at this period when they were starting a 
new life, as it were, in Florida. A drunken wife was not a social asset 
and Blodgett was a man who relied heavily on social contacts to set up 
his various deals and schemes. He had perceived that the Florida resort 
community would be filled with wealthy retirees and vacationers ... 
just the sort of people whom a little old country boy could help to 
separate from some of their money.


Secondly, he was angry because Sally Denham had telephoned again, in 
fact had called several times ... and he was going to have to take some 
positive action on that situation, collect his bet from Lee and dump 
the Denhams, both husband and wife. He knew by now that they were types 
who would only cause him trouble of they remained in Quiggville.


The bet was only going to bring him ten dollars, but he never liked to 
lose a wager and besides, the satisfaction of showing Lee Quigg that 
the snotty piano teacher had ended up like any whore--flat on her back 
with her legs spread--that was worth a hell of a lot more than ten 
bucks. In fact, musing on Sally's downfall which he had single-handedly 
brought about did quite a bit to improve his irate disposition as he 
drove to town. He was smiling as he entered the bank and strode into 
his brother-in-law's paneled office.


Lee Quigg leaned back in his swivel armchair and surveyed Blodgett's 
faintly dissipated countenance. "Say, John--Mrs. Denham's been trying 
to get in touch with you. She's called here twice this morning 
already."


"Hell," Blodgett growled with a knowing grin, "don't you think I know 
she's trying to get in touch with me? Reckon she wants some more of 
that good cock I gave her the other day," he winked obscenely at the 
younger, weaker man.


"That's not what she said," Lee observed mildly.


"OK--what'd the bitch want?" Blodgett walked to the well-appointed bar 
and poured himself a generous slug of raw Jack Daniels whiskey.


"She wants to know about the loan. Just what did you promise that girl, 
anyway, John?"


"Christ, what does it matter?" the big man tilted his head back and let 
the fiery liquid run down his throat to warm his vitals. "Promise 'em 
anything, give 'em cock. Lay your ten dollars down, Lee, I aim to 
collect that bet today," he winked again. "She leave her number?"


Lee pushed a slip of paper toward him and he picked up the phone and 
dialed, "Sally? This John speaking. Yes, I'm over here at the bank 
right now and Lee, Mr. Quigg, would like to have a little talk with 
you. No, we don't need Ray at this point--you just slip over here and 
come right back to Mr. Quigg's office. We'll be expecting you. No, 
there are some, uh, points that we want to go over first. All right?" 
Securing her acceptance, he replaced the receiver and then drew a ten-
dollar bill from his wallet and laid it on the gleaming mahogany 
surface of the desk.


"Hmmmmm, I think your original words were, 'Five'll get you ten'" Lee 
Quigg pointed out, hesitating as he pulled his own wallet from his back 
pocket.


"Why be cheap about it?" John Blodgett shrugged, "Isn't it worth ten 
bucks to get into something like Sally Denham? How long has it been 
since you screwed anybody 'sides Liz?"


Quigg grimaced at the mention of his puritanical wife and laid his own 
crisp green bill on top of the other. By God, it made his pecker jump 
just thinking about Sally's cute little ass swaying the way it had on 
the dance floor at the country club the other night. She couldn't get 
here quick enough to suit him ...


Nevertheless, it was to be several minutes before Sally was ready to 
leave her place. She'd been doing the laundry and of course was not 
properly dressed as the wife of a young businessman, calling on the 
president of the bank. It had required time to change clothing and to 
freshen herself up a bit. She checked her watch nervously ... ten 
o'clock. It was not likely that Ray would come up before noon and she 
could say she'd been shopping, if he missed her. God, if only this 
wasn't such a small town!


There were long lines at the teller's windows in the bank and no one 
seemed to notice Sally as she made her way to the rear of the main room 
until one of the secretaries pointed the way to her. "Just go right on 
through, Mrs. Denham, Mr. Quigg's expecting you."


"Thank you." Sally entered a thickly carpeted hallway. She was quite 
surprised at the plush atmosphere of Mr. Quigg's office ... it was 
furnished almost as a library or living room. In place of the customary 
filing cabinets and steel furniture there were gracious colonial 
pieces, big chairs and period lamps. Recorded music played softly in 
the background.


She had not seen John Blodgett since--since that day--and the sight of 
his handsome figure came as a shock, arousing as it did those 
incredible memories of the event she hoped to forget eventually.


"Well, here's little Miz Denham," he said with his bland joviality, 
"You doin' all right, Sally?"


She nodded, not trusting herself to speak, and also inclined her head 
to Lee Quigg whom she did not know well. The blonde good looks of his 
twin sister had been transmuted in Lee to a rather weak handsomeness in 
a slim, wiry frame. He had only a pale echo of his twin's vitality and 
was nowhere near so forceful as his brother-in-law either. Still, he 
was the Quigg heir and the president of this financial institution and 
thus someone to be reckoned with in his own right. Smiling pleasantly 
at her, he pressed a little button on his desk. "Nell? We'll be in 
conference. No interruptions, please, I don't care who calls."


"Have a seat, Sally," Blodgett invited, "and I'll just fix us all 
somethin' cold to drink." She sank into an overstuffed chair and 
watched him work at the bar with its small built-in ice maker, mixing 
three potent drinks which he handed around.


"Are the papers ready?" Sally asked, determined to conduct affairs in a 
businesslike manner. She assumed that Blodgett would not have told Lee 
about what had taken place in her apartment ... as Lauralee's brother, 
he could hardly approve of extra-marital affairs or so she navely 
thought.


"Not quite," John answered, seating himself on the arm of her chair and 
placing his arm over her shoulder, "That's why I called you over, 
honey. It seems there's a matter of a little more ... collateral ... 
that has to be put up." The pretty nervous bride stiffened and looked 
from one man to the other.


"But you promised--! Don't think you can back out of this, John 
Blodgett, I intend to hold you to our agreement," she looked him full 
in the face, purposefully.


"Don't you go gettin' on your high horse, now," he chided softly, but 
the threat was distinct in his gravely-voice, "I made my recommendation 
to Lee here, but he says it's pretty irregular, makin' a loan to folks 
that don't have any money or, collateral and he's not sure the Board 
will stand for it unless he sort of comes out strong and rams it down 
their throats. 'Course he could lend the money private, if he was of a 
mind to."


"Would you do that, Mr. Quigg?" Sally asked bravely. Suddenly she felt 
John Blodgett's large hand reaching down the open V-neck of her dress 
while at the same time he bent his head to hers and kissed the pearly 
lobe of her ear, running the tip of his tongue around the shell-like 
configuration of her ear. She gripped the chair-arms in shock and 
embarrassment. To her amazement, Lee Quigg did not seem to find John's 
behavior at all surprising. In fact, he watched avidly, his cold 
banker's eyes lighting with salacious lust as Blodgett further 
displayed his domination over the helpless woman by continuing to 
rummage in her dress until he had secured her left nipple in his 
fingers and began to tweak it to painful hardness. Sally's pale face 
flooded with crimson as the blood rushed to her cheeks. She wanted to 
leap up, to strike Blodgett ... pummel him with her fists, but she 
couldn't make a move and sat mesmerized with the awful knowledge that 
everything, he was even abetting John Blodgett in his lechery and 
blackmail! Most incredible of all, on the other side of the heavy 
office door the business of Quiggville was going on just as usual, 
without a single citizen to know or to care that an innocent woman 
could be terrorized ... or worse ... by the town's two leading 
businessmen and that it could take place right in the bank manager's 
office!


Beads of perspiration broke out on Sally's forehead as Quigg pushed 
back his chair and began to walk toward her, his fingers twisting 
together in anticipation. Oh God, God, God ... her breasts were rising, 
straining the taut fabric of her dress and she could not control their 
erotic stimulation under the roughly pinching fingers of John Blodgett, 
any more than she could stop the sudden feathery twinges that were 
descending from the erogenous zone of her breast down to the "vee" 
between her legs.


The fact was that Sally Denham had not had any more sexual satisfaction 
since that day in her living room with Blodgett and the big German 
Shepherd. A few days later she had permitted her husband to make love 
to her, but the experience had, if anything, been even more of a 
failure than usual. She'd been so terrified that he could somehow guess 
she was a changed woman, and that another man had succeeded in arousing 
the passion that her own beloved Ray had never been able to, that she 
lay in his arms like a stone. Ray had finished with her quickly, 
satisfied his own needs and left her unrelieved, yet still aching with 
pent-up emotion and an agonized wish for the ultimate sensation she had 
enjoyed with her husband's boss.


She did not want Blodgett ... she hated him more than ever for his 
cruel ravishing of her and the further subjugation of forcing her to 
copulate with his dog ... but as his lewd hands once more roamed at 
will over her body she could not help being aroused and much more 
quickly than on the first occasion. His free hand was now caressing the 
soft contours of her flat belly, causing her to wriggle her buttocks 
deeper into the chair and clamp her thighs together tightly in a vain 
effort to stop the ripples of prurient desire that were weakening her 
loins. The warmth of the whiskey which she had drunk too hastily was 
also spreading rapidly through her veins and contributing to her 
unwanted excitement.


Lee Quigg stopped in front of her chair and smiled down at her obvious 
discomfort, his thin lips pulled back over even white teeth. By God, he 
was thinking enviously, you had to hand it to Big John! He had 
delivered the pretty, snotty little piano teacher just as he bet he 
would. It sure did beat everything, the way his brother-in-law could 
come up with women you'd never dream would fuck with anyone but their 
husbands ... this Sally looked like she was getting ready to cry, but 
he had no doubt she'd go through with it and even wind up enjoying it 
before they got finished with her. That was the beauty of having money 
and power ... there was always another bitch who needed some of what 
you had and would make a trade of what she had. And, Christ, he 
couldn't remember another piece of tail who had more than this one to 
offer! If she didn't get what she came for--the loan--at least she'd 
get a good fuck thrown into her, which in Quigg's opinion was all a 
woman ever needed anyway. They had no place trying to mess around with 
business deals.


"You see, honey," John was explaining to Sally as his hand reached the 
hem of her short dress and inexorably slipped under the cloth and 
upward along her naked thigh, "Lee here is cutting himself into our 
arrangement ... share and share alike ... and since he's the one with 
the funds, I advise you to go along. You might even enjoy it," he 
winked at her as his palm found the tender inner side of her thigh and 
established an intimate stroking contact that sent delicious little 
tingles upward to the center of Sally's vainly resisting womb. She was 
aware that her panties were damp from the unwanted secretion that was 
seeping from her warmly aroused vagina in automatic response to 
Blodgett's obscene titillation. Her mind grappled with this new 
information ... Lee Quigg wanted to sample her, too ... somehow, it was 
hardly even surprising ... there were few shocks left anymore, as her 
world seemed to disintegrate around her in spite of her well-
intentioned efforts to manage her own and her husband's future. Wearied 
by the unrelenting pressure they were forcing upon her, she suddenly 
threw her head back proudly and laughed.


"So Mister Quigg wants something, too, does he? Well, why not? Why the 
hell not? Just tell me when, and where."


"Why, right now," the younger man, chuckled, hands already going to his 
belt. "Here."


"Here?" She blinked, "Y-you must be insane. We can't do it here--"


"Lock the door, John," Lee instructed, and Blodgett reluctantly 
withdrew his hand from Sally's open legs. She remained as she was, 
knees apart and skirt pushed up around her hips so that the edge of her 
virginal white panties was visible. Her wide-eyed magnetized gaze was 
drawn irresistibly to Lee Quigg's long hard penis which he had drawn 
from his open fly. The obscene sight shocked her into abrupt 
realization of her position and that he was planning to put that thing 
up inside her ... now, here. She shivered, unable to tear her eyes away 
from the ridged, blue-veined shaft that was standing spear-like 
straight out from his loins. Sensing again her own wetness, the trapped 
young housewife ground her hips frantically downward in a vain attempt 
to soothe the maddening tingle of her throbbing cuntal slit. Her 
pitiful supply of courage was rapidly deserting her and she regretted 
her attempt at brazen acceptance of the fact that she had to let Lee 
Quigg make love to her also. But God, what else could she do but see 
the nightmarish thing through? What difference did it really make if 
one more man put his thing in her and pumped her full of his lewd 
sperm?


"Stand up, girl," Quigg was massaging his long staff into even greater 
hardness, pulling back the thick foreskin to expose the bulbous head of 
his aching cock. "I want to see all of you."


It took but a moment to remove Sally's clothing, with Blodgett helping, 
and then she stood stark naked in the middle of the office before the 
two men, slight goose-flesh dappling her creamy skin as she shivered in 
the cool air-conditioned atmosphere while perspiration still continued 
to dampen her flushed, beautiful face.


"Oh, Jesus, will you look at that!" Quigg exclaimed in something akin 
to awe. She was perfection, this tall girl with the voluptuously 
proportioned breasts and slender waist ... the long, long legs ... the 
mysterious little triangular mound of her sex. His cock throbbed as he 
surveyed her, and he placed one hand on her hip, just where it began to 
curve, and moved closer, his stiff cock pressing against her thigh 
while his hands slipped to her tense, flat stomach and began to massage 
it. His face loomed above her, so close she could feel his warm 
whiskey-laden breath. Sally could not deny that he was producing an 
unwelcome fascination deep within her, his hands were strangely 
comforting in their warmth, while the feel of his penis as it poked 
close to her dilating vagina, instigated a thrill of erotic sensation. 
Then, he moved his hands to the ripely swelling mounds of her breasts, 
thumb tips pressing the nipples in. As she stared down at the 
unfamiliar hands manipulating her breasts, she was engulfed in a 
consuming wave of passion that ripped away her flimsy defenses.


"God, you are a luscious thing!" Lee muttered, and his mouth closed 
over one berry-like nipple. Sally thought her body had taken fire as he 
began to suck. She squirmed and wriggled automatically spreading her 
legs apart to the cool wafting breeze of the air-conditioning. His hand 
snaked down and parted the hair-fringed lips of her heated cunt, gently 
slipping his middle finger into its wetness. As she wrenched her hips 
against the probing finger, a sense of shame fleetingly overcame the 
young wife even as the prurient quivers rippled through her loins while 
he slowly probed deeper and deeper into the moistly pulsating cavern.


Sally groaned aloud in her struggle against his burning lips at her 
breast and the tantalizing finger in her tingling cunt. "Ohhhh ... 
ooooh," she whined helplessly as he kept up his assault on her exposed 
body. "Ooooohh ... yes ... please!"


"Come on ... I'll ... fuck you on the couch," he grunted.


As always the obscene word caused an inward reaction in Sally, but this 
time it excited more than repelled her and she hissed back at him, 
"Yesss!" and he eased her backward and down, down. She saw him kneeling 
over her, his face a mask of carnal lust, and her eyes slid downward to 
the rigid penis jutting angrily from his abdomen. She gaped at it in 
utter misery, filled with shame as she once again realized what she was 
about to do and hated her own naked body that lay willingly stretched 
out under him. But as she looked, the unmistakable pull of desire 
gripped her loins. The purplish head of his monstrous cock looked like 
a giant fist ... big enough to split her apart ... God, she couldn't 
take that in her ... never!


"Oh God," she wailed forlornly as he dropped down on her and the 
hardness of his rod surged against her belly like a cudgel. She quaked 
beneath him, gasping as he guided his rock-hard shaft to the passion-
wet entrance of her vagina, using the smooth bulbous head to separate 
her fringed cunt lips. The electrifying instant of contact with his 
male organ sent shudders of pleasure racing through her spread-eagled 
body. She hardly dared move as he continued to push against her tight 
hole, causing intense pain as he stretched her sensitive skin.


"Ooooohh," she moaned.


He pressed forward again and the ponderous cock-head burst its way into 
the warmly palpitating opening. "Please ... you're hurting me!" she 
begged. "Please, no more!"


Quigg continued the violating impalement, his lust-engorged staff 
slowly moving inch by torturing inch up into her unwilling vagina. As 
he settled down upon her she thought she would burst from the pressure 
which filled her so completely that she could feel every corded wrinkle 
of his penis that cruelly stretched her vaginal walls. He lay quiet for 
a second, then flexed his cock and plunged deeper into her writhing 
young belly.


"Aaaaagggghhhhh!" Sally groaned up at him, but then as her desire-
inflamed pussy gradually adjusted itself to the barbaric bulk of his 
penis, her whimpers of pain changed unobtrusively to mewls of pleasure. 
Quigg began a rocking motion of his hips that sent his swollen rod of 
male flesh crushing into her vagina until the blood-gorged head pounded 
cruelly against her cervix. He stroked back and forth in ecstatic 
rhythm. Jesus, her fucking cunt would drive a man out of his mind!


Sally began to move her hips in harmony with his, while from her mouth 
emitted unmistakable sounds of her building passion. She had forgotten 
everything for the moment, everything but Quigg's thick cock buried 
deep inside her ... fucking her. Her body reacted automatically to the 
stimulating thought, and lewd words escaped from her own panting lips.


"Come on, come on," she hummed, "fuck harder ... fuck me harder!" Her 
own use of the obscene term further excited her and she gasped with 
delight as Quigg reached up under her grinding buttocks and jerked them 
up even tighter to his hard thrusting loins. The passion incensed young 
housewife drove her throbbing wet split desperately up against his 
pounding hardness, all pain forgotten and lost in the unbearable bliss 
of the moment. Gurgling, velvety sounds burst from deep in her throat 
as her taut-muscled legs flailed out on either side of his long, 
spearing cock. I


Her husband Ray had never been like this, or even Blodgett ... there 
had never been such intense feeling as this, and she never wanted it to 
end. Sally wanted more, much more ... all there was. She was an 
adulteress, she knew it, she was a whore ... perhaps a slave ... but 
God, at least she was a woman. A woman lying under a man and letting 
him ram his big cock right up into her womb, and oh, oh, oh ... it was 
so good!


The two on the couch had forgotten that they were being watched--if 
indeed they cared at all, so absorbed were they in satisfying their own 
lewd pleasures.


After locking the office door, Lee Quigg's brother-in-law had poured 
himself another drink and sat down to sip Jack Daniels while he 
salaciously reveled in his voyeur's role. John Blodgett could not sit 
still very long under such obvious erotic pressure, though, and he soon 
set down his empty glass and moved over nearer to the low, massive 
couch for a closer look at the action. His own penis was jumping wildly 
as he pulled over a footstool and settled his big body down on it, legs 
apart. He licked at the corners of his mouth, grinning loosely as he 
leaned forward to see better Sally's hair-lined cunt where it was split 
by the glistening, angry red cock that was rhythmically burying itself 
to the hilt up between her fleshy, wide stretched lips. Lee's balls 
swung lewdly between his legs, slapping resoundingly against the 
hapless young girl's full, upthrust ass cheeks. God, she was taking a 
pounding from him and still begging for more ... if Lee couldn't 
satisfy her, he damn well could, Blodgett mused, and would! His fingers 
slipped to his bulging fly ... he'd had a hard on ever since the little 
whore walked into the office and right now his cock felt like it was 
going to erupt if that son-of-a-bitch Lee didn't hurry up so he could 
have his turn at her.


Perspiration poured from the girl as she struggled toward her climax, 
and her contorted features were hardly recognizable ... her neck 
muscles were distended and her soft red lips opened and closed with her 
passionate, subservient moans. A drop of saliva glistened in the tiny 
corner of her mouth.


Jesus H. Christ, what was he waiting for, Blodgett marveled? Hot as she 
was, let her service both of them at once ... he'd fill her at one end, 
Lee would fill her at the other. Hastily, he unzipped his pants and 
brought out his tremendously swollen instrument that was dusky red with 
his charged, hot blood. He moved purposefully toward her bobbing head, 
his hotly throbbing cock extending from his loins at a forty-five 
degree angle ... the couch was low, exactly the right height, in fact 
... John Blodgett lowered himself to his knees and presented the 
writhing Sally with the smooth tip of his aching male flesh, dipping it 
before her shocked, startled eyes.


God, she couldn't comprehend, at first, what he was doing ... she could 
only gape at the huge bulbous head with its tiny gland oozing a lewd 
drop of pre-cum. Involuntarily she reacted by drawing her lips back 
over her teeth and cringing from the menacing shaft even as the mere 
sight of it caused lustful thrills to shoot through her sex-starved 
body. Then, suddenly, it dawned on her what he wanted ... he wanted her 
to put his penis in her mouth ... taste it ... suck it! Had not Quigg 
already aroused her to the point of near orgasm, Sally doubted if she 
could ever have done such an unnatural thing. His cock, by its very 
size, would choke her ... gag her! Yet, she could not take her eyes 
away from it as he guided it right up to her very lips. Her own little 
hand unaccountably came up from her side and took over, grasping the 
blood-engorged rod and steadying it, pulling it ever closer ... she 
drew a deep breath and slid out her tongue to touch the rubbery tip, so 
hard beneath and yet so soft at first delicious contact!


She swirled her tongue tip slowly around the glistening cock-head until 
it located the minute gland and dipped into it to savor the tiny drop 
of seminal moisture. Her nostrils flared with excitement at the 
forbidden taste and her fingers moved down the erect shaft, pushing the 
foreskin gently back until the naked head stood out ... she parted her 
lips, wetting them with her tongue, and gradually slipped the spongy 
head between them, rubbing it against the cushioned ridge of her teeth 
... swallowing it further and further into the moist welcoming cavern 
of her virginal mouth.


"That's it, honey," John Blodgett rasped, "suck it harder!" And he 
began to move his hips slowly back and forth against her face. She did 
suck harder, quivering with excitement at the perverted, debasing act 
she was committing. God, how she must look with the two men impaling 
her with their obscene cocks ... it was unthinkable, and her cunt 
pulsed ever faster as she did think of it while her mouth tightened 
around the penis that was rammed so far into her mouth she could feel 
the wiry pubic hair of John Blodgett brushing her cheeks.


As Sally Denham's cunt spasmed under him, Lee Quigg battered her with 
ever increasing force, pulling his shaft almost entirely out of the 
velvety moist sheath and then lunging forward as her vagina sucked 
voraciously at him with lewd wet smacking noises. His sperm-loaded 
balls whacked against her tautly puckered anus, wet from the moisture 
which was seeping from her cunt to run down the crevice between her 
legs.


Fully occupied as she was, the tricked young housewife had yet time to 
think with masochistic shudders of bliss that soon, any moment now, 
John Blodgett would spew his sticky, white sperm into her mouth, 
exactly as he would to some filthy whore. What would it taste like? 
Could she take it? Her tongue swirled furiously over the near-exploding 
hardness.


"Sweet Jesus!" John Blodgett clutched at her head, seizing the trailing 
brown tendrils of her hair. He gave another stifled moan and pulled her 
head up from the cushion driving it down on his aching member until all 
that was visible of his cock was a little bit at the base where it 
protruded from Sally's voraciously ovalled lips. Suddenly, Sally felt 
his penis begin to jerk inside her mouth.


Lee Quigg gaped in disbelief from his position over her as her throat 
constricted ... she swallowed ... and then again, and again ... gulping 
down great torrents of the steaming hot sperm Blodgett was squirting 
down her virgin throat. Her cheeks filled and hollowed obscenely as the 
madly jerking penis emptied itself endlessly into the receptive cavern 
of the girl's sweet young mouth. She kept up her sucking motions, 
draining him even as his deflating cock slipped from her mouth, still 
dribbling sticky strings of the hot sperm which the enraptured girl 
licked hungrily from her lips and the corners of her mouth. Below, her 
own moisture flowed even faster, bathing Quigg's pumping cock as it 
slipped wetly in and out of her drenched pussy.


Quigg's aching balls seemed ready to split asunder from the pressure 
growing within them, and his head swam with the urgent need to shoot 
his boiling seed into her. He fucked her with frenzied lust and she 
cried out, but from the sheer pleasure of the battering he was giving 
her which made her pant and cough ecstatically. Now he looked away from 
her wet, contorted face and down at his burgeoning cock, gliding 
smoothly in and out of her unbelievably insatiable cunt. God, he had to 
cum soon or blow his mind. He rummaged beneath her sensuously gyrating 
buttocks and poked with his middle finger at the tiny elastic hole of 
her anus.


"Ooooohhh ..." she exclaimed happily, "yes ... yes ... stick your 
finger in!" and she jerked her buttocks forward against his finger, 
aiding him to pop through the constricting ring into the spongy 
interior of her rectum. "Ouch!" she squealed in pain, but then as her 
virgin back passage became accustomed to the unnatural invasion, she 
began not to mind and to feel acute pleasure from his debasing finger 
stuck up her rectum while his wonderful hard cock plundered her 
quivering belly.


Through the thin, muscular wall separating her vagina and rectum Quigg 
felt his own pistoning shaft. He wormed the finger deeper, causing her 
to writhe and grind her pussy up and down on both impaling instruments. 
"Oh ... oh ... ooohhhh," Sally chanted, flexing her long silken legs, 
toes curling, head thrust back.


"I think ... I feel ... God, yes, it's happening ... I'm cuming again 
... I'm going to cummmmmmm!"


Sally's limber body jack-knifed beneath Quigg, mouth open in a 
continuous sobbing wail of delight and her cuntal walls sucking 
hungrily as her pussy gushed forth its liberated sticky cum to bathe 
his plundering length. Spurred almost to madness by her climax that 
seemed unending in its intensity, Quigg burrowed deeper into her 
seething slit, slamming her flaming pussy with every ounce of his 
strength until he felt the rush of his own bubbling hot cum shoot from 
his balls and race up his shaft to spray wildly out the tip, and he was 
lost in a hot deep pool of sensuality as his cum blended with hers in 
the overflowing interior of her warmly clasping vagina.


Her firm young body collapsed beneath him although still impaled on his 
throbbing rod of flesh that was only now beginning to soften, its 
mission accomplished. He levered up on his arms and pulled backward out 
of her with a faint sucking noise, and Sally purred deep in her throat 
with satisfaction. She was dimly conscious of the slow trickle of semen 
that dripped from her slit to wet the cushion under her buttocks.


Chapter 5


A few minutes later when she had sufficiently recovered her senses, 
Sally Denham sat up. Both men, she observed, had cleaned themselves up 
in a small adjoining powder room and she now walked with all the 
dignity she could muster into the little tiled enclosure to wash her 
face and try to make herself presentable enough to leave the bank. She 
came out of the room and began to dress silently.


"Here," John Blodgett helped her with the zipper of her dress and Quigg 
collected her shoes and purse. They seemed to want to be quickly rid of 
her, but she had inherited the stubbornness and tenacity of her New 
England ancestors and was not about to leave without the thing she had 
come for.


"Now," she eyed the brothers-in-law coolly, "when can Ray take over the 
drugstore? Are the papers ready?"


Lee Quigg raised his light blonde eyebrows and shrugged, obviously 
washing his hands of the whole business. Blodgett's husky voice dropped 
to a patronizing tone. "Honey, I did exactly what I promised. I asked 
Lee to approve the loan, I pestered him about it. But I'm afraid 
there's too much risk involved. He'll go maybe as high as fifteen 
thousand, if you can raise the rest someplace else. Now, I'm real 
sorry, but that's it."


There was absolute stillness, except for the piped-in music and the 
steady hum of the air conditioner. Sally Denham's small chin went up. 
She stared with utter contempt first at John Blodgett, then let her 
withering glance rest on Lee Quigg.


"That isn't good enough," she said at last, "you'll have to do better 
than that, gentlemen. Because if you don't ... everyone in Quiggville, 
Tennessee is going to hear about you two, starting with my husband!"


She swung her purse defiantly over her shoulder and started to walk 
out. Lee Quigg stopped her. "Hold on, Sally. L-Let's not do anything 
hasty. As a woman, you have the most to lose if there was any, uh, 
scandal."


"Ah, but that's where you're wrong," she smiled like a cat in cream, 
"because if we don't get the drugstore, Ray and I will simply pull up 
and move somewhere where no one's ever heard of us, and make a fresh 
start. It's you two who will have to live the scandal down right here."


John Blodgett stepped in between them, taking Sally by the arm. "We'll 
talk it over some more," he agreed, "Here, you wait in the Board Room," 
he unlocked the door and steered her rapidly down the hall, pushing her 
into another room, "Give me a few minutes with Lee--I'm going to do 
what I can, Christ, I'm trying ..." he pulled the door to let her in 
and left the wearied girl staring at the gleaming bare surface of the 
long table and the twelve stiff empty chairs that surrounded it. After 
a moment of indecision she sat down at the head of the table ... no 
longer believing anything Blodgett said, but still not wanting to leave 
as long as any chance remained ... she put her face down against the 
cool, almost sensual smoothness of the table and closed her eyes. Did 
she have the courage to tell her husband what she'd done? She wasn't 
sure. God help her, she wasn't sure of anything any more.


Lee Quigg had started in accusingly on his brother-in-law as soon as 
Blodgett re-entered the office. "Oh, buddy, you bought us a peck of 
trouble this time. What are you gonna do about her? She's really mad, 
John, she's not like the others. You know Ray Denham is just liable to 
take a shotgun to us?"


"Shut up," Blodgett rasped savagely, "That bitch isn't going to run and 
tell her old man she put out to both of us, she's not that crazy ..." 
He snapped his fingers, "Got it!" He picked up the telephone and dialed 
swiftly, talking fast as his number rang, "What we have to do is 
discredit her, that way if she does tell, no one will believe her ... 
Hello, Eula? Get me Tully, and this is important! Get him on the line 
just as fast as you can." He mopped at his brow with a handkerchief as 
he waited. There was an intercom system connecting the main house with 
the dairy barn, and in a few seconds the line clicked and Tully, the 
man who managed the farm, spoke into the receiver.


"How fast can you get into town?" Blodgett barked into the telephone, 
"OK, here's what I want you to do. Drop whatever you're doing, and 
bring me some of that Spanish Fly--that's right, what you've got for 
the cows--and bring it in here to me at the bank. Not my office, I'm 
downstairs in Quigg's office. And Tully--you hustle, you hear?"


A dazed, comprehending expression crept over Lee Quigg's weak face as 
he listened to the conversation and absorbed its implications. "John, 
what are you thinking of? You aren't going to use that stuff--you 
aren't going to give Spanish Fly to that girl in there? John, that 
stuff is dangerous, it can be poisonous to humans!"


"Give me some credit for not being a fool," the other man answered. 
"She'll get just enough. I didn't reckon on giving her what it takes to 
make one of those cows of mine hot, 'cause we already know it doesn't 
take too much of anything to get the little bitch that way. Tully'll be 
here inside of fifteen minutes. He knows how to floorboard that pickup 
truck, so calm down. Christ, I'm the one with high blood pressure and 
you're sweating like a mule!"


They lit cigarettes and waited and in a few minutes there was a rap on 
the door and Tully entered. He was a burly southerner of the type often 
referred to as a "red-neck," who had worked for Blodgett for years and 
was well acquainted with his employer's tastes and quirks. He handed 
over a little packet and received a shot of whiskey for his trouble, 
then was told to wait for a further errand. Lee Quigg watched dubiously 
as Blodgett measured out a portion of the aphrodisiac into a glass and 
added liquor, soda and ice. "Go get her," he grinned lewdly, swirling 
the glass.


For some reason Quigg assumed his professional bank manager's attitude 
when he went to call Sally. "All right, Mrs. Denham, will you come into 
my office now?" She rose and followed him warily. To her surprise a 
stranger, evidently a farmer, was sitting in one of the big chairs.


"It's all right, Sally," Blodgett remarked, "This is Tully Fairchild, 
he works for me and we can talk in front of him. Here, let's have a 
drink all around to show there's no hard feelings. I guess you're going 
to get your way, little lady ..." the patent falseness of his tone went 
unnoticed by Sally, she was so wrung out from her experiences and 
mental anguish. "I want you to go home now. Mr. Quigg is drawing up the 
papers, just like you wanted ..."


"Then I can tell Ray?" she broke into a smile of relief, happiness and 
a sense of victory flooding her entire being.


"Hadn't you better let Lee call him? So's he won't wonder how you came 
to hear about it first?"


"Oh ... oh, of course. I don't want Ray to know that I ... that I had 
anything to do with it. But there'll be no more tricks!"


"Ray will get a call," he assured her solemnly, "within the half hour. 
And I hope that you and I will be seeing each other again ... from time 
to time." His steely eyes raked her with the bold assumption of mastery 
over her will, and she dropped her own eyes in confusion, unable to 
repress the little twinge of excitement that cascaded from her belly 
down to her genital area. She had accepted the drink rather 
reluctantly, but now she sipped at it and thought fleetingly that it 
must have been mixed by Quigg ... the proportions or the ingredients 
were different, giving it a peculiar flavor. She was aware of the man 
Tully's gaze on her and wondered vaguely why they had admitted him to 
the office when Quigg had left instructions they were not to be 
disturbed. She continued the polite charade which was rather ludicrous 
in view of the intimacy the three had recently shared, and shook hands 
with the brothers-in-law as they ushered her out.


Her legs, as she crossed the square, seemed not quite connected with 
her body so that it was difficult to walk in a straight line. When she 
got home she would wash her face with cold water and fix some strong 
black coffee ... she had to get sobered up ... actually, she hated 
liquor and didn't care if she never drank it again.


On reaching the sanctuary of her apartment, however, Sally didn't get 
around to making the coffee right away. She lay down on the bed with a 
cold washcloth over her brow to relieve her sudden light-headed, dizzy 
feeling. She must change her clothes ... her panties felt horribly 
sticky and damp. Sally sat up and removed her dress and slip, then fell 
back on the bed again clad in nothing but her brassiere and panties. 
Ray would be shocked to find her this way, but it felt so deliciously 
cool and her skin was suddenly so hot, all over. She pictured Ray 
standing there in the doorway, seeing her ... and she unconsciously 
spread her legs apart as her breath began coming faster. When he saw 
her lying there he would naturally want to make love to her, and she 
could imagine his erection ... his great, long cock standing out from 
his wiry black pubic hair.


"Oooooohh," she murmured sensuously, her hand moving to slip under the 
narrow waistband of her panties and massage the smooth tense flesh of 
her belly. She wanted her husband now as she had never wanted him 
before, nor any man. She wanted him with her, inside her ... oh, God, 
she wanted his mighty cock to tear her apart and fill her ... fill her 
belly. She groaned again, dimly ashamed of her own self for the 
unabashed wantonness of her thoughts, and this handling of herself such 
as a naughty child might do for prurient pleasure. Her fingers crept 
downward to her sparse female hair that was still soaked with her dried 
cum and with sperm ... God, with Lee Quigg's lewd sperm!


Wriggling ecstatically, Sally separated her own soft cunt lips and 
touched her middle finger to the tiny erect projection of her clitoris. 
Lord, she was afire down there! What was happening to her, had she gone 
sex-mad, shamelessly masturbating and violating herself this way? Oh, 
Ray, she begged soundlessly, I need you, darling, I need you to fuck 
me! It will be good this time, darling ... so-o-o-o good ... I'll make 
it good for you, just give me your wonderful cock!


With desperate fumbling haste she rotated her fingers around her 
throbbing clitoris, but it wasn't enough ... she ground her buttocks 
together in helpless lust and rammed her entire small fist up against 
the burning flesh of her cock-craving pussy as the powerful aphrodisiac 
in her bloodstream drove her, completely unaware of the cause, into 
ever-increasing frenzy.


Chapter 6


As he entered the swinging door of the bank, Ray Denham was keeping his 
fingers crossed, mentally. In recent days he had come to understand 
that he was hoping to acquire the drugstore almost as much for his wife 
Sally's sake as for his own. At the party they had attended at the 
country club, she had been so different ... and it was only then he had 
realized how routine and boring her life must have been since he 
brought her here to Quiggville. The excitement of an evening out had 
brought a sparkle to her he rarely saw, especially when she'd been 
asked to dance so much and had chatted with the other wives. Of course 
she'd had too much to drink, but he could even forgive that under the 
circumstances. When--if--they began to earn a good income from the 
drugstore, Sally could take her rightful place in the social life of 
the tight little community and he himself could afford to be more 
sociable and unbend a little from his driving all work, no play 
schedule. Everything depended on Lee Quigg's decision ... which he 
would know in minutes now, after waiting so long.


Ray shook hands with the bank manager and nodded to John Blodgett as 
they welcomed him into the office. Both men had been drinking and had 
evidently been at it most of the morning, he thought, but their faces 
were as sober as if they had recently taken the pledge. He sat down in 
the indicated chair.


"Well, Ray, I didn't mean to put you off so long," Lee Quigg began, 
"the fact is this has been a difficult loan application for me, one of 
the most difficult ones that I reckon I've ever run up against."


The somber tone of his voice warned Ray even more than the cautious 
choice of words that his application had been rejected, and his whole 
lanky body seemed to sag in defeat.


"The Board of Directors simply wouldn't go for lending you any money," 
Quigg continued, "although John and I both spoke in your favor and did 
what we could to change their minds. Now, that's all I'm obligated to 
tell you--that your application was turned down. But I feel I have a 
... a moral obligation to give you the reason."


"That's all right," Ray said bitterly, "I'm aware of the reasons--no 
cash, no backing--no loan."


"It wasn't that Ray. You stand very high in the opinions of people in 
this town. You're a hard worker and a good manager ... a fine credit 
risk. And I'm sure that you don't understand, or even suspect, why the 
Board wouldn't go along. I--well, damn it, this is kind of out of my 
line--"


"What Lee is trying to say," John Blodgett broke in smoothly, "is that 
this is a very small town, Ray, where everybody knows just about 
everything about everybody else. And it's a very moral town ... good, 
church-going people. People that just don't like to do business with 
someone they feel is not one hundred percent up to those high standards 
of behavior. Now I'm going to be blunt, son, because there's just no 
other way. Frankly, the general consensus of feeling around town is 
that while you rate very high--well, your wife just doesn't fit in as a 
member of our strait-laced little community."


This statement was so ludicrous that at first Ray was not sure he was 
hearing right. Sally not fit in Quiggville? Why, she was so far above 
the average local housewife in brains, education, character, and looks 
that there was not one woman he'd met here who could even come close to 
her. In his amazement, he at first rationalized that someone was 
jealous of Sally ... maybe they had misinterpreted her natural reserve 
for snobbishness. "You've got to be kidding!" he exclaimed. "Christ, 
you know Sally. You know that's the most absurd piece of bullshit ... 
who says she doesn't fit in? For that matter, what's her personality 
got to do with it anyway?"


"Simmer down, Ray. We're not talking about Sally's personality ... I'm 
afraid it's a hell of a lot more serious than that. It's her morals 
that folks are questioning."


"Now, look here ..." Ray came up out of his chair, one hand pulled back 
into a fist.


"Hold on, hold on!" Blodgett cried quickly, "You got to listen to us 
... We know how you feel. Do you think this is easy for me n' Lee to 
do, talk to a man this way about his wife?"


"All right," with a masterful effort that left his face white, Ray 
controlled his temper. "So what are the local witches saying about 
Sally? That she wears mini-skirts, I suppose? She doesn't make it to 
church every Sunday?"


"You better have a drink, Ray," Lee Quigg interposed, and he fetched 
one. "Now, I said all along maybe it's a psychiatric problem. When I 
first heard the talk I didn't believe it either ... I said it's got to 
be some kind of mental quirk that the gal can't help ..."


"Heard what talk?" the bewildered husband demanded, "What the hell are 
you guys trying to say? What's wrong with my wife?"


"The fact is," John Blodgett's voice dropped to a lower register and he 
sat down opposite Ray and leaned forward confidentially, "She's been 
seen with various men. Some of them--I won't name names--have bragged 
about going out with her."


Ray hurled his glass at the opposite wall, where it shattered against 
the paneling, and leaped at his boss, nearly throttling him before Lee 
Quigg succeeded in pulling him away and wrestling him to a halt.


"It's true, Denham!" Quigg rasped. "It's all true. Get hold of 
yourself, now. Why the hell would we be telling you this if it wasn't 
the truth?"


Blodgett's purpling face slowly regained its normal ruddy hue. "Y'see," 
he pointed out, "we could have just turned down the loan, but we 
figured a man ought to know about it when his wife is putting out. 
Naturally the husband is always the last poor son-of-a-bitch to find 
out."


"It can't be," Ray said at last, groping his way to a chair as the room 
seemed to spin around him and their faces and voices blurred. "It can't 
be!" His Sally, his sweet innocent bride ... dating other men, causing 
a scandal ... cheating? He knew her better than that, knew everything 
there was to know about her, loved her ... worshipped her. She wasn't 
capable of such a thing. Never. "There's a mistake somewhere," he 
declared. "Something has been ... misinterpreted, blown up out of 
proportion. I know Sally too well!"


"I pray you're right," John Blodgett said fervently, "but it looks bad. 
Now that you're takin' the news a little better and more sensible-like, 
I'm going to tell you the worst, Ray. They're saying in the beer 
gardens and joints around town that your wife is a nymphomaniac, that 
she'll take on anyone. They go right up to your place while you're in 
the store! I didn't believe it myself, Ray, hell, who could when they'd 
met that sweet little gal? But when even the women got wind of it and 
started yakking about the scandal--well, you know my office windows 
look right out on the square?" Ray nodded, "I've seen it myself, son, 
seen men, even young punk kids, going in at your door. Now that of 
itself don't prove anything ... but it don't look good, either."


"No," Ray shook his head, "Sally wouldn't do anything like that in ... 
in our own house. There is an explanation, there must be. Maybe ... I 
thought her piano pupils were all girls, but t-there could be boys. One 
thing, I'm going to find out what's going on ... and if you've 
slandered my wife, I'll sue you for every cent in this God damned 
bank!"


"I've had my say," the silver-tongued Blodgett looked pained at Ray's 
threatening statement, "There's just one thing more. If you were to go 
home right now, Ray, I think you'd find Sally with a visitor. I saw a 
fellow go in just about the time you came over here."


With a strangled exclamation, the young pharmacist leaped up and headed 
for the door.


"Hold on!" Lee Quigg called after him, "John and I are coming along ... 
we don't want any murders or mayhem ..." They followed his loping pace 
at a brisk trot, but could not keep up with the long, fevered strides 
of the younger man. "Go on, Lee," Blodgett panted, "I'm going to bring 
Duke. All hell may break loose over there!" His car was handily parked 
at the curb and it took only seconds to release the big German Shepherd 
from the rear. The dog bounded ahead as if he knew their destination by 
instinct.


It would have been impossible to chart Ray Denham's thoughts as he ran 
half-blindly in the direction of his home, unseeing of cars that 
narrowly missed him or acquaintances who spoke when he passed them with 
his head down. He felt as though both body and mind were dissolving 
into pieces, blown apart by the shattering suggestion that his young 
bride was unfaithful ... an adulteress ... and in the eyes of the 
righteous hypocrites of Quiggville, little better than a whore!


Never! He couldn't accept it ... there would have had to be some hint 
... she couldn't pretend to him, or live a lie like that, they were too 
close. Besides, he of all people in the world knew that Sally was not 
and never could be a nymphomaniac. She was, in fact, the next thing to 
frigid! Sex caused a revulsion in her that he was well aware of, to his 
sorrow, but that he had not been able to overcome with all his patience 
and tenderness in approaching her.


He stumbled ... a ghastly thought had taken possession of his reeling 
mind. What if--he'd heard of such women--what if Sally had abnormal 
desires? What if she could only be aroused by brutality, turned on by 
violent sex? Unthinkable ... but not impossible. But why, then, hadn't 
she sought his help, confided in him?


If she had been unfaithful, well, it was too much to contemplate what 
he would do in such a case. He groaned in misery and apprehension as he 
pushed open the unlocked first floor door. He stood there at the foot 
of the stairs trying to compose himself sufficiently to ... HE HEARD 
VOICES UP THERE.


Christ, he wanted to run ... take the steps three-at-a-time. But 
drumming into him was the more dominant thought, easy ... slowly ... 
don't give her any warning, catch her in the act. He mounted the long 
flight, cat-like.


Unreal. The bedroom door was wide open. They hadn't even taken the 
trouble to close the door. He moved in a vacuum, weightless ... the 
room became a giant bubble enclosing him and the couple on the bed ... 
no sounds intruded but their bestial cries as they urged each other on.


The foremost sight which presented itself to the incredulous eyes of 
the cuckolded husband was the enormous muscular white rump of a man on 
his knees, hunching over the softer, smaller buttocks of his partner, 
spreading the stretched white moons cruelly apart. Between the man's 
legs his hairy balls hung down, dancing obscenely in the palpating 
fingers of a little feminine hand ... his wife's hand.


The husband rocked back as though driven by an unseen fist, clutching 
the door frame for support. When he had partially recovered his senses, 
he started to move forward again when his arm was seized from behind by 
the wheezing figure of Lee Quigg who had just entered the doorway, his 
eyes, too, bugging nearly out of their sockets.


The son-of-a-bitch is fucking her in the ass, Ray groaned, his vision 
narrowing to the hardened pole of flesh that disappeared completely 
into the stretched, red hole between her flattened buttocks, drawing 
the tender pink ridges of anal flesh back on the outward stroke. 
Sally's face was not that of a frigid woman. Dear Jesus, no, she wasn't 
resisting the furious untamed strokes that pummeled her unprotected 
ass-hole, she was undulating and waving her upraised buttocks 
salaciously back on his god damn cock. In dazed anguish Ray stared down 
at the incredible wanton performance of his wife, and to his sick 
amazement, Ray felt his own cock jerk with unwanted lust at the lurid 
sight of this huge stranger burying his endless cock deep into the 
writhing buttocks of his helplessly kneeling wife. Christ, she was 
reveling in her own debasement and being ass-fucked by this lousy brute 
... now she had her own fingers up in her raging pussy and was yelling 
"Oh ... Oh ... Oh God! It's wonderful! Fuck harder! Harder ... fill my 
belly with your cum! Fill me!"


"Jesus H. Christ," the ejaculation burst from John Blodgett, who had 
joined them, "Look at her go," he marveled, as they stared, rooted, at 
the perverted coupling which was taking place before their incredulous 
eyes.


Next time I give Spanish Fly to a bitch, I'll take a turn at her first 
myself, Blodgett was thinking. He wouldn't have any further trouble 
with either of the Denhams, he felt sure ... Ray's getting his proof 
... all the proof a man would ever need to know that his supposedly 
innocent wife was a whore ... as for Sally, she'd never be able to hold 
her head up in Quiggville when this one got around. There had been some 
anxious moments, but his experiment had worked perfectly, after all. He 
thought he saw great possibilities for the future use of the 
aphrodisiac in keeping bitches like Sally Denham in line.


And then, suddenly, a slim furred black and tan body slipped past the 
three men and bounded right up on the bed with a joyous bark of 
recognition of two people the dog knew well.


"Duke!" Tully paused to mutter in surprise. Where the hell had the dog 
come from? Followed him and pushed the door open? But it would have 
taken more than Duke's presence to dislodge him from the girl's wide-
stretched anus!


As for Sally, nothing else mattered in the world at that moment, only 
the awareness that instead of feeling shame and humiliation from the 
vile, unspeakable act he was submitting her to, she felt only an 
uncontrollable desire to reach the peak that was building ... building 
tantalizingly deep inside her ... and as he increased his assault into 
her warm, spongy passage her belly and loins screamed for release. 
Trickles of moisture inched down the gaping crevice between her 
straining ass-cheeks and on down the backs of her thighs.


Whining softly, the great, well-trained dog nuzzled eagerly at the 
naked shoulders of the woman whose scent he remembered ... his mate. 
Instinctive canine excitement had gripped his hairy flanks even as 
every man watching was undeniably affected by the carnal vulgarity of 
the spectacle on the bed. Had it been another dog pumping into Sally's 
willingly upthrust buttocks, there is no doubt Duke would have fought 
it for supremacy and the right to plunge his own animal cock into her 
... but in these circumstances he only panted and whined his distress 
and backed his hind legs, repeatedly against Sally's kneeling form.


"Oh ... Duke, boy," she gasped out, raising her head to stare at the 
red, shiny dart that was inching out of the dog's long black sheath. He 
was aroused ... the dog wanted to fuck her, too, and why not, she asked 
herself ... they all wanted it--men ... dogs ... the whole world wanted 
to fuck, and right now ... Oh God ... right now she felt as if she 
could fuck the whole world and it would not be enough, she could never 
get enough!


"Holy Christ!" Lee Quigg exclaimed, "Duke's going after her ... she 
wants the God-damned dog, too, but there's no room for him to get in."


Shifting her weight to one arm, Sally suddenly and involuntarily 
reached out, under the animal's belly and touched the tapered, red, wet 
point of his cock. It fascinated her so she had to feel it, had to help 
the poor dumb beast to satisfaction ... he deserved it more than these 
filthy men who had used her body for every unthinkable purpose, Duke 
was a hell of a lot nobler than they were. Patiently, as if he 
understood her efforts to relieve him, the animal edged closer and 
closer until the woman's head was actually under his stomach and she 
continued to carefully massage and play with his animal cock.


"Suck it, bitch! Suck it!" the lewd suggestion burst from Blodgett's 
curled, sneering mouth.


And she did. She simply opened her mouth and let the slender red point 
insert itself between her sensually parted lips ... right into her 
mouth until it nearly touched the back of her throat and she began to 
move her tongue experimentally around the strange presence, savoring 
the sweet tangy taste. Excitement at the vile, disgusting thing she was 
doing began to grow inside her as the length of the growing shaft began 
to shoot into her mouth in regular rhythm. The perverted ecstasy of 
being fucked from behind into her anus while the hard animal penis 
sawed into her ovalled mouth nearly drove her insane. She wanted Duke 
to squirt his canine sperm into her mouth ... wanted to taste his hot 
cum ... and she sucked hungrily at his quivering cock while Tully 
buried his hard length in the forbidden depths of her ravaged rectum.


Ray was nearly mad from the sight of the horrifying depravity taking 
place in front of him, yet, perversely, his cock had swelled into 
painful hardness that lay hotly against his stomach. His wife sucked on 
and on at Duke's furiously pistoning shaft while guttural sounds of joy 
purred in her throat.


Suddenly, Duke whimpered as his glossy, strong body began to jerk 
convulsively and his haunches curved inwards. Sally's mouth was flooded 
with a hot, thick stream of sticky liquid which threatened to choke her 
as it poured lewdly down her desperately swallowing throat. 
Voraciously, she sucked and swallowed, gulping down the hot dog-cum as 
Duke whined again and her whole self was filled with rapturous 
masochistic feelings of unnatural joy. The organ began quickly to 
deflate while she still held it between her clasping lips, and then it 
withdrew from her and slipped back into its long sheath and the dog's 
warmth retreated from her.


Ray groaned inwardly as he watched his wife swallow the last pungent 
drops of the animal cum, running the pink tip of her tongue delicately 
around her lips to capture the last stringy drops. And then, suddenly 
he saw her mouth open again, gasping, as she uttered a scream and began 
to flail her head wildly from side to side, her matted, tangled hair 
swinging over her perspiration-soaked white shoulders. He sensed that 
she was in the beginning throes of an orgasm, and he stared hypnotized 
as she screwed her buttocks salaciously back against Tully's bulk like 
a rutting bitch dog. She screamed and moaned again and again as she 
rammed back insanely. She had never dreamed that such wanton, abandoned 
pleasure could exist in this world ... she was gone!


Tully seized her white rounded buttocks as they began to contract 
uncontrollably, signifying the intensity of her climax deep in her 
quaking belly. He forced her waving ass to near-stillness and looked 
down to see the thick white fluid that oozed out of her pulsating, 
clasping cunt while her asshole squeezed his prick until he thought it 
would blow apart.


"Aaaaaaaahhhhh ... Oooooohhhh," she moaned out her beautiful, 
overwhelming release, rocked by diminishing spasms of unending bliss.


"S-h-i-i-i-t," he mouthed, "I'm cumming!" and he rammed into her with 
such force she thought his long prick would come up in her throat. She 
felt him behind her jerking against her flattened buttock moons and 
then a powerful surge of swirling, sticky sperm shot deep up in her 
rectum, filling her, flooding her back passage. He gasped out a final 
groan of relief and she felt him pulling back and out of her, until 
suddenly there was a lewd popping sound and the cool blissful air 
poured into the forever-stretched hole of her tortured anus. Her milk-
white buttocks gleamed wetly before the excited on-lookers who could 
look right up her fringed pink pussy slit with its wet, cum-soaked 
pubic hair, as she fell forward limply, exhausted.


*   *   *


Eula Babcock had remained for a long time with her hand still on the 
receiver of the telephone, trying to come to a decision. She had 
overheard all of the brief conversation between Mr. Blodgett and Tully 
Fairchild, and her alert mind told her that something unusual was 
happening today in town. She knew Blodgett, knew every evil nuance of 
his warped personality and lust for power. She knew even better about 
his other lust, the insatiable sexual appetite. No woman was too 
important, nor too unimportant, for him to seduce.


What in heaven's name did he want with the Spanish Fly? The stuff was 
available to every farmer or breeder who had a legitimate need of it, 
so why should he send Tully so hastily to fetch it? Whatever, she was 
sure he was up to no good and she bet someone was going to get hurt. 
She even could guess who that someone was.


But in a few weeks now she would be free ... free for a long time and 
maybe for good, of her despised boss. They were going to Florida for 
the whole winter and she would come out to the big house only every 
other week or so to check on things. And while Blodgett was away, Eula 
intended to be sure she got pregnant. God, married four years now and 
she'd never dared, never been able to stop taking the pill as long as 
she worked in this household, because if she'd gotten pregnant there 
would be no way of knowing for sure whose baby it was, her husband's or 
Blodgett's!


Tears of shame welled up in her luminous eyes as she recalled for the 
thousandth time the day she'd come to work here, fresh out of high 
school and engaged to marry Luke Babcock ... the day Blodgett had seen 
her and wanted her. What chance had a poor little black girl had 
against a man of his cunning? He'd owned her body just as surely as his 
ancestors had owned their slaves a century ago. After her wedding she 
thought he'd have the decency to leave her alone, but of course he had 
no decency whatever ... he simply controlled her now through her 
husband ... through Luke's foreman's job at the sawmill. There wasn't 
any union or job security at the mill and Eula knew he could make good 
on his threat to have Luke fired, any time he felt like it. But he 
couldn't insist that she keep on working here if she was pregnant ... 
he'd have to let her go then!


Lord almighty, sometimes she'd felt so desperate about the situation 
she'd even thought of killing him, God forgive her. The worst thing of 
all was the loathing he'd created in her for her own weak self, making 
her hate herself worse each time she let him use her body ... because 
he could always make her do it and make her enjoy it before he was 
through fucking her, and he did ... forcing her to beg him for it and 
use dirty words ... that was what gave him the biggest thrill of all, a 
woman begging him for cock ...


"Eula!" a petulant voice called.


She gave a guilty start and hurried into Miss Lauralee's bedroom, 
remembering that when the telephone rang she'd been about to replenish 
the ice in Miss Lauralee's ice bag.


Her mistress had tied a good one on this weekend, all right. Eula never 
remembered her looking so bad or being so sick. She was still a 
beautiful woman, even in her forties, why did she want to go ruining 
her looks with booze? 'Course being married to him was reason enough, 
the pretty maid thought grimly, though she knew that was not the root 
cause of Mrs. Blodgett's alcoholism. That was probably boredom, as much 
as anything, and as she often did, Eula felt a quick, genuine surge of 
pity for the spoiled, wealthy woman who lay there in her exquisite 
bedroom, sick as a dog. Miss Lauralee led a plainly useless life, and 
everybody needed something useful to occupy themselves. Eula hoped it 
would be better in Florida, and Mrs. Blodgett would find some new 
interest there.


She entered the darkened room and moved methodically about her task of 
taking ice cubes from the plastic bucket on the dresser and stuffing 
them into the round ice bag.


"Who was that on the phone?" Lauralee murmured weakly from the bed, 
squinting her red, aching eyes against even the dim light that filtered 
through the heavy drapes.


"Mr. Blodgett," Eula said shortly, "wanted to talk to Tully."


She moved to her mistress's side and gently smoothed back the blonde 
hair that was piled high atop Lauralee's small, well-shaped head. The 
woman's face was a sick grey beneath her deep tan and the absence of 
any make-up revealed a network of fine, nearly invisible wrinkles at 
the corners of her wide blue eyes, as well as a faint sagging of the 
flesh beneath her tiny chin. Even like this, she could still be 
considered attractive, particularly if one passed over the dull, ashen 
face to the sun-browned body which was still youthfully firm and 
slender. Beneath the filmy peach-colored nightgown the outlines of a 
full swelling bosom were delineated, right to the dark, slightly 
withered nipples. Her hands, with long blood-red nails in startling 
contrast to the pastel shades of the room and the wan features of their 
owner, twisted nervously in her lap. Very gently the maid lowered the 
ice bag to the woman's forehead, adjusting it to conform to her brow-
line.


"Fix me some tomato juice, will you?" Lauralee instructed, "Someone 
told me the other day that tomato juice was good for a hangover. God, 
it can't hurt to try ..." she grimaced in pain.


"Yes, Ma'am," Eula said, "You want some toast with it? You got to try 
to eat something."


"No, not yet ... I couldn't. What's the matter, Eula--are you crying?"


"Why, no, Ma'am," Eula brushed her cheek, trying to smile and failing.


"You are! Now, come on, what is it? I want you to tell me, Eula."


"It's nothing, honest. Just I was a little worried about somethin', 
that's all."


"All right, what are you worried about? I won't be able to rest until I 
know, so you might as well come out with it." Lauralee was never able 
to abide a secret, she had a child's unquenchable desire to pry into 
everything, whether it concerned her or not. "Is it because we're going 
away?"


"No'm, I'm just worried about somethin' I heard Mr. Blodgett say ... 
just now, on the phone. I was listening," she admitted, the wish to 
share her secret terrible knowledge with someone else overpowering her 
sense of discretion.


"Well, what did he say?" cried the exasperated Lauralee, wincing as 
darts of pain shot through her skull.


"He told Tully he wanted him to fetch some Spanish Fly, 'n bring it to 
town right away, to the bank."


"S-spanish Fly?" She could not help but smile slightly at the mention 
of the stuff. The very words had a lewd connotation, of whispered 
unmentionable things that passed furtively between children sharing 
their back-alley-acquired sexual information and misinformation.


"What would that do to a woman, if she took some of that Spanish Fly?" 
Eula inquired earnestly, "It would set her crazy, wouldn't it, Miss 
Lauralee?"


"I--I don't know. We used to hear things, when we were kids, but I 
never knew of any actual cases ... I know it's dangerous to take too 
much, though. But what makes you think of that? All the farmers around 
here use it, so it's not unusual that John would ask Tully to fetch 
some ..." but as she tried to make light of the girl's suspicions, it 
occurred to Lauralee that it was rather a funny request, and might 
indeed be an indication of some deviltry. God knew, her husband was 
capable of many things ... Eula had no business listening on the 
extension ... probably did it all the time, listened to her calls, too, 
the little sneak ... but why the hell was she worried enough to cry 
over it?


"I know, but Mr. Blodgett said ..." the maid began fearfully, "he told 
me the other day there was this certain lady who was givin' him a hard 
time about something and he was gonna have to do something about it. A-
an' I wouldn't want anything bad to happen to this lady ... Like the 
others," she added in a low, monotonous voice.


"What others?" through her jarring, all-pervading headache, something 
was beginning to get through to Lauralee Blodgett that here was no 
ordinary household crisis, but something deeper and darker, of ominous 
proportions. She had long ago gotten used to Eula's extraordinary 
beauty, or so she thought, but now she was noting it all over again ... 
the flawless dusky skin ... the body that was so harmoniously molded, 
the thick black hair that glimmered in loose waves ... the dark red, 
trembling lips. She was almost positive now that Eula was making some 
reference to the amorous exploits of her husband ... well, she knew he 
had them, had known for years that he would chase any skirt on the 
horizon. They had had a sort of mutual understanding, never spelled out 
but honored on both sides, don't tell me and I won't tell you. Because 
she had done her share of playing around ... seldom now, though. It was 
such a small town and their friends were really a very limited circle 
... not much opportunity for new conquests, and lately, with the 
drinking, she hadn't cared very much about the lack of different 
talent. She'd always supposed John would have the sense to be discrete 
about anything he got mixed up in ... the Quigg name still counted for 
something around here and marriage to her meant that he had to conduct 
himself accordingly ... John knew that. And if he'd been screwing Eula 
behind her back, making a fool out of his wife in her own ancestral 
home and creating gossip about them in town ... she'd kill him, that's 
all ... she'd kill him! And she goddamn well knew he had been screwing 
the little bitch ... else why would he discuss other women with Eula 
... or Eula be scared out of her cotton-picking wits?


Forcing the excruciating pain of her throbbing head and the queasy 
condition of her dry, empty stomach from her thoughts, she sat up 
straight against the pillows, with a regal gesture. "Get me a drink, 
you little fool!"


"Miz Blodgett! You hadn't better have any whiskey yet!"


"I said to get me a drink."


The harried black girl rushed to comply, seeing that Miss Lauralee was 
determined to have it and knowing that thwarting her would only make 
matters worse for herself. She brought back an old-fashioned glass half 
full of whiskey and handed it silently to her mistress. Lauralee tilted 
her head back and swallowed the liquid straight. A drop escaped from 
the quivering corner of her parched lips and she wiped it away with the 
back of a red-nailed hand. As the burning fluid coiled warmly within 
her belly she felt steadier within seconds ... her ragged nerves 
steadying.


"Now, Eula," she began in a more conciliatory tone, "there's nothing to 
be scared of. I'm not going to be angry with you, but I just want you 
to tell me all about what's bothering you ... tell it right from the 
beginning."


"Yes, Ma'am," the maid murmured, head down. An overpowering sense of 
relief at the prospect of ridding herself of the burden of guilt nearly 
overcame her. She started twice and had to stop. At last the words of 
confession began to flow. "The beginning? ... That was a long time ago, 
Miss Lauralee. Yes, ma'am, the bad things have been goin' on for a long 
time ...


*   *   *


The best I ever had, Tully Fairchild told himself contentedly, the 
absolute fucking best. He lay prone for several seconds, awash in the 
euphoric sea of satisfaction and drained as he had never been before in 
a sexual encounter. At last he moved, heaving his big frame clumsily 
off the bed to reach for his hastily discarded clothing. In the 
process, he half-turned around and he halted right there in a grotesque 
position, and stared at the trio of men filling the doorway. Shit ... 
they'd fooled him good ... he'd never figured on putting on no peep-
show. That cussed Blodgett and his brother-in-law had followed him over 
here to gawk at the action ... well, 'tween him and the dog he guessed 
they'd seen enough to raise a couple of good hard-ons! But by God, the 
other guy--he was the fucking bitch's husband!


Tully stepped backward, caught in the classic low-comedy position of 
having his pants down ... which sure as hell wasn't too funny, after 
all. He expected the guy to bust him one, or let fly with a load of 
buckshot at any second ... and if he had a gun it was all over, because 
Tully hadn't ... his shotgun was out there mounted across the rear 
window of the pickup, damn it all. So he tensed himself and waited ... 
one foot in his pants. Around here if a guy caught someone screwing his 
wife, folks considered he had a perfect right to shoot.


Ray Denham had no gun, though, and Blodgett and Quigg were restraining 
him from leaping on Tully.


"Best thing you can do, son," advised his boss, "is pack up and get out 
of town. Take her along, if you still want her after seein' this ... 
ain't no future for you here. I reckon you see now what we were talking 
about?"


Sally had pushed herself up from the tumbled bed on hearing their 
voices and now, propped on one bare arm, she was staring in terror at 
the figure of her husband.


"Oh, Christ," he muttered brokenly, "S-Sally ... my God, Sally, how 
could you do it?"


She wanted to cry out to him that she could explain, but what would 
have been the use? After he'd seen, watched her suck a dog's cock while 
at the same time a man had fucked her in the ass ... and her begging 
for more ... there could be no explanation that would ever satisfy him, 
there was no explanation for her disgusting, unnatural behavior. God 
knew, she herself was puzzled even as she did it, puzzled as to what 
perverted compulsion had taken hold of her and guided her body against 
her very own will ... all she knew was that at the time, she had to 
have cock or go out of her mind! Even now ... even now when she'd had 
her fill of more fucking than any normal woman could take ... her cunt 
still burned and twitched. Oh, yes, God help her, but it was true ... 
she would gladly take on another man right now, right this very minute! 
What husband could understand that? She'd lost him, lost everything ... 
she was ruined.


And then, her eyes widened in absolute disbelief as yet two more 
figures pushed their way into the boxy little bedroom. Lauralee 
Blodgett, looking like the wrath of God with her blonde hair tumbled 
and no makeup on her ravaged face, and behind her a voluptuously lovely 
black girl in a crisp white uniform. Lauralee reached into the little 
straw purse she carried and there was a gun in her hand when she 
brought it out, a small but very lethal looking blue-black revolver.


"You son of a bitch," the gun barrel came up slowly and leveled 
unmistakably at her husband. "You low down white-slaver. No, don't you 
move--you're not going anywhere ... no one in this room leaves until we 
hear the whole story! Now, John, who did you feed the Spanish Fly to?"


"Lauralee, honey," Blodgett's voice was a pleading, ingratiating whine, 
"you're sick. You shouldn't be out of bed! For God's sake put the gun 
away and let's talk sensible."


"You sent Tully to town with Spanish Fly, John," his wife ignored his 
remarks, "It was for Mrs. Denham, wasn't it? You see, I know ... but I 
want to hear you say it ..." The gun barrel wobbled noticeably and she 
moved closer to her husband, close enough for him to smell the odor of 
liquor and know she'd been on the bottle again. He looked down the 
little hole that was no more than a half-inch in diameter and he knew 
there was only the thinnest of threads separating him from death.


"All right! Yes ... yes, I--we gave her just a little ... didn't do her 
any harm, she's all right ... see? She's all right!"


"Maybe," Lauralee said cynically, "and are the others all right, too, 
John? All the teenage girls and the young brides, like Eula here? Did 
you leave them in good condition when you got through with them? You 
filthy bastard--I ought to kill you right now and make an end of your 
miserable existence. You--dragging my fam'ly name through the mud and 
disgracin' us all ... corrupting my brother, making him do your dirty 
work for you ... you lowdown white trash!"


John Blodgett's handsome, confident features seemed to dissolve under 
his wife's venomous onslaught. He saw the imminent collapse of 
everything he had built up so painstakingly over the years ... his 
influence destroyed ... and then, a white-hot pain knifed through his 
upper arm and seared into his shoulder. In seconds the muscles of his 
chest were constricted with it ... strangling his life breath ... he 
thought she had fired the gun, shot him down ... but then he knew it 
was something else squeezing him with agony.


Before their shocked eyes he crumpled to the floor, gasping, "Get Doc! 
Get Doc!"


Chapter 7


The tobacco-brown station wagon nosed into an angled parking place at 
the curb in front of the drugstore. In the back, Duke whined and 
wiggled his sinuous form expectantly.


"No, boy," Lauralee chided the big dog affectionately, "Stay. I'll only 
be a few minutes, and then we're going for a nice ride. OK?" The dog 
sat down patiently.


She opened the door and stepped out gracefully, the flash of exposed 
brown thigh drawing a flicker of interest from two loafers who were 
ranged along the curb. She did not mind, and in fact deliberately let 
her firm, round buttocks undulate a bit more than was usual as she 
stepped up to the parking meter and slid a coin into it. Then she 
walked into the drugstore, quite aware of the ogling pair of eyes that 
followed her progress. Well, Lauralee thought, if you can still get 
attention at my age why not give 'em a little ass-wiggle or two .... 
brighten their day? Good for their morale as well as hers.


Her morale was high, and her contentment showed in the brisk, 
purposeful way she entered the store, smiling at Miss Minnie as she 
moved along the aisles, surveying the merchandise displays. The change 
from the dark, dusty interior of the store as it had been never failed 
to amaze Lauralee, although the remodeling had been completed for a 
good two months now.


"Hi, partner!" she called out gaily as she approached the gleaming new 
prescription counter. Ray Denham looked up from his desk with an 
answering smile.


"Hello ... partner." There was a special warmth in his voice which 
might have suggested to a listener that there was something more here 
than a simple business relationship.


She really knew how to dress, Ray was thinking. A simple, expensive 
button-down-the-front cotton dress that might have looked severe on a 
figure that was less well-endowed. Ripe ... that was the word. Ripe, 
without an ounce of extra flesh ... a figure that care and exercise had 
made the equal if not the envy of the average woman fifteen years 
younger than Lauralee Blodgett. The petulance and boredom had 
disappeared from her face and her eyes were clear and sparkling.


She pushed through the little gate that led to the prescription 
department, with a nod and pleasant word to the new assistant 
pharmacist, and seated herself on Ray's desk ... one long tanned leg 
swinging and the rather brief dress hiked up to a point on her thigh 
that was barely decent.


"Well, how do the books look, partner?" Lauralee bent right over the 
ledger so that the point of her full right breast nearly touched the 
open page.


"Well, they look damn good ... but it's a bit hard to keep my mind on 
the profit and loss statement with such, uh ... distractions," Ray laid 
his pen down and deliberately let his hand rest against the warmth of 
her flattened thigh.


"Mmmmmmmmmm," she purred, glancing around the store to see if anyone 
was watching and then wriggling closer to him as a loose, pleasant 
feeling pervaded her lower body, "just keep on making money for us and 
I won't bother my head about the books. Do you know why I'm here, 
darling?"


"Couldn't keep away a moment longer, I reckon?" he teased.


"Shame on you ..." she wriggled again as his hand began to move slowly 
along her upper leg with insinuating pressure, "I'm here to fetch you. 
Sally phoned and suggested, since I'm coming to dinner at your place 
anyway, that I give you a ride and save her the trouble of picking you 
up."


"God, is it actually that late?" he consulted his watch. "Funny, how 
the time goes these days ... I always used to be watching the clock, 
when ..." he paused, leaving the statement unfinished, but they both 
knew he meant to say when I was working for John. They avoided 
reference to Lauralee's late husband, not out of regret but merely 
because the subject was still distasteful. It was now six months since 
the day he had collapsed in the bedroom of the Denham's apartment over 
the drugstore and died a few hours later in the hospital, of a massive 
heart attack. From conversations with their family doctor, Lauralee 
learned that her husband had tricked her right up to the last. Doc had 
not been expecting John to have a heart attack ... he was, in fact, 
surprised, and attributed it to the unusual stress of the occasion. 
None of those present that day had revealed that Lauralee had 
threatened her husband with a gun; by mutual agreement all of the 
sordid facts had been concealed. Lee Quigg of course was glad to keep 
silent ... as was Tully Fairchild, as he was promised a permanent job 
as manager of Lauralee's farm ... and Eula knew that her husband's job 
at the sawmill was his as long as he wanted it.


The story given out was that there had been an argument of the pending 
sale of the drugstore, and John Blodgett had become too excited. After 
his death Lauralee abandoned all thought of the Florida apartment, 
she'd never wanted to go to Florida anyway and had only agreed because 
she thought it would be beneficial to her husband's health. Nor did she 
sell the drugstore. A partnership agreement was drawn up between Ray 
Denham and Lauralee, with Ray receiving very favorable terms and a loan 
from the Quigg personal funds to finance the purchase of his share.


Lauralee had at last found something to occupy her time in 
straightening out the tangled business affairs of her late husband. She 
began to take an active interest in the various things, especially the 
store, and her drinking problem improved almost immediately. Now it 
could be said that it was no longer a problem at all--apparently she 
had not reached the point of real addiction to alcohol, as she was able 
to take a couple of drinks and then voluntarily call a halt.


"Yes, it is that late," she swung her small foot, observing with hardly 
concealed pleasure the effect that the motion of her shapely leg had on 
Ray. "How soon can you be ready?"


"Oh, Jack and Miss Minnie can close up. I'll be right with you." He 
pushed his chair back and stood up, stretching wide. Ray had gained 
some needed weight and had lost the harried, worried look he had worn 
in his earlier months in Quiggville.


Sally had given him a set of golf clubs for Christmas, shortly after 
they joined the country club, and as often as the mild Tennessee winter 
permitted he had been on the course, taking lessons from the club pro.


In a few minutes the owners of the drugstore were getting into the 
station wagon, where Duke ecstatically greeted Ray with barks and 
thumping wags of his tail. Lauralee piloted the car expertly around the 
square and through the outskirts of Quiggville and in five minutes they 
were turning in at Hickory Acres.


"What did you think of the housewarming party?" Ray inquired, his eyes 
going proudly to the brand new pink brick colonial ranch type house 
into which he and Sally had moved the previous week. Lauralee shrugged.


"I reckon it was a great success ... everybody was there. But 
personally, I do prefer more intimate parties ... with just you and 
Sally and a few of our special friends ..." her prettily curved lips 
parted in a cat-like little smile.


"So do I, darling," Ray assured her, "but for the occasion, with, as 
you said, everyone there, we had to be careful not to shock some of our 
more ... uh, sedate citizens. Not everybody in Quiggville swings, as 
I'm sure you've noticed."


"Thank God, some people do," Lauralee giggled wickedly, "and thank God 
you and Sally joined our 'inner circle'."


"Well, there'll just be the three of us tonight," he said as she braked 
the car in his driveway, "but we'll have to see if we can give the new 
place a real housewarming!"


Sally appeared at the side door as they climbed out of the car and 
Duke, released at last, bounded right up to her, barking joyously. She 
ruffled his fur affectionately, smiling a welcome to Lauralee and her 
own darling Ray. Sally still couldn't get over the way things had 
worked out for them, and just when the future had appeared so bleak. 
She had found, after that nasty John Blodgett was out of the picture, 
that Lauralee was really not stuck-up at all and the two women had 
become close friends. Lauralee had seen to it that the Denhams were 
welcomed into the very private little group of more modern Quiggville 
couples who had adopted a 20th century attitude toward sex and 
particularly group sex. At the time it all happened, Ray had deplored 
the terrible experiences Sally had been put through, but he now 
wondered if it had not been for the best in the long run. At least she 
had been initiated--however drastically--into the pleasure of the male-
female relationship.


Sally led them into the living room, one arm around Ray's waist and the 
other encircling Lauralee's slimness. "I'm a lousy bartender," she 
confided, "but I put all the fixings out ... build us some drinks, 
Ray?"


He complied with the request and then they all seated themselves around 
the long living room which was not as yet completely furnished but had 
all the essentials.


"How was your day?" Sally asked her husband warmly, her grey eyes 
lingering on his long body with a gleam of ... could it be desire?


"Good. Thursday's getting to be almost as big a day as Friday or 
Saturday."


"Yes, that's what Lee was saying," Lauralee remarked, "By the way, 
Sally, Lee and his wife really had a good time at your open house. I 
don't think I've ever seen that prig he's married to unbend quite so 
much. Why, one of these days we might even recruit them for some fun 
and games."


"Oh, I'm sure we could recruit Lee right now," Sally laughed knowingly, 
"but that wife of his is something else. She reminds me of ... of me, 
the way I used to be."


"Yeah," her husband nodded, "the way you used to be ... B.S."


"Why, Ray Denham, hush your mouth!" his wife giggled.


"I wasn't referring to the common expression 'bull shit'," he said 
loftily. "I meant 'before sex'."


"What were you planning for dinner?" Lauralee changed the subject, "I 
hope you didn't go to a lot of trouble."


"No, not at all. The salad's in the refrigerator and the baked potatoes 
are finished and in the warming oven. It's just a matter of putting the 
steaks on the grill."


"Hmmmmm," Ray looked from one woman to the other. The drink had relaxed 
him and was having a pleasantly languorous effect ... except on his 
penis, which was stirring down there in his pants as he contemplated 
the girls he referred to as his two partners. "Then why not postpone 
dinner for a little while. Did I show you the new master bedroom the 
other night, Lauralee? There's one feature that's very handy ... the 
king size bed. I think it would hold all of us without any crowding ... 
right, Sally?"


His wife smiled as a tingling excitement commenced to make itself felt 
in her loins as she grasped his meaning. "Lovely idea. Will you give us 
a guided tour?"


"Just follow me!" He set down his empty glass and all three stood up 
eagerly and trooped toward the bedroom, Duke following, nosing his way 
through the door after them.


"What a dog!" Lauralee groaned, "He never misses out on a chance for 
some pussy ... he's really shocking, sometimes ... but you know, since 
I'm alone, I do find it's nice to have Duke around ... there are times 
when a dog is woman's best friend!"


The trio undressed rapidly and soon were all sprawled naked on the huge 
bed. Ray lay on his back in the center, his enormous, erect cock 
pointing toward the ceiling like a flagpole as he slowly stroked the 
uncircumcised head to even greater hardness, rolling the thick fold of 
skin down until the purplish, blood-engorged tip quivered with arousal. 
Lauralee leaned over him, staring down fondly at the big prick she had 
seen many times now but still found thrilling in a lewd, vulgarly 
fascinating way. Just the sight of it and the thought of it pushing up 
inside a woman was enough to moisten the hair-fringed folds of her cunt 
lips as her secretions oozed from her heated vagina and she pressed her 
thighs together to further stimulate the exciting flow. Ray reached up 
with one hand and began to fondle her breasts which hung pendulously 
over his flat stomach, their dark nipples hardening under his fingers.


Sally's long soft body lay on his other side, fitted closely to his. 
She lay on her back, watching with lewd interest her husband's 
caressing of their friend's full-swelling breasts. God, she was hot 
already ... sometimes she thought the Spanish Fly had not completely 
passed out of her body yet, though she knew that was impossible. But 
ever since that day she had unwittingly swallowed the powerful 
aphrodisiac, Sally had welcomed sex ... in fact, she eagerly sought it 
from her husband ... and then, when construction began on their new 
home in Hickory Acres they had met some couples in the subdivision and 
had been invited to a few parties ... gradually, carefully, the subject 
had been broached ... little hints were dropped that here was one part 
of Quiggville where the inhabitants had been liberated from old-
fashioned sexual taboos. It had not taken long for the Denhams to join 
in, and with them, Lauralee Blodgett.


Ray's free hand came to rest on Sally's little belly, feeling her 
instant, quivering response. She sighed and pushed her thighs slightly 
apart, waiting tensely for his hand to slide, as she knew it would, 
into the warm, damp "vee" between her legs and play with her hot pussy. 
Aaaahhh, his probing fingers found her clitoris and began to steadily 
manipulate the sensitive little nub of flesh and Sally moaned 
contentedly and screwed her buttocks into the soft mattress as she 
opened her legs wider and wider to him.


"You lazy gals are making me do all the work." Ray complained jokingly 
as he continued to arouse them both by means of his strong hands.


"Oh, all right, I'll take pity on you," Lauralee sighed, letting her 
hand go to his desire-swollen penis and grip its thickness that she 
could hardly contain in her small fingers. As she carefully smoothed 
back the foreskin, Ray groaned and writhed in pleasure. She quickly 
crawled to the foot of the bed, spreading his legs apart and crawling 
up between them, her excitement mounting to feverish heights at the 
mere thought of what she was getting ready to do to him. Still working 
the foreskin up and down over the velvety smooth cock-head, Lauralee 
dropped her face until her mouth was almost touching his extended rod. 
Tantalizingly, she blew her soft breath on him and he groaned with 
pleasure. Her tongue flicked out and made delicious warm moist contact 
with the rubbery bulbous tip. She ran her tongue in a circle around it, 
while his big body twisted until she found the tiny crevice and pushed 
her tongue-tip into it, savoring the pungent flavor of his seminal 
fluid that had seeped from the minuscule opening. Her nostrils flared 
with lewd excitement and prickles of desire teased the nerve-ends of 
her body as she relished every savory drop. Both of her hands now 
smoothed down his pointing shaft and caressed the velvet-smooth 
softness of his testicles. Cupping his sac in one palm, she again 
pulled back his foreskin until the ponderous, naked head stood starkly 
revealed ... slowly, shaping her lips into an oval, she lowered them 
onto the rubbery cock-head letting it rub against the lip-covered ridge 
of her teeth as her wet mouth slid down to encompass his maleness ... 
down, down ...


"That's it," Ray rasped as he began to push his hips upward against her 
face in slow rhythmic movements. "Suck me, baby ... suck hard!"


Lauralee did, now thoroughly excited by the lustful, debasing act she 
was committing as her head bobbed up and down over his loins, his long, 
thick cock spearing upward into her mouth while beside them his wife 
had risen on her elbow to stare eagerly at the couple, her legs 
squeezed together to hold Ray's hand in contact with her throbbing 
pussy flesh as she watched ... her own head bent over almost to 
Lauralee's as the older woman sucked voraciously now, her tongue 
swirling furiously about the pulsing blood-filled knob that pumped in 
and out of her obscenely clasping lips. Lauralee was humming wantonly 
deep in her throat as if already in bliss at the masochistic thought of 
being filled with Ray's lewd white sperm that might at any moment now 
flood her mouth and throat ... indeed she was thinking of that very 
thing, and her cunt began to quiver down below as her lips locked 
tighter and tighter around the lust-hardened cock ramming upward into 
her face until the crisp hairs of his loins brushed against her chin.


As for Sally, she could hardly have been more excited if she had been 
the one hunched over her husband and sucking his thick cock, cheeks 
hollowing and filling. Suddenly, Ray seized Lauralee's head with his 
left hand and held it while he rammed cruelly up into her mouth. But 
Sally was tired of her onlooker's role in the sensual, salacious drama 
and suddenly craved a more direct piece of the action. Abruptly, she 
rolled over and got to her knees, crawling up alongside Ray's long 
outstretched body and then, throwing one leg over him she squatted 
down, lowering her passion-crazed cunt until it was positioned directly 
over his mouth.


She shuddered with pleasure as she felt first his hot breath and then 
his long wet tongue wetly probing into her lust-filled vagina. Her body 
responded with a jolt of electric excitement. "Ooooooh, yes ... 
wonderful, darling ... lick it, yes ... eat my cunt!" She knew well how 
such obscenities further inspired her husband to new plateaus of 
rapturous sexual activity. His long hot tongue curled around her 
clitoris and began to dart lizard-like into her wide open pussy as she 
squatted over his face in the most salacious position imaginable while 
below, Lauralee continued her oral assault on his wildly jerking penis. 
As his tongue raced deeper into the hotly seeping hole between her 
widespread thighs, Sally continued to croon her delighted acceptance of 
his sucking of her squirming cunt, her noises blending with the debased 
wet smacking sounds he was making as he worked under her. Greedily, he 
licked the whole length of her passion-drenched cuntal slit and she 
unconsciously pushed her hips slightly forward as his tongue moved on 
to probe at her unprotected puckered little anus ring. Her body was 
nearly consumed with raw excited joy as his tireless tongue burrowed 
deeper, actually penetrating the forbidden little hole.


Lauralee's eyes flicked up to where the stretched moons of Sally's 
white buttocks nearly obliterated her view of Ray's face. She could see 
his tongue, however, darting from his mouth and disappearing right up 
inside the straining girl's gaping wet pussy-slit. Ray's hands came 
around his wife's writhing hips to seize Lauralee's blonde hair again 
and ram her mouth down further on his thickly upthrusting cock. As her 
head went down, Lauralee suddenly had a glimpse of them all in the wide 
mirror of the double dresser. By God, it was something ... the three 
obscenely jerking bodies ... the two women both laboring over Ray's 
prostrate form while Duke could only watch, alert and eagerly waiting 
for his turn which he was perfectly intelligent enough to know was 
coming next. Spurred on by her lewd thoughts, Lauralee Blodgett plunged 
her bobbing head up and down over the swollen rod of male flesh, laving 
its rock-hard tip with her tongue.


God, he must come soon ... his cock felt as though it would split wide 
open it was so hard ... in her mounting passion, Lauralee suddenly 
rammed her hand down between her own crouching thighs and shoved two 
fingers up into her steaming wet pussy. "AAaaaaahhhhhh," she growled 
deep in her throat, rotating the fingers and rummaging up into her own 
velvety warm cavern until she had established a masturbatory rhythm 
that was infinitely pleasing and heightened her enjoyment of Ray's 
cock. On and on she sucked, until Ray thought he would blow his mind as 
his aching balls readied their load of white hot cum.


And then, it happened! With his tongue buried deep in his wife's cunt, 
Ray grunted and grabbed at Lauralee's head, ramming it down onto his 
thick member until all that protruded from her tightly ovalled lips was 
a tiny portion around the hairy base. She felt it jerk in her mouth 
convulsively and then her throat constricted as the semen began to gush 
out. She swallowed desperately, downing big gulps of the hot, sticky 
flood. Her cheeks bloated and hollowed as her mouth filled and emptied 
again and again and she wondered if there was an end to the lewd stream 
pouring down her throat. Around her fingers sunk deep in her 
palpitating vagina something sticky was oozing ... God, she could 
almost make herself cum if she tried, she was so God damned hot ... 
almost but not quite. She felt his cock in her mouth rapidly deflating 
and soon it slipped completely out of her still-clasping lips, pulling 
with it the last sticky strings of lewd sperm. Lauralee backed off from 
him, wiping her mouth contentedly, but still unsated. Then Duke whined, 
and she snapped her fingers and the magnificent animal instantly 
bounded onto the bed and stood over her.


"I'll be your bitch," his mistress promised, getting to her hands and 
knees and presenting the smooth white moons of her buttocks to the big 
black and tan German Shepherd who mounted her immediately, his 
glistening scarlet penis unsheathed and extending to incredible length 
under his furry hindquarters. His forepaws clasped at the narrow point 
of her waist and she felt a drop of his saliva trickle onto her naked 
back as she waited patiently while Duke stabbed at her open wet cuntal 
slit with his tapered dog-cock. Then, he was in ... gliding up into her 
with the smooth wet feeling that always nearly drove her out of her 
mind with excitement. "Uuuunnhhhh!" she grunted and pressed her 
buttocks back against his quivering haunches to further impale herself 
on his gleaming rod.


Meanwhile, Sally had waited patiently when she felt Ray jerk beneath 
her and he began to grunt out his orgasm and this had interfered with 
the rhythm of his tongue-thrusts into her pulsing vagina. She whimpered 
now, though, unable to contain her debased craving for him to fill her 
again and suck her to her own blissful completion. She ground her 
throbbing, stretched-open cunt against his face, her very soul reveling 
with the thought of the enchantment that was coming, for she knew her 
husband would not fail her desperate need for release. Again his wet 
mouth clamped itself to her vagina and she rocked her hips back and 
forth over him ecstatically while next to her the bed sagged under the 
weight of Lauralee and the huge dog who was fucking her from behind. 
Sally looked over her shoulder, marveling at the way the older woman 
was taking the incredibly rapid lunges of the beast, and apparently 
loving them. Lauralee's head was thrown back and her face, still 
streaked with Ray's drying semen that had dribbled out of the corners 
of her mouth, was contorted with lust.


"Fuck me, Duke!" she was nearly screaming, "Come on, fuck harder, fuck 
harder!"


The obscene spectacle sent chills of depraved excitement shooting 
through the young bride and a desire to blurt out the lewd, lust-
provoking words. "Oh, fuck me, Ray!" she wailed. "Fuck me with your 
tongue, fuck me deep ... oh, oh, oh ..." she chanted and Ray screwed 
her harder with his long thick tongue. His hands were at her buttocks, 
pressing them together and pulling them apart, kneading the twin mounds 
until she thought her rear crevice would split from the pressure. Then 
his middle finger snaked forward and began to dig straight up into her 
ass-hole, poised temptingly above him.


"AAAuuuggghhhh!" she screamed as the stiff, prodding finger forced its 
relentless way through the ring of muscle and popped into the warm 
spongy cavity beyond. "Ooooohh," Sally wailed in pleasure-pain that 
rapidly gave way to rapturous pleasure alone as he began to worm around 
inside her rectum, widening the passage and pressing against the thin 
muscular wall that separated her back passage from her seething cunt. 
Ray found that he could feel his own tongue sliding up into her and the 
revelation was mind-shattering. The debauched couple thrilled to his 
obscene exploration of her defenseless ass-hole while at the same time 
continuing his assault on her hot, wet pussy. Her body now began the 
slow, agonizing build-up to orgasm. She twisted and moaned, her lovely 
young face almost animalistic in its contorted, insane desire for 
release. Mewling and groaning deep with her heaving chest, she squatted 
lower and lower over her husband's face, ramming her lewdly skewered 
ass-hole down on his rigid middle finger and trying to seize and hold 
his tongue inside the velvet, clasping depths of her lust-enraged 
vagina. Now! She was almost gone ... God, this was it!


"Ohh ... ohh ... ohhhhh! My God, don't stop ... don't stop ... I'm 
going to cum! I'm cummmmmiiinnnggg!" And then she began to jerk 
convulsively, never having cum before in such a position or even 
dreaming that it would be possible. It was not only possible, it was 
fabulous ... wild ... perfect! The spasms of orgasm tore through her 
tingling body and seemed to go on and on ... and on ... until at last 
she was completely, thoroughly sated and could slip her still-clasping 
vagina away from his deeply buried tongue and extricate her anus from 
the finger that still impaled her.


As she pulled her cunt clear of his head, Ray shook his head in 
disbelief, "You were really turned on that time, honey," he said. "Man, 
your ass was really moving!"


She could only smile at him, unable to speak for another few seconds 
until her body had adjusted itself to coming back to reality. She 
snuggled into the curve of his arm and they watched as the third (and 
fourth, if you counted Duke) member of the party struggled toward 
orgasm. It would not be long now, Sally sensed, and she let her hand 
wander over Ray's hairy, flat chest, tangling in his curly hair as she 
began to breathe faster and almost started to feel what Lauralee was 
feeling. Although a widow now, you certainly could not say that 
Lauralee led a lonely or dull life. In fact, her life had taken on new 
dimensions with the passing of her lecherous husband. They'd owned Duke 
for three years, but Lauralee had confided to them that the idea of 
putting him to use for her own pleasure had never occurred to her until 
that day in the Denham's apartment when she had seen him up on the bed 
with Sally.


Now, the coordination of dog and woman was really something to see, 
Sally thought dreamily, still blissfully exhausted from her own climax. 
Duke was bucking into her wildly undulating buttocks and had increased 
his pace until it seemed that no one, human or animal, could keep up 
such an assault for very long. His dark-furred balls were clearly 
outlined under his arching hindquarters as they swung against the white 
crevice below Lauralee's open cunt that was absorbing the full length 
of his animal cock.


Then, suddenly, Duke whined and his flanks began to jerk. His torrent 
of animal sperm poured into his mistress's hungrily milking cunt and 
swirled high in her naked belly, touching off her own climax.


She moaned and flung her head back, blonde hair tumbling down, nostrils 
flaring and eyes rolling. The husband and wife saw her buttocks 
convulse under the dog, squeezing his penis as if to suck him dry of 
his lewd, sticky sperm and imprison his cock that was already deflating 
and slipping from Lauralee's streaming cunt as she still rolled in 
wanton ecstasy and groaned out her release.


"Duke, you fucking son-of-a-bitch!" she gasped out in a tone that was 
part awe for the dog's powers, part affection for her remarkable pet, 
part pure expression of pleasure. The three friends lay spent in the 
huge new bed while Duke arranged himself at their feet, like a 
comfortable cushion against which they could warm their feet if they 
desired.


"Well, I guess it's going to be a late supper," Ray observed 
contentedly, flinging an arm over the buttocks of each woman. "I hope 
you bought an extra steak for Duke, Sally? He certainly deserves one 
... after that performance."


They laughed and in fact each thought, without knowing the other's 
thoughts, how happy she was, and that she would not exchange her small-
town life in Quiggville, Tennessee no, not for the biggest, most 
bustling city. Quiggville was not really so old-fashioned ... after 
all. Not when you got to know it!


The End
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FOREWORD


Every normal person in matters of sex, when examined carefully enough, is 
found to show some abnormal elements, and the abnormal person is merely 
manifesting in a disordered or extravagant shape some phase of the normal 
person. It is not, therefore, because a sexual act is a deviation that it 
becomes deserving of censure. This view once prevailed; narrow conception of 
what is "natural" was held, while everything else was "unnatural" and to be 
reviled, if not to be punished, even severely punished, for it was perhaps a 
crime and, at the very least, a sin.


Today, the enlightened conclusion reached by medical men is that the 
abnormal gratification of the sexual impulse, however unusual or repugnant, 
calls for no condemnation or interference. This greater tolerance is not 
only a matter of correcting injustices inflicted on those who vary from the 
norm, but it adds weight to the whole social constitution and a new 
stability to the moral system.


Erskine Wilder in Pop Warner League Mother has logically shown us in this 
masterful work of fiction what a hopeless task it is to label sexual 
varities as immoralities or crimes. Wolbarst in his "Sexual Perversions: 
Their Medical and Social Implications" states: "It may sound paradoxical, 
but it is true that the spread of sexual perversions in American communities 
in recent years has been very largely fostered and abetted, unwittingly of 
course, by moral agencies." Hence, we can readily assume that prohibitions 
are incitements.


We, the publishers, are extremely proud to present this enlightening novel 
by Mr. Wilder, for While we cannot expect or desire to return to the famed 
Greek morality of ancient times, and its ideal of "the beautiful alike in 
body and soul" which is well out of our reach, there can be little doubt 
that we will gradually break down the false notions and the rigid attempts 
at legal and social prohibitions which have caused so much trouble and 
confusion in the sexual history of recent past. In so doing, we shall purify 
our spiritual atmosphere and strengthen our moral code by removing from its 
prescriptions which were merely a source of weakness.


-The Publishers Sausalito, California July, 1972


CHAPTER ONE


Joanne Carter was peeved and not trying to hide it. In fact, the voluptuous 
blonde woman had been blamefully short with her husband's teenage sister, 
she realized, but the way the sprightly, long-haired brunette had continued 
to flaunt her eye-catching curves before Jimmy French during practice had 
irked her to no end. In skin-tight hot pants and braless blouse it hardly 
seemed necessary that her youthful sister-in-law move at all to display her 
wares, she remembered disgustedly as she prepared the tray on the counter 
before her. Instead, the vivacious little enchantress had followed, a 
routine of wantonish teasings that had kept her firmly rounded young curves 
in a constant, slow moving state of seductive squirmings ... and the entire 
team in aroused and confused befuddlement.


At first, Joanne had blamed Barry Watts' injury to Holly's luring presence 
on the sideline. The fourteen year-old had, like all the others, been ogling 
Holly since she'd cutely tripped out and joined the boys on the bench, 
wedging her full, hot pants covered hips between Jimmy French and Ace 
Hackett. Some ten seconds later, Barry's eyes, rather than fixing on the 
passed ball coming at him, had lingered too long on her husband's young 
sister, the result being he had been smeared and afterwards, lay painfully 
writhing on the ground.


A nauseous void had knotted at the pit of Joanne's belly as she rushed onto 
the field to where he rolled about clutching at his knee. It was, of course, 
their biggest worry and always present, that of a boy being seriously 
injured, but in this case her anxiety was personally underscored. Barry had 
been left in her charge when his young dad, Phil Watts, along with her 
husband, Bill, had reported for training in L.A. where they both played pro 
ball with the Panthers under the coaching of her father. The nature of 
football injuries were not new to the athletic young wife, having been 
steeped a lifetime in the complexities of the great American sport, and 
she'd immediately recognized the possibility of a painfully torn cartilage. 
Calling for help from the boys, Joanne had ordered Barry carried to her car, 
but not before she had briefly snapped a few meaningful words at her teenage 
sister-in-law, sending her back to the house to get properly dressed and to 
remain there until she returned with Barry from the hospital.


Now, as she continued to prepare young Barry's dinner tray, and still 
dressed in her gray sweat suit, the pony-tailed woman couldn't help thinking 
she'd been unnecessarily harsh with Holly there on the field, but still she 
was not sorry either. Perhaps the embarrassment in front of the boys hadn't 
been in order; all the same, sexy, teenaged Holly Carter was getting out of 
hand and now was the time to straighten that out, not after she got herself 
involved in some nasty little mess. Joanne surmised that she was still in 
her room by the angry slamming of drawers and the likes. She was surprised, 
however, when the dark-eyed young girl didn't come out to learn how Barry 
was, the two having always gotten along with the closeness of brother and 
sister, but she didn't dwell on the thought.


Joanne had, in fact, temporarily filed Holly into a secondary category of 
her brain, a problem to be definitely dealt with, but later. The immediate 
enigma was the injury to Barry, a startling situation which though moving 
her compassionate female instincts, as well, was firing her wrath. The 
x-rays had shown nothing. Later, in private consultation with Doctor Moore 
who acted as physician for the little Pro League, Joanne had been absolutely 
stunned.


"It's really quite simple, Jo," the middle-aged, baldish man informed from 
behind his desk. "And I think I've seen it coming on with Barry. To begin 
with, he has a slight wrench, but nothing as serious as he's pretending."


"Y-You mean ... he's faking, Doctor?" she questioned in open-mouthed 
amazement. "You can't mean that...?"


"I'm afraid I mean exactly that, Jo," the medical man calmly replied. "Barry 
is scared. For some unknown reason he has a dreaded fear of the game, and 
obviously intends to use this so-called injury as a means of escaping it."


"My God ... I just can't believe that, Doctor Moore! she exclaimed half 
under her breath. "I-I mean, with his father the great Sugar Watts ... 
probably one of the finest ends of all...."


"Which may well be the answer, my dear," Doctor Moore noddingly interrupted. 
"We see it every day and in all fields of endeavor ... the offspring 
expected to follow in his father's footsteps, and hardly, if ever, given a 
choice in the matter. The unthinking parent automatically assumes his son 
should carry on in the glorified pace he has set and generally with greater 
ability. While at the same time, the shadow of parental fame becomes a 
looming mental barrier to the inheritor, too often demoralizing rather than 
encouraging him. And that, I feel certain, is what we have with young 
Barry."


For a long moment she had simply sat there staring at the kindly man who had 
once been a limited, college football star in his own right. Finally, she'd 
said: "You realize what this is going to mean to his father, don't you, 
Doctor? To ... to learn that Barry is a coward will be just like sticking a 
knife into him...."


"I wouldn't call the boy a coward, Jo," the balding physician quietly 
corrected. "True, he's going to hide behind this injury, but not from being 
afraid of the sport as much as distaste for it and in the knowing that he 
can never be as great as his father expects."


The curvaceous woman had shaken her head in stubborn disagreement. "I-I just 
can't buy that, Doctor Moore. To me, Barry's being a downright little 
coward, and frankly, I'm ashamed of him."


"Well ... you surprise me, Jo," the slender man said, getting to his feet in 
an indication that the consultation was over. "You know, Barry's situation 
reminds me somewhat of your own when you were just a little girl and before 
your mother died. It was quite common knowledge amongst us who knew your 
father, that he was a pretty disappointed man when you were born female 
rather than that of the football gentler. Joe 'The Crusher' Allison had his 
heart set on that son to fill his shoes, and I don't have to tell you that 
it was your mother's second pregnancy so soon after you were born that took 
the life from both her and the unborn baby."


For the second time in a space of minutes, the voluptuous young wife had 
been taken aback by this wonderful man she had known and respected all of 
her life, and it was because of the latter that she knew she could never be 
angry with him. All the same, his words, as true as they were, had irritated 
her, and she'd said:


"I think you're forgetting, Doctor Moore, that I was always as disgusted 
with being a girl as was Dad."


He smiled and nodded. "Which, if I may add, was why you were the biggest 
tomboy in Santa Carmella, young lady ... and by the same token, one of the 
best damned football-handlers in your teenage years that I've ever seen."


"Well, I should have been, with Crusher Allison teaching me," she replied, 
smiling back at him. "The trouble was, I couldn't remain an adolescent, and 
women's lib is still a long way from demonstrating on the gridiron."


"Well, thank the Lord for small favors," he said with a laugh. "And I 
imagine your Billy is just as happy about that, too ... as well as the fact 
that his pretty blonde Jo developed into such a splendidly curved female 
rather than a big muscular tackle."


The young wife recalled her cheeks had warmly tinged at his pleasing 
compliment, and how she had walked toward his office door remarking: "If I 
didn't know you so well, Doctor Moore, I'd swear you were flirting."


He shook his head in pretended dismay. "Dammit!" he sighed, "that's what 
happens when you get old. None of the shapely young women that matter will 
believe you when you're serious!"


"You sweet darling...." she said, unable to resist leaning forward and 
kissing him on the cheek. Then, catching hold of the door knob, she had 
seriously added: "Even though you're probably right about Barry, and you 
always are, I'm not going to give up with him, Doctor."


Again he sighed, but this time in a more solemn vein. "All right ... but be 
careful with him, Jo. He needs love and affection right now more than a pep 
talk. A bit of kind understanding on your part is going to go a long way. 
Remember, he's like you were ... no mama ... and you should recall the 
psychological struggle it was for you in the beginning."


"Yes ... and I made it, Doctor."


"Only because you wanted to ... Jo ... and I doubt that he does. Try to keep 
that in your mind. Bend a little, dear ... lavish some of that blue-eyed 
charm on him ... make him know you understand."


It had been her turn to sigh then. "I ... I'm really not sure whether I can 
or not ... You know, I've been around he-man all my life, Doctor. It's not 
exactly easy for me to encourage the opposite. Billy is the same way, which 
is why we bought the ranch and set it up for Little League Football. I'm 
sure you realize that with the gym, locker room and all, it was quite an 
expensive proposition, especially the football field and bleachers. Even Dad 
put money into it, but the results have been so rewarding...!"


"I do know, Jo, and like every other citizen in town, we're all proud of you 
... especially your Santa Carmella Imps. They've won the State Title two 
years in a row, haven't they?"


"Yes, but it'll probably be different this season. Billy was able to spend 
more time with me and the team last year, plus we had the help of Dad and 
Sugar. This year, Dad set opening training for the Panthers a month earlier, 
leaving the whole coaching job to me."


The doctor laughed. "I can't think of a more capable person ... only, from 
experience, my dear, I suggest you cut down on your own active scrimmaging 
with them. Remember, your female anatomy, whether you want to admit to it or 
not, was not designed to bear the bruises of football ... and it could prove 
dangerous. At least, try to put on some more protective clothing, especially 
covering your breasts."


She had opened the door then, Joanne remembered, unable to hold back the 
repeated flush to her cheeks. "Yes, Doctor Moore, I promise to remember." 
she said, smiling and entering the waiting room to collect Barry Watts, who 
somehow managed to struggle to his feet.


Perhaps it was the memory of that phase ... the manner in which the young 
teenager had hung onto her en route to her car that irked her as much as 
anything. Anyway, she had hardly talked to him the short distance from the 
center of town to their ranch on the outskirts. He'd lain his head back 
against the seat as if he were in pain, that put-on in itself enough to 
spike her rage with him. Again, she had helped him into the house to his 
room, told him to undress and gone to their portable bar to make herself a 
much needed drink.


How the devil was she going to cope with it, she'd uneasily wondered, 
sipping at the rare scotch-water she might occasionally consume before 
dinner. Dammit, she'd always thought of him as such a sweet, masculine boy 
... dark -haired with matching alert eyes. A normal sized teenager for his 
fourteen years, but well developed in shoulder and bicep, and actually a 
good ball carrier when he put the effort forth, too. She had and was in a 
furious little dither in determining what she would do with him. Both Sugar 
and Billy would come unglued if they knew, she realized. The makings of a 
fine ball player were aptly an inbred part of him ... yet, cowardice...? 
God, she could still hardly believe it. If she didn't know and respect Doc 
Moore so much she'd say he was out of his mind! But she did!


All the same, she was not about to coddle ... to ... to let the boy think he 
was getting away with such a funky little scheme! Dammit, she just couldn't 
go along with it, regardless of Doc Moore's recommendations!


In the interim of tossing a salad and waiting for his steak to finish 
broiling, the voluptuous woman finished her drink and did the remarkably 
unusual. She went to the bar and fixed herself a second. God, she was in a 
bad state of mind, wasn't she? Under the circumstances, she felt somewhat 
more like an overseer of wayward kids ... a ... a babysitter, than she did a 
handsome pro-athlete's wife and female little league football coach. A happy 
wife and football coach by choice, she might add, her entire life being 
involved with her husband and his off-season hobby, and being almost as 
capable as he to teach the virile art of the sport with her own inbred 
background.


But truly, she hadn't counted on Holly staying after the summer vacation and 
going to school in Santa Carmella. She'd felt certain the vivacious young 
teenager would be returning to the home of her parents in Dallas, and why 
she hadn't wanted to was just beginning to dawn on Joanne. With all of the 
boys bussing in from town every afternoon for practice, and she being at the 
marvelous susceptible age, the answer was as logical as the morning 
California sun. The young girl had only to look up into her big brother's 
eyes and beg to stay. It had, in fact, been settled in fifteen minutes, part 
of that being a phone call to Dallas, with Joanne hardly contemplating the 
problems of looking after a teenage girl amidst her twenty-six 'right-on' 
boys.


She did now as she sipped from her second drink, walking slowly back into 
the kitchen. Holly's earlier actions had been damned little short of ... of 
sluttish, in her estimation ... yet, she couldn't deny that there had been a 
certain naivety about her. Still, there was nothing simple about the way she 
was dressed ... no bra with her full young breasts, and those skin-tight hot 
pants. Obviously, she had been displaying all this for young Jimmy French, 
the fifteen-year old backfield genius who quarterbacked the first string. 
And he was that, all right, when it came to the key-back position. He was 
tall, broad-shouldered ... and quite handsome to boot, as a matter-of-fact.


For the third time in a matter of an hour or so, Joanne sensed her cheeks 
reddening. She was recalling a play where she had taken the defensive 
position in scrimmage to show the scrubs how to "get in there." Three times 
she had demanded the same call, and on all three she had tackled the 
good-looking young quarterback on different break-through tactics, their 
bodily contact finally filling her with a strange sensation of excitement 
she couldn't quite fathom. It was a few minutes later that Holly had lightly 
tripped onto the field, while the curvaceous, athletic blonde wife had been 
too occupied struggling to rid herself of the close facial expression 
Jimmy's young, handsome features had burned into her mind, as well as the 
rousing effects of his youthful teenage body entwined with her own, to 
notice!


As a matter-of-fact, she now discovered herself still trying to be rid of 
those exciting features and feelings of youthful physical contact with him 
as she sipped at her drink, while with ridiculous frustration she nervously 
checked Barry's steak. God, what was wrong with her anyway? Jimmy French was 
just a young teenaged boy! Why should she be thinking such ... yes, such 
sensual thoughts concerning him, a ... a fifteen year old ... juvenile? She 
was a twenty-seven year old, happily married girl to a handsome and adorable 
twenty-eight year old husband! Almost four years now since they'd taken the 
grand step, and rather than a honeymoon, had plunged into this project for 
the boys ... two wonderful years! She loved her Billy, with all of his ego 
and deserved fame, loved him with all of her heart! Oh ... maybe he wasn't 
the best man in the world in bed, but there had been times ... a few anyway 
... when he'd brought the stars raining down around her ecstatically 
swimming head! Lord, what was the matter with her? The idea of suddenly 
being deluged with such erotic thoughts was not only shameful, but so unlike 
her, she reasoned.


She forked Barry's steak onto the plate, then finished her drink. Whatever 
the source, she intended to bring it into check immediately, the exquisitely 
featured young woman determined, a sense of self-disgust trying to make its 
presence felt. She then set her empty glass on the tray and headed for the 
little bar en route to her ward's room. Under the incredible circumstances, 
another drink was not only in order, but necessary. She certainly needed 
something to brace her and help get her head back on straight!


* * *


Teenager Holly Carter had never been given to pouting when things didn't go 
her way, and she had no intentions of leaning on it at this stage of her 
young life. Vindictiveness was more in keeping with the radiant, 
fifteen-year old beauty's sometimes mulish character, and it was revenge 
alone that was bitterly filling her mind at that very moment. There'd been 
no call for Jo to belittle her as she had in front of the whole team ... 
coming right out and making remarks about the way she was dressed ... or 
undressed as she'd so snidely put it. Damn! She'd never been so embarrassed 
in her whole life! It'd been downright debasing, that's what ... as if she 
were some sort of bitch trying to seduce one of the guys!


Oh ... maybe she had dressed a little risque to catch Jimmy French's eye, 
but that certainly hadn't meant that she was ... was trying to peddle her 
tail or something! Hot pants were the 'in' thing, and none of the girls at 
school were wearing bras these days ... so what else had she done to deserve 
such a mean hauling over the coals?


Whatever had suddenly bugged her luscious, puritanistic sister-in-law, the 
long, dark-haired Holly was not actually certain, but if it was just the way 
she had dressed, then her big brother must have some lemon for a bed 
companion. Anyway, it wasn't done with yet, and she had no intentions of 
accepting an apology or letting "Mrs. Purity" smooth it over. She'd just 
bide her time, for she was not about to go back to Dallas ... not with that 
darling, Jimmy French, just about ready to ask her for a date.


Boy, he was smooth. She'd danced with him a few times and man did he know it 
all. Besides, the few girls he went out with all said the same: a chick 
didn't have to wrestle with him at the shank of the evening just to show him 
she appreciated his company. That was the drag with most of the guys; if a 
girl didn't put out she damned soon found herself in cold storage ... no 
dates ... nothing. Well, that's one thing she could brag on: she still had 
hers nice and snug between her legs, waiting for the right guy to come 
along, regardless of what Joanne thought of her. And just maybe ... maybe he 
was right on his way into her arms!


Actually, it had been these warm and exciting thoughts concerning Jimmy that 
had kept the ripely curved young teenager from flying into a fit of rage and 
tears when she'd stormed into her bedroom, slamming the door behind her. 
Outside of banging a few drawers and stripping naked to slip into a wrapper, 
she'd done little but think of her tall, tow-headed Jimmy and fix her nails 
to the rock sounds of her radio. Not until she hear Joanne enter the house 
with Barry did she bang a few more drawers, reassure herself that her door 
was locked, then go to the walk-in clothes closet separating hers and 
Barry's rooms. Through the eye-level vent that had something to do with the 
air-conditioning, she had watched her sister-in-law short-temperedly order 
the hobbling boy Holly had come to think of almost as a brother, into bed. 
Not that there hadn't been a couple of times after she secretly had played 
voyeur, watching him undress and getting a good look at his young penis and 
testicles, that she hadn't thought of developing their association into a 
more intimate one. Especially, she remembered, the night about a week before 
when he'd stripped completely naked, then began to stroke himself in front 
of the mirror until it was as hard as a fist and she'd stood there 
dry-mouthed, just watching as she kept getting hotter and wetter between her 
legs. But then, he'd jumped into bed and snapped out the light, leaving her 
to do the same. God, she'd been so horny that she'd fingered herself until 
she'd cum twice before getting to sleep...!


The tapping against her door interrupted the curvaceous young teenager's 
erotic thoughts. Then: "Holly...? Are you coming out for dinner?"


"No ... no, thank you. I'm not hungry," the long-haired girl flatly replied 
to her sister-in-law's question.


"You must eat, Holly," Joanne's throaty voice came through the panel to her, 
and then she saw the knob twist, thankful that she'd locked it. "Anyway, I 
want to talk to you after I take this tray to Barry."


"I'm sorry, but I'm in bed now." Holly returned with a level voice. 
"Besides, there's nothing to talk about."


With that, and enjoying a certain feeling of retaliation, Holly turned off 
her light and lay quietly until she heard the faint hum of voices in Barry's 
room. It was then that she almost silently slipped out of bed and in her 
short nightie, took up her watching and listening position in the clothes 
closet....


* * *


Moving on from Holly's bedroom door to Barry's with tray in hand, the 
voluptuous, blue-eyed young wife gave mental thanks for the calming effects 
of the scotch. Damn, she could lose her temper with that churlish imp of a 
girl quicker than she could think scat! Planning a little sulking spree was 
she ... well good ... maybe that would keep her away from the team for a few 
days, at least until they began to show some of the form from last season 
... And now, to her major concern. God, she just hoped she could keep some 
sense of sympathy in her mind for him....


He was sitting up in the bed, propped by two pillows and naked to the waist 
where the sheet came up on him when she pressed open the unlatched door and 
entered. Through force of habit, he brushed at his heavy shock of sable-ish 
hair, his dark young eyes searching her face with an expression of mental, 
more than physical pain, Joanne deduced.


"Ready for a little dinner?" she greeted, her warm smile seeming to easily 
show forth. "How's the knee? Still paining?


His lack of an immediate answer surprised her. She set the tray across his 
middle and picked up her drink from it, aware that his innocent teenage eyes 
were actually watering ... that he was very close to tears. Something she 
was not exactly familiar with washed through her at that precise moment, and 
she sensed an almost choking lump rising into her throat.


"I ... I can't lie to you, Jo. You ... you're too keen ... too swell to all 
of us guys," he half-whispered, then, reached out and grasped hold of her 
hand. "I-I know you'll understand when I tell you ... and I've got to tell 
somebody ... or I'm going to blow my cool for sure ... honest!"


Maybe it was his revelation, or the way he looked, so young and innocent in 
the bed, youthful developing chest, arms, shoulders naked, white, and 
vulnerable ... or was it the heat of his broad young hand imploringly 
clutching hers ...? God, for that brief, overpowering second the desire to 
throw herself on top of him, hold his teenage, naked body pressed tightly 
against her own, to kiss him, to love him, was nearly overwhelming! Yet, 
somehow, she'd maintained her presence of balance and said:


"Darling ... eat first ... we'll talk after," and she'd awkwardly backed 
away from the bed, slowly pulling her hand from his reluctantly freeing 
grip. "Look at me, still in my sweat suit." She laughed. "While you're 
eating, and you do have to eat or your Daddy Sugar would be very up-tight 
with Jo, I'll freshen up ... then, we'll talk, darling."


"P-Promise?"


"Y-Yes ... oh yes, of course, Barry dear ... I promise," Joanne assured, 
actually moving unsteadily as she wheeled away and made it through the 
doorway. There in the hallway, she stopped and drained her glass before 
making her way to the bar to blend another stronger one of the same.


God almighty, what was happening to her? She'd never felt such spurring, 
erotic sensations, not even with Billy, and he was her own husband! To 
experience an excitement of sensual arousal from the touch of a man seemed 
almost understandable ... but from a boy ... a teenage boy? What the devil 
was taking place inside her? There'd never before been anything like this, 
not even in her secret, secret life! The religious home of her parents had 
taught the necessity as well as the exultance of chastity. Shamefully, she'd 
fingered herself in the darkness of her bedroom, but not before she was 
sixteen ... and when it had happened, when she couldn't pull her stroking, 
rubbing finger away, she'd been certain she was probably going mad ... her 
climax had been that sensational!


Almost frenziedly, the voluptuously camouflaged Joanne Carter in her stained 
sweat suit scooped up the new drink and consumed half of it. Thank the 
powers for the liquor this night, if never again, she tremulously thought. 
She was actually hot and wet between her legs, the moist warmth saturating 
her vaginal lips against the sheer nylon crotchband of her panties. When had 
she felt quite this way ... except the night that Billy had kissed her there 
... and she'd been wildly certain he was going to do more than just kiss ... 
but he hadn't?


Ooohhh ... what she needed was a shower to tone her down. Barry was 
expecting her back to listen to his story ... and she knew he intended to 
tell her everything! The sweet, lovable darling! Doc Moore was right, but 
more important, she had been wrong! The lovable angel was no coward! In 
fact, he wasn't too far away from being a grown man ... with grown genitals 
... with a long, thick, male hardness that thrust out in a menacing beauty 
from his loins!


Damn! Again, the blue-eyed, sweat-suited, blonde young wife gulped from her 
glass, but this time as she somewhat staggered along the hallway toward the 
bathroom. To look as she did at that very moment was shame on her sex, she 
tipsily determined. It was one thing to be part of your loving husband's 
wishes ... but just as important to be a woman ... a girl ... and that's 
exactly what she was!


Sweet ... sweet and lovable Barry...! What a beautiful boy at fourteen ... 
so fair-skinned and bright-eyed, his young body visibly developing beneath 
the clean, white T-shirts and tight blue jeans he wore! Yes ... they always 
were tight, weren't they ... the obvious swell of his youthful genitals 
there to remind ... even taunt her...!


An erotic shiver rippled over Joanne's tanned, incited flesh, causing the 
resilient mounds of her rounded white breasts to quiver in their nakedness 
as she slipped off her bra. Sensuously, she cupped them, smoothing her 
gentle hands upward from her naked waist to provocatively lift their firmly 
pointed fullness in a teasing caress, feeling their tiny pink nipples 
hardening, and she leaned closer to watch the secret process in the bathroom 
mirror! Once more, a forbidden hedonistic tremor fluttered through her.


Quickly, she unzipped the sweat pants and stepped out of them, then rolled 
her brief nylon panties down over her smoothly curved hips, letting them 
puddle at her feet. She stepped back to better observe the whole of her 
satiny, tanned-white nakedness, unleashing her pony-tail and brushing her 
long blonde hair back to tumble in a halo about the oval of her face, and 
behind her femininely sloping shoulders.


In truth, she had always derived titillating pleasure from the admiring of 
her own undeniable voluptuousness. Why had she shunned it so long? At 
twenty-seven, this night ... this moment ... she saw her body as being at 
its most enticing and curvaceous peak! She eagerly dwelled on the perfect 
formation of her breasts and slender waist, the generous sweeping arch of 
her hips and the long, white columns of her rounded, full thighs and shapely 
calves. God...! How Billy loved her body! She shook her head, then 
concentrated once more. There was something alluring and personally 
secretive in the white outline her bikini halter left across the buoyant 
mounds of her uptilted, pink-tipped breasts, and cupping at the roundness of 
her smoothly ovaled buttocks. Yet, it was the milky white of her arched hips 
and lower abdomen where the silken triangle of sparse golden curls began to 
sprinkle over her puffy little pubic mound and flushed vaginal lips that was 
this night inciting the tingling in her softly heaving belly.


Yes, Billy loved her body, she knew, reveled in its soft, underlying warm 
strength when he held and caressed her. She could almost feel and hear his 
hot, gasping breaths as he explored its intimate hollows and hotly moistened 
passages ... then the intensively fulfilling sensations of his thick male 
hardness slithering in and out of the desire-inflamed vaginal slit up 
between her hot, wide-spread thighs...! Oh God, she was recklessly feeding 
her fired, sensual excitement rather than trying to squelch it ... and there 
was no Billy tonight, or for many nights to come for that matter! It had to 
be the liquor ... she'd overdone it...!


A shower ... yes, a shower ... and then her talk with Barry ... anything to 
rid herself of this erotic torment...!


CHAPTER TWO


Barry Watts had no appetite. He'd hardly picked at the dinner the coach's 
wife had prepared for him; he felt that miserable inside himself. Lying 
there in his almost naked, propped up position, the tray still across his 
lap, he'd had ample time to think it all over, and he'd made up his mind to 
put his trust in the beautiful older woman ... just come clean with the 
whole truth. Man, he simply couldn't keep it bottled up inside him any 
longer or he'd flip for sure. There was no way he could go on pretending, 
even if his Dad hated him for it! Football just wasn't his cup of tea! Maybe 
he was yellow ... he darn sure went in there every time with a funky gut, 
and that spelled lily-livered with a capital L ... but he couldn't help it. 
That's the way it was with him!


Doc Moore had seen through his knee injury right off, the teenager felt 
certain. Oh, he'd really twisted it, all right, but the biggest share of his 
act had been put on once he'd seen the opportunity. Now, he "was ashamed of 
that, too, and couldn't help but wonder if the doc had told Jo when he'd 
taken her into his office. Whether he did or not wasn't going to make any 
difference though; he intended to make a clean breast of the whole thing 
when she came back for the tray.


Man, but she was a slick doll, beautiful and real regular with the guys, 
insisting they all call her by her first name, Jo. Sometimes, he could 
hardly believe the way she would get right out there and even scrimmage with 
the team, tackling, blocking and all. It was those times in her sweat suit 
that he hardly thought of her as a girl, and then he'd see her in slacks or 
mini-dress, but especially in her bikini around the pool, and his cock'd get 
as hard as a poker! Man, what a wild build she had, and such a knock-out, 
pretty face...! Lately, he couldn't help noticing her more and more, hardly 
able to keep his eyes off her when she didn't have her lousy sweat suit on 
... And Holly, boy, she was something else, too!


It really hadn't dawned on him until that afternoon what a sexy build she 
had. Crap, when he'd spotted her in those hot pants and her tits jiggling 
like two big apples beneath her jersey, it was no damned wonder he'd been 
wiped out on the play! Still, he couldn't help but regard her almost in a 
sister capacity, and he guessed that she thought of him that way, too. Just 
thinking about the sizzling way she'd looked out there on the sideline, plus 
the mental visions of his coach's beautiful wife in her bikini by the pool 
had caused his old rod to begin stiffening inside his shorts beneath the 
sheet, and he sort of pressured its blood-filling hardness upward against 
the weight of the tray....


Joanne's sultry voice took him off guard as, gently pressing the door closed 
behind her, she said: "A-Are you finished with your dinner, darling?"


"Wh-What....?" he managed, looking up at her in surprise, his eyes beginning 
to widen in mounting disbelief, the added part about not being hungry 
choking in his throat. He gaped, hardly knowing what to make of it! She'd 
changed from her sweat suit into a single black frilly thing that she wore 
beneath a see-through, pale green negligee! Oh man! Her long, blonde hair 
tumbled around her super face and shoulders like some screen actress in a 
horny movie, her sparkling blue eyes alive with tiny, fiery lights! Crap, 
even in her bikini, she'd never looked like the way she did now in ... in 
underthings! Whatever it was, it fit her curvy body like a silky sleeve, 
hugging tight against the puffy place between her full, rounded thighs! And 
... and her tits ... jeez! They were just barely tucked inside its top, 
swelling out all around with just a deep, snug crevice separating them ... 
looking as if they would burst right out at any second...!


"Why, darling, you haven't eaten a thing," she said in a concerned tone, 
leaning over him to take the tray, the musky essence of her perfume filling 
his young teenage nostrils to further taunt him. "Was there something wrong 
with it ...?"


"N-No ... I-I wasn't hungry ... is all," Joanne heard his hesitant reply as 
she lifted the tray from his middle, at the same moment, her avid eyes 
catching sight of, and fastening on, the lengthy swollen outline embossing 
the thin white material of the sheet. There was no question in her mind what 
it was ... what it had to be ... his virile, boyish cock ... and it was 
hard! Oh God, if there'd been any doubts in her liquor-stimulated brain as 
to the nature of unanswerable desire motivating her to dressing this way and 
coming into his room, they were rapidly fading! Its youthfully rigid length 
lay concealed from her feverish view only a few feet away! Her mind whirled 
in a building, forbidden heat completely foreign to her! The lascivious 
tension suddenly obsessing her was both shortening and quickening her 
breathing, as well as increasing the sensuously rising tingling in her own 
hotly aroused loins. She set the tray on the dresser, then slowly seated 
herself in the boudoir chair facing him.


"You ... you wanted to talk to me about something, Dear?" Joanne questioned 
in her huskily luring voice, her adult mind racing along scheming paths, 
plotting with incredible lechery rather than struggling against the lustful 
wantonness gradually stealing total control over her.


She hardly heard his words as he began to speak in stammering sentences. 
Though she couldn't conceive of her actual, naked possession of his 
youthful, teenaged maleness, that it would happen ... had to happen, was 
intensively whetting her lustful excitement! She trembled now with a 
strange, forbidden passionate expectancy, lewdly thrilled as she thought of 
the way he had stared at her with unhideable boyish hunger in the short 
minute she had stood before him. Yes, his disbelieving young eyes were still 
bugging in his confusion as he lifted one knee beneath the sheet to hide the 
hardness of his swollen young cock from her. The darling! The desirable, 
handsome young darling ... and now he was telling her the whole story, 
baring his heart to her and hoping she would understand. She would ... oh, 
yes, she surely would, for therein lay her means to an end!


The scantily covered young woman with intentional provocation changed her 
position in the chair, offering the confessing teenager a warm, 
understanding smile as she raised her curvaceous body from the chair, then 
folded back down on one leg beneath her. She sensed her negligee falling 
slightly open to reveal the tanned smooth flesh of the other leg halfway up 
her thigh.


"A-And . ... and that's the whole story, Jo ... I guess I'm just scared," he 
managed in a dry, husky voice, his youthful dark eyes wildly gaping at her, 
his tongue suddenly licking nervously at his handsome young lips.


God, she realized, she'd hardly heard a word he'd said ... except that she 
knew that Doc Moore had been right, and she found herself very happy that he 
was! Oh ... what was she doing to him ... to herself ... to her husband 
Billy...? Something had gone haywire in her chemistry! But it wasn't too 
late ... or was it...?


"Please, Jo ... will you help me...?" his pathetic teenage plea came to her 
with a tremor ... and that was all she needed...!


Uncontrollable little sensations of passion rippled through her drink 
mellowed body as she gained her feet and slipped out of her negligee, 
watching particularly the almost apprehensive tension in his excitedly 
staring eyes. He ... he was actually ogling her! She wondered if it was 
still hard inside his shorts ... if his belly was anywhere equal to the 
inferno burning inside her own! For a moment, she stood there, smiling with 
compassionate sensualism down at him! Again, his young handsome mouth opened 
drily and he licked at his excitedly trembling lips...!


"Y-Yes, Barry darling," she softly whispered, her liquor glazed brain 
enchantedly spinning. "Jo will help you ... and you'll help her ...!"


He answered something that disintegrated in his throat! She couldn't stand 
it any longer!


With a tiny whimper, Joanne drew down the sheet and crawled blindly onto the 
bed beside his nearly naked, developing young teenage form, encircling him 
with eager arms and passionately drawing him tightly against her as she 
pressured her own bewildered, flushed curves lustfully against his boyish 
hardness! Unprecedented ripples of sensual joy raced through iier as without 
a further word, she kissed his youthfully trembling lips, her own erotically 
parting in a soft moistness, while her tiny pink tongue darted into his 
mouth to uncontrollably caress his in a warm, heated wetness!


The ice was broken ... the die cast, she wildly thought, already reveling in 
the boyish delight of him! Then, she felt the rigid tension of his nearly 
naked, muscular young flesh as the reflexing tautness seized him in response 
to her passionate soul kiss, and for one breathless, anxious moment the 
dreadful fear that she had repelled him swept through her! But then, with an 
overwhelming emotion of frantic excitement, the wildly incited woman 
realized that her darling boy was relaxing ... going almost limp, his 
delicious, teenage flesh seeming to hotly melt into her! An undefinable 
mixture of protective mother-type affection, combined with never before 
lustful desire, filled her liquor-incited brain and vibrantly fired body. 
With unknown tervence, she began to smooth her exploring, soft hands warmly 
over the loosening young muscles and sinews of his strong, youthful back!


Joanne felt it then ... the distinct throbbing hardness of his lengthy, 
thick boy-cock taut against his belly, separated from her own fevered, wet 
loins by his shorts and her flimsy nightie! Wild sensations of unqualifying 
desire charged through her and she drew his willing young body lustfully 
against her trembling near-nakedness, exhilarating in the delicious hot 
taste of his opening mouth and receptive tongue! She hungrily drank the 
essence of his short, heated breaths, parting her lush wet lips wide and 
closing her eyes in forbidden rapture as she lecherously began to explore 
the tender and untainted beauty of him.


Barry couldn't contain the whimpers of crazy wild excitement ripping through 
him! Not only the fact that she, Jo, his coach's beautiful wife, was French 
kissing him, but the way she was hauling him right up right against the hot 
smelling softness of her! Jeez ... her full, firm tits with their little 
marble-nipples were burning right into his naked chest, her warm belly 
giving as she pressured it against his! Man ... oohhh ... he could feel it 
now ... feel the silken, curly puffiness of her cunt between her legs 
rubbing against his rock-hardened cock with only their underthings in the 
way!


Holy crap! What was happening, anyway? Why was she doing it ... not that he 
wanted her to stop ... not ever ... but why? Man, it was wrong, crazy assed 
wrong, and it didn't make any sense at all ... but jeez, she was beautiful 
... and soft like satin ... and ... and the way she was kissing him, her hot 
tongue right in his mouth! Wow ... it just couldn't be happening ... could 
it?


His young brain frantically reeled. Nothing had ever been like this. Not 
even when he jerked it had he ever felt such fiery, tingling sensations. His 
cock was so hard he visualized it never getting soft again, and his balls 
were beginning to throb and ache!


"Ooooohhhhh...!" he suddenly groaned, aware that she had smoothed her hands 
downward behind him, easing inside the waistband of his jockey shorts to 
caress and clutch at his naked young buttock cheeks, trying to pull him 
tighter against her! She raised her mouth from his then, and heatedly 
whispered: "Y-You're not afraid, are you, Barry darling?"


Her breath was like burning, sexy incense and coming in gasps into his face. 
"Me ... afraid...? Heck, I ... I don't think so ... only...."


'-'Only...?" Joanne hissingly repeated, completely lost to the lustful 
passion impelling her every word and lecherous actions, as she feverishly 
caressed his lean young buttocks in their smooth nakedness. "W-Why is Jo 
doing this to you ... is that your question, baby...?"


"Y-Yeah ... I-I guess that's it, all right he choked, sensing his hardened 
cock uncontrollably throbbing against the yielding soft heat of the swollen 
cuntal mound at the base of her belly.


"B-Barry, Barry darling...!" she gaspingly whispered, then excitedly kissed 
him again. "E-Even I can't answer that ...! Jo needs you, baby ... just as 
you need her ... S-She wants to love you ... a-and have you love her ... all 
the way! It ... It will be our secret, secret, darling ... and I'll help you 
so that you won't have to play football anymore...! D-Does that sound like a 
good bargain to you, angel...?"


"Ooohhh ... oh man ... yeah ... it's terrific, honest! Y-You mean, really 
... all the way ... everything...?" the teenager hoarsely managed, his 
breathing wadded in his throat at the soft feel of her woman hands massaging 
and pulling at his naked ass cheeks, forcing his hardened cock to pressure 
snugly against the enticing swell of her hot, sensuously squirming loins.


"Oh God ... yes, my little darling lover ... everything, all the way ... 
only I'm so hot and excited that I don't know where to begin!" Joanne 
whimpered, her inflamed, provoked flesh tingling from head to toe, her mind 
a turmoil of impassioned, liquor-glazed desire. Then abruptly, she let free 
of him and swung from the bed to lewdly gaze down at him. "Have ... have you 
ever seen a girl all naked, baby ... I mean, a grown girl like me...?"


Barry could only stare at her with open mouth and wide eyes as he 
tremblingly shook his teenage head sideways.


"Then, watch closely, precious, because you're about to!" she sensually 
invited making no effort to curb the intensive lust inflaming her whole 
voluptuous being.


Raising to his elbows, the erotically excited youth gaped as the older woman 
slowly wriggled the chemise downward, exposing the white full mounds of her 
firmly tipped breasts with their tiny, hardened pink nipples right before 
his feverish eyes. They swayed and suppley rippled to the taunting 
undulation of her smoothly arched hips when she pressed the clinging, wispy 
garment down over them ... her dimpled navel and the small, soft-looking 
bowl of her belly! Then, the sparse golden pubic curls between her legs came 
into sight ... until finally, her whole naked pussy was unveiled to him! 
Jeez, he could see its little pink slit nestled right up there between the 
tanned fullness of her long, shapely thighs!


She turned from him then and slowly bent down to pick up the chemise at her 
feet, the bikini protected ovals of her satiny white buttocks spreading 
slightly with the movement as they tautened, giving him a fleeting peek at 
her moistened, hair-fringed cunt, as well as the tightly puckered, pink 
little hole centered in the whitely spreading crevice of her beautiful ass!


"Oh man...!" the overwhelmingly aroused young boy blurted as she lightly 
smiled, then slipped back onto the bed beside him.


"Did you like what you saw, Barry love?" she hotly whispered, leaning 
forward to slip her arms around him once more, drawing his near-naked 
teenage body close. She held herself partially raised on one elbow, so that 
her left breast with its hardened little palpitating nipple was almost 
brushing his panting, boyish lips! "Did you like seeing my titties naked?"


"M-Man ... you know it!" Barry choked, staring at the lust-inciting mound of 
firmly rounded white flesh with its uptilted, berryish hardened nipple and 
the areola of pink flesh surrounding it. His young brain reeled with unknown 
excitement!


"Go on, darling ... do it!" the lecherously infused, naked young wife of his 
coach hissingly urged. "Suck it, baby! Please suck it for your Jo?"


He dazedly sensed her engulfing arm and hand caressing his cheeks, guiding 
his mouth toward the mind-shattering delight! Jeez, how he wanted to! If he 
didn't, he was going to burst right out bawling! With hesitant hand he 
touched, then slowly grasped its warm, satiny resilience, his boy-mouth 
slipping over the tiny nipple as she chokingly gasped. Then, unable to 
contain himself, he spread his lips to absorb as much of it into his mouth 
as he could, automatically beginning to tease the swollen little bud with 
hot, eager tongue!


"Oooohhhh ... ooohhhh, Barry lover ... sweet baby ... yes ... yes! Like 
that, darling! Suck my titty good! Love it for me ... bite it if you want 
... only don't stop, angel! Suck them for Jo!"


In spellbound fascination, the impassioned teenager moaned at the sight, 
feel, taste, and the knowing of what he was doing to his coach's beautiful 
blonde -haired wife, and all because she wanted him to! Unimaginable young 
lust was tearing at his churning belly and throbbing youthful loins. His 
cock pulsed unmercifully as she rubbed her hot, soft curves against it, and 
then her hand was smoothing down his ribcage to his hips and the waistband 
of his shorts once more. He felt her fingers spidering their way inside and 
... and right down toward it...!


He groaned loudly when her fingers found it, lovingly caressing before they 
encircled, then tenderly grasped, her whole soft, warm hand wrapped right 
around his screaming hard cock! He wanted to blurt out something, maybe just 
a cry of joy ... but he couldn't! He could only suck at her beautiful naked 
tit and thrust his hips frantically back and forth with his aching cock in 
her hotly clasping hand ... manipulating its foreskin in a rhythmic pressure 
that peeled it away from the smooth, swollen head with erotically exciting 
sensations!


The hot feel of its tip moistened, rigid hardness in her feverishly 
clutching hand, while he reflexively began to thrust and withdraw his narrow 
young hips as if mysteriously propelled, maddeningly fired Joanne's 
unfathomable passion. Its burning thickness and sizeable stiffened length, 
measured by the width of her own small gripping fingers and palm, surprised 
and lustfully pleased her. It was considerably bigger than she had imagined 
... certainly big enough to bring her the ecstatic release she had to have 
this night! She felt the outer layer of loose skin sliding back and forth to 
expose its wet, blood-filled glans with his erratic thrustings, while his 
avid young mouth and tongue sucked excitedly at her desire-swollen nipple.


And then suddenly, another more wild and lecherous sensation reached through 
her insanely roused nakedness! God ... she had never done it ... not even to 
her husband Bill! But she'd wanted to! She'd always wanted to, just as she'd 
wanted him to do it to her! Oh God ... it was wrong, wicked, depraved ... 
but even what she was doing would hardly be determined as less! Yess ... 
yessss! The die had already been cast! It was too late to turn back ... and 
that was what she wanted, perhaps from the very beginning ... to suck his 
young hard cock into her mouth...!


"Darling ... Darling, I've got to see it!" the suddenly squirming, naked 
young woman exclaimed, her long blonde hair flailing after her as she 
slipped her arm from beneath him and slithered down in the bed.


It had happened so fast, the teenage boy had been jolted by the loss of her 
delicious warm breast pulled from his eagerly sucking mouth, and again he 
raised to his elbows to watch her. She had let free of his aching, hard cock 
and raised to all fours, her beautiful naked body curvaceously swaying and 
rippling to her eager movements. And then, she was tugging his shorts down, 
quickly pulling and tossing them onto the floor until he was as naked as 
she!


"Now darling, spread your legs wide for Jo!" he heard her hiss as she knead 
around in the bed, working her way between them, until she was gaping down 
at his boyishly pulsating cock and young sperm-filled balls as if she were 
about to claim them forever for her own! Her long blonde hair tumbled 
goldenly onto his thighs, her beautiful tits hanging down like the girl in a 
dirty picture he'd once seen. Then, she said: "Do you want me to put my 
mouth around you here, Barry sweet? Do you...?"


He knew what she meant, but he couldn't answer her ... couldn't even 
conceive of her possibly doing it ... not really doing it! The entire thing 
wasn't real! He'd wake up from a dream in a minute and find himself jerking 
off...!


"Do you, baby, do you?"


"Y-Yess ... yessss!"


The overwhelmed, desire-incited teenager knew that he was trembling on his 
supporting elbows as he watched her hand once more wrap around his heavily 
thumping cock to send a tremendous burst of new excitement rocketing through 
his loins and belly ... She was drawing his throbbing rod of hardness into a 
right angle position away from his stomach and sliding its outer layer of 
loose skin up and down like before, only this time, pulling it back tightly 
to extract his foreskin from his moist, pulsating cock-head! Man, her 
hungrily glued eyes and open mouthed expression made her beautiful face look 
as if it were spellbound, Barry thought, as her watched her, crazy twinkling 
lights flashing in her staring blue eyes!


"Now!" she said with a hot whisper. "Now...!"


Then, the face he knew he was in love with began to lower over it, her mouth 
opening wider as she held the hot, jerking hardness right by its root with 
two fingers! He saw her tiny, pink tongue lash out, swiping over the 
bulbous, blood-filled knob of his cock with a nerve shattering, seeking 
action, it's little tip flicking toward and into the miniature slit on its 
end to capture the drop of liquid he'd seen bubbling up out of it there!


Spasms of intensive muscular jerks racked Barry's inflamed young body and he 
moaned out in a grunting, boyish voice as the naked, lust-frenzied coach's 
wife lewdly slipped her ovaled, tongue-moistened lips down over his 
impatiently waiting young cock, hungrily sucking its entire throbbing head 
into the hot, liquid shelter of her mouth! He gasped and shuddered with the 
unbelievable feel and sight of her obscene act, aware that those lushly 
sucking lips and hotly engulfing mouth were beginning to move up and down on 
his almost painfully throbbing penis! Then, even more, his coach's hotly 
eager wife was lashing her tiny tongue in a twisting and twirling motion all 
over it, luridly swathing it with every upsuck of her hungrily nursing 
mouth!


Joanne, in her wantonly positioned nakedness down between his open legs, was 
barely aware of the trembling teenager's moan of extreme pleasure; she was 
too overpowered with the staggering immensity of joy filling her excitedly 
quaking belly and hotly moistened cuntal slit from the actual sucking of his 
delectably throbbing boy-cock! Its hot feel and poignant taste in her warmly 
sucking mouth was unquestionably the ultimate of all sexual rapture, even 
more erotically fulfilling than she'd secretly imagined!


God, the mere thought and knowing of what she was doing to Phil Watts' 
handsome, teenage son was enough to fire the first churning of climax in her 
wetly burning cunt! Was it possible? Could she cum by just sucking him? 
Maybe! Yes ... she well might ... if she let him squirt his fresh young 
sperm into her mouth! Oohhh ... could she do it? What would it taste like? 
Hot? Sweet? Fresh! ... Shooting into her mouth and throat ... oohhhh ... and 
she'd swallow it all until it flooded her frantically simmering belly! 
Ummmmmm, she loved it ... his hardened, hot tasting boy-cock that she was 
maddingly exploring and savoring, frantically trying to get it all into her 
omniverously sucking mouth and throat, while with loving gentle fingers she 
began to caress and cup his rapidly bloating young balls below...!


* * *


Holly Carter had remained in the closet to watch and listen from the moment 
her sister-in-law had delivered Barry's dinner tray, then told him she'd be 
back to hear his story. Actually, the young dark-haired girl was pretty 
certain what his problem was all about, having discussed it to some extent 
with him. He'd made no bones about telling her he hated the game of football 
and wished he didn't have to play, which was one reason she hadn't been to 
concerned about his injury. Knowing how he felt, Holly had figured that he 
might be putting on. But that hadn't been her reason for eavesdropping; 
actually, she'd been more interested to find out if Jo would make any 
remarks about her and the way she'd dressed earlier.


Then, it'd all begun to happen ... her sister-in-law coming back to his room 
and damned near undressed! Talk about the way she'd gone out on the sideline 
that afternoon! Holly couldn't believe it, and she soon found out that was 
only the beginning! The look in Joanne's eyes told the gaping teenage girl 
that her brother Billy's wife had been drinking, something she seldom did, 
but then she'd taken off her negligee and climbed in bed with him, Holly 
thought her eyes were going to pop out of her head! The kisses and hugs, the 
way her beautiful blonde sister-in-law was holding and writhing against him 
... God, it had to be some sexy nightmare! Except it wasn't, she knew, when 
Joanne wiggled out of her chemise and stood there all naked before Barry's 
wildly staring eyes! And ... and the way he'd sucked her breast while she 
felt of and stroked his hardened young cock ... yet, even that had been mild 
in comparison to what she was doing now!


Holly sensed her mouth's dryness and her dark eyes avidly swept over 
Joanne's voluptuous beauty hunched down on all fours between the young 
Barry's widespread legs, her pretty, lust-twisted face just above his 
sparse, pubic-haired loins! Jo's full, pink-tipped breasts were hanging and 
swaying above him, while her rounded white buttocks were lewdly exposed 
toward the little vent the teenager peered through, their erotically 
presented nakedness causing a new tingling sensation to ripple through the 
voyeuristic girl.


She wasn't surprised at the older girl's beautifully proportioned body, only 
that her satin-like, tanned skin, even the sun protected white her bikini 
had covered, was so smooth and soft looking. Then, her gleaming young eyes 
focused incitedly on the blonde, silken curls fringing the lips of her 
completely exposed pussy, its narrow thin slit of pink vaginal flesh moistly 
glistening between them, and finally, the dimpled little circle of her tiny 
anus centering the smooth, hairless crevice separating the ovaled white 
mounds of her obscenely raised buttocks. Again, a twinge of kindled 
sensation fluttered through her sensually confused young belly.


Holly hardly dared to breathe for fear of being discovered, as crazy, almost 
jealous emotions began to ferment inside her own nightie-draped nakedness. 
It was a weird feeling and one that she couldn't remember having experienced 
before. Damn, she was no girl lover, and especially her own brother's wife, 
Joanne Carter! She swallowed tightly, a wave of undeniable passion sweeping 
through her at the alluring sight of the naked, long-haired blonde's 
lusciously curved body in its obscene position between Barry's lewdly spread 
legs. Jo moved then, but only slightly, yet enough for Holly to see the 
husky thickness of his hardened, fiery-headed young cock!


She let her eyes urgently lock on the lengthy rod of white swollen flesh 
which her naked sister-in-law possessively held between her thumb and 
forefinger at its base. Then, Joanne moved again and she was able to see his 
inflated young testicles beneath! Further sensations of lewd excitement 
whipped through the teenage girl at its lusty appearance. Wow, it was even 
bigger than it'd looked the other night when she'd watched him stroke it ... 
and then, she found herself wondering if Jimmy French's would be as big ... 
or maybe, bigger!


Wildly, the erotic turmoil within Holly continued to mount. She saw Barry 
raising his head to watch, his open mouthed, handsome young face contorted 
in exotic flustration. Wow, she had to see this! Was Joanne really going to 
... to put it in her mouth? The idea alone was sending heated tremors of 
sensual desire racing through her! She'd seen several dirty pictures of 
girls doing it, actually sucking mens' hardened penises, and guys licking 
girls' pussies, too, but they'd never really turned her on like this was! 
Damn, this was too much, puritanistic Jo, her brother's own wife, as naked 
as a bottomless dancer, and doing what she was! And she had only to look at 
her voluptuously naked young sister-in-law to imagine the intensive 
excitement burning in her soft, tanned belly and between her shapely long 
legs. Her lust-filled blue eyes were engorging themselves on the upthrusting 
hardness on his teenage cock that she held between thumb and finger, then 
her tiny wet tongue tip flicked out with a sudden snake-like movement that 
caused Holly to tremble all over in her near-nakedness! It swirled moistly 
over the smooth, spongy head, washing and licking its purplish, moist flesh 
and stabbing hotly into the tiny slit at the end every moment or two!


Holly almost gasped out when her brother's nakedly kneeling wife parted her 
damp, lush lips and enclosed the pulsing, rubbery glans of Barry's stiff 
white hardness in a lip-locking pressure that caused his entire, muscular 
young body to spasmodically convulse in its nakedness! He groaned out, 
thrusting upward in an automatic response, shoving his swollen cock 
forcefully between her ovaly clasping lips! Holly gaped at the way they 
tightened like an elastic band around the thick, white shaft of flesh, 
straining her eyes through the vent at the lewd sight of it captured in her 
eagerly sucking mouth!


The lovely older woman's warm looking, glistening lips pursed into a tiny 
"o" like circle as she drew them up off the spongy tip, again starting to 
lick it as if it were a delicious stick of candy. Her tiny pink tongue 
brushed over it, tracing down its long, thick length, then up from its 
broader base along its underside to the heavily pulsating head protruding up 
out now from the pulled back foreskin! The teenage boy gasped again and 
again as she washed, played and caressed it with every lapping stroke, 
finally tonguing her way back down to its base and below to the smooth soft 
flesh of his ... his balls! Godddd! Saliva excitedly dribbled down her 
tongue when she licked his excitedly swollen tesitcles with lustful, 
sweeping laps, causing Holly to nearly whimper aloud in her own mounting 
arousal!


The curvaceous teenage brunette couldn't believe it when she heard Joanne's 
sensually fired mewlings, then saw her raising his lithe young legs and 
pressing them back until his knees touched his chest! A maddening tremor 
brushed over the nerve ends of her erotically intoxicated young body as she 
saw that the lurid position exposed his tight, brownish little anus, and 
that her naked sister-in-law was obscenely trailing her wet tongue along the 
corded ridge from his balls and between his lean widespread young buttocks! 
She tauntingly circled the puckered little hole with a lewd wantonness, 
tongue-wetting his inner buttocks, then finally stiffening its tip like a 
tiny pink baby's penis in an effort to penetrate the excitedly flexing lips 
of his rectum! God! And she thought her brother's wife was "Mrs. Purity" 
herself ... a lemon in bed! Damn, how wrong could you get? Right at that 
moment, Joanne Carter looked as if she were just about ready to blow all of 
her fuses and cum all over the bed!


Joanne's belly and loins were, in fact, an inferno of frenzied sensations at 
the forbiddeness of her lecherous ravishment. They seethed with thrilling, 
intensified flames more avidly fulfilling than any sexual experience she had 
ever known. Truly, it was the first time, but it certainly wouldn't be the 
last! The delicious, sweet piquancy of his youthful genitals was driving her 
tauntingly toward climax from the lewd performance of her lecherous 
seduction, with nothing more than the squeezing and massaging of her 
flushed, went cunt-lips between her hot, pressuring thighs! Oh, the handsome 
young darling ... and he was so helpless lying there ... so completely 
subject to her slightest whim! There was no question, she had to know the 
taste of it, the feel of it squirting up into her mouth! God yes! She had to 
suck his boyish cum ... his young hot jism into her hungrily wanting throat 
and belly!


Quickly, she trailed her hot, little tongue back over his sperm-inflated 
balls, upward along the thick pulsing rod of hardened flesh to its 
throbbing, velvety head, slipping her lips wetly down onto it once more. 
Oooohhhh ... sweet, luscious darling! And there would be many many more 
times like this with him ... and yes, why not some of the other...? Jimmy 
... handsome young Jimmy French! God, if she could only manage it! He and 
Barry were very close ... good friends! Ooohhhh ... later, later ... right 
now, this handsome young teenager's exquisite tasting cock...!


Barry could think of nothing but what this coach's beautiful blonde wife was 
doing to him, and the way she looked hunched down between his widely 
scissored legs, her soft, tanned nakedness rippling all over as she sucked 
his throbbing hard rod like crazy! Her long, tumbling blonde hair was fanned 
over his straining belly like silken, spun gold, making him wonder if this 
was the beautiful girl he'd known for so long, never even dreaming she would 
do a thing like this! Man, oh man, he'd never really believe it ... jeez, 
not really ... only it was true, frigging true ... because if he didn't 
shoot off soon he was going to blow his crazy-assed mind for sure!


She was still holding his numbing, tingly cock with two fingers clasped at 
its base while she steadily sucked it, moving her widely ovaled mouth 
rhythmically up and down and using that twisting motion of her fiery tongue 
at the drawing peak of each upstroke. He tensed his pelvic muscles, 
uncontrollably pushing his boiling loins up at her beautifully absorbing 
face. She moaned and began to suck harder, nipping now and then with her 
dazzling white teeth to make him whimper out, his prick bloodless beneath 
her scraping suck and a flame-red at its smooth, spongy tip...!


CHAPTER THREE


From the concealment of the closet, Holly was hardly aware of the creeping 
movement her own slender hands made toward the firm, youthful fullness of 
her supple breasts nakedly tingling beneath her flimsy nightie. Excitedly, 
she began to massage them with cupping, circular caresses, trapping their 
prickling, hardened little nipples between her nipping fingers to knead and 
pull in her glowing voyeuristic heat.


God, what would it taste like ... feel like in her mouth? A boy's cock ... 
Jimmy's hard cock? Oh damn, she was getting so horny hot from watching them! 
And what would Joanne do when Barry squirted his cum ... let it shoot right 
in her mouth? That's what a girl was expected to do, she knew, let the hot, 
white jism flood her mouth until she had to swallow it down into her belly! 
C-could she do that to Jimmy? Wow, she'd bet she could right at that moment!


The sensually stimulated, dark-eyed teenager choked back a little moan and 
dropped one hand to the soft give of the virginal mound at the base of her 
passionately trembling young belly, pressuring the blood heated lips of her 
wetly excited pussy between her warm, full thighs. Through the thin nylon 
material of her short nightie, she began to rub herself there, lewdly 
undulating her rounded hips and near-naked buttocks against the pressure of 
her warm hand and fingers in the darkness as she covetously watched her 
sister-in-law's ever increasing lust!


Suddenly, Joanne was slipping clutching hands beneath the cheeks of Barry's 
ass, lifting them while she frenziedly plunged her wet mouth down onto his 
thickly hardened, teenage cock! Dear God! It was completely disappearing 
right up into her mouth ... all of it! Damn, it had to be reaching the 
tightness of her throat, while her little nose and ovaled lips were actually 
brushing the sparse pubic hair of his pelvis!


Holly simply couldn't stand anymore! She was getting so hot she could scream 
with the seething tension wildly building in her teenage loins and belly! 
Giddily, she tugged the wispy nightgown over her head until she was 
completely naked, dropping it to the floor. She eagerly felt the soft, 
silkiness of her own light patch of pubic curls, then the wet, tight lips of 
her young smoldering cunt palpitating against the tips of her caressing 
fingers. Her breathing quickened as she drew the blood-swollen, sensitive 
lips apart, exposing the hot inner flesh of her youthful pussy to the 
soothing air, before spreading her legs and bending to lewdly sink her 
middle finger deep up into the hotly clasping mouth of her wet vaginal 
channel! She sighed louder than she meant to, knowing a tiny measure of 
momentary relief...!


Lustfully, as she began to slowly finger herself, the fired young Holly 
concentrated on the pair of naked white bodies both of which were glistening 
with perspiration from their furious sensual exertion. Joanne's thirstly 
licking tongue with its final swiping lick was making the violently purple 
head of Barry's young cock fervently vibrate and jerk. The teenage 
sister-in-law watched the naked blonde girl's frenzied labors, her beautiful 
white breasts rippling and dancing beneath her pumping, voluptuous body. Her 
clasping, sucking mouth was misshapenly filled with his thick, boy-hardness, 
her lush inner-lips clinging revealingly as if her mouth were about to turn 
inside out each time she sucked up off it!


Barry cried out and thrust his trembling loins up tighter to her face, until 
he was arched off the bed! Holly gasped, but went unheard, her breathing 
quickening at the increduously salacious spectacle of her brother Billy's 
wife's small hands possessively clutching at the naked teenager's raised 
buttocks, with his thick, hard rod of cock-flesh completely submerged in her 
bizzarely sucking mouth and throat!


The searing tongues of fire bellowed to a keener heat inside the pantingly 
frantic brunette. God yes, she could and would suck Jimmy's beautiful cock 
dry if he were there at that very moment, she lustfully thought as 
desperately, she changed positions! She leaned forward, assuming an 
absolutely obscene stance in her imagination, an angle that allowed her to 
still see through the little vent as she reached back over her full, naked 
young buttocks to the wet, hair-fringed lips and plunged two fingers into 
the throbbing depths of her burning, teenage cunt! It was gone, she knew, at 
least, most of her cherry from her fingering there, but it wouldn't have 
mattered at that insane instant anyway! Suddenly, with her other hand, she 
began to stroke the tiny bud of her quiveringly erect clitoris from the 
front, immediate sensations of mounting pressure beginning to blissfully 
build in her hotly raging loins and belly!


Hypnotically, Holly watched, as from the bed the groans increased, 
accompanied by tempoed movements of building intensity, and she crammed her 
fingers into the liquid heat of her tightly clasping young vagina, while 
massaging her tiny clitoris in rhythm to the maddening cadence of her naked 
sister-in-law's frantic sucking!


Barry Watts had concluded that his screaming hard cock was going to shatter 
and his balls burst all over the room at any second! His coach's curvaceous, 
hotly sucking wife had wedged both hands beneath the cheeks of his ass, 
lifting them while she plunged her omniverous mouth down onto his painfully 
thumping hardness with a frenzy. Fuck! It was completely disappearing right 
up into her beautifully contorted face ... all of it ... going all the way 
up into the back of her frigging throat ... her nose and lips brushing 
against the hairs of his pelvis! He was probably going to die, that's all, 
and she'd just bite it off and leave him there!


Her crazy hot tongue with that final swishing lick was making his cock-head 
jerk and throb until he didn't think he could stand it any longer! He gaped 
at her breasts, her terrific, rounded white tits, jouncing and dancing 
beneath her slaving, now wetly perspiring body, the lewdly exciting sight 
adding to his driving climax as the gnawing sensation urgently began in his 
swollenly bloated young balls!


His brain phrenetically whirled, snatching at scraps of thought ... like 
maybe next time she'd let him feel of her hot, wet cunt and luscious ass ... 
maybe even fuck her! Ooohhhh jeez ... in a minute he wouldn't care anymore 
... but then, tomorrow he would ... yeah, he knew for sure that he would 
tomorrow! He stared with blurred eyes at her beautiful face stuffed with his 
throbbing hard cock, her absorbing mouth sucking hungrily on it, her smooth 
white facial cheeks obscenely puffing in and out as she pulled. He thrust 
his pelvis tighter up to her face, his throat and mouth flannel dry!


Jeez! Fuck! Goddamn! It was going to happen now! His pumping hardness was 
going to blow it right in her mouth!


Furiously, the straining teenage boy began to writhe his hips, tangling his 
hands in her long golden hair to hold her there as the boiling sperm erupted 
deep down in his testicles and began to charge the length of his wildly 
jerking penis!


"Uuuuugggghhhh!" he groaned out a passionate cry between tightly gritted 
teeth. "Nooowwww! Here it cummmmssssss...!"


His thick young cock lurched into a violent spasming that flooded Joanne's 
rapaciously sucking mouth with gush after gush of his viscid, hot boy-sperm! 
It bloated her cheeks with every delicious, seething squirt as voraciously 
she swallowed, moaning around his semen-pumping, teenage cock while her own 
insane climax overwhelmed her! Like the young voyeuristic girl secretly 
watching from the closet, as she, too, trembled in the throes of ecstatic 
orgasm, Joanne dug her hand down between her hotly spread thighs, into the 
liquid flesh of her heatedly steaming cunt, tweaking and stroking her erect 
little fire-filled clitoris...!


She was still sucking and nibbling on his deflating young penis with sperm 
coated lips along after Holly had picked up her nightie and stumbled on 
trembling young legs to her bed ... and long after the youthful boy-cock had 
shriveled into limp uslessness in her relentlessly nursing mouth...!


* * *


Some two hours later, Joanne Carter lay in the dark privacy of her and 
Billy's king sized bed, sleep yet refusing her satiated, tremulous young 
body. Though physically exhausted, at least temporarily so, her mind was too 
filled with the nature and depth of the unbelievable lecherous act she'd 
committed, to give her rest. Yet, the most amazing part was that she felt no 
remorse or shame, and if Barry did she was confident it would soon pass, 
especially once he saw and realized that there would be no visible change in 
her relationship toward him. Only when they were alone together would she 
become 'his Joe,' and certainly they were going to spend many more secret 
hours in each other's loving company!


God, she'd never known such erotic sensations as that moment when he'd cum, 
squirting his hot, young sperm into her mouth! Damn, just the mere thinking 
of it was enough to set her right off again, it had been that sensationally 
exciting for her! She would remind him again in the morning to ask Jimmy 
French to stay the night, tomorrow being Friday. Now, in the darkness, the 
relaxing young wife smiled to herself. Poor Barry darling, she'd read the 
immediate jealousy in his young dark eyes when she'd suggested Jimmy's 
coming, and then the growing confusion of excitement when she'd further 
suggested that they might have a three-way party.


Of course, there was no way he could refuse her and they both knew it, not 
with what he expected of her. And she would keep her end of the bargain by 
insisting he not play with his injury, although she hardly knew how she was 
going to explain it to his father or Billy. Maybe Doc Moore would help, 
knowing Barry's true feelings and being sympathetic to them. Anyway, there 
would be plenty of time to prepare for that ... teenage Jimmy French was the 
immediate delight crowding her thoughts. He was so handsome, tall, and broad 
for his fifteen years, a near genius quarterback, too, but she realized now 
that it was not his brilliance alone at the position that made her show 
partiality toward him. All of this ... this boy thing had been growing deep 
inside her for ages. Barry had been conveniently at her disposal and the 
opportune time when she'd ... she'd let herself go! Not that she didn't love 
the little darling, or his handsome young boy-cock, but Jimmy was so much 
bigger and masculine, yet, still just a boy. God, she could only imagine 
what his would be like!


Oh, Billy would kill her if he ever knew! But he never would! She'd take 
careful precautions to insure against that. Nothing was worth the hurting of 
her wonderful husband, and she did love him so much ... but he was gone too 
often and for too long! God, what was a young, healthy woman to do? Well, 
she'd make it up to him in her own way. It wasn't as if she were running 
around, or having affairs with other men. Yes, she'd make it up to him ... 
and one night she'd very sensually seduce him into letting her suck him, 
though she knew it wouldn't be the same as sucking the tender young cocks of 
the boys ... it just couldn't be. They were so virile and sweet ... and she 
had twenty six of them on the team ... not all Jimmy French's or Barry's, 
but young and delicious in their own right, and from now on she was going to 
cultivate them all. Those she preferred, she would let play more often, show 
them preferential treatment, just as she had subconsciously down all along 
with Jimmy French over Ace Hackett. Yes, she had, and it'd taken this night 
with the teenage Barry Watts to make her realize it!


In truth, she realized, and that was what she was and had been facing for 
the past two darkend hours, she despised the lumbering Hackett boy. Thank 
God, he was almost sixteen and this would be his last eligible year. He was 
a cumbersome quarterback, anyway, too often fumbling the hand-off, then 
overthrowing his receivers. Of course, Billy had insisted he needed to play 
more and gave him the opportunities that had lost more than one game for the 
Imps. "Honey, it's kid ball! You've got to give them all a chance in there!" 
he'd insist, but that was his viewpoint. For two years her San Carmella Imps 
had won the title, and it wasn't by letting the likes of Ace Hackett 
play....


In the darkness, the blonde young wife's brain continued to mirror flitting 
thoughts of mixed involvement, until at last, a soothing veil of sleep crept 
over her and she drifted into a guiltless coma of sensual contentment....


CHAPTER FOUR


Holly Carter found upon awakening that morning that the feeling of smugness 
pervading her youthfully curved, teenaged body and vengeful young mind, was 
about to provide her with all the defensive ammunition she was going to need 
for a long time to come. Just how her beautiful blonde sister-in-law could 
ever hope to weasel out of this damning, sticky web she'd spun for herself 
was going to prove mighty interesting! But it was too valuably incriminating 
just to waste on any old cause, the dark-eyed young brunette blackmailingly 
thought. No, she was going to play this mighty cool, because there was no 
limit to the goodies she could wheedle out of her brother's boy-loving wife 
after what she'd seen take place the night before!


Oh baby, she could still hardly believe it ... the way Joanne had sucked him 
... and how many more had there been before Barry? Well, she had a whole 
teenage football team to choose from, and that was some source of supply, 
wasn't it! Damn, she still couldn't get over the way the deceiving bitch had 
raked her over in front of Jimmy and the others. But suddenly, the tables 
were turned, only luscious Joanne wasn't aware of it yet. Yeah ... and when 
the right moment presented itself, dear Jo was going to find out that it 
didn't pay to tromp on little Holly...!


It occurred to Holly then that the breakfast table should provide some 
underlying amusement, with Barry and Joanne having to face one another, and 
spritely she bounced out of bed for a fast shower. For sure, she didn't want 
to miss one minute of this, the morning after...!


* * *


Barry Watts had no intentions of facing his coach's beautiful blonde wife 
that morning. In fact, he wasn't sure if he could ever look at her again, 
after what'd happened the night before. Man, he was sure she was going to 
hate him, and he didn't think he could stand that ... he really loved her 
too much!


He'd slept fitfully throughout the night, waking up time and again with a 
frightening start and just lying there trembling all over. Once, he'd 
concluded that running away was the only thing to do, and had almost made up 
his mind to it. Crap, if his Dad or Billy found out what Jo had done to him, 
one of them would kill him for sure! But then, he'd realized that running 
away wouldn't do any good. They always found a guy, and once they did it was 
worse for him because he'd tried to run-out. Man, he didn't know what he was 
going to do!


One thing for sure, he was going to sneak out without breakfast, and maybe 
school would calm him down and help him think better. He didn't even bother 
to shower, only doused his face with cold water, brushed his teeth and 
combed his hair. Dressing quickly, he slipped from his room and quietly 
moved along the hallway toward the living room and front door....


"Hi, Barry! Where you off to in such a whip?" Holly sung out at him from the 
kitchen doorway, leaning against its casing, an unusually cute little smile 
playing around her young sensuous lips.


Barry sensed his funky gut turn over. He certainly hadn't counted on running 
into her; she was usually the last up in the morning ... but it was the way 
she was smilingly staring at him, her big brown eyes twinkling as she stood 
there toying with a long tress of her glistening black hair.


"I-ah ... I have an experiment in chemistry ... I'm supposed to check on it 
before classes," he managed, noting that she wasn't wearing any bra again 
this morning, and that her mini-skirt looked even shorter than usual, 
showing just about all of her shapely, nylon covered thighs.


"Oh? How's the knee?"


He remembered it then, not that it wasn't really a bit stiff and tender, but 
the way he'd been making it toward the door ... crap! "A-A little stiff ... 
but I'll live...."


"Ah, good morning, darlings!" Joanne's throaty voice greeted from behind 
him, causing him to wheel around so fast that he almost lost his balance. 
She offered him a radiant smile, then flashed it at Holly. "Well, you two 
are around bright and early. What's the occasion? Today's Friday, not 
Saturday, or did you both forget?"


Her unabashed smile and air took Holly completely by surprise. She was 
wearing a gold quilted satin robe, her long blonde hair pulled back in its 
usual pony-tail, her make-upless face shining like the morning sun itself! 
God almighty, what a cool chick this dragon-lady was ... like as if they'd 
only been making fudge or something on Barry's bed...!


"I-I have a chemistry experiment I have to check on ... ," Barry stammered a 
second time, hardly able to believe the beautiful, warm smile she was 
drenching him with, while his insides began to glow from its bestowing depth 
of affection.


"Not without breakfast, I hope, darling?" she said, gently catching hold of 
his arm with her slender white hand. "Come on ... I have something to 
discuss with both of you anyway. But first, Holly dear ... I'm terribly 
sorry about yesterday and the way I snapped at you in front of the boys. It 
was uncalled for and I'm ashamed. Please, dear ... please accept my apology, 
will you .'..?"


The roof might have caved in! The dark-eyed, young girl wouldn't have been 
more shocked if it had! Not that she didn't think her sister-in-law was 
capable of an apology, only that the unexpected act had completely disarmed 
her! What the devil did you say to a show-stopper like that ...?


"Well ... I don't mind telling you that I was hurt, Jo," the teenage girl 
replied, reluctant to so easily give up the edge she knew that she had, say 
nothing of her powerful ace-in-the-hole. And poor Barry, he looked as if 
he'd just eaten an unskinned banana, whole. His eyes were bugging right out 
of his head....


"I understand, believe me, darling, and I'm terribly sorry," Joanne 
persisted, determined to re-establish smooth relations with her young 
sister-in-law, as well as to put Barry at ease. It was all part of the plan 
she'd spawned sometime around dawn, her lecherously scheming mind exultant 
with the idea. "And to try and make up for it, why don't you invite a 
half-dozen girls out here tonight, and we'll choose some of the boys from 
the team to make a little party. You know, music, dancing, refreshments? How 
does that sound to you both? We can have it down at the locker-room gym!"


Holly was so elated with the prospects that she hardly thought beyond the 
fact that Jimmy French would surely be there. Excitedly, her vivacious young 
eyes began to beam their delight as she answered: "Hey ... that's a wild 
idea, Jo! And do I get to help choose the guys, too?"


The blonde older woman warmly laughed. "Of course," she replied, confident 
that her husband's sister would see to it that Jimmy French was there, just 
in case Barry got cold-feet. "What do you think of it, Barry?"


"S-Swell. I ... I was going to ask one of the guys to stay over tonight, 
anyway," he said, looking shyly at her, as if trying to tell her that he 
remembered their bargain.


"'very well, darling," Joanne replied. "Oh ... and don't you plan to suit-up 
this afternoon, Barry. I don't want you playing on that knee. We'll have 
Doctor Morre take another look at it early next week. We can't afford to 
take any chances with it, can we?"


"No ... no, better not, I guess."


"All right, darlings! Now, let's have some breakfast!" the blonde and 
beautiful Joanne Carter gaily suggested.


CHAPTER FIVE


By the time the girls had begun to arrive for the party, Joanne was enjoying 
a warm scotch glow. Following practice, she'd felt the need for something to 
stead her, her excitement had been provoked to such a feverish pitch. It'd 
been her own fault, the beautiful blonde coach's wife was well aware, but 
she hadn't been able to resist. God, she was almost like a child who had 
just discovered some new unknown functions of a favorite toy! A dozen times 
or more she'd made Jimmy French call a quarterback-sneak with her on 
defense, and ten out of the twelve, she had tackled him, her sensuous curves 
an inferno of trembling stimulation at their bodily contact.


She'd hardly been any more than discreet in the lewdly suggestive manner 
which she'd unnecessarily fondled him in the pile-ups, or intentionally 
pressured her resilient breasts and soft loins against him. Several times 
she saw the flush in his young, handsome cheeks, a brilliant crimson the 
pace of the scrimmage couldn't possibly fire. Then finally, when Holly 
appeared on the sidelines, Joanne with reluctance had brought the series to 
an end, and just about in time, too, she reflected.


Beady-eyed young Ace Hackett, standing beside her youthful sister-in-law 
with helmet in hand, was offering her an off-colored grin as she came off 
the field toward them. "Want to run through the sneak with me a few times, 
Jo?" he said, the smuttiness in his voice pricking her like a dirty needle. 
Joanne sensed her own cheeks beginning to burn as several of his oafish, 
second-string side-kicks sniggered, and teenaged Holly had glanced at all of 
them in turn, then at her.


"That won't be necessary ... seeing you'll have no use for the practice, 
Ace!" Joanne had retaliated angrily and without thinking. Nevertheless her 
pointed answer had taken the starch out of him for a moment, though she'd 
felt a sensation of brief uneasiness at the way his embittered youthful eyes 
had narrowed, his homely mouth twisting. "Come along, Holly, I want to talk 
to you for a moment."


"Hey, what was that all about?" the vivacious, dark-eyed girl questioned 
after they'd moved several yards away from the others.


"Nothing ... just a bit of jealousy, Honey," Joanne had informed with hands 
on her rounded, sweat-suited hips as she watched the routine practice on 
field. "He feels he should play more, that I ought to bench Jimmy French, 
and I have no intentions of doing it."


"Jimmy is better isn't he," Holly said, the warmth in her voice showing 
through.


"By far...."


"Though Billy always said it was a kid's league and the boys should have 
equal chance," her younger sister-in-law reminded. "Man, he's such a big, 
strong boy, Jo ... can't you play him in some other position once in 
awhile...?"


"Please, Holly, let me run the team, all right?" the pony-tailed blonde 
edgily cut her short.


"Wow! Okay ... if that's the way you feel," Holly retorted in surprise. "Far 
be it from me and all that ... Now, what did you want to talk to me about?"


Joanne sighed, displeased with herself again for so quickly losing patience 
with her husband's beautiful young sister. God, it was the last thing she 
wanted to do at this point. "I-I just wanted to remind you that you'll have 
to be careful with your invitations for tonight. We can't invite them all, 
but we don't want any hard feelings amongst them, either. So, just tell each 
boy you ask not to say anything about it to the others...."


"What the heck, I don't see any reason why we can't have a party and invite 
who we want without the others getting sore, Jo?" Holly had questioned, 
tilting her head cutely to one side. "After all, we do live here, don't we? 
It's not just a football club for gosh sake...."


"Okay, Honey, I understand and you do, too ... but they might not. Now, will 
you do as I say?"


"Sure, but as far as I'm concerned, anyone who doesn't like it can go hang," 
the young angrily speaking girl had insisted, then had told her the names of 
the boys she was going to invite.


The others had made little difference to the carefully planning woman, once 
she'd learned that her handsome prize quarterback was included. And Barry 
had already let her know that he'd invited the tow-headed, blue-eyed Jimmy 
to stay the night with him and that the tall, well-built teenager had 
accepted. God, was it any wonder that she'd felt the necessity of several 
drinks to stabalize the roused tension inside her? It was clicking like 
well-jeweled clock-work!


A caterer in San Carmella had taken care of dinner for the boys with Barry 
and Holly joining them in the gym where they had set up a pleasant table 
arrangement. Joanne had no intentions of joining them until their dancing 
evening was well underway. She would more or less make the chaperone 
appearance, perhaps dance once or twice if asked, but generally stay out of 
the picture. Her party was to come later, once Barry and Jimmy were in their 
room, after her darling ward had paved the way by dropping a series of hints 
which she had already instructed him in. God, it just couldn't go wrong; it 
was a perfect plan ... wasn't it?


What she needed was another drink, the excited blonde wife in her chic slack 
ensemble, decided, gaining her feet and crossing the living room. There was 
still plenty of time to put behind her....


* * *


"Y-You got to be putting me on, Barry!" the tall, good-looking teenager 
managed in a low, hollow voice of disbelief. "I-I can't believe it ... not 
Jo?"


"Man, would I tell you a thing like that if it weren't so?" Barry 
half-whispered to his buddy in the darkness of the warm, autumn night. 
They'd stepped outside the gym where they could talk without being 
overheard, the rock-sounds from the records along with bits of laughter 
drifting to them.


"So ... that's what you been hinting at all along, and I was too dumb to 
catch on!" Jimmy French huskily exclaimed, a feeling of young, lewd 
excitement immediately charging through him. His mind clicked back to 
practice earlier and the way she'd kept him running the quarterback-sneak 
over and over. At the time, he'd thought it pretty stupid, though it 
would've been okay with him if she'd wanted to run it a couple-dozen more 
times. Jeez, the feel of her soft curves beneath that sweat-suit when she 
tackled him, then rubbing her big tits against him in the pile-ups! It'd 
never been quite like that for him before ... but then, she'd never acted 
just the same before either, now that he thought about it! "Y-You mean, she 
actually ... actually sucked it right in her mouth, man?"


"All the way, and no crap!" Barry answered with a grin, his nervousness 
leaving him when he saw the quick enthusiasm of his best friend. He'd really 
been a little worried over how the older boy would take it, aware of Jimmy's 
quiet manner and more or less straight-laced upbringing. Though they'd never 
really discussed it, Barry figured that the other had never even felt-up a 
girl anymore than he had, that probably necking was as far as he'd ever got, 
too. "No kidding now, Jimmy ... give it to me for real ... you ever did it 
to a girl?"


The tall, broad-shouldered teenager shook his head, then: "Almost, once ... 
but I went chicken," he admitted with an embarrassed little smile. "She was 
one of them beach-bunnies, you know the type ... I met her when my folks and 
I were on vacation. Man, that was two years ago and she was sixteen then. 
Boy, I was going great until she took my hand and put it on her tit, and 
just like that I was running down the beach for home!"


Barry laughed outright, picturing the scene, and pleased with his buddy's 
candor with him. "I'll bet you wouldn't run if you had the chance again, 
would you?"


"Are you kidding? She was a sweet looking chick, all right ... but nothing 
like Jo! Jeez, Barry, I can still hardly believe it, though I know you're 
not crapping me," he said, excitedly staring at his friend. "A-And you think 
maybe she'll come in to do it again tonight ... with me right there with 
you...?"


"I'll bet on it!" the dark-eyed boy whispered, his young mind beginning to 
race with his own aroused anticipation. "Look, Jim, your my buddy and I'm 
going to give it to you straight ... Jo asked me to invite you to stay! It 
was her idea! She ... she even said we might have a three-way party ... and 
that's no crap, honest!"


"H-Holy shit!" the tow-headed teenager gasped, just before the feminine 
voice behind them said:


"Come on, you guys! What're you doing out here? Why aren't you dancing?"


Both boys abruptly wheeled to see Holly in her hot-pants and braless blouse 
smiling in the light of the doorway.


"W-We're just coming in," Jimmy replied, conscious of the swelling in the 
front of his tight jeans from their conversation and what Barry was willing 
to bet was going to happen!


"Good," Holly said. "I've been looking all over for you to dance with me." 
She moved forward and took hold of his arm with both of hers, brushing the 
unhampered resilience of her firm young breast casually against it. "There 
are some good numbers coming right up ... and Ellen White is looking for 
you, Barry...."


In the sultry moonlit night as she approached the gym, Joanne overheard her 
young sister-in-law's gaily voiced words. She saw the three of them then and 
slowed her pace to let them go inside. There was still an hour or so to kill 
before she called a halt to the young people's evening. It would only be ten 
o'clock or so then, but she intended to pull the boys' training and the last 
bus into town for the girls as her reasoning. Then, her little party would 
begin! God, it would be a wonder if she could last that long, she lewdly 
thought to herself; she was so hot and wet between her legs with just the 
anticipation!


"Hi, Jo," a familiar young male voice greeted from the shadows. "Hey, what's 
going on in the gym? Sounds like a party or something...."


Ace Hackett's unexpected, gruff young tone gave Joanne a momentary fright as 
he moved close to her and she recognized his homely face. She might have 
gasped out had not the quantity of Scotch she had already consumed slowed 
her reactions, as well as glazed her nerves.


"Wh-What're you doing here this time of night?" she sharply questioned, 
immediately displeased at the sight of the teenaged intruder.


"I came out to get my English book ... forgot and left it in my locker this 
afternoon," he replied, looking toward the gym where the music was coming 
from. "My Pop let me take his car. I was going up to the house to ask you if 
I could get into the gym, then I saw the lights and heard the music...."


"Holly and Barry are having a little party with a few friends," Joanne 
informed, wondering how she could keep him from going inside and then 
realizing downheartedly that she couldn't.


"Yeah...? Who's there?" he questioned, obviously rankled and not making too 
strong an effort to hide it.


"Oh ... I'm not sure. Holly did the inviting, I guess," the voluptuous 
blonde girl replied, effecting casualness. "If you want, I'll go in and get 
your book for you. What's your number and combination...?"


"Jimmy French in there?"


"I-I'm not sure ... but I think he is...."


The big husky teenager offered her that smutty, homely grin of his. "I'll 
lay money he is, lady ... and that you know damned well he is!"


Joanne sensed her blood pressure rapidly mounting, the liquor firing rather 
than helping to control it. "And just what is that supposed to mean, young 
man? I don't think I like your nasty insinuation!"


He continued to grin almost vulgarly at her. "Well, now, I'm sorry about 
that, Jo, but it doesn't change my bet one little bit. As a matter-of-fact, 
if Billy were here I'd wager he'd agree with me ... if he were here, which 
he ain't. But I suppose it'd be simple for a guy to get in touch with him, 
eh?"


Joanne swallowed tightly, an awesomely uncomfortable sensation beginning to 
gnaw at the base of her soft belly. She couldn't show fear, or the least 
sign of any apprehension! ... Had to brazen it through...! "I think perhaps 
it would be best for you to turn in your equipment, Thomas Hackett!" his 
coach's blonde wife put coldly to him, her blue eyes gleaming rage in the 
shallow light from the moon. "And perhaps right now would be a good time to 
do it!"


The big teenager made a scurrilous laughing sound half under his breath. 
"Come down off your horse, lady. You know I ain't going to do that! In fact, 
I've decided that I should play at least half of every game from now on for 
the rest of the season. I think my Pop would like that. He's always asking 
me how come I don't get a chance out there, but I don't tell him much. You 
know, Mrs. Carter, I'm really a pretty qualified guy ... in many respects 
... once you get aquainted with me. Think about that!" He took several steps 
backward before turning away from her, his vile grin broadening his big, 
homely face in the gentle light of the night. "Now, I'm going in and get my 
book. As a matter-of-fact, I might even join the party for awhile. 'Night, 
Jo ... see you tomorrow at practice...."


Joanne Carter sensed the heavy breathing causing her full breasts to rise 
and fall. An unprecedented tightness had knotted in her middle, a feeling of 
panic that momentarily had sapped the very strength from her shapely limbs. 
She watched the husky teenage figure move away from her without a backward 
glance, then disappear into the gym. Trembling, she took several steps and 
leaned herself in needing support against the trunk of a tree. Good God!


How much did he know? He was so cock-sure of himself ... the ugly young 
bastard! Blackmail ... that's what it was ... and he'd implied that he might 
even go to Billy! ... Go to Billy with what...? Get hold of yourself, girl? 
What could he ever say to Billy? He was only guessing ... basing his 
supposition on what he'd witnessed earlier that afternoon on the field 
between Jimmy and her! Damn, she had been an idiot, letting her lust run 
away with her right out there before all of them! Stupid ... absolutely 
stupid! But that was the extent of his knowledge! He was guessing ... though 
too damned accurately ...! God, it wasn't too late! She could put an end to 
it right there and now!


To this point, there'd only been Barry, and he wasn't about to give her 
away! Ooohhh ... what she needed was a drink! Go back to the house ... call 
the gym from there! She just couldn't join them now, not with Ace Hackett 
there to sneakily glare and toss his suggestive grins at her! Go back to the 
house ... think it out over a drink...!


* * *


"Come on! Don't be that way, Barry ... you either, Jimmy!" Holly excitedly 
coaxed. "Ace's got his father's car and Jenny's ready to go with him! How 
about you, Ellen?"


"Sounds wild to me!" the attractive teenage redhead responded, clutching at 
Barry's arm.


"There'll only be the six of us and Ace knows the guy who owns the 
Roadhouse! You're sure he'll let us in now, aren't you, Ace?" Holly 
questioned with enthusiasm.


"Hey, no question, doll. I do his yard work for him every Saturday. We're 
like A and B, that close!" the big teenager replied with a proud grin. "Come 
on, how about it, you guys?"


Barry had no intentions of going, but he wasn't quite sure about his buddy. 
Holly had been rubbing herself all over him through the slow soul songs, and 
at the moment, with glowing eyes, he was hugging her willing, young sexy 
body tightly against him. Anyway, he didn't dig Ace's driving the most, 
having ridden with him before, and especially at night. On top of it all, Jo 
was going to pay him a visit, and as much as Ellen White gave him nice 
feelings inside, she damn sure couldn't take the place of what he'd wildly 
enjoyed with the older woman last night! Besides, she'd be around another 
time....


"Well, how about it Barry?" Jimmy put to him, levelly eyeing his friend. 
"I'm your guest, so it's up to you."


The dark eyed teenager shook his head, avoiding both Holly's and Ellen's 
faces. "No ... it'd be breaking training, and I don't intend to do that," he 
said for an excuse. "Besides, Holly, you know Jo would really blow her cool 
and it isn't worth that. If you guys want to, go ahead, but count me out. 
Sorry, Ellen."


"Oh, that's okay, Barry," she quickly answered with a smile. "I should get 
home, too. Maybe, some other time we can do...."


"Oh hell!" Holly angrily snapped. "You kill me, Barry! You really do!" she 
irrascibly threw at him, almost biting her tongue to keep from saying 
something she would probably be sorry for. Who did he think he was kidding 
... worrying about Jo blowing her cool! Man, after what she'd seen the night 
before, and knowing he didn't give a damn about training, and especially 
football?


"Okay, baby, so you and Jim, Jenny and I'll make it...." Ace interrupted.


"No ... better count me out, too, Ace," Jimmy said. "Sorry, Holly, but 
Barry's right about the training. Anyway, we have a league game tomorrow 
afternoon and I want to be in shape for that. Remember, Ace, we're playing 
the Insurgents and they're tough...."


"To hell with it!" Holly spat, openly angry at the boy of her dreams' 
decision. She disgustedly let go of him and moved away, closer to Ace. "If 
your damned football means so much then ... then take it to bed with you!"


"M-Maybe they're right, Holly," Jenny Cardwell, a supple fifteen year old 
brunette with long hair, gently added. "It's a wild idea and would probably 
be a ball, but the guys train so hard ... Maybe, we shouldn't let 'em goof 
off this way...."


"Jenny's right," Ellen White put in. "We can do this some other night, can't 
we?"


"Forget it, forget it!" Holly, a shade less than being in a rage at Jimmy 
French's decision, blurted, moving over to grasp hold of Ace's muscular arm. 
Then, ignoring them and looking up at him: "How about you and me cutting it, 
Ace?"


"Sure ... sure, Doll. Why not if the rest are going to chicken!" Ace said, 
grasping her warm little hand in his own big one, visions of sensual delight 
beginning to materialize in his brain.


"Better think it over, Holly," Barry put in, looking with concern at the 
girl he thought of almost as a sister and knowing Hackett's reputation. 
"Come on, let's not get Jo down on us, eh?"


Again, the raven-haired young girl mentally bit her tongue. She'd actually 
grabbed onto Ace hoping that Jimmy would get his ire up ... maybe even take 
a poke at the lug, but instead, he'd just turned his back and walked away, 
as if he didn't care! Goddamn him ... and she'd had such exciting plans for 
this night! Oooohhh ... she could just cry ... but she wasn't going to! If 
that's the way he wanted to be, then she could be just as....


The telephone ringing in the office splintered her thoughts, catching 
everyone's attention.


"That'll be Jo," Barry said. "It's quarter to ten."


"We don't go then?" Holly pressed as the ringing continued.


Almost in unison, Ellen White, Jenny Cardwell and Barry shook their heads. 
Jimmy had strayed too far away even to hear the question. The telephone 
sound brought him back to their group and Holly repeated her words to him.


"Another time, Holly ... not tonight," he calmly said as Barry moved toward 
the office.


Holly could scream; she was that up-tight! Damn, she'd planned it out so 
carefully ever since Jo suggested the party that morning. Of course, Ace's 
appearance and suggestion of the Roadhouse hadn't been part of her idea, but 
it had fit perfectly. They would park someplace and neck ... then...? Now, 
he was just playing the aloof male, and only because she'd grabbed onto Ace! 
Good! Let him simmer! He liked her and she knew it ... like her more than a 
little bit, but was falling right into line with Barry's crap ... God, and 
she'd been so horny all day just thinking about it ... like she still 
was...!


"Okay ... okay," she caught snatches of Barry's young voice. "We'll shut 
down now...."


Barry held the receiver tightly, his hand perspiring around it, his ear 
tuned to the near-by throaty voice. "Is Ace Hackett still there?" it asked.


"Yes ... but I think he'll be leaving."


"And you've made Jimmy understand ... I mean ... what we planned?"


"Yes. We talked about it."


"Is ... is he receptive, darling?" her voice huskily whispered.


"I-I think so ... he was pretty excited at the idea...."


"And you ... are you excited, Barry baby?"


"...Yeah ... I really am, Jo...."


"All right, Angel ... you know what to do. Get rid of everybody and come up 
to the house. Remember to turn the lights on in your room the way I said. 
I'll be listening and watching until you boys are in bed, then ... then 
...!"


Hoarsely, he managed: "I-I don't know about Holly, or what she's going to 
do...."


"Don't worry about her, darling. Simply tell her that Jo said to come home 
and now! Remind her that I've been thinking about buying that evening cape 
for her that she wanted so badly. She'll be a good girl, lover ... just do 
what Jo tells you."


"All right ... I'll do it," he chokingly answered, hearing the kissing sound 
of her lips in his ear and realizing that his cock was half-hard just from 
the sound of her voice....


CHAPTER SIX


Thumbing a magazine, Joanne had greeted their entrance with a warm, casual 
smile, then suggested if they were hungry to go to the kitchen and dig 
around. She was pleased that Holly was with them, though the vivacious 
teenager was unhidably upset. She might have given more thought to her 
husband's young sister had not her mind been so engrossed with the tall and 
handsome Jimmy French who's usually discerning eyes seemed to be avoidingly 
filled with a gleam all their own.


God, he was as excited as she! Joanne sipped at her drink, idly going 
through the magazine, while actually pricking her ears toward their 
conversation in the kitchen. It occurred to her that their voices seemed 
lower than usual ... than necessary, and then she recognized Holly's tones 
in a crispness suggesting anger. She tried to eavesdrop, but it was useless; 
they were speaking almost in whispers. It chafed the older blonde woman 
because it meant they were discussing something that she was not supposed to 
hear. And it was Holly's irate whispers that seemed to be dominating the 
conversation! Damn her, if she did anything to spoil her plans, there was 
going to be hell to pay around that house...!


"Oh damn, Barry ... don't give me that training crap!" Holly angrily hissed 
at him; then, on second thought: "Besides, with your knee you can't play 
tomorrow, anyway! We could've had a ball."


"What about me, Holly? I have to play tomorrow," Jimmy French softly 
reminded her.


The raven-haired, dark-eyed girl fiercely stared at him. "Ooohh! You make me 
sick ... you ... you ass! Haven't you grown up enough yet to know there are 
more important things than football? Stupid...!"


With that, the enraged teenager stomped from the kitchen, purposely giving 
her young rounded hips and full buttocks an extra switch in their hot-pants, 
as if to show him what he'd passed up! Without a word, or even looking at 
her sister-in-law, Holly pounded through to her bedroom, slamming the door 
behind her, glad now that she'd made the secret arrangement with Ace 
Hackett. It was going to serve Jimmy French just right, whatever happened! 
Though, already she was changing her intentions. Why should she go out and 
sit in a parked with him? God, she certainly didn't want to neck with him, 
or even pet ... but she was raging enough to do a hell of a lot more!


Remembering, the vivacious teenager crossed the room and locked her door. 
The last time she'd done that was to watch Barry ... and it occurred to her 
then, that tonight she could watch Jimmy! Only ... the watching and seeing, 
even if it was hard, wasn't enough! It only made her hotter, and she was 
sick and tired of fingering herself! That's what boy's cocks were made for 
... as her dear sister-in-law well knew!


Ooooohhhhh!


Seething, the young shapely brunette went to her bed and dropped down onto 
its edge. She glanced at her watch. Ace would be making an appearance at her 
window soon. That had been the plan between them, that maybe she could talk.


Jimmy and Barry into changing their minds and sneaking out. Both Ellen and 
Jenny had agreed to wait for thirty minutes and if they didn't show, Ace 
would take them home ... then come back for her. He was probably already on 
his way into town with the girls because they didn't appear, and should be 
back shortly. But now, Holly wasn't so sure that she wanted to go to the 
Roadhouse with him. She didn't really dislike the guy, but he sure didn't do 
anything for her. It was just that he was big ... and she had a thing for 
big boys ... like Jimmy, damn him! Oh ... to hell with Jimmy!


Suddenly, she was listening, aware that the boys were going to Barry's room. 
Excitement rippled through her at the thought of them undressing and she 
almost bolted to her feet. If Ace came back, she'd tell him it ... it was 
too dangerous for her to chance! Closing her drapes, the curvaceous teenager 
began to undress, finding her nightie, then stripping naked before slipping 
its shortie, sheer frills over her sensually developed, young white body. 
She wanted to be naked, or nearly so, if by chance she saw Jimmy that way 
... saw his cock and balls, even if it wasn't hard ... because she knew 
she'd want to finger her pussy! God, she'd been so horny all day just 
thinking about him...!


With mouth growing dry, the beautiful teenage girl lowered her lights and 
entered the clothes closet, slipping stealthily into her voyeur's position 
and immediately spotting Barry in his shorts! Then, Jimmy removed his 
pullover shirt and began to undo his jeans, unzipping his fly and kicking 
them off to send a wild chill racing up her own nearly naked young spine! He 
stood in his white jockey shorts, like Barry! God, she hoped they didn't 
intend to sleep in them like boys often did! The swell at the front of her 
Jimmy's was so full...!


"Should we take 'em off, Barry?" the handsome young quarterback questioned, 
the meaning of his words causing Holly's brow to wrinkle. Now, what the 
devil was that all about? Why did he ask if they should take off their 
shorts...!


"Yeah ... let's," Barry whispered. "It might make it easier ... if you know 
what I mean...."


For a moment, Holly was spellbound by their exchange of words. God, they 
sounded almost like a couple of queers...! She gaped as both slid their 
shorts down off their slender hips, her eyes quickly fastening onto the 
limp, foreskinned length of Jimmy's long, flaccid cock, the rim of its head 
out-lined beneath the sleeved, outer layer of loose, white skin as it rested 
beneath his hanging testicles, a shroud of blondish hair curling around the 
entire area! Damn ... it was handsome, like him ... all of him! I-If only 
it'd get hard, she thought, subconsciously caressing one full breast through 
the gossamery material of her nightie....


"I-I still can't believe it, Barry," Jimmy whispered, stretching out on his 
side of the bed, but not covering himself. "Man ... what'll I say when she 
comes in ... if she does?"


"You don't have to say anything. Just wait ... she'll do the rest...."


Holly stared, digesting the words, her hand falling away from her young 
tingling breast even though her passion lay exposed before her. She'll do 
the rest ...? What the...? Jo! My God! That was it ... had to be! Who else 
after what she'd seen last night? Her sister-in-law! Billy's wife! There was 
something planned amongst them! Goddamn ... no wonder they didn't want to 
swing at the Roadhouse! They had plans with Joanne, her own brother's wife, 
and all she could do was just stand there and watch the whole show! Oh God, 
she could cry ... or could she?


No! She wouldn't! And the way they were lying there completely naked and 
stretched out! Oooohhh...!


"Can I come in, boys?"


It was Jo! Jimmy lurched, half covering himself with the sheet as the blonde 
woman looked carefully in, then entered, closing the door quietly behind 
her! Holly heard the lock shoot home, her youthful, teenage eyes gaping at 
the sight taking place before her! Her sister-in-law was wearing nothing but 
a black negligee! She was totally naked beneath, her sensual curves 
erotically enhanced by the see-through material, her firm, full breasts with 
their pink capped nipples as hard as marbles embossing its upper front, and 
the enshadowed "V" of her vagina at the base of her belly.


No question now! Joanne had set this up with Barry! The bitch! Even her own 
tight young pussy had begun to grow wet at the scene, as was Jimmy's 
beautiful cock getting hard, lurching and jerking into stretching hardness, 
that sight mesmerizing her for a moment! And then, there was the tapping 
against her window-pane...! Ace! God...!


"Shhhhhhh!" Holly hissed, finger over lips in the pale light showing in her 
room as she opened the window and screen for him. "Don't make a sound or 
they'll hear you!"


"Who ... who'll hear me?" he whispered, once inside her room, his beady eyes 
raking over her flimsily covered nakedness.


"In the next room ... come with me, but let's shut off all the lights!" the 
teenager said, hustling to perform her own suggestion. Then, she faced him, 
putting her hands meaningfully on the muscles of his arms. "You'll have to 
be completely still, Ace! We don't want them to hear us!"


"Who? What the hell're you talking about?"


"Shhhhhhhh!" Holly insisted with gestured finger over lips. "Come with 
me...!"


She'd taken hold of his big hand to guide him in the darkness, not that he 
didn't like that, but Ace wished to hell she'd left on some light. Christ, 
she was naked beneath that little nightie! He'd seen her rounded, jutting 
tits and the outline of her pussy hair right through it when he'd first came 
through the window, the goddamned sight just about flooring him! What the 
hell did she intend, undressed like that, if not to let him lay her? His 
cock had just about leaped into hardness, then she'd snapped off the 
frigging light before he could latch onto and run his hands over her...!


"Shhhhh...!" he heard her warning again in the darkness, then he saw the 
faint light coming through what looked like some sort of vent and he pressed 
as close to her soft, nightie covered nakedness as he could...!


"Jes...!" he started to blurt out at the sight in the next room, but Holly's 
little hand clamping over his mouth muffled the sound.


Hot fuck! Barry Watts, Jimmy French and Jo ... both guys bare-assed and the 
beautiful blonde bitch almost...! He could see right through the black 
negligee she had on, see her luscious naked ass, the rounded curves of her 
hips and her full thighs ... while the guys lay on the bed, their cocks as 
hard as goal-posts! Wh-What the hell was going to happen...? Jo was saying 
something down to them, but he couldn't hear what, Holly was breathing so 
loud in his ear...!


The frigging goofs were gaping up at her, and ... double fuck! She was 
slipping out of the negligee and letting it fall to the floor. She half 
turned then, and Ace saw her thrusting, fully pointed breasts with their 
hardened little nipples! Lustfully, his beady young eyes raked down her, to 
her dimpled navel and the sparse golden triangle between the tanned 
whiteness of her smooth, slightly spread legs, her whole naked cunt in plain 
view! He could even see the moistened pink crevice between its fleshy, 
hair-lined lips...!


"S-She's beautiful isn't she?" Holly faintly whispered, but Ace was afraid 
to answer, afraid that his voice would croak like a frog! The whole fucking 
thing was too much to absorb in the short minute they'd been watching ... 
the warm feel of the soft young body pressed nakedly ... or almost ... 
against his, the fresh perfumed smell of her, her hot, girlish breath 
against his cheek ... and the goddamned wild spectacle unfolding before 
them...! Shit, his own swollen cock was like a straining, trapped animal 
inside his pants...!


Joanne bent down then to pick up her negligee, her lushly ovaled, 
ivory-mooned buttocks slightly spreading with the movement! The sweet bitch, 
she was doing it on purpose. The lewd positioning was giving the guys a 
fleeting peek at her snug, hair-fringed cunt as well as her tightly 
puckered, little asshole, and he could see them as well as they!


"Well, darlings .-...?" Ace heard her throaty voice as she again turned to 
face them. "Am I welcome to stay?"


"Damn, Barry ... y-you weren't kidding!" Jimmy French gasped, as Ace and 
Holly strained their ears to listen, the first-string quarterback's lustful 
young eyes look as if they might melt right in his frigging head!


"W-What do you want us to do, Jo?" Barry managed, pretending at being the 
cool, seasoned cat.


"Nothing, baby," the gorgeous naked blonde bitch hotly whispered, moving 
toward the bed, then kneeing her way onto it as she slowly spread Barry's 
legs apart. "Just leave that to Jo ... and first, I think we better let 
Jimmy watch to get the general idea of how our little party goes. All right, 
Jimmy...?"


"G-Go ahead ... yeah ... I'll just ... just watch...!"


And as her lust-excited, teenage audience, both known and unknown, stared 
through fired, youthful eyes, the blonde, naked young wife with her full 
breasts hanging and swaying provocatively, moved on all-fours until her face 
was directly above Barry's upthrusting, hard young cock! She gently took 
hold of it with thumb and two-fingers at its base, and as Holly gasped in 
his ear, Ace watched his coach's beautiful wife lower her lips to kiss the 
dimpled tip of its purple head! Holy shit! He saw her tiny pink tongue worm 
out, its end wiggling into Barry's cock-slit, her other small hand tenderly 
beginning to play with his balls! Then, the thumb and fingers skillfully 
drew down its foreskin, and as Ace's hand smoothed over the small of Holly's 
back outside her nightie, they both breathlessly gaped at Jo's moist ovaled 
lips sliding obscenely down over Barry's cock-head! Fuck, she was sucking 
him...!


Barry Watts could do nothing more than he had the night before ... moan 
aloud at the overwhelming sensations Joanne's hot sucking mouth engulfing 
his rock-hard cock was rifling through his tensed nakedness! He raised his 
head to watch, still hardly believing the way she was so sensously sucking 
and nursing it! Man, he'd never really believe it, he guessed! B-But there 
was Jimmy gaping wide-eyed, as naked as he and holding onto his own hardened 
prick, his face twisted with horny incredulity like his own must have looked 
last night. A shudder raked over him as he focused on Billy's beautiful wife 
when her tensiled lips and hot, liquid mouth began working up and down, her 
lashing, searing tongue twirling and twisting around it to swath with every 
upsuck! Damn, he couldn't stand much of this tonight! Already, his balls 
were beginning to churn and he was getting that electric sensation down near 
his asshole...!


"Oh ... wow,Jo! I-If you keep doing it ... I'm going to cum for sure!" he 
desperately warned, gaping at her with glazing eyes...!


That, the lecherous young wife in her deliciously incited nakedness, was 
suddenly conscious of and very much adverse to this early in the game ... 
not before she had savored the anticipated delights of them both to the 
lust-sating fullest! Slowly, she sucked up off his youthful, jerking cock, 
her sensual eyes twinkling, her breasts erotically swaying with the 
movement.


"Well, we can't have you spoiling the party, darling ... so maybe we better 
let the hard little fellow rest a little," she said, casting her glance over 
at Jimmy's longer and thicker teenage cock, its rigid white hardness having 
wildly whetted her passion from the moment she'd first laid eyes on it ... 
just as she'd known it would! "And now ... it's your turn, Jimmy 
darling...!"


Jimmy could only stare at her moving over between his legs, spreading them 
to her own advantage, her beautiful pink tipped breasts dancing and rippling 
as they hung down, her long blonde hair tumbling beautifully over her 
shoulders! God almighty, he was frozen, his hand still clutching at his 
almost hurtfully hardened cock! Ooohhh ... he'd never felt more like a 
little kid in his life...!


Joanne sensed his tight-throated confusion and warmly smiled down at him, 
then, without a word, disengaged his strong, broad hand from his swollen 
penis to gently curl her soft, slender fingers around its hot, thick 
hardness. Tenderly, she began to stroke it as he grunted in response, the 
inflaming feel of it in her hand causing freshly excited moisture to wetly 
seep from her feverishly flushed cuntal-lips. With loving eagerness, she 
continued to stroke it, her lecherous blue eyes dropping to feast on the 
beauty of his filling, virile young balls. At last, she lowered her face 
down over it and drew the foreskin tightly back to reveal its bulbous, fiery 
glans, the tiny, sparkling drop of seminal fluid her caresses had raised to 
bubble at the thin little split of its tip drawing her little wet tongue 
from her mouth like an irresistible magnet...!


"The goddamned bitch!" Holly rancorously hissed, hardly conscious of Ace's 
big hand massaging her young, vibrant breast through the sheerness of her 
nightie. A combination of mixed and frantic emotions raced through her soft, 
teenage belly as the hot hand pinched and rolled her tiny erogenous nipple 
into a little firebrand of prickling delight, while the enraging, 
heartbreaking sight of what her brother's wife was about to do to the boy of 
her dreams was fusing her with bitter hate ... or was it envy...? God, she 
wasn't quite sure ... the boy-sucking, wanton slut ... Billy would kill her 
... if she, herself, didn't do it first!


"Look! She's licking French's cock now!" Ace lewdly whispered down into the 
young teenage girl's ear. "You see that? She tongued a drop of his jism like 
it was candy, for chris' sake!"


"Shhhh ... not so loud, Ace!" Holly whispered, wanting to nudge him with her 
dropped hand, a thrilling jolt charging through her nearly naked young body 
when she realized that she'd touched his hardened cock with the effort! She 
heard his gasp and felt his hand spread out to meaningfully clutch at her 
firmly swollen breast. She looked up at him, her young dark eyes wide and 
alive with incited desire. God, he was handsome at that moment, she 
excitedly realized, raising her face as he bent down to hotly kiss her, his 
burning tongue racing into her mouth to lock with her own!


Passionately, the young aroused girl turned in his arms to face him, never 
breaking their kiss as she slipped her own arms up around his neck, 
pressuring her chaste, teenage body against his male hardness and feeling 
his big hands smoothing down her back to caress her naked ass-cheeks!


When they finally broke the kiss. Holly's mind was desirously made-up! Even 
though she knew she was lying to herself, she mentally placed the blame 
entirely on Jimmy and her older sister-in-law! If they could, so could she 
... and God, she had .to ... had to!


"T-Take off your clothes, darling ... you can lay them on my bed!" she hotly 
whispered against his chin, her one little hand smoothing down over his hard 
chest and belly to the front of his jeans, and the thick, swollen stiffness 
there! Hesitantly at first, then with undeniable desire, she caressed and 
explored with fingertips, while he harshly panted into her face.


"Jesus Christ!" he choked, "I-I'll fuck you if I do, Holly! I swear it...!"


"I ... I know! Hurry ... get naked ... like I'm going to do!" she hissed, 
breaking his hold and suddenly stripping her little nightie over her head. 
"Now ... you see? Do it, Ace! I want you to fuck me ...!"


... Joanne, in her liquor-keened lust, possessively clasped the lean, 
smoothly textured flesh of Jimmy French's narrow young hips and hollowed 
buttocks, sensing his understandable tightness slowly giving way beneath her 
passionate sucking of his handsome young hardness. God, he was so 
beautifully endowed ... his youthful cock so long and thick, its spongy, hot 
head indescribably delectable, filling her mouth and rubbing along the 
length of her tongue toward her throat! By degrees, she would suck it deeper 
and deeper, knowing the more inflamed she became, the more of his long, 
teenage cock she would have to have fucking into her mouth! God, she almost 
wished he was up over her and thrusting it between her lips however he 
chose, without her able to do one thing about it only accept and suck until 
he shot his hot, young sperm in a torrent down her throat! But ... but she 
had to think of Barry, too! Maybe another time with just Jimmy and herself 
... but tonight, Barry was a necessary factor!


She saw her young ward peripherally. Like Jimmy had, he was fisting and 
stroking his swollen young cock as he watched her sucking his best friend. 
Jealous? Perhaps, she reasoned, and God knows, there was no room for that! 
Affectionately, she reached over, brushing his clutching hand away and 
grasping his hardened rod to caress and stroke. Then, while she continued to 
suck, she made Barry understand with gentle, pulling gestures that she 
wanted him behind her, and he moved onto his knees while she guided him 
there to her lewdly spread buttocks, widening the distance between her knees 
so that he would understand! She heard his grunts of youthful, carnal 
passion as he knead his way along the bed between her spread open legs; then 
she left the rest to him...!


"Wh-What are they doing, baby?" Ace questioned, easing back into the closet 
and standing behind her. Her head and hair hid the vent from his view, but 
that wasn't bothering him at the moment. Stripping, he'd come up with a 
chicken feeling. Suppose this Holly doll suddenly turned screamo, or 
whatever? She was hot, all right, and ready, too, but he'd seen those little 
gnats before! One minute it was 'come on lover' and the next, 'you raping 
bastard'! Fuck, he wanted her! Christ, how he wanted to salt it in her, but 
as wild and receptive as the circumstances were ... she was only fifteen! 
Man ... that was jail bait, and he'd already worked up a record by fucking 
thirteen year old Linda Kallay ... the sexy little bitch! Another such 
charge against him ... she'd actually taken out his cock ... could ice him 
for years...!


"Jo is sucking Jimmy's cock like a demon, and Barry's kneeling behind her 
... but I don't know what he's going to do ... fuck her, or what!" the naked 
teenager hissed without moving her head, her lewd use of choice, four-letter 
words like an agitator in his belly and loins. He moved in closer behind 
her, letting his hands encircle her tiny satin-like waist, then continually 
slip around to feel of her soft, giving belly, while the huge, ugly length 
of his cock he eased slowly, experimentally, toward her protruding, naked 
buttocks! Closer and closer he inched, until the swollen arm of it was like 
a flagstaff between the lush underhang of her fully rounded young ass-cheeks 
... and she hadn't shied even once from it! In fact, if anything, she'd 
pressed back against him in an almost inconspicious, undulating movement!


"The goddamned bitch, Ace! She's going to suck him dry!" the raven-haired 
teenager lewdly hissed.


"Y-You like him ... Jimmy ... don't you, baby? I mean, you're heavy on him 
... eh?"


"I did! At least, I though I did ... before this!" Holly turned to look up 
at him. "But it's you tonight, Ace, honest! I want you!"


"To fuck you?"


"Yes ... yes! Really, I do! I'm a virgin, you know ... so for God's sake, 
take it easy!" the intensely excited teenage girl breathed. "B-But I do want 
it, Ace baby! I want you to fuck me!"


Her sincere request with its obscene word twisted the big teenager's guts 
more than anything he could imagine! Shit, he wanted to watch the 
unbelievable show going on in the next room, but he could hardly concentrate 
on it! Here, he had a gem, begging him to fuck him! And next door was a 
scene that he could pump his cock off six times to! Why all together? Space 
these things out ... goddamn ... there weren't too many in a lifetime, were 
there?


His mind hung tight for a moment on Joanne Carter ... and he knew for 
certain that he was going to exploit her! No hurry either! This would almost 
keep a lifetime ... but oh, for a camera to remind her...!


"God, the way Jo is sucking him ... his entire cock is almost disappearing 
into her mouth! It must be going right down into her throat...!"


Ace wasn't sure that his own mouth and throat wouldn't crack open from lack 
of saliva! The feel and softness of Holly so close to him had fired every 
lusty desire he'd ever known ... and he didn't believe that he was that far 
out from the beat! His hands worked with gentleness and she made no motion 
toward stopping them as they moved upward along her sides, her satiny 
ribcage, to cup her young full breasts! She gasped and he knew that she was 
pleased!


Christ, if he'd doubted, the perceptive horny movements of her warm, pliant 
ass-cheeks back against his swollen length of hot cock eliminated all 
skepticism! She was breathing in heated little gasps as he cupped and 
squeezed the perfect fullness of her hardened-nippled, resilient young tits 
... Goddamn, jail-bait or not, what a honey-fuck she was going to be! He let 
one hand traverse down over the soft bowl of her teenage belly, slowly, 
until it came to the silken curls of her puffy little pussy mound! Shit, 
he'd flip! She was like velvet beneath his exploring, feverish young hands. 
Gently, he caressed and stroked the fleshy erogenous area, her breathing 
increasing, her rounded soft ass-cheeks pressuring back, back against his 
pulsing, hard cock! He lowered his hand down between her hot, slightly 
spread young thighs, brushing finger-tips over her tightly pouting 
cunt-lips, drawing his finger slowly upward to trace its moistened, warm 
crevice, before worming one inside the liquid flesh to her tiny clitoris 
that was already erect and quivering!


"Oooohhhh!" Holly passionately sighed under her breath, laying her head back 
against his naked chest. He kissed its crown.


"Christ, you're a hot little mama, Holly!" he whispered, suddenly feeling 
her small hand reaching behind her to wedge between them and curl around his 
now throbbing young cock!


"Y-You haven't seen anything yet, honey!" she quaveringly told him, the feel 
of his hot, youthful hardness in her hand sending unmeasureable excitement 
soaring through him. It was the first penis she'd ever touched or held, and 
it was like an erotic magnet charging her desire! She eased forward, 
glancing through the vent to see Joanne still avidly sucking Jimmy's 
glistening hard cock with lewd, head-bobbing motions, while Barry knelt up 
behind her just staring ... staring with mesmerized young eyes at the sight 
of her naked sister-in-law's whitely upraised buttocks and pink, 
hair-fringed pussy! It was all the dark-haired teenager needed to firm her 
determination. She gently freed Ace's hands and turned to face him, letting 
her own small hands trail down the breadth of his tapered ribcage and over 
his lean hips as she eased with bending legs to her knees, her young 
lust-filled brain racing madly at the thought of what she was going to do! 
Again, she clasped hold of his searing, hardened cock, holding it with thumb 
and two fingers at its broad base as Jo had done to Jimmy!


She felt the big boy erotically jerk beneath her touch, and with her other 
hand she smoothed up and down the innerside of his muscular, hairy thighs, 
finally directing her hand in the darkness to his soft, hanging balls 
cupping their bloated young sack and feeling his testes inside! God ... she 
could almost cum with just the knowing of what she was doing ... and going 
to do!


Ace's young brain reeled as if he were on a high! Fuck, she was kneeling 
right there and holding onto his aching cock as if she were going to...! He 
wished to shit he could see her when and if...! Then he felt the fiery end 
of her wet little tongue burning into the tiny split at the tip of his 
cock-head, choking back the grunt the sensation raised in his throat! 
Mother...! She was licking it ... licking his stiff, blood-thumping cock 
with her scalding little tongue and working his foreskin back and forth! He 
felt her soft, warm lips then ... slipping right over its knob until the 
entire swollen head was inside the wet, fluid heat of her hungrily sucking 
mouth!


He felt it all the way to his shoulder-blades! She was sucking and lashing 
her hot little tongue wildly over it, at the same time cupping and squeezing 
his balls in a gentle rhythm! Too much! Too frigging much! He had to force 
her off it or he'd blow his wad right there...! He drew her back up, 
clutching her tightly against him in her luscious nakedness.


"Christ, mama, I was ready to cum right there!"


"W-Why didn't you?" she hotly hissed, encircling his neck with her slender 
arms and pressuring her impassioned young curves excitedly against him. "I 
was ready!"


"Oh man ... as much as I'd love it, Holly, I've got to fuck you first!"


"All right ... I want that, too ... but let's see what they're doing," she 
whispered, quietly moving back to the vent with him crowding close behind 
her, his long, thick rod of hardness insinuated between the satiny mounds of 
her naked teenage buttocks.


CHAPTER SEVEN


Barry Watts clung to his stiffened young cock as he stared at the sensually 
spacing-out sight of his coach, Billy Carter's, beautiful, twenty-seven year 
old wife's rounded white buttocks splayed nakedly open before him. His 
moment of jealousy at seeing her begin to suck Jimmy's long, thick prick, 
was quickly forgotten. And even now with her softly curved torso moving up 
and down to her sucking rhythm, he paid little attention. Instead, his 
inflamed young eyes traced downward through the smooth crevice separating 
her taut, soft-looking ass-moons, from her tiny, puckered anal mouth to the 
pink ribbon of glistening flesh splitting the silken-haired lips of her wet, 
lewdly exposed cunt! Goddamn ... he was going to fuck her! That's what she 
expected ... wanted him to do ... actually fuck her from behind while she 
sucked his buddy Jimmy...!


He could hear the bigger, older boy's groans, along with Jo's crooning 
sounds as her hotly working lips pulled at his lengthy rod of hardness, 
knowing the crazy-wild feeling and the sweet agony Jimmy was going through! 
She was probably milking his balls, too, the way she had done to him, taking 
more and more of his cock into her mouth every time she bobbed her head down 
onto it...!


"Uuuunngghhhh!" Jimmy French groaned, watching with raised head the 
unbelievable mouthing of his hardened fire-filled young penis. Quivering 
muscular spasms racked his youthful frame from the fantastic sensations 
racing through him. Her hardened-nippled, full white breasts seared into the 
tensed flesh of his thighs as her mouth and head worked in a steady paced, 
relentless tempo. He tried to think and couldn't. Nothing else, but what she 
was doing to him, mattered anyway! The rest of the world wasn't real ... 
this was real! Unrestrainably, he began to thrust upward with his hips, 
sliding his tingling hard cock in and out of her wet, clasping lips with a 
noisy sucking sound, his hands of their own volition reaching down to wind 
into the soft silkiness of her long golden hair. Vaguely, he saw Barry 
kneeling up behind her, the envious thought occurring to him that he was 
probably going to fuck her from behind while she sucked him! Oh man ... he 
just couldn't believe it ... but there it was, and all he had to do was look 
at her obscenely contorted face stuffed with his cock to know it was 
happening! Beautiful Jo Carter, his coach's beautiful blonde wife was 
actually sucking him off...!


Barry had never realized as he leaned to one side watching, that a guy could 
get so wound-up at seeing a girl suck another guy's cock! But man, he was! 
Unknown sensations of lustful intensity charged through his youthful loins. 
He leaned further to better see the puffing of Jo's smoothly complexioned 
cheeks as her head lewdly bobbed, her mouth filled with his best buddy's 
rhythmically-thrusting prick! And Jim's hands were clutching at her long 
blonde hair like a guy riding a horse bareback and holding onto its mane, 
his hips bucking up at her face in a wild, increasing rhythm!


The lewd scene spurring him, Barry returned back to her obscenely offered 
buttocks. His unseasoned young cock felt like a leaded, knob-heavy length of 
aching, blood-engorged flesh! He stared closely for the first time in his 
youthful life at a curvaceous, naked woman's perfectly rounded, full white 
buttocks, stretched luridly open ... beautifully opened to him! Her soft, 
satiny thighs were spread far, tugging at the light, hair-lined lips of her 
pussy, exposing her pink crevice of sensitive, inner cuntal flesh! Dry 
mouthed, Barry feasted on the glistening, slightly gaping delicacy of her 
cunt, his hand still subconsciously grasping and stroking his own pulsating 
hardness. Man, he could almost cum all over her pussy hair just looking at 
it...!


Through the vent of the closet, in her sensually fired nakedness and with 
hot, hard feel of Ace Hackett's long thick cock insinuated between the 
intimate, warm fullness of her buttocks while he cupped and massaged her 
tingling young breasts, Holly excitedly watched Barry bend down to look 
closer at her sister-in-law's lewdly exposed pussy! She saw the ripple of 
electrification tremble along Joanne's voluptuous thighs and the smooth 
white mounds of her upthrusting buttocks as Barry Watts reached hesitantly 
forward, thumbs exploringly pressing apart the swollen, hair-sprinkled lips 
of her wet cunt, until Holly could actually see the moistly quivering 
inner-flesh of the secret, pink pussy walls!


The dark-eyed young girl heard Jo's passionate moan of delight escape around 
Jimmy's deeply imbedded cock in her mouth, and saw her supple white body 
shudder again, the reaction drawing the naked Holly's focal point back to 
Barry once more. Ooohhh ... he'd wedged his face up between her wide spread 
buttocks and thighs, and with thumbs still holding her cunt-lips flowered 
open to him, had shot his moist young tongue hotly into the sensitive, 
glistening flesh! Jo had jerked forward with his first unexpected tongue 
thrust, convulsed in a tiny shiver of delight, then slowly screwed her 
ass-cheeks back against his opened-mouthed young face!


"What's going on for chris' sake?" Ace heatedly whispered, his big, youthful 
hands smoothing down over her belly to the 'V of her naked thighs, their 
backs beginning to massage her hot, wet pussy-lips rubbingly against one 
another!


"Uunnhhh ... ," the naked young teenager sensually moaned under her breath 
at the pleasureful feelings his cuntal caresses were bringing her! "I-In a 
minute ... , just keep doing that, Ace darling, while I watch them fuck 
Billy's wife ... ooohhh...!"


God, at that moment she could care less that Jo was sucking Jimmy ... or who 
was sucking him! Only her own immediate, building passion mattered, and the 
absolutely obscene, lust-provoking spectacle unfolding on the bed before her 
was immeasureably adding to that mounting passion! She watched the blonde, 
older woman's wet, pink vaginal lips spasm in an omniverous opening and 
closing action around the youthful tongue that was hotly worming deeper and 
deeper up into it! Joanne's hanging, nipple-hardened breasts danced and 
swayed to her convulsive shudders of pleasure as she hummed and wantonly 
sucked at the cock of the gaping young Jimmy French beneath her. Then, 
Barry's tongue began an experimental curling and flicking that sent envious 
lashes of sensual flame licking through the younger girl's naked belly. He 
pressed in closer, his young mouth opening wider as if to suck in her entire 
upraised cunt with an obscene, lubricious sound and licking action that was 
driving her own sensitive young loins into a frenzy of lust-incited want...!


Turning from the vent, she looked up at the bigger boy out-lined in the 
darkened shadows of the closet. "Now, Ace darling! I want it now!" she 
hoarsely whispered. Lustfully, she reached down and clasped hold of his hot, 
poling young cock and began to stroke its loose outer sleeve of skin. "But 
God ... be gentle won't you ... at least in the beginning...?"


His raspy breathing increased. "H-How are we going to do it in here...?"


"I-I'll turn around and bend over but let ... let me start it in ... and you 
can watch them through the vent!" Holly eagerly hissed, vibrant with the 
sensual excitement racing through her. "W-Will it hurt much ... I mean the 
first time...?"


"Christ! I'll try not to hurt you, baby ... I'll take it easy!" the big 
naked teenager gasped as she continued to stroke his stone-hard cock.


"Y-You just stand still! Let me put it in and push back onto it as I can! 
I-I'm not very big down there ... okay, darling?"


"Shit ... fuck, yes!" he luridly hissed, his use of the graphic word 
inciting her the more.


"Yes, that's exactly it, lover ... fuck ... and we're going to, right now!"


Quickly, she stretched up to kiss him on the mouth, then swiveled around, 
bending over until she felt that her exposed young ass was perfectly 
positioned! She sensed him easing in close to her, his big warm hands 
suddenly spanning her soft buttocks, and she spread her legs as wide as she 
could, feeling the erogenous weight of her freely hanging breasts; then she 
reached back between her thighs and grasped the swollen rod of his long, 
thick young hardness! With baited breath, she maneuvered him even closer 
using his rigid penis like a handle, then, drew the tip of its bulbous head 
through the softness of her pussy curls and the wet, sensitive flesh between 
her hotly flushed cunt-lips! She heard Ace's grunt as well as her own gasp 
to the fiery contact! With lewd eagerness, she continued to work the smooth 
rubbery head up and down in the wet, liquid flesh, at last and with held 
breath, seating it at the tight mouth of her unfucked vagina!


Experimentally, the naked young Holly in her obscenely bent over position, 
began to press her hips and buttocks backward against the thick, penetrating 
rod of hardened flesh, unprecedented sensations of passion mixed with 
surprising hot pain charging frantically through her! She sensed the sharp 
pangs of her little vaginal mouth expanding in accomodation and she paused 
to take a needed breath ... to momentarily acclimate to the never-before 
eye-popping agony, but her lustful teenage lover didn't!


Christ, he couldn't stand it any longer! Had to get it into her ... this 
soft, luscious honey-fuck! His strong, youthful hands closed tightly on the 
rounded arch of her smooth-skinned hips and as he held her vise-like, he 
continued to worm his seething, thick cock into the hotly resisting sheath 
of her virginal teenage cunt! He felt her obscenely stooped young body tense 
and heard her choking gasps to his unrelenting invasion ... until it was all 
nearly submerged in gradual, tormenting inches and fractions thereof, into 
the tight vulnerable depths of her cringingly waiting young pussy-hole!


"Uuuunnggghhh...!" Holly groaningly hissed, secretly glad that he'd taken 
the initiative, for she never could have stood the working of it into 
herself ... though she was angry and alive with stabbing pain between her 
legs. Damn him! She was stuffed full of his huge cock ... unable to move ... 
like ... like a young pig on a spit, she tormentedly thought. But it was her 
own doing ... and ... and she wanted it ... yes ... yes . ... wanted it 
fucking into her ... even though it painfully burned like a barbed club, her 
young lust-fired brain masochistically raced ... fucking! fucking! fucking 
her ... ooohhhh!


"C-Christ! I-I didn't mean to hurt you, little mama ... if I did!" Ace 
whispered, caressing her naked waist, hips and buttocks as he stood 
unmoving, his heavy teenage length of cock-flesh buried nearly to the hilt 
from behind in her hotly clasping vagina. "A-Are you okay, baby...?"


"Y-Yes ... It's getting better now ... but if I could've breathed I'd have 
screamed bloody murder, damn you, Ace...!"


"Y-You're not up-tight with me, are you, Kitten...?"


"N-No ... not any more ... it doesn't hurt as much! D-Don't stop...! Do it! 
F-Fuck me, darling! Move it in and out ... you know!" she gasped, trying to 
work her hips and buttocks back and forth with further little get-aquainted 
motions.


He did, and gentler than she'd expected, but she still wasn't sure but what 
she'd let her passion run away with her! God, if only she'd taken him on the 
bed in the normal way...! His long, thick cock was beyond her tight young 
capacity ... but he'd wormed it right up into her burningly stretched cuntal 
passage and was working it painfully in and out of her. She ground her teeth 
tightly together and dug her nails into the soft flesh of her legs where 
they braced against her knees, while the racking of his entry fought a 
losing battle to the lascivious thoughts swirling around in her young, 
passion-dazed brain.


She thought of her absolutely lurid, passive position, bent before him like 
a little whore, and the mental picture of his long, thick cock squeezing 
into her wet pink cuntal hole ... and this interspersed with her older 
sister-in-law's sucking of Jimmy French's hardened cock while Barry Watts 
licked her pussy from behind! God ... stand it a little longer ... if she 
could ... yes, it was getting better ... sliding in and out easier! It was 
going to be all right ... just a few more minutes ... she was being fucked 
... ooohhh ... for the first time in her young life ... truly fucked...!


Wild sensations ripped through Ace Hackett's strong, naked young body at her 
determined attempt of take him! Christ, what a chick she was! When she'd 
said she wanted to get fucked, she wasn't just blowing salve! Man, she was 
probably a virgin, all right, but he hadn't felt her cherry pop ... though 
he knew that a lot of girls lost 'em somewhere along the way. Hot balls, her 
sweet cunt-hole was like two hot searing hands clutching at his aching cock! 
How he wished to shit he could see it sinking up into her, he wildly 
thought, easing it out, then back in again, clawing at her satiny hips as he 
purposely thrust a little harder and further. She grunted, her young, bent 
curvaceousness tensing, but helplessly as he clung to her, straining his 
pulsating hardness until it was buried deep in the liquid heat of her 
vibrantly swallowing pussy-well, his hairy pelvis flushed hard against the 
soft yielding give of her lovely teenage ass-mounds!


The lewdly positioned young girl felt the piercing shock of painful pleasure 
his bludgeoning cock-head made when it nudged all the way up into her 
cervix, choking the groan back down into her throat as she tried to move a 
little forward and away from his deeply drilling impalement...! But then, 
the hot exciting feel of his hard, hairy young pelvis pressured against and 
between the spread of her taut, naked buttocks seemed to lessen the 
unpleasantness and her breathing quickened with the thought that she had 
taken all of him! God, being fucked the way she was getting it ... big Ace 
Hackett, the darling, ravishing her cunt from behind ... filling her 
seething little pussy-channel with his throbbing hardness ... it was 
beautiful! She began to undulate her nakedly presented ass-cheeks in 
lustful, rhythmic little circles back at his long, thick length of hardened 
cock-flesh fucking into her!


"Unnhhh ... Ace ... darling ... it's good! Groovy! Give it to me! Fuck me, 
lover!" she passionately whispered, turning her head to look back toward him 
in the darkness. "Look through the vent, baby, and see what they're doing! 
Tell me how they're fucking Billy's wife while you fuck me...!"


* * *


Jimmy French had seen Barry's slackened-mouthed face disappear down behind 
the naked buttocks of their coach's beautiful blonde wife, and again he 
could only imagine what his buddy might be doing! Man, what a mind-bending 
sight she must be from back there...!


* * *


Suddenly Jo began to hum around his almost totally absorbed rod of hardness 
in her sucking mouth, and he saw her grind her hips hotly back toward 
Barry's unseen head behind them! He felt her soft, hot lips creeping further 
onto his throbbing cock, the muscles of her throat fluidly working as she 
began to swallow in a clutching, drawing rhythm, making his simmering loins 
tense and jerk beneath her! Goddamn, it was almost as if she were trying to 
suck his entire rod of cock-flesh right down into her throat!


It's heavily pulsing head throbbed and jumped wildly with the incredible 
lickings of her curling tongue caressing its sides. She sucked in a knowing, 
smooth up and down motion, and as he watched her inner-lips bizarrely being 
pulled out, the pinkish inner flesh clinging to his throbbing cock-shaft, he 
couldn't help but wildly think what a crazy, upside-down world it was! 
Beautiful Jo, all naked and lovely, obscenely sucking his cock ... his! Shit 
and double shit! He loved her! And she must love him, the way she was doing 
it, her scorching, pink-berried tits swaying and yielding against the tensed 
muscles of his thighs from the short up and down motions of her pumping 
torso...!


Damn! He inwardly cursed, suddenly aware that he could see Barry's 
reflection and every movement in the vanity mirror! He was licking her 
pussy, had been ... but now he was raising up straight, his face shining wet 
from its secreting moisture! He was holding his stiffened cock and kneeing 
up closer behind her! Something akin to a pang of jealousy raked Jimmy's 
entrails, but he knew it was not that. Barry was going to fuck her, but who 
had a better right ... unless it was her husband, Billy! Man, it was all so 
wild! In truth, she belonged to the team, didn't she? Sure, he loved her, 
but so would they ... every one ... even old Phalanx Reed with that oafish 
cock of his...! Then he saw Barry drawing the purple head of his swollen 
prick upward through the hair-lined crevice of Jo's exposed pink cunt ... 
placing it strategically, and with a hip-thrusting charge, hurrying the 
solid length of white, blood-hardened flesh with a resounding slap into her 
fluidly sucking cuntal passage, his bloated teenage balls swinging against 
the wide splayed pinkness of her clitoris beneath! Oh man, he was really, 
really fucking her...!


The intoxicating sensations hopelessly claiming Joanne's perspiring, 
lust-driven body were nothing short of maddening enchantment to her! The 
weird emotion of sadism had never even remotely seeped into her brain, but 
it did at that moment, bubbling through her veins at the lecherous thought 
of possessing both of their innocent, teenage bodied ... cocks ... at once! 
Unknown flames of lewdly depraved desire sent flickering tingles over the 
raw nerve-ends of her deliciously naked flesh as Barry's young, swollen 
hardness probed shallowly into the depths of her hot, wet vagina, his 
teenage, cum-filled testicles grazing and taunting her tiny, erect clitoris 
in blissful rhythm. His lean, boyishly hard pelvis was smacking and further 
spreading the soft resilient moons of her upraised buttocks with every solid 
stroke! He'd never fucked a girl before, she was certain, and at that very 
moment she was claiming that innocence from him! But, he already belonged to 
her! She'd sucked him, and now she was his first fuck ... his true love ... 
just as Jimmy, her beautiful darling Jimmy, was going to be!


God, he lay prostrate and almost helpless beneath her, her Jimmy ... nearly 
wild-eyed! She stared down at the curling, light pubic-hairs growing around 
the base of his bigger, teenage cock. She moved her soft, warm palm closer 
to cup his semen-filling young balls, enclosing them gently to fondle and 
caress as she continued to ardently, hungrily, suck him.


God, how had she ever endured it this long without knowing the forbidden 
pleasure of their young bodies ... the virile freshness of their youthful 
hardened penises? One thing for certain, she could never ... would never 
deny herself again ... wanton, depraved, lecherous ... however the 
lust-fulfilling taboo might be termed! She'd continue to seduce and love 
them at every opportunity, she knew, and that fervently wicked thought 
caused her to suck more vigorously, while she luridly skewered her naked 
buttocks backwards onto Barry's viriley hardened young cock with 
unrestrainable passion.


The sensually possessed, naked young wife imagined a white heat smoldering 
in her belly and loins as she undulated the spread ovals of her voluptuous 
buttocks in little circles with intentional lewdness. Tauntingly, she 
squeezed and released with her internal vaginal muscles at the boyish pole 
of swollen penile sinew desperately stroking into her seething wet channel 
from behind, hearing his uncontrollable moans of never-before gratification. 
Simultaneously, she zealously pulled with her moistly locked lips at the 
pulsing, teenage cock sliding in and out of her mouth, her sucking cheeks 
hollowing and bloating with obscene, oral sucking noises. Again, she 
explored its tiniest ridge and wrinkle with eagerly laving tongue, then, its 
tip, licking and stabbing almost fiendishly at the tiny slit in the 
blood-inflated glans!


I-It would cum soon ... the ultimate moment ... to feel and taste his 
boyish, virile sperm shooting into her mouth! She hoped it would explode 
like a boiling stream ... open like a fountain for her to gulp at its hot 
thickness as it dribbled down her throat to fill her belly! Ooohhhhh ... and 
her Barry's hardened youthful cock fucking into her from behind would flood 
her burning cunt until she was beautifully drenched and drowning in their 
scalding young jism! It was hers ... all hers ... and she wanted every last 
drop her teenage lovers could squirt into her...!


Ace gaped through the vent, but his vision was half-blurred by his own 
thrustings into the tightly grasping cunt of Holly's voluptuously bent 
forward nakedness. Still, he saw enough of the three-way circus lustfully 
being performed on the bed in the next room to increase the hot churning in 
his bloated young testicles by ten-fold!


Goddamn, what a mind-warper that blonde sensuous bitch was! Not to take 
anything from the sweet little mama who was lewdly bowed before him ... who 
had all by herself, dropped onto her knees to suck his cock and wondered why 
he hadn't blown his nuts in her mouth...! Shit, she was a hot, young dream, 
with the sexy face and body to go with it, and he was going to fuck her 
often ... let her suck him, too ... but that had nothing to do with groovy 
Jo Carter! Maybe it was because he knew that the luscious blonde cunt hated 
his guts ... yeah, and that was going to make it all the more wild when he 
crawled up between her legs, and fucked the shit out of her! Christ, he 
hoped to hell she'd fight him...!


"Wh-What're they doing, Ace lover?" Holly hissed up and back at him. "Tell 
me ... oooohhhh ... it's so good, darling! Fuck into my cunt a little harder 
and ... and tell me what you see!"


"Shit, their blowing their frigging gourds, just about like me!" the big 
teenager harshly whispered, his hot hands powerfully clutching at the 
softness of her offered young buttocks and hips as he lengthened his stroke 
and shot it home with increasing force. "Jo's sucking off French like his 
cock was a popsickle, and he looks like he's about ready to shoot his load 
any goddamned minute! Barry's fucking her from behind now ... just like 
this, baby!" he said, demonstrating with speeded up strokes in and out of 
her wetly dilated young vagina; then his lust-filled brain suggested he go a 
bit further. He hotly whispered the lie: "Jumping shit...! Barry's finger 
fucking her asshole!"


"Oh ... oh God!" Holly moaned, knowing how that felt when she made herself 
cum! She pictured Barry doing it to her naked sister-in-law from behind 
while he fucked her ... and Ace doing the same to her, the thought 
lasciviously inflaming her teenage passion! "Do ... do it to me, Ace! Now! 
Go ahead, lover ... shove your finger in my ass!"


In and out ... in-out-in-out, the big, naked boy thrust and pulled his solid 
length of thick penile flesh, his charged mind reveling in the almost 
choking heat of her plea! It'd worked; the sweet little mama was a 
lust-happy fireball! She wanted it all, and baby, she'd came to the right 
guy! His cock was bursting into her now as if she were some over-ripened 
fruit! Her tender, girlish cunt had taken to relaxing completely before he 
plunged it into her, then swallowing its long, thick hardness and holding it 
fast in a hot, hungry clutch of excited muscles! Self education, he lewdly 
thought. He could feel her tensing with every fucking stroke, little gasps 
escaping her in her wild, stooped-over position, and he'd begun to grind his 
own teeth with the hotly expanding pressure building in his groin. His cock 
seemed unnaturally swollen with an almost super sensitive hurt as he felt 
the fleshy liquid ridges of her hot young pussy-channel giving was before 
his heavily pistoning strokes.


He positioned his hands and stretched the taut satiny mounds of her young, 
baby-skinned ass cheeks wider apart, wishing to Christ he could see the pink 
hair-fringed folds of her moist, glistening cunt-flesh clinging tightly 
around his cock fucking up into her! Next time, he'd have a battery of 
lights! Seeing was almost as good as the fucking itself! He slid one finger 
down to collect a wet, slippery coating from her moistly expanded cunt-mouth 
and his own driving hardness, before easing it up to probe at the stretched, 
raised circle of her tiny, puckered anal lips. Then, he pressed, not too 
gently, feeling it automatically resist the intrusion. She gasped and it 
popped open before his finger-pressure, his thick finger slipping slowly 
into the cringing rubbery depths while she panted beneath him in a youthful, 
wanton stream of agonized delight! Christ ... he'd really fuck her there one 
of these sweet days!


"Oooooohhhh ... ooohhhh ... Ace lover! Agggghhhhhh...!" she groaned aloud, 
unable to hold it back.


"Shhhhh ... for Christ's sake, you want to get us both hung?" he hissed, the 
ridiculousness of his remark hitting him when he looked through the vent to 
see if Holly's moans had been overheard! Shit, there .wasn't anyone in that 
room who could hear an earthquake, even if the goddamned bed fell down!


"Ooooohhhh ... do it, darling!" Holly whispered lewdly back at him. "Don't 
stop! Finger-fuck my asshole...!"


And beyond the vent in the next room, Joanne Carter's glazed blue eyes began 
to open and close in a liquor and lust-stupored haze of sensual rapture. She 
sucked demonically and spread her naked thighs wider, thrusting her lewdly 
positioned buttocks higher and more open to Barry's hammering, teenage cock! 
With every ramming stroke, she felt with keen passion his youthful, 
cum-bloated balls slapping against the palpitating bud of her tiny clitoris, 
while the young pubic hair of his pelvis tantalizingly brushed against the 
sensitive inner edges of her nakedly working ass mounds.


The warm saliva in her voraciously sucking mouth thickened. It was becoming 
more viscious now and she tasted the sweetness of escaping emmissions 
seeping from the slit of his masculine, teenage cock! She could feel its 
rubbery tip nudging at the back of her throat when she sucked it deep, and 
his tensed, muscular young body writhing and straining in near climatic 
movements!


Abruptly, Jimmy's hands tightened in her hair, endeavoring to move her mouth 
up and down more forcefully on his thickening, teenage cock that was now 
manfully fucking her face! It was as if her mouth was a tight, hairless cunt 
into which he would soon squirt his lust-fired, virile young sperm, and the 
older woman in her willingness became the harem slave! She moaned 
passionately around it driving deep into her throat, wildly imagining that 
it was trying to meet the other cock that was fucking so excitedly up into 
her steaming cunt from behind!


Ace Hackett was beside himself in his own lustful excitement! He sensed his 
thick middle finger with lewd fascination, plunge into the depths of Holly 
Carter's obscenely offered asshole, the snug little sphincter ring clinging 
tightly to it! Christ, he'd never done anything like this before ... 
finger-fuck a girl's ass ... and by request, yet! Shit, he was going to 
squirt into her like hot, molten metal in just about a minute! The little 
mama was too much ... way out ... up there someplace!


He began to move his finger around inside the hot, spongy back channel, 
suddenly feeling his own rampaging hard cock through the thin separating 
wall of flesh ... feel it hammering into her vagina almost as if it belonged 
to someone else! Fuck, she was pumping her naked buttocks back in a lustful 
rhythm onto them, his screaming hard cock and reamingly stiff finger, 
undulating her sensual young hips in shamelessly lurid circles, completely 
caught up in their fucking!


Holly had fallen into a breathtaking spell of sheer carnal entrancement! 
She'd never dreamed that wanton fucking could be so overpoweringly heavenly! 
She was lost to it, she knew, and in a vagueness of unharnassable thoughts, 
understanding her sister-in-law's lecherous seductions! What else was there? 
Love and fuck ... were all ... the basis ... the hub! She might have a 
stolen page from Jo's book, easily found dislike within her for Ace ... but 
not now, never again, with the loving joy he'd brought her on this, her 
first time! This was it! Love and passion ... the secret of everything, and 
Jo at twenty seven was just finding it out! How lucky she was at fifteen! 
Ooooohhhh ... the intoxicating pressure building rapidly inside her frenzied 
loins and belly was erotic bliss! She was going to cum! Big Ace's long, 
thick cock and plunging finger in her asshole were going to cause her to 
erupt like a volcano at any second! Love, love, love ... fuck, fuck, 
fuck...!


"Oooohhhhhh ... harder, darling ... both, harder! Give it to me, Ace lover 
... please ... fuck hard!" she lustfully begged. "I-I-I'm ... I'm going to 
cummmmm! Ooooohhhh ... now, darling ... yesssss ... I'm 
cummmiiiiinnnnggg...!"


Holly's words alone were enough to trigger his own wildly growing orgasm! He 
thrust his probing finger deep into her asshole, worming it mercilessly 
around, and she threw her nakedly offered ass mounds back against him in 
wild, pumping passion! In a moment, he withdrew his buried finger to the 
hissing of a lewd airish sound filling the little closet! He brutally 
clutched her taut, smooth hips and jerked her backward onto his deeply 
skewering rod of screamingly hard cock-flesh! He felt her thighs and 
youthful buttocks sweeping wider apart before his frenzied ass-flattening 
attack as he sensed his boiling sperm pumping up from his teenage balls and 
raging along the channel toward the knob of his cock in brain-destroying 
ecstasy!


For Holly, it had already begun, the great bubble bursting inside her, at 
the same moment that Ace's huge, boyish cock fucking into her from behind, 
began to shoot its white, hot cum deep in her hungrily drinking young cunt! 
It splashed maddeningly against the smooth, wet walls of her cunt, and she 
could feel it foaming back out her cuntal-lips to drench the thinly growing 
pubic hair of his leanly driving pelvis.


Behind her, she heard him groan and whimper to the screwing of her eager 
buttocks back onto his still hotly spewing young cock! She bit at her lips 
to contain the erotic cry of wildly growing orgasm rising in her throat! 
Then ... again, she felt her young girl body explode into what seemed to be 
an inexhaustible array of colorful, bursting stars, and she could not hold 
back the throaty cry as the very life seemed to drain from her ... until she 
thought she was going to tumble forward onto her face!


At that moment, the nakedly jerking blonde woman heard nothing but the 
almost insipid cry of the boy beneath her!


"Oooooohhhhh shit ... aaauuuuggghhh...!" Jimmy French quite out of 
character, groaned as he began to frantically writhe beneath her. "It ... 
it's gonna ... goddamn! I can feel it cuuummmmmiiinnnn'! Unnnhhhh ... here 
... here it cummmmssss!"


The words alone were enough to send the blonde, naked wife into a state of 
trembling anticipation! And seconds later, her tightly engulfing mouth was 
deluged with a torrent of hot, thick semen that raged down her wantonly 
swallowing throat in a fury of seething fire! She fought for breath as she 
gulped in lecherous hunger at the white, creamy sperm squirting wildly from 
his virile young cock-head buried to the depths of her hungrily working 
throat! Feverishly, Joanne milked at his young, swollen balls, the sensation 
of his climax alone enough to trigger her own orgasm! But at the same time, 
deep in her belly from behind, she felt Barry's cock expanding and pulsating 
as it fucked furiously into her lustfully clasping cunt! Then ... too, began 
spewing its hot-white young semen deep up into the eagerly clasping 
sanctuary of her sensuously burning vagina!"


"O o o o o h h h h h h ... oooohhhh, Mannnnn ... Nooowwwww ... Nooowwwww!" 
he cried, his young boyish voice trailing off into a near whine!


Joanne mewled in ultra-erotic bliss around the tender, still hotly 
ejaculating boy-penis in her mouth, while at the same moment, sensing 
Barry's spasmodic squirts of teenage jism splashing pleasureably about 
inside her hot, needing belly! She sensed it gushing back and seeping out 
between the hair-lined lips of her tightly grasping pussy, onto the quickly 
drenched hair of his young pelvis. His rapidly emptying young balls were 
jammed tightly against her sensitively jerking clitoris below, causing her 
frenzied, naked body to convulsively squirm forward ... but it was over, and 
they were falling away and out of her...!


Slowly, but clinging to something of feminine provocativeness, Jo moved to 
one side, lowering herself onto the bed in a welcomed, satiated reclining 
position, eyeing them individually and collectively. This ... this moment 
was where the axis of it all rested. She looked at them, boys wholly 
depleted in their own lustful nakedness that she had fired! God, she wasn't 
sorry! Should she say as much ... or nothing?


* * *


"W-We're going to play tennis in the morning, Jo," Barry amazingly told her, 
getting up to pull on his shorts. "That okay...? You didn't have anything 
for me to do, did you?"


She gaped at him. What an angel he was! Saying that, pulling on his shorts, 
all to lessen any feelings she might know ...


"Yeah ... we've got a match in the morning, Jo," Jimmy suddenly agreed, 
jumping up and grabbing his underwear!


"Fine ... No, there's nothing for you to do, Barry," she heard herself as 
she threw her negligee around her and walked toward the door, strange 
sensations in the aftermath of their little orgy prickling her. "You should 
cut the lawn tomorrow evening, though...."


"Okay."


"G-Good night, boys ... "


"'Night, Jo!"


CHAPTER EIGHT


The following afternoon, the San Carmella Imps took a 21 to 7 drubbing from 
the Red Oak Insurgents, a team, according to Jo, that her Imps should have 
whipped by at least four touchdowns. Billy Carter's blonde young wife was 
fit to be tied, which she let her boys know during the half-time pep talk in 
the locker room.


"What the devil is wrong with you out there?" she snapped, standing in the 
center of their resting, sprawled young bodies, glaring from one to the 
other of them. "You're not doing anything right! Your blocking is terrible 
and your tackling worse! You're letting those clods fake you out and they're 
running through our line like it was a sieve! And you, Jimmy, my God!" she 
addressed the young quarterback as if the night before had never happened. 
"You fumbled the hand-off three times in the first quarter! Your passes are 
all short and you're calling plays like someone stumbling around in a fog! 
What is it? What's wrong ... don't you feel well?"


"I-I don't know, Jo, I ... I just can't seem to click, is all," Jimmy French 
replied, not looking at her and toying awkwardly with his helmet. He could 
have told her the truth, that he was dragging, that after what had happened 
the night before he couldn't get to sleep just thinking about it ... about 
her! He hadn't even kept his tennis date with Barry, he'd been so pooped 
after laying there most of the night, his worked up brain filled with 
nothing but lust-charged memories of her naked curves and the way she had 
sucked his cock while Barry fucked her from behind! But he didn't tell her 
any of that; she might think he was blaming her, and that could mean the end 
of everything between them! Cripes, he didn't believe he could stand that 
now, not after last night ... and like Holly had said, there were things 
more important than football!


"Well you better start clicking this half, or you're going to find yourself 
on the losing end of a ball game!" the pony tailed blonde wife in her 
inevitable sweat suit sharply advised. "Your only behind by seven points, 
and you should be able to get that back in the first few minutes of play," 
she went on, knowing the entire team hinged on the handsome young 
quarterback's skill as a field general. When he was off, the whole team just 
fell apart. She knew that she was being unnecessarily harsh with him, that 
after all it was only a game they should play for the enjoyment of it, but 
she just couldn't help herself. That her boys should be a winning 
combination was tremendously important to her. She was the only woman coach 
in the league and her ego demanded that her players out perform those of her 
male counter parts. "Mix up your plays more, Jimmy, and try to lead your 
receivers with your passes. God, you know how it's done ... I don't have to 
tell you!"


"Why not give him a little rest, Jo?" Ace Hackett put in, eyeing her 
unflinchingly from the floor where he sat. "Maybe old Jim had a hard night 
or something." He almost leered. "Let me have a whack at it this half."


Joanne ignored the big, homely-faced boy as if he had not spoken. She had no 
intentions of letting him play, but was not about to create a scene with him 
and surely, it would lead to that. After the night before outside the gym 
and the things he'd said to her ... implied, at least ... she was just that 
little bit frightened of him. Though it was impossible that he could really 
know the truth, she wasn't about to take any chances with him. Instead, she 
changed the tone of her voice to a more encouraging one and spent the 
remainder of the half-time suggesting specific plays to Jimmy and the 
first-string backs, while Ace Hackett and his second-team followers huddled 
off to themselves....


"You think she'll put you in, Ace?" Phalanx Reed, a two hundred pound, 
oafish boy of sixteen, questioned. His simple face was expressionless, his 
little watery eyes innocently blank as he stared at the buddy he regarded as 
his best friend.


"Yeah ... about the same time she gives you the nod, Phalanx," Ace Hackett 
drily answered, raising a few snickers from some of the others.


"Oh, she never lets me play," the oafish boy said, but without malice, as if 
it were an understandable fact. "I'm too slow and clumsy ... not good like 
you, Ace."


"You could be top drawer, Phalanx, and still she wouldn't let you play," 
fifteen year old Pete Jarvis, a well built redheaded boy bitterly commented. 
"And I don't mind telling you guys, I've had it with her. I wish Billy were 
here, then we'd all get a shot at it."


"Yeah ... Jo just plays her favorites, like French, Rock, and the rest of 
the bunch," Lucky Smith, another fifteen year old put in. "I'm with Pete. I 
think it's time we did something about it!"


"Like what, Smitty ... tell our daddies?" Ace chided. "Fuck, my old man'd 
tell me to drop dead. Though, he'd grunt; I feel for you ... now get lost!"


"Maybe if our fathers got together, Ace, they'd decide to do something about 
it," Pete Jarvis suggested.


"Nawwwww ... that's kid stuff for Chris'sake!" Ace spat at him. "But I'm 
going to do something about it ... and you guys are going to help!" the big 
boy informed, lowering his voice. "Come on in a little closer so I don't 
have to talk too loud ... I want to clue you on something that's about to 
blow your kazoos. Then, I'll tell you my plan ... a little gem we're going 
to put into action right after this game ... and I guarantee you, cats, it's 
sure fire and wilder than double stamp night in a whore house...!"


* * *


Holly sitting by herself in the stands amongst the small crowd of parents, 
friends, and faithful followers of the junior teams, found herself acridly 
elated at the lacing the Imps were taking. It was pleasing her to no end 
watching Jimmy French club around like a fumbling idiot, and the expression 
on her sister-in-law's face from the bench was nothing short of disaster 
itself. Damn her, it was serving her right, after the way she had connived 
and stolen Jimmy for herself last night. God, when she thought about it, the 
dark-eyed, raven-haired teenager could hardly believe it all had happened 
... Jo with Jimmy and Barry, while she and Ace had watched ... fucked and 
watched!


Unnhhhh ... what a different opinion of Ace Hackett that exciting little 
session had left her with! Wow, he was a groovy cat, all right, big but 
gentle, and with all the real know-how! That's what every girl ought to have 
her first time, a guy who'd been there enough to put her through the paces, 
not some frightened boy with the hots who was probably more of a virgin than 
the girl ... and she'd bet that description fit Jimmy! Though she still dug 
him a bundle, she could live without him now ... the kiddish nonsense of 
handsome faces and dancing ability suddenly seemed insipid to her. Ace was 
anything but a pretty boy in the face, but he sure had it where it counted 
... and he knew how to turn a girl on with the right four letter words at 
the most strategic times!


Inwardly, the voluptuous young girl experienced an exciting little ripple of 
sensual delight at her secret thoughts. She was now a full fledged 'little 
mama,' as Ace liked to call her, and her lover boy was sitting right down 
there on the bench with the broad, padded shoulders, his tender parts all 
safely concealed in his jock-strap ... at least, she hoped they were safely 
concealed from any stupid injury that might put them out of commission. 
Though on second thought, it hardly seemed necessary; Jo had no intentions 
of letting him play, even with Jimmy put there blowing the game ... and that 
he was certainly doing. He was as bad in this half as he'd been in the 
first; still Jo wouldn't give Ace a chance!


Damn her, the vivacious young teenager in her hot-pants and braless jersey, 
bitterly cursed within. As much as she wanted to be close to her voluptuous 
blonde sister-in-law, and had truly felt a loving warmth at one point the 
night before, Holly was in complete accord with Ace's lurid plan. If anyone 
ever did, Joanne had it coming to her, and she was surely going to get it, 
regardless whether the Imps won or lost. But there didn't seem to be much 
doubt about that, either ... the score was 21 to 7 and the Insurgents were 
inside the Imps twenty yard line with less than a minute to play. Time for 
her to go down and do her little thing with the water pail!


Ace had assured her it was a real light dose, but enough to key up the whole 
squad. Whether Jo had any or not was unimportant. The boys would surely 
drink their fill, and Ace had, by this time, advised his friends to guzzle 
their share. It should be a wild show, the beautiful bodied, sexily dressed 
young girl thought to herself. She'd gone the pot route a few times, but 
never acid. Anyway, she was only going to be a spectator. Jo was the star 
performer, and she'd bet that when the final curtain rang down, her 
beautiful sister-in-law would have some new viewpoints regarding the 
fairness of coaching a football team ... or some wild ones concerning the 
lecherous seduction of young boys...!


* * *


Joanne moved into the locker room with her dejected young team, hardly aware 
that Holly had joined and was behind her. Within, she seethed at the stupid 
drubbing they had taken ... the first game lost in the last thirteen. She 
hadn't even walked over to shake the Insurgents coach's hand in a good 
sportsmanship gesture. She was that angry! And they were about to hear it!"


"All right, you incredibly stumbling ... oafish ... fumbling young 
knotheads!" she uncontrollably spat. "Sit down! All of you, sit down! I have 
a few words to say, and they won't take long!" God, she knew she should try 
to control her rage, that Billy would bitterly chastise her if he were 
there, but he wasn't! They were all her boys, and the Imps her team! Worse, 
they had just ridiculously lost a game they should have won hands down! "You 
played worse the second half than you did the first ... if that's possible! 
I'm sick inside and disgusted with the lot of you! Not one boy can I point 
out as playing better than the rest! You were all absolutely horrible! I'm 
ashamed to say that I'm your coach ... and I think Billy would feel the 
same! Jimmy ... you ... you were utterly a fool out there! What ever gave 
Billy and I the idea that you had genius abilities at quarterback leaves me 
blank at the moment! The line, every last one of you, played like a 
kindergarten class! You so called backs could have done as well if you were 
crippled! Quite frankly ... I'm considering disbanding the team after such a 
showing and starting over!"


The enraged young wife was surprised when she heard no groans, nor even the 
slightest response to her cutting statements, especially the last. They 
merely sat with drooped heads ... tired, drooped heads ... but what did they 
expect the game of football to be? Holly handed her a dipper of water and 
she drank it all. Her throat was parched from her anger.


"Has anyone a word ... just one word to say in rebuttal?" she pressed. "I 
mean, why, boys, why? You, Jimmy, above all the others, you sicken me the 
most! A ... A ... A girl ... child ... frilly little dolly could have out 
played you today! You were absolutely disgusting! Our near perfect record, 
clumsily ruined ... and I've got to blame you! My God, can't you say 
something?"


Ace nudged Peter Jarvis next to him, then looked up to catch Holly's pretty 
eye. He winked and she returned it. Goddamn, what a hot little chick was 
she, in her hot-pants and no hammock jersey! Sweet Jo could learn lessons 
from her, but it was too late for that, now! The viper-tongued, blonde 
dazzler was going to get her schooling from another source, unlimited, and 
no broad ever had it coming more than she did! Christ, French was wilted 
like a tulip dragged through shit! Maybe he'd had an off day, or perhaps it 
was the way she'd drained him last night, the big boy could care less; 
whichever, she was laying on him right before the whole team the way it 
shouldn't be done. He was good ... damned good ... enviously good, and he'd 
made the Imps from the onset. To rip him like this was doing nothing more 
than shattering the whole team foundation! Billy'd hang her by her ponytail 
if he were there ... but of course, he wasn't, and she knew it! Maybe, 
everyone knew it ... even her at that moment, because she'd just reached up 
in expected fashion and clutched at her forehead! It was working, he thought 
as he unlaced his shoes and began to strip. The party was on! "Start getting 
undressed!" he whispered to Peter Jarvis next to him. "She's just beginning 
to feel it ... "


The uptight young woman hardly could conceive of what had suddenly inspired 
wavering sensations to begin in her head ... but they had!


Their rapidly growing intensity seemed to milk the anger from her, or 
perhaps dilute it, for she found herself standing in the center of her 
young, surrounding boys without words to speak! But she hardly felt ill ... 
rather, invigorated, excited ... and terribly loose, almost the way she had 
felt the night before with Barry and Jimmy! But, of course, that was insane! 
She shook her head in a reflexive effort to throw off the strange sensation. 
God ... better drop it right there and go up to the house!


"You should've let us had a swing at it, Jo baby!" Ace said, gaining his 
feet, with Phalanx behind him helping to pull off his sweat jersey, removing 
his shoulder pads, then stepping back as the big, second-string quarterback 
kicked off his protective uniform pants.


Joanne, dumbfounded at his unexpected shamelessness right in front of her 
... and Lord, Holly was there, too, gaped at the muscular, well built 
teenager as he stripped to nothing more than his athletic supporter!


"What ... what the devil do you think you're doing, young man?" the shocked 
female coach snapped at him from her sudden, bewildering moment of 
stimulation. "You might at least wait until Holly and I are out of here 
before you so vulgarly decide to strip!"


She realized then that he was insolently standing there spread-legged with 
hands on lean hips and openly leering at her!


"Damn, coach honey ... if you don't beat all!" Ace said, his homely face 
stretched in a lurid grin. "Here, I thought you dug naked boys with young, 
hard cocks, and instead you're getting all uptight ... but wait a sec, maybe 
this will help...!" and with that he was rolling his jock-strap down off his 
narrow hips and buttocks, until he stood entirely naked before her, his 
long, thickly flaccid penis spurting from its hairy source and clinging to 
the flesh of his testicles from the tight elastic enclosure! "There, that 
more to your liking, Jo doll...?"


An awe-stricken sensation of emptiness, blended with an unfathomable chill 
of excitement gripped at the pony-tailed, blonde girl's soft belly to 
abruptly spread through her voluptuous body like an electric current! She 
could only stare at the lewdly grinning youth standing completely naked 
before her, hardly aware that more of the boys were following his lead, 
stripping their uniforms and jocks away, until tanned, muscular young bodies 
and teenage genitals were nakedly surrounding her! Then, as if adding insult 
to injury, Ace Hackett reached down to obscenely grasp hold of his swelling 
length of penile flesh and began to lewdly stroke it before her disbelieving 
eyes!


"Wh-What's the meaning of this ... this despicable outrage?" Joanne heard 
her own harshly gasping voice, her hand creeping defensively to her throat 
as she took several steps backward, until a bench stopped her. She couldn't 
take her eyes from the obscene sight of the teenager grossly fondling and 
stroking his growing long, thick hardness, the almost intoxicating 
light-headedness which had swept over her, though confusing, a secondary 
issue at the moment!


"Awwww, come on, Jo baby," Ace Hackett teased, his big hand working the 
sleeved foreskin of his thick, lengthily hardened cock back and forth, 
exposing its purplish, blood-filled head. "Now, you know what this is and 
what you like to do to 'em ... suck and fuck ... remember ... Jimmy French 
and Barry Watts last night? That's right, Coachie ... we know the whole 
scene, so don't try to play the naive chick with us, or give us a spiel 
about what your husband, Billy'll do to us, eh? Because you aren't going to 
tell him one fucking thing about our little party, unless you want that 
maybe he should blow his cool. Hell, he might even decide to sew that hungry 
little cunt of yours right up right ... and none of us guys would want 
that...."


The young blonde wife, caught up in her maze of incredible emotions, found 
herself speechless, barely able to think as she blankly gaped at the naked, 
teenage bodies surrounding her, each and every one obscenely clutching at 
his youthfully menacing, rod of swelling hardness. Their young faces were a 
sea of leers ... of vindictive arousal! Somewhere in the room, as delayed 
spicy reaction to Ace's graphic use of lewd four letter words rippled 
through her, Joanne heard a feminine gasp and remembered ... Holly! God ... 
it had to be a pre-conceived plot, but ... but could her own young 
sister-in-law be a part of it?


"Now hold up, Ace!" Jimmy French ordered, pushing his way beyond the ring of 
naked, aroused teenagers, still wearing his stained uniform as he faced the 
stripped, second-string quarterback. He wasn't exactly bubbling with 
affection for his blonde lover of the night before, not after the way she 
had just degraded him before the whole team, but what Hackett had in mind 
was nothing short of gang rape!


"Don't give my any trouble, Jim boy," Ace unflinchingly warned, "or you 
might wind up on the short end of a nasty lacing. That goes for you, too, 
Barry," the big teenager added as Barry Watts shouldered his way to side his 
friend. "You cats are like outnumbered by a couple dozen lusty guys who feel 
that our sweet coach, Jo, should spread her cunt and mouth around a little 
more, eh? You had yours last night ... and now it's our turn ... you get the 
picture?"


Jimmy swallowed tightly, well aware that the naked youth before him could 
give him a good scrap without any additional help. But he wasn't being 
belligerent about it, though it was damned obvious he meant what he'd said, 
and it would be foolhardy for he and Barry to take on the whole squad! And 
... and what the devil was happening inside his skull? Man, he felt as if he 
were getting higher than a kite!


"Jimmy ... don't try to stop them!" Holly said, her own young voice giddy 
with excitement as she called over the boy's heads from where she stood on a 
bench. "It's too late for that!" she added, the dipper of acid-doctored 
water she'd purposefully consumed, mixed with the provocative sight of the 
guys in their nakedness, all luridly stroking their young cocks into solid 
hardness, quickly inciting her own teenage lust.


"Holly, for God's sake, what're you saying?" the pony-tailed older woman 
chokingly questioned, catching sight of her dark-eyed sister-in-law's wildly 
gleaming expression.


"Oh balls, Jo, stop trying to play coy, for cripes sake!" the scantily 
dressed Holly snapped over the boys' heads. "We watched you, both Ace and I 
together from my closet ... saw you sucking Jimmy while Barry fucked you 
from behind, dog-style! Now, what more would you like to know? Maybe that 
you've been a regular bitch because the team lost, and that hurt your ego so 
you decided to take it out on the guys? Or that you've been so goddamned 
unfair the way you've only let your favorites play? Oh sister, if anyone 
ever had it coming, you do, and I'm going to have me a ring side seat to 
watch it!"


Again, Joanne found herself wordlessly shocked, the cutting edge to Holly's 
bitterly spat accusations knifing through her like a series of stabbings 
from a heated, keen blade! The horror of it all was that they were true and 
the guilty blonde knew it ... except that the vivacious teenager, along with 
Ace Hackett, had watched her wildly lewd performance with Jimmy and Barry 
the night before! God almighty ... what could she say, or do? But worse, 
what did they intend to do to her? It ... it was impossible that they 
intended she should take them all...!


Holly had stepped down from the bench, wormed her way through the circle of 
boys to take both Jimmy's and Barry's arms, ushering them back away. They 
hadn't resisted, as if sensibly realizing the uselessness of it. "You two 
dolls stay with me," the teenage beauty sensually whispered. "I may just 
need some attention, too, before this gang bang is done with!"


"Come on Phalanx lad, let's get that goddamned uniform off and show our 
coachie what a young elephant's hung like," Ace ordered to the responding 
lewd sniggers of the nakedly circling, acid-whetting youths lustfully 
waiting and handling their stiffened lengths of penile flesh. The big, 
unused quarterback moved toward Joanne's cringing, sweat suited form, his 
hand reaching out to grasp her slender waist. "I hope you're going to fight 
me, pussycat, that'll be the final topping on this sexy festival."


"Oh ... Ace ... please ... please listen to me!" she whimpered, still 
shrinking from him. "I-I'll make it up to you ... all of you from now on, I 
promise! Only ... don't ... don't do this to me...?"


"Promises, promises, promises," the big boy taunted. Suddenly, he jerked her 
against his naked, muscular body, drawing her arm up behind her as he 
crushed her soft curves harshly to him. His long, thickly rigid boy-cock 
pressured vertically into the yielding give of her soft little belly, and 
with his other hand he grasped her ponytail from behind, painfully jerking 
it until her face was raised upward and he kissed her heavily, ramming his 
hot, teenage tongue into her mouth, while his nakedly stripped team mates 
laughed in lurid anticipation.


Joanne helplessly allowed herself to go limp against him, lessening the pain 
to her arm and scalp, her fear of the moment much stronger than her dislike 
for the big, homely-faced teenager. Still, she couldn't deny the immediate, 
sensually charging arousal the feel of his hardened young cock throbbing 
hotly against the sensitive flesh of her loins raised in her. Her head 
continued to ridiculously whirl, an almost weightless sensation that had no 
foundation for her. He released her hair then, and she felt his arrogant, 
strong young hand warmly smoothing down her back to the fully curved mounds 
of her fearfully tremoring buttocks, massaging and pressuring through the 
thick material of her sweat suit and nylon panties! Unhesitantly, he 
clutched and caressed them, tracing a lewd finger along their softly 
separating crevice, while he suggestively undulated his hardened teenage rod 
in pressured contact with the pliant softness of her quivering belly.


"You surprise me, Jo baby," Ace said, breaking their kiss and mockingly 
grinning at her, reading the mounting feverish confusion in her blue eyes 
which the acid, along with his lewdly grinding hardness were infusing in 
her. "Now, you're beginning to look a little like you did last night when 
the little mama and I watched you sucking off Jimmy! That was real hot 
bananas for you wasn't it, pussy-cat ... sucking Jim's rock-hard boy-cock 
while old Barry fucked it to your cunt-hole from behind! Man, you were one 
horny little bird, all right, the way you sucked that cum from Jimmy's 
prick, swallowing every last hot drop of it just as Barry squirted his load 
back up into your hot little pussy! I thought you were going to snap a 
vertebra there for a few seconds ... "


On and on he went, his young voice a mesmerizing drone as he revived "with 
licentious word-pictures the lustful scene she had lecherously schemed into 
happening the night before! The helplessly drugged woman could only stare up 
into his homely, teenage face, unable to deny, or throw off the rising 
sensations of sensual passion his pornographic description and hot, insolent 
hands were easily firing within her...!


"Come up here, Pete, and give me a hand getting our sweet-assed coachie 
naked like the rest of us," Ace Hackett's gruff voice penetrated her 
thoughts, and she saw the stripped Jarvis boy bound forward, his hardened, 
boyish penis waggling out before him, the lewd thought occurring to her that 
his sparse pubic hair was as red as that on his head! "Lift your arms, Jo 
baby ... old Ace's going to take this frigging sweat shirt right up over 
your pretty head so we can all get a look at those luscious tits of yours!


That's it, honey, up high...!"


"Christ, Holly, what kind of a dose did you dump into that water?" Barry 
Watts questioned, shaking his youthful, blurry-eyed head at the spectacle of 
Ace and Pete undressing Jo right in the center of the room. Someone had 
dragged over the wrestling mat, and they were standing in the center of 
that, Jo with her arms upraised as Ace pulled the jersey over her head, 
while from behind, Pete Jarvis was unzipping her sweat pants and working 
them down over the full, rounded arch of her hips ... hips that he 
remembered so well...!


It's mild, baby, but it had to take care of a lot of people," Holly 
whispered to him, running her small white hand along the inner side of his 
muscular thigh. She leaned closer. "Why don't you and Jimmy get naked like 
the rest of the guys ... then you can undress me!"


Barry felt his neck snap as he jerked his head around to face her. Without 
looking directly at it, he saw her hand in his lap, its palm hotly brushing 
against the length of his uncontrollably hardened rod of cock-flesh inside 
his jeans. Of course, he hadn't suited up for the game, and never would 
again, no matter what his father thought or said, but he'd had no idea that 
anything like this would ever happen! "Y-You realize what you're saying, 
Holly...?" he hissed from where he sat on the bench beside her, their view 
unhampered now with all the guys nakedly sitting, some stretched out and 
vigorously stroking their hard young cocks at the mere sight of Jo's slowly 
revealed voluptuousness!


"Of course, silly! I'm no virgin!" she breathed against his cheek. "I'm a 
little mama ... and I'd love to suck your cock while Jimmy fucks me from 
behind ... that is, if you can shake him loose from gaping at what they're 
doing to Jo...!"


The stripping away of her clothing happened so slickly, so quickly, that 
Joanne hardly knew the moment she was totally naked! Ace and Pete's young, 
hot hands moved skillfully over her, at last to her bra, while Ace dropped 
to his knees before her to tug her sheer white panties down over her knees 
and ankles...!


God! She was naked ... as naked as they! She saw some of them moving in on 
her, while Pete slipped his arms around her from behind, his eagerly 
clutching hands cupped, squeezing, fondling her breasts, his rigid young 
penis pressing into the smooth crevice between her nakedly rounded buttocks! 
Below, Ace's big hands were stroking heatedly down over her hips and thighs 
as he moved his face in closer toward the light-haired curls of her 
uncontrollably moistening pussy! Then, the other boys were obscenely running 
their hands over her exposed nakedness, her breasts, belly and thighs, 
crowding as close as possible to rub their hardened boy-cocks against her 
satiny, white flesh...!


"Goddamm!" Jimmy French choked, a blend of excitement, despair, and rage 
bubbling inside his gut. "I don't know whether I can take this or not, 
Barry! But ... but shit, look at her! She's got her arms around them, 
hugging them up against her while they feel her tits, and ... and 
everything, rubbing their cocks all over her! Hell, she's loving it...!"


"Come on, Jim, let me help you shed that uniform!" Barry said. "Holly wants 
us ... wants us to undress her, like they did to Jo!


She ... she wants you to fuck her, Jimmy!"


"H-Hunh? D-Did I hear you right?" the handsome, teenage quarterback gasped, 
looking from one to the other of his incited fellow audience.


"Damn, what do you want me to do, darling, write you an invitation?" Holly 
sensually whispered into his face, kissing him on the lips. "Come on, Barry 
and I'll both help you out of that uniform ... but remember, the jock-strap 
is mine to take off...!"


CHAPTER NINE


It suddenly dawned on the helplessly stripped Joanne that she had been 
drugged, and that the entire squad of naked boys surrounding her were under 
the influence of something as well! What and how, she had no idea, though 
that was of little importance now ... only the fact that she was completely 
at their vindictive, desire-fired mercy, mattered ... and an unexpected, if 
weird, sensation of masochism raced through her at the thought. What last 
traces of will-power she might have been clinging to had vanished with their 
lewd fondling of her exposed, sensuous curves and the hotly embracing feel 
of their hardened, moisture-tipped boy-cocks rubbing, wiping and searingly 
pressuring against her vibrant nakedness...!


"Ooohhhh!" Joanne erotically moaned as Ace Hackett's teenage lips closed 
over and nipped teasingly at the blonde pubic curls adorning the soft mound 
at the base of her belly!


The homely-faced youth looked up, luridly grinning at her. "Just a taunting 
preview of things to come, Jo baby," he informed, continuing to smooth his 
big, warm hands up her outer thighs and over the rounded contours of her 
silken-skinned hips and buttocks to her slender waist as he knelt before 
her, then, retracing their paths downward again. "Now, what say you just 
drop down here on the mat and stretch out a little, pussy-cat, so that your 
ever-loving football team can all appreciate you, eh?"


There was no refusing. Several of the boys moved in to help, or force her if 
necessary, until the nakedly helpless woman found herself flat on her back 
in lewd, obscene display, while Ace knelt upright at her feet. "P-Please ... 
please don't ...!" she feebly whimpered, holding her long, shapely legs 
together.


"Come on now coachie, baby, don't pretend to go morals on us cats. You want 
us all to be jealous of old Jim and Barry after the way you ate cock and 
played doggie-fuck with them, eh? Now would you want biased info like that 
to get out and around, Honey?" Ace needled in a put-on, concerned tone. "Of 
course, you wouldn't ... so let's just spread those sweet legs, pussy-cat, 
and let we underprivileged boys feast our greedy young eyes on that pretty, 
golden-haired cunt of yours...."


There was nothing boyishly gentle in his burning little eyes, Joanne 
realized, nor in the sight of his swollen rod of teenage penis thrusting 
thickly from the hairy base of his young, lean pelvis. Then, out of the 
surrounding sea of youthful nakedness and lustfully hardened young genitals, 
emerged Phalanx Reed, his huge, hair-covered bulk in breadth and width 
minimizing the others, his unbelievable length of long, thick cock dwarfing 
his teammates as if they were babies! His massive fist was wrapped around it 
and obscenely stroking the heavy outer layer of skin back and forth, giving 
the stunned, helpless Joanne peekaboo glimpses at its bulbous, 
mushroom-shaped head ... glimpses that apprehensively whipped her breath 
away!


"Here I am, Ace, an' I ain't got nothing on like you said," the 
simple-minded boy, who Joanne had fought with Billy over letting join the 
team, drooled in a thin, high-pitched voice. "I got it all big and hard like 
you told me, too ... see?"


"Say, that's a dandy you got on today, Phalanx old boy! Right, guys?" the 
muscular, second-string quarterback praised to the lurid cheers and sniggers 
of the others. "How d'you like the prospects of that young glory-pole, 
Pussycat? Nine solid inches of what you might call boy-cock ... except it 
looks more like a chunk of cord-wood, right?"


Joanne could only stare up at it, words failing her in growing, choked fear! 
God, they wouldn't expect her to take that inhuman ... implausible monster? 
No woman could take such a brutal thing up between her legs! He needed an 
animal ... a cow, or mare...!


"But first things first, Phalanx buddy," Ace advised him with a grin. "You 
just keep a watchful eye on this Ace-in-the-hole, which is what he's going 
to be in a minute, and keep that old yard-arm right up there nice and hard, 
eh?"


"Sure, Ace, you bet," the simple-minded young brute answered. "Anything you 
say...."


"And like I told you before, Jo girl, spread 'em! Don't be bashful; you're 
amongst friends," the big teenager hissed down at her, the harshness 
returning to his lust-incited young voice.


When she almost dazedly hesitated, Pete Jarvis dropped to his knees beside 
her face and spat: "Look ... goddamn you, Jo, you better cooperate or sure's 
hell we'll rape the shit out of you! I mean, you got it coming and you're 
going to get fucked by all of us! But you can make it easy or rough on 
yourself ... 'cause ... 'cause ... we're all going to fuck you! Now spread


'em, like Ace says!"


With a trembling intake of breath, Joanne hopelessly opened her full, white 
thighs to them, an unanswerable sensation of lewdly inciting exhibitionism 
rippling through her curved nakedness at the obscene exposing of her 
intimately moistening vaginal lips to their eager young eyes!


"Wider, dammit! As far apart as you can!" Ace hissed, watching as she 
responded, spreading her tanned legs to the fullest extent, until the entire 
erogenous area of her naked, hair-fringed loins and the wet pinkness of her 
inner cunt-flesh were lewdly displayed before them! She made a little 
mewling sound, its lustful vibrance like music to Ace's ears. "Fuck!" he 
choked. "Look at that sight, Pete ... you too, Smitty! Goddamm, I'm going to 
taste me a bit of honey to get the ball rolling!"


Joanne only moaned louder, her heart pounding in her chest as the 
homely-faced boy she had intentionally slighted on the field dropped forward 
onto his belly between her wide-spread legs, his young mouth hovering inches 
above her sensually kindled loins...!


"Go on, Ace! Eat her fucking cunt!" Pete Jarvis bitterly urged. "Chew it ... 
suck the friggin' juice right out of it, damn her!"


"Yeah, go on, Ace! Tongue her off a few times, like we did that probation 
officer bitch who laid the pot charge on us!" Lucky Smith spat, dropping 
down beside the naked young wife of their head coach, his angrily hardened 
young cock in his hand. "Show her how we get even with bitches who put us 
down...!"


In the background, but never far from being a part of the lustfully 
developing spectacle, Barry Watts, totally naked with hardened, thrusting 
young penis cleaving in the air, stood behind Jimmy French who had just 
kicked off his uniform pants. Before the handsome young quarterback in his 
next-to-nakedness, his athletic support all that shielded his virile, 
teenage maleness, knelt the raven-haired Holly, all three breathing in 
acid-fired, young passion.


Feverishly, Jimmy stared down at the crown of her long, jet-black hair, his 
young body tremoring, the knowledge of what she wanted to do, had asked to 
do, causing his gasps to come in short, quickened hisses. Damn, she wanted 
them to undress her, like the others were doing to Jo, and then ... for him 
to fuck her! She'd said that ... wanted him to fuck her! Man, he might fall 
apart inside, but his cock was doing anything but that! It was straining and 
throbbing like a netted tiger ... and then, her soft, warm hands were 
caressing his hips, her tiny fingers curling inside his jock's elastic 
band!. Goddamn...!


Holly excitedly watched the wifts of his blondish pubic hair come slowly 
into view as she rolled the elastic contraption down over his hips. 
Uncontrollably, she leaned forward to place her tongue-moistened, young lips 
in a kiss against the shredded pubic hair of his pelvis just above its broad 
rooted beginning ... then, she drew the support all the way down, watching 
the thickened rod of his hard cock snap upward in freed expansion. Its 
partially shrouding foreskin drew slightly back with the burst of energy, 
revealing that much more of its velvety, glistening fiery glans to her! For 
a moment, she sat back, as if to totally drench herself with the erotic 
sight' of it and his semen-filling young testicles hanging manfully between 
his legs underneath!


God, how she wanted to suck it, to taste his cum, but ... but even more, she 
wanted him to fuck her! Yes, fuck her first ... there would be other times, 
like with Ace, when she would suck him! Besides, she was going to suck 
Barry, the sweet darling ... and he'd shoot his hot cum into her mouth while 
Jimmy fucked her from behind like they had her brother's wife last night! Oh 
... ooohhhhh!


"Go on, do it, Holly!" Barry urged, moving around his stripped buddy to 
better watch!


Holly felt Jimmy's gasp when she placed both hands on his tensed, upper 
thighs, slowly moving her face forward toward his jutting length of rigid, 
blood-hardened cock. She opened her mouth wide, extending her little pink 
tongue pointedly so that both boys could see, her wildly excited young eyes 
focused on the escaped little drop of sparkling moisture bubbling from the 
dimpled split at its tip. Eagerly, she licked it away with her hot, swiping 
tongue, impassioned sensations racing through and over her feverish teenage 
curves as she began to lick and wash at it hotly and hungrily.


"Unghhh!" Jimmy grunted to the seethingly stimulating contact, his fired 
young eyes saucered at the sight of her orally bathing his purple-hued glans 
with loving affection!


The piquant, sweet tang of his tiny secretion sparked Holly's lewd 
intoxication as no other aphrodisiac ever could, she fervently reasoned. 
God, if she'd been hot last night, she was an inferno at this moment! 
Nothing seemed obscene enough to feed the furiously growing tempest inside 
her, and as she reached over to curl her slender fingers around Barry's 
thrusting hardness, she sensed the seepage hotly dampening the sheer strip 
of her nylon panties snugly caressing her keyed-up, tingling pussy.


Barry groaned as she began to stroke the outer sheath of his stiffened 
length of penis. She closed her warm lips tightly around Jimmy's inflated 
cock-head and with them, worked his foreskin back over the glans' prominent 
coronal rim, her tiny tongue incessantly laving the smooth, hot flesh and 
stabbing into its sensitive slit.


"Damn!" Jimmy choked out. "Come up here ... let's get you naked, Holly!"


"Wait!" she gasped, sucking off the tip of his prick to quickly transfer her 
young, ardent mouth to Barry's poling hardness. The escaped little 
glistening drop there had caught her acid-inflamed attention and she had no 
intention of by-passing it...!


It was Lucky Smith's lustful words that brought the raven-haired teenager to 
her feet. "Yeah, go on Ace! Tongue her off a few times ... Show her how we 
get even with bitches who put us down...!" Excitedly, the sensually flushed 
girl climbed up onto the bench to see better. "God, I've got to watch this!" 
she heatedly exclaimed. "Ace is going to lick Jo's pussy! Undress me while I 
watch, darlings ... do wild things to me ... anything...!"


Both Pete Jarvis and Lucky Smith had dropped down on either side of the 
obscenely positioned older woman, forcing her arms around their necks as 
hugging cushions for their young heads. She moaned in undeniable mounting 
desire to their greedy fondling of her resilient, unprotected breasts, 
kissing and hotly tonguing their marblishly hardened little nipples, finally 
sucking them harshly into their hot, nibbling mouths! Their rigidly searing 
boy-cocks pressured lustfully into the naked flesh of her hips and thighs, 
their muscular young pelvis' beginning an immediate obscenely tempoed 
undulation, while Ace Hackett's exploring hands hotly caressed the tender, 
sensitive flesh of her inner thighs, causing her breath to passionately 
hitch in her throat!


"Ooohhhhh ... ooohhh donnn'tttt!" Jo unmeaningly whimpered, sensing the 
first of his young goading kisses ... wet, inciting kisses which he was 
lavishing on the hair-lined crevice of her electrified pussy-lips, his 
heated, moistened tongue suddenly flicking over the length of her pink, 
lewdly exposed opening. Every muscle and cord in her susceptibly prurient 
young body tautened at the maddeningly pleasure-bringing oral caresses of 
her tightly clinging cunt-lips, causing soft croons of erotic joy to him in 
the depths of her throat. She felt his thumbs spreading open the puffy, 
flushed folds of her naked pussy ... then, he lashed his burning, wet tongue 
through the palpitating, liquid flesh!


Joanne groaned, gasped and convulsively twitched beneath their lustfully 
spurring young mouths and tongues sucking and biting at the erogenous flesh 
of her pliant breasts, while the denied young quarterback began to orally 
fuck into her rapidly inflaming vagina, occasionally licking upward through 
the intimately rising moisture to encircle her tiny, erectly quivering 
clitoris.


Abruptly, his knowing, boyish lips sucked, drawing the soft folds of 
sensate, petal-like flesh into the warm shelter of his ravaging mouth, while 
his lacing tongue continued its spine-shattering laving of the babyish 
nerve-plexus between her wide-spread legs!


"Ooohhhh ... Ace ... Accceee ... please ... ooohhh Godddd, yessssss! D-Do 
ittt! Ooohhhhh...!" the passionately infused older woman cried helplessly in 
her lewdly positioned nakedness, already sensing the first alarm of exotic 
orgasm boiling in her belly and loins from their hot, teasing tonguing of 
her sensually provoked nakedness.


It was then that the wild idea flashed in Ace Hackett's spiteful, lust-fired 
young brain. The luscious blonde bitch, already she was loving it ... a 
slave to boy-cock! But he hadn't wanted that to happen so easily! She hadn't 
fought him ... had only weakly pleaded for him, them, to stop ... because in 
all goddamned truth she was reveling in it, satisfying herself that she was 
being forced! Fuck, he'd never seen it done, but he was about to!


He jerked his head erect, feeling the dampness from Jo's wet pussy 
secretions coating his mouth and nose-tip, his eyes searching over the heads 
of his gaping young teammates. He saw her standing on the bench as 
eye-melting naked as she'd been the night before when she'd stooped over for 
him to fuck her from behind! Sweet little gem, her firm young tits standing 
right out full and ruby-tipped, she was with Barry and Jimmy, both stripped 
and tugging her hot pants and bikini panties down to reveal the shadowed vee 
of her raven-black pussy curls! Goddamn, and she was smiling and winking 
licentiously at him above their heads!


"Come over here, little Mama! I've got an urgent task for you, baby!" the 
big second-string quarterback lewdly ordered. "Bring those cats with you. 
There'll be plenty to go around, eh?"


Eagerly, he saw her speak to the two guys who helped her down from the 
bench, each taking an arm and a warm handful of lush, teenage breast as she 
excitedly tittered, leading the way through the circle. "What is it, honey?" 
the curvaceous teenager with hands on naked, rounded hips, questioned, 
thrusting her incitingly exposed young loins forward in a wanton gesture of 
exhibitionism and slowly turning before the boys so all could see, their 
quickened breaths and moans lustfully inspiring her the more.


"A little show, honey-pot, for the cats and me, eh?" Ace luridly said, his 
glistening mouth spread in his homely grin. "Like I've never seen it for 
real, only a couple of pictures, but the idea gives me a hot bang! You game, 
little Mama?"


Holly shrugged her pretty young shoulders, the movement causing her firm, 
teenage breasts to delightfully ripple. "I don't know what you want ... but 
I'm ready to give it a try for you, Doll!"


"That's my cookie," the big teenager replied, running one hand up her inner 
leg and rounded thigh to the moistened, hair-lined lips of her tight young 
cunt. He, they all, watched the little shudder of enchantment tremor over 
the smooth curves of her white, youthful nakedness. Then, Ace said to Pete 
and Lucky: "You guys back off for a bit ... make room for the little Mama! 
Coachie girl is about to eat her cunt for us...!"


The drug, whatever it was, had hardly glazed Joanne's mind; rather, it had 
seemed to sharpen it. But as well, an unanswerable laxness had swept over 
her, an almost abandoned lack of restraint which had made the obscene 
suddenly the sublime! She'd moaned out her disappointment the moment the 
homely teenager had disengaged his tonguing mouth from her climatically 
building pussy. But then, when Holly had come at his call, Jo's 
passion-aroused eyes filling with the unbelievable sight of her young 
sister-in-law's lovely nakedness, new sensations of lust were set off inside 
her hotly churning belly and loins. She stared at the beautiful teenager's 
gorgeous young curves through eyes envisioning and feeding a never-before, 
flickering desire, listening to the incredible dialogue that passed between 
them! Oh God ... and then, Holly was obscenely climbing astraddle of her 
helplessly prostrate body and moving up over her until the exposed white 
mounds of her young full buttocks were flattening Joanne's resilient, 
hardened nippled breasts against her naked chest! In her erotic confusion, 
the totally subjected woman gaped up into the lewdly excited eyes of her 
husband's teenage sister, their total lack of compassion reminders of the 
many times and ways she had been unfair to the vengeful young girl....


"G-God, Holly ... please ... what're you trying to do to me?" Joanne heard 
her own words almost before she realized she was saying them ... and they 
were not necessarily meant as they were phrased. What had she wanted to 
say...? Is it because you hate me ... love me ... or want me to love you, 
darling ...? Yes, that was it! And she was such a beautiful girl ... so 
wildly exciting sitting there on top of her resiliently yielding breasts in 
her enkindling young nakedness...!


"The boys want to watch you lick my pussy, Jo ... and so do I!" the 
bestriding, curvaceous Holly sensually hissed down at her. "Go ahead!" she 
hotly added, unable to hide her own fired, teenage passion. "Please ... and 
sometime, I'll do it for you if you want...!"


"Don't beg her, little Mama!" Ace Hackett sharply ordered. "She ain't got no 
goddamn choice! Go on, Coachie, eat the doll's sweet little cunt ... and 
you, Pete, come on down here and take over for me! You like to tongue pussy, 
and this one's a mind-bender! I want to sit back and watch the show...."


"Shit, just let me at it!" the redheaded boy lustfully exclaimed, quickly 
taking his teammate's position and ardently plunging his young, avid tongue 
into the hot wet heat of Joanne's nakedly exposed cunt.


Billy Carter's voluptuous young wife groaned out her unrestrainable, sensual 
delight at the lewd, moist contact of his teasing young tongue and lips with 
her erogenous vaginal flesh! Spontaneously, the lashing flames of desire 
bellowed to a renewed glow inside her; yet, even in her mounting, seething 
lust, she realized that the mere thought of lesbianism had always repulsed 
her! But what could she do? They were forcing her, and she was helpless 
against them! Even Holly was a part of their conspiracy ... No! No! God, she 
had to be honest at least with her own self! She wanted to...! Yes, she 
wanted to...!


"Raise up, Holly baby! Get your honey-cunt right up over her pretty mouth 
where she can get at it!" Ace Hackett luridly commanded.


Then, Holly was lifting herself until her wetly excited young pussy was 
directly over her sister-in-law's hot, moistened lips, the proximity of its 
nearness with the enfringing, black silken curls utterly captivating the 
prostrate older woman! She sensed the delicate, youthful headiness of its 
intensively dampened aroma, the heat of it warm against her face as she 
licked out blindly with her tiny, trembling tongue, spreading the dark pubic 
curls and drawing it experimentally upward through the length of Holly's 
youthfully glistening flesh!


"Unngghhh!" the enthralled young girl gasped, unprecendented sensations 
spiraling through her curvaceous nakedness at the forbidden obscenity 
happening between her widespread young legs! She felt Jo's hands like warm, 
smooth velvet creeping up her waist and ribs, caressing her heaving young 
breasts, then moving back down to her hips, pulling her down closer as she 
laved her eagerly flitting little tongue through the hot, sensitive folds of 
her wetly secreting cunt! She felt her brother's wife frantically exploring 
with her tiny, hot tongue ... taunting at her erect, tremoring clitoris, 
then the moistly seething walls of her newly fucked young vagina, and 
suddenly back again to the tiny tip of her sensitively pulsating clitoris! 
God almighty! It was the grooviest happening ever...!


With an insanity Jo had never dreamed ... or was it just another branch of 
the lechery for youth that had come to plague her ... no matter, the young 
blonde woman's growing lust burned frenziedly within her as she licked and 
sucked feverishly to the inflamed tonguings taking place between her own 
widespread legs! Whoever it was, young Pete Jarvis, she thought as she 
clutched at the softly yielding mounds of Holly's smoothly rounded buttocks, 
he was a little fiend ... a delicious teenage Imp! God, she'd suck him 
beautifully the moment she could...!


"Look at the bitch eat it!" Ace exclaimed, his little eyes bugging as he 
strained his neck in close to watch every intricate movement. "Shit, they're 
both loving it, and here we sit like goons watching!"


"Yeah, come on, Ace, let's break that up!" Jimmy French said, Holly's 
request still hotly branded in his teenage brain. "I want my fuck now, and 
Holly bid for it!"


"Hey man, that's wild!" Ace replied, grinning up at the other. "She's 
tight's a clothes-spin! I copped her cherry last night while we watched you 
guys and Jo! You're not sore, I hope...?"


"Hell no! Somebody's got to be first! She gave me my chance and I blew it! 
But now, she's going to get the virgin, namely me!"


Ace laughed. "Man, you're okay, you know? We'll make a team out of these 
Imps, yet! Come on, let's divide up these chicks before they get to like 
cunt anymore than they are...!"


But it was Holly who pulled away, swinging her leg up off Joanne before any 
of the boys could intervene. She leaned down, then, kissed her older 
sister-in-law full on the lips. "It was beautiful, Jo ... there'll be other 
times, too, between us," she whispered, tasting the essence of her own pussy 
on the blonde girl's lush lips. "But now, we have some boys to take care of, 
and I'm going to help! Come on, let's make it the wildest orgy ever heard 
of!"


Joanne looked up at the vivacious face of her young sister-in-law, 
passionate sensations of frantic lust and lechery causing her whole naked 
body to quiver and tingle. She sensed the feverish licking at her hot, wet 
cunt cease, but this time the loss was not disheartening, only inspiring her 
toward more! She said: "God, baby, it's got to be ... with a whole football 
team?"


CHAPTER TEN


"Goddamn! You ever see a more cock-throbbing sight than that?" Ace Hackett 
coarsely put to his gaping, stripped young teenage compatriots as both 
Joanne and Holly positioned their voluptuous, naked bodies on all fours, 
side by side with knees spread wide, then looked up at the self-designated 
leader.


"W-Will this do for openers?" the blonde female coach almost brazenly 
taunted, both elated with the newly found sensual bond between Holly and 
her, and encouraged by her sparkling, teenage sister-in-law's passionate 
offer to share in the obscene task before them. God, she'd never in her life 
even dreamed of such wantonness! She was smoldering and intensively wet 
between her feverish thighs from their lusty tonguing and mouthing of her 
excited pussy, while she'd momentarily lost herself in the incredible 
delight of Holly's "honey-cunt," as Ace had so aptly termed it! Oh, there 
would be more of that forbidden love-making between them, she inwardly 
vowed...!


"Well ... sounds like our coachie's come up with a touch of the braves all 
of a sudden, cats," the big, second-string quarterback said, his young eyes 
narrowing. Bitch, he thought, sensing the arrogance creeping back into her 
voice. The Little Mama's offer to help with the chores had pumped new starch 
into Billy boy's cock-happy wife, and Ace wasn't sure that he liked that. 
Listening to her whimper and plead had set the old sadistic, male-chauvinest 
blood to pounding in his veins. Now, with reinforcements, came back the 
queenly attitude, bravado in the face of all odds! Cunt! She was hotter than 
a witch's caldron and he knew it; he'd tasted its tangy heat between her 
legs; still she was determined to carry the flag to victory ... even from 
her slave-like, whore-baby position. Well, gung ho, bitch! It just wasn't 
going to come off that way! "Seems like we better get a little organization 
to this carnival, eh? Have any preferences to size, method, or position, 
pussy cat?"


"It's your rape, Thomas Hackett!" Joanne acidly put to him from her assumed, 
lewd position on the mat, having no intentions of again becoming the 
subjected, begging female! Damn him ... all of them! They were merely 
babies, nothing more, teenagers filled with the false courage from whatever 
drug it was, their stiffened young penises lustfully doing their thinking 
for them! But now, she had Holly on her side, and even though she knew her 
husband, Billy'd, never forgive her if he knew, Joanne fully intended to let 
the young girl involve herself to the obscene hilt, just as she, herself, 
had done. Somehow, she reasoned, shared guilt was a safeguard in itself! 
She'd had no idea that the girl was so grown up! God, she was a passionate 
little wench! " ... Let's make it the wildest orgy ever heard of...." she'd 
wantonly said...!


"Rape...?" Ace repeated, the vindictiveness growing in his youthfully 
narrowed eyes. "Okay, pussycat, if you want to make it rougher on yourself, 
we'll cooperate, right team?"


A series of harsh young affirmatives came down to the lewdly positioned 
sisters-in-law, but only Holly in her excited, curved nakedness felt 
unintimidated. A cold sensation had washed through Joanne at their young, 
animal-like sounds, and inwardly she reprimanded herself for her stupid 
display of ego.


The almost impatient, raven-haired girl fretfully sensed the other's wave of 
revived fear, but could hardly sympathize with her. She'd damn sure brought 
it on herself with her haughtiness and put down attitude. For a few moments, 
Holly had thought her brother's voluptuous young wife was about to become 
human, but that had been a short lived presumption ... which brought them 
right back to where they'd started, and the dark-eyed young teenager right 
back in the boys' corner...!


"Come on, Ace!" someone sounded out. "Let's get at her!"


"Yeah!" another lewdly chimed in. "She's on her goddamned horse again! Let's 
make her suck a few of us off; that'll slow her down!"


"Who's going to fuck her up her snooty HI' asshole, Ace?" Lucky Smith 
obscenely questioned. "Man, there ain't nothing like that...!"


Both Jimmy French and Barry Watts approached Holly, kneeling down beside 
her, their stiffened young rods of hardness in their hands. "Wait, lovers," 
she whispered to them. "I've got some organizing to do first!" Then to Ace: 
"Lie down here on your back, baby, let me play "circus ring mistress!! so we 
can get this orgy off and running!"


"You're on, Little Mama!" Ace quickly replied, catching Holly's meaningful 
wink and dropping down on the mat to stretch out on his back, his hardened, 
foreskinned cock pointing ceilingward. "Okay, it's your party, cookie!"


"Go on, Jo, get up over him and put it in!" Holly ordered, her lustfully 
roused young eyes dancing with excitement at the obscene combination racing 
through her mind. "We'll have to expedite matters, honey, if we're ever to 
take care of them all!"


Joanne hesitated, but the dark-haired teenager's bewitching little smile did 
what it was falsely intended to do ... infuse confidence into the blonde 
curvaceous girl and she moved bodily above him, her own egotistical smile 
uncontrollable, the licentious thought that she could still handle the likes 
of Ace Hackett's adolescent lust sending a chill of domination rippling 
through her naked body! On her knees with her legs spread wide, her pink 
nippled breasts hanging and swaying above his young chest, Joanne centered 
her open, wet cunt directly above the tip of his pulsating cock-head. Then, 
with her hand, she reached between her legs to grasp the stiffened, thick 
rod, drawing its feverish head teasingly back and forth through the hotly 
moistened flesh.


"Goddamn...!" Ace grunted, thrusting his hips upward. "Get the fucking thing 
into your pussy hole, Coachie ... or ... or I'll blow my nuts right here!"


"Do it, Jo!" Holly eagerly ordered, closely watching as were the surrounding 
naked boys. "Let's show them what they're up against!"


Again, the voluptuously endowed Joanne in her sensual nakedness, displayed 
the smile reflecting her lustful ego, plus gratefulness for the alliance of 
her young sister-in-law.


Holly watched it all from behind, with Barry and Jimmy on either side of 
her. Barry's face was nearly touching Ace's legs and Joanne's beautiful 
naked ass. Jimmy's eyes burned as he watched her place Hackett's thick 
cock-head right at the quivering mouth of her cunt-hole, then force her 
luscious ass down onto it with a wet, sluicing gushy sound!


"God!" Holly gasped, remembering the night before! Jo had taken the entire 
length of it right up her cunt on the first lunge! She heard Billy's wife 
hiss out a heavy sigh and Ace's grunting reaction to her rocking back and 
forth on it. She lifted her rounded hips, then, her pink cunt-flesh wetly 
sucking and pulling at it, only to plunge down once more. This time, she 
added a circling undulation of her arched hips and the full white mounds of 
her ovaled buttocks. Oooohhh ... the lustful sight was just about to drive 
her up the wall, the raven-haired teenager feverishly realized, but she'd 
have to wait a little longer ... until sweet Jo was really taken care of...!


Ace began to clutch and maul the rhythmically dancing tits hanging above 
him, squeezing and kneading their yielding suppleness while he lifted from 
the mat to drive his throbbing young cock up into the seething, wet sheath 
of her grasping cuntal channel. Shit, the fucking pussycat was a hot dose! 
Her long blonde pony tail had worked its way over her shoulder like a braid 
and there was that taunting smile still evident to torment him, her blue 
eyes gleaming. The dazzling bitch ... she was vacuuming the marrow right up 
through his prick and reveling in it! His bloated young balls churned 
achingly with the load building inside them...!


"What's wrong, Ace? Am I more than you bargained for?" the nakedly working 
young wife couldn't resist panting down at him.


The big teenager choked, his words wadding his throat before he forced them 
out in an unintelligible garble, causing Joanne's smile to twist into a 
salacious grin. Damn them! Rape her, would they? Well, who was raping 
whom...?


"Come here, Pete ... back here!" Joanne heard Holly's voice, and abruptly, 
she felt his presence moving in behind her, his young hands on the soft 
flesh of her taunted buttocks ... warm, eager hands that smoothed to her 
hips, the heat of his teenaged body assuring his closeness! She twisted her 
head to stare into Holly's wildly aroused young face.


"Wh-What's he going to do, darling?" the obscenely position blonde wife 
apprehensively questioned.


"Really turn you on, Jo honey!" the vivacious young girl hotly replied, her 
young acid keened mind aflame with the obscenity of her plan. "Besides, 
expediency, darling, remember...?"


Suddenly, Ace's muscular young body ceased moving beneath her, his strong 
hands catching at her waist, holding her raised to the end of his length of 
hardness, its tip alone barely penetrating her hot, wet passage. She sucked 
in her breath as she felt the presence of a second ... Pete's fleshy young 
cock nuzzling into the stretching heat of her fluid vaginal mouth! She gaped 
again at Holly's almost fiendish little smile, frantically reasoning that 
the second spear of hardness had to be seated against the first, with both 
swollen heads pointed menacingly toward the sensitive passage of her cunt, 
making her shudderingly understand what they intended! Good God! They were 
going to double-fuck her there ... and it was Holly's idea!


"Oh, please no...! Damn, Holly, are you trying to kill me? I-I can't take 
them both together ...!"


"That's better, pussycat! I love it when you beg!" Ace spat. "Okay, Pete, 
when I say fuck, we do!"


"Right on, Ace baby!"


"Oh ... oh please, have some mercy...?"


"Fuck!" the naked, second-string quarterback exclaimed, and they did in 
perfect unison, Pete Jarvis gouging into the soft white flesh of her hips, 
destroying all thought for a mind-shattering minute as the pair of teenage, 
hardened cocks lunged up into her expanded vagina like fiercely impaling 
lances! Together, they barbarically stretched her cuntal passage with 
breathtaking shocks of agony, eliminating any sense of ego or confidence she 
had momentarily known.


"Aaaauuugghhh! Uuuuunnggghhh ... ooohhh stop ... God almighty, stop ... 
pleasseee!" the tormented young wife grunted in her immediate torture. But 
they never even slowed down, let alone stopped ... only raced into her with 
an obscenely inhuman rhythm, stretching her ravaged vagina beyond belief! 
"Ooohhh ... you ... you bastards! Y-You're killing me...! Holly ... Holly 
... s-stop them, my Goddd!"


"That's it, Jo darling, stay right with them!" the naked excitedly watching 
teenage girl taunted as Ace mauled and twisted her sister-in-law's swollen, 
hanging breasts, sadistic ripples of sensual fire racing through the burning 
core of her own young body. "You see ... it's feeling better every second, 
isn't it? Just think, two hard cocks fucking into your cunt at the same 
time, honey ... and you're beginning to love it, aren't you...?"


Even through the paroxysm of pain, weird masochistic sensations came 
churningly to life within Joanne's voluptuous, obscenely fucked nakedness. 
"Oooohhh ... ooohhh Godddd! Y-Yesss ... yessss! Do it! Go on ... harderrrr, 
damn you! Fuck me harder with them...!"


"Mmmmmmm ... you see, she's loving it!" Holly enviously crooned, watching 
her lust-blinded sister-in-law beginning to wildly undulate her lewdly 
spread buttocks and pin, wet cuntal flesh on the pair of thrusting rods of 
hardness plunging into her golden-haired loins! "Now, Jimmy, get behind me 
and fuck me good! Oooouuu ... hurry, baby! I need your cock in my burning 
pussy while I watch this ...!"


Joanne, in her luridly positioned nakedness, could hardly comprehend the 
maddening sensations her stretched vagina was searingly telegraphing to her 
acid-sharpened, inflamed brain! Depraved lustful enchantment swept through 
her at the realization that she was taking both of their long, thick, 
teenage cocks in her cunt at one time, the obscene thought satanically 
firing her nakedly perspiring young body. With sluttish wantonness, she 
pumped her hips and buttocks down onto their charging uplifted young cocks, 
heatedly scoring the sensitive, hot flesh of her slowly acclimating cuntal 
channel...!


As Jimmy began to beautifully burrow into her simmering, teenage cunt from 
behind, Holly vaguely caught the sound of Pete Jarvis' whimpering voice and 
saw him dig his strong young fingers into the soft flesh of Joanne's working 
hips, his hardened cock still thrusting in flesh-soldered accord with Ace's 
into the blonde girl's visibly stretched pussy-hole!


"N-Now, Ace...! Shit ... I'm going to cuummm...!"


"Burn it into her, Pete man! Blow it right up in her hot little belly!" Ace 
luridly exclaimed. "Come on, one of you guys! Get ready to take over for 
Jarvis...!"


Joanne moaned with whorish unrestraint at the lustful thought of his virile 
young cock squirting excitedly into her while the other continued to fuck 
uninterrupted! She envisioned the pair of swollen arrows of youthful 
hardness in her mind's eye as one double-barreled weapon, and she humped her 
obscenely spread buttocks and soothing genitals up and down on them! 
Suddenly, she felt the throbbing burst of the upper one in its jerking, 
convulsive spasm, its teenage owner grasping brutally at the pliant, satiny 
flesh of her hips as he began to chant: "Fuck ... it's cummmmiiinnnggg...!"


The blonde, naked squirming wife felt it squirting from the swollen tip of 
his desperately ramming young cock in hot, thick jets of virile boy-jism, 
immediately coating the stretched walls of her inflamed vagina with a 
slippery film that immeasurably increased the sensitivity of her passage. 
Then, it fell sadly limp, almost pulpy, before it fell out of her and a new 
entry of equal size pleasurably joined young Ace Hackett's unfaltering 
rock-hardness...!


On and on it went, one after the other kneeing up behind her to join the 
inimitable rod of her second-string quarterback's long length of thickened, 
hot cock fucking into her, each in turn soon shooting his boiling, youthful 
load of cum up into the semen-drenched sanctuary of her churning belly. And 
beside her, she stole a glance at Holly's curvaceous young body eagerly 
straining back in orgiastic delight against Jimmy French's thrusting young 
cock, while she voraciously sucked Barry's and two more naked imps waited 
their turns!


God, had there ever been such an utterly abominable, sensually exotic, orgy 
anywhere ... anytime...? The maddeningly fired young wife wondered in 
passionate frenzy, her breaths heaving from her lungs! Ooohhh ... she'd go 
out of her mind if she . didn't cum soon! To think of all the hard young 
cocks that had fucked into her, yet she had not cum even once! The drug ... 
whatever it was ... that had to be the reason, and also the answer to the 
staying power of the homely faced boy beneath her! Holly, too, wore the 
slackened expression of a girl hungering for insanely needed fulfillment ... 
and God, now Barry and Jimmy were back at her! She was sucking Jimmy while 
Barry fucked her from behind ... and all around her the young teenage cocks 
were reswelling into blood-filled hardness again...!


Christ, Ace Hacket inwardly swore as a baby-faced teammate he hardly knew 
triggered his wad after a half-dozen jabs and fell shamefully out of the 
pussycat. She was a goddamned luscious hellcat, that's what she was! Almost 
the whole team had fucked her and she was still going right out of her 
skull! Too much, but not too heavy for old Ace! He'd hung right in there 
with her, just as he knew he would, because that's the way acid hit him ... 
and evidently her chemistry played right along the same lines! He heard his 
Little Mama squealing out her explosion of joy, but hardly paid her any 
mind. How the hell could he?


His throbbing cock was suddenly like a lone, charging knight in the jousting 
arena of sweet Jo's omniverous cunt! She was frantically bucking and 
straining on top of him, her feverish pussy swallowing at the companionless 
presence of his solitary rod of aching hardness! Her beautiful face was 
damned near frighteningly contorted in her lust! He couldn't believe it as 
he twisted and palmed her hanging tits, tormenting them by biting their 
pebble-hardened nipples, while he smashed his numbing cock up to meet her 
downward plunge! Good Christ! She was too much for the whole goddamned 
squad! That she was, the fucking beautiful bitch...! Almost...!


"Come on, Phalanx, you've waited long enough!" he chokingly ordered. "Put 
that elephant prick to work! Now, for chris' sake! Now!"


Unaware of whatever else was going on, Ace watched the simple headed Phalanx 
clumisly knee his way up behind her, never hurrying, taking it all in 
stride, as if he were about to eat a half-dozen chocolate bars, except, the 
denied young quarterback knew how he liked to bury his huge cock in a warm 
tight hole...!


In sedate, enjoyable numbness, the massive teenager pleasurefully stared at 
the stretched and swollen pink outer-flesh of their coach's wife's cuntal 
channel, along with Ace's hardened cock pistoning up into it. He never 
minded waiting his turn; Ace always saw that he got it. Old Ace always made 
sure he had lots of good fucking, and he really liked to fuck! But right at 
the moment it was groovy to watch his buddy's hard cock all moist and shiny 
with all the cat's cum sleeked over it and matting the hair on his belly and 
running down his balls!


"Hold it, pussycat!" Ace gasped, and she did. "We've got one more cock for 
you...!"


"Uunnggg ... ooohhh, yesss ... do it, Ace darling, please...?" Joanne 
sensually moaned, absolutely certain that this time she could cum! 
Obscenely, she thrust her naked buttocks back by dipping her waist and 
spreading her knees wider, the lustful thought of two penises again raging 
inside her cunt wantonly firing her! She felt hands on her hips, then the 
nudging of hardened, teenage cock-flesh playing in the saturated dampness 
coating the entire area of her passionately seething genitals. She sensed 
the spongy, hot tip searching provocatively up and down the smooth crevice 
separating her lewdly spread buttocks. "Oooohhh ... hurry, please, darling! 
Get it in!" she pleaded in excited want, squirming her lush hips as if to 
help him! This time, she'd cum! She knew it ... and she had to cum...! Then 
... she froze!


What was he doing? Goddd! She stared down with saucering eyes at the 
grinning, muscular youth beneath her as she felt thumbs pressuring on either 
side of her tiny, virginal anus! Suddenly, they strained the sensitive flesh 
there in opposite directions, as if to open the tight little hole! God 
almighty! N-Not that...!


"No! Stop ... stop, Phalanx!" she blurted out, straining her neck to gape 
behind her at the powerful, naked teenager. "P-Please ... please don't! I-I 
can't take you there! Ace! Stop him! God, I can't take him there with you in 
my pussy!" she lewdly pleaded. "Please, boys...?" she whimpered, even 
knowing the uselessness of it when she read the expression on Ace Hackett's 
homely face!


Undeniable fear clouded the older woman's eyes and knotted the entrails in 
her sperm-filled belly at the thought of the numbed imbicile trying to 
sodomize her while Ace Hackett fucked her in her cunt! What had gone before 
was one obscene thing, but this barbaric outrage with his big cock would 
surely rip her wide open!


"Come on now, Jo baby, my little pussycat isn't going to let this test put 
her down ... is she?" Ace whispered up into her frightened face, still 
tormentingly taunting her lushly hanging breasts. "What would your husband, 
old Billy-boy, think if we ever told him after fucking the whole team you 
couldn't handle Phalanx? And what about poor Phalanx's feelings? Ain't you 
got no compassion, baby?"


Joanne stared down at him, hating his face and loving his young, muscular, 
teenage body, his long, thick length of endurable cock! "Oooohh...!" she 
whimpered to his merciless young hands tormenting her breasts. She started 
to speak, but words failed her as Phalanx's bludgeoning cock-head pressured 
against the tight ring of her chaste anus he was obscenely spreading open! 
God! God...!


"Holly! Holly! Help me...!" the nakedly subjected young wife cried out as 
she felt the huge teenager strain forward! Ooohhh...! His thick, rubbery 
cock-tip was worming its way into her asshole, causing her to chill with 
natural terror! "Oooohhh ... please don't...! Holly ... somebody ... help 
me, my God...!"


No one did, and painfully Joanne Carter whimpered and squealed, trying to 
squirm free of the blunt, agonizing invasion of her hopelessly resisting 
rectum. But they clung mercilessly to her, Phalanx ever pressing forward as 
she clenched her tear-brimming eyes tightly shut. Suddenly the tensioned, 
elasticized mouth of her tightly closed little asshole gave way before the 
relentless pressure, permitting the smooth turgid head to burst up 
salaciously into her! She felt his strong, oafish hands move to her upper 
thighs, his thick fingers gouging her terder white flesh, and she ground her 
teeth desperately together to help bear the pain!


"How's that little old hunk of sodomizing cock feel, pussycat?" Ace twitted, 
grinning up at her as he continued to tease at her possum-swollen breasts 
and thrust his pulsing hardness up into her wetly absorbing vaginal sheath 
with a grinding, circular action of his vindictive, teenage hips. "Like 
maybe a white-hot poker was being shoved up your ass? Makes you almost wish 
you hadn't been such an unfair bitch, right Coachie?"


"Oooohhh ... aaauugghh...! Y-You're ... ooohhh ... damn you ... you're 
tearing me wide open!" Joanne shrilly cried out, her face contorted with 
torment. "Oooohhh ... stop ... stop, you dim-witted animal!" she wailed back 
at the unheeding Phalanx, straining her neck to gape at his lustfully 
engrossed, stupid face as he clutched at her tensed thighs and rackingly 
wormed his hardened huge cock up into the clutching heat of her tight spongy 
passage without respite! Ace hauled her down to him until her full breasts 
were flattened against his hard, young chest, forcing her obscenely spread 
buttocks higher into the air to help Phalanx's sodomizing cock push into and 
fuck her there! Brutally, its blood-throbbing head plowed the velvety 
clinging flesh before it, until at last with one final lunge that flattened 
the rounded, yielding moons of her lush buttocks against his pelvis, the 
overgrown teenager had driven the impaling hard length of it into her 
desperately stretched back channel!


Joanne gasped for breath, barely able to think, the pain was so 
overwhelming! She'd never be the same after this ... this inhuman ravaging 
of her intimate passages! Oooohhh ... and the slightest movement of her 
naked body only drove it deeper up into her rectum! She tried to hold 
herself in a death-like stillness as they both began to saw in and out of 
her vaginal and rectal canals ... in and out ... in and out ... in and out 
... until she began to sense the thickness of their burning young rods of 
hardened cock-flesh rubbing against one another, only separated by the thin 
membranish wall between her inhumanly stretched vagina and rectum!


"Unnnggghhh ... ooohhh ... ooohhh...!" Joanne moaned in her helpless 
nakedness, the incredible ravishment once more raising the weirdly 
pleasureful sensation within her! She began to move back and down in a tempo 
with her searing, expanded passages in offered acceptance of their plunging, 
teenage cocks!


To Billy Carter's lewdly positioned young wife in her drug-whetted lust, 
pain had suddenly become warped, sensual joy, and she began to revel in the 
depths of her obscene subjugation! While the homely faced teenager beneath 
her encouraged the oafish boy who was luridly sodomizing her virginal 
asshole from behind, Jo made no effort to restrain the passionate grunts of 
masochistic pleasure tumbling from her lips! She felt the swollen intrusion 
solidly thrusting into her rectal passage, chafing and rubbing to an 
incredible sensation its raw, spongy flesh! She felt the simple-minded 
youth's hands gripping her naked hips again with an eager pressure as he 
drubbingly fucked into her, each skin-splitting plunge raising a throaty 
gasp from her which chokingly filled the room. She stared unseeing, but ever 
conscious of Ace Hackett's strong young hands twisting and pulling at the 
full mounds of her dancing breasts, while his dim-witted accomplice thrust 
between her upraised, vulnerable buttocks with longer, sleeker strokes! 
Wildly, he rammed the entire length of huge hardness right up her ass, until 
she could feel his massive, young bloated balls each time slapping against 
the stretched, cock-engorged mouth of her seething pussy!


"Well ... what say, pussycat? Are we getting to you ... making you see a bit 
of light, yet?" Ace pantingly questioned to his unceasing mauling of her 
swollen, tingling breasts. Then, with an unexpected, spine-shattering lurch, 
he drove the long length of his hardened, thick rod upward into her 
simmering vagina to stab at the underside of her quaking belly, forcing a 
pitiful whimper from her throat! "Answer me, goddamnit! Or maybe you haven't 
had enough yet, is that it, cookie...?"


But she couldn't answer; words wouldn't form into phrases, nor come audibly 
from her slackened lips with the forbidden lustful bliss permeating her 
whole naked body ... being ravaged by an uncountable number of young, 
stiffened cocks that had fucked into every erogenous opening she possessed!


"All right, boys!" Ace commanded his revitalized teammates. "Let's get a 
line over here and sashay right up to the pussycat's sweet lips! She wants 
to suck some cock while Phalanx and I stuff her ass and cunt...!"


They came, one after the other, to stand above the homely-faced youth 
beneath her, thrusting their rehardened young cocks into her mouth to be 
sucked, and she avidly accommodated them! Their hot, teenage sperm puddled 
in her belly, smearing her lips and chin with its sticky whiteness, while 
she delighted in the obscene possession of them and their handsome young 
boy-cocks!


Impassionedly, the naked, cum-drenched blonde wife undulated her rounded, 
obscenely spread buttocks with tireless fervency, squeezing with both cunt 
and rectal muscles at the teenage poles of burning hardness rhythmically 
pumping into her inflamed passage mouths. She listened to hear their 
youthful groans of boyish lust as her cunt, asshole, and mouth hungrily 
pulled at their young loins. Omniverously, she began to suck harder at the 
rigid, jerking length of penile flesh in her mouth, its owner no longer of 
importance. Her cheeks hollowed and bloated as she ardently slaved ... and 
then Phalanx whimpered in his high-pitched voice.


"Oh ... frig it, Ace...! I-I'm going to cum...! Yehhh ... nowww...!"


Simultaneously, the boy whose stiffened young cock filled her mouth began to 
convulse. Joanne sensed it swelling abruptly as Phalanx's massive load of 
hot white sperm began to squirt jet-like into the tightly clutching depths 
of her lewdly tingling, forever stretched rectum. Wildly, she fucked back 
onto his wildly spewing cock while she ravenously sucked at the jerking 
hardness in her mouth. It burst then, and the boy cried out, shuddering all 
over! Nectarous gushes of the creamy, fresh young boy cum jetted into her 
mouth and throat, her cheeks puffing and contracting as she voraciously and 
hungrily swallowed gush after gush fastening her lips tightly around the 
ejaculating young penis, prepared not to lose a single drop!


Completely spent, he pulled his slowly deflating young cock from her lips, 
as did the overgrown youth behind her from her sperm-flooded anal passage, 
both of them slumping away and leaving her to concentrate on the boy beneath 
her who was growing more handsome with every passing second! Suddenly, she 
bent down and kissed him with her wet, sperm-coated lips, thrusting her 
tiny, cum-covered tongue obscenely into his mouth, and to her surprise, he 
began to suck it!


"Oh ... oh God, darling ... believe me, you've made your point!" Billy 
Carter's wife passionately exclaimed. "I promise you ... all of you ... 
it'll be different from now on...! But now, my God, I've got to cum, lover 
...!"


"Man, sweeter words I've never heard, pussycat!" Ace panted as she raised 
her curvaceously flared hips and plunged downward with her fire-filled loins 
and smoothly round buttocks. Hungrily, her inner cuntal-muscles began to 
contract and pull at his thrusting, rock-hard young cock, while her aching, 
swollen breasts swayed and bounced sensuously above his face in time to the 
lewd fucking she was receiving from below.


Joanne sat up straight then, beginning a slow-grinding rocking motion, 
feeling the full throbbing length of his youthfully thick cock frictionally 
massaging the liquid walls of her intensively excited vagina. Its bulbous 
head pleasurefully prodded her cervix. She reached behind her to find his 
young sperm bloated balls, cupping, then raking her nails over their 
cum-filled sac. While the others, including Holly, looked on like exhausted 
athletes, Joanne gently squeezed and milked her last remaining teenage 
lover's heatedly churning young testicles as she passionately fucked down on 
him from above!


"G-Goddamn...!" he suddenly choked, gaping up at her beautiful, sensuous 
face. "H-Here it cums, Jo baby! Oooohhh, pussycat ... fuck that aching cock! 
Hard ... hard ... I'm cuummiinnggg ...!"


"Yesss ... yesss, darling...!" the voluptuously naked older woman responded 
with a little wail, her sensuously slaving hips and buttocks fucking 
feverishly downward to absorb his frantically jerking young cock as deep up 
inside her wildly exploding belly as she could. "Oooooohhh, lover ... now! 
Nooowwww! I'm cuuummmiiinnggg too...!"


She cried out and Ace Hackett cursed, their wildly pounding bodies 
convulsing spasmodically together in a tight, sweat-locked embrace! Then, 
the warmly flowing liquid of their dual cataclysmic orgasms gushed back and 
down out of the beautiful blonde young woman's heatedly engulfing cunt lips 
to hotly flood his cock and balls below.


"Ooooh, God! That was beautiful, my little, darling!" Joanne groaned wetly 
down into his heavily breathing mouth. "We're all going to do this over and 
over and over again! We're never going to stop!"


CHAPTER ELEVEN


The San Carmella Imps lost more games than they won through-out the 
remainder of the season, but no one seemed to mind. Enthusiasm remained high 
amongst the boys, and parents showed a greater interest because their sons 
were getting an opportunity to play.


Billy Carter quite openly let his lovely young wife know that he was pleased 
with the results and the way she was giving every boy his chance. The 
winning or losing was not important, he had always insisted, only that each 
and every lad had his chance to get in there and try.


Over the telephone, he'd said to her: "But I suppose you're getting pretty 
tired by this time, aren't you, Honey ... and I know how it is. I'll be glad 
to see our last game next Sunday, myself...."


"No, on the contrary, darling, I'm anything but tired this year. In fact, I 
hate to see the season draw to a close," Joanne had told him.


"Really? I thought you'd be already for a vacation ... say a trip to 
Florida," her young husband had said.


"Florida? Why Florida, Billy...?"


"That coach-father of yours, baby. He figures the team needs a winter 
training quarters after the disastrous season we had. And ... he's probably 
right. Anyway, it'll only be for a couple of months...."


"But that'll be right during basketball season, Billy, and the boys and I 
have already decided to form a Junior League and use our gym facilities," 
she'd quickly told him.


"Basketball...? You were never a fan of that game, Jo ...?"


"It's the boys, Billy," she'd said. "They've simply been begging me, and I 
can't refuse them. With our Imps alone, we have enough for at least four 
teams, and we've had any number of applications from new boys who want to 
play!"


"You sound real gone on this, baby?" her husband had said, his voice 
inflections registering his surprise. "Remember, I won't be there to 
help...."


"I know, honey, but I've got Holly, and she's a wonder! I'm certain that 
between us we can handle the whole thing quite easily. Besides, the older 
boys, like Ace Hackett and Jimmy French, just pitch right in!"


"Well ... let's talk about it when I come home next week," he'd said. "But, 
if you've really got your mind made up, I'll go along with it. The Imps have 
one more game, too, don't they?"


"Yes, next Sunday afternoon. Then, we're having our usual season-end party," 
she'd reminded him. "Will you be here for that?"


"Hell, no! We play St. Louis there to wind up our schedule," he said. "I 
thought you knew...."


"I do, darling. I just forgot that it wasn't a home game," she'd lied. "I 
mean, if you were in L.A. you could at least get here for the party."


"Yeah ... well ... I guess you and Holly can handle that, all right without 
me...."


"Yes, of course we can, Billy," she'd replied with an eager little laugh, 
her mind excitedly racing with the promising thought of it. She just hoped 
the boys didn't play their hearts out and get all tired out from the silly 
game first...!


THE END
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INTRODUCTION


What seems to have become the American way of conducting business-namely the 
annual convention, serves as the setting for this critical commentary on a 
"new life style" for middle-class America.


But it is a convention in name only that Bella Dietrich uses for her 
appraisal of the wife-swapping scene that is sweeping the country. There 
have been headlines splashed across the newspapers of our land decrying the 
decadence of the practice, and feature stories in all of the national 
magazines asking, "Is this activity on your list of leisure-time pursuits?"


Ginny Blake assumes the role of girl reporter to provide a first-hand 
account of what the action is and how it is organized. In her attempt to 
provide in-depth coverage for this special event, she finds herself caught 
in the hub of the husband-wife merry-go-round. The brass ring she reaches 
for never materializes, but the men and women who ride the snorting steeds 
spur the activities to a fevered pitch.


Interwoven with reporting on the convention participants is her crusade for 
the women's lib movement. She must prove she is capable of covering this 
story in order to move up in her journalistic career.


Accompanied by Larry Eisenberg, staff photographer, Ginny goes to San Diego 
to cover the convention. They pose as a married couple in order to be 
accepted by the swapping couples who have traveled from all over the country 
for this mass-meeting.


As the tempo increases, the influence of old-world customs becomes apparent 
with the staging of a Roman banquet. The kaleidoscope of history flickers 
across the scene and the marriage rites of the so-called civilized people 
are dissolved.


Anthropologists have long speculated on the structure of the monogamous 
union. They have explained it by rationalizing that approximately equal 
numbers of males and females are born, and at the lower economic levels it 
is possible for a male to only support one female. In addition, studies show 
that children born to monogamous unions have a better chance of survival. 
However, the practice of polygamy has existed for thousands of years.


Psychiatrists have noted that man is by nature a polygamous being. Some 
experts have suggested that the large number of unsuccessful marriages and 
the rising divorce rate in the United States is directly related to 
monogamy. There has even been discussion on the legalizing of companionate 
marriage--i.e., a sort of trial marriage that could be dissolved at the end 
of a year.


Customs and people are changing in the world we live in. Perhaps the 
portrait painted by Convention Orgy will be one more step in questioning, 
reviewing, and revising our present marital structure.


Brandon Books is pleased to provide its readers with this provocative 
presentation of a problem that exists in America today.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


An unearthly pall of smog obscured the top of the Los Angeles Clarion 
building and settled in an opaque film over the inner city. Automobile horns 
bleated their trapped cries and the streets filled with scurrying humanity, 
almost all of them goggled with sunglasses against the gray gloom. Lumbering 
steel trucks like armored beasts rammed their way through the teeming 
traffic, snorting their rage through grinding gears.


The noise was muffled to a subliminal hum on the top floor of the Clarion 
inside Clint Worthington Greer's private office. The glass-filtered smog up 
here only created an urge to wipe the windows, like wiping the shower steam 
off a mirror. Beige damask, thick, bleached wool Indian carpeting, soft 
Venetian red leather and fine chestnut paneling lulled the occupants into 
believing they were in the quiet decorum of an English gentlemen's club.


Greer leaned back of the expansive desk in his high-backed leather chair, 
watching Ginny Blake lean forward to press home still another argument. Her 
long beautiful legs were crossed and angled to the side. He let his eyes 
slide down their silken length surreptitiously when Natalie turned to say 
something to Larry Eisenberg. Ginny opened her hands in an imploring gesture 
and Clint felt his whole gut tighten at the clearly outlined mounds of her 
large firm breasts under the blue knit. What the hell was he sitting here 
arguing with Ginny Blake for? He didn't give a damn how many prize stories 
she'd done. She was made for one thing and one thing only.


"You see, Mr. Greer, I'm not just one of your fly-by-night reporters. This 
is my career. I expect to be working on a newspaper when I'm ninety-five." 
Her deep blue eyes were earnest and pleading ... so beautiful in their thick 
long fringe of startling black lashes that a man could agree to almost 
anything just looking into them. Clint took in her silky black hair swept up 
and twisted in a French roll off her neck, severe except for the thick soft 
bangs that almost got tangled in her eyelashes. A man could also imagine 
what that hair would be like with the pins out and flung out on a pillow. 
The thick cream color of her skin set off those blue eyes and black hair. He 
looked at all of the skin that was visible, from her beautiful face with its 
straight little nose and small determined chin, the long delicate throat, 
the graceful hands, and back to the throat and the creamy V where her 
neckline cut off the view. But it didn't take much imagination to know that 
the rest of the skin on her long slender body was just as white and 
poreless.


"I realize that I'm probably a little young to tackle this assignment. But I 
know I can do it. I've planned a four-part story." Ginny tugged a briefcase 
from the inside arm of her chair.


Larry Eisenberg had had about all he could take. That bastard Greer had been 
undressing Ginny with his eyes ever since they came in for this conference. 
The Great God Greer, publisher and philanthropist. He wondered why Greer had 
never spotted Ginny before. She'd been here almost five months now. Maybe he 
had, come to think of it.


"Sir..." Larry spoke up, leaning forward with elbows on knees. He didn't 
know why the hell he should be concerned. Ginny was a good enough broad 
though ... and nobody on the whole damn paper had been able to get next to 
her. Maybe that was why he resented the "old man" leering. Larry cleared his 
throat. "If I may offer an opinion, I don't think it's youth that anybody's 
objecting to


... but this is rather a raw assignment....that might offend feminine 
sensibilities."


"Offend feminine sensibilities!" Ginny spluttered. "But don't you see-"


Natalie had to intervene. Clint was going to be furious with her, but that 
was mostly his permanent state at work. She knew his precious ego would be 
wounded again and she'd pay for this at home ... but she'd worry about that 
then. At the Clarion she couldn't afford to be a wife ... she had a paper to 
get out and run and hopefully build into something even better than it had 
been in her grandfather's day.


"Clint ... Larry----" Both men turned to look at Natalie Greer. She was a 
slight woman with short dark brown hair that had two perfect white wings of 
hair sweeping up from her temples. They were her trademark. Most women would 
have kept then dyed but Natalie knew they accentuated her large doe eyes and 
aquiline nose. The white wings lent a regal air to such a small woman and 
she increased this by borrowing Ethel Barrymore's old trick of wearing only 
gray, white, or black. Her small, perfectly manicured hands came off her 
gray wool lap and she toyed with her silver-monogrammed pencil.


"I know you have the best of intentions, Larry. But perhaps, Ginny must try 
for the best assignment ... no matter how 'raw.' She has a fine sense of 
news and an intuition about the things that are going to be important 
tomorrow. As managing editor, I must vote that we let Ginny cover the first 
Swingers' Convention." She ended quietly but firmly.


Clint felt Natalie's words as well as heard them. Quiet as they were, they 
stung like a glove flung across his cheek. His normally ruddy skin grew even 
ruddier. To cover his fury, he rose to his full six feet four inches and 
turned to look at the muted, hazy street scene below. Shoving both hands in 
his pockets to keep from running them through his red hair, which was his 
normal gesture of impatience, he gritted his teeth with his back to the 
room. Clint could feel the blood rising to his face. Showing her authority 
like that to the help! The hired help! Goddamned bitch! How the hell could 
he make policy or do anything with his own wife as managing editor?


"I appreciate your confidence, Mrs. Greer," Ginny said in her soft 
insinuating voice. "And I hope Mr. Greer will be willing to let me try." 
Ginny kept her eyes on Clint Greer's hostile back in the expensive 
gray-green suit, her heart thudding and her head beating out an insistent 
prayer that she hoped would influence him. She had to get this assignment! 
The grapevine was pretty reliable and there was a vacancy coming up. 
Everyone knew that the assistant feature's editor job was up for grabs. With 
one really important assignment like this, handled well, she'd have a chance 
for it... a good chance.


Larry looked at Ginny sitting there so intensely, willing the "old man" to 
go for it. She was so beautiful she didn't look real ... the same almost 
unreal beauty of Elizabeth Taylor before she got too plump. Christ! What was 
the matter with Natalie Greer that she couldn't foresee the troubles they'd 
have with a girl who looked like that covering the first annual Swingers' 
Convention. What the hell was he supposed to do? Sleep outside her door with 
a carbine? Larry imagined himself battling hordes of wife-weary men trying 
to get at Ginny Blake. And as for pretending to be married to her so she 
could cover the story and let him get the photographs without anyone being 
the wiser ... Jesus! No one would believe that he, Larry Eisenberg, was 
married to that goddamned goddess.


Larry knew only too well what he looked like. He became even more painfully 
aware of it when sitting next to Ginny. Medium height... maybe an inch or 
two taller than she was ... light brown curly hair that had a tendency to 
bush out when he was excited, light brown eyes and a big high-domed 
forehead, a cynical defensive curl to his full lips, great big feet and long 
well-boned sensitive hands ... a thin wiry body that tended to slump because 
he did just that so much, using his camera ... hunching this way and that 
for shots.


Willing to let her try. Clint was willing to let her try a lot of things. 
Suddenly he saw a way. Try. Yes, she was going to have to try for it. A 
try-out, you might say. He turned back to the room, his ruddy big-nosed, 
handsome face bland and almost smiling.


"No organization can go forward unless it's willing to take some risks. 
Certainly the Clarion has always taken its share."


Natalie was already at the door. She had work to do and it would only make 
things worse later if she hung around for Clint's capitulation. She took one 
last look at her huge smiling husband, pouring out the charm and recovering 
his poise. Larry was hunching up to leave too. Poor guy looked miserable. 
She closed the door swiftly and made her way down the hall to her own office 
wondering if she was ever going to learn how to cope with a husband and a 
paper.


Larry descended gratefully to the chaotic depths of the building. He sank 
back wearily at his desk and lit a cigarette. His phone rang insistently and 
he let it ring. Five times. He counted them as he smoked lazily. Six. Seven. 
The noise seemed to make the ugly black instrument twitch at each brrinnggg. 
Shit.


"Yeah."


"Where the hell are my Sunday fashion-page pics?" You had to say one thing 
for Vera Valentine. She was nothing if not direct.


"At the bottom of a deep dark hole."


"Fuck you too, buster. I've got to have them! Now! Deep dark hole. What kind 
of shit is that?"


"Still in the camera. Keep your goddamned shirt on or you might expose two 
very obvious defects. The pics will be out this afternoon." Larry slammed 
down the receiver before she could do more than splutter.


He should have been elated. He got to spend three days in a posh hotel with 
Ginny Blake for company, with the tab all on the Clarion. Why had he kept 
pushing to get her off the assignment? Any damn guy in the building would 
have jumped at it. Well, for thirty-two years Larry Eisenberg had been a 
perverse son of a bitch. There was no denying that. He stubbed out his 
cigarette violently. He knew damn well that wasn't it ... at least not all 
of it. Maybe it was the same thing that kept him glued to this rat race when 
he knew he wanted to learn to do something important with a camera. He 
wanted to make statements ... big statements and little ones about human 
beings ... about mankind ... about the world. And deep down inside Larry 
Eisenberg knew he was afraid. Scared spit-less!


Even as he talked, Clint had seen Natalie leave and then Larry sneak out. 
That bitch always left him hanging out... and as for Larry, well, he was 
worried about little Miss Blue Eyes here. But Little Miss Blue Eyes had said 
in every way in the world that she was capable of taking care of herself ... 
that she'd do anything to further her career ... that she could do anything 
a man could do and maybe better. She was going to get her try. Right now.


Ginny watched Clint Greer walk behind her, still talking, and heard him do 
something with the door. Seeing that Larry had closed it, she guessed. The 
carpet muffled his footsteps and she didn't realize he'd crossed the room 
again until she felt his hands on her shoulders.


"You're going to get your chance, my dear." His hands, big and faintly 
freckled, squeezed her, then trailed away as he came around to lean on the 
big desk right in front of her. There was something almost palpable in the 
air. Clint Greer exuded such magnetism and charm that it was almost as 
though the atmosphere was full of electricity.


"I don't think you realize what's in store for you. These people are wife 
swappers. They exchange partners ... sexual partners. Two couples simply 
trade mates and have intercourse." His rich, brown velvet eyes with the 
shaggy, sandy red eyebrows burrowed into her and Ginny felt a warning signal 
go off in her head.


"Yes, I know that, Mr. Greer ... but I've covered murders and heaven knows 
what."


"But covering a murder does not require you to become a murderess," he said 
slowly .. . letting each word sink in.


Ginny's blue eyes widened as she realized the full import of what he meant. 
"But . . . there's no reason Larry and I can't fake that sort of thing ... 
and disappear. I mean surely you don't expect-"


"I don't expect anything," Clint said sharply. "But I don't think you'll be 
able to fake anything and get the story ... and if the conventioneers find 
out why you're there ... as a reporter... you won't get any story at all."


"I know it won't be easy ... but I still want to try," Ginny said as calmly 
as she could. He was giving her the creeps. An involuntary shudder ran up 
her arms.


"Very well." Clint was looking her over frankly, mentally seeing the full 
ripeness of those breasts tumbling out naked and voluptuous. Her long thighs 
were still crossed and they were outlined by the clinging blue knit fabric 
that ended just above the knee, their shape and proportion and angle making 
a small V at the bottom of her lap that drew his eyes like a magnet. Yes, he 
was more than willing to let Ginny Blake try.


Ginny stood up to edge away and cut. The Great God Greer was making her 
uneasy and uncertain by his insinuations and efforts to throw her off 
balance. Mrs. Greer had made him give in but she had the terrible feeling 
that she, Ginny Blake, was going to reap the consequences.


"Thank you, Mr. Greer. I do appreciate the opportunity-" Her words were cut 
short, for Greer grabbed her and crushed her against his enormous body with 
the swiftness of a bird of prey. Ginny found her mouth caught by his in a 
fierce kiss, his iron arms completely surrounding her and pressing her into 
the length of his maleness. She was so surprised that for a moment she 
wasn't quite sure what really had happened but she could feel the bruising 
demanding lips and hot breath. The expensive tobacco and wool smell of his 
clothes hit her nostrils. The warm, hard muscular domination of his arms and 
hands circled her rib cage and buttocks ... and the unmistakable rigid bulge 
of his manhood under the trousers pressed insistently against her belly. Did 
he truly think she was some naive little chit who'd be willing to pay for 
job opportunity? She pushed hard against his chest with doubled fists, her 
briefcase falling to the floor unheeded.


Clint held her easily, hardly exerting himself. Despite her height and she 
must be at least five seven or eight, taller now in her navy lizard pumps, 
she was very slender and felt small and defenseless against his strength, 
her little bones cushioned in peach-firm flesh. The big luscious breasts 
were mashed hard against his chest and he knew his vest buttons must be 
cutting into her. So she didn't much like paying the price. Well, they all 
decided that when things got right down to the pay-off. Clint shoved his 
tongue brutally into her mouth, forcing it past her teeth, and clutched her 
even closer, one ripe little ass cheek in his big hand. She was a wild 
thing, trying to claw his face now. He ignored it and concentrated on the 
feel of this delectable creature, already imagining undressing her. He liked 
wild things. Taming them made him master of himself again.


Ginny struggled hard, panting through her nose in tortured breaths, but her 
beating fists and clawing fingernails didn't seem to affect him at all. This 
huge monster went right on kissing her ... French kissing her with his 
tongue exploring every soft little ridge of her mouth and his hot hand 
covering and clenching her bottom. She could even feel that damn thing of 
his beating against her soft belly.


With a superhuman effort born of necessity, Ginny wrenched her mouth away 
and gasped, "Stop ... it... no ... I won't..." only to have his huge paw 
catch the back of her head and force her straining mouth back to his. She 
felt his strong fingers push through her twisted-up hair and the pins begin 
to fall noiselessly onto the carpet.


This little Irish filly had to learn. Clint Greer gave the signals. When he 
was ready to let her go, he would, and not until. Clint tongue-fucked her 
mercilessly, his fingers tearing out the pins in her hair all the while his 
steel-hard thigh forced between her legs and he could feel the pubic arch 
beneath her clothes. She was whining now deep in her throat and straining in 
his arms as though they were a hated cage. Clint grabbed her flailing arms 
and pinned them with one of his behind her back, his thigh shoving up even 
harder into her pubic area, which freed one of his huge hands to close over 
her heaving breast.


Ginny was trembling now with rage, frustration, and naked fear. This brute 
was so strong and he was so determined that panic began to gnaw at her 
insides. How was she ever going to get out of this one? Even her legs were 
pinned with his hard thigh thrust obscenely between her own and it was 
arching up against her pubis. She could feel her hair flowing down over her 
shoulders to the middle of her back but that brutal hand still held her 
skull as though it were a baseball in the palm of a huge catcher's mitt. 
He'd looked so gentlemanly, she thought hysterically, in his expensive suit 
and vest and handmade English brogues. Clothes make the man, and she laughed 
hollowly in her own head.


The feel of Ginny's heaving, fluttering breasts in Clint's hands sent the 
blood coursing up into his already rigid steel shaft in ever-increasing 
tides. He could feel its length bundled into his shorts painfully and mashed 
against the yielding softness of her belly. Hefting the erotic weight of her 
breast in his palm, he marveled at its perfect ripeness and globular 
curvature. Real breasts, not like Natalie's small hard little pears that 
felt green and undeveloped, as though the sun had never warmed them enough 
for them to swell to full ripeness." But Ginny's ... those rounded mounds of 
Venus were a real woman's breasts made to succor a man ... and soon they'd 
be in his mouth.


The hot male hand caressing, holding, and weighing her breasts sent an 
unwanted lassitude like a drift of sun through an angry cloud wavering 
through Ginny's unwilling body. Oh God. How had she let herself be trapped? 
She'd had bosses who tried to make her before, but she'd always managed to 
feel it coming and sidestep them or laugh them out of it. But there'd only 
been the tiniest of warnings just before he grabbed her. Maybe Joe had been 
right about her, after all. Ambition would destroy her in the end. But he'd 
been so lazy and so irresponsible and so unstable. She'd felt more than 
justified in divorcing him after one miserable year of teenage marriage and 
at eighteen she had not really felt like a divorcee ... but a young girl on 
her way who'd only been temporarily side-tracked. Now at twenty-six, she was 
on her way or had been, until now.


Sensing the change in mood, the basic attitude relenting as well as the 
struggling and straining, Clint let his mouth slide at last away from 
Ginny's bruised mouth down her cheek to her white column of throat. His hand 
insinuated inside the V neckline to feel the satin skin of her and his 
fingers snaked across one soft round shoulder inside her knit dress and then 
poked down inside the edge of her bra toward the rounded hillock of her 
breast, while his mouth nibbled gently along her throat and ear and jaw. 
"Such ... a beautiful ... thing." Clint muttered against the silken warmness 
of her skin.


"Nooo-o-o-o-o!" Ginny breathed as she felt his fingers reach the soft goal 
of her nipple which hardened instantly to erect attention. A jolt of 
electrical thrill ricocheted through her body as he pinched the sensitive 
bud to a quivering desire-tensed hard little tip. An equally traitorous 
tensing had started between her legs, a drawing inward of taut strings that 
seemed to pull up through her whole torso in some intricate connection to 
the base of her skull. At least he wasn't holding her an abject prisoner as 
he had been. There was a chance ... a bare chance that she might get away if 
she fooled him into thinking she was going to give in. Oh, how could she 
have been such a fool? Such a blind ambitious fool.


When he brought both hands around to fondle her breasts and fumble at the 
catch of her lace bra, his hot mouth probing her inner ear like a small 
voracious penis, Ginny forced herself, despite her responding body's 
protests, to throw her arms up and push hard and turn to run desperately 
toward the door.


"Goddamn!" she heard him roar just as her hand closed over the huge brass 
knob. He caught her by the arms, his steel hands like iron bands. Greer 
jerked her around brutally. "The door's locked."


A sudden fury shook her and a red haze of rage before her eyes made him look 
like a raving maniac. "I am not any little office slut who's going to pay 
you, Mr. Greer! Let me go," she panted as he shook her. "I'll scream." Tears 
of rage began pouring down her face.


"Who'd listen?" Clint snarled. "And if they did ... I'd only insist you were 
pulling the old rape trick. Who's going to believe you against me, you 
stupid little bitch!"


"Please ... please..." she begged, the helplessness closing in on her again. 
She knew the moment he said it that he was right. He had only to say that 
she started tearing her clothes off and stood there screaming rape in order 
to humiliate an important man. Without a doubt he'd be believed. The great 
publisher and philanthropist would never be accused of what he was doing. 
She was only a reporter and a new one with only five months on the Clarion.


"And if you have any ideas about exposing me with another paper, forget it. 
I'll have you blackballed with every paper in the country!" His hands bit 
into her arms cruelly, the contorted face above her spitting out his anger 
on her. It couldn't be happening, but it was! She was going to be raped 
right here and now and there was nothing she could do about it. She'd always 
laughed at the extreme women's lib groups who screamed, "male chauvinist 
pig," but now she knew what they were talking about. Why had she even asked 
for this assignment? She might never have really come to Greer's attention 
if she'd done her job and stayed out of his way. But how could she have 
predicted this insane reaction?


The anger and terror on Ginny's face only made her more beautiful than ever. 
Her black hair streamed in silky wealth down over her shoulders. The blue 
eyes were wet and her abject tear-stained face more white than before. The 
blue knit dress had come unbuttoned so that the V had widened and deepened, 
showing the white lace bra and the creamy mounds foaming over the top. Clint 
felt the galvanized steel of his prick jerk convulsively in his pants.


"Now you listen to me!" He twisted her arms behind her, held them in a 
bruising grip, then ran his other hand up the back of her head to catch a 
handful of shining black waving hair, thus tilting her face up to him.


"You wanted this assignment worse than anything in the world. I don't think 
you can handle it. You'll be expected to perform sexually. Now Tm willing to 
let you try . . . right now. Try out for it ... with me. If you do well, 
you'll get the assignment ... and the assistant feature's editor desk, which 
is what you're after."


Ginny stared in disbelief and horror as she was held completely captive, her 
face turned up to his snarling one, his brutal hands punctuating the words 
by tightening in her hair and around her pinned and twisted back arms. Her 
brain was still refusing to believe that she was here ... a dream, it 
insisted ... a nightmare . .. you'll wake in relief in a minute. But her 
body, bruised, humiliated, and even strangely excited, knew too well that it 
was real. The pain in scalp and arms was real. The shuddering sobs rising in 
wounding waves from her chest were real.


Even as she tried to believe it was a dream some hidden part of her mind was 
functioning and telling her that this was her chance... that she'd been 
married ... that women had intercourse all the time against their will. She 
wouldn't die. She'd get the assignment . .. the promotion .. . everything 
she wanted and needed . .. that she wouldn't be giving up that much except 
an exaggerated sense of pride.


"Now get your clothes off!" Clint flung her away from him. Ginny stumbled 
and almost fell, but caught herself with a hand on the back of a chair. She 
was sobbing and panting, struggling for breath, but she clung to the chair 
back, fighting for control. By God, that was better. He'd been humiliated 
enough for one day by Natalie. There were some things he still controlled 
around here and this was sure as hell one of them! Natalie knew damn well he 
didn't approve of women on the paper, anyway. They didn't belong here. They 
were too distracting and too meddling and too damned emotional. This was the 
first time he'd ever broken his own rule about not fooling with women from 
the office. But goddamn it, Natalie had insisted on this one. Besides Clint 
hadn't had a good fuck in almost two weeks . . . not since the fancy call 
girl on Wilshire. He took off his suit jacket and began unbuttoning his 
vest. "I said .. . get them off!"


Ginny's hands fluttered up to her gaping dress and found the last three 
buttons that closed it over her waist and hips. It was as though she were 
blinded by the tears and the dress an unfamiliar one. Her hands shook as she 
fumbled and struggled with the buttons. She wished dimly that Larry hadn't 
left . . . that he was here to keep her from this monster. Even though Larry 
had never given her anything but the uncivil time of day in his cynical way, 
talking to her as though she were another old newspaper man, somehow he 
looked like a protector now. His language was atrocious and explicit and 
he'd never softened it when she was around but she'd always felt that was 
Larry's way of accepting her as an equal, a professional. At least he'd 
never made the slightest pass at her or touched her. And the Great God Greer 
was about to rape her as casually as he'd light a cigarette.


Stripping swiftly, Clint walked over to his desk. He threw all his clothes 
in one of the red leather chairs and sat down behind his desk to watch 
Ginny. His penis was jutting up like a rock phallus, he noted with 
satisfaction. The executive stroked it fondly as he watched the show. It 
jerked appreciatively as though separately alive and unconnected with him 
... as though it had a life of its own.


Ginny was reluctantly pulling the blue knit dress off her smooth white 
shoulders when she turned slightly to free one arm at a time and saw Greer 
sitting there like a giant erotic painting. He was completely naked, seated 
back of his polished desk in the high-backed chair. The ruddy skin of his 
face was bleached where it reached his collarbone and was fair through the 
tangled mat of curling red hair that covered his huge muscular chest. The 
arms were enormous bulging logs, the muscles standing out in pregnant 
swells, the forearms again covered with reddish hairs. She caught her breath 
as her eyes traveled down the great bellows of his chest to the hard flat 
belly that was bisected by the most unrealistic, massive gigantic penis. It 
stood up like a peeled pole, clearly visible behind the desk that hid his 
legs except for the very upper thighs. He was stroking that giant prong 
tenderly, his brown eyes hooded in the shadow of protruding shaggy brows, as 
he watched her intently, the prey that had inadvertently stumbled into his 
lair.


Ginny stood as if caught by a still photograph in the act of undressing, 
poised and startled like a wild mare with a rippling halo of black mane that 
tumbled over her white shoulders, the black bangs over the frightened, blue 
eyes were almost a forelock. One round white shoulder was bared. Her huge 
breasts swelled in the inadequate restraint of the small white lace bra. Her 
skin was just as white and creamy over her little bowl of belly, firm and 
flat and dimpled by the indentation of her navel. Remembering her silken 
legs, Clint wondered what held them up, for in this pose she looked as 
though she might have been wearing no panties or garter belt at all.


"Get on with it!" he ordered, though he was in no rush at all, for his eyes 
were feasting as they hadn't for a very long time. Slowly, she freed the 
other shoulder and then both slender, rounded milky arms and the blue knit 
clung like a drapery around her curved white hips. Clint could see that she 
was still trembling visibly and she stood for a moment watching him with her 
fascinated, unbelieving, yet still frightened eyes as he deliberately peeled 
the foreskin down on his demanding prick. Her eyes widened even further. 
She'd never seen anything to equal the size of his, he thought with 
satisfaction and was not likely to at the Swingers' Convention, either.


That enormous penis with its blind eye held Ginny's eyes as though it were a 
snake that had cast a spell over her. Its sinister size and naked need, 
thrusting up obscenely to the light like a serpent, held her as it stuck up 
from the reddish pubic-haired basket of Clint's lap. It would be rape, she 
thought wildly. No woman could ever willingly take that thing inside her, 
for she'd be cut into, speared, stabbed, and left bleeding and wounded. 
Ginny trembled more violently at the thought of being skewered by the 
fierce, merciless weapon. All vestige of the gentleman had been stripped 
away from Clint Greer with his clothes and she saw now a naked, primitive 
giant savage with only a prehistoric, pre-civilized, instinctual need that 
must be satisfied regardless of cost or damage. Some deep inner knowledge 
recognized and knew and answered and her dress slid down her hips to curl in 
a coil of blue-dyed wool around her feet.


She stood in two wisps of white lace that were scarcely whiter than her 
skin, except that they were cold white and her body was a white warmed by 
blood coursing beneath its silken surface. The bra was hinged in the middle 
like an opened clam shell that barely contained the heavy-meated globes of 
her breasts. The bikini was only a strip of white lace with bluish nylons 
attached encasing her long perfectly formed thighs and knees and calves.


Clint felt his belly constrict and his eager rod jumped excitedly in his 
hand. He couldn't remember ever seeing anything so luscious as the 
almost-naked beauty of Ginny Blake and it was only this morning that he'd 
been even dimly aware of her existence. Right now he felt like thanking 
Natalie ....which he wouldn't. His breath was coming in pants and stops and 
starts as he watched the revelations.


Next came the top. Clint sat very still, his hand even stopping its stroking 
motions as he watched Ginny's shaking hand reach up to the hinge between her 
swelling breasts. A little fumbling and the white lace cups were slowly 
peeled aside to reveal the heavy white breasts tipped with roses like single 
blossoms on each white mountain. They were even more beautiful than he could 
have imagined, for the bra had been only an adornment that did nothing to 
support their immense weight. Those breasts hadn't sagged a millimeter when 
Ginny pulled the bra away. The lace wisps dangled by their straps and as her 
arms fell, the useless garment slid off her hands and joined the blue knit.


A strange thing was happening inside Ginny, for she was suddenly getting a 
perverse enjoyment from seeing Clint Greer watch her nakedness increase. The 
magnetic, hypnotic effect of the man was somehow working on her, easing her 
terror and fright to a weird tingle of anticipation, a curiosity, an 
ambition to see what would happen next. She could feel his eyes nuzzling and 
mouthing and sucking her nipples and those eyes were almost as tangible as 
his huge hand had been before on her breasts. Oh God. What was happening to 
her? Had she been too long a single girl with no man of her own that 
suddenly the prospect of a man wanting her set her crazy and unbalanced?


In the eight years since the divorce from Joe she'd never looked back, for 
she'd heard too well "time's winged chariot" as she rushed through her 
degree and getting the experience that she needed.


There'd been no time for men. Joe had soured her anyway and she'd told 
herself there'd be plenty of time later .. . when she could afford the time. 
A few furtive scattered experiences, but so few and so meaningless. Her 
hours had been too full of getting ... of making it on her own and it had 
been enough.


Clint's eyes were laving her body gluttonously, every sinuous, impossible 
curve of it .. . the slenderness, the whiteness, the smoothness. His hands 
gripped the arms of his chair, for Ginny stood in only the strip of white 
lace across her mons pubis with the bluish stockings encasing her long 
beautiful legs. Her fingertips eased down her silky sides and slipped inside 
the lace bikini edge as she stepped out of the lizard pumps. The vindication 
was his! Whatever Natalie had done to him today was worth this vindication! 
Ginny was peeling the lace strip slowly down and the attached hose and the 
curly black and silken triangle came into view. The sacred triangle that 
contained deep within its portals the secrets, the messages . .. the end of 
being.


Ginny stripped the thin nylon down her legs till the white lace-topped 
bikini pantyhose lay around her ankles and she toed them off her feet. The 
trembling and the quaking inside had stopped now and a resignation had taken 
over. What had seemed an unreasonable and unlikely way to get a chance for a 
promotion, a degrading and unfair way, she now began to accept, since there 
was nothing else to do. Clint Greer had blocked her every avenue of escape. 
He'd outmaneuvered her and there was a grudging respect for that, even if 
she couldn't admire his methods. But somehow, with every increasing inch of 
exposed nakedness, his mastery seemed to wane and Ginny felt stronger and 
more sure of herself. He was clearly mesmerized by her white body. Ginny 
felt almost calm as she stood before him, clad only in the wealth of 
lustrous waving black hair falling down her back and the curled black fleece 
between her legs.


Again he started at her head and inventoried the incredible delights of this 
beautiful girl whose perfection of face and body was unreal, a fiction, an 
image. Round where a woman should be round, slender where slenderness was 
needed. He sat for a long moment, his eyes locked on hers, but his 
peripheral vision was seeing all of her as she stood, one knee bent slightly 
so that her pubic hair formed a base for those long, firmly rounded legs and 
a support for the flat smooth plane of her white belly. The carved hips 
swayed into a narrow waist and a fragile rib cage that looked incapable of 
supporting the great weight of those large meloned breasts that rose like 
twin suns, beaming their points of pink light. Ginny's lips were slightly 
parted, the lipstick gone, dissolved somewhere between their mouths earlier, 
but a natural ripe color had taken its place.


Some about his gluttonous eyes had changed suddenly and Ginny felt a clutch 
of fear in her diaphragm again. Clint was looking at her as though she were 
a piece of merchandise, a hunk of meat, and his greedy eyes were assessing 
her value to him. His huge penile member looked more menacing than ever. She 
shuddered and closed her eyes, her arms coming up to cross and shelter her 
breasts.


"Please .. . please . . ." she whispered. "Please don't make me do this."


"Come here," he commanded, the lust in his guttural bark tinged with venom.


Ginny opened her eyes reluctantly and stared, somehow frozen to the spot of 
carpet where she stood, her toes sunk in the thick richness. "I ... I don't 
want the assignment now," she whispered fearfully. "Please . . . please, 
just let me go."


Suddenly all the humiliations, a thousand and more came back to dig at 
Clint's gut . . . the biggest one of all was marrying the money that was 
Natalie and the power of a newspaper empire only to find she was a tougher 
adversary than any man with a sharper intellect and a rigid control that he 
had not been able to wrest from her. He jumped up and around the desk to 
jerk Ginny by the arm.


"You don't want the assignment now!" he roared sarcastically. "Like hell you 
don't, you lying bitch! Don't pull that shit on me ... I know everything 
about you! I know what makes you tick!" He jerked her around the desk to 
stand before the murky window. He pushed her before him until all she could 
see was the frenzied miniature people below. He held her almost pressed into 
the glass.


"That's what you want . . . that down below there! You want this chair, the 
office, this power over the goddamn creeps down there!" He was screaming now 
past her ear, his eyes glued on the hurrying hordes. Ginny could feel the 
terrible weapon, the steel flesh weapon of his penis pressed into her spine 
and it was a knife, a hot murderous knife. The rage he was venting was even 
more terrible and she was limp with its fierceness, a blessed vagueness 
settling over her numbing brain. Even as he raved she felt his hands begin 
to slide up her hips, molding her absentmindedly till they closed on her 
breasts in two ferocious traps. Ginny shook and tried to blank her mind 
completely.


"You want the catbird seat, you bitch! Well, you can have it for a little 
while. I relinquish it. Here!" Clint backed into the high-backed chair and 
turned her brutally to face him. One hand came out and spread her legs 
apart. He was panting in great torturous breaths as he looked, a rutting 
beast, at her shrinking body lewdly opened at the thighs.


Ginny felt him lift her then, his great strong hands digging into her flesh 
and he hammered her in one mighty thrust onto the vicious spike of his 
upstanding prick. The pain seared through her, tearing at her very vitals in 
one excruciating ripping agony.


She screamed as though she had been mortally speared and her only hope was a 
mercifully quick end. A blinding, searing, burning auger was cutting her 
flesh, pushing her very organs too high in the screaming, paining, bleeding 
vessel that was her tortured body. Nothing in her whole life had prepared 
her for this raging maniac who used her so brutally and degraded her so 
pitilessly . . . and her body, so unused to any invader, was wounded beyond 
repair by the giant's prod that skewered her with a size far too great for 
her little hollow.


Clint felt his hot pole cut into her tender, resisting flesh and it was the 
tightest, most clinging, clasping hole he'd ever been in! His cock jerked 
gratefully deep in her close white body and tried to burrow even deeper 
though the whole shaft was covered with her resisting flesh that clenched 
his rod right up to the hilt, her black pubic hair tangling with his red. 
Jesus! She was the smallest, tightest, closest little box he could remember! 
A deep grunt came from deep in his chest as he pulled her jackknifed knees 
down through, under the chair arms so her thighs and legs could dangle and 
her buttocks ride more comfortably on his hard thighs.


She was moaning incoherently, her hands clutching his huge shoulders, trying 
vainly to ease herself off his brutally wounding cock. He crushed her 
against his heaving chest, the coarse chest hairs rasping the tender white 
flesh of her mashed breasts, his arms holding the slender trunk of her 
quaking body and his mouth captured her whining lips. His tongue fucked 
straight into the warm wet cavern of her mouth, echoing the thrust of his 
deeply imbedded prick sunk so far up in her tight cunt.


Ginny squirmed and gasped, completely impaled on both Clint's enormous, 
pulsing penis and the stabbing tongue in her throat. The pain was like a 
sheet of red agony that covered her, filmed her. Every cell cried for relief 
and she knew there was none. She was caught, pinned, as defenseless as a 
fluttering moth against a cruel pin ... her whole self at Clint's mercy and 
he had none.


Even as she tried to get enough breath in her laboring lungs with the sobs 
bubbling up in great wracking, stifled moans and the tears creeping 
helplessly from beneath her tangled lashes, she knew it was hopeless. She 
must somehow live through the inhuman agony, this torture of hell


... she must somehow survive. His hands were all over her and they were 
burning brands that seared her white flesh. She imagined the red prints they 
must be leaving.


She was still whining and sobbing terribly around his fucking tongue that 
shot lizard-like in and out of her pink tender mouth but, oh God, it was so 
good as Clint lurched his cock ever deeper up into the heaven of her 
tight-walled pussy that sheathed him like a grasping glove. He hadn't 
prepared her for the lustful lunge straight up into her only partially damp 
slit and she sounded hurt and in pain but goddamn her to hell anyway! 
Pulling that "I don't want the assignment now" shit! He knew women too well. 
They only pulled that kind of rot when they thought it would throw you off 
guard .. . when it would gain them an advantage. She wanted the catbird seat 
and she goddamn well had it now! See how she liked it!


He tore his mouth away and caught her rounded white ass in his palms to lift 
her up and up until only the mushrooming head of his pulsating cock was 
still buried inside her narrow channel. His head down now so he could see 
the red pubic hair and his glistening, fluid-bathed prick as it inched 
almost completely out, he carefully eased her body down, down, down over his 
lusting, thrusting, poker-hot pole until all of it was sunk again deep into 
the secret recess of her body. The black hairs of her box became twined 
again with his own red ones.


"Oh-h-h-h-h," she breathed on the intake of a sob. It was only a 
verbalization of the incredible sensuality of his cock slowly being devoured 
by Ginny's black-haired cunt that gobbled him bit by bit and he let her 
slide back on again. Christ! Her stingy little pussy bit the whole length of 
his bulging, braising rod with little muscular fingers that kneaded and bit 
every inch available until she had taken all of it into her greedy small 
vagina and a moan of ecstasy tore out his own throat.


Ginny felt Clint's bruising hands leave her buttocks and close around her 
again as his mouth found her breast, closed over it hungrily and began to 
suckle voraciously. The drawing of his mouth sent jagged streaks of 
electrical rapture racing through her loins and she felt her passage close 
even tighter in a convulsion around his great, ramrod cock buried so deeply 
into ravaged flesh. The terrible sword of pain that stabbed her was striped 
now with faint streaks of pleasure ... a lessened agony, after all. His arms 
were hard and huge and demanding and she could feel the hot blood in the 
raised veins under the thin surface ... all the while his mouth was drawing 
the very marrow from her bones in a draining that left her weak and limp.


"Ahhhhh," she moaned, her arms circling his huge hard shoulders and her 
hands finding his crisp red hair and she drew his great head against her 
starving breast. Clint's tongue was circling and slicking her rigid nipple, 
whirling its sensitive surface and bathing it in hot saliva. He had tapped 
the wellspring and great honeyed drops were falling from that tensed and 
turgid tip into his ferocious mouth. This brutish maniac had found the key 
that was easing the terrible pain he had inflicted and he was somehow 
healing more than he'd wrecked for Ginny could feel her own secret-protected 
organs begin a sluicing, seeping lubrication around the hard merciless shaft 
that pierced and filled her so completely.


Clint reluctantly moved his mouth and began licking wet paths of sensation 
across the great white mountainous terrain of both her twin peaks. He blazed 
trails with his adventuring tongue, leaving tongue-wide swaths of saliva 
until he had covered the whole glorious gorged mounds and he pulled back 
briefly to view the quivering wet globes that shook at his every touch. 
Christ! She was moaning still but the moans were turning to mewls that 
translated to pleas for more of his expert mouth and he could feel the dark 
wet walls of her vagina begin to milk and clasp and hold even harder around 
his blustering, swollen, aching cock. Ginny's lubrications were draining 
down and greasing his rod and it rode a little easier as he lunged upward 
with his pelvis. More cries spilled from her lips as though she'd been 
directly prodded with an electric probe. Jesus! His instincts had been 
right. She was going to be the hottest little piece yet! Despite her almost 
ethereal and unreal beauty, she was showing him now with every quiver that 
she could respond with all the passion of a real woman.


Ginny's skin was tingling as though a charge, a ball of lightning was 
playing in blue-flamed waves all over her body. What pain was left was 
rapidly transforming into the nebulous region where pain and pleasure are so 
commingled that they cannot be separated, for one is part and parcel of the 
other and their union is inseparable. Her brain was docile and numbing and 
she did not care why she had come or what terrible payment she was making or 
what would happen after. This moment was what was real and right and she 
could live a lifetime in this seat of the unrighteous, in the arms of this 
brutal man who was bringing her the great sword of rapture that pierced into 
her very aching, yearning depths. She held it to her and clutched and 
smothered it in muscular hugs with the clasping walls of her enveloping 
flesh and great ragged groans were rising from his deep chest that was so 
hard and hot and male.


"That's it! Seat it down to me, baby. Shove it on me! Goddamn!" Clint panted 
out and his hands covered the white mountains and felt their quivering 
weight, the nipples blood red now and hard as nubbins in his palms. His face 
nuzzled against the fluttering, throbbing pulse in her long white throat and 
his lips found its blood beat and kissed its hot throb. His balls were 
flaming, gorged, swollen rocks that were filling with the lava of his 
lusting desire and his beating cock was ramming the very gates of heaven and 
they were opening a promised land before him.


Ginny hated his lewd words that urged her on and wanted to suddenly tear 
herself from this terrible man, but her own traitorous body had joined his 
league and was writhing and gliding and rubbing against his hot pied-piper 
skin that called and entranced her. She tried to remember ever feeling as 
she felt now and she could not. .. there was no precedent. Joe seemed a 
fumbling, dirty little boy in retrospect and the few other college boys had 
been only meaningless exercises, furtive, unsure, and callow.


The emanations that radiated from Clint's enormous, powerful body had 
wrapped Ginny in their magnetic field and she was helpless against them.


His hot mouth was kissing up and down her thin-skinned throat and 
fertilizing the very flesh with the heat and passion that flowed from him. 
Her whole body felt a flowering and an opening as though an unknown sun 
warmed her fallow, sleeping body.


There was no turning now ... no going back. The conference, her job, her 
ambitions, her plans seemed very far away and utterly unimportant and 
useless. Only this ... this ecstasy, this seat of all power and beauty 
existed and she sat on it like a queen.


Cupping those great breasts like chalices, Clint drank the ambrosia from 
their ruby tips and let the heady nectar flow goldenly down his greedy 
gullet as his hands molded the hot flesh that flamed under his hands. His 
powerful hands gripped the rounded silken white hips and he could almost 
feel between his hands the lunging of his heedless cock, sinking up between 
the quivering flesh-covered pelvis in his palms. Still sucking on one nipple 
that fed him, he pounded upward into the nirvana of responding muscle, 
hollow and hot and heavenly. Fiery streaks of sensation burning from the 
head of his pulsating prick as he battered the soft receptive cervix and he 
ground the hot hips down over the huge, blundering, mindless, responding 
blunt-ended shaft. Clint was reaching out of sight but sure of the 
Shangri-La that waited him.


"Yessssss!" Ginny screamed shrilly, hissing the word that had no meaning for 
her now other than an unreasoning affirmation as she felt Clint's teeth sink 
painfully into her right nipple and the sparks ignite and shower sprays of 
shooting needles of sheer bliss sky rocketing through her veins like stars 
in a night sky. Ginny could feel their searing pinpoints hit and sizzle in 
her dark blood as fire hit wet and sputtered, the sparks reproducing and 
fragmenting into a million shivering splinters of light.


Screams and moans spewed from her whimpering mouth as she heated on his 
great divining rod that drove upward into her with increasing force. Ginny 
shook and her head flung back, her throat making a long-curved stem and her 
black hair a black waterfall flowing backward from her face, beautiful even 
in the contortions of rapture that twisted her whole body into convolutions 
of sensual ecstasy.


"This is all there is, baby .. . fuck ... fucking .. . just you and me . . . 
fuck!" Clint grunted out in the building agony that was bliss and he was 
lifting and pounding Ginny up and down with every powerful thrust of his 
hips. Christ! He could shoot off anytime, but he wanted to hold that dike 
intact as long as possible, for this was the best sheer fucking he'd had in 
ages and he wanted it to go on and on and on. Three hours from now he'd like 
to be doing just this, fucking in and out of her tight black-fringed hole 
and clutching her white breasts and kissing and chewing and sucking 
voraciously on this long-stemmed luscious creature. Goddamn! Ginny Blake had 
to be the hottest piece of tail in all of Los Angeles County.


"Oh-h-h-h-h-hhhhhhhhhh....Gooooddddddd ... pllllleeeeeeaaassseeeeee . . . 
ahhhhhhhhh!" Ginny's head was thrashing and throwing from side to side and 
her throat arching and the unintelligible words were moaning out her mouth 
in incoherent sounds, the trance of pleasure over her like a spell.


Tell it ... tell me ... about it, baby ... tell Clint how you want it ... 
say it!" he urged, sliding a little forward in the big chair and wrapping 
her long lovely white legs around his waist so that her whole dripping, 
black-edged cunt was open to his hammering cock. He could see the swollen 
pink lips of flesh encasing and devouring his long, thickened, 
blood-hardened blade and the slick, syrup-covered flesh pulled out a little 
with his retreat and sank inside with a slurping sound as he pushed forward 
into the hot tight depths.


"I want to hear it ... want to hear you . .. say it!" Clint clutched her 
smooth white hips in his bruising hands and pounded up and down his thick 
pistoning rod and his words came out in guttural laboring grunts. Ginny's 
legs were clenching convulsively around his waist in time with the violent 
lunges, her arms wrapped around Clint's big lust-contorted face and head. 
Her fingernails digging into his broad muscular shoulders, Ginny was 
blubbering and moaning and reaching for the pinnacle that was tantalizingly 
just beyond her grasp.


The smells of their mutual lubrications pervaded Ginny's nostrils and 
assailed her sensitive nose. They were a perfume of debauchery that hung in 
the air. She heard his words but it took a moment for them to register and 
become intelligible to her.


"Sayyyy ... whatt ... what..." It was hard to say anything with the fierce, 
pumping, bouncing ride on Clint's rampaging cock that was increasing its 
speed and momentum with every beat of her heart. A more wild ride than this 
she could never have imagined. A ride to somewhere that only her needing, 
striving body could understand. It led on and on and on down the bumpy road 
that shook her very guts and churned her organs and she wished it would 
never stop!


"FUUUUUUUCCCCKKKK! FUCK! FUCK!" Clint screamed and his arms crushed her 
around him like a white boa constrictor, as close as sin. Ginny thought he 
would break her ribs, her hip bones, her thighs . . . and all the while her 
insides were being stretched and battered and rammed to what must be raw 
meat. She could no longer pretend to herself or obviously to Clint Greer. 
The only thing that mattered now was satisfying the lascivious, obscene, 
animalistic instincts that were buried in the depths of her cells with some 
ancient knowledge that had not been available before. This part of her 
nature she'd kept well hidden and Clint had revealed it so swiftly and so 
expertly. Oh God! If only she could be as she was. If only this terrible 
lusting had remained hidden.


Suddenly, her legs pulled away from his hard waist and her heels found the 
red leather seat to push against and she was bouncing down his slick hot 
prick as Clint was shoving it up inside her dripping cunt. Their bodies 
crashed and met bone on bone, cock in pussy, pole in hollow, hairs against 
hairs, seminal fluid mixing and flowing into vaginal juice and a raving, 
straining, screaming labor seized them with some unknown signal that both 
had felt deep within the recesses of their male and female bodies.


"HAAARRRRDDDDD! Harder! . .. FUCK HARDER!" Ginny heard herself scream and 
they were words that must have come from someone else. They had never been 
uttered by her before and she did not know where ... or from what depraved 
depths within her they had come.


"That's itttttt . . . FUCK, baby . . . shove it . . . down . . . my cock. . 
. . Cummmmmmm ... oooonnnnnnn!" Clint was raising up briefly with each rise 
as he struggled to get his raving, blistering, beating shaft straight up 
through her gullet. Ginny thudded with him, catching his rhythm so they 
pounded out a perfectly attuned beat that rose in frenzied thrashings.


Even as they labored and beat and pumped, lost in the sensual pleasures that 
numb the mind and still the heart, some tiny part of Ginny was coolly 
watching, censoring, judging her unfit and demented and whorish behavior. 
That same small judging voice told her that Joe had been right . . . 
ambition was going to destroy her . . . for she knew that somehow, someway 
she could have refused to be used, to barter her body for the assignment and 
the promotion she wanted. Some part of her knew that she really wanted this 
great, violent, hulking man who was fucking her so degradingly. She wanted 
it!


In justification, she remembered her mother, thin and gaunt, working at the 
telephone company until she literally dropped. A heart attack at forty-nine. 
A poor, worn-out wrench who'd wanted to be an artist in her youth, broken on 
the shattered dreams she'd had to give up to support a drunken, shiftless 
husband and a small daughter. Ginny had sworn then that no man would ever 
use her . .. but instead she would use them. She was using Clint Greer now, 
for her own purposes, she lied to herself. She was going to get that 
assignment. She was going to get it!


Christ! Clint knew he couldn't last much longer but he didn't want it to 
end. He thought with satisfaction of the ways he'd fuck this hot piece 
later, even while this lurching, lascivious rapture was now clutching his 
gut and sending out the million cutting needles of pleasure through his 
strong loins. Natalie had delivered this great little fucking machine to him 
unwittingly and on a platter. Jesus! It was a great feeling to get the best 
of Natalie Horman Greer, to fuck this beautiful creature in this office, 
bought and paid for with the dirty Horman money. Goddamn them all!


"Grind it down on me . .. come on . . . grind it down, baby!" he panted, 
leaning forward in the seat so her jackknifed knees spread even wider and 
her heels could get the leverage on the red leather. Clint could see the 
black curls were drenched with their juices, hers seeping down in great 
sheets and his oozing out the nozzle of his prick in an ever-increasing 
readiness. He was going to gush that hot, milking, pulling cunt of hers with 
a gallon of good thick boiling cum and it was going to be . . . soon .. . 
soon now.


Ginny's breasts were bouncing and jiggling and shaking like huge white flesh 
balloons. Jesus Christ! She was tossing that wild black hair like a mad 
woman! Out of her mind! The sheer pained mewls that spewed from her lips 
were the ravings of a demented mind, unhinged in the shrieking, billowing 
rising pleasure of his roaring, bloated cock that she rode like a slick 
pole. Up and down ... up and down ... all around. She spiraled and ground 
and screwed and pumped. Her eyes were rolling and the thick bangs almost 
tangled completely in the lashes she squeezed shut in the ecstasy that was 
gripping her in this mindless, frenzied dance.


All sense of time and place and reason and judgment had flown from Ginny's 
head and only the existence of Clint's great mammoth burrowing, beating 
bullying cock in her greedy, lusting, sucking cunt was real. The peak was so 
close and she wanted to scale its magnificence more than she had ever wanted 
anything before. The only goal worth having was reaching its fiery tip in 
all its glory. She could feel every ridge, every bulge, every muscle, every 
blood-gorged centimeter of Clint's kingly great instrument, and she clenched 
and hugged it deeply with the powerful, elastic, rippling muscles of her 
yearning, straining pussy.


The ragged, painful breaths tore out Clint's lungs with increasing 
difficulty, but he sweated the labored straining gladly. "Cummmmm . . . cum 
on . . . herrrrrreeeee . . ." he screamed in the ecstatic agony of the first 
signaling spasm that was beginning somewhere deep in his hard male belly.


The intricate mechanism was beginning to work in his loins and he could feel 
his bursting balls spasmodically start to lift some infinitely small gate 
and let the tide that would wash him into eternity start to flow. Thrusting 
up in a mighty heave deep into the dark channel of the milking, sucking, 
rubbery walls of Ginny's clasping vagina, he lifted them both momentarily 
from the red leather chair.


"NNNOOWWWW!" he screamed out in a roaring bellow, feeling the first real 
spurt whip down the narrow constriction of his penis and hit deep up in her 
womb that was the end of the fucking world!


Oh God! It was cumming now in huge drenching, spewing, squirting gushes and 
the sky was rendering behind his eyeballs and his power was infinite and 
everlasting! No one could ever say him nay again. He was king of the entire 
crazy screaming fucking world! The universe was his! He could go on forever!


There was an infinitesimal but infinite moment when the laboring seemed to 
freeze to a pregnant, poignant stop and then Ginny felt the first rush of 
blazing thick and creamy semen hit her cervix in boiling droplets that 
seared like points of flame deep inside her belly. They ignited her world in 
a shower of light and glory as the strange, all but forgotten feeling of a 
huge battering cock bursting deep in the warm enveloping depths of her body. 
It was too beautiful to be borne and she could never hope to deserve this 
ecstasy! And then, it was happening! She was bursting too in a twin 
explosion that joined with Clint's and they were the light of the world!


"AAAA AH H H HE EEEEE AAA!" She screamed out the rapture as her body sucked 
and gushed and flowed and gave and pulled and poured out the rolling, 
streaming, flooding, shattering, bursting beauty. Tides were sands, winds 
whipped oceans, streams flowed over river banks, flowers burst in the sun, 
and stars exploded and divided into new worlds and the glory was upon her 
and she was borne up and over and above and it was forever!


"GGGGGOOOOOOOODDDDD!" Clint clutched her like a raft and his great fingers 
dug into her white flesh as he struggled to hammer his gushing cock straight 
up through her belly and chest and out the back of her head. He could feel 
the vibrant muscles inside Ginny's tight little cunt milking him and sucking 
him and struggling to extract every drop of his spewing sperm that roared in 
great a hosing deep into her muscle-laced belly.


"OOOOOHHHHHHH . .. CLINT . .. fuck ... ohhhhhhh ... fuckkkk....Ohhhh!" Ginny 
was shuddering and clenching and her nails dug his back in thin little 
furrows. He did not feel them and she was not aware she made them. Ginny 
only knew she could never get close enough and there was no way to contain 
this excruciating, exquisite bliss that was firing her whole being to the 
soaring, blasting, spacing flight. She lunged ever deeper over his enormous 
pleasure pole that both demolished and annointed her, struck her down and 
lifted her up, smote her and exalted her.


"GOOODDDDDD ... lover ... oh, baby ... OOOHHHH ... bitch ... JESUS!" The 
deep groans came out Clint's great chest in tortured blissful agonizing 
breaths and Ginny fell against him, clasping his red shaggy head to her 
breasts. Her legs came around him in a viselike grip as she tried to worm 
completely inside his belly. Great shuddering moans wracked her and she was 
delirious with the huge pumping spurts that still flooded the walls of her 
sucking pussy. It held him and held him and squeezed in a brutal grip.


"Yeeeessssssss . . . ooooooohhhhhhhhh yeeesssssss . .." she hissed as she 
clutched Clint to her quaking body, feeling his hot mouth sealing and 
comforting her bruised and shivering flesh ... her throat, her shoulders, 
her arms, her jaws, her breasts . .. she did not want the living to begin 
when this death was so magnificent! Oh God, don't let it end!


Clint pumped and pumped and the great streams were beginning to ease to 
smaller and smaller gushes . . . still coming but decreasing in size and 
volume, his cock jerking and twitching and beating out his very life's flow 
into the deep hidden cavern of her belly. It pooled and flowed down his 
still huge quivering and straining rod in thick strings, wetting the red 
hairs of his loins and matting them in sticky clumps that her grinding pussy 
ground into his flesh. Goddamn! He'd never felt anything to equal the fuck 
he'd thrown into this one. It was too fucking much! Jesus! He no longer 
cared why she'd done it. He only felt she deserved anything she wanted . . . 
because this had to be the best tail he'd ever had!


Catching her round quivering ass in his hands, Clint dropped to his knees on 
the thick carpet behind the desk and then laid Ginny back, keeping his prick 
deeply sunk inside her white belly. She was completely delirious and he 
could see the tears of passion wetting her temples and her eyes were closed 
and the breath was coming in gasps from her opened mouth. He'd beached this 
one, by God!


Clint threw himself into her opened, spread-out body to wring the last few 
drops, to wring the last, essence of pleasure from Ginny's giving flesh. Her 
quaking cunt lifted automatically to keep his great blunt-ended cock within 
her. She didn't want to give it up. Grunting, he plunged again and again 
till only a few feeble drops were drawn from his completely flaccid, empty 
balls, dry and weak at last.


Wearily, he lay covering her for a long moment, mindless and peaceful and 
sleepy and then with a terrible effort he pulled himself up and watched his 
still enormous cock slide reluctantly out of her wet swollen cunt, now 
slicked with dripping black hair around the edge. Uncorked, she lay as still 
as death, eyes closed and mouth hanging slackly open and vacant, her arms 
and legs utterly limp and exhausted.


Clint tried to crawl over her and up but fell back across her deathly white, 
still body. The fatigue was deadening and he had to rest a minute. He lay 
with one thigh covering her beautiful legs and it was a giant's limb against 
her fragility. One huge arm covered her mounded breasts.


"Ginny Blake," he mumbled thickly. "You get the assignment. You're a 
swinger."


CHAPTER TWO


Natalie swung the black Rolls Phantom III into the long driveway, its huge 
headlamps cutting a wide powerful swath through the darkness. Clint hated 
the car and bought himself a new Cadillac every year. He said it was because 
the Rolls was old and a relic of a bygone era, but Natalie suspected that it 
was because it had been her father's. Clint hated all the accoutrements that 
recalled the years and the traditions during which her father and her 
grandfather had built the Clarion. She realized that Clint needed to feel he 
was doing things on his own .. . but the few times ... no, actually the many 
times she'd let him take over and actually run anything, it had been 
disastrous.


She was tired. She walked from the garage which had originally been a 
carriage house through the west garden to the house. She loved the house 
with its ivy-covered rock walls and wide many-paned windows looking out over 
the magnificent gardens and of course, Clint hated it.


Stevens let her in and brought her a brandy. Wearily, she kicked off her 
shoes and sank down in the gray velvet chair by the fire in her cozy sitting 
room. Her aching feet on the ottoman and the first fingers of warmth in her 
stomach from the good brandy, Natalie put her head back and closed her eyes.


"The weary executive after a long day," the venomous sarcasm in Clint's 
voice hit Natalie like a blow in the stomach. Her eyes flew open to find him 
lounged against the door frame, his red hair tousled, white shirt open to 
the waist with the tails flapping around his trousers. She didn't need to 
see the glass in Clint's hand to know that he was drunk. Villainously drunk. 
Surely she could have been spared this too today. It had been a very bad and 
a very long day. The county awards' dinner had been just about the last 
straw, particularly since Clint was nowhere to be found and she'd had to go 
alone and cover up as best she could.


"Everyone gets tired, Clint. In fact, I was just on my way to bed." Natalie 
got up and then bent to pick up her shoes.


"Not quite yet." His voice was flat and scornful. He walked toward her and 
without warning batted the gray suede shoes from her hand and they fell to 
the carpet in muffled thumps. Goddamn bitch! Running around playing lady 
executive, no .. . tycoon. That's what she fancied herself as ... tycoon


... ruler of a newspaper empire.


"Clint ... please." He towered over her, an angry red-haired giant, weaving 
slightly from the drink. In her stocking feet in comparison, he seemed more 
enormous than ever. A prickle of fear ran up Natalie's spine for he looked 
drunker than she'd thought, now that he was so close, his reddish beard 
beginning to show, his shirt hanging out and opened and showing the course 
chest hairs, his eyes beginning to redden.


"Please what, N.H." he snarled, calling her by her initials as a deliberate 
insult.


"Please don't be nasty. I really am very tired and you look as though you 
could use some sleep, too. I'll see you at breakfast." Natalie started 
toward her bedroom.


"Don't dismiss me like one of your servants, you goddamned bitch!" he 
roared, grabbing her by the arms and shaking her, his great ruddy face 
spitting his alcohol breath down at her. "And that's another thing. What the 
hell do you mean making decisions for me in front of the hired help?" He 
shook her hard.


"What are you talking about, Clint?"


"This morning! The Swingers' Convention assignment! You know goddamned good 
and well what I mean!"


Natalie looked up at him, so huge, still handsome and once a man she'd 
admired and loved. Now she wondered how she could have. She'd made a 
mistake. She'd suggested divorce many times, but Clint clung like a barnacle 
and she simply had never had enough energy left over from running the 
Clarion to pursue it diligently.


"There simply wasn't time for a lengthy decision. I'm sorry if you were 
offended, but right now I'm simply too tired to discuss it. I'm going to bed 
now." Natalie hoped her calmness and soft manner would soothe him.


"You're goddamn right you're going to bed, baby! With me for a change!" 
Clint picked Natalie up and threw her like a sack of potatoes over his 
shoulder and marched triumphantly into her bedroom. He slung her down on the 
white satin coverlet and her head snapped back and her eyes were two huge 
bruises in her shocked face. "Get your clothes off, bitch!" he snarled. 
"Your prince consort, your stud here's going to fuck you! That's what 
consorts are for ... right? Right!" He lurched back into the sitting room 
and came back a moment later with his drink.


Natalie lay still, not able to take in what he'd done. Clint had been drunk 
before and he'd been abusive for years but he had never physically 
threatened her. Oh God. What did she do now?


"I told you to get your clothes off!" he roared, bumping against the pale 
gray French provincial bed. "You're not at the Clarion now. Here I crack the 
goddamned whip!" He was screaming and his huge face grew redder than ever as 
he stood raging over her.


Suddenly Natalie felt anger pour through her. She didn't have to take this 
and she wasn't going to. She looked up at him with a new loathing. "Get out 
of here! Don't you dare touch me!"


Clint felt his rage burst anew inside him and he threw his drink right in 
Natalie's face. She fell back again with the shock of ice and liquor, 
rivulets running down her cheeks, eyes, mouth, and chin. Her mouth hung 
open, helplessly and ice cubes were spotting the white satin coverlet.


"You animal!" she screamed then. Clint threw his glass over his shoulder 
where it crashed with muffled clinks as it splintered on the white carpet. 
He knew what he wanted now. Grabbing her gray dress at the neck, he simply 
shredded it from neck to hem in one tear with the strength of his great 
arms. He jerked the dress from her in hunks of gray cloth, ripping and 
tearing like a great maddened gorilla. She was fighting and weeping by the 
time he got to the pale gray lace bra and panty girdle and stockings but he 
proceeded with grim anger to strip her of everything, throwing bits of cloth 
and nylon in jagged tears over his shoulders. '


All the humiliations of the years were thrusting at his hurting head, now 
uninhibited by the alcohol. The feel of her small defenseless body in his 
hands, the memory of the fantastic fuck he'd had this morning, all were 
working and triggering a huge and automatic erection. Clint tore off his 
shirt and pants and shorts and shucked off his shoes and socks. He leaned 
over the sobbing Natalie and neatly pulled one last stray piece of gray lace 
from her quaking body.


Natalie lay naked and defenseless, sobbing under her closed lids, not daring 
to look now to see what other violence Clint had in store for her. The air 
was on her naked body and she felt cold and stripped, helpless and alone as 
she'd never been alone in her life before.


Clint looked down at her nakedness, the small rounded pear breasts, the tiny 
waist, the flat belly and smooth thighs, the delicate ankles and feet. All 
the curves, all the hollows were perfect. She was just on a smaller scale 
than most women and this had endeared her to him in the-past ... had only 
emphasized her femininity and ladylikeness. Her hips swelled out to frame 
the most beautiful muff he'd still ever seen. The dark brown hair of her 
cunt was thick and curly and luxurious; he'd wanted and had tried for so 
many years to bury his face there, as he'd tried and wanted and pleaded for 
her small perfect mouth on his cock. She'd never called him an animal before 
but she'd intimated it and almost said it several times.


"Open your eyes, bitch!" Fearfully, Natalie obeyed. She had never seen Clint 
so infuriated in all the years they'd been married. Natalie lay in shrinking 
apprehension. She felt a shudder ripple coldly over her satiny naked skin as 
she stared up at him. He was holding the thrusting stalk of his hot, hard, 
fully erect penis. Slowly Clint began to lewdly stroke the heavy foreskin 
back and forth over the ponderous glistening head. The salacious sight 
repelled her even more than his obnoxious air of militant male domination 
... which was such a bitter pill for her to swallow considering his 
ineptness and downright inefficiency. Suddenly she couldn't stand it, and 
her wrath and fury at his drunken and degrading behavior overwhelmed her 
normally good judgment.


"You don't need me! That thing is far more beautiful to you than it is to 
me. Take it and go play with it! You'll enjoy it more!"


Natalie's vehement and insulting words were like daggers stabbing at Clint's 
very soul, and for a moment he hardly knew what he was doing until he heard 
her cry out and realized he was straddling her rounded breasts, his knees 
pinioning her slender little arms while he jerked her head upright by the 
hair and forced the head of his cock toward her clamped lips.


"No! I won't! Stop it!" she cried through clenched teeth, the very sight of 
Clint's gigantic, throbbing, vein-traced prick threatening to empty her 
stomach.


"You've denied me before, bitch, but this is one night I hold the whip hand. 
I told you. You'll take it and you'll suck it dry or I'll kill you . .. so 
help me, I will!"


Natalie writhed beneath him, clamping her hand over her mouth more to keep 
her stomach's contents from erupting than to ward him off as he stalked her 
with his huge torturing instrument. She knew with a growing certainty that 
whatever she did or thought or tried, it would be in vain. He was a maddened 
bull and she'd taken his precious male prerogative in public and besides he 
was so strong that there'd be nothing she could do physically to stop him. 
He could kill her with his bare hands and easily. If only she hadn't let her 
temper get the best of her. If only she'd stayed silent! No doubt he would 
have demanded and taken his marital rights but not this way .. . not this 
beastly, horrible way! He'd never forced her before. Oh, why had she been so 
stupid and lost her judgment!


"Take it, cunt!" he snarled down at her, jerking her head savagely by the 
hair up toward his rigid, brutal rod and slapping both her cheeks, first one 
then the other, the smacks of flesh on flesh resounding in the spacious, 
luxurious bedroom.


His breath was rasping unevenly as his knees painfully numbed the muscles in 
her arms, while his hard buttocks flattened her breasts and his massive cock 
rested on the tip of her chin. Slowly, her head throbbing and her cheeks 
smarting from his brutal slaps, she opened her mouth passively, dimly 
comforting herself with the knowledge that she'd gargle afterward and 
tomorrow she'd start divorce proceedings.


"You goddamned bitch! Take it in your hands! Lick it! Suck it! It's your 
husband's and don't forget it! Husbands have rights and don't forget that 
either!" He drew his knees off her arms and she sighed gratefully ... and 
lifted her small white hands obediently. Slowly Natalie extended her fingers 
toward Clint's heavy, jerking cock and encircled its huge thick pulsing 
lewdness. The feel of her slender fingers caused a hot sensation to jolt 
through Clint's heavy shaft, echoing in his throat with a choking groan.


The actuality of the contact of her little hands was sending incredible 
carnal flashes rioting through him, blinding him to everything but the sheer 
enjoyment of her subjugation and degradation. She was going to crawl and 
cringe and then she'd be begging for it! His face became a mask of raging, 
sadistic lust, and his brain reeled satanically in his lascivious, 
booze-maddened fury!


Natalie had never been in such a complete no-way-out situation. Once she 
realized the enormity and the utter hopelessness of it, she began to relax a 
little. Tears of resignation crept silently from her dark doe eyes and she 
looked at the thing she held in her hands. Her hands looked so little, so 
inadequate on the enormous blunt-headed, purpling and pulsating weapon. She 
could see the tiny slit in the end of the head and it was oozing a clear 
drop of liquid that hung like a tear, as though it were weeping or in pain. 
Dimly she wondered if she could even get her mouth around that mammoth 
organ. Oral lovemaking it was called. Natalie only felt fear and shame and 
terror ... not love. How could she love this thing that threatened her?


"Lick it, damn you!" Clint screamed, jerking her hair once more and pulling 
her reluctant face so the heavy gorged head of his aching prick was right on 
her small lip-sticked mouth. He could still see the drops of liquor, dotted 
with her own tears, speckling her white frightened face.


Natalie realized finally and certainly that he fully intended to make her 
commit the perverted act, that there was no escape, no waking up from this 
nightmare. In the depths of her abasement she continued to stroke it, 
drawing the foreskin back, and she could hear Clint now groaning in lustful 
anticipation. Timidly she reached out with her tiny tongue and lapped gently 
at the bloated swollen end of his huge prick. She did not retch at first 
contact as she'd thought she might. It just tasted like skin, like hot skin, 
but she could smell the musky fragrance of male genitals, heated and 
rutting. It was not unpleasant at all, she discovered to her amazement! She 
brought out her tiny tongue again and licked the soft rubbery tip. 
Hesitantly, she slowly swirled her tongue around it experimentally. Clint 
groaned appreciatively and caught her breasts in his hands and squeezed 
them.


A lovely enveloping tingling emanated from her covered breasts warmed by 
Clint's huge hot hands. She held onto his pulsing throbbing cock and 
continued to lick the whole surface of the mushroom head while her small 
hands stroked, held, and fondled the trunk of it. He wasn't roaring now and 
his heavy breathing was caused by her hands and tongue on his member in 
gentle amateurish manipulations. Clint's hands felt so good on her breasts 
and a strange unreasoning excitement began to incite her brain and her body 
to a timid responsiveness.


Twirling her tongue around the head seemed to excite and please Clint and 
she continued it. Finally, her tongue braved the dampened little hole with 
its tiny tip. Natalie held her breath and tasted the heady male tang of his 
passionate fluid as it seeped out in tiny droplets. An unwanted wave of 
deeper excitement washed through her. Her nostrils flared and she smelled 
Clint as she tasted him. She licked further down along the soft underside of 
the pulsing, veined cock, then slowly back against the coroneal rim. Clint 
was pulling and kneading her breasts now and his moans of rising pleasure 
urged her on, approving and encouraging. Natalie leaned forward again and 
licked down to the velvet flesh at his rod's thickened base and then beyond 
to the full swollen sac of his balls. She weighed their heaviness and warmth 
in her small hands.


"That's it, baby .. . ohhh .. . that's it!"


Natalie heard him spur her on and she suddenly moved her lips to encompass 
the purpled, seeping, bloated head in her small mouth, her lips ovaling and 
surrounding it. She let the hot pole glide along her tongue and she tried to 
absorb more and more of the huge thickness inside her mouth, tasting the 
full piquancy of his seepage in the back of her throat.


Clint groaned above her, watching Natalie labor on his aching, throbbing, 
naked and lusting shaft, hardly able to believe what his eyes saw and his 
flesh felt. She was sucking his cock! Natalie sucking his cock! She was 
trying to gorge the whole length of his prick and take it down her throat. 
Oh God! No one could ever know how good it felt; after fifteen years of 
marriage, his wife was actually eating him like she liked it!


He reached for the pillows and stuffed them behind her head to prop her to a 
more comfortable position. Jesus! He'd been so close to really hurting her, 
but it was just a question of showing her who was boss! Once she realized, 
she cooperated, and the look on her face as she concentrated and sucked him, 
as though his cock was an enormous delicious straw, told his excited brain 
that she was liking it! She was loving it! Clint's hands began to thumb and 
pinch her brown penny nipples that hardened to tiny brown nubs in his hands 
and he watched in entranced fascination as her little hands cupped his balls 
lovingly and her mouth moved up and down the great stalk of his penis.


Irresistibly, Clint shoved his throbbing prick between her small ovaled lips 
as he watched in lewd and impassioned captivation the puffing of her cheeks 
beneath him as her head bobbed in incredible subservience. Clint caught 
Natalie's face between his hands. Holding her jaws and slowly undulating his 
hips, he guided his hugely swollen prick in and out of her receptive mouth 
with a damply sucking sound. The white wings in her dark brown hair made her 
look like a small capricious devil, a lovely little she-devil with horns, 
and the prickles of her little tongue were tiny salacious pitchforks 
sticking into him and goading him to ever-rising leaps of desire.


The forced sucking of Clint's great bull prong was bringing Natalie to an 
insane and obscene stimulation which she didn't understand. How could she be 
stimulated and heated when she was forced against her usually steadfast will 
to such a perverted and sick thing? She did not know but only accepted and 
waited and hoped. Her breasts were tingling and singing and tiny needles of 
pleasure threaded from them through her. An intemperate lasciviousness was 
lazing and snaking its way through her loins and soft belly despite the 
terrible punishment and the humbling and the shaming. Why and how was this 
wanton and perverse rapture beginning to steal through her?


The tears had stilled and she clung to his ballooned balls possessively with 
small hands while her eager mouth took more and more of Clint's mammoth 
organ into the warm dark shelter of her mouth. Her tongue licked and 
explored every tiny ridge and wrinkle of his hard thickened prick and she 
probed again and again the tiny split in the blood-gorged head. Almost 
without volition, her own legs stretched out in a luxuriating catlike 
stretch and spread lewdly. Natalie's own most secret parts were gradually 
growing moist and the lovely lassitude of mounting excitement was staling 
through her limbs and muscles and flesh.


Clint gaped down at his wife's elasticized lips absorbing his pulsing cock 
as he guided her face with his big hands and thrust his loins obscenely back 
and forth. He saw her red lips clasping his thick rod. He watched the tiny 
ridges of tender flesh pull out as he withdrew, then disappear as he lunged 
forward again, sinking the head of his penis almost into her gullet in a 
salacious act he would never have believed possible. His pelvic hairs, red 
and wiry, almost brushed her little patrician nose.


Strange and wonderful feelings were stealing in stealthy but increasing 
intensity through Natalie's captive body. She opened her lips wide to 
receive Clint's jutting ramming cock into the warm womb of her mouth. 
Holding the heavy base with thumb and forefinger to pull back the thick 
prepuce, she tried to capture its entire length, which looked as long as a 
stallion's, into her salacious arid salivating mouth. She sucked so deeply 
that it nearly choked her, but she turned her head from time to time to 
catch her breath and then began a frenzied tonguing up and down the tender 
underside, feeling it soft and sensitive, and it throbbed and pulsated to 
her touch. Returning to the head Natalie tasted the ambrosial spice of its 
oozing liquid again. Delicately, she massaged Clint's heavy balls, and his 
groans were louder as he began to lunge in and out of her sucking mouth, 
fucking his heavy cock into her warm oral cavity in a lashing rhythm of his 
own.


Clint saw in increasing amazement that Natalie was enjoying sucking his 
cock, for she was nursing and drawing the hot hard thickness as far into her 
throat as she could, her cheeks hollowing and then puffing as she labored in 
slave-like affection. Lifting up on his knees again, he let her hold and 
suck and taste him as she would, while he played and manipulated her breasts 
that seemed to swell into his hands. She didn't need guidance now. An 
amateur at cock-sucking, but she was learning in a damn hurry and God! it 
was the greatest! Foggily, he kicked himself mentally for not insisting 
before, for not exercising his rightful domination. This was where women 
belonged, beneath a man and doing his bidding. Christ! He was going to 
demand this every night. He'd never have whored around so much if he'd had 
this to come home to.


Natalie tasted Clint's pungent, piquant tang and she ravished her warm 
tongue upon his gigantic probe to elicit even more seminal fluid. She'd 
never dreamt that such a forbidden, pagan act could be so pleasurable and 
that she could receive such delight in serving and inciting his mounting 
passion. Sliding down a little further, she slathered his hair-covered full 
balls with her freely dribbling saliva and slicked them with her tongue in 
wide circling swaths.


"AAHHH ... God, baby . .." Clint crooned as his hips rotated and began to 
grind in an instinctive rhythm. She coated his heavy ball-bloated sac with 
sweeps of her hungry mouth, trying to catch as much of his aching flesh as 
possible. Clint groaned again and Natalie's tongue returned up the long 
trunk of his jerking prick to the heavy head and enclosed it again in her 
warm lips.


Sucking hard now, Natalie felt Clint shoving the pulsing piston deeper and 
deeper into her now willing throat. All jockeying for power seemed very far 
away and she wanted only to feel the lascivious and scintillating actuality 
of Clint's beautiful, powerful prick in the haven of her mouth. She wanted 
to shelter and shower it with her own moist oral love until he relieved 
those huge bloated balls deep into her receptive belly. Little muffled mewls 
of delight spilled from her too full mouth around the great sword that she 
tried to swallow whole.


"Oh, Nattie ... baby ... oh God! Do it ... just do it to me . .. keep 
sucking . .. suckkkkkk!" Clint increased his pumping into her lovely 
clinging mouth, feeling the incredible lustful, luscious erotic sensations 
that had somehow conquered the crazed alcoholic fever and replaced it with 
this incomparable ecstasy. No more shitting me, Natalie baby. This is where 
it's at and this is what I'm going to have whenever and wherever I want it!


Her thighs were squeezing and rubbing and opening and shutting like blinded, 
hinged wings as Natalie felt Clint's rising excitement and urgency. She 
reached up and caught his hard muscular buttocks in her little hands and 
pulled him closer, sending his long throbbing prick sliding along her tongue 
and the wet arched roof of her mouth. She felt him catch her head again 
about the ears as he labored in and out in a building rhythm. Her hands 
began to knead and clench and pull on his ass cheeks as she sucked deeper 
and harder, clamping her lips hard to make a vacuum, and squeezing even more 
pleasure to him through his yearning stem of flesh that rode into her in a 
mighty thrusting.


"Jesus! Oh, Jesus! Oh Goddamn! Harder ... faster .. . suck me, baby ... suck 
it . . . yessss .. . suck!" Clint panted and chanted as he pounded his hard 
pole of masculinity into her eagerly receptive mouth and her little hands 
urged him forward, pressing his ass in sympathetic delirium. Christ! He had 
a load that was almost splitting his balls with a ragged edge and he was 
going to flood her belly and it was going to gush and spurt deep inside her 
fastidious body. His cum! Clint Greer's great gallons of boiling cum!


She felt her husband's loins jerk and the muscles in his buttocks clenched 
and the massive head, already huge, swelling even more in her voraciously 
sucking mouth. He was going to cum inside her mouth! A sudden fear shot 
through. Natalie felt she couldn't take it. It would be too much, too dirty, 
too ... obscene. And suddenly it did. It was coming.


Natalie wasn't ready as abruptly the enormous cock exploded in her mouth and 
it shot down the back of her throat wild spurts of creamy, teeming liquid. 
She heard Clint scream and tremble, his hips plunging forward as the great 
prick gagged her and the boiling, bursting semen poured down into her belly 
as she swallowed rapidly and frantically to keep from drowning, her throat 
opening and closing in a frenzied survival effort.


"CHHHHHRRRRRIIIIISSSSSTTTTT!" Clint screamed, his head thrown back in the 
exquisite agony of fulfillment as his balls began emptying down Natalie's 
working throat. Again and again he spewed his jets of masculine cum deep in 
her throat as his climax burst on and on in splendid, blinding 
lust-satisfying bliss. He looked down to see Natalie's throat contracting as 
she swallowed the squirting streams of hot semen that were gushing from him 
in seemingly endless floods.


Alternately, Natalie swallowed and sucked fiendishly in her frantic effort 
not to be inundated and to suck all the spewing, rushing hosing that spouted 
from Clint's exploding cock in spasms and spurts. Feverishly, she sucked and 
gulped and still some of the sweet-tasting, tangy male essence spilled and 
dribbled down her chin as he pumped and bellowed and groaned and lurched 
above her in the throes of his rapture. Gradually, the quantity decreased 
and she sucked and pulled and more came, but in smaller and smaller amounts 
until at last only a few drops at a time were spasmodically squirting into 
her still sucking mouth.


Clint collapsed away and fell beside her on the big bed. His mouth caught 
her nipple and she could feel his exhaustion as his hot breath seared her 
breast in great gasps. Natalie lay with the drool from his mighty orgasm 
trickling out the sides of her mouth. She was tired but aching between her 
legs for the comfort and release of Clint's huge log which was limp and 
deflated and of no use now. She'd drained him and sucked and pulled his huge 
balls dry and she wondered peevishly if he was already asleep. After all, 
she'd been deprived of release too for so long now. His great paw of hand 
flopped over and landed with a thud right in her pussy that needed relief so 
badly. She cradled his great head against her breast, but the mouth was 
slack and she heard in disgust a tiny rasping snore escape it.


Frantically, Natalie reached down and grabbed Clint's enormous hand and 
clasping two of the thick fingers together she shoved them into her aching 
cunt, and arching frantically against their lifeless but warm strength. It 
wasn't very satisfactory but it would have to do. A little better than her 
own which she'd had to resort to on the nights when he went whoring, which 
was most of the time. Now that she'd served the great bull, she resented it, 
for as usual she found herself alone and having to do everything herself 
with no help from him. She jabbed his lifeless fingers savagely deep up 
inside her clenching hollow and writhed on the satin bed, her breath coming 
in little gasps as she felt the delicious sensations she needed so badly 
begin deep in her belly.


Damn him to hell! At this point she wished she were going to cover the 
Swingers' Convention in San Diego instead of Ginny Blake. Maybe at least 
she'd find a hard cock and a willing ass, for her whole body was one 
screaming organism of need. She wasn't ashamed now. She had to have it. She 
had to sleep but couldn't ... not with this need on her like an itching, 
plaguing sore.


Frantically, she lifted her hips high and drove the two thick fingers into 
her with mounting fury. She felt Clint's mouth close on her breast in his 
sleep and that helped. She pressed his face closer with her circling arm 
while her other hand guided the fingers in and out her fevered pussy. Soon 
his mouth was sucking contentedly in his sleep and she felt the shooting, 
piercing joy as her legs clasped and her hand drove the fingers like a 
cudgel into her depths.


Arching high, she brought the fingers along her quivering clitoris and 
rubbed them hard in circling, rotary motions. Then deep again into the 
dripping hole, fucking them in and out as her vaginal walls sucked and 
pulled and fought a muscular battle to keep them and clasp them and milk 
their flaccid, numbness and length.


Her whole body was quivering and shaking and writhing in a feverish effort 
to relieve her tortured body and gain the sweet release of sleep and peace. 
Deep from within her womb her juices were pouring and she could hear the 
slurping, sucking sound as she drove Clint's fingers in and out in a 
building, reaching rhythm. Natalie tried to imagine a huge driving cock 
pillaging her, ravishing her, raping and fucking into her with fierce power 
and will.


On and on she fucked herself with Clint's fingers and bucked and arched and 
rose against the lifeless digits while he slept and sucked sporadically on 
her breasts in some dream locked into his exhausted skull. The cords of 
muscle stood out on her straining body as she reached up and up with her 
hips high off the bed. Oh God, please ... please ... she wept in fury as she 
tried to make Clint's fingers do the labor of his now useless cock that he 
had spent in her willing mouth.


Clint's mouth was slack again and drooling saliva on her that dribbled down 
her side and cooled in the air. Natalie pulled her arm from his head and 
freed it. Then spreading her thighs as wide as possible, she opened the lips 
of her vulva, wet and wanting, and rubbed the thick sleeping fingers against 
her twitching clitoris and into her shivering flesh-bud. The erect little 
organ jumped and quaked and shook with the contact and she rubbed faster and 
faster, harder and harder.


Natalie could feel the rising, raging, lifting sensations in her air-sucking 
cunt as it pulled and squeezed on the nothingness, but the two fingers were 
ravishing her willing clit with the help of her frantic guiding hand. She 
could hear her own breath coming ragged and raw, the low moans rising from 
deep in her chest and she pushed harder and faster as the waves of building 
enchantment began to be substantial.


Then without warning she felt the trigger click and the convulsive tremors 
begin, shooting driving needles of fire through her loins. She pushed the 
fingers in and tried to shove the whole hand into her pussy that spasmed and 
sucked and drew inward in great convulsions the rubbery walls clenching on 
the lifeless two-fingered tool she had devised.


"Uhhhhhhh ... uhhhhhhhhh ... ahhhhhhhhhh ... ohhhhhhhhhhh .. . uhhhhhhhhh!" 
The moans and sounds escaped her still wet lips, sticky with Clint's slowly 
drying semen. Natalie arched and writhed and clasped her empty legs around 
the sleeping hand. She held it prisoner between her cleaving thighs as the 
waves washed her with healing foaming crests and breaks which slowly ebbed 
until only ripples washed the beach of her dying body. Her hand fell back 
and her legs loosened and the makeshift cock dropped limply to the satin 
spread. At last she closed her grateful eyes.


Ginny and Larry were ushered into the lobby of the Western Executive Hotel 
by a bowing uniformed doorman. The vast space was uncluttered and quiet for 
the carved ceiling rose two and a half stories high and the wide polished 
parquet floor was punctuated only by several priceless Persian carpets, 
their thick fringes straight and neat. Small groups of velvet and damask 
French furniture were clustered for conversation, and against the walls were 
Bombe chests with urns of fresh flowers. Enormous crystal chandeliers hung 
over the quiet richness in large constellations of light. One half expected 
to see Madame du Pompadour come sweeping down the wide curved stairway in 
panniers and a two-foot tall powdered wig.


It was like no other hotel they'd ever seen and Ginny clutched Larry's arm 
as they walked timorously across the immense room. A beautifully carved desk 
at the end of the room, with tapestry hung like a museum piece above it, 
seemed to be the reception desk only because there was a man in a dark suit 
with a carnation standing behind it. Several couples were timidly 
approaching the elegant gentleman.


"It's a museum," Ginny whispered.


"Makes the Fairmont look like a slum," Larry commented.


A graying man in a sports jacket was ahead of them. "Got a single for the 
next three nights?"


"I'm terribly sorry, sir. We don't." The dark-suited man smiled blandly.


"Press. Houston Post."


"Sorry, sir."


The man from Houston shoved his press card under the desk clerk's nose. 
"Look, you're turning away a million bucks worth of free publicity."


"Our guests are not seeking the limelight." He turned then to Ginny and 
Larry, smiling questioningly.


"Hey, buddy, you got a manager in this joint?" The newspaperman persisted.


"The west room ... across the lobby, sir." Turning again to Larry, he again 
dismissed the press to the nether world of the peasants.


"Uh ... reservation for Eisenberg?" Ginny didn't dare look at Larry. Thank 
heaven she'd persuaded Larry to pack all his cameras in his luggage. She'd 
been through too much already for this assignment to be queered now, she 
thought grimly. Ginny Blake was going to get this story now no matter what.


Ginny hung back a little to let Larry handle the registration his own way. 
He'd been nervous and jumpy and rude all the way down from Los Angeles. She 
looked at the other couples waiting their turn. They could have been the 
Sunday crowd coming from church in any Midwestern town, or parents at a 
school potluck supper. They certainly did not look like the kind associated 
with "swinging."


Larry didn't say a word on the way up in the elevator. He was tight-lipped 
and grim . . . only grunting in answer when the bellboy tried to make 
pleasant conversation. Ginny nudged him and frowned as they padded silently 
down the thick-carpeted corridor, but Larry shook her hand off indignantly.


The wide spacious room looked like no other hotel room Ginny had ever seen 
anywhere. French windows looked out on a fountained terrace through sheer 
white curtains. Heavy gold damask drapes were pulled back in great swags and 
the wallpaper, satin striped in gold and white, made the room seem even 
larger. A lady's French writing desk with an inlaid leather top was at right 
angles to the view from the windows and a large ornately carved armoire 
dominated one wall. Two immense French beds, spread in olive green velvet 
and crowned at their heads with swags of the gold damask, were separated by 
a beautifully delicate rosewood commode table. Large comfortable wing chairs 
were grouped at a round inlaid card table. They were olive velvet, piped in 
gold.


"Oh, Larry, it's so beautiful," Ginny breathed. He didn't answer for he was 
slinging luggage into a huge walk-in closet. She twirled around in delight 
and started exploring, opening doors and peeking in. There was only a 
bathroom and closets .. . no other room and they'd asked for a suite.


"Larry. There's no other room."


"No suite available. They're full. This is what's known as a twin room," he 
answered sarcastically.


"But... I thought..."


"Yeah. I know what you thought! Don't sweat it. I'll take the bed by the 
window. You wanted to get the story!" he hurled bitterly over his shoulder 
as he slammed into the bathroom with his leather toilet case.


"Well, you don't have to bite my head off. We'll manage."


"You just do that, baby!" He walked back in and pulled a bag out of the 
closet on the white carpet. Ginny sat down on the edge of the green velvet 
bed he'd designated as hers and watched him rummaging in his bag, pulling 
out cameras and film and light meters, then slamming them down on the floor.


"Look, Larry. I don't know what you're so mad about but let's try and 
cooperate."


"You'll get plenty of chance for that, sweetheart. Cooperation is big with 
swingers, I hear!" He stood up, slinging his cameras on his shoulders and 
stuffing his pockets with equipment.


"Where are you going? You can't go downstairs with all that stuff. You'll 
get thrown out."


"That wouldn't be a bad idea either." He turned at the door and looked at 
her hard and long. "I'm going prowling and then I'm going to get roaring 
drunk!" Larry spun on his heel and slammed the heavy carved door.


The tub water felt so soothing Ginny was almost asleep, her head propped on 
the little plastic neck pillow. She stretched and wriggled her toes 
luxuriously in the deep bubble-topped water. You could literally almost swim 
in this incredible tub that she'd only discovered after Larry left. She'd 
had a lonely lunch in the so-called coffee shop downstairs. A Versailles 
morning room would have been more accurate. She'd listened to the 
conversations around her as discreetly as possible and gotten nothing. It 
could have been the tags of sentences heard at any convention. She was 
beginning to wonder if the whole thing was a giant spoof, a label these 
people had given themselves to boost their egos or set themselves apart from 
the rest of the dreary crowd.


She turned over in the huge sunken pool and stretched again, lifting her 
chin above the tickling bubbles, then rolled like a porpoise. Just the 
marble the tub was fashioned from and the walls of a creamy stone must have 
cost a fortune. She twisted the gold mermaid faucet with her toes to add 
some more hot water. After her terrible morning with Clint Greer she'd tried 
to disown her own body and avoided looking at it now, hence the bubble bath 
which hid her voluptuous nakedness in the thick froth. Too hot. She toed it 
off.


It had taken all her strength not to back out of the assignment. The phone 
had been in her hand many times. She had even called the airlines about 
flights all over the country, carefully making notes as though she were 
actually going to quit her job and simply disappear. But in an agony of 
indecision she'd finally realized she'd already paid too much for this 
chance and that flight was never any real solution . . . and here she was. 
Her fears seemed far away now, her terror foolish after that staid lunch 
listening to dull ordinary people. She wondered now if there was a story 
here at all.


Suddenly the door to the bathroom banged open and Larry came barging in, 
unzipping his pants and taking out his penis. Oh God. He hadn't seen her 
obviously. She could hear him in the little separate cubicle relieving 
himself. Ginny lay very still, hardly breathing, sunk as far as she could 
under the bubbles.


The trickling finally stopped and she heard him take a step, then gasp. She 
turned her head and there he was, glowering down at her with his long cock 
still in his hand.


"Well, if it isn't the water nymph, preparing for the evening's 
festivities!" His voice was even more cutting than when he'd left and he 
stood looking down at her with hard eyes, making no move to cover himself.


"Get out of here, Larry," Ginny said as calmly as she could with that thing 
dangling lewdly down at her.


"This is my bathroom, too, remember," he said thickly. He could see her 
rounded white shoulders gleaming above the bubbles and he knew what glory 
lay under that foam. Some ape was going to be after it tonight, too! He had 
no doubts of that and this dumb trusting broad thought she wouldn't have to 
put out . .. that she could fake and give the guys the slip. Well, he knew 
better. He'd seen enough this afternoon to convince him and some of it was 
on film in his camera. For once in his life he was getting smart. By God, he 
was going to make some dough on the side. Plenty of places in L.A. would pay 
and pay well for what he had in that collection of cameras, and he was going 
to get more.


"You still going through with this crazy scheme?"


"Yes ... I have to. Now put that thing back in your pants and get out of 
here!"


"Hell, no!" he roared, jerking off his clothes like a madman and cluttering 
the marble floor with them. "Move over, baby. Have a little swim with you."


"Larry ... stop it! No! You can't!" she yelled, watching in frozen horror as 
the clothes flew off in all directions and Larry stepped into the tub with 
her ... stark naked. He looked so much bigger without clothes, his shoulders 
and forearms tanned and bulging with muscle, his belly flat and hard and his 
legs swollen in bunches of muscular strength. Ginny shrank to the side of 
the huge tub, scrambling up to cling to the slippery cold marble walls of a 
corner.


Larry stopped for an instant ... a long instant as he saw the naked 
incredibly beautiful body of Ginny as she clung fearfully to the walls, her 
eyes wide with fear and anger. Foam clung in fluffy streaks to her high 
heavy breasts and down her small belly and curved silken wet hips and long 
beautiful thighs. She was a rosy vision that could only come to a man in 
dreams. No real dame could look that perfect ... from her tangled bangs 
shading those huge black-fringed blue eyes to her slender ankles 
disappearing beneath the white bubbles. No one could miss that she had a 
build that would stop a jet pilot at 5000 feet, but the warm wet glowing 
reality of Ginny naked was too much! Shit! By God if she was determined to 
give it away to strangers . . . then he was going to get his first!


"Larry . . . please! For God's sake get out of here!" she begged, her eyes 
darting to the side and her fingers inching along the wall to try and make a 
leap for it.


His eyes narrowed in anticipation and he grabbed both her wrists and pinned 
her against the walls, a low groan spilling from him as he caught her mouth 
and kissed those ripe lips. She twisted her head frantically from side to 
side, her wrists pushing hard against his steel hands but he only let his 
mouth kiss where it fell as she writhed, her cheeks, her jaw, her eyelids, 
her nose, her mouth, her ears, her long-stemmed white throat . .. his mouth 
finding something delectable wherever it hit. For all of her was delicious 
and erotic and made for kissing. She was grunting and gasping and twisting 
her head from side to side and the kisses kept raining over her whole face 
and throat.


"No! Larry . . . stop ... it. . . please .. . don't.... leave me . . . alone 
..." she panted.


"Me first . . . that's all, baby .. . just me first!" He caught her to him 
then in a fierce grip, mashing the silky wet warmth of her white flesh into 
him, his risen cock buried between their naked bellies. His hand came up to 
clamp her head and he held it still for his mouth to crush hers and a jolt 
of thrill shot through him as he held her so close, her beautiful breasts 
mashed against his chest. Pushing straight between her teeth, he 
tongue-fucked into the soft wet cavern of her luscious mouth, holding her 
now so she couldn't twist her head away, and he gloried in the 
scintillating, lusting daggers of sensation that cut through his loins.


Ginny pushed frantically against Larry's hard shoulders with her hands but 
she could not break his hold and she breathed hoarsely through her flaring 
nostrils. He was sucking the very life out of her! Damn him! Had he gone 
crazy? He must be drunk, insanely drunk. He'd said he was going to, and he 
must have. She continued to push and squirm. Her foot slipped on the slick 
wet marble under the water and she would have fallen except for his 
bruising, brutal grip on her naked body.


His mouth pulled away briefly and he was breathing hard. Larry looked at 
her, their faces inches apart. "Did you know that 70 percent of all bathroom 
falls are fatal?" he grinned. "I saved you. Now hang onto me, woman!" he 
whispered fiercely. Larry wrapped her arms around his hard body and cupped 
her naked rounded buttocks, grinding her pelvis up to him and kissing her 
deeply again.


A hot jolt shook Ginny as she felt her genitals mashed up to Larry's heated 
loins. Her bottom warmed in his demanding hands. The awful lassitude was 
weakening her will and her strength. His blood-gorged, passion-incited cock 
was beating and jerking in spasms against her soft belly and his mouth was 
again fucking in and out of her own, his tongue like a small red penis.


Ginny's arms began to hold him and her hands slid up and down his back and 
shoulders and buttocks. The hardness of him was exciting under her soft 
palms. His hard probing tongue in her mouth seemed to throb in time with the 
insistent beat of his fully rigid prick. Ginny's tongue met his and a low 
moan escaped from deep in her throat. They sucked and teased and cajoled and 
dueled and the bubbles were slowly evaporating around their ankles.


As they stood locked together and panting and sucking and feeling the 
incredible ecstasy of nakedness against nakedness, Ginny's eyes opened as 
mouths turned to join again and she caught a glimpse of their pressed bodies 
in the mirror. The horror hit her like a blow in the solar plexus. What was 
she doing? Oh God. Had she become a wanton slut? Yesterday with Clint and 
now Larry.


"NOOOO ... noooo ... NO, LARRY ... we mustn't ... stop it!" she screamed as 
she tore her mouth from his and pushed hard against his strong chest.


"Oh, yes, we do, baby!" Larry twisted her arms behind her back and held her 
pinned. The breath was ragged and his chest heaved. "You want it too."


With one hand holding her twisted arms he reached down and slid his 
sensitive finger into her moistened slit and ran it tantalizingly back and 
forth the full length of her vulva. Her eyes were closed now and her 
beautiful head thrown back and the long white throat was a stem to be bitten 
and tasted. The mountains of Ginny's rounded, ripened breasts stood up 
majestically from the plain of her white ribs, their tips the color of 
roses, the nipples hard and sweet as wine grapes. His head dipped and Larry 
tasted their heady flavor, sinking his teeth around one hard, erect bud of 
sweetness, his finger still sliding gently back and forth and in and out of 
her swollen cunt that poured syrupy libations onto his questing hand.


Larry's hard hand was crushing the delicate bones of Ginny's wrists behind 
her and they ached but she soon forgot the discomfort in the enchanting 
sensation of his teeth and mouth on her nipple and that insidious finger 
sliding and juicing her aching pussy. Oh God. She couldn't stand it. The 
sucking and teasing tongue was drawing the essence from her through her 
breast and the taut inward pulling muscles inside her were dark forces that 
were overwhelming the mocking, judging, accusing voice in her head. The 
mouth and the sliding finger imprisoned her more than his steel-hard hand.


Ginny's breath was heaving in and out of her diaphragm as she waited for 
what Larry would do next to her needing flesh that was betraying her again. 
She could feel the entire intricate mechanism of her body readying her for 
what must inevitably follow. Larry was sawing his finger in and out of her 
soaking vagina now like a bow on string. He was playing her like an 
instrument and the music coming out her hollow mouth was eerie moans, a 
wailing, a keening that filled the marble walls.


He felt the wild elation growing in him as Ginny's full, white womanly body 
arched and writhed and cried out at the ecstasy his mouth and hand were 
eliciting. His cock was so huge now that it looked more like a stallion's 
than a man's organ and he looked down to see its strength and visible 
urgency as it pulsed and jerked, the head purpling and oozing seminal fluid. 
He could see Ginny's black-haired cunt, the lips swollen and slick with her 
juices. She was opening like a petaled flower. Her upper, inner thighs were 
already sticky with her lubrications.


Grabbing the stalk of his cock, Larry drew the head up Ginny's pulsing, 
swollen, honeyed pussy and she screamed softly, "Ohhh-h-h-hhhh . . ." The 
contact of her slippery cunt flesh against his throbbing cock almost sent 
him off the pad. God! After dreaming of something for so long, the reality 
was almost dreamlike too. Larry sloshed and slipped the deadly massive 
weapon of his flesh again up and down her opening vulva and soon he couldn't 
stop. It was too mind-blowing good!


Ginny was arching on tiptoes to the fleshy dominant tool that slurped along 
her dripping labia. Her thighs opened and spread and the pelvis rotated and 
ground up to Larry's mammoth, throbbing prick head. He had forgotten to hold 
her hands behind her back for he was fondling her ripe breasts, stroking 
them and nipping their nipples which sent fiery slender daggers of pleasure 
slicing through her white flesh. Ginny flexed her pelvis and inner thighs 
and her cuntal lips closed like a vise over Larry's great hot burgeoning 
rod. She could not stop her own hips thrusting back and forth and it was 
almost as though he were deep inside her.


Larry looked down at the rapture-inciting motions of their organs slipping 
and sliding on each other. Ginny was rapidly becoming oblivious to 
everything except his burning hands and fire-tipped brand that were heating 
her past the point of no return. Her head tossed from side to side and her 
bangs flew back and forth across her white forehead. Goddamn! She was hot! 
Catching her rounded hips in his hands he guided her cunt till the 
blood-gorged, pulsing, blunt head of his enormous shaft was right on Ginny's 
quivering love bud and it was just like he'd touched her with an electric 
prod.


"Ahhhhhhhggggggghhhhhhh!" she screamed, feeling the zagging electricity 
shiver unevenly through her body as Larry's great sword tip touched her 
erect clitoris and sparks showered through her and she was shorting out! 
Grabbing his hard shoulders to steady herself, Ginny arched up again and 
spread her toed-out feet to keep the current flowing that was shooting into 
her in flooding waves.


Larry clenched his ass muscles and shoved forward with his pelvis, pressing 
the button and almost hearing the buzzing of Ginny's tortured nerves. Jesus! 
This broad must have been starved for a long time ... she was so close to 
orgasm already and he didn't want to rush it.


Suddenly Larry slid down in the water, wetting himself all over, and stood 
up again streaming with rivulets. Grabbing the soap he worked up a rich 
lather between his palms and reached out for Ginny's breasts. She was 
whimpering, her eyes wide open now, and reaching for him. The feel of her 
beautiful heavy melon breasts, slippery and warm in his hands, sent new 
jolts of rapture rippling through his already fevered loins. He soaped his 
own belly and cock that strutted ahead of him in a thick, massive poke and 
then returned to slather Ginny's hips, buttocks, thighs, and then between 
her beautiful legs, his hands soaping her frantic cunt tantalizingly.


She bucked and ground against his hand, trying to capture it and keep it 
where she needed it. His hand reached even further and extended two fingers 
inside her sopping, sucking pussy. Larry could feel her frantic muscles 
inside clutching at his fingers and squeezing them and Ginny was shaking and 
moaning incoherently.


"Here it is, baby .. . here it ... is ... this what you want?" Larry panted, 
removing his fingers and putting his slippery, pulsating prick just inside 
Ginny's fevered soap and juice-slicked vulva.


"Ohh ... ohh ... ohhhhhh ... ohh ..." Ginny breathed and her thighs spread 
further and she arched up to give him freer access to her aching hollow. 
Larry felt her cunt close on his hot male organ like a starving oyster, 
clamping around his steel flesh with biting fingers and bands of muscle. His 
rod sliced up into the soft pulsing flesh and the rapturous ribbons of sheer 
pleasure, so intense they could hardly be borne, wrapped around him.


Ginny's arms held Larry around the waist and his hands on her hips helped 
her balance as she threw her body back and forth on the beating rod of 
hardened maleness sunk up so deeply into the quivering flesh of her soft 
belly. She could feel his cum-swollen scrotum swinging against her thighs 
and the huge blunt-ended knife of his probing penis ramming up deeper and 
deeper with every thrust. Everything had fallen away from her except the 
fever inside her belly and the screaming itch in her clitoris where the 
pleasure center was almost exploding in blissful joy.


"AHHH ... hhhhhhhhhhh ... aaahhhhhhhh!" She chanted, slamming her pelvis 
into him in harder and faster jerks, impaling herself on that giant shaft in 
a frenzied rage. Suddenly, with no real warning, she felt the incredible 
spasms begin. They grew to a rising, cresting peak and the world fell away 
and she was there!


"AH! AGH! Aieeeeeeee ... I'm ... CU-UUMMMMMIIINNNNGGGGG! Oh GOD! 
CUM-MMMMMMiiinnnnggggg! AHHHHHHHH!" she screamed, her pelvis slamming so 
hard against Larry they almost fell. Bone met bone, flesh smacked flesh, and 
she was dissolving in the fiery, splintering, shattering explosion that 
wheeled on and on and on!


Larry held her, her mouth hanging open. The sound of her panting was obscene 
and expressed a lewd and magnificent passion. She swallowed and trembled 
uncontrollably. Jesus! He didn't think she'd cum that fast! Her convulsing 
cunt was still pulling on him, then she slumped and his hard rigid 
instrument slipped out of her vagina with a wet plopping sound that could be 
heard above the deep gasps of her breathing.


Ginny stood there trembling and shaking in wracking quakes as the orgasm 
drained away her strength. She leaned against Larry; there was nothing left 
in her body. It was almost as though she'd lost consciousness at the height 
of the climax and now she felt an urgent desire to just slip down and go to 
sleep. And yet her brain was a swarm of buzzing thoughts. Could it be that 
Clint had awakened her sleeping instincts so thoroughly yesterday that she 
no longer had any control? Having been chaste for so long, denied, it was as 
though once aroused, she had hooked into a high voltage line and any promise 
of release now simply set her off like a thunderbolt.


"You okay?" Larry asked.


She closed her eyes and nodded wearily. A moment later Larry had turned on 
the shower and was turning her to rinse away the soap and bubble bath. She 
was as obedient as a small sleepy child and let him do what he wanted. 
Finally the hissing water was turned off and he helped her out of the tub 
and dried himself and her with a huge fluffy bath sheet. His hands were 
gentle now and he carefully dried every inch of her, the touch of the soft 
towel warmed by his hands through it was a sensual feeling and brought new 
life to her body. Dully she realized that his mammoth erection was still 
there and somehow it must be taken care of.


Larry carefully hung the huge towel to dry and then picked Ginny up and 
carried her through to the bedroom and laid her on one of the huge beds, 
pulling the covers out from under her limp form. He looked down at her 
incredibly beautiful body, all laid out there for him, and felt his gut 
tighten and his cock jump, jerking even higher. All his . .. at least for 
now. Her eyes were still closed and her magnificent breasts rose and fell, 
two great pink-capped, white mountains floating and rising with an 
underground tide. He couldn't even think about what might happen later. 
Right now the only important thing was tearing into Ginny's soft pliant 
body.


Ginny's eyes opened and fluttered. Larry was standing over her and his face 
was inscrutable, fixed in a no-expression expression, and she looked at his 
hard powerful body that didn't slump now, the muscles well defined and very 
functional. The light brown chest hairs grew in a V on down his belly and 
spread out again in dense curly pubic hair that was still damp. The huge, 
jutting strongly erect and swollen cock eyed her, slobbering faintly from 
the tiny hole in the head in lewd anticipation. It was a sword, a threat, 
and yet a blessing that would forge her into a new woman again if she let 
it. She reached up and tenderly stroked its throbbing length and it 
responded by quivering and oozing new tears of desire. Her hands cradled 
Larry's balls and they felt precious in her hands, heavy with cum and loaded 
for her pleasure.


It was as though her hands did not belong to her and she wondered as she saw 
them caress and fondle and stroke and tease. "GOD, baby," he breathed, 
thrusting his hips forward and sliding his prick even closer. She looked at 
it for a long moment and then leaned to kiss the end of it and her lips came 
away sticky with his damned-up passion.


"Christ!" Larry pushed her back on the bed and crawled between her thighs. 
"Later, baby . .. later. Right now I've got to fuck you ... fuck you to 
death between the legs . . . here."


"Ohhh, yes!" she breathed, hearing the words come out her own mouth, amazed 
still at her wanton behavior.


His mouth found hers and she took his tongue eagerly while his hands were 
pushing her knees up until they touched the pillow. Larry put the head of 
his throbbing, aching prick against the hot moistened lips of her vulva. He 
pushed forward and parted the still wet pubic curls and slipped easily down 
through the two sets of sensitive pussy lips.


"OOOOhhhhhhhhh," she moaned pulling her mouth away to kiss his cheeks and 
chin and ear. "Good, baby?"


"Oh, yes .. . it's beautiful ... oh, Larry."


Larry pushed in a little further, reveling in the slow swallowing up of his 
thick, pulsing cock. Just as slowly he withdrew and then shoved in again, 
each time a bit further out and a little deeper in, enjoying his control and 
the utterly unbelievable sensations that were racing through him. No one 
could ever take this afternoon away from him for it would be locked in his 
head forever!


Ginny's hair was coming loose and he reached under her and pulled out the 
rest of the pins and buried his face in the silky black depths as he lunged 
all the way, his balls swinging against her upturned ass cheeks. He could 
feel his cock pressing into her cervix, trying to get right into the womb, 
his shaft like a hot hard iron.


"Ohhhh ... you're hurting me," she gasped but Larry only grunted deep in his 
throat and jerked that huge rod deep up inside her belly. It did hurt but 
the hurt was somehow mingled with the incredible rapture of knowing she had 
taken all of that mammoth penis inside her body for she could feel Larry's 
balls against her buttocks and his pubic hair tickling slightly. All of him! 
It wasn't possible and yet, blessedly, it was. They were a perfect fit! The 
terrible revulsion she'd felt with Clint... even when her body had 
participated and she had felt the huge orgasm he had brought her ... there 
was still a spoiling revulsion. It seemed so different now with Larry. She 
felt wild and free and joyous!


His movements became completely masterful and he was in complete command, a 
mastery and assured dominance so different from Larry's usually snarling 
cynicism. Ginny lay there and reveled in that mastery. She ground her 
rounded buttocks in rotary time-teasing circles as he pounded in and out of 
her body in deep hard lunges. Her entire belly was afire and her mind 
screamed out its insane delight!


Larry wondered dimly if he could possibly bring her off again and hold off 
his own climax a little longer. God! He didn't want it to end! Just fuck 
Ginny like this forever! Her pelvis was revolving and jerking wildly even 
though she was pinned down by her doubled position. He'd hooked a game one 
and she was battling valiantly. God, what a woman! What he'd seen in this 
broad was only a shadow of what really was there.


He threw himself into her with renewed fury, pounding and screwing his cock 
harder and even deeper into her vise-gripping cunt . . . fucking like a 
maniac . . . until it seemed her battered cervix would be stabbed to a 
bloody pulp. Her interior muscles clapped around his shaft like tentacles 
and her hot channel was screaming for more ... as she sought to bite and 
capture all of him, balls and all.


Ginny's eyes focused in disbelief as she saw her own knees rocking above her 
head and her head tossed fitfully, mouth lax and open as she panted out, 
"Ohhh .. . ohhhhh......" with each shove of his driving cock. It was a chant 
moaning out her rising bliss as she reached harder for the light, the 
vision, the rapture that was just beyond her grasp.


Suddenly she was divided, split right up the middle, that sword cleaving her 
in two, and her legs shot out and her pelvis lurched up to Larry with 
superhuman strength and the scream of ecstasy bubbled out her open mouth, 
the hot breath searing her lungs in its passing.


"AGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHH . . . AAAAAAHHHHHHHH ... OOOOHHHHHHH . .. I'm 
cummmmmmmmmmm .. . innnggggggg ... Oh, Larry ... darling!" At the peak of 
her arching, her teeth found the long muscle on the top of Larry's hard 
shoulder and sank into his flesh in rapture, then she fell lifeless beneath 
him.


Larry felt her legs drop, enclosing his hips and legs. He held her and 
continued to bob gently in and out of her pulsing vagina, between the tired 
parentheses of her limp white thighs. He'd forced himself with sheer will 
power to weather the storm of her cataclysmic orgasm, knowing he could bring 
her on again to share his own ... if he could ... last that long. He wasn't 
being altruistic but practical ... knowing a mutual climax would be the apex 
for him. He felt ten feet tall!


From far away .. . the outer edges of her wheeling galactic emotional 
system, Ginny's mind began to return to her body and she was aware of a 
gentle, hypnotic and voluptuous movement in and out of her pussy. Her knees 
closed around Larry's hips and pressed inward, holding him to her, loving 
his hairy chest mashed against her roundly flattened breasts. She reached 
for his head and pulled his face to hers, taking his tongue and sucking it 
fiercely. She found that pulling him down to her like that made his cock 
ride higher against her clitoris and the wild wonder was returning to her 
greedy body again. Ginny arched up to his living baton that conducted this 
rhapsody of sensation .. . she was all the instruments and they obeyed his 
wand instantly and joyously.


Pulling away enough but still fucking into her sopping pussy, Larry caught 
Ginny's creamy breasts in his hands and held them up to his gluttonous 
mouth. They were rounded full drums and his mouth began to suck them 
alternately, his tongue like a beating stick that hit the sensitive nipples, 
bringing out hollow moans of resounding delight. Her blue eyes deepened and 
she stared at him when he changed from one quivering breast to the other. He 
could see that the irises were a murky violet, pansies growing in the 
fertile fringe of her thick rich black eyelashes. His body humped and beat 
the rhythms from her hollowed flesh, and she writhed and groaned out the 
haunting melody. Teeth and mouth like the bridge of a stringed instrument 
now, he bit and chewed the rigid quivering nipples and they twanged and 
reverberated and he could feel the arching vibrations rippling through 
Ginny's taut body. There was never going to be another fuck in his entire 
life equal to this!


Ginny's hands found Larry's hardened buttocks, lean and steel-lined with 
muscle in sculptured planes. She held onto them and her calves snaked over 
his bulging ones as she arched beneath his imperious domination. The soft 
bottoms of her feet curled and rubbed up and down his hairy hot-fleshed 
calves like soothing hands, curious and affectionate soft little monkey 
palms. This was the man she had to know ... every cell .. . every atom . .. 
every molecule . .. every ounce of flesh and bone and muscle and hair and 
opening and nail and membrane. Exploring further, her hands slid tenderly up 
his lean waist that flared an widened into his ribs and powerful shoulders, 
the backbone a fused but flexible steel cable holding his delight-giving 
flesh together. The back of hi neck with the soft light brown hair, despite 
it corded strength, felt vulnerable under her palm as she cupped it 
tenderly.


Larry felt her hands adventuring softly over hi skin in exploration and the 
pulsing in his loin was building wildly. This was a giving, wantin woman! 
She took the inches of his hard rigid probe that were raking her in deep 
furrowing thrusts, like earth falling before a plow, and she opened to him 
and her flesh clasped in his wake, closing around him in warm darkness. 
Ginny kneaded hi ass like it was dough under her hands, pressing, pulling, 
stretching and squeezing. Christ! He was invincible! He'd never lasted this 
long before and he felt like he could go on forever!


Ginny's hair was a dark sea surging over the pillow in convoluted waves and 
Larry found the shell of her ear buried in the depths. The hot hard red 
pseudo penis of his tongue found the orifice and he circled it wetly and 
thrust it inside the tender passage, burning her brain with his insistent 
message. He licked and stabbed and she was crying out and writhing and 
groveling beneath him. Catching the lobe with his teeth he left the 
impression of his rapturous agony in teeth marks and the blood rushed to her 
flesh there and the tiny flap of meat grew blood red.


Little mewling noises of abject servitude began to tumble from Ginny's lips 
as she lay under him, completely subjugated to his least whim now. She 
looked up through glazed eyes at his angular high-domed face and the 
near-sadistic expression on it and it seemed beautiful to her, for she was 
impaled on his magnificent cock that was probing the very secret depths of 
her core.


"Darling ... ooohhh .. . ahhh . . . oh, Larry . . ." she crooned between 
clenched teeth. He felt the joyous, animal stabs of pleasure shafting 
through his body as her long, shapely, strong legs tightened and released 
him at the hips as he kept up his driving cock rhythm. Her mouth was gaping 
open now in delicious abandon and her head was tossing again from side to 
side as Larry bent to nibble and chew along her lovely swanlike throat and 
curved silken shoulder. Larry raced his relentless swollen steel pole into 
the soft wetness of her impassioned vagina. Additional currents of sensation 
were surging through his prick, his hands, his greedy mouth and brain. There 
was nothing but the plunging of his battering cock into the warm pink 
moistness of her seething, sucking pussy, hungry and voracious for whatever 
he brought her for she received it all with rapturous welcoming flesh.


Larry looked down to where his cock was slipping smoothly in and out between 
the flushed, puffy, hair-framed lips of her slickened, vibrant cunt, 
savoring the feel of the clasping pink folds of flesh, clinging gluttonously 
to his raging and furious rod driving into the lascivious pussy. Christ! He 
couldn't last much longer at this rate. He was about to shatter!


"God damn ... fuck, baby ... fuck!" Larry grunted, his breath coming out in 
hot dragon flames to sear Ginny's skin wherever they hit. His practiced 
drive and expert ability was sending her up the sheer cliffs of towering 
emotional heights.


Her brain was whimpering uselessly inside her head as animal sounds, basic 
and instinctive, spilled from her lips in moans and whines. Only the insane, 
abandoned sensations of her wildly bucking body were available to her 
consciousness. All else was gone or futile or stupid. She was locked in the 
world of her body and his, and only feeling was valid.


He found himself thrusting furiously, slamming his long heavy prick up into 
her warm, clenching cunt with jarring force, ramming and pounding, the 
slippery secretions from deep inside her coating and easing the way with 
every plunge, the throbbing obscenely bloated head punching her cervix while 
his cum-heavy balls slapped solidly on her widespread ass. The rubbery head 
of his cock battered the depths of her softly yielding body as he drove 
harder and harder into her, shoving his pelvis mercilessly into her 
sensitive loins. Tormentingly he flexed his cock head again and again, 
forcing wilder and more agonized cries from between her clenched teeth.


"OHH ... fuck . . . yesss . . . Larry, darling ... gggaaaaaa... oooohhhh!" 
Ginny strained up against him, arching so strongly that both their flailing 
bodies lifted momentarily from the bed. She rode him, frenzied heels digging 
into his body as she spurred him on to even greater effort, her legs 
tightening as she began to labor up and down his pole with her grasping, 
ravenous pussy. The throes of ecstatic anesthesia had numbed her brain and 
there was only this lovely fucking man who used her so well.


"That's it! That's it, baby ... fuck my cock while I screw your sweet pussy. 
Slam it up to me


... fuck it, baby!" he panted wildly.


"Harder . . . hardeerrrrrrrrr . . . fuckkkkkk . . . Godddddddd!" she 
screamed, her legs gripping him tightly over his back, the inner thighs 
pressing frantically against his ribs as she ground up to the brutal tempo 
of his ravaging cock, punishing her soaking, agonized pussy. Her legs 
climbed his shoulders and she presented Larry with the complete and 
widespread plain of her delicious cunt.


Larry attacked it even more violently and the salacious, sucking, slurping 
sounds of their fucking filled the bedroom, the lewd sloshing of their 
laboring genitals increasing his already lust-crazed brain. The smell of 
her, female and in wild heat, only added to his maniacal fury and he drove 
it into her with jackhammer force as she bucked up to him with bruising 
response, her mouth falling slackly open, nostrils flaring wildly, her 
velvety pussy milking his plunging cock ravenously. She whimpered, moaned, 
then wailed, building to a scream as her thighs pulled even tighter against 
her voluptuous breasts.


Suddenly the dull ache in his balls grew to a fiery point of light behind 
his eyeballs and he knew his moment was only a split second away. 
"CUUUUUMMMMM ...CUUMMMMM with MEEEEEE ... NOOWWWWWW!" It was all the warning 
he could give but he heard her answering, "YYYYYYEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSS . . . 
GGGGOOOODDDDDD . . . AAAAAIIIIEEEEEE ... AGGGGHHH!" and the warm pussy walls 
began to secrete their hot gushes of blissful liquid delight around Larry's 
plundering cock, flooding that pulsating shaft.


As Ginny lurched and jerked beneath him in wild convulsions, the cuntal 
mouth and frantic muscles inside her vagina pulling at his prick feverishly, 
Larry could feel his own thick hot sperm shooting the length of his spasming 
rod, the long hot gushes wracking his whole quaking body as they spurted 
from his cock tip far, far up inside her soft quivering belly. The white hot 
jets splashed and spewed in continual nosing deep into her. He imagined the 
creamy semen flooding not only her vaginal cavity that held him so close and 
squeezed him so hard, but seeping through every membrane and cell until all 
of the cells of her body were tinged with his own love cum.


Ginny ground her loins, naked and shameless, up tight against Larry, and 
clasped him to her, that glorious cock buried within her very depths. "Hold 
me . . . oh, hold me . . . darling . .. don't let me go . . . hold me .. . 
!" she moaned, her thighs quaking and her whole body trembling 
uncontrollably now with his loving searing cum shooting hotly into her 
receptive cunt. And in her gasping, shivering joy, she felt a wave lift her 
and her eyes teared and a small sob tore out her throat.


He slumped forward, collapsing on top of Ginny, as all of his energy, his 
fury, his life force pumped out of him through the thick nozzle of his 
sunken cock. His hot sperm mixed with her erotic juices and he lay, still 
jerking reflexively, pouring it into her white body in thick streams. Face 
pressed to hers, he felt Ginny give one last writhing spasm, and a trickle 
of tear came down her cheek and ran onto his own skin, then she was still 
and lifeless. By the time he was squirting feeble droplets that were dying 
fast, Larry could feel her heart slowing, her eyes were closed, her mouth 
slack, and she slept.


Dimly he heard the fountain go on out on the terrace, gushing softly. 
Swinger's Convention! Well, he'd got his first! The last strained breath 
came out in a long hiss and his breathing slowed to a deep steady rhythm.


CHAPTER FOUR


Tony Aiello slipped into his plaid sports jacket and adjusted the thick knot 
in his yellow tie. He whistled softly through his teeth as he brushed his 
thick black hair, for tonight at the get-acquainted party he knew exactly 
which cunt he was going to bang. That tall brunette with the super jet 
twin-engine body was exactly what he was going to have. He leaned toward the 
big gold-framed mirror and bared his white teeth, pulling his lips back to 
inspect. Yeah. Not bad for a guy thirty-seven years old. Thick gleaming 
black hair with no gray that sprang up in bold waves, dark eyes, thin Roman 
nose, strong jaw, and straight white teeth. They gleamed back at him in his 
practiced flashing white smile.


"Honey." Tony saw Sylvia come up in the mirror behind him. She was holding 
up two cocktail dresses.


"Which one should I wear tonight?" Tony turned to look at his wife. Small 
and blonde, her bleached hair was piled into a towering edifice to give her 
height, her plump breasts were pulled up to incredible proportions by a 
boned half-bra that threatened to spill them completely. She had a small 
waist and an ample ass that wiggled enticingly when she walked. Sylvia 
already had on very high-heeled silver shoes, silver pantyhose over her 
rounded thighs, and a short pink panty girdle to keep them from slipping or 
bagging.


"Baby . . . you look great the way you are. Leave 'em off." Tony teased, 
pinching one ripe almost naked breast.


"Be serious. I got to look my best. There's a lot of important people at 
this convention." She held up first one dress over her short rounded body 
and then the other. "The iridescent lace or the silver lame?"


"A maybe the silver thing." When he was only with Sylvia, Tony tended to 
slip into an Italian intonation, though he'd lived in Los Angeles since he 
was twelve.


Sylvia turned to lay one dress across the bed and slipped the other over her 
head. Tony went back to the mirror and picked up the bottle of men's cologne 
Sylvia had given him. He sloshed a little of it on his jaw and chin.


"How you know they're important. . . these people? Besides, how they gonna 
do a man in the gay-bar business any good?" my, honey, I told you a million 
times. It's who you know. I read the papers ... the society pages. Already I 
recognized an assemblyman, a professor, and a mayor." She backed up to Tony 
for him to do her zipper. He pulled up the long zipper and turned her around 
by the shoulders.


"Without last names you know all these people?" It was one of the rules. No 
swinger group ever used last names nor did they have more than one encounter 
with a particular partner. That way nobody got hung up. Marriages stayed 
intact.


"Of course. I've seen their pictures in the papers."


"I got a smart wife I couldn't do without." He kissed her forehead.


"You don't have to now. You get to have your cake and eat it too, you greedy 
man."


"So do you, sweetheart... so do you."


Sylvia stepped back in front of the mirror to check her dress. She patted 
her solidly in place hairdo, then caught Tony's eyes in the mirror. "You got 
her all picked out, haven't you? You always do. I just hope I like her 
husband."


"He looks like an okay guy. Spotted them in the elevator. You'll make out, 
baby. You always do." Tony patted her round ass proprietarily. He was a 
damned lucky guy. Sylvia was always on the lookout for what was in ... for 
what would help him up the ladder. Since they started swinging he hadn't 
spent a dime on other dames. Business was better and he didn't have to go 
through all that mental torture of getting a little something extra once in 
a while. He'd seen other guys sweating it and felt sorry for them. Yes sir, 
Sylvia was a jewel.


The only real fly in Tony Aiello's ointment now was that desert property he 
had to find a way to buy. Those damned ecology nuts in the smaller towns his 
company serviced wouldn't let his trucks use any of the dump sites any more 
and he had to find a place further away. No bleeding heart ecology nut was 
going to take away the business he'd sweated for all these years. But for 
now, he'd promised himself he wouldn't worry about it. Not at the first 
Swingers' Convention in history!


"Come on, baby. Let's go. We gonna swing a little!"


In the elevator Ginny took an unsteady breath and looked at Larry. He 
avoided her eyes and looked at the ceiling. That black mood was on him 
again. For one thing she didn't think he approved of her dress. It was a 
perfectly plain pale gray wool with long sleeves and a soft skirt held by a 
wide matching belt but the long V neckline was slit almost to her waist. 
She'd hastily pinned the violets he'd ordered for her to wear at the bottom 
of the V but quite a lot of flesh still showed. If only he'd said something. 
Late this afternoon she would have done just about anything he said .. . 
even thrown up the assignment and given up. But he'd been perfectly awful 
and still was. Wouldn't say a word. She was supposed to read his mind . .. 
the way her mother always had to try to read her father's and there'd been 
hell to pay if she couldn't. Well, Ginny Blake was not going to get caught 
up in that trap! Larry could just sulk.


The elevator glided smoothly to a stop and another couple got on. They were 
all dressed up for the big party of the year. "Hey, you guys don't have your 
names on ... or your Swinger buttons." The black-haired man flashed a 
dazzling white smile at them, flicking his lapel gadget that dangled a small 
golden swing and his stick-on name badge that said, MY NAME IS TONY.


Ginny smiled nervously and realized that Larry wasn't even going to answer 
the man. "I . . . uh . .. well, I didn't want to ruin the effect of my dress 
with these lovely flowers my husband sent me," she managed.


"Say, those are really swell," he enthused, his eyes glued just above the 
violets where Ginny's full white breasts cleaved in soft half moons of 
exposed flesh. "Hell, I don't know why I can't remember to do things like 
that. But I'm not much good at this etiquette stuff. I have to leave all 
that to the little woman here." He reached around Sylvia's silver shoulders 
to give her a quick squeeze.


"You do just fine, honey," Sylvia protested. "This dress couldn't take 
flowers, anyway. It's too dressy. I'm Sylvia, by the way, as you can see."


"I'm Ginny and this is Larry." Ginny smiled, ready to kick Larry in the shin 
for his rudeness. He did nod curtly.


"Say, how about you folks having a drink with us?" Tony chuckled. "Tonight's 
the get-acquainted session, you know," rubbing his hands together in boyish 
anticipation.


Ginny looked at Larry uncertainly. He nodded at the couple stiffly and said, 
"No, thank you," as casually as turning down a proffer of a second helping 
of mashed potatoes.


The man looked like he'd been hit for a second, then he recovered. "Where 
you folks from, anyway?"


"Los Angeles," Larry answered coolly.


"Well, so are we! You see, I knew we had something in common. Now, we just 
gotta have that drink!"


"He doesn't talk much, does he?" Sylvia smiled at Ginny.


"No, I'm afraid not," Ginny laughed ruefully.


"That's all right. Like in the movies ... you got to watch those strong 
silent types." She winked knowingly.


"I can hardly wait to have a few belts and tear into one of those steaks 
they promised us." Tony was laughing and rubbing his hands together again.


Ginny slipped her hand in the crook of Larry's arm and gave him a warning 
squeeze. He ignored her and said glumly, "I'm afraid we'll have to take a 
raincheck."


"Look, mister. We're just trying to be friendly. Everybody else comes to 
have a good time. Why'd you come if you're not ready to swing?"


"Oh, we did. Larry's just a little out of sorts. We'd love to have a drink 
with you." Ginny could cheerfully have killed Larry on the spot. The man, 
Tony, was getting very suspicious. That's all they needed now was to get 
thrown out.


It could have been a sedate country club bash. Drinks, steak buffet, 
dancing... lots of laughing and talking. Ginny and Larry heard all about the 
garbage business and then the Aiello's kids and the state of the world 
through their particular filters. Tony danced a few more times with Ginny 
than he did with Sylvia in the accepted sort of reverse gallantry of two old 
married couples out on the town. Sylvia wisely didn't push Larry or try to 
goad him into being more sociable, but somehow she got him talking about 
himself and he seemed to relax. The drinks helped, Ginny suspected. Whatever 
the reason she was grateful for the easing of tensions.


Couples were gradually drifting out the door but they could easily have been 
married to each other. There was no way of really telling. Everyone was a 
little amiably high, and some not so little, but their behavior was 
exemplary. Ginny hadn't been able to spot a single real incident. How could 
you tell if Sue and George from Minneapolis had switched with Leon and Madge 
from St. Louis?


"I've got some really fine cognac upstairs. Come on, gang, let's go up to 
our place for a nightcap."


"But the party isn't over," Ginny said nervously.


"Sweetheart, in about ten minutes this place will be a morgue!"


"Good idea. Let's go." Larry chimed in. First Ginny hadn't been able to drag 
him into being sociable and now he was cooperative as hell.


The Aiello suite was just as luxurious as Larry and Ginny's, with the added 
bonus of a small sitting room, done in a yellow and blue color scheme. The 
period was Federalist instead of French Revolution and excellently done. The 
hotel alone was worth writing about.


"Oooh, honey... look!" Sylvia squealed, running over to the coffee table in 
front of the yellow silk sofa. There were two huge fresh pineapples standing 
upright on lace doily covered china plates, huge embroidered linen napkins 
folded alongside and heavy silver knives and fruit forks laid out. The whole 
thing was covered in transparent wrap and held in place with a huge red 
satin bow. Sylvia grabbed the small engraved card and snatched it out of its 
creamy vellum envelope.


"Compliments of the management!" she screamed.


"How about that!" Tony exulted. "This has gotta be one swell place. Say, how 
would that go with brandy?"


The hi-fi was turned on, the pineapple unwrapped, the brandy poured and 
Ginny was feeling the drinks. So was Larry evidently. He was dancing with 
Sylvia and holding her the way a drowning man clutched an anchor. Their 
shoes were off and they slid along the thick carpet in their stockinged 
feet.


Ginny went to their bathroom. She wasn't sick, just a little unstable. 
Matter of fact, she felt pretty good. In the semi-darkened bedroom Ginny 
felt someone grab her. "Whoa .. ..she protested.


"It's only me, baby," Tony whispered, finding her mouth and pulling her hard 
against him. His hard tongue immediately thrust into her mouth so far she 
was almost gagging. With her heels on she was exactly the same height as 
Tony, but he was thick where she was slender, flat where she was curved, 
thrusting where she hollowed. He held her in a maddened grip, tongue-fucking 
her furiously, his sensual lips bruising hers in a furious kiss. Ginny 
struggled and twisted and tried to bite his lip to make him let go, but it 
was as though she were weighted down and her movements were almost in slow 
motion.


At last he pulled his mouth away, panting, "Relax, baby. We're gonna have a 
ball." His hand was covering her heavy breast and Ginny could feel the 
nipple pop obediently into his hot male hand, the nipple turgid and 
thrusting under the sheer wool of her dress.


"Let me go," she whispered fiercely, trying to fight the slow tingling that 
was spreading like the faint sound of silver bells from her full breast all 
through her body.


"No way, sweetheart. I had my eyes on you from the beginning. I love the 
snooty way you walk." He was pressing the words along the pink flushed skin 
of her throat and ear and jaw with his hungry lips. His hand was moving in 
tight little circles on her quivering breast, grinding the nipple under the 
fabric into the hard palm of his hand.


"Stop it! Larry and Sylvia ... they're right in there." Ginny had to stop 
him and get out of here. These maniacs weren't kidding.


"They're going pretty good already," he laughed. "Don't worry about them." 
He was sucking the life out of her again and she couldn't breathe. His hand 
was flaming both her breasts and then tracing the bare exposed flesh down to 
the violets and back up again. Get out of here . .. just get out of here .. 
. was the only thought in her head. She couldn't believe that Larry was 
"going pretty good" with Sylvia . . . not after this afternoon. He couldn't. 
He just couldn't.


Ginny was so tired. She battled the fatigue and the uncooperativeness of her 
alcohol-slowed body and the hard hands, arms, and mouth of Tony. She could 
feel her own skin, her own flesh urging him on. A stranger ... a man she'd 
never seen before. Oh God, what was happening to her?


At last she tore herself away and lurched to the sitting-room door. Her hand 
flew to her throat in amazement. Larry was half lying on the sofa with 
Sylvia in his arms and he was kissing her. His hands were working the zipper 
of her dress down her back slowly. It hadn't meant a thing to him. This 
afternoon hadn't meant anything! The damned fool. Oh, why had she ever come 
to this crazy place?


Ginny felt Tony's arms close around her from behind. "No!" she blazed, 
jerking away from him. He looked at her and narrowed his eyes again 
suspiciously. "I'm... I'm sick. I don't feel well. I... I think I had too 
much to drink." Her hand went to her forehead and her eyes fluttered open 
and closed and open.


"Larry . . . I'm sick." He looked up with glazed eyes, not bothering to 
remove his arms from around Sylvia.


"I'll get you back to your room. That okay with you, pal?" Tony intervened, 
taking Ginny's arm and picking up her purse from the blue velvet chair.


"Oh ... yeah ... good thinking. Be along later," Larry mumbled thickly.


Damned cynical newspaper man. Damn his hide. He was the one who had been 
afraid for her feminine sensibilities. Like hell! Oh, she could kill him! 
Drunken slob ... just like her father! There he was like a damned alley cat 
with a woman he'd never even seen until tonight! Well, damn them all! Ginny 
Blake was here to cover a story ... not to play their swapping games.


All the way up to the room, Tony's hands had been all over her, pretending 
to be sympathetic over her feeling ill. She was livid! But everywhere she 
looked, in the elevator, in the halls were other couples petting, necking, 
giggling like middle-aged teen-agers... all on their way to making out. They 
weren't kidding... this was a Swingers' Convention. She must remember to 
talk to the manager about why he'd lent his hotel for such a convention ... 
but it had to be very subtle. She still had a story to get out.


Ginny had already decided to pretend to vomit or rather threaten to when 
they got to her door. Then she'd push this gross ape and slam the door which 
locked automatically, she hoped. Her whole body tensed, for they were almost 
there and she felt her heart thudding. Tony took her key, inserted it in the 
lock, and turned it. He pushed the door open and ushered her in. It all 
happened so fast she didn't have time to fake anything.


"There we are, sweetheart." Ginny grabbed the key and tried to shove him out 
the door. He stumbled and recovered quickly, for he'd hung onto the key, 
which pulled her off balance and instead of his going out in the hall as 
she'd planned he came rushing into her, pushing her ahead of him. Ginny 
heard the door click and her heart sank.


"You don't think I'd leave you when you're sick? No, sir, not Tony A." He 
leered at her with those black eyes, his mouth stretched in a wide flash of 
white. He'd beat her at her own game and he was enjoying winning.


"Oh ... you don't have to ... I mean ... I think I'm going to ... throw up."


"Feel free, baby. I'll be right here when you get back," he whispered 
triumphantly, his eyes devouring her, not giving an inch.


"No ... you'd better leave ... Mr. whatever your name is."


"In due time, baby. In due time." He grabbed her then and twisted her arms 
behind her back in a brutal hold. His other hand was all over her then, 
sliding over her heaving breasts, her hips, her thighs, up between her legs. 
"If you don't want that pretty dress ripped, you better help me get it off 
of you. You don't want to swing, baby. You want to be raped! And that can be 
arranged too. I'd love it! I know all about snooty ones like you. You get 
hotter'n a pistol. You'll be begging for it!"


"No .. . no!" Ginny sobbed, her body trembling already from his hand and her 
own fury.


"Oh, don't worry. I'm not like some of these guys .. . pooped out after one 
fuck. I can go all night, baby, with you." Tony was panting and enjoying her 
faked terror and tears and sobbing. Jesus! This cunt really made it worth" a 
guy's time. He was onto her now. Christ! A couple of kisses in the bedroom 
and she was so heated up she was crazy . .. but she kept playing hard to get 
and that was great. More fun that way. Some of these broads were so hungry 
they flopped and spread almost before you got in the door. But not this one. 
She was smarter. More class. That was Sylvia's trouble. She liked class but 
she didn't know how to get it. Well, when he got that desert land and a few 
more of those big trucks and the new operation was hauling in the money, he 
was going to send her to Elizabeth Arden's or someplace and let them give 
her the works.


"Tony ... I'm not..." Ginny wailed.


"You're not dumb, baby .. . I'll give you that. You sure turn a guy on." 
He'd pulled her belt off and was working at the zipper of her dress. 
"Careful... it's going to tear if you don't help a little."


He stripped it off her once the zipper was down and turned her around. 
Tony's eyes almost popped out of his head. She had on gray pantyhose and 
nothing else except two broad stripes of adhesive tape that pulled her ripe 
breasts in opposite directions away from the breastbone, toward her arms.


"That's the damndest bra I ever saw!"


"It's not a bra, it's tape," she sobbed. Oh, why had she ever bought that 
stupid dress? The saleswoman had convinced her that you used tape with 
dresses like this to keep the breasts from falling out entirely in the deep 
opening.


"Jesus! You got a body like Venus!" His hands reached out and lightly 
skimmed over her skin from shoulders, down breasts and waist to her hips. 
Suddenly he knelt right in front of her and Ginny could feel his hands 
peeling her pantyhose off like skin from a banana. He jerked the drooping 
nyloned legs off her feet. Then his hands reached out and caught Ginny's 
rounded white moons of buttocks and he pulled her right into his red-hot 
poker tongue that shot straight into the top of her black-haired pussy, 
zeroing in on her clitoris like a precision missile.


"OH-H-H-H-H-H . . .ohhhhhhhhhhhhh!" Ginny screamed softly, almost falling 
backward from the electric shock of his tongue that had hit some center of 
her being. Her nerves were being fried and her body was melting and coming 
apart at the joints like the timbers of a house weakened by a raging fire. "


She shook in the roaring crackle and her arms crossed instinctively over her 
breasts. The sobs were still rising in her chest. She felt faint and weak 
and that blazing tongue was skewering her like a piece of meat on that 
red-hot shaft. "NO-O-O-O-O-O ... please ... nooooooo!" she begged, the tears 
pouring in torrents down her beautiful face. That maddening tongue was 
licking her ravenously as though she were delectable and good to eat. It was 
dirty and foul and depraved and she had sunk to worse than a whore's level. 
Oh God!


Christ! This was the hottest one yet. A few little licks in her pussy and 
she was coming apart at the seams. Just wait. He'd drive her mad and that 
snooty little cunt would be begging and pleading. Tony rose to his feet 
slowly, taking the weight on his strong legs, and his tongue traveled from 
her black-haired pussy right straight up through the curls of pubic hair to 
her white belly and on up between the full white breasts to her pulse at the 
base of her throat. She was just standing there shuddering and sobbing 
uncontrollably.


Tony tore off his clothes with frantic hands, taking longer than he would 
have normally in his frenzied haste. He was trying to get his shoes off when 
a great sob tore out her throat and she ran and threw herself into the 
closet. Her sobs were almost inhuman wails now. Jesus! What a crazy dame. 
There'd been something funny about that pair from the beginning.


Naked at last, Tony tore open the closet door. Ginny was cowering nakedly 
back among the clothes, her eyes staring and terrified, the tears still 
pouring down her cheeks, her mouth blubbering and slack. He grabbed her 
wrist but she pulled back, sobbing and incoherent. Goddamn her. Enough was 
enough. Tony scooped her up and pulled her out of there, carrying her in his 
strong arms and kicking the closet door closed behind him with a thud, by 
shoving his heel against it. Enough of this shit!


He threw back the covers and slammed her onto the bed. She shriveled like a 
snail and shook and sobbed, pleading, "no ... nooo ... please ... noooo." 
You'd have thought he was coming at her with a branding iron instead of a 
good hard, upstanding prick that jutted out now in the dim light. Tony noted 
with satisfaction that his erection was so intense that his cock was up 
further than the usual right angle from his loins. It stood proud and 
thrusting, thick and long and aching, standing out from his curly mat of 
black pubic hair cocky as hell.


Looking down at Ginny's curled body, shaking and quivering and wracked with 
sobs, he felt his pole jerk and his whole gut lurch. Jesus! She looked like 
Elizabeth Taylor except she was taller and built better. The long naked 
white thighs were softly rounded and shaped so perfectly. The hips curved 
just so . . . not too much ... not too little. When Tony got to those 
magnificent breasts he noted they still had those broad strips of tape under 
them. He wanted them in his mouth. Goddamn it! He'd waited long enough!


Tony pried up a tiny corner of the tape and Ginny kept right on sobbing, not 
even noticing. When he had it firmly between his thumb and forefinger, her 
jerked hard and fast. "AHHHHHGGGH-HHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGG. . .AAAAAA. . . 
AAAGGGGHHHHHH!" she howled and kept it up as he ripped the other one off. 
Hard to get was one thing ... but this was crazy.


Catching her wrists, Tony pulled them apart and spread them and a jolt of 
carnal anticipation shot through him. He'd been gradually heating up to this 
point all evening, dancing with her, looking at her. Her beautiful 
heavy-fleshed firm and thrusting breasts were still rising and falling 
rapidly. Her flat belly was shaking as he kneed between her lithe thighs 
looking at the luxuriant black triangle of hair and the luscious pink slit 
below. Jesus! He'd been telling her the truth. No bragging. He could fuck 
this one all night and still have something left for morning.


Ginny was dimly aware that Tony was over her now. She didn't care. Nothing 
mattered anymore. He was going to rape her and she didn't care. She just 
wished she could die now. Just never wake up. Oh God. Just never wake up? 
Suddenly she felt something very soft and moist on her right nipple . .. 
very gentle. Her head jerked up for she had been expecting more pain and 
humiliation. Tony's head was over her, his thick black hair springing up 
from his forehead . . . and he was very softly sucking her breast. She could 
feel the soft warmth from his mouth and the faint tingling starting between 
her legs and she began to be a little ashamed of her behavior. But she 
couldn't help it. She didn't come here to be a whore. Oh God.


The suction was getting stronger, the ache between her legs had started and 
the tingling was beginning to be almost painful. Tony's tongue was 
circumnavigating her rigid nipple and flooding it with warm saliva from his 
mouth; then that exploratory tongue flicked the tender end in a maddening 
rhythm. Then he was sucking hard, drawing on her breasts as though his life 
depended on the heavy essence Ginny could almost feel draining out of her 
into his hot voracious mouth. She could feel, conversely, a seepage start in 
her vagina, the moisture preparing her for his heavy cock that she could 
feel now pulsing against her upper thigh. Her sobs were gradually slowing 
and only occasional shudders seized her.


The hot breath was pouring out Tony's mouth onto her silken flesh as he 
worked over first one bountiful ripe-fruited breast, then the other. He 
could feel her sobbing ease and the catchy little breaths start. Her body 
was shivering under him and the chill skin warming up. This was more like 
it! He moved up to kiss her mouth deeply and then both her ivory, 
almond-lidded eyelids. Some dames really went for the eyelid bit, he'd 
found, and this one did. She moaned and stretched a little under him and the 
long sighs were escaping her red lips that told him she was really warming 
up fast!


Tony worked his arms under Ginny's smooth nakedness, cupping her rounded 
white ass cheeks in his hands, savoring the soft curving skin mattress she 
made under him. His cock was going wild, jerking and throbbing like a maniac 
as he kissed the whole upper surface of her softly rounded body, tonguing 
the sensitive inside surface of her upper arms and down her long throat and 
into her ears, around her collarbone and even into her cleanshaven 
underwarms. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh. . . hhhhhhhhh . . . aaaaaaahhhhhhhhh . . . 
please . .. ooohhh ..." she moaned but it was a plea he understand. She 
smelled like deodorant there and some kind of powder and perfume .. . sort 
of like those red things his mother grew in the garden.


Aiello's eyes feasted and his mouth tasted. He moved further south, sliding 
between her white satin thighs, almost kneeling as he visually devoured the 
soft midnight fleece of Ginny's triangle. His strong hands pushed her knees 
apart further and he bent to the silken inner thighs, his strong capable 
lips going to work on the white perfection. He felt the woman shudder.


Ginny felt the lascivious mouth and the quivering heat of his expert and 
wicked tongue heating her thighs and kissing and licking. His hard hot 
breath was fanning her whole pubic area in warming gusts. His hands were 
massaging her inner thighs gently now and he slithered forward just to look 
at all that lusciousness.


The red cavern with the two sets of lips, all swollen now with desire, the 
soft inviting sensitive flesh all open to him ... he trembled in spite of 
himself. A goddess . . . with her whole soft pink and red and white flesh 
open to him ... all framed in silky black hair.


"Wh-what are you doing?" she whispered, sucking in her breath in a last 
little sob. For answer Tony bent his head in readiness, his hands on her 
vulva flesh, the thumbs peeling back the quivering meat of her open 
salacious cunt and in a flash his hot hungry mouth had fastened on her 
pulsing clitoris.


"Ahhhhhh . . . aaahhhh . . . no!" Ginny protested all the while her abdomen 
lifted to him. She could feel all the horrible things he was doing. His 
mouth gently sucking on her pussy while his tongue slithered in and out and 
around, flickering all over that same center he'd touched before with his 
tongue. That's what had set her so wild. Oh


God. He was doing it again! His hands were smoothing and massaging her inner 
thighs and buttocks. He was making noises deep in his throat like someone 
gorging at the table on their favorite food . .. deep contented noises, 
concentrating on satisfying some real need. Then, without any warning other 
than the indescribably exquisite sensations that he'd been carefully 
erecting in her body, his tongue shot straight into her, into her warm 
insides. That tongue was fully inside her, quivering like a small red penis.


Ginny heard words babbling out her own mouth that she believed with some 
part of her and yet knew with another part that she was lying outrageously. 
"AAAAHHHH ... please don't... no you can't... it's horrible ... no ... 
nooo... please don't." She said it while her pelvis lifted to meet that hot 
hungry mouth.


Tony's tongue fucked into her seething vagina, warm and wet and pulsing with 
her inner muscles squeezing in and out around the substitute penis. He 
wasn't absolutely sure but he thought maybe this girl had never had her 
pussy eaten before! Scouring her cunt had stopped her tears and sobbing and 
her secret depths were secreting lubrications rapidly. God, she was pouring 
love juice!


Breathing against her needing clitoris-and even the hot breath alone sent 
ripples of ecstasy through her obedient flesh-Tony plunged the sharp little 
knife again into the vaginal opening and her body jerked automatically as he 
shot his probing tongue deep into her quivering flesh. Then he began the 
licking, the slow gluttonous licking that was driving her mad. A groan 
babbled out her mouth as he shoved her cunt up to his face. His long probing 
hot tongue lunged straight into her again, full length into her pulsing 
cunt. He had her going now! She wailed desperately and threw her head from 
side to side, flopping it back and forth in the madness of rising desire and 
a passion that was bringing on a delirium. She was babbling incoherently and 
began to wail in desperation as his tongue curled around her clit and he 
sucked loudly on her vulva.


"Stop... please stop." Ginny said weakly and she felt Tony shake his head 
negatively even as his tongue and mouth held her in a voracious grip. His 
shaven face scraped her inner thighs and even that sensation heightened the 
passion that held her.


The unwanted jolts of sheer pleasure that were jerking through her body were 
like nothing she'd ever felt before. He was devouring her there between her 
legs, eating her alive! She could feel his teeth, his tongue, his lips, and 
they were biting and eating and sucking and licking-nothing in her whole 
life had ever felt so rapturous! Her head was alive with squirming snakes of 
thoughts that curled and writhed as insanely as her body that was being 
jolted with that electric probe of Tony's tongue!


Ginny was gyrating so now that Tony slipped his hands under her smooth round 
buttocks and held her so that her wildly rotating pelvis couldn't get away. 
Thus he held that delicious pussy right up to his greedy mouth and ate her 
with relish! Jesus! This was good eating pussy! He pulled her legs around 
and over his shoulders and she needed no encouragement for those thighs 
locked around his head. Her ass began circling and pumping in his hands as 
her voracious cunt tried to eat his plundering face.


Little screams of rapture were escaping her lips and Ginny heard them as 
though they were noises made by someone else. She was no longer fighting 
anything he did to her. Everything else had gone except this exquisite bliss 
and she was subservient, completely subjugated by this garbage man, this 
husband, this stranger.


Ginny just lay there, her thighs tightening around his head, her hips madly 
rotating, her buttocks clenched in his hot kneading hands and her own hands 
clenching the bedclothes in tight desperate fists as she felt the continuing 
pleasure like a warm tide wash over her. Her whole womanly body was crying 
out for fulfillment. She was reaching . . . reaching .. . out of time, out 
of mind, out of space... reaching for the stars to burst in their orbits.


Ginny's ball-bearing hips were grinding madly, swiveling wildly and 
squirming up to Tony's eager face. His mouth clamped even tighter, for he 
could feel her gigantic climax overtaking her, her snooty cunt trying to 
devour him head first! He felt her hands come down and wreathe her fingers 
tightly in his thick black hair and her wrists that looked so fragile used 
all their hidden strength to shove his face completely up inside her 
frantically sucking pussy.


Her lips pulled back as loud mewls of reigning pleasure broke from deep in 
her throat. Ginny's hips whipped and churned and writhed and ground insanely 
and her hands tried to shove all of him into that aching lust-crazed hole in 
her lower body, for she knew it was coming. Her clitoris was shorting out, 
the vaginal walls milking and sucking in wildly, the rectum clencing 
convulsively and the first flush was beginning ...


"Ahhhhhhhhhh... AAAAAAHHHHHHHH ... OOOHHHHH ... aiiiiiieeeeee ... I'm there! 
I'm cummmmmmming! O O O H H H! OOOOHHHH! AAAAHH!" And then she was jerking 
and straining helplessly against his face as the ancient forces gripped her 
body and the wild cataclysm shook her. Ginny had no more control than if she 
had been a rag doll, caught up and shaken and rattled. The evolutionary 
machinery was at work and she was a helpless victim and participant. The 
giant orgasm ripped through her body savagely and the shaking after-quakes 
rattled her teeth in her head and every cell quaked and trembled.


While she was still shaking and moaning and almost unconscious with the 
climactic convulsions, Tony crawled up between her long white thighs and 
shoved his paining cock straight into her sucking, flushing cunt that drew 
on his great rod hungrily. He rammed the wails straight down her throat, 
wadding them back in to her lungs with his tongue, heavy with the syrup of 
her own orgasmic juices and she choked and her arms and legs came up to wrap 
him into her quivering body.


CHAPTER FIVE


She was hot and she was hollow and that's all Larry cared about. He fucked 
his thick long throbbing prick furiously into her well-cushioned body and 
the padding on Sylvia seemed to make her cunt even smaller as though the 
little pads of fatty tissue had taken up more available room, making her 
tight as hell inside. Great. Tight and hot and willing. That's all the 
goddamned hell he cared about right now.


He was fuddled with the alcohol and that was good too. He'd already had 
Sylvia once right on the couch just after Ginny left with that greasy, 
unctuous guy. More accurately, Sylvia had practically raped him. That was 
okay too. Shut off the brain. Just shut the damned thing off.


They were in the big luxurious bed now, a huge king-size sexual romping 
ground made for one thing . . . humping. Larry did just that with increased 
fury and Sylvia was urging him on. "Ohhh ... do it ... do it to me ... fuck 
harder ... fuck it ... yessss ... fuck me with that big cock!" He obliged, 
pounding her like a driving wedge being hammered into her receptive flesh by 
his hard-muscled butt and her tight pussy walls were skinning the very skin 
down his thick shaft. Under that rather too ample flesh, he realized that 
she was really a small woman and the pelvic bones themselves weren't any too 
wide. That's probably why she felt so exquisitely tight and so goddamned 
good. And that generously fleshed but small structured ass of hers knew 
exactly how to wring every ripple of pleasure out of his big pole.


Larry rose, taking his weight on his knees, and instead of plunging again in 
a straight line into that willing cunt he slowly screwed it in a spiral and 
the hungry pussy gobbled him up greedily. "Ohhhhh . . . lover . .. ooooohhhh 
God, lover!" Sylvia squealed softly. So, she liked that! Well, he could 
arrange other things she'd like too.


Tony's groin was so hot it felt like it was barely containing the damned up 
blast of a rocket engine. He felt as though he were about to explode but he 
also felt he could fuck her all night and not cum till he wanted to ... and 
he might just do that. Until she was a broken whimpering mass of once high 
and mighty flesh.


Now Aiello began to grind his hips which bored his hugely hardened prick up 
deeper and deeper into


Ginny's sopping vagina, still soaking with her orgasm which eased Tony's 
mammoth organ's passage. He felt a faint answering rotation from her 
rubbery, tight walls as her hips circled small and lewdly. His hands caught 
those smooth white curves and moved them with him as he impaled her even 
deeper on his blood-gorged lightning rod that was sparking so maddeningly 
and shooting great streaks of shivering bliss straight up his pole and 
grounding out deep in his gut.


She was whimpering again beneath him and her black hair had come completely 
loose and undulated over the pillows in billowing ebony waves. Her eyelids 
fluttered open and even in the dim light Tony could see they were as glazed 
and vague and uncomprehending as those of an animal in pain. He jerked his 
massive cock inside the black channel of her passion-tortured body and saw 
an answering flicker in those hazy eyes as the huge bloated head dug at her 
cervix. Her vicious steel bandings of muscle closed even tighter around his 
aching probing tool as her heating body answered in earthy body language. 
They dueled with their fitting clasping organs for long minutes ... jerking 
and clenching and hugging only with their genitals and Tony loved every 
second of it. Jesus! He'd known she was going to be good! He also knew that 
she had a fantastic muscular control that she was probably not even aware 
of. This broad was made for fucking . . . not just because she had the right 
equipment or the right sex, but because she had that extra awareness, that 
extra sensitivity. Dumb dames were just not that good. The bright ones had 
never disappointed him yet. They seemed to know, as they knew a lot of other 
things. Sylvia didn't have this one's polish and class but she was smart 
too.


Throbbing his enormous shaft deep up inside her white belly deliberately, 
Tony saw a flicker of awakening passion again cross her beautiful face. By 
now her orgasm had completely faded but she was impaled on the power pole 
that was igniting it again and starting her toward renewed hopes of still 
another. He began to saw his cock into her in a rocking rhythm, exulting in 
the pressure of her vaginal chamber that surrounded his pulsing flesh prod. 
Her hips made wider and wider ellipses now, orbiting on the bed, and at 
every complete circle her cervix rubbed and squeezed the quivering sensitive 
head. Christ! How the hell had he lived for so long without swinging? There 
was nothing like a woman you'd never had before. For years he and Sylvia ... 
well, a few little samples here and there but agony over it afterward . . . 
and now he could have any damn thing he wanted and Sylvia could get a little 
strange stuff too . . . and it was great!


He lengthened his stroke now, drawing his aching, swollen rod almost 
completely out before sending it deep up inside her sweetly clinging pussy 
again. The feel was fantastic! The slow sliding into that dark secret 
between her long thighs and the sensual riot that was going on through his 
nerves was excruciating and so goddamned fucking good!


Ginny was coming fast now. Her breath was tearing out her luscious 
provocative lips in ragged burdens and she was beginning to moan more 
audibly now as her hips writhed and her arms closed tightly over his back, 
surprisingly strong for all their fragile roundness. Those beautiful shapely 
thighs were pressing into his hips and actively holding him to her just as 
Tony's arms and hands dug under to cup and pull up to him that exquisite 
body.


Incredibly, the phoenix of desire was rising again from the ashes of Ginny's 
powerful orgasm, brought to her as a gift by Tony's expert mouth that had 
licked her so wildly to a nirvana she had not known existed. She'd read 
about this sort of things in books or at least hints of them and Joe had 
even asked her to let him once and she had blazed at him, crucified him in 
fact, for his dirty little-boy curiosity. She just hadn't known! She 
wondered what other delights her ignorance had deprived her of ... what 
other heights ... what other depravities she'd allow even if she knew about 
them?


Suddenly it hit her like a blow ... she'd had three men in the last three 
days .. . three different men. The terror was that she had finally, no 
matter how she started out or how she fought, welcomed them all! Ginny Blake 
had enjoyed each one of them, had cried out her passion for them to hear, 
had begged, had groveled ... a slave to her own lusting body.


She had always prided herself on her independence and determined that no man 
would gain dominion over her as her poor mother had been dominated. Autonomy 
had meant everything to her ... and now she knew the terrible truth. A man 
had only to touch her in the right way ... no matter whether he was friend 
or foe and her own decadent senses did the rest. She was imprisoned in this 
vulnerable flesh that responded and enslaved her soul in this hell. Perhaps 
she'd been secretly afraid for years that this might happen ... which was 
probably why she'd driven herself so hard and had permitted herself so 
little. Her coldness and indifference had driven off many a prospective 
husband. She'd even hated her own beauty, for it brought them swarming in 
droves and it was only her flesh they wanted . . . this same flesh that 
beckoned and welcomed them now. Oh God!


Even now her whole body was tingling ominously and she knew what that 
portended. Tony's long thickened cock sawed into her and little curls of 
sensitive bliss sheared away in curved planes. That tool of his destroyed 
and built, demolished and resurrected ... and she was only the material ... 
the raw material he fashioned to his lust. Ginny could hear the slicked rasp 
of his throbbing prick go into her with a sucking, slurping sound and smell 
his maleness as sharp as newly oiled metal ... a musky, sweaty, rutting 
smell .. . almost an animal smell despite his cologne.


How could it be? How could she lie here in this strange Italian man's arms, 
this typical immigrant product so eager to be "in," to be totally American 
that he let his own wife fuck with Larry ... how could she lie here and 
enjoy every depraved and private carnal delight he could devise?


"Jesus! I had a lot of women in my time ... but, baby ... you're something 
else! My cock's ready to ... come right out ... the back of your throat.... 
Can you feel it, baby?" Tony panted lewdly against her neck, his breath like 
a blowtorch against her white skin, searing and heating her even more.


When he said the obscene words she did feel it! That long throbbing driving 
cudgel was almost coming out through the back of her neck ... the pressure 
on the little vertebrae at the back of her head was incredible .. . just as 
though that pulsing sword was slicing right up through the middle of her 
quaking body ... impaling her and stabbing straight through her every flesh.


"Yesss ... I feel ... IT!" and the words came out in a half sob. Oh, God. 
She didn't want to be a whore, a slut, a harlot. Maybe she was even worse 
... they did it for money .. . she was doing it for pleasure . .. for the 
feral, ferociously enchanting lewd and lascivious pleasure!


Tony could feel the very faint first beginnings of his control begin to 
leave his body and he began fucking into Ginny's eager pussy in 
ever-increasing force. Harder and harder, his balls swelling and feeling 
like they were going to split completely open and leave his cock stranded 
there with no power behind it. Ginny was meeting him each time he slammed it 
home. The vaginal lips of her voracious cunt caressed his hot pole as it 
drove insanely into her and sucked and massaged and chewed on it as it 
retreated. She was a fucking machine, a clasping, smooth-working, 
precision-made, emotionally responsive, lewdly, knowing fucking machine!


"That's it! Slap it up ... to me, baby .. . buck it up here ... right up ... 
here ... fuck Tony good. Oh. Christ! Goddamn!"


His salacious plea seemed to intensify the already fevered striving in 
Ginny's frantic loins. Her head ached and tossed, the black hair flying and 
catching in her mouth, for the thoughts were colliding and hurting. She was 
swinging! Swapping mates for all practical purposes just as Clint had 
predicted. Although she wasn't married to Larry she had carnal knowledge of 
him as the ancients put it and she was fucking Tony while Larry was fucking 
Tony's wife, Sylvia.


All the middle-class mediocrities she'd secretly scorned when she came here, 
the nonentities looking for some newness, some thrill in their barren lives 
... she, Ginny Blake, was one of them. All the rooms in this posh and 
elegant hotel were filled with fucking bodies, strange bodies that would 
never meet again, all fornicating as she was now. The tears came to her deep 
blue eyes again. "Oh God!" she screamed in her agony. Weep and fuck ... 
that's all she'd done for three days. And even as she wept she could feel 
her villainous body reaching up and up and up for the almost tangible 
pinnacle of glorious fleshly ecstasy.


Tony felt Ginny's cunt drawing and pulling and sucking him feverishly into 
the rising, whirling vortex, the edge that was catching at his nerves and 
guts right now. She would make him cum even if he didn't move a muscle to 
help her. Her fantastic body machinery would do it for him! Her legs were 
flailing and her head flopping insanely as she thrust her grinding milking 
belly up on his sunken cock that plowed her flesh so mercilessly.


Jesus! He was getting so close. The pressure in his almost bursting balls 
was so intense he felt his entire skin surface slick with sudden sweat. His 
breath was coming in short hot blasts. Tony pounded into her, pinning her 
down even as she writhed and twisted and climbed, digging frantically, 
knowing pay dirt was so close! Deeper and deeper, he drove into her 
quivering, frenzied slit, fucking in a speeding, crazed fury, battering her 
equally frantic cunt with his superior strength. Every muscle and nerve 
ending in Tony's hard body was fiery with the aching anticipation and 
channeled concentration that was turning all the power of his whole brain to 
one blissful end.


His mouth found hers and he tried to force his lusting tongue in from one 
orifice and his cock straight up through the other till they met in the 
middle of her thrashing body. He could almost make it! Then suddenly he felt 
the first barrier give way. It was a slow-motion crumbling as though time 
were suspended, like the slow explosions of bombs hitting buildings in the 
movies. The head detonated and, at first, almost leisurely, the first walls 
began to give and thrust out in rips and tears and then . . . and then! His 
scrotum suddenly blew up and his sperm went roaring down the constricted 
tunnel of his cannonade cock to burst in a flaming ball of fire deep in the 
subterranean chamber of Ginny's belly!


"GGG AAAA AA AAAGGGGH H H H H H H!"


"AAAAAAAAAA .. . MMMMMMMMMMM . . . AAAAEEEE . . . OOOOOOHHHHHGGGGGG!"


The moment Ginny felt the first blazing fiery stream burst over her 
shattered cervix her own breath caught in her throat and she felt the 
rapturous peak of bliss piece her shaking vitals and she was cumming again 
with Tony. They were soaring off over the Pacific in skyrocketing glory and 
he was bursting and climaxing inside her own exploding womb. Their breaths 
blasted into each other's open mouths as the searing heat consumed them 
both.


Tony made his way down the carpeted hall, so hushed now and not a soul in 
sight. Cautiously he inserted his key in his own door, and went quietly and 
carefully inside the sitting room. Sylvia and Larry must still be at it! He 
could hear their loud breathing even here ... and the unmistakable sounds of 
fornication. Christ! Larry must be really throwing it to her! He heard 
Sylvia scream and the sound pierced the whole suite.


He undressed except for his pants and threw his clothes down on the yellow 
sofa that now had a stain on its satin surface. Barefoot, he padded to the 
bedroom door and slipped into the huge room in the shadow behind the 
armoire. When Tony's eyes got used to the dimness he could see that Sylvia's 
body was doubled up high over Larry's naked shoulders. Jesus! No wonder she 
screamed! That guy was not only fucking her in bull-mad rage but his finger 
was fucking her exposed asshole as well! Tony could see it go in and the 
palm slap against her upturned plump buttocks. Larry's cock and finger were 
slamming into Sylvia in well-oiled unison. Both her holes were filled with 
him and he was fucking both apertures mindlessly ... his speed building up 
rapidly. As his prick and finger came out (only to ram in again) Tony could 
see the flesh from Sylvia's cunt and asshole-pull out in little tortured 
pink ridges and then disappear as Larry banged it to her again. By God! That 
was one he hadn't tried himself and even though he was satiated at the 
moment he could feel his limp cock twitch inquiringly, just from watching.


Very slowly and cautiously, Tony edged around the perimeter of the room, 
hugging the shadows until he reached the safety of the bathroom where he 
could watch without danger of being seen. He'd be hidden behind the thinly 
opened sliver of space as he held the door almost shut.


Sylvia felt the tearing pain in her rectum grow even more excruciating. 
Defensively, she threw herself up, which only impaled her even further on 
Larry's hugely swollen cock which was already digging ferociously into her 
belly deeper than she could ever remember anybody going. She was stabbed and 
skewered in cunt and asshole! "Noooo ... nnnnooooooo .. ." she screamed, 
sure that something was ripping back there as his long invading finger 
plunged all the way to the palm of her anal passage and it hurt so terribly. 
Oh God! Why had she let Tony pick this couple? There was something strange 
about both of them.


Larry fucked into her clenching holes frantically, trying to blank 
everything from his soul except the feeling of mindless, blissful, exquisite 
fucking! There was a cruel pleasure in ramming Sylvia's defenseless asshole 
when it was obviously so painful for her . . . but she wanted it every way 
... by God, she was going to get it every way! He knew that soon now she'd 
be feeling the strange lewd pleasure from his rectal ramming.


Just then he felt her back onto his squirming, digging finger by accident 
and catch her breath as she realized that there was more than pain if she 
accepted it. Soon she was alternately arching and screwing back on his hard 
hand, catching his practiced prick on the rise and backing her asshole down 
over his finger on the retreat. Her "No's" were changing to "Oh's" and the 
keening, mewling, pleading, licentious edge was back in her voice. Soon she 
was screaming, "Harder . . . fuck my ass harder! . . . Fuck it harder!"


Larry obliged, sending his throbbing, near-bursting rod fucking deep into 
her seething, sucking cunt and his long finger straight into the muscularly 
ringed flesh of her asshole. Harder and harder he drove them into her soft 
resilient body. Both her holes were pulling and milking and sucking on him 
in wild fury as she stretched and reached for the imminent climax that was 
so close.


Suddenly Larry felt her lurch mightily up to his driving, pillaging 
punishing cock and they both seemed to hang in the air for long minutes. 
Sylvia was holding her breath and when she let it out it was an 
ear-splitting scream that pierced his head and sent the first roar of sperm 
spewing down his long pulsing rod that was suddenly pumping the damned-up 
liquid rapture from his bursting balls through the narrow tiny little tube 
right through his penis and into her sucking belly.


"EEEEEEEEEE ... OOOOHHHHHHHH ... EEEEEAAAAAA ... CCCCUUUUUMM!" Sylvia was 
screaming over and over and Larry kept pounding both her stretched holes as 
he flooded her deeply hidden hollow with gallons of creamy, scalding sperm, 
his brain numb to everything but the screaming, spewing ecstasy pouring out 
of his. body.


An eternity later, Larry pulled his finger and his satisfied prick out of 
Sylvia's steaming body, like uncorking a double-stopper bottle, and pulled 
himself wearily on his knees. Finally he made it off the bed and stumbled, 
sweating and naked, into the bathroom. He flipped the light switch on the 
long counter as he hung his still swollen but happy penis over the edge of 
the basin. As he turned on the warm water, he glanced up at the mirror up to 
see Tony standing there grinning.


Larry looked at his leering face, the black eyes trying to make a joke of 
it. "Voyeur," Larry muttered viciously as he soaped his sticky penis and 
washed it in the warm running water.


"Hell, no, pal. Just had to pee. Got through a little sooner than you did, 
that's all. Have a good session? Sylvia's really something, right?"


Larry dried himself and threw the towel on the counter and stalked through 
the bedroom to the sitting room. Sylvia was still lying on the huge rumpled 
bed, naked, her eyes closed against the world. Tony padded barefoot after 
Larry, trying to make amends. For what he wasn't sure.


Tony sat down on one of the blue chairs and watched Larry dress. He was 
jerking on his clothes like a madman. Suddenly something fell out of his 
pocket and rolled on the floor between them. Tony bent and picked it up. 
Funny-looking little thing.


"Hey . . . this is one of those little miniature cameras."


"Yeah. Give it here."


"Hell, I'm not hurting it, man. If you don't mind my saying so, pal, you're 
jumpy as hell ... particularly for a man who's just had a good fuck." Tony 
was staring at the camera in his hand; his head was suddenly clear as a bell 
and he was seeing his desert property as good as bought and paid for. All 
the pieces fell into place. Sylvia talking about all the important people 
here ... his cousin, Julio, and his .. . well, hell, all the family knew it 
was Mafia even when they tried to hide it. This funny-looking little camera 
could be the key to everything.


"Get any good shots of this brawl?" Tony asked as casually as he could, his 
heart thudding in his chest. He could have Larry kicked out so fast but he 
wasn't going to. No, sir. They just might be able to do business.


" 'Cause if you did, we just might be able to do a little business. I might 
be interested in buying them," Tony said slowly, still staring at the 
camera.


Larry stood with one leg raised to slide into his pants. He had to read this 
bastard fast. For a long minute he looked at him. Finally, he eased his leg 
into his trousers and said casually, "How much?"


"Oh, like maybe a grand or two."


Larry knew how much he could get for them from the cheapie magazines and 
schlock hawkers in L.A. and it wasn't anywhere near two grand. But, if Tony 
was offering that, they were worth a lot more. He shook his head. When Tony 
had gradually upped the offer to ten grand, Larry knew he was going to use 
them for blackmail. But ten grand could mean he could kiss the Clarion 
goodbye for a year and work ... really work at what he wanted to do with his 
cameras. He could actually live for a year and maybe two if he was careful. 
So somebody was going to get blackmailed ... so what? Most people were 
blackmailed all their lives into dying at jobs they hated.


He held out his hand for the camera and slowly Tony put it in his palm. 
"I'll think about it. Let you know before we leave."


"Tomorrow night... at the big bash ... okay."


"Yeah."


CHAPTER SIX


Clint's hangover still wasn't letting up much. Christ! He couldn't even stay 
home and nurse a proper hangover for fear Natalie would think he was 
malingering. He stared glumly at his calendar. Not a damn thing on it worth 
bothering with. The phone rang and he jumped, the jangling sound 
reverberating in his head.


"Mr. Handley on the phone, sir."


"Well ... I ... I'd rather ..." Clint knew very well what Handley wanted. 
Jesus. He could have been spared that today. Shit! He may as well get it 
over with. "All right. Put him on."


"Clint. How are you, boy?"


"Couldn't be better, Gus!" Clint boomed back at him, in his heartiest voice.


"Well, Lucille and I are off to San Diego for a little rest and recreation. 
Just thought I'd call up and see how you were."


San Diego. His head was swimming but he picked that up. San Diego. It might 
be. It just might be that old Gus and that clothes horse, Lucille, were 
going to the convention. He knew damn well that Gus was going to call for 
the interest on that note Natalie didn't even know about. Clint had to come 
up with something quick ... an offer that would hold Gus off for a while. It 
was worth a try.


"Why, you old fox!" Clint laughed.


"I ... uh ..." Gus laughed feebly and changed the subject to his real 
purpose. "Ah ... about that note, Clint ... ah, well ... we really are going 
to have to call for the interest . .. and the principal in the not too 
distant future."


Sitting in this chair, looking down at the very spot where he had lain Ginny 
Blake after fucking her half to death and remembering what a goddamned good 
fuck she was, Clint thought he had it. He knew what to offer Gus for the 
interest.


"You and Lucille staying at the Western Executive in San Diego Gus?"


"Well, Lucille usually handles all that. I ... I imagine. Good hotel, I 
hear. Now back to that loan business. ..."


Clint swiveled around in his chair and looked down on the ants on the street 
below. The old bastard. Of course that's where he was going. Lucille had 
always been a strange bitch ... but she must go for it.


"Gus. There's a friend of mine staying at the Western Executive now. Think 
you might like to meet her. Just between us . . . she's the most fantastic 
fuck I've had in years. I'll ... ah ... be happy to ease the way for you ... 
if you're going down." Clint could hear Gus breathing into the phone in the 
long silence.


"Clint, I'm going down with my wife."


"Yes, I know. This broad's married. Her husband's with her," Clint lied. 
"He's rather interesting ... sort of the sensitive type." He could feel the 
wheels spinning in poor old Gus's head.


"I don't know, Clint. There's a lot available these days."


"Not like this, there isn't. .. not like this."


"How long am I going to have to wait around for that interest, Clint?"


Eventually, a deal of sorts was made. Gus was reluctant and Clint 
enthusiastic about Ginny's abilities. Clint heaved a sigh of relief as he 
put the phone back just as Natalie came in the door. She sat down with a 
sigh.


"What's the matter?"


Natalie lit a cigarette and blew the smoke up toward the ceiling. Clint 
should be pleased that Ginny wasn't cutting it on this assignment. He hadn't 
wanted her to do it in the first place, but it put Natalie in a devil of a 
spot. It was too late to send someone else.


"This." She waved some pages at him. "You'll be happy to know you were 
right. I should have listened to you."


Clint grinned. "It's nice to be right about something around here for a 
change. What was I so right about?"


"Ginny Blake. Her first story just came in. It reads like a sociological 
treatise. I just don't know." Natalie shook her head and handed the papers 
to Clint. "You were right. She should never have been given the Swingers' 
Convention assignment."


"Pretty bad, I can see."


"Bad enough that we can't print it ... and it's too late to send someone 
else."


"Not too late for us."


Her doe eyes widened and she looked at Clint with new respect. Did he mean 
... there were so many things he could mean by that. He'd been nicer ever 
since ... maybe there was a chance for them. God knows she didn't want to 
have to go through with a messy divorce.


"Maybe this is a blessing," he went on. "If it helps you realize I do 
sometimes make good decisions ... that I do want to be a real publisher . . 
. that we had a pretty good thing going for awhile and maybe we can again."


"What are you getting at, Clint?" Natalie said slowly.


"Just this. I think we should go on down to the convention. You write it. 
The assignment gets done . .. and ... well, hell .. . there are a lot of 
important people there. It might not hurt our marriage a bit . . . part of 
the reason people get involved in these things, I hear. We could get in at 
this late date when we know that no reporter is going to . . . no matter how 
we doctor up a story for them. Besides, who else would be willing to ... 
participate...."


Natalie looked at Clint in amazement. What he was suggesting would have been 
unthinkable to her even a few months ago but he was planting a seed that was 
rapidly taking root in her mind now. Was she being subtly influenced by the 
relaxing mores around her even when she knew that most of them were only new 
names for old things? God knows their marriage could use some props. She 
wondered. On the other hand, was Clint only using her again to get something 
he wanted?


"I don't know, Clint. I just don't know."


He came around the desk and pulled her to her feet. Searching her face 
earnestly and holding her by the shoulders he said, "Let's give it a try, 
Natalie. Let's give us another try."


Gus Handley had mentally kicked himself all the way from Los Angeles for 
being such a fool and a sucker. Clint had outsmarted him ... or rather 
scared him when he'd guessed that he and Lucille were coming to the 
Swingers' Convention. Gus had panicked and he knew it. It wasn't like him to 
panic. It bothered him.


Lucille could see that Gus was worried to death about something. Well, the 
next day or so should straighten him out. It was amazing since they started 
swinging. He could be in the blackest possible mood and after one swap 
evening he snapped right out of it.


She glanced at him as he wheeled the big Lincoln through San Diego traffic. 
A great big bear of a man, tall and heavy through the chest and shoulder 
with a shock of white hair that had been that color since he was 
twenty-five. It was always startling above his tanned well-preserved face. 
Gus worked at keeping trim just as she did. Except for his hair, which she 
loved, you wouldn't think he was in his fifties. He did look successful and 
rich, which he was. It had never really mattered to Lucille that Gus's start 
had been with her family's old money. He'd done far more with it than her 
brothers had done with their share.


Lucille smoothed her hands over her crossed thighs, long and shapely still 
in the expensive white pant suit, and stretched. It was a very good feeling 
to be rich. She couldn't stand not being rich. Her tall, well-made body 
required good clothes, her shoulder-length streaked blonde hair swinging in 
a deceptively simple cut required the best hairdressers, her lightly tanned 
skin the best dermatologists ... in short the best of everything. At 
forty-nine she knew she looked more like thirty-five and that was a good age 
to stay. A woman was full blown and at her best at thirty-five. Lucille 
intended to stay that way. A full and satisfying sex life was part of the 
best of everything too . .. and now she had that ... and Gus had the inner 
satisfaction having many new women which helped to keep him young. The 
children were grown and gone and now; with swinging, the Handleys had just 
about everything. She sighed and leaned her head back against the soft 
leather seat, wondering what particular "best" man she'd draw at the 
convention.


A sort of unwritten rule in their own particular group at home said you 
didn't swing together but Gus had begged her to stay with him as long as 
possible. Lucille had but she hadn't followed Gus and Ginny into the 
bedroom. That was going too far, she thought, and besides, Larry was working 
up to the preliminary overtures after a very long discussion about art and 
photography and philosophy. He was a very nice young man ... a bit intense, 
but Lucille liked his hard eyes and unhandsome face. There was more interest 
and more character there. Something terribly important was eating his gut 
too. Probably it wasn't that important but men seemed to take things so 
seriously.


"You see ... there are some things I've got to do," Larry said a little 
thickly, reaching for his glass on the mantle. The soft but heavy music was 
beating in the background. A slowly insistent drum beat seemed to come right 
up through the carpet into his feet and legs. Bells seemed to shake now and 
then in the weird sound coming from the hi-fi.


Lucille whirled a little impatiently, her heavy white crepe caftan whirling 
around her ankles, and walked away from him. The time had come. She turned 
back and looked at Larry. He was a little drunk . . . that was sometimes 
necessary with intense young men. She captured his eyes with her cat green 
ones and held his easily, watching the expression change . . . and waiting. 
Her hands fluttered to the front of her caftan, her eyes still holding him 
hypnotically, and she said softly and deliberately, "There are things we all 
have to do ... must do ... want to do." With her last word the heavy silk 
garment that had eovered her from neck to heels fell to the floor in one 
quick movement, revealing her tanned body clad only in the special body 
jewelry.


Larry's breath snagged in his throat somewhere. That tall sophisticated 
woman, tawny and lynx-eyed, was some primeval reincarnation of sexual woman. 
Her slim arms and legs were spiraled with golden metal flexible snakes that 
wound around her limbs in slim linked sensuality. Her breasts were coiled 
wit! golden snakes too, the tanned skin showing through the spaces of their 
lithe metal bodies and the snake's tongues, thrust out to spit and hiss, 
were Lucille's red rigid nipples. The slim curved hips were draped with 
still another golden snake, larger than the rest, and the striking head 
aimed and seemed to be darting straight into her tawny hair-framed cunt 
lips!


Her eyes were those of a snake, holding Larry physically rooted to the spot. 
The hips began to writhe to the beat of the music very slowly am gracefully. 
The pelvis made little circles above the swaying thighs and the arms came 
out to undulate as though they were as boneless as the metal snakes that 
wound around her startlingly beautiful body.


Larry's tongue came out to lick his dry lips He tried to frame words with 
his lips but nothing came out his throat. He swallowed pain fully, setting 
his glass on the table. Never had he seen anything like what his eyes were 
witnessing now. She could have been a pagan goddess come to life, the golden 
snakes some ancient ritual jewelry pointing out the erotic zones of her 
sexuality. Larry was struck dumb ... but not blind ... or stupid. His hand 
felt for the tiny camera.


Lucille's hips were whirling faster now, whipping round and round and 
grinding faster and faster. With every forward thrust, Larry could feel his 
alcohol-loosened body responding, his cock rising obediently and swelling up 
painfully in his shorts. Hips still shaking like jelly and breasts pointing 
their stiff little tongues at him, Lucille dropped slowly to her knees, her 
body jerking to the beat of the drum. As her body slowly bent back at the 
waist, her long throat arching back till the streaked golden hair fell in a 
waterfall, her thighs spread lewdly and she began to jerk up to some 
invisible cock.


With her head thrown back like that she couldn't see what Larry was doing. 
Just as her pelvis jerked, he snapped her obscenely decorated naked body and 
hid the camera again in his jacket pocket. Lucille had established a 
definite rhythm and Larry saw that her upper thighs shined with her 
lubrications. Her cunt lips were visible with their frame of golden curls. 
The golden snake head covered most of the pubic hair and as she jerked up to 
that unseen penis, Larry saw that the snake head had a tongue, a ruby tongue 
that was mechanically masturbating her with every upward jerk of her pelvis. 
Larry could see the swollen pussy lips, slick and wet now with her juices, 
and he bent and snapped frantically before she moved or saw him hunching and 
shifting this way and that. Her hand came down and rolled the ruby nipples 
between thumbs and forefingers and pinched their already hardened erections 
to fiery tips.


Larry's hands were almost completely covering the tiny camera when he heard 
a little scream. Through the wide double doors across the huge living room, 
the bedroom beyond, he saw Ginny streak by, her streaming black hair a shock 
against her white naked figure. Gus was right behind her, his prick hugely 
swollen and bobbing, thrusting out from his hairy brown loins. It was like a 
frieze from Pompeii, indelibly engraved in Larry's eyeballs. They circled 
and came by again and this time he got it. . . the tiny camera clicking 
softly.


Writhing now with spread golden-striped thighs, Lucille reached her arms up 
to Larry. Lying on the deep white carpet she was like a breathing, moving, 
desiring fertility goddess come to life. Her hands dropped back to offer him 
her snake-coiled breasts, cupping their heaviness up to him. Her eyes were 
hooded but burned under their deep lids into his. Released now that the 
pictures taken, Larry tore his clothes off as he watched the readying woman 
beneath him on the floor, her nipples crimson and rigidly alive, the 
moisture trickling from her swollen pink slit in a tiny silver ribbon, the 
thighs where she'd rubbed them together, glistening with her moisture down 
to the knees.


The beat of the music was coming through the carpet into her buttocks and 
blending with the throb in her opened juicy cunt. Lucille could feel the air 
on the stickiness of her opened thighs, cooling her to the knees. Her eyes 
never left the young man's face. He was trying so hard to keep it 
expressionless but she read him. The breath caught somewhere in her chest as 
she waited while he stripped. At last, the shorts and trousers came down in 
one fevered strip of clothing and the huge swollen mushroom-headed obscenity 
of his erect penis sprang from his loins. It was enormous and far more 
massive than she could have suspected from his rather slight appearance in 
clothes. God, the boy was built well, and her peripheral vision took in the 
breadth and strength of his shoulders and arms and calves and thighs.


There was something strange about him, something she had only begun to touch 
with her lewd dance and obscenely ornamented body. She liked his pretending 
toughness, the hard-boiled bit, the aloofness he'd feigned when she'd 
dropped her caftan and wriggled for him.


Larry stood over her for a moment, drinking in the strange sight of her 
spread, jeweled body. It had been his insistence again that brought them 
here when Gus made the approach. If Ginny insisted on whoring, then by God, 
he was going to get all of his ... and this was one he wouldn't have missed 
for the world.


He reached down and caught Lucille's naked foot and propped it right on his 
aching, bloated prick that was drooling already with droplets of lust. Her 
toes squirmed and her foot arched like a hand over his throbbing, pulsing 
rod, shoving it up against his belly, where she dug at it lasciviously.


Larry stood with her foot rubbing into his groin and pulled the long spiral 
gold snake from her long tanned leg, his hands caressing the silken limb as 
he removed the lewd decoration. With her leg up on him like that he could 
see all of her salacious, opened, dripping, pout-lipped pussy, the golden 
hair ringing it and the curls glistening from the love juice her writhing 
naked body was copiously producing. When he had the flexible gold snake 
removed from one leg and coiled into a tight bundle on the carpet, her other 
leg came up to him.


They had not spoken a word to each other since Lucille had started the 
ancient sexual rite, but their eyes spoke for them. She liked his strange 
silence and didn't want to break it. Her breasts were rising higher and 
higher as her desire-flamed flesh fired to white heat with Larry's slow, 
tantalizing stripping of the body jewelry, for the breath in her was the 
increasing fury of a building hurricane.


Kneeling over her, eyes still locked on her fine boned face with the wide 
mouth and snake eyes, Larry pulled the coils from her breasts and left them 
bare and bountiful mounds that were firm and pointed with lust, fire-tipped 
and luscious. Throwing the golden snake coils aside, he grabbed his hot, 
pulsating rod and painted round the ripe breasts in spirals where the gold 
had been, his cock head leaving a tracing of seminal fluid. As he got all 
the way up to the lava-hot nipples, burning redly, he jabbed the glowing 
head right into the nipple points, turning them inward with the thrust.


"Ahhh ... ahhhhh!" She moaned, the deadly eyes flickering and rolling back. 
Larry could not see her face as he threw himself onto her unadorned 
nakedness and sank his teeth viciously into the soft, firm peaks of her 
breasts, the nipples inside his mouth, the teeth devouring them.


"GAAAGGHHHHH ... HHHHUHHHH ... MMMGGGG!" The unintelligible sounds were 
forced from her throat as Lucille felt the daggers of Larry's teeth sink 
into her flesh, isolating the hard sensitive nipple in his blast-furnace 
mouth. The sharp hot little swords of his teeth seemed to stab right 
straight through her body to her quivering cunt, hook the flesh there, and 
draw inward. The pain-pleasure wounds from his ferocious mouth went deep, 
deep into her body, but the gush from inside her was not blood but honeyed 
love juice, sluicing her pussy deliciously.


When he finally pulled his mouth from those hungry breasts, Larry's parched 
throat was coated with the essence he had sucked and bitten and chewed from 
her generous flesh. Jesus! This was no ordinary middle-aged female! She'd 
never looked it for one moment, but he'd thought that since the children 
were grown, that perhaps she might be nearer Gus's age than she looked ... 
but those breasts were too tenderly firm and soft, too upstanding and proud. 
She was ripe and luscious and imaginative and ready! He squeezed those 
volcanic cones in his hands as he slid down further between her opened 
thighs, coming to rest with his nose inches away from the opened slick, pink 
pussy.


Gus was getting tired of this goddamned chasing game and it was going to end 
mighty damn fast. Nevertheless, he realized that the exercise had pumped the 
blood in roars through his body and he couldn't remember having such an 
erection before ... not in years. It looked like a bull's prong. Partly, 
too, it was the thought of fucking this pink-titted, pink-pussied 
white-skinned, black-haired Venus, that he kept catching briefly and holding 
and fondling and kissing and caressing ... and then she'd manage to break 
his hold again. Well, by God, not this time. He was going to run her 
straight into the living room this time and if Lucille and Larry were still 
there ... then, tough shit!


Ginny's melon-sized white breasts were heaving with her laboring breath that 
pumped in and out of her body with the exertion of eluding this tan-faced 
white-haired man. She'd been betrayed again. That black-hearted bastard, 
Larry, had betrayed her again! She still couldn't believe it.


After Tony had left, she'd scrubbed herself raw to try and get clean again, 
then put on a long-sleeved high-necked nightgown, and lay staring into the 
darkness. She'd heard Larry creep in and undress in the dark and crawl into 
the other bed. Her churning emotions had numbed and stricken her completely 
dumb. When she thought he was asleep, he suddenly started talking about his 
plans and hopes and dreams. His voice was saying things she was sure he 
couldn't say except in the blessed darkness. It had been as though he were 
talking to her soul and her silence had reassured him. Gradually, her anger 
and outrage had eased and she had felt her feeling for him come back 
tenfold, the tears slipping down her cheeks silently in the dark. She'd been 
overcome with his strangely soothing voice and her own forgiveness of his 
behavior. It had all been in the abstract with no specifics of any kind, but 
she had felt that he'd been describing a life he wanted with her ... a house 
in the country, his darkroom, a vegetable garden, lots of books and a 
fireplace and maybe a cow. It was she who had added in her own mind, she 
realized now, a study for her where she could write her books and columns 
and articles, children, and a copper pot and white-curtained kitchen.


And now, here she was battling this old fart while Larry was no doubt again 
laying a woman he'd never seen before. The hellish fiend! She wanted to 
murder him with her bare hands!


She tried to dart away as she saw Gus coming for her again. He was naked and 
his obscene erect penis stood out in mammoth terrorizing strength from his 
brown loins. All she wanted was to get out of this nightmare, this hell, 
this purgatory where she had lost all sense of time and decency and worth.


Gus caught her and crushed her naked loveliness into him, kissing her 
reddened full mouth fiercely and feeling his huge cock jerk against her soft 
white belly. He tongue-fucked her to the beat in his aching shaft mashed so 
maddeningly between them. Christ! He had to shove it into the pink 
passion-inciting pussy of hers soon!


All the now familiar sensations were taking over her body again and Ginny 
knew she would soon lose her grip entirely and a fourth man would be added 
to the growing list. If she had buried herself in work before, she'd been 
only a dilettante compared to what she would do now, if she ever got out of 
this inferno of corruption. She knew that if she didn't, her very sanity 
might be endangered.


With the superhuman strength born of desperation she shoved Gus as hard as 
she possibly could and ran into the living room. She didn't care if she had 
to run naked through the streets of San Diego to get out of here! As she was 
wrenching the huge knob in her hand, the after vision of what she'd seen 
running through the room flashed into her head again. Larry! Larry and 
Lucille, naked on the thick carpet ... with their mouths sunk in each 
other's genitals! Animals, sucking each other in the groin... rutting, 
fucking, sucking, sniffing animals!


Something jerked on her wrist and she was flung away from the door in the 
split second she hesitated. Ginny landed against the silk back of a coral 
chair. It was a low chair and she landed so hard that she almost went right 
on over but she caught herself on the low arms, her thighs against the low 
back, bent at the hips, her upper body hanging over the edge.


Gus stood panting by the door. The fury was boiling up in him like a drying 
kettle on a hot stove. Not only was he furious at this "timorous" maiden act 
but even more, he was furious with Clint Greer for selling him this bill of 
goods and much, much more with himself for falling for it!


The red haze of anger cleared enough for Gus to see Ginny hanging over the 
back of the chair where he'd flung her. The smooth round white moons of her 
beautiful buttocks were turned upward, halved by the spine and exposing a 
tight-puckered, crinkled, hairless little asshole. She was hanging there, a 
ripe exquisite creature ... those buttocks like firm big peaches made for 
biting. He had to give Clint one thing ... Ginny looked like what he said 
she was ... but she hadn't performed the way he said she would. But by God, 
she was going to! The tiny crumpled little asshole beckoned him like a moth 
to the glow of a light bulb.


"You had to do it the hard way, bitch! And that's just the way I like it!" 
Gus muttered low and hard, the menace unmistakable in his voice. His face 
was a grotesque mask of furious lust as he grabbed the silken smooth halves 
of Ginny's buttocks and spread them with his strong hands. Leading with his 
hugely swollen prick, he walked up a step and aimed the head right at the 
center of her puckered pink flesh.


Ginny tried to stand up but she was held down by Gus's ever-persistent 
hands. Her eyes were glued in horror to the coupled bodies that looked 
almost like a four-legged obscene creature from another age, and at first 
she wasn't aware that Gus was holding her in this lewd position. Then she 
felt the moist head, rubbery and velvety, pushing at her rectum. He was 
trying to fuck her in the rear! What kind of maniacs had she been caught 
with?


She twisted and turned, trying to see what Gus was doing ... but just then 
she felt an agonizing pain rip through her anus. A hot dagger point was 
shoving her rectal channel, lewdly and wantonly spreading the tight flesh 
before its slicing, stabbing head. The picture of Gus's mammoth organ came 
into her head as she felt its gigantic size against her tender flesh. She'd 
be split in two . . . ripped completely apart! Torn and bleeding and 
mutilated!


Gus looked down then . . . only now aware of the writhing bodies on the 
carpet. Lucille was on all fours over Larry's lean body, her wide mouth 
trying to contain all of the boy's rearing young cock, sucking it, tonguing 
it, kissing it. Her cunt was sunk over Larry's face and he was licking her 
from asshole to clit and back again, licking her like ice cream and smacking 
his lips between licks to catch all her delicious melting lubrications. The 
moans that were spilling around the edges of their busy mouths were muffled 
and unintelligible. Jesus! They were eating each other up!


He grunted then, a deep animal sound from his thick chest, and thrust his 
hips forward hard, sending his thick steel shaft against the resistant, 
tiny, ring-muscled asshole. Gus dug his fingers into Ginny's satin hips and 
battered against the clenching, quivering fright-puckered hole.


"NOOOO . .. OOOOO . .. NNNNNOOOOO . .. oh, NO ... please!" Ginny screamed as 
she felt the brutal, ramming rod shove further into her tiny passage that 
was never made to accommodate such a cudgel. He was going to do it! Gus was 
going to fuck her in the asshole ... like an animal, a beast, a low and 
demented, foul and craven creature.


Ginny's hands gripped the chair arms with white knuckles as she tried to 
stand the tearing, searing pain that was ripping through her. The terror was 
clutching at her middle with an equally fierce grip and she felt the sobs 
shriek out her throat. They sounded inhuman even to her own ears.


"OWWOOHHHHOOOIIIIEEEEEOOOO!"


Larry heard the screaming wail, the chilling howl, and pulled his mouth out 
of Lucille's quivering cunt briefly to see what had happened. Ginny hung 
over the back of a chair, her long black hair hanging on either side of her 
face like a spaniel's ears, and her face twisted grotesquely in what 
appeared to be agonizing pain. She was howling like a banshee. Then he saw 
what Gus was doing. Christ! He was trying to force, to stuff, to shove that 
long thick cock of his into her asshole. From the look and sound of Ginny, 
it obviously wasn't made to go there.


Lucille was sucking gluttonously on Larry's hot throbbing pole when she felt 
the hair rise on the back of her neck at the eerie scream close by. She 
looked up to see Ginny slung like a sack of potatoes over a chair back and 
Gus fucking her strenuously, or trying to, in the asshole. His face was 
contorted and he was straining and shoving, trying to ram the full length of 
his huge penis right up that poor girl's ass. Then Lucille felt Larry's 
lascivious tongue dive back into her seething pussy and the surge of 
tantalizing fire raced through her nerves again. She dropped her head onto 
his lovely big love stick.


Ginny knew she'd never be able to stand it... he was ripping her flesh 
completely apart! She could feel his thick long cock trying to burn its way 
right up her rectum. Oh God! The tears were streaming down her face now and 
the sobs were animal wails blubbering out her mouth.


Suddenly, without benefit of any mercy whatsoever, Gus lunged and Ginny felt 
the excruciating agony, a pain so unbearable that she gagged on her own 
breath. Then her scream came out on a high note, like cloth tearing against 
the grain. She twisted and shook her bottom to get free of the vicious 
instrument that was reaming her anus in senseless torture, but Gus was 
gouging her hips with his great hands, digging his fingers into the tender 
hip flesh. Even Ginny's tiniest movement impaled her even further on that 
brutal shaft, forcing it deeper and deeper into her punished back passage.


"Shove it back ... push your ass back, you crazy bitch!" Gus commanded, 
straining his hips even further forward. He grunted with satisfaction as her 
hard ring of muscle gave way with a popping and stretching as he forced his 
thick throbbing pro into the resistant flesh. With one last heave, he ground 
his cock all the way up inside the vise-tight depths of her constricting 
channel. He could feel his balls slap against the backs of her thighs as her 
round buttocks flattened with his onslaught.


Her soul had been tortured these last few days ... more tortured than it had 
ever been before, and now it was her lusting body's turn to feel punishment 
and the torment, she thought. Oh God. She deserved it. Ginny Blake deserved 
it. No matter what Gus did to her, she deserved it for her whoring, sluttish 
enjoyment of the men she'd had.


"Shove your ass back on it . .. push it back to me!" Gus grunted.


Ginny felt the horror as well as the unbelievable pain, for she was impaled 
to the hilt. Her thighs were splitting apart with the wracking, incredible 
pressure ... she'd never live through it! She was being sodomized in the 
same room with Larry who was oblivious to her screams and torture, his mouth 
sunk in the other woman's pussy. He didn't care. He never had. He was 
punishing her too . . . and, oh God, yes . . . she knew that she deserved 
every agonizing second of the torment that was being perpetrated on her 
harlot's body.


The breath was being propelled through Ginny's lungs in uncontrollable sobs 
and she was grateful for any breath at all ... if only she could stand the 
terrible punishment. She must let the punishment fit the crime. Shaking and 
shuddering, her head sank completely onto the chair seat. She was almost 
senseless with the pain.


Gus was panting hard now as he began to race in and out of Ginny's rectal 
passage from the tip of the puckered hole, now forever stretched, to the 
very depths of her white belly. Jesus! He'd never been in anything so tight! 
His whole thick length of bloated, rigid cock was clenched and squeezed 
almost painfully and the insane pressure was causing obscene pleasure to 
pulse through his nerves in hot waves.


His heavy prick was soaring deep up into her roundly stretched asshole with 
chastising brutality. She almost welcomed the awful pain, for it was 
bringing her the catharsis of atonement ... and she found she was able to 
help Gus punish her by shoving her ass back on that vicious spike as he 
asked. Suddenly it was no longer a matter of merely enduring the pain, for 
strange tingles were now blended with the agony. There was beginning to be 
obscene pleasure, a weird flush of pleasure starting to glow. Ginny began 
waving her ass back solidly on his hard thrusts and she could hear him 
groaning and grunting gratefully as her anal passage clenched and massaged 
his hard ramming pole.


Ginny felt one of Gus' heavy hands curling around her breast and the fingers 
of the other slide into her moist pussy as he slammed his throbbing cock 
into her rectum with ever-increasing fury. The pace was quickening and she 
pushed back eagerly, for the glow was spreading as his hands caressed and 
pinched and rubbed in time with the reaming of her ass.


Larry buried his face in the wet heaven of Lucille's grinding, lascivious 
cunt, his tongue fucking into that pulsating pink passage in deep thrusting 
stabs. Her mouth was sucking on his pulsing cock wildly, taking it deeper 
and deepe into her pseudo womb, enclosing it in the dark mysteries, her lips 
clamping around it jealously. He could still see in his mind's eye the 
incredibly salacious sight of Ginny being fucked in the ass with Gus' great 
prong and the pain-etched lines in her beautiful face. Jesus! It increased 
his already inflamed and rapturous sensations that were overtaking and 
overcoming his whole organism . .. body and soul.


She could feel the enormous throbbing shaft in her mouth swell even larger 
and Lucille sucked even harder, taking Larry's cockhead into the back of her 
throat and employing all the muscular wonders of her mucus-lined mouth. Oh 
God! He tasted so delicious when his tongue fucked deeply into her aching, 
churning cunt. It was as though that tongue came all the way through her 
body and out her throat. She found she could tuck her swinging hair behind 
her ear and suck and lick the beautiful prick between her lips at the same 
time she could watch Gus slamming his thick shaft into Ginny's ass. God! 
That looked marvelous! She'd make Gus do that to her. Her own asshole 
twitched and drew inward at the thought as Larry clamped his hot lips 
completely around her quivering clitoris.


Ginny threw her hair back fitfully as she felt the familiar burning, 
building bonfire of sensation in her loins. Gus teased and massaged and 
circled and rubbed her erect and quaking little clit, while the heavy club 
of his prick rammed her stretched and sore backside. Larry's long glistening 
cock was racing in and out of Lucille's working mouth and Ginny could feel 
her own throat close convulsively. Ginny's thighs spread instinctively and 
Gus' hand probed her cunt harder. She felt his fingers torturing her hard 
little nipple and the shooting stabs of pleasure flew through her.


Goddamn! Clint was right after all. Ginny was the most fantastic fuck in Los 
Angeles! Gus threw his heavy body against her, sending his throbbing, aching 
near-bursting rod catapulting down her tight channel, his balls slapping 
soundly against her thighs. His hands were full of seeping pussy and heaving 
breast. His eyes were glued on the salacious sucking, scouring mouths on 
organs as Larry and Lucille writhed on the floor, while his own cock was 
being clasped by the powerful fist of muscle in Ginny's asshole. Goddamn! 
Christ a mighty! This was the fuckingest fuck he ever hoped to have!


Lucille's ass was waving high as she waggled her cunt over Larry's 
beautiful, merciless tongue and lips. She ground it down on that life-giving 
tongue prick that was fucking her so wildly and increased the pressure of 
her mouth on his long phallus. It was close ... so close, and she wanted to 
make him shoot his thick, endless stream of cum deep into her belly when she 
came. Her teeth skinned the foreskin and bit the head gently, then her head 
bobbed up and down deeply, taking the thing down the slide of enchantment 
into her throat. She could hear Larry's mounting moans as he tongued and bit 
and chewed gently on her pulsating clit and deep humming moans came out her 
own throat.


There had never been anything like having both orifices fucked at once! 
Ginny's cunt and ass were being simultaneously fucked and her nipples 
bruised delectably by this great giant who used her so unmercifully and so 
well. Her body was a vessel he filled and the fulfillment was growing 
rapidly. The thought of his heavy cock shooting the liquid bullets of sperm 
into her anus suddenly excited her wildly. She arched against his hand in 
her pussy, then backed onto his throbbing flesh knife in her backside. 
Forward and back ... forward and back!


Punishment, atonement, shame, sorrow ... they were nothing! There was only 
the rapture, the ecstasy, the bliss ... that oblivion that awaited when she 
would burst and drift then into the spaciousness of nothingness. Oh God! It 
was soon ... soon! Ginny bucked and backed, arched and pushed frantically 
against the fevered hand and cock.


Suddenly Lucille felt the soaring, climbing, bursting, exploding blossom of 
orgasmic pleasure erupt in her frenzied cunt and she was propelled skyward 
and arcing into space. "G-A-A-A-A-AD-D-D-D-D-D-D-H-H-H-H! I'm 
CCCCCUUUUUU-UUUUMMMMIIIINNNGGG!" Her head pulled back and the screams were 
forced from her throat under the searing pressure of the explosive beauty 
that filled her cells. The spasms shook her and her hips lewdly lurched 
harder into Larry's laboring mouth that was slathered with her cum juice. 
Her mouth came down on his huge frantically quivering cock and she pulled 
and sucked and chewed it feverishly.


Immediately Larry's grotesquely swollen penis burst in Lucille's mouth that 
worked doggedly to swallow all his boiling, streaming, spewing sperm that 
roared from the tortured chambers of his bloated balls. Christ! Great groans 
of ecstasy echoed in his heaving chest as he continued to suck her 
convulsing cunt and fuck it deeply with his tongue. It clenched and milked 
and clasped as he shot vats of creamy scalding cum into her choking throat.


Gus and Ginny sawed frenziedly and miraculously came almost on the same 
agonizing pinpoint of time. "AGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHH ... OOOOOOOOHHHHHHH . . . 
EEEEEEEEEE .. . AAAAAAAHHHHH ... I ... I . . ." Ginny felt her pussy peak 
and clench convulsively and she was laved by that massive ocean of feeling 
that lifted and broke into a million points of white foam, spraying and 
evaporating, shooting and falling, crashing and colliding! She was cumming! 
Oh dear God! She was cumming on and on and on and the mighty orgasm was 
drowning her tired brain and whipping her exhausted flesh to never-ending 
agonizing ecstasy. Her cunt bucked feverishly, trying to make the digging 
hand meet inside her body the thrusting cock in her ass.


The moment Ginny's great orgasm wracked her, Gus felt his own body respond 
automatically to the signal and .he went off like a huge rocket, streaking 
into the space continuum at an incredible speed. Light flashed in his head 
and his balls burst with the pressure and fired great roars of blinding, 
blistering semen spurting in white lightning streaks deep inside Ginny's 
convulsing rectum. "CCCUUUMMMM ... FUUUCCCKKKK! CHRIST! FFFUUUCCCCKKK!" His 
hips were pile drivers, beating the great, burning, bursting weapon into her 
pulsating, milking asshole. He was filling her anal canal with all the 
energy his huge body could produce and his hand could feel the sloshing 
wetness come through her body as he dug his fingers into her avid cunt. 
Jesus! She was the best goddamned fuck in the world!


In rapid succession, they each went off and the screams were the staccato 
explosions of rapture as their bodies shook and their brains shorted out 
while their organs pumped the carnal bliss and emptied them. The breathing 
was like heavy engines straining with too heavy loads for their capacities. 
Gradually, the lungs eased and the breaths grew shallower, and at last they 
were silent, chests barely moving, and the clock on the mantelpiece ticked 
eternity away.


CHAPTER SEVEN


It hadn't been as easy as Clint thought it would. The Western Executive had 
been downright snotty until he'd greased the right palms with outrageous 
amounts of cash and finally a room was found for him and Natalie. Natalie 
was outraged, but Clint understood these things.


The carpeted halls were eerie in their almost swaddled silence . . . every 
door with a DO NOT DISTURB sign hanging on it. Must have been a hell of a 
night last night! You could practically hear the exhausted bodies sleeping 
it off behind closed doors.


At least the room was good ... damn good, in fact. Natalie quickly unpacked 
and set to work. There were some kind of costumes to scare up for the Roman 
banquet tonight which was the big event of the Swingers' Convention. Check 
over Ginny's copy for tomorrow's paper to see if there was anything 
salvageable. A hairdresser appointment. And she really should try and ferret 
out some of the women in the coffee shop.


"I'm going to scout a little, honey. See you back here about five." Clint 
dropped a quick kiss on Natalie's forehead as she looked up from the 
telephone. Well, at least Clint was out from underfoot, she thought with 
relief. She smiled and waved him off.


Ginny typed doggedly at the leather-topped desk, the sheer curtains 
billowing and the sound of the fountain spraying and splashing outside the 
window. The Swingers' Convention was a far bigger story than she had 
originally conceived it. She couldn't possibly cover all the implications in 
a few newspaper articles. It was only an outline really. Sometime, she'd 
like to do a book on the whole incredible subject. There was so much she 
didn't know ... so much she'd like to research ... so many people she'd like 
to interview. Her hands stopped with her dreaming and the sound of the 
fountain took precedence. Her eyes strayed to the bed with the bundles of 
fabric and clumps of braid yardage. A white jersey for her and a soft brown 
velour for Larry. She still had that to figure out, how it should be draped 
and held together. The research was really the only reason she was going to 
the damn banquet tonight.


Sylvia sat under the hair dryer and the clips were pinching her ears 
painfully. The hot blast of air was burning her neck and she shoved the 
towel higher to protect her skin, being careful to use only the tips of her 
fingers. Her nails did look wild with that gold-frosted polish. Boxes and 
bags by her feet contained her dress for tonight and shoes and new make-up. 
She'd sure been lucky to find that, dress. It even looked kinda Roman. 
Tony's eyes had goggled at that gray thing of Ginny's the other night, the 
way it was cut so low. Well, wait till he saw this! It was really hardly 
more than a draped long skirt made out of gold-sequined fabric with 
gold-sequined suspenders attached that ran up the middle of her tits and 
over the shoulders. No sides, no back, no front ... just two strips of 
sequins! All they did was cover the nipples and not much more! God, she was 
so lucky to have Tony. He never said a word about what she spent. He wanted 
her to look nice and he didn't care what it cost. Not like those stingy 
bastards some of her girl friends were married to.


Walking away from the mirror with her head twisted back, so she could see 
the effect of the back of the dress when she walked, Lucille noted the firm, 
ripe, controlled curves of her buttocks under the clinging beige chiffon. 
She'd had it made in Paris for that party in Rome last year. The body of the 
dress was only thinly lined in matching silk and you could almost see the 
crack of her ass through the sheer soft material. But the front was the 
kicker. The underlining came up under the chiffon in curved points and 
stopped, like the green curves of a flower stem just where the actual flower 
burst out. Paris had achieved the same effect by letting the skin-colored 
chiffon alone veil her naked breasts as they sprouted out in ripe blooms. 
There was a long drape of matching chiffon attached to one shoulder that 
could be flung across to cover and conceal when she was feeling coy, but 
Lucille didn't think tonight would be one of those infrequent occasions. She 
noted the firm upstanding voluptuousness of her breasts through the 
enhancing but transparent chiffon. Every cent she'd paid that marvelous 
doctor had been worth it. Her breasts looked like those of a very ripe 
eighteen-year-old with unusually strong pectoral muscles, the nipples almost 
tilting up in their eagerness and firmness. Yes, the dress would do nicely.


Larry loped along slowly. He'd prowled the bars around the hotel, the coffee 
shop, the lobby, the mezzanine and, so far, not a sign of Tony. Well, maybe 
it wouldn't look too good to be too damned eager anyway. The more he thought 
about the offer ... the chance to actually leave the paper and do his own 
stuff ... the more excited he became. He could go up to Carmel and take a 
few seminars. He could even do that research he'd always wanted to try, on 
the methods of the really great photographers. God, the whole world could 
open up for him. Well, if Tony wasn't around now, he would be tonight. Larry 
knew there was a risk, maybe even a pretty big one, but there came a time 
when you had to do it, no matter what the cost.


Tony sweated in a cramped phone booth all morning on the far side of town. 
Finally he got through the intricate subterfuges he had to use to get to 
Julio. He had a few beers between calls to keep from dying of thirst, but 
now it was set. It was the names he ticked off to Julio that did it. God 
bless Sylvia. He really couldn't do without her. He wouldn't have recognized 
those people in a million years. Now he had to get back to Larry and check 
out the shots of the ones he might have missed ... but what he didn't have, 
Tony was sure Larry could get tonight. Then by God, he'd be in business. All 
Tony had to do was turn over the stuff to Julio and he'd do the rest ... all 
the notes, all the threats, all the dirty work. And Tony would just sit back 
and let the money flow in till he had enough for the desert property.


The two men in the corner of the Western Executive talked so low they were 
almost whispering. Clint grinned again expansively, "Gus, when are you ever 
going to believe me when I tell you something?"


Gus leaned forward eagerly. "But Clint, how many guys do you believe when 
they tell you a broad's great?"


"Not many, I'll admit," Clint chuckled.


"But I'm telling you. After looking at some of these others in the hall ... 
boy! Of course, your filly may have taken ten years off my life, but it was 
worth it!"


"To all the broads who shorten our lives ... a short but a merry one!" They 
touched glasses with a resounding clink.


"Three extra months on the interest, Clint."


"Six."


"Come on, Clint, that's too much."


"Not for an extra go tonight, it isn't." He drank slowly, his eyes lowered 
casually to his glass.


Gus thought about last night, that smooth white ass with the gripping 
miniature asshole. He felt his balls tighten just thinking about it. "You're 
on. Once more tonight and you get six months." Their glasses clinked again 
briefly and they leaned back in their chairs.


The Versailles ballroom of the Western Executive had been transformed into a 
Roman banquet hall. The crystal chandeliers had been left unlit and the 
marble fireplace at the end of the huge room covered with mock columns. Oil 
lamps and huge candles on other fake columns lit the place softly. The 
beautiful polished dance floor was littered with low Roman couches with 
tables in front of them. They were arranged in an ellipse facing a central 
dais, a rectangular platform covered with fake fur. The low couches were 
made for eating at one's ease, one end angled up to allow for leaning. 
Laurel wreaths were placed on the low tables and steaming hand towels were 
in low covered bowls on warmers. The innumerable bowls and platters of 
delicacies had no forks accompanying them.


The banners usually displayed at convention banquets were not in evidence. 
Instead, a huge frieze of the drawings from Pompeii had been strung along 
the walls. These were the real evidence that identified this as the 
Swingers'" Convention, for they showed copulating couples in every 
conceivable posture. They were reproduced in burnt umber line on parchment 
which lent an air of antiquity and thus acceptance and respectability by 
implication.


The soft strange music of bells and the pipes of Pan filled the room from 
unseen speakers hidden in the columns. It was more Greek than Roman but who 
would know? As the couples began drifting in, feeling somewhat foolish in 
their makeshift Roman draperies and togas, the pomp and ceremony of trumpets 
took the place of the soft lyre and bells.


Seeing the other costumes, Ginny was proud that her white jersey and Larry's 
brown velour looked quite authentic. His was simply a length of fabric 
wrapped and caught on one shoulder with a heavy gold brooch of hers. It 
reached to his feet. Hers was three lengths of white silk jersey caught at 
strategic places with blue strips of braid and ribbon. One length served as 
a stole to drape around the shoulders. The other two were gathered at the 
shoulders with ribbons and flowed down in a deep V and the ribbons and braid 
wrapped her slender-ness from just under the bust to the waist in crisscross 
fashion. At every step, the jersey parted to show long glimpses of white 
thigh.


The festivities began with a welcoming speech by the master of ceremonies 
who was dressed in a blue toga and sandals, his bald head crowned with a 
laurel wreath. "Friends . . . Romans . . . countrymen ... lend me your 
ears," he declaimed. "I don't come to bury anything . . . and I have nothing 
but praise for the first annual Swingers' Convention in history. How about 
it?" A roar of applause arose, including a few cat calls and whistles.


"Now, I'm going to give your ears back ... I just want to say that we got a 
lot of things in store for you folks this evening . . . but I know you want 
to feast on all this delicious food .. . and watch the show . . . so . . . 
eat, drink and be merry!"


Ginny was nervous and anxious for the whole thing to be over. She picked at 
her food, very uncomfortable with Clint and Natalie Greer on a couch next to 
her. Their arrival had shaken the last vestige of her poise. Larry sat with 
her but he was not there in spirit. The Greers hadn't really said anything 
about Ginny's stories but she could feel they weren't too pleased. Tony and 
Sylvia and


Gus and Lucille had couches close by. Everyone had a little difficulty 
trying to eat and half recline at the same time. Eating with one's fingers, 
lying down instead of sitting up at a table was somewhat difficult for 
everybody. Most of the men simply sat on the couches, hunched forward with 
their elbows on their knees, looking uncomfortable.


The drinks helped and the wine. By the time the "vestal virgins" went up on 
the dais to dance in diaphanous draperies the crowd had loosened up 
enormously. Laurel wreaths were beginning to slip and sandals fell off 
dangling feet. Empty wine bottles were replaced quickly and it began to feel 
more like a Roman banquet. Some of the crowd started roaming from one couch 
to another. The laughter grew louder and the conversation rose to a rumble. 
Here and there, hands were cupping breasts or buttocks, arms around waists, 
heads on shoulders, lips on lips.


Larry and Tony seemed deep in conversation. Gus kept pulling Clint's blue 
robe insistently, making whispered comments and looking straight at Ginny. 
Lucille's head kept turning as if she were looking for someone. Her breasts 
showed clearly through the sheer chiffon, her scarf thrown back over her 
shoulder. Sylvia was drunk and her speech thickened, the sequin straps over 
her shoulders slipping to reveal her full breasts. Natalie kept making 
little notes on a pad from her purse. Ginny expected them to start drifting 
out by twos and wondered how soon she could decently leave. She had already 
decided she'd excuse herself to go to the ladies' room and simply not come 
back. She'd had enough of the Swingers' Convention to last a lifetime.


Tony and Larry rejoined the ladies, seemingly having come to an agreement 
about something. Everybody was a little drunk by then. Ginny realized that 
even though she'd tried to be careful, she too was a little high.


The music suddenly blared with trumpets and then died as hidden spotlights 
bathed the dais in light and the master of ceremonies was back ags in. "Now, 
folks, you're going to have to lend me your ears again. We've got a big 
surprise for you! As you know, in old Rome, they used to choose the most 
beautiful maidens as vestal virgins. This was a great honor. They presided 
at ceremonies and rituals and generally lent their beauty to all kinds of 
auspicious occasions. Now swingers don't hold with virgins ... and actually, 
it turns out the Romans didn't either. Their vestal virgins would have been 
called courtesans in any other age. Then there was Caesar's wife ... who had 
to be above reproach. Well, what some folks get reproached for, swingers 
think is a pretty sensible approach. We're kinds practical people ... so ... 
without further ado ... we're going to introduce what the committee has 
decided is the most beautiful wife here. We don't believe in virgins or 
ordinary wives, but we sure do believe in swingers' wives! And here she is 
... the most beautiful wife at the first annual Swingers' Convention! Ginny, 
honey ... would you come up here?"


Ginny felt the waves of applause and no matter how she protested, willing 
hands urged her forward and she was swept up on the dais in the blinding 
spotlight before she knew really what was happening. She could only blink 
and feel a fraud, since she wasn't even a wife. It was all so tasteless and 
she wanted only to get down, to get away from all those eyes on her under 
that blazing light.


The thin clinging white jersey only enhanced her full breasts, slim waist, 
and curved hips. She felt naked under the glaring lights she stood with 
downcast eyes, trying to smile uncertainly to the applauding audience now 
and then.


"Now a woman isn't a wife until she had a husband ... so we want to honor 
Ginny's husband, Larry . . . the lucky dog! Larry, buddy . . . where are 
you?" The bald master of ceremonies peered into the gloom of the audience. 
And Larry too was pushed forward and onto the dais. Ginny's humiliation was 
complete now.


The master of ceremonies replaced the laurel wreath with gold crowns and the 
applause went on and on. Larry was just drunk enough to get-a kick out of 
the whole fraud. He kissed Ginny's hand and bowed, then grabbed her around 
the waist and kissed her long and passionately while the audience screamed 
its approval and Ginny tried surreptitiously to get free of his hard arms.


"Larry, old buddy, feel free." The master of ceremonies was patting Larry's 
shoulder and had his arm companionably around Ginny's waist. "You must have 
missed this lovely thing for the last few days .. . you've had to be mighty 
generous with her. Now your turn has come. Every dog has his day ... and 
this is yours!"


The lights lowered dramatically and the dais glowed now with soft light. The 
music built up to a crescendo as the master of ceremonies turned to Ginny, 
reached out and with one quick motion of his hands, ripped off white jersey, 
and Ginny stood cowering and naked, trying futilely to cover her nakedness 
with her hands. She heard another rip, then Larry was naked too, bewildered 
but not embarrassed. "I give you ... the most beautiful swinger wife and her 
swinger husband, Larry and Ginny. There's no holds barred tonight, folks. 
Larry gets to take Ginny on a trip right here!... just to get everybody in 
the mood! Ladies and gentlemen ... SWING!" To the roar of applause, he left 
the dais, patting Ginny's bare bottom as he went and pushing her into 
Larry's arms.


"Come on, wife," Larry leered thickly, "let's show 'em how it's done!" Ginny 
felt his arms grab her and crush her naked length to his and the crowd went 
wild! Ginny felt as though her sanity had left her entirely. This couldn't 
be happening! It was too crazy ... too vulgar ... too insane! While he 
kissed her, a wide couch was pushed onto the dais, a triple-sized Roman 
couch upholstered in crimson velvet.


Ginny struggled but his hands gripped her brutally and she could feel the 
strength of Larry forcing her to his will whether she wanted it or not. Her 
mouth was locked with his tongue sunk deeply into her mouth, her head and 
buttocks forced up to him. Oh God! She had to get out of here. He was going 
to do it! This maniac was going to fuck her in public! It was bad enough to 
be in the same room with another couple as they had been with Gus and 
Lucille ... but in front of hundreds of people ... it was unthinkable!


The crowd was urging Larry on. "Attaboy, give it to her good."


"She's gonna love it, Larry."


"Let's see your cock!" Ginny could feel the cock, its full, rigid, obscene 
length pressed into her belly and it beat the crowd's message into her 
shrinking flesh.


When finally Larry eased his hold on her, Ginny saw her opportunity and 
started to run from the place ... anywhere. But he caught her and flung her 
unceremoniously onto the velvet couch. Her head was swimming now from the 
drinks and the terrible shame and humiliation. They struggled for long 
minutes and the roar of the crowd grew louder. This was a far better show 
than they expected. Ginny and Larry grappled and strained and fought and 
Larry finally trapped her, lying between her legs in the classic position, 
the tears and sobs heaving through her in torturous labor, expressing the 
horror in her soul.


Ginny was blinded by her tears and her body wracked with the emotional pain 
of this degrading public display. She must have even lost consciousness for 
a moment or two because when thought came back into her head Larry had dived 
that huge cock straight into her splayed body and was fucking into her for 
the crowd's delight. "NNOOOOOOOO ... NOOOOOOOOOOOO ... NOOOOOOO!" she 
screamed, and used all the strength she had left to heave herself and Larry 
with her off the velvet couch. It was now or never, for she could feel her 
traitor's body automatically responding to that gigantic filling prick.


Instead of going on over and off the dais, which might have given her a 
moment to escape, Larry simply clutched her buttocks and rolled with her, 
keeping his throbbing weapon sunk into her depths, and Ginny found herself 
straddling him while he bucked that jerking rod right up through her. She 
was impaled on that enormous stick, stabbed, and her whole upper body 
slumped in desolation as he continued to buck her up and down, holding her 
white hips in his hard hands to keep her astride the saddle of his loins. 
The crowd was going wild!


Oh, no! It couldn't be! She could feel the terrible warming tingles shooting 
through her, radiating deep inside her with that great beating penis. How 
could her body respond at a time like this? Was there no depths of 
degeneracy and depravity she couldn't sink to? No hell that she wouldn't 
welcome? Was all decency and modesty gone forever? The terrified and 
helpless sobs tore through her even as she felt her own pussy begin to pull 
and suck inward on Larry's huge shaft... and her hips made a little 
responsive motion.


The whole world had gone mad and Ginny Blake with it. There could be no 
other explanation for her lewd body enjoying this obscene display. She felt 
she was back in Rome, that degenerate, decadent, profligate sink of ancient 
iniquity. Eat, drink, and be merry! And now they added ... fuck! Fuck to 
your heart's content till you drop from exhaustion. Oh God! She was lost 
forever! Ginny sat on Larry's lusting body with his cock stabbing into her, 
her hips automatically rotating and grinding his steel shaft deeper, her 
head thrown back, ripened breasts thrust up, tears streaming down her face 
and she wanted to die!


Larry's hands came .up to cover her naked breasts. The nipples popped 
instantly into his palms and Ginny felt their yearning tips, erect and 
quivering in the warm shelter. He pulled her down to him and sank his teeth 
into one red-tipped white mound. The jolt shocked through her and his cock 
jerked hard against her cervix. Her breast in his mouth, his hands found her 
hips and he was sliding her up and down his hot pole that her own body 
lubrications had greased for his entrance.


She still wept, even with the exquisite sensations rippling through her 
naked, wanton flesh and her eyes closed against the sight of Larry's 
lust-contorted face and the sight of her own depravity. His mouth tongued 
her breasts to a tortured ecstatic rapture that was making her cunt seep 
delicious droplets of love juice, wetting the mammoth phallus inside her.


Suddenly she felt other hands on her naked body. She opened her eyes to find 
Gus kneeling over Larry's head, his cock strutting out obscenely from his 
brown loins and an aspiring lust masking his face into something almost 
unrecognizable. Oh God! She was in the inferno itself! The hands on her back 
moved to her round, white, firmly soft buttocks and she felt those hands 
spread her cheeks. The music was blaring in her head, slightly behind the 
actual sound that filled the ballroom ... and the echo was a painful 
blending above the roaring of the crowd. Her legs were stretched down, her 
cunt still being fucked, and she felt a new horror! A hand reached between 
her legs, where Larry was pumping in and out, got some of her pussy juice, 
and brought it up on a wet finger to smear it in and around her asshole!


Ginny's head twisted and her cruel body did not let her lose consciousness 
this time. It was Clint and he was nudging her now lubricated asshole with 
his grotesquely huge erect cock. "NOOOOOOOOOOOO ... NOOOOOOOOOO ... 
NNOOOOOOOO!" she screamed again ... and the crowd roared back, "You tell 'em 
baby . . . you lucky girl'!"


She could feel that huge cock head pushing already into her anus and she 
screamed until her lungs felt raw and still he pushed on. She would die, she 
thought with grim satisfaction. No one could stand what these maniacs were 
going to do to her! She'd be irreparably ripped and torn and mutilated! If 
Ginny could have called on the power of the Gods to spirit her away she 
would have. But there was no deliverance.


Larry panted and lurched his hips up, sending his great bloated penis into 
the delectable black-haired cunt. He could see Clint moving in and Gus 
overhead. Great! Share the wealth! Ginny wanted to fuck and by God she was 
going to get fucked senseless by three men at once! See if that would 
satisfy her!


Just as Clint lunged, plugging Ginny's asshole with his great probe, she 
screamed an unearthly agonized sound and her open mouth was suddenly filled 
with Gus' huge pulsing prick which he began fucking immediately into her 
mouth in lustful enjoyment. Oh God! She was filled with phallic flesh . . . 
mouth, pussy, and asshole. She had no other orifice to give. Doomed to die 
with three huge fucking cocks sunk in her body!


Natalie watched the depraved spectacle for a long moment, first in horror 
and then in envy. She realized suddenly that she wanted those enlarged poles 
in her own body. Just watching them fucking in and out of Ginny inflamed her 
imagination and she could feel her own private parts begin to lubricate and 
her breasts swell in longing. Was she mad, too? It was an orgy ... a Roman 
orgy that would have put the Romans to shame, for there was no privacy, no 
finesse, no delicacy, no modesty ... just wild, uninhibited fucking! All 
around her the fucking was advancing to various stages, some heads turned to 
have a view of the dais while they fucked. A whole roomful of participating 
voyeurs, fucking while they watched.


Sylvia watched too, getting a vicarious thrill, a shiver of horror and 
longing, and she felt her own cunt draw inward on itself, sucking on the 
nothingness there. Her eyes were glued on the scene. Even in the soft light 
that flooded the dais, she could see the great glistening cocks fucking in 
and out of Ginny's body, all holes filled with beautiful cocks. Suddenly 
Sylvia saw another man climb on the dais. My God! It was Tony and he was 
kneeling by Ginny's side and drawing her hands around his burgeoning rod 
that stuck out obscenely for attention.


"I don't know about you, girls, but she has all our men now ... and I'm 
going to find someone or something to fuck!"


"Yes, I think it's time we did a little slumming ourselves. I never met such 
a greedy bitch." Lucille answered with narrowed eyes, watching every 
movement on the velvet couch, and licking her lips enviously.


"And what an act she puts on to whet their appetites," Natalie sneered. "Men 
are such fools." Her delicate hands slid up her pearl gray satin-covered 
thighs unconsciously to her breasts and then around her neck to unbutton the 
tiny sparkling rhinestone buttons that held the loose dress together.


Feverishly, they slid off their clothes, the gold sequins, the beige chiffon 
and the gray satin. Linking arms, they set off naked to find some unengaged 
cocks. They wanted a man of their own ... and there seemed to be none left. 
Ginny had usurped their own and thrown the coupling off balance. Finally, in 
a dark coiner behind a column-shielded service bar, they found him. He was 
graying and looked a little seedy and very, very surprised at being accosted 
by three naked females. He was wearing a huge white waiter's coat and they 
discovered that under that he wore a sports jacket, slacks, blue shirt, and 
tie. They rubbed up against him from all sides, breasts and lips and cunts 
squirming up to him.


"I sure am flattered you girls think I can manage three of y'all, but I'm 
getting to be an old man." His voice was pure Texas, and they teased him 
about Texas brags and not letting down the tradition. Before the poor man 
from the Houston Post could protest, they had stripped him of all his 
clothes. All the years he'd been a newspaper man he'd never encountered 
anything like this. He thought he'd seen everything and a little bit more 
but this was a fantasy come true that just didn't happen!


Natalie and Lucille and Sylvia led Paul Corcoran to an empty couch and 
started to work. Lucille claimed his mouth and began sucking his tongue 
feverishly, sliding his hand up between her silken tawny thighs to her 
golden box. Sylvia captured his other hand and let it stake the claim of her 
full heavy breasts. Since he'd been forced down on his back, Natalie crawled 
between his thighs and stroked his awakening cock tenderly with her small 
hands before licking it completely upright in record time.


In all his forty-five years Paul Corcoran had never felt anything so 
fantastic, not even when he was a young whelp, humping a different girl 
every night. Three sets of hands exploring his naked body instead of one ... 
three pairs of breasts snuggling into his hand or brushing his thighs ... my 
God! ... the possibilities were endless! The soft salivating cavern of 
Lucille's mouth was actively sucking his exploring tongue while his hand was 
delicately sliding fingers up and down the length of her quivering damp 
slit. His other hand was full of Sylvia's big, round tits, the nipples hard 
and erect, and he pinched them lovingly and heard her moan appreciatively 
while her hands smoothed over his hairy skin. His hand still fondling her 
breasts, she leaned down and began to swirl her tongue around his 
hair-ringed nipple. Natalie's small warm mouth was doing incredible things 
to the head of his already throbbing shaft, her tiny hands gently cupping 
and grazing his heavy balls.


Paul's body was so bombarded with sensations that it was almost too much! 
Like he'd never get enough! He'd forgotten his job and why he was here and 
how hard he'd slaved to get this story. He'd forgotten any fear of 
discovery. He was part of the orgy now ... another naked man among this sea 
of naked bodies.


Sylvia was getting so worked up just from Paul's hand on her breasts, 
tweaking and stroking and pinching and squeezing and kneading, that she 
could feel her cunt juices trickling down the in-sides of her thighs. 
Lucille had finally come up for air and was writhing over his hand up her 
pussy. Quickly seizing the opportunity, Sylvia straddled Paul's graying 
head, facing Natalie, and lowered her opened slit down slowly over his face. 
"Here's a little something for you, lover," she panted when she was inches 
above his mouth.


"Come here, woman, and let me have a little eating pussy." Sylvia obeyed 
joyously and slowly slithered onto his mouth which immediately began sucking 
on her swollen labia, the tongue licking her with a hot red flame. That hard 
pseudo phallus probed up and down and over and finally inside her sucking 
passage, maddened with mounting desire and in need of release. "OOOOHHHHH 
... honey ... that's beautiful!" she breathed as she felt the impending 
pre-orgasm sensations jerking through her.


Both Paul's hands were now free to explore Lucille's tantalizing length of 
nakedness, even though he was blinded by Sylvia's sopping, hair-ringed cunt 
over his face. By touch alone he discovered Lucille's surgically perfected 
body and that was terribly exciting, for he could see her in his head as his 
hands slid over her breasts and thighs and hips and pussy. "Oh God, yes ... 
fuck me with your fingers ... oh, please ... fuck it!" He obliged by 
stabbing two fingers straight up her quaking, swollen-lipped cunt.


Natalie ran her tongue down the hot turgid length of Paul's penis, pausing 
on her way down to flick her tongue lightly across the delicate vertical 
membrane just under the coronial ridge. She'd done this just because it 
seemed a good idea and she was amazed to find him groaning deep in his chest 
and almost bucking off the couch. Just to be sure it was that and not 
Sylvia's cunt in his mouth, Natalie flicked her tongue across it again and 
he reacted again. She licked down over the rocky testicles and the tiny 
patch of skin below them. Again he lurched up and jerked. Well, she was 
finding his tenderest portions, that was for sure. Drawing her tongue back 
up the length of his cock, she enclosed the whole head inside the warmness 
of her soft mouth and used her mouth like a tiny vacuum cleaner, drawing in 
hard at the same time she slowly slid her mouth up the slick pole, the 
double pull sending him raving.


Sylvia was grinding down on his stiffened tongue that was fucking into her 
splayed pussy. Oh God! He was an artist at this, that maddened tongue was 
everywhere, swirling around her clit, flicking over her tender asshole, 
tracing both sets of cuntal lips and then jabbing straight up inside her 
greedy passage. His lips would clamp and suck and then nibble very gently. 
To hell with Ginny and her four lovers. Jesus ... oh, Jesus ... this one was 
all she needed and he was taking care of two others besides!


Lucille was standing with opened thighs, spreading herself obscenely for 
Paul's practiced hand that was fucking her so deliciously. She could hear 
the sucking, sloshing sound his fingers made as he rammed her with two 
fingers and curled them hard up inside her seething cunt. Bucking against 
that hand, she knew she was getting close. She was almost there and she felt 
the luscious spreading warmth all through her quivering flesh. How had she 
missed this one before? But then she remembered. Hell, he'd come all the way 
from Texas.


Paul was lying there, his mouth full of pungent, lascivious cunt, his cock 
sunk deeply into Natalie's mouth. It was a strong suction cup, drawing the 
very cum from his balls, closer and closer, and his hand was full of 
milking, churning, moistly soft, sucking pussy. He was going out of his 
ever-loving mind! Christ! This was every man's dream come true and he was 
living it!


"G-O-O-O-O-D-D-D-D!" Gus ground between clenched teeth, feeling the 
incredible and salacious sensations climbing up his heavy, driving shaft as 
Ginny sucked him faster and faster, her cheeks bloating with the thick long 
rod. Jesus! It had been unbelievable last night, fucking her dewy tiny 
asshole, but this was too excruciatingly exquisite. This girl who looked so 
innocent and virginal and beautiful not only knew how to fuck, she knew how 
to suck! Watching Clint ramming her asshole and Larry bucking into her pussy 
only made it more crazy and wild! Her hands were even full of cock, for on 
the other side of Larry, Tony was getting his slicked and skinned and milked 
by her white curved hands.


Larry knew he couldn't last much longer! His head was swimming and his prick 
was ready to explode in a galactic explosion that would turn the world on 
its axis a few extra spins. Goddamn! Ginny was putting out like he'd never 
seen a woman put out before. She was so damned prissy, don't touch me, at 
first... but once you turned her on, there was no shutting her off! The feel 
of her hot clenching, sucking, pulsing vaginal walls was driving him over 
the precipice. She'd make him cum if he just lay there and let her do all 
the work ... which he couldn't. He couldn't just lay there! His hips thrust 
up and lurched and bucked as the fermenting, convulsing, milking, churning 
muscular bands so deep inside her white belly worked on the length of his 
solid rod of flesh.


"That's it, baby.... that's it! Jesus!" Clint was moaning and fucking into 
Ginny's asshole with mounting fury, his eyes focused on her tiny asshole. As 
he retreated, the pink ridges of her flesh pulled out, clinging to his cock, 
unwilling to let him go, and they disappeared as he shoved forward into the 
clasping, vise-tight depth of her body. Gus was right ... this was even 
better than having Ginny in the office in his high-backed chair. Her asshole 
was even tighter than her cunt and God knows that was tighter and smaller 
and lasciviously better in every way than any broad's he knew. Goddamn! He 
hadn't been lying when he told Gus she was the most fantastic fuck in Los 
Angeles county. He'd always wanted to try the sandwich method and he'd 
chosen the right spot! Not only that, she deserved it. He'd been right! She 
was only good for one thing ... fucking. She'd fouled up the assignment as 
he knew she would ... and she deserved whatever she got! She was exactly in 
the spot women ought to be ... laid out under a man!


Tony grabbed Ginny's hands and held them tighter, wrapped around his 
enormous pulsating probe. He threw his hips into the tight warmth of her 
clasping hands, fucking into them as though they were her sopping cunt. Her 
hands were sending jolts of electrical charge through his loins and aching 
balls. Her thumbs kept grazing the velvety head while her palms and fingers 
were gripping his prong like he was a lifeline! She shucked the thing up and 
down like she could see it ... even though her head was turned to the other 
side and her mouth was filled with Gus' prick! He didn't know what had 
happened to Sylvia, but he couldn't worry about it at this point.


Ginny had lost all contact with the world, her body was on a trip that was 
going to carry her to other planets. The tearing, reaming pain in her 
backside had miraculously eased and a licentious feeling had added to the 
mounting peaks of sensation that were building in her to a volcanic 
eruption! The two great gigantic commanding cocks that were racing into the 
depths of her body were neck and neck, almost meeting through the thin 
fragile membrane inside her belly. Her mouth was filled with Gus and she 
could feel his enormous purple-headed shaft pulsating and getting ready to 
fire gallons of nourishing cum deep inside her throat to slide down to her 
churning belly. A crazy feeling of protectiveness, of nurture emanated from 
her palms and fingers that sheltered, incited and drove Tony to his 
impending climax. The immense pulsings in his huge beautiful penile organ 
were strangely dear to her. She knew her mind must be going ... how could 
she feel the wheeling, colliding, contradictory emotions that she was 
feeling otherwise? But it would be all right ... she would die, here at the 
pseudo Roman orgy of the Swingers' Convention ... impaled on two cocks, 
another drowning her working throat and her white hands clinging to another.


Sylvia screamed shrilly as she felt the gyroscopic, frenzied, whirling, 
orbiting in her sucking, in-drawing cunt and the walls of her vagina 
convulse over Paul's voracious mouth that was fucking her with his hot, 
insatiable tongue. Her long gold-frosted fingernails dug his shoulders in 
deep blood-letting convulsions as she threw her flowering and opening pussy 
deeper into his face and his swollen, talented tongue fired into her depths 
in searing poker-hot stabs .. cauterizing her very flesh.


Natalie sucked the throbbing thistle-headed stalk of Paul's penis down her 
working throat until she was almost gagging. Suddenly she had to have that 
hot, pulsing, growing shaft deep inside her belly. Her mouth slid slowly, 
tongue swirling round and round, until she sucked up to the very tip. Then, 
while it jerked in her hand, she climbed over it and aimed it straight into 
her aching depths. Natalie sat carefully on its mammoth head and very slowly 
impaled herself on its rigid length. An agonizingly sweet, warm, filling 
sensation flooded through her aching, needing, pulsing pussy. Oh God! She 
had needed this for so long ... for so terribly long! The fact that it was a 
stranger's cock made it even better. She had no worry about the emotional 
dueling that she had always had with men she knew ... particularly Clint... 
who was determined to beat her into just a female body and nothing else. Oh 
God. This was so exquisite. He could not even see her ... his head still 
buried in Sylvia's cunt and so he was a disembodied, pulsing, driving, 
jerking cocksman who fulfilled her ... just organ in organ. It was beautiful 
and good and exactly what she needed. Clint could rave all he wanted ... 
he'd insisted they try this ... and now she would never go back to being 
anything but a swinger. She intended to have dozens of men ... all different 
... all exciting ... all useful to her. Her hips writhed and rotated as she 
screwed herself onto that life-prolonging prick of his. As she ground 
herself down on him, he bucked up under her, sending the huge, jerking 
instrument deep into her heaving, clutching belly!


Suddenly Natalie felt the spasm start and she grabbed Paul's lurching hard 
hips in her hand, digging into his muscular flesh as she felt the bursting, 
lascivious orgasm shake her every cell with its blinding eruption. 
"EEEEEEIIIIAAA ... AAAAHHHHHHEEEEEE!" Even her own voice screaming out her 
release sounded foreign to her ears in its intensity and abandon. She was 
sufficient unto herself ... except for this ... but this was life itself!


Lucille had cum twice already and she could feel the digging, teasing, 
tantalizing fingers still egging her on toward another stupendous climax. Oh 
Christ! They'd picked a winner this time. This seedy-looking Texan hiding 
behind the service bar was more man than she'd had in a long time! His 
fingers were long and knowledgeable, and her imagination caught fire and 
blazed at the thought of what he could do to just one woman. With a man like 
this around she wouldn't need masturbating body jewelry. His hands and cock 
and mouth could generate a hundred orgasms a day in a woman! She shook at 
the thought. His thumb found her clitoris as his two long fingers continued 
to fuck into her sopping cunt and it was just as though he had pressed the 
magic button. A r -sounding brilliant insistent ringing sound clanged 
through her body and she bucked and arched, her head thrown back and her 
hands coming down to clamp his hard forearm as she fucked furiously into 
that depraved hand. Lucille felt the world shatter again as her salivating 
pussy burst once more. She was only held upright by his sunken hand which 
her thighs were clasping so hard that it all but disappeared from sight 
inside her screaming body.


Paul felt the screams and spasms through his own flesh as each of the naked 
women came. He didn't know how he had managed to hang on so long. It was as 
though he had an obligation to live up to what three strange naked women 
thought he could do .. . and by God he'd done it! Suddenly their arching, 
screaming bodies, their soft feminine flesh that his own had stiffened to 
raging Amazon intensity, set his own intricate masculine mechanism on the 
inexorable path to glory! Jesus! God a mighty! He could feel his cock 
swelling inside Natalie's still clenching cunt and the breath came roaring 
out his mouth in near sobs, for Sylvia had fallen away and half lay on the 
floor below the couch.


He felt the engines of his balls fire and blow in thick boiling cream down 
the constricting tunnel of his prick, gushing out the nozzle in a searing 
spray against the rubbery cervix deep in Natalie's belly. She milked and 
sucked the fiery liquid into her grateful body. On and on it roared and 
spewed the scalding streams and his quaking body pumped and pumped his life 
force in the deep pool of a strange and beautiful womb. Jesus! Jesus! Jesus!


Ginny had had three orgasms on the digging prod of Larry's prick that arched 
and drove into her mercilessly, but they were only preludes, shaking as they 
had been, to what she could feel building in her loins. A strange salacious, 
supernova climax was about to burst inside her frantic body, for she could 
feel the two cocks slamming into her with frenzied speed and sureness. Her 
hour had come. She would die with their bursting bombs inside her flesh and 
the semen from three men would mix in her belly ... three men who had tried 
to use her as her father had used her poor mother ... but she, Ginny Blake, 
had turned the tables ... it was she who now used them! She was using the 
very essence of their maleness to satisfy her lusting, now 
trained-to-carnality flesh.


She felt Clint scream behind her. his great body pressing her down and down 
on the sharp, stabbing prick inside her. Then his gushing, searing semen 
boiled into her sucking asshole in a flood of his own groaning joy. She 
could feel it back up from sheer volume and run in thick trickles down her 
thighs.


"Ginny Blake!" Her eyes opened wearily and at first could not focus ... 
seeing only breasts ... small female breasts. At last the face looking down 
at Ginny, her mouth stuffed still with Gus' fucking cock, at last that face 
above her cleared. It was Natalie. "Ginny Blake ... you're fired!" And the 
apparition was gone.


"FUUUCCCKKKKKKKKK!" Gus yelled and Ginny had to fight to keep from drowning 
on his seething shooting load of hot sticky cum juice bubbling down her 
sucking throat in gallons of orgasmic bliss. The eruptions came so fast that 
she could not be sure just whose started first, her own or Larry's, but 
screams filled the air and Tony jerked in her hands and cursed in Italian. 
She felt the spray from his bursting prick hit her face on one side and burn 
like drops of acid etching her skin. Another scream and another and her own 
straining, agony of sound and fury could not be distinguished except inside 
her own bursting flesh that was demolished and torn asunder, and she knew 
her time had come. The spasms shook the twined bodies and the sparks arced 
and fused and ignited and blended and Ginny felt her very marrow melt in the 
heat and her cells disintegrate and she was grateful ... for she was home at 
last. She soared and glided and was expelled and the nothingness awaited her 
and she hoped she would not wake.


Larry was gone, though he still feebly spewed a last thin stream into her 
dying body. Her job, she remembered now, was gone, too. She was mashed 
between the limp creatures that she had used at last. Her eyes closed and 
the breaths of living bodies pumped and blew and slowed. Destruction was 
upon her. The swingers had swung and Ginny Blake had swung too high.


THE END
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Chapter 1


Blackjack clung like a beachside fishing village to the ash gray desert 
that sprawled as far as the eye could see toward the craggy-hewn peaks 
of the Kingston Range, a motley collection of sun-parched ridges in the 
southern end of the California Sierras. To the north lay the natural 
furnace of Death Valley; less than a hundred miles beyond the 
mountains, Las Vegas nestled like a multicolored jewel in the parched 
wilderness of the Mojave. It was almost mid-day, and today, like every 
other day of the year, most activity had ground tediously to a 
standstill so that men and machines could be replenished. A dozen or so 
of the men huddled under the tin roof of the open-ended maintenance 
shed, talking quietly so as not to exert themselves in the scorching 
heat, waiting for the signal to shuffle back over the powdery wastes 
and return to their jobs on the oil derricks. Blackjack had a long, if 
not glorious, history as a mining town. First as a base camp for 
fruitless gold hunts in the killer mountains, later as a home for borax 
miners, and now, though mostly in ruin except for a few unpainted 
cabins that were still inhabitable, as the temporary hometown for 
nearly twenty "roughnecks" and whatever families they possessed. 
Blackjack had been invaded seven months ago by Benny Terrell and his 
ragged crew of fortune hunters, in search of an elusive reservoir of 
crude oil that might or might not exist, in hopes of a fortune that 
might or might not fall into their hands. And all of them, including 
Jamie Olsen, working for wages that seemed as elusive as this tricky 
oil field they were searching for.


Sarah Olsen, Jamie's twenty year old wife of three months, sat alone 
and sullen on the shaky front porch of their tiny two room shack, her 
rocking chair carefully positioned so that the runners did not cause 
any weight to be placed upon the dozen or so completely rotted planks 
in the porch's unpainted floor. She rocked slowly and gently in the 
midday heat so as not to use up too much precious strength--there was 
still dinner to cook, if you could call boiled potatoes and pork belly 
a dinner, and dishes to wash ... and Jamie's one decent work-shirt to 
be hand scrubbed and hung on the line stretched across the porch to dry 
in less than a half hour in the desert's hot waterless breeze. 
Sometimes she felt that the desert's furnace-hot wind was drying her 
out much the same way, draining her whole young body of its very 
youthfulness just as it sucked the moisture from a dripping-wet shirt 
in twenty minutes or so.


Scanning the black on white type of the newspaper old Mr. Parker 
brought her from his supply run into the city, Sarah brushed her blonde 
hair from her eyes and wiped her forehead instinctively. 
"Instinctively" because out here in the desert there was really no need 
for that; perspiration evaporated as fast as it beaded up on your skin 
in this zero humidity heat. All morning long she had carefully gone 
down the long, finely-printed columns, x-ing them off one by one, 
narrowing her hopes for any escape from this perpetual furnace she was 
trapped in as surely as a sinner is trapped in purgatory. One by one, 
each tiny inked-in "X" snuffing a little more of the flicker of hope 
that ached in her breast, Sarah Marie Olsen had eliminated her methods 
of escape and her chances for another life outside this hell hole that 
only a money-maddened wildcatter with a cooked brain could call a town.


And now there was just one chance left. There could be no turning back 
if she managed to make it this once, Jamie was no man to be trifled 
with! She knew only too well that he would beat her until she wouldn't 
be able to run away again if he caught her or if she had to turn back. 
Mr. Parker was taking his life in his hands in agreeing to drive her 
into town, but maybe he figured at his age there wasn't really much to 
live for anyway. Sarah looked, eyes squinting in the blazing California 
desert sun, to see if the office shack was empty. It was! In that 
little clapboard hut was the camp's only telephone, her one link with 
the outside world ... that magic place with flowers and cool showers 
and running water and people who could laugh and not talk only of 
elusive oil strikes that would never come and towns and cars and sounds 
and smells. Out there was everything that she had left behind when she 
somehow fell in love with Jamie Olsen, everything she had thrown away 
when she stupidly agreed to come with him on this fool's mission on the 
backside of nowhere.


She glanced down the rutted dirt street that connected all the 
crumbling shacks, the ones in use and the ones too far gone for even 
the likes of these people to live in. The men had piled onto the 
flatbed and gone back to the drilling site; and the women, the few that 
were still here, were all resting or napping inside out of the mind-
numbing heat. This was it, now or never! Sarah got up and moved slowly 
toward the open door of the office shack, angling toward the tin-roofed 
food storage building first in case someone spotted her.


She rechecked the number she had scribbled on the inside of an empty 
cigarette package and waited for the operator to answer somewhere south 
toward the highway and the cities of the real world. This was the 
moment she had dreamed of, walked the floor over, for weeks on end. If 
the voice on the end of that line held out the slightest hope for her, 
she would be out of this hell on earth within twenty four hours ... and 
she would never look back!


Chapter 2


It wasn't so long ago really, but all that seemed to have been in 
another world to Sarah now, another life somewhere that she had lived 
through and was now ended, no more a part of her life now than night 
was a part of day, or one day a part of the one before. That was over, 
gone, past, and nothing counted any longer save the present. And each 
day that she lived now was one more to make up for the miserable ones 
that came before.


Sarah was truly happy now, she was finally doing something wild and 
exciting, just like all her girlish daydreams when she was in high 
school back in Utah, dreaming of a life somewhere filled with reckless 
deeds and adventure, instead of endless piles of dirty dishes and a 
smelly man's socks draped over the shower curtain. Ever since her first 
trip to the zoo as a kid, she had always had a special spot in her 
heart for animals, all kinds of animals, so when she spotted that ad in 
the classified section that blistering hot afternoon a month ago, it 
was only natural that she give it a try at least. Mr. Hawkins her boss 
now, said that it was her girlish enthusiasm and sincerity that landed 
it for her, but whatever it was, she was grateful. It had called for, 
simply, an "attractive young girl who loves animals for assistant's job 
with traveling zoo and animal show. See the American and Canadian west 
and get paid for it!" And now the job was hers, special assistant to 
Mr. Henry Hawkins at a hundred and fifty a week, all expenses paid. It 
was like a dream come true; Sarah was fearful of waking up and finding 
herself back in Blackjack with all those coarse, uninteresting people, 
listening to them talk of bits and derricks and barrels of oil until 
she died of old age, penniless and still stuck in that God-forsaken 
hole in the Mojave Desert.


But it was indeed all real, not something she had fantasized out of 
sheer desperation. She had gone to see Mr. Hawkins, riding into town 
with Mr. Parker when he went to get the mail and supplies, and she 
never went back, not even to get her clothes. Mr. Hawkins hired her on 
the spot, and she swore old Mr. Parker to secrecy, as no one had seen 
them leave together. Her new boss seemed quite concerned about her 
marriage difficulties, and he even offered her an advance on her first 
week's salary so that she could buy a few new clothes and not have to 
spend another second with that coarse slug of a husband back in 
Blackjack.


She did take the time to write her husband a letter, though, which was 
probably more than he deserved. Mr. Hawkins mailed it for her in Las 
Vegas when he had to drive up there on business. She could just imagine 
Jamie, red-faced and blustering, clad most likely in work jeans and 
steel-toed boots, storming into Las Vegas and demanding of someone, 
probably the first policeman he spotted, that they return his wife 
before he got really mad and wrecked the whole place. Jamie was like 
that, though he certainly had contained it well enough when he was 
courting her; he thought a wife was just another piece of property, 
like a monkey-wrench or an old comfortable pair of shoes, so he treated 
her accordingly. As near as he could figure it, being the wife of Jamie 
Olsen was a distinct privilege, something to be thankful for, and that 
should be enough to satisfy any woman. Nice clothes? Tenderness? A good 
life? Hell, that was for dudes and rich folks, not for Jamie. Hard 
dirty work and chasing the rainbow was all he knew, all his father and 
his father before him ever knew ... and Sarah hoped he would be happy 
with it now that he had it all to himself.


*   *   *


They were on the road now, somewhere north of the Canadian-U.S. border 
and rolling further toward the oil field and construction camps of the 
Northwest Territories. It was ironic, in a way, that Sarah had escaped 
from one oilworkers' town and was heading for another, but it wasn't 
the same this time. She was on the move; the show's schedule called for 
not more than two days in any location, so she would see lots and lots 
of scenery between stops. And besides, there would be dozens of 
interesting people to meet along their full season's schedule that 
brought them back, by the coming on of winter, to California, not just 
the few boring souls back in Blackjack who were always the same--dull 
and uninteresting--day in and day out.


Sarah rode in the pickup with Mr. Hawkins and one of the animal 
trainers, a young kid named Sammy who was working his first season also 
with the show. There was a large camper body attached to the truck, 
with a tiny crawlway between the cab and the camper, so she could 
squirm through and get cokes or beer for them whenever the guys asked 
for it or sneak a few winks on the double bed that stretched over the 
roof of the pickup cab and gave her a panoramic view of the majestic 
Canadian Rockies as they passed on her right. Behind them, but not 
traveling in convoy because it was too dangerous in the event of an 
accident, were two other employees, Hawkins' right hand man, Al Badger, 
and the other woman who worked with the show, someone Sarah knew only 
as Gloria. They rode in an old station wagon that towed the trailer 
they seemed to share.


And behind them, further still scattered back along their route, were 
the trucks, three of them, that carried the animals from the show. They 
had left the wintering site pretty soon after Sarah took the job, so 
she really hadn't spent much time with any of them, but they all 
appeared to be quite healthy and well-cared for and she was glad of 
that. She had had it in the back of her mind that some of these 
traveling menagerie shows did not take care of their caged animals, and 
Sarah wanted no part of any kind of abuse like that. She could not bear 
the thought of anyone mistreating a captive animal, or a wild one, for 
that matter. To her, that was as alien as beating an infant or whipping 
a child with a heavy leather belt. Maybe it was because of the way she 
had been so badly treated by her mother's second husband before she 
finally ran away and got married to the first jerk who offered a time-
payment ring and had enough for the marriage license. Of course, she 
had not seen it in quite that light then, but it was becoming clearer 
now all the time as she sat quietly while Sammy and Mr. Hawkins took 
turns with the pickup, coming into focus like a television tube warming 
up. And it wasn't a picture she liked ... nor one she ever wanted to 
relive. This was all so exciting, a whole new world out there, and 
Sarah planned to see every inch of it.


Chapter 3


Hawkins had made arrangements ahead to have space available at a 
privately-owned campground outside Soda Creek, British Columbia for the 
show's vehicles, as the drive necessitated a stop halfway from the 
Canadian border to the first show stop across the territorial line into 
the Yukon. This would be their only overnight rest before the show 
arrived, as from here on, they would simply stop individually to change 
drivers, sleeping in their vehicles until they reached Line Creek, 
where they would set up for the resident families and transient workers 
engaged there in building a highway through to the coast.


Hawkins was driving when they arrived, and after stopping for a back-
slapping welcome from the campground's manager, a one-legged retired 
lumberjack named "Stump" Moran, he personally guided the vehicles into 
place for the night as they arrived. Sleeping arrangements were 
something her new employer had failed to really explain to Sarah, but 
she wasn't actually concerned, for Mr. Hawkins was obviously a harmless 
enough old eccentric, all wound up in his animals, busying himself like 
a leathery white-haired elf as he scurried from trailer to trailer and 
bedded everyone down for the night. Sarah offered her help, but Hawkins 
insisted that she remain in the camper. "Plenty of weak minds and 
strong backs for this kind of work," he had explained. When she 
suggested mat this might indeed be a perfect time for getting to know 
some of the others, Gloria particularly, as she was the only other 
woman along, Hawkins rebuffed her icily. It was strangely out of 
character for him, and Sarah was somewhat hurt when he "suggested" 
quite firmly that she find something to keep her occupied inside the 
trailer.


Sarah was surprised at this sudden chill, but she took it calmly 
enough; after all, this had been a long tiring day and anyone, even 
nice old Henry Hawkins, was entitled to be a bit frayed around the 
edges. She was there in the pickup camper alone when he returned over 
an hour later. Only by finding a distant American radio station on the 
camper's receiver had she managed to stave off the worrying 
restlessness of boredom, but she was quite relaxed and contented now 
when he came back, and the warm smile on the middle-aged man's face put 
her even more at ease.


"Sorry to have to leave you so long like this, Miss Olsen ... oh, 
excuse me, Mrs. Olsen, I forget you're still really married," 
apologized the middle-aged graying man quite sheepishly. Sarah found 
herself embarrassed by his shyness, his self-effacing manner.


"Oh, don't give it another thought. I was quite happy, really. It's 
nice to be able to relax and enjoy the quiet of this beautiful 
countryside. And you ought to call me Sarah, then there wouldn't be any 
problem remembering that silly ol' Miss or Mrs.," said Sarah smiling in 
relief at being back in his good graces again. Hawkins smiled at her 
suggestion and nodded, then opened the camper's refrigerator and pulled 
out a cold beer.


"Want one?" he asked. "Nothing better'n beer to cut the dirt from a 
hard day's driving."


Sarah shook her head. "I know it sounds silly in this day and age, but 
I don't drink. Guess it was 'cause my pappa ... stepfather, actually 
... drank so much and I grew up seeing the ugly side of liquor. Never 
really cared for it since I can remember."


The wrinkle-faced, sun-toughened old man grinned. "Yep, you're probably 
wise. Liquor never did anybody any real good, even the weak stuff like 
beer and wine. Still though, I guess I'm too old to change my evil ways 
now." Sarah's lips eased into a smile at the thought of nice ol' Mr. 
Hawkins being evil. Christ, after some of the people she had known--or 
the one she'd married--he was like a man of the cloth. "You don't mind 
if I have this beer, do ya'?" he asked.


"Of course not! I didn't mean for you to think I was some kind of do-
gooder or something," she explained hurriedly, not wanting to risk 
offending her new boss. "I haven't got anything against drinking. I 
just don't like it for myself, that's all. Don't go getting any notions 
that I'm that kind of person!"


Hawkins slowly turned his head from side to side, his eyes never 
leaving her for a second. "That's good, Sarah. 'Cause life gets a 
little bit tarnished sometimes traveling around the country like this. 
You don't have to become hardened to it, though, just be able to bend 
enough when the times comes, and you'll do nicely ... really nicely."


Sarah felt an unexpected chill run through her veins ... that 
quickening that tells you something isn't quite the way it should be. 
But that was outrageous, everything was better than it had been for her 
in years! She quickly shrugged it off and made herself another cup of 
coffee and sat down opposite Hawkins at the fold-down dining table 
opposite the galley-style kitchen. He reached up and turned on the gas 
mantle of the built-in lamp that hung on the wall beside them and held 
a paper match to the mantle until it burst into flame and settled into 
a white-hot glow that illuminated the cabin like an electric light 
bulb.


They sat there in silence for an uncomfortably long time, Sarah curious 
and restless from the excitement of this new life unfolding for her so 
quickly, Hawkins quiet and pensive, his mind somewhere else as he gazed 
out the curtained window through the trees to the opposite clearing 
where his crew was busily making preparations for settling down for the 
night. There were voices carrying through the fifty yards or so that 
separated them from the others, mixed with the muffled sounds of 
stirring animals caged in their trailers as the trainer and Sammy moved 
from cage to cage, dispensing the night's ration of food and water, 
plus an occasional dose of vitamins or veterinary prescription to one 
or the other mildly ailing beasts.


"Uh, I guess you're sort of used to all this traveling by now ... I 
mean, you've been to all these places before so many times probably," 
she said, feebly making some kind of conversation.


Hawkins looked as if he had been very far away. "What? Oh, yes, you're 
absolutely right. But I never get tired of it all. This is the kind of 
life I was born for, and I don't ever aim to change. I guess I'll die 
one day up here on the road somewhere. Won't be nobody around to mourn 
over me 'cept Lobo."


"Lobo? That means wolf, doesn't it?"


"Not only means it, he is a wolf."


"You've got a wolf? I didn't see him with the other animals." Hawkins 
shook his head. "No, I don't keep him down in California. He stays up 
here with "Stump" during the winter, and I just take him with me when I 
come through. He's out by those trees there. Take a look, I think you 
can probably still see him."


Sarah peered out the fogged-over window, first wiping a spot clear with 
her fist. "Oh, you weren't teasing! There he is ... and he's not tied 
or anything!"


"Tied! Lobo? He wouldn't stand for it. 'Sides I've raised him ever 
since he was a pup. One of our trucks accidentally killed his mother 
and I took him in. Had to feed him just like a natural baby for months. 
He and I are pretty good pals now, like I was his real pappa or 
something."


Sarah started to giggle at the thought of Mr. Hawkins fathering a 
timber wolf, but the look of misty-eyed seriousness on the old man's 
face cut her short. By God, he was serious, all right! That mean-
looking animal out there running around loose was like a son to him! 
Well, anybody his age was due a few eccentricities, she supposed. If 
that was all she had to contend with, it wouldn't be hard at all. "When 
do I start work, Mr. Hawkins? I mean, when do I really start to do 
something? It's nice and all just sitting around, but I get sort of 
bored. You know what I mean?" she asked, her soft blue eyes twinkling.


A slowly spreading grin worked its way through the sun-parched wrinkles 
around Hawkins' face. "Don't worry, honey. We'll have plenty for you to 
do soon enough. Hey, you sure you don't want a drink? I know one 
special I bet you'd like."


"Well, maybe just one. But I can't drink anything real strong. You'll 
have to make it kinda' weak for me or I'll get sick."


Henry Hawkins guffawed, reminding Sarah of some grizzled miner she'd 
once seen in an old Bogart movie, but she couldn't remember the name. 
"You break me up, girl! You're kinda' refreshing, like a breath of 
spring air around this bunch of drunks and dee-gen-erates. Don't worry, 
I'll fix you a special ..."


Chapter 4


Sarah knew even before that first mouthful had started a gentle glow in 
her belly that taking a drink at all was a terrible mistake. Jamie had 
told her once when they were going to a party that she should be doubly 
careful since she wasn't used to drinking and, unlike the more 
experienced, could not tell when she had had enough until it was too 
late.


This stuff tasted good enough--a "Cuba Libre" he called it, whatever 
that meant--in fact, it was hard to taste anything other than the coke 
he made it with. She didn't know what else was in it, except for the 
slice of lemon she could see floating on top, because he had gone over 
to Gloria's trailer. "Don't have the mixin's here," he had explained.


"Well, how do you like it?" he asked, her, his head cocked sort of 
apprehensively.


"Okay ... it's sort of like a Coca-Cola with something warm in it, but 
the Coke's all I can really taste."


"Well, just take your time with it. You'll get used to it soon enough. 
Not that I'm trying to turn you into some sort of lush or something, 
mind you. But you'll probably need a drink once in a while when we 
really get rolling. It's pretty hectic around this show sometimes."


Sarah nodded. She wanted to ask him once again just exactly what her 
duties would be, but she thought better of it. He did not seem to be 
disposed to tell her very much right now, and Sarah figured it best to 
just let things ride as they were. After all, she was getting paid good 
money for doing nothing, so far, so who was she to complain?


They talked for a while longer, Sarah mindful of the fact that her 
words were beginning to slur a bit around the edges and that some of 
her thoughts seemed to ramble a bit more than usual. But she wasn't 
drunk, she was certain of that. Maybe she was no experienced drinker, 
but she surely knew enough to know when to stop. Hawkins fixed her 
another and she reluctantly accepted it, and she thought for a moment 
it was a bit strange that he seemed to have everything he needed right 
here in the camper this time. But why worry? The night was cool and 
quiet, save for an occasional growl from one of the big cats or a roar 
from the show's big star, Jomo, the African gorilla, safely locked 
behind the double steel bars of his cage where she'd seen him--just 
once--before they left California.


Hawkins rambled on a bit, relating how he had picked up the traveling 
show for a song from a Mexican couple who needed the money. He 
conveniently left out the rest of the story--how they were desperate 
for money for their son's much-needed operation and he loaned it to 
them, taking the show as collateral. Hawkins was in the used furniture 
business then, as he called it, though his real trade was in taking 
over delinquent furniture store accounts and foreclosing for the goods 
and reselling it to Chicanos in Los Angeles. It had been a quite 
lucrative business, sometimes bringing the same goods back two or three 
times before he mistakenly sold them to someone who could actually hope 
to make the payments.


That was a part of his life he didn't talk much about, particularly 
with new employees. People sometimes got the wrong idea. Just like when 
they called him heartless for taking the old couple's livelihood just 
because their only son died on the operating table, and they lacked the 
money to make their note payment on time. Hell, business is business, 
he always said, and if you can't take it, you shouldn't be in it. At 
least that was the way Henry Hawkins saw things--he never believed in 
giving any quarter, just as he expected none if the chips happened to 
be on the opposite side.


But it wasn't good to dwell too much on thoughts like that now ... 
there was something much more important at hand. Yes, this cute little 
thing was in for a real surprise. Just about another hour oughta' do 
it, he though. He nearly chuckled out loud as he thought of the look on 
Gloria's face as he dumped the powdery Spanish Fly into Sarah's syrupy 
rum and coke. There was always plenty of it in the veterinary cupboard 
for when they breeded the animals ... and for other little surprises 
like this one. Gloria had been the first, and she was getting close to 
the end of her prime now, though God knows she certainly didn't need 
any drugs to help her out now. Christ, she could fuck the balls off a 
dozen men before she got her second wind. But this one ... this one was 
sweet and still innocent. Marriage may have cost her her cherry, but 
she was just as pure as the day she turned sixteen, and that was just 
what the show needed. Oh yeah, little lady, you're in for a big 
surprise ... you'll probably wet those sweet white panties when you 
find out what's really in store for you, but you'll come around, they 
all do. And I'm gonna' have some real fun with you while you're making 
up your mind. Yes sir, some real fun!


Chapter 5


Gloria was waiting impatiently at the door of her silver-colored 
trailer when Hawkins returned from his camper. She was wearing a man's 
shirt tied to make a kind of halter and a pair of ragged jeans and 
boots, her usual around-camp wear. "Well, how'd it go, Henry? Hurry up, 
tell me!" she urged eagerly. Nearly an hour had passed since he came 
over here through the wooded thicket to dump that powerful aphrodisiac 
into the new blonde's drink, and she was beside herself with expectant 
curiosity.


"She took it like mother's milk," he grinned in the macabre yellow 
glare of the trailer's outside bulb. "Shouldn't be long now."


"Ooo, I can hardly wait," the mid-thirtyish woman squealed. "Al, hey 
Al, Henry's back!" she yelled in that sort of hoarse whisper-shout of 
someone wishing to yell without being heard too far away. A pot-bellied 
slight balding man in his mid-forties shuffled groggily into view from 
the battered trailer's tiny bedroom. He was holding an open half-quart 
can of beer and an unlit cigarette was dangling from his lower lip. It 
stayed there as he spoke, held in place by the wetness of the beer he'd 
obviously just finished. "Went like clockwork, huh, Henry?" he 
inquired, dropping the emptied beer can into a plastic trash can lined 
with newspaper that was positioned by the bedroom door. "When you think 
she'll be ready? I wouldn't mind a piece o' her ass myself. Did you see 
those legs? And tits! Man, she's got a pair like one o' them fold-out 
girlies."


Gloria glared at him half seriously. "You just shut your mouth, Al 
Badger. You can't even satisfy the woman you've got, much less go 
spreading it around."


Henry laughed out loud and his employee's face momentarily flushed. 
"Shit, Gloria," said the heavier one with the tee-shirt that failed to 
cover his protruding belly. "It'd take half the men in Canada to 
satisfy you and you know it."


"Goddamn right, if they all had cocks like that scrawny one of yours!" 
she taunted.


"Scrawny! You can go to hell, you ol' whore, I ain't never had any 
complaints before!"


"Now, now, you two, save all that energy for later. And anyway, Gloria, 
you're gonna' be gettin' all the cock you can handle when we give that 
first show."


Gloria felt a shiver of anticipation run up her spine at just the 
thought. She'd done some pretty far-out things since signing up with 
Henry Hawkins, at least since he found out there wasn't any money in 
menagerie shows for kiddies and bored grownups. That was when he 
decided to add something new, something special just for the men-folks 
and an occasional thrill-seeking woman or two. That was where she came 
in--the special show, the one that cost five dollars a head and was 
well worth it. She put one on, all right, left them with their tongues 
hanging out when she'd polished off that wolf of Henry's ... and 
sometimes a donkey if the crowd was right and she felt up to it. Not to 
mention the one or two she always took out of the audience, just to 
give the locals something to talk about after they'd pulled up and 
left. But sometime on this tour, they would try something new and 
different ... and even Gloria was nervous about how it would work out.


"Gimme' a beer, Al, and I'll go back and see how our new little girl is 
doing with the something special I gave her. She oughta' be about to 
come in her pants about right now."


"How about it, Henry? You gonna' share this one now, or have I got to 
stand in line?"


"Oh no, not tonight, it's too soon for that. But I tell you what--you 
two come on over in a little while and take a look-see through that 
window over the sink. Maybe you'll get a little show, who knows!"


*   *   *


Sarah had already slipped out of her clothes and into a pale green 
nightie before Henry Hawkins walked the distance over to Al and 
Gloria's trailer. She was tired and sleepy and the couple of drinks her 
new boss fixed her made it even worse, so all she wanted was to get 
under those covers and close her eyes.


But then it happened ... not all at once, but in little short spurts, 
brief quivering spasms of intense feeling and stimulation that coursed 
through her scantily-clad young body in surge after surge of 
frightening strangeness. It didn't worry her much at first; after all, 
it could have been anything--the onset of some virus from all the 
travel and excitement, or maybe just her insides knotting up from the 
newness of all this or ... but there was soon no way of kidding 
herself. Something, indeed, had happened to her, just as surely as if a 
hidden switch inside her brain had been triggered open. First the 
feeling of blood rushing heatedly to her belly, then the tingling 
spreading upward through her thighs, then to her lushly quivering 
breasts where they reddened slightly and began to swell with an 
excitement all their own. And then her tiny young nipples began to 
throb as if in wicked perverse accompaniment to the unknown song of 
quickening desire that was somehow welling inside her at this very 
moment.


Her mind reeled for a moment and then her confused thoughts, blurred by 
the effects of the unaccustomed liquor, began to come together in one 
frightening melange of apprehension and suspicious fear. What is 
happening to me? Something's wrong ... maybe I've been poisoned. Yes, 
that's it, poisoned! No, that can't be right, who would poison me? 
Maybe it's the liquor, maybe I'm allergic to something in those drinks.


"You sick or somethin', Sarah?" She jumped half a foot off the camper 
floor at the sudden intrusion; turning, startled, she saw that Mr. 
Hawkins had let himself in through the unlocked door and was standing 
there in the doorway only a few feet away. Only she couldn't see him, 
at least not clearly. He was more a smeared, shapeless mass to her 
blurry eyes than the man she remembered from just a short while ago.


"You scared me. I didn't know you were coming back," she said slowly 
and deliberately, wondering if the words sounded the same on the other 
side of her lips as they did to her. She was shaking her head from side 
to side, as if that might clear the murkiness from her mind and enable 
her to think clearly once again ...


"Sorry, honey," he smiled. "I guess I should have knocked. Didn't know 
you were getting ready for bed." He glanced down along the scarcely 
concealed smooth curves of her voluptuous young body, her high jutting 
breasts and long shapely legs clearly visible to his obviously 
appraising stare. She crossed her arms over her firmly ripened breasts 
and stirred uncomfortably, uneasy under the suddenly coldness of his 
gaze.


"I ... I guess I must have a bit of an upset stomach. Maybe it's the 
change in scenery. I've heard it can do that to you, huh?"


"That's right, Sarah, just a little virus or something," he said 
warmly, and she quickly felt reassured, though no less uncomfortable 
standing here like this. He might have been old enough to be her 
father, but that was no fatherly look in his eyes when he first came 
in. "Better let me take a look. I'm no doctor, but traveling around 
like I do in the back country, I've had to pick up a bit of medicine 
just to keep all my folk in one piece. Not to mention all the 
vet'rinary learning I've managed to accumulate."


"Oh, I'm all right. It's n-nothing," she stammered nervously as he 
stepped toward her. She was afraid of him--she didn't like this new 
chilling hardness in his eyes. It was incredible--even when he talked 
so sweetly, it was still there. It couldn't have been there before ... 
or maybe she just didn't see it then. "P-please, really, it's just a 
cold or something. I'll go on to bed and I'll be as fit as can be in 
the morning, honest!"


A menacing, yellow-toothed grin opened his face like it had been hacked 
with a cleaver. "Just the same, I better take a look. Can't be too 
careful, you know."


The rough-skinned man stepped toward her, and the terrified young 
blonde backed hastily toward the rear of the camper, as if some sort of 
security were offered by the wall at her back, though there was no way 
out except through the door behind Hawkins or through the tiny crawlway 
into the truck cab which was out of the question. She stopped moving 
backwards only when her back touched the back wall, her neck just below 
the edge of the bed that was above the truck cab. There was nowhere 
else to go. Suddenly, with no warning, he reached out to her and, with 
a coarse sneering laugh, gripped the flimsy gauze-like sheerness of her 
nightie in one calloused hand and, with a quick twist, yanked the thin 
garment from her smooth shoulders, ripping it in half like it was a 
strip of toweling. She stood all but naked before his eagerly probing 
eyes, as much confused and astonished as frightened, only the soft 
protruding mound of her drug-inflamed vagina still hidden from his cold 
appraising stare by her thin panties.


"Please, please," she begged, and her melon-firm breasts heaved with 
every agonizing plea. "You can't mean this, Mr. Hawkins! This isn't 
right, you just can't! Please!" Tears streamed from the corner of her 
eyes as she hoarsely begged for mercy, but there was not a hint of 
hesitation in the older man's eyes ... he knew what he wanted, and he 
would get it. It was just a matter of time.


"Why, Missy, I reckon' I just don't know what you're talking about," he 
drawled, affecting his finest Georgia-cracker tone and looking not-at-
all dumb and innocent of any wrong-doing. He grinned wider as his hand 
seemed to absent-mindedly roam along the inside of his pants leg. 
Sarah's eyes widened in genuine fright when she spotted the rapidly-
swelling bulge that grew right before her eyes along the inside of his 
thigh.


"You oughta' be gettin' about right," he leered. "Notice anything 
different the last half-hour or so?"


Sarah's thoughts whirled dizzily ... I haven't been poisoned, I've been 
drugged! That's why I feel so strange! I can see it now ... he put 
something in my drink!


His open palm touched her nakedly quivering breast, his fingers 
brushing lightly against her upturned, quivering nipple. A shiver of 
terror and revulsion rippled through her chest and tied knots in her 
trembling belly. Maybe if she had been less frightened, less caught-
unaware, she would have noticed better the still-growing, festering 
something that had plagued her senses earlier. But Sarah could not 
fully grasp it, could not begin to comprehend the depth of her 
ensnarement now ... she was trapped, tied, and bound as surely as if by 
a dozen fetters--and fast on her way to the deepest, vilest depths of 
human depravity ... and there was no way on earth to stop it!


"No ... please, n-no, Mr. Hawkins," she trembled. "You've had too much 
to drink or something. You-you're not yourself ... please, just leave 
me alone and we'll forget this ever happened, please!"


Sarah knew her plight was not totally hopeless; there was still a hope 
left for her. Maybe he would leave her alone after all. Maybe if she 
could just grit her teeth and let him touch her, just hold back the 
nausea and revulsion long enough to let his dirty fingers course over 
her warm, naked flesh, maybe that would satisfy him and the nice Mr. 
Hawkins she knew before would take his rightful place again. She knew 
even to think such things was wrong, but what choice was there? She 
could scream for help ... but everyone within earshot was an employee 
of this man, dependent on him for bread and their very survival. How 
could they be expected to aid her, a total stranger, at the expense of 
their own livelihoods? Of course, maybe he would leave her alone and 
just go away if she screamed, but that would be the end of her job. 
That would mean being dumped up here, penniless, in the wilds of 
northern Canada or worse still, having to go back to Jamie in 
Blackjack, head-hung, and begging for forgiveness. No, I won't go back 
there, no matter what, I can't go back to Jamie. That's over and done, 
and I've got to make this new life work or there's nowhere left for me 
to go. I've got to ... got to!


Perhaps a more experienced woman, craftier in the ways of the world and 
of desiring men, would have seen the futility in those thoughts, seen 
the hopelessness of such a choice and have taken off on a new tack, 
leaving all this and her past, too, behind. Maybe even Sarah Olsen 
herself could have made a clearer-headed decision that night if she 
hadn't been doped on enough Spanish Fly to drive a dozen women insane 
with animal lust ... but the decision was made, the die was cast, and 
Sarah Olsen took the one last step that catapulted her into a shadowy 
world she didn't know existed, one that might be the only one she would 
ever know.


Chapter 6


Henry Hawkins was out of his pants and undershorts before Sarah 
realized what was happening. It was all like some kind of scene from a 
bad movie, all a quick dizzying blur as she watched the man disrobe 
through eyes glazed and heavy with the drug and with the strong liquor. 
He was naked now from the waist to his ankles, still wearing his black 
socks that fell down around the tops of his shoes in a tired heap. He 
made a truly ludicrous spectacle standing there, looking for all the 
world like a character in an ancient stag movie, only minus the mask 
and hair-line mustache. But Sarah was in no position to laugh ... she 
was trapped through her own carelessness and stupidity and, short of 
running home like a scared little girl to Jamie, there was nothing to 
do but face up to him, do as he asked and hope that she could live with 
herself when it was over.


The whole front of his lower body looked to be covered with hair, a 
thick woolly fur that thickened and curled around his thighs and loins. 
His hand fondly rubbed his long dangling penis hanging from the coarse 
thicket and, as if he had given some secret inner command, it really 
began to swell and grow, leaping in spasmodic jerks into full, 
threatening rigidity. That same evil grin, only now more of a growingly 
triumphant sneer, spread lewdly across his face as his lust-hardened 
shaft grew even larger and thicker. "Not bad for an old man, huh, 
miss?" he chuckled. "Bet that ol' man you left behind in California 
couldn't match it inch for inch in a million years, right?" There was 
no reply from the frightened blonde. "Answer me, bitch! It's quite a 
cock, huh?"


Sarah gulped down her fear and nodded. "Y-Yes, yes, it is," she 
murmured hoarsely.


"Come on over here and feel it, baby. You needn't be afraid."


Almost as if she didn't have a mind of her own Sarah obediently moved 
closer, reluctantly, both hands over her breasts still, as they rose 
and fell anxiously in her fright and apprehension.


"Go on, touch it!" He grabbed one of her arms and pulled it down close 
to his massively throbbing cock, and she opened her fingers just as his 
own tightened painfully around her delicate wrist. Her fingertips 
brushed along its hot, awesome length and the menacing monster seemed 
to grow even thicker, though that would have seemed impossible.


Sarah felt the proper revulsion, as she knew she ought to, but there 
was something deep inside her insides she couldn't quite define as yet, 
something that seemed like a candle lit far down in the dark sanctuary 
of her belly, only a tiny warm glow, but somehow bearing the threat of 
bursting into a raging inferno at any minute. That was the only way to 
describe it ... she marked it up as fear and nausea, but in the back of 
her mind she knew there must be another explanation.


"Get down on your knees!" came the unexpected barked command, and the 
frightened young blonde only looked back at her superior with 
disbelieving eyes. She thought she had prepared herself for the worst, 
that maybe she would have to sacrifice all her decency and let this man 
touch her to satisfy his filthy lust, but this ... this was beyond all 
humanity! He couldn't mean what she thought, he couldn't! Even with 
Jamie she had never done such a thing. It was vile and degenerate, the 
kind of thing whores do for money, not decent people. She wouldn't ... 
she couldn't!


Nothing, no countless hours of fear and worry, could have prepared the 
terrified young girl for what the lecherous Hawkins did next. His hand 
darted forward, his face still snarled in the contemptuous knot of hate 
and lust mixed obscenely, and Sarah reacted instinctively, fully 
expecting to catch the brunt of an awful, punishing blow for her 
disobedience to his wanton will. But it wasn't a cruel fist or stinging 
palm that crossed her flesh ... instead he only closed his fingers 
around the full, ripe mound of her breast and then skillfully 
manipulated the nakedly sensitive flesh, bringing out the desire effect 
in her like a musician tuning up his instrument. Her arm shot up to 
push his hand away, but she caught herself in mid-stride. That certain 
something strange inside her again had grown suddenly more powerful and 
commanding, and whatever it was told her forcefully to leave his 
fingers where they were.


Feeling the weird sensations in her abdomen growing more and more 
intense, spreading inside her like fire spreads in a tree, from one 
limb to another until the whole organism is aflame with a raging 
holocaust of intensity, Sarah was amazed to find herself unable to 
resist his command. Obediently, instinctively somehow, she sank to her 
knees as if her legs had become boneless, and found herself at his 
feet, naked save for her little white panties, and totally vulnerable 
now at this depraved man's merciless whim. She tried not to look at his 
nakedness, to shut her eyes and keep away the nauseating reality of the 
presence of his long hard penis. She could feel its heatedly throbbing 
tip brushing against her forehead, nuzzling through the fine spray of 
her blonde bangs. It was fully erect now, and the lust-swollen head was 
completely out of its elastic sheath and poised ... ready for what she 
knew now was inevitable. Yet strangely, she could scarcely sense her 
fear at all ... it was as if all her emotions had been blocked out by 
some powerful drug. All, that is, except one ... and that one was 
making itself unbearably apparent inside her belly as a sudden itching 
sensitiveness spread over her hidden private parts like an epidemic 
pox. It was more and more obvious what this strangeness inside her was, 
or what it was becoming, but she refused to give in to it, refused to 
acknowledge its strength and her own surrender.


"What the hell are you waiting for, you silly bitch? Haven't you ever 
sucked a cock before? You suck this one just like you suck one of them 
scrawny little ones you're used to."


Sarah turned her flaming face away from the massively pulsating shaft 
that was level now with her face. Her eyes were closed, partly from 
fear and partly from shame.


"Hurry it up, cunt! Get those sweet lips around it or I'll stick it all 
the way down to your belly and choke you on it. Now move!" He had not 
really planned to get so rough with her, usually with the Spanish Fly, 
it wasn't necessary ... Goddamn it, why doesn't that shit work!


He grabbed the side of her head, his fingers twisted in her hair and 
positioned her right in front of his lust-hardened cock. Still her 
wetly trembling lips were closed and his fingers wound viciously in her 
silken blonde hair until she cried out from the sudden, searing pain 
that shot across her scalp. It felt as if all her hair were being 
yanked out by the roots.


"You'd better open up, baby! Right now!"


Without thinking, her ripe young lips parted and he rammed his thick 
pole of hardened flesh home, slamming it forward with a quick snap of 
his loins. The hotly throbbing penis slid over her tongue and rammed 
against the back of her throat, poking painfully against the tender 
untried flesh of her virginal throat passage. She gagged on its immense 
thickness and choked for air, but he wasn't satisfied yet.


"Relax those throat muscles and behave yourself, girl ... relax 'em, or 
I'll ram it out your asshole!"


Sarah gasped an unintelligible plea, unable to breathe as the long hot 
hardness filled her mouth and throat completely, leaving no room at all 
for air to enter her lungs. Seeing no other way but total obedience to 
his perverted demands, she managed to relax her throat a bit, and to 
her amazement, the heatedly throbbing cock now squirmed easily down her 
open throat channel. She could feel it far down in her, filling her 
completely, impaling her through her tightly ovalled lips as she 
stretched her mouth to accommodate his massive hardness. She was lower 
now than the lowest, she had sunk to the very bottom depths of this pit 
of wanton wickedness she had made for herself. She had become, in a 
matter of minutes, less than human ... nothing more than a receptacle 
for this depraved animal's seething lust. She felt the tears on her 
cheeks, but she could not stop them now. There seemed nothing else to 
do but get it over with as soon as possible. She knew that to delay was 
sheer folly ... God only knew what might happen to her if she crossed 
him now. Oh, please let this be a dream!


Hawkins watched her carefully, noting every movement, every naked 
precious inch of her tender young body. His hands slid to her bare 
shoulders; they were soft, warm, like rare velvet. He could feel the 
shame-hardened tips of her erect little nipples, crowning fleshy peaks 
of her firmly ripened breasts that jutted out and rubbed sensuously 
against his bare legs. He grabbed her head again and worked her wetly 
ovalled lips back and forth faster on his immense choking cock. She 
took the cue quickly, not wanting to rile his savage lust any higher, 
ready to do anything to end this horrible vile act and free her to try 
to find an excuse to live another minute.


"Mmmmmmmm, that's real nice, a whole lot better, baby. Now suck it real 
hard ... harder 'n hell, real hard!"


Sarah gagged every time the long hard cock tunneled down her throat 
passage, brushing the sides of her gullet, filling the narrow channel 
with its huge, blood-engorged head. She could feel the muscles of her 
throat involuntarily milking the hot, vicious shaft with every downward 
thrust, and she could see what an effect it was having on this madman. 
She could feel his heatedly pulsating penis grow even harder, even 
thicker as swirling, lust-heated blood filled the turgid organ and a 
seething pool grew more and more inflamed in his heavy, leathery balls.


"C'mon, baby, I'm almost there!"


Those words stopped her heart, froze her still with the agonizing 
disgust of a helpless, ravished gutter slut. God, almighty, he was 
going to do it! He was going to shoot his heated, lustful sperm deep 
down into her helpless throat. Oh my God, what can I do? What can I do?


Though Sarah was not aware of it, she and the lustful old man had an 
audience just a few scant feet away. Through the window above the 
camper's galley kitchen, through the couple of inches of glass that 
wasn't covered with opaque curtain, Gloria and Al stood on tiptoe, 
heads one above the other, vying for the best view of the incredibly 
lascivious show going on like some porno movie inside this tiny screen. 
Jesus, they both thought, is that broad ever beautiful. Those tits and 
those legs! Man, what a body! Gloria was every bit as excited by this 
wickedly exciting performance as her sometime-boyfriend, Al. Damn, she 
thought in her hidden inner passions, I'd like to give that honey a 
ride myself. And maybe tonight's my chance. I've kept my little secret 
desires to myself too long!


She felt Al's bare hand slip up under her mini dress as she tiptoed up 
to see into the camper. As usual, she wasn't wearing panties, and she 
only squirmed a bit and let out a muffled giggle as his outstretched 
middle finger found her already-moist slit. She opened her thighs to 
give him better leverage and breathed deeply to hold back her gasp of 
surprise, for he was suddenly far up inside her, probing hungrily 
inside her wet, hotly excited cuntal sheath. She looked into his eyes 
for a moment, taking her gaze away for only a second from the 
wonderfully salacious spectacle of this young blonde chick with a body 
like a Vegas showgirl down on her knees like some two-dollar skid-row 
whore, her boss's thick, wetly glistening penis shoved so far down her 
throat that his pubic hairs brushed her nose and cheeks with every 
thrusting shove. "Don't get me too horny, baby," she whispered softly 
into his ear, her cheek against his unshaven bristle. "This might be a 
long, long night!"


Chapter 7


Hawkins felt the flood coming like a Bay of Bengal tidal wave ... he 
made no attempt to hold it back; he'd waited long enough for this 
moment. He hoped it would come in quarts--buckets full--he hoped his 
lust-swollen balls would disgorge great sticky gobs of sperm, a hot, 
sticky river to flood her belly and break the young bitch in right. Yes 
sir, this little blonde had better get in step quick, 'cause she's got 
a hell of a career coming right up. He'd give her something to keep in 
mind, something she'd long remember as his load sloshed in her belly. 
His hands squeezed her head vice more, holding her pinned tight up 
against his pumping loins, her face crushed in his sweaty pubic hair. 
He pushed far, far down her throat, straining as if to bury the aching 
head of his wildly jerking cock in her very belly. Here it comes ... he 
could feel it starting its long, deliciously-painful run down the long 
turgid shaft of his penis. He stopped dead as it reached the swollen, 
hard-throbbing knob at the end, paused for an eternity, then exploded 
against the sides of her working throat and swirled down into her belly 
in thick, gulping waves.


"Now, honey, now! Suck it like it was your mama's tit, baby! Every last 
drop! Suck, damn you, suck!"


Sarah swallowed again and again and again, every choking gulp oozing 
down her throat like a thick creamy soup. Her mind was spinning like a 
child's top; and she was lost for the moment in her own despair and 
self-debasement when ' it happened ... that gnawing hot flame that had 
been bothering her like a fly around her head was now raging out of 
control. In her shame and humiliation, her utter subjugation, she had 
failed to be aware of its sudden all-consuming intensification. Oh God, 
yes, it's burning inside me ... I feel strange, so strange ... and ... 
and ... oh dear God, I want it! What's happened to me! I want this 
sperm, this vile seething torrent, I want every previous drop inside 
me! And I want his cock ... oh merciful God, I want any cock! Please, I 
need one in me so bad! It's burning me up inside!


The flames of drug-induced desire had spread from the junction of her 
nakedly trembling thighs up the plane of her belly and into the very 
throbbing pink tips of her erect little nipples. She fondled them 
frantically with her fingers, then, lost completely now in her wild 
and' sudden frantic passion, felt her own hand slide down inside her 
panties and begin to tenderly stroke the folds of warm, wet flesh 
around the achingly-tender clitoris. She felt her hotly quivering 
vaginal lips open of their own accord and a flood of her own passion 
juices seeping down the insides of her sleek upper thighs as she sucked 
hard, incredibly hard. She was sucking now because she wanted to. she 
wanted all of his hot viscous discharge to spurt down her throat, as if 
it somehow might quench the flames of animal wantonness that were 
raging so fiercely now in her belly. She swallowed in gushing, sloshing 
waves of savage hot fluid. Her arms were suddenly behind his thighs, 
holding his naked loins to her lips, then her fingers stroked his 
sinewy asscheeks, caressed his anus. An instant later, darting 
furtively, they were on his rapidly emptying testicles, caressing them, 
squeezing them delicately, until every last drop was drained into her 
throat. "You're finally there, you whore! Suck it like the slut you 
are, suck it!"


*   *   *


When Sarah finally managed to get her eyes opened and focused again, 
Hawkins had put his pants back on and was zipping up his pants. 
Suddenly she realized that her hand was still inside her own panties, 
that she was openly and wantonly fondling herself, but she couldn't 
stop. God, it feels so good! I'm so hot inside ... so hot. I need a man 
inside me there, any man!


"P-Please ..." Her lips were parched dry and the word came out like a 
dying gasp of someone lost on the desert in the burning sun. "Don't l-
leave me like ... like this," she begged, but he only laughed at her, 
sneering down at her as she writhed helplessly on the shag-carpeted 
floor.


"You've had all you're gonna' get for now, honey," he grinned evilly. 
"But I'll be back." And with that he opened the camper door and was 
gone.


Sarah felt the tears return to her eyes, but she didn't care any 
longer. Hurrying, frantic with all the frenetic passion of a teenager 
about to be made love to for the first time, she lifted her smoothly 
rounded buttocks from the floor and pulled her panties down her firm 
young thighs, over her supple calves, and tossed them aside. Gone now 
was that shred of decency she had retained ... gone was any fragment of 
modesty or shame. Nothing mattered now but this burning agony up inside 
her that ached--screamed--for fulfillment. Her fingers spread the 
fleshy moist ridges of her cunt and found the quivering, nerve-packed 
bud of her clitoris. Her whole body snapped like the end of a bullwhip 
when she made that first electric contact. "Yes ... oh dear God, yes!"


And through the half-covered kitchen window, three eagerly attentive 
faces watched with undisguised excitement as this ravenously beautiful 
young blonde brought herself up and over that delicious pinnacle of 
self-fulfillment. They watched, eyes wide with glee, as she arched off 
the floor, escaping her half-parted lips as one hand frantically rubbed 
through the moistness of her ravenous cleft and over the bud of her 
gleaming little clitoris; the fingers of her other hand were sunk 
deeply and satisfyingly up inside her hot, hungrily clasping vagina.


For a moment, no one even breathed outside the camper window. Then, 
Henry Hawkins finally spoke. "Don't worry ... that little bit o' 
foolin' around won't hardly be enough. No sir, she's gonna' need a lot 
more tonight. A lot more!"


Chapter 8


"I say we get on with it, dammit! We've waited long enough, Henry. 
Shit, she might have gotten over that dose of Spanish Fly you gave her 
and gone to sleep by now!" Al Badger was pacing the floor of his 
trailer like one of the caged animals, waving his arms, gesturing, 
walking back and forth until he had both his companions as nervous and 
high-strung as he.


"Oh, all right, Al," said Hawkins finally, getting out of his well-worn 
chair. "I can't take much more of your pacing anyhow. She oughta' be 
'bout right by now. I guess I was a mite too soon before. It hadn't 
really took."


Gloria hah-hahed a questioning laugh. "She looked pretty much into it 
to me. From where we stood she seemed about to suck your guts out 
through that prick of yours. Or didn't you notice?"


"Oh, stop being a wise-ass, Gloria," snapped Hawkins. "You're just 
jealous 'cause she's better looking than you, that's all. It just 
sticks in your craw that Al and me are so damn fired up about fuckin' 
that sweet littl' thing, don't it? You'd rather we stayed here and put 
the meat to your ol' wornout ass, ain't that right?" he teased her 
viciously.


"No, not really," retorted the older blonde haughtily, "But maybe I'll 
get a bit of the action myself. There are other ways, you know. Haven't 
you guys heard of women's lib? We girls don't need you any more."


Henry and Al just looked at each other, dumb-founded. They'd seen 
Gloria do just about anything you could think of with a man or an 
animal, but they'd never seen her go at it with another woman. Now this 
might be something really interesting, they were both thinking.


"Just one thing, Gloria," began Henry.


"Yeah, what's that?"


"Don't come on too strong, you know what I mean? Like maybe it would be 
better if you sort of pretend you're being forced into it, understand?"


The toothy blonde grinned and her eyes sparkled. "I get you! So she'll 
think we're in it together, right?"


"Right. That way she's got a friend to lean on sort of. You never know 
with this Spanish Fly. It affects broads in the strangest ways. I've 
seen 'em go stark raving bananas, so we can't be too careful. Remember, 
we want her for the sex circus, and she's no good to us if she flips 
her lid, okay?" Al and Gloria both nodded solemnly--he was right, 
they'd been looking a long time for just the right girl, one with that 
look of innocence the men in the audience always go for and one with no 
ties or family waiting somewhere for the chance to go to the police 
after the first postcard from their dear child. Yes, this one was 
perfect, all right, and it wouldn't do to blow the whole operation at 
this late date. Hawkins' face suddenly lighted. "Should we take Lobo? 
Think she's ready for it?" His friends' answer showed in their eyes ... 
Ready or not, she was in for a big surprise!


*   *   *


Sarah was lying fitfully on the convertible bed when the three people 
and, the great yellow-eyed wolf entered the camper; she was squirming 
from side to side like some poor soul with an attack of appendicitis. 
Only the three of them knew it wasn't her appendix that was inflamed 
and about to burst ... it was her tight little pussy!


"P-Please ... leave me alone ... just leave me, please," she whimpered 
feebly, her words barely coming from her throat as her whole body 
filled with husky yearnings of her incredible, unrequited passion.


"Now you don't really mean that, honey," grinned Hawkins down at her as 
she lay there writhing like a bug stuck with a pin. "We all came over 
for a ... a little party. Ain't that right, Gloria?"


"Yeah, if you say so, Henry. Only I don't like the looks of this. 
Something's wrong with this girl, Henry. You didn't say nothing about 
this," she said very seriously, playing her part as skillfully as a 
professional.


"Aw, c'mon, Gloria, we just want some fun, that's all. Maybe you'd like 
to be first with our little friend here. She seems to be in need of 
some help right now."


"No, Henry, I won't have any part of it," she spat convincingly at her 
employer.


"Oh, but you will ... now get your clothes off!"


"Henry, no, I can't!"


Henry took a step forward and raised his fist as if to strike her 
across the face. Beside him, the vicious looking wolf growled 
menacingly while the naked young blonde, mindless of her nakedness, 
mindless of everything save this agonizing burning inside her belly, 
watched curiously. After a moment's standoff, the older blonde woman 
seemed to relent and began, reluctantly and hesitantly, to take off her 
clothes. Even in her mindless stupor, Sarah was conscious enough to be 
surprised at the older woman's nicely-formed, fully-developed body. It 
was the body of a sensually mature woman, that much was certain ... as 
different from her own as an Italian sex symbol's figure might be from 
a ripening young model. Both of them were beautiful in their own 
rightful womanly voluptuousness and ripened, opposite pert young 
womanhood.


Henry pointed to Gloria, "You ... lie down there on that bed ... on 
your back so's I can see all your sweets." Gloria didn't argue; she 
climbed onto the yard-high bed that was longer than she was, stretched 
out, and lay perfectly still, not voicing any objections. He grabbed 
both her ankles, and she closed her eyes tightly, looking for all the 
world to be as frightened as the younger girl at her side. Henry seemed 
to have something else in mind for them, and he started by spreading 
her legs apart with his hands, opening up the pink, hair-lined slit of 
her pussy so that he and his pal could see her wetly pouting cuntal 
lips.


"You ..." He meant Sarah. "... get up there with her, kinda' kneeling 
like, with your head other way. I wanna' see some sixty-nining, you 
know what I mean?" The words seemed hard for him to speak, and he 
hesitated at the very mention of this act he obviously deemed something 
special, a rare and treasured moment for him to witness. Sarah obeyed, 
also without any hesitation; that look on his face was worth a dozen 
threats. She placed her knees at Gloria's sides and kneeled on all 
fours as she was ordered, then waited for his next perverted 
instruction. Her full ripe breasts dangled freely beneath her as she 
knelt and as Gloria breathed in and out, they lightly touched the older 
woman's naked belly; the pink nipples tingled and quivered, but this 
time not with excitement, but with revulsion and dread. She'd never 
really thought about doing anything like this; she knew it went on, but 
she never thought she'd be part of it. It was an unthinkable act to 
Sarah, something she couldn't remember even fantasizing about, even in 
her wildest schoolgirl daydreams. The very thought of it turned her 
stomach ... but she knew what he wanted her to do. She knew what lewd 
despicable act he wanted the two of them to perform, spread out here 
naked on this platform like two performers in a stag club. She tried 
not to think about it, to resign herself to getting it over with as 
quickly as he would allow, to keeping her mind off it ... but it was 
harder and harder to face as the seconds ticked by.


"Well, what're you waitin' for? Get on with it!" growled Hawkins, now 
only a couple of feet away with his vicious four-legged companion at 
his side. The wolf obviously hated her perhaps only because she was a 
woman, but Hawkins was holding him securely by his heavy collar to keep 
him back, without that restraint he looked fierce enough to tear them 
both apart without much effort.


Sarah tried to speak, but the words hung in her dry throat; she managed 
finally to cough them out. "Please, I can't ... I've never done 
anything like this before. I wouldn't even know how!" Her pleas 
obviously were falling on deaf ears, but Gloria saved her the trouble 
of another futile try.


"Don't worry, I'll show you what they want us to do," she offered, 
stretched flat on her back beneath her friend. "Just do what I do and 
you won't get hurt ..." She looked to the men questioningly. "Right?" 
Hawkins grinned a gleaming, gold-splashed grin that answered her 
question, and Gloria proceeded to carry out the orders these man had 
given her.


She could see all of Sarah's naked young body kneeling over hers, see 
the full, womanly breasts that teasingly brushed her abdomen if she 
breathed hard enough to bring it that high; the slim, creamy thighs 
that blended so smoothly with the bottom-crease of her ass were just a 
few inches from her face now. And the warmly perfumed pussy slit 
nestled so invitingly there above her in the fleecy down of Sarah's 
soft pubic mound. Yes, Gloria told herself, this scene has something 
going for it, something nice, real nice ...


She reached up and locked her hands around the delicate curve of the 
young blonde's back and pulled her naked pelvis toward her hungrily 
parted lips. Sarah hesitated at first, Gloria could feel her tense and 
pull away. But a reassuring sound was all the girl needed, and she 
relaxed, allowing her loins to be lowered to Gloria's face. A visible 
shiver raced through Sarah's body as Gloria's slightly puckered lips 
touched the damp furrow of her heatedly throbbing pussy; Gloria felt a 
tickling sensation as the softly curling pubic fluff brushed her nose. 
Closing her eyes, she pressed her parted wet lips hard against the 
ragged, rose-colored lips of the girl's vagina. She felt her tense 
again, her thigh muscles grow hard and sinewy. After a moment though, 
Sarah followed her lead and lowered her own lips until her head was 
cradled against the flat plane of Gloria's abdomen and touching the 
soft, hair-covered pubic mound.


Sarah tentatively, cautiously, kissed the fragrant cleft up between 
Gloria's legs, fully aware of the shivers that her gentle touch sent 
through the older woman's belly. It wasn't as bad as she'd expected, 
though she was still fighting to hold back the choking nausea in her 
throat. She mimicked her friend's actions perfectly, and as Gloria 
began to nibble tenderly on the soft flanges of her pussy, she returned 
with the same delivered to the woman's naked loins. She tried not to 
think, to force her mind to remain a blank, to somehow keep her sanity 
in an insane nightmare by forcing it out of her thoughts. But it was 
hopeless ... she couldn't escape the truth of what she was doing. She 
couldn't escape the lustful stares these two men were raking her naked 
young body with ... she could not hide from the shame and utter 
humiliation of this wanton, salacious act she was being forced to be a 
part of. It was all so incredibly unreal, so unbelievably crazy that 
she wondered if it were real, she wondered if she'd lost her mind hours 
ago, that this insane day in her life might be some psychotic fantasy. 
This can't be really happening, I have to wake up from all this and 
find that it never happened! But she didn't wake up ... and it was 
very, very real.


Gloria's hungry mouthing between her widespread thighs grew more and 
more frenetic, more intense, and though she wondered at the woman's 
sudden eagerness, she reciprocated without hesitation, and like Gloria, 
burrowed her tongue between the hotly moistened slit hidden between the 
soft outer cuntal lips. Gloria's tongue snaked rapidly in and out of 
Sarah's pussy-cleft and though she tried to suppress it, the girl found 
her whole body beginning to writhe and squirm from the wickedly 
lascivious tonguing her fevered young slit was receiving. Gloria's 
wetly quivering tongue fucked in and out of her narrow pink passage, 
prodding the sensitive walls of her pussy with lizard-like, darting 
movements that caused the drugged girl to shiver each time the hotly 
licking tongue scraped across her sensitive flesh. She eased her own 
licking pace, only to be prodded by the single poke from Hawkins to her 
ribs. She burrowed back between her girlfriend's warmly pulsating 
pussy-lips, nibbling the pinkish flanges of her cunt with renewed vigor 
and feigned enthusiasm, only ... this time there was something 
different, some weak, signaling sensation she couldn't yet pinpoint, 
yet she knew it was there. Oh, no. It can't be! That feeling in my 
belly! I can't be enjoying this, it's wrong, it's evil and filthy! I 
can't let myself feel this way, I can't!


She tried to fight it off, to suppress the unnatural, wantonness she 
was sensing as it stirred in her loins, but the drug wouldn't let her. 
It was hardly noticeable at first, but it seemed that the harder she 
fought it, the stronger it became. Gloria sensed the girl's sudden 
awakening and wasted not a second taking advantage of this new 
opportunity; she didn't care about the men watching, those bastards 
could get their kicks any way they wanted them. She was getting all the 
satisfaction she needed from feeling Sarah squirm as she held her arms 
locked around the small of her back, forcing her writhing young crotch 
down against her probing, sucking, nibbling lips. Lips that searched 
every pore, every yielding crevice of the blonde's softly clasping 
pussy, warmed their wet way into the warmly clasping tunnel and flicked 
playfully at the tiny throbbing bud of her clitoris.


Sarah wasn't the only one feeling the effects of the prolonged oral 
fucking session; Gloria could feel the delicious heat welling in her 
own pelvis, and she knew it wouldn't take much more of the young 
blonde's suddenly voracious pussy-nibbling to drive her up the wall. 
She gripped Sarah's naked hips tighter and ground her whole face into 
the wantonly writhing girl's hot, damp pussy, ramming her long wet 
tongue far up into the hotly clasping cuntal sheath. Gloria was nearing 
the brink, she found it more and more difficult to concentrate on her 
relished task, so great were the waves of lascivious pleasure that were 
coursing through her own naked body. She suddenly, and without warning, 
locked her long legs around Sarah's neck, forcing the young blonde's 
sucking wet lips tighter in against her burning, hungry orifice.


"Goddamn, look at 'em go to it!" exclaimed Al, a look on his face like 
a big, stupid grizzly. "I ain't ever seen nothin' like that! Goddamn, 
go to it! Go to it!" His face and that of his companion were only 
inches from the girls' nakedly squirming bodies, their sweat-covered 
flesh glistening in the harsh glow of the overhead bulb.


Henry's savage animal, Lobo, was sitting on the command at his side, a 
permanent vicious snarl on his lips that seemed to grow louder as the 
girls locked together in a wanton, forbidden embrace, their arms and 
legs intertwined and their moistly working lips bringing each other 
wave after delicious wave of profane, salacious pleasure.


Sarah tried to lose her thoughts, her anguished emotions, in the task 
at hand, and energetically sucked and kissed and licked just as Gloria 
was doing to her own pussy. Soon the two women were ground together as 
one, a sobbing, moaning tangle of naked female flesh, forced into this 
despicable act by the brutality of these men, but ... finding a depth 
of feeling, a pinnacle of passion they'd never known before; neither 
was fighting it now, and it looked almost as if the moaning young girl 
had taken the initiative. She was lost in the wickedness, the 
prohibited pleasure, and all thought of her captors were gone from her 
mind. Suddenly, Gloria let loose a startling, silence-shattering cry 
straight from her anguished loins, "OOOOOOHHHHHHHHHH! I'm cumming, 
don't stop, please! I'm cumming!" and her nakedly voluptuous body 
heaved and thrashed wildly beneath Sarah's weight. Gloria's nail 
gripped the smooth curves of the younger blonde's hips and held her 
loins tight against her wetly nibbling lips. She sucked hard and fast, 
chewing like a starved beast on the fleshy red lips and the erectly 
quivering bud of her clitoris ... she could feel the girl was teetering 
on the brink of cumming, she knew a few more seconds would push her 
over, she sucked and kissed and licked the hotly pulsating pussy until 
...


"Aaaaggh? Ah ... ah ... aaaahhh ... I'm cumming." Sarah was shrieking 
as the hurricane of passion demented her young body and mind.


"Aaaaaagggghhhhh! Yes! Yes!" Gloria cried out as she completed the 
enjoyable task of bringing the blonde to total, blissful fulfillment. 
Their nakedly quivering bodies were as one, they locked and fused 
together along the length of their smooth, unbroken curves, drawn to 
this absolute subjugation, this act of debasement before two hungrily 
watching men, their lushly ripened bodies wriggling and squirming 
together in the abandoned, passionate desperation of mutual raging 
girl-lust. Finally, their orgasms spent and emptied, they fell, Sarah 
collapsing across the length of Gloria's nakedness. She wanted to cry 
from the awful shame of it, but she couldn't, the tears weren't any 
longer ... crying would no longer offer her sanctuary.


*   *   *


Henry and Al sat down on a couple of chairs, spent and exhausted from 
what they'd just lived through. This was better than they'd expected, 
and they knew it was going to be better before the night was over. 
Henry had his eyes already on the young blonde one, that little blow 
job was just an appetizer and an hors d'oeuvre. He was going to put his 
thick aching rod in that gorgeous creature's pussy, going to feel the 
blood-throbbing knob of his cock far up in her tight little cunt, going 
to skewer her like a barbecue bird and fuck her until she begged for 
more. He'd have her pleading for another few seconds on the end of his 
prick, she'd be at his feet begging ... he'd show her, girls like them 
had taunted him all his life, always just out of reach with their 
tight-fitting sweaters and their perfumed hair; always there, but never 
for him ... but not this time, this time was going to be different. 
This one was his, and she never would leave this room until he'd had 
his fill of her taunting, prissy ass! Innocent? Hell! He'd show her!


Sarah felt someone's cold fingers touch the underside of her thigh as 
she lay heaving, struggling to regain her breath. She jerked away but 
the cool prodding was insistent; only when she heard Henry's rasping 
laugh did she turn her head to see whose hand had touched her still-
quivering flesh. What she saw had her sitting up and retreating to the 
far edge of the bed, huddled with her arms around her knees, 
unconcerned that the whole naked expanse of her moistened cuntal 
crevice was open to their eyes. It was the wolf, Lobo, and Sarah was 
petrified at the very sight of the huge, snarling animal. Gloria was 
sitting, head down and breasts rising and falling rapidly from her 
short, hard breathing on the edge of the bed opposite the wolf, but the 
ferocious animal seemed to ignore her; he seemed interested only in 
Sarah, and he padded forward on four enormous paws until his cold nose 
again touched the smooth, unblemished curve of her buttocks as she 
crouched in abject terror. "Get him away," she tried to whisper loudly 
so as not to rile him, "Please make him go away, I'm frightened!"


She looked into Henry's eyes; a fierceness burned there, born out of 
his intense passion for the young girl. He frightened her horribly--one 
look into those cruel gray eyes of his could convince anyone that this 
man was capable of anything. Sarah knew her life was in danger if she 
crossed him even once. Suddenly he smiled ... but it wasn't a smile of 
warmth or affection; far from it, it was the outward signal that 
another act was to begin. An act that was the absolute peak of 
humiliation, something that would leave its mark like a scorched brand 
on this young bitch's brain. Yes, sir, she'll never forget this night, 
never!


"Looks like Lobo's got his eye on you, cunt," he sneered, "Maybe you'd 
better make him happy before you take me and Al on. Ain't that right, 
Al? We wouldn't want to take our turn before good ol' Lobo gets his, 
now would we?" Al was a little slow, but a wet, toothy grin spread 
across his cheeks when he remembered what his boss had planned. Christ, 
he could hardly wait!


"I ... I don't know what you mean," whispered Sarah meekly, a faint 
germ-like notion of what these men were planning starting to grow in 
the back of her mind; it was too horrid, too fantastic to believe, even 
from these two savages. "What are you talking about? Haven't you done 
enough? Let me alone, please! You can't just do things like this, it's 
... it's awful and you know it!" But she was alone with these men and 
that animal and Gloria ... and she was nothing more than a slave to 
them all until they had seated their lustful thirsts, until they'd 
drunk their fill of her ripe young nakedness. Sarah felt her stomach 
sink, the darkest, slimiest hell-hole on the Eastern Mediterranean 
couldn't have offered a more despicable prison for her. If she were 
stripped naked and paraded before a smoky roomful of Turkish sailors, 
she wouldn't have felt cheaper, filthier, or more shamed than at this 
moment. She thought of Jamie, thought of the life she'd abandoned and 
of having to return and tell him of this, and she sickened at the very 
prospect. How could she ever again be a wife to any man ... how could 
she ever again share anyone's bed after this night! How could she even 
hope to live with this degradation etched in her memory!


"I want to see you take good care of Lobo there, bitch!" barked her 
master, pointing in the animal's direction, "He's a better man than 
anything you've had so far, so you shouldn't mind a bit." He laughed 
and his hired man followed his example; Al seemed still a little unsure 
of just what would happen next, but like a curious dog standing on its 
haunches, he was interested enough not to miss a second. Sarah was 
kneeling on her shins, her arms across her nakedly rising and falling 
breasts. Henry stepped forward and urged her toward the wolf. She knew 
without a doubt that she could not refuse his slightest wish; she 
looked to Gloria, but the cold impersonal eyes of the older woman told 
her she could offer no relief, no consolation. There was nothing to do 
but obey.


"You didn't have any trouble eating pussy .. let's see how you do with 
some better meat. Watching you broads go down on each other musta' made 
Lobo a bit horny ... let's see you do somethin' about it ... now!"


Sarah looked at the huge beast, lying on his back now just in front of 
her, his long red tongue hanging wetly from between his sharp, menacing 
teeth. There was little hair on his underside, and when she reached out 
cautiously to touch his belly with his fingertips, the long, tapered 
shaft of his pink animal-prick slid wetly from its furry tube-like 
sheath. "No ... no! I can't do it! I just can't! You can't mean it, 
please say you're only joking! Please say you're just kidding me, 
please!" But Henry wasn't laughing; he was less than a foot from her, 
and the mask of savagery on his face told her this was no joke.


"Just give him a good blow job and nothing'll happen to you!"


Sarah stared at the lewdly glistening pink taper, now several inches 
beyond the fur-covered sheath of flesh that covered it. At the base of 
his long animal penis, his huge dark testicles lay against his belly 
like two bristly golf balls. She saw it all, but her mind refused to 
record it, it seemed impossible that Hawkins could demand this awful, 
despicable act of her ... but his intentions were real enough indeed. 
And Henry was growing impatient. "Make up your fuckin' mind, cunt! It's 
your choice ... suck my wolf, or I'll take his leash and let him really 
go at you. Make up your mind!"


Trembling with fear and revulsion, Sarah slowly reached to the wolf's 
heaving belly and took the moist red length of his long warm penis 
gingerly between her fingers. The huge animal squirmed eagerly at her 
soft touch.


Henry stepped in for a closer look, "Keep your head turned this way 
when you do it. I wanna' see that cock o' his going into those pretty 
painted-up lips. I want a good view of those animal-cock-sucking lips, 
baby, a real good view ... now suck it!" He knew he had to degrade her 
if this was to work, and he did it with pleasure.


She knew there was no chance, but she tried futilely to close her 
thoughts to what she was doing, to focus her mind on something else, on 
some place far away from this horrible unreal dream, anything to keep 
down the spasms of reeling nausea that were tearing her stomach apart. 
With every muscle in her shuddering young body fighting her, she placed 
her face on the animal's warm underside, her fingers around the 
lengthening shaft of his tapered red penis. Slowly, as Henry and Al 
excitedly egged her on, she stroked the fur-covered spear, while the 
two men and Gloria watched in lewd hunger. It snaked from its 
protective sheath ... it was almost fully out now ... its pointed, 
pinkly gleaming--almost translucent--tip had oozed from its tight 
sheath, slowly moving forward until it was less than an inch from her 
lips. The terrified young blonde was heaving with deep gasping breaths 
as she fought down the choking ball of nausea in her throat.


"What're you stalling for? Suck the damn thing! Suck it!"


She did as she was told ... pushing away every confused thought from 
her mind, she opened her wetly glistening lips slightly and let the 
tapered tip slide into her soft warm mouth. She felt the hot spongy 
shaft snake far back over her tongue, its smooth hardness gliding 
easily over her moistened lips. The taste surprised her ... it was 
almost sweet, sort of tangy, with the fragrance of sweaty flesh after a 
bout of lovemaking. The big animal responded immediately, his back legs 
curled against his belly as he eagerly hunched forward and sank his 
warmly pulsing cock into the warm depths of her throat. She brought her 
tongue into play as Henry lowered his head to follow her actions; 
sickened beyond belief, she twirled the wolf's tapered pink penis 
around in her mouth as it began to throb and wriggle from its furry 
base. Henry was ecstatic, but he wanted more, he needed just a little 
more to complete the lurid tableau, "Rub his balls with your fingers 
... I'll bet he'd like that."


Sarah didn't protest this time, but moved her hand to his furry 
testicles and caressed them lightly with the nails of her fingers, 
brushing them over the two sperm-filled mounds as a long, low animal 
whine came from Lobo's throat. Somehow it was becoming less repulsive 
than at first; she wondered if the drug she'd had earlier was still 
numbing her a little to what she was doing. The young blonde saw Henry 
disappear from her limited line of vision, but he wasn't far. She could 
still hear his grunting encouragements behind her as he stood somewhere 
in the room while she knelt on the bed and sucked this savage animal's 
cock into her throat, drawing between her tightly ovalled lips.


Her mind was so attuned to the degrading act she was performing that 
she forgot about the rest of her nakedly kneeling body; her ass was 
high in the air, her still-moist pussy lips open and unguarded from 
behind as her ripe young buttocks wiggled and squirmed an unintentional 
invitation to Henry. She couldn't see him as he quickly and quietly 
unzipped his trousers and placed his jacket on the bed near her 
widespread ankles. He climbed onto the platform-like bed, his massively 
throbbing cock jutting out from the opening in his pants and fully 
erect. He pulled back his uncircumcised, loose yielding foreskin back 
as if to let the purplish knob see what a treat it had coming. As 
though it had a mind of its own, his long thick penis leaped forward 
and snaked between the softly rounded globes of her naked buttocks.


Sarah recoiled in horror at the realization of what he was about to do, 
but she knew that he wasn't alone behind her ... he had friends with 
him. His impatiently heated cock pressed forward again as he crawled up 
tight against her trembling white buttocks, and he dragged it slowly 
and tauntingly along the moistly warm furrow of her pussy, spreading 
the quivering pink cuntal lips with the throbbing head of his organ as 
her own juices unexpectedly wetted the shaft of his sex. He pulled it 
back through her moistened, hair-lined slit once more, then touched the 
swollen, lust-inflated head to the tightly-puckered opening to her 
vagina, his cruel hands digging into the curve of her naked hips. "Put 
it in you, bitch ... put it in real nice-like!"


Completely obedient to her master's command, Sarah's hand reached 
behind the ripely curving cheeks of her buttocks and gripped the heated 
knob of Henry's hardened penis, then, with a quick motion, she slipped 
it between the tautly elastic flanges of her hotly quivering pussy. His 
long hard shaft raced easily into her wet sheath, worming far up 
between the wantonly dancing globes of her young ass, and with a final 
thrust, sank his lust-hardened thickness deep inside her belly.


Sarah wanted desperately to cry out from the sudden added invasion, but 
she didn't ... there was a wild hungering desire fanning in her ravaged 
loins once more; the lascivious sensation of this long animal penis 
sliding between her tightly pursed lips was doing strange and exciting 
things to her, things she couldn't understand, things that didn't seem 
right, but nevertheless were happening to her. She hated herself for 
the licking flames of passion that lapped at her cock-hungry vagina, 
she despised her very soul for allowing herself to become the servant 
of her own lustful desires. The yellow-eyed wolf's cock was starting to 
taste sweeter to her, and she swirled it around in her mouth with the 
rough surface of her tongue, bringing mewls of animal-pleasure to the 
huge, quivering beast. This night had already seemed an eternity long, 
but she didn't care just now; nothing was of importance except this 
salacious moment of pure, undiluted savage lust and desire. Suddenly 
she wanted this animal's hotly throbbing penis ... she wanted his long, 
tapered cock fucking her in her wildly salivating mouth ... she wanted 
his animal-prick thrusting wildly into her throat, she wanted to feel, 
to taste his seething sperm in her mouth ... she couldn't help herself, 
the sheer wicked wantonness of this moment was driving her insane! She 
wanted his animal cum, she wanted it!


She sucked and licked the long pink shaft ravenously, and Henry stepped 
up the pace of his plundering ravishment of her defenseless young pussy 
from behind. She shivered at every deep, thrusting instroke of his 
heatedly pulsating shaft that poked and prodded far up inside her. She 
could feel the lust-crazed man's long hardness ramming deep in her 
belly, and she sucked the animal's cock even more hungrily, slurping, 
tonguing, gulping the tapered shaft as the huge beast writhed in a 
feral ecstasy. Al and Gloria watched in silent amazement. Already 
Gloria was beginning to hate this beautiful young girl, to feel those 
first pangs of envious jealousy.


Henry was panting and grunting with maddened excitement at the feel of 
her tight little pussy contracting wetly around his thickness while he 
watched eagerly as the wolf's long scarlet taper slid wet and gleaming 
between Sarah's hungrily ovalled lips. The animal's furry haunches 
quivered spasmodically with sheer delight as she massaged the dark 
balls at the base of his moistly glistening shaft with her fingers. 
Goddamn it, he was sure he couldn't hold back a second longer ... it 
was just too much, this lascivious savagery of watching this naked 
young blonde, hardly more than a teenager, sucking like the lowest 
whore on this animal-prick. Christ, she was obviously enjoying it, 
eating and sucking away like a kid working on a candy bar. He could 
scarcely believe his eyes; it was more than he'd hoped for! He'd never 
have hesitated to do this if he'd known it was going to be like this. 
He rammed his loins forward until his long aching cock was hidden in 
the wet pinkness of her unprotected, wide-open little pussy. His hotly 
gleaming eyes were locked on the salacious sight of his seven-inch 
penis disappearing with a slow, slurping sound between the ravaged, 
wetly distended lips of her tight young pussy, disappearing inch by wet 
inch in the moist, tightly-clasping furrow until his sperm-bloated 
balls slung forward and slapped between her smooth, sweat-streaked 
thighs. He was delirious with wanton pleasure as he pulled his hairy 
pelvis back and withdrew, watching eagerly as the soft, frail pink 
flanges of her pussy were pulled out along with the swollen, throbbing 
head of his burning organ; then, he rocked forward again and eased his 
burning hunger in the warm, soothing depths of her cunt. His breathing 
was heavy and fast, and he knew it wouldn't be long before he'd have 
reached the ultimate humiliation on this young bitch ... it would only 
be seconds before she was carrying his sperm-laden load, before she'd 
be filled with his churning white cum. He closed his eyes and pumped 
hard and deep into her tortured young belly and waited ... just a 
little more, just a little more and she's yours, Henry, all yours.


Sarah couldn't control herself, she was wild with a wracking, alien 
passion she'd never felt before. It didn't matter that others were 
watching as she debased herself beyond belief, sucking and licking 
ravenously on the male animal's throbbing organ. It didn't matter that 
she'd never be able to live down this moment, it didn't matter ... 
nothing mattered save the insanely burning desire ravishing her 
twisted, flaming belly. Where she should have felt shame and horror and 
revulsion, there was only lust and an uncontrollable desire for more 
... she wanted more! She ground back hard against Henry's powerful 
thrusts, feeling her own pussy-walls milking hungrily at his long 
shaft, sucking hard to pull every inch of his throbbing thickness far 
up inside her, to pull his scalding-hot load from his testicles and 
into her belly to quench the scorching flames that raged there. She was 
nearly there! Oh, God, just a little more, just a little more!


Her cheeks were hollowed as she sucked faster and faster on the wolf's 
long scarlet spear and chewed tenderly on the pungent male animal 
organ, swirling her tongue around its pointed tip. Lobo's strong, 
sinewy body began to shake and quiver uncontrollably, and suddenly, 
without any warning, he growled a low moaning howl of pleasure and 
emptied his hotly jetting animal sperm into her eagerly sucking throat. 
Her mouth was filled with the great release of thick viscous liquid 
that gagged her as it oozed down the back of her throat in a torrent of 
warmth. Ravenously, without shame, she sucked and sucked and swallowed 
until ...


"Here's some more for you, Sarah baby ... now! Now!" Henry slammed his 
pelvis against her upturned ass cheeks and ceased to hold back the 
flood of white sperm that spurted into her belly from behind. She was 
out of her mind with insane masochistic wantonness! She could barely 
manage the sounds as she swallowed the last of the great animal's 
squirting load and tried to scream. "Aaaaaawwwwwww ... yes, yes, yes, 
... YES! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING!" A kaleidoscope of a million 
flashing pin-points of color exploded in front of her eyes; she threw 
her head back as Lobo, his animal lust sated, rolled from under her. 
She'd never known such fulfillment possible ... she was standing on the 
highest, soaring pinnacle of bliss ... her whole naked young body 
shivered and answered her wild, uncontrollable desire.


The room reeled around her, and Gloria naked body whirled past ... the 
light overhead flared into a searing-hot torch of brightness ... she 
was gone! Delicious chills of wicked pleasure rippled like a million 
volts of electricity through her nakedly writhing body; her pussy-lips 
milked every precious drop of this man's manhood into her belly, and 
she could feel--even above her vaginal spasms of release--his hotly 
jerking cock emptying itself. She felt his last gasping thrust, felt 
his thickened hardness gradually grow limp and lifeless as the colors 
gradually faded and the room slowed to a dead-stop. Her still-tight 
pussy-tunnel was reluctant to release its love-captive, but he pulled 
his rapidly deflating penis from her wet grip with a loud sucking noise 
that seemed to fill the room.


Chapter 9


Sarah opened her eyes into another world ... she was beyond all hope 
now for certain. Depraved, utterly wallowing in the deepest, darkest 
depths of human filth and vileness, and there was nothing she could do 
to stop herself. Her mind refused to believe what her senses had told 
her ... she couldn't have done that! With an animal, and with these 
people watching her like she was no better than an animal herself! She 
had actually done it, gone at it like a bitch in heat, taking on the 
neighborhood stud in the middle of some park, oblivious to people 
around, to curious eyes. I can't believe it, I just can't!


She managed a quick glance at the other man, Al, standing nearly over 
her now and stark naked like herself and Gloria. His huge erect prick 
was fully hardened and stiff, clutched between his fingers like a 
favorite toy. He was wide-eyed from what he had just seen, and like 
Sarah, he almost didn't believe it himself. Goddamn ... Gloria may be 
one hell of a fuck, but I've got to have me some of this stuff! She's 
unbelievable, just unbelievable!


He moved toward her as she eyed him dazedly, not really knowing what he 
intended until it was too late. She lay there in near paralysis as he 
knelt in front of her, Gloria and Hawkins both watching excitedly as 
the third act of their little sex spectacular got into high gear. Al's 
eyes mirrored the lustful urge he had no intention of suppressing. His 
teeth gleamed through the wicked-mocking grin. Grabbing both ankles, he 
spun her onto her back, shoving her legs back tight against her 
shoulders, smashing her tender young breasts beneath her upturned 
thighs. Her ravaged cunt, still moist and sensitive, was opened to him 
like a dinner plate before a starving man.


"No, no, please! Haven't you all done enough to me? I can't stand any 
more! Oh God, I can't!" But even as she spoke, she knew the fires the 
evil drug had spawned in her belly were still burning strongly. She 
held up one arm in protest, but there was no stopping the hulking man 
now. Without any hesitation, he probed savagely at her defenseless 
upturned vaginal slit with the blunt head of his lust-engorged penis. 
He found the pink puckered flanges of her pussy and slipped his 
impatiently pulsating cock in a couple of inches. But suddenly, 
grinning lewdly ... he pulled the swollen bulbous head from her already 
sperm moistened tunnel and lowered his aim, shoving her legs back hard 
so that now she was nearly standing on her head, doubled in half from 
the pressure of his arm against the back of her firm, trembling thighs.


A cold, frightening chill suddenly raced along her spine, for the 
pressure of his hardened penis was pressing against her tightly 
puckered anus. The horrible truth about what the huge man was about to 
do was relayed to Sarah's numbed brain. It shattered into her head like 
a rifle shot.


"Oh my God, no! NO! NO! PLEASE!" Her eyes were wide and white with 
fear, "Henry! Somebody! Don't let him do it! Don't ... 
AAAAGGGHHHHHHHHH!"


She tried to pull away, but it was too late. Like a pile-driver, the 
sex-crazed man sank his massively hardened cock into the helpless young 
girl's anus, splitting apart the tight muscular bands and ramming deep 
up in her frantically cringing rectum. She screamed loudly again and 
again. It felt as if she was being split in half as he drove 
mercilessly into the agonized depths of her smooth rubbery tunnel. She 
could feel his mammoth hardness burrowing far up into her intestines, 
spreading the delicate walls of her virginal little rectum wide apart 
as he plowed into her.


Through tear-flooded eyes she saw the outline of another woman, naked 
as herself, and felt the woman shoving a lumpy pillow beneath her 
defenselessly upturned ass, forcing her anal crevice even higher toward 
the man's humping, sweat-matted pelvis.


Al looked down at her with a sneering leer on his lips, beads of 
perspiration rolling down his swarthy cheeks. Her beautiful young face 
twisted horribly with each painful job Al made into her tightly 
clasping depths, her teeth clenched as her pain-contorted lips parted 
in a half-cry of soul-rending anguish. She tried to lift her arms, to 
fight back, anything to force this devastating assault on her anus to 
stop. But it was hopeless. Her feeble blows only glanced off the man's 
thick neck, making him laugh in sadistic pleasure. She was impaled 
helplessly beneath him; and he wasn't about to pull his hotly throbbing 
shaft out of her tight little rectum ... not when he was savoring every 
exciting second of his ravishment of this naked young beauty.


Sarah tried to tighten her sphincter muscles, hoping and praying that 
she could force the painful intruder from her forbidden orifice but her 
on-and-off clenching only seemed to add fuel to the raging savage lust 
the naked man was feeling. As the hot muscular walls of her anal 
passage squeezed against the impaling length of his lustfully-pulsating 
cock, he slammed into her with renewed excitement, burying himself 
deeper and deeper in the wretched young blonde's anus. The taut bands 
of muscle around the normally tiny opening were stretched almost beyond 
endurance to accommodate the log-like pole of his cock, clasping like 
over-stretched elastic the hard thick shaft of his manhood, tightly 
massaging every long hard inch of its throbbing length.


Her nostrils unconsciously flared at the salacious scent of their 
sweating bodies grinding together in the hot stuffy room, the sweat of 
her own nakedly ravished body running freely with the musky wetness of 
this man. A whiff of pungent sharpness caught her attention--the smell 
of her own vaginal secretions was mingling with the tangy, acid scent 
of the man's wildly pistoning cock. This incredibly lurid scene ... the 
overpowering numbness from the drugs ... the indescribable 
salaciousness of being raped and sodomized like this, being used and 
manhandled by a stranger, right before the eyes of two others: these 
things all coupled together, slowly brought on a change deep in her 
ripe young body. Almost indiscernible at first, it was nearly 
impossible to feel anything except the constant intense pain. But 
something was happening to her, something was changing ...


"She's starting to dig it now, Al boy! Let her have it good! Really 
throw it to her!" screamed Gloria, nakedly up on the bed on her knees 
now, her eyes glistening hypnotically just a foot from the painfully 
stretched nether ring of Sarah's ravaged anal hole, her eyes wide and 
glazed as she watched this fantastic performance right in front of her 
face.


Sarah felt an involuntary movement beginning that was not of her own 
doing; her hips began to arch upward toward the man. The bruised, 
battered walls of her rectal passage began to contract involuntarily as 
the sheer perverted wickedness of what she was doing began to rattle 
through her drugged mind. Her naked torso was coming back to life, 
rolling and squirming wantonly from side to side, starting a slow 
deliberate rhythm as she slowly ground back up against his loins.


Slowly, undetectably at first, the pain of this brutal, vicious attack 
was gradually subsiding. And in its place ... familiar waves of a wild 
hungering pleasure began to fan out from her battered rectum, rippling 
upward throughout her belly, coming to rest in the bulging peaks of her 
straining young breasts, smashed beneath her upturned legs. Her toes 
curled tightly against the bottoms of her feet, opening and closing in 
perfect harmony with his long, slow thrusts that went so far up into 
her belly that they seemed to be coming out her mouth. His thickly 
erect cock slipped easily in and out of her tight, constrictive tunnel 
now, lubricated with the oozing vaginal flow and the semen impatiently 
dribbling from the enormous, throbbing head of his savage rod of steel-
hard flesh.


"Oooooohhh ... Aaaawwwww! Oh God! OH GOD!" Her hands were on his 
mammoth shoulders, her nails raking his tough flesh and leaving long 
wakes of red as she dug in viciously through his skin.


A whirling melange of thought-pictures raced across the screen of her 
mind, jumbled and confusing images of familiar faces in slow-motion, 
like a movie running on the wrong speed, slowed by the stupifying 
powers of the drugs she had consumed. She thought of her far-away 
husband, Jamie ... and of what it would be like to be with him now, 
away from this frightening nightmare. Oh, how much she wanted him to 
come and save her from this horrible degradation. It was a stupid 
thought and she instantly regretted it.


But other thoughts, other feelings, other sensations were bouncing 
around in her head too. She recalled the many long empty nights with 
Jamie, those endless, agonizing nights when only a few moments of 
unbridled passion would have fulfilled the gnawing pain in her loins. 
Those nights, those countless nights, when she'd cried herself to 
sleep, clutching her belly to keep from screaming in anguish. Holding 
her stomach to quench the insistent pain in her loins, the recurring, 
all-consuming pain that Jamie could have eliminated so easily ... but 
didn't because he was too drunk or too tired.


Suddenly, something snapped deep inside her. The pain was gone, 
completely kicked aside by the growing, savage animal passion that had 
stealthily slipped from her loins and taken control of her naked body.


"Oh God ... it's so good! It's so good! Oh shit, fuck me! Fuck my ass 
so hard! Oh! Oh ... Oh God, I'M CUMMING!"


A long deep moan growled from her lips, her nakedly writhing body 
arched hard up against his pelvis as his long thick cock rammed deep 
inside her. She screamed again, wordless, gasping cries as a torrent of 
her own orgasming juices flooded from her wildly twitching vagina and 
drained down the narrow furrows of her buttocks, streaming in a white 
warm wave over the huge lust-bloated shaft embedded deep in her rectum.


Spurred on by the sight of her orgasm, Al pumped into her anew, 
spreading the cheeks of her naked, unprotected buttocks with his 
fingers to allow his thick massiveness even deeper entry to her 
frantically puckering orifice. He pulled the immense shaft all the way 
out, leaving just the distended, pulsing tip to keep the tiny hole 
open, then rammed straight down, sinking deeper and deeper until his 
curly-haired pelvis smashed against her naked upturned ass. He could 
feel the young girl struggling to open her legs wider, to suck his huge 
invading cudgel deeper up into her forbidden orifice in an effort to 
swallow him up in the immense raging inferno of her belly.


Sarah was now aware of nothing around her; the room could have been 
filled with all her friends, all her relatives, and it wouldn't have 
mattered now! Suddenly she was lost in the animal raptures of pure, 
undiluted savage passion. She was as nakedly unashamed of her unbridled 
lust as Hawkins' wolf had been of his, nothing more than an animal 
answering the basest of her baser needs. Every muscle, every nerve in 
her trembling body was attuned to his rhythmic, plundering thrusts that 
seemed deeper and deeper with every powerful, punishing lunge. She had 
become just an extension of his naked manly loins, just another 
instrument of the burning savage lust just now about to explode from 
his sperm-swollen balls. He reached between the fleshy cheeks of her 
buttocks and the cushioning pillow, lifting her even higher, tilting 
her up painfully so that his rapidly ramming thrusts were straight down 
into the heatedly clenching depths of her rectum.


Sarah was insane with salacious desires! She had not one speck of 
control over her body ... it was responding on its own, humping and 
writhing as the wildly fucking man bored mercilessly down into the 
tight hairless tunnel of her rectum.


And then his long hard cock jerked once and began to spurt ... the 
heated, lava-like flow of cum shooting like liquid flames deep up into 
her bowels, blasting up into her belly, ripping through her wantonly 
squirming body in never-ending spurts. Over and over again the white 
flow erupted from the throbbing, blood-swollen head of the huge shaft, 
filling the cavernous hollow of her insides and draining over the 
tightly sucking muscular ring of her anus. The silver river of cum 
streamed in a warm flood down both sides of her creviced bottom, 
trickling in twin streams down her upturned back. For the moment, at 
least, the flesh of her inflamed passages, had been soothed with an 
oozing warm balm.


When every precious drop of cum had been milked from his thick pumping 
penis, when every hot spurt had been sucked deep up into her belly, Al 
gave one gasping lunge and pulled his now soft, pliable cock from her 
still tightly clenching anal grip. He groaned, then collapsed exhausted 
beside her on the floor.


Sarah knew this would have to always be the lowest moment of her life. 
No matter what came after this, she could never sink so wantonly low 
again. She knew that tears should be flooding her cheeks from the vile 
and degrading subjugation and humiliation she had just been forced to 
endure. But it wasn't that way at all ..


She felt nothing except the warm glowing fullness of her sperm-sloshing 
belly, the tingle of satisfaction, at least for now, and she couldn't 
pretend otherwise--she liked it. God help her, she liked it!


From the corner of her eye, she saw Henry and Gloria, both excited anew 
from this fresh spectacle of sadism and wickedly titillating passion. 
Gloria kneeled at his feet and took the whole of his long thick cock, 
still marked and glistening wetly with the stains of his violent 
assault on the young naked blonde. His eyes closed and a low, quiet 
moan came from his lips as she began to suck ... and no matter how hard 
she tried to deny it, to fight it ... Sarah could only feel a bit of 
envy for the kneeling woman with that big beautiful cock rammed 
deliciously down her throat!


Chapter 10


Sarah slept through nearly all of the next day, or the same day really, 
as it was getting close to dawn when Hawkins and his friends, including 
the four-legged one, left the camper. They had finally been satisfied 
and had resumed to the silver-colored trailer for a few hours sleep 
before pulling up stakes and hitting the road for Line Creek, their 
first scheduled performance.


When Sarah awoke, though she had nearly managed to pull herself out of 
her drugged hangover a few times while they were moving along the 
gravel highway north, they were already in the tiny mining community of 
Line Creek. She opened the door of the camper and stood there for a 
long few minutes, just watching numbly as the workers hustled around, 
aided by a few temporary helpers Hawkins' advance truck had hustled 
together from the locals. The workers were opening up the sides of the 
trucks, dropping the panels that covered the wheels and gave the show a 
really polished look of professionalism that amazed her after last 
night. This looked like an honest-to-God animal show, just like she'd 
believed so sincerely before things changed so drastically here in this 
camper just so many hours ago ... Christ, was that all some kind of 
dream? Is Hawkins' show on the level, or wasn't that real last night?


But Sarah had little time to grasp for such wispy fragments of hope, 
for she quickly was spotted by Henry Hawkins. Dropping his work, he 
came to her side hurriedly, his face at first blank and expressionless, 
then smeared with that same wicked grin she remembered now so clearly 
from last night.


"Feelin' all right?" he asked when he was close enough to talk without 
being heard by the others.


"Yes," she answered simply, nodding her head.


"There's a little somethin' for you in the camper refrigerator, already 
mixed with coke."


Sarah's eyes widened with fear, "No, I won't! You can't make me do that 
again! I won't take it!"


His face tightened into a scowl, and he spoke with deliberate slowness, 
choosing his words carefully. "You'll take it all right. You only have 
to remember last night--all of it--and you'll take it. You'll do it, 
Sarah, 'cause you're that kind of woman. I knew it when I first laid 
eyes on you. Now think! Think very carefully about last night ... and 
then you do as you're told. You've got some work to do tonight, work 
that'll make you a lot of money. More than you've ever seen, probably. 
So remember, Sarah ... and do as I tell you." And with that he walked 
away, leaving her as confused and as frightened as when she first woke 
up alone there in the camper. It was like a hellish nightmare ... here 
she was practically surrounded by people, most of them probably decent 
people, people who would help her out of this Dante's inferno of 
wantonness if she only asked ... but it was as if she had been 
paralyzed somehow, crippled and unable to move, except to move back 
into the camper, to the refrigerator ...


Chapter 11


Like before, Sarah didn't hear anyone enter. Only this time, it wasn't 
Henry Hawkins at all, but his hired boy, young Sammy. Sammy wasn't a 
day over sixteen, but Sarah could not have failed to notice the way 
he'd looked at her whenever they were together in the truck cab. She 
could almost feel the intensity of his eagerness, his brash adolescent 
desire for her, but she had merely shrugged it off. But that was before 
... and nothing was the same now.


She could only assume that she must have fallen unconscious this time, 
for she was flat on her back when he entered unannounced, he said with 
a message from Hawkins, but his eyes told her something else ... and 
now, as last night, Sarah Olsen could not deny the wanton things her 
young pertly developed body craved. But more than that now, she didn't 
want to deny them ... it wasn't just her body, but her soul that cried 
out now ... and there could be no stopping, not now, not ever.


*   *   *


Sarah was lying on her back on the floor, cushioned from the hardwood 
by a thick, shag rug that tickled her naked flesh as she moved against 
it. Sammy was somewhere at her feet, only a hazy smear through her 
drug-blurred eyes, but kneeling between her opened legs. She watched 
and waited, half realizing what was happening, half wanting to stop it 
... but unable to control this inferno of passion the strong drugs had 
worked up inside her.


She tried to think rationally, to clear her head. But it was 
impossible--the harder she concentrated, the brighter the whirling 
colored flashes became. She felt a pair of strong young hands grab her 
soft pliant thighs just above her knees and push her legs back and up, 
until they doubled back against her chest, smashing her sensitive 
nipples beneath them.


Sammy dropped his head to her wetly throbbing pussy, first spreading 
the soft fluffy down of her sparse young pubic hair with his index 
fingers, and then flicking his tongue lizard like into the moist 
warmth, wiggling the tip deep between the excitedly pulsating cuntal 
folds. Sarah jerked her naked young buttocks down into the rug as an 
electrifying lightning bolt charged along her spine and raced through 
her body like a crackling wire had been touched to her loins. Her 
thighs were held firmly, preventing her from closing her legs and 
leaving her pink, voraciously hungry cunt unprotected and vulnerable to 
his touch, his to caress and to use. She managed to focus on his form 
and saw him wide-eyed and hungry, a teenage sex maniac crouching 
between her thighs as she gazed smoky-eyed down over the plane of her 
tautly rounded belly. She was helpless, powerless to stop this 
perverted ravishment of her femininity.


Sammy was smiling, delighted at the prospect of eating this blonde 
girl's succulent pussy; he had always wanted to do something like this, 
and with a girl older than he, it was perfect! He hungrily licked his 
lips in anticipation.


His eyes met hers and they locked there for an eternity, fathoming the 
deep, churning confusion and fear inside her mind; she was petrified 
with fright and the rising misgivings at what she was doing ... but 
there was another feeling she couldn't deny even to herself. That now-
familiar burning in the pit of her belly, that hot glow that was 
throbbing in her loins, that tingling hunger that was quivering in her 
widespread pussy. Sammy's lips parted the moist, pink vaginal flanges 
to expose the hardened bud of her little clitoris, an erect pink nipple 
that seemed to cry out for his touch. He eyed the little tip first, 
then, without warning, quickly buried his lips in the damply heated 
furrow, his long tongue worming its way deep in between her warmly 
clasping pussy walls.


Sarah jerked away again, punctuated this time with a straight-from-the-
gut cry of animal desire as she fought to control the anguished pangs 
of drug-induced passion deep inside her.


"Don't ... please don't," she managed, her voice not much above a 
whisper. She knew her plea was hollow, meaningless, merely an echo of 
what she thought was morally right, not what her body wanted and 
needed. Her eyes watched in eagerness as his young head bobbed up and 
down between her wide-spread thighs, his tongue hungrily probing her 
nakedly exposed vaginal tunnel and licking the sides hotly. He teased 
the quivering tip into every warm, wet crevice, into every little 
fleshy ridge of her pussy.


Sarah sensed it happening before she could really feel it ... that 
certain sixth-sense warning that was triggered just before something 
explosive went off in her body. It was there all right ... not fear, 
but hunger; a consuming, devouring voraciousness that seemed to emanate 
upward from her ravished loins. Her wildly trembling thighs felt as if 
someone were tickling her with a huge feather, her naked young body was 
aflame with torturing lust, every square inch quivering from a billion 
needle pricks of forbidden desire. She couldn't stay motionless; her 
legs and arms moved with minds of their own, and her pelvis ground 
wantonly up against the youngster's face as she threw her pussy-lips 
hungrily against his beautifully licking tongue.


She tried to hold it back at first, tried until her voluptuously 
straining body ached from the valiant effort. She tried to keep the 
raging lust from engulfing her. But it was useless ... her hot, wildly 
excited pussy ached for a man's long hard cock, and there would be 
nothing else in her world until that need was answered.


"MMMMMMmmmmm ... it's ... it's nice, so nice ..."


Her body surrendered back to the warm, glowing sensation, her voice now 
only a purring mewl as she squirmed harder against Sammy's wetly 
nibbling lips, pushing her cock-starved cunt up to meet his long 
probing tongue. She moaned loudly as he rolled the sensitive bud of her 
clitoris around with his tongue, swirling around the pink, throbbing 
knob until she begged him to stop. Wave after wave of insufferable 
desire coursed over her tautly rippling belly and her firm young breast 
jutted proudly, her nipples achingly hard and pulsing. Slowly at first, 
then with breath-taking speed, these assaulting, tides of animal desire 
smashed away her fears, her humiliation at losing her dignity like 
this, giving herself so vulgarly to this mere teenager. All she could 
feel, all she could think of, was his touch, his wet quivering tongue 
against her clitoris, his lips hungrily kissing and nibbling at the wet 
warm folds of sensitive flesh up between her wide-spread thighs.


As he continued to suck voraciously on the sensitive little bud of her 
clitoris, Sarah arched high off the floor, only her shoulders resting 
on the rug, her wet, hair-lined cuntal slit grinding frantically 
against his face. Her entire naked body jerked spasmodically as his hot 
tongue probed deep in the clasping sheath of her vagina; the soft 
pulsing cuntal walls tried desperately to squeeze his tongue tight 
enough to contain it, to keep the slender, wetly probing tip buried in 
her hungry chasm.


Sarah was a seething fireball of desire now. Her eagerly rippling 
vagina seemed to grow, seemed big enough to swallow his whole head, to 
suck him ravenously into her belly and quench the lewd, insatiable lust 
that his touch was fanning inside her. She grabbed at the side of his 
face, clutching at his long hair, and pulled him tightly against her 
hot, hungrily writhing crotch, burying his face in the moist pungent 
furrow of her pussy, pushing his tongue even deeper in her voracious 
channel.


But the need was too great; there was only one way to quench the blood-
swirling passion raging in her loins.


"Please ... fuck me! Fuck me, please!" she begged, her eyes wide with 
an animal fury. "Fuck me ... Fuck me! FUCK ME!"


Sammy stopped his teasing play, pulled his tongue from her wetly 
clasping vagina. "Sure, baby ... I think you're about ready for me!" he 
said in adolescent toughness.


She thought of someone seeing her like this, but it didn't matter. 
Nothing mattered but that long hard pole of flesh she glimpsed as Sammy 
pulled his head from between her legs and kneeled just inches away from 
her upturned, frantically grinding loins.


But the young boy was taking his time, savoring every golden second of 
this, enjoying the thrill and excitement of making this beautiful 
blonde squirm with anticipation ... he wanted her just right, begging 
for his cock, pleading with him to answer the overpowering need in her 
belly. Just another few seconds, he thought, just another few seconds 
and she'll be perfect!


He pushed her legs harder against her softly flattened breasts and 
positioned himself. Hesitating a second he yanked a cushion from the 
bed and slid it under the smooth rounded globes of her ass, lifting her 
easily with one hand. Yes, that's perfect ... just the right angle. 
I'll be ramming right up her throat from here! Christ, has she ever got 
a sweet little cunt on her! Look at that thing, just quivering and 
sucking ... man, she'll pull my balls off with that tight little pussy! 
Goddamn, what a piece of tail!


Sarah looked at Sammy and for an instant he reminded her of the surfers 
from California she'd seen in magazines, the tall blonde muscle-boys 
with wet hair. He was incredibly well built, and that long hard cock of 
his wouldn't have shamed a grown man twice his size. She closed her 
eyes again and the picture vanished ...


The thin, hair-fringed crevice of her naked vagina was quivering with 
the maddening desire that had taken control of her body and mind. Her 
eyes were tightly clenched, it didn't matter whose hotly throbbing 
penis was teasing the warm soft lips of her pussy. It could have been 
her own lost husband ... it could have been a thousand others. At this 
moment, nothing mattered but feeling that rock-hard shaft buried deep 
inside her, to feel the walls of her hungry slit close tightly around 
the bucking and rearing pole and suck it frantically up into her womb. 
She ground her crotch desperately up to reach the elusive rod.


"Oh, no ... now please!"


She was going stark-raving mad without a man inside her; she'd lose her 
mind without relief.


"Fuck me, honey! Stick it up in me! Stick it up in me hard! Split me 
open with your big cock!"


She reached for it clumsily, her reflexes still slowed by the drugs, 
but her fingers found the thick fleshy shaft. She stroked its heated 
length almost deliriously with her fingertips, pulling it toward her 
warmly clasping vagina, feeling his manhood grow even harder and longer 
at her touch. She could feel the swollen knob on the end of it fill 
with hot swirling blood as the heatedly pulsating shaft brushed her 
vaginal lips ever so lightly.


Sammy could hold back his charge no longer, and without warning snapped 
his loins forward ... "AAAAAAwwwwww ..." Sarah cried out in sharp pain 
as the long hard pole slipped wetly inside and rammed its way to the 
hilt far up inside her drug-crazed cunt. She was forced back brutally 
to the floor as he jammed into her with all the fury of his virile 
young body behind his first thrust. The soft pliant walls of her 
vagina-rippled aside in warm pink waves as his hotly pulsing cock drove 
up against the sensitive tip of her cervix.


She gasped an unintelligible cry, then, "Oh God, it's killing me ... 
it's so deep! It's so deep inside me!" It was longer than she had 
expected, and it hurt.


Sammy hesitated not an instant, but pulled his lust-hardened shaft out 
of her until just an inch remained between her wet moistly sucking 
pussy lips, then rammed it home again, once more sinking into her 
tightly clasping sheath until his -pubic hair matted with her and his 
balls slapped loudly and obscenely in the upturned defenseless furrow 
of her ass. The powerful youth didn't ease his relentless rhythm for an 
instant; he knew he had her off balance and teetering on the brink of 
insanity from the wild fucking he was giving her. Sarah's eyes were 
open, but she saw nothing, just an endless array of bright flashing 
colors, a psychedelic merry-go-round of reds and yellows and purples 
that whirred by her eyes.


"Getting to you, right. Don't tell me you've never had it so far down 
before ... feels nice, right sweetheart?" His voice had the phony 
arrogance of a teenage street fighter.


He was taunting her, adding to the humiliation she knew she should have 
felt. But there was no embarrassed anguish, no abject degradation ... 
nothing but the insatiable hunger in her belly for his seething hot 
load of male sperm.


Lunge after pistoning lunge disappeared in her warm juicy tunnel, every 
virile thrust sending another fresh wave of ecstasy through her nakedly 
writhing body. Her rippling pussy walls tightly gripped the long hard 
intruder, only letting go reluctantly as the glistening wet shaft 
slithered out, then back in, sinking each delicious time to the very 
base of his rigid young cock.


Sarah couldn't see anyone now, just the blurry outline of the naked boy 
who was fucking her like she'd never been fucked before, and she was 
responding with every cell, every fiber of her very being. Sammy pumped 
his hotly throbbing flesh into her again and again, her nibbling 
vaginal lips clinging to the thick white shaft as it slid wetly from 
her clasping grasp.


"Oh God ... oh God," she moaned like a broken record endlessly 
repeating itself.


She knew she couldn't stop what was happening ... and she knew she 
wouldn't, even if she could. She was soaring on rocketing pinnacles of 
sexual wantonness, sexual abandonment she'd never have guessed 
possible. She was feeling a newly released sexuality, a newly freed 
lasciviousness that was beyond her wildest fantasies. This young boy, a 
stranger until this moment, was doing incredible, unbelievable things 
to her ... he was taking her places she'd never dreamed existed. And 
she could not stop him ... she wouldn't!


Sammy could see she was truly all his now--his living love-slave, his 
to use any way he desired. She was ready and eager to take anything he 
could dish out ... He smiled as he looked at her voluptuously naked 
form doubled beneath his thrusts, her long blonde hair spilling around 
her head like a halo. He slowed the relentless, deep jabs to a steady 
pumping rhythm, fucking in and out of her with smooth, easy strokes. 
And then she felt the first incredible waves of ecstasy moving outward 
from the pit of her belly to the tightly clasping pink lips of her 
pussy which still tautly gripped the hard thick shaft of his penis.


"Oh Goddamn," she screamed. "That's it, lover! Fuck me, fuck me ... 
FUCK ME!"


Chapter 12


Sarah scarcely remembered being helped from the camper and led along 
the dirt path that led to one of the show's biggest transfer vans, a 
huge blue one emblazoned with Henry Hawkins' advertising along its full 
length. It was dark, late it seemed as she walked gingerly, barefoot, 
along the trail. Someone was leading her. Was it Sammy? Sweet young 
Sammy? Or was it Henry? Or was it someone else she'd never seen before?


Henry's advance men had done their work well, and the wives and kiddies 
that had viewed the show's menagerie that afternoon before sunset were 
all safely home out of sight. Only the single men and those married 
ones sly enough or bold enough to manage a night out alone were packed 
six abreast into the smoky, almost airless truck when she was helped 
into the wide rear doors. She couldn't see their faces, just a swirling 
sea of bodies and eyes and teeth and legs ... and cocks, she could only 
hope, God how she hoped there were lots of them! Henry's magic had 
worked again, though she could not remember taking another dose of the 
passion-swelling potion after Sammy arrived. But she must have ... why 
else this raging hot burning again up between her legs, this rutting 
agony of desire that could only be quenched one way. And tonight she 
knew the way ... there would be no need for encouragement, no reason 
for subterfuge of deceit. Tonight the beautiful young blonde, clad now 
only in her brassiere and panties as she was paraded in before these 
men who had paid ten dollars for the show she was about to give them, 
was eager enough on her own ... eager for anything as long as it would 
give her the lascivious excitement she cried out for with every pore, 
every cell, of her half-naked young body.


Numbly, feeling nothing but the fire in her naked belly, she was led 
like a slave girl to the front of the enclosed van where a tattered, 
uncovered mattress lay on the bare floor, marked off from the rest of 
the area by a tautly-stretched rope that the men from the mining camp 
were pressed against as thick as flies. She didn't feel it at all as 
her wrists were strapped with nylon clothesline to two rings in the 
floor that were used for restraining the heavy steel cages when they 
were on the move. She did not offer any opposition because she was 
aware of nothing to oppose ... nothing existed in the universe except 
the red-hot moist flesh of her drug-crazed vagina and this wonderful 
crowd of men.


A short fat man, dressed in the sweat-soaked clothes of a worker, 
entered and closed the doors behind him. His eyes flickered in 
appreciation when he saw the delicious young feast spread defenselessly 
on the mattress.


The worker removed his shirt, silently staring at her with undisguised 
rapaciousness visible in his eyes. His huge barrel chest, covered with 
ape-like hair, rose and fell in short puffing gasps as he dropped his 
pants to the floor. His short fat cock jerked into view beneath an 
overhanging roll of fat from his white belly.


Sarah's eyes bulged in terror. The drug! The drug! Why didn't it work! 
She felt only fear, not the blind lust that she now craved like a 
junkie craves heroin.


And, suddenly, it did, but not the way she had expected. The first 
piercing warning came as the man leaned gleefully over the edge of the 
mattress and began running his rough callused hands over her smooth, 
cringing young flesh.


Her reaction was violent! A deep indescribable electrifying shock shot 
through the frayed nerve-ends of her body like a thousand tiny sharp 
needles. Laughing red devils danced wickedly along the inner softness 
of her firmly quaking thighs. Her buttocks ground desperately into the 
mattress to quench a searing hot flame suddenly licking hungrily at her 
nakedness. It was futile, the fire roared headlong out of control. She 
lay immobile for a moment, her mind struggling hopelessly against the 
pinpricks of sensation following the path of the coarse fingers digging 
so brutally into her flesh. God, Henry must have given me a double 
dose!


The first man played with her, unaware of the hopeless battle raging 
within the tortured young girl beneath his kneading hands. He placed 
his thumbs on the fleshy lips of hair lining the outside of her cunt 
and pulled slowly apart as though he were splitting tropical fruit. 
Sarah lay holding her breath and fighting with all her moral strength. 
It was not enough, for her resistance shattered almost immediately.


She groaned as the exquisite feeling of cool air rushed over the 
fevered bud of her rising clitoris. It rippled up her now quivering 
belly and out into the nipples of her ripely throbbing breasts, 
drowning out the debasing humiliation of the strange hands roaming over 
her nakedness. The straining muscles of her thighs began to relax as 
did her white ivory breasts that rose and fell with each labored 
breath.


The man's tongue licked nervously at his thick mouth, small beads of 
sweat formed over his upper lips as he watched the gradual 
transformation of the voluptuous young girl beneath his stroking 
fingers. He did not understand and did not care, he would not question 
a gift like this--only a fool would.


He could not wait. He pushed her unresisting firm thighs wide with the 
rough palms of his hands and crawled eagerly between their lush 
fullness. The devils danced faster around the rough pink edges of 
Sarah's naked cunt as she felt the mattress sink from his weight. Her 
hotly throbbing pussy felt like a painfully aching hollow pit in her 
stomach and it had to be filled. Her eyes locked greedily on the thick 
cock pulsating out from his kneeling body above her.


Suddenly forgotten were the fears of humiliation. She needed but one 
thing now; she needed that long hard cock! More than anything else in 
the world, she needed the relief that only a man's virile penis could 
bring her.


Even as her mind fought the repulsive sight of the kneeling fat body 
hovering between the slimness of her wide-stretched thighs, her long 
tapered legs kicked out uncontrollably and her heels curled around his 
hips in an animal-like eagerness. She jerked forward wildly, pulling 
him, with a grunt, heavily down on top of her sensually writhing body.


He guided his thick blood-filled cock-head straight into her wetly 
foaming cunt, his heavy weight smashing her far down into the mattress. 
As she squealed in pain and ecstasy, he levered up, ramming his rock-
hard shaft as deep as it would go into her hungrily clasping pussy. His 
heavy, sperm-laden balls smacked loudly against her upturned ass as his 
long hard length bored hotly into the yielding softness of her rippling 
young belly.


Sarah strained against the cords but they held, cruelly cutting into 
her wrists, as she tried to get even closer to him, crying out in a 
savage demand to go "deeper, fuck deeper!"


"Fuck harder, fuck deeper!" she screamed at him in desperation, causing 
the bug-eyed spectators to edge even closer to the make-shift stage. 
They watched as the man grasped her nakedly grinding ass cheeks in both 
hands and drove his thick stubby cock to the hilt. A low murmur of 
sympathy went up in the audience; it was obvious that his fleshy staff 
was much too short to put out the fire raging in the young girl's cunt. 
Sarah groaned in frustration, splaying her legs wide out over the bed 
to give him greater access, but even that did not help.


As if in apology, the sweating fat man rammed his tongue deep into her 
wide-open mouth, the saliva drooling down into her throat. She sucked 
at it in a wild frenzy, her drug-crazed body caught up in a whirlpool 
of raw lust that she had never known before. His wildly jerking cock 
pistoned into her mercilessly as he sought to make up for his lack of 
length, and his pile-driving thrusts brought gasps of pain from the 
captive blonde as his pelvis smacked loudly against her crotch.


Sarah moaned again, this time in encouragement, for the man was 
bringing her to the peak with the brutal pounding of his body alone.


Then--suddenly--as she bucked uncontrollably beneath him, she felt his 
rapidly plunging cock stiffen without warning and begin spewing its 
white-hot liquid far into the hidden recesses of her tortured womb. 
Sarah groaned in frustration. It was too soon, too soon! She was almost 
there, the climatic peak was but a second away. She strained crazily to 
cum and get release, but the man's dead weight collapsed heavily across 
her still driving body. The useless deflated penis hung spent and wetly 
glistening between her churning thighs.


Frantically she buffeted her wetly steaming loins up against his 
flaccid tube, tears of angry frustration running down her lust-
contorted face. She screamed in anguish as he rolled from her nakedly 
buffeting body, breathing heavily in satiation ... he had gotten more 
than his money's worth. He smiled happily and a bit sheepishly at the 
spectators who were moving restlessly; their whispers sounded like the 
first-zephyrs of an approaching storm.


The fire burned on in Sarah, even as the man left the roped area. 
Impatiently, she waited for the next customer, grinding her buttocks 
into the mattress in anticipation.


Oh God, she sobbed, the hunger coursing through her like a narcotic. 
I'm going crazy, crazy. Send me someone! Send me someone!


Henry's head suddenly appeared at the door; a grin of satisfaction was 
on his lips as he saw Sarah's drugged body frantically writhing out of 
control on the bed. Henry had many clients waiting, and the potion 
would last for hours. The girl was beyond objecting to anything now. In 
fact, he thought happily, she would welcome it.


Sarah's eyes were glazed in an all-encompassing desire. Her earlier 
prayers for blessed unconsciousness had faded, now she wanted only to 
feel the deliciousness of a man fucking wildly into her. She wanted her 
belly filled with great warm pools of cum and feel it sloshing around 
wetly inside her.


Hurry, Henry, hurry, her mind droned drunkenly, bring me one. Bring me 
a man or I'll die!


She did not have long to wait. An old man on crutches hobbled in, his 
eyes shining in lust. He had only one leg and his clothes were filthy 
and stained. They looked as though they had not left his body in 
months. Sarah's passion was beyond caring now, he was a man! A man with 
a nice hard cock that could slice into her fearfully burning pussy. 
That was all that mattered.


Hurry, you bastard, hurry, raced through her mind desperately. She 
opened her legs wide, pointed the dripping hair-lined slit of her cunt 
directly at the lewdly grinning cripple, grinding her femaledom up with 
her tightly clenched ass in an equally lewd invitation to spur him to 
speed.


He lost no time in tearing his ragged clothes from his unwashed body. 
He hadn't believed the news in the town street, nor the price ... three 
dollars! All that would buy in the whorehouse of Dawson Creek was a fat 
old hag who had been used up years before and who would lie drunkenly 
under you thinking of the booze she could buy with the money from this 
trick. But this was different! She was young, and her flesh was firm. 
It had been many long years since he had fucked anything even 
approaching this. Nowadays he could not afford the young ones in the 
houses and even if he could they would turn him down because of his 
nauseating appearance. He could not believe his luck with this one; 
Christ, she was begging him for it with her obscene gestures and loud 
groans. He would use his ten minutes well with this crazy-to-be-fucked 
little bitch.


He hobbled to the bed and without ceremony, threw the stump of his 
missing leg over Sarah's nakedly squirming young body. He straddled her 
stomach awkwardly. The soft whiteness of tautened belly brushed 
tantalizingly against the wrinkled sack of his heavily dangling balls 
causing his ancient penis to jerk in anticipation. He moved forward 
along her nakedly writhing torso and laid his still semi-soft penis in 
the warm fleshy valley between her ripely quivering breasts. He cupped 
a hand on either side of the feverishly straining mounds and pushed 
them together, trapping his long, awakening cock between them. He had 
always wanted to do this but none of the Dawson Creek whores would ever 
let him. Now with this young bitch's hands tied over her head, she 
could not object. Besides, Hawkins said anything went as long as he 
didn't hurt her physically.


Sarah, beneath him, could feel the bones of his thin buttocks pressing 
painfully into her ribs as he rocked forward. He had straddled her so 
suddenly that she had been taken completely unaware. She needed him in 
her--but not like this. She tried desperately to wriggle up the 
mattress under him but he rode with her firm young body.


"No, no, please not that way, not that way," she cried in frustration 
as she looked down her nose and watched the red bulbous cock-head 
sliding back and forth between her tightly held breasts. She could feel 
it begin to heatedly throb against the sensitive tissue of her skin, 
sending further sheets of hot licking flame racing down to the 
quivering slit of her palpitating cunt.


"Oh God no! Fuck me, please! Please!" she begged as he began a rocking 
motion, sliding his blue veined cock faster and faster between her 
warmly straining breasts. Spit dripped from his sun-cracked lips, 
falling onto the narrow fleshy valley and lubricating the passage for 
the hotly pulsating penis as it fucked the soft warmness between her 
breasts.


The cripple continued his desperate thrusting--faster--faster--his 
breath coming in quick labored gasps, until before her horror-stricken 
eyes, the man groaned loudly and stiffened; his long-stored cum began 
spurting in sticky hot streams over her naked breasts, spewing its vile 
warmth up against her chin and face. It ran down her shoulders and 
throat in wet white rivulets, soaking the mattress beneath.


"Get in me, get in me! Now! Now!" she raved, her head thrashing from 
side to side in bitter defeat. "Why didn't you? Why didn't you?" she 
shouted up at him through hate-filled eyes, her arms straining at the 
binding cords like a mad woman. She cursed his impotency with all the 
foul words that came to her lust deranged mind.


"Send me a man! Henry, you son of a bitch! Send me a man!" she screamed 
at the top of her lungs. Her wildly pulsating cunt was a steaming 
cauldron now that twitched like a nerve out of control. Her body was 
going to explode into a million fiery particles if someone didn't stuff 
a cock into her soon--she sobbed hysterically, crying out for 
deliverance.


The cripple dressed and hobbled hurriedly from the van, fearful that 
this lunatic might break loose from her bonds and do him bodily harm. 
He ignored the jeering catcalls of the other spectators--he had gotten 
what he wanted.


As Sarah watched him disappear through the doors, she suddenly gasped 
and held her breath, for his bent-over form was replaced by the shadow 
of the biggest man she had ever seen. He stooped as he entered to keep 
from hitting his head against the frame.


He was jet black! Her pleading froze in her throat. Desire, suddenly 
replaced by fear, withered in her body. He would kill her!


"I've brought you a man, honey," Henry's voice cooed from behind the 
giant black. "I've given him a discount to let some of the others 
watch. You must perform well," he chortled happily. "They are paying a 
lot for a good exhibition, and we can't disappoint them, can we!"


"Ohh, please, no," Sarah whimpered, a battle raging between her mental 
revulsion, and the drug-fed fire of lust raging inside her crazed young 
body. "I can't, I can't ... he's too big. He'll kill me! Not with him, 
please!"


Without speaking, Hawkins gave her a cold-steel stare that would have 
curdled fresh milk. His glance was more fearful than what the black man 
would do to her; she knew she was beaten again--she would have to do 
whatever he wished of her.


She was dimly aware, through drug glazed eyes, of the leering faces 
crowded into the small room. Would they ever stop coming? They were 
lining the walls and hanging over the rail closest to her, packing the 
small chamber until the air became hot and almost unbearable from their 
sweating, grimy unwashed bodies. There seemed to be horribly grotesque 
faces peering down at her. Some toothless and unshaven, some marred by 
accident or design, but all wide-eyed and eager for the cruel 
ravishment of the quivering young blonde before them to begin.


When the room was jammed with straining men, Hawkins motioned for Al to 
lock the door, cutting off the last entrance for fresh cool air. The 
odor was heavy and pressed down on Sarah like an invisible musty cape. 
She struggled for breath, her lungs sucking in great gasps, fighting to 
maintain consciousness.


Henry nodded his head at the panting black who began eagerly stripping 
his clothes from his glistening, muscular body. His pants fell to the 
floor, causing a murmur of fevered approval to ripple through the 
excited crowd. His giant ebony cock reared out from his black muscular 
stomach like a third arm with a huge tightly balled fist at the end. It 
was at least ten inches long and two inches thick, and the two great 
sperm inflated balls hanging at the base gave it the frightening 
appearance of a cannon ready to fire.


Sarah jerked her tightly clenched eyes open at the ripple of noise 
running through the room, her shocked gaze locking on the monstrous 
shaft pointing directly at her. She gasped in terror, drawing her 
thighs tightly together in anguished fear, her mouth dropping loosely 
open in astonished belief.


It couldn't be true. He would split her right in half! Horrible visions 
of her ripped torn body flickered wildly through her cringing mind. 
They couldn't do it! They wouldn't!


The black stepped to the bed, the crowd closing behind him to get a 
closer look at the unbelievable spectacle about to take place before 
them. Helpful hands from the side of the mattress grasped harshly at 
Sarah's tightly clenched ankles, pulling them brutally open. Her 
delicate pink slit nestling in the soft pubic hair burst into full view 
of the spectators at the end of the bed. The others strained closer 
around the bedside to get their look at the wetly palpitating treasure 
of the struggling girl. Over-anxious hands reached out to pinch quickly 
at the white full breasts above, digging harshly for a stolen moment, 
and then disappearing anonymously back into the crowd.


The black giant climbed up between her widespread frantically trembling 
legs. The restraining hands on her ankles levered them up off the bed 
and back over her head until the soles of her upside down feet were 
touching the headboard in a great "V" about four feet apart. Sarah's 
face contorted in anguish, every muscle in her body felt as though it 
were stretched beyond all human endurance. The flat plane of her soft 
hair-covered pussy was presented to the kneeling giant in defenseless 
sacrifice. It was his, his to plunder at will.


He grinned down at it, his lips bared back over the white ivory of his 
teeth in unbridled lust. He stroked his massively thick cock with both 
hands in greedy preparation for the assault on the helpless, up-turned 
cunt in front of him. His body swayed on his knees like a stalking 
cobra, the glistening ebony skin shining in the dim light of the single 
bulb hanging above. He shuffled forward slowly, his pelvis and great 
bulging black cock shoved out and quivering like a savage limbo dancer 
caught in the hypnotic throes of a primeval jungle ceremony.


Sarah, through wide-split thighs, watched in awed terror as the 
writhing black torso advanced toward her helpless aperture. She could 
not turn her eyes from the vile instrument that was, in a moment, to 
cleave through her nakedly bound body in vicious rape. She was 
mesmerized into abject stillness.


Suddenly, without warning, the swaying black jerked his pelvis back and 
his head came forward and down in a dark blur, his gleaming ivory teeth 
fastening into the soft warm flesh of her belly. A tiny nip at her 
navel and his tongue began a slow tantalizing exploration of her 
whiteness, following the path of light fuzz down to the flanges of her 
fearfully cringing pussy. He spread her blushing pussy lips with his 
fingers and then, with a maddening liquid suck of his lips, drew the 
tiny pink bud of Sarah's throbbing clitoris into his hotly voracious 
mouth. He nibbled at it with the sharp tips of his teeth, feeling the 
nerve ending become erect and jerking back to life from the softness 
that fear had brought.


Sarah clenched her eyes tightly shut against the whirl-pools of 
sensation that were shooting out of control against her loins. She 
fought with all her inner strength against the gross betrayal by her 
drugged young body. Thoughts of Jamie and the life and children they 
could have had filled her head. No, no, she must not let them win. She 
mustn't! She mustn't! No matter what, I can't become just a toy for all 
these men!


But suddenly, the huge black's tongue snaked forward, burrowing up her 
hotly quivering cunt like a racing lizard. The shock rippled crazily up 
her spine to the base of her skull where it shattered in a cascade of 
rapidly growing wantonness which--like a warm flood-tide--inundated her 
whole body. Her hungry young loins jerked involuntarily forward, 
burying the man's flicking tongue to its roots. Erotic fire replaced 
fear and all else.


She was nothing but a cunt, oh God, only a cunt! Her entire being was 
suddenly a great open cavern that had to be filled, that had to be 
gorged and stuffed with hot male flesh. Nothing else mattered now; not 
principles, not humiliation, just the flicking reality of the probing 
tongue that had now crawled out from between her hot steaming furrow 
and was tracing tiny wet circles up her body.


"Ohh, ohh, yess, yesssss, suck my tits, yes, like that, like that! Bite 
me! Aaaaaaggggggg!"


It moved up over her throat, licking at her nose and eyes and cheeks, 
the thick warm saliva soaking her skin. She rotated her lust-contorted 
face around searching with her open mouth for the wet fleshy tongue 
that was bringing her so much pleasure. She found it and sucked it deep 
into her throat with a low animal moan.


Now her pelvis was grinding frantically, searching with her gaping hot 
pussy for that monstrous pole that was going to rip her belly asunder. 
The lust-incited crowd around the mattress gasped as the great bulging 
cock-head found the tiny pulsating opening to her pussy. It jostled for 
a moment against the pink, ragged edges of flesh, then insinuated 
itself gently between her wetly quivering vaginal lips.


Then with a flick of the hips, the grinning black forced the blood-
filled tip brutally just beyond the throbbing lips of her hair-lined 
cunt, stretching the resisting rubbery flesh almost to the bursting 
point.


Sarah threw her head wildly to the side and screamed, "AAAAAggggg! 
Don't ... Jesus, don't, you're hurting me-eeee-ee!"


The massively throbbing penis sank in another cruel inch, the 
struggling girl trying desperately to kick her legs free and escape the 
punishing impalement. Several pairs of eagerly restraining hands of the 
spectators grabbed her legs and ankles again tightly back against the 
bedstead. In her wild passion a moment ago she had overestimated her 
hideously stretched vagina's capacity. This giant of a man's cock was 
too big, she could never take it in a million years. It was splitting 
her tight young cuntal lips terribly; the pain was unbearable as it 
rocketed through her bound and captive body like tiny sharp probing 
needles.


The giant black levered up on his hands in the push-up position and 
flicked again--his grin widening--as his hotly throbbing relentless, 
pole of flesh slid in another excruciating inch.


"Uunuunuuuungggggggggg!"


Another inch--


"AAAAAAAaaaagggggg!"


Hot stale breaths coursed over her nakedly sweating body as the men 
crowded closer. Their faces hung over the bed within inches of her 
straining young body, watching hypnotically this lush white beauty 
being fucked and skewered like a medieval slave by the giant, 
glistening, ebony-skinned man.


She was dimly aware of hands digging at her ripely sensitive breasts 
from the leering crowd and fingers clawing over every part of her naked 
flesh until it felt as though she were covered with tiny crawling 
animals trying to enter every pore of her helpless young body. The room 
had become a giant octopus with thousands of grasping tentacles 
reaching out obscenely to crush her in her helplessness.


"Nooo ... Noooooooo!" she sobbed hysterically, tears gushing like hot, 
salty fountains from her open but unseeing eyes.


Her sobbing, struggling protests and resistance brought a sudden 
crushing thrust from the black that plowed the giant ebony cock deep 
into her tightly resisting passage, pushing great ripples of soft pink 
flesh in rolling waves before it. Sarah jerked convulsively as the 
great hot shaft raced into her belly like a runaway freight train 
smashing all resistance. It was an uncontrolled monster ramming in 
between her widespread legs, filling her every crevice and pushing her 
inner organs into tiny tight balls that could not breathe or move. It 
felt as though it were a python coming out her throat, out her mouth to 
curl around her shoulders and neck to crush her life away. It was 
ripping her very soul from her body and devouring it in great gulps of 
depraved sensuality.


Suddenly it stopped. With an earth-shattering jolt, the giant's pelvis 
thudded heavily into her defenselessly upturned crotch. The monstrous 
sperm-inflated balls smacked loudly into the frantically trembling 
crevice of her ass. The huge ebony cock lay embedded to the hilt inside 
Sarah's cringing young cunt like an ancient impaling torture device.


He held still above for a moment until the bereaved girl beneath him 
adjusted to the presence of the huge member implanted in her soft white 
belly. He watched her until her pain-contorted face began a slow 
relaxation, the tightly gnashed teeth opening in surprised adjustment.


"A-Aaaaaah," her lips breathed in welcome relief as the pain subsided 
to a point where she could feel his long hard cock throbbing hotly 
inside her belly.


He flexed the giant head, bringing a deep groan from her lips, her 
teeth reclenching. He flexed again--another groan. Again--a lesser 
groan this time, as her hot narrow passage grew accustomed to the 
increasing size. Then he began a slow revolving motion with his pelvis, 
grinding his massively thick cock tightly into her tight little pussy, 
expanding the still cringing walls of her wetly pulsating vagina until 
it fit like a well-tailored glove.


The spectators' hot, unbelieving eyes peered lustfully within inches of 
the huge buried penis, amazed that the tiny cuntal opening they had 
seen moments before was capable of swallowing all of the fantastically 
thick shaft. Hands from the crowd rubbed lewdly over the moon-shaped 
cheeks of her nakedly quivering buttocks. From both sides of the 
mattress, fingers pulled cruelly at her fleshy hair-covered pussy lips 
and ripe young breasts. A fingertip probed under the heavily dangling 
balls and found her tiny puckered anus, flicking teasingly at it like 
another tongue. She winced as it suddenly popped through the tightly 
clenched nether ring and dug deeply at the soft rubbery flesh inside. 
It moved around, expanding the crinkled little hole until the palm of 
the intruding hand lay flat against her ass cheeks, the whole finger 
sunk safely inside the hotly throbbing tunnel.


Now the black began a painful sawing motion in and out of Sarah's 
moistly stretched pussy, thrusting forward mercilessly from the apex of 
his withdrawal and battering her cock-hungry young body hard against 
the mattress. The finger embedded far up in her ass joined the slowly 
pistoning cock in a rhythmic fucking duo that brought groans of pain 
and gasps of lewd pleasure gushing from the lips of her moaning mouth 
in time to their simultaneous tempo.


The pain was easing and a weird sensation of happiness tingled through 
her nakedly helpless body. The outrageous debasement and subjugation 
brought a strange masochistic pleasure flooding through her blood 
stream. Her hips began unconsciously gyrating in an abandoned rhythm 
with the increasing speed of the great, lust-thickened cock and finger 
fucking her. It seemed as though a thousand helpful hands groped at her 
from the leering faces surrounding them, all hands of men who would 
help her achieve the release she needed.


"Ohhh yes, yesss, fuck me like this. Oh shit yes, fuck me like this," 
she crooned, squirming her body lewdly around among the myriad of hands 
and fingers that crawled over the lushly voluptuous flesh.


She opened her eyes. Cocks were everywhere now. The men around the 
mattress had pulled them out and were stroking them over her in time to 
the black and white flesh smacking together before them. Long ones, 
short ones, fat ones, she was in a great cock heaven, surrounded by 
them--a prisoner of them--and all the time while the great black 
glistening pole fucked madly into her, expanding with each stroke like 
a giant balloon, the finger drubbing into her rectum like still another 
cock. The young blonde was a prisoner, a helpless captive to the 
delicious rape of her heatedly pulsating cunt and anus--trapped between 
them like a helpless insect.


"Oh God, don't stop! Oh fuck, don't ever stop!" she grunted into the 
thick stale air, frantically gyrating her upturned ass faster and 
faster, trying to keep up with the wonderful poles of flesh and finger 
that rammed into her belly like tireless fucking machines. She felt hot 
fleshy objects dropped into her tightly bound hands on either side of 
the mattress and other hands press her fingers around them. She could 
tell by their warm pulsations that they were penises, and she began a 
hard vicious stroking in time to the communal rhythm. But then, all too 
soon, she felt the long hard shaft of flesh pummeling into her wetly 
throbbing cunt expanding almost to the bursting point.


"No! No! Wait, wait!" she screamed in desperation, but it was too late.


The great black's eyes rolled around helplessly in his head as his huge 
churning balls began pumping spurt after spurt of hot white cum deep 
into her contracting belly. She ground her hungry wet pussy up tightly 
against his pelvis to stop the flow for a moment, but her very 
eagerness defeated her desperate purpose. The nibbling clasp of her 
starving vaginal muscles milked it clean, the last drop of his hot load 
sloshed around deep inside her lust-dilated womb.


The giant rolled useless and drained from her wildly squirming form, 
helped by a dozen eager hands clawing to take his place. A thin string 
of white sticky liquid trailed from his cock over her leg to the floor 
where he collapsed in exhaustion.


"Ten dollars, my friends, ten dollars," she could hear dimly through 
the muffled confusion of the noise, and caught a glimpse of Henry 
desperately reaching over heads for the freely offered bills like an 
excited circus barker.


Her hips jerked up automatically to receive the hurried thrust of a 
short fat man who had replaced the black giant between her legs. He 
rammed into her like a jack-hammer, needing no foreplay to incite him. 
The spectacle had been enough. They raced wildly together for the 
climax Sarah had been so cruelly deprived of when the giant had 
deserted her.


It hit her suddenly, like a god's fist in the stomach. Great waves of 
searing, indescribably joy coursed through her shamelessly aroused 
young body with the power of a thousand lightning bolts, curling the 
tips of her toes and fingers like burning twigs on a bonfire.


The fat man's wildly jerking cock spat uncontrollably into her at 
almost the same moment that the palms of her bound hands were flooded 
with the hot sticky fluid of the ejaculating penises enclosed in her 
fists. Great pools of cum clung stickily to her as she saw still other 
madly exploding cocks spurting at her body from the sides of the bed. 
She wallowed lewdly around in it, punishing and debasing herself in 
maniacal arousal, the odor rushing through her nostrils, as her own cum 
gushed hotly from between her legs, soaking the mattress beneath her 
wildly grinding buttocks.


The bodies came on and on, spurred by her screaming supplications for 
further and further humiliation. Her hair was matted thickly with the 
pungent fluid now, and her cum-glistening body was covered from head to 
foot. She squirmed wetly on her back in it as she was buffeted up and 
down the mattress by one rampaging man after another. It seemed it 
would never stop.


Suddenly, Henry grinned to himself. It was going too slow. There was an 
even better way to handle this volume of business. After all, the bitch 
was screaming for it. He would make sure she got more.


He held back the next man in line and reaching the bed, cut her bonds.


"Turn over," he commanded.


Without hesitation, the young blonde girl rolled her battered body over 
in the slippery pools of cum, resting heavily on her stomach.


"Now kneel," he ordered to the half conscious girl again. He grabbed 
impatiently at her hips and helped her to her knees. She rested panting 
for a moment on all fours, her nakedly gleaming buttocks high in the 
air and her face pushed into the bed. Her eyes were glazed thickly from 
the ravishment her body was enduring.


Henry directed the waiting traffic like an experienced policeman on a 
busy intersection.


Sarah felt heavy hands on her hips from a nameless body suddenly 
kneeling behind and between her open thighs. She eagerly waved the 
stretched moons of her buttocks back at him, feeling the blunt end of 
his hot throbbing cock pressing into the now dripping slit of her 
crotch. With a grunt, he shoved cruelly forward, burying his 
impatiently pulsating manhood deep up her crevice, causing her to jump 
forward in surprise at the sudden lunge.


Her face ran head on into another waiting long rigid cock that rammed 
without warning into her wetly gaping mouth. The man was kneeling on 
the mattress in front of her grasping both sides of her head vice-like 
between his strong callused hands and holding it firm. He sawed into 
her face viciously, as though it were a softer--warmer--more delicious 
cunt. Sarah gagged as he rammed it halfway down her throat, the full 
length disappearing into her tightly ovalled lips almost to the hilt. 
His sperm-bloated balls slapped harshly against her chin, the soft fuzz 
covering them tickling like a light airy feather. She struggled to 
breath, catching small gasps of air on the out-stroke.


"Oh, God," she groaned as they buffeted her back and forth like a rag 
doll between them, using her nakedly helpless body as a great 
receptacle into which they would pump their burning sperm. She was no 
longer human but merely a great mass of flaccid flesh, unable to think 
or feel.


But then, the very helplessness of her position flickered through her 
mind. The mental picture of her body being fucked between two excited 
men simply incited her. The hunger in her belly began raging out of 
control again and she started undulating her buttocks in tiny circles, 
squeezing with her revitalized cunt muscles at the fleshy staff boring 
into her. She wanted to milk it dry, to fill her own belly again and 
again until more of the hot sticky fluid ran down her already thickly 
covered thighs. She wanted to wallow in it again.


She sucked voraciously at the warm thickness of the cock in her mouth, 
her cheeks hollowing and filling with each cruel thrust. Her tongue 
licked wildly at the blood-filled head, the tip probing hotly into the 
gland on the end. She wanted it to shoot in her mouth. She wanted to 
swallow it and feel it running down her throat until her stomach was as 
filled as her cunt. She wanted it to run through every pore in her body 
in great torrents of joy.


Her wish came true a moment later!


Simultaneously with the rising tide of her building orgasm, she felt 
the hotly ramming cock fucking into her from behind inflate and begin 
spewing its white hot load deep up into her tightly clasping cunt. His 
churning sperm ricocheted wildly around inside and dripped from her 
hair-covered pussy lips into the matted hair of his belly. His 
massively discharging balls pressed tightly against her exposed little 
clitoris, causing her kneeling body to jerk convulsively forward; 
burying the rod in her madly sucking mouth to the hilt.


It, too, exploded, flooding her throat with the delicious pungent 
liquid, her cheeks expanding like a balloon to keep from choking on the 
great heated gushes that spurted without stopping, deep into her 
throat. She swallowed in eager little gulps, fastening her lips like an 
elastic ring tightly around the thick ejaculating rod, fearful of 
losing even a drop of the precious fluid. Small droplets ran from the 
corners of her mouth as he collapsed in front of her. As he fell, his 
deflated penis flopped lifelessly from her still hungrily sucking mouth 
and thin sticky strings of cum hung like cobwebs from her lips to the 
deflated cock several inches away.


Sarah screwed her firm young buttocks back tightly against the still 
squirting cock in her cunt, and with a scream from between clenched 
teeth felt her own body explode in a delirious convulsion of pure 
sensation as she came ... and came ... and came. Her strength was 
suddenly gone, and she collapsed on the mattress as the rapidly 
shrinking cock slipped limply from her drenched pussy and gushes of 
cool air rushed refreshingly into the unplugged opening.


After that, time became meaningless and merged into a blur of strange 
and different penises, fucking her as they would and where they would. 
Sarah was beyond emotion. Her emotionally drained body still reacted 
with orgasms to several of the more inventive males that bent her to 
their will, but her strength was gone ... and she followed mechanically 
the directions that Henry would scream at her when she lagged in her 
duties to the clients.


"Get those legs up! Move that ass! Suck harder!"


She was nothing now but a robot at his command and weakly moved her 
limbs to comply with his shouts.


*   *   *


Her final and absolute humiliation, her depthless pit of pits, was to 
come much later, after the men had had their fill of her, after their 
hip flasks of Canadian rye had filled their brains with hungers they 
would never have dreamed of sober, back with their families and 
friends. One of them hastily conferred with Hawkins, that much she 
could see for herself, and a number of them left together out the huge 
rear doors, opening them so that the great clouds of cigarette smoke 
billowed out, mixed obscenely with the pungent smells and aromas of her 
uncounted couplings, the sweet-sour fragrance of nakedness and 
jettisoned desires that soaked her bruised and battered young thighs 
and vagina like so many quarts of vile and untold liquid.


She could hear the commotion before she could see what was at its 
center--the laughing and shouting of the men, the excited sound of some 
animal. But by now there was no concern. Sarah didn't care what they 
wanted of her; she would do it without thinking now, with or without 
Henry's wonderful drug. For it wasn't the drug talking now ... it was 
Sarah ... the real Sarah! Sarah the whore, forevermore!


*   *   *


For one last degrading thrill, one final humiliation, they had given 
this old male burro some of Hawkins' Spanish Fly and led him, wheezing 
and bleating, into the van. He balked at being forced into this 
confined space and began to buck and kick, but the laughing crowd of 
drunken, sex-mad men pushed and pulled him over to where the battered 
young blonde girl lay immobile on the stained and torn mattress. She 
was too far gone to resist--nothing mattered now. They positioned the 
old burro over her ripe nakedness and his enormous animal cock hung 
nearly to the floor of the van in his sex-drugged state. It was then 
that Sarah, in this lowest of acts, lifted her legs voluntarily and 
allowed them to position the wild-eyed beast over her as two of them 
held her legs back tightly against her chest. She was still on the 
mattress, or at least part of her was, so she was raised so high that 
ten inches or more of the animal's wrist-sized cock slid wetly and 
obscenely into her ravaged and bruised cuntal sheath, closing around it 
like it was just another man, just another penis to empty itself in her 
sloshing belly.


The ragged beast began to hump madly, blinded now to the sight of the 
tightly-huddled men, answering only his immediate painful needs in this 
handiest of ways. His long dark cock skewered into her like a pole 
being driven into her very insides, and she moaned and writhed 
piteously as almost a full foot of enormously thick, frenetically-
pumping animal cock was rammed repeatedly up into her belly.


With the animal's drug-heightened state, it didn't take long ... and 
within a few minutes, there was a maddened, wheezing braying that 
echoed around inside the van as the mangy beast discharged a last flood 
tide of thick, viscous sperm that mixed lewdly with the rest already 
filling her to overflowing, sloshing out of her pink ragged slit and 
oozing onto the mattress where it added but another, if slightly 
larger, stain to the dozens already there. It mattered not to Sarah ... 
embarrassment was something beyond her ability to feel now. This most 
degrading of acts only helped to answer her burning needs and she 
smiled weakly as the huge, still-throbbing organ withdrew lewdly with a 
long wet sucking noise from the tightly-clasping confines of her pink 
moist vagina. She left her legs where they were, pressed back against 
her chest so tightly that she was nearly doubled in half. It never 
really occurred to her to bring them down ... after all, there might be 
one man left, one man left to satisfy. And that single hope was 
justification enough for the added discomfort.


Chapter 13


Over a week had passed since that fateful night in Line Creek, the 
night Sarah Olsen weathered the turning point in her young life that 
was irreversible. There would be--could be--no going back now; she was 
committed. But where there should have been shame and revulsion, 
suicidal despair and degradation, there was only a wild-fire of 
excitement and happiness with the newly-found source of good money--
more than she'd ever hoped to make in her life--and the promise of 
wicked, forbidden pleasures equally beyond her wildest dreams.


She'd thought once or twice of writing Jamie, maybe of sending him a 
snapshot of her with Lobo or with three or four of the paying 
customers, but she'd shelved the idea for now. Not because it was too 
mean and spiteful, not because it was a cruel and inhuman thing to even 
dream up ... but for another reason entirely, and one that made a lot 
more sense to the new Sarah, one that would have horrified the old 
Sarah she left behind in Blackjack to death ...


The snapshot would have to wait until tonight when the time would be 
right. Tonight was to be her first night for Hawkins new treat for her. 
She could feel her thighs tingle at the very thought. For she was going 
to be the first with Jomo, with the show's three hundred pound male 
gorilla. Ahead of Gloria, ahead of everyone ... that wild jungle beast 
was going to be hers, all hers!


The End
RWS-204  House Mother
RWS-204  House Mother
[aka 'Mother Knows Best']
(Samantha Blake)


CHAPTER ONE


The large brightly lit three story fraternity house glittered jewel-like in 
the deep darkness of the late spring night. Music and the sound of young 
men's voices poured through the open windows out onto the long rolling green 
lawn and well-kept grounds that surrounded the House. Outside the House, 
several late model cars and sports cars lined the wide circular driveway and 
narrow winding street that curved past Xi Theta towards the other 
fraternities further down the Row.


Inside the enormous home, a boy and a girl sat half-sprawled out on a large 
deep sofa in a darkened corner of the long, deeply carpeted living room. 
Then he reached out and drew her towards him, locking his lips wetly over 
hers. Their arms entwined around each other for a long moment before the 
girl began to struggle to pull away from him.


"Robbie! Honey, please don't!" her soft whisper hissed above the sudden 
creaks and groans of the couch beneath them. But the boy didn't release her 
from his strong grasp, and, for another moment, she struggled uselessly with 
his large hand clamped fiercely over the front of her sweater.


"Please, please!" he groaned wetly into the softness of her mouth while, at 
the same time, his other arm fell to her narrow waist and began lifting the 
bottom of her sweater... Suddenly, her girlishly firm buttocks ground 
furiously into the plush sofa cushions as she squirmed with ever increasing 
energy to extricate herself from his suffocating hold. Then, at that point, 
footsteps sounded in the marble-floored foyer just outside the open living 
room door and the couple sprung abruptly apart.


Robbie waited a moment as the two fraternity brothers in the entry hall went 
on to the large curving staircase to the second floor and disappeared from 
view. Then he turned back to the girl, "Damnit, you could at least let me 
kiss you!" he protested in a complaining voice.


"B-But you weren't... just k-kissing me!" the girl hissed back softly in an 
anguished tone.


"Well, what was I doing... if I wasn't kissing you!" he said loudly, 
suddenly filling the silence of the long dimly-lit room.


She cringed at his loud voice. "You were trying to... t-touch me!... to put 
your hands on my breasts!" she whispered even more softly, her small voice 
quivering in anger and embarrassment; then she moved back a bit from him on 
the sofa.


As the girl took a comb from her purse and began rearranging herself, Robbie 
ran his hands through his thick black shoulder-length hair and flopped 
against the back of the sofa. She was a campus beauty, and she knew it. 
That's the whole trouble! he decided. She's hung up on herself! He came to 
the conclusion that this was the reason none of his usual techniques worked 
with this girl, but whatever the cause, his lack of success was driving him 
crazy! I just can't... quite... seem to... MAKE IT!!


He studied her with heavy-lidded, half-closed eyes, feigning disinterest and 
boredom, though he didn't feel that way at all! She was a small curvaceous 
blonde, with a petite figure that was wildly out of sight! The lower lip of 
her full sensuous mouth protruded perpetually in a little girl pout. Her 
long white-blonde hair was parted down the middle and framed a soft 
heart-shaped face, giving the impression that she was peeking out 
seductively at everyone. As she lifted her arms to comb her hair, her large 
fully rounded breasts lifted up from her small rib cage and seemed to jump 
out at him. Jeezus... I just gotta... suck those tits!


She put her comb back in her purse, placed the purse on the floor, and then 
sat smiling at him, her hands folded in her lap. She looked at him sternly, 
but the tender light reflecting in her eyes seemed to indicate that she 
wanted to make up. A slight flush of softly glowing pink at her high tilting 
cheekbones completed the picture of young womanly loveliness.


Still, Robbie didn't feel like seeing her at all now if she wasn't going to 
let him kiss her! Suddenly, he wished she would leave because he didn't like 
the way her mere physical presence continued to sexually excite him... 
especially when he knew nothing would come of it! III want to just talk, I 
can shoot the bull with the guys!


"Maybe you'd better go now." he yawned and said slowly. "I got a lot of 
studying to do." Then he added, to exaggerate even further his busy-ness - 
laying it on even to the point of lying, "It's my turn to help Mrs. 
Schroeder supervise the kitchen in the morning."


He looked at the girl irritably when she didn't take the hint, but she 
didn't even notice that! She was staring out the wide living room door into 
the empty foyer, distracted now by his mention of the house-father's 
beautiful young wife. "Gosh," she began hesitantly, "sometimes I feel so 
sorry for Mrs. Schroeder! It just doesn't seem right the way Mr. Schroeder 
makes her stay here all the time and doesn't even allow her to have friends. 
Every moment of her life has to-be centered around the fraternity! Don't you 
think someone should talk to him about being nicer to her?"


"No." Robbie said disinterestedly.


The girl went on, growing more excited. "It sure seems funny that he should 
have such a young wife! And he acts like he doesn't care about her, even 
though she's so beautiful. I just don't understand it!"


Robbie, searching unsuccessfully for a way to answer her question and bring 
their conversation to an end, couldn't think of anything to say. Then, he 
found himself wondering about the houseparents also. He, too, was perplexed 
by that situation, but in an entirely different light. He ran his tongue 
over his dry lips as an image of the voluptuous young wife passed through 
his mind. She must have been at least thirty years younger than the huge, 
gruff Mr. Schroeder. What I'd really like to do is get her alone... I bet 
she needs a real fucking! She is... actually... one of the softest, most 
feminine, but still BUILT... broads I've ever seen in my life. I could 
almost cream my shorts just thinking about her!


He cleared his throat. "Oh, Schroeder's just a little gruff and grumpy," he 
said out loud to his girl. "I think maybe he was in the Army a long time. 
He's the kind of person that's always got to act like he's put out with 
every one, like he can't be satisfied. But that's good for the house. It 
keeps the guys in line. This is the best house on campus because... "


"He treats her almost as though she were a slave." the girl interrupted.


"He probably likes her a lot." Robbie said offhandedly and turned his wrist 
to stare at his watch, then shrugged, "Maybe he's not good at showing his 
feelings. I bet they're very happy!"


An amused smile spread slowly over the girl's face, and she reached up to 
brush her fingers affectionately against the shock of black hair that fell 
over Robbie's forehead. "That's the way you are, aren't you?" she said 
softly in an understanding voice, and nipped him playfully on his chin with 
her white teeth. "You have a lot of feeling, but you don't want anyone to 
know it!"


As she bent her head and rested her forehead against his chin, a wide grin 
spread over his face... boy, DO I have feelings! He tightened his fingers 
into the firm flesh where his hand rested on her narrow girlish waist; then 
he glanced down between their two bodies at the twin swelling outlines of 
her large melon-like breasts that protruded against the softness of her 
sweater and reached to within mere inches of his chest. I got one big 
feeling that's growing more hot and aching... throbbing in its FEELINGNESS 
with each passing second. And I'm not going to be able to wait to make this 
bird much longer! He began inching his fingers slowly and lightly up the 
side of her torso, feeling her delicate ribs rippling like small waves under 
his fingertips.


Suddenly, she pulled away, not noticing, to face him. "Oh Robbie, it's not 
that I don't want you to touch me! I hope you understand that!" she gasped, 
and pressed her hand tenderly against his chest.


"I know, I understand." he grinned, and, encircling her shoulders with his 
arm, drew her closer again.


"I'll make it up to you when we're married. Every moment of it, honey." she 
promised with resolution, her face bent against his chest.


Robbie, feeling bitter, let his arm slide from her shoulder. Judas Priest, 
that'd be at least four years away and she knows it! "Don't you have to get 
back to the dorm?" he suggested in a sudden hurried voice and looked at his 
watch again.


"Oh, yes." she agreed sadly and stood up, emitting a small soft laugh. "If 
I'm not back by curfew, everyone will think I was tied up in some... immoral 
behavior!"


Robbie didn't laugh, merely followed her glumly across the living room and 
through the enormous double door leading into the foyer. The front door to 
the house was open and he could hear, through the screen, another couple 
laughing and chatting on the front lawn outside. With a sudden quick 
movement, he maneuvered the girl out of the well-lighted doorway and against 
the wall where he could kiss her goodnight. Pulling her into the circle of 
his arms, he saw her eyelids gently lowering. Then he felt her hips pulled 
up tight against him, the warmth of her ripe young loins transmitted to him 
clearly through the cloth of his jeans. She tilted her head up to him to be 
kissed, and their mouths met and welded, his tongue probing immediately into 
the warm moistness of her mouth. His hands began to explore, moving down her 
back to the rounded protuberances of her smoothly rounded, almost boyishly 
tight little ass cheeks. A riotous welter of sensation seared and slashed 
through his loins, then her firmly fleshed buttocks began squirming in his 
palms as she struggled to free herself.


"You're impossible!" she sobbed and tore away from him in a huff, bounding 
out through the screen door onto the doorstep, then stepped back and let the 
door slam shut.


"I was just kissing you." he moved up and shrugged at her through the 
screen.


Tears of hurt and anger were flooding her eyes, "You were doing more than 
that! I told you how I felt about it." she whispered back at him and began 
to move down the steps. "Sometimes, I think you don't even listen to me!"


Robbie turned and started up the stairs without looking back. He heard the 
door of her Austin Healy in the driveway slam loudly, then an angry screech 
of tires as she gunned the sports car past the fraternity house and out the 
circular driveway.


He took his time moving up the stairs, dragging his tall lanky body from one 
step to the next, because he didn't have the faintest idea what to do with 
the rest of the night. He was too horny to study, too horny to shoot pool 
with the guys in the basement... he felt like he was going to flip out if he 
didn't get something soon! One thing was sure though, he was through with 
the blonde girl. She isn't ever going to put out, and under those 
circumstances, I just ain't interested! Sure, she was pretty and all that, 
but did she really have the slightest idea what life was all about? Did she 
know it involved more than holding hands in a doorway and talking about 
getting married in the far, far distant future?


"Shit!" he said out loud to himself. Life is too short."


First glancing both ways, he turned up a second narrow staircase that led to 
his bedroom on the remodeled attic floor. He knew it was about time for Mr. 
Schroeder to make his nightly rounds through the fraternity house, and he 
didn't feel like running into the pompous, self-important and overpowering 
housefather. There was no telling what kind of mood the man might be in. If 
it was a good mood, there would be a series of lewd winks and obscenely 
prying questions - how was the blonde girl in the sack, and was Robbie 
fucking any other girls... and so on. The boy wasn't a prude, but some of 
Schroeder's questions were so blunt and detailed that even he was 
embarrassed. He would have thought that Mrs. Sharon Schroeder would be 
enough for any one man, but it didn't seem to work out that way.


And if the housefather was in a bad mood, he wanted to see him even less, he 
thought now, shrugging his shoulders uneasily at the mere possibility of it. 
When Mr. Schroeder was angry, his deep bass voice could be heard raging from 
the basement of the fraternity house to the attic where Robbie and the other 
underclassmen had rooms. Schroeder had a lack of control in his fury that 
shocked and frightened him. And besides, there was no doubt of the 
tremendous physical strength the man possessed; he stood over six feet five, 
and his bald head was smooth and hard as a rock! He was probably around 
sixty, but he worked out every day and his enormous, strongly muscled body 
showed it. Robbie figured that might be the explanation for his wife's 
frightened, meek attitude. She's probably scared of him... I know I am!


He walked into his bedroom and closed the door quietly behind him, then 
switched on the light, looking with scorn at the small room. The ventilation 
window that sat high up under the ceiling was open, but still the tiny room 
was unbearably hot and stuffy. Everywhere he looked was strewn with books 
and records, belonging to him and his roommate, Mark Barnes, also a 
sophomore. On two sides, the attic walls sloped deeply, and the narrow aisle 
between the two single cots was barely wide enough to walk through.


He thought of the bottle of Scotch he kept hidden behind the dictionary on 
the top shelf of his bookcase, and, suddenly, he felt like getting a little 
drunk and listening to records. Maybe that would relax him and help get him 
out of this horny mood. He stepped onto the bed and reached blindly over his 
head to the top shelf, pulling out the big dictionary that hid the bottle. 
He grasped the Scotch in his hand and jumped from the bed back to the floor. 
He tilted the bottle to his lips and felt the straight liquor travel warmly 
down his throat and set his stomach on fire as it hit bottom. Already, he 
felt a little light-headed...


He took another deep gulp, then screwed on the top and tucked the bottle 
under his pillow. Already, it was half-empty, and there was a chance someone 
would walk in... and he didn't feel like watching three or four of the guys 
polish off the little he had left in the space of a few seconds! Besides, 
there was a rule against drinking in the house.


Then abruptly, he sucked in his breath and stiffened on the bed as he heard 
footsteps coming heavily down the hall. He had assumed that Schroeder had 
already made his rounds by this time, but these loud footsteps were 
undoubtedly the housefather's! Robbie's heart began to pound in fear and 
alarm; there was no real reason to be frightened, but still he was! Without 
thinking further, he bolted from the bed to flick off the light switch next 
to the door, plunging the room into darkness. The door was unlocked, he 
realized suddenly, and then hurriedly flung himself face down on the bed in 
a posture of sleeping. He burrowed his arms under the pillow, holding the 
bottle in his two hands, as the footsteps neared and the housefather tried 
the door. Schroeder flung open the door, flooding the room with light, and 
then closed the door and walked off, apparently satisfied. Robbie waited 
until the man's footsteps descended on the staircase, then crawled off the 
bed to his feet.


He stood in the darkness, staring at the white reflection of his pillow 
hiding the bottle and feeling uncomfortable about it. On second thought, he 
brought it from under the pillow and stepped back on the bed to return it to 
the shelf. He jumped up to find the empty place in the row of books and 
froze!


A clear view of the Schroeders' brightly lit bedroom flashed up through the 
ventilation window just above the top shelf!


Oh Jesus! I can see right into their room! he thought and began pushing the 
books from the top shelf onto the bed. The window was over his head even 
when he stood on the bed, and he would never have noticed if he hadn't 
happened to jump up at that moment just seconds ago.


He bent over to make a platform of the books strewn over his bed and stepped 
on top of it. Now, without straining, he could see the full length of the 
bedroom. Their quarters were one floor below in the new addition that had 
been built a few yards from the older house. There was only the space of a 
wide air shaft between the two buildings. That side of the Schroeders' floor 
faced the blank wall between the second and third stories of the older 
house. Obviously, the houseparents assumed no one could see in or they 
wouldn't have left the room brightly lit and the curtains undrawn. He 
swallowed hard as the shapely blonde Sharon Schroeder walked past the window 
and out the bedroom door without turning out the light.


God, maybe he'll screw her, he thought and swallowed harder, And if they do 
it... without turning out the lights... I'll see everything!


He glanced down at the illuminated dial of his alarm clock radio on the desk 
and saw that it was eleven o'clock. Schroeder was always up at the crack of 
dawn, and he figured that they would be going to bed soon. He noticed a 
relative diminishing of noise in the house, not yet silence, but bedtime was 
definitely drawing near. Now Schroeder would be locking up the outside door 
before returning to his own apartment in the annex for the night. Robbie 
took the cap off the Scotch bottle and set it on the top shelf in front of 
him, then began rearranging the books more securely under his feet, making 
himself comfortable, and prepared to stay all night if necessary...


Sharon Schroeder's deep blue eyes narrowed as she walked from the bedroom 
into the kitchen of the houseparents' modern one bedroom apartment in the 
fraternity annex. She frowned up at the clock over the sink. Already, it was 
eleven o'clock and she hadn't yet found time to clean up the kitchen after 
dinner. She and her husband John had no more than finished dinner when she'd 
had to leave to supervise the dinner at the house. It's exactly like running 
two households, she thought bitterly, and our home always comes in second!


Of course, it was basically her own fault, since John preferred that they 
eat dinner at the house with the boys. He was right, she knew, and it would 
be easier, but somehow she felt that she would lose completely the sense of 
having her own private life, and that feeling of privacy and independence 
was already on very shaky grounds. Or maybe it was as simple as a woman's 
desire to make a home, although John didn't expect that.


He had also suggested that they hire a couple to live-in at the main house 
in the old servant's quarters on the first floor. Yes, there was room and 
that would go a long way towards relieving the Schroeders of some of the 
duties of their twenty-four hour a day job. But Sharon always rejected the 
idea, clinging to those burdens, although she felt bogged down under them 
and hated them at the same time. So, she knew, this dog-tiredness she felt 
now was really her own fault, and not John's at all.


The truth is, she admitted to herself, I just don't know how I would face 
life if I wasn't busy every moment. There were too many unpleasant things to 
think about: John's strange behavior since they had become houseparents at 
the fraternity, and the fact that she was getting older and still had no 
real family or any children. There were the boys in the fraternity, of 
course, but to her it just wasn't the same thing. John just didn't realize 
that she simply wasn't old enough to entertain any real motherly feelings 
toward those boys. And she could tell from the warm, piercing... almost lewd 
looks the boys gave her, that they didn't think of her that way either! 
Those glances make me so uncomfortable... almost afraid of the boys 
sometimes! And then when I do relax and enjoy being with them, John gets 
jealous! Sometimes I think I'm going to have a nervous breakdown! she 
thought as she began frantically doing up the dishes. He won't let me leave 
the fraternity for an instant. Then if I try to enjoy it, he gets jealous. 
No matter how I try to adjust to this life, he makes it seem wrong!


that was one reason she was so troubled now. This evening she had been 
joking with one of the fraternity boys in the kitchen and suddenly sensed he 
was ogling her, trying to see her breasts down the front of her dress as she 
bent over to pick up a scrap of paper from the floor. She had stood up and 
felt so naked and ashamed, just as though the young man was looking right 
through her, as though the voluptuousness of her body was some kind of lewd 
obscene joke! Then John had entered the kitchen at just that time. Instead 
of ignoring it or making a disapproving remark to the impudent young boy, he 
had sent Sharon home... as though she were a child! She didn't understand 
it! John had stalked out. As Sharon moved to leave the kitchen, she felt the 
boy's burning eyes following her even more brazenly than before. He hadn't 
even bothered to hide the filthiness of the thoughts reflected in his eyes.


But the worst was soon to come when John returned from locking up the 
fraternity house for the night. Then she would have to face the anger and 
brutality that her every slightest mistake seemed to bring out in him. He'd 
told her that he would see her soon. And she knew from the sound of his 
voice what that indicated... another night of tortured helplessness against 
his towering rage and bestial lovemaking. This was going to be just another 
excuse for him to fly into a horrible rage, taking out all his anger and 
finally his lust on her helplessly frightened body.


And that violent lust, she suspected guiltily, was her own fault. Two years 
ago, just after she'd turned twenty-eight, she had married the older man. He 
was then fifty-eight, a whole thirty years older than she was, but to her it 
hadn't made any difference. She'd had a good job as a grade school teacher 
and he had been retired for several years from the army. Everything had 
seemed so perfect between them, except her slight prudishness in sexual 
matters. Oh, they had engaged in some of the usual petting in his apartment, 
but she had never gone all the way with him, though sometimes it had been 
close. She had, on occasion, let him reach under her sweater, unfasten her 
brassiere, and massage the full ripe mounds of her exposed breasts. He had 
appealed to her more than any man before, and each time it had become more 
difficult for her to hold him back.


Despite the strong religious convictions instilled in her by her 
strait-laced farm family, she had to admit now that she might not have held 
him back much longer, if John hadn't suddenly suggested that they get 
married at that time. But, somehow, she hadn't been able to stop being 
prudish simply because they were married. John, obviously expecting more 
from her in bed than she was prepared to offer, had grown sullen and finally 
indifferent. One year later, he decided to go back to work - to be a 
housefather in this college town. After only a few weeks here, his 
indifference turned to anger, and, seeing his young wife among the younger 
men,. his tastes had suddenly turned brutal and violent, as though he 
suspected her of being interested in other men because she wasn't loving 
with him. Maybe that was why he kept her here all the time, as though he 
didn't trust her out of his sight for an instant.


Sharon was almost done with the dishes now. She drained the water out of the 
sink and rinsed them, leaving them to dry in the rack, knowing that John 
would be back any second. It was eleven-thirty.


At that moment he entered the kitchen, walking straight through and frowning 
at her, but not bothering to say anything. She could tell by the hard look 
he gave her that his mood hadn't softened since he had last spoken to her in 
the kitchen of the main house. She had hoped that he would forget. But, of 
course, that was silly; he never forgot, and she knew there was a big scene 
coming. She had been through so many of them, that all she could really pray 
for now was that it wouldn't be one of the worse. These scenes differed only 
in degree, otherwise it was always the same, having to cringe under his 
violent anger... and then having to submit to the brutal mindless sex that 
always came afterwards.


Apparently, she had decided again and again, this was simply the way life 
was and she would have to put up with it. The young housemother wasn't 
happy, and she couldn't convince herself she was... no matter how hard she 
tried. Occasionally, after a long day, the thought would flash through her 
mind before she could repress it, I just can't stand this any longer!


John hadn't spoken to her before when he walked through the kitchen. Now he 
walked through again, snarling at her. "I'm going back to the house for a 
minute. Quit dawdling around in here and get into the bedroom." Then he 
added, "I'm not forgetting this afternoon, if that's what you're hoping."


Sharon tugged anxiously at a dish towel, drying her fingers, and then 
straightened the towel on the rack, her hands beginning to flutter slightly 
with nervousness, "I wasn't wasting time," she defended, frightened now by 
the additional charge that might make her impending fate even worse than it 
already was. "I know you want to... discuss something with me.


"Then get into the bedroom and get ready for bed. I've got to get up at six 
o'clock in the morning."


Sharon's will to resistance was crushed. There was no point in talking to 
John when he was like this. Her most innocent and casual remark would merely 
fan the fires of his anger. She bent her head and made her way past his huge 
bulking figure in the doorway, without looking at him.


"And hurry up about getting into bed. I've got something besides a few words 
for you," he chuckled lewdly and walked out of the apartment, slamming the 
kitchen door.


Sharon, walking through the living room, flinched at his words. The evening 
was turning out with horrible predictability to be every bit as bad as she 
had feared. And now she knew that the very worst fear of all was going to be 
realized, he was going to make love to her... if it can be called that! No, 
he's going to fuck me... that was one of the vile and obscene words that 
always poured from him as he labored over her, and it fit his cruel 
lovemaking precisely. What else could it be called when he rammed his hard 
penis into her, thrusting and battering at her tender yielding flesh like a 
dog gone mad... until, with a groan, he flooded her belly with his hot load 
of semen! He never gives me any pleasure at all, and he never even cares 
that he hasn't!


Sharon knew that there had to be more to lovemaking than that, but she had 
never experienced it. How could she? With John, it seemed that everything 
was already over before it had hardly begun! Of course, that was partially 
her own fault, because she hadn't been interested in enjoying it, at 
first... but she wanted to now! Sometimes it seemed that her body was 
overflowing with aching to be touched gently and with understanding, she 
needed someone to crawl up inside her, to possess her and still the flame 
that was always burning, deep, deep inside... and that John never put out. 
And she had almost given up hope that he ever would. But maybe, someday, 
somebody would come along and help her out in this impossible situation.


She dragged her exhausted and weary body into the bedroom, glancing with 
dread at the large double bed she shared with the older man. She remembered 
him stalking heavily out of the kitchen, slamming the kitchen door loudly, 
and a rippling terror began to stir in her belly. She stood by the bureau 
and trembled, going over the scene and trying to judge from that the exact 
degree of rage he would vent on her. She remembered the hateful expression 
in his eyes, and knew it was going to be bad. Oh God, she thought, burying 
her face in her hands and feeling the tears well in her eyes despite her 
efforts to hold them back, is there anybody in the world as miserable as I 
am?


She leaned against the bureau, clinging desperately to the piece of 
furniture, and bawled. What if she never found a solution? What if her life 
was like this... forever! But her outward appearance of hopelessness lasted 
only for a moment. She knew from experience that tears merely angered her 
husband further, and the love-starved young wife began stumbling across the 
room, drying her eyes and trying to pull herself together quickly.


Feeling slightly better, she moved to the bedroom's open window and began to 
unbutton her blouse. She always kept the window open in spring and fall and 
undressed in front of it, enjoying the feeling of the fresh night air 
hitting her naked skin while she listened to the voices and music from the 
next building. The window opened onto an air shaft between the two buildings 
and looked out to nothing but a blank wall, so it didn't make any 
difference. No one could see her! It seemed strange that the architects had 
placed the bedroom's only window over an air shaft, but modern buildings 
often seemed to turn out that way. She slowly finished her disrobing, 
thinking about her parent's house in Indiana. Outside her bedroom window at 
home, the moon had always lit up the whole back yard. Here, there was only a 
thin slice of sky visible between the two buildings. Tonight, this narrow 
visible portion was starless and bright, and, undoing the zipper of her 
skirt and dropping it down her firmly curving thighs she imagined a full 
white moon, though she couldn't remember if it was the time for one or 
not...


From above, on the other side of the air shaft, two figures peered down 
through the ventilation window, their eyes wide and gaping as they watched 
the lushly voluptuous Sharon Schroeder undress.


Robbie Morgan protested, "Hey, quit pushing me out of the window! I was the 
one that discovered this. I was the one who was here in the first place!" He 
judged the half-way point of the window and leaned against his roommate 
until he filled up what he figured was his half.


Beside him, his roommate Mark Barnes, hardly noticing, moved to the side 
without much resistance. He had just returned from the library and was still 
too full of shock at Robbie's discovery to believe he was actually seeing 
anything at all of what he seemed to be seeing. Still, there it was below 
them, the lit-up bedroom of the houseparents'... and the large, firmly 
breasted Sharon Schroeder just beginning to unbutton her blouse! He gasped, 
"Jesus this is really something Robbie. Even if they don't do it... we'll 
still see her naked!"


"Damn, she's got a pair of tits!" Robbie hissed under his breath. "I'd sure 
love to get my hands on them!"


His momentary disgruntlement at his roommate's entering the room dissolved 
gradually in the wild tangling and burning of his cock jerking rapidly up 
into erection at the probability of seeing Sharon Schroeder naked... soon! 
Jesus, he was almost glad the sorority girl had put him off and left, this 
was better than almost anything!


"What do you think she'll do?" Mark Barnes asked in a hoarse voice and then 
cleared his throat nervously. "After she takes everything off!" He, too, was 
enjoying the throbbing onset of a really wild erection, and he pushed a hand 
into his pocket, testing the hardness of the warm, blood-engorging length 
with secret satisfaction. He moved it to a more comfortable position where 
he could stroke himself and watch whatever was to happen at the same time. 
He was wondering, Maybe I should cum right now... and then when she 
undresses, I'll cum another time, too. This might never happen again, and he 
was already thinking that he might as well get as much out of it as 
possible!


Beside him, Robbie Morgan was considering his roommate's question. "I don't 
care what she does... as long as she does it naked!" He also had his hand 
wedged into the pocket of his pants, and he ran his fingers down the 
tingling underside even as he broke into laughter.


The two boys, their eyes still riveted on the houseparents' window chortled 
nervously for a moment, then Mark said more seriously, "I wish we had 
noticed this before. It's been here all year... and now it's spring."


"Yeah," Robbie agreed. "I guess we missed a lot." But he felt bad only for a 
moment. His attention was diverted rapidly as Sharon Schroeder let her skirt 
fall to the floor, drawing him back... entirely... to the present.


Sharon let her skirt slide over her wide-placed hips and down her long 
tapered legs to the floor, picking it up and placing it carefully on the 
chair next to the window, then began removing her undergarments one by one, 
her slip, nylons, and finally her brassiere and panties until she stood in 
front of the window completely naked, feeling the cool night air caress her 
smooth bare skin.


Still, standing before the window, she turned to study herself in the large 
mirror over the dresser on the other side of the room. She was pleased with 
what she saw, but God... is there anything wrong with that? I guess I'm just 
a narcissist, but I'm not conceited... not really! Besides, it was the only 
pleasure she ever got from her nakedly beautiful body. She looked more 
closely, checking off her good points, and there were many. She had always 
been taught to give her long naturally blonde hair a hundred brush strokes a 
day, and the result was a thick gleaming mass of healthy hair that spilled 
softly now down her back as she pulled the pins of her chignon. During the 
day, she pulled it back like that- in a bun for the sake of neatness and a 
certain mature quality she thought it gave her, but now, she had to admit, 
she hardly looked eighteen years old. Against the shimmering blondness of 
the soft, slightly tousled mane of hair spilling back from her high smooth 
forehead, her wide-set blue eyes stood out above the flawless creamy skin of 
her high, delicately carved cheek bones. Her nose couldn't have been 
proportioned more perfectly; it was small and straight, the nostrils flaring 
just slightly. Her generous mouth was a little large, but no more than would 
be considered softly full and sensuous.


Feeling slightly embarrassed at her own unabashed pride, she let her eyes 
drift downwards to her full firmly curving nakedness. The full firm mounds 
of her large breasts still swayed upwards from her chest like two enormous 
succulent cantaloupes. They were high set and seemed to flow out from her 
slender smooth shoulders, and were placed close together to form a narrow 
deep line of sensuous cleavage. Her pleasure and embarrassment increasing 
simultaneously, she lifted her hands and cupped one breast in either palm as 
she stood in front of her window, feeling their resilient firmness with 
obvious relish. The darker pink flesh of their aureoles crinkled up in 
sensual response as she brushed the end of a finger over each tiny, bud-like 
nipple, shuddering slightly at the wave of lewdly tingling pleasure that 
slashed immediately through her belly. Guiltily, she slid her hands up from 
the smoothly curving undersides of the large orbs to roll the suddenly 
hardening nipples between her fingers. The flash of lewd feeling she had 
experienced a moment before settled into a steadily burning tingle of white 
hot sensation, rippling all over the base of her spine and through her 
belly, concentrating in a hotly tickling gulf of obscene pleasure roaring 
like a fire up between her legs.


God, it feels so good that... that I can hardly stand it! If only John would 
do this... put his hands on my breasts... or even... even his mouth... yes, 
suckle on my breasts like a baby. I know I'd just explode... swell up with 
pleasure until it ripped me right apart... yes, cum! just like the women 
always do in stories!


Still standing in front of the window and feeling even more guilty now, but 
too curious and too, too full of lewdly tempting feeling to resist, she let 
her hands slide slowly down over the smooth plane of her tautly rippling 
abdomen to the soft mound of sparse blonde pubic hair that delicately 
covered the warmly tingling flesh between her legs. It felt so good! Her 
belly was a cauldron of lewdly swirling sensations, all hot and bubbly and 
ready to boil over at any moment! Oh God, she thought, helpless to control 
her finger slipping into the warm, smoothly lubricated inner flesh between 
the soft swelling lips... Everything is all wet! And all swollen up with 
excitement down there between my thighs! The outstretched finger slid up the 
crevice of her softly throbbing vaginal slit to touch the lewdly quivering 
bud of her clitoris, and a charge of erotic sensation shot through her belly 
like an electric shock. Immediately, she withdrew her finger in alarm.


She started from the window and moved hurriedly to the bathroom as she heard 
her husband come into the room. Ducking behind the bathroom door, she 
grabbed a towel from a rack and wrapped it quickly around her nakedly 
aroused body before returning to the bedroom to look for her nightgown. It 
was in a drawer of the bureau and she didn't want to draw John's attention 
to her by walking across the room stark naked.


His voice rang out from the bedroom, full of arrogance and impatience, 
"Jesus Christ, I thought that, at least, you'd be ready for bed by now."


Sharon tightened the towel around her young nakedness, feeling his eyes 
following her as she moved quickly towards the bureau. Her skin crawled when 
she sensed him moving up behind her as she rummaged frantically through the 
drawer. Suddenly, his hands gripped at the towel and threw it to the floor. 
He whirled her around roughly by the shoulders and snorted in her face, 
"You're getting awfully modest... all of a sudden!"


"John, I wasn't doing anything wrong with that boy. We were just talking 
while we worked in the kitchen." she looked up at him and said boldly, 
trying not to show her fear.


"Funny, but it looked to me like he was looking down your dress while you 
bent over for him." he snarled sarcastically, then added, "I didn't take 
this job so you could flaunt yourself around. I'm your husband, and I'm not 
going to put up with it!"


"I wasn't. It's not true!" she blubbered frantically, too confused and 
terrorized to think out some convincing defense. There was no doubt in her 
mind now that John was going to punish her physically for the boy's 
impudence. He was already peeling off his outer clothing, then his 
underwear. His long thick penis, hanging heavily below his flat stomach, was 
rapidly hardening to full erection.


"You're not going to talk yourself out of this one," he said, and picked up 
his pants from the floor, pointing with them at the bed threateningly. "Now 
lay down on the bed... on your belly! You act like a whore, I'll treat you 
like one!"


Oh no, not that!... not that again! He was going to do it to her... in her 
behind! She would never get used to it, it hurt so! Sobbing, she slid onto 
the bed on her stomach, already gritting her teeth in anticipation of the 
horrible physical anguish.


Behind her, she heard the loud clang of his belt as he dropped his pants on 
the floor at the foot of the bed, then the springs sagged under her as he 
plunged onto the mattress. Suddenly, he was kneeling on the bed over her, 
his knees straddling her hips. His lips moved wetly across her wide smooth 
shoulders and down her alabaster white back to the soft hollow at the base 
of her small, narrowly curving waist. In spite of her fear, waves of 
goose-bumps rippled over the firm flesh of her naked back and buttocks in 
response to his moistly licking kisses. A hot glow erupted in her loins that 
were still pulsing sensitively from her arousal moments before. Then the bed 
sagged again as he slid backwards to trail kisses down the rounded soft 
moons of her buttocks. His hands opened over the firmly curving orbs, 
cupping one in either hand; and then he brutally tightened his fingers, 
grabbing the softly warm flesh in his fists. Sharon's ass cheeks began to 
grind and squirm in tiny circles, trying to escape the cruel digging of his 
fingernails into her nakedly defenseless buttocks, but it was useless.


"I'm the one who fucks you." his obscene aroused voice came from behind her, 
full of gloating at his lewd power over her. "Do you understand?"


"Yes, John... I-I understand!"


Oh God, her will rebelled, but he never makes me feel good, too. I never get 
any enjoyment. Doesn't he realize that?


She jerked as his palms pushed outward, separating the two whitely gleaming 
ass cheeks and exposing the smooth shadowy crevice of her behind. She felt a 
dread surging through her loins and wished he would hurry... get his big 
thick penis in her and do it... cum in her tightly stretched rectum... just 
get it over with! Her naked young belly cringed down against the mattress as 
she felt the warmly pulsing head of his huge cock slip into the sweating 
crevice between the wide-stretched ass cheeks. There was a moment of terror 
for her as he guided the lust inflated head slowly up... and then gradually 
down, the exposed slit, teasing his already fully erect hardness with her 
helpless humiliated flesh. Then, inexorably, the lust-swollen tip came to 
rest at the tiny puckered opening of her defenseless little anus.


He lifted a hand from one ass cheek to wetten his middle finger with his 
spit, then ran it over the outer edges of the small elastic circle, 
lubricating the tiny opening for its impending ravishment. The terrified 
young blonde shivered and groaned down into the pillow at the probing touch. 
He teased for a moment longer and then shoved forward with a grunt, sinking 
the outstretched finger with a jerk up to the first knuckle. Sharon flinched 
again from the pain that was as bad as it always was, then ground her mouth 
down into the mattress to keep from screaming as she felt the extra pressure 
of another finger ram in alongside the first. This time it hurt more than it 
ever had, and she clenched her teeth in anguish as he began working the two 
fingers around in large circles, stretching her pained and humiliated anus. 
His thick fingers continued to dig cruelly into her back passage, expanding 
it mercilessly as he twisted and turned them in the tightly puckered little 
hole, preparing it for his coming assault.


Finally, the fingers pulled out of her reluctantly, the elastic ring of the 
anus clinging to them until they popped out with an obscene sucking sound. 
Oh God, she thought, she wouldn't be able to live through many more of these 
scenes, she wasn't going to be able to face the world much longer with this 
shame and degradation that she felt! There was no doubt at all in her mind 
that she would die on the spot of heart-breaking humiliation if anyone ever 
found out about the depraved way her husband made love to her at times.


Once again, she felt his hotly throbbing hardness slide into position, 
reaching the fearfully clenched anal ring in the furrow of her buttocks. As 
the blood-engorged head of his cock located the warm smooth wetness of the 
tight little hole between her nakedly quivering ass cheeks, he shivered and 
groaned with satisfaction behind her.


The lust-swollen tip of his penis rested at the puckered little opening of 
her rectum for what seemed to be an eternity, then he lunged forward to 
drive the thick pulsating shaft deep up into her vainly resisting back 
passage.


"Ooooooh! Nooooo!" she shuddered and cried as she felt his massively 
hardened cock tearing through her tightly clinging flesh like a red hot 
poker of searing fire, sending great waves of torment through her 
near-splitting rectum.


"How do you like THAT?" he grunted from behind and ceased moving for a 
second.


"Oh, John, i-it hurts so... you're killing me!" she choked and pleaded, her 
voice quaking as she sought not to weep.


Behind and above her, her husband panted heavily and chuckled with lewd 
sadistic delight. This must be her punishment, she thought. Usually, he 
takes a few more minutes... usually, he does it gradually! The blunt 
intrusion of his thick enormous penis seemed to be stretching every fiber of 
her unprepared backside, straining the soft rubbery flesh to its limits and 
causing her to feel more filled than she had ever been in her life. It feels 
like he's as big... as a telephone pole! She grunted in submission, tears 
streaming down her cheeks and her hair spilling out in wild disarray to 
complete her utter shame and degradation.


Without giving the skewered young girl a chance to adjust to his heatedly 
pulsating thickness in her rectum, he started right in, drawing backwards 
and then thrusting forward with brutal strength, building immediately into a 
rapid and deeply plunging rhythm. He was so filled up with his cruel and 
sadistic power over her that he wasn't going to give her a minute to adjust 
to his cruel sodomizing. He didn't care how much he was hurting her! He 
enjoyed soiling and defiling her; every moment of her torture increased his 
barbarous rampaging pleasure. She could hear his grunts and groans of 
delight bursting through the silence of the room, she hated him, but there 
was nothing she could do about it.


Sharon sensed him leaning back to watch his long thick cock as it moved in 
and out of the resilient, elastically giving ring of her anus... watching 
the tender rubbery flesh being pulled out slightly, clinging to the reddened 
flesh of his cock as he withdrew, then swallowing it whole as he fucked 
deeper and harder up inside of her. The smooth flesh of her back passage 
gripped him sheath-like, the tiny muscles of her rectum pulsing and 
undulating against the sensitive sides of his steadily moving length.


God, it hurts, she thought. But it always did... because of the size of 
him... but this time he hadn't eased gradually into her, and she let out a 
moan of pain into the pillow, her fingers clenching the bedclothes as though 
for support against the dizzying waves of torture surging through her being. 
She wanted to kill him, if only to end the anguish, but that being 
impossible, her mind prayed dully for the strength to endure it.


She could feel her husband's long thick cock swelling and expanding ever 
larger with sadistic lust at seeing her cringed in the helpless position 
beneath him, and he began to pound into her faster and deeper. The rubbery 
flesh of her rectum clung painfully to the sides of his enormous male organ 
and, gasping with pleasure, he made his withdrawal strokes abupt - as though 
he were trying to rip out the soft tender insides of her helpless young 
body.


Finally, in utter defeat and subjugation, Sharon sobbed and began to 
lasciviously undulate her round, firmly curving buttocks up against his 
brutally driving pelvis. The only way to escape this torture was to end it 
as soon as possible! She began to move her smooth white ass cheeks in tiny 
rotating circles, clasping the head of his cock with the slight throb of her 
painfully pulsing rectum on the outstroke.


"Uuuuuuuuh!" John Schroeder grunted in delight and surprise. She was fucking 
back! He finally had her where he wanted her, she was a slave lying before 
him, prepared to follow his every wish and command, and further groans of 
delight began to spill from his lust-contorted lips. The smoothly rotating 
movement of her buttocks and the arched hollowing of her back continued as 
she worked and ground back into him like a female demon, her long blonde 
hair falling over her face and around her neck and nakedly smooth back as 
she squirmed lewdly on her stomach in front of him in total obedience and 
subjugation.


With arrogant pleasure, he placed his hands on her firmly jouncing ass 
cheeks and squeezed the smooth resilient flesh in his palms; it oozed up 
between his fingers, forming thick pliant ridges that turned white as the 
blood began to leave them. Each time he thrust his long hard cock into her 
softly undulating rectum, he gripped harder, his pleasure increasing with 
her torture. Finally, as though unable to stand his own cruel teasing any 
longer, his hands left her constantly moving buttocks to roam over her firm 
youthful body at will, squeezing her firm young thighs, small narrow waist, 
and the full ripeness of her breasts squashed tightly against the mattress 
beneath her.


He was hurting her and groans of torment came from" her lips, but she 
continued r undulating her helpless young form beneath him, trying, to make 
him cum... wanting him to plunge all the way to the depths of her painfully 
clinging rectum until he erupted helplessly in orgasm, bringing relief to 
both of them. Then this anguish would be over!


Her face rolled from side to side on the pillow and flushed pink from the 
intensity of her effort. Her eyes were wide in unseeing concentration as she 
thought only of the moment of fulfillment. She tossed and churned her body 
beneath him, feeling he was nearing the end, grunting and groaning with him, 
encouraging and pleading with the motions of her steadily undulating 
buttocks for him to end it and fill her behind with the hot viscous sperm of 
his orgasm.


Beneath the painfully searing pain, there now began to burn a small steady 
flame of masochistic pleasure. She was aware of her full naked breasts 
pressed under her into the bedspread; she could feel the steadily stiffening 
tips of her bare sensitive nipples brushing harshly back and forth against 
the coarseness of the cloth as he buffeted her defenseless young body under 
him. But she gave it no more thought than to merely recognize it was there. 
Nothing mattered now, even the first warmly tingling sensations she now felt 
of lewd obscene pleasure. Instead, every fiber of her entire being focused 
in on the wild throbbing of his rapidly enlarging and stiffening cock that 
she knew meant he was going to cum soon! She hung there anticipating, 
expectant and ready to meet it when it happened. I wish I could make him 
cum... and cum and cum... drain every last drop from him... until he could 
never cum again!


Her now crazed husband behind her began to fuck into her tortured anal 
passage like a maniac. His large hands cupping her nakedly bouncing ass 
cheeks stretched them and spread them wide apart, exposing completely the 
pitifully tiny hole of her tightly puckering rectum stuffed to its utmost 
limits around his thickening, near-bursting cock. She shuddered with shame 
and humiliation as she sensed the moist coral walls of her anal passage 
clinging obscenely to his brutally sodomizing shaft, disappearing and 
reappearing with each cruel stroke. She could almost feel herself splitting 
open from the extreme power and pressure he was exerting deep down inside 
her and she gritted her teeth tightly to bear it.


Then, suddenly, he grunted deeply and flexed the strong muscles of his 
buttocks, driving his deeply throbbing penis deep into her warmly burning 
rectum to the very hilt. She could feel the slight remaining resistance of 
the passage give way totally before the hotly bulging head of his shaft, and 
a deep guttural cry of helplessness and submission came from deep in her 
chest. She could feel the rubbery tight walls of her backside holding the 
lewdly desecrating organ vise-like and hot; they closed resiliently and 
possessively around its full expanded length until she could sense every 
inch of its obscenely throbbing hardness imbedded hopelessly and deep, deep 
in her being. The huge sac of his balls, bloated and heavy with the need to 
cum, slammed up tight against the folds that covered her ignored vagina.


The thickly throbbing shaft jerked inside her, and she realized that the 
moment was here when he was going to explode obscenely inside her and fill 
her nakedly defenseless backside with his lewd male cum! He began hammering 
into her in a mad scramble for orgasm until he was thrusting her forward 
into the headboard, his breath exploding in hot rapid gusts against her 
steadily undulating back as he fell over her... until, suddenly, with a 
high-pitched squeal, he stiffened and slammed into her with one final 
earth-shattering lunge.


He came! There was a muffled gurgle from behind her and she felt his great 
expanding cock burst like a rapidly gushing dam as he emptied his liquid 
sperm in wave after wave deep into the depths of her tightly clasping 
rectum. She thought the wildly shooting penis would never stop ejaculating 
into her and could feel the white hot fluid overflowing around his still 
rapidly jerking organ and forcing its way out the tight nether ring clamped 
so fiercely around the base of his huge spewing cock. Finally, with a deep 
groan of satisfaction, his enormous weight collapsed heavily on her limp and 
battered body.


Beneath him, Sharon gasped out a deep sigh of relief as she felt her 
husband's deflated and limp shaft slowly and gradually withdraw from her hot 
flooded behind. There was a lewd slurping noise as it slipped from between 
the full white moons of her buttocks with a loud wetly sucking noise. Then 
there was a sudden cool rush of air against the wetness of her ravished 
loins as he lifted himself from her and collapsed on the bed beside her. She 
closed her eyes, sensing tears of relief and shame spilling down her burning 
cheeks and feeling more dirty and humiliated than she had ever been in her 
life.


"Get yourself cleaned up... I'm shot! Let's get come sleep!" he broke 
through the euphoria of his own completion to grunt at her. He barely 
managed to stumble to his feet, pull back the covers on his side of the bed 
and slide between the sheets, his eyes closing immediately as he came to 
rest on his stomach.


At least... it's over! Sharon said to herself. She rose wearily from the bed 
and padded across the room to the bathroom. Her whole rectal passage ached 
and felt torn, and she could still feel it burning slightly where his strong 
pungent seminal fluid overflowed between her battered ass cheeks. Someday, 
she gasped out the sobs that jerked from her chest as she bent over to pour 
water into the tub, he'll be sorry... I'll get... even!! Still shaking with 
tears, she lowered her aching young body into the hot cleansing water...


"Jesus Christ," Robbie Morgan hissed softly through his teeth as the nakedly 
curvaceous housemother disappeared into the bathroom. "He fucked her... up 
the asshole!"


"Yeah," Marc Barnes gasped in response, as his cock continued to jerk 
painfully in the confines of his pants. "He sure as hell... did!"


Slightly shaken, the two boys pulled themselves from the window and jumped 
to the floor, each collapsing finally in a sitting position on the edge of 
his own bed. Robbie had never seen anything like that before in his life... 
nor expected to, and he didn't know how to react. His feelings humbled in a 
swirling confusion of shock and insatiated sexual need.


Marc was thinking back to his encounter earlier that evening with Sharon 
Schroeder and the housefather in the kitchen. I thought it was something 
when I looked down her dress and saw her tits... and it was... but now I've 
seen everything... boy, I'd never have believed it!


"I'd sure like to screw her," Robbie said dreamily, knitting his eyebrows 
together. "Wouldn't you?"


"Christ! I'd give my right arm to get my cock into her!" Marc exclaimed. 
"I'd give her a fucking she'd remember for the rest of her days!" He watched 
curiously as Robbie stood up in the narrow aisle. "But I guess there isn't 
much chance of that... "


"Maybe... maybe not," Robbie answered mysteriously. He stepped back up onto 
the bed, reached for the bottle on the shelf and took a deep swig. It made 
him feel more confident as he became aware again of the inferno of desire 
still churning in his loins. The idea of having some fun with the blonde 
housemother didn't seem at all that far-fetched or impossible. Christ! he 
thought, jumping down to the floor with the bottle, she's ripe for some real 
loving or she wouldn't have been finger-fucking herself.


CHAPTER TWO


Coming into the small Illinois college town from the highway on the west, 
David Jensen drove past several motels and filling stations, then abruptly 
swung onto the empty parking lot of a chain hamburger restaurant. It was 
past two o'clock in the morning, and his eyes felt dry and itchy with 
weariness and too much cigarette smoke. He stared down the white, 
brightly-lit highway ahead where another mile or so of flashing neon was 
glaringly reflected back at him. As he recalled the outskirts of the 
hundreds of towns they had driven through since leaving Los Angeles two days 
ago, it was the sameness of this scene with them that made him decide to 
stop now.


He stole a glance at the young curvaceous brunette woman sleeping beside him 
in the front seat, and smiled. She had turned her round, fair-complexioned 
face to one side, and her cheek was pressed against the plastic upholstery 
of the back of the seat. All the weight of her short, generously curving 
body was balanced at that point, and it looked as though the slightest jolt 
of the car would send her spilling over into his lap at any moment. He 
thought about that a minute and liked the idea. His eyes caught on her 
moistly glistening, slightly puckered mouth. In sleep, her full pink lips 
were slightly parted, and they opened and closed softly as she breathed. He 
lewdly pictured them slipping over the head of his slowly stiffening, 
half-erect cock, then opening and closing around it. After two days on the 
road, he knew he'd pump it all the way down her throat if that ever 
happened.


But he hardly knew the girl, and it wasn't likely to happen. He had met her 
two weeks ago in Los Angeles in an acting class. He had been looking for 
riders to drive with him to New York, to share expenses... and that was all 
their relationship amounted to. They were both hoping to find more work in 
New York. Since most of the dramatic TV shows had moved to California, David 
didn't really expect that to happen either. Jesus, David thought, we've got 
to be crazy going to New York... the fact that they were going there 
suddenly brought home how desperate the job situation was for actors. He 
shoved the thought out of his mind.


She had told him her name was Teri Martin, that she was twenty two years old 
and from Charleston, South Carolina. In Los Angeles, she had worked as a 
salesgirl in a dress shop to pay for her acting classes. She'd done quite a 
bit of work as an extra and had even had a few bit parts. There was no doubt 
at all that she was a beauty, and she had the kind of personality, 
aggressive and cock-sure of herself, that an actress needed.


But now Teri looked less pretty and strangely vulnerable, and David found 
himself more attracted to her than he had been before. He found himself 
studying her suddenly exposed faults with sensual relish. Despite the 
general regularity of her soft feminine features, she was too short and her 
body frame too fine boned for the generous voluptuousness of her full firm 
breasts, and wide roundly curving hips. The large melony orbs straining 
against the tightness of her sleeveless summer sweater, seemed almost 
obscenely over large next to the general delicacy of the rest of her body. 
Still though she wasn't wearing a brassiere, the enticing mounds protruded 
from high on her chest and stood out resiliently. In the dim light of the 
car, he could make out the outline of one taut rounded nipple, poking 
against the sweater and forming a small circle of slightly darker color 
underneath the thin cloth. Suddenly he thought of the old burlesque gag 
about playing 'telephone' with a girl - one tit in the mouth, the other in 
the ear. He laughed aloud.


Ten stirred, her lips moving soundless, tentatively and it was like watching 
someone remember how to talk.


"What the hell's so funny?" she said aggressively. She was still half-sleep, 
and her words came out with a thick southern accent. Usually, she kept it 
repressed. In agony, Teri pulled her damp, slightly sticking cheek from the 
upholstery and turned face forward in the car. She was still half-asleep and 
her body felt over-heated and impossibly heavy. She sighed deeply, 
forgetting to listen for an answer to her question, and bent over slowly, 
fumbling blindly over the darkness of the car floor around her feet for the 
pack of cigarettes that had slipped from her lap when she had turned to the 
side in her sleep. Finally, she located them under her seat and leaned back, 
breathing deeply again and glaring at them. There were only two cigarettes 
left in the pack. She could feel her stomach flip-flopping nervously as the 
unpleasantries of the wide awake world came into her consciousness steadily 
and one by one. She hadn't eaten more than a hamburger in the last twenty 
four hours... and there was only a crisp twenty dollar bill left in her 
billfold. The inside of her stomach hurt, and she was sure she was 
developing an ulcer.


"We've stopped," she suddenly noticed and glanced out the side window at the 
empty blacktop of the parking lot. "Why the hell have we stopped?"


She cleared her throat. David Jensen followed her glance around the empty 
lot. It was well lit, and that made it seem emptier. Suddenly, he wondered 
if a night watchman might not be watching them. The glass walls of the 
building were spotted with tempting food advertisements. On the other side, 
the highway was also temporarily empty.


"Look," he said, leaning forward and turning her way in the seat. "We're not 
going to make it to Indiana tonight. I'm bushed... let's stop. I know it's 
one more night than we planned... "


"I'll drive," she cut in groggily, reaching to the floor for her purse and 
dropping the pack of cigarettes in it. She began gathering her things 
together.


"You're tired! And I can't sleep while you're driving in that state," he 
went on. "I think we should stop."


"Stop! We can't stop!" she interrupted in a surprised and panicked voice. 
"I've got to get to New York!"


Once again, her stomach throbbed and felt raw. They had planned to stop over 
only three nights and, if they quit driving today when they were only this 
far, it would certainly mean an extra stop-over. She was already worried 
about arriving in New York with so little money, and now things were looking 
steadily worse. Christ! She might arrive broke! Now it seemed perfectly 
clear that she had made a mistake in giving up her job and leaving Los 
Angeles so abruptly. God, I must be an absolute idiot! she thought. I could 
have borrowed money to get through the week. I would have been getting a 
check on Friday! She could feel her heart fluttering and the palms of her 
hands wettening as she thought ahead of what might actually happen when she 
got to New York. The only person she knew there was a boy, another actor. 
She had met him one day at the Malibu Beach and they had ended up spending 
two weeks together, making love almost constantly. Then he had stayed at her 
apartment in Los Angeles for a few days before going back to New York for a 
television job. Suddenly, their relationship seemed more casual than she had 
been thinking, and her stomach sunk with fear. Six months had passed and 
neither one of them had been much for writing more than a few letters. What 
if he wasn't glad to see her? What if he didn't want her to stay at his 
apartment? What if he's NO LONGER THERE?


David Jensen turned the key in the ignition and drove across the lot to the 
exit, then, without waiting, turned out onto the empty highway. The only 
other vehicle in sight was a semi way down the line and its lights blinked 
back at him as it plodded along, Despite Teri's insistence that they keep 
moving, he kept his eyes out for likely looking motels and all night diners. 
He didn't have much money either, or he would have stopped even if she 
hadn't wanted to. As it was, he had let himself be persuaded, but he was 
still wondering if she might change her mind.


He started to attention as the semi, still far ahead, signalled and turned 
off the road.


"Stop for coffee?" he asked, sure that it must be a diner.


Three other semis were parked in the large gravel parking lot that 
surrounded the tiny restaurant... obviously a truck stop. The place was 
oddly shaped, long and narrow with small lit up windows running around the 
sides, and it reminded him of a box car. He looked Teri over carefully as 
she got out of the car, smoothed her skirt and walked up the narrow sidewalk 
ahead of him. Several times he had wished she would wear a brassiere but he 
had never found the words to say it. She wore a short tight micro-skirt and 
the tight sleeveless summer sweater, and below her slender bare legs; 
thickly heeled sandals that made her legs look even more naked. He 
experienced the usual moment of uneasiness as they walked in and several 
male heads turned to stare in their direction, but he ignored them and moved 
straight to the counter. He sat down and brushed back his long blonde hair 
with his fingers. It wasn't as long as many of his friends wore it, but it 
was still long enough to brush over his collar. He also Wore sandals, and 
jeans and a tee shirt. He stood over six feet four and was well built. At 
times like this, he was glad of his height, because he knew the men would 
stare at the girl, but they wouldn't bother him. Actually, he had never been 
much interested in body building or sports, things of that sort. He just 
looked like he was, and he was glad of that now. He had always been large 
for his age, but his deep-set gentle looking hazel eyes were more reflective 
of his true personality.


Teri sat expressionless as he ordered two cups of coffee and two apple pies. 
Usually, she enjoyed the glances she got from men, but tonight she was too 
tired to be bothered. She ate the pie slowly, then lit one of her last two 
cigarettes and smoked it with equal slowness, enjoying it with the coffee. 
Her mood was changing, and she was beginning to wonder if maybe David wasn't 
right and they should stop. Not getting sleep was doing something to her 
that she didn't like. Her usual self-confidence was slipping away, and she 
felt more uneasy and nervous about her present situation each moment. She 
was glad that she was with David and not a girlfriend. For the moment, being 
with a man made her feel more secure, although she knew there was no real 
basis for that feeling, in fact.


"You're originally from California, aren't you?" she turned and smiled at 
him suddenly, as they sat at the low plastic-topped counter on revolving 
stools.


David frowned at her reflection in the mirror facing them from the other 
side of the counter. They had talked mostly about their careers, and it took 
him a moment to adjust to the personal question. "No... Washington. Not D.C. 
But I haven't lived there since I went to school," he tried to explain it 
clearly. 'Then I went to college in San Francisco."


"Oh... I thought you were just an actor," she looked away and said 
uncomfortably.


He chuckled. "I am just an actor."


"I mean, I didn't know you'd been to school."


"That's how I got into acting. I was in a few plays and ended up majoring in 
drama."


She frowned, then looked up at him seriously, "Maybe I should do that. I 
never thought it would be that important for acting. Do you think it helps?"


"I suppose it would help... if I ever got a job," he smiled wryly and 
shrugged his shoulders. "As it is I'm not working... so it doesn't seem to 
make that much difference how much training I've had."


He looked into his coffee and wondered how much of himself he should reveal 
to the girl. He didn't know how, if he were to say anything at all, he could 
present it in any understandable fashion. At twenty four, the pattern of his 
life was already twisted and complicated. He had lived in so many places 
that when people asked where he was from, he never knew quite what to say. 
Usually, he told them Washington... other times, California. Actually, he 
had been born and raised through grade school in Colorado. Then he had 
turned fourteen and, suddenly, his very ordinary life had changed into 
something incredible... at least to him. Abruptly, he had learned that his 
parents' marriage wasn't a happy one, and that his father, a doctor, ran 
around with other women. His mother had told him just before the public 
scandal broke in the local newspaper. His father had been having an affair 
with his receptionist, and in a pique of jealousy when he wouldn't leave his 
family, the girl had shot his father and then killed herself. The next few 
weeks were a living nightmare. His father recuperated in the hospital and 
then was investigated for possible murder charges. Then his father was 
giving up his practice, and his parents were getting a divorce. It had 
seemed natural that David and his brother should move with his father to 
Washington and finish high school there... then, four years later, that he 
should go to college in California because his mother and sisters were 
living there. Now she lived in San Mateo and had two more sons, only six and 
seven at this time, by her second husband, a lawyer. David knew the 
experience had deeply shaken his confidence and made him more sensitive to 
suffering than he would have been otherwise. But, as he grew older, he 
sensed something of his father's philandering nature in himself.


"Well, I guess we ought to get going!" he said and looked up at the clock on 
the wall across the counter, feeling nervous all of a sudden. It was past 
three o'clock, and they had lost an hour. He left money on the counter and 
stood at the door while Teri changed her twenty dollar bill and bought 
cigarettes.


Together, they walked out into the cool night air. He sensed her difficulty 
in keeping up with his long strides and slowed down a bit as they recrossed 
the gravel lot to the car. Just before opening the door, he glanced at the 
empty brightly lit highway and felt almost as tired as he had before having 
the coffee.


"Maybe we should stop," Teri Martin turned to him and said tentatively from 
the front seat. She hesitated because she didn't have much money, and she 
didn't see how she could manage to afford it... unless they took a room 
together! The first night they had slept outdoors in the mountains, and last 
night they had taken single rooms. But, at this point, she felt she knew 
David better and she thought she wouldn't mind sharing a room with him... if 
he didn't. She leaned back and imagined almost sensuously the feeling of a 
bath, followed by clean sheets. She thought it would be nice to he next to 
someone and imagined that it might ease this terrible anxiety she now felt 
about her future, if only for a few minutes.


David, behind the wheel, glanced at her and didn't answer her for a second. 
She sat quite still, and her short skirt was riding high up her full, trimly 
curving thighs, exposing her slender, slightly tanned legs almost 
completely. Their eye-filling nakedness was unbroken between her small 
delicate ankles and the insides of her firm upper thighs. She sat a moment 
longer, then her curvaceous young body lifted slightly as she reached to 
close the door on her side of the car.


His eyes widened and his mouth fell slightly open as she leaned forward and 
the short skirt underneath her hiked all the way up the smooth evenly-tanned 
backs of her legs, revealing her full resilient thighs up to the point where 
the elastic legbands of her panties cupped under the orbs of her firmly 
molded buttocks. He swallowed deeply at the stimulating sight of the 
smoothly rounded lower halves of her ass cheeks barely encased in the sheer 
nylon cloth. He thought that he was able to make out the deep crevice 
between the two trim half moons, even in the darkness of the car.


Then she fell back into the seat, and the door slammed. David sighed deeply 
and glanced away. For the first time, he wished he had used the opportunity 
of the long trip to make some kind of play for her or, at least, to get to 
know her better. They might have had something going by now, and he could 
see clearly and regretfully that a casual flirtation would have gone a long 
way towards making this interminable journey seem shorter. But he had been 
so tied up in his worries about getting work that it really hadn't even 
occurred to him.


He turned to frown at her, as though considering her question, and his eyes 
widened again. She didn't pull down the skirt but left it, unadjusted, 
riding far up her slightly parted thighs. At the same time, she seemed to be 
smiling at him, mysteriously. There was something suggestive, almost 
imperceptibly so, but still definitely seductive in the way her soft full 
mouth opened just slightly, her moistly glistening lips curled in tenderness 
and amusement; their slow gentle movement as she breathed reminded him of 
the way she had looked earlier in sleep, and, once again, he found himself 
imagining how they would look stretched widely around his cock. He wondered 
if she was thinking the same thing he was! God, I'd like to ball her... if 
she'd let me!


As they sat silently in the front seat of the car, he glanced out at the 
endless highway and thought a minute. Then he turned back to her, having 
decided to pursue the possibility. I'd be an idiot... not to! he thought. 
Still, he realized they were only half way through their trip and, if she 
wasn't interested, the rest of the trip might prove awkward. He hesitated 
another minute, not wanting to be tactless. I don't want to blow it! He 
smiled and, suddenly, found himself saying, "You've changed your mind?"


"Yes, I guess I did!" she agreed slowly, and then laughed softly at herself, 
a hint of a grin playing at the corners of her mouth. Abruptly, she looked 
away out the front window, as though avoiding his glance. "It was 
ridiculous," she began slowly, "to think we could make it much farther than 
Illinois tonight. At least, that's the way I feel about it right now!"


"You mean, you're feeling pretty tired? Too tired to drive?" he encouraged, 
trying to sound sympathetic and not enthusiastic.


"Well, yes." she sighed and turned to look at him directly. "I am, to be 
perfectly honest."


"I am, too." he admitted with a frown.


"All I can think about right now... is taking a bath and crawling into a 
nice warm bed." her voice came dreamily from the other side of the car.


David Jensen could feel the pulsating erection in his pants rising to almost 
its full height. The tight restricting material of his jeans hurt, and he 
tried sitting a different way, hoping it would slip into some more 
comfortable position. It didn't help at all! "The only problem," he began in 
spite of his discomfort, "is that neither of us can really afford an extra 
night in a motel." He watched her closely for her reaction, but there was 
none. She continued to listen expectantly, leaving the burden of the 
negotiations squarely with him. He blurted out, "Would it be okay to get a 
double room?"


A light of amusement and recognition seemed to flare momentarily again in 
her eyes, then she looked away again. "Yes, that'd be okay." she said and 
yawned casually.


"You're sure... it's okay with you?" he repeated.


She laughed softly. "Sure, I'm sure. Why not?"


David started the car, driving straight across the parking lot up to the 
exit. Her last remark didn't sit too well with him and he ignored her, 
anxious now merely to get to the motel and find out what was going to 
happen. Why not? he repeated her words to himself. Because I'm going to fuck 
your ass off... when I get you into that motel room! He remembered a small 
inexpensive looking motel they had passed earlier, when he had first thought 
of stopping, and now he turned in that direction, backtracking about a mile 
in the direction from which they had come.


Five minutes later, he spotted it sitting back quite a distance from the 
road and drove right up the driveway, stopping directly in front of the door 
of the office. He was relieved to find the vacancy sign flashing off and on 
in red, just the way he remembered it.


"I'll be right back." he said hoarsely, opening the door and jumping out. He 
walked up to the door and peered in at the empty looking office, then went 
in anyway. The bells on the door jangled loudly and woke a bald man sleeping 
over a newspaper behind the counter. He took the cheapest room available 
and, minutes later, was back in the car, driving it up to their door.


"This is it!" he said, letting the headlights rest on the door a moment and 
then switching off the ignition. "Well, here we are."


"Yes, here we are!" Teri repeated in a warm voice from the other side of the 
car. She paused a moment, then, "It looks... very nice!"


"I told him not to wake us up in the morning." Jensen commented hoarsely 
over the onset of another erection. He forced himself to concentrate on the 
business of actually getting into the motel room. "Is that all right with 
you? I got an alarm in my duffel bag."


"Oh, then we can sleep... real late." she waited for him to move to get out, 
and then opened the door on her side, following him around to the trunk of 
the car. "Then we can take our time, have baths, relax a minute."


"That sounds good to me!"


He lifted the door of the trunk and took out his duffel bag, then waited 
while Teri pulled out a large suitcase. He sucked in deeply at the fresh 
night air, then carried both pieces of luggage up to the door and stood 
there while she unlocked it.


The room was large and clean, the furnishings modest, but adequate. He 
glanced hurriedly at the large double bed, covered with a bright red 
bedspread. The sudden brightness of the overhead light seemed glaring to his 
tired eyes, and, dropping the luggage, he moved to the desk, switching on 
the softer desk lamp and turning off the other. He watched her walk softly 
across the carpet and disappear into the bathroom, closing the door behind 
her. Then he sighed and dropped into a chair, pulling off his sandals.


"Somehow, I don't feel so tired... now that I know that I don't have to 
drive any more tonight." he said good-naturedly and laughed at himself, as 
she came out of the bathroom.


"Yes, washing up affected me that way, too." Teri agreed pleasantly and 
smiled, picking up her suitcase and dropping it onto the bed.


"If we feel like it tomorrow, it might not be a bad idea to stop here for a 
day or two." he said. He had thought about this earlier as a desperate 
maneuver, if they ran out of money. But the way things were working out 
between them now, he found himself actually liking the idea. "We might work 
a day or two and then move on. We'd have picked up a little money, at 
least."


"Say, that's a good idea." Teri was impressed and looked up from the 
suitcase. Suddenly she smiled at him in gratitude and relief. The thought of 
earning some money was reassuring. Besides, her impatience to get to New 
York City had been changing rapidly into dread. She moved entirely away from 
the suitcase to stand in front of his chair and look down at him. "Do you 
think we'd earn much?"


"Thirty dollars a day." David guessed. "Between us... "


She thought about that a moment, feeling pleased and surprised. "Why... 
you're really clever." she smiled in approval and shrugged, then laughed at 
herself. Still smiling at him, she walked back around the bed to her open 
suitcase and added, "You're all right!"


As she began searching through her suitcase, David stood up and walked to 
the other side of the bed. Standing directly opposite to her now, he focused 
blankly on the wall and began undoing the buckle of his belt. It's now or 
never. I mean to ball her. And I'm not going to get anywhere... acting any 
different! He unzipped his fly and pushed his jeans down his legs, tossing 
them across the room into the empty chair. Next, the tee shirt came off and 
he sat down on the side of the bed in his jockey shorts, casually setting 
the alarm clock for the morning. But he could feel the crawling, drawing up 
sensation in his scrotum that signalled the beginning of another erection. 
He could feel his cock painfully throbbing with his racing blood.


His heart jumped to his throat as she closed the lid of the suitcase, 
holding only a brush in her hands. Jesus, I thought... she'd be looking for 
a... nightgown! He had turned to the side, and now her eyes lowered for a 
moment to the visible bulge at his crotch. She grinned, a bit more 
forcefully this time.


"I think you like me." she said bluntly, with a twinkle in her eye. "I can 
tell."


"You're most observant." he laughed nervously. "I didn't think you'd 
notice."


"How could I help it? You're really built."


Teri walked across the room and laid it on the bureau, turning her back to 
him. He could feel the blood continuing to gorge warmly into his cock, 
straining his long thick member against the restricting tightness of his 
jockey shorts as she began to undress. She took off her watch and carefully 
laid it on the bureau, then began to slowly undo the belt on her skirt. He 
couldn't see it directly because her back was to him, but he watched the 
movement of her arms and it sent his imagination racing wildly. She let her 
skirt drop to the carpeted floor, then picked it up and walked casually with 
it to the closet. Now she was dressed only in her sweater and sheer little 
white nylon panties. His eyes glowed in anticipation at the provocative 
sight of the panties wedged into the narrow crevice between her firm roundly 
curved ass cheeks as she had bent over gracefully to pick up her skirt. The 
firm half-exposed moons joggled seductively as she shifted from one foot to 
the other in the open closet door, hanging the skirt. Slowly, she pulled the 
sweater over her head and folded it, revealing the white, naked expanse of 
her smoothly flowing back. Finally, she turned and walked gracefully across 
the carpet towards the bed, her beautiful young body entirely naked except 
for the sheer narrow strip of panties that covered her protruding pubic 
mound.


As she neared the bed, he gulped deeply and held his breath. He stared, in 
spite of himself. Jesus, she's got a beautiful body! Her large, gently 
uplifted breasts were wide-spaced and placed high on her chest. They swayed 
and jiggled firmly as she neared the bed. The white flesh that covered them 
was smooth and translucent looking, and each pink, budlike nipple stood out 
tautly in the center of a large round slightly darker pink aureole. For a 
moment, he ceased breathing at all and felt an involuntary jerking of his 
long fully erect cock as his eyes traveled warmly down her naked 
hourglass-like body. Her tiny nipped-in waist flowed smoothly into a flat 
taut abdomen and full, firmly curving hips. His steadily throbbing penis 
strained painfully against the cloth of his shorts as his eyes traveled over 
the small soft-looking "vee" of her gently molded pubic mound, snugly 
encased in the pink nylon panties.


Jesus, what is she... trying to do to me! If she backs out now... I won't be 
able to take it... I'll rape her! He thought of the money they had spent for 
the room and realized dryly that he wouldn't get one wink of sleep tonight 
lying nakedly beside her voluptuous, lust-inciting body. Not if she doesn't 
let me fuck her... I won't sleep at all!


As Teri threw back the blankets on one side stretched out luxuriantly naked 
on the sheets beside him, it was all he could do to keep from throwing his 
aroused, hotly churning body on top of her lush nakedness. She sighed and 
rested her head back against the pillow, her long dark hair spilling and 
cascading out softly around her pretty young face. He moved closer and bent 
over her, feeling his long stiff hardness pressing hotly against the 
mattress.


"Do you want... some excitement tonight, David? she smiled. "Did you want to 
make love to me?" She had seen already the obvious bulge in his tight 
shorts. She had known even before they stopped at the motel that he wanted 
her.


"God, you know I do." he gasped. "I want to fuck you so bad... my balls are 
aching!"


He let the weight of his naked chest come down on her firmly uptilted 
breasts. Then he kissed her hard, his lips flattening hers back harshly 
against her teeth and his tongue plunging Wetly deep into the warm moist 
cavern of her mouth. Her wetly parted lips opened willingly to accept his 
tongue, and the nerve-tingling darting of hers against his own caused his 
massively rigid cock to jerk ever more desperately against the confines of 
his undershorts. He wedged his hands slowly under the smooth, gently curving 
hollow of her back, then brought them gradually down underneath her panties 
to cup over her youthfully rounded buttocks, one tender ass cheek in each 
firmly gripping hand. He pulled her warm pubic mound tightly up against his 
hot, rigidly throbbing loins and could feel the muscles of her warm-fleshed 
buttocks start to flex smoothly under his tightly clenching fingers as she 
began a slow undulation of her pelvis up against him. She was willing 
enough, more than willing, but for a moment, he left it like that. He 
savored lustfully the feeling of his darting tongue in the warm wetness of 
her mouth while his hands caressed and kneaded her slowly grinding buttocks 
beneath the sheer smooth silkiness of her skimpy panties. Gradually, he, 
began to rub his long, fully expanded shaft ever more forcefully against her 
soft hair-covered pubic mound, only the flimsy cloth of her panties and his 
shorts between them now.


The long deep kiss was broken as he lifted himself up and forced himself, 
momentarily, to, pull away. He slipped his fingers under the waist band of 
her panties, pulling them gradually down over her rapidly breathing abdomen 
and! partially spread legs. Teri looked up at him, expectant and ready.


"First, I'm going to go down on you! I want to... eat your pussy!" he said 
in a husky voice, already crawling up and kneeling between her eagerly 
trembling thighs.


"Oh... David." was all the naked girl said, and it was a wanton groan of 
anticipation.


Once again, he slipped his hands firmly under her nakedly rounded buttocks. 
Then, the tall young actor lowered his head and simultaneously drew the 
sparse triangle of her black-hair covered loins to his hungrily gaping 
mouth. His nostrils flared as the warm honeyed taste of her moistly 
throbbing cunt wetted his lips and his long tongue snaked out to probe 
deeply through the black, softly curling tendrils. He pressurized deep into 
the exotic softness of her vaginal lips until he found the stiffly pulsing 
bud of her aroused little clitoris. Teri whimpered ecstatically and, once 
again, flexed the muscles of her naked young buttocks to push her hotly 
excited pussy up to his face. Her entire lushly ripened body shuddered and 
swayed beneath him as his moist probing tongue made electric contact with 
the wet pulsating center of her being.


Teri Martin lay nakedly writhing underneath him, luxuriating in the obscene 
sensations coursing through her belly under the ministrations of his hot 
working mouth. Oh God, I'm glad we stopped! I wish he'd keep doing this to 
me... forever and ever! Lewd fantasies of the next few days they would spend 
together in this town and then the two days traveling that it would 
certainly take them to reach New York began to race through her mind in 
kaleidescopic lust-inciting images of sex... I want to unzip his pants while 
he drives... play with him... and suck on his cock! Once she had done that 
to the boy in New York, and he had practically had an accident; when he had 
cum, he had lost control of the car for a moment and driven off the road. 
Maybe... just maybe... when we get to New York... he'll let David stay at 
the apartment, too... and I'll let both of them do it to me... together! As 
David continued now to run his wetly licking tongue over and around her hot 
quivering little clitoris, she reached down to his rapidly working head and 
gently ran her fingers through his long blond hair. She pressed her 
fingertips softly into his cheeks, savoring the moistly sucking sensations a 
moment longer, then gradually pulled his face up from her excitedly 
throbbing pussy. He's got a cock that's just out of sight!... And I've got 
to have it!


"David," she gasped, "your mouth is wonderful. I want to repay you, darling. 
Do you want me to put my lips, around your cock?... I want to suck on you, 
too!"


Still kneeling, David looked up at her and panted hoarsely, "Oh God, yes! 
Suck my cock!"


As he pulled himself from between her naked widely-splayed legs and rolled 
onto his back beside her, she waited expectantly. Then, she crawled up on 
her knees between his strongly muscled legs, just as he had knelt earlier 
between hers. But before she could reach forward to peel the shorts down his 
thighs, he pushed them down his legs and off his ankles, tossing them in a 
ball to the floor. The massive hardened girth of his long, heavily pulsating 
cock sprung out from his belly in complete readiness. Teri took one look at 
its length and gasped. God it must be at least ten inches long and two 
inches wide! David wrapped his hand around it and lifted it towards her 
expectantly waiting mouth, skinning back the thick uncircumcised foreskin 
for her. The round, blood-engorged corona jumped out, its bulbous tip 
shining smooth as pink satin in the soft light. Her lips parted slowly and 
she pushed his hand away from the massive shaft curling her own fingers 
firmly around its hotly throbbing warmth. It jerked involuntarily into even 
greater hardness in her small hand. She stopped a moment to scrape her nails 
lightly and gently over its rapidly expanding length, taunting and 
titillating it; it lengthened and thickened to even greater dimensions and 
its round slitted head began emitting a clear viscous drop of male 
lubricant. Then she inched up closer on her knees between his parted thighs 
and slowly lowered her head, taking the heatedly pulsating cock into the 
soft warm wetness of her mouth.


"Uuuuuuuh." a low moan of pleasure escaped from between his lust-contorted 
lips as he watched her wetly parted lips slip tightly over his tingling 
cock-head. Jesus! he thought he was going to go out of his mind at the 
wildly exciting feeling of his long rigid cock sliding smoothly in and out 
of her warm sucking mouth! She slowly began to swirl her quivering tongue 
around the hotly throbbing head as though she were a kid twirling her tongue 
around the world's most delicious ice cream cone. Then she flattened her 
tongue down along the sensitively tingling underside and sucked deeply, 
pulling and dragging on the long stiff length like a starving baby at its 
mother's nipple. She was pulling at him with some strength, and the strong 
suction sent a whirlpool of wild delight rippling through his member.


Instinctively, his hips began to rock back and forth. Slowly at first and 
then with more I strength, he rammed his hotly pulsing penis I through the 
soft wet warmness of her steadily working mouth towards the opening of her 
throat. He half-expected the nakedly sucking girl to back away, but she 
didn't. Instead, her lips kept nibbling forcefully, and her cheeks hollowed 
and convulsed around the rhythmically thrusting length until more than half 
of his hot pulsating shaft was buried in her mouth and throat.


Momentarily, she withdrew her full sensuous lips from his rapidly jerking 
member and sat back on her knees. Her hand continued to tightly encircle the 
hot pole of flesh, and she slid back the loose folds of his foreskin to 
expose again the round pink cap of the lust-inflated corona. Its slitted 
head exuded a clear stream of male lubricant and shone smoothly in the soft 
light. With a low groan of hunger, she pursed her wetly ovalled lips to kiss 
his throbbing cock's head, then her agile little tongue flickered out to 
lick and dart at it teasingly.


David shuddered and lifted his head forward to watch as her pink tongue 
wetly licked down the full length of the impatiently beating organ. The 
pressure building in his sperm-bloated balls was excruciating and 
unbearable, and his long hard cock seemed to inflate and lengthen beyond 
anything it had done before. As she licked on the glistening wet flesh like 
a cat cleaning its fur, he could feel all of himself, every nerve he 
possessed concentrated down there in the hardened flesh of his penis. He had 
to get his hotly throbbing cock into that tight little cunt of hers... and 
fuck her! He couldn't go on like this much longer... or he would cum in her 
mouth.


"Jesus, Teri... that's good!" he moaned "Stop... before it's too late! I 
want to put it... in your cunt... and fuck you... until you know you've 
really been fucked!"


Reaching down, he grasped her by the waist and turned her onto her back 
beside him actually having to force her reluctant mouth from the wetly 
glistening rigidity of his member Then, turning onto his side, he crushed 
her tight to him and ran his hands searchingly all over her warm voluptuous 
body, exploring the secret hollows of all of her. His heatedly pulsating 
cock pressed hard against her full resilient thighs for several moments, 
then began rubbing along the entire wet length of her hot, hair-lined 
vaginal slit.


While he continued to run his hands over her ripe young body, crushing her 
smooth white breasts in his fists and rubbing their small rapidly stiffening 
nipples into his chest, he thrust his heatedly pulsating penis back and 
forth in the smooth wet furrow of her cunt. He could feel her warmly 
throbbing pussy moving up and down the tingling underside of his cock as she 
undulated her pelvis up against him in a slow teasing rhythm. The cords in 
her wide-spread thighs were like velvet-covered cables pressed against the 
outside of his hips. He wondered how they would grip around him later when 
he had sunk his warm hardness deep inside her.


"Oh God, you feel nice." she whispered. "Your penis feels so big! I just 
don't know how I can take it!"


"You do want it... as bad as I do... don't you?" David gasped through 
passion-contorted lips as he looked down between their bodies at his long 
massive shaft sawing back and forth in the moistly lubricated furrow between 
her legs. "You want me... to fuck you?"


"Oh, yes!... God, yes!" she moaned helplessly into his mouth, her eyes 
clenching tightly shut and her pelvis grinding. I've just got to have that 
big cock... in my cunt... fucking me... or I'll flip! Her naked little ass 
began a more desperate rotation up against his stiffly throbbing loins until 
her legs, without warning, snaked out wide on either side of his body, and 
her calves locked against the back of his thighs, pulling him tighter into 
her.


With a groan, he pulled up from her and adjusted himself in a kneeling 
position between her legs, staring down at her full naked curves spread so 
deliriously beneath him, her sleek thighs parted obscenely. "How?" he 
grunted, wanting to hear the lewd words spilling from between her 
passion-twisted lips. "How do you want me to fuck you?"


"Deep, deep and hard. I want you to fuck me... as hard as you can fuck me! I 
want you to stuff me full of your hard cock!" she gasped.


As she waited for him in wanton anticipation, Teri was so aroused she was 
hardly aware of what she was doing. Her hands flitted unconsciously over her 
large, warm breasts, her fingers tantalizing the tingling nipples. Her eyes 
were focused hypnotically on David's long white cock jutting out from his 
hairy belly and just barely pressing against the hotly swollen lips of her 
cunt. It grazed teasingly against the soft black pubic hairs, causing the 
agitated vaginal lips underneath to throb and burn lewdly until she thought 
she would die from her hungry need. God, he was enormous, she thought, and 
underneath the lewd anticipation, a shiver of fear ran through her. He was 
really built and she really didn't know if she could take it. But, God!... I 
want it... nevertheless... even if he rips me... to shreds!


"You want me to fuck you now?" he tormented from above, pushing the hotly 
bulging blood-filled head a tantalizing fraction of an inch forward into her 
desire-moistened pussy lips. He waited.


"Y-Yes, you look... so biiiiggggg! I... can't wait! Oh, David... please give 
it to me... now! Shove your prick into my pussy... fuck it! Fuck it hard, 
darling!" She was desperate and her hips wantonly writhed in invitation 
beneath him.


"Then I'll fuck you... I'll fuck your.


cunt... NOOOOOOWWWWWW!"


"AAAAAAARGH!" she grunted as he flexed the strong muscles of his buttocks 
and drove his massively rigid cock with a flesh-splitting crash into the 
hot, wetly gaping mouth of her pussy. It entered with a sudden pop, 
straining the small tight ring at the portals of her vagina, then she felt 
the smoothly clinging walls of her narrow, sheath-like vaginal channel being 
pushed out in waves of flesh before his steadily plunging organ. It was 
thrusting... rutting and pushing deeper and deeper inside her... until it 
had raced up her tightly stretched little cunt to the full depths of her 
belly. She could feel her painfully throbbing cuntal walls gradually 
relaxing to surround his enormous presence with smoothly lubricating 
wetness. Then suddenly, he was all the way into her, and his sperm-inflated 
balls slapped hard against her upturned ass cheeks.


"Oh! OOOOOoooh! Goddddd! It's so biiiiggggg! It feels so... goooood!" she 
cried as he thudded into her and his pubic bone smacked into hers.


That enormous lust-hardened cock was almost, but not quite, too much for 
her! But she knew at the same time that she was loving every minute of it! 
Wanting him to plunge deeply into her again and faster, she pulled her full 
resilient thighs back and mashed them tightly into the round, gently swaying 
mounds of her breasts, squashing them against her chest and exposing her 
uplifted and wide-split loins to him completely. She was giving him the 
fullest access to her, and began to grind her hips slowly and rhythmically 
up at him in a shameless salacious invitation to be fucked.


Above her, David looked down at the nakedly writhing girl beneath him and 
knew that he couldn't hold back a second longer. Forcefully, he began 
driving his hotly throbbing hardness in and out of her tight little pussy 
with all the power of his strongly muscled thighs and buttocks. He pounded 
into her harder and harder, not pausing for a moment and pinning her deeper 
and deeper into the mattress. The lewd memory of her soft, moistly 
glistening lips wrapped tight around his cock moments ago, reverberated 
through his mind and drove him on. He recalled the lust-inciting image of 
his lust-hardened shaft sawing rhythmically in and out of her warm wet 
mouth, and the very memory caused his loins to tighten and jerk. The only 
thing better was fucking her... like I'm doing now! He sensed his long, 
rigid thickness growing and expanding inside her wetly clasping cunt until 
it felt as though it was going to burst from the pleasure building deep in 
his sperm-filled testicles which were smashing obscenely into the 
sweat-moistened crevice of her buttocks.


In spite of the pain it must have caused her, he felt her screwing her tight 
cuntal sheath courageously back up his stiff pistoning shaft, lifting her 
naked young buttocks right off the mattress in her greedy desire to swallow 
all of him. She controlled her vaginal muscles at the same time, squeezing 
and teasing his hot ready-to-burst flesh as tightly and resiliently as any 
virgin. He knew instinctively that she wanted him to rip her in two... to 
subdue her to the will of his cock... and he did his best to comply. He 
could cum now any time he wanted to, but he held back, knowing from the 
increasing frenzy of her wildly pumping hips that she was going to cum at 
any moment. He moved his hands to her ripely bouncing breasts and pinched 
and pulled at the erect little nipples in time with his long hard lunges 
into her warm pulsating cunt.


"Oh, God," she blubbered. "Oooooooh, Gooddddddd!"


Teri was moaning incoherently now beneath his pounding body, opening and 
closing her legs around his steadily driving hips as she worked up and down 
his glistening wet cock in a slow sensuous rhythm. Her mouth gaped open wide 
and her head flailed from side to side on the mattress again and again in 
wild uncontrolled abandon. She opened her legs and spread her hotly 
quivering cunt wider to batter and use as he willed, and a lewd sensation of 
power over her swelled through him. He was holding back the load of cum 
building rapidly in his hotly churning balls by a sheer effort of will, and 
he knew he couldn't keep pumping into her at this speed and depth much 
longer. Jesus... it's too much of a temptation... but not now... I want her 
to make it too! His frantically jerking cock felt like it was going to 
explode for miles in all directions!


Then a high soft whimper suddenly formed on the lust-contorted edges of her 
lips and pierced through the sounds of the loudly squeaking springs and the 
two panting bodies slapping brutally together. Her nostrils flared wide and 
she thrust herself up his deeply embedded penis and locked herself to him 
with all the strength of her strong young thighs while her loins jerked and 
throbbed spasmodically against his belly.


"UUUUUUUHHHH! CUMMMMMMMIIIIING! FUCK ME! OH! OOOOOH! YES! YES! FUUUUUCK 
MEEEEE!... I'M CUMMMMMING! AAAAAAARGH!"


She writhed and twisted squirmingly beneath him, panting out her climax as 
wave after wave of shudderingly convulsive release washed through her 
helplessly jerking body. Her eyes rolled uncontrollably in her head and her 
face contorted and strained under the unbearable explosive force. Deep 
guttural sounds of joy were coming from deep in her choking throat as though 
she no longer had control over them. Suddenly, she held her breath for a 
long interminable moment, then expelled it as though hit forcefully in the 
stomach by a solid fist. Her head fell back as her body collapsed limply 
into the mattress. Still, her constantly reverberating pussy continued 
convulsing and contracting wildly around his long tortured penis, and her 
supple young pelvis moved unceasingly up and down to meet his unrelenting 
jack-hammer lunges.


The delicious sensation of her warm wet pussy contracting so tightly around 
his thick pistoning cock seared through David's brain with the electric 
force of white-hot lightening. He had never felt anything like it in his 
life! He had never seen anything like it either, as her hips continued to 
roll under his with the slow sinuous movement of a belly dancer.


He had to cum now or he would die!


Giving up all control, he slammed into her with brutal relentless force, 
hardly conscious of anything but the nerve-tingling gusts of wild sensation 
that surged through his body from the tips of his toes to the hair roots of 
his scalp. He grunted into the moistness of her mouth, heard her whimpering 
cry, and felt the tightening of her arms around his neck. His deep 
soul-shattering gasp went on and on into her mouth. The final bone-crushing 
thrust slammed his madly jerking penis deep, deep into the still tightly 
pulsing moistness of her cunt and... the dam burst! He exploded inside her, 
shooting his hot, liquid sperm deep down into the depths of her openly 
receptive womb. He pushed his hotly squirting cock as far into her as he 
could, grunted his last, and toppled over her in complete fulfillment...


Slowly, his cock deflated in her wetly overflowing pussy, but he left it 
there for several more moments, luxuriating in the delicious final throbs 
and spasms until the last drops of viscous white semen were pumped through 
him. He lifted his head to kiss her full on the lips. Then, with a groan, he 
pulled himself off her and fell onto his back. He studied her naked satiated 
form a moment. She lay back and smiled at him with heavy half-closed eyes, 
relaxing as the euphoria of her own orgasm overcame her. Then he got up to 
put out the lamp on the desk.


Jesus, what a body! he thought, once again, as he came back. He stood there 
a moment, regarding her, and wiped off his still partially-erect penis. He 
thought of the next few days with some satisfaction, then, crawled into the 
bed, pulling the sheet over both of them.


CHAPTER THREE


"It shouldn't be hard to locate. Once we get onto Fraternity Row, just keep 
your eyes peeled for Xi-Theta," David Jensen said as he pulled away from the 
University Employment Office. He drove through the crowded main section of 
town and then crossed the bridge leading to the old hilly tree-lined 
residential area where the University's frat houses were located. Once on 
the other side of the river, he didn't have to travel far and turned almost 
immediately up the curving, newly paved street lined with enormous 
impressive older houses. "The Employment Office thought there might be an 
opening... though they weren't sure. I guess most of these jobs get filled 
up in the first weeks after school starts." Of course, school had started 
nine months ago, he realized, then added to himself, God dammit!!" just out 
of general exasperation and disappointment.


Teri frowned in agreement. She was hungry, but she didn't want to spend any 
more of her last twenty dollars until she knew whether they were going to 
work in this town for a few days or go onto New York. Keeping her eye out 
for the fraternity house, she fantasized that they did get the job, and then 
that they were eating an enormous steak and eggs breakfast in a small 
family-style restaurant she had noticed downtown when they had been driving 
through the crowded shopping area right next to the campus. Her stomach 
growled in response, and she shoved the day dream out of her mind, trying to 
reconcile herself to the likelihood those things weren't going to happen. 
They had checked out of the motel at ten o'clock, tried unsuccessfully at 
the City Employment Office, then been directed to the University Employment 
Office. But the clerk, there had been discouraging, Xi-Theta needed someone 
it was true, but for some reason no one they had sent had ever struck the 
Schroeders as satisfactory.


"STOP... we just passed it!" she suddenly broke out of her reverie to shout 
at David. He backed up as far as the entrance to the narrow circular 
driveway, then drove in, parking in front.


They went in and waited in the long, deeply-carpeted front room. Sharon 
Schroeder came in to take their applications, smiling at them pleasantly.


"I could probably do quite a bit to help out your husband. I'm good at yard 
work, errands, general handy man things," David encouraged, sensing a 
reticence on her part towards hiring any one. Within moments, it was obvious 
that she didn't really want to hire extra help, and that he'd have to sell 
himself and Teri and the job. She wasn't unfriendly, but she seemed restless 
and suspicious... especially of Teri. He guessed that she was wondering just 
how much of her own chores might be taken over by Teri, and wasn't sure if 
she wanted that. She seemed to be the kind of woman who needs to keep 
busy...


And being a man, he couldn't help but notice the firm voluptuous curves 
under her sweater and slacks. She couldn't have been a day over thirty... 
hardly his image of a housemother.


"You must be terribly busy yourself!" he pointed out as the interview seemed 
to be drawing to an unsuccessful close. He had the feeling she was going to 
ask for their address and promise to contact them... later!


Sharon looked up at the handsome young man and didn't know quite what to 
say. She felt a little defensive. It would be fun to have someone their age 
around to talk with, but she didn't want to lose too many of the endless 
chores that kept her attention diverted from her personal problems. She was 
used to them! "Y-yes, yes, I am!" she admitted and stood up from the couch. 
"But I think I'd better get my husband. We really weren't thinking of hiring 
anyone... at this time!" She turned and exited towards the back of the 
house, moving towards her husband's office on the remodeled back porch.


The Schroeders had put in an application for some live-in help through the 
University Employment Office shortly after their first year at the job. But 
then they had gotten into the routine of doing things themselves by the time 
anyone had come to see about it. John didn't want any single men. He talked 
about hiring a couple frequently, but she didn't like the idea of a strange 
woman suddenly interjected in her way of doing things. Finally, she had 
pretty much forgotten about the matter, and it seemed John had also.


Still, there was something interesting about this unusually nice-looking 
couple from California, especially the young man. He had told her he was an 
actor and that fascinated her. He does look just like a movie star! He was 
big and tall, too; and that reminded her of John... except that he wears his 
hair so long! She was used to the boys in the fraternity wearing their hair 
long, but she had never known a grown man to do that. I think I like it!


David and Teri whispered while they waited in the front room for the 
attractive blonde woman's husband to appear. David was restless and got up 
to walk around the room several times, stretching his long legs.


Teri had talked little during the interview and she lit a cigarette now. 
"She's sure pretty for a housemother! Isn't she?!" she giggled.


David strolled back to the sofa and sat down. "Yeah... but kind of hesitant 
for a woman of that age. I still don't know whether there's a job opening 
here or not!" He glanced at his watch and wondered how much longer they 
would have to wait for the housefather to make his entrance. "Do you think 
we're wasting our time?"


"Who knows?" Teri giggled. She leaned back and drew heavily on her 
cigarette, entertaining herself by making smoke rings in the air. "Maybe she 
had to get the old man's opinion. Obviously, he's the one that runs the 
show."


"Obviously," David responded dryly, then glanced up just as the enormous 
bald-headed John Schroeder entered the living room. He walked up to the 
young couple on the sofa, a business-like and not especially friendly 
expression on his face. He shook hands perfunctorily, then ran his eyes over 
David narrowly. An expression of displeasure swept across his features, as 
though he didn't like what he saw. And he didn't! He had seen David's long 
hair and disapproved of it immediately. Besides, he hadn't listened closely 
to Sharon and he thought that David was the only one applying. "We want a 
couple," he spoke directly to David.


In those two sentences, he thought he had brought the interview to an abrupt 
close, but Teri, still sitting back from the two men on the couch, spoke for 
the first time. "We are a couple."


Schroeder, caught off guard, glanced more closely at the pretty curvaceous 
brunette sitting on the sofa, and decided to include her in the scope of the 
conversation. "Well," he began more hesitantly, "I was looking for an... 
older couple. You see, we got fifty young men here, and we need people the 
boys will pay a mind to if me and my wife should step out, for example... 
though that's not likely," he admitted.


David didn't like the man. Before, he had been willing enough to point out 
to the woman how he and Teri might be useful. But now the man's 
dissatisfactions with them seemed more personal and he wasn't interested in 
bickering over them. Not for a two-bit job like this! The only thing the man 
did seem to like was Teri, and somehow that bothered him. He turned to the 
girl and was about to motion her to stand up, when she broke into the 
exchange again.


"If that's all your worried about, there's not much of a problem," she 
crooned. "David and I are both high school teachers... of many years 
experience." She was lying baldly, without batting an eyelash!


The man paused and actually seemed to be seriously considering this. "What 
do you teach?" he asked curiously.


"Drama," Teri replied David didn't like the lie, but he breathed a sigh of 
relief at Teri's answer. At least, she had the presence of mind to choose an 
area they knew something about! Still, he didn't like the man, and he knew 
he didn't want the job. He was anxious to get back on the road and glanced 
out one of the front windows at his car parked in the driveway.


"How come you're not teaching?" the older man asked astutely.


"Because we're actors now," David cut back in. He shifted restlessly from 
foot to foot, his impatience to get back on the road getting the better of 
him. "We're going to New York to look for work. We only wanted to work for a 
few days anyway... then we'd be moving on." He faced Teri and nodded to her 
to stand up.


But before she could respond, the housefather smiled. "Why... that's sort of 
interesting! I don't think I've met any actors before." He turned back to 
Teri and looked her over closely, "Have you ever been in any movies?"


Teri ignored David's signals to get up and laughed warmly. "Yes," she 
responded. "But I doubt if you would have seen any of them."


The gruff and suspicious housefather was rapidly changing his attitude. 
Hell! I thought he was too good looking to be a real man. He's an actor. 
Besides, a guy working all day with his wife... won't have any opportunity 
to make a play for Sharon... And his wife will be with Sharon, helping her 
out... I won't have to keep checking up to make sure the boys aren't trying 
to get at her.


"Now don't get all fired up about leaving," he said gruffly to David, noting 
that the young man looked anxious to go. "I think I can work you in after 
all. School will be letting out in a few weeks; and actually it'd be better 
for me to have someone that's leaving. I don't need help during the 
summers."


"We don't have a place to stay yet," Teri looked up and complained to the 
man, confident now that they had the job.


"That's no problem!" the man grew expansive. "We got a whole empty apartment 
downstairs here in the main house. It's nothing special, but it'd be fine 
for awhile. And you wouldn't be here in the summer to suffer with the heat. 
These old houses can be hell when it gets hot."


David frowned. "We might not stay that long," he said pointedly.


The man shrugged his shoulders, discounting the possibility. He had decided 
to hire them... now... and that was it! "We'll come to that bridge when we 
cross it. Now let me show you the apartment."


He led them back through the dining room to the old servants' quarters off 
the kitchen and next to his office. He brought them linens and cooking 
equipment, then left them alone for the evening to relax and get settled.


Later, that night, he knocked on their door, just to make sure they were all 
right. Then, he locked up his office and went back to the annex to eat the 
late dinner that Sharon had prepared.


"I don't know what all... we'll have them... do!" She said, still feeling a 
bit hesitant and unsure about John's decision. More than anything, she was 
surprised and almost dumbfounded by this sudden change in her situation. 
They had talked about it for such a long time, but nothing had ever come of 
it. Still, maybe that was her trouble, she decided. She needed to make 
changes and kept resisting, until now things were changing for her. "It's 
just that it hardly seem worthwhile to show them how everything works, when 
they'll only be here such a short time."


"That's the beauty of it," John cut her off and smiled gloatingly to 
himself. "We don't need anyone for the summers." He liked the whole 
arrangement more all the time he thought about it. There would be someone 
there with Sharon all the time, keeping an eye on her for him and besides... 
he had been looking the young actress over. She's some looker... there's no 
doubt of that! She had been really friendly to him, he thought, during the 
interview and he had the feeling that maybe she liked him. You never can 
tell about those kinds of people... and she might give me a little 
something, and think nothing about it! She's some doll!


The original impression was confirmed in the morning when he introduced the 
couple around and showed them the ropes. She was wearing the uniform he had 
handed her, but he could tell, after following her around for awhile, that 
she wasn't wearing a brassiere underneath it. The knowledge fascinated and 
bothered him. Hell, it's really something the way they stand up and bobble 
around like that... when she's moving! I'd sure like to see that gorgeous 
body without the clothes. Seems to me she must like to fuck a lot... or why 
the hell would she dress like that?


Late that second night, the two boys, Robbie Morgan and Mark Barnes, stood 
in front of their attic window and peered down into the houseparents' 
bedroom. It was their third night at the post and they watched John 
Schroeder make love perfunctorily to his wife in a normal fashion, just as 
he had done the night before, then roll over to go to sleep. Then they laid 
in bed and talked.


"Shoot, that didn't seem like so much to me," Robbie's voice came through 
the darkness, full of disappointment and anger. "He sure isn't much in bed. 
I hardly got settled and the whole thing was over. What a waste of some real 
nice female flesh!"


"Yeah, it sure is," Mark agreed. He thought a minute about being in bed with 
a girl like Sharon Schroeder and only taking ten minutes. He couldn't 
imagine it! "But I guess it's his wife. And he can do it any way he wants 
to," he finally decided, though he still couldn't fathom it. For a moment, 
he pretended he really was John Schroeder, Get in there and fuck like hell, 
that's what I say. I'm just a straight meat and potatoes man! The youth 
still couldn't understand it.


Because the room had only the one small window, it was totally dark when the 
light was out. Now there was a heavy pause, then Robbie's soft disembodied 
voice cut through the utter blackness. "If I had some money of my own, I'd 
give every cent of it to fuck that broad!"


"Have you seen the new couple?" Mark offered.


"Have I seen the new couple!" Robbie answered, his spirits picking up. "That 
guy's wife is something too! She has that pretty long black hair... and I'll 
tell you what's more... she doesn't wear any underwear!"


He blinked into the darkness and thought back to earlier that night just 
after dinner. Schroeder had brought the new couple downstairs to the rec 
room and introduced them to some of the guys and their dates. Robbie had 
been alone and he had gotten into a short conversation with David Jensen. It 
had been very interesting. Hell, the guy was an actor! I think I... might 
like to be an actor! Robbie had thought. He knew that he was fairly good on 
looks... and he saw that Jensen was also. The connection had struck him like 
a thunderbolt and for, five minutes or so, his own life had seemed imbued 
with purpose and excitement. But the feeling had soon passed. The brunette 
girl had rejoined her actor husband and the two of them had walked out of 
the rec room with Schroeder. Hell, he noticed, as they walked away, she's 
not wearing a bra!


"Robbie?" Mark's low quiet voice interrupted his thoughts and he sensed the 
red-haired boy turning over on his side to face him from the next bed. "You 
know what we were talking about... getting Schroeder's wife up to our room? 
I was thinking... we could get in a whole lot of trouble! I don't think I 
want to do it!" Suddenly, he tossed back the covers and dropped his feet to 
the floor, sitting on the edge of his bed. "We're just assuming that she 
wants someone to fuck her real good, but maybe she doesn't at all! She could 
say we tried to rape her; and the we'd get kicked out of college... I want 
to be a doctor... and... " He wanted to get out of Robbie's idea to seduce 
the housemother, and his stomach quivered with dread and disappointment when 
Robbie responded confidently, "First, we get her to come up here willingly. 
Then, it's just her word against ours. That's two to one. She says we raped 
her, and we say we didn't. And no one can prove anything either way!"


"I still don't want to do it," Mark pleaded. "It's just too serious! I don't 
want to do it... and I won't!" He waited a moment and breathed a sigh of 
relief when Robbie didn't answer. Feeling slightly ashamed of his cowardice, 
he settled slowly back into the bed and pulled the blankets up over himself. 
He was just about to fall asleep when his roommate spoke again.


"What we need to do is insure ourself. If we could get something on 
Schroeder, he'd be afraid to report us. We'll find out something bad about 
him, and, if he threatens to squawk about us making his wife, we'll threaten 
to spill what we know. We'll blackmail him! Is that good enough for you?"


That idea made Mark even more uneasy, and he didn't answer, he didn't like 
the way everything was suddenly getting so complicated and involved. 
Still... I do want to screw her so bad... I can almost taste it! But he knew 
he'd never get to sleep if he started thinking about that. He shoved the 
thought out of his mind and rolled over on his stomach. Robbie said 
something else, but he didn't respond. He pretended to be asleep. By the 
time Robbie spoke again, he actually was...


During the next two days, John Schroeder's satisfaction with his decision to 
hire the young couple increased. He found that the young man was not only 
physically strong and energetic, but smart! That meant he was not only good 
at lifting things and helping out with the yard work, but that Schroeder 
could rely on him to order kitchen supplies and other mental work. The boys 
seemed to like the young couple, yet Jensen kept his distance, and he liked 
that, too. He began to wish that the young couple had appeared earlier in 
the semester or was going to remain longer. He knew it wouldn't be long 
before he could leave them entirely in charge of the fraternity. At least, 
for a few days. Hell... I could take a vacation!


He began to consider the possibility of persuading Jensen and his wife to 
stay through the first few weeks after school had let out. There wouldn't be 
no more than a few of the boys around then I could get some time off... 
maybe run up to Chicago... and send Sharon to her parents. The desire to do 
a little philandering had been brewing in his mind for a long time. Two 
years, by God! It'd serve Sharon right... damn it! The way she acts... I 
don't have any choice but to go looking elsewhere for some fun... for a 
little excitement in my sex.


On the other hand, he was becoming more and more aware of Jensen's 
voluptuous young wife, and there was also the possibility of acting out his 
adulterous fantasies without having to go to Chicago. He had his doubts 
about whether the couple were actually married, and he was beginning to hope 
not. That would make getting to her a whole lot easier! The second night he 
had purposefully worked late in his office, hoping to find out what he could 
about the couple by listening to their voices in their bedroom through the 
thin wall. He'd gotten an earful. He'd been able to tell from their lewd 
graphic comments to each other that Teri's head was down between David's 
legs, her hungrily clasping mouth making lewd moistly sucking sounds. 
Christ! She's sucking him off! David gave a low anguished groan... then the 
bedsprings creaked, as though the two were changing positions. Now Jensen 
seemed to have his head up between her widely parted thighs, his tongue 
hungrily swirling over her cunt. Jesus, now he's licking her pussy! 
Afterwards, he drew back from the wall and his mind was already made up. He 
was going to get some of that... or at least try to. Maybe if she doesn't 
want me to fuck her... she'll still suck me off!


He closed his office door softly and crept quietly through the back yard to 
the annex, his wildly aching erection demanding release. Having successfully 
avoided running into any of the boys, he raced up the back steps to the 
kitchen and came upon Sharon just putting the last touches on the evening's 
dinner. He pulled her protesting from the kitchen and fell down on the edge 
of the bed, undoing the zipper of his fly. His already fully erect cock had 
leapt out and he placed his hand on the back of her head, trying to force 
her mouth down to his loins. But she had resisted and he had been in such a 
state of desperation that he had given up and taken her the usual way. 
Afterward, Sharon had laid awake in bed more than half the night and just 
worried. He's just an animal... and he's getting worse all the time, she had 
decided, though she still didn't know what she could do about it.


The following morning, John Schroeder decided that he was going to take his 
employee's young wife to bed... for sure... and he began to watch her like a 
hawk for a moment to be alone with her. At this point, he no longer cared if 
his wife was left alone and he puzzled obsessively over good excuses to 
separate the two for some time... like about four hours! We're going to do 
some of that oral stuff... her some cock sucking... and me some cunt 
licking!


Teri quickly became aware of the older man's constantly following and lewdly 
calculating glances, and she did nothing to discourage them. After all, she 
wasn't David's wife, and she could do anything she pleased... if she wanted 
to! And she did want to! She wasn't bored with David, but she had found that 
the excitement of going to bed with an appreciative new male was always an 
ego-boosting and reassuring experience.


It was during the same two days that David noticed that the beautiful young 
Sharon Schroeder seemed to avoid him and cut off all his attempt to engage 
her in friendly conversation. Even when her husband or Teri was present, she 
seemed uncomfortable around him and drifted away as soon as possible. He 
remarked about her peculiar behavior to Teri.


"She doesn't act as though she dislikes me. It's more... like she's afraid!"


Then, the next day, Robbie Morgan, one of the best looking boys in the 
house, rode his bicycle across the back lawn and engaged in some seemingly 
light conversation with David while he was clipping hedges. The boy leaned 
down onto his handlebars, watching David closely.


"You a fraternity man?" the youth asked. "Well, I was the first two years, 
then dropped out."


"That's what I'm thinking of doing."


"Oh, yeah? Why?"


"Well, maybe not... it's supposed to help if you go into business." With the 
abruptness common to his age, the boy changed the subject. "Say, that's 
quite a housemother, we got, isn't it?" He added with a lewd smile, "But 
don't talk or get too friendly with her! The old man gets uptight about 
that!"


"I haven't had much chance to!" David smiled and turned back to the hedge. 
"Most of the time, I'm outdoors. But my wife helps out in the kitchen. Says 
she's very nice."


' "You can say that again!" the boy dug the front wheel into the lawn, 
smiling down at the grass, then looked up at David, "Haven't you noticed 
that pair of boobs she carries around in front of her? Boy, I'd like to ball 
her, wouldn't you?"


"I'm just working here," David grinned over his shoulder.


"Oh yeah, that's right, you're a married man, aren't you?" the boy laughed 
sympathetically, and got back up on the seat. "Well, see you around. I got 
to hit the books now!"


David dropped the clippers to the lawn and sat down for a moment under a 
tree to have a cigarette. The boy's comments seemed to explain something 
about Sharon's peculiar shyness around him and he was beginning to 
understand that vulnerable frightened look in her eyes... and his 
instinctive feeling that she was frightened by men. Schroeder must be 
uptight about her being so much younger and surrounded by all these horny 
boys, though I can't see that she gives him any reason to be so. That would 
explain the way he seems to watch her all the time... always dashing back to 
the house... to check up on her!


Still, he was to all appearances a married man, and he didn't see why 
Schroeder should get upset if he made a special effort to be nice to her... 
to draw her out. He couldn't help feeling sorry for her and thinking about 
how lonely she must be. Besides, he wasn't a married man, and he wasn't 
about to overlook such a temptingly curvaceous young woman.


Late that night, he walked out to the kitchen while Teri was getting ready 
for bed and came upon Sharon still closing up things for the night. The 
kitchen help and the cook had gone home and she was mopping up the floor. He 
walked to the sink and drew a drink of water, then leaned back against the 
counter and smiled at her. His eyes looked at the firmly curving sweep of 
her long tapered legs beneath the rising skirt and he liked what he saw!


"Sharon," he began softly. "Don't you ever want to get out of here?"


She glanced up with startled eyes and turned back to the floor quickly. 
There was a long pause, and he wondered if she didn't understand what he 
meant or just wasn't going to answer. "W-what do you mean by that?" she said 
finally, working ever more furiously.


"I mean... don't you ever want to go to a movie? To go shopping with your 
friends?"


"I don't have any friends," she stated baldly. "But I... I don't mind. 
Besides, John likes me to stay around the house. That way we can be 
together!"


David decided that there was a message in that... she's saying she's very 
bored, but Schroeder won't let her do anything! "Oh yeah," he said 
sympathetically. "I know I'd flip out; being here all the time."


She didn't respond as John Schroeder opened the back door and walked into 
the kitchen. He saw David, then glanced at his wife still mopping the floor, 
and a look of extreme displeasure crossed his face. He stalked through the 
room without speaking, then turned back at the entrance to his office.


"Sharon, you call the man about the dryers in the laundry room?"


"No, John," she said without looking up. "But I was just going to do it now. 
As soon as I finish this."


"Go back to the house and call them now. For God's sake, Sharon, you know 
these people go to bed by eleven o'clock." He turned back to David and 
nodded at him, then added, "David can finish up."


Jesus, he doesn't trust anyone! David thought. He wrapped his hand around 
the handle of the mop that Sharon had left in the middle of the floor. 
Schroeder had hardly gotten the words out of his mouth before she had 
dropped everything to scurry home to make the phone call. In the next room, 
he heard Schroeder moving about slowly, and he had the feeling that the man 
was waiting for him to return to his apartment for the night. The thought 
amused him, but only for a moment when he thought again of the beautiful 
piece of femininity in question. Nope! He doesn't trust me at all. And he's 
got good reason not to!


CHAPTER FOUR


Schroeder had been drawn almost irresistibly to Teri from the first. He 
couldn't keep his eyes off the young actress, devouring her salaciously, 
mentally undressing her, and imagining what her succulent little body would 
look like helpless beneath him and entirely naked. Two lewd obscene facts 
obsessed him and drove him on. He was constantly aware that her lushly 
ripened body beneath the tight uniform was naked, just as the overheard 
lovemaking between her and Jensen continued to stir his lust-filled 
fantasies. He just didn't know what to do about it... yet!


Teri was also aware of the older man's licentiously burning glances... and 
she didn't discourage them in the least. She welcomed them and enjoyed them 
as delicious titillating preliminaries before the agitated and aroused 
Schroeder inevitably made his first real move...


Then, the fourth day she finished stacking the dishes in the kitchen and 
stood back a few feet from the dishwasher with a few dishes still in her 
hand. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched Schroeder grab a quick lunch 
at the small corner kitchen table, silent and alone with his thoughts. And 
there could be no doubt about what those thoughts were. She felt him staring 
at her with a hungry, animalistic gaze that could only mean one thing.


Finally, getting up from the table, he allowed his arm to reach out and slip 
around her trim little waist. It was not simply a friendly gesture, and Teri 
knew it.


She looked up at him with directness. "God," she murmured in approval, "you 
sure waited a long time."


Schroeder frowned, slightly confused. He was trying to think. "What do you 
mean by that?" he grunted the words out.


She looked up at him again with wide unabashed eyes and then with a brazen 
slowness wet her lips with her tongue. "Why you've been running your eyes 
all over my body since the first day I walked in here... trying to figure 
out a way to get your big hands on me!" She paused, then added with a 
twinkle in her eye, "But I don't mind!"


The huge bald-headed man sucked in his breath in disbelief, then slowly a 
lewd grin of relief formed on his face. "You don't mind me watching you... 
or you don't mind my hands on your body?"


Underneath his heavily encircling arm, her hips lifted softly and she 
shrugged indeterminately. "That's for me to know, and you... to find out!"


"You mean if... I just moved my hand up a little bit?" he smiled, nodding 
towards the gently rising and falling outline of her naked breasts beneath 
the tight uniform. "You wouldn't start screaming or kicking up a fuss?"


"Would you like to do that?" she breathed, barely loud enough to hear.


Schroeder's face flushed slightly, and he could feel his dampening palms 
itching with the desire to do exactly that. Standing beside her, his eyes 
traveled downward and caught on the fleshy cleavage exposed in the low 
neckline of her uniform just above where it buttoned up the front.- His 
mouth went dry and he felt his body heating up warmly with his rapidly 
mounting excitement. "How come you don't wear a brassiere?" he blurted out.


"It feels good not to," she said back up to him, without embarrassment. 
Then, she crooned, provocatively, "I know lots of other things that feel 
good, too!" Her bold glance raked the front of his trousers and her eyebrow 
arched up.


Schroeder suddenly lost his tongue. He was so surprised by the sudden and 
brazen revelation of the young girl's interest in him that the muscles on 
his smiling face seemed to be pulling in a thousand different directions at 
once, and the words just wouldn't come. "You be by my office this 
afternoon... when you have a free moment," he suddenly grunted out 
assertively in his usual gruff manner, then dropped his arm.


Still, she remained by him another long moment, then winked and breathed in 
a voice just loud enough for him to hear, "You want to... fuck me?"


"Th-that's for me to know and you to find out," he threw her earlier taunt 
back at her, perspiration breaking out on his forehead at the sight and 
sound of her mouth spewing out the lewd obscene word. He watched her turn 
from him good-naturedly and walk nonchalantly to the sink, and already his 
cock was leaping and commencing to swell. It was all out in the open. Fuck. 
She'd said it with her own mouth... that beautiful, lovely mouth that he'd 
dreamed of clasping warmly over his cock! How long had it been since he'd 
known enjoyable sex? About five years, he figured, three years of them spent 
courting Sharon and two of them married to her. His wife was beautiful... 
but what good was it when he had to struggle with her each inch of the way?


Just then, Sharon, her arms full of fresh linens, entered the kitchen from 
the front of the house, and Schroeder turned his smiling glance from the 
young actress' body and walked to the sink for a drink of water. He stood at 
the sink, pausing only long enough to determine from his wife's friendly 
conversation with Teri that she hadn't noticed anything unusual, then he 
stalked out the back door to the privacy of the garage. So much had happened 
in the last hour, and he had a lot of thinking to do. He pulled down the 
overhead door and paced the length of the dark cool garage and thought: 
Hell, she's been wanting me to throw a fuck into her all the time... from 
the first day she got here. And she finally had to come out and just say it 
in plain words. She just couldn't stand to wait any longer. There must be 
something wrong with that actor; he just can't satisfy her like I can... or, 
at least, like I will!


But he knew there was a bit of a problem: both Sharon and Jensen were around 
all the time, and he had to figure out some way to get rid of them... both! 
And the way he felt right now, he wanted it to be for some length of time... 
like about four hours! Now his earlier intentions to buy a woman on a 
bachelor's holiday in Chicago seemed almost too tame and unambitious to be 
believed. Hell, I can do better than a ten-minute grind! Now I got me a real 
woman, and when I get that hot assed little bitch into bed, I'm going to get 
me some of that fancy stuff, too. Her some cock sucking... and me, some of 
that eating pussy!


Several minutes passed while he searched for an excuse, then realized that 
there was none. The pattern of his life with Sharon had become too firmly 
established, and the slightest deviation from that routine would stick out 
like a sore thumb. Goddammit, it's my own fucking fault, too... but I'm 
going to do it anyway, I just got to! He determined to send Jensen and his 
wife, Sharon, shopping and then to a movie, no matter how peculiar it might 
seem. I'll tell them it's a new policy! Yeh, Ten's going to watch the house 
for Sharon today, and I'll be supervising in general, as usual. He suddenly 
realized that actually there wouldn't be anyone watching the house, but in 
the light of the fact that his long-term sexual frustration was finally 
going to be relieved... even that seemed unimportant.


He slid back the garage door and walked through the hot sun to the back door 
of the kitchen again. He could hear Sharon's voice talking with a salesman 
in the front room, and Teri was filling a pitcher of water in preparation 
for watering the huge potted plants that lined the edges of the front 
veranda. It had been raining less frequently, and each day was perceptively 
hotter. Catching her eye, he motioned her to leave the pitcher on the 
counter and follow him into his office. He gulped deeply from the bottle of 
whisky he kept hidden in the back of a desk drawer, put it away, then stood 
looking out the window at the green sweep of back lawn while he waited 
anxiously for the young Mrs. Jensen to appear.


When she came into the office, he told her, "Sharon and your husband are 
going shopping... then to a movie. They'll be gone about four or five hours, 
so if you meant what you said, I'll be right here!"


"It certainly didn't take you very long," she stood in the doorway and 
giggled. "You're right anxious, aren't you?"


"Listen, you little bitch, when I get you alone I'm going to fuck the living 
shit out of you, you understand?" he boasted gloatingly back, feeling his 
eyes again slipping uncontrollably over her ripe young body. He wanted to 
lurch at her... right now! Her seductive nearness, combined with the obvious 
impossibility of touching her while Sharon was wandering around caused a 
whirlpool of conflicting emotion to surge through him, and he swayed 
slightly.


Her eyes lowered to the obvious throbbing bulge at his groin, then lifted 
quickly to smile at him teasingly: "My God, are you always that hard?" she 
whispered back at him in case Sharon should walk into the kitchen. "Doesn't 
your wife ever take care of you?"


"Don't you worry about who takes care of me," he warned good-naturedly. "You 
just be ready... for what you're getting!"


"I'm ready... but are you?" she said provocatively, then added, "You just 
want to... fuck me... isn't that right?"


"Maybe... maybe more." His mind reeled with the erotic wonderfulness of the 
moment. She had said that word again, "fuck". He had so many years of 
fucking pent up in him that he was going to fuck her so hard... so deep... 
she wouldn't be able to walk when he got through with her!


"Mmmmmmmm," she hummed, her eyes again engorging themselves on the rigid 
hardness of his thick massive, penis outlined under his pants. "I knew you 
were a big man, Mr. Schroeder, but I had no idea you'd surprise me with such 
a generous... cock!"


Schroeder's breath caught in his throat, then he grunted suddenly, "To hell 
with this talk! You get back to work. You're being a little cock teaser."


"I am?" she looked at him with wide, innocent eyes. He didn't respond, and 
she turned to leave, then added seriously, "Sharon's made a cake... feel 
like eating again?"


"I do," he replied in a low guttural voice, looking up from where he had 
turned now to stand over his desk, his eyes dancing mischievously. "You... I 
want to eat you."


When she had left, he sat down at his desk and tried to concentrate on his 
monthly financial report until he felt his painfully throbbing erection 
gradually subsiding. Then he got up and, avoiding any further exchanges with 
Teri as he passed through the kitchen, walked out to the front lawn where 
today Jensen was clipping the hedges in front of the house. Quickly the 
housefather told the young man about his "new policy," and ordered him to 
take Sharon shopping and to a movie. Jensen seemed mystified, but he agreed 
willingly enough. Schroeder puttered around on the front veranda until the 
new helper had disappeared to his apartment to change clothes, then he 
walked back to his own apartment in the annex to explain it to Sharon who 
was making some early preparations for their own dinner later that evening.


Her reaction, like Jensen's, had also been one of confusion compounded with 
an obvious fright. He experienced a slight uneasiness about the general 
plausibility of his sudden change in attitude. He didn't worry about 
Sharon... It serves her right! Goddamn it! What does she expect... when 
she's been putting me off for two years? Besides, men are different... 
they've got to sow some wild oats! But he did worry about Jensen. Despite 
Teri's obviously rampant sexuality, the couple was married, after all. He 
began to worry over whether she had been unfaithful before... a lot?... he 
hoped she had! She seemed to think she could do what she wanted, but whether 
David Jensen thought so was another matter!


Teri saw Sharon exit from the annex and walk across the lawn. She looked at 
the kitchen clock. It was exactly two o'clock in the afternoon. David had 
already walked through the kitchen in a clean shirt and slacks and was 
backing the Shroeder's huge Buick out the driveway. She decided to see them 
off, just for the fun of it, and walked to the kitchen door, sticking her 
head out around the screen.


"I hear you're taking my husband for the afternoon. Now you behave 
yourselves!"


Sharon, strikingly pretty in heels and a bright orange-colored sun dress, 
made a confused face and giggled gayly, "I don't know what's come over John. 
This is just... crazy!" Teri watched the car drive away. A split second 
later, Schroeder stalked out of the annex and back across the lawn.


John gulped deeply at the tingling, drawing up sensation in his scrotum as 
he spotted the shapely brunette standing behind the screen door. He was 
quite sure none of the boys were in the downstairs portion of the house but, 
stepping past the girl into the kitchen, he said gruffly, "Mrs. Jensen... 
I'd like to talk with you a minute. In my office!"


Teri walked ahead of him through the kitchen, feeling his fingers already 
grazing lightly over the surface of her rhythmically wagging buttocks, then 
turned in the middle of the dark office to smirk at him as he closed the 
door and locked it, forgetting to turn on the light. "So you want to talk to 
me, Mister Schroeder?" she asked, her voice dripping with sarcasm.


Schroeder ignored it, and instead his arms pulled her to him and his lips 
came moistly down on hers, his tongue probing wetly into her mouth. Teri 
sucked on it gently, letting her ripely aroused body melt into his. She felt 
herself begin to respond to the excitement of a new man's kiss as he held 
the kiss long and hard, and she could suddenly feel a definite forceful jerk 
where his loins pressed into the softness of her stomach. He was already 
rock-hard, and she sensed a sudden tensing in her own firmly straining 
breasts as the tips were smashed hard against his chest.


"Jesus, I'm going to fuck hell out of you," he groaned into her ear.


The lewd words excited her and enjoying the wicked feeling it gave her, she 
reached down his powerful body and stroked the thick pulsating bulge beneath 
his trousers. The tingling in her breasts dropped to her sleek inner thighs 
and danced there magically for a moment as he sucked in his breath from her 
touch.


"Take off your dress. I want to see those beautiful tits you've been 
throwing around," he ordered hoarsely, unable to wait any longer. He pulled 
her towards a chair that she was just barely beginning to make out in the 
dimness of the slatted streaks of light coming through the drawn blinds. 
Slowly, her eyes adjusted to the darkness and now she could distinguish the 
darkened forms of office furniture.


"Ooooooooh!" she gasped and held her breath as, suddenly, his fingers 
grasped the top of her uniform and began unbuttoning the upper half of the 
dress. A moment later his hot hands were running over her nakedly quivering 
flesh. She stood still, her arms at her sides, trembling from the wicked 
sensations coursing through her. He dropped his hand to one ripely full 
breast, cupped its warmth, and then without warning, bent his head and 
sucked the tiny stiffening nipple deep into his wet mouth. Teri groaned and 
swayed in the darkness, almost falling as the waves of erotic pleasure 
washed over her.


Then, she gasped and sucked in her breath in a low "oooooooooh!" as she felt 
his other hand lift the hem of her dress until it reached her waist and his 
fingers abruptly come into searing contact with the trembling softness of 
her naked thighs. An electrifying shock rippled across her abdomen as she 
felt him slipping a outstretched finger slowly under the tight elastic leg 
band of her panties. She squirmed back a little, whimpering in helpless 
desire, as the tip found the sensitive narrow slit of her vagina and gently 
thrust into it, parting the soft pubic hair to rub maddeningly against the 
throbbing little head of her clitoris. Her hotly pulsating pussy was wet and 
slippery from the lewd desire that was permeating her being under the 
fondling of his big hands, and she sucked in her breath tightly before 
releasing the loud groan of pleasure she felt building deep in her chest.


Her own abandoned wickedness sent delicious little chills rippling through 
her flesh, and the thought that she would soon be writhing in passion under 
his man she hardly knew only added to the forbidden thrill. And it was 
obvious that he was just as anxious to get at her, too.


"Hey, let's get some light on the subject," she breathed softly.


"Yes," he muttered in agreement. "That's a good idea."


Schroeder switched on the overhead, flooding the room with light, then 
dropped down heavily in the chair before his desk, revolving slowly out away 
from the desk to face her. He reached forward to the extra chair beside the 
desk and pulled it closer to his own, then pointed to it, commanding, "Sit 
down... over here. Make yourself comfortable!"


"I don't feel like sitting right now," she teased.


"Get over her, you little bitch!" he came back. "I got something I want to 
show you!"


Teri always felt a certain lewd power over a man who wanted to make love to 
her, and now she enjoyed strolling casually around John's office, looking 
things over. There were no distinctions of privacy between them now... or, 
at least, there wouldn't be soon, and she thumbed openly through some paper 
he had left scattered on a table, feeling almost as though they were her 
own. Then, she relaxed languidly back into the chair across from him and 
looked at him closely for the first time in the light...


John Schroeder, conscious of her eyes following him in lewd amazement and 
fascination as she sat across from him, began unzipping his fly. She thinks 
I'm crazy now... but she's going to be more surprised than that... in a 
minute! It took but a second until he sat in front of her with the front of 
his pants opened, the thick hard shaft of his cock standing out from his 
muscular belly like a bludgeon. He turned toward her with a lewd grin on his 
lips and began stroking the heavy uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over 
the hard bulbous head. He thought of the other dull endless hours he had 
spent in this office... Boy, I never thought it'd come to this!


"Like it, Teri?" he smiled, enjoying the mixture of shock and amusement in 
her eyes. Still, he could tell she was impressed. He proudly followed the 
movement of her eyes down toward the rigid male organ that stood out from 
his hairy loins, massive and hard, throbbing vibrantly, the round exposed 
corona shining smooth and red, pulsing and engorged, ready!


With her eyes wide and staring with frank admiration and awe, she bent 
forward in the chair and couldn't help saying, "My God, it's so big! And so 
hard, a lot bigger than I thought it was!"


"Bet your husband doesn't have anything like that to stuff in you," he said 
proudly, swelling with confidence.


"David's got a big one, but yours is really out of sight," she crooned, and 
both hands reached forward teasingly to capture it. Her fingers gripped it 
softly as she encircled it with one palm, and she found she couldn't 
encompass it completely. God, it IS bigger than David's! It stood out hard 
and thick, spearing out through his fly, with a couple of wisps of his curly 
black pubic hair lying alongside it, as her hand moved along its length, and 
she measured it mentally with her eyes. Deftly, she retracted the loose 
folds of the foreskin, then grasped the blood-engorged head, squeezing it 
rhythmically for a moment or two. She felt its countering throb, warm and 
smooth in her palm. Her other hand squeezed into his open fly under his 
heatedly pulsating fingers, she teased them, rolling the egg-sized testicles 
tenderly between her fingers.


"Do you want me to... suck you off now?" she looked up, her hand still 
enwrapped around the warmly throbbing cock, and murmured softly.


"Hell, yes!" he groaned, his mind reeling with lewd delight and surprise. 
"Suck my cock! Suck me off!"


It's been a long time coming... but now... I'm finally getting something! 
Schroeder thought as his beautiful brunette employee moved slightly forward 
in the chair across from him until her face was a few scant inches from the 
anxiously throbbing head of his cock. Her head lowered steadily over the 
hardness of him, and he shuddered as suddenly her quivering little tongue 
flicked forward, the tip boring teasingly into the wetness of the tiny glans 
on the end. He sucked his breath in from the sudden unexpected contact. 
Christ, I thought the top of my head was going to come off! Chills rippled 
along the back of his spine, bringing a groan from his lips. She brought her 
soft warm mouth down all the way and enclosed the whole of the sensitive 
head in a moistly warming pressure. Then her wetly parted lips tightened 
like an elastic band around it just below the head, trapping it completely 
inside the warm cavern of her mouth.


"Christ, I never felt anything so good... in my whole goddamned life!" he 
groaned, flexing his buttocks in the chair seat and beginning to thrust his 
hips up at her, wanting to ram his long hard cock all the way down her 
working white throat.


"Mmmmmmmmmmmmm," the girl murmured softly around his wildly throbbing 
hardness, giving a gentle squeeze with her tongue that sent another wave of 
shivers rippling down his spine. While she continued the moist embrace of 
her mouth, she began to stroke and massage the stiffly upstanding length at 
the same time, rubbing the scruffy skin back and forth before slipping her 
hand to his balls again and cradling their softness in her palm. Gradually, 
she pulled her head up from the wetly glistening penis, although still 
continuing the gentle stroking of the loose foreskin up and down the full 
length of his member.


Holding it now in both hands, tenderly she kissed the long, throbbing stalk, 
her tongue flicking wetly from between her lips to lick across it lightly. 
She felt its involuntary jerk and heard John's quickly indrawn breath rasp 
in his throat. Then she watched with fascination as a single tear of viscous 
lubricant from his rapidly rising lust oozed out of the slit at the tip of 
the rounded cock-head. Without hesitation, she licked the clear white fluid 
away, savoring its pungency.


Then, her wetly searching tongue began to move sideways, back and forth, all 
up and down though still in a lateral licking motion over the sensitive 
underside of the head. She stroked it and licked on it like a cat in every 
possible way and from every direction and angle, and it responded by 
throbbing, jerking and expanding ever larger until, finally, Schroeder gave 
a loud moan of agonized pleasure.


Abruptly, he tried to sit up further... but found he couldn't, fearing to 
break the overwhelming pleasure. "You like?" she mumbled moistly as she 
continued slavering over his wetly glistening instrument with her hands and 
mouth. He didn't answer and she mumbled softly, "Then I'll keep on."


"Just... a minute," Schroeder groaned and, once again, struggled to pull 
himself up in the chair from the half-reclining posture he had slipped into. 
He wanted to see her big provocative breasts naked and exposed to him as she 
worked over his cock, and he reached out to embrace her finally with his 
arms, his hands sliding over her bent back, and the wanton young girl came 
into his embrace eagerly... easily. He held her close, his hands once again 
running over her lushly ripened body through the cloth, then he began 
pushing the opened blouse back over her gently rounded shoulders.


"Damn it, help me get this off!" he groaned and slowly peeled the blouse 
down her shoulders and arms until she sat before him, naked to the waist, 
the large, roundly curving orbs of her breasts swaying slightly as she bent 
over him.


Squirming slightly from his encircling arms, Teri lowered her head once 
again towards the wetly glistening rigidity spearing out of his open fly. 
She moved her head down his body, trailing the soft moistness of her lips 
teasingly across the flat plane of his stomach. Her I fingernails scratched 
lightly over his cock that jerked and reached yearningly up toward the 
ceiling. Finally, she was hovering over his loins with her hungry young face 
poised just above his stiff, hotly throbbing member, and blew close against 
it.


"Do it... more of what you were doing before," he choked and sputtered under 
her lewd teasing. "Put it back in your mouth!"


His head lifted forward and stared down in disbelief and wonder as she did 
just that, bringing her mouth down all the way over the lewdly expanding 
cock, trapping it with one smooth movement completely inside the clinging 
wet walls of her mouth once again. The sight of her naked white breasts 
dancing lewdly while his hard shaft of flesh sank between her tightly 
ovalled lips increased the obscene sensation churning in his balls a 
thousand times. The. base of the white rapidly expanding organ was still wet 
from the wetly teasing attentions of her mouth moments ago and glistened 
like a huge wet bone. Now she massaged the soft resilient skin of her 
sperm-filled testicles gently with one hand and stroked the base of his 
wildly throbbing organ between the thumb and forefinger of the other as she 
began to suck rhythmically and slowly up and down. He could feel the 
softness of her tongue twirling maddeningly around it at the apex of the 
withdrawal, the tip flicking magically across the tiny slitted glans on its 
end. He watched the top of her head bobbing up and down below and the sight 
of her half-naked body made it all the more exciting for him.


Jesus Christ! I don't know how she does it... just watching it's driving me 
crazy! "Suck it! Suck it!" he groaned and coughed, laying his hands on her 
head and forcing her wetly working mouth to pull harder on his 
lust-thickened hardness.


Teri sensed his rapidly building arousal and tightened her lips around the 
hard, stiffly pulsing flesh. Without once letting her mouth lose contact 
with his organ, she moved closer in between his widespread thighs and 
reached under his buttocks on the chair to hold them with the gentle grasp 
of her fingers. She was drawing his long hard cock further and further up 
into her hungry little mouth, deeper, into her throat; his loins, Jerking 
willingly up towards her face in reaction, also assisted the movement. She 
did nothing at all to stop the smooth sliding and filling movement of his 
huge near-bursting organ into the deepest recesses of her throat... she 
liked it that way. Faster and faster, her licking wet tongue twirled around 
the quickly growing glans until he neared the explosion point.


Schroeder's amazement continued to grow with his rapidly mounting lust. I 
just don't see how she stands it... but she does! It seems like she would 
choke to death, but she just keeps on sucking and sucking... and sucking. 
His eyes fastened on her wildly contorted face working above his profusely 
sweating loins and the sight caused great gusts of heat to swirl and churn 
deep deep in his swollen, sperm-laden balls. He could see tiny streams of 
perspiration running in thin droplets down the wide line of cleavage between 
her naked, widespaced breasts as she slavered over him like the most abject 
servant. The muscles of his stomach tightened until he thought they would 
snap from the pressure as he arched his back up off the chair, pushing the 
obscenely pulsing cock even further into the tightly clinging moistness of 
her mouth. On each withdrawal stroke, her ovalled young lips pulled out from 
her mouth, clasping tenaciously to his long pulsating hardness.


"Suck it, suck my cock," he cried over and over again incoherently as he 
felt the moment of his release draw steadily near. "Make me cum... I'm going 
to cum... in your mouth!"


Suddenly, he gasped. The moment was here and a lewd guttural noise sputtered 
from deep in his chest as he felt the hot liquid sperm begin racing from his 
balls and up the wildly throbbing length of his cock to begin spewing in 
thick forceful jets into her hungrily sucking mouth. Teri had to expand and 
hollow her quickly convulsing cheeks to keep from choking on his thick 
spurting cum, but she went on sucking wildly as he emptied his white-jet 
sperm into the moist warmth of her mouth. His hands pulled brutally at her 
ears, holding her head to the fountain at his loins as he pushed his wildly 
gushing penis as far as he could down her rapidly swallowing throat. She 
coughed helplessly, forced to swallow quickly to keep her breath. Finally, 
he moaned his last and sank back into the chair in complete fulfillment.


"Uuuuuuuuuh," he panted heavily, lolling back into the chair in exhaustion 
and looking across at her full, sperm-glistening lips with an appreciative 
gleam. "Now I got to fuck you!"


"Un uh," Teri smiled and nodded negatively. "Now it's your turn to do the 
same for me!" Still, she waited a moment for the exhausted and depleted man 
to recover himself completely. God, he had a lot of cum; it seemed like ten 
years worth!


Schroeder frowned. He was too used to bossing his wife Sharon around, and he 
expected to treat all women that way. Teri's expression of her own desires 
threw him for a loop. He was not only irritated, he was offended! She was 
trying to boss him around, he immediately decided. Damn, I like a little 
spunk, but she thinks she can carry it further... to tell me what to do! He 
had no intentions of putting up with that! Schroeder pulled himself out of 
his chair and peered down at her threateningly where she sat beside him. 
"Don't get high and mighty with me," he grunted. "I'm the captain of this 
ship, and now I've decided to fuck you! Get up now... we're going to my 
house... I got to have a bedroom."


But Teri wasn't any more used to being ordered around than Schroeder, and 
she looked up at him fearlessly and yawned. "Oh, you scare me, big man."


Grabbing her by the shoulders, Schroeder gave a powerful tug upwards on her 
body, yanking the startled young girl to her feet. She flopped like a rag 
doll into a standing position. She swayed slightly, then pulled the top of 
her dress together and pointed out sharply, "Everyone will know we're at 
your place together!"


Schroeder recoiled. He hadn't been thinking clearly in the excitement of the 
past few moments... if at all!... and now her calm factual voice brought him 
back to the reality of the situation. Damn! She's right! It is a chance. But 
he had staked to much on his claims to authority in their relationship to 
back out now, and he would have insisted on fucking her on the front lawn if 
that had been the point of debate between them. "We're going to my apartment 
now! I need lots of room for what I'm going to do to you," he added lewdly.


Teri bent her head and slowly buttoned her blouse, using the moment to 
think. She didn't think it was a good idea... but, hell it's his job... and 
not my fault if he wants to blow it! Besides, she had also invested a bit 
too much of herself to back out now with a great big nothing to show for it. 
Shoot, I sucked him off and everything. I want to get something out of it, 
too! "Okay," she finished fastening the top button of the dress and smiled 
up at him.


Five minutes later, she was walking through the living room of the 
Schroeders' modernistic apartment. She drifted slowly, feeling Schroeder 
following impatiently behind her. Finally, she opened the bedroom door and 
leaned against the door jamb, "This must be the place!"


Schroeder breathed heavily as he looked at her standing there in the 
doorway, her entire being a lovely thing of beauty and youth. Every sensuous 
detail of her womanliness seemed to call out to him, from her small, erectly 
rising nipples poking against the cloth of her dress down to the soft 
triangle of black hair that he knew nestled warmly at the tops of her 
tapered bare legs.


I still haven't seen that!


Suddenly, he grasped her by the shoulders and gave her a brutal shove toward 
the bed, thrusting her backwards onto it. She flipped harshly onto the 
mattress on her back, her skirt flying up and her legs falling wide open. 
Suddenly, nothing else mattered but ramming his cock into that teasing 
flesh. She was just a woman, but a woman that he was going to fuck his cock 
into in the next few moments. "Take off your clothes," he commanded.


Fear and alarm pounded in Teri's thoughts as she slid back across the 
mattress away from the huge hulking man standing at the foot of the bed. 
Abruptly - because this situation had now become familiar - she felt a wild, 
terrorized desire to hide herself, to escape, but here was no place to go. 
This is fust like it was with Dad... and then I had to leave afterwards! He 
was always mean and drinking... and after everything in a skirt. God! I 
thought he was going to fuck me to death... then Mom walked in... and he 
said it was my fault!


Pretending a courage she didn't feel and forcing her voice to calmness, she 
told him, "I came over here on my own because I-I thought you wanted to have 
a good time with me, not hurt me... and play rough with me!


"I'm going to fuck you!" he grunted.


Confidently and without hurrying, John reached for her, a deep animal-like 
groan erupting from his throat in spite of himself, and pulled her back 
slowly and gradually across the mattress to the edge of the bed. Even while 
she continued to struggle, his big hands went exploring her voluptuous young 
body. He luxuriated in the feeling of her large resilient breasts under her 
uniform, squeezing them and pulling at them, glorying in their smooth 
softness... and he could feel her tiny hardened nipples poking into the 
cloth that separated his profusely sweating hands from her flawless naked 
skin beneath.


Ignoring the twists and turns of her desperately writhing body, he slowly 
unbuttoned the front of her uniform and drew it down past her waist and over 
her full, flaring hips. Then Teri, slightly cowed, began hesitantly to help 
him. Finally, he tossed the garment aside and his eyes alighted on her 
roundly curving breasts. With a gasp of lewd hunger, he lowered his head and 
sucked one of them hotly into his mouth, taking the tiny nipple and its 
aureole between his lips to lick and suck, while his hands fondled and 
caressed the satiny smoothness of her alabaster white skin.


Teri had noticed many times before that when her breasts were being caressed 
that a warmly tingling sensation erupted almost immediately in her loins. 
Several times she had almost reached an orgasm through the fondling of her 
sensitive breasts alone... but something had always happened to break the 
moment, usually the anxiousness of the man to fuck into her. But now, the 
surging, slashing sensations in her naked warmly throbbing breasts were 
strong and building rapidly and she wanted to try it... now! Oh God... it 
feels so good... I know it would work... right now!


"Ooooooooooh, yes!" she crooned, lowering her eyelids. "Keep it up... I want 
you to make me CUM... doing that... right now."


Schroeder stood back from the mattress and shoved her hard by the shoulders 
until she landed flat on her back, in the same position he had thrown her 
into moments before. His ideas of sex always had the man in control... 
dominating. He bellowed, "You got to stop doing that... trying to order me 
around! I'm not going to put up with it!"


When he'd first come upstairs, right after they had left the office at the 
main house, his painfully throbbing cock had been growing and aching... only 
minutes after she'd made him cum with her mouth. But now he thought she was 
giving him a hard time; her girlish bossiness made him angry, and the 
angrier he became, the more deflated he could feel his cock becoming. Now, 
he felt it softening with his cooling blood. It looks like I'm going to have 
to slap her around a bit... to remind her who's wearing the pants here!


Teri blinked with confusion and curiosity as the older man turned away from 
the bed and walked a few steps across the floor. What a drag! Now he's not 
even going to fuck me! "Hey, come back here, Captain," she wheedled, "let's 
stop playing games and have some fun."


Schroeder began to undo his belt buckle and felt a strange thrill racing 
through him. I'm going to show her! At the thought, his long male organ, 
hanging heavily below his muscular abdomen, began to harden again into 
erection. He stared sternly at her, "You need a lesson... it seems to me. 
And I'm the one to give it to you!"


Teri's eyes widened and bulged slightly at the sight of the older man 
undoing his belt. His harsh threatening words had struck her consciousness 
like a hard blow on the head, and she felt slightly dizzy, almost as though 
she might faint, as their horrible meaning sunk in. She wasn't sure exactly 
what he was going to do to her, but there was no doubt in her mind now that 
he was going to punish her, physically, in some way for her independent 
attitude.


"Please, I didn't mean to offend you. I just like to kid around!" she 
stammered with wide and gaping eyes, trying desperately to wrench the 
situation back into some normal, comprehensible perspective.


"Nothing you say's going to make any difference, because I've been listening 
to your smart ass remarks all afternoon... and I've had enough of them!"


He had already taken off his shirt and belt, and now he unzipped his pants 
and stepped out of them, leaving them on the floor. Then he dropped his 
undershorts and his long, rapidly lengthening penis was exposed, jerking and 
throbbing slightly at his hairy groin. He took the belt, doubled it and 
swished it through the air. "Just stay where you are... on your back! I'm 
going to give you a few love taps with this belt."


"Oh, please! Please don't do that to me!" she nakedly cringed back against 
the mattress and pleaded, tears bubbling to her eyes as she realized she was 
rapidly losing any control she might have had in the terrible situation. 
Schroeder shoved her backwards again with one arm as she struggled 
desperately, but to no avail, to sit up against his overwhelming pressure. 
Finally, realizing the futility of her efforts, she sagged downward against 
the mattress on her side and sobbed helplessly.


This was it! She had often wondered, though never more than casually, if her 
taste for sexual adventure might one day get her into a bad situation... and 
now the moment had arrived! It's all Dad's fault... he made me do it... if 
he had let me alone, I wouldn't be here! She looked up at the angry, fierce 
looking older man holding the belt and it seemed as though she had come full 
circle back to a position of utter helplessness and subjugation. I thought I 
was getting away... but I guess I really wasn't at all! But she also knew 
from experience that she couldn't avoid this punishment, no matter how 
unfair it was. Reluctantly and trying to pull herself together, she lay 
nakedly down across the bed on her back, clenching her teeth tightly 
together.


John looked down at her full generously rounded breasts, the creamy 
unblemished skin of her taut little belly beneath them, and he licked his 
lips with cruel anticipatory glee as his lust-hardening cock swelled to a 
thick rigid erection. He reached down and encircled the great white pole 
with his hand, pulling the loose foreskin slowly back over the 
blood-inflated head. He didn't know the reason exactly, but he could tell 
that he was going to enjoy giving the nakedly sobbing Teri this spanking... 
Why, just thinking about it feels good!


He raised the leather strap and his eyes stared wide at the belt as it 
snapped through the air and sizzled against her nakedly quivering belly, 
leaving a long red welt behind it. That's it! By God, this'll teach her!


Teri squealed with the pain. "Ooooooooooooh! Please... p-please don't cut my 
skin!"


Schroeder gloated. He didn't figure on scarring her... she'll be no good to 
me later if I cut her up.


Still, he liked to frighten her and retorted loudly, "I'm not holding 
back... you need it!"


His arm lowered again and again, and each loud crack of the belt on the 
creamy whiteness of her smooth and deeply heaving belly raised a livid welt. 
He stroked his massively throbbing cock with his hand as he worked, smirking 
down at the rapidly growing network of lines each snap of the belt left 
behind. Damn it... this is getting me so hot! I'll be ready to fuck her any 
second! The hypnotic movement of the belt and her dark gently writhing pubic 
mound tossing back up at him continued for another few moments, and he felt 
his hotly pulsating penis continuing to grow larger and larger until he was 
sure he had never been so enormous before.


Jesus, I got to fuck her NOW!


Suddenly, he realized he was ready, more than ready! He let the belt drop 
abruptly to the floor in an unconscious gesture, the loud clang of the 
buckle on the floor being all that he remembered of that instant afterwards. 
He felt as if he were going crazy. Then, in one swift moment, he covered the 
short distance between himself and the weeping, nakedly writhing young girl. 
A single leap carried him onto the bed where he landed heavily on her 
stomach, crushing the breath out of her.


"P-please, p-please don't hurt me! P-please don't hurt me!" his young 
employee's voice resounded through the room in terror and disbelief as he 
pinned her down with one big hand and began to run the other greedily over 
the nakedly ripe contours of her helpless young body. Grasping her large 
succulent breasts cruelly beneath hands he no longer controlled, he squeezed 
and saw white bloodless ridges of soft flesh ooze out between his tightly 
clenching fingers. His head dropped to her pink little nipples and chewed 
greedily at their tips.


"Oh God, help me, help me!" Teri moaned, but the words rolled unheeded from 
her fear-stricken face.


In his madness, he held her wildly straining body tightly to the bed. She 
was imprisoned there by his heavy hairy chest that weighed upon her like a 
two ton brick. Her long dark hair began thrashing helplessly from side to 
side on the bed, her face contorted with pain and terror. He was vaguely 
aware of her dark eyes flashing wide in disbelief that this was happening to 
her. She pleaded and pleaded until the sounds became nothing but incoherent 
mumbles of jumbled words.


Then, ignoring her low moaning pleas, he rolled on top of her, catching her 
naked young body as her long curving legs scissored out in one last 
desperate effort to escape his brutal assault. His hips fell heavily between 
the wide-splayed thighs, pinning her frantically jerking buttocks to the 
mattress. The soft down of her velvet black pubic tendrils brushed teasingly 
against his anxiously throbbing cock, inciting him to incoherent mumblings 
of ungovernable lust.


Then, sensing himself totally out of control but helpless to stop before his 
overwhelming need and desire, he began to go after her like a dog gone mad; 
his thighs were pinioning hers far apart now, and he was rubbing his loins 
roughly into her defenselessly squirming little cunt. He wedged his hand 
between the rhythmically jerking hollows of her full firm upper thighs, 
attempting to place himself, searching to reach that warmly throbbing goal 
he had thought about for so long. Suddenly, brutally, he found it! He jammed 
his lust-swollen cock-head between her moistly parted pussy lips with a 
groan, then rammed it all the way forward into her helplessly quivering 
cunt.


"OOOOOOOOOOOOOOO. Please, NOOOOOOOOOOOOOO! You're too BIIIIIIIGGGGG!" The 
girl sobbed and squealed like a stuck pig. She kicked her legs wildly out 
into the air in an attempt to escape the cruel impalement, knowing the 
movement was futile even as she performed it. Her inner thoughts and verbal 
protests mixed until she didn't know what she was thinking and what she was 
screaming outloud. But one desire permeated her entire torture-wracked 
being: Oh God, Jesus, Please just get him off me!


"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARH!" a deep guttural screech of pain erupted piteously from 
deep in her chest. The kicking of her legs outwards had only worsened her 
position, and now his rock hard cock was free to batter deeper and deeper 
into her warm, tightly clasping flesh.


Schroeder was so aroused by the mere thought of raping the young girl that 
he almost immediately felt the acid burn of his own coming ejaculation deep 
in his sperm-seething balls, and grabbed her by the hips to pull her tight 
little vagina hard up against him. His rapidly expanding shaft was sunk to 
the deepest recesses of her womb, and he brutally thrust it back there again 
and again, pistoning in and out of her hideously stretched channel and 
ramming it into her with insanely powerful thrusts. He was no longer aware 
of anything but the wild ungovernable sensation in his hotly throbbing loins 
that became ever more intense and pleasurable with each passing moment.


Then, he felt it beginning for him as his thick aching cock fucked into her 
warmly clasping vaginal walls with ever increasing power. Suddenly, his 
sperm-laden balls began to jerk spasmodically, the pumping action expanding 
the head of his penis, and the ecstatic sensations washed over him 
overwhelmingly.


"Fuck! OOOOOOOOOOOH! FUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCCC! Now! Now... I'm 
CUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMING!"


His hot viscous sperm shot from the slit in the head of his wildly jerking 
member, squirting out like a firehose to splash far, far up into the 
throbbing hot confines of her tight little pussy. As his cock jetted his 
semen from him, he experienced ecstatic spasms of pure animalistic pleasure. 
Wave after wave of searing delight boggled his mind and shuddered through 
his rapidly convulsing body.


He slammed into her for one final thrust and held himself tensed while he 
continued to spew the hotly searing load of semen, then, with a groan, he 
collapsed on top of her, his knees going all rubbery and unable to support 
him any longer. He slid gradually off her deeply heaving young body and came 
to rest laying on his belly. His long massive cock jerked and throbbed into 
the mattress, forming a wide circle of wetness on the sheet as the final 
dregs of his cum were pumped from him.


His beautiful employee, barely conscious beside him, felt the warm clear 
seminal fluid overflowing from her battered vagina onto the tops of her 
thighs. Somehow she felt more soiled, debauched and miserable than she had 
ever felt in her life. She lay with her eyes tightly shut, beaten and 
humiliated, on the sweat-soaked bed. She made no attempt to move until the 
sudden harsh sound of Schroeder's snoring erupted into the pillow beside her 
and pierced through her dazed and exhausted consciousness.


And then Teri pulled herself wearily from the rumpled bed.


She moved gingerly, pulling her limbs together experimentally to see if she 
could still control them. The pain and ache was horrible, and she winced as 
she reached towards her clothing to the floor, but had to pause a moment to 
allow her aching muscles to adjust before she could complete the movement.


Five minutes later, she had washed her battered body in the Schroeders' 
bathroom and struggled slowly into her clothing. Then she opened the door 
and walked down the stairs she had climbed with the housefather a seeming 
eternity ago. Her abused young body felt weightless in its exhaustion, and 
she stumbled slightly as she stepped out into the glaring sun.


"Have a good time?" a young male voice pierced through her consciousness as 
she faltered up the back sidewalk that led to the kitchen door. She turned 
to see two boys, Robbie Morgan and Mark Barnes, sitting to the side of the 
house on the lawn, eyeing her with a strange mixture of sexual desire and 
fear. They didn't smile.


To her horror, she found herself blushing, and she stepped hurriedly through 
the door into the coolness of the kitchen.


In the bedroom of her apartment, she worked rapidly to get all her 
possessions into her two suitcases, snapped them quickly shut, then carried 
them to just inside the door. She thought of leaving a note for David under 
the pillow, then discarded the idea. She was just too beaten and exhausted 
to think of anything to say or to even care about anything but getting even 
with that bastard Schroeder. The three words drummed obsessively through her 
mind as she closed the apartment door and, making sure no one was watching, 
opened the door to Schroeder's office.


She walked into the center of the room, then began to pull out all the 
drawers, one by one, emptying them on the floor. For a moment, she thought 
she wasn't going to find anything, and she began to panic. Then, she opened 
the closet door and came upon his enormous tennis shoes sitting next to a 
racquet on the closet floor. When she threw both articles into the heap of 
his belongings in the center of the room, the packet of money she had been 
hoping to find flew out and thudded onto the floor.


She blew her nose and dried her eyes so that she could count the money with 
clear vision. Then she did that, then once more a second time. Each time she 
worked slowly and carefully to the sum of four hundred dollars. That'll fix 
him... the filthy bastard! She stuffed the bills in her purse and closed the 
door quietly behind her, moving to the kitchen phone on the counter when she 
called a cab.


Outside, the two leering students watched Teri drive away, then turned back 
to the discussion at hand.


"Well... it looks like the time we were waiting for has finally arrived!" 
Robbie Morgan said.


"Yeah," Mark Barnes answered slowly. He stared across the grass from where 
he sat next to Robbie's sprawled out form... past Robbie's gloating face to 
his Honda parked behind the garage amongst some larger bikes. For a moment, 
he considered getting on it and driving away. But I can't do that! The 
setup's too perfect now, and I'm going to go through with it!


"Boy, I can just feel... how it's going to be right now!" Robbie said, and 
felt dissatisfied with his own inarticulateness. A very clear image of 
himself locked between Sharon Schroeder's firmly quivering thighs, her 
calves wrapped around his buttocks, was there in his mind. But he wasn't 
used to talking about sex in anything more than generalizing obscenities, 
although the certain prospect of fucking into the housemother... and soon... 
made him want to now. "I bet she's got one of those tight little cunts that 
pulls on your cock like a suction cup!" he amended his earlier statement.


"Yeah," Mark agreed. He didn't know exactly what Robbie was talking about, 
but it sounded "right on" to him. So far, in his eighteen years, he had 
never fucked a woman, though, of course, he'd never admit such a thing to 
Robbie. It would have been too embarrassing. Oh yes, he had tried without 
success to seduce a high school girl back home when he went home for spring 
vacation a couple of months ago. But so far he was still a virgin, and the 
only satisfaction he had ever gotten came from his own hand. He had never 
even witnessed sexual intercourse until Robbie had discovered the view of 
the houseparents' bedroom through their window several days ago. Since then, 
it seemed like he had witnessed everything he had ever imagined, and more 
besides, almost to the point of boredom. I don't want to see anymore... I 
want to DO IT!


Robbie was talking again. "All we got to do is wait for the first moment 
when we find her alone. Then we lure her up to the room. Then slip it to 
her!"


"Are you really sure old man Schroeder will be afraid to report it?" Mark 
interrupted, having second thoughts. "Just because we saw him screwing 
Jensen's wife?"


"Sure, I'm sure. He'll be afraid of Jensen. Besides, we could make him lose 
his job."


"But what if she doesn't want to do it?"


"Man, she's got to. Remember, she's been stuck with Schroeder for two years! 
Or we can tell her about him and Teri... and that'll make her want to get 
even. I'll give her some of my liquor... then if none of that works, I guess 
well have to rape her," he admitted.


"I don't think I would enjoy that."


"You would!" Robbie said and fell into silence. He sat up and dragged his 
body across the grass to a shady spot about three yards away.


Mark waited a moment, then followed him. He was nervous and wanted to keep 
talking. "Then it's all set!" he exclaimed in a jubilant voice, drawing up 
beside his friend. "All we got to do... is do it."


"If nobody gets cold feet!" Robbie warned.


Mark protested, "Hell... you know I won't!"


"We're in on this together!"


"Right on... Christ, I can hardly wait."


"Me, too!" Robbie admitted, and felt his impatient hardness growing in 
anticipation between his legs.


CHAPTER FIVE


David sat smiling on a splintery park bench in the sun of the mid-afternoon. 
His head whirled from the acute physical sensations generating in his loins 
as he watched Sharon pick her way across the facing street through moving 
traffic to a small dress shop opposite the park. Maneuvering in and out of 
the slow moving cars, her blonde head gleamed in the sun, then disappeared 
amongst the throngs of students surging over the equally crowded sidewalks.


He glanced around the small, grassy and heavily shaded public square to the 
college administration buildings bordering the park on the other three 
sides. Then his thoughts returned immediately to Sharon and the stroke of 
good luck that had brought him together with the buxom young blonde 
housemother... and alone with her for the afternoon. The last few days it 
had been increasingly difficult for him to be around the ripely sensual 
Sharon; his tortured hours had found him wanting her with a rapidly building 
passion, but fearing to even talk to her. For the last few days had also 
made him well aware of John Schroeder's jealousy and planted the uneasy 
suspicion in his mind that Sharon's fear of her husband had real cause. So, 
while his desire for the woman had been growing, the obstacles to doing 
anything about it had seemed to be increasing at the same time. That is, 
until today...


Now... the obstacles were gone!


He had thought about that fact all during the drive into town, trying to 
figure out how to approach the happy woman sitting beside him in the front 
seat now that he had her alone. He considered the reasons for his tremendous 
interest in her, and had to admit to himself they were primarily physical. 
First off, I got this thing for blondes... Second, I've got my eye out for a 
new woman... I'm my old man all over again... and I might as well face it! 
Still, there was another reason. He sensed that the shapely blue-eyed woman, 
already into her thirties, had never really experienced the pleasures of 
sex, and that bothered him deeply. He guessed he wasn't much of a hedonist, 
compared to other men, when it came to sex; he liked to hang loose, which 
meant losing as well as winning a few... but the idea of not even trying to 
get the voluptuous blonde wife into bed seemed to fall beyond boundaries of 
what he considered just or natural. Schroeder obviously doesn't know his ass 
from a hole in the ground... or he wouldn't have to watch her all the time 
to keep her there!


He lit a cigarette and was still sitting on the bench, thoughtfully mulling 
over the situation, when Sharon came out of the dress shop, nodded smiling 
at him, then jaywalked through a momentary opening in the congested traffic. 
Her arms were full of packages and an amused expression covered her face. He 
stood up and. walked to the curb to meet her.


"Oh, David," she made a face of self-exasperation and laughed. "Would you 
mind running me back to the house for a second? I'm afraid I left the stove 
on! I was just paying for these things when it struck me!"


Stubbing out his cigarette, David lifted the packages from her arms and 
frowned in spite of himself, at the idea of anything cutting into his time 
with the woman. "Wouldn't it be simpler to just call?"


An embarrassed uneasiness flickered through her eyes. "I'd just as soon not 
have John know about it. I feel like such a fool already, and you know how 
he gets... irritated!"


Their eyes met directly in a line of mutual understanding, then they walked 
to the parking ramp to get the car for the purpose of returning momentarily 
to the fraternity house. He started the engine and drove west over the 
bridge. As soon as they got out of the downtown traffic, he pushed the 
accelerator close to the floorboard and drove at high speed all the way back 
to the fraternity house, anxious to put the interruption behind them and get 
on with his afternoon with the woman.


The house looked perfectly quiet. He parked on the street and they walked 
across the neighbor's lawn on the annex side, to avoid the main house as 
much as possible. Quickly, they ducked around the back and, carrying her 
packages, David followed the long tapered legs of the blonde housemother up 
the back steps to the door of the empty kitchen. Schroeder had never shown 
his personal quarters to the new couple, and now David looked around 
curiously. He was surprised to see how modern the apartment was and how much 
nicer than the main house. The older home, like many fraternities he had 
seen, was in poor condition. Breathing heavily from the climb, he dropped 
the packages on the kitchen table while Sharon moved to the stove. As he had 
expected, she hadn't left on the oven. She turned smiling and seemed about 
to comment when a faint noise echoed from another part of the apartment... 
Schroeder's voice came to them. He was grunting: "I'M... GOING TO... FUCK 
YOU!!" His voice was low, hoarse and demanding, the voice of a deeply 
aroused man.


"That's John!" Sharon whispered with a stunned and horrified expression on 
her face.


There was a slight pause in the voices, but the breathing became heavier and 
there seemed to be a more intense movement in the bedroom.


"OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH, YES!" It was Teri's voice. "KEEP PLAYING WITH MY 
BREASTS... I WANT YOU TO MAKE ME CUM... DOING THAT... RIGHT NOW!"


Teri's voice came through with a guttural passion. Her words drifted on into 
a long high whimper, as though she were on the very verge of orgasm. In 
spite of himself, David swayed slightly from the suddenness and shock of the 
situation. God, how much does she need? he found himself wondering 
irritably. He recalled innumerable sessions of lovemaking with her just in 
the last few days, then abruptly he was flooded with a sense of relief and 
freedom at getting rid of her. She had a right to do what she wanted, he had 
no claims on her! Thank God!


Sharon said nothing. She couldn't move from the shock she was going through 
and just stood there as though in a hypnotic trance. Then her heart seemed 
to stop and she could feel the blood draining from her head.


"I'm going to take you out of here," David Jensen hissed at seeing her white 
face.


Sharon allowed him to move her, half walking her, half carrying her, across 
the kitchen floor to the back door. Her arm fell around him and tightened 
around his waist and, in spite of a weird perverse desire to hear what the 
couple would do next, she found herself clinging to David blindly as though 
he were her only friend in the world. And, in a way, he was. She followed 
him passively, unable to stop the flowing tears and sobs that jerked from 
her chest now, down the stairway to the back yard. How long has this been 
going on? she wondered dazedly. Still, because of her secluded way of life, 
she realized that David was her only friend, and she let him do with her 
what he wanted, lead her where he would. He took her across the yard and 
helped her into the front seat of their parked car.


A few minutes later, they were driving west on the highway, leaving the 
suburbs far behind. David pulled a whiskey bottle from under his seat and 
handed it to her with an encouraging smile. It was then he told her that he 
wasn't married to Teri, and she nodded in dazed assent, but otherwise there 
was silence between them. He kept going west until he found a likely 
looking, little traveled cross road, and then he drove along that for a mile 
or more. Finally, he pulled the car well off the road under a stand of 
cottonwood trees, killed the engine, and turned to her.


"Sharon," he began," we can talk about all that's happened, and we will if 
you want to... but I was thinking that maybe we ought to talk about 
something else."


She looked up at him curiously as he let his voice drift off, searching for 
the words. "What's that?" she said in a soft voice.


"Well, I get the feeling that you might have had some... unhappy experiences 
with your husband before this happened... am I right?"


She looked up startled, then paused and admitted. "Yes, you are!"


"Well, then, maybe we ought to talk about what's going to happen to you 
now."


She became wary and her expression turned guarded, and she turned her eyes 
away from him for a brief moment. When she looked back at him again, her 
eyes were brimming and misty with tears. "I don't know what's going to 
happen. All I know is that... that I don't seem to be fit for marriage!"


David smiled and said softly, "Now why do you say something silly like 
that?"


"Because... it's my fault... that John has chased after Teri! I just don't 
seem to be able to make him happy. Somehow it just isn't in me!"


"I don't believe that," David said seriously. "It's just not possible that 
it's all your fault. After all, no one is perfect, so it's got to be his 
fault, too! If you're not making him happy, the two of you should do 
something about it. Does he make you happy?"


"No," she admitted.


"Well, then, that's the part where it's his fault. You should tell him that. 
Don't let him run over you!"


"John isn't the kind of man that likes to discuss faults... at least, his 
own," she said dryly, starting to calm down and wiping the tears from her 
eyes. "Besides, he's got a mean streak in him."


"Maybe that's why he's so mean."


She sighed. "You know, I think you're right. But still, I have to think 
about it... to find a way to talk to him!"


David had restrained himself while they were first talking. She had been 
upset and the tears had flooded constantly into her eyes, even as she wiped 
them away with her handkerchief. He knew it was necessary for her to get 
over the immediate shock of her husband's adultery before he let her know 
his own ideas... thoughts regarding the possibilities of the two of them 
together... or make her aware of his attraction to her. But she was calming 
down now. She sat up and blew her nose and dabbed at her eyes. She looked 
more relaxed and relieved after the emotional outburst.


"Feeling better now?" he asked, moving close to her and reaching out to wrap 
his arm around her shoulders. Below, his rapidly awakening cock jerked to 
pulsing erection, and the sparks of sexual excitement in him fanned into 
deep desire.


"Y-yes," she gasped and moved unresisting into the circle of his embrace, 
resting her cheek against his chest. He still wanted to soothe her, and so 
he brought his hand up to her head, stroking her silky blonde hair. He could 
feel her relaxing into him, feeling protected in the embrace. She lay 
against him and made soft comforted sighs in a child-like way.


And Sharon was feeling better about the whole experience. Hearing her 
husband's obscenely impassioned voice, his obvious desire for the other 
woman, had been a blow to her womanly pride like she had never experienced 
before. She had never felt so humiliated... so unattractive... in her entire 
life! But David's conversation had been somewhat reassuring on that account. 
And she could sense that beneath his brotherly comforting of her now, that 
he found her very appealing as a woman, and that meant a lot right now.


Then, David allowed his hand to travel comfortingly across her back up her 
upper arm. He caressed her softly, and soon she was breathing quietly, 
enjoying it. He continued massaging her back and shoulders and then her 
upper arms for several more minutes until she sighed heavily and leaned back 
away from him. "I hope you don't feel bad about Teri, even if she isn't your 
wife!"


"No, I don't... not the least bit!" He looked into her face and saw that she 
was smiling and composed, then bent his head slowly to kiss her. His mouth 
pressed gently against her soft full lips.


Sharon tried for a moment to draw away, but the gentleness of his mouth was 
too comforting to her battered, demoralized ego... and she found that she 
just didn't want to! Then, after several moments, his tongue probed against 
her lips and she allowed them to part slightly. His long wet tongue darted 
into the warm moistness of her mouth and, before she was conscious of what 
she was doing, she thrust her tongue back sharply at him, and he sucked it 
deep into the wetness of his mouth. He really can kiss, she thought, feeling 
it exciting her and warming her. John, in all the time they had been 
married, had never kissed her with such gentle passion and careful 
tenderness. David's kisses made her want to squirm down slightly against the 
seat as lightly flickering little thrills began to tingle down her spine. 
John's interested in only one thing, she was musing dreamily.


David had pulled her close against him now, and she could feel small pin 
pricks of delicious feeling racing through the tips of her nipples as he 
tightened his arms around her back and brought her ripely straining breasts 
against his hard chest. She could feel the heat of his breath rushing 
against her ear and the warmth of his hands moving over her back. And down 
there up between her thighs, she felt the slight tingle that had started in 
her belly working its way slowly down to the sensuous point between her 
legs. Tiny butterfly like sensations flitted suddenly through her pubic 
mound, causing secreted droplets of lubricant to moisten her panties.


Slowly, her thighs began to open and close in an almost imperceptible rhythm 
of building sexuality. Her hips started to squirm against the cushions in an 
attempt to quell the smoldering fire that had begun to leap and flame there. 
She meant to pull away, but instead found herself turning her body towards 
David as his fingers dipped through the opening of her dress inside the cup 
of her brassiere. He found the hardened bud of a wildly tingling nipple, 
pinching it as she sighed and closed her eyes, trembling now as powerful 
ecstatic sensations began to surge through her.


He continued to kiss her, his hands snaked down the low opening of her sun 
dress to cup the warm smooth skin of one of her fully ripened breasts, and 
several more' minutes passed before Sharon managed to pull away. "Oh don't, 
please don't," she whimpered as she felt the lewd tingling feelings 
powerfully rippling across the naked surface of her skin.


"God, you're beautiful," he ignored her protest and bent his head to 
continue the deep, soul-searching kiss.


Sharon knew she was becoming aroused by David's kiss and the tender play of 
his gentle caressing hands. But she didn't want that to happen to her; and 
she hadn't forgotten that she was married, and she knew that it wasn't 
right. But somehow she found it more difficult to resist his advances than 
she would have imagined. She tried to will the soft sensual feeling 
fluttering through her belly to stop... she tried to still her rapidly 
mounting passion, but his gently working hands and mouth defeated her 
efforts. She was conscious of his manliness, his tender but exciting 
maleness... and against her will, her tongue continued to parry with his 
again to be sucked and savored... Oh God, I never felt like this before. I 
guess I'm not so cold after all! Her curiosity about the strange warm 
sensations that he was bringing from her love-starved body and the heady 
sensuality of being desired drove her to continue a few minutes longer, and 
soon she j was moaning softly with her unwanted, but rapidly mounting sexual 
arousal.


Now the younger man's hand dropped from the curvaceous housemother's firmly 
ripened breast to her bare knee and slid up along the satin-smooth warmth of 
her sleek inner thighs. His hand traveled higher and higher up under the hem 
of her dress, and tiny mewling sounds of unwanted pleasure began to spill 
from her lips under his tender lovemaking. Once again, she meant to 
protest... but she couldn't.


And then, his fingers were gently touching the mound of her pulsating 
femininity encased in little white nylon panties. His hand slid gently up 
and down over the cloth against the moistly lubricating furrow of her pussy, 
then he was stretching the elastic leg band of her panties aside and using 
his extended middle finger to part the softly curling strand of sparse 
blonde pubic hair that covered her warmly quivering cunt. Now his finger 
slowly eased into her palpitating wet opening and teased her there before 
moving on up to play against the tiny bud of her erect little clitoris. 
After a moment, he began sliding his finger in and out of her wetly clasping 
depths - finger fucking her while she shuddered against him at the wild 
erotic contact. A moan of agonized passion escaped from her lips, and her 
hips squirmed involuntarily up against his hand.


David's cock throbbed achingly in his pants. God! He wanted her! But he had 
to find out if she wanted him... or rather if she was going to allow herself 
to want him, before it went any further. He had to know if she was going to 
let him make her, or he couldn't go any further without torturing himself. 
He pulled back away from her, looked deep into her lust-clouded eyes, and 
said thickly, "Sharon, we need each other. I want you! I want to make love 
to you!"


In that instant, Sharon realized the extent of his lewd intentions, what he 
was going to do, what he wanted to do now! And she wanted him, too, but she 
was plagued by a nagging sense of right and wrong. It was wrong to commit 
adultery! But... John's done it! she struggled to think clearly. No, it's 
wrong! The thought persisted with unwanted obstinacy. She sighed and sank 
back against the car seat, unable to convince herself otherwise. Her lips 
pulled from his mouth and another shudder convulsed her body as the pulling 
away movement to the side drew his outstretched middle finger from her hotly 
throbbing pussy and out of her skirt.


David fell back against his own side of the car, panting deeply. He saw by 
the torn anguished expression on her face what the verdict was. But the 
demanding waves of lewd pleasure were still throbbing through his body, and 
he waited for her to answer, needing to hear her say it in words... and 
hoping she'd change her mind!


Finally, she turned and looked up at him with sad disappointed-looking eyes. 
"No, I can't," she said in a barely heard whisper. "As much as I want to."


"Then I'll force you," he retorted, only half joking. He actually considered 
that for a moment. It was true; he could force her, but he guessed that was 
Schroeder's way, thus she wouldn't enjoy it, and he wanted her to want it, 
too!


She looked up at him, managing a ghost of a smile and said, "No, please. I 
could never live with myself afterwards."


They sat a moment, not saying anything, and David felt the slow gradual 
deflating of his cock. Then, he again pulled the whisky bottle from under 
his seat, unscrewed the cap and passed it to her. He could tell she was 
still slightly upset as she took several deep-throated swallows. He let her 
drink as much as she liked, then she passed the bottle back to him. He drank 
deeply and then passed it for another round, sitting back now to enjoy the 
lovely quiet country setting as the relaxing effect of the alcohol washed 
gratefully through him. Finally, she returned the almost empty bottle to him 
and he stuck it under the seat, drawing himself up to start the car.


"Are you feeling angry at me?" she asked softly.


"No, just terribly horny," he said with a wry smile as he backed out away 
from the trees toward the road.


He drove back into town and dropped Sharon off at the fraternity house 
kitchen, then got back into the car and drove it into the garage. He stood 
outside, between the house and the annex for a few seconds, looking 
admiringly across the empty lawn at the hedges he had clipped the day 
before, then went back into the kitchen to talk to Sharon. She wasn't there! 
He walked through the empty downstairs, calling her name, and stuck his head 
out the front door, towards the street. Nothing! Back in the kitchen, he 
strolled into his apartment and found the disarray left by Teri's rapid 
exit. He hurried across the walk to the annex, intent on finding Schroeder. 
Damn it, Teri's split! And Sharon's disappeared, too!


Unfortunately, however, John Schroeder had already discovered Teri's 
absence. He had wakened in his bed alone about five o'clock in the 
afternoon. Goddamnit! That was stupid of me. I should be keeping my eyes on 
that little bitch for a few days anyway, until things are back to normal. He 
resolved not to have anything to do with his shapely brunette employee, in a 
sexual way, ever again. Of course, the likelihood that she didn't want to 
have anything to do with him, after his brutal performance, entered into the 
decision, but right now his lust was sated and he looked forward to 
returning to his usual routine. He assumed that other than some initial 
anger at him Teri would feel the same way about it that he did. Stumbling 
into the bathroom, he splashed water on. his face, brushed his teeth and 
gargled, then walked downstairs and through the empty kitchen of the main 
house to his office. He opened the door and got the shock of his life! He 
couldn't believe it! It looked like a train had come through his office, 
then switched tracks to come back around and do it all over again! The 
drawers hung from his desk, and all his possessions were scrambled on the 
floor in an unbelievable mess.


"Uuuuuuuuuuh," an unconscious groan escaped from his chest as he picked up 
his tennis shoes, found part of the wad of money gone, and then let them 
fall limply back to the floor.


He sat down at his desk, dumb-struck and feeling as if he were about to 
bawl. He had always prided himself on organization, almost to the point of 
compulsiveness, and now, seeing all his things put out of order by Teri's 
revenge, he felt like his whole life had been thrown into chaos. All his 
intimate belongings and ways had been exposed to that woman, and he could 
feel her ridicule in the disordered way she had left things. The mountain of 
his belongings in the middle of the floor looked like a garbage heap! He 
recalled the insane lust that had taken hold of him in the bedroom, and a 
sickening wave of guilt and self-disgust swept through him. He seemed to 
have lost everything, even his sanity!


Disconsolately, after a few moments of wallowing in self-pity and 
hopelessness, he rose and walked out through the kitchen. He ran into David, 
just walking back from the annex door.


"What, are you doing?" he growled suspiciously. He was confused, at first, 
to see Jensen walking away from his house, while he moved from Jensen's. 
Everything's turned around!


"Looking for you," David replied. "Teri's split... and Sharon's disappeared 
too!"


Schroeder was too accustomed to thinking of his wife as utterly dependable 
and compliant to his wishes to imagine even faintly a moment when she might 
be giving him some trouble. He dismissed Jensen's comment about her, without 
a second thought. His concern was about the girl. "You can bet your loving 
ass Teri's split!" he retorted. "She's broke into my office and run off with 
four hundred dollars!!"


David was dumbfounded! Why would she do that?


Now Schroeder's exasperation focused on Teri's supposed husband. He felt 
confused, suspicious. I wonder if maybe he was in on it! His face turned red 
and, stepping closer, he loomed over the younger, only slightly shorter man. 
No, he didn't really believe that. But still it's his wife and he should be 
more responsible for her! He could feel his muscles clenching and his blood 
pumping furiously through his veins. When he'd first discovered the 
outrageous theft, he had felt defeated, overcome... yes, even guilty and 
ashamed... but now, the insult of the situation was settling in, and his 
self-guilt was transforming rapidly to an all consuming rage.


Instinctively, Jensen ducked to the side as Schroeder's thick fist tore 
through the air and slammed like a lightning bolt off his jaw bone. 
Surprised, but moving quickly, David lowered his head and rammed bull-like 
into the older man's unguarded stomach, butting him backwards. The strong 
force of the surprise movement sent Schroeder flying through the air to land 
on his ass in the grass.


"I didn't know anything about your money," David stood back, panting deeply. 
"So do you want to continue this wrestling match, or shall we try to figure 
out where the two of them have cut out to?"


"The two of them?" Schroeder muttered in confusion, lifting his hands to his 
head and holding it as a wave of dizzying high-blood pressures swept through 
him.


"Yes, the two of them," David rasped back angrily.


"What the fuck you're talking about?" the older man muttered and pulled 
himself slowly to his knees, then onto his feet. He stood there, swaying a 
moment on the lawn, but kept his distance from Jensen.


"Both of them are gone! I don't know what Teri's up to, but you'd better do 
some worrying about your wife. We came back to your apartment for a second, 
and she heard you in the bedroom... fucking Teri!"


Schroeder's eyes bulged and a contorted expression of disbelief formed on 
his face. When Jensen had said Sharon had disappeared, he'd imagined her in 
the laundry room... watering the front lawn! Now he began to move backwards, 
tottering slightly. He didn't know the true nature of Jensen's relationship 
with the actress, and he was still thinking that Teri was Jensen's wife!


"I'm just a man! She gave me the come-on, Jensen! I couldn't help it, the 
way she was throwing herself around. She practically raped me in my office! 
I knew she was married, I admit it, but Christ... she was so sure of herself 
about it that I figured you had some kind of arrangement! She came up to my 
apartment... on her own!" he blubbered on and on, then stopped, obviously 
searching in desperation for more excuses.


David looked up at the suddenly broken man blaming Teri for everything, 
four-flushing like he'd probably never done before in his life. Around them 
the day was fading fast, and the hazy pinkish twilight surrounding the big 
house would turn to darkness soon. He decided to tell Schroeder the truth. 
He knew it was stupid, he was laying himself open to more trouble from the 
older man. But the truth was, he was sick of falsity... and he just didn't 
want to be associated with what Teri had done!


"Can we talk. She's not my wife!" he muttered.


Schroeder seemed to crumble visibly with relief. Taking out his 
handkerchief, he mopped his profusely sweating brow. He noticed David 
beginning to move towards the front of the house and, stuffing his 
handkerchief in his back pocket, he followed after him. The two men stopped, 
standing together. "Where are you going?" he asked curiously.


"I'll see what I can do about finding Teri."


"How you going to do that?"


"She's probably at the bus station. I'll drive down there. Or maybe she's 
hiding up in some hotel."


"That's a good idea," Schroeder agreed.


The two men began walking through the space between the annex and the house, 
then down the driveway to where Jensen's beat up '56 Dodge was parked on the 
street. David walked silently, in a hurry, Schroeder following...


Already, the older man's aggressiveness was returning, though the physical 
scuffle had taught him to keep a handle on his anger. "You got to understand 
my position," he grumbled in a low voice as they walked along. "I like you 
fine, Jensen, you're a good worker. But you bring this girl along with you, 
tell me you're married to her... then the next thing I know she's not your 
wife, and she's run off with four hundred dollars! Let's face it Jensen, you 
picked up a slut... and I might have done that myself at your age. But 
you've interjected your little fling into my world and created a very messy 
situation. I can't have that kind of woman around here, not with all these 
adolescent boys. This is supposed to be a respectable organization!"


"You left out one part," David pointed out, opening the car door.


Schroeder watched him slide in the front seat, then looked at him, 
mystified. "What's that?"


"The part where you balled her," he said, reaching to close the side door so 
abruptly that the older man jumped back...


Schroeder had never known himself to blush, not to any extent anyway, but 
now he could feel himself reddening and flushing from the tips of his toes 
to the dead hair roots of his tingling bald scalp. He felt himself glowing 
like an electric bulb! "You can say that... that may be true," he sputtered. 
"But you brought her here, and I'm holding you responsible. I want 
retribution for my four hundred dollars!"


"You want the car?" David sneered through the open window.


"Yes!" Schroeder glowered at the heap with vindictive satisfaction. It 
wasn't that he was unaware of its small value, that was unimportant now. He 
wanted it! "Yes."


"You got it," David said, and began backing out the drive.


"What should I do about Sharon?" the older man suddenly remembered, walking 
beside the moving car.


"That's your problem!" David said, and pushed his foot on the peddle so hard 
that the car bolted and the man jumped to the side, watching the car 
disappear rapidly down the driveway.


The diffused orange glow of twilight had dulled to a bland grey by the time 
David had reached the downtown district and parked in the city parking ramp. 
The shops were closed, the street lights were flicking on, and the traffic 
was exceedingly light. He made his way across the deserted public square to 
the ramshackle bus station located in the block just behind the college 
administration buildings.


Teri was not there.


He looked around quickly. The long wooden bench, like a church pew, was 
empty. The ticket window was closed.


"Damn it! Where the hell is everybody?" he said out loud, and strode back up 
to the window and read the schedule on the wall.


The next bus to Chicago left in one hour.


Walking hurriedly out of the station, he set out to explore the surrounding 
blocks for restaurants, hoping that she would be passing the time in one of 
them. Most were so sleazy that he didn't even bother to look.


That family place across from the campus! he decided. She was mooning over 
it that day we went to get the job! He walked fast back up towards the 
college buildings and the park, walked in the open door and gazed down the 
row of high wooden booths on one side.


She was sitting in the back booth, her back to him. He strolled up softly 
until her profile came into view, bent over a bowl of soup. She was eating 
thoughtfully, rapidly, but like someone hurrying onto the next course... not 
guiltily. Not like someone absconding on the next bus with four hundred 
stolen dollars!


Casually, he slipped into the seat facing her, careful not to show any 
emotion. For one thing, he didn't know what to feel! His natural tendencies 
were towards anger, but maybe she had some good reasons for doing what she 
had done.


She looked surprised, then unfriendly. He waited for her to say something, 
to reveal herself, but she didn't. So finally he spoke, "Teri, Schroeder 
says you took four hundred dollars!"


"I did." she said dully, not looking at him. "But why?"


She put down her spoon and looked at him directly. "I went up with him... to 
his room... willingly enough. But for what that sick-sick dirty old man put 
me through he owes it to me! More! I should have taken it all!"


She had flung her hair back and the volume of her voice increased. A wild 
light flared in her eyes, and he had the uneasy feeling she was - going to 
start screaming at him. "Watch it, now. Calm down." he reached across the 
table for her hand.


Small tears welled and brimmed in her eyes, beginning to spill slowly over 
onto her cheeks. With her free hand, she wiped them away, but they kept 
coming until the sides of her face glistened with wet streaks. She pulled 
her other hand reluctantly from his and reached for a paper napkin, wiping 
off her face and blowing her nose.


"Teri, you've got to give it back!"


"No." she stated flatly, picking up her spoon again. "He beat me with his 
belt, then raped me.


David wasn't surprised, but he kept at her. "We're going to get in a whole 
lot of trouble. He can call the police!"


"Are you kidding?" she said, calmly resuming her meal again. "The scandal 
would be the end of his job at that fraternity."


"Teri, he's taking my car! He'll keep it until I get the money back."


"What good is that heap going to do him?"


"I don't know. I suppose hell sell it for a hundred dollars. Teri, it's my 
car! It's the only thing I've got!"


She snorted. "You could take his Buick! That would be some exchange!"


David bent over the table, rested his forehead in his hand, and groaned 
loudly. "You're being ridiculous! Now give the fucker back his money, so we 
can get out of here in one piece."


"No."


"You're the one that got into the bad scene with him!" he retorted angrily, 
feeling his blood rising. "Now I'm the one that's having to pay for the 
whole mess!"


"You got what you wanted from me, too." she said coldly.


David stood up and walked out of the restaurant. The door was open, it being 
a spring night, but he grabbed it by the edge after he had passed through, 
slamming it loudly behind him, just out of the hope of embarrassing her or 
something! This time, he strode directly across the park in the direction of 
the parking ramp.


"David! David!" he stopped as she ran up from behind, causing him to stop in 
the middle of the park. She came up close to him, panting. "David, it wasn't 
like that with you. I really dug you a lot. I don't want to make things bad 
for you. But I just can't give in to that man. He hurt me, and now I've got 
to hurt him back. He taught me one thing: I'm going to look out for myself 
from now on."


"Even at others' expense?"


"Better their expense than mine."


"Well, it'll be interesting to run into you some day and see how your little 
philosophy worked out." He shrugged, knowing now there was nothing more to 
say. "Well, goodbye."


"Goodbye, David. It was nice knowing you."


By the time he got back to the house, Schroeder had gotten dinner off, sent 
the house boys and cook home, and was pacing up and down the kitchen. There 
were no voices, no clatter of dishes, but the smell of food hung in the 
silence.


"Still no Sharon?" David said to the older man, voicing the obvious.


"What the hell does it look like?" he growled back. Then more quietly, "What 
was it like downtown?"


"Quiet. The shops are closed."


"Then I guess she wouldn't be shopping."


"No."


David walked to the refrigerator, took out a carton of milk, then fixed 
himself a plate of the evening meal's cold leftovers. He felt Schroeder's 
eyes following him to the counter where he pulled a stool, sat down, and 
began to dig in.


"Sharon's probably eating in a restaurant right now!" the man said 
hopefully.


David put down his fork and looked up. "I hate to be discouraging, but it is 
getting late." He looked at the clock over the sink. "Eight-thirty. Most of 
the restaurants will be closing up by now. Not much open but bars."


Schroeder, still pacing, waved his fists at the ceiling and groaned at 
Jensen's stupidity. "Sharon is not in a bar!!" Then he stopped in the middle 
of the room, abruptly changing his mood. "I been putting this off... but I 
guess I ought to call her family. Maybe she took a plane home."


"Did you call the airlines, the bus station?" David began.


"I called the airlines, the bus station, and every goddamned hotel in town!" 
Schroeder admitted.


"Did you call the police?"


"Boy, are you out of your mind? How can a man call the police when his 
wife's only been gone six hours? Besides, it wouldn't look good." Schroeder 
was worried. He decided to call Indiana and moved to the phone on the end of 
the counter, turning his back to Jensen. Hell, she probably bought a plane 
ticket in a different name... though I can't imagine her thinking to do 
that. Goddamnit, she's probably at the farm right now... mooning over all 
those damn nieces and nephews!


David walked out to use the bathroom, giving Schroeder privacy. By the time 
he got back, the man was hanging over the counter, staring at the phone with 
its receiver back in the hook. "She wasn't there," he said simply.


Suddenly, David began to share his concern. Sharon was just not at any of 
the possible places, likely or unlikely, that she might have gone to. But 
there was something more than that... the fact of Sharon's sensitive, timid 
personality! She just wasn't the kind of woman who would put anyone, even 
her unfaithful husband, through this kind of hassle!


Schroeder dropped all pretense, his voice seeming to come from the very 
depths of despair. "She's just nowhere around... at all!"


"WAIT A MINUTE!" David's voice was a short of dismay.


Standing up from the counter and pulling the stool back with him. David's 
eyes caught on Sharon's delicate orange-strapped sandal caught around the 
base of one of the aluminum legs of the high kitchen stool. He knew it was 
one of the same pair she had worn that afternoon. God, his eyes had traveled 
visually over every inch of that titillating ripe body, from the tips of her 
pink-painted toenails beneath the sandals to her small curved ear lobes 
dangling light summer earrings! Jesus, he knew instinctively, something has 
happened to her! He looked across the floor and saw one of the thin silver 
hoop earrings that he had been daydreaming about only seconds earlier. It 
looks like she's been in some kind of struggle! Schroeder had managed the 
fraternity evening meal all right, but naturally, he hadn't swept up. 
Somehow, that final job always ended up with Sharon.


"Schroeder, something funny as hell has been going on!" he announced, 
picking up the shoe, then moving bent across the floor for the earring.


Schroeder, already noting Jensen's wild-eyed expression, was standing there 
beside David by the time he straightened up, "Jesus, those are Sharon's 
things!" he went through David's logic exactly, but seconds later. "It looks 
like she's been in some kind of struggle!"


David, with Schroeder following behind him, moved into the dining room, 
their eyes poring over the carpet, walls, pieces of furniture for more of 
Sharon's belonging or further evidences of struggle.


"Nothing... nothing... nothing here!" Schroeder cried out in increasing 
desperation as they entered the living room. For the first time, he was 
facing the possibility that something serious had really happened to his 
desirable young wife. He turned back towards the kitchen, his voice carrying 
behind him, "I'm going to call the police."


"Wait a minute!" David shouted him back. Sharon's other orange-strapped 
sandal lay partly on the carpet, partly on the deep mahogany border of a 
step approximately halfway up the large staircase to the second floor.


"It looks like she's somewhere up there," he said to Schroeder now standing 
again behind him. "You want to call the police... or what?"


"Or what?" Schroeder snarled murderously at him and began charging up the 
stairs two and three at a time.


"Okay, I'm behind you!" David agreed, slightly uneasy. He had never imagined 
himself aligned with the housefather, and he didn't know if he should be 
afraid of what might happen to the two of them, or what might happen to the 
person or persons who had the shapely housemother when the infuriated giant 
Schroeder got his hands on them. Fear, curiosity, and a certain tenderness 
he still felt for the woman compelled him to follow the housefather...


CHAPTER SIX


Some two hours earlier Sharon had been sitting at the kitchen table; her 
thought had been as elusive as the puffy white clouds outside. It was one of 
those glorious spring afternoons when the warm near-summer air of the day 
had just cooled slightly, leaving behind the growing heat and sense of dust 
and pollen in the air, but keeping the scent of the new blooming flowers, 
fresh, sweet, and clean as a florist's shop. Through the open kitchen 
windows came a faint rustling breeze... serene. It was a moment that Sharon 
wished could go on forever. She smiled to herself as she sipped a cup of 
coffee, trying to sober up, and slightly amused and even pleased with 
herself at having to do so.


It had been some day!


Starting at the top, she had gotten drunk... was drunk... right now I am... 
for the second time in her life, the other being once before she had gotten 
married with John... that is, I got drunk with John... not that J married 
him, though I did that also! She giggled. After all, the momentous day was 
ending well so there didn't seem any reason not to be happy. She undid one 
of the straps of her sandals, then let the shoe dangle carelessly from her 
toe. When it fell inevitably to the floor, she merely looked at it and 
smiled.


Then, going backwards further, she had been desired by a very handsome young 
man and found to her pleasant surprise that she could desire strongly also. 
But she had stood by her morals and he seemed to have accepted that without 
too much anguish... so why should I feel bad about that? I feel good about 
it! She knew that the confidence he had aroused in her was still there, and 
would always be there. She could feel it burning softly, like a low quiet 
flame deep in her belly. Now it was just a matter of waiting for it to flare 
up and explode... everything is going to be all right!


Then, still recollecting backwards, came the hard part, the part about John. 
She didn't think much about Teri. After all, the young couple would be gone 
soon, but she did think about getting back together with her husband. She 
wanted to. It was funny how his sudden interest in the other woman... simple 
jealousy, I got to admit it... had revived her flagging interest in her 
husband. Despite the problems, she had honestly just been scared half to 
death at the prospect of losing him to the other woman, and was even willing 
now to see how her own passive dissatisfaction had helped to gradually sap 
the joy out of their relationship. After all, he wasn't a mind reader! When 
she had gotten over her initial disinterest, she should have told him... let 
him know that all that brutal forcing just wasn't necessary! Let him know I 
can be a very sexual person, if only he'd help me just a little.


There was only one thing that still bothered her. I held myself back from 
David... and the temptation was strong... I can STILL feel it... why didn't 
he with Teri? But she resolved... now!... to forget it, to seal it away in a 
far corner of her mind where, she hoped, it would come to some kind of 
comprehensibility with time. Time and experience were the great teachers, 
and one day she might understand. Or, if not, there would be nothing but a 
minor scar to remind her it had ever happened.


She resolved to stay with John through the semester, never mentioning what 
she had heard, then suggest a vacation for the two of them. When it came 
right down to it, there was no real reason why John had to work at all, and 
if he retired permanently it could be one long beautiful vacation for the 
both of them.


Her wandering, half-intoxicated string of thoughts came to an- end as Robbie 
Morgan entered the kitchen. She looked up in surprise as he walked up to the 
table to stand beside her. After all, David had gone to park the car and she 
had supposed he would be back at any moment. Through the soft haze of her 
inebriation, Robbie seemed over-agitated and his voice came through as a 
shouting: "Mrs. Schroeder, come help me quick! My roommate... Mark Barner... 
he's caught his finger in our door and I can't unlock it!"


"In the door? Where's your key?" Sharon asked, jumping to her feet. 
Sometimes... when she was thinking how grown-up these young men were... they 
turned into absolute children again!


"I don't know!" Robbie jumped from one foot to another, growing even more 
anguished. "I never used it... no one uses their keys here, and I guess I 
just lost it!"


"Well, Mark must have one if he's locked out!"


"He's not locked out. He's locked in! The door just locked itself!"


Sharon reminded herself not to get flustered by his adolescent 
over-dramatizations. She remembered from teaching the peculiar habit of 
children blaming their own most obvious mistakes on remote unlikelihoods or 
sheer impossibilities. "Sure," she slurred thickly, moving to the counter, 
remembering, "the rock fell through the window from the tree!"


"What?" he started curiously.


"Never mind, I've got the master keys here," she said, grabbing her purse 
from the counter. Thank God, John had insisted on her having a second set of 
her own, though she'd never had any use for them... until now! She would 
unlock the door, then see how bad the boy's finger was. Maybe he'd have to 
go to the hospital! She followed Robbie out through the dining room, across 
the living room, moving with a certain unsteadiness behind him up the front 
stairs. By the time she was halfway up the stairs, she realized, God, I'm 
only wearing one shoe! She slipped her foot out of the other one, left it 
there, then sensed she was missing one earring. I really did drink too much! 
she worried, but it wasn't the time to remonstrate about that now. She 
continued on up the stairway, finding some difficulty moving because of the 
alcohol, and by the time they had climbed the second flight of steps to the 
attic level, the blood was pounding in her head and she felt dizzy.


She fell against the wall for a moment, her head swimming, then leaned back, 
panting deeply and catching her breath.


"Which room?" she called ahead to him still moving down the narrow hallway, 
her vision thankfully refocusing.


"Down here, this last room."


"Good God, the poor thing has probably been dying waiting for us to get all 
the way up here... "


With shaking hands, she unlocked the door, it swung open and she saw Mark 
Barnes falling rapidly backwards to land prostrate on the bed, moaning and 
holding his hand. Quickly, she rushed to him, sitting on the edge of the bed 
beside him.


"Now, Mark, it's going to be all right!" she encouraged, glancing at his 
body as he turned on his side away from her, curling his body up and rocking 
back and forth slowly and methodically in obvious anguish, his hand clutched 
to his belly. "Let me see it... so I know if we should call a doctor."


She had just laid her hand gently on his shoulder, tugging him back towards 
her, when she heard the door slam behind them. She turned, noted Robbie 
locking the door from the inside with the master key, turned back to the 
prostrate Mark... then did a double take back to Robbie! "Why are you 
doing... THAT?"


At the same time, Mark Barnes rolled onto his back, exposing the opened fly 
of his jeans. Sharon sucked in her breath in surprise and her eyes bulged 
with shock as she saw his short thick cock jump out at her. It was hard and 
fully erect, the tiny slit in its center already glistening with clear male 
lubricant.


Once again, her head swam until she thought she might faint at the 
unbelievable sight of the teenager lying there, lewdly displaying his 
private male parts to her and hardly able to hold back his grin of proud 
satisfaction.


"What... is going on? Just what do you think you're doing?" she snapped 
angrily through her alcoholic fog, her voice sharp and impatient. She almost 
had to force herself to realize it wasn't a dream, although it certainly 
seemed to be so.


There was no answer. And that made it even more frightening.


She sensed Robbie moving up from behind to stand just beyond her shoulders. 
Now she was conscious that she was completely surrounded by the two young 
men, looking at her with obscenely smirking eyes. The sounds of their 
breathing was loud in the small room. Twinges of dread began to grip her 
belly as she looked from one to the other, lascivious leers contorting their 
faces.


Oh no, she thought, they 're going to try to do it... to me! At the horrible 
thought, her mind went utterly blank and she lost all ability to reason 
sensibly, no matter how hard she tried. Everything was giving way rapidly to 
dread, rapidly building panic, then the first stages of sheer paralyzing 
horror. Her fate loomed sickeningly in her mind, blotting out all other 
thoughts, past or present, there was only this moment.


Robbie Morgan rose to a position of authority as he stood looming over her 
sitting from the edge of the bed. His voice was patient, but stern, "We 
brought you here for one big reason. And I suppose you've already guessed 
what that is, haven't you?"


Sharon stared wildly from one to the other of them, tears streaming down her 
cheeks... Oh God, this is so humiliating. They're just little boys, they 're 
not even men!


His voice droned on confidently, "And there isn't any point of screaming, 
unless you want all the guys in the fraternity in on it?"


"No, no, please, no!" Sharon started to attention.


"Because Jensen... and your husband... they're just too far away to hear all 
the way up to this attic floor! Understand?"


"Yes, I understand." God, only too well!


For a moment, she thought of jumping out a window... anything to avoid this 
disgrace... but, looking around, there didn't seem to be one!


"And for another thing," Robbie was speaking again. "I'm going to tell you 
something that's going to shock the hell out of you. Your husband, Mr. 
Schroeder, has been making it with Mrs. Jensen!" He waited, then looked 
confused by her lack of response.


"I just thought you ought to know," he went on. "So you don't need to feel 
guilty!"


"That's very considerate of you," she snapped dryly.


Anger and impatience flashed across his face. She's making fun of me! "Well, 
whether you think it is or not, I don't care. But don't think you can turn 
us in, because if you do, we'll spill the beans about Mrs. Jensen and your 
husband, and that'll end the job. I bet they'll even blame what... we 're 
going to do to you... on him, for creating an immoral atmosphere!"


Sharon's eyes widened in awed horror. They certainly got everything figured 
out! The job isn't important... but the scandal, John's reputation! Coming 
at his age, at the end of his career, it would just kill him. Everything... 
all our plans for enjoying the next few years... would be destroyed. Instead 
of all the happiness I'd thought we were finally going to come into, it'd be 
nothing but bitterness. It'd be even worse than before!


"Don't you have anything to say?" Mark Barnes' low voice interrupted her 
thoughts. He was bothered by her soft weeping. Her heavy sadness was getting 
to him. "Nothing at all?" he encouraged, pleadingly.


She looked up. It was useless to say anything, but still she wondered. 
"Why... why did you pick on me? You certainly could have figured out all 
these elaborate precautions and safeguards for some other... victim."


Robbie angrily jerked her to her feet by her shoulders. He didn't like the 
word victim and it sent his blood boiling. "Because, Mrs. Schroeder," he 
spat the words into her face, "we know how bad... just how really, really 
bad you need someone to throw a good fuck to you!" Suddenly, he jumped up on 
the opposite bed and, tossing books from the top shelf, revealed the 
ventilation window. "We know a lot more about a lot of things - a lot more 
than just Mr. Schroeder's little fling with Mrs. Jensen. We know everything 
about Mr. Schroeder and YOU, how he just jumps on you and doesn't bring you 
to the top... and how sometimes, he doesn't even do that much... he just 
fucks you up the ASSHOLE!"


This time Sharon did faint. The unspeakably obscene word seemed to be 
spinning around and around her in her consciousness, and she couldn't take 
her mental eye off of it. Her mind was turning and revolving until it quite 
suddenly fell out of the whirling vortex into a deep dark warm hole of utter 
blackness and nothingness. When she came to, she was stretched out on a bed. 
She barely opened her eyes, wanting to delay as long as possible the fact 
that she had regained consciousness. Her would-be rapists lay on either side 
of her. During the time she had been out, they had drawn out the center desk 
between the beds, bolstered it against the door, and pushed the two single 
beds together. Both boys had their hungry glances locked on her body, and 
she could almost feel the physical impact of the lust that glowed in each 
pair of eyes. Oh God, I'm naked! she suddenly realized. She looked down the 
length of her body that they had undressed while she was unconscious. Her 
clothes lay folded neatly over a chair. The last vestiges of her personal 
privacy were gone and she had never felt so alone and vulnerable.


At the same time, the situation suddenly reminded her of David Jensen and 
how he had aroused her so deeply only a few hours ago. Suddenly, the low 
flame she had been aware of flared up like a blast furnace in her belly. No, 
God, I mustn't think of that!


Still, a lightly glinting stream of perspiration ran down the narrow valley 
between her full quivering breasts, and she could feel the stifling hot air 
inside the small room pressing around her pointed little nipples. She heard 
the sharp intake of Robbie's breath as he studied with lewd appreciation the 
full naked revelation fo her proud, ripely peaked mounds of flesh. And 
below, down beyond her harrow waist and tautly smooth abdomen, she was 
naked, too!... everywhere! She turned to Mark and saw his eyes fixed on the 
smoothly curving length of her long tapered legs, especially the sparse 
down-like mound of soft blonde pubic hair up between her full firm thighs 
that had parted slightly. Her legs had fallen apart... or they had pulled 
them open... but, in any case, the pinkly glistening slit of her secret 
genitals was half exposed and peeking out temptingly.


"Christ! What a pair of boobs!" she heard Robbie hiss in a low hoarse voice, 
obviously not yet aware that she had awakened.


"Yeah," Mark whispered back. "And look at that pretty pussy."


They think I'm still out! Through heavily slitted eyes, she gazed to either 
side at the two teen-agers and her heart flung itself into her throat at the 
sight of their nakedness. She had never seen any man naked but John, and now 
the sight of two naked men, one on either side of her, was almost too much 
for her naive still half-aroused consciousness. Yes, of course, they had 
both removed their own clothes after stripping her. Mark, sandy-haired and 
broad-faced, had a short, stocky body but he was much more heavily muscled 
than she would have imagined from seeing him in clothes. His legs were 
thick, covered with reddish-blond hair; one knee was raised up as he lay on 
his side next to her, his hotly pulsating cock spearing into her waistline. 
On the other side, Robbie had also stripped himself naked and lay stretched 
out beside her, his slim sinewy body pressing tightly up to hers. As he 
watched her gently breathing breasts, the hard warmth of his virilely 
throbbing young cock ground against her smoothly tapered white thigh... I'll 
just lay here... like I'm dead... all the time! Then I won't have to do 
anything! she thought in even greater revulsion at the idea of having to 
take part... to participate with them in the obscene rape of her helpless 
body.


Then, one of Mark's hands came to rest on her thigh, moving slowly... 
inexorably... towards the tempting mound of her femininity. She stiffened 
involuntarily, but not enough for them to notice... at least, yet! His hand 
played in the down-like hair of her blonde triangle for a moment then one of 
his fingers slid down into the pinkly glistening wet furrow of her vagina to 
tease the sensitive nub of her clitoris.


"Oh! Oh! Eeeeeeeeh!" a soft helpless whimper escaped uncontrollably from her 
lips. Under his probing hand, her pelvis writhed and her torso arched up 
from the mattress. She hadn't wanted them to know she was conscious... I 
ruined everything!... but she just couldn't help it!


At that time, both boys returned their lewd gazes to her face and smiled 
gleefully, as though welcoming her back to the world. This time, Mark, 
growing in assertion, was taking charge. "Now take it easy!" he warned. 
"Everything's all right! But getting back to what Robbie was saying, we know 
Mr. Schroeder's not doing right by you. So we figured we'd sort of do you a 
favor by fucking you. We've got no intentions of hurting you, you can count 
on us for complete satisfaction!"


Sharon bolted upright in the bed. It was crazy, unthinkable. "You're not 
doing me any favors; you're using me for yourselves!"


"Well, that's true, we need some satisfaction, too. But what's wrong with 
that? It'll be great for all three of us!"


Oh God, Sharon groaned and fell back onto the bed. The three of us... all at 
the same time! I don't understand this younger generation! "No, no, please, 
leave me alone," she blubbered and turned her head to sob into the pillow. 
"I don't want this. I don't want anything to do with this!" She was sure 
they must be crazy, so sure of it that she was even afraid to say the word, 
accusing them of it, for fear they would hurt her physically... maybe even 
kill me!


In any case, Robbie Morgan was fed up with the soft persuasive approach. 
"Well, I'm ready now to have a good time and, if you don't want to join us, 
then just... suffer!" He reached under the bed and thrust a quarter-filled 
bottle of whisky at her. "Drink it down now, if you want it," he growled. 
"Cause the glorious gang fuck's about to begin... "


Desperately, she grabbed for the bottle and put the neck of it into her 
lips, letting the hot whisky pour down her throat, swallowing and gulping 
rapidly. It made her gasp for breath, but she needed it frantically and did 
it again. This time she drank so avidly that she went into a coughing spell. 
When she was finished clearing her throat, she noticed that the empty bottle 
lay on the floor, and the two boys were once again stretched out expectantly 
beside her.


Suddenly, she knew that her ordeal was starting. Robbie, beside her, took 
her in his long sinewy arms, drawing her back up slightly off the mattress 
and pressing her large firm breasts against his naked chest. His lips 
covered her immediately, his tongue snaking into her mouth and sliding deep 
into her throat. She didn't respond, but she didn't struggle either. There 
was no possible way she could escape, and she had already begun to reconcile 
herself to her fate. The alcohol was loosening her nerves, and she could 
feel its warming effects in her belly: She was counting on it to dull the 
fear and horror she still felt.


At the same time that Robbie kissed her his hand cupped the whole of her 
throbbing warm breast and lifted it momentarily to roll the quickly 
hardening little nipple between his thumb and forefinger. In spite of 
herself, Sharon could feel unwanted tingling sensations begin to generate 
immediately in her loins, and she was aware of the lubricating moistness 
growing rapidly down there now between the softly swelling lips of her 
vagina. Oh no!... I'm getting aroused again, and I don't want to let them do 
that to me! I can't let them make me enjoy this!


For the moment, Mark, on the side, had found it exciting to watch his 
friend's fondling of the blonde housemother's large firm breasts, but now he 
wanted one also! His mouth dropped down hungrily to the other erect little 
nipple, and he sucked and pulled on it gently with his lips, then began to 
run his tongue around the aureole. Sharon, in the center, began to writhe 
and twist her nakedly helpless body between the two boys as a wild unwanted 
desire flickered like heat lightning through her love-starved loins.


It didn't take her long to realize that she was about to lose... was losing 
right now!... her battle to resist their obscene dual ravishment. She 
reminded herself of the outrage of their mutual attack... one youth French 
kissing her, the other sucking lustfully at her deeply throbbing breast. But 
even those reminders turned back on her to incite her unwilling imagination 
and arouse lewd feelings of sexual hunger in her body. Thus, in attempting 
to think morally, to think about what these boys were doing to her, she was 
only working against herself! The whisky, too, seemed to heighten and 
enhance the warm pleasure building rapidly in her belly. If only David 
hadn't already aroused her earlier in the afternoon, maybe it wouldn't be so 
hard now!


Robbie was kissing her even more deeply now. His long tongue played along 
the insides of her mouth and moved in tiny teasing circles on the tender 
flesh of her inner lips. Before she realized it, she was voraciously sucking 
on his tongue, drawing it deeper and deeper into her mouth, until his 
moistly heated mouth smashed her lips back against her teeth.


Mark's voice broke through her consciousness. She had been all too aware of 
his warm young lips on her breast and, as he pulled away, she realized 
suddenly that she missed his attention acutely... almost painfully. He had 
grown steadily in assertiveness, even to the point of surpassing Robbie, 
whose hand was massaging her wildly throbbing breast with ever more 
forcefully kneading pressure. Mark's hot breath rasped in her ear, arousing 
her even further with his own rapidly growing excitement. Suddenly, he 
pulled away!


"Robbie, while you're up there. I'm going to go down on her!"


Then Robbie broke the deep soul-searching kiss to say "Okay, you get to eat 
that smelling little pussy first, but I get to be the first one to fuck 
her!"


Sharon couldn't believe her ears, but before she could even think of some 
protest, Robbie's lips clamped down hard once again on her mouth. She 
frantically twisted and squirmed her lower body, trying to show Mark that 
she wanted none of his perverted kisses down there. She pulled her thighs 
tight together and stiffened the muscles of her legs. Before they had 
disarmed her with their gentleness, but now she was frightened all over 
again!


"Just let your legs fall apart," the boy advised in a helpful way, oblivious 
to her dismay, "because I'm going to give you some real fancy triple 
tonguing!" In his fevered excitement, he brutally wrenched her legs apart 
without difficulty and scuttled up between them. "Damn, what a pretty little 
cunt!"


Sharon was surprised for more than one' reason! She had heard once or twice, 
very vaguely, of a woman taking a man's penis in her mouth. After all, her 
own husband John had tried to get her to do that. But she had assumed that 
only the most depraved, sick individuals engaged in that kind of activity 
and, naturally, she had resisted. When John had asked her to do that, it had 
only confirmed her suspicion that he was a very, very disturbed man. But now 
these two young boys were talking about licking her vagina... really, just 
the opposite thing?... as though it were absolutely nothing! And from the 
way they were talking, they seemed to think of it as perfectly natural! She 
wondered... it's beginning to seem like the whole world's crazy... or ME.' 
Finally, the housemother's anxious fear did pierce through the fraternity 
boy's excitement. "Don't fight it," he called out through the hoarseness of 
his chest. "Just relax, Mrs. Schroeder... and enjoy it... because I'm going 
to lick and suck your cunt, just like your husband should do. You deserve 
it. And I promise you'll absolutely flip!"


She couldn't answer, she could only moan helplessly into the other boy's 
mouth pressed over her own. But Mark's very words caused her to tremble with 
a lewd abandon she had never felt before, and didn't want... at least, she 
didn't think she did! He was kneeling now between her out-stretched legs, 
his fingers pressing into the gently trembling flesh of her inner thighs. 
Suddenly, the degradation she had thought was going to inflict upon her 
began to vanish from her mind. She was conscious now only of the delicious 
feeling of his superior strength forcing her thighs to spread even wider 
until her sparse hair-covered vaginal lips flowered open to reveal 
completely the pink, deeply throbbing strip of flesh between.


Suddenly, he dropped his head downward and warmness of his lips pressed 
softly and gently into her hotly swelling cuntal flanges. She felt his 
quivering wet tongue curling deeply into the moistly sensitive crease, 
stopping to swirl several times around the throbbing bud of her erect little 
clitoris and lashed lightly over it.


Suddenly, the only thing that mattered was the intense sexual fires which 
had been lit in her warmly palpitating breasts and vagina, and were now 
building rapidly past the point of control. Everything else was 
unimportant... shame... revulsion... pride... honor! They were mere words 
about nothingness, amorphous feelings that people said existed but that 
really didn't. The only word that really had any meaning was ECSTASY... and 
she knew about that because she could feel the physical truth of it in the 
sensations of pure pleasure rippling outward from her belly and her wildly 
tingling nipples... pleasure that jolted and surged through every fiber and 
nerve of her being. She wanted desperately anything and everything the boys 
could do for her or that she could do for them. But again, it was impossible 
to speak with the other boy's lips plastered over her mouth, and she could 
only respond with a single low continuous "yesssssssss" into Robbie's mouth 
muffling her words.


Her entire shamelessly aroused body shuddered in naked delight as Mark took 
the wildly throbbing bud of her clitoris into his teeth and held it there 
with painstaking gentleness while his tongue licked in a searing circle of 
lust all over the hotly quivering tip of the tiny head.


Oh God, it's so good! Just like he said... it's wonderful! Absolutely 
wonderful!


The boy's warmly pressuring hands pushed her thighs even further apart, and 
his face began to turn in lewdly sensual circles as his hot tongue stroked 
deep and hard now all over the tingling cuntal furrow. Her wantonly writhing 
body convulsed in response. He moved deeper into her hotly clasping vagina, 
using his long wet tongue as a penis to orally fuck the gasping older woman.


Sharon began to wriggle and twist her hips, lewdly grinding her pelvis up to 
his face, cooperating with him as much as she could. One of her hands moved 
down to tangle in his hair, stroking and caressing the head bobbing up 
between her legs, bringing her so much pleasure. Simultaneously, she was 
enjoying Robbie's wetly fervent kiss and his gently moving hands that roamed 
at will over her sensitive upper body, returning always to her urgently 
quivering breasts where they fondled and massaged and caressed the full warm 
resiliency of her naked flesh. She could feel her aroused nipples digging 
into his grasping palms and erotically imagined she could even feel the 
ridges of his fingerprints.


Oh God, this is all my fault... I let David get me aroused and now... I just 
can't seem to stop it! BUT I DON'T CARE! Her other hand, the one that was 
not twisted in Mark's hair, was wrapped around Robbie's neck, pulling his 
virile young body against hers. Suddenly, however, this was not enough for 
her! She could feel Robbie's heated hardness pulsating rhythmically against 
her thigh as he kissed and fondled her, and suddenly she wanted to hold that 
naked raw male pole of flesh in her hand. Cock! Prick! That was all. She 
wanted to feel it with her own hands. Urgently, she reached down for it, her 
nakedly aroused body caught up in an insane whirlpool of lust that she knew 
now existed within her mind and body, but could not yet fathom why.


It was pure rapture for her, holding the boy's hotly throbbing shaft in her 
hand, and- she tightened her fingers gently around it as he began rocking 
his hips back and forth. With an abrupt thrill, she realized she could 
actually feel it growing and expanding in her hand. From the tactile sense 
alone, it fascinated her, and she strained for a closer look than she had 
taken at first; it was long and thin... whereas, Mark's was short and 
thick... but, golly, I like them both!


Then she said it - something that surprised and shocked even her. "Robbie! I 
want to suck your cock... put your cock in my mouth."


"Wow!" the boy scrambled immediately to his knees beside her face, more than 
anxious to comply. "Mrs. Schroeder, you're something else!" Then he said to 
Mark, still slavering his mouth wetly between Sharon's parted legs further 
down the bed, "See, didn't I tell you she'd like it. This is really wild! 
She'll be sucking me while you're eating her!"


At the time, at her peak of high arousal, it seemed the most natural thing 
in the world to take Robbie's beautiful young penis into her mouth. She kept 
her eyes open in delight as the satiny cock-head brushed against her wetly 
parted lips. She wanted to do it! And the fact that down there below, 
between her wide-held legs, the other young man was eagerly sucking on 
her... made it just that more wicked and exciting! She wanted to arouse in 
Robbie the same wildly searing sensations that Mark's continuing licking at 
her pussy was bringing to her.


She willingly opened her mouth and her lips ovalled softly around Robbie's 
long hard maleness. She was pleasantly surprised by its rubber softness and 
slightly pungent male flavor. She liked that too! Slowly, experimenting at 
first, she ran her quivering wet tongue over the blood-engorged head. Then, 
gaining confidence, she began to swirl her tongue faster in tiny licking 
circles, feeling the lewdly exciting shock of what she was doing ripple 
through his naked young body. Finally, she gently inserted the tiny tip of 
her tongue into the narrow glans slit at the top of it, and she could taste 
his impatiently oozing seminal fluid.


Robbie's eyes were glued on her tightly ovalled lips as he began to revolve 
his hips slowly and rhythmically back and forth in front of her face, 
flexing the muscles of his lean buttocks to drive his hotly throbbing cock 
deeper into the soft warm recesses of her mouth. She accepted it, convulsing 
and hollowing the warmly clasping insides of her mouth around the thick 
tension of the shaft as it worked further and deeper into her oral cavity, 
until all of it was absorbed and the spongy, lust-swollen head rushed to the 
top of her throat. Only a tiny stretch of the base of it showed between her 
lips and the dark black curls of his pubic hair, and she tightened her lips 
like an elastic band around its exciting thickness.


As far as Sharon was concerned this was heaven, and she would have been 
satisfied if it had gone on forever. But then the hypnotic rhythm of the 
three bodies moving together was broken when Mark suddenly stopped. She 
stiffened and whimpered around Robbie's still plunging cock in her mouth for 
the boy to continue his wild tonguing of her heatedly aroused vagina. When 
nothing happened she pulled back from Robbie in disappointment. Looking down 
and straining to see, she glimpsed at Mark, now rising up on his knees 
between her wide-spread legs, his hand gripping his visibly throbbing cock 
that had been massaged to huge proportions while, sucking on her, he had 
rubbed it repeatedly against the mattress.


"Hey!" his voice came from behind. "It's time for a change! You do the cunt 
licking now. I want some of that cock sucking!"


"She's already got me half way there!" Robbie snapped. "So just wait 
awhile... then you can fuck into her mouth while I fuck her pussy!"


"Hell, with that!" Mark came back. "If you don't let me up there now, I'm 
going to fuck her first. Right now, in fact!"


Sharon stared down with masochistic fascination as Mark's hand continued to 
grip the thick shaft of his hearty young penis. Her eyes widened in 
amazement and admiration as he pulled back the loose fold of thick foreskin 
to reveal the blood-red roundness of its head. A clear drop of male 
lubricant... looking like a little seed-pearl appeared at the lust-swollen 
tip. Mark was obviously ready for action, more than ready! Suddenly, she 
realized that her moment of irrevocable infidelity was fast approaching... 
He's going to fuck me until he cums inside me. Then Robbie will want to do 
it, too! Then I'll be an adulteress!


Mark looked at her lewdly, as he saw her eyes taking in his thickness. "You 
thought what I did was good... wait till you feel this deep inside that 
beautiful little cunt of yours."


Sharon shuddered involuntarily. There was absolutely no doubt in her mind 
that what he said was true. Every nerve of her long-frustrated nervous 
system quivered with lewd anticipation. Her husband had denied her physical 
needs, and she had denied them herself past the point of human endurance. 
And now her entire being yearned, aching and throbbing, for sexual 
satiation... FINALLY... TO CUM! I don't care if it is wrong. I want both of 
their cocks. I've got to have them!


Lying there, one boy at her tousled hair and the other at her naked feet, 
the young housemother called out, "Why don't... both of you... just fuck 
me... one at a time! Let Mark go ahead and fuck my vagina, while I keep 
sucking your penis, Robbie!"


Beside her, the dark-haired Robbie, sucked in his breath, deep and hard. It 
was a point of honor with him. "But I let you go down on her pussy first," 
he complained to Mark. "While I was still just kissing her. So then you 
agreed that I could fuck her first!"


"But then she ended up sucking on you... so what's the difference?" Mark 
protested. "You've got to be flexible."


"I am flexible," Robbie protested... "And just to prove it... " his voice 
drifted off.


Sharon groaned softly and felt increasingly frustrated under the confusion 
of the seemingly useless debate... All she knew was that she wanted the 
delicious contact at her hungrily throbbing pussy, some more licking or some 
fucking or... something!... to resume and continue now. The wildly erotic 
sensations in her belly were now gradually and steadily diminishing back to 
a pleasant but low burning flame, tingling and enjoyable enough... but 
nothing next to what she had been feeling, or what she had known for sure 
that she would be feeling for the very first time at any moment! She had 
been ready to cum! Oh God, I couldn't stand it... if it doesn't happen now. 
Please, please don't let me down now.


"I'm not only flexible," Robbie's voice was still droning on now, though 
with a new proud gloating tone. "I got imagination. I got it all figured 
out! You fuck her up the cunt... while I fuck her asshole like we saw 
Schroeder fucking her. That way everybody's happy!"


Sharon wasn't. Her head whirled with shock... this was the least thing she 
had expected from the two boys... and she cringed at the strange new 
sadistic tone she sensed in Robbie's voice. Strange? No, it's not new to me 
at all. I recognize it... from John! "Nooooooo! Please! It wouldn't make me 
happy. You don't know how it hurts!"


"But Schroeder's already stretched you out," Robbie pointed out. "So I'll be 
careful and gentle... and, this time, you'll really enjoy it, too!"


"Hey, that's really wild!" Mark agreed, his eager young cock jerking 
visibly. "It'll really be all the three of us together that way!"


"You promise... you'll be gentle?" Sharon groaned pleadingly, as the two 
boys were already turning her onto her stomach. "Mark, you're still going to 
fuck me soon, aren't you?" she stammered hopefully. Oh shit, I don't care 
what they do to me... fust so someone stuffs a penis in my vagina soon! The 
devils in her belly began to dance wildly again at the mere thought. She 
needed but one thing now; she needed a penis! More than anything else in the 
world she needed a beautiful big cock!


"Kneel," Robbie commanded thickly, and she immediately obeyed. "Get your ass 
up in the air. Spread your legs," he added, and she obeyed again.


Every last bit of will power seemed to have been submerged in her 
overpowering need for orgasm. She knelt unresisting, aware of Mark rapidly 
stroking his own thick cock while he watched, as Robbie kissed her smoothly 
rounded buttocks and bit them with sharp little love nips. She felt him draw 
her fleshy cheeks apart and shivered with unexpected delight as his tongue 
lowered to lick the moistened crevice between them. To the side, Mark jerked 
ever more furiously on his lewdly growing organ at the salacious spectacle. 
She felt the strain on her tightly puckered anus as Robbie pulled the pink 
crinkled skin around it. Suddenly, she felt obscenely naked and slightly 
masochistic as she sensed him hovering above the deep red little hole; and 
she enjoyed that, too.


Chills ran down her spine and arms as she felt his outstretched middle 
finger probing gently at the puckered little hole.


His finger prodded, and in response, her feet jumped further outward to the 
edges of the joined beds on either side. But it wasn't from any pain. The 
boy had been right when he had said that Schroeder had stretched her. It was 
from the surprising surges of pleasure that rippled through the muscles of 
her warmly quivering buttocks and tickled in wild little waves over the 
unblemished naked flesh of her behind and thighs.


While the other boy watched, Robbie wormed his finger slowly and carefully 
around in the tightly clasping hole, moving his finger in an ever widening 
circle against the small anal ring, then, other times, sawing it straight in 
and out, teasing her and the awe-struck Mark. But the thing that seemed to 
fascinate the watching Mark the most was the way man and woman were working 
together, the housemother eagerly wiggling her hips back against it and 
sighing as though some strange erotic pleasure of subjugation was sweeping 
through her. His eyes bulged with wonder as the pink rubbery skin of her 
rectum clung to the outstretched finger fucking in and out, and she sighed 
with a deep gasp of particular satisfaction.


"C'mon, Robbie," Mark pleaded to his fraternity brother. "Put it in her ass, 
will you?" He was starting to almost feel left out!


The housemother's quickly agreeing response reassured him that wasn't true! 
"I'm ready, Robbie. Put it in! Then we can fall backwards so Mark can climb 
on top of us!"


Still, she held her breath as Robbie clutched at the top of her nakedly 
trembling thighs and placed the hotly throbbing head of his virile young 
penis against the tight hairless opening of her backside. She felt him begin 
to prod... harder... the pressure grew... and then the tight sphincter 
muscle gave way and the youth's long hard cock popped inside of her. It 
doesn't hurt! It's not as big as John's! She pushed back and he pushed 
forward, and slowly, gradually, the heatedly pulsating shaft made its way 
through the spongy, resistant channel of her rectum, pushing the tight walls 
back in waves as it surged through her. Finally, he was buried to the hilt 
in the buttery soft confines of her bottom, and his pelvis smacked loudly 
against her wantonly writhing buttocks.


The dark-haired fraternity boy, moving carefully, locked his hands tightly 
to the housemother's smoothly flaring hips and rolled to the side, pulling 
her backwards on top of him. His long hot pole of flesh was still embedded 
deep in her backside as she lay full length on her back tight against his 
stomach and chest. Her legs were splayed out on the outside of his legs, and 
she looked up anxiously to the other boy, encouraging him with her eyes to 
mount her without further delay.


Mark didn't wait a second. He crawled between her widespread legs, 
straddling his fraternity brother's knees, and pushed the older woman's 
thighs far apart to their utmost limits. He grasped his thick aching weapon 
in his hands and guided it without a moment's delay into the velvety warmth 
of her wetly clasping pussy. He continued to thrust forward and his 
excitedly throbbing penis slithered deep into the farthest recesses of her 
vagina to scrape against the underside of Robbie's cock already buried in 
her rectum.


"Oh, oh God!" the blonde young housemother gasped as finally she lay 
sandwiched between the two young boys. She could feel each of their hotly 
pulsating cocks separately, one bringing a warm magic to her vagina and the 
other burning in her rectum, and each in itself was sending separate waves 
of deliciously forbidden pleasure through her. She could even feel the 
pressure on the thin membrane between her rectum and vagina, and at the 
moment, it felt almost as if there was nothing between the two young male 
organs. Together, they felt like the most gigantic penis in the entire 
world! She could feel her insides stretching and pulling, and her belly had 
never felt so filled and complete in her life!


"Is everybody ready now?" Robbie groaned from beneath.


"I am!" she moaned, almost incoherent from her already mounting rapture.


"I am, too!" Mark choked from on top of her. "Oh God, I can't wait any 
longer. C'mon, everybody. LET'S FUCK!!!!"


The two boys commenced a smooth sawing motion in and out of Sharon's moistly 
clinging pussy and rubbery tight rectum, buffeting the naked older woman 
between them like a rag doll. It only took a moment for them to fall into a 
mutual rhythm and Sharon, sandwiched between them, soon picked it up also. 
She eagerly undulated her sensually awakened body between, moving her 
warm-fleshed buttocks in tiny abandoned circles. Robbie's upthrusts into her 
wildly puckering rectum bounced her upwards to meet the downward drive of 
Mark's thick plunging cock into her steaming wet pussy. It worked perfectly! 
None of them had ever experienced anything like this before, and it seemed 
as though they had made a great discovery! Immediately, Sharon began to 
lubricate profusely. It became more and more incredible in the face of this 
group animal-like lust... there she was lying on her back, with her legs 
spread obscenely wide, accepting two plundering young cocks deeper and 
deeper inside her belly, one in her sensually quivering pussy and the other 
in her hotly searing rectum. It's like we've become one thing... an 
animal... or a machine! The imagery became more vivid for her. That's it. 
We're... like a f-fucking machine! We're the most fantastic machine in the 
whole world!


Mark, on top, thrust deeply and she bit at her lower lip in pleasure until 
she tasted the saltiness of her own blood. He plowed his thick male organ 
crushingly into the deep welcoming folds of her tightly clinging vagina, 
pressing great waves of her soft pink flesh in tingling ripples before it. 
This was what she wanted, her every wish seemed to be coming true! Her belly 
quaked and throbbed convulsively as the smoothly pistoning shaft plunged 
headlong into her again and again. Her mind whirled in useless efforts to 
reason out the lewd effects of the virile young penis filling her, crushing 
pleasurably her inner organs as it dug even deeper. Good God! Jesus! It felt 
like it would burst into her throat if he didn't stop! He was tearing her 
inhibitions from her body and then devouring them as he flexed the hotly 
bulging head once, twice... gulping her inner cunt away in mouthfuls of 
depraved sensuality. Her former being was rapidly leaving her, and there was 
nothing left now but these two steadily driving cocks, one in her vagina and 
the other in her rectum, filling her with a wild never-before-experienced 
sensual pleasure.


Behind her, Robbie shoved his long, blood-engorged penis forcefully in and 
out of the warm spongy flesh of her rectum, his every stroke inundated her 
being with a deliciously wanton feeling of forbidden delight.


"Oh shit, yes! Fuck my asshole!" she encouraged him on, her own lewd 
sluttish words merely adding fuel to her inner fires.


Robbie groaned as she reached down under herself, gently tickling his 
sperm-laden balls as he sank his lust-hardened cock to the hilt in her 
wide-split rear crevice. Sweat poured down his face. He was straining to see 
between their close-packed bodies, wanting to watch the pink flesh of her 
starred little anal hole draw back with his cock, greedily clasping at it as 
though to keep from escaping. In sadistic delight he imagined he could see 
his throbbing white length disappearing all the way up into her smoothly 
gyrating ass with every thrust. None of it would be left visible to the eye 
as it submerged to its full hot depth into her tight resilient passage. The 
lewd imagery caused him to ram especially deep inside her as though to burst 
her bowels asunder.


For Sharon, this hurt, but it was a pain that was strangely pleasurable. It 
was totally different from the throbbing pulsations Mark was causing in her 
ever more rapidly quivering vagina, but its savageness and wickedness filled 
her with an all pervading masochistic joy.


Suddenly, she knew that she was going to explode into her orgasm. It was 
there, just around the corner, still tantalizing her. Oh God... just a 
little more!


Immeasurable ecstasy began to flood through her tautly rippling belly and 
thighs, and she began to move with the two boys in an ever increasing 
abandonment, her shamelessly aroused body and mind all centering in now on 
the churning sensations of delight in her loins.


Then she realized the wildly throbbing expansion of the two cocks in her 
belly meant that the two young boys were nearing their climaxes, too! Their 
lunges into her became brutally crushing thrusts, wilder and wilder they 
became, nakedly voluptuous bodies tossing her roughly between them without 
consideration in their own lewd desperation. Among the three of them there 
came into existence a kind of primitive orgiastic dance of motion, point, 
and counter point, the rhythm and tempo increasing in rapidly building 
degrees. Even their three wanton groans and cries intermingled in an earthy 
primeval chorus of mad sexual abandonment.


Then... she began to cum... and cum... and cum some more... almost 
unendingly... Oh! It's here! I'm cuuuuuuuuummmmmmmmmmming! "I'm 
CUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMIII NNNNNGGGG!!! AAAAAAAAAAAARGH!!! OH GOD! Fuck me! 
FUUUUUUUCCCKK MEEEE!"


She seemed to be in a fantasy-land of cock; both of her holes were filled to 
overflowing with beautifully long hard penises that sent lewdly rising 
sensations of ecstasy rippling through her twitching pussy and made her 
whole body convulse with joy. There was nothing else but this world of cock.


"FUCK ME HAAAAAAAAAARDER! HAAAAAAAADER! DON'T EVER STOP!"


The two boys, sensing their total conquest of the older woman's body and 
mind, were going crazy, and they both lunged forward at the same time 
embedding their wildly gushing cocks deep into her rectum and pussy.


Mark buried his madly jerking penis as deep into the wet velvety heat of her 
vagina as he could, and felt his thick ejaculating shaft expanding to even 
greater dimensions, as it exploded violently. He continued battering into 
her for several more pelvis crushing strokes while he was still cumming. 
"OH! OH! OOOOOHHHHHH HHHHHHHHHHHH!" he squealed.


Beneath her, Robbie jerked the firmness of her nakedly writhing buttocks 
against his pelvis and, holding her firmly by the hip bones, pinioned her as 
unmovingly as possible on his wildly ejaculating penis while his semen hosed 
through his long hard cock in a white hot stream, his thickly heated sperm 
shooting far up into her hotly milking rectum. He grunted: "SHIT! I'M 
CUMMING! OH FUCK! FUCK!" He felt her deliberately working her inner ass 
muscles and then she shrieked that she was cumming again.


Then the three just lay there, collapsed in a spent and satiated heap for a 
long euphoric moment. In fact, several minutes must have passed before 
Robbie, at the bottom of the heap, became aware of the discomfort of the 
heavy weight upon him. He groaned, too exhausted to even speak, and prodded 
feebly until Mark finally pulled himself from his lethargy to roll from 
Sharon's body. Then, with a sigh - almost of reluctance - she slid off 
behind him. The older woman lay nakedly between the two boys and closed her 
eyes, smiling. She was concentrating on remembering forever this feeling of 
their hot white sperm deep in her widely-expanded twin passages... and this 
simple, but unbelievable moment, of total satisfaction.


"Well, we said we'd take you to the top," Robbie said finally. "And we made 
our promise good."


"But... this can't happen again... you realize that, don't you?" Sharon 
pointed out.


"Well, we thought that way at first, but now I'm having second thoughts 
about it!" He turned over on his side and gazed at the housemother's lushly 
ripened body possessively. "I'm thinking that we ought to get together... 
every chance we get!"


Sharon tensed and bolted upright on the bed. "But I don't want that!"


Mark interjected himself into the conversation: "Robbie, leave well enough 
alone!"


Sharon added: "And John's probably looking for me... right now!"


"He won't look here," Robbie smiled smugly. "And besides, we got it all 
figured... so he can't do a damn thing about it!"


CHAPTER SEVEN


Their thoughts were interrupted by the ringing of the phone in the annex 
next door. Sharon stared at the wall... I wonder why John doesn't answer it! 
Even after their conversation, the group had lain there for some time... 
just too exhausted to move. Then, slowly, one by one, they began to stir 
from the bed. Sharon, thoughts of guilt and growing disbelief at what she 
had done coming back to her, moved the slowest. By the time, she was finally 
pulling her dress over her head, the two boys were already dressed.


"I - I can't think of an excuse!" Sharon complained.


"Jesus, we were gone right through dinner!" Mark realized, then wondered 
ridiculously, I wonder what they had!


"Jesus Christ!" Robbie knocked the butt of his hand against his head in 
disgust with the other two. "Let's try to get ourselves together!"


Clearly, he decided, he was the only brains in the operation. "Now, we'll 
just sit down and discuss this... and get together on what we're going to 
say," he announced. He looked at the other two confused looking figures and 
directed them physically to sit on the edge of Mark's bed. He sat directly 
across from them on his own, facing them.


Sharon sat rocking on the edge of the bed, her face ashen and scared. 
"Somebody's coming!" she started.


"Probably someone that lives on the hall," Robbie said smoothly, but he 
nonetheless, walked to the door and made sure it was still locked.


"You stupid bastard!" Mark roared, coming up behind him. "Schroeder's going 
to have a master key!"


Nervous now, Robbie looked at the small desk that was bolstered against the 
door and pressed it against the portal more securely. Then he stood back and 
said decisively, "I suggest we just leave... right now! Then we can meet in 
the kitchen in a few minutes and talk more safely."


Mark snapped, "But we can't leave! Somebody's coming."


There were voices, low and rushed, and footsteps, also hurried, moving 
further down the hall steadily past one room after the other as they neared 
the cubbyhole shared by the two boys on the end. One set of footsteps was 
massive, ponderous, as though weighted down by something heavier even than 
lead.


Mark swallowed with difficulty and hissed: "It is Schroeder! Oh "Jesus! It's 
Schroeder!"


Down the hall, David turned to the older man and said, "Schroeder, get 
behind me... and let me do the talking while we check out each door!" The 
man grunted in reluctant agreement, but David practically had to knock him 
aside to get around his huge shoulders and in front of him.


Together, they walked down the hallway and cautiously checked out each door. 
David knocked, then he pounded and if there was no answer by that time, he 
tried making some comment that would bring out any possible inhabitants. 
That failing, Schroeder brought out the master keys, and they flung the door 
open.


Nothing! One, two... on and on... six doors, and still they had found 
nothing! "Be quiet!" David whispered as they neared the attic cubbyhole. He 
glanced at Schroeder nervously, and with good reason! The man, certain now 
that they were finally at the right room, was turning a vivid purple, and 
his muscles were tensing like an animal about to pounce for the kill. David 
worried that on the one hand he might have a heart attack... or, on the 
other, actually kill someone!


He pushed Schroeder back and they went through the same routine... the 
knocking... the pounding... David's friendly voice... then the master key. 
The door opened an inch and suddenly stopped.


"They've blocked up the door," David said out loud.


Inside, all pretense to calmness and control had been rapidly dropped by the 
three inhabitants, even Robbie who was holding the desk against the door 
with every ounce of strength he possessed while Mark pushed and dragged at a 
bureau, the only other really large item of furniture in the room. Sharon 
watched feebly from a far corner of the bed, tears pouring from her eyes. 
She had never been so confused and frightened in her life... to the point 
where she couldn't physically move. She didn't know what to do! She couldn't 
assist her abductors... but she was so, so afraid of her husband!


"Open it up!" David shouted. "Or we're going to break through."


On the other side, Robbie broke out in a sweat. It was a matter of time. The 
only chance was to keep the door closed long enough to present some kind of 
defense before Schroeder actually broke into the room and got his 
monster-sized hands on them. Maybe, he rationalized, they could soften his 
anger, cool him off... anyway you cut it, we're going to get the shit beat 
out of us... but it's a whole lot better than being... MURDERED. Funny, he 
thought now, how he had discounted Schroeder's uncontrollable brutishness 
when he had worked out so coolly the machinations of the abduction and rape. 
Sure, he could blackmail Schroeder... but only if there was something left 
of him!


"We got something to tell you first," he blurted through the door. 
"Something you got to know!"


"Sharon! What's happened to Sharon?" Schroeder roared and began throwing his 
body against the door.


"No, no, wait!" Robbie yelled back. "Everything's all right with Sharon. You 
can talk with her!"


Schroeder leaned against the door and said hoarsely. "Sharon?... WHAT HAVE 
THEY DONE WITH YOU?"


"Th-they kidnapped m-me... and r-raped me!" Sharon's frightened voice sobbed 
back piteously in her own defense from the bed.


"And she loved every minute of it!" Mark called out hastily.


There was a silence and Schroeder seemed to groan into the door. If that 
were false, Sharon... instinctively honest... would have denied it 
immediately. That protest, rushing out of her before thought, would have 
been a victimized woman's unconscious response. Obviously, she hadn't been 
victimized, at least totally... and now the moment had passed. "But that's 
not what I got to tell you, Schroeder?" Robbie breathed a sigh of relief and 
shouted back, growing in assurance. "We saw every thing between you and Mrs. 
Jensen. Your wife knows about it and, I guess, Jensen does now, too. But, if 
you make trouble about this, we're going to tell EVERYBODY! And the thing 
is, Schroeder," he almost began gloating, as he gained confidence, "is that 
it doesn't matter if it's true or not, the mere suggestion of it, the 
scandal will... RUIN YOU!"


Robbie sank back on his heels, gulping for breath. He had shot his wad. Now 
all there was to do was wait for Jensen's reaction. He hoped that Jensen 
might suddenly turn on Schroeder or, that failing, that Schroeder would fall 
for the blackmail.


"Okay," Schroeder said calmly. "You can open the door. Jensen isn't married 
to Teri, so he doesn't care. And I'll be leaving this job, so I don't care 
about that either. And I'm not going to... kill... you."


He had said that... like a concession!... and Robbie and Mark wore 
uncomfortable expressions. Mark couldn't help asking, though trying to sound 
calm, "What are you going to do... to us?"


"Beat the shit out of you," Schroeder said evenly. There was no threat in 
his voice, because it wasn't necessary. It was just a simple fact, obvious 
to anyone with eyes to see, that the huge man could and would handle the two 
young boys easily.


"We don't exactly go for that," Robbie said weakly.


"I want my wife out of there, and each second that passes... STARTING NOW... 
is going to make it just that much more fun for me.


Abruptly, there was the sound of furniture being pulled aside. Then, the 
door opened! The first thing that Jensen saw was Sharon, fully dressed and 
hovering back against the wall in the corner of a bed. She sauntered to her 
feet and stumbled across the room with shamed, downcast eyes.


David blinked in surprise as she passed through the door and Schroeder laid 
his big hand on her shoulder saying softly, "Honey, you go back to the house 
and take a bath. Crawl into bed and try to get some rest. I'll be coming 
back soon."


Jesus! What a change! David thought as he witnessed this sudden remarkable 
tenderness on Schroeder's part to his beaten, humiliated wife. Sharon looked 
up at Schroeder, her eyes widening as though she were about to cry, then 
moved rapidly down the hall. God, maybe he's not such a bad guy after all!


David peered in the room. When the door had first opened, the two boys had 
not been in evidence, as though they had been hiding behind the door. But 
now they moved out, slowly and gradually, to stand in the middle of the room 
and face Schroeder, obviously trying to get themselves ready for what was 
coming. They were sweating profusely and obviously tensed.


"Well, Jensen, "you'd better go," Schroeder turned to him hurriedly and 
shook his hand in a perfunctory fashion. "Thanks for all the help."


"Yeah," David said and swept his glance, one last time, over the two boys. 
They'd be all right, but they were in for something he was sure they would 
never forget. He didn't feel a bit sorry for them. He turned away and began 
walking down the hall.


"And don't forget what you said about that car!" Schroeder called after him. 
"I'm holding you to it, of course."


"Oh... yeah," David said lamely, though inwardly he was stunned. But he 
walked on down the hall, without saying anything, and turned down the 
stairs.


By the time, he had reached the first floor, Sharon Schroeder had 
disappeared... forever... at least to him. He threw his clothes hurriedly in 
his bag and walked out the front door, crossing the front lawn, and heading 
rapidly as he could travel the several blocks of stately residences before 
he hit the highway. It was dark now, and the highway was flashing with the 
bright lights of heavy commuter traffic.


He stopped at a corner of a likely looking junction. On foot now! he 
thought. The goddammed prick, Schroeder! But he'll be nicer to his wife 
now... so that's something! But still he's a partial prick!


Then, slowly, the thoughts of Schroeder and Sharon... and Teri, and the past 
several days, dissolved and slipped completely from his mind. Now, after ten 
minutes waiting, his thoughts centered on the question: where to now? East? 
West? His heart seemed to be lifting and he was filled with a feeling of 
escape. East! he decided suddenly. It was funny, he thought... he had had a 
girl, he had had a car. And now, he had neither the girl nor the car! He had 
just himself and twenty-five dollars. He smiled down the highway... then why 
am I so goddamned happy?


An expensive, low slung red Jaguar XKE slid up to the curb and pulled to a 
stop. David bent his head to see a long-legged, big-breasted brunette 
reaching across the seat and rolling down the window...


The End
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Chapter 1


A descriptive paragraph she had typed onto final draft the day before 
from her husband's current masterpiece raced sensually through Beth Ann 
Durke's young mind as she watched her handsome neighbor leave his 
expensive home across Tasman Drive and walk with a smooth, athletic 
grace toward his three-car garage. Mmmm, he did! He literally radiated 
virility! What had Jay entitled the book? HER LUSTY NEIGHBOR? Yes, that 
was it ... and very fitting, or so it would seem. She remembered the 
exact passage:


He was tall, broad-shouldered and handsome, the possessor of a wealthy 
crop of black hair which was worn in fashionable masculine shagginess 
to the nape of his neck. Only slight tinges of grey brushed his 
temples; flecks of a similar color floated about in his lecherous dark 
eyes. Neighborhood wives, the promiscuous young girls who worked for 
him, in fact, women in general who happened to lay eye on him, couldn't 
help but secretly ask themselves the same erotic question. With such a 
handsome face and built, could he possibly be as good in bed as he 
physically suggested? In fact, just how big and enduring was it ... 
that unknown quantity he had to be superbly endowed with?


Yes, the intrigued, blonde wife lustfully imagined as she stood behind 
the front room drapes admiring Stan Wilson, he just had to be 
masterfully blessed with a large penis. She watched him back the black 
Continental from the garage, then saw his vivacious Sara come running 
from the house in a smart looking wrapper and matching gold slippers to 
bestow a day-lasting kiss on him through the lowered car window. With 
what Beth had come to regard as almost a neighborhood tradition, Sara 
Wilson carried on a simpering flourish of bye-byes and dainty swipes at 
her long, coal-black hair, then demurely clutched at the expanded bosom 
of her attractive robe until he was into the street and gone.


Undoubtedly, she'd bought the morning wrap in Los Angeles, Beth 
reasoned with envy. Certainly, there wasn't anything that chic in San 
Arbella, to say nothing of the Edgemont Heights shopping center! She 
tasted from her cup, letting her thoughts return to the male reason for 
her secret excitement as she moved from the window toward the kitchen. 
Again, she glanced down at the provocative ensemble she'd chosen for 
her intended role of seduction, trying to recall the reflection that 
her vanity mirror had offered.


It was her favorite outfit, but she was growing tired of it. Still, she 
was satisfied that it showed her legs and ripely curved body off best, 
and that was the delight of finely knitted material. Black always did 
things for her anyway - like most blondes who wore their long hair in a 
straight, below-the-shoulder fall of casualness and the skirt was more 
than just a little bit mini. Turtle necked and clinging, the 
combination not only displayed a racy eyeful of thigh, but made it 
possible for her to go without a brassiere and yet not appear 
chippyish. Fortunately, she still had the firm uplift of full rounded 
breasts to carry off the braless fad with a proud 'in' look, though she 
couldn't remember when she'd last discarded the snugly reassuring 
garment before that morning. Nor for that matter, she mused, a chill of 
lewd incitement prickling up her back, could she ever remember wearing 
a sexy garter-belt and high-thighed hose with a mini, either; but she 
was that morning, and with the sheerest wisp of black nylon panties she 
owned shading her most intimate parts!


The rackety-tat-tat of Jay's prolific typewriter coming from his study 
only helped to underscore her lurid intentions. Even if she didn't need 
shoes, her naughty little scheme would have taken her into Stan 
Wilson's 'Footwear For The Family' store to try on a new pair, and 
Jay's erotic writings were responsible. She'd certainly been conscious 
of their handsome neighbor's existence before her husband had chosen 
him as a model for his lead character, but it was the satyric lustiness 
that Jay had fleshed him with that had set the fire warmly glowing 
inside her loins. Silly though it was, Stan Wilson and Vic Slade of THE 
LUSTY NEIGHBOR had become one and the same person for her, while she 
saw herself as Della Stewart, the novel's sensuous and sexually 
frustrated young wife. As for Sara, Beth could hardly see her in the 
role of Maggie Slade, the bi-swinging temptress; she was too petite and 
prissily shy, as if she wouldn't speak at the table if she had a 
mouthful. But perhaps Jay was right when he insisted that those were 
the kind who came on like a prairie-fire in bed. She, herself, wouldn't 
know, though she couldn't help but wonder what Jay would ever do with 
such a wanton ball of flame if given the opportunity. In the fifteen 
months of their marriage he'd never once taken her all the way, and 
damnit, she wasn't that under-sexed, nor given to just lying there 
waiting for ecstasy to sweep her away ...


Oh well, to hell with it! The die had already been cast as far as she 
was concerned! If there were any regrets, providing her seductive 
little trap worked, they certainly wouldn't be on her part, the young 
blonde wife determined, a risqu thrill of arousal edging her nerves. 
She set her empty cup onto the kitchen table, tracing her lush, white-
glossed lips with a skilled little finger. For a moment, she listened 
to the rhythmic typing clatter of her egotistical, near middle-aged 
husband, the infuriating knowledge that he had unwittingly ensnared her 
with believable spoofs of security when she was on the rebound of a 
heartbreaking romance, adding to her fervid sense of non-guilt.


Love him? Yes, oddly enough, she knew that she did in some ridiculous 
sort of way. But what she had in mind, what had begun as a mere caprice 
and continued to ferment ever since she'd begun to re-type her spouse's 
pornographic manuscripts was far removed from that vein of affection. 
In the beginning, she'd had hope for their marriage, but the sexual 
frustrations had quickly drained the sap from it, leaving some sort of 
sterile bond she compared to the feeling she'd had for the uncle and 
aunt who'd raised her.


Jay Robert Durke was a big man, bearded of late, robust and a shade 
less than achieving complete failure when she'd met him. Generally, she 
thought of him as an overgrown child, awesomely equipped genitally, but 
God knows, heartbreakingly inadequate with all of his blessing. She'd 
actually met him in the office where she'd clerked and he'd been a once 
a month calling salesman. Her lover and future husband, who had been 
winding up his last year at law school, had done the sonofabitch thing 
... met and married another woman two weeks before!


She'd lived and breathed agony, probably two steps away from shoving 
her head into the gas oven of her apartment! Jay Durke, drunken 
lingerie traveler and an unknown week away from being fired, had been a 
desperately needed pillar to cling to. She had let him sleep with her 
the very first night and damned near laughed in his face in both mental 
and sensual chaos at his inexperienced love-making. Still, she'd had 
hopes, and he did mean security, so she had blindly married him that 
very week-end in Chicago and climbed aboard a 707 with everything she 
owned stored in the cargo below.


The dawning had come slowly. He'd found them a rundown apartment in San 
Arbella, and that's where they had stayed until he started making money 
and they'd moved to this rented luxury home across the street from the 
wealthy Stan Wilson. Though they had never completely run out of money, 
her meatloaf had begun to taste like salted glue before he'd made his 
connection with 'Mr. Ace,' proving that he could write, as he'd 
invariably insisted. From the beginning, after his continual bed 
fiascoes and the sickening realization that his offered security was 
little more than sand-castles he, himself, believed, Beth had sneaked 
off to bed at night when she could, while he worked into the wee hours. 
In the daytime, he faithfully chased down the 'Help Wanted' ads, but 
their romance which had never existed from the onset as far as she'd 
been concerned, was rapidly destroying her. She'd been closer to 
leaving him than she had shoving her head in the oven back in Chicago! 
Then, he'd sold his first porno book!


All of those grueling midnight hours he'd spent had suddenly taken on 
meaning for her, but nothing in comparison to the sight of his first 
check! She'd sat there staring at it in an almost greedily wicked 
passion, the full meaning of her tearful happiness leading to the utter 
fizzle that erotic night of love-making should have been. God! she'd 
inwardly groaned in despair, how long was a girl expected to indulge 
her natural need with the caresses of her own finger?


Indefinitely, she'd finally concluded, while reveling in the 
extravagances the self-glorious man showered on her! But as the weeks 
passed the feeling of security became matter-of-fact, and his 
impractical spending less consoling. By the time they'd settled on 
Tasman Drive, Beth knew she had to do something, or hopelessly lose her 
mind! She was twenty-six years old and he damned near twice that, not 
an intolerable age difference had they been compatible in bed. But 
instead, he was destroying the most intimate of her possessions ... her 
sensuality! It was sometime during that period of desperation that 
she'd offered to do his final typing in one last effort to drown her 
frustration in his work, and try to save their marriage.


"Hey ... this is pretty raw stuff for you, baby," Jay had replied to 
her offer, a big grin broadening his reddish, hairy face. "Maybe you 
should read a book or two, first ..."


"Oh ... come on, daddy. I'm twenty-six remember? Your little Beth knows 
all the nasties ..."


Oh, but had she been wrong! The vintage of her erotica, she'd quickly 
discovered, was early teenage ... schoolgirl ... and at that, a dozen 
years behind the time! Jay's first two books had enlightened her there, 
and then some. Maybe he was no fireball in bed, but what he couldn't 
conceive of with the lust-inciting, written word, had sent her avidly 
pouring through his following novel, plus the two after that! Whewww! 
She'd always considered herself a normal, desirous female with basic 
tendencies, but her forty-six year old husband's pornographic tales had 
generated unknown fiery tingles of forbidden temptation inside her the 
likes of which she'd never even dreamed of! She'd even attempted to 
experiment with some of his wanton females' antics, taking them to bed 
with her to try on him, but for some reason she'd never, never 
understand, that had been futile too. He was a paper tiger!


His maddening pattern of inability, in fact, had grown even worse 
before her increasing, passionate hunger, until the reading and typing 
of his manuscripts had, like an aphrodisiac, brought her to this very 
morning! Frightened? Yes, she was that and then some, but just as 
determined, too ...!


"Beth ...? How about some hot coffee for your lover-man, baby?"


A grating twinge immediately gnawed at the sexily dressed young wife's 
belly at her trumpeting husband's summons. Lover-man, she repeated in 
mockery under her breath. He'd been that the night before, too! As 
usual, he'd driven her almost to the peak of the mountain, then left 
her there to get over the top by herself, or slide back down, whichever 
she preferred. He'd been too drunk to know how she'd managed it, but 
she had and by stealing a page from one of his salacious volumes, while 
he'd snored like a disgusting, satiated ox beside her ... It was right 
then that she'd definitely made up her mind ...!


"Beth?" he shouted again, louder this time.


"Yes ... I heard you, Jay. It's coming," she returned, carefully 
keeping the irritation from her tone, and it wasn't too difficult. With 
the morning sunshine, she realized that she had again slept away the 
frustrated anger. That, along with the sensuous intentions she'd set 
her pruriently fevered mind to in luring her handsome neighbor into an 
affair, left small room for wasted resentment.


Still, she couldn't help but recall with little fiery ripples of lust 
how close Jay had come to doing it for her the night before! They both 
had plenty to drink, he, twice as much as she, of course, and that had 
been her fault. She'd fed them to him with purpose, operating on 
another theory which he repeatedly had used in his novels ... the 
staying power of the well-liquored male. God, if there was any truth in 
it - she had excitedly thought as she skipped around in her see-through 
nightie to make him drinks before curling up beside him on the couch 
and letting him lustfully run his big, hot hands over her nearly naked, 
erogenous curves - he should wind up a human dynamo! She'd gotten him 
drunk, amazed as always by his alcoholic capacity, and just as 
astonished at his unbelievable recuperative ability, such as this very 
morning. She doubted if he even knew the meaning of the word 
'hangover.'


He had been panting, animalish, and staggering when they'd made it to 
the bedroom for the final course. Smoldering, she'd whipped her nightie 
over her head, bouncing nakedly onto the bed into a lewd, thigh-spread 
position like a child playing 'statue,' except she'd been a very hot 
young wife with no intentions of taking an immobile part in the game! 
"Christ, baby, you're a voluptuous doll to look at!" he'd thick-tongued 
in a hoarse voice, pulling at his clothes while she laid there watching 
him.


Sure, he was getting soft with age and noticeably paunchy with an 
overhang of spare-tire around the middle, but the long, thick hardness 
of his lust-swollen penis standing out from his strong, hairy loins 
immediately dwarfed all else. Trembling sensations of shameless desire 
had shivered over her exciting nakedness, her craving eyes riveted on 
his large, sperm-bloated testicles heavily swaying between his legs. 
God, how desperately she had hoped ...!


Suddenly, he'd been on top of her, kissing her with drunken passion, 
nibbling at the hardened pink nipples of her swollen breasts, running 
his big, searing hands over her wetly throbbing pussy, while his cock 
throbbed against the sensitive flesh of her thigh. He'd muttered and 
panted to her sensual writhings beneath him, choking out obscene, 
stimulating words and phrases of love that had fervidly goaded her to a 
point of whorish lust. God, she'd suck him if he'd let her! But no ... 
no, not first! He had to ... had to make her cum at least once before 
anything else, and she wanted to do nothing that might destroy that 
possibility!


He drunkenly crawled between her eagerly trembling thighs which she'd 
anxiously spread wide for him. "I'm going to fuck you right out of your 
mind, lady!" he'd lewdly promised, using the four-letter tools of his 
trade that she wanted to hear. Their graphic sounds fired her with wild 
chills of intensive passion. "Put it in, baby! Stuff it in your hot 
little cunt-hole!"


She'd been that certain of the 'at last' moment when she'd reached down 
and grasped the heated length of his solid, thick cock to splay open 
the moistened lips of her hungrily throbbing vagina, placing its fleshy 
head at the mouth of her cunt. Impatiently, she'd spread her legs even 
further as she raised her steaming loins up to him, confident that this 
time his fantastic spear of hardness was going to do it for her, and 
not caring how hard he plunged that first time!


He had! His huge, hotly throbbing cock had raced into the liquid 
reception of her wanting pussy-channel like a challenging knight with 
huge lance in jousting charge, filling the dilated core of her seething 
young body with an enchantment of fury. Yes ... yes, this time! It 
would happen this time, she'd feverishly reasoned, straining beneath 
this powerful man, her husband, in sluttish abandon!


His raging cock had wildly pounded in and out of the tight, pink 
opening up between her legs, while he grunted and spewed deliciously 
foul words and phrases down at her, each and every one inciting her all 
the more.


"Oh, oh, Jay lover ...! It's beautiful! Yessss! Fuck me out of my mind 
... like you promised!"


"Yehhhh ... right out of your cunt-boggled mind, baby!" he'd gasped. 
"Your lover-man's layin' it in there, ain't he? Filling your hot belly 
with a yard of fat cock, eh eh?"


"Oooo yes, darling yesss! A-And I'm going ... going to suck it for you 
... make it cum right in my mouth!" she'd obscenely hissed up at him, 
realizing now that her lewd promise had been her first mistake because 
he had gone out of his mind in excitement.


She'd felt the tremble of muscular tension ripple over his big heavy 
body above her. "Goddamn!" he'd blurted. "And ... and you mean it, too, 
don't you, kitten! S-Suck me off ...! Shit ...! Get ready, honey, big 
daddy's gonna blow 'em! Oh Christ ..."


And he had, his cock had raced into her frantically churning pussy and 
began to spew its life-draining, masculine semen into her. With bitter 
frustration, she'd dug her nails into his naked ribs, his arms, his 
shoulders!


"Oh no ... nnooo, Jay, pleaseee?" she'd begged, even knowing it was 
useless as she thrust her wetly pulsating loins up at him to accept his 
warmth puddling into her belly.


Until finally, there'd been nothing but the rolling of his huge, 
passed-out frame off of her, the wild burning hunger aflame in her 
loins and belly nearly driving her to tears! She wasn't about to try 
and haul him up onto the pillow; in fact, he could have died right 
there and she would have probably celebrated! The bastard! The drunken, 
selfish bastard! Oohhhh ... and she'd been so hot ... hooottt!


She'd remembered, then, his very own words from the written page 
luridly streaming through her mind! The identical situation ... and 
without hesitation, she'd sat up, taken Jay's limp hand to place his 
thick fingers the way she wanted them, and then wormed two of them up 
into her hotly seething vagina. She locked her naked thighs to hold his 
fingers in place while she obscenely squirmed and writhed her naked 
loins onto their semi-limpness, at the same time fingering her tiny, 
sensitively erect clitoris. In the interim of building climax, she'd 
lustfully fondled his long flaccid cock and played with his emptied 
balls, but all of it together as she remembered it now, had hardly been 
a night of love ... anything but the erotic scene she'd 
enthusiastically imagined ...!


"Beth, what about that coffee?"


"Coming ... right now," she called back, satisfied that all was on the 
tray she carried, except her own cup. This, he noticed immediately when 
she set it on his desk.


"You're not having any, baby?" he questioned, looking up at her with 
those watery gray eyes that too much Scotch had tattooed with a crimson 
fringe. He smiled in part, his teeth and lips showing with contrasting 
white and red through the mow of graying whiskers covering his broad 
face. Shades of the poor-man's Hemingway, she derisively thought.


"No. I'm going down to the center to do some shopping," she casually 
replied, examining with feigned interest the work he had ready for her.


"Say ... you look sharp, doll ... real sexy!" he said, swiveling his 
chair around to better ogle her. "Now that's my gal! Look at those 
gams! Christ!"


She smiled to his compliment. "Is there anything you'd like before I 
leave?"


"Hmmmm, maybe ... A fifteen minute taste of you might fire the day's 
production to no Goddamned end!"


The urge to ask him what he intended to do with the last ten of them, 
Beth forced herself to put to one side. Instead, she poured his coffee, 
adding two lumps of sugar. Some fresh air ... that's what she needed 
... amongst other things ...


"Where the hell did you get that outfit? I never saw it before, did I?"


She swallowed. Mustn't screw up. "Not since last Thursday or so," she 
replied, portraying the wifely expression of pleasure at his noticing 
her. "I bought it the week before I met you."


"Yeah ...?" He shook his big head in amazement. "That's a real mini, 
all right. But you can wear 'em, baby! Come here and give your lover-
man a little kiss."


Beth did, smiling. As raucous, lewd, drunken, and self-inflated as he 
was, there was something about him that could trigger her! Maybe it was 
his beard, soft and fuzzy when it tickled her cheeks. How would she 
react to it taunting her inner thighs, like Myra in THE SATANIC MONK 
...?


"Mmmmmm, honey-dipped lips," he sighed, reaching around to smooth his 
big hand over the rounded swell of her buttocks.


"Down, rover," Beth gently countered, backing out of his reach, knowing 
his next move was to ease up in under her tiny skirt, and she certainly 
didn't want him to learn what she wasn't wearing there! "Can I get you 
anything before I go?"


He slurped at his coffee, setting the cup down with a clatter of cheap 
earthen-ware. "As a matter of fact, I think I'll go with you, doll. I 
need a hair-trim and I can get that while you're doing your thing. 
What're you shopping for, anyway?"


Beth tensed as she reached down for one of his cigarettes, anger 
needling her. He sat watching and waiting, making no effort to offer 
her a light. She scooped up his desk lighter and did it herself, 
irately wondering what the hell it was that kept her from climbing onto 
a bus for Chicago!


"Groceries and shoes," she snapped with an exhale of smoke, struggling 
to keep the ire from her voice. "I-I need a pair ... or else a bale of 
cardboard to slip into those I'm wearing!" she uncontrollably added.


Though she wasn't looking directly at him, his curvaceous long-haired 
young wife saw his face squinch into a hurt grimace. She walked around 
his desk toward the window, keeping her back to him, immediately sorry 
she had said it. Damn, it was those pained expressions he could get in 
his pitiable eyes which made her melt inside.


"Hey, honey ... what's this bit? Y-You know you can have anything you 
want, don't you? We've got it now ... money in the bank ... whatever 
you need to make you happy. Come on, don't twist daddy's testes like 
that? Just name it, doll, and it's yours!"


"A-All I want is a pair of shoes, Jay ... and I'm not even sure I can 
find them in the center," she calmly managed, gazing idly through the 
window as she smoked. "I-I thought I'd stop in at Stan Wilson's ..."


"Okay, let's give it a shot, hon! I could use a pair of kicks, myself!" 
He bounded up from his chair. "This little gem can spare me the 
morning. Come on, baby! Lover-man's going to take you shopping! 
Goddamnit, you're going to have all the shoes you can carry home ...!"


Chapter 2


Beth couldn't remember when she'd been more uptight, unless it was at 
her junior prom when her aunt had been chaperone-in-charge, and she'd 
dated a senior with a reputation of being the coolest, swingingest guy 
in school! He'd had to drive her home in his father's car with her aunt 
in the back seat, and the entire way Beth had breathlessly tried to 
restrain his hot, young hand secretly smoothing up and down her 
trembling inner thigh for fear Aunt Zelda would get wise and lay an egg 
right there! And that had been that! He'd never asked her out again! 
Somehow, this seemed like a repeat performance of that disastrous 
night!


At the moment, her doting husband, in the most unconventional garb his 
blatant taste could imagine, was guiding her along the walkways of 
Edgemont Heights shopping center. Not that there were any fashion-
plates in the area, and not that she gave a damn what other people 
thought, but a pith-helmet, shooting jacket, and bedroom slippers ...? 
And worse, he was sure as the devil about to louse up her vampish 
little scheme! He had all intentions of accompanying her into Stan 
Wilson's store and trying on shoes, boots, whatever it was, dumping his 
big frame right in the seat beside her, and how could she do one damned 
thing?


Blast it! If only there was some other way of getting to know their 
neighbors better ... at a party, perhaps ... She felt certain she could 
manage it all nicely from there. Last Sunday, in her white, skin-tight 
shorts and a tiny halter, she'd purposely gone out to putter around the 
yard, work which she wouldn't even consider if Sara Wilson hadn't set 
the pace, and knowing that Jay ogled the vivacious brunette in her 
usual bikini as if she were an exotic dancer. At first, Beth hadn't 
been sure the handsome Mr. Wilson was seeing her out there doing her 
exaggerated stoopings and squattings, antics that bordered on the 
obscene, but she had finally glanced up to catch him watching her from 
a bedroom window. He'd smiled and waved, and for two days she'd lived 
on that ...


"Here we are, baby," Jay gratingly crunched her thoughts, leading her 
into Wilson's Shoe Salon. "Have at it, hon! Just turn yourself loose. 
Your lover-man feels like indulging you!"


Beth moved away from him, tripping silently along the strip of 
carpeting in front of the empty chairs. Indulging you, she inwardly 
repeated, incensed. More of his jargon shit! Damn, she could throttle 
him for tagging along with her! She casually looked around, working to 
keep her rage from showing. At least, the store was empty of customers 
... clerks too, for that matter. and that pleased her. She'd planned to 
ask for Mr. Wilson anyway; that is, before her lover-man decided to 
escort her ...


Her blood-pressure quickened when with a handsome smile, the thirtyish, 
tall and broad shouldered Wilson himself appeared from the back room. 
Little twinges of lurid excitement immediately stirred in the depths of 
her belly at the way he carried himself; but there was something else 
in her belly - an apprehensive knot forming there too. God ... she 
could never go through with it, even if Jay wasn't with her! Imagining 
such lurid scenes was one thing, but when it came right down to the 
nitty-gritty ...?


"Well, hello neighbors! Nice to see you! Won't you have a seat and 
let's see if we can help you?" Stan Wilson suavely beamed, dollar-bill 
signs almost clicking in his eyeballs, Beth thought, but she hardly 
cared. Lord, he was handsome! "Who can we make happy?"


"The little wife, Stan," she heard her boisterous husband say, using 
their neighbor's first name as if they'd known him for years, and 
adding a gruff little laugh. "Poor kid needs some foot-wear... and why 
not, on the end of those legs, eh?"


Beth cringed with embarrassment as Stan drew up his stool, still 
smiling toward her husband, an obvious starchiness in the expression. 
Oh, why didn't that asshole keep his big, blowhard mouth shut? She 
crossed her legs, presenting her right foot.


"What did you have in mind, milady?" her gentlemanly neighbor softly 
questioned, gazing up at her with deep, dark eyes, the trace of a smile 
flickering about his attractive mouth, as with seemingly super-
sensitive hands, he removed her shoe.


"Oh ... something in a sandal, maybe. Black and with platform heel ... 
though I'm not sure," she quickly added, reluctant to discard her 
original baiting temptation, and the longer she sat there trying on 
shoes, perhaps ...


"Aahh ... we have a sharp new sandal that's all the rage this season, 
Mrs. Durke," he said, agilely swinging up and away.


"Come on now, Stan, you guys should call us by first name, seeing we're 
neighbors, right?" Jay mouthed after him. "She's Beth and I'm Jay. 
You're Stan and your wife's name's Sara, isn't it?"


"Yes ... that's right. Sara and Stan."


"So ...? Seeing we live right across the street from each other, let's 
get better acquainted?" the nearly exasperated young wife's middle-aged 
husband continued, winking at her. "First names from now on, right?"


"Why not?" Stan Wilson coolly answered, pulling boxes from tiers.


"You're a shop keeper and I'm an author," Jay said, his choice of 
titles mortifying Beth. "... Or maybe you didn't know that," her 
husband grinningly went on as their neighbor returned to seat himself 
on the stool. "Did you?"


"I ... ah ... never gave it much thought, to tell you the truth," the 
wavy haired, handsome man almost icily replied, taking the shoe from 
its box.


"I understand. You got your daily grind ... not much time to think 
about what other people do. I know what it is. I was in the old selling 
game myself for awhile ... grueling contest. But those days are gone, 
now .. just the creative art when the spirit moves me. Beth, here, does 
all my final work for me, when I'm not chasing her around the desk ... 
if you get what I mean, Stan ..."


She wanted to kill him right there! Dumping a shovelful of white-hot 
coals into his lying mouth would have served the purpose, Beth thought, 
utter rage shamefully scathing her insides. Goddamn him, she 
tremblingly seethed, intentionally uncrossing her nylon-sheathed legs 
to let their neighbor fit her foot into the shoe!


"H-How ... How's that feel?" the dark-eyed shoe salesman stammered, 
letting her know that he'd caught his first glimpse of what she'd 
originally come prepared to show him.


"Hmmmmm ..." She gained her feet, taking several observing steps on the 
carpet. They were absolutely ugly! But that had nothing to do with it. 
He'd looked right up between her legs for a brief moment, and she well 
knew what he could see through the snug fit of those sheer, nylon 
panties! Her pubic curls ... the very crevice of her pink-fleshed 
pussy, itself ...! "No ... no, I don't think so. These aren't what I 
had in mind ..."


"We have many more sandals, Mrs. - Beth," he lumpishly got out, his 
beautiful Adam's apple bobbing in his throat. "S-Shall we try on a 
few?"


"Sure, give 'em all the once over, baby," Jay butted in. "Hell, might 
better throw our business to old Stan here, than take it to L. A., 
right?" He leaned back, lighting a cigar. "Fella's got to sweat today 
to make it, eh Stan?"


Ignoring her coarse husband, Wilson said in a tone that trembled enough 
for her to feel its sensuous vibrations: "Let's try this one, Beth 
...?"


The alluringly dressed young wife tossed her long blonde hair in a 
characteristic gesture, then swept it back over her shoulders. The act, 
she was well aware, had made her braless, ripely full breasts ripple in 
provocative freedom. She was hardly conscious of her husband's 
presence, and could barely contain the smile she felt tugging at her 
wetly parted lips at her handsome neighbor's visible uneasiness. It 
registered that he must enjoy many sensual panoramas from his strategic 
position, and she was suddenly determined that none would be more equal 
to the bird's-eye view than that she would shortly offer him!


At the moment, while his perceptive hands were skillfully removing and 
replacing the shoe, her eyes were drawn to the short, black masculine 
hair lightly enshadowing their backs, a sensory shiver dancing up her 
spine. She leaned forward then, supposedly observing the sandal, coyly 
spreading her thighs, but not without a certain gracefulness.


"Mmmmm ... I think I like this better ... but the heel isn't exactly 
what I wanted," she said, pretending to study it, but from the corner 
of her eye she saw the lusty gleam leap into his deep, dark ones as 
they flitted back and forth, overly lingering each time they focused up 
between her legs.


"That's a damn good looking shoe on you, baby," Jay commented, hanging 
a stenchy cloud of thick smoke over them with his puffings. "Not every 
doll could show it off like you, right Stan?"


"T-True," their handsome neighbor stammered, dragging his eyes from her 
to briefly glance at her stretched out husband. She almost heard his 
eyeballs snapping back, then he lowered his head as if studying the 
fit, his gentle fingers feeling around her instep, but Beth wasn't 
fooled. While his broad brow hid the recess of his eyes, she knew he 
was straining them damned near out of their sockets to feast on the 
luring, nylon-misted revelation of her most intimate secret. "W-Would 
you like to try on the other ... Beth?"


"Oooohh ... yes, I think so."


He fumbled, dropped, retrieved and managed. Almost pathetically, he 
looked up then to catch her suggestive little smile of understanding. 
She stood, moving around him to pace the carpet.


"They look great, hon," Jay said. "You like 'em?"


"Yes ... I think so, but this one you just put on seems to have 
something sticking up into my foot," the voluptuous blonde wife lied, 
re-seating herself. One more little fleeting peek for him, and the next 
move was his.


"Ooohh ...? Well, let's have a look at that," Stan eagerly replied, 
dropping to his knees to remove it, but with head definitely bowed, 
almost as if he couldn't weather another dose of her voluptuously 
presented charms.


Beth was delighted! She'd reached him, all right! In fact, she'd wager 
that the slight bulge in the front of his trousers he was uncomfortably 
trying to conceal wasn't perpetual. She watched him smooth his hand 
over the insole, slowly rising from his kneeling position and saying 
something about 'when they came off the last ...'


"Easily taken care of, Mrs. - Beth ... if you like them," he unsteadily 
faltered, his avid dark eyes devouring her.


Damn, she sure had reached him, and in grand style! "Yes ... I think 
I'll take them, if you can do something about that ... whatever it is?"


"Of course ... yes ... well, it won't take a minute," he went on, his 
handsome face and eyes caught up in an expression of complete 
confusion. "I-I just have to put it on the workbench I have in back and 
give it a few taps ... Y-You can watch if you like ..."


"Just take your time, Stan. We're in no hurry," Jay voiced through a 
haze of smelly cigar smoke. "I think I want some boots, myself. Hey, 
where are they? I can be looking while you're fixing that?"


"Th-That row right over there," the shaken store-owner nervously 
pointed as her big, bearded husband lumbered across toward it.


"This one?"


"Yes, that's it ... go right ahead. The sizes are on the box-fronts. H-
Have a look at the styles while we give this a tap ... W-Would you like 
to watch, Beth?" he repeated.


"May I?" she questioned, looking him straight in his perplexed, burning 
dark-eyes.


"O-of course. Come along ... it's back here!" he finally got out, his 
nearly tremoring voice cracking twice. "It shouldn't take a minute, Mr 
... Jay ..."


"That's okay, no hurry. I'll just paw through these boots," Beth heard 
her husband say, while intensive, if timorous, excitement gripped her 
as the dividing curtain swept closed behind her and Stan Wilson dropped 
the shoe onto the little bench, turning to face her.


"T-There's nothing wrong with that shoe!" he hissed, his breathing 
short and raspy as he stared at her.


"I-I know ..." Beth whispered, moving toward him, so tight inside she 
thought something was surely going to burst! Everything that her 
middle-aged husband had ever written concerning promiscuous wives made 
itself available like a sensual reference library in her erotically 
determined brain! She raised her arms with obvious intent, letting her 
fingers pressure against his broad shoulders, then mindlessly ease 
around his neck, while he stood as if immobilized into a helpless 
numbness. "I-I know ...!" she huskily repeated.


"J-Jesus Christ!" he choked, his strong arm wrapping around her slender 
waist and drawing her tightly against him, his handsome mouth hungrily 
finding her warm, tongue-moistened lips in an ardent soul kiss! She let 
her own little tongue wetly greet his, her incited brain reeling as she 
enveloped him with the resilient fullness of her breasts, soft belly 
and hot thighs, urging the erogenous swell of her yielding fleshy mound 
against the lengthy bulge of his thickly aroused hardness. The 
passionate sensation of its solid, masculine feel whipped her breath 
away!


"Y-You beautiful witch!" he hoarsely panted, smoothing his big hands 
lustfully over the rounded swell of her buttocks. "Y ... you were 
showing it to me out there ... wearing those tiny little panties ... 
Christ! You were, weren't you ... weren't you?"


"Y-Yes ...! D-Did you like what you saw?"


"Goddamn ... I loved it! When ... where?" his words were hot, gasping 
breaths against her face, the heat of his strong, sensitive hands 
penetrating through the knit of her tiny skirt to the tensed ovals of 
her rounded buttocks! It'd gone just as she'd conceived it ... her bit 
of lewd exhibitionism ... but now, what? God, this was no time to get 
panicky, or suddenly have second thoughts! Yet ...?


"Well ...?" he insisted. "When, honey ... and where?"


"Oohhh ... I-I don't know!" she tremulously whispered. "But ... but I 
want to, darling ...!"


"Damn ... you mean it, too, don't you?" he croaked, his breathing 
filling the cluttered little room with short, sizzling sounds.


For answer, Beth uncontrollably pressured even tighter to him, almost 
imperceptibly undulating her desire-filled, soft belly, loins and 
thighs with suggestive fervency against his hardened, rhythmically 
throbbing penis. A scene from one of Jay's mate-swapping years raced 
through the archives of her sensually intoxicated mind, and like the 
young wife in the story who was desperately trying to seduce her 
reluctant neighbor, she passionately kissed him on the lips, then began 
to tickle the end of his handsome nose with the tip of her hot, wet 
little tongue.


"Uummgghh ..." he huskily groaned, his heated hands stroking downward 
to the backs of her nyloned thighs, then up in under her tiny skirt to 
tease the smooth flesh above her stockings, and finally to caress and 
cup the rounded fullness of her flimsily covered buttocks! His wetly 
fevered mouth smothered her own as she sensually returned as much as he 
gave, eagerly lashing tongues with him, while his finger tips 
descended, tracing the deep crevice separating the tensed mounds of her 
ovalled, near-naked buttocks. Then, one outstretched thick finger was 
worming its way between her trembling, full thighs from behind, the 
erotic sensation causing her to gasp out! Suddenly, through her 
panties, she felt its wanted hot pressure against the desire-dampened 
mouth of her vagina, and an electric current rippled through her as it 
tried to wriggle inside the moistened, narrow crotchband


"No ... no, darling, not here!" the hotly aroused young wife whispered, 
locking her strong, full thighs like a fleshy vise over his probing 
hand to hamper his frantic operation. "Please ... it's too dangerous 
with him right out there!" she insisted, her sultry green eyes 
searching his while she reached behind her and gently disengaged his 
lewdly exploring fingers. Then, pressing the hardened tips of her proud 
young breasts against his chest, she reached beyond him to the little 
bench, picking up the flat-nosed hammer and banging it three times 
against the bench top.


"Wh-What the hell are you doing?" her shuddering neighbor rattled with 
a start.


"Making the necessary sounds ... remember, love? You're supposed to be 
repairing a shoe?"


"Y-Yeah ... Christ, yes ... I forgot he was even out there! Goddamn! 
You're something else, girl ... blow a man's mind ..."


"Please ... don't tease me ...?"


"Tease you? Holy Christ! Who's teasing whom?" he hotly questioned, 
trying to draw her back tight to him, while she wedged her hands 
against his athletic chest as a buffer. "I-If he wasn't out there, I'd 
... I'd ..."


"You'd what?" she excitedly pressed, wanting to hear him say it.


"Damn it, you know what I'd do!"


"You'd fuck me right here!" the intensively fired Beth lewdly finished 
for him in an intimate whisper, the four letter word never sounding 
more exciting to her, or to him, as it obscenely tumbled from her lush 
lips at that moment. "I-Is that what you were going to say, Stan?"


"Goddamn! You ... you luscious creature!" he cawed, his lust-inflamed 
dark eyes reflecting the depth of the jolt her use of the graphic word 
had triggered inside him. He gushed a hot draft of breath against her 
face, his eyes gleaming with a frenzy. "When, Beth? Tonight? Can you 
get out ...?"


"Whoa, darling ... not so fast," Beth reflexively countered, something 
in the nature of apprehension clutching at her within. She took the 
decorative handkerchief from his breast pocket to dab away the smear 
her lightly tinted lip gloss had left on his mouth. It was a 
subterfuge, a stall for time ,her mind racing in a melee of confusion. 
"B-Better not let Sara see this hanky," she said, tucking it back into 
his pocket.


"What ... what about tonight? A friend of mine owns a motel a few miles 
out of town! There won't be any problems ..."


"What about Sara?" she interrupted, in God's name, never knowing why, 
unless that was a woman's natural reaction and subconsciously placing 
herself in the position of his vivacious, raven-haired young wife.


He stared at her open-mouthed, part of the expression on his handsome 
face and in his tormented eyes enough to make her want to climb right 
up on the little bench for him! Oohhh ... she was really so hot it was 
a wonder that her tiny, thin panties didn't disintegrate! Maybe they 
had! Still, she couldn't deny the forces, whatever their source, that 
were restraining her, and they certainly never appeared in Jay's 
themes!


"What the hell! Forget Sara! She's got nothing to do with this ... with 
you and me! Look, can you make it tonight ...?"


Before he could, finish or she answer, Jay's harsh voice came to them! 
"Hey! What're you doing back there, remaking that shoe, you guys? Come 
out and take a look at these boots, doll!"


"How about it? Tonight?" Stan Wilson pressed in an urgent whisper.


"N-No ... I can't, tonight! Besides ... we have to think of your wife, 
and ... and my husband ... at least, a little bit!" Beth defensively 
answered hardly knowing what she meant by her words.


"Think of them ...? Christ, girl, what's with you, anyway?"


"Ooohhh ... I-I shouldn't have let you ..."


"The hell with that shit! W-What are you, anyway ... a goddamn 
cocktease?" he spat at her. "You come tripping in here with your 
husband, practically nothing on beneath that frigging skirt, show me 
your cunt like you're waving a flag, then suddenly give me that old 
'your beautiful wife' routine! What the hell's with you, Mrs. Durke? 
You have problems in bed with that talented artist out there, or 
something ...?"


The venom in his cutting words burned into the young blonde wife like 
eating acid, and she backed away from him with tears brimming up into 
her big, round eyes! God, what'd happened? It had all been flowing so 
beautifully! Just the way she'd envisioned it! Ooohhh ... she'd truly 
blown it ... blown it! And now, what ...?


She dropped her head and he said: "Damnit, look, honey, I'm sorry! I 
didn't mean it ... honest! You're just too much, is all ..."


"Hey! You characters coming out here, or should I go out for coffee, 
maybe?" Jay's voice reached her, a tone of up-tightness barbing it.


Beth moved forward, quickly picking up and slipping on the new sandal. 
She daintily wiped at her eyes as Stan said: "Look, I'm sorry! Please 
...? Tonight. We can straighten all of this nonsense out, Beth! I 
promise ...!"


The voluptuous, long-haired blonde wife didn't look at him. She knew if 
she did she'd probably meet him in an alley if that's what he wanted! 
God, she'd never been any hotter, or closer to spreading her legs, in 
her life! Instead, she said: "No ... I can't, Stan. Let's just think 
about it. Maybe ... maybe, we both made a mistake ...!"


"Shit! Listen ... wait a second, baby! Oh Christ ...!" Beth heard him 
choke behind her as she brushed the curtain to one side and walked out 
into the front of his store, every inch of her alive with sensual 
excitement.


"There, it's all right now, Jay darling! Mr. Wilson fixed it 
beautifully!"


"Aawww, come on, baby ... not Mr. Wilson," her cigar-chewing husband 
reminded. "Stan ... remember? We're neighbors, eh? And ... how do you 
like these boots on me ...?"


Chapter 3


Beth Ann Durke couldn't be any less conscious of the male eyes 
appraising her enhanced young curves as she, accompanied by her 
outlandishly dressed husband, treaded the familiar sidewalks of the 
Edgemont Heights shopping center. His whispering dispatches that this 
'punk' and that 'bastard' had just undressed her, dribbled off the 
voluptuous blonde wife like water off the proverbial duck's back. She 
had just over-played her starring role, then upstaged her own self in 
the manner of a Miss Do-Good from a B movie! In short, she'd absolutely 
muffed it ... needling him with Sara, then slipping into the offended 
other-woman part before she'd even been cast!


God, how stupid could one get? Pretty bad, she inwardly seethed, sick 
at the thought of having him, that gorgeous hunk of man, right in her 
eagerly yearning, little hands, then frittering away her hold through 
girlish ridiculousness. Damn, she'd never intended they be any more 
than lovers, an affair, an experience! "When Beth? Tonight? Can you get 
out ...?" he'd panted, his breathing a masculine, lusty blowtorch 
against her face. "Whoa, darling ... not so fast ...!" she'd childishly 
answered ... and God, why, she'd never, never know ...!


"You dig the boots, baby?" Jay's raucous voice interrupted.


"I-I guess so."


"Wilson was wearin' a pair of suede jobs, but they're Goddamned sweet 
for me. Fruit boots, you know," he said, his ludicrous inference not 
even meriting a reply from her. "You know, he seems to be an all right 
guy? We'll have to get better acquainted with 'em ... like that Vickie 
Davis next door to us. I see her and Sara talking a lot, and she just 
walks right into the Wilson's as if she owned the place."


"Does she? I never noticed," Beth replied, preoccupied and barely with 
their conversation.


"Sure ... she and that German Shepherd dog of hers ... What's its 
name?"


"Lancer."


"Yeah, Lancer." He wagged his bearded-faced head as he lumbered along 
beside her. "Beautiful dog, but town's no place for an animal like 
that. Should be on a ranch or farm where it can get out and run ... 
exercise, you know?"


"I suppose," she idly answered.


"But, I guess she keeps him for protection, living alone and all. 
That's a funny thing, too, a model like her with no male around, at 
least, once in awhile. You think maybe she's lez, doll?"


"Frankly, I never thought about it."


"Well I have," he said with a snigger, holding onto his young wife's 
arm in true claiming fashion. "Something's smelly there ... all by 
herself ... just her dog ... You get it, baby? Just her and that 
Goddamned brute of an animal ...?"


"You've got a dirty mind, Jay Durke," Beth retaliated, not trying to 
hide her disgust. God, why didn't he just go off somewhere so she could 
brood in peace?


"Yeah, a dirty old gold-mine!" he punned, nudging at her ribs with his 
hand holding onto her arm. "How'd you like that one, doll?"


She said nothing, not even daring to look in his direction for fear she 
would blow her top right there on the street. Then, thanks be to the 
powers, he stopped in front of the barber shop and said: "This is as 
far as I go with you, baby? Going to get handsome for you. Where you 
off to now?"


"The supermarket," she answered, elated that he was about to unhand and 
separate from her for a few hours.


"Okay. You take the Caddy home. I'll walk. It's only ten minutes and I 
need the exercise ... sitting at that desk all day."


"You could take a cab ..."


"No, I'll walk. It won't hurt me," he said, grinning and leaning toward 
her for a kiss.


Beth did, knowing that she was doing untold things for his ego right in 
front of his favorite bragging grounds. But it was the last lewd pat on 
her buttocks right there on the street that set the readied rancor to 
bubbling inside her! Damn! What a slob he could be ...


"See you, babe."


"Bye!" she snapped, whipping away, her mind becoming an immediate well 
of Stan Wilson, and thankfully so.


Even as she shopped, she could concentrate on little else but her 
handsome neighbor and the way she had stupidly bungled the whole thing. 
Of course, she could have gotten out tonight, or any other night! Jay 
never questioned her in that respect, whatever story she came up with, 
and most times it was just to get a break away from him and take in a 
movie, or a quiet relieving walk. Damn ... was it too late? She could 
go back alone now, eat a little crow and set it up for tonight! God 
knows, she was still that sensually excited ... but no! No, she wasn't 
about to eat crow for any man! If ... if only she could cool down a 
little! She was actually wet, wet between her legs, and no one but Stan 
Wilson had done that! But damnit, she wasn't about to eat crow for him! 
Never ...!


Oh, where were the damned pickles ...?


The sexually flustered young wife's entire grocery shopping excursion 
was marred by similar incidents. She couldn't concentrate, and finally 
in dismay, had called a halt, knowing she'd forgotten half the items on 
the list she'd made out and left on the kitchen table.


At one point, while retrieving a box of soap powder from a lower shelf, 
she had half-glanced behind her to see an older man pushing a cart full 
of groceries pause to observe the spectacle she was thoughtlessly 
offering him in her bent-over position. Though she had immediately 
straightened and turned to glare at him, his elderly, lecherous smirk 
as he pushed on only seemed to add unneeded fuel to the already glowing 
bed of coals smoldering in the hot, fluid hearth of her body. The male 
clerks, the homely, balding assistant manager, even the young carry-out 
boy, Jerry Adams, who lived in their block on Tasmen Drive, all were 
doing their unintentional share in provoking her private passion.


Lord, it was absolutely absurd to work one's self into such a lewd 
state. Yet, there was something erotically exciting about it, too ... 
being caught up in such a lascivious mood right out in public ... 
before God and everyone, and in broad daylight, she lightly mused, 
leading the way to where the Caddy was parked. And the manner in which 
she was unnecessarily switching her rounded hips for the young carry-
out boy's benefit was hardly Kosher either. She could tell after she'd 
bent down to open the car's trunk-door that his youthfully bugging blue 
eyes had briefly fed on the unexpected, engaging sight. His good 
looking teenage mouth was agape, his smooth, fair cheeks a flushed 
crimson.


Of course, she couldn't help but recall a sequence from one of Jay's 
novels in which a lecherous young wife had seduced a neighbor-boy in 
oral sex. At the same time, she'd thought the scene not only 
disgustingly obscene, but extremely impossible. What normal woman in 
her right mind would ever set out to lure a boy when she could have a 
man ...?


"Thank you, Jerry," she warmly smiled at him as he opened the door and 
she slid in under the steering wheel, making no effort to hide her 
exposed nylon-covered thighs with their tiny garter-belt frills 
peekingly visible. She'd tipped him then, still smiling as he backed 
off with his handsome young face blushingly afire, offering her a 
little wave.


Damn, he was a sweet, young dream, the infused blonde wife reflected 
most of the way home. Some lucky girl either was, or was going to be 
made mighty happy with that gallant little darling crawling between her 
legs! Lord ... if she didn't stop thinking this way she was going to be 
a mess of frayed nerves before the day was over! And it was her own 
fault, too! Her bewitching little scheme had worked perfectly with Stan 
... then, she'd had to goof it! Damn ... damn! What she needed was a 
drink!


After lugging in the groceries and dumping them on the kitchen table, 
Beth made straight-away for the liquor cabinet and a gin-tonic. With 
this fortification, she returned to put meat and perishables in the 
refrigerator, then drained her glass to make room for a second.


Just how the devil was she going to manage another such situation with 
her impassioned desire of the moment, Stan Wilson? Or should she leave 
it for him to make the next move? Of course, that was the proper 
approach ... if you could use the term proper in conjunction with 
adultery! The truth of the matter was that she'd turned chicken! No 
denying it, she had ...!


"Which comes right down to one thing, Lady Beth!" she said aloud to 
herself, "you're not the wanton whore that you pretend to yourself ... 
though if anyone knew the way you're boiling inside they'd never guess 
it! What you need is a cool bath to calm the fires before the genius 
comes home and you find yourself enticing him into bed for a repeat 
performance of last night! On second thought, better that you do it 
yourself and eliminate the middle man ...!"


A tiny ripple of excitement added a new emotional arousal of the 
sizzling agitation already stewing in her soft belly and hot, moistened 
loins. Determined, she attacked the liquor cabinet a third time, 
carrying a gin-tonic to the bedroom where she quickly stripped naked.


In the adjoining bath she wound her long blonde hair into a top-knot, 
and started to draw water as she sipped at her drink, the gin beginning 
to effectively warm her. Her sultry green eyes glancing at her white 
nakedness reflected in the full length mirror and glimmered 
narcissistically as a tiny rippling sensation of pleasure flittered 
through her voluptuous, twenty-six year old body. For a moment, she 
stood unmoving, admiring her sensually harmonious curves, her full, 
pink-nippled breasts and slender waist, the sweeping flow of her arched 
hips into the long, white columns of her smooth, rounded thighs and 
tapering calves.


Stan Wilson, baby, wouldn't you love to see what I'm looking at right 
now? Nothing short of an erotically pleasing sight, I'd say.


She let her eyes sensually caress the secret ivory-like outline that 
her swim-suit halter had left across the resilient mounds of her 
uptilted, full young breasts, and below where her tiny bikini had 
cupped the curved moons of her satiny firm buttocks. But it was the 
milky-white of her generous hips and lower belly where the silken 
triangle of sparse, golden curls began to sprinkle over her vaginal 
mound that invariably fired her excitement.


God, would she do it first, right there in front of the mirror ... or 
in the bathtub ... or after on the bed ...?


The harsh sound of the service-door buzzer startled her. Now, who the 
devil could that be? Irritably, she looked for something to put around 
her, finally settling on her husband's terry-cloth, swim jacket. Though 
a jacket for him, it was a good three-quarters length on her, covering 
enough that she could peek around the door and see what whoever it was 
wanted. She rolled back the sleeves into huge cuffs as she walked into 
the kitchen inching open the service door to look into the fair-haired 
young face of Jerry Adams. A stimulating little tingle raced through 
her at the recognition of his clean, youthful smile.


"Mrs. Durke ... you forgot and left this on the counter in the market," 
he said, holding out her wallet to her. "It's got quite a bit of money 
in it, so Mr. Sheppherd wanted me to bring it right over."


For a moment, Beth stared at it in surprise wondering how in the world 
she could ever have done such a stupid thing? But undoubtedly, she had, 
for it was the hand-tooled, snake-skin one that Jay had bought her in 
Mexico.


"Good Lord, and I hadn't even missed it! Oh me ... just how inefficient 
can a girl get, Jerry?"


He laughed, then said: "Maybe you better count the money, Mrs. Durke to 
be sure it's all there."


"I'm certain it is, dear ... and it was so thoughtful of you to bring 
it right over," the blonde wife said, her brain beginning to function 
along a once believed extremely impossible vein! "Here, I must reward 
you for ..."


"No! No, really, Mrs. Durke! We're not allowed to take rewards for such 
things!" he said, holding up his hand and backing away.


"Why ... why that's ridiculous, Jerry! Besides, no one has to know 
...!" she insisted, leafing out a bill as he continued to wag his head 
and smile.


"Gee thanks, Mrs. Durke ... but I can't take it," he repeated, shaking 
his young, handsome head.


"Well ... well at least, you can come in and have a Coke or something," 
she said, stepping to one side as she opened the door wide for him. 
"Come on, I'm not going to take no for an answer on that offer."


"A-All right ... I could sure use it. Boy, it's hot in that sun," he 
said, passing close to her, his arm lightly brushing the tip of one 
sensitive breast behind the white, fuzzy material covering her, raising 
a sparkling little ripple in her soft belly. In response, the young 
blonde wife pulled the hardly adequate jacket of her husband tighter 
around her aroused nakedness, smiling at him as he timidly looked at 
her. His face was flushing as it had in the parking lot of the market. 
He'd noticed the soft erotic contact, too!


She offered him a chair as she moved toward the refrigerator, but he 
didn't sit. God, she felt certain his pale blue eyes were avidly 
traveling the length of her near-naked body, imagining beyond the 
single garment, wondering what, if anything, she wore beneath it. Or 
... or was she letting her overly keyed-up imagination run away with 
her? She selected a king-size Coke opened it, and offered it to him 
with a glass. In expected routine, he took only the bottle, tilting it 
to his good-looking, teenage lips, while she continued to appraise and 
measure him, wildly wondering what was going through his young mind 
...!


It was a crazy conversation, almost as if she were finding it as hard 
to talk to him as was he in coming up with answers that wouldn't make 
him sound like an awkward geek, the fifteen year old youth nervously 
thought. She was so frigging beautiful! And he'd seen her nearly naked 
ass right there in the parking lot ... nothing on it only a flimsy pair 
of tiny black panties! Man, she had to know he could see it ... just 
the way she had to have felt it when he'd brushed against her tit a 
minute before ...!


"Excuse me just a moment, dear, while I get a drink and join you, 
okay?"


"Sure ... that'd be fine!" he answered, probably too enthusiastically, 
the thoughts he was thinking absolutely knot-headed, he told himself. 
Get with it, lead-skull! What could a beautiful girl like her even want 
from the likes of you? Better stick to Kathy Lovell.


"Here we are!" she beamed, re-entering the kitchen with a glowing 
smile, her long blonde hair no longer in the wad crowning her pretty 
head, but sweeping down around her shoulders the way she'd always worn 
it when he'd seen her. She'd changed it! What for? "Cheers," she 
offered, toasting her glass against the bottle in his hand, not a foot 
of space separating them!


"C-Cheers, Mrs. Durke ...!"


"Oh, why don't you call me Beth, darling. I'm not that much older than 
you, am I?" She tilted her head to one side, her sexy green-eyes level 
with his and liquidly pouring into them. "Am I ...?"


"I-I don't know. I'll ... I'll be seventeen next March," he lied, 
knowing he looked it.


"And I'll be twenty-three in December," Beth retaliated, making no 
effort to draw Jay's swim-jacket tighter across her full, rising and 
falling breasts, even as she felt it inching slowly apart. Instead, she 
pulled out a chair and lowered herself onto it, facing the one she'd 
offered him. "Sit down, Jerry doll. Let's get to know each other better 
... that is, if you'd like to ...?"


For answer, he accepted, trying to keep his eyes above where the thing 
she was wearing had fallen part-way open. Cumsville! He could see some 
of the deep, mind-bending crease between her tits, even a part of one 
where it began to swell out from her chest like a Racquel Welch gem ... 
soft looking ... creamy white from a bikini halter ... and even part of 
one full satiny thigh! No question! He'd bet his crummy paycheck she 
wasn't wearing so much as a kleenex beneath ...!


Suddenly, she leaned forward, displaying all but the nipples of her 
rounded white breasts to him as she touched the sewed-on crest of his 
sweater that he'd earned playing tennis! "What does it say, dear, and 
how did you get it?" she throatily questioned, the soft tips of her 
fingers searing into his chest like branding irons!


"Junior Tennis Champion ... Riverwood County," he answered, his eyes 
burning from the strain he was putting on them. "I ... I won it this 
spring ..."


"Really? A tennis champ! Darling, how wonderful!" Beth exclaimed, 
clutching at his broad youthful hand, the smooth softness of it as 
intoxicating to her as the feel of its hot, young masculinity. God, he 
was beautiful! The feel of him and his nearness were creating new 
blinding shocks of incredibly sensual fire, fusing her with unknown 
daring. God almighty, she had to have him ... had to! "What ... what 
did your girl friend say? I bet she was proud and happy, wasn't she, 
darling?"


"Well ... I-I don't have any steady girl ... not really, that is ... 
just Kathy Lovell," Jerry Adams managed, hearing his own tight-throated 
reply as if it'd garbled out of a third person in the room. He'd never 
been so tense in his frigging life, and his painfully throbbing cock 
was as hard as a racquet handle! Oh man ... what should he do ...? She 
was coming on about as subtle as an earthquake, and he wanted it, 
whatever it was she was coming on with ... but he was scared shitless 
...!


"Yes, I know her parents, Jerry sweet ... she's a very pretty girl, but 
young for you, isn't she?" Beth half-whispered, letting her tiny pink 
tongue slip out to nervously run over her lushly heated lips. He said 
something, but she paid little attention, her now seething thoughts 
racing madly as she leaned even closer to the virile teenager. Then she 
did it, without even thinking; she reached out for his hand and slowly 
put it inside her terry-cloth jacket, pressing it against one vibrantly 
naked breast! "A young man like you needs an ... an older girl, Jerry 
love," she whispered, moving her face nearer to his until she could 
smell the delicious, clean aroma of soap from his fresh, youthful skin. 
"A ... a girl more my age ... in fact ... me!"


Short of being mummified, Jerry Adams could only gape at her! She was 
holding his hand tight against the softly yielding warmth of her naked 
breast, and he wondered crazily if the smooth mound of pliant flesh 
might not burn a hole right into his palm! Christ! He didn't know what 
to think, let alone do! Her naked, soft, hot tit right in his hand! 
Jesus, oh Jesus! Mrs. Durke, the doll every guy in the market came 
unglued over when she walked in! Oh sweet ass, he was so tense inside 
he might begin to unravel right there!


Beth found her own use of words catching in her throat! God, she'd 
never done anything the equal of this in her life ... but it was a bit 
late to reflect on the morals department, even if she wanted to, wasn't 
it? How had Jay handled this same housewife delivery-boys bit in his 
book? Oral! Ooohhh ... did she want to suck him? He was so young and 
handsome ... and ... and it, his young splendor, had to be the same! It 
was an integral part of him ... his beautiful teenage cock ... his 
youthfully sweet sperm ...!


"Y-You haven't really answered me, Jerry baby ... about a girl my age 
..." she hissed, her torrid eyes hungrily devouring him.


"I-I said ... I didn't know ..."


"Do ... do you want to find out, baby?"


He swallowed, his young adam's apple intensively working. "Yes ... if 
you want to ...!"


The licentiously flushed young wife sensed a chill of rapture prickle 
over her near-nakedness. She lowered her eyes and saw the revealing 
bulge at the front of his jeans. She kissed him lightly on the lips and 
dropped one hand down to touch his penis with an exploring, caressing 
feel, whispering! "Ah yes, you do like me, darling. I can tell by the 
hardness of your cock!"


Jerry Adams gasped out, his muscular, young teenage body uncontrollably 
jerking at the contact of her caressing hand with his swollen penile 
hardness. He gaped down at her thumb and forefinger, watching them 
trace the elongated outline of his throbbing shaft with a gentle touch, 
the sudden fear that he might shoot-off right there in his shorts 
sending a shudder over his youthful frame.


"Wh-What're you going to do?" he blurted, writhing excitedly beneath 
her caressing hand, and feeling like an idiot after he'd said it.


"I'm going to love it for you, baby!" the near-naked Beth lewdly 
whispered, dropping from the chair onto her knees and gently spreading 
his strong young legs wide apart as she worked her way between them. 
"You want me to, and I want to!" She looked up at him, her frenzied 
green eyes pools of tinted, female lechery. "You ... you do want me to, 
don't you, baby?"


"Uughhh ... yes ... you know I do!"


God, she'd had no idea that a boy of his age would have such a length 
and thickness! She caught hold of both his hands and placed them inside 
Jay's jacket, molding them to her tingling, hardened-nippled breasts as 
she knelt between his legs! She pulled open the terry-cloth garment, 
then began to unzip his fly. Unbuttoning the Levi's at the top, she 
tugged them loose, looking up at him without a word to make him lift up 
so that she could draw them down, then she began to work inside the 
white cotton of his jockey shorts. Instead of lowering those 
immediately, she slipped her hand inside the front opening, letting her 
eager fingers curl around the swollen heat of his virile young cock, 
while the back of her hand brushed the soft pubic-hair of his lean 
loins!


"Oh ... oh damn, Mrs ... Beth!" he chokingly whimpered, his ardent 
young hands excitedly clutching her full ripened breasts.


"Raise up again, lover," she whispered, tugging his shorts down as he 
did, revealing the climactic delight of his entire, sensually inflamed 
young genitals completely exposed to her in their own lustful, fired 
state! God, what a handsome young cock! Teenage? Who would believe 
that, if it were all they saw of him? It was so long and thick, yet 
white and unscarred, its bluish veins transparent within the sleek, hot 
jacket of its foreskin! And his sperm-filled youthful balls ... so 
delicately fringed with softly curling dark hair, a virtue-destroying 
sight to any normal woman! He was breathtaking! The fiery head ... only 
the end ... of his throbbing cock protruded from its encasing sleeve of 
tender skin. A tiny droplet of pearl-like liquid clung to its tipped 
slit, glistening in the sunlight streaming through the windows over the 
kitchen sink, and Beth almost insanely wondered if her husband ever 
knew of the erotic descriptions he put together! Nothing could describe 
this delectable teenage beauty, she maddeningly thought as she leaned 
down close to it, flicking out her tiny pink tongue to steal that 
illusive drop!


Its poignant nectar wildly sparked her taste-buds, and her love-starved 
pussy began to spontaneously seeth with hot, liquid secretions of inner 
passion. Briefly, Jay's novel, The Lecheress, flittered through her 
mind, the realization that he could never catch the true aspect of a 
woman's feelings, registering! How could he know what a cock tasted 
like to a woman ... specifically a boy-cock, or how it felt to a girl, 
hot and hard and beating like a frightened heart in her saliva- 
moistened mouth? How could he ever know what she thought as she sucked 
him, desirously slaved with masochistic thirst to draw the raging semen 
from the depths of his secret parts, knowing that she possessed him, 
that he belonged totally to her at that very moment! Only a passion-
fired female could possibly know or make another woman understand the 
climactic upheaval that took place inside her when a swollen cock hotly 
squirted its delicious, boiling cum into her mouth ... sweet and thick, 
flooding her throat as she tried to swallow it away! Her husband could 
never know these blissful moments, not really ... but she could, she 
pruriently reasoned, beginning to swab her tiny tongue over the smooth 
swollen tip of Jerry Adam's naked young penis, at the same time working 
its youthful foreskin up and down its rigid hardness knowingly with 
several clasping fingers. Yes, God yes, she must remember every single 
instant of this precious moment ...!


"Holy balls!" Jerry Adams gurgled in his lewdly exposed, spread-legged 
position, watching her warm engulfing lips slip slowly down over his 
penis, taking its entire head into the soft liquid heat of her mouth. 
It couldn't be happening ... not Mrs. Durke ... Beth ... sucking his 
cock! But ... but she was! Goddamn, yes ... swallowing it right up into 
her butter-like mouth while he clutched her beautiful tits and her long 
blonde hair tickled his belly and thighs! Oh Goddamn!


He grunted, like a lousy kid, he thought, but uncontrollably and 
thrusting his lean, teenage loins in a responsive action upward at her 
wetly ovalled lips! He gaped at them, feeling them tighten elastically 
as she sucked back up off of it! Then, down again in a slow, drawing 
rhythm, never stopping from the beginning, her tiny tongue lashing and 
caressing as she nursed its virilely throbbing hardness. He watched, 
lustfully spellbound, as with each descent of her tightly ovalled lips 
she sucked in a little bit more of it, until he felt the sensitive tip 
brushing against the back of her throat!


Against his clutching hands, he felt the warm fleshy resilience of her 
breasts overflowing his spanning fingers as she obscenely bobbed up and 
down above his middle, the hot sucking shelter of her fluid mouth like 
a vacuum syphoning the depths of his balls! Cumsville! That's what it 
was! Cumsville, and damned soon for him; he couldn't help himself! He'd 
never had anything like this! Slipping it into Kathy's tight little 
pussy was wild, he'd thought, but to have it sucked by a beautiful girl 
... a woman like Beth Durke ...! Oh Christ, she was cupping his balls 
with one warm hand ... gently pressuring them to the cadence of her 
sucking mouth, like as if she were milking them ...!


"Uuunnngghhh ... it's going to cum ... pretty soon now ...!" he 
groaned, feeling the hot, building torment deep in his groin and belly. 
"Y-You want my ... my handkerchief ...?"


"Uhn Uhn ...!" she negatively grunted around his glistening hardness 
stuffing her voraciously sucking mouth. And then, she began to work 
harder, as if he'd given her the cue she'd been passionately waiting 
for! Holy shit! Was she going to let him shoot off right in there ...?


Beth's excited belly and feverishly taxed loins were an inferno of 
intensively churning sensations at the licentiousness of her lewd act 
... thrilling, lustful fermentations that only his youth and her 
forbidden seduction of him could fire to such a heated point. The 
delicious, sweet raciness of his virile teenage cock was sweeping her 
toward the wildest orgasm she could possibly have imagined! She almost 
smiled ... did, inwardly, at the offer of his hanky. God, what did he 
think she was madly working her ass off for, if not the gushing hotness 
of his boy-jism flooding her mouth and dribbling down her throat? 
Ooohhh, just the lust-pleasing thought was enough!


The ardently sucking young wife, masochistic sensations churning inside 
her at the obscenely subservient position she had chosen, reached down 
with her one free hand between her own wildly trembling thighs to 
insert a soothing finger into the sensitive wet flesh between her 
swollen cunt-lips!


Oooooo ... it felt so good! The blonde, near-naked beauty passionately 
tensed to the caressing strokes of her own outstretched finger taunting 
the sensitive bud of her clitoris as more intensified feelings of 
rapture spread through her shamelessly aroused young body! Oooo ... so 
beautiful ... if only it could go on forever ...! But God, she had to 
hurry now ... Jay would be coming home ... and he just might not 
understand ...!


Jerry Adams gaped down at the luridly bobbing head of the blonde-haired 
young wife sucking him off, his young brain enveloped in a semi-coma of 
youthful lust. She was still warmly milking his balls with her little 
white hand as she steadily sucked his cock with an incessant up and 
down tempo, and with a twisting motion of her tongue at the peak of 
every upsuck! He sensed his pelvic muscles tensing of their own accord, 
pushing the wetly glistening rod of hardness up and into her lust-
contorted, beautiful face. She moaned, and tried to suck harder! He saw 
her drop her hand down between her legs and knew that she was fingering 
her own cunt! Oh Jesus! He couldn't stand much more now! Then she was 
nipping his sensitive head with her dazzling white teeth, making him 
gasp out with new sensations! Christ, his cock was a bloodless white 
beneath her scraping suck and a plum purple at its smooth rubbery tip! 
Goddamn, she was plunging her hot mouth all the way down now, until 
almost all of it vanished between her moistened lips, his cock-head 
going right back into her hungrily working throat!


Her tiny tongue with that final swiping lick was making his cock-knob 
vibrate and jerk like a bell to its clapper! He squeezed and pulled at 
the soft pliant flesh of her breast, those nipple-hardened full warm 
mounds and then he sensed it ... the gnawing rage deep in his balls!


He bent his head down to one side, twisting his neck crazily so that he 
could see her lovely, perspiring face stuffed full with his wetly 
glistening cock. She was slaving over him now, her delicious lips being 
pulled out, their moist inner-flesh clinging to his wildly pulsating 
penis as if a part of it. Her cheeks puffed and hollowed in lewd rhythm 
to her obscene sucking! He shoved his loins up tighter to her eager 
face, until he was lifted off the chair, his throat and mouth parched, 
his wildly jerking young cock feeling as if it were turning inside out 
...!


"Aagghhh ... here ... here! Fuck! It's cumming, Mrs ... Suck it ...! 
Oooohhhh ...!" he blurted, writhing his lean young hips as he tangled 
his hands in her long, dangling tresses to hold her there, while the 
boiling sperm erupted from deep down inside his balls and began to spew 
into her voraciously sucking mouth!


His frantic teenage cock convulsed in a violent jerking, flooding 
Beth's hungrily nursing mouth with gush after gush of his hot creamy 
sperm which bloated her cheeks with every seething squirt! 
Passionately, she swallowed, moaning around his pumping young cock as 
her fingers furiously fucking into her widespread cunt set off her own 
insane climax! She plunged her hand deeper and deeper between her 
lewdly splayed thighs into the heated wetness of her feverish pussy! In 
complete frenzy, she tweaked and stroked her vibrating little clitoris 
while she gluttonously sucked and nibbled on his deflating hardness ... 
at last raising her head and drawing the back of her hand across her 
cum-smeared lips ...


"I-I'll take that handkerchief now, Jerry," she half-whispered, her 
exposed naked body revealed to him, her full, pointed breasts rising 
and falling in the aftermath of her tremendous orgasm.


He looked at the way she was kneeling up straight before him, her 
sultry green eyes level with his in an unashamed, open expression as 
they reached his own. He knew then that she wanted him to be unashamed, 
too! Man, she was some girl, all right ... the kind a guy could fall 
ass over tea-kettle in love with! She was beautiful ... all of her ... 
every inch ...!


"The handkerchief, darling?" she repeated, smiling slightly with lips 
glistening with his very own jism! Clumsily, he fumbled with his 
lowered pants, trying to get into a pocket, then handing it to her.


She stood and drew Jay's jacket around her once more, brushing at her 
lips with the boy's handkerchief, a thousand thoughts still fierily 
racing through her mind. At last, she said: "My husband is due home any 
second, darling. But there'll be other times ... won't there?"


"I ... I hope so," the young teenager stammered, his clothes 
straightened.


She tucked his handkerchief back into his pocket, then leaned close, 
kissing him on the mouth. "Our secret, Jerry darling ...?" she 
throatily whispered.


"Yeah ... you bet it is, Mrs ... Beth!" he answered, suddenly looking 
very tall and broad to her ... yes, and quite proud as he smiled back 
before going out the door.


It occurred to her then that she'd just made a man of a boy ...!


Chapter 4


It rarely happened, but on occasion Jay Robert Durke, novelist, hit a 
stumbling block in his work. These snags were not necessarily the same 
as might befall a writer in some other field, the big, bearded man 
realized, but they were his particular plaque. After all, just how many 
sensual scenes could one describe without being repetitious? Not that 
his lust imagination fell short in the erotic department, but there 
were times when even he couldn't catch the feel of a needed, sexy 
sequence, especially if Sara Wilson wasn't out in her yard pruning or 
weeding in her next-to-nothing bikini to inspire him.


In the absence of their vivacious, raven-haired young neighbor's 
stimulating curves to fire him, the prolific author usually resorted to 
his 'research' file, a locked metal drawer filled with obscene photos 
and literature of the rankest intensity. There was a certain drawback 
to this method, however, for once involved in his research department, 
he invariably found himself lusting like a goat, with mental visions of 
Sara Wilson passionately begging him to act out the particular picture 
with her. He had never stopped to estimate the time lost to these 
lecherous musings, convinced that though non-profitable, it was time 
well spent. They not only worked him into the proper frame of mind for 
creating, but they did hellish fine things for his restless ego.


To Jay Durke, Sara was the epitome of a profoundly sensual woman. Not 
that his own Beth didn't have all the physical qualifications, even 
more so than Sara ... Christ, there was a girl with a body that 
wouldn't quit ... but what good was that if you didn't know how to use 
it? ... and there was no doubt in his mind but what Stan Wilson's 
luscious little honeypot would be a wildcat in bed! Of course, there 
was always the chance that the old shoe salesman didn't know the first 
thing about getting the most out of her, which was usually the trouble 
with those Greek-god types, and maybe that was why she liked to get out 
in the yard and do her thing for him in that goddamned tantalizing 
bikini of hers.


In his lifetime, he'd never seen a doll squirm and squat into such hot-
nuts positions as she could manage right there in her front yard. Maybe 
she didn't have the quantity of voluptuous curves which Beth owned, but 
they were damned sure of the same quality. Shit, he could almost feel 
the firm smoothness of her softly rounded tit right in his hot hand, 
and she had one of the most inviting, tightest-looking little asses 
swelling out that yellow bikini bottom he'd ever laid eyes on. But 
getting at it ... her ... was a horse of another color.


Sure as hell, the big, bearded writer was convinced, she wasn't out 
there every day displaying her wares without something in mind. She 
damned sure wasn't doing it for Beth's or Vickie Davis' sake, and there 
was no one else around to see her but him! And those ball-tingling, 
lewd stances she strained to get into, bending over straight-legged 
with her tautly ovalled ass cheeks smack dab facing his study window, 
the shadow of their separating crevice faintly visible to him through 
the tight, thin material! Or stooped and faced him until her white 
young tits nearly popped out of their wispy halter! But best of all was 
the squat, with knees widespread so that he could actually see the 
outline of her puffy little cunt all snug and mouth watering up there 
between her shapely legs, even without his field glasses! What the 
hell, there was no doubt about it, the impish little bitch was actually 
giving him the old come on!


It figured in Jay's thinking, as he sat behind his desk watching 
through the window into her front yard, that old Stan didn't have the 
wherewithal to take care of his little hot-assed petunia, but there 
just happened to be a stud in the neighborhood who could ... namely Jay 
Durke! He grinned in lustful confidence to himself! About three-fourths 
of his long, thick cock buried between those soft thighs ought to do 
the job right to perfection for her, as Beth could well tell her, 
except those things just weren't done outside the realm of his novels. 
Now, he sniggered under his breath. There'd been a reason for his 
escorting of Beth on her shoe shopping tour yesterday. Once he'd 
learned she was going to Wilson's, the possibility that he might break 
the ice between them and get things on a little more neighborly basis, 
had occurred to him, and he felt certain it'd worked.


Hell, and why wouldn't it? Everybody liked to brag about knowing a 
selling author by first name. Jay supposed it gave the poor slobs an 
elated feeling of contact with the creative and celebrity world, which 
was okay with him. He was no puffed up swell head just because he'd 
tasted success! He knew what it was to be just an ordinary, everyday 
grinder like Wilson, and unless he missed his guess, his neighbor would 
be knocking himself out shortly to invite Beth and him to dinner or 
something. That, of course, had been, and was, exactly what he was 
counting on to get next to sweet-assed little Sara. He just hoped she'd 
use her head and play it cool in front of Beth. His possessive blonde 
wife might not take kindly to the raven-haired minx making a play for 
her lover-man. Nothing was worth lousing it up between Beth and him; 
she was a real baby-doll, and he knew she was nuts over him, just as he 
was all gone on her.


If only she could get a little more with it in the old sack? Oh, she 
always got hot enough at the kickoff, but he knew without asking her 
that she couldn't cum, which was nothing but failing to throw her 
beautiful ass into it full-fledged. But if that's the way she wanted 
it, he wasn't going to complain. The luscious creature had everything 
else in the world going for her, and he knew what his offered security 
meant to her. Hell, she'd latched onto him in Chicago like a preying 
tigress, letting him know how it was with her by spreading those pretty 
legs the very first night. Christ, how she'd whimpered and squirmed, 
and how he'd socked the old cock to her ... until she'd just lain there 
half crying and laughing when it was over, she was so happy. Well, 
that's the way it should be right from the beginning, the way he always 
told it in his stories, and he could damned well remember how jubilant 
he'd been just to see her sincere happiness, after twenty five years of 
paying to bed apple eating whores.


It occurred to the big man, then, how she'd come on the other night! 
Christ, he'd almost forgotten about that! She'd said something about 
wanting to suck it, hadn't she? Sure as hell had! He'd poured away 
plenty of booze, he recalled, but hell, he knew he hadn't been drunk! 
Goddamn, she'd said it all right ... wanted to suck him off! Well now, 
he was just going to cultivate that program right soon, he lustfully 
decided, feeling the immediate responsive swelling of his long heavy 
penis. Maybe that's what she needed to really turn her on, and goddamn, 
he was all for it ...!


Sara Wilson's sudden appearance in her wispy, yellow bikini and pony 
tailed black hair shattered his thoughts like the on- stage entrance of 
a bottomless go-go girl! Well, she was right on time, he rousingly 
thought, checking his watch. Ten-thirty. "Okay, Sara baby, go into your 
act," he whispered to himself under his breath. "And don't get 
impatient, 'cause old Jay's going to fill your needs real soon, Honey 
... like you never even dreamed of ..."


*   *   *


In the kitchen of their under-built, rented home in what might be 
termed as a semi-exclusive neighborhood, Beth Durke moved about 
performing her housekeeping duties, essential tasks that fell to her 
before she could position herself in front of the typewriter. She sang 
the words of a popular release in a clear, throaty voice, sang them 
softly as if to herself, with sultry green eyes aglow and the traces of 
a secret smile sensually playing over her stunningly beautiful face. 
She wore a tiny apron over a shortie, lime-green shift she'd had for 
ages, but with brassiere beneath this morning. Her reason for aroused 
excitement of mood came twofold, perhaps, two and one-half fold. Number 
one: she'd watched Stan Wilson wheel off to his store a short time 
before and caught him, once inside the concealing protection of his 
garage, straining his eyes toward her house! Something on his part was 
bound to happen soon; she felt certain of it! And she'd made up her 
mind that she could wait! It was going to be worth it, she knew, and 
after all, she'd already waited twenty-six years!


Number two: the waiting period was not going to be one of hunger, 
anyway! She now had the enchanting young masculine beauty of Jerry 
Adams at hand, available, she was certain, at the slightest indication 
on her part, and he was the most lovable lamb in the world! Except, 
next time, she intended to further his manly education another way! And 
lastly, the one-half: Jay had been too drunk the night before to pump 
enough blood into his loins to get his huge penis up and keep it there! 
She'd been ready for him though, still convinced that if he and 'it' 
became numb enough, myriad of erotic sensations could happen to her, 
but the old lover-man had just gradually faded away beneath the veil of 
his consumed liquor, finally snoring, and she'd covered him, kissed him 
goodnight, then fallen into her private passionate thoughts.


They had been that, all right, so much so that the tremendous urge to 
satisfy them had been almost unbearable. Once, she'd nearly awakened 
Jay to try again, but his snoring advised her that would be useless ... 
and at last, she'd slept. Even so, it'd hardly been much different upon 
awakening this morning! The tiny imps with their sensuous forks were 
still alive in her soft belly and hungry young loins. Her handsome Stan 
Wilson's avid staring at their house had added more coals, while the 
mere thought of youthful Jerry Adams' naked young body had been the 
final stimulator.


God, she was all damp as usual between her legs! The narrow, thin strip 
of nylon snugly caressing her there was saturated with the hot moisture 
seeping from between her pussy-lips! She'd have to change her panties 
...!


The scratching against the screen of the back door marred her thoughts. 
It was Lancer, of course, she knew without looking. Vickie Davis' huge 
German Shepherd whose habit it was to come begging every morning about 
this time. Not that the animal didn't get enough to eat at home; Beth 
was sure he did, the way his beautiful young mistress looked after him, 
but he was still just a dog and this was his thing.


"Hello, darling," she said with a radiant smile, opening the door for 
the whimpering beast to enter. "Hungry? Come over to see Beth for 
something to eat?"


He agilely raised to his hind legs, pressing his soft paws against the 
full tips of her breasts. She caught at his forepaws, a little shiver 
passing through her voluptuous young body at the erogenous contact her 
thought veins had enhanced. The big handsome animal licked out at her 
face and she reactively drew it back away from him with a smile. He 
whimpered and Beth said, "I think I have something for you, darling! A 
nice big bone with the remainder of the ham we left on it last Sunday." 
Then, more to herself than the animal which waited with wagging tail, 
she opened the refrigerator and stooped down to bring the platter out: 
"We'll never eat it ... ham shouldn't be kept this long, anyway ...!"


What happened next gave her such an unexpected and truly wild start 
that the astonished young wife couldn't move! She was still bent over 
fishing inside the refrigerator when she felt the unmistakable cold 
wetness of Lancer's nose high on the nakedly sensitive flesh of her 
inner right thigh! Why she didn't bolt upright in shock or fear, she 
could only lay to the prurient incitement which had been hotly 
smoldering within her! Instead, she continued to stoop there, knowing 
the huge dog's powerful head was beneath her skirt from behind, nosily 
sniffing ... and then came the hot, pressured lap of an unmistakable 
tongue against the moistened nylon strip of her sheer panties hugging 
her seeping vaginal lips!


God, he'd sensed her heat!


Had to, what else? Again, the beautiful animal did it, drawing its 
long, hot tongue between her legs against the protected flushed lips of 
her cuntal crevice! Beth raised up slowly ... raised up only because 
she couldn't stay in that position all day! She held the ham bone in 
her hand as she turned to look down upon the great dog who was staring 
up at her with wide brown eyes, erect ears, open mouth and wagging 
tail.


"You handsome devil!" she half hissed, all the erotically arousing 
sensations she'd so proudly kept under control suddenly pouring like 
molten steel into her soft, young belly and loins. "You're a goddamned 
lecher, like all males, except you're more handsome than most! I never 
would've believed it ... but I'm not about to deny it either, Lancer 
lover!"


Beth moved toward the pantry as if she were being satanically 
propelled. She held the bone up so that the powerful dog could see and 
follow, wicked thoughts she'd never before even conceived of filling 
her mind!


"Come on, baby ... in here with Beth!" she whispered, consciously, as 
if someone were standing close, eavesdropping! "Come on ... that's the 
boy ... and you can have your bone ... after! After, darling! Look! 
Come here, look what Beth has for you ...!"


God, it was salaciously forbidden, but she was doing it! Standing there 
in the pantry with the door near-closed, spread-legged, the short skirt 
of her shift luridly raised and her small hand tugging to one side the 
narrow strip of her wet nylon panties so that her hair-fringed, moistly 
throbbing pussy was exposed to the brute!


"Come on, Lancer baby! Do it! Lick it, Darling ... like, I'll bet my 
life, that you lick Vickie's!"


Beth watched the mighty dog move forward, as if trained, toward her 
exposed wet cunt! Unbelievable sensations of frenetic excitement soared 
through her in the animalistic depravity of her act. My God, this was 
beyond obscenity, the blonde young wife thought, tugging even further 
to one side the sheer strip of her damp nylon panties to better expose 
her hotly throbbing pussy before the approaching German Shepherd! Would 
he ...? Would he ...?


He did!


The brute's long and thick wet animal tongue splurted out, curling at 
the tip as it caught between the feverish lips of her pouting pussy, 
laving the very mouth of her vagina and splaying open the blonde, hair-
fringed folds as it drew upward between them, ending and twisting at 
the very delicate tip of her already quivering, tiny clitoris! But he 
didn't stop there! Again and again without egging, the massive dog 
repeated its hot caresses, raising gasps of panting lust from the young 
blonde wife as she stood there with trembling legs spread out wide, her 
loins lewdly thrust forward, her little hand holding the tiny wisp of 
her nylon panties to one side for the brute's delicious licking of her 
cunt!


"Oh ... oh God, do it, Lancer lover! Lick it!" she hissed, holding the 
bone high in one hand and her tiny panties away from her steaming, 
blonde-curled pussy with the other. "Yes ... lick it, sweetheart ... 
Beth'll cum in a minute! Ohhhhh ... you beautiful lover, you ...! Do it 
... faster, Baby ... then, you can have your bone! Oh God, Darling ... 
lick ... lick ... lick ...!"


At last, the sound penetrated ... a knocking against the back door ... 
persistent, but never loud! For a long moment, Beth didn't move, 
couldn't in her forbidden ecstasy, but the knocking wouldn't go away 
and finally, realization dawned upon her. She had to answer it before 
Jay heard and pounded out to learn why she didn't! Oh God ... just a 
minute or two longer! Oooohhhh ...! Damn! Damn!


"W-Wait, boy ...! Stop, lover ...!" the lustfully infused young wife 
whispered in a tremulous voice, with reluctance forcing the huge 
animal's massive head and burning tongue from between her obscenely 
spread legs. "We'll have to finish this later, darling!" she hissed, 
shivering from the intensive sensation electrifying her charged young 
loins in their almost- reached, climactic moment! Damn, who could it 
be? she raged inwardly, handing Lancer the ham bone and opening the 
pantry door as the soft knock came once more.


"Oh, so there you are, young man!" Vickie Davis, a tall, willowy, 
auburn-haired girl in her mid thirties accused in a soft, pleasing 
voice. She smiled at Beth, then pretended a frown on her lovely, 
classic-featured face as she looked down at her German Shepherd. "He's 
been begging again, I see ... and doing well, by the size of that 
bone."


Still trembling, Beth sensed the uncontrollable flush to her cheeks at 
the identity of her caller, flustered at the thought of the lurid act 
she had only a minute before been engaged in with her chicly dressed 
neighbor's pet. All the same, she managed a smile, working to keep it 
guilt-free. "Oh, he comes to see me everyday. I'd miss him if he 
didn't," she replied, subconsciously admiring the professional model's 
obviously expensive pants suit.


"Really ...?" Vickie Davis said, her accentuation of the single worded 
question uneasing Beth. "Well, I can see that he likes you, Mrs. Durke, 
the way he's rubbing against your legs," she went on in her velvet-like 
voice, a certain expressive light in her amber colored eyes adding to 
the blonde young wife's uneasiness. "Quite frankly, I wouldn't be 
surprised if he were some reincarnated philanderer of note, the way he 
takes to pretty girls."


Beth laughed, struggling for casualness and enraged with herself at the 
hot twinge she knew continued to redden her cheeks. She said, "Won't 
you come in and have a cup of coffee, Miss Davis?"


"Well ... I'd love it, if you're not busy," the striking, auburn-haired 
beauty answered with a delicate display of charm that raised goose-
flesh on Beth's still excited young body. "I don't believe in kaffee-
klatch females idly annoying their neighbors every morning, but if you 
promise to return the visit, I'll be happy to accept."


"I assure you, I will," Beth said, still smiling as she opened and held 
the door for her lissome neighbor's entrance, noticing that she wore no 
brassiere beneath the loose fitting stylish blouse. At the same time, 
Lancer trotted out the opened way carrying his bone and both girls 
laughed.


"Go home, Lancy! You hear? Go home to eat that!" Vicki Davis commanded, 
standing to watch the massive animal move toward her back yard.


"He minds so well, Miss Davis," Beth complimented, admiring her 
statuesque neighbor's fluffy bobbed hair style. There was an exciting 
sauciness to it, she thought. If she ever cut her hair, she'd want to 
wear it exactly the same ...


"Please, why don't you call me Vickie?" the beautiful model suggested. 
"And I'll call you Beth ... if I may? After all, we have been living 
side-by-side for some months now ..."


"I should say, almost a year in fact, and I think it's an excellent 
idea," the blonde young wife warmly replied, the fire lessening in her 
cheeks as her confidence bolstered. Even the simmering sensations in 
her soft belly were beginning to abate ... for the time being.


Vickie Davis paused then, staring at nothing, but simulating a graceful 
feline animal pricking up its ears. Beth couldn't imagine ... then, the 
classic-featured beauty said, "That typewriter I hear clicking madly 
... would that be your husband working?"


"Yes. He writes ..."


"I've heard. The Wilson's mentioned it the other night," she said, 
accepting Beth's offered kitchen chair beside the table. "I'd love to 
read his work. Is it on the stands, Beth?"


"Well ... yes ..." the young wife stammered, trying to remember Jay's 
instructive answers to be given at such times as this. "Much of it is 
published in Europe and available here in the states. In fact, we're 
lucky to even get a copy."


"Oh, that's too bad. I would enjoy so much reading something of his," 
her exquisite neighbor said. "I do a great deal of reading in between 
assignments. I seldom go out unless it's over to Stan Wilson's for 
dinner, or cocktails."


His name alone was enough to inspire tingles in Beth's tummy. She said 
as she poured their coffee: "You've known them a long time, Vickie?"


"Not really, no. Only since I bought 2236 Tasmen Drive. But they're 
such lovely people, so easy to know. Sara is a dream and Stan's a doll 
... poetic, eh? Anyway, they came over after I moved in to make Lancer 
and me welcome. We've been quite friendly since."


"Oh ... how nice of them," Beth replied, smiling while she inwardly 
began to stew at the complete ignoring she and Jay had received after 
they'd moved in. Of course, that had to be Jay's fault, the goddamned 
garbs he wore, plus his big mouth that had undoubtedly tagged him in 
the neighborhood ...


"I'm afraid that contrary to what most people think, a model's life is 
a lonely one," Vicki Davis informed, sipping from her cup, "and 
especially after a girl gets to be thirty five. She must have her rest 
to keep her attributes up there in competition with the twenty-some 
year-old beauties. You ... you must have modeled one time or another, 
darling, didn't you?"


"Me?" Beth questioned, surprised and staring at her beautiful neighbor, 
"Lord no!" she added, laughing lightly and very pleased as she sat down 
to her guest's right at the end of the table, not an arm's length away.


"Really? I would've immediately thought you an ex-model ... or perhaps 
an actress of sorts. You're so beautiful with that long, blonde hair, 
and you have the most sensually inciting body. You see, I saw you last 
Sunday working in your yard, darling, and suddenly realized why my own 
jobs are becoming more scarce every day."


Beth laughed again, unable to ignore the sensation of flattery Vickie 
Davis' lauding phrases were drenching her with. It was a full minute 
before she detected the warm, if almost, passionate gleam in her 
willowy neighbor's amber-hued eyes, but by that time, the stunning 
model had already delicately placed her long, slender hand on top of 
hers!


"I can help you ... introduce you to the right people, if you'd like to 
break into the field, darling. I think it would give me a marvelous 
feeling if I knew I had something like a ... a protegee ..."


The incredulous emotions Beth was immediately experiencing at the soft, 
warm touch of the striking, auburn-haired girl's hand covering her own, 
were unbelievable! She felt her breath catch in her throat, as well as 
all the sensate excitement she'd known in the pantry and before, 
vibrantly seething once more! God, it was ridiculous! But it was true! 
She couldn't even speak!


"Why don't you come over and have dinner with me tonight, Beth, darling 
... alone, so we can talk girl things?" her enchanting neighbor quietly 
whispered. "Lancer will be there ... just the three of us ... but he's 
a very uninforming third party. Quite dependable in every respect, I 
promise you ... even without the boon of a ham bone. Can you ... Or are 
you obligated ...?"


"No ... that is, we have no obligations this evening," Beth heard 
herself quickly reply. "Jay ... my husband, has a meeting with his 
writer's guild ... I ... I'd love to come!"


"Marvelous, darling!" Vickie softly intoned, pressuring her hand 
warmly. "Let's say, sevenish for cocktails ... and don't dress, dear 
... just something easily slipped out of in case we want to take a dip 
in the pool, eh? Personally I like to swim in the nude, and the 
arrangement of my pool offers that private luxury."


Jay Robert Durke's curvaceous young wife could only gaze intently in 
the amber gems of her beautiful next door neighbor's almond-shaped, 
candescent eyes. Whatever was happening to stroke the little bed of 
dormant embers in her soft belly and loins, Beth welcomed it! She 
turned her hand palm upward beneath the enticing model's enveloping 
one, interlacing slender fingers in a gentle squeeze of warmth that 
she, herself, couldn't understand!


Her provoked, feminine mind spun! Jay's typewriter suddenly made a 
machine-gun staccato! His first novel, LESBICUS LADY raced through her 
excited brain! A fleeting replica of Jerry Adams' youthful handsomeness 
registered! Stan Wilson's heated lips said: "Tonight, Beth? Can you get 
out tonight ...?"


"Agreed dear ...? Cocktails at seven?" Vickie softly repeated, arising 
with practiced grace from the table and walking toward the door.


"Seven ... yes, of course," Beth answered. "And ... and I won't dress 
..."


"No need, darling ... we'll just keep it informal," the tall, svelte, 
auburn-haired girl sensually breathed, taking Beth's small hand for one 
final little squeeze. "I just know we're going to be very close friends 
... and I'm so looking forward to this evening ...!"


"Yes ... so am I, Vickie," the blonde, aroused wife partially 
whispered, searching the other's enchanting face as she pressed open 
the screened door for her to leave ...


Chapter 5


Beth was all thumbs with her typing that afternoon as she worked at the 
small desk in Jay's study. Across the room, her bearded, middle-aged 
husband didn't seem to be doing much better, but without looking, his 
young perceptive mate was aware of the underlying cause. Demure Sara in 
her itty-bitty bikini was no doubt performing in her front yard. It 
mattered little to Beth that he whiled away a good portion of his day 
ogling their vivacious, raven-haired young neighbor in her next-to-
nothings. It, in fact, relieved her of considerable sexual anguish, 
since he'd begun to make a fixed routine of his lusty gawking, part of 
which time in the past he had invariable devoted to a 'quickie'.


The young, blonde wife actually passed it unjealously off as the 
harmless, if lecherous, pastime of a lewdly oriented mental paramour, 
and that's where it all ended ... in his oversexed mind. Anyway, even 
if she were concerned that anything might come of it, Beth would've 
given little thought to it that afternoon. She was too sensually 
fascinated with what had taken place between Vickie Davis and herself a 
few hours earlier, not to mention the obscene thrill which rippled over 
her whenever she remembered Lancer!


Shortly after her intoxicating neighbor had left, Beth had lapsed into 
a shameful sense of pre-guilt at the thought of their proposed, 
'informal dinner party'. God, there wasn't the slightest question in 
her confused young mind but what Jay had been right in his guess. 
Vickie was a lesbian! or at the very least, a bi-swinger, as her 
husband put it in his novels. And Lancer ... damn! She obviously had 
that beautiful animal trained, too!


Following several more cups of coffee and a long hour of lurid, 
irresistible thinking, the erotically perplexed young wife had decided 
against keeping their little tete-a-tete. Damn, she had no silly 
misgivings regarding what Vickie intended should happen and she knew 
it! To what extent the beautiful, lissome model would go, or expect her 
to go was another alluring thought which bemused her. Certainly, she 
had no way of knowing! Such forbidden acts had never even entered her 
mind, let alone been explored ... but then, why had the mere touch of 
the enravishing girl so excited her ...?


Beth remembered Jerry Adams then, and what she'd mentally labeled as 
disgustingly obscene and extremely impossible. God, how wrong she'd 
been on that score! But at least, that was male-female, normal enough 
in one respect ...! And ... and ... just exactly what did girls do to 
each other when they ... they made love? Were Jay's descriptions 
accurate, or was he just assuming ...? One thing for sure, she knew 
that every time she typed one of those heated scenes, it really turned 
her on ...!


She had left the kitchen for the study and the typing awaiting her, 
with her mind still webbed in a lust-infused dither, though pretty much 
determined to fall conveniently ill and send Jay over with a note 
before he left for his meeting. Better that she should climb into bed 
with a good book and a few gin-tonics. There would be ample nights in 
the future for them should she find her desires leaning that way. 
Still, she couldn't deny the sensorial feelings of excitement that 
lingered and taunted her the remainder of the afternoon, whenever 
thoughts of her lovely enticing neighbor crossed her roused young mind.


The sequence her big, robust husband had ready for final draft hadn't 
helped matters, either. It'd concerned two neighborhood wives and a 
cookware salesman, the naked girls taking turns tonguing one another's 
"hot, wet pussies" while the salesman with super-energetic lust and a 
massive penis screwed each of them from behind! God, by the time she 
had finished it, her already keyed-up passion had reached such a degree 
that she'd nearly dragged Jay off to the bedroom! On second thought, 
however, she'd decided against adding agony to aggravation. Tonight, 
alone with her book and gin-tonics, she would resort to her only 
pacification of late ... her busy, knowing finger. At the same, the 
typing of the intensively firing scene had found her casting herself 
and Vickie, together with sometimes Stan, then young Jerry Adams 
playing the male role, until when she'd put the cover on her machine 
for the day, she'd had all she could do to forcibly jot off the note to 
her enchanting neighbor.


"Look, babe, maybe you'd rather I didn't go tonight if you're feeling 
that bad?" Jay had thoughtfully offered.


"No, no. It's nothing that serious, darling," she'd quickly set him at 
ease, knowing how much he looked forward to these monthly dinners and 
meetings with his counterparts. "I feel headachy and a bit nauseous is 
all. Afraid I wouldn't be very good company for Miss Davis on our first 
get-together. I'm sure she'll understand."


"Yeah ... sure she will," he agreed. "I'll just emphasize how sorry you 
are and that you were looking forward to it all day, eh?"


"Well ... all right, but don't make it too strong," Beth cautioned, 
knowing how her mouthy husband could get carried away, with all his 
good intentions.


Alone at last, Beth released a little sigh to herself. She'd always 
enjoyed her solitude, but even more so since her marriage, and with no 
reflections on Jay's blustering character. It was simply that they were 
almost constantly together and a person needed some time to themselves, 
at least, away from each other. She went straight to the liquor cabinet 
and poured herself a gin-tonic, consuming half of it before going into 
the kitchen to fix a plate of hors d'oeuvres to munch along. It was 
almost seven, the scheduled time Vickie had set for cocktails, and a 
little chill rippled through her at the thought.


She wasn't sorry, though, over her decision. It had all happened so 
fast between them there in the kitchen, just about overwhelming her, 
was all. God ... she had to have more time to think about it, or ... or 
get used to the idea ... whatever, even with the carnal sensations 
wildly racing helter-skelter in her soft belly and day-long provoked 
loins. But the latter, she was very soon going to look after! 
Oooohhhhhh ... she had to, or she might just ignite! Yes, and maybe 
three or four times for good measure, the torridly flushed young wife 
contemplated in her privacy.


Setting gin bottle, an ample supply of tonic, along with ice and her 
plate of goodies onto a tray, Beth trekked off to the bedroom, placing 
all conveniently on the bedside stand beside her book before beginning 
the ritual of undressing. Whenever she planned a lewd little party of 
her own, the curvaceous blonde girl hedonistically strove to get the 
most out of it. And why not? After all, if one had to be her own lover 
in order to receive satisfaction, then a narcissistic approach wasn't 
so far out of order, was it?


For a few moments, Beth sat on the edge of the bed nibbling and 
drinking, actually taunting herself with further lust-filled thoughts 
of all that had happened to her the past two days. She arose finally, 
the gin warm in her churning belly, and began to slowly strip to 
sensuous nakedness, admiring her voluptuous white curves and the blonde 
tufted "vee" of her fleshy vaginal mound with its swollen lips and pink 
ribbon of moistened, secret flesh up between her full thighs.


Caressingly, she smoothed and stroked her small hands over the supple 
naked skin of her satiny body, her sexual tension increasing beneath 
the feel of her self-loving hands as she slowly turned and walked 
toward the bed. Drawing down the cover, she stretched out languidly on 
the satin sheet, then reached over to flick on the radio for some soft, 
romantic music to make her little party complete.


Raising her head high on the pillow, Beth could see herself in the 
vanity mirror, and provocatively, she eased her legs open, spreading 
them wide until she could see all of herself, from the soles of her 
tiny feet to the long golden hair forming the halo beneath her head on 
the pillow. She watched her reflection as she brushed her soft hands 
over the full white mounds of her breasts, pausing to tease their 
little pink nipples into bursting hardness before moving down over her 
ribs and the flattened bowl of her belly to rest on either side of the 
damp, feverish cunt-lips up between her spread thighs. There, with the 
edges of both hands gently pressuring inward against the hair-fringed 
folds of sensitive flesh, the naked young wife began a lewd, self-
gratifying massage, playing one wetly throbbing pussy lip against the 
other in order to stimulate the intimate, inner petals between ...


This was what Vickie Davis saw when she hesitantly peeked around the 
doorway from the hall, her breathing hitching in her swan-like throat 
at the unexpected obscene sight! Spontaneous sensations of lust coursed 
through her lithe body, her large amber eyes immediately aglow! Soooo 
... she impassionedly thought to herself, reaching down to pet Lancer's 
massive head beside her, she wasn't going to be denied after all ...!


Beth had no idea how long Vickie had stood there before she saw her and 
gasped aloud in a shock wave of horrified shame! In those first 
stupefying seconds, she had lain there in her obscenely exposed 
position as if petrified, her hands still between her legs in their 
lewd finger-fucking arrangement ... and then, she abruptly reacted. 
With a second moaning gasp, the humiliated young wife sat upright in 
quivering, curved nakedness to grasp for the covering at the foot of 
the bed, to which her softly smiling exquisite neighbor remarked, 
"Don't you think that's being a bit ridiculous, darling? Something 
like, closing the barn door after the horse has gone ...?"


Nevertheless, Beth completed the act, drawing the covering above her 
nakedly exposed breasts which she felt sure were blushing from the 
overflow of blood reddening her mortified face! She watched the auburn-
haired beauty move gracefully into her bedroom, then saw Lancer behind 
her. Her awe-stricken brain still reeled in its unequaled 
embarrassment, though she was able to reason that the radio had made 
their entrance possible without her hearing the door open or close. Had 
she knocked ...?


As if reading her mind, Vickie velvety intoned, "I would've knocked, 
but I didn't want to disturb you if you were in bed ... and you were, 
you see, so I did the right thing." With a whispering rustle of silkish 
material from the loose, flower print wraparound she wore, the 
lithesome girl folded down onto the edge of the bed beside Beth, her 
heated amber eyes never leaving the young blonde wife's stunned green 
ones. "I came over to bring you some broth I concoct for myself when 
I'm not feeling up to sorts ... but on second thought, I don't believe 
you need it, dear. Your problem calls for a different variety of 
treatment ..."


"Oh ... oh God, Vickie I'm so ashamed ...!" Beth exclaimed on the brink 
of tears and dropping her face toward her hands to hide them.


"My Lord, baby, don't be!" Vickie quickly responded. "If anyone should 
be ashamed, it's me for walking in on your privacy the way I did! What 
you were doing ... or about to do, is normal enough! Believe me, 
darling, I've done it many times, myself ... all through my short 
marriage as a matter of fact! It was my only source of completion with 
the young, rabbit husband I had ... but that's another story and very 
uninteresting. What is of importance to you, though, is that I've since 
learned some beautifully extraneous ways of reaching the same end, 
darling ... and I can't think of more appropriate circumstances in 
which to introduce you to them ...!"


Beth raised her head slowly to stare at the exotic face, her sultry 
green eyes moist in their bath of contained tears. A mixture of 
emotions began to frantically race through her ... a blend of which her 
self-abasement was rapidly dwindling in importance. The beautiful, deep 
amber eyes gazing hotly into her own were mesmerizing, effectively 
causing the tempo of her breathing to increase and shorten in length! 
The young blonde wife in her hidden nakedness trembled in response to 
the slender, gentle hand raising to pressure against her shoulder, 
urging her back down onto the pillow.


Vickie smiled, a dazzling sight to Beth, even more splendorous as the 
sylph-like girl arose and gracefully slipped out of her wraparound to 
stand in statuesque, lightly tanned nakedness before her! She had come 
prepared ... intending ... or perhaps, just hopeful, Beth reasoned, 
knowing that she, herself, was captivated by the sight of the auburn-
haired model's high- set, firmly rounded breasts with their hardened, 
berryish nipples, her slender waist and the smooth, breathtaking curve 
of her hip! The thighs of her long, shapely legs were full but taut 
without being muscular, a look of underlying strength to them, and 
between at the base of her flat belly and loins, partially hidden by a 
sparse triangular shadow of dark silken ringlets, peeked the faint, 
pink inner flesh separating her pouting vaginal lips ...!


The tall beauty seemed to float down beside her once more, until Beth 
felt the tender brush of her warm, delicate hand on her brow and in her 
hair. Fascination spread through the younger girl like wildfire, her 
belly and the soft inner sides of her feverish thighs quivering in 
empathy to the delicious caresses. Still, traces of apprehensive 
repugnance tried to register in her impassioned mind, but she blindly 
barred them! God ...! She didn't want to resist, the sensually aroused 
young wife thought, as she felt loving hands on her breasts! Then, the 
exquisite face moved closer to hers, its perfect, soft mouth closing 
down onto her own with a moist warmth ... and finally, with urgent 
affection!


Beth's lips responded of their own volition, and she sensed them being 
pressed apart by Vickie's small, inoffensive tongue slipping into her 
mouth in search of hers. Simultaneously, Vickie's lithesome curves 
stretched out against her own with only the satin covering sheet 
between them to separate breasts, bellies, thighs and loins! Then, the 
auburn-haired girl began an intimate, delicately undulating motion as 
Beth excitedly brought her tiny tongue into caressing contact with her 
beautiful, pleasure-bringing neighbor's!


"Damn ... but you're a breathtaking creature, dear!" Vickie breathed 
hotly into her mouth. She kissed her again and again, torrid, moist 
kisses of tongue-loving delight which were carrying the susceptible 
young wife willingly upward and away on a cloud of erotic beauty she 
knew she must take now to the end of its journey! Then, Vickie raised 
her enchanting face and gazed down at her. "You mustn't misunderstand, 
Beth, I'm not a died-in-the-wool lesbian. Do you believe that?"


"It doesn't matter ..."


"To me, it does, darling," Vickie whispered. "When I see someone whom I 
know I can, and want to, love, whether male or female, it makes no 
difference. Can you believe that?"


Beth nodded, though knowing that yesterday she couldn't have, and that 
even now there were doubts inside her, but that none of it mattered a 
damn at this point!


"Is it ... your husband, baby?" the intoxicating, amber-eyed face 
softly questioned. "He can't satisfy you ...?"


"I don't want to talk about it, Vickie ... please?"


"All right," the other quickly replied, lovingly grazing her fingers 
over her beautiful young neighbor's face, letting their tips trail down 
the satiny skin of her neck to her shoulder. "Just relax, darling, and 
give yourself to Vickie. She's going to make you the most contented 
girl in the world ...!"


"Ohhhhhh ... yes ... yessss ... I want you to ...!" Beth ardently 
hissed, abandoning her inflamed young body to the forbidden pleasures 
to come ...!


Vickie kissed her again and Beth met the little tongue with the heated 
wetness of her own, sensing the satiny sheet being removed from between 
them, the gentle, loving hands fondly caressing her erotically tingling 
breasts and moving downward over her body with an intimate tenderness 
that filled her with unknown ardor for her lover. She felt the soft, 
warm hands stroking the ovalled mounds of her naked buttocks and 
drawing her tightly into a strong, yet softly yielding flesh elegance.


At the lewdly illicit embrace, something objectionable again tried to 
make its unwanted presence known in her whirling young brain, and more 
determinedly, the enraptured blonde wife drove it away. Whatever it was 
so erotically captivating and sensually stimulating her desire-filled 
body, she wanted it to go on ... maybe forever and ever! The svelte 
creature pressed close to her, massaging her hot nakedness against 
Beth's resilient young curves, their hardened, pebble-like nipples 
touching, their full breasts flattening against each other's, their 
thighs meeting along with the fleshy cuntal mounds and silken thatches 
of blonde and dark pubic curls ...


Beth gasped with the vibrant tremor rippling over her nakedly aroused 
young body, while Vickie's hand explored the rounded moons of her 
sensitive buttocks, spreading them apart and inserting an outstretched 
slender finger to stroke her tight little anus with knowing delight! 
Sensations of utter lust glowed in Beth's overwrought belly and in the 
hotly throbbing genital mouth up between her thighs. Then, Vickie 
gently pressed her onto her back, her willowy neighbor's hand tracing 
the arched line of her hip as she slithered down her naked body and 
gently urged Beth's legs apart and open to her! The blonde young wife 
didn't look, but lay there with eyes closed in unprecedented, desirous 
anticipation, her breath excitedly tight in her slender throat!


She felt the warm, moist kisses against the extremely sensate flesh of 
her inner thighs, each one conveyed higher and higher toward her hotly 
hungering pussy lips!


Vickie Davis' exotic eyes glittered when they locked on the narrow pink 
crevice where a tiny drop of secreting moisture glistened from Beth's 
sensual passion. Unhesitantly, she flicked out her tongue-tip, stealing 
its heady tang into her mouth. A shiver of seductive lust rifled 
through her willowy nakedness at its spicy taste, and she drew her wet 
little tongue from the point where Beth's enticing, pink cuntal crevice 
enjoined the smooth cleft between her rounded ass cheeks, lightly 
tracing the thin vaginal line dividing its fleshy lips upward to its 
peak. She felt the excited tremor flutter over her gorgeous neighbor's 
young curvaceous body, and with thumbs, she brushed aside the 
gossamery, blonde pubic curls, spreading apart the young wife's moistly 
clinging cuntal lips, until her tiny, hooded clitoris was revealed 
before her! She licked it then, raising a whimpering shudder from the 
hopelessly aroused girl lying naked beneath her.


Beth opened her eyes to the sudden sensations of inflamed delight 
raging in her wetly pulsating pussy as Vickie's intimately licking 
tongue made swipe after swipe at her exposed vaginal furrow. Abruptly, 
she felt her legs being raised and pressed back until her thighs were 
flattening the supple mounds of her swollen, throbbing breasts. She 
lifted her head to look between them and watch the auburn-haired girl's 
classic face nuzzle into the hot, wet pinkness of her splayed-open cunt 
as she began to lick it with wanton frenzy!


Rather than the revulsion she had always identified with such an 
obscene lesbian act, salacious rapture swept through Beth's luridly 
positioned nakedness! God, she'd never in her most remote dreams 
imagined she could be a part of such a performance ... but there she 
lay, on her back with her legs lewdly raised high and her thighs 
widespread in lustful desire beneath this beautiful girl whose mouth 
and tongue were filling her with intoxicating, forbidden pleasure ... 
and she wanted it ... wanted it!


"Oh ... ooohhhhh ...!" Beth moaned, as the auburn-haired enchantress 
sucked and nipped at her tiny, quivering clitoris with her pretty white 
teeth, sending violent spasms of ecstasy spiraling through her! It was 
nearly maddening ... impassionately maddening ... but ever endurably 
maddening! From that brief instance of almost shattering sensation, 
Vickie's knowing hot tongue drew downward to smoothly slide in and out 
of the hot, liquid mouth of her steaming vagina, wetly rotating against 
its sensitive inner walls, then thrusting deeply up inside her! She 
sensed her sylphish neighbor's hands cupping the rounded cheeks of her 
ass to raise her even higher, and she held her knees tightly against 
her aching breasts as she felt the vamping little tongue lick hotly 
downward through the smooth crevice to her puckered babyish anus! Its 
tip pressed firmly against Beth's anal lips as it had her mouth, but 
hardly penetrating, though she wanted it to, relaxing to the fullest. 
Suddenly, it was back in her seething cunt and nothing else mattered as 
it curled wetly up into her, then flicked to the intricate little bud 
of her excitedly palpitating clitoris, while the ecstatic pressure 
mounted in her belly.


God, this moment, like those with sweet young Jerry Adams, she must 
vividly remember them! She'd been wrong again! Oh, and had she been 
wrong! Even the sensations, the lust, the luscious desire she'd felt 
with her teenage Jerry was entirely foreign to the searing embers 
sensually eating at her fervid loins and spasming, fire-filled belly at 
that specific instant! It was all different ... love in its intricate 
variations, such as those limited, wild emotions she had reveled in 
with Stan Wilson! They had been wholly different from anything she 
could ever know with Jay, but that didn't mean that she couldn't, or 
hadn't known similar passion with him! She loved him ... he was her 
husband ... but he'd failed her ... not intentionally, she realized, 
merely in ignorance! And as well, how, in ignorance, could he expect to 
portray the feelings of one woman being made love to by another? How 
could any man? Oh damn, it was so overwhelming ... the thought alone, 
the visual sensations, the raging heat her stunning neighbor's tiny 
tongue was licking toward a mind blasting explosion inside her ...!


And then, Vickie stopped!


Slowly, reluctantly, Beth lowered her legs as she looked intently down 
at her exotically smiling lover.


"Come down here and kiss me, darling!" the auburn-haired model 
whispered.


She couldn't have refused had she wanted to, Beth knew as she sat 
upright and Vickie got to her knees between her widespread legs. She 
wrapped her arms upward around the sylph-like girl's neck and planted 
her lips on the other's wetly parted mouth, tasting the poignant flavor 
of her own self there! The reaction to her sensual inflammation was 
undeniable abandon!


"Wh-What do you want me to do? It was beautiful ..." Beth gasped.


Vickie enfolded the young wife in her arms and held her, pressing the 
younger girl's cheek against the warm, pliant flesh of her soft breast. 
She ran one hand down over Beth's naked belly and further through the 
silken, blondish tufts of her puffy little mound to her pussy, drawing 
a finger between its flushed, heatedly moistened lips.


Beth whimpered, clinging closer, and the lithesome girl cupped her own 
breast, holding it to press the nipple between the young blonde wife's 
wetly receptive lips. Eagerly, Beth began to suck as her own small hand 
moved upward to lovingly caress and hold the firm, full mound of 
feminine flesh.


"You like that, darling?" Vickie throatily whispered.


"Mmmmmmmmm!" Beth mewled, her tiny tongue swirling over and around the 
perfumed nipple she hungrily held and sucked in her mouth.


Momentarily, Vickie Davis watched in her own mounting passion, watched 
the sensual sight of her beautiful curvaceous neighbor sucking and 
nibbling in wanton hunger at her wildly tingling breast. God, she 
thought, what absolutely fantastic times they were going to enjoy 
together! She watched until she couldn't stand it any longer, then she 
pressed the susceptible naked beauty down onto the bed and lewdly 
straddled her middle, moving upward over the voluptuous, satin fleshed 
girl until her own lush buttocks sat back to flatten Beth's softly 
yielding breasts against her chest!


Beth looked up at her, not frightened, knowing exactly what was 
expected ... what was to come ... and ... and wanting it! Vickie raised 
up until her wetly excited cunt hovered directly above Beth's mouth! 
She said nothing, only stared downward with lust-filled eyes, waiting!


The erotically fired young wife licked out as if in unquestionable 
obedience, the enticing coral crevice of intimate flesh with its hair-
lined dark curls like a magnet to her as she laved her tongue through 
the hot, liquid length of it. Subconsciously, Beth reached up and 
lovingly caught the auburn-haired girl's flared hips, drawing her 
closer down, while she ran her tongue through the pink fluidness of 
Vickie Davis' cunt ... exploring her heated, lust-secreting vagina, and 
at last, the rather large almond-like clitoris, the entire 
conglomeration firing her young naked body beyond belief!


But again, Vickie surprised her, hunching back away, suddenly 
scrambling off her in an unexpected move! Beth raised to her elbows, 
gaping at her beautiful, naked neighbor.


"What's wrong ...? Wasn't ... wasn't I doing it right ...?"


"You were beautiful, baby, and ... you're not done yet!" Vickie 
whispered, her classic smile lighting her face. "But we have a male 
member with us, darling ... one I'm almost certain you tempted this 
morning!"


There was only one other live thing in the room except the fern she 
kept near the window!


"Yes ... Lancer, baby," the naked, lissome model softly intoned. "We 
mustn't forget him ... and I know you never will after tonight!"


Beth gaped at her, knowing, yet not quite sure ... not letting herself 
believe! Only in books, Jay's and others like him, did such bestial 
things take place! They were fictional ... impossible ... absolutely 
devilish and unreal!


"He'll love you, Beth darling ... I know he will!" Vickie was saying. 
"Get up on your knees, baby, with your lovely ass high in the air if 
you want to know the ultimate!"


"Vickie ... wh-what?"


"Turn over!" the auburn-haired girl cut her short. "Do it! Now!"


Beth could have argued, or at the most, fought with her, but she had no 
intentions of doing that. Instead, she responded, getting up onto her 
knees as commanded, raising her lush, naked buttocks high as if she 
were in some sort of drugged lechery, the lustful sensation permeating 
her young curvaceous body more influencing than any addiction she could 
ever know!


"Come, Lancy! Now, lover! Up ... up!"


Beth felt the jouncing weight of the massive dog leap onto the bed, but 
she couldn't see him because he remained behind her. Her belly 
constricted in a natural fright, and she looked behind her to catch her 
neighbor's beautiful face. She saw the naked girl point toward her very 
buttocks!


Chapter 6


For what seemed an eternity, a quivering Beth knelt upon the bed, 
resting forward on her elbows and forearms, knees widespread, the 
unprotected mounds of her nakedly offered buttocks obscenely raised 
according to her captivating neighbor's lewd instructions! The hardened 
tips of her passion-swollen breasts incitingly grazed the silken 
material beneath, and her long blonde hair tumbled down over her 
shoulders and cheeks in a golden veil that thankfully hid all facial 
evidence the bizarre emotions of apprehension and anticipation were 
fiercely charging through her!


Suddenly, she felt the huge animal's cool, wet nose against her inner 
thighs as she had that morning, sniffing at the fluid, pungent heat of 
her fired loins! Brushing her hair aside, Beth twisted again to look at 
Vickie who was on her knees and closely watching the massive dog's 
lurid inspection of her unshielded genitals! The anxious urge to bolt 
from the bed and end it all right there raced into her lust-confused 
brain, but instead she froze! His cold, probing nose touched her anus, 
causing her to reflexively lurch forward and her mind to go blank!


Beth felt his hot animal tongue dart out and flick wetly up and down 
the smooth crevice between her softly quivering buttocks, laving at her 
tightly puckered little ring as his mistress had done shortly before! 
Again, the naked young wife commenced to sizzle within the depths of 
her insanely aroused belly and loins as Lancer began the avid licking 
of her lust-inflamed cunt and nothing else mattered!


"Wider, darling!" Vickie excitedly hissed. "Spread your legs wider! 
It'll open your pussy more for him!"


Oh God ... he was a trained wonder, all right! Beth wildly reasoned, 
inching her knees out farther apart as the German Shepherd obscenely 
lashed its searing, beastial tongue the full length of her ass-crevice 
... from the dimpled hole of her tiny rectum to her passionately 
burning pussy ... even to the very base of her belly where it flicked 
and caressed the quivering bud of her clitoris! Time and again, the 
beautiful brute repeated his earth shaking lickings, his thick animal-
tongue laving through her frenzied, down covered loins and ass-crevice 
with undeniable tutored skill, spreading her open in the most 
sensitive, secret places that only a woman could truly know!


"Oh ... oh God, Vickie ...!" the young blonde wife moaned in the 
thrilling salaciousness of her naked, animalistic position and the 
obscene act she was so eagerly taking part in. "You ... you've taught 
him well ...!"


"Do you like him, darling?" the willowy, auburn-haired beauty 
whispered, leaning down to slip a hand beneath Beth's nearest heavily 
hanging breast, cupping and fondling its soft warmth with warm 
affection. "Isn't he marvelous?"


"Ohhhh... ooooohhhhhh, yessssss ... marvelous, the gor-gorgeous brute 
...!"


"And the best is yet to come, baby! Watch! Now, Lancer! Up! Up! That's 
it, lover! Fuck her! Go ahead, Lancy! Fuck her ...!"


With that shocking command, unexpected pangs of instant terror ripped 
through Beth's sensually overwrought body! Good God, there was a limit 
to all outrages! Its tongue was one thing, but its animal cock quite 
another ...! She started to protest, intending to squirm away, but a 
fierce growl as the dog mounted her, his hard furry body crowding in 
toward her defenselessly quivering buttocks quickly changed the young 
wife's mind! His strong forelegs were clutching at the soft flesh of 
her hips as might any lust-driven man who was about to take her from 
behind!.


"Damn, Vickie! Stop him!" Beth snapped in a voice quivering with fear, 
passion, and mounting anger. "I'm not an animal yet, and ... and I 
don't intend to be fucked by one!"


Her beautiful neighbor merely laughed. "I don't believe you've much 
choice in the matter at this point darling ... and I assure you, 
nothing I could say would stop him now! He senses that beautiful heat 
of your sweet, needing pussy, baby ... but don't be frightened, and 
above all, don't put him down because he's an animal. I promise you, 
Beth darling, you haven't been fucked until Lancy slips that wonderful 
cock of his up into your steaming cunt! Just relax ... relax ... and 
look what Vickie's got for you ...!"


The frightened young blonde intended to say more! To struggle! To do 
whatever was necessary! Instead, she moaned aloud as her lissome 
neighbor's naked loveliness moved around her head, squirmed down 
beneath her kneeling body, and drew her long shapely legs back to her 
erect, firm breasts so that her pink, wetly glistening cunt was 
completely exposed right beneath Beth's face. Then, Vickie said, "If 
you want to watch, darling, we've worked around enough on the bed so 
that you can see in your vanity mirror. Look ...!"


Beth did, the power of suggestion demanding it, and she caught the 
entire reflection of their lurid orgy. The beastial sight of Lancer 
mounting the wantonly spread moons of her soft, white buttocks, plus 
that of Vickie lying nakedly on her back with her long legs raised in 
lascivious presentation of her exposed, hair-covered pink cunt ... all 
this was enough to set her right off again! Adding to that, came the 
spectacle of Lancer's glistening scarlet penis slipping forth from its 
long sheath, wet and hard, the needled end like a pointed, tapered 
candle dancing and slipping in the wet crevice of her seething pussy! 
God, it was unbelievable in size! She felt his strong, animal body 
lurch against her as he tried to invade her hotly throbbing vagina with 
the thick beveled spear of animal hardness!


"Help him, darling! You want it ... you know you do! Can't you just 
feel its long thickness racing hotly up into your excited pussy?" 
Vickie taunted while she, too, gaped at the mirror, her slender hand 
moving downward between her raised, spread thighs to slip a probing 
finger between the wet lips of her own heatedly contracting cunt. "Do 
it, baby, help him ... if you really want to cum like a cyclone!"


It was her enchanting neighbor's last, almost promising words, which 
moved Beth into blind action. With an unrestrained moan, the golden 
haired young wife shifted her lush, rounded buttocks in a searching 
effort to capture the dog's lengthening cock, the sensual tension 
raging within her mounting to an almost unbearable point. God yes, she 
wanted the long, slippery animal hardness racing hotly up into the 
inferno of her belly! To ... to cum like a cyclone! She reached back 
between her thighs, grasping the fire filled wet length, raising a 
partial growl from the huge dog as she guided its moistly pulsating tip 
to the lubricated mouth of her yearning young cunt ...! Immediately, 
the brute thrust, yanked, thrust, yanked ...! Hammering into her lust-
moistened vagina and spreading her cuntal passage open wider and wider 
as he buried his long, thick animal cock deeply up into her stretched 
pussy channel!


Vickie gaped in lustful fascination as the thick, lengthy hardness 
slithered forward with a wet, brutal hammering, until it was sunk to 
its hilt, Lancer's black, hairy balls swinging beneath the younger 
girl's golden, downish pubic hair.


"Oh damn ... damn!" Beth choked, her eyes wide but momentarily unseeing 
as the massive beast fucked into her from behind with a ravaging force 
she could only mentally compare to a machine driven piston! It was long 
seconds before she was able to regain her breath which had been knocked 
out of her by his fierce entry into the scorching, liquid core of her 
young body. But gradually, it returned, even beneath his brutal animal 
fucking, and she stared down at Vickie's several fingers moving sleekly 
in and out of her own pink, glistening cunt. "Ooohhhh ... ooohhhhhh ... 
oooohhhhh!" Beth began to chant in a new, heavenly relief, compellingly 
moving backwards in lewd bodily rhythm to meet Lancer's powerful 
strokes fucking deep into the very depths of her seething belly from 
his ass-mounting position!


Vickie Davis watched as if hypnotized, her slender fingers skillfully 
pummeling her own excited pussy while her amber eyes riveted on her 
voluptuous young neighbor's lust-contorted expression. She watched 
Beth's full, hanging breasts dancing and swaying beneath her writhing 
torso, keeping cadence with Lancer's long, thick cock skewering deeper 
and deeper into her from behind, a merciless drill of gleaming animal 
hardness sinking to its full depth in the gorgeous girl's sweet-tasting 
vagina!


Finally, when she could no longer stand the mere watching, and the 
fingering of her cunt seemed ridiculous, the lust-drenched, naked model 
entwined her fingers in Beth's long tresses, urging her slackened face 
downward to her feverishly wet loins. Immediately, she felt the young 
enraptured girl's smooth hot tongue begin to wetly kiss and lick, suck 
and nibble at the sensitive intimate flesh of her cunt. The roundness 
of Beth's wetly ovalled lips drew eagerly at Vickie's clitoris, then 
the tantalizing length of the kneeling girl's hot tongue speared up 
into the clutching sheath of her smoldering vagina to slash, swirl and 
lave! She felt her curvaceous neighbor's hot breaths coming in tight 
gasps against the sensitive inner flesh and watched her rotate her 
naked buttocks, furiously grinding them back against Lancer's big 
animal cock fucking into her greedily absorbing pussy from behind.


The lewdly erotic spectacle was more than even Vickie could bear to 
watch any longer; nor could she hold back the climax that was about to 
erupt in the volcanic depths of her belly and loins from the exquisite 
mouthing of her cunt which Beth was so ardently administering! She 
threw back her head and wailed deeply when the bubble burst to send 
waves of ultimate pleasure rocketing through her entire being, causing 
her legs to spasmodically jerk out on either side of Beth's lovely head 
nuzzled in her wetly climaxing cunt!


Almost simultaneously, Jay Robert Durke's impassioned young wife felt 
the sensational frenzied heat pressuring beyond the controllable point 
in her own nakedly screaming body! Muffled whimpers tumbled from her 
pussy-moistened lips. She raised her beautiful face and Vickie read her 
glazed, sultry eyes ... saw them grow round and wide as she cried out, 
"Oooohhhhh ... damn! Yesssss ... I'm going to cuummmm! Viiiicccckkiiii 
...! I-I-I'm cummiiiinngggg ...!"


Her voice died in a strangled choke of sob and sigh, her head twisting 
from side to side, her long blonde hair flailing as she began the first 
ecstatic spasms of orgasm, screwing her smoothly rounded buttocks back 
hard onto the wildly fucking thick animal penis with frenetic fury!


Vickie watched in the mirror as Lancer's tongue hung loosely from the 
mouth of his great head, panting and dripping its saliva onto the sleek 
tanned flesh of Beth's back while he fucked between the wantonly 
undulating buttocks from behind. Then, the young naked wife shrieked 
again, slamming her madly trembling buttocks back against the panting 
brute with a frantic jerk as Lancy thrust forward, obviously spewing 
his scalding animal sperm up into her belly with long, incessant 
spurts. Once more, she wailed brokenly, her lovely ass cheeks beginning 
to convulsively contract, while Vickie Davis watched the mirror in 
lustful anticipation to see the combination human-animal, white 
orgasmic liquid explode from the lust-swollen lips of her young 
neighbor's tightly milking cunt, which was still clasping and squeezing 
at her Lancer's long, thick cock! Thin rivulets of the white hot fluid 
ran down the full columns of her soft, satiny thighs ... and then, she 
collapsed forward, into the cradle of Vickie's cushioning loins, giving 
one last sigh of ecstatic relief.


Vickie didn't speak, only pointed to Lancer and he leaped down from the 
bed. Gently, lovingly, she ran her hand through the curvaceous young 
wife's beautiful, silken blonde hair. After minutes, she ventured in 
her soft voice, "Satisfied, darling?"


Beth sighed ... another interval passed. At last, "At the sake of being 
trite, which my husband would never forgive me for, 'heaven was never 
like that'!"


Vickie responded with her musical, quiet laugh. Then asked, "Are you 
sorry?"


Beth looked up at her and smiled. "I guess I'm never sorry, or ashamed, 
for anything I do. In that respect, I suppose I'd make a good whore, 
wouldn't I?"


"No ... no, I'm afraid you wouldn't, darling," Vickie replied, 
surprising her.


"No ...? And why not? I've got all the qualifications, haven't I ...?"


Vickie nodded, the amber eyes in her classic face sparkling. "One too 
many, as a matter of fact, darling. You'd like your work too much and 
consequently go broke!"


Beth laughed outright as she sat up! "Would you like a drink, Miss 
Davis ... in the living room? I expect that my husband is due home 
anytime now, and we might make for a better appearance out there ... if 
you know what I mean."


"Right on, Mrs. Durke. My throat is parched ...!"


Chapter 7


It was customary for Beth to crawl quietly out of bed at an early hour. 
She did this for two reasons, number one: she very much enjoyed the 
first rays of daylight, their fresh tranquillity pleasantly warming 
her; and number two: to avoid any ruttish sorties Jay might wake up 
entertaining. This morning, she had a third reason: to jot down a few 
notes of memorable experiences which were bidding to be recorded 
somewhere, somehow.


She chose the back verandah where the sun played until midmorning, a 
notebook she'd pilfered from her husband's studio, and her green bikini 
for attire. Some two hours passed in luxurious privacy as she wrote in 
a smoothly legible hand, journaling the cause, events, and results of 
these past few days in her life. They were the same mental reflections 
which had allowed her fitful sleep and stimulating dreams all through 
the night; yet, remarkably enough, she was not tired, and anything but 
upset.


In fact, Jay Robert Durke's curvaceous young wife could never recall 
feeling quite so complete, nor as femininely 'looked after'. She smiled 
to herself at the last thought. But it was true! She had never before 
known such ultimate physical contentment. Had it been Vickie, or Lancer 
... or the combination of them both? The venture with young Jerry Adams 
had excited her to no end, and there was hardly a doubt in her mind but 
what further sensual experiences were going to happen between them, 
though these, like the first, would be erotic thrills of the moment and 
probably spontaneous. Which left only the one avenue yet unexplored ... 
Stan Wilson!


She still had only to think of him, envision his handsome virility, and 
the blood began to hotly charge through her. God, though she wasn't 
sorry, she could never think of herself as lesbianistically inclined 
... and how could one categorize one's feelings towards the loving of a 
brute animal? An idolizer of beastiality? Again, Beth laughed to 
herself, making a notice of her immediate perceptions.


Somewhere in the course of her erotic escapades throughout the past 
seventy-two hours or so, she had recognized the personal sensation of 
different loves, all firing in their own right, intricate emotions of 
overwhelming pleasure that never infringed on those of their loving 
counterparts. That had truly been the secret moment of revelation, 
hadn't it ...?


"Beth ...? Hey, Baby, where are you?"


Unhurriedly, the pony tailed, blonde young mate closed her note book 
and slipped it beneath the cushion of her metal chair. "Out here, Jay 
... back verandah," she replied, glancing at her watch to see it was 
eight o'clock, time for Stan to leave for his store.


The big man scuffingly emerged through the doorway, his long greying 
hair standing on end, his bearded face like an unkempt bird's nest. He 
yawned, scratching at his protruding belly and ribs beneath the purple 
dressing gown she'd given him last Christmas.


"Damn ... I was looking for you, doll ... all over the bed," he 
announced with a grin. "Had one of those yard-arm situations that call 
for a woman's loving attention."


She thought of asking why he didn't go to the bathroom, but instead, 
said, "The mornings are too nice to waste, Jay. I just can't pass them 
up ... a holdover from the farm, I guess."


He dropped heavily into a chair and yawned again, scratching at his 
head. "Man, I drank a boatload last night. I need a pound of bacon and 
half dozen eggs to absorb it. Lots of hot coffee, too, hon." He looked 
over at her. "Was I all right when I came home?"


"You were fine, darling. I led you into the bedroom, helped you undress 
and you faded quietly away, like the Arab. Then, Vickie Davis went 
home."


He gaped at her. "What the hell, was she here?"


Beth nodded and smiled. "Don't you remember trying to kiss her, hello?"


The big man squirmed. "Hell no!" he said, combing his wild hair with 
his fingers. "Did I, honest?"


"You did, lover man."


"She wasn't sore or anything ... was she?"


"No, of course not. Any fool could see you were stoned out of your 
mind. She simply laughed, let you kiss her, then she left."


"But she wasn't uptight, or anything?" he repeated.


"No, Jay. Really. She just laughed. Lord, she knew you were high as a 
kite," Beth said with a smile, remembering the way Vickie had kissed 
her warmly on the lips and said, "Pass this on to him, if you can, 
lady."


"Shit, I didn't think I was that bad!" he said, regaining his feet. He 
walked to the doorway, then pivoted to look at her. "You're not mad, 
baby ...?"


"Mad? Of course not. Only dogs and other such animals go mad, anyway. 
You should know that, husband. You're the writer," Beth said, standing 
up from her chair and remembering her notebook. She would get it later 
...


"Yeah ... well ... maybe that's just a subterfuge. I'm really a satyr! 
You ever consider that fact?" he teased, grinning.


"Yes ... but I don't believe you're anything that a good shower won't 
cure this morning, big daddy. Remember, we've lots of work to do. 
You're already three days late ..."


"I know ... I know. Okay. Get the grub on, baby ... I'll be with you in 
a jiffy ... and ... and incidentally, this satyr loves you ..."


Beth felt it all the way from her heels, an emotion for this massive 
gentle, boisterous man which she could never, never deny! She said: "I 
love you, too, Jay Durke ... Now, get to hell in there and take a 
shower!"


*   *   *


Beth remained loyal to the typewriter throughout the morning and a good 
half of the afternoon, working in the presence of her middle-aged 
husband, and as usual, caught up in the racy theme and sequences of his 
story. She smiled to herself when sometime around three o'clock his 
machine began to slow down and she gathered that Sara Wilson had made 
one of her exhibitionist appearances. Shortly, his fingers ceased to 
move over the keys entirely and he complained of hitting a snag he'd 
have to think out. He decided he might take a little walk around the 
yard for a bit of mental exercising, to which she had merely nodded and 
gone on with her work.


Once the back door had slammed behind him, Beth waited a few more 
minutes before going to their bedroom where she could see her bearded 
mate standing beside the house near the hedge, ogling the bikini-clad 
brunette who was going through some wild positioned antics in her 
struggle with a rose bush she was evidently set on digging up and 
replanting elsewhere. It occurred to the young blonde wife as she 
watched her vivacious neighbor that the petite Sara was a sensuously 
striking girl, a fact she'd never before given much thought to. Yes ... 
yes, she was ... with all of the alluring, well balanced curves a girl 
of her dainty structure needed to be classified as lovely. And it was 
her lot in life to legitimately occupy the bed of Stan Wilson, an 
enviable position, Beth covetously mused ...


The jangle of the telephone interrupted her jealous meditation and she 
picked up the bedroom extension.


"Hello ..."


"Beth ... Mrs. Durke ...?" the unmistakable male voice stammeringly 
questioned, sending immediate little sensations of excitement rippling 
through her.


"Yes ... this is she," Beth replied, forcing calmness into her tone as 
she thought: how timely could one get?


"Stan ... Stan Wilson, Beth," he went on, his smooth voice gaining 
confidence. "I just received a shipment of sandals ... some beautiful 
styles, and ... and I thought you might like to stop by and have a look 
at them ... when you get time, or are down this way."


"Why, Stan how thoughtful of you to call me!" Beth exclaimed, her 
elation quite sincere, but the sandals had little to do with it. "I'd 
love to see them."


"Oh, we try to offer our ... ah ... special customers just a little bit 
more," he said, his rich voice taking on a meaningful inflection, 
adding to the initial flush he'd set off inside her.


"I see ... Then, you do have other special customers," the young wife 
found herself teasing. "For a moment, I thought I was in a category all 
my own ..."


"Believe me, you are, Mrs. Durke," Stan quickly answered. "You are what 
I call the preferred customer ... mine, anyway, if that makes a 
difference ... Does it?"


Beth managed her trained, light laugh. "I refuse to answer on the 
grounds that it might incriminate me, Mr. Wilson." Her brain raced. She 
added: "However, I do have to pick up some groceries a little later and 
... and I'll stop by to see what you have."


"This afternoon?"


"Yes ... in fact, I was just about to get ready," she lied, concluding 
that Jay would probably welcome her getting out of the picture for a 
bit so that he could play voyeur in peace ... perfect ... for both of 
them!


"Wonderful! I'll be watching for you!" Stan said, either unable to 
hide, or purposefully inflecting his enthusiasm in the words.


Beth preferred to believe the first viewpoint, though it hardly 
mattered a damn to her, she thought as she hung up the phone. There was 
enough imaginative heat inspiring her for the both of them ... and this 
time she wasn't about to louse it up.


*   *   *


Through the Venetian blind of his study window, Jay Durke focused and 
re-focused his field glasses to bring closer the tiny yellow bikini 
bottoms covering Sara Wilson's taut full buttocks until he could 
imagine them damned near sitting on the end of his nose! Christ, his 
cock was as hard as the hoe handle she was clutching, bent over and 
chopping at the earthed root of the rose bush! Damn, if there was ever 
a more inviting, tighter looking, compact ass anywhere, he'd sure like 
to get a look at it! For over an hour now, she'd been waggling it under 
his nose, until he just couldn't stand it another friggin' minute! He 
either had to get away from the goddamned window ... or go over there 
and make some kind of a play! But, what the hell would he say to her 
...?


Nervously, he opened a drawer of his desk, bringing out the half-filled 
bottle of bourbon he kept handy there. Removing the cap, he took a long 
pull at the raw liquor, feeling it scorch his throat as it thumped into 
his belly and spread warmly through his big frame. He'd never have a 
better opportunity, with Beth shopping. She'd be at least a couple of 
hours, time to get something going in the hopper anyway. Maybe nothing 
would come of it ... maybe he was nuts to think little Sara was a 
fireball, or that she'd be receptive to him even if she were. Hell, he 
was old enough to be her daddy, and he might bluff it a lot, but he 
knew what he looked like. Still, there was always that chance ... and 
he'd been old enough to have sired his Beth, too, but she'd flipped 
over him. What the hell, he must have something that turned the younger 
dolls on ... and what could he lose, anyway?


Again, the brawny, bewhiskered writer tilted the bottle to his lips and 
drank, drawing the back of his hand over his wet lips after and gasping 
from the burning liquid. Damnit, he was going over there! He'd tell her 
he'd come over to offer a hand! What the hell, she couldn't anymore 
than cool him ...! But he'd have to get his damned cock down to normal 
first! Couldn't walk over there looking like he was hiding a ball bat 
in his pants ...!


His mind excitedly made up, and with the bourbon hotly starching his 
confidence, Jay went into the bathroom, dropped his trousers and 
shorts, then held his thick, lengthy hardness under the cold water 
faucet until it began to wilt and return to its normal flaccidness. 
He'd just finished the process, zipped up his fly and buckled his belt 
when the telephone rang. The interruption irked him, but he answered 
it.


"Yeah ...?"


"Jay ...?" Beth's voice sang into his ear.


"Nawww ... this is the ghost of King Farouk," he answered, grinning. 
"What can I do for you, Nefertiti?"


Her laugh came warmly over the wire. "Well listen, oh King," she said, 
her voice growing enthused, "the most wonderful thing ... I just ran 
into Maggie Gardner from Chicago. Can you imagine? I was never so 
surprised in my life!"


"Maggie ... she's the redhead who worked in the office with you, isn't 
she?"


"Yes, and she's only in town for a few hours. She's catching a plane 
this evening for Hawaii ... Her father lives there, you know," his wife 
informed. "Darling, would you mind very much if I have cocktails and 
dinner with her? She's asked me to ..."


Would he mind? Christ, it couldn't fall better if he'd planned it 
himself ... providing little sweet-assed Sara was half what he figured 
her to be. "Hell no, baby! You go ahead and have yourself a good time! 
I'll be okay; don't worry about me."


"You're sure now ...?" she pressed, as if she might change her mind 
right there if he asked her to. The doll ...


"O' course, hon! Go ahead. You got enough loot on you?"


"Yes ... I've plenty."


"Good ... and say hello to old Maggie for me, won't you?"


"Yes, darling, I will. Bye bye ..."


"Bye ... and have fun, baby ..."


The big man cradled the phone, then walked to the front window. Yeah 
... she was still out there and working like a female Johnny Appleseed. 
Damn, what a hot-nuts body that chickie had! But he couldn't just stand 
there watching her titties bounce and her luscious ass-cheeks strain 
that wispy bikini bottom, or he'd have to undergo another Coldwater 
treatment. Nope!


Win, lose, or draw, he was going to chance it, and right now ...!


Jay tensely brushed a comb through his greying hair and beard, struck a 
few anticipated poses in the mirror, caught one last belt of bourbon, 
and shuffled across the street with hands thrust in hip-pockets. As he 
drew closer to the squatting, petitely feminine figure of the raven-
haired Sara Wilson digging at the bush's root, the big man realized 
that she grew even more curvaceous and sensuously lovely. He'd never 
been this near to their neighbor before, even though he'd had her 
sitting on the end of his nose with field-glasses, but in person there 
was a hell of a difference! Christ, his throat was knotting up ...!


"Oh, hello!" the dark-eyed girl exclaimed when his big shadow caught 
her eye and she looked back over her pretty naked shoulder in surprise. 
A little smile followed as she stopped what she was doing and 
straightened. She wore a pair of soiled white gloves that would've fit 
him, and with the back of one she drew it across her brow, brushing her 
long black hair away from her attractive, smiling face. "You're Mr. 
Durke from across the street ...?"


"That's right," Jay managed, trying to keep his eyes on her glowing 
face rather than the alluring dazzlement of her wispy, bikini-enhanced 
curves. "I-I've been watching you breaking your back over that bush for 
the past hour. You just don't seem to be getting anyplace with it, Mrs. 
Wilson ... or can I call you Sara?"


The big man was almost as astonished as was she at the forwardness of 
his own words. Though he'd always had plenty of brass with males, when 
it came to females, and especially gems like this one, he usually went 
tongue-tied. He thought he detected an odd expression of disapproval 
darken her vivacious face, and he wanted to rip out his tongue! Shit, 
he'd blown it already! The Goddamned booze ...!


"I-I don't see why not," she suddenly answered, her smile returning. 
"And I'll call you Jay. My husband was telling me that you and your 
wife were in his store and got to a first-name acquaintance. After all, 
we are neighbors, aren't we?"


"Yeah! That's right, we are!" Jay huskily beamed, elated with the 
unexpected consequences his boldness had brought about. "Here, let me 
have that hoe and see what I can do!"


"Oh dear ... I can't let you do that, Mr ... Jay," his vibrant young 
neighbor cooed, an almost helpless smile lighting her delicate 
features. "You know, it's my hobby. I just love flowers and gardening, 
but Stan despised it, and he made me understand when I started that I 
wasn't to call on him for any help." She made a timid little laughing 
sound which pounded the blood in Jay's veins. "That's why you always 
see me out here puttering alone ..."


"Well, you haven't been doing much puttering with this bush, girl," the 
big, bearded writer said. "I know, 'cause I've been watching you ...!"


Jesus Christ! Jay inwardly swore. The way she was looking at him, like 
a Goddamned little cuddly kitten! What the hell, he couldn't even 
answer her, and his crazy cock had just given a telltale lurch! He 
reached out and took the hoe from her gloved hands. Finally: "You just 
stand back and let old Jay root that sonofa ... that bush out o' there 
for you, honey ...!"


She said something dainty but he didn't catch it all. The bearded man 
was too gratified to bend over and hide his lengthening hardness from 
her pretty eyes. Christ, he didn't want to look like a Goddamned lecher 
to her right off the bat! Eagerly, he worked, gouging the tool into the 
earth with powerful strokes, the perspiration beading on his broad 
forehead from the liquor he'd drunk and a general lack of regular 
exercise. He thought of Beth for a fleeting moment, then of Sara's 
husband, Stan, and what he, himself, was sweating his balls off trying 
to gear toward. Several times, Sara 'ooohhhed' and 'aaahhhed', 
reminding him not to sever any roots, then praising him in the next 
breath.


"My ... you're so strong, Jay!" she exclaimed in a breathless whisper, 
as she knelt beside him closely watching. "I-I don't know how I'm ever 
going to thank you for this! You're just a darling, is all!"


For answer, the perspiration-soaked author worked harder, completely 
out of his element and loving it! Hell, he was making points and he 
knew that for sure! But he hardly dared look at her, the way she was 
kneeling beside him on all-fours! Goddamn, he could nearly see the very 
nipples on her firm, lush tits ... could see them embossing the flimsy 
material in tiny, hardened buds! Christ, if only he could know what she 
was thinking!


Sara could actually smell the masculine aroma of his powerful body from 
the toiling strain of his efforts! Her young, soft belly responsively 
quivered from the heady stimulant she had not really known since 
accompanying her football-coach father into the team's empty locker-
room at night all those years ago! No, that wasn't exactly true! Jeff, 
the boy she had almost married before Stan ... after a tennis match 
...! God, how she'd always wanted to make love to him then! He had been 
big like this man, Jay Durke was big, never the prim and proper Adonis 
type such as Stan, but barrel-chested and hairy, a brute man, every 
inch of him ... like her daddy!


Ooohhh ... it was happening to her again! The hunger that Stan could 
never satisfy ... or would never permit that she sate! Again? Lord, had 
it ever left her since Jeff? Her Jeff ... long dead in Vietnam ...! Why 
else had she taken to exhibiting herself in the front yard of the 
beautiful home Stan had given her ... except to entice this beast of a 
man who wrote naughty books and was the replica of the male image 
forever haunting her most secret thoughts and desires? God, he could be 
her daddy, himself!


Oh, she was a fool! What could come of it except a deeper longing? Stan 
would be closing soon and coming home. And there was always Vickie 
Davis right across the way who seldom missed much ... and who was very 
jealous. She certainly couldn't afford to have Vickie get down on her 
... or Lancer! If it hadn't been for those two beautiful creatures, she 
would have probably ran off in the night babbling insanely while she 
... she fingered herself ...!


"Oh, shit!" Jay hoarsely blurted, half straightening and shaking his 
big hand. Blood spattered from his fore-finger and palm as he realized 
his vulgarity and stammered, "I-I'm sorry, Sara. Mistake ..."


"What happened, Jay?" she concernedly asked getting to her feet to 
grasp his hand and look at it.


"Oh, I ripped it on some thorns is all," he shied as she took his big 
hand in her two small ones. "But I got the damned thing loose. All we 
have to do now is move it wherever you want ..."


"That can wait until another time," she said, gently tugging a small 
thorn from his hefty palm. "This is nasty looking. Come into the house 
and I'll doctor it up for you ..."


"Nawww, that ain't necessary, Sara," he replied with a grin. "It's 
nothing ..."


"Maybe not, but these rose bush gashes can be very sore. Come on now, I 
insist!" the petite, raven-haired beauty pressed, the holding of his 
huge hand sending further sensations of tingling excitement soaring 
through her young body.


"Well ... all right ... if you insist. But it's silly. Only a few 
scratches ..."


"I know, dear, but it's the least I can do after the way you've helped 
me this afternoon ..."


Dear! Holy hot-box! That's what she'd said! Dear! Goddamn! And she was 
still holding onto his hand, leading him into the house ... and what a 
house! Man, that Wilson bastard had some loot! This was luxury ...!


"Only a few kid scratches," he mumbled as she led him through into a 
hallway and finally the most splendid bedroom he'd ever seen. Damn, 
he'd been writing about these pads from the beginning, but this was the 
first one he'd really ever laid eyes on! And the Goddamned bathroom 
...! It was as big as Beth and his living room for Chrissake ...!


"Now, let's wash it off good, dear ..."


Crap, there it was again! Dear! And she was rubbing right up against 
him while she rummaged in the medicine cabinet! Damn, her curvaceous 
young body was like a tinder-box ... and his stupid cock was getting as 
hard as a piling! "Look, Sara, this isn't necessary ... just a little 
scratch ..."


"You be quiet, you big doll!" she softly replied, closing the cabinet 
door and smiling at him in the mirror. "I'm going to fix this hand if I 
have to take you down and sit on you! Understand?"


He could only gape at her, skyrocketing emotions ripping back and forth 
through his big frame. Big doll! And the way she was looking, smiling 
at him! Something was going to happen between them! It was for friggin' 
sure, because he couldn't hold himself back, and she didn't look as if 
she wanted him to ...!


"Damn, Sara ...!" he choked, gaping down at her vibrant liveliness, 
almost naked and childlike next to him, yet the voluptuousness of her 
mature young body firing his brain with the truth!


Jay hardly knew what he did as he swept an arm around her, lifting her 
from the floor as if she were weightless, her softly curved body 
burning into his as he held her there and kissed her full on her 
receptive mouth! He sensed her arms wrapping around his neck, her 
luscious, vibrant body clinging passionately to him when he rammed his 
hot, thick tongue into her tiny mouth like a raping snake!


"Oh ... oh, Jay ...!" she hotly hissed into his face when they broke 
and he still held her. "I-I needed that, darling! Honest to God ... I 
really needed it!"


He let her down easy, his breathing rasping from his lungs like a 
bellows. "I ... I got carried off there, Sara ... baby! Goddamn! You're 
something else ..."


"Oh please? Don't be sorry! I don't want you to be sorry, Jay darling!" 
she partially whimpered.


The big writer's head reeled! He had to keep hold of himself! He looked 
at his watch! "Listen ... Stan will be closin' and coming home! It's 
after six! I better get out of here ...!"


"What about your wife, Beth?" she put to him.


"Oh, she's out tonight. No problem there, but we don't want to get you 
in the bag ..."


"Here, let me put some of this iodine on those scratches," the raven-
haired young wife said as he released her and she swabbed the tincture 
over the bloodied gashes. "It'll only burn for a minute." She finished 
and looked up at him. "Thank you for everything, darling Jay."


"I-I can't believe it yet!" he blurted.


She stretched up on tiny tip-toes and kissed him. "You remind me of my 
Daddy ... and I loved him! You smell like a man, and I love that! I-I 
only wish ..."


"What?"


"Wasn't that the phone ...?" he started to say, but then, it rang 
again. He released her and she went into the bedroom to pick up the 
decorously tinted unit, while he followed slowly to wait.


"Yes ...? Oh. Stan ...? You won't? Well, that's all right, darling. Yes 
... Yesss, I understand," she said, looking toward the big man waiting, 
her eyes wildly lighting. "And you don't think you'll be home until 
when ...? Maybe two ...? Lord, he must be an important representative." 
She laughed as Jay listened. "No, of course not. That's fine. Okay, 
darling ... see you in the morning sometime. Yes ... yes ... bye ...!"


Jay hadn't moved. He filled the doorway of the bath, watching this 
enticing, young near-naked creature who had kissed him eagerly, knowing 
his painfully throbbing cock was thumping like a fire-hose and not 
giving a damn. He saw his neighbor delicately recradle the telephone 
and slowly turn to face him with a smile. Finally, she said:


"It seems that you and I are without spouses tonight, darling man. Mine 
just informed me that he would be tied up until the wee hours." Slowly, 
sensually, she walked toward him. "And I just happen to have two 
magnificent steaks in the refrigerator. If you would make the martinis, 
I'll cook the steaks ... and later, well, who knows what, later ...!"


Chapter 8


Stan Wilson was even more handsome by candle-light, Beth ardently 
reflected as she studied his dark-eyed face expectantly smiling at her 
across the table. His strong, masculine hand rested caressingly over 
hers on the white linen of the tablecloth, its virile warmth 
telegraphing little shivers of anticipated delight along her spine.


They sipped martinis and spoke in low tones, spoke in near-whispers of 
suggestive moments to come, until the thought of the way she had 
deceived Jay with the Maggie Gardner story no longer troubled her. 
After all, husbands had been using the old appointment ruse for years 
on their helplessly gullible wives ... just as Stan had done to Sara 
this very night. And there was little doubt in her mind but what Jay 
would resort to it too if he had reason. She had merely beat him to the 
draw ... and she wasn't going to think any more about it! Nothing was 
about to spoil this beautiful night ... though, she wished she had 
dressed a little more femininely enticing for him. But how could she 
have known the way things were going to turn out?


She'd chosen the slack suit purposely, remembering what had happened 
the first time she'd gone into his store. That they would eventually 
wind up in the little backroom again, the young blonde wife had 
accurately surmised, but she'd had no intentions of losing her head and 
letting him make love to her there. The first time, it might've 
happened had Jay not been on hand, but on this occasion she couldn't 
let it. She wanted it to be on a plain of its own, not cheap and 
tawdry, even though she intended it would never go beyond an exciting 
affair. And it was progressing as enchantedly as she'd hoped ... the 
cocktails, then dinner, and finally, the agreed motel for a few 
impassioned hours.


God, in the store, his hot kisses had been searing embraces of lustful 
desire, his big warm hands eagerly smoothing over her tremulous curves. 
"Damn!" he'd hoarsely whispered, "Why aren't you dressed the way you 
were the first time ...?" She'd laughed teasingly into his face. "I'm 
no chippy, darling. If you really want me, we do it genteelly ... not 
like something out of one of my husband's rank books ..."


And here they sat, each excitedly gazing at the other, the heat of 
their building passion being transmitted to one another tactilely, 
visually, and in the suggestive soft tones of their voices. God, it 
was! ... it was going to be heavenly ...!


"Are you getting hungry, darling?" he questioned, glancing at his 
watch, then swallowing from his martini. "Don't misunderstand ... I'm 
not trying to rush it, but I don't know how much longer I can stand the 
waiting without climbing right over this table!"


Beth tittered, pleased, as he firmly pressured her hand. She supposed 
that she was actually tormenting him with all of these preliminaries, 
but no more so than she was herself, and she wanted them both to savor 
the utmost from this first matchless time. However, his tongue was 
getting a bit thick from the martinis, and she certainly didn't want 
him drunk. She could get enough of that at home!


"Well, I'm not too hungry, but I'll make a good try at a lobster," she 
said, picking up the menu the waiter had left with them.


"I'm hungry enough ... but not for food, baby!" he said, a touch of 
stimulating lewdness in his voice, his dark eyes gleaming.


"Never on an empty stomach, lover," Beth cutely advised. "You'll need 
all of your stamina, I'm thinking."


"Darn!" he hissed. "You're warping my insides, you beautiful doll! 
Okay, lobsters it'll be ... but let's not linger over them! Another 
hour like the last one and they'll have to tie me into this chair!"


"All right, tiger," Beth replied, affectionately squeezing his hand, "I 
get the message ... and I love it! Let's just do the unconventional 
thing?"


"What's that ...?"


"Eat and run, darling. I-I can't wait any longer, either ...!"


*   *   *


Jay Durke was fumbling behind Stan Wilson's plush little bar like a 
clumsy gorilla in a mental fog. He still couldn't really believe the 
way events had smoothly shaped the promising evening before him! 
Christ, that's what the luscious little doll had said, "... And later 
... well, who knows what, later ...!" Shit, she'd said it all right, 
"You make the martinis and I'll cook the steaks ..." Goddamn ... 
kissing him the way she had ... he could almost cum just thinking about 
it.


Now, she was in there 'slipping into something comfy and cozy for him'! 
Yeah, she'd said that, too, before kissing him on the end of the nose 
and dancing like an imp down the hall ...!


"How're those martinis coming, Daddy?" her girlish voice sang out to 
him. "Dolly's getting thirsty ...!"


"Ready when you are!" he called back in his raucous voice, pouring two 
into the glasses he had iced.


"Good, why don't you bring me one like a sweet daddy?" she suggested. 
Then, in a more sensuous voice: "And bring yours, darling ... along 
with the pitcher. We can drink them in here ..."


The brawny, philandering husband tightly swallowed. Something in her 
tone had set off sparks in his already throbbing groin. Christ, he 
thought, his Goddamned cock was so hard it might rip the front of his 
pants right out! Bring yours ... we can drink them in here ... right in 
her friggin' bedroom! Oh shit ... he ought to think of Beth if nothing 
else! She loved him, poor kid, and here he was on the verge of scoring 
with their sexy little neighbor ... no Goddamned scruples at all, 
that's what! But it wasn't too late! He could get the hell out of 
there, pronto ...!


"Are you coming, Jay ...?" Sara's urgent, soft tones reached him. "I'm 
waiting ..."


Once more, Jay gulped the knot from his throat. "Yeah, be right there, 
doll," he managed, emptying both cocktail glasses one after the other 
into his belly, then refilling them. He picked up the tray, took a deep 
breath and headed for her bedroom.


When he reached the doorway the big, middle-aged husband nearly dropped 
his delicately balanced burden, catching himself at the last second to 
merely spill some of the glasses' stimulating contents. He gaped at her 
in utter disbelief! If he was numbed before, he was absolutely whacked 
at what he saw lying on the bed before him!


Jumping Christ! She was naked ... Not a friggin' stitch! ... Totally 
stripped and smiling invitingly at him as she lay there on the yellow 
satiny coverlet, her voluptuous, young tanned body milky white in the 
areas her bikini had covered! Her shapely legs were slightly spread, 
the round fullness of her thighs opened to reveal the dark, silken 
curls shading the puffy little mound of her pussy! Christ, he could 
even see the moistened pink flesh of her cuntal crevice between the 
swelling, hair-lined lips! And ... and her lush, firm breasts with 
their hardened, rubyish nipples standing erect like ripened cherries 
...!


"Goddamn ...!" Jay gapingly swore, his bugging eyes beginning to burn 
from the strain he was putting on them.


"D-Do I shock you, darling?" the young wife in her delicate, girlish 
loveliness softly questioned, her vivacious smile giving way to a look 
of sudden anxiety. "T-That ... that isn't what I intended to do ..."


"No! H-Hell no!" Jay lied, his voice cracking as he continued to fill 
the doorway with the tray trembling like an earthquake in his hands, 
his long, thick length of iron-hardness rearing in his pants like a 
wild mustang. "I ... Christ ... you're beautiful, baby!"


He saw her sigh almost in relief, her excited smile returning. She 
lifted her head from the pillow where her long raven hair formed an 
apron of glistening splendor, an unmistakable gleam of sensuality 
glinting in her dark eyes. Christ, she was looking right at his swollen 
rod of jerking cock-flesh!


"Oh God!" she huskily whispered. "I couldn't ... can't wait any longer, 
daddy! Please ...? I've got to see it! Put that tray down and come 
here! Hurry ...!"


Jay felt as if he were moving like a robot! He couldn't help it! He'd 
never been so Goddamned jarred in his whole life, and he'd been around 
a bit in his forty-six years! Shit, it was just like something out of 
one of his own novels! Was he dreaming it ...? His lust-filled eyes 
played greedily over her full, feminine contours, charges of seething 
heat burning through him! He set down the tray on her vanity, 
automatically moving toward the bed. Fuck, it was no dream! It was as 
real as his hurtfully imprisoned cock, which she reached out to grasp 
when he was close enough!


"Oh God!" she gasped, clutching its thick, sinewy hardness in her small 
hand, tracing the length of it as he lurched and grunted to the 
electrifying pressure. "Please ... don't make me wait? Get naked for 
me, darling! Hurry ...!" she pleaded, her rounded, ivory-sheened hips 
beginning to undulate in a lurid little motion all their own.


Shit! He was going to blow his mind! He knew it, but he didn't give a 
Goddamn! He'd been right all the time! She was a fireball ... wild ... 
and that poor slob Wilson wasn't man enough to handle her! Frantically, 
the big, bearded writer tore at his clothing while she watched with an 
expression of licentious fascination! Then, when he was down to his 
shorts, she raised up, leaning forward on an elbow, her young dark eyes 
fixed hungrily on his heavy loins as he made the unveiling ...!


"Oh God, Jay ... Jay ... Jay darling!" she exclaimed with a breathless 
awe at the long, thick hardness of his huge cock spearing out from the 
hairy mass between his strong thighs! He proudly watched her staring at 
the throbbing, blood-inflated head, her little pink tongue passionately 
tracing her bowed lip-line. "I-It's the biggest, most beautiful one I-
I've ever seen, daddy! B-Bring it here closer to me!" she hissed, 
moving to the edge of the bed to reach out and grasp the hot, thrusting 
length in its exposed nakedness ...!


"Sonofabitch ..." the straying, barrel-chested husband gutturally 
blurted, feeling an inevitable spasm of lustful sensation rack his 
powerful body as his curvaceously naked young neighbor gently hefted 
his heavy cock with the palm of her warm, soft little hand! Slowly, she 
encircled her slender fingers around it while he stared with 
incredulous fascination as she avidly began to work its heavy foreskin 
back and forth, her other hand moving between his thick, hairy thighs 
to tenderly cup his balls! He lurched obscenely forward in 
uncontrollable reflex movement, his sudden reaction causing the 
foreskin to peel back and reveal the wet, smooth glans in it's rich, 
purple nakedness before her!


Tiny drops of secreting fluid appeared at its miniature slit and he 
heard her sudden intake of breath. "I love it, daddy ... love it!" she 
gasped, leaning closer, her tiny pink tongue darting out to lick away 
the pungent drops and rocket additional sensations of shattering lust 
through him! He would have sworn, but he couldn't ... couldn't even 
breathe with the hot, wild contact of her searing little tongue with 
the sensitive knob of his cock! Then, she drew it gently toward her, 
opening her softly moistened lips, pulling it slowly but continuously 
into her feverish little mouth, her wet tongue beginning a spine-
tingling, swirl as she kept sucking it in ... in ... in, until a good 
third of it disappeared between her warm, softly ovalled lips.


Finally, Jay choked out, "Mother fuck! I can't stand much of that, 
baby! I'll blow my nuts all over the Goddamned room!"


His sudden lewd outburst of foul words was like a detonator reacting 
inside Sara's young impassioned belly and loins! Yes ... yes! He was 
Jeff and daddy all over again! Abruptly, she sucked off the end of his 
huge cock and backed down onto the bed on her knees. She knew that her 
eyes were like a pair of lust-fired coals as she flashed them upward at 
him.


"Come down here onto the bed, my big cuddly daddy!" she sensually 
whispered. "I'm going to suck that big cock of yours until it squirts 
its last drop of jism down my throat! Then you can lick my cunt, or 
fuck me anyway that you want!" she obscenely hissed at him.


"And all the time I'm sucking it, I want you to say the dirtiest things 
you can imagine to me! That's what I love ... to be called bitch and 
whore and be fucked in the mouth by a brute of a man ... like my own 
daddy was ... not some Goddamned feeble-cocked prude such as my 
handsome, Greek-god husband! Do you hear? I mean it, Jay Durke! If 
you're half the man you look to be, then prove it to me! Come down here 
while I suck you dry ...!"


Bells rang and cymbals clanged in Beth Durke's staggering husband's 
shocked, if goatish brain! He could only gape at the voluptuous, naked 
imp on the bed who sat poised on her haunches like some preying, 
vampirish little witch who fed on cocks! And then, he found himself 
sprawled out on his back with her impatiently crawling between his legs 
to encircle both little hands around his upthrusting hardness, as if 
she were about to lift it to her navel, like a flag staff and march in 
a parade!


He watched with raised head, his eyes like wet marbles protruding from 
their sockets at the sensual sight of her girlish nakedness bent in 
obscene craving over his vulnerable cock ...!


"Tell me to, Jay darling!" he heard her plea. "Make me do it ... like 
daddy and Jeff used to! I-I know you understand ... you're a writer! Do 
it, lover! Make me!"


He tried to, but nothing intelligible would emerge from the knotted 
sleeve of his throat! Fuck! She'd sucked her own father! Maybe Jeff was 
her brother ...! Christ ... he was going all flabby inside, and he 
damned well knew that the blood was going to drain from his cock like 
someone had opened a secret petcock! Beth ... where the hell was Beth 
...?


"Suck his cock, you whore-bitch! Lick it! Suck it, Goddamn you!" the 
auburn-haired girl striding through the open doorway, ordered! "Do it 
you filthy little cunt! Suck the cum from his balls!" she venomously 
added, slapping the kneeling Sara harshly across her full, naked 
buttocks as Jay stared, watching in flabbergasted amazement the 
intrusion of Vickie Davis, her German Shepherd not two steps behind 
her!


The total astonishment which had filled the errant husband time and 
again since he'd crossed the road to dig out a rose bush had yet to 
reach the point it did at the moment! He saw and felt Sara Wilson's 
lush, wet lips slip down over the head of his near-spineless cock, the 
sensual feel of her lashing, hot tongue as she sucked it deep up into 
her mouth, reflexively triggering the rush of re-swelling blood into 
its thickened length!


"It's all right, Jay? Don't get shook," the striking model said with a 
little smile as she began to unbutton her blouse. "We're all friends 
... and cock-sucking is Sara doll's thing! Mine's getting my pussy 
licked by male or female ... as you'll shortly see! Now, tell her! 
She's waiting to hear it from you! Go on, tell her ...!"


The big, naked writer dragged his eyes away from the stripping, auburn-
haired beauty to the hunched down, delectable young wife slaving over 
his loins, his huge cock stuffing her hotly sucking mouth. Her long 
raven hair tickled his belly and thighs, and he sensed her hands 
eagerly cupping and milking his cum-bloated balls as she pulled at the 
very guts of him! Shit he'd opened up some forbidden can of worms that 
no one in the whole world would ever believe! These things didn't 
really happen ... only in his books, and they were never meant to be 
for real! Christ, she was going to suck his pulverized balls right out 
of him! Oh ... ooohhh ...!


"Suck it, you little cunt-whore!" he suddenly heard himself spit down 
at her as Vickie slipped off her panties! "Suck my cock, damn you, 'til 
I flood your fucking belly with my load of cum!"


*   *   *


Beth was fit to be tied!


The waiter had been kind enough to help navigate him from the dining 
room. Of course, it'd been the wine on top of the martinis, though he 
insisted the lobster was bad.


"I suggest you take a cab, M'am," the waiter said, after leaning him 
against his Continental. "He really shouldn't drive in this condition."


"Oh, that won't be necessary. There's one right over there," the waiter 
said with a little smile. "You go ahead and I'll help him ..."


Go ahead! God, she'd love to spit right in his eye! Big man with his 
wine, and she'd known he shouldn't drink it! She'd even passed up most 
of her own last martini and he'd had to consume that. "Can't let good 
booze go to waste, doll!"


Shit, too! He'd totally washed out their entire, beautifully planned 
evening! Three ... or was it four martinis and a split of wine? God, 
Jay would've wiped that away like a blotter! She couldn't help think of 
her massive, warm-souled husband as she climbed into the cab beside 
Stan Wilson's spaghettied frame. The handsome man lay his soused head 
over onto her shoulder as she directed the driver.


"I-I'm sorry, Beth," he managed with thickened tongue. "The Goddamned 
lobster ... that's what did it ... never able to eat that crap ..."


She didn't bother to answer him. Instead, she stared out the window 
watching the fleeting lights and thinking of Jay. He'd probably be 
sleeping ... but even if he was, she intended to awaken him. God, he 
was beautiful ... all man ... maybe not in looks ... or was he? Had she 
sold him short? She'd never really told him what she wanted from their 
lovemaking ... what she expected, nor truly given herself to it, had 
she? Being the accommodating young wife and taking, never giving, had 
been her only thought!


Selfish ... God yes, selfish ...!


"Look ... I'm sorry, baby," Stan said, lifting his head and making an 
effort toward shaking his booze coma. "It ... it's not too late! Let's 
tell this cabbie to swing around and take us back to the restaurant. I 
... I can pick up my car ... and we'll go on to the motel ...!"


"No, Stan ... not tonight ... not now," she firmly answered.


"Why the hell not?"


"Maybe ... it wasn't supposed to be that way in the first place."


"Oh shit. Don't talk silly! What're you doing, gettin' religion on me?"


"I'm not getting anything. I just want to go home now!" Beth replied, 
firm and determined.


"You mean ... that's the end for us, don't you?" he pressed, his 
soberness surprising her.


"Honest ... I don't really know, Stan" she softly answered. "I wanted 
it to happen tonight. It ... It didn't ... and anyway, we're home ...!"


She started to rummage into her purse, but he handed the driver a bill. 
She climbed out, him following, and the cab drove off. They stood in 
front of his house. He staggered slightly and she caught hold of his 
arm.


"I'm drunk ... okay ... but not that bad, baby," he said, patting her 
on the cheek.


"I'll walk you to the door. It's late ... no one will see."


"And kiss me goodnight? ... like a good little girl who sees her 
drunken lover home?"


"Don't be ornery!"


"I'm not ornery, I'm horny!" he said, laughing.


"Shhhhh ... come on ... up to the door."


"You ... you hate me, don't you, Beth baby?" he half-whispered.


"No ... No, I don't. But I wish I did," she said, guiding him up on the 
step before his front door. He fished for his key and she waited, took 
it from him and inserted it into the lock. "Now, I'm going to run 
before Sara wakes up and catches me, the naughty woman ...!"


"Sara! Dear, sweet little Sara ... the perverted bitch!" he bitterly 
exclaimed. "Yeah run before demure Sara sees you ..."


Beth didn't, but instead, partially froze there, his words and the 
unhideable feeling behind them pricking at her feminine curiosity. She 
started to speak, but the sound of a barking dog beyond the door 
stopped her ...! She looked at Stan, who was suddenly returning the 
expression.


"Th-That was a dog, for Chrissake!" he said. "I-In my house ... which 
could only mean one thing ...!"


The bark came again and Beth stepped back as Stan Wilson clutched at 
the key, twisting it and throwing open the door! He looked at her then. 
"Come on!" he said. "Come with me! I want you to see this! Vickie Davis 
and that fucking Lancer are here again ... and this is the sum total of 
my sex-life!"


He caught her roughly by the hand, but if he hadn't, Beth would've 
followed him anyway ... especially after the night before! Through the 
darkened living room they plodded toward the hallway where the light 
streamed out from one room! And then, they stood side by side in the 
open doorway ...!


Chapter 9


Neither Beth Durke nor Stan Wilson were prepared for the orgiastic 
spectacle they beheld taking place on the king-sized bed before them. 
While both had formed quick and separate lewd opinions from the moment 
they'd heard Lancer's bark, they were limited to include only images 
each was familiar with from experience. In Stan's liquor-glazed mind, 
he visualized the powerful German Shepherd mounting one of the naked 
girls from behind while she buried her lapping mouth in the other's 
gaping pussy, a nauseating spectacle he'd seen and tried to be a part 
of too many times! Beth, too, shared that lurid, mental vision, after 
what Stan had said as they entered about Vickie and Lancer being there 
could mean only one thing ... and calling demure little Sara a 
perverted bitch! But in the blonde young wife's racing mind there was a 
certain twinge of jealousy rather than nausea ... and then, utter shock 
...!


"Oh my God!" she gasped, her hand flashing to her mouth, her wide 
green-eyes expanding even more as she recognized the naked, hairy 
brute-frame of her middle-aged husband flat on his back beneath the two 
obscenely working females straining nakedly over him!


Stan sagged against the door-frame, his mouth hanging open, muttering 
something Beth couldn't understand had she wanted to! She staggered 
from the impact of the sordid scene, slumping for a moment against her 
drunken companion, her eyes riveted on the lustful sight of the 
petitely curved Sara on all fours between her Jay's spread legs. Stan's 
young wife was holding Jay's big hardened penis at its thick base as 
she ravenously sucked it with a lewd, slobbering up-and-down bobbing of 
her head, while the huge Lancer had mounted her from behind and was 
fucking into her wet, pink pussy like a pile-driving machine! To 
complete the obscene orgy, Vickie Davis' willowy white nakedness was 
straddling Jay's bearded face, her sensually taut thighs wide-spread as 
were her rounded full buttocks which faced the door. The astounded, 
suddenly jealous Beth could see her husband's bearded chin between 
those firm white thighs and buttocks as he mouthed the naked model's 
moistly opened cunt with obvious relish ... just as she, herself, had 
done the night before!


"Good Christ!" Stan thickly swore. "Look at that bitch suck his cock 
... like a goddamned wanton slut! Suck! Suck! Suck! That's all she ever 
wants to do ... cocks or cunts, it makes no difference to sweet little 
Sara! And that fucking dog ... the bastard's reamed her out so that my 
poor cock gets lost in her flabby cunt!"


The drunken, lustful, four-letter words spewing from Stan's almost 
sobbing mouth, added to the incredible obscene show wildly taking place 
before them, had an immediate undeniable effect on Beth. While pangs of 
angered jealousy dug bitterly at her, heated arousal began to re-glow 
in the core of her young body, unsatiated arousal which had grown more 
intense as the evening had moved toward that ultimate moment her 
gallant escort had managed to completely louse up. Jealous though she 
was, there wasn't a damned thing she could say or do and she knew it! 
She'd underrated her big, lovable darling all right, and now she was 
getting a taste from the other side of the fence! She didn't like it 
... not one stinking little bit, but she'd be damned if she was going 
to let her pair of lustful, female neighbors outdo her!


None of the three naked performers were aware that they had an audience 
watching their salacious circus, Beth realized. Not even Lancer had 
detected their presence, and it was no wonder, the way he was mountedly 
clinging to Sara's beautifully upthrusted hips and hammering his long, 
thick animal-cock up between her widespread thighs and buttocks! All of 
them were too involved in their lewd sucking and lapping, filling the 
bedroom with lust-fired, carnal sounds that would drown a brass-band 
...!


"Suck it, you little bitch!" Beth heard Vicki Davis snap back at the 
slaving Sara, half-turning her auburn head as she said it. "Suck it 
harder, damn you! Draw the hot cum up out of those big wonderful 
balls!"


The gaping young Beth's breathing caught in her throat and hotly 
tingling sensations raced through her soft belly at the willowy model's 
dominating, lurid command. She sensed the seeping moisture dampening 
the narrow strip of her own nylon panties hugging her swelling, wetly 
flushed pussy-lips, and she shivered against Stan who had slipped his 
arm around her waist and was suddenly fondling one vibrant breast! To 
her amazement, Sara began to work harder, trying desperately to take 
more and more of Jay's huge, hardened cock into her grotesquely sucking 
mouth! Good God, it had to be reaching her throat!


"That's what she likes ... has to have! Somebody to treat her like a 
goddamned cunt-slave!" Stan hissed. "And I just can't do it ... I can't 
...!"


"Ohhh, you sweet man!" Vickie cooed down at Jay. "That's the way, 
Darling! Eat me! Lick way up inside my cunt! Ooohhh ... I'm going to 
come unglued ... any minute ... any second! Don't stop, Lover! Lick it 
... tongue it deep ...!"


Damn, why hadn't she ever sucked him? Beth enviously berated herself, 
fired passion seethingly spreading through her. Or begged him to lick 
her pussy? She'd always wanted it that way! And he wasn't any damned 
rabbit now, the way he was staying right with the both of them! Why was 
he such a quick-cum artist with her? She'd failed him, that's why ... 
had never even tried to bring the powerful man he was out in him! No 
wonder he resorted so heavily to the goddamned booze! She'd belittled 
him and he knew it, if only in his subconscious ...!


"Goddamn, what're we doing standing here like a couple of voyeuristic 
cummies?!" Stan blurted, squeezing her ripely heaving breast, then 
kissing her. "Let's go into the other bedroom and fuck!"


"Oohhh ... I'd love to, darling ... only not in the other bedroom! 
Right in here on that bed beside them!" Beth hissed, dropping her hand 
to find and caress his swollen rod of hardness, an expression of 
wonderment slowly creeping over her impassioned face.


"You mean, you want to join them ...?" he questioned in disbelief. 
"Christ ... don't you want some privacy ...?"


"For what? We're all neighbors, aren't we?" the blonde-haired beauty 
tossed at him, moving into the room and abruptly pulling the sweater of 
her slack ensemble over her head. She smiled. "If you want to fuck me, 
Stan Wilson, you do it in front of my husband, not behind his back! 
There's already been too much of that, and there'll be no more as far 
as this girl is concerned ...!"


"Holy Christ almighty!" Beth heard Jay's raucous voice suddenly 
exclaim.


She swung around to see her massive, hairy bodied husband lift Vickie 
bodily off of him and sit upright in the bed, while Sara continued to 
suck his huge cock and Lancer fucked into her from behind. Beth almost 
laughed outright, the spectacle they made bordering on something 
obscenely slapstick. Instead, she gave him the warmest smile possible, 
as Vickie, beside him, began to finger her own pussy with frenzied 
abandon.


"Hello, darling!" the smiling young wife greeted, removing her 
brassiere to expose her proudly upthrust breasts, and then unzipping 
her slacks. "Would you mind too much if we joined you?"


"Sonofabitch!" Jay blurted, the guilty look in his eyes and on his 
pussy-moistened lips and beard giving him the appearance of an 
overgrown bad-boy caught stealing fruit. "You were supposed to be 
having dinner with ... with what's her name ...?"


Beth did laugh then. "I lied to you, husband ... and I'm sorry. But 
I'll make that up to you ... I promise! And I'll never lie to you 
again!" she added, slipping her brief panties down her long legs to 
reveal her curvaceous beauty in all its splendid nakedness. "Besides, I 
love you, and I'm going to prove that, too, before this night's over!"


"Oh shit!" Jay rasped, staring at his beautiful, young naked wife in 
confused awe. "What're you going to do ...?"


"Let this handsome man fuck me first, if he ever gets his clothes off," 
she calmly replied, standing beside the bed with spread, long shapely 
legs, her small hands on her full, curved hips. "Then, I'm not sure, 
darling! Maybe, I'll nudge Sara off that wonderful, big cock of yours 
and show you how it really should be sucked!"


"Goddamn ...!" Jay cursed, suddenly looking down at the raven-haired 
girl who had never ceased her naked efforts of sucking him since his 
wife had unexpectedly entered the room. He truly felt like a lousy 
petty thief caught cold with the goods as he gaped at her bobbing head, 
and then beyond to the brute mutt whose dangling tongue was dropping 
its animal saliva over her naked back while he ferally fucked into her 
from behind! Christ, he didn't know but what he felt sorrier for him 
than anything! This little witch he'd been hungrily watching all these 
weeks and months was too much of a weirdo, even for him! Though, she 
could really suck cock and that was for sure ...!


"Ooohhh ... aaahhhhhhhh!" Vickie Davis began to chant as she fingered 
herself beside him! "I-I'm cumniiinnggg ...! Ooohhh ... kiss me, Jay 
... hurry ...!"


He glanced up at Beth.


"Do it, lover! Kiss her ... love her! She's cumming!" Beth exclaimed. 
"Hurry ...!"


He did as his young blonde wife watched in her excited nakedness, his 
big hand completely covering and clutching one of Vickie's full 
breasts, kneading it while the willowy model pummeled her wetly 
convulsing pussy with her finger, her flat belly contracting with 
visible muscular spasms.


Beth crawled onto the bed beside them and lay back, focusing her eyes 
on the V-shaped, masculine figure of handsome nakedness approaching 
her! She let her eager eyes slowly rake down over him, until they came 
to and fastened on the lust-swollen length of his hardened cock 
standing out from the skimpy hair of his lean loins! She raised her 
head to take a second look before she was satisfied that she wasn't 
mistaken! My God ... it was smaller than Jerry Adam's! And his balls 
... they reminded her of a pubescent child's, not much bigger than a 
walnut ...!


"Jumpin' shit!" Jay suddenly roared beside her. "I-It's time, Sara 
baby! Suck it! Harder you whore-bitch! I'm going to cuummmmm! Oh 
Christ! Here ... now ... it's cuummiinnggg ...!" he howled, while she 
began to mewl and frantically massage his huge balls!


Beth had to sit upright and watch, holding her hand out to stay Stan as 
his wife slaved demonishly on Jay's huge cock. Lancer whimpered, too, 
the three of them wildly gyrating in the throes of their obvious 
orgasms! Burning sensations of lust charged through Beth at the 
covetous sight of Sara beginning to swallow with increasing rapidity 
the squirting, hot sperm from Jay's pumping cock, while the powerful 
Lancer jetted his scalding animal-semen into the depths of the raven-
haired young wife's vaginal belly!


"Oh ... ooohhh God!" Beth lustfully hissed, reaching out to encircle 
her small hand around Stan's thrusting length of hardness as she 
watched. The feel of its hot, juvenile length and thickness brought 
back the reality of her own contemplated act, and she flashed her eyes 
onto it! God, it would never, never do! And Jay was done! Ooohhh ... 
she'd had the world of love by the tail and never knew it! But she knew 
it now, she thought, as she began to work Stan's foreskin back and 
forth over his small cock. What was it she'd wondered ...? Just how big 
and enduring was it ... that unknown quantity he had to be superbly 
endowed with? Oh God ... and she needed it so bad ... so bad ...!


"Now, it's our turn, baby!" Stan gasped down at her, crawling onto the 
bed and spreading her willing thighs wide. "They've had their orgy, but 
you and I are going to make love! There's a difference, you beautiful 
doll, and old Stan's about to show it to you ...!"


Beth uncontrollably moaned, lifting her loins up to meet the probing 
entrance of his hotly throbbing cock. She reached down between her 
thighs to help, but that seemed to be hardly necessary. It slipped into 
her lubricated vaginal mouth without the slightest resistance, the feel 
of its pulsating presence buried in the fired, liquid heat of her 
vagina like a tantalizing, uneducated finger!


Beth whimpered in feverish desire, lewdly thrusting her hips and 
buttocks upward at the stabbing inadequacy. She began to undulate that 
portion of her naked body in obscene hunger, activating her vaginal 
muscles in a pulling, sucking response to obtain the feel of his lust-
hardened cock against the sensitive walls of her sizzling young cunt! 
Frantically, she worked for sensual excitement as he began to crazily 
pound into her, the erotic slap of his lean pelvis against her clitoris 
the most beautiful part of it! God, that would do it ... if only he 
didn't stop ...!


"Goddamn ...!" she heard Jay swear and knew that he was watching in 
envious, maybe jealous passion. She rolled her head toward him and saw 
that Vickie was manipulating his huge, wetly glistening cock, her head 
bowed down over it and her tiny pink tongue licking out to tease it 
back into hardness. "Wh-What a waste of time that was," she gaspingly 
thought, falling back into the same old thinking patterns. And ... and 
Sara, the demure little Sara, she was fingering herself with one hand 
and caressing Lancer's animal-cock with the other ...


"Y-You're a beautiful, intoxicating girl, Beth baby!" Stan was panting 
down at her and she rolled her head back to look up at him. "Christ, I 
could love a woman like you forever!"


He kissed her then and she let him. After, she said: "You're sweet, 
Stan ... but I love that big, hairy guy beside us! We can have our fun, 
but never forget, I love him!"


Most of them were wasted words, Beth suddenly knew as he tremored on 
top of her, his muscular body advertising the event of his approaching 
climax, and God knows, she'd hardly begun to arrive!


"Ooohhh!" he choked. "Sweet heaven! Yeah ... it's time, Beth baby! I-I 
got to ... got toooo! I'm going to cuummm ... now, right now! Oh sonofa 
... fuck me! Now, baby! I'm cuummiinnggg ...!"


Beth did in an effort to trigger her own enshadowed climax, but it was 
useless! She thrust her nakedly presented young loins up at his 
hardened cock in desperation, sensing it beginning to spew its hot cum, 
the searing liquid only firing her desire the more!


"Oh ... ooohhh Jaaayyy!" the blonde young wife whimperingly cried. 
"Please ... love me, darling ... I need you so bad ...!"


He'd watched it, his guts turning inside out at the sight. Yet, at the 
same time, friggin' coals of lust had been burning inside him at the 
sight of another man fucking her! Christ, this was crazier, more 
unreal, than any novel he'd ever put together! All around him was cunt, 
yet, he saw only one! Wilson, the big man was nothing but a baby! He 
had a cock like a sucker-stick! No wonder Sara was what she was ... and 
what she was, he didn't want! Vickie was something else, but his very 
own Beth was all of them put together! Still ... this was the time ... 
now or never! He'd love her ... she needed him ... but his own 
dominating way! Yeah, it was time for that ... right here in front of 
God and everybody! Maybe like Sara, she ought to crawl a tiny bit, give 
herself to her husband! Hell, he well knew she'd never cum off with him 
anymore than she did with Wilson, but if he put his mind to it ...!


"All right, doll-wife, get up onto your knees!" he ordered, pushing 
Vickie off his re-hardened cock and scrambling onto his own. "Go on! 
Get up on your knees and spread your legs, baby! I'm going to love you 
... my way!"


His words burned into Beth's excited brain like a hot, searing iron. 
Stan had fallen out and away from her, and eagerly she got onto all 
fours, working herself around until her husband was behind her. Then, 
she spread her knees wide, fervid sensations of lustful anticipation 
soaring madly through her. This was it! It'd taken the whole obscene 
picture of this night to bring it to light ... but this was it! It! It! 
...


Chapter 10


Jay realized that he had no right to be angry, but nevertheless, he was 
and heatedly so. He was as guilty of being unfaithful as was she, but 
that wasn't the reason for his inner fuming. It was self-ire and aimed 
at his own stupidity. From the very beginning of their marriage she'd 
ridiculed and mocked him and he'd tolerated it, played the part of the 
buffoon rather than to chance losing her, but that, Goddamn it, was 
over and done with! It was time for phase number two of this jolly 
journey through life, whatever the friggin' cost, and it couldn't come 
about on a better occasion, with friendly bare-assed neighbors to 
witness it!


"Come on, Beth baby!" he ordered, unable to keep the harshness from his 
voice, thinking that if he hadn't been such a stupid son of a bitch 
from the onset that probably neither one of them would be where they 
were at that moment! "Let's get that hot ass up higher and shove it 
back here! The baby-games are over with! Move!"


Beth immediately recognized the stridency in his tone and wasn't sure 
that she liked it. But she also knew that she'd never felt such a 
sudden wave of happiness in her entire life! She loved him ... God, 
yes! And from now on, it was Jay Durke and no one else for her ...!


Abruptly, she both heard and felt the resounding slap of his huge hand 
across her naked buttocks, a gasp of stinging surprise bursting from 
her!


"I said, get that hot ass up higher and shove it back here, wife! 
That's better! Now, face right down on the bed!" he commanded. "Okay, 
the rest of you nice people can move in close to watch the way a real 
loving husband takes care of his wife!"


An uneasy feeling of apprehension began to gnaw at Beth's naked belly. 
She still couldn't believe that he'd slapped her! He'd never done 
anything like that before ... and right across her naked ass, too! She 
could still feel the stinging imprint of his big hand! God ... he was 
angry ...!


"Now, right before God and everybody, do you or don't you love me, 
wife?" he harshly threw down at her.


The question itself, and the way he had put it to her, caused Beth's 
moment of hesitation.


"Yes, I do, I do ... and I'll prove it to you if you let me, darling 
...!"


"Sounds to me as if you had to think about it for a bit ..."


"No, honest, Jay! I do love you, and I want to prove it ..."


"Well, baby, you're going to get that chance, and right before 
witnesses," he interrupted to advise her. "'Cause your lover-man is 
going to fuck your tight little asshole! That's right, doll, sodomize 
you ... but not against your will! You've got to ask me to do it ... 
otherwise, I'll get up and walk out of here ... out of your Goddamned 
life for good!"


Vickie Davis had crawled closer to Jay's summons, with Stan sitting up 
beside her. His liquor-slackened mouth had dropped open at the big, 
barrel-chested husband's obscene words, but at the same time a renewed 
charge of lust sparked deep in his groin, and then he felt Vickie's 
soft hand curling around his re-swelling cock. Vickie felt Stan's arm 
slipping around her waist, and then his strong hand cupping her naked 
breast. My God, she thought, Jay was going to sodomize her with that 
huge cock of his ... fuck her in the ass! She'd tried just about 
everything, but she'd never had that! How would it be ... a long, thick 
spear of hardness like Jay's burning its way up your rectum? Ooohhh ... 
agony, no doubt, but she couldn't deny the lascivious sensations the 
thought alone was firing inside her!


She watched almost transfixed as her bearded neighbor clutched at his 
big swollen penis, while Beth remained nakedly poised in her lewdly 
submissive position with her now tremoring buttocks beautifully exposed 
a foot or so before him ...!


"Well ... have you made up your mind, baby?" Jay's guttural voice 
demanded. "It's your decision, but you better be quick about it! I'm 
running out of patience ...!"


Beth had nearly lost her breath at his incredulous, sordid ultimatum! 
Her brain swam wildly and her belly and loins were a sensual beehive! 
God, she was so hot! Her pussy felt as if it were a bubbling pit of 
molten lava ... as if nothing but her Jay's long thick hardness could 
possibly answer its need! But ... but, in her tight little virginal 
anus ... why? What had suddenly happened to make him want to cause her 
pain, to subjugate her like this and right before all of them to see? 
Was he trying to shame her ... was he that jealous ...? Oh God, she did 
love him! Her life would be worthless without him! She knew that for 
certain now belatedly perhaps ... but not too late!


"Well ... last call, Beth baby ...?"


"Yes! Do it!" his blond young wife raspingly exclaimed. "Please, Jay 
darling, do it to me! Fuck me there ... in my ass! If ... if that'll 
prove that I love you, then I want it every day for the rest of our 
lives! Now! Do it, lover-man! Hurry ...!"


Jay Durke felt a surge of new blood racing toward the throbbing head of 
his cock. He glanced excitedly at the faces leaning close to watch, 
then saw Sara moving in to join the audience, the powerful German 
Shepherd beside her. He kneed himself up between Beth's widespread 
white thighs and rounded, open buttocks. They, like him, could all see 
her pink, moistly glistening little cunt, with its passion-swollen lips 
and blonde fringed curls, but it was the tiny puckered rosette between 
the ovalled mounds of her taut ass-cheeks that really held their 
attention. He heard their tight breathing, almost feeling the heat of 
their lust-filled eyes as he slowly positioned himself behind the 
subserviently kneeling blonde. Gently dipping his finger between the 
feverish lips of her wetly heated pussy, he watched as her curved hips 
and full buttocks shuddered from the erotic intrusion.


Jay smeared the slippery vaginal lubricant over the dimpled little lips 
of his naked wife's rectal mouth, his big frame alive with charging 
sensations of rampant lust. Maybe he was wrong, taking her this way, 
like a Goddamned animal, but he knew he had to do it now! The buffoon 
was dead! Long live the dominating male! Again, he dipped his finger 
into the hot, seeping moisture of her excited pussy to swab the tiny 
pink hole of her ass. Then, grasping his thick throbbing cock, he wetly 
coated its blood-filled head, finally nuzzling it up against her 
vulnerable, defensively puckering anus.


Beth thought she detected a mean little laugh escape her middle-aged 
husband whose massive hairy frame was heatedly crowding in behind her, 
and she clenched her hands into small fists, clamping her eyes tightly 
shut! She tried to imagine the thoughts filling his brain ... 
motivating him toward this debasing, lewd act, but her young brain was 
a melee of fear mixed with passion and totally unmanageable! Only one 
thought prevailed: he was about to punish her ... and she had to endure 
it, or lose him now for certain ...!


Then, without the least mercy, she frantically reasoned, he thrust 
forward and she felt an agonized stretching of her babyish rectal 
mouth! Her breathing bunched in her dry throat as a vicious spasm of 
torturous pain racked through her obscenely bent, naked body. She 
twisted and half-screamed, waggling her hips and buttocks to squirm off 
the wickedly impaling rod of thick flesh that was spearing into her 
back passage!


"Aaaauuugghhhh ... Jay ... stop ... stop it ... you're killing me!" 
Beth pleadingly cried back at him. Oh God ...! She'd blindly imagined 
that somehow she could endure it, but she'd sorely misjudged the size 
and capacity of her tight little rectum! He was going to savagely rip 
her open back there, she knew in sudden horror, and her unprotected, 
upthrusted buttocks began a desperate thrashing to be free! She heard 
him laugh again, no mistaking it this time, and felt his powerful hands 
gouging into the tender flesh of her hips and thighs! Damn him! He was 
holding her vise-like, and her every attempted move only helped slide 
his huge rod of solid cock-flesh deeper and deeper into her tormented 
and cringing nether passage.


"Get with it, Beth baby! Push back onto it ... make it easier on 
yourself!" he unreasonably commanded, clutching at her tensed upper 
thighs and straining his heavy hips forward. "It's too late to change 
your mind now, little wife! You may hate me forever, but I'm going to 
fuck this beautiful ass of yours come hell or high-water! So you might 
just as well grin and bear it!"


Hate him forever? Goddamn him, she'd kill him for sure if she ever 
survived his depraved sodomy! Scratch his watery eyes out! Cut his 
fiendish cock off with a meat cleaver ...! "Oh ... ooohhh, damn you 
...!" she choked, unable to hold back the tears of agony and guttural 
moans of sudden shame that were possessing her. Yet, at the same time, 
she knew she was being tormented by more than just this debasing 
humiliation he was subjecting her to before these people. It was self-
shame at the way she had treated him, belittled him in her own mind 
since the very beginning ...!


God almighty ... could she stand it ...? He'd ripped her for sure! It 
was tearing her little anus wide open! Ooohhh ... ooohhh, God ... God 
... how he was punishing her for the bitch she'd been! Yes, bitch ... 
deceiving little bitch ... and did she ever have it coming! Ooohhh do 
it, lover-man ... I deserve it ... every solidy, brutal inch of it 
right ... right up my ass! Yesss ... punish me, husband, darling, 
lover! Make me know it ...!


Overwhelmed with an undefinable wave of masochistic love and lust, the 
luridly groveling, naked young wife hunched backward with determination 
as her heavy-framed, bearded husband thrust forward! Tears flowed wetly 
down her face at the excruciating torment of his thick pulsating penis 
surging like an ax handle up into her painfully quivering rectum. She 
felt its turgid, mushroomed head pushing the rubbery flesh of her 
forever- stretched, fire-filled channel before it ... until at last, 
with one final buttock-flattening lunge he brutally ground it all the 
way up into the warm, constricting depths of her obscenely stuffed 
rectum!


At last! At last! her brain reeled in a weirdly pleasurable, 
masochistic agony! Then, he moved slowly out and in, and out and in, 
until she began to feel his big hairy pelvis smacking against the 
resilient softness between her lewdly presented buttocks, his sperm-
filled balls swinging with delighting slaps against her wetly seething 
pussy below! God, she was impaled to the very hilt ... hardly able to 
breathe with the unbelievable, racking pressure which felt as if her 
thighs were splitting apart ... but she didn't want him to stop ... not 
now ... not ever ...!


Vickie Davis clung to Stan Wilson's revitalized, boyish hardness with 
one small, gripping hand, still kneeling beside him as she watched 
fervently the goatish spectacle of Jay's heavy-veined cock burrowing in 
and out of his beautiful young wife's salaciously stretched anus! 
Immeasurable sensations of lust inflamed her own naked body, and she 
couldn't resist slipping her free hand down between her wetly heated 
pussy-lips to gently stroke her erect little clitoris while she 
enviously observed the zealous ass-fucking going on only inches in 
front of her face.


She had never in God's world believed that Beth could take him there, 
that her tiny puckered anus would stretch to such an obscene degree, or 
that she wouldn't go right out of her gorgeous head before he wormed it 
all the way up her passage! But now, already the voluptuous blonde 
beauty was rhythmically working her desire-tautened buttocks back and 
forth to meet the charges of his solid hips, his huge, hardened cock 
vanishing to the hilt into her incredibly expanded rectum!


The auburn-haired model suddenly realized that she was filled with 
admiration for her curvaceous blonde neighbor, covetously perhaps, but 
knowing for certain that she, herself, could never have endured it ... 
not Jay Durke's massive cock! And now, Beth's stunning face was taking 
on an almost ecstatic glow ...! A shiver of wanton passion rippled over 
Vickie's infused, sensuous body and she clutched harder at Stan's 
slender penis. A movement from behind caught her attention and she 
looked back to see petite Sara on all-fours once more with Lancer 
mounting her ... only this time, the naked, raven-haired girl was 
reaching down between her wide apart thighs to catch the dog's long 
animal-cock and trying to guide its pointed tip into the tiny hole of 
her own anus!


"My God, Stan, look!" Vickie gasped, and the handsome husband did, just 
as Lancer thrust, driving the scarlet length of his beveled penile 
hardness completely out of sight into the wide-stretched hole of his 
young wife's lewdly presented buttocks.


Sara screamed, jerking partially upright, her full white breasts 
dancing wildly, her eyes bulging in pain and her pretty mouth gasped 
open! Again, she wailed out, but there was no shaking the clinging 
forepaws of the growling German Shepherd, nor the thundering invasion 
of his hammering length of thick animal-hardness savagely reaming into 
her tight little rectum!


"Good Christ ... he'll kill her, Vickie!" Stan exclaimed in half-
drunken horror. "Call him off ... do something ...!"


"You want to lose an arm, Stan Wilson, just try to stop him now!" 
Vickie warned. "Besides, look at her face! She wants it ... put it 
there herself! You see...? She's beginning to smile ... going right out 
of her mind ...!"


"And so am I ... as sure as hell, I am!" the flabbergasted husband 
moaned. "Either that or the whole Goddamned world has gone crazy ...!"


Vickie hardly heard his pathetic self-pity. She was wildly thinking 
that she'd never in her life had it that way, nor even dream that she'd 
want it, but the two naked wives on the bed were obviously losing 
themselves in growing rapture that was contagious! Maybe she couldn't 
handle Jay for the first time, or even her Lancer, but Stan ...? She 
gaped down at his boyish hardness in her still clutching hand, then 
looked into his face.


"I-I want it like that, too, Stan darling! In my ass! They're loving it 
and I want mine! Please ... hurry, lover!" she hissed, scurrying 
quickly up onto her knees into position and thrusting her trembling 
ass-cheeks back at him. "Please hurry, darling ... before I go out of 
my mind!" she gasped, twisting her head to look passionately back at 
him. "We'll have a round-robin of sodomy! Can you think of anything 
more wildly excited than that ...?"


Hell, and why not? Stan glazedly reasoned. Cunts had suddenly become 
old-fashioned ... out of style ... like wives and marriages ... except 
for the way Jay Durke was teaching his luscious blonde mate! He was a 
man, all right, all man, and little Beth was learning that right at the 
moment! Well, who knows, maybe he, himself, would pick up a few 
pointers out of this Goddamned frenzied orgy that would bring his lusty 
little spouse into tow ... but right now ...? He kneed up behind the 
luridly bent nakedness of his voluptuous neighbor, thinking how many 
different ways he'd already scored with her, but never this ... in the 
ass! His blood began to pound through his muscular body. How he wished 
he had a cock the size of Jay Durke's right now! Suddenly, he saw 
Vickie's long fingers appear between the moistly swollen lips of her 
hair-fringed cunt, then delicately smear the lubricating fluid from her 
wet vagina over her tightly puckered little anus! After this, she 
reached for his cock!


He grunted when she took it in her warm hand and not only positioned 
its rubbery head against her anal opening but pressed her buttocks back 
at it. She wormed the pulsating knob inside the raised circle of hot 
rectal flesh, writhing and undulating her ass-cheeks back onto his 
shaft of lust-hardened flesh in a desperate effort to get his penis 
inside her ...!


Stan had no intentions of holding back, or being in the least gentle. 
Like cunts, wives, and marriages, gentleness was a phenomenon of 
another era! He rammed his hips forward, clutching at her waist 
simultaneously, driving his wildly excited cock deep up into her 
rectum! She grunted in a low, throaty whimper, abruptly trying to slide 
her knees down and lower her nakedly upraised buttocks, while he 
resisted the move by holding tightly to her.


"Oh God ... Stan!" she whined. "You may not be a Jay Durke, but ... but 
your cock's mighty enough for ... for this girl's ass ...! Ooohhh ... 
wait a minute, let me get used to it in there ...!"


Stan wasn't about to. His brain had become an inferno of impatient 
lust, and the feel of her warm velvety rectum wrapped so tightly around 
the base of his burning cock was maddening. He crushed her softly 
yielding white buttocks against his loins and reached down between her 
thighs to her open pussy. He felt the moisture from her vaginal lips 
seeping out to mat her silken, pubic hair brushing against his balls. 
His eyes locked hypnotically on his sodomizing hardness disappearing 
into the tight, fiery hole between her upraised buttocks. He grunted, 
drawing it out slightly, watching with bated breath the tender ridges 
of pink anal flesh pulling out with it, then being absorbed once more 
with his inward thrust which drove her rectal lips back up into his 
belly. His breath came faster and faster until he was fucking 
rhythmically in and out of her tight little hole with no further 
thought of anything but the release of his own restlessly seething 
sperm ...!


Beth felt Jay's long, thick cock soaring deep up into her roundly 
stretched anal passage and its every scorching thrust raised a 
tremulous moan into her throat. Open-mouthed, her cheek rubbed against 
the satin coverlet as did the hardened nipples of her tingling young 
breasts, and her long blonde hair, she knew, was strewn in a disheveled 
mass around her head. At that moment, she hardly knew what her 
sensations were, or if her ravished body hadn't gone numb with shock 
... and then she heard Sara scream out.


She had only to brush aside her veiling hair to see what was taking 
place around her and what had sponsored the demure Sara's wail! God, 
they weren't wasting their time watching Jay's subjugation of her as 
she'd imagined. They were all participating, and in kind! Again, their 
naked, raven-haired young neighbor cried out as Beth gaped at the sight 
of Lancer fucking her anus in true animalish style! She was climaxing, 
as undoubtedly so was the brute dog hammering into her from behind! The 
sight alone was enough to set off wild new sensations exploding through 
the subjugated blonde wife and suddenly she was caught up in the total 
wantonness of it all!


At first, it'd been a matter of enduring the pain, which she had 
readily accepted to prove once and for all that she did love her big, 
bearded husband, but now, what had been agony had reached a startling 
new stage! Unknown sensations were permeating her sizzling loins ... 
and ... and the masochistic pleasure in bending before her lover-man 
like some sort of slave-whore were overwhelming! Though there were 
still traces of stretched pain as his huge spear of hardness raced up 
her vulnerably filled rectum, there was lustful pleasure, too, a 
combination of both ... pain and pleasure, the two most important 
ingredients of love!


Beth felt his big finger playing in her wetly throbbing cunt then, 
tweaking her clitoris in rapturous delight! Oh ... oh she'd surely cum 
this way! She would ... she would! Oooohhh ... she loved him ... loved 
everyone ... the whole world was obscenely beautiful!


"Lover ... lover-man! Fuck it hard!" she lewdly gasped. "Give it to me, 
you big darling ...!"


Jay could hardly believe the love-filled emotion in his luscious baby's 
voice. Christ, if he wasn't supposed to be a grown man, he'd bawl! 
Damn, he'd reached her at last with his big cock, and when this 
friggin' fuck-circus was over he was going to take her home and horde 
her away all for himself! Oh shit ... and over it was going to be 
damned soon! But Goddamn, he had to take her with him this time, had to 
see her all the way over the mountain! Will power, you grizzled old 
bastard ... and you better find some damn quick, or you're about to 
lose the most precious possession you ever wanted!


He gaped over at Stan Wilson plunging his hardened penis between Vickie 
Davis' luridly gyrating buttocks to take his mind away from his own 
rapidly building orgasm! "Come on, Stan, I'll race you to the finish!"


The shoe-store proprietor could only stupidly stare back at him. Almost 
breathlessly, he answered: "Shit, neighbor ... you'll have to come on 
with some hefty fucking ... because I'm there, man! I just hope she is! 
I'd like to satisfy one woman in my life ... ooohhh ...!"


Vickie couldn't answer at that moment. She tried to smile, but the 
rising bubble inside her heaving belly caused it to end in a grimace of 
sheer passion! Then, Stan grunted and choked up!


"Oh ... oh, Stan!" the auburn-haired girl cried out in her obscenely 
kneeling nakedness. "Now ...! I'm cuummmiinnggg ...!"


They cursed, writhed and frantically spasmed in their rapture while 
their audience watched in knowing fascination. He'd lost the race, but 
he was going to win the meet, Jay rationalized as he gaped at Wilson 
pumping his load of hot sperm into Vickie Davis' ass! He felt the sweat 
steaming from his brow down onto his cheeks as he fucked into the 
widely stretched little hole between Beth's beautiful white buttocks. 
He stared down at the loving, grasping rectal mouth, pulling her softly 
rounded cheeks further apart until he could readily see the pink ridges 
of anal flesh that clung to his cock when he extracted it, disappearing 
again when he buried it to the hilt! He did it several times with a 
chastising fury, feeling his heavily laden balls slapping into the 
crevice of her impassioned pink cunt! Again, his fingertips reached and 
probed between her pussy-lips to begin a continuous teasing of her 
erectly throbbing clitoris!


Christ, she had to cum ... and to cum with him, if possible ... but he 
couldn't hold it back much longer! His churning balls were ready to 
spill out all the boiling cum they contained! Her rectum was extracting 
the Goddamned pith of his very testes! He levered up behind her in one 
last desperate attempt ... now or never, he wildly thought!


Jay furiously thrust, even as the feeling of failure began to sweep him 
up!  But nevertheless, he battered into his Beth-baby, plunging the 
deepest yet into her fire-filled anal channel, almost brutally splaying 
her lush white ass-cheeks apart, then letting them resiliently flatten 
back against his broad pelvis from her own effort!  Frantically, they 
fucked in their new-found bliss of sodomy ...!


Then, at last: "Oooohhh ... ooohhh, lover-man!" Beth gurgled.  "Now ... 
now, darling Jay!  I-I-I'm going toooo ... husband ...!  For you ... 
and me ... it's!  Noooowwww ...!"


In her heart, Vickie wanted it to be beautiful for both of them, and 
she reached between Jay's big thighs to caress and milk his balls while 
he fucked his grand cock into Beth's wildly quivering rectum. Then, she 
slipped her other hand up between the blonde young wife's sweat-
streaked thighs to find the clitoris and caress it at the timely second 
of Jay's telltale, grunting thrust! Vickie saw the big, bearded 
writer's eyes wildly revolving in their sockets, knowing he was 
shooting his powerful load of scalding cum deep into his young wife's 
wanting rectum and belly ... then, Beth began to convulse and scream in 
wanton bliss!


What primed Vickie, Stan could only imagine in his exhausted state. He 
lay stretched out beside his sleeping wife, and somewhere, he sadly 
knew, there was a Goddamned German Shepherd dog in the room! But this, 
Vickie's slithering around to help, could only mean she was looking to 
the future! Well, he'd welcome that, too ... but just maybe ... maybe 
she was sincere ...!


Oh God, the nakedly excited model wildly imagined! What lovely, lovely 
times the three, no, four ... she must never forget Lancer ... were 
going to enjoy together ...!


Chapter 11


It occurred to an extremely radiant Beth Durke some weeks following 
that erotically awakening night at the Wilsons' that very little had 
changed in Jay's and her mode of living, except that he was drinking 
less and going to bed earlier at night. In fact, she, too, had taken to 
sleeping later in the mornings ... or at least, laying there beside his 
big naked frame, waiting for him to wake up and make love to her ... if 
he wasn't too exhausted from the night before.


Then, of course, there were the numerous cocktail and dinner 
invitations extended by the Wilsons' and Vickie Davis that they had 
refused, until they stopped coming, and the way that young blonde wife 
had begun setting Lancer's bones on a plate outside the door, not 
letting the big German Shepherd in the house anymore. She had even 
changed super-markets, driving to a center two miles away, and she very 
seldom was up early enough to see Stan going off to work. Nor did her 
big, bearded husband seem to run into so many story-line snags to slow 
him down, or which called for a walk around the yard. Come to think of 
it, though Sara Wilson spent more time than ever at her gardening, her 
bikinis seeming to grow skimpier and skimpier, Jay's field-glasses 
remained on his desk collecting dust.


Still, it seemed that they did little but work, but then, they both 
immensely enjoyed that, Beth reasoned, going about the brewing of their 
midmorning coffee. She, especially, had become intrigued since 
beginning to write her own book, and Jay was pleased about that, even 
making a joke about it not being necessary in the future for her to 
research them. Now, she smiled to herself as she thought about it, at 
the same time listening to the steady clacking tempo of her lover-man's 
typewriter. On second thought, there had been considerable changes in 
their life-style, hadn't there?


"Hey, baby ... how's that coffee coming?" her writer-husband's braying 
voice came out to her. "Your lover-man's in need of a pick-up."


"Coming, hon," she replied, setting the necessities onto the tray, a 
warm thrill of excitement washing through her. There was the reason for 
her happiness, because she knew that her middle-aged, hairy man's next 
"pick-up" would involve a siesta ... and what secretary - or wife - 
could ever ask for more?


The End
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CHAPTER ONE


Lisa Hamilton paced the outside aisle between the last row of desks and the windows. She could see the schoolyard and the small park beyond, its trees and shrubs just beginning to bud with spring, and because of the slant of the afternoon sun, she was also able to see her image reflected in the glass.


She paused for a moment, the way a woman will when passing a mirror, and primped her long blonde hair with her fingers, inspecting herself abstractly in the window's reflection. Never, though, did she pause in her lecturing, the day's lesson on chemical reactions between basic oxides and acids flowing from her lips in a never-ending stream of words. Lisa Hamilton was known as a hard task-master by her high school students, even though to look at her, one would think she would be warm and tender and perhaps too soft on the freshmen who took her course.


In fact, there were some who couldn't understand how Lisa could stand being a teacher at all, when there were so many more exciting and pleasant things for somebody as beautiful and provocative as she. Most of these were men who had tried dating her at one time or another, and who had subsequently been firmly rebuffed in their amorous efforts. Lisa was thirty-one, of medium height and a little on the slender side, with full high-peaked breasts and firmly rounded thighs, long sculptured legs and a flat taut belly -- all of which were more in keeping with the budding figures of the girls in her classes, instead of a woman twice their age. Her face was a heart-shaped oval with a pert stubby nose and large Koala-bear eyes with bright ice-blue pupils. Her lips were naturally crimson and needed very little lipstick, and they habitually curved outwards and down in a mock, seductive pout. Her smooth skin was the ivory of a natural blonde, although during the summer months she took a tan readily and became a golden hue. Add to all that a melodious voice with a seductive, throaty purr, and it was no wonder that the vice-principal chewed his report cards with frustration!


At the moment, her class was either looking at her or their open books, and all of them were fidgeting. They wound their legs around the metal supports of the seats in front of them, sliding down farther and farther in their chairs and doodling aimlessly with their pens. Lisa Hamilton talked on, and she was only half-heard, the teenagers impatient to get outside in the lovely weather, their eyes rolling around the room like cattle in a small enclosure.


Finally the voluptuous blonde teacher made a complete circuit of her class and came once more to her desk. It was on a raised platform and was much larger than any of the others, and was cluttered with reports and bunsen burners and all the paraphernalia necessary to conduct experiments. When she stood behind her desk and stared out at them, the students all knew it was time to pay closer attention, as much as they wished not to, and there was the soft sibilant sound of cleared throats and shifting clothes, like the rustle of dry leaves across the ground.


"Bertram," she said, indicating a tow-headed boy. "Would you tell us all what happens when acids are added to bases?"


"Uh... salts are formed, Mrs. Hamilton."


"Very good. And what determines the number of salts which can be formed? Not you, Elmira, I can see you've done your homework! Sherry? Will you tell the class the answer?"


The girl in the third row, fourth seat blushed a violent red, and lowered her head. "It... it is determined by... by... by..."


"Don't you know, Sherry?"


"Yes, Ma'am... only I can't say it."


Lisa Hamilton made a mark in her grade book with an indelible pencil. "Then I'll say it for you, Sherry. A salt is formed by the replacement of the atom or atoms of hydrogen in the acid by the metallic atoms of the base. Thus acids which contain more than one atom of hydrogen can have more than one salt. How many salts can sulfuric acid have, ah... Jerrold?"


The boy named Jerrold looked up with absolutely blank eyes. He clenched and unclenched his fists, squirming in his chair, and his jaw worked up and down without uttering a single sound.


"I could have sworn that Jerrold was here when we began class," Lisa Hamilton said tartly. "Excuse me while I mark him absent."


The class was given time to giggle.


"Merribelle? Can you tell us?"


A high-pitched nasal voice began: "Two, Mrs. Hamilton. It has two atoms of hydrogen, so it..."


Briiinnnggg!


Merribelle was rudely interrupted by the raucous sound of the class bell. It was five minutes to three, and another boring school day was over, and better yet, it was Friday! A whole weekend of freedom loomed ahead! The bell produced a nervous explosion, a discharge of every ounce of restraint that had stored up during the long hours. Lisa Hamilton couldn't have prevented her pupils from talking out loud and scraping their books together if she'd wanted to, and if truth be known, she was just as glad her last class was over as they were.


Immediately Merribelle and sulfuric acid atoms were forgotten by all, and the boys and girls stood in the aisles and chattered like magpies as they filed out the door. The chemistry classroom emptied, and from the long halls came the echoing reverberation of lockers being opened and shut and students coming and going. Mrs. Hamilton was left standing behind her desk; they all had something to do, someplace to go.


All except the thirty-one year old teacher. She smiled wistfully as the last of her students drained from the room and left it empty. Then she began gathering her papers together with a slow, precise grace, her mind wandering as it often did at the end of the day about where she should go and what should she do.


Home, she thought morosely. She'd go home just like always; home to a rambling ranch-house that was as sterile and vacant as this classroom. And it shouldn't be this way! She should be going out and having fun, letting a nice man take her to dinner and dancing and maybe even... oh God, it was madness to think this way! "I'm still a young and attractive woman," she groaned under her breath, "but I might as well be an old hag. It might even be better if I were..."


She hung her head shamefully, leaning forward on her hands in a posture of penitence. The papers and books on the desk were a blur of meaningless nothings to her as she contemplated the barren weekend ahead. It was always worse on Friday and Saturday afternoons, although now even the weekday evenings were becoming heavier to bear alone. Yet the thought of being with a man and encouraging his affection and friendship, produced a still greater reaction of aversion in her heart. A man inevitably meant a relationship, possibly even a sexual one in time, and always that reminded her of her ex-husband.


Her marriage to Ralph Hamilton had only been one year out of her life and seven years ago at that, but the scars of that brief interlude were still carved in her soul. She had finally become inured to living in the large house which had been theirs and which had been part of the divorce settlement; now it merely produced a dull ache every once in a while when she considered it. But the thought of Ralph invariably produced a sharp, icy chill, and even now as she stood at her desk she could sense the acute pangs growing in her chest. Instead of the womanly warmth that love should have brought her, she only had the frigid void of fear and despair, which no man had ever been able to crack since her parting with Ralph. And, wretchedly, she knew that emptiness included Ralph. Especially Ralph. While there had been things wrong about him, as there is with any human being, she instinctively realized that the blame for their dissolution rested squarely on her shoulders. Or rather, she was forced to admit grimly, the blame rested down between her legs...


Lisa knew deep in her mind that she attracted men easily. Without being immodest, she was aware that her figure and manner was disturbingly desirable, and that there was nothing outward to indicate her inner frigidity. She looked all woman, a totally sensual female. Ralph had been taken in by it, and she couldn't face the prospect of chagrin and horror which another affair would surely produce. So she lived alone... and hated it.


It wasn't as if she didn't know what was at the root of her problem -- but knowing the problem and knowing the solution are two different things. Even though she had loved Ralph very much, she hadn't been able to respond to him the way a full-blooded woman should. Every time they went to bed, her mother was there between them in spirit, and the ghost of the old lady held her daughter back, curdling the physical response which nature had instilled in her body.


Lisa's mother was puritanical and prudish, but unlike Lisa, she believed sincerely hers was the only right way for a woman to behave. She had explained the mysteries of sex to her child when Lisa had come running home with her first menstruation, tearfully afraid something was wrong and she was bleeding to death. The mother's teachings had consisted entirely of dire warnings about the bestiality of men, and the woman's chore of submitting to their disgusting animal-like ruttings which overcame good taste and gentlemanly breeding. A woman had to endure, but never allow herself to willingly serve in the evil and filthy practice of procreation. To this day, Lisa could recite chapter and verse of St. Paul and St. Augustine, and the passages concerning the devil's love of flesh and the meaning of Original Sin.


It was certainly no wonder that Lisa lasted as a virgin all during high school and teacher's college, despite the numerous temptations cast her way. When, at the age of twenty-three, she had fallen in love with Ralph and lost some of her reticence, he had tried to explain to her that her mother was wrong. But the damage was too complete, and no matter how logical or loving he was, he couldn't dent the mother's insidious teachings which by then had seeped into Lisa's subconscious and controlled her basic emotions. The result had been that she'd remained untouched until her wedding night, and if she'd had her way, would have continued undefiled afterwards. Love was pure, sex was ugly... and the two could never be joined.


"Be kind, Ralph," she pleaded that first night together. "Please, be gentle with me."


And Ralph had been gentle and kind with her. But in the double bed with him, Lisa's eyes filled with tears, and when he caressed her breasts through the transparency of her honeymoon nightgown, her whole curvaceous body had shuddered uncontrollably. She sucked in her breath convulsively when he slid the nglige up over her naked body and began kissing the pink nipples of her breasts, making them harden and distend with involuntary desire. She could recall after all these years every clear detail of his strong hands sliding over her nude skin in the darkness of the motel bedroom, and the way her flesh had betrayed her mind by responding with shivery goose bumps of delight. His fingers moved slowly lower, until at last they teased softly over the curly silken hairs of her pubic mound. Then down deeper... to find their way gently into the tight valley between her tender vaginal lips...


Now, staring sightlessly down at the pile of work on her desk, Lisa Hamilton fought to erase the memories which still haunted her, but without success. The painful recollections of her marriage were too vividly seared on her mind to ever be forgotten, or forgiven. She unconsciously trailed her eyes down her conservative woolen dress, thinking how Ralph had traveled the length and breadth of her naked body that first night and on many subsequent nights after that. And she recalled the unwanted sensations he had caused to ripple through her exposed loins, now so correctly covered from blatant exhibition...


Ralph had been her husband, and she knew it was her wifely duty to please him. But her mother's warnings about tiny electric sensations of pleasure were still too strong for her to overcome, and she lay frozen on her wedding bed in fear that there was something wrong with her because he was sexually arousing her. And when her lawful mate lowered his strong, muscular body between her cringing thighs, and probed her defenseless virginal passage with his thick, throbbing penis, Lisa was more terrified than she'd ever been before in her life.


Ralph's massive cock-head buffeted lightly against her hymen, easing its way into the undiscovered moistness of her soft trembling pussy. It felt too good to her to be anything else except evil... and then she was able to sense the tight ring of her purity give way to the prodding tip of his long, hard cock. There was a spasm of pain, she recalled, but not like any pain she'd ever known before, it was warm and more fulfilling than frightening, and she involuntarily gasped with delight as she felt him slide further up inside her tightly clasping cunt.


Yet, helped by her domineering mother's disapproving image, she was able to fight away even the tiniest bit of excitement from her senses. She endured her new husband's lustful passions with hundreds of puritanical proverbs she had become infused with, reciting them silently with her eyes squeezed tightly shut and her lips bared back over her clenching teeth. She prayed her morality wouldn't desert her as she heard Ralph's breathing become harsher and more labored, and sensed the contradicting emotions surging through her when his penis flooded her vagina with great spurts of his hot thick sperm. That was the only reason for allowing a man to have his way with her... for children, for procreation... or so she told herself over and over.


Still, in spite of her firm resolve not to weaken, somewhere in the back of her mind were excited nerve-endings that lewdly reveled in the spewing warmth of his semen. His pulsating cock pressed rhythmically against the smooth, rippling walls of her helplessly contracting pussy. Those sudden, uncontainable spasms of delight had scared her breathless, and she redoubled her promises to resist the slightest sign of prurient pleasure for fear of becoming no better than a sluttish whore.


The next few nights were even worse for the newly-wed couple, no matter what Ralph did to try to overcome her resistance. Lisa's inability to rid herself of her mother's image and actively enjoy his love-making made her stiff and rejecting, until she was almost driven insane with guilt. It got so that in her mind's eye, his hardened erection was the symbol of all she was supposed to hate, and the sight of it projecting thick and spear-like from his hirsute loins was enough to set her trembling with witless anxiety. The blood-rigid rod of male flesh was too big, too lustful and overpowering for her to accept, and she groaned beneath its thrusting and surging with undisguised repugnance.


Months passed, and even talking out their problem was too painful to do any good. It was a time of hellish agony for the young woman, and she lay awake at night, listening to her husband toss and turn in his frustration. Even during the day, life was becoming increasingly unbearable for them -- for Ralph, because his wife's apparent repulsion to sex made him feel sexually inadequate for the first time in his life; and for Lisa, because her own fears and frigidity made her hostile not only to her husband, but to herself as well.


Eventually her consistent denial of sexual pleasure reached the point of no return. Over a night-club dinner on their first anniversary, Ralph drank a bit too much and blurted angrily: "I want a divorce. I want out, you cold-cunted icebox, so I can find me a real woman..."


And a self-denying, cold-cunted divorce Lisa had remained ever since, miserable and subconsciously frustrated...


With a heavy sigh of regret and self-pity, the melancholy teacher gathered her books and papers together, and with a last look around the cavernous room, walked out and shut the door behind her. The hall was empty, the mad exodus of students over now, and her footsteps were a lonely sound to her ears. She could hear the last bus leaving the parking lot, and from further on came the distant yells of the school's baseball team practicing on the field. Pretty soon the custodian would begin his rounds, pushing the day's collection of dirt and trash ahead of him with his big broom. Perhaps I should let him sweep me up, too, she contemplated sadly. I'm not any more use than an empty bottle, or a discarded candy wrapper...


Disconsolately, Lisa Hamilton walked down the stairs at the end of the hall, and along the basement corridor toward the teacher's lounge, where she kept her hat and coat. But as she was passing the door to the girl's locker room, she heard an odd sound which made her pause. Curious, she cocked her head to one side, wondering if she'd heard correctly...


Yes! There the noise was again! It was a very faint wet sound, almost a sucking sound that was coming from the other side of the door, interspersed with soft moaning mewls! What on earth...?


More perplexed with every passing second, Lisa stood wonderingly what the weird noises could possibly be, and automatically she glanced at her wristwatch. It was nearly three-thirty now, and nobody should be in the girls' locker room after the last gym class! Was somebody hurt, unable to cry out for help? Maybe... but she could not be certain. The walls were thin and the door hardly soundproof, but the sounds were so low as to be unintelligible. It would be terribly embarrassing to burst in and find that there was nothing wrong... but still... if there were a girl injured, it was her responsibility to find out!


She hesitated for another moment, and then she thought she could detect a vague whimpering. This convinced her to act, and, resolving to take a quick look inside just to set her mind at ease, Lisa pushed open the swing-door. Just inside was a plywood partition which acted as a screen to protect the girls' privacy as they changed or took showers. On the other side were the three rows of back-to-back metal lockers, with the tile shower room on the right and the exit to the gym on the left. The unknown sounds were in the direction of the showers, and, as she walked quietly toward the last row of lockers, she wondered if they were human or animal, or perhaps the dripping of a shower nozzle left on inadvertently when the students had hurriedly departed.


Louder now, closer and more distinct the sounds beckoned her nearer. Well, the noises were obviously not from the shower, she told herself irritably; while it might be wet, a shower drip would splash, not whimper and moan! She turned the corner of the locker row, gazing idly down the length, half-expecting it to be empty as the other two had been. Then her heart leaped into her throat!


Oh God! she cried silently, biting her lip to keep from screaming out in shock. On the long wooden bench in the middle of the aisle was a naked adolescent girl. Naked girls on locker-room benches are very ordinary and far from surprising in themselves -- it was how this girl was naked that blew the blonde teacher's mind!


Lisa Hamilton recognized the maturing body of young Marge Spanner, a darkhaired girl who took one of her morning classes. Marge was lying on her back, her firm nubile breasts swelling high and perky, their tiny brown nipples standing straight up in quivering hardness. Her ripely curved buttocks were at the edge of the bench, her slender white thighs scissored open to lewdly expose the thin pink lips and sparse pubic hair of her developing vagina. Her bare feet were flat on the floor, and squatting between her widespread legs was a large German shepherd dog.


Lisa had never seen the dog around the school before, although by its heavy leather collar it obviously was somebody's pet and not merely a stray running wild. It looked well fed and cared for, its fur glossy and combed. It also had an intelligent if slightly wicked gleam to its eye, and it was a handsome beast in a savage and untamed manner that inadvertently brought chills to Lisa while she stared speechless at them both.


The monstrous brute remained on its haunches as if it hadn't noticed Lisa's entrance and was entirely absorbed by the obscene vision of Marge Spanner's indecently displayed genitals. And, still more horrifying to the wide-eyed teacher, was what the fifteen year old girl was doing to her pussy! The budding teenager's hands were crawling over the thinly hair-covered cunt lips, her erotically probing fingers working deep up inside the tiny hole of her vagina with the unmistakable cadence of masturbation!


This was the soft sucking sound Lisa had heard all the way out in the hall... and the moaning purrs of pleasure coming from the girl's parted lips were the whimpers and mewls which had forced her to investigate! Frozen to the spot, Lisa gasped in stunned disbelief at the perverted spectacle of this immature child finger-fucking herself in wanton disregard of common decency, right in front of a dog! But perversely, as the older woman watched she couldn't help remembering the many nights alone when she'd nearly gone insane with sexual desire... until she had relieved herself the same way with her own fingers, masturbation being the one and only way she'd ever been able to openly respond to the passions locked inside of her. The teacher blushed scarlet as the guilty thought flicked through her consciousness, her breath involuntarily quickening.


But this simply couldn't continue! Lisa told herself that she would have to put a stop to Marge's public display at once, as embarrassing as it would be for both of them. She would be stern but understanding, but she couldn't tiptoe away and pretend she hadn't seen the girl touching herself so wickedly. And it was for Marge's good as well -- what if another teacher or girl walked in?


But before she could summon the breath to say something, her facial muscles tightened with newfound horror! The naked girl had removed her finger and was now slowly spreading the lips of her swollen little cunt. The soft wisps of pubic hair covering the tender pink slit were gleaming with vaginal secretions, and now Lisa could see the entire plane of her moist, fleshy crevice brazenly offered in hungering supplication.


"Here Atilla!" the girl pleaded, "Come here and lick me! Ohhh, you damned dog, come here and eat my box!"


The horribly obscene request was beyond Lisa's comprehension! She staggered back a step while she saw the German shepherd obediently rise and move closer, and she attempted to clear her reeling mind and think straight. The nearly overpowering thought that she should now intervene at all costs and put an end to this flagrant exhibition fumbled in her brain. Lord! She had to scream or rush in or something! She had never witnessed such a perverted abandonment of all that was chaste and holy!


But all Lisa could seem to do was shudder from the perverse stimulation that indulging in something forbidden gives, even against one's will. She watched in fascinated revulsion as the girl's head rolled back and forth on the bench, contorted with the faraway stare of erotic obsession, while the dog sniffed closer along her trembling young thighs. "Yes... yes, Atilla, lick me out good, you marvelous dog! Ohhhh...!"


The huge snout of the dog inched still closer, and then his long red tongue darted out and obscenely licked along her inner leg. He teased the teenager's smooth creamy skin, arousing her to an unreal reverie of passion, her eyes staring inward at the sexual delights that were coursing through her inflamed loins. The German shepherd was running his tongue over the gentle swell of her buttocks now, taunting her as if it had been trained by Don Juan himself in the arts of love.


"Ohhhh shit!" Marge groaned uncontrollably. "Higher, Atilla, higher! Sink that tongue of yours right in my twat!"


Lisa watched in transfixed horror, unconsciously licking her dry lips with her tongue as she saw her student urgently spreading the pink cuntal lips still wider. Through the moisture, the curling damp hair and the bright quivering pussy lips, Lisa could see the erected tip of the girl's clitoris glistening with succulent desire. Then Atilla raised his head, and his tongue flicked forward to flutter lightly over the trembling bud that nestled in the raw wetness of her open pink slit. Marge's body jerked spasmodically at the sensational shocks of pleasure that pierced through her nubile flesh, and she automatically began to roll her hips back and forth in an obscene rhythm to match the animal's tonguing of her cunt. Her tightly clenched teeth could not suppress the agonizingly delicious mewls of passion that rumbled from her throat, making her sound even more sensuous and abandoned with each undulation of her writhing thighs.


Hypnotized, the older woman stared at the girl twisting to the obscene licking between her legs. Never! Never before had she imagined that such terrible depravity existed! She had heard of men who sometimes bent a girl to their will and forced her to submit when they put their mouths down there... but Marge Spanner was craving it, begging for it in no uncertain terms, and, worst of all, from a dog! It was so horrid, but at the same time mystifying, to the divorced teacher, how this cherubic girl was allowing it to happen... and enjoying it! Lisa had found a certain measure of empathy when she'd been watching Marge masturbating, something in the girl's lost glassy stare having reminded her of when she would writhe from her own exciting touch. But now this child was being aroused to an unheard-of pitch by a dog, not by her own fingers!


"Ohhhh yes! Atilla! Lick it! Lick it! Eat my snatch! Ohhhh, you're a lovely lover!"


The words burst forth broken and swallowed and choked with passion, and Lisa found herself listening, a tightening sensation beginning to grip the pit of her stomach. The girl was clutching the hair of the dog's neck with both hands and was desperately grinding her naked pussy up against its snout. Lisa could see the dog working faster, its tongue lashing out snake-like and disappearing into the soft hair-fringed pussy lips, the salacious sight and sounds rooting her breathless to the floor.


"More, Atilla! Lick my bush faster!" Lisa heard young Marge pant. "Yes, yes, like that... oohhhhh...!"


Tormentedly, the mature blonde teacher began to realize that her first reaction of horror and revulsion was slowly dissipating, and she was being affected in a way she had never dreamed possible. Now a strange, light-fingered quivering was growing deep between her own thighs, building unwantedly with every moment the huge beast slavered in the girl's cuntal slit. It was wagging its tail joyously now, its head bobbing furiously and causing vile, wet sucking sounds between Marge's widespread thighs.


"Ahhhhh!" the girl sighed deliriously, raising a rash of goose bumps across Lisa's flesh and up to her full breasts, now beginning to heave and harden, the nipples distending sensitively against the sheer netting of her brassiere. She could see the German shepherd's tongue once more, working eagerly in slobbering subjugation at the wide-splayed tightness of the girl's little cunt, and she could see the contortions of her face above the white jiggling mounds of her breasts.


Suddenly, Marge jerked her legs up off the floor, bringing them high up in the air and then back until her knees touched her breasts. The complete surface of her tender developing vagina was open to the eager dog. It flicked its tongue into the little puckered rosette of her anus, and Lisa stared as if mesmerized by the sight, and a long low moan bubbled from Marge's lips.


"Oohhhh, don't stop, don't stop!" the girl whined, writhing her from buttocks furiously against the hot licking tongue spearing mercilessly between the open cheeks of her upraised buttocks. "Damn you, Atilla! You're driving me wild!"


Lisa Hamilton barely dared to breathe now, the rasping sound escaping from her own throat having become so loud. Her mouth was hot and dry, and the prurient sensation tickling unwantedly between her thighs caused her to clamp her legs tightly together. Never before in her life had she experienced such a revolting sense of fascination! The lewd scene and obscene sounds held her gripped, her full breasts commencing to ache with a throbbing desire of their own. She found herself recalling the few times Ralph had tried to go down on her and lick her between the legs, and how she had shouted at him how evil and corrupt he was for entertaining such crude ideas. Now she almost wished she had allowed him to suck her pussy. She knew if her ex-husband were here right now... right now this moment...!


"I... I'm cumming, you fuckin' dog! Shit on a shingle, I... I'm going to cummmm!" the girl half-screamed, finally crooning off into a weird little wail as she choked and spluttered, arching her hips up off the bench in agitated response!


Lisa was trembling uncontrollably while she viewed the girl's climax. Dear God, a dog had tongued her to orgasm... an orgasm which Lisa had never experienced all the times Ralph had made love to her the normal way! It was beyond belief that this could be happening... but it was! Was it possible that women were all alike; that they were supposed to enjoy sex...?


But as Marge sprawled satiated back against the bench, the calm aftermath seemed to snap the older teacher back to her sanity. Atilla, too, acted as if he were aware that the wild orgiastic session was over, moving back from the still quivering flesh of the girl's saliva-glistening vagina. He turned and for the first time acknowledged Lisa's presence, staring headily at the woman, his ears pricking up as he tilted his head.


Lord, don't let him bark! Lisa found herself praying. She was filled with far more apprehension than fear, less worried that he would suddenly attack her than that he would warn Marge that she was here in the locker-room. All she wished to do now was silently creep out, heavy with guilt and self-loathing for the way she'd responded to the sordid spectacle. She was in no condition to chastise the girl and certainly not wholesome enough to counsel her about feminine decency! Let her who is without sin cast the first stone... and she couldn't do that any longer, not after the way she'd been thinking! Did not the Bible teach that it is as great a sin to think evil as practice it? God! What had she allowed to overcome her?


Lisa backed away, feeling lost and soiled, not knowing what to do. But, before she was able to reach the partition, her worst fears were confirmed.


"Arf!" went the dog.


"Mrs. Hamilton!" cried the girl.


Marge Spanner sat up convulsively at the bark of Atilla, her legs still splayed on either side of the bench, the wet moisture of animal saliva dripping from her pink cuntal slit. Her hand was up to her mouth, choking back a terrible, whimpering cry as she recognized the chemistry teacher standing nearby. Shame and guilt came to her in that split instant, and her face flamed with livid humiliation.


"Oh no!" she gasped, her eyes widening hysterically. "Oh Mrs. Hamilton, I... I... What are you doing here?"


"There was noise," Lisa blurted, her mind whirling in its effort to find the proper words. "I came in, a-afraid somebody was hurt. B-But it's what you are doing here that's important!"


Marge averted her crimsoning face, moaning in sickening anguish. "You... saw me, didn't you?"


"How could I help it?" Lisa said sharply, but then fell silent. The older woman found herself momentarily stymied, the guilt of her own obscene behavior weighing heavily on her conscience. She knew she should say something and tried to steady her conflicting thoughts to be the proper teacher, the calm and rational adult who could handle such things. "I... I think you had better get dressed, young lady," she finally managed to utter in a quavering tone.


"Oh crap," the girl moaned uncontrollably, leaping to her feet. She completely ignored the dog now, who was sitting on its haunches again, looking slightly bewildered at this abrupt turn of events. Wildly, the girl sought her clothing, opening one of the lockers next to her and pulling on a jersey blouse and a pair of stretch pants. In her hurry and panic, she didn't bother with panties or bra.


"P-Please, Mrs. Hamilton," she tearfully begged as she dressed. "Please, don't rat on me! I mean, don't tell my parents what happened! They'd kill me!"


"I... I don't know..." Lisa stammered, still in a daze.


"What are you going to do?"


"I simply don't know! Whose dog is this, Marge?"


"Oh no, please don't make me tell you! That'll make it even worse!" the young teenager blubbered frantically. "Atilla is a nice dog most of the time, and they'll put him to sleep or something awful like that!"


"But..."


"He wandered in here!" Marge continued feverishly. "Yes, that was it! Atilla wandered in here while I was changing and he... he forced me to let him lick me! He growled at me and everything! Just look at his teeth!" Then, as if realizing that she had just talked herself into a circle by her patent lying, the girl hastily tried to set things straight again. "But really, he's a very nice dog, and he's never ever done anything like this before, and I'm sure if you'll let him..."


"Stop fibbing to me, young woman!" Lisa snapped impatiently, "I saw you, I saw everything that went on in here, and you deliberately urged that dog to... to... do that, after you..." She couldn't bring herself to openly speak the descriptions of the acts she had witnessed. The words seemed to catch in her throat, an unwanted sensation of excitement welling up in her chest at the remembrance they caused. "What you did was ugly and perverted, Marge Spanner, and lying about it will not make it any better!"


The girl blanched with terror, stumbling back a pace as fear of what the chemistry teacher could do to her loomed in her mind. "B-But he did, I tell you! Atilla wanted to rape me, only I... it was exciting and I couldn't help myself," she concluded lamely. Then, her young feral mind working at high speed, she suddenly began to see a way out of her dilemma.


"But if you knew what happened, Mrs. Hamilton, you must have been watching me the whole time!"


"I... that is..." Lisa, suddenly caught off guard, was rapidly losing the last of her control, all thought of a rational discourse with the fifteen year old girl fleeing from her distraught and turmoiled mind. "Don't be silly, I..."


"You were, weren't you?" Marge pressed smugly. "You've been standing there watching me playing with my cunt and getting Atilla to lick it, and you were digging it, weren't you?"


"Don't talk to me that way! I walked in here and it was all too obvious what was going on!" But her face was becoming as red as Marge's was from the lewd accusation, and she knew her lie was as transparent to the girl as Marge's had been to her.


"Monkey balls," the teenager snickered. "You knew what I was doing and you didn't call a halt because you were getting your follies out of it." The girl shrugged airily. "Well, don't get your ass in a flap, Mrs. Hamilton. We all have our hang-ups, and having my twat diddled by a dog is one of mine. Different strokes for different folks, I always say."


"Never in my born days have I been talked to this way!"


"Oh, come down off your chariot, Mrs. Hamilton. Hell, you should have let me know you were looking at me. I think I'd have gotten a bigger kick out of it!"


"Now, I certainly will tell your parents," Lisa fumed. "And I will march that dog to its owner and have a few words with him as well!"


"Well, I can't stop you taking Atilla home," Marge replied slyly, "if you can find out who he belongs to. But you aren't telling my parents or the principal or anybody."


"I will!"


"Because, if you do, I'll tell how you stood here and watched me humping away! I figure it'll be worse for you than for me. I'm just a kid, remember? You're my teacher, and that'll really make the fur fly, especially if I sort of let it slip that you were encouraging me. Just think of what a story like that would do to your reputation and future! And it's my word against yours!"


Lisa felt her skin crawl at the sound of the immoral girl's threats. Marge was just enough of a little bitch to do it, too, she thought haplessly. The publicity, the reliving of the lurid details that could add nothing except more insult to injury... It would certainly entail an investigation, possibly before the Board of Education, and perhaps, if things got out of hand, into the courtroom! The girl could not only ruin her with her lies, but send her to jail! She'd rather die than go to prison! "You wouldn't dare!" she gasped out in horror. "You wouldn't dare do that to me!"


"If you force me to I will," Marge responded callously. She grabbed her shoulder-strap handbag from the locker and began to saunter impudently toward the exit. "I don't see why there's all the fuss anyway. We all had a bit of fun, and nobody was hurt." She paused at the partition to turn and stare at the older woman with adolescent arrogance. "Just let me know when you want to turn on again, Mrs. Hamilton. I'll see what I can arrange."


"But... but the dog!" Lisa babbled, beside herself with a mixture of horror and indignation, her mind a total confusion. "What about the dog?"


"Oh, I don't care what you do with it. But I'm sure you'll think of something. Toodle-oo!"


And then laughing, Marge Spanner sidled out the door, leaving the highly distraught chemistry teacher standing alone with Atilla a few feet away.


CHAPTER TWO


It was all wrong.


The day had started out wrong when she'd accidentally poured soap flakes in her scrambled eggs, and it had progressively worsened. Lisa had tentatively planned to forget some of her troubles by whipping up a fancy shrimp creole dish for supper with a good big bottle of Chablis she'd bought to help top it off. But that was before walking into the girls' locker room, and she could consider that idea shot all to hell now. A bitterness blazed in the older woman as she considered the absolutely unforgivable treatment she'd received from Marge Spanner, and her ears still burned from the foul language the girl had used. And that was not counting the absolutely despicable scene itself! Well, it was all spoiled now. She couldn't possibly think of making a complicated recipe in her present frame of mind, much less feed it to that damned dog!


Lisa glanced at the German shepherd sitting beside her, her eyes flashing with dark antagonism. It seemed to leer back at her, raising the lips at the back part of his snout as only a canine is able, and, irritated still more, Lisa whipped her eyes back to the road ahead. She was driving rapidly from the school now, jerking the wheel of her small compact Valiant and impatiently braking, her mind seething with every thought except traffic safety. She was forced to swerve once when another car suddenly cut in, and the dog was thrown against her. She gasped unwittingly as the soft firmness of her breasts brushed against its furry head, the involuntary caress making the older woman all the more conscious of the animal's close presence.


"Get over on your side and stay there," she growled to Atilla, feeling a little silly for saying something he couldn't possibly understand. But he whined in reply as if apologetic, and that only served to irritate her further.


Marge Spanner was right, Lisa told herself angrily. As the vengeful child had warned her, there was nothing she could do, not after having been a part of the scandalous perversions by watching and keeping her silence. What had ever possessed her to act that way? Lord, she must have been as sick as the girl! And, if she had the brains God gave a goose, she'd have shooed the dog away and simply tried to forget any of it had ever happened.


But perhaps it was her pride, her stubborn resolve not to be beaten by that wretched little student's blackmail. Perhaps it was the urgent necessity to reaffirm her basic morality, after having succumbed to this inexplicable temptation, for to keep quiet now would be essentially a condoning of the whole sordid mess. Whatever it was, Lisa had kept the dog with her, going around the school in a determined attempt to find out who its owner was. Once she knew, she could perhaps confront him -- or her -- and receive some partial satisfaction that way. But nobody she'd talked to knew... or would admit they did. So, ultimately, she'd had to leave the school grounds with the dog, promising herself that tomorrow she would call the animal pound and track the owner through the license tag that was attached to its leather collar.


So the dog rode beside her, behaving as unconcerned as if it was her own pet and was used to the trip. And so, she grimly told herself, there would be no shrimp creole tonight, but hamburger. Lots of hamburger, because, by the size of the brute, he could eat a couple of pounds of ground-round in a single chomp. Still, it would be a change from her normal evening, and ruefully she had to admit that her problem of what to do tonight was solved. She was going to dog-sit.


Yet, despite her irritation toward Atilla, she really didn't hate him, nor hold him responsible for his actions with the girl. He was, after all, just a dog and was following a dog's instinctive habits. She had witnessed too many other breeds whining in heat or jerking against someone's leg to hold him or his heritage at fault. It was Marge's fault for having trained him so irresponsibly. Mostly Lisa was infuriated with herself and was taking it out on Atilla, and realizing that only made her more irked than ever at the situation.


Actually, Atilla was a very fine animal, and one to be proud of. He had a lean, muscular body lithe and supple beneath his shiny coat, yet it was more than that, she could sense. It was something too ephemeral to pinpoint exactly, but his eyes seemed to sparkle with uncommon intelligence, and he moved with a canine grace that you couldn't help admiring. There was something big and powerful and alluring about the dog -- as the student girl had so intimately proved! What an odd way to react to a mere dog! She'd never responded to Ralph that way, or to any man... it was most disconcerting to wonder how it must feel to be that way toward a dog!


She blushed slightly at her own guilty notions and squirmed nervously in the car seat, feeling the edge of the cushion rub electrically against the soft swelling of her vagina. She sucked in her breath from the unexpected contact and the more unexpected shock that it produced up between her thighs. Her pulse quickened hotly against her will. This was all so strange! She couldn't understand what had held her transfixed back in the locker room, and she couldn't understand what was taking place now... and slightly disturbed and more than a little confused, the divorced teacher felt almost relieved when she drove into her driveway.


She parked the car in the garage, and then held the door open for Atilla to jump out. He did, and without hesitation followed her to the side door. When she'd unlocked the door and entered the kitchen, he walked in behind her and then stood looking up at her intently, tongue lolling slightly from his open mouth.


"Well, you're just going to have to wait, Atilla," Lisa told the dog sternly. "It's not dinner time yet, and in this house you'll have to learn your manners."


The dog's expression changed slightly to a crestfallen attitude, but otherwise he remained where he was. The blonde teacher sighed plaintively, but the dog looked so woeful that she was forced to laugh. "Oh, I'm not mad at you, you old mutt," she giggled, scratching him lightly behind his ears. "Don't worry, we'll have a nice dinner later on. I have to change out of these old work clothes and into something fresh, and I think maybe I'll have a beforedinner drink, something to steady myself after all the excitement. Lord knows I deserve it!"


She went over to the sink and opened the cupboard above it, taking down a wine glass. Then, opening the refrigerator, she took out the Chablis she'd been saving for the shrimp and was about to open it when she had a second thought. She put the bottle down and filled a large soup bowl with water, setting it, down carefully at one side of the counter.


"Here's your drink, Atilla. Maybe you're thirsty too."


Atilla regarded the water with disdain.


"That's too bad, you're not getting any of my wine," Lisa told him. "It's all the liquor there is in the house. Besides, dogs aren't supposed to have alcohol."


Though she seldom drank at all, and rarely this early in the evening, Lisa uncorked the bottle hurriedly and poured the glass to the brim. She hoped the wine would settle her stomach and calm her nerves, and she took a giant sip, feeling the cool refreshing wine flow all the way down to her empty stomach. She almost coughed from the heady swallow, but gamely took another drink, and a moment later, she was rewarded by a faint light-headedness as the liquor was immediately absorbed in her bloodstream. She refilled the glass and took one more mouthful of the Chablis, relaxing gradually while the liquor wafted lazily through her jangled body.


"Ahhh, that's better," she sighed gratefully. "Now for a quick shower and change." She felt a little guilty for drinking the wine so quickly, but nevertheless she picked up bottle and glass and took them with her as she strolled toward her bedroom. Atilla again followed his newfound mistress, and instinctively, he licked her smooth hand to impart his growing attachment to her. His warm wet caress across the back of her hand almost made Lisa drop the bottle, and she shivered in shock from some unexplainable emotion that suddenly knotted the insides of her belly.


"D-Don't do that," she managed, sucking in her breath. "And you'd better stay out here while I change," she commanded as she entered her bedroom. But Atilla didn't heed her orders, padding in right after her and once more sitting on his haunches.


Lisa stared at the German shepherd, her hands trembling while she poured herself another glass of wine. "Go on," she commanded him harshly. "Get out of my bedroom!"


The dog thumped its tail against the carpet and refused to budge.


"Ohhhhh, what am I going to do with you?" Lisa wailed in exasperation. "You're far too big for me to throw out! I suppose if you insist on staying with me, you will."


She eyed Atilla critically, and inadvertently her eyes roamed down over his sleek coat to his lower belly. A spastic shiver rippled through her against her will, both thrilling and terrifying her at the same time, for, with the dog facing her, she was able to see all of his large, protruding genitals. Atilla's cock! She gaped with mortification at the sight of his glistening crimson length emerging from its long furry sheath, wet and thick, the dripping, tapered end jiggling slightly as it slipped up along his belly from the protective sleeve in an ever-growing erection.


God! The dog-penis was as big or bigger than Ralph's had been! She moaned to herself in anguish. But why was it getting hard now? Dear God, it was almost... almost as if Atilla was anticipating her undressing before him, and it was exciting him! The tiny suggestion of bestial lust flickered lewdly through her mind, making her recoil with a mixture of aching torment and fevered embarrassment, and needfully she drained her wine glass, only to refill it again with shaking hands. She was so ashamed at the way her mind was working! The very notion of a dog becoming sexually aroused like a man was ludicrous! What in God's name was she allowing herself to think?


She had to fight it! She had to fight her own imaginings the same way she'd always conquered her lewd impulses -- by proving to herself that she was stronger than they! Firmly resolved to overcome her salacious ideas, Lisa turned her back to Atilla and took a number of deep, ragged breaths to calm her ragged emotions. But in spite of her determination, she could almost feel the animal's beady gaze on her flesh, mentally undressing her like some degenerate voyeur. Ohhh, this was terrible! She should never have taken Atilla home with her! But it was too late now... and reminding herself once again that he was a dog, just a dog and not a strange man, the teacher began unzipping her woolen dress with hurried, quick motions.


Once undone, she shrugged the material off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. She stepped out of the dress, forcing herself to act supremely unconcerned that she was being watched, but to her chagrin, she found herself turning to see if the dog was enjoying her performance.


Horrifyingly, she realized that Atilla's scarlet penis was harder and thicker than ever! His tapered dog-cock seemed to give another sharp jerk when she bent over to retrieve her dress and place it on the chair next to the bureau. The full rounded moons of her buttocks came into tantalizing view, and she knew the beast could see the completely unimpeded sight of her nylon panties between her firm, trembling thighs. And when she straightened up again, her panties slipped teasingly into the stretched crevice of her buttocks and remained bunched there! Dear God, this was almost more embarrassing than if she were strip-teasing at a stag smoker! She had to get control of herself!


The panting dog continued to watch the blonde woman more intensely than ever as she rolled each leg of her panty hose down, arching her legs while she pulled the thin veneer free of her well-formed legs. He licked his chops and whined knowingly, causing Lisa to shiver with renewed shame when she unclasped her thin white brassiere. Her large firm breasts swung into heady, exposure, their ripe pink nipples perking out from the tip of the white globes like cherries on vanilla ice cream scoops. Atilla was wagging his tail furiously now, his elongated penis jerking in painful erection against his lower belly. Lisa gritted her teeth together, squeezing her eyes closed in her determination not to be undone by her own obscene imaginings. A dog couldn't become excited by seeing her this way! It just couldn't...!


The rounded, hair-lined lips of her fleshy cunt came into teasing view now as she cast off her panties and stood stark naked in her bedroom, between the dog and the bureau. Quivering uncontrollably, she swiveled around to look at herself in the bureau mirror, seeing the dog's beady eyes gazing at her in the mirror's reflection. She realized that he was watching her just as he'd watched young Marge Spanner, both she and the teenaged girl equally nude and unadorned before him. Miserably she thought: There's no difference between us from the dog's point of view...


She raised her arms over her head in a classic nude pose, stretching her breasts taut and uplifting her nipples puckishly. She could see in the mirror the flat plane of her stomach, unmarred by age or birthmarks, and the honeycolored curls of her pubic hair. The soft fleeciness around her vagina highlighted the rosy lips underneath, and she imagined she could see the tiny tip of her clitoris peeking out from the crested valley of her loins in almost childlike shyness.


Yet, she added mournfully as she lowered her arms, there is a difference between Marge and myself... a vast difference which Atilla could never understand, but I do all too well...


Marge Spanner, in spite of her tender years and immaturity, already knew what sex was really about. Lisa could not believe that a fifteen year old girl who'd allow a German shepherd to lick her to climax would not be experienced with the carnal embraces of older boys. Marge was not a virgin, and obviously enjoyed that condition... enjoyed it so much that her explosive passions had actually stimulated Lisa against her will! Was sex truly enough to change a decent woman into a mass of seething, abandoned flesh? Was it really the animalistic thing she'd witnessed in the locker room? She had never experienced anything that strong -- as intense as the girl with the dog -- nor had she ever before been worked up to the peak which just watching it had caused her. What would it be like if she could let herself go like Marge had done? The thought raced through Lisa's mind -- what would it be like?


Lord, how she must have felt! The tormented teacher groaned inwardly. And I'm twice Marge's age, and never felt that way!


Hands shaking as if with palsy, Lisa clutched the wine bottle and poured another full glass of the Chablis. She downed the tart liquid urgently, attempting to cool some of the warmth the girl's passion had transmitted unwittingly to her own body. Gasping for breath, she staggered slightly, and missed placing the glass on the bureau. Instead it fell from her fingers and crashed to the floor. The carpet saved it from breaking, but the last of the wine spilled against Lisa's bare toes, and the glass itself rolled gingerly underneath the bureau.


"Damn!" Lisa cursed furiously. "Oh damn, look what I've done now!"


Being a good housekeeper, Lisa automatically bent over to retrieve the glass. Without contemplating what she was doing, she got down on her knees and poked her hand underneath the bureau, still swearing at herself for being such a clumsy fool.


Then, without warning, there came a growling bark from the German shepherd. With a single bound, it was up from where it was sitting and between Lisa's unconsciously spread legs.


The terrified woman squeaked a tight choked exclamation of fear, and brought her hand up to her mouth. Her eyes were wide with fright, and she started to roll away from the large, hairy dog, but Atilla growled again, warning her to stay frozen where she was. And she did, her splayed thighs completely exposed and her knees bent outward, leaving the whole of her upturned vaginal crevice open and defenseless. There was nothing else to do, and she trembled while the huge beast growled menacingly, his fleshy lips pulled back over long ivory fangs.


"No, Atilla!" she mewled. "Go back, please go back!"


But Atilla ignored her, advancing on his paws and sniffing the air around Lisa's nakedly waving buttocks. He sniffed some more, moving his head around as if curious about this new woman and her piquant feminine smells. He stepped still closer to her fear-clenching loins, and lowered his head to the soft, fragrant slit between her buttocks, still sniffing with increased interest. The kneeling woman's position was one with which he was well acquainted, and his tail wagged happily as if he had discovered a new bitch-dog in flaming heat.


"Don't Atilla! Don't! I... I'm not Marge!" the naked woman exclaimed feverishly, but the dog wasn't interested in her spoken commands. There were other, more instinctive and natural commands which he wished to obey first! Marge's babbling excuses: Atilla wanted to rape me... He forced me to do it... reeled through Lisa's drunken mind. God, the girl had been lying in that particular instance, but was what she said true anyway? And then Lisa moaned as the dog's cold black nose abruptly pressed against her tiny, puckered anus. She tensed in abject mortification as its tongue snaked out and locked tentatively against the deep crevice around it, its tip burrowing slightly into her fleshy anal ring.


"Arg!" she gasped uncontrollably. "Oh! Ah! No!"


Despite her burgeoning terror, Lisa was so filled with shame and loathing for what she'd unthinkingly caused, that she once more tried to squirm free. But Atilla was having none of that, and barked insistently, snapping its massive jaws inches away from the tender cheeks of her buttocks. Lisa froze where she was, staying motionless in absolute horror with her legs spread wide and pressed against her folded legs as she knelt in tormented surrender before the vicious dog. With a final growl, Atilla began greedily lapping the narrow pink slit up between her open thighs. He ran his tongue wetly over the full length of it, from the tight-closed little anus down to the fluted, pink edges of her fearquivering cunt, and back up again. His great tongue spread through the soft, hair-fringed vaginal lips like a knife through warm butter, flicking relentlessly between the cringing woman's legs.


"Oh God," the trembling teacher moaned. "Oh, this is awful!" A soulsearing groan escaped from deep inside her chest, her buttocks grinding desperately as she tried to escape the maddening assault. "No, Atilla, no don't do this to me...!"


But Atilla's only response was a further stab up into her tight, fleshy cuntal slit, sending tiny goose bumps rippling across Lisa's softly quivering belly and distended breasts. "This is awful; this is sick; it's lewd; it's terrible," Lisa murmured over and over into the carpet with her undisguised humiliation, trying hopelessly to screw her thighs forward from the hotly flicking tongue that was licking mercilessly at her pussy. Great tears of humiliation and dread welled in her eyes as she listened to the lewd wet sluicing noises Atilla was making between her wide-splayed thighs. Yet in spite of her revulsion at this horrible perversion being done to her defenseless body, she couldn't help feeling the lips of her cunt involuntarily dilating to the massive dog-tongue spearing in and out between them. Seemingly of their own volition, her buttocks were starting to sway in lewd concert to the rhythm of the licking and tiny wisps of forbidden pleasure were beginning to ripple deep down in her belly.


"Oh no! No, it can't be! Oh God, not this!" The cruel realization slowly dawned on the hapless woman that her body was gradually deserting her. The impact brought further cries of horror, not only from the thought of the obscene act which she was allowing a dog to do to her, but at the more frightening and humiliating thought that she was actually starting to like it! She clenched her teeth tightly together and fought with all her will against the steadily growing sparks of lewd desire that were threatening to burst into sudden uncontainable flame and devour her in her helplessness. But it was a losing battle as Atilla snuffled and licked ceaselessly at her naked wet loins from behind.


"It can't be... it can't be happening..." Lisa groaned to herself in humiliation and fear, her head flailing back and forth tormentedly as the animal-tongue continued to slide hotly in and out of her rapidly moistening cunt. Yet the sensual pleasures were growing ever stronger as the widestretched tightness of her throbbing pussy was hungrily consumed, and uncontrollably, she began a slow, writhing undulation back against Atilla's snout. With increasing abandon, she rotated her buttocks in small grinding circles so she could feel more of the wickedly sinful rape of her helplessly stimulated flesh, shuddering with delight as the lewdly slaving beast tongued her to defeat.


"Ahhhhhh!" she sighed as the dog thrust his mouth deeper into her lustswelling vagina, expanding her pink, fleshy lips with each tantalizing lick he took. Oh Lord, how that dog was debasing her! Treating her like some bitch in heat! A strange masochistic thrill flashed through her nerves at the thought that she was being treated exactly as she deserved for being so wanton as to enjoy it. She wanted to be destroyed by it, she wanted to be sucked by this animal until she could never walk again! The obscene subjugation of her surrendering body on the carpet of her own bedroom was driving her wild with evil sensations! Ohhhh... she had never known anything so deliciously profane as these sensations... they were so horribly wonderful, so devilishly exciting...! She knew now that she was no better than Marge Spanner or Atilla, and that when it was finally over and she was released from her purgatory, she'd never be the clean and righteous woman she'd believed herself to be! And she no longer cared! All that mattered to her now were the wild riveting shafts of indecent pleasure piercing through her cunt like prickling needles of hellish fire!


"Ohhhh, yes! Yes, you dog!" she heard herself blurt uncontrollably through her contorted lips, the rhythm of Atilla's skewering tongue embedded hotly in her pussy too much to resist a moment longer. "Lick me! Lick me off like you sucked Marge! Lick my twat until I explode!"


The eagerly obeying German shepherd seemed to sense his mistress's sudden submissiveness, and with increased desire to please, he insinuated his long, red tongue deeper up inside the quivering hot sheath of her welcoming vagina. Lisa squirmed and bucked under the maddening torture until she thought her heart would burst in her chest, and she screwed her thighs back so she could feel still more of the dog's wet, rough tongue far up inside her thrashing belly. Between her splayed thighs was one mass of burning moist sensitivity, growing more and more intense with every passing second, spiraling up to a pinnacle that would soon expand into orgasm... her very first orgasm reached with the ministrations of some other being.


"Lick me until I cum!" Lisa ordered in ecstatic delight. "That's it, go after my pussy until I cum...!"


Her hotly throbbing vagina flowered open wider and wider, and her moistness increased with each further second that Atilla's tongue worked up between her wide-stretched legs. Her secretions ran in slight, warm trickles down the sides of the animal's mouth pressed so tightly into the softness of her cunt, and down the side of her smoothly gripping buttocks and thighs to soak into the carpet. So enveloped was she that Lisa never heard the back door of her house open, or the soft pattering of tiny feet across the kitchen.


And then...


The blonde teacher caught a small shadow fleetingly cross the mirror above her head. She instantly became aware of a tight, strange gasp behind her, and a slight motion caught the outer corner of her vision. She froze in her kneeling position before the German shepherd as if she'd been suddenly cast of stone.


Then afraid and yet feeling an unexplained quivering of arousal, Lisa turned her head slowly around towards the bedroom door. Her eyes widened like saucers!


Standing in gape-mouthed wonderment was a small boy! It was one of her youngest students, a fourteen year old youth who was part of the last class she'd had only hours before!


"Scott!" she gasped out in horror. "Scott Phillips! What are you doing here?"


"I... I'm sorry, Mrs. Hamilton. I came for my daddy's dog! I came to get Atilla!"


CHAPTER THREE


Shortly before young Scott Phillips had confronted his chemistry teacher in her bedroom, he'd been walking back toward the high school. Scott was a bright lad, able to keep up with the older students in his grade quite easily, although he was keenly aware that his birthday in late May put him at a physical disadvantage. It was sort of like being the runt of the litter, always being left behind whenever possible, and always picked last when it was not.


Scott was compact and wiry in build, which made him look even less developed than he was. Lean and strong for his fourteen years, he fought like the devil in sports with a tough, gritty determination which won him amused respect but never that coveted position as "one of the guys". His hair was fine, naturally curly, and a rich brown, and his face was almost cherubic, with a small nose, flashing smile, dimples, and the most depthless, most innocent round eyes imaginable. Later on his looks would be a blessing for him, wooing girls into all sorts of compromising situations with his bland look of innocence, but now it was a curse he had to bear. The boys all called him "Baldy" in the showers, and the girls... well, the girls he wanted to date just laughed at him.


One of these days he'd show them, he promised himself as he walked along the road. One of these days he'd show them good, and angrily he kicked an empty tin can with his foot. He glanced up then, just as he was turning up the drive to the school, and he saw Marge Spanner walking toward him. She was sauntering along as if she didn't have a care in the world, and just the sight of her nubile body filled Scott with a strange, gripping excitement. He knew all about her reputation from the talk in the showers -- about how she'd put out for the football team, and how once at a party she had done just that for all of them, one after another. And about how she and her older sister would go out on double dates and "do it" together, one in the front seat and one in the back.


Watching her intently as she approached, young Scott felt his slender penis jerk in his underpants, only to go limp again when with resentment, he considered the facts. Oh, he knew what "doing it" was about; he'd taken the sex education courses and listened to all the bullshit -- but Marge was the same grade as he, and was actually doing it, while he was a boy and still a virgin! Somehow it didn't seem fair to him, but then, it was no different than a lot of other things that weren't right.


"Hi, Scott," Marge said as she neared him.


"Hi, Marge." He stopped and scuffed one toe in the dirt, not wanting to look at her too hard, knowing it would only provoke her into making some wisecrack. And crap! The way her breasts were jiggling it looked as if she wasn't wearing any brassiere, although he knew that couldn't be true because she'd get kicked out of school for that.


"Forget something?" she asked.


"Naw, I'm just looking for Atilla. He ran off again; you know how he hates being chained up in the backyard. My dad will beat me for sure if the dog's not there when he gets home. Have you seen him?"


"Sure, up at the school," Marge replied, grinning now as she recalled just how intimate she'd been with the animal.


"Thanks," Scott said. "I'll go get him."


"Well, I don't think Atilla is there any more."


"Huh? Where is he, then?"


"Mrs. Hamilton has him, the last I seen. Probably took him home."


"Mrs. Hamilton? What's she doing with Atilla?"


Marge had a hard time keeping from laughing out loud. "I don't know. Maybe she wants to play with him."


"Play with Atilla?" Scott shook his head, not understanding what was going on. "Why would she want to fool around with him?"


Marge, a knowing smirk creasing the corners of her mouth, stared at the younger boy with blatant derision. "You don't know much about that dog, do you?"


"Sure I do. Atilla's my dad's pet; of course I know about him."


"I mean how your Old Man trained him?"


"He rolls over and plays dead and comes running when he's called and things like that there. What do you mean, Marge?"


"And your maw never clued you in, either?"


"Listen, you're not making any sense," Scott said hotly. "What're you driving at? What's this about training Atilla?"


"Damned if I'm going to be the one to educate you, mouse-pecker." Marge laughed, unable to contain her amusement any longer. "Why don't you hitch your ass over to Mrs. Hamilton's house and ask her?"


"I just might!" Scott retorted defensively. "I just might at that!"


"She'll be sure to tell you. Hell, she might even show you!" With that, the brazen girl flipped the strap on her purse, teasingly whacking the boy on his bottom with the bag, and then set off with a jaunty roll of her hips. "Tell her hello for me," she hooted over her shoulder. "Tootle-oo, nutless!"


Clenching and unclenching his small fists, Scott Phillips glared at the retreating form of the curvaceous girl with scathing detest. Crap, if only he were a couple of years older, he'd show her who had the balls! He could already, if she -- or any girl -- would just give him the chance!


Only none of them ever had, he gloomily concluded. Despondently he changed his direction to head toward Mrs. Hamilton's house, which wasn't too far away. The town of Henning was small, a residential area for Rapier City to the south, and Henning High was just about in the middle, near the shopping center and city hall. By crossing over to Terwilliger Boulevard and then after a bit, cutting across Thorndyke's pasture, he would reach Mrs. Hamilton's place in about fifteen or twenty minutes. And damn it, when he got there, he would ask his chemistry teacher about Atilla! Mrs. Hamilton was a wonderful and pretty teacher, one of the few who'd ever treated him decently and not like some baby. He was sure she'd tell him the truth if she could; she wouldn't act like that smart-aleck Marge Spanner...!


It wasn't long before the fourteen year old youth reached LaGrande Avenue, on which Mrs. Hamilton lived. He walked along the sidewalk, saying hello to a couple of kids he knew, and sidestepping a tricycle some younger child had left in the way. It was a good neighborhood, with wide, sloping yards of plants and trees, large, roomy houses set well back from the road, and friendly middleclass people. He knew that his teacher lived alone in the ranch-type house at the end of the second block, and had been divorced for a long time. He didn't know why she didn't have a husband any longer, or why she preferred to live all by herself in that big place instead of in an apartment, and he didn't particularly care one way or another. It was simply one of those facts a kid learns as he grows up, files away in his mind and accepts as the normal way of things.


He opened the picket-fence gate and walked up the flagstone path to the front door. A honeysuckle vine wound in and out of the lattice work of the porch, and after he'd politely knocked on the door, he studied the budding flowers. It was awfully nice and peaceful here, he thought. Not like his own home where something was always going on. Mrs. Hamilton sure is lucky, he thought wistfully, and knocked again.


Still no one answered the door.


Scott frowned slightly, wondering for the first time if Marge had been fooling him and Mrs. Hamilton wasn't even home. He looked around hesitantly, wondering what he should do, and then went around the side to look in the garage. Yeah... Mrs. Hamilton's car was here, so she was around someplace. He then thought that perhaps she hadn't heard his knocking, since the front door was at the opposite side of the house from the garage and kitchen, so he stepped over to the side door and knocked on it. The door, which hadn't been firmly closed when Lisa had gone in, unlatched and swung open slightly from the pressure of his hand.


"Mrs. Hamilton...?" Scott called out timidly.


"Ohhhhh," he heard in a drunken slur from inside the house. "Ahhhhhhhhh! Yes! Yes!"


"Mrs. Hamilton?" Bolder now, the boy stepped just past the door, still holding onto it in case he should want to jump back outside. "Mrs. Hamilton? Do you have Atilla with you?"


"Agggg! Ohhhhhh! Lick me! Lick my pussy, you dog!"


Scott felt every muscle of his slender young body grow rigid as the obscene words registered on his immature mind. Momentarily he stood rooted to the kitchen floor, unable to move, and with his breath stilled in his lungs, he could now hear wet slurping sounds and animal-like panting. Hell, he knew what that was! Atilla always made noises like that when he was drinking water from the dog-dish! But then he heard Mrs. Hamilton again in a hoarse, passionate voice: "Lick me off like you licked Marge! Lick my twat until I explode!"


Scott leaned against the door in shock, forcing it closed. Crap! There it was again, even dirtier than before! No mistaking what Mrs. Hamilton was saying... but he could hardly believe it! Was she really ordering Atilla to lick her between the legs?


A flash of an image crossed the teenager's inexperienced mind, a weird tingling growing in the pit of his stomach. Man, is this what Marge was talking about? Is this what his father's pet had been trained to do? No... No, that was impossible! But there was no denying that his chemistry teacher was saying it... or that Marge must have known because she'd been licked by Atilla, too! It all fit, as incredible as it sounded!


Jesus, what should he do? Run home, that's what. Run home before Mrs. Hamilton caught him in her house and really got mad! But what could he tell his dad? Crap, when he thought how his dad had trained Atilla and kept it a secret from him, it made him flinch to think of what might happen if he let on that he'd found out! And what about his mother? Marge had implied that she was in on the secret as well. His own mother... licked on her pussy by the dog? Crap! Now he knew he had to be dreaming all of this! He'd have to see it with his own eyes to believe it!


Well... why not? He'd never seen a girl naked before, much less with her legs spread apart and a dog tonguing her! It was just the kind of wild scene he'd often wondered about at night when he'd beaten his meat! And here was the ready-made chance, if he had the courage to take it. Did he dare?


Scott sucked in his breath, quivering silently with fear and trepidation. But damned right he had the nerve! He had the balls, he told himself; to hell with Marge and all the others, he had the balls to sneak up to where Mrs. Hamilton was and take one fast peek!


The youthful student found himself drawn through the kitchen and down the hall, still disbelieving that Atilla was actually doing something wrong with his teacher. He worked his way slowly and silently to the bedroom door, his whole lithe body tense as he pressed himself against the wall.


There was a squeak!


His heart stopped in his chest. Mrs. Hamilton and. Atilla must've heard it, it was so loud! But no, the strange noises coming from the next room continued unabated, their intensity increasing with each passing moment. The boy started again, one step at a time very slowly... pausing on the ball of his foot after each one...


He reached the bedroom door, and he hunkered down, the dim light of the overhead lamp affording him a complete view of all that was happening. He peered hesitantly around the corner, shifting his position so he could see fully inside. And then he did see -- and he sucked in his breath, cold chills running crazily up the full length of his spine!


There on the carpet was his father's pet, standing between the widespread thighs of Mrs. Hamilton. Atilla's head was moving obscenely up and down as he nuzzled the crevice of her uptilted buttocks, and he could hear the wild licking sound of his long red tongue against her cunt! It was true! The dog was licking her off! The family dog and Mrs. Hamilton, his chemistry teacher! Crap, and did she look different than she did in class! Scott could only stare in bug-eyed amazement at her depraved undulations, hypnotically frozen by their very lewdness after being used to the older woman acting so prim and proper during the day.


"Crap!" he choked in a whisper thick with excitement. His eyes followed the writhing contours of her mature body, fixing momentarily on her rose-tipped breasts which jutted downwards in voluptuous fullness. Slowly his gaze moved along her sides to the writhing rotation of her hourglass waist, then rolled over the sensual rise of her naked hips until he was once more studying the blonde pubic curls where the dog was avidly licking. The boy entirely forgot his promise to quickly leave, the heat and excitement of the room arousing him even as he stared. He could feel a wild electric tingle darting delightfully through his slender youthful loins at the erotic sight before him, and unable to control his lustfulness, he groaned slightly to himself. Man, it was too much!


He could see his father's dog licking madly up between the older woman's thighs. Her gleaming white legs were splayed out wide on either side of Atilla's plunging snout, her buttocks grinding fervently back against it with all her might. Scott could see the cords standing out on her inner thighs as she struggled crazily to get the dog to lave her swollen pink runt still harder, squeezing the rounded moons tightly around his mouth and forcing the walls of her gripping vagina around the thickness of his lapping tongue. The teenager strained his eyes and could see the warmly milking lips of his teacher's pussy clasping voraciously around the animal's nose, and the thinly parted pubic hairs grazing against the furry muzzle as her thighs undulated in a faster cadence. The groans and mewls of surrender and pleading were becoming more desperate, as the glazed, uncomprehending eyes of the adolescent stayed glued on the lewd cunt-licking taking place on the bedroom floor.


The carnal scene was more than the inexperienced boy could absorb dispassionately. His slim, virile penis gradually rose into hardness, becoming painfully erect in the tight constriction of his underpants. He was forced to shift his position to relieve the pressure, attempting to slip the rigid shaft of his young cock out one leg band of his underwear and into the comparative freedom of his pants leg.


And it was when he moved, that Lisa saw him in the doorway.


"Scott! Scott Phillips! What are you doing here?"


"I... I'm sorry Mrs. Hamilton! I came for my daddy's dog! I came to get Atilla!" The suddenly frightened lad, not knowing what to do now that he was caught, stumbled tearfully into the bedroom; his high-pitched voice almost squeaking with despair. "I didn't mean to spy on you! I didn't mean to, honest!"


But even as he pleaded for forgiveness, his burning eyes remained ravenously fixed upon his blonde teacher's nakedness. His erotically incensed young mind drank in every rounded curve and valley of her mature figure, especially as she attempted to turn around and curl into a protective position. Atilla, seeing his master's son suddenly enter, offered no resistance when Lisa cowered in a ball away from him, actually backing from her as if in confusion and indecision.


Scott hardly noticed his father's dog was present, his immature and eager mind overwhelmed by the lurid sight of this naked older woman hunched with her legs drawn up on the floor, arms wrapped around herself in a futile concealment of her lush feminine parts. In fact, by the way she had curved her thighs up to clench her legs together, the boy could actually see a few stray tendrils of light pubic hair around the clenched slit of her wetly gleaming buttocks!


Lisa felt all of her immoral passion draining from her loins as shame flooded over her mind. She stared in agonized humiliation as her young student took a stumbling step forward, his eyes flashing with some emotion that seemed to keep his mouth gaping open.


"Scott... I... I..." Her voice trembled and faltered as the blanchedfaced teacher tried to imagine what she could possibly say to the innocent youngster. "It... It's not what you think it is. I mean, Atilla... That is, I... we were... Oh God, I'm sorry you saw this!"


"Gee, Mrs. Hamilton," the fourteen year old moaned, staggered still closer. "I... I'm sorry too. Marge said Atilla was here so I came over, and... and then I heard you in here with him, so I thought... And then I was watching you and..."


His voice grew higher and more trembling, but his deep, dark eyes continued feasting on her naked contours, and his cock jerked harder in his pants. Crap, it felt the size and shape of a baseball bat! If Mrs. Hamilton caught sight of him in this condition, then she'd really get mad!


"Che-rist! I never knew Atilla could do that!" was all the stricken boy could manage at last.


Lisa watched the youthful eyes wandering hotly up and down over her naked flesh, and unconsciously her face took on a pleasurable glow it had never possessed before. She could sense a strange new intoxicating pride in his openly admiring stare, and she found herself wrestling with the lewd notion to spread herself out full-length on the carpet and bask still more shamelessly in his tempting admiration.


Her own gaze moved down over his slender, quaking form as she struggled for control of her mind, and a shiver of apprehensive stimulation tingled in her cunt unwantedly, as she suddenly viewed his crotch. The older woman could clearly see a slender, bulging hardness pressing outwards against the soft material of his pants! Little Scott's penis was erect! Lord above, he'd become sexually aroused by viewing her obscene submission to his father's dog! And it was entirely her fault, she thought with humiliation; he was responding to her provocatively displayed abandonment like the budding man he was!


Man? No, not yet -- and thank God for that! A man's penis would be thick and huge and demanding, but his was smaller and more innocent. In his immaturity, the boy didn't fully realize what it was his body was craving, and, inexperienced, his hardened cock was somehow sweetly yearning, eager to learn rather than teach... And she was a teacher, wasn't she?


Dear God! To even imagine such a thing! Yet in that split-second of time, when eternity stood still in the bedroom of her house, the naked woman found herself wondering just how long Scott's rigid erection would be. Four to five inches, she estimated; that sounded about right for a boy of his age. And having been stimulated more than she'd ever been in her life by Atilla's talented tongue, Lisa couldn't help thinking that a cock like Scott's was a cock she might find acceptable to her. She intuitively realized in her sweet agony of released passion that here was a male who wouldn't send her rigid with fear and loathing, and she possibly could be fucked by him willingly! Oh God, how obscene! An innocent child screwing a thirty-one year old woman! How totally depraved!


But even as she chastised herself for entertaining such degenerate ideas, the blonde divorce could almost visualize his adolescent penis standing rigidly erect, jutting out from his lean and hairless loins without his pants to hold it prisoner...


Damn! Ohhhh, damnation! What was happening to her now? She could feel the aching hunger which the dog had caused in her pussy growing and flaming again despite her most determined will to resist it. She pressed her wetly naked thighs together in an effort to overcome this new, unwanted sensation that was inexplicably growing in her belly as she looked at Scott Phillips. She knew she must force her hopelessly bewildered student to leave this very second before things got worse... but Lord! How could they get any worse than they were already? As if in perverse answer, lewd impulses began unaccountably tugging at the very core of her being...


"Please," she cried out. "You have to go, Scott! Take Atilla and leave this house immediately!"


The passionately breathing boy hardly seemed to hear her impassioned supplications, stepping closer to where she was crouched on the carpet. He couldn't seem to stop staring with smoky-eyed longing at every ripe curve of his lush teacher's body huddled only a few feet from him. "Pl-please don't be mad at me, Mrs. Hamilton," he groaned despairingly. "I know you are, but if you tell on me, I'll get an awful beating! Please don't be mad at me!"


Lisa moaned, feeling the involuntary sexual hunger inside her frustrated loins growing and spreading upwards to the very nipples of her breasts, hardening them into plums of excited nerve-endings, and she prayed that the immature youth would not sense the inferno of arousal which the dog-licking had pervertedly kindled inside of her. But God, how easy it would be to take advantage of the situation! It didn't take a mind reader to understand that little Scott was far more upset at having been caught peeking than at what Atilla had been doing to her. And now he was confused and tormented by his lust for her... a lust he was incapable of understanding or controlling, other than that it was forcing him to want to see her naked breasts and legs and even... yes, especially her tender woman's pussy!


All she would have to do is crook a beckoning finger, and the little darling would come eagerly to her like a playful colt! And then... Oh heaven help me, and then...!


Another tremendous surge of wicked desire charged through her loins at the thought of salaciously seducing her teenage pupil. He was such a handsome child, and if he could be the cure for her frigid and barren existence, wasn't that reason enough to...? No! No, she mustn't! Lisa felt herself trembling on the carpet, her firm, rounded buttocks rippling as she attempted a final time to gain control of her rapidly fading morality.


But it was too late... too late! Too late to even feel remorse for the fire of indecent pleasure that was overcoming the moist softness of her already aroused vagina. There was still a part of her mind which rebelled at the shameless immorality of her spontaneous needs, but a much more urgent voice was persuading her that she craved this lovely adolescent more than she had ever wanted anything in her life. He could be the answer, the long-sought solution to her mother's strictures and her ex-husband's contempt. And Scott wanted her just as badly, that was all too clear to her. How could she deny herself or him the forbidden pleasures they could enjoy together? God, she couldn't! It was simply too damned late to deny them both!


"I'm not mad, darling," Lisa heard herself purr in a throaty voice she hardly recognized at her own. "How could any woman be angry when a nice boy like you looks at her naked?"


The blonde teacher could feel a light tremor coursing through her thighs, and with a lewd urge too powerful to control, she stood up and exposed all of her satiny nakedness to the wide-eyed boy. She shuddered from her act, knowing it was a definite, concrete step toward perversion, and could only lead to more temptation... such as to reach out and touch his tender genitals! But in spite of her revulsion for what she was doing, the lust-inspired teacher was incapable of stopping herself.


"Haven't you ever seen a naked woman before, Scott?" she cooed salaciously at him as she approached. "Haven't you?"


"No... No," Scott gasped out incredulously. "O-only in pictures. P-pictures in ma-magazines! But wow! You've gotta be the most beautifullest lady in the whole wide world, Mrs. Hamilton!"


She smiled coyly at him, the obscene flood of her sudden desire rising higher as she stepped purposely across the carpet. Hungrily she studied his smooth, teenage features and marveled how handsome and masculine he was to be only fourteen, and she felt the inflamed center of her belly tingling in wickedly lewd response to the sight of his virilely bulging penis throbbing in his pants.


"Thank you, Scott dear," she heard herself murmur encouragingly. "That's a nice thing to say to a woman. You're not bad yourself, you know."


"You... You really mean that, Mrs. Hamilton?" Scott stammered in blushing embarrassment. He manfully struggled to keep his wide-staring eyes off his curvaceous teacher's naked pussy and breasts which were so teasingly close to him now... but even her warmly sympathetic face smiling down at him was enough to send his hard little cock jumping in his trousers. Oh Jesus, his prick wouldn't go limp for nothin'!


"I do, I truly do, my darling." For the very first time in her life, Lisa was experiencing sexual desire for a male, a fact she found staggering after all these years of fighting men and fingering herself shamelessly for relief. What did it matter if it were with a boy less than half her age? It didn't -- nothing mattered except the longing to finally be fulfilled the way a woman should be!


"You're the most darling boy in all my classes," she went on, her voice sultry with her long-denied passions. "I've always thought so... but I could never admit it. Until now...!"


Crap, what was his teacher trying to do to him? Scott thought helplessly. He tried to say something to her, but his throat felt as if it were made of sandpaper, and all he could do was quiver with wildly throbbing sensations he had never felt before in his life! Jesus, in another second she'd have him bawling like a baby and wanting her to hold him! She was so close now he could smell her warm breath and clean fresh skin... Ohhhh! Mrs. Hamilton was reaching out with a hand now! If she touched him, he'd melt right into the floor, he knew he would!


"Let me hold you," she hissed emotionally, and Lisa pulled the innocently unresisting youth close against the billowy softness of her breasts, crushing him impulsively to her nakedness. Lisa tried to tell herself that what she was allowing herself to do was sinful and wicked... but her newly unleashed senses had reached that aroused, lust-filled state where nothing could have stopped her from continuing the compulsive seduction of her fourteen year old student. Gently she smoothed one hand down over his back, feeling his quivering flesh beneath his shirt with slowly circling fingertips. God! It was too much to resist! Her other hand slowly eased around to the front of his pants and softly caressed the swollen outline of his straining young penis, and she could feel the child tremble and gasp against her breasts. A searing flame of desire raced hotly through her belly and loins while she tauntingly traced along his virile cock, delicately squeezing the hardened shaft between her thumb and forefinger. Guiltily she considered what she was inciting this vulnerable boy to commit, and the prurient sight it would be if someone could see her now, clutching Scott to her nude body while she fondled his slender penis. Yet the momentary shame she felt only seemed to arouse her more!


Scott felt as if he were going crazy! Nobody would believe him if he ever told what his chemistry teacher was doing to him! He could feel the wetness from his fresh seminal fluid seeping from the slit at the blood-swollen tip of his cock. It smeared against his lower belly until he was certain she could feel it soaking through his trousers, but the older woman never paused, continuing to massage his painful erection with an exploratory thoroughness which made his mind reel with sensations! His penis was jerking now as if he would cum at the slightest extra pressure, his semen building up deep in his tight, round testicles and threatening to explode like a volcano. He groaned into the comforting warmth of Mrs. Hamilton's lush, velvety breasts, feeling their fleshy texture against his parted lips, and for an instant he was filled with the lewd desire to kiss them. But he restrained himself, afraid in his boyish ignorance that his teacher would turn against him for being so daring.


Lisa crooned joyously as she felt his beardless cheeks rubbing along her aching, quivering breasts. Even though she knew she would hate and revile herself later for this sordid education, she was spurred on by the insistent need to find out if this youngster was the key to unlock her passions. She panted uncontrollably with yearning, anticipating the unnatural pleasures they could enjoy together.


"Tell me, Scott. Would you... like to make love to me?"


"M-Make love, Mrs. Hamilton?"


"Ohhhhh, yes! Yes! To fuck me!"


Mrs. Hamilton said fuck! Scott Phillips gasped at the lewdness his chemistry teacher was mouthing, her obscenity causing crazy prickling sensations to stab his belly and loins. It had to be a dream! He'd wake up any moment and find this was only a dream, and he was in his own bed with a hard-on! He managed to blurt out in answer: "Y-you mean it, Ma'am? You really want me to?"


"Very much, darling boy! But you have to tell me first!"


"Wow! I... I want to fuck you, Mrs. Hamilton!"


"Oh God, yes! Fuck me with your nice hard cock I can feel!" she groaned down against his head as she tenderly stroked his penis. Slowly she moved him away from her so that with her other hand she could begin unbuttoning his shirt. "But before you can, dearest child, we have to get you naked like me!"


Impelling sensations of salaciousness rippled through the mature woman's loins while Scott stood subserviently before her, allowing her to undress his slim, developing body. She removed his shirt and pulled his undershirt up and over his head, and then lowered herself to her knees and unhitched his belt. Savoring every breathless moment, Lisa tugged both his pants and underwear down over his slender hips and lean buttocks, her lust-filmed eyes feasting on his arched, rigid cock as it jutted out from his almost hairless pelvis, and his virile scrotum taut between his trembling young thighs. Her eager fingers closed around the throbbing, blood-filled shaft of hardness, her mouth widening in a smile of delight at the sight and feel of the released, jerking penis.


"Oh...! Oh, Scott, it's so lovely!" she gasped in admiration. And to the boy's astonishment, she began to work her tenderly grasping hand up and down over the firm outer skin, manipulating it back and forth in wondrous desire. "Your prick is just the way I'd hoped it would be, my little darling...!"


Lisa was lost in the ecstasy of the moment. Yes... here was a penis she didn't have to fear! It was just the perfect size and length for her! And it was hot and hard inside her rapidly pumping fingers, ridged along the white shaft from the wide base upward, then more spongy and soft-appearing at its blunt, crimson head. Excitedly, the older teacher drew the uncircumcised foreskin downward behind the coronal rim, feasting her eyes on its entire exposed tip while Scott's young body trembled from her touch. With her other hand, Lisa slid his clothes down over the rest of his legs, removing them and his shoes while she continued her slow, rhythmic beating of his penis. This was how little boys masturbated until they came, she thought lewdly. Well, he wouldn't have to use his own hand again, and neither would she have to fingerfuck herself!


Scott stared down with disbelieving eyes, having given up trying to understand what was happening to him. He watched her stroking his hardened cock, whimpering and squirming above her, truly shocked by what his teacher was doing to him. "Ohhhh! Ohhhh crap, Mrs. Hamilton! I... I'll spill if you do that much more!"


"Not yet, dear boy! Not yet! There's a lot more we can do before you cum!" Lisa breathed hotly against his youthfully stirring chest. "Let's get up on the bed where we'll be more comfy, shall we?"


Maannnnnn, he knew he shouldn't... but he was going to! He nodded his head with enthusiasm, and Lisa laughed warmly, straightening up to take his hand and draw him the few feet to her large double bed. Jesus! He knew he'd never be the same after today, but he didn't care! He didn't care about anything except the fun she was promising him!


"Crawl up on the coverlet," Lisa crooned with wanton anticipation. He eagerly obeyed, lying on his back with his hard, virile penis sticking high and proud in the air while she lewdly stretched out beside him in naked display. Then she began to smooth her hands tantalizingly down over his immature chest and into all of the secret hollows and crevices of his youthful body. Her lushly glistening lips fastened wetly over his, her tiny moist tongue darting between his teeth to explore his warm, moist mouth.


Lisa's blue eyes were smokily glazed from the obscene demands running rampant through her flesh, and the awareness that Scott Phillips was nearly frantic with his own budding sexuality only fanned the flames of her maddened passions higher. Slowly she raised to her knees beside him, her thrusting breasts swaying sensuously as she rolled one leg over to straddle his firm, young thighs. With a provocative, circling motion, she spread her hips wider and gradually lowered her hair-fringed cuntal slit until it was brushing against the very tip of his erection. She undulated back and forth, feeling her pubic hair graze lightly against his fleshy hardness, taunting his bulbous penis-head with the fleshy pink lips of her sensitive vagina.


"Ohhhh... little lover! I'm going to make you the happiest boy in town!" she moaned in a throaty sensuous voice. "I'm going to do all the wonderful things to you that I've never let myself enjoy before! Would you like that, Scotty?"


"Y-yes!" Scott heard himself croak. He was having difficulty with his breathing now, and he choked out a gasp as he raised to his elbows and watched the slowly rotating crevice between her legs teasing his upthrust penis. Oh man...! He hoped to God she'd never stop until it was all the way up inside her pussy! "Uhhhhhhhhh, yeessssssss!" he blurted in delight, the sight of her full, milky breasts swaying as she moved her cunt along his cock in a slow grinding motion adding to his excitement.


"You sweet, sweet darling!" Lisa breathed hotly. She ran her fingers through his curly brown hair, leaning forward on the bed until her thrusting breasts were even with his face. Then, drawing his mouth closer to one distended pink nipple, she ordered corruptly: "Suck it, my child! Take my titty in your mouth and suck it!"


Insane and lascivious sensations raced through the mature woman's belly as she watched his lips part timidly when her tingling nipple brushed against them. And then with lewd delight, she pressed her breasts fully down into his warm, open mouth. "Ohhhh, that's it!" she gasped as she felt his sucking lips ovalling around her resilient flesh. "Ohhh, little lover, lick my nipple with your tongue! Squeeze my breasts with your hands, too! That's right! You're doing so well! Mmmmmmm!"


Heady with her unchained passions, Lisa continued to kneel over the boy and slowly grind her moist cuntal lips around the end of his penis in wanton teasing. She was not quite able yet to bring herself to pressure down and envelop all of his hardened shaft in a final penetration of her sensitive vaginal walls. There would be time enough for that... all the time in the world... and first there were so many new and different experiences for them to explore!


She splayed her trembling legs wider apart so his grazing cockhead could slide along the entire length of her fleshy pussy slit, feeling the swollen knob of his rigid, boyish penis enchantingly massage the erect bud of her clitoris. She could also feel the toes of one bare foot curling with her explosive arousal on the bedspread, while the other foot was over the side and brushing against the thick, soft fur of the German shepherd. She realized in dazed, subconscious anguish that the hedonistic dog was eagerly watching his master's son sucking her breast while she undulated her naked loins around his cock with wantonness and craving. But somehow the forbidden pleasure of being viewed by the huge animal only incited her debauching lusts more!


"Ohhhhhh, Scott, darling!" she moaned delightedly down at the boy. "Yes... Yes, nibble my tit, you darling child!" There was no escape for her now, and her affection for the teenager increased with every second he suckled her breast. Oh Lord, at last she wanted a male, this male! Ohhhhh, how she wanted him! She was finished fighting a battle with herself that she'd desperately wanted to lose for years!


Scott was beyond thinking clearly. The feel of her hard protruding nipple in his mouth while he sucked and nibbled at it with growing skill... the touch of his fingers squeezing and kneading her aromatic breasts... the sensation in his stiff, aching cock as she softly tantalized its blunt tip with her hairrimmed cuntal valley... Crap! Was it really all true? Was he actually sucking Mrs. Hamilton's tit while she played with his dingaling? Oh man, Marge sure knew what she was talking about!


"You like that, don't you?" Lisa hissed lustfully down at him. "You like sucking my boobs while I tickle your prick!" She watched his juvenile lips tighten in affirmative response while his tongue stabbed and taunted her nipple. "But this is just the beginning, sweetheart! Just the beginning...!"


She was moving away from him then, pulling her breasts from out of his mouth and letting her pussy-slit slide away from his quivering penis. Man... he didn't want his teacher to stop now...!


Her breasts dancing beneath her heavily breathing chest, Lisa slowly backed along his body, trailing her long blonde hair in tickling caresses across his naked young flesh. She began kissing his neck and shoulders, sliding lower to nibble his seed-like areoles until he groaned and quivered on the bed. Then she played her moistly sliding tongue down further to lave his belly and wash his tender navel, her passion-hungry eyes greedily absorbing the sight of his slender, rigid penis as it throbbed upright between his strong, lean thighs. She reached for it with almost a desperation, feeling the boy lurch convulsively as she once again squeezed her fingers along its pulsing shaft. She smiled up at Scott with ill-concealed desire, squirming still lower on the bed until all of his lean, hairless loins were in lust-arousing view.


"Ohhhh, Mrs. Hamilton!" the fourteen year old groaned, automatically thrusting his buttocks up off the spread as she fondled his cock. "Ohhh, I like you beating me off!" he crooned, and with spontaneous excitement, he drew his legs up and folded them back so that even his tiny puckered anus was visible to his teacher now. "Please don't stop...!"


"Oh, my little lover," Lisa moaned passionately, and uncontrollably, she lowered her head to kiss him on the inside of his upper thigh. Her own lewd boldness shocked her, even as she planted her warm, wet lips on his fresh skin. Lisa had never considered that a human male's private parts were especially esthetic; the act of kissing around his genitals had seemed another one of those wicked perversions she'd angrily denied her husband. But studying Scott's pink, muscular anal opening and the tight, round sac of his testicles and the thin, sperm-filled ridge running up the underside of his stiffened young cock, Lisa now considered the sight undeniably beautiful and desirable. Oh, sweet child! His skin was as smooth as glass from the crease of his buttocks to the very tip of his pulsating member! The boy looked good enough to eat!


Eat! No... she couldn't have sunk so low as to want to taste him! But somehow this youngster's penis didn't repel her as the hairy crotch of a fullgrown man would, and her own naked pelvis was still moist and tingling from the pleasures of Atilla's animal-tongue. Anything that made a person feel that good could not be the degrading act her mother had taught her it was! She crazily recalled how Ralph used to try to force her head down between his legs, and how she'd cried and flinched, afraid she would vomit from the mere thought. But now... now she understood exactly the licentious emotions he'd been attempting to create in her! God, she'd been such a fool! Well, no longer! She was going to make up for all her wasted years right now -- with Scott!


The mature woman began slowly, tentatively licking out with her tongue just as hesitant as Scott had been when first he had sucked her breast. With her hand still grasping his nakedly thrusting penis, she licked her tongue in a lewd, wet line up along his inner thighs. She could feel the teenager twist slightly from the wild new sensations, and she remembered again the delicious stimulation when his father's pet dog had licked her open pussy slit with its tongue.


Lisa worked gradually higher, leaning forward until her mouth was a bare inch away from the firmly, rounded cockhead. Then she parted her lips and blew against it, allowing her hot breath to flow over the pulsating tip in a teasing caress.


"Ohhhhhh, Mrs. Hamilton!" she heard Scott whine delightedly, and his pleading tone urged her on. Her tongue flicked out, coming into warm, wet contact with the blood-hardened crown of his adolescent flesh. It circled around and around the smooth flesh as the boy groaned and jerked beneath her from the erotic feelings she was giving him. The tip of her slowly searching tongue found the tiny opening at the end and darted wetly, maddeningly into it. It was already moist from the small droplets of premature cum seeping through from his rising excitement. The pungent taste and smell caused the older woman to salivate and her nostrils to flare with lustful anticipation of the obscene perversion she was about to commit. She dipped one hand to the base of his slender erection to gently cup his soft, round testicles, while her other hand pulled at the loose foreskin until the tender pink head throbbed alone and exposed against the sensuous softness of her lips.


Then, beginning at the tip and tracing a path down the full length of his boyish shaft to its base, Lisa planted warm, moist kisses all along it, working wetly back up again to the blunt, rubbery head. Finally, with a soft moan of surrender to her forbidden hunger, she slipped her ovalling lips over and enveloped all of the lust-swollen young cock.


Scott's handsome face flushed a deep pink, and he choked out a gasping cry of pleasure as he watched his voluptuously kneeling teacher swallow his penis in her mouth. He could feel her tongue swirling wildly around his tingling cockhead, sending unbelievable charges of lewd excitement rippling through his belly. He couldn't understand how or why this was happening to him, but damned if he was going to fight it! Even if this turned out to be a dream after all, he was going to enjoy every second of his beautiful chemistry teacher hunching between his legs, her big, cushiony breasts bouncing against his knees as she sucked crazily on his aching cock!


Lisa began to suck rhythmically up and down now, taking more and more of his hardened rod into the interior of her buttery-smooth mouth. Her tongue worked with excruciating swirls, parting the glans eye with the tip, widening it so that more of his fresh seminal fluid seeped against her taste buds. Scott Phillips jerked his slender hips upward, driving his lean shaft deep and hard against the roof of his teacher's soft mouth. He was moaning in excited cadence now, staring down at her bobbing, twisting head, watching her resilient breasts dance and sway along his legs as she drove her clasping lips up and down his penis. He could see her mouth clinging to the head of his penis on the upstroke, and could feel the pressure of his impending cum constricting his testicles painfully.


The mature woman was sucking voraciously now, completely lost in the lewdness she was performing, and reveling in the delicious taste of her student's cock. Oh, God, but it was good! It was wicked and depraved and the most beautiful sensation on earth! She'd been so stupid all these years to deprive herself of such fantastic pleasure as this! This youthful cock was all; this youthful cock was the world and the universe, and she wanted it to cum as she knew it soon would! She wanted to taste Scott's virile seed and swallow the delectable nectar and have it swish around inside her belly! She licked and sucked faster and faster, her saliva growing sticky now from the lubricating emissions flowing from the blunt head of Scott's sliding cock.


Instead of the sickness she'd always imagined she'd feel, Lisa's brain was savoring the electric sensations of her mouth around his penis. She balanced herself on one hand and brought the other up to the base of the small boy's testicles, crooning a little now as she sucked rhythmically, hearing young Scott's answering moans of lust. Ohhhhhhh, I love this! I love this!


She was responding from instinct alone now, her soul stripped as naked as her body was. She felt herself the most blessed of females to have this delicious cock in her mouth while the ecstasy rose and billowed in her pussy, her unsated passions growing until she couldn't breathe. God, if there was only some way to quench her lust! Lisa felt beside herself with excitement, the climax the dog had almost tongued her to being such a short while ago, and yet seeming to have happened so long before. She reached her other hand down between her breasts to manipulate avidly the widespread slit between her upthrust thighs. She dug into herself greedily, fingering her cunt in her effort to reach that impossible end which had escaped her. Her pumping face turned crimson over Scott's turgid cock, and she continued to moan around his pulsating shaft as her fingers drove deeper into her smooth, sex-swollen crevice. But it wasn't enough! She wanted a delicious penis fucking into her vagina... but how could she while she was sucking the boyish cock in her mouth? Lord, she was delirious with desire!


Lisa then felt the bed give and the strange presence of another weight climb on it, but she didn't care who or what was joining her and Scott. She was too far gone in her reverie of unleashed passions to think of anything but fulfillment now. She was in a drugged state, no longer human, only interested in somehow satiating the seething cauldron which her vaginal passage had become. Suddenly she felt an odd clasping around her naked waist and a slippery yet hard, rubbery spike rub along her quivering legs. Again and again the unknown shaft danced near her wide-splayed cunt, never quite making it in. Again and again it floundered as she spread her legs wider on the bed and raised her undulating hips higher in an effort to facilitate the entry. My God, get it in! Get it in! Why am I tortured this way? My twat is on fire and has to be filled!


"Holy crap! It's Atilla!" Scott gasped out, but if Lisa heard the boy's horrified cry, it never registered on her sex-crazed mind. She didn't even seem to notice as the boy shivered in momentary stillness while he watched the huge dog's incredible ramming attack on his delirious teacher. He could see his father's German shepherd holding her to his belly as if she were a bitch in heat, and he saw its glistening, scarlet penis hard and free of the hairy covering between its back legs, the tapered point pumping against her crevice in its endeavor to bury itself in the mature, impatiently squirming belly. The teenager stared stony-eyed while the prodding tip missed time after time, and he heard Mrs. Hamilton mewling around his own penis as the invading bestial cock jabbed against her sensitive clitoris. The hot scarlet flesh of the dog's thrusting member contrasted lewdly with the fevered pink skin of her passioninflamed cunt, and Scott held his breath, wondering if Atilla would ever manage to mount his teacher.


Then, to his startled eyes, he saw the older woman shift her quaking, round buttocks in an effort to capture the lengthening penis and lead it to her voraciously grasping vagina, spreading her thighs wider still as the animal's still unsheltered erection rubbed tantalizingly around her cuntal slit.


In obvious desperation and frustration, Lisa used the hand with which she'd been masturbating. She reached back and took hold of the slippery shaft of canine flesh, guiding it eagerly to the entrance of her throbbing, wet vagina, arching her buttocks so that there would be no further trouble in being speared by the cock she had to have. Scott gurgled in shocked delight, as he saw the monstrous dog hump forward then and bury the full length of its cock into the naked woman's hungrily accepting pussy until his bloated testicles were covered with her wetly matted pubic hair.


It was when she grasped the German shepherd's hardened penis that Lisa finally became aware of what was fucking into her. But by then it was too late; Atilla had jerked forward and she felt the thick, warm shaft soar deep up inside her pussy like a flint-tipped arrow. In that split-instant there came the fleeting picture to her mind of the furry case that she had felt with her fingers and the hairy abdomen and long, muscular shanks, and then the true nature of the penis she'd sought so avidly came to her with a crushing impact.


Dear Lord! It's that dog again! It's Atilla! The naked teacher choked on the cock sliding wetly in and out of her mouth, her original scream of horror changing to only a small wail of anguish. Atilla's cock is inside me, getting bigger and bigger! It's like two of Ralph's, like a giant jackhammer! But I'm taking it, I'm taking all of it... and God forgive me, but it feels goooood... It feels so gooooood...!


A low mewl of shame and loathing escaped her, and she moaned in muffled anguish around the young penis she was orally fucking while she thought of the mammoth brute expanding his animal cock inside of her cunt. But there was nothing she could do, she couldn't stop it... she couldn't even hope to stop herself from the rising tide of her immoral sensations. Atilla was a brutal, rapacious machine, and he was beautiful! Wildly she returned to licking and sucking the youthful erection skewering between her tightly clasping lips, grinding her pussy back like a plundering abyss against the furiously rutting dog.


The beast behind her was hammering with pile-driving thrusts that were reaching her very womb, the burgeoning cock swelling to fill all of her milking cunt. It was a miracle, dispatching the maddening demons which had been driving her crazy, with desire, and she tongued shamelessly at the delectable boy-cock in her mouth, wanting madly to be fucked by this hairy monster behind her if it would only make her cum. She thrust her naked loins against Atilla as if she were another savage animal, and felt the tiny rivulets of moisture building in the crevice between her buttocks, the mounting pressure in her belly and vagina signaling that the dog was raising her excitement to the point of the orgasm she hopelessly craved...


Suddenly Scott Phillips screamed shrilly: "I... I'm going to cum, Mrs. Hamilton! I... I'm cummmiinnng!"


In her quest for her own climax, Lisa sucked as never before, while the boy's pummeling cock fused with her mouth until his testicles bounced off her chin. Then, as his climax rolled out from his scrotum like a bursting dam, young Scott lurched upwards off the bed, arching his lean buttocks to drive the last remaining inch of his penis deep into his teacher's throat. The end of his stiffened erection spewed hot, thin jets of virile sperm directly into her ovalled cavern, the creamy seed streaming from his cock like milk from a cow's udder, overflowing her eagerly waiting mouth. Lisa swallowed desperately, afraid of losing a single droplet of the delicious, lust-inciting liquid, her throat working rapidly in its attempt to keep up with the wild ejaculations.


The gushing torrent of adolescent semen was a billowing wave of ambrosia to the older woman, and she buffeted back on Atilla's brutish shaft, gulping her first taste of male fluid as her vaginal muscles milked the dog's superbly expanding cock like a slippery glove. She spluttered through her mouthful of sperm: "Fuck me! Fuck me, you wretched dog! Fuck meee!"


Oh Lord, he'd tongued her almost into cumming before, and now this...! She was rapidly approaching that elusive orgasm again, and her wildly aroused body was becoming more animal than Atilla! She spread her thighs wider apart, her toes curling into the soles of her feet while rocking to and fro to spur the dog on with his wonderfully pistoning cock. Oh Lord, oh Lord, she was so close to climax, and with this in her it wouldn't take long! With the thick, expanding animal-penis digging into her gripping cunt, the cords on her neck suddenly tightened in an unmistakable sign.


"I... I'm cumming tooo!" she cried out, raising her head to let Scott's deflated penis slip from her glistening mouth. "I'm cumming at last!"


Her hands darted back to clutch her driving buttocks, pulling them farther apart so the dog could hump into her with maniacal frenzy. Her vaginal juices flowed wetly out around the German shepherd's still-pounding hardness, flowing down the crevice of her vagina and flooding over his bouncing testicles as they rubbed rhythmically against her sensitive cuntal lips.


Hunched above the writhing woman's back, Atilla salivated over her naked flesh, digging his forepaws tightly around her waist. The dog fucked into her as she continued to groan out her long-awaited climax, and then suddenly he stiffened, lifting his head to give a great long howl. Lisa could feel the hot waves of his bestial seed suddenly shooting deep up inside her dilating womb, mixing lasciviously with her own secretions in a depraved pool of sensuality. Her head whirled as the hot, powerful squirts of dog-cum filled her to the bursting point with its sticky hotness. The searing walls of her vagina clasped and unclasped desperately, sucking at the jerking organ as her mouth had sucked on Scott's young penis.


The boy was still beneath her, transfixed in awe when his naked teacher began contracting her buttocks in uncontrollable ecstasy, squealing like a stuck pig from the eruption of her orgasm. The thick animal sperm from his father's pet oozed from around the lips of her ravaged pussy and trickled down the upraised columns of her legs, when she suddenly pitched forward over the boy in final satiation.


The German shepherd's quickly deflating cock slipped from her mauled cunt with a lewd sucking sound which echoed obscenely through the stunned silence of the bedroom. The dog calmly sat on its haunches and licked its dangling cock clean, then lowered his head and lapped up the remaining cum fluids which covered Lisa's vaginal crevice. He pistoned his tongue greedily into her soaked pubic hair and pink pussy flesh while she moaned and quivered on top of the boy, her legs still splayed wide apart. When there was only the gleaming trail of his saliva along her inner thighs and buttocks, the huge dog bounded off the bed and wandered from the room. In a few moments there came distinctive slobbering noise as he drank some water from the dish in the kitchen.


But while Atilla might act blas about his tumultuous fucking of her, Lisa Hamilton could not accept it quite so blandly. The tremendous passions which had overwhelmed her only moments before were receding in the aftermath, her mind returning to some semblance of sanity. Shamefully she glanced down at the obscene portrait she and little Scott Phillips made together -- her, old enough to be his mother, lying with her arms and legs wide apart while her naked body pressed down against his. A wave of guilt poured through her, along with the temporarily forgotten pangs of horror and dread. She began to feel a deep despair, a mental anguish born of the realization of what she'd instigated this evening, and the resolve that it must never happen again... and then the wretched terror that perhaps it was too late already. That perhaps in her seduction of young Scott and her succumbing to Atilla, she had sown the seeds of her own destruction. As in the case of Marge Spanner, one single damning word could ruin her; and this time it would all be too true. Should Scott ever brag to his friends or tearfully confess to his parents what the three of them had performed here today, she'd be lucky to get out of town alive!


She felt the youngster's body stirring beneath her now, and she rolled over to lie on her back beside him, uncaring any longer that her legs were limply apart, the glistening, flattened plane of her dog-raped cunt presented to his scrutiny. Scott swiveled around and crawled up to sit on his knees, a thin trail of his fresh sperm dribbling from the end of his boyish penis. His mature teacher lay unmoving with her eyes clenched tightly shut, and inwardly she cringed when he said with a contented sigh: "Man, that was something, wasn't it?"


Lisa placed an arm over her eyes, blotting out the lewd sight of her teenaged lover's naked body beside her. Dear Lord, how could she admit it wasn't something? How could she deny it after the way she'd trapped him and then responded to that hellish German shepherd? But she had to, for her own safety! To admit how much fun this had been would only encourage the child to want her again, and she knew deep in her soul that if he insisted, she wouldn't have the will power to resist.


"When can we do it again?" he asked, almost as if he'd read her mind. "Boy, I can hardly wait!"


"I... I think you'd better get your clothes on and leave," she told him in a deliberately cool voice. "Please... just dress and leave, Scott, and forget that this ever happened."


"But... I thought you wanted me, Mrs. Hamilton? You said I was handsome and... and everything!" His vulnerable adolescent ego, already on the defensive because of his age and the fact this had been his first experience, wilted under the humiliation of being rejected. Crap! He'd done his best, but he guessed he hadn't pleased her after all! "G-golly, and y-you even promised you'd fuck me!"


Lisa shivered from his mention of the obscenity she'd so easily spoken to him before. She could sense the anguish in the innocent boy's tone, and she felt truly sorry for him, but there was no other way. As long as she kept it to just this once, there was a chance that in time he'd forget it ever took place. She too would try to seal it away in a dark recess of her mind, where, she hoped it would eventually deteriorate. Time was a great healer, and possibly a day would come when there would be only a minor scar to remind them both of this fearful incident. But to do it again would only confirm and compound the sin, forever and indelibly branding it on their lives.


"I... I'm sorry, Scott, but there will never be a next time. I should never have said you could... make love to me. It was a mistake, a terrible, tragic mistake. Do you understand?"


"S-sure, Mrs. Hamilton," he murmured, "you d-don't want me no more." Blinking back tears of humiliation and disgrace, her fourteen year old student slowly got off the bed and scooped up his clothes from the floor. Slowly he put them on, dejectedly looking at his lovely teacher as she lay in wanton repose on her bed. A thick lump formed in his throat as he studied her long alabaster legs and rounded titties and the warm, soft triangle of pubic curls where he'd wanted to dip his cock, only the dog had gotten there first. And now he'd never have the chance! Mrs. Hamilton was all finished with him, and he felt so ashamed he wished the ground would open up and swallow him!


"G-Goodbye, Mrs. Hamilton," he finally said in a dull, sodden voice. "I... I guess I'll see you on Monday in school."


"That's a good boy," Lisa replied, choking back a sob of her own. God, what a lewd and corrupting woman she'd become! "You'll go out the back door, won't you? And... and for heaven's sake take that horrid dog with you when you leave!"


"Yes, Ma'am." He stumbled out of the bedroom, hardly pausing to grab Atilla by the leather collar and drag him out of the kitchen. He slammed the side door behind him, and together the boy and his dog started the long, lonely walk home.


Stiff-legged and slightly sore, Scott moped along, racking his brain to try to figure out why Mrs. Hamilton had suddenly rejected him and Atilla. Jesus, and she seemed to be having lots of fun, too! Well, he must've done something wrong to louse up a promise of getting fucked. He didn't know what, but he guessed he wasn't the big man he thought he was. That must be it, he bet -- his chemistry teacher was used to gown-up men who're hung like bulls, and not even faithful Atilla was enough for her. Crap, it was enough to make a guy slit his throat...!


After the young lover had left with his pet, Lisa felt an overwhelming desire to cleanse her body of the traces of their lewd debauch. She summoned the strength after a few moments to crawl from her bed of shame and stagger to the bathroom, where she mercilessly scrubbed her soiled and betraying flesh in the shower, gritting her teeth as she stood under a scalding cascade of hot water. She took careful pains to wash all of the animal sperm from around her cuntal slit, some of Atilla's cum draining out of her vagina when she'd stood up straight, and after she'd finished her shower and dried herself, she brushed her teeth and gargled with mouthwash. But it didn't seem to purify the dirt on her soul. Still feeling unclean, Lisa hurried back to her bedroom, wanting nothing more urgently than to cover her wicked nakedness.


She grabbed the half-full bottle of Chablis and then dragged herself back to the bed after first extinguishing the lights. In the darkness, she sipped directly from the wine bottle and contemplated her future, what there was of it. Gradually she began to feel drowsy as the wine counteracted some of the torturous shame and horror she felt. She slowly succumbed to the warming lethargy that steeled over her tormented mind, and eventually she drifted into a fitful, restless slumber...


CHAPTER FOUR


Little Scott Phillips awoke shortly past eight-thirty Saturday morning. Rubbing the sleep from his eyes, he lay in his bed as his mind cleared of its fuzziness, and slowly he remembered the events of the previous evening. Going to get Atilla -- the wanton exhibition of his chemistry teacher having her pussy licked by the dog -- his own excitement at the sight and the subsequent wild time on Mrs. Hamilton's bed -- seeing Atilla mount her while she sucked his cock. Crap, it had been a good time... but it had ended so terribly! First her throwing him out of the house, and then to come home and get beaten for staying out too late. Man, his ass was still sore where his dad had whupped him!


Both his parents had asked him where he'd been, and the boy had made up a story about searching all over town for the dog. He'd never once mentioned being at his teacher's place, much less what happened there, and he never would! It was too humiliating to admit! Anyway, with the instinctive insight of a bright youngster, he realized that if he admitted he knew what Atilla could do, it would open up a whole can of worms about who had trained it to do it, and who was enjoying having it done to them. Jesus, it had been the most exciting thing he'd ever seen, watching lovely Mrs. Hamilton getting licked and screwed by the German shepherd... but did Atilla do that to his own mother, too? And... did his dad watch like he had, getting all hot and bothered...?


Man, maybe he'd sneak around some night when they thought he was asleep, and try to find out. But sure as shit he wasn't going to say anything! Scott shuddered at the whole shameful idea of his parents and Atilla together, and he quickly slipped out of bed, padding across to where his clothes hung in the closet.


He undid the drawstring of his pajamas and unfastened the top part, and for a moment he stood naked, looking down at himself. Once again he remembered with scarlet embarrassment how he'd been nude in Mrs. Hamilton's bedroom like this, and how her fingers had stroked his penis into bursting hardness. Only he hadn't been enough for her, that was for sure! He found his eyes lingering on his now flaccid penis and the taut, round scrotum hugging his inner thighs. His slender cock jerked in responsiveness, tingling with blood and beginning to rise. Guiltily the teenager averted his eyes, quickly dressing in clean underwear, a thin blue sweater, and tight whip-cord pants. Then, shivering with mortification as though swept by a sudden chill, he left his bedroom and started down the hall.


His mother was busy in the kitchen when he entered, banging and clattering the dishes about as she prepared buckwheat cakes for breakfast. Mrs. Phillips was a lively redhead, still vivacious and good-looking at the age of forty, despite a propensity toward plumpness. She was wearing her favorite around-thehouse attire, a heavy blouse, a pair of paisley-print culottes and furry slippers, and by the way her pendulous breasts jiggled beneath the fabric, her son could tell she wasn't wearing anything else underneath.


Man, he thought as he sat down at the kitchen table, Mrs. Hamilton's tittles weren't all hangy like hers... but what the hell, she was his mother, not some model! While he looked at her, Scott tried to visualize what she would look like, hunched over naked on her hands and legs as his teacher'd been, begging the family dog to hump her. He shook his head, the thought too incongruous to believe, just as the older woman turned to wish him a good morning.


"Morning, Ma," Scott replied sheepishly, and stared glumly at the formica pattern of the tabletop.


"You're still not upset at being spanked last night, are you?" Mrs. Phillips asked, setting a glass of orange juice in front of him. "You were out late, you know, without telling us where you were. That was very naughty of you, and we were very worried."


"No, Maw, I know I deserved it," he mumbled.


"Well, don't let your father see you with such a long face."


"Is he up yet?"


"No." She put a plate of buckwheat cakes down, and moved the Karo syrup over closer to her son. "And mind you don't make any noise to wake him, either. He likes sleeping late on the weekends."


"Yeah, yeah."


"What are you going to do today?"


"I dunno."


"Well, there's always work to do around here. The lawn to mow and the hedge to trim, and the garage could be cleaned out."


"I can't do anything until Dad is up," Scott protested, poking at his flapjacks with his fork. He didn't feel hungry at all, but he forced himself to eat, knowing it would only cause more questions and trouble if he didn't. "Maybe I'll go over to the park until noon. Fool around with some of the guys."


"That sounds like a good idea."


Scott finished his breakfast without another word.


"Do you want any more?" his mother asked solicitously, having noticed something was bothering her son, but still thinking it had to do with his punishment the night before.


"No, thanks," he said, pushing his plate away.


"That's the first time I've seen you pass up my buckwheat cakes, young man. Are you sure...?"


"No, Mom, I'm just not hungry. I... I have to go now if I'm going to do anything at the park."


"All right, if you insist. But mind you be back at noon!"


"Yes, I will," he said reluctantly. He kissed her perfunctorily on one cheek and left the kitchen almost on a run. The last thing he wanted to do was come back here at noon, but then, he didn't especially want to go to the park, either! He didn't know what he wanted to do, except be by himself awhile and sort out some of the confusion and hurt that was festering in his brain.


The Phillips' house was smaller than Mrs. Hamilton's, and in not as nice a neighborhood. It was a white-painted clapboard, built on a small hillock so that the porch off the kitchen was up on stilts. Below was the small basement playroom, which opened out, as did the stairs from the porch, onto a sloping backyard. The yard was fenced in, and was mostly crabgrass and burned spots where the dog peed, and the first thing Scott saw when he walked outside on the porch was that Atilla was gone again.


Oh no! he groaned inwardly, his heart sinking into his belly. Atilla had managed to get out again, perhaps by jumping over the fence, and now he'd have to spend the morning searching for him. And if he weren't back by noon with him, he'd get another beating more'n likely! Crap, where could he've gone? Not back to Mrs. Hamilton's, he prayed! No... any place but there!


Then the fourteen year old heard the familiar bark of the large German shepherd, and he sighed in great relief. The bark had come nearby, from the Benson place next door. Scott hurried down the steps and across to the connecting gate in the fence. He fumbled with the catch in his haste, then walked through into the Benson backyard.


Sure enough, Atilla was there. With the dog was Curtis Benson, the sixteen year old youth who went to the same high school as Scott, but in the next grade higher. Benson was in tennis shoes and a pair of faded jeans, and was bare from the waist up. He was just the kind of boy Scott wished himself to be, with a well-developed chest and arms, and thick, black hair his parents let him wear to his shoulders. His face was hard and patrician with a hawk-like nose and a thin mouth, and when he was mad, all he had to do was look at you, and you knew he was one mean mother to tangle with. He went out for all the sports, and was always making the junior teams, and the coaches were already figuring him for first-string next year. He got all the girls he tried for, and some he didn't, and many times Scott had heard him boasting and swaggering about laying this broad or that one. Once Curtis had shown Scott a used condom with its top tied in a knot to keep the cum in it, and had told him that he'd used it the night before on a virgin girl. Curtis went out with Marge Spanner a lot, but that was nothing special to boast about banging, since nearly the only guy in school she hadn't spread for was Scott.


Now Scott stood watching the older boy playing with Atilla. Curtis was throwing a rubber ball against the fence for the large, romping dog to retrieve, laughing while Atilla barked joyfully at the exercise. He took the ball from Atilla's massive jaws and was about to throw it again when he saw Scott there, and he paused to wave.


"You oughta be more careful about your hound, Scott," Curtis said with a broad grin. "I found him here fooling with the ball when I came out this morning."


"Yeah, he's hell to keep in, all right," Scott replied, walking over. "But shit, if we chain him, he just sits and howls all the time, and that's no good."


"I heard some other howling last night," the older boy chuckled. "You -- when your Ol' Man was taking the belt to you."


Scott didn't reply.


"How'd it go over at Mrs. Hamilton's, kid? Was the dog there?"


This time Scott looked up in startlement, his eyes widening. "How... how did you know that?"


"Hell, I was out with Marge last night, and she told me that's probably why you got smacked around."


"Did she... did she say anything else?"


"Uh-uh. Only that she'd told you Mrs. Hamilton had the dog, and you were going there to fetch it. Why, what happened? Did Mrs. Hamilton screw you? Haw! Fat chance of that! A woman like her would grind your nubbin clean off!"


Scott felt his face livid with burning embarrassment, and he gritted his teeth together to keep from blurting out the truth. Even if he didn't fuck Mrs. Hamilton, it was still a wild story to tell, and just one time, just once! He'd like to have something big enough to wipe that smirk off Curtis' face.


"Hey, you're blushing, Scott! Don't tell me you've got the hots for her!" Curtis snickered and with a glint in his eye, he nudged the younger boy in the ribs. "Well, there're worse dames to want. Too bad she's such a prude, though, all that fine meat going to waste. I hear tell she hasn't let a man near her since her husband left, and shit, that must've been a century ago! 'Course now, if she don't hanker after men, she just might go for you. You could drop your drawers and she could get out her microscope, and who knows? You might just tickle her fancy!"


That was the last straw. It was more than the tormented boy could stand, feeling his frustration and pent-up resentment goaded beyond endurance, his immature mind still reeling from the shattering experience of the night before. He knew it was a mistake to say anything, but he was unable to resist the temptation, and quivering with overwrought emotion, he burst out: "Yeah? That's all you know, Curtis! I could tell you a couple of things about her'n me. I sure could if I wanted to!"


"Don't make me laugh, dingle-ass," the older boy scoffed. "Next thing you'll be saying is that you did screw Mrs. Hamilton."


"I didn't," Scott said hotly. "But Atilla did!"


"That's even a better one!" Curtis snickered gleefully. "Whad'ya do, kid, stay awake nights thinking up stories while you flip your pecker?"


"Listen, I'm telling you straight!" Scott was red all over his face and down his neck now, his words tumbling out before he had a chance to consider what he was doing. "I went over to her house, just like Marge told you. But when I went in, Mrs. Hamilton was naked as a jaybird, hunched over with her bum in the air and Atilla was licking her snatch!"


"The dog? Atilla? The dog was licking Mrs. Hamilton's box?" Curtis frowned, bewildered as he caught the younger boy's intensity and earnestness. "You're putting me on, aren't you?"


"The truth!" Scott said excitedly, and seeing he'd finally gotten Curtis' attention, he rushed on with his obscene story. "So I was watching it, and then she sees me and gets all embarrassed. But not for long, because she gets up and walks over to where I'm standing -- and not a stitch on, either! She starts kissing me and hugging me and before I know it, she's got my clothes off, too! Man, my prick was like a stone!"


"She-eit!" Curtis gasped, his eyes widening as he soaked it all in. "So then what happened?"


"Well, we get up on the bed and she crawls over me on her hands and knees, her titties swaying like cow-bells! I even got to suck one. 'Suck my tittie!' she told me. 'Suck my tittie!' And I do, nearly chewing it off I was so hot, and then she moves down and starts sucking my pecker instead. Wow! That was great!"


"Sucked you off!" Curtis' eyes were rolling around in his head like marbles now, his brain dizzy from the lurid tale he was hearing. "But what about the dog banging her? What about that?"


"I'm coming to that! So here was Mrs. Hamilton with my dork in her mouth, moaning and writhing around like it was a big stick of candy, and then Atilla hops on the bed and he..."


As the fourteen year old boy recounted the lewd and noisome mounting of the chemistry teacher by his dog, Curtis Benson listened with baited breath. He could picture it all, especially the scene when Atilla's fat dog-cock sank into the older woman's cunt like a sledgehammer! In spite of his own experiences with girls, he'd never been a party to anything half so torrid, and he began to feel a certain vicarious response, his own stubby penis starting to throb in his pants with excitement.


So Mrs. Hamilton is hot to trot for boys and dogs, is she? A thin smile of prurient desire creased his lips as the teenager thought of how nice a piece of her would be. And hell, he was a boy, too, wasn't he? Curtis was willing to bet that she'd be willing to spread her pussy for him, since she'd been so eager for Scott and Atilla. And even if Mrs. Hamilton weren't willing, there might not be much she could do about saying no...


The wickedly aroused youth turned his undivided attention back to Scott just as the story rolled to a finish.


"That dog of yours sure knows the score," Curtis commented breathlessly. "He works faster than I do! I wonder who trained him to fuck women!"


"I... I don't know," Scott stammered meekly.


"Maybe your dad, you think? Yeah, that's why he gets so uptight when Atilla breaks loose. He's afraid the damned dog will run around screwing all the neighbor ladies! Haw! And come back home with the clap or something!"


"Dad bought the dog full-grown. He probably got it that way."


"Well, wherever he learned, Atilla sure beat your time with Mrs. Hamilton. So you didn't get to wet your wick in her after all?"


"N-no. She promised I could, but then... then she told me no, and I was never to come back to her house again."


"Women are funny like that sometimes, kid. You'll find out when you get some pelts to your credit later on."


"You think I did okay, then?"


"Sure! I can tell by the way you told it, Scott, that you did just fine. Hell, believe me that Mrs. Hamilton might say she doesn't want you to fuck her, but really she does! Has to do with pride, the way I figure, and hers must've been pretty shaken up after humping the dog. Lots of girls can't just fuck and like it -- they have to be drunk and don't remember, or raped and never wanted it, or some idiotic excuse to make them pure and holy again."


"You... you mean maybe I can fuck her anyway?"


"That's what I'm trying to pass on, kid," Curtis said expansively, and then after a short pause added: "In fact, we could both take her on, and I bet she'd love it double as much!"


Scott sucked in his breath when he heard the emphasis of the older boy's words. "H-hey, I d-dunno about that."


"Don't tell me you're afraid to share her."


"No, it isn't that, but..."


"You don't even have Mrs. Hamilton yet to share!"


Scott lapsed into momentary silence, unsure exactly what was troubling him. But he was suddenly very sorry he'd ever opened his fat mouth to Curtis, seeing a leer cross the boy's face and knowing it meant trouble. If anything happened to Mrs. Hamilton because of his rashness, he'd never forgive himself! In spite of how she'd treated him yesterday, he didn't want her to regret what'd happened anymore than she had already. Then for sure he'd never get another chance!


Desperately he sought to persuade Curtis not to do anything wrong. "Hey, listen, if she doesn't love it, she could have us arrested or something."


"Don't be stupid, stupid," the second boy sneered. "After what she did, we could squeal on her. She talks, we talk."


Scott, caught on the horns of his self-made dilemma, tried again. "Well, maybe she won't talk. Maybe she'll scream!"


"Screaming is normal for girls, until you get them going. I remember Jane Trenholm yelling like hell when three of us wanted to gang-bang her, and then we started tickling her bush with a parakeet feather. She was still yelling afterwards -- but for it, not against it! Anyway, Mrs. Hamilton lives in that big house, so chances are nobody'll hear anything if she kicks up a fuss. I've got a hunch she won't, though."


"I still don't think..."


"Sure! It'll be a snap. Hey, and I just thought of something else, kid. Marge left her sister's vibrator in the car last night, and buzzing that thing between her legs always sets her off like a firecracker! I was thinking of returning it to her today, but now I won't! We'll take it with us!"


"With us? Now?"


"You know a better time? You're in on this, aren't you?"


"Well..." Scott was torn with conflicting emotions now. Crap, he was scared shitless of going back to Mrs. Hamilton and trying to fuck her. But the more he considered it, the more he thought of her tight, wet cunt sliding up and down over his cock the way she'd promised him. His penis was growing hard just thinking about it! He did want her, and this could be his one big chance to be a big man with Curtis, too!


"O-okay," he capitulated at last. "Only you gotta promise me you won't hurt her any if she doesn't want to do it with us."


"Naw, I wouldn't think of it, kid!" Curtis Benson laughed impatiently. "Come on, grab Atilla and let's move. Man, my loaf is down to my kneecaps just thinking about sliding it into Mrs. Hamilton's oven!"


Again he laughed, and the two boys and the dog soon set off towards Mrs. Hamilton's house. Simple greedy lust burned in the older boy's mind, and his mouth felt dry, small beads of sweat forming unconsciously along his brow. Marge's vibrating massager was stuck in his pocket now, and as Curtis Benson fingered the phallic-shaped tool, he thought to himself: Just you wait, Teach! Just you wait for what's in store for you...!


***


Lisa Hamilton suddenly cried out, waking up with perspiration streaming down her face, her blonde-haired vagina curiously wet and tingling. It had been another nightmare, another in a long series of them since she'd gone to sleep Friday night. She shook her head in an attempt to clear it of its confusion, seeing by the bedside clock that it was nearly ten a.m. and far later than she was used to staying in bed. Perhaps that was it, she thought woozily; she'd been sleeping too hard, and that was the reason for the late hour, and for a head which felt as if swaddled in cotton. The thirty-one year old teacher slowly sat up, still feeling groggy, frowning as she tried to remember the nightmare that had gone on and kept waking her up screaming in the darkened room...


Little Scott Phillips, naked and aroused... herself, first on the floor and then bent over on the bed like a dog... like a dog... like a dog!


The impact hit her like a speeding bullet.


"My God! Last night! It happened!"


Feverish horror leaped through her mind, vanquishing the last traces of sleep in a single stroke. She felt the blood rising in her cheeks as vivid memories of the teenager's penis, and her own sordid performance of sucking it while Atilla was mounting her drifted back with singular clarity. She stumbled from her bed, narrowly avoiding the empty wine bottle on the floor, and lurched to the dresser to stare into its mirror with disbelieving eyes. "Lord, oh Lord, I did it," she moaned in anguish. "I did it with a boy and his dog..."


Heavy lines marred her usually young-looking skin, and her eyes were sunk deeply into their sockets as if she'd aged a decade overnight. She glanced down then at her naked figure, and unconsciously her hands smoothed over her throbbing breasts. She moaned aloud as she touched their swollen nipples gently, and she moaned again as her hands explored further and fingered the flushed pink lips of her sensitive vagina. She probed softly around the tender cuntal slit and curly pubic hair, having to admit to herself that there were only a few outward signs of her experience, hardly worse than if she'd been out late and drinking. Strange, but I can't see marks of dissipation. Nobody could tell I'd been fucked senseless by an animal while I'd tasted a boy's sperm shooting in my mouth...


"God, what am I going to do? How can I ever face my chemistry class on Monday with young Scott there?" she mewled abjectly. She forced back tears and a wracking sob of shame, removing a chenille robe from the hook behind the door and slipping it over her mature voluptuousness. She buttoned it all the way from top to bottom, and then wandered lost and soulless out into the kitchen to plug in the percolator.


While waiting for the coffee to heat, she crossed to the windows along the back, staring out at the fresh spring morning and wishing it were cloudy and cold to match the barren winter in her heart. There were a few fleecy clouds floating in the azure sky above, and a large bird, perhaps a hawk, sailed on slow wing, swooping low along the emerald green of the distant hills. Its wide, floating circles and long, graceful curves were so lacking in effort that Lisa longed to be up there with it. To escape so effortlessly, to ride the air and feel the peaceful exhilaration the bird must feel... how different from her own incoherent mental agony! And always her harrowing thoughts returned to the reality of her actions...


Sex.


She could find no excuse for her horrid behavior yesterday, but she knew exactly what the reason had been behind it. Sex.


Sex had always been a nasty word, a notion of physical contact that she'd never been able to endure. She considered shamefully her lustful drives, so long hidden and repressed, and how they'd finally burst through her self-imposed shackles to overcome any sense of morality, or decorum. Like so much of human nature, suppression can be taken just so long before it riots -- and the sterner the control, the worse the ultimate explosion.


Yes, and truly she had willingly entered into a new depraved life now, one in which dogs and children were the salve to soothe the fiery passions which had suddenly taken command of her senses. In discarding her prudery, she had become a seducer and an animal-lover, and she knew she should be filled with sickness, abomination, and a sense of utter loathing for herself.


But she was not, and this terrified her more than all else. For her nightmares were not so much of revulsion for what she'd done, as of the realization she'd done them wholeheartedly in eager abandonment. She was a slave to her emotions, and it was a frightening feeling to know she could no longer trust herself against her human frailties. According to her mother, she and those like her were perfect ladies unblemished by sin or weakness. And now Lisa could no longer claim to be a member of that select club, too painfully aware of the overwhelming power of her sexual needs... and now nothing could ever blot out those lascivious sensations she'd enjoyably rutted in, nor the awful fear that she'd repeat her responses should the temptations present themselves again.


Yet -- God! She had to find a way of controlling her perverted impulses! She might be emotionally crippled for the rest of her life, but for the sake of her innocent students, she must keep the appalling truth of her character locked in the confines of her soul. It was the only way she'd ever have the chance to pick up the pieces of her splintered hopes and rebuild them into the image of a decent, respectful woman. But for the moment she could do nothing, nothing except wait, hope and pray for the chance...


Then suddenly there came a knocking, a determined rapping which caught her unawares, breaking her thinking and, with a shock she looked toward her kitchen door.


"Who's there?" she asked shaking slightly.


The knocking repeated, insistently, louder now.


"Who's there, I say?" she cried, irrationally trembling.


"Scott Phillips," came a muffled voice in reply. "Please let me in, I must see you!"


The teacher gasped, "No. Go away!"


"Open the door, Teach!" another adolescent voice demanded, lower and deeper and much more menacing in tone. "Open the door... or do you want the neighbors to hear what we've got to tell you?"


"Oh Lord!" A clammy iciness crawled up the older woman's spine, a premonition that she shouldn't open the kitchen door. Gripping the bathrobe tighter to her, she said to them: "C-come back later if you must. I... I'm not dressed yet."


"Now, Mrs. Hamilton, not later!"


"It... it's important!" she heard Scott exclaim.


Dear God, what do they want that's so critical it can't wait? With fearful trepidation, Lisa slowly padded barefoot to the kitchen door. She stood before it, afraid to unlock it, afraid not to. "But... I'm not feeling well," she called through the paneling. "Can't it wait until Monday, boys?"


At that moment, Atilla barked, adding to her dismay.


"That dog!" Lisa groaned involuntarily. Not only was young Scott here, but so was his father's pet! Had the terrible truth been spilled? But if so, why was just that other boy with them, and not the police? Then what...? She swallowed thickly, unlatching the door even while she knew she shouldn't, but knowing she couldn't avoid it any longer. She opened it a crack. "Why... it's Curtis Benson!" she said, recognizing the owner of the second young voice as she peered outside.


"In the flesh," the older student responded with a smile. "Come on, let us in, Mrs. Hamilton. This won't take long."


"Well..." She glanced once more at the hopefully grinning features of little Scott. "If you insist."


"We do," Curtis said firmly.


The two teenagers and the German shepherd trooped inside, and the chemistry teacher shut the door behind them. She turned to face them, lacing her fingers together in front of her robe, unsure what she should do or say to them.


Curtis, looking around, whistled softly. "Nice pad you've got here, Teach."


"Yes, yes, I enjoy it very much. But really, I'm not feeling very well at all, so if you could just tell me what's on your mind and then..."


"Horsepiss," Curtis said.


Lisa couldn't believe her ears. "Wh-what?"


"I said horsepiss," Curtis repeated disdainfully. "You're not sick at all. You couldn't be healthier, way I hear tell."


"Now see here!" Lisa snapped. "I won't be spoken to that way! If your parents knew how rude you were..."


"If my parents," Curtis cut in, "knew what you did yesterday with Scott and Atilla, they'd run you out of town."


"No!" Lisa choked in horror. "Did you... did you tell him, Scott? Oh my Lord, did you?"


"Crap," the younger boy said, chagrined. "I guess it sorta popped out unexpectedly, Mrs. Hamilton. I'm sorry." But in spite of his faade of embarrassment, Lisa could see there was a tiny gleam of obscene pride in his dark young eyes, and a small, unhideable grin of lewdness around his mouth.


The chemistry teacher could feel her naked flesh beneath the robe crawling with dread and humiliation. Dear God, he'd become as much of an animal as Curtis or... or Atilla! And then the ghastly truth struck her that she was the cause of his change from a once-innocent child. She had perverted him by her own corrupting desires, teaching him lust for lust's own sake, without the tempering of love or compassion. She had nobody to blame except herself, and now she was reaping the rewards of her depravity!


Curtis Benson's youthful cock throbbed in his tight pants while he studied the older woman's face blanched with horror. "But now, don't get your tail in a knot about it, Mrs. Hamilton," he said arrogantly. "He told me... but that doesn't mean we have to tell anybody else, does it?"


"What... what do you mean?" she groaned, her stomach convulsing in a series of agonizing knots.


"Well, he was saying that you promised him a little action. I think it's only fair if you followed through. Right, Scott?"


"Sure, Curtis, sure!"


"And since it looks like I'm the guy who has to see he gets it, I think I should have a crack at some of it, too. Let's face it, Mrs. Hamilton, a lady who takes on a dog just can't refuse my offer, can she?"


Lisa's mouth twisted in a harsh cry of bitterness. There was no way of avoiding the intent of the boy's vulgar words, his vicious little threat as clear as if he'd tattooed it on his forehead. She was being told that her body was his to plunder at will whether she wanted him or not, and by the way little Scott was overtly staring at her barely clad breasts and thighs, he was all too eager to go along with the sordid scheme. Letting these two friends in her house had been the worst mistake yet, she could see that now, and she desperately tried to think of a way to discourage their plans.


"You... you wouldn't dare force me!" she hissed menacingly.


"Wanna lay any bets on that, Mrs. Hamilton?" Curtis closed in on her, and there was no question that he would follow through with his implied threat, Lisa could see that now, as she stared hatefully into his smoldering eyes. Dear God, it wasn't fair! All she'd done wrong was desire young Scott's body in an uncontrollable moment of passion, and even then she hadn't possessed his innocence the ultimate way, deep up inside her belly!


"P-please, don't! It was an awful mistake yesterday. I thought... oh, I don't know what I thought, only don't make it any worse than it is already!"


"Worse? How can a good fuck make anything worse?" Curtis snorted in lustful humor, taking a couple of steps closer to the older woman. "Why, you just remember how much fun you had yesterday, Teach, and you'll see how much better it can be today!"


Lisa moaned and her eyes glazed with tears. She had to fight them; she had to! She had to do everything in her power to keep from submitting to their crudities, as much for her own sanity as for their sake! She struggled as Curtis reached out one hand and grasped her robe, tugging at her belt. "Let go of me, you little monster!" she shrieked hysterically. "Take your hands off of me!"


"You don't really mean that, Mrs. Hamilton." Curtis pressed his face closer to hers, and Lisa could smell the freshness of his youthful face and the feel of his muscular fingers as his hand dug painfully into her arm. "You think of what me 'n Scott can do to you, and you'll see you don't mean what you said."


The boy loomed up to her, his eyes devoid of pity. They shone into hers with a coldness, boring to the depths of her despairing soul. "I do," she babbled mindlessly, now horrified beyond rationality. "I do mean it! You can't make me do this; you can't make me!"


Curtis only laughed harder, and then he abruptly crushed his moist young lips down tightly on her mouth, grinding his already hardened loins against the softness of her abdomen. Lisa could feel his penis, long and hard, throbbing through the thin material of his pants and her robe, and despite her terror and loathing she could feel little butterfly-like sensations flitting dangerously in her stomach. She struggled valiantly against both them and the boy, but Curtis was seemingly all over her, arms and legs entwining to make her helpless in his urgent embrace. Finally he let up on the pressure, and she staggered back, breathless and blushing furiously with embarrassment.


"You see, Mrs. Hamilton? You can't stop me -- or yourself!"


That last taunt was entirely too much for the mature teacher to accept. She turned and twisted compulsively away from his grip, her brain pulsing with the single panicky dread that she must escape... escape somewhere, anywhere, so long as it was away from this horrifying situation.


"End-zone tackle!" she heard Curtis whoop behind her, but she stumbled on toward the living room, encumbered by the folds of her bathrobe but sped on by the knowledge of what was sure to happen if she were captured.


Curtis loped easily after her, laughing as he enjoyed the erotic spectacle of her buttocks jouncing beneath the skimpy fabric of the robe. Hot shit, here was a real tigress! It was all a malicious game to him, and not even a real contest, the terrified teacher no match for his lean, muscular pursuit. Just as if he were tackling a right-guard, he scooped his arm down and around, snapping up one bare ankle and sending her ass-over-heels on the shag rug. Her flashing legs twisted beneath her, and losing her balance entirely, Lisa fell sprawling on her back, her legs opening wide as she landed on the living room floor.


Quick as a wink, Curtis leaped forward and pinned her down to the rug. "That was fun," he chuckled jubilantly. "Something to get the blood moving before the main event, eh, Teach?"


Every inch of her womanly flesh cringed in resistance, but Lisa couldn't fight his youthful, vibrant strength. Lord knew she wanted to... but there was no way she could overcome his steel-like grip as he held her down. And in all truth, she had to admit she couldn't blame Curtis or Scott for acting this way. Retribution is never kind!


"Don't," she whimpered imploringly up at Curtis, and then at Scott as he crowded around with his dog. "Don't, I beg of you! I beg you not to do this to me!"


"He promised not to hurt you, Mrs. Hamilton," Scott said reassuringly. "But crap, I don't see why you're putting up a big fight. It's not any different than yesterday, and then you wanted it! At least... at least from Atilla," he added miserably.


"Right on, pecker-tracker," Curtis derided. "You're all upset over nothing, Mrs. Hamilton. Just think of that dog-cock humping into you instead of us, if that'll make you happier."


"God! Stop talking that way, you filthy child!" She lunged upward from the rug on the floor, but Curtis held her squirming form down easily.


"She's screaming just the way I said she would," he snickered cruelly. "Man, do I dig them there screams! Come on, Scott, help me get this robe offa her!"


"I get to fuck her first!"


"Who says?"


"She promised me first!"


"All right, all right; I ain't going to argue. Might even be a panic to see her getting screwed by you, kid. But let's get this robe off, or nothing gets done!"


Lisa lay helpless while she was stripped naked, both boys' eager hands helping to paw obscenely over her breasts, buttocks, and loins. Lord, she was absolutely defenseless against them, entirely at their mercy to do with as they would!


The robe was untied and laid wide open on the rug like a giant cape, but that wasn't enough to please the students. Scott, in his hasty excitement, jerked it free of her shoulders and arms while Curtis kept her body down on the floor. Then he stood up with a triumphant leer and began to pull his own clothing off, and within seconds Lisa again gazed at his slender erection jutting with young pride from his almost hairless loins.


Curtis, meanwhile, had pinned her down with one massive hand planted in the middle of her chest like a flat stake. With his other hand he was feverishly undressing himself, unzipping his fly and wriggling unceremoniously out of his trousers, to finally kick everything off, including his tennis shoes. His thicker, stubbier penis throbbed out into the air, larger and more developed than Scott's, as to be expected, but still freshly immature. There was a patch of thin pubic hair growing at the base of his taut, flat belly, indicating his extra years, and dazedly, Lisa wondered if his hard cock would feel good inside of her. Somewhere, deep in her fright-shocked mind, she had the impression it would be delightful...


Ashamed at her own lurid thoughts at a time like this, Lisa turned her face away from the naked youngsters, her arms clenched tightly to her sides. She felt her nudity as a great shame covering her like an evil cloak, one that couldn't be dislodged no matter how hard she might try. But soon it would be replaced by one even more obscenely vile, the living flesh of these two students who were hovering breathlessly over her. They were both savage children who didn't care who she was, other than a defenseless hole into which to shove their long, hard shafts of indecent maleness and to fill with their lewd young seed. She was no more than a gutter prostitute to them, one upon whom their inexperienced bodies wished to train their prowess. Great tears of self-pity swelled through her tightly clenched eyes at the thought, and rolled silently down her cheeks.


But before her mind could spin any further, the blonde woman felt a light flicking over the soles of her feet. Something the naked Curtis Benson had taken from his pants pocket was now in his hand, grazing torturously over the sensitive bottoms of her feet!


CHAPTER FIVE


Lisa Hamilton struggled to sit up, but her student's muscular arm held her fast to the shag rug with his palm flat against the soft white flesh of her quivering belly. Yet she had been able to see enough to know that Curtis was grinning lewdly as he kneeled naked over her defenseless body, and that in his other hand was a thick plastic shaft with which he was tickling her feet. It was cream-colored, about seven inches long and two inches around, and it gave off a buzzing hum like a nest of hornets.


"A vibrator," Curtis explained as she stared back up at his face with a questioning expression. "A battery-operated massager shaped like a man's pecker. You know, like a dildo."


A dildo! Lisa recalled with mounting horror the stories she'd heard of artificial penises. No one knows how old they are, clay replicas having been found in ancient, long-dead cities such as Ugarit and Mari. The Bible mentions them; the Roman God Priapus was one; the Orient sells them openly to this day. In Paris, call it goderniche, and in Italy, call it diletto -- but by whatever name, the phallic effigy brings happiness to millions of tensed-up women the world around. And now, despite her shame and torment, it was about to bring happiness to her as well. Lisa tried to jerk up her feet and escape the maddening titillation of the phallic tickle. But it was no use, Curtis continuing the lascivious massaging slowly up her calves, paused at her sensitive inner thighs to rotate the rounded head in small, excruciating circles against her soft, bare skin. The older woman squirmed, trapped against the living room floor with the teenager's hand pressuring against her belly, inadvertently opening her loins in a crab-like stance. The moist pink slit of her vagina was now completely exposed to his vibrating touch, and the greedy eyes of the naked youth watching her from above.


"Crap, that's wild!" Scott yelled encouragingly. "More! More!"


Curtis chuckled wickedly and thrust the blunt tip of his torturing dildo directly against the slightly parted pubic hair, jiggling the vibrator lewdly along the plainly visible lips of her tight, trembling cunt.


"Ohhhhh," Lisa moaned, jerking wildly in her vain effort to escape the taunting buzz which was tingling all the way through her body. "D-don't do that! I... I can't stand it!"


Relentlessly, the teasing dildo played at the tender flesh of her vagina, working its way up the full length of the narrow palpitating crevice to her tiny, throbbing clitoris, flicking it madly into involuntary hardness. She groaned in desperate pleading for the boy to stop, but Curtis continued unheeding, working the vibrating instrument slowly up over the mound of her genitals and across the flat, white plane of her belly. Almost crazy with tension, Lisa could feel the fake-cock crawling up over her ripe quivering breasts and begin to gently caress their nipples, first one and then across to the other and then back again. Against her will, her proud firm breasts were throbbing into round hardness and the peaks tweaked up hungrily as the tantalizing dildo made delicious circles around the pink-hued areoles.


As the tormenting massager began its downward journey again, the naked teacher found to her fascinated horror that her body was reaching involuntarily upward to absorb the vibrating pleasures. The buzzing rod dwelled long on the whiteness of her belly and in the flexing hollows of her inner thighs, again causing a slow uncontrollable undulation of her rebellious hips. The widening crevice between her firm buttocks once more splayed open to the leering, lustfevered eyes of both of her students, and then with a rapacious snicker, Curtis flicked the plastic penis against the sensitive moist flesh of her cuntal mouth. The tight elastic orifice of her swelling pussy jerked back in her surprise, and she tried to wriggle down into the shag rug to escape the cruelly delightful probe.


"Agggg!" Lisa gasped between clenched teeth. "D-don't! Please don't! You're driving me crazy with that thing!"


A sadistic giggle answered her as she undulated against the teasing dildo in her clasping cunt. She tried to close her thighs against it; but they would not seem to obey her mind's commands, and tears of frustration brimmed in her eyes as the mature woman felt her body gradually losing control. She had vowed she would never allow herself to be tempted again, but already she was betraying her oath, the sheer hopelessness of her position and the vibrator in the hands of this young boy forcing her into helpless submission.


"Nnnoooo! Stop it! Stop it, you little monster!"


"Would you rather be fucked?" she heard the sneering voice of Curtis Benson call down to her. "You want Scott inside you now, instead?"


"No!" she groaned pitiously. "No, it's wrong!"


"Yeah... but you'll love it!" his tauntingly handsome face of lewdness coaxed. Curtis sent a more forceful spasm through her pussy as he imbedded the vibrator's blunt tip further up inside her vaginal passage. "Tell me you'll love it!"


"I won't! I... I can't!" Lisa's resistance ebbed with the exquisitely maddening pleasures being lavished on her supine form, but she couldn't bring herself to suffer this further indignity. It would be the peak of total, humiliating surrender!


"Say it, Mrs. Hamilton," Curtis hissed. "Say you want Scott to fuck you. Yeah... for Scott and me to fuck you!"


"No, no..." she moaned, lolling her head as far as she could from side to side in unbearable torment. "I won't!"


"You want me to stop, don't you?"


"I... yes! Oh God, yes! It's killing me... it's so good... so awfully good."


"Say it then, Teach. Say what you want instead!"


"Ohhhhh," their writhing teacher moaned, all resistance fading away as the lewd sensations from the vibrating dildo slowly changed her body into a mass of nerve-tingling excitement. "Give... give it to me, then! Give it, Scott; give it to me!"


"Not like that!" Curtis said contemptuously to the tortured woman. "Beg us both the way you begged Atilla yesterday!"


The sixteen year old increased his pressure on the tingling probe until a fiery ball of hot desire began creeping forcefully into the pit of her loins. Lisa fought against it with all her strength, trying to flee from the indecent plastic cock, but it pursued and massaged her fleshy cunt relentlessly. The thick, humming instrument vibrated the moist, warm flesh of her vaginal walls until she thought her belly would burst from the delicious sensations rippling through it.


"Oh God," she heard herself scream, the sweet agony in her body driving her insane. "Fuck me! Fuck me, Scott; fuck me, Curtis! Go ahead! Come on and fuck mmmmmeeeeee!"


"You mean it, Mrs. Hamilton?" the younger boy gasped in awe and delight. "You really mean it?"


"Yes! Lord, yes! Fuck me, you sweet bastard! Fuck me before I go out of my mind!"


"You heard the lady," Curtis laughed with obscene mirth. "Don't just stand there with your pecker flapping, kid! Get down on the floor and have her ride you like a horse! Yeah... that way I can see everything better! Hurry! Hurry up before I change my mind and do it myself!"


"Oh boy! Yeah, I will!"


Lisa groaned at this further indignity, her heart sinking as she realized that in such a lewd position, it would be she who was mostly on display, with her naked buttocks waving high up in the air, without even the fleshy covering of little Scott's body to cover her shameful nakedness. She watched as the cherubic youngster scrambled down beside her, spreading out full-length on the large shag rug with his fresh, virile penis standing up like a thin lance jutting into the air.


"Do it, Teach," Curtis hissed gleefully. He threw his dildo to one side, and she could hear it buzzing wasp-like on the floor nearby. "Climb over Scott and straddle his prick!"


The vanquished teacher hesitantly complied, knowing she'd reached that stage of no return. Her whole mature body cringed with the humiliation of what she was doing, and with the shame of the obscene desires that were perversely rising in her belly. She rolled over and levered up on her arms, her long blonde hair flowing down her face and sweeping the teenager's chest as it had the day before; her lush breasts swayed sensuously with their erect flushed nipples almost touching his hard-breathing body. She kneeled, straddling with her thighs spread wide on either side of Scott Phillips' lean hips, and she could sense his hardened cock pointing directly up at her dildo-tingling pussy slit. She thought of how she'd been this way with him before, and tears of prurient guilt trickled down her cheeks and onto Scott's warm skin.


The eager youth arched his slender buttocks up off the rug and his teacher suddenly quivered in renewed shame as she felt the blunt head of his taut penis sliding once more along the swollen crevice of her vagina. "G-gee, Mrs. Hamilton, will you put me in?" the child asked breathlessly. "You know, like you did with Atilla?"


"Oh Lord, I can't... I just can't!"


"Put it in!" Curtis demanded. "You heard him, Teach!"


"Ohhhhh," the older woman mewled in abject humiliation. Scott beneath her was rubbing his youthful erection impatiently against the soft, moist lips of her hotly pulsing cunt, sending new anal uncontainable sensations racing through her tingling loins. Unable to withstand this additional teasing, Lisa reached between their naked bodies and grasped the anxiously yearning erection in one hand. She pulled it upwards until she could feel the hot, round tip insinuate itself in between the sensitive pussy lips on either side of her vaginal passage.


"There... there, Scott; now push it up into me!"


The boy couldn't hold back another second in his adolescent enthusiasm, and he flicked his hips upward with a sudden thrust that drove his slender hardness deep into the gaping hot mouth of his teacher's pussy.


"Ahhhhh!" Lisa cried out as she felt her youthful student bury his penis as far up as it would go, gently pressing against the cushiony end of her cervix. Her mouth dropped loosely open, and she automatically began to squirm and settle down against the boy in a lewd squatting fashion, feeling his cock rotating passionately within the confines of her writhing belly. It brushed against the deep, hidden walls of her womb as she slid her lush, mature thighs down upon it, and the sweet sensations that it brought to her were too tremendous to resist. Low, animalistic mewls of pleasure bubbled from her lungs as her cunt flared wide to accept all of the child-like hardness. Electric pulses of lewd delight rippled through her vagina and out along its hair-fringed lips, dancing like sparks across her trembling thighs and up through the tips of her pulsating breasts. She rotated her hips around the fleshy young impalement, her pussy twitching to the rhythmic strokings as Scott began to fuck in and out of her dilating cunt.


Dear God, fucking had never felt this good before! It was even better than it had been with Atilla, and never, ever had Ralph come close to making her feel this wild! She didn't know why and she no longer cared. She only knew that the slim, driving penis of this beautiful boy was everything she'd hoped it would be when first she'd seduced him yesterday. It was becoming part of her! He had crawled with his eager enthusiasm right up inside of her! Scott was driving her insane with lust, and she never wanted him to stop!


Beside them, Curtis chuckled with meaningful lewdness. "What'd I tell you, kid? When there's no-no in her eyes, there's yes-yes in her snatch!"


"Ohhhh, ohhhhh, crap!" Little Scott Phillips was panting as he ceaselessly rammed his blood-engorged cock deep into the welcoming cunt of his chemistry teacher. He was really doing it at last! He was fucking into a woman -- into Mrs. Hamilton -- and man was it good! He quickened his thrusts, needing no urging; delighting as it brought more low moans from the older woman's clenching lips. He was learning and learning fast... and he swore that this wouldn't be the last time he fucked Mrs. Hamilton! Jesus, no! Not when it felt this damned fine...!


"Oh fuck me, fuck me, boy, fuck me," Lisa chanted in mindless desire. She gasped for air at the obscene stimulations surging through her body as she plunged excitedly up and down over Scott's darling cock. Now she was a healthy woman, enjoying sex at last, loving this darling child's penis as it drove increasingly up into her vagina with growing skill. She was alone with him in the private world of lust she'd tried to deny herself, leaving her lecturing mother, her ex-husband, even the leering face of Curtis Benson behind her. All she sensed was the sliding rod of eager male flesh as she raised back up for another plunge. Her mouth hung wide open, unseeing eyes gazing at the room around her...


Then there was another movement around her head, and she could feel the shag rug dropping in front of her face as a heavy weight descended around her mouth. Fingers fumbled with her lips, prying them wider... and then she felt a spongy, moist sensation pressing against her teeth. She focused her eyes and saw to her horror a stubby penis right before her. Curtis, who could no longer take the lust-arousing sight of his chemistry teacher being fucked by the younger boy, had now wriggled up to kneel before her face. She was pressed tightly to his loins by his hand grasping the back of her head, and his legs were spread wide so he could lean forward in obscene offering of his cock.


"Suck me," she heard the sixteen year old order. "Suck me like you sucked off Scott!"


Lord, but she couldn't! Being fucked by one teenager was sordid enough, but to take on another at the same time was too corrupting a perversion to ask! And yet... a flutter of salacious temptation rippled warmly through her skewered belly as her flashing eyes filled themselves with the sight of Curtis' torpedo-shaped cock wavering before her eyes. It was not offensive to her, only slightly longer and thicker than Scott's, the rounded crown a rich crimson that gave its white-skinned shaft an enticing appeal. It was as delectable appearing as Scott's had been...


"Suck my prick, Mrs. Hamilton," Curtis urgently growled down at her. "Go on, before I cream all over your face!"


She resisted another moment, and then her mouth fell open with forbidden desire. She pressed forward of her own volition and tasted this new fleshy hardness, while Curtis rammed through her soft, moist lips and into the warm, wet cavern of her face. The erotic taste of his young male pungency immediately increased the arousal in her feverishly fucking belly. Excitedly, Lisa began to lick and swirl her tongue around the velvety head of his cock, while Curtis Benson groaned with rapidly building excitement from above. She sucked as much of the cock-flesh into her mouth as she could, swallowing it whole right down to the widened base.


"Uhhhhh, shit!" Curtis gasped appreciatively. "Mrs. Hamilton, you sure know how to suck cock, all right!"


"I told you! I told you she did!" Scott called up excitedly, watching with lurid, glittering eyes his luscious teacher's obscene sucking of the older boy's penis. He timed his thrusts to match those of Curtis, levering up on his heels and thrusting upward with all his might, almost as if he were trying to press up and meet the other virile cock in her belly. He held her roundly straining buttocks tightly with his hands as he heard Mrs. Hamilton cough with Curtis' fleshy erection brushing against her throat on the instroke, and watched her tender flushed lips above his face clasp hungrily around the youthful invasion of her mouth.


Lisa licked and sucked like a she-demon at the hotly pumping penis imbedded in her mouth, her buttocks rolling sensually in tiny lewd circles behind her. She constricted her moistened cuntal walls so that the driving shaft of Scott's penis was squeezed heatedly up between them. Now she wanted to exploit all of her subjugation to the fullest. She wanted to saturate herself with the debasing ecstasy, the lurid helplessness of her depraved demands overwhelming every tendril of her jagged nerves. Oh Lord, there wasn't any use fighting it, not one bit! Tears of unconscious joy flowed from her eyes as she wallowed in the insatiable pleasure of this dual submission to the two young students impaling their teacher at both ends...


The large German shepherd had been prowling the room for some moments now, obviously in a highly agitated state. He whined and licked his chops ceaselessly, watching the three naked bodies squirmingly melt together on the white rug, and he was keenly aware of the smoothly rounded buttocks undulating in the air. Their scent of musky heat was a familiar one from the previous day, stirring his nostrils with lustful instincts. Impatiently he circled the rutting trio... and then finally the dog was unable to hold back, anymore than he'd been able to resist the temptation before.


He leaped onto the rug, homing in his long, cold nose to sniff at Lisa's moistly exposed genitals, its black, wet tip actually touching her tiny anal ring.


"Yipe!" she gasped from the sudden icy sensation, her mouth opening wide for the first time since she'd begun sucking Curtis' penis. "What was that?"


"Atilla!" Curtis laughed, feeling his excitement spiraling higher from this new obscenity. "You've got your ass waving in the air, and he thinks you want him to mount you again! It's like waving a red flag in front of a bull, Teach!"


"No!" she mewled, "No, tell him to back away!" She could feel his hot, loving tongue licking upward through the widespread crevice of her nakedly quivering buttocks. "Get back, Atilla! Get away from me...!"


"Crap!" Scott choked out from beneath her. "He's licking my prick now! And... and my balls! Ohhhhhh Jesus, does that feel good! Wow!"


"But he can't...!" Lisa cried out around the cock sawing in and out of her mouth. "He can't mount me! There's not room!"


Curtis Benson couldn't hold back the roaring sensations of lust that the idea of the dog fucking her too was kindling through him. He visualized how it could be done in his mind as he shouted out: "Oh yeah? Lift up your ass higher, Teach! Go on, do it!"


At first Lisa merely wrinkled her forehead in wonderment, then when she felt Atilla's strong paws on her hips and the soft fur of his belly brushing against her naked buttocks, she knew that he was on top of her again! She could only imagine what the beautiful animal must look like now, unable to turn her head because of the teenage penis she was lovingly milking between her lips. The massive, scarlet dog-cock slipped from its furry sheath, dangling and dancing close to her loins! But darling Scott was filling her there... there wasn't any place except... except...!


God, no! Not in her rectum! To be sodomized by a giant German shepherd would be the ultimate in degrading perversion!


But Lisa could feel the hugeness of the dog's fleshy hardness jerking between her widespread ass-cheeks, insinuating itself up and down in a maddening search for some hungry hole in which to thrust the heavily throbbing point. The tapered end slipped wetly along the crevice, exciting the bared nerve endings of her sensitive flesh with fiery, moist passion. And strangely, the tiny bit of whore that's in every woman broke through this last remaining vestige of her moral code. Tingling with masochistic excitement, the hunching teacher suddenly wanted to have the dog-cock in her anus! Her belly was screaming for it!


"Reach around and put his cock in your ass, Mrs. Hamilton!" Curtis commanded as if reading her mind. "Go on, reach back and put it in your asshole!"


No... No, she couldn't let herself do that!


But she did!


She reached down underneath the grinding flesh of her body to clutch the full length of the dog's slippery penis. Her tightly closed fist stroked it softly in reverence, and she could feel the spasmodic throbbing against her palm and the moistly seeping liquid of excitement as it trickled from the swollen tip. She guided it up the valley of her buttocks, not letting it lose contact with her flesh until it was poised at the pinkish, round hole of her puckered little anus. She held it there with her one hand drawing with all her strength to pull it into her rectum. Lord, yes! She wanted to be fucked in the ass by this beast!


"Yes, Atilla! Yes, sock it to me!" she moaned through her cock-stretched lips as the dog thrust his giant penis in an urgent probe. For several seconds Atilla tried to lodge himself into the tightly straining sphincter muscle, and then with a growl of bestial delight, he jerked forward!


Lisa felt a slight pop at her anus -- and then a sudden pain so unbearable that she twisted and groaned, trying with all her might to get away. She no longer felt human as the huge dog slithered his hardness far up inside her rectum. She jerked back up at him in an effort to throw him off, but as she did so, the dog rammed down instinctively and imbedded his rock-hard penis all the way to the hilt in the warm, flaccid tunnel of her anus.


"Ohhhhhhh, God! God!" she groaned in pain, while the dog began screwing into her in a frantic humping manner. His giant animal-cock seemed like an unrelenting fist pummeling into her mercilessly, expanding with each thrust down into her tightly gripping rectum. Lisa could feel the monstrous penis racing brutally into her raw, torn anus, and she strained back against the grinding assault, groaning incessantly as some of the pain began to ease a little. Slowly more pain subsided, and a masochistic pleasure gradually began replacing the firebrands of agony that raced from her totally filled anus to the rim of her still dutifully sucking mouth. Her rising sensations of lust and passion were fed by her own lewd squirmings beneath the rapacious dog. Atilla fucked inhumanly into her hopelessly impaled rectum, giving her no respite from the growing pleasure building... building... building deep in her belly.


Her cunt contracted spontaneously around the young boy's penis as she breathed a deep moan from her cock-contorted mouth and moved in tempo to meet Atilla's superb thrusts. The dog's forelegs clung to her rounded, white waist like strong, furry arms, and she undulated her body, rotating her buttocks in lewd concentric circles around the twin pounding shafts. She wished that somehow she could watch herself... see the delightful boyish cock up close as it disappeared wetly up inside her pussy... see her breasts swaying beneath her perspiring torso, moving in cadence to the rampaging penis fucking into her mouth... see the brutish animal flesh plowing deeper, deeper into the painfully stretched hole of her clasping anus from behind! Never, never had there been anything to match this moment of rapture! It was sheer ecstasy, in a way that no single human male could ever hope to duplicate!


Beneath her bobbing head, Scott Phillips couldn't hold back his groans of pleasure. He could feel the warm, soft flesh of his teacher's vagina pressing tightly around his upthrust erection in feverish lunges while she greedily sucked at Curtis Benson's cock, and he watched the expression of wantonness spreading across her face at the fulfilling animal-sodomy she was getting. Man, how he wished it was his cock alone that was bringing her such delight! He shook his head foggily and rammed upward into the snug, moist channel of her clasping runt, his eyes fixed on the older boy's hardened rod as it vanished over and over into the pink-fleshed lips of her ovalling mouth. His breathing increased, incited by the lewd scene, and suddenly he felt the insistent rumbling in his testicles announcing the beginning of the end. His slender penis started to throb with urgent need deep inside the warm, gripping flesh of his teacher's runt and belly.


"I... I'm cumming! I'm cummmmmiinnggg!" he groaned with bated breath, and Lisa could feel her insides bursting apart as the head of his deeply sunk penis suddenly began to spurt. She could feel his delicious hot semen shooting like streams of molten lava into the cavern of her pinkly quivering passage. The hot walls of her pussy squeezed and milked spasmodically as the boy continued to spurt out his completion, filling her womb and foaming out of the contracting fleshy lips around the base of his cock.


She was being driven out of this world!


She couldn't let it end!


"Fill me, Curtis!" she groaned incoherently around the young cock fucking crazily between her lips. "Cum, too, you little bastard! Cum in my mouth!"


Lisa was lost to every sense of her surroundings, conscious only of the increased vigor of the splendid animal pistoning into the deepest parts of her overly-stretched anus, and of the naked loins of the boy crushing tighter and tighter against her cock impaled face. She could feel the penis that was stiffly poling into her mouth begin tensing in a jerking motion, and she was sure that Curtis was trying to drive his cock down her throat to meet the German shepherd's fucking far up into her belly... and that thought alone drove her on madly! God, she wanted it to explode in her mouth... to swallow his cum and feel it dribble down her throat. Then she sensed it swelling convulsively, and she sucked with renewed earnestness.


Then Curtis came!


She heard him curse crudely while his cock gushed forth hot jets of thick liquid into her mouth, her pale cheeks ballooning and contracting as she swallowed desperately in hungry gulps, fastening her lips tightly around his jerking organ. She felt the thin rivulets oozing from the corners of her lips, and little Scott leaned up to lick them from her chin and kiss her tenderly on her straining throat. Then the older boy seemed to go limp in front of her, his shrinking penis slithering lifelessly from her still voraciously sucking mouth.


Both Scott and the spent Curtis Benson gaped in lecherous fascination, reading the abandoned expression on their mature teacher's face. They saw her mouth gasp open in a choking wail, thin, sticky strings of white sperm stretching from her tender lips to Curtis' flaccid cock. Abruptly she began to toss her head from side to side, her blonde hair flailing and whipping about her face. She was in the beginning paroxysm of orgasm, both realized, gaping in lewd raptness at the wildly insane screwing of her soft, white buttocks back against the desperately humping dog like a rutting bitch in heat.


Atilla panted and his tongue hung loosely from his mouth as he sodomized into her urgently waving buttocks from behind. Again she wailed like a dying banshee, ramming backwards onto the dog-cock deliriously, just as he jerked forward and his lengthy, lust-thickened penis began the obvious spitting of its animal seed, with hard bullet-like spurts, deep into her hungrily clenching rectum.


Simultaneously, Lisa's rounded quivering thighs started hollowing and tensing uncontrollably, indicating to the two wide-eyed children the climactic upheaval within her heaving belly. Thick, white canine cum seeped from the flushed crevice of her buttocks as her anal orifice milked ravenously at the still hotly fucking dog-cock, running in obscene little streams down the straining white flesh of her soft, inner thighs. Her entire body glistened nakedly in the living room light. And then, satiated, she groaned insensately and flopped her head sideways to Scott's hairless chest.


Atilla finally released his paws from her waist. Lisa felt his furry weight lifting from her, and the limpness of his softening penis slipped with a lewd popping sound from the confines of her cum-flooded rectum. She slithered forward and lay spread-eagled across little Scott's body, feeling wet and sore but strangely without any of the hate or loathing she'd experienced after her climax yesterday. Instead in her aftermath, she could only feel contented and somehow eager for more.


Eager for more! God, she couldn't! But she was...


Knowing herself now to be beyond redemption, the nakedly lusting teacher rolled over onto her back and smiled sensually up at her two high school students and the German shepherd. She raised her hands and massaged the hardening nipples of her lushly ripened breasts, almost grateful for the callousness which seemed to have thickened like a mental skin over her once guilt-ridden soul. Maybe later it would be different and she would revert to her old ways... but she doubted it, and for the moment she didn't give a damn about anything except more, more, more!


For a long, electric moment, only heavy breathing filled her living room. Then Scott grinned and said: "Man, this was nice, but I gotta get back home by noon!"


"Yeah, I better check in, too," Curtis Benson said, and then, chuckling with obscene mirth, added: "And what the hell, Teach here looks like she's had enough for one day!"


"That's what you think," Lisa purred throatily as she squirmed meaningfully on the living room rug. Fire licked through her loins despite her recent climax, her passion spurred on by the thought of their delicious hard penises skewering into her time and time again. Through lust-glazed eyes she could see them sprawling open-mouthed beside her, and she laughed sensuously with her now completely released craving for their tender, developing bodies... and the heavy, hairy form of the lusty dog!


"Come on, darling children," she whispered lewdly up at them in encouragement. "Fuck me now, fuck me in the ass like Atilla did if you like... but fuck me! Or aren't you grown-up enough to get hard-ons again? I bet Atilla is! Do you want me to ask him to fuck me instead?"


"She-eit!" Curtis gasped, already feeling the stirrings of arousal in his cock. "I don't care what time it is! 'Sides, it's my turn to fuck Mrs. Hamilton!"


Scott's eyes gleamed as he watched the older boy crawl over his teacher's pulsating cuntal slit, his beardless face leering down with undisguised passion. "Ram it to her, Curtis!" he yelled encouragingly. "Ram it to her nostrils!"


"Yes, fuck me, fuck me," Lisa moaned with renewed desire, drawing her legs up, her feet flat on the rug as she felt the teenager arch his lean, developing torso over her chest. "Go on, stick that wonderful prick into my pussy!"


"Spread 'em wide, Mrs. Hamilton!" Curtis said to the older woman in excitement. "I'm coming home to roost!"


Yes... Lisa dreamily thought as she let her thighs fall limply open in tantalizing slowness. Yes, she would take on Curtis and then Scott, and then that marvelously mastering beast of a dog again. A million times over, she would, even though the blight and ruination would live on in her heart forever...


And then there was no longer reality for the chemistry teacher, just the ecstasy drifting through her as the pumping adolescent crushed her into the hardness of the living room floor and fucked her into sweet oblivion...


CHAPTER SIX


It was a few weeks later, an unseasonably warm Saturday which foretold of the lovely summer yet to come. It was early afternoon, and Lisa Hamilton had driven across town and through Rapier City to the other side, where out in the country she'd finally found the gravel turn-off she'd been seeking. She slowed down so that the car could take the many pot-holes and dips, passing a long stretch of barbed-wire fencing and pasture land. Eventually she came to a large, weather-beaten farmhouse, and noting it had the right name painted on the mailbox, she drove into the yard and stopped the car.


The thirty-one year old blonde got out, smoothing her hands down over a tight miniskirt which accentuated her sculptured legs and taut, round buttocks. Then, carefully picking a spot of lint from her form-hugging pink sweater, she sauntered toward the porch. She was halfway these when the door opened and a man stepped out to meet her. With an appreciative smile, she saw that although the man was in his late forties and greying around the temples, he was handsome and muscular, his masculinity so strong she felt a ripple run through her.


Better and better, she thought as she came closer.


"Yes, Ma'am?" the man said, "what can I do for you?"


"Are you Brian Forbes?"


"Yes."


"My name is Lisa Hamilton. I understand you sell dogs."


"Yes, that's right. I raise German shepherds."


"Forrest Phillips recommended you to me," Lisa continued, tilting her head to one side and smiling pertly at him. "He said his dog Atilla came from here."


Brian Forbes studied the voluptuous young woman for a moment, and then slowly a little twinkle started in his eyes. "Oh, he did, did he?"


"He also said you trained Atilla. Trained the dog in everything it knows. I must say you did a very thorough job, Mr. Forbes."


"Were you interested in a German shepherd like Atilla?"


"Why, it's as if you were reading my mind."


"You know, it's downright amazing how many people want a pet like Atilla. I get more business through recommendations than you can shake a stick at, especially from nice young ladies like yourself."


"I just bet you do, Mr. Forbes."


"It's kinda expensive, but lots of folks don't mind because I train 'em 'specially to suit the person. Sorta tailor-made to fit your needs, if you follow me, Mizz Hamilton."


"A nine week old litter is in the runs behind the house now, ah... Lisa."


Lisa Hamilton felt an anticipatory chill running up her spine at the thought of the training sessions to come... and of finally owning her own, private Atilla, Jr. She slipped her arm through Brian Forbes', saying lightly: "Then let's go behind the house and see what you've got to offer, shall we?"


THE END
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Chapter 1


It was a smoggy, overcast day, and that partially accounted for it 
being so quiet, though it was the beginning of Christmas vacation. 
Whatever the reason, Donna Howell was just glad that the day had been 
so quiet, and she hurried to switch off the lights in her classroom 
before the usual last minute gossip wandered in, keeping her from 
leaving on time. It happened often during the school term and 
ordinarily the attractive blonde teacher didn't mind in the least, as 
she wasn't happy about going home to an empty house. But this day she 
had good reason to get home early, as she was expecting a phone call 
from her daughter.


Before the last of the lights were turned off, the young teacher 
checked to be sure the list of instructions for the janitor were firmly 
attached to the bulletin board. Everything was in order, so she picked 
up her purse and coat, then walked to the door. After looking back at 
the small room, she closed the door and locked it from the outside. She 
glanced up and down the familiar, but now unusually quiet, corridor, 
then walked briskly out to her car, remembering that tomorrow she would 
be meeting her daughter and son for a much needed holiday.


"Good grief!" she exclaimed out loud to scold herself for having 
forgotten why she was in a hurry. Sheri was due to call in half an 
hour, and Donna knew her daughter would worry if she wasn't there to 
receive the call. Sheri had become so mature in the past few months 
that it was almost frightening. In fact, when both the children had 
arrived home for a weekend last month, she had been amazed at how grown 
up they had become since their last visit. They seemed more worldly 
wise; a look about them that she wasn't sure how to interpret, and in 
some ways, she had been even more conscious of the changes in her son.


Kevin was no longer her little boy, but instead he was a young man 
maturing rapidly. Yet there was still that special gleam in his eyes 
that made her feel proud, and as always she had a hard time keeping her 
emotions in check. He was her boy, and she would always want to hold 
and squeeze him, maybe even more than a mother should. In fact, she had 
even trembled when he had walked into the house, greeting her with an 
innocent childish kiss on the cheek.


Her immediate concern was for her daughter, however, as she had never 
really taken the time to discuss the things a mother should pass on to 
a daughter. After Sheri had announced that a boyfriend was coming to 
visit them during Christmas vacation, several times in the few days 
that followed that statement, Donna had wanted to call her daughter and 
talk about it. Yet she hadn't, and somehow she felt that Sheri was more 
aware of sexual matters than she.


It took fifteen minutes to drive from the school to her Pasadena home 
at a safe speed, and although she was in a hurry that evening, Donna 
drove at her usual pace. She knew that she would be there in plenty of 
time, yet she still felt apprehensive. As always, there was that little 
nag, that tiny feeling of guilt. It was her biggest regret in life that 
she didn't have more time to be a mother to her children, instead of 
their sole support.


Donna Howell, long ago, had decided that her children should have the 
best education possible within her means, and to her way of thinking 
this meant private schools. Her decision, influenced by the necessity 
to teach in order to support herself and her children, was also 
predicated on a belief that they would benefit from the close ties and 
relationships of a private school that would hopefully fill the gap 
left by her absence. This thinking, however, was far from what either 
Kevin or Sheri really needed, and while it was true that they both had 
developed intellectually, physically and socially in the private school 
environment, there was a glaring lack of parent-child love.


Donna Howell, in making her choice, had not only neglected her own 
personal life, but had inadvertently alienated her son and daughter 
from a family life of love and understanding they sorely needed. Now 
that Sheri was in college, it only compounded Donna's financial 
responsibilities, and on the rare occasions when they were together, 
she found that the gulf between them had perceptibly widened.


It had been Sheri who had first suggested the Christmas trip to 
Yosemite, and when Donna had eagerly agreed to the reuniting of the 
family, she had no way of knowing what had really precipitated her 
daughter's motives. Nor at the time could she have imagined what would 
actually happen--and happen in such a way that went far beyond the 
bounds of family unity the young mother envisioned.


It was only on rare occasions like this that Donna Howell questioned 
the way things went in her life, as she wholeheartedly believed her 
main function as a parent was to do whatever was required to provide 
for her children, a belief fostered by the problems she had had to face 
at a very young age. She had been the only child of a policeman, her 
mother having died shortly before Donna's tenth birthday, and although 
her father did everything possible to create opportunities for her 
betterment, she was left on her own shortly after she turned twenty 
when he was slain trying to avert a bank robbery. Donna had been a 
junior in college and dating Walter Howell at the time, but not until 
her father's tragic death did she attach any significance to Walter's 
romantic intentions. Shortly after graduation they were married and 
Donna divided her time between teaching and making a home for her 
husband, but with the birth of her daughter the following year, all of 
her attention was required at home. A year after Sheri was born they 
had their second child, Kevin, and Donna had pretty well settled down 
to being a mother and housewife, a life she was willing to accept. But 
then, when she was only twenty-two, tragedy struck again--her husband 
was the innocent victim of an automobile accident.


Donna, already twice hardened by fate, rebounded quickly from the 
shock, knowing full well that she had two young children to support, 
and the only avenue open to her was teaching. During the next few 
years, she had many male admirers, one of whom even asked her to marry 
him, but she became completely absorbed in the task of supporting her 
children, and in the process neglected her own personal life. She told 
herself that she would never marry again and risk the chance of losing 
another husband, but the truth was that although her short lived 
marriage had produced two offspring, she had been young and nave and 
unable to cope with the sexual requirements that went with it.


To her way of thinking, dating exposed her to risks that she couldn't 
afford to take, especially if it meant taking her time away from 
earning income for herself and the children. Yet, her startling good 
looks attracted many men, and she was constantly put in the position of 
finding excuses to spurn offers of dates. At first she used her 
children as an excuse, but later, when they were older and away at 
school, she fooled herself into believing that male companions would 
only be after her small, but hard earned savings. And, next to the 
children, teaching was her life. Yet there were times when she had 
feelings she didn't want to recognize.


Late at night when she was lying in bed, unable to sleep, tingling 
little flames of sexual desire would creep forth to dance enticingly 
over her long-denied body; her loins would begin to throb with a 
burning consciousness that dominated her mind, making her want to touch 
herself everywhere, to be covered with the hard muscular body of a man. 
Sometimes, in a dreamlike state, she would answer the demanding fires, 
stroking and probing between her thighs with hungrily searching 
fingers. But what always remained was a constant gnawing hunger, a 
desire for a close, intimate relationship, and she had to force herself 
to put it out of her mind. The security that she had worked for so 
diligently, the years of teaching, none of it was to be wasted away for 
some brief moment of weakness. Over and over again, she told herself 
there would be time for personal pleasures when her children were 
educated and grown to adults, able to stand on their own, and when they 
were home from private school, and now college for Sheri, she was 
constantly worried that she wouldn't have enough time to spend with 
them.


Turning off the street to the long driveway that led to the house, 
Donna slowed down, then finally stopped the car. She shut off the 
engine and sat quite still for several minutes, realizing that she had 
been day-dreaming, driving automatically. Of late, when her thoughts 
had dwelt for too long on the opposite sex, she discovered that a warm 
moisture quite unexpectedly dampened the narrow crotchband of her 
panties, and as she got out of the car, she found that such was the 
case now. Self-consciously she walked up the path, her mind in search 
of the cause for the effect between her thighs. This state of affairs--
her reminiscings of her long departed husband, her son, and her 
daughter's unseen, undescribed boyfriend--perplexed her, but when she 
finally had the front door open, the insistent ring of the telephone 
brought her back to reality.


"Hello?"


"Mom?"


"Yes, dear."


"You okay? You sound sort of funny."


"I ... I'm fine. Just a little tired. I was finishing up some paper 
work at school and I just got home."


"Are you sure?"


"Sure."


"Okay. Everything's set here. Kevin will be here any minute. He's going 
to spend the night here at the apartment, and we'll be leaving about 
noon tomorrow. We'll meet you at the Ahwahnee as planned. Okay?"


There was no answer for a minute.


"Mom?"


"... Sheri ... There's something I want to talk to you about."


"What's wrong, Mom?"


"It's ... it's about ... Ward."


"Oh, mom! Don't be silly. He's really very nice. You'll like him."


"I ..."


"We can talk about it tomorrow. I've got to go now. Kevin's due any 
second. See you tomorrow. Bye."


The line clicked dead with finality, but Donna Howell held the phone to 
her ear for several seconds longer. Finally, the unspoken questions 
still choking in her throat, she replaced the receiver in its cradle.


She stood quite still for a long minute, then finally with a shrug, she 
headed for her bedroom and the unfinished packing. Tomorrow, she 
thought. Tomorrow I've got to talk to her.


*   *   *


Kevin Howell gave the address to the taxi driver, then sank gratefully 
into the security of the cab's seat cushions. He looked upon the busy, 
late afternoon streets of San Diego with apprehension, his thoughts of 
that day more than a little bewildering; first the bus ride from 
Riverside that had seemed unending, then the arrival in this strange 
city, and now the cab ride itself.


At sixteen Kevin was nearing physical maturity, but having lived a 
rather cloistered life, he was not fully prepared to cope with adult 
decisions and adult anxieties in a suddenly adult world. His six-foot 
frame, still youthfully slender, was the only feature that did not bear 
a startling resemblance to his mother and seventeen year old sister; a 
resemblance that bore very little likeness to the man in the old and 
wrinkled photograph in his wallet. In the past there had been many 
times when Kevin removed that photograph and studied it intently, but 
of late this practice had all but disappeared. It was the only picture 
he possessed of a father he had never known, and along with the 
fragments of the past passed on by his mother, it had ceased to hold 
much sentimental value for him. Yet, he did not discard it. Nor did he 
fail to inquire on the rare occasions his mother mentioned his father. 
The fact that these occasions were rare was not a deliberate attempt on 
Donna Howell's part to suppress any knowledge about her long-dead 
husband, but stemmed more realistically from the absence of Kevin and 
his sister Sheri from their Pasadena home.


Kevin sat forward in the cab, his attention drawn suddenly to row after 
row of carefully sculptured lawns lining the residential street. At the 
last intersection the cab had swung onto a wide palm-lined avenue, and 
Kevin deduced that his sister's apartment building was only eight 
blocks away. The apprehension that had been dogging him all day abated 
somewhat with the realization that he would soon be there, and he began 
to take note of his surroundings.


The neat houses, row upon row, and identical except for color, appeared 
staid and lifeless, cold and unreal, colder even than the towering 
palms rustling in the winter breeze. This appearance reflected Kevin's 
own feelings. It seemed that of late even his free time away from 
school was becoming routine, dull, painfully boring. The activities 
that had once dominated his thoughts, had somehow lost their 
importance. Sports, movies, card games--all failed to fill the vacant 
hours with meaningful pleasure. Life had suddenly seemed to have become 
useless child's play.


He hadn't put it into conscious thought yet, but his boyhood was 
steadily and surely slipping away; he was becoming a man.


Six blocks to go; his sister would be waiting. He knew, she had told 
him so last night on the phone. But the apprehension would not end 
there--that he also knew. Irrefutably. At the apartment he would learn 
whether it was on or off. Sheri had tricked him into it, and now there 
was no escape. Deep down, though, he hoped it was on.


It had all started with his sister's kidding, had built up from there 
until there was no backing out, and he knew that he would soon be faced 
with it. It--was to be his first real date outside of the supervised 
dances at school, and he had pressed her for details, but all she would 
tell him on the phone was that the girl was "something else".


Four blocks to go. He wanted to lose his virginity, but such a 
happening had seemed to be such an impossible task in the restrictive 
private school environment that he found it hard to believe it was 
really going to happen now. He was certain he'd have been far more 
experienced with the opposite sex had he gone to public schools, but 
then, that just hadn't been possible. His mother had to devote too much 
time to supporting them, and he understood that. It wasn't her fault 
that co-educational boarding schools didn't exist.


Two blocks to go. As far as he was concerned, Sheri had it made. She 
could just about have her pick from thousands of boys at San Diego 
State and get laid anytime she wanted to. Hell, all girls could 
probably get screwed if they went out with the right guy, but his older 
sister was popular and sexy enough to have an even larger choice. He 
didn't know how much experience she had, maybe none, but he couldn't 
help feeling a bit envious of her position at times. She seemed so wise 
and experienced, like a free spirit able to get what she wanted, when 
she wanted, and he wished he could feel that way too. Yet, it was 
because of this feeling about her that he worried. He was constantly 
thinking she might get into a situation she didn't want, and then not 
be able to back away from it.


No blocks to go. He was paying the cab driver when the clicking of high 
heels reached his ears, and he turned to watch his sister coming 
quickly down the walk toward him. Even from a distance she looked 
sharp, her long blonde hair flowing in the breeze like a golden halo 
around her pretty face. She had become a young woman in such a 
seemingly short time that every time he saw her he was amazed. She was 
wearing a dress that accented her figure, and he couldn't help 
wondering how she would look naked. It was as if she was too sexy to 
believe; her breasts firm and full, her narrow waist accenting softly 
flared hips and long tapering legs, and her trim young buttocks--sexier 
than any young girl's had a right to be, rounding out like two firm 
ripe melons waiting for someone to come along and squeeze them. He'd be 
happy if his date looked half as good as his sister!


With a smile on her lips, Sheri watched her younger brother approach. 
He was handsome, and even more than that, physically appealing. Kevin 
had been the athletic type for some time, the kind interested in sports 
and nothing more, but she noticed with satisfaction that he was 
changing, and she liked what she saw. His character and motion had 
mellowed into a smooth appearance, and he exuded an intense physical 
sexuality that seemed to boil from within.


"Hi, good looking!" she said fondly.


"Hi, Sis!" he responded casually. The tone would have hidden his 
anxiety to anyone but her.


"Right on time I see," she said trying to look forlorn. She wanted to 
keep him guessing for awhile.


"Yeah." He wanted to stay cool, but he was having a hard time 
containing his disappointment. "You look nice ..."


"Thanks. So do you. How are you fixed for money?" she questioned 
without explanation.


"I've got ten bucks left. You need it?" He started to reach for his 
wallet.


"No," she answered, then dropped the subject. She looked past Kevin and 
up the street. He turned to see what she was looking at. "Ward's 
picking me up. He should be along soon," she said looking back to her 
brother. His expression was strained, and she couldn't go on torturing 
him any longer. She reached into her purse and pulled out a ten dollar 
bill, handing it to him.


"What's this for?" he asked, his eyes fixed on the money as if it 
contained some mystery.


"You'll need it tonight ... for your date!" she smiled, seeing his eyes 
widen.


"Oh ... thanks," he said, but his voice was strained, giving away his 
excitement. He wanted to know more; what the girl was like! "You ... ah 
... sure you won't need this?" he asked, indicating the money in his 
hand.


"Her name is Susan Hatton," she replied, shaking her head negatively to 
answer his question. "You're taking her out to dinner, so you'll need 
more than ten dollars!"


"Oh, great, swell! Susan Hatton, huh?" He wanted to come right out and 
ask his sister if the girl was a willing type, but he didn't have the 
nerve. He was excited enough just knowing that the date was on, and he 
had a million other questions.


"It's quite simple," she said seeing that he was still confused. "Susan 
is going to pick you up here ... She'll be driving a white Cadillac. 
Anyway, I told her to meet you here at five-thirty! She'll probably be 
late, so don't get antsy and leave." There was a burning question in 
his mind, and she knew it. But she was determined to leave it for him 
to ask.


So that was it. The girl, a big car, it was all perfect, and he hoped 
he was ready for it. His seventeen year old sister was far wiser and 
aware of such matters, and her reassurance would be a big help. It was 
a question of time enough to discuss it, and he looked at his watch, 
seeing it was five-fifteen.


"What time you expecting Ward?" he asked trying to sound relaxed.


"He's late now." She waved one arm toward the apartment building. 
"Sorry I don't have time to show you around. It's 8-A."


"Great. It's okay." Kevin swallowed, then cleared his throat. "I guess 
you've had a lot of experience these past few months ..."


Sheri cut him off. "I'm still a virgin if that's what you mean!" she 
said, and when he started to nod his head, she continued. "But I don't 
intend to stay one much longer!"


He didn't know what to say then. He could only stare at his pretty 
sister, wondering what came next.


"When I meet the right guy ... well, you don't have to look so 
worried," she protested on seeing her brother's expression. "Ward isn't 
the one! At least I don't think so ... I just don't believe virginity 
is a prize I should cling to forever," she added defensively.


He was impressed by her decisive attitude, and actually surprised that 
she still was a virgin. Most important at that moment, it gave him the 
opportunity he was looking for. "Is that the way Susan Hatton thinks?" 
he said unable to disguise a sheepish expression.


Sheri laughed out loud, realizing that he had succeeded in getting to 
the point. "Maybe she doesn't have to worry about it anymore," she said 
to stimulate his imagination. "You'll like her well enough, I'm sure. 
Just let things happen as they will."


He wanted more details, but she spoke as if that was all she would give 
him. Maybe knowing too much was bad, at least that was what she seemed 
to be getting at. "I sure appreciate your fixing me up this way ... if 
there ..."


"Just have a good time and get what you want!" she interrupted 
hurriedly, and she leaned up to kiss him on the cheek. "I see Ward's 
car coming ... come on and I'll introduce you." She walked to the curb 
pulling him with her.


Kevin looked up the street, and his eyes followed the expensive sports 
car as it pulled up along side them. He was impressed by the car alone, 
but the guy behind the wheel really surprised him. He was sharply 
dressed, "suave" was the word that came to his mind, but Kevin guessed 
the man had to be at least in his middle thirties. Probably old enough 
to be his and Sheri's father, he thought.


Sheri didn't wait for Ward to get out of the car, but opened the 
passenger door and slipped onto the seat. "Ward Murdock ... my little 
brother, Kevin!" she said motioning toward each.


Since there was no top on the car, Kevin reached out over his sister's 
blonde head to shake the older man's hand. "Nice to meet you."


"Your sister has talked about you so much, I feel like I already know 
you," Ward answered the greeting, shaking the boy's hand firmly.


He had a pleasant, sincere smile on his face, and Kevin couldn't help 
but like the man immediately. "Well don't let me hold you up. Thanks 
again Sheri!" he said giving his sister a meaningful look.


"Just have a good time, little brother!"


"See you later." Ward said, and he started to pull away from the curb.


"Don't do anything I wouldn't do!" Kevin yelled after the car, but he 
guessed they didn't hear him. He watched as the car disappeared from 
view, his mind placing himself behind the wheel of an expensive sports 
car. With a machine like that, he thought, making out with chicks would 
be easy.


He moved back away from the curb after looking up and down the street, 
but there was no sign of a Cadillac in either direction. The idea of 
him being picked up by his date made him feel a little self-conscious, 
but he knew that the chances of sexy things happening were far greater 
in a car than walking. He looked at his watch, and as there was still 
several minutes left before Susan Hatton was due to meet him, he walked 
toward the apartment building, wondering what she looked like. He 
reached the apartment and, after quickly glancing at the furnishings, 
moved to the front window with its view of the street. His gaze 
followed the direction the sports car had taken and he wondered how 
much longer his sister was going to remain a virgin. Not long, he 
finally concluded. Not long at all, judging by the look in Ward 
Murdock's eyes.


And not long for himself either--he hoped.


Chapter 2


"What is it your brother wouldn't do?" Ward had to raise his voice 
above the noise of the freeway as he shifted into fourth gear, the 
sports car running smoothly in the direction of his apartment. He had 
carefully arranged everything before going to get Sheri at her 
apartment, and he felt certain the steak dinner and candlelight setting 
would provide just the right atmosphere for an intimate seduction.


"He's young and adventuresome. Does that answer your question?" Sheri 
was used to his attempts at guiding their conversations toward sex, and 
she recognized the implications in his question. Usually she squelched 
his efforts, though she did enjoy discovering his different approaches. 
Dating him was like a continuing lesson in the techniques of seducing a 
girl, and in some ways she was proud of his failure to win her over. 
Yet he never pushed, but instead was cool and mature, and she liked 
that in him too. Though convinced she would never give in to his 
advances, the young teenager also became more and more sure he was the 
type of man she would eventually want to lose her virginity to.


"Well, I hope you feel like an adventuresome dinner tonight," he said 
after a moment, "I'm going to treat you to the experience of my own 
cooking ..."


Finally he's going to take me to his apartment, she thought. Since they 
started dating, Sheri had been curious about how a thirty three year 
old bachelor lived, and she wasn't at all worried over the idea of 
being alone with him there. It was simply another opportunity to learn 
more about him, and therefore men in general.


"Do I have a guarantee that I won't have to do the dishes?" she asked, 
her voice casual and undisturbed.


"Well ..." He acted like he was thinking about it, and he was pleased 
that she had accepted his dinner plans so readily.


"Say yes or I'll refuse to eat!"


"I have a dishwasher ..."


"Male or female?"


"Female of course!"


"O.K. then," she said, and they both laughed. She felt it was going to 
be an interesting evening, and she relaxed, letting the wind blow her 
long blonde hair as the car sped down the highway.


It seemed only a few minutes before Ward was pulling up in front of a 
large apartment house, and she was impressed at how luxurious the 
building appeared. They got out of the car, and he led her through the 
archway into a garden courtyard. It was nicely landscaped, and in the 
middle was an inviting looking and lighted swimming pool. They walked 
past the pool to the rear of the building, and after climbing a short 
curving stairway, stood before a single door. Sheri turned around to 
look out over the courtyard, and she noted that the building was 
arranged in such a way as to give the illusion that each apartment was 
separate. She guessed the rent had to be high, and after being ushered 
inside the apartment, she knew her judgment was correct.


Off to the right of a large entry hall was a spacious living room like 
she had never seen before in her life. The lush carpeting was almost 
pure white, and it all seemed to focus on a sunken area in front of a 
huge stone fireplace. In the center was a low, black table, and it was 
surrounded by large colorful pillows. The table was already set for a 
candlelight dinner, and it looked so cozy, she was ready to start 
eating right then.


Walking through an arched passageway, they were in a kitchen completely 
equipped with all the modern conveniences, and Ward slipped off his 
jacket, draping it over a chair. "This is where the magic begins," he 
said as he pulled up his sleeves to get ready to work.


But certainly not where it ends, she thought, wondering where his 
bedroom was. She figured it had to be on the opposite side of the entry 
hall, a distance that would give time for second thoughts in a heated 
situation, so she guessed he would make his play on the large pillows 
and plush carpet. Now that she was there in his apartment, she wasn't 
sure if she would refuse him or not?


"Are you going to do all the cooking?" she asked, noticing the makings 
of a dinner spread out on a counter.


"Absolutely ... been doing it for years," he answered with a wink. "But 
first we can have a couple of martinis. There's a limit of two, because 
I have an excellent wine to go with the steaks."


Sheri liked the way he treated her when it came to drinking liquor, and 
she knew that he thought her older than seventeen. In the beginning, he 
had believed her to be a young student teacher at the college, and she 
never bothered to correct his notion. She felt he might be reluctant to 
take her places she wanted to go if he knew her to be underage, and she 
was fortunate to look mature enough to avoid questions from bartenders. 
She had considered telling him her true age on several occasions, but 
her real reluctance was a fear that he would just stop taking her out. 
Since he had never tried to ply her with drinks, she didn't see any 
reason to destroy the good times she had, nor the chance to get away 
from schoolwork at every possible opportunity. She had a good thing 
going with no obligations, and she was glad to keep it going as long as 
she could.


Ward made her take her second martini into the living room as he busied 
himself with the final preparations for the gourmet dinner. He had 
music playing on the stereo, and Sheri was glad to make herself 
comfortable by the table in the sunken area. The large pillows were 
soft, and as she lay back luxuriously against one, she couldn't help 
feeling excited. Her first martini had made her feel a warm sensation 
flowing through her body, and the second one seemed to amplify it 
tenfold. She seemed to be more aware of her whole body than she had 
ever been in her life, and the contact with her surroundings was very 
pleasant. Then the thought occurred to her that she was alone in that 
alien environment with a man, and there was nothing she could think of 
to convince herself to say no to him when the proper time came.


She had taken the last sip of her martini when Ward entered the room 
carrying a large tray, and when she started to jump up to help him with 
the food, she felt like her blood had suddenly rushed to her head. She 
had to sit back again to shake the dizziness away, and she was pleased 
to discover that he hadn't noticed her slightly tipsy condition.


"Sit back and relax. It's prepared to perfection, so we'd better eat it 
right away," he said as he stepped down into the sunken area with her 
and placed the tray on the low table.


Sheri was embarrassed by the way such a small amount of liquor had 
affected her, and she felt she should hide it from him. Seeing the food 
reminded her that she had skipped lunch that afternoon, and two 
martinis on an empty stomach had obviously been too much. But the food 
looked good, and she felt terrifically hungry. Eating, she figured, 
would help curb the effect of the liquor.


"I have to admit, it certainly does look good," she said seriously, and 
it tasted good too. With candles on the table glowing with a softly 
dancing light, they both sat on the pillows eating the rare steak and 
drinking a good red wine. It didn't dampen Sheri's mood in the least, 
but rather her reverie increased with each passing moment until she 
felt herself floating with excited anticipation. It was an uncommon 
sensation of tantalizing warmth that took control of her mind and body, 
and when they had finished eating the meal, it seemed perfectly natural 
for Ward to move slowly in her direction, his mouth moist and slightly 
open as it met with her lips.


Like a continuing gesture of unique indulgence, the kiss thrilled her 
to the very depths of her aroused young body. He drove his tongue deep 
between her parted lips, and she sucked on it as her nerves tingled 
with growing excitement. In her pulse-quickened state, the dinner had 
been like foreplay to an extraordinary seduction. The factors behind 
her stimulation were not important to her at the moment, but instead 
she knew that she was ready right then and there to resign her body, 
her virginity, to the older man kissing her so passionately.


In the open space in front of the fireplace, Ward turned her body 
against his, no longer willing to contain the urgency of his desire. He 
had set the stage for the seduction of this voluptuous young woman, and 
now his penis was throbbing with lust. Still kissing her deeply, he 
moved his hand down over the smooth curve of her buttocks, and pressing 
hard against the firmly rounded cheeks, he ground his rigid shaft 
against the softness of her thighs. Her fresh young female scent, her 
figure, everything about her was sexually exciting, and he was 
determined to have her sensual young body squirming under him in 
passion once and for all. Sliding his hand lower, he pushed his fingers 
in toward the narrow hidden space up between her thighs as his lust-
engorged cock throbbed with tremendous pressure.


"Darling," she said, twisting away from his kiss. She put her mouth 
close to his ear, her warm breath stimulating him even more as she 
spoke. "Wait, darling, please! I ... I want ..." Her belly was burning 
with a passion that grew more intense from thinking about what she had 
to say. She knew resisting was hopeless, as her own mind and body 
wanted sexual fulfillment now more completely than ever before. 
"Undress me, darling!" she exclaimed, partly surprising even herself. 
"I want to be completely naked when you do it to me."


His blood-filled cock jerked as her words came hotly into his ear, a 
clear and concise indication of her acquiescence. She wanted to be 
naked! Moving his head back, he looked directly into her liquid eyes, 
but she only looked down, almost shyly, he thought. He didn't want to 
give her the opportunity to reconsider, so he raised up on his knees, 
turning her so that he could loosen the zipper running down the back of 
her dress.


It seemed only right to remain somewhat proper, even after having 
requested to be stripped of her clothes, so she couldn't look into his 
eyes. She wanted him to make love to her, to have him gently caress her 
naked young body, kiss her lovingly from head to toe until finally her 
virginity would melt away in heated passion. But, he didn't know that 
she was a virgin, and she wasn't sure she wanted him to know about it 
either. Being seventeen and still totally inexperienced in sex was 
almost shameful these days.


After numerous rejections, Sheri's sudden willingness was hard for Ward 
Murdock to believe. It was as if she had become a different person, but 
one that was very obviously ready and able to be fucked. It seemed 
apparently that the dinner and drinks had worked in compounding her 
true emotions and making her finally ready to be taken by him. He was 
so anxious for it, that he didn't really care what the reason behind it 
all was.


Reaching out hurriedly, the suave older man pulled the zipper of her 
dress down toward her narrow waist. His hard, pulsing cock was ready to 
burst with the intense excitement of finally conquering her previously 
reluctant young body. The idea of shoving his cock up into the soft wet 
folds of her hair-lined vagina was more arousing under the 
circumstances than would normally be the case, and his lust-tightened 
balls pounded with unbearable pressure from his churning sperm. In one 
swift movement, he unhooked the back of her brassiere, then pushed both 
dress and brassiere forward leaving her naked to the waist. She shyly 
bent her head down as he turned her, the golden strands of her hair 
cascading down over her shoulders so that the taut pink tips of her 
full, firmly set breasts were just peaking out from behind her silken 
curls, and he knew then that he would have to hurry or he wouldn't last 
a minute.


The inexperienced young teenager was suddenly aware of a desperate kind 
of energy from the older man, as his hands seemed to move over her body 
with vibrating quickness. Yet, for the moment she was more concerned 
with her vulnerable nakedness, and she looked at his face for an 
indication of his approval. He bent forward suddenly, and she caught 
her breath as his mouth closed wetly over the bud-like tip of her naked 
breast. His arms held her pressed tightly to him as his tongue rolled 
around and around the pinkly puckered flesh of her hardened nipple, and 
his teeth nipped at the sensitive tip, sending thrilling little surges 
of pleasure through her tense young body. She was totally absorbed by 
the lewd sensations, hardly aware of his fingers working their way 
teasingly into the tight elastic waistband of her white nylon panties.


"Ooooohh, darling ... we ... I ... Ohhhh!"


The thirty-three year old businessman was only sampling what he had 
wanted and waited for for so long, so very long, and the tenderness of 
her soft young flesh in his mouth was as bittersweet as the first taste 
of unrequited desire. Too often he had been held off by this voluptuous 
young blonde, and now with her half-naked body in his grasp, he was not 
to be denied anything. He wanted all of her, hard and fast, ramming his 
lust-engorged cock deep into her smooth, trembling little belly until 
she begged and pleaded for his heated sperm to gush out and fill her 
seething vagina with its milk-white thickness.


Lifting Sheri up with one arm, he pushed her dress down from her 
flaring hips, trying in the same motion to remove the lacy material of 
her panties. Her dress dropped at her feet, but her panties remained 
half-on, the tight waistband clinging to her firm full thighs just 
inches below the lightly curling little hairs of her blonde pubic 
triangle. He didn't bother with her panties then, but pressed her 
tantalizing nakedness back down on two of the large pillows, 
positioning her so that her buttocks were raised up and her long, well-
tapered legs sloped upward like an easily climbed hill.


The sudden and unexpected manner in which she was placed on the pillows 
frightened the teenage girl, and her natural instinct to protect 
herself took hold of her mind. It was too sudden, too real, and she 
felt terribly open and vulnerable with her panties pulled half-way down 
her thighs. Her position was humiliating, not romantic as she had 
expected, and she wanted to object, to let her boyfriend know that she 
felt wronged.


"Please, Ward ... be gentle ... not like this ... please!" Sheri cried 
as his mouth on her breast suddenly seemed like it was sucking the 
inside out of it, his teeth nipping hotly at her nipples and leaving 
tiny impressions like a lewd physical symbol of his lust. She was 
pinned helplessly beneath his strong muscular body, the pillows beneath 
her making any movement difficult, and she couldn't twist out from 
under him as he locked one knee between her whitely trembling thighs. 
Slowly and surely her girlish fantasies were crumbling down around her, 
and the final blow to all of her dreams of the first time with a man 
came with the ripping sound of her white lace panties being torn away 
from her now totally naked body.


Ward could hear her cries of protest, but his passion was unleashed, 
refusing to give heed to anything but complete possession of her 
vibrant young body. She had teased him on other dates, acting coy and 
innocent, and continually putting off his advances. He had let her play 
her game, but now that she had committed herself, he was going to show 
her what fucking was all about. He wasn't interested in preliminaries 
or childish rhetoric, and he was intent on making up the lost time from 
their other dates.


Running his hand up between the soft inner flesh of her quivering 
thighs, he felt the silken curls of her pubic hair, and he squirmed his 
fingers slowly into the soft warm folds of her pussy, searching for the 
tiny clenched opening nestling in between. The heated young cuntal 
flesh was already moist, in spite of Sheri's terror, and he parted the 
narrow, hair-fringed slit with his middle finger, working it 
relentlessly toward the sensitive little opening to her cunt with 
experienced skill.


A state of hopeless confusion engulfed the teenager's mind as she felt 
his fingers working their way relentlessly into her naked vagina. She 
tried to clamp her legs together, wanting nothing else but to close off 
any access to her trembling virginity, but he had her legs held wide 
apart. Her efforts were futile as she felt her defenseless young pussy 
being ravaged as his fingers probed hotly into the thin, hair-lined 
cuntal lips, seeking like tiny insects the virginally hidden passage to 
her womb. Even when his fingers brushed across her pulsing clitoris, 
still hardened from her previous anticipation, her fear outweighed the 
bolt of electric-like pleasure. This wasn't the way she wanted her 
first sexual experience! She wanted to reach the sexual heights that 
she had imagined so many times in recent years, heights that her own 
fingers had failed to bring her when she had played with herself, but 
her older boyfriend's aggressive method was not what she had planned 
for, not the way she wanted her deflowering to be.


"Oooohhh ... noooo! Pleaseee, darling!" She moaned when Ward's middle 
finger wormed hungrily into the tender flesh around the opening of her 
tight moist cunt. She wanted to tell him she was a virgin in hopes of 
making him understand her cries, but the words caught in her throat as 
she felt his fingers searching spider-like up between her legs.


Sheri was every bit the sensual woman Ward Murdock had expected to 
find, and just the sight of her nakedly curved young body made his 
blood race with lust. Her cunt was tight, virginally tight, and he 
worked his finger in between the soft, hair-covered lips, worming it up 
inside the warm fleshy passage in a hurried attempt to prepare it for 
his waiting cock. Her moans went unnoticed in his frenzy, and he drove 
his finger in and out of the tightly restricting passage with savage 
thrusts. Her efforts to hold her legs together were thwarted by his 
knees placed firmly on the carpet between her thighs, and he stayed 
bent over her body, his mouth kissing and nipping voraciously at her 
throbbing young breasts.


Yet, in spite of his unthinking assault upon her naked flesh, the 
blonde teenager still felt the lewdly rising thrill of seduction 
swirling through her loins as his middle finger slithered full length 
up into the tight wet passage of her cunt. It was his abrupt manner 
that bothered her, but despite her shame and humiliation, she felt the 
familiar tingle of excitement from her aching clitoris. Her virginal 
pussy was becoming moist with her own secretions, and she tried to 
focus her attention on the erotically growing sensations from his 
obscene finger-fucking, but before she could firmly grasp the lewd 
feeling, he pulled his hand from between her open thighs.


She knew that he was frantically groping with his pants, and the 
thought of what he was preparing to do excited her in spite of his 
rough, almost uncaring treatment of her. A shiver ran the entire length 
of her spine when he crawled up between her widespread thighs, his arms 
placed firmly on her shoulders to pin her back against the pillow. She 
saw the blazing lust in his eyes then, and she looked away only to see 
his turgid penis standing out huge and menacing from the tangled growth 
of hair covering his loins. It was pointing directly at the sparsely 
curling triangle of her own pubic hair, throbbing and jerking like a 
hungry animal about to devour its prey, making Sheri shake 
uncontrollably with fear.


"Wait ... pleaseee, Ward ... I'm a virgin ... a virgin!" she cried, the 
words finally finding their way out of her throat. Yet, they seemed to 
fall on deaf ears as her thirty-three year old bachelor stared down 
between their poised bodies, not lifting his eyes to meet her pleading 
gaze. It was apparent that he wasn't listening, and she prepared 
herself for the worst. She felt certain that his thickly distended 
penis would split her in two, and the thought made her anxiously 
examine its throbbing length. The tip was thick and purple, a rubbery-
like head that seemed to bulge with his frenzy. She could clearly see 
the long shaft lined with a network of blood-filled veins which pounded 
with his heartbeat, and the entire lust-engorged shaft protruded like a 
huge sawed-off telephone pole from the tight tangle of black pubic hair 
at its base. The heavy, sperm-filled sacs holding his balls below were 
drawn up tightly between his thighs, and she knew the semen within was 
stirring hotly, anxious for release. As much as the sight frightened 
her, the young blonde suddenly had visions of the huge cock spurting 
out its white-hot cum from the dilated tip, and she couldn't help 
wondering how it would feel erupting and spewing out its liquid deep 
inside her naked belly.


Feasting his eyes upon her openly spread vagina, Ward felt like cumming 
all over her milk-white body, and drenching her white sensuous little 
belly and pussy hair with his sperm. She seemed helpless and pure, 
unlike any other girl he'd had before, and he hesitated to take in a 
moment longer the sight of her tight young pussy nestled so warmly up 
between her long trembling legs. The silky, pale-colored pubic hair 
lining the narrow pink slit of her cunt was like cornsilk and where it 
parted around the tight, mouth-like opening, there were tiny droplets 
of moisture clinging to the curling strands. The fleshy outer-lips 
looked absolutely untouched, like a brand new glove made for his cock 
alone, and he knew it was ready and waiting now to absorb up inside the 
throbbing length of his penis, and hold it there until it had sucked 
and milked all of the eagerly waiting semen from his cum-filled balls. 
He had to fuck her, and right away!


Shifting his weight to one side, he reached down with his free hand and 
grasped his long hard cock, moving his hips forward until the smooth, 
rubbery flesh of the tip made light contact with the soft-fleshed 
warmth of her seeping cunt. With her pelvis slightly elevated by the 
pillow beneath her buttocks, he was able to work with ease, and using 
the lust-hardened cock-head like a wedge, he moved it up and down in 
the hair-lined slit, parting the thin fleshy lips that hid the tiny 
opening to her virginal little belly. She moaned when he brushed the 
tip of it across her pulsating clitoris, and he teased over it several 
times until he couldn't wait to fuck her any longer. With his blood-
filled cock positioned right at the opening of her cuntal passage, he 
raised himself higher over her spread-eagled young body to ready 
himself for the thrust of his lust-hardened cock quickly and deeply up 
inside her defenseless belly.


The flanges of her virgin pussy were parted outward, the soft hair-
lined cuntal lips spread open and wrapped tightly around the huge 
bulbous head of his cock, poised and ready to drive far up inside her 
helpless body, tearing her well-protected young virginity into useless 
shreds as it passed. She cried for mercy, but the words only echoed in 
her head, unable to get out past her choked-up throat. She wanted to 
plead with him to have mercy, that he was much too big for her, and she 
knew that all the excitement and anticipation she had felt would be 
destroyed by a flesh-tearing lunge into her unyielding little vagina. 
The pressure against the tightly clenched little opening became greater 
and greater, and she was sure the huge rod of flesh could never fit 
inside her. It just couldn't. Not without killing her!


"Noooooooo! Pleaseeee! Ooohh!"


Her cringing little cuntal mouth was like a tight elastic band that 
refused to give way under his insistent force, and he continued pushing 
his hips forward with all his strength. His aching cock was ramrod hard 
and stiff, and the thrill of finally having it pressing nakedly against 
her seething pussy-lips made his penis swell even larger. Pushing his 
knees out to force her legs wider apart, Ward gave a heavy shove 
forward, and the huge rubbery head of his cock popped suddenly up 
inside her excruciatingly stretched cunt.


"Aaaaagghhhh!" she screamed as a great flashing pain seared through her 
captive loins, and her vagina was stretched wide to take the giant head 
of his lust-hardened penis inside. She felt like she was being impaled 
by a red-hot poker iron, and this was just the tip of his cock! She 
couldn't imagine how it could hurt more when the rest of his pulsing 
hardness was pushed up into her belly. Desperately she tried to squirm 
her naked body out from under him, but to no avail. She was held too 
securely by his arms and legs, and looking down over the tops of her 
full round breasts, she could see that only an inch of his blood-
engorged cock had penetrated her impossibly stretched vagina. Her 
situation was hopeless.


The tightly clasping flesh around the head of his blood-filled penis 
served only to excite Ward more. He had to have his cock buried all the 
way up inside her moist young cunt before he jetted his impatiently 
churning sperm right then and there. He was aware that she was fighting 
him, her narrow unstretched vagina not yet adjusted to his massive 
thickness, but he couldn't keep himself in control any longer and only 
shoved deeper into her hotly squirming body.


"Ooooohhhh! Aaagghh! Nnnoo!" It was terrible, worse than Sheri had 
imagined it could possibly be, and she sank her teeth into her lower 
lip to stem the pain. He was like a maniac in his lust, and she thought 
he would kill her without ever knowing he was doing so. Worse than the 
pain was his apparent lack of concern for her feelings, and she felt 
humiliated and shamed for having led him on earlier. But when he shoved 
forward again, sinking his heavily throbbing cock in another few 
inches, the pain in her vagina was gone. The hurt that remained was in 
her mind, an accumulation of the suddenness of his approach and methods 
with her body, and for the young teenager, the last vestiges of her 
dreams about virginity lost, shattered with undignified force.


The warm glove-like feeling of her tightly clinging cunt around his 
pounding cock-flesh was sending such wild tremors of enjoyment to 
Ward's brain, that he knew he would have to do something quickly or he 
would cum at any second. Only a few inches of his swollen, raging cock 
remained outside the helplessly clasping mouth of her wide-split pussy, 
and he shoved hard forward with all his strength to sink the full 
length of it to its maximum depth up between her trembling legs. The 
lust-bloated cock-head ploughed up into the warm moist passage, parting 
the futilely resisting cuntal flesh like a massive pile-driver racing 
out of control.


"Uuugghh! Aaaaagghh!" Sheri didn't know what hit her, the suddenness of 
his penetration catching her unprepared. She felt as though the handle 
end of a baseball bat had been plunged up into her naked belly, and the 
surprise of being so suddenly filled by his mammoth penis made her 
tense up in a desperate effort to stop the final debasement of her 
body. She felt the hard rubbery tip of his cock pressing into her 
cervix deep inside, and she raised herself slightly on the floor 
cushions to look down between their lewdly joined bodies. His dark 
pubic hair was tangled with the lighter hair covering her wide-splayed 
vagina, and it staggered her imagination to think that his huge cock 
was now sunk all the way inside her no-longer-virginal belly!


Ward was almost beside himself. The fact of finally having his cock 
sunk deep in her snooty little belly was overwhelming, but the older 
man fought off his desire to cum, flexing the huge bulging head deep 
inside her quaking belly in an attempt to ward off the growing urgency 
of completion. She moaned as it stretched her wider still, her eyes 
dazed and unseeing from his cruel assault, but he couldn't wait. He 
wanted to fuck her for all she was worth, and immediately!


Pulling his hips back slowly, Ward withdrew his lengthy hardness from 
the depths of her constricted cuntal passage until only the thick, 
lust-swollen tip remained inside, and then with smoothly accelerating 
speed, he plunged heavily back into the warmth of her newly deflowered 
pussy.


"Oooohhh ... Pleeeeease! Oh! Oh! Oh!" The young blonde teenager chanted 
her displeasure to no avail as he began to fuck unmercifully up between 
her open thighs with long hard strokes.


Sheri was feeling nothing but shame and frustration, unable to 
understand why her boyfriend was acting so cruel and selfish, and the 
thought dominated her mind to such a degree, she didn't notice the 
reigniting sexual flame in the pit of her cock-filled belly.


The tight wet walls of her cunt seemed to flower open and then wrap 
warmly back around his hard driving cock as he shoved his hips forward 
in a powerful upward thrust. He was fucking her as hard and as fast as 
he was able, anxious to make up for all the frustrating nights he had 
longed to do it to her. Each deep, swift plunge of his lust-hardened 
penis was like a blow that released his pent-up emotions, and the 
strain of having to act like the perfect gentlemen all those times 
before now, was eased. It was as though he was finally completing an 
act that had started weeks in the past, and he was furious in his 
efforts to make up for lost time.


Sheri was squealing and squirming about beneath her boyfriend with each 
shattering lunge of his pistoning cock, and he gazed down hungrily over 
her writhing young body as he fucked his way in and out of her upturned 
pussy-flesh. Her thighs were pressing hard against his hips, making it 
more difficult for him to fuck her as fast as he wanted to, but there 
was little resistance as his cunt-moistened cock sluiced wetly in and 
out of her wide-splayed vaginal depths. The outer ring of glistening 
pink cuntal flesh seemed to flow inward with his rigidly sinking penis, 
and then it would roll back out as he withdrew again. Her tight little 
hair-lined slit was clasping around his inflexible cock so hard that he 
felt as though he could actually feel the blood swirling around deep 
inside it. His semen-filled balls swung freely below, slamming against 
the widespread crevice of her buttocks with a loud wet smacking noise, 
as her full, sensuously formed young breasts quivered and jerked on her 
chest from the impact of his lunge.


Her long blonde hair was spilled out all around on the carpet, twisting 
and tangling as she rolled her head from side to side. Her eyes were 
staring blankly upward, but her tongue was flashing out through her 
full red lips like a tiny pink phallus. Aroused by the sight of her 
moistly flicking tongue, the older bachelor pushed his hand beneath the 
rounded cheeks of her buttocks to lift her loins up higher to his 
vicious thrusts.


The incessant pounding in her ravaged young vagina was like thunder 
reverberating through her entire body, and she wanted to cry from the 
confusing emotions that darted through her mind. She couldn't let 
herself enjoy it even if she wanted to, because that would be like 
showing Ward that she approved of his violent methods. The 
inexperienced young teenager didn't want to believe that was the way 
sex was performed, so she tried to shut out the lewdly building little 
fires in her belly, a self protest to the way she was being treated.


Yet, she had to lift her head again to look down between her thighs at 
the huge, wetly glistening cock sliding in and out of her widespread 
vagina. It was angry red and slick with her cuntal secretions as it 
pulled out from between her milk-white thighs, and when it plunged into 
her belly again, she could feel his swollen testicles smack into her 
buttocks a moment before his unyielding cock hit the end of her ravaged 
young pussy. He fucked into her now with such savage force, she felt it 
like a shock wave pulsing through her entire body, and her firm young 
breasts quivered and danced lewdly from the force. Sheri thought she 
knew how a common whore must feel, used for sheer sexual gratification 
and nothing more. Her own no-longer-innocent cunt was now being fucked 
as though it were nestled there between her legs for Ward Murdock's 
lust alone.


But in spite of his savage attack on her naked body, the absence of any 
response was beginning to bother the older man, and he wanted to bring 
at least some sign of pleasure from the subjugated young girl beneath 
him. Her buttocks felt warm and soft cupped in his hands, and he could 
imagine the look of the tiny anal orifice tucked between her ass-
cheeks, like another mouth just below the tight fleshy warmth of her 
cunt. Extending his middle finger, he pushed it in between her buttocks 
and touched the hairless valley that led to her tiny puckered anus. 
Running the tip of his finger along the heated crevice, he felt certain 
that this one final action would get her to respond the way he wanted. 
The moment his finger made contact with the rubbery flesh of the nether 
opening, he pushed hard against it, causing her to moan in surprise. 
The elastic-like ring of warm anal flesh seemed to loosen and tighten 
as he pistoned his blood-engorged cock in and out of her clasping cunt, 
and twisted his fingertip around inside the tightly clenched lips of 
her anal passage.


"Ooooohhhhh! Uuuuugggghhh! Oooohhhh!" she groaned from the sensation of 
his unnatural probing at her defenseless anus. It seemed like she was 
again about to feel the pain of virgin entry as he worked his finger 
around and around inside the tiny orifice, but at the same time she was 
oddly stimulated by the notion of his violating her back there too.


"Oooohhhhh!" she gasped when he suddenly shoved his middle finger hard 
into the tightly resisting passageway, sinking it in to the first 
knuckle and feeling it held there by the warmth of her rectum. He could 
feel the hardness of his cock grinding in and out of her cuntal 
passage, through the thin membrane separating the two channels, and he 
probed deeper, driving his middle finger into the rubbery depths of her 
rectum to the second knuckle.


"OOOO ... uuuuuuggggghhh! Oooohhh!!" She reacted to the initial pain of 
his foreign entry, but there was something new, something almost 
masochistic in the pleasure that poured through her lewdly pinioned 
body. Her total mind and body were bombarded with the wild sensations 
of this new erotic experience, and the blonde teenager grunted softly 
and ground her buttocks back down onto his finger without actually 
being conscious of it. He accommodated her growing desire by worming 
his finger upward between her widespread buttocks until his palm was 
pressing tight against the nakedly quivering ass cheeks. Immediately, 
he began to slither his finger in and out of her clutching anal 
passage, in time to the intense motion of his pistoning cock in her now 
hungrily squeezing cunt, and she squirmed on the pillows beneath him, 
her anguish suddenly taking second place to the sensual delight filling 
her trembling belly. He was debasing her, using her, as if she were 
willing to do anything he wanted her to do, but the hard, long thrusts 
into her ravished young vagina were forcing her, in spite of her 
hesitation, to fuck back violently beneath the older man.


An unexplainable transformation in thinking suddenly engulfed the young 
girl's mind, as if she were oddly tuned in on the correct wavelength of 
her sexuality, startlingly aware of her body for the first time. She 
had known the pain of being so lewdly double-fucked, and now she wanted 
to know the heights of that pleasure too. The fire in her belly seemed 
to pulsate through every level of her dually impaled flesh as it became 
more and more intense. Sheri thought she could sense her swollen 
clitoris beating like a snare drum roll as its signals of lewdly 
spiraling desire danced electrically over every nerve in her lusting 
young body, and she knew that it was only going to get better and 
better. There was no question in her mind but that she was approaching 
an orgasm, and almost wantonly, she began fucking her hips up and down 
at his deeply embedded penis and finger in the frenzied rhythms that 
her thirty-three year old boyfriend had instigated in her seething cunt 
and anus.


"Aaaaaahhhh ... oohhhh ... yyeesssss!" She mewled like a lust-crazed 
she-devil, crying her newly discovered ecstasy to the mindless room. 
She was more now than just the hot, sensual young woman the bachelor 
had expected to find, her response to his fucking growing as though it 
were all that mattered in the world. The warm rubbery flesh of her 
rectum seemed to pull and suck at his skewering finger, wanting it 
deeper and deeper up inside her as he drove it through the tight, 
greedy grasp of her tiny anus. Her whole body was coming to life, her 
buttocks grinding smoothly under the long hard plunges of his throbbing 
cock, raising up to swallow hungrily his deepest drives, then gripping 
his hips between her straining thighs as if not wanting him to pull out 
of her again. She raised her legs up, opening her thighs even wider to 
his thrusts, and she arched her nakedly grinding hips up to meet him, 
writhing and twisting around the lust-knotted rod of flesh shoved to 
the furthest reaches of her wildly churning cunt.


"Ooooohhh, Godddd! Yessssss!"


He couldn't stop himself. Sheri looked and felt so explosively sensual 
as she moaned and squirmed passionately beneath him, his desire-bloated 
balls could no longer hold back the insistent pressure of his sperm. 
Then, like a boiler about to explode, the white hot cum began its wild 
dash toward the blood-filled head of his swollen penis. Slamming his 
hips forward to completely bury his bursting cock inside her fiery 
young belly, he arched his back and threw his head up as the first 
gratifying surge of his climax shot deep into her hungrily clasping 
cunt. He couldn't stop it, and his penis swelled to massive proportions 
as it fired out the raging semen with wild staccato jerks.


"Oooohhh ... ohhhhh! Goddddd! I'm cummmmiinnnngggg!" The young teenager 
twisted violently on the pillows beneath her body as she felt the blast 
of searing male cum splash into the wildly spasming depths of her cunt. 
Her mind swam with a thousand lewd images as she kicked her legs out 
wide and ground her lust-heated young vaginal passage up hard against 
his loins, her belly seeming to explode in violent answer to his hotly 
spewing sperm. The wickedly forbidden feeling of his middle finger 
buried deep in her burning rectum seemed only to intensify everything 
she felt, and she wanted it all, again and again and again.


"Oooooohhhhh, fuck me! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" she chanted the 
obscene words mindlessly beneath him.


His emptying balls seemed to dash right past the head of his squirting 
cock, his mind deep within the liquid depths of her crazily sucking 
cunt, and her heated orgasmic secretions suddenly gushed back out 
around the thick base of his throbbing penis. Tiny pearl-like drops of 
cum clung briefly to the curling blonde strands of her pubic hair 
before slowly running down the widespread crevice of her buttocks to 
moisten his finger buried deep in her puckered anus below. He bucked 
insanely over her sweat-slick body, filling her steadily milking pussy 
with his boiling cum until it overflowed again and again out her 
tightly locked cuntal lips and down onto the cushions beneath.


"Ooohhhhhhh ... uuugggghhhh! Ugghh!" Sheri groaned as her belly rippled 
nakedly with the passion she had so long tried to deny herself, and she 
was lost in the frenzied heat of total sexual abandonment. For several 
moments she hung suspended on the peak of ecstasy, her newly matured 
young cunt welded hotly to the fleshy shaft squirting out its liquid 
fire into the hidden recesses of her now unquenchable pussy, and there 
was no way on earth she could deny the sheer animal pleasure it gave 
her. She was a woman, complete and fulfilled no matter how it had 
occurred, and she wanted it to go on forever and ever.


For several long moments, Ward's heavily jerking cock throbbed out the 
last of his steaming cum, filling her satiated little cunt, with the 
final rippling spasms of his orgasm. But then he was exhausted, spent, 
and his arms trembled, feeling like they could no longer hold up his 
sperm-drained body. He fell heavily on top of her still slightly 
jerking body, pulling his middle finger from her heated anus as he 
groaned and gasped for air.


It was over, but she didn't want it to stop. Wiggling her buttocks 
sensuously up against his deflating cock, she tried desperately to milk 
more life from his cum-drained balls, but then her muscles, too, felt 
the strain of their wild, uncontrolled lovemaking. Slowly the spasms in 
her belly died down, and for a brief moment she remembered how she had 
come to be in her present position. She knew she should be angry with 
her boyfriend, but the newly discovered pleasure of sexual passion had 
dissipated her initial fury.


The ceiling stopped spinning above her, and Sheri remembered that she 
was lying on her back, her body naked beneath the partially clad man 
that she had promised herself would not be the one to take her 
virginity. His limp penis was still clamped inside her cum-flooded 
pussy while the combined secretions of their mutual climax trickled 
slowly down between the cheeks of her buttocks, warming the tiny 
puckered opening to her rectum. Sheri tried to make herself angry 
again, working up steam to tell him off for the way he treated her, but 
all she could do was laugh to herself. She had lost her virginity, but 
she never considered that a big prize, had she? What was important was 
the experience of sexual involvement, and now that she had a taste of 
it, she knew that she had to have it often.


When Ward began to stir, his breathing coming more evenly, her only 
thoughts were concerned with him. She hoped he'd liked what he had just 
taken, as she could think of no other way to get him to spend Christmas 
vacation with her, and now she couldn't imagine going through those 
three weeks without getting fucked, often and hard!


Chapter 3


Walking back toward Sheri's apartment in the darkness of late evening, 
her brother Kevin felt an entirely different atmosphere from what he 
had experienced late that afternoon on the same street. The tall palms, 
dark and bulky against the night sky, should have seemed foreboding, 
but he missed that aspect of the street completely. Where earlier it 
had seemed staid and lifeless, the lighted houses now appeared warm and 
inviting, and there was no doubt in his mind about the human qualities 
of the people within. The surroundings radiated with warmth, matching 
the almost iridescent waves radiating from his satisfied ego ... to say 
nothing of his body. It had been quite an evening!


He had asked Susan Hatton, wonderful Susan, to drop him off several 
blocks from his sister's apartment, as he needed time to think before 
returning to the unfamiliar apartment and the certain questions from 
his sister. He walked in a semi-daze, his gait somewhat buoyant, as if 
his feet were hardly touching the ground, and in his mind, he recounted 
again and again the events of the past few hours, imagining far more 
significance in each turning point than was actually deserved.


Susan had been late, more than half an hour overdue, and he had 
considered his waiting of major consequence. Had he become angry, 
nervous, or simply given up and left, the whole thing would never have 
happened! Actually, he had considered giving up after the first fifteen 
minutes, but it was because he had little else to do and nowhere to go 
that he remained standing in front of the apartment window.


He was watching the undulating hips of a young female stroller when a 
large, expensive Cadillac came speeding up the street and suddenly U-
turned in the middle of the street. Immediately his heart began to 
pound in his chest, but in spite of his overwhelming curiosity, he held 
back from going out to the curb, waiting to be sure the car was going 
to stop. It did, and when he saw the girl behind the steering wheel, he 
stayed frozen to the spot, taking in a vision he had not anticipated.


She got out of the car on the driver's side, and for a moment he 
figured she was someone else, possibly someone just visiting the 
apartment building, but as she came around the vehicle, there was no 
doubt that she was staring up at him. He silently thanked his sister as 
the girl came into full view, her appearance far better than he ever 
would have expected. In fact she was downright sexy!


Her pretty young face was smooth and unblemished, a face that could 
easily be taken as that of an innocent young girl, but there was 
something more, something in her look that implied experience. Her 
reddish-brown hair was straight and long, the purposely uneven ends 
falling at least six inches below her shoulders, and its thick lushness 
was such that he thought it would be a joy to touch. He was relieved to 
see she was wearing a casual outfit, the cardigan sweater with large 
buttons down the front, and a short skirt of material similar to the 
sweater, and his eyes roamed excitedly over the lush young figure her 
clothes revealed.


"You must be Kevin, Sheri's brother?" she said, her voice soft and 
pleasant when he reached the curb, slightly out of breath. She extended 
her right hand as she came up beside him, and he touched it lightly, 
feeling the warmth of her flesh against his palm.


"Right you are. And you're Susan of course!"


She nodded in answer, her bright blue eyes flashing as she openly 
looked him over. He held her hand a little too long to be a simple 
greeting, and the moment that they stood face to face seemed like hours 
of intense wonder. He remembered it as being the time of decision, the 
second major event of the evening.


As he thought back on it while walking home to the apartment, he 
couldn't clearly remember what he had said after the initial meeting, 
but instead it had seemed like he took command so to speak, guiding her 
to the expensive Caddy, then sliding behind the wheel himself. He 
didn't think he had even bothered to ask if she minded his driving her 
car. One thing had been certain however, and that had been his total 
unconcern about where they went for dinner.


"If you're really hungry, we can go to a restaurant, but what do you 
say we just grab a hamburger somewhere?"


It was the right thing to say, though he wasn't aware of it. Susan 
liked his manner, because he obviously wasn't trying to impress her 
with money.


"Hamburgers sound fine."


Her reply had made things simple for him, and he happily drove the 
expensive car toward one of the nearby drive-ins.


They conversed along the way, but it was mostly small talk, the kind 
that feels out the other person without being too blatant. As he had 
surmised, the car was her father's, but he was surprised to learn that 
she had lied to her parents and was supposed to be out with other girls 
from her high school tonight.


"It was the only way I could get my father to give me the car. I didn't 
want to go into any long explanation. He was late getting home, and I 
was afraid you wouldn't wait," she said smiling mischievously.


The prattle continued while they ate hamburgers and French fries, and 
they became so engrossed with each other, they got hungry all over 
again. Kevin was first to suggest having something else, and she 
readily agreed.


"You know, I'd like another hamburger!"


"Me too!" she replied, and they both laughed.


They ate their second "dinner" in an even more relaxed mood than the 
first. They joked about each other's schools, and compared notes on the 
types of teachers each had. Through it all, however, he couldn't keep 
his mind off Susan's sexy body.


The top two buttons of her sweater had been left unfastened and just 
enough of her young firm breasts was exposed to keep him somewhat 
distracted. The lush fullness filled her sweater nicely, and he was 
pretty sure that the small pointed impressions in the middle meant she 
was wearing no brassiere. When she leaned forward across the narrow 
table, he could look in the open top of her sweater and see the upper 
part of her hugely-set breasts and the narrow valley plunging down into 
darkness between their firm, full roundness. When that happened, it was 
difficult for him to hear what she was saying.


Several times during the meal his cock jerked hotly in his pants from 
just looking at her, and, as chance would have it, when they finished 
eating he was painfully hard. He stayed seated, waiting for his hard-on 
to recede, and the moment he thought it would no longer be noticeable, 
he jumped up and suggested they leave. It wasn't until they were back 
in her car that he realized he didn't know where to go next.


"Anything special you'd like to do?" he asked, putting the burden on 
her. He knew what he wanted to do, but he felt it might be a little too 
early to just drive somewhere and park.


"We're near a place I know. You drive, and I'll give directions," she 
answered, her smile telling him more than he understood.


He realized later that if he had known where she was guiding him, he 
most probably would have been too nervous to take advantage of the 
situation when they got there. He had believed she was talking about an 
ice cream parlor or something, and had driven innocently along 
according to her directions, all the time wishing that he had a private 
place to take her. In retrospect, it was his success at covering his 
surprise when they reached "the place," that had to be the final 
significant turning point on the road to his achievement of the 
evening. What remained was etched clearly in his mind as an event he 
knew he would never forget.


He had driven the car without conscious concern where her directions 
were taking them, but instead, he thought about the places he might go 
later in the evening. He was frustrated by his lack of knowledge of the 
area, and he was unable to come up with a satisfactory conclusion to 
his thoughts. There was no place he knew of that would be private 
enough to make him feel comfortable in his efforts to conquer her 
luscious young body. But his frustration was quickly replaced by 
excitement when he realized where Susan Hatton was guiding him.


"Turn left there ... on the other side of that big oak tree!" she said.


It suddenly dawned on the teenager that they were headed toward the low 
coastal hills, and when he saw the narrow dirt road beyond the large 
oak tree, he realized she wasn't talking about just any old place. In 
the rear view mirror he could see the shimmering lights of the harbor 
area, spread out below ... a carpet of colored jewels.


"Stop here!" she said suddenly.


"O.K., you fooled me. I haven't the slightest idea where we are," he 
said, looking around the deserted area. Once the car headlights were 
shut off, the nearest light he could see appeared to be miles away.


"Simple. This is the beginning of a new suburban housing development. 
Out there about half a mile is where the first buildings are going up," 
she said pointing over to her right.


It was too dark for him to see what she was pointing at, but he nodded 
to imply that he understood, though he didn't. If it wasn't for the 
dull glow from the city lights far below them on the hill, he thought 
he wouldn't even be able to see her sitting next to him.


"That's very interesting. How did you know about this place?" He made 
the comment lightly, but he was seriously interested in knowing. He 
still wasn't sure how much experience she had, and if she had been in 
that spot with others in the past, he would have some idea of what he 
could expect to get from her.


"That's easy, my father engineered this whole thing!" She gestured with 
her arms as if to indicate everything around them.


He was impressed, but he didn't show it, as he was more interested in 
why she had led him to that spot. It certainly wasn't just to show him 
her father's development!


"I don't think I could ever get any work done having a view like that 
to look at all day ... Kinda spectacular, huh?" He wanted to get the 
conversation back to themselves.


"I thought you'd like what you could see up here," she stated, her 
double meaning unmistakable.


"I do," he said turning to look at her. He was still sitting directly 
behind the steering wheel, and she was across the wide seat, almost 
against the door. But her eyes seemed to beckon to him, an invitation 
to slide over next to her voluptuous young figure. Her long, tapering 
legs were stretched out in front of her, but not crossed, and in that 
position, her already short skirt seemed even shorter to him. The 
smooth white flesh of her thighs was almost completely exposed, and he 
felt a twitch in his pants as he imagined what was nestled a few scant 
inches up from the hem of that tantalizingly short skirt.


He hesitated, not realizing that his pause had a dramatic effect, and 
when she rolled her tongue slowly over the soft red oval of her parted 
lips, he moved over toward her. Her eyes stayed fixed on his, as if she 
were overcome by his intense physical presence, and it was enough to 
give him all the confidence he needed. She was willing and ready, of 
that he felt certain, but for how much, he didn't know.


His mind was filled with questions as he leaned close to her, his mouth 
slightly open as he pressed it against her parted lips. He didn't 
really know very much about Susan Hatton, and he was wondering if she 
was actually only interested in some innocent petting. But then he felt 
the warm, wet flesh of her tongue slipping between their tightly joined 
lips, and the unusual thrill that danced through his loins made him 
decide to go for broke.


A feverish sense of urgency took hold of him, and he answered her kiss, 
driving his tongue deep inside the warm moist cavern of her mouth in a 
plunging search for heightened pleasure. She responded by opening her 
mouth wider, and her reaction encouraged him to explore her sensually 
curved young body with his hands.


Caressing her softness through the warm, smooth material of her 
sweater, the eager sixteen year old found that even limited contact 
with her body made his blood begin to boil. His desire-engorged penis 
was painfully hardened in the restrictive confinement of his pants, and 
he twisted on the car seat in an effort to get comfortable. He wanted 
to open his fly to free his rigidly lengthened cock, but it was an 
action that he couldn't bring himself to do. It had to wait until he 
was sure she was ready to let him put it to work, and while letting his 
hands roam more intimately over her, he still was afraid of moving too 
quickly, too soon.


He kissed her harder, his tongue teasing at the sensitive inner flesh 
of her mouth, believing his action would distract her from his real 
purpose as he ran the palm of one hand up over the tips of the full 
rounded mounds of her breasts. Even with the sweater between, he knew 
that he was feeling the erect bud of her nipple, and the idea of seeing 
her breasts naked made him even bolder. With the fingers of one hand, 
he unfastened the buttons running down the front of her sweater, 
unaware that she was sloping her shoulders forward to make his efforts 
easier, and once the last button was undone, he pushed the soft 
material to either side.


He was surprised to find she was wearing no brassiere, even though he'd 
thought before that she probably wasn't. The direct contact with her 
warm smooth flesh made his heartbeat quicken, and he cupped his hand 
over one soft resilient mound, feeling the hardness of her tiny nipple. 
His fingers instinctively squeezed the pliant flesh, rolling the bud-
like tip between his thumb and forefinger, and the provocative brunette 
reacted by twisting her lips from his, then moving her mouth close to 
his ear.


"Let me kiss your thing," she had whispered, and then for emphasis, she 
had moved her hand over the excitedly rising bulge in his pants.


Reflecting on it as he walked along the quiet street, Kevin wondered 
what exactly had gone through his mind when his date for the evening 
had spoken those stimulating words. What had followed occurred quickly, 
though each second of it was as vivid in his memory as if it had just 
happened. He knew that Susan's suggestion had without a doubt appealed 
to him, but he had it in his mind then to fuck her, and he guessed he'd 
thought to take her up on her offer at a later time. He wished he had 
her sensual young mouth around the head of his cock right now as he 
walked along the street, but somehow he had the idea that he would 
never see her again. The earlier events of the evening now seemed 
almost unreal, as even the place they were parked had been too good to 
be true. It was so isolated that he didn't have to worry about someone 
interrupting them, and he thought perhaps that was a help in what 
happened next.


His sensitive young penis had jerked in his pants as her hand rubbed 
against its hardness, and he thought he would be unable to hold back 
his boiling sperm when he realized her fingers were unzipping his fly. 
Christ, he had to get into her pussy, and fast! Dropping his hand from 
her breast, he reached under the hem of her skirt to slide his fingers 
up between her soft inner thighs. He was anticipating difficulty with 
her panties in the close confines of the car, but as his fingers moved 
closer to his goal, he felt the soft tickle of her pubic hair against 
them. For a second, he hesitated, but then, as his hand moved on up 
between her slightly parted thighs, he suddenly felt his fingers 
pressing into her warm, naked cunt. Susan wasn't wearing panties!


Trembling with excitement, he traced the unfamiliar outline of her 
wetly waiting pussy, running his fingers over the soft hair-covered 
mound that was divided by the narrowest of slits up between her legs. 
Her pubic hair was soft and silky in texture, and he parted it with his 
middle finger to feel the warmly pulsating flesh of her vaginal lips. 
By that time she had his zipper down and was working with the fastener 
at the waist of his pants while he slowly and carefully worked his 
finger up into the hair-fringed folds of her moistly seeping cunt. She 
stopped her frantic groping for his penis for a moment and clamped her 
legs together, trapping his hand tightly between her inner thighs. It 
was like he was directing her thoughts as his middle finger pressed 
against her clitoris, and she moaned aloud from the wild stimulation it 
created.


"Ooooohhh ... yesss ... Oh, Kevin, rub it there!"


Feeling the hardened little pleasure bud under his fingertip, he rolled 
it back and forth, and each movement of his finger seemed to be 
amplified through her twisting body like great crashing waves. She 
intermittently groaned and gasped as he massaged her clitoris with 
quickening motions, and her entire body seemed to be guided by his 
middle finger, suspending her in thrilling ecstasy. Then, as if she had 
never stopped, she again started working with the clasp of his pants, 
only her actions now were more frantic, creating a tantalizing new 
feeling of mystery and urgency.


With his mind already imagining the stirring excitation of having her 
hand on his nakedly upstanding penis, Kevin moved his middle finger 
down the soft, curl-covered furrow of the brazen girl's pussy until he 
felt the warm moisture around the tight little opening of her cunt. 
Screwing his finger into the smooth, butter-soft flesh, he wormed it 
unhesitatingly up inside the narrow passageway until his palm was 
pressed flat against her naked pubic mound. At the same moment that the 
slick wet walls of her pussy flesh clamped tightly around his middle 
finger, she succeeded in getting his rigid cock free of his pants.


Clear of the confining material, his blood-filled shaft swelled even 
larger, purple veins throbbing with pumping blood as she grasped it in 
her hand. He was anticipating the contact, and when it came, his whole 
body tensed with exhilarating desire. After a moment of exploring its 
rigid shape with her fingers, she began to tease and stroke his 
excitedly pounding member while grinding her own widely spread pelvis 
down against his lewdly buried finger, and a flood of passion took over 
his mind and body. He had to get inside of her ... had to ... had to 
fuck her until every drop of his cum was drained from his sperm-bloated 
balls.


"Now," he groaned, twisting across the car seat to position himself on 
the floor in front of her. It was awkward as his pants dropped down 
around his thighs, but there was enough room in the large car so that 
he could position himself on his knees between her wide-spread legs. 
His erectly jutting cock was pointing toward the spot his finger had 
probed only seconds before, and that was the way he wanted it.


The floor of the car felt hard under his knees, but he did not concern 
himself with the minor discomfort. It was his first real chance to see 
what he had been fondling with his fingers. He stared with excited 
anticipation as the teenage girl, her eyes glazed with lust, pulled her 
skirt up and bunched it obscenely around her hips.


There was no question about her being aroused, and yet at the same time 
her slow, deliberate hip movements were driving him crazy. It was the 
most sexually stimulating sight he'd ever seen, and it was all he could 
do to hold back and not lunge for her immediately. Her open sweater was 
a soft frame for the twin mounds of her proudly quivering breasts, and 
the dark pink nipples that crowned the lust-inciting flesh were 
hardened like raised buttons. But more important to him at that moment 
was the simple fact that her hot young pussy was completely exposed to 
his gaze. Her naked lower torso was a glowing white expanse of warm 
feminine flesh, and nestled right below her flat belly, there between 
her soft inner thighs, was the silky smooth curve of her curl-rimmed 
little pussy!


He looked up, awe-struck for a second, and his heartbeat quickened as 
he saw the tip of her tongue roll slowly and wetly around her full 
sensual lips. Her breasts seemed to quiver with her heavy breathing. 
Then she was sinking down, squirming her naked buttocks across the seat 
toward the smooth, rubbery flesh at the head of his throbbing cock. She 
hesitated for an instant, but then gasped as if having to resign 
herself to a craving need. As she slouched down, her wide-splayed knees 
rising, she moved her glistening pink pussy lips to the edge of the 
seat, close enough so that the wisps of her dark pubic hair were 
brushing lightly against the tip of his rigid penis.


"Ooooh, do it to me ... Fuck me, Kevin ... NOW!"


Her lewd words reverberated through his lust-crazed brain, a mixture of 
sensual pleading and positive demand. Groaning with unleashed passion, 
the young teenager arched his hips forward, thrusting at her open 
little cunt mouth with urgent abandon, but she held him back with her 
hands on his shoulders as if cautioning him to go slowly. Feeling 
ashamed of his display of over-eagerness, he slowed down, but his 
testicles throbbed with the pressure of swirling sperm as she used the 
tip of his blood-engorged penis to teasingly part the thin hair-lined 
slit of her pussy. It was all he could do to keep from spewing his cum 
all over her naked belly right then, as the smooth, tickling contact of 
her pussy hairs sent shock after shock of violent pleasure up the 
length of his rigidly swollen cock.


Then it was there. The lust-thickened cock-head was pressing into the 
tight wet mouth of her vagina, and she raised her buttocks up off the 
seat as if signaling that she was ready to suck him up inside her 
desire-inflamed flesh.


Kevin's only thought was to get his painfully aching young cock buried 
in her heated cuntal depths, and nothing could have stopped him then, 
including the girl changing her mind. He pressed forward, feeling the 
resistance of the elastic-like outer lips give way to his rock-hard 
penis, and for a moment the pink flesh of her tight young cunt rolled 
inward with his thrust. But then, the path was suddenly clear, and he 
snapped his hips forward, driving his long hard rod of flesh deep up 
inside the tightly clasping passage until the whole pulsating head was 
caught in the unyielding grip of her cunt mouth.


"Ooooohhh, darling! You're so biggg!" Susan moaned through passion-
tensed lips, and she spread her legs, pulling her knees as far apart 
and as far back as was possible in the close confinement of the car 
seat.


Kevin was in complete control of the situation now, and he knew it, 
although this was the first time he'd ever fucked a girl. She was at 
his mercy. He ground his heavily throbbing cock forward a fraction of 
an inch at a time, and each tiny advance brought a squeal of pleasure 
from the depths of the wealthy girl's throat. His pounding cock seemed 
to grow even larger as it gradually unfolded deeper and deeper in her 
tight warm pussy flesh, and he could feel the walls of the flowering 
passage parting before him and sucking wetly and warmly all around the 
sensitized shaft of his cock. It was almost more than he could stand, 
yet the apparent mastery he experienced over her body and mind at that 
moment kept him from ramming the whole length of his cock up into her 
quivering belly with one vicious thrust. As he ground his buttocks 
around, fucking deeper and deeper, she seemed to become more and more 
frantic with lust, and finally with all of his senses stimulated, the 
youth could no longer proceed bit by bit. The sight, smell and feel of 
her sensually squirming body was just too overwhelming, and with nearly 
half of his rock-hard cock still protruding from her tautly locked 
pussy, he thrust forward to drive the remaining length all the way 
home.


"Ooooohhh ... God! Uuuuggghhh!" She cried out as the fullness of his 
thickly pulsating flesh drove mercilessly up the desire-moistened 
passage of her resisting cunt until the blunt tip smashed heavily into 
her cervix. His almost hairless young loins slapped up against her 
cock-pierced loins with a loud thud, the impact causing the full twin 
mounds of her breasts to jiggle on her chest.


For a moment he was afraid to move, as the sensation of her tight 
vagina rippling warmly around his flaming cock made it lurch 
perceptibly close to orgasm, and he took several quick breaths in an 
effort to still the sperm in his pounding balls. Jesus! In her own car, 
he was fucking the most sensual female animal he'd ever known in his 
life, the first woman he'd ever fucked in his life! He had to get on 
with it, and quick!


She began to moan softly in his ear, grinding her naked buttocks up 
hungrily against his loins, and the tantalizing motion made his cock 
jerk several times deep inside her burning womb.


Feeling every inch of her contracting cunt around his deeply imbedded 
shaft, he withdrew with a long even stroke until only the huge, bulbous 
head remained inside the clasping mouth of her pussy. Her obscene 
undulations seemed even more animated now, as though begging him to 
plunge back up into her, and he acknowledged her unspoken plea with a 
vicious forward thrust, ramming into her belly with agonizing force.


"Aaaaaggghh ... Oooohh ... Yesss, lover! Like that! Like that!"


The silken hair-covered lips of her cunt seemed to snap up his lengthy 
cock as he drove it to maximum depth, the smooth wet walls rippling 
before it as the thick head skewered even deeper into her quaking 
belly. What a fuck ... What a wild, ecstatic fuck, he thought, better 
than he'd ever expected his first time to be. Her eyes, wide open, 
looked down over jiggling breasts at the thick rod of male flesh 
ramming up between her milk-white legs, and the harder he drove, the 
wider her eyes became. Her tongue flicked wetly out of her sensuous 
mouth again and again, as if tasting some invisible pleasure that clung 
to her soft parted lips. Her breasts, ripe, round and pointed, were 
rising and falling with her excited breathing, and the dark material of 
her skirt bunched at her waist served as startling contrast to their 
pale form. It was a sight he had dreamed about many times.


He fell into an easy rhythmic motion, his hands gripping her smoothly 
flaring hips to control the violent pace, and he too stared in awe at 
the glistening pussy that seemed to be perfectly made for his rigid 
penis. On the long instroke his pubic hair would entangle with the thin 
dark wisps of her sparsely growing pubic curls, his cum-heavy balls 
slapping into the deep crevice dividing her ass-cheeks. Leaning back, 
he could watch the pink flanges of her tightly gripping cunt roll 
outward with his withdrawing penis as if wanting to hold on, keeping it 
from ever leaving her hungering cuntal depths. The sight was 
exhilarating, and the lust-crazed young teenager drove his cock deep 
into the very core of her loins on the verge of exploding with his 
growing need.


Susan was grinding back and forth beneath his long hard thrusts, her 
knees lifted up and out wide, spreading her vulnerable young cunt to 
his will. Her deep throaty groans became louder and louder, and she 
pulled at his waist with her hands, seeming to plead for her final and 
complete submissive debasement.


"Oh yes! Fuck me! Fuck me, lover! Fuck me hard like that! Fuck me!" she 
chanted, the lewd lust-inciting words intoned to each of his frantic 
yet rhythmic strokes.


There were so many things he wanted to do to her while he had her like 
this, numerous images of sexual fantasy filling his brain so quickly 
that he didn't know where to begin, and the thoughts of those pleasures 
were so intense, he knew he was destined to finish before he ever 
really got started. She was just too arousing, too animalistic in her 
sexual frenzy, and he was unable to contain himself any longer.


"God ... going to cum ... I'm ... uugghhh!"


He jerked his hips forward with hard urgent thrusts, the swollen, 
blood-filled head of his cock buried deep in her burning cunt, and he 
gasped again and again as he struggled to hold back his boiling sperm 
another second. An electric sensation at the tip of his deep-sunk cock 
sent pleasure signal after pleasure signal up the turgid length of his 
thickly distended shaft, and his balls released the heated cum with 
swift reply.


Groaning, Kevin shoved his full quivering length into her wide-splayed 
cunt as the sperm dashed wildly through his heavily jerking young 
penis, and he groaned again as the first shattering burst of thick male 
cum shot out with tremendous force from the dilated tip and splashed 
deep into her receptively waiting vaginal channel. She was ready for 
it, and she shoved her hips up to meet his forward lunge, locking him 
tightly against her pelvis with the backs of her calves wrapped 
serpent-like around his hard-driving buttocks.


"Oooohhh! God, lover! Give it to meee! Give it to meee! I'mmm 
cuuummmiiinnnggg!"


The soft wet walls of her spewing cunt seemed to ripple crazily up and 
down the full length of his jerking cock, flash after flash of her 
orgasm exploding from deep in her naked belly. Her sensuality was all 
consuming, and Kevin felt the overpowering sensations might last 
forever. She squirmed and writhed against his squirting, swollen cock, 
gasping and moaning alternately as the thrills of her own orgasm racked 
through her luscious young body, and the combined juices of their 
mutual climax dripped slowly back out around the thick base of his 
penis, soaking their tangled pubic hair with its warm, clinging 
stickiness.


What a way to go ... What a beautiful fucking way to go! Kevin thought, 
realizing that his cock was half-hard again, trying to put the images 
of young Susan Hatton out of his mind as he neared the entrance to the 
apartment building. His date had ended abruptly after his still jerking 
young cock had pulled from her satiated vagina. She had hurriedly 
buttoned up her sweater and pulled her skirt down, and without speaking 
had slid behind the wheel and started the car. A bit confused by her 
actions, he had held back saying anything until they were close to his 
sister's apartment, and then he had simply asked her to drop him there. 
She had said something earlier, but he'd paid little attention to her. 
He was totally overcome by his own reaction to the evening, and since 
he would be returning to Santa Maria after the Christmas vacation, he 
doubted there was much chance of seeing Susan again, anyway.


When he entered the apartment grounds, he stopped for a moment to look 
at the building, dark against the night sky, and as he'd expected, 
everything around him looked different. Everything looked different to 
the young teenager now that he was no longer a virgin. But the most 
important element of his adventures that evening was that they held out 
the promise of other, more daring experiences, and he made a mental 
note to keep that fact foremost in his mind. By doing so, he felt 
certain that even the Christmas vacation might prove to be as 
exhilarating as tonight.


Chapter 4


The drive had been long, the traffic heavy, and the car's radio her 
sole companion. Understandably, Donna Howell was weary. Add the facts 
that she had slept restlessly the previous night, had left much later 
than anticipated, was now traveling over an unfamiliar road, and it was 
not hard to understand that the blonde schoolteacher was slightly 
irritable as well.


It was an exhausted Donna Howell who finally stumbled into the lobby of 
the Ahwahnee Hotel, inquired about her family, and dutifully followed 
the bag-toting bell captain across the terrace, over a rough-hewn 
bridge, and up to the door of a large, single story cabin tucked under 
stately pines in the shadow of the towering main building.


And it was a bubbling, stretch-pants and ski sweater clad daughter who 
answered the bell captain's knock.


"Mom! There you are! We were worried." Donna smiled a greeting to her 
daughter, then followed the bell captain inside. Her eyes widened in 
surprise at the handsome man who rose from his chair and followed the 
now empty-handed hotel employee back to the door, filling it with a 
single crisp note. Donna's mouth must have been gaping open because 
when the stranger turned, his eyes suddenly crinkled with matching 
incredulity.


"Mom. This is Ward Murdock," Sheri said cheerfully.


Donna was too stunned to speak. Good God, she thought, he's nearly my 
own age!


"It's a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Howell," he replied expectantly.


A short, but definitely awkward silence followed. Finally Donna managed 
a crisp: "Mr. Murdock." Then, swinging around, her eyes challenging 
Sheri's, she asked: "Where's Kevin?"


"He met another boy," Sheri answered, "who's staying at the hotel and 
they've gone over to the Camp Curry ice skating rink with the boy's 
family. He said not to worry, they invited him to dinner, and not to 
expect him back until nine."


Donna was too stunned to think clearly, but sober enough to wonder what 
was happening to her close-knit family. First this strange older man 
and then Kevin not being here when she arrived. The exhaustion of the 
day caught up with her, and she suddenly felt giddy. Stretching out one 
arm, she steadied herself against a nearby chair.


"You look tired, Mrs. Howell," Ward Murdock said pleasantly. "Can I fix 
you a drink?"


"A drink?"


"Ward makes excellent martinis," Sheri interjected. "And just wait 
until you see all the groceries and things he bought us."


Donna glanced at the coffee table and noted the martini glasses and 
pitcher. It was apparent that he had been about to prepare drinks. 
Maybe a drink would steady her nerves, she thought. She nodded yes, and 
then realized that, by her own word, Sheri had experienced this man's 
martinis before.


"I was about to mix a batch, but if you'd prefer something else?"


"No. A martini sounds fine. Thank you."


Donna moved to the couch and sat down next to Sheri as Ward began 
busily mixing the drinks. When he served them, she took a sip before 
remembering she hadn't eaten since breakfast. Being tired and not 
having eaten was a dangerous combination, she realized, but the drink 
did taste good and she quickly drank it down.


"Would you care for another?" Ward asked.


"I really shouldn't, Mr. Murdock."


"... Ward," he interjected.


"Ward," she repeated. "But it was very good."


He needed no further incentive, and the confused young mother did not 
object when he refilled her glass. The three of them sat sipping their 
martinis, interspersing the consumption of alcohol with small talk. 
Ward was very suave and polite, asking Donna questions about school, 
and he proved to be surprisingly knowledgeable about teaching. It came 
to her as no great shock when he explained he was an assistant 
professor of English Literature at San Diego State, and Donna, with the 
aid of alcohol, began to warm to his easy banter. After a half hour and 
one more martini, Ward abruptly asked:


"I was planning to take Sheri to the hotel for dinner. I hope you'll 
join us."


"Thank you," she said rising, "but I really can't tonight. It's been a 
long day for me, and to be quite honest, I welcome the opportunity to 
go to bed early."


"Oh, Mom! You need to get out more, and you can't have eaten already. 
Won't you change your mind?" Sheri asked.


"No, really, I can't, but don't let me hold you two up. I'm sure you 
must be famished."


"Maybe tomorrow night then?" Ward said, rising.


"Perhaps ..." Donna replied indecisively, weariness clearly evident in 
her tone.


"Well, if I can't change your mind, we'll be going ..."


Donna walked with them to the front door, then stood in the open 
doorway until they had disappeared over the bridge, across the terrace, 
and into the hotel. Closing the front door, Donna walked slowly back 
into the living room, staring vacantly at the coffee table, her mind 
whirring with concerned thoughts. Unconsciously, she picked up the 
martini pitcher, poured the remainder into her empty glass, and drained 
it in one gulp. The burning sensation in her throat seemed to suddenly 
bring her to her senses.


"Damn!" she exclaimed aloud, then set the glass down and walked 
uncertainly toward the kitchen. She was hungry and opened the 
refrigerator, searching, but nothing looked appetizing. Confused and 
upset, she decided the best thing to do was to go to bed.


She walked down the short hallway that led to the four bedrooms and 
sitting room, checking each one as she passed. Three of the bedrooms, 
like the sitting room, were fairly small and each contained partially 
unpacked suitcases, but the fourth bedroom, the one next to Ward 
Murdock's, was quite large. It had a separate dressing room and 
bathroom, and she was pleased to note that they had left it for her 
use.


Donna returned to the living room for her own suitcase and carried it 
back to her bedroom; the effort bringing into sharp focus her 
weariness. She did not often drink alcohol and the effect of the four 
martinis left her gasping at even this slightest exertion.


She walked straight into the dressing room, and began to disrobe, 
trying to keep her mind off her daughter. It was too much to believe 
that she might be involved with a man old enough to be her father, a 
man that should more fittingly be dating a woman her age instead of 
Sheri's. Putting her dress on a hanger, the troubled young mother then 
closed the closet door, and in the process saw her own full reflection 
in the mirror mounted on the outside. Whether it was making a mental 
comparison with her daughter, or just seeing how much her own age 
showed, she stood there for a moment examining herself.


She looked younger than thirty seven, that much she was willing to 
concede, but she didn't think of herself as being very attractive. This 
opinion was part of her defense mechanism, and she couldn't have been 
more off base. Her body was still like that of a girl in her early 
twenties, soft where she should be soft, and firm in all the tight 
places. She loosened her brassiere, letting it fall away from her full, 
rounded breasts, and though she wouldn't admit it, she was proud of the 
fact that they still stood out high and proud without support. Lowering 
her hands to the elastic waistband of her panties, Donna shifted her 
gaze down over her flat, still taut stomach, watching the smoothly 
curved flesh of her buttocks come into view as she lowered her white 
nylon panties. An instant later she was staring at her naked figure, 
and her eyes looked again and again at the soft triangle of light 
blonde pubic hair. It looked silky smooth and untouched, a condition 
that had been the case for some time, and she allowed herself to wonder 
for a moment if she really looked as young as she appeared, or if it 
was just her imagination. She decided it had to be her old weakness 
asserting itself, and she turned away from the mirror, grabbing a 
nightgown on her way to the bathroom.


After brushing her teeth, the young mother turned off all the lights 
except the one by her bed, then turned down the covers and stretched 
out between the cool sheets. Once again feeling tired, she switched off 
the bedside light, closing her eyes to wait for peaceful sleep. But it 
didn't come easily, as she couldn't stop worrying about Sheri.


Donna knew that she was going to have to find more time to spend with 
her children. Ward Murdock had aroused her protective instinct. Her 
daughter was young and innocent, and a man nearly twice her age could 
quite easily get her to do things she might later regret. Yet, Donna 
thought, Ward was certainly acting like a gentleman, and it was 
possible that he was only being kind, taking the place of the father 
Sheri had never known. Perhaps she should give him the benefit of the 
doubt, Donna thought. He didn't seem the type to take advantage of a 
seventeen year old girl. Keeping that in mind, she began to drift off 
into a restful void where sleep was not very sound.


What exactly made Donna awaken with a start several hours later, she 
didn't know, but suddenly she was sitting up in bed, listening intently 
to the silence of the vacation cabin. The clock on the bedside table 
said one o'clock in the morning.


It was unusual for her to wake up like that, and she listened for some 
odd sound that might have disturbed her, but all she heard was the hush 
of a winter morning. She got out of bed and started toward the dressing 
room to get a robe, when an odd creaking sound made her freeze.


It had seemed like it was right there in her own room, and she listened 
intently, hearing faint, but distinct voices. She thought somebody was 
still up and the sound might be coming through the heater vents. But 
when she heard the voices again, she realized they were not coming 
through the heater vents, but from the next room, the room where Ward 
Murdock was sleeping.


There was something wrong, something about it that made her nervous and 
tense. It was faint, but she was certain that it was a female voice she 
was hearing, and her curiosity aroused, the young mother moved 
carefully to the wall. As she pressed her ear against the wall, another 
creaking sound came through, and what she heard kept her frozen to the 
spot.


"Ohhh, wow!"


It was Sheri. There was no mistaking her giggle, and she wondered what 
her daughter was doing in the next room, especially considering the 
hour! Then she heard a second voice, and it was unquestionably Ward's.


"Hey, ssshhh! What about your mother?"


"Don't worry, silly ... she was sound asleep when I looked in. Nothing 
wakes her up!"


Were they only talking? What was that other sound she kept hearing? Was 
it the bed? Donna wanted to move away from the wall, to go back to her 
own bed and put the whole thing out of her mind, but she couldn't make 
her legs move.


"Oooh, God! You're so hard, so big I'd like to take it into my mouth 
and suck it ... let me kiss your cock, lover!"


Donna was stunned, unable to believe that she had heard the words 
correctly. Her daughter, talking about that man's penis, about taking 
it into her mouth and it was too horrible and repulsive to believe!


"Oooooohhhhhh ... ooohhh, honey! Your mouth ... breath ... so warm ... 
ohh, yes! Lick it like that," she heard Ward's voice saying. "Aaaahhh 
... the way you make your lips ... so tight around it! Yes, yes, yes 
... ohhh, Sheri ... your tongue! Yes! Oh, suck it, baby, yes, ohhhh!"


"Mmmmmmmmmmm."


"God that feels good! Ssshhh! Don't suck so loud ... ooooohhh, wait ... 
no you don't ... get that beautiful little ass over here ... there! 
Your cunt's so warm and wet ... I want to finger-fuck it while you suck 
my cock!"


"Mmmmmmmmmmmm."


"God, ohhhhh! Yes, like that! Oooohhh, suck it baby!" His voice rose to 
a gruff whisper, and on the other side of the bedroom wall, Donna stood 
petrified, unable to move. She was fascinated by the sounds of sheer 
lust coming from the next room. "Oooohh, God! Your hot little mouth is 
like butter ... ooooohh!"


Donna's hands began to tremble, and she ran her tongue around and 
around her lips, moistening them from the terrible dryness she suddenly 
felt. She wanted to back away from the wall, from the cabin, and escape 
the terrible obscene sounds that were so near. Her mind was filling 
with vivid images of what was happening in the next room, and it seemed 
so clear, so precise, she felt like she was looking right through the 
wall. It was awful. Her own seventeen-year-old daughter ... certainly 
not the innocent girl she had believed her to be ... doing things that 
she herself had never even imagined doing! The horrified young mother 
was immobilized by the sounds, by the involuntary thoughts of that 
older man's muscular body stretched out nakedly on the bed, his penis 
erect, its blood-swollen head sunk up inside the moistly sucking oval 
of her daughter's mouth, and her long blonde hair lying across his 
stomach, kneeling over him and performing the terrible, unnatural act 
of fellatio while he finger-fucked her innocent young vagina.


His voice, gasping and groaning seemed to echo through the wall, 
"Oooohhh ... don't let it slip out of your mouth ... ohh, God, honey!"


A lewd slurping noise seemed to penetrate the entire cabin. "Ooohhh, 
lover! My cunt's on fire ... let me get up over your face so you can 
lick me ... lick it! Ohhh!"


"MMMmmmmmmm ... uuuugggghhhh!"


"Like that. Yes, yes!" Sheri wailed. "Oh, God, your cock's so hard, so 
warm and wet against my tongue ... Mmmmmmm, that's so nice!"


Donna's mind was screaming at her to run away, but, her body wouldn't 
obey her mind. She was transfixed by the words her ears were hearing, 
the obscene sounds of sexual pleasures she hardly knew existed! It made 
her feel strange, as if she wasn't standing there at all, but was 
somewhere else, dreaming that she was hearing all this.


"God! Oooooohhh ... your teeth ... so sharp ... ooooh!" Sheri was 
crying out in ecstasy now. "Yesss, oh, oh, oh! Yeeessss, lover, 
yeeessss!"


"Sheri ... I've ... got to ... fuck you ... NOW!" Ward Murdock was 
gasping, his voice coming unevenly, slurring out his words. "Got to ... 
put it in!"


"Yes, yes ... do it to me like in the film, lover ... from behind like 
the dog in the film ... slowly!" And Donna gasped again as she heard 
the lewd, unmistakable squeak of movement in the bedsprings.


"From behind?"


"Yes, yes! Put it in my cunt ... there!"


"Oh, baby ... your ass ... cunt ... so goood! Looks so good with you 
kneeling in front of me like that!"


"Ooooohh ... slooowwwlllyyy ... oh, God, yes yes yes! Fuck me good ... 
ooohh, fuck me fuck me fuck me!"


Donna could feel a cold sweat dripping freely down her body beneath the 
folds of her nightgown. And between her tightly clenched thighs, she 
could feel her pussy tingling, quivering in a strange way, like it had 
never done before. It was beyond her understanding, her mind, body, 
every nerve and fiber mesmerized into a state of sensual shock. It 
hadn't been like that even on the nights she had succumbed to her own 
weakness. These sounds were too arousing, beyond all rationality, and 
reason somehow was not important. As if controlled by an outside force, 
the confused mother moved automatically, her own intense and demanding 
physical need all that mattered.


Her left hand began to move down along her body to the narrow curve of 
her waist and across her stomach to rest on her own swollen pubic 
mound, then exploring, rubbing back and forth across the soft material 
of her nightgown and then up underneath it as her fingers searched 
lewdly between her trembling thighs. A strange exciting wetness seeped 
from her cuntal lips, running freely from her lust-inflamed pussy. Her 
right hand came up to cup one breast, squeezing and kneading the tiny 
nipple into painful tautness through the restrictive nightgown.


The moaning from within the next room was almost incoherent now, as 
daughter and boyfriend thrashed about wildly on the bed in sinful 
intercourse. Donna gathered up her nightgown, bunching fold upon fold 
of its silky material in her left hand and drawing it farther and 
farther up around her firm, white thighs to expose the lightly curling 
pubic hairs covering her pulsating cunt. Holding the gown bunched at 
her waist, she lowered her right hand slowly over her stomach to her 
hotly steaming pussy and began to massage it as she had done before, 
knowing it was perverted and wrong, but powerless to stop herself. 
Pressing harder and harder, her middle finger sliding wetly along the 
moist hair-lined slit, she found her clitoris and gently began teasing 
the erect little nerve-end with her fingernail, feeling waves of all-
consuming sensual pleasure ripple through her body. She dipped her 
finger still lower, insinuating it into the tight opening of her moist, 
inflamed cunt, and began pistoning in and out while her thumb rubbed 
rapturously across her swollen clitoris.


"Ooooohhhh, keep on, lover. Don't stop!" Sheri's voice seeped through 
the wall.


"Something new ... you'll like it ... wait!" came Ward's muffled reply.


There was a small cry of protest and the unmistakable squashing sound 
of an erect cock pulling from a passion-drenched vagina. Donna heard 
them moving on the bed, or were they merely moving up and down?


"I'm going to fuck your tight little ass-hole, baby. You'll like it!" 
he said, his voice tense and straining.


"Oh, God, yessss! Put it in my ass-hole. Fuck my ass-hole, darling!" 
Sheri cried.


"Uuuugghh. God, you're tight back here!"


"Aaagghh ... it hurts ... hurts, so good! Don't stop! Aaagghhhh!!"


Trembling, Donna shut her eyes, the lurid image of what was transpiring 
on the bed in the next room surging through her mind. She could picture 
her young daughter bent over, kneeling with her buttocks waving high in 
the air, her hands spreading the twin cheeks wide and exposing the 
little brown ring of her anus to the lewdly waiting cock.


"Ooohh ... yesss, ohhh, yesss!" Sheri groaned. "All of it, lover. Hurt 
me. Jam your cock all the way up into my ass!"


How could she? How could her own child allow such an obscene and 
unnatural act to be done to her? Donna groaned in helpless torment. She 
heard the older man's lunging gasps as he drove deep into Sheri's 
defenseless ass-hole. She imagined his stiff cock ramming into her 
teenage daughter's tiny puckered anus, skewering it mercilessly as the 
full length of his heavily elongated cock fucked in and out of the 
tight rubbery little hole.


"Oooohhh, yesss. Oooohh, ooohh, oooohhh!" came the terrible sounds from 
the next room. But as much as those sounds and the lewd images in her 
brain were shocking her, they were also stimulating her beyond reason.


The bewildered young mother was caught up in the frenzy of the moment, 
her entire body trembling with unwanted excitement. She dropped down 
onto the carpeted floor of her bedroom, her glistening thighs splaying 
wide. A rush of cool air moved across her steaming cunt, giving her a 
new thrill of ecstasy, and she squirmed a second finger in next to the 
one already working there. The wet sucking noises of her desperate 
finger-fucking pervaded the master bedroom, as her voluptuous body 
heaved and jerked in time to the rhythmically moving fingers between 
her open thighs, and the tight flooding walls of the passage pulled and 
sucked hungrily at her buried fingers.


She cupped one breast almost brutally, squeezing the supple flesh, 
pinching the tender nipple with wild, animal-like abandon. Her whole 
lust-incensed body was writhing about on the floor in a turbulence of 
self-induced passion.


"Oh, baby, reach back under your cunt and squeeze my balls ... oh, God, 
yes!" Ward cried suddenly. "Your ass ... so tight ... so tight!"


"Ooohhh, yes, lover ... so good, so good ... I love your cock, love it, 
love it!"


Donna wanted to scream, to wail in unison with the two nakedly locked 
bodies in the adjacent room as she hung on the edge of her own release. 
She was near, so near that mysterious peak, delirious with her own 
sizzling passion. She removed her hand from her breast with conscious 
intent, and licking her left forefinger, reached around under her 
smoothly rounded buttocks to probe the tiny puckered ring of her own 
anus. She shut out the guilt, the knowledge that she was doing wrong. 
Her mind was caught up in her own depraved sexual hunger, and she 
didn't care about anything else. She wormed her finger slowly into the 
resisting nether ring, and nearly went out of her mind with the 
excitement of the entrance.


"Your cock ... harder ... ooohh, God, lover, hurt me! Fuck my ass-hole 
harder!"


"Can't hold back ... uuugghh ... I'm going to cummm!" Ward groaned in 
response.


Yes, oh, yes, Donna thought, me too, me too! Insanely she plunged her 
fingers into her wetly heated cunt, rubbing her clitoris with her 
thumb, the middle finger of her other hand impaled deep in the tight 
little opening of her anus, buried to the second knuckle. She too was 
going to cum!


"Ooohh, lover, yesss. Fill my ass-hole. Give me your hot cum. Fill 
meeeeeee!"


It almost seemed as if it was her voice crying out instead of her 
daughter Sheri's and Donna drove harder and faster, deeper and deeper, 
her body undulating under the pressure, gasping for imminent release.


"Aaagghh!" Sheri gasped, then her voice rose in pitch. "Oooohhh, 
ooohhh, noooowwwww! I'm cuummiinngg!"


Ward's deep-throated cry of pleasure vibrated through the wall as his 
sperm cascaded far up into Sheri's cock-split rectum. "Yessss ... 
ooohh, yessssss!"


It was as if she were controlled by the wild passion in the other 
bedroom, and Donna felt her own body automatically react. She strained, 
flaying her legs wide in spasmodic jerks and the floor seemed to rumble 
beneath her. Lifting herself up in a convulsive arch, her fingers 
reaching for maximum depth in her moisture-drenched cunt and burning 
rectum, she gasped out her own climax. Its tremendous force, rebounding 
through her quivering belly, spilled out of her churning cunt around 
her deeply implanted fingers, flowing down the crevice of her buttocks 
to where her other finger rotated deep up inside her rectum.


How long it lasted, she didn't know, but suddenly spent and exhausted, 
the young mother collapsed to the floor, her legs trembling from 
effort, her breathing ragged. She could still hear noises in the next 
room, though they were no longer wild sounds of passion, but now only 
soft sighs of contentment. She lay there for several minutes, waiting 
for strength to return so that she could make her way back to the bed, 
and when finally her heart stopped its wild pounding in her chest, she 
stood up and moved cautiously on shaky legs.


Stretching out on the bed, she felt the nightgown clinging stickily to 
her inner thighs, a lewd and obscene reminder of her self debasement. 
She sat up abruptly, pulling the garment off over her head, then 
slipped between the sheets naked, wanting to sleep, wanting desperately 
to escape the thoughts that were running wildly through her mind. There 
was no longer any doubt about her daughter's relationship with Ward 
Murdock, and it was far worse than she had dared to imagine. But what 
bothered her as much as her teenage daughter's lost innocence was the 
fact that her own lewdly inspired sexual experience had been so 
obviously pleasurable.


Trying desperately to block these images from her mind, Donna lay 
perfectly still and waited for sleep to overtake her body. As she 
waited, another, more persistent thought emerged.


Knowing now what Sheri had done, was it possible that her little boy, 
too, had experimented with sex? He had changed, his tall, muscular body 
now that of a man's, not a boy, and in spite of her efforts to resist, 
she couldn't help imagining him naked and sexually aroused. She 
shuddered with a mixture of revulsion and excitement, ashamed with 
herself for having such thoughts, but her dreams that night allowed her 
no escape.


Chapter 5


Stepping out of the shower and feeling better, Donna Howell hurriedly 
dried herself, being careful not to linger too long on sensitive 
places. It was late, almost noon, and she hadn't slept that late in the 
day since she could remember. She had concluded that her feeling tired 
was the result of too much sleep, having successfully put her restless 
dreams out of her mind.


Once dry, she walked quickly into the dressing room, put on brassiere 
and panties, then slipped into a comfortable shift. The cabin had been 
quiet since she awakened, and although she was not anxious to face 
Sheri or Ward, she was curious to know what was happening. The incident 
she had overheard in the middle of the night was far enough away now 
that she could look upon it with some degree of objectivity, and she 
knew that it was essential for her to become more of a mother than she 
had been in the past. Somehow she had to make her daughter realize that 
a relationship with Ward Murdock, a man old enough to be her father, 
was wrong. How she might succeed in doing this, Donna wasn't sure, but 
she did know something had to be done. Why it could even affect Kevin 
in some way, and that was totally unthinkable as far as she was 
concerned. It was too late to salvage Sheri's innocence, she had to 
keep him from discovering their shameful relationship.


She left the bedroom quietly, walking down the hallway without looking 
in the bedroom where Ward and Sheri had performed their indecent 
perversion the night before. The thought of the bizarre act made her 
spine tingle, though she wasn't able to interpret her reaction as 
repulsion or wicked excitement. She just knew that she didn't dare even 
think about it.


At the doorway of the living room, she hesitated, listening for voices 
or some sound that would indicate what her children were doing, but she 
heard nothing. It seemed that she was alone in the cabin, and she 
walked to the kitchen, seeking some sign of activity.


Breakfast dishes were placed in the sink, and the electric percolator 
light was on, indicating that some coffee was still in the pot. The 
scent was pleasant, and she went to the cabinet where cups were kept, 
taking one out. When she picked up the coffee pot to pour out the 
steaming liquid, she saw a note that had been left beside it. She 
finished pouring out a cup of coffee before she picked up the note to 
read it.


"Mom, didn't want to wake you, so hope you don't mind my taking your 
car. Have gone up to Badger to go skiing. Expect Sheri and Ward to join 
me. Will be back by five. Kevin."


She smiled to herself as she reread the note. An afternoon of skiing 
was certainly innocent activity, even if Ward Murdock was to be with 
them!


It wasn't until Donna had finished cooking and eating some bacon and 
eggs, that she began to feel rejected. Normally after eating breakfast 
she would be hurrying to school and to work, but with the children 
gone, she felt the day would be wasted. She could only find solace in 
the fact that Kevin had said in his note that they would be back by 5 
p.m. While cleaning up the breakfast dishes, she decided to spend the 
afternoon working on term papers, hoping that she would be able to stop 
feeling sorry for herself.


*   *   *


It was shortly after one in the afternoon, and Ward felt certain he 
would find Donna Howell up and about. More important, she would be in 
the cabin alone, and Kevin and Sheri wouldn't be returning from skiing 
until after five. It meant he would have four hours, and that was 
enough time to do what he wanted to do.


Everything had worked out well, at least Sheri had appeared to believe 
his story, when they reached Badger. He was a bad liar, so he had 
telephoned the lobby of the resort hotel and left a message for himself 
at Badger to call his business partner. Amazingly, it had worked.


Now, turning back into the parking lot of the resort, Ward was humming 
to himself, pleased and convinced that it would be a very interesting 
afternoon. The moment he had met Donna Howell the night before, he knew 
that he had to fuck her, and she was certainly the equal of her 
daughter in beauty, if not superior. More important, she was a woman, 
not a young, budding girl, and if he sized things up correctly, she 
would provide him with pleasures that would even outweigh those he had 
had with Sheri the previous night.


The front door of the cabin was unlocked, so he walked in, listening 
for sounds that would indicate where Donna was. He heard nothing, so he 
called out her name.


"I'm in here ..." came the reply, and following the sound of her voice, 
he walked through the living room and down the short hallway.


"Am I disturbing you?" he said as he entered the sitting room. She was 
seated at a desk, her back to him, and he quickly sized up the room. At 
one side was the desk and on the opposite side was a sofa and chair set 
with a table lamp set between. He thought the sofa was the convertible 
type that made into a bed, but the room was fairly dark with the drapes 
closed, the only light coming from a lamp on the desk, so he wasn't 
sure.


"No, I was just ..." She turned in the chair to see Ward standing at 
the doorway, alone. "Are the children with you?" She thought it odd 
that he was alone, and she spoke without thinking. After she had said 
it, she was sorry she'd referred to Kevin and Sheri as children.


"They're on the slopes ... I had an errand to run, so I missed out ..." 
he answered, smiling as if he was making a joke. Then he added, "But 
I'm glad for the opportunity to visit with you ... if you have the 
time, that is."


He seemed sincere and so polite, she didn't know what to make of his 
sudden arrival. She had thought she wouldn't be able to look at him 
after overhearing the wild sex scene the previous night, but now that 
she was talking to him face to face, it wasn't so difficult after all.


"Certainly ... I was just going over some term papers. Can I get you 
something to eat?" she said, standing up from the desk chair.


"No thank you, but perhaps ..." he looked at his watch. "It's a little 
early, but it's such a cool day, suppose I fix up some hot buttered 
rums?"


She wasn't sure whether to say yes or no, but reflecting on it, she 
thought it might calm her nerves. "If you like, that would be fine ..."


"Be right back then," he said, and he turned and disappeared down the 
hall connecting the sitting and bedrooms with the living room. She 
followed him, going as far as the hallway, and walked into the small 
bathroom off the hall to wash her hands. Almost unconsciously, she 
looked at herself in the mirror over the basin, making sure that she 
looked presentable, then drying her hands with a towel, she returned to 
the sitting room. She switched off the desk light, and going over to 
the sofa, turned on the lamp placed between it and the chair. She sat 
down on the sofa just as Ward entered with the drinks.


"How do these look?" he asked holding out one of the steaming cups.


"Perfect. Thank you," she replied as she took the offered drink.


Ward held his cup up, looking across the rim at her eyes. "To my 
gracious hostess, and an exceptional parent!" and he sipped down some 
of the heated liquor.


She felt flattered in spite of herself, and she knew that her face 
reddened slightly. "You exaggerate, but thank you ..." she said, then 
drank from her cup to hide her embarrassment.


He sat down beside her on the sofa. "Not at all ... Kevin and Sheri are 
exceptional kids, especially considering that you've raised them all by 
yourself!" He wanted to put himself in proper perspective by reminding 
her that he was her age too. He knew he wouldn't get anywhere if she 
thought of him as Sheri's boyfriend.


She was suddenly remembering the scene that she had overheard, and 
again her protective instinct was aroused. This was her opportunity to 
possibly save her daughter from him, though at the moment she wasn't 
sure how. She could only smile pleasantly, as if gracefully accepting 
his blatant compliment.


He sat quietly, watching her sip down more of her drink, and he was 
convinced that he was taking the right track. "I suppose kids today are 
young adults much sooner that when you and I were young, but I can't 
help feeling that they shouldn't be allowed to grow up too quickly." He 
hoped that statement would make her think he had no sexual relationship 
with Sheri, but instead only took her out to give her the things she 
missed not having a father.


Donna nodded and smiled, but inside she was seething. Yet she wondered 
what he was getting at, and she remained quiet, waiting for him to get 
to the point.


"I suppose I do have paternalistic feelings ... I hope that doesn't 
disturb you?" he added, expecting his words to drive the message home.


It disturbed her tremendously, but she nodded her head from side to 
side, then gulped down more of her drink in hopes the liquor would keep 
her calm. "I don't see anything wrong in that, Mr. Murdock," she 
answered. She certainly didn't want him to know that she was aware of 
his true relationship with her daughter. At least not then, she 
thought.


"Good ... I'm relieved to hear you say that, Donna." he replied, and 
then he turned toward her, looking directly into her liquid eyes. 
"Sheri is a beautiful girl, and there is no question about where she 
got her looks ..."


It suddenly dawned on her what Ward Murdock was after, and her initial 
reaction was anger. Apparently this thirty-three year old Lothario had 
the nerve to make a play for her too, and that kind of gall infuriated 
her. But before she reacted openly, something else entered her mind, 
and it showed her the way she might possibly protect her teenage 
daughter. Yes, in fact, it might be the only way she could protect her!


"You're too flattering, Ward," she said softly, and she lowered her 
eyes as if to be coy. But her mind was going rapidly over the 
situation, and she thought if she did go along with his advances, it 
would keep him away from Sheri. The only question in her mind was 
whether she could tolerate a sexual encounter with him. Yet, if it was 
the only way to save her daughter, she knew it was a sacrifice she 
would have to make.


"To be direct and honest, Donna, the moment I saw you, I was 
captivated. You are beautiful!" he said in deep, whispered tones, and 
taking the cup from her hand, he leaner closer. She didn't back away 
nor show any sign of resisting him, so setting the drinks aside, he 
leaned over and kissed her full on the lips. She seemed to open her 
mouth willingly, and he was somewhat surprised at how easily he had won 
her over, but he dismissed the thought, completely absorbed by her 
sensuality. He kissed her long and deeply, pushing his tongue into her 
warm wet mouth in the ultimate French kiss.


Donna felt it was then or not at all, and when he made his move, her 
decision was final. She was going to allow him to take her, but for one 
reason only, and that was to keep him away from her daughter from that 
moment on. She was unsure of her actions, it having been a long time 
since she was kissed like that, and her pride was such that she 
couldn't allow him to think she was easy either. After a moment, she 
twisted her face away from his, but he stayed close, his lips covering 
her bare neck with kisses.


"Please ... I ..." She was feeling tensed up from the thoughts that 
were passing through her mind, lewd thoughts that made her wonder why 
she was really letting him touch her.


"I want you, Donna ..." he said, his voice a deep, raspy whisper, and 
he began to unfasten the buttons running down the front of her shift.


Suddenly the reality of the situation hit her, and she wanted to run 
away, escape his searching hands. But she didn't move as she remembered 
her plan to save Sheri from him. If she kept him busy, then at least he 
wouldn't have the opportunity to corrupt her young daughter any more 
than he already had, so she took a deep breath, knowing that she was 
committed to the complete act.


"I don't know ... please, Ward, let's take time to think this out ..." 
she said, wanting him to believe she was thinking him serious. Her 
statement made him want her all the more, and his voice took on an 
urgent tone.


"Donna, you know you want me too ... I'm going to fuck you ... now ... 
admit you want me to fuck you!" he said his voice sounding hoarse and 
dry.


His use of the crude word made her shiver, from excitement or disgust, 
she wasn't sure which, and before she could think what to say, his hand 
was suddenly moving into the open front of her dress, heading for her 
brassiere. She was momentarily spellbound by the uncommon sensation, 
and she realized she was enjoying it too much.


"Wait ... please ... not like this ..." she said as she moved away from 
him. Then she saw that he was confused, and she believed that he might 
not proceed but instead actually give up. "I want it to be right!" she 
added to keep him interested. She stood up then, the front of her dress 
falling open and exposing the white raciness of her brassiere and 
panties underneath, and she held out her hand to indicate she wanted 
him to stand also. He did, but he immediately began to undress, and to 
avoid looking at him, she leaned down to the sofa and began opening it 
out into a bed.


So it was a sofa-bed after all, Ward thought as he pulled off his 
clothes, and seeing her so casually opening it for them made his blood 
speed through his body even faster. It left no doubt that she was ready 
and willing to let him fuck her, and his thick penis was fully erect as 
soon as he stepped out of his shorts. Jesus Christ, he thought, a 
mother-daughter twin score right in the same cabin! Before Donna could 
turn around to face him, he moved to her, pulling her shift away from 
her shoulders to let it fall in a heap on the floor. She turned, her 
eyes directly on his, and placing his hands on her slim waist, he 
pulled her close to his naked body. His hard, erect cock slid easily 
between her smooth inner thighs, a rigid reminder of what she was about 
to get.


"You haven't told me how you want it ..." he said softly. As he spoke, 
he reached behind her back, and finding the hook of her brassiere, 
unfastened it, letting the material fall away from her full firm 
breasts. The voluptuously rounded mounds of flesh stood out high and 
proud, and the pink nipples on the tips began to harden as he brushed 
against them with the dark curly hairs on his chest.


She told herself over and over that she was doing it for Sheri, doing 
it to protect her daughter from him, but it was hard for her to ignore 
the pleasures pouring through her nearly naked body. She couldn't allow 
Sheri's seducer to possess her mind too, so she turned her face away, 
trying to control her emotions. She could feel the full rigid length of 
his throbbing cock rubbing hotly between her smooth thighs, and the 
thick rubbery head seemed to be pressing into the flimsy fabric of her 
panties as if it could drill right through it. She had to get it over 
quickly before she succumbed to the heat of her wickedly rising 
passion.


"Fuck me ... yes, just fuck me lying on my back with my legs spread 
open," she said softly, surprising even herself with the choice of 
words. Yet at the same moment she was telling herself that it was vile 
and crude to be fucked by the same man who had done it to her teenage 
daughter too. It was an act that she could never let herself enjoy.


But her lewd words were all the encouragement the depraved older man 
needed, and he pulled Donna tightly to him, kissing her deep and hard. 
The contact with her body was overpowering his senses, and everything 
about her seemed to smell and taste like pure, unadulterated sex. 
Lifting her up without breaking away from the kiss, he carried her to 
the sofa-bed and laid her panty-clad body gently down on the soft 
mattress. She seemed a little tense, in fact enough so that he was 
unsure of how much he could get away with, as it was hard for him to 
believe she would fall for his line so quickly and completely with 
little or no effort on his part. Yet, having her voluptuous body so 
close was stimulating beyond reason, so he proceeded slowly taking care 
not to disturb her reverie. Reaching down across her smooth, trembling 
belly to the elastic waistband at the top of her panties, he pulled the 
filmy material slowly down over her flaring hips.


Though believing she felt no passion, no arousal, the voluptuous mother 
unconsciously arched her buttocks off the bed to make the removal of 
her last remaining garment easier for him, and as her blonde curling 
pussy hair was exposed to the cool air, she realized her cunt was moist 
and warm beneath it, despite her resolve not to feel anything. The 
moment was totally different from any previous experience with a man, 
and Donna wondered if it was what she had overheard the night before 
that made her feel so stimulated and free. She knew that maintaining 
objective presence of mind was going to be difficult, as she lifted her 
legs up so that he could slip her panties all the way off and leave her 
completely naked and vulnerable to his advances.


His excitement growing with each passing second, Ward traced the line 
of her smooth-skinned thighs with his fingernail, and when he felt her 
lightly waving pubic hair brush against his hand, she seemed to let her 
legs go limp as if inviting him to go further, but he held back. He 
wanted to look at her closely, tease into her moist pink vagina with 
his tongue, and explore every inch of the heated passage. He wanted to 
be assured of her total submission to his demands, and he felt certain 
that his tongue worming around up between her legs would do the trick.


Easing his lips away from her open mouth, he ran his tongue down the 
sensitive flesh of her long, shapely neck, and hesitating there for a 
moment, he licked and nipped at the taut muscles. She moaned quietly, a 
humming sound which started deep in her throat, and he felt the 
transmitted vibrations against his lips. He wanted her to groan like 
that until she had to scream out for his throbbing, hard penis, and he 
moved on down her body with his tongue, pausing at the full round flesh 
of her breasts. The tiny pink nipples at the tips were hardened into 
erect little buds of pleasure, and he opened his mouth wide to breathe 
hot air over them. Kissing one of the desire-hardened nipples, he took 
it into his mouth, laying his warm, wet tongue under it as if he were 
testing the temperature of some succulent food, and then he licked 
wetly around it and closed his mouth to suck and nip it gently with his 
teeth.


"Oooohhh ... that's ..." She caught the words before they came out, 
trying to resist the growing excitement in her body. The pleasure from 
his teeth biting at her nipple seemed to travel down to the pit of her 
belly, and the fire ignited there seemed to burn more brightly. It was 
arousing to experience such sensual delights, and the hard-working 
mother reminded herself again that it was only to save her daughter 
that she was allowing him to take such liberties with her nakedly 
stripped body.


Her smell and feel were unbearably sensual, and what the bachelor was 
finding seemed almost unreal. He found it hard to believe that a woman 
with two teenage children could appear so virgin-like and innocent, yet 
that was precisely the impression he got. Though warm and willing, 
Donna Howell reacted like it was all new to her, and he was anxious to 
show her what sex was all about. Raising his head up from her breast, 
Ward traced the smooth flatness of her belly with his tongue, and it 
left a wet trail to the sparse beginnings of her triangular-shaped 
pubic mound.


Donna had become so engrossed in the pleasure from his lips on her 
breast that for a moment she was unaware of what he was leading toward, 
but suddenly she realized that he intended to continue his sucking, 
only instead it was going to be down between her legs--there in her 
defenselessly naked pussy! He had slithered down upon the arching slit 
of her quivering vagina, his head just at the junction between her 
thighs, and knowing what he was about to do made her recoil in sudden 
fear.


"No, no, no! Please ... not that ... ooohhh!" she groaned, afraid that 
her already tortured mind could not take such a lewd act. She twisted 
her hips around in a futile attempt to escape his grasp, but he had 
taken a firm grip on her legs and was holding her fast.


"You're going to love it, baby!" Murdock said with demanding authority, 
and she was so surprised by his colder tone of voice that she stopped 
struggling. He was staring up between her widespread thighs, looking 
hungrily at the thin vertical slit of her vagina, edged so delicately 
with soft blonde pubic hair. Tiny gleaming droplets of her excitedly 
seeping cuntal moisture trimmed the blonde curls, then more was visible 
as her cunt began pulsating gently like a flowering rose blossom 
covered with dew. Her clitoris stood out rigidly, a tiny pink bud of 
quivering pleasure, and he placed his thumbs on either side of her 
yearning pussy-lips, spreading the soft curls of pubic hair apart with 
deliberately hesitating action. The coral-colored flesh of her 
throbbing vaginal mouth was completely exposed to his gaze.


"Oooohhh God!" Donna moaned, turning her head to the side. It was 
horrible and humiliating that she should be so excited by his actions, 
and she closed her eyes tightly as she groaned out in helpless shame. 
She was petrified for having given in to such a debasing act with 
hardly a struggle, as she knew exactly what her own inaction meant ... 
that she actually wanted this! His breath was grazing hotly against her 
sensitive flesh, and she drew in her own breath as she felt his head 
move closer to her helplessly exposed vagina. Then it happened! Her 
whole body jerked convulsively as his tongue shot out to probe her 
glistening cuntal furrow. She was lost!


"Oh--oh--no!" another groan escaped from her throat as she ground her 
hips shamefully down into the sofa, but the bestial outrage continued 
down between her nakedly quivering legs. Her stomach churned with the 
terror filling her mind, and she cried out an animal-like wail of 
unwanted passion as his tongue licked hotly at her inner thighs, then 
shot up into the thumb-spread folds of her vagina lips to swirl 
teasingly around the hardened bud of her throbbing clitoris.


"Ooooohhh ... Gooodddd! Pllleeassee!"


She tried to draw her legs together in an effort to keep the lusting 
tongue from driving her insane with passion, but Ward was too strong 
for her, holding her legs wide apart as he dipped his head toward her 
openly spread cunt. His tongue wetly covered her throbbing clitoris 
with heated sensations, and his lips closed around it to suck the bud-
like nerve center up inside his mouth. Electric-like bolts of 
excitement thundered through her as she felt his teeth nipping at the 
sensitive bud, and like a wanton whore from the streets, she threw out 
her legs, kicking them wide apart and open to his lewd oral assault up 
between them.


"Aaaaggghhh ... oooohhh!" Tilting her head up, the helpless young 
mother stared with tear-filled eyes at his devouring of her thumb-
spread pussy. She was stunned by the recognition of the depravity of 
such an act, and it was one that she had never permitted previously 
when her husband was alive. But she couldn't stop the violent bolts of 
pleasure that were permeating her body from the tip of her toes to the 
top of her blonde head.


Slipping his hands under her softly rounded buttocks to lift her pelvis 
up tighter to his probing tongue, the heartless bachelor squeezed the 
pliant flesh, holding the twin cheeks tightly with his fingers while he 
ran his tongue around and around in the soft wet valley of her wide-
splayed cunt. Her thighs raised so openly to his face made him press 
deeper in the juicy flesh, and slowly and deliberately he ran his 
tongue down to the tiny clenched opening of her vaginal passage. The 
elastic-like orifice seemed to flower open to his touch, and with 
absolute sureness, he thrust his tongue deep up inside the passion-
drenched walls.


"Oooohhh!" she wailed, her mind vaguely wondering why she had not let 
such a thrilling thing happen to her before, but she still insisted to 
herself that she was submitting to this man for her daughter's sake, 
and nothing more.


Driving his tongue like bolts of lightning, Ward felt her giving in 
completely to his lewd cunt-licking, and he roamed with his hands 
around the crevice of her arched buttocks. Finding the soft curving 
nether valley with his fingers, he spread the cheeks wide apart as he 
orally fucked her with his hotly swirling tongue. Her firmly tensed 
inner thighs held his head locked against her burning vaginal passage, 
and he could feel her pushing her loins up against his sucking mouth 
with increasing intensity and abandon. Prim Mrs. Donna Howell was 
giving in to his oral fucking, and with that knowledge adding to his 
confidence, he shoved his middle finger into the parted cheeks of her 
buttocks, seeking the tightly clenched circle of her puckered anus. 
Finding the elastic-like orifice in the narrow hairless valley, he 
wormed his finger around to screw it slowly up inside the rubbery ring, 
and she moaned out deliriously into the silence of the room.


"Uuuggghh, ooohhh! Aaaaggghh!" Donna was confused by the strange new 
pleasure that streaked through her lust-inflamed body. It was like she 
was being assaulted by two different men at the same time. His finger 
explored the rubbery opening to her rectum, and then suddenly, his 
tongue was pulled from her seething cunt to flick out wetly at the 
edges of the stretched nether opening. She wanted to scream out her 
rapture as the fiery sensations danced through her body with multiple, 
wickedly growing explosions.


"Ooooh, God. Please ... don't ... oooh!" She protested weakly, as all 
the while she was raising her hips up to the tongue endeavoring to rape 
her tight little anus. She cried out again and again, her complete 
degradation overwhelming her thoughts, her blonde head tossing from 
side to side while the horrible realization of shattered control 
flooded through her, her body quaking with self-reproach at its lewd, 
uncalled-for reaction. She sobbed in shame and humiliation as the 
pleasure-giving tongue kept licking on and on, flicking obscenely from 
her vagina to her anus and back again with complete freedom. Her loins 
began to quiver, to jerk with a frenzy of raw nerve ends. The love-
starved young woman could no longer fight the intense ecstasy she was 
experiencing, but gave in totally to his lewd demands. She began to 
cry, and moan profusely now, but now ... now it was for the fulfillment 
she had so long denied herself. She ground her desire-soaking cunt in 
to his face, her only wish to submit to his slightest whim, and she 
circled her naked loins against his mouth, thrilling in the wanton lust 
of his lewdly stabbing tongue.


Ward wanted to make her cum with his tongue before he fucked her, and 
he went at his oral fucking like a machine gone mad. His girlfriend's 
mother was hotter and wilder than he ever would have hoped, and he was 
elated over his decision to try and get inside her panties. Working his 
tongue furiously in the heated depths of her seething cunt, he stroked 
and teased until he had to come up for breath, and then he bent down to 
it again, parting her tightly clenching little passage with his slickly 
pointed tongue. Her body began to grind and roll with the deep slow 
agony of a mounting climax, and she twisted her head while moaning 
loudly.


"Oooohhh, God, keep it up, keep it up! Fuck it! Oh, God! Fuck it--
harder!" Donna wasn't fully aware of what she was saying, as she had 
never before been so close to release in her life. With his mouth 
sucking on her lust-maddened pussy-flesh, the young widow was 
experiencing for the first time in many, many years the real sensual 
gratification of desire, and she writhed and jerked with faint mewls of 
passion rising from her chest, her face tensed with animalistic 
abandon.


She was almost there ... she knew she was! "Oooohhh, God! Fuck ... oh, 
fuck it hard!" she chanted as he screwed harder up into her inwardly 
sucking pussy with his long tongue. His hands seemed to touch every 
sensitive part of her body like a raging sheet of flame; her breasts, 
anus, clitoris, all aroused beyond the point of reality. Her cunt was 
pulling his tongue deeper and deeper up into her, sucking and draining 
at the warmly flowing saliva as she tingled from one end of her 
writhing body to the other. It was heavenly ... better than anything 
she had ever known ...


Ward worked furiously, sure that his new conquest was on the verge of 
orgasm, and suddenly she moaned again, her voice sounding like the 
depths of lusting passion transcribed into a wailing sigh. "Ooohh ... 
oooohhhhh ... yessss! Now ... now ... now Now!!!! I'mmmmmm 
cuuummniinnnGGG!!!"


She jerked and heaved against his relentlessly sucking mouth, twisting 
crazily as the hot spasms of orgasm flooded through her body, carrying 
her to the heights of unbelievable ecstasy. Heated secretions from her 
viscously clasping cunt ran slowly out of her vagina to be sucked up by 
Ward's greedily working mouth.


She groaned out her joy over and over again, mouthing out the path of 
her new-found pleasure that would lead inescapably to a life of total 
sensual depravity.


It was done, he thought, his self-praise enlarged by the taste of 
Sheri's mother's wild, uncontrolled orgasm. Donna fell back onto the 
sofa-bed after a moment, her body still jerking with the last of her 
climax, and he raised his head up from her wetly quivering cunt, a wide 
grin of triumph spreading across his face. It was his turn now, and he 
was more than ready to begin.


Opening her eyes, Donna was confronted with the sight of Ward's lewdly 
grinning expression, and immediately shifted her gaze down in order to 
avoid the obvious glee in his eyes. Her gaze fell on the dark tangle of 
his pubic hair, and she gasped as she saw the huge throbbing cock that 
stood straight out from his loins. It had grown even larger, the 
purple-colored head like a clenched fist on the end of a vein-covered 
arm. It looked menacing--and dangerous.


Seeing the wonder in Donna's glazed eyes, Ward wanted to shock her, and 
he grasped his blood-engorged cock and began to stroke it lewdly. It 
was obvious that the size of his long thick penis was frightening her.


"Now, it's my turn ... you're going to get a fuck like you've never had 
before!" His grin widened and he thrust his hips forward to add 
physical emphasis to his statement.


The woman on the sofa-bed gaped at the giant, lust-stiffened cock in 
complete misery, and her naked body jerked in convulsive anticipation. 
She was filled with shame, yet she was excited, stimulated, and the 
thought of what he was about to do made the fire in her belly burn even 
brighter. A new sense of wantonness was now a part of her being. She 
stared at the tip of his throbbing penis, studying the dilated end-slit 
with its drop of moisture tucked just inside, then shifted her eyes 
down to the shaft, realizing what it could to do her. It would split 
her tiny, unused cunt apart!


"You're ... you're so big!" she gasped, her eyes wide with terror. "I 
... can't take it ...!"


"My turn now, baby ... your cunt is ripe and ready for a good fucking 
... and it's high time you found out what it's like having a real cock 
fucking you again!" He watched for her reaction as he spit out the lewd 
words, and the change in her expression indicated that his crude choice 
had had its effect. He could see that she was frightened, and he 
intended to again change her whimperings of fear into cries of 
passionate lust.


He laughed openly, narrowing his eyes to look down at her freshly 
assaulted cunt.


"I want to fuck you dog-fashion! Turn over! Get up on your hands and 
knees!"


"No!" she gasped, a faint memory of what she had heard through the wall 
last night suddenly coming back to her. "Pleeassee ... I can't take it 
... ohhh, God, pleaseee!" But her words were muffled by the sofa as he 
forced her over onto her stomach.


"I'm going to fuck you from behind ... now!" he said with certain 
finality, then grabbed her by the waist, lifting her into a slave-like 
kneeling position that left her buttocks waving lewdly in the air 
behind her.


Ooohhh God she thought helplessly. He's going to do it to me like he 
did to Sheri, my baby!


It was like she was bent over in total subjugation before a master, an 
object for his lust and nothing more, even worse, she was convinced he 
would certainly injure her with his massive cock. Looking back beneath 
her swaying breasts, she saw his knees holding her legs widely apart, 
then forcing them out still further. She saw the hairy sac containing 
his cum-filled balls swinging freely beneath his long rigid penis, and 
the thick purple head of his penis was pointing menacingly up between 
her thighs, its tip almost pressing against her moist pink cunt.


"Take it in your hand and put it in!" he ordered, all the while 
thinking how differently he was treating her in comparison with Sheri. 
Mother and daughter were similar in appearance, but there the likeness 
ended.


"No, please! Oh, God ..." Donna moaned helplessly, knowing she couldn't 
stop herself even if she wanted to. She trembled, realizing that the 
reason for allowing this sexual encounter had now taken second place to 
the overwhelming desire in her body. She wasn't doing it to protect her 
teenage daughter anymore. She was doing it because she wanted it ... 
she wanted to be fucked by this man, her own little girl's boyfriend!


"Do it ... now ... damn it, I can't hold off forever!" he commanded, 
squeezing the soft flesh of her white inner thighs with his strong 
fingers, and cruelly pulling them wide for an easier entrance into her 
tight, pulsating cunt.


Lust conquered fear as her body instinctively reacted to his demands. 
Donna reached back between her legs and wrapped her hand around the 
thick fleshy cock, feeling the blood pounding hotly through it. Guiding 
it into the passion-drenched opening of her fearfully quivering cunt, 
she moved the thick cock-head back and forth to part the moist hair-
lined slit of her vagina, and when it made contact with her clitoris, 
she felt a tantalizing shock of further pleasure coursing through her 
nakedly kneeling body.


"There ..." she sobbed, feeling the completeness of her humiliation. 
She was no better than a whore, she thought, wanting his cock more than 
anything she'd wanted before.


The warmth of wet cuntal flesh around the head of his throbbing cock 
was like a blanket of soft delight, and the stirring pressure in his 
balls began to build even higher. Shifting his hips forward, Ward 
pressed his painfully pounding cock-head against the tightly 
restricting mouth of Donna's desire-moistened cunt, and to his surprise 
the smooth rubbery tip sank easily up into the tight warmth.


"Oooohhh ..." Donna moaned. Her face was mashed heavily down against 
the mattress as she lurched away from the giant penis driving into her 
cuntal slit, but Ward's hold on her was like a steel vise.


He pushed harder, the rubbery flesh of his cock-head slipping up inside 
her palpitating opening another inch until the clasping tightness of 
her unused pussy resisted.


"Oooohhh ... no, no, no ... don't fuck me too deep, please ... I can't 
take it!"


Firmly then Ward continued pressuring into her heated cuntal depths, 
ignoring all pleas of mercy. Inch by inch he thrust his way into her 
nakedly squirming belly, slowly filling her virgin-tight passage with 
the length of his huge throbbing penis.


"Aaaagghh ...!" she cried. It felt like she was being stretched to the 
bursting point by his entry, the walls of her stretched vagina so tight 
that she could feel every wrinkle and ridge of his massively thrusting 
cock. She didn't think he could possibly fuck up into her any deeper 
and she was relieved when he hesitated for moment. Her relief was 
short-lived however, for seconds later he grunted and slammed his hips 
forward, his unyielding rod of hard male flesh tearing through her 
until the spongy head struck with sickening agony deep against her 
cervix.


"Aaaagghh!" she grunted from the pain, sure that she had been ripped 
apart. When Ward flexed his cock several times, she whimpered like a 
hurt dog, and in answer received yet another painful thrust, his sperm-
filled balls swinging like a leaded pendulum up between her widespread 
thighs.


The tight wet warmth of her quivering cunt felt too good, and Ward 
didn't wait to give her a chance to adjust to his massive size, but 
immediately began to fuck in and out of her vaginal passage, his long 
hard strokes pounding relentlessly deep into her belly. His lust-
contorted eyes stared without mercy at the helplessly subjugated form 
bent over on the bed before him, seeing her buttocks begin to wiggle in 
time to his driving rhythm, seeing the smoothly curving back sloping 
down to her flailing blonde hair and twisting head, a picture that made 
the sperm in his balls churn with lusting passion.


"Ooohhh! Ooohh!" Donna now began to chant in time to the long hard 
strokes, her upturned buttocks grinding back and taking up the 
demanding pace he set. She fucked back wantonly now, rising to each of 
his forward strokes, spreading her thighs wide apart to take him as 
deep as possible between them. Nothing else mattered except the hard 
thick cock pistoning deep into her hungrily clasping cunt. There was no 
purpose or plan now, no sacrifice for her daughter's sake, but only the 
ultimate lusting desire of being fucked, fucked good, fucked hard and 
deep.


"Ooohhh ... good ... so good ... give it to me, darling ... fuck me 
good!" she groaned as her sexual frenzy took full control of mind and 
body. The lewd words streamed from her mouth in unfamiliar cries of 
passion, a passion she had not realized possible, a passion magnified 
by the lust-inciting tongue-fucking she had gotten earlier. Nothing had 
ever been like it before, and she loved it! Loved it!


Ward Murdock's sudden, almost strange success with Sheri's mother was 
forgotten as the bachelor engrossed himself in her gratifying 
reactions. The only thing that mattered now was the way she thrust her 
buttocks back against his driving cock. His grip tightened, pulling her 
milk-white buttocks up to his loins with violent strength, then pushing 
her away again as he fucked rhythmically into her. He wanted to make 
her scream with the pleasure of his assault, to beg him to pump his hot 
sticky cum deep inside her belly, to drain his aching balls dry. Her 
writhing cuntal flesh was like hot melted butter around his throbbing 
penis, the slick walls clasping every part of it like a rippling wave 
of heat.


"Oh, oh! OOOh ... ooooohhhh ... OOOOhhhHHHHHH!" Donna began to chant, 
her lovely face contorting with sensuous passion, bearing no 
resemblance to her normal expression. Then, words spilling from her 
mouth incoherently, she cried: "Hard! Harder! Oh, Ward ... Ward, 
darling! Fuck ... me ... hard!"


Ward grunted deep in his throat in an effort to drive his throbbing 
cock even farther up into the tender vaginal flesh. He watched her 
heaving breasts that quivered salaciously with the shock of his 
punishing cock in her cunt, and the tiny rivulets of perspiration that 
ran down between the berry-tipped mounds.


Then suddenly Donna began to convulse under him!


"Oh, my God! My God ... it's going to ... to happen ... to me again! 
It's almost here! I can feel it! Oh, God! Ward ... I'm going to cum! 
Oh, yes! Yesss ... Ward! That's it! I'm ... I'm ... cuuummmmiiinnGG! 
AAAAaaaaauugghhh!"


He pounded deeper and faster into her, with every ounce of his 
strength. And as he felt her spasm wildly under him, her cuntal lips 
sucking voraciously at him, he felt his own white-hot sperm begin to 
race the length of his cock in welcome release. His lust knew no bounds 
then, as his body convulsed in one final, slamming plunge far up into 
the hidden recesses of her still cumming pussy, the semen jetting from 
him through the tiny slit in his cock-head in a seemingly endless 
stream. And she ground her buttocks back at him, to take all of him, to 
receive all of his steaming fluid deep into her wildly contracting 
womb.


Donna moaned aloud. Her soft white thighs quivered and her belly quaked 
with the intense pleasure of her orgasm. She could clearly feel the 
expansion of his cock buried in her and the warm moistness of his sperm 
as it splashed into the depths of her nakedly spasming belly. Dear God 
in heaven! Never had she realized that such pure joy existed on the 
face of the earth. With a final convulsion, she ground back against 
him, her heart pounding in her breast, her mouth open wide and gulping 
air into laboring lungs to forestall the dizziness that tried to 
overcome her. Her eyes were clenched tightly shut as wave after wave of 
relaxing euphoria swept through her, and for the first time in her life 
she was fulfilled, completely satiated.


Ward collapsed then, pinning her down to the sofa-bed under them. Donna 
tried to think clearly, but no coherent thought came to her. Every 
fiber of her being was concerned only with the physical part of her. 
Later, she would be rational and try to think through what had 
happened, but for now she found it impossible.


One thing she did know for sure: She had really and truly been fucked! 
Ward's cock was still buried deep inside her and she could feel the 
liquid warmth of his semen as it began to run in a tiny, viscous 
rivulet from the mouth of her vagina down her thighs, pooling on the 
bed beneath her.


"How was that?" he whispered breathlessly.


"God, Ward! It was really ... unbelievable," she murmured, her breath 
still coming hard.


The young mother's mind began to whirl with thoughts of lust, not 
trying to decipher the perverted events that had put her there on that 
sofa-bed naked with her teenage daughter's thirty-three year old 
boyfriend! She didn't care what her reasons had been, but she knew that 
there had to be more of this, much more. She would arrange it, and if 
she could judge by the way Ward was gasping over her, she wouldn't have 
any trouble at all convincing him.


Chapter 6


Kevin's heart was racing wildly, pounding in his chest when he got back 
to the Ahwahnee Hotel's parking lot. He took several deep breaths to 
help calm down before walking to where his sister was waiting for him 
in his mother's car. He wasn't sure that she should know what he had 
discovered.


He had gone back to the cabin to pick up his ski goggles, and what he 
had heard while in the cabin had left him stunned and dazed. He had 
hoped he was wrong, he hoped, too, that his sister hadn't seen Ward 
Murdock's car tucked in a far corner of the parking lot. He had gone in 
the cabin expecting to find his mother and Ward in conversation, 
probably about Sheri he'd guessed, but instead he saw no one. He'd just 
about decided to call out when he heard a noise coming from the sitting 
room, and when he went to investigate, he was half way across the 
living room before he heard the wailing cry from his mother.


"Oooooohhhhh, God! Keep it up, keep it up! Fuck it! ... Fuck it 
harder!"


He had been stunned, frozen to the spot as the chilling reality stung 
him to the quick. His mother was being fucked by Ward Murdock, Sheri's 
boyfriend! He had been unable to move for a long moment, and when he 
finally did, he thought to investigate for his sister's sake. He had to 
be sure, didn't he? Trembling with excited fear, he had moved quietly 
to the short hallway, and he didn't need to go further. From where he 
stood, he was able to see his mother lying on the sofa-bed naked, her 
shapely white buttocks drawn up--and waving lewdly in time to Ward's 
rutting thrusts.


"Ohhhhhhhh, God! Fuck it! Fuck it!" his mother had cried, and he had 
watched with mixed emotions flooding through his mind. The sight of his 
mother being fucked by his sister's boyfriend was arousing as well as a 
shock, and when he had realized his penis was becoming erect with 
excitement, he had turned and ran out of the cabin, completely 
forgetting the ski goggles he had returned to get.


His sister was still sitting in the car, and she looked up as he 
approached, his mind still undecided about what to tell her. He didn't 
know himself what to think about it.


"What took you so long? Where are the goggles?" she asked good-
naturedly.


"Couldn't find them ..." Kevin answered hesitantly, and hoping to avoid 
further questioning, he quickly opened the car door and got in.


"Was Mom there?" she asked the moment he had the motor started and was 
heading out of the parking lot.


"Yes ..." He watched his blonde sister who looked so much like his 
mother, as she sat casually, one arm stretched along the top of the 
seat. He was torn with conflicting emotions, undecided whether to tell 
her what he had seen. His perceptive sister, however, spared him the 
agony of a decision.


"Listen, little brother, what is it that's bothering you?" She moved 
her hand down to his leg, and Kevin looked up quickly, nearly jumping 
away. "What happened in the cabin? Must have been something, you forgot 
the goggles. Come on!"


Her touching his leg had surprised him, especially since it was so near 
his half-hard penis, but he looked at her, knowing that he would have 
to tell her all. Quickly, then, he pulled the car onto the shoulder of 
the road and turned to face her.


"Remember what you told me about Ward Murdock? I mean about his not 
being the one ..."


"I remember," she answered, her expression unchanging.


"Is that still true? I mean when you invited him up here, I sort of 
suspected ..." He was sure that Sheri would be hurt to learn what he 
knew.


Sheri smiled, a questioning look behind it, and she nodded her head. 
"Well, no ... it's not still ..." She stopped seeing the look of 
consternation on her brother's face, and somehow her intuition told her 
the rest. "He was with Mom! That's right, isn't it?" his sister said 
suddenly.


Kevin nodded and his expression filled in the gaps. "You can say that 
again!" he said, unable to think of any other way to put it. He glanced 
quickly back toward the cabin. "I'm sorry ... they ... were really 
going at it!" he said, and his voice seemed to travel in the quiet 
surroundings.


"I guessed as much. It's not surprising after the way he looked at her 
last night," Sheri said, and then she turned her attention to her 
brother, thinking he must have been terribly shaken. "Don't be upset on 
my account, Kevin. I don't really care!"


She reached out, putting her arms around her young brother, and her 
closeness was both tender and arousing. He felt confused by her 
contact, and it only made him feel even more aroused than before. "It 
being him ... it didn't seem right. His ... he was ..." God, he 
thought, I wish it'd been me!


"I'll make it up to you ... I brought him here, so it's my doing ..." 
she said suddenly, and he jumped as he felt his sister's hand glide 
slowly between his thighs to touch the bulge in his pants.


"Sheri ... I ..." He was embarrassed by his excitement, yet it seemed 
to dominate his mind and body. It seemed right that his sister should 
touch him, that she knew how he really felt.


"Let's go back to the cabin," she said seductively. "There's no reason 
why they should have all the fun."


Kevin was shocked at his sister's implicating words, but the memory of 
his mother's naked body and Sheri's enticing fingers on his throbbing 
hardness were all the encouragement he needed.


The clarity of his actions after that were lost in a swirl of rising 
passion, and several minutes later it was a dazed and unsure Kevin who 
found himself inside the cabin moving across the living room. The pause 
before the open sitting room door was short, and before he realized 
what had happened he was stretched out on his sister's bed. He didn't 
resist when she removed his pants and shirt, nor when she inserted her 
fingers into the elastic top of his underpants. Moments later they were 
down around his ankles, his virile young penis standing straight up in 
the air from his naked loins.


Sheri was kneeling on the bed beside his hips, staring down at his 
throbbing, blood-filled cock, and he kicked the underpants off his 
feet, still wondering why he didn't resist but instead wanted to have 
her naked too. He'd thought a lot about his experience with Susan 
Hatton, and now with an attractive, sexy girl bending over his naked 
body, it didn't seem to matter that she was his sister.


"What ... are you going to do?" he asked in a near whisper, but he had 
a pretty good idea already.


She smiled mysteriously without answering his question. "You're so big, 
little brother! I'm going to like sucking it for you ..." she added, 
and she unhesitatingly reached out and grasped his erectly pulsating 
penis.


Her touch was like an electric shock, and seeing her wetting her 
ovalled lips with her tongue, his excitement grew tenfold now that he 
was fully aware of her intentions. He felt suspended on a bed of 
needles as he watched her hunch over his rigid shaft, her long blonde 
hair spilling lewdly around his hardened, young cock, her hand slowly 
stroking its full blue-veined length. When her fingernails dug lightly 
into the base of his fleshy penis, they left tiny electric trails as 
she traced the long thick form up the underside and beyond to the very 
tip. Joining her thumb and forefinger, then, she encircled his youthful 
hardness just below the swollen, purple head, and ran her hand down to 
the base. Her open mouth was but inches from the bulbous tip, and he 
could feel her warm breath blowing across it. God, he thought he'd cum 
and squirt it right up in her face if she pumped her hand one more 
time.


She moved her face closer and closer then to the rubbery cock-head and 
her tongue suddenly flicked out, sliding wetly across the dilated slit 
in the end several times. Then, bathing his straining penis with her 
heated saliva, she licked hungrily up and down its turgid length.


"Oooohhhhh God! Don't stop. Don't ever stop!" he crooned. In answer, 
his sister's mouth pressed down over the tip of his blood-swollen cock-
head as if kissing it, her mouth slowly widening to conform to the 
thickness of his desire-hardened flesh. Slowly then, so slowly he could 
hardly stand it, she lowered her head. It was unbearable! He jerked his 
hips up off the bed, thrusting the head of his licentiously pulsing 
penis up into her warm moist mouth. Sheri's teeth pressed softly down, 
nipping immediately at his hardness, and her tongue swirled around and 
around, leaving no portion untouched. It was so stimulating that he 
didn't notice her wriggle out of her clothes, but moments later when he 
opened his eyes her firmly rounded breasts and milk-white buttocks were 
quivering madly only inches from his feasting gaze.


The sight of his own older sister's nakedly voluptuous body and her 
mouth around the blunt, blood-filled head of his cock was almost as 
stimulating as the contact of her warm, wet lips, and he had to make an 
effort to keep from ramming the full length of his excitedly swelling 
shaft all the way down her throat. But he resisted the urge both from 
fear of choking her and possibly shooting out his cum before he even 
had the chance to fully enjoy the experience.


She crouched lower then, her full breasts swaying slightly over his 
loins, her body twisting seductively, the hardened nipples brushing 
across the sensitive flesh of his thigh. One hand moved down to cup his 
cum-swollen balls, the other gripped the thick base of his cock, while 
her tongue rolled around and around his lewdly pulsating cock-head. 
Then, without encouragement, she bobbed her face down, taking an 
unbelievable amount of the lengthy shaft up into her throat.


Kevin gasped and it seemed like the whole bed rolled with his sister's 
lunge, the sensation making him think he would cum in her mouth right 
then. When she finally raised her head again, her teeth bit down, 
leaving trails of white lines along the fleshy column where the blood 
had been forced from the surface and the young teenager thought he was 
going to explode from the excitement that titillated his entire body. 
Sheri bobbed up and down on his firm pulsating cock several times in 
rapid succession, her cheeks bloating and hollowing as she sucked with 
powerful force on his throbbing shaft, then paused to move around on 
the bed so that she was lying beside her younger brother.


She nearly choked when she moved, the change in position forcing 
Kevin's hard fleshy cock deeper and deeper up into her throat, but her 
nakedly seeping cunt was on fire with a lusting need brought on both by 
the taste of his youthful penis and a mental picture of the erotic act 
she was performing. She wanted to be touched too, and she knew if she 
was tongue-fucked like her boyfriend had done to her so many times, she 
would have an orgasm immediately. She moved her body around without 
stopping the soft sucking motions of her lips, and straddled Kevin's 
head with her knees. Her fiery pussy was then only inches from his 
mouth, and she felt he would understand, even though she had an 
indication when his blood-engorged rod of flesh jerked upward in her 
mouth. For added incentive, she bobbed her head downward, taking nearly 
the full length of it up into her hungry throat.


Having his older sister's naked pink vagina so close to his nose was 
all the arousing enticement Kevin needed. He stared wide-eyed at the 
moistened pussy flesh above his face, it's silky, hair-covered edges 
tinged with tiny drops of her vaginal secretions, and the tight cuntal 
mouth that seemed to open hungrily before him made him boil with 
unquenchable desire. Reaching up and around her firm, white thighs, he 
placed his hands just below the cheeks of her buttocks, spreading the 
soft yielding flesh wide apart as he pulled her juicily pulsating cunt 
down to his face. He lifted his head slightly and snaked his tongue out 
at the thin hair-lined little slit, driving directly toward the 
hardened little bud of her clitoris.


"MMmmmmm!" Sheri moaned around his saliva coated penis, then began to 
bob her head up and down with renewed passion. The first taste of her 
fresh young pussy was all the encouragement Kevin needed to go further, 
and he flicked her burning clitoris with his tongue again and again, 
evoking further grunts of rising sexual pleasure from deep in her 
throat. Then, running his tongue along the narrow pink valley like a 
wedge, he reached the tightly clenched little mouth of her vaginal 
passage. When he circled it several times, it drove her into a frenzy, 
and she began to wiggle her buttocks desperately in an effort to 
capture his tongue with her sensuously quivering cunt. This response so 
pleased Kevin that he continued until he thought his sister would 
scream. He wanted her to cum with him, but her sucking of his thickly 
extended young cock was driving him insane with passion, so he thrust 
his tongue into the heated passage of her cunt, stretching it out full 
length. The scent, feel and taste overwhelmed his senses, making him 
even more enchanted with his beautiful naked sister's lewdly suspended 
pussy, and he drove his tongue relentlessly up into her clasping cunt.


The quick stabbing sensations churning in Sheri's belly drove her wild 
with sexual frenzy, and she felt herself moving toward an orgasm at 
breakneck speed. Her cheeks, bloating and hollowing from the intensity 
of her efforts, slaved over her younger brother's firm, virile cock in 
an effort to make him cum with her. She had to taste his semen, to suck 
his blood-filled penis until his eager young balls went dry. And as his 
tongue unraveled its length in her burning, clasping cunt, then pulled 
back again like a lapping dog, she forced her widespread pussy down 
against his sucking mouth, thrilling with a new, more joyous pleasure 
that grew with each hard thrust of his teasing tongue.


Kevin could feel the sensitive tip of his cock slither up along the 
inner roof of his sister's warm mouth as she sucked harder and harder 
on it, and a moan began to build deep in his chest. The hand that was 
fondling and massaging his balls suddenly moved up between his thighs, 
the middle finger pressing into the crevice of his buttocks to make 
contact with his tingling anus. He didn't expect the jolting shock of 
pleasure that followed, and for a moment he was stunned by its sheer 
force. With all her incestuous manipulations gripping his aroused body, 
Kevin knew he couldn't hold back his climax for long, so he started 
sucking at her pussy like it was the last moist pink cunt on earth. In 
response her heated pussy flowered open wider, secretions of wild 
arousal running down her thighs and onto his chin. He ran his tongue 
around her excitedly clenching vaginal passage, then he dug his fingers 
into her firm buttocks, searching for the opening of her own tiny 
puckered anus. Finding the fleshy, interfolded ring, he screwed his 
middle finger into the tight little nether mouth, forcing it up inside 
her anal passage to the first knuckle. In answer his older sister 
moaned around his ramrod stiff cock, and the spasms in her trembling 
body told him she was nearing release.


With her brother's finger implanted deep up into her defenseless rectum 
and with his tongue worming salaciously inside her burning cunt, Sheri 
felt like she was going to explode. She sucked even harder on the hotly 
throbbing hardness in her mouth, and clenched her soft warm thighs on 
either side of his face, while rubbing her palpitating young cunt 
hungrily against his lips. When his tongue seared even deeper into her 
widespread vagina, she pulled savagely on his swollen penis with ever 
increasing speed and felt the first spasms of a shattering orgasm 
begin.


Her entire body seemed to explode over his face, and she began to twist 
and wrench herself wantonly, her lips locking around his rock-hard cock 
as though she were trying to suck it from his loins. Her back arched 
and the juices of her desperately contracting cunt flowed forth in 
torrents of feminine cum that spread sticky wet warmth over his face. 
Unable to contain his own climax any longer, Kevin convulsed with the 
explosion of hot semen that churned upward from his balls.


Sheri bobbed her head furiously over his jerking shaft, sucking each 
erupting jet of hot cream-like semen into her throat and belly, as her 
younger brother bucked and groaned beneath her in wild abandon. Her 
lips locked tight around his jerking penis so as not to loose one 
precious drop of his fresh spurting cum, and she gulped continually to 
keep up with the flood that steamed up and out, again and again from 
his wildly throbbing cock-head.


Kevin moaned over and over into the wetly clasping cunt above his face, 
his body warped with the sensational heat of orgasm. Each spasmodic 
burst of white hot cum sent vibrant thrills flashing through his entire 
sixteen year old body, and he rammed his finger in and out of his 
sister's anus as if answering the pleasure he was receiving. Even after 
the final splash of semen fired from his slowly deflating cock, and he 
felt totally drained, Sheri continued licking at the soft flaccid flesh 
until every drop of the sticky white fluid was gone. When she finally 
lifted her head, his half-hard penis slid from her cum covered lips 
with a small wet sucking sound. She glanced back under her breasts to 
see his tongue stab once more up into the soft blonde curls of her 
satiated young pussy. Then, as if signaling his satisfaction, she felt 
him pull his finger slowly from her still tightly clenched little anus 
and saw him fall back in exhaustion.


It was several moments before either stopped gasping for breath, 
several moments before either realized what they had done. They knew 
then that it was not enough, that it had to go further, but it was 
Sheri who first put it into words.


"Tonight," she gasped, "after ... midnight ... in the ... sitting ... 
room."


Her words, delivered as she raised up onto her elbows, brought a smile 
to her brother's lips, an affirmative nod from his head, and a newly 
acquired glint of perversion into his eyes.


Chapter 7


It was only a few minutes past midnight when young Kevin Howell walked 
quietly down the hallway, heading for the sitting room where he had 
seen his mother with his sister's boyfriend, wrapped in the throes of 
passion earlier in the day. It was his sister's idea that they should 
meet there, primarily because it was the only room not adjacent to 
either Ward Murdock's or their mother's bedroom, and therefore the 
safest. But he felt there was more to it than that, as it was the same 
place his mother had been fucked half crazy by Ward, and he was going 
there now to fuck his own older sister.


He and Sheri had left the cabin before the older couple had finished 
their own lewd fucking, and when they returned later they found Ward 
and their mother sitting in the living room, talking casually while 
sipping hot buttered rum and presenting a perfectly innocent 
appearance. Kevin found it a little difficult to act like nothing had 
happened, but he was assisted in keeping up an act by the feigned 
coolness of his sister. Fortunately, everyone in the house wanted to 
retire early, and they were all in their respective bedrooms by ten.


Kevin had spent the time waiting for the prearranged meeting reading a 
book, but he had grasped very little of what he read as his thoughts 
kept straying to his sexy sister. He was sure that Ward and his mother 
would be fast asleep by midnight, so all he had to do was stay awake 
and slip into the sitting room naked. It had all the makings of a good 
plan, and he had become progressively excited at the prospect of 
sinking his already hopelessly aroused cock into his sister's liquid 
cunt.


He moved slowly along the darkened hallway, feeling his way toward the 
door that led to the cabin's sitting room. He figured he would arrive 
there ahead of Sheri, but when he reached the open door, he heard soft 
sounds of slow, but excited breathing. So she's as anxious as I am, he 
thought, moving quietly into the room, his throbbing young penis half 
hard beneath his robe.


It was so dark inside that he thought of turning on a light, but he had 
second thoughts, remembering that it might attract attention and bring 
on a discovery they certainly didn't want.


Instead he had a better idea. It was easy for him to recall precisely 
where the sofa-bed was located, and slipping out of his robe so that he 
was fully naked, he followed the wall around to where the bed should 
be. It wasn't very far from the doorway, and feeling ahead with his 
hand extended, he found it quickly.


Even as his eyes became adjusted, he could still only make out a vague 
form stretched out under a blanket on the sofa-bed, and listening 
carefully, he heard nothing changed in the excitedly low breathing. He 
thought Sheri might even be playing with herself a little, and grinning 
to himself, he lifted the end of the blanket and slipped under it head 
first. She was turned on her left side, her back to him, and he reached 
out with his right hand, gently touching her smooth skinned thighs. She 
stirred, and he moved closer, running his tongue up the tender flesh 
toward her nakedly exposed buttocks.


"Ooohhhhh!" she moaned very low, controlling the volume of surprise in 
her throat.


"Sssssshhhhh!" He made the sound of silence with his lips still close 
to her warm flesh, a reminder that they both needed to keep quiet. He 
was crouched down beneath the blanket at the foot of the bed, and his 
proximity to her naked vagina gave him an idea of how to get things 
started. Turning her unresisting body over onto her back, he placed his 
hands between her thighs, and pushed her legs wide apart, then knelt up 
between them. It was so dark under the blanket he could see nothing 
with his eyes, but he could feel her smooth naked curves with his 
fingers as he moved them to the warm silky mound of her pussy. He 
traced the outline of her warm damp cunt, finding the soft hair-lined 
slit and spreading it gently open with his thumbs. Then bending close 
until he felt the tickle of her pubic hair against his cheeks, he 
flicked his tongue out lizard-like, directly against the hardening bud 
of her clitoris.


"Ooohhhh, Goddddd!" she hissed quietly through tightly clenched teeth, 
then, squirming her openly spread pussy up from the bed, tried to 
capture his tongue deep inside.


The smell and taste of her naked cuntal flesh made his aroused young 
cock lurch fully erect, and he knew he couldn't wait much longer before 
slithering up her sexy body and driving his impatient cock into her 
moist cunt. Nipping at her lust-hardened clitoris, he moved his hands 
to bend in her knees, pushing her legs back until they were nearly 
touching her shoulders, and leaving the entire vaginal plane open in 
naked abandon to his will. Then moving his tongue down along the 
smooth, heat-moistened slit to the throbbing hair-fringed opening of 
her vagina, he licked his tongue hotly across the elastic-tight little 
mouth. He wanted to tease her, to drive her to the point of insanity, 
but he couldn't hold back, his youth and impatience wouldn't allow it. 
All control was gone, and immediately he began to tongue-fuck her, 
driving deep up into her already greedily clasping cunt.


As the depraved young teenager swirled and flicked his tongue around in 
the velvety interior of that softly throbbing pussy, his mind's eye was 
seeing a different time. A time when his beautiful, sensual mother was 
being fucked by Ward Murdock, and somehow he couldn't help imagining 
himself in that place, doing the same thing to her passionately 
writhing body. Sheri was so much like her, he just couldn't help 
thinking those thoughts, but he recognized such thinking was insane. 
Yet the images in his mind were so intense, so incestuous, he licked 
and swirled his tongue through that searing hot pussy-flesh with 
fevered urgency. He couldn't wait much longer to crawl up between those 
widespread legs and have his blood-filled cock ramming into that 
velvety sheath.


*   *   *


It was so much like it had been earlier to the woman writhing 
erotically on the bed that she wanted to scream out obscenities, to beg 
for the male flesh that would give her release, but she couldn't run 
the risk of making too much noise. It would be horrible if the others 
in the cabin knew of her indiscretions! She was here, and although she 
hadn't had to beg the man between her wide-splayed legs to come, she 
still felt like a wanton whore. With her legs drawn up and splayed out 
obscenely wide, her naked, burning pussy was fully open to his ravaging 
tongue, and she ground it shamelessly into his face, thrilling to the 
agonizing passion it brought her. A sigh caught in her throat as he 
suddenly withdrew his tongue, but moments later it returned to trace 
along her naked curves, snaking across her quivering belly, then slowly 
up to her breasts, until finally his face was hovering over hers and 
the blunt, thick head of his rigid throbbing cock was pressing against 
her desire-enraged cunt.


"Put it in! God, hurry. Put it in!" he groaned half inaudibly in her 
ear. He had to fuck her. He had to!


Donna suddenly felt as though she had stepped on a high voltage 
electric wire. For a moment she thought she was imagining it, and she 
almost convinced herself it couldn't be true!


It couldn't be. It just couldn't be her own son! Or ... or could it? 
... Was that what she really wanted? Did she really want it to be him? 
But then, the smooth rubbery cock-head throbbed enticingly against her 
spread vagina again. It didn't matter. Her body was on fire. She had to 
have that wonderful, hard cock. She had to! It was Ward Murdock, 
absolutely, as she could never in her right mind allow such a horrible 
shameful thing like incest to occur. Closing her mind to any further 
rational thought, the young mother groaned and wrapped her hand around 
the pulsating cock at her loins, its lust-hardened mass jerking to her 
touch, and knowing what she was about to do could be horribly wrong she 
guided the blunt searching head to the thin, vertical mouth of her 
vagina. Then as if to clear her conscience, she spoke to the heavily 
panting form lying over her in quick pleading tones.


"Fuck me! Oh, darling, whoever you are, fuck me!"


"Oh, God ... MOM!" Kevin said, his heart leaping to his throat from the 
shock. It was her! It wasn't just his dream, it was her! His own 
mother! But he couldn't stop! "Mom ... I ... I want to ... I have to 
... Oh, God, I'm going to fuck you!" he cried, and in lust-aroused 
excitement jerked his hips forward with all his strength, driving his 
long, rigid penis with a heavy stroke deep into the forbidden depths of 
her cunt.


Oh, God! It was true! It was her own son she was fucking! But Donna 
couldn't stop him, didn't want to stop him, and she arched her hips up 
to receive him. "Oh, God ... God, it's a mistake. Wrong! Oh, God ... 
God!" she cried as the virile young shaft of hopelessly excited cock-
flesh tore into her, stretching the slick walls of her hungry vagina 
and plunging deep into its seething depths. She didn't understand how 
he happened to be there instead of Ward Murdock, but all that was 
unimportant for the moment. The important thing now was what was done 
and what her lust-driven mind wanted done. The head of his massive 
adolescent cock smacked hard against the cushiony tip of her cervix 
deep inside her raging belly. She loved it, loved it like nothing 
before in her life!


Ward Murdock, entering the room moments later, understood the soft 
sucking sounds immediately, but moved to the low table light to be 
sure. Something had obviously happened to cross up their plans, but he 
wasn't one to mind sharing a piece. When he turned on the lamp, he 
grinned in the dimly filtered light at the incestuous coupling on the 
sofa-bed, and stripped off his robe quickly.


The strange reverie that had overwhelmed Donna's body delayed her 
recognition of the other man in the room, her mind intent only on the 
wonderful fucking she was getting from her own son. But when Ward was 
on the bed beside them, speaking softly to her, she was confronted with 
the reality of the situation, and a wave of shame swept over her.


"I'm going to fuck your ass-hole!" Ward repeated as he knelt down 
beside her, his hardened cock fully erect in his hand.


Kevin was cognizant of Ward's presence and started to protest, but his 
mother spoke first and he could only grunt out his agreement.


"Yes. Do it. Fuck my ass-hole, darling!" Donna groaned in helpless 
passion, not totally unconcerned with their sudden discovery. It was 
her punishment for allowing this incestuous act to proceed, and she 
knew the older man's words were a perfect solution. Such a bizarre act 
would certainly be debasing, but she deserved to suffer pain and 
humiliation for what was happening to her at that very moment. She 
couldn't turn away from her son or his wonderful fucking of her 
hungrily burning cunt, and such debasement might absolve her of this 
terrible incestuous sin.


Ward rolled Donna over on top of her teenage son who remained locked 
tightly between her open thighs, then put his face close to her now 
upraised buttocks to watch Kevin's thick, hard cock bury itself deep in 
her wetly grasping cunt. Donna lay spread-eagled over him with the 
cheeks of her buttocks split wide, exposing her tiny virgin anus. Ward 
knew her anus was going to be tight, and without further comment, he 
probed into the tiny rubbery passage with his middle finger, preparing 
it for an even greater entry.


"Aaaaaagggghhhhh!" she moaned, the sudden thrust of his finger searing 
through her naked belly like a red-hot poker. She was frightened and 
wanted punishment, yet her body shivered with lewd and wicked 
anticipation. Her loving son had held his long, throbbing cock deep and 
unmoving as Ward started to rotate his middle finger around inside her 
defenseless anus, and she was wild now with masochistic passion.


"Fuck it!" she pleaded. Ward could feel her young son's heavily 
pulsating cock now making short impatient strokes in her hungry cunt 
through the thin wall of flesh that separated the woman's two passages, 
and realizing he could wait no longer, he slipped his finger out of the 
rubbery clinging flesh. His testicles felt like they would burst from 
the pressure of his building sperm, and he moved quickly up between her 
lewdly spread ass cheeks, the hard blunt tip of his cock pushing hard 
against her virginal anus. Kevin, holding his mother tightly in his 
arms from below, began to steadily increase his own pressure against 
her clasping cuntal passage, his rock-hard penis throbbing with 
increasing lust.


"Ooohhhhhhh!" Donna grunted, wondering how she was going to survive 
this unnatural and perverse punishment of her body. When they both 
lurched forward again, the pain was overwhelming.


"NNnnnnnnooooo!" she groaned, trying to squirm away from the terrible 
pressure, but it was hopeless, her pinned body completely open to their 
simultaneous assault. Ignoring her protests, Ward shoved his hips 
forward and suddenly felt the tiny, elastic-like anal opening give way 
to his force. Pushing harder still, his thick-headed cock suddenly 
popped noisily inside.


"Aaaaaaggggghhhh!" Donna cried in agony, her futilely resisting ass-
hole stretched to impossible size, the pain of his entry ripping into 
her like a thunderbolt. She desperately wanted to escape the cruel 
double impalement between her wide-stretched thighs, but there was no 
way out.


Feeling the resistance give way, Ward rammed his hips forward, driving 
his mammoth penis several more inches into her fleshy, rectal passage 
and when the strong outer muscle of her anus clamped tightly around his 
throbbing shaft, it only served to excite him more. He had to have it 
all the way inside, and ramming forward again, he drove smoothly and 
brutally into her heated rectum until his loins smashed hard against 
her upturned buttocks.


"Uuuuggggghhhhh!" It felt to Donna like her loins were being stretched 
beyond the limits of probability by the two lust-hardened male cocks, 
yet somehow, the initial pain in her loins didn't affect the crazed 
desire in her sexually stimulated body. Instead, a masochistic blend of 
agony and passion was taking hold of her mind, driving her to want even 
more indignities heaped upon her.


"Damn, what a tight little ass-hole your mother has," Ward groaned to 
Kevin, his cock pulsating with urgency, the tip of his rigid hardness 
tingling with agitated lust. Drawing his hips back again, he tried to 
pick up the rhythm of the blood-engorged cock fucking into her wide-
stretched cunt from below.


At the same time, Sheri Howell froze as she moved cautiously into the 
room, stunned by the sight of her naked mother sandwiched between her 
boyfriend and her younger brother. She had accidentally fallen asleep 
only to be awakened by the groans and lewd smacking noises coming from 
the sitting room. Nonetheless, she hadn't expected to find her mother 
locked like this between the two men who had brought her such pleasure. 
She watched wide-eyed, too excited and aroused at seeing such a strange 
unexplainable transformation take place. Her mother's loins seemed to 
be impossibly stretched and filled by the two giant cocks, yet the 
elastic-like flesh seemed to open willingly, almost pleadingly, to the 
twin fucking. Her mother even appeared to be liking both of them 
fucking her at the same time! Sheri moved around the sofa-bed so that 
she could clearly see her mother's face. The contorted expression she 
saw was almost unreal: her eyes were open and there was no doubting the 
glaze of ecstasy in them, as her pink moist tongue circled hungrily 
around parted lips. Her mother was completely transformed, no longer 
the pious woman Sheri had known for so long, and suddenly she wanted to 
share in her perverted joy!


To Donna Howell, it was as if she had become a sexual receptacle for 
all the debased acts in the whole world. It was as if something had 
snapped in her long-controlled mind. Every pore that was a part of her 
aroused body was joyously receiving her son and lover. All was open and 
willing, ready for the extraordinary lust being showered upon her. She 
loved it! The more bizarre, the better! The two throbbing cocks were 
fucking relentlessly between her unbelievably stretched thighs, one 
slamming thrillingly into her rectum, while simultaneously the other 
drove slickly up into her clasping cunt. She was being buffeted like a 
helpless rag-doll between two male bodies that worked together toward 
mutual climaxes, and she loved it more than anything she had ever 
known!


"Oooooohhhhhh, Goddddd! Fuck me ... Oooooh, yessss, fuck me hard!" she 
pleaded, and the two men, her men, seemed to answer her request with 
thundering willingness. Their rhythm was as one, each driving deep into 
her belly at the same time, then withdrawing their long throbbing cocks 
only to plunge back into her greedy cunt and rectum more quickly and 
lustfully than before.


It was wonderful, and she squeezed and sucked her vaginal and rectal 
sheaths hungrily at the driving shafts, wanting desperately to milk 
them of all the hot male cum they contained.


Her head was twisted to one side, her vision a blur of passion, but 
through it all, she recognized her daughter standing near, and she 
wanted to bring her into the wonderful pleasures too.


"Sheri, darling ... come here. Come quick, baby!" she groaned at her 
naked daughter. It was all the encouragement the young teenager needed, 
and she was up on the bed, spreading her legs out wide, her burning 
cunt close to her mother's full sensual lips. Donna was like a wild 
animal, anxious to lap up the sexual juices that flowed hotly from her 
daughter's freshly flowering cunt, and her tongue snaked out into the 
thin, blonde-fringed vaginal slit like a hot electric probe, sliding 
smoothly up and down the quivering valley until it found the clasping 
opening of her burning vagina. Quickly then, licking around the tight, 
little hole, she drew all the excitedly seeping pussy fluids hungrily 
into her mouth, then groaning and stretching her tongue out its full 
length, she thrust it deep into the smooth steaming pussy flesh between 
her seventeen year old daughter's widespread legs.


"Oooohhhhh, yessss ... suck it like that, mother! Suck it!"


It was all there, and Donna couldn't think of anything that had ever 
made her happier. She was lost in a swirl of sexual happiness she had 
denied herself all her life. Until now she had never fully realized her 
sexual needs, but filled as she now was with her family and new-found 
lover, it was all perfectly clear. At last she had acquired the taste 
and scent of a wild rutting animal and at the same time she felt a new 
and unbelievable motherly passion of love for her children, and she 
knew she would soon feel it all culminating together in both her liquid 
smooth cunt and tightly burning rectum. It was complete fulfillment, 
and she was straining to reach its mysterious peak.


Trapped between the three nakedly aroused bodies, she seemed to churn 
with sexual energy, pulling and sucking with curious force at all the 
sexual probes within her. Her motions acted as a trigger for the 
releasing of all the grinding passion that had become electrically 
charged as one. Kevin moaned as he slammed his blood-filled cock into 
the farthest depths of his mother's hungrily rippling cunt, and the 
moment it began spewing its hot white cum, Ward increased his strokes 
into her greedily milking rectum, his mammoth cock expanding rapidly, 
then exploding in a rocket-like searing release. Both cocks, buried 
deep, now spewed fiery blasts of sperm far up into her crazily jerking 
belly.


"Aaaaaaaggggghhh!" Donna's all-enveloping climax was groaned out into 
her daughter's fleshy, quivering cunt as she trembled with the glowing 
pleasures of the heated sperm being pumped into her rectum and greedily 
contracting cunt. She heard Sheri moan too, and suddenly her mouth was 
busy sucking in the climactic juices she so hungrily wanted. The four 
nakedly connected bodies, mother, son, daughter and daughter's 
boyfriend, jerked and bounced together for indeterminate time, and when 
they finally collapsed in an exhausted, sweat-glistening heap, it was 
only the beginning of a long, lust-filled night.


Chapter 8


It was four in the afternoon, and the last day of school before summer 
vacation. It was smoggy and overcast, and Donna was hurrying. She took 
one long, last look around the classroom before turning off the lights, 
then stepped into the corridor and closed the door, but she did not 
lock it for she no longer had the key. The familiar corridor was quiet 
as she walked briskly toward her car.


Almost six months had passed since the Christmas vacation at Yosemite, 
and thanks to Ward Murdock and her son, she was a totally different 
person. Perhaps her family was different from most, but at least they 
knew and understood what was important to them. Most significant to 
Donna, however, was that for the first time in years, family love was 
more important than the mere support of it. Comfort and happiness came 
first and foremost now, and she finally realized these difficult 
commodities were not achieved by simply making money.


It usually took her fifteen minutes to drive from school to her 
Pasadena home, but tonight she cut the time to a little over ten. 
Tonight there was no daydreaming, just simple expectancy, and when she 
swung into the driveway, the narrow crotchband of her panties was damp 
with moisture. The car stopped with a jerk, and she was out and up the 
walkway almost before the engine sputtered to a stop. Her mouth opened 
and words rushed out the instant the front door was open:


"Kevin? ... Sheri? ... Ward? ... Anyone home yet," she cried 
expectantly.


"Mmmmmmmm ... in ... here," came the muffled cry from the back bedroom.


"We ... couldn't ... wait ..."


She didn't bother to answer, but headed toward that voice, leaving a 
trail of hastily removed clothing.


For better or for worse, Donna Murdock had arrived!


The End
RWS-215  The Hidden Camera
RWS-215 The Hidden Camera
by Susan Carter


Chapter 1


Excitement, like an invisible electric current, ran through the room. 
The room was big, tastefully decorated in expensively modern furniture, 
and crowded with people. The people gathered were men and women. All 
were smartly dressed and almost all were drinking. The tense murmur of 
voices sounded above the music that was playing on the stereo.


The excitement mounted as the drapes were drawn shut, shutting out the 
moonlit night. The music was turned down low and the voices dropped to 
an anticipating whisper as the guests began arranging the furniture, 
drawing up chairs and couches so that they could sit comfortably and 
have a good view. All of the guests faced toward one end of the room 
where a small stage was set up.


It wasn't much of a stage, being barely big enough to accommodate a 
large bed and raised only a few feet off the floor. Black velvet drapes 
behind it and on the sides acted as backing. Anyone standing on the 
stage would be outlined sharply by the black, depthless velvet. Pencil-
point spotlights suddenly stabbed through the gathering darkness of the 
room. The guests got themselves comfortable and, well fortified with 
drinks, they sat back or shifted restlessly, getting a clear view.


The room darkened and a communal thrill ran through the gathered guests 
for they felt safe---anonymous---in the dark. Unseen, they could behave 
as they wished without anyone objecting.


The excitement and tension in the room mounted higher---it was almost 
something that could be felt and grasped---as the darkness became inky, 
and the only light in the room was on the small stage where spotlights 
stabbed down and the black velvet acted as a frame.


A murmur, almost an applause, ran through the room as a tall slim 
figure entered and sat down front and center, facing the stage. 
Everyone present had either seen or heard about the shows that Hartman 
put on, and everyone knew they were in for a sight that most people 
would give anything to watch. One thing about Fred Hartman's parties: 
they were never dull and always fun! No one ever turned down an 
invitation. Everyone present felt they were privileged to be there and 
they all sat forward, craning to see what was going to happen next, 
eager to see whatever was going to happen on the stage.


The stage! It was raked, tilted, set at an angle so the spectators 
could better see what was going to happen there. The bed was bolted to 
the stage so it wouldn't slide off. The music was low and soft and 
suggestive, as the audience waited in the darkened living room of Fred 
Hartman; they waited tensely, becoming first quiet, then silent, as the 
music played on.


A quick, almost instantaneous gasp went through the guests as two men 
stepped out on the stage, smiling and squinting out. They were unable 
to see anyone, only a wall of blackness as they stood under the spots. 
The gasp and ensuing babble of voices were almost all female, for the 
two men were stark naked!


And they were muscular. Both were brawny big men with bulging biceps 
and thick forearms. Their names were Ben and Herman. Both men worked 
for Fred Hartman in various positions: as chauffeur, butler, 
bodyguards, aides, etc. They were, in truth, for whatever use Fred 
Hartman wanted of them. They were paid well and carefully selected for 
their positions. And now they were standing on the stage completely 
naked before his gathered guests.


The women in the audience set up a titter of excitement as they looked 
at the size of their penises which were growing erect even as they 
looked. Both men had big thick cocks that were veined and swelling out 
of their foreskins as they stood next to the bed. The reason for their 
sexual excitement was soon obvious.


A noise, a groan of lewd excitement welled up from the audience as an 
innocent, frightened young girl stepped out on the stage and stood 
looking out into the inky blackness with limpid eyes that were 
strangely glazed. It appeared as if the girl had been drugged. Indeed, 
she had! She had smoked a quantity of hashish in another room in order 
to get herself into the mood for what was going to happen. The hashish 
had willingly been supplied by Fred Hartman. In fact, the two men, one 
a blond and the other a red head, both had smoked with the girl. They 
stood looking down at her as they towered over her, grinning cruelly. 
They obviously were going to enjoy defiling her lush young body, and 
they could hardly wait to begin.


A general feeling of obscene permissiveness flooded the room. Guests 
hastily gulped at their drinks and refilled their glasses from bottles 
strategically placed nearby. Groans, moans and exclamations of lewdness 
were heard. Tiny coals glowed in the dark as guests lighted up hashish 
and marijuana cigarettes in order to intensify the feeling of 
wantonness that dominated the room.


Most of the assembled guests had seen pornographic films and 
exhibitions before; the mere fact that an obscene sex show was going to 
take place before their eyes wasn't the singe most important thing.


It was the girl, the girl standing up on the stage.


Sadly, as viewers of erotica know only too well, most of the girls who 
submit to lewd and perverted sex have something missing. Generally, 
they are not attractive, having a plain-Jane face, or a body that 
leaves something to be desired ... or a twisted mind.


But not so with this girl. Fred Hartman had nothing but the best. The 
girl standing on the stage was beautiful. She was standing with her 
body completely covered from the neck down in a purple robe. Her face 
was incredibly lovely, having the fine, delicate features that smacked 
of good breeding. She had a mane of jet black hair that was long and 
crossed over her forehead, giving her a casual, sensuous look. Her nose 
was refined and thin, having just a hint of upsweep on the end. Her 
eyes were a pale intriguing blue and set wide apart and slightly 
tilted. Her mouth was wide and her lips possessed that full lascivious 
softness that was so enticing. Her chin was rounded and firm, and the 
complexion of her skin was healthy and a sensuous soft white.


She moved, standing between the two naked giants and, as she moved, 
another gasp went up from the crowd.


She was naked under the purple robe, splendidly naked, and the 
audience, their heads straining, caught a glimpse of a voluptuously 
full figure in the slit of the robe. The girl was smiling vacantly, her 
wetly parted lips laxly open as she stared off absently with glazed 
eyes.


"Begin Nancy." The words were spoken quietly, from the first row. It 
was Fred Hartman who sat with his legs crossed. He sat casually, a 
cigarette in one hand, a small brandy sniffer in the other. He spoke 
with a bored authority, yet his eyes gleamed dully in the reflected 
light from the stage. Anyone who knew Fred Hartman knew he liked 
staging shows, that he actually enjoyed watching women debase 
themselves. Some said he preferred the shows to actual sex. No one 
dared ask, for Fred Hartman could be a very cruel man once he was 
crossed.


But the girl on the stage! Men leaned forward, taking in her beautiful 
young face and the tantalizing glimpses of her lushly ripened body 
under the purple robe. Men whispered to one another and asked 
themselves the question: where did he get her? She seemed too beautiful 
and refined to be involved in such a situation. If this show was 
anything like the others that Hartman had arranged, she would submit 
herself to all kinds of sexual debasements. Where did he find such a 
beautiful girl to do such lewd acts? She seemed too striking, too well 
bred for such behavior. Men grinned to themselves. Her innocent 
appearance, good breeding, and stunning good looks only added to the 
excitement.


A hush fell over the room as every eye watched the girl standing 
between the two men.


The suggestive robe was slit all the way down the front, from her neck 
to her toes, and the audience got another provocative look at her body 
as her beautifully shaped white hands found their way free and she 
wrapped her fingers around the rapidly swelling shafts of both men's 
cocks. Slowly, she slipped their foreskins back like a sheath or glove 
over a hand.


Both Ben and Herman reacted together, reaching for and abruptly 
whipping the purple robe from the girl.


"Aaaaaaahhhhhhh."


The half sigh, half groan ran through the room and couples caressed 
each other lewdly as all eyes were glued on the brightly lighted stage 
and the girl who stood before them, completely naked now, her hands 
slowly and rhythmically stroking the cocks held in either hand. Greedy 
eyes took in her incredibly voluptuous figure. Her proudly upthrust 
breasts were two fully formed and rounded melons. They were heavy and 
suggested a firmness all their own, for they quivered softly as she 
moved. Her nipples were pointed and tilted slightly upwards. Her rib 
cage and waist were slender and her hips were full and supple, moving 
as if they were made of warm liquid and giving a promise of lewdly 
fluid action. Her thighs were firm and full and beautifully curved, 
matching her legs which were long and tapered.


Her whole impression was one of voluptuous pleasure and innocence, ripe 
to be defiled. Her stomach was flat and firm, and her mound of Venus 
jutted out temptingly, covered with softly curling pussy hair. Hot, 
half-closed male eyes concentrated on her cunt, on her two softly 
pouting vaginal lips that were so velvety rounded; the shadowy cleft 
between them hinted at all sorts of hot lubricated pleasures.


The girl seemed to sense that all male eyes---and some female---were 
staring at her vagina. She let go of the rigidly erect cock on her 
right and brushed her hair from her eyes. Then, as the audience 
breathed another collective groan, she jutted her swan-like hips 
forward wantonly, lewdly her mouth opening in a seductive smile that 
revealed even white teeth, as her free hand slid down over her belly 
and her fingers played in her pubic hair. She couldn't see her audience 
because of the spotlights and darkness of the room, but she seemed to 
sense their hunger. She smiled lewdly now as two fingers of her right 
hand played lightly over her velvety cuntal lips. Spreading her feet 
apart while thrusting her hips out licentiously, she clenched her 
perfectly formed buttocks tightly together, creating shadowy 
indentations on her ass cheeks. Her fingers slowly spread the pulpy 
lips of her cunt apart, revealing her wetly gleaming excitement. Again, 
a gasp went up and lewd moans came from various parts of the darkened 
room as the spectators looked at the girl's coral-pink cunt glistening 
under the overhead spotlights.


It was too much. So beautiful a girl so depraved and lewd in front of 
them. Several men in the audience had to be physically restrained from 
joining the trio on stage, and one female voice, hoarse with lust, was 
heard to say, "I'd like to fuck her myself!"


The two naked men on the stage began to manhandle the voluptuous young 
girl with a cruel kind of contempt. Herman, the big blond chauffeur, 
seized her wrists and spun her so that everyone might see her nakedly 
rounded buttocks that were unblemished and perfectly twinned. She 
rocked and undulated as Ben, the dark-haired butler and bodyguard, 
reached forward with big rough hands and began massaging her softly 
quivering breasts, which excited the crowd even more.


Her back still to the audience, the men made her bend over, forcing her 
down with their brute masculine strength. As she bent over and spread 
her legs to keep her balance, her buttocks were completely exposed, as 
was her narrow, hair-lined cuntal slit with its swollen vaginal lips. 
Lee men treated the girl roughly, each of them seizing a cheek of her 
ass and spreading it to show her tiny budding anus hidden deep in her 
fleshy crevice.


The audience was beginning to urge the threesome on, whispering 
obscenities as men and women caressed each other lewdly in the dark.


"Fuck her!" was hissed.


"Make her suck!" another breathed.


"Fuck her, fuck her ass," another said hoarsely.


"I'd give a hundred ... no, two ... no, damn it, I'd give anything to 
spend a night with her."


"Fuck her, fuck her silly."


"Quiet." The voice of Fred Hartman cut through the air that was heavy 
with cigarette and marijuana smoke, stopping all the dark-time talk. 
Couples lewdly caressed one another in silence while they looked at the 
stage with predatory eyes.


The abused young girl was suddenly freed by the men, and she whirled 
around on the audience, her voluptuously full breasts dancing as she 
turned. Her beautiful face was animated, and it was obvious she had 
enjoyed being so obscenely displayed in front of everyone and hearing 
their vulgar suggestions.


Her hands wrapped themselves around the rampant shafts of the now fully 
thick cocks, and she began stroking them in a lewd time, pulling the 
skin all the way back until she fully exposed their purplish mushroom 
heads. Both Ben and Herman began fondling and caressing her lushly 
ripened breasts. They got rougher with each passing second, pinching 
her nipples and almost brutally massaging the soft flowing flesh. Their 
hard hands were getting wild and running all over her naked young body, 
and she permitted them to do whatever they liked. In fact, she seemed 
to enjoy it as she closed her eyes. Her eyelids fluttered and a 
pleased, dazed smile was on her wetly parted lips as she stroked their 
iron-hard cocks with both her hands while their fingers roughly probed 
at the sensitive flesh up between her long lithe legs.


Obscenely, she bent one knee and lifted the leg slightly, her weight on 
her bare toes, giving the men a better avenue to her cuntal opening. 
She grimaced half with pain, half with anticipated pleasure as Ben's 
thick forefinger forced its way up into her wetly throbbing pussy. He 
began sawing in and out of the lust-dampened cunt, his finger 
glistening with her lubrication.


Now the room was intently silent. The atmosphere changed from high-
charged sexuality, to a silent, intent lewdness. Everyone watched as 
the girl jutted her hips forward and let her hips begin to pump, ever 
so slightly, in time to the finger sawing in and out of her wetly 
clasping vagina. Her hands were still squeezing the two cocks and 
stroking them in a lewd rhythm, as Herman grabbed her long, coal-black 
hair from behind and pulled her head back. Their open mouths locked 
together in a long lewd kiss. Their wetly hot tongues could be seen 
licking at each other as his big hands pawed and fondled her proud 
naked breasts.


The room seemed to be growing hotter, and everyone pressed closer to 
the stage as they realized what they were seeing: a no-holds-barred 
ravishment of a girl who looked like she belonged on the society page 
or in a Hollywood movie. The combination of her stunning looks and 
obvious sensuality and wantonly wild behavior was too much. Men made 
secret plans to abandon their wives and mates later on in the evening 
in order to get to this pagan girl who was writhing so lewdly in front 
of them.


The scene grew wilder and low animal moans came from the crowd as they 
watched the girl slowly sinking to the stage floor. The finger was 
pulled from the tight little opening up between her legs with a wetly 
plopping sound, as Ben and Herman slowly forced the girl down on her 
knees.


Actually, there was no need to force her. Willingly, slowly, 
tantalizingly, her hips pumping lewdly all the while, she knelt on the 
floor of the stage between the two men, still rhythmically stroking 
their huge cocks. Her eyes half closed, she turned her head and looked 
longingly at Ben's erect, brutally hard penis in front of her face.


The men shuffled in on either side of her, giving her little room. With 
a look of pure bliss on her face, the girl pulled Ben's thickly 
pulsating cock down to her half-open mouth and let her tongue flick out 
and lick its huge swollen head. Then, opening her mouth wide, she 
slowly guided the hot shaft of hard flesh into the warm moist confines 
of her mouth. Her lips closed down around the blunted head and her 
cheeks hollowed and expanded as she began sucking.


"Aaaaaaahhhhhhh!!" Again, a moan, a ripple of delight went through the 
room. Zippers were opened and male hands found their way up dresses as 
everyone watched the nakedly kneeling girl begin hungrily sucking on 
the penis as her other hand stroked the blond Herman's excited penis. 
Her head bobbed back and forth as she devoured as much of the hard 
flesh as she could. Ben's long pulsating shaft glistened with her 
saliva and shone in the overhead spotlight as the big bodyguard began 
to brutally fuck in and out of her mouth, his powerful hips pumping 
back and forth. With a loud groan, his hands reached down to tangle in 
her long charcoal black hair and hold her head in place as he began to 
jolt her with the force of his inward strokes.


Herman meanwhile contented himself with reaching down and caressing her 
nakedly quivering breasts as she sucked with eyes blissfully closed. 
The room was thick now with cigarette smoke and the pungent, sweetish 
smell of hashish. Couples were openly and lewdly embracing each other. 
The smell of alcohol hung heavy in the air as men were drinking, a 
fever in their flesh as they watched the salaciously exciting spectacle 
up on stage. Clothes were being dropped hastily to the floor with a 
sibilant rustle as almost everyone felt the need to be naked. Yet every 
eye was on the stage and the helpless young girl who was so obscenely 
crouched between the two men.


The girl pulled Ben's wetly glistening cock from her mouth with obvious 
reluctance, her lips clinging until the very last minute then her 
tongue licking its underside lasciviously, before she snapped her head 
around and opened her mouth wide to take in Herman's long hard 
thickness. Her free hand groped behind her for the swollen wet cock her 
lewdly hungering mouth had just abandoned; it was slippery in her hand, 
and she fondled it's heatedly pulsating length as her mouth slid back 
and forth over the hot pole of male flesh with an ecstatic intensity.


The two men were aroused now to a near-violent state, and they crowded 
around her nakedly kneeling body, their hands massaging and roughly 
fondling her tender flesh. They seemed determined to do everything to 
this girl, and they were growing wilder and rougher with each passing 
second. They tried and finally succeeded in getting both of their hotly 
throbbing cocks in her ovalled little mouth at the same time.


They held her head tilted back, holding her brutally by her long hair 
as they stood side by side fucking into her beautiful face. People in 
the audience left their seats to press around the stage in order to see 
this obscene humiliation of the girl. Her head was forced back and her 
mouth was grotesquely opened wide as both massively thickened penises 
were crammed into her mouth. Wildly, insanely, she sucked at both of 
them, her hands cupping their powerful buttocks and pulling them toward 
her. Women panted and men gaped with open mouths at the sight of the 
voluptuous young girl sucking both lust-thickened cocks at once.


Then the men pulled away, pulling their hardened shafts from her 
eagerly sucking mouth and picking her up by her arms to throw her 
brutally on the bed.


The girl lay obscenely sprawled on the tilted bed, her ripe young 
breasts swaying before partially melting into her chest. Her legs were 
side-spread and each member of the audience could dearly see the hair 
fringed edges of her tight little cant and how it glistened with lewd 
excitement in the spotlights. The scene in the room was explosive: 
anything could happen. A sexual heat was gripping everyone---everyone 
except Fred Hartman who sat cool and calm, only his glittering eyes 
giving away his perverted desire. He wanted to see the girl, Nancy 
Dodge, degrade and debase herself completely. He wanted to see her 
humiliated in a way she would never forget.


And he was about to see that happen as his two muscle-men loomed over 
her. Their teeth were tightly gritted in animal lust and their faces 
showed the sadistic thrill they were getting. One of them, the blond 
chauffeur Herman, had started to crawl up on the bed, a low animal 
growl of savagery in his throat.


"No!" The voice of Fred Hartman was quiet and carried a great deal of 
authority behind it. Herman stopped instantly, squinting into the hazy 
smoke and darkness. Fred Hartman spoke with the weary patience of 
someone speaking to a not-too-bright boy. "You've forgotten the oil, 
Herman. You and Ben have forgotten the oil."


The two men exchanged grins, and Herman reached under the bed, coming 
up with a large bottle of clear baby oil. He unscrewed the cap and 
threw it aside, then held the bottle over the full sensuous breasts of 
the Dodge girl who lay so invitingly on the bed. He poured the oil over 
her soft naked mounds with their big bulleted nipples. Nancy, smiling 
lewdly, used her hands to smear the thick, glistening oil all over her 
stomach while a lewdly grinning Ben rubbed it all over her curving 
thighs and buttocks. He devoted considerable attention to the deep 
shadowy crevice between her ass-cheeks and to her widespread cuntal 
furrow.


Nancy Dodge seemed to enjoy caressing herself. She was maddened by lust 
or drugs or a combination of both, and she massaged her oil-sheered 
breasts rhythmically as she tucked her chin in and bent her head as 
both hands tried hard to hold one slippery mound up in place while her 
tongue licked at the nipple.


The audience groaned again as people crowded closer, sweating, intent 
on the lewd girl nakedly writhing on the bed, her body covered with oil 
and glistening in the light.


Chapter 2


Fred Hartman's "parties" were always bizarre and unusual. He was a man 
who gave parties and had no friends. No one who knew him could say they 
knew him well. Even his employees couldn't really say they understood 
or knew him. Immensely wealthy, he traveled a great deal, going to 
strange parts of the world where tourists never dared go. When at home 
on his estate outside of Chicago, he was a recluse until he decided, 
without any apparent reason and without warning, to throw a party.


His parties were the talk of a select crowd of swingers and 
adventurers. Hartman selected his guests the same way he selected his 
girls: carefully. Some of his parties got wild and ... if words got to 
the authorities ... he could be in trouble. Yet ... because they were 
so wild ... people died to have an invitation to his estate. It was 
often said ... and none ever disagreed, "You'll never forget a Fred 
Hartman party."


Why did he do it, why did he give such lascivious parties where girls 
performed and humiliated themselves in front of others? No one could 
give more than an educated guess. Fred himself was an aloof man who 
expertly parried any question he didn't care to answer. Still, the 
questions persisted. And, at this latest party, everyone was gloating 
over the oil-covered, stunning brunette writhing so lewdly on the bed, 
and they were wondering: where did he get her?


She was too stunning, too voluptuously beautiful in every way to be 
some tramp whore he picked up off the streets. Yet, she acted like a 
real slut. She was obviously enjoying her lewdness as she lay nakedly 
spread-eagled on the bed while Herman and Ben obscenely pawed her body, 
sticking their oil-coated fingers up her tight little cunt and fucking 
them savagely in and out.


The girl was virtually out of control as she undulated on the bed like 
some belly dancer gone mad with lust. Herman's and Ben's hands were all 
over her slippery body, and it was obvious that the sensual feel of the 
lubricant was arousing the two big brutal men to the exploding point. 
It was a wild pagan scene to watch in the hot room; both of the naked 
men were beginning to sweat under the spotlights as Herman finally got 
a firm grip on her slippery waist and crouched over her. "Fuck her!" a 
man called hoarsely and the cry was taken up by one and all. "Fuck 
her!"


The vulgarity of the group only served to excite the girl even more. 
Her ripe young body trembled as she spread her legs wide, obscenely 
inviting Herman to do what he wished with her. "Fuck her!" The cry was 
repeated again and again, and the girl shuddered with an unholy desire.


The big chauffeur crashed down on top of her, slipping and sliding off, 
crushing her voluptuously ripened breasts as he did so. His wildly 
throbbing cock was like a freshly cut tree stump as he eagerly moved 
his hips to get it in position. Men and women crouched low around the 
slightly upraised stage in order to get a better look at the fucking. 
They saw Herman's huge pulsating penis slip easily into the girl's 
lubricated cunt with an obscene sucking sound. They gasped and sighed 
as her pink vaginal opening spread wide and her hair-fringed pussy lips 
clutched involuntarily around the thick shaft as it slowly sank out of 
sight up into her tautly rippling belly.


The group was getting out of control now. The drinking and drug taking 
was having its effect. The obscene sight in front of them was too 
exciting to resist. Couples, men and women, were crawling up on the 
tiny stage and hands---male and female---were reaching out to caress 
the Dodge girl's oily body in every lewd way possible. Prying fingers 
wedged themselves between the chauffeur and the girl in order to pinch 
her slippery nipples. Other lewd hands fought to caress her oil 
glistening buttocks.


The pagan obscenely exciting sight was too much for many to bear. With 
loud groans of lewd delight, many couples began caressing one another. 
Women were stripping off their clothes and throwing them anywhere as 
they watched the big blonde Herman and the girl begin to move in savage 
harmony against each other. Herman's big biceps bulged as he held the 
slippery naked girl beneath him and fucked in and out of her wetly 
clasping cunt with all his might. His balls slapped lewdly against her 
upturned buttocks, and the girl's tight little pussy could be seen 
rolling inward with each of his vicious thrusts. Each time he pulled 
out to the tip of his lust-swollen cock-head, the girl's cuntal lips 
could be seen clinging to the thick shaft like a rubber glove pulled 
from a surgeon's hand.


Soon, though, all attention was on the stunning girl with the 
glistening body; she was fucking Herman back with an obscene abandon, 
her hips gyrating and pumping as if they were on ball bearings. She was 
bucking and undulating with a lascivious, totally wild abandon. She 
obviously was giving Herman the fucking of his life as he fought to 
hold onto her slippery body while the hands of a dozen spectators tried 
to caress her. Her mouth was open wide and deep animal moans of lewd 
pleasure were coming from her throat as her head thrashed-abandonedly 
from side to side. A look of depraved ecstasy was in her eyes as she 
stared off into the distant, unfocused, uncaring, as she fucked back 
with all her might.


The heat in the room was intense now and men were removing clothing, 
their faces sweating, their eyes narrow slits as they watched the lewd 
fucking going on in front of them. Tempers and passions were hair-
triggered and the party might have turned into an all-out orgy right at 
that moment if it hadn't been for the voice of Fred Hartman.


He was calm, curiously calm, almost clinical as he quietly said, 
"Everybody get back." Some couples, completely carried away, ignored 
his quiet command. "Back!" His voice cocked through the air and even 
the horniest of the couples knew better than to disobey him. Incurring 
his displeasure meant being banned from his estate and having to deal 
with muscular Ben or Herman. Everyone withdrew from the stage to stare 
longingly at Herman fucking the girl with bloodshot eyes ... bloodshot 
from booze and drugs and pent-up lust!


"We're not through yet." The iron-edge to Hartman's voice promised even 
more exciting things to come. The room was silent except for the wetly 
lewd sounds of Herman's thick cock savagely ramming in and out of the 
girl's hotly quivering cunt.


"Roll over, Nancy." Again, Hartman's voice was quiet and clinical, 
almost as if he were a scientist performing a complicated experiment. 
The girl, lost in her lust, wildly fucking back at Herman, her slim 
waist bucking as her hips lashed up to take all of Herman's big cock, 
didn't seem to hear him. He repeated his order patiently. "Roll over, 
Nancy. Get on top of him. Herman, help her."


The two obeyed like deranged zombies, rolling over while they still 
thrust and counter-thrust against each other's loins. They rolled 
completely over on the bed until Nancy was fully on top of him. She lay 
still for a second with his hotly throbbing cock buried deep in the 
velvety hot confines of her cunt. She rested, taking some of the weight 
with her arms and allowing the nipples of her oiled, ripely swaying 
breasts to brush back and forth over his heaving chest. The look on her 
face was completely depraved as she deliberately teased him by 
clenching and unclenching her cuntal muscles around the virilily 
hardened shaft of his cock. Then slowly, lewdly, she tightened her 
buttocks and rocked back and forth over him, wringing groan after groan 
of wild delight from the big man.


Men looked at her oil glistening buttocks with her twin ass-cheeks 
flexing and unflexing and their eagerly trembling hands reached out to 
caress her. Feeling strange fingers slipping and sliding in me oil, the 
girl, Nancy, slowly spread her legs wide in lewd invitation and raised 
her buttocks high in the air---titillating just her vaginal lips by 
short little thrusts against the thick upstanding cock beneath her.


It was almost as if everyone knew what was coming, for the room was 
hushed. Couples whispered lewdly to one another as everyone withdrew a 
little. Hands were pulled back from the young girl's body in order for 
all to see what was about to happen. An instant kind of obscene 
communication took place as people pushed and wiggled into position to 
see what would happen to her now.


Without being told, all eyes turned to Ben who was crouched by the bed, 
a cruel, wild look on his battered face as he held his angrily 
throbbing cock in one hand and slowly stroked it back and forth. The 
awed spectators realized it was now his turn. One woman in the 
audience, half-naked with a man fondling her excitedly quivering 
breasts, moaned, "Ohhhhh nooooo!" as she suddenly realized what was 
going to happen.


The girl, Nancy, was slowly spreading her oil-sheered legs wide until 
she had to bend her knees. She paused again, a look of ecstatic 
depravity in her eyes, as she exposed her nakedly rounded buttocks to-a 
room full of strangers. Men and women caressed one another with hot 
impatient hands and breathed quickly. Murmurs---low, lewd, intent were 
heard around the room. "Look at that ... would you look at that ... 
just look at her cunt ... wouldn't you like to fuck that ... just look 
at his cock in her cunt ... just look at it!"


Everyone looked with half-closed eyes at Nancy's oiled buttocks as they 
slowly spread lewdly apart, revealing the tightly puckered entrance to 
her anus buried deeply and snugly in the fleshy crevice between her 
ass-cheeks. Her buttocks were undulating, rolling tantalizingly as they 
moved up and down Herman's huge throbbing cock which now was covered in 
her lust-crazed cunt. Each person in the room could see how his lust-
thickened hardness spread the parting lips of her pussy so wide that 
they almost folded back on themselves, revealing the coral-pink inner 
walls of her vagina. Even as they watched, they saw her glistening cunt 
contract tightly around his thick shaft. Nancy was instinctively using 
her vaginal muscles to grasp more and more of his cock as her knees 
slithered slowly forward until they were next to Herman's armpits and 
her quivering ass-cheeks were high in the air, lewdly inviting Ben as 
she ground her cunt fiercely down on the huge pole of hard flesh 
sticking up from the chauffeur's groin.


Ben crawled up on the bed on all fours, slipping between the widespread 
legs of Herman and the girl until he was crouched over her upturned, 
smoothly oiled buttocks.


Nancy was moving as if she were in a dream, her mouth hanging open, her 
eyes glazed with lust. It wasn't until she felt the hotly pulsating 
head of the big bodyguard's cock pressing against her anus that she 
suddenly seemed aware of what was going to happen to her. Until that 
moment, she had been the only person in the room that was unaware of 
what was going to happen. The faces around her were watching, 
mesmerized, open mouthed and stunned by the enormity of what they were 
seeing.


They saw Ben holding his thick jerking cock in one hand, guiding it to 
where it nudged against her tightly clenched little anus.


Nancy's eyes widened and she appeared to focus them as she realized 
what was going to happen to her. She couldn't believe it was happening 
to her! Surely, her expression said, it wasn't happening to her! She 
froze in her obscene position, too frightened to move, her eyes wide, 
her mouth open. Slowly, she managed a smile. It had to be a threat ... 
surely they wouldn't ... they wouldn't do that to her ... her 
expression changed to one of pure panic as she realized they did plan 
to humiliate her that way. Her head snapped around and her wide eyes 
stared blankly at all the dark figures pressed around the stage. She 
could only make out silhouettes as she frantically stared for one face: 
Fred Hartman.


She had to find him, find his shadow and plead with him. She tried to 
move but both Ben and Herman held her securely in place, their hard 
hands slipping slowly over her glistening flesh. "NnnnnnnOOOOooooo!!" 
It was a long lost wail that came out of her throat. The look in her 
refined eyes was desperate. She knew she was helpless and she knew what 
they were going to do to her.


The room was so silent that Nancy's frightened panting seemed like the 
only sound. The voice of Fred Hartman shattered the silence. His voice 
sounded odd; it was higher than normal, and he almost chanted the 
words. "Go on, Ben, fuck her. Fuck her asshole! Shove your cock into 
it!"


The words seemed to hiss and crackle in the air and a low animal moan 
of lewd delight broke out in the room as they looked at the nakedly 
cowering young girl all covered with oil, caught, pinned by both men in 
place with Herman's hotly throbbing penis shoved all the way up her 
cunt. The crowd watched, silent, fondling, caressing one another lewdly 
as Ben used the thumb of his hand trying to spread her slippery ass-
cheeks further apart.


The crowd watched the girl, Nancy, quiver with dread as Ben's hands 
brutally forced open her tightly clenched buttocks, drawing them even 
further apart. Tears suddenly wet her cheeks and the crowd gasped as 
the burly bodyguard used his outstretched middle finger to tease at her 
tiny rectal opening. Sharply then, without warning, Ben rammed his oil-
coated finger into her puckered little hole, driving it in up to the 
first knuckle. The muscles of Nancy's buttocks clenched automatically, 
and her anal passage gripped defensively at his finger like a closing 
fist. The pain she was feeling distorted her face and a low hoarse moan 
came from deep in her. "Pleeeeezzzz, nooooooo!"


Ben's face was a study in brazen sadism. As if to answer her he 
viciously reamed and sawed in and out of her anus, thrusting his finger 
deeper into the warm buttery channel to the palm of his hand, causing 
the helpless young girl to groan painfully, her refined country-club 
features distorted in pain. Without a care, he began fucking in and out 
of her helplessly exposed anus, obscenely stretching the warm: velvety 
passage in preparation of the greater entry that was to follow.


Finally, Nancy closed her eyes and was still, concentrating, trying not 
to think, only wishing it was over with. She was crouched flat on her 
stomach on top of Herman, her legs spread wide, her knees tucked under. 
She was completely defenseless, impaled on Herman's long hard cock that 
was hotly throbbing in her cunt and feeling Ben's thick worming finger 
send stabbing pain through her rectum. Tears stung her eyes and she 
found herself sobbing, begging for mercy.


It was as if she were talking to herself. No one seemed to listen. 
Rather, her pleading and crying only seemed to make the situation all 
the more lewd. With a long moan, a man next to the stage excitedly 
ejaculated all over the hand and arm of a girl who was stroking him.


Ben pulled his finger from the girl's tight little anus with a lewd 
sucking sound and aimed the lust-bloated head of his cock directly at 
the tiny puckered hole of her rectum he had so agonizingly stretched 
and prepared with his reaming finger.


Once more, with difficulty, his hands slipping in the smooth Ben spread 
the squirming young girl's buttocks wide with his fingers, then slowly 
pressed the huge head of his angrily pulsating penis directly at the 
cringing little mouth of her back passage.


The crowd watched Nancy's pain-contorted face, saw her eyes gape as the 
brutally stiffened cock suddenly popped like a cork through her tightly 
resisting sphincter muscle.


"AAAAAAAGGGGGHHHHAAAA!!"


Every eye turned to her nakedly upraised buttocks as she froze, 
screaming. Every eye watched the grotesquely stretched orifice give 
more, spreading obscenely, slipping like a glove over me probing tip of 
his thick rampaging cock. Everyone watched as Ben grinned wildly in 
triumph, and thrust his hips heavily downward, burying half of the 
hardened fleshy shaft into the soft velvety channel with one vicious 
thrust of his powerful hips.


Her groans choked back into her throat as, automatically, Nancy fought 
for freedom from the depraved assault, but her every move only served 
to impale her deeper because with each jerk and twist of her tortured 
body, Ben's massively heated cock was sinking that much deeper futilely 
resisting anal passage. Beneath her, a lewdly smirking Herman thrust 
his hips upward, ramming his penis into the deepest confines of her 
pussy, doing his sadistic best to pin her in place.


The room was completely quiet as Ben leaned over the girl's 
defenselessly upthrust buttocks and drove his lust-thickened shaft 
through the last remaining resistance ... going unbelievably deep into 
her tight little rectum, right up to his sperm-bloated balls.


Then, as people held their breath, as Nancy's face was distorted by 
pain, bow Herman and Ben started an almost maniacal fucking in and out 
of me helpless young girl.


"AAAAAGGGGHHHHAAA!!"


The scream cut the air as everyone watched. No one made a move to help 
her as the two men increased the wild rhythm of their fucking. 
"Ooooohhh, God!" Nancy screamed piteously as she felt Herman's hotly 
throbbing cock pistoning deep up into her cunt from below, joining the 
other thick skewering penis sunk so deep in her rectum. She whimpered 
helplessly, both in the throb of pain and also in humiliation, 
sandwiched like a whore between the lewdly grinning chauffeur and 
bodyguard who were fucking her so mercilessly. She could feel 
everything more intensely now as they thrust deeper up into her belly 
from below and from behind with only the thin membrane between rectum 
and cunt separating their lust-hardened shafts.


The scene in the hot, darkened room was growing wilder with couples 
stripped naked. A man sprawled naked in a chair while a young girl 
crouched between his legs and lasciviously sucked his virilily hardened 
cock while he watched Herman fucking up into the wildly writhing pussy 
of Nancy. Another young girl hung over the edge of a stuffed chair, her 
buttocks thrust up, while a middle-aged man guided his thick shaft into 
her vagina from behind. He held the girl by the hips as he slowly began 
fucking in and out of her wetly clasping pussy, but his eyes were 
focused on Nancy up on the stage, in the brightly lighted bed with the 
two burly men.


Both Ben and Herman finally fell into a smooth rhythmic cadence that 
pounded the oil glistening young girl's body between them like a rag 
doll. Men and women were fucking and sucking all over the room as they 
watched their wetly glistening cocks ramming into the girl's wide-
stretched genital openings like high-powered punch drills. People 
sprawled on couches and on the floor as they watched the pink frayed 
edges of her pussy flesh pulling out with Herman's penis on the 
outstroke and disappearing lewdly back inside her cunt as he plunged 
again deep into her quivering little belly. Everyone watched Ben's 
thick hardened cock pulling out of her backside, drawing the tight 
ridges of her tightly clenched anus with it, then wetly ramming back up 
into her until his cum-filled balls were wedged hard up into the softly 
yielding cheeks of her buttocks.


Then, as everyone in the room watched her pain-twisted young face, a 
change gradually began to occur. It was as if the very thought of being 
so brutally fucked by two men at the same time was finally beginning to 
result in some masochistic overtones of pleasure. Couples stopped their 
obscene fucking and sucking to watch what was happening.


A strange look came over the naked girl's face, and a low ecstatic moan 
trembled from her lips Involuntarily, her oil-gleaming buttocks began 
to undulate, and from the pleased expressions on the men's faces, she 
obviously was clenching fist-like with her cuntal and anal muscles at 
the hard, lust-driven rods of flesh pummeling into her.


"Jesus Christ," a man's voice whispered, softly, but everyone in the 
room heard him, "Jesus, she likes it!"


"Likes it?" another male voice retorted, "hell, she loves it! Look at 
the fucking bitch!"


Nancy heard the obscene comments and it intensified the wild sensations 
which were growing inside her belly. Winces of pain on her sweat-
streaked young face were being replaced by rapturous moans. "Oh God, 
fuck it, fuck it, pleeeezzz ..." she grunted thickly to each continuing 
thrust they made into her heatedly quivering cunt and anus. Her 
expression soon became ecstatic, and she obviously enjoyed hearing her 
own lewd implorings. Indeed, the words coming from one so beautiful 
were doubly arousing to the audience as well. Everyone in the room 
wanted to see this elegant girl humiliated even further; both men and 
women wanted to see and hear her beg for it.


Herman and Ben went wild at her words, thrusting into her without 
mercy, yet she fucked them back with the same wildness for every stroke 
they rammed into her, until all three began to moan in strange 
unintelligible cries of endless sexual abandon.


The room was going wild now. People pressed around the small stage, 
crawling up onto it and putting their hands on her oil-coated body 
again. Fingers slipped and slid over her lush young breasts that danced 
and trembled beneath her kneeling body as she bucked and writhed in 
complete abandon. Hands caressed her body wherever they could and Nancy 
threw back her head and moaned. "Aaaaahhh! God, yes! I can feel your 
cocks fucking into me! Split me! Hurt meeee! God, hurt meeee! Oh God, 
keep fucking ... keep fucking ... keep fucking ... keep FUCKING!!" she 
cried out, egging them on now, as the wildly ecstatic sensations of 
lewd pleasure became too much for her and shorted out her reason and 
inhibitions. Hands were all over her nakedly voluptuous body ... on and 
on it went in an insanely rising crescendo ... the hungry fingers 
playing like lecherous insects all over her firm young flesh ... the 
merciless fucking she was receiving in wildly palpitating cunt and 
rectum from above and below ... and suddenly, out of the shadows, there 
was a hotly throbbing cock brushing across her lips ... cocks were all 
around her ... penises were jerking and exploding white hot cum all 
over her oiled body. Her eyes closed in masochistic glee. This was the 
final obscene humiliation as she felt jets of warmly foaming sperm 
shooting all over her as other hands caressed her obscenely.


"Fill me! Now! Oh God fill me now with your cum! Shoot it into me 
together!" she wailed like a lost banshee, as she writhed and undulated 
between the chauffeur and bodyguard like a belly dancer gone mad.


Then the three of them were writhing wildly and shouting obscene pleas 
at each other, and she felt a hot boiling river of sperm shoot deep up 
into her rectum as her own orgasm rippled over her, sending 
unfathomable sensations of feeling jetting through her. The convulsing 
young girl could feel every throbbing pulsation of the madly jerking 
cocks inside her as both of them were now spewing out their white hot 
cum deeply into her rectum and boiling cunt.


She crouched over the chauffeur's powerful body, still thrusting his 
huge cock up into her rejoicing young cunt, and let Ben fill her bowels 
with his hot sperm until it overflowed and ran down between her 
quivering ass cheeks to splash against Herman's balls below. Her face 
twisted in an almost insane convulsion of ecstasy that overwhelmed her 
and made her go limp.


But it was far from over. She was gasping for air and utterly limp as 
Ben pulled painfully out of her sperm-filled anus and fell away. The 
wild hands of a dozen strangers were pulling her off Herman who was 
moaning below her. The room was a scene out of a Roman history book as 
some one held Nancy's still delirious face in his hands. Sadistically, 
a look of triumph on his face, he rammed his heatedly pulsating cock in 
the young girl's relaxed, half-open mouth.


Greedily, her full sensuous lips wrapped around the head, and her 
cheeks hollowed as she sucked on the strange penis. The man held her 
head in place as he began viciously fucking in and out of her mouth 
while Nancy sucked with an all-too-evident hunger. Men pushed one 
another aside to fuck her in her battered young cunt and rectum. Hands 
slid all over her oil-slippery body as they fought to grasp her ... and 
some of the hands belonged to women!


In the middle of all this sat Fred Hartman, smiling slightly, coldly 
watching the complete and utter debasement of a beautiful young girl 
named Nancy Dodge ...


Chapter 3


The sky in the east was streaked with the first tentative light of a 
new day, and Fred Hartman's estate was outlined in cold gray early 
morning light. People, their faces haggard and puffy, straggled to 
their parked cars. Their feet crunched over the gravel as they yawned 
mightily and rubbed their bloodshot eyes.


Two men about to get in a car stopped and nudged one another. They 
watched, their stares impudent, their smiles brazen as they saw Nancy 
Dodge hurry to her car. She walked quickly, her head down, nervously 
fingering her car keys. The men watched her flaring hips undulate and 
they could plainly see her lovely buttocks seductively swaying under 
her dress.


One of the men started to say something but the other one touched his 
arm and shook his head. "Another time. You had enough."


"Yeah, but I want her name."


"Another time. I'm beat. Another time. There'll be another time."


The first man grinned and slumped down into the car, still watching 
Nancy as she hurried to her car. "Yeah," he agreed, grinning. "Man, she 
sure was something. I don't think I've ever had a better blow job."


"Nothing wrong with her asshole, either."


Nancy, hearing them, got in her car. Her lovely young face was crimson 
as she stared straight ahead and drove off the tree lined estate to 
turn onto one of the many highways leading into Chicago.


Only when she was several miles from Fred Hartman's place could she 
heave a weary sigh of relaxation. She settled back in her seat, driving 
easily with one hand while she lighted herself a cigarette with the 
other. She inhaled deeply on the cigarette, feeling it relax her. Her 
body was sore all over, and she was so tired she worried about keeping 
awake and driving until she got home. Driving along the highway, she 
looked like a lovely young woman, completely composed, on her way to 
some early morning errand.


But she was far from composed.


In the past three months, her life had changed so much that even she 
couldn't believe it. It seemed unreal to her ... as if it were 
happening to someone else. Three months ago she didn't know Fred 
Hartman ... or Tom Nelson. Three months ago Rita Nelson was her old 
friend who was newly married to Tom and drinking too much. Three months 
ago she, herself, seldom drank. Now ... the first thing she would do 
upon getting home was to have a few stiff ones.


It would be a few drinks just to loosen up. And later ... it would be 
quite a few drinks in order to get to sleep.


Nancy drove fast, smoking quickly and lighting another cigarette after 
stubbing the first one out. Vaguely, uneasily, she thought of 
committing suicide. She didn't like to think too much about it or 
openly admit it to herself, for she was afraid she might do it. She was 
afraid that she was going to take her own life. She even had a secret 
supply of sleeping pills stocked up. She had them in a little plastic 
bottle and, after she had drunk enough, she would find them, take them 
out, look at them and rattle them in the bottle.


Suicide seemed like the only way out.


Sometimes, especially after starring in one of Fred Hartman's shows, 
she thought of suicide and felt it was the only way she was going to 
get away from him and this double life she was leading.


Sometimes it was the double life, the modern, female, Jekyll and Hyde 
existence that got to her. She felt she was a split personality, a 
schizophrenic. At home, with Allan, her husband, she was one kind of 
person. And ... when Fred Hartman or Tom Nelson called ... she was 
someone else. With Allan, she was genteel and her elegant cool looks 
were just right when they were having people over. At home with Allan 
she was witty and the proper hostess. Then ... when Allan was at work, 
at the bank ... and the phone would ring ...


Tears welled in her eyes and she had to slow down on the highway. She 
couldn't see where she was going and, for an instant, she didn't care. 
For one wild moment, she felt like flooring the accelerator and driving 
at top speed until she went careening off the road or hit something and 
ended it all. She choked back her sobs and swiped at her eyes, knowing 
she couldn't do it; she was too much of a coward and too much in love 
with life.


And Nancy did love life with a gay and appealing zest. It was the thing 
that had originally attracted Allan to her. It was part of her charm. 
Allan was quiet and thoughtful and conservative. Everyone felt, when he 
spoke, that his words were weighty and carefully considered. He looked 
like a banker with careful good looks and grooming and somber business 
suits. He talked like a banker. He even thought like one. All of this 
was to the good, for Allan was a banker. He was assistant manager of a 
branch office. He did his job with quiet devotion and the smooth 
determination that showed he was going to get ahead.


Allan and Nancy were a good combination, for what he lacked in wise-
cracks and just plain impudent silliness, she more than made up. 
Friends felt that Allan kept her in line, while Nancy kept him from 
being a stuffed shirt. Their marriage was looked on as a good one.


And it was ... as far as Allan knew.


Nancy whipped her car into their little driveway and heaved a sigh. 
Allan wasn't home. Bank business had taken him to Cleveland, and he 
wouldn't be home for at least another day. She was, for the moment, 
safe.


She got out of the car as quietly as possible. The hour was early and 
the sun barely up. She didn't want the neighbors seeing her get in at 
such an hour, especially old Mrs. Hunter who lived next door and had 
her nose in everyone's business.


"My, my, such a lovely morning."


Nancy stopped dead in her tracks and wearily closed her eyes. She was 
trapped by the cackling voice. "Good morning Mrs. Hunter. How are you?"


"Fine," came the voice in a spiteful tone, "considering what date it 
is."


Tired, but near home, near bed, Nancy summoned up a smile and turned to 
see the old woman standing in her yard in her nightgown with a faded 
old housecoat buttoned up to her neck. She was wearing worn old house 
slippers and a floppy sun hat. "The date?"


"Yes, the date." She kneaded her wrinkled lips for a self-satisfied 
moment before continuing. "It's the twenty-fifth of the month."


Dumbly, Nancy nodded, not knowing what the old woman was so maliciously 
getting at.


Mrs. Hunter's face turned suddenly pious as she intoned. "Roger. Poor 
Roger."


Nancy caught on. "Oh, your husband."


Mournfully, she nodded. "Dead twelve years and three months today. 
Dropped dead of a heart attack in an Optimo cigar store in the loop. 
Man who owned the store said he bought a cigar and keeled over. Never 
said a word."


"My, what a shame."


The old woman nodded and looked off, seeming to remember her husband. 
"He was always coming home at late hours, too."


The words stung but Nancy decided to ignore them. "Lovely morning, 
isn't it?"


Mrs. Hunter was too grandly glum to be deterred. "That's what he always 
used to say." She gimped close to the hedge that separated the two 
driveways, her eyes gleaming dull agates. "That's when I knew he was 
covering up." A dry laugh wheezed out of the old woman. "Oh, didn't he 
think he was clever, but I always knew. I always knew."


"Really?"


"He couldn't fool me. I knew. When the policeman came and knocked on 
the door and told me, I knew. I knew what he was doing in that Optimo 
cigar store when he died. I knew."


"What?" Nancy was completely mystified by the old woman's smug speech.


"Buying a cigar." Mrs. Hunter said it slowly as if she were talking to 
a child.


"So?" Nancy cocked her lovely head, her long raven hair sliding 
silently and hiding half her face.


"Well. You don't suppose I let him smoke, do you?" She looked like a 
wrinkled bandy rooster as she strutted behind the hedge. "I didn't let 
him smoke! No sir!"


"Oh." Nancy turned away to hide her smile. "That was certainly 
thoughtful of you."


"He smoked when he stayed out. I knew. I could smell it on him. He 
smoked and ..." she leaned forward, whispering loudly, "and other 
things."


"Oh."


"Like staying out all night and then coming home with some kind of 
story." The old woman eyed Nancy in an accusing way.


Nancy hated her neighbor at the moment, but felt compelled to offer up 
an excuse for coming home so early. After all, she was guilty. "I ... I 
had to go over to my parents. My ... my father isn't feeling at all 
well." She stood in the driveway, biting her delicate lip, hating Mrs. 
Hunter and hating herself for using her father as an excuse.


"Mmmmmmm. Gone all night?"


A lie, once told, has to be embellished. "Yes, it got so late, I 
decided to spend the night."


"And how is he feeling this morning?"


"Better, much better thank you."


Mrs. Hunter smiled and butter wouldn't melt in her mouth as she asked, 
"And how is Mr. Dodge?"


"Fine."


"My, it seems he's away an awful lot."


Nancy drew herself erect. She looked at Mrs. Hunter with her elegant 
features growing cold. "I've got things to do." With that she spun on 
her heel and left the old woman standing in her yard, smiling and 
laughing to herself.


Once inside her house, once she was sure she was alone and wouldn't be 
seen by anyone, Nancy could let go. It was as if a dam broke inside of 
her and she couldn't resist any longer. She put her lovely chiseled 
features in her hands and heaved the first long sob. Moments later, 
blinded by tears, she stumbled to the bedroom and fell full length on 
the bed and cried hard and long. She sobbed herself out, crying until 
she found a weary kind of relaxation. She couldn't feel peace. She 
rolled over and stared at the ceiling with puffy eyes and wondered 
what, if anything, she could do about her present situation.


Nancy Dodge was being blackmailed.


It had all started off so innocently, so innocuously. One thing had led 
to another and, before she knew it, she found herself in an impossible 
situation where there seemed only one way out: suicide.


Now, she got to her feet and went to the bathroom, putting a cold towel 
on her face and sighing deeply into the cool refreshing depths of the 
towel. Her eyes avoided looking in the mirror ... above all, she didn't 
want to look at herself. Hastily, she went to the modern kitchen with 
its vinyl counters and took a bottle out of one of the cupboards. Allan 
was beginning to be suspicious of all the liquor that was being 
consumed. Nancy had taken to buying booze out of the house money and 
hiding the bottles from Allan. She knew she was lying to her husband 
and she also knew that alcohol wouldn't solve any of her problems. In 
fact, if pressed, she probably would admit booze only made things 
worse. That wasn't the point. The point was ... she needed a drink.


She poured herself a generous shot, almost half filling a drinking 
glass with clear vodka. She tossed the drink down as if it were water 
and stood with her eyes closed, her body braced against the raw cutting 
shock of the vodka hitting her empty stomach. "Soon, soon, soon," she 
murmured. Soon the vodka would take effect and she would feel a little 
numb, things would become a little blurred.


She didn't quite believe it when she was first approached about 
blackmail ... it wasn't quite real ... people just didn't get 
blackmailed anymore ... there seemed so little reason for it. It had 
seemed, at the time, an elaborate bad joke. Surely old friends wouldn't 
take advantage of her. Surely old friends wouldn't trick her.


"Friends." Nancy said the word aloud like something tasted awful in her 
mouth. Friends. Rita Nelson was an old friend. Nancy trusted her; why 
shouldn't she? She was happily married, and Rita came back into her 
life with her new husband, Tom Nelson,


Tom Nelson.


First impressions. Nancy hadn't liked him when she first met him yet 
she tried hard to deny and submerge her first impression because she 
liked Rita so much and wanted Rita to have a good marriage ... she 
wanted Rita to have as good a marriage as her own.


Tom Nelson. Young, handsome, social, glib, flashy. Yet weak somehow. 
There was a roll of petulant fat under his belt, and Nancy thought she 
saw a look of indulgent depravity on his face. He was in public 
relations and apparently was doing well. To Nancy, it seemed that he 
always had a drink in his hand or on his breath.


And he was too fresh, too familiar. Nancy felt she was far from being a 
prude, yet Tom Nelson was just a little too intimate. The first they 
had met, he had brazenly, somewhat drunkenly looked her up and down, 
taking in her sensuously flaring figure and letting out a low, long 
wolf whistle.


Nancy poured herself another drink and tossed it down, immediately 
refilling the glass. Her first impression about Tom had been correct. 
Actually, it hadn't been enough. If she had been really sensitive, if 
she hadn't buried her instincts in her happiness over seeing Rita 
again, she would have known or suspected that Tom Nelson was a vile 
human being who would sell out his own mother if the price was right. 
In fact, he would probably be out peddling her.


Tom Nelson was blackmailing Nancy.


To Nancy, Tom Nelson was scum, a man who would use and betray a 
friendship, an unbelievably evil and weak man who would do anything to 
gain an advantage ... even sell his own wife's body.


Rita.


Rita Nelson, vivacious and possessed of a wild, sensuously wanton 
figure that was second only to Nancy's proudly upthrust breasts, supple 
waist, and smoothly undulating hips. Rita was now no better than a 
whore, doing her husband's bidding. Tom, starting his own public 
relations firm in Chicago, was a success, off to a flying start.


Grimacing, Nancy poured herself another drink and gulped it down. 
Immediately, she half filled the glass then decided she'd be more 
comfortable in the bedroom. She found her walk was getting loose and 
easy, the alcohol already beginning to take effect. She pulled the 
blinds closed as she ambled from room to room. If, later, she drank too 
much and started wandering around, she didn't want old Mrs. Hunter 
seeing her. She didn't want anyone seeing her.


Tom Nelson had a flock of clients using his services and proudly showed 
Nancy a big write-up he got in a trade paper: YOUNG REP STREAKS FOR 
TOP.


She had felt a surge of nausea as she read the article. It was true he 
was successful ... it was true he had many clients ... but that was all 
that was true about the article. The truth was ... Tom Nelson was 
selling his wife's body for his own gain and profit. Rita was nothing 
more than a common prostitute. Madly in love with Tom, she did whatever 
he asked of her, even down to recruiting and betraying old friends. Tom 
Nelson was blackmailing her for his own gains. Tom, drunken and weak-
willed, had his own genius. In ways that totally mystified Nancy, he 
had ways of finding a particular kind of person ... like Fred Hartman 
... and somehow discovering his secret desires ... like watching women 
humiliate themselves. Tom Nelson had a nasty, perverted knack for 
getting orgies going. In a comparatively short time, Nancy had come to 
regard Tom as the ultimate rat. Full of disgusting weaknesses himself, 
he had a nose for sensing weakness in others ... and taking advantage 
of it.


She drained her glass, holding her breath against the shock she would 
feel in the pit of her stomach and decided the best thing to do was to 
have a shower and go to bed. She was bone tired and sore all over. She 
had a shower at Fred Hartman's ... he was nice enough to give her a 
guest room, but all she had wanted to do then was get away.


The alcohol was beginning to make her yawn and stumble around. She knew 
she couldn't keep her eyes open much longer. As tormented as she was, 
she knew she simply had to get some sleep. Without looking at herself 
in any mirrors, she threw her clothes off, letting them fall to the 
floor. Later she would straighten the house up, later she would have it 
ready for Allan coming home. Later! Later she would be rested and she 
would think of what she was going to do. She knew she had to do 
something because she was only getting in deeper with each phone call 
from Tom or Rita. She was only getting herself more deeply involved in 
a lewd world of utter abandon with each visit to Fred Hartman's estate.


At the thought of Fred Hartman, despite her fatigue and drunken 
vagueness, Nancy shuddered. She feared him. She loathed Tom, but she 
was afraid of Fred Hartman, afraid of what he might ultimately do to 
her.


She showered quickly and wrapped her lovely body in a terry cloth robe 
and, yawning, eyes almost closed, she curled up on the bed and fell 
into a deep but troubled sleep.


Chapter 4


When the phone rang that day a couple of months ago, Nancy had heard 
the familiar voice and knew who it was immediately: Rita Colbert newly 
married and now Mrs. Tom Nelson. Nancy had laughed. Whatever her name 
now, it was good to hear from Rita. They had gone to college together 
and, after graduation, they had drifted apart and lost contact with one 
another. Nancy was genuinely glad to hear from Rita, for she had really 
liked her at school. Warm, tender, a bit wacky and rumored to be 
"racy!" Nancy found Rita more sinned against than sinning. Rita liked 
to stay out late and have a good time. She liked to drink a little too 
much, but she had a good heart and common sense. Besides, she was the 
one girl she knew at college that didn't resent her stunning beauty and 
the way men buzzed around her. "Hell," Rita had cracked, "it gives me a 
chance to meet a lot of groovy swingers."


"Nancy, how the hell are you and guess who this is?" The voice was gay 
and kind of brazen.


"Rita! Where are you?"


"Here in Chicago."


And that had been the start of it. Nancy didn't, at that time, suspect 
a thing. She never knew that Tom was checking her out from the bar, 
seeing if she was right. They met for lunch down on the busy loop. Rita 
had suggested a place which turned out to be an expensive bar with pine 
paneling and leather chairs studded with brass nails. It was darkly 
lighted and the lunch was expensive and tasteful and it was good to see 
Rita once more. Nancy had noticed that a lot of handsome men and 
attractive women were meeting one another. Also, a lot of men were 
openly staring at her ink-black hair and stunning sensually full lips 
that contrasted so wantonly with her delicately chiseled features.


And Rita. Rita had changed since college. She was flashier, more 
heavily made up and ... with Nancy trying not to notice ... she wasn't 
above flirting with complete strangers. Twice Nancy thought they were 
going to be joined by men and ruin their chance for woman-talk. Rita 
seemed to be inviting it the way she looked across the crowded room at 
the men with that almost brazen smile and the way she wore her dress 
cut low ... cut almost indecently low ... so that everyone could get a 
good look at her firmly swelling deep cleavage that quivered with her 
every movement.


But they weren't interrupted and they had a chance for long talk and 
catching up on one another. Rita had married Tom who was an up-and-
coming young executive in public relations. Rita yakked a mile a 
minute, telling Nancy of all the young people they were meeting, of all 
the parties and celebrities she was meeting. "And what are you doing?"


Nancy felt almost embarrassed; her own life with Allan was so dull by 
comparison. She apologized and Rita waved a hand. "Listen, I'm 
fascinated. Tell me all about him, your Allan."


Nancy had! She told her friend almost everything, including the fact 
that Allan had to go out of town periodically, going to other branches. 
"He volunteers for a lot of it." She looked off, toying with her salad. 
"He wants so much to get ahead. I understand ... still, I get lonely."


Rita was all enthusiasm, ordering another drink, another luncheon 
martini with a flourish. "Tell you what. Next time he goes out, you 
come with me. We'll make the rounds. You'll meet Tom. We'll have a 
blast. We'll do the town up and keep each other company. Tom will be 
all over the place, and won't have too much time for us. He'll be 
working actually. I swear to God, sometimes when I want to see my 
husband, I have to go to an opening or reception or some cocktail 
party. I swear, when I slow down, I'm going to pass out. What say, is 
it a deal?"


Nancy had smiled. A bit of partying and fun wouldn't be out of line. 
After all, it was boring being at home alone at night. How many nights 
could one girl spend cleaning and washing? How many nights watching 
idiots prance on Let's Make A Deal? How avidly could one read the 
Reader's Digest and TV Guide? A crooked incongruous grin split Nancy's 
classic good looks. Her mouth gave her away, for it was sensuously full 
and red. "Okay, if it all works out."


"If what works out?"


"If Allan is out of town on a night when you're doing something."


Rita laughed and cocked her head. "Where's Allan now?"


"He's in Cleveland. He'll be home tomorrow evening."


Rita made a face. "You're on. We're going to the premiere of some movie 
tonight. At least that's what I think is happening. I think Tom said 
something about a big party and then this premiere of a new movie."


The two girls looked at one another and laughed. "Okay!" Nancy said. 
Actually, she liked such sudden, improvisational happenings. To 
suddenly take the hunch of the moment ... to accept a wild dare ... to 
have fun ... to run wild in an amusement park ... that was Nancy's idea 
of having fun. Allan was always quietly amused by her antics and wild 
ideas. One day they had been quietly strolling in Lincoln Park when 
Nancy had paused on a bridge over a pond. "Listen, let's just jump in, 
huh?" she'd said seriously. Allan had quietly and patiently explained 
here and now wasn't such a good idea. He was always pointing out folly 
to her. He treated her as if she were addlepated and had to be 
protected from the world. "You trust everyone," he was fond of saying. 
"You never look before you leap."


Allan was out of town, far away, unable to advise her or ask her to 
think when Rita invited her along. No one was there to stop or even 
warn her. Indeed, there was nothing to worry about. Ahead lay a party 
and a movie ... a premiere. Nancy grinned and felt a giddy 
recklessness. "Okay, let's go on the town!"


It turned out to be an exciting afternoon and early evening. Nancy 
slipped right into Rita's mood which was one of mock boredom. They 
laughed a great deal and shopped in the better downtown Chicago stores. 
It was a beautiful summer day, not too hot or windy, and the girls 
enjoyed themselves hugely, leaving a wake of turned male heads wherever 
they went.


In the late afternoon it grew hotter and Rita suggested killing some 
time in a bar before it was time to go to the party. They found a 
fashionable bar which Rita said was frequented by lawyers. Some of them 
knew Rita ... rather intimately, it seemed. Men came up to her and put 
their arms around her, grinning in a way that Nancy didn't approve. She 
also didn't like the way they looked at her and her figure, and asked 
about her ... it was like she was ... something to be bought and sold 
... something to be used.


"You got to get used to this kind of life, honey," Rita said, rolling 
her eyes as if she were bored and disgusted with the whole thing. "I 
mean, everybody is informal and friendly. One gets used to such 
things."


"I bet."


"Hey, drink up, you're lagging behind." Rita jiggled the ice cubes in 
her empty glass and ordered another round with a nod to the waiter.


Nancy noted how hard and fast Rita was drinking. She never used to back 
in her college days. At lunch, she had downed three big martinis with 
no visible effect. Now, they were drinking more, and Nancy was 
beginning to feel the effect of her cocktails. At home, Allan never 
allowed more than once cocktail before dinner. He frowned on people who 
drank too much. But ... Nancy smiled to herself ... Allan was out of 
town and wouldn't be back until late tomorrow. She grinned at Rita. She 
was feeling no pain and just a little wicked. It was fun, doing 
something different, meeting people who seemed just a little bit 
disreputable and racy. It was exciting and just enough irresponsible to 
feel glamorous and jet-set-type, drinking the afternoon away in a 
downtown Chicago bar.


They sat, two extremely attractive women, drinking with men coming over 
and buying them drinks and flirting with both of them ... they flirted 
with Rita because of her deep cleavage. Her breasts seemed high and 
firm, and men were constantly peering down at them. They flirted with 
Nancy because of her incredibly good looks. She sat smiling, looking 
fresh and clean, her voluptuously supple body barely hidden beneath her 
clothes. She sat with her long tapering legs crossed at the knee, 
showing a flash of sheathed thigh all firm and white. Invariably, when 
men came over to their table, they ended up flirting with Nancy.


At first, she was flattered and pleased with all the attention she was 
getting; but as the long afternoon wore on and more drinks were 
consumed and cocktails began to stock up in front of her, she found the 
conversation getting rough. One man whose name she didn't catch, was 
sitting next to her. He was a big man, older, with a gruff voice. He 
put a sweaty hand on her thigh and squeezed it, hoarsely whispering, 
"Let's you and me go have some action."


Nancy smiled at him with her elegant features serene and composed. "I 
beg your pardon? "


"Fuck," the man whispered in her ear.


Nancy reacted as if hit in the face by a wet towel. She looked at the 
man, astonished. Surely she hadn't heard right.


"Fuck," the man repeated. "Get a couple of bottles and a hotel room and 
fuck. I'd like to fuck you to within an inch of your life. I'd like to 
fuck you until you beg me to stop."


The flow and company around their table suddenly shifted, everybody 
moving like they all were in a kaleidoscope. Nancy suddenly realized 
she was getting drunk, and she pushed her drink away and upset several 
drinks. Everyone laughed and no one seemed to mind. Several men ordered 
more drinks as Nancy looked around, trying to find the man who had 
whispered in her ear.


His words burned in her brain like acid sears through steel. He had 
been crude and vulgar and ... filthy. His words had sounded lewd and 
visions of a couple ... naked ... in a hotel room was in her mind. She 
was shocked and indignant by what the man had so lasciviously whispered 
in her ear ... and ... Oh God, she was oddly aroused. No one ... 
ever... had ever dared talked to her like that before ... no one! His 
suggestion was obscene and insulting and yet, yet, she found a little 
smile playing about her sensuously pulpy lips. "No more for Nancy, 
she's smashed!"


Nancy peered across the table to see a man pawing Rita rather boldly, 
as Rita laughed and pointed at her. "She's my friend and I gotta take 
her to the party and the premiere!" Rita called out.


"Hey, the party! The premiere!" The call went up around the table, and 
Nancy found herself being helped to her feet. Everyone was talking at 
once as the men settled the bill among themselves, and it appeared to 
Nancy that everyone was talking at once ... and she really couldn't 
understand what anyone was saying. She let herself guided among the 
tables and led along as Rita laughed and shouted something to her, and 
they were suddenly out on the street where Nancy found herself gulping 
in hot night air and her face felt the sultry heat of a Chicago summer 
night. They were out of the cooling air conditioning, and it was dark 
outside. The loop was awash in light from cars and taxis and the great 
office buildings that towered over them. Nancy stood a little tipsy, 
feeling strong men's hands holding her up, as she realized it was 
night! She wondered how long they had been in the bar?


Laughing, shouting, jostling, they all crammed into a cab. Nancy 
couldn't see the man who had whispered m her ear. Apparently he was 
gone, lost in the semi-drunken shuffle. The cab lurched along and Nancy 
found herself crammed between two men. She felt their strong warmth 
engulfing her, and she laughed at jokes and said senseless things.


Her mind was miles away.


The words of the stranger growled in her ear were still ringing in her 
head. The very audacity of it! He had suggested they go off somewhere 
and do obscene things together, and she didn't even know his name! Her 
mind mused on all the hotel rooms in Chicago and, perhaps, in some of 
them, there were men and women in them; strangers, just meeting and 
getting together and stripping naked and drinking too much and doing 
obscene things together.


For the first time in her life, Nancy felt her body racked with an 
emotion that hit her with a fury and intensity she had never even 
dreamed of before.


She found every single nerve in her body tingling with a supreme lust. 
She sat in the crowded cab as if in a trance, her eyes looking far off 
and slightly glazed, her red fulsome lips slightly parted and gleaming 
wetly, as she felt a lewdness throbbing in her pulse as she wondered: 
Could I do that? Could I have gone off with that stranger?


The answer was yes! Nancy sat, feeling a massive throbbing pound 
rhythmically through her sensually aroused body as she sat and allowed 
herself, for a few reckless moments, to imagine ... daydream ... about 
what it would be like to be naked and alone with a strange man. The 
drinks were beginning to have an effect on her, and she still felt as 
if she were on a holiday. Wildly smiling, she let herself think about 
what it would be like to be naked and drinking with a stranger. More 
than that ... to be naked and enticing in front of a stranger like the 
one who whispered in her ear! To be totally naked and at the mercy of 
someone who was coarse and vulgar and used her like a whore! To have 
some hairy man paw her soft naked body ... to have them do obscene 
things to her ... to be forced to do ... things ... to him! Oh God! It 
was all so ... so exciting!


"Hey, what's the matter, baby?"


Nancy turned, startled, to see the man crammed against her was talking 
to her. "Oh. Nothing. Why?"


"You looked funny."


"Did I?"


"Hell, yes. No private thoughts on this party. Everybody sticks 
together. Hey, here we are!"


They piled out of the cab in a strange part of Chicago, a section that 
was away from everything Nancy knew. They fled their way into a 
brownstone house. It was one of those brownstones that are completely 
gutted inside and re-done in modern taste. It was also obvious that a 
large noisy party was going on inside. Speakers carried the sound of a 
jazz combo playing somewhere in the depths of the house. Nancy 
hesitated at the crowd around the door, but found herself propelled 
forward from all sides as they waded into the din of laughter and 
conversation and people standing elbow to elbow.


The whole house was packed with people as they inched their way deeper 
into the party. The air was thick with cigarette smoke, and everyone 
seemed to be drinking. Nancy, still shaken from her lewd daydreaming, 
tried hard to get her bearings. A drink was shoved in her hand, and 
Rita was shouting in her ear.


"Hey, this is Tom. My Tom. Tom, baby, I want you to meet Nancy Dodge. 
Remember the Nancy I talked about? This is her."


Nancy looked into the sweating face of a handsome man who was just 
beginning to get a little fat. He looked at her face, and then looked 
up and down her body, un-nerving Nancy, for it was almost as if he had 
guessed what she had been thinking in the cab. He almost made her feel 
naked the brash way he looked at her breasts and the brazen way he 
looked at the fertile and velvety "vee" where her vagina nestled behind 
her dress. She felt she really didn't like him as he let out a low long 
wolf-whistle and said, "Hi, Nancy, welcome aboard."


Her instinct was to distrust and avoid him, yet she was feeling 
absolutely no pain and was completely swept up in the excitement and 
fun of the night: This was going to be something she would remember for 
a long while. She giggled, realizing there were already things that she 
didn't dare tell Allan about. She felt a little wicked when she thought 
about telling Allan about the obscene stranger. She could never tell 
him about the foul-mouthed man. She looked around her at the room 
packed with people. People were pressed tightly together and talking 
and laughing and drinking and smoking. A regular din of laughter and 
shouted conversations fell on her ears. She looked about, seeing people 
touching one another, kissing one another. Nancy watched with a strange 
kind of hunger in her as a couple kissed with their mouths wide open, 
their tongues wetly thrusting in and out of each other's mouths.


A little drunk, elated, excited with the heady party swirling around 
her, Nancy had a gut-feeling and knew, intuitively, that something was 
going to happen. She looked about her. This was no ordinary gathering. 
It was very subtle, but it was there.


It was the people. Nancy let herself be pushed by the crowd, feeling 
bodies all around her, seeing faces emerge from the swirl and disappear 
again. It was the people. All the women were young, her age, and all of 
them were attractive. The men were generally older, but still handsome. 
People were dressed just a trifle too stylishly, a little too loosely. 
One girl, wearing an Indian headband, was obviously not wearing a 
brassiere. Nancy took in her cool, wicked good looks as she went by.


"She's in the movie," a voice said in her ear. "I hear she's out of 
sight."


Nancy frowned. They way everyone was dressed and ... more than that ... 
the loose, almost insolent way so many people were acting ... the way 
men and women pawed one another. She looked around her for a face she 
would recognize. "Say, what's the name of this film we're going to 
see?" she asked suddenly, her instincts coming to life under the 
constant barrage of suggestive sights.


A man, shouldering by with his hands full of drinks, paused and eyed 
Nancy before saying, "It's called, Scorpio Sex Rites."


Nancy opened her mouth to say something, anything, but the man was 
gone, already lost in the crowd. Nancy twisted around, feeling one of 
her breasts crushed against a man's arm. She couldn't see anyone she 
knew. She tried to go against the flow of the crowd and she saw she was 
working her way to where Rita stood laughing with several men. Tom, a 
drink in one hand, was a few feet away, shaking hands with someone who 
looked important. She got to Rita's side and leaned to talk in her ear. 
"Rita ... l mean ... what And of a movie is this premiere we're going 
to see?"


Rita looked surprised. "Didn't I tell you? It's called, Scorpio Sex 
Rites."


Again, she leaned next to Rita's ear. "Is it a sex film?"


"Yeah, sure. Didn't I tell you?"


"A real one ... a real sex film?"


Rita shouted back. "Yeah! It was made in San Francisco. Real hard-core. 
Tom's representing these people who are fronting a theater operation 
here. Big money."


Nancy was too stunned to say anything. She let the crowd gradually part 
them. She felt she had to get off somewhere ... a bathroom or something 
... for awhile and be by herself and think. Should she be doing this? 
The question demanded answering. She was feeling good and had too much 
to drink, but ... should she be doing this?


She had read enough in the papers and magazines and discussed it enough 
with Allan to have a good idea of what she was in for if she saw the 
movie. She imagined she knew what they were like. One night, Allan had 
talked about the two of them going to see one. Finally, he ruled 
against it, deciding it wasn't right. Nancy felt she had to agree with 
him, still ... there was always that lingering longing ... just once 
... just to see one and find out what it was about.


The temptation was too much. Nancy's face was flushed with excitement 
as she drained her glass and made her way to the nearest bar. After all 
... she always had a perfect out ... she didn't know what she was 
seeing ... besides, if it got too rough, she could always leave ...


She found her pulse pounding in her wrist with an excitement so intense 
it almost made her giddy! With a blink of amazement, she realized she 
hadn't felt so alive in years. She threaded her way along with the 
crowd, tossing her mane of lamp-black hair, eagerly sipping at her 
drink. With the exception of Tom and Rita Nelson, she didn't know a 
soul at the party. They would never say anything.


On a wild impulse, she decided to see the movie. A drink in her hand, 
she avidly followed the flow of the crowd at the party. It seemed that 
everyone was mounting the stairs, heading to the upper floors. Eagerly, 
trying to be unobtrusive, Nancy went with them.


The top floor of the brownstone had been converted into one large room. 
All the walls had been knocked out and folding chairs had been lined 
up. The room filled rapidly and Nancy found a seat, looking around with 
a thrill going through her. In the back of the room was a projector, 
loaded with film and ready to go. The room filled quickly and people 
talking and drinking and smoking. Nancy caught a glimpse of Tom and 
Rita filing into the room with some other people.


The lights dimmed and the talking subsided. A young man stood up in 
front of a screen. "Here it is, what you've all been waiting for. 
Scorpio Sex Rites. It is a new breakthrough in experimental films."


A ripple of laughter and a few catcalls came from the crowd. The lights 
dimmed fast and the talking subsided and everyone, Nancy included, sat 
quiet and attentive, their eyes glued to the white screen that glowed 
slightly in the dark.


Chapter 5


A cone of bright light stabbed the dark, smoke filled air. A murmur ran 
through the audience as the title: SCORPIO SEX RITES flashed on the 
screen in lurid red letters. Nancy tried to huddle low in her seat, 
grinning with excitement. She knew she was doing something she 
shouldn't ... and it was exciting. She caught her breath and tensed as 
a girl, in living color, flashed on the screen.


Nancy had never seen anything so bold and lewd in her life. A girl 
stood up on the screen with her hands on her naked hips. She had 
clothes on, but very little, as she brazenly grinned at the camera. Her 
upper face was hidden behind a black mask, but the lower part, 
including her scarlet lips, were clearly visible. The girl was wearing 
a black cape that was thrown back over her naked shoulders, revealing 
her big breasts in all their rounded loveliness. Her nipples were dark 
and taut, tilting upward. Her whole body was naked except for a black 
garter belt and long black stockings that clung like silken flesh to 
her voluptuous fleshy thighs. She was wearing black high-heeled shoes 
and long black gloves, and in one gloved hand, she idly flicked a whip.


The masked girl grinned at the camera and slowly, wantonly, licked her 
lips. Teasingly, the camera took in her figure, moving in for a close-
up of her jutting mound of Venus and her wedge of black pubic hair. 
Lewdly, as if on command, on cue, the girl ground her hips at the 
camera. Nancy watched, eyes wide, drink forgotten, as the girl's cuntal 
lips parted with a velvety spread permitting everyone to see the 
moisture glistening there that betrayed her obscene excitement.


The camera pulled back to take in all of her naked voluptuousness. Her 
breasts were big and high-riding and thrust out boldly. A cruel smile 
was on her masked face as she said, "Welcome to the temple of Scorpio 
Sex Rites. My name is Hilda. I shall be your guide."


The masked girl turned, with the camera getting an exciting shot of her 
nakedly rounded buttocks. She pointed beyond to a lushly ripened young 
blonde who was sprawled seductively on a bed. The girl looked so 
tenderly young ... so defenseless! The masked girl strode across the 
room, the camera following her as she walked to the bed. Her big 
breasts jiggled as she walked. Her whip hissed through the air and 
cracked above the bed where the blonde girl, who looked barely fifteen, 
cowered in real fear. The whip snaked through the air again, snapping 
itself with an ugly crack right above the girl's nakedly trembling 
stomach.


The camera lingered over the frightened child for a moment as she 
pressed her legs together and tried to huddle over, away from Hilda's 
whip and the prying camera. Again the whip hissed. Bare flesh was stung 
by the tip of the whip and an angry red streak appeared on the girl's 
snowy white thigh. "No ... nnnnnnno!" she murmured, and looking 
fearfully beyond the camera, she cried out, "help me ... someone help 
me!" Again the whip hissed angrily, and the girl gave a little 
whimpering cry. Nancy watched with the rest of the audience as the 
naked young body jumped and recoiled, her ripely budding breasts 
jumping and quivering. The whip cracked, the child screamed in pain as 
another wild red welt appeared on her shoulder and arm.


"Do as I say!" It was the voice of the masked Hilda.


The young blonde, her breath coming fast, her body trembling, her 
breasts heaving, closed her eyes and reluctantly nodded in agreement.


"Roll over on your back!" The whip flicked through the air and snapped 
like a rifle shot over the bed.


Obediently, the girl rolled over on her back, her legs tightly held 
together, her eyes shut tight. The camera seemed to gloat over her 
nakedly helpless figure and the two angry, scarlet welts on her creamy 
white sun.


Once more the menacing whip cracked its warning less than two inches 
above her fearfully cringing figure. "Spread your legs!"


Nancy held her breath. The room silent as all attention was strained on 
the screen. It was a delicious moment as the girl slowly, unwilling, 
but afraid, spread her beautiful legs. Everyone could see the swollen 
velvety lips of her little pink cunt sparsely covered with soft curls 
of pussy hair.


Hilda dressed in black mask and stockings, stepped into the camera 
frame, grinning down at the girl. Again, savagely this time, the whip 
was snapped, and the fifteen year old girl screamed, her body 
recoiling. The whip was pulled away and a long brutal red welt was 
streaked across her little white stomach.


"I said open them wide! Spread them!"


Terrified, stifling her sobs, the girl obeyed, spreading her legs as 
far as she could. The cords stood out like velvet ropes along her inner 
thigh as she spread her legs so wide they trembled. The whip hissed 
another warning over her body and the girl cringed and bent her knees 
upward. Then she lay there, her naked breasts quivering as she heaved 
for breath, her legs split wide open, and the team streaming down her 
pain-twisted face.


The camera zoomed in close for a shot of her defenseless little cunt 
with its vaginal lips spread wide. Each person in the audience could 
clearly see the moisture making her slit glisten. Each person could 
clearly see that her tiny clitoris was erect and oiled with excitement. 
And then there was a concerted gasp as everyone realized the girl was 
becoming sexually aroused by the terrible things that were happening to 
her.


The camera pulled back to show Hilda with the whip and the mask leering 
down at the cowering blonde. Reluctantly taking her eyes from the 
lewdly tempting form of the child, Hilda walked to the camera, speaking 
to the audience with a twisted smile beneath her mask. "What you just 
saw is sadistic. That girl behind me was forced to pose like that." The 
smile broadened. "She'll be forced to do many other ... things before 
the Scorpio Sex Rites are concluded."


A look of passion went over the masked girl's mouth as her lips twisted 
in wanton excitement. The camera pulled back to show her free hand 
slowly and sensuously caressing her own cunt. Her gloved fingers slowly 
spread her wetly glistening vaginal lips, revealing the coral-pink 
flesh that throbbed with each excited beat of her heart. Idly, she 
cracked the whip and grinned again at the camera. "What you don't 
know," she said, speaking to the audience, "what you don't know and 
should know is this. That girl, that young innocent thing, likes it."


There was a barely audible gasp that went through the dark room that 
was rapidly getting stifling hot. Nancy didn't notice the gasp or the 
heat. She didn't notice anything for every fiber of her being was 
locked in fierce concentration on the screen.


The masked girl grinned cynically. "She loves it. She asks us to do it 
to her. Remember, this is the Scorpio sex rites." Her grin was wanton 
and evil as she looked right at the camera and asked, "Who is the 
victim? What is pleasure? Look at the girl!"


Dramatically, she stepped aside and the camera saw the girl on the bed, 
her legs split obscenely wide, one arm over her eyes. Her ripe young 
cunt was swollen and split wide, the tightly clenched cheeks of her 
buttocks quivering under the strain. The girl's naked breasts were 
heaving in a barely contained lust. Hilda's voice went on while the 
camera zoomed slowly in for a close-up of the girl's wetly ready 
vagina. "This girl likes being degraded. She's not an actress. She is a 
friend, a disciple of Scorpio sex rites." Hilda's lips twisted 
mockingly as the camera swung to her face. One gloved hand cupped the 
hugeness of one breast and velvet-covered stagers began pinching one 
taut nipple. "We learn to acquire pleasure through shame. This is no 
ordinary film. This is a film about a way of life, a way to pleasure. A 
way to ... " and she hissed the word ... "Ecstasy."


Nancy Dodge slumped back in her seat. It was as if someone had kicked 
her in the stomach. She sat, open-mouthed, utterly speechless. She was 
watching two utterly indecent girls, posing naked and mouthing all 
kinds of nonsense. It was obvious to her all the talk was only an 
excuse for much obscenity. Only that and nothing more.


Why, then, did it all make sense?


She slumped back, stunned with the tremendous truth she knew. It was 
real, the film she was seeing was real. Instinctively she knew that 
what the girl was saying up on the screen was the truth. She knew, for 
she felt the same way herself! Furthermore, she knew, divined, 
instantly, without anyone telling her, that what she was seeing was 
real. These were no actresses hired off the street. They were real, and 
what better humiliation, what greater thrill could one ask for than to 
do obscene perverted things and have someone film it! What greater 
debasement than to know you were being photographed while doing 
wantonly obscene things! A film that would be shown as a sex-film in 
hard-core theaters!


The longing, the streaking sexual hunger was so strong in Nancy that 
she was panting for breath, her eyes fluttering half-closed. She needed 
air, she had to have air or she was going to pass out. Her half-empty 
drink tumbled to the floor where it stained the carpet darkly as she 
weaved up to her feet. She had to get air immediately or she would pass 
out. Desperately, she tried stepping out of the tangle of feet and 
chairs.


"Sit down, damn it!"


"Down in front!"


"Somebody yank that drunken broad down!"


Hands seized her and guided her back to her own seat where she slumped, 
her eyes half unfocused. Then they opened wide. Up on the screen was a 
naked man!


Nancy had seen men naked before. She had seen Allan naked many times, 
but she had never seen a man with a penis like the one up on the 
screen!


It was huge! It was at least nine inches long and over two turgid 
inches thick. And right before her eyes, it was growing even larger. 
The man was stroking it lewdly with one hand as he stood next to the 
bed and looked down at the helpless young blonde with her legs still 
spread wide. He was stark naked and heavily muscled with a strong 
looking face. The camera closed in on his huge growing cock and watched 
as he slowly stroked his penis to a virile life, pulling the slippery 
foreskin back over the moist blue-pink head until the huge blood-gorged 
tip flared out.


The whip snaked out and lashed at the girl's leg. "On your knees!" the 
masked Hilda commanded. The young blonde girl scrambled to her knees 
whimpering, rubbing the fine welt on her leg, looking up at the man 
with frightened eyes. The woman in the mask and black stockings was 
obviously enjoying herself as she smiled and ran one gloved finger up 
and down the length of her own moistly gleaming slit as her hips pumped 
provocatively and obscenely. "Suck it!" Hilda hissed. "Suck his cock!"


The girl quailed for an instant, cringing, eyes wide. instantly the 
whip whistled and crashed across her shoulders, causing her back to 
arch as she screamed. Her breasts were thrust out tantalizingly as the 
whip cut across her back once again. The man standing by the bed, his 
lips twisted cruelly, shot out his free hand and grabbed the girl by 
the hair, holding her in place. She cried out as he dragged her closer, 
forcing her tightly clenched mouth to his huge pulsating cock that was 
heavily veined and swelling with an obscene desire.


The blonde girl resisted, trying to turn her head, and the whip snapped 
across her back once more, bringing a thin streak of blood welling to 
the unblemished surface of her creamy flesh, and she opened her mouth 
to scream, "Aaaaaagggghhhhaaa!!"


Her cry was cut short as the thick cock was immediately jammed into her 
mouth, forcing it open wide, forcing her lips to fit around the thick 
shaft with a soft elasticity.


Both of the man's hands were cupped against her ears and he held her 
blonde hair cruelly entangled in his fingers as he brutally pumped his 
hips forward, ramming his long, hotly throbbing cock deep into the poor 
girl's widely stretched mouth.


Nancy sat slumped, panting with passion. In all her life she had never 
seen anything so lewd, so evil, so brazen and wild ... so utterly 
tempting!


Yes! Despite herself, she felt her own eagerly pulsating vagina was 
moist with a wild demanding lust. She didn't care what happened, she 
had to stay. She panted for breath and felt she was going to faint, 
pass out, but she didn't care! She was going to stay and see the film.


The camera moved slowly in for a close-up of the girl's face as the 
massive cock violated her soft warm mouth. The huge shaft of hard flesh 
was moving in and out of her tightly availed mouth like some great 
piston gradually being lubricated and glistening wet from saliva. The 
girl had her eyes shut as her wetly rounded lips slid up and down the 
lust-hardened penis that forced her young mouth wide. The man held her 
tightly in place by the hair and slowly, obscenely, and with great 
sadistic enjoyment, fucked in and out of her mouth. The young blonde 
was no longer frightened. Her eyes had opened and everyone saw the 
lascivious look in her excitedly glowing eyes.


Slowly, her hands reached out and caressed the man's straining thighs. 
The camera moved in for a close-up, and the audience saw a look of lewd 
rapture gradually coming over her face as her hands came up to her 
mouth. Lewdly, she cradled and caressed the man's cum-filled balls with 
one hand while the fingers of the other hand tried to grip around the 
thick protruding shaft of his cock. Now she was hungrily sucking with 
her eyes closed in bliss, her hand stroking the shaft while her tongue 
twirled around the head in her hot, wet little mouth.


The room was silent as people watched with fascinated eyes and laxly 
open mouths. The natural heat in the room was supplemented by the 
growing passion as they all watched the overtly obscene act taking 
place up on the screen. Hilda in the black mask knelt by the man's 
massively pistoning cock and the girl's head, and she plunged the 
fingers of her black-gloved hand in and out of her own vagina as she 
watched the lewd sucking. The girl sucked on the thick shaft of hard 
flesh as if it were the sweetest thing in the world; muffled moans of 
wanton delight came from her wide open mouth as her cheeks hollowed 
again and again in a growing rhythm that matched his fucking strokes in 
and out of her throat.


His massively thickened cock was so big that the girl could never take 
all of it in her mouth. Yet, as Nancy watched, it became apparent that 
the girl was going to try the impossible. She was kneeling on the bed, 
her head held firmly in place, sucking with a greedy desire and taking 
more and more of the heatedly pulsating penis into her wide-stretched 
mouth. Her hand urged him on as her fingernails dug into the tightly 
clenched flesh of his buttocks, goading him on to greater excesses.


The girl in the black mask and long sensuous stockings laughed and 
sprawled lewdly on the bed, her gloved hand massaging her own wetly 
throbbing cunt, spreading the coral-red lips wide open as she looked at 
the naked young girl's back with the livid red welt snaking across it. 
She paid particular attention to the young blonde's perfectly rounded 
buttocks which were pumping and churning rhythmically as she sucked on 
the huge cock.


Hilda grinned lewdly and caressed the child's full sensuous ass-cheeks 
with her gloved hand. As if to answer, the young blonde arched her back 
and thrust her buttocks out obscenely, exposing her puckered little 
anus. Smiling sadistically, Hilda took both of her gloved hands and 
spread the girl's ass-cheeks, exposing her wetly swollen pussy.


Nancy felt a moan growing in her own throat as she saw two gloved 
thumbs move downward and slowly pull apart the wet flesh of the cuntal 
furrow to expose the girl's moistly glistening cunt.


The camera zoomed in on the cunt being held wide open, and everyone in 
the audience saw the ripe young pussy writhing and twisting with a lewd 
life of its own. Hilda smiled at the camera and licked her lips wetly. 
Then, with a sudden movement, her head shot forward and her tongue 
curled wetly up into the child's defenseless vaginal opening.


The camera pulled back to show the effect on the blonde. She was going 
wild, swallowing greedily as much of the thickly veined cock as 
possible, sucking with a voracious delight as her hips rolled and 
pumped against Hilda's mouth like they were on ball bearings. The girl 
in the mask slid further under her churning young buttocks, holding 
onto the blonde's hips while her tongue lashed and darted up into the 
wildly writhing cunt.


The man was increasing his fucking of the young blonde's mouth as he 
looked down and saw what the masked girl was doing. The camera moved in 
for a tight shot as the masked girl used one gloved hand to cover the 
young blonde's defenseless anus.


Nancy gasped as she saw one outstretched, black-gloved finger probing 
for the elastic nether ring of the tiny anus, and, finding it, plunging 
brutally and wildly in.


The young blonde girl, her head held savagely in place, the huge cock 
more than filling up her mouth, could only make a faint muffled cry. 
Her eyes were tightly shut against the pain she was feeling as Hilda 
mercilessly violated her anus, jabbing her finger in to the first 
knuckle and viciously twisting around. There was no respite, for the 
impaling finger pushed in deeper and deeper, before beginning to saw 
lewdly in and out in rhythm to the masked girl's red tongue fucking 
wetly in and out of the girl's clasping young pussy. The man was 
redoubling his efforts as he looked down and saw the gloved finger sunk 
up to the palm of the hand in the fifteen year old girl's rectum. His 
rhythm matched the obscene sawing in and out of that finger.


Nancy was slumped in her chair feeling her pulse throbbing like a pile 
driver in her forehead and wrist. It seemed to pulsate in time to the 
wicked and obscenely exciting fucking that was going on up on the 
screen. Bolts of unadulterated lust were coursing through her body, 
thrilling her in an unholy way. Never before had she seen anything so 
obscene as this, and never before had she been so violently aroused. 
Nancy was more shocked by her own lusty reactions than she was by what 
she was seeing up on the screen. Furtively, she looked around to see if 
anyone was noticing her. Every eye was fastened on the vivid fucking 
being projected up there on the screen. No one was noticing her. Her 
breath was coming in little pants, she felt an excruciatingly tight and 
hot hunger in her own groin. Her panties suddenly were too tight for 
her, fitting over her own wetly throbbing cunt like some kind of 
bonding device. She could feel the hot aching moisture of her pussy 
dampening the band of her panties, and she crossed her legs in a 
desperate hope that she could relieve the hammering wild need she was 
so suddenly and painfully aware of. She closed her fluttering eyelids 
and squeezed her crossed legs together and wished ... despite herself 
... that once, just once, Allan was vulgar and wild with her.


She opened her eyes and looked at the screen again with eyes unfocused 
by passion. Just once, it would be thrilling and ... satisfying ... to 
be treated like a whore. The unholy desire she admitted to herself sent 
a lewd shudder of excitement through her quivering young belly, and she 
tried hard to control herself, to stop her breasts from heaving and her 
legs from trembling.


The girl in the black mask and gloves pulled her finger and face free 
from the blonde's violated little cunt and anus. She sat up, grinning 
at the camera again. She didn't have to say anything, everyone watching 
knew what was happening. The young blonde was now wild with a mindless 
desire. Her head was still held in place, but her buttocks twisted and 
churned wildly as she tried to find the lewd tongue and wild finger and 
return them to the wet centers of her passion again. She was obscenely 
aroused now and something was obviously going to happen, for the girl 
in the mask was getting off the bed, her own naked body wantonly 
displayed and equally excited.


The new development wasn't long in being seen. Another man, naked, his 
cock rigidly erect, stepped into the camera frame. He stood looking 
down at the frantic efforts of the blonde as her buttocks twitched and 
gyrated in an unbridled display of wantonness and need. He stood slowly 
stroking his rapidly growing penis with one hand while Hilda in the 
mask gestured and invited him to do whatever he wished with the young 
blonde's lust-crazed body.


The second man, his face tight, lost no time in crawling in behind the 
young girl's buttocks; he seized her nakedly churning hips and dug his 
nails in hard, holding her cruelly in place the same way the other man 
held her lovely blonde head. In total agreement with what was about to 
happen, she arched her back even more, thrusting her hips and buttocks 
out obscenely like a bitch in heat, squirming as she spread her legs 
wider, allowing the second man greater access to her cunt.


With a viciously quick thrust, the man snapped his hips forward and his 
eagerly throbbing cock ... almost as huge as the one fucking in and out 
of the beautiful fifteen year old girl's tightly ovalled mouth ... sunk 
into her wetly writhing cunt with an obscene sound. The man began 
fucking in and out with a brutal rhythm.


Nancy recrossed her legs and squeezed them together until her whole 
body trembled as she watched the young blonde being so obscenely used. 
Sweat was forming over the girl's body and her breasts swayed heavily 
beneath her bucking torso as the two men fell into a wildly mounting 
rhythm of fucking. The poor girl was being used and debased in a brutal 
and obscene way, and she was loving it.


The girl in the black mask and garter belt crawled back on the bed and 
into camera range, the whip back in her hand. The grin on her face was 
sadistic. Again she looked right at the camera and spoke to the 
audience. "It is one thing to force the girl to do things. But, ladies 
and gentlemen, this girl asked for it! She knew beforehand what was 
going to happen! She asked for two men to do this to her! She knows ... 
only too well ... the intense pleasure that comes from pain." The 
masked girl's voice was a lewd whisper as she went on. "She wants more. 
She wants me to do something to her. Watch! Watch and realize what 
Scorpio sex rites are all about!"


Everyone in the room leaned forward toward the screen as they watched 
the masked girl, her own body lewdly and evilly displayed, toy with the 
whip as she looked down and saw the lovely young blonde being fucked at 
both ends. The masked girl's beautiful breasts heaved with her own 
obscene passion and a gloved finger trailed down over her naked 
stomach, over and past the garter belt and her fingers once again 
spread her own cuntal lips wide, showing the glistening coral-pink of 
her cunt walls.


The tip of one outstretched finger played with her own rampant clitoris 
as she snapped the whip back; it hissed through the air and across the 
defenseless back of the screaming young girl and wrapped lovingly---
painfully---around her slender waist. The taste of the whip only served 
to make the blonde wilder. She screwed her buttocks up higher to 
receive more of the thick plunging cock fucking into her hot little 
vagina from behind. Gluttonously, her head bobbed up and down faster, 
taking even more of the huge glistening penis in the warm wet confines 
of her mouth.


The whip whistled again and again. The mouth of the girl in the mask 
was twisted insanely as she whipped the sweating naked body in front of 
her. The two men were spurred on by the sight of the lash, and fucked 
the wantonly writhing girl with all their savage might. The man 
thrusting into her from behind dug his nails cruelly and tightly in the 
soft flesh of her ass-cheeks and fucked until his balls were slapping 
obscenely against the back of her trembling thighs. The man lying on 
his back on the bed held the girl's head rigidly in place and began 
pumping his hips up into her tightly availed mouth. Over half his cock 
disappeared into her greedily sucking young mouth as he plunged it home 
with vicious body-jolting strokes. The girl in the mask was going wild 
with her own lust as the whip cracked and hissed through the air again 
and again, leaving criss-crossing red welts on the girl's nakedly 
curling back and bucking stomach.


With a roar, the man whose cock was being sucked began thrashing his 
head back and forth. He fucked upward with all his might, thrusting so 
deep into her lust-constricted throat that the girl gagged. He was 
cumming, shooting his white hot sperm into the girl's voraciously 
sucking mouth.


But he had other plans for the blonde. The girl in the mask ceased her 
whipping to crouch and watch. The camera pulled in for a close-up. 
Nancy gasped as the man pulled his wildly jerking penis from the girl's 
mouth. The young blonde struggled, her lips puckering desperately to 
hold on to the hot pole of pulsating flesh. The man held her face in 
place as his whole body shuddered and tensed.  "Aaaaaaagggghhhaaaa!!" 
he roared. His eyes closed tightly as his cum began splattering all 
over the girl's helpless face. He held her head in place as jets of 
white hot sperm shot out and hit against her nose, her lips, her chin 
and forehead.


Nancy watched with her mouth open, not really believing what she saw. 
The tender young girl was so wild and debased by her passion that her 
mouth was open, eagerly trying to catch some of his spewing cum. She 
licked her lips and swallowed whatever she could, and cried out with a 
mindless desire for him to return his cock to her hungering mouth.


The man fucking her so brutally and insanely from behind bellowed out 
his triumph, and, his face twisting, he pulled his massively pulsating 
penis out at the last minute, and Nancy saw his thick white sperm shoot 
out. It jetted across the girl's bucking back in long white streaks, 
cries-crossing the crimson whip welts. It glistened obscenely in the 
light as he jerked and ejaculated his cum all over her back.


And then it was over, the two men releasing the poor debased girl and 
falling away, groaning, moving out of camera range, leaving the poor 
young blonde girl slumped helplessly on the bed, her naked body welted 
and bruised and covered with a coating of cum. She lay gasping for her 
breath while the girl in the mask crawled over and tangled her gloved 
hand in the disheveled blonde hair. She viciously yanked the girl's 
head up so that the camera could see the expression of pain and rapture 
on her ecstatic fifteen year old face. "Did you like that?"


The look on the young girl's face was unbelievable. Never had Nancy 
seen such a look of depraved rapture. The girl's expression was one of 
total depravity and pleasure. "Yes!" she hissed. Her eyes half-opened 
and she smiled lewdly at the camera as she licked at the cum around her 
mouth. "I loved it!"


The girl in the mask let the exhausted head drop. Again, she looked at 
the camera. "Now you have an idea of what Scorpio sex rites are!"


And the screen went white, blank, and a cry of approval went up from 
the audience.


Chapter 6


When the lights came on, the room was in an uproar. It was crowded and 
smoky and people were shouting. Nancy felt guilty and embarrassed for 
having seen such a lewd film, and she tried not to look at anyone as 
she threaded her way through the chairs and people.


"More! We want more!" the cry went up around the room, mainly from men. 
The state and degree of excitement in the room was high. The tension 
was mounting as people milled about. Some of the men seemed to be 
looking for someone to blame. A man seized Nancy by the arm. "Have you 
ever seen anything like that?" he asked, his eyes wide.


Nancy saw that he was a little drunk. With a start, she realized that 
she, herself, had -practically sobered up after watching the film. 
Dumbly, she shook her head and tried her best to pull away from the 
man.


"How do you suppose they get people to do that?" the man asked, still 
hanging on to her.


Nancy closed her eyes for a second and saw the whip snaking around the 
girl's slender waist and saw wild, bulging cocks, obscenely erect, 
jerking and shooting hot flowing cum all over the girl's face. And the 
face: rapture, ecstasy, depravity.


She shook her head again, more to get the images out of her mind than 
to answer the man. She felt she knew only too well how they got people 
to do that. The man's grip slipped from her arm, and she pushed through 
the crowd to be confronted by the red sweating face of Tom Nelson. He 
had a drink in either hand. He looked at Nancy and held out a glass. 
"Here, looks like you could use this."


Nancy took it without a word and drank half of it. Tom mopped his red 
face with a handkerchief. "I dunno," he muttered then drained his 
glass. He caught his breath then looked out over the crowd. "I dunno, I 
dunno if Chicago's going to go for this."


Dumbly, Nancy nodded. She still felt guilty and embarrassed by what she 
had seen. More, she felt guilty about what she had felt. Did anyone 
know? Did it show?


Rita, grinning self-consciously, pushed her way through the crowd. 
"Jesus Christ! How about that? Where's my drink?" Then she looked at 
Nancy's hand and said, "Oh, I see you got it. It's okay, I understand." 
She turned to Tom who was still watching the crowd, trying to guess or 
calculate its mood. "Honey, let's get the hell out of here."


Tom nodded. He handed Rita his empty drink and cupped his hands in 
front of his mouth. "FOLKS!" he called out over the sound of people 
protesting, "LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, THE BAR IS NOW OPEN AND SERVING FOR 
THE NEXT FIFTEEN MINUTES ONLY!"


His announcement seemed to do the trick. The mood of the crowd turned 
to grumbling and complaining, and there was a general push and crush 
toward the room where the upstairs bar was situated.


Tom, Rita, and Nancy let themselves be carried along until they came to 
the stairwell. They peeled out of the crowd, helping one another, and 
threaded their way down the stairs and finally out into the hot humid 
night of the great city. Despite the heat, Nancy heaved a deep sigh. "I 
need a drink," Rita said.


They hailed a cab and sped back to the loop where Tom knew a bar. The 
three of them said very little in the cab and bar until they all downed 
one quick drink and Tom hastily ordered another round. "Whew, that was 
an explosive scene!" Tom sighed.


"Explosive!" Rita's eyebrows lifted. "I was sure I was going to get 
raped!"


"Me too!" Nancy added.


"Of course," Rita said with a casual shrug, "I'm not so sure I would 
have minded."


Nancy looked at her disbelieving.


Rita drank again and pointed a finger at Nancy. "Listen, don't try and 
tell me you weren't excited."


Nancy couldn't admit the feeling that was still churning in her. "You 
mean you liked that?"


"Liked it? I don't think that's the word," Rita said, looking off as if 
remembering it. "The point is, it's exciting as hell."


"Exciting?" Nancy pretended to be shocked.


"Hell, yes. Listen, there isn't a woman alive who hasn't, at one time 
or another, wondered about a scene like that."


"Do you mean to imply you have?" Nancy was still acting shocked. In 
fact, she really was. She never suspected that Rita would be so honest.


"Hell, yes! Listen, that picture has a kind of evil genius to it 
because it gets at a wish."


"Wish?"


"Sure. Every woman has wondered what it would be like to be a whore or 
to be raped. Every woman has wanted to be treated like that. Just once. 
Admit it, haven't you?"


Both Tom and Rita looked at her face, waiting for an answer, and Nancy 
felt it turn crimson and she hastily drained her glass. Tom snapped his 
fingers at the waiter for another round.


Changing the subject, he shook his head doubtfully. "I dunno. I'm 
afraid there's going to be hell to pay if that thing plays in a 
theater."


"It played in San Francisco," Rita said.


"That's different. I don't know."


The conversation died out as they sat and drank, each with their 
thoughts. It wasn't lost on either Tom or Rita that Nancy had failed to 
answer Rita's question.


They drank with Rita being vivacious. "Jesus, I'm too excited to call 
it a night. Why don't we do something exciting?"


"Like what?" Nancy was grateful for the conversation, hoping it would 
detract from her silence when Rita asked the question. In fact, she had 
thought with considerable excitement about what it would be like to be 
treated so obscenely and roughly. Another involuntary shudder went 
through her, and she hoped that neither noticed. "I don't feel like 
calling it a night, either," she said, more to fill the silence than 
anything.


Rita lightly and playfully punched her husband on the arm. "You're the 
big P.R. man. Can't you think of something? Pretend we're a couple of 
high-class clients. Pretend you've got to amuse us. What would you do? 
Where would you take us?"


Tom smiled and drained his glass, ordering still another round. "Well, 
last week I took some clients out to Cicero. Sin city. They wanted to 
go slumming."


"Really?" Rita's face was aglow. She looked at Nancy. "What do you 
say?"


Nancy was dubious. She had had enough sex for one night. It was getting 
late and she already had drunk too much and done things she shouldn't 
have. Already there were things she felt she couldn't tell Allan ... 
secrets it would be difficult to explain.


"Come on," Rita chided, good-naturedly. It was almost as if she were 
reading her thoughts. "We'll see the seamy side of things."


"I don't think so."


"Listen, you'll be in good hands with us and, what the hell, if you're 
going to be hung for a horse thief ..." Rita shrugged and downed her 
drink.


Nancy drank along with her, grinning mischievously. She tossed back her 
beautiful mane of black hair and emptied her glass and put it down. She 
blinked at the two full drinks that were sitting in front of her. It 
was an exciting night ... a once-in-a-lifetime night for her. She 
picked up her new drink and toasted Tom and Rita. Hung for a horse 
thief. Even in college, Rita always knew how to get Nancy going. Why 
not? It was only one night, and she was perfectly safe, and would never 
do such things ever again. Certainly not with Allan.


"Okay," she breathed and both girls laughed. "Where are we going?"


Tom was acting just a little drunk now. "Cicero. Lot's of strip joints. 
Actually, it's pretty tame compared to Scorpio Sex Rites."


Rita rolled her eyes. "You can say that again."


Nancy, beginning to feel the drinks heavily, giggled and agreed. "Wow, 
that was hot."


"Aha!" Rita pointed an accusing finger. All of them were a little silly 
and loose now. "See, I knew you were horny!"


"Well, so what if I was?" Nancy surprised even herself with her candor. 
They all laughed and Nancy shrugged and picked up her drink, spilling a 
little as she did so. "What the hell, I'm human."


"What did I tell you?" Rita asked her husband triumphantly. "What did I 
tell you? Didn't I say that my friend was all right? "


The three of them laughed and put their arms around one another and 
finished their drinks. Tom paid, tipping lavishly and drunkenly and 
they weaved, giggling and laughing, out of the bar, holding each other 
up. In the taxi, Nancy held her head and mumbled, "I'm smashed. I'm 
bombed. I'm going to be sick tomorrow."


Rita put her arm around her friend, squeezing her tightly. "Oh, honey, 
don't you worry. Listen, take two aspirin before you go to sleep and 
some vitamin B."


"Sleep? I'm going to pass out."


They all laughed. The long ride to Cicero was one of continual laughing 
and giggling. Nancy sat crammed between Rita and Tom. Both of them had 
their arms around her, and Nancy was feeling wonderfully naughty and 
daring. She felt she was going to remember this night for a long time 
to come. She didn't, at that drunken happy moment, realize how right 
she was.


They arrived in Cicero laughing and joking, piling out of the cab and 
staggering around on the sidewalk. One look told Nancy they were in a 
sleazy neighborhood. The street was lined with cheap bars with sagging 
rooming houses above them. Yet there was a carnival kind of atmosphere 
going on. People strolled the street. Drunks lurched along or else 
stood spraddled on a corner and delivered long, incoherent speeches. 
Music and laughter came from the bars. A patrol car silently cruised 
the block with quiet attentive policeman inside, watching, evaluating.


The bars were poor yet colorful. Dixieland jazz came from one, ragtime 
from another, as people spilled out onto the sidewalk, laughing and 
staggering, or couples pushed into bars that were dark ... barely 
lighted ... and groped along for a table or stool, watching one end of 
the bar that wasn't visible from the street. There, it was brightly 
lighted, and there one could always see a girl in various stages of 
undress. The block was renowned far and wide for its strippers, and 
they worked night and day, bumping and grinding it out, shedding their 
clothes until they stripped naked. Then, pumping their naked loins 
rhythmically and lewdly, they would dance off the tiny, brightly 
lighted stages. Into such a bar went Tom and Nancy and Rita.


Nancy let herself be guided in the pitch black. Tom had his hands 
around her slender, beautifully molded waist while Rita, behind her, 
placed her cupped hands high on Nancy's fully swaying buttocks. Nancy 
jumped when she felt the hands ... thinking: aren't they kind of low? 
Rita's hands were virtually cupping the snowy twin cheeks of her 
sensuously shaped ass. Nancy could feel her warming fingers through the 
material and her flimsy panties. She reasoned, drunkenly, that it was 
only Rita, and it was dark and no one could see and ... it felt good.


The small, dimly lit bar was crowded and the three of them found they 
had to stand at the bar. Most of the people in the bar were men and 
most of them were drinking beer from bottles and watching the stage at 
one end of the bar. It was a tiny stage, barely big enough for one 
person to stand and do a little dancing. The juke box was blaring out a 
rock tune, and a young girl was dancing up on the stage.


In the dark, feeling Rita's hands almost caressing her softly full 
buttocks, feeling Tom's arm around her waist and feeling his big beefy 
hand sliding over her stomach, Nancy permitted herself a smutty smile. 
She felt wicked and was dying to tell someone where they had been and 
what they had seen. If people only knew, they wouldn't be so interested 
in the stripper, if people only knew, the stripper would seem mild in 
comparison. Nancy watched the stripper with a calculating eye.


The girl was down to a spangled brassiere and a sequined G-string. She 
was very young and had a voluptuously slender body with a slim waist 
and big breasts that bounced and quivered as she danced. She was 
wearing high heels that helped exhibit her shapely legs and figure all 
the more. Her eyes and wet lips making a pouty expression, she lewdly 
thrust her groin out. Idly, her fingers toyed with the G-string. "Take 
it off!" a gruff voice came from the dark audience.


Slightly drunk, Nancy cocked an eyebrow. She leaned back and turned her 
head, whispering into Rita's ear. "Hell, I could do better than she 
is."


As if to answer, Rita gently kneaded the vibrant flesh of Nancy's hips 
and let her fingers slip lower to gently feel the voluptuous curves of 
her ass-cheeks and that velvety tingling place where her cheeks met up 
between her legs. Nancy felt as if her face was on fire as she slowly 
and wantonly wiggled her hips and buttocks.


Tom, feeling her lewd motion with his hand and arm, looked down at her 
luscious torso. Drunkenly, his eyes bloodshot, he asked, "Whatcha say?"


Nancy licked her lips. Her mouth was bone dry from repressed 
excitement. "I said I could do better than she is."


Tom looked blearily at the stage, at the young stripper who held the 
curtain between her writhing thighs and ground a rhythm out. "Hell, 
yes. Damn right!" he said.


The three of them laughed together, and it seemed that Tom and Rita 
were fondling her rather ... intimately. Their hands were getting a 
little bold. Nancy laughed from tension and excitement. She was in a 
wildly drunken mood ... the kind of mood she knew could end up in a 
sick headache or intense excitement. Something was in the air ... it 
was no ordinary night in her life ... she began dancing, her feet in 
place, only her body moving in a sensuous rhythm in time to the music. 
She let her magnificent hips do a bump and grind. Actually, she was 
mocking the girl on the stage, yet it came out as brazen and sexy, and 
Nancy swiped one hand over her eyes, amazed at her own audacity. She 
had moved like a slut, and the feeling she got from it was daring and 
... exciting.


Tom and Rita let go of her and pressed away from her, giving her a 
little room in which to dance.


Closing her eyes and running her hands through her long, coal-black 
hair, Nancy let herself go and was surprised by her carnal thoughts as 
she let her hips sway and pump lewdly.


It all happened spontaneously ... none of it was really planned ... 
Nancy began dancing and found herself carried away by the daring idea 
... she knew she was good and better than the girl up on the stage. She 
opened her eyes to see she was dancing in the dark, ringed around by 
tightly observant faces. Men were all around her ... she saw their 
faces ... saw Tom and Rita grinning ... saw more and more faces turned 
to her as she danced. She danced with her arms held away from her body. 
Her ripely curving hips swaying with a liquid lewdness. The men watched 
her with tight, horny smiles. Here was a truly beautiful girl ... here 
was a girl with a face and figure that looked like it belonged at some 
wealthy country club ... here was class with a body that was nothing 
short of magnificent. The regulars on the block pressed around her. 
They had heard of girls like her coming to slum and staying to lewdly 
fuck all comers. Each of them had heard stories or seen such a thing 
happen; now, in front of them, it was happening once more, and they 
were all going to be involved in a night to remember.


It was obvious to everyone that Nancy was almost in a wanton mood and 
trance. She danced with her full sensuous mouth parted in a slack 
smile, showing her clean white teeth and wetly parted lips. Her eyes 
were melting and heavy-ridded. It was obvious she had too much to 
drink, for she swayed as she danced, catching herself with a lewd loose 
hip movement.


Nancy danced and the men moved, always a ring around her, always 
guiding her toward the stage. Nancy could hear the music getting louder 
and she moved toward the sound, running her open hands slowly up and 
down her lovely long thighs. The ring of men parted and Nancy saw the 
brightly lit empty stage. Her eyes were languid and smoky, as she saw 
the stage and slowly realized that the stripper was gone.


Her smile broadened as she boldly stepped up on the tiny stage and 
stood with her back to the audience, her hands tangled in her long 
hair. Wantonly, provocatively, teasing every man in the place, she 
thrust out her smoothly rounded buttocks and let them undulate and 
slowly rotate in time with the music. She didn't care much where the 
stripper was and assumed she had left. At that moment, Nancy wasn't 
thinking much ... she was feeling.


She was feeling more lascivious and lewd than she ever imagined she 
could. Her proudly thrusting huge breasts were rising and falling as 
she panted for breath, yet she could not stop her body from writhing 
and undulating slowly.


She waved her broad, beautifully shaped buttocks at the audience then 
whirled around to face them, her back arched, her proud young breasts 
thrust out, and slowly, obscenely thrust her pelvis out at the men.


A film of perspiration was on her face and her smile was lewd and easy, 
her eyes unfocused, her mind awhirl with pulsating feeling and drunken 
daring. Her brassiere barely covered her huge melon-round breasts, and 
every man looked, realizing it was all real: she looked even better 
than when dressed.


Nancy closed her eyes as her body swayed rhythmically in time to the 
music. Her pelvis pumped lazily back and forth in a parody of stand-up 
fucking as she slowly reached and slipped one brassiere strap off her 
shoulder.


At the bar, Tom whispered something hastily in Rita's ear and she dug 
in her purse, coming up with a miniature camera. Tom was all action, 
checking the camera quickly, no longer so "drunk" as he had seemed. He 
was unobtrusive as he raised the tiny camera to one eye, squinted, and 
clicked off a picture.


On the tiny stage, Nancy was all sensuous motion. Her hips moved freely 
in a wanton way. Both of the thin black straps of her brassiere were 
slipped off her shoulders. She reached behind herself with both hands, 
her fingers toying with the hook. Her ripely rounded breasts were 
forced to jut out even more above her incredibly slender waist and 
lasciviously flaring hips.


The clasp popped free and her brassiere leaped forward, her breasts 
actually seeming to swell in pride and freedom. Her hands caught the 
flimsy brassiere and she held it for a long tantalizing moment before 
taking her hands away ... Ietting it fall silently to the floor.


The men pressed tighter around the stage now as Nancy closed her eyes 
and lifted her arms, letting her fingers tangle in her ink-black hair 
and also raising her out thrust breasts even more. She danced in lewd 
rhythm to the music while Tom clicked pictures of her naked to the 
waist. All the men were looking at her naked breasts, at her darkly 
pointed nipples that were growing even more bulleted, betraying the 
sexual excitement she was feeling. Her nervous hands tried to cover 
them up and all she succeeded in doing was making herself all the more 
provocative. Her hands cupped her breasts as if she were offering them 
to each and every man present. Beads of sweat could be seen forming on 
her shoulders and torso, and sweat snaked seductively down her deep 
cleavage, calling attention to how perfectly rounded and formed her big 
ripe breasts were. Men sipped their beer and licked their lips as their 
eyes stared at her lushly molded mounds of soft warm flesh.


Except for the blaring music, the room was silent now. The bartenders 
had stopped serving and crammed down to one end of the bar to watch the 
stunning young woman on the stage. The place was packed with people 
coming in from the sidewalk, sensing something special was going on


And Nancy knew it! She stood up on the little stage and felt a lewd 
power and a strange pleasurable sense of humiliation, baring her 
breasts to strange men who only thought of carnal things. It was 
exciting and oddly satisfying. Nancy felt she had them in her power, 
and a wildly wanton voice in her was urging her on. Smiling, her eyes 
half-closed, she let her hands slip down to her waist, to where her 
dress was bunched and gathered. Wiggling her hips lewdly, thrusting her 
pelvis out in wild time to the music, she shimmied out of the dress. 
She peeled and rolled it over her wide hips until it fell free to the 
floor and then she stepped out of it, wearing nothing but high heels 
and delicately gossamer panties. The panties were black and contrasted 
startlingly with her velvety white skin. In wiggling out of the dress, 
she had unwittingly pulled the panties half off and each and every man 
there could see how voluptuously she was built. Her little belly was 
delicately sculptured and defined, her hips swayed fully and easily and 
flared out excitingly. Her thighs were full and cubed sensuously. 
Nearly naked, Nancy was far more appealing than she had been with her 
clothes on.


Her eyes liquid and giddy with booze, she let her wet lips relax in a 
lewd smile as she danced, cupping her breasts provocatively again as 
she slowly turned her back on the tightly knotted audience. The men 
were not to be cheated, for they were seeing a new view of her 
buttocks. The flimsy black material of her panties only served to 
outline her snowy twin cheeks. With all her lewd hip movements, the 
filmy material had ridden up, being caught in the velvety deep crevice 
between her ass-cheeks, allowing her quivering, seductively undulating 
flesh to be freely seen.


Nancy turned again and all the men looked at her sensuously jutting 
mound of Venus and the thick velvet lips of her cunt pressed against 
the thin band of her panties.


Her eyes almost closed, her nostrils flaring, Nancy undulated in place 
while her open hands caressed her naked thighs. She crouched a little 
and let her hips pump obscenely back and forth while her hands slid 
provocatively up and down her long curving thighs. Her nakedly sweating 
breasts heaved up and down as she tried to work up enough nerve to 
remove her last bit of clothing, her flimsy panties.


The problem was solved for her. Hands, unable to contain themselves, 
reached out of the blackness and caressed her. Nancy jumped and moved 
back at first, then grinned lasciviously and let the hands do what they 
wanted. She raised her arms above her head and danced in place as wild 
hands fluttered like feeding birds all over her body. Brazenly, her 
breasts were caressed and then kneaded and pinched. Lewd fingers hooked 
into her panties and tugged at them, pulling them down.


She was suddenly naked!


She threw her head back, exposing her white throat and let her long 
black hair thrash about as she felt her panties down around her knees. 
She was stark naked in front of strangers! She felt rough hot hands all 
over her shapely buttocks while fingers pinched her nipples into a 
searing, obscenely exciting life. Callused hands probed at her gently 
rounded mound of Venus and roughly scratched at her downy pubic hair. A 
shudder of pure lust racked her lovely body as she felt one wild finger 
probe deeper, caressing her wetly throbbing cuntal lips, pushing them 
aside and slipping maddeningly back and forth in the lubrication it 
found there.


Her arms raised high, her head thrown back, Nancy's eyes were wild and 
wide as she realized fully what she was doing. She was naked and 
strange men were rapidly caressing her into an obscenely exciting 
state. Her mind reeled, the room tilted. Someone called out, "Watch 
it!" and hands were all over her, supporting her now. Tom was still 
clicking pictures as Nancy looked around with unfocused, 
uncomprehending eyes. The last thing she saw was Rita pushing to her 
side with a look of concern on her face.


Then her eyelids fluttered and she passed out.


Chapter 7


She awoke with a start, with a stifled scream in her throat as she sat 
up, rigid, wild-eyed. Almost as quickly, she groaned aloud and held her 
head with both hands and fell back on the bed. One swift glance before 
pain shot through her head and eyeballs told her she was at home. She 
fell back with a low moan. At least she was home, in her own bed. She 
was safe.


Her hangover was monumental. She had never had one before in her whole 
life and she wondered how she was going to get through the day.


Then events started happening. So much happened so fast that she almost 
forgot her hammering headache. A new kind of sickness was to overtake 
her: fear! In a few minutes Nancy was going to feel something not many 
people care to experience or know: she was going to find out what it 
was like to be blackmailed.


The door to the bedroom opened and Nancy gasped, pulling the covers up. 
She sighed with relief as she saw it was Rita. Good old Rita with a 
cold glass of tomato juice in one hand and a fizzing glass of Bromo 
Seltzer in the other. Without saying a word, she offered the Bromo to 
the grateful young wife who took it with trembling hands and gulped it 
down. Next, she grabbed the tomato juice and gulped. Anything wet 
tasted good. Rita sat on the edge of the bed and looked down. She 
seemed different to Nancy; a little woe-be-gone, a little defeated. 
Nancy assumed she was suffering from a hangover too. Rita looked down 
at her hands and bit her lip. Tears, like glistening slivers, welled up 
in her eyes. She looked down at Nancy and whispered, "I'm sorry."


Nancy put a protective hand on her own fevered forehead and nodded. 
"God, I've never felt so awful in all my life. Rita ..." she looked up 
at her old school friend. "I ... I don't remember everything. I ... I 
guess I got kind of out of bind"


Rita brushed her tears away and smiled bravely. "You were just ... 
carried away, that's all"


"I'm so ashamed."


"Don't be."


"Rita," she gripped her friends hand. "Promise me one thing. Promise me 
you'll never tell Allan. Above all, he mustn't know."


Rita looked away, starting to cry again.


Nancy propped herself up on one elbow, holding the sheet up in front of 
herself to cover her nudity. "Rita, what's the matter? What did I do? 
Did I say something awful or did I do something terrible?" She looked 
around suspiciously. "Say, how did I get here?"


Rita controlled herself. "You passed out, and Tom and I brought you 
home. You didn't do or say anything. In fact, the owners of the bar 
were a little worried when you passed out. They were worried about a 
lawsuit, so they helped us get you dressed, and Tom and I brought you 
home. I undressed you and got you to bed."


Nancy sank back on the pillow again. "Thank God."


"It's not what you think."


"Huh?"


"It's not what you think," Rita went on in a hard voice. "My life. 
Tom's. He was a different person when I first met him. Now ... it's all 
different. It's not what you think."


Nancy was feeling too awful to fully comprehend what Rita was trying to 
tell her. "What do you mean?"


Rita was obviously upset and barely controlling herself. "Tom and me 
... it's not what it looks like. Tom is drinking too much and ... he's 
different."


"Rita, what are you getting at."


Rita seemed grateful for the chance to talk. For the first time Nancy 
noticed how hollowed her eyes were and how her hands shook. "Tom found 
some weaknesses in me. He saw it. We make so much money, but we're 
always in debt. Tom says you have to spend money in order to make 
money. He drinks too much ... and ... well ... some of the parties get 
a little ... raw."


Nancy nodded. "Like last night."


Rita shrugged. "Last night was really pretty tame compared to some ... 
parties."


Both girls were silent, looking questioningly at one another. Rita's 
hands were clenched together in her lap. "You see ... Tom knows ... 
well, he knows I like to do certain things. And ... well, each client 
is more important than the last. Tom puts out money to make connections 
and the clients are getting bigger and bigger and ... they want more."


Again, they were silent, looking at one another. Rita tried to manage a 
smile. "Tom uses me. Uses my body. He's going to use yours."


Nancy sat up in bed, her hangover forgotten. "Rita, do you know what 
you're saying?"


Tears welling again, Rita could only nod. "I need a drink," she managed 
to choke. She staggered up from the bed and across the room. At the 
door she bumped into Tom. He laughed and stepped aside, somewhat 
unsteady on his feet.


Rita ran from sight, and Nancy checked her covering and sank back into 
bed. Tom stood by the door with an inevitable drink in his hand, his 
face red and beefy, a drunken smile on his face. "Knock, knock," he 
said.


"What's the matter with Rita?" Nancy asked, her voice calm and cool.


Tom sauntered into the room, casually waving a hand, "You know how 
women are. Probably hung over. Say, speaking of little old hangovers, 
how's our little old star, huh?" He came to the edge of the bed and 
grinned down at her.


"Tom, I'm ashamed of what I did."


Drunkenly, he waved a hand. "Don't be. Was great, jus' great." He 
drank, winking at her and pointing at the glass. "Little old hair-of-
the-dog. Have one?"


Nancy groaned and felt her stomach churn. "Tom, would you leave for a 
moment? I want to get dressed."


"Why?" he leered. "I've seen you. Oh, almost forgot. Got something for 
you." He casually reached into his jacket pocket and brought out an 
envelope. He tossed it on the bed. "Little something for you."


Curious, Nancy picked the envelope up and opened it. It was heavy with 
glossy pictures ... snapshots of her. She gasped. There she was, stark 
naked and being pawed by strange men with tattoos on their arms and 
leers on their faces! Her own expression was one of drunken abandon and 
wild ungovernable excitement. She looked up, nostrils flaring, at a 
grinning Tom. "Any of those you want blown up, just let me know."


"You ... you ..." words failed her as her face reddened in shame and 
anger. "You ... scum!"


He frowned then grinned again. "That's a little harsh, I'd say."


"You took these?"


"Thought maybe you'd like a little memory of a wild night. Something to 
look at on a long winter night. Something for you and Allan to enjoy."


Nancy stared up at his red, grinning face. She was too stunned and 
angry to say anything. She looked at the pictures once again. There 
were no negatives in the envelope. She looked up at him with real 
hatred and fear coming over her. Quietly, she asked, "Okay, what do you 
want?"


"Well, for one thing, I want another drink. Nice Scotch Allan keeps."


"Don't be funny. How much?"


Tom shrugged and looked innocent. "I don't know what you mean."


One lacquered fingernail tapped the envelope. "How much do you want for 
the pictures and negatives? You're blackmailing me, aren't you?"


Tom looked incredulous. "Me? Blackmail? Oh, baby, have you got the 
wrong idea. Listen ... I just took those because I thought you'd like 
having them. Honest! Hell, it was just a joke."


Nancy looked at him dubiously. "Honest? I can have the negatives?"


"Hell, yes! I don't have them with me. Listen, I want us all to be 
friends! Blackmail? Believe me, that's the farthest thing from my mind. 
Hell, all we have to do is go on being friends. Hell, I don't want you 
doing anything that you don't really enjoy."


Nancy frowned, a cold bar of fear forming in the pit of her stomach. 
"What?"


Tom waved a beefy hand and was very casual. "I'm whipping up something 
for a client. Be nice if you were there, you know, just to ... well, 
entertain a little."


"Entertain?"


"Yeah, you know. Fool around. Like last night. I wouldn't ask you to do 
anything that you wouldn't want to do."


"Tom, are you serious?" She sat up in bed, holding a sheet around her 
big pointed breasts.


Tom's expression changed completely. He went from a benign chuckling 
state, to a nasty seriousness. "You'll see just how serious I am if you 
don't show up when and where I tell you!"


"T ... Tom, you're ... insane!"


"Am I?" His boozy bloodshot eyes stared down at her. "We'll see. 
Listen, I don't want money from you. All I want you to do is what 
you're dying to do and haven't got enough guts."


"W ... what?"


"Don't try to snow me. I know what you're like under all that good 
breeding and debutante crap. Listen, I saw you during that movie." His 
beefy face was thrust in front of hers and she could smell the alcohol 
on his breath. With a sudden snarl and a swiftness and strength that 
surprised her, he snatched at the sheets and pulled them down. 
Involuntarily, Nancy huddled defensively, putting her legs together and 
putting her hands over her breasts and pubic hair. Tom smirked down at 
her naked cowering. "See ... I know what you're like. I watched you 
watching that Scorpio film. Well, I'm going to tell you something." His 
voice dropped low. "I'm going to stage a thing just like that. I'm 
going to set it up, and guess who's going to star? You!"


Nancy was speechless with horror as she tried to hide her defenselessly 
naked body from his contemptuous gaze.


He laughed harshly. "Okay, blackmail. If you want those pictures back, 
you'll do it. You'll do as I say and when I say it. If not ... copies 
go to your husband, old Allan the stuff shirt, and copies go to the 
Board of Allan's bank. In fact, I'll sell those pies anywhere I can. 
That's it."


"You filthy scum!"


Tom straightened up with an easy grin. "Maybe, but you be there or 
explain a lot to Allan. I'm sure he'll understand."


"Drunken bastard!"


Tom looked at his empty glass and nodded. "Maybe. But you'd better be 
there when I call." He chuckled, wagging his head. "I don't know why 
I'm going on about it. Hell, you'll be there."


She flared up, almost shouting. "What gives you that wild idea?"


He looked at her for a minute before he spoke. When he spoke, it was 
with a voice that was quiet and easy, carrying the conviction of truth. 
"You'll be there. You'll come and I'll give you the negatives. But 
you'll be there, because you really want to be there. You're basically 
an exhibitionist at heart ... an exhibitionist and a masochist ... and 
an over-sexed broad."


Nancy was too stunned. Stupidly, she said, "What?"


He went on, quiet, confident. "You love it, Nancy. You're dying for it. 
Admit it, you loved it all, the motion picture, the men last night!"


"N ... no!"


"You love it. I'm an alcoholic, but I know what you are, and you'll be 
there." He sauntered to the bedroom door and held up the glass. "Thanks 
for the drinkee-poo and I'll be calling you." He stepped out, closing 
the door, leaving Nancy to face herself.


And that had been the beginning of it all. The blackmail had started 
with that one drunken night. And it was as if Nancy Dodge had fallen 
into a quagmire of quicksand; the more she struggled, the deeper she 
went into the evil ... and her torment and guilt knew no bounds.


Tom Nelson had been right. She had gone. She had driven to the estate 
of Fred Hartman for the first time and met Tom. He had been half-drunk 
and smug, sure of himself. Like he had said, she had gone. She had to. 
Tom was clever ... he arranged the party to coincide with Allan being 
out of town. Besides, he was right! She was in a state of near sexual 
frenzy for days before the party. On the day of the party, she did 
housework and shopping, but she could think of nothing else. By 
afternoon, she was drinking and so horny and excited that she could 
barely contain herself.


She drove slowly, carefully, so sexually excited she could barely see 
the road. She told herself she had to go ... she was being blackmailed. 
And ... the very thought of being forced to do something lewd against 
her will set off a flood-wall of lust in her. The more she drank, the 
more reckless she became ... just once, once to give in to raw lust and 
depravity ... two men ... other things ... !!


The more excited she became, the more controlled her behavior. She was 
calculating and carefully dressed as she left the house. She was cool 
and remotely polite as she was introduced to Fred Hartman. She looked 
at him and didn't know he was a man who would change her life. He was 
polite and lofty ... tall and thin and bored looking. Nancy noticed 
that everyone treated her with great politeness. Rita was no where to 
be seen, and the party consisted of only a handful of middle-aged men 
who looked successful.


She was led to a guest room where her every wish was attended to. She 
had a private and luxurious bath and food and fine Scotch to drink. A 
man, a servant and chauffeur that Nancy was going to come to know as 
Herman, showed her a cigarette box carved out of teakwood. "Hashish, 
mam. It would help if you had some." Nancy didn't ... that first time 
... but later she came to need and rely on it.


She had a television set that Herman turned on. "Closed circuit," he 
explained as he left the room.


Nancy gazed at the set and saw a film of a naked young girl writhing on 
the bed. Cynically, she smiled. They were going to show her smokers, 
porny films, to get her in the mood. With a fatalistic masochism that 
made her feel depraved and excited, she poured herself a drink and 
watched the lewd and obscene conduct on the television.


They gave her all the time in the world to get ready. She thought they 
would come for her and rip her clothes off and drag her out to be 
ravished and raped. They didn't. They gave her time to think ... and 
drink. They gave her time to look at the teakwood box. She looked more 
closely at it: a naked couple were carved on the lid, writhing 
together, their mouths sucking on each other's genitals.


She looked away and drank. They gave her plenty of time to get 
acquainted with her surroundings. They gave her time to watch the 
closed circuit TV. She saw a close-up of a naked man sitting in a 
chair. His erection was enormous and obscene. A young girl ... very 
young ... was obediently kneeling between his thighs and holding the 
shaft of his hard cock with her fingers. Her tongue lashed out and 
wantonly curled around the swelling mushroom head. Her wet lips played 
slippery tricks, sliding and sucking the very tip of the lust-thickened 
penis. The girl's lewd teasing was obviously having its effect on the 
man ... he grabbed her head brutally with both his hands and, at the 
same time, savagely thrust his hips upward and forward, sinking his 
thick shaft of hard flesh deep in the girl's mouth. Nancy watched the 
girl's face as she closed her eyes and her wet lips closed tightly 
around the shaft ... and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked.


Nancy drained her glass and turned from the TV. She looked in a wall 
mirror, seeing her stunning good looks and her wildly voluptuous figure 
that even her dress couldn't hide. She grinned at her carnage, slightly 
drunk. It was real ... it simply wasn't real that she was here, on an 
estate, about to do something lewd. What was it Tom had said? Scorpio. 
The word sent a deliciously depraved thrill through her. Hastily, she 
poured herself another drink before returning to the mirror.


She stood looking in the mirror, taking in her own figure, turning this 
way and that. It was an incredible figure, fully developed ... soft in 
the right places and curved. She smiled at her image again and was 
proud of it. She drank and turned to the TV. The young girl was naked 
now sitting in the chair. The man was kneeling in front of her and had 
forced the young thing to put her legs up on the arms of the chair. Her 
knees were hooked over the arms of the chair and her full firm thighs 
were obscenely split wide open. Apparently it wasn't enough to satisfy 
the man who roughly spread the girl's eagerly trembling legs even wider 
apart, forcing her to shove her glistening pink cunt forward to the 
edge of the chair. The man grinned lewdly and slowly spread the wetly 
throbbing lips of the girl's pussy before lasciviously burying his face 
into the hair-lined opening.


Nancy groaned aloud and her free hand brushed over her own stomach and 
groin. Lust crept through her craven flesh and nerves like a slow warm 
syrup ... if she kept watching the screen, she knew she was going to 
become insanely horny. She poured herself still another drink and tried 
not to think of what she was involved in. She ignored the TV and went 
to the bathroom to see what it was like. It shocked her: The walls were 
covered with excellent photographs of men and women naked, fondling one 
another. Scenes of graphic sex had her panting a little. She fled the 
bathroom and had to look at the TV screen again. The girl was still in 
the chair, but now her head was flailing back and forth with an 
abandoned passion as her hips churned and ground wildly upward against 
the man's tongue darting, licking, and stabbing deep into her wantonly 
writhing cunt. Nancy moaned ... just once ... a sound of hunger and 
despair.


They gave her plenty of time ... time to watch the TV and look at the 
teakwood box and the photos and murals in the bathroom ... time to 
drink. They gave her so much time she began to think they had forgotten 
about her.


By the time they did come to get her ... she was more than ready ... 
giddy with drink and half naked. Already, she was in a lewd mood as she 
sprawled in a chair, one leg swung up over an arm, her dress pulled up 
to expose the white crotch band of her panties. Her dress was open in 
the front and her brassiere unclasped, allowing a good view of her 
beautifully rounded mounds. Her long black hair was wild and gypsy-
like. She grinned up at Herman and Ben who had to fetch her.


"Hi."


She was actually ready to fuck both of them right there, ready for an 
orgy right in the chair. Her loins were hungrily throbbing, achingly 
teasing her. She had been alone for two hours, thinking of the Scorpio 
sex rites and of her strip-tease in the Cicero bar and all those greedy 
masculine hands all over her. She had sat watching the films on closed 
circuit TV and wondered if she was going to be filmed thus furthering 
her blackmail ... and depravity. She had wandered back into the 
bathroom and taken her time, looking at each of the photos and murals. 
She had sat and watched obscene sex on TV and had time to think. Plenty 
of time ... and plenty of Scotch. By the time they came to get her, she 
was in the mood for an almost suicidal orgy ... one wantonly abandoned 
fling in her life ... one time.


By the time they came to get her she wasn't thinking at all clearly ... 
and she didn't care to! She was feeling!


Herman and Ben smiled at her almost maliciously as they ordered her to 
her feet. They grinned at one another as she slowly swung her leg down 
and got up, eyeing them with a wicked smile.


Herman cleared his throat. "Take your clothes off."


They stood looking at her with insinuating smiles and politely waited 
for her to strip. Nancy felt a certain kind of lewdness in their 
attitude. It was exciting stripping naked so casually in front of two 
strange men. With a shiver of promised delights, she wondered what they 
were going to do to her. She stripped very quickly down to her 
brassiere and panties and stood looking at the men defiantly, her huge 
breasts, heavy and as well-rounded as musk-melons, proudly thrust out. 
She noted the effect on Herman and Ben and was pleased.


Slowly, taking her time and driving both of the men wild, she undid the 
clasp to her brassiere. Her softly lascivious breasts were closely 
confined by the material of the brassiere. They seemed to swell right 
before the men's hungry eyes. They spread out wantonly ... almost 
brazenly as Nancy smirked, seeing how Herman clenched his fists and how 
Ben ground his teeth together. She discovered facets of her soul and 
feelings she never dreamed she possessed ... she enjoyed teasing the 
animals. Letting the tip of her tongue wetly lick her lips, she thrust 
her hips and pelvis insolently forward. She stood with her hands on her 
flaring hips, naked save for flimsy bikini panties. Slowly, brazenly, 
jutting her hips even more obscenely forward, she rolled the material 
of her panties down. They were skin-tight on her voluptuous body and 
she peeled them slowly down, the red tip of her tongue wetly sticking 
out of her mouth, her big beautiful eyes merry and impudent.


Almost sadistically ... sadism being the other side of the masochistic 
coin ... she peeled and rolled the panties down until they resembled 
nothing more than an inadequate G-string. Intuitively, she knew what 
would arouse the men even more, and so she slowly and insolently turned 
around, allowing them a hungry view of her almost naked buttocks and 
the lascivious way her firmly rounded ass-cheeks rocked and undulated 
one against the other as she shifted her weight.


She turned and faced the men again brazenly taking her time, watching 
the bodyguard-butler Ben wipe the back of his hand over his cruel mouth 
... her eyes darting to take in Herman's hand and how he barely 
resisted the impulse to rip her panties off her voluptuous body that 
was so tauntingly displayed in front of him. Nancy smiled, "So near and 
yet so far."


"Hurry up!"


"Why?" She mocked them, her eyes innocently wide.


Menacingly, Herman stepped toward her and, with a little irritating 
laugh, Nancy pulled the panties down and let them fall silently and 
softly to the floor. Hands posed temptingly on her hips, she stepped 
back and let both hungry men take in her lasciviously naked form.


Herman broke the silence, turning to the door. "Come on, Mr. Hartman is 
waiting."


Nakedly brazen, Nancy strolled to me door that Herman held open for her 
with Ben tensely following. She walked down a long hall with her proud 
buttocks rocking back and forth. She felt amazingly alive ... every 
nerve in her body was throbbing with a wild implacable excitement and 
lust. She enjoyed being obscenely naked in front of these men and 
driving them wild. Passing a mirror, she glanced and noted with 
satisfaction mat neither man could take his eyes from her seductively 
undulating body.


The hall led into a big room full of cigar smoke and men standing 
around talking. A silence fell over the room as the trio walked in, 
Nancy with her hands impudently and provocatively placed on her hips. 
With a slightly drunken, superior smile, she glanced around the room. 
Fred Hartman, tall and austere, was quietly watching her, that almost 
clinical look of detachment on his face. All of me other occupants were 
men ... Rita was nowhere to be seen ... Tom was leaning heavily against 
the wet bar in one corner, pouring himself still another drink. His 
face was beet-red and he was very drunk ... perhaps not even aware that 
Nancy was there. All the other men were older ... in their forties and 
fifties. One man with graying hair looked at Nancy with an evil smirk. 
"Well, well, this is a nice piece of dessert."


Nancy stuck her tongue out brazenly and sauntered away from the men 
like a showgirl, her naked hips switching, her voluptuous ass twitching 
temptingly. The men looked at her walk and then one another, laughing 
lewdly and with a barely contained excitement.


She was helped up on a small platform at one end of the room. The 
platform contained a big bed and nothing else. The platform was draped 
by black velvet, showing off her naked flesh to every advantage. The 
moment she stepped up on the platform, the lights began to dim and soon 
she was alone, standing in a cone of soft light.


She smiled brazenly, not losing her sudden lewd confidence. She gazed 
out at the darkness, hearing the appreciative murmur of the men as they 
settled themselves comfortably around the stage. Dimly, she could see 
the tall thin figure of Fred Hartman settling into a chair right in 
front of her.


Then, something happened ... something happened to make Nancy's 
insolence vanish.


It was a sound ... it was the sound of a whip whistling dangerously 
through the air and culminating with a nasty crack---like a gun shot---
as it snapped. The whip hissed again and again and Nancy's face became 
startled and afraid. It was going to be like the Scorpio sex rites! In 
all her lewd excitement and new found power, she had forgotten!


Swaying drunkenly, she attempted to leave the stage. She found Ben and 
Herman at either side, and the menacing expression on their faces told 
her they were in no mood for any more of her brazen defiance. She 
backed away, looking around desperately, trying to find a way out.


Before she could move, the black velvet curtains were snapped aside and 
there stood Rita with a whip in her hand!


It was almost as if time itself stopped! Nothing, no one moved! 
Everyone looked at Rita standing there so wantonly threatening, so 
wildly obscene! She wore nothing but high-heeled black boots that came 
up to just below her knee and a black mask that covered her eyes. She 
stood there with her legs wide apart, magnificently lewd with her fully 
ripened breasts jutting out. Completely naked, she idly swished the 
whip back and forth on the floor. Nancy could see Rita's eyes behind 
the mask ... they were wild, mad, eagerly determined. Her whole manner 
was changed ... it wasn't like Rita ... it was like some she-devil bent 
on something wicked.


"Thas'h my wife."


It was Tom, from the back of the room, in the dark, by the bar.


The calm voice of Fred Hartman cut through. "Somebody please show that 
idiot out."


His drunken mutterings failed to change the electric atmosphere in the 
room ... Rita took no notice. Nancy took slinking steps backwards, away 
from her ... instinctively, knowing, sensing that it would do no good 
to try and talk to or reason with Rita. Now she understood why she had 
cried and was so upset. Nancy crouched and cowered, trying to hide her 
voluptuous nakedness, realizing that she and Rita were too much alike 
... she understood what Rita was doing and feeling!


Nancy's futile efforts to cover her quaking limbs and nakedly quivering 
breasts only served to excite her audience even more. Each person 
present realized they were going to see something bizarre and wanton 
... something orgiastic ... they could feel it in the very still air of 
the room ...


"On the bed." It was Rita's voice and it wasn't Rita's voice. Its tone 
insinuated a threat and the smutty promise of lewd things.


All Nancy could do was shake her head.


Instantly, maliciously, the whip snapped across the stage and cracked 
sharply next to Nancy's shoulder, making her jump and cower with fear. 
"Get on that bed. Lie down on the bed!" Rita's voice told everyone that 
she wouldn't tolerate any nonsense. In case anyone doubted her, she 
lazily flicked the whip sideways and the men saw the black whip snake 
its way around the incredibly well-formed and slender waist of Nancy. 
They saw her wince as the tip of the whip bit painfully into her tender 
flesh. She was almost pulled off balance as Rita jerked the whip back 
and stood ... menacingly, sexually, with her legs far apart, her 
excitedly moistened cuntal lips glistening in the overhead spotlight.


Rubbing the painful red spot on her satin stomach, Nancy fearfully 
obeyed, crawling up on the bed and looking beseechingly at Rita who 
swaggered in front of her, grinning cruelly now that she had made the 
young dark-haired wife do something.


Nancy didn't notice Herman and Ben coming up on the platform ... not 
until it was too late. She looked up and gasped as they seized her by 
either arm, grabbing her slender wrists in their iron grips. She was 
forced flat on her back and her arms were spread wide and raised above 
her head. "N ... nnno!" she pleaded, not knowing what they were going 
to do to her.


She saw immediately. From under the bed they brought steel cuffs and 
clicked them locked shut over her wrists with a frighteningly final 
metallic sound. The other end of the cuffs were locked to the head of 
the bed; she was caught, pinned, trapped, lying flat on her back with 
her arms stretched wide above her head. She struggled, twisting this 
way and that, trying to get free. She only succeeded in knowing how 
completely she was trapped. Her proud young breasts quivered and spread 
in an obscene and inviting way. After a short struggle, she lay still, 
panting, her melon-ripe breasts heaving, while Rita gloated at the edge 
of the bed with her mask and boots making her look lewdly sexual, 
contrasting with Nancy's nakedly chained body. She snapped the whip 
around on the floor like a big angry cat swishing its tail. "Spread 
your legs!" Her voice was gloating and grating as she said it.


Nancy closed her eyes. This wasn't what she expected, she didn't want 
to be such a victim, she enjoyed teasing the men. She tried to catch 
her breath and think of what to say or do that would extricate her from 
this impossible position.


The deadly hiss and smack of the whip almost coincided with her 
fearfully wild scream. "AAAAAAAGGGGGHHHAAA!!"


Twice the whip snaked through the air, cutting at her unprotected 
flesh, and when Rita withdrew the whip, Nancy had a livid criss-cross 
on her slenderly smooth belly. Her face was full of pain and fear as, 
lips quivering and her whole body trembling, she quickly spread her 
legs to avoid further punishment.


The men in the audience leaned forward, little tight lewd smiles on 
their faces. The girl was trapped and being forced into something ... 
it would be interesting to see what happened to her. Already, she had 
opened her long lithe legs obscenely wide, and they could see that she 
was excited. Already, the quivering lips of her tight little cunt were 
swelling and lewdly parting, revealing a glint of sexual moisture in 
her slit. The men watched as her nakedly voluptuous body trembled and 
she spread her legs wide, bending her knees slightly, revealing all her 
secrets, even down to the tightly clenched cheeks of her buttocks.


She lay naked and lewd, frightened, vulnerable. Instinctively, she 
glanced in fear at Herman and Ben. But they were backing off the 
platform, cynical smiles on their faces. Everyone could see a moment of 
doubt and puzzlement pass over her face. Then, she looked at the foot 
of the bed and saw Rita who had put her whip aside and crawled up on 
the bed, her breasts swaying heavily beneath her. She crawled up 
between Nancy's wide spread legs and looked down at the girl's loins, 
at the defenselessly quivering cunt.


In a flash, Nancy knew what was going to happen ... she saw it in the 
wild expression in Rita's eyes behind the black mask ... she was going 
to be forced into something perverted... they had her trapped and were 
going to arouse her until she accepted something unnatural and depraved 
... they were going to make her perform a perverted act... and they 
were going to make her like it!


"Pleeeeezzzz ... noooooo!"


For an answer, Rita whirled and snatched up the whip. She crouched 
between Nancy's tensely spread thighs and had only to hold the whip up 
to subdue the quaking young housewife. She cowered under Rita, feeling 
the livid red X wildly seared across her stomach by the whip. She tried 
to avert her face and closed her eyes as Rita cupped her warm hand over 
her wetly throbbing cunt. She knew all the men were watching ... she 
could hear them exchange whispers.


Obscenely, Rita fondled the tender flesh of Nancy's vagina with her 
cupped hand, stroking slowly up and down and beginning a regular rhythm 
while she bent over the chained brunette's spread-eagled body and let 
her tongue snake out to lick wetly around one erect little nipple. She 
let her warmly wet lips close over the berry-like bud, and her cheeks 
hollowed as she sucked sensuously. All the time, her cupped hand kept a 
slow massage going on Nancy's cunt.


The men sat forward, quiet, attentive, watching Nancy's body as the 
masked girl made an unholy assault on it. It became immediately obvious 
that Rita was enjoying her sadistic role of seducer tremendously. Her 
nakedly dancing breasts heaved with a lewd passion as she crouched on 
her knees with one arm above Nancy ... her voraciously sucking mouth 
flying from one breast to the other, leaving the hippies wet with a 
glistening saliva. All the time her hand kept up a grinding motion over 
the top of Nancy's hotly pulsating cunt. Lewdly, brazenly, Rita's hips 
pumped above Nancy as if she had an invisible cock in her own moistly 
quivering pussy.


Nancy was stretched out with her eyes tightly shut, her face averted to 
one side, her nakedly chained body as tense as steel or harp string. 
Every muscle in her body was straining as she used all her will to 
resist the obscenely perverted thing Rita was doing to her.


She tried to deny the spasms of pure pleasure the other woman's mouth 
was giving to her breasts. She screamed in her mind so she wouldn't 
have to think about the smoky excitement smoldering deep in her groin 
as Rita's bold hand stroked her cunt ... she tried not to think of the 
sweetly intense pleasure she was feeling ... nor did she want to think 
about the wicked pain she was feeling from the lash ... the whip had 
bitten into her and her body was beginning to perspire ... the 
perspiration was beginning to sting in the red welts, and the pain was 
mingling, mixing with the pleasure ... and the whole feeling was 
becoming something else ... something -darkly overwhelming ... 
something soaring, wildly masochistic, throbbing, throbbing, throbbing 
in her body.


Rita abruptly stopped biting and sucking Nancy's breasts and sat up, 
looking down at her cupped hand over her cunt. She was panting, her 
ripely full breasts slowly heaving with pure lust. With one finger, she 
probed and slowly plowed Nancy's passion-swollen vaginal lips apart. 
The audience was silent as Rita's finger spread the naked young cunt 
and began sliding up and down the hair-lined furrow, its passageway 
becoming more easy as the finger tip was lubricated by Nancy's wild, 
ungovernable excitement.


The men watched as Nancy tensed her body and Rita leaned over her, 
forcing one outstretched middle finger into her wetly waiting pussy. 
The finger popped in a lewd, lubricated ease and sank in up to the 
second knuckle joint. With a wild grin below her black mask, Rita began 
sawing in and out of the defenselessly quivering vagina beneath her.


The men watched the two naked women, watched Rita's finger fucking 
rhythmically in and out, glistening now with the dew of Nancy's cunt-
moisture.


Still, though, through it all; Nancy fought her feelings. Her body was 
as tensed as some giant spring. She would occasionally exhale her 
exhausted breath and inhale again, tensing her chained and helpless 
young body once more against the unholy attack.


Rita grinned sadistically beneath her mask and sawed in and out of 
Nancy's cunt brutally and wildly, determined to arouse the naked young 
housewife. She looked grimly evil and perverted as she bent over and 
spread Nancy's cuntal lips so every man in the room could see the wet, 
coral-pink flesh. The masked woman expertly and obscenely ran her thumb 
over Nancy's oiled clitoris, rolling it around, and sending jolts of 
pure pleasure surging through t h e dark-haired housewives trembling 
body.


Still, Nancy resisted, her eyes shut tight, her head flailing from side 
to side. Her body shuddered as she struggled not to give in to her 
growing perverted pleasure.


Slowly, savagely, Rita stuck two fingers into the wetly lubricated cunt 
and sawed back and forth, finger-fucking her obscenely while all the 
men watched.


Still, she wouldn't give in.


Rita worked hard, tensing her own sensually alluring body over the 
spread-eagled one of Nancy. She finger-fucked her chained friend 
unmercifully, building the rhythm higher and harder.


Still, she didn't give in!


The obscene sight went on for long lewd moments with everyone intently 
watching Nancy's face and body for the first tell-tale sign of her 
giving in to her own all-too-apparent lust. Then Rita looked angry, 
almost snarling. With a jerk of her head, she summoned Herman and Ben 
up on the platform. Getting on either side of the bed, they seized her 
ankles and jerked the captive young woman's shapely legs even wider 
apart.


Nancy called out with a choking scream that was muffled by the other 
woman's suddenly swooping and kissing her open mouth, the masked and 
booted Rita's hot tongue shooting obscenely into her mouth.


Ben and Herman bent her knees and spread her legs, even splitting the 
fleshy crevice of her buttocks. Rita, a depraved smile on her lips, let 
her tongue lick down over Nancy's neck. All the men watched as the 
tongue slid wetly down over the chained girl's ripely quivering breasts 
and traveled down over her silky smooth stomach and the livid welts.


The audience sat like stones, watching, swallowing, controlling 
themselves as they saw Rita's hungry tongue wetly licking the insides 
of Nancy's frantically jerking thighs. No one said a word as she slowly 
and gently placed her thumbs on either side of Nancy's wetly glistening 
cunt. Slowly, sensuously, she spread the swollen cunt-lips and looked 
at the cherry-pink wet walls of the girl's vagina. Her tongue poised 
like a whip that had velvet smooth strokes. Everyone could see that 
Nancy's body was tensed, trembling, waiting for the perverted attack.


It came slowly, and gently ... and obscenely. Rita let the wet tip of 
her tongue lovingly circle Nancy's erect little clitoris. Her tongue 
gently licked up and down the hotly throbbing vaginal lips, teasing, 
lashing, wantonly provoking.


Nancy hung on as she felt the hot tormenting tongue licking around the 
tingling perimeter of her cunt. She hung on with her whole being until 
... trembling, a tiny moan coming out of her ... she felt the tongue-
tip slip lower, to her frantically quivering buttocks which were being 
held apart by Herman and Ben. She felt Rita's fingers slip down to 
further spread the pliant cheeks of her ass, and then she felt the 
tongue burning its wet way to her defenseless anus. 
"Aaaaagggghhhhaaaa!" Her cry was torn from her throat as the maddening 
tongue flicked back and forth over her tightly puckering little 
opening. It licked wetly up and down her fleshy crevice, and Nancy knew 
she had never felt anything so brazen, so wildly perverted, so 
shamelessly obscene ... so exciting! ... in her life! The searingly 
lewd thrill that twisted her voluptuous young body was like the dam 
suddenly collapsing ... she gave way, tumbling on the flood-waters of 
an obscene lust too pure to be believed.


At the same moment, the masked and booted Rita sensed and felt her 
friend giving in and her head thrust forward, her tongue darting like 
some obscene whip as it lashed its hot way from anus to clitoris. The 
men in the room leaned closer and watched as the wetly licking tongue 
drove home into the warmly aching confines of Nancy's cuntal flesh. 
They watched while the tongue curled, darting deeply into the throbbing 
pink opening and then began tongue fucking the hopelessly aroused young 
wife who was chained helplessly to the bed.


A low, long animal moan came from Nancy's tortured- mouth ... her 
refined features were still twisted as her nakedly tormented body 
writhed and her hips began pumping up and down in an obscene parody of 
fucking. The room seemed to explode in excitement ... it was obvious 
that the beautiful, dark-haired woman had finally given into her own 
lust. A depraved smile twitched on her lust-tightened lips as she 
writhed lewdly, encouraging the perverted attack on her helpless young 
cunt.


Herman and Ben didn't have to hold her legs anymore ... they stepped 
back and watched. Nancy was holding her own thighs obscenely wide as 
she thrust her hotly clasping cunt upward, eager for more of the 
electrifying tongue. The men whispered to one another, eagerly watching 
Nancy's debasement for their amusement.


But there was more to come.


Nancy no longer seemed confined; that is, she no longer minded having 
her wrists clasped in cuffs and her arms spread-eagled over her head. 
Rather, she was enjoying the feeling as she wantonly twisted and 
writhed about. It was a deliciously exciting feeling, being so captured 
and so violated. Her depraved face was gunning ecstatically as the 
cuffs cut into her wrists and Rita's tongue darted, like a little red 
penis, deep into the confines of her shamelessly aroused pussy.


But her humiliation and decadence were yet to reach a climax ... Rita 
was yet to be reckoned with. Rita, crouched on her knees, her hotly 
sucking, licking mouth locked on Nancy's frantic young cunt, her naked 
back arched, her gleaming buttocks sticking out so lewdly... Rita was 
yet to have her way! Her nostrils were flared as she breathed deeply, 
inhaling the warm perfume of her betrayed friend's vagina ... her 
pelvis pumped with an oiled motion. Clad in black boots and masked she 
suddenly whirled like a cat ... she was quick with a sensuously feline 
grace whirling quickly, her greedy mouth still feasting on Nancy's 
pussy, she turned her entire body and quickly placed her knees on 
either side of Nancy's head. It was obvious that Rita had done such a 
thing before as the two shamelessly aroused women were poised in a 69 
position. Rita crouched above Nancy and clasped her nakedly spread 
buttocks, pulling the smoothly rounded ass-cheeks apart again. Then she 
stuck her wet tongue deep down into Nancy's wildly quivering vagina 
once more.


The men watched as Rita's hips moved downward and ... Nancy opened her 
eyes to see the other woman's wetly glistening cunt and naked buttocks 
poised ... legs spread ... right above her face. The men watched, eager 
wolf-like smiles on their faces as the beautiful dark-haired girl 
eagerly lifted her head, her neck tensing, her red tongue out, as she 
strived to lick her friend's cunt hanging only inches above her.


Rita complied, lowering her torso and her lewdly writhing hips, down on 
Nancy's beautiful face. The two wanton women let their softly sensuous 
bodies blend together as they buried their faces in each other's 
pussies and began licking, nibbling, sucking at their unholy feast.


In an electrifying silence, Herman and Ben silently stripped naked, 
letting their clothes fall where they may. They stood on the stage 
naked, their thick erect cocks bulging obscenely in front of them. 
Every man in the room felt a throbbing erection ... everyone was 
excited ... all save Fred Hartman. It was impossible to tell what he 
was feeling, for outwardly, he was calm. Judging by his outward 
behavior' he might have been attending a mildly interesting lecture; he 
showed nothing. He was calm, collected. Also ... nothing escaped his 
attention.


Herman and Ben both looked as if they had cocks that were going to 
explode with a massively lewd excitement. Both men looked down at the 
bed and saw Rita's nakedly writhing buttocks over Nancy's face and 
Rita's mouth voraciously licking the widespread cunt below her.


With a hoarse cry, Herman crawled on the bed. He crawled between 
Nancy's wantonly spread thighs and wedged himself up toward Rita's 
head. The masked and booted woman sensed his coming and took her mouth 
from her friend's lewdly churning cunt to look up. She watched with a 
lewd smile as Herman plunged his lust-hardened cock deep into Nancy's 
wetly quivering cunt. She watched Herman's long thick penis right below 
her face, as it began brutally fucking in and out of the desire-
lubricated cunt.


Herman fucked with a wild abandon for about a minute, then wildly 
pulled his moistly glistening shaft out of Nancy's tight clasping 
vagina and stuck it, wet with cunt-juice, into Rita's eagerly waiting 
mouth.


Ben, standing by the bed, his excitedly pulsating cock in his hand, 
watched Herman's obscene fucking of both women. He leaped on the bed, 
his face wild, his strong arms holding his body up over Rita's. He 
looked down and saw her naked buttocks still grinding down on Nancy's 
stunningly beautiful face. He watched their lewd liquidy movement 
before he lowered his massively thickened penis down into the fleshy 
crevice between her ass-cheeks.


Rita felt the hot hardness of his penis and obscenely thrust her ass 
upward in invitation, arching her back and tearing her cunt from 
Nancy's gluttonously licking mouth. Nancy looked up to see Ben's 
rigidly rampant cock plow like a sword into Rita's wetly welcoming 
pussy ... the same vagina she had just licked and sucked and made 
creamy and ready.


The men surrounding Fred Hartman watched as Ben pulled his cock out of 
Rita's vaginal opening with a lewd sucking sound and aimed it downward 
to slide into Nancy's excitedly waiting mouth. Each and every man 
watched as she closed her eyes in lascivious rapture and as her tightly 
availed lips began sucking sensuously.


The defilement of both women was completely and brazenly displayed. 
Both men fucked with wild abandon, fucking cunt and mouth alternately. 
The girls behaved like depraved animals ... they were truly mindless 
with lust as they fought to lick each other's cunts and suck cocks at 
the same time. Insanely, Nancy would reach up and grip Rita's wantonly 
writhing buttocks. Her nails dug into the snowy soft flesh of her 
friend's ass-cheeks, and she held her tightly in place while she 
watched Ben's cock flying into the cunt right in front of her face. 
Both girls were insanely excited by the sight of the other being fucked 
so humiliatingly in front of a crowd of strange men.


Wild with lust, both women fought to suck cocks. The scene grew wilder 
and wilder as sweating bodies writhed obscenely with all shame 
forgotten. With greedy looks the men switched girls, moving around on 
the bed so that Herman tucked Rita's cunt and Nancy's availed wet lips, 
and Ben enjoyed Rita's eager mouth and Nancy's invitingly spread pussy.


The party was beginning to get out of control as men in the audience 
stood up and stripped off their clothing, never taking their eyes from 
the writhing foursome on the bed.


Naked bodies piled on the bed, erect cocks throbbing for action. Nancy 
found herself being pulled and tugged around and found herself with 
three men, surrounding her, their brutal hands probing and fondling her 
nakedly aroused flesh, their cocks sticking in her cunt and mouth and 
even sliding painfully up her forever-stretched rectum. Her eyes rolled 
wildly as she saw Rita being mauled by three men at the same time.


The room was wild with excitement ... and through it all sat the 
single, solitary, lone form of Fred Hartman. He sat alone, still 
watching ... he watched men and women writhing in uncontrolled 
obscenity. He had planned the whole thing.


Chapter 8


Nancy awoke that next morning lying face down on a bed. She awoke 
slowly, by degrees, groaning her way into consciousness. Her vagina was 
sore, her rectum dully throbbing in discomfort. She hurt all over and 
it seemed there wasn't a muscle in her body that didn't ache.


Yet ... she felt good.


She felt good because she was sated ... satisfied ... exhausted! She 
had done everything and people ... strange men ... strange men had 
grinned lewdly at her and forced her to suck their cocks and be fucked 
by them in the mouth ... in the cunt ... in the ass. Sometimes, there 
had been three ... four men at once. She had fucked them all until she 
had passed out.


And there was no telling how long it had gone on after she had passed 
out ... she only knew that she woke up stiff and sore all over, naked, 
lying face down on a bed, her gracefully curved buttocks naked to any 
further ravagement.


She had awakened to stagger to the bathroom, moaning, her proud breasts 
quivering, her fingers feeling for the shower faucets. Hot water hissed 
down in needle points and Nancy stood, her magnificent body surrounded 
by billowing steam, and let needle points of hot water stab at her 
flesh. She soaped her body completely and winced at the cries-cross of 
red welts on her stomach and the various plum-blue bruises on her soft 
flesh.


She was drenched by the steaming hot shower, staying under it longer 
than intended, finally leaving reluctantly.


She dressed and let herself out of the elegant bedroom. It was a 
bedroom that Nancy was to come to know in the future months. She would 
come to it many times in her life. She would come to know its bathroom 
and its ever-stocked wet bar and its closed-circuit television and its 
little carved box full of drugged delights. She came to know that ... 
in the narrow space of that room ... when she occupied that space ... 
for that time, at least, she was queen. When in that room, she was 
treated like a lady and her every wish was immediately granted.


Beyond that room ... she was treated like a common slut.


Nancy came to like that room and its raw entertainments as she came to 
know it. She drove home, tired, aching, falling into her bed utterly 
exhausted.


She awoke with a guilty consciousness. She woke up to face a gray 
morning and the sight of Allan.


Suddenly ... insanely ... her life was submerged in Allan. She cooked 
for him ... they entertained together ... they went out to expensive 
restaurants together ... life suddenly was all Allan and her whole day 
and night were caught up in his personality and career ... she was the 
good wife and the perfect hostess. She carried the demure role out to 
the point where she believed it ...


And then the phone would ring ...


She would answer it and it would be the slightly drunken insinuating 
voice of Tom ... usually he would be in a bar somewhere with music and 
idle chatter behind his phone conversations ... the idle suggestion 
that she attend a party ... the icy tinkle of an empty drink swirled 
around ... the sound of voices very near the receiver saying something 
smutty ... Tom Nelson at some far-out party, some bar, calling, asking 
for a favor.


Tom had given her the negatives and photos of her naked dancing. He had 
been good to his word ... however ... there had been some pictures 
taken subsequently ... some very good pictures.


It didn't take her long to realize she was in a ever narrowing trap. 
She knew that there were always going to be pictures. After awhile ... 
she was even willing to pose for them ... in fact, she got a kind of 
masochistic pleasure out of Tom taking pictures of her hungrily sucking 
big thick cocks or getting fucked by one, two, three men at the same 
time. Willingly, knowing he was going to use the pictures to blackmail 
hers she posed for him. She posed naked and obscene, committing 
anything asked of her.


She knew she was in a trap and her time with Allan ... her time with 
him when he was home and full of what was happening at the bank ... 
Allan was like a rock and Nancy leaned against him ... hoping ... 
dreading against the day ... the day when she would be discovered.


She was leading a double life. She was a frigid wife on one level ... 
she existed as Allan's elegant shapely wife on one level ... and ... 
when the phone rang ... when the phone rang during the day when she was 
alone and home ... when she picked up the phone and heard the slightly 
drunken, casually sloppy voice of Tom.


And her life changed.


She was constantly blackmailed. It seemed she couldn't think of 
anything else than being blackmailed. She was always buying her way to 
freedom ... she would buy her way by going to a party in return for 
which she would receive pictures, pictures that had been taken by 
someone ... pictures of her ... if only she would go to a party ... if 
only she would give in.


One party led to the next until she no longer cared about anything ... 
even Allan. Nothing seemed to matter ... her life was so bad, so evil, 
so committed to obscenity. There didn't seem anything left to live for. 
There came a time in her life when it no longer seemed worth living. It 
was then she thought constantly about suicide. She felt she was a 
thing, a piece of flesh to be driven into an orgiastic state.


And then there would be the sunny mornings with Allan and the need to 
react as a good wife.


Her life was becoming crazily split between Allan and another whole 
life of lewdness. Allan ... and his friends were beginning to notice 
how heavily she drank ... there was talk about it ...


Allan would calm her and provide an emotion anchor for her, and then he 
would go off to the office ... and the phone would ring. It was always 
Tom at some cocktail lounge, some bar, calling ... with the sound of 
cool jazz in the background. Tom always to be somewhere, some place, 
where something exciting was happening. Always he was drunk and always 
he wanted a favor. More and more however, it was getting to be a favor 
for Fred Hartman. She found herself on his estate, in the bedroom 
provided for her where she could feel like a queen.


Yet, like the taste of ashes in the mouth, like a cold gray Monday 
morning a dawning with a drizzle, she knew her life couldn't go on. 
Once again, the phone rang. She answered it wearily, knowing who it 
was, not even really wanting to bargain. At the last party thrown by 
Fred Hartman, Ben and Herman had fucked her simultaneously on the stage 
and then she had greedily crawled about and sucked the cocks of all 
eleven guests. She had sucked each guest in his chair until he had 
pumped white-hot cum into her gluttonously sucking mouth ... and Tom 
had taken pictures of her ... and ... she had willingly posed ... and 
had driven home in the dawn ... and talked to her nosy neighbor, Mrs. 
Hunter ... and thought about suicide for the thousandth time ... a 
victim of the evilest type of blackmail and her own darkest lusts.


And then, it all ended. The horrible nightmare was over! She was 
summoned to the Hartman estate at mid-day. Puzzled, she went, not 
knowing why she had been summoned at that strange hour. She was ushered 
into the office of Fred Hartman himself. Usually, if anything, she saw 
him right before performing at one of his parties. Now, she was in his 
office ... and Tom Nelson was there.


Hartman's office was full of clean lines and bright color. Tom Nelson 
was poised at a small wet bar. Hartman ignored him, smiling at Nancy 
and politely offering her a, seat. Nancy looked up at Hartman and found 
him tanned and tawny and at ease. Both of them looked at Tom Nelson who 
was terribly drunk.


His face was red and his clothing was messy ... it looked as if he 
hadn't changed in days. His eyes were wetly flat and unfocused as he 
smiled. He raised his glass in a hollow toast ... it was dry. He 
shrugged and poured another.


Fred Hartman nodded in a dry abstract way at Tom Nelson. "He was always 
an amusing nuisance. Now he's a definite problem. I offer no excuses. 
Sometimes, regretfully, I have to deal with people like him." Hartman 
stood up, tall and austere, his hands in his pockets. "I am lazy. I am 
slovenly. For this, I must apologize. I employed a person like Tom 
Nelson, never thinking of how he got hold of someone as lovely as you, 
never bothering myself to ask why."


Silently, dike a magician fanning out cards, he spread out pictures of 
Nancy ... dozens and dozens of obscene pictures of Nancy taken by Tom 
Nelson with Rita's enthusiastic co-operation. He threw down a thick 
sheath of black negatives. "I'm sorry," he said, "I really didn't know 
he was blackmailing you." He seemed almost embarrassed. "I thought ... 
I thought you were doing it of your own free will ... because you 
wanted to."


Nancy looked away from the pictures. Always, in the past, she had been 
promised the negatives if only she would ... always, in the past, she 
had given in, even though she knew that more pictures of her were going 
to be taken.


Now, Fred Hartman was lining up her pictures and negatives, pointing 
down at them on his desk with a long bony finger. "These, I think, are 
yours. Your property. Again, all I can say is, I didn't care and didn't 
know. I'm sorry."


Nancy looked at him with disbelieving eyes. "You're letting me go?"


Hartman's only answer was a curt bow.


"Nothing?" Nancy looked at him with almost a wet pout on her lips. 
After all this time, after all she had done, she had come to like him 
watching her ... she liked knowing he was out there in the shadows, his 
eyes fixed on her body, her lewdness ... "You want nothing in 
exchange?"


"Nothing," said Hartman, enunciating the word carefully, "nothing at 
all."


Nancy stared at him defiantly, her breasts thrust out and heaving 
slightly with the denied passion she was feeling. Oddly, a part of her 
exalted at being finally freed of the threat of blackmail ... and a 
part felt the black fog of despair rolling over her at the knowledge 
there would be no more shows ... no more chances to be queen---to hold 
momentary power over a great many men ... "Nothing?" she asked 
plaintively.


"Nothing," Hartman repeated implacably. Then, his frosty features 
cracked into an almost warm smile. "Unless, of course, you want to."


Unless she wanted to.


And so it came about that Nancy Dodge came to be known as the stunning, 
witty wife of Allan Dodge. Allan Dodge came to be a very successful 
young banker, handling big accounts, like the Hartman Estate account. 
They had a quietly interesting life in which Nancy entertained in their 
new townhouse and was the perfect wife, giving her time to charities 
and public events.


And ... at isolated times ... well in advance ... when she was alone 
... the phone would ring. It was always Fred Hartman himself and always 
... insinuatingly, temptingly, he had something planned that she found 
irresistible. Always, after listening to his musically droning voice 
outlining all sorts of perverted pleasures, she would agree. She would 
eagerly agree to be part of his plans and then she would hang up. She 
hung up with a little smile of anticipation on her lips.


She loved Allan, but ... Fred thrilled her.


And, as Fred had once said to her, "No reason, you know, why you can't 
have the best of both worlds."


The End
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[aka 'The Nurse's Cure' or 'Timmy And The Nurse']
(Faye Jackson)


Chapter One


Jenny Lane made her way through the group of young boys and girls gathered 
at the refreshment table and helped herself to a glass of punch. Her 
voluptuously curved body began to sway almost unconsciously in time to the 
music as the rock band broke into another fast song. Sipping her punch, she 
turned and watched the youngsters pair off into couples and move out onto 
the dance floor.


Jenny liked these occasions when she and Mac were called on to chaperon 
social gatherings of the junior high school where they both worked. It 
afforded them an opportunity to get much closer to and more intimate with 
the students; it broke down the natural barriers between them. And though 
she might not have cared to admit it to Mac, Jenny enjoyed the opportunity 
to let the students see her dressed in something a little more imaginative 
than the nurse uniform she wore during work hours at school. It was a small 
vanity she didn't begrudge herself. She knew she had an attractive body, 
sensuous and soft with the flesh rounded in exactly all the right places, 
and she enjoyed being able to comport herself on human and physical terms 
with the young people once in awhile, shedding the authoritarian image 
placed on her by her position at the school.


Moving her own body in a subtle rhythm, Jenny watched two young couples at 
the far end of the dance floor who seemed to have slipped into a kind of 
competition to see who could interpret the music more wildly. It was almost 
shocking to see the way these thirteen and fourteen year olds could move 
their bodies, and Jenny watched with mischievous fascination as one of the 
young girls extended her arms straight over her head, arching her small 
round breasts, jerking her pelvis in a frenzied rhythm almost like a 
Polynesian dancer's, her thighs almost brushing the thighs of her young 
partner. Then the young nurse shifted her gaze reluctantly as Mac MacDonald, 
who aside from being co-chaperon of the dance had been Jenny's steady date 
most of the semester, moved up beside her.


"Boy!" he exclaimed. "Never heard anything so loud in my life."


"Come on, Mac," said Jenny. "You're just a square."


"Maybe I am," he said with a shrug. For the briefest instant his gaze 
dropped from Jenny's face down to the inviting swells of her breasts, 
straining against her thin blouse. Then his eyes again raised with a 
poignance of meaning or entreaty to her face.


"And don't look at me like that. After all, we are the chaperons. What do 
you think they're going to think?"


"I'm going to get some air. Wanna come?"


"No thanks."


Mac shrugged again. "All right. If anybody gets too far out of line give me 
a call."


He turned and made his way down the edge of the basketball court, now 
employed as the dance floor, and went out the door under the "exit" light. 
Jenny returned her attention to the two young couples on the far side of the 
court. Now, though the song was fast, young Craig Phillips and the eight 
grade girl he was dancing with were locked in a close embrace, their bodies 
almost motionless except for the frenzied undulations of their hips, which 
easily kept pace with the rhythm of the song. Jenny was hardly able to watch 
without blushing. It was disquietingly similar to the movements employed in 
the sex act itself, and as the song built to a climax she would almost have 
believed, if she hadn't known better, that the young couple were doing so 
also.


At last, with an explosion of percussion, the song ended and the young 
partners separated, milling about as they waited, some changing off into new 
pairs. It was really astonishing to Jenny the changes that had occurred 
since her own junior high school days, though that was over ten years ago. 
And the manner in which the youngsters danced these days seemed one of the 
finer examples of the evolution. The modem dance finally seemed to have come 
into an appropriate relationship with the basic urges that, centuries ago, 
must have inspired the first pagan rituals of which it was a part. The way 
these children responded to the music reflected a communication with and a 
sense for their bodies, and though Jenny would not for a minute have guessed 
that they actually had indulged in the sex act, their instinct for it - 
their "feeling" for those primitive motions - was demonstrated in a manner 
she found at once disturbing and intriguing. And it only further served to 
impress in Jenny's mind her own responsibility not only as nurse at the 
school, but as a moral teacher and guardian of the students. These children 
were at an age of dangerous curiosity and it was quite apparent just from 
their style of dancing, not to mention numerous other manifestations, that 
they were lacking in the caution necessary to cope with their curiosity.


The guitarist had to put his instrument into a special tuning and there was 
a considerable pause between songs. Then as the new one finally did begin, a 
slow blues number, Jenny was surprised to see another one of the freshmen 
boys, Tommy Turner, approaching her.


"Wouldn't you like to dance too, Miss Lane?" the cute youngster asked.


Jenny smiled, certain that now she was blushing, feeling a strange thrill at 
the proposition. And she was tempted. But somehow it just didn't seem 
proper. After a long hesitation she shook her head.


"No thanks, Tommy. I'm afraid I'm past the age for hopping around like you 
kids do. I wouldn't make it past the first chorus."


Tommy smiled back, watching her warmly. The descent of his eyes, in an 
expression innocent and curious, for just the briefest glimpse down at the 
upthrust mounds of Jenny's breasts, passed in the span of a blink and was 
equally unobtrusive. Yet that did not quell Jenny's awareness of it 
happening, nor the strange thrill, combined with anxiety, that she derived 
from it.


It seemed a long time before the boy moistened his lips and added softly: 
"But you don't have to hop around on this one, Miss Lane. This is a slow 
song, almost a waltz."


Jenny glanced past the young boy back to the dance floor at the couples, 
their bodies pressed tightly together, moving slowly in time to the music. 
Then her eyes strayed almost unconsciously to the exit, where there was 
still no sign of Mac.


"Oh Tommy. I don't think ..." Her voice faded; she had almost stuttered. 
Then she felt the youngster's hand take hers, gently urging her to follow 
him onto the floor. "Come on, Miss Lane. Please." Reluctantly she followed 
him out, aware that already they'd attracted the attention of a number of 
the other students. She raised her left arm, her hand almost trembling, to 
take Tommy's, but to her surprise the young teen-ager wrapped both his arms 
around her softly curved body, pressing himself immediately to a tight fit 
against her as he began to guide her smoothly backward across the floor in 
time to the mournful lead of the guitar.


Jenny stiffened almost instantly to the contact, too close for comfort, but 
if Tommy took note of this he gave no sign. He was perhaps two inches 
shorter than she, so his face nuzzled in the curve of her neck, his upper 
chest pressing tightly against the yielding swells of her soft breasts, his 
thighs brushing teasingly against her own. In spite of the fact that she was 
taken aback by the boldness of the boy's embrace, Jenny could not deny the 
troubling little tingles of pleasure that darted over her flesh at his 
hands' gently caressing her back, his loins brushing up suggestively against 
the sensitive inner softness of her thighs. And she was almost disappointed 
when, just as she'd forced herself to relax, the song came to an abrupt end 
and without hesitation the combo broke into another loud, psychedelic rock 
tune.


Hardly even breaking his own movements, Tommy swung back a step away from 
her, his body slipping freely into a gyrating motion that found a focal 
point at his pelvis, his bell bottom trousers flapping around his calves and 
ankles with the shuffling steps of his feet on the hard wood floor.


"Come on, Miss Lane!" he gasped. "I know you can dance to this too."


For an instant Jenny froze, aware now that almost everyone else on the dance 
floor, not to mention the onlookers from the side, was watching her. And 
though it had been a long time, she knew she could do it. There'd been a 
time near the end of nursing school that she'd done a lot of partying, that 
at the very beginning of the era of psychedelic music, and it hadn't changed 
that much. But still she hesitated. It seemed, though she couldn't put her 
finger on what it was that troubled her, that by indulging she would be 
getting into something, that she would be taking a step over some unseen and 
unidentified barrier, and she was about to make an adamant refusal and walk 
off the basketball court when out of the corner of her eye she noted that 
Mac had returned. Red-faced, he was standing beneath the goal at the end of 
the court. It was obvious that he completely disapproved, and absurd as it 
seemed, was even jealous.


It was in almost subconscious reaction that Jenny looked back at Tommy, her 
eyes narrowed and sparkling, and began a sensuously undulating movement of 
her own full ripe buttocks, her upper torso swaying in a lusty counter 
motion, her full breasts trembling in invitation as she let the driving 
music pervade her spirit and find primitive and lovely interpretation in the 
uninhibited response of her flesh.


Aware that she and Tommy now had the almost complete attention of the other 
students, who weren't even dancing, Jenny closed her eyes and tried to let 
herself go completely, the sensuous writhings of her tall voluptuous body an 
act of gentle flowing, her breasts bouncing in arched invitation, her own 
flesh tingling in a forbidden pleasure she derived from the sheer paganism 
of the movements of her body, heightened by the astonished attention of the 
young boy students.


Then as that song came to an end and she paused, gasping for breath, her 
face shining with a thin coating of perspiration, the breathless nurse felt 
a rushing of warmth in her breasts as she heard the eager cheers of the 
students, who'd moved into a vague circle around her and Tommy. Exhausted, 
she acknowledged their applause and started to make her way out of the 
circle toward her boy friend, who now stood, scowling, at the refreshment 
table. Then little Craig Phillips, his cute face beaming, stepped in front 
of her to physically block her passage. "Dance with me now, Miss Lane." "Oh 
no, I really can't do that again." "Of course you can," the boy said 
eagerly. "It isn't fair if you don't."


"Yeah. Come on, Miss Lane!" someone else echoed behind her.


"We want Miss Lane!" another youngster shouted, clapping his hands.


"Please?" Craig said. "You're a better dancer than any of these girls here."


Blushing with pride, Jenny glanced back at Mac just long enough to note his 
continued anger. She wet her lips suggestively with her tongue, still 
gasping to catch her breath, and nodded her consent.


Mac MacDonald maneuvered his Chevy station wagon into the little clearing in 
the grove overlooking the lake, cut the engine, then for almost a full 
minute stared silently into the darkness. Beside him, about the middle of 
the front seat, Jenny waited patiently.


"Well, you were the life of the party," he said finally, turning toward her 
with a scowl that had seemed etched onto his face since the middle of the 
dance.


"Oh come on, Mac," Jenny purred almost sweetly. In the soft light her face 
seemed to shine, as did the soft white flesh of her neck, highlighted by the 
contrast with her dark, loosely cascading hair. "There wasn't anything 
serious about that. I was just trying to narrow the generation gap."


"Generation gap, my foot! You looked like a two-bit whore out there on that 
dance floor. I wonder what Superintendent Johnson would have thought if he'd 
seen the way you were carrying on with those kids."


"I frankly don't care what Superintendent Johnson would have thought. Or 
anybody else for the matter. And if you brought me all the way up here to 
lovers' leap - where you've been getting very much out of hand recently, I 
might add - to give me a morals lecture, then I'd just as soon you drove me 
back to my apartment right now."


After a long silence, Mac's lips relaxed into a weak smile. Strange as it 
seemed, the very qualities that vexed him about Jenny were also the ones 
that appealed to him. He liked her independence and her daring, of which 
tonight's episode had been a fine example, and he supposed part of the 
reason he'd been angered by her dancing was the sheer frustration of 
watching that sensuously curved body, which in spite of all his efforts he 
hadn't been able to possess in the way he was determined to.


"Mac, I like those children and I want to be able to get closer to them. I 
feel there was a great barrier broken down by what I did tonight. And if you 
can't see that, I think you're blinded by some silly, old fashioned 
jealousy."


"I'm blinded all right," he conceded. "By jealousy and desire. But I didn't 
bring you up here to lecture you."


"Oh Mac," she said, shaking her head as he leaned suddenly toward her.


Jenny tried too late to wriggle away. She opened her mouth in protest but 
there wasn't a chance for her to get the words out. Mac's lips covered hers, 
his tongue moving swiftly between her teeth, and she felt his hand dropping 
beneath her arm, squeezing the soft pliable flesh of her back to pull her 
body forcibly toward his own. As she still squirmed feebly in resistance, 
she felt an involuntary hastening of her breathing and even as she tried to 
pull her lips away from his, she pressed her full firm breasts snuggly up 
against his muscular chest. Though she would never have admitted it to Mac, 
Jenny had been strangely excited by her contact with the young boys at the 
dance, and she knew that right now she was in a dangerously susceptible 
state. Her defenses were down and she was going to have to be very careful. 
She didn't want to make a mistake tonight, in the heat of passion, that 
tomorrow she would regret.


"Oh Jenny, Jenny," Mac said softly, moving his lips from her mouth to her 
cheek, breathing hotly into her ear and sending the first stirring chills of 
pleasure dancing teasingly down her spine.


Then her body stiffened as one of his hands dropped between their straining 
torsos to press fully up against the trembling swell of one of her breasts, 
the friction of the brassiere cup over her sensitive little nipple prompting 
it to a sudden tingling rigidity. The young nurse gasped, shaking her head 
feebly in protest. Somehow the present contact called to mind the feel of 
young Tommy Turner's small body pressed so tightly against hers during that 
first slow song they'd danced to, yet now in her memory the forbidden wisps 
of pleasure she'd experienced then were compounded and heightened, and only 
increased her sheerly physical responses now to the sensations of Mac's hand 
on her swollen breast, eagerly massaging it as his fingers began to fumble 
with the top button of her blouse.


"No, Mac," she whispered. "Don't do that." "Shhhhhhh." He blew into her ear, 
sending another wave of chills down her spine as the buttons flicked free 
from the holes and the thin white material parted slowly down between the 
voluptuous rises of the straining mounds.


Jenny shifted her body, almost sliding into a reclining position in the 
cramped front seat of the station wagon, now helplessly aware of the hard 
erection in Mac's trousers, bulging threateningly up against her own thighs 
that were revealed by the tight skirt worked far up above her knees.


"Stop it, Mac!" she gasped, trying to rally her resistance.


"No. I want to take your blouse off. And your brassiere. I want to see your 
breasts, Jenny, naked and free. That bra is just getting in the way, and I'm 
tired of having to paw around underneath it."


With a final effort Jenny wriggled suddenly away from her date, and moved to 
the opposite side of the car seat, her body trembling, her half-exposed 
breasts heaving with her strained gasps of breath. With a wounded look, Mac 
stared back at her, his eyes bright with desire.


"Come on, Jenny," he said in a soft cracking voice. "Why do you keep holding 
back? You know we like each other, and ... we're not children."


"You seem like one sometimes," she said with a quiet laugh. "You act like a 
little boy that wants a toy and won't be satisfied til he has it."


"I just want you," Mac said sincerely. "Or at least I want to feel like I'm 
making some progress."


Jenny hesitated, her eyes descending for an instant to the upthrust mounds 
of her breasts almost spilling over the tightly constricting cups of her 
brassiere, exposed by the blouse which was now open all the way down to 
where it tucked into her skirt. She liked Mac a lot. But she didn't like him 
this way. She'd had a couple of bad experiences during nurse's school and 
she'd made a vow to herself that the next time she went to bed with a man it 
was going to be because she loved him. It was going to be for keeps. And she 
didn't feel that way about Mac. But she had led him on, because he was the 
most agreeable companion available during the last couple of months. She did 
owe him something, though she knew anything she did to encourage him now 
would only compound the problem.


"Take me home, Mac," she said. "Please!"


"Jenny!"


She nodded. "All right." She pushed the blouse softly open and let it fall 
away from her smoothly rounded shoulders. "But I won't go any further." With 
trembling fingers Jenny reached up behind her back and took hold of the snap 
of the clinging brassiere, now all that stood before complete exposure of 
her voluptuously inviting torso. Then she paused. "You have to promise: 
nothing below the waist."


"What the hell kind of thing is that to a guy."


"You have to promise," she repeated tersely, making a subtle motion as if 
she were about to remove her hand from the bra snap.


In an expression of complete exasperation, Mac nodded. "All right! All 
right, I promise! Just take it off and let's climb over in back."


With a deft flick Jenny undid the snap and shook the straps off her arms. 
The cups fell suddenly away, completely revealing the ripe upthrust mounds, 
standing full and proud with no real need of mechanical support, the nipples 
perking instantly rigid at their contact with the cool night air.


The lust-crazed excitement in Mac's face causing 'new ripples of excitement 
to flood through her half-revealed body, Jenny looked back with narrowed 
eyes, faintly shaking her head. "But I'm not getting back there. Forget that 
right now. You made me a promise and you're going to keep it." Then she 
raised her arms slowly, lifting her long dark hair off the cream-whiteness 
of her shoulders in a wantonly suggestive gesture, her lips pursed and 
sultry, the movement of her arms arching her breasts even more temptingly as 
Mac leaned his face forward.


Jenny's body tensed, a gasp swelling in her throat as she gazed down and 
watched Mac's tongue flick from his lips, felt the sudden tantalizing 
contact as it brushed wetly over the little perforated nipple-bud. A small 
tremor of delight shook her body as his lips came into greater contact with 
the sensitive bud, sucking it between them, his tongue still twirling madly 
about it. She moaned then, arching her shoulders back to thrust her 
trembling breasts out even more prominently as Mac reached up to massage the 
other one, his slightly calloused palm creating an intense friction as it 
moved up and down over the nipple. Purring softly, she almost closed her 
eyes, dropping her arms to cradle his head gently against her, squirming her 
torso as he moved his mouth to the other swollen half-moon, making soft 
mutterings in his throat as he sucked even harder, then nibbled gently with 
his teeth to cause Jenny to cry out in a mingling of pain and even more 
gripping passion at the sudden intensification of the tingling sensation on 
her nipples.


For a moment she blanked her mind, letting herself enjoy without reservation 
the purely physical aspects of the sensation. It was a daydream effect of 
being hardly more than half-conscious, and mingling with the now sharpened 
tingles of pleasure, as Mac began to suck and fondle her breasts in earnest, 
were strangely fleeting recollections of the party she and Mac had 
chaperoned, distant recollections of touches, unintentional and inadvertent, 
of the forbidden and exciting contact she'd made, however cautiously, with 
the boys with whom she'd danced. Now, somehow, that all mingled without 
boundaries with this in drearn-like free association.


Then suddenly Jenny was wrenched back to the present. She gasped aloud, her 
eyes opening again, her thighs clamping tightly together as Mac's hand 
started to inch up their inner softness beneath her skirt.


"Mac, you promised!"


She seized his arm, struggling with all her might against the unwelcome 
invasion, her defenses weakened from the continued mad sucking on one of her 
exposed and swollen nipples. For a moment there was a stalemate as Mac 
refused to yield, his fingers touching the taut tendon of one of her inner 
thighs less than an inch away from the tight legband of her panties, his 
tongue still twirling wetly around the swollen corona of her nipple.


Then with a final effort she managed to push his hand down from between the 
softness of her thighs, feeling a nag of frustration at its removal.


Mac straightened up slowly, leaving her tingling breasts wet and shiny with 
the saliva that coated her throbbing nipples. He bit his lip, staring in a 
mixture of disappointment and rage.


"For chrissakes, Jenny. You're not going to stop me now?"


"You promised, Mac."


"But what kind of a promise is that?"


"I know." She cast her eyes solemnly away. Leaving her brassiere lying in 
the floor board, she retrieved the blouse and pulled it over her shoulders 
and began to button it up the front. "That was a crazy thing for me to do. I 
don't know why I did it."


Mac reached to the crotch of his trousers to make an adjustment, then slid 
sullenly back behind the wheel of the car. Jenny put her brassiere in her 
purse as he started the engine and backed out of lover's lane.


Chapter Two


Craig Phillips whistled quietly as he strode down the dark street back from 
his girl friend Karen's house. He'd gotten his hand inside her brassiere 
tonight for the first time! Her tits weren't half as big as they looked. Not 
that she wore falsies or anything, the bra just made them look fuller and 
more pointed. But it had still turned him on more than anything he'd ever 
done in his life. He loved the way her little nipple rose beneath his 
fingertips, and the way her whispers of protest had slowly become soft moans 
of passion. But he knew it was still a long way from feeling of a girl's 
breasts to actually getting into her panties, which was what Craig really 
wanted - now more than ever before in his young life. Tommy Turner had 
gotten his first piece last week. Somehow that made getting laid seem like a 
reality instead of just the fantasy it had always been before.


As he rounded the corner beneath the old elm tree to turn up toward his 
parents' house, Craig stopped suddenly, moving a few paces back into the 
shadows. Mac MacDonald and Miss Lane, the school nurse, were standing on the 
front steps before the entrance to the small apartment building where she 
lived. And though he couldn't distinguish exactly what they were saying, 
even from the low tones of their voices it was obvious they were having an 
argument -and from the way Mac had his hand about her slim waist, trying to 
pull her body to his, Craig was pretty sure it was sex they were arguing 
about.


Almost breathless, the young boy waited, motionless in the dense shadows of 
the elm. Miss Lane was struggling, not violently, but it was apparent she 
was putting a lot of effort into resisting. And it was just as obvious that 
Mr. MacDonald was very pissed off. Craig didn't think he'd ever forget the 
look on his face when he'd seen Miss Lane first dancing with Tommy Turner, 
snuggled up against him so close it looked like they were about to do it 
right there on the dance floor. Then later when she was dancing with Craig 
himself to that Rolling Stones song - boy! did she ever know how to move her 
body! And the whole time Mac just stood there watching her and sulking.


There probably wasn't a boy in the whole school who hadn't dreamed one time 
or another about getting it on with Miss Lane. She just had something over 
these thirteen and fourteen year olds, and you couldn't help thinking that 
because she was a nurse and knew about medicine and health, she would also 
know about sex. There'd always been a lot of speculation as to whether she 
was really sleeping with Mac, who, though he was a nice enough guy for a 
teacher, was sort of a cornball. But from the looks of what was happening 
across the street, Craig would just about bet that she wasn't.


Suddenly Mac turned the school nurse loose, letting her take a couple of 
steps away from him. He said something else, raising his voice even louder, 
though Craig still couldn't distinguish the actual words, then turned 
abruptly and stalked back up the walk. Miss Lane watched him get into his 
car and slam the door, then she turned and let herself into the building. 
Mr. MacDonald started the motor up and spun away, leaving a good strip of 
rubber, and on the ground floor at the rear left corner of the apartment 
building Craig saw the lights go up.


For a few moments longer the teenage boy waited in the shadows, staring 
intently across at the bright light pouring from the window. The apartment 
building was flanked on that side by about ten feet of lawn, bounded by a 
hedge, and the next lot was the construction site for another apartment 
building, still unfinished. He knew the thoughts going through his mind 
could get him into very bad trouble, but he couldn't resist pondering the 
possibilities. It seemed only logical that the rear corner room of an 
apartment building like this, entered from the front, would be the bedroom.


And the light was too bright. It just couldn't be that bright if the window 
was covered by a shade or curtain!


Craig took a deep breath, moistening his lips, which had become suddenly 
very dry. His palms felt sweaty and there was a fluttering in his stomach. 
Again he remembered the way Miss Lane had looked dancing with him to that 
Stones' record, the way her breasts had trembled and bounced with the 
writhing movements of her body, the way when she'd turned her back to him 
and thrust her butt back and wiggled it he could see her ass-cheeks 
clenching, sharply defined in the tight-fitting skirt she wore, the two 
rounded lines angling upward making a crease in the material to mark the 
legbands of her panties. And right now she might be taking off that skirt 
before she got into bed. He had to find out; he had to see it if he could. 
It was more than he could resist.


Resolved, though he was still so nervous he could hardly breathe, the young 
teenager strode across the street and made his way up, opposite the hedge, 
carefully avoiding the lumber piles and the scraps of bent pipe that, had he 
stepped on them, could have made a sound to give him away. Then just as he 
reached the rear of the lot and crouched to peer through the hedge, the 
lights went down. Craig whispered a soft curse and almost turned away 
without even looking. Then he realized that all wasn't lost. It was just a 
glimpse as she moved past the window. But he could still see. Somewhere in 
the room a lamp was still lit, or a candle. And Nurse Lane was wearing 
nothing but her brassiere and panties!


Still crouched, Craig moved several feet down along the hedge to a position 
that afforded him a better view of the bedroom. He gasped, feeling his young 
hardness surge to an immediate throbbing ridgity at the lust-arousing sight 
that greeted him.


The school nurse was still clad in her brassiere and panties, her amber 
flesh glowing in the dim light. At the instant Craig got into position where 
he was able to see her, she was reaching up behind her back to undo the 
brassiere. She flicked the snap loose, allowing the cups to fall partly away 
from the full, upthrust mounds, then worked the straps off the softness of 
her shoulders and let the brassiere fall lightly away to the floor, 
revealing the most beautiful pair of breasts Craig had ever seen in his life 
- even in pictures. The nipples were wide mauve circles, swollen already to 
ripe points; around them the skin was not quite as dark as that of her 
smooth stomach and shapely thighs, but there was a natural richness of hues 
and tones even on the most private areas of her body that would be concealed 
by a bikini when she sun-bathed.


Now nothing remained but the flimsily clinging panties, so transparent that 
even in this light Craig could see the outline of her soft black cunt-hair 
nestled between her full swelling thighs. It was the closest the adolescent 
had ever come to actually seeing a woman's pussy, except in pictures of 
course, and now the sight was almost driving him out of his mind. Then he 
almost groaned aloud with excitement as Miss Lane slipped her thumbs into 
the thin elastic waistband of the panties, fiddling with them teasingly, 
drawing them slowly down from the dark little hole of her navel, off the 
striking flare of her pelvis until Craig could just distinguish a few soft 
curls of pubic hair.


Then she paused, her face sultry, eyes narrowed, as she gazed down at the 
near nakedness of her voluptuous body. It seemed, though at first Craig was 
sure it must only be his own imagination, that she was playing with the 
panties as if performing a striptease act before an appreciative audience. 
Her hips were swaying gently as if in subtle variation to the wild gyrations 
with which she'd astonished and thrilled all the kids at the dance. It 
seemed as if she were making the faintest undulating movements, almost 
hunching, and her breasts rose and fell with strained and excited breathing, 
as if her whole body was trembling with welling passion that would burst 
forth suddenly in an explosion of lust and motion. But still Craig assumed 
that must be just the produce of his own feverish imagination.


What happened during the next fifteen or twenty minutes was almost more than 
the young boy could believe.


Jenny didn't know what had happened tonight. The whole affair seemed like a 
dream, something she'd imagined and thought for a few moments was real, then 
with relief had discovered was not. And the two aspects of it, her outburst 
of dancing at the party and what had happened later in the car were not 
separate; they were, by strands she didn't yet comprehend, intricately 
interwoven. And the way she felt now, every inch of her naked flesh 
tingling, a fluttering of anxiety and passion mingling in her loins and 
permeating her whole body and being, was more than just a result of the 
physical contact with the young boys and later with Mac. The lust she felt 
now had been here before that began. It was this that somehow even without 
her being aware of it as a motive had driven her to become the life and 
scandal of the party. And Mac was right about that. If Superintendent 
Johnson had seen the way she was dancing with Tommy Turner and Craig 
Phillips, rubbing her body against theirs, writhing like a sacrificial 
virgin offered up before them, he would have been unhappy with very just 
cause. And it was still the original unfocused desire that had driven her to 
the sheer lunacy of stripping the upper half of her body naked, allowing Mac 
complete freedom to kiss and suck and feel her breasts, then refusing him 
when he tried to go further. The entire evening was a montage of 
lust-inspired paradox. And it had not been resolved; the lust remained 
stronger than ever.


But now, though she still didn't want to admit that to herself, the lust had 
found focus.


Jenny sighed deeply, an electric anticipation rising in her breasts as she 
gazed down at the near nakedness of her body, her thumbs lifting the tight 
elastic waistband of the panties away from her smooth dark flesh so she 
could peer down into the soft forbidden strands of her pubic hair. Then 
slowly she peeled the panties down over the ripe fullness of her buttocks 
and the length of her silken thighs. She left the candle on the night stand 
burning and lay down on the bed, still not pulling the covers up, still 
gazing with her wantonly glazed eyes at her own naked loveliness. She knew 
what was going to happen next. She hadn't done it in so long; she'd never 
thought she would succumb to the temptation again. But she had to have 
something tonight, some kind of relief from the terrible desire that gripped 
her, no matter how depraved and degrading the act she had to commit to 
attain it.


Jenny sucked her breath in softly, her fingers trembling as she raised one 
of her hands to the wide-set mounds of her breasts, her fingers flicking 
teasingly over the already rigid nipples to cause every inch of her naked 
flesh to shiver with the darting chills that spread outward from the 
sensitive little buds. She sighed, squirming her hips down against the 
mattress as she continued for a moment to stroke first one and then the 
other richly toned nipple-points. Then her hand trailed teasingly lower over 
the smooth warm flesh of her naked belly, the fingers brushing lightly into 
the sparsely curling strands of hair nestled between her amber thighs.


She hesitated, waging a little battle in her mind against the depraved and 
obscene temptation that gripped her; then in a sudden eager motion she 
admitted final defeat and darted her finger quickly downward between her 
widespread thighs. Her body stiffened at the first shocking contact of her 
middle finger over the tiny twitching bud of her clitoris. A tremor of 
longing coursed out suddenly from the swollen bud, saturating every inch of 
her burning flesh. She'd already been through too much tonight. Though she'd 
managed to control herself with Mac, that ordeal had put a fine edge on her 
lust. There'd just been too much stimulation, and her whole body was like a 
tightly wound coil. The first touch on her sensitive little clitoris was 
what snapped it.


Jenny moaned softly as her finger began to brush and stroke slowly over the 
twitching bud. Her buttocks began to move in a gently undulating motion on 
the bed as she stroked back and forth, her fingers moving lower and lower 
down along the moistly forbidden slit of her pussy, parting the dark little 
curls of pubic hair and starting to spread the already lustfully moistened 
lips.


Now the undeniable chills of delight coursing out from her aching loins 
prompted even more strained whimpers as she began to spread the freely 
flowing moisture up and down over her sensitive pussy-flesh, her fingers 
darting teasingly into the yielding little slit as she arched her satiny 
buttocks with suddenly increased urgency up off the mattress, her thighs 
parting wider as her fingers began their first shocking probes up into the 
softly clasping orifice.


Another surge of guilt welled in Jenny as she realized that she'd gone too 
far. Now there was no stopping herself. Though she'd almost consciously 
decided that she would have to masturbate, she'd somehow managed to keep her 
awareness suspended, and now it struck her in all its sordidness. Yet her 
guilt and revulsion did nothing to quell the little shivers of pleasure that 
pervaded every voluptuous inch of her nakedly writhing body.


Jenny gasped as her finger wormed slowly deeper up into her yielding cuntal 
flesh, her thumb keeping up an intense friction over her clitoris as she 
arched her hips even higher in eager hunching motions. She sank the finger 
slowly to the last knuckle up into her sensitive flesh, then with a soft 
whimper surrendered completely to her obscene longing and began a lewd 
undulation as she started to finger-fuck with smooth, even strokes in and 
out of the tightly clasping pussy-lips.


Little moans of passion and lust poured incessantly from her throat as the 
young nurse began to masturbate in earnest. Her eyes and teeth clenched and 
she thrashed her body wildly as her depraved pleasure overcame her. Grunts 
of salacious joy spewed from her lips and her fingers darted swiftly in and 
out of the tightly trembling opening of her cunt. Her face was flushed, 
shining with a thin coat of perspiration as she began to strain, groaning in 
frustration and worming her finger deeper and deeper up into her warmly 
quivering pussy. She tossed her head wildly back and forth, her long black 
hair whipping over the naked whiteness of her shoulders as she increased the 
rapid finger-fucking rhythm.


Jenny lifted her head off the pillow and gazed down between the quivering 
mounds of her breasts, an obscene thrill coursing through her at the 
perverse picture of her own middle finger thrusting in and out of the widely 
parted lips of her cunt. Now her body was thrashing savagely on the 
mattress, her loins thrusting upward to the lewd probing strokes that 
penetrated deeper and deeper into the quivering inner flesh. The pink lips 
of her vagina flowered open to give her an even greater access to the 
sensitive cuntal depths and the continued maddening strokes of her thumb 
over the little twitching pleasure-bud of her clitoris was almost driving 
her out of her mind with unsatiated need. Her lust had become like a fiery 
hot ball in her belly and now her body screamed for release. Nothing 
mattered but to still this crazed hunger that had engulfed her, and she was 
almost crying in response to the unfulfilled passion that surged through the 
warmly pulsating flesh of her desire-tortured pussy.


Then suddenly Jenny's whole naked body tensed, shuddering; it seemed to 
uncoil in a whiplash motion as her legs scissored open and closed on her 
wildly fucking fingers. She felt the rising tide begin deep in her belly, 
spontaneous contortions racking her voluptuous flesh as she fought and 
strained for the release which at last seemed imminent.


But still she floundered for what seemed an eternity in the unbearable 
craving, finger-fucking even more viciously into her trembling cuntal 
softness, her other hand roving and stroking madly over the naked round 
curves of her body, massaging and crushing the voluptuous mounds of her 
breasts, tweaking the tingling nipples to even hotter rigidity.


Then a desperate cry burst from her throat and she drew her finger almost 
out of her wetly trembling pussy-lips, stroking it in a staccato motion over 
the swollen bud of her clitoris to send new thrills darting from the 
pulsating depths of her vagina through every lust-tortured fiber of her 
flesh and being. She rubbed her thumb rapidly back and forth over her turgid 
clitoris, sobbing and moaning in quivering frustration as the relief still 
hovered beyond her reach.


She gave out suddenly with an almost hideous moan as she shoved her middle 
finger savagely back into the open cuntal mouth and screamed in wanton 
abandon to the lewd fantasy that suddenly engulfed her, filling her at once 
with joy and terror. She didn't even want to put the picture into words in 
her mind and even as she strained for release she tried to fight the 
obscenely compelling vision down to obscurity. But it was there, fixed, 
clearly and vivid as the recollection of dancing with the little boys, of 
writhing and twisting her own body in the heat of her wanton display, or 
snuggling against them in tight and lewd embrace on the slow songs. The 
fantasy was only a few easy steps from what she'd already done tonight.


"Oh god, oh god," she moaned involuntarily.


Suddenly Jenny's breasts began to heave and quiver with the insane tossing 
of her body as she lunged her hips up and down in a frenzied hunching 
motion. Then it began, a deep trembling up inside her loins that surfaced 
swiftly in a volcano of elation, bursting forth in a breathtaking tidal wave 
of searingly indescribable sensation that poured out through all of her 
madly thrashing body. The clasping lips of her cunt worked and sucked 
hungrily at the rapid fucking of her finger, her breath rasping in short 
frenzied gasps as the powerful lightning-like sensations jolted her to a sea 
of depraved bliss. She cried out deliriously, wallowing lewdly in the 
obscene ecstasy of self-inspired climax, her fingers still working eagerly 
in and out of the warm flesh of her loins. Her other hand coursed up and 
down over the softly tingling curves of her body, returning to crush and 
massage again over her trembling breasts as the violent orgasm continued to 
shake her. Then at last the tortured brunette sank down in exhaustion on the 
bed, dropping her head back on the pillow. With an effort, she leaned over 
and blew out the candle on the night stand, little spasms of pleasure 
continuing to course outward from her loins for several minutes as she 
panted and gasped to catch her breath.


Then, her unwelcome desire satiated for the moment, the guilt welled up 
suddenly in her breasts at the realization of the depths of depravity she'd 
sunk to in having to resort to such a perverted act in order to satisfy the 
forbidden lust she was only just now becoming fully aware of. And even more 
poignant than the guilt was the chilling apprehension at that realization.


Craig Phillip's mouth was dry and he could almost feel the pounding of his 
heart in his chest. Still crouched behind the hedge he got one last glimpse 
of the school nurse's voluptuously naked body as she leaned over to blow out 
the candle. Then through the window he saw only darkness.


Craig stood up slowly and moved back along the hedge toward the street. He 
still could hardly believe what he'd just witnessed, and he knew the other 
kids were going to think he was either crazy or an outright liar when he 
told them what he'd seen. Who would ever think such a good-looking woman as 
Miss Lane would have to finger-fuck herself to get her kicks? But it had 
happened right before his eyes, and he'd never seen anything so exciting in 
his life. His balls were aching and his cock throbbed, and he could feel the 
wetness in his underpants where the seminal fluid had seeped out. It had 
been almost all he could do to keep from jacking off himself there near the 
end when Miss Lane was really going out of her mind and tossing and hunching 
as she began to build toward her climax.


Chapter Three


Jenny Lane was only mildly surprised the following Tuesday afternoon when 
she got home from school and found the letter with the local postmark in the 
mailbox. She had no idea who could be writing her, for she had almost no 
contacts in town except for the people she knew through the school, so she 
concluded it must be some kind of advertisement. She tossed it onto the 
coffee table in the living room, put the water to run in the bath and 
stripped out of her white uniform. She'd virtually forgotten about the 
letter until she got back from her bath, her hair wrapped in a towel, her 
soft brown skin still damp and hardly concealed beneath the flimsy robe she 
wore. Casually she picked up the envelope and tore it open. Then her face 
went white and she felt a sudden nausea in her stomach.


It was not the short note that first seized her attention and prompted the 
reaction of sheer panic, but the crude sketch done on a small section of 
parchment-like drawing paper. The young nurse could hardly believe what she 
saw. Though the artist was not talented, his intent was clear enough. The 
sketch was done in an exaggerated style, like a cartoon, and depicted a 
naked, full-breasted woman lying on a bed. Her hair had been inked in black 
to define her as a brunette, like Jenny. Her thighs were spread wide apart, 
her hips arched upward off the mattress. One of her hands caressed her 
breasts, the other lay between the parted thighs. There was one other 
pertinent and chilling detail to the sketch. A calender on the wall behind 
the bed had a date circled, and it took only a moment's counting for Jenny 
to ascertain that was the date of the party - the night Jenny had made such 
a spectacle of herself dancing with the junior high boys she was supposed to 
be chaperoning, the night she had stripped off her blouse and brassiere to 
let Mac have free access to her breasts, the night she'd succumbed to 
temptation and masturbated so obscenely. And now suddenly she wanted to cry 
in shame again, as she'd almost done that night after she'd finished 
finger-fucking herself. Because there was only one explanation for this 
sketch. The circled date was no coincidence.


Somebody had seen her. Somebody must have watched that whole terrible, 
private display.


Then through teared eyes Jenny read the short note that accompanied the 
sketch.


Dear Miss Lane,


This sketch should speak for itself. As a long time admirer of yours I'm 
very surprised such a beautiful woman like yourself has to do herself with 
her finger in order to get any satisfaction. I'd like to offer my services, 
which I think you'll enjoy even better.


Come to the old drive-in outside of town at ten tonight (you'll get this 
Tuesday). Please be on time. If you aren't, the whole town will be talking 
about you.


Admirer


Jenny was trembling as she placed the note and the obscene sketch back onto 
the table, the shame and humiliation she'd at first experienced giving way 
gradually to an even more crushing sensation of helplessness. There was no 
telling what kind of a person might have written the note. It was logical to 
assume that he was a window-peeper, watching her probably from across the 
hedge that separated the apartment lawn from the adjoining construction 
sight, and of course Jenny now realized that it had been sheer madness for 
her to have done what she did that night without even bothering to make sure 
the curtains were closed over the window. But she hadn't been thinking 
pragmatically at the time - to the contrary, had hardly been capable of 
thinking at all in the state of delirium and lust which had finally prompted 
her to stoop to committing the depraved act in which she had been caught. It 
now occurred to her that this might not even have been the first time her 
privacy had been so intruded. Because of the fact that she had no next door 
neighbors and had never even considered the possibility of someone lurking 
around the half-finished apartment building after working hours, she'd never 
been concerned about keeping the curtain pulled over her window. This 
terrible person, whoever he was, might have been watching her periodically 
throughout the entire semester. But what kind of person would do such a 
thing? And what terrible price might he demand from her to keep his silence 
about what he'd seen?


It was a moonless night and the stars were obscured by a thick layer of 
clouds. It was cool and there was a soft, chilling breeze in the air. The 
old drive-in theater where Jenny had been instructed to appear had gone the 
way of so many other theaters during the fifties. In the light of day it 
rendered a chilling evocation of decay, of an age past, as if it were an 
ancient monument to a civilization long dead, but now in the darkness it was 
even more an eerie setting. The spacious lot before the looming screan, 
marked by still-standing speaker posts though the boxes for the most part 
had long ago been ripped away, now looked to Jenny the darkest and loneliest 
place in the world.


She pulled her car to a stop before the screen and cut off the engine, 
shivering half from the cold and half from her own gripping terror. When she 
remembered and turned off her headlights the initial darkness was almost 
impenetrable. Then gradually her eyes adjusted until she was once more able 
to make out the aspects of scene around her.


The unhappy young nurse had been afraid to come, but even more afraid not 
to. She'd been on edge all evening, the seconds marked by the ticking of her 
alarm clock, which in her heightened state of emotion sounded for all the 
world like a giant gong. She'd carried on a terrible debate in her mind, 
knowing it could be foolish for her to follow the demands of the note, 
knowing that if her tormentor was a window-peeper it was also logical to 
assume he was some kind of pervert. And there was no guessing what he might 
ask in exchange for his silence. But it wasn't unreasonable to doubt that it 
might be some depraved act Jenny wouldn't have been emotionally able to 
submit to even if she did decide to prostitute herself in order to avoid the 
scandal that would certainly ensue if the blackmailer told what he knew. 
Even if his story was not actually believed, the mere suggestion would be 
enough to ruin Jenny in a small town like this, the situation complicated by 
the fact that she worked at the junior high school and was responsible for 
the health and to a certain degree the moral, or at least emotional, 
guidance of local children in a vulnerable and formative age group.


But by the same token, Jenny knew she would not have any peace if she didn't 
follow the instructions set down in the note. In spite of the danger, she 
had to make at least some effort to confront her problem. Had she not come, 
she would virtually have been afraid to remain at home in her apartment 
through the night. The uncertainty seemed to pose a threat almost as 
poignant as any physical harm that might befall her at this frightening and 
deserted spot.


Jenny waited inside the car. Now the seconds seemed to be ticking off in her 
own mind, yet still at a disturbing volume. As her eyes gradually became 
better accustomed to the lack of light, she began to scan the terrain of the 
lot, searching the shadows for any sign of movement. There was nothing. It 
seemed that she was completely alone and at that prospect she was gripped by 
another paradoxical set of emotions. She felt a superficial relief, but that 
was greatly overshadowed by something strangely akin to disappointment. 
Rationally she knew the relief could only be temporary, but that was not 
really the source of her contradictory feelings either. Her dread was 
strangely an anticipation. Jenny couldn't understand it herself.


At last, trembling, she opened the car and got out. Again a shiver went 
through the shapely woman's body. She wore a light, sleeveless blouse and a 
modest skirt, which was not quite enough. She regretted now that she hadn't 
brought a wrap.


Slowly Jenny again let her gaze drift over the parking lot, but there was 
still no sign of life.


Then she turned and walked toward the dark movie screen, her shoes crunching 
softly in the gravel, her anxiety now almost unbearable. He wasn't here, she 
thought. He hadn't come. And she felt almost as if she'd been stood up. She 
felt denied.


Jenny sank down on a low wooden bench situated before the old concession 
stand, despair coming over her. She didn't know what in the world she could 
do next. The prospect of going back to her apartment and waiting alone there 
was more than she could face. Of course there was always Mac, but she had 
been avoiding him since the night of the party, and she certainly didn't 
want to have to go through a wrestling match to keep his hands off her body 
in her present state of emotions.


Narrow-eyed, Jenny gazed down at the soft curves of her body, her breasts 
swelling tightly in the sweater, her thighs half-revealed by the skirt. A 
strange and disquieting vision flashed in her mind: what would she have 
done, she wondered, if the blackmailer had shown up and demanded she make 
love to him? Would she have been able to submit? And in some masochistic 
fashion would she have enjoyed it? She could hardly even imagine now how 
long it had been since she'd gone to bed with a man.


She refused in her mind to count up the months. But thus far she'd managed 
to resist the temptation. She'd made her vow and, difficult as it had been, 
she had kept it. And she had been tempted, even with Mac. But what would 
happen if she were given no choice, if she were forced to break the 
resolution she had made so long ago?


As that train of thought clouded the mental picture of the more important 
aspects of her dilemma, Jenny was suddenly startled by a soft and distant 
sound, yet none the less vivid and alarming. She looked up quickly. Once 
more her eyes scanned the dark, deserted-looking lot, searching for a sign 
of movement in the shadows.


Then she heard the sound again, a soft crunching on gravel. Slowly the dark 
shadowy figure emerged, far across the lot, walking toward her. Breathless, 
her heart pounding wildly in her breasts, Jenny waited, now again gripped 
with fear and dread, almost ready to bolt and run for her car.


Then she could hardly believe her eyes as the form took shape. It was a boy. 
Craig Phillips!


Jenny's first response was contrary to anything she might have expected. 
Instead of being relieved that she at least didn't have to fear physically 
for herself, she experienced only a terrible welling of shame and 
humiliation at the thought that one of the young boys she'd danced with 
Saturday, with whom she had enjoyed such a thrilling and forbidden pleasure, 
should have seen her degrading performance in her bedroom. The thought of 
this disgrace was more dreadful than any fear of physical harm. That one of 
the young boys from school could have seen her masturbating, writhing and 
moaning and thrusting her own fingers in and out of her hotly seeping vagina 
in the lewdest abandon, seemed the worst thing that could possibly have 
happened. There was nothing else to fear; the most terrible possible 
catastrophe seemed already to have occurred.


Speechless, Jenny waited as the young boy strode toward her, swaggering, a 
strange grin on his face in the darkness. She felt a constricting tightness 
in her throat and her heart was pounding even more wildly. The shame crushed 
and overwhelmed her.


"Hello, Miss Lane," Craig said when he was standing right before her, an 
incongruous leer in his eyes as he openly surveyed the straining mounds of 
her ripened breasts, thrust up high and pointed in her sweater by the flimsy 
brassiere she wore.


Jenny nodded, swallowing hard, finding it almost impossible to look the 
teenage boy in the eyes. It had not even remotely occurred to her that her 
blackmailer could have been one of the kids from the junior high school, 
though she now realized that should have been her most obvious and immediate 
conclusion. Window-peeping was almost a normal pastime for a youngster this 
age, a natural reflection of their all too natural curiosity about sex. And 
she knew she was an attractive woman, suspected even that she was somewhat 
of a sex symbol, to be held in awe by the students at school. It was only to 
be expected that sooner or later one of the young boys might get curious as 
to whether there was anything to be seen through her bedroom window. But it 
couldn't have happened at a worse time. In fact, Jenny realized somewhere in 
the back of her mind, she could find it almost pleasing to think of a cute 
young boy like Craig watching her undress, hungering after the lush curves 
of her body, thrilling as she removed her brassiere to reveal the 
voluptuously curved swells of her breasts and peeled the panties off the 
lush ripeness of her satiny buttocks to expose the shocking and compelling 
view of the forbidden, silken-haired softness between her thighs. There was 
something beautiful and innocent in that prospect, and now Jenny would 
almost have given her soul for that to have been all the teenager had 
witnessed.


"I thought you were getting lonely, judging from what I saw the other 
night," Craig said.


Jenny looked up at him suddenly. Though it was only a trace, she had 
detected a faint trembling in his voice as he said that. It occurred to her 
now that this might well be quite as outlandish a venture for the youngster 
as it was for her. Craig was only fourteen and in spite of the familiarity 
she'd seen between him and his girl friend, Karen, the perceptive nurse 
suspected the boy had hardly done more than steal goodnight kisses. And 
blackmailing the school nurse into sexual submission would be quite a feat 
for any freshman boy.


It was only then that another important aspect of this development occurred 
to Jenny: the physical danger she'd feared was non-existant, and though the 
young boy could do terrible damage to her reputation, his story would 
probably not be believed officially if she were adamant enough in her 
denial.


"You haven't told anyone what you saw the other night, have you?" Jenny 
asked, now watching the youngster slyly.


"Not yet," he said with a smug grin.


Jenny's eyes flared. As ashamed as she knew she must feel, she was still 
beginning to resent the invasion of her privacy, not to mention the fact 
that this little kid had scared her half out of her wits with the note he'd 
sent.


"Now just what do you mean by that?" she asked in a rising voice.


Craig looked back at her in astonishment, muted for a moment. Jenny's heart 
was still pounding just as furiously, but something was happening that she 
could hardly even understand herself. The adrenalin was rushing through her 
body, and in spite of everything, she was beginning to get very angry, and 
she was beginning to think she didn't much care what the boy threatened to 
tell about her. It was embarrassing, but masturbation was no crime. At least 
she hadn't hurt anyone else by her helpless yielding to the pressure of her 
temptation.


"What do you mean, I asked you," she snapped again.


"I'm ... I'm going to give you a little of what you really ... want," the 
youngster stammered, his face paling in the moonlight as Jenny rose from her 
seat on the bench.


Though it hadn't really occurred to her, she realized she was a good two 
inches taller than the young boy, and now that only added to her confidence 
as she glared, outraged, down into his eyes.


"You're going to give me what I want? And just what is that, Craig 
Phillips?"


Craig retreated a step from her as Jenny waited, fiery-eyed. He hesitated 
for a moment, swallowing so hard she could see his Adam's apple bob. Then he 
met her gaze again and spoke in a quivering voice: "I think you want to get 
fucked." He paused, wetting his hps. "I think you want to get fucked by one 
of us young boys you were dancing with that night before I saw you in your 
bedroom."


Jenny's hand moved with lightning swiftness and sounded like a whip as it 
cracked on Craig's cheek. She felt the little boy recoil beneath the slap, 
the crimson imprint of her palm rising on the side of his face, tears 
rushing spontaneously to his eyes.


"If you say one word to anybody about what you saw through that window I'll 
personally skin you alive, little boy!"


Jenny took another step toward him and the youngster retreated fearfully.


"But I thought ... ?"


"You thought what?" she asked and continued before he had time to answer: 
"Did you know that window-peeping is against the law? Did you know I could 
have you sent to reform school for what you've done?"


"I thought you wanted it," he stammered incredulously.


"I ought to turn you over my knee and give you a good spanking right now," 
Jenny continued, hardly able to even believe her attitude herself. "And 
don't think I'm not big enough to do just that either," she added.


"But Miss Lane!"


Jenny didn't think she had ever been so enraged in her life. The very idea 
that a kid like this would first intrude on her privacy, then try to 
blackmail her, and that he would suggest that he'd done it all because he 
thought she wanted it!


"Miss Lane!"


She reached out and grabbed him by the collar, jerking him suddenly toward 
her as he squirmed desperately to get away. She knew now she had nothing to 
fear from the fourteen year old; he'd virtually cowered before her the 
minute she became aggressive, and her confidence only seemed to make her 
more determined to get even with him for his odious and insulting scheme.


Jenny was only half-conscious of what she was doing as she dropped back down 
on the bench, tugging the helpless youngster with her. As he struggled to 
get free, she jerked his belt loose and clicked open the snap at the top of 
his trousers. They fell of their own accord as she pulled him from his feet 
to a belly-down position across her soft thighs, half exposed by the skirt 
which had worked far up above her knees as she sat down. Her breath coming 
in strained gasps, Jenny yanked the teenage boy's jockey shorts down off the 
white rounds of his buttocks. As he kicked and pleaded and protested, she 
began to spank, her palm making a loud smacking sound on the quivering 
ass-cheeks, prompting helpless moans and gasps from the little boy each time 
she struck.


It was over in a minute or so. Her hands trembling, she turned him loose. 
Craig slid off, almost to his knees, struggling to gain his balance and 
shamefully tugging up his trousers. Now the tears, more of shame and 
humiliation than actually physical pain, shone brightly on his face. Jenny's 
whole body was tingling; there was a mad look in her own eyes and her hand 
stung from the contact with his buttocks. Up between her thighs she could 
feel an inexplicably flowing moisture and her breath was coming m gasps.


My God, she thought, staring with incredulity at the youngster. I must be 
losing my mind.


Then, her hand still trembling, she reached out and drew him toward her. Too 
astonished to resist, the young boy yielded almost limply, watching with awe 
as the school nurse began to fumble with the zipper to his trousers.


Jill leaned slowly toward the young boy as her fingers slipped deftly into 
his fly. A voice in the back of her mind told her what she was doing was 
insane, but she didn't care. She didn't even know what had happened to her. 
The desire had crept over her without her knowledge. Now her whole body was 
on fire and she knew she had to do something, somehow had to compensate for 
the way she'd just punished and humiliated Craig. She knew something like 
that at his age, being spanked on the naked buttocks by a woman, could do 
irreparable damage. It might destroy his confidence to the extent he would 
never be able to handle himself well in the presence of women. It might even 
be the thing that triggered, or was a contributing influence in making a boy 
at least lean toward homosexuality. And she knew now that somehow she had to 
give him back his adolescent masculinity.


Jill felt the teenager's hips suddenly squirm excitedly as her fingers 
wrapped around the soft shaft of his penis, looming suddenly to a warmly 
pulsing erection. A little quiver of passion darted through Jenny's own body 
as she worked the youngster's jockey shorts down to expose the twitching 
shaft to her touch, bending it downward so that in a hard, springing motion 
it popped suddenly out of the zipper to stunning exposure, now fully erect, 
the small head engorged with blood.


Jenny gasped, hardly able to catch her breath as she gazed with narrowed and 
watering eyes down at the boy's long thin cock, the head smooth and pink 
with a little drop of seminal fluid glistening on the glans.


"God, Miss Lane," Craig gasped, his whole body trembling as Jenny lightly 
tugged at the loose foreskin, drawing it downward along the shaft.


For several moments as the youngster twitched and quivered before her, she 
manipulated the tender skin up and down in long smooth strokes, feeling the 
lust-inflamed hardness surge to even greater rigidity beneath her lewdly 
working fingers. Then, her face flushing with the forbidden want swelling in 
her body, Jenny gazed up at the boy's face. She was determined to compensate 
for what she had just done. She was going to give him back his pride and 
self-confidence and right now she didn't care what the consequences were. 
She knew the wrong she had done was far greater than his. He could be 
excused by his youth, but there'd never be any justification for her having 
humiliated him in the manner she had. Now she was going to set things right 
- in the best way she could think of to accomplish that.


"Craig, I'm going to suck your cock," Jenny said in a deep and sultry voice. 
"Would you like that? Would you like me to suck it?"


Craig could hardly believe what he'd heard. He stared back at her in shock, 
stunned silent, his lips trembling as he tried to voice his reply. At last 
he nodded his head.


"Yes, Miss Lane. Gee yes, I'd like it!"


Slowly Jenny decreased the tantalizing up-and-down motions of her hand on 
the throbbing shaft, then stopped completely, lightly squeezing the bulging 
resilience. She'd never felt this way in her life. She knew what she was 
doing could have disastrous consequences, knew she was courting fate beyond 
the bounds of sanity. But now there was no stopping.


She waited but a moment longer, relishing the anticipation, her own desire 
surging as wildly as Craig's excitement. Her tongue flicked teasingly from 
her mouth to moisten her invitingly full lips, then she leaned her face 
slowly toward the boy's loins, bending the swelling shaft of his cock 
backwards until it was pointed straight at her face. She paused again, her 
face posed daringly close, the naked cock-head only inches from her hps, 
then she opened her mouth and breathed softly over the glistening little 
glans, her fingers resuming the gentle up-and-down skinning to prompt 
further excited jerkings of the youngster's hips.


"Oh yes, Miss Lane!" he gasped excitedly. "Please suck it! I can't wait any 
longer."


Now the boy's blunt words, which moments ago had enraged her, only further 
stimulated Jenny's uncontrollable lust. Her tongue flicked gingerly from her 
lips, the saliva-wetted tip of it coming into warm titillating contact with 
the throbbing head of Craig's boyish cock. She circled it slowly about the 
rubber-like flesh as she heard the teenager moan and felt his hips twitch in 
response to the lustfully exciting sensation. The tip of her tongue found 
the tiny opening of the glans at the end and darted wetly into it to flick 
up the little drop of seminal fluid.


The tangy taste only further stimulated the school nurse's wanton craving 
and her hand slipped to the base of the lustfully pulsing shaft as her lips 
parted to take just the throbbing tip into the warmth and moisture of her 
mouth.


Jenny's fingers played lovingly through the thin curls of pubic hair at the 
boy's open fly, venturing inside to caress the tightly stretched sac of his 
testicles as her tongue flicked downward along the smoothly straining shaft. 
She planted moist kisses around the jerking tip and traced an obscene path 
down the length so that her nose brushed against the hairs that curled from 
Craig's open fly as he squirmed before her.


She continued to play and tease him, flicking her tongue lightly, breathing 
softly over the sensitive male flesh, yet refusing to really take it into 
her mouth, to give him the satisfaction his lust must now so urgently 
demand. Then suddenly with a deep groan in his throat Craig reached his 
hands down into Jenny's long dark hair and pulled her face closer to his 
thighs as he thrust his loins eagerly forward.


Jenny gave out with a muffled cry of delight as the full length of Craig's 
lust-inflamed cock came shoving up into her wantonly yielding mouth, the 
throbbing head plunging back along her tongue to embed itself in her throat 
as he pushed his loins even more ruthlessly up to her face. She took a 
lewdly masochistic pleasure in the youngster's sudden aggressiveness, 
already a shocking display of the fact that his confidence was coming back, 
that by sucking him off she was accomplishing her purpose. Surrendering her 
lips willingly, she felt the palpitating head of his penis crush hotly into 
the tender cavern of her mouth, and she closed her eyes and basked in her 
joy and submission even though the fleshy penis almost choked her.


Craig's hips quivered as he felt the school nurse close her lips tightly 
around the pulsating shaft of his cock, now taking almost the full length in 
her mouth as she began to suck in earnest. He'd never felt anything so good 
in his whole life. He'd heard the older boys talking about women doing this, 
but somehow he'd never really believed it. And it sure hadn't occurred to 
him when he'd come here tonight that Miss Lane would do anything like this 
for him. It gave him such a feeling of power to see her bowed in subjugation 
before him, her face pressed up against the crotch of his trousers, her 
tongue flicking wildly about the sensitive flesh of his penis, her lips 
sliding teasingly up and down the quivering shaft until he thought he wasn't 
going to be able to control himself for a minute longer. He still had never 
fucked a girl and he could only imagine what that must feel like. But he 
couldn't see how it could be any better than this.


Jenny moaned hungrily as she began to work her head back and forth in a lewd 
bobbing motion before Craig's loins, swishing her tongue in wild tantalizing 
movements around the sensitively jerking cock-head. Now that she'd finally 
shed her inhibitions, she concentrated all her efforts on the submissive 
sucking of the youngster's penis, making soft gurgling sounds in her throat, 
yielding her mouth up without reservation for his pleasure, her lips 
stretched tightly by the blood-engorged rod of flesh. She sucked ravenously, 
already beginning to hunger for the sweet-tasting semen she knew must have 
started to well up in the teenager's throbbing testicles. But now her own 
body had also begun to cry out in need. The. lewd submission had tapped a 
masochistic source in her she didn't even know existed and now every inch of 
her voluptuously soft flesh was demanding contact, sensation, a physical 
reward for the offering of her mouth to the young boy's lustful use.


With a sudden soft whimper Jenny raised her head, letting the throbbing cock 
slip from her mouth. Her face flushed, she gazed up pleadingly at the little 
boy, who now looked back in surprise and disappointment.


"Touch me too, Craig," she said in a near-cracking voice. "Touch my body. 
Make me feel something too."


Then just behind the concession stand, her eyes found a small plot of grass. 
The young boy followed her gaze, then looked back at her and nodded. His 
cock still protruding in obscene erection from his trousers, Craig walked 
before her over to the grass. Her whole body trembled with the lust that 
consumed her as Jenny dropped to her knees on the ground and Craig lay on 
his back, his erect cock now standing straight up in the air. Jenny 
moistened her lips, her eyes feverish as she gazed down at it. Then she 
slowly lifted her skirt off her smoothly tanned thighs, rolling it in a 
bundle about her waist several inches above her low hanging panties, 
transparent so that even in the darkness the youngster could see the 
inviting shadowy triangle of pubic hair nestled between her inner thighs.


"Now feel me," she said in a quivering voice. "Put your hands inside my 
panties and play with my pussy."


Craig needed no further encouragement. He'd never been able to get his hand 
even under his girl friend Karen's skirt, let alone actually touch her 
pussy, and the prospect intrigued him. He remembered the way Miss Lane's 
cunt had looked that night he window-peeped on her. It beckoned 
inexplicably, like nothing else in the world.


As she felt the boy's hand move to the softness of her thighs, Jenny again 
dropped her lips to his turgid cock-head, her tongue swiping softly over the 
smooth bulbous tip, little mewls of lust-incited submission rising from deep 
in her throat as his hips lunged upward from the grass to drive the 
resilient shaft even farther into her warm wet mouth. Then her own body 
began to twist and squirm in excitement as she felt his hands stroke up the 
tautly straining tendon of her inner thigh. His fingers flicked shockingly 
up inside the tight leg band of her panties to brush teasingly through the 
soft curling strands of pubic hair that lined the pulsing slit of her cunt, 
and a muffled wail issued from deep in her chest as she felt the first 
stunning contact of his finger moving right up the soft moistened slit and 
over the rigidly throbbing little bud of her clitoris.


As her buttocks squirmed in an eager gyrating motion, Jenny felt the boy's 
other hand seize the waistband at the top of her panties and begin working 
it down off the flexing half-moons of her buttocks, his finger stroking 
softly along the narrow crack between.


She intensified her hungry sucking, her head once more bobbing in a frenzied 
rhythm up and down over the boy's uncontrollably undulating loins, her teeth 
scratching lightly up and down on the sensitive skin, her tongue still 
swiping and twirling with maddening effect.


Craig groaned at the sight of the pretty school nurse sucking his cock in 
total subjugation, her efforts only increasing as he began to stroke up and 
down the wetly parting lips of her cunt and run his middle finger back and 
forth over the little bud-like swelling nestled softly in the silken hair at 
the top of the slit.


Then suddenly Jenny's buttocks began to twitch even more as one of Craig's 
fingers slipped up between her wetly flanged pussy hps, worming slowly into 
the warm welcoming flesh of her vagina. At the same time the young boy 
stiffened beneath her, an even louder groan coming to his lips.


"Uh - oh, Miss Lane. I think I'm going to cum. I can't hold it any longer."


His hips retreated downward and she realized suddenly that he was trying to 
pull his penis out of her mouth, that in his youthful inexperience he 
naturally assumed she didn't want him to cum there. The display of naivete 
sent an even more wanton thrill darting through her softly pulsing loins and 
out over her goosebumped flesh, and frantically she again sucked the whole 
length of the youngster's twitching cock up into her mouth. She wanted him 
to cum there. She wanted his triumph to be complete, and she didn't want to 
lose a single droplet of the precious sperm that this very moment was 
welling up hotly in his testicles and beginning its mad race up the 
desire-swollen shaft toward the bursting glans.


The astonished teenager hesitated for a moment longer, understanding what 
the school nurse wanted, yet still hardly able to believe it. Then with a 
loud gasp he thrust the lustfully throbbing rigidity of his cock even more 
violently up between her lips.


An instant later the first droplets of the fresh-tasting young cum shot in a 
thick stream into her coaxing mouth. Jenny groaned, her Adam's apple bobbing 
in rapid rhythm as she swallowed the gushing liquid that squirted hotly into 
the warmth and moistness of her sucking mouth. Craig's buttocks now lunged 
wildly, his hand working the panties all the way off Miss Lane's firm full 
thighs to give him even greater access to the soft caressing lips of her 
cunt. His middle finger plunged deeper into the warmly inviting inner flesh 
as he felt her mouth close in a tight elastic ring around the throbbing 
hardness of his cock, her tongue twirling in wide exciting circles over the 
twitching head, gurgling sounds pouring from her throat as she began to 
swallow the still ceaselessly squirting drops.


Then with a final sigh the young boy sank back down into the grass. For a 
moment he lay completely motionless, his hand resting still up between her 
thighs. At last he felt the school nurse's Hps slide softly away from his 
deflating cock. Trying to catch his breath, he gazed down at her as she 
lifted her face, looking back with the most desperate expression he'd ever 
seen in his life.


"Finger-fuck me," she said in a quivering voice. "Finger-fuck me, Craig. I'm 
going to cum too."


For a moment the young boy did nothing. He was too astonished to move. 
Wild-eyed, Jenny gazed pleadingly at him, her smoothly rounded thighs 
opening and closing about his hand. Then as his thumb came back into searing 
contact with her pulsating clitoral bud and his finger once again thrust 
smoothly up into the most secret depths of her vagina, she felt the first 
distant waves begin. She couldn't help herself. All her defenses had been 
shattered. The last several days now seemed like time spent in 
desire-inspired trance, and now all of it seemed to lead directly to this 
very moment as the wailing moan burst suddenly to her lips and instinctively 
Craig began to thrust his fingers swiftly in and out of the moistened flesh 
of her cunt, the lust-spiraling strokes increasing in intensity to the waves 
of orgasm flowing completely out of control through her body.


Jenny closed her eyes, her body twisting and writhing deliriously, her lips 
pursing to kiss the young boy's now limber penis once more, this time in 
gratitude. For a moment longer she continued the eager undulations of her 
nakedly exposed buttocks, the motions gradually slacking off as she sank 
down in exhaustion in the grass. Then she felt the spent penis begin to 
swell again in her mouth, twitching and throbbing swiftly back to an 
erection only slightly less rigid than it had been just before he'd emptied 
his fresh-tasting load of cum into her mouth.


"Now I want to fuck you, Miss Lane," he said with a trembling voice. "Can I? 
Can I fuck you now?"


Jenny smiled weakly, gazing down at the youngster's nakedly throbbing cock. 
There was no doubt in her mind that he was capable, and she was too. But 
neither one of them would be at their maximum in performance, and that was 
the way Jenny wanted it to be when she finally did submit to the temptation 
that she now realized must have been gnawing secretly at her ever since the 
beginning of the semester when she'd first taken her job at the junior high 
school.


After a moment she shook her head. "No, Craig. Wait and fuck me tomorrow 
night."


Chapter Four


Craig was surprised to see MacDonald's car parked in front of the apartment 
building where Miss Lane lived. She'd told him to come about ten and to just 
be sure no one saw him going in the front door. He'd been sure she meant it, 
that she would be waiting for him and would let him fuck her, but now he 
began to wonder if she had changed her mind.


Craig still could hardly believe what had happened the night before. Miss 
Lane seemed to have gone completely crazy. One minute she was spanking him 
like he was a little ten year old kid or something instead of a teen-ager, 
and he'd never felt so terrible and helpless in his life. Then before he 
knew what was happening, she was sucking his cock. The school nurse! Craig 
still hadn't told anybody, though all day long he'd been bursting with the 
secret. But he still hadn't gotten his first piece of pussy, and he wanted 
to do that before he took a chance on having one of the other boys at school 
foul him up with Miss Lane.


The young boy waited for a moment in the shadows of the shade tree across 
the street from the building, then went over to the construction site from 
where he'd first window-peeped on Miss Lane that night and seen her 
finger-fucking herself. But before he'd gone halfway to the rear of the lot 
he was able to determine that the curtain had been pulled over the window of 
her bedroom. He was about to turn back when he noticed the small gap just at 
the edge of the window. Carefully avoiding a pile of wood scraps, Craig made 
his way back along the hedge to a spot where he could peer through the small 
crack at an angle.


Mr. MacDonald and Miss Lane were on the bed, but they were still clothed. It 
was really hard to tell exactly what they were doing because all Craig could 
make out was just a glimpse, but it looked like Mr. MacDonald had his hand 
up her skirt, and it looked like she was trying to resist. God, he hoped so! 
If she did let Mac MacDonald do it to her now she might get satisfied enough 
that she wouldn't let Craig, and then he'd miss out on getting that first 
piece he wanted so bad.


Impatiently Craig waited, watching the twisting older couple on the bed. 
They were either really getting with it or Miss Lane was trying to fight Mr. 
MacDonald off, and from his vantage point the young boy couldn't tell which 
it was. But either way he was about to go out of his mind with desire. All 
he'd been able to think about all day was about Miss Lane sucking him off 
last night, and her promise to let him fuck her tonight. At the end of 
history class he'd had such an erection it had been impossible for him to 
stand up from the desk when the bell rang. He'd had to sit there for two or 
three minutes to wait for it to go down. And now just the brief glimpse of 
her twisting around on her bed with Mr. MacDonald, her skirt so far up her 
thighs mat he could see her pink lace panties, and Mr. MacDonald's hand 
pawing at them and trying to get them off was more than the teen-age boy 
could stand. He just had to fuck the school nurse tonight. He just had to!


Then suddenly both Miss Lane and Mr. MacDonald moved out of Craig's view. He 
waited breathlessly outside the window, now ..able to ascertain what was 
going on inside the apartment bedroom. They might be getting undressed to go 
to bed, and he might be losing out on his only chance to get laid.


It seemed an eternity passed in those few minutes as Craig waited, staring 
through the small space between the curtain and the window sill for some 
further sign of motion. Then the youngster jumped as he heard the front door 
of the building slam and saw Mr. MacDonald stalk down the sidewalk to his 
car. The youngster remained concealed by the hedge until he heard the car 
engine start up and again leaving rubber, the history teacher pulled away 
down the street. Craig watched him turn the corner, then got up and went to 
the front door of the building and rang the bell to Miss Lane's apartment.


Jenny hesitated when she heard the doorbell ring. She thought she'd heard 
Mac's car taking off, but she couldn't be sure. It would be about like him 
to stalk out in a rage and then change his mind and want to come back, but 
she'd had enough wrestling for one night. When the bell rang a second time 
she pressed the button to unlatch it, then breathlessly waited until she 
heard the lighter footsteps in the hall. It was Craig. It had to be!


Jenny took a deep breath and opened the door, smiling down at the young boy 
who stood before her fidgeting with his hands.


"Hello, Craig. Come in."


"Hi, Miss Lane," the teen-ager said, moving hesitantly into the small, neat 
living room.


"Mac just left," Jenny said. "So you're ... right on time."


"I know. He was just getting into his car when I... when I came up."


"He didn't see you?" Jenny asked nervously.


"Oh no! I was real careful about that."


"Oh, good," Jenny said with a soft sigh.


Then there was a short silence. The youngster nervously averted his eyes 
from the nurse's face. Then Jenny felt a shiver of delight as his gaze 
strayed back to the soft curves of her body, her breasts partially exposed 
by her low-necked, sleeveless blouse, her satiny thighs invitingly revealed 
by her short miniskirt. The whole day had been a struggle to get through. 
She'd been able to think of nothing but the prospect of taking this innocent 
young kid and showing him what it was like to really make love with a woman. 
Lewd thrills had coursed through her body every time she thought of last 
night's wanton episode at the old drive-in. A part of her still knew that 
what she was now embarking on was madness, but she didn't care any longer. 
Her lust overwhelmed her. It had been so long since she'd made love, so long 
that now she could hardly see how she'd stood it. And in a sense she had 
kept her resolution not to make love to anyone until it was a person she 
really cared for, until she was certain he was the right one. It was a 
different twist, but her need for this young boy was more powerful than 
anything she'd ever felt in her life. It was a compulsion that had to be 
satisfied.


"There's just one more thing, Craig," Jenny said finally to break the 
silence. "You haven't told anyone about what happened last night?"


"No, ma'am."


"And you won't? I mean, you won't say anything to any of your friends that 
this is ... going on between us? Promise me that?"


"I promise," Craig said firmly. "And you can trust me."


"Oh, I know I can," Jenny said, again smiling.


She took a step toward the young boy, gazing down at him with engulfing 
tenderness, her hand trembling as she reached out to stroke through the 
softly curling hair that hung down around his collar and over his ears. He 
blushed, smiling back almost shyly. Jenny took another deep breath. Now that 
the moment she'd awaited all day was finally here, she didn't know how to 
begin, how to break the ice and give the act at least a sense of 
spontaneity. She felt all tight inside. Wrestling with Mac had put her off 
badly, though she hadn't been able to completely quell her physical response 
when he put his hand up under her skirt between her thighs and stroked 
across the forbidden softness of her pussy on the outside of her panties. 
She could still feel the tickling wetness between her thighs, and the 
foreplay with Mac had strengthened her resolve to go through with what she 
knew must be a foolhearty act in view of all the possible consequences.


Jenny dropped her hand slowly from Craig's face, her full breasts gently 
rising and falling with her hastened breathing. She let her eyes descend 
cautiously to his waist and down to his crotch and another shiver of delight 
and anticipation coursed through her as she noted the bulging erection that 
tented his jeans. She moistened her lips with a teasing motion of her 
tongue, her eyes narrowing.


"Are you nervous, Craig?"


"Oh no!" the teen-age boy replied almost too. quickly, looking back into 
Jenny's eyes.


She smiled mischievously. "Are you sure?"


Craig hesitated, then cast his eyes downward. "Well, maybe just a little 
bit." Then he looked up again. "But that's only because you're a nurse, 
'cause you must have a lot more experience than I do and know about medicine 
and people's bodies and all."


Jenny knew that was a bluff; at least, she was ninety percent certain. But 
there was one more thing she wanted to find out for certain. She wasn't sure 
why, but now it was very important to her.


"You're not a virgin, are you, Craig?"


The youngster's face blanched. He shook his head adamantly for a moment, 
then stopped and shrugged. Again he'd begun to fidget nervously with his 
hands.


"Well... sort of," he conceded finally.


"But Craig, that's nothing for you to be ashamed of. At your age ... why, 
you must be about to become the first boy in the whole junior high school 
who isn't a virgin."


"Not quite," he said.


Now he was blushing again. Jenny felt an even greater welling of emotion and 
want in her breasts at this final proof of the boy's innocence. She knew it 
only compounded the wrong in what she was doing, but she couldn't help 
herself now. Perhaps it was just because she had gone too long without 
making love to a man. Perhaps the self-denial had done an ironic damage to 
her. But the thought of taking and corrupting this young teen-ager - and 
that was exactly what she was doing - thrilled her beyond anything she'd 
ever experienced in her life.


With a soft gasp Jenny stepped closer to the boy, wrapping both arms around 
him and drawing him gently toward her body. She moaned deeply as he reached 
up to caress the sensuously straining fullness of one of her breasts on the 
outside of her dress, mashing the material of the tight-fitting brassiere to 
cause little tingles to shoot out from her hotly swelling nipples. A whimper 
rose in her throat as the boy pressed his body to hers, his hand eagerly 
crushing the firm, upthrust mound.


"Oh yes, Craig, yes," she purred softly, looking down with rising excitement 
as his hand dropped from her breasts and moved around to her back, sliding 
hesitantly down to the full-fleshed ripeness of her buttocks as his loins 
drove hard against her invitingly soft thighs. She could feel the trembling 
in his body and she knew he was still very nervous at the prospect of what 
they were about to do. But he was trying to take the initiative and that 
realization only heightened the surging pleasure that was breaking down once 
and for all the last of Jenny's reservations.


Then the youngster bounced up onto his tiptoes, his mouth crushing eagerly 
against


Jenny's parted lips, his tongue flicking wetly into her mouth as she felt 
his hands drop lower on the straining half-moons of her ass-cheeks. She 
closed her eyes, her breath growing louder as she felt the young boy squirm 
his pelvis up against her, the throbbing erection that tented his trousers 
rutting firmly against the sensitive softness of her thighs as he stretched 
his body to make a near-perfect fit with hers.


Jenny gasped softly as the youngster's fingers began to work the material of 
her short skirt up her thighs and off her smoothly trembling ass-cheeks to 
raise it and bunch it in a bundle at her waist above her pink lace panties. 
Then her body spontaneously stiffened when his fingers darted hotly into the 
top of the tight elastic waistband and moved with lewdly searing contact 
down the sensitive crack between her buttocks.


"Oh Craig, Craig!" she moaned. "Don't touch me there yet."


He hesitated but a moment, then slid his fingers lower down the hairless 
crack, right over the little clenched circle of her puckered anus. A shiver 
coursed through the whole length of her body as the hand moved even lower to 
brush through the thinly curling hairs between her thighs and find sudden 
shocking contact with the moistening little pussy slit.


Another soft moan rose in her throat, then with a gasp she wriggled away 
from the teen-ager.


"I can't stand any more of that, Craig. Let's go into the bedroom and take 
our clothes off."


"Yes, ma'am," the youngster answered, obviously as eager and excited as 
Jenny.


Quickly the two of them walked through to the bedroom. Jenny lit the candle 
on the night stand and flicked off the overhead light, lending a warm red 
glow to the room. Then, sultry-eyed, she turned back to Craig. With a slowly 
teasing motion she unbuttoned her blouse and pushed it off her 
brassiere-clad breasts and the softly tanned flesh of her torso. The young 
boy watched her anxiously, his eyes bright with desire as she hesitated for 
a moment, then reached her hand up behind her back to deftly fuck loose the 
snap of her brassiere. Jennie thought she heard the boy give out with a soft 
groan as the brassiere cups fell slightly away from the pulsing firmness of 
her breasts. Wetting her lips in another sensuous gesture with her tongue 
she dropped her shoulders forward and let the straps fall down her naked 
arms as the brassiere slipped lightly to the floor, completely exposing the 
luscious fullness of her nipple-peaked breasts.


"Oh wow, Miss Lane! You must have the most beautiful tits in the world."


Jenny smiled, taking an almost depraved delight in the way the youngster's 
eyes consumed the nakedly exposed mounds of her breasts, the dark little 
buds of her nipples swollen to tingling hardness. Then she dropped her hands 
down to the waist of her skirt, loosening the snaps on the side and 
smoothing out part of it that was still doubled up almost to her waist to 
teasingly expose one of her shapely thighs almost to the tight elastic leg 
band of her panties. She drew the zipper slowly open, then with a wriggling 
motion of her buttocks let the skirt fall freely from her flaring ass-cheeks 
and drop to the floor about her feet, leaving her naked except for the 
almost transparent pink bikini pants that clung like a second skin to her 
softly rounded buttocks, barely concealing the dark tempting pattern of hair 
at her cunt.


"Now, Craig," she said gustily. "You take my panties off. Take them off nice 
and slowly and start getting me ready to fuck."


The young boy stepped eagerly to her as Jenny gazed down with passion-glazed 
eyes. She felt the softness of his breath blowing over her already ripely 
swollen nipples as he reached down to seize the panties at their narrow 
elastic waistband, drawing them slowly down off the inviting flare of her 
ass-cheeks to reveal the thinly curling hair of her cunt. Another little 
driver of anticipation flowed through her as he leaned closer, pressing his 
face into the wide, deep valley between her voluptuously formed breasts.


Then she moaned when his hands moved inside the waistband of the panties, 
brushing lightly down the sensitive base of her spine to grasp the pliant 
fullness of her buttocks, pulling her body to his, the erection that tented 
his Levis now prodding hard up against her panty-protected loins. He may not 
have had any actual experience, but his instincts were certainly right. 
Jenny didn't know when she'd ever been so hot in her life.


"Oh yes, Craig," she purred softly down into his ear as she felt the boy's 
tongue flick out to moistly caress one of the hard-swollen nipple-buds.


Then his hands moved lower inside the panties, slipping up between her 
thighs from behind to come again into sharply tantalizing contact with the 
pulsing hair-lined slit of her pussy. Jenny gave out with a soft delirious 
cry, grinding her buttocks wildly as she felt Craig's finger trace a path of 
fire up the moistening cuntal lips to stroke again over the little throbbing 
bud of her clitoris.


"Oh Craig! Craig!" the school nurse moaned. "You make me feel so good!"


For a moment longer the youngster continued to lick and kiss Jenny's nakedly 
throbbing breasts and the sensitive buds of her nipples, his fingers 
continuing to tease and part the flanged lips of her cunt, driving her to an 
even more wanton state of excitement and lust. Then he drew the panties down 
the rest of the way off her tightly rounded buttocks to fall down the length 
of her silken thighs, and with an eager gasp Jenny pushed him back away from 
her.


"Now you, Craig. Take off your clothes too," she whispered, now standing 
completely naked before him, her skin a rich amber color in the dimly 
flickering candlelight.


Craig hesitated for a moment, his face turning crimson even as he gazed with 
lascivious craving at the school nurse's completely exposed body. Jenny's 
breath was coming in great, hoarse gasps now as she relished the moment's 
anticipation, taking further pleasure in the little boy's hesitance, his 
obvious embarrassment at the prospect of taking his clothes off in front of 
her only another proof of the innocence she so cherished and longed to 
violate.


Then at last the young teen-ager began nervously to remove his clothing. 
Jenny watched him anxiously, her tongue flicking out to moisten her full 
sensual lips, her eyes glossy and narrowed. Slowly the youngster peeled his 
T-shirt up off his head, then averted his eyes as he began to fumble with 
his belt buckle and the button of his Levis. Then Jenny gasped as he pulled 
his trousers and jockey shorts down in one motion and his youthful penis 
loomed up suddenly in tantalizing exposure, the blood-engorged head 
palpitating as if with a desire of its own, a little drop of seminal fluid 
glistening at the tiny slitted glans at the tip. It was like a daydream she 
could hardly believe. It was really going to happen. After all these months 
of waiting she was finally going to have a cock in her, a real live 
pulsating cock!


Then Jenny moaned with even greater desire as the naked teen-ager stepped 
back to her, his hands moving around her exposed hips to slide once more 
down over the sensuously rounded mounds of her ass-cheeks, his fingers 
flicking teasingly into the forbidden crack to venture shockingly close to 
the little puckered hole of her anus. She moaned deeply as he stroked back 
through the slickly moistened fringe of hair and wormed his finger slowly in 
between the desire-swollen lips of her pussy, and little wanton murmurs of 
excitement rose in her throat as he snuggled his face up between the 
lusciously exposed mounds of her breasts, his tongue flicking with shocking 
effect over the tingling buds of her nipples. With a passion-strained 
whimper Jenny wrapped her arms around the young boy, tugging his face up 
even tighter into the voluptuously deep valley between her breasts, her 
hands stroking eagerly through his softly curling hair. Her naked loins 
squirmed involuntarily as she felt the throbbing flesh of his cock prodding 
up into the sensitive softness between her thighs.


"Oh yes," she purred. "Yes, Craig. Fuck me now. Fuck me like I've never been 
fucked in my life."


Looking down, Jenny saw the expression of shock on the boy's face at hearing 
her, the school nurse, use such a blunt and vulgar word. Again the perverted 
aspect of what she was doing, the act of corrupting an innocent boy like 
this who could be shocked by a word that in some circles was becoming almost 
acceptable, served as a complement to the physical sensations coursing 
warmly through every fiber of her being, altering and heightening her 
lustful enjoyment.


Then her body almost went limp as she sagged down onto the bed, reclining in 
a spread-eagled position and pulling the naked young boy down on top of her. 
She closed her eyes, moaning softly, her body beginning a slow and sensuous 
writhing. Then she felt Craig's quivering body sag down upon her. She waited 
breathlessly, then opened her eyes as he stiffened.


"Come on, Craig," she said almost deliriously. "Fuck me. Fuck me now."


Again shocked by the vulgar word, Craig merely stared at her in confusion 
for a moment, then averted his eyes.


"What's the matter?"


"I'm ... I'm not sure I know exactly what I'm supposed to do. Should I 
just... just... stick it in your pussy or is there something else first?"


Her emotions bursting up in her until she wanted to cry, Jenny showered 
several moist kisses on the young boy's face.


"Oh you little darling!" she gasped. "I'll show you exactly how, exactly 
what you're supposed to do. And I just know you'll be wonderful, Craig. I 
know you're going to be the greatest lover."


"I dunno," the boy said. "I'm just sort of scared."


Jenny moaned again as he shifted above her, the still-throbbing shaft of his 
penis brushing shockingly along the sensitive skin of her inner thigh right 
below the softness of her sparsely-haired cunt.


Jenny spread her thighs wider, bending her legs at the knees to arch her 
buttocks upward in vulnerable invitation, her whole naked body trembling as 
she felt Craig's lust-inflamed hardness looming even closer to her moistened 
vaginal slit.


"Spread the lips with your fingers," she moaned. "My pussy-lips." A spasm 
shook her as she felt the titillating contact down between the fine curls of 
pubic hair. "Oh! Easy. Easy."


Her tightly clenched ass-cheeks quivered as she felt Craig's fingers 
nervously spread her sensitive vaginal flanges, smoothing the freely flowing 
cuntal moisture up and down the pulsing slit, coming back into inadvertent 
but nonetheless stimulating contact with the twitching bud of her clitoris.


"Now slide forward," she whimpered. "Hurry! Put your cock in my pussy."


Craig jerked his hips eagerly forward and Jenny felt the softly pulsating 
lips of her cunt stretched slowly wider apart by the swollen cock-head 
shoved suddenly right up into the entrance of her pussy. She emitted a low 
groan from her throat at the faint stab of pleasing pain as the warmly 
moistened hps yielded to let the throbbing cock-head slip through.


"Ohhhh yes! Yes, that's right Craig!" she cried, her buttocks jerking in a 
frenzied spasm, tossing her head from side to side to whip her long black 
hair about the rounded softness of her shoulders, biting her lip in the 
agonizing frustration of having the young boy's blood-engorged penis 
penetrating just between the lust-tortured lips of her cunt, yet still not 
really thrust up inside her.


"Oh please, Craig. Come on and fuck me," she wailed more desperately, her 
arms suddenly moving down over the sinewy muscles of the youngster's back to 
seize both his nakedly trembling ass-cheeks and tug him downward.


His own body quivering from the excitement of seeing the school nurse 
totally surrendered for him, begging him to fuck her, Craig shoved his hips 
eagerly forward. It was finally going to happen. He was getting his first 
piece of pussy and nothing was going to stop him now. And after his friend 
Tommy Turner, he was only the second boy in the whole school who would have 
ever fucked a woman!


Then the youngster groaned as he felt the warmly resisting softness between 
Miss Lane's thighs giving way, the flanged pussy-lips flowering wider apart 
as his hotly pulsating rod of flesh wormed slowly up into the inner flesh of 
her cunt. It felt like nothing he'd ever imagined in his life. It was so 
tight and the gentle caress of the soft muscles inside was almost enough to 
make him cum at that very instant.


For a moment Craig held himself poised motionless above the school nurse's 
wantonly spread-eagled body. He held his breath, each little tremor around 
his throbbing shaft of flesh deep up inside her pussy almost driving him out 
of his mind. From watching her finger-fuck herself to orgasm that first 
night he window-peeped on her, and from doing the same thing to her last 
night after she'd sucked his cock until he shot off in her mouth-, the 
teenage boy had learned that it took a while for a woman to do what a man 
seemed to have to exert all his control to put off even for a few minutes. 
He still didn't quite understand that, but he did know one thing: he didn't 
want to disappoint her. He wasn't going to be satisfied with just fucking 
Miss Lane one time. It would only be when she had come back for more that 
Craig would really have proven his manhood.


"Oh please, Craig!" Miss Lane wailed more loudly. "Fuck me. Fuck me. Just 
start it mice and easy."


Craig groaned again, flexing his cock inside her to cause a spontaneous 
spasm to shake her nakedly trembling body. Then cautiously he began to move, 
still exerting all his control to keep from shooting off right then. But 
after the first few strokes he was able to accustom himself somewhat to the 
vividly titillating sensations.


Jenny's softly curved body jerked and quivered, lunging eagerly up to 
receive the youngster's hesitant thrust, a deeper groan issuing from her 
throat as she felt the palpitating rod of flesh slip even deeper into her 
pulsing cuntal opening until his balls slapped softly down into the 
sensitive crack of her ass-cheeks. Her trembling legs scissored open wider, 
kicking up into the air as the suddenly shocking spasm coursed wildly out 
from her loins over every inch of her tingling flesh.


She moaned, her lewdly impaled body tossing Id lustful ecstasy at the sheer 
and raw sensation of finally having a cock deep up inside her after all the 
months of waiting, of sticking to her confining resolution. Again she 
realized that what she was doing was wrong, and that in spite of the fact 
that Craig seemed like a trustworthy boy, this could bring the most terrible 
disaster down on her head. But she relished her guilt, and blotted out all 
concern for the possible consequences as her lust consumed her. Now nothing 
mattered but the wanton satisfaction that seemed to loom already maddeningly 
near.


Little insane ripples of pleasure tingled through the sensitive nerve-ends 
of her loins, exuding outward to completely overwhelm her in a torrent of 
ecstasy as she heard Craig groan above her and felt him begin to thrust his 
pulsing hardness deeper and harder and more confidently up into her soft 
pussy-flesh. He gradually increased the force and intensity of his strokes, 
the lustfully throbbing cock-head burrowing farther and farther up inside 
her desire-tortured loins. Again he snuggled his face down to her sensuously 
arched breasts, his tongue flicking wetly over the tiny buds of her nipples 
as he began to squirm and jerk his hips and lunge his lust-inflamed hardness 
in lewd rhythm in and out of the quivering little cuntal mouth, prompting 
little involuntary contractions around the plunging shaft as she whimpered 
through bared teeth. She brought her hands down again to stroke her fingers 
eagerly through the youngster's hair, soft and distant sounding murmurs 
issuing from her throat as she began a wilder undulating motion that lifted 
her naked buttocks completely up off the mattress.


"Oooh yes, Craig. You're doing just fine," she soothed as she felt the young 
boy again stiffen, holding himself motionless and not even breathing for a 
few seconds before he cautiously resumed his strokes, now probing almost 
tenderly at new and even more exciting angles, his hands beginning to 
explore again over the lightly perspiring flesh of her quivering body. 
Little mewlings of delight continued to pour from her sensuously parted lips 
and he could feel the urgent shuddering from her inner pussy flesh around 
the lustfully swelling head of his penis, the clasping cuntal softness 
beginning a smooth wet sucking around the base of his throbbing cock-shaft 
as he flexed and shoved deeper up into her skewered loins.


Craig could hardly contain himself as Miss Lane's cries of passion grew even 
louder. Her teeth were gritted, her eyes bright and fiery with lust, her 
head lolling from side to side on the mattress to again whip her dark hair 
wildly over her shoulders. Her buttocks were now jerking frenziedly beneath 
him in a lewd rolling motion that varied and intensified the friction on his 
impaling rod of flesh. Her body was really coming to life now, caught in the 
spell of a maddeningly electric excitement that began deep up inside her 
cunt and flowered relentlessly out through all the raw nerve ends of her 
naked flesh. She was obsessed, tossing and writhing each instant more 
savagely in her response to the wanton sensations that consumed her.


"Oh God, it's good, Craig, it's so good," she moaned softly into his ears, 
her words of encouragement only strengthening the youngster's resolve to 
control his own lust until she was ready to cum with him.


Then suddenly an even more intense spasm shook her squirming body as the kid 
ground his pelvis down harder into the lustfully responding flesh beneath 
him. She arched her loins up higher to lift them both a few inches off the 
mattress, moaning ceaselessly beneath his pounding body, opening and closing 
her thighs around his hips as she worked her own ass-cheeks up and down in a 
furious rhythm, her mouth gaping open wide as a louder wail burst to her 
lips.


Jenny was getting close, but she thought little Craig was drawing even 
nearer to his own climax, and she knew it must be terribly difficult for him 
to hold himself back. And they just had to cum together. She couldn't bear 
to be left hanging and somehow she had to find a way to increase her own 
stimulation to bring her up to his level.


With a sudden deep and distant groan, she moved her hand to seize Craig's 
wrist and tug his hand quickly down beneath her nakedly twisting buttocks.


A shudder shook her body as she felt his fingers brush back along the 
sensitive crack between her squirming ass-cheeks, caressing lightly over the 
smoothly glistening lips of her cunt where the shaft of his cock now plunged 
swiftly in and out of the softly clinging, hair-lined orifice, haphazardly 
spreading the flowing moisture back up toward the throbbing little hole of 
her anus.


Then the inexperienced youngster hesitated again, his moistened middle 
finger poised right at the forbidden little hole. He thought he knew what 
she wanted him to do now, but he couldn't believe it. The prospect of 
sticking his finger into that tight and puckered opening seemed the most 
obscene thing he could possibly do. Yet somehow now it was a prospect that 
thrilled him almost beyond the bounds of imagination.


Jenny waited, her body now almost motionless except for the little tremors 
of expectation that coursed spontaneously through her naked flesh. A quiver 
shook her at the first cautious pressure right on the rubbery little nether 
ring. Then Craig hesitated again.


"Yes!" she wailed finally in total desperation. "Yes, Craig! Shove your 
finger in my ass!"


Craig groaned with his raging desire as he heard the school nurse's 
desperate plea. Having her like this, almost under his power, thrilled him 
more than anything he'd ever known in his life, and he took a ruthless 
pleasure as he spread the cuntal moisture more forcibly around the small 
puckered hole before he probed experimentally and prompted a cry from Miss 
Lane's lips that sounded genuinely deranged. Then he pushed harder, feeling 
the softly resisting tightness give way gradually to let the finger slide 
slowly up inside.


Jenny lunged her hips spontaneously upward, shivering from the sudden 
obscene intrusion.


"Aaaaaagggghhh!" she cried out from the sharp stab of pain. Then as the 
young boy hesitated, she opened her eyes to gaze up at him pleadingly. "Yes, 
go ahead. It feels good!"


As the youngster stared at her in astonishment, Jenny gave out with an even 
more agonized whimper and suddenly screwed her softly yielding buttocks back 
down on his finger to sink it slowly deeper into the tightly resisting flesh 
of her anus.


"Aaagghh!" she cried again, then moaned softly as Craig's finger sank to the 
knuckle up inside her sensitive rectal flesh. The pain of the penetration 
was ended, the worst was over. And she was so hot she could hardly stand it 
anyway, so her body welcomed every bit of sensation that could be extracted 
from her wanton submission - even the pain and humiliation of being 
finger-fucked up inside this most forbidden orifice.


The triumph of shoving his finger into the school nurse's ass-hole was 
almost more than Craig could handle. He over came his own fear that he might 
be hurting her too much with a recollection of her pulling his pants down 
and spanking and humiliating him until he cried, and brutally twirled his 
finger in an agonizing circle far up inside the rubbery tightness, his cock 
throbbing even harder as he began to fuck down more ruthlessly into the 
softly pulsing flesh of her cunt. He could feel his finger through the thin 
wall of flesh separating her two passages, and grunting in lust and triumph, 
the teenager began to skewer simultaneously in and out of both the 
sensitively welcoming openings of her loins in rhythmic motions that 
prompted even further moans of passion and screams of pain from her throat.


Jenny knew that finally she was about to cum, and judging from the way Craig 
was groaning and gasping and fucking with racking thrusts down on top of 
her, she didn't think it was a minute too soon. The masochistic thrill of 
letting the boy rudely violate her rectum with his finger, as if that were 
some kind of compensation or punishment for her violation of his innocence, 
had served its purpose. She could cum right with him now, whenever he was 
ready.


Then suddenly she forgot the rationale of it all, all thoughts obliterated 
from her consciousness as she felt the distant quivers begin far up inside 
her loins, that sensation somehow irredeemably enmeshed with the stabbing 
pain in her rectum as Craig suddenly slammed his body down on hers with a 
mighty thrust that caused her to cry out in shock at the wanton sensations 
that surged over her and swept everything else aside in complete oblivion. 
An eerie wail burst to her lips and her thighs locked suddenly high up 
around the teenager's back, forming straight sheaths of both her vagina and 
rectum as she felt his swiftly lunging penis begin to twitch and throb and 
the first fresh droplets of his cum spurted obscenely up into her own 
spasming pussy-flesh.


Jenny's voluptuous body uncoiled even more wildly beneath him. The waves of 
ecstasy seemed to begin in her toes and shoot in wild electric currents up 
her calves and satiny thighs, through the trembling flesh of her 
lust-tortured cunt and straight up into the tingling tips of her swollen 
nipples. The shattering orgasm seemed to swell even beyond the bounds of her 
flesh as Craig continued to slam down viciously against her madly tossing 
body as the rising liquid of his sperm came spewing up in hot torrents to 
shoot far up into the most secret depths of her vagina.


Then with a last gasp Craig sank down against her, straining to catch up on 
his breathing as the little tremors of orgasmic excitement continued to 
course through her naked body. For almost a full minute he continued to feel 
the hot little shivers, and her sated cunt opened and closed in softly 
caressing convulsions on the deflating shaft of his cock.


Then those subtle motions ceased and she lay perfectly still beneath him. He 
raised his head and looked down, grinning.


She looked like she was asleep.


Craig lay where he was for several minutes longer, then rolled off. She 
sobbed softly as he withdrew his now limp cock, but she still didn't open 
her eyes even as he slid off the bed and dressed silently in the dim 
candlelight.


"Good night, Miss Lane," he said quietly.


She didn't answer, but he thought the trace of a smile appeared on her lips.


It was almost an afterthought that prompted Craig to pick up the school 
nurse's pink lace bikini pants before he went out the bedroom door to leave.


Chapter Five


Mac McDonald poured two cups of coffee from the self-service counter in the 
faculty lounge, put them on a tray and carried them carefully back to the 
rear corner table, where Superintendent Johnson waited.


"Thanks, Mac," the graying, slightly paunch-bellied man said. He took an 
enormous cigar from his coat pocket, carefully severed the end with a pair 
of nail clippers, and inserted it in his mouth as Mac produced a light. The 
superintendent inhaled deeply on the cigar, as if relishing the greatest 
pleasure of his life, and looked back at the history teacher with drooping, 
melancholy eyes. "Have you noticed anything funny going on around here 
today?"


Mac shrugged, sipping his coffee. "Nothing out of the ordinary."


"You haven't noticed that all these little house apes are jabbering like mad 
just before you walk into a room, then fall suddenly silent at your 
appearance?"


"That's hardly extraordinary," Mac said with a short burst of laughter.


"But the silence today seems a bit more intense. The gymnasium sounded like 
the sight of a funeral wake when I passed through this morning in search of 
our illustrious custodian." Superintendent Johnson paused, taking another 
luxurious puff on his cigar. "But here's the clincher. I managed, outside 
the boy's dressing room, to hear one nice little tidbit of what I quite 
suspect is a conversation topic that had become the primary point of 
interest of every student in this entire junior high school, and it is truly 
a shame I was in such a haste that my momentum carried me in, obviously an 
intruder, before I could put the brakes on and do a little constructive 
eavesdropping." He paused again and yawned, then looked at Mac with a smile.


"And what was that?" Mac asked.


"What?"


"The tidbit you did hear?"


"Oh, that little thing." The superintendent laughed boisterously. "Very 
short, actually. I heard Harry Parker say: "And just to prove it he stole 
her panties."


"Hmmm," Mac said, not wanting not to respond, but hardly knowing why the 
superintendent should find that remark sd terribly significant, though in 
retrospect he did realize there were a couple of times today that it had 
occurred to him there was something fishy going on around the school.


"I conclude that to mean that one of our male wards has been doing a bit of 
hanky panky with one of our little girls, or some other little girl or woman 
somewhere. I'd just be curious to know who the ex-maiden was."


"Uh... yes," Mac said after a moment's hesitation.


"How's your love life, by the way?" Superintendent Johnson continued, now 
setting himself to the task of sugaring his coffee.


"So-so," Mac answered with a shrug. Then for a moment there was a troubled 
look on his face.


"What's the matter?" Johnson asked, smiling.


"Oh, nothing!" Mac said quickly, manufacturing a smile of his own.


"How are things with our voluptuous dish of a nurse, anyway? Are you past 
the hand-holding yet?"


Mac tried unsuccessfully to hide his irritation and said nothing. Still 
grinning, Johnson watched him as he sipped his own coffee. After a moment he 
sighed and stood up.


"I don't suppose it matters. As beautiful as she is, I'm afraid Miss Lane 
isn't the girl for me. I've tried, and I didn't even get to the hand-holding 
myself."


Leaving Mac again with a troubled look, the broad-shouldered, middle-aged 
man went through the exit.


Mac finished his own coffee slowly. He wasn't even quite sure what was 
bothering him. It was just a distant and vague nagging, still unfocused. But 
it must relate to Jenny, he was sure. He'd been so certain during the last 
several days that he was finally going to be able to fuck her. Last night 
she'd even let him get his hand up under her skirt, and from the outside of 
her panties, he'd actually felt her pussy. Then she'd cut him off flat. And 
he just couldn't understand it. She was a normal, healthy woman. She had her 
needs too, and they had been going together for almost three months.


Mac rose finally and walked out of the lounge and down the hall, still lost 
in thought. He almost went into the boys' restroom without stopping. Then he 
froze as he heard the cautious voice inside.


"He went to bed with Miss Lane! The school nurse!"


Mac caught his breath, hardly able to believe what he'd heard hadn't been 
his own imagination. Then he waited motionlessly, listening intently with 
his ear pressed almost to the door.


"Craig Phillips?" another young voice said. "I don't believe it."


"He's got her panties in his locker. He took them as a souvenir."


That was all Mac needed to hear. He forgot the fact that he'd been on the 
way to relieve himself and went straight to Superintendent Johnson's 
still-deserted office. He had no trouble finding the locker list and taking 
Craig Phillips number, and after a short search he also uncovered the master 
key, which he'd had occasion to use once and recognized on sight.


Almost blind with rage, Mac staggered out of the office and back down the 
hall. He didn't hesitate to see who was watching, and it was sheer luck that 
he wasn't seen opening the locker assigned to the freshman boy whose name 
he'd heard mentioned.


The panties were lying on top of the stack of books, the exact same pair of 
bikini panties Jenny had refused to let Mac take off of her last night!


Tommy Turner and Harry Parker both looked up eagerly from their desks as 
Craig Phillips strode into the room, a broad grin on his face.


"All set," he said, sliding into his own desk near the rear of the room. 
"She's doing hearing tests for the seventh graders today, and she's got a 
date with Old Cornball MacDonald tonight. But unless something goes haywire 
she's just dying to see me tomorrow. She says we can't really do anything 
here at the school, but once I get there I'll change her mind about that."


"You think she'll do it?" Harry asked, wide-eyed. "You think she'll really 
take all three of us?"


"She'll take as many as come, once I get her going," Craig said with 
complete confidence. "You guys just give me a fifteen minute head start and 
come on in."


Chapter Six


Mac left his car at the bar and took a taxi over to Jenny Lane's apartment. 
He wasn't sufficiently drunk that he didn't know he wasn't sober enough to 
drive, and there was no sense in killing himself and maybe somebody else 
just because of one unfaithful cunt.


He tipped the driver a dollar and stepped out of the cab, slamming the door 
and almost tripping over the curb, and started up the walk toward the 
entrance. Then he stopped abruptly, weaving and trying to focus his vision 
on the doorway, which looked distant and shimmering, as if seen through a 
wall of sparkling water. He reached into his coat pocket and extracted the 
pink bikini panties, holding them up like a flag as he continued up to the 
door and rang Jenny's bell.


Mac's reflexes were slowed and he missed getting the door open the first 
time it buzzed and had to ring again. This time he was ready for the answer 
and made it through and stalked on down the hall, bouncing alternately off 
the two walls. Her door was unlocked. Still weaving on his feet, Mac stepped 
into the small living room.


"I'll be right out, Mac," Jenny said from the bathroom. "There's coffee on 
the stove and tomato juice in the fridge."


Mac closed the door softly behind him, staring dumbly in the direction from 
which the voice came, now holding the panties in a tight, concealed wad in 
his hand. Then the door to the bath opened and Jenny, clad only in a flimsy 
robe, stepped out.


She stopped short, staring at him curiously, as if she sensed something 
different about him and still couldn't quite figure out what it was. Mac 
looked back at her with blurred vision. She's just come out of the bath and 
her long black hair was plastered down on her face. Her skin was damp and 
the light gown clung almost transparently to the voluptuous curves of her 
flesh, perfectly outlining the high rounded swells of her breasts, her 
little pointed nipples making two distinct protrusions. The light garment 
was held together by a sash at the waist, yet fell apart at the bottom to 
teasingly reveal one of her contoured thighs, that glistened with moisture 
from her bath.


Jenny seemed suddenly to realize how nearly naked and how inviting her body 
must look, and in a sudden nervous gesture she dropped one arm across the 
luxurious mounds of her breasts and with her other hand pulled the robe 
together over her shapely thigh. Mac held out his hand, a tightly clenched 
fist, and opened it slowly to reveal the wadded panties, which he let fall 
lightly to the floor.


For a moment the young nurse stared without comprehension at the flimsy 
undergarment. Then her sultry face slowly turned pale.


"Where ... did you get those."


"You know goddamned well where I got them."


"Oh Mac!" she gasped, her eyes widening. "Don't... don't look at me that 
way."


It seemed he saw her for the first time, or for the first time since she'd 
come out of the bath became truly aware of her body, which before he'd noted 
only superficially. His eyes seemed to bore into her, his imagination 
stripping away the flimsily clinging robe to render her completely naked in 
his mind's lustful yfc w. And suddenly he knew he had to have her. One way 
or another he was going to fuck this beautiful and voluptuous woman who'd 
led him around as if by a ring in his nose for the last three months. He 
hadn't been sure of that until just this instant, hadn't really known what 
he was going to do when he got here tonight, beyond of course confronting 
her with what he'd learned today at school, the fact that she had been 
sleeping with a fourteen year old boy. But now not even that seemed to 
matter. Nothing mattered but that he get what he wanted from her and her 
forbidden body.


"Mac... !" she gasped feebly in protest. From the look on her face it was 
obvious she realized what he was thinking. She had the bearing now of a 
cornered or wounded animal, as if any minute she might bolt and run.


But she didn't move as he stepped toward her. It was as if she were frozen, 
and she hardly resisted as he roughly seized one of her wrists and led her 
toward the bedroom. She followed dumbly, almost as though entranced, again 
letting the robe fall apart at the thigh, her full breasts jiggling softly 
as she walked. Her resistance was only slight as they went through the door, 
and when Mac reached down and jerked the sash loose at the waist of her robe 
to let it fall suddenly open and expose the front of her sensuously curved 
body in all its naked invitation, she made no move to conceal it or protect 
herself. Then with a light motion of his arm Mac swung her forward and sent 
her careening toward the bed. The edge of it caught her at the knees and she 
sprawled backward across it, the robe still wide open in front to completely 
reveal the luscious milk-white mounds of her breasts and the smooth plane of 
her belly, even the soft black hair of her cunt nestled between her slightly 
parted inner thighs.


Wild-eyed, Mac stared silently at his girl friend for a moment, his eyes 
consuming the amber curves of her naked flesh. Then he took off his 
sportscoat and tossed it over the back of a chair and began unbuttoning his 
shirt.


"No, Mac," she pleaded softly. "No, please don't do that. I know what you're 
thinking. Please don't."


"You must figure I'm about the stupidest kind of jackass. Letting me have 
your tits if I promise not to touch you below the waist! You treat me like a 
junior high kid. And then you treat that kid like you should a man."


Jenny watched through watering eyes as Mac peeled off his shirt and started 
to unbutton his trousers. She felt almost dazed, as if she were suspended in 
time, as if this were just a dream and wasn't really happening at all. Her 
mind couldn't seem to grasp it, to fit the pieces together. She still 
couldn't understand how Mac happened to have the panties, which she'd still 
had on when he left, which Craig had removed from her squirming buttocks 
right before he'd fucked her, and which she now vaguely remembered missing 
this morning when she'd gotten out of bed to dress for work. But she knew 
Craig must have told someone, or perhaps had even stolen the panties and 
shown them around school and somehow Mac had gotten hold of them. And now 
the vague realization that the young boy she'd so come to adore these last 
three days had betrayed her was more devastating than any physical fear she 
might have of this enraged sex maniac before her.


Yet she gasped nonetheless as with a sudden motion Mac pulled off both his 
trousers and boxer shorts to shockingly reveal the lust-inflamed hardness of 
his massive cock, the bulbous head almost visibly palpitating, the huge 
shaft thickly swollen. Jenny swallowed hard, reaching down somewhat absently 
to pull the robe together in front as Mac dropped his hand to Ms threatening 
rod of flesh and gave a couple of vulgar jerks on the foreskin. It was a 
gesture so completely uncharacteristic of him that it served as clear proof 
to Jenny just how much a shock this had all been for him, how far out of 
control of his own actions he must be in his state of lust and rage. And she 
knew with a curious undercurrent of peace or acceptance that it was futile 
to try to resist him. He was going to get what he wanted tonight, and she 
had to admit that after the way she'd led him on, he probably deserved it.


Then, burying her face in her hands and beginning to sob softly, she rolled 
onto her belly as Mac approached the bed, glaring savagely down at'her, his 
eyes tracing the vivid outline of her body beneath the gown that vaguely 
revealed her rounded buttocks and only hinted at the inviting crack between 
them, then fell down below to sharply define the shape of her inner thighs.


"I guess you fucked that little punk right after I got through sucking your 
tits the other night. That was just an appetizer, hunh? Really put you in 
the mood!"


"Nooo!" Jenny sobbed, a shiver passing through her as she felt Mac's weight 
dropping clumsily down on the bed beside her. "And he's not a little punk."


The sight of the enraged teacher's naked cock was still a chilling and vivid 
image in her mind. She couldn't rid herself of it and it made her tremble 
just to think of it. She'd never thought of Mac as a stud; in fact, even now 
the thought seemed perfectly ludicrous. But he was hung far better than she 
could ever have imagined. His cock must have been twice the size of young 
Craig's.


"And I know goddamn well these panties are the same ones you were wearing 
last night. I warm your hot little pussy up from the outside, then he comes 
in and takes them off!"


It was true. She knew every word of it was true, and there wasn't a thing 
she could say in her own defense.


"Well come on, you goddamn prick-tease! Roll over and get that goddamn 
bathrobe off. I'm gonna show you what it feels like to be fucked by a real 
man."


"Nooo!" she cried again, a little convulsion shaking-the softness of her 
nearly naked body. But she knew even that was true. She was a prick-tease, 
and she'd taken some kind of sadistic pleasure in the way Mac had groveled 
for the favors of her body. And the enjoyment she'd derived from leading him 
on and then denying him had been exquisite.


"Come on, goddamn you!" Mac roared again, bouncing nakedly on the 
bedsprings.


"No, please," Jenny whimpered.


"All right! I'll teach you to turn your ass to me!"


In a sudden vicious motion Mac seized the robe by the hem and jerked it up 
to expose the ripeness of Jenny's tightly rounded buttocks, twitching 
suddenly before his eyes and clencbng together in spontaneous reflex to 
protect her little puckered anus nestled invitingly in between. He'd lifted 
his hand, palm open, in his rage intending to spank her naked ass. But 
instead the hand came down slowly as he stared at the smoothly cleft 
ass-cheeks, the soft backs of Jenny's thighs and the silken little curls of 
cunt hair sticking out from around the back of the glistening vaginal slit, 
separated by less than half an inch of pinkish flesh from the tightly 
forbidden little rectal entrance. He felt her body tense on the bed as his 
hand came to rest on the full round moons of her helplessly exposed 
buttocks, his finger tracing a light path over her anus as she clenched them 
again, then plunging smoothly down to the hair-lined vaginal slit.


In spite of everything Jenny's body jerked with a delicious spasm of desire 
as she felt the unexpectedly gentle contact of Mac's finger inching down 
across the sensitive hps of her pussy. She sobbed again in protest, still 
lying prone on her belly, her elbows shoved up beneath her breasts and hands 
covering her face. She'd rolled over and hidden her face almost the very 
instant Mac had taken off his trousers. She'd never seen him naked before, 
and that glimpse had been too brief for her to really get any sort of true 
picture. Now, perhaps as a result of the surprising gentility of his touch, 
she found herself curious. But she resisted the urge to look around, 
remaining motionless except for a subtle and involuntary motion of her naked 
buttocks as she felt the exquisitely teasing sensation of his fingers 
beginning to softly part the flanged hps of her cunt and spread the smoothly 
flowing moisture up and down the tingling little slit.


Then her buttocks jerked slightly as he spread the moisture suddenly 
backward, a little lightning-like stab of fire shooting straight up into the 
most sensitive depths of her rectum as his middle finger pressed the 
moisture up against the defensively clenched hole of her anus.


"Ooooh!" she moaned as the pressure increased, trying to screw her buttocks 
down in retreat. Her eyes opened wide and she stared straight ahead in shock 
and dismay as she felt Mac's finger slip suddenly into the tiny orifice and 
burrow searingly up into the rubbery flesh.


For a moment the sheer intensity of the sensation froze Jenny to shocked and 
helpless immobility as the finger sank relentlessly deeper into her 
quivering rectal tightness, causing her whole body to tense and tremble from 
the fiery stimulation.


"Aaaaagggghhh! Uuhhhnggg!" Jenny groaned and grunted as she felt the 
intrustion continue in spite of all her attempts to clench her buttocks and 
contract the little puckered hole in resistance. The finger buried itself up 
to the first knuckle, then continued the shocking penetration until it was 
embedded all the way up into the sensitively forbidden flesh of her rectum. 
At the same time Mac's thumb had slipped easily back into the now moistly 
slick orifice of Jenny's vagina, contrasting an irresistible sensation of 
pleasure with the devastating invasion of her anus, and as her uncontrolled 
moans and groans continued, he began to twirl his finger in a cruel 
stretching motion up inside her rectal cavity and gently squeezed between 
his thumb and middle finger the tender membrane that separated it from her 
vagina.


"Oh!" she cried out again as he enlarged the stretching circle, then at last 
jerked her face around to look back over her shoulder at him.


The sight that greeted her was one she could hardly even recognize. Mac's 
eyes were lust-crazed. A thin coating of sweat shone on his face, and he sat 
almost in cross-legged position on the bed, the bulging erection of his cock 
looming up in chilling threat, his fingers continuing their relentless 
violation of both the tender orifices of her loins. He grinned madly back at 
her, wiggling his finger inside her tortured rectum to cause even greater 
shivers and spasms to shake her body.


Then slowly he started to draw the finger out of her tight anal flesh, 
causing even more strained whimpers to escape her as the rubbery walls 
seemed to cling in resistance.


"Ooh!" she gasped. "Oh, Mac! Be careful!"


"I'll teach you to fuck a fourteen year old boy and then wave your ass at 
me!"


With a sudden pop the finger slipped completely out of the sensitive 
tightness, causing another soft cry from Jenny as she felt Mac's thumb worm 
even deeper into her tenderly moistened vagina and again move backward over 
the thin dividing membrane to push the slick moisture up over the now opened 
hole of her anus.


"Kneel up," he said, pushing on the backs of her knees with his free hand as 
he continued to work the slick moisture around the puckered rubbery ring.


Staring at him with awe, she did his bidding. She knew there was no 
resisting him tonight. He wanted her and he was going to have her, and if he 
demanded she submit to the "dog fashioned" position, after what she'd put 
him through she could hardly object to the humiliation involved. She closed 
her eyes, again burying her face in her hands as Mac moved to station 
himself on his knees behind her. Then a sudden shiver went through her whole 
body as she felt the thickly throbbing head of Mac's penis prod 
threateningly up between her proffered buttocks, not at the moistly offered 
slit of her vagina but right down in the crack of her ass-cheeks at the 
entrance to the little finger-moistened anus.


"Oh no, Mac!" Jenny cried in desperation as his true intentions suddenly 
dawned on her.


She clenched her buttocks desperately together, but the obscene placement of 
the thick shaft of his penis kept them helplessly parted. She tried to 
slither forward on the bed, but he seized her around the waist and with his 
superior strength pulled her back, bending her legs at the knees, stretching 
the soft skin of her upper thighs and ripely revealed buttocks, parting her 
ass-cheeks even wider to better expose the defenseless little hole of her 
anus.


Jenny couldn't even believe the perverted act he had in mind. She thought it 
must be the most terrible and sinful thing two human beings could do 
together. Of course with her medical training she was familiar with it, but 
somehow she'd never believed it was more than a depraved fantasy that had 
crept somehow by accident into the sex therapy books. And now it was about 
to happen to her and in spite of all her fear and revulsion, she found a 
warped intrigue in it, and she could not quite help but think it was a 
fitting end for a woman like herself who had so lasciviously corrupted a 
fourteen year old boy for the sake of her own twisted pleasure.


Then Jenny grunted as her body lurched forward again from the sudden wild 
stimulation as the blood-filled cock-head that parted her ass-cheeks lunged 
right up against the tightly resisting opening of her anus and began to worm 
its way inside. The sudden white-hot pain caused tears to rush swiftly to 
her eyes and spill in glistening droplets down her cheeks as she shivered 
and trembled, flaying her head from side to side in protest as Mac's loins 
lunged fiercely against her upthrust buttocks and the thick shaft of flesh 
surged forward into her warmly clasping rectal tightness until she felt his 
pubic hair tickle in between her ass-cheeks and the taut sac that held his 
lust-inflamed testicles slapped lightly against the pulsing slit of her 
pussy and the tingling little bud of her clitoris.


She was kneeling in helpless submission across the bed with her buttocks 
shoved vulnerably up into the air, Mac now mounting her like an animal from 
behind to only compound her disgrace and shame, his massive cock looming 
right up between her ass-cheeks to completely skewer her. She was hopelessly 
impaled now. She had taken his surging rod of flesh to the hilt in her most 
forbidden orifice.


Sobbing from her pain and humiliation, Jenny dropped her face down to rest 
on her hands as she felt Mac begin to move behind her, flexing and throbbing 
the lust-engorged hardness of his penis deeper up inside her resisting 
rectal tightness, causing new stabs of shocking sensation to dart 
relentlessly out through her fearfully trembling body.


But it wasn't as bad as she'd expected, and at least the worst was over. And 
even the pain was tempered by a more vividly titillating sensation of 
masochistic pleasure. Her loins were on fire from the lewd skewering up 
between her helplessly wide-spread ass-cheeks and she could feel the juices 
flowing from the hotly tingling lips of her cunt to spill teasingly down the 
softness of her thighs.


As Mac began to move more swiftly, yet still in a gentle screwing almost as 
if in spite of his anger he was concerned for her, Jenny's cries of agony 
evolved gradually into mewls and whimpers of passion.


"God it's tight, Jenny!" she heard him mumble behind her. "It's so tight I 
can hardly get it in and out."


"Ooh! Oh, careful!"


Gradually Mac began to squirm his buttocks in a slow undulating rhythm, 
fucking in smoother and longer strokes in and out of her lewdly stretched 
anus. Jenny's helpless body remained limp but a moment longer, then slowly 
she began to squirm her own buttocks backward, twisting and rotating her 
naked ass-cheeks to even further increase the wanton stimulation of his 
throbbing rod of flesh screwing in and out of her defenselessly yielding 
rectum.


She felt Mac's hands drop from her flanks, moving beneath her body and up 
between her thighs to brush teasingly through the moistened strands of the 
hairs of her cunt and find titillating contact with the pulsing little bud 
of her clitoris. She shivered from the almost unbearable contrast of 
sensation, his cock now throbbing and flexing viciously into the tightness 
of her anus bringing continued cries of pain from her hps, the finger 
stroking swiftly over the sensitive little clitoral bud causing delicious 
spasms of delight to fire out through her quivering pussy flesh. Her 
responses were hopelessly confused, and the state of delirium she was thrust 
into only rendered her more receptive to the raw stimulation. She was moving 
to another plane of consciousness, a daydream state in which the whole value 
system of sensation was overturned. It no longer seemed to matter what she 
felt - only that she did feel something. And she'd never in her life felt 
anything even remotely like this.


Behind her, Mac glowered in triumph as he lengthened and intensified his 
strokes, watching Jenny begin to twist and writhe her torso as if in pagan 
dance before him, her buttocks jerking wildly against his hairy loins as he 
rammed up into the almost unbearable tightness of her anus. If she'd denied 
her precious little pussy to him all this time, fucking her this way must be 
ten times better anyway. It was so tight he could hardly even work the 
enlarged shaft of his cock in and out. The tightly clasping walls were like 
an elastic sheath. They squeezed down rubberily as if they would crush his 
penis and milk the welling cum out of the throbbing cock-shaft before it was 
even ready.


And most important of all, Jenny was enjoying it. She was getting a real 
fucking now and she knew it, and Mac knew that after this she would be his 
and his alone. No fourteen year old boy was going to beat him out of his 
woman, and the determination he felt at that thought prompted Mac only to 
increase the savagely racking lunges of his buttocks. He rammed his cock in 
and out of her with sheerly brutal force, his loins making smacking sounds 
against her proffered buttocks, jolting her whole wantonly thrashing body.


Then gradually he slacked off as he heard an even more desperate cry burst 
to her Hps. In spite of the fact that it thrilled him sadistically and that 
after all she'd done to him she had it coming, Mac didn't want to hurt her 
too badly. He didn't want to spoil things between them completely.


"Sorry, love," he whispered in a gasp. "I know I'm hurting you, but..."


Mac's voice trailed off at the sight of her lust-contorted face as she 
looked back over her shoulder at him. "No!" she wailed deliriously. "No, you 
stupid oaf! I love it! Can't you see that I love it?"


Mac could hardly believe the jumble of incoherent obscenities that spewed 
from her lips after that as she began hunching and thrusting her buttocks 
back in earnest around the impaling shaft of his cock, wiggling and rotating 
them, thrashing and writhing her body in lewd abandon to the pain-pleasure 
stimulus of the obscene skewering of her rectum.


He grunted in even more lustful excitement to her unexpected response, 
suddenly unleashing the full fury of his own arousal in an even mightier 
lunge up into the tightness of her contracting anus, at the same time 
dropping his finger from her quivering cuntal flesh to seize the flaring 
bones of her pelvis and pull her back even harder against him.


Then suddenly he caught his breath, a shiver passing through his own body.


"Goddamn it," he gasped, ceasing his movements for an instant to stop the 
titillating friction of her rubbery inner walls crushing glove-like down 
around his cock.


"Noooo!" Jenny wailed in protest, realizing what was happening, unable to 
control the spontaneous jerking motions of her own ripened ass-cheeks back 
against him.


Mac tried with all his might to hold it, but the tightness around his cock 
just felt too good. That, combined with the sadistic stimulation of taking 
her in the most ruthless and most humiliating fashion was more than he could 
resist, and suddenly lie new there was no need for further attempts at 
control. Nothing was going to stop him from cumming now. Not even jerking it 
out of her would have helped at this point.


"Cum with me, Jenny," he grunted as he resumed his shattering strokes. "Cum 
with me!"


"I can't cum like this!" she cried, looking back at him in desperation. 
"Don't you know anything? Put your hand on my pussy!"


Again Mac reached around her and dropped his hand desperately between her 
thighs, running his fingers back up into the moist dark curls of pubic hair 
and along the sensuously parted vaginal hps. With a loud gasp he resumed the 
racking thrusts of his pulsating cock up inside her lewdly violated 
tightness, his loins crashing into the high-waving ass-cheeks to jolt her 
whole naked body as he felt the hot semen well up in his testicles and begin 
to spurt in flooding torrents up into the churning depths of her rectum.


"My clitoris, Mac!" Jenny sobbed, twisting and jerking her naked buttocks 
wildly before him. "Please make me cum too."


Mac continued to rack her body with his driving thrusts, his fingers working 
feverishly at the softly pulsing hps of her cunt and the almost rigid little 
clitoral nipple. Then as the last drops of sperm squirted from the 
palpitating head of his cock and he felt it begin almost immediately to 
deflate, his motions slackened and his body began to droop on hers.


Then his hand dropped away from her lust-tortured cunt and he sagged 
backward in exhaustion, gasping for breath.


"Oh God, Mac!" Jenny pleaded. Then her voice faded as she looked back over 
her shoulder. He was still on his knees on the bed, his naked, hairy body 
tilting drunkenly, his eyelids almost closed.


Gradually he sank down to a doubled heap. In another half minute he was 
snoring loudly.


Chapter Seven


There are times when things can be felt without a doubt. It was thus when 
Jenny got to school the next morning. The day before she'd had an inkling, 
dismissed as one might dismiss a foul weather report before a weekend; now 
it dawned upon her with devastating impact. Craig had talked! And of course 
there was not the slightest reason to have ever assumed that he wouldn't. To 
have fucked the school nurse would have been too much a secret for a boy his 
age to keep, and not long after she arrived at the school she realized how 
obvious this should have been to her, and counted herself a fool for having 
ever entertained the idea that she might be able to carry on her affair with 
the youngster without his contemporaries knowing every titillating detail.


This, however, was all before there'd been any direct evidence in the 
actions of the students. It was all by implication, the whispers that ceased 
suddenly when Jenny walked into a room, an occassional whistle or catcall 
behind her back, the looks she got from the students ol "both sexes. It was 
only at the end of the third period that Jenny got her first direct 
reference to what had happened between her and Craig. She passed a group of 
three boys in the hallway and one of them called behind her: "Hey, Miss 
Lane. Have you got a pair of panties for me too?"


Jenny was crushed by that. She hadn't even looked back. As tears of shame 
filled her eyes she fled, almost at a run, the rest of the way down the hall 
and out the back door to the little clinic behind the school.


She couldn't bring herself to go to lunch. She knew there was a likelihood 
that some of the faculty members, even aside from Mac, might also have heard 
about what had happened, and she just couldn't face them right now. Jenny 
thought she would have packed up and gone, left her terrible shame behind 
and avoided confronting anyone, were it not for one reason. Even in spite of 
the fact that Craig had betrayed her, she wanted him again. She couldn't 
help it. Those two nights spent with the young boy had almost been worth all 
the hardship they had cost her, and by now the damage was already done in 
any event. She might as well have what she wanted; it was already paid for.


Jenny felt a little tremor pass through her body just at the thought of it. 
Last night's terrible episode with Mac had only served to increase and 
intensify her lust. She had never been so used and humiliated in her life, 
but somehow in the end she hadn't been able to quell her own obscene and 
lascivious response to the degrading assault. And then the clod had left her 
hanging. He'd passed out on the bed even as Jenny had continued to tremble 
and whimper with unfulfilled want, the lingering soreness in her anus almost 
completely obliterated by the frustration of her need. She'd moved into the 
living room to try to sleep on the couch, but she'd tossed and turned for 
what she thought must have been several hours. At last she'd taken two pills 
to knock herself out. In the morning when she woke, he was gone.


Sitting now in the clinic, Jenny ate nothing but a chocolate bar she'd had 
in her purse, then tried to occupy herself by reading a novel condensation 
in a women's magazine. But it was impossible to concentrate. Her nerves were 
jangled. Her unsatisfied desire was a constant nagging that was almost 
driving her out of her mind. She was desperately afraid that any moment 
someone might come to the clinic, either one of the students or one of the 
faculty members, and now she could face neither. And all these factors were 
complicated by the fact that Craig was due to come and visit her during his 
free period at two o'clock.


Now every minute seemed like an eternity as she waited. She was almost 
afraid to see the young boy now and she dreaded the arrival of that 
appointed hour. But at the same time she longed desperately for his 
appearance, and she dreamed that somehow the teenager might be able to give 
her a satisfactory explanation of why he'd betrayed her. Even if it were a 
he she would be almost grateful for it now. For' the youngster's betrayal 
disturbed her more than all her disgrace. If she could get things right 
between herself and him, or even if she were able to pretend they were right 
and bring herself to make love to him again, Jenny thought she could endure 
the rest of her troubles.


Trying to tear herself out of her reverie, Jenny returned to the book 
condensation, forcing herself to read even though it didn't interest her. 
The last half hour of waiting was the longest of all, for it was then that 
she began clock watching. She must have checked the time every three or four 
minutes. Yet when the two o'clock bell sounded she was so startled she 
almost jumped out of her seat, and all her anticipation turned to dread.


It was hardly a minute later when the door opened and Craig walked in.


"Hello, Miss Lane," he said, smiling brightly as he shut the door behind 
himself.


Jenny looked up almost fearfully at the young boy. And as he stood there 
just inside the door, still smiling brightly back at her, his eyes straying 
almost innocently down to the inviting swells of her voluptuous breasts 
straining against the thin material of her nurse's uniform, it seemed that 
all her emotions moved at once to the fore of her mind, clashing and 
juxtaposing in confusing montage.


She didn't know what to say, or what to do. She didn't even know how she 
felt, during that long period of silence as she stared at the teenager, her 
eyes wild-looking and glossed over, her mouth dry, her heart pounding 
furiously in her breast.


She'd vowed and repeated the vow all day long that no matter how much she 
wanted Craig, she would cut him off cold if he didn't have an explanation 
for the wrong he'd done her by talking all over school about how he'd been 
to bed with her. But now she almost wanted to forget that, to pretend 
everything was still perfect between them, her secret kept. She wanted to 
tell him to come to her house to make love with her again tonight and leave 
it at that, bearing stoically the burden of her shame. But as badly as she 
longed for the youngster, she knew she had to stick to her resolve. She knew 
that even if her body responded, her mind would hold back. Jenny suspected 
she might not even be able to get an orgasm by making love with Craig until 
she was satisfied that the wrong he had surely done her had not been done in 
spite, or even in disregard for her feelings and well-being. And now somehow 
she had to seize control of her lust and hunger, she had to think 
rationally.


"What's the matter, Miss Lane?" Craig asked finally to break the silence.


"I think you know," Jenny said in a trembling voice.


The youngster frowned. "I don't understand."


"Oh Craig!" Jenny gasped, looking at the boy pleadingly. "Don't you know I'm 
ruined here? Don't you know my reputation is completely ruined and for all I 
know I'll lose my job and be ... be run out of town or something?"


Craig shrugged, walking slowly toward the desk behind which she sat, his 
eyes still drifting eagerly down to the high-set swells of her breasts that 
heaved and strained with her heavy breathing.


"Why did you tell the whole school about what was happening between you and 
me?"


The young boy stopped suddenly, his face blanching. Then a puzzled look came 
into his eyes. "I... don't understand what you're talking about, Miss Lane?"


"Don't you he to me, Craig Phillips!" Jenny hissed, standing up, all her 
pent up anger seeming to flare at once up into her breast.


"Miss Lane, please. I don't know what you're talking about," Craig 
protested.


"The whole school knows about us," Jenny said, raising her voice. "And if 
you didn't tell them I'd like to know who did."


Craig swallowed, looking down at the floor. Then he raised his eyes slowly. 
"I can't tell you. I mean ... it was an accident. It was just an accident 
and it wasn't really me."


"Don't lie to me, I said." Jenny paused, glaring in silence for an instant. 
Then she gave out with a short burst of incongruous laughter, almost 
hysterical sounding. "I bet you've really felt like a big man around here 
these last two days, telling everyone about how you fucked the school nurse. 
Probably telling them how I sucked your little cock. Maybe even telling them 
what I did the night you window-peeped and saw me ... masturbating."


Craig knew he was going to have to think fast. If Miss Lane cut him off now, 
while he had Tommy and Harry outside waiting and no telling how many other 
boys counting on him to line them up with the school nurse as soon as he 
could fit them in, he was going to really look like a fool. They'd probably 
even think he was lying about having fucked her himself and having her suck 
his cock and all the rest.


"I bet you really have felt like a big shot," she repeated sarcastically.


"I talk in my sleep," Craig said.


"What?"


"I talk in my sleep."


Jenny looked at the boy curiously for a moment. "What do you mean?"


"One of my friends - but I can't tell you who, because it's not his fault 
and I don't want to get him in trouble with you - spent the night with me, 
the same night I came to your apartment. I said something in my sleep. I 
said: 'Miss Lane, can I fuck you again', and he heard me."


"You don't expect me to believe that, Craig. So please don't insult my 
intelligence. He'd just think it was a nocturnal emission ... a wet dream."


"That's what he thought, all right," Craig said, hanging his head. "He just 
thought it was funny and asked me about it the next morning, and I freaked 
out and gave it away. I mean I turned white and got nervous and he started 
pressing me with these questions and I tried to he but every he I told just 
made ... what really happened all more clear." He shrugged. "I guess he told 
some kids, but I didn't think any of them believed it. I thought everything 
was all right."


Jenny looked at the young boy in silence for a moment, studying his 
half-averted eyes intently as he fidgeted sheepishly before her. It was far 
fetched, but it could be true. It wasn't completely impossible that it had 
happened that way. Jenny took a deep breath, her eyes glistening as she 
looked down pleadingly at the boy. She flicked her tongue softly out of her 
mouth to moisten her sensuously parted hps, her body trembling.


She was about to decide she did believe him when it hit her. The panties!


"Oh, you little devil!" she said, her face turning hard, her eyes becoming 
fiery again. "You must think you're very smart. But just how does that 
explain the panties?"


"I'm sorry, Miss Lane. I just wasn't thinking when I did that I know it was 
stealing, but I sort of figured you wouldn't really mind, and... see, I once 
read a book, a dirty book, about this guy that every time he went to bed 
with a woman he took her panties, and now he was an old man and he had 
hundreds of them. And that... was my first pair."


"And how did Mac get them?" she continued in the same tone of sarcasm, 
looking at him with building anger.


"Mac?" Craig's face paled and his eyes dropped. So that was what happened to 
them. Mr. MacDonald must have heard something and got the master key to the 
lockers. And all this time he'd been thinking one of the other boys had 
stolen them and trying to figure out how he'd done it.


"That's right, Smarty Pants. Mac come over to my apartment with them. He 
must have found them in your bedroom, I guess?"


"My ... friend took them. That's another way he knew I was lying."


"Craig Phillips! Mac as much as told me he got them from you, and if you 
hadn't brought them to school... well, he couldn't have. And there's only 
one reason you'd want to bring my panties here to this school, and that's 
because you wanted to prove what you'd been ... bragging about!"


Craig's eyes dropped and again he hung his head shamefully. Jenny glared at 
him silently. There was a moment when she would have liked to hit him, to 
box him as hard as she could on the side of the head, to lash out and find 
some release for all her pent up rage and frustration. And she thought she 
might have been on the verge of doing just that when it suddenly hit her: 
she couldn't remember now if Mac had used his actual name or not. 
Frantically her mind raced back over the horrible nightmare of Mac's visit 
and subsequent assault on her defenseless body and genitals and the final 
degradation of forced sodomy to which he'd subjected her to. It was still a 
hazy memory in her mind, surreal and distorted. But now it seemed that Mac 
hadn't actually said Craig's name. He'd referred to him once as a punk and 
she had defended him, also without calling him by name. And when she'd first 
been confronted with the panties and asked him where he'd gotten them, he'd 
said only: "You know where I got them." He hadn't used Craig's name then 
either. He hadn't used it at all!


"Oh Craig," Jenny said with a soft sob, all the emotion and relief welling 
up in her breasts, a constricting tightness coming into her throat as she 
tried to choke back the tears.


He was telling the truth. Or at least, it seemed reasonable enough that she 
should at least trust him until he was proven guilty. She hadn't been 
maliciously betrayed, and even if the rest of her problems loomed just as 
dark as before, at least it hadn't been Craig's intention to get her into 
trouble.


Jenny moved toward the youngster, who stared back at her with astonishment. 
"Mac didn't say your name!" she exclaimed in a voice that was almost choked. 
"He never mentioned your name, and I just took for granted it was you he was 
talking about."


Then she reached out, running her fingers hungrily through his hair before 
her hand dropped to his shoulders and she pulled him to her body, snuggling 
the softly rounded mounds of her breasts against his face, showering kisses 
down on the top of his head and over his ear.


For a moment Craig didn't know what to do. He'd been so sure all was lost, 
and he was about to give up on his scheme of trying to seduce the school 
nurse and get his friends laid. Then, as he nuzzled his nose between the 
wide-set swells of her breasts, protected by the tightly constricting 
brassiere she wore beneath her thin nurse's uniform, he began to realize 
that she had at the last minute decided to believe him.


As Jenny continued to hug the young boy to the inviting softness of her 
body, Craig lifted his hands slowly to the sides of her full breasts, 
crushing and kneading them gently as she purred and whispered into his ear, 
her body shaking with the gentle convulsions of her joyful sobs. The 
youngster continued to gently stroke the voluptuous mounds of her breasts, 
moving up to his tiptoes to kiss along the soft smooth flesh of her neck, 
his hands dropping down her back to seize the tightly rounded half-moons of 
her buttocks as he squirmed his pelvis eagerly to her smooth thighs.


Then suddenly her body stiffened and she tried to push him away. "Oh no, 
Craig. No, please! Don't do that!"


He clung to her even as she retreated back toward the desk, his hands 
pulling at the material of her uniform skirt to draw it up along her thighs, 
his teeth nibbling gently at the soft skin on the curve of her shoulder.


"We can't do that here, Craig," Jenny moaned in protest. "And when you touch 
me like that you make me so hot I can hardly stand it."


In spite of Jenny's protest Craig continued to work at her uniform skirt 
until he'd lifted it completely up off the lush mounds of her buttocks. With 
a desperate whimper, Jenny retreated another step as the youngster pulled 
her panties down far enough to half expose her softly curling pubic hair. 
Then the backs of her naked thighs caught on the edge of her desk, causing 
her to lose her balance and sprawl flat on her back across it, her legs 
dangling off from the knees, her panties pulled down near the tops of her 
thighs, the uniform skirt bunched lewdly high about her waist.


Craig knew he was going to have to use every trick he could think of to get 
Miss Lane to put out right here on the campus, and the idea that popped into 
his head was just too good to resist. He'd heard the older boys talking 
about eating pussy, but until a few days ago he wouldn't have dreamed he'd 
ever think seriously of doing it himself. But now the prospect caused an 
even more intense excitement to surge in his loins, and from everything he'd 
been told, women liked having their cunts licked and sucked better than 
anything a guy could do to them. Some of the boys said if you could ever get 
a girl to let you kiss her between the thighs there wasn't a way in the 
world they'd be able to stop you from fucking them.


Jenny lay almost motionless across the desk, stunned, fighting an inner war 
with her consuming lust. It was complete nonsense for her to even be here 
with Craig after the whole school was already talking about them. But just 
the brief contact had excited her almost beyond belief. Tonight now seemed 
like an eternity away, and her whole body was crying out for the 
satisfaction that had been denied her with Mac.


"No, Craig," she whispered softly, her hands moving slowly and only 
half-heartedly down toward her lewdly exposed loins. Then her eyes widened 
with shock as the boy leaned forward, stooping so that his face was poised 
right over the softness of her thighs and her half-revealed cunt nestled so 
invitingly between them. Then she gasped as she realized what he intended.


For some reason, Jenny almost completely froze in terror at the prospect. It 
excited her beyond belief, and the very thought of this little boy whom she 
so adored kissing and licking between her thighs, paying her the ultimate 
homage a man could pay a woman, seemed like more than she could ever deserve 
in her life. But she knew it was also the ultimate perversion for her to 
desire such a thing from a fourteen year old boy who only days ago had been 
an innocent child. It seemed the final corruption and Jenny could not help 
but imagine what


Craig's parents might think of her if she let him do what he intended. They 
would be perfectly in their rights if they had her prosecuted for 
contributing to the delinquency of a minor and statutory rape and everything 
else in the book.


Then a soft cry of protest escaped her hps as Craig's face dropped suddenly 
lower and his tongue flicked out to brush tantalizingly into the soft 
curling strands of cunt hair sticking up just above the narrow waistband of 
her panties. A shiver shook her whole body, an electrifying current of 
perverse delight that rendered her still unable to move or resist.


"No, Craig. Please don't do that," she whimpered. "Come to my house 
tonight."


"I can't wait," the teenager groaned. "I've been thinking about this all 
day."


Then, working the panties lower to finally expose her smoothly rounded 
buttocks and the forbidden area of thin, silken pubic hair and even the 
softly pulsing little slit of her pussy, Craig plunged his face lower 
between her trembling thighs.


The sudden moist contact of his tongue on her sparsely-haired flesh sent an 
unwanted chill of delight racing up the whole length of her spine. Then her 
body shivered as she felt his tongue tracing downward and his fingers moving 
up to pull her thighs wide apart, stretching and tearing the panties that 
still clutched at her knees. A shudder rippled through her naked flesh as 
his fingers stroked into the hair that fringed her beckoning pussy-slit, 
softly parting the tingling hps. Then she cried out wantonly at the sudden 
electrifying contact of his tongue upon the little pink bud of her clitoris.


Jill lifted her head off the desk, staring with disbelief down at the 
youngster's face hovering over the defenseless softness of her loins between 
her nakedly wide-splayed thighs. The moistened pink flesh of her vagina was 
presented up to his eyes in helpless sacrifice. She lay trembling before him 
on the desk, watching his tongue slowly circling his hps in nervous 
preparation for the ravishment he planned.


Then suddenly with a slow outward movement of his thumbs, Craig drew apart 
the fleshy pink lips of her cunt to even better expose the soft inner folds 
that glistened with the freely flowing moisture of her excitement. Groaning 
hungrily, he dropped his head down to swipe the full length of his tongue up 
into the wildly throbbing cuntal slit.


Another soft sob rose to her hps and her body jerked in a sudden convulsion, 
her buttocks grinding down against the top of the desk from the maddening 
attack. Then with a soft sucking of his lips Jimmy drew the throbbing bud of 
her clitoris wetly into his hot mouth, nibbling at it with the tips of his 
teeth until she cried out as another lewd spasm shook her whole body.


"Oooooh! Oooooooooh!" Jenny moaned, hardly able to believe the shattering 
sensations that surged out so suddenly through her loins from the 
youngster's submissive licking of her cunt. It was too obscene for words and 
she whimpered in lewd abandon beneath the depraved assault, her head still 
lifted off the desk to gaze down in horrified fascination as the teenage 
boy's face pushed down even harder against her warmly quivering loins. It 
was insane! It was so insane! The door wasn't even locked and anybody might 
come walking in at any minute. But even knowing that, Jenny was unable to 
make herself tell Craig to stop, even just for long enough to lock the door.


An even more stimulating chill shot through her almost prone body, Jenny 
lowered her head back on the desk, lunging her buttocks upward in 
spontaneous submission to the delicious current of excitement that coursed 
out suddenly from his wanton licking and sucking as Craig began to feast in 
earnest on the defenselessly wide held flesh of her cunt. Tiny wisps of 
forbidden pleasure began to swell deep down in her belly as the boy's lewdly 
flicking tongue burrowed to its full length right up into the trembling 
vaginal opening. She cried out deliriously, her buttocks bouncing and 
twitching. Then again she lifted her head to gaze down at the teenage boy's 
bobbing face between her widely parted thighs.


"Ooooh, oooooooh!" she purred in lascivious longing as she began a more 
rhythmic hunching motion of her loins up against Craig's lewdly buried face. 
Spasms of delight were shooting out over every tingling inch of her flesh as 
she completely shed her inhibitions and began to respond, the lustful 
currents growing deep inside her, sweeping her to a level of craving she 
could never have thought existed.


Then with an even louder cry Jenny's hands dropped down to run eagerly 
through Craig's hair, pulling his face even tighter to her loins, closing 
her thighs hungrily about his ears. She sobbed out her spiraling need in an 
incessant stream of delirium as she felt his tongue swishing softly up into 
the inner reaches of her tingling vaginal flesh, her hips jerking and 
lunging in lascivious abandon as little tremors of ecstasy coursed out from 
her quivering cuntal lips. Then suddenly in an even more desperate motion 
she dropped her hands from his hair down to his shoulders and started to 
push him back out from between her thighs.


As wonderful as it felt to have the young boy kissing and licking her cunt, 
she knew it wasn't enough to give her the satisfaction her lust-tortured 
body ultimately demanded. She had to have his cock inside her. She had to be 
fucked. And she didn't think she could stand to wait through another minute 
of this maddening stimulation that was pushing her craving to the point of 
insanity.


"All right, Craig," she whimpered in a quaking voice. "That's enough. I 
can't stand anymore of that. I want you to fuck me. Right now."


Gasping for breath, Craig raised his head up. He licked his lips, looking at 
the school nurse with an excitement that must have matched her own. He knew 
he had her where he wanted her now. When his two friends got here she'd be 
glad to see them.


Jenny gazed almost with astonishment down at her half-exposed body. She 
thought she'd never seen such an obscene sight in her life. Her skirt was 
still bunched up about her waist. Her panties hung in shreds at one knee. 
Her smoothly tanned thighs were still splayed out widely and the exposed hps 
of her cunt glistened with flowing moisture that mingled with the saliva of 
the fourteen year old boy who'd so submissively sucked and licked at her 
pussy until she was completely out of her mind with lust. Nestled in the 
thin black hair she could just glimpse the swollen pink bud of her clitoris.


"I've got to lock the door," Jenny whispered deliriously.


"I'll get it," Craig said quickly. He walked hurriedly over to it, then 
paused. "I guess I better make sure there's nobody outside."


"Yes."


The young boy opened the door and looked out triumphantly at his two young 
friends, who waited beneath the shade tree on the opposite side of the walk 
that ran behind the clinic. He winked and held up five fingers. As they 
nodded eagerly, Craig stepped back inside and closed the door. He didn't 
lock it.


Chapter Eight


Her body quivering from the lustful excitement that surged out of control 
through her tongue-ravished loins, Jenny watched the young boy strip off his 
clothes as she removed her own uniform in a frenzy. They'd moved to a little 
room in the back of the clinic which contained a bed for students to rest on 
in the event they were sick or had suffered an accident that didn't warrant 
an actual trip to the hospital. Jenny still knew what she was doing was 
sheer insanity, but at least the door was locked and if someone intruded 
there would be time for her to get dressed and Craig to hide. And after the 
way she had almost denied him, jumping to the conclusion that he had wronged 
her when there had not been real proof of that, she felt she had to make it 
up to him the only way she knew how. Even more compelling was the fact that 
at this point she couldn't have resisted anyway. She'd never been so hot in 
her life. Her desire was like a hot fiery ball in her belly and every inch 
of her sensuously aroused flesh cried out for release.


A soft sob swelled in Jenny's throat as she shed her brassiere to completely 
expose the upthrust nakedness of her breasts, then with a wriggling motion 
of her hips peeled the nearly transparent panties down the lithe softness of 
her amber thighs. Naked, she lay down on the bed, her breath coming in 
strained gasps as she watched Craig remove his own trousers. She licked her 
Hps hungrily in response to the sight of his young cock throbbing up inside 
his jockey shorts, then moaned as he peeled them off, bending it down, then 
freeing it suddenly so the erect shaft jerked upwards in a lewd springing 
motion to almost slap against his belly above the sparse curls of newly 
grown hair at his loins. Then as he approached the bed and climbed up on it, 
the school nurse lunged her whole naked body upwards, her arms wrapping 
around the teen-ager's torso to pull him down eagerly upon her. She covered 
his lips with hers, her tongue swiping hungrily into his mouth to taste the 
sweet juices of her own cunt that lingered on his tongue. She moved her hand 
down between their tightly straining bodies to seek out the lust-inflamed 
hardness of his cock and fit it up between her trembling thighs, the 
throbbing head burrowing through the soft-curling fringe of hair and right 
up into the lasciviously moistening lips of her pussy.


Jenny was almost ready to cum at the instant of entry. The wanton licking 
and sucking of her cunt had driven her beyond the bounds of sanity. Her 
sensitivity had already been heightened by her emotional state, and her 
sense of reconciliation with the youngster to whom she'd become so attached 
had further increased her vulnerability to the lewd physical stimulation, 
driving her to a degree of lustful frenzy that was almost beyond her own 
comprehension. She whimpered softly, feeling the boy shiver as he lunged 
down suddenly and the rigid little shaft of his flesh wormed teasingly right 
up into her quivering vaginal warmth. A low wail rose in her throat and her 
hips trembled on the softness of the mattress as Craig's body sank down 
harder against her and she felt the tightly resisting flesh of her pussy 
yield and part before the hungry onslaught of his penis.


Jenny groaned, splaying her thighs out wider to allow the youngster greater 
access to her aching cuntal depths as the shudders began to dart through her 
body from the feel of his hands working eagerly over the voluptuous curves 
of her flesh and he began to lunge his cock in swift, tantalizing motions in 
and out of her quivering cuntal softness. She cried out in feverish delight 
to the hotly palpitating hardness flexing and jerking farther up into the 
moistly enveloping warmth of her cunt, and she bucked madly at him, the 
surging lust completely out of control, her lascivious cries of passion 
echoing in resounding animal grunts. Her head flayed wildly from side to 
side on the mattress, her eyes were slits as she strained for the climax she 
already felt building undeniably in her lust-tortured loins. Then suddenly 
her body stiffened and her eyes opened wide in horror.


The door had opened and two more young boys, Tommy Turner and Harry Parker, 
had stepped into the room.


"Oh Craig!" she cried in a sudden anguished wail.


The youngster lifted his head to gaze with a lewd grin down at her, never 
breaking the rhythm of his wanton cock-thrusts up into the defenselessly 
splayed flesh of her loins so that in spite of all her hurt and anger and 
disappointment, her buttocks continued to respond in little spasmodic jerks 
and hunches. "Oh Craig!"


He had told! She knew it now. And this had ah been arranged. When he'd 
stepped outside the door, supposedly to make sure there was no one in sight, 
he'd no doubt been signaling his two young friends. And if there had been 
any question in Jenny's mind as to what they were doing here, it was erased 
almost instantly as both the youngsters began to hurriedly strip out of 
their clothing.


The young teen-ager had done far worse than what she'd imagined. He'd not 
only bragged around the school about his conquest, but he'd promised his 
friends he'd set them up with a share of the action too! It was almost as if 
he were the pimp - a fourteen year old pimp who less than a week ago had 
never even been to bed with a woman - and she was the whore.


"Boy, he wasn't lying!" Tommy exclaimed. "Look at her. She's ready for us, 
all right."


"She sure is!" Harry echoed. "She's begging for it with her eyes."


Their words reverberated in crazy harmony in Jenny's lust-maddened 
consciousness, and somehow she thought everything they'd said must be true. 
For now she'd lost all control of herself. Even as she lay here nakedly 
spread-eagled on the bed, stunned by the terrible realization that Craig had 
done her all the wrong she'd first imagined and more, her body cried out for 
the wanton satisfaction of climax that seemed to hover now just within her 
reach, and she knew she could refuse nothing the youngsters wanted to do to 
her. She had to have it. She had to cum like she'd never cum before. She had 
to cum again and again, first with one of them and then with the next, and 
the thought of her body being used by one of the youngsters after another in 
depraved succession as if she were nothing but a whore, a helpless 
receptacle for their obscene lust, only heightened the devastating hunger 
and perverse passion surging through her.


"Hurry up, Craig!" Tommy Turner shouted impatiently as he began to unbuckle 
his trousers.


"Yeah, come on," said Harry. "We can't wait all day."


"Yes, Craig," Jenny whispered in a distant-sounding voice she could hardly 
recognize as her own. "Come on."


Craig felt his cock growing and expanding deep up inside Miss Lane's pussy 
as he heard her final expression of surrender and realized he'd truly 
triumphed. He knew he'd accomplished a real feat, not only seducing the 
school nurse but really turning her on and turning on his friends in the 
bargain, and that knowledge excited him almost even more than the physical 
sensation he felt as the soft inner muscles of her cunt suddenly began to 
flex and quiver about the lustfully throbbing shaft of his penis until he 
felt he was going to lose all control and let it burst forward in immediate 
ejaculation as he began to fuck harder in and out of her moistly sucking 
cuntal tightness.


But he still wanted her to cum with him and he held back, beginning to ram 
his cock into her with even longer and harder strokes in time with the 
suddenly intensified jerking of her naked loins up against him. Her thighs 
entwined tightly about his waist, clenching to draw him down even deeper 
into her yielding pussy softness as she made lewdly pleading gurgling sounds 
in her throat.


"Oooh fuck, fuck! Fuck me harder," she chanted in his ear, jack knifing her 
legs up higher so Craig could gaze down between their bodies and watch the 
glistening shaft of his cock lunging obscenely in and out of the hair-lined 
hps of her cunt, which flowered open even wider with each jolting thrust.


Jenny's face was contorted with passion, even wilder shudders coursing 
through her body, and Craig was fucking into her with all the strength of 
his hips and thighs as he felt the softly moistened flesh of her pussy 
clasping like a heartbeat around his own hotly throbbing cock. He fucked her 
from the tips of his toes with every ounce of effort he could muster, 
ramming the whole length of his rigidly pulsing hardness deep up into her 
softly quivering pussy-flesh, bringing even more ecstatic moans and screams 
to her lips. Her nostrils flared and her eyes opened wide, gazing glassily 
up at him as the orgasmic waves began deep in her belly and her hps bared 
back again over her teeth to issue even more insanely desperate sounds of 
pleading. Her arms wrapped tightly around his neck, her fingernails digging 
into the soft muscles and then slithering down to claw frenziedly at his 
buttocks as they clenched and jerked above her unprotected loins.


Then she suddenly turned her head, her body becoming almost still as she 
gazed at Tommy Turner, who'd moved up to stand just beside the bed and watch 
them with a crazed look in his own eyes. He was completely naked and as 
Jenny let her hungry gaze descend to the bulging hardness of his cock, 
looming up fully erect and almost a full inch longer than Craig's, her hips 
began to twitch and quiver, her vagina crushing down glove-like in 
involuntary spasms about the throbbing shaft that invaded her convulsing 
vagina.


Jenny moistened her hps, her fingers trembling as she reached her hand out 
slowly to the young boy beside the bed, her gaze now shifting on to Harry 
Parker who stood, also naked, just behind him. Then she whimpered softly as 
her fingers came into contact with the pulsating rigidity of Tommy's cock, 
caressing it softly and beginning to move the skin slowly up and down on the 
long twitching shaft as she felt the even greater tension surge through her 
own tender flesh. A low, distant-sounding wail that was different from all 
the previous cries that had issued from her throat, swelled out to shatter 
the fleeting instant of silence.


She looked back wild-eyed at Craig. "I'm going to cum," she whispered 
suddenly, locking her ankles in a strong grip high up behind his back. Her 
body arched and quivered as she clung tightly to him with her softly 
trembling thighs, her fingers skinning more rapidly up and down the shaft of 
Tommy's youthful cock as she started to flay her head from side to side 
again.


Her body jerked in frenzied spasms, the juices of her cunt flowing out even 
more freely around his hotly plunging cock and dribbling down the wide-split 
crevice of her buttocks to soak his tortured balls as they slapped against 
her tiny puckered anus. Craig watched the lewd contortions of her face with 
salacious triumph as he sensed the orgasm that was engulfing her, and he 
gasped down into the moistness of her mouth as he felt the bursting begin in 
his own loins and heard her even more insane cries as she began to shower 
kisses of gratitude over his face.


Then with a deep, soul-shattering groan that went on and on from his lips, 
the young boy exploded inside her, shooting his fresh young sperm deep up 
into the flaccidly quivering depths of her pussy-flesh. He kept on lunging 
harder and harder, jolting her body and prompting a rhythmic stream of moans 
and cries from her lips as he fucked into the enveloping softness between 
her thighs until the last drop of cum had squirted from his balls. Then he 
gasped, sagging down tiredly on her still quivering body.


Jenny closed her eyes, her hand ceasing its lewd movements around the 
eagerly palpitating shaft of Tommy's cock as she felt Craig's penis start to 
go limp in her pussy. Little quivers still coursed through her loins and her 
buttocks continued to make occasional jerking motions from her post orgasmic 
excitement. Then, as she felt Craig withdraw and slide off the bed, she 
opened her eyes again and looked deliriously at Tommy Turner, then Harry 
Parker, who'd moved up beside him now.


"Lemme go first," Harry said. "I never even been laid."


"You'll get your turn. It's my cock she's got hold of," Tommy answered, 
looking angrily at his young competitor.


They continued to argue for a moment. Jenny's hand dropped from Tommy's 
throbbing hardness and her eyes closed. For a moment she didn't even hear 
what they said. She knew she must be losing her mind. It must have begun 
that night she and Mac had chaperoned the junior high school dance, and it 
had been building ever since then, and this was the final crack-up.


Then again she heard Craig's voice intruding in the argument, and opened her 
eyes once more to stare at the three naked teen-agers in a mingling of 
horror and even more perverse excitement. "Why don't you both take her at 
once," Craig said.


"Hunh?" Harry asked, a confused look in his eyes.


"You in her pussy, Harry. And Tommy in her mouth."


"Suits me," Tommy said with a shrug.


"No, please," Jenny whimpered. But she said it in a half-hearted tone and 
she didn't mean it sincerely anyway.


Then she formed an even feebler whimper of protest as Harry climbed eagerly 
up onto the bed and with no pretense at foreplay dropped his virgin body 
eagerly between her still widespread thighs.


He shuffled forward awkwardly as he lowered himself onto her unguarded 
nakedness, and Jenny shivered with renewed longing as she felt the pulsing 
head of his lust-engorged penis slither up the still warmly trembling 
softness of her inner thighs. She stared down between the nakedly quivering 
mounds of her breasts with lust-crazed delirium that swelled anew in spite 
of the shattering climax she'd just achieved, then moaned softly as the 
teen-age boy's twitching cock burrowed up to probe hotly right into the 
moistened pussy-flesh that still trembled from the orgasm that had echoed 
through every fiber of her body and soul.


Then with a sudden cry of glee, Jenny her hips upward, shimmied, dropping 
her hands down to claw hungrily at the young boy's flexing buttocks as he 
plunged forward and her cum-drenched pussy walls gave way to take the 
lustfully twitching resilience far up into the most sensitive tightness of 
her cunt.


"Oh boy, that feels good!" Harry exclaimed almost in disbelief. "Wow, that's 
better than I ever thought it would be!"


Jenny gave out with a helpless moan as the thickly surging rod of flesh 
wormed far up between her thighs. She quivered as she felt the youngster's 
pubic mound nudge softly down against her swollen clitoris, little mewling 
sounds pouring from her lips as she began to writhe her body softly, 
twitches of renewed passion shooting over the tingling nakedness of her 
flesh as Harry's hands slid beneath her ass-cheeks to stroke tenderly up 
against the clinging lips of her cunt around the plunging base of his cock. 
She seemed to hang on a crescendo of insanity for a timeless span as she 
felt the last shadows of her first orgasm pass and the initial distant 
tremors of the next begin somewhere in the mystifying oblivion of her 
passion. She found an instant of calm. A little smile came to her lips and 
she opened her eyes and seemed to see for the first time. And she was 
looking right into the lust-crazed face of Tommy Turner, still standing 
beside the bed, gazing down eagerly at her sensuously squirming body.


"Yes, Tommy, yes," Jenny purred softly through her sultry lips. "Just step 
closer to the bed and I'll suck you off while Harry fucks me."


Then all became a jumble in Jenny's mind as Harry began to shudder above 
her, lunging the pulsing erection of his cock harder and harder with 
shattering strokes in and out of her op en-splayed cuntal flesh, groaning 
and moaning, his hands exploring wildly over the naked softness of her body.


She whimpered softly as Tommy stepped right up against the edge of the bed, 
bending his rigid cock-shaft down toward her deliciously welcoming hps as 
she stretched upward to reach it. Even as a more insane moan of passion 
swelled in her throat from Harry's frenzied fucking up into her loins, she 
parted her lips and flicked her tongue out wetly to swipe away the little 
drop of seminal fluid that appeared at the tiny glans of Tommy's 
blood-filled penis, then made a sensuous oval of her mouth to slide her hps 
warmly over the purplish head.


Tommy groaned from the exquisite sensation as he rammed the full length of 
his pulsating rod of flesh deep between the school nurse's hungrily clasping 
Hps. Harry's tingling cock swelled up even harder within the sensitively 
clinging depths of her loins, causing even wilder quivers to dart through 
her body as it flexed and twitched and the boy grunted in lascivious 
excitement above her. Her voluptuous breasts heaved and quivered up against 
the pressure of


Harry's chest, the little hardened nipples pricking to an even more tingling 
firmness as Tommy reached down to grab a thick handful of her silken black 
hair, tugging her face even closer to her loins and fucking deeper and more 
ruthlessly into her willingly submitting mouth. As the two youngsters shared 
both the wantonly yielding orifices of the school nurse's nakedly squirming 
body, one in her mouth and the other in her cunt, the door opened and three 
more freshman boys slipped into the room.


Jenny's nakedly fucking body stiffened to immobility. She twisted her neck, 
staring past Tommy's smooth hairless loins and almost letting the throbbing 
rigidity slip completely from her mouth.


Then an even more lewdly masochistic surge of craving coursed through her 
body as she realized why they were here. They wanted a share of her body 
too! Already they were beginning to strip off their clothes and their eager 
exclamations resounded shockingly in her ears. And as Jenny resumed the 
ravenous sucking of Tommy's cock, again taking the full length of it between 
her helpless lips, her tongue swiping wildly around the almost bursting 
head, she knew she would not be able to refuse them. There was no longer any 
reason to. It was only a matter of time until somebody on the faculty began 
to suspect what was happening in the clinic. She knew she was through here, 
and any numerical ascension of the number of young boys who shared her today 
could do no more than heighten the color of her guilt. And she couldn't have 
stopped anyway. She couldn't have refused a single one of the eager teen-age 
boys now crowding around the bed. It wouldn't have been fair.


Then Jenny forgot everything, responding whole-heartedly to the task of the 
moment as she felt both the youngsters now fucking her begin to move even 
more eagerly, Harry racking her helplessly writhing body with his staccato 
cock-thrusts, Tommy's massive hardness twitching and surging even more 
rigidly up between her wantonly sucking lips.


Jenny moaned deliriously around the cock-head that crashed more and more 
brutally into the moist warm cavern of her mouth, driving to the back of her 
throat to prompt lascivious gurgling sounds. Her body was coming to life 
again in even more insane and gripping passion. Every inch of her flesh 
tingled with raw electric sensation as she sensed the two youngsters were 
drawing simultaneously nearer their own completion, and the mere thought of 
the two of them ejaculating at once into her mouth and cunt only heightened 
the distantly sweeping waves that threatened to course through her own body 
any instant in volcanically racking climax.


She thrust her buttocks up madly, almost tossing Harry off the bed with the 
intense lunges of her pelvis. She lifted her thighs high, the hard smacking 
sounds echoing in her ears as his loins slammed down against her. She sucked 
fervently, longing to milk the torrents of life-giving sperm from Tommy's 
cock, wanting to swallow every precious droplet of it with her throat just 
as her spasmodically sucking cunt absorbed every surging spurt of Harry's.


Almost insane with passion, she listened to the three teen-age boys who 
waited trying to hurry Tommy and Harry on. Now somehow she thrilled to their 
obscene chatter, to their lewd exclamations about her, the school nurse, 
going mad as a nympho as the first shattering waves of climax began to 
engulf her.


"God, would you look at that! She's gonna fuck him to death if she doesn't 
slow down."


"What about Tommy? Man she's gonna pull his cock out by the roots if she 
sucks any harder!"


"Boy, I can't wait to get my hands on that baby. Whoever thought their first 
piece of pussy would be the school nurse? And right on campus too!"


Then an even more insane quiver shot through Jenny's now frenzied thrashing 
body as she felt the heavily splattering droplets of Harry's cum start 
shooting out suddenly from the twitching head of his cock deep into the 
sensitive depths of her pussy. At almost the same instant Tommy stiffened, 
ceasing his movements completely as Jenny sucked even harder and more 
submissively at the tingling rod of boy-flesh. She whimpered and gurgled 
around the resilient base of it, her nose brushing the softly tickling hairs 
of his pubis, her Hps stretched wide as she felt him begin to move again and 
tasted the sweet young sperm come shooting wildly into her mouth and the 
back of her throat. She gurgled again, her Adams's apple bobbing as she 
swallowed desperately to keep from choking, her efforts becoming instinctual 
and automatic as she lost complete control of herself and was once more 
engulfed by the madly obliterating ecstasy of orgasm.


She was cast once more into timelessness as she felt the waves consume her, 
sweeping out in a relentless fury of obscenely shattering bliss to suspend 
her in delirious oblivion, devoid of past, present or future.


After that it all happened too fast. Jenny lay in quivering, post-orgasmic 
ecstasy as Harry and Tommy withdrew their deflating penises, respectively 
from her cunt and her mouth. She closed her eyes, her naked and soiled body 
still sensuously writhing in lust-crazed expectation. The three boys argued 
about who was going to be first, just as Tommy and Harry had. While they 
argued, one of them climbed up onto the bed. Later she would vaguely 
remember telling them she couldn't take two at once in the prone, standard 
position because the strain on her neck was too much. She would remember 
rolling over into the "dog fashioned" posture, so one boy mounted her from 
behind while the other stood before her on the edge of the bed, fucking her 
in the mouth. It was like a daydream. The whole eerie episode engulfed her 
and swept her up in a montage of hard young cocks fucking into her mouth and 
her cunt, grunts and groans of passion mixing with the catcalls of the 
onlookers, all jumbled together in a distorted blending of endless passion 
and climax.


She didn't know how many of the boys had her before, just as one pair were 
simultaneously withdrawing and two more preparing to take their turns, a 
silence fell suddenly over the room and even though her eyes were closed 
Jenny sensed that the line had broken and the next two youngsters moved 
away. She sensed a state of aloneness on the bed, where she lay vulnerably 
naked, as if it were a stage and the others, the eager teen-age boys who'd 
so wantonly exploited her surrendered flesh, were now moved apart from her, 
separated.


She opened her eyes slowly, gazing trance-like up at the open door. 
Superintendent Johnson was standing just inside, watching her with the 
strangest look in his eyes.


"You boys all get your clothes on and leave," he said. "Last period physical 
education is dismissed for today. I'll deal with you boys tomorrow."


But it seemed as if it had been a long time, an unbearable and extended 
silence, before he'd said that. And Jenny had lain still in her naked, 
almost spread-eagled position on the bed, looking up at him blankly, as if 
he were an apparition. Then the boys, looking sheepish and fumbling 
nervously with their clothes, began to get dressed and filter out of the 
room. Superintendent Johnson came into the room and Jenny half-heartedly 
tugged the sheets down and slid beneath them. She didn't feel like getting 
dressed, of having him watch her do it. She would listen to whatever he said 
and then after he left she would put her clothes on and go.


The superintendent waited until the room was empty, then sighed deeply, 
staring with a flickering smile down at the voluptuous brunette, her 
sensuously formed body teasingly outlined beneath the sheet that fell 
loosely over the rounded curves.


"Well, Miss Lane. I hardly know what to say to you. That must have been 
quite a performance."


"You don't have to say anything. It's over. If you'll just let me get 
dressed I'll go."


"It might not be that easy," he said. "There isn't much likelihood what has 
happened here will remain a secret. The parents of these kids might be 
pretty upset with you when they hear what has happened. You know, there are 
laws regarding minors in this state."


"I know," Jenny whispered. She'd been thinking about just that an hour or 
two ago, or whenever it had been that this had begun. But now it seemed an 
eternity ago, and it no longer seemed like something that mattered. It had 
just happened, and now she thought it inevitable that it would have happened 
sooner or later.


Jenny closed her eyes for a moment, still having trouble catching her 
breath. Then when she opened them she understood what the superintendent had 
on his mind, why he'd brought up the vague threat in the first place. A soft 
smile broke off her lips. His forehead was shining with a thin layer of 
sweat, and he'd moved a few steps closer to the bed, his eyes greedily 
consuming the lush outline of her body beneath the sheet. Jenny laughed 
softly, her own gaze dropping to the rounded mounds of her breasts, the 
hardened nipples making little darkened protrusions against the thin sheet.


"I always thought you were an untouchable."


"I was," Jenny said with a smile. "I was waiting for the right person to 
come along. It was a vow. It worked out strangely."


Then she sighed softly as the superintendent sat down on the edge of the 
bed, his eyes still gazing hungrily at her barely concealed form. Jenny 
thought she'd never seen such want in a man's eyes in her life, not even in 
Mac's. She was sure it must have been there, but before she had looked at 
that sort of thing differently.


"Miss ... Lane ... ?"


She shrugged. "One more won't hurt."


Chapter Nine


Jenny had worked at the hospital through the winter, which had been dreary 
and long. Except for the intern she'd dated and slept with, as much because 
he wanted her so badly she couldn't bring herself to refuse him as for the 
Satisfaction of her own natural needs, she'd kept strict control of her 
emotions. Though her self-denial had been more pragmatic than out of any 
sense of guilt, or even of resolution not to do wrong again. It had been a 
time for her to reflect, to rest and let the lurid events that had taken 
place before she resigned her job at the school and left town on the early 
morning bus sort themselves out in her mind. Sometimes at night she lay in 
bed, dreaming about the moments she'd spent with Craig Phillips, reliving 
that scandalous day when she'd been fucked by all those boys - and she still 
didn't know how many there had been - at the clinic. Sometimes she even 
thought of it when she was having sex with Johnny, the intern.


It had taken until spring for her to sort it out in her mind. With the end 
of the snow and the beginning of the warm weather it seemed to have become 
clearer. She slept with the psychiatrist at the hospital and discussed it 
with him. He said laughingly that, crazy as it sounded, he didn't think she 
was insane. She never knew exactly how he meant that, whether it was his 
words or her actions the adjective "crazy" modified. She'd never been very 
good at English grammar anyway.


But it was for more reasons than that she was almost glad there would never 
even be a possibility of her working again at another school. She knew the 
temptation would have been too great during those early months after what 
she'd come to term her "crack-up". She would have done something else crazy, 
and she might have really gotten into a lot of trouble. It was a lucky thing 
Superintendent Johnson had been such an old lecher, otherwise he might have 
reported what she'd done immediately and she wouldn't have even been able to 
get out of town before the story had begun to filter up from the junior high 
to the local high school and finally to the parents themselves. And she 
liked working at the hospital anyway. That was what she'd been trained for, 
to care for the sick and assist the doctors, not administer hearing and eye 
tests to a bunch of kids and stand by to treat non-serious accidents with 
iodine and Band-Aids. And working at the hospital, where she was not thrown 
into constant temptation, gave Jenny the sense of perspective she needed in 
order to choose her escapades carefully so that she would not be caught in 
another scandal.


"I'm going to change into something more comfortable," Jenny said softly, 
taking a last sip of her cognac and setting the glass back on the table.


She smiled at the young boy sitting beside her on the couch. He swallowed 
hard, looking back at her wide-eyed.


Jenny felt his eyes follow her as she walked through to the bathroom of her 
small apartment. She stripped her nurse's uniform off eagerly and put on a 
light kimona, tying the sash loose enough in the front that the youngster 
she'd picked up in the drugstore soda fountain on her way home from work 
would be able to clearly see the voluptuous cleavage of her breasts and from 
just the right angle even glimpse the little buds of her nipples. Then she 
walked back into the living room, smiling sultrily as she saw the 
youngster's eyes bug at the sight of her body revealed in the skimpy and 
exotic costume.


"Tell me, Tod?" Jenny began, settling back even closer to him on the couch. 
"Have you had much experience with women."


"Well, not... too much," the boy said with a trembling voice.


Jenny smiled seductively, leaning toward him. "You're not a virgin, are 
you?"


"K-kind of."


End
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CHAPTER ONE


"I'm sorry honey, but there's nothing I can do about it."


Susan Jameson sat at the small telephone table in the front hallway
of the attractive suburban Chicago home she shared with Tim, her young
husband, and listened anxiously, the phone pressed against her ear, while
Tim informed her he wouldn't be coming home that Friday night because of an
unexpected airline strike.


"It all happened at the last minute," he was saying, "the ground
crews just walked off the job, and the pilots are supporting them. So until
it's settled, nothing flies out of Boston. Believe me, if there were any
way I could get back tonight., I'd do it."


"What about the trains?" his young wife inquired nervously.


"Trains are impossible, you know that, honey. It'd take at least two
days. No, I'm just going to have to sit it out in Boston until it's
settled. They're negotiating now apparently, so it could be settled any
time, but the grapevine says probably not before Sunday night. To tell you
the truth, I can use the time to make contacts with some of the guys here.
Some of the top insurance people on the East Coast are hanging around the
hotel, and if I can make a good impression, I may be able to pull off a
promotion when I get back."


"Oh, Tim, I was really looking forward to seeing you this weekend.
You've been working so hard lately, we've scarcely had any time together.
And I wanted to to make up for what happened before you left."


There was a short silence over the phone, and Susan waited anxiously
for her husband to reply. They had had a violent quarrel just before he'd
left for the convention on Monday, culminating in a brutal sexual
encounter. It was a scene that had left a bad strain on their three-month
marriage, and the pretty young housewife was desperate to smooth things
over with her young spouse.


"It's it's okay," he said finally. "I was drunk and feeling low I
never should have said those things or done those things to you. I'm
sorry, honey."


"Oh, Tim," Susan said, biting nervously at her lip and struggling to
keep the tears from erupting from her eyes. "I'm sorry too I haven't been
a good wife to you, I know that. But I'm trying. Please be patient with me,
darling I get so so frightened."


"There's nothing to be frightened of, honey. Look, you just relax
tonight, and I'll call you tomorrow afternoon and let you know how things 
are going here. With any luck they'll settle this thing soon. Meanwhile,
you just take it easy, okay?"


"Okay I'll do my best."


"Oh, and if you get a chance, call that kid from down the street 
you know, the Carson boy  and, have him mow the law and rake up a little.
I was going to do it this weekend, but since this strike's come up I won't
have a chance."


"I don't think the Carsons are home they went on vacation this
month."


"Oh damn. Well, hell, just leave the yard as it is and I'll get to it
sometime. Look, I'd better hang up now and see what's happening. You just
take things easy, all right? We'll straighten everything out when I get
home."


"All right all right darling. I love you."


"I love you too, Susan. And I'll call you tomorrow afternoon. Take
care of yourself."


"I will. You too"


"Okay good-bye."


"Good-bye."


The young wife listened numbly as her husband hung up the phone in
his Boston hotel room. She had wanted badly for him to be with her that
weekend, so that they could patch up the terrible rift that was growing
between them. Now he might not be home until Sunday night and she would
have to spend that time alone with her anxieties and fears. With a deep
sigh she rose from the chair and walked into the living room to find her
cigarettes.


As the troubled bride passed the hallway mirror, she stopped
momentarily to look at herself. At nineteen, she was an exceptionally
attractive young woman with light brown hair that flowed softly around her
shoulders in a page-boy style and framed the delicately molded features of
her face. She had hazel eyes that sparkled like diamonds, a pert nose that
turned up slightly and full, sensual lips tinged a bright pink. Her facial
complexion was as clear as white Carrara marble, and her cheeks glowed with
a natural rosy bloom.


She was dressed that day in a light summer frock of bright yellow
that clung snugly to her full upthrust breasts, tapered down to her tiny
narrow waist, then flared out in a wide circle around the slender
shapeliness of her legs. Although the garment was of modest design, it in
no way concealed the fact that she was a very well proportioned young
female, with a petite but spectacularly curvaceous figure that never failed
to win attentive male glances when she walked down the street. Yet,
strangely, she eyed herself with contempt as she gazed at her reflection in
the mirror. The young wife didn't like getting so much attention from men.
It made her uncomfortable and tense when they whistled at her, as if she
were some kind of freak. Her ample breasts seemed to jut forward in almost
obscene swells, no matter how demurely she dressed herself. And yet the 
troubled young girl knew that she should be proud of her figure, pleased at
the admiring glances it elicited, but she was possessed by a terrible
paradox, a paradox born of her childhood training.


"The Lakeside Orphanage for Young Girls," she murmured aloud as she
stood before the mirror. Her mind flashed suddenly back to the childhood
days when she had been sent to the huge institution outside Chicago after
her parents were killed in an automobile crash. She was only five years old
then, and she had hated the cold gray building from the moment she had
first seen it. An icy chill rippled through her body as scene after scene
of life in the orphanage where she had spent her entire girlhood invaded
her mind with vivid clarity. Being forced to get up early on freezing
winter mornings, standing in line in the drab cafeteria with a metal tray
waiting for a bowl of thick tasteless oatmeal, boring classes, endless
chores and worst of all, she remembered, the pinch-faced bitter old
maiden-ladies who ran the place. Particularly Miss Whitfield  Miss
Whitfield who took such pains to lecture the girls on sexuality as they
approached adolescence, warning them of the dangers and heartache that came
from love with a man.


"If you marry, girls," she would say, "you must be very careful. Men
can be beasts, filthy beasts with nothing but carnal lust on their minds,
and a lady, a real lady, never submits to such things. It is your duty, of
course, to procreate. That is the burden that God has given to women. But
you must never let yourself be touched by animal sensuality or let the man
know you enjoy it in any way, or you will burn in the fires of hell as
surely as I'm standing before you. I have never married, and I am proud of
that fact. I hope you girls will follow my example and take up meaningful
social work instead of flinging yourselves into the arms of drooling filthy
men."


Although the young wife knew in the back of her mind that Miss
Whitfield and the other women were overly frustrated and that their
attitude toward sex and men was wrong, those early lectures had had a
tremendous effect on her. Night after night in her narrow boarding school
bed she had had terrible nightmares about men men who were intent on
raping her, grinning lewdly, leering like degenerate madmen, ripping her
clothes from her body! She woke up crying and screaming from such horrible
dreams more times than she cared to remember and, as a result, her fears
were cemented deep in her unconscious now, so deep that she found, after
three months of marriage to Tim, that she might never be able to break
through them.


Tearing herself away from the mirror, she moved into the living room
to the coffee table where an opened pack of cigarettes lay amid the neatly
stacked magazines. Sitting on the couch, she lit one and leaned back,
inhaling deeply, trying to relax and ignore the tormenting thoughts that
ran through her brain. There was a photograph on the coffee table of her
and Tim on their wedding day, and the pretty young wife gazed adoringly at
the image of the attractive slender young man she had married.


He was tall, nearly six feet, with a lithe muscular body and a rugged
handsome face topped with thick sandy-colored hair. His eyes were deep
blue, blue as clear lake water, and there was a gentleness in his
expression that she had loved from the minute she first saw him at the
insurance office where she had gone to work as a secretary soon after
leaving the Lakeside Home. To the naive young girl, Tim Jameson seemed like
a prince from a story book, gentlemanly and courteous, nothing at all like
what Miss Whitfield had said, and she had found herself falling hopelessly
in love with him. Within a year they were married, and it seemed to Susan
like a dream come true. Tim made a good salary at the company, and they
were able to move into their beautiful suburban home right away. After the
spare, ugly environment of the orphanage, having her own house was like a
gift from the gods. She had taken great pains to furnish it just like the
pictures she saw in the magazines, spending hours selecting the right
furniture and accessories. Now she let her eyes wander over the
attractively designed living room, lingering over the colonial chairs and
tables, the little figurines she had purchased, the vases of flowers, the
pictures on the wall. Everything was neat as a pin and perfectly arranged,
just the way she liked it. She was happy here. She liked being surrounded
by such lovely things. Her life was almost perfect except except for one
thing.


The attractive young housewife took another deep puff on her
cigarette and then leaned back against the sofa and shut her eyes, trying
to blot out the ugly feelings that suddenly surged forward from her
subconscious. She remembered the afternoon before Tim had left for Boston,
Monday afternoon, when he had raped her yes, raped her in the cruelest
manner possible. Her petite frame shuddered from head to foot as she once
more saw her young husband lurching angrily toward her, stark naked, his
his huge penis angrily erect and leering at her like a menacing vision of
obscenity. She hated the way it looked. It was ugly and shameful. She had
always begged him to turn out the lights when he wanted to to take her.
But that afternoon he had been drinking  oh, it wasn't his fault, she knew
 they had been quarreling for two days and he was frustrated with her
constant fears.


"Oh God," she murmured, as hot tears began to trickle down her
cheeks. "Why does it have to be like this? Why is it so awful? So
shameful?"


She loved Tim, loved him with a passion that nearly overwhelmed her
at times. He was so handsome so loving. Sometimes when she was alone, just
thinking about him would make the skin along her arms tingle excitedly and
her loins would grow strangely warm, as if a tiny fire had started there.
And sometimes, though she tried desperately to resist it when it happened,
her vagina would grow involuntarily moist so moist sometimes that the thin
material of her nylon panties would grow damp from the mysterious secretion
that flowed from the aching walls of her private interior. Yet, whenever
this happened, she grew frigid with fear, and the words of Miss Whitfield 
would roar at her from inside her head  fierce warnings against "carnal
lust" so strong that the tips of her fingers would grow immediately cold as
ice.


The troubled young wife knew in her heart that it was wrong to react
like that. She had read enough to know that sex could be a beautiful,
wonderful experience between a man and a woman. But sometimes Tim wanted to
do strange things to her, even even put his lips to her her vagina and
lick it with his tongue! Though her conscious nature told her there was
nothing to fear, an increasingly deep sense of shame and humiliation washed
over her now when they made love.


In the beginning it hadn't been so bad, and even though she had lain
in near total passivity while her young husband made love to her, Tim had
seemed to be satisfied. He said she was the most beautiful woman he had
ever known, and he didn't care if it took her a while to break through her
fears, because she was worth it. Yet things had gotten worse, not better,
and lately he had begun to demand the more she resisted until, after two
months, she shook with fright whenever sex was mentioned. She had even gone
to a doctor, a medical doctor, to see if there wasn't something wrong with
her. He had been kind, and talked of relaxation and letting yourself
experience pleasure and of orgasm  something she had never known. She had
felt nothing of what he had described, and now she was afraid she never
would, thanks to Miss Whitfield. She knew if she could just let go
completely, she might be able to break through her anxiety, but she just
didn't know how.


And time was running out. She had never seen Tim as angry with her as
he was that Monday. They hadn't had sex for a week, and he'd wanted to make
love before leaving for Boston. She had wanted to oh, she had wanted to
desperately, but Sunday night she had begun to cry pitifully when he
touched her, and they had quarreled. The next morning, Tim had started
drinking wine as he packed his suitcase for the plane trip, angrily
muttering to himself. Susan was shocked to see him drinking so early and
fully realized the extent of his frustration for the first time. She had
gone into the bedroom to try and calm him down, but they had quarried
again, and then then


The young wife held her breath as she sat on the couch in the living
room and vividly remembered the terrible scene that had taken place. She
could hardly believe it had actually happened, but it had, and the memory
of it haunted her now like an obscene hallucination. Monday ten o'clock in
the morning when she went into the bedroom


"Christ almighty," Tim Jameson mumbled to himself as he clumsily
jammed a small suitcase full of clothes for his impending trip to Boston.
"I've got the most beautiful wife in the world and I can't lay a goddamn
hand on her! Three months of marriage and it seems like three years. Hell,
I'm half-drunk and it's only ten o'clock!"


His quarrels with Susan over her frigidity had been coming more and
more frequently lately, and the previous evening, when he had tried once
more to make love to her, she had responded like a scared little girl,
crying hysterically and freezing up like cold stone. Her young husband was
tired of placating her now, tired of listening to a million excuses and
tearful references to her girlhood at the orphanage. He needed release  a
full sexual male release  soon or he'd go crazy with the inner tension.


"Maybe she needs to see a damn psychiatrist or something," he
growled, throwing some socks into his suitcase, "or maybe I do. Hell, if I
don't need one now I will soon at the rate I'm going." He paused for a
moment and went to the nightstand next to the bed and took a deep swallow
from the half-full glass of red wine he had left there. He sighed as the
potent liquid coursed down his throat. Although he didn't like the idea of
drinking so much so early, he had to admit it relaxed him and gave him the
strength he needed to cope with his mounting marital problems. "Maybe I'll
end up being one of those suburban alcoholics," he mused bitterly, "just
like the old man Carson down the street, half drunk all the time. Ah, who
gives a damn anyway."


He stiffened noticeably as he heard the bedroom door open. He knew it
was Susan, and he could feel his inner tension begin to mount again rapidly
as she entered the room. Keep hold of yourself, man, he cautioned himself,
knowing he was growing quite drunk. Don't say anything you'll be sorry for.


"Are are you finished packing?" his young wife asked timidly as she
approached the bed. "Can I help with anything?"


"No no, I'm fine just fine," he muttered in a low voice, avoiding
looking at her.


"You've you've been drinking," Susan said nervously as she eyed the
half-filled glass of wine on the nightstand.


"Yeah, I've been drinking." Tim struggled to keep his composure, but
he was well aware of the thinly disguised note of disapproval in her voice.
Goddamn uptight bitch.


"Tim, it's not good to drink so early in the day don't you think"


"No, I do not think," he said abruptly, cutting her off mid-sentence.
"I just need a drink to relax me, that's all. God knows I'm entitled to it
after what you've put me through."


"Tim," Susan exclaimed, her eyes watering with hot tears, "don't say
that. I know it hasn't been easy, but I'm trying, you've got to believe
that."


He wanted to believe her, he wanted to once again take her in his
arms and comfort her and tell her everything was all right, that he could
wait as long as necessary for her to get over her anxieties. But he knew it
would be a lie. He was sick and tired of waiting, sick and tired of having
no sexual outlet, tired of being the dutiful husband. He glanced at her.
The look in her eyes was pitiful, like a lost child begging for help. How
could he be angry with her when she looked like that? He couldn't, for the
plain fact was that he still loved her, loved her so deeply that it made 
his frustration all the more difficult to bear.


"Oh, honey, I'm sorry," he said finally. "I just don't know what to
do anymore. The job's got me down, the bills are piling up I'm going
crazy, I guess."


She looked so vulnerable standing next to him, so forlorn and scared
that the handsome young husband was surprised to find himself suddenly
enfolding her supple form in his arms and embracing her tenderly.


"Tim oh, Tim darling," she whispered as she pressed her head against
his muscular chest. "I don't want you to go away angry at me. I love you so
much."


"And I love you too, honey" The scent of her perfume filled his
nostrils like a potent aphrodisiac, heightened because of his wine-sodden
state. How good it was to hold her close like this and to feel the firmly
rounded mounds of her breasts pressed against his lithe body. His arms
circled her petite frame and, to the tipsy young husband, it was like
holding a delicious bundle of female delight in his arms. It would be so
nice, he thought, so nice to have a really good fuck before I leave. He
wanted to take her to the heights of pleasure and burst through the wall of
defensiveness and fear that kept her locked in her tower of terror.


Why not? he thought. Why not try it another time? She seems willing,
and God knows I want her.


Slowly he began to increase the ardor of his embrace, to hold her
tighter and kiss her lightly on the hair. Then he took her face in his
hands and with infinite tenderness he bent down and kissed her warm pliant
lips, trying to communicate the love and male passion he felt for his
beautiful bride. To his delight she responded openly, lovingly to his kiss,
and it confirmed his intention to try once more to make love to his
ravishing wife before he left. Slowly, still holding her in an ardent kiss,
he let his hand travel gently down the tapering line of her back until it
came to rest on the curving half-moons of her buttocks, covered by the thin
cotton of her dress. His palm slid across the light material and he became
pleasantly excited as he traced the outlines of her tight panties beneath
the dress encasing her firm rounded ass-cheeks. His passion mounted as
Susan made no attempt to pull away from his sensual caress. His penis began
to stiffen in the tight sports slacks he wore and pressed hotly against his
thigh as it grew thicker and longer by the minute.


Susan, although trying desperately to respond lovingly, found herself
again growing tense and alarmed as her young husband rubbed the contours of
her buttocks. She nestled her body against his, still kissing him,
struggling with every ounce of strength at her command to return his warm
caresses in kind, but inside, her mind was a seething torrent of terrifying
images. Vivid pictures of the drooling nightmare-men who raped her in her
childhood dreams once again leered up at her from the murky depths of her
unconscious, and her body began to stiffen with a vast unnameable anxiety.


Oh please, she screamed inwardly, please don't let this happen again.
I want to love him, and want to be a good wife!


But it was useless. Tim's hand was sliding along her leg now, at the
same time pulling her dress upward. In the next minute he had slipped his
fingers under the hem and was inching them up beneath her dress toward her
panty-covered vagina. She was shaking with fright now, and insect-like
twinges of humiliation seemed to crawl over her skin as her fingers crept
closer and closer to her most private area. She broke the kiss and buried
her face in his chest, trying to keep from screaming in agony. His hand was
getting closer and closer it was crawling up her inner thigh like a
spider, a huge spider! Oh God! It was horrible! Horrible! No nooo!!


Involuntarily, the terrified young wife suddenly pulled fiercely away
from her amorous husband, her face twisted into a shrewish expression of
contempt, and in the next moment, without realizing what she was doing, she
slapped Tim full on the face. Her young husband reeled back drunkenly,
utterly surprised.


"You bitch!" he shouted, as he recovered his senses, "You Goddamn
bitch!"


Susan trembled with terror. She hadn't meant to do that, she hadn't.
It had just happened, completely out of her control. But it was too late
now to figure out why it had happened, for she could see a murderous glint
in her husband's eyes, and she began to back away from him in fear.


"Tim, oh Tim, I'm sorry I'm sorry."


But her enraged husband was past caring how she felt now. Her sudden
slap had made his alcohol-fogged brain broil with anger. She was making a
fool out of him, a damn fool, and he wasn't going to take it another
minute! He wanted her, and if she wouldn't respond to gentleness, then he'd
try another method. He didn't give a damn now what she thought or how
frightened she was. His cock was aching like thunder in his pants, aching
for triumphant orgasm, and he was going to have it! NOW! Lunging toward
her, he reached out, grabbed her by the arm, and began to pull her roughly
to the bed.


"Tim!" she cried, "I'm sorry! I didn't mean it! I didn't!"


But her outraged husband only responded with a snarl of animal lust.
His entire body was vibrating with a sadistic mixture of throbbing desire
and seething revenge. Brutally he threw her down on the bed, then fell on
top of her furiously resisting body and began to cover her face and neck
with harsh kisses. As she groaned out her protest, Tim began grinding his
hips into her futilely resisting abdomen. His long thick cock pounded
angrily in his trousers, pulsing like a drum against his thigh. He was
consumed in a torrent of raging barbaric passion, heightened by the excess
of wine and the burning sting he still felt in his cheek where Susan had
slapped him. He was through with waiting now! He was going to fuck the
living daylights out of her, and this time she wouldn't be able to get
away! She was his wife, and he was due his rights as a husband!


Cruelly he pressed his searching mouth onto her trembling lips,
kissing her like a frenzied beast while she struggled, helpless beneath
him. Forcing her clenched jaws apart, he suddenly rammed his rigid questing
tongue deep into her mouth, twisting and rotating it lewdly, causing his
squirming young wife to gag. Still pinning her down, he snaked his hand up
between their tightly pressed bodies and began to unbutton the front of her
dress, ripping at whatever buttons would not open easily, and the material
fell away from the front of her body, exposing the brassiere-encased melons
of her breasts. Reaching behind her, he undid the clasp and yanked the
confining garment away from her fearfully twisting body. Her firm young
breasts grew tense and goose pimply as their areolas quivered into agonized
erection under his leering gaze. With a low groan of drunken hunger, he
moved his mouth down to the milk-white pliant mounds and began to
voraciously suck and bite on her nipples while Susan moaned in
terror-ridden helplessness.


The touch of her warm sensual body, denied him for so long, sent
spasms of desire surging like hot swords through the young insurance
salesman's hard-muscled frame. He felt he could never get enough of her
full lush breasts, and his gaze shifted avidly from one to the other, while
his tortured young wife sobbed beneath him, pleading for him to stop. But
he was completely deaf to her cries as his sex-denied body crushed down on
her petite frame, pinioning her to the wide double bed while his lips
pulled greedily on her pliant golden flesh.


Wave after wave of unbearable shame swept through Susan's trapped
body as the full force of her childhood fears took hold of her! Rapid
images of Miss Whitfield and the bogey-men her vivid imagination had
conjured up for her flashed through her mind and made every part of her
smooth white body cringe in terror and humiliation. She pleaded for Tim to
stop then, seeing it was no use, she clenched her hands to her sides as her
lust-driven husband held her firmly in place and sucked drunkenly at her
glistening breasts. Ripples of searing pain, curiously mixed with a strange
tingling sensation she could not identify, coursed through her chest.
Knowing there was no escape, she gritted her teeth and waited tensely until
her drunken spouse had had his way with her.


Tim was shaking now with pent-up desire, and he was taking an almost
sadistic pleasure in the torment he was inflicting on his terrified young
bride. His lewdly working lips slid in one flowing motion from her heaving
breasts down to the pale skin of her abdomen. He ran his tongue snake-like
along the velvety softness of her flesh until his hotly questing mouth
reached the material of her dress where the buttons had ended. He pulled
away from her, his eyes glazed with a demonic mixture of lust and drunken
revenge.


"I want to see you naked," he growled thickly.


"No, please, Tim, please!" his cowering young wife groaned.


But he was not to be stopped. With a snarl of impatience, he reached
out and twisted her body around, at the same time yanking the thin summer
dress from her arms and pulling it roughly off her body until it slid free
of her lithe tapered legs. Susan sobbed in futile resistance, her entire
being quaking now with ice-cold twinges of fear and shame. She lay helpless
on the bed, protected only by the flower-print panties she wore, while Tim
eyed her hungrily. Never taking his eyes from her appetizing form, he
slowly began to remove his own clothes, first unbuttoning his starched
white short-sleeved shirt so that his strong tight-muscled chest and
shoulders were completely naked. Then, tossing the shirt aside, he began to
unbuckle his belt and unzip the snug slacks while his wife watched, her
eyes widened in alarm. Finally, he stepped out of his pants, and stood
before her dressed only in the white cotton shorts that bulged obscenely
from the formidable stiffness of his hardened cock jutting out like the
mast of a ship perpendicular to his loins.


The look of fear on his weeping young bride's face only increased his
passion. He was going to take her by force no matter how she protested or
pleaded for mercy! The mere thought of at last satisfying his
long-suppressed sexual needs caused his desire-thickened penis to jerk
frantically against the thin material of his shorts. With a lewd grin at
Susan, he began to pull down his shorts so that the full potency of his
eagerly lurching cock and cum-swollen balls was presented naked to her
frightened gaze. The sight of his hard lusting staff lurching out so
menacingly in full erection made his wife gasp in alarm, and she
instinctively shut her eyes to banish the terrifying sight from her view.


Seeing her respond with loathing to the exposure of his virilely
pulsing hardness made Tim even angrier than before. Leaning across her
prostrate form, he reached down and grasped the tight crotch band of her
flowered panties, and with one cloth-shearing tear he yanked the fragile
garment down so that the fearfully trembling mound of her pubic triangle
was revealed defenselessly before him. The sparse cuntal hair shone a
tempting golden-brown and the sight of his wife's creamy nakedness sparked
uncontrollable flames of lust in Tim's hotly burning body. With a few
vicious jerks he pulled the nylon panties down her sleekly contoured legs
while Susan moaned in agony from the sting of the tight elastic scraping
against her smooth flesh. Finally, she was completely naked.


"Oh God," she moaned, trying to cover herself with her hands, "Oh
God, help me!"


"Shut up, bitch!" Tim snapped drunkenly, tossing the torn panties
aside. "Stop whining! I want a woman for a change, a real woman!"


The roused husband grasped his wife's tightly clamped legs and forced
them roughly apart so that the moist pink flesh of her vaginal slit was
revealed to his drunken gaze. With a snarl of animal passion, he lowered
himself onto the bed between her splayed limbs and, spreading the soft
cushions of her vaginal lips apart with his thumbs, he obscenely buried his
face in her defenseless pussy. Abruptly he flicked out his tongue and ran
it wetly up and down the length of her warm perfumed pussy furrow.


The shock of this sudden action made Susan jerk back involuntarily in
humiliation. It was unthinkable to her that he could inflict such a thing
upon her, and she tried desperately to squeeze her legs together to prevent
her passion-crazed husband from exploring her private regions so crudely. 
But she was powerless against the onslaught of his alcohol-quickened
desire.


Roughly he flicked his tongue up and down her blushing red slit, each
wet assault sending fresh stabs of shame and anxiety throughout Susan's
tortured young body. His eagerly questing mouth soon found the fleshy
little bud of her clitoris, and with salacious relish he began to suck and
bite on that tender nub, trying to make it harden, hoping to rouse his
frigid wife into a state of wild throbbing desire that would match his own.
The little phallus-like button involuntarily grew hard from his insistent
oral probes, yet Susan experienced only a deeper feeling of debasement. She
could not and would not submit to his animalistic attack! It was too
humiliating! She began to resist his attempted rape with more
determination, and suddenly her hands reached down to clutch fiercely at
his sandy-colored hair. She pulled at his locks angrily, wanting to hurt
him for his attempted subjugation of her.


Tim howled in pain and pulled away from her, his fury mounting with
volcanic force.


"Damn you," he shouted wildly, "Goddamn you, you ice-cold bitch!"


His mind seethed with uncontrollable anger now, and the last traces
of tender human sentiment fled his mind. If she was going to pull tricks
like that, treat him like a dog, then he'd show her he had a few tricks of
his own! His massively pulsating cock jerked in excited need for release,
and, with an evil gleam in his eye, the outraged young husband suddenly got
a hard grip on his wife's hips. Almost before she knew what he was doing,
he had roughly forced her to turn over on her stomach. Then he slipped his
forearm under her belly and pulled her loins upward so that his
uncomprehending young wife had to prop herself up on her elbows.


Treat me like a dog, huh? Tim thought darkly as he gripped the
throbbing thickness of his frantically lurching cock. Well, baby, two can
play at that game. If I'm a dog, then I'll fuck like one, then maybe you'll
respond like a bitch in heat for a change!


His eyes glazed with anger, Tim grabbed the trembling globes of her
buttocks harshly, his fingernails digging into the resilient white flesh,
sending stabs of pain through his wife's naked young body.


"Aaaaarrrrgggghhh!!" she screamed, shuddering in agony from head to
foot. "It hurts."


"That's nothing, baby, believe me, that's nothing," he snarled down
at her.


His mind whirling with rage, he began to trace his middle finger down
the crack between her ass-cheeks and over the tight brown hole of her anus
until it found the firmly clenched entrance to her vagina.


A cruel drunken smile of anticipation played across his lips as his
hand slowly began to explore her pussy from behind.


Susan shuddered from head to foot, mortified with the overwhelming
shame of her situation. Tim had forced her into the most humiliating
position imaginable, propped on her elbows and knees like a cowering 
pathetic animal. A beast, just like Miss Whitfield had said, a panting,
lustful beast! This was the man she had married! Slowly his extended middle
finger began to worm its way up into her tensely contracted vaginal
passage, and she quivered in trepidation as she felt it burrow inside her
burning cunt. With a gasp of horror, she realized that he was going to take
her this way, from behind, like a drunken savage. In the next second she
cried aloud as Tim shoved his finger all the way inside her dry tight
cuntal depths and began to prod and rotate it mercilessly to lubricate his
entry.


"Please stop!" she cried in agony. "Stop! Pleeeeaaasssee!"


But Tim was fiercely determined to punish her for keeping him at bay
so long, and he rammed his rigid middle finger hard up into the farthest
recesses of her bruised and aching vagina as his tortured young wife moaned
in pain, beads of perspiration breaking out on her forehead. Desperately
she tried to pull away to escape the pain and humiliation but Tim easily
tugged her back, gripping her tightly by the shoulder with his free hand
while he began to brutally finger-fuck her with the middle finger of his
other hand, in and out, in and out, until finally the tortured walls of her
cunt began to widen and release involuntarily their warm vaginal fluid.


Satisfied that she was wet enough, he withdrew his finger from her
vaginal depths and took hold of his huge distended penis, pulling back the
soft foreskin to reveal the red swollen cock-head, and then guided it
carefully between her ass-cheeks until it was poised directly at the tensed
waiting entrance of her cuntal sheath.


"Oh Tim," she mewled piteously, "please don't do it, not this way, oh
please!"


But it was no use. With a savage cry of passion, the lusty insurance
salesman thrust his hips forward with a vicious jerk, burrowing his eager
cock halfway up his wife's tightly clenched cunt. The force of his scathing
entry sent Susan's body hurtling forward as tears of shame and hurt began
to roll down her hotly flushed cheeks. She was being totally degraded by
her own husband, taken in the most debased manner she could imagine like a
gutter prostitute, forced to kneel before him, helpless to ward off his
drunken intrusion!


Tim leered down in glassy-eyed triumph and then lunged forward again
so that his lewdly throbbing penis penetrated up to the hilt into her wet
cringing pussy. Her fiercely tightened vaginal muscles clasped around bis
hard-driving cock in a vain attempt to expel the cruel invader, but it was
totally useless. Slowly, Tim started to fuck her, in and out, each painful
thrust stretching the fear-ridden walls of her pussy wider and wider.


Susan hung her head in shame, her light brown hair falling forward
damply over her face as Tim began to drive into her in a steadily
increasing tempo. Her submissively kneeling young body was wracked with an
agonizing mixture of pain and humiliation, and she sobbed in defeat as she
felt his huge swollen balls swinging and slapping against her cruelly
buffeted hips. She could hear his lewd groans and heavy breathing behind 
her as he rotated his pelvis sadistically, forcing his rock-hard penis in
and out of her helpless ravaged pussy.


The tortured young bride was nearly unconscious now, almost
overwhelmed by the pain and shock of her husband's brutal rape. But just as
she thought she could endure no more, a strange thing began to happen.
Unable to resist his powerful onslaught, she began to surrender, and as she
did, a totally new feeling started to ripple faintly through her impaled
young body. Unbelievable as it seemed, out of the depths of the burning
shame there arose a strange warmth and excitement that grew in her loins
like a rose unfolding in spring. She had never experienced anything like it
before, not even in their gentlest lovemaking. It was as if her newly
awakening body was beginning to melt in warm waves of undulating pleasure
that, mixed with the brutal pain of his sudden rape, produced an
irresistible gnawing of unfamiliar desire deep inside the cock-skewered
young wife. For the first time in her life she wondered if she could
experience the real pleasure of sensuality the way the doctor had hinted
when she had spoken to him. Perhaps perhaps she might even have an orgasm.


"Oooooohhhh" she moaned as the thrilling new feelings began to
envelop her, "Ooooohhh" Despite her shame, her naked young body's needs
began to force her to grind her hips back against Tim's forward-thrusting
penis. She dug her knees into the mattress and gritted her teeth, less in
torment than in the beginnings of blind overpowering passion. Her mind
still struggled, terrified of letting go so completely, but her servilely
kneeling body, jolted out of its long passivity and fear by Tim's
traumatizing attack, began to move involuntarily in a slow inexorable
rhythm as it sought satisfaction of its basest instinctual hungers. Every
inch of her ripely contoured young frame was tingling now with steadily
mounting lust and she began to moan like a woman possessed, her body
thrashing out of control in an unexpected wave of demonic sensuality.


"Oh Christ!" Tim groaned, feeling her squirm beneath him, for the
first time returning some measure of his excitement. "Oh yes, that's it!
Oh, honey, you're beautiful, beautiful!"


He became triumphant as her moans slowly changed from pain and
self-pity into sighs and grunts of obscene arousal, for he realized his
unexpected rearward assault was actually beginning to break through her icy
coldness. His thickly swollen penis became charged with rampant lust as he
drove deeper and deeper into her wantonly heaving cuntal interior.
White-hot sperm began to surge in his bouncing testicles as he rammed into
her with the fury of a jackhammer.


Kneeling before him, her body jerking in perfect sensual rhythm with
his, Susan began to experience velvety warm flashes of heat galloping
wildly through her writhing loins. Her ravishing young body trembled with
raw animal passion as delirious thrills consumed her for the first time in
her life. Her wetly throbbing vaginal passage grew unbearably hot and
pounded with an incredible need. She felt herself on the edge of a
staggering sensual precipice, about to fall over the brink into a 
bottomless sea of irresistible, forbidden delight! She thrilled with
happiness to think that at last her moment of complete release was suddenly
here, despite everything! At last she was going to fulfill herself as a
woman!


But in the next moment Tim began to cry out with the approach of
orgasm.


"I'm cumming," he moaned wildly, "Oh fuuuccckk I'm cuuuummmiiinnggg!
Uuuuunnnggghhh! Fuuucckk!!!"


Susan was shocked back to reality by his obscene excited cries, and
her body quivered fearfully when, in the next minute, his raging load of
thick hot semen exploded in convulsive spasms into her violently clenching
pussy.


It was happening too fast! The young wife suddenly found herself
completely disoriented, and the ecstatic pleasure she had felt only moments
before suddenly fled as quickly as it had come. He's an animal, a voice
cried out in her head, an animal! Miss Whitfield! Nonooo! She felt as if
boiling lava were squirting into her loins and spreading throughout her
body! Bogeymen! Cummmiiinnggg! Inside of her body! Suddenly she was seized
with blind terror as she had been so often in her childhood nightmares.


"Nooo!" she cried, protesting against her returning fear as much as
the torrent of hot cum her triumphant husband poured into her from his
rapidly jerking penis, "Nooo!"


Tim rammed his massively ejaculating cudgel back and forth until its
rhythm abated naturally and the last drop of his white sperm had jetted
into her. Then, slowly, he pulled away as Susan fell forward in an
exhausted heap on the bed. Something had happened at the last minute,
something he had been too excited to comprehend. She had been responding
incredibly and then at the moment of orgasm What was wrong?


"Susan?" he asked softly. "Susan?"


"Oh, Tim" she moaned, her face buried tearfully in the coverlet of
the bed, "it's no good it's no good"


Tim's face soured into an expression of deep disappointment and anger
as he realized once more that his efforts had been in vain. He had fucked
her, yes, and had a full release, but now, seeing his wife once more
shuddering in fright on the bed, the momentary galvanic excitement he had
experienced quickly fled, replaced by the old feeling of resentment and
frustration.


"Christ," he said wearily, rising from the bed. "What's the use?"


Susan Jameson sat absolutely still on the sofa, her mind slowly
returning to the present. Tim had left for Boston a half hour after their
unhappy encounter, and nothing was settled. Things remained at an impasse
so that it looked as though their marriage might fall apart completely. Yet
she also knew that something had happened to her during his cruel rape, for
she had experienced, at least for a few rapturous moments, a sensual 
awakening the likes of which she had never known before. Maybe, with a
little more time, she could really let herself go and experience an entire
orgasm. With surprise, she realized that the crotch band of her panties had
become moist, probably because of her detailed recall of what had taken
place on Monday. Quickly she got up from the sofa, feeling a little
embarrassed, to change into a fresh pair.


But as she started up the steps to the second floor of the house, the
doorbell rang.


CHAPTER TWO


The petite young housewife paused momentarily on the stairs,
wondering who could be at the door. She wasn't expecting anyone that day,
and the only neighbor who was in the habit of dropping in unexpectedly was
Mrs. Carson, who was away on vacation. The doorbell rang again.


"Just a minute," Susan called as she descended the steps and paused
in front of the mirror to straighten her dress and pat her hair into place.
Oh, it must be the paperboy collecting for the week, she decided.


Going to the front door, she opened it slightly and found that her
visitor was a good-looking young man who she guessed was in his late teens
or early twenties.


"Yes?" she asked.


"Excuse me, ma'am," the young man said politely, grinning at her with
a friendly smile, "but is your husband at home?"


"No not at the moment," Susan replied, somewhat cautiously. Tim had
warned her often about being careful of strangers in the neighborhood,
especially since the crime rate was going up steadily, even in their
suburban area.


"Oh, that's too bad," the young stranger said. "I tell you, ma'am,
I'm in kind of a tight spot. I know its not proper for me to be knockin' at
your door like this  you probably think I'm some kind of freak or
somethin'  but I'm just lookin' for odd jobs in the neighborhood."


Susan noticed that he spoke with a slight trace of a southern accent.
His face was extremely handsome, youthful and wholesome with bright brown
eyes and high cheekbones topped by a thick curly shock of dark brown hair
that, Susan thought, made him look almost like a young Greek god. Opening
the door a little wider she noticed that he was quite slender, with an
extremely well-muscled body revealed by the tapered bright yellow T-shirt
and tight white jeans he wore. His feet were clad in high black workman's
boots. Despite her initial distrust of her visitor, the young wife found
herself fascinated by the good-looking youth and curious to know more about
him. His face was so pleasant and sincere that it allayed her fears.


"Do do you live in the area?" she asked.


"No, my home town's Atlanta, Georgia, and I'm headin' for Oregon to 
visit my brother. I been hitchhikin', but my luck ain't been so good. I had
to get a bus from Ohio out to here, and my money ran out. Tell you the
truth I ain't had a square meal or slept in a decent bed for two nights, so
I thought I'd just ask around to see if there were some jobs I could do. I
noticed your lawn needs cuttin' and I thought I'd just ring the bell and
ask.


"I see. I don't know what to say. You should speak to my husband
about it, really. We do need to have some work done on the yard, but"


"Can I talk to your husband when he comes back?"


"I don't think he'll be here until Sunday." The young wife
immediately regretted her last remark. Although she had no real reason to
mistrust this boy, she knew a wife alone without a man in the house was in
a very vulnerable position. "I'm I'm sorry," she said, attempting to close
the door.


"Ma'am look, I'm really desperate for some money, can I just do the
work and come back when your husband comes home to get paid? I can sleep in
the park down the street tonight, and believe me, by tomorrow afternoon
your yard'll look like the garden of a palace!"


"I I don't know," Susan said nervously. She felt foolish being so
standoffish with the young man. After all, his story made sense, and he
seemed sincere. What harm could there be in letting him work on the yard?
Still, she had heard stories about suburban wives who were preyed upon by
strangers when they were alone. She glanced searchingly at the boy, as if
trying to make up her mind whether or not to hire him, and he smiled back
at her so winningly that suddenly all her suspicions appeared utterly
ridiculous. "Oh, I suppose it'd be all right," she said finally. "When do
you want to start?"


"Right now," he replied cheerfully. "The sooner I get to work, the
sooner I can get some food in my belly."


"Oh, well why don't you come in and have a sandwich, it'd be no
trouble."


"Ma'am, I ain't sure that'd be proper, what with your husband away."


Susan smiled at him warmly. There was definitely something about him
that inspired her trust. He was so courtly and gentle, so clean-cut,
certainly nothing like the dirty hippies she had seen wandering around the
streets lately, with their unkempt long hair and ragged clothes.


"I'm sure I can trust you," she said, "Come on in. I've got some ham
and cheese in the refrigerator. A good sandwich and a Coke will make you
work better." "Well, to tell you the truth ma'am, I'd sure appreciate it."


"Then please come in. By the way," she asked as she opened the door
to let him in, "what's your name?"


"Art, Art Wilson."


"I'm Susan Jameson."


"Howdy, Mrs. Jameson."


"Oh goodness, don't call me 'Mrs.'  that sounds so silly. We must be
practically the same age. Just call me Susan."


"That's real nice of you, ma'am. Susan, I mean."


Susan laughed merrily, completely secure with the handsome youth now,
and rather pleased to have some company to divert her attention from her
problems.


"The kitchen's this way, Art," she said, walking past him down the
front hall. "Follow me."


The young man watched her intently as he walked behind her down the
hall, his eyes riveted to the swaying ripe half-moons of her buttocks,
while his face became clouded with a dark and strangely perverse expression
that was totally unlike his previous smiling countenance. I sure will baby,
I sure will. Right up into that nice All-American pussy of yours!


For the rest of the afternoon Susan tried to busy herself with
housework while Art worked diligently mowing the lawn, trimming the bushes,
and tending to the garden. He seemed to know a great deal about
landscaping, and the young housewife couldn't resist glancing through the
living room window now and then to watch him, fascinated, while he worked.
He had stripped himself of his T-shirt, and Susan found herself staring
unconsciously at his trim athletic build, his sun-tanned skin gleaming with
perspiration. Although he was shorter than her husband, and was slender
like Tim, there was a classic beauty to his body so striking that the naive
young wife could hardly keep from staring at it. She was oddly compelled by
the young man and, hardly aware of it consciously, her thoughts kept
turning again and again toward him. Finally, she invited him to dinner and
they dined together on hamburgers, french fries and salad, chattering
warmly back and forth.


'Well," Art said, as he finished the last of his coffee, "it's pretty
late and I should get out of here so the neighbors won't gossip."


"Oh, don't worry about the neighbors. I hardly ever see them anyway."


"Yeah, but it's gettin' dark, and it's only proper for me to go. Your
husband wouldn't like it if he knew I stayed past dinner with you all
alone. I got to get my sleepin' bag from the station anyway, and then grab
a place in the park."


"Art, I just thought of something! We have a storeroom over the
garage, and I'm sure my husband wouldn't object if you stayed there
tonight."


"Gee I'm sure tempted. It'd be better than a park bench, that's for
sure."


"Then it's settled. I'll leave the garage door unlocked while you're
getting your things, and you can just go right in. Then I'll make coffee
tomorrow morning before you start work."


The young man glanced warmly at Susan, then looked down sheepishly.


"Susan you've been real kind to me. Ain't many people would be so
kind to a stranger the first day. I just want to say thanks."


"You don't have to thank me," the young wife replied. "Believe me,
you're helping us by doing the lawn."


Art glanced up at her, and for a moment there was a vivid moment of 
contact between them as their eyes locked. Susan felt herself blush
slightly as strange tingling sensations fluttered over her skin.


"Well," Art said finally, shyly tearing his eyes away from her. "I
guess I'd better be movin' on. I'll see you in the morning."


"In the morning," she replied, rising to walk with him to the front
door.


At nine o'clock that night Susan sat watching an Italian Western on
television, smoking one cigarette after another and sipping slowly from a
glass of light rose wine. Normally she almost never drank, particularly
when she was alone, but tonight she had been feeling oddly excited and
decided that a little wine might calm her down. But no matter what she did,
the restlessness persisted.


I wish Tim would come back tonight, she thought as she stared without
interest at the flickering screen. There's so much to be settled between
us, and I'd feel better if he was here with me and we could talk it out.
I've been too cold to him, I know, but I think if I just tried a little
harder I could really let go and be the kind of wife he wants.


Of course she couldn't dismiss the fact that her deep-seated mental
traumas over sexuality still rigidly held her mind prisoner. God only knew
how much time it would take for her to become strong enough to transcend
her fears. She desperately wanted her marriage to work, for she loved Tim
deeply and wanted their life together to be full of happiness.


Suddenly tamping her half-smoked cigarette in the coffee table
ashtray, she got up, flicked off the television set, and began walking
toward the stairs, pausing to pick up her glass of wine and the bottle.


I'll just go to bed early and read, she decided as she climbed the
stairs toward the second-floor bedroom. I'll just put everything out of my
mind and relax.


She wondered if Art had returned from the bus station yet, and
whether he was already in the garage storeroom. Despite her early
suspicions she had to admit that she found him quite a pleasant young man,
very easy to talk to, full of interesting stories about his childhood in
Georgia. Of course he was quite good-looking as well, with a body at least
as nice as Tim's, and she was surprised how often her mind kept returning
to the image of him working in the yard, bare-chested, his white jeans
clinging to his sturdy legs, his brown curly hair glistening in the sun.
And yet, even as she thought about it, a part of her chastised herself for
dwelling so unnecessarily on his appearance. Was she some kind of
sex-hungry housewife acting like a kid the first time a handsome young man
came to the door?


She paused at the bedroom door, her mind once more a bewildering maze
of conflicting emotions. Maybe I'm losing my mind, she reflected grimly I
don't know who I am any more. Oh God, why does life have to be so hard?


She flicked on the soft orange bedroom light and gazed fondly at the 
room she had so painstakingly decorated. It was a spacious bedroom, with
wide white-curtained windows. The walls were done in blue wallpaper with
tiny gold flowers and decorated with pastel watercolors. A huge double bed
with a ruffled colonial canopy stood opposite one window, and was draped
with a yellow-gold bedspread. A blue-skirted vanity table and chair stood
nearby, and an antique colonial dresser completed the furnishings, except
for a thick blue pile rug on the floor. This was the young housewife's
favorite room, and as she entered and closed the door behind her, she began
to feel calmer right away.


She placed the bottle of wine and the glass on the nightstand, then
flicked on a transistor radio that stood on the bureau. Immediately the
room was flooded with the mellow sounds of Tony Bennett singing I Left My
Heart in San Francisco. It was one of Susan's favorite songs, and she
hummed along with the music as she turned down the covers of the bed,
fluffed up the pillows, and prepared herself for a quiet evening alone. The
young wife felt secure and cozy in her pleasant little bedroom world, and
soon all her cares had completely faded away.


A shower would be nice, she mused, as she slowly unbuttoned her
summer dress and pulled it up over her shapely body. She hung the garment
carefully in the closet, then went into the large white-tiled bathroom
adjoining the bedroom. Standing before the full-length mirror, she removed
her brassiere, folded it neatly, and placed it on a low stool. Then she
slid her fingers under the waistband of her tight white panties and
wriggled them down over her gently blooming hips and white tapered legs,
bending over to step carefully out of them and then placing them on the
stool with the brassiere. Now totally naked, she paused to gaze at her body
in the mirror.


The bright bathroom light made her skin seem to shimmer a translucent
cream color, while the cherry-red tips of her breasts tensed and pushed out
like two taut little sentinels in the center of those youthfully firm orbs.
Although she was somewhat embarrassed to have such a ripely formed body,
she remembered how often Tim had raved about her beauty and said he was the
luckiest man in the world to have a wife with her looks and figure, and
that she should be proud of her body.


He's right, she thought to herself as she let the palms of her hands
caress the rounded orbs of her breasts a moment before sliding them down to
the nipped-in line of her waist, I shouldn't be so shy about my physique.


After tying her long brown hair with a rubber band, she turned on the
shower, waited until the water was just the right temperature, and then
stepped inside. The warm jets of water splashed lightly down onto her
supple young body, running in little streams along the flowing curves of
her flesh as she began to rub herself with a bar of scented lemon soap,
covering herself from neck to toes with a thick lather.


"Mnnnnnnnnn," she sighed, "this feels so nice, sooo nice"


She slowly relaxed, thanks to the soothing warmth of the water
coursing over her frame while the wine she had drunk earlier finally began 
to have a fuller effect on her. The innocent young housewife found herself
rapidly growing more and more mellow as delightful tingling sensations
rippled through every part of her wetly glistening body. She soaped her
smooth young form over and over with the sweet soap, luxuriating in the
gentle euphoria that glowed in her brain and the cascading warmth that
flowed through her flesh. Soon, her soap-covered hands reached down to the
soft triangle between her cream-white hips and she began to gingerly rub
her pussy flesh with lather. Surprisingly, there was an immediate
unexpected response in that private area, like little bursts of
star-sparkles, as her soapy hands explored her cuntal orifices. Quickly,
she pulled her hands away, startled by the unusual response there and
feeling vaguely ashamed of herself.


She remembered that Miss Whitfield had been particularly harsh on the
subject of self-gratification  masturbation as she came to call it later 
and had spent hours lecturing the girls about the mental and physical
dangers of exploring one's most secret recesses.


"It is the single most disgusting thing a woman can do," she had said
one night, "and one would be better to be a whore than do such awful things
to oneself!"


As a result, young Susan had vowed never to let her animal instincts
get the best of her like that, and she promised Miss Whitfield never to
manipulate herself in such a lewd manner. Thus far, she had never been
tempted, but now, with the unusually pleasant reaction she had experienced
when she placed her lathery hands down there, she wondered if Miss
Whitfield hadn't been wrong about that, too. The young wife remembered,
too, that the doctor she had talked to had talked vaguely about
masturbation, implying that there was really nothing wrong with it, and
that it might even be helpful in allowing her to explore her sexual nature.
But Susan had ignored him, for to her, doing such a thing was dirty and
sinful.


Yet now, wanting desperately to free herself from her fears of sex,
she became quite curious to try it. After all, it couldn't hurt, could it,
just once? Still, it was a very daring thing for her, and the more she
thought about it the more disturbed she became about the idea and the more
anxious about the consequences. Finally she decided to put the entire thing
out of her mind and just spend the evening reading as she had planned. She
let the water rinse off the soap, and a few minutes later she stepped out
of the shower, turned it off, and wrapped herself in a thick towel.


Yet once again, as she began to dry her vaginal area, there was a
recurrence of the irresistibly enjoyable sensations she had felt earlier,
and it was all she could do to pull her hands away from her private
recesses and finish drying her body. Placing the towel back on its rack,
she opened the bathroom door. Immediately her naked flesh was bathed in a
waft of cool summer air from the bedroom. Her white glowing skin grew
goosepimply, and she shivered pleasantly from the contact of the cooler air
on her freshly showered body.


As she walked naked into the bedroom, the music on the radio changed
from gentle ballads to the erotic blues sound of Janis Joplin singing Try a
Little Bit Harder. Normally she would have changed stations immediately,
but there was something about the song now that intrigued her.


Try a little harder, she mused ironically, that 's good advice for me
right now.


The young wife had never liked the late singer's voice much, but
tonight there was something in the rough, gratingly sensual sound that
intrigued her. The singer's buoyantly determined advice seemed to match her
own mood and Susan decided to leave it on. She went to the bureau to select
a negligee, and as she opened the drawer, her eyes fell immediately on a
short nightie of sheer black lace that Tim had given her on her birthday.
She had tried it on only once but had been so ashamed of the way it made
her look, so strangely alluring and, she thought, cheap, that she hadn't
worn it since. But tonight she felt compelled to slip it on, just to see
what it would be like. Giggling a little, still feeling the effects of the
wine, she slipped the sheer supple garment over her head and let the soft
folds adapt themselves to her body. Glancing in the vanity-table mirror,
she was surprised to see how different she looked. Almost almost like one
of those girls in a girlie magazine. Her initial impulse was to take it off
immediately, but the young wife realized that would be silly, prudish, and
if she was ever going to grow up sexually she would certainly have to let
herself be a little daring now and then.


Try just a little bit harder, the radio sang, as if to echo her
thoughts.


With determination she walked to the bed and curled up comfortably
against the pillows, then took several long reflective sips of her wine,
listening dreamily to the music. Within a few minutes the young wife had
become rather tipsy, although she was hardly conscious of the fact. All she
knew was that she felt quite pleasant, and her body was shimmering with a
delicious kind of warmth she had never known before.


Maybe I just needed to get off by myself like this a little, she
thought, just get away from every thing.


The music on the radio shifted once more, this time to something
classical she'd heard it before but couldn't quite identify it. It was a
slow sensuous piece, with a steady throbbing undercurrent of drums. Ravel's
Bolero, she suddenly realized. That's what it is. She had always liked that
composition and, setting her glass on the nightstand, she stretched out on
the bed and listened, her eyes closed, as the slow inexorable rhythm filled
the room and permeated her brain. Her alcohol-fogged mind seemed to drift
on a cloud high above the earth. She felt so light, so lovely. And always
in the background, the insistent pounding of the music.


Almost without realizing it, she stretched her nightie-clad body
provocatively on the bed, slowly undulating it in time to the music. Her
mind seemed to fill with strange images as her tipsy imagination began to
take hold of her. She imagined she was on a tropical jungle beach, in the 
shade of a palm tree, a primitive goddess alone in paradise. Oh, how
pleasant it was, how delightful her sensuously writhing young body felt as
she lay on the bed, drifting in fantasy. Her short nightie had bunched up
above her hips now, and unconsciously she let her hands wander down and
lightly finger the white smooth flesh of her hips, then drift up across her
abdomen. Lazily she untied the ribbons of her lace nightie and let it fall
away from her firmly molded breasts, still imagining herself on an isolated
Polynesian lagoon. The soft breeze that fluttered in through the curtained
windows played on her velvety skin like a thousand little feathers brushing
over her, increasing the languid excitement that pervaded her. Her
fingertips brushed curiously over her upthrust breasts, and immediately the
berry-tipped orbs were flooded with enchanting warmth. Anxious to increase
her new-found pleasure, she began to massage the pliant mounds with the
palms of her hands, growing subtly more and more aroused as the music
picked up tempo to match her quickening pulse.


Although the innocent young bride was not aware of it, her body was
slowly awakening, awakening to needs and hungers that had been suppressed
far too long. As her exploring hands pressed sensuously against the ripe
fullness of her breasts, they began to trigger reactions in nerve-endings
all over her body that had lain dormant for many years. A faint heat began
to chum in Susan's loins, and her heart beat faster and faster. Soon the
young wife was running her hands up from the sculpted columns of her thighs
to her quivering breasts and shoulders, then down again, over and over,
increasing the euphoric sense of lewd sensual pleasure that enveloped her
with the steadily rising force of a flood. Her breath came more and more
quickly as the music built up its subtle barbaric pace, and soon her hands
were crawling hypnotically down to the golden-brown triangle of her pubic
patch.


Suddenly, as her hungrily curious fingers first touched the
hair-lined split of her pussy, an electric thrill of excitement shot
through her body with the force of a thousand volts of unleashed energy.
She gasped as this unexpected stab of heat shot through her body,
immediately bringing her back to reality. She pulled her hands away from
the trembling pussy-furrow, overcome with shame as she realized that she
had begun to play with herself down there.


What's happening to me? she cried inwardly. What am I doing?


She struggled desperately to resist an overwhelming impulse to plunge
her fingers upward into her vaginal sheath. It was wrong, wasn't it? Sinful
and shameful? Yet the music kept pounding its merciless lurid beat into her
drink-clouded mind, and her body, operating independently, it seemed,
surged with the desire to be satisfied, demanded that she bring her rising
passion to completion. "No no," she murmured aloud, "I mustn't let myself
do such things"


But it was too late. She was possessed now with newly discovered
animal lust, and the sensual beast in her had to be appeased! She found her
hands moving, almost of their own volition, down to the warm little slit 
nestled between her thighs. Guilt and shame tore through her brain like
bolts of lightning, but there was nothing she could do to stem the tidal
wave of uncontrollable craving that threatened to inundate her voluptuous
young body.


"God help me," she cried piteously, "God help me!" In the next moment
her hands had clamped themselves feverishly on the exposed lips of her
cuntal furrow, and she began to rub the pink moist folds of flesh, driven
by erotic needs too long denied. With a last deep groan of anxiety, she
suddenly surrendered to the onslaught from within, and began to finger
herself in total abandon, like a shameless nymphomaniac caring only to
satisfy the whims of her desire.


"Mmnnnn," she mewled, as her vaginal flesh blazed with new-found
excitement, "mmmmmnnn yesssss oh, yessss"


Her fingers, as if possessed by an instinctive knowledge, greedily
closed around her clitoris and began to prod and massage the tiny little
bud of flesh until it hardened like a little penis and quivered erect. At
once, hot maddening ripples of delight tore through the innocent young
wife's loins as waves of warm pleasure rolled through her body like distant
thunder, heightened by the driving sensuous music of Bolero playing on the
radio and building to its frantic climax.


Oh, this is wrong, wrong! her mind screamed, but it was too late. She
was caught now in a torrent of unbridled ecstasy as strong as cascading
water bursting suddenly through a disintegrating dam. As if trying to make
up for all the years of frustration, her body began to shudder madly in its
hunger for pleasure, yearning for more thrilling forbidden excitement and
hypnotically forcing the helpless young wife to continue twisting and
prodding her hotly throbbing little clitoris with lustful abandon. There
was no way Susan could fight it, and her sleekly tapered legs began to
thrash and kick as her body undulated in sheer rampaging passion on the
bed.


Finally, as if drawn by a powerful magnet, her fingers slipped
downward away from the wildly aroused clitoris and traveled toward the
eagerly expectant entrance to her cuntal interior. Her pussy flesh had
grown hotly moist now, responding frantically to the sudden release of
animal lust, and as her fingers reached her cuntal ring, she realized that
it was already drenched with vaginal fluid.


"Aaahhhhh," she cried aloud, in submission to the steaming passion
that enveloped her completely. She plunged two fingers deep into the wetly
pulsing flesh of her cunt, pushing them up into the receptive widening
canal until they were all the way in. Then, driven on by a force that
transcended her fears and guilt, she began boring her fingers in and out of
the warm wet passage  in and out, in and out  creating staggering jolts
of unbelievable pleasure in her lust-possessed body.


She was so captivated by her self-induced passion that she failed to
notice that the door to her bedroom was, at that moment, being slowly
opened!


Art stood in the dim light of the hallway, leering in at the
incredible sight of the wantonly splayed young wife finger-fucking herself
on the bed. A cruel, salacious smile played across his lips, and he
silently reached down, unzipped the front of his tight white jeans, and
withdrew the rapidly thickening shaft of his cock, slowly jerking it up and
down while Tim's wife, totally unaware of his presence, worked steadily
closer to her climax.


"Ooohhhhhhhh" she groaned deliriously on the bed, carried away by a
staggering crescendo of self-induced pleasure, "Uuuunnnggghhh!"


Suddenly the walls of her vaginal interior, driven wild by the
rotating plunging activity of her frantic fingers, began to palpitate
frenziedly and issue forth a sweet stream of hot female fluid. Susan's
loins burned with a stimulation that surpassed anything she would have
thought possible, and in that moment she knew, without a shadow of a doubt,
that she had reached orgasm.


Like a bird soaring aloft into heaven, the young wife catapulted over
the brink of ecstasy into a rapturous bliss as her hands flailed upwards
into her wide-open, drenched and cumming vagina! She laughed and moaned
aloud in utter triumph, scarcely believing how wonderful she felt as her
body shook uncontrollably with gusts of hot pleasure. Her head flailed back
and forth on the pillows, her light brown hair flying in every direction as
she cried and groaned with utter delight.


She was cumming! Cumming for the first time in her life!


Oh, she wanted the sweet radiance to go on forever and ever, and yet,
finally, her passion began to ebb. Soon she lay still on the bed, breathing
heavily, her eyes closed in contented satiety while her body throbbed
softly in the luffing afterglow of her titanic release. She had finally
done it, finally let go enough to experience a full climax, and she knew
now that it was possible. She could make Tim the happiest of husbands!


Then, suddenly, she heard the bedroom door slam with a thud as it
flew open and banged against the wall. With a gasp of alarm she turned and
cried out in shock. Art was standing in the doorway, his huge cock
completely erect and jutting out from the front of his opened "Don't want
to keep that nice pussy all to yourself now, Susan, do you?"


CHAPTER THREE


"Art!" Tim's startled bride exclaimed in alarm, hastily covering
herself with her scanty nightie, "What are you doing here!"


"Thought you might be sorta' lonesome, baby," he replied with a
sneer, slowly closing the bedroom door behind him." I saw the light on up
here and thought you might have some use for a big fat prick in that tight
cunt of yours."


"How dare you speak to me that way!" the shocked young wife cried 
out. "Get out of here or I'll call the police!"


The young intruder's only reply was to smile cruelly at her, his
thick sensual lips drawn back over his white teeth like a lustful
barbarian. The young wife shook with fright as she realized that her trust
in the young man was obviously a terrible mistake. The pleasant, easy charm
he had projected earlier that day was gone now, and in its place was a
leering obscene animal, standing just inside the bedroom with his hard
stiff penis jerking lewdly toward the young wife's defenseless body like a
striking snake.


"I I don't understand Art," Susan stammered nervously, "What's
wrong? Are you drunk?"


"No, ain't had a drop of liquor all day. Though I see you been
tipplin' a bit," he remarked, eyeing the empty wine glass on the nightstand
and the half-full bottle beside it. "Ain't good for a woman to drink alone,
that. 'Specially if she's horny. Ain't no need for you to stuff them
fingers up your pussy when I got this big cock of mine all rarin' to go. I
mean, just look at the way it's jerkin' around. It can't wait to slide up
inside you."


The young wife felt icy chills shiver through her flimsily clad body
as he spoke.


"Are you crazy?" she demanded, her voice trembling with hysteria.


"Crazy? Am I crazy?" The handsome youth's eyes narrowed dangerously,
and he began to walk slowly, menacingly toward the wide bed where Susan sat
cowering against the pillows. "They said I was crazy but they're wrong I
ain't crazy it's them that's crazy the world's crazy you don't think I'm
crazy, Susan, do you? Do you?"


He leaned in toward her, his face contorted in a hideous mask of
anger, and Susan instinctively backed away, her hands clutching at the
sheer black lace of her nightie, her eyes wide in uncomprehending terror.


"No no," she replied weakly.


"That's good, baby, that's good." Standing at the edge of the bed,
his cock still stiff as a log and jutting straight out from the front of
his unzipped jeans, he reached down into his boot and withdrew an object
that he held hidden in the palm of his hand. Then the young drifter
suddenly pressed a button on the object and Susan saw a gleaming knife
blade snap into view with a sharp click. He had a switchblade knife! She
gasped in terror, paralyzed with fear. "Anybody says I'm crazy reckons with
this little sweetheart! Get the picture, baby? And if you scream, or try to
phone the cops, or try anything funny, you're gonna regret it. 'Cause I'll
carve up that pretty face of yours so you'll look like a Halloween
pumpkin!"


Susan closed her eyes, while an abysmal sensation of cold horror
shook her body like a strong wind buffeting a young oak tree. She was
trapped, held captive by a strange young man who she felt sure was mentally
unbalanced! She was at his mercy, and if she didn't do what he said a
freezing blast of fear tore through her as she opened her eyes again and 
saw Art slowly turning the glittering blade of his knife over and over, as
if tormenting her with his power.


"What do you want with me?" she said finally, in a small shaky voice.


"Just some fun a weekend of fun for a poor boy from the South. I
ain't never had the advantages you have. I ain't never lived in a fancy
house like this and had everything I wanted on a silver platter." He
glanced with contempt at the comfortably furnished bedroom. "All this
bullshit furniture and crap you got all over the house. While I've had to
struggle for every dime stealing, beggin', grabbin' it wherever I could
like a gutter rat. It's time I had a vacation, don't you think, baby? It's
time I had some real nice fun and we're gonna have fun together, you and
me so just relax I won't hurt you that is as long as you do exactly as I
say. Exactly. Understand? Understand?"


"Y yes yes I understand."


"That's just fine, baby," he said calmly, replacing the knife in his
boot. "Now let's start in right now. And remember, I'm the boss here the
master just like on the old plantations before you goddamn Yankees fucked
it all up. And you're my slave. My obedient slave. You got me?"


"Yyes"


"Now you're doin' real good, Susan real good."


Slowly he began to undress before her, slipping the T-shirt over his
head and tossing it to the floor, then pulling his tight jeans down over
his lean hard hips. The imprisoned young wife realized that he wore no
underwear as his hugely throbbing cock and balls were at once totally
revealed to her gaze. His enormous penis was much larger than Tim's, and
his testicles, swaying lewdly beneath his thickly distended shaft of male
hardness, seemed to be the size of tennis balls. Within a few moments her
youthful tormentor had slipped off his boots and jeans and stood near the
bed, naked, his well-muscled body gleaming menacingly in the soft light of
the bedroom.


The horrified young wife became conscious that the radio was still
playing, now blaring out harsh noisy rock music. She winced in shame,
overwhelmed by the hopelessness of her situation, cursing herself inwardly
for being so foolish as to trust the young man, wishing her husband would
come home. And now the rock music, hard and mean, grated on her ears as if
to taunt her further.


"What's the matter, baby? Don't like good ol' rock and roll? Too
nasty for the little princess? Ah, you fuckin' uptight chicks are all
alike. Too refined for real life, aren't you? You like everything nice and
clean, so it don't smell. Don't you? Well, baby, that's bullshit, and old
Art here is gonna introduce you to the other side of things!" He sauntered
over to the radio, arrogantly displaying his well-sculpted body to her
terrified gaze, and turned the music up full, so that the raucous beat of
the drums pounded deafeningly through the room. Then he turned to her, one
hand gripping the mammoth girth of his cock, and smiled again, like a beast
of prey about to devour its entrapped victim.


"Now baby, I'm going to fuck you till you can't see straight."


The young housewife instinctively clutched the lacy garment tighter
to her body, gulping back tears of humiliation and anxiety.


"Please," she murmured softly, "don't do this. I'll give you
anything do you want money? I'll give you whatever I have"


"No, baby, I don't need money right now. I need some hot pussy
wrapped around my prick. And yours'll do fine. And you want it too, don't
you? You want my fat prick in your cunt, don't you?"


Susan closed her eyes tight shut and turned away from him.


"Don't turn away, baby, I want to hear you say it. I know you want me
to fuck you, and I gotta hear you say it! Now!"


The terrified young wife felt the hot tears burning her tightly
clenched eyes. Why was this happening to her? What had she done to deserve
this kind of cruel trick of fate? It was unthinkable that something like
this should happen to her in her own house!


"Didn't you hear me, bitch? I said say it! Say you want me to fuck
you!"


"Art I I can't"


"You can and you will, baby. Or else you're gonna feel my knife on
your neck. Now say it cause underneath that prissy little surface I know
you want it. Now say it!"


The young wife knew she had no choice but to do as he said. A great
wall of repulsion and horror crashed down on her, and her body shook
helplessly on the bed as she struggled tearfully to obey him.


"I I want you to fu fu fuck me I want you to fuck me"


"Come on, you can do better than that. Say it like you mean it,
bitch."


"I I want you to fuck me!" Suddenly the words came tearing loose
from her throat, "I want you to fuck me!"


"Not bad, bitch. Not bad." Art walked slowly toward the bed. "Now
take off that lace shit you're wearing and let me see your body all naked."


Slowly, her hands trembling with fear, Susan removed her sheer
nightie and placed it carefully next to her on the bed.


"Good," the young tormentor replied, growing rapidly more excited as
she meekly obeyed his commands. "Now stretch out that body of yours on the
bed and spread your legs apart so I can see your pussy real good." The
young wife extended her quivering limbs and spread them slightly, easing
her body back on the mattress until she was lying prone, waiting in fear
for what he would do next. "Wider, bitch," he snarled, and suddenly he
grabbed both her ankles and splayed her legs as far as they would go.


"Ooohhh!" Susan cried, for his cruel gesture had hurt her, stretching
her leg muscles to the point of strain.


"Stop whining, or I'll punch you good and hard in the face," he
bellowed. He stood now at the foot of the bed, staring lasciviously into
the fully exposed slit of her pink moist pussy, still pulsing from her
recent self-gratification. His lean young body shook with excitement to see
the vulnerable young girl spread-eagled obscenely before him and, with a
deep growl of lust, he clambered up on the bed and thrust his full length
roughly on top of Susan's trembling form. His face was just above her own,
a twisted contorted mask of hideous cruelty. The young wife cringed,
desperately trying to push her body down against the mattress in a
ludicrous attempt to get away from him. But she knew it was hopeless. She
was his slave  his abject, humiliated slave.


Towering above her like a crazed animal, Art licked his lips in
anticipation. She was his now, completely his to use as he wished, and he
gloated in sadistic delight, his mind swarming with obscene fantasies of
what he could subject the quavering young girl to over the next day or two.
He would have to be careful, of course, to keep her under control and away
from the phone, and he had to watch out for the husband's return. But he
was an old hand at games like this, and knew his instincts would keep him
safe and sound for a long orgiastic weekend.


Growling hoarsely, he fell forward, his weight crushing her fully
rounded breasts against the young wife's chest. He thrust his hips downward
at the same time, deftly ramming his rigid bloated cock against the wetly
resilient flesh of Susan's vulnerable pussy-slit. He reached down and, with
one firm move, positioned his lurching cock at the already stretched
entrance to her vagina. Then, with a second thrust of his hips, he drove
its rigid thickness deep into her moist throbbing cunt like a raging bull,
pushing the hot soft flesh of her vaginal walls in rippling waves before
it. There was no stopping the rudely impaling cock until, with a loud slap,
his balls smacked against the obstruction of her tensed and trembling
thighs.


"Ooohhhh Goooddd!" she cried out beneath him, stunned and mortified
to be taken so quickly, to have his relentless cock-shaft tearing with no
preparation into her cringing vagina, spearing her without mercy. His huge
penis lay burrowed deep in her belly, filling every part of her violated
cuntal sheath. She was so moist from her feverish finger-fucking only
minutes earlier that she was helpless to resist the lewd intrusion. It was
as if her vagina welcomed his obscene girth, craved it, despite her horror
and indignation. She was being betrayed by her own body now, unable to
control her physical reactions at all.


Art lay still for a moment, then suddenly clamped his eager lips down
over her tightened mouth as he began a slow rocking motion between her
fearfully shuddering thighs. The already heated cuntal passage widened
greedily with each smooth skewering stroke as Susan gritted her teeth, her
loins burning with the pain of the harsh impalement.


She cursed herself for trusting the stranger so readily but there was
nothing she could do about it now. Why has it happened, why? she demanded
inwardly. Although everything in her conscious mind struggled against it,
her body began to respond hotly to the increasing frenzy of his brutal
fucking. Already she was experiencing faint throbbings of carnal pleasure,
feelings she had begun to unleash in herself only minutes before, and now 
it was too late to hold them back! Her body craved release, and made no
moral judgments on how or why it happened! Fully aware of the bitter irony
behind her situation, Susan twisted her face into a strange, perverse smile
as Art began to lunge into her with increasingly rapid strokes, thrusting
his iron-hard shaft in and out of her responding cunt.


Her body began to twitch and writhe now, freeing itself of Susan's
conscious control, as she involuntarily breathed groans of pleasure into
the moist cavern of Art's hungry mouth. Passion raged like a grass fire
through her lust-conquered frame and her nostrils flared heatedly. A light
film of perspiration broke out on her forehead beneath the soft disheveled
strands of silky hair.


"I knew you'd like it, baby," Art snarled as he drove into her with
unabated fury, "Let yourself go, cause you got no choice now. Dig it, baby,
dig it!"


With a moan of shame-filled surrender, Susan realized that he was
right. At least if she submitted to him totally, body and mind, it might
ease her torment. Slowly, hesitantly at first, she began to consciously
rotate her pelvis, each move drawing Art's huge lurching cock deeper and
deeper into her wetly clasping vagina. Suddenly her cuntal flanges were
acting on their own, sucking like a baby's lips drawing in a peppermint
stick, drawing his mighty penis greedily up inside her tremor-shaken body.
Her hands flew up and gripped his well-muscled shoulders, her fingers
digging desperately into his sun-tanned flesh, hanging on with passionate
intensity while the hot moist walls of her vagina flowered open to receive
his battering cock-blows.


There was no resistance left in the young wife now. She had drunk too
much wine, was too numbed with the shock of the sudden turnabout situation,
too sexually excited from her earlier finger-fucking to do anything but
eagerly submit to the pounding thrusts of her tormentor's rampaging penis.
Her legs, on either side of his impaling rod of flesh, were jerking and
quivering in uncontrolled abandon. Her eyes were closed and her tongue
slavered wetly up against his mouth as small sounds of velvety pleasure
rumbled up from her throat. She couldn't believe the searing flames of
passion that were rippling through her naked twisting young body. It seemed
impossible that under these circumstances she could experience such
ravishing thrills, but it was true! It was real! Finally a great wave of
blazing forbidden excitement tore through her ravaged limbs, blasting her
anxieties away in an explosion of unbridled lust! She was being fucked
mercilessly by a sadistic stranger in her own home! And she loved it! It
was shamefully, obscenely true! She loved it!


Art labored hotly above her, tormenting her with cruel lunging
strokes that brought his long thick cock almost all the way out of her
wetly clasping vaginal inferno on the backstroke, then thrusting forward
hard, battering her tender flesh with the force of a sledge-hammer on an
anvil. He quickened his pace as she thrashed her body abandonedly beneath
him, then he pressed his hands behind her knees, pushing them up into a 
jackknife position so that they were crushed against her breasts, so that
the plane of her seething crotch was wide open to the pile-driving thrusts
of his cock as he smacked brutally into her.


"AAaaannnngggghhh!!" she moaned depravedly beneath him, her face
contorted into an unrecognizable mask of bestial passion. The young wife's
body was throbbing madly with unbelievable excitement. Radiant bursts of
heat exploded in her loins, causing every inch of her skin to sizzle with
ecstasy as she gasped in the throes of wanton passion.


Art groaned in obscene enjoyment, quickening his strokes even more,
grinding deep and hard into her drenched cunt so that his blood-swollen
cock drove far up into the hidden untouched recesses of her womb. His huge
heavy balls, slapping roughly against her upturned anal crevice, grew hot
with their churning load of semen. He was going to cum soon, cum like a
cannon, and so was she. He could tell from the way her gasps and cries of
ecstasy were becoming more and more frequent. The galvanic fire in his
testicles had reached the bursting point now, and he knew the moment was at
hand.


"Shit! Ooohhh shhiiittt!! I'm cummmiiinnnggg!" he groaned with savage
intensity. "Uuuuuunnnngghhh!!"


Beneath him, Susan quivered like a helpless whore gone out of
control, her perspiration-drenched body flailing distractedly, her head
tossing shamelessly from side to side. She was nearly incoherent with the
rampaging pleasure she was experiencing, as her wildly clenching cuntal
walls quaked with a colossal passion. She was cumming again! Even more
intensely than she had a few minutes ago! This cruel, crazed youth had
taken her to heights of barbaric pleasure she had never known existed.


''aaaaahhhhhh Uuuuunnngggghhh!" she shrieked, as the force of her
orgasm tore through her body like a forest fire. "Rrrrrnnnnggghh!"


Art felt her hot cuntal depths opening and closing around him crazily
as he gushed jet after jet of thick scalding semen into her drenched
interior. Her vaginal secretions flowed hotly around his wildly jerking
penis, mingling her sex juices with his own. Wave upon wave of white cum
squirted from the parted glans of the sadistic young drifter's cock-head,
welling headlong into the tormented housewife's writhing, welcoming
channel. He twisted his muscular body and bucked his hips, draining himself
as she lunged up toward him, the lips of her involuntarily contracting cunt
sucking at his penis as though trying to milk him dry.


Susan moaned a long, steady moan of passion as she felt herself
bathed in the luridly warm pleasure that enveloped her as Art gushed the
last of his surging load into her madly palpitating cunt. Then finally it
was over. Slowly Art withdrew his deflating cock-shaft and collapsed next
to Susan on the bed. The young wife lay inert, totally exhausted, her mind
a raging mixture of confused emotions. She had been brutally fucked by a
strange young man, taken in the most humiliating manner conceivable, and
yet her body had responded hungrily, greedily, like a thirsty man gulping
down great draughts of cool water. She shuddered as she fully realized the 
horrible depravity of what was happening to her, unable to comprehend how
it happened or why. Dimly she heard the radio in the background, still
blaring at top volume.


"This is Radio Station KRKT signing off for the night. We begin our
broadcasting day at six this morning with the Early Bird Matinee.
Goodnight, and pleasant dreams"


CHAPTER FOUR


The sex-ravaged young housewife fell into a numbed sleep shortly
after the exhausting orgasm she experienced from Art's brutal assault, and
did not revive until the bright morning sunlight came pouring through her
bedroom window next morning. As her eyes fluttered open and she gradually
became more awake, she suddenly remembered, with a fearful shudder that
tore through her white naked body, all that had happened the night before.
Yet she was alone on the bed, and at first she wondered if the incredible
incident hadn't been some sort of terrifying nightmare. Perhaps she had
fallen asleep and imagined the whole thing. But as her mind became more
alert, she heard noises in the kitchen on the floor below and knew
instinctively that what had happened was no cruel dream. It was real
horribly real.


She sat up in bed, nervously clutching the sheet around her abused
young form and glanced around the room. The daring black lace nightie she
had put on so impulsively lay in a crumpled heap next to the bed, and the
sheets were disheveled where her young tormentor had spent the night
sprawled out next to her.


Oh God, she thought miserably for what seemed like the hundredth
time, why is this happening to me?


She desperately wished she could somehow contact Tim and tell him
what was happening, but she knew that was impossible. Art was no fool, even
if it was apparent that he was somehow mentally unbalanced, and Susan knew
he would keep a sharp eye on her to make sure she wouldn't try calling for
help. At the same time, she remembered that Tim had promised to call that
afternoon  maybe she could somehow let him know she was in trouble. Maybe
the strike was over and he was already flying home to her. These thoughts
gave her a shred of courage and hope, enough at least to face her tormentor
again, and she threw the sheet aside and got out of bed.


Within a few minutes she had washed and dressed herself in the most
demure housedress she could find, determined not to wear anything remotely
seductive in the hope of keeping her young assailant at bay. Yet, despite
her revulsion and hatred for Art, she was also aware that something had
happened to her last night that was undeniably exciting. For the first time
in her young life she had experienced not only the titillating pleasures of
the body, but also her first full orgasm  not only one, but several, each 
more overwhelming than the last. It troubled her deeply that such an
incredible awakening should happen to her under such humiliating
circumstances. How was it possible that she could experience something so
wonderful at the hands of a degenerate sadist? Was life such an
unfathomable paradox that it allowed her an extraordinary breakthrough only
under the most shameful of situations?


She paused as she reached the bedroom door, her mind once more a maze
of conflicting emotions, hesitant to go downstairs and face the cruel young
drifter. But she knew there was no choice, and, squaring her shoulders with
determination, she went out into the hall and descended the stairs. She was
surprised to detect the familiar smells of breakfast cooking. The delicious
aroma of fresh coffee permeated the house, and the crackling sounds she
heard could only be bacon sizzling on the griddle. Reaching the entrance to
the kitchen she stopped short, her mouth hanging open in astonishment, at
the sight that greeted her eyes.


Art was seated at the kitchen table, stark naked, sipping coffee and
devouring a huge plate of eggs, potatoes and bacon, and at the stove, also
stark naked, save for a short apron tied around her waist, was a young
girl, a complete stranger!


"Hi, baby," Art remarked with a sneer as he glanced up at the
wide-eyed young wife. "This here's Tanya, my girl friend. I brought her
back with me last night."


"Hiya honey," the girl said casually, as she lifted some bacon from
the pan with a fork.


Tanya was a tall girl, nearly five-seven, with a voluptuous figure,
and a pretty heavily made-up face topped by a huge bouffant of platinum
blonde hair. Her fully curved young body was tanned from the sun and shone
with a coppery gleam. Her ripely rounded breasts were enormous and thrust
out like two huge fleshy spheres coming to sharp points where they poked
against the material of the top part of the apron. Her waist was narrow
where it gave way to the swelling bloom of her hips. She seemed completely
at ease, as if she had lived in Susan's house all her life, and went on
with her cooking as if nothing at all unusual were happening.


"Hungry, sweetie?" she asked the young wife, who stood at the
entrance to the kitchen as if paralyzed. "I can cook up some eggs real
fast."


"Sure she's hungry," Art remarked with a snicker, "after all the
fucking I threw into her last night."


Susan blushed with shame at his remark, although Tanya giggled like a
little girl and gave the degraded young wife a knowing wink.


"I'm I'm not hungry," Susan said weakly. "Maybe some coffee."


"Sure, coffee's on the table," the statuesque blonde said.


The young wife began to move hesitantly toward the kitchen table,
where Art sat staring at her mischievously.


"Why don't you take those clothes off first, baby," he said, his eyes
glittering darkly, "like the rest of us. It's too hot to wear clothes."


"I I don't think so" Susan answered, instinctively clutching at the
top button of her housedress.


"I said take your clothes off," Art snapped, his voice taking on a
menacing tone. "Right now!"


"Better do as he says, sweetie," the blonde girl said. "It ain't good
to sass Art. Hell, one time I wouldn't do as he said and he damn near
whipped me senseless."


"Yeah, but you enjoyed it, didn't you, cunt?" the drifter said.


"Course I enjoyed it honey," she replied. "I always do, don't I?"


"Sure, baby, that's why I love you so much." He turned once again
toward the visibly shaking form of the young wife. "So strip, bitch, or do
I have to teach you the hard way?"


Susan knew she had no choice but to obey her cruel young master, and
with trembling fingers she began to unbutton the front of her housedress.
Both Art and Tanya stared with lascivious interest as the young wife slowly
removed first her dress and then her undergarments, until finally her
petite young frame was completely naked. Folding her clothes carefully,
Susan placed them on a kitchen chair and then walked to the table, her
gleaming white skin tinged with pink from embarrassment as the other two
continued to ogle her lustily.


"Well, you sure weren't just whistlin' Dixie when you said she was
cute, Art," Tanya chirped. "Why sweetie you got a figure that must be tasty
as a Georgia peach!"


Trying to ignore the others, Susan sat down with as much modesty as
possible in the situation, and poured a cup of coffee. As she sipped the
hot liquid, her mind came fully awake and she glanced around the kitchen.
She was shocked to realize that the place was a mess. Cracked egg shells
lay scattered everywhere. Papers, broken cups, coffee grounds, and garbage
had been strewn throughout the carefully decorated room as if rowdy
children had been suddenly turned loose. A surge of anger flashed through
her brain as she realized how thoughtlessly they had gone through the
place, invading the privacy of her home, and turning the kitchen, at least,
into a pigsty. The young wife always prided herself on the orderliness of
her surroundings, and she was surprised to find herself growing furious at
the intruders not only for the sexual degradation that had been forced upon
her, but also for the rudeness they displayed toward her environment.


Funny, she thought to herself, I'm almost more unhappy about what
they've done to my kitchen than what they've done to me.


"How ya feelin' this mornin' baby?" Art inquired with a smirk.


"All all right," Susan replied. Although she hadn't thought about it
until now, she realized that despite the fact that her mind was torn with
anxiety, her body felt refreshed and rested, as if the carnal side of her
nature had been quite satisfied by the moral outrage she had suffered. The
only unpleasant reminder of the obscene debauch she had been subjected to
was a faintly gnawing ache she felt in her vaginal area. And yet even this
was not physically uncomfortable or distressing.


"Ready for more?" Art queried.


"More? What do you mean?" The young wife set her coffee cup down
abruptly, wondering what further torment the darkly handsome drifter had in
mind for her. Wasn't it enough that he had ravaged her mercilessly in her
own bedroom, and that he and his vulgar girlfriend had made a wreckage of
her kitchen? Why didn't he just go away and leave her alone?


"You don't think last night was it, do you?" Art went on as Tanya sat
beside him and began to wolf down a huge breakfast. "Hell, this weekend's
only just started! Ain't that right, Tanya?"


"Sure, doll, anything you say. Just let me finish this food, okay?
Then we can do anything you want."


Suddenly Art appeared to be seized with rage, and he grabbed the
plate of food away from the startled blonde girl and hurled it angrily
against the wall. The plate shattered instantly, and eggs, potatoes and
bacon flew in every direction adding to the general chaos in the room.
Susan bit her lip to keep from crying out in fury. How dare he do such a
thing?


"I don't like to have my orders disobeyed, cunt," Art snarled to his
pouting girlfriend. "You do as I say, understand, whenever I want. And
right now I want to get my prick stirred up a little. Hell, I been up for
two hours and I ain't had a hard-on yet. Now let's get goin'."


"Well, what do you want me to do, Art? I mean, gee, don't get so mad.
I didn't know what was goin' on in your head."


"Well, now you do. How about lickin' out Susie's cunt? After all that
finger-fuckin' and cock-fuckin' she must be all sore down there. How about
it?"


"Why sure, Art, I'd be glad to."


She glanced with a broad smile at Susan, who sat as if frozen in her
chair. Art was asking his girlfriend to to make love to her! The young
wife was totally shocked by the idea, unable to believe that he could
possibly be demanding such a thing. Nothing was more shameful to her than
the idea of two women having sexual contact. After all, it was something
only discussed in whispers behind closed doors. In fact, she had often
thought that such things actually never happened, that they were only dirty
stories made up by sick people to amuse their corrupt minds. But now her
young captor was actually ordering his voluptuous blonde girlfriend to to
make love to her! An icy shiver of shame rippled through her naked young
body.


Tanya, on the other hand, took Art's command with no noticeable trace
of concern. Now eighteen, she had been involved in just about every kind of
sexual scene imaginable since she had run away from her rural Virginia home
at the age of fourteen. The curvaceous blonde had shacked up with one man
after another in order to keep herself fed, finding that her extraordinary
face and figure were all she needed to get by. When she had run into Art,
strictly by chance in a diner in Kansas, she had been living with a
middle-aged businessman and his wife as their sexual mascot and was tired 
of it. Art offered her a few months of traveling, and she grabbed the
chance.


Although her boyfriend was strange and often required her to perform
bizarre sexual practices whenever the fancy struck him, she found him
vastly preferable to others she had known and liked the excitement that
surrounded her when she was with him. Making love to men, women, anything,
didn't bother her in the slightest. It was all the same, and she enjoyed
just about all of it. In fact, she actually relished the idea of sexual
intimacy with the obviously terrified young wife, for she found Susan quite
attractive in a wholesome way. Indeed, the young wife's compact young body
had aroused her from the minute she had come into the kitchen.


"Now let's have a little action, okay?" Art said.


"Where, honey pie? The living room?" Tanya asked.


"Hell no, right here," he replied. Rising, he suddenly swept his arm
across the huge, circular kitchen table, instantly clearing it of cups,
plates and food by sending them crashing to the floor in a heap of
shattered china and garbage.


"Okay Susie, get up on the table. Seems like a good strong table to
me. It should hold both of you real nice. Climb up, bitch."


The captive brunette went cold with terror as she realized that Art
wanted her to climb onto the kitchen table, the old oak table that she and
Tim had found in a country roadside antique store, and lie there completely
naked on her back. He must be insane, she realized inwardly, completely
insane! But she had to obey him, no matter how she felt. Forcing herself to
comply, she rose meekly from her chair and climbed awkwardly up onto the
solid wood table.


"Good, that's real good," her young captor said as she lay back,
tense and anxious, on the tabletop. "But spread your legs, so Tanya can see
what a real nice cunt you got."


Susan shut her eyes as a wave of utter humiliation shivered through
her prostrate form. Slowly, she spread her legs wide as Tanya rose from her
chair and sauntered around so that she could see the exposed pink flesh of
the young housewife's reluctantly proffered vaginal slit.


"Ain't that a nice one?" Art asked, his eyes bulging with
anticipation as his long thick penis stirred lurchingly to life.


"Real nice, yeah. You got a nice pussy, you know that?"


Susan couldn't believe the lewd obscenity of the two of them. They
were examining her as if she were a piece of meat in a butcher shop. She
wanted to scream in anger and terror, but she knew also that Art was
dangerous, really dangerous, and that to do such a thing would be to put
her life in peril. And so she struggled to suppress her feelings and accept
numbly whatever degradation they wanted to inflict on her.


"Now, get on up there, Tanya, and give me a good show, 'cause I want
to jerk off."


Smiling slyly, Tanya eased her lush jiggling body up onto the table
until she was kneeling between Susan's tensely parted legs. Her eyes were 
riveted to the faintly pulsing split of pink flesh nestled in the young
wife's hair-fringed pubic triangle, and little tingles of warm anticipation
fluttered over the blonde's crouched body as she lowered her head down to
the warm perfumed furrow of the brunette's cuntal area. She flicked her
moistly searching tongue out experimentally and dabbed at the fluted folds
of vaginal flesh. Susan's body jerked involuntarily at the contact of the
blonde girl's snake-like probe with her fearfully quivering slit, and her
hands clenched into two tight fists held rigid at her sides as she sought
desperately to keep from screaming in torment.


Tanya ran her licking tongue up and down the full length of the
exposed crevice, while her hands gripped the firm flesh of the young wife's
white curving hips. Her own handsomely endowed body was responding with
lewd excitement as she lapped hungrily at Susan's vaginal lips. The
blonde's cuntal interior began to glow with a pleasant warmth, and the
nerve endings all over her skin pulsed in lurid anticipation. She increased
the fervor of her oral manipulations, gliding her wet extended tongue up
and down, up and down, savoring the distinctly feminine aroma that wafted
up into her nostrils.


Soon she found the bud of the young wife's clitoris, pulsing softly
with involuntary arousal at the voluptuous blonde's artful tonguing. She
began to massage it lewdly with her lips, teeth and tongue, finding just
the right sensitive spot that she knew would provoke waves of lusty
pleasure, even though the reluctant brunette was obviously struggling to
resist. Sucking greedily at the little penis-like protrusion, she let her
hands move adventurously upwards, sliding over the young housewife's smooth
white skin until they came to rest on the heaving mounds of her ample
breasts. Continuing to suck voraciously at Susan's clitoris, she now began
to squeeze and stroke her breasts as well.


The obscenely splayed young wife was shocked to find that once more
her body was reacting totally against her will! Her clitoris had come
quiveringly erect thanks to Tanya's deft licking, and it throbbed with
steadily mounting passion. Her breasts, growing more stimulated by the
minute under the gentle kneading of the blonde's hands, began to palpitate
lewdly, straining with excitement while the nipples hardened to the texture
of thick rubber. Little waves of perverse pleasure began to wind through
Susan's body, despite her fearful determination to remain as detached as
possible from the humiliating degradation. Just as she had found herself,
the night before, transported by Art's brutal assault to a netherworld of
unbridled sensuality, so she now discovered that her newly-awakened body
was once again anxious to explore new realms of abandonment under the
guidance of Tanya's torrid seduction. She couldn't let herself surrender,
she couldn't. How could she face anyone again once she had submitted to the
passionate advances of another woman? She would be breaking every known
social taboo, and it didn't help to remind herself that she had been forced
into it! She had to maintain her pride, didn't she? Her self-esteem? What
would be left after this?


Yet even as she thought these things, a steadily mounting blast of
forbidden pleasure was churning in her hopelessly excited loins. The tide
of unaccustomed thrills that had swept her away the night before began once
more to swell in her abused young body. Tanya's tongue was sucking madly at
Susan's clitoris and sending bursts of throbbing warmth through the debased
brunette's hotly pulsing cuntal interior. She could feel herself growing
moist, even though it was the last thing in the world she wanted. It was as
if her wildly responding young body were demanding that she surrender now,
that she let herself react and even return the obscene attentions that the
big blonde was lavishing on her. Without realizing what she was doing, her
hands suddenly fluttered down to stroke the thick mass of Tanya's teased
hair.


"Oh heaven forgive me, "she murmured as she realized she was once
more being drawn helplessly into a whirlpool of depravity, "forgive me for
what I'm doing."


Meanwhile, Art stood nearby, his eyes bulging lustfully as he stared
intently at the sight of his beautiful blonde girl friend enthusiastically
tongue-fucking the frightened young housewife. Nothing excited him more
than the sight of two luscious babes wriggling together in mutual female
ardor, and his enormous cock was stiffened to the limit, straining like a
red-hot shaft of tubular steel as it jutted forward from the matted tangle
of his dark brown pubic hair. He reached down and grasped the swollen rod
with his hand and began to jerk its aching hardness smoothly up and down
while his huge hairy testicles bounced lewdly beneath.


"Suck her good, Tanya," he growled excitedly as he pulled at his
painfully erect cock, "suck her till she can't see straight."


Suddenly Tanya darted her wet questing tongue into the tightly
clasped entrance to Susan's passion-wracked cunt.


"Ooooohhhhhh," the hotly aroused young wife found herself crying out
as she experienced, for the first time, the maddening thrill of another
female's obscenely exploring tongue in her love-hungry cunt. Tanya flicked
the darting tip into her flaring vaginal depths, causing jolting flashes of
luxurious pleasure to surge through the housewife's involuntarily writhing
body as the blonde girl's serpentine tongue slid along the wet walls of her
fevered pussy.


Finally, too overwhelmed with blind passion to resist any more, Susan
surrendered with a deep sigh of animal lust, and gave herself fully to
Tanya's greedy probing, opening her legs wide, pulling her knees up, giving
full access to her wildly throbbing vagina. She no longer cared that she
was being shamelessly tongue-fucked by the wanton young girl friend of her
sadistic captor, or that Art himself was watching the perverted spectacle
with bulging eyes. She had no choice but to submit, for the torrent of
febrile excitement was too strong, too overwhelming to be held back by her
passion-distorted mental protests. No, it didn't matter any more. The only
thing that counted to her now was losing herself completely in the rising
euphoria of delicious sensuality that billowed around her like an engulfing
fog.


Tanya pressed her skillful little tongue even deeper into the fluted
wet pussy flesh, ramming it far into the quivering vaginal cavern, whirling
and rotating her stiffened oral member with intoxicating speed while Susan
ground her heated trembling flesh upward into the blonde girl's face and
fought back a shrill scream of ecstasy as the full force of her newly
unleashed eroticism once more took full possession of her mind and body.


"Mmmmmmnnnnnnn" Tanya mewled, her hunched young body bathed in
extraordinary waves of shamelessly rippling lust as she feasted on the
young wife's perfumed cuntal flesh.


Suddenly Art, who had begun to increase the rhythm of his
self-gratification to a frenzied tempo, called new instructions to his two
female. love-slaves.


"Swing around, Tanya, so Susan can suck you off too!"


Immediately the blonde girl backed away from Susan's wetly
palpitating pussy and quickly swung her body around, positioning her
throbbing hot cunt directly over the abused young brunette's mouth so that
they could share their mutual excitement. Then, supported on her elbows,
she bent down and continued to lick voraciously at the warm succulent slit
below.


At first Susan was frozen with shock as she realized what was
demanded of her now. It was one thing to passively submit to another
woman's oral ministrations while she was helpless to resist her intensely
awakened body responses, but this! To actually put her mouth and tongue on
Tanya's naked vagina, now hovering over her face menacingly, was beyond her
comprehension. This was too much. She couldn't do it.


"Go ON!" Art shouted, pumping wildly at his thickly swollen penis,
"Get your hot little tongue into Tanya's pussy!Now! Or I'll wrap my fists
around your face!"


Closing her eyes, and fighting back the resurgence of shame, Susan
opened her mouth and timidly pushed out her tongue as Tanya lowered her
moist eager cunt onto her face. At first the young bride recoiled from the
slightly tart, feminine love juices she tasted as her tongue nervously
probed at the hotly throbbing flesh of the blonde girl's vaginal lips. But
soon her former compelling desire returned, recharged now by Tanya's
tormenting little tongue fucking so wantonly in and out of her wet cuntal
depths. Shyly she began to explore the warm quivering furrow, rimming her
tongue around the delicate strands of pubic hair lining the soft pink
cleft. Finding the gently pulsing clitoris, she brushed her tongue lightly
over it and was startled to feel the little bud respond eagerly as it
hardened with excitement.


"Nnnngggggnnnnn," Tanya mewled as Tim's inexperienced bride nervously
continued to lick her lustily throbbing clitoris. The blonde girl increased
her own activity, plunging her stiffened tongue fervently in and out of the
hot convulsing folds of cuntal flesh beneath her face.


Aroused now beyond all control, Susan broke through the last 
remaining shreds of her resistance and began enthusiastically ramming her
wet little tongue deep into Tanya's heated vaginal interior.


The sadistic young drifter watched lasciviously as the two sensual
young females gyrated their gleaming young bodies against each other, their
hungry mouths crushed against each other's passionately throbbing cunts as
they moaned and writhed in lewd delight.


"Oh yeah," Art cried, jerking wildly at his heavily bloated cock,
"Suck off, you fuckin' little bitches, suck off!"


Susan was submerged now in a sea of swirling ecstasy as she drove her
tongue upward into Tanya's moistly clasping cunt, greedily exploring every
inch of that succulent interior. The blonde moaned in sheer savage delight
as her heatedly pulsing cuntal walls began to expand and contract with
increased intensity as hot flashes of excruciating pleasure jolted through
her wantonly twisting young body. She knew her climax was not far off now,
and she redoubled her efforts by plunging her lewdly darting tongue deep
into Susan's wet clutching vaginal depths.


"Ooommmmmnnngggghhhhh!!" the desire-crazed young wife mewled, as she
frantically undulated her white gleaming body up and down on the smooth oak
table, her cuntal interior ablaze with uncontrollable lust. She felt as if
she were sinking into a pool of hot velvety softness, threatened by an
impending tidal wave of unbearable pleasure. She was cumming oh yes,
cumming again with a great rush of sweet aching happiness!


Both Susan and Tanya were transported on an incredible vortex of
wildly heaving orgasm as wave after wave of heated delight consumed them.
Moaning steadily in the crescendo of mutual orgasm, they drove their madly
licking tongues in obscene abandon far up each other's wet frothing
vaginas.


"Cum, you filthy cunts," Art cried maniacally as he frantically
pumped his cock, "Ffffffffuuuuuuuuccccckkkkkkkk! Fuuuucccckkkkkkk!!!!!"
Suddenly he reached his own pinnacle of excitement and shot forth a jet of
thick scalding sperm from the hotly swollen head of his hand-jerked penis.
An endless stream of squirting whiteness arched out from his lurching rod
of flesh and splashed down onto the kitchen floor, forming gleaming pools
amid the broken dishes and bits of food.


The seething climax seemed to go on forever, and Susan let herself be
borne along, a willing victim to the torrential thrills that wracked her
body and mind. Soon however, Tanya pulled away from her, breathing heavily,
and sat back on her haunches.


"Oh my," she sighed luxuriously, "that sure was nice."


"Yeah, you girls did real good," Art chimed in. "Susie, you're doin'
okay for a late bloomer."


The ravished young wife was unable to reply, for her brain was still
reeling from the force of her shattering climax. She was roused from her
stupor only when she heard the shattering of more china as Art threw the
dishes that had been sitting in the sink onto the floor so that he could
wash his sweaty passion-drenched body.


CHAPTER FIVE


"Pick up a couple of bottles of Scotch and some gin," Art was saying
to Tanya two hours later. "Let's have a real nice party here today."


Although Art was still naked, Tanya had dressed in tight-fitting
Levi's and a snug white blouse tied just beneath her voluptuous breasts.
Susan, sitting expectantly on the living room couch, wore no clothes, for
her young captor had forbidden her to dress. The others stood in the front
hallway, and the blonde girl clutched the keys to the captive wife's
station wagon in her hand. The latter had been forced to hand them over to
Tanya, under threat of harm by Art, so that his girl friend could do some
shopping.


"I'll be back real soon," Tanya chirped as she went out the front
door.


"Make sure of that, baby," Art called after her, "I'm thirsty as hell
for some booze."


He closed the door and sauntered arrogantly into the living room, his
sensual lips curled back in a cruel smile as he glanced contemptuously at
the young wife whom he held prisoner in her own house.


"Don't you and your husband do any drinkin'?" he inquired. "Christ,
there ain't nothin' but a little shit wine here."


"No no we don't drink much."


"Don't fuck much either, from what I can see. Hell baby, you been
squealin' like you never had it before."


Susan winced visibly as he spoke, and a wave of hatred for the brutal
young man surged through her mind. Yet she knew that in a sense he had put
his finger on the one real sore point between her and her husband. She had
never been able to let go with Tim the way she had with Art, and even
Tanya.


I'm no better than a whore now, she thought bitterly to herself,
degraded like gutter trash in my own home and and enjoying it. Oh, God
yes, enjoying it. I must be sick, really sick to react this way.


"You know," she said after a long silence, "my husband could come
back at any minute. What are you going to do if he does?"


"Why don't you let me worry about that, Susie? I ain't been caught
yet, you know. I got a kind of instinct for that kind of thing. Besides,
didn't you say he's comin' back Sunday?"


"I'm not sure it could be any time."


"Well, then, I guess we'll just have to have as much fun as we can
today. You know, make hay while the sun shines, right? Right?"


"Whatever you say." She was tired of resisting him now. There was
nothing she could do until Tim returned, and she was so numbed and
bewildered by the intensity of her enforced sexual experiences that she 
barely had even the inclination to protest any more. She was his slave, and
there was no alternative but to submit to him until he left.


"Ah, that's what I like to hear, baby. You chicks are all the same.
So uptight and prim until you finally get a cock inside you big enough to
fuck all that bullshit right out of you. May as well make it easy on
yourself." He slumped into a huge upholstered armchair and began to
absently toy with his thick-fleshed cock. "I got a nice prick, don't you
think? All the chicks dig it. Nice, ain't it?"


"Yes," the weary young wife said without feeling.


"You sure don't sound enthusiastic. Hell, baby, you can work up more
than that, can't you? Tell me how much you like my cock. Tell me."


"I I like it Art I like your your cock"


"You like the way it worms around your cunt?" There was a strange
gleam in the young man's eyes, a dangerous kind of desperation that made
the young wife grow shivery and nervous. "Man, it gets so big and stiff,
don't it, like a pipe, an iron pipe. Huh? Don't you think so?"


"Yes yes Art I do"


"What's it feel like inside you? I want to know what's it like?"


"I I really can't describe it, Art"


"Sure you can I got to know I got to hear it and you're gonna tell
me you got to understand?" He reached down beside the chair where his
boots stood and pulled out the switchblade, flicking it open sharply and
making Susan jump anxiously on the sofa. "Come on now, tell me what it
feels like"


The young wife swallowed hard and realized fully once again that the
young stranger before her was completely unbalanced. She had heard about
crazy people before, but only in the movies and on television. She had
never actually come face to face with someone really disturbed. But there
was no question in her mind that Art was that kind of person and, if she
valued her life, she had to humor him and do whatever he asked.


"It it feels good it feels good inside me, Art," she said in a low
voice, icy blasts of humiliation coursing through her naked young body as
she struggled to get the obscene words out. "Sometimes when you you come
into me and it feels so so big it makes me feel like I'm like I'm in
the ocean or part of the ocean like the waves just floating"


"Ah, crap on that," he snorted, waving the knife menacingly, the
polished blade glinting in the sunlight from the curtained windows. "Don't
it make you feel dirty? Real dirty and mean? Like a slut or something?"


"Well yes sometimes"


"Tell me tell me how it makes you feel"


"Like a a slut like a prostitute"


"And you like it?"


"I I" She couldn't answer him. How could she admit that she enjoyed
such shameful activities.


"I asked you if you liked it, bitch."


"Art oh God yes yes, I like it. Yes."


"Fine, that's just fine" His cock, which up until that time had been
in a state of semi-erection, began to stiffen into its thickly rigid
fullness as they talked, and Susan realized that he had been making her
speak so lewdly precisely to excite him. "You know what I like, Susie? I
like chicks to suck me off. You like to suck cock?"


"I've never" The young wife's heart was beating like a jungle drum
in her chest, and her breath came faster and faster as she struggled to
tell the young drifter that she had never sucked on anyone's penis before,
and had never even thought of doing such a thing. Surely he wouldn't ask
her to to do that to him! Hadn't she been degraded enough?


"Never sucked on a prick, huh? Well, it's real nice, I'm told, real
nice. Looks like this is gonna be your first time."


He stood up arrogantly, his hugely distended column swaying up and
down as it jutted out from his groin in eager erection. Susan knew at once
that he was going to force her to take his thick penis in her mouth, and
the idea made her mind reel in agonized disbelief, while her vulnerable
young body pressed back into the soft upholstery of the sofa almost as if
trying to disappear. Art began to move slowly toward her like a sly tomcat
approaching a frightened, pinioned little bird, his tongue flicking out and
running over his lips in hungry anticipation.


"Art please Don't make me do this"


But the young tormentor's only reply was to laugh darkly, mockingly,
at the terrified young bride. Finally he stood in front of her, his legs
wide apart, his massively swollen cock pointing out at her from his loins
like some obscene accusation, his bloated testicles tightening like prunes
in lusty expectation.


"Pucker up, baby," he snarled, "cause my prick's gonna jam down your
throat whether you like it or not."


"No no please!" she cried out anxiously. But Art couldn't have cared
less how much she pleaded for mercy or sympathy. She was going to suck his
cock good, and she was going to do it right now. Roughly he reached out,
grabbed her arm, and yanked her off the sofa, forcing her to kneel before
him like an abject servant. She tried to twist her face away so she
wouldn't have to stare at the lurid sight of his hotly throbbing cock and
balls so close to her face, but he pulled her hair roughly with his hand
and forced her to turn back.


"Oooooh," she moaned, "You're hurting me."


"That's nothing to what I'll do to you if you don't wrap your mouth
around my cock real fast, understand?"


Suddenly the phone rang, and the jangling bell startled both of them.
Art released his grip on her hair and ran to get his knife. The phone rang
again.


"Okay, baby, you're gonna answer that phone an' act as if nothin' at
all is goin' on, and if you don't, you're gonna feel cold steel on your
throat." He swiftly grabbed her arm, lifted her to her feet, and walked
with her to the hall where the telephone stood. "I'm gonna be right here 
beside you, and if you make one false move, that's it. You understand,
bitch?"


Susan nodded, gulping back the tears and stifling a cry of terror.


"Now pick up the phone and we'll both listen and see who it is."


He stood next to her, the open knife in his hand, as the anxious
young wife picked up the phone, holding it slightly away from her ear so
that Art could hear also.


"Hello?" she said, trying her best to conceal her fright.


"Susan? It's Tim."


"Tim!" She wanted to cry out to him and tell him to come home at
once, but she knew she couldn't. "Where where are you?"


"In Boston." Her heart sank. Her one hope was that the plane strike
was over and he was on the way back. "The damn strike's still on. They're
still saying it could be over anytime, but there's been no breakthrough.
How're you doing back there? Not too bored, I hope?"


"No no"


"I can't hear you, honey, can you speak louder?"


"I'm fine, Tim fine"


"This delay's working out pretty well actually. I've had drinks with
some of the people at Everest Mutual, and I think there might be a job
opening, at twice what I'm making now."


"Oh, that's that's wonderful, Tim I'm very happy"


"Susan is there anything wrong? You sound kind of strange?"


Art placed the tip of his knife near her throat, glaring at her
angrily.


"No no I'm fine Tim I just miss you, that's all."


"I miss you too, honey. I can't wait to get back. But this thing
could drag on forever."


Oh no, Susan cried inwardly, please no! Oh God let the strike be over
soon, please.


"I I wish you'd come home, darling," she said, trying to mask her
fear.


"I do too, but there's nothing to be done. Listen, I've got to go
now. I promised to have a drink with Hawkins from Liberty Funds and he's
waiting. You have a nice weekend, okay? Take in a movie or something, and
when I get back we'll go out to dinner and have a real bash. Okay?"


"Okay please come home as soon as you can please"


"Sure thing, honey. Take care. I love you."


"I love you too"


There was a click on the other end, and Susan knew the call was over.
Tim was still in Boston and might not be back for days. It was hopeless.
Art took the phone receiver from the numbed young wife's hand and replaced
it on the hook, smiling darkly.


"Well, baby, it looks like our romance ain't over yet!" Putting the
knife on the telephone table, he suddenly pushed her down to her knees,
making sure she was in no position to unexpectedly grab the knife, so that 
she was once more face to face with the enormous girth of his still-erect
shaft of throbbing cock. "Now, let's finish what we started."


Susan knew she had no alternative but to do as he asked. His
enormously thickened penis waved obscenely in front of her terror-stricken
eyes as Art slowly pulled back the soft foreskin to reveal the pulsating
ruddy head that seemed to leer at the anxious young wife like the eye of a
demon from hell. How could she take such a shamefully huge thing into her
mouth and actually suck on it? Once in a while, she remembered, her husband
had hinted to her that he would like it, and she had always refused to even
consider such a humiliating thing. Surely this was the lowest degradation
that could be inflicted on a woman! Her lips tightened in fear at the
prospect of taking his lust-thickened penis into her mouth.


"Open your mouth, bitch," he snarled, gripping her once more cruelly
by the hair to force her face closer to his excited genitals. "Suck it!"


Closing her eyes to blot out the horrible sight, Susan opened her
mouth and locked her lips around the tip of his obscenely extended penis.
She was initially surprised at the velvety texture of the huge cock-head,
although there was a gagging sensation in her throat as she took it into
her mouth. Timidly she let her trembling lips suck on his passion-bloated
hardness, struggling to please her merciless tormentor. Suddenly Art
gripped her fiercely by the hair, this time with both hands, and shoved his
thick swollen cock halfway into her resistant oral cavern, grating his
penile flesh over the sharp edges of her teeth.


The young wife gasped and gagged again, shocked to feel the
tremendous bulk of his cock-shaft shoved between her lips. She closed her
mouth around it and began to suck and lick the massive intrusion, although
she had little idea of exactly what to do to satisfy Art. After the initial
trauma, however, she was amazed to find that the texture and sensation were
not altogether as loathsome as she had expected. In fact there was
something intriguing about the fleshy rod, something that almost made her
want to suck it eagerly. Inwardly she reprimanded herself for being so lewd
and shameless in her thoughts, yet it was undeniable that an instinctive
desire was beginning to take hold of her, a strange craving that she did
not understand.


Art thrust again, this time forcing the entire length of his hotly
excited penis all the way into her mouth and halfway down the back of her
throat. Again the terrified young wife gagged in tense resistance. Yet once
she adjusted to its enormous thickness, she found that by relaxing her
throat muscles she could continue to suck on it with a minimum of
discomfort.


"Suck harder," Art commanded as he began to thrust his hips back and
forth slowly, working the thick rigid member in and out of the tightly
clutching circle of her lips.


Trembling with fear and shame, Tim Jameson's kneeling young wife did
her best to comply with the lustful demands of her deranged master. Her
eyes closed in the hope of erasing from her consciousness any awareness of 
the debased act she was being forced to perform, she tried to keep the
muscles of her mouth and jaw relaxed to accommodate the fleshy protrusion
of his thick-girthed column of flesh. Involuntarily her throat contracted,
producing a gagging sound as it tried to expel the unwanted intruder, and
the humiliated girl felt faint. For a moment she reeled unsteadily on her
knees, almost overwhelmed by a wave of dizziness, and she would have fallen
over if Art had not maintained his vise-like grip on her head.


"I'm gettin' tired of waitin', bitch," his voice snarled menacingly
above her, and the terrified young wife felt her stomach turn Over in icy
fear at his calm threatening tone. Steadying herself by leaning her
trembling hands against the corded columns of his thighs and breathing a
silent prayer for help in the humiliating ordeal, Susan again began
tentatively pulling and sucking on his lust-distended staff, sliding it in
and out of the puckered oval of her full red lips. Her jaw ached from the
effort of holding her mouth open wide enough to encompass its rubbery
thickness but, reminding herself that she had no choice, indeed that her
very life might depend on her ability to please the sadistic young man
since Tim's phone call had removed the hope of immediate rescue, she did
her best to relax and, as Art had said earlier, "make it easier on
herself." Fighting down her terror and queasiness, she pulled
experimentally on his thick rigid penis, gradually relaxing into a steady
bobbing rhythm in time with the thrusts of his lean hard pelvis.


Once she had made the first gesture of surrender, she was surprised
to discover that, although she still felt the act was shameful and
debasing, it was not, in actual fact, as repulsive as it had always seemed
to her. Except for the gagging sensation that occurred each time the heated
tip of his cock-head plummeted headlong against the fiercely resistant
muscles of the back of her throat, and the recurring sense of humiliation
she felt when sudden mental flashes reminded her of the degradation to
which she was being submitted, she found the texture of his throbbing
blue-veined cock inside the virginal cavern of her mouth not really that
unpleasant. Out of curiosity and the desire to hasten the completion of her
ordeal, she began working in earnest to satisfy Art's warped sense of
enjoyment. Her tongue slid wetly over the sensitive underside of his
blood-engorged shaft, tracing an uneven path along the veins that stood out
from the smooth flesh.


"That's pretty good, bitch," her captor hissed, rotating his hips
obscenely as he savored the feeling of her slick heated tongue against his
lust-swollen penis. "You're gonna make a real fine cock-sucker!"


His lewd words made Susan cringe inwardly with renewed horror at her
situation, and hot, hopeless tears sprang to her eyes. She experienced a
sudden vivid image of herself as she might have looked to an imaginary
third party in the room, kneeling on the floor of her own hallway, stark
naked, before the menacing figure of a deranged youth whose huge penis was
plunging heedlessly, tormentingly, in and out of her mouth. Strangely,
however, the humiliating fantasy-image also aroused unexpected twinges of 
excitement in the ravaged young wife's consciousness. From some deep recess
of her unconscious mind, far beyond her control, began to come other
equally obscene sexual visions, all of them of herself and Art, and
sometimes Tanya, copulating wildly in every imaginable combination and
position. The unbidden images flooded her with warm erotic feelings that
surged excitingly through her naked kneeling frame.


Carried away by their sensual force and scarcely knowing what she was
doing, the young wife began sucking on her tormentor's now rapidly plunging
shaft with instinctive expertise, as though she had been doing it all her
life. Her tongue whirled deftly around the swollen cock, up to the tiny
opening at the tip, then all the way down until she felt the wiry softness
of the curling pubic hairs at the base and his hard wrinkled balls slapping
against her chin. Her hands began involuntarily squeezing and kneading the
taut hair-covered flesh of his muscular thighs, and little moans of
pleasure escaped her lips as her head, still gripped by his powerful hands,
bobbed back and forth like a rubber ball.


Art groaned with satisfaction and threw his head back in a grimace of
delight as he responded to her increasing ardor. Possessively he wound his
long fingers in the curling tendrils of her thick brown hair, manipulating
her head any way he wanted to increase his pleasure. Looking down at the
kneeling young housewife, he felt a thrill of pride and deranged lust at
the transformation that was once again taking place in the prim girl who
knelt before him. They were all the same, he grinned lasciviously,
screaming and weeping and saying "no" until he'd shown them who was boss.
That was what they all needed, a good stiff cock, and if they protested, a
little roughing up usually brought them around. He didn't know which he
liked more, the actual physical pleasure, or the sight of some uptight
semi-virgin beginning to crack, the way this one did last night, the way
she was about to do again. He could feel it in the trembling of her hands
that were beginning to dance over his naked thighs and hips like
butterflies, hear it in the little gasps and moans of erotic arousal that
escaped from her throat with each thrust of his heatedly excited cock. Her
tight pink pussy was probably creaming already. He smiled to himself at the
thought, and gripping her head more firmly, he held it in place so that he
could increase the rhythm of his lustfully impaling strokes.


His appraisal of the young wife's state of arousal was far from
inaccurate, for Susan, to her shame and amazement, was falling prey to
ripples of salacious delight coursing through her loins. Despite her moral
outrage at Art and the terrible things to which he had forced her to
submit, once again her body was betraying her. A tantalizing sensation
seemed to emanate from the little crevice at the juncture of her thighs,
and she could feel a warm passion-induced moisture seeping Out of her
heatedly throbbing vagina. She squeezed her thighs together, but found to
her dismay that this only intensified the feeling. Oh God, she thought
despairingly, what's happening to me? How can I possibly be enjoying this?
I'm I'm no better than a nymphomaniac!


Suddenly the pace of Art's movement increased sharply, and a low
animal-like groan burst from his lips. His grip on her hair tightened
cruelly, and instinctively, Susan knew that his orgasm was about to
overwhelm him.


"Aaaaaaggggghhhhhh," he growled, forcing her head down onto his
pulsing shaft of cock-flesh as the first jet of creamy-white cum spurted
lewdly into her mouth. Once again the young wife gagged uncontrollably and
struggled to escape the steaming liquid that spouted forth in hot gushes,
but her resistance was futile. With maniacal strength Art pulled her
forward so that his furiously throbbing penis was jammed all the way
against the back of her throat, and she could smell the pungent male odor
of his swaying testicles. Stimulated by the intensity of his release, the
young wife found herself suddenly gulping down the scalding cum as though
it were soda, sucking greedily at his ejaculating penis as though she
wanted to drain him to the very dregs of his orgasmic passion. The tickling
sensation between her legs was almost unbearable now, and she writhed
uncontrollably, grinding her knees into the thick pile of the carpet until
they were raw and red.


Finally it was over, and with a great sigh of relief, Art released
her. Susan sank back onto the carpet, shaking with the effort of her labors
and with her own hotly inciting but still unrelieved desire. She huddled in
a heap on the floor, numb, aware only of the agonizing ache between her
quivering thighs and the fire that raged unquenched through every part of
her being. Suddenly she became aware that she was being watched, and
looking up, she saw Art, still towering over her, grinning down at her
knowingly. Feeling herself flush with embarrassment, she hastily averted
her eyes.


"Don't worry, slut, your hot little pussy'll get filled up soon
enough," he mocked her.


"Hey, anybody home?" The now familiar sound of Tanya's voice echoed
cheerily, followed by the sound of the back door slamming.


"Well, well, well," Art said delightedly, looking past her into the
kitchen, "looks like we've got company."


Startled, Susan turned to follow his gaze. Tanya had indeed returned,
but she wasn't alone!


CHAPTER SIX


Susan struggled dazedly to her feet as Tanya and the male newcomer
entered the hallway. The thoroughly debased housewife made no attempt now
to cover her nakedness, for she had been subjected to so much humiliation
in the last few hours that it seemed futile to make a gesture of modesty in
the face of so much shameful perversion. Yet a frosty shiver of degradation
wafted like a winter wind through her vulnerable young frame as the strange
man drew near.


He was tall, in his mid-thirties, with an extremely powerful
well-built body. He was dressed in a faded blue denim shirt that was open
nearly to the navel revealing a dark curling mat of chest hair. He wore
extremely tight black denim trousers that clung like a second skin to his
muscular hips and legs, flaring slightly at the bottom around the blackjack
boots he wore. The stranger's face was rough and craggy, plainly of
working-class character, with a strong, chiseled nose, cruelly sensual
lips, and coal black eyes that seemed to pierce right into the trembling
young housewife's soul. His black hair was thick and coarse, curling around
his ears and collar in an unkempt fashion. Susan guessed he was Italian or
Greek in origin.


"Holy shit!" Art exclaimed, making his way to the newcomer, "Sal!
Where the hell did you come from?"


"Tanya found me, in the liquor store," he replied in a heavy
masculine voice, never once taking his eyes off Susan's white gleaming
body.


"It was incredible, Art," Tanya chattered as she unloaded a bag full
of liquor bottles. "I just walk into this place in the shopping center and
there's old Sal, big as life. I damn near peed in my pants when I saw him.
I let out such a yelp the guy behind the counter must have thought I was
completely nuts. Anyways I invited him over, figured one more wouldn't
hurt. Was it okay?"


"Okay?" Art answered, "It's more than okay, it's great! By the way
Sal, this here's Susie. She's lettin' us stay here 'til her husband comes
back. Nice piece of ass, huh?"


Sal eyed the young wife steadily, then broke into a wide grin.


"Art, you old bastard, you're still the same. I thought they had you
locked up somewhere in Georgia and away from the action"


"Nobody locked me up nowhere," Art replied, his voice taking on a
sharp tone. He glanced furtively at Susan for a moment, then back to his
friend. "Understand?"


Sal nodded slowly.


"I dig the scene, man," he said. "So stay cool, Art. You can trust
old Sal."


The young wife had great difficulty understanding them when they
spoke, as they seemed to have a code-like language that eluded her. She
felt sure that Sal's brief reference to Art's being "locked up" must have
meant a prison or, and she shook slightly as she thought of this, a mental
hospital. There was no question in her mind that her young tormentor was
unbalanced, and the idea that he might indeed be an escaped mental patient
tore through her brain like a bolt of lightning. Yet she was careful not to
betray her thoughts to any of them. If there was one thing she was
learning, and learning fast, it was that Art, Sal, and even Tanya, meant
business, and her best chances of survival lay in total submission to their
demands.


"Tanya, get some drinks together while me and Sal bullshit together.
We ain't had a good long talk in some time."


"Sure sweeties," the voluptuous blonde said as she sailed into the
kitchen. "What are you drinkin'?"


"What's the order, Sal?" Art asked.


"Scotch, man, always Scotch."


"Oh yeah, I forgot that's what you like. No ice, no soda, no nothin',
right?"


"Right, straight booze."


"Scotch all around, baby," Art called to his girlfriend.


"Should should I help her?" Susan asked meekly.


"No," her young captor replied with a slit-eyed smile. "Tanya'll take
care of it real good. You come with us. Sal, you wouldn't believe it, but
this little cunt can suck a cock with the best of 'em. She's a real good
mascot to have around."


"Yeah, I can see that," he replied. Staring hungrily at Susan, the
powerfully built man reached down and stroked the huge mound his ample
genitals made in the crotch of his skintight jeans. The young housewife
couldn't keep herself from glancing down as he did this, and she realized
with a shock that he wore no underwear, for his semi-erect cock pressed
against the thin material of his jeans like a thick piece of rubber hose,
clearly outlined.


Suddenly Art pushed Susan roughly and indicated for her to go into
the living room ahead of them. The naked young man and his swarthy friend
sauntered in behind her, and immediately Art sprawled on a big easy chair.


"Stretch out on the couch, Sal, and relax. We can have a real nice
party this afternoon, 'cause this bitch's husband don't come back 'til at
least tomorrow."


Sal stretched out on the couch, boots and all, soiling the
light-colored upholstery immediately. Susan, who stood awkwardly in the
center of the room, winced as she watched the muscular stranger grinding
oily stains into the material. Both men noticed her reaction.


"The little princess don't like it when her house gets messed up,"
Art snarled. "Look at all this crap around here. Seems to me it could use
some redecoratin', don't you think, Sal?"


"No doubt about it," Sal chuckled. "No doubt at all."


Sneering at Susan, Art casually picked up a delicate antique figurine
of a shepherdess and threw it hard against the wall where it promptly
shattered into a million pieces. It was all the ravaged young wife could do
to keep herself from crying out in protest and anger.


"Look how uptight she gets when somethin' gets busted," the younger
man taunted. "What's the matter, cunt? Don't like it when bums like me get
your pretty house dirty? Well there ain't nothin' you can do about it, so
keep smilin'. Trouble with you is you ain't got nothin' else to think
about. So, come on over here and suck on my cock again while I'm talkin' to
my old pal. It makes me feel real good when you do it."


Susan stood as if paralyzed. Surely he wouldn't treat her like this
in front of a total stranger! Didn't he have one ounce of decency in his
entire body?


"I said come over here, cunt, and do what I tell you. Suck on my
prick. Then maybe Sal'll let you work on him for awhile, too. His cock's
even bigger than mine. Ain't it Sal? Show it to her!"


Sal laughed crudely and promptly stood up, unbuttoned and unzipped
the front of his tight pants, and yanked them down over his muscular hips.
Susan gulped anxiously and realized that her suspicion that he wore no
underwear was completely true, for at once Sal's obscenely pulsing cock and
balls were totally revealed to her shocked gaze.


"Look at the chick," Art said, laughing, "she can't believe how big
they are, man. I bet her mouth's just droolin'. Well, me first, cunt. Come
on over and suck on me for awhile. And take them pants off, Sal," he said
as his friend began to pull his jeans up. "We're all gonna stay naked
today, so we don't have to waste time dressin' and undressin'."


"Fine idea, man," Sal said happily, as he began to take his pants
down again.


"And you, Susie, you kneel down between my legs here like an obedient
bitch and kiss my prick awhile."


Burning with shame, the young wife did as she was told, kneeling down
in front of her young master and taking his cock in her mouth. His
thick-fleshed rod was soft now, and still wet from his recent ejaculation.
It was easier for Susan to encompass it in her mouth and, grateful for the
fact that at least it wasn't swollen like a steel piston, she began to
absorb herself in sucking it, even exploring it with her mouth. Strangely,
she found that by directing her attention totally to it she could shut the
horror of her situation out of her mind. Soon, nothing existed for her
except the column of limp pulsing flesh between her lips as she sucked at
it and caressed it. Art moaned pleasantly as she explored his genitals, and
slumped forward in the chair. Dimly she was aware of their conversation.


"So what have you been doing, Sal?" Art asked. "How the hell did you
wind up out here?"


"Ah, some aunt that lives in Chicago died and I hadda come up for the
funeral. I been layin' low for a couple of months, and I didn't think it
would be too cool to wander around the city, so I got a motel near here.
Gotta get back tonight. Some kind of goddamn family thing. It's a drag, but
hell, family is family, and I didn't want to get my mother upset by not
comin'. So anyway I'm dyin' for some booze, so I drive around 'til I find
this shopping center. I figure there won't be many cops around so I go in.
Next minute there's fuckin' Tanya droppin' her panties she's so excited. So
here I am. Nuts, ain't it?"


"Yeah, but I'm glad to see you, man." Art squirmed around in lewd
pleasure as Susan continued to suck at his steadily rising cock. He gripped
her head and pressed her face hard against his groin, grinding his hips in
a slow rotary motion. "This bitch does a real good job for an amateur, Sal,
real good."


His muscular friend laughed and stretched his naked body out on the
sofa, absently fondling his genitals with his hand, while he watched
Susan's naked back and buttocks hunched over between Art's legs.


"Yeah, this is the life, man. Say, how'd you come to be here,
anyway?"


"Pure luck, man, pure luck."


In the next moment Tanya entered the room with a tray of glasses
filled with Scotch.


"Here's the booze, gents," she said as she approached them.


"About time, too," Art snapped. He roughly pushed Susan away from his
warmly throbbing cock, and she fell in a heap on the carpet while her
tormentor calmly took a glass half-filled with amber-colored liquid from
the tray. "Give the bitch a drink too," he told his blonde girl friend.


"I I'd rather not drink," Susan murmured from her crumpled position
on the floor.


"Everybody's drinkin', bitch!" Art snarled. "So I advise you to slug
it down if you don't want me to pour it down your throat for you."


Miserably, the young wife pulled herself to a sitting position on the
floor and took a glass of straight Scotch from Tanya. The platinum-blonde
felt a twinge of pity for the defeated girl as she gave her the glass. She
had watched Art treat women crudely, before, but somehow Susan was
different. Tanya was surprised to feel a kind of sisterly affection for the
ravaged young wife, and she winked at her in the hopes that it might soothe
some of the pain and anguish the abused brunette was experiencing. Susan
caught the young blonde's quick gesture of comfort and was both surprised
and grateful at the same time. Up until now she had been as repelled by
Tanya as by the men, despite the fact that her enforced oral copulation
with Art's girl friend had been unexpectedly quite exciting. But now, in
her degraded state, the brief flash of warmth and encouragement meant as
much to the brutalized young housewife as a wealth of extravagant praise.
She smiled shyly back at Tanya, hoping to convey her heartfelt thanks, but
the other female had already moved away to serve Sal.


"Drink up, Susie," Art commanded, bringing the imprisoned young girl
abruptly back to reality. Complying immediately, she sipped from her glass
and immediately choked as the hot undiluted Scotch coursed down her throat.
She rarely drank, and never anything so strong. Her naked body shuddered
from it, and she was very reluctant to drink more. "Don't stop now, cunt,
'cause we got a long day ahead of us, get me?"


Susan looked up at her young torturer dismally. He sat arrogantly in
the huge armchair, leering down at her with the look in his eyes that Tim's
young wife had become quite familiar with in the last few hours  a look
that contained an odd mixture of cruelty, lust and hatred that never failed
to raise goosebumps on her skin and send an ice-cold stream of fear curling
up her backbone. Closing her eyes to shut the fiendish smile from her
sight, she brought the glass of Scotch once more to her trembling lips and 
took a larger swallow.


"Ladies and Gentlemen, welcome to Inter-State Airlines flight number
783 to Chicago. We regret the delay the strike may have caused you, and
hope your flight will be a pleasant one"


Tim Jameson settled back into the window seat as the stewardess
continued to talk into the microphone, giving the same speech he had heard
over and over again. Impatiently he buckled his seat belt, anxious for the
take-off. The strike had been settled unexpectedly by mid-Saturday
afternoon, and he had luckily finagled his way onto the first flight to
Chicago. It had all happened so fast he hadn't had a chance to call Susan,
preferring to surprise her with his return rather than risk missing the
flight. The delay had been maddening, of course, but he had made some
excellent contacts in the Hotel Anderson bar while he was waiting for the
strike settlement, and had a firm offer of a better-paying job with Everest
Mutual. He felt good, proud that he had been able to turn one annoying
situation into something very positive, and he looked forward to seeing
Susan again and telling her all about it.


Susan. His mind had been turning the image of his pretty young bride
over and over ever since he had left her on Monday. Things had looked so
hopeless between them, then their marriage seemed to be falling apart at
the seams. But somehow, a week away from home had put everything into a new
perspective. Hell, he thought, just getting a load of some of the cheap,
painted-up dames these other guys have for wives makes Susan seem like a
goddamn movie star to me. He had even thought of cheating on her, like some
of the other guys did the minute they got away from home. God knows he had
plenty of reason, all those frustrating nights of disappointing sex. Still,
adultery wasn't something to be taken lightly. He had seen other guys
inventing elaborate alibis so their mates wouldn't suspect their
philandering and he didn't want that kind of life. Nobody could match Susan
for looks, and God knows her body was absolutely sensational. Maybe it
would take a lot longer for her to break out of her frigidity and fear than
he had thought, but it was worth a try.


This'!! be like a new start for us, he mused as the giant jet engines
began to roar and the plane commenced its speedily mounting rush down the
runway.


Susan, darlin', I'm on my way.


Blaring rock and roll music filled the living room of the Jameson
house. The curtains and shades were all drawn, and the room was lit by
lamps, though it was just past three in the afternoon. Sal lay stretched
out on the sofa, and Art lay sprawled on his back on the carpeted floor
while Susan, at his command, was licking his naked muscular body from head
to foot with her servile tongue. Tanya, now naked again, was dancing in the
center of the room, grinding her hips furiously to the lurid beat of the
rock music. All of them were heavily drunk.


The effects of the liquor had long since taken their toll on the
sex-ravaged young housewife, for her mind was now tingling with alcoholic
euphoria, and her body, abused past all reason, was excitedly alive and
rippling with erotic pleasure. She was licking and sucking hungrily on the
young drifter's toes, well past the point of being troubled by her
conscience. After almost twenty-four hours of brutalization and rape by the
young stranger and his blonde girl friend, she no longer cared about
anything. Even Tim and the possibility of rescue had long since fled from
her mind. Her voluptuous body, too long denied the pleasures of the flesh,
now hungrily submitted to her youthful tormentor's slightest whim, and she
was so drunk and incoherent that she actually yearned for him to rape her
again and again, to transport her to the excruciating pinnacles of
shameless passion that she had come to know only in the last twenty-four
hours.


I'm a whore now, she thought as she ran her tongue greedily up the
cruel youth's inner thigh, a disgusting whore so you see, Miss Whitfield,
where all your lectures got me I'm licking the naked body of a strange,
sick young man and I love it. I LOVE IT!


"Say, that chick's really goin' to town," Sal remarked drunkenly as
he watched the ravishing brunette madly licking Art's body. "It's gettin'
me real hot, man, real hot. When do I get my turn?"


"Comin' up, old friend," Art murmured as Susan began to suck under
his armpits with hungry fervor.


Still dancing frantically in the center of the room, Tanya found
herself growing jealous of all the attention that was being showered on the
young housewife. Yet she knew better than to show it, remembering the heavy
slaps Art was apt to give her if she made her feelings known. Hell, they
like new meat, she reminded herself. Both Art and Sal have fucked me every
which way from Sunday at one time or other,


Still, no matter how she tried to avoid it, she was growing horny as
hell and needed satisfaction. At that moment, her eye fell on a candle in a
silver candelabra on an end table. Tanya, honey, she thought to herself, do
you dare? Her loins burned with the need for release, and her cuntal
interior was already nearly drenched with fluid from the erotic excitement
she had induced in herself by dancing. Her Scotch-fogged brain sizzled with
delight as the idea began to form in her mind. The men were ignoring her,
preferring to get their kicks with an unfamiliar girl, so that left her
free to get her own kicks any way she wanted.


The others in the room were completely oblivious to Tanya's thoughts
at the moment, for Susan was lustily absorbed in licking Art's throat and
shoulders, much to the obscene pleasure of the two men. The younger male
lay back like a primitive jungle chieftain while his slave girl paid him
tribute with her voraciously licking mouth and tongue. He lay back
passively, his lean muscular body rippling with steadily mounting pleasure 
as Susan continued her lewd oral ministrations. Sal ogled the lurid sight
hungrily, his enormous cock stiffly erect and aching almost painfully with
torrid desire. The strapping man grew hotter by the minute as he watched
the captive housewife slithering over his friend's tightly muscled body,
her mouth and hands exploring his lean frame like a sex-driven servant of
the devil.


"Hey, fuck it, Art," he growled drunkenly. "it's my turn now my
prick's jerkin' like mad to get inside that dame."


"Okay, man," the other replied lazily. "She's all yours. Take her,
Sal."


Hungrily, Sal strode over and gripped Susan by her arm, pulling her
suddenly off Art's wetly glistening body, and forced her to lay on her back
on the carpet. The sight of her supple translucent flesh made him tremble
with an excitement that shuddered through his powerful frame like bursts of
rolling thunder. His enormous cock lurched like a long-necked
serpent-monster, greedy to devour its helpless victim.


"Now that's what I'd call a nice pair of tits," he grunted as his
eyes fell leeringly on Susan's quivering upthrust mounds.


The tortured young wife was so drunk and numbed now that she was no
longer human. She was a tormented animal, totally possessed by the cravings
of her flesh. Her ripe young breasts throbbed hotly under Sal's hungry
gaze, and her pink nipples rose to taut hardness. Sal straddled his legs on
either side of her hips, then knelt, bending down so that his thick lips
closed around first one softly pulsing breast, then the other, sucking and
biting at the tender upthrust mounds like a starving dog suddenly thrown a
bone. At the same time he reached around with one hand and thrust his
outstretched middle finger straight up into her heavily moistened cuntal
passage, making the drunken young bride groan with pleasure. He wormed his
finger around in the fiery hot vaginal channel fiercely, hoping to elicit a
howl of agony from the girl. Nothing excited him more than hurting a frail
young creature like Susan, asserting his male superiority with painful
emphasis. But no matter how he drove his finger upwards, no matter how hard
he sucked and bit on her pliant breasts, she only mewled with ecstasy, lost
in an alcohol fog of surging desire.


Suddenly the swarthy male pulled away, leaving Susan's pyramidal
nipples nearly red and raw from his vicious sucking, and her deserted cunt
blazing with unsatisfied passion.


"Art, turn her over," he snarled, "I'm gonna give her a special
treat."


Quickly the younger male bent down and gripped Susan's hips with his
hands, forcing her to turn over on her stomach, while his eyes eagerly
drank in the gleaming whiteness of her skin. The inebriated young housewife
lay exhausted on the floor, her stomach and breasts pressing into the soft
pile of the carpet, her firmly rounded buttocks quivering from the streams
of excitement that flowed without diminution throughout her sex-hungry
body.


Sal stood at her feet, while his thick monstrous cock, long and
muscular, grew even more erect and jerked lewdly at the sight of her
helpless exposed buttocks. Then he stopped, grabbed both of the subjugated
girl's ankles, and yanked at them harshly, splaying her legs wide apart. An
idea had been forming in the back of his mind, a way of eliciting a little
cry of torture from the ravishing nineteen year old who lay expectantly on
the floor before him. He dropped to his knees between the girl's legs and
ran his hands roughly over the long tapering lines of her trembling calves
and up inside her sleek young thighs to the hotly moist vee up between her
legs. The shadowy cuntal cleft up between her thighs was deep and inviting,
and Sal growled in rising excitement as he ran the edge of his hand down
the smooth crease of the young wife's vulnerable ass-cheeks, parting them
slightly so that her tiny puckered anus was visible to his lewdly gaping
eyes.


The imprisoned young wife shuddered with a flicker of fear as she
felt the muscular man probe her anal crevice. No one had touched her there
before, except Tim on the Monday of his departure. Now suddenly she was
reminded of that fateful afternoon, and wondered anxiously if Sal had the
same thing in mind for her.


The older man leered down at the cowering girl and slowly drew aside
the smooth white globes of her buttocks. She instinctively clenched them
together, but he dug his fingers hard into the curved orbs, forcing them
apart. At that moment, Susan realized that the brutal male was not only
going to take her from behind, but possibly in the anus! A soul-searing
moan of agony and protest rumbled up from her throat, cutting through the
thick fog of submission and sensual frenzy that had enveloped her. But Sal
was pleased by her sudden resistance. It told him that she had an inkling
of what was in store and she didn't like it.


Well that's just fine, he thought drunkenly, licking his lips
salaciously as the tight brown ring of her anal entrance contracted
fearfully. That's the way I like it when they scream and cry.


He pushed one hand down and thrust experimentally at the puckered
little anus with his stiffened middle finger. The frightened young
housewife jerked forward and cried out in terror as she felt his finger
begin to intrude harshly into her tightly resisting nether ring. Oh please,
she cried inwardly, not this! NOT THIS! She pressed her pelvis hard into
the rug, her buttocks tensing together to escape Sal's finger being thrust
into her rectal depths, but her gesture was useless, for be burrowed
forward again, sinking the thick finger to the first knuckle.


"Aaaaaiiieeeee!!!!" she gasped pitifully as he skewered his finger
into her abused little rectal hole, sadistically sinking it in up to the
second knuckle. She groaned aloud in tortured agony, but she knew any cry
for pity was useless. With a deep sob, she relaxed her sphincter muscles
and let him do as he wished, steeling herself for the pain she knew would
follow and hoping it would not last long.


With his free hand, Sal began to stroke his heatedly swollen cock, 
preparatory to sticking it into the defenseless young wife spread-eagled on
her belly beneath him. He pulled the thick foreskin back with his thumb and
forefinger, exposing the huge bulbous head, and aimed the lengthy
instrument directly at the tight puckered hole now partially stretched from
the brutal rummaging of his middle finger.


He opened her fearfully trembling buttocks-cleft again with his
thumbs, withdrawing his finger and leaning forward to drop a large gob of
spittle to lubricate his entry. Then he leaned forward, pressing the whole
of his body against her back. His massive pulsating cock slid along the
perspiration-dampened crevice until the tip rested against the tiny
throbbing hole, shining wetly from his spit. Then levering himself up on
his elbows, he pressed slightly with his hips, directing his desire-swollen
penis straight into the tightly clenched opening. Mercilessly he bore down
on her, forcing his huge cock-head cruelly forward into her cringing little
anus.


Art, who had retreated to the armchair once again, watched in lewd
fascination as the impaled young housewife groaned in torment and writhed
in pain. His thick erect penis was pounding with excitement and jerked
straight up in angry lust. Never taking his eyes from the obscene sight of
his muscular friend boring his massive cock between Susan's stretched and
trembling ass-cheeks, he gripped his rigid cock with his hand and began to
pump it up and down eagerly. He wanted to fuck her again, and his time
would come soon, he knew, very soon.


"Nooo!" Susan gasped as Sal's hotly inflamed penis finally hammered
its brutal way right up into the painfully expanded depths of her rectum.
Now, miraculously, it was in all the way to the hilt. She shuddered
spasmodically for a moment and then lay still to ease the pain of the
vicious intrusion. It was completely useless to resist any further.


"This cunt has a real tight asshole," Sal grunted, "just the way I
like 'em."


He reached down, grasping her firmly rounded hips in his hands, and
pulled her up on to her knees, bending her subservient body unmercifully.
Then he began to fuck in and out of her searing virginal rectum with long
smooth strokes, making the agonized young wife cry out in pain and
humiliation.


Art, riveted to the scene, was jerking frantically at his lewdly
excited penis, nearly out of his mind with perverted delight. Tanya,
meanwhile, had retreated to a dim corner of the living room, and was also
watching the brutal anal impalement of the captive young wife. Despite her
sympathy for Susan, her own corrupt sense of pleasure was thrilled by the
depraved scene she was witnessing. Her hand clutched a long yellow wax
candle that she had quietly snatched from the candleholder, and she sat
with her back leaning against the wall, slumped forward so that her pink
glistening little pussy was completely exposed, and brought the wick-tipped
point of the candle directly to her vaginal opening, rotating it around and
around over the hotly excited flesh. Then, as she watched Sal begin to 
drive his hugely stiffened penis into Susan's boiling young rectum with
brutal frantic strokes, she suddenly thrust the cool waxy candle upwards
into her vaginal interior.


"Mmmmmmn," she mewled excitedly as the slender instrument slid easily
up her lust-moistened cuntal walls, "ooooooohhh"


She began to thrust the candle in and out of her proffered pussy,
slumping further down and pulling her knees up to give her easier entry,
driving the waxy phallus all the way up until it slammed against the
shuddering flesh of her cervix, then pulling it all the way out with a wet
sluicing sound. She continued to fuck herself with the candle with mounting
frenzy as she watched the torrid anal rape taking place a few yards away
from her.


Unconscious of what his blonde girl friend was doing, Art suddenly
lunged from the armchair, too excited now to hold back from joining the
orgy.


"Hey Sal, turn her on her side so I can join in, huh?"


"Sure, man," his friend replied with a laugh. Locking his hands,
tightly to Susan's hips, he rolled to the side, pulling her hard against
his chest. His throbbing cock was still embedded deep up inside her hotly
quivering anus as she lay full-length on her side.


The younger man lost no time in pulling the brutalized young
housewife's free leg up so that it dangled over Sal's thighs, and her
pulsingly hot vagina was helplessly exposed just above the ruddy stalk of
Sal's penis. Then he grasped his painfully lusting cock, swiftly positioned
himself on his side facing the agonized bride, and rammed forward with all
his youthful strength, his long hard thickness slipping quickly into
Susan's wet stretched pussy.


"Uuuuunnnggggghhhh!!" she groaned as its heatedly throbbing length
slithered Up into her vaginal depths, joining Sal's cock, already buried in
her burning rectal channel, only a thin membrane away. The impaled young
wife lay moaning and sobbing, sandwiched tightly between their huge
skewering penises like an insect, with only the narrow wall of tissue
between her anus and vagina to separate the two vicious instruments of
torture. She was face to face with Art, his cruel leering eyes boring into
her like knives as he gripped her shoulders roughly for support, his
fingernails digging into her flesh and adding another measure of cringing
pain. Then he kissed her harshly with his wet sensual lips and began to
fuck into her hotly penetrated pussy.


The young drifter drove into her frenziedly while Sal burrowed with
merciless force into the hot depths of her rectum. After a few moments they
developed a natural rhythm, buffeting the helpless young wife between them
without mercy. She was groaning a single low whine of pain-racked defeat
that went on and on while they ground into her, interrupted only by sudden
cries of particularly intense agony when the impalement became more than
she could bear.


Meanwhile, in the shadows nearby, Tanya was nearly out of her mind 
with rampant pleasure as she fucked herself with the narrow candle, driving
it far up into her wet receptive cunt and rotating it wildly inside. Her
body shivered with excitement, and she tossed her bouffant mane of blonde
hair feverishly like a jungle animal gone berserk, mewling in pleasure, her
eyes rolling unseeing. Her lover and his long-time friend were fucking the
hell out of Susan, and the sight of it thrilled her to the depths of her
being. This, she realized lewdly, was why she loved Art so much. Who else
could provide her with this kind of excitement? Who else could make her
world so fantastically full of wanton enjoyment? Oh, she loved him, loved
him as she had never loved anybody. She didn't care who he fucked, or what
he did, just as long as she could be there. With a soul-searing moan of
lust, she drove the candle far up into her pussy, up practically into her
belly, while her loins churned with a steaming sensual heat that was
driving her crazy.


"Oh yesss," she groaned through clenched teeth, "yessss!!"


Only yards away from the voluptuous blonde, the young housewife
continued to cry out in pain. Her loins were stretched wide now by the two
thick rods of male flesh, and she was sure that she had reached the lowest
point of degradation that any woman had ever endured. Every inch of her
cream-white young body shuddered with stinging torturous pain, and she felt
drowned in humiliation, no longer even human.


But then, deep in her depraved ravaged body, she began to feel once
more the familiar churning of reawakening passion. The forbidden thrill of
pleasure that had taken hold of her many times now in the past two days
suddenly began to rise again from somewhere deep in her belly as the two
cruel men continued to fuck her savagely. Her skin began to ripple with a
flowing warmth and her alcohol-clouded brain reeled, pulling her away from
the shocking reality of her double rape into a raging torrent of bestial
enjoyment. Every nerve-ending in her body came alive as the swirling tides
of passion swept through her entire being. She was being mercilessly abused
and fucked by two strange men in her own living room, and now she began to
relish it, thrill to it, squirm her body in pure sensual response to it!
Shamelessly she began to return Art's rough kisses, clamping her lips
feverishly on his, eagerly giving vent to the wanton lust that now took
complete hold of her once again.


A raging hurricane of masochistic delight welled from the depths of
her degraded subjugation and charged her with sexual energy. She began to
gyrate her hips lewdly backward to meet the barbaric thrusts of Sal's
rigidly knifing cock, and then forward again to let her sex-greedy cunt
swallow the whole of Art's thick plunging penis. She undulated wildly
between the two males, one swarthy and hairy, the other lean and sinewy,
her hips rotating and heaving against them.


"Oooohhhhh fuuccckkk meeee goodddd!!!" She heard herself cry out like
a shameless whore, "Fuuuucccck mmeeeee!!!"


Urged on by her obvious change of attitude and lust-inciting cries,
the two men began to fuck her harder and more abandonedly. All three of 
them groaned in animalistic excitement and howled a bizarre cry of heated
orgiastic debauchery.


Tanya, meanwhile, was close to orgasm as she plunged the wetly
glistening candle in and out of her seething vagina. Her firmly full
breasts shook with torrid pleasure, and every inch of her body quaked with
obscene thrills. Suddenly she groaned deeply as her lust-driven cunt began
to explode with sizzling delight, as if bombs were going off inside, bombs
of soft, piercing flames that spread to every part of her obscenely jerking
young body. She was cumming, cumming with a torrent of female secretions
that gushed out of her candle-fucked vagina in warm streams and dripped
softly on the carpet beneath.


"Oooohhhhhhhh mmmmmyyyy Goooddddd!!!!" she hissed in luxuriant,
shameless passion, "Aaaaaaannnnggg!!!!"


Then, suddenly it was over, and the exhausted blonde withdrew the
drenched candle and flung it to the floor beside her. Through her
lust-glazed eyes she continued to watch Susan's double-fucking.


The young housewife was out of her mind with pleasure now, and she
began sobbing with mounting excitement as the heat in her uncontrollably
thrashing loins reached new heights. Her madly throbbing cuntal walls
secreted a sweet gushing fluid, evidence of her nearly incoherent delight,
and she began to scream insanely.


"I'm cumming cuuuuummmiiing!!!"


Her wantonly writhing body was delirious with ecstasy as orgasm after
orgasm rolled like reverberating thunder through her wet exploding cunt.


Sal and Art both sensed her overpowering excitement, and it inspired
them with renewed strength. Their two massively inflated cocks became
charged with raw male power as they fucked into her from both sides,
searing the twin channels of her belly like mighty cannons, sharing the
triumph of their brutalization of this helpless creature sandwiched between
their rampaging bodies.


"Ooohhh shhiitt!!!" Art groaned, as his sperm-bloated testicles
contracted and then began to erupt under the intolerable pressure. "Ahhh
ahhhhh ahhhhhh!"


And suddenly he was there, spurting wave after wave of white-hot cum
into Susan's furiously quaking cunt, emptying himself with deep guttural
moans wrenched from deep in his throat. Behind the squirming young wife and
his violently cumming friend, Sal held off as long as possible, preferring
to be the last to shoot his load. Yet the lewdly excited cries of orgasm
from Art and Susan charged him with such overwhelming passion that he could
now wait no longer, and he began to plunge his massive cock into Susan's
greedily clenching anus like a jackhammer. The heavy force of his thrusts
buffeted the others as he drove on and on like a wild bull. His enormously
swollen balls could no longer hold his churning semen, and the thick
boiling cum suddenly traveled up the massive length of his cock-shaft until
it burst through the parted glans into the dilated interior of Susan's
rectal depths, filling the young wife with a radiant burst of wet heat that
even further enhanced her throbbing delight.


The three-way orgasm seemed to go on forever, until finally Art
pulled his cock from Susan's drenched pussy and collapsed exhausted on the
floor, leaving only Sal to complete his last few hard strokes until he too,
was drained of his sperm. Then even Sal was still lying on the floor with
Susan's body still pressed tightly to his.


It was all the sodomized young wife could do to remain conscious
after the overwhelming experience of her double fuck. Nothing so shattering
had ever even remotely happened to her before, and her naked young body was
still bathed in the lascivious glow of her experience. She could feel Sal
withdrawing his limp rod from her stretched and seething rectum, leaving
her lying alone on her side on the soft carpet.


"Well, get a load of this, will ya," she heard Art saying. Turning
slowly, as if in a dream, she saw Tanya slumped against the wall near the
entranceway, her vaginal passage completely exposed and glistening with a
tell-tale moisture. Beside her lay the yellow candle, and there was a sly
smile on her face as she picked it up to indicate to her corrupt lover what
she had been up to while he had been fucking the young wife.


"Art, my man," Susan heard Sal remark, "that's a mighty fine gal you
got there, a mighty fine gal."


CHAPTER SEVEN


"Hey, dig this ashtray," Art shouted to Sal in the living room of the
Jameson house. He was holding a porcelain ashtray from Austria, a delicate
painted piece that was one of Susan's favorite objects. "Pure shit!"


He slammed the object against the wall and the distraught young
housewife shuddered miserably as it smashed to bits. The living room was a
complete mess now, bits of shattered china and broken knickknacks scattered
everywhere. After the long orgy, Sal, Tanya and Art had continued their
drinking spree and run through the house, completely naked, searching
through drawers, scattering belongings everywhere, while Susan watched
them, not permitted to raise even the feeblest protest. Art had forced her
to continue drinking also, and for awhile she had lost all consciousness of
her old identity, laughing drunkenly, dancing obscenely at their commands.
But now, as twilight faded into early evening, this latest wrecking spree
initiated by Art had begun to sober her up quite a bit. Her house, her
beautiful house that she had taken such pains to decorate, was being
destroyed. This had been her sanctuary, where she hoped to obliterate the
ugliness of her childhood and the haunting memory of Miss Whitfield and the
others, but now, thanks to Art and his corrupt friends, her cozy retreat
was being ruined.


"Hey, Susie, look at this," Art crowed as he entered the living room
from a brief sojourn on the upper floor. The young wife and Sal, who had 
stayed in the living room to keep an eye on her, glanced up in time to see
Tanya prance into the room with a long piece of white lace wrapped around
her firmly rounded young body. Susan recognized the material at once  it
was one of the long curtains that hung on the bedroom windows, gossamer
white lace. Now Art's blonde girl friend danced around the room with the
fragile fabric clutched around her curvaceous form. The material had
obviously been ripped down crudely, for there were large holes and tears in
the cloth. Tim's young wife felt tears gathering in the corners of her eyes
as she sat dismally in the armchair and watched the crude spectacle taking
place before her.


"The bitch is cryin', Art," Sal remarked with a sneer. "Look, she's
all uptight 'cause we're fuckin' up the house."


"Yeah, well cry your eyes out, cunt, 'cause we ain't through yet. I
guess you don't know what it's like to have to scrape your life together
like a beggar, huh? Livin' from hand to mouth. We never had shit like this,
big beautiful palaces that you pampered bitches live in all day readin'
magazines!"


Suddenly Susan felt a flash of anger welling up inside her, a torrent
of violent resentment that suddenly tore loose like a raging hurricane.


"It's not true!" she shouted, suddenly rising to her feet, shaking
with fury. "I wasn't born into this, I was an orphan, I lived without a
penny when I was a child, and all I had was a wooden bed! I never had
anything until I got married! Never! And now you and your filthy friends
are ruining it! You think you're the only ones who've had it hard, but
you're not! And I hate you! I hate all of you!"


There was a momentary silence in the room, as the others listened to
her unexpected angry speech in open-mouthed awe. Tanya let the material
fall from her tanned body, and glanced at Art and Sal. Susan's vicious
reaction was completely unexpected and took them all by surprise.


"Well, well, well," Art said calmly after a long silence, "so you've
got some guts after all, bitch. Good for you. Guess you ain't such a
mealy-mouthed chick as I thought. In fact I'd say you got as much anger
inside you as we got, maybe more, I don't know. But I tell you one thing,
sister, you got to let that anger out! All of it, and all this furniture
and crap won't mean a thing 'til you do. Take it from me, Susie, I got more
anger in me than any fifty people I know. You think I'm a pervert, maybe a
criminal, nuts too and maybe I am but I got a right to be! Oh, baby,
believe me I got a right to be. My old man was a junkie  he made my mother
whore for him to get bread for smack. And when I got old enough he made me
pimp for her. Sal here got sent up to prison when he was twelve for
stealin' some food so his family could eat."


"I never had nothin' either," Tanya said, looking directly at the
young wife. "All my life I've been treated like a piece of shit. Art here's
the first guy to take care of me nice. Guess you can't believe that, seein'
how we are. But it's true. Sure he knocks me around now and then"


"Yeah, but you like it, bitch," her boy friend reminded her.


"Sure, I like it. I like it the way you do it, honey. But that ain't
all sometimes when I'm real scared he'll cool me out and I don't feel
so scared no more. It's crazy, but nobody gave me so much as a pot to piss
in before. Art made me somebody, somebody I like bein'."


The young wife found herself listening to their stories with rapt
attention. She even experienced a certain amount of of sympathy toward
them. They had humiliated her beyond measure and were now destroying her
home, yet there was an odd kinship between them all, for all four of them
had struggled up from the very bottom of society's depths. It was ironic,
bitterly ironic, but true.


"So now you got a husband and a fine house," Art continued, "and all
we got's a fleabag existence runnin' from cops. But you're like us, baby,
you got a real big anger inside you, you got to let out. I know it, I know
it from the way you start howlin' like a dog when I fuck you, like you
ain't never had nothin' so good in your whole life. You're startin' to let
it out let it out all the way!"


"What what do you mean?" the young wife stammered nervously.


"I mean you got to let go of that anger like you mean it," the young
man replied. "That is, if you got the guts to do it."


Suddenly Susan understood something that she had struggled for years
to comprehend. No matter how she had tried before she could never let go,
particularly sexually. But with Art she had finally broken through her
resistance, and found, strange as it seemed, that she had begun to
experience her real self for the first time in her life, her real
sexuality. She knew now, knew with unshakable certainty, that it wasn't her
fear that had kept her locked up, but her anger. Anger at the world for
giving her a hopeless childhood, anger at Miss Whitfield for twisting her
mind and making sex a thing to be ashamed of, anger at herself for letting
herself be such a willing victim to so many lies and injustices. Maybe Art
had hit the nail right on the head, maybe the heart of the problem lay in
her anger, not her fear.


"But how how can I let it out?" she asked curiously. "I don't know
how to do it."


As if from nowhere, her youthful tormentor produced his switchblade
knife and snapped it open, making Susan start with fear.


"Don't worry, baby, this ain't for you. Watch." He went over to the
sofa, motioning for Sal to leave it, then plunged the knife into the soft
thickness of the upholstery on the seat and made a wide gash. At once
cotton stuffing erupted from the wide hole he made and steel springs shot
upward, ruining the couch.


"Don't!" the young wife shouted angrily.


"You see," Art said, turning to face her, "all this shit means more
to you than getting yourself straightened out. You're too scared to let it
out. Here. Take this knife, baby, and stick it in that armchair. Rip it to
god damn shreds and see what happens."


"Don't give her the knife, Art," Sal cautioned.


"It's okay, she won't do nothin'."


Casually he sauntered over to Susan and extended the knife to her.


"I I can't," she murmured. How could she destroy her own furniture,
how could she?


"Go on, baby, get mad. Just be careful you don't try nothin' fancy
with the knife on any of us. That wouldn't be too cool, not if you want to
stay alive. You're angry, real angry. Take it out on the chair. Go on."


Susan took the knife in her hand, trembling from head to foot. This
incomprehensible young man was asking her to plunge it into the armchair.
The cold instrument felt odd to hold. The young wife sensed a certain
feeling of power  cool, icy power as her fingers closed around the knife
handle. She felt almost sure she couldn't do as he asked, yet there was
something about the feel of it that almost gave her the courage she needed.
For a brief moment she thought of thrusting it at Art's naked body in a
dramatic attempt to free herself from their subjugation, but she knew that
was impossible. Even if she could bring herself to hurt another human being
like that, she knew the others would soon grab the knife away and maybe
even use it on her. She stared down at the armchair.


"Go on, honey," Tanya said, encouragingly, "go on and do it. You'll
be surprised how good it feels.


The nervous young wife glanced at each of them, and with a weak
gesture, she plunged the knife down into the arm of the chair and felt the
blade sink into the soft padding. She pulled it out.


"Again," Art said. "Harder, rip the goddamn thing up."


Susan began to plunge the knife into the chair as if stabbing a
stuffed dummy, and as she did a strange thing began to happen. She thought
of Miss Whitfield  and the endless torment she had endured because of her
and the anger came, wild raging anger. She began to plow the knife harder
and harder into the chair, venting her rage on the lifeless object,
stabbing it with all her heart. As she thrust the blade in, more memories,
horrible memories of her childhood rushed up from her subconscious, and her
rage increased, extending even to herself and her contemptible fear and
terror that had made a mockery of her marriage with Tim.


"Yesss yesssss!!" she suddenly found herself crying as she began to
rip the seat cushion to shreds. Bits of cotton stuffing began to fly all
over the room and she went on and on, letting her roaring, repressed anger
free at last. And a great weight seemed to lift from her naked body, as if
a thousand-pound stone had been suddenly taken from her back and shoulders.
She knew in that moment that Art was right, she needed to do this! She had
to do it!


"Look at 'er go," Sal commented, his lips split in a wide smile.
"Looks like she never had so much fun in her life."


With a cry of revenge, Susan rushed to the sofa, her eyes wild with
excitement and began to tear at it with the knife. The others looked at
each other with astonishment, then laughed. At once Tanya turned on the
radio, and raunchy rock and roll music blared forth, almost in perfect 
accompaniment to Susan's angry rampage. Soon the others were joining her,
ripping pillows apart, scattering material and padding everywhere, smashing
everything in sight.


The young wife was breathing heavily, sweat was pouring from her
forehead, as she let herself be enveloped by the torrential release of her
pent-up anger. There was an almost savage, sensual quality to it that made
her realize that her sexual terror was, as Art suspected, totally bound up
with her repressed hostility. She glanced around momentarily, watching the
others turn her living room into a complete shambles, and a strange
perverse smile crossed her contorted face.


"Good," she murmured to herself. "good! Good!"


"Where to, buddy?" the cab driver queried as Tim Jameson slipped into
the back seat.


"Green Woods," he replied, "61 Risely Lane."


"Quite a ways out."


"Yeah, I know. Could you hurry please?"


"Keep your shirt on buddy, the traffic through Chicago's real bad
tonight. It's gonna take awhile. Ain't no way I can hurry. And in this
heat, Christ, ain't it somethin'?"


"Yeah," the young husband mumbled as the cab crawled slowly out of
the congested airport ramp. It had been more than an hour now since his
arrival in Chicago and he was hot and tired, anxious to get home to Susan.
He still hadn't called her, and by this time he didn't care. All he wanted
to do was get home, take a hot shower, and fall into bed.


The driver had been right, of course, the traffic was incredible,
worse than he had ever seen, and with a deep sigh the young husband leaned
back against the seat and closed his eyes.


Christ, he thought with irritation, it's gonna take me about as much
time to get from the airport to the house as it took me to fly from Boston.
Couldn't even find a phone in working order at the airport to call home.
What a joke.


The house on Risely Lane was bursting with activity now. All four of
the wild orgiasts were drunk again, having polished off the Scotch and made
a solid dent in the stock of gin. They had raided the ice-box and made
sandwiches to give them enough energy to combat the wearying effects of all
the alcohol, and now they were sprawled naked amidst the wreckage that had
been the living room. Susan was nearly delirious from all the drinking and
the wild vengeance she had taken on her belongings. Her light brown hair
was a tangled disarray, and her eyes glittered with a bizarre kind of
satisfaction. Her life had become a total nightmare during the past two
days, and yet out of the abyss of her degradation, she had experienced many
overwhelming discoveries, not only sexual, but psychological, particularly 
in her enforced realization of her bottled-up anger. She gazed drunkenly
around the room, shocked to see the extent of damage that the four of them
had wreaked on the furniture and walls. Huge purple stains blotched the
white walls where full bottles of wine had been hurled against them.
Tables, chairs, and pillows were broken and destroyed. The carpet was
heavily stained with the cum of their sexual excesses, and bits of
shattered china and porcelain lay everywhere from broken vases, ashtrays
and other objects.


"Say, man," Sal slurred drunkenly from his position on the floor,
"what the hell time is it? I'm supposed to be at that goddamn family
gathering tonight."


"Too late now," Art said, laughing. "Looks like you're stuck here for
the night."


"Shit, I can't do that. I gotta get goin'."


The muscular dark man made an attempt to get up, but was too tipsy
with alcohol to manage it. He slumped back onto the floor with a heavy
sigh.


"You can't make it, man. So just relax," the younger man remarked.
"Besides, the night's still young. You can still get your pecker up, can't
you?"


"Sure man, but hell, this room's so full of broken glass we're gonna
cut ourselves to ribbons."


"We'll go to another room, that's all. There's a real nice bedroom on
the second floor we ain't even touched yet."


At once Tanya got up, picked her way delicately through the chaos,
and started up the stairs. Sal rose too, though with difficulty, and
stumbled toward the hallway stairs.


"You too, Susie," the young captor said. "We ain't through with you
yet."


Wearily the young wife pulled herself to her feet and made her way
through the cluttered living room toward the stairs. By the time she
entered the bedroom, she found Tanya lying there, her young body sprawled
lewdly across the bed. Sal lurched across the room and threw himself down,
burying his head in Tanya's eagerly proffered pussy, and began to suck at
her glistening cunt-lips with drunken abandon while the curvaceous blonde
squealed and wriggled excitedly. Susan stood numbly in the doorway,
watching them, as Art came in behind her and embraced her, clamping his
hands on the firmly resilient mounds of her breasts and rubbing them
harshly, at the same time grinding his pelvis against her smooth white
buttocks.


"Gonna take you up the ass now, baby, the way Sal did," he whispered
in her ear. "I ain't had my prick up there yet."


Susan was too exhausted to protest, although her heart sank when she
realized she would be abused yet again in that still-aching rectal passage.
As the cruel young man rotated his hips behind her, she could feel his
penis begin to stiffen as it rubbed the tender place where her buttocks met
her thighs, and despite her weariness, she began to anticipate the
excitement she knew she would experience when he entered her and began to
saw away at her anal canal. Suddenly her alcohol-clouded brain began to
crave having the bestial young man fuck her from behind. Her lush young
body quivered from head to foot as she began to wriggle her ass-cheeks
lewdly back against his rapidly hardening cock-shaft. Her conversion had
been so total in the last two days that she now greedily welcomed the
possibility of yet another explosion of animal sensuality, longed to have
Art's thickly distended cock rammed up inside her loins, whether from the
vagina or the rectum. What did it matter now?


Suddenly Art pushed her forward so that she fell onto the bed next to
Tanya and Sal, and yanked her legs wide apart so harshly that a stab of
pain shuddered up through her entire body. But she didn't resist. She had
come not only to endure but even to love the pain for it wasn't pain in the
purest sense of the word, but a pain mixed with a torturous kind of
pleasure that she desperately wanted, desperately needed.


"Oh give it to me, Art, shove it up into my ass! Hurry!" she found
herself moaning.


The young drifter smiled triumphantly to himself, knowing his
perversion of the formerly innocent young bride was now complete. Yesterday
she had fought like a tiger to resist him, and now, now she was pleading
for him to hurt her, fuck her, torture her, anything he wanted! He had done
it again, and his cock was stiff as steel with desire and jerking
frantically straight out from his dark tangle of pubic hair, aching to
thrust into the tiny brown opening between Susan's undulating buttocks.
With no further preparation, he suddenly threw himself on top of her and
snaked his hand down to position his obscenely lurching shaft at the
puckered anal entrance. Then, with a vicious flick of his hips, he bored
into it, forcing his gigantic penis through the tiny ring without so much
as a drop of spittle to lubricate the way.


"Aaaaaaieeerrrgggghhhh!!!" the young wife screeched in utter torment.
She hadn't expected it would hurt this much! At least Sal had prepared her
somewhat for his sodomizing, using his finger and some spit to ease the
way, but Art was knifing into her with no lubricant whatsoever. His
massively swollen cock was already halfway up her hot rectal channel, and
even the remains of Sal's cum that was still lodged deep in her anal
passage did nothing to soften the burning torture of his entry. Her
violated anus felt as if it were on fire, or as if a red-hot poker had been
thrust up inside! It was horrible, and this sudden explosion of raw pain
made the young housewife cry in agony. "Pleeeeaasseeee!!! It
huuurrrttttssss!!!"


"Good," Art snarled drunkenly, "that's how I like it. It ain't no fun
if it don't. Dig it sweetheart, life hurts, too. Like this!"


He shoved the thick length of his cock all the way in to the hilt
with a tissue-bruising lunge that elicited a hoarse moan of painful protest
from the degraded young bride. Surely he would tear her apart! She couldn't
stand it, not a minute more!


Suddenly he began to fuck her, not slowly at first, the way Sal had
done, but rough and hard right away, so she felt as if swords were chopping
away at her insides. Tears of agony came to her eyes as Art drove into her
with jackhammer force, ripping at her seared anal passage with his
monstrously impaling cock, driving like a madman up into her constricted
anus.


How can he do this, she thought miserably, after all that's happened?
He had almost seemed to become human earlier in the evening when they had
talked, and he had convinced her to give vent to her anger. How could he do
this to her now? But she had no time to think further about her situation,
for she was suffering almost beyond endurance from the brutally painful
blows her young tormentor thrust into her with his rock-hard cock-shaft.


Next to them on the bed, Sal had suddenly pulled away from Tanya's
hotly pulsing cuntal slit. His massive black penis was stiff as a board
now, and he scrambled up and knelt with his knees on either side of the
blonde girl's face. Then, gripping his blood-engorged cock, he shoved it
into her mouth. Tanya, used to such frenzied sensuality, immediately began
sucking on the swarthy man's enormously thick rod with great skill, as her
throat opened hungrily to encompass its massive bulk.


"Oooohhhhhhh suck it good bitch! Suck it gooodddddd!!" Sal groaned as
the voluptuous blonde pulled mightily at his lust-swollen hardness, causing
shivers of barbarous passion to shoot through his loins. "Tanya you are one
hell of a cock sucker!"


Beside them, Susan Jameson writhed in agony as Art drove his rigid
cock up into her tensely resistant rectal channel, slicing in and out of
her with merciless fury. The young southerner couldn't get enough rough sex
to satisfy him. His throbbing genitals seemed to demand an almost constant
daily round of arousal and ejaculation, and the rougher and more painful it
was, the better he liked it. He gripped the young housewife's petite white
shoulders fiercely as he lunged his hips back and forth with maniacal
force, bludgeoning her raw anal depths with sadistic pleasure.


"Uunnnnnggggghhhhhhh!" the ravaged young bride cried in torment,
"Nooo!!!!"


"Take it bitch!" he howled back, gritting his teeth as he smote her
battered buttocks uncontrollably, "Take ittttt!!!!"


Susan was on the verge of fainting from his savage attack. Nothing in
the past two days had been as remotely painful as this. Her entire young
body ached fiercely now, and torturous spasms traveled up her back like
lead bullets. Yet just as a deep swirling blackness threatened to submerge
her in the blessed realms of unconsciousness, an unexpected shudder tore
through her body announcing the welcome transformation  and soon it came
again, the churning sensation in her loins that she had come to crave, the
shivery ripples of pure sensuality, the fantastic sprays of delight that
always heralded the release of her baser instincts! Her cries of alarm and
pain began to subside, and in their place came low moans of unmitigated 
pleasure! It had happened again, she had transcended her pain and
re-entered the world of radiant ecstasy  brimming with happiness she
suddenly threw her head back and groaned in joy.


"Oohhhh yeeesssss fuuucccckkk meeeee goooooddd!!"


A few moments later a cab came to a halt outside the house and Tim
Jameson stepped out. As the car pulled away, he glanced up at his familiar
home and stared. Something was wrong. He couldn't put his finger on it, but
something was definitely wrong. Every light in the house was blazing, and
generally Susan was quite conscientious about using only the lights that
were necessary in order to save money on electric bills.


"Christ, it looks like a Christmas tree," he muttered to himself as
he made his way up the front walk. Then he noticed that there was a strange
car in the driveway behind their station wagon, one the young husband
couldn't identify. The instinctive feeling that something funny was
happening increased, and he stopped a few yards away, from his front door.
Glancing up at the bedroom window, he seemed to see shadows passing in
front of the light, shadows made by not one, but two or three people. And
the curtains the curtains were gone. All he could see were the venetian
blinds hanging crazily as if some drunk had tried to lower them in a
stupor. The young husband's heart began to beat faster and faster, for he
heard muffled moans and cries coming from the upstairs room.


What the hell's going on? he thought anxiously.


He pulled out his front-door key, deciding against ringing the bell.
If there was something wrong it would be better not to take any unnecessary
risks. His mind was seething with possibilities: Maybe a prowler was in the
house, or some teenagers had broken in  hell, anything was possible these
days and he knew it. He put the key into the lock with a trembling hand and
slowly opened the door. Peering cautiously inside, a shock went through him
at the sight that met his eyes. The hallway was strewn with broken china
and torn pillows. His jaw muscles tightened and his heartbeat increased as
he moved quietly inside, where he saw the wreckage in the living room, and
heard again, only this time more distinctly, the strange moans from the
second-floor bedroom.


Oh, Jesus, maybe Susan 's been hurt! Oh God!


Somehow he managed to calm the rising feelings of panic, at least
enough to continue his investigation with some degree of control, though he
now feared the worst and cursed the airplane strike for delaying his
arrival. He suspected that whoever had broken into the house hadn't left.
In fact the sounds from the floor above indicated that their mad rampage
was still in progress, and the chances were good that they were somehow
tormenting his beautiful young bride. A murderous fury seethed dangerously
at the fringes of his consciousness, and it was only with a great effort
that he kept himself from crying out like a crazed beast and lunging up the
stairs to kill the bastards.


He started slowly up the stairs, being careful not to make a sound as
he ascended toward the bedroom. The sounds increased as he drew closer to
the bedroom door, which stood slightly ajar, only they no longer seemed to
be sounds of pain. Rather they gave the distinct impression of being sexual
in nature, like a female dog howling in heat. He reached the second floor
landing and sidled cautiously along the hallway wall, until finally he was
able to peer into the brightly lit bedroom without being seen.


The scene he witnessed made his jaw drop open in astonishment, and it
was all he could do to stifle a cry of violent outrage. There were three
strangers in the room with his wife, all completely naked and in the midst
of the most perverse orgiastic copulation that the young husband had ever
witnessed. His young bride was crushed face down on the bed, and being
skewered roughly in the anus by a slender muscular young man with brown
curly hair; an incredibly voluptuous blonde girl was lying on her back so
that her cunt was pressed against Susan's mouth; and another man, older,
powerfully-built and dark, had shoved his huge cock between the blonde's
lips and was thrusting it furiously in and out.


Oh my God, my God!! Tim screamed inwardly as he witnessed the
feverish debauch, pressed tightly against the wall to conceal his presence.
Susan, what's happening to you!


The young husband was certain that somehow these men had broken into
the house and made a virtual prisoner of his ravaged wife and the thought
made him tremble with rage, but he knew he had to keep his presence a
secret. He had to call the police  this was too big for him to handle on
his own yet he was rooted to the spot as he watched the lewd fucking on his
own bed. There was something about Susan that riveted his eyes to the sight
of her impaled young form wriggling on the bed while her mouth sucked
hungrily at the blonde girl's wide-open pussy. She she seemed to be
enjoying it! The young insurance salesman struggled to interpret what he
saw differently, but the quality of moans and mewls from his brown-haired
wife's throat was not agony or resistance, but pure unadulterated pleasure!
He had never seen her like this! She had always been so prim and cold when
it came to sexuality, but now she was writhing like a nymphomaniac beneath
the bludgeoning anal thrusts of the eagerly fucking youth, and sucking at
the other girl's proffered cuntal slit like there was no tomorrow.


He couldn't believe what he saw  it was like an obscene
hallucination, a nightmare stag film with his wife as the star! He stared
open-mouthed at the lewdly thrashing quartet, scarcely able to comprehend
the staggering sight he beheld.


And he became excited. His long thick cock began to pulse, faintly at
first, but then stronger and stronger until finally it jerked completely
erect and pounded against his thigh in torrid response to the bizarre scene
he was witnessing. For a brief moment he feared for his sanity, for the
overwhelming discovery was almost too incredible to digest fully. How could
this have happened? Why? Who were these men, and what led them here? How
long had they had Susan in their power? And even more disturbing  why was 
he so sexually excited by what he saw?


But he knew the answer to the last question. His young bride was
responding in a way that he had hoped for all during their early days
together like a free, erotic, sensual animal, surrendering herself freely
to the ecstasy of sexual liberation. Gone were the panic and fear, gone was
the sense of always holding back  now she was a tempestuously wanton
female gone wild, berserk and groaning with the rapture of eros. The young
husband had always known that someday she could be this way, and he had
prayed for that day to come. Now it was a reality. He felt a momentary pang
of jealousy, for he had always wanted her to discover that aspect with him.
Yet this feeling quickly passed as he reminded himself that she had been
forced into what he beheld  there was no other answer for it. Finally, he
pulled himself away from the door and went quietly downstairs to call the
police, then slipped out the front door to conceal himself until their
arrival.


Unaware of his presence, the orgiasts continued their frantic
copulation, moans and cries of excitement filling the air, mounting
frenziedly as the moment of orgasm approached. The anally battered young
wife was now lost in a torrent of delight that overwhelmed every tingling
nerve-ending in her body, setting her on fire with a deluge of unbridled
lust. It consumed her with hurricane force so that she began screwing her
rectal channel back more feverishly into Art's bludgeoning strokes, taking
him farther and farther into her now greedily clenching rectum with each
forward thrust of his huge swollen cock. Excited beyond all reason, she
drove her tongue deep into Tanya's hotly moist vaginal interior, whirling
and rotating it with complete abandon.


Meanwhile Sal pumped his bloated penis in and out of her hungrily
sucking blonde's mouth, clutching her thick platinum tresses and grunting
with raw animal passion. The fury of the four-way orgy mounted, and each
could feel the approach of yet another climax, even more intense than all
that had come before. Tanya ground her moisture-drenched cunt up into
Susan's eagerly licking tongue while her hands roved freely over the
muscular naked body of the swarthy man who drove his lust-swollen penis
deep into her battered throat. Art, at the same time, lunged forward with
brutal roughness, ripping up into the young wife's hotly pulsing rectum
with maniacal fervor.


It was the recently innocent housewife who reached climax first. As
she groaned incoherently into the seething wet furrow of the blonde girl's
vaginal flesh, the beginnings of her orgasm came shooting out from
everywhere at once. The others were only seconds behind, the two men
groaning deep primeval moans of savage pleasure. Art rammed mightily into
Susan's receptive anus, jetting his thick white seed far inside, squirting
a thick river of cum like a garden hose gone out of control. At the same
time, Sal ejaculated wildly into Tanya's gulping mouth, spraying her oral
chasm with his hot male essence as her cheeks hollowed and expanded to
drain him dry.


Slowly their passion subsided, and one by one they slipped drunkenly,
deliriously, out of their positions to collapse exhausted in a disordered
heap on the bed. For a long time there was not a sound to be heard as the
wearied debauchees sank into a heavy stupor provoked by their corrupt
excesses. They did not stir, until, moments later, they heard the
ear-splitting wail of a siren careening down the street and the sounds of
cars pulling up in front of the house.


Art bolted up, his eyes wide with alarm, and glanced anxiously at the
others. Then, jumping from the bed, he ran quickly to the window while the
others held their breath in terror.


"It's the cops," he said, turning back to them. "It's the goddamn
fucking cops."


Susan gasped with joy as she realized that somehow, some way, she was
finally being rescued from her hideous nightmare.


"Oh God" she moaned in utter relief, "thank you thank you" In the
next moment she was enveloped by a swirling blackness as unconsciousness
took hold of her brutalized mind and she fell back on the bed in a faint.


CHAPTER EIGHT


At four A.M., Tim Jameson sat quietly on the edge of the bed smoking
a cigarette and gazing down at the still-unconscious figure of his naked
young bride. The police had long since taken Art, Sal and Tanya away with
them, leaving him alone with his wife in the chaotic wreckage of their
home. Now he waited patiently for Susan to wake up. Finally her eyes
fluttered open, and she woke with a start, sitting up on the bed in terror,
knowing nothing of what had happened since she had blacked out. Then she
saw Tim.


"Tim! Oh, Tim!" she cried and flung herself into his arms weeping and
sobbing like a baby, grateful to be with her beloved husband once more. "Oh
Tim, I thought I'd never see you again."


"It's okay, honey," he murmured quietly, cradling her softly in his
arms. "It's all over now. They're gone, and from what the police tell me
they should be out of circulation for quite a while."


"It was horrible, horrible," she moaned through her tears. "They did
such horrible things to me, Tim I can't tell you"


"I know, darling, I know. Just calm down. Everything's all right
now."


Soon the young wife's tears had subsided and she gazed up at her
handsome sandy-haired husband with relief and adoration.


"When when did you come back?" she asked.


"The strike was settled this afternoon. I was going to call but I
couldn't get to a phone. I got to the house around ten"


"Then then you saw"


"I saw everything I came in while you were all up here. Everybody
was so drunk and preoccupied that nobody noticed me or heard me when I
called the police."


The young wife moved away from her husband and hung her head in
shame.


"Can you forgive me, Tim? Can you ever forgive me for doing what I
did?"


"Forgive you? There's nothing to forgive, honey. Those bastards held
you prisoner! They forced you into it. The police got the whole story out
of that blonde girl. They all had police records, don't you know that?"


"What what did the police tell you?"


"Well, first of all the young guy, what's his name Art?"


"Yes Art"


"He's an escaped convict. Broke out of a prison in Georgia two months
ago and was heading for Canada with his girl friend. The girl what's her
name"


"Tanya"


"That's it. She said they'd run out of money and Art was picking up
odd jobs in places where he was sure he wouldn't get spotted. But
apparently the guy's sick in the head too, and when he found out you were
alone, he decided to take the place over and have some fun for a few days.
He's got a long history of theft, rape and murder."


Susan gasped when she heard this, and realized just how much her life
had been in danger.


"Oh my God," she moaned.


"The other guy, Sal, was apparently well known to the police. He's
part of a big crime syndicate in the East, and they knew he was in
Chicago."


"What about the girl"


"Pathetic. She's been an accomplice of Art's for a long time. She'll
be in the cooler for quite a while, too."


Unexpectedly the young wife felt a pang of sadness when she heard
that Tanya was to be locked up. Despite the outrages they had subjected her
to, and the viciousness with which they had systematically ravaged her
sexually, there was something about the bizarre encounter that had taught
Susan something about life.


Without this terror-ridden weekend, she might have remained forever a
prisoner of her fear and anger. How strange it all was, how unreal and
nightmarish.


"The house is such a mess," she said after a long silence. "It'll
take so long to repair the damage."


"The insurance will take care of the expense. And we can redecorate
together it'll be like a new start. Maybe all this had to happen, Susan,
to bring us to our senses. God knows there was a lot wrong with our
marriage, with our whole life together. Maybe all this has been a sign that
we have to start over."


"I think you're right, Tim. But after all that's happened do you
think we can? Is it possible?"


"I think so, darling. After all, what's the old saying  love
conquers all?"


The young wife smiled, and Tim took her gently in his arms and kissed
her warmly on the lips. How good it was to hold her in his arms again, to
comfort her and reassure her. Susan returned his kiss with grateful
affection, relieved to be held once more by her handsome young husband,
feeling safe again at last after her frightening ordeal. Had it been only
two days? Even less, really.


"Are you hungry?" Tim asked when they finally broke their warm
embrace.


"No not really. I think I'd like to take a warm bath, though."


"I'll start it for you," her husband said, getting up from the bed
and going to the adjoining bathroom. "And Susan"


"Yes?"


"I love you."


The young wife smiled at her husband and felt a tiny tear begin to
trickle slowly down her cheek.


Susan sighed as she sank back into the hot tub, surrounded by
glistening bubbles from her bath oil. Her luxuriating young body, aching
and weary from the constant sexual assaults during the past forty-eight
hours, eagerly welcomed the calming pleasure of a long, relaxing soak. The
humiliation and degradation the young wife had endured so recently seemed
to fade away like magic as she languidly soaped her curvaceous body letting
each stroke wash away the memories of torment and shame. Sighing happily,
she finally finished her bath and stepped out of the tub.


Standing before the large bathroom mirror, drying herself with a
thick towel, she remembered that her traumatic encounter had begun on
Friday evening, just after she had left the bathroom. Suddenly, in rapid
montage, all the weekend's events seemed to replay themselves in her mind.
She remembered Art's arrival at her front door, looking so handsome and
sincere, then revealing himself to her that night as the brutal sadist he
really was. And Tanya. How strange it had been to make love to a woman, how
oddly exciting despite the fact that she had been forced into it. Finally,
there was the depraved orgy  an orgy that had lasted for hours; first her
doubled impalement by Sal and Art, and then the last mad debauch in the
bedroom until Tim finally returned and brought the police. She remembered
how Art had forced her to release her anger, anger she hadn't realized was
the source of her fear, by making her stab viciously at her own furniture.
It was hard to believe that it had all happened so recently, yet it was
true. And they were safely in jail now. Yet, she couldn't help still
feeling a certain amount of sympathy and even something akin to warmth
toward them all.


Replacing the towel on its rack, the ravaged young blonde stepped out
into the bedroom. Tim, who was in bed smoking a cigarette, glanced up as
she came into the room and looked startled. For a moment Susan didn't
understand his reaction, but then realized why he had such an odd smile on
his face. She was completely naked. Normally she put on a robe or negligee
when she had finished bathing, but she hadn't even thought about it this
time. She realized with a start that she no longer was ashamed of her
nakedness. After the past two days, how was that possible? She had been
completely naked with total strangers. In the back of her mind she realized
that perhaps she had learned a lot more than she thought.


"You look incredible," Tim remarked as his widened eyes traveled up
and down the full length of her milk-white young body, lingering on the
pointed upthrust mounds of her softly pulsing breasts and slowly taking in
her full curving hips and tapered legs. He couldn't help but notice a
change in her, not just the fact that she was standing completely nude
before him with no apparent shame, but there was an atmosphere about her 
a sense of womanliness and allure that had been the one missing element
before. There was no doubt about it, she was a different woman now, vastly
different from the frightened creature he had left on Monday. "Susan, I've
never seen you so beautiful."


"Thank you," she said softly, her voice taking on a pleasant,
somewhat husky quality he had never noticed before. "You look awfully good
to me too."


Tim laughed softly and threw back the covers, revealing that he, too,
was completely naked. Susan glanced down in unabashed admiration at his
slender muscular form. The young couple exchanged warm smiles, and their
eyes locked together fully and directly, establishing a steady current of
unspoken affection and love. Immediately Tim's thick cock began to lurch
into erection until finally it stood up proudly from the furry tangle of
his pubic hair, swelling with eager desire.


His young wife gazed openly at his hotly pulsing genitals, and a
teasing smile crossed her lips.


"I thought you'd be tired from your trip, but I guess not," she
remarked slyly.


"To tell you the truth, I was, but not any more." He rose slowly from
the bed, never once taking his eyes from the stunning vision of his wife
standing like a shimmering Venus before him, no longer frightened and
trembling, but sure and confident. "I thought you'd be tired too after all
you've been through."


"I should be but I'm not tired at all. What was it you said earlier?
Love conquers all?"


"Did I say that? Well, well, well"


As if drawn by the magnetism of their steadily mounting excitement
Tim and Susan moved toward each other, breathing faster and faster as lusty
passion began to ripple through their naked young bodies. Finally they
stood face to face and suddenly reached out their hands and clasped each 
other in a feverish embrace, their lips meeting hungrily as they showered
each other with hot kisses. Tim slid his hands down to the softly curving
roundness of his ardent wife's white hips, then upwards over the trembling
plane of her stomach, until they came to rest on the resiliently pulsing
flesh of her taut breasts. He massaged them hungrily, reveling in the silky
smooth texture of those pliant mounds, no longer cold with resistance but
quiveringly hot and alive. He squeezed the little buds of her nipples with
his thumbs and forefingers until they stood out proudly erect.


In response, Susan's hands dropped down to grip the rigid girth of
her young husband's thick swollen cock, and deftly pulled away the soft
covering of velvety foreskin, exposing the purplish blood-filled head that
pulsed in lustful anticipation. Then, in a sudden, unexpected move, she
dropped to her knees before him and took the throbbing head into her mouth,
avidly closing her wet glistening lips around it.


"Unnnngggghhhhh!" Tim moaned with pleasure as she took his cock all
the way into the moist interior of her mouth. Gently, tantalizingly, she
moved her head up and down, swirling her tongue around his desire-bloated
little glans while her teasing fingers closed around his huge swaying balls
and kneaded them softly. Closing her eyes, the sensually-awakened young
wife savored the delicious sensation of having her husband's hot rigid
penis in her mouth as it slid up into the farthest recesses of her
expanding throat.


Tim gripped the curly tresses of her light-brown hair in ecstasy,
scarcely believing that his formerly frigid young wife was rapidly becoming
everything he had ever hoped she would be. His mind became filled with lewd
erotic thoughts as he fantasized all the delightful love-play that was
possible between them now. Susan began to increase the tempo of her eager
sucking, fondling his balls enticingly as she brought her delighted husband
quickly to the point of seething arousal. He began to plunge his excited
penis in and out of her yielding throat. while she gripped his tautly
flexing buttocks with her roving hands and kneaded them rhythmically as he
thrust his pelvis back and forth in growing frenzy.


"Oh Christ, baby," he moaned suddenly, "let me fuck you it's been so
long"


With childlike happiness, Susan eased her lips off his hotly swollen
penis and stood up. They were at the very edge of their wide double bed,
and suddenly, with a deep guttural growl, Tim seized her satiny shoulders
with his hands and the two of them fell backwards, consumed by a swelling
tide of aching sensuality. He quickly arched his body over her, positioning
himself so that his knees were between her legs. Then, supporting himself
with one hand, he gripped his lustily throbbing cock in the other and
placed it at the quivering entrance of his reclining young wife's extended
vaginal slit. With a victorious cry he lunged forward, thrusting his
rock-hard cock-shaft deep up into her moistly contracting cunt.


"Aaaaahhhhhhhh!" Susan mewled in delight as she felt her husband's
rigidly hardened penis slide all the way into her welcoming cunt. Quickly 
she twined her tapering legs high around his back, giving full and total
access to her love-craving vaginal interior, and reached her eager hands
around to knead once more the hard half-moons of his buttocks, pulling and
stretching them apart lewdly as he began to thrust his hips up and down and
around in a torrid screwing motion.


The lust-drenched young bride was overwhelmed as her naked husband's
thickly swollen spear traveled in and out the length of her wetly
palpitating cuntal sheath. This was a thousand times better than anything
she had experienced with Art, Sal or Tanya! A magical radiance seemed to
envelope her from head to foot, and she reeled delightedly in the knowledge
that at last she and Tim could experience sensuality in a fully open way.
Flashes of pleasure rippled through her naked throbbing body as Tim drove
his massive cock all the way in up to her belly, pulled out again and then
lunged forward, until he buffeted against the thrillingly hot hard wall of
her cervix. She cried out shamelessly, reveling in the sheer honest
pleasure of their love-making.


Looking up, she could see his head thrown back like a proud lion, his
handsome face contorted with excitement, and the sight of his mounting lust
aroused her even more. Accommodating her warmly quivering body to his, she
began moving against his writhing frame like a wild creature, twisting her
pelvis in sheer abandon, and grinding hard against the stocky base of his
shuddering cock.


It was incredibly intense, even more intense than what she had
experienced before, but the newly awakened young bride reveled in it,
mewling with delight, her curvaceous young body tinglingly alive from head
to foot, surging with hot flashes of ecstasy. She knew in that delirious
moment that her fear and anger were a thing of the past. Miss Whitfield's
bitter lectures no longer held sway over her mind  the young wife no
longer resented fate for her frigidity, and, best of all, she no longer
feared her husband. She was his, completely and totally!


"Yeeesssssss!" she groaned, demonically, "Yeeeessssss!!!"


Hungrily, she reached up with her hands and grasped his head, pulling
his mouth down onto hers. Her wet snake-like tongue darted over his groping
lips and against the hard white wall of his teeth, which parted eagerly as
his own thick tongue shot forward to meet hers. Greedily their hot oral
spears mingled in raging passion, as though they could never get enough of
each other. Susan's thunderingly aroused husband pulled her moist
palpitating tongue into his mouth, sucking it until she felt it would be
ripped heedlessly from its moorings, but it felt wonderful, wonderful.


Slipping his arms beneath her hotly responding body, Tim gripped his
wife's supple flesh, and their two copulating bodies began rolling
deliriously all over the bed. So tight was their embrace that their
thrashing bodies seemed cemented together as they heaved shamelessly on the
straining creaking bed.


"Oh Honey!" the delighted young husband cried, "You feel sooo
gooddddd!!! Sooo ggggoooddddd!!!"


He forced her thighs up and apart as far as they would go so that he
could sink his wildly plunging cock as far as humanly possible into her
quaking pussy. Susan, reveling in her lewdly splayed position, used all her
strength to lift her creamy-white buttocks even higher. It thrilled her to
the very core of her being to be taken like this by her own husband!


"Oh harder darling, harder!" she found herself suddenly crying out.


Seething with triumph, Tim hammered into her wetly gasping pussy like
a primitive barbarian. He knew for once and for all that Susan had changed,
changed miraculously into a creature of sheer lusty excitement! At last his
wife was awakened to the pleasures of the flesh, and he knew their marriage
was saved. Not only saved, but well on the way to being completely
satisfying. He couldn't believe his luck, and realized inwardly the irony
of the situation. She had been systematically raped by two hoodlums and
their girl, yet she had come out of it totally transformed. It was
incredible, but it was true, excitingly true!


Their fevered bodies rocked excitedly to and fro, each craving
complete union with the other. Deep inside the delighted husband's heavy
testicles, he could feel his boiling seed gather achingly, painfully,
within his churning loins like a volcano about to erupt. Susan, also,
sensed uncontrollable spasms of radiant pleasure sizzle through her hot
cuntal depths, spasms that made her thrashing legs tremble and her entire
young body quake in gasping ecstasy.


Suddenly their bodies soared out of their conscious control as the
first jet of white-hot cum shot out of Tim's madly jerking cock and
traveled deep into his enraptured wife's raging belly, while the two of
them shook in the throes of torrid mutual orgasm. It was all Susan could do
to cling tightly to her ejaculating young husband. Her hotly perspiring
body was lost in a seething windstorm of delight, vastly more intense than
what she had experienced with the others. It was beautiful, incredible,
wildly exciting. Electric waves of erotic energy shot through their rocking
bodies as if they had been struck by lightning.


Their young voices mingled in shrieks of wanton pleasure as their
tumultuous orgasm went on and on. Finally, their bodies trembling with the
intensity of their blissful shameless fucking, Tim emptied the last
bubbling gush of his boiling semen into her wetly frothing vaginal canal
and then it was over.


They lay on their bed, entwined lovingly in each other's arms, their
bodies bathed in a sumptuous afterglow from their galvanic copulation. The
first rays of morning sunlight began to filter through the window and fell
across their softly heaving bodies. Susan looked up just in time to see the
pinkish-gold disc of the sun rising above the row of suburban houses.


"Look, darling," she whispered to her young husband, "it's the start
of a new day a brand new day.
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CHAPTER ONE


The full moon shed a butter yellow light through the high pines as the long 
open-topped car sped through the narrow road in the forest. It was a steamy 
Georgia summer night, and the woman in the passenger seat held her blonde 
head high to catch a bit of the air that crested the convertible's 
windshield. Overhead, owls and other night birds called, and the woman's 
teeth flashed as she laughed in gay reply to something the man at the wheel 
said. The bright headlights cut through the dark undergrowth of the woods as 
he maneuvered the vehicle through the twisting road until he suddenly braked 
and stopped. The car was parked at the edge of a broad circular lake whose 
waters caught and held the moonlight in bands of molten gold.


"Oh, bright, it's gorgeous ... like something out of a dream," Avis Sommers 
breathed reverently into the stillness that closed in around them as soon as 
her companion bad shut off the car's motor. Why didn't you bring me here 
before?"


"I was saving it up for a full moon," the elegantly dressed man beside her 
smiled. "Is it a suitable nightcap to your dinner at the country club, or 
would you have rather stayed for another drink, darling?"


Avis' green eyes sparkled in the moonlight as she shook her head in wonder. 
"Sweetheart, you've been so good to me in the last month, I barely know what 
to say. But this, this beautiful place is almost better than all the parties 
and lovely dinners. Is ... is this lake yours, too?"


Beside her, the handsome silver-haired man laughed and shook his head. "No, 
love, it's part of a government preserve. I'd probably have to sell the 
drugstore to buy this ... and then you'd be out of a job. Is that the only 
way to get you to marry me?"


At these words, the blonde woman's face lost some of its animation, and she 
uncomfortably shifted in the car seat. Suddenly and very obviously aware 
that she was parked alone in the wilderness with the man who owned the 
drugstore where she worked as a pharmacist, she nervously nibbled at her 
full lower lip and shook her head. Her thick-lashed eyes looked away from 
his intent gaze, and she unconsciously pulled the skirt of her short satin 
dress down over her knees. For just a moment, dazzled by the beauty of the 
midnight landscape, she had forgotten the question that now hung between her 
and bright like a shadowy curtain, just waiting to be drawn away so that 
they could be truly together ... for always would she marry him or not?


Avoiding her companion's searching blue eyes, Avis opened the door beside 
her and climbed out of the car. Her hands clasped behind her smoothly 
rounded buttocks, she stood where the lake water lapped at the fallen pine 
needles. Her mind began to drift over the same thoughts that had occupied 
her for the last few days, since bright had asked her the question. She knew 
he was impatiently, waiting for a reply and yet, in her heart, she did not 
know if she wanted to be married now. Surely, twenty years ago, when she was 
a teenager in high school, she had dreamed of a husband and home, but then 
she had gone to college, found a career in pharmacy and the prospect of 
cooking and cleaning, raising a man's children, began to seem less and less 
attractive. In the big city where she had settled, Avis had dated 
frequently, but never seriously. The men had always seemed too cool, too 
unromantic, taking for granted that any career woman was lonely and 
man-hungry-that she would be only too happy to jump into bed with anyone who 
gave her the golden opportunity. Of course, when she was younger and more 
naive, she had had affairs with some of them ... but when she realized how 
brief and heartbreaking most of these sexual sprees had been, she learned to 
be more cautious and naturally, she was asked out less and less.


And now that she had left the city for the back country of gentle Georgia 
and found a wonderful, attentive man who actually wanted to marry her and 
let her work as well, she was having difficulties releasing her old fears, 
accepting that for once a romance might just work . . .


Wright Maddox leaned back in the soft leather upholstery of his white 
Lincoln and gazed thoughtfully at the lovely spectacle of Avis standing at 
the rim of the moon-dappled water. Certain of what she was thinking about at 
that moment, he smiled at his own unexpected eagerness to enter the bonds of 
matrimony. There was no doubt that this, beautiful lady pharmacist, 
recommended to him by an old friend in the city, had truly bowled him over. 
booking at her now, he felt no surprise at the great love he felt and, in 
fact, he only wondered why no one else had snatched her up long ago.


She was incredibly exciting to him, her pale blonde hair waving silkily 
around her fine-boned face, her ripe young body slender yet curved, 
enticingly full at the breasts and buttocks. her legs were long and shapely, 
from the softly flaring curve of her hips to her delicate silver sandals. 
There in the moonlight in her pearl grey satin dress, she looked like a 
nymph who had risen from the lake, and bright warmly considered how much 
more beautiful she would appear if she suddenly stripped off her clothes and 
bared her full, proud breasts and girlishly rounded buttocks to the warmth 
of the moonlit night. After they were married, he thought with a little 
thrill of anticipation, he would bring her out here again and they would 
make love like that.


"What are you thinking about, darling? Your eyes are gleaming in a very evil 
way?"


Avis' voice was light as she looked back over her shoulder toward the car. 
The moment of peace had calmed her, and she was relieved that bright had not 
pursued the question of marriage while she basked in the beauty of the lake. 
Now, as she gazed at his tall slender figure lounging in the great car, she 
felt a rush of tenderness and realized all over again that she had never in 
her life felt such warmth toward a man. he was so good and warm and sweet 
and smart, and she did love him.


"I'm just drinking in your beauty, my sweet," Wright chuckled. Her smile 
seemed like an invitation and he left the car to stand beside her, slipping 
his arms around her shoulders. "And what have you been thinking about, so 
that you think my eyes are evil?"


Avis was aware of his gaze locked on the deep fleshy valley between her 
breasts that showed in the low neckline of her dress, but for right now, it 
didn't worry her. Nothing could be wrong in this beautiful setting. 
Snuggling tighter to the warmth of his white summer jacket, she sighed 
happily and shook her head. At that moment, she was too happy for words, and 
she lifted her face to stare into his deep blue eyes. When his head dipped 
down toward hers, she strained upward toward his lips, her soft mouth 
parting in anticipation of that first contact.


Wright's arms tightened powerfully around her as he felt his tongue slip 
easily into the warm moistness of her mouth. Her softly yielding breasts 
were pressing against his chest as she responded eagerly to his kiss, her 
tongue teasing and caressing his open lips and teeth. Her hands danced 
lightly over his shoulders and back, and he felt a new heat begin to surge 
through his body, the blood pounding into his groin. His mouth slipped 
downward and began to kiss and nibble at the pale smooth skin of her neck as 
his hands hungrily encircled the tiny width of her waist. They had known 
each other for only a little more than a month, and Wright suddenly wondered 
if they would make love for the first time here, tonight, in the light of 
the moon.


Avis trembled at the exciting, almost tickling sensation of Wright's lips 
traveling warmly over her neck and throat. It had been a long, long time 
since she had been kissed this way by a man, and she surrendered to the 
sweet lazy warmth that was suddenly flooding through her veins. His hands 
were gentle, molding and caressing the lines of her ribs, gliding over the 
sculpted mounds of her buttocks, then rising again to brush against the 
hardening tips of her proudly upthrust breasts before he grasped her 
shoulders, pulling her even closer to his chest. She felt secure with him, 
unafraid of anything and certain that he would never hurt her, or use her 
body selfishly. Her arms clasped around his body in passionate ardor and, 
almost unconscious of her rising excitement, she began to grind her hips 
gently against his groin.


"You're so lovely, darling," Wright murmured as his fingertips traced 
lightly over the swelling contours of her breasts through the silky fabric 
of her dress. Then, as she did not resist, he lowered his head to trail his 
tongue moistly down into the dark cleft between the cushiony cream-white 
mounds of flesh. Avis gasped softly at the unexpected sensation and felt his 
hands hungrily roaming over the twin moons of her buttocks, grasping them to 
jerk her quivering young body against him in a sudden convulsive surge of 
desire.


Avis' green eyes suddenly flew open, round with shocked wonder as she felt 
his eagerly pulsating penis pressing through the layers of their clothing 
against the taut plane of her belly. The thirty-six year old blonde made a 
concentrated effort to clear her head of the slight giddiness that had come 
after the bottle of wine and several drinks they had shared in the plush 
country club where Wright was a charter member. As comprehension slowly 
dawned in her mind, she felt a slow flush of excitement heating her 
love-starved body. Her hands slipped under his jacket, tremulously exploring 
the sinews of his back.


"You're so warm tonight. Avis," he breathed huskily in her ear. "Like never 
before. Is it the lake, darling ... or have you finally decided?"


He kissed her again and played over her lips with the tip of his tongue. She 
left them open, like ripe cherries to be plucked, and he explored them, went 
behind them to her teeth, speared into the delicious warmth of her mouth 
while her excited breath played over his cheek. His hand slipped inside her 
plunging neckline to her breast, massaging, stroking, his fingertips closing 
in on the hardening nipple to caress and roll it teasingly between them.


Avis moaned quietly beneath his hands, her brain alight with passion. Desire 
and the protective warmth of Wright's love made all her fears fade into the 
background, and she felt the secret place up between her legs pulsing and 
throbbing with a hungering warmth she had not known for years. She could not 
remember the last time she had been with a man, sometime long ago before she 
had lost her trust in the male sex, and now her body longed for him to bury 
his hard hot maleness into the depths of her wetly throbbing vagina. His 
tender words breathed past the sensitive shell of her ear floated gently 
through her brain, and she ignored the uncomfortable question about her 
"decision." Oh, how she needed him ... wanted him ... loved him!


She felt his hand trail down over the flatness of her belly, down the strong 
curving muscles of her hip and thigh, then upward ... slipping under the 
yielding satin to caress the velvety smooth flesh of her inner thigh, 
causing her to gasp with the tingling wonder of the sensation. Under her 
nylon panties and through the feathery patch of blonde pussy hair to the 
very lips of her vagina, his fingers lightly teased the narrow, hair-lined 
slit, then slipped inside with a breathtaking gentleness to find her 
swelling clitoris throbbing in erotic delight. Her entire being seemed to 
revolve around that warmly embedded finger, and Avis barely knew what was 
happening as she and Wright slipped down onto the cushiony layer of dry pine 
needles that they had been standing upon.


As they stretched out on the fragrant carpet, she pulled him tightly to her 
once again, clasped her lips to his, and her wet pointed tongue shot into 
his mouth with all the fire of a taunted lizard. Again and again, she 
searched his mouth while he sucked at her tongue. His outstretched 
forefinger tauntingly circled her clitoris, finally sliding down through her 
desire-moistened slit to ease inside, burying itself in the warmly 
contracting depths of her excited pussy.


She caught her breath and Wright knew that they would fuck that evening. His 
forty years experience with women had given him the patience to let this 
beautiful and high-strung woman move into love at her own pace, and now his 
perseverance was repaying him, bringing her to surrender of her own accord. 
He was certain of that now and, as if in reaffirmation of his thought, her 
hand suddenly moved down over his waist and stomach, her fingers tentatively 
wrapping around the throbbing stiffness of his cock through the fabric of 
his trousers. His throat constricted at the suddenly thrilling sensation.


"Christ!" he gasped and pressed her voluptuous young body down into the pine 
needles, pressing one knee between her thighs as she struggled to keep her 
legs together....


"Oh, darling, wait ... no ... no ... not now!" she pleaded, as her fright 
suddenly returned to her. In that moment, despite the beauty of the lake and 
the silent moonlight, she anxiously remembered other nights, other men, when 
she had believed herself loved ... only to discover later that she had been 
used for a quick night of pleasure. Wright's hot breath fanned over the soft 
flesh of her heaving breasts in deeper and deeper gasps and she whimpered 
again, "please, darling ... we mustn't." She gazed beseechingly down at the 
face that was kissing and nibbling at her warmly tingling breasts while he 
pressed her dress down over her shoulders.


But it was as if she had never spoken. His demanding hands continued to 
fondle and graze her sensitively responding flesh. Wright was aware of 
nothing but the sexual need leaping like an electric current between their 
bodies as she gasped aloud to the endless probings of his extended middle 
finger deep up inside her wetly wanting vagina, causing her to writhe 
feverishly beneath his hand.


"Oh ... oh, please, Wright, wait ... wait...." she begged, but then she 
suddenly heard the metallic whisper of his zipper. A fraction of a second 
later, the heat of his hard fleshy bluntness was pressing against her upper 
thigh. It was his penis and, as her body recoiled instinctively against the 
almost alien touch, his finger buried itself deeper up between her legs into 
the rippling moisture of her vagina. Overpowering waves of wanton excitement 
surged through her as she lay beneath him without the will to protest. She 
was mesmerized by the physical sensations that were pounding through her 
sensually aroused body and, when he took her hand and placed it on his naked 
pulsating hardness, his own hand covering hers, she enclosed her fingers 
around it and squeezed, sighing in ecstasy.


She heard him gasp excitedly and felt the fleshy rigidness give slightly 
beneath the pressure of her encircling fingers. The sound of her own quick 
breathing broke through the stillness of the night as she realized that his 
hotly throbbing penis was huge. An anticipatory thrill of delight shivered 
through her. She had never imagined, never even dared to think that he would 
be so big ... so long and thick that her fingers could barely encircle it. 
And suddenly, she was aware that she was stroking it, massaging the thick 
layer of outer skin back and forth over the stone-hard staff of flesh to the 
same rhythm he had established with his finger deep inside her moistly 
receptive channel. There was no reasonable way to stop him now, almost no 
sense of struggle left in her. She'd let him go, even encouraged him beyond 
that final point of no return, and now her whole being trembled with 
passionate hunger. She squirmed blissfully beneath his extended finger 
sinking ever deeper into her vagina, moist now from the seeping liquid 
passion he had stimulated there. She felt the wetness from her pussy lips 
moistening the crotch of her panties, and she dimly realized she was damp 
even to the cleft between her hungrily rotating buttocks. It was too much 
for her to remember that she had not yet answered Wright's proposal of 
marriage, not yet learned to trust him completely, not yet....


His long thick cock jerked in her hand at every stroke and, as he increased 
the tempo of-his finger-fucking up into her tight little pussy, she 
quickened the movements of her slender fingers over his throbbingly erect 
shaft of flesh, feeling it swell and grow unbelievable harder. She groaned 
in disappointment as his finger slipped reluctantly from her steaming cuntal 
channel, then she lay passively on the ground when she realized that Wright 
was trying to slip her panties off her hips, down her long, shapely legs.


But then, as he suddenly squirmed on top of her prostrate body, Avis 
stiffened and fought his desperate efforts to pry open her legs. Fear once 
again came flooding through her mind, clearing the lace-like cloud of 
delirious pleasure that had filled her brain a moment before. Her thighs 
clamped together tightly, clasping his hot pulsing cock between them, while 
he struggled frantically above her to get the blood-filled tip of his penis 
into the quivering little mouth of her passion-drenched pussy.


"Darling, wait....oh God, Wright. Stop it!" she cried up at him, her teeth 
clenched angrily as she writhed and struggled with every ounce of resistance 
she could muster, holding his cock tightly between her fingers and clenched 
thighs as he strained to penetrate her, its smooth head splaying apart the 
soft wet lips of her pussy, inching forward from the power and weight of his 
lust-maddened attempt to enter her secret flesh. She squirmed furiously 
beneath him until she felt his penis begin a wild ungovernable jerking still 
within her clutching fingers and heard his startled gasp of ecstasy.


He groaned huskily into her ear, and then she felt the thick hot stream of 
his impatient sperm shoot from its lust-bloated head to saturate her 
palpitating vaginal lips and the surrounding pussy hair. Within seconds she 
was coated with the warm, viscous liquid spurting wetly down between her 
legs to moisten the pine needles beneath her buttocks.


She lay perfectly still and held him tightly through it all, feeling his 
body convulse on top of her while his organ pumped spasmodically in her 
hand. Finally she heard him gasp out his ultimate release and then ... he 
seemed to collapse over her, his still jerking penis rapidly going limp in 
her hand. It was then she sensed an indescribable feeling of having cheated 
herself. The moistly pouting lips of her pussy, now drenched in Wright's 
cum, still throbbed hungrily and her breasts tingled in unfulfilled desire.


"Forgive me, darling, for cumming so soon," Wright said regretfully, as he 
slowly rolled his weight from her body. "But why did you hold me away? It 
could have been good for you too."


Avis had not realized how sharp her own disappointment really was until she 
heard herself snapping, in a hard angry voice she barely recognized as her 
own, "Don't bother to explain anything, Wright. You got what you wanted, 
more or less. Now, would you please drive me home; I'm quite tired."


The silence of the dark forest was not broken again until the roar of the 
Lincoln's engine springing to life tore through the stillness.


CHAPTER TWO


At nine o'clock the next morning the sun had already begun to scorch the 
hamlet of Buckston, Georgia, and Avis leaned gratefully into the shade of 
the doorway of the drugstore as she waited for Wright to arrive. It was 
already ten minutes past the usual opening time, and the shapely green-eyed 
blonde was beginning to wonder if she shouldn't simply open the store 
herself. Wright had given her a key when she had first arrived in Buckston 
over a month ago, but as she had always found him already in the store when 
she came from her nearby house, she'd never bothered to use it. But today 
the parking lot beside the store was empty, and as she saw the figure of Jed 
Latham, the soda jerk, striding down the red dirt road toward her, she 
opened her purse to search for her key ring.


"Mornin', sexy," the tall gangling man drawled insolently as he loped up to 
where she stood in the doorway. His watery blue eyes eagerly surveyed her 
proudly uplifted breasts, lightly covered by a knit blouse, before she 
turned away from him to fit the key in the door. "Where's the boss, baby? 
He's been on time every day since you've been here. He got a new girl 
friend? Don't worry...."


"Would you please mind your own business, Mr. Latham?" Avis's voice cut 
glacially through his stream of words. His question about Wright had stung 
her, and she angrily twisted the key in the lock, shouldering the heavy 
steel and glass door open. Stepping inside the store, she spoke over her 
shoulder, "Get your cash register in order, please. We're open for business 
now."


Behind her, the soda jerk grinned lazily and stared at the gently undulating 
curves of her buttocks as she strode furiously down one of the aisles to the 
back of the store. His weak chin almost disappeared as he grinned lewdly and 
called after her, "Anything you say, baby, anything at all."


Avis shivered in repugnance as she walked back into the storage room where 
the drugs were kept. Wright was undoubtedly punishing her for last night by 
leaving her alone with the slimy soda jerk. He knew she couldn't bear to be 
near the man. In a way, she did not blame Wright for his petty revenge. 
After she had returned home last night, she had been horrified at her own 
childishness in the woods and more than a little sony that she had let her 
silly fears keep her from enjoying his skillful love-making. Even today, she 
still felt a little strange, her body tingling and supersensitive because 
she had been so frustrated last night. Well, it was her own fault, the 
gorgeous blonde thought philosophically as she arranged the scales and 
measures she would use that day to make up the prescriptions. Perhaps, when 
Wright finally came into the store today, she would be able to set 
everything right again, maybe even give him an answer to his still-waiting 
question. She was beginning to suspect that she was ready to settle down, if 
one night of frustrated desires, could heave her as strangely vulnerable as 
she felt that day.


Avis busied herself and time passed rapidly. She had been working almost two 
hours when Jed called, "Hey, beautiful, you got some customers out here." 
His sly voice penetrated the privacy of the drug room, and Avis whirled, 
only to see his insulting grin disappear out the doorway. As his footsteps 
faded toward the soda fountain, she could hear him call back, "And you're 
really going to have fun with this group, baby."


Avis shrugged disgustedly at his insinuating words and stepped outside to 
the counter. There were three boys waiting there, all in their late teens, 
and as she caught the expressions on their faces, she felt a little twinge 
of apprehension.


"Hey, Where's ol' Maddox?" one of them, a wide-mouthed redhead youth, 
immediately demanded when she appeared.


The others grinned at his question and then-smiles broadened as she quietly 
replied, "He's not here right now. Can I do anything for you?" Avis 
recognized the youngsters as boys who had been hanging around the soda 
fountain since school let out, and she wondered what in the world they could 
want from her, a pharmacist. "Well...." another boy, a blond brazen-faced 
youth in faded jeans quickly drawled, "I got this awful embarrassing rash 
that just won't go away. I'm swollen up somethin' terrible!"


"Shut up, peckerhead," another one said loudly. "That ain't no way to talk 
to a lady! Now you guys just tell her what you want!"


The group snickered together, and the first boy said, "You tell her first, 
big mouth! Then we'll take our turns."


The third youth nodded judiciously and stepped up to the counter. "Ma'am, 
I'm in terrible trouble ... I just can't quit doin' it. Don't you have some 
of that stuff they have in prison so the junkies don't start raping each 
other? Saltpeter or something, I think."


Determined to keep her composure. Avis stared haughtily at the youngster on 
the other side of the counter and coolly answered, "No, we don't have 
saltpeter, and I'm certain you would scare off all your friends here if you 
were actually inclined to that sort of thing."


Hoots and catcalls, meeting her answer, filled the otherwise deserted store, 
and she found herself blushing to the roots of her hair. Glancing over 
toward the soda fountain, she could see Jed leaning over the counter, 
obviously relishing the youngsters' disrespectful behavior, and for a moment 
she considered simply ordering them out of the drugstore. Still, she was not 
certain Wright would want her to antagonize paying customers that way; and 
she held her ground as the blond one in the group slouched insolently 
against the cash register and announced loudly, "I want to buy a rubber 
glove!"


"A what?" she asked, surprised by the apparent innocence of the request.


"Yeah, a rubber glove, just one," he said, grinning evilly. "And some cold 
cream. It's the next best thing on a huntin' trip out in the pineys."


"Oh?" Avis whispered shakily, feeling her composure begin to slip before the 
onslaught of the unexpected lewdness. She was suddenly aware of their 
youthful, but knowing eyes burning through her light summer clothing to 
brazenly assess the fleshy curves beneath, and she unconsciously took a step 
back from the counter.


"Enough of this shit," the redhead youth said, banging his fist on the glass 
top of the counter. "Just gimme a box of rubbers!"


"Of course not, you're too young!" Avis managed to reply.


"What d'ya mean too young?"


"You ain't too young when you know what they're for!"


"What are ya ... a lesbian or somethin'?"


Avis listened to the barrage of obscenity, too embarrassed to even muster an 
answer. Nothing like this had ever happened to her before, and she was about 
to dig a package of prophylactics out of the drawer beneath the cash 
register, just to make them leave when a deep, angry voice suddenly boomed 
through the store.


"Get out of here, all of you, or I'll have your parents down here to explain 
why you haven't learned any manners!"


Avis sighed in relief and turned to face Wright who had come in the back 
way, behind the drug room. His blue eyes were dark with fury as he moved 
quickly around the counter to confront the young ruffians, who were already 
scurrying down the aisle toward the front door. As he followed them out and 
stood in the doorway glaring after them, Avis noticed for the first time a 
pair of wide brown eyes peering at her over a display of hair-coloring 
mixtures a few feet from her counter. Just starting to tremble with the 
delayed reaction to the insults she had endured, she strode quickly around 
the corner to confront the dark-haired youngster who stood half out of her 
view.


"And what do you want, young man?" she snapped coldly to the boy as she 
approached where he hid beside the display. She eyed his shabby clothes in 
obvious distaste and then stared angrily into his round amber-flecked eyes. 
"Well?" she repeated impatiently.


Before her, the youngster glanced up at her, his eyes timid, almost 
terrified, and shaking from head to toe. He seemed uncertain of what to do 
with his hands until he finally thrust them deep in the pockets of his dirty 
tattered blue jeans., "P-please, ma'am, could you ... I mean, do you have 
any books about girls, how babies are made?" he finally blurted out in agony 
of adolescent embarrassment.


"Oh, really!" Avis said in exasperation, certain that this was just one more 
juvenile trick to humiliate her. Then as she stared haughtily at the 
youngster, she saw his dark eyes begin to grow shiny with tears. Touched 
almost against her will, she asked more gently, "How old are you?"


"I was eighteen last week, ma'am," came the miserable reply.


"Well, why don't you ask your parents about these things?"


The big brown eyes blinked valiantly to hold back the tears as he muttered, 
"My mom's been dead four years and my pa ... he's just too busy to mess with 
me now that I'm big enough to take care of myself. I ... I just can't ask 
him; he'd prob'ly beat me if he thought I was even thinking about it."


"Oh dear, that is a problem," Avis admitted, eyeing the boy more warmly as 
she suddenly understood his background. She hated to give a boy his age a 
cold technical sex manual that would teach him only the facts, and offer 
nothing of the wonder a mother's words would express. Still, if she didn't 
offer him something, he'd be forced to learn about it from people like those 
rough, insolent youngsters who must have been tormenting her when he entered 
the store.


A decision formed in her mind almost before she had time to think about it 
and, glancing up for a moment to make sure that Wright would not hear and 
disapprove of what she was about to do, she whispered. "Why don't you come 
to my house for lunch today, and I'll see if I can't help you. I'm not a 
doctor, but I might be able to tell you what you want to know. Would that be 
all right?"


"I gguess so, ma'am," he murmured uncertainly. "I don't know what else to 
do."


"Don't worry," she assured him graciously. "We'll work it out. Meet me up at 
the crossroads at noon, okay?"


The slender dark-haired youth nodded silently, his smooth face pink with 
embarrassment, and then he retreated, hurrying from the store. Avis smiled 
after him, feeling maternal and very relieved to know that all teenagers 
weren't like that rowdy band that had humiliated her so much that morning. 
Her buoyant mood was only slightly marred by the lewd, insinuating smile she 
saw on Jed's face as she turned to walk back to the drug room, and she vowed 
that if or when she and Wright got married, she would have the insolent soda 
jerk fired immediately.


"Good morning, darling," Wright's loving voice greeted her as she passed 
through the doorway into the room where the drugs were stored. He was 
sitting on a high stool, weighing the ingredients for a prescription, but he 
immediately rose to embrace her. "Am I forgiven for last night? I'm sorry I 
got carried away, and I got you a little present this morning to make it 
up."


"Oh, sweetheart, don't be silly," the beautiful blonde said lightly as she 
melted happily into the warmth of his arms. Just then she saw the round wall 
clock hanging over the scales. It read thirteen minutes to twelve. Hurriedly 
she disengaged herself from his caress. "Can we talk about it later, love? I 
have to go to lunch right now. I ... I've got something in the oven," she 
lied anxiously, thinking of the dark-haired youngster who was probably 
already waiting for her at the corner.


"You have what?" the handsome gray-haired man inquired in puzzlement as she 
rushed to pick up her purse from the shelf.


"I'll tell you later. Bye, sweetheart."


CHAPTER THREE


The shapely blonde pharmacist smiled happily to herself as she rushed up the 
dusty road toward the crossroads where the interstate highway swept through 
town. She was looking forward to helping the sweet-faced youngster who had 
no mother to help him learn the facts of life. At times, she felt regret 
about never getting married because she missed having children of her own, 
and this little boy was so sweet and pure, just the way her son would have 
been, had she gotten married when she was in college. She was thinking about 
what she would serve him for lunch when she saw the youth standing nervously 
on the corner in the shade of a broad oak tree. He was moving anxiously from 
one foot to the other, as if uncertain whether to stay or go, and she walked 
faster to catch him before he could change his mind.


"Hi, there! Are you ready to go?" she said gaily as she came up to the tree 
where he was waiting.


The slender youth started at the sound of her voice, his big dark eyes 
widening for a moment until he saw her friendly smile. "Yes, ma'am, I guess 
so," he said shyly, still not moving from where he stood. "But ... are you 
sure it's all right. I feel kind of dumb...."


"Oh, don't," she airily assured him, reaching out to take his hand. "It's 
easy. You just need a few facts that everyone deserves to know. By the way, 
my name's Avis ... Avis Sommers."


"And I'm Lee Pettway, ma'am," he said with a bit more confidence as he moved 
into step beside her. "My dad farms some of Mr. Maddox's land."


"That's nice. Would you like some cold chicken for lunch?" Avis said in what 
she hoped was a noncommittal voice. The boy's mention of his father was a 
shock. Wright had often spoken of a drunken tenant named Pettway, and she 
struggled not to show the pity that was suddenly a part of her regard for 
the youngster.


"Chicken? Boy, I sure would!" he exclaimed with the first real smile she had 
seen on his face. They had crossed the highway and were walking down a side 
road when Avis turned into a yard that held a neat little white clapboard 
house. His eyes lighted in pleasure at the sight of the blue-shuttered 
cottage and he breathed. "Do you live here? Gosh, it looks like the house 
where Ma used to do the cleaning!"


Avis was flabbergasted and she tenderly tightened her grip on the boy's slim 
hand. It was almost impossible for her to imagine that this eighteen year 
old youngster had been raised in such poverty that he was awed by the simple 
house she had rented. Why, what kind of home did the boy's father keep for 
him, she suddenly wondered in a flash of fierce anger against the "damn lazy 
drunk" that Wright was always threatening to throw off the property.


"This isn't such a wonderful house, Lee," she said quietly as she realized 
that she had more to teach him than the facts of life. "Almost everybody who 
works and earns a living has one as nice or nicer than this."


The excited smile fell from the youngster's face, and she could feel a sad 
change in the way he walked as they climbed the steps to the front door. "Pa 
says I can make about thirty dollars a week at the gas station this fall, 
when the summer guys go back to school," he finally said. "That isn't 
enough, is it?"


Avis felt almost physically sick as she heard the Pettway man's plans for 
his son who was not yet nineteen The boy obviously enjoyed school; he spoke 
better English than most of the people in this sleepy Southern town and even 
now, in summer, there was a book sticking out of the back pocket of his 
jeans. Unable to answer his sad question, she pushed open the screen door, 
barely stifling the sudden urge to hug his lithe body closer to her. He was 
so young and innocent, yet so prematurely aware of the problems of living, 
that she wished for a moment that she could just keep him with her forever 
and shelter him from what the future would undoubtedly be like for him.


"Sit down, Lee," she said with attempted brightness as she gestured toward 
the long, overstuffed sofa that she had brought with her from the city with 
her other furniture. She watched him settle his long, slender frame into one 
corner, and then she sat down at the other side, to be close to him in case 
he became upset when she told him the things he wanted to know. "Before we 
eat, why don't we get the lesson over with, okay?" she suggested 
tentatively.


"Okay," he nodded nervously. "Can ... can you tell me how babies are made?"


"Well...." Avis said slowly, suddenly at a loss about where to begin. She 
thought for a moment and then, on a sudden inspiration, asked, "Have you 
ever played with yourself. Lee?"


Lee stared at her in astonishment, his face blazing and heart suddenly 
beating wildly in his chest. He had never anticipated a question as 
embarrassing as this one, and he felt his throat constricting tightly, 
shutting off all answer. He lowered his eyes to avoid the frank question in 
her big beautiful eyes and nodded his head.


"That's part of it," the shapely blonde said, relieved that the youngster at 
least knew about his own body. She was beginning to realize what a task she 
had ahead of her and she searched her brain frantically for things to say 
that would not embarrass them both. Finally, she tried, "Well, girls have a 
place that is better than your hand for you ... and it feels just as good 
for them. Do you know about that?"


"Sort of," the dark-haired boy said slowly, his eyes anxious as he obviously 
tried to put together all he had ever heard about the mystery of sex. Almost 
against his will, his dark-eyed gaze began to search over the boy of the 
beautiful woman sitting gracefully on the other end of the sofa, lingering 
warmly on the full, pointed curves of her breasts, her smoothly tapering 
waist and flaring hips, her long beautiful legs, as he agonized over what he 
almost understood. His breath seemed to be all wadded up in his throat, but 
he managed to gasp, "I'm not sure...."


Avis brushed a lock of blonde hair from her forehead and sighed. She was 
aware of the boy's eyes timidly exploring her body for a clue and also very 
uncomfortably aware of a little excited tremoring deep in her belly. Her 
thoughts momentarily returned to the terrible sense of frustration she had 
felt the night before, when Wright's thickly swollen penis had erupted in 
her hand, and she knew that, as a result of what happened then, she was 
getting excited now just talking about sex. She sat up straighter on the 
couch, vowing to keep a close grip on herself while the boy was here in the 
house.


"Well, women have...." she began slowly again as she struggled for the right 
words. "They have a sexual organ in about the same place yours is. Only 
instead of sticking out, like a boy's does, it goes inside ... like a hole 
or a tunnel ... and your thing would fit inside...." Avis's voice faded and 
she nervously bit her lower lip. Across the sofa, Lee was staring intently 
at her skirt, frowning slightly as he tried to imagine what she was 
describing to him. She considered describing her vagina more fully, but at 
the very idea of giving the boy's imagination more detail to work with, a 
galvanic surge of tingling little shocks prickled her belly and a trembling 
chill of excitement flitted up her spine. Unable to control herself she 
moved closer to him on the couch and touched the tanned, smooth flesh of his 
arm to make him look straight at her.


"Lee, let's take a break for a moment," she breathed tremulously. "This 
teaching is not really my line, you know."


Lee looked at her pleadingly, afraid that once the lesson was over she would 
never begin again. And besides, the nearness of her softly rounded female 
body, so smooth and suntanned and smelling of perfume, was a new experience 
for him, and he wanted to prolong it for as long as he could. There was 
something about the way she looked at him that made him feel as if he were 
melting inside. Her big sea-green eyes were sparkling and dancing, while her 
moist red lips were open just enough to see the gleaming white of her 
perfect teeth. And now, he just couldn't keep his eyes from roving over her 
gorgeous body ... she was the most beautiful woman ever to come to Buckston, 
he was sure!


In an effort to keep her near him, he said urgently. "I still don't know 
what to do!"


"Well, you have to learn most of it as you do it ... when you get older," 
Avis said, trying desperately to stifle the strange tingling nervousness she 
felt building within her. She was fighting with all her strength to overcome 
the maddening temptation to reach out and touch his handsome young face. She 
studied the smooth innocent features that faced her own and realized 
suddenly that Lee had not even begun to shave. She had almost forgotten what 
it was like to be so young and unsure of life as he was. Smiling down at 
him, she asked, "Have you ever kissed a girl?"


"My ma used to kiss me good night," he offered helpfully.


"No, silly, not your mother," Avis giggled in spite of herself at his 
miserable expression. "A girl! Like the girls at school!"


"Naw," he said, sadly shaking his head. "The nice ones don't want to mess 
around with a dirt farmer's kid and the other ones would just laugh at me 
because I don't know anything."


The expression on his sweet, boyish face was so dejected and forlorn that, 
without even thinking of what she was doing, Avis reached out to smooth his 
suntanned cheeks with her fingertips. It was crazy, she knew, but she wanted 
to give this innocent youngster at least that much ... a kiss, a simple kiss 
to show him that every girl was not laughing at him. She leaned closer and 
her lips touched his, lingering on the trembling warmth of his young mouth.


"There," she murmured, as she reluctantly lifted her mouth from his soft 
lips. "Now, you've been kissed, Lee. Did ... did you like it?" Her voice 
sounded a little weak and shaky even to herself, and she suddenly found 
herself averting her eyes from the excited smile that had replaced the 
sadness on Lee's handsome face. She didn't want to look at him, didn't want 
to know if the inexperienced youngster could possibly be feeling the same 
way she was at that moment. The kiss had done something to her body that she 
had never expected. It was horrible, it was degrading, it was perverted and 
nothing but raw animal lust; and yet, in spite of her revulsion at her own 
sudden arousal. Avis knew that the presence of the youngster was exciting 
her more every minute.


"It was great," the youngster breathed, starry-eyed. "But it went so fast 
... can we do it just one more time, please?"


Avis hesitated, torn between her body's hunger to feel the sweet softness of 
the boy's eager lips once again and the awful knowledge that she was 
flirting with an unimaginable danger. Suddenly the decision was taken out of 
her hands as, with a soft moan of newly awakened desire, the dark-haired 
youth gathered her unexpectedly aroused body into his arms, locking his lips 
against her mouth.


The beautiful fair-haired woman trembled and struggled weakly as delicious 
erotic sensations rippled through every nerve in her body, but his sinewy 
young arms held her tightly until her breasts were crushed against the 
hardness of his chest. Tingling sparks of forbidden desire were arching 
between their two intertwined bodies as Avis' mind was suddenly filled with 
visions of aggressiveness that bordered on shameless plans to seduce the 
virginal Lee. Lost for a moment in the mounting lust of her body, she 
allowed her soft warm lips to part before the violent hunger of the youth's 
ardent kiss, and her soft pointed tongue darted out to caress Lee's lips. 
Then, abruptly, she felt his boyish penis hardening and pulsing against her 
thigh as he held her breathlessly tight against his adolescent body, and the 
lovely pharmacist realized that she was almost driving the, youngster past 
the point of no return. The realization sobered her, and she wrenched her 
sensually quivering body from his enfolding arms.


"L ... Lee wait ... oh God, we mustn't ... " she gasped, tearing her lips 
away from his. With another desperate thrust of her hands against his chest, 
she broke free of the embrace and stood up in front of the couch. 'The 
lesson's over. I thi-think we'd better eat lunch."


The heavily breathing Lee did not seem to hear her weakly whispered protest, 
but stared at her with dark eyes smoldering in a passionate plea. The 
tightness in his throat felt as though he were being choked and he devoured 
her with his eyes, every soft contour of her ripe female form burning its 
impression into his brain. All he could think about was that she was going 
to go away from him after she'd kissed him like that ... he couldn't let 
her! With lightning quickness, he leapt from the couch and, reaching out 
with both hands, caught the twin globes of her buttocks, pulling her close 
to plant several awkward kisses on the side of her creamy white neck. "God, 
ma'am, I'm sorry ... I just can't help myself," he murmured hotly into her 
ear. "You're so beautiful." He ground his painfully throbbing cock against 
her trembling belly, and he groaned in frustration. His heart hammered in 
his chest and he felt a wild implacable yearning that approached 
near-insanity. He automatically repeated, "Oh God, you're so beautiful. ... 
!"


Since her body had matured into desirable womanhood. Avis had heard 
virtually the same statement from dozens of men who had been enchanted by 
her sensual blonde beauty, but never before had the words taken such an 
effect on her. She could feel the heated blood of a blind passion raging 
deep within her body, and she suddenly realized that she wanted to take this 
virginal boy, wanted his virile young penis go deep inside her, to find and 
quiet the lustful thunder that was building within her loins from the 
tormenting touch of his innocent fingers on her needing body. His hands were 
now shamelessly massaging her firmly rounded buttocks under her summer 
skirt, squeezing and releasing them with a hypnotic rhythm that jarred her 
from head to foot. Her wet vaginal slit throbbed insanely in passionate 
answer to the stiffness of his slender penis pressing against the softness 
of her belly through their clothing, and she had to fight down the 
irresistible impulse to plunge her hand down between them to rub the fleshy 
lips of her moistly tingling pussy. Her nipples were growing pebble-hard and 
pressing against the suddenly abrasive material of her brassiere as her full 
curving breasts heaved high and swelled with the sweet torment of her 
mounting excitement.


More and more, this insane desire that had been building in her body since 
she had taken the innocent teenager to her home was taking control of her 
mind and emotions. She wanted him desperately and she no longer eared to 
consider the possible consequences of her lust, on her life or his. 
Abruptly, she knew exactly what she was doing. What she was feeling at that 
moment was the kind of honest, forthright sexual arousal she wanted to have 
with a male, the thing that had not quite happened with Wright last night. 
But now, with this sweet, inexperienced boy who was holding her so lovingly 
in his arms in her own living room, she wanted to simply tell him to fill 
her aching empty vagina with his vibrant young penis so that they could both 
enjoy each other's bodies the way men and women were meant to do.


"Lee, listen to me, please," she gasped, trying to make her voice sound calm 
and rational. "Let's sit down for a moment and pull ourselves together." She 
took his hand to lead him back down onto the couch, but then as she turned 
and looked at the long cushioned surface of the sofa, her courage deserted 
her. To what was she leading this trusting and vulnerable boy? As she felt 
his awe-struck gaze moving hungrily up and down her body from her high, 
cushiony breasts to the invitingly full curves of her hips and thighs, she 
searched her brain for a graceful way to tell him to leave. She must make 
him go before it was too late for the both of them! But Avis knew that it 
was already too late for her to regain control of her senses or the 
situation, and she heard a husky, sultry voice she barely recognized as her 
own begin to speak.


"Come sit down beside me, darling. We shouldn't stop the lesson when I still 
have so much to show you...."


Even in his adolescent innocence, the brunette youngster understood the 
suggestive undertone in her words and, with a breathless gasp of delight, he 
sank down into the cushions beside her and fell into her waiting widespread 
arms. Lee was almost beyond the realm of understanding what was happening to 
him, but he willingly kissed her, first on the lips and then on her neck and 
throat with fumbling youthful fervor that made her beautiful body tremble in 
passionate acceptance. His virginal young cock jerked crazily in his 
trousers each time she wriggled against him and he could barely believe that 
any of this was taking place. He'd gone into the drugstore to find a book 
... so he'd be able to read about the thing that he wanted to do with girls 
... and now here he was hugging and kissing the most gorgeous woman he'd 
ever seen! And oh Jesus, she was kissing him with her tongue, playing and 
teasing at his lips! With a tremor of excitement that shook his lithe young 
frame, he suddenly realized that her hand was stealing down toward his 
stiffly standing penis!


Avis had no more illusions about what she was doing. She was unashamedly 
going after what she wanted now, what her loins were craving with a hunger 
that went down into her bones. She let her hand drift down over his clothing 
to his lap, teasing herself while she kissed him. He quivered and her ardent 
hand sensed the hardened young developing sinews beneath his shabby clothes. 
Good God, it was preposterous ... her going after a mere baby this way! And 
yet she could not halt herself now, any more than she could keep herself 
from feeding an empty stomach. She lifted her head from his lips and her 
smoky-eyed gaze fell to his faded trousers and paused a moment on the dark 
spot of moisture that was slowly forming around the top of his fleshy bulge 
there. Then she ran her sight over the rest of his slim boyish form, coming 
to rest at last on his face in which confusion and youthful lust both showed 
clearly in his expression. With a little smile playing over her moistly 
parted lips, she slid her fingertips over the front of his trousers.


"Oh! Ahhhhh!" Lee gasped, his chocolate brown eyes going round with 
pleasured shock as her hand grazed the length of his lustfully hardened 
member smothered inside his tattered jeans.


Avis was too involved in the warm vibrant feel of his body to speak, and she 
moaned low in her throat as she gave him a long sensual kiss. Her brain was 
whirling in ever-widening spirals of sensual need, and she wildly thrust her 
pointed tongue between his lips to hungrily explore the sweet cavern of his 
mouth, while her hand smoothed over the front of his bulging trousers. She 
tentatively explored the stiffly swollen outlines of his eagerly jerking 
penis, tracing its length and breadth, and feeling his excitement beating 
like a second heart in her hand. Then, taking a deep breath, she began 
fumbling with the zipper.


Lee whimpered softly when her long fingers wrapped themselves warmly around 
his cock. Nervous energy was building up inside his body until he felt like 
he was going to start flying around the room. A whole new world was suddenly 
opening up to him, and he was scared as much as excited by this beautiful 
panting woman who was clutching at his insanely pulsating penis through his 
jeans. He felt as if he were going to die! Or explode! Lee whimpered again 
feebly and stared up into her luminous green eyes. And his fright showed!


"Don't be afraid, little darling. I'm going to teach you everything you want 
to know," Avis crooned comfortingly. The hard hot feel of his young shaft of 
jerking flesh enclosed in her fingers spurred her on in a blind, almost 
mindless lust. Her moist parted lips caressed his ear as she cooed sweetly, 
"This is going to feel so good, Lee ... this is going to be just heaven...."


CHAPTER FOUR


Her jade green eyes smoky and shadowed with lust. Avis contemplated the 
dark-haired youth whose body was perched tensely on the couch beside her. 
Her full pouting lips curved into a sultry smile as her fingers began a slow 
tantalizing up and down stroking movement on his virilely throbbing pole of 
flesh. Oh God, she thought, I'm actually doing this to a eighteen year old 
boy. The thought drove her into a frenzy of excitement and her hand 
tightened around his hot young cock with a starved eagerness that made him 
shudder convulsively.


"Oh, ma'am ... oh ... oh...." he gasped in confusion and mounting tension as 
wild shocks of excitement charged through his virginal penis and up into his 
flat young belly. Terrifying images of his aroused cock exploding right then 
and there, covering her soft, beautiful hand with his cum, made him quiver 
with uncertainty and embarrassment. His eyes sought hers in pleading 
desperation and he managed to whisper hoarsely, "D-Don't, please ... I'll 
get you all messed up!"


Her only answer was a deep throaty chuckle as she stroked her hand up and 
down his long slender spear of flesh, sliding the loose outer skin over its 
rigidness, then slipping her fingertips downward to caress the velvety flesh 
of his virile young balls. She leaned forward to kiss him once more, locking 
her mouth moistly over his and splaying his lips apart with her tongue. Avis 
was beyond all thought or reason, aware of nothing but the glorious 
sensation created by the nearness of the youngster's sweet innocent body. It 
didn't matter that he was a mere boy, less than half her own age, nothing 
mattered but the fact that she felt like an animal, a rutting female animal, 
all her thousands of tiny nerve endings crying out for the sensual 
satisfaction she had been too long denied.


"Oh, Lee, you're so sweet," she breathed ardently into his mouth. "But it's 
not dirty ... sex is beautiful, darling. Let's take our clothes off and I'll 
show you."


Lee stared incredulously at the ravishing golden-haired woman beside him, 
obviously unable to believe he was hearing right. For a moment he wondered 
if he was dreaming, the kind of beautiful dream he sometimes had before he 
woke up in the darkness of the night to find his cock stiff and painfully 
throbbing. She was just too beautiful, and so much older than he was! Why 
did she care about him, a poor, dumb farmer's kid who didn't even know how 
to do it? It was incredible, like a fairy tale coming true and he could do 
nothing but stare at her in dumb uncertainty.


"Lover, you'll never learn if you don't start being a little more 
aggressive," Avis teased him lightly as she continued to caress the length 
of his quivering cock. Slipping her hand out of his trousers, she got to her 
feet in front of the couch. "Here darling," he purred suggestively. 
"Wouldn't you like to take some of these clothes off me?"


No longer able to control himself in the presence of this enticing older 
woman, Lee groaned aloud and then jumped to his feet beside her. His hands 
shook as he reached behind her back to undo the buttons of her jersey 
blouse, but the excitement flooding through his mind left him helplessly 
tugging at the tiny fasteners. Smiling tenderly down at him, Avis finally 
reached back with one hand to open the garment before he ripped it from her 
body. Without pausing for a moment, his fingers dug deeper into her clothing 
to get at the clasps of her brassiere, his breath rasping excitedly past her 
ear as he struggled with the stubborn hook. Avis deftly unsnapped that as 
well, then abandoned her body to his eager fingers as they tore off the 
pieces of clothing, exposing her firmly quivering breasts to his fevered 
gaze.


She stood motionless before him, her face glowing with a strange kind of 
pride as she saw the brunette youngster's eyes light wonderingly on her 
full-swelling white mounds of flesh. A soft moan of lewd delight issued from 
his open lips, and then his head dipped downward, his mouth fastening 
hungrily on one rosy upturned nipple.


The boy's warm searching lips began to greedily explore her soft, 
palpitating breasts, nipping and kissing until a blissful twitch descended 
feather-like to her loins below. Avis' panty-clad buttocks began a slow 
impatient grinding under the teenager's roaming hands. Between them, his 
eagerly throbbing young cock thrust right out of his pants,, and the virile 
heat of it was searing against the curve of her hips. Avis reluctantly 
pulled away from his excitedly exploring hands and lips and began to take 
off the rest of her clothes. Lee's eyes were fixed avidly on her lushly 
ripened body, not daring to believe that it was really happening to him. He 
watched the salacious smile that curved her moist lips as her big wonderful 
breasts swayed provocatively downward when the lady pharmacist leaned over 
to unfasten her skirt zipper. She pulled her skirt and the flimsy panties 
down over her hips, exposing first her tiny indented navel, then the small 
bowl of her belly and finally ... her entire naked female sex, enshrouded in 
sparse golden pubic hair. His eyes bulged as he saw the moist pink slit up 
between her full white thighs.


She turned away from him then and, with barely managed casualness, slowly 
bent over to pick up the garments at her feet. As she moved her smoothly 
rounded buttocks spread slightly, and he gulped drily at the first sight of 
her tightly puckered anus. Lee suddenly realized that he was at a turning 
point in his life ... he would never be the same again.


Avis moved seductively toward the excited young boy sitting on the edge of 
the couch, his lust-swollen cock protruding from his opened fly in 
lascivious invitation. Hesitantly, he took her extended hand as she drew him 
to his feet again. Then deliberately she placed his palms on her rising and 
falling breasts, and reached down to clasp his blood-engorged rod of flesh 
once more.


"They feel nice, don't they darling?" Avis breathed huskily into his ear. 
"Play with them, sweetheart, squeeze them and touch my nipples. That's one 
of the things that girls like best."


Lee managed to follow her directions shakily and was rewarded by the tiny 
cry of delight that rose from her throat as his hands seized both of her 
soft warm breasts and squeezed them together until the pink-hued nipples met 
and his mouth hungrily enveloped both of them at the same time. Feeling more 
confident every minute, he rolled the hardening pointed tips around and 
around his licking young tongue as her moist warm breath panted excitedly 
down on the back of his neck.


Sparks of crazy lust shot through Avis' naked loins into her lower belly as 
his hands slipped down from her solidly bulging breasts to fondle her hips 
and trace the rounded contours of her trembling buttocks. He kissed and 
licked all over her heaving breasts then moved downward, his wet tongue 
swabbing hungrily at the tiny indentation of her navel above the silken gold 
triangle of her pubic mound. His breath rasped in excitement as his fingers 
tentatively touched the light blonde hairs up between her legs and then, 
with growing sureness, he slid his fingers into the valley between her 
thighs, lightly stroking at the swollen wet lips of her pussy, Avis quivered 
weakly against his slender body, the contact sending delicious shafts of 
pleasure piercing through her flesh like tiny pricking needles of fire.


"Can we do it now. Ma'am? Can I fuck you?" the boy demanded hoarsely as he 
sensed her sudden submission to his hands and lips.


"Oooooooh, God, yeeesssssssss!" she cried mindlessly as her arms released 
their greedy hold around his neck to impatiently unbutton his shirt. She was 
a slave now to the surges of hot longing that made her ache to have his 
rigid young cock inside her, and there was no thought in her mind but 
anticipation of the moment when he would thrust his virile boyish shaft of 
hard flesh deep into her love-starved vagina. She tore his shirt away and 
kissed his chest, taunting the little hard nipples with her moist 
tongue-tip, finally trailing it downward over his convulsing belly and 
navel, gradually lowering herself to her knees. She unhitched his belt, then 
tugged his jeans down over his slim hips and sinewy little buttocks, her 
gleaming green eyes feasting on the upthrust stiffened cock that speared 
outward from his thin sprinkling of dark pubic hair and the crinkled skin of 
the virile young balls that dangled between his strong smooth legs.


God, she felt so evil, so vile to be seducing this vulnerable teenager this 
way, like some sort of perverted woman who preyed on virginal young boys. 
And yet, he was so handsome and so hungry for love ... she just couldn't 
help herself! Leaning forward, she lightly kissed the tip of his cock, 
extending her tongue so that it darted into the tiny slit of the bluish red 
glans, while she lovingly caressed and cupped his cum-filled balls in a warm 
tender pressure.


"Oooooooohhhhh!" Lee groaned, as a bolt of indescribable pleasure arched 
outward at the touch of her soft warm lips on the throbbing head of his 
cock. He staggered on trembling legs and nearly lost his balance in the trap 
of the jeans imprisoning his ankles. Avis caught him by the hips, steadying 
him, then eased him backwards to the sofa and down onto it. She removed his 
shoes, pants and shorts, and then spread his legs apart. Gripping his hotly 
pulsing cock between her thumb and forefinger at its base to pull back its 
foreskin, she gazed hungrily down at the gleaming, blood-filled tip, its 
tiny hole staring back at her like a single eye. Then, with a soft moan of 
surrender to her forbidden hunger, she dropped her head once again and let 
her wet ovaled lips envelop the rubbery, lust-swollen head of his penis.


His handsome face flushed a deep pink and Lee Pettway choked out a gasping 
cry of pleasure as he raised his head to watch the voluptuous naked woman 
whose wetly heated lips were enclosing his burgeoning penis. He could feel 
her tongue wildly swirling around his tingling cock-head, sending 
unbelievable charges of lewd excitement rippling through his groin. He 
couldn't understand how or why this was happening to him, but he never 
wanted it to stop! If it was a dream, he didn't want to wake up! But he knew 
it wasn't a dream ... it was really happening. The beautiful blonde woman he 
had met in the drugstore less than an hour ago was actually naked and down 
on her knees between his legs, her big, cushiony breasts bouncing softly 
against his knees as she sucked hungrily on the end of his aching cock.


"Oh, I'd better stop that before you cum," Avis said almost to herself, a 
lewd smile playing over her lips after she drew her moist lips slowly up off 
the gleaming satiny glans of his penis. Pleased with his low, groan of 
disappointment, she gazed up at him, her eyes sparkling with desire.


"Come to my bedroom, sweetheart,"


"she said finally. "I want to teach you all the rest!"


She took his hand and hurriedly led him toward the back of her house to the 
tiny pink and white bedroom she had so carefully decorated when she first 
arrived in Buckston. But then, as they stepped inside the bedroom door and 
Avis saw the narrow bed, her courage suddenly deserted her as she realized 
what she was actually about to do with this virginal youngster. She stopped 
in the middle of the doorway, frantically searching her mind for any excuse 
to avoid what she knew was about to take place.


"Come on. Ma'am," Lee urged her impatiently, pulling her forward until her 
legs brushed the bedspread and she resignedly lowered herself down onto the 
mattress. The dark-haired teenager bent over to press her blonde head down 
to the pillow, then slowly lifted her long, shapely legs onto the bed.


Avis stared at him in surprise for a moment, then began to smile softly as 
she realized that she had fired Lee's juvenile libido to the point that he 
was now taking the incentive. Bewildered by her amusement, he was now 
standing beside the bed, his hands clenching and unclenching nervously at 
his sides, his rampant young cock lurching against his lean belly. Finally, 
he asked, in a voice straining with misery and frustration, "D-do you still 
want to do it? Maybe you don't feel like it anymore . ..?"


Now, you can tell him to go, Avis' conscience screamed silently, tell him to 
leave before you lose all control over yourself. But her body was beyond 
answering the commands of her mind, and she reached up to smooth her hand 
over his naked standing body, whispering huskily, "Don't tease me, darling. 
Come into the bed, my little lover, now! Hurry!"


She moved over on the narrow single bed to give him room while he obeyed 
her, his eyes bright with relief. Then, as he lay beside her, she began to 
explore his strong youthful body with her hands, feeling the sleekly 
developing muscles tense as she caressed the secret hollows and crevices of 
his form. Her lips, which had moments ago nursed his cock, clasped over his 
mouth and her moistly quivering tongue darted lizard-like between his teeth 
as she lifted her satiny white thigh over his hip, pressing her hair-covered 
vaginal mound tightly against his side with a provocatively undulating 
motion. Greedily, she rolled him toward her, until his slender length of hot 
youthful flesh was prodding against her wetly quivering cuntal furrow. She 
squirmed more tightly against him until his throbbing cock-head was nuzzled 
against the passion-drenched lips of her pussy. Mindlessly, she continued to 
kiss him, her tongue exploring his sweet-tasting mouth, while her hand 
ceaselessly caressed his back and naked buttocks, drawing him ever closer.


"Now, we're going to fuck, my darling," she murmured, tasting the delicious 
evilness of the forbidden word as she spoke it aloud for the first time in 
her life. Her hips began to rotate back and forth in a suggestive gyrating 
motion, feeling the entrancing pressure of his swollen stalk of hard rigid 
flesh against her fevered vaginal lips. Her mind whirling in lust, she 
savored the words again, "We're going to fuck, Lee, Fuck and then maybe I'll 
suck your cock again. Would you like that?"


Lee had never felt so nervous and excited in his life! He couldn't believe 
the things she was saying and especially the hungry way she was saying them 
... as if the dirtier it sounded the hotter it made her. It was driving him 
crazy too, he realized as he nodded his head in answer to her obscene 
question. His penis was so hard it ached, and she had it jammed tight 
against the soft hair-covered lips of her cunt, while her fingers were 
beginning to play teasingly over his sensitive little anus. He couldn't find 
his voice, but he could nod his head and did, a lot!


"You sweet wonderful little lover," Avis whispered urgently, her own 
lewdness driving her on to greater lust. Refusing to think of anything but 
the nearness of his virile young flesh, she began to inch higher on the bed 
until her swollen tight-nippled breasts were even with his face. She cupped 
his smooth chin in her hand to draw his mouth closer toward the distended 
rosy tip and pressed the full creamy white mound toward him with her other 
hand. "Suck it, darling," she whispered hotly. "Take my titty in your mouth 
and suck it, for me!"


Maddening sensations raced down through her belly and up between her legs as 
she watched his uncertain young lips part when her erectly throbbing nipple 
brushed them. With licentious delight she hunched her shoulders forward, 
forcing the tip of her breast into his warm, moist mouth.


"Oooooooooh yes, that's beautiful my darling," she gasped and shuddered in 
forbidden delight as his teenaged lips closed over the tingling pink tip. 
She whimpered and moaned passionately as his wet, suddenly eager tongue 
swiped around it. At the same time the older woman slowly moved her palm 
down across his chest and flat belly to fondle his hotly throbbing cock and 
tight young balls. "Oooh, yessss, like that! Squeeze it with your hand, 
harder, lover....ooooooh, now the other one! Yes, Yesssss, suck my tits, 
oooooh God!"


Lee was so aroused he was afraid he was going to cum at any moment. Her 
rubbery, sweet-tasting nipple pulsated in his mouth as he sucked and nipped 
at it with growing skill, clenching his fingers rhythmically around the 
yielding resilient softness of her breast. Her hand pumping up and down his 
rigidly standing cock was driving him crazy ... it was so good he knew he 
was going to cum right there in her hand if she didn't stop soon.


Just then, no longer able to bear the exquisite teasing of his virginal 
young lips sucking so enticingly at her throbbing breasts, she tore it out 
of his mouth and wriggled down next to him on the mattress. Her tightly 
closed fist stroked up and down the smooth taut flesh of his penis for 
another moment, feeling its urgent pulsing against her palm and the warm 
sticky droplets of liquid excitement that oozed from the passion-engorged 
tip. Then, with a deep moan, she reached out her arms to entwine them 
tightly around his neck, pulling his smooth sun-browned chest into the soft 
inviting whiteness of her breasts. Avis felt him uncertainly prying her 
thighs apart, then joyfully lifted her pelvis to meet the welcome weight of 
his hips as he climbed between her legs, awkwardly placing his slender body 
in a push-up position over her now spread-eagled form.


"Now, my little angel, we're going to fuck," she purred in a velvety voice 
of lust. "We're going to put your nice hard cock in my pussy...."


In his young lifetime, spent mostly in the fields with his father and at the 
rural country school where the boys were either older or younger than him, 
Lee had never heard anyone talk as dirty as she was. And yet, there was 
something about the sugary voice she used to say the forbidden four-letter 
words that sent crazy jolts of stimulation raging through his groin every 
time she gasped them out, while her big starved-looking green eyes blazed 
and her pretty mouth worked sensually. Again, he was voiceless as he lay 
above her, his eyes full of the unbelievable spectacle she made with her 
long legs spread nakedly wide apart, her beautiful knees and calves on 
either side of his hips, and the moistly glistening pink slit up between her 
thighs waiting below the pulsing tip of his throbbing cock.


As if in a dream, Lee's boyish features swam before Avis' lust-glazed eyes 
and she felt the virile hardness of his quivering young cock dipping down 
over the full length of her desire-dampened vaginal crevice. The pulsing 
head of his rampant hardness rested between her ass-cheeks and thrust itself 
back and forth, surging along the wet hair-lined slit up between her legs as 
the boy's hips twisted madly in an effort to jam his impatiently throbbing 
cock up inside her wet, willing pussy.


"Oh, baby, here ... let me help you," Avis gasped finally, no longer able to 
wait. Reaching down between their nakedly entwined bodies, she grasped the 
full length of his slender, rock-hard penis. Then, with a choking moan, she 
guided his moistened cock-head toward the little hair-lined opening of her 
pussy. She secured it there with one hand and placed the other on the boy's 
excitedly clenched buttocks, drawing down with all her strength to pull his 
virile young cock into her, to let it quench once and for all the gnawing 
heat that burned out of control in her belly. Her eyes closed in ecstasy as 
she felt the first reverberations of pleasure as his shaft made contact with 
the sensitive lips of her wetly hungering pussy, then she held her breath 
and lay for what seemed like eternity, in utter wantonness beneath the 
teenager, waiting for him to impale her tight little pussy on his rigid rod 
of hot pulsating male flesh.


"Now, darling, now! Fuck me now," she pled, her voice trembling as she felt 
him slowly pressuring down against the tight elastic opening of her eagerly 
palpitating vagina.


Lee stared down at her from his elbowed stance and watched his smooth 
rubbery cock-head slip wetly into the warm slippery depths of her pussy. He 
saw her wince at the sensation of pain mixed with pleasure as it seemed to 
slide in forever, filling her, deliciously stretching the tight, long-unused 
walls of her vagina. He couldn't believe it ... they were actually fucking 
now! Really and truly fucking!


Lost in the throes of his first sexual experience with a woman, his innocent 
face suddenly twisted into a contorted expression of raw animal lust as he 
looked down at the naked older woman so shamelessly opened to him, the tip 
of his fiery young penis slipping easily into the moistly rippling walls of 
her pussy. He gasped and fell forward, his sinewy weight pressing her full 
rounded breasts tightly against her chest as he thrust his hips hungrily 
forward to slide his whole hot length of cock into her cunt like a slender 
driving piston, pushing the soft moist flesh of her vaginal walls in velvety 
soft waves before its blunt head.


Avis lifted her buttocks higher, trembling from head to toe with the erotic 
rapture of his boyishly probing cock tunneling into her throbbing vagina. 
She groaned in ecstasy as she felt his virile young balls bounce lightly 
against the upturned cheeks of her tightly clenched buttocks and the desire 
swollen head of his penis finally nudge gently against her cervix. She had 
no idea what she was doing here or what had driven her beyond all reason to 
seduce this virginal youth, but whatever it was, Avis welcomed it. It was 
crazy, and she knew she would hate herself when it was all over ... but it 
had been so long since she had been able to trust a man enough to become so 
wantonly excited as she was with this eighteen year old boy! Just the 
feeling of his tender cock tickling and prodding her ripe female parts was 
driving her beyond all rational thoughts. She began to undulate her rounded 
white buttocks in frantic little circles up against him, feeling the rigid 
shaft of his teenage penis delicately massaging and taunting her seething 
vaginal walls.


Excitedly, she leaned upward, pressing her nakedly throbbing breasts against 
his hairless chest, finding his mouth to kiss and nibble at in an insatiable 
hunger as she felt him begin to pump his slender hips back and forth trying 
to thrust deeper and deeper into her. She wanted him to cum, to shoot his 
fresh boiling sperm far up inside her belly to fill it and her with his 
virginal cum!


Lee could not restrain the little whine of excitement that squeaked out of 
him. His hips bucked madly up and down and he panted heavily as he watched 
his stone-hard shaft, moist with her secret juices, pistoning in and out of 
her coral-hued cuntal slit. The sight of her full, white breasts joggling 
beneath his face, the rosy pointed tips like two rounded eyes staring back 
at him, was almost more than he could stand. His brown eyes bulged wider as 
he gaped down at the ragged pink flanges of her pussy, clinging to the trunk 
of his cock with each slow outstroke he made, then disappearing back up 
inside her pussy again as he thrust into her tightly heated cunt with the 
smooth in and out rhythm he had begun. Below him, the lady pharmacist's 
green eyes opened and closed in dazed passion, and the inexperienced teenage 
boy dimly wondered if he were hurting the tight tiny hole he had first felt 
as he rammed his cock up between her legs. He fervently hoped not because it 
felt just too good to stop fucking her.


"Oh, lover, yes! Fuck me like that! Fuck me forever!" Avis groaned wantonly 
as she writhed her pelvis eagerly upward to meet each new stroke of his 
boyish penis. Her loins and belly were a boiling inferno of ecstatic 
sensation, and she felt as though she were falling into a world of perverse 
pleasure she had never before known existed. The delicious frenzied 
movements of his innocent, adolescent genitals were provoking her to an 
orgasm that would tear her apart. God, he was so charmingly gentle and light 
on her body, so angelically beautiful and so helplessly entranced by her. 
Her eyelids fluttered deliriously as she twisted beneath the boy, lost in 
the intensity of her wild, ever-mounting excitement, holding his rigid 
boy-cock tightly clenched in the hot flesh of her lust-swollen vagina.


Lee could think of nothing but what the gorgeous older woman was doing to 
him and that he had to shoot his cum into her soon or he'd blow apart. He 
tensed his muscles and moved suddenly into a series of long, faster plunging 
strokes that brought his pulsing rod of flesh almost all the way out of her 
clutching vagina on the backstroke, then slipping back into her until he 
could feel the bloated head of his cock brushing against a spongy resistance 
deep inside. He felt her begin to thrash more frantically beneath him and 
her wanton writhings made him forget everything but the whirlwind of animal 
lust that controlled his young body. The wet, flat smack of hips thudding 
against her upturned pelvis resounded loudly through the sunny little 
bedroom as he dazedly dropped his head to take one of her erectly sensitive 
nipples into his mouth and suck hungrily on it. God, he'd scream out loud if 
it didn't happen soon!


Then, suddenly. Avis gasped with alarm as she felt the boyish cock begin to 
flex and pulse deep in her loins. The hard rubbery head flared out until it 
felt as though it was going to tear into her belly. It took only a second 
before the lust-crazed older woman realized that the youngster was about to 
cum, to shoot his warm youthful semen into her wildly quivering pussy. The 
thought made her shiver with delight. Her ' hands darted down to grasp his 
driving buttocks, pulling him down as she plunged her open loins up onto his 
expanding cock. At the same moment, the gorgeous blonde woman felt her own 
long-awaited climax begin to surge through her naked body with the force of 
an earthquake. Wrapping her arms and legs more tightly around his pumping 
young body, she waved her frantic buttocks from side to side in the air, 
spiraling her wet excited cunt up and down on his hotly pistoning penis. The 
straining bedsprings squeaked loudly in time to the two tightly interwoven 
bodies struggling madly against each other on the mattress, and the guttural 
sounds of their deep panting grunts and groans filled the tiny house, 
mingling with the lewd sucking noise coming from the older woman's moist 
clasping cunt.


Suddenly, her whole body began to quiver uncontrollably beneath him. The 
rosy hue of her face brightened and deepened, and her head thrashed wildly 
from side to side on the bed, her full lower lips thrust out in abandon.


"Oh my God, my baby, I ... I'm cuummmiiinnnggg! I'm cuuuummmmiinngg!"


Her sobbing moan rose to a breathless sigh of ecstasy as her body stiffened 
and began vibrating, her liquid passion oozing from her wildly rippling 
vagina, drowning the boy's impaling young member in its sweet sticky warmth.


Shocked by the older woman's unexpectedly violent convulsions, the 
dark-haired youth paused for a moment, wonderingly watching her impassioned 
contortions. But then as her hands on his buttocks pulled him deep inside 
her until his tingling cock bored far up into the hidden, untouched recesses 
of her womb, Lee felt his own hot impatient cum start to boil in his heated 
testicles. She gasped out the last of her climax just as the teenager felt 
himself lose all control of his passion. As her body jerked spasmodically 
against him, he shoved his tongue deep into her mouth and wedged his hands 
under the wide-spread cheeks of her frantically rotating buttocks to pull 
them hard up against his writhing pelvis, jamming his exploding cock all the 
way to the hilt in the heated depths of her convulsing cunt. Then, with a 
rush that took the teenager's breath away, he felt his boiling sperm erupt 
deep up into the lovely woman's soft warm pussy, mixing deliciously with the 
juices of her feminine orgasm.


Avis's mind whirled in a seemingly endless orgasm as the youth's sweet 
boiling sperm pumped deep inside her, filling her to overflowing with its 
hot sticky wetness. The massaging walls of her cunt clasped and unclasped 
around it, insatiably milking at the jerking organ like a sucking, starving 
mouth. Their combined cums surged wetly around his still-spouting cock to 
spill down into the excitedly tensing crevice of her buttocks before 
dribbling down over his testicles and the thick fleshy base of his penis as 
he fucked relentlessly into her. Glittering flashes of light exploded in the 
beautiful woman's brain as she panted out her second mind-reeling orgasm, 
even more shattering than the first a few moments ago.


"Oh, lover, fuck me! Don't stop! Don't ever stop!" she sang out in ecstasy. 
The ravenous walls of her vagina squeezed rhythmically at the lurching young 
penis until it finally gave one last spasmodic throb and then lay still 
inside her warmly tingling loins.


The exhausted teenager fell weakly across her body, breathing thickly as he 
felt her velvety vaginal passage still rippling greedily around his rapidly 
deflating cock. At last, she, too, quivering more feebly and finally lay 
quiet, her long perfect legs collapsing loosely on either side of his 
trembling young body. The gorgeous pharmacist's flawless limbs felt limp, 
emptied of all energy and desire, and she could feel her dully throbbing 
pussy filled to the bursting point with the mixture of their hot liquid 
passion. A moment later, she dazedly pushed Lee's slim young body off her, 
breathing in great sobbing gulps to fill her lungs with air. She gasped at 
the sudden sensation of his soft cock sliding reluctantly from her 
sperm-flooded cunt, then sighed with relief as a cooling rush of summer air 
laved her spent, sweat-soaked body....


It was almost a half-hour later that the noise of the glass panes rattling 
in her front dragged her from her exhausted slumber. It was a moment before 
she actually realized that someone was knocking heavily on the door, and she 
leapt up from the bed and ran to the bedroom doorway, calling sleepily into 
the living room beyond, "Just a moment please, I'll be right there!"


Avis turned around to gaze lovingly at the slender naked form of her teenage 
lover still sleeping on her bed, his smooth limbs seeming to glow in the 
golden sunlight that streamed in the window of the bedroom. Her own body 
still felt a little shaky and weak, but a lovely satisfied warm feeling 
still lingered in her loins. She considered waking the youngster, to tell 
him that she was getting up now, but then, thinking nervously of the caller 
who was waiting on her "front steps, she hurried into the bathroom to 
quickly wash up. In another minute or so, she was clean and dressed in a 
light dress she had quietly taken from her bedroom closet. Then, with a last 
blown kiss toward the dark-haired figure dreaming still on her bed, she 
hurried out into the living room.


Through the gauzy curtains that masked the panels of glass in the front 
door, she immediately recognized her caller. It was Jed Lapharn, the soda 
jerk in Wright's drugstore!


Mustering all her presence of mind, Avis forced herself to stand up 
straighter, to somehow look refreshed and rested by the long, long lunch 
break she had taken. She started for the door, then thinking twice, she 
stopped to pick up the clothing scattered all around the foot of the couch. 
She quickly placed the crumpled garments on a chair just inside the bedroom 
door, then strode determinedly toward the front of the house, "Why, hello, 
Jed," she said, forcing a smile as she opened the front door and faced the 
sallow-skinned young man. She saw his watery blue eyes glinting with the 
evil suggestiveness that was their usual expression and she laughed 
nervously, "I guess I fell asleep. Did Mr. Maddox send you here to find me?"


"He asked me to stop by on my way to lunch, beautiful," the soda jerk 
"answered with a sly, lazy smile. "But so what? Why work if you can play, 
right, baby?"


"It must be late, and I've got about two dozen prescriptions that are due 
this afternoon," Avis said ruefully to herself as she stepped outside. She 
had barely listened to the homely man's snide comments and it was not until 
she turned to make sure the latch had caught on the door that she felt her 
heart leap into her throat. As she stood facing the closed door, she could 
see right through the filmy curtains to the inside of the sunny living room 
and there, before her eyes, was one of Lee's tennis shoes, lying halfway 
under the couch.


The shapely blonde felt her cheeks grow hot as the blood rushed to her face, 
and she turned away so that Jed couldn't see her sudden guilty reaction. He 
must have seen her pick up the clothing that she and her youthful lover had 
dropped on the living room floor in the heat. of their illicit passion. What 
had he thought? She glanced quickly up at his sharp-featured face, but was 
too upset to be certain of what she saw. After all, he always seemed to look 
at her with that horrible lewdly knowing look on his face.


She suddenly felt nervous about letting their conversation continue for even 
another moment, and, after bidding him an icy farewell, she strode hurriedly 
down the street toward the drug store.


CHAPTER FIVE


Avis was only dimly aware of Wright's puzzled gaze on her the next morning 
as she expertly mixed drugs from the little stack of prescriptions that hung 
on a clipboard over her work table in the drug room. Throughout the morning, 
he had been busy with ordering forms and when he had come to the back of the 
store a few minutes before to take a little break with her, she had been too 
lost in thought to offer him anything but a preoccupied smile.


"Darling, you don't have to work that hard, you know," the good-looking 
grey-haired man said with an indulgent smile as he sat down on the high 
stool near the table. "They outlawed slavery some years ago."


The lovely blonde woman chuckled briefly at his joke, but continued working 
without looking up. The last thing she wanted to do was talk to Wright ... 
there were too many other things in her head right now, especially 
concerning her passionate interlude with the fourteen year old youngster 
yesterday afternoon. What could she have been thinking of to seduce that 
innocent boy, she wondered for the thousandth time. She had Wright, she 
reminded herself bitterly, and even if she decided that the handsome 
druggist was not the man for her, there were millions of other men in the 
world ... how could she have stopped to such insanity? These questions and 
many others had been plaguing her from the time she had arrived home 
yesterday afternoon and been forced to face the rumpled sperm-stained bed 
where she had climaxed her strange journey into the depths of her forbidden 
lewdness. The dark-haired youngster had already left the house, and she had 
been tortured more by the question of what effect her salacious use of his 
body would make on his vulnerable young mind. There had been too many 
questions and not enough answers for them. It had been many hours alone in 
the house before Avis had been able to cry herself into the welcome oblivion 
of sleep.


"Darling, perhaps you should take a little rest now," Wright suggested 
gently from beside her. "I think you went a little overboard on the alcohol 
there."


Her eyes suddenly focused on what she was doing and Avis gasped in dismay as 
she saw her entire work table covered with the alcohol she had been pouring 
into a plastic bottle. It had overflowed while she had been thinking ... not 
the first such mistake she had made that day ... and she choked back the 
groan of exasperation that rose in her throat as she reached for a cloth to 
clean it up.


"That's what l get for trying to rush with these things," she said in what 
she hoped was a light-hearted tone. She still did not look at Wright for 
fear he would see the misery and confusion in her green eyes as she added, 
"l do have to hurry a little with a few of them, l didn't have enough time 
to do them yesterday afternoon when l came back so late, and the customers 
should be picking them up this morning."


Wright's brow creased in a frown and he gazed at her with some worry in his 
eyes. He was wondering, and not for the first time, what had happened 
yesterday afternoon when she did not come back from her lunch break until 
after three o'clock. Even if he had not been in love with her, the handsome 
man was not the kind of employer to punish his people for an occasional 
over-long lunch break or lateness to work, and he would not have thought 
twice about it, except that Avis had been acting so strangely. Even now, as 
she mentioned yesterday afternoon, her voice seemed to break pitifully, and 
he thought he saw her slender hands shaking slightly over the plastic bottle 
she was now labeling.


"Darling, you're working too hard," he finally said with tender firmness. 
"Go out in the store and tell Jed to give you a soda or something. No 
arguments now ... just go!"


Avis was about to protest, but she saw the glint of concern in his blue eyes 
and decided to accept his advice. Putting the bottle on the "Done" shelf 
with a little shrug, she walked slowly out of the drug room. She started to 
go to the soda fountain, as Wright had ordered her, but then one look at the 
slyly suggestive expression in Jed's face as he lounged against the Coke 
machine made her change her mind. Maybe a little fresh air, she thought 
wearily, might perk her up, give her some new ideas about what she ought to 
do with her teenage lover.


"Avis, Ma'am...." a timorous whispered greeting reached her ears as she 
strode down the aisle toward the front door.


As soon as she heard that young, hesitantly eager voice, Avis's face went 
white and her head jerked around to find its owner. He was crouched before a 
book rack, his left hand still poised over the lower row of books he had 
been examining, his wide brown eyes shining with pleasure at seeing her 
again. The shapely blonde felt her heart begin to pound a wild tattoo in her 
chest. Struggling desperately to mask the quivering nervousness that was 
suddenly pervading her entire body, she smiled. coolly down at the 
dark-haired boy.


"Hello, Lee ... is there something you want?"


"Oh, yes!" he gasped quickly, an excited smile lighting his face. "When can 
you go out for lunch? I have a surprise for you!"


"Oh, really?" she commented quietly and then her composure broke. She 
stretched out her hand to help him to his feet before her, then held onto 
his fingers as she spoke softly and urgently. "Listen, darling, I can't see 
you anymore. It's all wrong, you know. I'm much too old for you and ... 
can't you see? It was a terrible mistake!"


The boy gazed at her for a moment, his face seeming to crumble before her 
eyes. "Oh, please, Ma'am, don't say that-!" he finally pleaded brokenly. "I 
... I been running around all morning and I used all the money I had saved. 
It was all for you! Won't you just come to lunch with me? W-we don't have to 
do ... anything else ..


The boy's looming disappointment was just more than she could bear, 
especially since she had been the cause of all his expectations. Perhaps she 
could use the time to tell him exactly why they shouldn't see each other 
ever again, she mused anxiously. He was an intelligent lad and would 
certainly understand if she could explain it properly, she was sure. At 
last, she nodded her head slowly.


"All right, Lee. Let's do it right now," she agreed, anxious to get the 
painful interview over with. Turning on her heel, she walked quickly back to 
the drug room, where she announced to Wright, "I'm taking my lunch now, if 
you don't mind."


"Of course not, darling," the owner of the store answered from the stool 
where he was still sitting, a cosmetic catalogue in his hands. "Do you want 
company? Jed could watch the store."


"N-no!" Avis stuttered, with more force than she had intended. She shifted 
her eyes away from his mildly inquiring gaze and managed to mutter, "There's 
something important I have to do."


Wright could see that she was agitated and upset and he immediately wondered 
if it had anything to do with the thing that had been troubling her for the 
last day. Rising from his seat, he tenderly placed his arm around her 
shoulder and smiled lovingly down into her beautiful face. "Anything I can 
help you with, darling?" he inquired softly. "I'd love to be with you ... 
that is, if you're not still angry about the other night?"


Avis felt her heart melting at his words and, once again, she knew that she 
loved this wonderful, considerate man. Someday, if she ever got this 
terrible mess sorted out, she wanted to prove that love to him, but right 
now ...


"Oh, darling, don't even think about it," she murmured fervently. "You'll 
never know how angry I was at my own stupidity. I wish...."


Wright's kiss cut off her words and she clung to him tightly as his lips 
locked warmly over hers. Her whole body began to tingle warmly in his caress 
and only in the deepest part of her mind did she wonder if it was Wright or 
the awareness of her young love waiting outside that had provoked the 
response in her limbs. She sighed with disappointment as he slowly broke the 
kiss.


"Why don't you just forget that errand," he whispered persuasively in her 
ear. "We can go out for lunch together and then go back to my house to make 
up for that dreadful evening this very afternoon."


"Oh, Wright ... I c-can't," she murmured tremulously. "Oh, sweetheart...."


Her last words, almost sobbed out, hung heavily in the atmosphere of the 
little room long after she had turned and fled to the front of the store. 
Wright stared in bewilderment at the doorway through which she had fled, 
then slowly closed the catalogue.


CHAPTER SIX


"Lee, darling, you shouldn't have spent that money," Avis said ruefully as 
she walked along a broad path through the pine woods that started just a few 
blocks from the store on the south side of town. Beside her, the 
tousle-haired youngster walked proudly, lugging an ancient and bulging 
plastic shopping bag that seemed about to split its seams.


"Yes, l should," he said with gay unconcern for the five long-saved dollars 
he had spent on a picnic lunch for the two of them. Despite his youthful 
smile, his eyes were serious as he turned to her and said, "I want to do 
nice things for you, Ma'am. I've never met anyone as nice as you before!"


"Believe me, you'll meet lots of other girls someday you'll feel the same 
way about," the lovely blonde woman quietly advised him, hoping against hope 
that he would understand what she was saying. "By the way, where are we 
going?"


"We're here," Lee announced as the path suddenly turned into a little 
clearing that was well-shaded from the hot overhead sun by the overhanging 
pine boughs. "It's nice and quiet here. I come lots of times to read and no 
one ever comes by."


Avis half-wished that they had settled in a place where there was a little 
more traffic, but she resignedly helped the youngster pull a well-worn 
cotton blanket from the bag and spread it over the dry red earth. Already, 
she was rehearsing in her mind what she would say to him while they ate, so 
that by the time she had to go back to the drugstore, everything would be 
settled and she wouldn't have to worry anymore. Even now, her guilt about 
what had happened yesterday afternoon seemed to be easier to live with, and 
she was thinking of the delicious and wonderful things that would happen the 
next time she could be alone with Wright.


"Sit down. Ma'am, and close your eyes," the youngster demanded eagerly. "I 
got a lot of surprises!"


"All right, Lee," she said softly, already feeling sorrow for the dreadful 
pain she was afraid she was going to cause the boy when he realized that she 
was serious about ending their brief affair. Settling down on the blanket 
with her long legs curled gracefully under her summer skirt, she shut her 
eyes. "I'm ready."


After a brief rustling of cardboard and a tinkling of cans and bottles, she 
felt him touch her shoulder lightly. "Look," he breathed.


Avis opened her eyes and saw before her a fantastic array of foodstuffs. 
There were delicatessen meats, cheeses, pickles, bread, crackers, bottles of 
soda, and scattered among them, incredibly, a tiny jar of caviar, another of 
pickled herring, another of English peaches ... it was almost too much for 
her to take in!


"Oh, Lee, this is insane," she cried, half in irritation, to the youngster 
who fairly glowed with pride. "Why, it's all so dreadfully expensive! An 
avocado too! I've never even tasted some of these things!"


"I've never tasted practically any of them," the teenager said gleefully. 
"And l probably never will again, but it seemed like the right time. That 
money was just sitting there, doing nothing...."


"Oh, sweetheart, how long did it take you to save that up?" Avis asked 
softly, her heart going out to the sweetly generous adolescent who sat 
beside her on the tattered old blanket.


Lee blushed and looked away. "Oh, a couple of years or so," he muttered in 
embarrassment. "It doesn't matter. I'll be making that much every day pretty 
soon."


"Lee ... Lee...." Avis murmured concernedly, her deep green eyes filling 
with hot tears at the idea of this sensitive intelligent youth giving up his 
school years to service ears in a gas station. "Don't even think that. 
Forget what your father says. You need your education more than the money 
right now."


"You think so?" the eighteen year old youngster inquired with a surprising 
depth of bitterness, but then instantly his dark eyes softened into almost 
manly tenderness. "Besides, I want to be able to take you out to dinner 
sometimes, buy you some nice things like other guys can...."


Avis was aghast at his words, realizing suddenly that the boy did not 
understand that she would not see him again. "Lee, forget about all that," 
she said gently. "I told you before that what happened yesterday must never 
happen again. And to make sure of that, I'm not going to be alone with you 
again after today."


The change of expression in the boy's face was like a physical blow to the 
beautiful woman. In one second, he turned from a self-assured young man to a 
frightened boy, piercing her heart with the depths of anguished hurt she saw 
in his eyes. , "Darling, it's just not right," she went on softly. "I'm much 
too old for you, old enough to be your mother, and it's not good for you. 
You should have a girl your own age."


"I don't want anyone but you," he cried fiercely. "You're the most wonderful 
woman in the world and I ... well, I love you. Don't you love me?"


"Well...." Avis hedged, all too aware of the mark it would leave on the 
boy's character if he thought she would make love to him without feeling 
something for him. He was not old enough for such cynicism, she decided and 
said, "Of course I love you, Lee, but not in completely the right way. There 
is someone else I love, dear. I want to marry him...."


"Oh, no!"


His voice was like the cry of a wounded animal and Avis watched in helpless 
horror as the youngster covered his face with his hands and began to sob. 
For a moment, she sat still, hoping that he would stop, but slowly she began 
to understand how terribly she had injured his delicate adolescent feelings. 
She knew that she could not take back anything that she had said and so, in 
a dumb effort to comfort him, she moved closer to the boy and placed her 
arms around his shaking frame. Sobs still wracked his body and she held him 
more tightly to her breast.


At last, his sobs subsided diminishing to an occasional gasp and Avis 
loosened her hold on the slender youth. He did not sit up immediately, but 
rested there against her, his head lying in the cushiony warmth of her 
breasts. She could feel his moist, hot breath penetrating her clothing to 
caress the nipple of her left breast and suddenly she shivered. Lee's hand 
rested on her thigh, and she was abruptly aware of his fingers gently 
massaging the flaring curve of her hip. Against everything she had been 
telling him, she felt her body begin to respond to his boyish touch, a warm 
tingling beginning to flood through her loins. Disjointed images of their 
love-making yesterday afternoon flashed through her mind like frames of an 
old-time movie ... giving him his first kiss, wantonly disrobing before his 
eager eyes, teaching him to kiss and suck her breasts and finally taking his 
virile young penis up inside her mature, hungry body while she incited him 
with lewd words and promises. She remembered how she had sucked on the tip 
of his slender cock for a little while, loving its firmness and the sweet 
saltiness of the semen that had oozed out in his excitement. Oh God, it had 
been soooo good....


"Lee, stop it," she blurted out anxiously as the youngster's head suddenly 
moved upward to plant gently nibbling kisses at the side of her neck. Her 
whole body had begun to throb lustfully just from the nearness of his slim 
young body, and the lewd thoughts flashed again through her confused mind. 
Abruptly, she pushed him away from her and said, "If we're going to eat, we 
must do it now. I have to go back to work!" .


His big, sad brown eyes were trained on her like searchlights as he 
pitifully entreated the enticing older woman, "Please, Avis, could you kiss 
me one more time ... the way you did yesterday, remember?"


The confused hurt in the tone of his voice made Avis immediately sorry that 
she had been so abrupt in refusing the sweet youngster's tentative caress. 
After all, he was not to blame for the present situation. It was her own 
shameless lust that had led him to her bed. She remembered how charmingly 
innocent and thoughtful he had been yesterday afternoon and wondered how she 
could have ever been so cruel to the obviously sensitive boy. Now, though.
 there were a thousand good reasons to refuse his request, she had not the 
heart to deny him. At last, she nodded wordlessly and gathered up all her 
moral strength for the temptation she knew was about to come.


Lee closed his eyes gratefully and abandoned himself to the bittersweet 
pleasure of Avis's last lass. He leaned toward her as she moved closer on 
the blanket and joyfully slipped his arms around her tiny waist as her own 
arms wrapped around his back. Almost before he was ready, the honeyed 
softness of her lips lighted on his waiting mouth and he felt, like 
yesterday, her moist pointed tongue slipping playfully out from between her 
teeth. Willingly, he opened his lips and sucked hungrily on her little spear 
of flesh as it darted lizard-like into his mouth. Her soft, slender arms 
seemed to pull him more tightly against the pillowy warmth of her breasts 
and, though he knew it was futile, Lee felt the blood begin to surge 
passionately through his veins once again. She was doing it ... kissing him 
just like she'd promised, but suddenly he knew that he couldn't keep his 
side of the bargain. He had seen her go wild with female lust yesterday 
afternoon and suddenly, he realized with-masculine certainty that he could 
make her do it again ... make her beg him to fuck her just like she had 
before!


"Oh, Ma'am, that was so wonderful," he said slowly, startling Avis as he 
broke away from the kiss. He smiled wanly at the beautiful fair-haired woman 
whose face was already flushed slightly, and he was almost certain that she 
was breathing faster than usual. Reaching out to assist her in arranging her 
golden hair around her face, he said despairingly, "I guess I ought to thank 
you for everything. No matter what happens in my life, I'll always remember 
what happened with us. You're so beautiful ... and your big titties...."


The dark-haired youngster paused, obviously searching for words to express 
his feelings. Finally he went on, in a voice choked with anguish. "They're 
so beautiful. I guess I'll never see anything like you again ... I'll dream 
about kissing them for the rest of my life. I wish I'd kissed them more 
yesterday...."


Avis sat unsteadily on the blanket, her entire sensually awakened body 
apulse with the erotic excitement of the sweetly drawn-out kiss. At that 
moment, she wanted nothing more than to simply tear off every last piece of 
her clothing and the boy's. She wanted to feel his vibrant young flesh 
pressed tightly against her throbbing body, to feel his boyish hardness 
penetrating deep into her love-starved cunt one more time before it was all 
over. She felt dazed, her mind awhirl with delicious half-formed images of 
unimaginable lewdness and it was all she could do to listen to the 
youngster's forlorn words.


"God, if I could just see your titties again, and touch them just this last 
time," he persisted dolefully, "just to remember...."


For one second, Avis desperately tried to resist the temptation and she 
gazed anxiously around the clearing, her desperate eyes searching for 
anything to distract them. But even the enticing array of delicacies that 
Lee had brought with his savings held no appeal for her now. Her eyes kept 
returning to his handsome young face, his innocently beseeching expression. 
Then, slowly, without speaking, she unbuttoned the front of her shirtwaist 
dress and slipped it down over her shoulders. Reaching behind her back, she 
quickly unhooked her lacy white brassiere and smiled a little at the gaping 
youth as the full, firm rose-tipped spheres of her breasts bounced free of 
their confinement.


The tears of heartbreak seemed to dry quickly in Lee's eyes as he leaned 
back slightly to drink in the beauty of the sculpted contours of her 
half-naked body. His eyes moved slowly over her smoothly gleaming flesh, 
dappled by the light that filtered through the pine boughs, intensely 
studying the flawless curvings of the older woman's voluptuously mature 
form. His gaze lifted once, startling Avis with the cool speculation she 
thought she saw in his glance as he stared deep into her eyes, and then with 
a barely audible sigh, he leaned closer again, reaching out with the very 
tips of his fingers to stroke the velvety softness of her gently heaving 
breasts.


Avis quickly forgot the strange expression she was certain she had imagined 
in Lee's face as his fingers stroked worship fully down over the arching 
upper curves of her breasts, then upward to trace the slight rise of her 
collar bones, the fragile column of her throat. His touch was surprisingly 
sure and manly and, as she remembered how frightened and uncertain he had 
been yesterday afternoon, she felt a new kind of longing for him. There was 
no question now that Lee had entered manhood, young as he was, and she 
silently wished that she could abandon her eagerly aroused body to his 
caresses once again, but this time as a woman and not an instructress in the 
art of loving. His face seemed so serene and peaceful now, that she was able 
to relax a bit, knowing that she had done the right thing by allowing him 
this farewell visit with her body. Leaning back on her elbows, she closed 
her eyes and smiled softly at the soothing path of his touch as his hands 
moved downward again, pausing only momentarily to cup the full mounds of her 
breasts before traveling onto the taut flatness of her belly. The relaxing 
sensation changed subtly to a tingling warmth up between her thighs as his 
palm moved firmly down over her skirt and pressed lightly over the sensitive 
area of her pubic mound. Clenching her eyes more tightly shut, the lovely 
blonde vowed once again to keep her feelings in complete control, for the 
boy's sake as well as her own. Then suddenly, as his fingertips traveled 
downward, rubbing lightly over the naked tender flesh of her inner thighs 
below her short dress, Avis gasped. The feeling in her lower belly grew to a 
demanding throb, and she had to struggle to keep from crying out at the 
sheer pleasure of his touch.


"Please, Ma'am," his soft voice interrupted her blossoming delight. "Could l 
... could l see the other place for just a moment. You're the only woman in 
my whole life, and I know it's beautiful. I promise I'll never ask for 
anything from you again...."


Somehow, it seemed ridiculous at this point to say no and, without opening 
her eyes. Avis shrugged her assent. Unconsciously, her jaw clenched tightly 
closed and irrepressible quiver shook her body as she felt his strong young 
hands relentlessly pulling at the skirt and nylon panties that clothed her 
flaring hips. The fabric gave way easily, and Avis silently lifted her 
buttocks from the blanket to free the back of the garments. At last, the 
final covering on her voluptuously writhing body was slipped down over her 
long shapely legs and she resignedly lay back on the blanket to endure it 
until the boy was finished with her. Her hands balled nervously at her sides 
as she fought to control the rebellious desire that was already raging like 
a wild-fire in her loins. Then suddenly, she stiffened as the warmth of his 
hands slipped down over the trembling naked flesh of her lower belly.


If she could just wait out another minute, another minute at the most, it 
would surely be all over, she urgently reminded herself as she struggled to 
suppress the excitement that felt like a spring in her belly, being wound 
tighter and tighter. She felt his hands moving down to her thighs again, 
pressuring them apart and she did not resist, knowing that this was the last 
of her ordeal. To her relief, his fingers suddenly lifted from her flesh, 
and she realized with a start that he had wanted nothing more than to look 
at the most secret part of her female body, the warmly throbbing flesh that 
had clamped so greedily around his virginal hardness yesterday afternoon 
until they had both exploded in soul-shattering orgasms.


As he crouched tensely between Avis's widespread thighs, Lee's eyes 
flickered in a strange mixture of determination and uncertainty. They were 
fixed on the narrow pink slit where a tiny dewdrop of moisture glistened 
from her undeniable arousal. The idea that now filled his mind sent a spasm 
of wild excitement racing up his spine, and he knew he had discovered the 
way to make the gloriously beautiful woman want to fuck with him once more. 
He remembered how it had felt yesterday when she had taken the swollen tip 
of his cock into the soft warmth of her mouth, and he knew instinctively 
that she would go wild if he could do something like that to her! Oh God, if 
he could only do it right ... !


Avis lay still, deciding to wait a moment before daring to open her eyes to 
face Lee again. She knew that her barely controlled lust would show in her 
expression as soon as she looked at him, and she did not want to tempt 
either of them further. It was the most difficult thing she had ever done to 
refuse this youngster's beautiful boyish body, but she had vowed to do it 
and she would keep that promise to herself, no matter how hard it might be!


Lee's tongue nervously circled his lips as he stared hungrily down at the 
enticing female body lying on the woodland floor before him.


He knew that they were completely alone here in the depths of the pinewoods, 
and he felt his temple pulsing madly with the force of his passionate need 
for her. His mind was filled with memories from yesterday afternoon as he 
gazed at the warm softness of her billowing breasts, beading slightly with 
perspiration from the heat of the midday sun. He ached to take the ivory 
twin mounds in his hands again, to pinch the hard, pointed nipples until she 
cried out again with passion. He was so close to her belly that the delicate 
female aroma from her wetly glistening pussy filled his nostrils, a 
piquantly sweet scent that made his brain spin wildly and his penis grow 
until it ached in his trousers. He stared at the narrow pink-hued furrow 
that started at the bottom of her smooth white belly and trailed down 
through her white rounded ass cheeks ... and saw the puckered little hole 
that centered it. Suddenly, everything disappeared from his thoughts except 
the agonizing demands of his maleness and the strange erotic feeling pulsing 
in his Joins, driving him inexorably toward the irresistible temptation of 
the older woman's lushly ripened body.


With a soft animal sound, he suddenly reached down to dig his hands under 
her naked buttocks, cupping and massaging the soft pliant flesh that was 
driving him so mad with desire. He pressed his face closer and pursed his 
lips to kiss one quivering wet lip of her golden -haired pussy. He felt her 
body quiver in shocked surprise, and he quickly thrust his tongue out until 
it made contact with the velvety moist flesh, its warm perfume and musky 
taste sending chills over his flesh and causing his nostrils to flare in 
excitement. He dug his fingers deeper into her softly yielding ass-cheeks as 
she made a half-hearted attempt to roll away from him.


"Lee, stop it, please ... we sh ... shouldn't be doing this," Avis murmured 
weakly as she lifted her head to watch in fascinated lust as the panting 
teenager buried his face up between her trembling legs to kiss and lick at 
her pussy.


With his thumbs, the desire-driven boy spread apart the moist clinging flesh 
of Avis's cuntal lips until her delicate pink inner flesh and the warmly 
quivering hole leading up into her belly came into view before his eyes. He 
felt her begin to moan and gasp as he pressed his face into the helplessly 
exposed slit until his nose was buried in the hot succulent flesh and he 
could barely breathe. He moved his tongue around, wildly exploring the inner 
folds of her secret flesh until he discovered that when he touched the 
little hard bud on top, she trembled aD over and her breath came in panting 
rasps. On a sudden inspiration, he jabbed his tongue into the tiny hole, 
spearing into the velvety depths of her hotly moistened pussy.


"No, darling ... nooooo," Avis moaned, but her voice betrayed her, sounding 
weak and far away even to herself. At that moment, nothing seemed very 
important compared to the fiery need 'that was blazing deep in her heaving 
belly, and her head fell limply back onto the blanket as she felt his tongue 
dancing triumphantly over the swollen bud of her clitoris. Her breathing 
deepened as his stiffly pointed tongue thrust deep into her vagina, and she 
could not help the writhing and squirming lewdness of her buttocks as she 
wriggled to get more of the heavenly sensation-She had to stop this now ... 
before it went any further! The words droned monotonously in Avis's mind, 
but she could not find the will to move. The dark-haired eighteen year old 
youth was sucking her clitoris and nipping at it gently with his teeth, 
sending incredible spasms of joy surging through her. God, it was driving 
her mad. . . ! Then, Lee's tongue was sliding smoothly in and out of the 
warm, moist walls of her vagina, flicking excitedly around its snug elastic 
mouth, slipping deeply inside the hot pulsating passage again and again. Her 
breathing deepened and she involuntarily reached out to struggle with the 
zipper of his pants, frantically searching for his young, wildly aroused 
cock.


Probing through his underwear, her hand found his naked penis, and she 
gasped in surprised delight as she realized that it was stone-hard ... even 
harder than yesterday ... and ready to satisfy her hungry cunt. She gripped 
his throbbing rod of flesh as a warm rippling surge of pleasure began to 
spread through her loins and flood the area around her clitoris.


"Oh, darling, I want you to fuck me ... now!" she managed to gasp thickly as 
she milked at the stiff length of his maleness. "Take your clothes off, 
hurry! I've got to go back to work pretty soon...."


Out of the pinewoods around them a voice came, heavy with cynical amusement. 
"Don't worry about that, sweetheart, Jed can take care of the store for a 
little while."


CHAPTER SEVEN


A wry chuckle penetrated the surrounding undergrowth of the clearing as Avis 
stiffened in horror. Abruptly she loosed her grip on the youngster's 
blood-swollen penis and tore her body out of his still-impassioned grip. 
Only then did Lee look up inquiringly from between her widespread legs, and 
the beautiful golden-haired woman could easily see from the startled 
expression on his face that it was not he who had spoken.


The impassioned flush drained from her face as she searched the encircling 
woods for some sign of the intruder, and when he finally appeared ... tall 
and elegantly dressed as usual ... she had to stifle the cry of horror that 
rose in her throat.


"Oh, Wright, this boy ... I...." she began stumblingly but her explanation 
was cut short by the distinguished looking man's amused laughter.


"Don't bother, darling," he said lightly with a tight smile. "I remember 
your telling me this morning about all the mental anguish you've been going 
through about the other night. I certainly am glad you've been able, to get 
it all out of your system with your young friend here."


"Oh, darling, you don't understand what happened," she cried miserably. "I 
... I love you! I was just...."


Lee, stunned for a moment by what had been happening around him, suddenly 
realized that Mr. Maddox, the man who owned his father's land, was the 
person Avis hoped to marry. In a desperate, unplanned attempt to help the 
lovely woman who had been so good to him, he blurted out, "She was just 
trying to help me, Mr. Maddox! Honest! I didn't know how to do it, and she 
showed me yesterday...."


"Lee!" Avis wailed, horrified that her guilt had suddenly been compounded by 
the boy's well-meaning words. Turning back to Wright, she lamely tried to 
explain, "I was trying to tell him about things and ... it just got out of 
hand...."


"Obviously," Wright commented drily. He was silent for a moment, his bright 
blue eyes studying the slender teenager and the voluptuous woman who sat 
naked and trembling in shame on the blanket on the ground before him. 
Various emotions seemed to change his expression several times before he 
finally turned his burning gaze on Lee. "Since it's purely a matter of 
education, son, maybe I can help you out as well. I've picked up a few fine 
points in forty-three years. Maybe between the two of us, we can show the 
lovely lady a thing or two."


He looked questioningly at the dark-haired boy beside Avis, but the 
youngster was so dazed by the turn of events that he could do nothing but 
stare back at him.


"Marvelous," Wright smiled, then coolly turned his back on them, adding over 
his shoulder, "If I'd known it was a little boy you'd wanted, darling, I 
would have gotten you one."


"Wright, what are you doing?" Avis demanded anxiously. She watched in 
disbelief as he removed his well-tailored jacket and then his white shirt. 
"Wright, are you crazy? This was all a terrible, horrible mistake, that's 
all! Surely, you're not thinking of taking advantage of me like this? That's 
disgusting!"


"Not to me," he said, unbuckling his belt. "Was it disgusting for you, Lee?"


"No, sir," the youngster said staunchly, obviously relieved to answer a 
clear-cut question. "I thought it was great! And she really liked it too!"


"That's reasonable," Wright nodded. Theft, turning to Avis, he smiled 
strangely. "For what it's worth, my dear, you seem to have been doing a good 
job with the lad. He's had a rather deprived life, you know." He dropped his 
trousers and undershorts at the same time.


"I know!" Avis said sharply, feeling her humiliation turning to fury. How 
dare he make a fool of her like this? she mused angrily. But just as quickly 
her anger left her as she realized how she must look to the man who loved 
her. She felt like standing up and slapping him, but at the same time she 
wanted to cry on his shoulder. What was happening made no sense at all! The 
gorgeous woman could do nothing but stare in confusion at Wright as he 
kicked off his shoes and socks, the last of his garments. It was all too 
much for her to understand ... Wright's obscene reaction to what he had 
discovered in the clearing and, even more disheartening, the admiring look 
she could see in Lee's eyes as he listened to the older man's comments.


"Wright, this is absurd," she said at last as she futilely tried to cover 
her full-swelling curves with her hands. "You can't keep me here to use me 
like this."


"Oh, I think Lee and I could manage that," the silver-haired man advised her 
as he turned around to face her. "I think Lee had you fairly well summed up. 
You like it, no matter what you think you ought to do."


"You ... you're crazy," she repeated furiously and jumped to her feet, the 
naked flesh of her breasts and buttocks quivering provocatively at the 
sudden movement. Almost against her will, her eyes traveled quickly over 
Wright's tall, spare body to where his long, thick penis dangled softly 
against his corded thigh. Her voice caught as she gasped, "I'm not about to 
stay here with you ... like th ... that!"


"But you told me you couldn't wait until we could be together. ... like 
this," his voice mocked her.


"Let me go!" she cried out in terror as the man's hand darted out to capture 
her hand when she tried to run past him. Then, before she could speak again, 
her breath was whipped away by Wright's experienced touch.


Lee stared in fascination as the ravishing blonde's determination to flee 
seemed to disappear as Wright's long fingers played over her flesh, pinching 
and teasing all the most vulnerably sensitive areas of her body until she 
became virtually limp in his grip. She murmured a few more feeble words of 
protest as the handsome older man led her back to where Lee still sat 
wide-eyed on the shabby blanket.


Moving as though she were in a dream, Avis allowed Wright to press her down 
to the blanket beside her young lover. She knew now it was useless to try to 
run and besides, she was not sure she still wanted to escape the debasing 
fate the grey-haired man had planned for her. For all her struggles, she 
could not seem to tear her eyes away from the vision of his thickly hanging 
cock, and she dully wondered if it would feel as wonderful as Lee's boyish 
shaft of flesh. Though she could not admit it even to herself, she knew she 
wanted to find out.


Horrified by her own weakness, she forced herself to transfer her gaze to 
the faded cloth on which she was seated. She wanted to believe that this was 
all some vengeful game Wright was playing to punish her for teasing him when 
she would make love to a boy half her own age. Perhaps he would simply 
torture her for a few moments longer, she tried to reassure herself, and 
then he would free her. It was too much to believe that this man who had 
always been so kind and patient with her would actually....


"Was that the first time you've ever kissed a lady's pussy, Lee?"


"Yes, sir," the brunette youth blushingly admitted. He thought for a moment, 
then blurted out, "She didn't want to do it today, and I thought she might 
change her mind!"


"It worked, didn't it," Wright chuckled appreciatively. "Well, let's see if 
I can show you a few things you haven't tried yet."


Avis was in a state of shocked disbelief as she saw the tall, wiry older man 
kneel down on the blanket at her feet, a self-confident smile on his 
handsome face. Had her sweet darling Lee actually been as cold-bloodedly 
calculating as he claimed? It seemed almost impossible that the innocently 
trusting youngster she met yesterday in the drugstore could ever have 
brazenly attempted to make love to her against her will. And now, he was 
helping Wright to humiliate her even more, using her love-hungry body to 
demonstrate lessons for the boy, like a robot machine that did not think or 
feel. She wondered uneasily if it would do any good to try and reason with 
Wright, but the gleam in his bright blue eyes told her more than words that 
he was enjoying this moment now that he finally had her helplessly naked 
body to do with as he wished. She remembered the many evenings he had gently 
hinted that he would have liked to make love to her, and she suddenly hated 
herself for holding him off so senselessly, when she really loved him. But, 
the damage was done and she knew that arguing would only make matters worse. 
Now, she wanted only to end this ordeal as soon as she could.


"Mr. Maddox ... do you think that maybe she could suck my cock again today?" 
she heard Lee ask hopefully as the youngster shifted on the blanket to get a 
better view of what was about to happen. "I've been thinking about that all 
day...."


Avis heard his words in growing dismay and she involuntarily flinched as she 
saw jealous pain flicker through Wright's eyes. Still, he did not lash out 
at her with words or in any other way, but merely said gently to the 
youngster, "It's quite possible, Lee, but we have to get her ready first."


As she listened to the conversation taking place around her. Avis tried to 
protest but couldn't find the words. Her breath was knotted in her throat 
and a numbing sense of helplessness had overtaken her as she listened to the 
vile foulness spewing from the lips of the two males. As a last resort, she 
gazed pleadingly into the face of the man crouching at her feet, but 
Wright's expression was hard and uncaring as though he, himself, had been 
through too many emotional shocks that day to even comprehend another's 
agony. As if to taunt her further, he reached down between his thighs and 
began to slowly stroke the heavy foreskin back and forth over the bulbous 
head of his heavy penis until it was standing out from under his flat 
muscular stomach like the menacing shaft of a thick blunt spear.


With a tiny groan of despair, the lovely older woman fell back on the 
blanket. There was nothing she could do now but submit, she thought wearily, 
no way to save herself. Even if she could escape them, where could she run, 
naked as she was and to whom could she relate her terribly incriminating 
story? And undoubtedly she deserved what was happening to her ... Wright 
must think her a slut now, she thought bitterly, so what difference did it 
make! And yet, she did not really want it to be like this ... all she really 
wanted was for Wright to love her, but it was too late.


Suddenly, her mind was brought forcibly back to the present by the sound of 
the handsome middle-aged man shifting on his knees before her. His wet mouth 
had begun a gentle nibbling into the naked flesh of her belly sending goose 
bumps racing up and down her spine. She moaned softly in a half-daze of 
humiliation and horror as she dimly saw Lee staring excitedly down on her, 
his eager eyes feasting on the sight of her ripely curving flesh which 
flared out at the hips and shoulders from her girlishly narrow waist, her 
breasts jutting proudly into the summer sunlight like two brown-tipped 
mountains of plush white flesh. Her mind formed protests as Wright's lips 
moved lower toward her pussy mound, but her mouth had suddenly gone dry and 
she could not make it respond to her mental commands. Slowly his lips 
dropped to her defenselessly waiting cunt and, spreading the soft curve with 
his thumbs, Wright flicked his tongue snake-like into the moistly flowering 
slit of her vagina.


"Aagghhh ... oh ... don't ... please!" .


The unexpectedly electrifying contact against the erectly sensitive bud of 
her clitoris made her quiver from shock, and she jerked her knees up in a 
futile effort to protect her most private parts from his bestial attack.


Before she could roll away from him, Wright leapt forward and caught her 
legs. She could feel' his long strong fingers clamping over the soft insides 
of her thighs, pushing them further and further apart. In terror and 
mortification, she strained to close her widespread legs, but every move 
seemed to worsen her position until he was kneeling between her knees on the 
blanket, an iron-like grip on her trembling loins. She could see him leering 
up at her through her fearfully quivering breasts like a beast of prey about 
to pounce on its helpless waiting victim, and she knew the throbbing pink 
flesh of her naked vaginal lips was offered up to him like a sacrificial 
feast.


"You'd think she didn't like it, Lee," Wright chortled to the boy who knelt 
breathlessly beside them. "Let's see how fast she changes her mind."


Avis could feel the flat palms of his hands moving upward on the smooth 
flesh inside her full trembling thighs until his thumbs rested on the moist 
outer lips of her cunt. Then he spread them open with exaggerated slowness 
until she could feel a cool summer breeze playing over the sensitive flesh 
up between her legs. Wright stared hungrily at the delicious rose-hued pussy 
flesh within the enframing silken gold hair, then slowly lowered his head.


"No ... no! Please, Wright, don't do that to me!" she moaned as his moistly 
heated lips closed over the sensitive mound at the base of her belly. His 
handsome face disappeared from her view into her sparse, softly curling 
pussy hair as he began to place wet, sucking kisses on her secret flesh, his 
tongue flicking knowingly at the quivering little opening. "Please, 
don't...." she begged again, knowing what her humiliating reaction would be. 
"Not like this ... it's wrong, wrong ... Lee, oh God, make him stop it!"


But the boy was lost in the fascination of what he was seeing and only 
smiled vaguely at her as though he knew that her reluctance was a false mask 
that would be soon torn away from her by the irresistible persuasion of the 
older man's experienced lips and tongue.


She moaned in shame as Wright breathed against her expectantly tingling 
vaginal flesh, and then suddenly he thrust the whole length of his long 
slippery tongue into the warm throbbing passage of her pussy. Her body 
responded involuntarily, a groan escaping her as she ground her naked 
ass-cheeks down into the blanket trying to escape from the maddening assault 
on her genitals.


"Oooooh, noooo, stop!" she whined softly under the devastating attack of his 
tongue up between her open thighs. She moaned and twisted as his lips 
sucked, drawing her pulsating folds of pussy flesh deeply into the moist 
warm cavern of his mouth, while he maddeningly licked at the straining pink 
point of her trembling clitoris. She vowed silently not to let herself 
surrender to the tongue that was lashing so mercilessly in and out of the 
involuntarily clasping lips of her pussy and yet, she could fed the 
ungovernable excitement building in her sensually aroused body until it felt 
as if her nerve ends were all exploding into tiny blazing bonfires. She 
wondered for a moment how they must look, three naked people in the woods, a 
man orally ravishing a helpless woman while a dumbstruck youngster looked 
on. Again she begged Wright to stop, but he merely shook his head and fucked 
his searing tongue even faster in and out of the tight little opening up 
between her widespread legs.


Wright worked avidly, feeling her pussy hair softly brushing his cheeks. A 
moment ago, it had been all he could do to control his anger and shame at 
finding the woman he loved wantonly embracing the teenaged son of a dirt 
farmer, but now he was reveling in his revenge. He had waited so long to 
have this beautiful bitch wanting his cock, and now a feeling of power was 
in him that he finally had her, no matter how it had happened. All love was 
forgotten for the moment as he expertly controlled the body of the beautiful 
woman writhing under the teasing of his tongue and lips. Her groans drove 
him on as he worked his way up and down her wetly quivering cunt. He wanted 
her to beg for a fucking when he finally drove his long hard cock far up 
into the moist warmth of the pussy he had waited so long to possess.


In spite of her horrified revulsion at the insulting way Wright was 
dominating her naked body. Avis felt unwanted jolts of forbidden pleasure 
begin to ripple through her pinioned loins. Knowing that she would never be 
able to face herself again if she surrendered, she tried desperately to 
fight the growing arousal that was persuading her to forget her fears and 
fury.


"Nooo ... please, nooooo...." she sobbed, even as she panted in helplessly 
mounting passion. Wright's hands moved up over the smooth flatness of her 
belly to grasp harshly at her erect little nipples. Staring up over the 
quivering white mounds, he watched in triumphant delight as her face 
contorted in undeniable desire.


While she listened to the obscenely wet sucking noises rising from between 
her open legs. Avis tried to will away the rising tide of lust building in 
her loins. She felt his hands slip back down and under her clenching 
buttocks, pulling and squeezing the firmly molded flesh of her ass-cheeks as 
his tongue and mouth worked insistently over her hotly squirming pussy. 
Without thinking, she jerked her pelvis upward to escape the arrogant 
kneading of her buttocks and, taking advantage of her movement, Wright 
flicked just the tip of his tongue into the tightly puckered little hole of 
her anus, nestled just below the burning wet opening of her cunt.


"Oh, Wright, noooo!" she whimpered in horror, frantically screwing her 
buttocks down, away from the tongue that was obscenely ravishing her anus. 
His only response was a rasping chuckle and another rapier-like stab into 
the tight fleshy ring.


"Aaaahhh!" It was a sigh ... unmistakable ... in its delight.


Her hips ground uncontrollably up and down on the blanket now, soft mewling 
sounds of passion escaping from between her tightly clenched teeth. Avis 
knew in a rush of fright and shame that, despite the depravity of Wright's 
attack on her body, she was beginning to enjoy it. She closed her eyes and 
fought with all her will against the rising lust that was threatening to 
devour her mind and overcome all of her angry resistance. But it was a 
useless battle against impossible odds as Wright Maddox's tongue worked 
expertly at her eagerly responding cunt and anus.


The atmosphere on the worn and faded blanket among the three naked people 
had become electric with tension up to that moment and, from where he knelt 
beside Avis' wantonly writhing body, the eighteen year old boy smiled with 
relief as he heard the soft moan of surrender gurgle from the beautiful 
woman's lust constricted throat. Even Wright lifted his head up from between 
her legs to nod in satisfaction. He knew that her restraint was completely 
shattered now, that she was too far gone to fight anything that they might 
want to do with her. His hurt and angry mind was suddenly filled with weird 
erotic pictures of the things he and the boy would perform on her 
shamelessly aroused body.


As if to seal her conquest, his silver-haired head dipped down one more time 
and, with bestial delight, he wormed his thick wet tongue deeper and harder 
into her hotly throbbing vagina, listening with glee to her animalistic 
groans of passion. His hands caressed her nakedly squirming body, teasing at 
her breasts and clitoris and anus, spurring her to even greater frenzies of 
erotic excitement as his tongue burrowed into her like a tiny hungry animal.


Avis bucked and gasped beneath his voraciously working mouth, her fingers 
tangling in his grey hair and pulling his head deeper into the steaming 
cuntal crevice up between her legs.


Nothing mattered to her now but the molten fire of lust that pulsed through 
her veins, making her body feel more alive than she could believe possible. 
Her heels kicked up and pressed down against his back, forcing him closer to 
her, as the tension within her built to almost painful proportions. Oh God, 
she was so close to cumming now ... so close!


Then, when it seemed she could stand it no more without some sort of 
explosion inside her wildly jerking cunt, everything abruptly stopped. Avis 
suddenly realized that Wright's wetly heated tongue had stopped its 
delicious licking and her big green eyes opened wide in frustration and 
shock, she had been so close, so agonizingly close to an orgasm, and now she 
desperately ground her trembling buttocks down into the blanket in an 
attempt to extinguish the passion that was blazing out of control in her 
vagina. Suddenly forgotten was all her guilt, her humiliation at the cruel, 
heartless way Wright had treated her, and teenaged Lee's fickle faith. The 
wonderful feeling of Wright's mouth and tongue working over her hotly 
throbbing pussy had filled her with a violently lusting desire far greater 
than she had ever known before. She didn't know why but it was better than 
what had, happened yesterday with Lee ... it was exquisitely better than 
anything before in her life! Now she only wanted to complete the experience, 
to enjoy the orgasm that would quench the burning need that wracked her 
naked body. But she could see Wright still crouching between her trembling 
thighs, as though waiting for something.


"Oh, Wright, do something!" she wailed, raising her blonde head to stare at 
him with pleading eyes. "You can't ... can't stop now."


Before her the grey-haired man stared at her and smiled coldly. For just a 
moment, he could not help glancing over to the wide-eyed youngster who 
shifted nervously beside him, his slender boyish penis jutting up into the 
air with the excitement of the spectacle he had just viewed.


"What do you want, darling?" Wright asked flatly. "And who...? "


"Oh, sweetheart, I want you!" she cried, not caring what she sounded like. 
"Please, Wright, now!"


"And what would you like me to do to you?" he repeated, savoring her 
complete submission after so long. He gestured toward the picnic which still 
lay untouched, adding flippantly, "Could I bring you a cracker?"


For the first time, the strikingly beautiful woman realized that he was 
toying with her, paying her back for her unfaithfulness while she went 
almost out of her mind with lust. For a moment, she hesitated, holding back 
her words just for spite, but the older man reached down and tauntingly ran 
his finger up and down the passion-drenched length of her pussy. Quaking at 
the exquisite sensation that seared her frazzled nerve ends, she gasped, 
"Fuck me, Wright! Fuck me!"


As Lee laughed nervously beside her. Avis knew that her humiliation and 
degradation were complete. For just once in her life, she had allowed 
herself to lose control over all the things she knew were right, and now she 
was no better than a whore, a filthy slut off the streets who sold her body 
to men and teenaged boys.


"Go on, Mr. Maddox, do it to her!" Lee urged excitedly. "I want to see her 
go crazy like she did yesterday!" Until she had begged, he had been a little 
frightened about what Mr. Maddox was doing, not certain that he shouldn't 
help her if she really wanted to get away. But now he saw that she truly was 
loving it, just like Mr. Maddox had said she would.


At first, he had been a little wounded that she had enjoyed what the 
druggist was doing so much. It had seemed as though he ought to feel some 
jealousy because he had wanted her to be his girl ... but he wasn't anymore! 
It was all so exciting he barely knew what was happening to him, except that 
his cock was so hard and stiff that he had to hold it in his hand to make it 
feel better until he had his turn, like Mr. Maddox had promised. He let his 
mind linger another moment on the remembered image of her soft pink lips 
sucking on the insanely throbbing head of his cock, and he suddenly wished 
that the older man would hurry up!


CHAPTER EIGHT


Wright stared down at her in conquering glee for a moment, then knew that he 
could wait no longer. With a low groan of lust, he grabbed her wide-splayed 
legs behind the knees and shoved them up on her chest, slithering up her 
gleaming sweat-soaked body. His stone-hard cock brushed thrillingly against 
Avis's saliva-matted pussy hair as he planted his hands solidly on either 
side of her shoulders, locking her ankles tightly behind his neck.


The handsome grey-haired man looked down the length of his naked body to the 
exciting vision of her visibly quivering pussy, the expanded narrow slit all 
pink and red as he held the hair-lined furrow apart by the pressure of his 
thighs pressed tightly against hers. He could feel her straining her hips 
upward in an impatient eagerness but the weight of his body held her away 
from the cock she wanted so desperately. Teasing himself for a moment 
longer, he let the jerking head of his heavily-swollen cock nuzzle gently 
against the hard pink bud of her clitoris. taunting her sensitive nerve 
ending until she began to moan in frustration and twist wildly beneath him 
as the tight little mouth of her pussy searched for the hard, blood-filled 
tip.


"Give it to me, Wright! Fuck me!" Avis cried again, aware of nothing but the 
burning void up between her legs that begged to be filled.


"But of course, my dear," Wright answered dryly and moved his hips until he 
had guided his stone-hard pole of male flesh into the fleshy valley of her 
buttocks, poising it between the wetly waiting lips of her vagina. Avis 
gasped as he maneuvered the smooth lust-bloated cock-head to the top of the 
moist, hair-fringed opening, nuzzling it into soft enveloping warmth of her 
outer pussy layers. Beside him, Lee suddenly caught his breath and leaned 
forward to see the huge bulging penis that prodded against the defenseless 
pink opening that was sucking like a feeding fish's mouth.


Suddenly, without any further warning, the slender, silver-haired man jerked 
his hips back, and Avis found herself lifting her pelvis upward, searching 
with her lust-inflamed pussy for the pulsating male organ that was about to 
tear into her belly. Lee moved closer, awestruck, as the great swollen 
cock-head pressed gently against the moist flanges of her pussy. Then, the 
muscles of Wright's buttocks tightened as he lifted himself even higher into 
the air above the expectant woman. Her cunt followed ... like a well trained 
dog. The blunt-nosed, flaring tip of his powerfully throbbing penis was 
poised over the gaping mouth of her pussy when, with a sharp flick of his 
hips, Wright forced the chunky blood-filled tip inside her quivering vaginal 
lips, brutally stretching the soft fleshed opening to the bursting point:


Avis's eyes widened first in surprise, then in horror as she felt her tender 
flesh almost ripping from the strain of the huge embedded tip of his cock. 
"Stop, Wright," she gasped brokenly. "It's too big! You're hurting me!"


She looked pleadingly up into his face, but there was no compassion in his 
expression, only the lust and frustration that had been building ever since 
he had known her. Ignoring her pleas, he began forcing his massive rod of 
rigid flesh into her futilely resisting passage, filling her inch by 
tortured inch.


"Oh, noooooooo! Please, no more! No more!" the squirming blonde cried, dizzy 
with the pain of the monstrous impalement of her tight little cunt. She was 
only vaguely aware of the teenaged boy as he reached out hungrily to squeeze 
at her breasts, his face within inches of her warm resilient flesh. Tears 
gushed out from under the thick lashes of her unseeing eyes as she kicked 
futilely into the air to escape the cruel ravishment of her near-virginal 
loins. Too late, the female pharmacist remembered the unusual size and 
thickness of Wright's stiffly swollen male member that she had held in her 
hand a few nights ago by the lake, and now she could do nothing but tremble 
and shake as that same monstrous rod of flesh skewered relentlessly up into 
her stretched vaginal walls.


Wright knew that his thick hard cock was only partially driven up into her 
tight little cunt, and he realized he could stand this teasing no longer. He 
had to fuck her! He had been waiting for too long! He rammed his slim sinewy 
hips forward with all the strength in his thighs and buttocks, sinking his 
huge throbbing penis all the way up to the hilt in her frantically squirming 
belly. It slammed into her cunt, pushing the softly moistened flesh of her 
vaginal walls before it until his heavy, sperm-bloated balls smacked into 
her tightly clenched ass-cheeks.


Beneath him, she writhed and moaned like someone in agony, screwing her 
naked buttocks back into the blanket to find some relief from the painful 
skewering. But with each jerk, his fiery lance of pulsing flesh seemed to 
stab even deeper into her ravaged passageway until it felt as though it was 
coming out her throat. Her face was contorted with the pain of that first 
cruel lunge, and incoherent pleading whimpers rose from deep inside her 
tortured chest. He glanced down between their nakedly joined bodies, and he 
could see his white-flecked, dark pubic hairs tangled with the sparse golden 
curls of her vaginal triangle, the gleaming, base of his thick cock buried 
between the fleshy lips of her painfully stretched vagina.


Avis struggled helplessly against the agony of his sudden blunt entry. 
Though she desperately tried to force his impaling penis out of her cuntal 
opening by flexing the muscles of her vagina, each throb seemed only to 
excite him more and he jammed his long rigid penis even more tightly into 
her tortured passageway, filling every part of her insides. She could feel 
his cum-filled balls brushing against the sensitive ring of her anus as his 
massive shaft lay sunken deep up inside her. There was not one vein or ridge 
on the thickly swollen instrument that she could not feel as her cuntal 
walls clasped around it like a tight elastic sleeve. Far up in her belly, 
the hard rubbery tip seemed to throb against her cervix like a second heart 
in her body. But in spite of her inarticulate protests, the rhythmic pulsing 
of his heavy cock within her sensitive little pussy sent tiny jolts of 
pleasure-pain coursing through her nakedly trembling body, and she moaned 
miserably beneath him.


The grey-haired older man held still above the blonde woman for another 
moment, until she could adjust to the huge presence of his thick penis 
implanted within her belly. He watched her face as the pain-twisted muscles 
began a slow relaxation, the tightly-gnashed teeth opening slightly in 
amazement as her stretched vaginal passage gradually grew accustomed to the 
gigantic spear of invading flesh. At last, her green eyes opened slowly and 
she stared up at his face, still speechless with shock.


"Now aren't you glad I decided to follow you out here today?" Wright softly 
asked her, still not moving over her impaled body. "Think of what you've 
been missing...."


Avis glared up at him hatefully. After humiliating her thoroughly and then 
raping her with his monstrous penis, he was actually waiting for her to tell 
him how much she appreciated it! Her eyes cold with fury, she snapped, 
"Don't try to be funny, Wright! You're a cruel, sadistic monster, and I wish 
you'd just hurry ... aaaaaagggh!"


The voluptuous blonde gasped and jerked as she suddenly felt him flex the 
head of his hotly throbbing penis deep up inside her belly, causing a new 
series of pains to shoot through her as the monstrous fleshy shaft jerked up 
another agonizing half inch into her torturously stretched pussy.


"This is no time to start a lovers' quarrel, sweetheart," he advised her 
with a cool smile. "I've been waiting a long time for this moment, Avis, and 
now I'm not going to let you ruin it. Don't worry, you're going to love 
fucking before I'm finished with you."


She was just about to throw back a spiteful answer when she felt him flex 
the stiff rod of flesh again in the hot-channeled depths of her narrow 
cuntal passage, stretching her wetly heated walls even further apart. He did 
it again. And again! At first she groaned, her teeth re-clenching and her 
nakedly squirming body stiffening with the pain of the fleshy intrusion. 
Then, Wright began to grin knowingly as her cries of protest gradually 
became softer, her resisting passage miraculously adjusting to his thick 
immense cock. He began a slow rotating motion with his pelvis, grinding his 
huge penis into her tight little cunt with a rhythmic pattern that stretched 
the still-cringing tunnel of flesh until the enormous swollen member fit 
into the sheath of her pussy sheath like a piston in a well-oiled cylinder.


The eighteen year old dark-haired boy who crouched beside them on the 
blanket stared lustfully at the lewd spectacle of Mr. Maddox's cock buried 
in the tiny opening that had clasped so tightly around his own boyish shaft 
of flesh yesterday afternoon. His dark eyes big and wondering, he reached 
out to rub at the full twin moons of the naked older woman's skewered 
buttocks; then, hearing no one tell him not to, he moved his fingers up to 
inquisitively touch the wide-stretched pussy lips hungrily clamped around 
the broad base of Wright's deeply embedded penis.


"Put your finger in her ass, son," the older man suggested with a lewd 
chuckle over his shoulder as he became aware of the youngster's interest. 
"Just shove it in there and watch what happens."


"Oh ... no. You can't, the helplessly skewered older woman pled. "Don't, 
Lee. Don't."


Lee's cheeks reddened as he heard the older man's advice, but his excitement 
overrode his embarrassment, and he obediently slipped his hand downward 
under Mr. Maddox's dangling balls to nudge her tiny anal ring. The puckered 
little opening was already moist with the overflow of her own passionate 
juices. He touched it tentatively at first, then gently shoved against it 
with his outstretched middle finger until it suddenly popped through the 
tightly surrounding nether ring. A moment later, a look of lewd wonder on 
his face, the boy was worming his finger up inside the tender spongy flesh, 
sinking in up to the first knuckle. "Aaaaghhh! God! Please ... don't!" "Go 
on, Lee, shove it all the way in," Wright said knowingly over the indignant 
protest that burst from Avis's lips at this final degradation. "She'll love 
it!"


The teenaged boy hesitated for a moment, uncertain of what he should do. But 
then, Wright flexed his huge cock again inside the lady druggist's body and 
he heard the gorgeous woman gasp aloud. That tiny sound of surrender brought 
him to a decision. He wanted to make her gasp too, the way he had yesterday. 
His cock wasn't as big as Mr. Maddox's maybe, but her tight little asshole 
clenched tightly around even his finger! Nodding his head decisively the 
youngster dug his finger relentlessly into her back passage, expanding the 
wildly puckering aperture until the palm of his hand lay flat against her 
squirming ass-cheeks, his entire finger solidly implanted now inside her 
throbbing anal tunnel.


A tiny animal cry of dismay rose in Avis's throat, and she struggled to 
twist free of the obscenely skewering finger. Her vaginal passage felt 
stretched and torn beyond all possible recovery, and the dual ravishing of 
her loins with the boy's probing finger buried deep in her rectum made her 
feel all the more degraded and used. She tried to stir as she felt the 
initial pain easing with the stillness of her body, but the lust-incited 
youth twisted his finger more enthusiastically, stretching and expanding her 
violated anal passage until she thought it would split from the unbearable 
pressure. She watched in angry helplessness as Lee's other hand reached out 
to cup her naked breast, teasing and pulling at its proud round firmness 
until it felt as if it would burst from the youngster's fascinated 
manipulations.


Kneeling over Avis's painfully jackknifed form, Wright began a painful 
sawing motion in and out of the beautiful woman's moistly stretched pussy. 
Slowly, he withdrew his deeply-embedded instrument until only the bloated 
mushroom-like head still rested within the outer lips of her tender pussy, 
then battered her ravaged body back against the blanket with his forward 
stroke, driving his hotly pulsating penis to the hilt in her tight vaginal 
opening. His angry revenge was quickly forgotten as he felt the intoxicating 
friction of his hard staff of flesh against the smooth moist walls of her 
pussy and, as a new wave of intense passion pulsed into his groin, he began 
to fuck into her with all his strength, the broad head of his lust thickened 
cock pushing the soft warm flesh of her channel before it like buttered 
velvet. The finger stuck up between her buttocks quickly joined the 
massively pistoning cock to form a rhythmic fucking team that wrung throaty 
gasps of lewd delight from her in measured cadence with their simultaneous 
ravishment of her loins.


An odd new sensation of tingling erotic pleasure was beginning to flow 
through Avis's captive body, replacing the angry humiliation she had felt 
only a few moments before. The outrageous debasement and subjugation she had 
experienced that afternoon had begun to build up to a strange almost 
masochistic excitement that was seizing control of her mind and body, making 
her forget everything in the world but the exquisite sensation of being 
fucked almost senseless by a penis that was bigger than anything she had 
ever known. Suddenly, there were no more cries or pleas for mercy, but only 
the husky animal sound of a lusty woman reaching for pleasure. Her smoothly 
rounded buttocks began to rotate experimentally with her first attempt at 
movement since the torturous impalement and then, feeling no pain, she 
allowed herself to follow the rhythm of Wright's penis and Lee's finger 
fucking into her, grinding her hips upward with an ever-increasing speed. A 
deep reverberation of sensual pleasure rose from deep in her womb and seemed 
to be saturating her wantonly writhing body with the urgent need to have 
even more of the thick impaling cock that had been rammed so viciously into 
her helpless body only moments ago. Her trembling hands snaked up around the 
druggist's body to clasp his clenching buttocks, pulling at his straining 
muscles to draw him even deeper into her suddenly voracious pussy.


"Oh, Wright, fuck me ... fuck me, darling, fuck me," she crooned, squirming 
her body to meet each new slamming thrust, frantically working her buttocks 
higher and higher to get more and more of his long skewering cock. Her eyes 
opened and gazed up into the older man's handsome face in blurred ecstasy. 
Beside her, she could see young Lee crouching on the blanket, stroking his 
boyish cock in time to the monstrous penis fucking into her passionately 
quivering vagina, while the outstretched middle finger of his other hand 
rammed ceaselessly into her clenching rectum like another penis. She was 
lost, almost unconscious with delight at the merciless assaults on her pussy 
and anus, strapped between their powerfully battering strokes like a 
willingly trapped animal.


"Oh, that's soooooo good, sooooooo good," she cried huskily into the air, 
rotating her upturned ass faster and faster to keep pace with Wright's 
piston of hard flesh and Lee's finger pummeling into her loins, both 
stroking into her like attachments on a diabolical fucking machine. Her 
entire being was centered around those two skewering rods, and nothing else 
was important ... no shame, no fear, nothing in the world but the pulsing 
reality of the hard flesh riveting into her gratefully receiving loins.


Then, suddenly, Wright paused above her, his hips pressing down on hers 
while she desperately tried to work her insanely throbbing pussy up and down 
his long, pulsing shaft. Her eyes opened in confusion and she urgently 
gasped, "Don't stop now, Wright! Fuck me! I'm so ... close!"


"Just a moment," the older man gasped, holding himself back with effort. He 
glanced over at the youngster whose eyes were bulging with frustrated desire 
as he watched the older couple passionately fucking, then looked back down 
at Avis. "I think it's time for Lee to have some fun. Why don't you suck his 
cock for him?"


For a moment. Avis stiffened with anger at what seemed to be the ultimate 
indignity, but then her eyes caught sight of the dark-haired youngster's 
pleading face and traveled downward to the slender stone-hard penis he held 
in his hand. Feeling her resolve melting, the naked blonde reached out to 
gently caress his virile young shaft with her fingers, a warm smile lighting 
her passion-flushed face as she remembered the pleasure she had received 
from this same stiffened male organ only yesterday afternoon. After a 
second, she nodded slowly.


"Come here, my little lover," she murmured softly to the boy. "Bring your 
cock over to me ... let Avis suck it for you...."


Lee needed no urging. His finger slipped out of her rectum with a lewd 
little pop as he scrambled closer on the blanket. He kneeled beside her with 
his lust-stiffened penis close to her face. Slowly she reached out and 
clutched his pulsating hardness, pulling back its heavy loose outer layer of 
skin, pressing the foreskin back to reveal the moist, bulbous head.


Wright, hovering above, stared down at her in horrified fascination as he 
saw the woman he loved preparing to take the youngster's hard swollen cock 
into the moist warm sanctuary of her lips. There was no way to control the 
jealousy he felt raging through his body, and he could do nothing but 
helplessly watch the lewd spectacle he had just directed.


Avis heard Lee choke in lustful anticipation as she flicked out her pink 
pointed tongue to touch the flaring rubbery tip of the youngster's cock. 
Spurred by the unimaginable depravity of what she was doing, she teasingly 
swirled her tongue around and around his throbbing cock-head as the boy 
twisted and jerked. He gasped aloud when the tip of her tongue finally 
wiggled into the tiny slit of the inflamed boyish cock-head, and she tasted 
with delight the salty tang of the pre-ejaculate that seeped in droplets 
from the little opening. She was excitedly aware of of Wright's blazing eyes 
upon her face and she savored every moment of her obscene exhibition.


Suddenly aware that she had somehow gained control of the two men, she 
tauntingly throbbed the muscled walls of her vagina around Wright's stiffly 
buried cock as she slowly licked along the soft underside of Lee's 
vein-embossed young penis, her slender hand caressing the moistened flesh 
left in her tongue's wake. At last, as she wantonly rotated her hips up 
against Wright's pelvis, she opened her mouth to slide her soft warm lips 
over Lee's quivering length of cock, encompassing the smooth bluish head 
within their ovaled circle. The hot pulsing shaft of flesh glided along the 
full length of her tongue, more and more of the rigid length disappearing 
into her gently sucking mouth as the oozing droplets of semen spiced her 
taste buds with its boyish flavor.


"Slut!" Wright spat down at her viciously, torn between the hurt revulsion 
he felt at her wanton infidelity to him and the uncontrollable fascination 
he felt at the sight of the boy's long hard penis protruding from her 
tightly ovaled lips.


Avis hardly heard him, nor did the boy who was completely lost in the 
sensation of his virile adolescent penis filling her moist warm mouth and 
the soft sucking of her lips pulling and nibbling at his aching cock.


"Turn around, damn you," Wright suddenly snapped, wrenching his body up off 
the beautiful blonde's prostrate form. Avis groaned as she felt his 
wonderfully thick cock suddenly withdrawn from her dilated pussy, but her 
greedy mouth never loosened from Lee's lust-bloated member as the older man 
twisted her over on her belly on the blanket. She was barely aware of his 
strong hands lifting her naked buttocks high in the air until she wobbled 
precariously on her hands and knees, her face buried in Lee's young groin. 
She swayed there for a moment, her passion-drugged brain barely up to the 
effort of keeping her body erect as he adjusted her position. Then she 
gasped around Lee's warmly pulsating penis sunken into her mouth as she felt 
Wright's rigidly heated cock wedging in between her open thighs from behind, 
its blunted tip pressing against the now-dripping slit of her pussy. With a 
loud grunt, the older man lunged forward against her subserviently kneeling 
body, impaling her on his massive penis and causing the boy's rampant cock 
to dig deep into the back of her throat with the forward power of the sudden 
thrust.


Avis gagged as Lee's rock-hard penis rammed suddenly down the back of her 
throat, and, for a moment, she tried to squirm away from the confining 
double ravishment of her body. But then she heard Lee cry out delightedly 
from somewhere over her head and felt his fleshy boyish shaft immediately 
begin pistoning in and out of her face as though her ovaled lips 
were-nothing more than a second delicious cunt. She knew that her moment of 
power was lost and once again she was being dominated by the man and the 
boy, but just as quickly, she didn't care. She had nothing more to lose, and 
it felt so good....


Wright and Lee began to fuck simultaneously in and out of both ends of her 
nakedly captive body. The kneeling blonde woman was dully aware of the 
boyish testicles that bounced against her moistened chin as the youngster's 
eager penis pistoned into her hungrily sucking mouth in time to Wright's 
fleshy monster drubbing into the rippling warmth of her vagina. The youth's 
wiry pubic hair grazed her nose and cheeks each time he thrust forward into 
her mouth, and she had to fight for air, managing to catch tiny breaths on 
the out-strokes of the boy's wildly jerking thrusts.


"Man, look at her suck my cock," Lee gasped breathlessly to Wright as he 
watched the length of his maleness, glistening now with her saliva, 
disappearing almost all the way into Avis's beautiful pink-flushed face.


"She's ... she's incredible!" Wright rasped breathlessly as he drove his hot 
rigid shaft of flesh faster and faster into her naked young body, feeling 
her loins sucking and massaging at his weighty shaft with the previously 
unused muscles of her vagina. The last of his anger faded in the light of 
the passion that was now blazing out of control in his loins and he fucked 
harder, digging deep, deep inside her. He already knew this was going to be 
the best fuck of her life, and he wanted to make it incredibly good for her 
... just so she'd remember on cold rainy nights when she was alone.


Avis rotated her creamy white buttocks lustfully back at him as the two 
males pummeled her passion-wracked body back and forth between them. She was 
no longer able to think or feel and, in a near trance-like state, she 
watched the gleaming length of Lee's slim boyish cock where it rose from the 
light thatch of brown pubic hair and thrust in and out of her mouth. She no 
longer felt human, but like a great mass of quivering flesh created just for 
this one moment of shameless lust.


But then, the very helplessness of her position flickered through her mind 
again, and the humiliation of being buffeted mercilessly between two 
beautifully hard penises began to excite her even more. She imagined what 
she must look like, kneeling here in the open clearing, being fucked in the 
vagina by a naked man while she gluttonously sucked a teenage boy's cock. 
The lewd mental image excited her and she began to feel the fiery feeling 
growing even more intense in the depths of her belly. Her cheeks began to 
hollow and bloat as she sucked greedily at the adolescent penis fucking into 
her mouth, her tongue swirling wildly around the blood-filled head. Her 
flaring hips screwed greedily back against the giant fleshy pole burrowing 
up into her cunt from behind, and she felt herself rocketing to a new and 
thrilling height of passion.


Avis was overcome with the strangest feeling in her life. She wanted Wright 
and Lee to use her body, to use it in any way they wanted to fulfill their 
most obscene desires. She loved them both and had hurt each of them in a 
different way, but now she was getting her punishment and loving it! She 
wanted to feel Wright's mammoth penis swell and explode up inside her belly, 
to drench her vaginal cavity with his hot wonderful cum, and she longed to 
taste Lee's fresh young sperm. Drunk on the weird masochistic excitement 
that was suddenly surging through her veins, Avis fucked and sucked on the 
two cocks, anxious for the moment when their hot liquid passion would 
ejaculate into both ends of her willingly ravished body.


Behind her Wright was building toward the end. He began to fuck into her 
wetly dilated cunt harder and faster, battering mercilessly against the 
quivering cheeks of her naked upturned buttocks. His hands gripped her 
writhing hips, squeezing the soft satiny flesh, pulling the warm soft sheath 
of her throbbing vagina back over the thickness of his monstrous cock as 
though he were thrusting his hand into a greased glove. His breath became 
hoarse and labored as his handsome face twisted into an almost grotesque 
mask of lust. He looked down at the lovely blonde's slender bucking body, 
and the sight of the woman, he loved being skewered on both ends sent chills 
racing up and down his spine.


The saliva in Avis's mouth was becoming thick and sticky from the hot 
pre-ejaculate seeping from the tip of Lee's blood-engorged cock sunk into 
the warm depths of her mouth. She could see Lee's slender hips straining 
before her face, and she sucked at his adolescent penis with all her 
strength. The teenager's fingers wound suddenly into her long blonde hair, 
pulling her tightly ovaled lips back and forth over the entire throbbing 
length of his thrusting pole of flesh, and she felt her excitement suddenly 
mounting as the youthful penis began throbbing wildly in her mouth. He was 
ramming it forward deep into her throat, as though he wanted it to collide 
with Wright's monstrous penis pistoning into her belly from behind. Every 
moment seemed to bring her closer to a brain-shattering orgasm. There was 
nothing else in the world now but to please her two men as well as her 
sensually aroused body could, and to saturate herself in her own obscene 
pleasure at the same time.


As her own orgasm rose in her body. Avis felt the massive fleshy staff 
fucking into her seething pussy begin to jerk and inflate. She felt her 
thighs and buttocks being swept apart as Wright drove powerfully into her 
one last time, shoving his madly jerking penis as far as it would go up into 
her belly to spew his white hot load of sperm into her convulsing little 
cunt. She shamelessly slammed back on the thick hardness as she felt his hot 
churning cum flooding into her dilated womb, filling it until she thought 
she would burst, then dribbling back out of the hair-covered lips of her 
cock-impaled pussy. His bloated testicles slapped maddeningly against her 
erect clitoris, causing her to jerk spasmodically forward, burying the 
teenage youth's cock in her wildly sucking mouth to the very hilt. Lee's 
burgeoning penis erupted then, filling her throat with the delicious 
fresh-tasting boyish sperm until she had to swallow rapidly to keep from 
choking on the great hot gushes that bloated her cheeks. Her lips clasped 
tightly around Lee's jerking member as she gulped desperately, not wanting 
to waste a single drop of the precious liquid, her mouth contracting around 
the fleshy rod like an elastic band. Still though, tiny droplets of thick 
white sperm ran from the corners of her mouth as the brown-haired youngster 
finally tugged his spent penis, now slimy and soft, from her sucking lips 
and collapsed on the blanket before her. Cobweb-like strings of cum hung 
from her wetly parted lips, connecting her mouth to the deflated cock a few 
inches away.


Avis skewered her ass-cheeks up against the still-squirting cock fucking 
into her cunt from behind, and with a short cry of delirious passion, she 
felt her body explode into a great burst of comets and shooting stars, the 
intensity of her orgasm wracking her entire being with exquisite ecstasy 
that sent her brain whirling.


"Aiiieeeeee, I'm cumming ... I'm ... cumming, Wright!" She gasped and 
shuddered, then began convulsing under the druggist. Her orgasm went on and 
on ... seemingly never to end, while she shrieked out each new wave of 
pleasure.


Her strength suddenly gone, the beautiful blonde woman let her nakedly 
quivering body collapse onto the blanket as Wright's huge deflating penis 
slipped lifelessly out of her cum-drenched pussy with a lewd wet sucking 
sound. Her heart pounded as though it would burst through her chest as 
Wright lay heavily on the blanket beside her.


As the two spent males panted on either side of her. Avis wearily lifted her 
head to study each of them in turn. Even now when her blazing passion was 
spent, she knew that she loved both of them, and she felt a slight glow of 
warmth that she alone had been able to satisfy them so well. There was 
little else in her mind at that moment. She was too tired to think, her 
brain and body worn out by the emotional ordeal she had undergone. Somewhere 
in the back of her mind, the lovely pharmacist knew that she would have to 
consider carefully about what had happened today in this woodland clearing, 
but right now she was filled with a new kind of warm contentment that 
precluded all reason or logic. No matter what happened now, it had all been 
worth it ... and for the moment, at least, he had no regrets.


She let her blonde head fall back to the blanket, her eyes closing 
gratefully against the filtered light of the sun through the high pine 
branches. After the wild exertion of the afternoon, her satiated body seemed 
to be slowing down, her blood running lazily through her veins. She was 
almost asleep before she realized that Wright and Lee were standing, pulling 
on their clothes. Her long-lashed eyes half-closed, she smiled drowsily up 
at them and murmured, "Wait for me, you two."


Wright's voice was brusque and dry as he answered, "Not right now, Avis. Lee 
and I have some talking to do this afternoon. You can go home when you feel 
like getting up. I won't be needing you at the store today."


Her eyes opened fully at his words and she stared anxiously from one to the 
other of their faces. Lee's smooth boyish features seemed solemn and, 
perhaps, a little afraid, while Wright's expression showed nothing, not even 
anger. The naked woman felt a fleeting moment of fear as she remembered how 
calm he had seemed when he first walked into the clearing that afternoon, 
and then how thoroughly he had revenged himself. That, at least, had turned 
out well ... but what was he thinking of now?


"Wright, darling, what do you mean?" she demanded anxiously, but her 
question came too late. Both males were dressed, and she watched helplessly 
as Wright took Lee's shoulder and firmly led him down the path leading back 
to town.


CHAPTER NINE


Avis leaned back in the ladder-backed chair she had brought out to the lawn 
and stared up at the pale silver moon high in the star-flecked blackness of 
the night sky. Darkness had fallen quickly this evening, and with it her 
spirits, as she suddenly realized that Wright was not going to phone or 
visit. This night, she felt lonely enough to trade stares for unblinkingly 
stare with the moon face, but only until she blushingly wondered what the 
man in the moon thought of the strange things he viewed on faraway earth.


As soon as she considered the whimsical question, Avis frowned and irritably 
pushed the fantasy from her thoughts. If she couldn't understand what was 
happening to her, certainly the moon would have no ideas. She settled the 
chair firmly back on its four legs again and for perhaps the hundredth time 
that evening, glanced up the dark road toward the road lights at the highway 
crossing. There was no traffic and no one walking down the road toward her 
house. Where was Wright and why hadn't he called to say something-anything 
about what had occurred in the pine woods this afternoon?


She had left the clearing shortly after Wright and the boy had gone away 
and, still glowing with the imperturbable satisfaction that had saturated 
her entire being from the wonderful sexual experience with her two men, she 
had walked home. Somehow, there had not been the slightest doubt in her mind 
that she would see Wright again that day, probably after the drugstore 
closed at five. She had not been quite so certain of what he would have to 
say to her when he saw her, but she had felt so buoyantly alive and actually 
joyful about the way things had worked out, that she had not worried. She 
knew that she wanted to marry him now, and somehow she had to convince him 
that he wanted to many her still.


Still soft and glowing inside when she returned home, Avis had sat in a warm 
bubble bath for an hour, luxuriating in her newfound sense of womanhood, and 
then fried four eggs to make up for the picnic lunch that had never been 
eaten. A well-needed nap had taken up a few afternoon hours and she had 
awakened refreshed, happily anticipating Wright's arrival. Even the dress 
she had put on, a gay yellow sunflower print, had reflected her bright 
spirits, and she had happily dragged a dining chair outside to the lawn to 
bask in the sunshine of what seemed like the first really happy day of her 
life, while she waited for her love to arrive.


That had been at least four hours ago.


Now in the cool darkness, Avis felt the dry, crackly feel of a sunburn on 
her nose and for the first time, she was bothered by a sharp aching in the 
muscles of her thighs and buttocks. In the colorless light of the 
overhanging moon, the events of the day began to seem a little different, 
and she uncomfortably started to wonder about things she had pushed to the 
back of her mind until now. Why had Wright and Lee left her so abruptly 
there in the clearing and what did they have to talk about? The unhappy 
suspicion began to grow in her mind that perhaps Wright had been more angry 
than'-she knew. Maybe he had wanted to advise the youngster to stay away 
from her ... that she was immoral, a bad influence on him. Avis shuddered at 
the thought, all the pain and guilt she had felt earlier in the day 
returning full force. Why should Wright forgive her just because they had 
had a wonderful time, she suddenly wondered, driving the knife deeper into 
herself. A man could have a good time with a prostitute ... but he wouldn't 
want to marry her.


A cold chill suddenly ran over the blonde beauty and she jumped to her feet. 
All of a sudden, the night seemed too quiet, too lonely, and she wearily 
picked up the chair to carry it back into the house. In that moment, she 
realized that she had been foolish to think that her unpardonable seduction 
of the fourteen year old boy would result in anything but the unhappiness 
she deserved for such a shamelessly wanton act. And how could she imagine 
that Wright would love her anyway when, right then, she could not even stand 
the idea of herself? The wooden chair in her hand, she was about to return 
to the house when a movement in the pine trees that surrounded her lawn 
caught her eye.


"Hey, there, beautiful," a voice greeted her. "Need any help with that 
chair?"


The brief flash of hope that had lighted in Avis died as quickly as it was 
born. The voice belonged to Jed, the soda jerk at the drugstore, and she was 
so disappointed that she almost turned away without answering. Just then 
another thought struck her and she whirled to face the shadowy figure she 
could just barely see lounging against one of the dark tree trunks.


"Did Wright send you here, Jed?" she demanded anxiously. "Do you have a 
message for me?"


"Sure he did," the lazy drawling voice replied slowly. "Him and that Pettway 
kid he was talkin' with all afternoon. Did you know about that?"


"Oh Lord, I might have known," Avis groaned, thinking to herself aloud. 
Suddenly terribly afraid, she hurried across the dew-soaked grass to where 
the light-haired man was standing and stopped short directly in front of 
him. "Tell me, Jed. What did Wright say to you? What does he want you to 
tell me?"


"Well, I'll tell you, let's walk around back while we talk," he said 
thoughtfully. "I been standing here for awhile. You know, you look mighty 
pretty tonight."


"You've been here?" Avis said angrily. "I've been waiting...! Oh, never 
mind. Come on and tell me!" She walked anxiously beside him as the bony man 
ambled toward the back of the house.


"I guess you're gonna be leavin' Buckston pretty soon," he said finally. 
"You and that kid been gettin' too chummy for you to stick around, huh?"


"Is that what he told you?" the beautiful light-haired woman gasped as she 
felt her heart sink. "Then ... then, he doesn't want me anymore. Oh God, 
Wright must hate me for what I've done and I don't blame him a bit!"


Beside her, the hawk-faced man chuckled softly and took her arm to lead her 
to the wooden porch that stood out from the back door of the house. "Now, 
don't worry about that," he said in a smooth voice. "A sexy lady like you 
don't have to worry about catchin' a man. No, Ma'am, that's the least of 
your problems at this moment."


Avis was so preoccupied that it was another moment before his words 
penetrated. Then she halted beside him and stared in shock at his face. She 
could see his expression, the eternal suggestive leer that he always seemed 
to wear when she was around, but for some reason, this evening, the look did 
not so much annoy as frighten her. "Exactly what did you mean by that?" she 
asked shakily. "What are you trying to say, Jed?"


Even in the moonlight she could see the sinister gleam in his pale blue eyes 
as the soda jerk shook his head. "Why don't you just sit down here on these 
steps," he suggested softly. "I guess you just don't know what kind of 
terrible trouble you're in, beautiful."


Suddenly, Avis had no strength to argue with him. Throughout the last few 
days, she had managed to avoid the idea that she might have to pay in some 
way, other than losing Wright's love, for what she had done to young Lee. 
Now, she could do nothing but sit quietly down on the porch steps where he 
led her and wait for the justice she had hoped to escape. "All right, tell 
me," she said, her voice flat and hopeless.


Jed seemed taken aback for a moment by her immediate acceptance of his 
words, but he recovered quickly and sat down close beside her on the step. 
Leaning so close that she could smell the four odor of whiskey on his 
breath, he murmured slyly, "I don't s'pose Lee's daddy knows that you've 
been fuckin' the kid?"


"God, I hope not," she exclaimed indignantly. Then, suddenly, as she 
realized what she had just admitted, she whirled in horror to stare into 
Jed's face. "Who told you that?"


"Why, you did, beautiful," he said evilly, his thin lips twisting in a 
fiendish grin. "Just now. I wonder what ol' Pettway would have to say about 
that? That man's got a foul temper, and his brother's a deputy sheriff too."


Suddenly aware of what the man beside her was trying to do to her, Avis 
angrily leapt to her feet. "Jed Latham, you tell me what Wright told you to 
tell me and then get off my property! I never said anything like what you 
think!!"


"Sweetie, you didn't have to say nothin" Jed interrupted smoothly. "I had it 
figgered out yesterday when I saw you pickin' up his clothes off your parlor 
floor. You like boy-cocks? Baby, you'd like my prick a lot better!"


Avis fumed helplessly at his words. No matter what he thought or knew, this 
stupid foul-mouthed soda jerk had no right to talk to her like that. 
Ignoring the signals for caution that were ringing in her mind, she leaned 
down and slapped his face as hard as she could. His stunned expression gave 
her a measure of satisfaction and, feeling like something better than a 
common slut again, she stepped back and pointed toward the front of the 
house.


"Get yourself and your filthy mind out of here," she snapped. I will not be 
blackmailed, especially by a sleazy character like you. Now leave!"


"All right, Ma'am, yes, Ma'am," he said in as ugly a voice as she had ever 
heard. "You just cut it out for yourself. I was gonna be nice with you, but 
now...."


Avis' sense of triumph faded as she watched him start to stride purposefully 
across the lawn. Her voice was suddenly tremulous and unsure as she asked, 
"Where are ypu going?"


"To the sheriff, lady," he snarled hatefully over his shoulder. "In case you 
don't know, it's a crime to fuck around with little kids that don't know any 
better!"


Suddenly, nothing, not even her self-respect, seemed as important as keeping 
her freedom. With a gasp of terrified dismay, she raced across the lawn and 
grabbed his shirt, pulling him back to the house.


"Oh, Jed, no! Don't go to the sheriff, I beg you! I'll do anything but don't 
do that! It was all a mistake! I didn't mean it!"


He wrenched himself out of her grip, flinging the frantically beseeching 
woman to the ground with a shove of his arm. The pain of her blow had left 
his cheek with a stinging welt, and he resolved to make her pay for her 
treatment of him. All he had wanted to do was fuck her ... but now ... a 
sadistic smile twisted his thin lips as he stared down at the figure huddled 
pathetically on the ground. He was going to make the snotty blonde pay for 
the highhanded way she had treated him and everyone else in town except that 
dumb kid and rich Maddox. Yeah, he thought with a snicker, maybe he could 
give her something a little different than what she'd been getting from the 
kid and her old boy friend.


"Okay, beautiful, you talked me into it," he said, smiling evilly down at 
her. "Take off your clothes, baby, we're gonna have some fun."


As quickly as she could, Avis rose and did as she was ordered, tearing off 
the gay garments she had donned so happily in anticipation of Wright's 
arrival. Though a part of her was still smoldering at the smugly insulting 
treatment she was receiving at Jed's hands, she knew she had no choice but 
to obey. Her very freedom was at stake!


She could feel his eyes burning away at her flesh as she removed the last of 
her garments, but she had to ignore the feelings of revulsion that made her 
feel as though she were going to be sick to her stomach. She was moving like 
an automaton now, mindlessly stripping her body to his watery gaze while he 
stood motionless in the moonlight watching.


"Okay, sweetie," he suddenly said as she stood motionless and naked before 
him, her clothes in her hands. "Put your stuff on the porch up there. Then I 
want to see how my cock looks in between your pretty lips."


As Avis flushed in mortification and walked back to the porch to lay the 
bundle of garments in front of the back door, Jed Latham followed her. When 
she came back down the porch steps, she saw that he had sat down on the 
lowest stair and he motioned for her to come down to the grass below, 
sneeringly adding, "I wanta feel you stretch those pretty lips around my big 
cock, beautiful. You like little boys, but I don't know if your little mouth 
is big enough to take a real prick."


Avis hesitated for just a second and immediately felt the chill of anger 
that radiated from Jed's scrawny body. "Maybe you'd like it better to tell 
ol' man Pettway why you couldn't help suckin' his boy's baby pecker, huh, 
sweetie?"


At the sound of the unanswerable question, Avis shuddered and hurried to her 
place on the ground between his knees. He straightened his legs and spread 
them apart so she could crawl between them, sliding his hips forward on the 
step at the same time so his buttocks were resting on the edge. As Avis 
moved between them, he wound his fingers in her gleaming blonde hair and 
jerked her head down, grinding his pelvis up at the same time so she could 
feel the heat of his rigidly swollen penis beneath the fabric of his 
trousers. She closed her eyes in bitter submission, vowing to get through 
the ordeal without angering him again.


"Take it out, beautiful," he hissed down at her, twisting his fingers in her 
hair until she winced from the pain.


She reached forward anxiously to do as he commanded, hoping to gain some 
mercy from a show of willingness. She knew he was just waiting for the 
slightest excuse to humiliate her further, and she moved desperately to 
please him, fumbling with the zipper of his pants to release the stiffly 
throbbing cock underneath.


"Speed it up, baby," Jed shouted callously. "I'm gonna cum in my pants 
before you get it out!"


Finally, after she fumbled for another moment, the bloated fleshy instrument 
burst into the air through the unzipped fly. The soda jerk grabbed her 
cringing hand and wrapped it around the thickly standing staff of flesh, 
skinning it back so that the blunt gleaming head was a scant few inches from 
her eyes. Then suddenly, his hands were at her mouth, opening her lips, and 
the hot rubbery flesh of his cock rubbed tauntingly against her teeth. She 
could see down the full length of the rigid rod of flesh and realized with a 
start that it was as long as Wright's and nearly as thick.


She flinched from the sight, sickened by the idea of her mouth being used 
again as a receptacle of lust, this time by a man who had always revolted 
her with his lewd comments and insulting looks. The very thought of the 
thick sperm he would spew into her throat made her gag a little, but just 
then, his fingers tightened cruelly in her hair, reminding her that she had 
no choice but to do his bidding. The kneeling lady pharmacist sighed and 
opened her lips, and immediately the thick pole of flesh rammed forward into 
her mouth. She could feel the bulbous head sliding wetly along the full 
length of her tongue inside filling the warm cavern of her mouth with the 
pungent salty taste of his semen.


Jed began a slow undulation of his hips on the step, his broad cock slipping 
in and out of her mouth with a wet sluicing sound. His hand gripped tightly 
in her pale hair, guiding her head back and forth. A cocky satisfied grin 
spread over his homely face as he looked down and saw the sight of his 
heavily swollen penis pistoning brutally into the lovely blonde's trapped 
face. He let his hands drop down to explore the flawless ivory white flesh 
of her breasts, tweaking and twisting the small buds of her nipples into 
hardness. His fingers kneaded her velvety flesh hungrily as he watched the 
long thick cudgel of his flesh sawing into her widely ovaled mouth. It was 
an exciting picture, one he'd never thought he'd see until today, and he 
lifted his hand again to trap her face between his palms, pressing in with 
his fingertips to feel the movement of his cock moving in and out between 
her cheeks. He pulled her mouth harder over his thick penis and gazed 
delightedly at her red straining lips as she moaned in submission between 
his legs below.


"Suck it, you beautiful fucking whore, suck my cock!" he groaned as he 
jerked his crotch upward to drive the tip of his huge penis deep down into 
her throat, causing her to gag and choke.


Avis could feel his fingers crawling over her nakedly kneeling body as her 
head bobbed up and down on the thick fleshy shaft, protruding from his 
abdomen. In the light of the moon, she could barely see the small tufts of 
blonde pubic hair that curled out of the base of his open fly, and her mind 
wandered in dazed half-thought. Nothing mattered to her anymore except to 
get this horrible ordeal over with, and she dully wondered how many more 
times she would be forced to submit to this vile animal's desires to buy his 
silence about what she had done with Lee.


Jed groaned as the lovely blonde woman voluntarily began to run her tongue 
wetly around and around the smooth rubbery flesh of the head of his cock. 
Knowing now that she was no better than the worst prostitute, Avis did not 
struggle against the lewd fires of passion that were once again rekindling 
in her loins. There was no longer any reason to fight the traitorous 
responses of her body, she reasoned bitterly, and if she gave this man 
pleasure, he would have all the more reason to protect her freedom-so she 
would be there when he wanted her again. She began sucking to please him, 
swirling around the lust-swollen glans with her tongue and flicking 
teasingly at the tiny slitted opening at the end. The sharp pungent taste 
and odor of his liquid excitement seeping out caused her mouth to salivate 
and her nostrils to flare in arousal. She would give him anything he wanted 
now; she just didn't care anymore.


The sandy-haired man groaned and twisted above her as her blonde head bobbed 
slavishly over his lust-bloated shaft of flesh. He watched with obscene 
delight as her tightly stretched lips strained at his thick pulsating penis, 
sucking , voraciously as though she wanted to swallow it whole. She was 
drawing at his throbbing cock like a wanton whore, and the thick pistoning 
instrument seemed to disappear into her face as he rammed upward with 
clenching buttocks, driving it deep into her warmly gulping mouth, until his 
pubic hair brushed at the tip of her nose.


Then, suddenly, he pushed her head brutally away from his loins, his rampant 
cock pulling from her sucking mouth with a lewd popping sound. Avis' eyes 
fluttered open in surprise at his abrupt withdrawal, and she searched his 
face in the dim light for some sign that she had displeased him. But the 
gleam of his teeth as he grinned sardonically down at her made her realize 
that the night would hold much more humiliation in store for her.


"Get up closer to the step and lean over," he commanded her with a cruel, 
merciless glint in his eyes that sent chills of foreboding down her spine. 
She no longer knew what to expect. This man had her in a terrible position 
and he knew it. After the way she had always treated him in the drugstore, 
she was certain that he would more than enjoy subjecting her to every 
depraved and lewd act that came into his mind. Still, she was fairly certain 
that after what she had been through that afternoon, nothing would ever 
shock her again.


He stood up on the grass at the foot of the steps, and she silently obeyed 
him, kneeling over so that the tips of her breasts dangled over the warm 
place where he had been sitting. She heard him as he knelt down on the grass 
behind her. She was trembling a bit with fear and humiliation, yet she knew 
she would have to follow this man's commands if she wanted to preserve 
herself from society's wrath for her seduction of Lee.


"What are you going to do?" she inquired fearfully, turning her head back so 
that she could see him hovering over her defenselessly upthrust buttocks.


"I'm gonna give you a little surprise, beautiful," he said with a sinister 
glee that terrified her. He unzipped his pants and dropped them to his 
knees. "Somethin' I bet you ain't tried before. I want you to feel this big 
ol' cock of mine where none of those little boys have ever been."


Avis felt his hands pulling apart the smooth moons of her buttocks and his 
fingers curling down to the surprisingly wet slit of her pussy. She was 
absolutely bewildered by his words until she fel him slipping a fingertip up 
from the warm moistness of her dully throbbing vagina up toward the tiny 
hole of her anus. The tip of his finger, slippery from her vaginal juices, 
circled teasingly around the puckered nether ring guarding the entrance of 
her rectum for a moment and then with a sudden thrust sunk inside with a 
jerk all the way up to the first knuckle.


CHAPTER TEN


Avis jumped forward against the steps with the first searing flash of pain, 
then quivered as she realized what he was intending to do to her. She 
couldn't believe it. She had braced herself for anything but this! She knew 
she would have to give Jed Latham anything he wanted, but this just wasn't 
human. It wasn't right. She didn't believe he meant it, but was just trying 
to frighten her, trying to make her crawl and plead with him. Furiously, she 
clenched her legs and buttocks tightly together and wrenched free of his 
impaling finger. He wouldn't dare to make love to her there, she thought 
indignantly, his big cock would split her apart!


She was almost relieved as she heard him chuckling at her insulted reaction, 
and she felt his hands move away. They were replaced suddenly with his lips, 
kissing and biting her smooth ovaled buttocks with sharp little nips. She 
could feel him spread her ass-cheeks apart with his thumbs to lick the hot, 
slightly sweating crevice between. She moaned in humiliation as he pulled 
and stretched at her soft fleshy globes, straining at her tight rubber anal 
ring until it parted slightly to the cool night air.


She tried to clench her fearfully trembling buttocks together again but the 
pressure of his thumbs inserted in the moist furrow was too much. Her 
ass-cheeks were cruelly stretched away from each other, and the kneeling 
blonde was mortified-r at the idea of the ugly man hovering obscenely over 
her defenselessly puckering anus. She felt the hair on his legs brushing 
against her sensitive inner thighs as he crawled closer, and then suddenly 
she felt the tip of his outstretched middle finger again at the naked 
hairless opening to her rectum. Instinctively, she tightly clenched her 
muscles to stop the brutal penetration she knew was about to come, but it 
was futile as the soda jerk shoved his finger forward with a grunt, digging 
it into her warm buttery back passageway.


Avis leapt forward with a loud gasp of protest, but Jed ruthlessly jabbed 
forward again, impaling his long thin finger deeper into her cringing anus. 
Little moans of complaint escaped from her lips as he drilled deeper and 
deeper, expanding the natural narrowness of her rectum until she thought she 
would faint from the cruel probe. Smiling fiendishly down at her, he began 
to move it around the tight opening, sawing it in and out to stretch the 
tiny anus.


A flicker of surprised pleasure lighted Avis's face as the pain gradually 
faded to be replaced by a strangely enjoyable sensation-a sensation she had 
never experienced before. She relaxed slightly and tentatively squirmed her 
hips back against his hand, until without warning, she felt the extra 
pressure of another finger ramming unexpectedly in alongside the first. It 
hurt this time and she squealed angrily.


"Oh, stop it!" she snapped impatiently over her shoulder. "A joke's a joke, 
but you're carrying this too far."


"Not yet, beautiful," the sadistically grinning man hissed from behind her. 
Before she could protest again, he placed one hand on the small of her back, 
pinning her to the steps as he screwed both fingers into her mercilessly, 
digging in cruelly to stretch the tiny puckered hole until she grunted in 
pain each time he turned and twisted his fingers in the narrow channel.


Then, once again, her face registered, first startled disbelief, then 
dawning pleasure as the pain once again faded and her rectal channel became 
accustomed to the unnatural invasion. Avis couldn't believe that anything so 
perverted could feel so good, but it did, and it sent wild thrills of erotic 
pleasure shooting through her loins. Her mouth opened slackly and she began 
to pant and gasp as his fingers worked around and around her stretched anus. 
Behind her, Jed's eyes gleamed as he felt the voluptuously kneeling blonde 
begin to squirm beneath him in total surrender.


"Now, baby, I'm goin' to give you that big cock you want," he gloated 
evilly. "I'm gonna shove it up your asshole 'til you can taste it."


Despite the tremor of fear that passed through her gt his words, Avis nodded 
eagerly. His fingers felt so good there, a completely new sensation she had 
never known before. Without thinking of what she was saying, she gasped. 
"Yes, fuck me there, fuck my ass!"


As suddenly as he had shoved the fingers in, Jed pulled them out of her. 
They slipped out of the warm tight passage, the pink anal ring clasping at 
them until they popped out with a slight sucking sound. Then, he dropped his 
head between her thighs and licked wetly at the entire crevice of her 
buttocks, using the tip of his tongue to moisten the tiny hole for the entry 
of his long hard penis. Avis excitedly wriggled her buttocks back against 
the gently teasing sensation of his tongue, willingly presenting her rounded 
ass-cheeks to the blackmailing soda jerk. He shuffled forward up between her 
widespread thighs and positioned his eagerly pulsing cock so that its 
lust-swollen head rested in the damp quivering crevice between her shapely 
buttocks.


"Now, take it and put it in your asshole, baby," he rasped, impatient to 
complete the subjugation of the beautiful blonde.


Avis reached back through the arch of her open legs to grasp his jutting 
rock-hard staff, but as her fingers wrapped hotly around it, a sudden 
expression of fright flashed across her lovely face. It was huge, she 
realized fearfully, as her fingers barely encircled the thickness of the 
fleshy pulsing rod. She stroked it slowly, doubt apparent on her face.


"Put it in, boy-fucker," he repeatedly threatened, his hands grasping 
harshly at her naked hips to hold them steady in the air.


Avis submitted to his inhuman command, positioning the blunt-headed weapon 
of flesh against the tight, hairless hole of her anal passage. She held her 
breath as she felt the hotly throbbing instrument begin to prod against her 
tiny opening and realized that her fears had been well-founded. It was 
horribly large. She could never take that monstrosity in her rectum without 
tearing her apart. She tried to crawl away from him but his hands held her 
securely.


The muscles in Jed's stomach strained against his shirt as he pressed 
forward, and Avis felt the tentative probing between her open buttocks grow 
into a merciless pressure against her tiny, helplessly puckering anus.


"Oh my God, nooooooo!" she suddenly cried out as the straining nether ring 
abruptly gave way before the pressure, and his huge cock-head popped inside 
her brutally stretched opening with a sudden rush that sent a jolt of agony 
arching through her loins.


The pain was so unbearable that she twisted and screamed, again and again, 
bucking like a pony against him as she tried with all her strength to escape 
the inhuman impalement. There was no escape from the horror and degradation 
of the depraved attack on her helpless body, and every movement of her 
nakedly thrashing buttocks seemed only to wedge the thick rigid penis more 
securely in her wide-stretched anal passage.


Jed watched her vain effort to pull away, grinning as he held her hips 
solidly in place.


"Stop, it hurts. Oh God! It's too tight," she begged, her eyes wide with 
agony as his pressing thighs continued to force the thickly swollen member 
deeper up into her virginal rectum. She could hardly think. Every way was 
pain and more pain, vibrating through every fiber of her being, the flaring 
cock-head tunneling into her, pushing the soft rubbery rectal flesh inside 
her in great waves of pain before it. Ignoring her pleas, he hammered inch 
after tortured inch up into her vainly resisting anal passage, filling her 
backside so completely that the helplessly kneeling blonde felt as though 
she were being impaled on a tree trunk. She grunted in anguished submission, 
her beautiful face twisted in torment, until suddenly she felt the coarse 
hair of his loins smack heavily into the softness of her upturned buttocks. 
Only then did she realize that his cruel fleshy thickness was buried up to 
the hilt inside her rectum.


The soda jerk chuckled lewdly and throbbed his long hard penis deep within 
the narrow confines of Avis's anal passage. "How do you like it, you 
stuck-up bitch?" he said in sadistic delight. "How do you like it-being 
fucked in the ass?"


Avis heard him snicker again, and she groaned in anguish. The excitement she 
had felt before was ripped aw ay by the reality and overpowering presence of 
that hotly pulsating staff embedded so deeply in her rectum. She had never 
felt so soiled and debauched in her life she thought miserabely, as the soda 
jerk began to fuck rhythmically in and out of the depths of her tortured 
back passage.


Sobs of pain and misery were wracked from her chest as the cruelly grinning 
soda jerk thrust the full thick length of his punishing rod of flesh into 
her with long smooth strokes. Jed gloated over the sight of her pink 
clasping flesh pulling out with the thick base of his gleaming white cock 
every time he withdrew for another vicious thrust inside. This was it, he 
thought triumphantly, now he had the haughty bitch who had looked down at 
him every day in the drugstore. He was ass-fucking her, and before it was 
over she'd like it ... whether she wanted to or not!


To her amazement, Avis once again realized that the agony was beginning to 
ease; the pain itself was becoming oddly pleasurable. She was beginning to 
experience some strange masochistic enjoyment from each thrust of his cock 
up into her belly, and she tentatively began to move back to meet him. As 
she shoved backwards to meet the forward movement of his loins, she felt the 
implacable passion rekindling in her body, and suddenly she was shamelessly 
twisting and waving the whiteness of her ass-cheeks back at him in a lewd 
invitation to fuck harder and deeper. Her nakedly rounded buttocks were 
swinging in tiny rotating circles, clenching, tightly around the hot 
pistoning length of his cock with a slight throb of her rectal muscles on 
every outstroke.


Sweat poured down the angular face of Jed Latham. He stared down in sadistic 
delight as his sperm-laden balls smacked resoundingly against her moistened 
cuntal crevice every time he sank his penis to the hilt in her wide-split 
crevice. He knew the arrogant blonde pharmacist was his to do with as he 
wished now. She was kneeling like a naked love slave before him, prepared to 
follow his every command. He would fuck her now, better than that snotty kid 
or his rich boss, better than she'd ever had it before. He'd always wanted 
to fuck a woman in her ass, and here he was with the most beautiful woman 
who'd ever come to Buckston. Hell, she was loving it, he realized as he 
watched the ecstatic wiggling of her buttocks and her long golden hair 
swirling around her neck and shoulders as she bucked frantically back to get 
more of his long thick cock embedded so deeply in her stretched anal 
passageway.


"Oh, fuck' Fuck me, Jed!" She moaned beneath him as he rammed forward as far 
as he could, pulling the softly yielding cheeks of her ass wide apart to 
allow him to go deeper. He held it there, just to tease her, and was 
rewarded by the impassioned movement of her nakedly rotating buttocks back 
against his loins.


With long, unending thrusts, he began to fuck into her quivering backside, 
hard and deep, with brutal slaps that resounded through the night air. His 
sweating face dripped onto her lovely hollowing back, making it glisten in 
the moonlight. His breath came in short angry gasps as he gripped the tops 
of her thighs with his fingers, squeezing with all his strength to pull her 
anus back over his hotly expanding cock like fitting a boot. He heard her 
half-scream from the pleasure mixed with pain as he increased the vigor and 
power of his strokes.


Avis waved her ass-cheeks salaciously back against his pounding thrusts, her 
mind blurred by the intensity of the sensation. She felt no pain now, only 
an exquisitely warm wet sensation in the crevice of her ass, and she felt 
filled as she'd never been before. She was a whore now, selling any part of 
her body so that she would not have to pay for her lust for a little boy, 
and she didn't even care anymore. She was loving it! She wanted him to cum, 
to shoot his great load of sperm deep up into her belly. She strained back 
against the huge shaft of pulsing flesh as she felt it balloon into an even 
greater size, stretching her anal muscles almost beyond endurance.


"Oh, cum, cum! You bastard, cum!" she grunted as she felt him thrust the 
full length of his rock-hard penis far up into her rectum, his body jerking 
convulsively, his hands digging like claws into the softly yielding flesh of 
her hips.


Avis screamed like a banshee as the first hot spurt of his cum shot into the 
wildly sucking depths of her rectum. It surged through her body like a 
volcanic eruption, and she felt her belly muscles rippling as they massaged 
his thick exploding shaft of flesh. Jed shoved forward with a mighty thrust 
that made his heavily swaying balls scrape over her lust-swollen clitoris, 
setting off her own orgasm.


"Ah. Oh! Aggghhh! Aaaaaiiieeee. I'm cumming. Harder! Harder! Aaaggggghhhhh!"


Avis's body tensed and convulsed as the long awaited peak of sensation was 
finally achieved, then she gasped as she felt his limply deflated shaft 
being quickly withdrawn from her flooding behind. There was a slight, wet 
sucking sound as it slipped out from between the full white moons of her 
cum-smeared buttocks. Then a sudden rush of cool air washed over the steamy 
wetness of her loins as Jed got shakily to his feet behind her.


Avis collapsed on the ground below the step, and when she finally opened her 
eyes a moment later, she saw the soda jerk rapidly fastening the buckle of 
his belt. She was happily surprised that he was leaving so ready until she 
heard the voices at the front of the house.


"Jed, don't leave!" She whispered fearfully. "Who's on the road?"


"You made a helluva lot of noise when you came, beautiful," he said, still 
leering down at her, "You got a great little asshole, baby. I can't wait to 
get at it again, but first you better go tell your neighbors down the street 
that you were just having a bad dream."


As he spoke, Avis recognized the voice of the woman who lived a hundred 
yards up the road, beyond the pine grove. The middle-aged lady was calling 
Avis's name in a worried voice and, as she suddenly realized what she must 
have sounded like, the gorgeous blonde glared furiously up at the cockily 
smiling man.


"Get out of here," she hissed softly. "Get out of my sight, or I swear I'll 
go to the sheriff myself, no matter what they do to me. I may be bad, but 
you sicken me, so I guess you're worse. Now get out! And you needn't bother 
to tell Wright. I'm telling him myself-just as soon as I can get to the 
telephone."


"Now, listen....don't do nothing hasty," the soda jerk began in a 
high-pitched voice that bordered on fear.


"Get out!" she screamed, and was relieved to see him break into a run around 
the side of the house.


With that, she strode angrily up the stairs and through the back door to her 
bedroom where she could pick up a robe. Tired as she was, Avis mustered her 
strength to calm down the lady from down the road before she could get any 
sleep.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


The sun was already high in the sky the next day by the time Avis walked 
down the dusty road to Maddox's Drugstore. She had been up for hours, after 
a night of more thought than sleep, and her bags were already packed and 
stacked up in the living room of her house-Sometime during the night, she 
had finally decided that she could not stay in Buckston, and she was now 
going to the store for the last time to collect her check, money she would 
need to re-establish herself in the city. As she neared the place where she 
had worked so happily for the past month, the lovely, but slightly 
haggard-looking blonde determinedly squared her shoulders. She was going to 
go in there, take her pay, and then leave, she vowed firmly. She wanted 
nothing more to do with any of the three men who had so intimately entered 
her life in the last three days.


Her slender hand was shaking as she pushed open the glass and steel door, 
but she ignored it. She knew that she was going to have to forget what she 
was feeling until she escaped out into the bright sunlight again. If Wright 
even smiled at her, she was afraid she might break down ... and she didn't 
want that. Not now. Not after all he and the other two had put her 
through....


She was finished with men, she reminded herself, as she stepped into the 
air-conditioned dimness of the store. She had lived through another 
emotional disasters-she would make it through this one, somehow. But this 
was the last time! The male sex were not worth the heartache they brought!


Her head high, Avis walked toward the back of the store radiating a proud 
coolness she hardly felt. Though there did not seem to be anyone in the 
store, she did not let her eyes waver from the door to the drug room, for 
fear she would have to meet the slimy, triumphant smile of Jed, who might be 
anywhere. From the back, she could hear low voices, and stifling her impulse 
to retreat she strode firmly around the glass counter and into the drug 
room. She stopped short in the doorway, her green eyes widening in surprise 
as she saw Wright and Lee sitting side by side at her work table, their 
heads bent together in a smiling discussion.


Immediately suspecting that they were still congratulating each other for 
the brutal ravishment of her body yesterday afternoon, she cleared her 
throat and then icily said. "If I might interrupt you for a moment...."


"Darling!" Wright smiled, leaping to his feet at the sound of her voice. He 
rushed to where she stood, kissed her forehead, then turned to lead her back 
to the work table. "I'm glad you slept late, love. Lee and I have been busy 
all morning, and there weren't any new prescriptions anyway."


"How handy," she commented flatly, wondering all over again at the supreme 
selfishness of men. She saw Lee beaming at her as well and realized that 
they, neither of them, had any idea of the mental agonies she had been 
through while they were busy enjoying each other's company. "Have you two 
had a nice time?"


"Boy, wait until we tell you!" Lee bubbled from the desk.


"I tried to call you around ten-thirty last night," Wright said, winking at 
the boy beside him. "When we got finished. But you didn't answer. Just as 
well, though. We didn't get everything arranged until this morning."


"Marvelous. You can write me about it," Avis said drily. "I'm leaving. I've 
come to pick up my wages.


Had she been interested in revenge, the shocked expressions that crossed 
both their faces would have been payment enough, but the blonde woman 
determinedly kept her mind on its single track. "Please," she insisted 
quietly as she tried to ignore the fluttery feeling in her stomach that 
would not go away. "I'm in a bit of a rush."


As she spoke, the shock gradually faded from Wright's face and, to her 
horror, he began to laugh. "Avis, Avis," he scolded, still chuckling. "After 
yesterday, neither of us is going to believe your injured virgin routine. 
You're a hot blooded woman, darling, and we love you for it."


"Oh, we do?" she smoldered at him, doubly infuriated by the idea that he and 
Lee had obviously worked out some sort of arrangement to share her body. 
That was the final insult ... now, Wright was trying to make her into a 
whore as well! "Well, you both can forget it! I'm not a public utility!"


At that, both males broke into unrestrained mirth and she could do nothing 
but glare at them helplessly. Finally, their hilarity became just too much 
for her already injured self-respect to bear and she turned to storm out of 
the room.


She got no further than the door before both boy and man were restraining 
her, their faces serious as they suddenly realized that she was playing no 
games with them. "Let me go," she snapped furiously as she tried to wrench 
her body from their hands.


"But darling, you can't go," Wright said gently. "You know I love you. And 
Lee loves you too." He smiled tenderly down at her and went on softly, "It 
wasn't easy to decide that we were both big enough to share you, but we did. 
Surely that counts for something."


"Oh surely," she said bitterly. "And who else is in on it? How about your 
perverted soda jerk? He's got as much right as anyone. Why not have a weekly 
bingo game?" Her voice broke then and she could not hold back the hot tears 
of humiliation and horror at the idea of what she had done, what she had 
actually enjoyed doing with the pasty-faced Jed the night before.


"Jed? What does he have to do with this?" Wright inquired in honest 
bewilderment as Lee pulled a handkerchief helpfully out of his jeans pocket 
and tenderly tried to dry her cheeks. The terrible, wracking sobs that shook 
her body so violently were affecting both men and Wright asked again, 
"Sweetheart, what's wrong?"


Barely able to talk, now that the dam of her emotions had finally cracked, 
Avis managed to gasp out what had happened to her at the hands of the soda 
jerk. The truth was so horrible that just speaking of it seemed to restore 
her to her senses a bit, so that she was at least speaking clearly as she 
finished with, "And he'll be coming back for the same, I suppose. And I have 
no choice but to do what he wants unless I leave Buckston. Unless you and 
Lee want to add another member to the group."


But her embittered words did not have the humiliating effect she had hoped 
for. In fact, the two men were exchanging glances of such shared anger that 
for a moment she was frightened until they turned back to her with obvious 
love in their eyes.


"Darling, he didn't come to work today, and I suspect he's probably left 
town, coward that he is. Anyway he doesn't matter now. You still don't 
understand what we've been trying to tell you," Wright said patiently.


"Yeah," Lee chimed in, his youthful high spirits returning in a flash. 
"We're getting married!"


"No, we're getting married," Wright laughingly corrected him as he hugged 
Avis close to him. "And we're going to have a son!"


"Well, later maybe," Avis said doubtfully. Then, suddenly, the truth dawned 
on her. She looked up to see Wright's beaming gaze and could only gasp, "Lee 
... ?"


"His father signed the papers this morning," the gray-haired man nodded. 
"And we sign them this afternoon in city hall, after the ceremony. That is, 
if you're still in town...."


The lovely blonde could do nothing but shake her head in wonder as she 
nestled in the warmth of Wright's arms. Then, remembering the youngster who 
still stood in the doorway, she reached out with one arm to draw him close. 
Her green eyes glistened, but with a different, happier sort of tears as her 
two men squeezed her tightly between them.


THE END
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Chapter 1


Sensitive nose snuffing and eyes and ears attuned to
everything that made a sound or moved in her natural habitat, the
great burly bear moved gracefully through her territory on silent
padded feet.  She was not hungry, her nearly insatiable appetite
for once satisfied.  Food was abundant; brambles drooped with
sweet berries; lightning-blazed hollow trees dripped with honey,
and the numerous streams boiled with darting trout.  The furry
mother-to-be was content.
     Suddenly, the feared man-scent was strong in her nostrils.
With the appearance of horse and rider on the crest of the ridge,
she stood still and watched.  They seemed harmless, unaware of her
presence and of no present danger.  Then, once again, her wide
nostrils rankled with a fresh scent--another animal had entered
her domain!
     From the security of a nearby granite niche, a pair of tawny
eyes surveyed the ridge.  Nose wrinkling above half-snarling lips,
the great cat sorted out the scents; the hated smell of humans,
horses, and stronger, the odor of bear.  The mountain lion swished
its tail angrily and emitted a low growl.
     The she-bear turned, sniffing, listening.  She recognized the
cat scent, heard the low, throaty growl of warning.  Uttering her
own barely audible snarl of irritation, she moved off into the
underbrush until she came to a tall sugar pine.  Rising to her
hind legs, she reached high, slashing into the rough bark some
eight feet above the ground with the lancet-sharp claws of her
forepaws to leave her mark her territorial warning to the mountain
lion who had violated her domain.  Then, dropping to all fours,
she ambled down the slope toward the stream ... her stomach told
her it was time to catch a meal of speckled trout.


*     *     *


The primitive drama played, and the men and women who
comprised the pack train were unaware of it.  Their senses were
not attuned to the affairs of the forest.  They were in a Sierra
wilderness but were not a part of it.  They were truly alien
beings in that place, in that time.  Their concentration was on
each other and the feral, rutting fantasies of their imaginations.
     Ned Dow led the party.  It was the remote back country of his
property that they were traversing, and the reason for being here
ostensibly was to find a runaway black stallion.
     Away to the fight and left rose ridges of varying shades of
granite and green that marked the boundaries of the National
Forest, and just ahead, where the trail began to switch back down
toward a cool meadow, barbed wire enclosed the eastern-most
portion of his expansive holdings.
     Ned Dow had led many a pack trip into this country of
abundant trout and plentiful game, but today his thoughts were
filled with the grandeur of Barbara Ross' soft thighs and sensual
lips.  Today was filled with the yesterdays of her ardent skills
and the tomorrows of her sensual promises.  And, as Ned Dow
envisioned the loveliness of her smooth enticing vaginal sheath
enveloping his achingly hard cock, he could not help but think
also of his beautifully blossoming redheaded niece, fourteen year
old Laurie.  He knew such thoughts were prurient, but, damnit!  he
couldn't stop them!
     Where the trail bent and began to descend, Ned halted his
horse, turned in the saddle, and watched the loose procession of
horses and riders converge toward him.  Voluptuous Barbara Ross
came first, followed at varying lengths by Ken Chester, Laurie Dow
and Will Ross leading two pack animals.  When Barbara reined up
alongside, Ned extended an arm, pointing to a clump of willows
that bordered a stream at the far end of the meadow below, and
called out in his booming voice: "Coldwater Meadow.  We'll camp on
the far side tonight."  Without waiting for comment, Ned wheeled
his horse and guided him into the first of many descending
switchbacks.
     Pressing into her stirrups, Barbara eased her weary buttocks
off the saddle and for a moment peered down at Ned Dow's
retreating back, then let her gaze drift across Coldwater Meadow.
There still remained the steep descent and a mile of level riding
before they made camp, but the attractive auburn-haired woman felt
thankful that she could at last see their destination, for she was
the first to admit that she was not a good horsewoman.  In fact,
the only reason she agreed to mount one of the unpredictable
beasts was for the vicarious thrill of the constant, rhythmic
contact between saddle and pelvic area.
     Now, after several hours of hard riding, the crotch of her
tight-fitting britches was saturated, for she refused to wear
panties while riding, savoring instead the ecstasy of the friction
of her naked vagina against the coarsely woven fabric.  At that
moment, a shudder--cold and unwelcomed--rippled through her, and
immediately she eased back into the saddle, forcing herself to
concentrate on the delicious warmth of her moist pussy against the
bard leather, forcing herself to ignore the weariness in her
buttocks.
     Gingerly, then, the enraptured woman guided her horse into
the first switchback, and, as he braced himself in descent, she
felt an even more pleasant warmth spread through her loins, for
now, with each of his jolting strides, her rigid, inflamed
clitoris came into climax-mounting contact with the saddle horn.
It felt almost as good to her as had Ned Dow's hard, jarring cock
on the previous evening; it felt almost as good as she knew Ken
Chester's cock was going to feel.  And she knew it wouldn't be
long before she was able to maneuver him into her waiting arms--
perhaps even tonight.
     She twisted in the saddle then, and above her she saw Ken
sitting quietly on his horse, watching her with unmistakable
interest.  She flashed him a smile, a smile that expressed all the
sensual wantonness she felt at that moment, and he returned it,
grinning with a male cockiness that left no doubt as to its
meaning.
     God!  I'm hot! she thought.  I need a good fucking!  That
episode with Ned last night was pleasant--but not fulfilling.  And
she could never get enough from Will.  Hell!  That selfish bastard
hardly ever touched her anymore; and what was worse, he watched
her like a jealous hawk, prevented her from going into town alone
in search of the cock she so desperately needed to be happy and
content.  No, she had never kidded herself--she was as close to
being a nymphomaniac as a woman could be without actually wearing
a sign advertising her willingness to spread her long legs for
almost any man with a hard-on.  Hell yes, she admitted it: She
adored stiff cocks, wanted all she could get, and had left more
than one man worn to a useless frazzle in the morning.
     Sighing with anticipation, she turned to face forward once
again, and let the sensualness of Ken's unmistakable promise
mingle with the very real twitching in her wetly heated pussy as
it banged repeatedly against the firm leather of the saddle horn.
Mind and body were as one, in tune, awash in a sea of carnal
wanting.
     She remained that way, unconscious of the outside world,
until she reached the meadow.  Then, spurring her horse in an
unaccustomed gallop, she raced forward, passing a startled Ned Dow
and silently screaming out a deliciously wet climax.


*     *     *


From the ridge above Ken Chester watched this scene with
unastonished amusement as he awaited the remainder of the party.
He had long since pegged Will Ross' wife for what she was.
Nevertheless, she was a striking woman, a woman with unfathomable
sensual depth.  And a woman he was soon going to plow!  Hard,
deep, and relentlessly!  It wouldn't be like it had been with
Laurie.  No, with this one he would be the one to learn a few
things.  Unconsciously he licked his lips in anticipation, then
turned, his thoughts distracted as his boss' niece rode up.
     "What's so amusing?" Laurie Dow asked, a trace of
irritability in her normally pleasant young voice.
     "Hmmm?  Oh, nothing," Ken lied.  "I was just admiring the
beauty," he said, sweeping one arm in a wide arc.  "Your uncle's a
very lucky man.  So much beautiful land.  Unspoiled.  Quiet ...
and beautiful."
     "Like Barbara Ross?" Laurie asked, irritability now turned to
jealous anger.
     "Barbara?" the young ranch-hand asked questioningly, the mock
surprise in his voice somehow ringing untrue even to his own ears.
     "Yes, Barbara!" the beautiful teenager spat contemptuously.
"You can't keep your eyes off her!"
     "Jesus, Laurie.  Don't act so childish."
     "Childish!  Childish!" Laurie shouted vehemently.  "I suppose
I was being childish in your cabin the other day.  I suppose that
now that you've taken what you wanted ..."
     "Sssssh," the handsome blond-haired hand said as he turned in
his saddle and glanced toward the approaching figure of Will Ross.
"Do you want Will to hear you?"
     "I don't care if he does," the enticing young girl said,
swishing her long, roan-red tresses in a contemptuous manner up
and over her rigidly-held shoulders.  "You're the one who taught
me how to be a woman, remember?  You're the one who told me I was
a woman!"
     "Well, you're sure as hell not acting like one," Ken hissed,
challenging the defiance in her anger-sparked dark eyes.  "You're
acting like a spoiled brat."
     There were several moments of silence between them then,
several moments of will-infusing stares.  Finally, the young
ranch-hand and aspiring writer cleared his throat and said
(forcing unaccustomed sternness into his voice): "Get on down the
trail, Laurie.  We'll talk about it later."
     For a moment Laurie said nothing, then, straightening in her
saddle until her back was ramrod stiff, her chin held high, she
said:
     "Maybe we will, Mr. Chester.  Maybe we will." Then, nudging
her mount, Sniffy, gently with the toe of her boot, she guided him
toward the twisting, descending trail.  "Just remember," she
called back without turning, "two can play your little game."
     Ken sat motionless on his mount, watching the stiffbacked
departure of the girl whose virginity he had taken only two days
before, and wondered how he let himself get embroiled in this
situation.  Didn't he have enough problems already without getting
involved with his boss' fourteen year old niece?  And a minor to
boot!  If it hadn't been for his damn loneliness ... for the
tequila that always made him ... Oh, well, it was over and done
with.  He HAD taken her cherry ... yet, she really was a luscious
piece for one so young ... but, but damnit!  Everybody and his
brother was finding out about it!  First the ranch foreman, and
now he was sure Barbara knew, and that probably meant Will would
know ... Shit!  If Ned finds out, my ass is going to be mud!
     "What's the matter, boy?" a deep voice, loud and quite close,
suddenly asked.
     "Huh?" Ken mumbled, startled out of his musings.
     "Looks like you got woman troubles," the voice of Will Ross
boomed amusingly from the trail.
     "Me?  Hell no, Will," Ken replied, trying to sound
convincing.  "I was just thinking about that stallion."
     "Why you sittin' up here lookin' like You just lost your last
friend then?" Will asked, his grey eyes twinkling with mirth.
     "Oh ... I was just waiting for you to catch up.  Thought I'd
take the pack animals for a spell, if you want."
     The older man's element-weathered face split in a wide grin
and he reached his hand up and tipped his sweat-stained gray
cowboy hat back on his hand.  "Sure, boy.  Glad to be rid of them
rheumy critters.  'Sides, I got no objection to gettin' a close-up
of Miss Laurie's sweet little bouncin' ass.  'Nough to make the
old blood boil, don't you think?"
     "Yeah, sure," Ken answered vaguely as he accepted the lead
rope of the pack animals.
     "See you at the bottom," the weathered ranch owner said with
a wry grin, then spurred his horse unceremoniously and hurried
down the trail in pursuit of his best friend's niece.
     Damn!  I knew it!  Ken thought as he urged his own mount and
the equipment-laden pack animals slowly forward.  Everybody knows
it!


*     *     *


In the meantime, Laurie's hands fell slack on Sniffy's reins
as she let him pick his own way among the steep trail's loose
shale.  Her mind was a boiling cauldron of remembered thoughts
memories that spanned only a few short days but were so
graphically etched on her memory that she doubted if she would
ever forget them.  It seemed hardly possible that it all could
have begun such a short time ago ... that it could have begun at
all!  Yet, it seemed like only yesterday that she had arrived at
her uncle's ranch to begin a summer vacation of leisurely
horseback rides and refreshing dips in the spring fed pool ...
     ... But then she had met Ken, had submitted to him in the
seclusion of his cabin, had felt her deflowering turn into
pleasure-awakening fires of latent desire, had even relished in a
second and depraved assault by her uncle's foreman while her lover
watched.  Then later, in retrospect, when she had finally admitted
to herself that within her veins beat the fiery blood of
wantonness, when she realized that there was no turning back from
her sexual appetite, there was still amazement.  Nevertheless, she
had known that she would not shy from any excuse to steal away and
meet her lover.  Then had come her uncle's decision to recapture a
runaway black stallion, and it had given her just such an excuse,
an excuse to be with her lover--with Ken.
     But now, everything was going wrong!  All because of Barbara
Ross.  That slut!  She had turned Ken's head with her sultry
glances and open promises.  Hadn't she seen it with her own eyes?
Watched it all day on the trail?  And Ken had fallen for it!  Her
lover!  The man who had freed her from her juvenile self, helped
her take the first big step toward becoming a mature female--a
real woman!  She could still taste the poignancy of his lips,
still feel his throbbing hardness buried to the hilt up in her
belly.  Her whole being was filled, consumed with warmth, with
love, with the wanting of him.  But his eyes had spent all day
devouring that slut Barbara!  Damn her!  Damn him!  There had to
be a way to make him see what she was.  There had to be ...


*     *     *


Behind Laurie, Will Ross tightened the pressure on his
horses' reins, bringing the colt beneath him to a less dangerous
pace as he closed the distance between the young girl and himself.
He was close enough now that he could see her clearly without her
being aware of him--unless she turned and looked back.
Maintaining this pace, he followed her down the trail, his eyes
glued to her youthfully developed body, its perfect proportion's,
the large, firmly bouncing breasts that threatened to burst out of
her blouse, the breath-taking contours of her hips, the wispy
waist, and the sensually rounded little bottom that clung
provocatively to her skin-tight jeans.
     All morning long he had been observing her from a distance
and fantasizing, but now, close-up, his lust-stimulated brain
began to plan and scheme.  !f it was the last thing he ever did,
he was going to slip it to that delicious morsel of sweet young
meat.
     For several years he had watched her blossoming, but what he
had observed at the ranch last night and what he was observing
now, told him that she was at last ripe for the plucking.  But it
must be planned carefully, for he wasn't prepared to take on the
wrath of Ned Dow.  It would have to be done carefully ...
     For a moment Will thought he would laugh out loud at the
incredulity of the whole situation.  All day his observations from
the rear of the pack train had filled him with amusement and
wonder.  They were certainly an odd assortment of human beings, he
mused.  Like a circular maze of hungry mice he had once seen, each
chasing the tail of another, round and round and round.  And like
those mice, they were all hungry sexually hungry, each chasing one
another's tail; Ned hot for Barbara, Barbara and Laurie vying for
Ken, Ken drooling over Barbara, and he, he Will Ross, a man old
enough to be her father--and then some, lusting after Laurie.
Hell, maybe even Ned wanted his own niece; who could tell?  It was
all mixed up.  But I'll bet it won't be long before the fireworks
begin.  No siree!  Not long at all, he thought as he followed
Laurie out onto Coldwater Meadow ...


*     *     *


Several hours later, Laurie Dow was sitting by herself on a
fallen log at the edge of the grassy clearing her uncle had chosen
as a campsite.  She was watching the three men and Barbara as they
sat in a three-cornered huddle near the crackling, pine-scented
fire that Ken Chester had built with all the expertise of an
Indian.  It was shamefully obvious to Laurie that Barbara had her
sights set on Ken.  The disgusting bitch was coming on strong,
laughing and clutching at every opportunity to touch the blond
man's shoulder or leg as they talked.  It all seemed innocent, of
course, and not even Will was paying any mind to his wife's bold,
insinuating advances.  In fact, he seemed to admire Ken and was
making an effort to see that the young writer downed just as much
whiskey as he and Ned did.  Even her uncle seemed to be oblivious
to her presence.  He was grinning like a Cheshire cat and, much to
Barbara's delight, questioning his hired hand about the latter's
success with women.
     "Yes, do tell us about that," Laurie heard Barbara ask
cooingly.  "I've heard all sorts of crazy tales about writers,
that they're hung like bulls and can go for simply hours on end."
     "Well, I don't know about that," Ken laughed softly as he
reached for the whiskey.
     "Goddamnit, Ned, I'm so glad we brought old Ken here along.
He's a ballsy son-of-a-bitch."
     Laurie smiled to herself at Will's ignorance, his blindness
to Barbara's overt attempts to lure Ken off for sexual games.  The
young girl was saddened by her hot-blooded lover's responsiveness
to Barbara's cheap, open remarks and gestures.  Surely her time
with him in the cabin had meant something more than just a
convenient romp in bed--taking a nave teenager's virginity just
for the fun of it.  Oh Lord, she screamed inwardly, what if it
were true?
     A few minutes later, the young girl watched the tipsy
revelers rise from their spots around the fire and move toward
her.
     "Gonna catch that black demon tomorrow ..." Ned Dow drunkenly
announced to his niece, "but now--now we're gonna take a little
walk down to that stream I keep hearin' ... catch us a mess of
trout for bre'kf'st.  S'okay?"
     "Of course, Uncle Ned, but be careful of the rocks--they look
pretty slippery."
     "If you don't mind, sir, I think I'll stay here with Laurie,"
Ken said casually, his voice betraying no evidence of the
considerable quantity of whiskey he had drunk with the others.
     "Thasss all right with me ... but juss be careful the spooks
up here don't get you," Ned quipped thickly over his shoulder as
he staggered off behind Will and Barbara, fishing rod in one hand,
an unopened bottle of whiskey in the other.  Gradually their
voices and occasional bursts of laughter faded in the early
evening light.
     Ken took a seat beside Laurie and the pair sat in silence for
several minutes.  It was the first time they had been alone since
the fateful afternoon in the cabin, and their thoughts were now
hammering in their brains with the same, though unspoken urgency.
Ken was casting about frantically in his mind for an appropriate
opening statement to break the silence, an opening to pave the way
to another satisfying session with the passionate young nymph at
his side.
     "Laurie, I know what you're thinking," Ken finally said, his
arm reaching out to rest gently on her shoulder.  "But you don't
understand why I've been going along with Barbara's seduction
game.  It's only a diversionary tactic.  She's got the hots for
me, and I'd much rather keep her busy that way than chance having
the bitch suspect us and go to your uncle with some tale that
could hurt us both."
     "Are you sure that's your only interest in her?" Laurie asked
with undisguised doubt in her voice.
     "Solemn promise," he answered, smiling broadly as he held up
his free hand to swear his sincerity.  Believing him, she laughed
softly at her fears and leaned against him, snuggling her head
into the warm hollow between his shoulder and chest.  Perhaps she
was not as much of a woman as she thought.  Maybe she should have
overcome her petty doubts and understood the force of pressure
being placed on Ken by Barbara and the situation itself.  Despite
what Ken had implied, it was really shallow of her to think that
one afternoon of love-making would automatically transform her
into a full-fledged woman.  In any case, she was certainly willing
to tackle the challenge with every ounce of energy and courage she
possessed.  And she knew she was looking forward to his caresses.
     Sensing his impact on her emotions, the tawny-haired young
man slipped his other arm around her waist and drew her snugly
against him, planting his lips on hers in a long, hungry kiss that
forced her head back.  His tongue snaked inward, pried between her
teeth and slipped headlong into the warm wet depths of her mouth.
With a light jabbing motion, he toyed with her tongue until he
heard her breath begin to race with the desire that had been
seething just below the surface of her doubts and fears.  A little
at a time, he withdrew his tongue, enticing hers into his mouth,
then locking his lips around the slender spear of pink flesh in a
teasing sucking grip.
     "Oh Ken, Ken ..." she sighed when he withdrew his mouth to
give them air.  Then, only vaguely aware of what she was doing,
Laurie deliberately dropped one eager hand from his neck and began
to fumble at the fly of his trousers, her sensitive girlish
fingers finding and curling around the long throbbing bulge under
the material.  In answer to her boldness, he moved one of his
hands from her back to fully cup one of her proudly upthrust
breasts in his fingers, and was pleasantly surprised to discover
that his earlier suspicions had been right: She was not wearing a
brassiere under her flannel shirt.  His searching fingers found
and freed the first three buttons of the shirt, his hand plunging
in eagerly to grasp and alternately knead the soft warmth of each
naked breast.  Then he bent forward and pulled back the shirt,
nipping playfully at the erect little nipples with his teeth,
eliciting low fevered moans from her as she worked almost
frantically to open his fly.
     As Laurie jerked free the last remaining metal button of his
jeans, she was shocked once again by the sight of his huge thick
penis leaping into view.  My God, it was so beautiful! she thought
as her fingers circled the warmly throbbing shaft of virile flesh.
She was suddenly filled with a sense of power ... a power that
enabled her to make his penis that large just by touching it with
her fingers.  Its circumference was so great she was unable to
completely encompass it with her hand, and she wondered anew how
she had ever been able to take it into her virginal little pussy.
     "Suck it honey!  Suck me off!" Ken whispered demandingly.
Then, gently applying pressure to the back of her neck, he hissed:
"It's lesson number two in becoming a real woman."
     Laurie was shocked by his tone, shocked even more as she
watched his face twist into a grotesque mask of lust as it had
before at the cabin.  She felt a wave of confusion at this
unexpected change in personality, this change from a tender,
attentive lover to a selfish, demanding, aroused male.  But there
was more than confusion in her mind; his very crudity triggered
something else, something deep inside her, something that
delighted in being humiliated, delighted in being treated as a
receptacle in which to vent his obscene sexual lust.
     "I--I don't know what you want me to do ... I don't know how
to ... suck you off," she whispered in his ear.  The moist caress
of her breath incited him all the more, as he exerted more
pressure on the back of her head, forcing her youthful face down
until it nearly touched the blood-inflamed head of his rigid
organ.
     For a moment, she stared wordlessly at the pulsing
instrument, all thought of the discomfort of the position she had
been forced into forgotten.
     She held her breath for an interminable moment and then
expelled it causing the bulbous head to lurch, and expand.  He
pulled back, just far enough to allow his eagerly pulsating penis
access to her wet young mouth at a more comfortable angle.  Now he
thought, she would understand what he meant by lesson number two.
Now, she would learn.
     "Lick it," Ken snarled down at her, forcing her bewildered
and impassioned face closer to his lust-swollen penis.
     For a brief moment, a surge of near-panic swept over Laurie
as she realized that there was no escape ... he truly intended to
make her do it!  Then, once more an unreasonable, masochistic
sensation surged through her, and she moved her face hypnotically
forward ...
     Laurie heard Ken choke in lustful anticipation, and,
unbelievably, unexplainable trickles of desire began to ripple
through her, spurring her on.  Drawing a deep breath, she flicked
out her tiny tongue, bringing it into contact with the slit of the
rubbery tip.  Without hesitation, she began to swirl her pink
little tongue around it slowly, experimentally.  She felt Ken
release his hold on her head, his hand snaking down to grasp and
knead her nakedly swaying breasts to the taunting sensation of her
swirling tongue.
     For the first time in her life, Laurie tasted the pungent
tang of passion-incited seminal fluid seeping from the little
slit, and she sensed a new wave of wanton excitement wash through
her, causing her nostrils to flare feverishly.  She found herself
eagerly licking along the soft underside of his vein-embossed cock
and up to its rim, her small hand caressing it in her tongue's
moist wake.  Then her tongue flicked forward once more toward the
velvety flesh at its thick base, and beyond to his cum-filled
balls.  She drew her nails gently beneath them and weighed their
bloated warmth in the small palm of her hand with unqualified
slavelike affection.  The cute fourteen year old rancher's niece
used her other hand to draw the thick foreskin back until the
ponderous head stood proudly sleek and naked.
     Suddenly, with a low groan of hunger, she moved her wetly
parted lips forward, encompassing the spongy, plum-colored head
within their ovaled circle, letting the hot shaft of throbbing
flesh glide along the full length of her tongue as her moist,
rounded mouth absorbed more and more of it.
     Ken groaned above her awkwardly nodding head, watching her
labor on the end of his aching cock, hardly believing the
salacious sight of her beautiful young face so obscenely distorted
as she tried to suck him with unquestionable desire.  Jesus
Christ!  He'd triggered something inside her!  This luscious,
teenage angel was trying to get all of his cock into her mouth!
Shit!  Even with the whores in Tulsa, it had never been like this!
The little bitch was eating his cock with feeling!
     He began a slow undulation with his hips, sliding his thick,
saliva-coated penis in and out of her ripe young mouth with a damp
sucking sound, watching in lewd captivation the puffing of her
cheeks beneath him.  As her head began to move up and down in more
fervent bobbing motions the ranch hand started shoving his
excitedly throbbing cock between her ovaled young lips in mounting
fury.  Shit!  He could hardly contain the almost evil smile of
dominant lust as he rammed into her wetly sucking mouth.
     And Laurie couldn't resist the obscene stimulation the forced
sucking of her lover's penis was suddenly bringing her.  Her
breasts throbbed with the bruising kneading of his strong fingers
as never-before sensations of a growing lasciviousness raced
through her thighs and soft belly.  She had never in her most
remote sexual fantasies even imagined that sucking a man's penis
could bring her such sheer bliss, and she found herself eagerly
exploring every ridge and wrinkle of his rigid shaft of throbbing
flesh.  Her tongue licked hungrily at the blood-filled head, and
she used her tongue-tip to probe again and again into its tiny
slit, while her hotly pulsating vagina grew moist and excited
between her squeezing thighs.
     Ken gaped down at the beautiful young girl's elastic-like
lips passively absorbing his huge throbbing penis as he thrust his
groin back and forth into her young face.  He watched her wetly
ovalled lips clinging to his thick shaft ... watched her lips pull
out as he withdrew his penis, then disappear back inside her mouth
when he shoved forward, sinking the head of his cock almost down
the back of her throat.
     The pressure in his sperm-churning balls was growing
unbearable.  Goddamn!  This cute little redheaded fourteen old was
sucking so instinctively, that it seemed almost as if she had done
this every day of her life.
     Ken began to groan incoherently low in his throat.  He
clasped both sides of her face and began to fuck it as though it
were some large, incredibly moist vagina.  She gagged with each
inward stroke.  He wanted to cum.  He could feel the sperm boiling
in his balls.  He had to cum!


Chapter 2


Suddenly Laurie stopped!
     Christ!  She couldn't stop now!  He was almost ready to cum!
He opened his mouth to speak, but the words choked in his throat.
He knew why she had stopped.  He was frozen to stillness,
listening with her.  Someone was coming!
     In unison they hastily began dressing, their fingers busily
buttoning and adjusting clothing.
     "Well, hello, kids," Barbara said with faint sarcasm as she
and the two men came into the ring of light, "Laurie, dear, don't
you think you should put on something warmer?  You'll catch your
death sitting there with your shirt open like that."
     "Please don't worry about me, Mrs. Ross.  I'm really quite
warm," Laurie said icily as she surreptitiously inched further
away from Ken.
     "I'll bet you are, sweetie," Barbara retorted, equally
frigid, her eyes scanning the pair and settling unflinchingly on
the dwindling length of cock inside Ken's trousers.
     "You folks can jaw all you want, but I'm going to have
another shot and go to bed," Laurie's uncle said, addressing the
group offhandedly.  He was obviously unaware of the crux of the
situation, his perception now even more impaired by whiskey.
Raising his hand to wave good-night, the inebriated rancher
zigzagged up to the fire, now mostly glowing coals, and stooped to
pick up an armful of large hardwood logs.  He came dangerously
close to falling head first into the sputtering bed of coals as he
bent over it to release the logs like a load of bombs, swearing
when a shower of sparks fanned out in all directions.  Still
grumbling good-naturedly, he snatched up his bed roll and then
stumbled to the far side of the rejuvenated campfire, just outside
the range of visibility, having forgotten to drink his nightcap.
     "Will, don't you think it would be nice to sit here a bit and
watch the fire?" Barbara suggested as she sat next to Ken on the
log, unbuttoning the top buttons of her sweater as she wriggled
into a position for maximum comfort.  "It's just as Laurie said--
warm and pleasant here."
     But Will merely grunted, not really hearing his wife, for his
eyes were pinned to the white swells of Laurie's breasts, generous
portions of which were still showing where her shirt lapels were
peeled back.
     "Hey, listen, why don't I get that big quilt Laurie packed,"
Barbara said, rising.  "There's no sense sitting on this old tree
when we can be comfortable." With that, she turned and walked
toward the supply cache, her lushly ripened buttocks jiggling
suggestively as she went.  Feeling Laurie's muscles tense at the
older woman's display, Ken slapped her knee and turned toward her
to smile, hoping to dispel her jealousy and anxiety over Barbara.
There was a possibility, he thought, that the night could develop
into one hell of an affair.  If he played his cards right, he
might provide the impetus required to engineer a real orgy.
Barbara would agree--that much was certain--and from the way Will
was ogling Laurie, his eyes beady with desire for the girl, Ken
was reasonably safe in assuming that he, too, would go along with
things.  Only Laurie remained an obstacle, for he was almost
positive that she would try to dispel any sexual play in which
Barbara might become his partner if only temporarily.  Christ, he
had to give it a try, though.  The way the young girl had sucked
his cock, building him to such a pitch of excitement that he had
been on the verge of cumming ... well, something had to be done.
Anyway, that big, raven-haired bitch looked like a wonderful lay,
and she had been making every effort to communicate to him that
she would like nothing better than a good hard fucking.
     Laurie watched Ken's face as he sat thinking, his gaze glued
to some imaginary spot on the ground beyond his feet.  She loathed
Barbara and Will for returning when they had; Ken's warmly
throbbing cock had tasted like heaven in her mouth.  And she was
certain that he would have filled her throat with his white hot
sperm if they had had another few minutes alone.  Now, they had
not only been interrupted, but it was clearly apparent that
Barbara planned to share Ken's firm masculine body whether the
girl liked it or not.  All right, Laurie suddenly decided, let
her--Ken would see that, even though she was only fourteen, she
was capable of providing in enthusiasm what the older woman had in
experience.  Besides, Laurie knew that she was much lovelier than
Barbara and every bit as well built.
     Will's mind was also working rapidly, calculating through a
boozy haze how he could swing even a few minutes with young
Laurie, his cock buried to the hilt somewhere, anywhere, in the
youthful redhead's delectable little body.  Hell, Barbara could
have a romp with the ranchhand-writer, if necessary ... if that
was what it took to get little Laurie.  Thank God Ned had been
drunk, lagging behind, when the three of them had returned to camp
from the stream.  Otherwise he would have seen his hot little
bitch of a niece with her lips wrapped around Ken's cock, and that
would have spoiled whatever chance there might be for the rest of
them to have some fun.
     "Here we are," Barbara said as she approached the others with
a large thick quilt draped over her arm.  After Ken and Will had
assisted her in spreading the quilt out evenly on the ground a
dozen or so paces from the log, the foursome found positions on
it, sitting shoulder to shoulder as they faced the fire.
     "You know, you two had better be more careful ... if you're
going to play around up here," Barbara said after an awkward
silence, pausing again to let the words sink in.  "There might
have been a lot of trouble if Ned had caught you like that,
Laurie." Another long silence followed and Will grinned obscenely
as he turned to stare directly into Laurie's unbelieving eyes.
     "Do you mean ... you saw?" Laurie asked quaveringly, fighting
down a strong desire to deny everything.
     "Yes, dear, Will and I both saw."
     "Let me ask you this, then," Ken broke in, the strength and
self-assurance in his voice a comfort to Laurie, "did you like
what you saw?"
     "That all depends ..." Barbara answered coyly, her eyes
traveling from Ken's handsome face down to the crotch of his
trousers.  "Doesn't it, Will?  I mean, it depends upon how Ken and
Laurie think of us.  Isn't that right, honey?"
     "Yeah, that's how it is," he replied almost menacingly.  "Ned
might start shootin' if he thought his pretty niece was goin'
down, sucking the cock of a stranger."
     Laurie blanched with embarrassment at Will Ross's ugly words,
words she began to understand were designed to barely camouflage a
blackmail threat.  But good God, what did the Ross couple have in
mind as payment to remain quiet about what they had witnessed?
Surely Will, a man older than her own uncle, did not expect her to
submit to his sexual demands?  And yet, the more the girl thought
about Barbara's hankering for Ken, the more she began to realize
that this was possible.  Probably Will was willing to grant his
wife sexual freedom at the price as having his way with Ned Dow's
niece.
     "Forgive Will's bluntness," Barbara said, "but, really now, I
don't see why the four of us can't work out something to give
everyone satisfaction.  Laurie's not a child--not anymore--and
Ned's out like a light for the rest of the night ... Why can't we
all be sort of ... Friendly ... and forget all about what
happened?" With this last pointedly promiscuous remark, Barbara
chuckled gaily and edged close enough to Ken to rest her head on
his brawny warm shoulder.  She breathed a low moan when she felt
his arm slip around her waist, pulling her even closer.
     "Well, now that you mention it, perhaps we can be friends,"
Ken laughed, his awakened male vanity growing by leaps and bounds.
Everything seemed to be going his way this evening.  And now, he
could feel his restlessly stirring cock responding to Barbara's
nearness, causing him for a moment to completely forget about
Laurie and Will sitting side by side, less than a foot away on the
quilt.  He only knew that he wanted this seductive, black-haired
woman, regardless of the consequences, and the sooner the better.
     "By Jesus, I wholeheartedly agree ... Why don't we all get
nice and cozy, and maybe ... maybe we'll forget what we saw?" Will
said with a twinkle in his eye.  Then, boldly, he added: "One
thing, I think it's a crying shame that a girl with Laurie's looks
should be sitting here freezing to death."
     "But I'm not cold, Mr. Ross," Laurie quickly replied.
     "Sure you are, Will insisted.  "Those nice little titties of
yours are half naked!" He could not tear his eyes away from her
voluptuous young body and began to breathe faster as his long
thick penis jerked to attention between his legs.  Nothing could
stop him now from having that beautiful youngster's body--and even
if she should scream bloody murder, hell, his old friend Ned would
never believe that he had actually tried to get in the girl's
pants.  More, he knew that Laurie was crazy with jealousy as she
sat there watching her boy friend brazenly playing around with his
wife.
     It was true: Laurie's thoughts were perfectly aligned with
Will's.  A jealous rage boiled in her veins as she watched Ken's
hand probing boldly under the opened front of Barbara's sweater.
Yet she was also dimly conscious of another feeling, a subtle
warmth flowing through her loins as she witnessed the blond
ranchhand's betrayal before her very eyes.  Good heavens, she must
be sick to be excited, even a little, by the sight of her own
lover fondling another woman.  She was also stirred by the strange
masochistic pleasure she took in knowing that Will, a man almost
three times her age, planned to take advantage of the fact that he
and Barbara had seen her kneeling between Ken's legs.  The young
redhead realized that her uncle would never even consider any
accusation she leveled at Will, that the man had taken her against
her will while her uncle dozed in a drunken stupor.  She had no
way to turn, no recourse but to accept the lecherous old Will to
use her almost virginal body in any way he wanted.  Just the
thought of his touching her made the girl tremble with a
combination of shame and arousal that she could not explain.
     "Come here, sweetheart," Will said as he roughly hugged
Laurie to him and began to unbutton her shirt the rest of the way
down.  Then, as if controlled by an alien force, she forced
herself to relax as he rudely stripped the shirt from her lovely
white shoulders and down over her arms.  She heard him whistle
softly as he looked at her softly gleaming breasts with the
nipples perking to sudden erection in the cool breeze.  Without a
word, he knelt back and worked with shaking fingers to unfasten
the front of his trousers, his eyes still feasting on the
magnificent naked mounds of her breasts.
     Laurie could not wholly fathom what was happening, even
though the fluttering sensations in her breasts and loins were
becoming stronger and harder to ignore.  In an attempt to avert
her eyes from what would soon be Will's nudity, she turned her
gaze toward Ken and Barbara ... Oh, God!  Barbara was also half
naked, her sensually full breasts standing out in front of her
like huge filled balloons being kneaded and pinched by Ken's eager
hands and fingers.  Her young mind was even more shocked to see
that the ranchhand's trousers were lying in a heap on the ground
in front of them, his rigidly pulsing cock jutting out at least
six inches above where Barbara held it with both hands at the
base.  She saw the older woman clench her fingers tightly around
the thick penis, slowly sliding them up and down its incredible
length as Ken's face changed again into that of a primitive savage
He moved up a bit closer so that his knees straddled Barbara's rib
cage, his long throbbing cock directly above the woman's face,
presenting her lust-filmed eyes with a perfect view of his
hardness while his sperm-bloated balls drooped down to nestle in
the warm fleshy cleavage between her breasts.
     "Lie back," Laurie heard Barbara say huskily, watching her
push against Ken's chest as she spoke.  The man did not have to be
told twice and immediately rolled to one side and over on his back
in one continuous movement.  "Aren't you going to join, me,
Laurie?" Barbara asked slyly, an obscene grin on her face as she
moved fluidly to crouch on her hands and knees over the ranchhand.
"In the meantime, Will can build up the fire again so we can enjoy
seeing the show."
     "Ah, shit, Barbara, I'm hotter'n sixty," the graying older
man protested as he stood.  Laurie turned toward his voice and saw
that he was now completely naked, standing there at her side with
one tanned, weatherbeaten hand stroking his lust-stiffened penis.
She could not help but imagine what it would be like to hold the
two men's massively throbbing cocks in her hands at the same time,
stroking them as she had just seen Barbara caressing Ken's
hardened penis.
     Laurie sat motionless for a moment as Will stalked off to
replenish the fire.  She felt confused, as the uniqueness of the
situation took total command of her senses.  At last she could no
longer remain sitting there, doing nothing, while Barbara prepared
to satisfy herself to the fullest on the banquet of male flesh
waiting beneath her.  She must share Ken as well, she thought
jealously, leaning forward to her knees and crawling to one side
of his nakedly prone form.
     "Wait--let's take off all our clothes and surprise Will when
he comes back," Barbara whispered.  Both of them wordlessly
followed the suggestion, wriggling out of their jeans and tossing
them in a haphazard pile next to the men's clothes.  When they
were both utterly naked, Barbara's mature, full-fleshed body made
a striking contrast to Laurie's firm, slightly girlish contours in
the reflected light from the renewed, roaring fire.
     They were both so desirable, so willing, that Ken was having
a difficult time trying to decide which one he wanted to go down
on him first.  Finally, his sex-weakened mind chose Barbara,
because she was the aggressor this evening, and he reached up to
place both of his hands behind her head, bending her neck down to
him until her mouth was poised tantalizing over the eagerly
jerking head of his granite-like penis.  He arched upwards a
little, his ass-cheeks rising from the ground, until his visibly
pulsating cock-head was pressing against her wetly parted lips.
He could barely hold himself back from bucking up and ramming his
long hard thickness down her throat.  For a second he was sure
that the dark-haired older woman was going to close her lips
completely and he held his breath, expecting her to pull away ...
but there was no rebuff.  Instead, Barbara's lips parted wider,
and her soft wet mouth pressed down of its own accord, accepting
his pulsating hardness between the rounded "O" of her lips which
closed thrillingly over the sensitive tip of his cock.  It was a
dream ... the hot moist flesh encircling him twice in one night,
from two different women!  It was more than Laurie could bear,
watching Barbara engulfing Ken's long beautiful cock with her
hungry mouth, and she moved in to crowd the older woman aside
until Barbara was compelled to take a position at the man's side
in order not to lose the thick stalk of flesh in her mouth.
Laurie then lowered herself and grabbed the wide trunk of his
hotly pulsating penis with one hand, while with the other she
wound her fingers around his sperm-filled balls.  She could feel
Barbara's ovalled wet mouth sliding down the fleshy shaft to touch
her grasping fist.
     Returning from his chore at the fire, Will heaved a deep sigh
of approval at the lewd spectacle of his wife and the sweet little
fourteen year old redhead clamoring like bitches in heat over
Ken's thick cock.  He stood quietly at the edge of the quilt,
watching his wife suck hungrily at the long gleaming penis
flicking in and out of her throat.  Then his own rampant cock
sprang to an even greater aching tautness as he saw Laurie scoot
down flat on her belly between Ken's wide splayed legs and flick
out her tongue to tickle at the gathered ridge of flesh between
the softness of his balls.  Barbara continued to suck voraciously,
taking more and more of the saliva-coated cock into her mouth with
each downward stroke, while Laurie's pink tongue massaged the
tender skin of his scrotum.
     The older man was agog as he stepped closer, not trusting his
eyes when he saw Laurie actually suck one of the big balls into
her mouth, her fingers working desperately to fit in the second
one as well!
     Scorching torrents of erotic need lapped at Ken Chester's
mind and body as he watched the two passionate females working,
sucking and swallowing his fiery cock and testicles.  The muscles
of his stomach flexed until he was certain they would snap from
the intensity of his pleasure as he arched his back higher and
higher to receive the maximum benefit of the warmly sucking
mouths.  God, what a brain-reeling sight!  The full red-stained
lips of Barbara's mouth pulling out from her face as she bobbed
up, her mouth sucking on the upstroke and clinging avidly to his
swollen cock.  And his heatedly tingling balls now out of sight in
Laurie's wide-stretched young mouth, almost suffocating her
despite the fact that she tickled and swiped with her lizard-quick
tongue at the sperm-filled sac.
     Will was rabid with lust as he watched the party taking place
just a few feet from where he stood.  He licked his fever-dry
lips, grimacing when he saw Barbara jerk the thick wet cock from
her sucking lips and bend it toward Laurie, who released her hold
on Ken's scrotum and closed her sensuous little mouth over the
pulsing shaft of hard male flesh.  Once again, the young girl
almost choked from the sheer size of the penis disappearing
between her wetly ovalled lips.  She sucked at it madly and could
feel the ranchhand's reaction to the fresh mouth over him.  She
was wholly involved in her performance and now pushed to the back
of her mind any reservations she had had about sharing Ken with
the other woman.
     "Grab my cock, baby, and put it in your cunt," Laurie heard
the wheezing Will command.  She had not noticed his return from
the campfire, let alone sensed him creeping on his hands and knees
up behind the upraised circles of her naked ass-cheeks.  The older
man delivered a sharp slap to her smooth fleshy buttocks to show
that he meant business, and then, hesitantly, but fearful he would
carry out his threat to call her uncle and tell him about Ken, she
reached behind her to seize his hotly throbbing hardness, aiming
the bloated tip at her tiny vaginal opening up between her
slender, tapered thighs.  Will's cock leaped eagerly in her hand,
and he pushed forward as Laurie began to rub the oozing head up
and down the full length of her hair-lined pussy slit, lubricating
his big cock-head further with the copiously flowing juices from
her cunt.  There was an outward pressure on her ankles, and she
did not resist as the panting older man pressured her legs open
wider ... until the insides of her calves grazed his knees.
     "Damnit, go on, Will--fuck the hot little whore like a dog,"
Barbara goaded as she shifted her stimulated torso higher on Ken's
body and took hold of her own right breast, squeezing the
resilient flesh to bursting fullness as she offered the wide dark
brown ring of the nipple to the ranchhand's mouth.
     Damn, what a beautiful sight, Will thought, his body shaking
in excitement as he leered at his wife's full naked breast in the
stranger's mouth, at Ned's kneeling teenage niece sucking Ken's
huge cock with her pretty little pussy so vulnerable and open
right there before him, but his lust-hardened penis pressed up
against its trembling wetness.  He had waited a long time to fuck
this smart-assed teenager, and now it was his turn, by God,
whether she was ready or not.  He wanted to ram into her as deep
as possible, further than she could take, to show the little bitch
that Will Ross was by no means too old to fuck.
     Lowering himself a little; Will spread Laurie's firmly
rounded young buttocks wide apart and then pushed forward until
she felt a stretching at her moistly heated vaginal entrance ...
and then ... a spasm of pain as the bloated cock-head popped
inside her tight pussy opening.  Her naked buttocks began waving
like a flag in a stiff wind, thrashing in all directions, but her
movements only helped to drive the abnormally thick penis deeper
up inside her painfully stretched vaginal cavity.  She could feel
the weight of the passion-crazed older man's body pressing down on
her back with a pulverizing strength, flattening her lower torso
as he continued to drive his long hard wedge of male flesh up into
her wetly yielding pussy.  She bucked up at him, trying to throw
him off as she bucked, but he only rammed harder, embedding
himself all the way up to his sperm-filled balls in the hotly
quivering sheath of her tight young cunt.
     "Nooooaaaahhhhh!  Eeeeaaaaaah!" she moaned in pain, her cries
muffled by the equally thick cock fucking in and out of her
ovalled mouth as she continued her useless struggle against the
perverted attack from behind.  She no longer felt human with the
huge rigid organ ripping far up into her cringing cuntal passage,
pushing against the sensitive mouth of her cervix.  She felt as
though she had been reamed open up there by a huge log, mutilated
forever by the brutal fleshy pole sunk in her from behind.  Then,
moaning with resignation, her strength failed, and she collapsed
in a limp mass beneath the powerful body of the animal-man behind
her.
     Her loathing of Barbara returned when she saw the older woman
leering sadistically at her, watching her husband's depraved,
cruel rape.
     "How do you like having it like a dog, honey," Barbara hissed
as Ken continued to suck hard on her breast.
     That lewd question increased Laurie's feeling of degradation
a thousand-fold, to know that the dark-haired woman was watching
it all and enjoying her humiliation at the hands of this man old
enough to be her grandfather.
     "Just relax, honey, and it'll hurt less," Barbara went on.
Her instructions were a mockery to Laurie, and the girl set her
teeth to prevent another cry from escaping her lips.  Gradually,
however, the pain in her cock-stuffed vagina eased a little.  She
still felt torn and stretched wide there, but the short time Will
had lain on her, not moving, had given her wetly-throbbing pussy
an opportunity to gradually adjust to the forced entry.  Defiled
as she was, she would call on every last reserve of her courage
and show that brunette bitch that even a fourteen year old girl
could play this sex game as well as she could.
     Will groaned unexpectedly as he felt the skewered teenager's
vaginal muscles tighten and relax, tighten and relax around the
pulsing length of his buried cock.  He could hardly believe his
eyes when he saw the nakedly kneeling girl actually rise to her
knees and begin to rotate her firm young ass-cheeks in a slow
grinding motion in front of him.  He flexed his penis deep in her
hotly clasping cunt as an answering signal, still not thoroughly
convinced that she was really responding to him.  He groaned as he
felt it, felt her now slippery vaginal passage tighten around his
pulsating hardness like a warm fitting glove.  Holy Christ, he had
really conquered her--she was liking it!  Gasping and moaning in
fresh delight, he grasped her hips with his hands and pulled her
back more snugly against him, beginning a rhythmical fucking
motion far up into the hot flesh confines of her cunt.  He watched
with trembling delight as the blood-infused lips of her milking
little cunt drew back with his lust-thickened cock, clasping to it
as firmly as a baby's sucking mouth on a mother's breast.
     In the meantime, Ken snarled at the loss of Laurie's warm wet
lips around his impatiently throbbing cock.  He reached down and
seized it, aiming the expanded cock-tip at his young mistress's
open, gasping mouth.  The girl did not have to be encouraged
further and bowed her head once more to lock her softly-rounded
lips around the fleshy staff.  Laurie was obviously feeling no
pain now, actually feeling nothing but unadulterated pleasure, for
she was wantonly thrusting and squirming back to meet each obscene
impaling stroke of the naked older man's cock, then diving forward
to suck as much as possible of the huge throbbing penis up into
her mouth.
     Barbara was observing with bulging eyes the double fucking
from both the front and back the girl was getting and could not
tolerate for another instant her own passive role in the orgiastic
scene.  Cramming more of her melon-like breast in the ranchhand's
mouth, she reached down with one hand and grabbed one of Laurie's
provocatively bouncing breasts, pulling and clutching at the
swaying mound of firm rounded flesh as though she were milking it.
Her sharp fingernails then scraped harshly across the naked young
girl's stiffened nipple, causing a muffled moan of pleasure-pain
to issue from Laurie's cock-filled mouth.  For a fleeting moment,
Barbara found herself thinking of how wonderful it would be to
suck the breast, not as a lesbian, but because the vibrant young
mound of creamy flesh was so sensuously beautiful and appealing.
But now her moist pussy was screaming for attention, for a cock, a
tongue, anything.
     She withdrew her own bruised breast from Ken's mouth gasping
as she tugged the nipple free from his sucking lips, and shifted
her body up, raising herself to her knees and then swinging around
to straddle the ranchhand's lust-twisted face in a position where
she could still see Laurie and Will.
     "Hurry, lick it ... lick my cunt," she said, lowering her
steaming wet vagina down to Ken's mouth.  Laurie watched out of
the corner of her eyes as the ranchhand gazed up into the eagerly
palpitating opening of Barbara's cunt, then snaked his tongue
along the hair-fringed pussy furrow, finally pressing his mouth
over her clasping slit.
     Laurie saw Barbara Ross's mouth fly open at the first contact
and remembered how the handsome writer had mouthed and licked at
her own little pussy before entering it with the long thick cock
that she was now sucking with all her intuitive skill and
enthusiasm.  Behind her, the impassioned and raging Will gurgled
and grunted each time he surged up into her wetly clasping vagina
and she, too, was in breathless ecstasy under him, twisting and
grinding the lush whiteness of her firm rounded buttocks back at
him in a lewd invitation to fuck into her harder and deeper.  He
increased the power of his long, smooth strokes, ramming the
entire length of his plunging cock into her sensitive cuntal
depths.  Her beautiful long red hair spilled down, covering Ken's
thighs and occasionally swirling as with a sudden or particularly
hard thrust she bucked forward and choked on the lust-thickened
cock that was fucking impossibly far up into her slavishly working
throat.  Will inched his hands from her hips to grasp her naked
ass-cheeks, yanking the smooth fleshy moons wider apart to allow
him to fuck deeper.  Abruptly she felt him deliver an extra deep
stroke and pause, then slowly and deliberately withdraw the full
measure of his hotly pulsating cock out of her until only the
lust-swollen tip was in her.  With a loud groan, he slammed it
home with the force of a jackhammer, only to once again slowly
pull it almost all the way out.
     "Oh good, yes, fuck me that way!  Oooohhhhhhh!" the kneeling
fourteen year old cried in delight as he ploughed into her and
filled her smooth, rubbery vaginal walls with his blood-heated
shaft of thickened flesh.  Becrazed now, she locked her warm wet
mouth around Ken's penis and sucked hungrily at it with a zeal
that brought a shudder to his writhing flanks.
     Laurie felt the older man's long thick penis in her cunt
jerk, stretching and expanding her tormented vagina even more, and
she knew what was about to happen, knew that Barbara's husband was
swelling and on the verge of filling her ecstatic little pussy
with his spewing hot cum.  Then she heard a gruff, passionate roar
behind her and felt his tremendous throbbing rod of flesh burst
like a dam as he gave one last buttock-flattening lunge into the
yielding softness of her cunt, emptying his pent-up load of sperm
in spurt after spurt deep up into her belly.  Laurie thought the
wildly ejaculating cock would never stop spurting in her, and she
could feel the hot sticky fluid overflowing and trickling down the
insides of her trembling young thighs.  Oh God, it was glorious,
she thought, to have a male's, any male's, hot cum filling her
pussy, swelling her stomach, running out and down to trickle
through her flame-seared cunt lips.  She uttered a deep sigh of
disappointment as she felt the thick jerking cock inside her begin
to deflate and grow limp.  There was a lewd wet slurping sound as
it slipped out from between her cuntal lips, and she felt a sudden
shock of cold breeze rushing over her sweat-streaked buttocks.
     Still, though, she sucked hungrily at Ken's stone-hard penis
in front of her as he massaged Barbara's clitoris with his tongue,
tracing his tongue-tip down her greedily contracting cuntal lips
to the vaginal opening and then fucking far inside her succulent
flesh.  He was now reaching up with both hands and gripping
Barbara's nakedly swaying breasts, clinging to them as though they
were life-rafts that kept him afloat in his sea of erotic madness.
     Barbara was also nearing orgasm, grinding her wildly
quivering cunt down to receive every iota of erotic pleasure she
could get from the ranchhand's voraciously licking tongue.
     Abruptly she stiffened, her eyes fluttering in ecstasy, her
long firm thighs trembling.  "Oh God, I'm cumming, I'm
cummmmming!" she moaned and reached down beneath Ken's head to
tangle her fingers in the tousled thatch of his blond hair.
Savagely she yanked upward to bury the masculine face hard into
her wetly heated cunt, rolling and pressing down her thighs in
pure abandoned pleasure.
     Laurie could not restrain herself from pausing to watch the
exciting display of orgasm, envious that the older woman had cum,
and yet she had not been brought to completion.  As Barbara lifted
herself from Ken and collapsed nakedly beside him on the quilt,
next to where Will had also crawled to lie heaving and exhausted,
Laurie felt the ranchhand's wildly throbbing cock in her throat
pulse faster and grow to such a size that she feared her lips
would tear painfully apart at the sides of her mouth.
     "Suck it, baby, suck it up!  I'm cumming, cummmmmmming!" the
muscular man chanted insanely.  Laurie gagged and choked as her
virile lover's mighty torrent of cum shot into the back of her
mouth, welling up to fill her bloated cheeks until she was forced
to swallow rapidly to keep up with his volcanic gush of hot sperm.
But it was more than she could handle and thin trails of cum
trickled out of the comers of her mouth and down on the now-
depleted balls that she was in the process of sucking dry.
     The satiated ranchhand-writer cast an idiotic smile toward
Laurie as she raised her head from the spent, deflating cock, her
mouth smeared with his male sperm and her own saliva.  She was
still wild with the need to achieve an orgasm just as the others
had, but both men were seemingly useless now.  Her frustration was
too much to hold back, and she rose, turning away to hide the
tears of unfulfillment streaming down her cheeks.
     After awhile, she gained control of herself and picked her
way carefully among the others, gathering her clothes, saying
nothing about the desire still smoldering up between her legs.
She knew that it would be senseless.
     She walked quietly back to the cache of gear to get her bed
roll, spread it out a dozen yards from the glowing coals of the
fire, dressed for warmth, and climbed in.  It had been a long,
hard day.  She was tired, but it was a long time before she
drifted into restless sleep.


Chapter 3


Laurie awoke the next morning with her brain still dazed and
reeling from the extraordinary orgiastic experience of the night
before.  She lay there wondering if it had all really taken place
as she remembered now.  Every vivid detail flashed like neon in
her mind, making her dizzy even as she lay flat on her back in the
down-filled sleeping bag.
     "Oh Lord, how can I face the others?" she asked herself when
she heard sleepy snatches of conversation around the breakfast
campfire.  Peering out from the bag, she saw her uncle and Ken
huddling across from each other at the fire, each man applying
himself to the preparation of the morning meal.  Barbara was
nowhere in sight, but turning her head a little, she saw that Will
was busy reloading the pack animals with bed rolls and sundry
pieces of gear they had used to make camp.
     "Hey, honey, did last night tire you out that much?  Aren't
you going to get up?" came Barbara's voice from behind.  Startled,
Laurie whirled around and saw the handsome woman standing a few
feet away, already fully dressed and holding the reins of two
horses she had saddled.
     "I--I guess I overslept," Laurie heard herself apologize,
hating the timidity of her words even as she spoke them.
     "Well, it was quite an evening, I admit," Barbara said
softly, ignoring the girl's discomfort.  "I hope like hell we
don't find that damned horse today ... so maybe we can all get
together for more of the same tonight."
     Laurie did not comment on the woman's statement, but deep
down she had to admit, even in the cold stark light of morning,
that she would also feel little regret if they were forced to
spend another night in the mountains.  If it turned out that way,
perhaps this time she would be allowed to reach the same sexual
release that the others had enjoyed ... mostly at her expense.
     Later, as the group sat in a semi-circle eating crisp bacon
and thin griddle cakes, the talk turned to their plans for the
day.  Ned Dow, between sips of coffee, explained the best route
from the ridge they were on down to the boxed-in gorge known as
Boggy Meadow.
     "Come on, then, let's break camp and get moving," Ned Dow
shouted, stirring everyone to their feet with his mighty booming
voice.  Ten minutes later, the group had packed up and
extinguished the coals of the fire.  A general air of adventure
was in everyone's veins, even Barbara's, as they swung into their
saddles and waited until Ned took the lead away from Coldwater
Meadow toward the trail down into Boggy Meadow gorge.
     Laurie had never seen such beautiful country.  As they
breasted the next ridge, she saw the sun boring its rays through
the misty veils in the canyons and valleys, the distant ridges and
peaks sticking up like islands out of the low-hanging clouds.  Ah,
it was all too much, too glorious to believe ... the light ... the
deep purity of the sky ... the sunny freshness lighting the trees
and brush.  She began to understand Ken perhaps for the first
time: Why he had chosen to be alone in this country ... and why
sometimes he changed so abruptly from an intelligent, considerate
man into a demanding, primitive beast of a man.  This vast wild
land had instilled itself in his very marrow and sometimes took
over his soul and body.  Oh Lord, she loved him, keenly, almost to
the point of pain; and she wanted him inside her, in her warmly
welcoming vagina, to draw him from his sperm the strength and
stamina she needed herself.  Then, again remembering the night
before, she felt a glow of piquant warmth flow through her as she
realized that his white cum was mingled in her blood, that by now
she must have absorbed at least some of it into her system, so
that he was physically a part of her being.
     They rode on in silence for another forty-five minutes,
following Ned under shady arches where the trail was level, then
around time-bleached croppings of rock and down shale slides where
the homes were forced to half sit and brace their front legs in
order to keep from stumbling forward, head-over-heels.
     "All right, I think we should proceed very quietly and
carefully from here on in.  The gorge is only about a quarter of a
mile from here," Ned cautioned.
     "What do you think, Will, Ken, should we tether the pack-
horses here and take along only what we need to build a barricade
at the mouth of the gorge?" Ned asked.
     "That sounds good to me," Ken answered, nodding his approval
of the plan back to where Will was bringing up the rear with the
heavily-laden pack-animals.
     "Yeah, sure.  The fewer horses, the less noise," Will agreed.
"Laurie, since you're handiest, how about helping me stake 'em out
over there.  Looks like decent grazing and there might even be
some water, green as it is." Will was pointing to a grassy patch
of shady, sun-mottled clearing off to the right of the trail,
visible only from where she and the older man were sitting on
their horses.  It was the first time that Laurie had faced the man
who had fucked into her dog-fashion, for she had been avoiding him
as much as possible all morning.  Her uncle had ordered her to
ride toward the back of the party, just ahead of Will, and she had
felt the man's lewd hungering eyes fixed on her buttocks most of
the morning.
     "Sure, Will, I'll give you a hand," she said coolly as she
dismounted and tied Sniffy's reins to a branch.  She took the lead
rope that Will handed her and led the lathered animal off the
trail and into the tiny clearing, Will and the other horse close
behind her.  When the man had satisfied himself with an especially
lush section of grass next to five or six shallow pools of spring
water, he drove in two aluminum stakes and securely fastened the
long lead ropes, then busied himself with the task of removing the
gear they would need to construct a barricade and prevent the
black stallion from escaping the gorge.
     "How do you feel today?" he asked Laurie when he had finished
rolling the needed gear into a canvas bundle.  "I sure hope your
sweet little pussy ain't sore today ... But don't worry, it'll be
a whole lot easier from now on."
     Laurie flushed with anger and spun around on her heel, not
bothering to rebuke Will for his crass remarks.  Later, when the
time was just right, she would draw Ken aside and spill out her
heart to him about her feelings toward him as well as about the
crude older man's intimation.  They could discuss possible
solutions to the Ross couple's blackmailing of them.  And then--
she could visualize it so clearly--Ken would take her in his arms,
tenderly assuring her that they had nothing to fear ... They would
make love, alone and happily, until they both were sated and
content just to be together, holding each other ...


*     *     *


As the group drew closer to the mouth of the gorge,
everyone's anxiety rose to a high pitch.  Sniffy was nervous and
pranced skittishly from side to side of the trail, snorting and
sweating while Laurie cooed to him, gently patting his neck in an
attempt to calm the big chestnut stallion.
     "He probably smells that ornery stud," Ned whispered,
pointing ahead toward the gorge as he turned in his saddle to look
at the others.  "Let's keep our eyes peeled for fallen logs and
whatever else we can use to shut off the end of the gorge.
Laurie, you and Barbara ride in about two or three hundred feet in
front of us and shy him back while we build the barricade.  That
sound okay to everyone?"
     "I don't see any other way," Will answered.  "But I think the
women ought to take the rifles for safety--in case that crazy
black bastard decides to run right through us.  Anyway, they can
fire in the air every so often to discourage that bugger from
heading our way."
     "That's a good idea ... And listen you two," Ned gravely
admonished, "you gals don't hesitate to shoot him between the eyes
if he won't stop runnin' toward you."
     After everyone had agreed, they rode on at a slightly brisker
pace in case the stallion had already scented them and might be
heading out of the gorge to investigate.  But when they reached
the narrow mouth, about five minutes later, there was no sign or
sight of the horse.  They urged their mounts into a circle and
held a brief conference.
     As planned, the two women rode a short way into the deep
gorge, each carrying a loaded rifle, while the three men scouted
the immediate area for barricade material.  They worked steadily
for the better part of an hour, sweating and cursing as they roped
logs, fallen trees, boulders and pieces of brush, using their
sturdy mounts to drag the barrier material into position.  Ken
remained at the entrance, placing rocks and pieces of brush
between the heavier logs and stumps and boulders to create the
effect of a solid wall.  He toiled almost soundlessly, leaving a
small opening at the left side through which Ned and Will could
ride when the blockade was complete.  Then they would climb up to
a spot on the cliff wall where there was a great boulder perched.
Using thick sticks as levers, they would pry the boulder loose and
let it drop into the open slot at the end of the barricade.
     Laurie and Barbara sat their horses at a point where the
gorge widened to about three hundred yards from wall to wall and
extended up and away in a broad grassy meadow.  They could see
that it narrowed again, and ran off to the right, on the far side
of the meadow they faced.  Laurie was thoroughly excited, her
limbs trembling as a peculiar mixture of intoxicating sensations
made her heart pound and threaten to burst free of her chest.  She
was thinking of Ken when she heard the sound--a sound that grew
and echoed ominously, bouncing off the steep walls like a series
of muffled gun shots.
     Then he appeared!
     He trotted into view, a jet-black stallion at least seventeen
hands high, his nostrils flaring as he snorted out defiance,
rejoicing in his freedom of motion, his feet lifting and failing
like pistons with minds of their own.  He slowed to a walk about
two hundred yards away from the women.  At a hundred and fifty
yards, he stopped and seemed to think, his dark eyes absorbing
every detail of the situation confronting him.  It was as if he
were human, Laurie thought, allowing her gaze to rove over every
inch of his magnificent body.  She had never failed to marvel at
this wonderful animal, such flawless conformation, such pride and
dazzling spirit.
     For once, even Ned Dow's voice was hushed with awe and
respect for the big stallion.  He was spellbound, unable to move
or speak as he drank in the sight of the black horse.  In all his
years as a rancher, the graying man had seen many fine horses, but
none like this one ... and every time he saw him, he truly had to
appreciate the stallion's perfect lines and strength.
     "Watch it!" Ned shouted suddenly.  "He's movin' in on us!"
     Will responded immediately and aimed his rifle in the air,
firing several shots skyward to frighten the advancing stallion.
But the black stud merely tossed his head and continued to trot
toward them.  Laurie swiveled her head toward Will and saw with
horror that he was aiming directly at the stud's chest.
     "No, don't shoot him!" Laurie screamed.
     "She's right.  He'll stop.  He's just testing us now, to see
if we've got balls enough to stand in his way." Laurie had never
loved her uncle as much as she did at that moment for saving the
beautiful creature's life.  Ned was right, too, for the stallion
stopped less than a hundred yards in front of them, neighed
angrily, and pivoted on his hind feet to turn and trot
nonchalantly back up the meadow.
     "Why don't we try to run him back to the box at the end of
the gorge--before he comes up with a scheme we haven't provided
for?" Ken asked, the tremor in his voice betraying the anxiety he
felt.  "I'm not much at roping, but I'll hang back and haze for
you."
     Ned bobbed his head up and down, smiling like a kid at the
circus, and then shifted in his saddle to gaze gleefully into
Will's eyes.  The older rancher's face broke into a
correspondingly wide grin as he leaned far back in his saddle and
let loose a cry:
     "Yaaaaaaahheeeeeeeeee!"
     Then the two ranchers galloped off, spurring their horses and
sheathing the rifles in scabbards as they tore headlong toward the
frightened stallion.  Laurie was swollen with pride as she watched
her uncle arid Will, with Ken close behind, approaching the horse.
She marveled at how the men handled their lariats, shaking out
loops as they bore down on the nervous black stud.  At the last
second, when the men seemed dangerously near, the stallion
screamed and wheeled around, charging toward the dead-end gorge
that veered off to the right where he would have to halt, trapped.
     "I hope this little game of theirs doesn't take forever.
Let's pray that they catch that black one right away, so they
won't be too tuckered out to fuck us tonight."
     "Barbara!"
     "What!  Don't tell me you're not aching for some more of my
husband's cock ... I saw you last night, the way you twitched your
sweet little cunt to get every inch.  And I noticed that you
didn't mind gulping down your boy friend's cum either.  Just watch
it, kid, and don't tempt me to spout off to your uncle that you're
a cock-sucking little slut."
     "But Barbara, you don't understand--I love Ken."
     "Shit."
     "Believe me, I do," Laurie bristled.  "God knows, I wouldn't
have allowed your creaking old husband to rape me that way if it
hadn't been for what you two were holding over Ken and me."
     "Correction, honey.  You mean what we are holding over you--
and don't forget it." They were silent then, both fuming within
themselves from the other's remarks, wracking their brains for
insults equal to the hostility they felt.  The whole issue hinged
on their mutual attraction to Ken, his charm and obvious sexual
appeal.  But Laurie had added an extra dimension to her feelings
for him--love.  It was something she was certain that Barbara, in
her wanton desire, would never understand about the relationship.
Still, though, Laurie could not help but painfully recall the
fervor with which he had sucked Barbara's breast, and then her
vagina, until the woman had moaned in sexual abandonment and had
finally climaxed.  The girl now wondered just how much of the
handsome ranchhand's zeal had been in the line of duty--giving his
share of the payment to buy the Ross's silence about what they had
seen--and how much had been the result of sheer pleasure on his
part.  Yet, how could she blame him either way?  She, too, had
yielded to her body's demands, had actually drowned in the
ecstatic feelings that had swamped her while Will Ross brutalized
her.  It was all too much for her now, too much to piece together
in any rational order until she could discuss everything with Ken.
Meanwhile, she thought, it could not make things any worse but
could definitely make them more comfortable--if she softened up
the older woman with a bit of old-fashioned kindness.
     "Maybe you're right, honey," Barbara said with a smile
spreading over her face.  "I'm sorry I spouted off like that ...
And I'm also sorry if I botched things up between you and Ken.
Just try to understand--I'm still a young woman, with all the
needs a woman has, and your blond boy friend turns me on.  I can't
help it any more than you can.  But I don't kid myself that I'm in
love with him.  It's that great big cock of his that I'm
interested in.  And you'd better ask yourself if that isn't his
main attraction for you as well."
     Laurie was staggered by the woman's complete honesty, so much
so that she began to wonder if Barbara might be altogether right.
Perhaps she had allowed her girlish heart to blind her to the real
facts: That she was no more in love with Ken than he was with her;
that their sole interest in each other was entirely sexual, as
much an adventure as was this crazy scheme of her uncle's to
recapture the ornery black stallion.
     Just then Laurie heard three rifle shots in the gorge beyond.
Laurie's first impulse was to spur Sniffy full speed across the
meadow and around the bend, to see if anyone had been hurt or was
in danger, but she knew that her uncle would never forgive her for
interfering and exposing herself to further risk.
     "Try not to fret, Laurie, it's probably just one of the boys
shooting into the air to haze him into a better position," Barbara
soothed.
     "But they've been in there quite awhile now, Laurie objected,
"and I'm worried that they might be in trouble."
     "I expect they're having a fair share of trouble, all right,
trying to put ropes around that beautiful black boy's neck," the
older woman agreed, "but the men know their business.  They're not
taking any unnecessary chances."
     "I hope not ... They're pretty important men to us," the
pretty redhead said, grinning warmly at Barbara.
     A few minutes later their suspense was ended, for the ebony
black stallion raced around the bend and into view with two taut
ropes around his powerful neck.  Behind him came Ned and Will,
desperately spurring their horses' flanks to stay close to the big
stud.  Once they were far enough into the clearing, both men
reigned their mounts to ride off obliquely in opposite directions,
stringing the infuriated stallion between them as they slowed to a
trot and finally a walk.  He was forced to slow down as well, at
last coming to a complete standstill, his eyes wide and rolling as
he screamed and pawed the ground, proudly defying the men who
hampered his freedom.  A moment later, Laurie saw Ken draw his
horse to a halt beside her uncle.  The two men switched mounts
then and Ned rode to a spot about twenty feet in front of the
stallion while Ken kept the rope taut.
     "Your uncle's going to try roping the devil's front feet,"
Barbara explained as the two women watched Ned Dow shake out his
second lariat to form a medium-sized loop.  They saw the big man
nod toward Will, who fired his rifle into the air as though it
were part of a prearranged plan.  The stallion jumped at the sharp
sound, straining forward mightily against the ropes until his
front hooves were virtually off the ground.  Ned's loop snaked out
and fell in a wide circle under the stud's elevated forefeet, then
came alive again, lifting and closing around the beast's ankles
when the big rancher whipped it with a single downward thrust of
his arm.  Rapidly twisting his end of the rope around the saddle
horn, Ned urged his mount backwards and made the third restraining
rope humming tight.
     "Okay, hold him steady!" Laurie heard her uncle shout to the
other men.  She watched awe-stricken as her uncle slowly eased his
dun-colored gelding to a position that was in a forty-five degree
line with the black horse.  Then, again nodding to each of his
assistants, Ned pulled hard on the gelding's reins and clucked to
him, moving him backwards until the pressure on the rope made the
stallion lose his balance and fall to the ground with a resounding
thud.  The rugged animal struggled to regain his feet as he
continued to scream and snort out his hatred of his captors, but
was unsuccessful.
     Laurie heaved a sigh of genuine relief when she saw all three
men dismount and move confidently toward the downed stallion.  She
knew that now they would rope and tie his hind legs in order to
approach him from the back.  She had heard the men talking at
breakfast about the potent tranquilizer they had brought along,
and how they would inject it into the stallion's rump if they were
lucky enough to catch him.
     In a few short minutes it was all over, Ned signaled Laurie
and Barbara and they rode up within a few yards of the great,
fallen black stud.
     "What do you think of the crazy bastard now?" Ned huffed,
breathing hard from the Herculean exertions.  "We've shot him full
of that stuff the vet sold me, and I ain't afraid to admit I'm
glad I had the good sense to bring it along.  This is the
goddamnedest, meanest son-of-a-bitch I've ever owned in my life.
Hell, he's even meaner than Will there!"
     Everyone laughed and broke the extreme tension with relieved
patter and jokes about how they were going to get the stallion
back to Dow Ranch, now that they had caught him.  Everyone laughed
and joked, except Laurie.  She was strangely quiet and stood
looking into the captured beauty's wide defiant eyes, a deep
sadness filling her.
     "If it's all right with you, Mr. Dow, I'll make a hole in the
barricade," Ken said.  "I guess you'll want to rest awhile in the
clearing where we left the pack-horses."
     "We'll do more than rest," Ned roared happily.  "We'll set up
camp there and get drunker then hell to celebrate ... Spend the
night too!"
     "I'll go for that," Will said, a hint of shrewdness in his
voice as he glanced suggestively toward Laurie.


Chapter 4


Later that evening, when everyone was celebrating
boisterously around the fire, Laurie signaled Ken with a covert
glance, indicating that she wished to see him alone.  They both
rose, one a little behind the other so as not to draw the other's
attention, and ambled casually to the outer edge of the clearing.
When the pair had seated themselves on a rock, Ken leaned over and
gave her an affectionate kiss on the cheek.  Then they sat
quietly, allowing themselves to be lost in the primeval hush of
the night, thinking.  After several minutes, Ken said:
     "Baby, listen to me, I'm sorry about last night.  I know you
were frightened and that you went through hell when that silly
bastard, Will came at you from behind.  But believe me, there was
nothing else we could do.  What happened was surely a lot less
painful than the mess there would've been if your uncle had found
out about us."
     "No, you listen to me, Ken Chester," Laurie said sternly,
"because there are a few things I've found out about you ...
things I should have known all along.  First, I know that you
don't really care about me, about me personally, and that you've
been feeding me a line all along.  All you've ever wanted from me
was my body, because you're alone so much and need a female to
remind you that you're a man.  It was especially sweet, wasn't it,
to take an attractive young girl's virginity when you would have
considered yourself lucky to have a woman at all?  But I don't
blame you for that--really I don't.  It's human, after all.  I
blame you for lying to me, for letting me believe that there was
something more than just sex to our friendship."
     "But, Laurie ..." Ken blurted, trying to break in.
     "Hear me out!  I was about to say that now I am becoming a
woman, with a real woman's desire.  And I understand how you were
able to lie to get what you wanted.  As for Will's fucking me, I'm
not ashamed to say that I enjoyed it, and even wanted more!  Oh,
yes, I kidded myself for awhile, thinking how cruel and savage it
all was, but when it came down to the truth, I liked it."
     She glanced over at him and her eyebrows raised.
     "Oh, does that shock you, Ken?" she asked sarcastically when
she noticed the man's expression of disbelief.  "It shouldn't ...
it ... it really ... shouldn't!" Laurie bowed her head and began
to sob openly, her violently trembling body showing how profoundly
affected she was by the impact of her own emotional outburst.  The
handsome sun-bronzed ranchhand sat staring at the ground a moment
and then turned to enfold the limp weeping girl in his arms as he
smoothed her shining hair and kissed her forehead.  Without
thinking, Laurie threw her arms around him; hugging him back and
leaning heavily against his body until they both teetered, losing
their balance on the rock.  Down they crashed, then, laughing at
their own surprise but still clinging desperately to each other as
though it were their last day on earth.
     "God, I could really love you," Ken whispered fervently in
her ear, then sitting back, confused, when she giggled coyly.
"Tell me, you sweet little bitch, just what's so damned funny!  I
really could fall deeply in love with you ... despite all the
circumstances surrounding our relationship."
     "Oh, but darling, I don't know whether I could fall in love
with you," Laurie returned gaily.  "You see, there's another male
to consider."
     "Who in hell might that be?"
     "I don't think I'll tell you," Laurie teased, smiling
shrewdly as she toyed with several strands of her lovely long red
hair.  "I think I'll just keep you in the dark for awhile about my
great specimen of masculinity."
     Ken pretended not to be interested, looking away and yawning,
finally puckering his lips to whistle with studied nonchalance.
     "Ken, I want to ask you something," Laurie suddenly
announced, changing the subject.  "The sight of you ... playing
around with Barbara last night ... excited me.  Is that bad,
abnormal?"
     "It's a difficult thing to explain, baby.  The clinical term
for it is voyeurism.  It used to mean that a person got perverted
sexual gratification from looking at sexual objects or situations
involving naked people making love.  But now it's different!
Behavioral scientists have researched the subject and found that
it's not an abnormal thing at all.  According to them, we all get
excited to some extent when we watch others especially attractive
people--fucking or even just touching each other's naked bodies.
They say it's simply because we're involving one of our most
important sexual senses, our eyesight, and that what we see is
communicated in sexual terms to our brains.  It's like having a
greater sensual perspective."
     "Thank God," Laurie sighed in relief, "because I was
beginning to think I was sick or something!" She was relieved to
hear that the fact of seeing others making love was not an
indication of some weird sort of sexual illness in her mind.  And
she was also feverishly flustered by Ken's closeness.  She felt a
stirring in her loins, a rapidly growing warmth in her belly, and
she began to squeeze her thighs together.  It was a pity that
everyone else was awake, she thought, because otherwise she and
Ken could work off their heated desire in the normal way, instead
of just sitting there talking about fucking.
     "Ken, when can we 'fuck' again, alone?" she asked the
ranchhand, moving her hand to his knee and sliding it lightly
along the inside of his muscular thigh.  Even though she was as
eager as he was just then, she fully realized that it would be
entirely too risky to try anything while her uncle and the Ross's
were wide awake and celebrating their capture of the stallion.
The party would probably last most of the night, for that day's
victory had rejuvenated her uncle more than anything had in a long
time, and she knew that he would stay up drinking and feeling
proud of himself long after everyone else had played out.
     "Soon, I hope ... very soon," Ken whispered as he caught her
roving hand and pulled it to the pulsating bulge in his trousers,
closing her fingers with his over the rigid jerking cock.  "I'll
slide this rod up your sweet cunt and screw you silly."
     "Oh, darling, yes!  God, I'd like that.  The sooner the
better," she hissed sluttishly through her clenched teeth.  Giving
his bone-hard cock another appreciative squeeze, she let out her
breath and rose, saying, "We'd better go back and join the party
now, Ken, or Uncle Ned might get suspicious."
     "Yeah, I suppose you're right," he growled, reluctant to give
up the warmth and thrill of her clutching hand.
     By mutual agreement, Laurie returned first to the campsite,
Ken was to follow after a discreet interval.  As she approached
the roaring campfire, it seemed strangely quiet to her.  At the
edge of light radiated by the crackling fire, Laurie paused to
smooth her clothing and pat her hair into place.  In that moment,
low muffled voices reached her ears, coming unmistakably from just
off to her right.  Taking a deep breath, the teenage girl inched
forward cautiously.  In the flickering firelight she could see two
shapes huddled on a blanket, and, thinking perhaps that Will and
Barbara Ross had already retired, she inched closer, her curiosity
aroused.
     Suddenly, Laurie halted, her mouth hanging open in disbelief.
That slut!  My God!  She's not content with seducing Ken--she's
lured Uncle Ned onto the same quilt we used last night.  Barbara
was down on hands and knees, her naked buttocks waving salaciously
over her uncle's face while her head bobbed furiously up and down
over his huge erect penis!  Damn you, damn you, Laurie thought as
the shock and horror of the licentious woman's actions
reverberated in her confused brain.  You are a whore!
     And yet, there was something perversely exhilarating about
the scene as well.  It was stimulating her, just as Ken had
explained.  And it wasn't sick, he had said that too.  Cautiously,
Laurie crept even closer, close enough so that she could easily
see her uncle's visibly throbbing penis and shock of wiry black
pubic hair.  The sight of Uncle Ned's enormous cock sent a shiver
of wild incestual lust rippling through her loins.  Never had she
felt such an ungovernable carnal hunger before.  Her inner thighs
were already moist with an almost shameless arousal and an
overwhelming desire for a male cock.  What is the matter with me?
she thought.  What is happening to me?  And in that instant she
knew.  The girl gasped, knowing that she would never be fully
satiated until she had that cock her uncle's cock--buried deep in
her hotly churning pussy.  She wouldn't be happy until she could
scream out a mind-shattering release around that beautiful,
wonderful cock!
     So intent was she on the visual and mental impact of her
uncle's long pistoning penis that she failed to hear the soft
footsteps behind her.  Not until his arm had clamped around her
waist, pulling her back against his erection, did Laurie realize
that Will Ross had sneaked up behind her.  Before she had time to
utter a cry of surprise his other hand clamped over her mouth, and
he bent forward with whiskey smelling breath to whisper in her
ear, "Quite a sight, isn't it honey, my wife and your uncle.  Bet
you didn't know ole Ned had it in him, did you?  Well you just
stay nice and quiet like, and he won't know you was watchin' him.
And he won't know what you was doing last night.  Agreed?"
     Laurie's head bobbed, affirmatively.
     "Now, then, we're going to mosey on over to the fire and
continue where we left off last night." For emphasis, Will Ross
tightened his grip around Laurie's waist, grinding his rigidly
throbbing shaft of flesh against her buttocks.  "Agreed?"
     Again Laurie's head nodded in answer.
     "Okay.  Turn around quietly and march," he whispered.
     For the second time in two days, Laurie found herself in an
uncompromising position, and for the second time she knew her
position was hopeless.  There was nothing she could do but agree
to the rancher's demands.  When they had moved far enough away
that the rutting couple on the quilt could not hear them, Will
released his grip on the helpless young girl, shoving her forward
toward the far side of the circle of light where he had already
spread a large blanket.
     "But what if they should see us," Laurie asked pleadingly as
she moved toward the appointed place chosen for her second
debasing by the errant rancher.
     "Don't worry, honey," Will Ross chuckled.  "With all the
booze Ned Dow's got in him and Barbara's insatiable sexual
appetite, you won't see hide nor hair of your precious uncle until
first light.  Now get busy and shuck those clothes."
     When they were both naked, Laurie raised pleading eyes to the
older rancher.  "Please ..." she moaned, knowing deep inside her
heart that it was a hopeless fight, and she would submit to him as
she had the previous evening.  She would surrender all of herself
to his every abuse, not able to stop her own craving sensations
from taking over and turning her into a quivering mass of flesh,
and making a mockery of the reason for her capitulation.
     "Get down on all fours," he ordered.
     When the redheaded teenager complied, his hand came to rest
softly on her back, and then moved slowly down to the slight
dimple at the beginning swell of her buttocks, knowing that her
moaning tremble was the start of her surrender.  In a few minutes
she would become his, mind and body.  Laurie felt her naked young
flesh begin to shiver as his finger slipped tantalizingly down
over her trembling buttocks, and she could hear him breathing
heavily behind her.  She wanted to turn and look at his face to
see, as she feared, if it reflected the sadistic lust his gentle
hands denied, but she was afraid it would end suddenly and he
would erupt into violence without warning.  The greying rancher
nudged her hips up from the blanket, and she lifted up without
resistance to the inexorable pressure on her thighs.
     "Ohhhh," the young girl murmured as Will Ross stroked his
hands in long slow caresses back up her sensually awakening body
again to make a breath-taking contact with her naked young
breasts.  She groaned again, not from pain or fear this time, but
from some new alien tingle that began throbbing hotly inside her
taut little belly.  Her kneeling body quivered as his hands
coursed over her satin-smooth skin, no longer cringing beneath his
touch as she had a moment before.  He rubbed her nearly-ripe
breasts in small squeezing circles, gently kneading the soft white
mounds and teasing the erect little nipples until they were
painfully hard.  Then he slid his other hand to her firm young
buttocks again to cup her pliant ass-cheeks, before slowly
slipping his fingers down along her anal crevice.
     The older man had expected her to clench her fleshy buttocks
tightly shut as he gently pressured down between them with his
hand, but was pleasantly surprised when the girl allowed them to
push further apart without resistance of any kind.  He slid his
hand along between their warm resiliency until his fingers came
into contact with the softly curling pussy hair growing up between
her legs.  He tried to press his outstretched middle finger into
the moistly softened flesh of her vagina, but the kneeling young
girl jerked spasmodically away, not from pain or revulsion, but
from the unexpectedly thrilling contact that sent a shiver of warm
rippling sensations running up her spine.
     She groaned, vaguely aware of his powerful hands turning her
aroused young body on the blanket so that she was flat on her
back, and the whole of her vulnerable nakedness presented a lewd
photograph of curves and hollows and young, secret indentations.
He kneeled beside her, running his fingers almost reverently over
her full uptilted breasts, over her smooth little belly and her
sleekly firm thighs.  He caressed up and down her unprotected
nakedness with knowledgeable hands that brought forth small
animal-like mewls of pleasure from between her lust-constricted
throat.  His passion increased as he watched the way his feather-
like fingers were bringing a gasping and quivering response from
the tender flesh of the little teenaged girl.
     He watched her open her eyes and look up at him for a moment,
the liquid green of her pupils shadowed by the dim smoky veil of a
mounting desire and a sexual need that was beginning to course
upward through her trembling thighs against her will.
     Laurie, somewhere back in the distant stages since his hands
had reached for her naked body, had drifted into a strange,
unknown world of sudden deep pleasure of the flesh.  The lovely
fourteen year old had lain beneath this middle-aged man's hands at
first with the grim realization she had a debt to pay, now ... now
all conscious thought of why she was here or whom her heatedly-
aroused body was writhing beneath was lost in her memory.  It no
longer mattered as she felt the tiny licking flames of erotic
hunger running all around her, up between her inner thighs, out
the tips of her now throbbing and pebble-hard nipples, and down
again to the burning core of her vagina roaring with a white-hot
heat like the interior of a blast furnace.
     "Oh God," her voice whispered softly without even knowing it
had been said.  "Oh God ..."
     Will pressed his lips down over hers and immediately felt the
softly-impatient pressure of her tongue spearing up into his wet
mouth in her unconscious quest for a warmer contact with the
devil-like things so deliciously torturing her body.  His hands
continued to softly rummage over her, and he ran them between her
wildly trembling young thighs which did not jerk away this time,
but which opened voluntarily to admit him to the very core of her
being.  He could feel the warm wet center of her pussy flexing
hungrily in a silent plea and lewd invitation.
     "Ahhhh, ahh," she was sighing contentedly up into his lips as
her eager little tongue pushed up into his mouth and circled deep
around inside.  Her passion spurred his own, and he could stand it
no longer.  He moved over her, slithering on top of her soft warm
body like a protective blanket.  He could feel the girl quivering
uncontrollably beneath him, and he reached down with both hands to
draw her unresisting young thighs up until the whole of her wetly
throbbing vaginal slit was presented to him in welcome sacrifice.
He held her trembling legs there for a long tormenting moment, and
started to reach down and stick his painfully throbbing penis
inside her--but at the last second he paused.
     He wanted the teenager's total surrender tonight, wanted to
make her his passionate slave.  It would make the obscene torture
of her all the more exiting if he could make her realize just how
much she needed his long hard cock.  He held his breath and spoke
in a whisper:
     "Put my cock in, girl."
     And he released his breath slowly in a long sigh of delight
as he felt her hot little hand burrowing down without hesitation
between their nakedly entwined bodies, and her slim fingers close
tightly around his throbbing penis.  She shuddered at the sensual
excitement she felt from once again having a man's thick pulsating
penis in her fingers, and then slid her thumb and forefinger
around the trunk of his long hard shaft and slowly but firmly
pushed up.  He gasped, his lips baring back in delicious torment
over his teeth as the thick, reddened foreskin peeled back, and
she gently pressed the lust-swollen head of his cock into the warm
moist folds of her tight little cunt.  He could feel her fluffy
pubic hair grazing gently against his sensitive cock-tip as it
hung poised for entry between her hotly quivering cuntal lips, and
the smooth warmth was so delightful that it was almost
excruciating.  It was all he could do to keep from lunging forward
and sinking the entire massively pulsating length of his cock into
her eager little cunt with one mighty flesh-splitting thrust.
     But he waited ...
     He waited because he knew if he rammed into the tightly
walled channel of her vagina, it was possible he would cum almost
without having to take another stroke ... and that would be too
soon.  But mostly he waited because Laurie needed his cock, and
she had to be fully aware of it, completely conscious of it ... or
his flicking her would mean nothing at all.  She had to remember
that she had done it with him, and done it because she wanted to
be fucked.  He wanted to leave something behind that would be
forever embedded deep in her soul.  No matter how many times she
was fucked afterwards, his cock would always be there with the
others.  She would remember the hot throbbing feel of it in her
hand, in her cunt, and that would make him live again in sweet
vengeance, but she had to need it now within every pore of her
body, and that moment was not yet upon the young girl.
     Laurie lay groaning in tiny unintelligible gasps that rasped
from between her tightly clenched teeth like a panting puppy-dog.
Her love-starved body ached, and she was vaguely aware of his
great masculine form hovering over her.  Her trembling legs and
fevered loins were wide-apart, warm and wet from the strange and
deliciously exquisite pressure that she remembered had been placed
there an eternity ago by this man's feathering hands, and she
hungered for completion--hungered deep inside, her contracting
cunt like a ravenous animal in a zoo waiting to be fed.  Other
animals were being fed; she imagined she could hear her uncle's
feral cry of feast in the near distance merging with the panting
growls of this older rancher's insatiable wife.  The dim picture
of the uncle's long rigid cock disappearing into Barbara's wetly
ovalled mouth flickered through her hazy mind, increasing the
intensity of her own wanton hunger a thousand times more than when
it started.
     Will Ross levered up on his hands into a push-up position
above the lewdly undulating body of the lovely fourteen year old
girl.  Her face was contorted in indescribable desire and tiny
mewls of half-conscious pleading escaped from her lust-tightened
lips.  He looked down between their wantonly writhing bodies and
could see his giant throbbing hardness nudging the saturated folds
of her greedy little cunt.  The silken softness of her pussy hair
surrounding the stump-like shaft of his cock was a lust-inciting
picture of black against white that caused his penis to throb
eagerly against her wet slit.
     "Ohhhhhh," she groaned unconsciously as she felt the hard,
wet contact grow closer.
     He strained for all he was worth against the all-consuming
desire to ram forward at that very moment and impale her with all
the brutal strength in his body.  There was too much of this
angelic, nubile little girl he hadn't tasted yet, and he wanted it
all.  He might never have the chance again.
     He looked down at her firm young breasts swaying out gently
towards her ribs and quivering slightly with each soulful gasp
that came from her mewling throat.  He slithered forward up her
chest and straddled her rib cage with his knees placed
strategically beneath her armpits.  Gently, then he placed his
massively throbbing cock in the narrow cleavage between her soft
warm breasts so that her naked flesh enclosed it on both sides.
     Her eyes flickered open momentarily, but then shut as though
they were too afraid of the strange spell that hung over her.
Will's hands shook as he reached down to crush the softly
resilient mounds between his sinewy hands making tiny ridges that
stood up between his fingers.  "You've got real good tits," he
said, as he kneaded them, watching them ooze through his grasp
like flaccid foam rubber--soft, yet springing back into voluptuous
shape the moment the pressure lifted.  He pushed them together
again so that they met across her body and formed a fleshy tunnel
in which his cock was sensuously trapped.  He pressed them harder
so that her erect little nipples met at the top, and then he began
a gentle rocking motion, thrusting his hotly throbbing cock
through the warm channel formed by her firm fleshy breasts.  As he
pushed, his blood-engorged cock-head appeared at the far end of
the soft warm tunnel, and brushed gently against her chin, leaving
a tiny spot of seminal fluid each time it touched her young flesh.
     He kept up the slow rocking motion between the redheaded
girl's excitedly quivering breasts for several moments, feeling
his rigid penis growing and expanding until he was afraid it would
erupt in a great gushing fountain of heated sperm even before he
was ready.  He had to force himself to sit still and content
himself with pushing and pulling at the maddening softness of the
two throbbing mounds so warmly surrounding his fleshy hardness.
He tweaked at the nipples and rubbed them over the top of his
penis, together, one against the other, watching with bated breath
as they jerked and pulsated into a greater hardness than ever.  At
the same time, he studied her young face and the reaction it was
having on her.
     It was electrifying!
     The teenaged girl's eyes were opened now and gazing unseen up
at him, a thin veil of passion obscuring their dilated pupils.
Her hips and buttocks were writhing hungrily on the blanket below,
her thighs limply kicking out and then drawing up again as though
searching for some invisible lover to fuck her.  She was
completely out of control, and Ross knew that nothing he did now
would matter, she would accept any degradation he would force upon
her to quell the fire that was raging unchecked in her tender
little cunt.
     There was just one more thing he wanted to do before he
fucked her.
     "Suck my cock, little peach-blossom.  Suck my cock ..." He
slowly rolled off her body and onto his back.  "Go on, suck it."
     Laurie nodded her head gently in agreement.  She knew this
was the moment she should have dreaded, but the thought no longer
repelled her.
     She began slowly at first, just as he had with her, running
her tongue down the hollows of his neck and to his chest.  She
found the small male nipples and nipped gently at them, wondering
if they would respond as erotically as her own, more prominent
nipples had ... and to her delight, they did!  She could feel the
older man twist slightly from the strange sensation, and his moans
of passion spurred her on, even though she did not know much about
the male body and was experimenting in her fervent desire to learn
more.
     With one slim hand she reached down and grasped Will's
massively hardened penis between her fingers as she worked lower
and lower, her tongue licking wetly at his flesh.  She remembered
that wild sensations had run through her own body when Ken had
licked at her navel, and she did the same to him, twirling her
tongue hotly around inside the small depression until she felt his
stomach begin to heave in excitement beneath her.  He was hirsute
and she could feel the tight curls of his pubic hair against her
lips and face as she moved down.  She dropped her hand lower so
she could tenderly draw back and forth the thick rubbery flesh of
his throbbingly erect shaft in a teasing motion that brought still
more and louder groans from his lips.
     The position was growing more uncomfortable as she worked
lower, so crawling over him, she pushed his legs apart and knelt
on all fours between his thighs.  Her face hovered over his loins,
and she continued the gentle skinning back and forth over his
lust-hardened cock, her lips a bare inch away from its swollen
tip.  The fourteen year old girl opened her moistly parted lips
and exhaled, her hot breath flowing over the excited throbbing
head with a maddening slowness.
     Laurie's tongue flicked but, the tip coming into lewd contact
with the smooth warmth of his cock-head, and she licked around the
pulsing flesh as he moaned and twisted from the cruel teasing she
was subjecting him to.  The tip of her slowly searching tongue
found the tiny opening of his gland, and darted teasingly into it.
It was already moist from the hot droplets of seminal fluid
seeping through from his rising excitement.  The sharp pungent
taste and odor of his pre-ejaculate caused her mouth to salivate
and her nostrils to flare slightly.  One little hand dropped to
the base of his thickened penis, while she cupped his sperm-
bloated testicles gently with the other, grazing her nails
tantalizingly over their leathery sac.  The young girl tightly
grasped the throbbing hardness and skinned back his foreskin with
her thumb and forefinger until the large red pulsating crown stood
alone and naked.  She began planting moist, warm kisses on it,
beginning at the tip and tracing a wet path down its full
trembling length to the base, and then damply back up to the tip
again.  She played longer than she knew she would, not being able
just yet to bring herself to take it all in her mouth.
     But Will Ross could stand no more.  With a gurgle deep in his
throat the older man reached down, tangled his fingers in her roan
hair, and thrust his powerful loins up with the strength of a
bull.  Laurie resisted for a moment, but it was useless.  The
thick spongy head rammed inside, crushing through her soft, pliant
lips, between the whiteness of her teeth and into the warm
moisture of her mouth.  She could feel his stiffly pulsating shaft
of flesh rub the full length of her tongue, almost embedding
itself deep in her young throat.
     She closed her eyes to keep from choking as hot saliva
abruptly filled her mouth, causing her to drool from the corners
of her penis stuffed lips--ovalled now around the protruding
banana-like cock.
     "Ohhh, God, girl!  You?  mouth is like wet velvet," she heard
him murmur as he began a slow rhythmic undulation up into her
face.  "Tighten your lips and suck harder," he ordered, his voice
coarse and thick with passion.
     Laurie did his bidding, feeling at the same time the lewd
excitement growing wildly in her own body.  She sucked
demoniacally, swishing her little tongue with a heated vengeance
around and around the throbbing cock-head fucking in and out of
her tightly ovalled lips.  She sucked to end it, her head bobbing
like a cork on the stormy seas of his pumping loins.  The
masochistic joys of being used, of being abused like a dirty
whore, permeated her nakedly kneeling body and resulted in wave
after wave of wanton pleasure to surge through her excited young
cunt and mouth.  She heard him moaning in lewd delight and also
heard the submissive mewling sounds that came from her own lips
locked tightly around his long pistoning penis.  The young redhead
couldn't have stopped herself now if she'd wanted to, for the
excitement had inundated her with seething, blinding passion, and
she sucked the thick hammering cock up in her mouth with
increasing hunger while her buttocks writhed in complete
Wantonness and her passion-flamed pussy throbbed with an
intolerable hunger and need.


Chapter 5


Ken Chester stood just outside the ring of light cast by the
flickering fire, his attention torn between the oral couplings to
both the left and right of him and the aching need of the bulging
hardness in his pants.  Jesus Christ!  He couldn't believe it!
Everything seemed to have gone to hell in a bucket during the
short time he had waited to return.  He couldn't begin to
understand what had instigated this salacious pagan spectacle
which was greeting his eyes, but then he really didn't give a
damn.  The only thing that mattered now, was to join in on the
fun.
     Laurie's nakedly rotating buttocks captivated his attention
the most and he hastily covered the distance to the blanket,
stripped, and knelt behind her without either she or Will Ross
being aware of his presence.  With the first tentative probe of
his warm liquid tongue against the, wet hair-lined crevice up
between her thighs, she tensed, but his whispered words of
gentleness dispelled her fears, and she relaxed, relishing the
thought that at last her own burning need would also be quenched.
     His tongue was a fiery probe of moist delight as it coursed
over her smoothly rounded buttocks, snaking into and along the
soft furrow of passion-drenched flesh.  Then his teeth were
nipping her perfectly formed ass-cheeks, bringing tiny gasps of
pleasure-pain from her cock-stuffed and sucking mouth.  She
wriggled her hips in an effort to escape, and in answer he
savagely pulled her naked ass-cheeks back up until they were
waving helplessly in the air, and then stretched them cruelly
apart with his thumbs.  She could feel his long slippery tongue
licking at her sensitive anal crevice as he kneaded her buttocks,
causing a strain on the tight rubbery ring of her anus.  It hurt,
and she felt lewd and obscene, as if her whole soul, not just her
loins, was nakedly exposed to all the world as the sex-crazed
young man hovered over her eagerly trembling buttocks from behind
and tongue-fucked her tightly-puckered little anal hole.  But she
didn't care any longer.  Nothing was important any more as long as
she had release!
     There was pressure against her ankles, and she did not resist
as she felt her legs pulled wide-apart.  His outstretched middle
finger suddenly poked at her anus, and she jerked automatically
from the sudden, shooting pain.  His tongue had felt wickedly
delightful there; this, though, was something else!
     "Relax," Ken Chester hissed at her from behind.  "Relax and
open your ass."
     Laurie gasped and pleaded silently for a second, and then
resigned herself to be used as the ranchhand and would-be writer
crouching behind her desired.  She sucked hard on Will's hotly
pulsating cock in her mouth as he dug at her cringing little anus
again with his middle finger, insinuating it slowly and
methodically into the heated depths of her rectum.  Without
warning, he thrust his finger deeper, and she cried out ... but
the protest died in her cock-filled mouth as she saw the lust-
filled eyes of Will Ross glowing up at her.
     Ken's thick finger began to grind it around and around into
her tightly constricted anal passage with greater force now.  The
naked fourteen year old girl jerked her buttocks involuntarily to
escape the cruel probing, but her quivering only drove his finger
deeper and deeper up into her rippling rectal depths.
     "Go get her, son," the impatient older rancher goaded.  "Fuck
her in the ass.  Now!"
     Ken pulled his finger from her rectum with a lewd sucking
noise and clasped his impatiently throbbing cock in his hand.  He
had never felt such excitement in his life, and his body shook as
he looked down on the nakedly helpless girl stretched beneath him,
so vulnerable and open; His eyes were frenzied and wild as he
heatedly pulled at his long hard penis, stroking its shaft rapidly
to bring it to its full power.  He wanted to go as deep in her
rectum as he could and let her know she had been fucked by the
best cocksman around.
     He lowered himself down onto her back, his hands fumbling
between her defenselessly open buttocks, pulling her tensed and
trembling ass-cheeks wider apart.  She could feel the full
cringing length of her quivering anal slit, the jerking head of
his lust-swollen cock insinuating itself in a maddening tease as
he searched for her tightly puckered orifice.  And then his blunt
tip nudged her pain-clenched rectal muscle.  The pressure grew ...
grew ... intolerably, until the kneeling redheaded girl was sure
she was splitting back there.  With a lewd groan, Ken suddenly
rammed forward.
     "Agggghhhhhhh!" she screamed in agony, releasing the
violently stabbing cock in her mouth.
     The sudden spasm of pain was so unbearable that she twisted
and screamed, again and again, trying with all of her strength to
get away from these two men.  Her smooth rounded buttocks were
moving like a wild animal thrashing about to escape an impaling
spike, but her frantic jerks only helped to drive his hotly
throbbing penis deeper and deeper up inside her tight little
rectum.  To add to her plight, Ross grasped her head in his hands
and forced her mouth over his saliva-coated cock again, pinning
her tightly.  "Suck it, you little bitch," he spat.  "Suck it
good!"
     She was trapped, hopelessly, and now she could feel the
pressure of Ken's demented desire pressing down on her with a
pulverizing force, pushing her down on the blanket, punishing her
defenselessly trembling ass-cheeks that waved back at his eyes.
She bucked back up at him, trying to throw him off, but as she
bucked up, he rammed down and embedded his thick, rock-hard cock
all the way to the hilt in the warm buttery tunnel of her rectum.
     "Mmmmhhhhhhh!" she grunted.  "MmmmmmHHHH!!!" She continued
her hopeless thrashing beneath him, no longer feeling human as his
massive penis ripped far up into her tautly rippling belly.  She
felt as though she was being split open, that a log wedge was
being driven up through her anus, and her insides were being torn
and shredded, the pain was so unbearable.  She fought in wild
desperation for a full minute longer against the brutal fleshy
pole sunk in her tender backside, and then with a final groan of
helpless surrender, her strength failed.  She collapsed in a limp
mass of naked flesh beneath the ranchhand who had her pinned to
the ground like a calf he was about to brand.
     Ken groaned as he felt the lovely teenager's anal muscles
tightening defensively around his long thickness buried up inside
her.  His hearty young cock throbbed harder, and he couldn't
believe his senses as he felt the magnificent sensations surge
through him when he began to saw rhythmically into the velvety hot
confines of her rectum.  He watched with disbelieving joy as the
tightly-clasping skin of her puckered little anus drew back with
his glistening penis, clinging to its thick shaft as though it did
not want to let go.
     Laurie groaned piteously beneath him, her face pushed deep
down on Will Ross's rigidly pulsating cock until she could barely
breathe.  Her rectum felt twisted and stretched as though she was
being impaled on a telephone pole.  The young girl fought,
clenching the muscles of her buttocks tightly together to keep the
long hard shaft from moving but it was useless.  Her feeble
struggles only incited Ken more, as her anal passage enclosed
around his wildly throbbing cock felt like a hot, grease-filled
glove, and the sensation made his hardness grow inside her until
she felt stretched, her belly filled beyond all possible
imagination.
     Gradually, as the intrusion deep in her dilated rectum grew
and expanded before his uncontrolled assault, Laurie's anus began
to adjust itself to the unnatural entry, and her mind cleared a
bit.  Submissively kneeling before him, the tiny bit of whore that
is in every woman and which had already been released the previous
night, broke forth in a tingle of masochistic excitement.  There
was still pain, but it was strangely becoming more and more
pleasurable, and she did not fight it as she realized her softly
fleshed buttocks were grinding in wild little circles.  She found
herself increasingly thrusting and squirming back to meet each
obscene sodomizing stroke ramming up into her rectum from behind.
     "Man, she is really digging it," the ecstatic Will Ross
crooned to Ken.
     Behind Laurie, the impassioned and delighted Ken Chester
groaned each time he thrust up into her, and now she, too, was
moaning incoherently beneath him, twisting and lasciviously
undulating her fully rounded ass-cheeks back against him in a lewd
invitation to fuck into her rectum harder and deeper.  Her lips
were tightly ovalled, once again hungrily sucking on the bulbous
shaft of male flesh in her mouth, her cheeks puffing out in time
to the increasing power of Ken's long, smooth strokes into her
anal passage.
     Laurie's body was coming fully alive now.  The pain bad
receded, giving way to maddeningly delightful sensations building
deep within her belly and seeping relentlessly through the raw
nerve ends of her flesh.  They rippled through her heatedly
throbbing rectum and out around her cock-impaled buttocks, dancing
like fire across her firm young thighs, working their way up from
her frantically contracting anus through her rib cage and out to
the peaked little tips of her ripely swaying breasts.
     The voluptuous young girl ground her hips from side to side
around Ken's fleshy impaling rod, her rectal passage dilating in
time to its rhythmic pumpings.  This thick wonderful cock felt as
though it had a heart embedded in its head, and the pulse beat
against her inner rectal walls was becoming a part of her being.
     "Fuck it, fuck it, fuck it ..." Ken Chester chanted insanely
over and over to himself as he ceaselessly rammed his blood-filled
penis into her rippling young belly with long cruel jabs.  He
could see his wetly glistening cock's slow withdrawal from between
the cheeks of her wild squirming buttocks, pulling the sphincter
ring of anal muscle out with it as she screwed her pelvis up as
high as she could go--and then the re-entry, as he pushed the soft
folds back up into her rectum and the long moist length of his
virile hardness was swallowed back into the tight little opening.
It drove him almost mad.
     A low muffled groan came from Laurie's lips, distorted in
sound by the massively thickened cock fucking in and out of her
wet young mouth.  She was fastened vise-like as she knelt,
skewered between Will's penis buried deep in her throat and Ken
Chester pistoning his lust-swollen thickness back and forth in her
rectum.
     The blond ranchhand swung his head from side to side as he
fucked with long deep strokes into the hotly throbbing orifice.
He groaned at the obscene picture of the naked young girl buffeted
between the two of them in a subservient kneeling position; Will
Ross's huge glistening cock was disappearing and reappearing
between her eagerly sucking lips, and her long disheveled red hair
flowed down over her head to lie in a soft pool on his belly.  Her
ripe young breasts danced and shimmered beneath her heaving chest,
adding to the lewd excitement of the salacious spectacle.
     Laurie's eyes were wide-open and lust-glazed as the greedily
clasping walls of her tight little rectum devoured the entire long
pulsating length of Ken's cock slamming in, slithering out of her
belly.  Her ovalled young mouth sucked voraciously as her orgasm
grew within her, almost ready to explode.
     It didn't take long; the wildly expanding penis was plowing
into her anus like a jackhammer.  Suddenly she felt her climax
coming with all the power and fury of a tidal wave and the cords
on her neck tightened like velvet cables as she began sucking
mightily.
     A deep, half-human cry erupted from Will Ross's throat, and
he locked his hands around the back of the fourteen year old red-
haired girl's bobbing head, drawing her hot eager mouth deep down
until only a small bit of the thick cock-base could be seen
protruding, wet and glistening, from the girl's gluttonously
sucking lips.  Ken watched as the graying rancher spewed his hot
roiling cum into Laurie's mouth, looking on in horrified awe as
her throat tightened and untightened, swallowing in desperate
gulps great volumes of the spewing sperm.  Her cheeks bloated and
hollowed as the warm, working cavern of her throat filled and
emptied time and again in an attempt to keep pace with the
spurting white flood.
     Laurie started cumming too, and the abandonedly writhing girl
groaned out her release as she continued to gnaw on Will Ross's
thick ejaculating cock.
     Ken closed his eyes and felt his overloaded testicles wildly
erupt ... his hot semen shot under enormous pressure through the
end of his pistoning penis to spew far up into the young girl's
madly puckering anal passage.  He thrust his huge exploding cock
deep in one last punishing lunge as it spewed out its heated
fluid.  Will's deflated penis slipped from Laurie's mouth, and he
could see thin, white strings of his sperm still connecting her
lips and chin to her rapidly rising and falling young breasts.
     The exhausted girl groaned and fell forward, her lushly
ripened body as limp as a doll, held in place only by the pressure
of Ken Chester's hands on her hips.  He strained forward as he
emptied the last of his heated cum deep up inside her belly and
then released his hold as he felt his own wildly jerking penis
begin deflating inside the hot, wetly-flooded depths of her
rectum.
     Laurie slithered forward and lay across Will Ross's naked
loins and chest, her long legs wide apart, too weary to even make
an effort to close them.  Ken caught a last view of her wide-
stretched little anus; it was wet and glistening in the light of
the fire.  And even as he watched, he saw the puckering brown anal
ring squeeze out more of his pearl-colored cum.
     He and Will grinned at each other as the beautiful redheaded
teenager finally staggered to her feet and went toward her
sleeping bag.  Within seconds she was asleep ...


Chapter 6


Over two weeks had passed since they had brought the black
stallion down from the Boggy Meadow gorge to the Dow Ranch.  Ned
had kept the creature heavily doped, and the journey had been
uneventful except for the times the party had had to pass through
narrow canyons and high boulders.  The stud had created a ruckus
at being so confined, but eventually calmed down again when they
had reached open country.
     Despite the venture's success and her uncle's happiness,
though, Laurie was profoundly disturbed and flustered.
     Ken Chester was gone!
     Early in the morning, several days after their return from
the mountains, he had stopped by the ranch to sadly announce that
he was leaving.  He had received word from a publisher that his
novel had been accepted and that he would receive generous
royalties enough money to tide him over for a full year.  He and
Laurie had talked alone, only briefly and without sufficient
privacy to indulge their desires, and had parted after promises to
write each other until they met again.
     Her uncle was away from the ranch for the day and Laurie had
nothing to occupy her mind but thoughts of Ken and how much she
yearned to have him with her, fondling her, fucking her!  As was
her habit of late, when alone in her room, she had undressed and
then put on a gauzy shift that was so transparent it hardly
existed.  It was a dangerous choice, she thought, for the sheer
fabric rubbed tantalizingly across her nipples when she moved,
bringing to her sensations that frustrated and angered her.
     There was a knock on the door, startling her until she
realized that it must be Maria with her lunch.  She went without
covering herself to open the door for the heavy-set cook.  A look
of utter surprise crossed her face when she saw that it was not
Maria at all, but Will Ross' skinny sixteen year old son, Tommy, a
boy with a reputation that left much to be desired.
     He entered the bedroom, brushing past her without waiting for
an invitation to do so.  He stopped at the side of the bed and
turned to smile at her, strangely and with insulting boldness, his
deepset eyes devouring her immodestly clad form from head to toe.
The beautiful young redhead was too stupefied to move, her mind
still trying to absorb what her feelings had already registered in
every cell of her body.
     "What--what do you want?" Laurie stammered as she made a
silly attempt to shield her breasts and pubic area from the
intense, penetrating eyes.  "My uncle wouldn't be very
understanding if he knew you had come into my room like this."
     "I don't think your old man will ever find out," the lean
youth snarled, the confidence in his voice shattering whatever
hope she'd had of threatening him.  "You see, some of the boys
over at Dad's ranch got to talking, so I thought I'd come pay you
a visit."
     "What do you mean?" Laurie questioned, although a glimmer of
understanding was already in her mind.
     "Well, I'll tell you," he said with mocking graciousness.
"The other night, 'bout a week ago, I heard some of my Dad's hired
hands talking ... apparently he got drunk and got to talkin', see,
and told them all about how much you like a good fuckin' in the
ass."
     "Oh God!  No!" Laurie moaned despairingly.
     "Yep, that's right," the youth assured her.  "And he told
them that you're such a horny little critter, you even give blow-
jobs to strangers behind your uncle's back.  Well, to make a long
story short, I thought that you'd do almost anything to keep your
unk from knowin' what you've been doin' ... And what's more
important, I figured you'd be about ready for a good fuckin' since
you ain't had none for some time."
     "Get out of here!" Laurie snapped.  But her command had
absolutely no effect on the insolent intruder.  Rather than
flinching, he strode slowly up to her and drew back his hand to
deliver a sudden slap that made her head roll to one side.  "Git
outa them fucking slippers and that silly nightgown, you little
bitch!  I want you naked from top to bottom when I stick my cock
in that hungry little cunt of yours.  And hurry!"
     Laurie tried to speak but the words bunched in her cotton-dry
throat, and she could only whimper.  Suddenly she whirled and made
a desperate leap toward the door, but he caught her easily,
holding her paralyzed body with one hand while with the free one
he ripped savagely at the veneer of her shift.  She stood there,
helpless, as he began to paw at her naked white breasts and then
at the softly curling triangle of her pussy hair.  There was
nothing she could do against his strength.  She was alone and
completely at his mercy.
     "Okay, boys, she's ready," Tommy Ross called toward the very
door through which she had meant to escape.  It burst open and she
was nearly floored with shock as she watched four young men, Will
Ross' hired men, men she had spoken to and kidded with for years,
troop in.  All wore hungry, expectant expressions on their faces
as they cast salacious glances of approval at her nakedly
defenseless young body.
     "A couple of you guys hold the hot little bitch down while I
warm up that hot sweet cunt with some good cock," Tommy ordered
the cluster of men surrounding the frightened girl.  Several pairs
of hands snaked out and seized her, pushing her back onto the
springy bed and pulling her legs out in a spread-eagled position.
Gasping, the terrified young girl watched Tommy strip off his
jeans to reveal a thick, projecting staff of flesh.  She was
horrified to see that all the others were following Tommy's
example and were soon standing around buck naked with their long
rigid cocks jutting out from their loins like so many throbbing
telephone poles.  Even the men who were pinning her flat to the
bed worked with their free hands to unbutton and shed their
trousers.
     "Okay, boys, take a good gander at that," Tommy said cruelly
as he pointed to the fleshy pink slit of her tight little vagina.
"There's that pretty cunt you horny bastards have been thinkin'
about since she's been twelve ... when she sprouted them tits and
nice hips."
     Laurie watched in trembling fear as they leaned closer to
inspect her exposed curves and hollows, their rugged faces
unrecognizable with the desire that twisted them.  She froze in an
unbreathing stillness as Tommy slowly dropped to his knees on the
bed, his wild eyes feasting on the sight of her coppery pubic
hair.  A murmur of excitement rose from the others as he grabbed
his lust-hardened cock and guided it up to touch the sensitive
outer lips of her fearfully cringing vagina.  A convulsive spasm
shook her thighs and stomach muscles as she felt the electrifying
union of his thick, broadheaded penis probing tentatively just
inside the moist pink flesh of her pussy lips, then ramming in all
the way to the hilt in her tight little cunt with one ruthless
lunge.
     "Please, don't ... not like this," she moaned uselessly, for
his hotly throbbing hardness' was already drawing back for another
punishing stroke into her.  It was futile.  Her arms were held
fast by the rough bands of the men on both sides of her, as were
her legs by two more men grasping and prying wide her ankles.  She
was pinioned like a butterfly and could do nothing but lie there
and accept the brutal cock fucking up into her completely
defenseless cunt.  But her terror was already dissipating, this
time faster than ever, and the familiar lightning-like sensations
of pleasure were claiming her reason.  She could feel sensory
devils dancing through her impaled body, driving off the
humiliation and fear that she knew she should be feeling instead.
The boy's thin body smashed against her pussy mound again and
again, his sperm-laden testicles colliding with each lusty stroke
against the rubbery ring of her anus.  Abruptly, her heatedly
aroused body was out of control, and she found herself straining
up against him, wanting him deeper, wanting him to completely fill
this hungrily quivering cunt she possessed.
     "Come on, Tommy," she said defiantly, "you can fuck harder
than that.  You can't break it."
     Laughing in lewd delight, the men holding her ankles released
her, knowing that it was unnecessary to hold her down now, and
Tommy lowered his hands to clutch fiercely at the eagerly grinding
cheeks of her ass as he fucked into her.
     "Oh, you're not big enough!" she groaned.  "It's too small!
Hurry!" she begged, yearning for him to finish so she could take
on bigger, thicker, longer cocks.  The frantically pumping youth
could not believe his ears.  She was actually pleading for more
cock!  Well, he grinned, he would give the hot little bitch
something she had not bargained for.  He moved one hand slightly
forward, wetting two of his fingers in her moistly heated cunt
before slipping them further back to her puckering little anus.
Then, with one vicious thrust, he wormed the pair of wet fingers
several inches into her tight rectal opening.  Laurie's reaction
was entirely contrary to what the youth had expected.  Instead of
the scream he was certain she would let out, she moaned sensually
and began to piston up and down along the blood-filled length of
his cock with a speed and force that he could only partially
match.  The red-haired teenager was drowning in a whirlpool of
raw, unbridled wantonness, and she knew not nor cared why.  She
had discovered the joys of fucking and she planned to enjoy life
and fucking as much as possible.
     The brutal pummeling of the boy's own pelvic bone was
stimulating her as much as the pile-driving lunges he was making
with his penis, and she bucked beneath him wantonly as the hot
juices of her lust seeped out of her and onto the rumpled bed ...
She was stunned when she felt the premature gush of his hot sperm
shooting up into her writhing belly.  It was too soon ... She was
so near, almost at her peak, and the astonishing explosion of
Tommy's climax brought tears to her eyes.
     "Get off me, you rotten bastard!" she yelled, spreading her
legs wider and raising her naked young cunt into the air in search
of something else to fill it.  She gaped up at the circle of naked
men standing around the bed, all staring at her obscenely open
cunt shining with the traces of the young boy's lewdly oozing
sperm.
     "Fuck me, fuck me!  What are you all waiting for?" she
pleaded hoarsely as she drew back her legs further and pulled
apart the fleshy wet lips of her cunt to present them a perfect
view of her openly throbbing cuntal passage.  Then, through the
haze of her mad desire she saw the youngest hand, Billy.  She was
dazzled when she looked from his stupid, heavy-jowled face down to
the awesome size of his cock.  Groggily, she estimated that it
must be over ten inches long, perhaps even eleven, and the two
bulging balls swaying below it looked like fruit hanging under the
thick white limb of a tree.
     "Hey, you guys, she's lookin' at me," he droned as a vacuous
grin spread over his dull-featured face.  "Kin I fuck Miss Dow
next, huh, can I?"
     "Might as well let him," the exhausted Tommy said.  "She's
too damned hot to be satisfied with a normal-sized cock, right now
anyway."
     "I ain't never fucked a real girl before ... just heifers
when there weren't nobody watching," the young hand confessed to
the others.
     "I'll help you, Billy.  I'll help, I promise," Laurie said
unevenly between gulpings for breath.  The boy walked forward and
took Tommy's former position between the girl's eager thighs.  She
stared at him kneeling there, his horse-like cock spanning out
from his flat stomach.
     Eagerly she reached down between her open thighs, took hold
or the huge shaft of throbbing flesh with both hands, and placed
the bulbous head at the wet mouth of her hungrily throbbing cunt.
The faces of the waiting men came closer, leering at her delicate,
teenage pussy nestling in the soft coppery curls of pubic hair up
between her legs.  Her pink little cunt was visibly pulsing, and
they longed to touch and pet it.  Then, out of nowhere, Laurie
felt some man's hand cup and pinch her fleshy young breast,
digging into her sensitive white flesh hard enough to cause a moan
of protest to bubble from her throat.  Another hand clamped her
other breast, and there were several more hands playing lightly
along her full firm thighs and the sides of her curvaceous
buttocks.  Now her face was contorted in ecstasy, every muscle in
her body alive with the delightful tingling of her nerves.  Slowly
she raised her wetly dilated pussy, presenting it up to the
virginal ranchhand in naked offering.  It was his to violate at
will.
     Billy grinned down at it, saliva beginning to dribble from
his slack mouth, his lips bared back over gleaming white teeth.
He looked down at the lovely young redhead's face, then at her
graceful tapering fingers wrapped around his thick cock.  He
shuffled forward on his knees a few inches as she peered up
between her drawn-back knees into his face.
     "Ram it to her snooty little pussy, kid!" exclaimed Tommy at
her side, and with a flick of his hips, the over-endowed ranchhand
did as he was told.  With one mindless forward thrust of his hips,
he forced his enormous cock-head about two inches into her moistly
quivering cuntal lips, brutally expanding the tender yet stubborn
flesh almost to the tearing point.  Laurie threw back her head and
tightly gritted her teeth against the wave of pain she knew was
coming, for nothing this huge had ever penetrated her body.
     "Oooooooooh, ooooooh," she moaned in spite of her readiness.
Then the boy's massively thickened cock submerged two more
torturing inches up into her belly, the pain bolting through her
body like a herd of stampeding wild horses.  And yet she held on,
certain that the agony would end in time, just as soon as her
passion-inflamed pussy grew accustomed to the monster invading
her.  Billy murmured a panting appreciation of this never-before-
known carnal pleasure of a woman's cuntal flesh and leaned
forward, implanting two inches more, and two more, until with a
bull-like charge, he sank his great thickened cock all the way up
to the hilt in her painfully stretched cunt.  The fourteen year
old girl bit at the inside of her lower lip to keep from crying
out as the innocent youth began to fuck into her with awkward,
shuddering heaves of his buttocks.  She realized that it was not
his fault, that the others had set him up for this rape, and now
he was merely obeying his own instincts.
     She finally felt her own instincts take over again as the
dull-minded lad began a steady revolving motion with his pelvis,
guiding his huge, pole-like rod of flesh up into her tight little
vagina until the pain was all but diminished, replaced by a lewd
demanding appetite for more of the crazed fucking she was
receiving.  The other, impatient cowboys were aware of the change
in her and closed in to enjoy every twitch and bounce of the
lewdly locked bodies.  Their faces hung within inches of Laurie's
straining nakedness, leering as if hypnotized at the wild fucking
the innocent boy was giving this beautiful, aloof young girl.
Laurie felt their hands once again grabbing at her everywhere,
massaging and tweaking her proud young breasts, crawling and
clawing at every part of her body that was available and not
covered by Billy.
     She lifted her head slightly to look at them, a feeling of
genuine pride invading her as she sensed their wild desire and
strange respect for her.  Anyone, particularly a mere girl of
fourteen, whose cunt could swallow Billy's fantastic cock, and
actually like it, was worthy of any man's respect.  Over and over,
they rubbed and lewdly caressed her pinioned body; on each side,
their eager paws covered her, enhancing her pleasure all the more.
She felt a fingertip once more probing at her wildly puckering
rectum beneath the mammoth balls slapping into her helplessly
upturned buttocks with every stroke Billy made into her.  She
winced slightly as the finger paused and probed, suddenly popping
inside the snug nether ring and worming deeply around at the
spongy, tender flesh inside.  It roiled around, enlarging the tiny
opening as much as it had when Tommy's two fingers were in there,
until at last the very palm of the invading hand lay flat against
her smooth rounded ass-cheeks.
     Her passion had reached hurricane proportions, and she did
not flinch when she felt the pulsing heat of an unidentified cock
nudging against her wetly parted lips in an effort to gain
entrance into the soft warm interior of her mouth.  She relaxed
her jaw muscles to admit the warmly pulsating penis inside.
Craning her neck to that side, she immediately engulfed the
throbbing cock and began to suck crazily, swallowing each small
droplet of seminal fluid as though it was the last morsel of food
on earth.
     Billy's orgasm came without warning, the sticky white sperm
jetting into the inhumanly stretched confines of her cunt in a
continual flow, filling her with hot scalding sperm until the
flesh-filled orifice could hold no more.  She felt him raise his
trembling weight from her thighs to be replaced immediately by
another weight, another body, another cock.  This new shaft of
male flesh began at once to fuck in and out of her wetly quivering
cunt while the finger embedded far up in her rectum played against
the thin membrane separating it from her vaginal channel.  She
could sense it pressing upward, feeling the new penis scraping
against it.  This outrageous debasement sent fresh masochistic
chills of delight coursing through her, and she fucked back
against the long pummeling cock and the probing finger without
shame.  Hands from everywhere assisted her wildly humping hips,
pulling her up and down in a depraved rhythm that kept harmony
with the instruments fucking into her in three different places.
She was a sexual object now, a machine functioning expertly in the
service of pleasure.  She screamed out her orgasm, convulsing in
the throes of it; then a minute later came again ... and again.
     One after another, the roomful of hired hands took turns on
her, keeping her wetly heated cunt and soft sucking mouth filled
with male flesh.  Great pools of white hot sperm formed under her
nakedly grinding buttocks and below her cock-stretched mouth, not
even soaking in before new deposits were added on top of them.
Laurie's mouth ached, and yet she sucked and licked and swallowed
without once slowing her tempo.  Her hollowing and bloating cheeks
were smeared with glistening saliva and overflows of semen that
she had not been able to swallow fast enough.
     Inevitably the wild, orgiastic scene came to a conclusion.
Tommy Ross and the hired hands, shaking their heads in
unbelievable wonder, departed.  Laurie had lost track of how many
times she had climaxed during the orgiastic session.  She knew
only that she had achieved the sublime heights of fulfillment she
had been craving day and night for the past two weeks.  And now
she was thoroughly drained, cum-splattered, her lush young body
aching, bone weary ... and radiant!  Nothing in the entire
universe could dredge up one more ounce of enthusiasm from her
satiated being.  And yet ... there was a nagging thought, a
persistence that there still remained one more cock that her weary
body could accept, would always accept ... one more cock that she
had not captured ... Uncle Ned's!
     Covering herself with the rumpled sheet, Laurie emitted a
sigh and slipped quickly into deep, dreamless sleep.


Chapter 7


"Laurie, wake up!  You're dreaming, baby--wake up!" Ned Dow
said urgently in his niece's ear.  She was perspiring freely, and
her lovely face was twisted in a grimace of something that he
could not comprehend, but it looked almost like lust.
     "Huh what?  ... Oh.  Uncle Ned.  It's you," she said softly,
her eyes glimmering with a slow, sleep drugged awareness of her
relative's huge form hovering over her.  Gradually her
surroundings came into focus, the darkened room, the rumpled bed
... and then the memory of what had transpired in this very room
only a few hours ago.
     It was dusk, nearly five hours since she had pulled the sheet
over her to catch a few minutes of sleep after ... After ... Oh my
God, she thought in panic.  I can't let him see me ... see the
room ... see the cum ... the torn remains of the shift ...
     "I must've fallen asleep," she said, hurriedly, fresh panic
rising in her as she thought about the consequences of her uncle
finding out what had happened.  "Am--am I late for dinner?" she
stammered in a frantic search for something to say, something to
draw attention away from herself, from the room.
     "No, honey.  I was just concerned about you ... Marie went
into town with me, and she just told me you hadn't touched the
lunch she fixed for you ... I thought maybe you were sick or
something," he said gently, with concern on his handsome face.
     "NO ... no," she repeated more softly.  "I wasn't hungry ...
I was tired and I decided to take a nap.  I must have been more
tired than I thought."
     "You sure you're all right?  It looked like you were having a
bad dream."
     "No ... not a bad dream ... It was different, a strange
dream," she said, stretching, yawning languidly, then raising one
naked arm to cover her mouth with her hand.  It was then that she
felt the dried crust of orgastic juices covering her belly.  She
realized, too, she was weak--and sore.  "Tell Marie I'll be there
shortly," she said, smiling weakly up at her uncle's concerned
expression.  "I want to shower.  Then I'll be down.  Okay?"
     "Sure.  Sure, honey.  If you're sure you're all right."
     "I'm fine," she answered.  "After dinner I'll tell you about
the strange dream," she concluded with an ecstatic gleam in her
sparkling green eyes.
     "Okay, honey.  I'll tell Maria," her uncle said as he turned.
At the door he paused, glancing back.  "Don't expect to keep me up
all night with your tales of weird dreams, though," he chuckled.
"It's been a long, hard day."
     "Yes, it has ..." Laurie said softly.


*     *     *


After, dinner, in Ned Dow's darkened den, uncle and niece sat
side-by-side on a large, comfortable sofa watching a variety show
on the room's huge, colored television set.  It was one of the few
extravagances the hard-working rancher allowed himself--other than
alcohol and an occasional woman.  As he sipped on a small glass of
good bourbon, he could not help but think how ravishing his red-
haired niece looked tonight.  She had taken a long time before
coming down to dinner, but when she had, it was to his amazement
and delight.  She appeared at the table freshly scrubbed, her hair
arranged to perfection, the color high in her cheeks, wearing a
simple white dress with narrow, vertical, dark green stripes that
flared at hips and bust and narrowed at the waist, accentuating
her ripe yet youthfully blossoming figure.  At the time, he had
wondered if this was a special occasion that he had somehow
forgotten, but when he had voiced his fear, the voluptuous
teenager had assured him that it wasn't it was simply a girlish
whim, a whim to please her wonderful uncle.
     Laurie's mood had set the tone for a jovial meal, followed by
her suggestion that they watch television while enjoying an after-
dinner bourbon.  Her suggestion struck him as odd, for he knew
that she cared little for alcohol in any form, but he passed it
off as an attempt on her part to please him, to act the part of
the woman she was quickly becoming.
     Laurie sipped demurely at her own whiskey, watching her uncle
closely.  She knew her impression on him this evening was having
the desired effect.  It was all part of a plan that had begun with
the dream earlier in the day.  While showering, her intuitive
female instinct had guided the plan smoothly along its logical,
straight-as-a-die seductual tracks.  Much of it had been played by
ear, the right inflection of voice, the proper suggestion at just
the right moment, the fluttering of long, dark lashes as she held
his eyes.  It was a whorish instinct born in her, an instinct that
was now just about to set the final, no-holding-back, no-holds-
barred, barbed hooks.
     Suddenly, Ned stiffened.  On the television screen six young,
girl dancers appeared dressed in scanty costumes that exposed the
major portion of their succulently bobbing breasts.  Even the
narrow triangle of sequined material that covered the "vee" up
between their thighs was stretched erotically tight, molded to
their pubic mounds in such a way that even the protruding flesh of
their cuntal lips seemed delineated in startling clarity!  God,
they were really beautiful, those kids ... but Christ, they were
almost indecent!  What is television coming to these days?
     Laurie squeezed his arm and giggled.  "Why, Uncle Ned," she
said teasingly, "you're staring!"
     "What ...?" Ned began, then flushed.  "I ... Uh ... well,
this isn't the kind of thing I'm used to.  Things were a little
different when I was your age."
     "Things have progressed a lot," Laurie said, squeezing his
arm tighter.  "I mean people are more honest!"
     "I ... I guess so."
     Laurie leaned up and kissed his cheek, letting her lips
linger a moment.  "It's all right," she told him confidentially.
"I don't mind looking at their tits if you don't."
     "Laurie!" Ned said, shocked.
     Again, his lovely teenage niece giggled.  "Don't you think
they have nice titties, Uncle Ned?"
     "I ...I guess so, but really, girl, you ought to ..."
     "Mine are nicer though, don't you think?"
     "Laurie, for heaven's sake ...!"
     The redheaded teenager's heart was beating at triphammer
speed in her chest.  The moment was almost at hand, and she was
terribly excited.  She was going to do something wonderful for
this man, her handsome uncle.  She was going to show him the depth
of her love for him.  She could feel her young, tenderly throbbing
pussy growing wet with arousal as she thought about what was going
to happen, and her buttocks squirmed involuntarily down into the
cushion.
     "My tits are much nicer, Uncle Ned," she whispered
breathlessly.  "Look!"
     Without warning, she took Ned's hand and pressed it tightly
over her right breast, holding it there against the spongy
softness.  "There!" she breathed.  "Isn't that much nicer than
those girls on the screen?"
     Ned gasped, his body stiffening on the sofa, as he felt his
teenage niece's softly quivering breasts against the palm of his
hand.  His penis gave an involuntary leap in his trousers, and his
heart thudded wildly while his brain spun in shocked disbelief at
her wanton action.  He tried to remove his hand, but she was
holding it tightly across her palpitating flesh, and the soft
warmth of it was like an electric shock running up the length of
his arm.
     "My God, what are you ... what are you doing, Laurie?" he
managed to croak in a hoarse voice.
     "Showing you that my tits are better than those girls'," his
niece replied pantingly.  "I'll show you even better now ..."
Hunching forward, she took his hand lower, sliding it into the
loose bodice of her dress, holding it then over the hot softness
of her naked breast, the palm pressing tautly against the rigid
nipple of her tender young mound.
     Ned gasped again, and he twisted on the couch, staring down
at his redheaded niece on the cushion beside him.  Her bare breast
sent fiery needles through his whole body now, and sweat popped
out on his forehead.  His brain continued to spin; he didn't
understand, couldn't fathom what this voluptuous fourteen year old
was doing ...
     Her uncle's hand touching her naked flesh made Laurie shiver
with lascivious delight as she held it pressed over her trembling
breast.  "Oh, Ned, your hand feels so good on my tit.  I like you
to hold me like that!"
     The older man couldn't seem to breathe.  The sweat had flowed
down into his eyes now, obscuring his vision.  Dear God, what is
she doing?  I'm her uncle, not ... not some boy friend or lover
... doesn't she realize that?  My own niece ... my innocent little
girl ... what's come over her to be acting this way ...?
     Laurie turned her face up to his, breathing warm sweet air
against his skin, her eyes shining with something he had seen only
in women who were about to be loved.  She began to move his hand,
around her ripely offered breast, the palm rolling her turgid
nipple in tantalizing little circles that caused her breath to
come faster and faster, her entire body trembling now with desire.
Ned was frozen, unable to stop her actions, his arm and hand like
placid clay in her dexterous fingers, his stomach a pit of fire at
the prurient sensations which had begun to course through him from
his niece's manipulations, from the erotic feel of his little
girl's naked flesh.  His restlessly stirring cock jerked and
trembled, coming erect in his trousers, and he thought: No, no
this is wrong ... my God, I'm getting turned on by my own niece!
     "Ned," Laurie whimpered.  "Kiss me ... please kiss me!"
     There was no other world left for Ned Dow now except that
tiny area of existence inside the darkened room; there were no
erotically dancing girls on the screen.  There was nothing at all
except this mind-blowing tableau of his niece rubbing his hand
across her naked breast and begging him to kiss her, kiss her not
like a uncle, but like a lover.
     Laurie raised her head and Ned, unable to move his head away,
could only stare wide-eyed into the liquid depths of the young
girl's smoky eyes as she brought her face over his, her lips
parting moistly and moving on his mouth.  An implacable surge of
fiery passion seethed through the older man at the contact of his
young niece's lips on his own, and he began to tremble, her breast
under his hand now as hot as a burning mound of coal.  Then
Laurie's hot, hard little tongue was flashing into his mouth,
darting madly around and against his tongue.
     Ned's fully erect cock was palpitating with desire, and his
cum-filled balls ached at the contact of her lush teenaged body
with his.  Her free hand went boldly down onto his knee, causing
him to jerk spasmodically with further electrical jolts of
pleasure, then she drew her hand higher, higher, moving it along
his thigh as her tongue and mouth worked passionately on his own,
as her sensually trembling body strained hard against his on the
couch ...
     Laurie was consumed with raging desire now, for her plan was
succeeding and she would soon have the intense pleasure of making
love to this man she so loved, her uncle.  She stroked his leg
with one hand while her other helped his rough finger to caress
her quivering breasts.  The fourteen year old girl moaned deep in
her throat as she swirled his saliva with hers, uncle's and
niece's commingling in hot wetness in both their mouths.
     This is wrong ... This is wrong ... this is wrong ... Ned's
mind chanted, but still he could do nothing to stop what was
happening.  It was as if he had been held spellbound by the
enchantment of his niece and her softly heated flesh.  His love
for her was as strong as he'd ever felt for any woman, intensified
by the exciting knowledge that they were of the same blood ...
excited that a beautiful young girl could feel a special need for
him.  At this moment, he could not deny the driving emotions, the
all-consuming fire, which spiraled upward from his groin.  God
help him, he wanted to fuck her!  And he would--regardless of the
consequences!
     His arms tightened convulsively around her as she caressed
his thigh with harder, quicker strokes.  She released his hand on
her breast, brought it over to caress his chest through the cowboy
shirt he wore, both her hands moving hotly, restlessly, over her
uncle's trembling body.  Ned tried in one last desperate attempt
at rational behavior to remove his hand from his niece's softly
resilient breast, but he couldn't, he couldn't move at ail except
to continue to caress her, hold her tightly to him, tweak her hot,
hard little nipples into further arousal, fuse his tongue with
hers in a madly wet hot kiss of desire.
     Then his niece's eager, searching hand moved all the way up
his thigh, found the aching bulge between his legs, and began to
stroke it with gentle yet demanding fondlings.  The touch of her
fingers on his hardened penis, his swollen balls, brought palsied
trembling to Ned, agonized animalistic groans from deep in the
core of his being.  But he couldn't stop her, he couldn't stop her
at all ...
     Oh he's so big.  So much bigger than Ken! Laurie thought
wildly as she stroked her uncle's genitals.  Oh I knew he would be
big.  The biggest, I just knew it!  It's so good, I'm glad I
decided to do this, I want you, Uncle Ned, I want you to fuck me.
     Now his heavily breathing young niece's questing fingers
located the zipper of Ned's fly, began to draw it down.  She broke
the kiss then, nuzzled his cheek, his neck, reveled in his
gasping.  Against his ear she whispered hotly, "Let me take it
out, Uncle Ned.  Let me take your beautiful cock out and squeeze
it in my hand and I'll make it get even harder!"
     "L-Laurie ..." he managed to wheeze, in a last semblance of
rationality, of propriety, "you can't ... do this.  It's wrong,
child, it's incest.  We can't ..."
     "Ned, Ned, I love you, I love you, I want you!"
     "Ooohhhh ..."
     "You love me too, don't you?  You want to love me all the way
like I love you, don't you?  Say you do, Uncle Ned, let me take
your cock out and hold it ..."
     There was no more resistance left in Ned.  Never had his body
been this hot, this consumed with desire.  Yes, he wanted her!
Yes, damn it, yes, yes, yes!  He loved her, he loved her more than
anything in the world, and this was the ultimate expression of
love, yes, yes, yes, "Yes, honey, oh God, yes, take it out,
yesssssss!"
     Laurie's fevered fingers drew the zipper all the way down,
then went to his belt as Ned continued to massage her breasts
under the loose gown, showering hot kisses onto her red hair and
long slender neck.  His lovely teenage niece unfastened his belt,
opened his pants, pulled them aside.  Then her long-nailed fingers
slipped inside the waistband of his shorts, drew them down and
away from his hard, throbbing penis, as Ned lifted his buttocks
convulsively from the sofa cushion to help her.
     Once his massively pulsating cock was free of its
constricting garments, free and naked in his niece's hot hand,
Laurie gasped at the immensity of it and at the hot rigidity of
the shaft of flesh of her uncle which she held so tightly in her
hand.  Oh yes, yes, it was so big, so big and wonderful ...
     Never had anything felt so good to Ned as his niece's little
fingers wrapped around his erection!  Wave after wave of prurient
desire swept like a floodtide through his body, and he moaned
aloud in his ecstasy, mindless with arousal, past all caring of
anything but the lewd forbidden delight surging through his flesh.
Laurie transferred his burgeoning cock to her other hand, using
the former one to caress the underside of the shaft with her long
nails, up and down, up and down, teasing him until the boiling
sperm began to churn in her uncle's aching scrotum.
     Her eyes open wide, fiery desire in control of her own body
completely now, Laurie stared down at the huge, palpitating cock
she held in her hand.  Who would have thought that she would so
revel in a man's penis, a part of her mind cried.  But Ken's long
hard shaft of flesh inside her at the cabin that day had opened a
whole new world of wonderment and desire, a world she had plunged
into joyfully, embracing it to the fullest.  It was beautiful, her
uncle's cock was beautiful, all cocks were beautiful, yes, but her
Uncle Ned's was the most beautiful of them all ...
     She continued to stare almost hypnotically at the quivering
head of his manhood, glistening moistly in the darkness of the
room from its sheen of excited lubrication, the unseeing eye
staring at her like some pagan symbol of pleasure.  It seemed to
sway in her hand, as if with a hidden power of its own, commanding
her to come nearer, to engulf it within the soft wet warmth of her
mouth!
     Laurie opened her mouth, licking her lips, allowing her
tongue to stretch out between them.  She moved her head slowly
downward until it was only an inch above the wavering head of her
uncle's uncontrollably pulsating cockhead and her jutting pink
little tongue almost touching the tiny secreting eye.
     Ned realized in that moment what his niece wanted to do, what
she was about to do, and he was seized with a momentary pang of
guilt.  But even as he thought it, the tremendous excitement of
the act hit him full force, causing his eagerly throbbing cock to
leap anticipatorily in his teenage niece's hand, and he knew he
did want it to happen, no matter what, he wanted her to suck his
cock!  That was all that made any sense, all that really counted,
this young girl he loved so much.
     Her uncle's warmly pulsing penis was the only important thing
in the world for young Laurie Dow now.  She dipped her head
forward, her heart threatening to burst through her chest cavity,
her wet little pussy raging with desire ... and then her tongue
touched the rubbery glans of her uncle's lust-swollen cockhead,
touched it and tasted the bittersweet pungency of his seminal
fluid.  Yes!  her mind cried exultantly, yes, so good, it was
good, her uncle's cock tasted so good ...!
     Laurie began to swirl her tongue around the heated glans
opening, lapping up all of the sticky emission there, and her
uncle groaned wildly, his fingers convulsing in his niece's red
hair at the electric touch of her moistened tongue on his eagerly
quivering cock.  She ovaled her mouth wider and sucked the entire
head up inside, moving her tongue in circular, progressively
faster strokes, holding the thick base between her thumb and
forefinger with one hand while she tickled his spermladen balls
with the nails of the other.
     "Oooooohhhhhhh!" Ned wailed in abandoned delight, his fingers
convulsively twisting in his niece's swirling roan hair.  "Oh yes,
my darling, oh yesssss!  Suck it!"
     Laurie began to suck rhythmically up and down, taking more
and more of his great throbbing shaft of flesh into the interior
of her soft young mouth, her tongue swirling against the sensitive
underside of his cock on each withdrawal stroke.  She used the tip
of her tongue to part the glans opening, widening it so that more
semen flowed out against her tongue.  Her uncle jerked his hips
upward off the sofa convulsively, driving his thick rod deep and
hard against the roof of Laurie's hungrily sucking mouth.  He was
moaning in enraptured cadence now, squeezing her breasts hotly and
almost painfully, his balls aching with his impending cum.
     His lovely young niece was sucking him like a gluttonous
unweaned calf now, completely lost in the lewdness of the act
which she was performing, reveling in the salacious taste of her
uncle's cock and it's seeping male emissions.  Ned's naked
buttocks twisted and rolled on the cushion as the intensity of her
sucking increased.  She began to nibble his rock-hard member,
wanting him to cum, wanting to taste his hot seed as it filled her
mouth to overflowing.  Her own loins were aching with increasing
tension as her orgasm built higher and higher, wanting to cum
herself as she knew her uncle would soon cum, wanted them both to
cum together, uncle and niece, lovers ...
     She began to suck him faster and faster, more wildly, her own
hips churning madly as her wetly ovaled mouth strained down on his
lap, her eyes squeezed tightly shut.  Her head bobbed up and down
with frenzied speed, like some impossibly functioning piston,
taking all of his long thick cock into her hot young mouth.  The
girl's lips and nose were pressed against the wiry bristles of her
uncle's pubic hair on the downstroke, and she could smell the
intoxicating aroma of his genitals wafting into her nostrils,
spurring her on even faster.
     Never, never, had anything been this wonderful for Ned ...
not even Barbara Ross' expert manipulations.  This was the
greatest, this was the ultimate ... He had to cum, had to cum, in
his little girl's mouth, had to cum, had to cum, had to--
     And suddenly, without warning, he did!
     "Aaaaagggghhh, that's it, baby, I'm cumming, oh my little
baby, I'm cummmiiinnngggg!"
     He jammed his hips upward, burying his exploding penis deep
in his niece's soft throat, while she moaned ecstatically.  The
first hot spurts of semen spewed from the opening in his glans
head, inundating the back of the teenage girl's mouth, geysering
madly from his crazily jerking penis.  Her throat tightened as
torrent after torrent of his burning fluid gushed forth, and she
swallowed desperately to keep from choking on the creaming liquid,
her cheeks bloating and hollowing as the cavern of her mouth
filled and emptied, filled and emptied.
     Laurie's own orgasm blasted through her convulsing little
pussy then, brought about and triggered by the act she was
performing, the total abandonment of it, of loving her uncle this
way.  Wild, rapturous, kaleidoscopic release took hold of her ten
times as great and wonderful as with Ken, or Hank, or Will, or
Tommy, or the hired hands.  She gurgled and squealed around her
uncle's cock, still swallowing his seemingly never-ending flow of
white hot sperm, trying not to lose a single precious drop of the
delicious male seed.  She reached a height so dizzying, a pinnacle
of pleasure so great, that her young mind threatened to burst from
the sheer physical pressure of it.
     Finally, moments later, her uncle's cock deflating in her
mouth, Laurie lifted her head, letting the pleasure-giving
instrument slide wetly from between her lips, trailing a lewd
string of his cum between her mouth and his cock-head.  Ned lay
back against the sofa, half comatose from the excruciating bliss
he had just known from his niece's warm wet mouth on his cock,
unable to think, unable to do anything in the aftermath of such
great delight.
     Laurie leaned over and kissed him, tenderly, on the mouth
with her sperm-glistening lips, hugging him fiercely, and into his
ear she whispered, "I love you, Uncle Ned, I wanted to make you
happy."
     It was a long moment before Ned could answer, and then he
said, the words filling him with a new sense of himself, of life,
of love, "Yes, my darling, you made me happy.  You made me happier
than I've ever been in my life."
     "Uncle Ned, I love you so much!"
     "And I, you, Laurie honey.  That's all that counts, I guess
... that's all that really counts."
     Together, uncle and niece snuggled there in one another's
arms, and young Laurie Dow was filled with elation, with joy
incomparable.  It was perfect, this relationship she now had with
her uncle, what she had done tonight had indeed been right.  Now,
in a few moments, there remained only the second part of her plan
to make things absolutely perfect, irreconcilably perfect.
     She kissed her uncle again, smiling as she thought about what
was going to happen ...


Chapter 8


Even though he felt the loss of contact with his niece's
warm, lush body and the movement as she rose from the sofa, Ned
Dow's eyes remained closed as he fought to regulate his ragged
breathing--the result of his mind-blowing orgasm of moments
before.  Slowly, ever so slowly, his satiated body began to
respond; his breath returned to normal, and a semblance of
strength began to creep back into his pounding bloodstream.  At
last he opened his eyes.
     Immediately, the blood began to hammer at his temples.  His
flaccid penis, only moments before, sucked to an exquisite climax
by the succulent lips of his teenage niece, jerked once, twice,
then began slowly swelling with a fresh supply of resurgent,
desire-stimulated blood.  His eyes popped wide with wonder--fixed,
unblinking.  Before them stood the most arousing stimulant ever
perceived--the subtle, naked curves of the most delicious creature
on earth; the glorious splendor of all womanhood; the nubile
seductiveness of his own fourteen year old niece!
     Laurie walked toward him, her lips parted sensually, her eyes
gleaming, her alluring buttocks swaying provocatively.  The ripe
firm mounds of her breasts jiggled with enticing motion, and the
nipples hardened and lengthened even more as he watched.  She
stopped directly in front of him, running the tip of her wet, pink
tongue slowly over her lips, her eyes staring at his now bulging
erection.  Then she reached out and touched his pulsating
maleness, the electric contact causing him to jerk spasmodically.
Her laughter was soft, husky, almost lewd.
     "Do you want me now?" she asked.
     "Yes!  Oh God, yes.  Yes!"
     Watching her uncle's eyes now, Laurie slowly lifted her hands
and began to slide her palms up and down along her flanks, up to
cup her proudly ripened breasts, kneading them gently, pushing
them out toward him provocatively.  Then her hands were stroking
the flatness of her belly, moving down ever so slowly until the
tips of her long nails were touching the soft resilient "vee" of
her copper-colored pussy hair.  She held that pose for a long
moment, thumbs pressing against her hipbones, fingers splayed
across her naked belly.  Ned sat frozen with mounting desire,
watching her with widened eyes, completely captivated by her lewd,
enticing motions.  His thick rigid cock was pounding madly,
jutting out to within inches of his beautiful niece's gleaming
young flesh.
     Laurie's hands began to move again, slowly, the fingertips
dipping lower through the soft silken pubic triangle, blazing a
path toward the wetly glistening cuntal slit up between her long
beautiful legs.  Then they reached it, she placed the thumb and
forefinger of her left hand on either side of her fleshy vaginal
lips and spread them slowly apart, revealing the trembling pink
bud of her already erectly throbbing little clitoris to her
uncle's lust-ridden gaze.
     She used her right index finger to tweak it, sending more
rivulets of vaginal lubrication trailing down her already moist
inner thighs.  Her finger went lower, then poised at the wet
little mouth of her cunt, and then slipped tantalizingly inside,
burying itself to the first knuckle, then the second.  She
withdrew it, slid it in again, withdrew it, slid it in, finger-
fucking herself in front of the older man with salacious delight
as she watched Ned's sweating face and the wild desire she saw
mirrored there.
     Faster and more frenzied her outstretched finger slid in and
out of her moistly heated pussy, and, as she rolled and flung her
hips with delight at the sensations coursing through her flesh
from her own manipulations, she began to croon hypnotically to
him, "I want to fuck you.  I want you to fuck me!  Hard and hot
and wild.  I want to put my finger in your asshole while you're
fucking me, and I want you to do the same for me.  I want to have
your big throbbing cock far up in my belly, shooting hot juice
into me, making me cum at the same time ..."
     Ned couldn't stand it any longer.  Her obscene words drove
him to a fever pitch of excitement.  He leaned forward, grabbing
her, pulling her hard down to him, planting hot wet kisses on her
face and her neck and her quivering young breasts--and all the
while, Laurie kept sliding her long delicate finger in and out of
her moist vagina, reveling in the wild feelings of wantonness
which rippled through her excited body.  She pressed hard against
him, grinding he?  naked hips into him as her mouth sought and
round his, crushing his huge pulsating cock against her belly, his
desire-tautened balls scraping the back of her hand as she finger-
fucked herself with ever-increasing abandon.
     Finally, as the fourteen Year old girl aroused herself to the
point of near orgasm, she pulled her finger from her tightly
clasping cunt with a soft lewd sucking sound, her tongue swirling
crazily into her uncle's mouth, fusing with his own burning probe.
Then her hands were in his pants, already down around his knees,
impatiently pulling them off his legs.  She grasped his excitedly
throbbing cock in her small hand, stroked it lovingly, fingernails
tickling the hirsute sac of his testicles.  She rolled the ball of
her thumb back and forth over the swollen, purplish head,
spreading the thin ooze of seminal fluid flowing from the glans
opening there over the entire expanse of the quivering knob,
eliciting low moans of delight from his throat.
     The acute pleasure wrought by her lewd caresses inflamed his
brain into a cauldron of lust.  He had to have her, now, right
now!  His fevered hands dragged her down onto the sofa, entwining
his body with hers, reveling in the warm, musky smell of her
female readiness.  He showered more hungry kisses on her naked
flesh, licking and sucking at her nipples, rolling each one around
and around his tongue.  His hands dipped under to cup the smooth
satiny surface of her buttocks, squeezing the flesh almost
painfully in his desire.  Laurie was breathing into his ear, hot
and sweet, and her tongue flicked out to dance inside the orifice,
racing along the soft sensitive skin of his inner ear.  Her hand
searched down between their tightly clasping bodies, located his
hotly pulsating penis again, and their tongues lashed and twirled
together inside their mouths.  The fourteen year old girl crushed
the full length of her ripe young body against his and ground her
pelvis hard up against his groin, still hanging onto his lust-
thickened hardness.
     Without warning, she rolled herself over on top and straddled
her naked uncle's hips, holding his warmly jerking penis between
the fingers of her right hand as she poised it at the entrance to
her wetly quivering cunt.  Slowly, she inched herself downward,
parting the soft petal-like folds of her tender young cunt with
the massive head of her uncle's cock.  She made soft mewling
sounds of an almost mindless delight at the feel of his monstrous
shaft up inside her pussy for the first time.  Ned echoed the
moans, knowing now that she wasn't a virgin, but reveling in the
soft warmth of her tight young cunt around his thick pulsing
penis, knowing that she was now his and whatever had gone before
didn't really matter.
     Quickly, Laurie sheathed the full length of her uncle's
heatedly throbbing organ with her quivering cuntal flesh, his
virile hardness filling her belly with the hot hard expanse of his
shaft.  Her face was wildly contorted with lust as she lifted her
hips up to bring all but his swollen cock-head out of her pussy,
while Ned slid his hands up along her smooth belly and squeezed
her nakedly swaying breasts.  He levered up with his buttocks at
the same time, sending his fleshy shaft soaring along the soft
clasping channel of his kneeling niece's cunt to pound hard
against the tip of her cervix.  Laurie cried out in pleasure-pain,
and, using her knees as levers, she began to pump up and down his
swollen rod of flesh with incensed abandon, climbing it almost to
its uppermost point but never allowing the bloated cock-head to
escape the hair-fringed lips of her wetly quivering pussy, always
levering back down rapaciously to impale herself on the thick
pistoning penis which sent so many pin-pricks of delight racing
through her belly and loins and breasts.
     Ned reached up to grasp the naked curves of the lovely young
girl's back and hips, eliciting little mewling sounds of pleasure
from her.  The raised ridges of her spine felt white-hot to him as
she undulated her sensually ripened body against him in slow
fucking rhythm, which almost drove him out of his mind.  The
sinews of her muscles rippled lightly just under the thin tanned
flesh, giving testimony to the secret power she possessed.  In
response, she began to trail her nails across his chest, leaving
small red welts in their sharp path.
     Pushing his hands further down beneath her, Ned cupped the
fullness of her lithe young buttocks in the palms of his sweat-
slick hands, pulling her heated pussy hard down against his
impaling nakedness.  He ground up and down into her fiery cuntal
passage, sensing it grow wetter and wetter as her passion took
command of her shamelessly aroused body.
     Laurie began to fuck with insane fury up and down on the
rigid rod of flesh filling her tight young cunt.  She ground her
frantically quivering pussy down hard against him as her right
hand dipped down between her uncle's legs to fondle and caress his
sperm-filling balls.  Ned's fingers sought and found his niece's
swollen breasts, squeezing them painfully, thumb and forefinger
tweaking the buds until she cried out loudly with a lewd delight.
Oh Christ, Ned thought in wonderment, nothing has ever been like
this, this is the most exciting goddamn moment I've ever known ...
Oh God, I want to cum, I want to cum in my sweet little niece's
pussy the way I came in her mouth.  I want to, I want to, I want
to!  And I'm going to!
     For minutes, fourteen year old niece and uncle wantonly
bucked and writhed against one another, straining with every fiber
of their beings for orgasm.  The only sounds were grunts and moans
of wild desire, heavy exertion, and the wet slapping of naked
flesh against naked flesh.  It seemed as if the very world held
its breath, waiting, waiting for this salacious spectacle of
incest to end.
     Suddenly, Ned howled, "I'm ... I'm there, baby doll, honey,
I'm going to cum.  Oh, shit, faster, fuck faster.  I'm going to
cummmm!"
     He heaved up to meet the wildly pistoning downstrokes of his
niece's hotly clenching young cunt as the first white-hot jets of
his sticky white semen burst upward through his wildly jerking
cock to fill his little girl's tight, clasping pussy almost to the
overflowing.  So intense was this explosion of his sperm into the
young girl's belly, that his head jerked up, banging into the arm
of the sofa.  And then, the climaxing couple were joined, tongues
fusing, exchanging hot wet saliva in a soul kiss that added fervor
to their simultaneous releases.
     The boiling white seed exploding against her cervix, was all
that was needed to send Laurie over the brink of her own orgasm.
"Oh ... Oh ... Oh ... oh ...!" she moaned in chanting cadence as
she came, fucking maniacally up and down on her uncle's
ejaculating penis.  This was the finest moment of her life, to be
made to cum by her own uncle's cock, to feel him shooting his hot
male sperm deep up into her convulsing little pussy.  His cum
commingled with his young niece's and then flowed out around his
deflating penis to make pools of glistening warm liquid on his
belly and on the sofa beneath their lewdly twisting bodies.
     Moments later, totally spent, totally satiated, for neither
of them had ever before experienced such a mind-blowing sexual
intensity, uncle and niece lay silently on the couch, touching one
another as if in thankfulness for what had happened.  Laurie lay
lovingly in her uncle's arms, her hand resting lightly on his now
flaccid cock; Ned's arms were about her naked shoulders, holding
her sweat-streaked body pressed to him.  As his mind slowly
returned to reality, he knew that this was truly the finest night
of his life.  He had everything he ever wanted in the world now,
and there would be no more loneliness, no more sadness for either
of them in the coming years ...


The End


Epilogue


Shortly after dinner nearly a week later, Laurie could not
stop her hands from trembling as she sat alone in her room,
holding the still-sealed envelope containing Ken Chester's letter.
Evidently, it had arrived that afternoon and had been placed on
her dresser by Maria.  Finally she could not restrain herself
another second and tore open the envelope, her eyes eagerly
searching at the bottom of the page for the blond lover's
signature and then rising to begin reading the contents.


Dear Laurie,


I'm sorry I've not had an opportunity to write before this,
but I know you understand how busy I am.  I'm very busy rewriting
the manuscript and am working with a wonderful editorial staff
trying to meet a rapidly approaching deadline.
     In any case, I miss you and very often think of the marvelous
times we had together at the cabin and up in the mountains.  I
hope that you've been able to forgive me for what might be
considered as my having taken advantage of your innocence.  I was
lonely, though, and lonely passionate men sometimes do selfish
things.
     As for me, when I'm not working--which isn't very often--I've
been dating a lovely girl, a member of the staff and we've shared
moments together that reminded me of you.
     I hope we meet again in the not too distant future.
Meanwhile, please write and tell me what you've been up to at the
ranch.


Love,
     Ken


Laurie sat quietly for a moment, allowing the impersonal
words to sink in, and then bent over to place her face in her
hands as the flood of tears rose to her eyes.  He had no right,
she thought, no right at all to write her such a cold, offhand
letter, one in which he had the unmitigated audacity to mention
that his latest bed-partner reminded him of her ... as though
their bodies and minds were replicas of one another.  Well,
damnit, she would sit down and let him know just how different she
was!
     Less than an hour later she finished and leaned back in her
chair, stretching.  She began rereading the letter before sealing
it up in an envelope:


Dear Ken,


I've just read your letter and am replying right away ...
while I have time.  I'm having seven or eight friends in for a
little party tomorrow afternoon and must get ready.
     I appreciate your concern for me, but I really insist that
you needn't worry yourself You see, I'm truly grateful for the
time we spent together this summer, and, while it's true that you
relieved me of my virginity, I'm finding out now that it was a
greater burden than I ever realized.  I may not be the "real
woman" you said that a few "fucks" would make me, but I'm trying
my level best with the resources at hand to rise to everyone's
expectations of me.  So far.  I'm more pleased with my popularity
than with whatever progress I'm making toward genuine womanhood.
     I'm happy that you've found a satisfactory playmate who
reminds you of me, and I hope you're lucky enough to remember her
right name.  I can imagine the distress she would feel if, in the
midst of passion, you blurted out "Laurie" instead of her name.
     Uncle Ned has been working with the stallion, trying to make
him behave.  It seems dubious, though, that he will ever do
anything but climb mares and yearn to be free again.
     I won't be returning to private school this fall as I've
convinced Uncle Ned that I will be of more value here on the
ranch, and he has graciously consented to let me finish high
school in Sugar Pine.
     Until we meet, keep thinking of me as you have been, for I'll
be doing exactly what you'll be doing when your lady co-worker
helps you relax.


Cheers,
     Laurie


After addressing and sealing the envelope, Laurie stood up,
running her hands down over her firm young thighs.  Humming to
herself, she crossed the room and stood gazing out the window
toward the Chiquita Range.  In the twilight the mountains were a
bluish-purple color, and there were enormous tumbling gray clouds
drifting south over the peaks.  She felt as free and high as they
we ...
     Behind her, the bedroom door opened softly.  Laurie turned,
her hands at once reaching toward her slender, young neck and the
drawstring of the gauzy shift she was wearing.  She smiled as
Uncle Ned proudly strode toward her ...


The End
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Chapter 1


Dominique Carter placed the highball in the hand of the buxom blonde 
thirteen year old and stepped back, her deep green eyes smiling 
felinely.


"Go on, dear, there's no harm in it," she coaxed. "It's just a little 
highball."


But Ellen Winthrop, whose father had died nine months previous after an 
acute bout with alcoholism, shook her pretty head firmly. Her satiny 
soft long blonde hair flew attractively around her perfectly oval 
youthful face. The long dark lashes over her sparkling, innocent blue 
eyes fluttered as she refused, saying, "Oh, but I couldn't, Mrs. 
Carter. My mother wouldn't permit it."


Dominique smiled indulgently and took the glass from her again. She 
shook out her long red hair and said sweetly, "Well, that's right, 
dear. You should always do what your mother tells you." Damnit, a small 
voice whispered inside her head.


Not that this terrible primness didn't make their lovely young neighbor 
all the more intoxicating company. At times Dominique suspected that it 
was this very navet that was driving herself and her husband Maxwell 
so wild with anticipation. Ellen was so unremittingly good that Maxwell 
was really going out of his mind for her, and Handsome, their big 
German shepherd was as well. Handsome sniffed around the sweet over-
developed teenager to an extent which even made Dominique not a little 
jealous. But if the anticipation was excruciating, so also was their 
fierce desire to get some good movies of Ellen misbehaving. She was the 
most gorgeous little piece of femininity and perfection they had run 
into in a long time, and any film footage they could get of her would 
sell like hotcakes, literally. Men always liked performers who were 
busty with long blonde hair, for some reason, and in addition there was 
the incentive of Ellen's healthy nubile youth, which was considerable.


At only thirteen she was rounded and developed with curves that any 
eighteen year old would have been proud of. Her large, gravity-defying 
breasts -- which she appeared to be somewhat uncomfortable about -- 
were positively mouth-watering, to hear Maxwell tell it, and she knew 
that Handsome wanted to lap them as well. In addition, the child had 
almost no waist -- which then flared out into opulent hourglass hips 
just born for sex. And then there were those long, long legs tapering 
into tiny ankles and dainty feet. Ellen had been put together like a 
human aphrodisiac. No doubt she towered over her teacher in grammar 
school as well. She was probably the most striking thing her teachers 
had ever seen.


Dominique sighed and sipped her highball. The entire affair had become 
all too frustrating. They hadn't had any of this delay and difficulty 
with their other conquests. It hadn't taken too long for most of them 
to fall for Handsome, that rugged, demanding beast, or at the very 
least for her handsome husband Maxwell. And most of them had been 
teenagers as well, usually neighborhood girls of good background who 
they were eventually able to get liquored up enough so that they 
totally lost their heads and could be seduced readily into performing 
for Midwest Motion Pictures, Incorporated.


They, too, had had long hair of varying shades, and voluptuous 
physiques, which was why they had been chosen. The Carters' customers 
liked especially well these pert and clean-cut, fresh-looking 
youngsters. Their innocent wholesomeness appeared to be more thrilling 
than the blatant sensuality of the average actress who was willing to 
do sex scenes for pay. Which was why she and Maxwell always went to the 
lengthy trouble of these elaborate seductions. Their customers paid 
more for girls of obvious gentility, virginity, purity, and refinement.


Except that Ellen now had them stymied. Five months of plying her with 
bon-bons, long trips in their wire-wheeled custom-made Lamborghini 
motorcar, flights in their private plane, pretty little gifts of 
bewildering variety and so-on, nothing had served in the slightest to 
unbend the gorgeous voluptuous blonde teenager's legs from the way they 
crossed so elegantly over her golden -- and no doubt virginal -- pussy-
slit. Dominique could sigh indeed. They already had a lengthy 
investment in this luscious child of nature. It was going to be 
difficult to write her off as a bad job. Money didn't grow on trees.


"Are you ready out there?" came Maxwell's deep voice from in back of 
their private motion picture screen, which had descended smoothly and 
silently from its hidden recess in the ceiling of the Carters' living 
room.


"We are lover," Dominique called back. "Fire away."


"Here we go."


Suddenly the sound came up at the same time as the picture, the house 
lights dimmed, and they were looking at the opening reel of "Straw 
Dogs."


The Carters had their own motion picture facilities at home, of course, 
and quite elaborate ones they were. They were also a means of 
impressing young impressionables, for they always showed the latest 
Hollywood films as well, often before these were showing in legitimate 
movie houses. Most of them were pirated jobs, but the innocent young 
girls who made it a point to visit the Carters didn't know this. They 
just assumed that the Carters were impossibly rich and influential, and 
that all the big studios sent them prints of their films as a matter of 
course.


Ellen sat back, her legs still sweetly crossed. Her long blonde hair 
had fluffed in back of the couch she was sitting on. There was no 
denying she was impressed by the Carters. In the five months since her 
widowed mother and herself had moved to Kenilworth, intent on putting 
out of their minds the unfortunate demise of her adored father, the 
Carters had gone out of their way to help them forget. They took her 
mother and herself on little shopping trips, and sent them presents, 
took them out to dinner, and so on. They were the most generous people 
Ellen had ever known.


Dominique Carter squeezed her slender smooth hand and Ellen blushed. In 
recent months Mrs. Carter had been more of a mother to her than her own 
mother almost, and the amount of time the Carters seemed to spend on 
her was really amazing. She had never known people could be so sweet 
and thoughtful, and without any consideration for themselves. Mr. 
Carter had even offered her a chance to take the controls of his 
private plane, although, of course, she had refused. What a great deal 
of money they must have to be able to afford such gestures! And the way 
they were always talking about their vacations in Bermuda, Rio de 
Janeiro, Sun Valley, Mallorca, St. Moritz, Paris, Monte Carlo, the 
French Riviera, Hollywood, Palm Beach, and the Far East! Apparently 
they had the money to be able to afford to go anywhere and do anything.


She didn't suppose that she would ever be that rich. Her father's 
insurance had left just enough to leave them comfortably well off, and 
when her mother had sold their house in Winnetka (her big old house, 
with the big playroom and nursery she had grown up in, and which she 
loved so well) they had bought their smaller, but more luxurious, 
bungalow down the street from the Carters, shaded by tall oaks and with 
an immense backyard perfect for sunning. It was just such a sunny day 
when they had first run into the Carters, who had come walking through 
the alley with Handsome on a leash, and then stopped to say hello and 
have some idle chatter.


Ellen had been impressed with them from the very first. Maxwell Carter 
had seemed so impossibly urbane and worldly, with his wavy black hair 
and the handmade pipe he was forever lighting. He dressed with rugged 
lavishness, expensively, so that he looked not so much the workman as 
the wealthy outdoors-man. He used a great deal of leather and suede in 
his apparel, and it was always finely cut and usually brand new. 
Everything he wore looked custom made just for him -- from the belted 
Austrian hunting jackets to his Charles III buckled boots. He was 
mature, worldly, sophisticated. Dominique Carter was a lucky woman.


And their wealth, while obvious, was always in good taste in a similar 
vein. In addition to their white Cadillac convertible they also kept 
the classic Lamborghini, a Rolls-Royce, and a battered old Ford station 
wagon. While Mrs. Carter, in addition to her minks, also wore leopard 
and silver fox with some frequency. Her clothes were beautiful and in 
good taste. Everything seemed to be an original from somewhere or 
other, or ready-made from Saks or Marshall Field. "Oh, just some little 
thing Christian Dior made up for me, darling," Dominique Carter would 
say casually. "He's such a dear."


Now as she sat on the couch in front of the movie screen, Mrs. Carter's 
hand slipped casually out of hers and rested just as casually on 
Ellen's full firm thigh. Ellen didn't mind. Dominique was like a 
secondary mother to her, or a fairy aunt. And she was a perfectly 
normal girl in that her primitive, vague and immature yearnings were 
oriented only towards the male sex. At the tender age of thirteen, 
while of womanly proportions already, Ellen still knew nothing at all 
of lesbianism, and scarcely much more about ordinary sex.


The innocent young girl glanced across at Maxwell Carter, who was 
sitting sidewise across from them, on the other long black leather 
couch, apparently deep in thought, his usual urbane and distant self as 
the motion pictured droned on.


But why had they picked her upon which to lavish all this attention and 
praise? Dominique Carter was constantly buying her "some little thing;" 
her mother didn't seem to mind. Perhaps it was all due to the fact that 
the Carters had no children of their own.


But that didn't seem quite right, either. Dominique Carter was 
certainly young enough to have children, even though she was too svelte 
and sophisticated to seem exactly the motherly type. And with a 
gorgeous statuesque figure like hers, Ellen imagined that her husband 
probably found no end of excuse to do with her what it was that men did 
with women for the purpose of impregnating them. She certainly could 
not believe that the Carters were anything less than normal. Mr. 
Carter's virility was a palpable flavor in the air, while Dominique had 
an aura of such worldly sensuality that Ellen only hoped that some day 
she could equal that masterful air of feminine confidence which 
suffused everything Dominique did. If only ...


"Look at this," Maxwell whispered across to them. Handsome stepped over 
to Ellen and laid his furry snout in her lap, gazing up at her with 
what appeared to be adoring eyes. It was not in her youthful innocence 
to perceive any sensuality in the handsome brute's face. Handsome was, 
after all, just a dog.


"Terrific," Maxwell muttered.


Ellen blinked and she struggled to focus. As usual, the surroundings in 
the Carters' enormous den were so restful that she had quite drifted 
off with her pubescent daydreaming. She realized now that she had been 
paying scarcely any attention at all to the movie, although it appeared 
to be an interesting one. The mood of dcor in the Carters' library-den 
as usual, had tended to act as a mild soporific on her teenage 
sensibilities. The ancient prints on the walls, the long hanging red 
tapestries, the abundance of leather, wood, and fine Mediterranean 
tooling workmanship in everything -- from mantel piece to chair arm to 
carpeting to bookcase -- the high covered windows, everything gave one 
a feeling of having settled into a warmish, quiet cocoon conducive to 
thoughtful meditation. Then the incense that the Carters were so fond 
of lighting was another factor. She invariably found herself becoming 
slow and lazy in this room, in particular when they showed films. Her 
mind just seemed to drift off.


But now Mr. Carter's verbal notations had served to waken her 
observation, and what she observed was more than she bargained for.


The sort of films the Carters usually showed her were Mary Poppins' 
sort of things, with the occasional violent western thrown in for good 
measure. They had never shown her anything even the most wee bit sexy. 
And yet she realized now that what she was seeing in Straw Dogs had 
some very strong sexual overtones. In particular where the young man's 
wife -- the American man's wife -- appears at the window with her 
healthy young breasts showing, before the trio of workmen working on 
the garage roof of her husband's new house.


And what Mr. Carter was now pointing out was apparently a rape scene, 
for the big blond man was in the American's house while he was away, 
and he was slapping his pretty blonde wife and making her take her 
clothes off.


Ellen started as she realized what was happening to herself right here 
in this room. Mrs. Carter was gently stroking her skirted thigh with 
her thumb, and Handsome had nuzzled his nose deeply in her lap, almost 
brushing her panty-covered loins, but she didn't notice any of that. 
What really set her mind and her loins aglow was the realization that 
the big young man in the film had actually put his penis into the 
beautiful blonde young housewife!


Ellen gasped and put her hand to her sultry red mouth. She couldn't 
really believe this was happening, before her very eyes! For the pretty 
housewife, the nipples of her breasts showing in the most blatant way, 
seemed actually to be undergoing sex as the handsome man stuffed his 
long thick thing up inside of her belly, working it around with 
agonizing slowness. And a few seconds later, when the housewife 
obviously came, it was the most intoxicating experience Ellen had ever 
witnessed in her entire young life!


"She seemed to enjoy that, didn't she?" Dominique asked silkily, her 
voice a soft essence wafted against Ellen's shell-like smooth ear.


"Well -- I --" stammered Ellen, unable to know what to say, at a total 
loss. She had never before ever actually seen anyone having sex. Her 
loins seemed to be full of butterflies. The man in the film had 
obviously made love to the beautiful blonde housewife in the film, and 
clearly she had enjoyed it.


"Don't be pushy, Dom," came Maxwell Carter's understanding baritone 
from the other couch. "After all, Ellen's only thirteen years old. 
She's just a child."


Exactly the sort of statement calculated to put any teenager on the 
defensive and eager to prove that she could be as sexy as any grown 
woman.


Ellen rose to the bait. Smarting under Mr. Carter's patronizing tone, 
she instinctively sat up straighter in order to thrust out her proudly 
uplifted breasts. Her long blonde curls danced in back of her 
shoulders. "I am not such a child as all that, Mr. Carter," she 
insisted through her sensuously pouting lips. "I know all about sex, 
you know."


Carter could not repress a faint little smirk at their perty prey's 
behavior. "From biology books in school, no doubt," he said wryly, 
clinking his ice around in his highball glass as he goaded her still 
further. "And I thought we agreed that you would call me Maxwell, 
Ellen."


"Maxwell, then," she stammered, flustered. "Well, no, not from biology 
books -- that is ..."


"Where then, dear?" asked Dominique, pressing her hand affectionately 
around Ellen's.


"Well, I -- that is ... the girls at school ... my mother ... oohhhhh 
..." Her voice trailed off as she focused again on the sexual action on 
the screen. Something had happened! A second man had appeared with a 
knife and had forced the first man to force the housewife to submit to 
something else. It appeared as if the second man was doing something 
behind her. But what? It was all so confused. She wasn't sure if she 
could make out anything very clearly, really.


"Looks like he's sodomizing her," Maxwell Carter said casually.


"He's what?" Ellen asked, mystified.


"Sodomizing her, darling," said Dominique, pressing her hand warmly 
again. "That's a form of sex -- probably the most satisfying there is."


Ellen's eyes screwed up. How did they get to talking about sex all of a 
sudden? Even though the Carters spoke with easy authority, she had the 
subtle feeling that something was not quite right in their 
conversation. And as for this sodomizing business, if that was the best 
sex, how come she hadn't heard anything about it? Her mother certainly 
hadn't said anything about it.


But anyway that scene was quickly over and then her embarrassed 
confusion subsided again. Everything returned to normal. The warmish 
feeling in her loins gradually pulled back like a receding wave from a 
tropical shore.


There was in the remainder of the film some really grisly violence of 
fairly standard American variety, but none of it especially disturbed 
her. Then she looked at the lovely platinum watch the Carters had given 
her and exclaimed about the time. She had promised her mother that she 
would be home early. She said a hurried but pleasant good night to the 
Carters and then rushed off into the darkness of the evening.


Chapter 2.
---------
"That little cunt has cost us a fortune," said Maxwell when she had 
gone, his voice thick with disgust as he scratched Handsome's ears.


"I'll say," agreed Dominique, putting out her cigarette in the nearest 
ashtray. Then she began undoing the belt on her robe until it opened 
fully, revealing the sumptuous pears of her high, widely-spaced 
breasts, the molten white belly beneath with its soft nest of auburn 
pussy hair, and the long slender columns of her legs. She lay back on 
the couch and spread her legs open lazily. The big German shepherd 
didn't need any further cue than that. He left his master and hurried 
across the carpet to burrow his nose into his mistress' warmly scented 
pussy. Dominique sighed and ran her fingers over the handsome dog's 
sleek furry head. In another moment the well-trained show dog's tongue 
had lanced out and speared into the quivering pink flesh of her cuntal 
lips, sending a surge of fire burning through her loins and upward into 
the rest of her wantonly excited body right to the very ends of her 
hair.


"Spent a fortune on that fucking tail," Maxwell muttered unhappily 
again, his voice slurring this time. He finished a spare drink on the 
coffee table, then got up and went over to the bamboo-and-leopard skin 
bar to mix himself another.


Dominique's eyes turned dreamy as the big German shepherd's thick red 
tongue began twisting in and out of her cunt like a corkscrew. "Maybe 
we should use our more extreme procedure, lover," she croaked huskily, 
her eyes fluttering with passion.


"We don't dare," said Maxwell, corking a bottle and shaking his head. 
"She's only thirteen years old. Any seduction has to be of her own 
accord. She has to come to us with her eyes wide open. She has to 
seduce herself. Any other course would be strictly suicide."


"In that case, it's time to leave it with Handsome, lover."


"Probably." Maxwell Carter looked over at the powerful dog whose tongue 
was dredging his wife's wetly surging vagina like a steam shovel 
excavating Roman finds. Handsome was always the court of last resort; 
and he had never failed them yet.


Still, though, this was a tricky one. A thirteen year old gorgeous 
blonde of total innocence. A real challenge! He couldn't remember when 
before they had encountered such striking blonde wholesomeness. He 
wanted to see her long, satiny blonde hair cascading over a pillow to 
form a cushion for her pretty head as he moved upward through her 
widespread thighs with his warmly throbbing cock working slowly through 
the moist tendrils and wetly sucking lips of her young virginal cunt, 
fucking the shit out of the sweet little bitch; he coughed at the 
thought.


Ellen Winthrop had the body of a lush young Venus, and it had been all 
Maxwell could do to control his hands in the months they had known her. 
Fortunately his head had ruled his heart. Finesse always proved the 
most potent master in the end; and it was lasting. Rape seductions 
occasionally worked out, but there was always the danger that they 
might not. Particularly with one so young, where the aspect of painful 
entrance might assume sizable proportions.


He closed his eyes, considering her lushly ripened breasts whose rose-
tipped nipples appeared so prominent even through her brassiere and 
sweater combined. The child had a slender, girlish waist, luscious 
round hips, a flat, smooth stomach and long, full-swelling thighs. Her 
breathtakingly curved calves tapered down into thin, well-formed 
ankles. And over all of that, her wealth of shining blonde hair. Just 
one reel of her being taken from behind by Handsome could make a 
fortune for them. And if that fiercely kissable, sultry young mouth 
could ever be coaxed into wrapping itself around the dog's enormous 
pulsating red cock --! Ellen had an almost classical, dainty Greek 
nose, with a lower lip that protruded in an almost perpetual little-
girl pout, a round dimpled chin, and a soft, slightly tanned ivory 
complexion. To see that pretty young face energetically sucking on 
Handsome's throbbing, richly-veined penis would be a treat no 
reasonable buyer could refuse. They had to get her at all cost!


Downing his drink swiftly, he went to the secret panel on the wall of 
the library, where he pressed a button and a hidden videotape camera 
came sliding into view from one corner of the ceiling. It hissed and 
clicked as it focused on Handsome's lavish oral attention he was giving 
to his lovely auburn-haired mistress Dominique, who was already 
hurtling through her first orgasm of the evening with a gurgling cry of 
delight that made the heavy drapes on the high windows of the library 
seem to tremble.


*  *  *  *  *


Three houses down on Kenwood Lane from the Carters, the cute teenager 
had already dozed pleasantly off on the two-seater sofa in her bedroom, 
her long legs curled up underneath her. She had meant to take a nice 
hot bath before retiring, but she had gotten so caught up in her third 
re-reading of Jane Austen's Wuthering Heights -- which she thought was 
the most romantic novel ever written, next to Little Women, that she 
had quite dozed off. This was not so uncommon; she frequently fell 
asleep reading some nice romantic story, though usually only in bed.


But now she had suddenly bolted upright to a sitting position. She had 
been awakened by a noise from down the hall. It sounded like the 
muffled squeal of some animal being put to slaughter. At first she had 
heard it as merely a part of her dream, but when it had come again, 
more forcefully, it had jarred her into alertness.


Something was wrong in her mother's room, she was sure of it. Other 
muffled sounds were echoing through the thick wall also. Sounds that 
were not familiar to her, but which seemed to be cries of terror and 
pleading. She looked at her watch. It was still early. She had probably 
not been asleep very long, even though it had seemed so.


She got up groggily from the sofa and drifted over to the bed, trying 
to analyze the nature of what she was hearing. She didn't want to make 
a fool of herself if nothing was wrong. Perhaps her mother merely had 
the television on too loud. Or it could be that she had gone to sleep 
early and was having a nightmare herself.


There was silence then for a long moment, and then another sound, this 
time of movement. It sounded as though something were being thrown 
bodily onto a squeaking bed. She could not be certain, of course. Her 
mother's bedroom was separated from her own by the main bathroom.


Not switching on the lamp, she made her way through the darkness to the 
door, pressing her ear tightly against it in order to listen better. 
There was the unmistakable sound of a heavy, dragging movement 
somewhere. She thought also she could hear whimpering but it was 
impossible to tell for sure.


She hesitated for a moment, not sure just what to do. Certainly if 
something were drastically wrong, her mother would scream. She would 
certainly hear that, if she did. She listened intently, waiting 
silently, her hand frozen on the doorknob.


There was a long low moan coming softly discernible from the other side 
now. This convinced her! Her mother might be ill and unable to move for 
some reason. She hadn't been feeling too well earlier on, and it might 
even be serious. She had been quite distraught when father had died, 
and not quite right since. Perhaps Ellen should take just a quick look 
quietly so as not to disturb her if she were merely having a bad dream.


The apprehensive young blonde stepped into the bathroom between their 
rooms, and then slipped quietly across the tiles to the door to her 
mother's bedroom. Silently, she turned the doorknob and opened the door 
just a crack. She scanned the room, her eyes adjusting to the dim glow 
of the bedlamp.


And then her heart leaped in her throat! For there, on the bed, was her 
mother, Amy Winthrop, her long black hair streaming, her naked body 
churning passionately underneath, with a man on top of her!


He was obviously trying to rape her! The man had her pinned to the bed 
and had forced her legs open with his own muscular thighs. Ellen felt 
frozen to the floor. She almost let out a scream but choked it back 
with the palm of her hand. It was unbelievable! She started to shake 
uncontrollably, then bit down hard on her hand to keep from crying out. 
She was shaking too hard to close the door and just stood there 
helplessly trying to regain her composure. What should she do? She knew 
it would do no good for her to attempt to intervene. And then she might 
get raped as well. Or worse! He might kill them both.


But at the same time she couldn't seem to tear herself away from the 
fiercely lascivious scene. Her own mother! Being fucked! A man had his 
penis inside her! It was ghastly -- but at the same time heart-stopping 
and intoxicating as well. Ellen had only a minimal knowledge of what 
sex was all about, despite her premature development, and her curiosity 
was stronger than her terror in finding her mother was being violated.


So she watched horrified and thrilled all put together, unable to move, 
as her naked mother struggled beneath the twilight-shrouded man on the 
bed. Ellen had a good view of them, although she could not see who the 
man was except that he was naked and wearing only a pair of socks.


By now her mother had her ankles locked tightly around the man's hairy 
thighs as he moved up inside her. Ellen's breath caught and her 
nostrils flared as she watched them, her loins suffusing with a warmish 
kind of sweetness. The man's body rose and fell powerfully between her 
mother's long white legs, pinning them even wider apart on each 
punishing in-stroke. Now Ellen could make out his wetly glistening 
penis as it moved rhythmically in and out of her mother's splayed 
cuntal lips, gobbling it into her as if it were candy, then clinging to 
the thick base as it slid out on the upward stroke.


God, it was immense! Ellen had never seen a man naked like this before, 
not even her father. How on earth could a female take such a huge thing 
up inside her belly? She didn't see how her mother kept it from 
splitting her open.


For a moment the man's penis lay quiet, like a great log, along the 
visibly throbbing vaginal furrow, the two great testicles hanging down 
wickedly from its hairy base. The trembling young girl could see the 
foreskin slipping back over the pulsating purplish tip as it slid down 
along her mother's widespread buttocks, the blood-engorged head 
bursting forth again like some primeval monster crawling evilly from 
its lair. And then the long thick cock slid smoothly forward again, its 
entire wet length again being devoured hungrily by the voracious lips 
of her mother's cunt.


Ellen stood transfixed, her golden hair practically standing on end, 
unable to take her eyes off the lewd spectacle in front of her. She 
could not understand why her mother had stopped struggling underneath 
this brutal monster. Now there seemed to be a continual flow of deeply 
felt incoherent moans from her moistly parted lips. Her naked body 
seemed to be churning in an altogether different manner now. It was 
almost as if her mother actually wanted that enormous penis to be 
sawing in and out of her.


Ellen found herself breathing more rapidly in a growing excitement. She 
could see clearly the exposed hair-covered vaginal furrow up between 
her mother's trembling thighs. The narrow red slit glistened wetly in 
the dim light, and she could make out the mouth-shaped lips of the cunt 
that seemed even from this distance to be stretched so cruelly apart by 
that lust-thickened shaft of flesh. Even as the thirteen year old girl 
watched, it contracted, opened, and closed like the mouth of a gasping 
fish out of the water.


The man's hand reached down between them on one outstroke, grasping his 
long hard instrument, and raised his buttocks high in the air, pulling 
out until only its bulbous head remained within me sucking mouth of her 
mother's feverishly churning cunt. Ellen watched and listened horrified 
as the muscles of his powerful ass-cheeks tensed, and then he drove 
into her whimpering mother again brutally, sinking his heavily veined 
shaft all the way into her wet gaping channel until only a brief 
stretch of it showed, moist and glistening, jutting out from his hairy 
balls. Ellen winced as her mother's unearthly wailing cry came like the 
scream of a wounded animal, her toes curling up in what Ellen felt 
certain must be some terrible agony.


Now the two nakedly entwined fingers on the bed seemed to be locked in 
a stillness more mobile than motion. Ellen's heart pounded like a 
jackhammer until she was certain everyone on Kenwood Lane could hear 
it. She pressed a fist tightly into her budding young breasts as if to 
dull that thudding sound in her ears.


Gradually the male began a slow rocking motion over her lewdly impaled 
and moaning mother. He withdrew slightly, the thick fleshy penis 
sliding out for several inches, then thrust forward again, grinding his 
hips in order to move it around inside of her tightly clasping vagina. 
Then he withdrew again until the throbbing glans head could be seen by 
the hypnotized blonde teenager. Her mouth dropped open in disbelief as 
her mother's long full legs wrapped sinuously, almost affectionately, 
around his naked buttocks, squirming in togetherness under him, her 
heels firming snugly into the cheeks of his buttocks as if she were 
straining to pull him even deeper inside of her.  The cords on the 
insides of her thighs flexed as she pushed her hair-covered pussy back 
up over his moistly glistening penis. Her hollowing buttocks lifted 
several inches off the bed as she struggled upward, desperately trying 
to absorb the entirety of the long thick cock back into the fleshy pink 
folds of her hungry cunt and a wet viscous sound drifted through the 
room each time her pussy slithered up its full length like a cat 
climbing a tree trunk. Her flexing buttocks began a rhythmic beat up 
and down his heavily ridged manhood, and his swaying testicles slapped 
in time against the puckering little anus below.


Ellen gasped, for suddenly her mother began mouthing obscenities as 
well, saying words she had never even dreamed her mother knew, the sort 
of words only "bad" girls used at school. There was no question in her 
mind that if she had ever used such words before her mother, she would 
have been soundly spanked, yet now -- there she was, her own beautiful, 
long-haired brunette mother, leading light of the PTA, the Junior 
Women's League, and the First Episcopalian Church of Winnetka, 
thrashing lewdly in the throes of obscene passion beneath this man, 
uttering words of such ardent filth that Ellen wanted to put her hands 
over her ears against them. Those were forbidden words that brought a 
guilty tingling glow into the pulsing center up between the thirteen 
year old's legs. They drummed incessantly into the watching girl's 
mind, who stood unable to move as if she had been turned to stone. Was 
this the quiet, reserved Amy Winthrop who was her mother, the aloof 
widow who was such a tower of strength to all who knew her? God, if her 
mother could be driven into such insane submission to a man she had 
fought so strenuously only moments before, then maybe it could happen 
to anyone! Maybe even to her, Ellen Winthrop. The bosomy blonde 
teenager felt a slight electric tingle of excitement dart from wall-to-
wall within her palpitating little cunt.


Now she watched thunderstruck as again the man's hand curled beneath 
Amy's nakedly pumping buttocks and the tip of his outstretched middle 
finger circled tantalizingly the rubbery ring of the tightly puckered 
anus. It played there for a long teasing moment that brought another 
tortured groan from the lewdly twisting body beneath him as his finger 
slipped through the protective fleshy ring and disappeared up inside 
her rectum. Mrs. Winthrop's legs kicked out again and there was another 
tortured wail with her toes curling up tightly. Then her legs locked 
over his body again, and her buttocks began pumping savagely over both 
invaders.


Ellen was trembling violently and biting her fist to keep from 
screaming. Was her mother experiencing terrible pain or terrible joy? 
It was impossible to tell. Her helpless ears were literally drenched 
with their sounds of depravity. And then the squeak of bedsprings, the 
moans and groans and huffing hard breathing, the portrait of tangle 
limbs, all combined to ignite smoldering sparks in that most sensitive 
of flesh up between her own legs. By now the itch was driving her 
frantic as much as anything else. She clamped her legs tightly together 
to try to choke off that bursting fire.


As if in a dream, her hands began involuntarily to massage the 
straining softness of her budding young breasts, trapping the trembling 
nipples between her fingers, kneading and pulling at them until it felt 
as though she would rip them loose from the full quivering mounds. She 
groaned and found her fingers pressing tightly into her vaginal mound 
and drumming at her clitoris, trying to rub away the terrible sensation 
of need that was raging out of control.


Her long trembling legs scissored open, one foot just sort of dangling 
as she supported herself against the doorjamb. She could feel her own 
hair-lined little pussy slit now moistly palpitating against the tips 
of her fingers which drew the narrow furrow open, exposing the lips of 
her pulsating cunt to the warmish, musky air of the room. With a groan, 
she sunk her outstretched middle finger deep into the warmly throbbing 
mouth of her vagina. The trembling thirteen year old held her breath, 
relieved momentarily, but the moment of relief was brief. For now the 
fire seemed to burn all the more intensely, demanding more to feed its 
obscene hunger. She inserted another finger, then slid, gasping to the 
cold tile floor of the bathroom.


After a second, she drew her knees up into a kneeling position, with 
her firm young buttocks high in the air. The squeak of bedsprings 
became more violent, and she crammed her fingers into the slippery 
moistness of her vagina with a little cry of abandon and in rhythm with 
the couple fucking so savagely on her mother's bed.


The picture of their lewdly locked bodies drove the cute young blonde 
on, and she rocked back on her knees, screwing her fingers deeper and 
deeper into her tightly clasping pussy. She could see the man's huge 
thick cock fucking in and out of her mother's ardently clasping cunt, 
sinking through the soft pussy hair like a greased telephone pole. The 
aroused teenager's fingers became that pole -- and her gasps began to 
match theirs. She wanted, absurdly, everything her mother was getting, 
as immature as she was. Her body was confessing it, betraying her. She 
wanted to be split too, wanted to be fucked, wanted a sperm-bloated 
penis pumping into her own hot searing passage. Her fingers were 
nothing compared to that enormous thick member that was being rammed in 
and out of her mother. She had to have more -- but there was nothing, 
nothing but her own fingers.


She reached up over her nakedly thrashing buttocks with her free hand, 
searching the tight crevice for she knew-not-what. The fingers on her 
ass-cheeks seemed to be magnetized as her mind flashed pictures of how 
the man had stuffed his finger into her mother's rectal passage ... and 
of how the older woman seemed to be enjoying it immensely.


And then she found her puckered little anal hole. Quickly, the young 
blonde girl rammed one finger up into the tiny opening between her 
moon-shaped buttocks, gasping as in her haste a fingernail dug into the 
soft fleshy walls, sending a sharp jolt of pain through her wantonly 
quivering thirteen year old body. She stilled for a moment, then took 
up the lewd rhythm of the couple on the bed, her buttocks lifting high 
off the floor as her long legs braced themselves, she writhed and 
groaned in frustration, and ultimately turned over onto her knees, 
trying to find a more comfortable position.


Now her ripe young breasts were scraping against the floor, her nipples 
brushing tantalizingly against the cool tile. Her long blonde hair 
wafted away on all sides of her voluptuous body, falling eventually in 
a golden pile on the bathroom floor. Wildly erotic tingles of lewd 
pleasure raced through her passion-inflamed loins as she pictured 
herself under the nameless pounding body with the socks. Then her face 
colored crimson as she felt her own orgasm coming -- coming with a 
great roar.


She hung for an insane, lust-propelled moment teetering on the edge of 
the first climax she'd ever experienced, and then her entire sensually 
aroused body convulsed as her liquid passion gushed from around her 
thrusting fingers, covering her hand and wrist, and dripping down onto 
the tiles below. She could feel it running in slick rivulets down the 
inside of her quivering thighs to her bended knees. As her teeth 
chattered through her shattering climax, she was greeted by a sobbing 
shriek and a low male groan from the direction of her mother's bed as 
the writhing joined couple answered her orgasm with one of their own. 
Then there was complete silence except for the gasping, panting 
breathing of the three of them.


Ellen stayed on her hands and knees for awhile, sobbing silently. Her 
buttocks still swaying in the musky air. She couldn't bring herself to 
take her hand away from her glowing young cunt until the last dying 
throbs of climax had been stilled. It seemed eons before her fingers 
finally slithered wetly from her satiated vaginal opening, and she 
rolled over onto her side, clutching her burning breasts, a terrible 
feeling of guilt suffusing her entire trembling being.


She looked up towards her mother's distant bed. It seemed as if the 
couple there were now hurtling towards a second orgasm. Ellen could see 
the muscles cording up on her mother's inner thighs as she struggled 
like a crazed nymphomaniac to get the man deeper inside of her. His 
hands cupped her naked white buttocks with savage strength that cut red 
lines into the smooth, wildly undulating mounds; he squeezed her 
rounded ass-cheeks tightly together, forcing her vagina more snugly 
around the thickness of his thrusting male hardness. Ellen could see 
the thin, ragged edges of her mother's wet sucking pussy clasping it 
tightly like the ovaled mouth of a hungry child around the last banana 
in the world as it moved in and out of her belly.


Her mother's buttocks were grinding faster now, and her groans and 
mewls of animal pleasure had escalated dramatically as the glazed eyes 
of her voluptuous blonde daughter remained glued hypnotically to the 
lewd coupling on the bed. Mrs. Winthrop's wild, demonic upward thrusts 
were met with equal fury by the stranger's pelvis, which drove her even 
more deeply into the mattress with each mighty surge, the loud slaps of 
belly against belly resounding like thunder claps


Ellen held her breath as she watched her mother being fucked with 
increasing viciousness. And then there was a low, unearthly gurgle from 
her mother's throat, and her buttocks began a series of small, 
spasmodic jerks up tight against the penis that was sunk so deeply 
inside her churning white belly. "Aaaggghhh. Ah ... oh ... awweeee ... 
I'm cumming!" Ellen's mother wailed.


At the same time the man groaned again above her, grinding hard into 
her wantonly writhing cunt, his thick fleshy rod beginning to spurt 
again its white milky sperm deep up inside her belly. The creamy rich 
fluid filled her vaginal passage before cascading out around the 
stretched pink lips of her cunt. Ellen watched breathlessly as a tiny 
white stream of it ran down the wide split crevice of her buttocks to 
drop on the mattress below. And then the couple seemed to expire into a 
long, drawn-out sigh, lying very still although still joined.


For a long time nothing seemed to happen, and then at last the man 
rolled off of the older woman and got up, going over to some clothes 
that were slung over a chair.


"I've got to go, Mrs. Winthrop," came the boyish tenor, "or my mother 
will give me hell. I'm supposed to be playing basketball at St. 
Ignatius."


Ellen started, her eyes wide. Oh no! No! She could swear that the "man" 
was Billy Erpsamer, the fourteen year old boy from next door!


But could it be? She watched his huge limp penis dangling as he got 
into his clothes. With the two of them on the bed, it was impossible 
exactly to tell just what the size of the man was. Billy was certainly 
much shorter than her statuesque mother, although he was quite hairy 
for his age. But could that be his enormous penis, swinging so evilly 
like an Arabian scimitar?


Her mother got up from the bed, wrapping a robe around her lushly 
proportioned body, a lazy smile on her lovely face. "And how much do 
you want this time, you wonderful brute?" she asked.


Billy Erspamer -- she was certain it was him now -- grinned. "Ten 
dollars," he said with a smirk.


Ellen watched unbelievingly as her mother went to her purse on the 
vanity, took out a roll of bills and handed it to him. "There's 
fifteen," she said, and then she put her arms around the boy and kissed 
him, obviously working her tongue around inside his cheeks. When the 
kiss broke, she whispered huskily, "You're sure you wouldn't like me to 
suck your cock, darling?" and reached down to stroke the thick bulge in 
his Levi's.


Billy shook his head. "No thanks, Mrs. Winthrop. I'd like to, but my 
mother'll kill me if I'm late. No fooling! Maybe next time." And then 
he picked up his jacket and went for the door.


Her mother tailed after him, grabbing him one more time before he could 
get away, by the neck this time. "You do respect me, don't you, 
darling?" she asked.


"Sure, sure I do, Mrs. Winthrop. You know I do. Now come on, I've 
really got to get going. My mother'll kill me."


The older woman shrugged. "All right," she said, letting him out into 
the corridor, and then as an afterthought, whispered, "But use the back 
stairs. My daughter's asleep. Good night, dear."


Crawling through the darkness on all fours, slinking across the floor 
like the snake she felt like, Ellen finally managed to make it back to 
her own bedroom. She flopped down into her bed with tears of 
uncertainty rolling down her cheeks like beads of glass. The troubled 
young girl was almost glad that her father wasn't alive; for she knew 
now that her mother had been carrying on like this even before he died. 
She could remember how the older woman had often stayed out late in the 
evening during his lengthy illness, pleading PTA, or other charitable 
work. Well, she certainly seemed to be practicing charity now, thought 
Ellen, choking on her futile tears.


How could she ever face her mother again, after what she had witnessed? 
And after what she had done with herself while she witnessed it? How 
could she look at her mother in the morning over their usual breakfast 
together?


But what could she do? Where could she go? She was too young by far to 
run away from home.


Maxwell and Dominique Carter were her only real friends. She resolved 
to see as much of them as possible from now on. They were 
understanding, worldly people, and would make good substitute parents 
... she could trust them!


Chapter 3.
---------
In the weeks that followed, the Carters were quite pleased to find 
Ellen visiting them with increasing frequency. Often she stopped by on 
her way home from school, then lingered over a glass of soda pop and 
some ice cream for the longest time. In the evenings she would come by 
again and they would watch TV, films or play scrabble or go to drive-
ins for milk shakes.


Several times they took her ice skating at the big rink in Northfield, 
and despite her voluptuousness Ellen proved to be surprisingly graceful 
on the ice. In the short-short skating skirt her gorgeous long, 
muscular legs were shown off to exciting advantage, and her long blonde 
hair swirled gorgeously on every turn. Maxwell Carter could barely wait 
to sink his teeth into her.


His favorite game, however, was taking Ellen downstairs to shoot pool 
in their game room. For when she leaned over the billiards table he was 
often afforded an intoxicating viewing of her massively swelling young 
breasts as they swayed within her clinging tight sweaters. When she was 
around, his mouth was continually watering and his nostrils flaring.


Not that he wasn't prepared to let his own sexual interests take a back 
seat to the economic concerns of Midwest Films, Inc.


Consequently it was eventually decided between himself and Dominique 
that the time had become ripe and that they could afford to wait no 
longer. Ellen was frequently affectionate, giving both of them hugs and 
kisses on the check before going home, and she had also taken quite a 
fancy to Handsome, their powerful German shepherd. All they needed was 
to time her initiation properly and they felt sure that there would be 
no fuss whatever.


But the timing was, nonetheless, important.


They decided, finally, to pursue her in a manner that had been 
successful with numerous other reluctant conquests. A combination of 
preying on her immaturity and the natural wish of every over-developed 
teenager to appear older than her years, and sophisticated, and the use 
of drugs and lewd motion pictures as well. Eventually she would become 
so aroused that she would no longer be able to control herself. At 
least, that was the plan.


Meanwhile the virginal golden Ellen suspected nothing. She felt 
affectionate towards the Carters, and she dearly loved Handsome, but 
she hadn't even fingered again since the evil night she had caught her 
mother with Billy Erspamer ... not that the thirteen year old hadn't 
been tempted! She had resolved that she would struggle to retain her 
purity in order to counterbalance her mother's fall from grace. The 
Winthrop family of Kenwood Lane would at least have her balancing it in 
a world that was too evil to survive much longer.


By visiting the Carters frequently, she seemed to acquire some of their 
strength of personality. They were so good -- if worldly -- that she 
came to believe that she could rely upon their judgment utterly. Surely 
they hadn't become so rich by not having any sense. So she studied 
everything Dominique Carter did, and Maxwell Carter, too. She wanted to 
be just like them. Her mother she merely tolerated. The chasm between 
then widened daily.


It was this innocent trust that prevented Ellen from developing any 
inkling or suspicion of what fate the Carters really had in mind for 
her. As a result, she accepted with alacrity when they suggested one 
evening that she spend the weekend at their house. They had plenty of 
room, and they did have such fun together. It would be lovely fun.


Her mother agreed with what Ellen considered to be uncharacteristic 
alacrity, and the young girl readied herself. She got a little bag of 
her things and toilet articles together, and went over to the Carters 
almost immediately after coming home from school on Friday.


The afternoon seemed to go along in a relatively mild, innocuous 
fashion. At dinner they explained to her that they were celebrating 
Maxwell's birthday with champagne.


Ellen had never drunk champagne before, nor for that matter any 
alcoholic beverage, but she didn't want to offend her two good friends, 
and in particular she didn't want to seem childish and immature. For if 
she refused to drink she knew they would seize upon that to make light 
fun of her in a good-natured way, and she didn't want that. She wanted 
to live up to their sophisticated company in every way.


So she drank. And the bubbles went right to her head, making her cough 
and sputter. What a good laugh they all had over that.


And then Maxwell offered her the cigarette.


It appeared to be no more unusual than any other cigarette, set in 
white paper with a gold lipstick end and some sort of filter. "Well, if 
you're old enough for champagne now," he laughed, "you're entitled to a 
first cigarette as well. Go on, it won't bite you."


"Oh, but I --"


And then Dominique's face turned more stony than Ellen had ever seen it 
before. The older woman blew smoke out through her nose and looked at 
Ellen frightfully, and the pert teenager realized that the weekend 
could become very unpleasant if she was going to hold onto her 
childishness much longer. And anyway, who was it who had warned her of 
smoking? Her mother, whose opinion could scarcely count for anything 
now.


So she allowed Mr. Carter to light up the cigarette and she took a slow 
but even puff on it.


To her surprise, she didn't even cough, and in fact the smoke, coming 
on the heels of the champagne, seemed to have quite a heady effect on 
her. With the second puff she began to feel very lightheaded indeed, 
and she was very much ready to retire to the living room when it was 
suggested.


Another glass of champagne was put into her hand when she had finished 
the first, and although she didn't want to add to her escalating 
tipsiness, she couldn't bring herself to refuse. As she drank, she 
could hear the servants finishing off in the kitchen and dining room 
somewhere, and finally there was silence from that direction with a 
series of doors being slammed. The three of them were alone again in 
the big house. Handsome nuzzled his furry snout against her party 
exposed thigh and her fingers played affectionately around her ears.


Maxwell Carter had started the stereo, and, as they relaxed over their 
drinks and cigarettes, the most sensual music seemed to waft through 
the air of the living room-cum-library. By now the pungent sweetness of 
the smoke seemed to hang very heavy as well. It seemed to Ellen that 
the scent of that smoke was exceptionally honeyish, but she was not 
experienced enough to know what that meant, or to distinguish it from 
ordinary smoke.


"Time for our evening movie," Maxwell whispered, and then he 
disappeared behind them and could be heard doing something in the 
projection room. In another moment the library's lights had dimmed, the 
screen had slid down from the ceiling, and white flashes were 
flickering across it as the film began.


The room was perfectly quiet now except for the film running and the 
occasional deep inhalation and exhalation. Occasionally one of them 
coughed as well. And then there was a picture on the screen.


The film showed a large bed in a bedroom with a small vanity to one 
side with a large mirror standing near it. While Ellen puzzled at this, 
her empty champagne glass was taken away and a full one substituted. 
She had lost all sense of proportion now and wasn't sure if it was 
Maxwell or Dominique that had given her the glass. But it didn't 
matter! The cigarette made her thirsty and dreamy, and she poured the 
cool liquid down her throat greedily.


It was nice to have someone looking after her the way the Carters did; 
she loved them as if they were her real parents now. A happy, relaxed 
feeling suffused her voluptuous young body and a soft smile of 
appreciation flooded her sensual face.


On the screen, an innocent-looking young red-head had appeared by the 
bed. She could not have been over sixteen and was the most lovely thing 
Ellen had ever seen. She had a look of loneliness on her face that 
touched Ellen to the depths because she felt all alone too. She 
identified with this beautiful long-haired girl and concentrated on her 
completely.


On the screen, the actress picked up a picture from the dressing table, 
looked longingly at it for a moment, then pressed it tenderly to the 
pear-shaped fullness of her proud young breasts outlined so clearly 
beneath the tight black dress she wore. Then she placed the framed 
photograph gently on her pillow and began to undress.


In a close-up, Ellen saw that the picture was that of a handsome 
looking German shepherd. Her beloved pet, no doubt.


Meanwhile, the girl pulled her dress slowly upwards, exposing her high-
set calves and full, well-rounded thighs. The black of her long silk 
stockings, held in place by a dainty lace-trimmed pink garter belt, 
contrasted sharply with the creamy alabaster of her nakedly exposed 
flesh.


"What is this?" Ellen could hear her own voice saying groggily, but it 
sounded too unreal.


Dominique patted her hand gently. "Ssssh, darling. Shhh."


The dress snaked its way over the girl's head and her magnificently-
rounded torso emerged. Then her white brassiere fell to the floor with 
a flick of her fingers and the full grandeur and beauty of her firmly 
ripe breasts swung into view. They stood high and proud, accentuated by 
the lighting in the film. Their turgid little nipples stood out on the 
luscious half-spheres, peaking still higher as the girl raised her arms 
high up over her head, unpinning her long shining red hair and then 
releasing it to cascade softly down over her alluring shoulders.


The girl was almost naked now, in just high unfashionable stiletto 
heels, long black hose and the thin wisp of sheer white panties. She 
turned and bent over slowly, her back to them; then she drew the silken 
panties tantalizingly down over her curved hips and buttocks -- 
brushing them sensuously along her smooth thighs and calves, and 
finally discarding them at her feet by her dress. She stretched 
languidly and teasingly as she turned front-ward. All of her delicious 
nakedness was exposed now, from her high sumptuously rounded breasts to 
the soft chestnut triangle of her vaginal mound.


Ellen shifted nervously as Maxwell sat down next to her with a fresh 
drink in his hand. Dominique got up to get something in the darkness, 
and Handsome left Ellen's lap and followed slavishly after her.


The thirteen year old blonde had certainly never expected anything like 
this, but the champagne and the cigarette had made her head so giddy 
that she couldn't think of any appropriate comment. And anyway she was 
still conscious of her desire to appear "adult" before the Carters.


The girl in the motion picture lay back on the bed now; she had picked 
up the framed photograph of the German shepherd and was looking at it 
longingly. Ellen gasped aloud as the actress free hand massaged her 
breasts in passionate circles, her fingers tweaking the rubber-eraser 
nipples into throbbing hardness. The girl's legs scissored open and 
closed slowly, exposing the thin teenage slit of her vagina nestled so 
titillatingly inside the curly auburn hair up between her thighs. Her 
naked ass-cheeks twisted back against the mattress as though she were 
trying to bury herself in it. Sheer wanton desire was reflected in her 
hotly glowing eyes.


Ellen squirmed her own buttocks nervously, feeling the cushion of the 
sofa brush electrically against the soft swelling of her throbbing 
young pussy. Staring at this unexpected shock, her breath quickened and 
her nostrils flared wickedly.


As she sipped breathlessly the last of her champagne, Mr. Carter lit 
two more thin cigarettes and passed her one. Without thinking, Ellen 
inhaled deeply from hers until she began to cough, and then he took it 
away from her and passed her another full glass of champagne. She could 
feel an unfamiliar tingling in her loins expanding in size as she 
drank.


Gradually, however, she could feel herself beginning to unwind and come 
free of her inhibitions. The heat and excitement of the motion picture 
had begun to stimulate the drugged blonde girl against her will. She 
squirmed down against the couch again, feeling the rounded edge of the 
cushion shoving her skirt and panties up tighter against her pelvic 
area. She rubbed herself gently against it, worming the cushion corner 
directly into her moistly pulsating cunt lips. Her aroused young body 
rocked on it then with an almost discernible rhythm -- in unison with 
the girl in the film. She could feel the wetness spread between her 
thighs as she opened them slightly to gain greater contact with the 
cushion. The roughness brushed soothingly against her tiny, rising 
clitoris through the sheer panties.


She looked guiltily out of the corner of her eye at the Carters to make 
sure they hadn't noticed; apparently they hadn't. Mr. Carter appeared 
to be dragging heavily on his cigarette, and his eyes seemed rather 
glazed. Dominique was lying back on the chaise lounge with Handsome 
nuzzling up between her legs as she stroked his furry ears. The older 
woman's evening gown had slipped up so that her sleek firm thighs were 
visible above the tops of her sheer nylon stockings. Even in this dim 
light Ellen could make out the white band of her panties. Dominique 
seemed unaware of her almost indecent exposure. Her mouth was open with 
intoxicated rapture as Handsome licked along her naked flesh and her 
dreamy glazed over eyes studied the action on the screen.


Ellen leaned back against the couch, careful not to break contact with 
the edge of the cushion pressed so snugly into the heated wet crevice 
up between her fevered young thighs, and found Mr. Carter's fatherly 
arm behind her, waiting. She relaxed against it with a pleasant, 
secured sigh and made no protest as Maxwell's hand came to rest 
casually on her budding left breast. It was wonderful to have real 
parents and a real father again, she thought. The Carters made all of 
life and every day exciting.


The older man pushed the sweet-tasting cigarette between her lips, and 
she took a more careful drag on it than she had last time, so that she 
didn't cough at all, but, instead, felt rather like giggling. The rich, 
masculine scent of Maxwell's cologne filled her nostrils, making her 
loins squirm even more. It had a rich, heady, suggestive odor, and she 
snuggled backward into his arm unthinkingly.


Now the girl on the screen appeared to be writhing with uncontrollable 
lasciviousness on the big bed, as though she were being attacked by 
some unseen lover. She had placed the picture of the dog on the bedside 
table, and both her hands were running over her body as though out of 
control, her fingertips dancing over her taut little belly and coming 
to rest together at the "vee" of her hair-covered loins. She groaned as 
her fingers contacted the moistly glistening slit up between her 
thighs, and pulled her knees up, her toes curling tightly into the 
mattress. Then she straightened her legs like two beautifully carved 
alabaster columns, letting them fall wide open to reveal the pink 
little furrow between. Her fingers moved into her fleshy vaginal lips 
and spread them apart slowly until the wet pinkness was fully visible 
surrounding the hungrily opening cuntal mouth. The half-moons of her 
rounded buttocks shone with sweat which ran down the crevice between 
her ass-cheeks. Her tiny anus nestled quietly, but invitingly beneath 
the swollen cuntal lips.


Ellen gasped with disbelief as the girl slowly inserted her 
outstretched middle finger into her visibly throbbing pussy furrow, 
stroking the tiny bud-like clitoris to a quivering erectness. Mr. 
Carter squeezed her breast tightly as if to reassure her, but, instead, 
this only made Ellen's breathing come faster. She was embarrassed and 
afraid to look at him. It was shameful of her, but his hand seemed only 
to be increasing the fluttering sensation of excitement in her loins. 
She was convinced she had inherited this evil from her mother. How 
could she ever look the wonderful and respectable Carters in the eye 
again? She had to get a hold on herself.


But now she was hypnotized into immobility as the sensuous movements of 
the naked young girl on the bed increased and her probing fingers 
worked themselves inside the pink flesh of her tight little cunt, 
slowly widening those seeping vaginal lips. A moment later, she slipped 
her index finger in alongside her middle one and began fucking them 
eagerly in and out of her stretched cuntal opening. Almost frantically, 
her legs jack-knifed backward until her knees pressed against her 
flattened breasts and her nakedly squirming ass-cheeks rose and fell in 
response to her thrusting fingers. The red-headed teenager's facial 
muscles contorted as she added another finger to the two already in her 
tight young cunt and, clenching her teeth, rammed all three into the 
hungry pink folds of pussy flesh. They disappeared with a loud sucking 
noise, and a soft purr of pleasure whispered from the girl's open 
throat.


Ellen tensed with shock, her mouth gaping open in astonishment, and it 
was only Mr. Carter's firm grip on her outsized young breasts that kept 
her fleeing from the room. She knew that she should leave right now, 
but, at the same time, she felt too weak to tear herself away.


Maxwell put the drugged cigarette between her lips again, and once more 
she drew on it deeply. Her feverishly pulsing loins and mind seemed to 
swim with vague, undefined warmish desires. She wanted to flee, but she 
wanted to stay, too. She wanted ... oh, she didn't know what she 
wanted.


Maxwell Carter made her take another sip of champagne. It was difficult 
to be sure, but it seemed as if his hand had begun a gentle kneading of 
her pulsating breast. A passion of indefinable desire was raging out of 
control up between her legs, and she felt so strange that she wanted to 
rip off all her clothes ... do something!


Abruptly, she realized she felt the same as the young girl in the film 
must feel. Up there, the other teenager on the screen now seemed to 
have become possessed. Her eyes and teeth were clenched tightly as she 
writhed in complete wantonness beneath her own fingers, fucking eagerly 
in and out of the wetly glistening hole up between her legs. The lewd, 
rapid rhythm drove grunts of pleasure and sighs of delight from deep in 
her lust-constricted chest as her fingers sank into the tight pink 
opening, making moist sucking sounds when they withdrew, only to be 
thrust back in again and again.


Her face was mottled as she strained for orgasm and she groaned with 
sexual frustration as her fingers plunged deeper and deeper into her 
teenage little cunt. Her reddish chestnut hair lolled from side to side 
in a gorgeous mass beneath her straining face as she arched her back 
and buttocks up off the bed ...


And then Ellen's eyes widened dramatically and her awe-struck mouth 
dropped open, her jaw helplessly slack. For, entering the film suddenly 
from one side of the screen was the most powerful-looking German 
shepherd she had ever seen in her life ...


Chapter 4.
---------
The girl in the motion picture screamed as she saw the dog, her eyes 
widening in terror. She tried to lower her legs and roll off the bed, 
but the enormous German shepherd growled menacingly, and she froze with 
her fingers still deeply embedded within her passion-drenched pussy, 
her thighs spread wide and her knees almost touching her large, up-
thrusting young breasts.


"Rex!" she cried, her lower lip trembling. "You knew Shep is away, you 
bad dog! And you're his brother, too. You should be ashamed of 
yourself!"


But the huge dog made another guttural noise, and the helpless red-
headed teenager quivered with fear. The dog's great panting head, its 
long red tongue lolling out mindlessly, was only moments above her 
defenseless upturned loins.


Ellen gasped as the gigantic animal bounded onto the bed. She grabbed 
Carter's arm tightly, scarcely noticing the dig of his fingers into the 
softness of her quivering young breasts. The dog's ardent rush 
frightened her to death.


"Oh ... no! Mr. Carter," she breathed huskily, "What's he going to do 
to the poor girl?"


"You'll see," her protector grinned. "You'll see, child. But don't be 
frightened. Because she's going to love it. You'll see! Rex is a well-
trained dog, and he's always kind to little girls."


Ellen felt desperately that she ought to leave, but a shivering 
lassitude had swept through her trembling legs, and she was afraid that 
she would be unable to stand. At the same time, the sheer helplessness 
of the girl lying with fear beneath the ferociously snarling dog was 
fascinating for some reason understood only in the fiery pit of her 
stomach. She felt a surge of emotion within her churning belly that was 
totally unlike any other feeling she had ever known before. It was as 
if her wetly throbbing vagina was full of butterflies. The lewd thought 
of this monstrous beast doing whatever he wanted to the naked, 
defenseless girl sent shivers of revulsive curiosity tingling 
electrically through her virginal thirteen year old flesh, and goose 
pimples erupted all over on her ordinarily satin-smooth skin.


She took the fresh glass of champagne from Mr. Carter and downed it 
with one nervous gulp. By now her fascination with the lewd scene 
before her was counterpointed only by the dizziness which had begun to 
make the room swirl around her.


She relaxed once more against Maxwell Carter's arm, her eyes still 
glued to the increasingly obscene movie. She did not seem to notice, 
nor did she resist, as his hand moved underneath her sweater, then 
inside her tightly clasping white brassiere to cup the firm softness of 
her proud young breast. Nor did she say anything when she felt the 
surge of pleasure after he trapped one small nipple gently between 
thumb and forefinger. She understood vaguely what was happening, but 
she liked Mr. Carter so much and trusted him, that it would have seemed 
unfriendly to protest. Anyway, Dominique was there, so it must be all 
right.


And, besides, it felt so wonderful as her nipples stiffened and swelled 
under his caresses. The teenage blond squirmed tighter down into the 
seat, deliberately pressing the cushion into her passion-drenched 
cuntal crevice. Her lewd fascination with the adventure up on the 
screen held her as if in a hypnotic trance. Meanwhile, the cushion-
rubbing was exciting the ultra-sensitive lips of her wet young pussy. 
She could feel tiny throbs pulsing in the bud of her teenage clitoris, 
and she bit her lower lip hard in order to restrict the forbidden 
sensations that were pulsating so strongly up between her golden legs.


Now the giant German shepherd on the screen had lowered his muzzle into 
the red-headed girl's cringing little pussy and was sniffing the 
fragrant pink flesh. His tail wagged and trembled as he became 
increasingly excited. Ellen's startled eyes alighted on the massive red 
penis that was issuing from the furry pouch between the dog's legs. She 
would never have dreamed that a dog's penis could be so enormous and so 
beautifully tapered to a sharp point;


The teenager in the film moaned with terror as the cold nose made 
contact with her tiny puckered anus. She tensed visibly and then the 
dog began licking wetly up and down the sweat-streaked crevice around 
it, his tongue-tip burrowing slightly into the outer fleshy anal ring.


The red-head tried to squirm away, but the dog snarled menacingly again 
and began greedily lapping at the hair-lined pink slit up between her 
trembling thighs. He ran his tongue wetly the full length of it, from 
the tight-closed little pucker of her anus, up over the flushing fluted 
edges of her cunt and then over the erect little clitoris. His great 
tongue spread through the fleshy layers like a knife through soft 
butter. It flicked relentlessly between the girl's widespread legs, 
pausing sporadically to curl its way like a drill deep inside her 
glistening cuntal folds. The helpless girl thrashed and squirmed under 
this bestial lapping of her churning loins, and then low moans of 
obscene pleasure began issuing in an endless stream from her lust-
contorted lips.


Ellen shuddered from the sexual stimulation she was receiving through 
every pore in her sensually awakening young body. The pull of the 
forbidden and the illicit was very strong, stronger than her 
undeveloped mental will. She gasped at the change coming over the 
writhing young girl on the bed. Her frightened sobs had changed to soft 
mews of involuntary pleasure -- pleasure she did not want and had 
obviously set her mind against. But that slithering thick tongue had 
forced her into a state of mindless delight, and she obviously could 
not resist. She raised her hands in indecision for a moment above her 
nakedly thrashing flesh, then dropped them to grasp the dog's ears.


With a guttural sound of animal hunger, she kicked her legs back up 
over her head and pulled his nose forward in her wetly throbbing cunt. 
His long red tongue immediately thrust up her moist passageway, 
ravishing her up-thrust loins without mercy. Wild, incoherent shrieks 
of wanton pleasure streamed from her lips; she pleaded with and 
alternately encouraged the dumb animal salivating between her 
rapturously grinding ass-cheeks. He licked at her like the savage beast 
he was, the rutting lust of the wild driving him on to further 
obscenity ...


Ellen heard a groan from Dominique and tore her eyes from the lewd 
spectacle in the film. Her feeling of shock and amazement widened, for 
Dominique had both of her elegant long legs spread very wide, her dress 
now bunched up over her hips, as Handsome nipped and bit at her flimsy 
white panties. They came off in shreds in his teeth, and Ellen shivered 
in frightened excitement as the dog's enormous tongue lapped upward 
into the shining wet folds of his mistress' vagina.


A warning bell sounded in Ellen's subconscious. She knew that she 
should run away from this wicked place and these lewd stimulations 
before her body succumbed to the urgent hunger pulsating through it. 
But then another groan from the lurid motion picture dragged her 
drugged mind from all reasonable considerations once more.


Now the dog had lifted his head from the pleading girl's moistly 
glistening pussy in order to nose her over onto her stomach in servile 
surrender. All resistance obviously had evaporated under that maddening 
tongue which had so mercilessly lapped her eagerly quivering pussy. She 
was completely enslaved by the German shepherd panting over her. Her 
nakedly trembling body was spread-eagled face down on the bed as the 
huge head lowered again and the thick tongue slithered into the exposed 
crevice between the moaning girl's rounded ass-cheeks. She ground her 
buttocks toward him lasciviously as she reached back to spread the 
ivory globes and provide full access to her tiny puckering anus.


The tongue lashed her for another long vivid moment, and the salacious 
spectacle caused Ellen to feel the aching hunger spread upward from her 
warmly tingling cunt into her passion-swollen breasts. She was panting 
now for breath as she squirmed down harder against the cushion, pushing 
the wetly swollen lips of her passion-seared pussy against the ridge of 
material as if to quench the terrible fire there. Mr. Carter's hands 
caressing her throbbing young breasts both thrilled and frightened her. 
She tried with all her might to pull his hand away, but her own hands 
moved only as far as his, her fingers running gently through its thick 
black hairs, and then fell back, lifeless, into her lap. Feeling as 
though she were about to explode, her glassy eyes reverted again to the 
film, hoping to find relief by looking at something else.


The German shepherd was now nuzzling under the lust-paralyzed girl's 
naked loins, pushing his massive head between her pelvis and the 
mattress. Ellen's eyes widened in disbelief as the head lifted, raising 
the red-head's buttocks. The girl knelt obediently, elevating her 
trembling white ass-cheeks, bending in abject surrender. The relentless 
tongue had lashed her into servile defeat; crushed her resistance with 
its vigorous and unremitting attack on her sensitive organs.


Ellen's breath was coming in a continuous series of open-mouthed gasps. 
Each lewd event taking place before her virginal eyes seemed more 
astonishing than the last. The girl in the movie was now on all fours, 
and the huge dog was mounting the spread rounds of her buttocks, its 
paws on her back, his enormous red penis slipping and sliding within 
and over those two glistening white globes of flesh. The glistening 
scarlet organ seemed to be dripping some sort of liquid as the tapered 
cock-tip danced erotically in her anal crevice. The huge beast 
staggered and shifted, struggling to bury his thick animal shaft within 
the red-headed teenager's submissively kneeling body.


The girl looked back, sobbing, in what appeared to be excitement and 
fear, as she shifted her softly undulating young buttocks in order to 
capture the lengthening animal rod, striving to sheath the dog within 
her voraciously grasping vagina. The sharp tip missed, slid up to find 
her temporally relaxed anus, and attempted to enter. But the girl 
managed to evade this indelicate prod, and the German shepherd returned 
energetically to the attack. At last the thin point of his penis slid 
underneath into the soft, hair-nested cuntal crevice, rubbing her 
clitoris. The hot scarlet of his jabbing penis contrasted startlingly 
with the fevered pink of the girl's passion-inflamed cunt, spreading 
her glistening vaginal lips wider as his still unhoused cock slid 
through them.


Ellen held her breath. She couldn't believe this was happening. Maxwell 
Carter's hands seemed to be all over her own excitedly heaving breasts 
now, but she didn't notice anything except the volcanic upheaval in her 
hot young cunt and the action on the motion picture screen. The dog was 
still attempting to skewer the moaning red-headed girl on his huge, 
dripping instrument. He growled in frustration as the girl, in 
desperation, reached behind her and grasped the long slippery organ. 
Her eyes closed in lust, she guided the German shepherd's cock into her 
moist pink slit until the dog began a furious fucking motion that made 
her cry out with joy and pain combined as his incredibly long penis 
disappeared up into her tight little cunt.


Ellen was beyond belief or disbelief. Everything had become too 
incredible. The dog shuddered forward and buried his shaft of animal 
flesh deeply up into the teenager's writhing cuntal orifice. It 
slithered forward with a wet rush until it was sunk to the hilt, his 
hairy balls swinging in with a loud slap beneath her wide-spread 
thighs. A moan of relief broke from her joy-twisted lips as she moved 
rhythmically backwards to meet each new thrust of the panting and 
slavering dog. His forelegs trapped her waist, and she began to 
undulate her naked young body and buttocks in lewd circles, abandoning 
herself wantonly to this delicious animal fucking. Her face was 
contorted with rapture and her swaying breasts danced erotically 
beneath her writhing torso, moving in time to the dog's skewering cock 
as it buried itself relentlessly like a hot poker up inside her taut 
little belly.


The burning sensation in Ellen's bubbling cunt was increasing madly 
with each additional second she watched the young girl being ravished 
by the dog. She could feel a trickle of perspiration running from her 
navel down her belly and into her pubic hair. Its slow, teasing trail 
caused her to squirm her throbbing cuntal crevice down in desperation 
against the cushion, the edge rubbing sensuously against the moist 
hair-lined flanges of her own warmly pulsing pussy. She bit down hard 
into her lower lip to repress a groan of pure frustration. Her forehead 
flushed with perspiration and another trickle ran down the fleshy 
valley between her full sensuous breasts which Maxwell had massaged 
into a quivering sensitivity as he clutched her like a man possessed.


Ellen's sexual nerves wen shattered, and her mind whirled in drugged 
indecision. She knew that she ought to flee and that she had already 
gone too far by not protesting when Mr. Carter squeezed and kneaded her 
breasts beneath her brassiere, but she still wanted to show them that 
she was not a mere child -- and, besides, it felt so goo-dd.


Perhaps it would be all right. She could still stop Maxwell Carter if 
he did anything more than caressing her like this. And, anyway, 
Dominique was there, so everything had to be all right.


And then she looked again at Mrs. Carter -- she had fallen back onto 
the couch and was pulling Handsome's snout up into her glistening wet 
pussy by grabbing his ears.


Ellen's face crimsoned. This was really unbelievable. Handsome's tongue 
was actually slapping wetly between Dominique's thighs just like what 
had happened up on the screen. The lewd thought sent another electric 
tingle deep into her belly, and the trembling thirteen year old girl 
could feel the seeping wetness between her own thighs increasing. Her 
heart pounded like a tom-tom and it reverberated in her hotly throbbing 
pussy. She was sure Mr. Carter could feel it inside of her softly 
pliant breast which he was digging his tantalizing fingers into.


Her blinking eyes strayed back to the lewdly swaying body of the girl 
in the film. She was kneeling before the grunting and hunching German 
shepherd as he fucked into her wide-open little cunt with his long 
scarlet penis, and she was completely out of her mind with lust and 
shouting obscene encouragement at the dumb beast through her lust-
constricted throat. She was begging him to fuck her harder and to spew 
his animal cum into her cunt. She yelled that she wanted to be filled 
with his burning hot sperm and that was all that mattered. The girl was 
no longer human, but a quivering mass of sweating, passion-deranged 
flesh begging to be subjugated. She was literally reveling in 
bestiality, and she ground her naked young buttocks back against his 
hairy jerking body just as if she was another dog.


Ellen stared with abject fascination. Rivulets of moisture were 
building in the girl's rotating buttocks as the dog pummeled it. The 
sweat glistened and ran slowly down the backs of her trembling thighs.


Ellen tried to make it appear as if she was merely changing position as 
she ground her own warmly tingling pussy down into the couch, but 
increasingly she suspected that Maxwell Carter was not fooled. And it 
was becoming more difficult by the minute to conceal her frustration. 
Mr. Carter's hand was kneading her breasts with increasing urgency and 
making her hardened nipples throb mightily with guilty pleasure. She 
snuggled down closer to him, instinctively covering his hands with hers 
in order to conceal his misbehavior from his wife. Handsome was 
continuing to lap loudly at his mistress' pussy, making rapid thrusts 
with his spear-pointed tongue.


Dominique's eyes were glazed with sensuality in the dim light, and she 
ground her pelvis upward into the dog's face with great determination, 
snorting and muttering obscene oaths of encouragement as Handsome 
licked at her wide-spread vagina. Still, Ellen had no wish to test the 
force of the older woman's jealousy, and, truthfully, she was enjoying 
Mr. Carter's expert caresses of her warmly tingling breasts.


Ellen squirmed down harder against the cushion. Mr. Carter had turned 
toward her and dropped his other hand to her bared knee, then slipping 
it up toward the full firmness of her thigh. She had frozen momentarily 
at this unexpected gentle touch on her sensitive teenage flesh. Now he 
was pushing up the hem of her skirt; then his searching hand was 
halfway up to her panties before she got hold of herself and blocked 
him by dropping her hand to her lap and tightly clenching her thighs. 
She held on to his wrist, not daring to look at him while her eyes 
darted to the unspeakably unnatural behavior continuing between 
Dominique and Handsome. She tried to ascertain if Mrs. Carter had 
noticed anything between herself and Maxwell, but it was difficult to 
tell. She probably had not, inasmuch as her eyelids were fluttering and 
she seemed totally engrossed in the tongue of her dog so eagerly 
lapping at her own genitals. Still Ellen gradually forced Carter's hand 
back down, pushing her skirt with it until she was completely covered 
again.


But his other hand settled immediately in her lap. She tried to hold 
it, but it was strong and it moved away, kneading the softness of her 
taut little belly under the thin material of her sweater and dropping 
lower to tease the light sprinkling of pussy hair at the base of her 
stomach. His tormenting fingers rotated against her pubic mound but 
were unable to go lower because of her tightly pressed thighs. She 
pressed her buttocks down harder against the couch, knowing that he 
would think she was trying to rub the rough edge of the cushion 
secretly into her seeping vaginal slit.


The hot flood between her thighs was so heavy now that it was wetting 
her skirt, and she could feel the warm moisture on her trembling ass-
cheeks as she pressed down harder to feed the lewd pleasure churning in 
her loins and pussy lips. As his fingers gently smoothed her fevered 
flesh, the innocent teenager became confused as to whether or not to 
give way to the fierce waves of pleasure that were washing over her hot 
young flesh. Thus far everything was wickedly enjoyable -- with no 
danger, because Dominique Carter was present. She grasped Mr. Carter's 
wrist -- but did not try further to stop him. Now his fingers were 
moving about freely, teasing her excitedly throbbing vagina and lower 
belly mercilessly through the thin material of her passion-soaked 
panties and skirt.


Ellen closed her eyes and sighing, resigned herself to the delightful 
sensations that were rolling through her pleasure-drenched body. Then 
she gasped in surprise -- for suddenly Mr. Carter shifted his hand from 
her lap to underneath the side of her buttocks. And all the time his 
handsome worldly face watched the film on the screen as if nothing was 
going on.


What could she do? His left hand was now wedged between her ass-cheeks 
and the seat, with his outstretched middle finger working its way 
slowly up between her buttocks cleft to her dampened panties. Now she 
could feel his finger tickling the wildly tingling lips of her wet 
young cunt. If she moved to push him away she would have to drop her 
hand which was concealing his pleasantly kneading fingers on her 
quivering breasts. And any struggle would certainly attract his wife's 
attention.


She dropped one hand slowly to grasp his wrist under her squirming 
buttocks, but that didn't seem to stop him; he merely continued his 
ruthless teasing of her sensitive thirteen year old vagina, his finger 
probing at her moistly pulsing slit through the thin skirt and panties. 
She couldn't do any more without creating a scene, so Ellen resigned 
herself -- with secret relief -- to his lewdly thrilling caresses of 
her virginal cunt.


She squirmed slightly away as his extended middle finger continued its 
gentle stroking motion, pushing the folds of her skirt up into her 
hotly throbbing crevice. Gushes of shame washed through her at the 
waves of indecent pleasure that were inundating her loins and killing 
her will to resist.


Maxwell's hand became bolder as he sensed the cute blonde girl's 
impending surrender. He hooked his middle finger to slide her skirt up 
the backs of her thighs in order to penetrate the soft moistness of her 
nylon panties beneath.


But this was lunacy. She couldn't possibly be enjoying herself: She had 
to resist with everything she had in her. What was happening to her?


Ellen bit down hard into her lower lip, glancing at Dominique again, 
who was moaning with rapture at Handsome's lingual administrations and 
ignoring them completely.


The virginal thirteen year old blonde could feel her skirt rising 
faster now, and she gasped aloud as Mr. Carter's hand was suddenly 
covering all of the wet crotch band of her panties and snaking under 
the elastic leg band to stroke the wetly quivering lips of her pussy. 
She writhed her ass-cheeks down against his finger and held her breath 
for fear a moan of delight might escape her.


Her entire young body quivered as the invading finger tickled the hotly 
lubricated softness of its tender walls. She could feel its slick 
moisture covering the palm of his hand beneath her grinding buttocks as 
it crept inexorably upward into her quaking cuntal crevice.


Maxwell's middle finger was quickly joined by another, and then they 
were moving in tantalizing circles inside of her, expanding her tight 
little vaginal aperture with each titillating rotation. Ellen felt as 
if she were going out of her mind; she didn't see how she could stand 
this loins-shattering teasing for one more second. This rippling fire 
raging so maddeningly throughout her undulating young cunt, together 
with the feeling his fingers fucking up into her hopelessly open and 
vulnerable vagina without mercy, was increased by a hundred-fold by the 
bestial scene in front of her on the motion picture screen, where the 
helpless red-head was being fucked into a moaning mindlessness by the 
big dog. And, oh God, to make everything even worse, this man's wife 
was being licked in the cunt by her German shepherd!


Suddenly there was a loud cry from up on the screen. The other teenager 
was twisting her head from side to side wildly, her long reddish 
chestnut hair churning on the mattress. She was in the opening throes 
of a climax, and she screwed her smoothly rounded ass-cheeks back 
greedily against the dog, out of her mind with lust. The enormous 
beast's tongue hung laxly out of the corner of his mouth as he skewered 
into the moaning girl, his saliva dripping all over her glistening 
back. She shrieked with an insane joy and back against him as he 
shuddered forward, driving his long animal cock to the hilt in her 
nakedly gyrating pussy, and began spewing his hot animal cum deep up 
inside her belly, his penis spitting in hard spurts against the back 
walls of her urgently clasping vaginal walls. Ellen watched in 
fascination as the girl began sobbing and her rounded buttocks 
contracted involuntarily, signaling her own orgasmic upheaval. A stream 
of viscous white liquid oozed from her snugly clenching young cunt 
which was squeezing the dog's molten red penis. Thin trails of pearl-
colored cum ran down the back of her trembling thighs, and her ass-
cheeks glistened as she pitched forward on her face, exhausted.


Ellen's breath was coming in rasping pants as she watched the German 
shepherd's rapidly deflating cock slip from the girl's mauled passage 
with a sucking sound that echoed lewdly through the room. The girl had 
passed into a sweet oblivion, and the dog stood above her wagging his 
tail with obvious appreciation, and then lay contentedly down between 
her open legs, his huge muzzle nuzzling gently within the soft hair-
covered "vee" of her ravished loins.


Chapter 5.
---------
Ellen could not repress a deeply felt sigh of relief as the ending 
titles came up on the film and finally it blanked off into oblivion 
with a slight clicking sound and then the resulting darkness.


The aroused thirteen year old buxom blonde shook out her long honey-
gold hair. She felt all choked up, and could not remember when she had 
ever seen anything so sexually stimulating in her life. To actually see 
a beautiful young girl subjugated by a savage watchdog was far beyond 
anything she had ever imagined or heard of. But what was most amazing -
- the girl had obviously enjoyed it.


She looked around in Dominique and Handsome's direction, but the 
library was darker now, and all she could make out was some labored 
breathing and isolated slurping sounds as the big German shepherd 
continued his relentless lapping of Mrs. Carter's pussy. It was with 
relief and regret that she felt Maxwell's fingers slip from her 
tortured young cunt and his hand slide from beneath her. He got up and 
the couch sagged on her side as he went off to attend to the whirring 
projector. She pulled down her skirt guiltily and tried to shift the 
wetness between her thighs by moving about somewhat.


She turned crimson as the lights went on again and there was her 
vastly-admired Dominique pushing her dress down and forcing Handsome's 
snout away from the naked pink flesh up between her widespread legs as 
if nothing had happened. The blushing blonde girl struggled mightily to 
look as nonchalant as a thirteen year old could look in such 
circumstances. She still dreaded looking foolish before her friends, 
and maybe after all this was just what adults were always doing and 
there was nothing peculiar about it. Certainly her mother's secret 
adventures with Billy had disabused her of some of her illusions.


"Well," said Maxwell Carter, coming back and sitting down beside her 
again as he lit another cigarette. "That was some really hot cunt up 
there, wouldn't you say, Ellen? She'll want nothing but dogs from now 
on, I wager. What do you think?"


Ellen was struck speechless. The cigarettes Maxwell Carter had forced 
between her lips and the bubbly champagne she had drunk all combined 
now to make her feel slightly numb, giddy and nauseous. Then the 
ensuing sensuality had left her loins in a hopelessly churning state of 
unrest and titillation. There had been nothing in her previous 
experience to prepare her for his question.


Dominique and Maxwell laughed condescendingly and Ellen forced a smile. 
She had never felt so embarrassed in her life, and her memory of how 
near she had come willfully giving up her virginity made her blush 
furiously and unable to face Mr. Carter. It was true then! Her mother's 
sensual blood ran hotly in her veins. There was no evading it! A wave 
of revulsion swept over her as she considered how she had allowed Mr. 
Carter to fondle her body during the movie. And Dominique appeared to 
feel no shame whatever over her behavior with Handsome --


What had come over them?


Dominique lay down on the couch again, this time spreading her legs 
wide-open so that Ellen could guiltily glimpse the way her stockings 
were attached to her garters -- with no panties above! She could see 
very clearly the soft nest of auburn pubic hair wherein Handsome had 
been licking; it was still glistening. "Any woman who's had a dog 
doesn't want anything else after that, lover. But Ellen's too young to 
understand that. Why, she's probably still a virgin -- aren't you, 
little sweetheart?"


"Why, I --" The way Dominique said it made her feel so inadequate, so 
inferior. She wanted to protest somehow.


"Ellen's just like a head of lettuce," joked Maxwell Carter. "Cold and 
green."


"Well, then it's time she learned," said Dominique. She grabbed 
Handsome's ears and pulled his snout back up between her open legs. 
"Once you've had your cunt lapped by one of these animals -- especially 
Handsome -- I guarantee you'll never think of anything else, Ellen. And 
once he's fucked you -- you won't be able to think of anything else, 
period."


Cunt. Fucked. Oh God, why did they use these terrible words that Ellen 
had always been taught were dirty? Only bad girls at school used such 
words. And yet tonight she was finding them stimulating. She couldn't 
deny the new wash of hot fluid through her loins as these erotic words 
were brought into play.


"I -- I think I'd better go home now," she stammered awkwardly, 
summoning all of her courage through all of her fear. Tears were 
forming in the corners of her bright blue eyes.


"Oh for God's sake, Ellen," Mr. Carter said impatiently. "You've got to 
stop behaving like a little baby."


"Or we just won't invite you here any more," echoed Dominique, lowering 
the boom.


"I saw you rubbing your hot little pussy down against that seat like 
your cunt was on fire, young lady," Carter went on. "You're not fooling 
anyone here."


"I saw it, too, Maxwell," said Dominique. "And I also noticed that you 
had your finger up inside her steaming little cunt as well."


Ellen gasped at the realization that Dominique had seen her 
shamelessness. She dropped her face in her hands, sobbing piteously, 
unable to believe she had fallen so far in such a short time!


Suddenly she felt Dominique's slender fingers in her long blonde hair 
and on her cheeks, smoothing the tears away.


"There there, dear," the older woman said above her. "It's nothing to 
get upset about. All real women feel a need to fuck when a handsome man 
like Maxwell slides his finger up inside their pussy. It's only 
natural. Come on now, let's dry our tears. Maybe it's best if we 
freshen up a bit."


Dominique took the ashamedly weeping young girl's hand and led her 
gently out of the library and across the foyer to the bathroom. Her arm 
draped sympathetically over the teenage blonde's shoulder as she 
sobbed. Once in the powder room she made a cold washcloth and pressed 
it gently to Ellen's forehead.


"There dear, does that feel better?"


Ellen groaned with self pity and threw herself into her adult friend's 
arms. "Oh, Dominique, I'm so ashamed. I -- I don't know what came over 
me!"


Dominique laughed. "Don't be silly, darling. All it means is that 
you're growing up. But you'll be grown up even more once you stop 
feeling ashamed of her body and what it needs. You're a big girl, now, 
Ellen, and you've got to learn that there's nothing evil about enjoying 
sex. So just swim with it, darling. Let it carry you along."


Dominique patted her shoulder. "Now get a hold of yourself. Let's not 
spoil what was developing into a perfectly lovely evening."


Ellen agreed reluctantly and they managed to get her cleaned up. Then 
they returned to the library. The lushly proportioned teenager blushed 
at the thought of having to face Mr. Carter again after what she'd let 
him do, but she decided to fight childishness and try to be more adult 
the way the Carters wanted. They were, after all, her friends, and had 
made her happier in Kenilworth than anybody else she knew.


Mr. Carter had put on some soft stereo music and that did help to make 
her feel more relaxed. Although a deep sense of shame continued to 
pervade her being that resisted all attempts at ouster.


But one would never have known from Mr. Carter's demeanor that anything 
had happened between them. He looked perfectly casual as he sipped his 
Scotch and passed her a Coca-Cola. She was grateful that they weren't 
any longer giving her champagne, as she was afraid she might pass out 
if she had any more. She was feeling decidedly woozy. The curious-
tasting cigarettes they had given her hadn't worn off either, nor had 
the furious tingle in her loins. She felt light-headed as a flower. 
Then she glanced over Mr. Carter's shoulder to where he was spreading 
out some photographs in front of him on the marble-topped coffee table.


And the young girl gasped, almost dropping her-Coke. For the first 
picture she focused on showed a woman's face in a strained circle 
around a man's hardened penis.


Chapter 6.
---------
She had heard of women who did this, and had even heard some rough 
girls joking in the school toilet about it, but she had never expected 
to actually see someone doing such an obscenely wicked thing. The 
woman's mouth was stretched so wide Ellen wondered how she kept from 
choking on the huge penis, for her lips were locked on the thick shaft 
of male flesh as if they would never let go. The part exiting from her 
mouth was heavily ridged with blue veins. God, the young teenage blonde 
could almost feel it pulsating in her own suddenly salivating mouth.


A ripple of excitement coursed through Ellen's loins as she considered 
its size. She clasped her legs tightly together and wondered 
involuntarily what it would be like to have something that big shoved 
up inside her little vaginal opening. She breathed with hurried, guilty 
excitement as Mr. Carter flipped over the next photograph. In this one 
the same woman was sitting on a sofa with her feet flat on the floor 
and her legs spread wide apart. A German shepherd had his snout between 
her thighs, and Ellen could see very clearly his long red tongue 
curling into the flushing pink lips of her vagina. The girl's mouth 
gaped at the lewd sight. This was exactly what Handsome had been doing 
to Dominique, what the dog had done in the movie. Despite her best 
will, the sight of this depraved act was fiercely exciting. She could 
feel a hot moistness seeping again through her pussy lips as she took a 
nervous sip from her Coke. Her hands were trembling.


"Like that, huh?" Maxwell Carter asked, a devilish smirk on his face as 
he held up the picture.


"Well, I --" Ellen was becoming confused again. She could not think of 
the right things to say. The entire aura of sensuality in the house had 
so permeated her impressionable young being that she could no longer 
accurately define what was right and what was wrong.


She could feel the lewd stirrings in her loins beginning all over 
again, and she involuntarily ground her buttocks down against the seat 
to quiet the lascivious tingle.


"Look at this girl's face," said Carter. "Obviously she's enjoying 
having her cunt licked, wouldn't you say?"


"I -- I -- yes, yes, she is," Ellen breathed tremulously, her budding 
young breasts heaving with emotion. And then she began panting again as 
Carter showed her another photo -- that of a girl on a bed, three 
pillows under her hips, with her legs spread wide apart and a German 
shepherd between them on his haunches, his enormous cock sunk all the 
way into her up-lifted vagina. The camera angle showed clearly his 
thick pink penis disappearing into the hair-fringed folds of her cunt. 
Almost buried to the hilt, only a small stretch was still showing, wet 
and shining. The girl's face was twisted into the most depraved 
portrait of ecstasy Ellen had ever seen.


Oh ... oh ... how she must feel.


Ellen had slid down hypnotized into the deep warmth of the couch again, 
and scarcely noticed Mr. Carter's hand on her shoulder as she 
concentrated on the obscene position of the dog and the girl in the 
photograph. The now-familiar aching hunger inside her quivering young 
pussy was expanding again, spreading from her stomach upwards into her 
hardening nipples. She shuddered as Mr. Carter's finger teased again 
down toward the "vee" of her sweater, through which the deeply 
breathing mounds of her breasts were seen moving in shapely unrest. And 
then his hand was moving determinedly inside her brassiere, cupping her 
naked left mound of softly resilient flesh and massaging it into a 
greater sensitivity.


Her breathing became more labored now and she twisted frantically into 
the cushion, attempting to extinguish that swiftly growing fire. Mr. 
Carter chuckled and began showing her more and more photographs, each 
one more lewd than the last. His lips had dropped to her ear and he was 
sensually whispering what the photographed couples were doing in lust-
inciting terms. Then he whispered moist entreaties using words that 
were positively filthy and yet savagely exciting. "How would you like 
me to do that to you? Look at that girl's face ... she loves it. So 
will you!" Ellen rubbed her thighs tightly together in a last 
determined effort to avoid the temptation that was building up inside 
her wetly throbbing pussy. Her passion and alcohol-distorted brain told 
her implicitly that she should flee immediately or she would not be 
able to fight the desire that was tugging at the very core of her 
rippling young belly.


"Please ... Maxwell ..." she tried to protest, her heart beating like a 
runaway train. "What will ... what will Mrs. Carter say ..."


"Let her get her own girl," he muttered, and one hand reached into her 
golden hair and pulled her head toward him until she could not escape 
his hungry French kiss. She felt his heated tongue plunging into her 
mouth and almost all the way down her throat until she almost gagged. 
It lapped at the sides, top and bottom of her mouth, and some instinct 
in her loins forced her to suck on it. It tasted not at all bad, and 
she had to realize guiltily that she actually liked it. His tongue 
reminded her of a big fat penis like the one she had seen Billy putting 
inside of her mother. A shudder of alarm momentarily flickered through 
her passion-drenched loins, but then her will to flee faded and was 
replaced by pure animal desire, magnified by a savage curiosity which 
glued her to the couch as she saw what Handsome and Dominique were 
doing.


Apparently Mrs. Carter had removed all her clothes while she wasn't 
looking, and now was engaged in the same sort of depravity that Ellen 
had seen only dimly in the darkness during the motion picture.


Dominique was nakedly spread-eagled over the chaise lounge not six feet 
away, her auburn head rolling back and forth, her face contorted in an 
agony of sexual delight. Handsome's big body was wedged between her 
widespread legs, and he was running his tongue moistly up and down her 
sensually quivering flesh. He lapped at her ripely heaving breasts 
until they glistened and then traced a shining path down to the flat 
plane of her stomach. Dominique writhed in passionate delight beneath 
his animal caress, her long hair flailing from side to side across her 
lust-contorted face. Her hands tangled tightly in Handsome's sleek fur, 
pulling his skin up in great bunches as she guided his muzzle from one 
erotically tingling part of her body to another -- from breasts to 
vagina and even to her wildly puckering anus.


Ellen leaned forward to grip the edges of the coffee table until her 
hands ached. She could not believe what was happening, but she had to 
look, regardless of how lewd Dominique's behavior was. The scene was 
positively mesmerizing.


Maxwell pressed a lit brown cigarette to her lips and she drew deeply 
without hesitation, not even coughing this time. The sweet, acrid smoke 
of the marijuana curled into her lungs like a soothing syrup, sweeping 
away all trace of revulsion. Her head lightened, and she shut her eyes 
tightly as each drag burned its way down into her pulsating little 
pussy. Then after several deep inhalations she found she could no 
longer deny the primitively intoxicating nature of what she was seeing.


Dominique was beautiful, after all, with all that wealth of long auburn 
hair, proudly uptilted breasts and long slender legs. Why wouldn't 
Handsome want to lick her blushing pink cuntal furrow? Anybody would! 
Ellen gazed in intoxicated rapture at the enchanting woman spread open 
in animal sacrifice on the chaise lounge, where the closed side had 
been unhinged, let down, and made into a bed. Her German shepherd 
appeared to have worked her up to a fever pitch, and Dominique's mouth 
was hanging open once more with rapture, her glassy, lust-smoked eyes 
rolling upward into her skull until she looked as if she were dying 
from ecstasy.


Handsome had placed himself in position over her roughly rising and 
falling belly. His face was hanging within inches of her sparsely 
curled pubic mound, his forepaws pressing into her sleek trembling 
thighs. He worked his nose in and out of her wetly glistening cunt and 
Dominique moaned with increasing fervor. Ellen gasped again as his long 
pink tongue lashed out and parted the hair-fringed furrow of the older 
woman's vagina with one long, swiping lick. The dainty bud of 
Dominique's clitoris was clearly visible, throbbing with hardness and 
desire just above the stretched elastic opening of her vaginal 
entrance. Her moist red slit seemed to shine and trickle more with 
every lick of Handsome's talented tongue, which flicked maddeningly at 
the quivering little nub of raw lust at the top of her furrow. 
Dominique's body shuddered; she sighed as her legs clamped snugly about 
the furry head, imprisoning his alert animal ears in a vise-like grip. 
Then her pelvis began a slow up and down fucking movement in rhythm to 
the probings from between her tightly clenched teeth. She appeared 
trapped in a mindless fit of uncontrolled licentiousness as her full 
sensuous breasts bobbled like a belly dancer's.


Even as Mrs. Carter's voluptuous body was twisting lustfully to the 
depraved lapping of her loins, Ellen's magnificently proportioned torso 
began an involuntary swaying in time to that of Dominique's.


Maxwell Carter's hands were all over the blonde teenager's now, and he 
was massaging and cupping her breasts in a titillating circular motion 
that made her squirm her trembling young ass-cheeks into the cushion. 
Abruptly he pulled her up onto his lap. She didn't resist, but only 
rubbed herself snugly down onto the hard thick bulge beneath her. The 
throbbing thickness of it pressed through her skirt into the crevice of 
her buttocks, causing the thin folds of bunched material to grate 
heavenly against her sensitive little anus. Warm spasms of pure 
pleasure were sent rippling up through her churning belly and right 
into the hard rising nipples of her thirteen year old breasts.


The final shattered remnants of her vow to run faded into nothingness 
as she felt his hand leave her breast and gently lower the zipper that 
ran down the back of her sweater. Then he undid the zipper on her skirt 
as well, and his hands slipped unimpeded inside her clothes. He pushed 
the snug restricting brassiere up and away from her ripely swollen 
breasts. Then his hands greedily cupped her throbbing mounds as they 
came free of their nylon confinement, trapping her hypersensitive 
nipples between thumb and forefinger, squeezing until excruciating 
sensations dredged a cry of pained delight and surprised pleasure from 
her wetly parted lips. He jerked upward, sinking his covered 
masculinity deeper into the panty-covered split of her involuntarily 
undulating buttocks.


Ellen couldn't help push back onto his rapidly lengthening thickness as 
she watched Mrs. Carter with wide-eyed wonder. Handsome's tongue was 
continuing to drag groan after wanton groan from the gorgeous auburn-
tressed woman. Then Ellen noticed something else -- Handsome's long red 
penis had begun lengthening out of its furry sheath, and it seemed to 
be wagging dangerously beneath his slender stomach. It looked hard as a 
tree stump, and was enormously thick and evil-looking. The young girl 
gasped as he suddenly leaped atop his mistress, after viewing the movie 
she knew what was about to happen. But instead Handsome straddled his 
eagerly trembling legs over the panting woman's face. Dominique jerked 
as the well-trained dog stuck his front paw against her wetly heated 
cunt and rotated it, teasing the sensitive vaginal walls until she 
cried out in a moan of lascivious surrender and struggled up onto her 
elbows, her face only inches away from his belly and visibly quivering 
scarlet penis.


Her fingers gripped his long moist cock and pulled it toward her wetly 
parted lips as her mouth struggled to meet it. Her tongue darted out 
and teasingly licked at its glistening underside, then even more 
hungrily at the oozing open hole in its tip. A thin string of lubricant 
seeping from it stretched across her chin as she licked greedily up and 
down the animal shaft.


The muscles in Ellen's body were as taut as bow strings as she reacted 
to maddening fondling of Mr. Carter's hot fingers. She jerked as his 
hand trailed a slow, teasing trail down her passion-tightened belly and 
inserted itself into the elastic band of her white nylon panties, 
teasing thrillingly at her sparse blonde pussy hair rising from the 
"vee" at the top of her thighs. His knowledgeable hand played for a 
moment, then slid downward into the moist, ready slit up between her 
legs, the nail scraping gently at the sensitive little bud of her 
clitoris and making her cry out with the electricity of that sensation. 
She shuddered and jerked as his outstretched middle finger insinuated 
itself further into her eagerly throbbing flesh, parting her pussy lips 
to snake inside the seeping cuntal mouth, sending wild shocks of 
forbidden pleasure racing through her still immature nervous system. 
His virilely pulsating penis was pressed deeply into the well moistened 
crevice of her buttocks now, and throbbing with a life all its own. She 
ground back against it, becoming imprisoned licentiously -- deliciously 
-- as his invading middle finger slipped through the sealskin-smooth 
wetness of her tight little cunt.


Maxwell Carter began a gentle rocking motion to which her own body 
responded enthusiastically. There was a deep gurgling from Dominique's 
throat as Handsome, his tail wagging and one forepaw still playing in 
her hair-lined pussy, pumped his haunches forward to bury his long 
animal cock deep into her gaping mouth. Ellen held her breath, unable 
to believe Dominique wouldn't choke from the sheer size of the organ 
rammed between her moistly ovalled lips. But she sucked at it hungrily 
as though she had waited all her life for just this wonderful moment. 
Her cheeks hollowed on the out-stroke, expanded obscenely on the in-
stroke, and her eyes were glazed with a wild ecstatic film of primitive 
lust more erotic than blue eye shadow.


The rawness of the lewd scene before Ellen drew a little moan of 
helpless surrender from the golden-tressed thirteen year old as she 
felt the liquid passion of her own wildly quivering pussy increase its 
flow, drenching Mr. Carter's fingers and hand with its sticky moisture.


She could feel Maxwell's long thick penis jerking under his pants, 
inching inexorably upward into the cleft between her ass-cheeks. The 
sight of Mrs. Carter obscenely sucking on Handsome's animal penis was 
obviously just as exciting to Mr. Carter as it was to her, and she 
gasped in delight as his moist tongue licked at the inside of her ear. 
Then he whispered, "Bend over on the floor -- I'm going to fuck you in 
the ass."


"Oh no, please don't! No, I can't! Please ... Mr. Carter! Maxwell!" she 
panted, unable to stop the rhythmic rocking of her vagina over his 
passion-drenched fingers.


"I'm going to fuck you good, Little Miss Virgin," he whispered huskily. 
"And we can watch Handsome fucking Dominique at the same time. Come on 
now. Down on the floor."


The lewd words excited her strangely, and through her drugged gaze she 
groaned in surrender as he pushed her now naked upper body over the 
marble coffee table, squashing her ripe young breasts out on either 
side as her defenselessly open buttocks presented itself to him. Her 
muscles felt like rubber, and she was forced to support herself by 
placing her hands on the floor.


Her smoothly rounded ass-cheeks waved in the air behind her, and she 
shuddered as she felt Mr. Carter's hands lifting her skirt above her 
hips. He bunched it around her wasp-like waist, then drew her flimsy 
white nylon panties down over her nakedly trembling buttocks and let 
them hang at her knees.


A cool rush of air hit her backside and she flushed with shame. Her 
whole rear end was exposed to him, waving back in lewd invitation to 
any humiliation he might choose to inflict. She heard the metallic 
sound of his zipper behind her as Mr. Carter opened his fly and his 
long thick penis burst into an eager freedom. He dropped to his knees 
behind her straining white buttocks and licked moistly down the entire 
length of her sweating cleft, pausing only to flick the tip of his 
tongue into the tight puckered ring of her anus.


''Oh ... oh ... no ... you mustn't," she groaned as the tantalizing 
licking invaded her vitals, driving her almost insane with desire. She 
quivered back against his tongue, screwing her buttocks in small 
circles around and around in order to feel the delicious oral rape of 
her virginal loins.


So dazed and lust-enslaved was the young blonde that she didn't notice 
when Dominique got up abruptly from the chaise lounge and pulled the 
disappointed German shepherd over to her backside by holding his 
collar. There was scarcely a second of delay as Maxwell drew his face 
away from her burning crevice, and the big, well-trained dog's tongue 
lashed out to flicker electrically at Ellen's wildly puckering little 
anus. The cuddlesome thirteen year old groaned again, not noticing the 
change except for the fact that, if anything, the titillating licking 
of her organs felt all the more wonderful now.


Ellen had never known anything like this feeling. It seemed to consume 
the whole of her sensually awakening being until there was nothing of 
interest in the entire universe but that wonderful tongue-lashing. Wild 
thoughts of Handsome and his great slobbering tongue slithering over 
Dominique's moist, hair-lined furrow ran through her mind even though 
she didn't know it was he. All she knew for sure was that her ripening 
teenage flesh reveled in this lewd tingling pleasure until she felt as 
if she might explode from it.


Meanwhile Handsome slithered his tongue up her moist crevice again and 
again as Maxwell Carter went to the wall and pressed a secret button 
that started several motion picture cameras going at once. Then 
Dominique signaled to the powerful German shepherd, who abruptly ran 
his tongue over Ellen's ass-cheeks to the base of her spine, then 
followed the bony ridges up her back until this progress was halted by 
the bunched skirt around her tiny waist.


Then he stood, straddling her legs awkwardly, and placed his forepaws 
on her, his long scarlet penis thrusting up into the split of her 
widespread buttocks, his tapered cock-head bumping rubberishly between 
her straining ass-cheeks.


It scarcely registered that Handsome's paws were on her shoulder blades 
and that his panting and saliva was dripping in back of her. Ellen was 
still thinking of Mr. Carter and of what a wonderful tongue he had. 
When what she assumed was his penis began bumping around in the 
moistened cleft of her nether passage, a savage thrill of delighted 
expectation coursed through her nakedly quivering flesh. But this 
quickly changed to abject fear.


Oh no! He's too big! she thought. He'll split me open!


Her buttocks cringed forward, drawing away from the dog's rubbery-
tipped cock, but the long animal penis followed. She panted hollowly as 
he worked himself into position, painfully aware that there was nowhere 
else she could go. Her naked young body was trapped between the coffee 
table and the searching instrument behind her.


Oh good lord! Mr. Carter would split her! He was trying to impale her!


And then Maxwell's hands actually were around the tops of her thighs, 
gripping them tightly, his fingers parting the soft white flesh so that 
Handsome could get his fiercely jerking cock inside of her hot young 
wetness.


"Reach behind -- put it in," he whispered to her from behind.


"No, I can't," she whimpered. "Please don't make me, Mr. Carter. It'll 
hurt."


"Only for a little while. And then it will feel wonderful! Hurry!"


"No!"


She winced as one of his hands slapped her bottom smartly, a smack 
which seemed to only drive her desire still higher into her breasts. 
"Put it in, I say. Put it in now!"


Ellen whimpered and tears of humiliation fell from her lower eyelids to 
drip down over her cheeks. He was squeezing her thigh flesh so 
painfully she wouldn't be able to stand it for another moment. Anything 
would be less painful than that savage grip. In desperation she reached 
behind her for what she took to be his penis, found Handsome's long 
slick organ, and closed her hand over it with more tenderness than she 
should have allowed.


It was enormous! Far bigger and hotter and wetter than she had 
imagined! She could never possibly take it all!


But he squeezed her again, this time bringing a louder, longer squeal 
of pain from her tortured young lips. She tearfully placed the well-
lubricated cock-head underneath her legs and into the snug elastic 
opening of her burning young cunt, biting down hard on her lip to keep 
from sobbing. She could feel the penis gradually working its way 
against her fearfully cringing pussy lips, parting them and then moving 
slowly inside through the tight ring of flesh which had guarded her 
virginity for so long. And then, just as she felt a wonderful 
stretching of her loins, her ass-cheeks were swept further apart, and 
she could feel hairy haunches jogging against the sensitive flesh of 
her inner thighs.


"No! No!" she screamed as realization abruptly hit her. But it was too 
late! The dog's fiercely hard penis rammed with mind-shattering force 
against her tough little hymen, then broke on through. His long thick 
cock slithered up into her hotly pulsating passage like the trunk of a 
tree, thrusting into the warm wet walls of her vainly resisting vagina. 
She could feel his entire animal penis thrusting forward through her 
painfully stretched cunt lips and up into her belly, slowly and 
teasingly sweeping aside the softly curling strands of her sparse 
blonde pubic hair as it penetrated further and further. Finally the 
heavy weight of his dog loins smashed against her frantically squirming 
buttocks, scratching her naked ass-cheeks with his bristly hair, 
forcing her down flat on her belly against the coffee table.


Sob after sob shuddered through her naked young flesh as the ultimate 
humiliation was pummeled into her. "Aaarggghhh," she shrieked once when 
his thrusts became too savage. It seemed as if her cuntal channel was 
on fire. The dog's penis penetrated her like a great drill looking for 
oil, and it did find all the lubricant it needed. For despite her 
initial revulsion, Ellen was still very much a female.


She struggled and wiggled her fleshy little ass-cheeks as if to escape 
the brutal impalement, but it was no use. The panting German shepherd's 
cock was now buried up inside her tightly clasping pussy, and all the 
while motion picture cameras whirred above and Dominique circled her 
vampireishly, snapping Polaroid's one right after the other.


"I -- I hate you both," she gritted through tightly clenched teeth, but 
this only seemed to produce hilarity on the part of her adult friends.


"You'll love us before the night is over," Maxwell giggled, not pausing 
in his snap-shooting for a moment. He was taking photographs of her 
from every possible angle.


Her lips opened and closed in virginal torment, for it felt as though 
the dog's long slender penis had penetrated all the way up into her 
throat. She moaned and twisted, trying to escape the pain his tunneling 
rod of flesh was inflicting on her.


And then suddenly, there was something else to worry about. Through the 
daze of her ravishment and the long blonde hair that was swinging all 
around her sex glazed eyes, she suddenly felt her lips being parted by 
a thick, hot rubbery club. The sultry elastic ring of her lips clung 
involuntarily as Maxwell Carter's penis came sawing up into her mouth, 
his hands strong on the back of her head as he forced her sweating 
young face forward.


The older man was sitting in some sort of low, cushiony chair. As her 
golden hair swung out of her eyes from time to time she could make out 
his lewd grin of triumph above her as he fucked his long hard cock in 
and out of her mouth. And strangely enough, she was even beginning to 
enjoy the ruthless double-barreled screwing that man and dog were 
subjecting her to. The pain in her vagina was gradually subsiding, and 
each fresh thrust and withdrawal of Handsome's blood-swollen penis now 
brought a low mewl of pleasure from her helplessly sucking mouth. The 
young blonde girl was equally surprised by the fact that the hotly 
throbbing cock in her mouth seemed to taste delicious, and she could no 
longer remember why she had been revolted by it initially.


Eagerly she began sucking and licking at Maxwell's thick tasty penis 
like a child devouring a candy cane. She put her hands on his buttocks 
and pulled him toward her until each stroke of his hot hard penis 
sliding down her throat made her gag. She felt him stiffening, felt his 
wildly jerking cock begin to swell in her mouth, heard him cursing. 
Then, without warning, his thick spuming cum spurted down her throat, 
filling her gluttonously sucking mouth until a stream of white hot 
fluid streamed from both sides of her mouth and flowed down over her 
chin. Ellen could not remember when she had ever tasted anything so 
delicious! As Maxwell 's body jerked and shuddered, spurting out hot 
jets of sperm, she could hear his soft wondering curses and moans of 
pleasure as he gave himself over entirely to his orgasm.


Behind her, gasping and panting slavishly, Handsome rocked rhythmically 
but gently in and out of the tight clasping confines of her cunt. 
Frantic thrills of unmeasureable pleasure coursed through her straining 
teenage flesh. She began to undulate her buttocks lasciviously behind 
her in rhythm to the long animal cock that was fucking into her 
defenseless young body from behind.


Her nostrils flared with uncontrollable passion. "Oh God," she snorted, 
almost whinnying with pleasure. "Go on. I like it. I like it. Don't 
stop. Oh, oh, oh. OHHHHHH!"


Panting with lust, the big German shepherd lapped at her sleek white 
back and fucked in and out of her hot little cunt with long hard 
strokes that seemed to receive their momentum from the very depths of 
his staggering toes. The soft fleshy ridges inside her super-heated 
vagina gave way before the merciless onslaught of his piston-like 
instrument. The folds of her wet cuntal flesh clung affectionately to 
his rampaging instrument and soft explosive moans of forbidden pleasure 
broke from her lips as if she was having the wind knocked out of her. 
The intelligent beast rotated his long slippery penis around inside of 
her, drawing yelps of joy with each mind-jarring bump. Her squeezing 
pussy lips gripped his rigidity like warm elastic, her sheath pulsating 
with sheer lascivious pleasure.


Ellen's eyes fluttered, hopelessly glazed over with passion. She spread 
her thighs wider, moving her feet apart with difficulty due to the silk 
panties that were still caught around her knees. Her obscene delight at 
Handsome's brutal working of her virginal cunt was augmented by the 
hairy bump and scratch of his haunches against her smooth young flesh. 
The bushy hair around the base of his penis brushed tantalizingly 
against the quivering cheeks of her ass. The distended spongy tip of 
his thrusting hardness grazed against the flatness of her cervix, 
probing beautifully deep where no one had gone before. As Maxwell 
Carter's thick deflated cock fell from her ovalled mouth, she let out 
an endless groan of savage, primitive ecstasy that resembled nothing 
human.


Forgotten was her terrible humiliation at being fucked by a dog, 
forgotten were her ruined panties holding her dissolved knees in 
bondage. All that mattered was this magnificent lewd pleasure building 
maddeningly in her loins. She wanted to be fucked like this, wanted to 
be subjected to Handsome's animal demands on her thirteen year old 
flesh.


Through her long blonde hair hanging over her passion-wracked face, she 
could see that Dominique had begun sucking on her husband's penis, too. 
The thick pummeling instrument disappeared into her mouth as Mr. Carter 
drove his pelvis like a pile-driver, sinking his resurrected cock in 
until his coarse black hair loins brushed the tip of her nose. Then he 
began to cum without warning again, as he had with Ellen. He pulled his 
wildly ejaculating penis out of Dominique's mouth and held the huge 
purplish glans a few inches away. Then with an expiring groan he began 
spewing a stream of spurting white sperm directly into her side-open 
lips. The thin, quick spurts streamed from its swollen red head like 
milk from a cow's udder, filling her mouth to the brim, and Dominique 
swallowed thirstily, her Adam's apple bobbing wildly as she tried to 
keep up with the seemingly inexhaustible supply.


Watching Dominique sucking on Maxwell's penis and having her face 
filled with cum was so lust-inciting that Ellen's whole body twitched 
uncontrollably, and she groaned with wanton desire and welcome to the 
punishing animal shaft sinking so deliciously deep up inside her 
rippling little cunt. Her beautiful face was contorted with passion as 
loud cries of ecstasy escaped from her tightly clenched teeth.


"Oh -- I like it. Go on, go on, Handsome darling. Oh God!" she gasped 
as his inflamed wet cock pistoned in and out of her churning belly. She 
moaned incoherently and began gibbering like an idiot, spots of drool 
appearing on her lust-contorted lips. The smooth, wet velvet folds of 
her vagina trapped the dog's penis in a kiss of love, squeezing 
affectionately around his rigid animal column until she could feel 
every molecule of skin and every last pulsating blood-filled ridge. Her 
drugged mind reveled in her lurid abandon, and she screwed back against 
him to feel the tantalizing softness of his hairy testicles pressing 
against her trembling inner thighs. His furry skin danced teasingly 
against the sensitive outer rings of her tiny naked anus, sending new 
shivers of lewd delight surging through her fluttering belly.


"Oooooh," she breathed hotly. "That's it, darling. Please, hurry! Give 
it to me!"


Maxwell Carter had wiped off his penis and was walking over to her. He 
gripped her long yellow hair and jerked her head up. "Tell him to fuck 
you!" he commanded imperiously. "Say Fuck Me!"


"No," she pleaded piteously, trying to twist her head out of his grasp. 
"Don't make me say that. Please!"


Carter signaled to Dominique, who suddenly grabbed the big dog's 
haunches and refused to let him thrust his wetly glistening penis into 
Ellen anymore. Handsome began to yelp with desire, trying to crawl up 
her back with his forepaws, panting furiously with his tongue dripping 
drool all over her back.


"Hurry!" Maxwell commanded again. "Beg him to fuck you or we won't let 
him!"


Tears welled up in the helpless blonde teenager's eyes and she tried to 
squirm back onto the dog's marvelous pole of hot flesh. But it was no 
use, her inexperienced cuntal lips couldn't seem to grip it with 
Dominique holding the dog away from her.


"Yes!" she shrieked. "FUCK ME! FUCK ME! FUCK ME, HANDSOME! FUCK ME YOU 
WONDERFUL DOG!" She was fast approaching orgasm, and her burning body 
no longer felt anything like human. She twisted and contorted, begging 
and pleading for them to let Handsome fuck her.


"Goddamn," Carter laughed. "Our Little Miss Virgin wants to be fucked. 
Release him, Dominique. "


And with that Handsome rammed his long animal cock once again into her 
tightly clasping cunt and began to fuck her so fast and furiously that 
the young girl thought she would go out of her mind.


"Aaaggghhh! That's it ... that's ... it! " she babbled.


"Man, is she tender," came Carter's voice. "If Handsome doesn't fuck 
her to death, then I will." He looked at Dominique. "Why don't we call 
some of our friends with dogs. We could get some great multiple shots 
out of this."


"That's a good idea," came Dominique's voice through Ellen's lust-
dominated haze. "I want to see this little stuck up bitch get screwed 
within an inch of her life until fucking is all she wants in the whole 
world. She's been playing the teasing virgin long enough. She's going 
to beg us to let Handsome fuck her every day from now on."


Her sex-drenched brain couldn't quite analyze everything she was 
hearing, but that didn't matter. Ellen's shamelessly aroused body was 
white-hot. Her head and golden hair flailed from side to side wildly, 
her mouth open in abandon. She spiraled her ravenously hungry vagina 
all around his slippery plunging shaft. She was almost ready to cum and 
couldn't have stopped now had her life depended on it. Hot forks seemed 
to be probing the tingling wails of her oozing vagina and perspiration 
dripped from her steaming flesh in a steady stream.


And then it happened!


The huge German shepherd behind her started a long, low groan that 
swelled into a series of yelping barks as he began spewing his hot 
sperm deep up inside her hot slippery passage. She could feel his 
animal cum jetting into her in great gushing torrents, deflating his 
savagely jerking penis with each white hot spurt.


"Oh, nooo," she wailed, still seconds away from climax. "Handsome! 
Wait! Nooo! Please wait, wait for me!" Ellen sobbed with frustration, 
but it was useless telling the dumb beast to stop. She squeezed her 
wildly quivering pussy all around his rapidly softening penis and 
gyrated her thighs, but all to no effect. The exhausted dog slipped his 
long dripping penis out of her wetly heated vaginal passage and it slid 
swiftly up into its furry sheath as Handsome dropped down on all fours 
onto the carpet.


Ellen was beside herself now, she was so near to orgasm. She violently 
spread her legs and felt her panties ripping around her knees as she 
reached back to finger herself ineffectually, her fingers rummaging 
wildly in her moist hair-lined slit. She dug into her tight young cunt 
with greedy savagery, trying to reach the same depth that Handsome's 
cock had done.


But then hands began grabbing her arms and hauling her up from the 
coffee table. "Come on, beautiful blonde baby," came Maxwell Carter's 
voice. "Big Daddy's gonna show you what a real fucking is like."


Dominique giggled uncharacteristically as the two of them dragged her 
through the library, pressed a hidden switch in the oak-paneled wall, 
and a secret door opened to reveal another room which featured an 
immense circular bed with bright red sheets. Ellen didn't seem to be 
capable of anything except mindless gibbering. Her loins were on fire, 
her breasts danced and swayed in obscene expectancy, their nipples 
distended outward with lust. Her long satiny blonde hair trailed all 
the way to the cutely dimpled cleft in her wiggling little behind.


The two adults pushed her lust-enslaved body down onto the bed and 
levered her unresisting legs up off the bed in an arc far back over her 
head, pressing the toes of her feet harshly into the mattress on either 
side of her shoulders. Then she could feel the lash of rope cord 
spinning around her ankles as they bound her ankles in that lewdly 
defenseless position to either bedpost in back of her head. Her 
tortured teenage body was bent back double, the glistening pink folds 
of her thirteen year old blonde-crested pussy presented like a 
sacrificial offering.


She looked up helplessly, drugged with desire, at her tormentors. Mr. 
Carter was fingering his enormous blood-engorged cock, big and ready 
again after spewing its sperm into two hungry mouths already. "Like 
what you see?" he asked tormentingly. "Want me to fuck you with it? 
What'll it be?"


"Stick it in her, Max," Dominique spat as she lit a long cigarette in 
her king-size cigarette holder. "Jam your cock in all the way to her 
tits. I want to get some good shots of her face. She's not near enough 
softened up yet. You can see it in her eyes. The little bitch hates us 
now as much as she wants you to fuck her. We've got a lot riding on 
this. Fuck her so hard she'll never want to leave us."


Maxwell Carter laughed and aimed his thick rejuvenated penis right at 
her helplessly upturned cunt. Ellen shuddered with a mixture of desire 
and revulsion -- torn between her hot throbbing lust and the twinges of 
shame and humiliation that were flickering through her confused young 
thoughts. She thrashed her sobbing blonde head from side to side, tears 
of frustration rolling down her unblemished cheeks.


"Well, Little Virgin," Carter asked, "what's it to be? Frustration, or 
this big beauty ripping your insides out? Want Big Daddy to put it in?"


She shut her eyes, unable to stand the torment any longer. "Fuck me!" 
she hissed through trembling pink lips, the fire licking at her loins 
spurred on by her lewd helplessness and the obscene position in which 
they had bound her. "Fuck me!" she croaked again. The fire of 
unfulfilled lust was like an army of red ants eating at her open hair-
fringed cuntal folds as if her cunt had been dipped in honey. Nothing 
else mattered except to quench that terrible fire.


The Carters smiled triumphantly as Dominique continued to snap off 
pictures of her lewdly rolled position. "Go on! Fuck me!" Ellen 
screamed, using that lewd word again. She wiggled her pussy at him in 
unmistakable invitation.


Carter laughed again as his naked body dropped down on her thrashing 
teenage form, smashing her full tight breasts right back onto her 
chest. His thick muscular pole of male flesh plunged into her hungrily 
waiting slit like a battering ram, pushing the tender folds of moist 
pussy flesh aside in rippling waves.


Ellen groaned and then gurgled happily, deliriously happy to be filled 
up again with a male hardness. An hour ago she had been the purest of 
virgins, yet now her greedily clasping vaginal walls wanted to enfold 
his penis and devour it all. His testicles smacked with a lewd splat 
into the sweat streaked crevice between her ass-cheeks, and she gurgled 
contentedly at that welcome punishment. Then, muttering to himself, Mr. 
Carter began a rhythmic thrusting in and out of her wetly pulsating 
pussy.


It didn't take long for the wantonly writhing teenager to reach a high 
plateau of ecstasy because she had been so near to orgasming before. 
With his thick rod of flesh pummeling her ragged cunt like a jack-
hammer, the cords on her neck began straining gratefully. "Oh, oh ... 
Maxwell!" she cried, out of her mind with lust, "I'm cumming! I'm 
cumming! Fuck harder! Fuck me hard! AHHHHHH! AHHHHHH! OOOOOOH! 
EEEEEYIEEEEE!" Her hands frenziedly gripped his buttocks, trying to 
pull him deeper into her wildly convulsing cunt. Waves of erotic 
pleasure and release inundated her thrashing young body. And then her 
liquid passion was flowing wetly around his still pistoning instrument, 
flooding the crevice of her nether channel and his testicles as well as 
they rubbed maddeningly against her snugly puckered anus.


Spurred on by Ellen's voluptuously twisting body with its sensually 
quivering breasts and her flailing blonde hair, Carter fucked into her 
with all the strength he had. The thirteen year old girl moaned, whined 
and cried out, temporarily trying to fight him off, her cum seeming to 
flood everything with moist stickiness. And then he groaned and began 
to ejaculate his churning semen up into her, his spurting cum gushing 
into her urgently dilating young womb.


Her head whirled with depraved sensuality as the hot waves of his sperm 
flooded her soul, the powerful squirts surging like electrical charges 
and filling her to bursting. The walls of her earnest young vagina 
milked his penis ardently like a sucking mouth to get out every last 
delicious drop. And then her budding thirteen year old body collapsed 
in the wash of its own perspiration, totally drained, her brain empty 
of thought after her fantastically shattering climax.


She lay there open and helpless, still bound by the ankles, mumbling 
stupidly to herself for an endless time, her sweat-soaked body feeling 
totally dissolved, vulnerable, and at one with the Universe.


And then she heard Dominique's voice in the distance, "Uh oh, Max. 
There's the doorbell. Maybe you'd better wipe some of the cum off our 
young sweetie's cunt and make her presentable. If I know Lucifer, he 
won't want to lick her gorgeous blond pussy if she's too sloppy. I'll 
get the door."


And then there was the sound of Dominique's footsteps moving off in the 
distance.


Lucifer, Ellen thought through her sex-drugged mind. Who was Lucifer?


And then she mercifully passed out.


Chapter 7


It was morning before the voluptuous young blonde finally came to again 
on the rumpled bed. Her long-lashed blue eyes fluttered open and fought 
the early morning twilight that permeated the heavy stale air of the 
well-furnished and beautifully decorated bedroom. She stretched lazily, 
like a cat, her curvaceously proportioned body swaying in all of its 
sultry contours. Strange odors wafted through her nostrils, causing her 
brow to wrinkle slightly as though deep in concentrated retrospection. 
Her tongue circled on the outskirts of her glossy pink lips, testing 
the slight pungency of the encrustations that she found on them.


Her pretty, winsomely innocent eyes adjusted quizzically to the 
dimness, and she looked down at her body, reflecting on the curious 
position she had been sleeping in. Someone had changed her into a pink 
nglige, which was bunched up almost around her neck, the high twin 
rose-capped peaks of her proud young breasts jutted upward between her 
eyes and the rest of her body. Her legs were spread wide apart as 
though in invitation, and the muscles of those legs felt very sore and 
overworked indeed. She brought them together with some effort and 
experienced small twinges of pain in her vagina. Her entire body felt 
dreadfully used and exhausted. That was the only term she could think 
of to accurately describe how she felt.


And then she remembered. The dream! The most curious dream she had had 
about Handsome, and the Carters, and -- what was it? She couldn't 
remember the rest of the dream, but then dreams were rarely remembered 
totally. And anyway the dull ache in her throbbing little cunt was 
sufficient to distract her from any deep thought.


Ellen smoothed her hands carefully up to her breasts, touching them 
gently in guarded exploration. Oooooh, they were tender. Her fingers 
explored further, coursing their way down over her tautly rounded belly 
to her still open legs. Then she groaned as she tenderly touched the 
slight bruises lining the moist pink lips of her pussy. Her 
outstretched middle finger probed gently at the sensitive opening, 
becoming moist from the sticky white liquid that was still flowing 
viscously from the recently deflowered aperture. The split of her 
buttocks felt damp with it as well.


Her thoughts rambled in myriad confusion she brushed her bright blonde 
hair from around her eyes and heaving breasts to let it fall in a soft 
golden mass around her back and shoulders. What a terrible dream she'd 
had, with Handsome and Mr. Carter and Dominique -- their shadowy forms 
flitted sensuously through her teenage memory. It had all seemed so 
real.


But if it had all been a dream, where did this warm wet pool between 
her legs come from? Had she been playing with herself again, despite 
her best intentions? Had her own fingers produced this sticky liquid? 
It had to be! There could be no other explanation.


But how shameful, she thought, blushing. Her licentious dream had 
proven that she was not the prude she had fancied herself. She had 
wantonly satisfied herself with her own probing fingers.


Ellen's thoughts were interrupted by a gentle knocking at the door. 
Dominique's sophisticated voice came softly from the other side, "Oh, 
Ellen, dear. It's time to wake up."


For some unknown reason that lilting tone of Dominique's made Ellen 
shiver all over like a startled sparrow. She reflected on this strange 
reaction, than realized again what a terrible state she was in. Oh my, 
she thought, stumbling to her feet, I mustn't let her see me like this. 
I've got cum all over my loins and legs. "In a minute, Dominique. I'm 
just getting up."


"That's all right, dear," came the reply. "Take your time. Breakfast 
will be ready when you are."


Ellen sighed with relief and covered her suddenly tingling breasts with 
her hands. She would have a chance to clean up, then. She looked back 
at the rumpled bed, her eyes resting thoughtfully on the large wet 
round spot where her buttocks had nestled. Well, she thought, I really 
masturbated to beat the band. I should be ashamed of myself -- yet 
somehow I'm not. There's not much point in feeling guilty about 
something I can't control.


And then she noticed the loose dog hairs in various part of the bed.


She picked up one of them and looked at it curiously, her eyes 
narrowing with puzzlement. Had Handsome gotten up on the bed some time 
during the night?


But one of the hairs was a lighter color -- almost gray -- lighter than 
Handsome's fur. It was very puzzling. She shrugged and went into the 
bathroom to start up the shower.


The warm spray felt good cascading down over her voluptuous young body. 
She washed immaculately the insides of her thighs and buttocks, vaguely 
reluctant to wash away the white crust from her matted pussy hair. As 
her fingers moved up and down cleansingly within the warmth of her 
narrow sexual furrow, the vision she had had of Handsome in her dream 
returned most strongly.


She visualized the big German shepherd's snout pushed down between her 
hairless young thighs, his enormous tongue lapping thirstily at the 
flooded outskirts of her burning young pussy, her pink vaginal folds 
being drawn up hotly within his mouth by his sharply adhesive tongue, 
then returned. Her middle finger idly duplicated the vision of that 
lashing tongue, batting around her tingling little clitoris until she 
began to tremble with joy. It was all she could do to find the strength 
to rip her finger out of that clinging pleasure-drugged orifice.


As she staggered gasping from the shower, feelings of guilt and shame 
well-nigh overwhelmed her. Since that dreadful dream, she couldn't seem 
to keep her fingers out of herself for a single instant.


"I must get control of myself," she muttered. One obscene dream and I 
can't seem to stop masturbating. What's coming over me?


She sat before the vanity mirror naked, combing out her long silken 
blonde hair, which seemed to have an unusual number of tangles this 
morning. Still, she liked the way it swept around her waist, belly and 
over her proudly uplifted breasts when she let it. Something like Lady 
Godiva in the history books! Her father had never allowed her to have 
it cut when he was alive, and it was her pride and glory. She couldn't 
think of another girl in school who had such long beautiful hair. It 
went all the way down to her slender waspish waist.


She also liked the high set of her lushly ripening breasts and their 
warm feeling of soft resiliency. She scratched the bristles of the 
hairbrush across them until her nipples came up flushing and goose-
bumped, fully erect and tingling. Then she rolled them between thumbs 
and index fingers. She watched herself in the mirror and smiled in 
satisfaction with her own body.


But what had come over her since yesterday? Could it be that she was 
merely growing up? There was a faintly lascivious, pleasant feeling in 
her still-tingling loins which seemed to wash up easily into her belly, 
buttocks and breasts. She felt relaxed enough to go right back to bed 
and sleep for a week. She couldn't stop humming to herself, either, and 
that was another indication of how generally nice she felt.


She smiled to herself and got up, watching her sensually quivering 
mounds jiggle in the mirror as she moved. She couldn't think of when 
she had been more pleased with herself. She felt as if she had been 
loved to death.


On impulse she decided not to wear a brassiere, but merely threw on a 
fuzzy pink wool sweater with buttons down the front which she allowed 
to "vee" open provocatively. Then she put on some white cotton panties 
and the only pair of jeans she had brought with her.


She looked at herself in the mirror continuously, quite pleased with 
what she saw. All that wealth of long blonde hair, firmly up-thrust 
breasts outlined clingingly in that snug pink sweater, tight Levi's 
that showed off her smoothly rounded ass-cheeks to best advantage. She 
giggled silly to herself and stepped into a pair of loafers. Then she 
opened the door to the library.


As her eyes swept the bookshelves, couches, drapes, and Persian 
carpeting, it seemed to her that there was something sensuous about the 
room. She wondered why she had never looked upon it in this way before. 
There were subtle associations having something to do with what she had 
dreamed last night that struggled to free themselves from the cobwebs 
of her muddled brain.


But somehow the solution just wouldn't come. She was drawn to the room 
in a way that made her warmly pulsating loins feel vibrant and alive as 
she tried to remember, but nothing in her memory bank seemed to focus 
properly.


Then she looked back at her bedroom and the huge, circular bed she had 
been sleeping on. There was something about that bed tickling at her 
memory, yet nothing seemed to materialize very clearly. And why hadn't 
she been put in one of the big bedrooms upstairs? Strange how she had 
never noticed this bedroom off the living room before.


The thirteen year old girl shrugged and moved thoughtfully to the big 
doors leading from the library to the entrance hall. Opening them 
carefully, not quite sure of what to expect, she stepped up into the 
hall. She could hear some commotion coming from the direction of the 
kitchen and turned sharply to the left towards it.


"Ah, here she is now, the little darling," Dominique beamed at her as 
she descended the steps into the breakfast room a few moments later, 
and this made Ellen feel wonderful and well-loved.


And then she noticed the other two visitors to the Carter household -- 
a leering fat man with a big cigar in his mouth, and a powerful, shaggy 
"white" German shepherd, his coat thick with gray hairs. This other dog 
sat up on his haunches and began whining plaintively the second he saw 
her, his large pink penis coming slithering out of its fur sleek 
container, a spot of ooze appearing on its tip.


"Easy, Lucifer," grinned the fat man, restraining the animal on a heavy 
chain leash. "We'll get pretty to do some more for you. But let's have 
some breakfast first. Don't be so greedy, you silly satyr, you!" And 
then he laughed uproariously.


Ellen blushed winsomely and her thirteen year old mind struggled to 
comprehend. What on earth could the fat man be referring to?


She looked around the breakfast nook and at the windows showing what a 
lovely day it was outside, with birds singing and all of the streets in 
bloom, the buds fairly bursting on the trees. It was a beautiful spring 
day to come alive. The kitchen nook itself was decorated most 
tastefully in orange shades, with patterned curtains and wallpaper 
filled with flowers and birds. The furniture, from Welsh dresser to 
dining table, was all natural pine and very cheery. The scent of fresh 
bacon and coffee filled the air, and beyond them, in the outsized 
kitchen, could be heard whirring busily a built-in extractor fan above 
the built-in ranges.


"Sit down, Ellen," smiled Maxwell Carter lazily, and he patted a place 
beside himself on the pinewood bench. He was munching a toasted bagel 
with butter on it and looked very elegant in a violet robe with 
matching paisley silk handkerchief in the upper pocket, and a white 
shirt with collar spread open at the throat to reveal the splendid 
contours of his muscular upper chest.


But she noticed also -- to her bewilderment -- that the bottom center 
of his dressing gown was also open, and that his massively throbbing 
penis was sticking out hard and high from it like the leaning tower of 
Pisa. Ellen gasped and put her hand up to her throat, taking an 
involuntary step backward. Her eyes met those of Handsome, who was 
lying lazily on his stomach and legs at one end of the table, his eyes 
looking very tired and sleepy -- or drugged with sensuality.


And in that terrible moment of recognition, the young girl remembered.


Chapter 8


Amy Winthrop looked at her watch. It was ten a.m. and still no sign of 
Ellen. She shook out her long black hair and stood up to take the 
dishes back to the sink.


Not that she regretted giving the child permission to visit with the 
Carters down the block for the weekend. They had plenty of room, and 
probably too much money, and they could always find interesting things 
to do with Ellen. As for herself, she had welcomed a free night so that 
she and Billy Erspamer could cavort in various positions and places 
about the house without worrying about who might be listening in. The 
curly-headed fifteen year old had come to her about seven, right after 
supper, after telling his mother that he was going to a dance at New 
Trier High School. They had fucked like minks on the dining room table, 
lapped hungrily at each other's vitals all over the living room, and 
then finally retired to Ellen's bedroom, where he had wildly sodomized 
the mother while moaning out his exciting admission that it was really 
the virginal, busty blonde Ellen he was thinking of fucking.


While this confession should have offended her moral dignity, Mrs. 
Winthrop actually had found it savagely exciting. He had raved on and 
on about the beauty of Ellen's long satiny blonde hair, the passion-
swollen overhang of her ripe young breasts, the delicious feel of her 
buttocks in his hands, the fact that she was only thirteen years old, 
and the wonderful way she had of sucking on his cock with her hot 
sultry lips. Things like, "Oh, I love to fuck your ass, baby. You got 
gorgeous blonde hair and you're only thirteen years old with big tits. 
Love to fuck you, Ellen!"


His filthy talk just seemed to send shivers through the passionate 
young mother's flesh, until finally she had cum with a force that she 
thought would tear her head right off her shoulders -- thrashing, 
sobbing, weeping for mercy, her anal passage clutching his sperm-
spurting column of manhood with worshipful desire.


She smiled cynically to herself and lit a cigarette. Things had 
certainly changed since Ellen's father had died. Before that she had 
been stiff as a board where extracurricular sex was concerned, and 
tolerated no nonsense for a second. Least of all with teenage boys, the 
like of which she had never given even a passing thought to in her 
entire life beyond the age of eighteen. It was always older men who had 
interested her. Mature men with a bit of gray in their hair and 
experience in their eyes. It was just this taste that had led her to 
Ellen's father.


Not that he had turned out to be the experienced man of the world she 
had expected. He had merely been prematurely gray, and this had given 
him character where there was not actually a great deal. Mark Winthrop 
had been a classic case of someone who looked different from the person 
he really was inside. In actuality he had turned out to be just another 
schoolboy, as she was just another stuck-up schoolgirl without any real 
understanding of life.


Making this discovery in the early months of their marriage hadn't 
discomfited her very much, however, and she had remained true to her 
bargain and prim probably to the point of exasperation for many of 
those who might have been her friends. She had been a good wife to 
Mark, by her lights, and was appropriately broken up over his untimely 
death. His period of dying -- from an incurable disease -- had been 
somewhat lengthy, and in that interim she had also taken to drinking 
somewhat more than she should. In retrospect she wondered if she had 
drunk so heavily in order to aid her dramatic capabilities and the 
quality of her performance as the "Bereaved Wife". Probably! But she 
had also been truly unhappy. One couldn't spend fourteen years with a 
man and then feel no sense of loss whatever when he was gone. It was 
like having an enormous tumor removed. One may not have loved it while 
it was there, but there was nonetheless a feeling of loss, the subtle 
feeling of a gaping void within oneself crying out for fulfillment.


During all their years together she had not been a passionate woman by 
any means, but nonetheless some appreciation of sex had sprung up in 
her very normal loins from Mark's frequent recourse to her voluptuous 
flesh, and she had been capable of feeling fleeting sensations of 
pleasure, even though she had come to regard the female orgasm as 
purely the invention of the New York editors of women's magazines.


And then they had closed up the house in Wilmette, sold it, and used 
the proceeds to buy something finer in Kenilworth, but smaller. Two 
women alone didn't need the space of a triplet bi-sexed family, so they 
had been able to afford something very nice in a better neighborhood, a 
neighborhood where she hoped Ellen would meet the "right" people and 
use her fast-blossoming voluptuousness to maximum advantage.


And Ellen hadn't failed her. Almost immediately she had taken up with 
the Carters, who were said to be unbelievably wealthy, and she was 
meeting boys of good family in school as well. Maybe the Carters had a 
stray nephew somewhere or other who would turn out to be a doctor or a 
lawyer some day -- you never could tell.


Amy smiled to herself at her foolishness and snubbed out her cigarette 
in the ashtray. If that wasn't silly. Matchmaking for Ellen. The dear 
child was only thirteen years old, even if she was somewhat advanced 
physically. Other girls would catch up to her very soon, although it 
was true she was a breathtaking natural beauty.


Matchmaking for Ellen. The poor dear probably didn't even know the 
first thing about sex. Amy sighed. She had been a prude, so 
unfortunately she had brought Ellen up to be one, too.


She had, of course, explained sex to her daughter, but with a minimum 
of detail. Once she had started having her periods, there was no reason 
to keep the child in the dark. All that blood would have only upset her 
if she hadn't been explained to.


Not that Amy had any illusions left in that respect. What parents 
forgot to mention, children always picked up at school from their 
friends. Children picked up stuff like that as though their brains were 
magnets.


She stood up with a sigh, pulled her gown around her voluminous breasts 
and walked into the dining room, then into the living room, tidying up 
here and there as she went. Sex was all well and good, but when it was 
all over and one returned to earth, there was still ashtrays to be 
emptied, beds to be tidied, and sheets to be changed.


She chuckled to herself as she remembered some of the things they had 
done. Billy Erspamer had actually seduced her, in a way. Or was it she 
who had seduced him?


It hadn't taken long after Mark's death for her to realize that there 
was something missing for her physically in his untimely demise, as 
well as psychologically. In all the years they'd been together she'd 
come to take sex quite for granted. Quite for granted that it was 
primarily man's domain of enjoyment, and that woman repaid his care of 
her and their children by agreeing to cooperate in the sexual act 
whenever the husband so desired. She had chosen to ignore those times 
when her vagina twinged so unexpectedly and satisfactorily, leaving her 
frustrated and tingling until she could get into a cold shower and wash 
away the feel of it from her insides. She had totally ignored that very 
minor factor of pleasure that she had reaped from their love life.


And yet that seemingly minor pleasure turned out to be a very major 
compunction of physical need once it was no longer around. A glass of 
water, by analogy, was not a very important thing. It was a minor item 
in an entire day of consumption. Ah, but let one try to get along 
without it for a week, two weeks, a month, and it came to loom very 
major in one's considerations indeed.


Thus it had come to be for her with sex. She hadn't been too crazy 
about it when Mark was alive, and yet without its minute drip, drip, 
drip she had swiftly -- within months -- become as famished for it as a 
drunk crossing the Mojave Desert on his knees under a blazing sun.


And then suddenly she had come to take greater notice of young boys.


Somehow they always seemed to have so much more vitality than grown 
men. Continually leaping about, chewing gum, unable to sit still, 
veritable reservoirs of unused energy. They appeared swift, like the 
chattering of birds, and equally as mysterious. She came to study them 
with undisguised and illicit interest.


Until finally she had seen Billy Erspamer, the boy from next door.


Five months ago he had only been fourteen, yet his wiry form and 
smiling, curly-headed handsomeness had quite taken her breath away. He 
was put together like a fine china figurine, all lines, planes and 
angles, without a molecule of fat on his muscular young body. She had 
been quite fascinated, and was constantly peeping over the fence at his 
practice on the diving board over the Erspamer's swimming pool next 
door.


And then finally she had invited him over for a Coke one afternoon when 
he was toweling his magnificent body. He had accepted with alacrity, as 
if that was the one thing he had waited for all his life.


After that she was never quite sure who had taken the first initiative. 
It was true, of course, that she hadn't been able to keep her hands off 
him, and had found all sorts of excuses to graze his fine muscularity 
with her fingernails. Somehow all of her usual reserve seemed to have 
snapped in the instant that she had first seen Billy, and she had lost 
all control. True, she had probably been close to the breaking point 
without realizing it for some time. Billy's beautiful presence had just 
served to let the cat out of the bag with total acceleration. Perhaps 
some other boy would have affected her the same at that precise moment. 
In any case, there was no denying that it was Billy who had, in fact, 
turned her loose from all the sticky clinging membranes of her 
conservative past. And she had totally lost her head.


At first she hadn't quite realized what was happening, that she was 
falling in love with him. She had never had a son, and she had assumed 
that her tacit desire to feel the boy's smooth, muscular young body 
with her hands was the natural reaction of a woman with normal motherly 
instincts.


But then her instincts had turned very non-motherly indeed. She had 
found her breath coming very hotly when he was around, and her nostrils 
flaring, and a strange honeyish feeling opening out like a sunflower in 
her love-starved loins.


She couldn't keep her hands off him. She would stroke his shoulders, 
seemingly casually, as he munched a sandwich and quaffed a glass of 
milk, gazing fondly at the damp curls plastered wetly around his head, 
and the gleaming beads of water still bubbling on his glossy smooth 
tanned skin. She wanted with everything in her yearning young body to 
twist her fingers in his soft black curly hair, and pull his virile 
body up against hers.


And then she got to wondering what his manhood must look like. Could 
the sex organs of a young animal as lovely as this possibly look the 
same as those of Mark Winthrop? And she kept sitting down next to him 
on the bench in the kitchen, darting glances at the bulge in his 
crotch, trying to see if he was aroused at all by her sitting down next 
to him, trying to see anything that would indicate what his equipment 
was like.


And as this elaborate charade expanded, she found herself fantasizing 
about him, and her mouth watering, and she would lick her lips as she 
wondered what his genitals would look like, smell, feel -- and even 
taste?


She knew it was obscene, but she couldn't seem to help herself. These 
illicit thoughts pervaded everything she did.


Amy had read somewhere that women of her age were just reaching the 
height of their sexual cravings, whereas men usually went through their 
peaks of lust as teenagers. Certainly it might even be the most truly 
natural thing in the world for a mature woman her age to combine with a 
teenage boy. She began inventing excuses for herself. After all, she 
was in her early thirties, and her body was still excellent and well 
cared-for. She would parade before the mirror in the evenings, cupping 
her full firm breasts and wondering if Billy Erspamer, that young god, 
would want to touch them.


How curious that she had felt no shame at this, even though she had 
been careful to keep her feelings hidden from Ellen. It seemed as if 
the traumatic separation from her past life was so complete with the 
death of her husband and their changing from the old house they had 
lived in for fourteen years to this newer one in Kenilworth that the 
bond to her conservative girlhood training became so tenuous as to 
virtually evaporate in the sultry heat of her passion.


Looking back, Amy could scarcely tell where her old life had left off 
and the new one begun, and yet the change had been so abrupt. It was 
surprising to find that she could not adequately define it.


She sighed and smiled to herself, sitting down on the couch in the 
living room, sinking deeply into the soft cushions as she picked up a 
magazine from the end table and leafed through it. Ladies Home Journal 
was running another piece this month by Lynda Bird Johnson on what she 
had done on her summer vacation.


Amy's parents were dead, of course -- they had died young -- and this 
had served to some extent to free her from the old taboos. Once no one 
was watching, constraints quickly fell away. She had been surprised at 
how fast they had gone.


Then, too, Mark had left them so well provided for, with money from the 
investments of a trust fund coming in regularly once a month rain or 
shine, that she found that she didn't have to work if she didn't want 
to. And after she saw Billy, all thought of being away from home in the 
afternoons left her head completely. And in recent weeks they had even 
taken to making love on the bear rug in front of the fireplace during 
his lunch hour from high school.


She chuckled. She could remember very well that first day when they had 
truly found each other. Ellen was out with the Carters somewhere, and 
Billy had come by for a Coke. She had taken, for some reason, to 
lamenting on her loneliness to this sweet young boy. And he had seemed 
so understanding.


"Don't worry, Mrs. Winthrop, you'll do okay," and he had put his hand 
down on her shoulder (she was sitting), glancing down at her excellent, 
high-breasted cleavage through her open robe, her twin mounds of flesh 
breathing irregularly in shapely unrest just from his nearness. He 
gulped then, and she looked knowingly up into his deep black eyes, 
running her tongue over her lips in order to moisten them.


Something prompted her to say, "You think I'm beautiful, don't you, 
Billy?" and she put her hand coolly on his, holding it trapped there on 
her softly rounded shoulder. His flesh seemed unnaturally cold and 
shivering to her touch, and she watched his nostrils flare as he 
absorbed her heady female presence.


How instinctively her lips found the back of his hand, her tongue 
making little wet circles on it. She was taking a terrible chance, of 
course, but it had proven to be well worth the risk. His fingers came 
automatically up into her long jet black hair, plunging into all that 
softness with a little cry of ecstasy. As though it had a mind of its 
own, her hand reached for the bulge in his bathing suit, and she found 
her heart's desire in an instant.


How manful he was! She really hadn't expected him to be quite so huge 
in there! His penis was curled up like a discarded snake-skin, but 
almost immediately it became pumped full of blood. Her eyes widened as 
her fingers felt around the little sperm-producing factories of his 
balls, feeling them vibrantly throbbing with musky life, becoming full 
and expanding rapidly.


Her breath was coming so fast she couldn't believe it. Wave upon wave 
of heated fluid was washing down from her excited vaginal walls to coat 
her pulsating pussy lips. Lost in a mindless murk of forbidden desire 
which had no beginning nor any end, she eagerly reached her hand down 
past the waist band of his swimming trunks and felt his virile 
hardness.


"Oh ... you beautiful boy," she sighed. "I'm ... I'm going to kiss your 
penis." She heard him gasp in excitement and felt his body quiver as 
she pulled his trunks down over his lean buttocks to expose his wildly 
pulsing cock.


A moment later, with a small ecstatic sigh, she felt its throbbing head 
slipping through her wetly heated lips, the musky scent of his loins as 
heady as the aroma of warm bread fresh from the oven. The lovely young 
mother closed her eyes and gurgled happily as the youth lifted his 
naked ass-cheeks off the chair and slid the entire length of his 
urgent, thrusting male hardness down into her throat. She had never 
done anything like this when she was married to Mark, but now the past 
seemed to have been forgotten. All she wanted in the world was to show 
her devotion to this beautiful boy. She wanted to suck on his cock and 
feel all of his burning hot sperm spitting upward into her mouth, and 
she would swallow it greedily and wallow in her newly blossoming 
sensuality like a passionate whore.


"Oh, Mrs. Winthrop!" his youthful voice had wailed above her as she 
sucked on him vampireishly as if to draw out all of his blood as well 
as his semen, her tongue lashing strongly at every delicious pulsating 
ridge of his desire-swollen cock. And then he had made it, cumming 
rapidly the way youngsters do, letting her starving throat gorge on the 
delicious hot fluid which filled her gluttonously sucking mouth. He 
shuddered out his desire into her throat with lusty hot spurts and 
then, gasping, stumbled backwards.


Then her eyes locked on his ecstatic face, the voluptuous young mother 
let her gown drop to the floor and used the back of her hand to wipe 
the smeared cum from around her lips. Amy let his eyes dwell hungrily 
for a moment on her gorgeously proportioned naked flesh, and then took 
him into the bedroom when his hands roamed voraciously over her body. 
She let him explore everything, let him do and ask anything.


How he had loved to suck on her melon-like breasts at first! Endlessly 
his mouth seemed to be at home on her large, overripe mounds of soft 
warm flesh and her tautly extended nipples. He would draw in as much of 
the surrounding tissue as he could, until it veritably gagged him. And 
then suck, suck, suck until she would almost orgasm for this exquisite 
pleasure alone. At first his breast fetish had made her giggle, but 
then she just wallowed in it delightedly, running lips and tongue and 
mouth nibbled, licked, sucked hungrily on her breasts as if he had been 
starved for them his whole life.


Or as if she had been starved for this wonderful suck, which she had.


Eventually delirium and hysteria were the only terms left to describe 
how she felt when they made love. Especially since he had discovered 
that she was turned on terribly by the use of filthy language. He would 
spew out things like, "I want to lick your beautiful cunt, Mrs. 
Winthrop. And fuck you in the ass, ramming my cock up into your 
asshole. I'm going to chew on your cunt as if it was just a big wad of 
chewing gum. And suck on your titties until I chew them off." And this 
would really make her loins gush wildly, and she would go out of her 
mind for him.


She wondered sometimes if it had to do with the very illicitness of 
their situation. For a woman her age to be so debauched and spoken to 
so disrespectfully by a youth of such tender years was so demeaning and 
humiliating -- after so many years of being a dominant type of 
personality, she was literally wallowing in humiliation. And loving it 
more than anything!


Amy Winthrop sighed and stood up, dropping the magazine to the coffee 
table. It was such a lovely morning, and she felt wonderful after the 
fifteen year old's energetic fucking last night.


Of course, it was true that she paid him. But he was young and had no 
money, and she had plenty. So there was no point in their not sharing 
it. And he gave her so much happiness, after all.


The birds sang. The flowers bloomed. All about their little house it 
seemed as if all was right with the world.


If only Ellen could someday be as happy as she was. But that was a lot 
to ask for. It wasn't natural for a woman to know such happiness as she 
had found with Billy.


But in any case there was no point in spending such a beautiful morning 
in the house.


Perhaps she would even stroll down the block and see what was going on 
down at the Carters'. They might invite her in for coffee, and that 
wouldn't hurt anything. Ellen had been rather distant of late, and 
occasionally she wondered about that. Perhaps the Carters would have 
some clue as to what was bothering her.


That was it! She would visit the Carters and see how things were going 
and what they were all up to. It would all be cheery and casual. The 
Carters were the sort of people who were always good company. She would 
fix her hair and get herself together.


She turned on her heel and went upstairs to the bedroom. Then she began 
selecting appropriate apparel for her visit.


Chapter 9


When Ellen remembered fully what had happened, she had flushed with 
shame and tried to flee, but the fat man had stopped her at the door of 
the kitchen, and Dominique and Maxwell Carter had quickly followed 
after him. In the ensuing struggle, they had literally ripped her 
clothes from her ripe young body until her naked breasts were quivering 
in the air and all of her flesh seemed to be prey to the maddening 
grasp of demanding hands as well as hungry lips and lapping tongues.


The fat man pressed her mouth open in a frantic, raping kiss, shoving 
his big tongue all the way down her throat until she gagged. At the 
same time fingers were inserted and toyed with her tender little pussy, 
sliding sleekly in through the sparse pubic hairs and tickling at her 
defenseless cuntal lips until they were finally rewarded a light 
seepage of clear fluid. There were fingers on her rounded buttocks as 
well, taking big handfuls of flesh in greedy grabs; hands pulling at 
her bobbing breasts as if they were cow udders; lips sucking hungrily 
at her nipples; and worst of all, dogs' tongues lapping all over at her 
nakedly vulnerable flesh, licking up the moist crevice of her ass-
cheeks to make her tiny puckering anus tingle madly. She seemed to be 
mere food, animal prey, for a gang of sensual vultures. Every time she 
slapped a hand away, another came to take its place, or a tongue. She 
was licked and lapped and kissed and squeezed and fondled in so many 
different places that she couldn't keep track. Eventually she weakened 
and surrendered to the unequal struggle. Everything in her lushly 
ripening body seemed to go lax. Their continual massaging, groping, 
fondling of her newly-aroused flesh simply destroyed her will. Now the 
beautiful thirteen year old blonde was naked as the day she was born 
and a mere plaything in their urgent hands and lips, while two searing 
German shepherd tongues burned off any resistance that might have been 
left to their ravishingly savage depredations on her quivering young 
flesh.


"Oh! Oh!" she cried. "Where are you taking me?"


Maxwell Carter easily lifted her struggling form and carried her back 
across the marble-tiled foyer beneath the high, dangling chandelier, 
down the steps and into the library.


"Please! Oh, please let me go!" came her piteous wail.


"She's not near enough softened up yet," came Dominique's answering 
husky voice somewhere behind her. "We've got to fuck her until she's 
crazy about it, and remembers everything, and lives only for that. Get 
Lucifer and Handsome to fuck the life out of her again, Maxwell. This 
time so that there's no mistaking the total effect. We can't afford to 
have her running home to momma with naughty stories. If we can't get 
her to beg us for it, then we're finished. She's only thirteen years 
old."


The fat man, behind her, laughed as he grappled with their struggling 
young love-slave. "Don't worry," he smirked. "No young doll ever got 
fucked by Lucifer that didn't live just to love him for it. She'll 
never want a man as long as she lives."


"No!" Ellen screamed, her arms and legs thrashing wildly as yet again a 
burning hot animal tongue snaked into her sweating backside crevice and 
pressed lingeringly against her trembling anal opening. "What -- what 
are you doing to me? Help! Don't! I beg you. I don't need it! I don't 
want it! Please let me go!"


Maxwell Carter laughed, as if he had just heard the funniest statement 
ever made. They dragged her with ferocious, enslaving resolve across 
the plush purple carpet, then up the brief stairs into the secluded 
bedroom with its large round bed and bright red sheets. Now she was 
struggling and squirming and kicking in something akin to panic.


"Stop it, you silly little bitch! You'd better do as we say," said 
Carter, shoving some photographs under her nose. "Don't make us tie you 
up again, or we'll show these to your high-and-mighty mother."


Ellen shook her long blonde hair around and gazed weakly at the 
pictures. They were of herself and Handsome and that other dog, doing 
the most obscene things imaginable!


"Please, please," she whimpered, tears welling from her pretty blue 
eyes, her arms straining in their dominating grasp. "What -- what have 
you done to me? Why are you doing this to me!?" The full horror of what 
was happening swept scathingly through her incredulous mind. This 
couldn't be happening to her. She had heard about teenage girls being 
raped, but never by nice people like this. And certainly never 
including German shepherds in the vile act! How could she have allowed 
herself to be so used?


"It's no use," came Carter's surprisingly rough and husky voice, "she's 
resisting too much. We'll have to tie her up."


"She hasn't been fucked in the ass yet," said the fat man. "She's still 
a little virgin in her ass-hole. That's where Lucifer really wins them. 
Let him ram that big red pike up her ass-hole until she goes dizzy with 
it."


Dominique had readied the bed now, and they gripped her tightly from 
seemingly every angle as they forced her naked teenaged body down on 
it. She damped her legs tightly together and drew them up, attempting 
to hide her precious treasure from their licentious gaze. But it was no 
use. In another moment they had spread-eagled her legs and her arms 
were above her head as they tied wrists and ankles, securing them with 
leather straps to facsimile bedposts at four points around the circular 
bed. The helpless young girl squirmed against her bonds, sobbing, until 
they felt as though they would cut through her wrists. It was hopeless.


Maxwell Carter sat down on the bed and it sagged under his weight so 
that she rolled slightly towards him. "I'm going to ask you just to 
save us all a lot of trouble. Believe me, eventually you're going to be 
in love with Handsome here," -- he indicated the panting dog -- 
"everybody is! Without exception! So why make things hard on yourself? 
If you'll just submit and admit that you love him fucking you, you'll 
make it easier on all of us."


"I'll never do that!" she cried, her face contorting with outrage and 
fear combined. "You drugged me last night! I know you did. Otherwise 
I'd never have done that. Let me go and I'll promise to forget it all. 
Please!"


Maxwell shook his head wearily and sighed. "Okay," he said, "I guess 
there's nothing left but to go through with it." His right hand swept 
around suddenly and his fingers stroked affectionately in the sparse 
blonde pubic hair on the mound at the base of her rapidly rising and 
falling belly. He dug through the yellow curls and there was an 
involuntary jerk of her youthful hips at the unexpected probe of her 
sensitive secret parts. "She's a natural blonde, too," Carter muttered, 
as if not quite believing it.


"Please stop that! Don't! You got me drunk last night! I didn't enjoy 
any of it!" Her pelvis screwed down into the mattress desperately to 
try to avoid his obscene fondling. "Get away from me! Please!"


Carter moved his outstretched finger up and down in her fear-moistened 
slit and looked at the two dogs that were sitting ready and waiting, 
their long tongues hanging out and gleaming with saliva. "Then you do 
remember Handsome and Lucifer here eating you and fucking you?" he 
asked.


No! No! I don't remember!" she lied, her voluptuous torso squirming as 
the far man and Dominique appeared on either sides of the bed in order 
to each caress a separate breast. A moment later, as if by some secret 
signal, they guided the girl's erect little nipples upward into their 
hungrily salivating mouths. Now in addition to Maxwell Carter's brutal 
finger fucking up inside her relatively dry and unready young cunt, 
there was also these two, laving her breasts and sucking as if her 
sensitively throbbing nipples were all they wanted in the entire world.


A moan of pain escaped from Ellen's tortured lips, and her inner thighs 
relaxed voluntarily in order to ease the excruciating hurt.


"Come on," Carter prodded, his fiery finger digging deeper and being 
rewarded with some seepage. "Admit these two dogs fucked you good."


"Yes, yesssssssss," she hissed as she relented to escape the cruel 
ravishing hand, and hoping for a respite from the wonderfully exciting 
mauling that was making her breasts harden and tingle with sensation. 
"They did. Yesssss, they did!"


"Did what? he demanded lewdly. "Come on, say it!"


"They fucked me! Fucked me good!" There, she had admitted it, spitting 
out the words in a combination of pain, humiliation, shame, and rapidly 
expanding pleasure. She clenched her fluttering eyelids tightly shut, 
trying to blank out the sight of his perversely triumphant leer. If 
only someone could save her -- even though the humiliation would be 
even greater when her rescuers stormed into the room and saw what these 
vile people were doing to her. She would have to chance it. Abruptly 
she began screaming at the top of her lungs until Dominique dealt her 
savage open-handed slap across her right cheek.


"No one can hear you here, my dear," said Carter in a leisurely drawl 
as he lit up a cigarette. "The house is soundproofed from top to 
bottom. And your mother doesn't expect you back until Monday morning. 
Why don't you just relax and swim with it. It's going to get you 
eventually, you know." He passed the marijuana cigarette over and 
forced it through her lips. She began to cough, then something inside 
of her instinctively began to puff smoothly on the noxious weed. Almost 
immediately a warmish, relaxed feeling entered her upper thighs and 
seemed to spread upward from there.


Her tight little vagina received another cruel thrust of Carter's 
finger, causing her to wince and cry out. "No one can hear you, little 
blondie," gloated Carter. "Looks like we'll just have to pull on those 
gorgeous big tits of yours until you come around."


And in a sense he was right in his prediction that she would "come 
around." For by now Dominique and the fat man had been sucking and 
squeezing her breasts for so long that they felt like fruit so ripe 
that it was just bursting to be picked. The tiny red tips had blossomed 
out into high, tough buds that tingled frantically with each electric 
lick of the talented tongues.


Carter laughed at her discomfiture and pushed the entire wedge of his 
fingers joined together into the little hair-lined opening of her 
squirming young pussy until they came in contact with the wetly heated 
walls of her vagina. Then his fingers narrowed and bunched, gently 
running in and out of her. Ellen blushed furiously with shame at the 
marvelous feelings swirling in her awakening young cunt from this 
expert ministration. It was obscene for her to enjoy it so much she 
knew, but she couldn't help herself. Even the humiliation was an aspect 
which seemed to heighten the wonderful urgings in her belly. His 
fingers circled around up inside her pussy unhindered by resistance and 
increasing her lubrication by the second.


By now deeply pleasurable shocks were shooting through the frayed nerve 
endings of her hotly aroused body as her inner thighs became flooded 
with the same clear honeyish liquid covering his fingers and hand. Her 
firm-fleshed buttocks ground backward into the mattress, struggling to 
quench the lewdly searing flame which was now consuming morals, mind 
and reason. But the fire continued to rage, and she found herself 
moaning with deep felt pleasure despite her best will.


Carter snickered and played cruelly on by placing his thumbs on her 
moistly quivering pussy lips and pulled the heated layers of vaginal 
flesh slowly apart. Ellen breathed heavily, striving with everything in 
her to recapture some of her fast ebbing moral strength.


And then she gave way.


The enslaved blonde thirteen year old groaned in defeat and 
acknowledgment of her lewd desire, as exquisite tinglings reverberated 
through the rising bud of her clitoris and upward into the nipples of 
her throbbing breasts, her straining thighs relaxing loosely in a wash 
of pure pleasure. Her saliva-glistening breasts rose and fell 
tremulously under the fingers that were twisting and turning them and 
the mouths sucking on them.


Carter pushed her unresisting thighs wide with the rough palms of his 
hands and gestured once to Handsome. The well-trained dog eagerly got 
up off his haunches and came over immediately ...


Chapter 10


Through a haze of molten sensuality Ellen sensed the mattress-sagging 
presence of Handsome's shaggy weight coming up silently on the bed 
before her, somewhere below her widely-spread knees. She could hear him 
panting, and this seemed to urge the devils to dance faster around the 
rough pink edges of her naked cunt which now felt like a hot empty 
tunnel needing desperately to be filled. Her passion-dazed eyes widened 
and focused on Handsome's tongue that was slaving before her, dangling 
wetly from the side of his mouth. Her eyes locked greedily on it, for 
she knew this beautiful German shepherd was capable of making her whole 
again, capable of extinguishing the raging fire in her loins that was 
threatening to drive her mad. The fears of debauchery and humiliation 
were forgotten. She needed but one thing now, as Maxwell Carter's 
fingers fucked in and out of her heatedly quivering pussy and the fat 
man and Dominique sucked at her throbbing young breasts; she needed 
Handsome's tongue ... Handsome's penis.


"Like what you see, Ellen?" Carter whispered hotly into her little 
shell-like ear. "Like to have his tongue lick your cunt? Want to have 
him fuck you? What do you say?"


An involuntary shudder of desire shook her from toenails to hair ends. 
Yes, she did want that! But how could she bring herself to admit it?


And all the while the gentle, maddening laving of her vulnerable 
exposed young body by three sets of mouths, hands and fingers 
continued, driving her wild. It was inhuman for them to torture her 
like this ... inhuman ... inhuman ... inhuman ...


"Yessss," she hissed with a tearful whimper, the tone of her voice 
approaching that of a mournful, broken croak. "Yessss, do it! Oh ... 
pleeeeease!"


The faces of her three tormentors lit with triumph. "Not so fast," said 
Carter, stilling them with his hand upraised. "Just what is it you want 
Handsome to do with it -- say it! You want him to fuck it! Say it!"


"Yes!" she cried, all barriers down, straining at the cruel bonds which 
held her so that her teeth gnashed tightly from the pain. "I want him 
to fuck me with it! Hurry! Please let him! Oh God, I'm dying!"


"Do you want him to lick your cunt? Say it!"


"Yes -- yes! Only hurry! Please let him lick my ... my cunt!"


Carter laughed and took away the restraining hand from Handsome's 
brightly buckled collar. The well-trained German shepherd immediately 
made for the helpless, desire-shivering spread-eagled girl, his longish 
pink tongue snaking out and curling through the hair-lined furrow of 
her wetly seeping pussy.


"Ooooooohhh!" she moaned, straining at her bonds like one possessed. 
All the pleasure in the world seemed to be surging through her 
debauched and quavering loins. Her head flailed from side to side, her 
long golden hair like a wind-blown veil.


Around the bed her three predators hurried to undo the confining ropes 
from her wrists and ankles. Ellen scarcely noticed them. The passion-
crazed thirteen year old blonde beauty was awash in a sea of lascivious 
lust and had no notice for anything in the world other than this 
marvelous feeling between her legs. "Lick deeper, lick harder!" she 
screamed in desperation as Handsome's talented tongue curled like a 
scroll and began flickering in and out of her hotly pulsating vagina. 
She groaned with frustration, splaying her legs over the big bed as her 
bonds were loosened, opening herself as wide as possible in order to 
give the big German shepherd easier access to her quivering femininity.


"All right, Lucifer," came the fat man's voice from somewhere. "Show 
them what you can do now."


And then there was another sagging series of movements on the bed as 
the other German shepherd got on top of it, circling around on her 
right side. His long red tongue lashed out lizard-like and slipped into 
her open mouth before she was able to defend herself, and then to her 
surprise she found that she wanted it there, in there, fucking her 
mouth. She sucked on his tongue in a wild frenzy of lust, her flesh 
trapped in a whirlpool of raw desire unlike any other feeling she had 
ever known before in her life.


Down below, Handsome's savagely licking tongue worked mercilessly at 
her wantonly writhing pussy, bringing gasps of pure happiness through 
the soul-sucking kiss she was engaging in with the other dog. She felt 
as if her peak was only a milli-second away. If only they didn't stop 
... no ... didn't stop ...


She buffeted her hot young cunt up into Handsome's snout hungrily, 
tears of frustration running down her passion-inflamed cheeks. Oh God, 
she thought, hopelessly enslaved as they had said she would be, I am 
their slave. They can do what they want with me. I don't care! I love 
it, love it! It's like dying. Oh Christ!


Ellen's sex-drugged body was writhing out of control, her eyes glazed 
and smoky with lust. The thirteen year old was beyond objecting to 
anything at all now. She wanted her belly filled with vast pools of 
molten sperm, wanted to be able to feel it sloshing around wetly inside 
her like warm quicksilver.


Handsome spread her fleshy young pussy lips joyously apart with his hot 
dredging tongue, following the soft path of light fuzz down into the 
moist inner layers of her cringing cunt. The tiny pink bud of Ellen's 
clitoris clung to the velvety wet surface of his enormous tongue, and 
she wanted to shriek in rapture each time that sensitive nerve ending 
accidentally collided with one of his teeth.


She clenched her eyes tightly shut, alive with happiness and joyous 
desire at the whirlpools of sensation that were swirling so 
ecstatically throughout her aroused young body. Her pelvis jerked 
forward, fairly burying the big dog's snout in her hotly throbbing 
cunt. The fire down below had replaced every other thought she had ever 
had.


Now her freed hands didn't know which head to caress first, Handsome's 
or Lucifer's. The second German shepherd had filled her mouth with his 
gigantic tongue, and she sucked on it hungrily, drawing sustenance from 
it which burned right down into her breasts and from there into her 
tautly rippling belly. Her entire body felt like a great open fissure 
in the earth begging to be filled, aching, urging, agonizing to be 
engorged and stuffed with fiery hot flesh. Nothing else in the world 
mattered now, just the flicking, dancing slap of that loving doggish 
tongue on her cuntal furrow and the other flooding her mouth with its 
hot, fleshy muscularity. Lucifer slipped his tongue out of her urgently 
sucking lips and began to lick her naked flesh as if she were a 
lollipop, lapping wetly at her throat, neck, sleek white shoulders and 
finally, her ardently pulsating young breasts ...


"Aarrrggghhh ... ooohhh yesss ... lick my tits ... oh God ... beautiful 
... beautiful ... like that ... ooooohhh darling lover ooooooohhhhh 
..."


The dog growled thrillingly, making her pelvis muscles shiver with 
excitement, lapping at her burning hot nipples until they felt as if 
they were going to explode. Then again it licked on up over her 
throbbing, straining young throat, licking at her nose and eyes and 
cheeks, the thick hot saliva soaking her skin. She rotated her desire-
contorted face all around, searching with her open mouth for that 
wonderfully licking tongue. She found it again and sucked it deep into 
her throat with a low, ecstatic animal groan.


The lewdly leering faces of her three tormentors hung over the bed 
within inches of the thirteen year old girl's straining, lust-racked 
nakedness, watching delightedly as this shamelessly aroused blonde 
beauty was worked over by the two German shepherds. She was dimly aware 
of their hands squeezing her exquisitely throbbing breasts and their 
fingers pinching her nipples as Lucifer licked around them. Her flesh 
felt as if it were covered with beautifully licking tongue and 
caressing hands. The exotically decorated bedroom had become an 
enormous octopus with thousands of grasping tentacles reaching out to 
lewdly fondle her sex-enslaved young body. Handsome's immense tongue 
was an uncontrollable monster spinning upward into her belly and about 
to come frantically, willy-nilly, out through her mouth, and curl 
around her white neck and silken, blonde-tressed shoulders to dissolve 
her very molecules. That ardently fucking tongue was tearing her soul 
from her body and devouring it with great gulps of depraved sensuality.


Hands rubbed obscenely over her squirming ass-cheeks from both sides of 
the bed fingers pulled excitingly at her fleshy hair-covered cuntal 
lips in order to give Handsome greater entrance for his murderous, 
soul-dredging tongue. She felt someone's fingertip probing underneath 
her buttocks into the sweat-soaked cleft leading toward her wildly 
puckering anus, and the flicking teasingly at it like another tongue. 
She winced as the outstretched finger suddenly popped through the tight 
little anal ring and forced its way deeply upward into the hot rubbery 
flesh within. It moved around, expanding the tiny hole until the palm 
of the invisible intruding hand was flat against her smoothly 
undulating buttocks, the entire finger embedded deep up inside the 
throbbing hot tunnel, its tip tingling maddeningly against a wildly 
excitable gland inside there that she'd never ever dreamed she'd had. 
Would wonders never cease! What else did these wonderful people know 
about making her body happy? They knew more by far than she had ever 
known herself!


Now the finger embedded in her nether passage joined Handsome's 
rhythmically plunging hot tongue in pistoning her helpless loins, 
bringing groans of agony and gasps of lewd delight from her open mouth 
in time to their simultaneous fucking of her love-dissolved flesh.


Her outrageous debasement and subjugation flooded her bloodstream with 
a masochistic pleasure that was totally new. Her pelvis gyrated wildly 
with abandoned pleasure as the finger in her anus began stroking in and 
out, faster and faster. "Yessss," she hissed. "Goooooood ... oooooohhh 
ssssooooo goooooood ..." the naked teenager crooned, thrashing lewdly. 
"Don't stop! Oh please! Don't ever stop!"


She twisted her upturned buttocks faster and faster, trying to keep up 
with their savage rape of her ecstatically exploding loins, which 
seemed to be issuing hot lava from every fissure. Wave upon wave of 
indescribable pleasure burned through her nervous system, curling her 
toes and fingers as if they were twigs in a roaring conflagration. Her 
liquid passion gushed in a flood onto Handsome's handsome face and 
flowed in sticky washes all over her shivering thighs, soaking the 
mattress beneath her wildly grinding buttocks.


"Do you think she's ready?" came Dominique's husky contralto from 
somewhere off in the universe.


"I do," said Carter beside her. And then suddenly strong hands were 
gripping her and pushing her over onto all fours on the giant bed, and 
Handsome's tongue had left her loins just as Lucifer's had left her 
French kissing mouth.


"Wait! Let me go!" she screamed. "Where are they? Put them back! Where 
are my dogs? Where are my lovers? What have you done with them?" She 
struggled wildly as they forced her into her new position.


"She's ready all right," came Carter's voice. "Take it easy, little 
lady. In another second you're going to have all the German shepherd 
that any woman can handle. Dominique, start the cameras. She's primed 
like a fuckin' firecracker. You were right about Lucifer, Angie. Don't 
know how we forgot to get her ass fucked last night. Totally slipped my 
mind."


"So long as it didn't slip your rod," came the fat man's voice. "You've 
got to stop playing with it so much. You're not keeping your mind on 
business."


"Enough talk. Christ, she's a wildcat. Grab her!"


They struggled silently for several moments longer as Maxwell Carter 
gripped her neck strongly, trying to force her shoulders down, and the 
other man tried to control her arms. "Kneel!" Carter commanded 
imperiously of the half-conscious teenage blonde in bondage. "Kneel, 
Goddamnit, I say!"


They grabbed impatiently at her hips and forced her to her knees. Ellen 
rested panting for a moment on all fours, her long honey-gold hair 
streaming down over her bewildered face. Her nakedly rounded buttocks 
waved high in the air while her full swaying breasts scraped the 
bedsheet. She felt through her sensual haze a pair of heavenly hands 
moving over on her hips, and she waved her straining ass-cheeks back in 
invitation at whoever it was.


And then there was something else. The subtle spearing pressure of 
Lucifer's large and nicely-tapered cock, hard, wet and ready, against 
the tightly puckered entrance to her virginal rectum. Having already 
been widened and made hungrily ready by the Fat man's raping finger, 
her nether passage fairly ached to be filled up again. She wiggled her 
backside and tried to squirm backwards onto Lucifer's long slender 
organ. It bumped the interior sides of her buttocks and then slid 
sweatily forward. The tip of the taper slid through her tightly 
puckering anal orifice, and then Lucifer gave a mighty grunting bark 
and, propping his forepaws up on her back, rammed his lust-hardened 
penis viciously forward.


Ellen coughed and groaned. This feeling was pain, but it was exquisite 
as well. The finger that had been up inside her rectum previously could 
not remotely compare with it. She could feel every delightful ridge 
along its meaty animal length as the powerful German shepherd drove 
upward and home into her sex-starved nether passage. Lucifer widened 
her tight rectal channel as he went, imparting a fresh and wonderful 
thrill with each additional inch of his thrilling hot member.


By now her imprisoners were already positioning Handsome in front of 
her passion-twisted face. He staggered forward on his hind legs in the 
giving soft bed under their guiding hands, then allowed himself to be 
pushed over onto his side. His enormous red penis was sticking out like 
a pike from its furry sheath, spots of cum oozing from the sleek 
rubbery head. As they moved him around, her face was suddenly 
confronted without warning by the hard erect animal penis; a second 
later it rammed into the lush warmth of the blonde teenager's gasping 
mouth.


Ellen was so far gone in her sensual debauchery, that the feel of this 
slippery animal penis sliding through her lips and into her hungrily 
waiting mouth only inflamed her loins all the further with mindless 
desire. She seemed to be beyond the point of caring what was done to 
her. The taste of that muskily warm sexual organ, pulsating with blood 
along all of its healthy masculine length made her head swim. Her eyes, 
half-lidded with sensuality, glowed like surging lights on an extra 
charge of electricity, and her mouth began sucking on the delicious hot 
meat so automatically that it seemed the most natural thing in the 
world.


Handsome began panting wildly and humping and sawing viciously into her 
face as if he were fucking a bitch in heat. She gagged as his enormous 
member rammed halfway down her throat, its full length disappearing 
into her moistly ovalled lips almost to the hilt. His hairy balls 
slapped softly against her chin, the soft fuzz covering them tickling 
like feathers. She struggled to breathe, her mind and soul dissolving 
with lust, catching tiny gasps of air only on the greasy out-stroke of 
that magnificent-tasting penis.


"Woooooooonderful ..." she crooned as the two German shepherds buffeted 
her helplessly kneeling body back and forth like a rag doll between 
them, using her mouth and anal passage as receptacles for their pent-up 
animal desires. Ellen no longer felt fear or dismay; now she was a 
great mass of ectoplasm living only for pure sensation and pleasure. 
The mental picture of her voluptuous young body being fucked in the 
mouth and in the rectum by these two handsome, furry creatures was 
wildly exciting in itself. The hunger in her belly was like boiling hot 
honey lapping at her insides. She undulated her raging buttocks in 
vicious little circles, squeezing Lucifer's adorably thrusting penis 
with her naturally gifted rectal muscles as if to milk it dry. She 
wanted that fleshy animal staff boring into her nether passage -- amid 
Handsome's urgent yelps, squeals and barks -- to fill her belly again 
and again until her trembling young thighs were running thick with all 
of his hot sticky cum. She wanted to wallow in bestial depravity with 
these two dogs she was in love with.


She sucked voraciously at Handsome's almost bursting cock, licking 
thirstily at the little spots of cum as they appeared from the tip, her 
cheeks hollowing and filling correspondingly with his cruel animal 
thrusts. Meanwhile her nakedly churning buttocks tried to worm back up 
rhythmically to match Handsome's furious fucking of her backside, 
wiggling and shaking from side to side.


She couldn't remember ever tasting a cock of any kind before, so she 
had no way of knowing whether Handsome's was in any way superior to all 
the rest in the world. All she knew was that its taste was soooo 
delicious and that she felt as if in another minute she could even 
conceivably have an orgasm right in her mouth from the marvelous canine 
fucking she was receiving.


My God, she thought, nobody ever told me. If this is sex, it's the most 
wonderful thing in the world. They've been keeping it a secret from me.


The cute blonde teenager licked wildly at the blood-filled tip of the 
German shepherd's penis. She wanted it to shoot in her mouth, not just 
with mere droplets of sperm, but with entire barrels full. She wanted 
to swallow it and feel it running down her throat until her stomach was 
as full as her rectum. She wanted it to flood every pore in her hyper-
sexed teenage body with great torrents of scalding hot joy.


The two expert German shepherds did what they could to oblige. For 
simultaneously with the expanding tide of her own approaching orgasm, 
she felt the penis fucking into her from behind begin to inflate 
frantically and then burst forth in a shower of cum-filled sparks, 
spewing its white hot load deep up into her wildly clasping anal 
column. The dog's burning semen ricocheted around inside her belly, 
finally dripping back down again onto his fiercely spurting penis and 
sliding down it to seep through the snugly puckering anal ring and then 
down his penis some more into the matted hair of the dog's surging 
belly. Lucifer barked once, twice, and more, happily for joy, and the 
sound of this barking excited his dominated blonde love-slave furiously 
so that she sucked all the more madly on Handsome's sperm-bloated cock, 
which the other dog had now buried in her throat right to the hilt.


She was rewarded with an explosion of warmish sweet cum that flooded 
her throat with its pungent taste, her cheeks expanding like a balloon 
to keep pace and to prevent her choking on the great savages gushes 
that squirted without pause into her hungry young throat. Ellen 
swallowed in crazed hungry gulps, fastening her lips like a snug 
elastic ring around the swiftly ejaculating instrument, afraid to lose 
even a single drop of the wonderfully delicious fluid. Tiny droplets 
ran from the corners of her mouth as Handsome howled in what could be 
described only as pleasure and then pulled his rapidly deflating cock 
from her glistening young lips. His penis flopped lifelessly in front 
of her still ravenously licking mouth, narrow strings of animal sperm 
still connecting to the deflated cock several inches away.


Ellen continued to screw her buttocks back tightly against Lucifer's 
still squirting organ in her rectum, milking it energetically with her 
rippling sphincter muscles, as with a rapturous shriek, she felt her 
own body explode into what seemed a million minuscule fragments 
shooting off into space.


"I'm cumming," she screamed proudly. "I'm cummmiinng!"


Tremor after tremor of wildly ecstatic pleasure made her kneeling young 
body jerk like a puppet on strings, and then she began moaning loudly 
in lewd delight, trying to pedal her open legs as if she were trying to 
crawl away, and an explosion of molten hot cum came flooding out of her 
teenaged loins like lava from an upside-down volcano, creating a milky 
pool on the mattress that made her knees slip and slide.


Gasp after gasp broke from her panting, passion-inflamed lips. She felt 
as if her soul were being ripped apart by the talons of an enormous 
eagle. But if this was dying, it was so heavenly that she knew she 
would want to do it again and again, right up to the very end of her 
life. She shuddered as everything in her soul and flesh started coming 
apart and singing with ecstasy. She wanted this moment never to end. It 
was a combination of being burned alive and having one's insides pumped 
full of honey from a giant hose.


It seemed like an eternity before she finally could get her head 
together again, and in between she collapsed with relaxed and exhausted 
happiness, falling into a post-orgasmic doze of indeterminate period. 
She could feel careful hands arranging her body so that she was able to 
nap more comfortably, and then there was a cool sheet being thrown over 
her sweat-cooled flesh.


And then she slept!


Eons later -- it seemed -- when she awoke, the beautiful thirteen year 
old girl gazed up weakly around at her three friends and their two 
dogs. A soft smile of gratitude crossed her radiant face.


Dominique smiled back at her and came over to sit down on the edge of 
the bed and run her fingers pleasantly through the opulent teenager's 
long gold hair. "Have a nice doze, precious?" she asked.


"Oh yes, Dominique. Are you all right?"


The men laughed. "We're fine," said Dominique. "It's you we're 
concerned about, dear. How do you feel?"


"Oh, Dominique," the winsome young creature breathed, nestling her face 
into the older woman's lap. "I've never felt so happy in my entire 
life," she blushed. "I've been very foolish."


They all smiled. "All right, then," said Dominique sweetly. "Let's go 
in and finish breakfast then. I'll bet you're famished."


Chapter 11


Amy had been using the big brass knocker on the Carters' big oak door 
for some time before she heard footsteps approaching from the other 
side.


At first she had assumed that her pretty young daughter and the Carters 
had gone for a drive somewhere, when there seemed to be no answer 
forthcoming from the big house. She knew how Ellen enjoyed riding in 
their convertible with the top down, her waterfall long honey hair 
floating gloriously in the wind. The Carters were probably her favorite 
people since they'd come to Kenilworth. They were so refined and well-
to-do. Little wonder Ellen found their company so pleasant.


There was a disconcerting one-way peephole in the Carters' front door, 
and now Amy had the distinctly discomforting impression that someone 
was peering at her through it. In such situations even the most cool 
individual would find it difficult to contrive a casual appearance, and 
Amy Winthrop was by no means cool. She fidgeted and looked alternately 
away from the little peephole, then back again defiantly with her 
eyebrows narrowed. She wasn't sure at all that she approved of this 
sort of circumspectness on the part of ordinary neighbors. One would 
think they were running a house of ill repute or something.


Then suddenly the door opened and there was Maxwell Carter, a tall, 
dark and handsome brute of a man with long wavy black hair and steely 
blue eyes which bored right through a person. "Hello, Amy," he said 
pleasantly.


"Hello," she smiled shyly. "Just thought I'd come by to borrow a cup of 
sugar." She looked up at his grand, broad-shouldered form. He seemed to 
fill the whole foyer. Almost six-foot-three, at least, she thought with 
a pleasant and easy comparison of his mature and sensual manhood, very 
dignified, and Billy Erspamer's winsome youthfulness.


He smiled indulgently and took her arm, guiding her inside and closing 
the door behind her. Their feet clattered on the elegant hardwood tiles 
of the entrance hall. "Ellen isn't here right now," he said in a 
masterful tone. "She's gone with Dominique up to our lake cottage at 
Libertyville. Is there anything I can get you? A martini, perhaps?"


Amy smiled nervously. This was the first time she had ever been alone 
with this devastatingly handsome man, and she had to admit that it gave 
her butterflies in her stomach. Her adventure with Billy Erspamer 
seemed to have heightened her general sexual awareness and sensitivity 
tremendously. She tried to be casual as she said, "Well, I rarely drink 
in the daytime ..."


"Just one, then," said Maxwell, taking her arm and guiding her 
dominantly towards the library. In another moment they were down the 
steps and walking across the plush purple carpeting towards the bar 
that had come sliding around open at the far side of the room. Amy 
smiled uncertainly and looked around. She had never been in such plush 
surroundings before. The Carters indeed seemed to have everything! She 
had never been in their library before, but the immediate impression of 
sumptuousness and spare-no-expense was forceful and pervading. She was 
impressed.


Carter went around behind the bar and began mixing them both a drink as 
she watched him. He said casually, looking down at his bottles and 
glasses in the sink below the bar, "The girls probably won't be home 
until quite late. That gives us some time to get acquainted and get to 
know each other. We've really been meaning to get to know you better. 
Ellen is quite a delightful child to have around."


She tried to read his words for anything more subtle, but his manner 
was so innocuous she failed to uncover any sinister hidden meanings. He 
was just a decent individual, a good man, and he really meant what he 
said, obviously.


She took the drink from him and smiled. "Thank you."


"Have a seat." He indicated the couch in back of her.


She sat down smiling and lifted her drink to her lips. The taste was 
not quite martini, but it was good and warming. She had the heady 
sensation that it was flowing right down her throat and into her 
vitals, which seemed to turn over with the minimum reaction required of 
a cold engine on a cold morning.


"So how are you finding our little town?" asked Carter pleasantly, his 
right arm resting casually over the back of the red leather arm chair 
so that she couldn't see his finger press a hidden button wired beneath 
the piano in back of it.


"Oh, it's very nice. The neighbors are very nice too, of course."


She drank some more of her very pleasant drink and noticed with a dull 
sort of awareness a very faint vibration which seemed to be in either 
the couch or in her loins, or perhaps both, as if a truck were passing 
in the street outside the house. She tried to shift her seat without 
being too obvious, but it seemed as if she had sat on some sort of 
ridge in the cushion, and it wasn't very easy to slip off of it.


"I understand you're a widow," he said pleasantly, drinking.


"Oh yes," not sure whether that required a smile or what.


"Must be difficult. After all those years of marriage, to suddenly be 
without a man."


The vibrations seemed to have increased subtly. There was a rubbery 
probing just beneath her rounded ass-cheeks. It seemed to be some sort 
of instrument inside the cushion. But that was absurd. She felt very 
self-conscious. His eyes were warmly upon her, and she felt awkward 
about trying to shift to another part of the couch.


She took another sip of her drink, which had turned truly delicious. 
The warmish feeling in her stomach was expanding into her rib cage, and 
from there upward into her deliciously ripened breasts. Her nipples 
began to tingle. She said, somewhat awkwardly, almost afraid of what he 
might reply, "Well, of course one gets used to having a man about the 
house ..."


"No, I mean for sex," said Carter frankly. He leaned forward, his glass 
in his large hairy hands. "I mean, after all those years of regular 
fucking, it must get very lonely inside your ..."


"I beg your pardon?" she asked, scarcely believing that she had heard 
correctly. Surely this well-spoken and good-looking man hadn't used 
that lewd word! Her eyes lifted and widened with astonishment. Beneath 
her, the pleasant sonorous drone of his roughly masculine voice had 
served to distract from the strange sensation of vibration under her 
loins. There definitely seemed to be something poking up now between 
her legs. The shape of it was roughly that of the end of a broom 
handle, round and firm. And she would have sworn it was really 
vibrating. She looked at her drink, puzzled. It was too late to move, 
as she seemed to be stuck on this ridged column. And anyway her lower 
body suddenly felt very tired.


Carter leaned forward, putting his fingers on her knee so confidently 
that she couldn't bring herself to object. He looked deeply into her 
eyes, and she found that his were slightly more hypnotic than they had 
been when he had first opened the door.


"But don't you feel," he asked, "that you are missing something when 
you don't have a man's long hard cock sliding up and down inside your 
juicy cunt from time to time?"


Amy gasped and put her hand to her throat. This conversation had gotten 
altogether out of hand. And now the strange sensations building in her 
loins served to keep her rooted to her seat. She didn't know if this 
tingling feeling was being caused by the vibrating prod in the cushion 
or by the drink or by the terribly wicked things he was saying, or 
perhaps by a combination of all of it. But in any case, despite her 
brain's insistence that she flee, her belly and thighs didn't seem to 
want to let her. Her sensually excited body seemed to be drenched with 
a weakness somewhat similar to what one feels during a bad case of the 
flu.


Then too, there was the fact that Maxwell Carter was a very handsome 
man. Now that Billy Erspamer had opened the floodgates with his 
masterful awakening of her voluptuous body, she had become aware of 
other men, too. Of men in general. Of sex in general. Where was the 
harm? She was a mature woman! Maxwell Carter was a mature and 
attractive man. For all she knew his penis might feel even better than 
young Erspamer's. That might be worth cheating on Billy for. And he 
wouldn't demand pay, either. With Ellen and Mrs. Carter away for the 
afternoon, it might prove a joyous respite to somewhat vary her sexual 
activities.


But on the other hand she mustn't appear too easy. Men never respected 
women who were human punchboards.


She crossed her legs at the knees, showing just a small amount of thigh 
and said absurdly primly, "I really don't think that's a topic open to 
general discussion. Isn't there something else we could talk about?" 
She scrunched down into her seat over the vibrating prod, which seemed 
to be stuck right up into the softly flanged lips of her warmly 
tingling pussy now. She tried to move slightly away in order to relieve 
the tantalizing sensation, but this only seemed to make it worse.


"Then you don't enjoy it when Billy Erspamer rams his big hard cock up 
into your sweet little cunt, Amy?"


The startled young mother gasped and put a hand to her throat. "Where -
- where ... oh God! Who ... told you that?" Suddenly she felt like 
screaming. If this man knew of her transgressions with Billy, then 
everyone in town must know it!


He came over abruptly and sat down next to her. Now it was really 
impossible to move. The vibrating broomstick beneath her loins was 
making her breath come faster and faster, and she knew her panties were 
already soaked from the lewd excitement. It was going to be impossible 
to retain her composure for very much longer.


"Oh, little boys have a way of bragging about their exploits," he said, 
his hand moving casually up inside her skirt along her sleek inner 
thigh. "You should have selected a more mature and discreet individual 
for your amorous adventures. Believe me, that would work out best. If 
you're going to fuck with children, they only fuck you back. Your hot 
little cunt is probably the talk of the locker room at New Trier High."


The sensations swimming through her internal organs were undeniable 
now. She wanted to push his hand away, or slap it, but his words were 
so startling that she was thrown into confused rout. This was not 
orderly, this approach. Like most women, she was befuddled and disarmed 
by any approach to her vault of love which was distinctly out of the 
ordinary. She honestly didn't know what to do. And now that terrible 
vibration of the bony prod inside the couch cushion had increased 
dramatically. She was being masturbated and she knew it; but the 
furthest thing from her mind was flight. Far from it! By now she 
definitely wanted something stuffed up inside of her wildly throbbing 
cunt that would help to still the live sensations swarming in her 
belly.


His words were also adding to this incitement dramatically. Shit, fuck 
and piss, suck and lick and eat were all words that Billy Erspamer used 
to turn her on and make her want to have wild uninhibited sex. She was 
programmed to respond to obscene language.


So she just stared at him, hypnotized, like a rabbit watching a python 
slowly uncoil. His hand came to rest softly against the white-pantied 
pubic triangle up between her thighs and, surprisingly to her, she did 
not resist automatically. Then his fingers were tickling at her 
frantically aroused genitals as his leonine head came forward, blocking 
out the light until she felt as if she were slipping into an 
immeasurable abyss. Before she knew what was happening, his lips were 
on hers, hot and heavy, breathing with passion as his tongue attempted 
to penetrate through her nervously quivering red lips.


At first the beautiful young widow was not sure how to react, but by 
now she was besieged by so many mutually distracting sensations that 
she was at a loss as to how she might cleverly resist without putting 
him off too much. After the initial minor resistance, her mouth opened 
instinctively and she sucked in his massive tongue, helpless to do 
anything but stroke it with her lips in the way honored by so many 
thousands of generations of womankind.


Her body shivered as his hands moved down over her softly round 
buttocks and began lifting the rear of her skirt. Now her excitedly 
tingling loins were totally open to the magnificent masturbatory 
sensation of whatever was going on inside the vibrating cushion with 
its unseen dildo.


He nudged her hips up then and she lifted them without resistance, 
breaking off their kiss long enough to mutter, "You're sure they won't 
be coming home soon?"


His only reply was a primitive grunt, and then his outsized fingers 
were slipping her panties off ripely rounded ass-cheeks and down her 
long tapered legs, finally dragging them off her feet as he took off 
her shoes. Amy smiled dreamily, going along with the tide, running her 
fingers through his curly hair. It would have been senseless to protest 
this far along.


She murmured something unintelligible and put her wet little tongue 
into his ear as his masterful hands slipped under her blouse to unhook 
her brassiere, which fell away without effort as she moved around so 
that he could pull it off. Her proudly upthrust breasts trembled and 
hardened slightly as they made naked contact with his big rough hands, 
and she groaned in ill-concealed eagerness.


She was naked now and yet curiously felt no extreme apprehension. 
Indeed, her lush mature body strained and worked with his hands as they 
coursed over it. He rubbed her quivering ass-cheeks in small circles, 
gently pressing apart the two full white moons in order to slide his 
finger toward the tiny puckered hole of her anus where it lay winking 
like a red star in the night within its soft hairless crevice. His 
tongue was again forcing its powerful presence down into her open 
mouth, and she found herself sucking on it ravenously.


In another moment his searching fingers had begun sluicing through the 
satiny moisture of her ebony black pubic hair. He pressed his 
outstretched middle finger up between the wetly heated flanges of her 
cuntal lips and she jerked spasmodically from this unexpected contact 
which sent a warm ripple of erotic sensation up her naked spine.


Amy groaned. The vibration in the cushion had continued, and it pressed 
upward into her nether passage as he turned her over so that she was 
flat on her back with the whole of her naked front presented to him 
like a delicious photograph of curvaceousness.


"Christ, you have some body," he muttered earnestly as his hands 
continued with their urgent work, titillating her throbbing hot flesh 
until she thought she would go out of her mind. "Ellen has nothing on 
you; nothing at all, believe me."


Ellen? What did she have to do with it? What did he mean by that?


He ran his hands reverently over her ripely matured breasts, her flat 
white stomach, her firm young thighs, dragging soft mewls and whines of 
fierce pleasure from her open mouth. Tiny licking flames were consuming 
her naked flesh, between the softness of her inner thighs, out through 
the tips of her throbbing and now hard nipples, and down back again 
into the seething cauldron of her vagina where it roared with white hot 
heat like the interior of a blast furnace converting high-grade ore to 
steel.


"My God," she groaned softly, "Oh my God, Maxwell. I like it. Oh go on. 
Don't stop."


Carter didn't need any urging. Glancing briefly in the direction of the 
hidden motion picture cameras, he continued rummaging his hands over 
her lush nakedness and exploring her warm moist mouth with his saliva-
drenched tongue. His fingers ran up between her thighs, searching for 
the seething core of her being. Her feverish cuntal furrow fairly 
jerked upwards toward his touch as if magnetized. "Aaaahhhh, that's it, 
that's it ... oh ... aaahhhhhh ...!" she sighed without pause, 
searching his mouth with her tongue and sucking on his hot pink 
bludgeon as if it were a miniature penis fucking her mouth.


Pausing only momentarily to strip off his clothes, Maxwell fell down 
again upon the victimized and nakedly writhing young widow, covering 
her excitedly quivering breasts with kisses and twisting them savagely 
with his hands. His mouth sucked first on one nipple, then on the 
other, until they were both standing like flags on a mountain peak.


Slithering on top of her eagerly squirming body, he could feel her 
shivering with undisguisable passion beneath him. "You planned this, 
you devil," she gritted hoarsely.


"Of course, my dear," he grinned down at her, tantalizing her sensitive 
flesh.


"Get it over then. You're driving me crazy!"


Carter laughed and drew her unresisting thighs up the sides of his 
hips. Only then did she really become aware of his massively pulsating 
penis. She started when she saw the menacing spear of hard flesh and 
the heavy, sperm-bloated balls swinging softly beneath it. But 
nonetheless the hopelessly aroused young mother spread her legs still 
wider, offering her wetly throbbing vaginal slit in sacrifice to his 
immense masculinity.


"Put it in," he croaked, then let his breath out with a long, low gasp 
as her hand burrowed down without hesitation and her warm fingers 
closed snugly around his rigid thrusting maleness, one thumb running 
affectionately up and down the sperm-bloated ridge beneath. Then her 
thumb and forefinger tightened around the throbbing purplish head, 
slowly but firmly pulling it toward her gaping vaginal aperture. He 
gasped as she peeled back the foreskin and gently pressed the sensitive 
moist tip against the fleshy wet folds of her open cunt. Her soft black 
pussy hair caressed it as it passed on through, the mouth of her vagina 
blowing on his cock with a burning desirous blast. The temptation was 
almost overwhelming to lunge forward and sink the whole of his heavy 
pulsating penis with one mighty flesh-splitting thrust into her 
quivering little belly.


By now Amy was truly groaning with lust, tiny unintelligible gasps of 
hunger and pleasure seeping from between her tightly clenched teeth. 
Her soul literally ached as much as her body as her womb contracted 
with lust like a hungry animal. His great throbbing hardness was at the 
tight entrance to her vagina, pressing smoothly into the passion-
saturated folds. Oh God! What was he waiting for? It was agony ... no, 
wait ... there he was ... parting the silken softness of her black 
pubic hair with his hotly throbbing thickness.


"What are you waiting for?" she gasped. "Hurry ... the others will come 
back ..."


"I want to fuck your tits," he said, working his long rigid penis 
tormentingly around the outer edges of her wildly quivering cuntal 
mouth. He looked down at her large firm breasts with their enormous 
dark centers and erect nipples swaying gently outward from her slender 
rib cage and quivering slightly with each mewling gasp from her 
passion-soaked throat. Then he slithered up her chest and straddled her 
with one leg on either side of her torso, gently placing his throbbing 
hot penis within the narrow cleft of her soft warm fleshiness.


Fuck my tits? What on earth ...


Carter's hand reached down and crushed the resilient mounds between his 
strong, sinewy fingers, kneading and stretching them until she moaned 
with ecstasy. He watched them ooze through his hands like flaccid foam 
rubber, soft and yet springing back into voluptuous shape the moment 
the pressure of his hands abated. He pressed them together so that they 
met across her chest and formed a velvety yielding tunnel in which his 
cock was sensuously entrapped. Then he began a gentle rocking motion, 
thrusting his pulsating rigidity in and out through the warm fleshy 
passage formed by her mounds, bumping her chin to wipe off the tiny 
spots of moisture as they appeared in the lust-swollen head of his 
penis.


Amy breathed heavily, totally unconscious of the subtle whirring of 
motion picture cameras in the distance. A smoky veil of passion 
obscured her dilated pupils, her nostrils flaring like a race horse's. 
This felt so unearthly nice. Why hadn't anyone ever used her breasts 
before like this? Her hips and buttocks writhed with desire, and her 
thighs trembled with unrelieved energy. This was nice -- fun -- but it 
wasn't what she wanted. If only he would fuck her and quell this raging 
desire!


But Carter had received a signal from behind the one-way mirror by the 
fireplace, just a subtle flash of light like that of a flashbulb going 
on. He nodded and his eyes locked unsmiling on her full red sensuous 
lips which were still quivering with desire.


He worked his way up her body slightly until his knees were on either 
side of her throat and his long thick cock pulsated directly over her 
beautiful sensuous face, giving her eyes a view of the throbbing sperm-
filled ridge underneath it. His testicles rested gently against her 
moistened chin. He sat still for a moment, feeling the firm resilient 
mounds of her breasts squashed down under his buttocks. Then he placed 
both hands behind her head and lifted it up off the bed, bending her 
neck up towards him so that her mouth was directly in front of his 
impatiently pulsating organ. Then he shoved forward, his buttocks 
rolling on the cushion of her massive breasts, until the tip of his 
penis was pressed softly between her slightly ovalled lips. He groaned 
as he felt the soft lipsticked surfaces brushing gently over his 
cockhead as her lips fell limply open, and her face moved forward of 
her own volition .


Her warm moist lips had barely ovalled around his hotly throbbing cock 
before the desire-crazed young widow started using her tongue, swiping 
it around it make his penis jerk violently. Her lips moved down his 
lust-thickened shaft of flesh to take in as much of it as her throat 
could swallow, coating its sensitive skin with saliva and an undulating 
warmth. He pushed his hands along either side of her hollowing cheeks 
and pressed inward as she licked and sucked hungrily.


Amy's tongue curled around his organ as if all the burning hunger in 
her cunt was now concentrated in the heat of her mouth. He flexed his 
loins in and out and rolled his backside around on her breasts as she 
took in all of his long hard cock and burrowed her nose in is own cum-
filled testicles slapping against her chin as she sucked, was 
excruciating and unbearable; he felt as if his penis were blowing up 
like a balloon. Then, almost before he realized what was happening, 
there was a shudder in his belly and a liquid white flow came rushing 
like a waterfall up from his aching balls and out the bridge of his 
rapidly jerking organ. He gripped her head tightly with his fingers in 
her hair and rammed his wildly ejaculating cock far back into her 
throat, not letting her escape. She groaned as the heavy spurts of 
fiery hot cum came squirting out, stretching and bloating her cheeks to 
bursting. But she swallowed gluttonously, sputtering to keep from 
choking on the sticky white semen as he emptied his testicles into her 
voraciously sucking mouth.


She continued to suck hungrily on his deflating penis, undulating her 
buttocks and rubbing her thighs together, their tops flooded with her 
own liquid excitement.


Resolved to get her own orgasm as well, Amy licked and bit at his cock 
gently until it began to fill up with blood again. Then when her tongue 
and lips had restored it fully, her head dropped heavily back onto the 
couch, and the shamelessly aroused young widow spread her legs wide. 
The rejuvenated male instrument slipped wetly from her cum-filled lips, 
and her eyes flickered open as she peered at him through smoky, desire-
ridden dilated pupils. Then came her desperate croak, "Fuck me."


Carter smiled superciliously and moved down to make the connection. He 
could feel her wetly heated pussy lips throbbing with excitement as his 
fingers guided his rigid pole of flesh straight through her gaping 
cuntal mouth and into the furnace hot depths below. Her pussy hair was 
by now heavy with sexual secretion, and he was able to slide right up 
to her cervix with a single long, smooth stroke, which brought a gasp 
of rapture from her lust-constricted throat. There was not the 
slightest resistance as the naked young mother groaned with happiness 
and dug her fingernails into his swiftly moving buttocks. The smooth 
walls of her hotly quivering vagina covered his invading cock with more 
lubricant and undulated passionately as it moved on through, going 
deeper, ever deeper, up into her belly.


Amy felt as if her body was singing all over as Maxwell's masterful 
penis began pistoning in and out of her tightly clasping cunt. Her 
entire insides seemed to open like a sunflower to his wonderfully hard 
penetration. And then she began groaning and sighing ecstatically as he 
fucked her as viciously as he knew how, her voluptuous young body 
shuddering with wild, abandoned jerks, "Sssssssooo goooood," she 
moaned, her arms wrapping snugly about his swiftly-moving body, her 
face contorting with ecstatic passion.


Wet smacking sounds resounded through the library as they fucked 
demonically, like two people possessed, her cuntal lubricants 
overflowed the snug connection and flowed into the hotly undulating 
crevice of her buttocks. Her sex-ravenous body gyrated 
enthusiastically, anguishing as it sought its climax. Amy churned and 
twisted and thrashed, shrieking and begging and cursing for him to fuck 
harder and deeper. She spiraled her hungry little cunt up and down over 
his lust-hardened cock as though her hips were on a yo-yo string ... up 
and down ... up and down. Then ... it was there, the string breaking 
without warning!


"Oh God! I'M CUMMING! DARLING! I'M CUMMING!" she shrieked, locking her 
ankles high up around his back, and then all of her orgiastic fluid 
came gushing out in a mighty rush, flooding his sperm-laden balls, 
buttocks and thighs. He shoved her violently quaking thighs up over her 
shoulders and rammed his hips forward, grinding as deeply into her 
wildly convulsing vagina as he could go, until his hot liquid sperm 
exploded deep up inside her, shooting spurt after spurt into her warmly 
welcoming womb.


Chapter 12


On the other side of the one-way mirror which encircled the Carter's 
elegant stone fireplace, Ellen sat in an easy chair stroking Handsome's 
crown as the big dog gently nuzzled and licked at her swarming young 
pussy. She could no longer remember how many times he had fucked her 
and licked her cunt, all she knew was that she felt ridiculously happy 
and relaxed.


The fat man and the other, rather good-looking dog had gone home. It 
was herself and Dominique sitting back here with the motion picture 
cameras as they whirred, getting her mother's adventure with Maxwell 
Carter from every angle.


"Golly, my mother sure can suck cock, Dominique," said the buxom 
teenage blonde in awe. "I'd never have believed it."


Dominique squeezed the child's hand affectionately. "Remember what I 
told you, Ellen. Whatever your differences, she's still your mother."


Ellen shrugged luxuriously, her budding young breasts quivering in 
teenaged exuberance. "Oh poo, I don't care about Billy Erspamer any 
more." Then she smiled. "You've shown me that sex is normal, Dominique. 
You and Maxwell." She blushed. "I just want to show my appreciation."


Dominique looked through the glass to where Amy Winthrop was whining 
and moaning in delight under Maxwell's masterful fucking. "You have 
already, dear. And it was a good thing you told us about Billy. That 
and a few other things helped up to soften your mother up somewhat."


"Looks like she's having an orgasm," said the thirteen year old 
thoughtfully, biting her lip as she looked vaguely jealous.


Dominique smiled. "She certainly is! As soon as she's finished, we'll 
bring Handsome out to say hello to her." She squeezed Ellen's hand 
again. "Would you like that, dear? Would it turn you on to see our nice 
big doggy fucking your hot-blooded mother?"


"You know it would, Dominique. More than anything." Ellen rested back 
in the chair as Handsome's tongue spun like a bullet up through her 
moistly churning young cunt. She was almost ready to come again. And 
after that -- why, after that, their families were going to have whole 
new lives together.


She looked into the future and saw only fullness and sunshine.


The End
RWS-241  Timmy And The Nurse
RWS-241  Timmy And The Nurse
[aka 'The Nurse's Cure' or 'Kiss From Nurse']
(Jacquelyn Masters)


Chapter One


Jenny Lane made her way through the group of young boys and girls gathered 
at the refreshment table and helped herself to a glass of punch. Her 
voluptuously curved body began to sway almost unconsciously in time to the 
music as the rock band broke into another fast song. Sipping her punch, she 
turned and watched the youngsters pair off into couples and move out onto 
the dance floor.


Jenny liked these occasions when she and Mac were called on to chaperon 
social gatherings of the junior high school where they both worked. It 
afforded them an opportunity to get much closer to and more intimate with 
the students; it broke down the natural barriers between them. And though 
she might not have cared to admit it to Mac, Jenny enjoyed the opportunity 
to let the students see her dressed in something a little more imaginative 
than the nurse uniform she wore during work hours at school. It was a small 
vanity she didn't begrudge herself. She knew she had an attractive body, 
sensuous and soft with the flesh rounded in exactly all the right places, 
and she enjoyed being able to comport herself on human and physical terms 
with the young people once in awhile, shedding the authoritarian image 
placed on her by her position at the school.


Moving her own body in a subtle rhythm, Jenny watched two young couples at 
the far end of the dance floor who seemed to have slipped into a kind of 
competition to see who could interpret the music more wildly. It was almost 
shocking to see the way these thirteen and fourteen year olds could move 
their bodies, and Jenny watched with mischievous fascination as one of the 
young girls extended her arms straight over her head, arching her small 
round breasts, jerking her pelvis in a frenzied rhythm almost like a 
Polynesian dancer's, her thighs almost brushing the thighs of her young 
partner. Then the young nurse shifted her gaze reluctantly as Mac MacDonald, 
who aside from being co-chaperon of the dance had been Jenny's steady date 
most of the semester, moved up beside her.


"Boy!" he exclaimed. "Never heard anything so loud in my life."


"Come on, Mac," said Jenny. "You're just a square."


"Maybe I am," he said with a shrug. For the briefest instant his gaze 
dropped from Jenny's face down to the inviting swells of her breasts, 
straining against her thin blouse. Then his eyes again raised with a 
poignance of meaning or entreaty to her face.


"And don't look at me like that. After all, we are the chaperons. What do 
you think they're going to think?"


"I'm going to get some air. Wanna come?"


"No thanks."


Mac shrugged again. "All right. If anybody gets too far out of line give me 
a call."


He turned and made his way down the edge of the basketball court, now 
employed as the dance floor, and went out the door under the "exit" light. 
Jenny returned her attention to the two young couples on the far side of the 
court. Now, though the song was fast, young Craig Phillips and the eight 
grade girl he was dancing with were locked in a close embrace, their bodies 
almost motionless except for the frenzied undulations of their hips, which 
easily kept pace with the rhythm of the song. Jenny was hardly able to watch 
without blushing. It was disquietingly similar to the movements employed in 
the sex act itself, and as the song built to a climax she would almost have 
believed, if she hadn't known better, that the young couple were doing so 
also.


At last, with an explosion of percussion, the song ended and the young 
partners separated, milling about as they waited, some changing off into new 
pairs. It was really astonishing to Jenny the changes that had occurred 
since her own junior high school days, though that was over ten years ago. 
And the manner in which the youngsters danced these days seemed one of the 
finer examples of the evolution. The modem dance finally seemed to have come 
into an appropriate relationship with the basic urges that, centuries ago, 
must have inspired the first pagan rituals of which it was a part. The way 
these children responded to the music reflected a communication with and a 
sense for their bodies, and though Jenny would not for a minute have guessed 
that they actually had indulged in the sex act, their instinct for it - 
their "feeling" for those primitive motions - was demonstrated in a manner 
she found at once disturbing and intriguing. And it only further served to 
impress in Jenny's mind her own responsibility not only as nurse at the 
school, but as a moral teacher and guardian of the students. These children 
were at an age of dangerous curiosity and it was quite apparent just from 
their style of dancing, not to mention numerous other manifestations, that 
they were lacking in the caution necessary to cope with their curiosity.


The guitarist had to put his instrument into a special tuning and there was 
a considerable pause between songs. Then as the new one finally did begin, a 
slow blues number, Jenny was surprised to see another one of the freshmen 
boys, Tommy Turner, approaching her.


"Wouldn't you like to dance too, Miss Lane?" the cute youngster asked.


Jenny smiled, certain that now she was blushing, feeling a strange thrill at 
the proposition. And she was tempted. But somehow it just didn't seem 
proper. After a long hesitation she shook her head.


"No thanks, Tommy. I'm afraid I'm past the age for hopping around like you 
kids do. I wouldn't make it past the first chorus."


Tommy smiled back, watching her warmly. The descent of his eyes, in an 
expression innocent and curious, for just the briefest glimpse down at the 
upthrust mounds of Jenny's breasts, passed in the span of a blink and was 
equally unobtrusive. Yet that did not quell Jenny's awareness of it 
happening, nor the strange thrill, combined with anxiety, that she derived 
from it.


It seemed a long time before the boy moistened his lips and added softly: 
"But you don't have to hop around on this one, Miss Lane. This is a slow 
song, almost a waltz."


Jenny glanced past the young boy back to the dance floor at the couples, 
their bodies pressed tightly together, moving slowly in time to the music. 
Then her eyes strayed almost unconsciously to the exit, where there was 
still no sign of Mac.


"Oh Tommy. I don't think ..." Her voice faded; she had almost stuttered. 
Then she felt the youngster's hand take hers, gently urging her to follow 
him onto the floor. "Come on, Miss Lane. Please." Reluctantly she followed 
him out, aware that already they'd attracted the attention of a number of 
the other students. She raised her left arm, her hand almost trembling, to 
take Tommy's, but to her surprise the young teen-ager wrapped both his arms 
around her softly curved body, pressing himself immediately to a tight fit 
against her as he began to guide her smoothly backward across the floor in 
time to the mournful lead of the guitar.


Jenny stiffened almost instantly to the contact, too close for comfort, but 
if Tommy took note of this he gave no sign. He was perhaps two inches 
shorter than she, so his face nuzzled in the curve of her neck, his upper 
chest pressing tightly against the yielding swells of her soft breasts, his 
thighs brushing teasingly against her own. In spite of the fact that she was 
taken aback by the boldness of the boy's embrace, Jenny could not deny the 
troubling little tingles of pleasure that darted over her flesh at his 
hands' gently caressing her back, his loins brushing up suggestively against 
the sensitive inner softness of her thighs. And she was almost disappointed 
when, just as she'd forced herself to relax, the song came to an abrupt end 
and without hesitation the combo broke into another loud, psychedelic rock 
tune.


Hardly even breaking his own movements, Tommy swung back a step away from 
her, his body slipping freely into a gyrating motion that found a focal 
point at his pelvis, his bell bottom trousers flapping around his calves and 
ankles with the shuffling steps of his feet on the hard wood floor.


"Come on, Miss Lane!" he gasped. "I know you can dance to this too."


For an instant Jenny froze, aware now that almost everyone else on the dance 
floor, not to mention the onlookers from the side, was watching her. And 
though it had been a long time, she knew she could do it. There'd been a 
time near the end of nursing school that she'd done a lot of partying, that 
at the very beginning of the era of psychedelic music, and it hadn't changed 
that much. But still she hesitated. It seemed, though she couldn't put her 
finger on what it was that troubled her, that by indulging she would be 
getting into something, that she would be taking a step over some unseen and 
unidentified barrier, and she was about to make an adamant refusal and walk 
off the basketball court when out of the corner of her eye she noted that 
Mac had returned. Red-faced, he was standing beneath the goal at the end of 
the court. It was obvious that he completely disapproved, and absurd as it 
seemed, was even jealous.


It was in almost subconscious reaction that Jenny looked back at Tommy, her 
eyes narrowed and sparkling, and began a sensuously undulating movement of 
her own full ripe buttocks, her upper torso swaying in a lusty counter 
motion, her full breasts trembling in invitation as she let the driving 
music pervade her spirit and find primitive and lovely interpretation in the 
uninhibited response of her flesh.


Aware that she and Tommy now had the almost complete attention of the other 
students, who weren't even dancing, Jenny closed her eyes and tried to let 
herself go completely, the sensuous writhings of her tall voluptuous body an 
act of gentle flowing, her breasts bouncing in arched invitation, her own 
flesh tingling in a forbidden pleasure she derived from the sheer paganism 
of the movements of her body, heightened by the astonished attention of the 
young boy students.


Then as that song came to an end and she paused, gasping for breath, her 
face shining with a thin coating of perspiration, the breathless nurse felt 
a rushing of warmth in her breasts as she heard the eager cheers of the 
students, who'd moved into a vague circle around her and Tommy. Exhausted, 
she acknowledged their applause and started to make her way out of the 
circle toward her boy friend, who now stood, scowling, at the refreshment 
table. Then little Craig Phillips, his cute face beaming, stepped in front 
of her to physically block her passage. "Dance with me now, Miss Lane." "Oh 
no, I really can't do that again." "Of course you can," the boy said 
eagerly. "It isn't fair if you don't."


"Yeah. Come on, Miss Lane!" someone else echoed behind her.


"We want Miss Lane!" another youngster shouted, clapping his hands.


"Please?" Craig said. "You're a better dancer than any of these girls here."


Blushing with pride, Jenny glanced back at Mac just long enough to note his 
continued anger. She wet her lips suggestively with her tongue, still 
gasping to catch her breath, and nodded her consent.


Mac MacDonald maneuvered his Chevy station wagon into the little clearing in 
the grove overlooking the lake, cut the engine, then for almost a full 
minute stared silently into the darkness. Beside him, about the middle of 
the front seat, Jenny waited patiently.


"Well, you were the life of the party," he said finally, turning toward her 
with a scowl that had seemed etched onto his face since the middle of the 
dance.


"Oh come on, Mac," Jenny purred almost sweetly. In the soft light her face 
seemed to shine, as did the soft white flesh of her neck, highlighted by the 
contrast with her dark, loosely cascading hair. "There wasn't anything 
serious about that. I was just trying to narrow the generation gap."


"Generation gap, my foot! You looked like a two-bit whore out there on that 
dance floor. I wonder what Superintendent Johnson would have thought if he'd 
seen the way you were carrying on with those kids."


"I frankly don't care what Superintendent Johnson would have thought. Or 
anybody else for the matter. And if you brought me all the way up here to 
lovers' leap - where you've been getting very much out of hand recently, I 
might add - to give me a morals lecture, then I'd just as soon you drove me 
back to my apartment right now."


After a long silence, Mac's lips relaxed into a weak smile. Strange as it 
seemed, the very qualities that vexed him about Jenny were also the ones 
that appealed to him. He liked her independence and her daring, of which 
tonight's episode had been a fine example, and he supposed part of the 
reason he'd been angered by her dancing was the sheer frustration of 
watching that sensuously curved body, which in spite of all his efforts he 
hadn't been able to possess in the way he was determined to.


"Mac, I like those children and I want to be able to get closer to them. I 
feel there was a great barrier broken down by what I did tonight. And if you 
can't see that, I think you're blinded by some silly, old fashioned 
jealousy."


"I'm blinded all right," he conceded. "By jealousy and desire. But I didn't 
bring you up here to lecture you."


"Oh Mac," she said, shaking her head as he leaned suddenly toward her.


Jenny tried too late to wriggle away. She opened her mouth in protest but 
there wasn't a chance for her to get the words out. Mac's lips covered hers, 
his tongue moving swiftly between her teeth, and she felt his hand dropping 
beneath her arm, squeezing the soft pliable flesh of her back to pull her 
body forcibly toward his own. As she still squirmed feebly in resistance, 
she felt an involuntary hastening of her breathing and even as she tried to 
pull her lips away from his, she pressed her full firm breasts snuggly up 
against his muscular chest. Though she would never have admitted it to Mac, 
Jenny had been strangely excited by her contact with the young boys at the 
dance, and she knew that right now she was in a dangerously susceptible 
state. Her defenses were down and she was going to have to be very careful. 
She didn't want to make a mistake tonight, in the heat of passion, that 
tomorrow she would regret.


"Oh Jenny, Jenny," Mac said softly, moving his lips from her mouth to her 
cheek, breathing hotly into her ear and sending the first stirring chills of 
pleasure dancing teasingly down her spine.


Then her body stiffened as one of his hands dropped between their straining 
torsos to press fully up against the trembling swell of one of her breasts, 
the friction of the brassiere cup over her sensitive little nipple prompting 
it to a sudden tingling rigidity. The young nurse gasped, shaking her head 
feebly in protest. Somehow the present contact called to mind the feel of 
young Tommy Turner's small body pressed so tightly against hers during that 
first slow song they'd danced to, yet now in her memory the forbidden wisps 
of pleasure she'd experienced then were compounded and heightened, and only 
increased her sheerly physical responses now to the sensations of Mac's hand 
on her swollen breast, eagerly massaging it as his fingers began to fumble 
with the top button of her blouse.


"No, Mac," she whispered. "Don't do that." "Shhhhhhh." He blew into her ear, 
sending another wave of chills down her spine as the buttons flicked free 
from the holes and the thin white material parted slowly down between the 
voluptuous rises of the straining mounds.


Jenny shifted her body, almost sliding into a reclining position in the 
cramped front seat of the station wagon, now helplessly aware of the hard 
erection in Mac's trousers, bulging threateningly up against her own thighs 
that were revealed by the tight skirt worked far up above her knees.


"Stop it, Mac!" she gasped, trying to rally her resistance.


"No. I want to take your blouse off. And your brassiere. I want to see your 
breasts, Jenny, naked and free. That bra is just getting in the way, and I'm 
tired of having to paw around underneath it."


With a final effort Jenny wriggled suddenly away from her date, and moved to 
the opposite side of the car seat, her body trembling, her half-exposed 
breasts heaving with her strained gasps of breath. With a wounded look, Mac 
stared back at her, his eyes bright with desire.


"Come on, Jenny," he said in a soft cracking voice. "Why do you keep holding 
back? You know we like each other, and ... we're not children."


"You seem like one sometimes," she said with a quiet laugh. "You act like a 
little boy that wants a toy and won't be satisfied til he has it."


"I just want you," Mac said sincerely. "Or at least I want to feel like I'm 
making some progress."


Jenny hesitated, her eyes descending for an instant to the upthrust mounds 
of her breasts almost spilling over the tightly constricting cups of her 
brassiere, exposed by the blouse which was now open all the way down to 
where it tucked into her skirt. She liked Mac a lot. But she didn't like him 
this way. She'd had a couple of bad experiences during nurse's school and 
she'd made a vow to herself that the next time she went to bed with a man it 
was going to be because she loved him. It was going to be for keeps. And she 
didn't feel that way about Mac. But she had led him on, because he was the 
most agreeable companion available during the last couple of months. She did 
owe him something, though she knew anything she did to encourage him now 
would only compound the problem.


"Take me home, Mac," she said. "Please!"


"Jenny!"


She nodded. "All right." She pushed the blouse softly open and let it fall 
away from her smoothly rounded shoulders. "But I won't go any further." With 
trembling fingers Jenny reached up behind her back and took hold of the snap 
of the clinging brassiere, now all that stood before complete exposure of 
her voluptuously inviting torso. Then she paused. "You have to promise: 
nothing below the waist."


"What the hell kind of thing is that to a guy."


"You have to promise," she repeated tersely, making a subtle motion as if 
she were about to remove her hand from the bra snap.


In an expression of complete exasperation, Mac nodded. "All right! All 
right, I promise! Just take it off and let's climb over in back."


With a deft flick Jenny undid the snap and shook the straps off her arms. 
The cups fell suddenly away, completely revealing the ripe upthrust mounds, 
standing full and proud with no real need of mechanical support, the nipples 
perking instantly rigid at their contact with the cool night air.


The lust-crazed excitement in Mac's face causing 'new ripples of excitement 
to flood through her half-revealed body, Jenny looked back with narrowed 
eyes, faintly shaking her head. "But I'm not getting back there. Forget that 
right now. You made me a promise and you're going to keep it." Then she 
raised her arms slowly, lifting her long dark hair off the cream-whiteness 
of her shoulders in a wantonly suggestive gesture, her lips pursed and 
sultry, the movement of her arms arching her breasts even more temptingly as 
Mac leaned his face forward.


Jenny's body tensed, a gasp swelling in her throat as she gazed down and 
watched Mac's tongue flick from his lips, felt the sudden tantalizing 
contact as it brushed wetly over the little perforated nipple-bud. A small 
tremor of delight shook her body as his lips came into greater contact with 
the sensitive bud, sucking it between them, his tongue still twirling madly 
about it. She moaned then, arching her shoulders back to thrust her 
trembling breasts out even more prominently as Mac reached up to massage the 
other one, his slightly calloused palm creating an intense friction as it 
moved up and down over the nipple. Purring softly, she almost closed her 
eyes, dropping her arms to cradle his head gently against her, squirming her 
torso as he moved his mouth to the other swollen half-moon, making soft 
mutterings in his throat as he sucked even harder, then nibbled gently with 
his teeth to cause Jenny to cry out in a mingling of pain and even more 
gripping passion at the sudden intensification of the tingling sensation on 
her nipples.


For a moment she blanked her mind, letting herself enjoy without reservation 
the purely physical aspects of the sensation. It was a daydream effect of 
being hardly more than half-conscious, and mingling with the now sharpened 
tingles of pleasure, as Mac began to suck and fondle her breasts in earnest, 
were strangely fleeting recollections of the party she and Mac had 
chaperoned, distant recollections of touches, unintentional and inadvertent, 
of the forbidden and exciting contact she'd made, however cautiously, with 
the boys with whom she'd danced. Now, somehow, that all mingled without 
boundaries with this in drearn-like free association.


Then suddenly Jenny was wrenched back to the present. She gasped aloud, her 
eyes opening again, her thighs clamping tightly together as Mac's hand 
started to inch up their inner softness beneath her skirt.


"Mac, you promised!"


She seized his arm, struggling with all her might against the unwelcome 
invasion, her defenses weakened from the continued mad sucking on one of her 
exposed and swollen nipples. For a moment there was a stalemate as Mac 
refused to yield, his fingers touching the taut tendon of one of her inner 
thighs less than an inch away from the tight legband of her panties, his 
tongue still twirling wetly around the swollen corona of her nipple.


Then with a final effort she managed to push his hand down from between the 
softness of her thighs, feeling a nag of frustration at its removal.


Mac straightened up slowly, leaving her tingling breasts wet and shiny with 
the saliva that coated her throbbing nipples. He bit his lip, staring in a 
mixture of disappointment and rage.


"For chrissakes, Jenny. You're not going to stop me now?"


"You promised, Mac."


"But what kind of a promise is that?"


"I know." She cast her eyes solemnly away. Leaving her brassiere lying in 
the floor board, she retrieved the blouse and pulled it over her shoulders 
and began to button it up the front. "That was a crazy thing for me to do. I 
don't know why I did it."


Mac reached to the crotch of his trousers to make an adjustment, then slid 
sullenly back behind the wheel of the car. Jenny put her brassiere in her 
purse as he started the engine and backed out of lover's lane.


Chapter Two


Craig Phillips whistled quietly as he strode down the dark street back from 
his girl friend Karen's house. He'd gotten his hand inside her brassiere 
tonight for the first time! Her tits weren't half as big as they looked. Not 
that she wore falsies or anything, the bra just made them look fuller and 
more pointed. But it had still turned him on more than anything he'd ever 
done in his life. He loved the way her little nipple rose beneath his 
fingertips, and the way her whispers of protest had slowly become soft moans 
of passion. But he knew it was still a long way from feeling of a girl's 
breasts to actually getting into her panties, which was what Craig really 
wanted - now more than ever before in his young life. Tommy Turner had 
gotten his first piece last week. Somehow that made getting laid seem like a 
reality instead of just the fantasy it had always been before.


As he rounded the corner beneath the old elm tree to turn up toward his 
parents' house, Craig stopped suddenly, moving a few paces back into the 
shadows. Mac MacDonald and Miss Lane, the school nurse, were standing on the 
front steps before the entrance to the small apartment building where she 
lived. And though he couldn't distinguish exactly what they were saying, 
even from the low tones of their voices it was obvious they were having an 
argument -and from the way Mac had his hand about her slim waist, trying to 
pull her body to his, Craig was pretty sure it was sex they were arguing 
about.


Almost breathless, the young boy waited, motionless in the dense shadows of 
the elm. Miss Lane was struggling, not violently, but it was apparent she 
was putting a lot of effort into resisting. And it was just as obvious that 
Mr. MacDonald was very pissed off. Craig didn't think he'd ever forget the 
look on his face when he'd seen Miss Lane first dancing with Tommy Turner, 
snuggled up against him so close it looked like they were about to do it 
right there on the dance floor. Then later when she was dancing with Craig 
himself to that Rolling Stones song - boy! did she ever know how to move her 
body! And the whole time Mac just stood there watching her and sulking.


There probably wasn't a boy in the whole school who hadn't dreamed one time 
or another about getting it on with Miss Lane. She just had something over 
these thirteen and fourteen year olds, and you couldn't help thinking that 
because she was a nurse and knew about medicine and health, she would also 
know about sex. There'd always been a lot of speculation as to whether she 
was really sleeping with Mac, who, though he was a nice enough guy for a 
teacher, was sort of a cornball. But from the looks of what was happening 
across the street, Craig would just about bet that she wasn't.


Suddenly Mac turned the school nurse loose, letting her take a couple of 
steps away from him. He said something else, raising his voice even louder, 
though Craig still couldn't distinguish the actual words, then turned 
abruptly and stalked back up the walk. Miss Lane watched him get into his 
car and slam the door, then she turned and let herself into the building. 
Mr. MacDonald started the motor up and spun away, leaving a good strip of 
rubber, and on the ground floor at the rear left corner of the apartment 
building Craig saw the lights go up.


For a few moments longer the teenage boy waited in the shadows, staring 
intently across at the bright light pouring from the window. The apartment 
building was flanked on that side by about ten feet of lawn, bounded by a 
hedge, and the next lot was the construction site for another apartment 
building, still unfinished. He knew the thoughts going through his mind 
could get him into very bad trouble, but he couldn't resist pondering the 
possibilities. It seemed only logical that the rear corner room of an 
apartment building like this, entered from the front, would be the bedroom.


And the light was too bright. It just couldn't be that bright if the window 
was covered by a shade or curtain!


Craig took a deep breath, moistening his lips, which had become suddenly 
very dry. His palms felt sweaty and there was a fluttering in his stomach. 
Again he remembered the way Miss Lane had looked dancing with him to that 
Stones' record, the way her breasts had trembled and bounced with the 
writhing movements of her body, the way when she'd turned her back to him 
and thrust her butt back and wiggled it he could see her ass-cheeks 
clenching, sharply defined in the tight-fitting skirt she wore, the two 
rounded lines angling upward making a crease in the material to mark the 
legbands of her panties. And right now she might be taking off that skirt 
before she got into bed. He had to find out; he had to see it if he could. 
It was more than he could resist.


Resolved, though he was still so nervous he could hardly breathe, the young 
teenager strode across the street and made his way up, opposite the hedge, 
carefully avoiding the lumber piles and the scraps of bent pipe that, had he 
stepped on them, could have made a sound to give him away. Then just as he 
reached the rear of the lot and crouched to peer through the hedge, the 
lights went down. Craig whispered a soft curse and almost turned away 
without even looking. Then he realized that all wasn't lost. It was just a 
glimpse as she moved past the window. But he could still see. Somewhere in 
the room a lamp was still lit, or a candle. And Nurse Lane was wearing 
nothing but her brassiere and panties!


Still crouched, Craig moved several feet down along the hedge to a position 
that afforded him a better view of the bedroom. He gasped, feeling his young 
hardness surge to an immediate throbbing ridgity at the lust-arousing sight 
that greeted him.


The school nurse was still clad in her brassiere and panties, her amber 
flesh glowing in the dim light. At the instant Craig got into position where 
he was able to see her, she was reaching up behind her back to undo the 
brassiere. She flicked the snap loose, allowing the cups to fall partly away 
from the full, upthrust mounds, then worked the straps off the softness of 
her shoulders and let the brassiere fall lightly away to the floor, 
revealing the most beautiful pair of breasts Craig had ever seen in his life 
- even in pictures. The nipples were wide mauve circles, swollen already to 
ripe points; around them the skin was not quite as dark as that of her 
smooth stomach and shapely thighs, but there was a natural richness of hues 
and tones even on the most private areas of her body that would be concealed 
by a bikini when she sun-bathed.


Now nothing remained but the flimsily clinging panties, so transparent that 
even in this light Craig could see the outline of her soft black cunt-hair 
nestled between her full swelling thighs. It was the closest the adolescent 
had ever come to actually seeing a woman's pussy, except in pictures of 
course, and now the sight was almost driving him out of his mind. Then he 
almost groaned aloud with excitement as Miss Lane slipped her thumbs into 
the thin elastic waistband of the panties, fiddling with them teasingly, 
drawing them slowly down from the dark little hole of her navel, off the 
striking flare of her pelvis until Craig could just distinguish a few soft 
curls of pubic hair.


Then she paused, her face sultry, eyes narrowed, as she gazed down at the 
near nakedness of her voluptuous body. It seemed, though at first Craig was 
sure it must only be his own imagination, that she was playing with the 
panties as if performing a striptease act before an appreciative audience. 
Her hips were swaying gently as if in subtle variation to the wild gyrations 
with which she'd astonished and thrilled all the kids at the dance. It 
seemed as if she were making the faintest undulating movements, almost 
hunching, and her breasts rose and fell with strained and excited breathing, 
as if her whole body was trembling with welling passion that would burst 
forth suddenly in an explosion of lust and motion. But still Craig assumed 
that must be just the produce of his own feverish imagination.


What happened during the next fifteen or twenty minutes was almost more than 
the young boy could believe.


Jenny didn't know what had happened tonight. The whole affair seemed like a 
dream, something she'd imagined and thought for a few moments was real, then 
with relief had discovered was not. And the two aspects of it, her outburst 
of dancing at the party and what had happened later in the car were not 
separate; they were, by strands she didn't yet comprehend, intricately 
interwoven. And the way she felt now, every inch of her naked flesh 
tingling, a fluttering of anxiety and passion mingling in her loins and 
permeating her whole body and being, was more than just a result of the 
physical contact with the young boys and later with Mac. The lust she felt 
now had been here before that began. It was this that somehow even without 
her being aware of it as a motive had driven her to become the life and 
scandal of the party. And Mac was right about that. If Superintendent 
Johnson had seen the way she was dancing with Tommy Turner and Craig 
Phillips, rubbing her body against theirs, writhing like a sacrificial 
virgin offered up before them, he would have been unhappy with very just 
cause. And it was still the original unfocused desire that had driven her to 
the sheer lunacy of stripping the upper half of her body naked, allowing Mac 
complete freedom to kiss and suck and feel her breasts, then refusing him 
when he tried to go further. The entire evening was a montage of 
lust-inspired paradox. And it had not been resolved; the lust remained 
stronger than ever.


But now, though she still didn't want to admit that to herself, the lust had 
found focus.


Jenny sighed deeply, an electric anticipation rising in her breasts as she 
gazed down at the near nakedness of her body, her thumbs lifting the tight 
elastic waistband of the panties away from her smooth dark flesh so she 
could peer down into the soft forbidden strands of her pubic hair. Then 
slowly she peeled the panties down over the ripe fullness of her buttocks 
and the length of her silken thighs. She left the candle on the night stand 
burning and lay down on the bed, still not pulling the covers up, still 
gazing with her wantonly glazed eyes at her own naked loveliness. She knew 
what was going to happen next. She hadn't done it in so long; she'd never 
thought she would succumb to the temptation again. But she had to have 
something tonight, some kind of relief from the terrible desire that gripped 
her, no matter how depraved and degrading the act she had to commit to 
attain it.


Jenny sucked her breath in softly, her fingers trembling as she raised one 
of her hands to the wide-set mounds of her breasts, her fingers flicking 
teasingly over the already rigid nipples to cause every inch of her naked 
flesh to shiver with the darting chills that spread outward from the 
sensitive little buds. She sighed, squirming her hips down against the 
mattress as she continued for a moment to stroke first one and then the 
other richly toned nipple-points. Then her hand trailed teasingly lower over 
the smooth warm flesh of her naked belly, the fingers brushing lightly into 
the sparsely curling strands of hair nestled between her amber thighs.


She hesitated, waging a little battle in her mind against the depraved and 
obscene temptation that gripped her; then in a sudden eager motion she 
admitted final defeat and darted her finger quickly downward between her 
widespread thighs. Her body stiffened at the first shocking contact of her 
middle finger over the tiny twitching bud of her clitoris. A tremor of 
longing coursed out suddenly from the swollen bud, saturating every inch of 
her burning flesh. She'd already been through too much tonight. Though she'd 
managed to control herself with Mac, that ordeal had put a fine edge on her 
lust. There'd just been too much stimulation, and her whole body was like a 
tightly wound coil. The first touch on her sensitive little clitoris was 
what snapped it.


Jenny moaned softly as her finger began to brush and stroke slowly over the 
twitching bud. Her buttocks began to move in a gently undulating motion on 
the bed as she stroked back and forth, her fingers moving lower and lower 
down along the moistly forbidden slit of her pussy, parting the dark little 
curls of pubic hair and starting to spread the already lustfully moistened 
lips.


Now the undeniable chills of delight coursing out from her aching loins 
prompted even more strained whimpers as she began to spread the freely 
flowing moisture up and down over her sensitive pussy-flesh, her fingers 
darting teasingly into the yielding little slit as she arched her satiny 
buttocks with suddenly increased urgency up off the mattress, her thighs 
parting wider as her fingers began their first shocking probes up into the 
softly clasping orifice.


Another surge of guilt welled in Jenny as she realized that she'd gone too 
far. Now there was no stopping herself. Though she'd almost consciously 
decided that she would have to masturbate, she'd somehow managed to keep her 
awareness suspended, and now it struck her in all its sordidness. Yet her 
guilt and revulsion did nothing to quell the little shivers of pleasure that 
pervaded every voluptuous inch of her nakedly writhing body.


Jenny gasped as her finger wormed slowly deeper up into her yielding cuntal 
flesh, her thumb keeping up an intense friction over her clitoris as she 
arched her hips even higher in eager hunching motions. She sank the finger 
slowly to the last knuckle up into her sensitive flesh, then with a soft 
whimper surrendered completely to her obscene longing and began a lewd 
undulation as she started to finger-fuck with smooth, even strokes in and 
out of the tightly clasping pussy-lips.


Little moans of passion and lust poured incessantly from her throat as the 
young nurse began to masturbate in earnest. Her eyes and teeth clenched and 
she thrashed her body wildly as her depraved pleasure overcame her. Grunts 
of salacious joy spewed from her lips and her fingers darted swiftly in and 
out of the tightly trembling opening of her cunt. Her face was flushed, 
shining with a thin coat of perspiration as she began to strain, groaning in 
frustration and worming her finger deeper and deeper up into her warmly 
quivering pussy. She tossed her head wildly back and forth, her long black 
hair whipping over the naked whiteness of her shoulders as she increased the 
rapid finger-fucking rhythm.


Jenny lifted her head off the pillow and gazed down between the quivering 
mounds of her breasts, an obscene thrill coursing through her at the 
perverse picture of her own middle finger thrusting in and out of the widely 
parted lips of her cunt. Now her body was thrashing savagely on the 
mattress, her loins thrusting upward to the lewd probing strokes that 
penetrated deeper and deeper into the quivering inner flesh. The pink lips 
of her vagina flowered open to give her an even greater access to the 
sensitive cuntal depths and the continued maddening strokes of her thumb 
over the little twitching pleasure-bud of her clitoris was almost driving 
her out of her mind with unsatiated need. Her lust had become like a fiery 
hot ball in her belly and now her body screamed for release. Nothing 
mattered but to still this crazed hunger that had engulfed her, and she was 
almost crying in response to the unfulfilled passion that surged through the 
warmly pulsating flesh of her desire-tortured pussy.


Then suddenly Jenny's whole naked body tensed, shuddering; it seemed to 
uncoil in a whiplash motion as her legs scissored open and closed on her 
wildly fucking fingers. She felt the rising tide begin deep in her belly, 
spontaneous contortions racking her voluptuous flesh as she fought and 
strained for the release which at last seemed imminent.


But still she floundered for what seemed an eternity in the unbearable 
craving, finger-fucking even more viciously into her trembling cuntal 
softness, her other hand roving and stroking madly over the naked round 
curves of her body, massaging and crushing the voluptuous mounds of her 
breasts, tweaking the tingling nipples to even hotter rigidity.


Then a desperate cry burst from her throat and she drew her finger almost 
out of her wetly trembling pussy-lips, stroking it in a staccato motion over 
the swollen bud of her clitoris to send new thrills darting from the 
pulsating depths of her vagina through every lust-tortured fiber of her 
flesh and being. She rubbed her thumb rapidly back and forth over her turgid 
clitoris, sobbing and moaning in quivering frustration as the relief still 
hovered beyond her reach.


She gave out suddenly with an almost hideous moan as she shoved her middle 
finger savagely back into the open cuntal mouth and screamed in wanton 
abandon to the lewd fantasy that suddenly engulfed her, filling her at once 
with joy and terror. She didn't even want to put the picture into words in 
her mind and even as she strained for release she tried to fight the 
obscenely compelling vision down to obscurity. But it was there, fixed, 
clearly and vivid as the recollection of dancing with the little boys, of 
writhing and twisting her own body in the heat of her wanton display, or 
snuggling against them in tight and lewd embrace on the slow songs. The 
fantasy was only a few easy steps from what she'd already done tonight.


"Oh god, oh god," she moaned involuntarily.


Suddenly Jenny's breasts began to heave and quiver with the insane tossing 
of her body as she lunged her hips up and down in a frenzied hunching 
motion. Then it began, a deep trembling up inside her loins that surfaced 
swiftly in a volcano of elation, bursting forth in a breathtaking tidal wave 
of searingly indescribable sensation that poured out through all of her 
madly thrashing body. The clasping lips of her cunt worked and sucked 
hungrily at the rapid fucking of her finger, her breath rasping in short 
frenzied gasps as the powerful lightning-like sensations jolted her to a sea 
of depraved bliss. She cried out deliriously, wallowing lewdly in the 
obscene ecstasy of self-inspired climax, her fingers still working eagerly 
in and out of the warm flesh of her loins. Her other hand coursed up and 
down over the softly tingling curves of her body, returning to crush and 
massage again over her trembling breasts as the violent orgasm continued to 
shake her. Then at last the tortured brunette sank down in exhaustion on the 
bed, dropping her head back on the pillow. With an effort, she leaned over 
and blew out the candle on the night stand, little spasms of pleasure 
continuing to course outward from her loins for several minutes as she 
panted and gasped to catch her breath.


Then, her unwelcome desire satiated for the moment, the guilt welled up 
suddenly in her breasts at the realization of the depths of depravity she'd 
sunk to in having to resort to such a perverted act in order to satisfy the 
forbidden lust she was only just now becoming fully aware of. And even more 
poignant than the guilt was the chilling apprehension at that realization.


Craig Phillip's mouth was dry and he could almost feel the pounding of his 
heart in his chest. Still crouched behind the hedge he got one last glimpse 
of the school nurse's voluptuously naked body as she leaned over to blow out 
the candle. Then through the window he saw only darkness.


Craig stood up slowly and moved back along the hedge toward the street. He 
still could hardly believe what he'd just witnessed, and he knew the other 
kids were going to think he was either crazy or an outright liar when he 
told them what he'd seen. Who would ever think such a good-looking woman as 
Miss Lane would have to finger-fuck herself to get her kicks? But it had 
happened right before his eyes, and he'd never seen anything so exciting in 
his life. His balls were aching and his cock throbbed, and he could feel the 
wetness in his underpants where the seminal fluid had seeped out. It had 
been almost all he could do to keep from jacking off himself there near the 
end when Miss Lane was really going out of her mind and tossing and hunching 
as she began to build toward her climax.


Chapter Three


Jenny Lane was only mildly surprised the following Tuesday afternoon when 
she got home from school and found the letter with the local postmark in the 
mailbox. She had no idea who could be writing her, for she had almost no 
contacts in town except for the people she knew through the school, so she 
concluded it must be some kind of advertisement. She tossed it onto the 
coffee table in the living room, put the water to run in the bath and 
stripped out of her white uniform. She'd virtually forgotten about the 
letter until she got back from her bath, her hair wrapped in a towel, her 
soft brown skin still damp and hardly concealed beneath the flimsy robe she 
wore. Casually she picked up the envelope and tore it open. Then her face 
went white and she felt a sudden nausea in her stomach.


It was not the short note that first seized her attention and prompted the 
reaction of sheer panic, but the crude sketch done on a small section of 
parchment-like drawing paper. The young nurse could hardly believe what she 
saw. Though the artist was not talented, his intent was clear enough. The 
sketch was done in an exaggerated style, like a cartoon, and depicted a 
naked, full-breasted woman lying on a bed. Her hair had been inked in black 
to define her as a brunette, like Jenny. Her thighs were spread wide apart, 
her hips arched upward off the mattress. One of her hands caressed her 
breasts, the other lay between the parted thighs. There was one other 
pertinent and chilling detail to the sketch. A calender on the wall behind 
the bed had a date circled, and it took only a moment's counting for Jenny 
to ascertain that was the date of the party - the night Jenny had made such 
a spectacle of herself dancing with the junior high boys she was supposed to 
be chaperoning, the night she had stripped off her blouse and brassiere to 
let Mac have free access to her breasts, the night she'd succumbed to 
temptation and masturbated so obscenely. And now suddenly she wanted to cry 
in shame again, as she'd almost done that night after she'd finished 
finger-fucking herself. Because there was only one explanation for this 
sketch. The circled date was no coincidence.


Somebody had seen her. Somebody must have watched that whole terrible, 
private display.


Then through teared eyes Jenny read the short note that accompanied the 
sketch.


Dear Miss Lane,


This sketch should speak for itself. As a long time admirer of yours I'm 
very surprised such a beautiful woman like yourself has to do herself with 
her finger in order to get any satisfaction. I'd like to offer my services, 
which I think you'll enjoy even better.


Come to the old drive-in outside of town at ten tonight (you'll get this 
Tuesday). Please be on time. If you aren't, the whole town will be talking 
about you.


Admirer


Jenny was trembling as she placed the note and the obscene sketch back onto 
the table, the shame and humiliation she'd at first experienced giving way 
gradually to an even more crushing sensation of helplessness. There was no 
telling what kind of a person might have written the note. It was logical to 
assume that he was a window-peeper, watching her probably from across the 
hedge that separated the apartment lawn from the adjoining construction 
sight, and of course Jenny now realized that it had been sheer madness for 
her to have done what she did that night without even bothering to make sure 
the curtains were closed over the window. But she hadn't been thinking 
pragmatically at the time - to the contrary, had hardly been capable of 
thinking at all in the state of delirium and lust which had finally prompted 
her to stoop to committing the depraved act in which she had been caught. It 
now occurred to her that this might not even have been the first time her 
privacy had been so intruded. Because of the fact that she had no next door 
neighbors and had never even considered the possibility of someone lurking 
around the half-finished apartment building after working hours, she'd never 
been concerned about keeping the curtain pulled over her window. This 
terrible person, whoever he was, might have been watching her periodically 
throughout the entire semester. But what kind of person would do such a 
thing? And what terrible price might he demand from her to keep his silence 
about what he'd seen?


It was a moonless night and the stars were obscured by a thick layer of 
clouds. It was cool and there was a soft, chilling breeze in the air. The 
old drive-in theater where Jenny had been instructed to appear had gone the 
way of so many other theaters during the fifties. In the light of day it 
rendered a chilling evocation of decay, of an age past, as if it were an 
ancient monument to a civilization long dead, but now in the darkness it was 
even more an eerie setting. The spacious lot before the looming screan, 
marked by still-standing speaker posts though the boxes for the most part 
had long ago been ripped away, now looked to Jenny the darkest and loneliest 
place in the world.


She pulled her car to a stop before the screen and cut off the engine, 
shivering half from the cold and half from her own gripping terror. When she 
remembered and turned off her headlights the initial darkness was almost 
impenetrable. Then gradually her eyes adjusted until she was once more able 
to make out the aspects of scene around her.


The unhappy young nurse had been afraid to come, but even more afraid not 
to. She'd been on edge all evening, the seconds marked by the ticking of her 
alarm clock, which in her heightened state of emotion sounded for all the 
world like a giant gong. She'd carried on a terrible debate in her mind, 
knowing it could be foolish for her to follow the demands of the note, 
knowing that if her tormentor was a window-peeper it was also logical to 
assume he was some kind of pervert. And there was no guessing what he might 
ask in exchange for his silence. But it wasn't unreasonable to doubt that it 
might be some depraved act Jenny wouldn't have been emotionally able to 
submit to even if she did decide to prostitute herself in order to avoid the 
scandal that would certainly ensue if the blackmailer told what he knew. 
Even if his story was not actually believed, the mere suggestion would be 
enough to ruin Jenny in a small town like this, the situation complicated by 
the fact that she worked at the junior high school and was responsible for 
the health and to a certain degree the moral, or at least emotional, 
guidance of local children in a vulnerable and formative age group.


But by the same token, Jenny knew she would not have any peace if she didn't 
follow the instructions set down in the note. In spite of the danger, she 
had to make at least some effort to confront her problem. Had she not come, 
she would virtually have been afraid to remain at home in her apartment 
through the night. The uncertainty seemed to pose a threat almost as 
poignant as any physical harm that might befall her at this frightening and 
deserted spot.


Jenny waited inside the car. Now the seconds seemed to be ticking off in her 
own mind, yet still at a disturbing volume. As her eyes gradually became 
better accustomed to the lack of light, she began to scan the terrain of the 
lot, searching the shadows for any sign of movement. There was nothing. It 
seemed that she was completely alone and at that prospect she was gripped by 
another paradoxical set of emotions. She felt a superficial relief, but that 
was greatly overshadowed by something strangely akin to disappointment. 
Rationally she knew the relief could only be temporary, but that was not 
really the source of her contradictory feelings either. Her dread was 
strangely an anticipation. Jenny couldn't understand it herself.


At last, trembling, she opened the car and got out. Again a shiver went 
through the shapely woman's body. She wore a light, sleeveless blouse and a 
modest skirt, which was not quite enough. She regretted now that she hadn't 
brought a wrap.


Slowly Jenny again let her gaze drift over the parking lot, but there was 
still no sign of life.


Then she turned and walked toward the dark movie screen, her shoes crunching 
softly in the gravel, her anxiety now almost unbearable. He wasn't here, she 
thought. He hadn't come. And she felt almost as if she'd been stood up. She 
felt denied.


Jenny sank down on a low wooden bench situated before the old concession 
stand, despair coming over her. She didn't know what in the world she could 
do next. The prospect of going back to her apartment and waiting alone there 
was more than she could face. Of course there was always Mac, but she had 
been avoiding him since the night of the party, and she certainly didn't 
want to have to go through a wrestling match to keep his hands off her body 
in her present state of emotions.


Narrow-eyed, Jenny gazed down at the soft curves of her body, her breasts 
swelling tightly in the sweater, her thighs half-revealed by the skirt. A 
strange and disquieting vision flashed in her mind: what would she have 
done, she wondered, if the blackmailer had shown up and demanded she make 
love to him? Would she have been able to submit? And in some masochistic 
fashion would she have enjoyed it? She could hardly even imagine now how 
long it had been since she'd gone to bed with a man.


She refused in her mind to count up the months. But thus far she'd managed 
to resist the temptation. She'd made her vow and, difficult as it had been, 
she had kept it. And she had been tempted, even with Mac. But what would 
happen if she were given no choice, if she were forced to break the 
resolution she had made so long ago?


As that train of thought clouded the mental picture of the more important 
aspects of her dilemma, Jenny was suddenly startled by a soft and distant 
sound, yet none the less vivid and alarming. She looked up quickly. Once 
more her eyes scanned the dark, deserted-looking lot, searching for a sign 
of movement in the shadows.


Then she heard the sound again, a soft crunching on gravel. Slowly the dark 
shadowy figure emerged, far across the lot, walking toward her. Breathless, 
her heart pounding wildly in her breasts, Jenny waited, now again gripped 
with fear and dread, almost ready to bolt and run for her car.


Then she could hardly believe her eyes as the form took shape. It was a boy. 
Craig Phillips!


Jenny's first response was contrary to anything she might have expected. 
Instead of being relieved that she at least didn't have to fear physically 
for herself, she experienced only a terrible welling of shame and 
humiliation at the thought that one of the young boys she'd danced with 
Saturday, with whom she had enjoyed such a thrilling and forbidden pleasure, 
should have seen her degrading performance in her bedroom. The thought of 
this disgrace was more dreadful than any fear of physical harm. That one of 
the young boys from school could have seen her masturbating, writhing and 
moaning and thrusting her own fingers in and out of her hotly seeping vagina 
in the lewdest abandon, seemed the worst thing that could possibly have 
happened. There was nothing else to fear; the most terrible possible 
catastrophe seemed already to have occurred.


Speechless, Jenny waited as the young boy strode toward her, swaggering, a 
strange grin on his face in the darkness. She felt a constricting tightness 
in her throat and her heart was pounding even more wildly. The shame crushed 
and overwhelmed her.


"Hello, Miss Lane," Craig said when he was standing right before her, an 
incongruous leer in his eyes as he openly surveyed the straining mounds of 
her ripened breasts, thrust up high and pointed in her sweater by the flimsy 
brassiere she wore.


Jenny nodded, swallowing hard, finding it almost impossible to look the 
teenage boy in the eyes. It had not even remotely occurred to her that her 
blackmailer could have been one of the kids from the junior high school, 
though she now realized that should have been her most obvious and immediate 
conclusion. Window-peeping was almost a normal pastime for a youngster this 
age, a natural reflection of their all too natural curiosity about sex. And 
she knew she was an attractive woman, suspected even that she was somewhat 
of a sex symbol, to be held in awe by the students at school. It was only to 
be expected that sooner or later one of the young boys might get curious as 
to whether there was anything to be seen through her bedroom window. But it 
couldn't have happened at a worse time. In fact, Jenny realized somewhere in 
the back of her mind, she could find it almost pleasing to think of a cute 
young boy like Craig watching her undress, hungering after the lush curves 
of her body, thrilling as she removed her brassiere to reveal the 
voluptuously curved swells of her breasts and peeled the panties off the 
lush ripeness of her satiny buttocks to expose the shocking and compelling 
view of the forbidden, silken-haired softness between her thighs. There was 
something beautiful and innocent in that prospect, and now Jenny would 
almost have given her soul for that to have been all the teenager had 
witnessed.


"I thought you were getting lonely, judging from what I saw the other 
night," Craig said.


Jenny looked up at him suddenly. Though it was only a trace, she had 
detected a faint trembling in his voice as he said that. It occurred to her 
now that this might well be quite as outlandish a venture for the youngster 
as it was for her. Craig was only fourteen and in spite of the familiarity 
she'd seen between him and his girl friend, Karen, the perceptive nurse 
suspected the boy had hardly done more than steal goodnight kisses. And 
blackmailing the school nurse into sexual submission would be quite a feat 
for any freshman boy.


It was only then that another important aspect of this development occurred 
to Jenny: the physical danger she'd feared was non-existant, and though the 
young boy could do terrible damage to her reputation, his story would 
probably not be believed officially if she were adamant enough in her 
denial.


"You haven't told anyone what you saw the other night, have you?" Jenny 
asked, now watching the youngster slyly.


"Not yet," he said with a smug grin.


Jenny's eyes flared. As ashamed as she knew she must feel, she was still 
beginning to resent the invasion of her privacy, not to mention the fact 
that this little kid had scared her half out of her wits with the note he'd 
sent.


"Now just what do you mean by that?" she asked in a rising voice.


Craig looked back at her in astonishment, muted for a moment. Jenny's heart 
was still pounding just as furiously, but something was happening that she 
could hardly even understand herself. The adrenalin was rushing through her 
body, and in spite of everything, she was beginning to get very angry, and 
she was beginning to think she didn't much care what the boy threatened to 
tell about her. It was embarrassing, but masturbation was no crime. At least 
she hadn't hurt anyone else by her helpless yielding to the pressure of her 
temptation.


"What do you mean, I asked you," she snapped again.


"I'm ... I'm going to give you a little of what you really ... want," the 
youngster stammered, his face paling in the moonlight as Jenny rose from her 
seat on the bench.


Though it hadn't really occurred to her, she realized she was a good two 
inches taller than the young boy, and now that only added to her confidence 
as she glared, outraged, down into his eyes.


"You're going to give me what I want? And just what is that, Craig 
Phillips?"


Craig retreated a step from her as Jenny waited, fiery-eyed. He hesitated 
for a moment, swallowing so hard she could see his Adam's apple bob. Then he 
met her gaze again and spoke in a quivering voice: "I think you want to get 
fucked." He paused, wetting his hps. "I think you want to get fucked by one 
of us young boys you were dancing with that night before I saw you in your 
bedroom."


Jenny's hand moved with lightning swiftness and sounded like a whip as it 
cracked on Craig's cheek. She felt the little boy recoil beneath the slap, 
the crimson imprint of her palm rising on the side of his face, tears 
rushing spontaneously to his eyes.


"If you say one word to anybody about what you saw through that window I'll 
personally skin you alive, little boy!"


Jenny took another step toward him and the youngster retreated fearfully.


"But I thought ... ?"


"You thought what?" she asked and continued before he had time to answer: 
"Did you know that window-peeping is against the law? Did you know I could 
have you sent to reform school for what you've done?"


"I thought you wanted it," he stammered incredulously.


"I ought to turn you over my knee and give you a good spanking right now," 
Jenny continued, hardly able to even believe her attitude herself. "And 
don't think I'm not big enough to do just that either," she added.


"But Miss Lane!"


Jenny didn't think she had ever been so enraged in her life. The very idea 
that a kid like this would first intrude on her privacy, then try to 
blackmail her, and that he would suggest that he'd done it all because he 
thought she wanted it!


"Miss Lane!"


She reached out and grabbed him by the collar, jerking him suddenly toward 
her as he squirmed desperately to get away. She knew now she had nothing to 
fear from the fourteen year old; he'd virtually cowered before her the 
minute she became aggressive, and her confidence only seemed to make her 
more determined to get even with him for his odious and insulting scheme.


Jenny was only half-conscious of what she was doing as she dropped back down 
on the bench, tugging the helpless youngster with her. As he struggled to 
get free, she jerked his belt loose and clicked open the snap at the top of 
his trousers. They fell of their own accord as she pulled him from his feet 
to a belly-down position across her soft thighs, half exposed by the skirt 
which had worked far up above her knees as she sat down. Her breath coming 
in strained gasps, Jenny yanked the teenage boy's jockey shorts down off the 
white rounds of his buttocks. As he kicked and pleaded and protested, she 
began to spank, her palm making a loud smacking sound on the quivering 
ass-cheeks, prompting helpless moans and gasps from the little boy each time 
she struck.


It was over in a minute or so. Her hands trembling, she turned him loose. 
Craig slid off, almost to his knees, struggling to gain his balance and 
shamefully tugging up his trousers. Now the tears, more of shame and 
humiliation than actually physical pain, shone brightly on his face. Jenny's 
whole body was tingling; there was a mad look in her own eyes and her hand 
stung from the contact with his buttocks. Up between her thighs she could 
feel an inexplicably flowing moisture and her breath was coming m gasps.


My God, she thought, staring with incredulity at the youngster. I must be 
losing my mind.


Then, her hand still trembling, she reached out and drew him toward her. Too 
astonished to resist, the young boy yielded almost limply, watching with awe 
as the school nurse began to fumble with the zipper to his trousers.


Jill leaned slowly toward the young boy as her fingers slipped deftly into 
his fly. A voice in the back of her mind told her what she was doing was 
insane, but she didn't care. She didn't even know what had happened to her. 
The desire had crept over her without her knowledge. Now her whole body was 
on fire and she knew she had to do something, somehow had to compensate for 
the way she'd just punished and humiliated Craig. She knew something like 
that at his age, being spanked on the naked buttocks by a woman, could do 
irreparable damage. It might destroy his confidence to the extent he would 
never be able to handle himself well in the presence of women. It might even 
be the thing that triggered, or was a contributing influence in making a boy 
at least lean toward homosexuality. And she knew now that somehow she had to 
give him back his adolescent masculinity.


Jill felt the teenager's hips suddenly squirm excitedly as her fingers 
wrapped around the soft shaft of his penis, looming suddenly to a warmly 
pulsing erection. A little quiver of passion darted through Jenny's own body 
as she worked the youngster's jockey shorts down to expose the twitching 
shaft to her touch, bending it downward so that in a hard, springing motion 
it popped suddenly out of the zipper to stunning exposure, now fully erect, 
the small head engorged with blood.


Jenny gasped, hardly able to catch her breath as she gazed with narrowed and 
watering eyes down at the boy's long thin cock, the head smooth and pink 
with a little drop of seminal fluid glistening on the glans.


"God, Miss Lane," Craig gasped, his whole body trembling as Jenny lightly 
tugged at the loose foreskin, drawing it downward along the shaft.


For several moments as the youngster twitched and quivered before her, she 
manipulated the tender skin up and down in long smooth strokes, feeling the 
lust-inflamed hardness surge to even greater rigidity beneath her lewdly 
working fingers. Then, her face flushing with the forbidden want swelling in 
her body, Jenny gazed up at the boy's face. She was determined to compensate 
for what she had just done. She was going to give him back his pride and 
self-confidence and right now she didn't care what the consequences were. 
She knew the wrong she had done was far greater than his. He could be 
excused by his youth, but there'd never be any justification for her having 
humiliated him in the manner she had. Now she was going to set things right 
- in the best way she could think of to accomplish that.


"Craig, I'm going to suck your cock," Jenny said in a deep and sultry voice. 
"Would you like that? Would you like me to suck it?"


Craig could hardly believe what he'd heard. He stared back at her in shock, 
stunned silent, his lips trembling as he tried to voice his reply. At last 
he nodded his head.


"Yes, Miss Lane. Gee yes, I'd like it!"


Slowly Jenny decreased the tantalizing up-and-down motions of her hand on 
the throbbing shaft, then stopped completely, lightly squeezing the bulging 
resilience. She'd never felt this way in her life. She knew what she was 
doing could have disastrous consequences, knew she was courting fate beyond 
the bounds of sanity. But now there was no stopping.


She waited but a moment longer, relishing the anticipation, her own desire 
surging as wildly as Craig's excitement. Her tongue flicked teasingly from 
her mouth to moisten her invitingly full lips, then she leaned her face 
slowly toward the boy's loins, bending the swelling shaft of his cock 
backwards until it was pointed straight at her face. She paused again, her 
face posed daringly close, the naked cock-head only inches from her hps, 
then she opened her mouth and breathed softly over the glistening little 
glans, her fingers resuming the gentle up-and-down skinning to prompt 
further excited jerkings of the youngster's hips.


"Oh yes, Miss Lane!" he gasped excitedly. "Please suck it! I can't wait any 
longer."


Now the boy's blunt words, which moments ago had enraged her, only further 
stimulated Jenny's uncontrollable lust. Her tongue flicked gingerly from her 
lips, the saliva-wetted tip of it coming into warm titillating contact with 
the throbbing head of Craig's boyish cock. She circled it slowly about the 
rubber-like flesh as she heard the teenager moan and felt his hips twitch in 
response to the lustfully exciting sensation. The tip of her tongue found 
the tiny opening of the glans at the end and darted wetly into it to flick 
up the little drop of seminal fluid.


The tangy taste only further stimulated the school nurse's wanton craving 
and her hand slipped to the base of the lustfully pulsing shaft as her lips 
parted to take just the throbbing tip into the warmth and moisture of her 
mouth.


Jenny's fingers played lovingly through the thin curls of pubic hair at the 
boy's open fly, venturing inside to caress the tightly stretched sac of his 
testicles as her tongue flicked downward along the smoothly straining shaft. 
She planted moist kisses around the jerking tip and traced an obscene path 
down the length so that her nose brushed against the hairs that curled from 
Craig's open fly as he squirmed before her.


She continued to play and tease him, flicking her tongue lightly, breathing 
softly over the sensitive male flesh, yet refusing to really take it into 
her mouth, to give him the satisfaction his lust must now so urgently 
demand. Then suddenly with a deep groan in his throat Craig reached his 
hands down into Jenny's long dark hair and pulled her face closer to his 
thighs as he thrust his loins eagerly forward.


Jenny gave out with a muffled cry of delight as the full length of Craig's 
lust-inflamed cock came shoving up into her wantonly yielding mouth, the 
throbbing head plunging back along her tongue to embed itself in her throat 
as he pushed his loins even more ruthlessly up to her face. She took a 
lewdly masochistic pleasure in the youngster's sudden aggressiveness, 
already a shocking display of the fact that his confidence was coming back, 
that by sucking him off she was accomplishing her purpose. Surrendering her 
lips willingly, she felt the palpitating head of his penis crush hotly into 
the tender cavern of her mouth, and she closed her eyes and basked in her 
joy and submission even though the fleshy penis almost choked her.


Craig's hips quivered as he felt the school nurse close her lips tightly 
around the pulsating shaft of his cock, now taking almost the full length in 
her mouth as she began to suck in earnest. He'd never felt anything so good 
in his whole life. He'd heard the older boys talking about women doing this, 
but somehow he'd never really believed it. And it sure hadn't occurred to 
him when he'd come here tonight that Miss Lane would do anything like this 
for him. It gave him such a feeling of power to see her bowed in subjugation 
before him, her face pressed up against the crotch of his trousers, her 
tongue flicking wildly about the sensitive flesh of his penis, her lips 
sliding teasingly up and down the quivering shaft until he thought he wasn't 
going to be able to control himself for a minute longer. He still had never 
fucked a girl and he could only imagine what that must feel like. But he 
couldn't see how it could be any better than this.


Jenny moaned hungrily as she began to work her head back and forth in a lewd 
bobbing motion before Craig's loins, swishing her tongue in wild tantalizing 
movements around the sensitively jerking cock-head. Now that she'd finally 
shed her inhibitions, she concentrated all her efforts on the submissive 
sucking of the youngster's penis, making soft gurgling sounds in her throat, 
yielding her mouth up without reservation for his pleasure, her lips 
stretched tightly by the blood-engorged rod of flesh. She sucked ravenously, 
already beginning to hunger for the sweet-tasting semen she knew must have 
started to well up in the teenager's throbbing testicles. But now her own 
body had also begun to cry out in need. The. lewd submission had tapped a 
masochistic source in her she didn't even know existed and now every inch of 
her voluptuously soft flesh was demanding contact, sensation, a physical 
reward for the offering of her mouth to the young boy's lustful use.


With a sudden soft whimper Jenny raised her head, letting the throbbing cock 
slip from her mouth. Her face flushed, she gazed up pleadingly at the little 
boy, who now looked back in surprise and disappointment.


"Touch me too, Craig," she said in a near-cracking voice. "Touch my body. 
Make me feel something too."


Then just behind the concession stand, her eyes found a small plot of grass. 
The young boy followed her gaze, then looked back at her and nodded. His 
cock still protruding in obscene erection from his trousers, Craig walked 
before her over to the grass. Her whole body trembled with the lust that 
consumed her as Jenny dropped to her knees on the ground and Craig lay on 
his back, his erect cock now standing straight up in the air. Jenny 
moistened her lips, her eyes feverish as she gazed down at it. Then she 
slowly lifted her skirt off her smoothly tanned thighs, rolling it in a 
bundle about her waist several inches above her low hanging panties, 
transparent so that even in the darkness the youngster could see the 
inviting shadowy triangle of pubic hair nestled between her inner thighs.


"Now feel me," she said in a quivering voice. "Put your hands inside my 
panties and play with my pussy."


Craig needed no further encouragement. He'd never been able to get his hand 
even under his girl friend Karen's skirt, let alone actually touch her 
pussy, and the prospect intrigued him. He remembered the way Miss Lane's 
cunt had looked that night he window-peeped on her. It beckoned 
inexplicably, like nothing else in the world.


As she felt the boy's hand move to the softness of her thighs, Jenny again 
dropped her lips to his turgid cock-head, her tongue swiping softly over the 
smooth bulbous tip, little mewls of lust-incited submission rising from deep 
in her throat as his hips lunged upward from the grass to drive the 
resilient shaft even farther into her warm wet mouth. Then her own body 
began to twist and squirm in excitement as she felt his hands stroke up the 
tautly straining tendon of her inner thigh. His fingers flicked shockingly 
up inside the tight leg band of her panties to brush teasingly through the 
soft curling strands of pubic hair that lined the pulsing slit of her cunt, 
and a muffled wail issued from deep in her chest as she felt the first 
stunning contact of his finger moving right up the soft moistened slit and 
over the rigidly throbbing little bud of her clitoris.


As her buttocks squirmed in an eager gyrating motion, Jenny felt the boy's 
other hand seize the waistband at the top of her panties and begin working 
it down off the flexing half-moons of her buttocks, his finger stroking 
softly along the narrow crack between.


She intensified her hungry sucking, her head once more bobbing in a frenzied 
rhythm up and down over the boy's uncontrollably undulating loins, her teeth 
scratching lightly up and down on the sensitive skin, her tongue still 
swiping and twirling with maddening effect.


Craig groaned at the sight of the pretty school nurse sucking his cock in 
total subjugation, her efforts only increasing as he began to stroke up and 
down the wetly parting lips of her cunt and run his middle finger back and 
forth over the little bud-like swelling nestled softly in the silken hair at 
the top of the slit.


Then suddenly Jenny's buttocks began to twitch even more as one of Craig's 
fingers slipped up between her wetly flanged pussy hps, worming slowly into 
the warm welcoming flesh of her vagina. At the same time the young boy 
stiffened beneath her, an even louder groan coming to his lips.


"Uh - oh, Miss Lane. I think I'm going to cum. I can't hold it any longer."


His hips retreated downward and she realized suddenly that he was trying to 
pull his penis out of her mouth, that in his youthful inexperience he 
naturally assumed she didn't want him to cum there. The display of naivete 
sent an even more wanton thrill darting through her softly pulsing loins and 
out over her goosebumped flesh, and frantically she again sucked the whole 
length of the youngster's twitching cock up into her mouth. She wanted him 
to cum there. She wanted his triumph to be complete, and she didn't want to 
lose a single droplet of the precious sperm that this very moment was 
welling up hotly in his testicles and beginning its mad race up the 
desire-swollen shaft toward the bursting glans.


The astonished teenager hesitated for a moment longer, understanding what 
the school nurse wanted, yet still hardly able to believe it. Then with a 
loud gasp he thrust the lustfully throbbing rigidity of his cock even more 
violently up between her lips.


An instant later the first droplets of the fresh-tasting young cum shot in a 
thick stream into her coaxing mouth. Jenny groaned, her Adam's apple bobbing 
in rapid rhythm as she swallowed the gushing liquid that squirted hotly into 
the warmth and moistness of her sucking mouth. Craig's buttocks now lunged 
wildly, his hand working the panties all the way off Miss Lane's firm full 
thighs to give him even greater access to the soft caressing lips of her 
cunt. His middle finger plunged deeper into the warmly inviting inner flesh 
as he felt her mouth close in a tight elastic ring around the throbbing 
hardness of his cock, her tongue twirling in wide exciting circles over the 
twitching head, gurgling sounds pouring from her throat as she began to 
swallow the still ceaselessly squirting drops.


Then with a final sigh the young boy sank back down into the grass. For a 
moment he lay completely motionless, his hand resting still up between her 
thighs. At last he felt the school nurse's Hps slide softly away from his 
deflating cock. Trying to catch his breath, he gazed down at her as she 
lifted her face, looking back with the most desperate expression he'd ever 
seen in his life.


"Finger-fuck me," she said in a quivering voice. "Finger-fuck me, Craig. I'm 
going to cum too."


For a moment the young boy did nothing. He was too astonished to move. 
Wild-eyed, Jenny gazed pleadingly at him, her smoothly rounded thighs 
opening and closing about his hand. Then as his thumb came back into searing 
contact with her pulsating clitoral bud and his finger once again thrust 
smoothly up into the most secret depths of her vagina, she felt the first 
distant waves begin. She couldn't help herself. All her defenses had been 
shattered. The last several days now seemed like time spent in 
desire-inspired trance, and now all of it seemed to lead directly to this 
very moment as the wailing moan burst suddenly to her lips and instinctively 
Craig began to thrust his fingers swiftly in and out of the moistened flesh 
of her cunt, the lust-spiraling strokes increasing in intensity to the waves 
of orgasm flowing completely out of control through her body.


Jenny closed her eyes, her body twisting and writhing deliriously, her lips 
pursing to kiss the young boy's now limber penis once more, this time in 
gratitude. For a moment longer she continued the eager undulations of her 
nakedly exposed buttocks, the motions gradually slacking off as she sank 
down in exhaustion in the grass. Then she felt the spent penis begin to 
swell again in her mouth, twitching and throbbing swiftly back to an 
erection only slightly less rigid than it had been just before he'd emptied 
his fresh-tasting load of cum into her mouth.


"Now I want to fuck you, Miss Lane," he said with a trembling voice. "Can I? 
Can I fuck you now?"


Jenny smiled weakly, gazing down at the youngster's nakedly throbbing cock. 
There was no doubt in her mind that he was capable, and she was too. But 
neither one of them would be at their maximum in performance, and that was 
the way Jenny wanted it to be when she finally did submit to the temptation 
that she now realized must have been gnawing secretly at her ever since the 
beginning of the semester when she'd first taken her job at the junior high 
school.


After a moment she shook her head. "No, Craig. Wait and fuck me tomorrow 
night."


Chapter Four


Craig was surprised to see MacDonald's car parked in front of the apartment 
building where Miss Lane lived. She'd told him to come about ten and to just 
be sure no one saw him going in the front door. He'd been sure she meant it, 
that she would be waiting for him and would let him fuck her, but now he 
began to wonder if she had changed her mind.


Craig still could hardly believe what had happened the night before. Miss 
Lane seemed to have gone completely crazy. One minute she was spanking him 
like he was a little ten year old kid or something instead of a teen-ager, 
and he'd never felt so terrible and helpless in his life. Then before he 
knew what was happening, she was sucking his cock. The school nurse! Craig 
still hadn't told anybody, though all day long he'd been bursting with the 
secret. But he still hadn't gotten his first piece of pussy, and he wanted 
to do that before he took a chance on having one of the other boys at school 
foul him up with Miss Lane.


The young boy waited for a moment in the shadows of the shade tree across 
the street from the building, then went over to the construction site from 
where he'd first window-peeped on Miss Lane that night and seen her 
finger-fucking herself. But before he'd gone halfway to the rear of the lot 
he was able to determine that the curtain had been pulled over the window of 
her bedroom. He was about to turn back when he noticed the small gap just at 
the edge of the window. Carefully avoiding a pile of wood scraps, Craig made 
his way back along the hedge to a spot where he could peer through the small 
crack at an angle.


Mr. MacDonald and Miss Lane were on the bed, but they were still clothed. It 
was really hard to tell exactly what they were doing because all Craig could 
make out was just a glimpse, but it looked like Mr. MacDonald had his hand 
up her skirt, and it looked like she was trying to resist. God, he hoped so! 
If she did let Mac MacDonald do it to her now she might get satisfied enough 
that she wouldn't let Craig, and then he'd miss out on getting that first 
piece he wanted so bad.


Impatiently Craig waited, watching the twisting older couple on the bed. 
They were either really getting with it or Miss Lane was trying to fight Mr. 
MacDonald off, and from his vantage point the young boy couldn't tell which 
it was. But either way he was about to go out of his mind with desire. All 
he'd been able to think about all day was about Miss Lane sucking him off 
last night, and her promise to let him fuck her tonight. At the end of 
history class he'd had such an erection it had been impossible for him to 
stand up from the desk when the bell rang. He'd had to sit there for two or 
three minutes to wait for it to go down. And now just the brief glimpse of 
her twisting around on her bed with Mr. MacDonald, her skirt so far up her 
thighs mat he could see her pink lace panties, and Mr. MacDonald's hand 
pawing at them and trying to get them off was more than the teen-age boy 
could stand. He just had to fuck the school nurse tonight. He just had to!


Then suddenly both Miss Lane and Mr. MacDonald moved out of Craig's view. He 
waited breathlessly outside the window, now ..able to ascertain what was 
going on inside the apartment bedroom. They might be getting undressed to go 
to bed, and he might be losing out on his only chance to get laid.


It seemed an eternity passed in those few minutes as Craig waited, staring 
through the small space between the curtain and the window sill for some 
further sign of motion. Then the youngster jumped as he heard the front door 
of the building slam and saw Mr. MacDonald stalk down the sidewalk to his 
car. The youngster remained concealed by the hedge until he heard the car 
engine start up and again leaving rubber, the history teacher pulled away 
down the street. Craig watched him turn the corner, then got up and went to 
the front door of the building and rang the bell to Miss Lane's apartment.


Jenny hesitated when she heard the doorbell ring. She thought she'd heard 
Mac's car taking off, but she couldn't be sure. It would be about like him 
to stalk out in a rage and then change his mind and want to come back, but 
she'd had enough wrestling for one night. When the bell rang a second time 
she pressed the button to unlatch it, then breathlessly waited until she 
heard the lighter footsteps in the hall. It was Craig. It had to be!


Jenny took a deep breath and opened the door, smiling down at the young boy 
who stood before her fidgeting with his hands.


"Hello, Craig. Come in."


"Hi, Miss Lane," the teen-ager said, moving hesitantly into the small, neat 
living room.


"Mac just left," Jenny said. "So you're ... right on time."


"I know. He was just getting into his car when I... when I came up."


"He didn't see you?" Jenny asked nervously.


"Oh no! I was real careful about that."


"Oh, good," Jenny said with a soft sigh.


Then there was a short silence. The youngster nervously averted his eyes 
from the nurse's face. Then Jenny felt a shiver of delight as his gaze 
strayed back to the soft curves of her body, her breasts partially exposed 
by her low-necked, sleeveless blouse, her satiny thighs invitingly revealed 
by her short miniskirt. The whole day had been a struggle to get through. 
She'd been able to think of nothing but the prospect of taking this innocent 
young kid and showing him what it was like to really make love with a woman. 
Lewd thrills had coursed through her body every time she thought of last 
night's wanton episode at the old drive-in. A part of her still knew that 
what she was now embarking on was madness, but she didn't care any longer. 
Her lust overwhelmed her. It had been so long since she'd made love, so long 
that now she could hardly see how she'd stood it. And in a sense she had 
kept her resolution not to make love to anyone until it was a person she 
really cared for, until she was certain he was the right one. It was a 
different twist, but her need for this young boy was more powerful than 
anything she'd ever felt in her life. It was a compulsion that had to be 
satisfied.


"There's just one more thing, Craig," Jenny said finally to break the 
silence. "You haven't told anyone about what happened last night?"


"No, ma'am."


"And you won't? I mean, you won't say anything to any of your friends that 
this is ... going on between us? Promise me that?"


"I promise," Craig said firmly. "And you can trust me."


"Oh, I know I can," Jenny said, again smiling.


She took a step toward the young boy, gazing down at him with engulfing 
tenderness, her hand trembling as she reached out to stroke through the 
softly curling hair that hung down around his collar and over his ears. He 
blushed, smiling back almost shyly. Jenny took another deep breath. Now that 
the moment she'd awaited all day was finally here, she didn't know how to 
begin, how to break the ice and give the act at least a sense of 
spontaneity. She felt all tight inside. Wrestling with Mac had put her off 
badly, though she hadn't been able to completely quell her physical response 
when he put his hand up under her skirt between her thighs and stroked 
across the forbidden softness of her pussy on the outside of her panties. 
She could still feel the tickling wetness between her thighs, and the 
foreplay with Mac had strengthened her resolve to go through with what she 
knew must be a foolhearty act in view of all the possible consequences.


Jenny dropped her hand slowly from Craig's face, her full breasts gently 
rising and falling with her hastened breathing. She let her eyes descend 
cautiously to his waist and down to his crotch and another shiver of delight 
and anticipation coursed through her as she noted the bulging erection that 
tented his jeans. She moistened her lips with a teasing motion of her 
tongue, her eyes narrowing.


"Are you nervous, Craig?"


"Oh no!" the teen-age boy replied almost too. quickly, looking back into 
Jenny's eyes.


She smiled mischievously. "Are you sure?"


Craig hesitated, then cast his eyes downward. "Well, maybe just a little 
bit." Then he looked up again. "But that's only because you're a nurse, 
'cause you must have a lot more experience than I do and know about medicine 
and people's bodies and all."


Jenny knew that was a bluff; at least, she was ninety percent certain. But 
there was one more thing she wanted to find out for certain. She wasn't sure 
why, but now it was very important to her.


"You're not a virgin, are you, Craig?"


The youngster's face blanched. He shook his head adamantly for a moment, 
then stopped and shrugged. Again he'd begun to fidget nervously with his 
hands.


"Well... sort of," he conceded finally.


"But Craig, that's nothing for you to be ashamed of. At your age ... why, 
you must be about to become the first boy in the whole junior high school 
who isn't a virgin."


"Not quite," he said.


Now he was blushing again. Jenny felt an even greater welling of emotion and 
want in her breasts at this final proof of the boy's innocence. She knew it 
only compounded the wrong in what she was doing, but she couldn't help 
herself now. Perhaps it was just because she had gone too long without 
making love to a man. Perhaps the self-denial had done an ironic damage to 
her. But the thought of taking and corrupting this young teen-ager - and 
that was exactly what she was doing - thrilled her beyond anything she'd 
ever experienced in her life.


With a soft gasp Jenny stepped closer to the boy, wrapping both arms around 
him and drawing him gently toward her body. She moaned deeply as he reached 
up to caress the sensuously straining fullness of one of her breasts on the 
outside of her dress, mashing the material of the tight-fitting brassiere to 
cause little tingles to shoot out from her hotly swelling nipples. A whimper 
rose in her throat as the boy pressed his body to hers, his hand eagerly 
crushing the firm, upthrust mound.


"Oh yes, Craig, yes," she purred softly, looking down with rising excitement 
as his hand dropped from her breasts and moved around to her back, sliding 
hesitantly down to the full-fleshed ripeness of her buttocks as his loins 
drove hard against her invitingly soft thighs. She could feel the trembling 
in his body and she knew he was still very nervous at the prospect of what 
they were about to do. But he was trying to take the initiative and that 
realization only heightened the surging pleasure that was breaking down once 
and for all the last of Jenny's reservations.


Then the youngster bounced up onto his tiptoes, his mouth crushing eagerly 
against


Jenny's parted lips, his tongue flicking wetly into her mouth as she felt 
his hands drop lower on the straining half-moons of her ass-cheeks. She 
closed her eyes, her breath growing louder as she felt the young boy squirm 
his pelvis up against her, the throbbing erection that tented his trousers 
rutting firmly against the sensitive softness of her thighs as he stretched 
his body to make a near-perfect fit with hers.


Jenny gasped softly as the youngster's fingers began to work the material of 
her short skirt up her thighs and off her smoothly trembling ass-cheeks to 
raise it and bunch it in a bundle at her waist above her pink lace panties. 
Then her body spontaneously stiffened when his fingers darted hotly into the 
top of the tight elastic waistband and moved with lewdly searing contact 
down the sensitive crack between her buttocks.


"Oh Craig, Craig!" she moaned. "Don't touch me there yet."


He hesitated but a moment, then slid his fingers lower down the hairless 
crack, right over the little clenched circle of her puckered anus. A shiver 
coursed through the whole length of her body as the hand moved even lower to 
brush through the thinly curling hairs between her thighs and find sudden 
shocking contact with the moistening little pussy slit.


Another soft moan rose in her throat, then with a gasp she wriggled away 
from the teen-ager.


"I can't stand any more of that, Craig. Let's go into the bedroom and take 
our clothes off."


"Yes, ma'am," the youngster answered, obviously as eager and excited as 
Jenny.


Quickly the two of them walked through to the bedroom. Jenny lit the candle 
on the night stand and flicked off the overhead light, lending a warm red 
glow to the room. Then, sultry-eyed, she turned back to Craig. With a slowly 
teasing motion she unbuttoned her blouse and pushed it off her 
brassiere-clad breasts and the softly tanned flesh of her torso. The young 
boy watched her anxiously, his eyes bright with desire as she hesitated for 
a moment, then reached her hand up behind her back to deftly fuck loose the 
snap of her brassiere. Jennie thought she heard the boy give out with a soft 
groan as the brassiere cups fell slightly away from the pulsing firmness of 
her breasts. Wetting her lips in another sensuous gesture with her tongue 
she dropped her shoulders forward and let the straps fall down her naked 
arms as the brassiere slipped lightly to the floor, completely exposing the 
luscious fullness of her nipple-peaked breasts.


"Oh wow, Miss Lane! You must have the most beautiful tits in the world."


Jenny smiled, taking an almost depraved delight in the way the youngster's 
eyes consumed the nakedly exposed mounds of her breasts, the dark little 
buds of her nipples swollen to tingling hardness. Then she dropped her hands 
down to the waist of her skirt, loosening the snaps on the side and 
smoothing out part of it that was still doubled up almost to her waist to 
teasingly expose one of her shapely thighs almost to the tight elastic leg 
band of her panties. She drew the zipper slowly open, then with a wriggling 
motion of her buttocks let the skirt fall freely from her flaring ass-cheeks 
and drop to the floor about her feet, leaving her naked except for the 
almost transparent pink bikini pants that clung like a second skin to her 
softly rounded buttocks, barely concealing the dark tempting pattern of hair 
at her cunt.


"Now, Craig," she said gustily. "You take my panties off. Take them off nice 
and slowly and start getting me ready to fuck."


The young boy stepped eagerly to her as Jenny gazed down with passion-glazed 
eyes. She felt the softness of his breath blowing over her already ripely 
swollen nipples as he reached down to seize the panties at their narrow 
elastic waistband, drawing them slowly down off the inviting flare of her 
ass-cheeks to reveal the thinly curling hair of her cunt. Another little 
driver of anticipation flowed through her as he leaned closer, pressing his 
face into the wide, deep valley between her voluptuously formed breasts.


Then she moaned when his hands moved inside the waistband of the panties, 
brushing lightly down the sensitive base of her spine to grasp the pliant 
fullness of her buttocks, pulling her body to his, the erection that tented 
his Levis now prodding hard up against her panty-protected loins. He may not 
have had any actual experience, but his instincts were certainly right. 
Jenny didn't know when she'd ever been so hot in her life.


"Oh yes, Craig," she purred softly down into his ear as she felt the boy's 
tongue flick out to moistly caress one of the hard-swollen nipple-buds.


Then his hands moved lower inside the panties, slipping up between her 
thighs from behind to come again into sharply tantalizing contact with the 
pulsing hair-lined slit of her pussy. Jenny gave out with a soft delirious 
cry, grinding her buttocks wildly as she felt Craig's finger trace a path of 
fire up the moistening cuntal lips to stroke again over the little throbbing 
bud of her clitoris.


"Oh Craig! Craig!" the school nurse moaned. "You make me feel so good!"


For a moment longer the youngster continued to lick and kiss Jenny's nakedly 
throbbing breasts and the sensitive buds of her nipples, his fingers 
continuing to tease and part the flanged lips of her cunt, driving her to an 
even more wanton state of excitement and lust. Then he drew the panties down 
the rest of the way off her tightly rounded buttocks to fall down the length 
of her silken thighs, and with an eager gasp Jenny pushed him back away from 
her.


"Now you, Craig. Take off your clothes too," she whispered, now standing 
completely naked before him, her skin a rich amber color in the dimly 
flickering candlelight.


Craig hesitated for a moment, his face turning crimson even as he gazed with 
lascivious craving at the school nurse's completely exposed body. Jenny's 
breath was coming in great, hoarse gasps now as she relished the moment's 
anticipation, taking further pleasure in the little boy's hesitance, his 
obvious embarrassment at the prospect of taking his clothes off in front of 
her only another proof of the innocence she so cherished and longed to 
violate.


Then at last the young teen-ager began nervously to remove his clothing. 
Jenny watched him anxiously, her tongue flicking out to moisten her full 
sensual lips, her eyes glossy and narrowed. Slowly the youngster peeled his 
T-shirt up off his head, then averted his eyes as he began to fumble with 
his belt buckle and the button of his Levis. Then Jenny gasped as he pulled 
his trousers and jockey shorts down in one motion and his youthful penis 
loomed up suddenly in tantalizing exposure, the blood-engorged head 
palpitating as if with a desire of its own, a little drop of seminal fluid 
glistening at the tiny slitted glans at the tip. It was like a daydream she 
could hardly believe. It was really going to happen. After all these months 
of waiting she was finally going to have a cock in her, a real live 
pulsating cock!


Then Jenny moaned with even greater desire as the naked teen-ager stepped 
back to her, his hands moving around her exposed hips to slide once more 
down over the sensuously rounded mounds of her ass-cheeks, his fingers 
flicking teasingly into the forbidden crack to venture shockingly close to 
the little puckered hole of her anus. She moaned deeply as he stroked back 
through the slickly moistened fringe of hair and wormed his finger slowly in 
between the desire-swollen lips of her pussy, and little wanton murmurs of 
excitement rose in her throat as he snuggled his face up between the 
lusciously exposed mounds of her breasts, his tongue flicking with shocking 
effect over the tingling buds of her nipples. With a passion-strained 
whimper Jenny wrapped her arms around the young boy, tugging his face up 
even tighter into the voluptuously deep valley between her breasts, her 
hands stroking eagerly through his softly curling hair. Her naked loins 
squirmed involuntarily as she felt the throbbing flesh of his cock prodding 
up into the sensitive softness between her thighs.


"Oh yes," she purred. "Yes, Craig. Fuck me now. Fuck me like I've never been 
fucked in my life."


Looking down, Jenny saw the expression of shock on the boy's face at hearing 
her, the school nurse, use such a blunt and vulgar word. Again the perverted 
aspect of what she was doing, the act of corrupting an innocent boy like 
this who could be shocked by a word that in some circles was becoming almost 
acceptable, served as a complement to the physical sensations coursing 
warmly through every fiber of her being, altering and heightening her 
lustful enjoyment.


Then her body almost went limp as she sagged down onto the bed, reclining in 
a spread-eagled position and pulling the naked young boy down on top of her. 
She closed her eyes, moaning softly, her body beginning a slow and sensuous 
writhing. Then she felt Craig's quivering body sag down upon her. She waited 
breathlessly, then opened her eyes as he stiffened.


"Come on, Craig," she said almost deliriously. "Fuck me. Fuck me now."


Again shocked by the vulgar word, Craig merely stared at her in confusion 
for a moment, then averted his eyes.


"What's the matter?"


"I'm ... I'm not sure I know exactly what I'm supposed to do. Should I 
just... just... stick it in your pussy or is there something else first?"


Her emotions bursting up in her until she wanted to cry, Jenny showered 
several moist kisses on the young boy's face.


"Oh you little darling!" she gasped. "I'll show you exactly how, exactly 
what you're supposed to do. And I just know you'll be wonderful, Craig. I 
know you're going to be the greatest lover."


"I dunno," the boy said. "I'm just sort of scared."


Jenny moaned again as he shifted above her, the still-throbbing shaft of his 
penis brushing shockingly along the sensitive skin of her inner thigh right 
below the softness of her sparsely-haired cunt.


Jenny spread her thighs wider, bending her legs at the knees to arch her 
buttocks upward in vulnerable invitation, her whole naked body trembling as 
she felt Craig's lust-inflamed hardness looming even closer to her moistened 
vaginal slit.


"Spread the lips with your fingers," she moaned. "My pussy-lips." A spasm 
shook her as she felt the titillating contact down between the fine curls of 
pubic hair. "Oh! Easy. Easy."


Her tightly clenched ass-cheeks quivered as she felt Craig's fingers 
nervously spread her sensitive vaginal flanges, smoothing the freely flowing 
cuntal moisture up and down the pulsing slit, coming back into inadvertent 
but nonetheless stimulating contact with the twitching bud of her clitoris.


"Now slide forward," she whimpered. "Hurry! Put your cock in my pussy."


Craig jerked his hips eagerly forward and Jenny felt the softly pulsating 
lips of her cunt stretched slowly wider apart by the swollen cock-head 
shoved suddenly right up into the entrance of her pussy. She emitted a low 
groan from her throat at the faint stab of pleasing pain as the warmly 
moistened hps yielded to let the throbbing cock-head slip through.


"Ohhhh yes! Yes, that's right Craig!" she cried, her buttocks jerking in a 
frenzied spasm, tossing her head from side to side to whip her long black 
hair about the rounded softness of her shoulders, biting her lip in the 
agonizing frustration of having the young boy's blood-engorged penis 
penetrating just between the lust-tortured lips of her cunt, yet still not 
really thrust up inside her.


"Oh please, Craig. Come on and fuck me," she wailed more desperately, her 
arms suddenly moving down over the sinewy muscles of the youngster's back to 
seize both his nakedly trembling ass-cheeks and tug him downward.


His own body quivering from the excitement of seeing the school nurse 
totally surrendered for him, begging him to fuck her, Craig shoved his hips 
eagerly forward. It was finally going to happen. He was getting his first 
piece of pussy and nothing was going to stop him now. And after his friend 
Tommy Turner, he was only the second boy in the whole school who would have 
ever fucked a woman!


Then the youngster groaned as he felt the warmly resisting softness between 
Miss Lane's thighs giving way, the flanged pussy-lips flowering wider apart 
as his hotly pulsating rod of flesh wormed slowly up into the inner flesh of 
her cunt. It felt like nothing he'd ever imagined in his life. It was so 
tight and the gentle caress of the soft muscles inside was almost enough to 
make him cum at that very instant.


For a moment Craig held himself poised motionless above the school nurse's 
wantonly spread-eagled body. He held his breath, each little tremor around 
his throbbing shaft of flesh deep up inside her pussy almost driving him out 
of his mind. From watching her finger-fuck herself to orgasm that first 
night he window-peeped on her, and from doing the same thing to her last 
night after she'd sucked his cock until he shot off in her mouth-, the 
teenage boy had learned that it took a while for a woman to do what a man 
seemed to have to exert all his control to put off even for a few minutes. 
He still didn't quite understand that, but he did know one thing: he didn't 
want to disappoint her. He wasn't going to be satisfied with just fucking 
Miss Lane one time. It would only be when she had come back for more that 
Craig would really have proven his manhood.


"Oh please, Craig!" Miss Lane wailed more loudly. "Fuck me. Fuck me. Just 
start it mice and easy."


Craig groaned again, flexing his cock inside her to cause a spontaneous 
spasm to shake her nakedly trembling body. Then cautiously he began to move, 
still exerting all his control to keep from shooting off right then. But 
after the first few strokes he was able to accustom himself somewhat to the 
vividly titillating sensations.


Jenny's softly curved body jerked and quivered, lunging eagerly up to 
receive the youngster's hesitant thrust, a deeper groan issuing from her 
throat as she felt the palpitating rod of flesh slip even deeper into her 
pulsing cuntal opening until his balls slapped softly down into the 
sensitive crack of her ass-cheeks. Her trembling legs scissored open wider, 
kicking up into the air as the suddenly shocking spasm coursed wildly out 
from her loins over every inch of her tingling flesh.


She moaned, her lewdly impaled body tossing Id lustful ecstasy at the sheer 
and raw sensation of finally having a cock deep up inside her after all the 
months of waiting, of sticking to her confining resolution. Again she 
realized that what she was doing was wrong, and that in spite of the fact 
that Craig seemed like a trustworthy boy, this could bring the most terrible 
disaster down on her head. But she relished her guilt, and blotted out all 
concern for the possible consequences as her lust consumed her. Now nothing 
mattered but the wanton satisfaction that seemed to loom already maddeningly 
near.


Little insane ripples of pleasure tingled through the sensitive nerve-ends 
of her loins, exuding outward to completely overwhelm her in a torrent of 
ecstasy as she heard Craig groan above her and felt him begin to thrust his 
pulsing hardness deeper and harder and more confidently up into her soft 
pussy-flesh. He gradually increased the force and intensity of his strokes, 
the lustfully throbbing cock-head burrowing farther and farther up inside 
her desire-tortured loins. Again he snuggled his face down to her sensuously 
arched breasts, his tongue flicking wetly over the tiny buds of her nipples 
as he began to squirm and jerk his hips and lunge his lust-inflamed hardness 
in lewd rhythm in and out of the quivering little cuntal mouth, prompting 
little involuntary contractions around the plunging shaft as she whimpered 
through bared teeth. She brought her hands down again to stroke her fingers 
eagerly through the youngster's hair, soft and distant sounding murmurs 
issuing from her throat as she began a wilder undulating motion that lifted 
her naked buttocks completely up off the mattress.


"Oooh yes, Craig. You're doing just fine," she soothed as she felt the young 
boy again stiffen, holding himself motionless and not even breathing for a 
few seconds before he cautiously resumed his strokes, now probing almost 
tenderly at new and even more exciting angles, his hands beginning to 
explore again over the lightly perspiring flesh of her quivering body. 
Little mewlings of delight continued to pour from her sensuously parted lips 
and he could feel the urgent shuddering from her inner pussy flesh around 
the lustfully swelling head of his penis, the clasping cuntal softness 
beginning a smooth wet sucking around the base of his throbbing cock-shaft 
as he flexed and shoved deeper up into her skewered loins.


Craig could hardly contain himself as Miss Lane's cries of passion grew even 
louder. Her teeth were gritted, her eyes bright and fiery with lust, her 
head lolling from side to side on the mattress to again whip her dark hair 
wildly over her shoulders. Her buttocks were now jerking frenziedly beneath 
him in a lewd rolling motion that varied and intensified the friction on his 
impaling rod of flesh. Her body was really coming to life now, caught in the 
spell of a maddeningly electric excitement that began deep up inside her 
cunt and flowered relentlessly out through all the raw nerve ends of her 
naked flesh. She was obsessed, tossing and writhing each instant more 
savagely in her response to the wanton sensations that consumed her.


"Oh God, it's good, Craig, it's so good," she moaned softly into his ears, 
her words of encouragement only strengthening the youngster's resolve to 
control his own lust until she was ready to cum with him.


Then suddenly an even more intense spasm shook her squirming body as the kid 
ground his pelvis down harder into the lustfully responding flesh beneath 
him. She arched her loins up higher to lift them both a few inches off the 
mattress, moaning ceaselessly beneath his pounding body, opening and closing 
her thighs around his hips as she worked her own ass-cheeks up and down in a 
furious rhythm, her mouth gaping open wide as a louder wail burst to her 
lips.


Jenny was getting close, but she thought little Craig was drawing even 
nearer to his own climax, and she knew it must be terribly difficult for him 
to hold himself back. And they just had to cum together. She couldn't bear 
to be left hanging and somehow she had to find a way to increase her own 
stimulation to bring her up to his level.


With a sudden deep and distant groan, she moved her hand to seize Craig's 
wrist and tug his hand quickly down beneath her nakedly twisting buttocks.


A shudder shook her body as she felt his fingers brush back along the 
sensitive crack between her squirming ass-cheeks, caressing lightly over the 
smoothly glistening lips of her cunt where the shaft of his cock now plunged 
swiftly in and out of the softly clinging, hair-lined orifice, haphazardly 
spreading the flowing moisture back up toward the throbbing little hole of 
her anus.


Then the inexperienced youngster hesitated again, his moistened middle 
finger poised right at the forbidden little hole. He thought he knew what 
she wanted him to do now, but he couldn't believe it. The prospect of 
sticking his finger into that tight and puckered opening seemed the most 
obscene thing he could possibly do. Yet somehow now it was a prospect that 
thrilled him almost beyond the bounds of imagination.


Jenny waited, her body now almost motionless except for the little tremors 
of expectation that coursed spontaneously through her naked flesh. A quiver 
shook her at the first cautious pressure right on the rubbery little nether 
ring. Then Craig hesitated again.


"Yes!" she wailed finally in total desperation. "Yes, Craig! Shove your 
finger in my ass!"


Craig groaned with his raging desire as he heard the school nurse's 
desperate plea. Having her like this, almost under his power, thrilled him 
more than anything he'd ever known in his life, and he took a ruthless 
pleasure as he spread the cuntal moisture more forcibly around the small 
puckered hole before he probed experimentally and prompted a cry from Miss 
Lane's lips that sounded genuinely deranged. Then he pushed harder, feeling 
the softly resisting tightness give way gradually to let the finger slide 
slowly up inside.


Jenny lunged her hips spontaneously upward, shivering from the sudden 
obscene intrusion.


"Aaaaaagggghhh!" she cried out from the sharp stab of pain. Then as the 
young boy hesitated, she opened her eyes to gaze up at him pleadingly. "Yes, 
go ahead. It feels good!"


As the youngster stared at her in astonishment, Jenny gave out with an even 
more agonized whimper and suddenly screwed her softly yielding buttocks back 
down on his finger to sink it slowly deeper into the tightly resisting flesh 
of her anus.


"Aaagghh!" she cried again, then moaned softly as Craig's finger sank to the 
knuckle up inside her sensitive rectal flesh. The pain of the penetration 
was ended, the worst was over. And she was so hot she could hardly stand it 
anyway, so her body welcomed every bit of sensation that could be extracted 
from her wanton submission - even the pain and humiliation of being 
finger-fucked up inside this most forbidden orifice.


The triumph of shoving his finger into the school nurse's ass-hole was 
almost more than Craig could handle. He over came his own fear that he might 
be hurting her too much with a recollection of her pulling his pants down 
and spanking and humiliating him until he cried, and brutally twirled his 
finger in an agonizing circle far up inside the rubbery tightness, his cock 
throbbing even harder as he began to fuck down more ruthlessly into the 
softly pulsing flesh of her cunt. He could feel his finger through the thin 
wall of flesh separating her two passages, and grunting in lust and triumph, 
the teenager began to skewer simultaneously in and out of both the 
sensitively welcoming openings of her loins in rhythmic motions that 
prompted even further moans of passion and screams of pain from her throat.


Jenny knew that finally she was about to cum, and judging from the way Craig 
was groaning and gasping and fucking with racking thrusts down on top of 
her, she didn't think it was a minute too soon. The masochistic thrill of 
letting the boy rudely violate her rectum with his finger, as if that were 
some kind of compensation or punishment for her violation of his innocence, 
had served its purpose. She could cum right with him now, whenever he was 
ready.


Then suddenly she forgot the rationale of it all, all thoughts obliterated 
from her consciousness as she felt the distant quivers begin far up inside 
her loins, that sensation somehow irredeemably enmeshed with the stabbing 
pain in her rectum as Craig suddenly slammed his body down on hers with a 
mighty thrust that caused her to cry out in shock at the wanton sensations 
that surged over her and swept everything else aside in complete oblivion. 
An eerie wail burst to her lips and her thighs locked suddenly high up 
around the teenager's back, forming straight sheaths of both her vagina and 
rectum as she felt his swiftly lunging penis begin to twitch and throb and 
the first fresh droplets of his cum spurted obscenely up into her own 
spasming pussy-flesh.


Jenny's voluptuous body uncoiled even more wildly beneath him. The waves of 
ecstasy seemed to begin in her toes and shoot in wild electric currents up 
her calves and satiny thighs, through the trembling flesh of her 
lust-tortured cunt and straight up into the tingling tips of her swollen 
nipples. The shattering orgasm seemed to swell even beyond the bounds of her 
flesh as Craig continued to slam down viciously against her madly tossing 
body as the rising liquid of his sperm came spewing up in hot torrents to 
shoot far up into the most secret depths of her vagina.


Then with a last gasp Craig sank down against her, straining to catch up on 
his breathing as the little tremors of orgasmic excitement continued to 
course through her naked body. For almost a full minute he continued to feel 
the hot little shivers, and her sated cunt opened and closed in softly 
caressing convulsions on the deflating shaft of his cock.


Then those subtle motions ceased and she lay perfectly still beneath him. He 
raised his head and looked down, grinning.


She looked like she was asleep.


Craig lay where he was for several minutes longer, then rolled off. She 
sobbed softly as he withdrew his now limp cock, but she still didn't open 
her eyes even as he slid off the bed and dressed silently in the dim 
candlelight.


"Good night, Miss Lane," he said quietly.


She didn't answer, but he thought the trace of a smile appeared on her lips.


It was almost an afterthought that prompted Craig to pick up the school 
nurse's pink lace bikini pants before he went out the bedroom door to leave.


Chapter Five


Mac McDonald poured two cups of coffee from the self-service counter in the 
faculty lounge, put them on a tray and carried them carefully back to the 
rear corner table, where Superintendent Johnson waited.


"Thanks, Mac," the graying, slightly paunch-bellied man said. He took an 
enormous cigar from his coat pocket, carefully severed the end with a pair 
of nail clippers, and inserted it in his mouth as Mac produced a light. The 
superintendent inhaled deeply on the cigar, as if relishing the greatest 
pleasure of his life, and looked back at the history teacher with drooping, 
melancholy eyes. "Have you noticed anything funny going on around here 
today?"


Mac shrugged, sipping his coffee. "Nothing out of the ordinary."


"You haven't noticed that all these little house apes are jabbering like mad 
just before you walk into a room, then fall suddenly silent at your 
appearance?"


"That's hardly extraordinary," Mac said with a short burst of laughter.


"But the silence today seems a bit more intense. The gymnasium sounded like 
the sight of a funeral wake when I passed through this morning in search of 
our illustrious custodian." Superintendent Johnson paused, taking another 
luxurious puff on his cigar. "But here's the clincher. I managed, outside 
the boy's dressing room, to hear one nice little tidbit of what I quite 
suspect is a conversation topic that had become the primary point of 
interest of every student in this entire junior high school, and it is truly 
a shame I was in such a haste that my momentum carried me in, obviously an 
intruder, before I could put the brakes on and do a little constructive 
eavesdropping." He paused again and yawned, then looked at Mac with a smile.


"And what was that?" Mac asked.


"What?"


"The tidbit you did hear?"


"Oh, that little thing." The superintendent laughed boisterously. "Very 
short, actually. I heard Harry Parker say: "And just to prove it he stole 
her panties."


"Hmmm," Mac said, not wanting not to respond, but hardly knowing why the 
superintendent should find that remark sd terribly significant, though in 
retrospect he did realize there were a couple of times today that it had 
occurred to him there was something fishy going on around the school.


"I conclude that to mean that one of our male wards has been doing a bit of 
hanky panky with one of our little girls, or some other little girl or woman 
somewhere. I'd just be curious to know who the ex-maiden was."


"Uh... yes," Mac said after a moment's hesitation.


"How's your love life, by the way?" Superintendent Johnson continued, now 
setting himself to the task of sugaring his coffee.


"So-so," Mac answered with a shrug. Then for a moment there was a troubled 
look on his face.


"What's the matter?" Johnson asked, smiling.


"Oh, nothing!" Mac said quickly, manufacturing a smile of his own.


"How are things with our voluptuous dish of a nurse, anyway? Are you past 
the hand-holding yet?"


Mac tried unsuccessfully to hide his irritation and said nothing. Still 
grinning, Johnson watched him as he sipped his own coffee. After a moment he 
sighed and stood up.


"I don't suppose it matters. As beautiful as she is, I'm afraid Miss Lane 
isn't the girl for me. I've tried, and I didn't even get to the hand-holding 
myself."


Leaving Mac again with a troubled look, the broad-shouldered, middle-aged 
man went through the exit.


Mac finished his own coffee slowly. He wasn't even quite sure what was 
bothering him. It was just a distant and vague nagging, still unfocused. But 
it must relate to Jenny, he was sure. He'd been so certain during the last 
several days that he was finally going to be able to fuck her. Last night 
she'd even let him get his hand up under her skirt, and from the outside of 
her panties, he'd actually felt her pussy. Then she'd cut him off flat. And 
he just couldn't understand it. She was a normal, healthy woman. She had her 
needs too, and they had been going together for almost three months.


Mac rose finally and walked out of the lounge and down the hall, still lost 
in thought. He almost went into the boys' restroom without stopping. Then he 
froze as he heard the cautious voice inside.


"He went to bed with Miss Lane! The school nurse!"


Mac caught his breath, hardly able to believe what he'd heard hadn't been 
his own imagination. Then he waited motionlessly, listening intently with 
his ear pressed almost to the door.


"Craig Phillips?" another young voice said. "I don't believe it."


"He's got her panties in his locker. He took them as a souvenir."


That was all Mac needed to hear. He forgot the fact that he'd been on the 
way to relieve himself and went straight to Superintendent Johnson's 
still-deserted office. He had no trouble finding the locker list and taking 
Craig Phillips number, and after a short search he also uncovered the master 
key, which he'd had occasion to use once and recognized on sight.


Almost blind with rage, Mac staggered out of the office and back down the 
hall. He didn't hesitate to see who was watching, and it was sheer luck that 
he wasn't seen opening the locker assigned to the freshman boy whose name 
he'd heard mentioned.


The panties were lying on top of the stack of books, the exact same pair of 
bikini panties Jenny had refused to let Mac take off of her last night!


Tommy Turner and Harry Parker both looked up eagerly from their desks as 
Craig Phillips strode into the room, a broad grin on his face.


"All set," he said, sliding into his own desk near the rear of the room. 
"She's doing hearing tests for the seventh graders today, and she's got a 
date with Old Cornball MacDonald tonight. But unless something goes haywire 
she's just dying to see me tomorrow. She says we can't really do anything 
here at the school, but once I get there I'll change her mind about that."


"You think she'll do it?" Harry asked, wide-eyed. "You think she'll really 
take all three of us?"


"She'll take as many as come, once I get her going," Craig said with 
complete confidence. "You guys just give me a fifteen minute head start and 
come on in."


Chapter Six


Mac left his car at the bar and took a taxi over to Jenny Lane's apartment. 
He wasn't sufficiently drunk that he didn't know he wasn't sober enough to 
drive, and there was no sense in killing himself and maybe somebody else 
just because of one unfaithful cunt.


He tipped the driver a dollar and stepped out of the cab, slamming the door 
and almost tripping over the curb, and started up the walk toward the 
entrance. Then he stopped abruptly, weaving and trying to focus his vision 
on the doorway, which looked distant and shimmering, as if seen through a 
wall of sparkling water. He reached into his coat pocket and extracted the 
pink bikini panties, holding them up like a flag as he continued up to the 
door and rang Jenny's bell.


Mac's reflexes were slowed and he missed getting the door open the first 
time it buzzed and had to ring again. This time he was ready for the answer 
and made it through and stalked on down the hall, bouncing alternately off 
the two walls. Her door was unlocked. Still weaving on his feet, Mac stepped 
into the small living room.


"I'll be right out, Mac," Jenny said from the bathroom. "There's coffee on 
the stove and tomato juice in the fridge."


Mac closed the door softly behind him, staring dumbly in the direction from 
which the voice came, now holding the panties in a tight, concealed wad in 
his hand. Then the door to the bath opened and Jenny, clad only in a flimsy 
robe, stepped out.


She stopped short, staring at him curiously, as if she sensed something 
different about him and still couldn't quite figure out what it was. Mac 
looked back at her with blurred vision. She's just come out of the bath and 
her long black hair was plastered down on her face. Her skin was damp and 
the light gown clung almost transparently to the voluptuous curves of her 
flesh, perfectly outlining the high rounded swells of her breasts, her 
little pointed nipples making two distinct protrusions. The light garment 
was held together by a sash at the waist, yet fell apart at the bottom to 
teasingly reveal one of her contoured thighs, that glistened with moisture 
from her bath.


Jenny seemed suddenly to realize how nearly naked and how inviting her body 
must look, and in a sudden nervous gesture she dropped one arm across the 
luxurious mounds of her breasts and with her other hand pulled the robe 
together over her shapely thigh. Mac held out his hand, a tightly clenched 
fist, and opened it slowly to reveal the wadded panties, which he let fall 
lightly to the floor.


For a moment the young nurse stared without comprehension at the flimsy 
undergarment. Then her sultry face slowly turned pale.


"Where ... did you get those."


"You know goddamned well where I got them."


"Oh Mac!" she gasped, her eyes widening. "Don't... don't look at me that 
way."


It seemed he saw her for the first time, or for the first time since she'd 
come out of the bath became truly aware of her body, which before he'd noted 
only superficially. His eyes seemed to bore into her, his imagination 
stripping away the flimsily clinging robe to render her completely naked in 
his mind's lustful yfc w. And suddenly he knew he had to have her. One way 
or another he was going to fuck this beautiful and voluptuous woman who'd 
led him around as if by a ring in his nose for the last three months. He 
hadn't been sure of that until just this instant, hadn't really known what 
he was going to do when he got here tonight, beyond of course confronting 
her with what he'd learned today at school, the fact that she had been 
sleeping with a fourteen year old boy. But now not even that seemed to 
matter. Nothing mattered but that he get what he wanted from her and her 
forbidden body.


"Mac... !" she gasped feebly in protest. From the look on her face it was 
obvious she realized what he was thinking. She had the bearing now of a 
cornered or wounded animal, as if any minute she might bolt and run.


But she didn't move as he stepped toward her. It was as if she were frozen, 
and she hardly resisted as he roughly seized one of her wrists and led her 
toward the bedroom. She followed dumbly, almost as though entranced, again 
letting the robe fall apart at the thigh, her full breasts jiggling softly 
as she walked. Her resistance was only slight as they went through the door, 
and when Mac reached down and jerked the sash loose at the waist of her robe 
to let it fall suddenly open and expose the front of her sensuously curved 
body in all its naked invitation, she made no move to conceal it or protect 
herself. Then with a light motion of his arm Mac swung her forward and sent 
her careening toward the bed. The edge of it caught her at the knees and she 
sprawled backward across it, the robe still wide open in front to completely 
reveal the luscious milk-white mounds of her breasts and the smooth plane of 
her belly, even the soft black hair of her cunt nestled between her slightly 
parted inner thighs.


Wild-eyed, Mac stared silently at his girl friend for a moment, his eyes 
consuming the amber curves of her naked flesh. Then he took off his 
sportscoat and tossed it over the back of a chair and began unbuttoning his 
shirt.


"No, Mac," she pleaded softly. "No, please don't do that. I know what you're 
thinking. Please don't."


"You must figure I'm about the stupidest kind of jackass. Letting me have 
your tits if I promise not to touch you below the waist! You treat me like a 
junior high kid. And then you treat that kid like you should a man."


Jenny watched through watering eyes as Mac peeled off his shirt and started 
to unbutton his trousers. She felt almost dazed, as if she were suspended in 
time, as if this were just a dream and wasn't really happening at all. Her 
mind couldn't seem to grasp it, to fit the pieces together. She still 
couldn't understand how Mac happened to have the panties, which she'd still 
had on when he left, which Craig had removed from her squirming buttocks 
right before he'd fucked her, and which she now vaguely remembered missing 
this morning when she'd gotten out of bed to dress for work. But she knew 
Craig must have told someone, or perhaps had even stolen the panties and 
shown them around school and somehow Mac had gotten hold of them. And now 
the vague realization that the young boy she'd so come to adore these last 
three days had betrayed her was more devastating than any physical fear she 
might have of this enraged sex maniac before her.


Yet she gasped nonetheless as with a sudden motion Mac pulled off both his 
trousers and boxer shorts to shockingly reveal the lust-inflamed hardness of 
his massive cock, the bulbous head almost visibly palpitating, the huge 
shaft thickly swollen. Jenny swallowed hard, reaching down somewhat absently 
to pull the robe together in front as Mac dropped his hand to Ms threatening 
rod of flesh and gave a couple of vulgar jerks on the foreskin. It was a 
gesture so completely uncharacteristic of him that it served as clear proof 
to Jenny just how much a shock this had all been for him, how far out of 
control of his own actions he must be in his state of lust and rage. And she 
knew with a curious undercurrent of peace or acceptance that it was futile 
to try to resist him. He was going to get what he wanted tonight, and she 
had to admit that after the way she'd led him on, he probably deserved it.


Then, burying her face in her hands and beginning to sob softly, she rolled 
onto her belly as Mac approached the bed, glaring savagely down at'her, his 
eyes tracing the vivid outline of her body beneath the gown that vaguely 
revealed her rounded buttocks and only hinted at the inviting crack between 
them, then fell down below to sharply define the shape of her inner thighs.


"I guess you fucked that little punk right after I got through sucking your 
tits the other night. That was just an appetizer, hunh? Really put you in 
the mood!"


"Nooo!" Jenny sobbed, a shiver passing through her as she felt Mac's weight 
dropping clumsily down on the bed beside her. "And he's not a little punk."


The sight of the enraged teacher's naked cock was still a chilling and vivid 
image in her mind. She couldn't rid herself of it and it made her tremble 
just to think of it. She'd never thought of Mac as a stud; in fact, even now 
the thought seemed perfectly ludicrous. But he was hung far better than she 
could ever have imagined. His cock must have been twice the size of young 
Craig's.


"And I know goddamn well these panties are the same ones you were wearing 
last night. I warm your hot little pussy up from the outside, then he comes 
in and takes them off!"


It was true. She knew every word of it was true, and there wasn't a thing 
she could say in her own defense.


"Well come on, you goddamn prick-tease! Roll over and get that goddamn 
bathrobe off. I'm gonna show you what it feels like to be fucked by a real 
man."


"Nooo!" she cried again, a little convulsion shaking-the softness of her 
nearly naked body. But she knew even that was true. She was a prick-tease, 
and she'd taken some kind of sadistic pleasure in the way Mac had groveled 
for the favors of her body. And the enjoyment she'd derived from leading him 
on and then denying him had been exquisite.


"Come on, goddamn you!" Mac roared again, bouncing nakedly on the 
bedsprings.


"No, please," Jenny whimpered.


"All right! I'll teach you to turn your ass to me!"


In a sudden vicious motion Mac seized the robe by the hem and jerked it up 
to expose the ripeness of Jenny's tightly rounded buttocks, twitching 
suddenly before his eyes and clencbng together in spontaneous reflex to 
protect her little puckered anus nestled invitingly in between. He'd lifted 
his hand, palm open, in his rage intending to spank her naked ass. But 
instead the hand came down slowly as he stared at the smoothly cleft 
ass-cheeks, the soft backs of Jenny's thighs and the silken little curls of 
cunt hair sticking out from around the back of the glistening vaginal slit, 
separated by less than half an inch of pinkish flesh from the tightly 
forbidden little rectal entrance. He felt her body tense on the bed as his 
hand came to rest on the full round moons of her helplessly exposed 
buttocks, his finger tracing a light path over her anus as she clenched them 
again, then plunging smoothly down to the hair-lined vaginal slit.


In spite of everything Jenny's body jerked with a delicious spasm of desire 
as she felt the unexpectedly gentle contact of Mac's finger inching down 
across the sensitive hps of her pussy. She sobbed again in protest, still 
lying prone on her belly, her elbows shoved up beneath her breasts and hands 
covering her face. She'd rolled over and hidden her face almost the very 
instant Mac had taken off his trousers. She'd never seen him naked before, 
and that glimpse had been too brief for her to really get any sort of true 
picture. Now, perhaps as a result of the surprising gentility of his touch, 
she found herself curious. But she resisted the urge to look around, 
remaining motionless except for a subtle and involuntary motion of her naked 
buttocks as she felt the exquisitely teasing sensation of his fingers 
beginning to softly part the flanged hps of her cunt and spread the smoothly 
flowing moisture up and down the tingling little slit.


Then her buttocks jerked slightly as he spread the moisture suddenly 
backward, a little lightning-like stab of fire shooting straight up into the 
most sensitive depths of her rectum as his middle finger pressed the 
moisture up against the defensively clenched hole of her anus.


"Ooooh!" she moaned as the pressure increased, trying to screw her buttocks 
down in retreat. Her eyes opened wide and she stared straight ahead in shock 
and dismay as she felt Mac's finger slip suddenly into the tiny orifice and 
burrow searingly up into the rubbery flesh.


For a moment the sheer intensity of the sensation froze Jenny to shocked and 
helpless immobility as the finger sank relentlessly deeper into her 
quivering rectal tightness, causing her whole body to tense and tremble from 
the fiery stimulation.


"Aaaaagggghhh! Uuhhhnggg!" Jenny groaned and grunted as she felt the 
intrustion continue in spite of all her attempts to clench her buttocks and 
contract the little puckered hole in resistance. The finger buried itself up 
to the first knuckle, then continued the shocking penetration until it was 
embedded all the way up into the sensitively forbidden flesh of her rectum. 
At the same time Mac's thumb had slipped easily back into the now moistly 
slick orifice of Jenny's vagina, contrasting an irresistible sensation of 
pleasure with the devastating invasion of her anus, and as her uncontrolled 
moans and groans continued, he began to twirl his finger in a cruel 
stretching motion up inside her rectal cavity and gently squeezed between 
his thumb and middle finger the tender membrane that separated it from her 
vagina.


"Oh!" she cried out again as he enlarged the stretching circle, then at last 
jerked her face around to look back over her shoulder at him.


The sight that greeted her was one she could hardly even recognize. Mac's 
eyes were lust-crazed. A thin coating of sweat shone on his face, and he sat 
almost in cross-legged position on the bed, the bulging erection of his cock 
looming up in chilling threat, his fingers continuing their relentless 
violation of both the tender orifices of her loins. He grinned madly back at 
her, wiggling his finger inside her tortured rectum to cause even greater 
shivers and spasms to shake her body.


Then slowly he started to draw the finger out of her tight anal flesh, 
causing even more strained whimpers to escape her as the rubbery walls 
seemed to cling in resistance.


"Ooh!" she gasped. "Oh, Mac! Be careful!"


"I'll teach you to fuck a fourteen year old boy and then wave your ass at 
me!"


With a sudden pop the finger slipped completely out of the sensitive 
tightness, causing another soft cry from Jenny as she felt Mac's thumb worm 
even deeper into her tenderly moistened vagina and again move backward over 
the thin dividing membrane to push the slick moisture up over the now opened 
hole of her anus.


"Kneel up," he said, pushing on the backs of her knees with his free hand as 
he continued to work the slick moisture around the puckered rubbery ring.


Staring at him with awe, she did his bidding. She knew there was no 
resisting him tonight. He wanted her and he was going to have her, and if he 
demanded she submit to the "dog fashioned" position, after what she'd put 
him through she could hardly object to the humiliation involved. She closed 
her eyes, again burying her face in her hands as Mac moved to station 
himself on his knees behind her. Then a sudden shiver went through her whole 
body as she felt the thickly throbbing head of Mac's penis prod 
threateningly up between her proffered buttocks, not at the moistly offered 
slit of her vagina but right down in the crack of her ass-cheeks at the 
entrance to the little finger-moistened anus.


"Oh no, Mac!" Jenny cried in desperation as his true intentions suddenly 
dawned on her.


She clenched her buttocks desperately together, but the obscene placement of 
the thick shaft of his penis kept them helplessly parted. She tried to 
slither forward on the bed, but he seized her around the waist and with his 
superior strength pulled her back, bending her legs at the knees, stretching 
the soft skin of her upper thighs and ripely revealed buttocks, parting her 
ass-cheeks even wider to better expose the defenseless little hole of her 
anus.


Jenny couldn't even believe the perverted act he had in mind. She thought it 
must be the most terrible and sinful thing two human beings could do 
together. Of course with her medical training she was familiar with it, but 
somehow she'd never believed it was more than a depraved fantasy that had 
crept somehow by accident into the sex therapy books. And now it was about 
to happen to her and in spite of all her fear and revulsion, she found a 
warped intrigue in it, and she could not quite help but think it was a 
fitting end for a woman like herself who had so lasciviously corrupted a 
fourteen year old boy for the sake of her own twisted pleasure.


Then Jenny grunted as her body lurched forward again from the sudden wild 
stimulation as the blood-filled cock-head that parted her ass-cheeks lunged 
right up against the tightly resisting opening of her anus and began to worm 
its way inside. The sudden white-hot pain caused tears to rush swiftly to 
her eyes and spill in glistening droplets down her cheeks as she shivered 
and trembled, flaying her head from side to side in protest as Mac's loins 
lunged fiercely against her upthrust buttocks and the thick shaft of flesh 
surged forward into her warmly clasping rectal tightness until she felt his 
pubic hair tickle in between her ass-cheeks and the taut sac that held his 
lust-inflamed testicles slapped lightly against the pulsing slit of her 
pussy and the tingling little bud of her clitoris.


She was kneeling in helpless submission across the bed with her buttocks 
shoved vulnerably up into the air, Mac now mounting her like an animal from 
behind to only compound her disgrace and shame, his massive cock looming 
right up between her ass-cheeks to completely skewer her. She was hopelessly 
impaled now. She had taken his surging rod of flesh to the hilt in her most 
forbidden orifice.


Sobbing from her pain and humiliation, Jenny dropped her face down to rest 
on her hands as she felt Mac begin to move behind her, flexing and throbbing 
the lust-engorged hardness of his penis deeper up inside her resisting 
rectal tightness, causing new stabs of shocking sensation to dart 
relentlessly out through her fearfully trembling body.


But it wasn't as bad as she'd expected, and at least the worst was over. And 
even the pain was tempered by a more vividly titillating sensation of 
masochistic pleasure. Her loins were on fire from the lewd skewering up 
between her helplessly wide-spread ass-cheeks and she could feel the juices 
flowing from the hotly tingling lips of her cunt to spill teasingly down the 
softness of her thighs.


As Mac began to move more swiftly, yet still in a gentle screwing almost as 
if in spite of his anger he was concerned for her, Jenny's cries of agony 
evolved gradually into mewls and whimpers of passion.


"God it's tight, Jenny!" she heard him mumble behind her. "It's so tight I 
can hardly get it in and out."


"Ooh! Oh, careful!"


Gradually Mac began to squirm his buttocks in a slow undulating rhythm, 
fucking in smoother and longer strokes in and out of her lewdly stretched 
anus. Jenny's helpless body remained limp but a moment longer, then slowly 
she began to squirm her own buttocks backward, twisting and rotating her 
naked ass-cheeks to even further increase the wanton stimulation of his 
throbbing rod of flesh screwing in and out of her defenselessly yielding 
rectum.


She felt Mac's hands drop from her flanks, moving beneath her body and up 
between her thighs to brush teasingly through the moistened strands of the 
hairs of her cunt and find titillating contact with the pulsing little bud 
of her clitoris. She shivered from the almost unbearable contrast of 
sensation, his cock now throbbing and flexing viciously into the tightness 
of her anus bringing continued cries of pain from her hps, the finger 
stroking swiftly over the sensitive little clitoral bud causing delicious 
spasms of delight to fire out through her quivering pussy flesh. Her 
responses were hopelessly confused, and the state of delirium she was thrust 
into only rendered her more receptive to the raw stimulation. She was moving 
to another plane of consciousness, a daydream state in which the whole value 
system of sensation was overturned. It no longer seemed to matter what she 
felt - only that she did feel something. And she'd never in her life felt 
anything even remotely like this.


Behind her, Mac glowered in triumph as he lengthened and intensified his 
strokes, watching Jenny begin to twist and writhe her torso as if in pagan 
dance before him, her buttocks jerking wildly against his hairy loins as he 
rammed up into the almost unbearable tightness of her anus. If she'd denied 
her precious little pussy to him all this time, fucking her this way must be 
ten times better anyway. It was so tight he could hardly even work the 
enlarged shaft of his cock in and out. The tightly clasping walls were like 
an elastic sheath. They squeezed down rubberily as if they would crush his 
penis and milk the welling cum out of the throbbing cock-shaft before it was 
even ready.


And most important of all, Jenny was enjoying it. She was getting a real 
fucking now and she knew it, and Mac knew that after this she would be his 
and his alone. No fourteen year old boy was going to beat him out of his 
woman, and the determination he felt at that thought prompted Mac only to 
increase the savagely racking lunges of his buttocks. He rammed his cock in 
and out of her with sheerly brutal force, his loins making smacking sounds 
against her proffered buttocks, jolting her whole wantonly thrashing body.


Then gradually he slacked off as he heard an even more desperate cry burst 
to her Hps. In spite of the fact that it thrilled him sadistically and that 
after all she'd done to him she had it coming, Mac didn't want to hurt her 
too badly. He didn't want to spoil things between them completely.


"Sorry, love," he whispered in a gasp. "I know I'm hurting you, but..."


Mac's voice trailed off at the sight of her lust-contorted face as she 
looked back over her shoulder at him. "No!" she wailed deliriously. "No, you 
stupid oaf! I love it! Can't you see that I love it?"


Mac could hardly believe the jumble of incoherent obscenities that spewed 
from her lips after that as she began hunching and thrusting her buttocks 
back in earnest around the impaling shaft of his cock, wiggling and rotating 
them, thrashing and writhing her body in lewd abandon to the pain-pleasure 
stimulus of the obscene skewering of her rectum.


He grunted in even more lustful excitement to her unexpected response, 
suddenly unleashing the full fury of his own arousal in an even mightier 
lunge up into the tightness of her contracting anus, at the same time 
dropping his finger from her quivering cuntal flesh to seize the flaring 
bones of her pelvis and pull her back even harder against him.


Then suddenly he caught his breath, a shiver passing through his own body.


"Goddamn it," he gasped, ceasing his movements for an instant to stop the 
titillating friction of her rubbery inner walls crushing glove-like down 
around his cock.


"Noooo!" Jenny wailed in protest, realizing what was happening, unable to 
control the spontaneous jerking motions of her own ripened ass-cheeks back 
against him.


Mac tried with all his might to hold it, but the tightness around his cock 
just felt too good. That, combined with the sadistic stimulation of taking 
her in the most ruthless and most humiliating fashion was more than he could 
resist, and suddenly lie new there was no need for further attempts at 
control. Nothing was going to stop him from cumming now. Not even jerking it 
out of her would have helped at this point.


"Cum with me, Jenny," he grunted as he resumed his shattering strokes. "Cum 
with me!"


"I can't cum like this!" she cried, looking back at him in desperation. 
"Don't you know anything? Put your hand on my pussy!"


Again Mac reached around her and dropped his hand desperately between her 
thighs, running his fingers back up into the moist dark curls of pubic hair 
and along the sensuously parted vaginal hps. With a loud gasp he resumed the 
racking thrusts of his pulsating cock up inside her lewdly violated 
tightness, his loins crashing into the high-waving ass-cheeks to jolt her 
whole naked body as he felt the hot semen well up in his testicles and begin 
to spurt in flooding torrents up into the churning depths of her rectum.


"My clitoris, Mac!" Jenny sobbed, twisting and jerking her naked buttocks 
wildly before him. "Please make me cum too."


Mac continued to rack her body with his driving thrusts, his fingers working 
feverishly at the softly pulsing hps of her cunt and the almost rigid little 
clitoral nipple. Then as the last drops of sperm squirted from the 
palpitating head of his cock and he felt it begin almost immediately to 
deflate, his motions slackened and his body began to droop on hers.


Then his hand dropped away from her lust-tortured cunt and he sagged 
backward in exhaustion, gasping for breath.


"Oh God, Mac!" Jenny pleaded. Then her voice faded as she looked back over 
her shoulder. He was still on his knees on the bed, his naked, hairy body 
tilting drunkenly, his eyelids almost closed.


Gradually he sank down to a doubled heap. In another half minute he was 
snoring loudly.


Chapter Seven


There are times when things can be felt without a doubt. It was thus when 
Jenny got to school the next morning. The day before she'd had an inkling, 
dismissed as one might dismiss a foul weather report before a weekend; now 
it dawned upon her with devastating impact. Craig had talked! And of course 
there was not the slightest reason to have ever assumed that he wouldn't. To 
have fucked the school nurse would have been too much a secret for a boy his 
age to keep, and not long after she arrived at the school she realized how 
obvious this should have been to her, and counted herself a fool for having 
ever entertained the idea that she might be able to carry on her affair with 
the youngster without his contemporaries knowing every titillating detail.


This, however, was all before there'd been any direct evidence in the 
actions of the students. It was all by implication, the whispers that ceased 
suddenly when Jenny walked into a room, an occassional whistle or catcall 
behind her back, the looks she got from the students ol "both sexes. It was 
only at the end of the third period that Jenny got her first direct 
reference to what had happened between her and Craig. She passed a group of 
three boys in the hallway and one of them called behind her: "Hey, Miss 
Lane. Have you got a pair of panties for me too?"


Jenny was crushed by that. She hadn't even looked back. As tears of shame 
filled her eyes she fled, almost at a run, the rest of the way down the hall 
and out the back door to the little clinic behind the school.


She couldn't bring herself to go to lunch. She knew there was a likelihood 
that some of the faculty members, even aside from Mac, might also have heard 
about what had happened, and she just couldn't face them right now. Jenny 
thought she would have packed up and gone, left her terrible shame behind 
and avoided confronting anyone, were it not for one reason. Even in spite of 
the fact that Craig had betrayed her, she wanted him again. She couldn't 
help it. Those two nights spent with the young boy had almost been worth all 
the hardship they had cost her, and by now the damage was already done in 
any event. She might as well have what she wanted; it was already paid for.


Jenny felt a little tremor pass through her body just at the thought of it. 
Last night's terrible episode with Mac had only served to increase and 
intensify her lust. She had never been so used and humiliated in her life, 
but somehow in the end she hadn't been able to quell her own obscene and 
lascivious response to the degrading assault. And then the clod had left her 
hanging. He'd passed out on the bed even as Jenny had continued to tremble 
and whimper with unfulfilled want, the lingering soreness in her anus almost 
completely obliterated by the frustration of her need. She'd moved into the 
living room to try to sleep on the couch, but she'd tossed and turned for 
what she thought must have been several hours. At last she'd taken two pills 
to knock herself out. In the morning when she woke, he was gone.


Sitting now in the clinic, Jenny ate nothing but a chocolate bar she'd had 
in her purse, then tried to occupy herself by reading a novel condensation 
in a women's magazine. But it was impossible to concentrate. Her nerves were 
jangled. Her unsatisfied desire was a constant nagging that was almost 
driving her out of her mind. She was desperately afraid that any moment 
someone might come to the clinic, either one of the students or one of the 
faculty members, and now she could face neither. And all these factors were 
complicated by the fact that Craig was due to come and visit her during his 
free period at two o'clock.


Now every minute seemed like an eternity as she waited. She was almost 
afraid to see the young boy now and she dreaded the arrival of that 
appointed hour. But at the same time she longed desperately for his 
appearance, and she dreamed that somehow the teenager might be able to give 
her a satisfactory explanation of why he'd betrayed her. Even if it were a 
he she would be almost grateful for it now. For' the youngster's betrayal 
disturbed her more than all her disgrace. If she could get things right 
between herself and him, or even if she were able to pretend they were right 
and bring herself to make love to him again, Jenny thought she could endure 
the rest of her troubles.


Trying to tear herself out of her reverie, Jenny returned to the book 
condensation, forcing herself to read even though it didn't interest her. 
The last half hour of waiting was the longest of all, for it was then that 
she began clock watching. She must have checked the time every three or four 
minutes. Yet when the two o'clock bell sounded she was so startled she 
almost jumped out of her seat, and all her anticipation turned to dread.


It was hardly a minute later when the door opened and Craig walked in.


"Hello, Miss Lane," he said, smiling brightly as he shut the door behind 
himself.


Jenny looked up almost fearfully at the young boy. And as he stood there 
just inside the door, still smiling brightly back at her, his eyes straying 
almost innocently down to the inviting swells of her voluptuous breasts 
straining against the thin material of her nurse's uniform, it seemed that 
all her emotions moved at once to the fore of her mind, clashing and 
juxtaposing in confusing montage.


She didn't know what to say, or what to do. She didn't even know how she 
felt, during that long period of silence as she stared at the teenager, her 
eyes wild-looking and glossed over, her mouth dry, her heart pounding 
furiously in her breast.


She'd vowed and repeated the vow all day long that no matter how much she 
wanted Craig, she would cut him off cold if he didn't have an explanation 
for the wrong he'd done her by talking all over school about how he'd been 
to bed with her. But now she almost wanted to forget that, to pretend 
everything was still perfect between them, her secret kept. She wanted to 
tell him to come to her house to make love with her again tonight and leave 
it at that, bearing stoically the burden of her shame. But as badly as she 
longed for the youngster, she knew she had to stick to her resolve. She knew 
that even if her body responded, her mind would hold back. Jenny suspected 
she might not even be able to get an orgasm by making love with Craig until 
she was satisfied that the wrong he had surely done her had not been done in 
spite, or even in disregard for her feelings and well-being. And now somehow 
she had to seize control of her lust and hunger, she had to think 
rationally.


"What's the matter, Miss Lane?" Craig asked finally to break the silence.


"I think you know," Jenny said in a trembling voice.


The youngster frowned. "I don't understand."


"Oh Craig!" Jenny gasped, looking at the boy pleadingly. "Don't you know I'm 
ruined here? Don't you know my reputation is completely ruined and for all I 
know I'll lose my job and be ... be run out of town or something?"


Craig shrugged, walking slowly toward the desk behind which she sat, his 
eyes still drifting eagerly down to the high-set swells of her breasts that 
heaved and strained with her heavy breathing.


"Why did you tell the whole school about what was happening between you and 
me?"


The young boy stopped suddenly, his face blanching. Then a puzzled look came 
into his eyes. "I... don't understand what you're talking about, Miss Lane?"


"Don't you he to me, Craig Phillips!" Jenny hissed, standing up, all her 
pent up anger seeming to flare at once up into her breast.


"Miss Lane, please. I don't know what you're talking about," Craig 
protested.


"The whole school knows about us," Jenny said, raising her voice. "And if 
you didn't tell them I'd like to know who did."


Craig swallowed, looking down at the floor. Then he raised his eyes slowly. 
"I can't tell you. I mean ... it was an accident. It was just an accident 
and it wasn't really me."


"Don't lie to me, I said." Jenny paused, glaring in silence for an instant. 
Then she gave out with a short burst of incongruous laughter, almost 
hysterical sounding. "I bet you've really felt like a big man around here 
these last two days, telling everyone about how you fucked the school nurse. 
Probably telling them how I sucked your little cock. Maybe even telling them 
what I did the night you window-peeped and saw me ... masturbating."


Craig knew he was going to have to think fast. If Miss Lane cut him off now, 
while he had Tommy and Harry outside waiting and no telling how many other 
boys counting on him to line them up with the school nurse as soon as he 
could fit them in, he was going to really look like a fool. They'd probably 
even think he was lying about having fucked her himself and having her suck 
his cock and all the rest.


"I bet you really have felt like a big shot," she repeated sarcastically.


"I talk in my sleep," Craig said.


"What?"


"I talk in my sleep."


Jenny looked at the boy curiously for a moment. "What do you mean?"


"One of my friends - but I can't tell you who, because it's not his fault 
and I don't want to get him in trouble with you - spent the night with me, 
the same night I came to your apartment. I said something in my sleep. I 
said: 'Miss Lane, can I fuck you again', and he heard me."


"You don't expect me to believe that, Craig. So please don't insult my 
intelligence. He'd just think it was a nocturnal emission ... a wet dream."


"That's what he thought, all right," Craig said, hanging his head. "He just 
thought it was funny and asked me about it the next morning, and I freaked 
out and gave it away. I mean I turned white and got nervous and he started 
pressing me with these questions and I tried to he but every he I told just 
made ... what really happened all more clear." He shrugged. "I guess he told 
some kids, but I didn't think any of them believed it. I thought everything 
was all right."


Jenny looked at the young boy in silence for a moment, studying his 
half-averted eyes intently as he fidgeted sheepishly before her. It was far 
fetched, but it could be true. It wasn't completely impossible that it had 
happened that way. Jenny took a deep breath, her eyes glistening as she 
looked down pleadingly at the boy. She flicked her tongue softly out of her 
mouth to moisten her sensuously parted hps, her body trembling.


She was about to decide she did believe him when it hit her. The panties!


"Oh, you little devil!" she said, her face turning hard, her eyes becoming 
fiery again. "You must think you're very smart. But just how does that 
explain the panties?"


"I'm sorry, Miss Lane. I just wasn't thinking when I did that I know it was 
stealing, but I sort of figured you wouldn't really mind, and... see, I once 
read a book, a dirty book, about this guy that every time he went to bed 
with a woman he took her panties, and now he was an old man and he had 
hundreds of them. And that... was my first pair."


"And how did Mac get them?" she continued in the same tone of sarcasm, 
looking at him with building anger.


"Mac?" Craig's face paled and his eyes dropped. So that was what happened to 
them. Mr. MacDonald must have heard something and got the master key to the 
lockers. And all this time he'd been thinking one of the other boys had 
stolen them and trying to figure out how he'd done it.


"That's right, Smarty Pants. Mac come over to my apartment with them. He 
must have found them in your bedroom, I guess?"


"My ... friend took them. That's another way he knew I was lying."


"Craig Phillips! Mac as much as told me he got them from you, and if you 
hadn't brought them to school... well, he couldn't have. And there's only 
one reason you'd want to bring my panties here to this school, and that's 
because you wanted to prove what you'd been ... bragging about!"


Craig's eyes dropped and again he hung his head shamefully. Jenny glared at 
him silently. There was a moment when she would have liked to hit him, to 
box him as hard as she could on the side of the head, to lash out and find 
some release for all her pent up rage and frustration. And she thought she 
might have been on the verge of doing just that when it suddenly hit her: 
she couldn't remember now if Mac had used his actual name or not. 
Frantically her mind raced back over the horrible nightmare of Mac's visit 
and subsequent assault on her defenseless body and genitals and the final 
degradation of forced sodomy to which he'd subjected her to. It was still a 
hazy memory in her mind, surreal and distorted. But now it seemed that Mac 
hadn't actually said Craig's name. He'd referred to him once as a punk and 
she had defended him, also without calling him by name. And when she'd first 
been confronted with the panties and asked him where he'd gotten them, he'd 
said only: "You know where I got them." He hadn't used Craig's name then 
either. He hadn't used it at all!


"Oh Craig," Jenny said with a soft sob, all the emotion and relief welling 
up in her breasts, a constricting tightness coming into her throat as she 
tried to choke back the tears.


He was telling the truth. Or at least, it seemed reasonable enough that she 
should at least trust him until he was proven guilty. She hadn't been 
maliciously betrayed, and even if the rest of her problems loomed just as 
dark as before, at least it hadn't been Craig's intention to get her into 
trouble.


Jenny moved toward the youngster, who stared back at her with astonishment. 
"Mac didn't say your name!" she exclaimed in a voice that was almost choked. 
"He never mentioned your name, and I just took for granted it was you he was 
talking about."


Then she reached out, running her fingers hungrily through his hair before 
her hand dropped to his shoulders and she pulled him to her body, snuggling 
the softly rounded mounds of her breasts against his face, showering kisses 
down on the top of his head and over his ear.


For a moment Craig didn't know what to do. He'd been so sure all was lost, 
and he was about to give up on his scheme of trying to seduce the school 
nurse and get his friends laid. Then, as he nuzzled his nose between the 
wide-set swells of her breasts, protected by the tightly constricting 
brassiere she wore beneath her thin nurse's uniform, he began to realize 
that she had at the last minute decided to believe him.


As Jenny continued to hug the young boy to the inviting softness of her 
body, Craig lifted his hands slowly to the sides of her full breasts, 
crushing and kneading them gently as she purred and whispered into his ear, 
her body shaking with the gentle convulsions of her joyful sobs. The 
youngster continued to gently stroke the voluptuous mounds of her breasts, 
moving up to his tiptoes to kiss along the soft smooth flesh of her neck, 
his hands dropping down her back to seize the tightly rounded half-moons of 
her buttocks as he squirmed his pelvis eagerly to her smooth thighs.


Then suddenly her body stiffened and she tried to push him away. "Oh no, 
Craig. No, please! Don't do that!"


He clung to her even as she retreated back toward the desk, his hands 
pulling at the material of her uniform skirt to draw it up along her thighs, 
his teeth nibbling gently at the soft skin on the curve of her shoulder.


"We can't do that here, Craig," Jenny moaned in protest. "And when you touch 
me like that you make me so hot I can hardly stand it."


In spite of Jenny's protest Craig continued to work at her uniform skirt 
until he'd lifted it completely up off the lush mounds of her buttocks. With 
a desperate whimper, Jenny retreated another step as the youngster pulled 
her panties down far enough to half expose her softly curling pubic hair. 
Then the backs of her naked thighs caught on the edge of her desk, causing 
her to lose her balance and sprawl flat on her back across it, her legs 
dangling off from the knees, her panties pulled down near the tops of her 
thighs, the uniform skirt bunched lewdly high about her waist.


Craig knew he was going to have to use every trick he could think of to get 
Miss Lane to put out right here on the campus, and the idea that popped into 
his head was just too good to resist. He'd heard the older boys talking 
about eating pussy, but until a few days ago he wouldn't have dreamed he'd 
ever think seriously of doing it himself. But now the prospect caused an 
even more intense excitement to surge in his loins, and from everything he'd 
been told, women liked having their cunts licked and sucked better than 
anything a guy could do to them. Some of the boys said if you could ever get 
a girl to let you kiss her between the thighs there wasn't a way in the 
world they'd be able to stop you from fucking them.


Jenny lay almost motionless across the desk, stunned, fighting an inner war 
with her consuming lust. It was complete nonsense for her to even be here 
with Craig after the whole school was already talking about them. But just 
the brief contact had excited her almost beyond belief. Tonight now seemed 
like an eternity away, and her whole body was crying out for the 
satisfaction that had been denied her with Mac.


"No, Craig," she whispered softly, her hands moving slowly and only 
half-heartedly down toward her lewdly exposed loins. Then her eyes widened 
with shock as the boy leaned forward, stooping so that his face was poised 
right over the softness of her thighs and her half-revealed cunt nestled so 
invitingly between them. Then she gasped as she realized what he intended.


For some reason, Jenny almost completely froze in terror at the prospect. It 
excited her beyond belief, and the very thought of this little boy whom she 
so adored kissing and licking between her thighs, paying her the ultimate 
homage a man could pay a woman, seemed like more than she could ever deserve 
in her life. But she knew it was also the ultimate perversion for her to 
desire such a thing from a fourteen year old boy who only days ago had been 
an innocent child. It seemed the final corruption and Jenny could not help 
but imagine what


Craig's parents might think of her if she let him do what he intended. They 
would be perfectly in their rights if they had her prosecuted for 
contributing to the delinquency of a minor and statutory rape and everything 
else in the book.


Then a soft cry of protest escaped her hps as Craig's face dropped suddenly 
lower and his tongue flicked out to brush tantalizingly into the soft 
curling strands of cunt hair sticking up just above the narrow waistband of 
her panties. A shiver shook her whole body, an electrifying current of 
perverse delight that rendered her still unable to move or resist.


"No, Craig. Please don't do that," she whimpered. "Come to my house 
tonight."


"I can't wait," the teenager groaned. "I've been thinking about this all 
day."


Then, working the panties lower to finally expose her smoothly rounded 
buttocks and the forbidden area of thin, silken pubic hair and even the 
softly pulsing little slit of her pussy, Craig plunged his face lower 
between her trembling thighs.


The sudden moist contact of his tongue on her sparsely-haired flesh sent an 
unwanted chill of delight racing up the whole length of her spine. Then her 
body shivered as she felt his tongue tracing downward and his fingers moving 
up to pull her thighs wide apart, stretching and tearing the panties that 
still clutched at her knees. A shudder rippled through her naked flesh as 
his fingers stroked into the hair that fringed her beckoning pussy-slit, 
softly parting the tingling hps. Then she cried out wantonly at the sudden 
electrifying contact of his tongue upon the little pink bud of her clitoris.


Jill lifted her head off the desk, staring with disbelief down at the 
youngster's face hovering over the defenseless softness of her loins between 
her nakedly wide-splayed thighs. The moistened pink flesh of her vagina was 
presented up to his eyes in helpless sacrifice. She lay trembling before him 
on the desk, watching his tongue slowly circling his hps in nervous 
preparation for the ravishment he planned.


Then suddenly with a slow outward movement of his thumbs, Craig drew apart 
the fleshy pink lips of her cunt to even better expose the soft inner folds 
that glistened with the freely flowing moisture of her excitement. Groaning 
hungrily, he dropped his head down to swipe the full length of his tongue up 
into the wildly throbbing cuntal slit.


Another soft sob rose to her hps and her body jerked in a sudden convulsion, 
her buttocks grinding down against the top of the desk from the maddening 
attack. Then with a soft sucking of his lips Jimmy drew the throbbing bud of 
her clitoris wetly into his hot mouth, nibbling at it with the tips of his 
teeth until she cried out as another lewd spasm shook her whole body.


"Oooooh! Oooooooooh!" Jenny moaned, hardly able to believe the shattering 
sensations that surged out so suddenly through her loins from the 
youngster's submissive licking of her cunt. It was too obscene for words and 
she whimpered in lewd abandon beneath the depraved assault, her head still 
lifted off the desk to gaze down in horrified fascination as the teenage 
boy's face pushed down even harder against her warmly quivering loins. It 
was insane! It was so insane! The door wasn't even locked and anybody might 
come walking in at any minute. But even knowing that, Jenny was unable to 
make herself tell Craig to stop, even just for long enough to lock the door.


An even more stimulating chill shot through her almost prone body, Jenny 
lowered her head back on the desk, lunging her buttocks upward in 
spontaneous submission to the delicious current of excitement that coursed 
out suddenly from his wanton licking and sucking as Craig began to feast in 
earnest on the defenselessly wide held flesh of her cunt. Tiny wisps of 
forbidden pleasure began to swell deep down in her belly as the boy's lewdly 
flicking tongue burrowed to its full length right up into the trembling 
vaginal opening. She cried out deliriously, her buttocks bouncing and 
twitching. Then again she lifted her head to gaze down at the teenage boy's 
bobbing face between her widely parted thighs.


"Ooooh, oooooooh!" she purred in lascivious longing as she began a more 
rhythmic hunching motion of her loins up against Craig's lewdly buried face. 
Spasms of delight were shooting out over every tingling inch of her flesh as 
she completely shed her inhibitions and began to respond, the lustful 
currents growing deep inside her, sweeping her to a level of craving she 
could never have thought existed.


Then with an even louder cry Jenny's hands dropped down to run eagerly 
through Craig's hair, pulling his face even tighter to her loins, closing 
her thighs hungrily about his ears. She sobbed out her spiraling need in an 
incessant stream of delirium as she felt his tongue swishing softly up into 
the inner reaches of her tingling vaginal flesh, her hips jerking and 
lunging in lascivious abandon as little tremors of ecstasy coursed out from 
her quivering cuntal lips. Then suddenly in an even more desperate motion 
she dropped her hands from his hair down to his shoulders and started to 
push him back out from between her thighs.


As wonderful as it felt to have the young boy kissing and licking her cunt, 
she knew it wasn't enough to give her the satisfaction her lust-tortured 
body ultimately demanded. She had to have his cock inside her. She had to be 
fucked. And she didn't think she could stand to wait through another minute 
of this maddening stimulation that was pushing her craving to the point of 
insanity.


"All right, Craig," she whimpered in a quaking voice. "That's enough. I 
can't stand anymore of that. I want you to fuck me. Right now."


Gasping for breath, Craig raised his head up. He licked his lips, looking at 
the school nurse with an excitement that must have matched her own. He knew 
he had her where he wanted her now. When his two friends got here she'd be 
glad to see them.


Jenny gazed almost with astonishment down at her half-exposed body. She 
thought she'd never seen such an obscene sight in her life. Her skirt was 
still bunched up about her waist. Her panties hung in shreds at one knee. 
Her smoothly tanned thighs were still splayed out widely and the exposed hps 
of her cunt glistened with flowing moisture that mingled with the saliva of 
the fourteen year old boy who'd so submissively sucked and licked at her 
pussy until she was completely out of her mind with lust. Nestled in the 
thin black hair she could just glimpse the swollen pink bud of her clitoris.


"I've got to lock the door," Jenny whispered deliriously.


"I'll get it," Craig said quickly. He walked hurriedly over to it, then 
paused. "I guess I better make sure there's nobody outside."


"Yes."


The young boy opened the door and looked out triumphantly at his two young 
friends, who waited beneath the shade tree on the opposite side of the walk 
that ran behind the clinic. He winked and held up five fingers. As they 
nodded eagerly, Craig stepped back inside and closed the door. He didn't 
lock it.


Chapter Eight


Her body quivering from the lustful excitement that surged out of control 
through her tongue-ravished loins, Jenny watched the young boy strip off his 
clothes as she removed her own uniform in a frenzy. They'd moved to a little 
room in the back of the clinic which contained a bed for students to rest on 
in the event they were sick or had suffered an accident that didn't warrant 
an actual trip to the hospital. Jenny still knew what she was doing was 
sheer insanity, but at least the door was locked and if someone intruded 
there would be time for her to get dressed and Craig to hide. And after the 
way she had almost denied him, jumping to the conclusion that he had wronged 
her when there had not been real proof of that, she felt she had to make it 
up to him the only way she knew how. Even more compelling was the fact that 
at this point she couldn't have resisted anyway. She'd never been so hot in 
her life. Her desire was like a hot fiery ball in her belly and every inch 
of her sensuously aroused flesh cried out for release.


A soft sob swelled in Jenny's throat as she shed her brassiere to completely 
expose the upthrust nakedness of her breasts, then with a wriggling motion 
of her hips peeled the nearly transparent panties down the lithe softness of 
her amber thighs. Naked, she lay down on the bed, her breath coming in 
strained gasps as she watched Craig remove his own trousers. She licked her 
Hps hungrily in response to the sight of his young cock throbbing up inside 
his jockey shorts, then moaned as he peeled them off, bending it down, then 
freeing it suddenly so the erect shaft jerked upwards in a lewd springing 
motion to almost slap against his belly above the sparse curls of newly 
grown hair at his loins. Then as he approached the bed and climbed up on it, 
the school nurse lunged her whole naked body upwards, her arms wrapping 
around the teen-ager's torso to pull him down eagerly upon her. She covered 
his lips with hers, her tongue swiping hungrily into his mouth to taste the 
sweet juices of her own cunt that lingered on his tongue. She moved her hand 
down between their tightly straining bodies to seek out the lust-inflamed 
hardness of his cock and fit it up between her trembling thighs, the 
throbbing head burrowing through the soft-curling fringe of hair and right 
up into the lasciviously moistening lips of her pussy.


Jenny was almost ready to cum at the instant of entry. The wanton licking 
and sucking of her cunt had driven her beyond the bounds of sanity. Her 
sensitivity had already been heightened by her emotional state, and her 
sense of reconciliation with the youngster to whom she'd become so attached 
had further increased her vulnerability to the lewd physical stimulation, 
driving her to a degree of lustful frenzy that was almost beyond her own 
comprehension. She whimpered softly, feeling the boy shiver as he lunged 
down suddenly and the rigid little shaft of his flesh wormed teasingly right 
up into her quivering vaginal warmth. A low wail rose in her throat and her 
hips trembled on the softness of the mattress as Craig's body sank down 
harder against her and she felt the tightly resisting flesh of her pussy 
yield and part before the hungry onslaught of his penis.


Jenny groaned, splaying her thighs out wider to allow the youngster greater 
access to her aching cuntal depths as the shudders began to dart through her 
body from the feel of his hands working eagerly over the voluptuous curves 
of her flesh and he began to lunge his cock in swift, tantalizing motions in 
and out of her quivering cuntal softness. She cried out in feverish delight 
to the hotly palpitating hardness flexing and jerking farther up into the 
moistly enveloping warmth of her cunt, and she bucked madly at him, the 
surging lust completely out of control, her lascivious cries of passion 
echoing in resounding animal grunts. Her head flayed wildly from side to 
side on the mattress, her eyes were slits as she strained for the climax she 
already felt building undeniably in her lust-tortured loins. Then suddenly 
her body stiffened and her eyes opened wide in horror.


The door had opened and two more young boys, Tommy Turner and Harry Parker, 
had stepped into the room.


"Oh Craig!" she cried in a sudden anguished wail.


The youngster lifted his head to gaze with a lewd grin down at her, never 
breaking the rhythm of his wanton cock-thrusts up into the defenselessly 
splayed flesh of her loins so that in spite of all her hurt and anger and 
disappointment, her buttocks continued to respond in little spasmodic jerks 
and hunches. "Oh Craig!"


He had told! She knew it now. And this had ah been arranged. When he'd 
stepped outside the door, supposedly to make sure there was no one in sight, 
he'd no doubt been signaling his two young friends. And if there had been 
any question in Jenny's mind as to what they were doing here, it was erased 
almost instantly as both the youngsters began to hurriedly strip out of 
their clothing.


The young teen-ager had done far worse than what she'd imagined. He'd not 
only bragged around the school about his conquest, but he'd promised his 
friends he'd set them up with a share of the action too! It was almost as if 
he were the pimp - a fourteen year old pimp who less than a week ago had 
never even been to bed with a woman - and she was the whore.


"Boy, he wasn't lying!" Tommy exclaimed. "Look at her. She's ready for us, 
all right."


"She sure is!" Harry echoed. "She's begging for it with her eyes."


Their words reverberated in crazy harmony in Jenny's lust-maddened 
consciousness, and somehow she thought everything they'd said must be true. 
For now she'd lost all control of herself. Even as she lay here nakedly 
spread-eagled on the bed, stunned by the terrible realization that Craig had 
done her all the wrong she'd first imagined and more, her body cried out for 
the wanton satisfaction of climax that seemed to hover now just within her 
reach, and she knew she could refuse nothing the youngsters wanted to do to 
her. She had to have it. She had to cum like she'd never cum before. She had 
to cum again and again, first with one of them and then with the next, and 
the thought of her body being used by one of the youngsters after another in 
depraved succession as if she were nothing but a whore, a helpless 
receptacle for their obscene lust, only heightened the devastating hunger 
and perverse passion surging through her.


"Hurry up, Craig!" Tommy Turner shouted impatiently as he began to unbuckle 
his trousers.


"Yeah, come on," said Harry. "We can't wait all day."


"Yes, Craig," Jenny whispered in a distant-sounding voice she could hardly 
recognize as her own. "Come on."


Craig felt his cock growing and expanding deep up inside Miss Lane's pussy 
as he heard her final expression of surrender and realized he'd truly 
triumphed. He knew he'd accomplished a real feat, not only seducing the 
school nurse but really turning her on and turning on his friends in the 
bargain, and that knowledge excited him almost even more than the physical 
sensation he felt as the soft inner muscles of her cunt suddenly began to 
flex and quiver about the lustfully throbbing shaft of his penis until he 
felt he was going to lose all control and let it burst forward in immediate 
ejaculation as he began to fuck harder in and out of her moistly sucking 
cuntal tightness.


But he still wanted her to cum with him and he held back, beginning to ram 
his cock into her with even longer and harder strokes in time with the 
suddenly intensified jerking of her naked loins up against him. Her thighs 
entwined tightly about his waist, clenching to draw him down even deeper 
into her yielding pussy softness as she made lewdly pleading gurgling sounds 
in her throat.


"Oooh fuck, fuck! Fuck me harder," she chanted in his ear, jack knifing her 
legs up higher so Craig could gaze down between their bodies and watch the 
glistening shaft of his cock lunging obscenely in and out of the hair-lined 
hps of her cunt, which flowered open even wider with each jolting thrust.


Jenny's face was contorted with passion, even wilder shudders coursing 
through her body, and Craig was fucking into her with all the strength of 
his hips and thighs as he felt the softly moistened flesh of her pussy 
clasping like a heartbeat around his own hotly throbbing cock. He fucked her 
from the tips of his toes with every ounce of effort he could muster, 
ramming the whole length of his rigidly pulsing hardness deep up into her 
softly quivering pussy-flesh, bringing even more ecstatic moans and screams 
to her lips. Her nostrils flared and her eyes opened wide, gazing glassily 
up at him as the orgasmic waves began deep in her belly and her hps bared 
back again over her teeth to issue even more insanely desperate sounds of 
pleading. Her arms wrapped tightly around his neck, her fingernails digging 
into the soft muscles and then slithering down to claw frenziedly at his 
buttocks as they clenched and jerked above her unprotected loins.


Then she suddenly turned her head, her body becoming almost still as she 
gazed at Tommy Turner, who'd moved up to stand just beside the bed and watch 
them with a crazed look in his own eyes. He was completely naked and as 
Jenny let her hungry gaze descend to the bulging hardness of his cock, 
looming up fully erect and almost a full inch longer than Craig's, her hips 
began to twitch and quiver, her vagina crushing down glove-like in 
involuntary spasms about the throbbing shaft that invaded her convulsing 
vagina.


Jenny moistened her hps, her fingers trembling as she reached her hand out 
slowly to the young boy beside the bed, her gaze now shifting on to Harry 
Parker who stood, also naked, just behind him. Then she whimpered softly as 
her fingers came into contact with the pulsating rigidity of Tommy's cock, 
caressing it softly and beginning to move the skin slowly up and down on the 
long twitching shaft as she felt the even greater tension surge through her 
own tender flesh. A low, distant-sounding wail that was different from all 
the previous cries that had issued from her throat, swelled out to shatter 
the fleeting instant of silence.


She looked back wild-eyed at Craig. "I'm going to cum," she whispered 
suddenly, locking her ankles in a strong grip high up behind his back. Her 
body arched and quivered as she clung tightly to him with her softly 
trembling thighs, her fingers skinning more rapidly up and down the shaft of 
Tommy's youthful cock as she started to flay her head from side to side 
again.


Her body jerked in frenzied spasms, the juices of her cunt flowing out even 
more freely around his hotly plunging cock and dribbling down the wide-split 
crevice of her buttocks to soak his tortured balls as they slapped against 
her tiny puckered anus. Craig watched the lewd contortions of her face with 
salacious triumph as he sensed the orgasm that was engulfing her, and he 
gasped down into the moistness of her mouth as he felt the bursting begin in 
his own loins and heard her even more insane cries as she began to shower 
kisses of gratitude over his face.


Then with a deep, soul-shattering groan that went on and on from his lips, 
the young boy exploded inside her, shooting his fresh young sperm deep up 
into the flaccidly quivering depths of her pussy-flesh. He kept on lunging 
harder and harder, jolting her body and prompting a rhythmic stream of moans 
and cries from her lips as he fucked into the enveloping softness between 
her thighs until the last drop of cum had squirted from his balls. Then he 
gasped, sagging down tiredly on her still quivering body.


Jenny closed her eyes, her hand ceasing its lewd movements around the 
eagerly palpitating shaft of Tommy's cock as she felt Craig's penis start to 
go limp in her pussy. Little quivers still coursed through her loins and her 
buttocks continued to make occasional jerking motions from her post orgasmic 
excitement. Then, as she felt Craig withdraw and slide off the bed, she 
opened her eyes again and looked deliriously at Tommy Turner, then Harry 
Parker, who'd moved up beside him now.


"Lemme go first," Harry said. "I never even been laid."


"You'll get your turn. It's my cock she's got hold of," Tommy answered, 
looking angrily at his young competitor.


They continued to argue for a moment. Jenny's hand dropped from Tommy's 
throbbing hardness and her eyes closed. For a moment she didn't even hear 
what they said. She knew she must be losing her mind. It must have begun 
that night she and Mac had chaperoned the junior high school dance, and it 
had been building ever since then, and this was the final crack-up.


Then again she heard Craig's voice intruding in the argument, and opened her 
eyes once more to stare at the three naked teen-agers in a mingling of 
horror and even more perverse excitement. "Why don't you both take her at 
once," Craig said.


"Hunh?" Harry asked, a confused look in his eyes.


"You in her pussy, Harry. And Tommy in her mouth."


"Suits me," Tommy said with a shrug.


"No, please," Jenny whimpered. But she said it in a half-hearted tone and 
she didn't mean it sincerely anyway.


Then she formed an even feebler whimper of protest as Harry climbed eagerly 
up onto the bed and with no pretense at foreplay dropped his virgin body 
eagerly between her still widespread thighs.


He shuffled forward awkwardly as he lowered himself onto her unguarded 
nakedness, and Jenny shivered with renewed longing as she felt the pulsing 
head of his lust-engorged penis slither up the still warmly trembling 
softness of her inner thighs. She stared down between the nakedly quivering 
mounds of her breasts with lust-crazed delirium that swelled anew in spite 
of the shattering climax she'd just achieved, then moaned softly as the 
teen-age boy's twitching cock burrowed up to probe hotly right into the 
moistened pussy-flesh that still trembled from the orgasm that had echoed 
through every fiber of her body and soul.


Then with a sudden cry of glee, Jenny her hips upward, shimmied, dropping 
her hands down to claw hungrily at the young boy's flexing buttocks as he 
plunged forward and her cum-drenched pussy walls gave way to take the 
lustfully twitching resilience far up into the most sensitive tightness of 
her cunt.


"Oh boy, that feels good!" Harry exclaimed almost in disbelief. "Wow, that's 
better than I ever thought it would be!"


Jenny gave out with a helpless moan as the thickly surging rod of flesh 
wormed far up between her thighs. She quivered as she felt the youngster's 
pubic mound nudge softly down against her swollen clitoris, little mewling 
sounds pouring from her lips as she began to writhe her body softly, 
twitches of renewed passion shooting over the tingling nakedness of her 
flesh as Harry's hands slid beneath her ass-cheeks to stroke tenderly up 
against the clinging lips of her cunt around the plunging base of his cock. 
She seemed to hang on a crescendo of insanity for a timeless span as she 
felt the last shadows of her first orgasm pass and the initial distant 
tremors of the next begin somewhere in the mystifying oblivion of her 
passion. She found an instant of calm. A little smile came to her lips and 
she opened her eyes and seemed to see for the first time. And she was 
looking right into the lust-crazed face of Tommy Turner, still standing 
beside the bed, gazing down eagerly at her sensuously squirming body.


"Yes, Tommy, yes," Jenny purred softly through her sultry lips. "Just step 
closer to the bed and I'll suck you off while Harry fucks me."


Then all became a jumble in Jenny's mind as Harry began to shudder above 
her, lunging the pulsing erection of his cock harder and harder with 
shattering strokes in and out of her op en-splayed cuntal flesh, groaning 
and moaning, his hands exploring wildly over the naked softness of her body.


She whimpered softly as Tommy stepped right up against the edge of the bed, 
bending his rigid cock-shaft down toward her deliciously welcoming hps as 
she stretched upward to reach it. Even as a more insane moan of passion 
swelled in her throat from Harry's frenzied fucking up into her loins, she 
parted her lips and flicked her tongue out wetly to swipe away the little 
drop of seminal fluid that appeared at the tiny glans of Tommy's 
blood-filled penis, then made a sensuous oval of her mouth to slide her hps 
warmly over the purplish head.


Tommy groaned from the exquisite sensation as he rammed the full length of 
his pulsating rod of flesh deep between the school nurse's hungrily clasping 
Hps. Harry's tingling cock swelled up even harder within the sensitively 
clinging depths of her loins, causing even wilder quivers to dart through 
her body as it flexed and twitched and the boy grunted in lascivious 
excitement above her. Her voluptuous breasts heaved and quivered up against 
the pressure of


Harry's chest, the little hardened nipples pricking to an even more tingling 
firmness as Tommy reached down to grab a thick handful of her silken black 
hair, tugging her face even closer to her loins and fucking deeper and more 
ruthlessly into her willingly submitting mouth. As the two youngsters shared 
both the wantonly yielding orifices of the school nurse's nakedly squirming 
body, one in her mouth and the other in her cunt, the door opened and three 
more freshman boys slipped into the room.


Jenny's nakedly fucking body stiffened to immobility. She twisted her neck, 
staring past Tommy's smooth hairless loins and almost letting the throbbing 
rigidity slip completely from her mouth.


Then an even more lewdly masochistic surge of craving coursed through her 
body as she realized why they were here. They wanted a share of her body 
too! Already they were beginning to strip off their clothes and their eager 
exclamations resounded shockingly in her ears. And as Jenny resumed the 
ravenous sucking of Tommy's cock, again taking the full length of it between 
her helpless lips, her tongue swiping wildly around the almost bursting 
head, she knew she would not be able to refuse them. There was no longer any 
reason to. It was only a matter of time until somebody on the faculty began 
to suspect what was happening in the clinic. She knew she was through here, 
and any numerical ascension of the number of young boys who shared her today 
could do no more than heighten the color of her guilt. And she couldn't have 
stopped anyway. She couldn't have refused a single one of the eager teen-age 
boys now crowding around the bed. It wouldn't have been fair.


Then Jenny forgot everything, responding whole-heartedly to the task of the 
moment as she felt both the youngsters now fucking her begin to move even 
more eagerly, Harry racking her helplessly writhing body with his staccato 
cock-thrusts, Tommy's massive hardness twitching and surging even more 
rigidly up between her wantonly sucking lips.


Jenny moaned deliriously around the cock-head that crashed more and more 
brutally into the moist warm cavern of her mouth, driving to the back of her 
throat to prompt lascivious gurgling sounds. Her body was coming to life 
again in even more insane and gripping passion. Every inch of her flesh 
tingled with raw electric sensation as she sensed the two youngsters were 
drawing simultaneously nearer their own completion, and the mere thought of 
the two of them ejaculating at once into her mouth and cunt only heightened 
the distantly sweeping waves that threatened to course through her own body 
any instant in volcanically racking climax.


She thrust her buttocks up madly, almost tossing Harry off the bed with the 
intense lunges of her pelvis. She lifted her thighs high, the hard smacking 
sounds echoing in her ears as his loins slammed down against her. She sucked 
fervently, longing to milk the torrents of life-giving sperm from Tommy's 
cock, wanting to swallow every precious droplet of it with her throat just 
as her spasmodically sucking cunt absorbed every surging spurt of Harry's.


Almost insane with passion, she listened to the three teen-age boys who 
waited trying to hurry Tommy and Harry on. Now somehow she thrilled to their 
obscene chatter, to their lewd exclamations about her, the school nurse, 
going mad as a nympho as the first shattering waves of climax began to 
engulf her.


"God, would you look at that! She's gonna fuck him to death if she doesn't 
slow down."


"What about Tommy? Man she's gonna pull his cock out by the roots if she 
sucks any harder!"


"Boy, I can't wait to get my hands on that baby. Whoever thought their first 
piece of pussy would be the school nurse? And right on campus too!"


Then an even more insane quiver shot through Jenny's now frenzied thrashing 
body as she felt the heavily splattering droplets of Harry's cum start 
shooting out suddenly from the twitching head of his cock deep into the 
sensitive depths of her pussy. At almost the same instant Tommy stiffened, 
ceasing his movements completely as Jenny sucked even harder and more 
submissively at the tingling rod of boy-flesh. She whimpered and gurgled 
around the resilient base of it, her nose brushing the softly tickling hairs 
of his pubis, her Hps stretched wide as she felt him begin to move again and 
tasted the sweet young sperm come shooting wildly into her mouth and the 
back of her throat. She gurgled again, her Adams's apple bobbing as she 
swallowed desperately to keep from choking, her efforts becoming instinctual 
and automatic as she lost complete control of herself and was once more 
engulfed by the madly obliterating ecstasy of orgasm.


She was cast once more into timelessness as she felt the waves consume her, 
sweeping out in a relentless fury of obscenely shattering bliss to suspend 
her in delirious oblivion, devoid of past, present or future.


After that it all happened too fast. Jenny lay in quivering, post-orgasmic 
ecstasy as Harry and Tommy withdrew their deflating penises, respectively 
from her cunt and her mouth. She closed her eyes, her naked and soiled body 
still sensuously writhing in lust-crazed expectation. The three boys argued 
about who was going to be first, just as Tommy and Harry had. While they 
argued, one of them climbed up onto the bed. Later she would vaguely 
remember telling them she couldn't take two at once in the prone, standard 
position because the strain on her neck was too much. She would remember 
rolling over into the "dog fashioned" posture, so one boy mounted her from 
behind while the other stood before her on the edge of the bed, fucking her 
in the mouth. It was like a daydream. The whole eerie episode engulfed her 
and swept her up in a montage of hard young cocks fucking into her mouth and 
her cunt, grunts and groans of passion mixing with the catcalls of the 
onlookers, all jumbled together in a distorted blending of endless passion 
and climax.


She didn't know how many of the boys had her before, just as one pair were 
simultaneously withdrawing and two more preparing to take their turns, a 
silence fell suddenly over the room and even though her eyes were closed 
Jenny sensed that the line had broken and the next two youngsters moved 
away. She sensed a state of aloneness on the bed, where she lay vulnerably 
naked, as if it were a stage and the others, the eager teen-age boys who'd 
so wantonly exploited her surrendered flesh, were now moved apart from her, 
separated.


She opened her eyes slowly, gazing trance-like up at the open door. 
Superintendent Johnson was standing just inside, watching her with the 
strangest look in his eyes.


"You boys all get your clothes on and leave," he said. "Last period physical 
education is dismissed for today. I'll deal with you boys tomorrow."


But it seemed as if it had been a long time, an unbearable and extended 
silence, before he'd said that. And Jenny had lain still in her naked, 
almost spread-eagled position on the bed, looking up at him blankly, as if 
he were an apparition. Then the boys, looking sheepish and fumbling 
nervously with their clothes, began to get dressed and filter out of the 
room. Superintendent Johnson came into the room and Jenny half-heartedly 
tugged the sheets down and slid beneath them. She didn't feel like getting 
dressed, of having him watch her do it. She would listen to whatever he said 
and then after he left she would put her clothes on and go.


The superintendent waited until the room was empty, then sighed deeply, 
staring with a flickering smile down at the voluptuous brunette, her 
sensuously formed body teasingly outlined beneath the sheet that fell 
loosely over the rounded curves.


"Well, Miss Lane. I hardly know what to say to you. That must have been 
quite a performance."


"You don't have to say anything. It's over. If you'll just let me get 
dressed I'll go."


"It might not be that easy," he said. "There isn't much likelihood what has 
happened here will remain a secret. The parents of these kids might be 
pretty upset with you when they hear what has happened. You know, there are 
laws regarding minors in this state."


"I know," Jenny whispered. She'd been thinking about just that an hour or 
two ago, or whenever it had been that this had begun. But now it seemed an 
eternity ago, and it no longer seemed like something that mattered. It had 
just happened, and now she thought it inevitable that it would have happened 
sooner or later.


Jenny closed her eyes for a moment, still having trouble catching her 
breath. Then when she opened them she understood what the superintendent had 
on his mind, why he'd brought up the vague threat in the first place. A soft 
smile broke off her lips. His forehead was shining with a thin layer of 
sweat, and he'd moved a few steps closer to the bed, his eyes greedily 
consuming the lush outline of her body beneath the sheet. Jenny laughed 
softly, her own gaze dropping to the rounded mounds of her breasts, the 
hardened nipples making little darkened protrusions against the thin sheet.


"I always thought you were an untouchable."


"I was," Jenny said with a smile. "I was waiting for the right person to 
come along. It was a vow. It worked out strangely."


Then she sighed softly as the superintendent sat down on the edge of the 
bed, his eyes still gazing hungrily at her barely concealed form. Jenny 
thought she'd never seen such want in a man's eyes in her life, not even in 
Mac's. She was sure it must have been there, but before she had looked at 
that sort of thing differently.


"Miss ... Lane ... ?"


She shrugged. "One more won't hurt."


Chapter Nine


Jenny had worked at the hospital through the winter, which had been dreary 
and long. Except for the intern she'd dated and slept with, as much because 
he wanted her so badly she couldn't bring herself to refuse him as for the 
Satisfaction of her own natural needs, she'd kept strict control of her 
emotions. Though her self-denial had been more pragmatic than out of any 
sense of guilt, or even of resolution not to do wrong again. It had been a 
time for her to reflect, to rest and let the lurid events that had taken 
place before she resigned her job at the school and left town on the early 
morning bus sort themselves out in her mind. Sometimes at night she lay in 
bed, dreaming about the moments she'd spent with Craig Phillips, reliving 
that scandalous day when she'd been fucked by all those boys - and she still 
didn't know how many there had been - at the clinic. Sometimes she even 
thought of it when she was having sex with Johnny, the intern.


It had taken until spring for her to sort it out in her mind. With the end 
of the snow and the beginning of the warm weather it seemed to have become 
clearer. She slept with the psychiatrist at the hospital and discussed it 
with him. He said laughingly that, crazy as it sounded, he didn't think she 
was insane. She never knew exactly how he meant that, whether it was his 
words or her actions the adjective "crazy" modified. She'd never been very 
good at English grammar anyway.


But it was for more reasons than that she was almost glad there would never 
even be a possibility of her working again at another school. She knew the 
temptation would have been too great during those early months after what 
she'd come to term her "crack-up". She would have done something else crazy, 
and she might have really gotten into a lot of trouble. It was a lucky thing 
Superintendent Johnson had been such an old lecher, otherwise he might have 
reported what she'd done immediately and she wouldn't have even been able to 
get out of town before the story had begun to filter up from the junior high 
to the local high school and finally to the parents themselves. And she 
liked working at the hospital anyway. That was what she'd been trained for, 
to care for the sick and assist the doctors, not administer hearing and eye 
tests to a bunch of kids and stand by to treat non-serious accidents with 
iodine and Band-Aids. And working at the hospital, where she was not thrown 
into constant temptation, gave Jenny the sense of perspective she needed in 
order to choose her escapades carefully so that she would not be caught in 
another scandal.


"I'm going to change into something more comfortable," Jenny said softly, 
taking a last sip of her cognac and setting the glass back on the table.


She smiled at the young boy sitting beside her on the couch. He swallowed 
hard, looking back at her wide-eyed.


Jenny felt his eyes follow her as she walked through to the bathroom of her 
small apartment. She stripped her nurse's uniform off eagerly and put on a 
light kimona, tying the sash loose enough in the front that the youngster 
she'd picked up in the drugstore soda fountain on her way home from work 
would be able to clearly see the voluptuous cleavage of her breasts and from 
just the right angle even glimpse the little buds of her nipples. Then she 
walked back into the living room, smiling sultrily as she saw the 
youngster's eyes bug at the sight of her body revealed in the skimpy and 
exotic costume.


"Tell me, Tod?" Jenny began, settling back even closer to him on the couch. 
"Have you had much experience with women."


"Well, not... too much," the boy said with a trembling voice.


Jenny smiled seductively, leaning toward him. "You're not a virgin, are 
you?"


"K-kind of."


End
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FOREWORD


Modern psychiatry tells us that when the mind loses its equilibrium, it 
should be allowed to play itself back out of its troubles. A person who has 
gone outside the pale of society into what is called insanity should be 
allowed to go to a safe refuge somewhere and work out a new way of dealing 
with reality, perhaps even accepting his "insane" state as "normal".


The tender, innocent young blonde who is the central character in Lady Game 
Warden by renowned author, Jean Sifton, a victim of rape, sodomy and total 
subjugation to the base desires of her ruthless captors, deserved just such 
a chance to rehabilitate herself from the cauldron of emotions and desires 
that were unleashed in her by her nightmarish ordeal. Instead, pretty 
lissome Karen Kelly, was trapped by the circumstances in which she found 
herself and had no choice but to "take refuge" from the dangers of a 
disoriented mind by embracing the depraved members of the poaching gang as 
if they were her own kind. In so doing she perhaps saved herself from total 
mental disability, but on the other hand, she will always have a profound 
suspicion and mistrust of her own powers of recuperation, never able to make 
a perfectly rational adjustment to the real world.


The labyrinth of the human mind is a never ending source of wonder and 
trepidations, a network of contradictory information and misinformation that 
sometimes reveals something of the general state of affairs in a world that 
is called by psychiatrist R. D. Laing "a lunatic asylum without walls". 
Witness for instance the kidnapper and rapist of the helpless young blonde 
game warden, deer poacher Gig Barker. He had served five years in the 
country's fighting forces in the far east, doing his duty beyond all 
necessary limits, and yet, as if in retaliation for his having killed for 
his government, perhaps to the detriment of his own mental balance, he 
returned to become a dealer in black market venison, decimating the deer 
population in a national forest. He even went so far as to commandeer a 
friend from a nearby army base to transport his ill-gotten game out of the 
woods by a misappropriated helicopter bearing the insignia of the U.S. Army. 
Still, he was considered by many to be merely a successful businessman, and 
was well paid for his illicit activities.


While Lady Game Warden does not pretend to answer the important questions 
posed about the modern world and man's place in it, author Jean Sifton has 
attempted to present a true and detailed frank account of one set of 
circumstances evolved from just such complications.


We the editors and publishers of this moving novel will leave it to our 
public to pass judgment on the merit of the book as a work of art and social 
expression, but we here express our sincerest hope that the depraved 
characters who here go by fictional names may at this time be healthy 
functioning members of society, and that similar depredations of innocence 
may somehow be avoided due to someone, somewhere reading this novel of ad 
hominem pleading for justice.


-The Publishers Sausalito, California April, 1973


PROLOGUE


In the motel room there was only one light burning beside the bed, shining 
like a spotlight on the young blonde's perspiring face. Hanging slackly 
open, her mouth was forming words, but no sounds came yet. She was 
concentrating on the wild sensations boiling from her ravaged loins over her 
completely naked body pinned between the two men.


There was complete silence in the room, only broken from time to time by a 
deep-throated gasp from one of the three lust-abandoned figures wildly 
thrashing in the middle of the huge double bed, and by rhythmically 
squeaking bedsprings matching the moist fucking sounds as the penises 
stroked steadily in and out of her vagina and anus.


The helplessly flailing girl flung her head from side to side, her long 
blonde hair whipping back and forth over the man's face beneath her. 
Accidentally, she glimpsed the lewd picture they were making in the 
full-length mirror on the back of the bathroom door.


She groaned throatily at the lust-inciting view of the two long hard cocks 
ramming simultaneously up into her, at the same time jerking her long 
tapering legs as far out to the sides as humanly possible to give them 
greater access to her savagely plundered loins. This was sheer physical 
ecstasy, driving her into an uncontrollable frenzy of lust.


"Fuck me! Ohhhhhhhh, fill me with your cum!"she wailed into the room.


Suddenly she happened to glance at her lust-crazed face in the mirror, and 
with a mind-straining effort she focused her blue eyes on their reflection 
in the glass. Slowly, lewdly, she smiled at herself then quickly lost 
control again to the unholy sensations of lustful rapture about to burst 
deep inside her swirling belly.


Behind those blue eyes lurked another girl, the young innocent girl who 
would never have dreamed that she would be lost in the throes of sexual 
abandon in an unknown motel room with two strange men she had known only a 
few days.


This is her story.


CHAPTER ONE


Zingo Beatty did not like being called a redskin.


Although a full-blooded Choctaw Indian, he had skin like everybody else's. 
His objections to the name might have been a result of his childhood which 
was spent in white schools. There the inevitable word to follow "redskin" 
was "bastard", a phrase the other kids seemed to think hilarious. Now Zingo 
was twenty-nine years old, too big and powerful looking for anyone to 
address him that way to his face, but he still remembered and flinched 
inside every time he heard "redskin".


Zingo was an inch over six feet tall, and he weighed one hundred and ninety 
pounds in his moccasins, with a muscular frame like a prize fighter's and a 
suntanned face that should have been handsome but there was a single long 
scar passing from his forehead down over one eye and cheek to his upper Up, 
the gift of a drunken cowboy who didn't like Zingo's beating him out in a 
rodeo. The young Indian's eyes


I I were light brown, his nostrils large, flaring even wider when he was in 
the woods, and it was hard to say if his tightly compressed lips were 
smiling or not until you knew him.


At the moment he was definitely not smiling as he stared out over the 
endless trees of the valley beneath him in the Grand Teton Mountains. On the 
opposite side of the valley, standing on a gray outcropping of rock, was a 
slender figure in a U.S. Game Warden's uniform. Though the figure was 
apparently staring in his direction, Zingo was confident that he himself 
could not be seen as he lay flat on his stomach. His eyes peered 
unblinkingly until suddenly one of the game warden's hands lifted and 
removed his felt hat.


Long blonde hair fell loosely from under the hat, flowing down over the 
narrow shoulders below.


"Damn," Zingo swore to himself. "They're putting hippies into uniform now." 
In order to get a better look at this new phenomenon, the well-built Indian 
picked up his binoculars and focused on the distant figure. He drew in his 
breath with surprise when the face cleared in the lenses.


It was a woman!


The fact was obvious to him now that he could see her clearly, and his eyes 
flickered with interest from behind the glasses. The long legs under the 
green slacks didn't resemble a man's at all where the thighs swelled out 
curvaceously into the material. And the jacket had been tailored to take the 
extra contours of a pair of well-developed breasts straining tightly against 
the lapels.


Once again Zingo focused the glasses to zero in on her lovely young face. 
The girl couldn't be older than nineteen or twenty, he thought. Probably a 
college student. Her facial expression was one of the most innocent and 
unsuspecting he had ever seen, even on a girl this age.


If she only knew what she's getting into, Zingo chuckled to himself. These 
woods are filled with all kinds of dangerous wild animals and worse, 
including me and Gig. Reaching out to the side for his hunting bow and 
steel-tipped arrows on the ground, the young Indian scrambled backward on 
his belly through the underbrush. Then when he was safely out of the female 
game warden's line of sight, he stood up and ran silently back toward the 
others, scooping his moccasined toes under the twigs and leaves, Indian 
fashion.


Halfway down the slope toward the stake-out where Gig Barker and his girl 
were waiting for the buck that Zingo was supposed to be running in their 
direction, a white-tailed deer bounded out of the brush and fled ahead of 
him.


Christ, he cursed silently, I hope to hell they don't fire. It'd be a dead 
giveaway.


But just then the sharp crack of Gig's thirty-thirty rang out, echoing back 
and forth among the endless hills, gradually fading away in the distance, 
and Zingo hissed out another curse through his teeth. Now we're in for 
trouble.


His breath coming with deep, even regularity, Zingo stopped in his tracks 
and thought it over, wondering what he should do. He already knew what Gig 
would say brazen it out by taking the kill back to the hideout. But there 
was no way to realistically avoid the fact that the girl standing only a 
mile or so away would have to do something about that gunshot. Either she 
would follow it up herself, or she would contact the park police and there 
would be no way for him and his fellow poachers to get out without a lot of 
trouble. Besides, they didn't have nearly enough venison yet to make it 
worth their while to pull out now. They had figured that they probably 
needed at least another five hard days of tracking, killing and cleaning.


There's only one way around it, Zingo finally decided as he stashed his bow 
and quiver of arrows beneath a nearby ledge and marked the place with a 
slash on a tall pine. We're going to have to install another woman in the 
camp. At a slow jogging pace, the tall young Indian headed back the way he 
had come, smiling to himself as he remembered the look on the unsuspecting 
girl's face. She won't retain that innocence long, he was thinking. Not 
after a few days of living with old Gig Barker and crew.


CHAPTER TWO


To Karen Kelly the pristine valleys and thickly wooded hills were a never 
ending source of delight. And this was the best time of all, watching the 
sun slowly rise up as if over the Garden of Eden while the morning 
bird-songs filled the air around her like heavenly music for her ears alone. 
All through the shadows of the endless virgin timber the small sounds of 
wildlife at their dawn feeding came to her hearing, and she felt like a 
shepherd to nature's untamed creatures. Every day since the young blonde had 
begun her three month trial period as the first female game warden in the 
Grand Tetons National Forest, Karen had tried to find a secluded spot to 
observe the daily rebirth of the wild world she loved so much.


First there was always the sudden hush of complete silence as the night 
creatures sensed the approaching daylight and ceased their foraging while 
the dawn feeders were slowly awakening and sniffing the light morning breeze 
for news of danger, and then little by little their tiny noises began. By 
the time the sun topped the first distant corona-lined mountains, she could 
hear hundreds of slight movements in the brush, each animal or insect 
distinctly different to her trained ears. To the innocent young blonde it 
was a symphony of life and it filled her with exultation she could imagine 
herself living in this kind of country hundreds of years before, when as far 
as she would have known, the whole world was the same as this.


like an endlessly evolving painting, the clouds rippled through all the 
colors of the rainbow as the sun rose higher and higher, pushing the black 
of the star-studded sky farther and farther back until it was a huge bowl of 
blue with fluffy clouds floating across the egg-yolk sun.


Then suddenly a thin streak of white began to cut at an odd angle across the 
unblemished sky, a high-flying jet heading southeast. The curvaceous young 
girl sighed at the space-age intrusion into her paradise and looked away to 
the north where one lonely eagle was slowly circling down from a tall rocky 
crag tipped with yellow from the sun.


Although the gliding predator meant death for some other creature, 
nevertheless it was part of nature and seemed right, while the airplane was 
only taking people from one place they didn't want to be to another just 
like it, spewing out poisonous fumes over the countryside as it roared 
through the atmosphere above.


Karen Kelly smiled and turned her head when she heard the high-pitched 
voices of squirrels behind her. She saw them circling the trunk of a short 
needle pine, their tails flicking question marks as if asking each other if 
there was danger nearby.


At times like this the young minister's daughter wished she had been born 
into an Indian family in the days before her father's kind had invaded these 
hills. Life would have been so much simpler and cleaner, although she knew 
there would have been times when there was not enough to eat. In those days 
it was intelligence, love and perseverance that permitted men and women to 
survive, whereas today, all it took was a willingness to go along with what 
people expected.


Even her father, who had preached love and honesty for most of his life in 
these remote mountains, expected her to become just another dissatisfied 
drudge for some man. As an Indian squaw, she would have had to work hard, 
she knew, but at least she would have had a purposeful, fulfilling life and 
the respect and dedicated love of the brave she would have married. The 
alluring young girl had seen too much of the lives of the unhappy women in 
her father's parish. Since she had grown old enough to understand them, 
Karen had detected that women no longer seemed to have much love or pride in 
their lives. Men seemed to expect nothing more than sexual gratification 
from them, preferring their hunting buddies or drinking partners for all 
other activities.


Well, the young game warden told herself for the thousandth time, I won't 
let myself be trapped into that legalized hell on earth.


Inadvertently the young blonde had reminded herself of the night she had 
made the final decision to become an employee of the National Forestry 
Service. Although it seemed ages ago now, actually it had been only four 
months.


Letting her mind wander back to that night, Karen felt the warmth of the 
fully risen sun on her face and sat back on the rock where she had been 
standing. From the green knapsack she pulled out the sandwiches she had made 
herself the night before back at the lodge, pouring out a cup of hot coffee 
from the thermos to go with them. She glanced briefly at the data sheets she 
had been filling out in the woods for the past two weeks, then put them 
aside for more thorough perusal later. She had only seen signs of one family 
of deer so far that day, a fact she could record later. There were only two 
weeks left before the official ten-day hunting season opened, but already 
she had enough information from her observations to recommend the quota.


As she bit into the sandwich, she caught sight of the eagle ascending from a 
nearby slope, clutching some struggling creature in its talons-breakfast for 
the nestlings.


As she thought back on it now, Karen could see that she had actually been 
working toward the decision for a long time. In high school she had got more 
and more fed up with the restricted job opportunities that seemed to be 
available to girls. All the interesting possibilities were considered proper 
only for boys. As a female she was expected to become a housewife, a 
stenographer, a typist, a teacher all occupations to keep her cooped up 
inside all day, when Karen wanted to be outside. The precociously attractive 
youth had spent most of her childhood roaming the hills with her preacher 
father, who was also an amateur naturalist. If there had been any-likelihood 
of earning a living doing something like that, Karen would have jumped at 
it, but the minister had convinced his alluring young daughter that she 
would probably end up teaching botany in a stuffy classroom somewhere.


However, the crowning blow had come from her boy friend of two years, Larry 
Simmons. All along Karen had thought that Larry sympathized with her and 
wanted her to find something to do that would satisfy her needs. But that 
night at the drive-in theater, it all became clear. Larry had only been 
humoring her. He had expected her to finally give up her pipe dreams and 
become a housewife or, at best, a teacher until they could afford to get 
married.


It had started over the cowboy and Indian "shoot 'em up" movie they were 
seeing on a double date with Judy Lynn and her boy friend Harry Foxtree who 
happened to be three-fourths Indian himself, and Karen had turned on him 
from the front seat of the car.


"How can you sit there and watch this, Harry?" the young blonde had 
demanded, her blue eyes flashing angrily in the near darkness.


The young, dark-haired boy raised his head from where it rested on his girl 
friend's shoulder and smiled mischievously at Karen.


"Who's watching?" he chuckled. "I've got better things to do. Right, Judy?"


"Yeah," Judy giggled. Her slight lisp always made whatever she said sound 
slightly comical. "We know the redskins won't get the fort in the end. I 
just like to see all the shooting."


The young girl in the back seat lifted her parted lips up to Harry Foxtree, 
who planted a wet, open-mouthed kiss on their proffered softness.


"All you two ever think about is making out," Karen exploded.


The young blonde's boy friend put his hand on the back of her neck and 
stroked the fuzzy down up beneath the long strands of hair hanging down her 
back. "And that's about the only thing you don't think about, Karen. How's 
about a kiss? Come on! It'll be intermission soon, and I haven't even 
touched you yet."


"Ohh, men," Karen complained. "That's all you males ever want. Well, Mr. 
Simmons, I've about had it, believe me." She slid across the front seat and 
sat as close to her side of the car as she could.


"What's gotten into you anyway," Larry demanded. He had been trying for over 
two years to get into her inviting little panties, but she had unwaveringly 
stood him off. He had always blamed it on the fact that she was a minister's 
daughter, but now he was beginning to think there was much more to it than 
that.


"Nothing," the furious blonde replied, sulking in her corner.


"Come on, Karen, what's wrong with you? It's just a story. Nobody pays any 
attention to whether it's true or not. Come on, give me a kiss and forget 
about it." The handsome young man she had liked so much for two years 
suddenly seemed so stupid and unaware with his one-track mind, no better 
than Harry Foxtree. Karen had thought him so intelligent because he was an 
"A" student and captain of practically every team in the school. Stiffly she 
shook off his hands trying to pull her toward him.


"No! Leave me alone. I won't play the part of the love-sick young girl any 
longer. I've about had it with men."


"Is that so," her boy friend sputtered, stung by her remark. "And just what 
do you think you'll do when you get out of school? Go to a nunnery? No one's 
going to support a frigid little bitch like you."


That did it. Karen turned on him with all the pent-up fury of a wildcat 
trapped in a corner.


"You can forget all that, Mr. Larry Simmons! I don't need a man to support 
me. I don't even want one! My life will be much better without one. As a 
matter-of-fact, I've just decided I want to go home and start doing without 
a man right this minute." The angry blonde crossed her arms stubbornly over 
the full ripe breasts bursting beneath her sweater, and waited.


There came a long pause in which no one in the car made a sound. Little 
popping sounds of six-shooters and the wild whoops of attacking Indians were 
heard over the tiny speaker in the window. "Well?" Karen demanded.


"Okay, baby, whatever you say. Sorry, Harry, Judy. You heard what she said. 
We don't want to force our company on anyone."


"All right by us," Harry Foxtree said in a cold voice from the back seat. 
"Judy and I could have more fun at her ma's sewing bee."


Without another word, the young boy started the motor, lifted the speaker 
back onto its hanging post, and spun the rear wheels of the car as he pulled 
out into the lane between the parked cars. He flipped on the headlights too 
soon, washing out the technicolor landscape on the big outdoor screen in 
front of them.


The long Buick wound rapidly through the mountains heading back to the town 
where they all lived, the tires squealing slightly on every turn. None of 
them felt like talking, but Karen could hear little whispers and kissing 
sounds coming from the back seat. Little by little she began to feel ashamed 
of the way she had behaved. After all, Larry had helped to make her life in 
the small town they all had to live in at least bearable over the last two 
years. No, she reflected, it was more than that. She had grown to like him 
very much, and what little she knew about the good feelings that could be 
roused from her body, Larry had taught her. The young blonde knew everyone 
thought that because she was the daughter of a preacher, she was 
unapproachable and too pure to go in for that sort of thing, but she was 
human like everybody else.


"Hey, Larry, Judy has to make a rest stop," came Harry's voice from the back 
seat.


Without a word, the angry young driver pulled into the next wide place along 
the highway and flipped off the lights.


"Back in a minute," Judy said as she got out and headed for the bushes. A 
moment later, with a sudden decisive movement, Harry Foxtree got out and 
followed his date off into the shadows of the trees.


Karen and her boy friend sat alone now in the car, staring straight ahead at 
the moonlit stretch of asphalt curving around the hills. The young man lit a 
cigarette and exhaled the first lungful of smoke with a disgusted huff of 
air, tapping his fingers on the steering wheel all the while.


Suddenly the innocent young blonde felt abashed and a little ashamed of 
herself. Turning to stare at Larry's immobile face, she tried to find words 
for what she was feeling at the moment.


"Larry, honey, I'm sorry. I don't want to hurt your feelings. It's just that 
I think I'll never be able to fit in with what other people seem to expect 
of me. Can't you see that? Somehow I'm different."


"Yeah, you sure are," he replied coldly without looking at her.


Timidly the young blonde touched him on the arm. "Come on, Larry. I said I'm 
sorry. What more can I do?"


Slowly the high school senior turned his head and looked the pleading girl 
straight in the eyes. He seemed to be calculating what his next move would 
be.


Karen could see him wavering toward being his usual tender self, and she 
liked him much better that way. It was almost a firm decision in her mind 
that she would be leaving home as soon as school was out to find a way of 
making her own way in the world, and there was no sense in ending what had 
been a happy relationship with everybody feeling upset. Leaning her face 
closer to his and brushing her full resilient breasts against his arm still 
holding onto the steering wheel, the tender young blonde lifted her slightly 
parted lips toward his in seductive invitation.


Making a sudden decision, Larry tossed his lighted cigarette out the open 
window of the car and placed his right hand on the back of Karen's neck. It 
was obvious that their two year romance was about to end, and he wanted to 
get as much out of it as he could.


"Mmmmmm," the young blonde murmured as her boy friend lowered his mouth 
sensuously down onto hers, immediately flicking his moistly darting tongue 
up between the softness of her parted lips. Soon they were pressing their 
thighs together on the seat as Karen's firmly rounded breasts pushed 
provocatively into Larry's lean young chest. The youth could feel his 
excitedly aroused penis straining up into life inside his tight blue jeans 
as the hot ache of unfulfilled lust spread like a wildfire through his 
loins.


Unless he was badly mistaken, Larry knew that Judy and Harry would be off in 
the bushes together for quite a while. Unlike Karen, Harry's young girl 
friend liked making out almost as much as Harry did. More than once, Judy 
had let her boy friend actually fuck her, just as long as he promised to 
pull out at the last minute. Then and there, Larry Simmons made up his mind. 
This time the young athlete was determined to go all the way instead of 
stopping just at the point where it got interesting as they usually did. 
After tonight he intended to break up with the reluctant young blonde 
anyway, so he had nothing to lose.


As Larry continued to kiss Karen's moist responsive mouth, the incited high 
schooler slipped his big hands down behind her waist to her firmly rounded 
buttocks sheathed in their short skirt. At the same time Larry pulled his 
girl's lower torso toward him on the seat and leaned forward in their 
embrace so that her head slid along the back of the seat and into the far 
corner of the car. Now the minister's daughter was lying beneath the boy's 
body with her legs slightly spread around one of his thighs, which was 
pressing up between hers. The virile young man knew that if he kept teasing 
his wantonly working tongue up into the blonde's mouth and letting his left 
hand play sensuously over the voluptuous contours of her enticing body, she 
would become more and more aroused. Finally she would reach such a state of 
passion she would let her boy friend rub his hard throbbing cock up and down 
against the resilience of her softly trembling thigh until he would build to 
a climax and ejaculate onto the innocent girl's smooth skin.


The beautiful blonde-haired virgin felt the delicious erotic sensations 
beginning to ripple through every nerve in her body sensations Karen had for 
some reason always resented, while at the same time relishing them. The 
young girl had never been able to understand why Larry's mere touch should 
send such maddening currents of raw sexual feeling flowing throughout her 
entire being, but each time it had been harder and harder to resist letting 
him do whatever he wanted with her submissively quivering young body.


Now the golden-haired girl could feel her boy friend's stone-hard penis 
pulsing against the sensitive flesh of her belly as the young athlete held 
her tightly against his strong muscular body. As she opened her mouth wider 
to her boy friend's lashing hot tongue and moaned from the exhilarating 
sensations flooding down into her excited loins, she was unconsciously 
encouraging him, seductively grinding her pelvis against the noticeably 
straining bulge in Larry's blue jeans.


"God, you're so beautiful to touch," the young man whispered hotly into his 
girl friend's mouth. His hands were now shamelessly massaging her wriggling 
buttocks through the thin material of her skirt, squeezing and releasing 
their taut roundness with a hypnotic rhythm that titillated the young girl 
almost unbearably from head to toe.


More and more, the insane rising desire that Karen had learned to savor over 
their two years of going together was taking control of her mind and 
emotions. The innocent blonde let her thighs fall still farther apart on the 
seat of the car, and her boy friend accepted the invitation to settle down 
even closer into the inciting warmth of her hotly gyrating loins. Her dress 
had slipped all the way up to her white bikini panties, their thin nylon the 
only barrier to her steadily moistening vaginal opening.


"Ohhh, honey, you make me feel so hot," the young virgin murmured around her 
boy friend's wetly lashing tongue.


As if on signal, Larry eased his body up away from hers, a look of youthful 
lust clouding his handsome face as he fumbled to undo the fly of his pants. 
As always, Karen felt a twinge of fear as his thickly expanded penis was 
released against the skin of her bare thigh, but she still trusted him 
enough to let him begin rubbing it up and down over the naked softness of 
her skin, while his left hand began stroking the sensitive smoothness of her 
inner thigh. Soon, she knew, his finger would work its way under the elastic 
leg band of her nylon panties and massage the moist flesh around her 
tinglingly erect clitoris until both of them would have an orgasm.


In a part of her brain, where the age-old hunger of woman for man lived as 
it had for millions of years, the minister's daughter wanted more than 
anything else to take her boy friend's throbbing hardness up between her 
trembling thighs and feel it enter her untried little cuntal opening, but 
her well-trained conscience told her to take the makeshift pleasure as in 
the past, saving her virginity for her future husband.


Almost too late, the young virgin realized that Larry had no intention this 
time of stopping short of intercourse. His playfully teasing fingers found 
the narrow band of nylon up between her thighs and jerked it aside to 
tantalize its way into the thin blonde curls around her narrow exposed 
pussy-slit. At the same time his wildly throbbing cock left the warm flesh 
of her thigh and eased its way toward the vulnerable widespread "vee" of her 
loins.


"No, Larry, no. Please, you promised," her throaty voice reminded him 
huskily, half wanting him to ignore her this time.


With a desperate shove of her hands against his chest, she broke free of the 
lewd embrace. "You know we can't go all the way," she told him breathlessly. 
"You'd better take me home."


"Forget it, baby," her young boy friend growled down at her. "This time 
nothing is going to stop me."


Vainly, the innocent young blonde struggled to extricate herself, but the 
heaviness of Larry's body was too much for Karen as her body lay almost flat 
now, trapped on the car seat under him, twisting and writhing to get free. 
She felt her boy friend's right hand slipping up under her sweater to grasp 
beneath her brassiere at the firm ripeness of a heaving breast, his 
fingertips lightly stroking the rubbery erectness of her rigidly sensitized 
nipple.


Suddenly the young virgin could feel the hot tip of the boy's lust-hardened 
penis actually touching the softly quivering lips of her vagina, sending 
tantalizing waves of electrically charged sensation washing through her. It 
would be so easy, so wonderful to just give in and let him do what he 
wanted, she was thinking, a surge of wanton excitement increasing the warmly 
flowing moisture inside her cunt. Karen could almost imagine his long hard 
penis sinking deep up inside her heatedly throbbing vagina, filling its 
aching emptiness for the first time in her sheltered life.


Then Larry levered himself up closer to the narrow entrance to her tight 
little pussy as he moved both his hands down under her wriggling buttocks to 
get a firm grip on the gyrating mounds for the exciting struggle to come. 
His buttocks clenched as he made a short lunge toward her with his pelvis, 
the bulging tip-end of his insistently throbbing cock lodging firmly in the 
tight entrance to her cringing untried cunt.


The sudden pain brought Karen back to her senses, wiping out her mindless 
submissive lust.


"Oooooooooh! Nooo! Stop, Larry. Stop!" she moaned, her tightening buttocks 
squirming down into the plastic seatcover as she attempted to escape his 
penetrating onslaught.


The athlete shoved again, harder this time, sinking his bulbous cock-head up 
into the fleshy hot moistness as far as the rubbery band around the tip. The 
young boy was gritting his teeth to keep from cumming, the excruciating 
sensations of pleasure spreading throughout his aroused loins from this 
first plunge up into the girl's clenching virgin cunt as he struggled to 
keep her from throwing him off in her wild thrashing beneath him. He knew 
that if he could get past this last fleshy resistance he would be home safe, 
and then he could fuck into her for all he was worth. All her reluctance 
would be useless then.


However the young girl's determination was more than he had expected, and he 
could see that he might lose the little purchase he had in the clinging 
softness of her cuntal mouth any minute. Once she had bucked away from him, 
he would have a hell of a time getting into her again, so he let himself go 
and made several short fast strokes in the exquisite tight hotness until he 
felt the semen begin to swirl down in his aching balls and spin up into her 
partially impaled pussy.


"Ohhh, God," Larry groaned above her. "I'm fucking you, bitch. I'm cumming 
in your pussy."


Seeing that it was too late to stop him though his pulsating penis was only 
slightly inserted in her painfully stretched vagina, the young blonde put 
both hands on him to keep him from thrusting deeper up into her quivering 
belly and waited while he was gasping out his completion. The minister's 
daughter could feel the steaming hot sperm flooding up into her outer cuntal 
opening to surge out around his shallowly embedded penis and down onto the 
seat below. It was all she could do to keep from relaxing her taut vaginal 
muscles and taking all of the heavily jerking cock up inside her, but before 
long Larry groaned as if he were dying and collapsed down on top of her 
defenseless nakedness, all his will to violate her innocence suddenly 
dissipated. Slowly his pulsing penis began to deflate and then it slipped 
wetly out of her quivering vaginal mouth, leaving her maidenhead still 
intact.


For what seemed an eternity, Karen's young boy friend lay over her, 
breathing heavily beside her face, until finally he raised himself up from 
between her lewdly outflung thighs and looked down at her with a cold 
contemptuous sneer.


"Okay, Karen, up and out," he told her.


"Wh-what do you mean," she asked, a puzzled frown crossing her face as she 
quickly pulled her dress back down to cover the tops of her thighs, feeling 
the wet stickiness of his semen soaking her panties.


"I mean up and out!" he shouted this time. "No prick-tease is riding in my 
car after tonight. Fuck, or walk that's my motto from now on."


Larry's cold insulting manner brought tears of shame and humiliation to the 
young blonde's big blue eyes, but she didn't wait for further remarks. 
Before he could say another word, she had opened the door on her side of the 
car and was stumbling blindly up the road toward town. Faintly Karen could 
hear whispers and giggles somewhere off in the bushes, but soon she rounded 
the first bend in the road, leaving them all behind.


"Never again!" she promised herself out loud in the circling darkness. If 
that's all that men would ever want from her, then they would get absolutely 
nothing.


That walk back to town had been the final turning point for Karen Kelly. It 
was over two miles through the wilderness on that narrow highway, and the 
minister's daughter had decided by the time she reached the sign that read 
Elton, Pop. I,672 that she would aim for a job that would leave her alone 
with nature.


Now, as the young blonde sat in her game warden's uniform on the overhanging 
cliff in .the forest, she smiled to herself and took the last sip of her 
coffee. She was happy here, and she had not once in three months missed 
being kissed and caressed by a male.


Suddenly, echoing back and forth among the forested mountains around her, 
Karen heard the unmistakable sound of a high-powered rifle.


Oh no! she cried out in her mind! It had been reported that there were 
poachers trying to head off the official season in the national park, and 
that sound could only mean one thing they had shot and killed one of the 
lovely deer, perhaps the buck of the very family she had been trailing the 
last couple of days.


Karen felt her blood seething with anger as she quickly packed up her gear 
to set off in the direction of the gunshot. She wished that she had brought 
her walkie-talkie with her as the regulations required, but it had seemed 
such a lot of trouble she had never needed it before this.


Surely someone else had heard the noise, she was thinking as she headed for 
the trail around the next slope. And besides, no one would dare refuse to 
follow her orders once she had caught them in the act they would only be 
arrested from her description later.


CHAPTER THREE


Once again Karen Kelly opened the government map of trails while she rested 
from the long trek she had made circling the slope. The alluring blonde 
could see that the ranger station she had spent the previous night in was 
well over five miles back in the other direction. Since there was a radio 
there, Karen considered backtracking to get helicopter assistance to catch 
the poachers, but, by the time she reached the cabin, they would have had 
plenty of time to get away. Drawing her finger around the trail leading to 
where she was certain the sound of the rifle shot had come from, she 
calculated that it couldn't be more than three or four miles. If nothing 
else, when she found the place, she could always stay behind the poachers 
until she figured out what the best course of action would be.


The determined female game warden shaded her eyes and looked up at the sun 
shedding its Indian summer warmth down over the woods. She should be able to 
make it to the spot by ten o'clock if she kept moving. She could feel the 
perspiration dripping down into the collar of her uniform and was tempted to 
take off her jacket, but it would only give her another article to carry.


Finally, she stood up from her seat on the moss-covered rock where she had 
been sitting and set off with a look of determination in her blue eyes, her 
full shapely hips swaying inside the tight-fitting slacks of her uniform as 
she wound her way over the narrow trail.


It hadn't taken Zingo Beatty long to intercept the path of the young girl 
game warden. He had been following her for the last four hundred yards or 
so, and, when she sat down to consult the map, he got his first chance to 
really look her over. The sight made his mouth water-under the green 
material of the unflattering uniform she was really stacked, and it showed. 
Since the girl didn't seem to have any kind of weapon or communicator on 
her, Zingo was tempted to overpower the luscious blonde creature then and 
there and rape her. He had been watching his partner Gig Barker making out 
day and night with the girl he had brought with him, and it was beginning to 
get to him.


But the strong young poacher knew he had better not try anything until they 
were safely back with the others. It wouldn't do any of them any good if 
they became separated out here in the middle of the forest, especially if 
any of the other wardens had heard the high-powered rifle go off.


Suddenly he had a second thought, and he stopped trying to keep out of sight 
in the brush, entering the cleared trail way behind the girl and dropping 
his efforts to keep silent.


Karen was suddenly aware of the presence of approaching footsteps behind her 
on the path. It couldn't be one of the poachers, she was sure, since they 
still had to be a couple of miles in the distance. Cautiously, she stopped 
and turned her head, waiting for the approaching footfalls to bring the 
person into view.


Then she saw him.


The man was a young Indian wearing a buckskin jacket and pants, the deerskin 
moccasins on his feet whispering on the pine needles covering the floor of 
the trail. He looked to be in his twenties, very tall and handsome, his face 
marred by a long scar passing over his right eye. As he strode toward her, 
he smiled. For a moment, Karen could almost imagine that she had been thrown 
back in time to meet a young brave scouting out in the wilds.


But his words broke the spell immediately.


"Hi!" he greeted her, as though it were the most natural thing in the world 
to encounter each other here in the middle of the wilderness. "I saw you 
looking at your map back there.


You're not lost, are you?"


"Who are you?" the young blonde asked, slightly insulted that he should 
automatically think a woman would be lost.


"Zingo Beatty, Choctaw. At your service," he said gallantly, raising his 
hand, palm toward her, in the traditional peace greeting. "Don't tell me 
you're a forest ranger!"


"N-no a game warden of the U.S. Government," Karen answered with as much 
authority as she could muster.


"No kidding? A game warden?" Zingo acted amazed.


"Yes," she stated more firmly. "I heard a rifle go off somewhere up ahead. 
Th-that wasn't you, was it?" she asked, half hoping it wasn't. For some 
reason, she liked the looks of this handsome young Indian.


"Not me, Miss..." he paused, waiting for her to fill in her name.


"Kelly. Karen Kelly."


"Miss Kelly. I always use a bow, out of principle." He was standing very 
close to her now, smiling down at her as if he were delighted to be looking 
at her upturned face.


"That's good," she blushed under his gaze. "Because the hunting season 
hasn't started yet, and you could get into a lot of trouble."


"My people have had enough trouble from the government over the past couple 
of hundred years. I wouldn't want to continue that tradition," he told her 
with a serious expression on his face.


They looked at each other silently for a long time, as though waiting for 
something to happen, and then, finally, Zingo spoke again.


"Look, Miss Kelly, it might be dangerous for a woman if there are poachers 
up there. Let me go with you. I've got my bow stashed about a mile from 
here. How about it?" He could see the doubt clouding her face and then 
gradually giving way to decision.


"That would be very helpful of you, Mr. Beatty. I've never dealt with 
poachers before."


"Fine, that's settled. Off we go," he said cheerily.


Letting her lead the way, Zingo watched her lithe figure rippling under her 
uniform, the tautness of the material over her neatly thrusting buttocks 
sending signals of excitement down into his hungry loins. The Choctaw wished 
he had met this enticing young woman under different circumstances, sensing 
that there was some kind of magnetism between the two of them that could 
otherwise have led to promising results. But that was impossible now, and he 
made up his mind that he would take advantage of the blonde's naive youth 
and helplessness at the first safe opportunity.


As they neared the spot where Zingo had hidden his bow and arrows, his mind 
pictured what Gig and his girl Barbra would be doing when they got to the 
site of the kill.


If he knew Barbra, the two of them would be screwing up a storm. It never 
failed. Every time they made a kill, Barbra got so hot for Gig that they 
usually stripped then and there and knocked off a quick one. The Indian 
grinned obscenely to himself.


That ought to give Miss Karen Kelly quite a shock.


CHAPTER FOUR


The buck deer was already gutted and the legs tied together for carting back 
to the cave. Gig Barker was cleaning his hands with leaves and grass as he 
glanced proudly down at the huge animal he had shot.


This is a hell of a lot better than rotting in the jungles of Southeast 
Asia, he was thinking. Just the year before Gig had been discharged from the 
army and, at thirty-three years old, he was not very well suited for 
civilian life.


By chance, he had met up with Zingo Beatty, forming a partnership that had 
proved very lucrative indeed. They supplied exclusive resort hotels up and 
down the western regions with whatever game they needed to keep their rich 
spoiled guests happy. Sometimes it was pheasant, sometimes partridge, or 
even, on one occasion, wild bear. But the most lucrative and most 
challenging was this deer, out of season.


Lighting up a cigarette, Gig sat back against the ragged bark of a blighted 
hickory tree and grinned to himself. The training he had got in the army was 
sure paying off. They had this thing worked down to a science after only one 
year. Zingo knew where to find the prey and how to track it, usually killing 
it silently with steel-tipped and barbed arrows. Last winter the two hunters 
had found a well-hidden cave in the mountains near here and filled one of 
the cool lower rooms with chunks of ice. That way, they could stay in the 
woods for two or three weeks without having to take the meat out, thereby 
cutting down on their chances of getting caught. One night of hard work 
would get two or three thousand dollars' worth of venison down to the 
service road and onto a half-ton pickup they had bought for the purpose. 
Then off to the storage lockers...


Gig was six feet tall with black hair and dark brown eyes that always looked 
slightly threatening, a habit forced on him in the days when any man he met 
might potentially be ready to blow his head off. However, the 
soldier-turned-poacher felt confident now that he could exist here in the 
national forest for an indefinite length of time without starving and 
without being discovered. Hell, he had escaped from jungles swarming with 
enemy who shot first and asked questions later. Here the worst thing that 
could happen would be arrest and trial, followed by a fine and a suspended 
sentence.


Impatiently, the ex-soldier flung his cigarette to the ground, then picked 
it up again to strip it before burying it under some kicked-up dirt.


"Where in the hell is Zingo?" he blurted out.


"Forget it love, he'll be back when he gets back," answered the young girl 
who had been watching the agitated Gig. Barbra Finley Was impatient too for 
different reasons. She couldn't explain it, but every time she saw Gig make 
a kill, she felt the inescapable heat of lust building up down in her easily 
aroused loins. By now, she had learned that she had to wait a little while 
afterward until Gig would be able to get in the mood with her, and she would 
sit fidgeting and waiting for the proper moment.


The young brown-haired girl had met Gig Barker almost as soon as he got off 
the plane from Vietnam. She had been living in Haight-Ashbury, the hippie 
section of San Francisco since running away from home when she was sixteen 
that was four years ago now and she had got completely fed up with the whole 
scene there. All that talk about ecology and nature foods and the whole bit 
had come to be so much phoniness picked up among her acquaintances in the 
same way they'd pick up the latest "in" words. Most of them never left the 
city, never even looked at the sky unless an airplane happened to be flying 
low enough to worry about.


Then she met this guy who had actually been living on bamboo shoots and grub 
worms in the jungle, and it had blown her mind. She had been talking with 
him in bed one night after she had first made it with him when the poaching 
idea came up. All her reading and rapping with the Zen Buddhist nuts in San 
Francisco gave her a store of information about the balance of nature and 
how the deer population would be dying out from starvation if more of them 
weren't hunted. That was the first time that Gig had seemed to show any real 
interest in her, and he had quizzed her about lots of other things, 
including how she would cook if left alone in the wilderness and so on. So 
she ended up doing what all those freaks back in Haight always pretended to 
want to do: spending much of her time in close communion with untouched, 
primeval nature.


All this had had an unexpected side effect on Barbra Finley she had always 
been interested in men, but now she felt this raw sexual desire almost all 
the time, as though Gig had reached a previously untouched, primitive part 
of her being. The young brunette squirmed her buttocks down onto the moss 
where she was sitting, looking from under her long lashes at the handsome 
poacher across from her.


Gig Barker knew that Barbra was getting impatient. She always started 
getting horny as soon as he had dropped a deer to the ground, and her desire 
had usually reached fever pitch by the time he'd prepared it for portage. 
Now he looked at her long legs curled back under her firm buttocks encased 
in tight leather slacks, glancing up at her ripely thrusting breasts under 
the Indian vest and polo shirt beneath. She was, as usual, not wearing a 
brassiere, and the turgidly erect nipples jutted into the softness of the 
material so that he could almost feel them between his teeth. Her full 
sensual lips were slightly parted and she had a smoky glaze in her eyes as 
she waited impatiently for him to make himself available to her.


God knew how long Zingo would be gone, or what the hell he was doing, Gig 
was thinking. He should have been back long ago, right after he heard the 
gunshot. In fact, if he had been where he was supposed to have been when 
they were stalking the deer, the gunshot wouldn't have been fired the bow 
was much safer and cleaner.


Impatiently, the hunter stood up from the tree he had been leaning against 
and looked down at Barbra.


He felt his penis hardening inside his tight blue jeans as he looked down at 
her voluptuous figure. Christ, he thought, I'm getting to be as bad as she 
is. All I can think about any more is fucking her till she can't see 
straight.


"Damn it, Zingo, get back here!" he blurted out once again.


"Forget Zingo for a minute, you bastard," Barbra interjected. "Let's fuck." 
The young girl stretched out on her back and arched her loins up at him, 
rubbing her hands over her thinly covered breasts like a whore beckoning him 
on.


"Christ, you're sick!" he hissed down at her. "Every time you get the sight 
of blood, you get so turned on you can't take it."


"So I'm sick, honey. Come on, let's fuck," Barbra moaned up at him. She 
could tell that he was being affected by her sensuous movements, and she 
began to slip off her vest. She could hear him breathing heavily as he stood 
over her, watching as she gradually slipped off her shirt to reveal her 
cream-white up-thrust breasts to his transfixed gaze. Her hands stroked 
lewdly over the twin mounds of swelling flesh and then slipped slowly down 
over the smooth tautness of her belly to undo the snaps of her hipster 
slacks.


Gig Barker sucked in his breath and gritted his teeth in desire as he 
watched the sparse brown triangle of pubic hair at the base of her stomach 
come into his lustful view. Finally she drew up her knees and slipped the 
pants down over her ankles as usual she had nothing on underneath. The 
little slut, he was thinking. Now he could see the thin moistening slit up 
between her fully rounded white thighs, and he felt his throbbing hot cock 
jerking up to full erection when she slowly spread her legs on the ground 
and slipped both her hands down into the soft nakedness surrounded by little 
brown curls.


He couldn't stand it any longer. With a deep-throated animal growl, the deer 
poacher unbuckled his wide belt and stripped off his pants and shorts with 
the same motion. His lust-thickened penis stood stiffly out in front of his 
belly as he impatiently unbuttoned his shirt and threw it to the ground, 
towering hungrily up over the naked young brunette lying on the ground in 
front of him.


"All right, bitch. I'll give it to you," he rasped throatily, stroking the 
thick foreskin of his lewdly throbbing cock steadily up and down over the 
bulbous burgeoning tip. If she wanted to act like a whore, he would treat 
her like one, he thought with an obscene grin spreading over his face. 
Wrapping his fingers tightly around his pulsing hardness, he pulled it down 
until it pointed straight out ahead of him, his heavily bloated testicles 
dangling obscenely beneath.


"Up on your knees, baby," he ordered her harshly. "Suck my cock, and, if you 
make it good, I'll give you a fuck. Come on."


Barbra hesitated a moment, staring at her boy friend's face twisted into an 
unfamiliar mask of cold lust. Gig was treating her like some anonymous 
prostitute he had picked up on the streets. Something in his face frightened 
her a little and she held back a second too long.


The big man reached down over her and tangled his fist in her long brown 
hair, yanking her head up until she was forced to take a kneeling position 
before him on the moss. She had often sucked his long thick penis before, 
but his present brutal unfeeling manner struck a chord of fear in her 
heaving naked chest. Then the depraved brunette began to feel even more like 
a savage cave woman submitting to her wild untamed mate than she had ever 
felt before. Mixed with her sensations of unreasoning fright were 
overpowering feelings of salaciously growing lust burning down in her naked 
tingling loins.


Little by little, the muscular poacher pulled Barbra's face up toward his 
expanded rigid penis until its velvety hot tip came into lewd contact with 
her moistly parted lips.


"Suck it," Gig hissed down at her from above.


Slowly, the young girl formed her lips into a warm wet oval and slipped them 
hotly over the pulsating tip of his expectantly throbbing penis, flicking 
her tongue dutifully into the tiny slit at the end of the glans to lick away 
the glistening clear drops of seminal fluid she had seen seeping out.


Gig felt the soft clinging moistness closing over the end of his urgently 
pulsing cock and groaned in delight from the warm lascivious sensations it 
sent swirling down into his balls. He watched the obscene picture she was 
making as she took more and more of his burgeoning shaft between her greedy 
lips. Her well-practiced tongue was laving up and down the thick vein 
underneath his aching rod of dilating cock-flesh as she began slowly bobbing 
her head back and forth in a gentle licking motion. The young brunette's 
eyes were closed now as she began to play the part of an expert whore, and 
Gig tightened his grip in her hair and shoved his bulging cock as far as 
humanly possible back up into the circling hotness of her mouth, almost 
choking her with its relentlessly expanded thickness. She was starting to 
make his balls ache with heavenly pressure and he didn't want her to fill 
him up with that great tenderness he sometimes felt for her this time he 
wanted to treat her rough for a change.


But the broad-shouldered hunter knew he wouldn't be able to last long in the 
hot moistness of her voraciously clinging lips, and he began to stroke 
roughly back and forth into her mouth, sinking his swelling cock in as far 
as it would go, his testicles slapping up against her chin beneath, each 
time he struck into the warm depths.


Barbra could feel Gig's lewdly skewering cock-shaft slither up the full 
length of her tongue, filling her cheeks completely with its fleshy 
rigidity. He held her face firmly now with one hand cupped under her chin 
and began to fuck brutally into her mouth, causing her to choke as he rammed 
his turgid member halfway down her throat. Suddenly she began to become 
lewdly excited by the way her boy friend was treating her and a strange 
masochistic hunger swirled in her belly as she heard her own low ecstatic 
moan bubbling from her cock-filled throat. Involuntarily, she began to 
undulate her nakedly up-thrust buttocks in the air behind her as she reached 
up with her hands to cup Gig's cum-bloated balls in her kneading fingers. 
She moaned again and again as her lips tightened more hungrily around the 
impaling cock fucking cruelly into her mouth, her cheeks ballooning and 
hollowing lewdly with each vicious drive up into her. Now she was eagerly 
licking at the veins and ridges of his heatedly pulsing penis as her tongue 
lapped voraciously over the lust-swollen head, searching hotly for the tiny 
opening on the end. She felt used and battered by his heedlessly stroking 
cock, and the very lewdness of it seemed to blank from her mind everything 
but the sudden wild flood of ecstatic and masochistic sensations racing 
throughout her whole being like some obscene sheet of wildfire. Nothing 
mattered any more but the still swelling hard penis slipping in and out of 
her mouth, and she rocked crazily before its owner on her knees while she 
sucked obliviously at his wildly thrusting cock.


"Oh God, suck it, bitch. Suck it!" Gig groaned down at the top of her 
bobbing dark head. He could feel the unbearable pressure building deep down 
in his balls and he threw back his head in answering ecstasy.


Barbra could feel Gig's penis still more in her mouth, and she tongued its 
distended firmness madly, thinking cum, cum, cum, as she squeezed and 
massaged his hotly bulging balls with her fingers. She wanted now more than 
ever for him to fuck away the torrents of lust flooding into her anxiously 
waiting vagina up between her clenched thighs, but she sensed that he would 
have to explode in her mouth first.


And then it happened.


His jerking cock burst like a gushing hose, shooting forth thick streams of 
the viscous white liquid deep up into her furiously working young throat, 
her cheeks bloating and contracting as she swallowed repeatedly to keep from 
gagging on the continuous hot jets spewing endlessly from his fitfully 
ejaculating member. Barbra swallowed in quick voracious gulps, fastening her 
lips like a tight rubber ring around the cumming cock, not wanting to lose 
even a single trickle of the lust-inciting male fluid. In spite of her 
efforts, small droplets seeped obscenely from the corners of her mouth as 
Gig groaned and shoved his tingling cock all the way back into her throat 
and held it there.


"K-keep sucking!" he gasped down at her, holding her face buried up against 
his spurting loins.


Obediently she continued sucking and licking around the slowly deflating 
thickness, thin strings of lewd semen stretching from her outer lips to the 
thick base of his cock like a web of lust. She listened to him groaning in 
almost painful pleasure for a long time as she kept nibbling at his 
softening shaft, until finally it slowly backed away and slipped wetly from 
the brunette's warmly clasping mouth.


As the momentarily exhausted figure of the poacher slumped to the leaves in 
front of her, Barbra fell down onto her back with her knees still bent back 
under her, unconsciously thrusting the nakedly exposed pink mouth of her 
pussy up into the air. Lying there with her back arched above her heels, her 
roundly resilient white breasts pointing up at the overhanging trees, the 
young brunette felt such a hunger in her loins that she had to reach down 
with both her hands and massage at the heatedly aroused wetness up between 
her thighs in a vain attempt to assuage her lust.


"Oh God! Fuck me, fuck me, please," she moaned thickly in her uncontrollable 
passion. Looking down between the heaving white mounds of her up-thrust 
breasts and on over her straining thighs, the young girl could see Gig 
watching through cum-glazed eyes and she knew that he would soon be able to 
fuck her and satisfy the longing that had built up to unbelievable 
proportions. Already she could see his partially deflated cock throbbing 
heavily and jerking up into obscene readiness once again.


Barbra placed both her hands on either side of the damply seeping slit of 
her desirous cunt and stretched the opening wide so that Gig could see the 
hungry throbbing moistness nestling inside.


That was more than the lust-demented Gig could take. Slowly, without taking 
his eyes off the inviting cuntal mouth expanding maddeningly before his very 
eyes, Gig Barker stroked his thickening, still-moist cock up and down to 
bring it back to full erection as he moved on his knees toward the moaning, 
writhing form of the young girl. She wanted him to fuck her, and, by God, he 
would give her a good one.


CHAPTER FIVE


The trusting blonde game warden followed Zingo Beatty through the brush as 
they approached the part of the forest where the gunshot had come from 
earlier. The distance they had covered was much more than the young woman 
had expected, and Karen Kelly was a little out of breath from the fast pace 
they had been keeping up. She was becoming a little nervous now that they 
were getting close, and she was happy to have the young Indian along with 
her in case she should have any trouble with the poachers. The attractive 
blonde watched Beatty's strong muscular body moving in long strides before 
her on the narrow path, liking him more by the minute for his gentle ways 
with her. Karen hoped that this would be the beginning of a long term 
friendship between them he seemed like the kind of man she could learn to 
trust.


Suddenly Zingo stopped in front of her and motioned for her to crouch down 
with him among the bushes.


"I think I saw something ahead," he whispered, motioning for her to stay put 
and keep quiet. "I'll take a look."


Karen decided that his eyes and ears were probably much better developed 
than hers, since she had seen nothing, and she watched as he worked his way 
on his stomach toward a small clearing in the trees. Still within her view, 
he stopped and remained immobile for what seemed like a long time. Then he 
looked back over his shoulder and motioned her forward, warning her to keep 
down. It was difficult for Karen to move flat on her belly the way Zingo 
had, especially since her full, well-formed breasts kept dragging at the 
twigs and leaves on the ground beneath, but finally the young blonde crawled 
up alongside the young Indian who was staring intently into the shaded 
clearing ahead.


"There they are," he whispered. "They got a big buck, all right."


The innocent young game warden followed his glance between the thick leaves 
of the brush ahead and caught a partial glimpse of the deer's gutted carcass 
lying on the leaves. Then she caught a glimpse of white flesh off to one 
side and edged forward slightly to get a better look.


The young minister's daughter nearly gasped out loud. A completely naked 
couple was making love not five feet from the fallen animal!


"You see what they're doing?" Zingo whispered hoarsely over at her.


Karen couldn't answer. Her eyes were wide open as the incredulous virgin 
watched the couple totally engrossed in their lewd act of love. The man was 
posed over the young girl doubled up beneath him, his arms spread on both 
sides of her head, staring with an obscene leer down at the girl's flailing 
hair, his chest holding her upturned thighs tight against her flattened 
breasts. Slowly and rhythmically his naked buttocks rose and fell as he 
plunged into her nakedly exposed up-thrusting loins, a slapping sound coming 
to Karen's ears each time his stomach pounded into the dark-haired woman's 
slowly grinding loins, his heavy testicles bouncing lightly off the upturned 
crevice between her ass-cheeks with every stroke.


The young blonde couldn't believe her eyes as she watched the hard 
glistening cock-shaft slip wetly back out of the pinkly clasping opening of 
the girl's vagina, only to shove smoothly back inside again right up to the 
hilt. With every long deep lunge, the poacher was making into the moaning 
girl writhing wildly beneath him, Karen could hear a little animal grunt 
coming from the man's lips, matched by the higher pitched groan of ecstasy 
slipping from between the young girl's slightly parted lips. It was obvious 
that they were both lost in what they were doing, totally oblivious to their 
surroundings.


Jesus, Zingo was thinking as he too watched the scene with bated breath. 
Gig's really throwing it to her. He could feel his aching loins begin to 
automatically respond to the incredible lewdness of the sight, his penis 
slowly thickening and hardening inside his pants so that he had to shift his 
position on the ground to get more comfortable. It was like lying on a thick 
fleshy limb as he felt his blood-inflated cock lift his body up from the 
ground like an animated jack. He sensed Karen Kelly's involuntary excitement 
as she lay beside him, mesmerized at the lewdly fucking pair lying under the 
trees, and he let his right hand move unobtrusively toward her until he 
could barely feel the tautness of her thigh flesh under the rugged material 
of her trousers. He would let her watch a little longer before he tried to 
caress her nubile young body.


Already she was breathing a little irregularly from the lust-inciting view 
they were watching a little longer and she might be interested in some 
screwing herself. The very thought of fucking into the young blonde game 
warden made Zingo's throbbing rod jerk wildly beneath him, and he groaned 
softly in anticipation.


Barbra Finley was mewling defenselessly beneath Gig Barker, her 
emotion-flushed face showing a mixture of feelings. She was powerless to 
move as her boy friend buffeted her helpless body on the bed of dried 
leaves, driving her head back and forth among the rough twigs and branches. 
His hands now insinuated themselves between the ground and the white full 
cheeks of her buttocks, and he cupped the quivering half-moons in his spread 
fingers and palms, kneading and pulling her spasmodically trembling 
ass-cheeks far apart. His shoulders pushing against the back of her calves 
kept her locked in that vulnerable position while he fucked steadily into 
her steaming wet pussy, sweeping her buttocks wider and wider apart with 
each powerful forward lunge of his straining hard cock.


The lust-driven brunette could feel the blood-filled head of Gig's penis 
like a hot iron shaft fucking up and down inside her warmly viscous passage 
like a well-oiled piston. His semen-laden balls slapped repeatedly against 
her upturned anus each time his loins crashed down against her gyrating 
pelvis and wafts of cool forest air rushed maddeningly between her thighs 
every time he withdrew. Gig had started fucking her without any concern for 
how it felt to her, but now her lovely young face had contorted into an 
unrecognizable mask of wildly abandoned passion. Her womb flared and the 
slightly resisting lips of her hair-lined vaginal opening flowered to 
receive this delicious ravishment of her cock-hungry cunt. Desperately


Barbra forced her hands out from under her pinioned legs and wrapped them 
around his flexing buttocks as her seductively rotating hips slithered wetly 
upward to devour his lust-hardened rod.


Gig's virile hair-covered balls smacked into the passion-drenched crevice of 
Barbra's buttocks, making the whole sensitive area tingle and contract in 
response to the strange delightful wanton sensations. Her nails clawed a 
red-streaked path along his back as she pulled him deep up into her, 
thrusting her naked belly up harder to skewer herself completely on the 
driving hot flesh of his tirelessly rampaging cock.


Her body began to match his driving thrusts with her own rhythmic 
thrashings, and the dried leaves beneath rasped and crackled noisily in time 
to the two tightly entwined bodies humping wildly against each other. The 
guttural sounds of deep panting groans filled the air of the clearing, 
mingling with the wet sounds of sweat-soaked flesh, smacking sharply against 
sweat-soaked flesh, as the lewd sluicing sound of the hunter's pile-driving 
cock kept up a demented tempo in and out of Barbra's wetly sucking cunt.


Nothing mattered now but the delicious waves of sensual pleasure rippling 
through her deliriously clenching vagina as his thick inflated penis stroked 
rapaciously in and out of her welcoming pussy. All the way up it rammed 
until the blood-engorged head collided with the brunette's battered cervix 
deep inside with every powerful, body-jolting thrust into her frantically 
quivering belly.


Suddenly, the excited girl shivered under him.


And then she was moaning hoarsely up at him, her long brown hair whipping 
back and forth on the ground as she flailed her head wildly from side to 
side in her depraved abandon.


"Ohhhh God! Yes! Yes! I'm cumming, baby! I'M CUUMMMMIIINNGGG!"


With a deep-throated groan, Barbra's lush young body stiffened and vibrated 
uncontrollably as her heated secretions of cataclysmic release flowed from 
her frantically convulsing cunt and inundated Gig's impaling shaft with its 
hot sticky warmth.


Then, shuddering in sweet joy over his girl friend's nakedly straining body 
jerking spasmodically up against him, Gig Barker released his grasp on her 
quivering ass-cheeks and raised himself high above her again. His only point 
of contact with her wildly thrashing body now was at her loins. Barbra 
thought her insides were about to split as she felt the head of his deeply 
sunk cock flex and flare into a hugeness that threatened to tear open her 
belly. Then suddenly he erupted, the thick hot liquid shooting far up into 
her widely stretched womb, mixing deliciously with the hotly flowing juices 
of her own climactic sensuality. The girl's mind whirled in a seemingly 
endless orgasm as the burning powerful squirts surged deep up inside her, 
filling her to overflowing with his warmly gushing cum. The seared, 
sperm-drenched walls of her cunt clasped and unclasped around his wildly 
jerking penis, working and sucking at his exploding shaft as though trying 
to milk him dry of every drop of his life-giving semen.


Cum flowed wetly out around Gig's still-pistoning penis, spilling wetly down 
into the soft, excitedly clenching crevice of her buttocks and flooding over 
his heavily smacking testicles as he continued to fuck relentlessly up into 
her. Dazzling flashes of light filled Barbra's head as she breathed in short 
desperate gasps, their mingled fluids flowing in unchecked spurts down the 
full quivering mounds of her wildly pumping ass-cheeks.


"Oh God, baby, don't stop don't ever stop!" she pleaded crazily. The 
starving inner walls of her pussy sucked at the insatiable jerking penis 
until it finally gave one last spasmodic throb and lay limp inside her weary 
trembling belly.


Gig Barker lay still for a moment after he had collapsed down onto the 
girl's satiated body, trying to regain his strength. Then, slowly, he pulled 
himself away from her gradually relaxing form, his penis slipping slowly out 
of her battered cunt with a lewd wet sucking sound. He could see the fleshy, 
cum-drenched slit of her expanded cunt glistening wetly in the filtered late 
morning light. The insides of her thighs were heavily smeared with his warm 
white semen that trickled in tiny rivulets out of her vagina to form a moist 
obscene pool between the brunette's still widespread thighs.


From her prone position in the bushes nearby, Karen Kelly watched as the 
poacher rolled heavily away from the doubled up form of the naked brunette 
to lie on his side on the leaves. The young minister's daughter had never 
realized that a woman could go wild in the way she had just witnessed, and 
Karen felt a strange arousing sensation prickling down between her own 
thighs. It was all the girl could do to keep from pressing her hand up into 
the warmth between her legs in an attempt to quell the unaccustomed hunger 
that was building up steadily down there. But she remembered in time that 
she was not alone.


Glancing sideways at the young Indian who had guided her to this place, the 
lovely blonde saw that he had obviously been affected by the lewd scene they 
had just witnessed together, for his full sensual lips were parted moistly 
as he gazed wide-eyed at the naked young girl now stretching her legs 
straight out into a spread-eagled position.


Suddenly, the innocent girl felt the stranger's hand surreptitiously 
slipping up over the surface of the tautly stretched trousers covering her 
firm young buttocks. At first, Karen couldn't believe it was happening, and 
then Zingo's extended middle finger slipped down between her tightly 
clenched upper thighs and tried to find the sensitive spot she felt aching 
hungrily down there. The timid young girl flinched her body away from him, a 
startled cry escaping her lips before she could stop herself.


"No what are you doing? Stop!" she blurted out loud, immediately aware that 
she had made a mistake. In a split second the strong man was clutching at 
her body, pulling her close up against his hard muscular form so that Karen 
could feel the unmistakable rigidity of this handsome Indian's erect penis 
inside his pants pressing into the wriggling softness of her belly.


Zingo's open mouth pressed down over hers, cutting off her cries of protest, 
while his hands grasped harshly at her ripe young breasts through her 
jacket, then kneaded roughly at her out thrust buttocks behind her. The 
reluctant blonde felt as though she were being smothered by his moistly 
intimate kissing and masterly caresses, but he continued heedless of her 
groans of protest.


Then suddenly the young girl sensed that someone was standing over them, and 
her big blue eyes opened wide in fright. It was the man Karen had been 
watching only moments before, still completely naked, his limp penis hanging 
lewdly over her as he stood pointing a hunting rifle down at them while they 
struggled together on the ground.


"Well, well. If it isn't good old Zingo," the hunter growled down at them 
when the handsome Indian finally pulled his face away from Karen's, giving 
up his attempt to force his tongue between her tightly clenched teeth.


The terror-stricken young blonde looked up from her vulnerable position on 
the ground at the obscenely smiling face of the tall poacher she had 
intended to place under arrest. It was clear that this cold-eyed hunter 
would not just give up and accept the fact that she had the authority to do 
it. Suddenly, the young game warden wished she had gone for help instead of 
acting on her own. Not that it was any consolation right at this moment, but 
Karen knew that when she didn't check in with the central station later that 
night, the other game wardens would be alerted that something had happened, 
and they would begin a search for her. God only knew how long it would take 
for them to trace down her whereabouts, and, by then, anything could have 
happened. The young blonde was suddenly white-faced with fear for her 
personal safety, and her lips trembled slightly, as if she were on the verge 
of tears.


Why, oh why, had she been so foolish? she asked herself again and again. The 
Indian she had trusted and the naked brute were obviously friends!


"Where did you find this little piece, Zingo?" the tall hunter asked 
insolently. "Didn't they tell you on the reservation that redskins aren't 
allowed to touch little innocent blondes especially when they wear U.S. 
government uniforms?"


Karen felt the man now sitting up beside her stiffen at the word redskin, 
and she turned to see his face flush with anger as he started to get to his 
feet with his fists clenched. But the gun was suddenly pointing at his 
chest, Gig Barker's face set in a cold dangerous expression. Although the 
girl had figured out that she had been lured into a trap by this ruggedly 
handsome Indian, she momentarily felt sorry for him as his expression turned 
to one of frustrated rage.


"She heard the shot, Gig. I had to keep her from calling back from one of 
the checkpoints, so I brought her here. How was I to know we'd find you 
fucking away like animals?" Zingo felt thwarted that he hadn't been able to 
get to the young blonde, and he was sure that now Gig would take her over 
for himself. Also, the Indian was further angered by the word "redskin" it 
showed that Gig Barker was no different from so many other Americans. 
Zingo's mind was reeling with anger and impotent frustration, and he vowed 
that, at the first chance, he would break a few bones in this man he had 
previously called friend.


"What's going on?" chimed in Barbra Finley, who had appeared behind Gig and 
was looking down at the two of them sitting there on the ground warily 
watching the long barrel of Gig's rifle. At a glance the naked brunette 
perceived what was happening and smiled lewdly to herself. It looked as 
though things might become even more interesting with the arrival of another 
woman on the scene.


"Looks like Zingo has poached us a warden," chuckled Gig, "and was trying to 
work her over before he told us about her. But it didn't sound like she was 
too happy to have a redskin touching her. Huh, baby?"


Karen felt herself torn between relief that she had been saved from what 
might have turned out to be a rape and the urge to protest this shameless 
couple's ridicule of the man she had decided until a moment ago was a nice 
gentle person she was finding it very easy to like. Finally left speechless, 
Karen stared wide-eyed and helpless at the leering faces of the man and 
woman standing naked before her.


"Okay, baby, up off the ground and let me check to see if you have a gun. 
Quick!"


Nervously, Karen stood up and remained in position as the other girl ran her 
hands inside her tight-fitting jacket looking for a pistol, lewdly passing 
her hands over the full resilient mounds of her tautly encased breasts, 
smiling suggestively when Karen recoiled from her touch.


"Nothing in there but a nice pair of tits," the brunette told the others. 
"Who knows you're here, honey? Did you call in before Zingo found you?"


Karen hesitated a little too long, and, when she finally had the presence of 
mind to answer yes, she had, they didn't believe her.


"Good try, baby," Gig laughed, grasping her upper arm to pull her after him 
toward the clearing. "But you're lying."


Gig Barker was beside himself with a dawning sense of unbelievable luck. 
Mentally comparing the two women walking ahead of him into the clearing, he 
had made up his mind which he wanted, and he was already working out a way 
to placate his hunting buddy, Zingo Beatty.


CHAPTER SIX


They made a strange-looking foursome as they trekked through the wild 
countryside. Leading the way were Gig and Zingo with the hamstrung deer on a 
long pole between them. The two men kept a steady pace as they perspired and 
occasionally let a curse word fly from their lips at a particularly steep 
incline or when the footing was difficult. Directly behind the two tall 
virile hunters and their kill followed the downcast Karen Kelly in her game 
warden's uniform, and Gig's girl Barbra Finley in her pseudo-Indian outfit, 
the thirty-thirty slung in the crook of her arm. The dark-haired woman 
looked perfectly relaxed and friendly, a thin placid smile curled on her 
full sensual lips, but her eyes belied her manner.


Barbra was just looking for an opportunity to be rough with the young tender 
blonde Zingo had brought into their company. It was not difficult for the 
experienced brunette to see that her man Gig was interested in this new 
woman in a way that could jeopardize the free life she had come to enjoy so 
much.


It was a long walk to the hidden cave, and they stopped once on the way to 
eat some of the food Gig carried in his knapsack. Karen was horrified to 
realize that what she was eating had to be none other than venison meat from 
some ill-fated deer that she was supposed to be protecting in her job. But 
the young girl was so ravenously hungry that she forced the strong tasting 
meat down and quenched her thirst with some of the rye whiskey which served 
as the only liquid the poachers bothered to carry with them.


A few more miles in the same direction and they came to one of the many 
ranger stations outfitted with a field telephone.


"Hold it," Gig Barker ordered, putting down his end of the carrying pole. "I 
think our friend here should call in and set everybody's mind at ease. We 
don't want a search party knocking around out here."


Taking the rifle from Barbara, the tall hunter forced Karen to open the 
shelter and ring up the headquarters of Grand Teton National Park.


"Tell them you're in fine shape," Gig directed her. "Remember that I'm 
listening to every word, and don't try anything funny. Pinpoint your 
location somewhere else in the park, and do whatever else is necessary to 
keep them from being suspicious." As a warning, he cocked a fresh shell into 
the breech of his rifle, ignoring the empty, fired shell which ricocheted 
off the wall of the small shelter and lay in the corner.


"I-I understand," Karen stammered as she looked into the barrel of the gun 
he was holding pointed directly at her head.


Nervously the young blonde cranked up the telephone and listened intently 
for the voice on the other end. She was wishing desperately that she could 
think of some way to let her colleagues know she was in trouble, but her 
mind seemed to be a blank of overwhelming fear.


"H-hello. Is that Jim? Jim Poulsen? Karen Kelly here, in the Fire Hill 
sector. What? No, nothing's wrong. I just don't think I'll make it back to 
camp tonight, and I don't want anybody to worry. I'll stay in the shelter 
near Sawtooth."


Karen saw that Gig Barker was watching her face intently as she listened to 
the voice at the other end. Surely Jim Poulsen, who knew her voice very well 
by now, would recognize the fact that she was scared stiff. That was the 
only hope she had.


"I understand," she answered to something the man on the other end of the 
line told her. "I'll be on the look out. And don't worry I can take care of 
myself." She smiled wanly at his words, wishing he were here in the cabin 
with her to protect her from the ruthless poachers she had so unexpectedly 
come upon in the forest. "I'll bring in my reports on the deer count and so 
on tomorrow or the next day. Okay?"


Then Karen placed the phone back on its hook and stared helplessly at the 
now dead and lifeless instrument.


"Very good, baby," her captor told her. "You learn fast we ought to get 
along well, you and me." He reached forward with his left hand and stroked 
his fingers familiarly along the soft downy hair at the back of her neck, 
sending shivers of repulsion up and down the girl's spine. Suddenly Karen 
was afraid for more than her life, vaguely wishing she had somehow been able 
to communicate her plight to Jim Poulsen at headquarters. If only he had 
caught the implications in her words about spending the night near Sawtooth. 
If he had his mind on what she was saying to him, he would have to figure 
out that she couldn't possibly be that far away from her starting point.


After another hour's hard hiking, the troupe finally reached a barely 
visible trail that lead directly toward a towering cliff-face. Karen knew 
the place very well, but she had never noticed the trail, and she was even 
more surprised when Gig Barker led the way around some thick young pines 
into a narrow opening in the rock. Prodded on by the rifle being held by the 
hippie girl behind her, Karen followed the men, ducking under the low 
overhang to enter a dark cave, damp and filled with an odor like a butcher's 
shop.


One by one candles were lighted around the cavern, and she saw that it was a 
huge room with moisture seeping from the rear walls. The men unhitched the 
animal and struggled to take it through another small tunnel. Seeing that 
Karen was curious, Gig told Barbara to bring the young game warden in with 
them.


Karen could barely believe her eyes. Inside the next level were great chunks 
of ice and at least twenty full grown deer, mostly gutted and cleaned, their 
skins salted and ready for scraping and tanning. These poachers must have 
been in the woods for at least a month to have killed so many.


Embedded in the breast of one large doe was a broken shaft of a hunting 
arrow, and it suddenly dawned on her how they could have so successfully 
avoided detection to accumulate so many animals.


Without thinking, the young blonde turned angrily toward Zingo Beatty, her 
eyes flashing her indignation.


"You call yourself an Indian," she blurted out. "But no true Choctaw could 
lend his abilities to such an enterprise. Your ancestors must be turning 
over in their graves at what you're doing with these--these criminals. 
You're despicable all of you."


Karen wanted to strike out in fury at the smiling faces that observed her 
anger with such cool imperturbable disdain. They obviously had no respect 
for law nor for the sacredness of the wildlife she so wanted to protect.


"Cool it, baby," Gig Barker told her. "Like everybody else, deer fuck all 
the time and make more. We could hunt all our lives and never catch up with 
all of them. If we could, we'd get rich and set up a wildlife reservation 
where we could do this just for the sport. It's hard work, believe me."


"Besides," Barbara Finley chimed in, "I've read all the game reports for the 
last two years, and they say the deer are in danger of starving from 
overpopulation." She giggled and added, "Not that it would change anything u 
that weren't true. Anyway the park gives licenses to hundreds of hunters 
every year. We just don't believe in paying the government for the right to 
hunt."


Karen was steaming with anger as she returned with the three poachers to the 
other room of the cave, shivering slightly from the cold of the natural 
deep-freeze they had created right in the midst of her territory without her 
knowledge. The young girl felt hopelessly trapped, but she also felt a 
certain satisfaction that what she had said seemed to get through to Zingo 
Beatty, who was thoughtfully looking at the ground. She hoped she had made 
him feel shame for his participation in this illegal poaching. Sure his 
forefathers had hunted these beautiful animals, but only for food and 
clothing. There was simply no excuse for his lowering himself to doing it 
for money.


Feelings of shame were not exactly what was running through Zingo's brain, 
however. He had become aware that the blonde prize he had set his mind on 
before they had surprised Gig and Barbara screwing under the trees had begun 
to interest his partner. Zingo was wondering how he could assert his right 
to the young innocent girl without having to have an all-out confrontation 
with the burly ex-soldier. The Indian was fairly certain that he could win 
if it came to fighting, but probably one of them would die or be seriously 
hurt in the attempt, and that notion didn't appeal to him.


Gig Barker seemed to sense the other man's thoughts.


"Don't worry, Zingo," he told him in a false tone of sympathy. "You won't be 
left out in the cold without a woman. You've wanted Barbara for a long time, 
and this is your chance."


The young girl he was speaking about suddenly raised the rifle and pointed 
it at her boy friend's chest, anger flaring dangerously behind her brown 
eyes.


"What was that, you son of a bitch? I'm not going to fuck with a filthy 
redskin. Just get that idea out of your head right now."


"Aw, baby. Come on, can't you take a joke? You know I wouldn't pull a trick 
like that," the brawny young hunter told her in a cajoling voice. "Here, 
give me a kiss," he said, moving toward her with his arms spread as if to 
hold her. But when she faltered, totally disarmed by his warm open smile, 
his arm brushed the gun to the side and wrenched it roughly from her grasp. 
Luckily, the safety catch was on and the gun did not go off in the 
rock-walled cave, which would probably have injured one of them, if not 
burst their ear drums from the deafening sound of the explosion.


"Now, you little bitch," Gig growled at her, slapping her once across the' 
face with the back of his hand. "You'll do what I say or else. Understand? I 
don't care what you want, you're going to do as you're told."


Barbara collapsed helplessly to the floor of the cave, her hand touching the 
red patch where Gig had struck her with all his force. Tears were streaming 
down the brunette's face as she looked up at him with undisguised 
bitterness.


"You bastard," Barbara hissed. "I'll get even with you for this."


"Baby, you won't have a chance. Besides, when Zingo gets through with you, 
you won't feel so bad." He laughed, throwing his head back and looking at 
her under half-closed eyes.


"Now, friends, there are a couple of things we have to get straight right 
now," the ex-soldier went on. "One, nobody touches this carbine except me 
from now on out. One finger on it will be enough excuse for me to lay you 
out. Understood? Good. Two, no matter how much you may hate my guts before 
this caper is over, we are all in this together, and we need each other to 
get out of this forest without being picked up. So just make up your mind to 
take whatever comes until we're safe. Then it'll be every man for himself, 
and I'll take my chances with the rest of you."


No one breathed for a long moment as Gig's words sank in, and then gradually 
he relaxed with a long sigh, laying the rifle on a ledge behind his sleeping 
bag on the floor of the cave.


"I'm hungry. You two ladies can make us some supper before we sack in for 
the night. Tomorrow's another long day beginning before dawn. We still need 
a couple of good ones before I call in for the helicopter."


Karen avoided meeting anyone's eyes the whole time the four of them were 
eating. The young game warden was very hungry and had great difficulty in 
sticking to her vow to touch no more of the poached meat she had been forced 
to cook over the open fire just outside the entrance to the cave. Finally 
they were finished and one by one they sat back against the walls of the 
cave, their appetites satisfied for the time being. They all became 
thoughtful, then little by little their eyes turned toward Karen who was 
sitting slightly apart. Frightened, the blonde shivered under their hard, 
cold gaze and instinctively wrapped her arms around her upper body.


Gig broke the silence.


"Get some more whiskey," he ordered Barbara in a gruff voice.


The dark-haired woman hesitated a moment, then limply bestirred herself from 
her sullen position on the other side of the cave. She dug a bottle out of 
one of the knapsacks and broke the seal.


"Okay if I have a joint?" she asked in a flat voice when she had handed the 
bottle to what now appeared to have become her ex-lover.


"Sure, why not, pot-head. And roll one for us while you're at it. It might 
make things a little more fun for the game warden."


Karen watched in horrified fascination as the young brunette deftly rolled 
two thin cigarettes and passed one of them to Gig Barker, who lit the 
marijuana "joint" and passed it toward Karen. The mean glint in his eyes 
told the frightened girl she had no choice but to take it.


They sat like that for a long time, passing the cigarettes back and forth on 
either side of the cavern, while Gig took long swigs of whiskey in between 
smokes.


At first Karen had difficulty getting the harsh hot smoke into her lungs 
but, after coughing a few times, when the leader kept pushing the joint on 
her, the timid girl began to become accustomed to the rasping heat in her 
throat and could hold more of it down. She was surprised to see that 
everything in the cave began to take on a slight glow, and her body began to 
feel very light and pleasant. Karen had thought she would feel dizzy or 
intoxicated, but she merely felt more aware of her surroundings and seemed 
able to read the emotions playing over the candle-lit faces better than 
before.


The sullenness was beginning to leave Barbara's face, and little by little 
Zingo let his face relax into a contemplative stupor. Then, as Karen watched 
in amazement, Zingo and Barbara began to kiss and caress each other as 
though they were completely alone, slowly edging their way down on the 
sleeping bags they had pulled closer together until their bodies were 
wantonly entwined.


Soon the other couple were oblivious to the inexperienced girl and Gig 
Barker, slowly removing their clothes for each other until they were lying 
together completely naked. As they began to play their hands all over each 
other's nakedness, Karen forced herself to look away in embarrassment, a 
slight feeling of excitement warming down in her secretly tingling loins. 
The young game warden closed her eyes and pretended to be asleep while 
listening to the moaning sounds of passion now coming from the other side of 
the cave.


"Looks like they'll be busy for awhile, baby," the young rugged poacher 
whispered into her ear. The nearness of his throaty voice startled the 
drugged girl and she jerked away from him.


"Strip," he ordered her.


When the amazed blonde did not comply with his command immediately, Gig 
shook her roughly by the shoulder and forced her to look into his hard eyes.


"You've got about ten seconds to start taking off those clothes, or I'm 
going to strip you myself with this hunting knife. I'll take off your 
uniform like it was a deerskin, and you'll have to walk out of these woods 
naked as a blue jay."


The innocent young woman could see that he was not in the mood for back 
talk, so slowly she began to unbutton her jacket.


The tall hunter hissed between his teeth in appreciation when she finally 
was down to her panties and brassiere. He had never seen such a perfectly 
shaped young body. Staring down at her slightly shivering young form, he 
stood over her and hurriedly removed his own clothes. Finally he stood above 
her with his swollen thick penis standing out from the base of his hard firm 
stomach like a intimidating pole of flesh.


The partially naked girl gasped out loud. It was the first time Karen had 
had a really good look at a man's erect penis, and Gig's looked big enough 
to split a woman in two. She could see the thick veins throbbing around the 
bulging shaft as he reached down to circle his lewdly out thrust member with 
his fingers to stroke the heavy foreskin back and forth over the bulbous tip 
at the end. Tiny dewdrops of seminal fluid seeped from the tiny slit in the 
glans glistening lewdly in the candlelight while Gig ran his eyes 
lecherously over the ripe white mounds billowing out over the lacy material 
of the girl's brassiere.


Suddenly, without warning, the full effect of the marijuana the innocent 
blonde had smoked began to fill her body with strange new sensations she had 
never experienced before. The conscience-killing drug made her aware of the 
primitive odors permeating the cave where she lay like a captive woman in 
ancient times, unusual savage desires rising up from some deep forgotten 
place at the very center of her being. The blind, nearly overwhelming fear 
was now mixed with an almost animal need to be treated like an object of 
savage lust, and the prospect lit little fires in her tingling nipples and 
caused a desperate throbbing in the nerve endings of her tightly quivering 
vagina.


Unconsciously the hypnotically aroused Karen writhed and twisted her body on 
the ground, tiny thrilling goose bumps dotting the gyrating whiteness of her 
naked sensitive flesh. The lewdly obscene sounds now coming from the other 
couple in the cave seemed to fill her mind as though it were she and not 
Barbara who was expressing awakening passion and unbridled desire. Even the 
candles burning erratically took on a mythical glow, sending shadows darting 
over the uneven surfaces of the rocks like ritual flares in some primitive 
erotic temple of the East.


Gig Barker continued stroking his still expanding hardness, grinning as he 
hungrily feasted his eyes on the beautiful girl's uncontrollably squirming 
nakedness. Slowly he lowered himself to his knees in front of the trembling 
blonde, crouching between her outspread ankles, and pushing her unresisting 
milk-white thighs wider apart. In the dim light he could see the narrow 
white band of her panties up between her thighs, slightly moistened by the 
seeping dew drops of her love secretions flowing naturally from the scantily 
covered mouth of her cunt. The tiny blonde curls of pubic hair peeking out 
around the elastic leg bands tantalized his fingertips as he stroked them 
lightly over the inner softness of her quivering flesh.


Then, slowly and deliberately, while the drug-confused game warden lay 
frozen and seemingly lifeless in fear and anticipation, the heavily 
breathing poacher reached behind her torso and unhooked the straps of her 
brassiere, allowing her ripely rounded breasts to leap free before his 
lusting gaze. She moaned helplessly as he pressed his wetly searching lips 
down over her pink right nipple and teased it with his flicking tongue, 
nipping lightly at the rubbery nodule with his teeth from time to time. 
Trailing his wet tongue maddeningly over the smoothness of the blonde's 
marijuana-sensitized skin, he moved to the other breast, while his hand 
fondled the rosy tip of the first, rolling the moist nipple tauntingly 
between his thumb and forefinger.


Now fully trapped by the unreal effects of the drug, Karen was unable to 
move or react in anyway to her captor's lewd ministrations on her helplessly 
prostrate young body, her mind a jumble of thoughts from the powerful 
marijuana cigarette he had forced her to smoke. She had never felt such 
lust-inciting sensations as now rampaged through her bloodstream like hot 
waves of inhibition-numbing ambrosia.


Finally Gig Barker could wait no longer to get to the still covered treasure 
of her young loins, and he leaned back, hooking his thumbs in the elastic 
waistband of her bikini panties and slowly peeling them down over the lust 
fullness of her firmly swelling hips.


Little by little the tiny blonde triangle of pubic curls came into his view 
as the thin nylon slipped down over her softly rounded thighs. When the 
material caught at the juncture of her flat white belly and the tops of her 
curvaceous legs, the burly hunter gave an impatient jerk and tore the flimsy 
cloth into useless shreds.


Then he crawled up between her legs, his knees pressing outward against her 
ankles and his face panting a few inches above the openly spread pinkness of 
her vulnerable pussy. He passed his tongue wetly over his lips as his eyes 
bored down at her gleaming vaginal furrow unconsciously rotating now just 
below his extending tongue. He could see her moist juices glistening in the 
tiny secreted opening of her vagina, slowly seeping and spreading down the 
full length of the delicious narrow valley of tender young pussy-flesh. The 
escaping cuntal oils trailed on down between the rounded tautness of her 
buttocks pressed tightly into the sleeping bag on the ground below.


The exciting lewdness of the slightly expanded vaginal opening made Gig's 
cock jerk wildly up against his stomach, and he pressed the open palms of 
his hands outward against her sensitive inner thighs, holding them wide 
apart before the heedless cupidity of his gaze. Her most secret treasure was 
offered up to the lust-provoked stranger now to use as he wished, and the 
young blonde held her breath as he lowered his face closer and closer to her 
defenseless pussy and then suddenly, she felt the first searing contact with 
her outer lips of moistly quivering vaginal flesh.


His hotly darting tongue lashed out lightly over her erect little clitoris.


"Ohhhhhh!" she moaned, shuddering from the electrifying contact with her 
virginally excited cunt. Her whole body jerked wildly up at him, and his 
working lips closed hungrily over the entire soft mound at the base of her 
heatedly undulating belly. His face was buried from her view in the fine 
blonde hair, and she closed her eyes tightly to enjoy the wet tickling 
kisses he was planting on her tender unaccustomed pussy-furrow, his moist 
tongue flicking serpent-like at the tingling opening to her wetly flowing 
cunt.


"Don't, ohh, please don't do that," Karen half-heartedly begged. The captive 
virgin had never known that such delicious sensations could be evoked from 
her unrequited loins, and she was quickly losing any remaining sense of 
wanting to resist. The body-tightening fear she had felt at first was slowly 
dissipating in the face of the stronger feelings of surging passion, and she 
felt herself responding in spite of her weakening will that still feebly 
ordered her to shove him away from her and run screaming from the cave.


As though driven by a force outside herself, Karen's hands slipped 
sensuously down over the quivering mounds of her own breasts and brushed 
over her smooth shivering belly, coming to rest at her wantonly gyrating 
loins on either side of Gig's sucking lips. Her fingers stroked softly for a 
moment at the flexing hollows of her full inner thighs, tracing the hot 
flashing sensations under her tender skin, and then she slowly spread the 
fleshy, hair-lined outer folds of her pussy farther apart to give his 
devouring lips more complete access to her hotly throbbing cuntal depths.


His wetly searing tongue shot out again and again, its soft flicking tip 
circling her quivering erected clitoris and his lips sucking ravenously, 
drawing the warm layered flanges into the steaming hot cavern of his mouth. 
His sharp teeth nibbled playfully at the wet velvety ridges as his tongue 
darted in and out of her succulent cuntal passage. Then suddenly his teeth 
closed tightly around the turgid tautness of her clitoral bud and tugged at 
it as though he wanted to bite it off, his pointed tongue flipping 
repeatedly, maddeningly over its tip.


Huskily, Karen groaned above him as the hot probing wetness licked against 
her straining pink clitoris while she lifted her loins up tighter against 
his face. Slowly she felt her clitoris slip back from between his teeth as 
he began laving his saliva-soaked tongue up and down the length of her 
widening cuntal slit. Staring at her lower belly and slithering its way 
down, down over the elastic-rimmed opening of her wetly clasping vagina, Gig 
Barker slipped his tongue beyond into the crevice of her tightly clenched 
buttocks, searching in vain for the tight puckered anus between. The young 
blonde's hips were now grinding impatiently down into the material of the 
sleeping bag below while soft mewling sounds of sheer animal lust escaped 
between her clamped teeth.


From across the small cave the groaning sounds of the other heedlessly 
coupled pair began to come into her consciousness in heavier and heavier 
tones, and the game warden automatically opened her eyes to peer over the 
head buried up between her wide-split thighs to see what Barbara and Zingo 
were doing.


She could hardly believe her eyes as she watched the obscenely intertwined 
bodies roll over together so that the dark-haired young woman was sitting on 
top of the Indian's loins, her curvaceous, naked back turned to Karen.


Rhythmically Barbara's tautly rounded buttocks rose and fell as she slipped 
her widely expanded cunt up and down on the glistening shaft of iron-hard 
cock-flesh protruding lewdly from her pink moist slit. The very 
salaciousness of seeing the stiffly pummeling rod stroking repeatedly up 
into the unresisting tight opening made Karen's loins come alive with lust 
and gyrated crazily under her captor's hot sucking mouth.


Gig Barker worked hungrily, feeling the wet curly pubic hair brushing 
teasingly against his cheeks. Never in his wildest dreams had he expected to 
have such a proud innocent bitch squirming under his expertly ministering 
tongue and moaning for more. Her helpless groans drove his tongue faster and 
faster as it worked its way up and down the slick openness of her warm 
fleshy cuntal valley. He wanted her to beg to be fucked when he was ready to 
ram his hardened penis up into her, and she was almost there. He had never 
seen anything like it, never seen anyone so hot for it even women who smoked 
pot all the time. She obviously needed fucking really bad, and she would 
sure get what she wanted.


Karen's hands tangled in the ex-soldier's long black hair as though they had 
a life of their own, and he let her force his mouth down still more firmly 
over the tight little opening in her lasciviously squirming pussy. As his 
wet lips rounded and covered the clasping viscous little hole, he thrust his 
tongue deep up into it, bringing a low guttural moan from the girl's mouth 
as her trembling thighs closed convulsively around the sides of his 
obscenely bobbing face. He could feel the wet slickness of her vaginal 
depths slipping moistly around his extended tongue as the walls of her 
salaciously penetrated cunt opened and closed in a greedy sucking motion, 
attempting to pull it in deeper and deeper.


Vicariously feeling the long thick cock she was watching plunging in and out 
of Barbara's openly accepting cunt across the room of the cave, the drugged 
Karen suddenly wanted the same thing to happen to her. The aroused blonde 
snaked her legs up around her attacker's body, her heels pushing down 
against his upper back, pressing his face into the fleshy hot trap of her 
cunt until he could barely breathe, his nose smashed tightly against her 
tiny hardened clitoris. He sucked in the warm pungent odor of her cuntal 
secretions now flowing in abundance from her expanded pussy, and it incited 
his throbbing cock to a hardness that he could no longer control. The 
poacher had to fuck this little bitch soon or he would cum all over the 
sleeping bag beneath them.


"Ohhhh, ohhhh, ohhhhh!" the blonde warden moaned from below, splaying her 
thighs out wider and wider to give him free access to her wildly pulsing 
vagina.


Then the muscular hunter could stand it no longer. Roughly he grabbed the 
girl's legs behind the knees and shoved them back against her shoulders, her 
ankles automatically locking tightly behind his neck as he slithered up into 
fucking position over her. He looked down between their bodies and saw her 
upturned ass-cheeks and her wetly dilated cuntal slit, palpitating visibly 
just inches from his painfully aching cock.


His lips stretched back over his teeth in an obscene grimace as he edged his 
quivering hard shaft slowly forward, watching its broad, blood-filled tip 
nuzzle into the pink moistness of her eagerly waiting cunt. When the tip was 
firmly set in place between the hotly pulsing flanges, ready to slip forward 
and impale her at the first lunge he would make with his hips, he allowed 
himself to savor the way she was straining upward to take his poised member 
deep into her. Her moistly throbbing pussy sent waves of unbearable pleasure 
raging down into his aching balls below, but he let her beg with her cunt a 
moment longer while he glowered above her like a predator ready to strike.


Karen Kelly lay groaning in unintelligible gasps that hissed out between her 
gnashing teeth like quick puffs of steam from a laboring locomotive. Her 
innocent untried body ached with a totally new hunger, her legs and loins 
wide apart, wet and wantonly hungering to be filled. The thickly throbbing 
rubbery tip of her captor's cock resting in the narrow opening of her moist 
aroused cunt increased the young blonde's passionate need until the 
minister's daughter thought she would burst from the pressure building deep 
inside her virginal womb. Karen had forced herself to wait so long for this 
that now she couldn't wait another minute to get it.


Gig Barker held back another long moment enjoying the warm moistness of the 
girl's pussy throbbing in desperate anticipation around his eagerly pulsing 
cock-head, and then with one long smooth stroke he drove forward up into her 
tightly resisting hot cunt, feeling the fleshy inner walls spreading 
reluctantly around his aching cock until he bumped up against the very tip 
of her cervix. The virile young hunter could feel the smooth wet walls of 
her skewered cunt clasping firmly around his spasmodically quivering rod, 
driving him crazy with rampant desire.


The virginal young blonde was totally unprepared for the loin-piercing pain 
and she bucked and twisted beneath her violator like an insect impaled 
through the middle, vainly attempting to back away from the burning pole of 
throbbing penile flesh rammed in her all the way up to the hilt.


"Ohhhhh! God, it hurts, it hurts!" she groaned from her hopelessly pinned 
position. The inexperienced game warden could feel every pulse beat in the 
long thick shaft buried up in the depths of her womb, and then the girl felt 
him flex the blood-engorged cock inside her, gaining another half an inch.


"Agggg! You're too big! Take it out! Take it out!" the young girl wailed 
again and again, at the same time feeling her insides beginning to spread as 
she became accustomed to his impaling hardness, her vaginal fluids seeping 
out around his cock intrusion more freely now.


Gritting his teeth to keep from filling her belly right then and there with 
his full load of steaming hot cum, Gig Barker savored the exquisite 
sensations the girl's trembling cunt gave his wildly throbbing penis. And 
then, little by little, he began to move.


At first he backed out of the warm tight enclosure of Karen's clasping pussy 
barely an inch, then shoved all the way up into her again with a tentative 
little lunge. Again he pulled away and fucked into the moistening cavern 
with a tiny grunt of satisfaction as he felt her thighs stretch out slightly 
wider to give him greater access to her unconsciously pleading loins. 
Farther and farther he slowly increased the length of his smoothly plunging 
strokes until finally the whole glistening length of his fully rigid cock 
slipped wetly out as far as the rubbery tip, only to sink once more up into 
the lovely young warden's wet flowering pussy. Gig felt as though his heavy, 
cum-bloated balls might explode at any moment, but he concentrated on 
bringing this innocent little blonde up to a peak of enjoyment he knew would 
also double his own salacious pleasure.


Slowly her drug-summoned libido began to take over, and Karen wrapped her 
arms tightly around his neck, her body following his, matching his strokes 
one for one beneath him. She could feel his heavy hanging testicles slapping 
softly up against her nakedly upturned anus, sending chills of shameless 
abandon soaring throughout her whole body.


The deer poacher plunged his long thick penis up and up, deeper and deeper 
into the warm soft cavern, feeling the blonde responding passionately to his 
onslaught as though she had waited for him all her young life. Her whole 
body jerked and twisted as she moaned again and again, her face contorting 
in ecstatic passion below his. Her mouth began to move ceaselessly, her 
nostrils flaring in the untamed animal desire that had taken possession of 
her entire drug-stupored being.


Giving into the pulling arms circling his neck, Gig lowered his face toward 
the tender young blonde's to press his open lips wetly over hers. Their 
tongues immediately began lashing around each other in the hot moistness of 
their tightly locked mouths, making lewd simulated fucking motions in time 
with his repeated lunges up into her squirming pussy. Gig could feel her 
softly quivering breasts touching the skin of his chest as her body rocked 
to and fro completely out of her control now, the erect rubbery nipples 
tracing hot circles in the hair on his chest.


Karen's forehead was bathed in a light mist of sweat that glistened and 
pasted her disheveled golden hair to her skin. Her warm white flesh began to 
perspire all over, making her body slippery under his as he excitedly pumped 
up into the young girl's ceaselessly gyrating cunt. Nothing would stop Karen 
now in her wild race for fulfillment, and she groaned again and again into 
the wetly covering hotness of her captor-lover's mouth.


"Ohhhh, God, ohhhh!" she moaned in a fluttering voice beneath him. His hands 
slithered down over her narrow waist and cupped the twin resilient mounds of 
her wantonly undulating buttocks, raising them up off the sleeping bag for 
greater access to her wide-split loins.


The tall young poaching leader squirmed down into her from that position 
with all the strength of his hips and thighs and he could feel the velvety 
hot flesh of her dementedly responding cunt clasping and unclasping all 
around his pulsing, nearly bursting cock. Over and over he fucked up into 
her with power coming all the way from the tips of his toes, ramming every 
last inch of his thundering thick rod up into the tightness of her 
spasmodically churning womb, bringing new and louder groans of ecstatic 
pleasure pouring from her kiss-smothered lips.


Now the ex-virgin's hands slipped down over Gig's arching back, her fingers 
digging demoniacally into his muscular pumping buttocks as they pounded down 
into her open and unprotected loins, tearing at his skin with her nails as 
though she wanted to leave brutal love gashes in his flesh. With each hard 
cruel thrust he was making into her with his still expanding cock, wet 
sluicing noises resounded throughout the cavern hideaway, echoing with the 
soul-shattering groans coming from the second couple on the other side.


Suddenly Karen felt the big man's hands run from the smoothly hollowing 
cheeks of her buttocks down to her tremulous inner thighs and between them 
to the moisture-soaked pubic hair surrounding her virginally violated cunt. 
He rubbed his fingers into the soft fleshy pussy-folds which clung and 
throbbed around his plunging shaft like a wet rubber mouth, and the 
intoxicating sensations he caused quivered like rapid bolts of lightning 
through her bucking thrashing body, driving her closer and closer to the 
brink of madness. It seemed her body was covered with musky oil for she was 
slippery from head to foot with the sweat of her wild untamed gyrations. 
Uncontrollably her head flailed back and forth on the sleeping bag, her long 
blonde hair lashing and whipping like a cat-o-nine-tails. Gasping for 
breath, she opened her mouth in wanton passionate abandon, a creature crazed 
and inhuman, twisting and jerking, spreading her legs wide apart and kicking 
them under his down-pressing shoulders, urging him on.


"Ohh, ohh, deeper, harder ... fuck me, fuck meee," the drug-incited girl 
begged in comprehensible syllables she had never before uttered, groaning as 
if she were slaving to augment the sweet torture of his endlessly punishing 
loins. The lust-crazed girl felt herself rising to the very verge of orgasm, 
and she locked her ankles still tighter around his neck, her toes curling 
into tight little nubs as she strained toward the final release that had 
been building up in her for so long. Karen's ass-cheeks were swinging and 
swaying uncontrollably from side to side under the tall poacher's incessant 
pummeling as she spiraled her cunt up and down crazily around his moistly 
plunging cock.


"Ohhhhh, God! I'm cumming!" she suddenly gasped as if in surprise. "I'M 
CUMMMMING!"


With a high-pitched sigh of intense passion that shook her whole body the 
lovely blonde arched her smooth white belly up at her conqueror and 
tightened the inner muscles of her quiveringly hot cunt around his still 
fucking cock-pole.


"Fuck! Go on fucking, you little bitch!" Gig Barker commanded the blonde in 
ruthless tones. "Don't die on me now, baby!"


The energetically pumping gang leader tore his lips away from Karen's and 
looked down at her innocent young face contorting all out of shape with the 
throes of her uncontrollably ricocheting orgasm. He could feel the warm 
flooding juices coming out around his wildly aching penis and down over his 
fingers nipping at her cuntal lips, and then suddenly he darted out his 
moisture-soaked extended middle finger, thrusting it without warning through 
the tiny puckered ring of her virginal anus.


Gasping from the unexpected painful entry up into her narrow rectal passage, 
Karen automatically bucked forward under the poacher's obscene impalement 
precisely the response he had wanted. Now the virile captor felt the rapidly 
increasing pressure deep within his aching, cum-laden balls and, to keep the 
satisfied girl under him moving hard as he began to ride out toward his 
climax, Gig gripped the cheeks of her spasmodically jerking buttocks with 
his outspread fingers, squeezing the yielding flesh tightly around his 
extended finger buried up in her anus, fucking her hard from behind in 
rhythm with his accelerating cock-strokes up into her wild wet cunt.


Then, suddenly, as though great tidal waves of heat were surging through his 
veins, he felt himself cumming. He increased the tempo of his hard fucking 
strokes to a machine-gun pace, grinding with each thrust as far up into her 
open and yielding pussy as he could, bringing further groans of leftover 
passion from her heaving, lust-drenched body. Gig groaned heavily above her 
like a dying animal as he felt the bursting in his orgasmically exploding 
loins, and then with a deep, body-racking grunt of achievement he shot his 
hot spewing semen far up into the depths of the young blonde's quivering 
white belly. Again and again the muscular young man felt his cum spurting 
into her, each pulsing gush shaking his whole body so it felt as if it would 
fly apart, the seemingly endless streams of surging white liquid filling the 
alluring young girl's hotly flooded womb and mingling lewdly with her own 
warm juices to drown his ejaculating cock.


"Ohhhh, baby, you're a hot little fuck," Gig groaned as the last of his hot 
sticky sperm spurted up into Karen and then he collapsed down on top of her, 
their loins throbbing and quivering together like animals palpitating in a 
tight huddle after a furious mating in the wilds. Never before in his life 
had Gig Barker felt anything like this young innocent creature who had 
seemed to come intensely alive under the ministrations of his thick cock 
this captivating young blonde may not know it, he was thinking, but she was 
made for fucking. Gig knew now that Karen had been a virgin, and the deer 
poacher felt a sense of power and pride that he had been able to bring the 
formerly innocent girl up to such an abandoned peak of passion.


Little by little the dark-haired hunter felt his depleted penis slip wetly 
out of the lovely girl's relaxed moist cunt, and reluctantly he lifted 
himself away from her spread-eagled form. Karen lay exhausted beside him, 
her thighs widespread still, thin streams of the tall stranger's white foamy 
cum seeping slowly from the forever expanded opening of her pink pussy-lips.


The blonde game warden had never felt so ashamed and humiliated in her life. 
Even while the lewdly racing sensations of satiated lust were still washing 
through her emotion-drained body, the minister's daughter was cringing 
inwardly from the inevitable pricks of conscience. Had she denied herself 
satisfaction with Larry her boy friend so long only to give up her chastity 
to this total stranger who was nothing but a common criminal? Burning tears 
of guilt and loss welled up in her blue eyes and her mouth turned down at 
the corners as if she had just eaten some bitter fruit.


Karen didn't know how she would ever be able to face decent people again 
after this fateful day. She had failed in her duties as a game warden, eaten 
meat from the very animals she was supposed to have been protecting and now 
this.


It was more than anyone could be expected to bear.


Just then the voice of Barbara Finley erupted into a string of obscenities 
that burned Karen's ears and caused the hot tears to flow more freely down 
her cheeks.


"Fuck me, you redskin bastard! Fuck it! Ohhh, shit, I'm cumming. Give me 
more of your Indian cock!"


As if in retaliation for the brunette's insulting use of the term he most 
hated, Zingo's face was dulled by a cloud of irritation as he raised up from 
his prone position beneath the wildly pumping buttocks of the seductive 
young woman that Gig had turned over to him. His deeply impaling cock did 
not lose its purchase in her moist hot cunt as he turned her around on his 
rigidity so that her back was to him, and then he forced her over forward on 
her knees while he still fucked into her from behind her upturned 
ass-cheeks, kneeling now up behind the brunette. He could feel his long hard 
rod of burgeoning cock-flesh burying all the way up to the hard rubbery tip 
of her cervix now, plunging up into her even deeper than before, and Barbara 
began to rock back onto his wetly stroking penis, enjoying his ruthless 
fucking even more than before.


Suddenly the tall Indian reached around to the side and extinguished the wax 
candle burning nearby. Then he pulled the candle from the bottle and held 
the base poised just outside the tiny puckered ring of her quivering anus. 
He knew that she could not see what he was doing up behind her, and he 
grinned obscenely and sadistically as he prepared the wax shaft by wetting 
the end of it in her freely flowing cuntal juices. Without warning, he laid 
the round end of the candle in the narrow crevice between her buttocks and 
with one hard forward shove jammed it all the way up into her fitfully 
clenching anal passage.


"Agggggh! You bastard! It hurts!" the surprised and pained young girl 
exclaimed as she felt the smooth hardness of the candle stretching her 
reluctantly expanded rectum to the tearing point. When she tried to lurch 
forward away from the piercing object buried up between her buttocks, Zingo 
circled his free arm around under her heatedly quivering belly and pulled 
her back onto his throbbing hot cock, using his pelvis to fasten the candle 
in place up in her defiled anus.


Satisfied that he had humiliated her for her words, Zingo settled back to 
enjoying the jerking, womb-tightening reflexes his unexpected thrust into 
her perversely penetrated anus had given her, gritting his teeth from the 
sweet agony her wildly pulsing vagina was causing his embedded penis. Little 
by little Barbara's painfully expanded anus became accustomed to the brutal 
unnatural presence in her rectum and she began to fuck back onto Zingo's 
rubbery member harder than before, gasping and groaning with new abandoned 
passion.


The brunette felt as though she were cumming all over, the myriad tiny 
explosions inside her convulsively flooding pussy repeating like distant 
echoes in her ravaged rectum.


"Okay, you little whore," Zingo growled up behind her. "Here comes my load. 
Fuck back!" He could feel parts of his being splintering away as though his 
stiffly exploding penis were a long wooden pole being broken into a million 
pieces. On and on he spurted his white-cum up into her clenching receptive 
cunt, his warm, womb-wetting foam soaking her dilating inner walls while the 
muscles of her climaxing pussy contracted around him like a thousand honeyed 
tongues sucking him dry.


"Ohhhh, ohhh," Barbara grunted in animal abandon as she knelt before him, 
her whitely rounded buttocks flashing around in small erotic circles as her 
own orgasm continued on and on, endlessly racking her body with mind-blowing 
joy. Then Zingo held her pinned back against his loins for what seemed an 
eternity, his slowly deflating cock pulsing lewdly up inside her.


When the burly Indian finally collapsed back away from her, Barbara had to 
reach back herself and remove the wax candlestick he had ruthlessly rammed 
up inside her now expanded, feeling a slight resistance as the tiny rubbery 
ring clung tenaciously to the waxen object.


A guilt-ridden witness to the whole lewd scene, Karen Kelly bit her lip in 
frustration and rolled over onto her side, wrapping the sleeping bag around 
her cum-soaked naked body as she curled up into a child-like position. No 
longer riding on the euphoric high of the drug, the young blonde could hear 
the others in the cave breathing heavily as she reviled herself for her 
earlier lack of control and then gradually the exhausted game warden drifted 
off into a deep welcome sleep.


CHAPTER SEVEN


The next morning Karen Kelly awoke in the strange surroundings of the cave, 
a thin stream of sunlight coming in through the rock mouth, which was 
surrounded by thick foliage. At first unable to remember where she was or 
how she had come to be there, the bleary-eyed girl thought she must still be 
dreaming. Then suddenly the horrendous memories of everything that had 
happened the night before came rushing in. The young blonde groaned and 
pressed her face into the sleeping bag smelling obscenely of male 
perspiration and semen.


However, little by little the captive game warden shook off the 
incapacitating feelings of remorse and dejection and began to search for her 
government uniform. When finally it dawned on the young girl that no one 
else was around, she began to dig frantically under the bedding scattered 
around the earth floor of the cave.


This was her chance to escape from the three seamy characters who had 
brutally forced her to come with them to this place the day before. But for 
a split second the young blonde marveled at the idea that only one night had 
passed since she had run into the alienated Zingo Beatty and his cohorts. It 
seemed as though it had been ages since she had been cooped up and then used 
by Gig Barker as a debased vessel of his perverted lust.


Now they had deliberately hidden her clothing so she could not escape while 
they were out poaching more of the helpless animals she had been hired to 
protect.


Well, I'll show them, the determined young blonde told herself. Unzipping 
one of the lightweight sleeping bags all the way down one side, Karen draped 
it over one shoulder and tied it around her waist with a piece of cord 
obviously used by the poachers for tying together the legs of dead deer. 
Karen had to hold the sleeping bag up on one side to cover both her roundly 
curved breasts as she slowly edged her way out the opening of the cave. Her 
heart beating wildly, the game warden carefully surveyed the surrounding 
landscape for signs of her captors, and when she saw nothing but a nervous 
squirrel feeding at the base of a nearby oak, its tail quivering cautiously 
in the air, she made her way clumsily between the close-knit branches of the 
dense pines.


Karen could see it was still early, probably not after nine o'clock. All 
around her were the sounds of small animals feeding among the brush and the 
endless repeated calls of birds filling the breathy silence of the woods. 
She found it a little difficult to walk without her hiking boots, the soles 
of her feet quickly becoming tender and sore as she picked her way along the 
narrow trail toward the main path she remembered from the night before. 
Vaguely the young blonde wished she knew where her kidnappers might have 
gone for their morning's hunt so that she could avoid them. But she had to 
take a chance and strike out on the main trail toward the east, the 
direction she had come from the day before. Karen considered leaving the 
trail and cutting cross-country toward one of the ranger stations she knew 
about, but the possibility of getting lost combined with the difficulty of 
walking without shoes made her decide to stay on the path.


The sun was beginning to feel warm and she was glad to have the cool damp 
air of the forest swirling inside the open sleeping bag around her naked 
body as she walked among the trees. Gradually she became aware of a numbing 
soreness down between her legs, but still she forced her mind not to think 
about the debasing events of the night before.


Then as Karen topped a small rise in the forest which enabled her to view in 
the distance the tall wooden tower of the ranger station she was looking 
for, she caught sight of Zingo Beatty standing alertly in a clump of small 
pines. His eyes were peering intently off to her left, and following his 
gaze, the young blonde game warden finally caught sight of the deer he was 
stalking. While she watched, the deer slowly raised its head from the grass 
and sniffed at the light breeze. Karen was sorry that she was standing 
downwind from the animal, because otherwise it might have caught her scent 
and bolted for cover in fear. Her eyes turned back to Zingo where he was 
well hidden from the solitary deer, by the obscuring bushes and she watched 
as he raised his bow and notched one of the metal-tipped arrows. Carefully 
he drew the string back and hooked his thumb under his chin, sighting over 
the tip of the bow in a steady aim.


The young blonde was suddenly torn between the desire to make a noise and 
frighten the animal away and the desire to remain anonymously out of sight 
from the Indian hunter. She looked wistfully at the tower off in the 
distance where she knew help could be found, and then knelt cautiously to 
pick up a walnut-sized stone. With hesitation the young game warden threw it 
into the brush near the attentively listening deer, then dropped silently to 
her knees to keep her presence a secret from Zingo.


There was a sudden flurry of activity in the brush that came to an abrupt 
halt almost immediately after it began. The deer had been startled all 
right, she saw as she shoved some low-hanging branches to one side and 
looked out at the clearing, but the heavy thud she had heard was the arrow 
that Zingo had loosed striking home just behind the heart of the deer, 
dropping it in the midst of a high-footed leap. Karen had hesitated too long 
and the poor animal was lying stretched out over the rhododendron bush where 
it had been felled from the bow shot.


Apparently Zingo had not noticed the stone Karen had flung to scare away the 
deer, because he walked unconcernedly into the clearing and knelt by the 
fallen animal. Karen watched as he seemed to be performing some sort of 
ritual over the slain deer, thinking it must be a kind of atonement for 
killing it, and she felt a sudden resurgence of respect for this tall 
handsome poacher. At least he still observed some of his tribal customs, and 
that somehow made him more acceptable.


Then while the young girl continued watching, the Indian began to prepare 
the animal for carrying it back to the cave. At that moment as though she 
had appeared out of nowhere, Barbara Finley stepped up behind the kneeling 
Zingo. Her words came clear as a bell to the hiding game warden's ears.


"Zingo, you're fantastic. That deer was already on the move when you dropped 
him," the young hippie said. Her voice was slightly husky as though she were 
sexually aroused. She stood behind the silent Zingo for a long time, 
watching what he was doing to the carcass, and then slowly the brunette 
began to take off her Indian-like clothing, not stopping until she stood 
completely naked behind her partner in crime.


"Hey man," the woman finally breathed down at the sweating Indian hunter, 
"Look at me."


His eyes still attuned to his work, Zingo slowly turned his head in the 
direction of the waiting brunette. When he caught sight of her standing 
stark naked, her hands flitting like little doves lightly over the bare 
white skin of her breasts and down into the dark brown triangle of her pubic 
hair, the expression on his face clouded and his mouth gaped open. It was 
obvious to the hidden Karen that he was immediately aroused by the sight of 
Barbra caressing her own body before his very eyes, and he watched with 
heaving chest for a long time, licking his tongue hungrily over his lips 
before dropping the hunting knife. As if he couldn't wait another minute, 
the virile Indian stripped off his clothes and grabbed the young woman by 
the arm, pulling her with him to the ground. His open mouth pressed down 
over one of Barbara's up-thrust nipples while her hands played over his 
muscular back and she moaned softly from his touch.


They played with each other's bodies, the woman's hands fondling at the 
poacher's rigidly swollen penis while he stroked his thick fingers into the 
open readiness of her vagina, and then with an animal groan, he crawled up 
between her wide-split thighs and positioned himself to enter her moistly 
gyrating cunt.


Fighting the nearly uncontrollable urge to press her fingers down into her 
own wetly quivering vaginal opening, Karen was shocked and surprised to feel 
her own loins aching and tingling while she watched. Her lovely face blushed 
pink with solitary shame at the sensations of inexplicable lust that rushed 
willy-nilly through her veins when Zingo clenched his buttocks and slipped 
forward into Barbara's moistly expanded cuntal passage, now falling into a 
slow methodical rhythm as he began to fuck up between the young girl's 
uplifted thighs. The watching blonde could see Zingo's heavy dangling 
testicles beneath slapping repeatedly up against the brunette's grinding 
white buttocks, and with each long hard thrust the Indian made, sympathetic 
feelings of sensual response surged through Karen's hotly aroused loins.


Although the innocent game warden was aware that now was her chance to 
escape unnoticed from her captors and continue on toward the tower and 
safety, she was mesmerized, unable to move from her crouching position among 
the bushes. She was groaning softly to herself as she watched the lewdly 
obscene view of the naked pair shamelessly copulating before her. As the 
young girl stared in fascination at the complex motions the wanton, 
dark-haired woman was making under the man she had called a "redskin 
bastard" the night before, suddenly Karen heard a sound from behind. Upon 
turning around, the young girl was filled with a hopeless sense of dread.


Gig Barker was standing there, smiling lewdly down into her fear-stricken 
eyes.


"You like to watch, huh, baby?" he taunted derisively. His eyes wandered 
over her barely covered nakedness as she protectively pulled the sleeping 
bag tighter around her exposed cream-white breasts.


"Leave me alone, please," the blonde pleaded with him. "I won't say anything 
to anybody ... just let me go."


"Not on your life, baby. You're too much fun for one thing, and I don't 
trust you for another." Balancing the thirty-thirty rifle in the crook of 
his left arm, Gig reached out with his right hand and jerked away the 
sleeping bag, revealing to his hungry gaze all the alluring bodily charms of 
his trembling young captive.


Slowly and deliberately, the tall poacher loosened his belt buckle and let 
his pants drop to the ground, stepping out of them to stand before the 
frightened escapee clad only in his jockey shorts. Beneath the white 
material, Karen could see as he stood there before her that his penis was 
fully erect, forming a heavy swelling mound that reached almost to the 
elastic band at his waist.


"Take it out, baby," he ordered in a hoarse, lust-distorted voice. His left 
arm nudging the barrel of the rifle the slightest bit in her direction left 
no doubt that the poacher intended her to obey him without question. 
Wrapping her arms around her upper body as though she were suddenly cold 
despite the permeating warmth of the sun, the young blonde shivered and 
closed her eyes to block out the obscene vision standing threateningly 
before her. Then when she felt the coldness of metal touching the taut flesh 
of her nakedly exposed breasts, first one and then the other, the young girl 
trembled weakly with fear and resentment. He had already humiliated her once 
the night before in the cave and it didn't seem possible to her that she 
could still have something to lose, but nevertheless she was holding back as 
though her virginity were still intact.


"What's the matter, girl? You'd rather watch those two fuck than give me a 
little piece?" he snarled down at her. Angry at Karen's reluctance, Gig 
abruptly decided it would be satisfying to humiliate the little blonde bitch 
further than she could believe possible. The tall hunter had intended to 
fuck into her dog-fashion, but now he had something better in mind. This 
time he jostled her naked flesh with the barrel of the gun, hard enough to 
make the little whore flinch in pain and open her eyes. Karen looked at the 
little red circle of the bruise where her captor had bumped the hard metal 
into the heaving white softness of her right breast.


"All right, baby, if you don't want to fuck me you don't have to," Gig told 
her in a tone of indifference. He saw her big blue eyes look up into his 
with a sense of thankful relief, and then while she watched he slipped his 
jockey shorts down over his muscular hips, stretching the elastic waistband 
out away from his hairy belly to free his lewdly throbbing cock.


Karen gasped out loud when she got the lurid daylight view of his nakedly 
exposed hard penis, the bulging veins along its thick underside pulsing 
heavily only inches from her face. Tiny droplets of clear seminal fluid 
seeped from the slit in the bulbous tip, glistening in the sunlight like 
obscene dewdrops. The heavy foreskin was stretched tautly from the tip-end 
to the loose skin of the hardened cock-shaft and down below the young blonde 
could see his cum-laden testicles swollen inside their fleshy sac.


Without warning, the big man's free hand reached out and grabbed Karen's 
long blonde hair to pull her head forward so that his pulsing rod was almost 
touching her lips. The faintly sweet odor of his loins reached the girl's 
sensitive nostrils as she stiffened her body in awe-struck apprehension of 
what was to come.


"You know what to do, you little blonde bitch," he growled above her, 
pulling at her hair until it felt as though it would come out by the roots. 
"Put your mouth on my cock and suck it."


"No, no-nnnnnnnnnnnn..." Karen moaned in abject humiliation before him, 
automatically tightening her lips against the hotly swelling tip of the hard 
cock bumping up against her mouth.


Gig Barker could feel the young blonde's heated breath from her wildly 
flaring nostrils as it passed over the throbbing head of his achingly turgid 
cock, the tingling sensations it sent racing down into his heavy balls 
further exciting his rigid expanding shaft. Laying the cold rifle barrel 
against the naked flesh of Karen's shoulder, her muscular captor grasped her 
nostrils between the thumb and forefinger of his left hand, closing off her 
air until, gasping for breath, she finally had to part her full sensual lips 
in submission. At that moment, the hunter removed his hand from her nose, 
flexed his buttocks and lunged forward with all his strength, feeling the 
blonde's lips and tightly clenched teeth open to let him enter the warm 
moistness of her mouth. He groaned aloud from the mad aching pleasure his 
lewd entry gave him, gritting his teeth against the slight pain of her bite 
as he shoved relentlessly right up against the back of her throat.


Oh God, no, this can't be happening to me, the kneeling young girl repeated 
to herself over and over as she gagged and choked on his impaling thickness 
deeply embedded in her mouth. Her tongue was flattened against the floor of 
her mouth and she could feel his penis pulsing rhythmically inside her wetly 
working cavern. Karen wanted to bite down on his penis as hard as she could, 
but she was too afraid to try. Gradually she felt him begin to slip wetly in 
and out as though her mouth were a widely expanded vagina in her face, his 
blunt velvety penis-tip bumping up against her palate with each long 
penetrating thrust he was making into her reluctantly stretched mouth. The 
poacher's dark tangled pubic hair brushed lewdly against the tip of her nose 
each time he shoved forward up between the blonde game warden's lips and his 
heavily laden balls jostled lightly against her chin. Again and again she 
swallowed the saliva collecting in the bottom of her mouth to keep from 
strangling, her tongue eventually becoming so tired from her efforts to hold 
it down away from his lewdly thickening rod that she finally had to move it 
slightly along the swollen length of his mouth-filling cock.


"Ohhhh, baby, that's it," he groaned above her. "Use your tongue on my cock. 
Suck it hard!" His fingers were tightening in her hair as he forced her head 
to bob back and forth on his rigidly skewering member. In self-defense 
against the pain he was deliberately inflicting on her, Karen began to swirl 
her tongue effortlessly around his long hard penis, bringing further groans 
of appreciation up out of his throat.


Slowly it dawned on the debased young blonde that his perverse defilement of 
her innocent mouth would continue until he had reached his climax, so she 
decided to do whatever was necessary to make him finish. Quickly she began 
to suck and lick at his plunging hard rod as though her life depended on it, 
moaning around his cock as though she enjoyed it more than anything else in 
the world. She could tell that her efforts were having the desired effects 
on the tall poacher for his low guttural groans were becoming louder and 
louder above her head. Until now the girl's hands had been lying lifeless on 
her kneeling thighs, but now she lifted them up between his stiffly 
outspread thighs, cupping his warm heavy balls in her palms and kneading 
them lightly with her fingers. His groans became more urgent now, and his 
pulsating cock seemed to swell inside her mouth to impossible proportions. 
Thinking he was getting close to cumming the lovely blonde redoubled her 
efforts on his throbbing shaft, squeezing it between her moistly wrapping 
tongue and the roof of her mouth. Her delicately moving fingers milked at 
his testicles ceaselessly, urging him to explode his heavy load of urgently 
accumulating semen into her mouth to mix with her own flooding saliva and 
free her from her slave-like task.


His eyes clouded with passionate lust for the beautiful young girl sucking 
wantonly on his aching penis, Gig Barker groaned on and on, thrusting with 
all his strength up between her oval lips clinging wetly to his glistening 
hard cock. The lewdness of the provocative sight made his balls pulse with 
hot swirls of sperm as her fingers danced on and fondled his testicles, 
adding immeasurably to his steadily building pleasure. As her whole body 
rocked back and forth in front of him from her obscene ministrations, 
Karen's fully rounded breasts swayed to and fro between her arms while her 
full buttocks moved gently in. lewd little circles. It all made the blood 
down in the tall man's wildly thrusting loins heat up to the boiling point.


Suddenly, to her complete astonishment, Karen was beginning to feel the 
unwanted fires of passion once again kindling in her own naked genitals. 
Desiring suddenly to please this man, she began sucking his filling hardness 
in earnest, circling around the smooth rubbery head with her tongue and 
flicking teasingly with the tip at the tiny slit-like opening at the end. 
The sharply pungent taste and odor of the lubricating fluids seeping out 
caused her mouth to salivate and her nostrils to flare out in animal-like 
eagerness. While gently caressing his tightly swollen testicles with one 
hand, the excited girl began grazing the fingernails of her other hand back 
between his legs and up over his clenched spasming buttocks, pulling him 
tightly toward her ravenous mouth.


Barker groaned and pumped before the kneeling girl as her head bobbed up and 
down, back and forth, slavishly laving his nearly exploding cock. He watched 
with obscene delight as her oval-stretched lips strained at his thick, 
rock-hard penis, eating at it as though it were a stick of hard candy. 
Below, her hips had begun to buck wildly back and forth in time to the hotly 
pulsating cock slipping in and out of her voracious mouth.


With a groan escaping out around Gig's wildly palpitating cock, the young 
blonde felt his hands winding tighter in her long hair as he held her head 
in a death grip while his crazily stroking cock rammed in and out of her 
greedily sucking mouth with maniacal fury. Karen's hand left his testicles 
and snaked rapidly down between her own widespread legs where she plunged 
three fingers directly into the moistly throbbing opening of her vagina and 
began finger-fucking herself with quick hard movements. Simultaneously Gig 
Barker groaned before her as his hot searing sperm gushed out from the tip 
of his continually driving cock up into the depths of her gulping throat. 
Most of his long thick penis was deep inside her mouth and throat now, and 
all that was visible to him were the wisps of dark pubic hair which appeared 
around her lips-on either side of his shaft thickly covered with cum and 
saliva.


Karen felt his spasmodically jerking rod spurt endlessly into her ravenous 
mouth and her Adam's apple bobbed rapidly up and down as she struggled to 
swallow all his white-hot semen to keep from choking. Suddenly she didn't 
want to lose a drop of the life-giving fluid, and she continued sucking and 
nibbling at the slowly deflating cock-shaft while at the same time massaging 
her own clitoris. The young blonde could feel her now desperately hungry 
pussy moistening and widening from the deep thrusts her fingers were making 
up into the softly pulsing opening down between her thighs. Lewd unexpected 
pleasure flowed through her when the girl formed in her mind a picture of 
the other couple obscenely screwing together a few feet away in the 
clearing. The memory of their lustful sounds of passion came to her ears, 
driving her to even greater lengths to assuage the hunger of her own hot 
little cunt.


Karen felt the long hard rod in her mouth soften to half its length, then 
slowly, despite the mouth-filling orgasm of hot cum only moments before, the 
hunter's velvety-tipped penis began to swell once more just from the hot 
unrelenting lip pressure around his bulging tip-end.


Gig Barker moved the girl's head away from his loins as his newly excited 
cock came out of her sucking mouth with a moist popping sound. Karen's eyes, 
which had been closed, opened wide in surprise at her captor's withdrawal. 
Feeling disappointed and unsatisfied, the blonde dug her fingers more deeply 
into her insistently throbbing vagina in a last desperate attempt to quench 
its hungry ache. Somehow the preacher's daughter had lost all her 
inhibitions and now she continued finger-fucking in front of the man who had 
not only raped away her virginity the night before but who had just forced 
her to perform an act she had always considered lewd an act reserved in her 
mind for professional prostitutes.


Still on her knees, Karen watched herself with lust-glazed eyes, her fingers 
ceaselessly driving into her flowering moist pussy. Gig quickly stripped off 
the rest of his clothes, throwing them aside as he reached out with one foot 
and teasingly nudged the little blonde on the upper thigh.


"Over on your knees, bitch," he growled at her with a forcefullness that 
left no doubt that she must obey or else. His tender victim continued 
finger-fucking her hot pulsating cunt as she turned over, her nakedly 
upturned buttocks nervously quivering in sympathetic rhythm before the 
hunter's lewd gaze. The massively muscled stranger looked down at the girl's 
squirming buttocks and the fingers going in and out of her pink moist cunt, 
feeling the fires of lust once again burning uncontrollably in his obscenely 
rejuvenated cock. The game warden's upper body was leaning forward, her head 
lying on its side in such a way that Gig could see her mouth and his semen 
still on her lips. Overcome with lewd desire, the tall hunter dropped to his 
knees behind her and without further hesitation pressed his hot-tipped rod 
up between the girl's tauntingly undulating buttocks.


Karen's mind was possessed with a new kind of fear as Gig's hugely expanded 
cock came into contact with the wet sensitive flesh up between her legs 
while she urgently rubbed with fingers still buried far up in her softly 
palpitating pussy. For the first time the young blonde really knew what it 
meant to feel the enormity of a long thick penis begging entrance up behind 
her. She removed her fingers and felt with them around the heavily bloated 
tip of the cock forcing its way against her tight little vagina.


Slowly Gig's fingers helped prepare the way, guiding the hot head of his 
heavy blunt cock into the fearfully trembling cuntal flesh, separating her 
tautly stretched pussy-lips farther and farther until she could no longer 
hold out against him.


"Ohhhhhh!" she sighed half in apprehension and half in joy, feeling him push 
the heatedly throbbing end of his turgid shaft into the tightly clasped 
elastic rim of her cunt. The inexperienced blonde warden squeezed shut her 
vaginal muscles in a desperate last effort to hold him off despite the 
desire flooding her seething loins as she fought to adjust her mind to the 
menacing hugeness of his searching penis. If she had been able to take it in 
her the night before, surely she could do it again. But still she was so 
afraid.


Knowing that the young blonde's cuntal muscles could not hold him out 
forever, Gig continued to apply pressure relentlessly until the girl was 
involuntarily forced to relax and give in. Pushing past the quivering, 
widely stretched outer folds of her pussy, the muscular poacher shoved his 
eagerly prodding cock right up into her warm inner passage. Spreading and 
forcing wide the delicate sensitive flesh of Karen's wetly clinging vagina, 
Gig's cock moved inexorably forward.


The position she was in seemed to make her already small cunt still tighter 
around the invading thickness, and suddenly Karen was terribly afraid, and 
she tried to move forward away from him.


"I-I can't!" she cried out. "Not this way you're too big!"


But Gig Barker only ignored her mewling protests, callously chuckling up 
behind her as he shoved forward into the bitch's hotly grasping little cunt.


"Agggghhhh!" she groaned, making a sideways jerk to evade the thrust up into 
her defenselessly shuddering vagina. The hunter's mighty penis embedded up 
inside her to the rubbery flange around its head felt as big as a tree 
trunk, and the walls of her cunt seemed to be ripping open as the erotically 
pulsing hardness pushed steadily forward without giving her time to adapt 
herself to the dilating presence inside her cringing white belly.


Hopelessly trying to distract herself from the excruciating pressure in her 
wide-stretched pussy, Karen opened her eyes and glanced toward the Indian 
poacher and the girl he had been wildly fucking minutes before. Now the 
other couple had shifted positions, Barbra crouching on all fours up over 
Zingo's up-thrusting thick penis, her open ovaled lips coaxing patiently at 
his glistening thick shaft. The girl's soft active lips were clasped 
hungrily around the hardness of Zingo's penis as it moved rhythmically in 
and out of her open mouth. The Indian was smiling in unconcealed delight as 
he watched her licking and kissing with abandoned pleasure at his obscenely 
stimulated member.


It was like seeing an instant television replay of what Karen herself had 
been doing to Gig's cock minutes ago, and unexpectedly the young blonde felt 
her moist pussy begin flowering open again, allowing the white hunter easier 
access to the needing inner depths of her wantonly churning loins.


Gig released his grip on Karen's long golden hair and placed his hands on 
the girl's whitely molded hips as he began to fuck slowly in and out of the 
young girl's tight receptive vagina. He knew from experience that Karen's 
discomfort would quickly evaporate as his fucking sent wild sensations of 
animal passion throughout her lovely kneeling body. He would make this 
little blonde bitch the best fuck in the entire valley.


At that moment Karen was thinking, I'm just a common whore. Nothing but a 
common prostitute. However, the degrading thought, instead of turning her 
off, sent great rushes of salacious pleasure soaring throughout Karen's 
hopelessly impaled young body, and she began wriggling her ass-cheeks in 
seductive tight circles back against the virile hunter's hard thrusting 
loins. Now that Karen was no longer an innocent virgin, she had absolutely 
nothing to lose so the young blonde began to fuck back against the tall 
hunter with all the abandoned fury of a woman whose desires had been 
unnecessarily curtailed for too long.


"Ohhhhh, yes," Karen purred back at Gig over her shoulder. "Yessssss! Fuck 
me like that! Harder, harder!"


Tightening his hold on her hips and spreading his legs farther apart for 
better balance, the handsome poacher stroked deeper and deeper up into the 
convulsively grasping passion-heat of her palpitating pussy, feeling like a 
king holding court up behind her rocking, quivering buttocks. Inside the 
narrow hot tunnel of her clenching cunt, he could feel his aching, rock-hard 
penis pushing aside the soft fleshy walls to plunge furiously into the 
girl's defenseless body with every pile-driving stroke of his rampantly 
lust-laden cock.


Using his knees, Gig forced the blonde's desire-weakened legs farther apart, 
spreading and stretching even wider the tender half-moons of her ass-cheeks 
in an effort to fuck all the way up into her womb. And before long he felt 
the heavy, blood-engorged tip of his penis bumping roughly against the 
softly resisting rubbery tip of her cervix.


Gig knew that Karen had never before felt as happy and abandoned as she was 
right now, and he harshly dug his fingers into her roundly yielding hips, 
pulling her ass-cheeks even farther back toward his pumping pelvis, gaining 
more traction in her plundered cunt. The girl's knees were doubled under her 
so far that her ripely swollen breasts brushed against the smooth skin of 
her thighs.


Karen felt her rosy-tipped nipples tracing tickling circles on her sensitive 
thighs, sending tiny signals of excitement racing over her quivering belly 
down into her loins, and she began to buck wildly back against Gig's pelvis 
pounding heavily against her from behind. Her hands no longer under control 
began to move up the smooth inner surfaces of her upper legs, enjoying the 
feel of the cuntal fluids coursing out around his furiously lunging cock and 
onto the quaking surface of her skin. Then she cupped both his cum-swollen 
testicles in her palms, milking heartily at them as they prepared to once 
more flood into her aching, desire-ridden pussy.


As she concentrated on the hard, pleasure-giving cock soaring up inside her, 
Karen's joy was increased by watching Zingo's hard pummeling rod sinking 
deep into Barbara's tightly clinging mouth. The naked young brunette was 
sucking the Indian more blatantly than ever as his sperm-laden balls slapped 
lewdly up against her chin with every ruthless stroke. Although her mind was 
clouded by lust, Karen could see clearly that the burly Indian was straining 
at the very edge of an orgasm. Suddenly seizing Barbara's head in a 
vise-like grip between his flattened palms, Zingo thrust his wildly jerking 
penis as far back as it would go up into her throat as his face contorted 
into a red mask of lust, and he let loose a stream of obscenities unlike 
anything Karen had heard before.


"Ahhhhhhhhh! Keep sucking my cock, baby. Suck ... suck ... SUCK IT! HARD!" 
he roared beneath Barbara like an animal gone mad, savagely fucking in and 
out of the brunette's greedily clasping lips.


Then Barbara was swallowing, and Karen knew that the poacher's white sticky 
cum was flooding into the other woman's mouth, spurting in maddening 
torrents deep into her willing, accepting throat. The watching blonde, 
filled with stampeding pleasure and debased joy, bucked uncontrollably 
before Gig Barker's endlessly plunging cock, bringing herself to the 
highest, the most exhilarating sensory peak she had ever experienced.


The game warden moaned incoherently as the hunter thrust steadily in and out 
of her hungering, tightly clasping vagina, his heavy, buttock-flattening 
strokes becoming faster and more violent by the minute. Excited more than 
she had realized by what she had seen Barbara doing to Zingo, the tender 
young blonde went crazy, her whole sensually awakened young body twisting 
and writhing dementedly as she welcomed her captor's pleasure-giving 
hardness deeper and deeper up into her insanely aroused loins.


"Oh, ohhhh, ohhhhhh, God!" she managed to groan, tightening the grip of her 
fingers around his dangling balls in an attempt to spur him on to fill her 
belly with his white-hot semen. She had never experienced anything like this 
before this madness, this self-abandon, this open naked undisguised lust. 
Karen wondered if it were the residual effects of the marijuana she had 
smoked the night before or if her response was due to the expertise of the 
tall man leaning up behind her now, his hands holding her roundly gyrating 
hips.


The girl's thoughts centered on the wicked tingling sensations slowly 
working up from the hotly steaming moist flesh between her legs. The 
feelings radiated steadily out in all directions, even up into the rigidly 
throbbing buds of her erect nipples and back down again into her long 
shapely legs now beginning to jerk and tremble as Gig's thick burgeoning 
penis fucked up into her hotly clinging young pussy from behind with all the 
considerable strength of his athletic young body.


"Ohhhhhh, God do it to me," she groaned, now half out of her mind with 
desire. "Fuck me harder like that! Fuck me back there!"


The young game warden could hardly believe it was herself speaking as she 
listened to the obscene words rolling lewdly from her slack mouth. The young 
girl was working her way slowly but surely toward a spectacularly explosive 
orgasm, one greater than she had ever experienced in her whole life, 
including the one the night before in the cave when she had been smoking 
marijuana. In her previous limited experience with sex, Karen had seldom had 
difficulty cumming, but this was different. This time, she just knew she was 
going to lose her mind from the powerful feelings building up in her loins, 
and she bore down as hard as she could, teasing the fluttering internal 
muscles of her vagina in order to increase the moist pressure around the 
poacher's heatedly pistoning cock and bring her wildly stimulated clitoris 
into contact with his hard-driving member.


That did it for Gig Barker. He suddenly bent over her, placing his head on 
her naked back and uttering a low deep groan as the warm swirling cum from 
deep within his balls began its irreversible gush up into her tightly 
clasping channel. His orgasmically jerking penis was shooting fire-hot cum 
convulsively into the palpitating core of the girl's quivering young cunt. 
Karen could feel it washing into her in flaming, hard-spurting torrents, and 
a sense of frenetic haste overcame her as she suddenly feared the virile man 
would finish and leave her stranded on the very brink of cumming.


"Ohhhhhh, nooo, darling wait for me! Keep fucking me!" she pleaded 
uselessly, knowing there was no way for him to hold himself back now. In a 
desperate last-minute attempt to bring herself over the verge into orgasm, 
the lust-maddened young blonde removed one hand from Gig's full swinging 
testicles and began to massage her stiffened little clitoris. Her nakedly 
writhing buttocks ground back fiercely into his loins, rotating her 
ass-cheeks around and around on the deflating shaft of his still 
spasmodically ejaculating cock in an effort to coax herself over the brink.


Then, finally, the young blonde felt her own juices flooding in around his 
pulsing cock before it had gone completely soft inside her as the hot 
electric fire spread rapidly through her desire-laden loins.


"Ohhhhhhh, God! Ohhhhhhhh, I'm cummmmmming! Keep fucking! I'm 
cummmmminnnnnngggg!" she shouted shamelessly back at the virile hunter as 
she jerked her uncontrollably quivering ass-cheeks back into his trembling 
loins with all her strength. Karen's tenderly vibrating inner thighs 
clenched tightly around her hand buried in the soft wet mound of pubic hair 
as she continued to rub her finger over the wildly aroused tip of her 
swollen clitoris to draw out every last delicious ounce of feeling.


Then as the furnace in her loins slowly died down to a low heat, Karen felt 
Gig Barker's now deflated penis slip wetly back out of her gratified pussy. 
She was too drained and exhausted to get up and she collapsed heedlessly on 
the ground to roll over into the leaves and pine needles, her breasts 
heaving as she struggled to regain control over her breathing.


"That was a great fuck, baby," the kidnapper said in a hoarse voice. But the 
young girl's thoughts had returned to the immediate problem of escape. Now 
that Gig Barker's hypnotic control over her was fading away after her 
satiating release, she reviled herself for her weakness. After all, she was 
a game warden still, and the prisoner of the three armed deer poachers. 
Karen cursed herself for having stopped to watch Zingo and Barbara. The 
young game warden would be nearing a ranger station and help this very 
minute if only she had continued along the path.


But such dedicated self-control was impossible now. The minister's daughter 
had been given a taste of the forbidden fruit of passion and she was no 
longer capable of saying no to the glorious world of sensual pleasure. Last 
night the tall poacher had taken Karen all the way out of the restrictive 
world of sexual purity, and now that he had brought out the blonde's 
innocent excitability into the kind of joy and driving passion she had never 
dared imagine existed nothing, not even escape, seemed to matter much any 
longer.


So the young girl totally ignored the tiny voice in the back of her mind 
telling her it was her duty to escape and turn the poachers in to the proper 
officials. Secretly, Karen wished to go on being used like a white slave by 
this manly hunter who had for the second time ravaged her willingly excited 
body.


Now certain that the alluring young blonde was hooked on fucking, Gig Barker 
stood smiling smugly as he dressed and waited for Karen to get up and come 
back with him to the cave.


CHAPTER EIGHT


As it turned out, Karen Kelly did not have a second chance to get away even 
if she had actually decided to try. The next morning she was awakened early 
when Gig threw her uniform in her face and ordered her to get dressed. It 
was hard for Karen to get out of the sleeping bag. Her body was much too 
sore and tired from the long marvelous leisurely screwing Gig had given her 
once they had returned to the cave.


As she got to her feet and began to dress Karen found herself wondering how 
long the handsome hunter could go on making love two or three times a day. 
The man seemed to be absolutely insatiable, and each time he touched Karen's 
young inexperienced body he seemed to bring up new unexpected reserves of 
lusty response that the young blonde hadn't known existed before this. The 
inventiveness he showed was astonishing. It had never occurred to Karen that 
there were so many different, interesting ways to make love. Each time Gig's 
thick hard cock was ready to penetrate her now easily accessible vagina, he 
found a slightly different way of doing it.


As time went on, the game warden's mind was growing more and more confused. 
Not only did the trio of poachers treat her like a young student of 
depravity, forcing Karen to learn how to get more and more high on the 
conscience-killing weed marijuana, but they also expected her to accept 
without question their extreme sexuality. And it was almost too much for the 
blonde's youthful sense of values to deal with. Karen had begun to wonder 
whether or not her mind would snap from the strain of constant exposure to 
such a totally alien way of behaving. Slowly, reality seemed to be receding 
from the game warden's consciousness. Life with Gig, Zingo and Barbara was 
like living in a dream where everyone had agreed on a set of values that 
turned the world Karen had grown up in completely upside down.


"Okay baby, shape up. That sweet little cunt doesn't entitle you to lie 
around like an off-duty whore," the leader of the poachers snarled at the 
young blonde. "We've got to get moving. Hurry up and get dressed."


Karen couldn't imagine what the hurry was. Then she noticed that the other 
sleeping bags were rolled up and packed with the few cooking utensils and 
tools the gang had brought with them to the cave. At that moment, Zingo came 
up out of the ice-cooled lower cave, carrying one of the dressed carcasses 
of the deer they had been poaching.


Why had they decided to leave earlier than planned? Karen wondered, 
particularly since she knew the poachers had not got the extra head of deer 
Gig had said they would need.


When Karen had finished dressing, Gig, playing the role of the top sergeant, 
began ordering everybody around. Turning toward Karen the hunter said, "Okay 
baby, you can help Barbara load up the net." Karen followed the dark-haired 
woman who sauntered lazily into the section of the cave where the skins were 
stored. Silently they gathered all they could carry in their arms.


In a small clearing outside the mouth of the main cave, Zingo had spread on 
the ground a brown and green camouflage net. Several deer were already piled 
in the center of the circular netting, when Barbara and Karen arrived with 
their first load of skins.


Karen was wondering how the poachers expected to get the load of venison out 
of the forest. Nobody could carry the hundreds of pounds already stacked on 
the net.


By the time Karen had helped Barbara carry out the skins and four of the 
smaller carcasses, her uniform was soaked with sweat from the unaccustomed 
exertion. The two heavily breathing girls were on their way back for the 
last carcass when suddenly they heard a deep-throated animal roar behind 
them. Turning around they saw a huge, tawny-colored mountain lion tearing 
into the flank of one of the topmost deer.


"Zingo-Gig!" the frightened brunette called out in alarm.


Gig Barker came hurtling out of the cave ready for action. Cocking the 
thirty-thirty rifle he was carrying, the hunter raised the gun to his 
shoulder and fired one ear-splitting blast that sent the mountain lion 
tumbling back off the netting and into the bushes where it snarled and 
twitched for what seemed a long time before it shuddered and lay still.


The virile man walked over to the wild animal and kicked it once in the 
abdomen to be sure it was dead.


"Thieving bastard," Gig muttered to himself as he turned the cat over onto 
its back. Then as though he had heard something in the distance he stood and 
listened intently. He set the rifle butt on the ground with the barrel lying 
in the crotch of a rhododendron bush, then grasping the slain mountain lion 
by its tail he pulled it toward the main trail ten yards away. Next he 
picked up the rifle and ejected the remaining shells out onto the ground. 
Then he stooped down to pick them up and put them in his pocket.


"Come here, broad," he called to Karen in a derisive voice. Obediently the 
young blonde approached him, still cringing from the cruel way he had killed 
the beautiful wild cat without the slightest compunction. The girl wondered 
what the poacher was up to now.


"Somebody's coming," he said in a softer tone. "Whoever it is has got to be 
a federal employee. I want you to stand out there with the cat and keep him 
busy while I clobber him. Zingo will be off in the brush with his bow 
notched and ready. If you say anything or make one wrong move, whoever it is 
will be smashed and you along with him. Got that? Then get moving."


The shocked and dazed warden took the unloaded rifle and pushed her way 
through the dense underbrush, reaching the main trail just in time to see a 
green-suited forest ranger coming in her direction, his pistol drawn. 
Clearly he had been expecting to find an unauthorized hunter in the area, 
and he was surprised to see a young blonde-haired game warden.


"Trouble?" he asked as he reholstered his pistol and stepped up to the 
fallen lion. "What happened? He jump you?" the ranger asked solicitously, 
looking the curvaceous young blonde over as if he were more than officially 
concerned for her safety.


"Y-yes," Karen lied uneasily, as she noticed a slight, almost imperceptible 
movement in the bushes behind the ranger.


Her mind was torn between a desire to warn the ranger and the ungovernable 
fear that Zingo Beatty might actually kill this innocent man. Karen had seen 
the Indian hit a leaping deer with his hunting bow, and she had no doubt 
that he could drop this by-passing ranger with the greatest of ease. "I 
didn't want to shoot, but I was scared," the girl went on, hoping to keep 
his attention from the nearby netting and the heap of poached venison on it.


Karen could see Gig stealing up behind the ranger, a broken limb raised in 
his right hand, ready to strike. Instinctively the blonde raised her fingers 
to her lips in anticipation of what was to happen. The ranger started to 
turn, but he was too late. The chunky limb struck the base of his neck with 
a terrible thud and he crumpled to the ground without uttering a sound.


"Good girl," Gig complimented her. "You're getting smarter by the hour." 
Then he turned and called toward the bushes behind her. "Hey, Zingo! Bring 
some cord to tie him up with."


"You-you can't leave him here in the forest tied and unable to move," Karen 
protested, staring aghast as Gig Barker leaned down and disarmed the fallen 
man.


"Don't worry. When we're ready to leave we'll cut him loose. After we knock 
him out again, of course."


The ranger was beginning to come to, shaking his head in agony from the 
force of the blow. His brown eyes opened and he looked around but said 
nothing.


"That settles it, Zingo," Gig said as the Indian joined him in holding the 
ranger down. Quickly the two poachers wrapped strong nylon cord around the 
government man's wrists, doubling it back down to immobilize his ankles and 
then up behind his back. "I'm heading over to the truck to radio in the 
choppers. As soon as I connect with Sarge I'll get back here, so finish 
hitching up all the gear. Be ready to move out."


"Okay, Gig," Zingo answered. "Tell him what's happened so he'll come in low. 
We don't want any other rangers who might be in the neighborhood taking 
potshots at us."


"Right. Don't leave any traces in the cave. It looks like this might be the 
last time we can run deer here, but we don't want the feds tracking us."


With that the tall, dark-haired hunter turned on his heel and set off at 
double speed down the narrow trail and out of sight.


Karen was thankful that there was still a lot of work to be done, since it 
kept her mind off what had happened. Both Zingo and Barbara were giving her 
resentful looks as though they would have liked somehow to repay her for 
Gig's treatment of them during the past few days. Karen hoped they'd never 
have the chance. The young blonde had begun to feel that Gig Barker was her 
protector in the group, and oddly enough she had also begun to feel a 
certain loyalty and respect for this strong independent man.


There was no mistaking the hot-eyed looks of lust that Zingo repeatedly shot 
in her direction, telling her that he wanted to get his hands on her if he 
could. At the same time Barbara was letting her know that she would be only 
too happy to see the Indian really give the young blonde a good going over. 
Obviously, Barbara would like nothing better than to take part in anything 
that would further humiliate the new girl who had replaced her in Gig's 
affections.


Finally they had all the gear packed and piled up near the camouflage 
netting which was now noosed up over the numerous carcasses of deer. It 
seemed impossible that there would be anyway to lift the thousands of pounds 
of raw cold meat and skins, and Karen speculated wildly on how they would 
manage it.


But then the astonished game warden saw the huge bug-eyed helicopter painted 
green and carrying the insignia of the U.S. Army clattering in their 
direction. As soon as it came into sight, Zingo was on his feet, reaching 
for the grappling hook even before it reached ground level. The whirring 
noise of the chopper blades was deafening.


Karen noticed Gig, who was leaning out of the open hatch of the huge 
helicopter, lowering a rope ladder and motioning for her to grab hold. The 
young warden placed her feet on the bottom rung of the swaying rope and, 
grasping for dear life at a higher cross rope with both hands, she climbed 
the ladder toward the gigantic machine hovering above the ground.


Next the gear was sent up in a small cargo net, followed by Barbara and 
Zingo on the ladder.


Once the deer were safely fastened to the bottom of the helicopter, Gig gave 
the go ahead and the pilot swung the chopper into motion.


It was so simple it was hard to believe they could get away with it. Only 
for a moment was there any kind of a hitch.


The helicopter was spotted by one of the ranger stations when the pilot 
inadvertently rose a little too high above the ridge that would have 
separated them from view. Suddenly there was a voice coming into the noisy 
cabin demanding call number and authorization to fly over the park. Since 
the helicopter was from the nearby Pendle Army Base and had often flown into 
the woods on official training missions, the pilot had a perfect cover which 
the ranger station accepted without question.


The man's voice on the radio reminded Karen Kelly of the man they had tied 
up back near the cave. Yelling over the noise of the endlessly whirring 
blades, she asked, "What about the ranger? He'll be attacked by animals if 
he's left there all tied up."


Zingo smiled at her coldly, not answering, but Gig replied, "We left a knife 
about ten feet from where he was lying. Sooner or later he'll work his way 
over to it and cut himself free."


Karen couldn't tell if he was lying or not, so she had no choice but to take 
his word for it. Anyway there was nothing she could do about it.


Within a few minutes the helicopter had traversed the remaining miles of 
wood beneath them and gradually lowered the cargo into a huge ten-ton dump 
truck. Then when the passengers had lowered themselves once more via the 
rope ladder, the chopper disappeared off into the distance, the whirling 
vanes slanting forward as the pilot picked up speed. Although Karen had not 
seen any money exchanged between them she assumed that the pilot was being 
well paid for his illicit use of the army vehicle.


"Tie the tarpaulin down tight, Zingo," the tall leader of the poaching gang 
commanded as he immediately began stashing the camping equipment behind the 
seat of the truck. Within five minutes after the helicopter had disappeared 
over the horizon, Gig started the engine of the truck with a roaring noise 
that made it impossible to talk. They all got in and Gig drove them away 
from the boundaries of the national forest at the fastest speed the heavy 
truck could manage. It had been a masterfully planned rendezvous. The 
poachers looked pleased with themselves.


Meanwhile Karen was trying to decide where she stood in relation to the 
group and whether or not she should try another escape. It seemed obvious to 
her that the poachers would have to keep her with them now until they had 
safely covered their tracks even then, Karen wondered if they would dare 
release her ... alive.


The young girl had seen the lack of compassion the two men had shown the 
forest ranger and she knew it wouldn't be any different for her if it came 
right down to it. The captive game warden felt more alone and frightened 
than ever before in her life.


CHAPTER NINE


They were just outside the city when Gig Barker turned the truck off the 
highway and onto a dirt road. Pulling to a stop beside a blue and white 
Buick, Zingo motioned the two women out of the truck. He quickly shifted the 
sleeping bags and other camping equipment around in the truck. Then Gig 
prepared to take the truck on alone.


"Got all the signals straight, Zingo? We don't need any fuck-ups at this 
stage of the game."


"Don't worry, no fuck-ups on this end. Just get back here with the money, so 
that Barbara and I can split." Zingo had no patience left for the high and 
mighty manner of his former friend. Since that day in the forest with Karen 
when Gig had held the rifle on him, Zingo had just been waiting for a chance 
to get even and then get the hell out of their three-year arrangement. Now 
his chance had come.


"I'll be at the motel before dark. It's a bad road to Peterson, but I can 
make it if this pile of junk holds out," Gig said.


The truck engine roared into life again, then, slowly ground into reverse to 
back out onto the highway while the others piled into the Buick.


No one spoke all the way to the Marlin Motel where they checked into a 
double connecting room. Once inside, it became evident that there would 
still be no chance for Karen to escape from her captors. The door between 
the rooms was locked and Zingo had the key.


"Barbara, you watch little blondie while I shower off some of this dirt and 
grime. Then you can clean up. Don't fall asleep and let her get away from 
you."


"She'll be here when you finish. I'll see to that," Barbara told the Indian, 
throwing a look of warning at the nervous young prisoner.


The bathroom door closed and the hissing sound of the shower came through 
the door and into the room. Karen sat on the edge of the bed staring at the 
floor, but out of the corner of her eye she could see the brunette sitting 
near the telephone, watching her like a hawk. This was the first time the 
two young women had been alone together since they had first encountered 
each other in the forest. All along it had been obvious that Gig's former 
girl was filled with anger and resentment at Karen because her man had been 
taken from her so precipitately.


Although Barbara had seemed to adjust to the changeover without too much 
trouble, Karen was inevitably going to hear how she felt about it all.


"You think you're pretty hot stuff, don't you, blondie," the dark-haired 
woman finally blurted out bitterly.


"N-no, I ... I" stammered the astonished young blonde, unable to think of 
anything to say.


"Don't give me that shit. I can see what you've been up to with Gig. You're 
hoping he'll ask you to stay with him when this is all over. I can see it in 
your eyes."


"No, you're wrong," Karen disagreed while at the same time she recognized a 
twinge of doubt in the back of her mind. Have I been secretly hoping for 
that? she was thinking.


"But it doesn't matter. I know him. He'll treat you the same way he did me," 
Barbara continued. "He'll use you for a damned punching bag for as long as 
you keep his interest, or something new doesn't come along, and then, 
sweetie, he'll turn you over to whoever happens to be around." The young 
brunette's eyes narrowed into a mask of hate. "But just in case you have 
other ideas, you can forget them. Zingo and I will see to it that you don't 
have a snowball's chance in hell."


The look in Barbara's eyes when she said that made Karen shiver throughout 
her whole body. So many things had happened to the young girl in the last 
few days that she couldn't bear to think about it any longer.


To her employers, it would seem that Karen had neglected her duty more than 
once. First she had gone out into the field without taking proper equipment, 
then she had allowed herself to be taken captive by Gig Barker and his 
fellow poachers. To top it off, when the forest ranger had showed up after 
the mountain lion had been shot, Karen had actually aided the others in 
making him a prisoner. It would take a lot of explaining to convince the 
park officials that the young warden had been unable to do anything 
different during the two days and nights she had been their hostage in the 
cave.


Further thoughts of a more personal nature began to flood into the blonde's 
confused mind. There was no way of ignoring the fact that she had somehow 
begun to actually enjoy the degradation she had been subjected to by the 
leader of the gang of poachers. Each time the tall dark hunter had touched 
the young girl, she had responded to his ministrations, as though she had 
just been waiting for it all her life. That was the hardest thing to 
explain, and if it ever came out in an investigation no one would believe 
that she hadn't been a willing partner in their criminal activities.


All these errant thoughts suddenly made Karen wonder if what Barbara had 
said might not be true. It was possible that the lewd acts the blonde warden 
had at first been forced into had actually swayed her thinking so that she 
would not only protect Gig Barker from the law but perhaps would also choose 
to go away with him and simply desert her job if he wanted her to.


The bathroom door opened and Zingo Beatty stepped out with a bath towel 
wrapped around his middle.


"Next!" he called as he went toward the table where glasses and their bottle 
of rye whiskey stood, still unfinished even though they had drunk a lot of 
it in the woods.


"Who's up for a shot?" he asked without looking at either of the two girls.


"I'll have a double," Barbara Finley said, still staring maliciously at 
Karen Kelly. "I think Little Miss Girl Scout isn't interested," she added 
sarcastically.


Zingo wondered what had been going on while he was showering. The Indian 
could tell there was a bad blood between the two girls and he hoped it 
wasn't going to stand in the way of what he wanted to do to Karen. He 
intended to fuck her senseless before Gig returned, but it was possible that 
Barbara would cause friction if she could to prevent it from happening.


He caught Barbara's eye and studied her face for a long moment before 
finally deciding he would have to talk to her alone.


"Okay Karen, hop to. Get clean and join us as soon as you're finished. Don't 
close the door all the way. We don't want you trying anything funny."


Sullenly, the young blonde did as she was told. At first with the door 
unlocked she was a little apprehensive that Zingo might come in after she 
was undressed, but when she heard the two kidnappers talking, Karen relaxed 
a little, removed her clothing, and stepped into the shower stall. The 
tingling rush of hot water over her skin made her feel good. It was the 
first time she had been able to bathe since she had run into the poachers, 
and it was a relief to wash away the accumulated dirt of her two days' 
debauchery.


In the next room, Zingo was sitting beside Barbara on the edge of the bed, 
handing her a long drink of rye whiskey over ice.


"Okay, baby, speak up. What's on your mind?"


Barbara shifted her position on the bed and pretended to ignore his 
question.


"I said speak up!" he shouted in a gruff voice, grabbing her upper arm 
through the leather of the Indian jacket she was wearing. He could smell the 
faint odors of femininity and perspiration that had accumulated on the 
brunette's alluring body while they were roughing it in the forest.


"Don't touch me, you filthy redskin," Barbara snapped at him, pulling her 
arm away from his grasping fingers.


At the same moment, Zingo's left hand swung in a short swift arc and swept 
flat-palmed across the brunette's pretty face.


"No more, baby. No more," the incensed Indian told her in a low threatening 
voice. Zingo had had about all he could take from this phony little bitch. 
She had better watch her step with him. He wasn't about to forget that she 
had willingly responded to him in almost the same way she had to Gig, and 
she wasn't going to pull this superior act on him now.


"Go ahead and beat me, you bastard," Barbara said with a break in her voice. 
"You bums are all alike. Any woman turns you on who acts like she would shit 
on you if she had the chance. You just can't wait to get your paws on that 
silly blonde bitch, and all because she goes on pretending she can't stand 
to get fucked. Well, I'll tell you a secret she loves it. She would like 
nothing better than to have you ram every inch of your big thick cock up 
into her hot little pussy. So how's she so different from me, I want to 
know?"


This was the chance Barbara had been waiting for and she played it to the 
hilt. If the idea hadn't occurred to Zingo before this, Barbara was sure he 
would now want to teach the snotty blonde bitch a lesson. And she would just 
love to help him take Karen Kelly down off her high horse.


Zingo seriously thought over what Barbara had been saying. The Indian 
wondered if it was true that the innocent young blonde secretly had the hots 
for him. The very thought made his penis tingle under the bath towel he was 
wearing around his loins.


"So you think the bitch really wants to fuck me, huh?" he asked Barbara.


"Sure. Listen, when I go in to take my shower, make your move. I can see 
that you really dig the idea, and if she doesn't really dig getting it, I'll 
eat. . . "


"You'll eat my cock, baby. How's that?"


Shrugging her shoulders as if it would be the easiest thing in the world, 
the brunette answered, "Why not? Now why don't you slip in there right now 
while blondie is in the shower, and take her clothes. Then she'll be forced 
to come out here with only a towel wrapped around her. It'll be like taking 
candy from a baby."


Zingo got up from the bed and silently stepped into the bathroom. A second 
later he backed out, carrying Karen's crumpled clothing which he stuffed 
into the bottom drawer of the dresser.


Then he threw himself back on the bed next to Barbara. Smiling grimly at 
Barbara who was sipping at her drink, Zingo could hardly wait to get into 
the tantalizing little blonde bitch who had shied away ever since Gig had 
taken her that first day. In the beginning Karen had seemed to like Zingo, 
but later she started to act as though the very thought of his touching her 
made her wrinkle up inside. Well, he would open up and iron out every little 
wrinkle in her warm little cunt.


Karen Kelly turned off the water and reached through the plastic curtains 
for the towel. Catching a glimpse of her bare arm in the mirror, she 
suddenly decided to fling back the curtains and dry her naked young body 
slowly. The young girl watched herself in the mirror as though she were 
seeing her own body for the first time.


Karen rubbed the rough-textured towel over her glistening white breasts, 
noticing that her pink soft nipples were standing out like rigid little 
flesh buttons from the warm sensations the sensuous shower had roused in 
her. Her hair was pulled up into the disposable white shower cap, outlining 
her pretty face like that of a madonna. As she leaned over to dry her long 
tapering legs and slender ankles, her breasts squeezed together teasingly 
and she surprisingly felt a gentle tingle up between her cream-white thighs 
where her downy blonde pubic triangle formed a damp tangle at the base of 
her belly. Although there was no outward sign that showed she was no longer 
an innocent unplumbed virgin, Karen somehow detected a slight difference in 
her appearance.


What is was she couldn't be sure, but it seemed to the young girl that it 
was somehow connected with her new found sensuality uncovered by the leader 
of the poaching gang, Gig Barker. Although the events of the past few days 
were totally confusing, the young blonde thought she was either falling in 
love with the veteran-turned-hunter or she was becoming a wanton slut and 
shamelessly enjoying the way it made her feel.


The excited blonde wished that Gig would return soon and take her again. She 
would love to have him make love to her on a real bed and not on the damp 
floor of a cave or out in the open, like yesterday.


When Karen was dry and rosy all over from the rubdown she had given her 
voluptuous body, she stepped delicately out of the bath to get dressed. But 
her clothes were nowhere in sight!


A sinking feeling chilled her stomach as Karen realized that either Zingo or 
Barbara must have come in and taken her clothes while she was showering. And 
that could mean only one thing. They wanted to further humiliate her by 
forcing her to come out of the bathroom naked. Taking both the huge terry 
cloth towels from the rack, the game warden deftly wrapped one around her 
waist like a sarong and the other around her ripely jutting breasts. Then, 
letting her blonde hair fall free from the shower cap, the young captive 
walked toward the bedroom to face the music.


Zingo and Barbara had heard the water stop running and they sat up on the 
bed in anxious anticipation of what the timid young blonde would do when she 
discovered her clothes were missing. Then, flashing Zingo a lewd sensual 
wink, Barbara got up from the bed and went to the door.


"Hurry up, Blondie. I've go to take a shower, too, you know," Barbara called 
out.


At that moment the young game warden stepped into the room. Not looking at 
either of them, Karen went to the bed farthest from the one where Zingo was 
and lay down, pretending to close her eyes and relax into a light sleep. She 
lay there breathing nervously, wondering what they were going to do to her. 
She knew they were capable of almost anything. She heard the bathroom door 
close, followed almost immediately by the sound of running water.


Cautiously Karen glanced over at Zingo on the other side of the room. The 
huge Indian was still there, sending her such looks of lustful hunger they 
made Karen's insides tremble. The blonde girl didn't know what she would do 
if Zingo tried to fuck her. Since he still had the key, escape was out of 
the question and in a motel as remote as this one she doubted that crying 
out would bring any help.


Suddenly Zingo stood up and loosened the towel around his waist, letting it 
fall in a heap on the floor below. The Indian's thick swollen penis stood up 
palpitating rigidly sending shivers of fear through the young girl's almost 
naked body. Slowly he walked around the foot of the bed across the room 
until he stood directly beside the blonde, his breath coming short pants as 
his dark mysterious eyes roved over Karen's lustily curved reclining body. 
Zingo's hand grasped the thickness of his anxiously hardened penis and 
slowly stroked the heavy uncircumcised foreskin up and down over the 
blood-engorged tip.


With his other hand, Zingo reached down and yanked away first one and then 
the second towel around Karen's body, thus exposing the cream-white 
nakedness of the girl's tremulous young figure to the mercy of his gaze. In 
vain defense, the long-legged blonde rolled over onto her belly and pushed 
away the hand already exploring the rounded contours of her firmly resilient 
white breasts.


If only Gig would walk in and save her from further degradation and 
humiliation, the young girl was thinking.


"What's the matter, honey, don't you like me to touch your tits?" Zingo 
growled harshly down at her. The hunter had intended to slowly arouse the 
little bitch to a pitch of desire-crazed passion before he fucked her, but 
now he was too angry. Ruthlessly the Indian jammed his finger down into the 
narrow crevice up between the girl's fearfully trembling thighs, forcing his 
way down into her hot clenched cuntal opening.


"No, please don't. I I can't take any more. Leave me alone!" the helpless 
blonde pleaded with him from the prone position on her stomach. Karen could 
feel his extended middle finger mercilessly, boring its way up into the 
unwillingly moistening mouth of her pussy.


Zingo chuckled beside her in sinister delight, at the same time slipping his 
finger up from her pussy over the tiny ridge of flesh separating her cuntal 
aperture from her anus, probing momentarily at the tightly puckered nether 
ring. If she didn't want him to fuck her in the cunt, he decided with cruel 
delight, he would give her a little surprise.


Moaning in fear and humiliation Karen knew it was beyond her power to stop 
him from doing what he wanted. The big Indian hunter could use her body for 
any purpose and he knew she was helpless to stop him. The blonde thought she 
had braced herself for anything, but when she felt his finger shove at the 
rear opening of her body nestled up in the narrow crevice between her 
ass-cheeks, she just couldn't believe it.


Then she felt his hand move away, replaced suddenly by his lips kissing over 
her smoothly rounded buttocks, biting them here and there with sharp little 
nips of his teeth. The muscular hunter placed his knees on either side of 
her long tapering legs as he drew her quivering buttocks apart with the 
outward pressure of his thumbs. Karen moaned in humiliation as he stretched 
away her convulsively quaking ass-cheeks and pushed his flicking tongue up 
into the tight rubbery hole of her defenseless anus. More than ever she felt 
lewdly naked with the tall man hovering obscenely over the tiny puckering 
entrance to her rectum, and she was suddenly afraid she knew what he wanted 
to do.


Zingo forced his right knee between her shapely calves and, crawling up 
between her widely spread knees, held her soft tremulous thighs apart and 
rammed his outstretched middle finger up into her forbidden aperture, 
causing the young girl to jerk wildly from the sudden painful intrusion.


"Relax," he snarled in a threatening voice, "and spread your legs out 
wider."


Karen gasped, then moved her legs apart until they were almost at right 
angles with her body. The captive blonde was shaking in trepidation. feeling 
as though he were about to split her up the middle. Karen could feel the tip 
of his extended finger again worming around in the entrance of her 
defenselessly skewered rectum. Desperately she clenched the tiny puckered 
ring in a futile effort to stop the brutal penetration she sensed was 
imminent. Zingo probed for a moment longer on the outer edges of the small 
elastic circle, then shoved forward with a grunt, sinking his finger up to 
the first knuckle in her warm velvety passage.


The young blonde jerked forward at the unexpected thrust and groaned loudly 
as he sank the finger deeper into her painfully stretched anus. Mewls of 
protest escaped from the blonde's lips into the pillow as he drilled deeper 
and deeper, expanding the tightness of her futilely spasming rectum until 
she thought she would faint from the cruel probe. He began to move it around 
in the tight opening, in preparation for the greater entry to follow, 
slipping the finger in and out, stretching wider the small pursed nether 
opening.


The muscles of the young blonde's tautly clenched buttocks grew tired and, 
as she relaxed for a moment, a flicker of surprised pleasure passed over her 
face as the pain faded and a strange enjoyable sensation took its place. 
Karen further relaxed her body, experimentally wriggling her full naked hips 
back against his finger until she felt the added pressure of another finger 
being rammed in alongside the first. It hurt even more this time, and the 
young blonde pressed her face down into the pillow to muffle the sound of 
her agonized cry.


"Uggggghhh! It hurts, it hurts," she whined as tears of pain and humiliation 
began to dampen the pillow. But Zingo persisted, placing one hand in the 
small of her back as he pinned her to the mattress. Mercilessly he screwed 
both fingers up into her hotly spasming little anus, cruelly digging in, 
twisting and turning his fingers to further expand the narrow rubbery 
passage.


Again Karen registered disbelief followed by a body-flushing joy as the pain 
in her obscenely impaled anus receded as she impossibly became accustomed to 
the unnatural invasion. The lewdly humiliated blonde blinked her blue eyes 
in naive wonder that it could feel so good that it could send such wild 
thrills of perverse pleasure shooting through her newly initiated loins. Up 
behind her, the Indian hunter continued to fuck his two fingers in and out 
of the girl's wide-stretched rectum while she began to pant heavily and mewl 
in debased pleasure.


Suddenly Zingo pulled his fingers out of the tightly clenched passage, the 
pink inner flesh clinging to them as if reluctant to let him go. His hands 
grasped her almost imperceptibly back-grinding hips and tugged insistently.


"Get up on your knees," he commanded her, eager to complete the degrading 
subjugation of the beautiful blonde game warden.


A tremor of fear passed through the young girl's body, but he resolutely 
lifted Karen up until she was positioned before him on her knees, her tautly 
molded white buttocks offered up to him in helpless sacrifice. Again his 
extended wet tongue licked at the tiny dilated rear entrance to her body, 
moistening it for the greater entry of his growing thick cock now brushing 
impatiently up against the back of her shivering white thighs.


Feeling cool air rush over her nakedly exposed anus as he removed his tongue 
from its lewd probing, Karen held her breath and waited fearfully while he 
shifted position between her thighs. Then the velvety hot tip of Zingo's 
rigidly distended penis began slowly making its way up between the girl's 
quivering ass-cheeks, nudging its way up into the tight hot little crevice 
of her cringing anus. Surprisingly, the warm throbbing presence up between 
her widespread buttocks tantalized Karen's loins into unexpected pleasure. 
However, anxiously biting her lower lip, the helpless blonde braced herself 
against the inevitable pain and waited for it to happen.


The soft probing up between her trembling ass-cheeks grew into a hard 
irresistible pressure against the tightly contracting ring of her anus.


"Ohhhhh! God, wait!" Karen begged in a soul-rending moan as she felt her 
rubbery anal aperture suddenly give way before the unrelenting forward 
pressure of the Indian's lust-bloated cock as the tip popped inside with a 
cruelly relentless rush. A spasm of pain shot through her, so unbearable 
that Karen twisted and groaned again and again, her nakedly squirming 
buttocks undulating fitfully in a futile effort to escape the cruel 
impalement.


But the girl's vain attempts to shake off the strong muscular man only 
wedged his massively thickened penis more securely up in her tortured rectal 
channel, exciting Zingo even more as he gritted his teeth up behind her from 
the excruciating tightness of her hotly clamping anus. Holding her hips 
solidly in place the big hunter pushed forward still deeper into the 
blonde's forever defiled opening.


The bathroom door opened and Barbara rushed into the room, having heard the 
groans of her hopelessly pierced rival.


"That's it, Zingo," she urged him on from the edge of the bed, her eyes 
leering in obscene delight at the sight of the muscular Indian inserting his 
thickly burgeoning cock in the young blonde's flaring reluctant rectum. This 
was even better than Barbara had expected, and she sat down to observe with 
relish what was happening only inches from her face. She had not bothered to 
dress after finishing her shower and her full naked breasts inadvertently 
brushed up against Karen's quivering flank.


"Fuck her in the ass, baby," Barbara encouraged her latest lover.


"It It's a beautiful tight little ass-hole," Zingo spluttered through 
clenched teeth, at the same moment forcing his hard throbbing cock another 
agonizing inch up into Karen's wildly jerking anus.


The tortured young blonde could hardly think everything was the hotly 
searing pain of the incredible pole-like intrusion spearing up into her 
virginal nether hole.


But the Indian hovering up behind her ignored her pleas of protest, driving 
mercilessly forward in his savagely lustful attack. His voice had become 
deep and gravelly as the crazy sensations of rampant desire swirled in his 
semen-laden testicles dangling beneath.


"Shove back, you little bitch!" he growled. "Shove your ass back onto my 
cock!"


With a deliberate, body-racking effort, the hopelessly pinned young blonde 
pushed back toward her obscene violator in unthinking obedience. She felt 
Zingo's hands leave her hips and squeeze her feverishly trembling belly, 
pulling her back against him with all his strength. His hard fleshy rod 
surging forward up into her, pushing the soft hot flesh of her spasming 
rectal walls aside in great waves of heat.


Suddenly his loins smacked heavily into the wriggling rounded smoothness of 
her up-thrust buttocks. He was buried in her up to the hilt now, hopelessly 
skewering her lewdly penetrated anus on the cruel thickness of his hotly 
pulsating cock.


Karen fought the unremitting intrusion in wild desperation, feeling his 
lust-driven cock-shaft throbbing and expanding inside her as she 
unconsciously gave him greater pleasure with her feeble movement of protest. 
Then her strength to struggle was drained and with a final moan of anguished 
surrender to the depraved impalement, her quivering white buttocks relaxed 
completely and she knelt submissively before him, fastened to his stone-hard 
cock like an insect pinned in a display case.


Beside the lewdly connected couple on the bed, the brown-haired Barbara 
gazed with feverishly burning eyes as the long thick rod of 
moisture-slickened cock-flesh disappeared up into the widely expanded pink 
ring of the blonde's tender anus, her own loins aching deliciously in 
vicarious pleasure. Zingo was panting hoarsely up behind Karen, slowly 
beginning to pump rhythmically in and out in longer and longer strokes up 
into the soft depths of her unnaturally violated rectum, bringing further 
sobs of pain and misery from her tortured lips.


The young blonde had never felt so soiled and debauched in her entire life. 
Her whole being was filled to the brim with the thickly embedded shaft 
lunging ceaselessly up into her in long smooth strokes. Now she could feel 
his cum-bloated testicles dangling up against the moistening mouth of her 
palpitating vaginal lips, her clitoris quivering excitedly as she felt the 
first unexpected thrills of pleasure running through her loins in spite of 
the lingering pain. To her amazement Karen found that when she moved, the 
pain began to fade even more and become not only bearable, but actually 
strangely exciting. Within moments she found herself voluntarily thrusting 
and squirming back to meet the obscenely stroking hardness opening her 
ravaged rectum wider and wider with each shove up into her now responding 
belly.


As the young blonde in front of him began to undulate her widely stretched 
buttocks against him in tight little circles, waving her rounded white 
ass-cheeks back at him with salaciously provocative motions, Zingo Beatty 
groaned and thrust harder up into the rubber glove-like tight tunnel. His 
eyes locked on the tender inflamed ridges of clasping flesh that sucked out 
after his throbbing cock each time he withdrew from the narrow confines of 
her widening anus. Over and over he pounded into her, sinking his thick 
throbbing penis up to the hilt, grunting like a wild man up behind her with 
each slamming thrust into her wantonly quivering, bucking ass-cheeks.


Sweat was beading on Karen's forehead as she groaned back on the skewering 
hot cock like a female demon, writhing and churning her sensually awakened 
body beneath him.


"Ohhhh, fuck it, fuck it," she whispered hoarsely back at him. Then, a 
little louder and bolder, "Fuck me in the ass, ohhhh! Fuck me!"


The unexpected obscenities fluting from her lips added to Zingo's rising 
passion, and to tease the young woman now completely subjugated before his 
rocking pelvis, he pulled his deeply embedded cock out of her almost to the 
flaring tip and watched with a lewd glint in his eyes as she frantically 
squirmed back on its rigid length as far as she could go, erotically 
flattening her full firm buttocks up against his hard stomach. As Karen 
ground obscenely back into his loins, he felt Barbara's hands come into 
contact with his strongly clenched buttocks as she tried to pull him over 
onto his side.


"Come on, Zingo, I want to get into it too. Turn her over," the wide-eyed 
young brunette pleaded. One of Barbara's hands flitted back down over her 
heaving ripe breasts, burying itself in the soft brown curls up between her 
thighs, in an attempt to quench the hungering need that had built up in her 
agonized pussy from watching the lewdly fucking pair on the bed.


Finally it dawned on Zingo what she wanted, so he locked his arms still 
tighter around Karen's middle, and with one motion he flipped over on his 
back with his swollen, lust-distended cock still firmly glued up inside the 
blonde's widely stretched anus.


Karen's legs kicked wildly in the air from the new pressure the change in 
position caused in her cock-filled rectum, her white-skinned inner thighs 
falling wide apart to reveal the pink wet folds of her pussy to the other 
girl's avidly staring eyes. The young blonde game warden couldn't believe it 
as she looked down between the twin mounds of her up-thrust quivering 
breasts and saw Barbara crawling up onto the foot of the bed, unable to stop 
looking into the openly spread cunt offered mercilessly up for her to use as 
she wished. Aghast at the perverted implications of that look, Karen watched 
in horror as the other girl placed her flat palms against the tender 
smoothness of Karen's inner thighs and lowered her head closer and closer 
over the young blonde's up-thrust vaginal furrow.


Zingo watched too with obscene delight over Karen's shoulder, slipping his 
rough hands up to cup her full jutting breasts and squeeze them greedily. 
The brunette kneeling up between the blonde's open thighs parted her lips 
and thrust her moistly searching tongue as far out as it would go, slowly 
lowering her head to lay her tongue wetly in the expanded pink folds of the 
victimized girl's pussy.


The hot soft contact with the end of her tautly quivering clitoral mound 
sent shivers of raw desire coursing through Karen's body and she moaned in 
both delight and humiliation as she responded uncontrollably by bucking her 
loins up tighter against Barbara's mouth and locking her ankles behind the 
brunette's shoulders. Karen had never felt so depraved in her whole life, 
but unaccountably she was loving it, thrusting upward to force Barbara's hot 
tongue deeper and deeper into the narrow confines of her lust-drenched 
pussy.


"Ohhh, God! I can't stand it!" Karen moaned out as she felt Zingo begin once 
more pumping into her rectum from beneath, matching the endlessly laving 
rhythm of Barbara's darting tongue in her cunt. She felt as though her mind 
had been struck by a comet and was sailing off into outer space, burning 
with passion, leaving a glowing trail of delight in its path.


Zingo was fucking rapidly up into the quivering softness of her 
down-pressing buttocks now, knowing he was on the very edge of cumming into 
the warm tight tunnel between her ass-cheeks, and he kept groaning out 
streams of obscenities into the ears of the wildly thrashing blonde. From 
time to time he felt Barbara's tongue slip wetly down the full length of 
Karen's vaginal valley and lick hotly at his lust-slickened cock and heavy 
balls below. The Indian had never felt such ecstasy in his whole life, and 
he bumped up into his willing captive from below with such force that it 
threatened to bruise Barbara's lips clinging moistly to Karen's moistly open 
cunt above.


Their animal-like groans mingled lewdly together in the room as the three of 
them fucked and sucked on and on, and then suddenly the door of the motel 
room flew open and, glancing sideways from the bed, Zingo saw that Gig 
Barker had returned sooner than expected. At first the Indian had a sinking 
fear that Gig would want to break up the party, but he was reassured when 
the leader of the poaching gang stared wide-eyed at the depravedly writhing 
trio.


In the split second that it took for Gig to take in the scene, all sorts of 
wild thoughts ran through his head, but soon he smiled obscenely and began 
to loosen his belt. This would be a perfect ending to a perfect day. He had 
just received almost twice as much cash as he had expected for the sides of 
venison he had delivered to the black market dealer, and he intended to keep 
the surplus for himself. He had been wondering what he could do in 
celebration without tipping the others off, but now that was settled for 
him. They had begun without him and now, as he removed his jockey shorts and 
stood stark naked near the wildly writhing heap of naked flesh on the bed, 
his fully erect cock throbbed and jerked with sheer sensual anticipation.


At first he tried to pull the wildly licking Barbara from between the young 
blonde's lewdly outflung thighs, but when she held on with her hands digging 
into Karen's clenching and unclenching buttocks and the game warden helped 
to hold her in place by locking her heels even tighter than before around 
the brunette's shoulders, he got another idea.


Barbara was kneeling right at the edge of the bed as she thrust her tongue 
again and again into Karen's receptively flowering cunt, and Gig moved 
around behind her swaying white buttocks, spreading them with his thumbs to 
expose to his gaze her pink puckered anus and the hair-lined valley of her 
vagina beneath. He hesitated a moment, wondering which orifice he most 
wanted to penetrate with his throbbing aching cock, and then he lodged the 
bulbous tip up against the smaller anal opening. He had never fucked Barbara 
in the ass the whole time he had known her, he was thinking, and besides it 
might teach her a lesson about resisting him in his desire to fuck the 
blonde game warden.


The long-haired brunette felt the broad head of Gig's peremptorily prodding 
shaft pressing hotly against her cringing anus and she paused with her 
tongue as she waited for the impending intrusion into her previously untried 
anus. She looked down at Zingo's glistening shaft slipping rapidly in and 
out between the blonde's squirming buttocks, imagining what it would feel 
like, and then she felt the first hard push into her own automatically 
tightening rectal ring. Barbara groaned out loud into the warm 
pussy-moistness directly under her mouth as she experienced the unexpected 
sharp pain and then mewled in a higher pitched voice as the blood-engorged 
head entered with a sudden pop inside the elastic nether rim.


Gig gritted his teeth from the excruciating tightness of the fleshy anal 
band clasping around his throbbing cock, but he shoved forward in spite of 
the maddening pain until he slapped his muscular stomach up against 
Barbara's widely spread ass-cheeks. Without waiting for her to become 
accustomed to the unprecedented thickness, he began to stroke into her with 
long lurching thrusts, bumping her chin into Karen's wetly hungering loins 
with each lunge.


The insatiable young Barbara adjusted almost immediately to this thick 
sodomizing presence and began squirming back with all her might, at the same 
time covering Karen's pubic mouth with lasciviously probing kisses, nipping 
with her teeth at the game warden's palpitating cuntal lips.


Suddenly Zingo felt his balls about to explode and he rammed his cock harder 
and harder up into the blonde's back-thrusting ass-cheeks, hot streams of 
semen boiling up from his testicles to spurt endlessly into her tightly 
caressing anal canal. The Indian groaned as if he were dying from the force 
of his snowballing orgasm, muttering incomprehensible obscenities in a 
growling voice while his eyes remained fixed on all that was going on above 
him. He derived even more lewd satisfaction from his jerking, cumming penis 
as he pictured himself an actor in a pornographic movie.


The dazed Karen felt the river of cum filling her newly initiated rectal 
passage with wet heat as she bucked her burning hot pussy wildly against 
Barbara's insanely licking tongue now buried to the hilt in her throbbing 
vagina. Then she too was cumming, her cuntal juices flooding out into 
Barbara's open mouth, soaking her chin and dripping down over Zingo's 
pulsing balls below.


"Ohhhh, God. Oohhnh! I'm cumming, darlings! I'm cuuummming!" Karen moaned 
whorishly as she bucked and twisted like a wild woman in between her two 
abandoned partners in sex. It felt as though her body were flying into a 
thousand pieces, the mind-blowing waves of her orgasm wrenching her body in 
all directions, her long blonde hair whipping back and forth over Zingo's 
face behind her as her head jerked uncontrollably from side to side.


Sucking at Karen's repeatedly thrusting wet loins, her moist tongue flipping 
back and forth over her eagerly distended clitoris, Barbara could not resist 
reaching back between her own legs to finger-fuck herself. She was at the 
brink of cumming when she felt Gig Barker give a hoarse groan, pulling her 
buttock-cheeks wider apart with his hands as he drove into her softly 
yielding anus with a hard vicious smack.


Gig held her back against him, feeling her inner muscles washboarding over 
his expanded thick cock, and then when his hot white sperm began to rush up 
the throbbing length of his exploding cock-shaft, he pulled back and fucked 
into the vise-like pink anus for dear life, buffeting Barbara forward with 
each dementedly plunging stroke.


The lust-possessed brunette felt the gush of hot cum ricocheting through her 
spasmodically quivering anus while at the same ecstatic moment she trembled 
violently as her body rocked with the force of her own orgasm, the hot 
fluids from her convulsing cunt seeping down over her hand massaging her 
stiff throbbing clitoris. She waved her naked buttocks salaciously back 
against the pounding thrusts, wanting Gig to shoot his heatedly filling load 
of cum into her needing belly forever. She felt the soaking wetness escaping 
out around his gradually deflating penis to seep lewdly down her 
ass-crevice, a lovely feeling of being filled to the brim causing her to 
buck happily back against him once more and hold him tightly inside her 
throbbing anus.


Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Gig Barker groaned with 
exhaustion and collapsed away from her, his shrinking cock slipping wetly 
out of her expanded anus, followed by a thick stream of sticky white semen 
that trickled from the opening like foam. For a long moment, Barbara 
remained as she was, her wildly swaying buttocks waving in the air and her 
hand clasping at her wetly palpitating cunt, and then she let her knees 
slide down over the bedspread until she lay flat on the mattress, her lips 
nibbling lightly at Karen's softly pulsing pussy-lips.


There came a sudden rush of cool air washing over Karen's steaming moist 
loins as Barbara finally moved her face to one side, and then Zingo's limp 
and now useless penis slipped out of her, leaving a dull throbbing in her 
forever expanded anus. It felt as though the long thick cock were still 
buried in her up to the hilt, and she wondered vaguely if the feeling would 
ever leave her now. Certainly, she thought, she would always retain the 
memory of that body-encompassing orgasm far beyond anything she, as a naive 
minister's daughter, had ever believed possible.


Karen lay there spread-eagled among the tangled mass of naked bodies, her 
mind wandering aimlessly over the incredible events of the last few days. 
She had certainly come a long way as far as what her body could do and what 
she wanted done to it. Never would she have thought that she could have this 
satisfied, peaceful feeling spreading over her limbs like a soothing balm. 
Though the young girl seemed to ache in every inch of her firm shapely form, 
she had never felt better in her life.


As Karen felt the others touching her at random, their chests heaving still 
from the exertions they had just made in the interests of lust, it suddenly 
dawned on her that she felt more kinship and closeness with them than she 
had ever had before with anyone else in the world. She smiled to herself and 
then gradually a low husky laugh broke free from deep down in her throat as 
a stray image entered her brain.


She felt like goldilocks and the other three were the loveable bears of the 
fairy tale, resting with her after eating all the soup. The thought entered 
Karen's mind that she should change her whole attitude toward the three 
poachers and persuade them to let her remain with them. The young blonde 
could never be the same after her experiences and she would have a hard time 
explaining her dereliction of her duty as game warden, so why not stay here 
where she was obviously wanted and appreciated.


Soon the whole bed was shaking with her uncontrollable laughter of unbounded 
joy as Karen felt unknown hands begin to stroke her naked flesh at various 
places, bringing her spent loins slowly to life once more.


It looked as though it would be a long delicious night and Karen Kelly 
rolled her body toward the anonymous hand delving into her wet vagina in 
warm, heartfelt welcome.


THE END
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Chapter 1


The brilliant spring sunshine streamed in through the large open bay 
window. A soft, pleasant breeze was rustling the trees, most of them 
tall oaks in this part of Evanston, and their shadows danced 
energetically against the far wall of young June Donovan's room.


June turned over on the bed, squinting and shielding her eyes from the 
brightness that played over her sleep-softened twelve year old face. 
Her long glossy blonde hair cascaded over the pillow, forming a soft 
honey-colored cushion for her head which lay prettily framed against 
it. Only a thin sheet protected her ripely maturing young body from 
that cooling breeze blowing in gentle and warm through the open window.


June stretched and yawned, her shapely young breasts dislodging the 
sheet with their movement. She had the body of a lush young Venus which 
any interested observer could have traced in detail through the 
clinging sheet only barely concealing the high-set, rounded breasts 
whose taut-tipped nipples showed so clearly through the thin cotton 
fabric. The sheet tapered down over a tiny, girlish waist to round 
hourglass hips of newly acquired proportions. Her belly was flat and 
smooth, and the soft little mound of her pussy swelled gently upward 
between full well-shaped thighs. From there her long shapely legs 
tapered downward to the very tips of her toes poking high under the 
covering sheet.


June had the sort of developing body that would have attracted 
attention on any street -- admiring attention from the most 
discriminating of men, envious attention from too-old women who had not 
looked that good even when they were twelve. Wherever she went, eyes 
were always on her depravity-inciting young body, her long blonde hair 
and her fine-boned, pouty-lipped features. It would have been asking 
too much to expect people not to stare, even though June was only 
twelve years old. For she had that sort of body and looks that 
epitomized everything that was considered youthfully beautiful -- and 
sexy. Her honey-blonde hair framed a heart-shaped young face that 
invariably turned heads. Her bright blue eyes were large and full of 
innocence, with long dark lashes. She had a tiny uptilted nose and a 
ripe red young mouth that beckoned even when she was frowning. Her 
complexion was very smooth and without blemish, slightly tanned and 
with twin roses in her cheeks. To say that June was a beautiful child 
was slightly an understatement. To say that she was proportioned 
altogether too sexily for a twelve year old girl was hitting the nail 
right on the head. She had that sort of blonde, youthful, developing 
allure every man dreams of.


Lazily, she yawned again and laid her golden head back down on the 
pillow. According to the clock on the bureau, it was much too early to 
get ready for school. Closing her eyes again, she faded off dreamily 
into a half-dozing, half-wakeful state.


It was during this brief period that daddy came to her again.


Her eyelashes flickered slowly on her drooping eyelids. She could see 
her daddy very dearly now. He was holding his massive penis in one 
hand, lifting it up over his mature hair-covered testicles, totally 
naked except for the festooning of his trousers around his ankles. His 
eyes glowed wildly, totally un-daddy-like. Guy Donovan almost never 
looked like that at his daughter -- at any rate not that she'd ever 
noticed -- yet in this half-dream hallucination he was standing before 
her with his penis in his hand, some sort of milky droplets glistening 
in the small opening at its peak, his eyes shining with desire.


Just like in that biology book Ronald showed me, June thought with one 
part of her half-dozing mind. His penis seemed quite huge, thick and 
swollen with blood, and covered with a roadmap tracery of throbbing 
blue veins. The dozing girl's nostrils flared, and she felt her heart 
palpitate swiftly, a vein throbbing openly in her smooth clear temple. 
Instinctively her trembling fingers moved lightly down over the heaving 
mounds of her shapely breasts, down over her nicely curved belly, then 
down ... into the soft, blonde pubic triangle between her shivering 
legs.


A soft gurgle rose from her throat as her fingers slipped in through 
the smooth, moist opening of her cuntal lips and further still towards 
her softly in-sucking vaginal mouth. June began breathing heavily as 
she pushed her fingers in through the velvet smooth wetness, then 
pulled them out again with an enervating little gasp. Her unseeing eyes 
flew open for a minute and then fluttered closed again as her middle 
finger began to slip faster in and out of the warmly seeping slit of 
her pussy.


In her mind's eye, daddy became her lover. He came to her with his 
immense penis in his hand, spread her legs wide apart, and struggled 
forward with his hairy legs in order to seek entrance in the warm moist 
opening of what Ronald had called her "cunt." For some time now she had 
thought of it as that, although the biology book he'd showed her had 
referred to the opening between her legs as her "vagina" and this was 
what her mother called it as well during the nervous session when she 
had explained to her where babies came from.


But she had known that for so long. Yet somehow she hadn't wanted to 
tell her mother that she knew already -- that was how secrets built up. 
Ronald, her fifteen year old cousin who went to Wilmette High School, 
across the street from Niles Township Junior High, had told her all 
about where babies came from long ago. She hadn't believed it at first 
-- how could she possibly believe that her mother would let her father 
do a thing like that? Put his penis inside of her mother ... she 
couldn't believe it at first ... at first it had seemed too dirty to 
believe ...


But gradually the young pre-teen's feelings about "sex" had changed and 
she had come to accept it. Walking around, observing people, it 
occurred to her that everyone was the product of that lewd act and that 
therefore it couldn't really be "dirty!" Because if everybody were 
absolutely "clean" with respect to sex, then there wouldn't be any 
people in the world, would there?


And once her mind and feelings opened toward sex, and she had come to 
accept it as natural, then her curiosity escalated as well. 
Particularly with respect to how it would feel for her, herself, once 
her vagina should ever have the chance to clasp a male penis within its 
hot sexy grasp.


And with all of this spinning through her impressionable young mind, 
June had come to wonder about daddy.


Daddy. Who seemed to keep her mother so blissfully happy that she was 
always singing about the house, when she did the dishes, or the 
washing, or put out the food for Brute, their handsome German shepherd, 
or fixed a meal for the whole family ...


Brute ...


Her sex-drugged mind conjured up the image of their powerful big 
watchdog. What a good dog Brute was. She could remember not so long ago 
when he was a little puppy what fun they used to have scampering about 
in the little park across the alley from the house. What a good, kind 
dog he was. And so affectionate.


Of course, Brute was very far from being a puppy now. Indeed, he had 
grown so fast she had quite lost track of him. Now he was powerful and 
adult, with a strong masculine personality emanating from his handsome 
canine features. No harm could ever come to the family while Brute was 
around. He had a guardian quality about him, forbidding to outsiders 
but friendly and loving for them. He stood guard like a sentinel over a 
museum case full of precious jewels. No harm could ever befall the 
Donovan family while Brute was there. He was guardianship personified.


The dozing girl's fingers moved faster and faster through the warm 
slippery folds of her young cunt, as a groan of exquisite joy escaped 
her parted lips. But how had she started thinking of Brute? Daddy was 
the one she wanted to think of. He kept her turned on. Brute could only 
be a distraction. In the year-and-a-half since she had begun 
masturbating, she had thought of almost nothing but daddy, even though 
cousin Ronald had once tried to play with her body in a way that she 
had to confess afterward was pretty exciting.


Not that she had let him, of course. She had slapped his hand and 
indeed carried on very strictly with him. Quite angry with his 
forwardness -- on the surface, at least -- she had let him know in no 
uncertain terms that it was shameful and that her father would probably 
kill him if he ever found out, and what a disgrace it was for their 
families, and so on.


Yet secretly she had felt a terrible illicit excitement when Ronald 
tried to cup his hand over her sweater-taut breast. He certainly didn't 
get much for his trouble, mostly just the point of her brassiere, and a 
flare of anger from her. Yet there was this undeniably deep, squirmy 
feeling in her loins afterwards, and her breath had come unnaturally 
hot in the lengthy silence that lasted all the way home. What if he had 
actually tried to -- had actually gotten his hand under her brassiere 
and managed to feel her heaving young breasts, squeezing those firm, 
full mounds in his strong eager hands? What if his fingers had actually 
touched her swollen nipples? How would that have felt?


There was a sharp intake of breath from the young girl on the bed as 
her fingers now moved with increasing urgency within the hot wet folds 
of her pussy. The nipples of her breasts seemed to be tingling with 
heat, and the entire triangle of her loins was fluttering and full of 
butterflies racing around like mad. Her throbbing breasts rose and fell 
irregularly, alive with emotion. She saw her daddy, large as life 
leaning over her, moving down onto her open body, grating his dark 
hairy chest all over her heaving breasts and nipples, rubbing her 
smooth white skin with his rougher flesh, breathing hotly into her 
face, his enormous penis sliding forward in ... in through the 
sensitive wet portals of her hotly energized young cunt ... plunging 
forward ... electrifying her hypersensitive little clitoris with his 
touch, massaging it around agonizingly in a way that made her beautiful 
blonde head strain backward, her mouth open and echoing sharp, urgent 
little cries, the muscles and veins in her neck standing out, pulsating 
with an as yet unquenched desire, striving for an impossibly beautiful 
orgasm ...


And then suddenly there was something else!


Her nostrils flared wider, her breathing came more hotly until she was 
actually panting -- as her mental vision of daddy was replaced by 
Brute!


Not actually having sex with her, of course. But performing with 
another dog as she had watched him do in the park one day last week.


It all came back to her now as her mind conjured up fresh memories in 
rhythm with her earnestly working fingers between her legs. They had 
gone into the park and there had been another sort of dog, a bitch. 
Some kind of mongrel, perhaps mostly terrier. Obviously Brute and the 
bitch were well acquainted. June hadn't been able to tear her eyes away 
as Brute's shining long red penis had slid so smoothly from its furry 
sheath between his legs as he attempted to mount the other dog, both of 
them panting with their wet tongues hanging out. So effortlessly had 
the dog's penis slid into the bitch's vagina that there was scarcely 
any positioning to do at all, and then Brute had gone ahead, pummeling 
the other dog for all she was worth, panting like crazy as his forepaws 
held him hunched obscenely over her back.


June had felt her own breath coming very fast watching them, her loins 
warming inexplicably. She had never seen or imagined Brute as a sexual 
being before, and it came as something of a shock to see him engaging 
in such a highly-charged, passionate enterprise, although afterward she 
had wondered at her own surprise. Sex was after all the way of the 
world, and the system through which new dogs and new people were 
produced. To discover that her beloved Brute could engage so 
enthusiastically in such practice should not have taken her breath away 
so.


Yet it had, undeniably. She had watched right through to completion, 
her mouth holding helplessly slack and unable to speak the loose leash 
in her hand hanging limply to the ground.


And then she had noticed something else, she remembered now -- Brute's 
beautiful brown eyes were fastened upon hers!


But why had that taken her aback so? Was there anything unnatural in 
that? She was his mistress, so naturally he gazed at her, even while 
having sex with another dog.


June groaned in her deepening dream of lust, her middle finger moving 
swiftly in and out of the moistly sucking passage of her cunt. She had 
started off thinking of her handsome daddy who kept mother so happy 
with his manly ways, but now she was thinking of Brute, their sleek 
dark German shepherd. Thinking of what he had done to that female dog 
in the park across from their house ... his hips moving relentlessly 
back and forth ... his soft brown eyes fastened upon her as his burning 
red penis disappeared into the other dog, then came out again, sleek 
and glistening, out to its full thick length ... but all at such a 
furious pace that it took her breath away ... and she had gulped and 
imagined ... but no! ... and then the tingling ... that fierce, 
mindless tickle in her loins ... with Brute panting away ...


"Oooooooooohhh, Brute ..." she found herself whispering huskily, her 
fingers moving in and out with increasing speed. And then it was her 
handsome daddy again, moving in and out between her legs, his hungry 
mouth clamped down on hers, kissing her soft succulent lips demandingly 
... his hips working in a mad rhythm ... and then ... then ...


"Ooooohhhhhhh ... AH! Honeeeeeeeey!" June twisted and turned on the bed 
as if in the grip of some obscene, soul-destroying torture. A wave of 
feeling combining aching pleasure with the sheerest agony washed 
through her shivering body from toenails to hair ends, momentarily 
convulsing her hot young flesh and making her cry out as if fighting 
off an invisible attacker, her hand continuing to work furiously within 
the burning hot confines of her churning young cunt. And then there was 
one long, endlessly drawn-out groan from her parched young lips, and a 
cascade of perspiration exposed itself on her smooth young skin, 
joining a post-climactic rash which had traveled swiftly up her arms 
and right to the base of her throat. She groaned, moaned and whined, 
her voice fading away little by little as she managed only slowly to 
loosen herself from the blinding outswell of her dream-induced orgasm. 
It was some time before her eyes opened again and she found herself 
staring at the ceiling, her body awash with perspiration, her lovely 
face flushed and warm, her thighs weak and trembling. Her loins felt as 
if they were lying in the sunshine of a warmish summer afternoon, quiet 
and content with a small surfeit of remaining pleasure echoing softly 
through the confines of her thighs.


"Oh, gosh," she breathed huskily, gulping as the force of her orgasm 
brought her fully awake. She tried to remember what it was that she had 
been thinking of in connection with Brute, but now somehow it seemed to 
escape her. Something about the two dogs in the park ...


That was right. She remembered now. But why had she thought of Brute 
while she was making love to herself? Almost always she thought only of 
daddy. He was so worldly and mature and handsome, with gleaming teeth 
in a big smile, thick curly black hair that always looked glossy and 
wet, broad shoulders, long legs and narrow hips, and an immense chest 
full of wiry black hairs. Daddy put the little boys in school to shame. 
He was such a man!


But gosh if he ever found out that she thought such things about him, 
there would be the devil to pay!


She cupped her, rounded young breasts softly in her hands and knocked 
away the sheet, sitting up so that she could look at herself in the 
mirror over her dresser, her long blonde hair falling away in back of 
her.


If daddy ever saw her like this, she'd bet that he'd want her as much 
as she always wanted him in her dreams. Ah, but what was the use of 
dreaming! Was it her fault that she was so sexed up? No, if cousin 
Ronald hadn't started her thinking about it, she probably would never 
have started playing with herself and thinking about daddy. So it 
really wasn't her fault.


But on the other hand, what could she do about it? Was there no way to 
turn back the tide, turn the clock around and go back to her former 
innocence, when she would never have dreamed of playing with herself?


No, it was useless. But why had she been thinking of Brute?


And the way she had been thinking of him ... no, it didn't bear 
thinking about. She swung her long slender legs over the side of the 
bed, jumped up and started getting ready for school.


June had an elaborate ritual that she followed when getting ready for 
school, and not a small part of it was snatching glimpses of herself in 
the numerous mirrors that she had placed strategically about the room. 
She had such perfectly shaped breasts, she thought all the girls at 
school were jealous of her -- and she never tired of glancing at them, 
watching them jiggle sexily as she moved, nothing their clever uplift 
and voluptuous firmness, and the way her strawberry-hued nipples would 
harden and lift in the merest breeze. Then there were her shapely 
hourglass hips beneath an almost non-existent waist with the flattest 
of tummies, and the long, smooth legs which she kept hairless by 
sneaking off with mommy's little razor every so often. She also had a 
bit of golden fleece in her armpits, but this was easily taken care of, 
too. All her hair was golden and very fine. It didn't grow fast enough 
to warrant shaving or cutting very often, and probably she needn't have 
bothered,


Still, she liked to look and feel nice and clean.


The twelve year old vamp also glanced at her curly blonde pubic hair in 
the mirrors as she paraded around the bedroom getting organized. She 
was often put out because it seemed to her the hair in her golden 
triangle was altogether too sparse.  Her mother's, for example, was 
very thick and curly -- a bright russet color.  She knew that was what 
the hair on a girl's pussy was supposed to be like.  Somehow it didn't 
seem normal for hers to be so wispy, indeed almost bare, when she was 
so perfect in every respect.


Well, anyway, that probably wouldn't be so important for her until she 
was older and ready to marry.  And even then perhaps she would find a 
boy who would be tolerant of this imperfection.


Or would she ever marry! The thought of actually having a baby sent 
shivers down her spine.  She didn't want to leave daddy; she would 
always love him no matter what. If only he could see that and make up 
his mind that they should stay together for ever and ever.


But it was useless; he scarcely noticed her. Even the other evening, 
when she had tried to sit on his lap and snuggle up to him when mother 
was occupied in the kitchen, he had shoved her angrily off his lap 
before she even had a chance to ascertain the quality of his sex 
equipment. It didn't seem fair somehow; she so adored him, and he 
scarcely noticed her.


Well, that was life. June glanced at the clock. It was time to put a 
little speed on if she was going to make school in time for her first 
class.


Chapter 2


If June only knew. For, at this very moment, Guy Donovan was indeed 
thinking of his young daughter very affectionately with love in his 
heart -- as his long thick cock slid in and out of his red-haired 
wife's hotly grasping vagina.


"Guy! Oh Guy!" Dora Donovan gasped, working her hips desperately in 
order to milk his enormous blood-bloated rod of flesh of every last 
thrill and every last drop of scalding hot sperm. For even though Dora 
had been on the pill for years, she still delighted and felt an 
exquisite thrill when she felt that lust-heated semen squirting up 
inside of her. And now she wanted it more than ever -- because there 
was a terrible fear in her chest that she was losing her husband.


It was nothing that she could put her finger on exactly; it was just 
that, for the last several months, he had been increasingly preoccupied 
and distracted when they were making love. As if he were thinking of 
someone else. They had always made love with the lights on, so that 
they could see each other's bodies moving, his shining penis slicking 
in and out through the caressingly passion-drenched folds of her 
yearning, burning cunt, in the mirrors that surrounded them on the 
walls at all sides. That was a part of their excitement, watching 
themselves fuck each other like this, in whatever position it was they 
were doing in -- Viking ship, sixty-nine, or whatever. When she sucked 
on Guy's magnificent cock, she also liked to glance into one of the 
mirrors to watch herself. Often he would be probing his fingers into 
the warm, moist slit of her pussy while she sucked so lovingly on the 
rigid warmth of his desire-thickened penis. Gently, he would stroke the 
hot tingling lips of her vagina, and this would drive her wild, until 
she could hardly feel his cum come squirting out to flood deliciously 
against the back of her throat. Then too, she liked to watch when he 
licked and nibbled at the fiercely sensitive outskirts of her burning 
cunt, sliding his tongue snakelike deeply into her clasping vagina, in 
order to draw ecstatic little gasps from her hoarsely struggling 
throat. All this mirror-watching was a fiercely erotic part of their 
love-making and had lent tremendously to their mutual excitement all 
through the years. They could watch themselves, no matter what their 
position was or what they were doing.


But no more.


For recently, Guy had taken to preferring making love in the dark, and 
Dora knew what this meant. The fact that her husband now yearned for 
darkness was a sure sign to her that he probably wanted to imagine he 
was making love to someone else.


Not that there was any other indication of his straying interest. 
Occasionally she thought she had caught a word through his passionate 
gasps -- perhaps a part of a girl's name -- but it was impossible to 
link those disjointed sounds with any illicit infatuation on Guy's 
part. It was all too unclear and imprecise.


Pushing these tormenting thoughts from her mind, the lewdly skewered 
wife worked her hips around and groaned, feeling the enormity of her 
husband's penis sliding so achingly in and out of her burning vagina. 
It was like being dredged with an earth-mover when Guy was inside of 
her, his cock was so huge and dominating. It had always been like this, 
and that was part of the reason she had loved him and been so 
passionately devoted to him all of her life. Even when he was only 
seventeen, his penis had seemed so huge to her, with all those rough, 
vagina-rippling little ridges, that it had immediately dominated her 
every thought and consideration for the future.


Dora had never regretted her decision to devote herself wholely to 
making Guy Donovan happy. He had proved to be a husband and lover 
without equal, and her loins still ached from time to time, at the most 
peculiar of moments, when she thought of her handsome, dynamic and 
cunt-pleasingly hung husband. She might just be lingering over the 
kitchen sink washing dishes and daydreaming aimlessly, and her mouth 
would water and her loins begin to chum thinking of the wonderful 
fucking he had given her that morning or the night before. To live as 
his slave forever was surely the highest ambition she could have.


And then this. This terrible suspicion that he was closing his eyes and 
thinking of someone else as he fucked her, or when she sucked on his 
cock, was just too much to bear.


Why did this nagging suspicion persist so strongly, though? What other 
substantiation for it was there, besides her own intuitive feminine 
suspicion? Guy's performance was as adequate as ever, even though he 
closed his eyes more and occasionally mumbled a name that she scarcely 
caught. Or was it a name? Perhaps it was merely an obscenity breaking 
from his lips from time to time in appreciation of the way her loins 
were moving beneath him and around him.


Her suspicions were spoiling her enjoyment of sex. Several times 
recently, she had found herself straining more desperately than was 
normal for her orgasm and, indeed, for the last month, had missed 
several of them. She was becoming increasingly frustrated, at an age 
when any normal woman is more hypersexed than ever. And, if she didn't 
make it this morning, she didn't know what she was going to do.


Trying to elaborate her excitement, the troubled housewife thought back 
to the first time she and Guy had ever made love. She had been just 
fourteen then and obsessed with curiosity about sex, despite her 
puritan upbringing. Guy had been just seventeen but already known as a 
slick operator about school. Rumor was that he had bedded almost the 
entire female half of the junior class with the masterful domination of 
his sexual technique, and that his penis was of appreciable size and 
quality.


Naturally, talk like this had only served to titillate her, when she 
should have been afraid and cautious about him. So that, when the older 
student asked her for a date, she had responded affirmatively with 
almost bubbling eagerness, her heart racing frantically in her fulsome 
young chest.


True to his reputation of being "fast," he slid his hand inside her 
brassiere with almost their first drawn-out passionate kiss. While his 
tongue fucked her gasping hot mouth, his fingers were suddenly grasping 
her nakedly stiffening nipple and the firm but resilient flesh of her 
tender young breast. Not wanting to give up his masterful, loin-
drenching kiss, she didn't struggle overly to get rid of his gently 
squeezing hand. And then when he started pinching her throbbing nipple 
between thumb and forefinger, she became too aroused to do anything at 
all about this fiercely erotic fondling. Finally, he unfastened her 
brassiere and inclined his head, taking one of her bursting hot nipples 
into his mouth and much of her surrounding sensitive breast tissue as 
well, sucking hungrily on the virginal mounds rising and falling with 
increasing passion beneath his lips. The tickling of his tongue as it 
batted her nipple back and forth brought it up quickly to a loin-
tingling hardness, and shivering little thrills seemed to pass in waves 
up the young girl's thighs, searing through her loins and belly, 
finally pouring like molten lava into the lust-infused roundness of her 
sensitive young breasts. So preoccupied did she become that she 
scarcely noticed it when one of his hands slipped up under her skirt as 
well, madly caressing her smooth cream-white thighs.


"No-oh, Guy, no!" she protested, sensing that she might not be able to 
hold him back in time.


But his hands had kept stroking her relentlessly, roving the full 
length of her aroused teenage body, over her crazily quivering stomach 
and on down to the nylon covered softness of her throbbing pubic 
triangle. Then he began stroking her there, lewdly insinuating his 
middle finger up under the tight elastic legband of her white nylon 
panties and into the moist virginal split of her pussy. This started an 
aching, yearning sensation that was totally unlike any other feeling 
the young redhead had ever known before in her young life. In reality, 
she knew of nothing to compare it with. Her mother had always severely 
forbidden masturbation and filled her pretty young head with terrible 
stories of what might happen if she practiced it -- a slew of pimples 
on her face, a glint in her eyes that would be readily detectable by 
the most casual observer, perhaps even madness.


Dora struggled and protested fairly strongly against her ardent date's 
searching fingers, though with increasingly weaker resolve, as she 
squirmed around on the car seat beneath his maddening caresses.


"No, no Guy, not now. Oh please don't," she gasped excitedly into his 
ear.


Which only served to spur him on! Apparently paying no attention to her 
pleas, suddenly he was working with the crotch of his Levi's, and then 
there was a metallic rasp as he drew his zipper down. Then, with equal 
suddenness, there was a warm blunt pressure against the top of her 
thigh. She gasped. Dora had never seen or felt a man's penis before, 
and the muscles of her body contracted violently as she now felt its 
soft muscular heat against the smooth naked flesh of her upper leg.


She was about to pull away, despite her curiosity, but then, suddenly, 
his fingers were probing again between her legs, moving deeper under 
her panties and wetly upward through the passion-slick confines of her 
churning vagina. This sent a shock of pleasure rippling through her 
loins which had no counterpart in living memory. The electric quality 
of that feeling fairly froze the young virgin to the car seat. She 
could not move for the moment as ecstatic pleasure raced around inside 
her inexperienced twelve year old body.


Guy took this to mean that he could have his way with his date, and 
immediately pursued further. Taking her slender little hand, he placed 
it over his obscenely revealed cock and forced her fingers to wrap 
around it. She clenched it tight out of instinct, hearing his answering 
groan of pleasure as she imparted an affectionate little squeeze to it, 
his groan mingling with her own little ecstatic gasps of joy. She had 
never expected it to be so enormous. It seemed as if her fingers could 
barely go around it. Without thinking, she began to massage the thick 
outer skin back and forth, up and down over the muscular young shaft.


Nothing else in the world had ever felt so nice or so complete. Now, 
with her panty leg band stretched uselessly over the back of his hand, 
he was digging his middle finger deep into her wide-splayed cunt, which 
was wet from the juices seeping so excitedly from its parted lips. He 
was stretching the tiny ring of her still-intact hymen so that she was 
almost afraid that he might split it and technically put an end to her 
virginity on the spot -- but there was nothing she seemed capable of 
doing about it. The thrills he was giving her raced too wildly through 
her excited young body for her to attempt anything but the most feeble 
resistance. Dora relaxed her inner thighs in order to give him greater 
access to her open pussy, and, at the same time, increased the speed of 
her own hand fondling his desire-hardened cock. With each gentle pull, 
she could feel Guy's cock jerking upward toward a greater hardness than 
she would ever have dreamed possible. God, would he try to thrust it up 
between her legs, she wondered?


Then, suddenly, Guy tried to roll over on top of her, and, prudence at 
last taking firm hold on her morally straying mind, she managed, willy-
nilly, to resist. Clamping her thighs tightly together, she trapped his 
rock-hard penis warmly between them on the outside of her panties. Guy 
struggled like a madman to lift up and get the hot rubbery tip lodged 
into the opening of her wetly throbbing vagina, but she struggled with 
all her strength against him -- inadvertently, at the same time, 
tightening her grip on his straining young cock. Then, just as he 
forced the head of his instrument underneath the restricting leg band 
of her panties, its wildly pulsating nose poised between the splayed-
open lips of her cunt, she felt a hot, thick stream of liquid come 
spurting out of it, drenching her pubic hair with his warm sticky 
sperm. It covered the insides of her thighs and dripped wetly down 
between her legs to moisten the car seat beneath her trembling and 
still pantied buttocks. Then Guy had emitted a final orgasmic groan and 
collapsed across her heaving breasts.


Dora hadn't let the terror of the junior class fuck her that first 
time, but, God, when she did, it was so great! She had never regretted 
her initial rejection of Guy's first advances, for this had served to 
work him up to a fever pitch and win him for her in the long run 
Eventually, he became so wild to get between her legs, he would have 
done anything to get her ... even marry her, as he did.


And now, lying beneath her husband of nearly thirteen years, she was 
using these exciting scenes from the early days of their courtship to 
work her loins up to an excruciating peak from which she could not fail 
to tumble headlong into another of her many Guy-inspired orgasms that 
she had come to know and love and be devoted to over the long years of 
their married life.


But then again, the interfering thought ... who was he thinking of? 
With his eyes closed and that endless, unintelligible murmuring which 
might be obscene, but which might not be? Who was her beloved husband 
thinking of these days when he fucked her?


Dora gasped and shut her eyes. She had almost been there, but her 
suspicions were destroying it for her. It wasn't fair. Why was she 
cursed so? Why did human beings have such complex minds and emotions 
that such small distractions could interfere with their most basic -- 
and base -- desires?


The unhappy redhead sighed and groaned. Her vaginal walls clung 
hungrily to her husband's swiftly moving cock, and her nostrils were 
still flaring, but she had become too distracted and couldn't 
concentrate now on achieving her so-longed-for climax.


Why couldn't life be simpler? Other animals than man didn't suffer from 
these complexities. Take Brute, for example, their handsome German 
shepherd.


She was certain that Brute was never thinking of anything else when he 
had sexual intercourse with one of the many bitches in the neighborhood 
who continually sought him out. Brute was never bothered with jealousy, 
was never limited to a single bitch, and so on.


She could remember several weeks ago watching him out the window when 
he had fucked that Dalmatian from down the block. How the Dalmatian had 
stood there, apparently unmoved, her tongue lolling out of its spotted 
head, while Brute screwed her furiously, his great haunches jerking 
powerfully, his forelegs gripping snugly about the other dog's 
shoulders, his longish red tongue hanging out of his mouth, wet and 
dripping with thick saliva, his slick red penis sliding lewdly in and 
out of the other dog's body to an alarming length.


That was one of the few times Dora had ever paid much attention to 
Brute's sexual proclivities. She had known that he tended to be 
somewhat rambunctious around the neighborhood, and not a few people had 
complained; but, after all, it was nothing much to make a fuss over. 
Dogs, after all, would be dogs.


But that particular morning she had been left peculiarly frustrated 
from Guy's furious, hyper-fast fucking, which he had excused on the 
grounds that he was late for work. Consequently, her loins were still 
swarming with desire as she watched Brute mount the female Dalmatian .


And what a splendid beast he was! She could scarcely believe the length 
and thickness of his dog's penis as it escaped from the soft furry 
covering beneath its belly. Somehow she had always imagined that dogs 
had very tiny penises. Brute's certainly had always seemed normal -- 
although, obviously, when he was aroused, it became anything but that. 
She had been quite taken aback, and, remembering rightly, her breath 
had whooshed out of her lungs as she gaped in amazement at the furious 
quality of Brute's fucking.


Was it only her imagination that his eyes seemed to fasten on her as 
well, as he moved in that savage sexual embrace? Those big beautiful 
brown eyes with their long dark lashes?


And she could remember how she had blushed meeting his gaze, innocent 
as that meeting was, as she found herself wondering somewhat obscenely 
what that longish tongue of his might feel like if it ever approached 
her tender pussy flesh the way Guy's occasionally did ...


"OH! OH! OH MY GOD! BRUTE! GUY!"


What was that? Had she mentioned Brute's name? Well, it really didn't 
matter. All that mattered was that, as she closed her eyes and imagined 
Brute mounting the Dalmatian, Guy's fucking her became all the more 
excruciatingly lovely. She could feel every last blood-filled ridge of 
his masterful cock pumping into her joyously clenching vagina, drawing 
the folds of her pussy with it in ecstatic surrender. Everything seemed 
so wonderful ... and wonderful ... Brute furiously fucking the other 
dog, his beautiful eyes on her ... Guy's thick lust-engorged rod of 
flesh dredging her loins so burningly ... and then she was THERE!


THERE!


"Brute ... oh darling ... darling ... no, Guy ... oh ... oh, oh ... 
OH!"


Guy continued to pump her ravagingly, his penis twisting this way and 
that, bumping savagely at her sensitive little clitoris. His hands 
gripped her firmly mounded breasts and squeezed them without mercy, his 
face and neck straining toward his own orgasm.


At the same time, Guy Donovan was struggling to get his daughter June 
out of his mind. Only twelve years old and already driving him crazy! 
He had become obsessed with her young buxom blonde beauty. Once the 
lights were out, he saw her continuously as he made love to Dora. He 
cursed himself for it, but he couldn't help himself. The way she 
paraded around the house, that cock-teasing walk of hers ... her long 
blonde hair ... the occasional glimpses of her naked breasts as she ran 
from bathroom to bedroom, breasts just waiting to be touched and 
suckled ... everything combined to make his daughter the central figure 
of his sensuous thoughts.


Guy gasped as Dora's warm wet vaginal walls slid over his desire-
swollen rigidity like melted butter. This was June's cunt, June's 
beautiful blonde vagina, caressing and kissing his urgently pummeling 
cock ... His head fell loosely forward and back, like the head of a 
puppet, as his loins buffeted forward and his thick rock-hard cock 
speared his wife without mercy. He could hear her whimpers of 
approaching climax as they seemed to be June's. His penis raced up 
between her trembling legs like a fast whirring drill boring through 
the depths of the earth, battering and smashing all before it in great 
waves of warm moist flesh, his pelvis smacking into her and flattening 
her upraised buttocks with a hard, sharp slap that reverberated through 
the bedroom like a flat-handed blow across the cheek


He reached forward with both hands and grasped her shoulders, pulling 
her whole body tightly against him. His thick hard cock had sunk to its 
fullest length in her quivering white belly, and she could feel the 
hardness of its caplike head pressed snugly against the sensitive end 
of her cervix deep inside.


Dora shuddered through her first shattering orgasm, groaning all the 
while and hung onto her husband as she began working toward a second. 
Somehow, she realized, thinking of Brute fucking the Dalmatian had 
distracted her from her other morbid thoughts and left her free to work 
upward toward an overwhelming fulfilling climax. She held the handsome 
German shepherd strongly in her mind's eye as she continued to work her 
pelvis all around her husband's pummeling hard cock-thrusts.


She felt his hands slide down to the rounded curves of her hips as he 
began a slow, teasing rotation of his rigid cock deep inside her 
spasming womb. Her muffled sobs of delight mingled huskily with his 
passionate gasps while his hands ran down the fullness of her quivering 
breasts. Then he began shifting to a series of hard, cruel thrusts, the 
fluted pink flanges of protective flesh around her cunt drawing back 
with each out-stroke, then being swallowed inside again as Guy thrust 
forward into her open cunt with a powerful in-and out rhythm. Squeezing 
all around her soft jiggling buttocks, his fingers dug cruelly into her 
cringing little puckered anus, then clasped her hips and pulled her 
back over his bursting cock while he continued to skewer and ram her 
with increasing abandon.


His body was now a ball of sheer uncontrolled lust unleashing itself 
completely against the squirming, tender twelve year old blonde 
daughter beneath him in his imagination. He could feel his heated cock 
growing thicker and thicker in her belly as he ground his bloated penis 
savagely into her with a wave of tremulous delight flickering across 
his lust-contorted features. He had never had anything as tender and 
young as his lovely blonde daughter before, so helpless beneath his 
rippling urgency -- not even Dora had felt so good at that age. His 
penis inflated and burned as it never had before. He was almost there 
now, almost there, and he continued to ram her eagerly with long hard 
strokes. He had to end it before he went insane.


Dora's whimpers stretched into a long, low continuous whine that filled 
the master bedroom like a distant siren. Through the dim haze of her 
tortured mind, she watched Brute racing across an open field, his great 
furry coat rippling so sleek in the bright summer sunshine, his 
handsome canine features full of life and excitement. Inside her, Guy's 
penis felt as if it were expanding wildly and that his rampaging 
instrument might split her ecstatically in two. Oh yes ... yes ... he 
was going to cum in her ... her wonderful lover ... Brute's face ... 
Sobs began to rack her passion-drenched flesh, her voluptuous body 
shivering all over. Then, as her warm wet vaginal muscles clamped 
snugly around Guy's hard-driving cock, her husband suddenly threw back 
his head and let out a ferocious cry, his pelvis shaking volcanically 
as his lewd hot sperm shot deep into Dora's wide-swept vaginal passage. 
She groaned in helpless submission, working her cuntal muscles 
furiously in order to climax again before he became soft. Spurt after 
spurt of fiery liquid sperm he emptied into her, filling her womb and 
belly to the very bursting point.


"Oh God! Beautiful!" she whined as she felt it ricocheting around in a 
warm wet pool far up inside her vagina. All that lovely lust-quenching 
semen being squirted into her felt so warm and heavenly ., .


Brute ... she thought. Brute ... Working her undulating muscles up and 
down around Guy's swiftly depleted rod of flesh, struggling for yet 
another really magnificent orgasm, she knew already that it was too 
late -- that pussy-satisfying hardness was gone, and the only vision 
left in her beautiful head was Brute's face, laughing at her.


She flung her arm up over her head, sobbing out bitter tears of 
frustration. How was it that she had so suddenly forgotten her 
preoccupation with Guy's supposed infidelity ... so suddenly become so 
hypersexed that one orgasm was not enough for her, after so many weeks 
of utter frustration?


And, why did she keep seeing her dog's face?


Chapter 3


School hadn't gone so well for her that day, twelve year old June 
reflected, walking home in the late afternoon down Isabella Street.


Not a small part of her discontent could be attributed to the 
lascivious sexual scene she had overheard from her parents' bedroom 
that morning as she made her way down the hall to the bathroom.


Of course, she accepted the fact that her parents had sex together. 
Still, it was especially disturbing to her to overhear her mother's 
delighted gasps and moans and her father's panting groans as he fucked 
his wife. There was her jealousy, for one thing, and then there was the 
fact that her masturbation fantasies concerning her father were 
increasingly dissatisfactory in erotic content. No, her fingers were no 
longer enough, she thought gloomily. She was really hopelessly drugged 
on this sex thing, and she needed more!


At times she dreaded to consider just what that might mean in real 
terms. She had glimpsed her father's penis several times while growing 
up, and she remembered it very distinctly as something huge, masterful 
and fearsome. There was its thickness, for one thing -- even at rest, 
it always appeared bloated and fat, traced all over and around with 
pulsating blue veins, hanging curved and dangerous looking above 
testicles which, she was convinced, might be very bruising on her 
tender young buttocks if they ever ...


Well, but that was all conjecture. Nothing like that could ever happen 
between herself and her daddy. It was taboo, and she would never know 
where to begin to approach him. He probably regarded her as an 
obnoxious little brat anyway.


June sighed and continued walking. She shook some length of golden hair 
out of her eyes and blew it off to the side, looking at the ground. It 
was a beautiful day in Wilmette, with the spring sunshine in full array 
after several days of rain. There was a scent of heady sensuality in 
the air, common to the first nice days of spring. She could feel her 
loins tingling irrelevantly, out of control. She would have willed it 
to stop if she could, but it was hopeless. There was nothing she could 
do except move along, head down and helpless beneath this spring-
induced churning sensation which had so flooded her loins with the warm 
sticky sweetness of sexual arousal.


Overhearing her parent's morning fuck had really made her jealous, so 
much so that she was scarcely able to concentrate on another thing as 
she prepared her toilette. It was all she could do to put those sounds 
of rampant bestial sensuality out of her mind during the interminable 
school day which followed. She'd thought of them together, her breath 
coming very fast, as she prepared her own breakfast, then lovingly set 
a place for her dad, then set out the various breakfast items so that 
Mom would be ready to prepare it the moment she appeared in the kitchen 
that morning, dressed and perfumed from her hot sexual scene with 
Daddy.


The young blonde had tried reading the morning paper for a little 
while, but not to very good effect. The trouble was she couldn't 
concentrate, because she kept seeing them, locked in a flaming sexual 
embrace, Daddy with his enormous red penis sliding in and out of her 
mother's burning cunt, gleaming with the moisture of her inner 
softness. And then, of course, her jealousy increased and she thought 
of it again -- it was a vicious circle. It made her jealous, and when 
she became jealous she thought of it, which made her still more 
jealous. That awful scene of her mother and father rutting like two 
animals in the wilds of their large round bed.


These were the thoughts which had dominated the impressionable 
adolescent's entire day. She'd been nervous and apprehensive of showing 
anything when her parents finally came down to breakfast, and then 
after that she thought about them all day long and of what it must be 
like to be -- she didn't want to use that naughty word cousin Ronald 
had taught her, but she couldn't help it -- to be fucked by her 
handsome and masculine daddy.


Not that she had shown anything, of course. "Morning, kitten," her dad 
had said when he came into the breakfast room, kissing her lightly on 
the cheek. She had been afraid to answer because her throat felt all 
choked up, but she had smiled as best she could And then he had ruffled 
the morning paper she had set out by his place, harumphed and began 
reading.


But what could she do? Now? What could she do now?


Originally, masturbation had seemed to be the answer, but now it 
scarcely satisfied her any more. She needed more, something, anything 
that would quench this insatiable need in her hyper-aware young loins. 
But what would it be? An actual boy's penis sliding in and out between 
her widespread legs?


Her breath whooshed with desire, even as she thought of it. But 
wouldn't that be heavenly, if she did actually get a real penis inside 
of her -- all nice and thick and hard ...


That was the problem again. For, coupled with her urgent pubescent 
desire, there was also a vague, hopelessly shapeless fear that real 
intercourse with a real penis would rip her tender virginal pussy to 
bloody shreds. If all men's things were like daddy's and she had no 
reason to believe they weren't -- how could they possibly fit into the 
small, tender opening which existed down there between her smooth young 
legs within that quiet little "vee" of sparse blonde pubic hair?


No, it was unthinkable. Real sex with a real man would probably kill 
her.


But, on the other hand, what other choice was there? What other choice 
did she want!?


Disconsolate, it seemed as if very few choices were open to her at her 
tender age. And she couldn't exactly confide in her mother about the 
terrible shameless desires which whirled around inside of her pretty 
little head and tingling belly when she lay in bed at night thinking of 
Daddy. That was also unthinkable. Secrets built up quickly. She could 
no longer discuss her most personal problems with her mother, who had 
always been her very best friend. It was all too difficult.


So, it seemed that, all day long, the troubled young pre-teen had been 
confronted by a series of frightening and insoluble choices that left 
her brain only a mass of hopeless confusion. How could she possibly 
sort it all out? From first to last, her preoccupation with her new 
sexual difficulty had distracted her from doing anything useful in 
school, and there had been some clashes with teachers who accused her 
of not paying attention. What was the answer?


"Hi."


June looked around. It was her fifteen year old cousin Ronald. He also 
lived on Isabella Street, but he usually came home a different way, 
after playing basketball all afternoon in the courtyard at St. 
Ludmilla's church. Ronald was a tall, lanky boy with a shock of almost 
white-blond hair and a kind of stupid smile which only served to 
exaggerate the crookedness of his teeth and the curiously unshaven 
straggling hairs on his young jawline. Though a lot of girls regarded 
Ronald as interesting, June thought of him as somewhere between a 
caterpillar and a worm, when placed next to her Dad, who was everything 
any girl could ever dream of with respect to masculinity.


"Hi," she said lamely, kicking up a patch of dust in someone's front 
lawn as they passed their house, the family's great Dane kicking up his 
usual terrific fuss as the two youngsters went by.


Ronald threw a stone at the great Dane and brushed his blond cowlick 
back up over his forehead. He was always doing that, June thought with 
impatience. Wouldn't he ever grow up?


"Walk you home?" he said.


"Of course." That was stupid; of course he could walk her home. They 
were only a few blocks away now.


"Have a nice day in school?" he asked.


"Mmmm. Sure. A wow." She tossed her honey-blonde hair back out of her 
eyes and stood up a little straighter, so that her breasts would tilt 
up at a more inviting angle. Ronald might not be the most appealing 
individual in the world, but he was still male and June had some vanity 
about the unusual early development of her widely spaced breasts. She 
passed her hand down over her hips and organized the enticing sway of 
her walk.


"Sounds like you didn't have such a great time. You'll like high school 
a lot better." His eyes feasted hungrily on his younger cousin, and she 
wondered if she detected a telltale bulge in the front of his trousers. 
He seemed to be walking rather stiffly, she thought with a certain vain 
satisfaction as he continued talking. "There's a lot more to do in high 
school. You're too grown up for girls your age." He winked at her.


"How do you mean that?" June asked coquettishly, knowing very well how 
he meant that.


He grinned, and the grin became a leer. "You know, June ... 'cause 
you've got tits."


She bit down on her lip as if she were angry, but the butterflies had 
started up again in her loins. "Ronald Kilgoor! Don't you dare say a 
thing like that! You should be ashamed of yourself!"


He only grinned and tossed his cowlick back out of his eyes again. Then 
he didn't say anything else for a long time. Finally he asked her, "You 
wanna go into the park?"


She looked at him suspiciously. "And do what?"


He shrugged. "Go on the swing. What else you got to do?"


It was true she didn't have much homework, and it was such a nice day 
there was no point in going in. Anyway, Daddy wouldn't be home for 
hours and she didn't feel like hanging around the house without him. 
There didn't seem much harm in going into the park with Ronald. Most of 
it was pretty open -- except for the circle of bushes known as 
"Shakespeare's Grave" for some obscure reason. There wasn't much chance 
he'd try anything funny


So they just kept walking down Railway Road until they came to the park 
in back of the Donovan house and the other houses that ran around the 
block on Isabella Street and Cardinal Drive. Then they went up to the 
swings and dropped their books in the grass.


The little park, sometimes known as Railway Park because it had been 
deeded to the city by the now defunct North Short Railroad about a 
million years ago, contained about a half dozen baby swings and grown-
up swings, a sandbox and a lot of trees and bushes. On nice summer 
Sundays, her father played baseball in one part of it with some of his 
friends or football occasionally in indifferent weather. Now June 
selected one of the big swings and sashayed her panty-clad ass-cheeks 
up onto the wooden seat.


"All right," she said. "You can push me now."


And he did. She felt his warm, eager hands almost caressing her tight 
young buttocks as he shoved her forward, each time a little higher into 
the air. She could feel the cool breeze blowing so sweetly on her 
exposed loins as her skirt opened wide and flared up embarrassingly 
over her tiny waist. She wanted to tell her cousin not to push her so 
hard, but the combined effect of his hands buffeting her hips and the 
wind whistling into her panty-covered loins was so exhilarating that, 
for a moment, she couldn't get her voice. She looked down at her lush 
young body as it swung outward in an arc over the grassy ground below. 
Her skirt had come up completely and her thin white nylon panties were 
in full view now, complete to the slightest wisp of blonde pubic hair 
curling from underneath one narrow elastic leg band. Through the apex 
of her panties could be made out unmistakably the shadows of other 
sparse blonde hairs crowding together over her softly nestling vaginal 
slit. June blushed right from her hairline all the way down to her 
toes. All the houses that looked out onto the park! And what if someone 
should come walking down the street or through the park!


"Ronald! Please! Let me down! Stop!"


But his bold hands on her shapely twelve year old buttocks had now 
taken to fondling them, and June's sex-hungry loins were beginning to 
respond -- all too much. Her entire cuntal region seemed to be glowing 
like a piece of iron on a hot forge. In a sense, she was afraid her 
loins might suddenly burst upward through her belly and out her throat 
as a ball of fire, the feeling was so extremely excruciating, 
agonizing, and she didn't feel as if she could stand it a second 
longer.


But that squeezing and gripping by her cousin's demanding hands was 
gradually weakening her ability to protest. She closed her eyes and let 
the wind waft between her open legs, right up through her white nylon 
panties and into her love-starved pubescent pussy. This was ecstasy. 
Her buttocks, her loins, her tingling belly, everything down there 
seemed to be alive as if filled with electricity. She couldn't remember 
anything so delicious ever happening to her before. The combination of 
flight with fondling was exciting beyond anything she could have 
expected.


"Please ..." she begged feebly as she came down again, "let me down 
..."


He gave her ear a quick lewd lick and she shivered as if with a fever, 
as his hands pushed her up and away again. This was heavenly, she 
thought; she really never wanted to stop ...


"Let you down on one condition," he murmured as she returned, his 
fingers digging into her buttocks and driving her wild.


"Huh? What?" she asked dreamily.


"Let's go into those bushes over there -- by Shakespeare's Grave." His 
voice was bold and sure of itself.


She swung away and up again, the fullness of her naked white thighs 
swinging forward into the bright blue sky with wanton abandon. "Huh ... 
oh ... all right ..." she said vaguely, only half aware of what she was 
agreeing to.


And then he stopped the swing abruptly. Catching her breath, her flared 
nostrils snorting with sensuality, June let her cousin lift her off the 
swing, her breasts and belly sliding erotically down his muscular front 
like liquid rubber. Then he grabbed her hand and they ran off together 
in the direction of Shakespeare's Grave.


Chapter 4


The grave wasn't really Shakespeare's, of course, but merely a little 
marker of the site where a North Short Railway man had been buried 
about a hundred years earlier after a disastrous collision of the four-
forty with a neighborhood cow of those days, at that time the greatest 
transportation catastrophe in the history of the North Shore. But the 
marker had been faithfully tended all these years -- by Evanston 
Township Council after the railway made them a present of the land -- 
and the shrubs around it were all-concealing of the little bench next 
to the marker where not a few North Shore couples had come to 'spoon' 
and get to know each other better over the decades.


And Ronald now made ready to get to know his younger, but voluptuous 
blonde cousin better. Dragging June down onto the bench, he pressed his 
mouth against hers and quickly forced his tongue in between her tightly 
clenched lips. The twelve year old girl's sexual anxiety had reached 
such a fever pitch that the feel of his tongue laving the most sacred 
inner portals of her warm moist mouth gave her an electric start which 
made her loins turn over violently. It was by pure instinct that her 
hands came up and grabbed his square bony shoulders, holding them 
tightly as she returned his kiss with fervid desire, her own tongue 
snaking bashfully forward and licking at his, her lips then sucking 
joyously on his tongue.


And, if that had been all there was to it, it probably wouldn't have 
mattered so much.


Except that then Ronald did just what she might have expected him to 
... he put his hand up under her skirt ...


"Oh! Arggggghhhh!"


Not letting her mouth escape and beating off her struggling hands as 
best he could, Ronald slid one of his hands underneath her skirt, 
moving it smoothly up over the smooth soft warmness of her inner thighs 
until his young cousin jerked away from his embrace.


"No -- oh! You mustn't!" she babbled, knowing that stopping was the 
very last thing she wanted him to do.


But it was no use protesting. His mouth gripped hers again, and she 
couldn't resist for an instant the terrible instinct to suck lavishly 
on his tongue, which in a sense came to feel like a penis in her mind's 
imagination, the little taste buds becoming like the ridges she 
remembered seeing on her father's penis.


Ronald took complete advantage of her temporary surrender, his fingers 
quickly inserting their way up under the snug elastic leg band of her 
snow-white panties, pressing forward to locate the quietly sleeping 
little slit between her legs.


Oh my God, she thought as his middle finger thrust downward through her 
throbbing cuntal flesh, that feels so good -- oh God, I can't help 
myself .


Giving up all thought of resisting, June's hands came up to grasp his 
head. His finger, which had at first encountered only quiet softness, 
was now rewarded with a flow of vaginal moisture which seeped in a 
fierce, excited rush from between June's tender cuntal folds. A soft 
sigh escaped her parted lips and she closed her eyes. I'm doomed, she 
thought. He's got me now.


His experienced middle finger worked around and around her moist warm 
pussy flesh in an insane attempt to drive her wild. For a moment she 
felt as if she were dying, drowning in a quicksand whirlpool of purest 
carnal desire. She had never before had anything in her starving young 
cunt besides her own fingers, and now her tongue was being sucked on as 
well while Ronald's tongue lapped at the inside of her mouth with 
urgent need. For a moment it was easy to imagine that his tongue was a 
penis committing unnatural sexual intercourse with the inside of her 
burning hot mouth, and this thought made the adolescent blonde's loins 
squirm all the more.


By now, Ronald's entire hand had disappeared all the way down inside 
her panties, the tight elastic leg band encircling his gently moving 
wrist as his finger wormed around inside her quivering sex-hungry 
loins, drawing a rush of heated wetness with every slightest movement, 
until his hand was pressed firmly up against her throbbing pubic 
region, his palm warm on her sparse young pubic hair, his middle finger 
almost all the way into her virginal vagina and actively finger-fucking 
her.


"Oh no, you mustn't," she panted momentarily, breaking away from his 
kiss, but this was very temporary, for he smiled in that winsome male 
way, and she fell headlong into his kiss again, as if hypnotized, 
pressing her full-lipped red mouth to his with an urgency that 
overwhelmed even her youthful seducer.


Her defenses totally down, the blonde girl's pelvis began lewdly 
undulating over his raping middle finger. I'm lost now, she thought. 
Totally, totally lost ...


And she would have been -- had there not suddenly been a warning growl 
from the throat of the neighborhood's most menacing German shepherd ...


"Brute!" she gasped, tearing herself away from her cousin Ronald's 
soul-kiss.


The Donovan family pet glowered at Ronald, his eyes menacing and 
dangerous. The boy's finger slid heatedly from June's passion-drenched 
pussy and out from under the leg band of her soaked white panties.


"Hey, go home!" Ronald yelled angrily. "What are you doing here!"


The moment of respite was just long enough for June to jump to her feet 
and race out of the small circle of concealing shrubbery. Ronald 
attempted to get to his feet and follow her, but Brute's warning growl 
came across so bone-chilling that the fifteen year old froze in fright 
and dropped quickly to the bench again.


"You bastard son of a bitch," the boy cursed. "I'll get you for this. 
You rotten son of a bitch dog."


But the only reply from Brute was a slight curling of one side of his 
lip as the boy sat there angry and disgusted. And, for a moment, the 
general impression he had of the German shepherd's face was that the 
dog was smirking at him.


*  *  *


June raced home sobbing, partly with excitement and partly with dismay, 
bursting in through the kitchen's Dutch door and slamming it behind 
her. The car was out of the driveway, so her mother was probably out 
shopping and it wasn't necessary for her to dry her tears immediately. 
She took the stairs two at a time, sniffling and brushing the wetness 
on her pretty young face with her sleeve as best she could.


In the bathroom, she washed her face of all telltale frozen tears and 
toweled it completely, so that she was clean again. Slut! the blonde 
girl cried at herself in the mirror, hopelessly ashamed. She had 
behaved terribly. But somehow, once Ronald had slid his finger up into 
her pussy and worked it around a little bit, she had become totally 
helpless and enslaved. Particularly when he had worked it around the 
sensitive little pleasure button of her clitoris. Oh God, that had felt 
so good! Then she had tingled with electricity as if her loins were on 
fire.


Oooh, if her parents only knew what she'd just let her cousin do to her 
in the park. How ashamed they'd be of her. She couldn't bear it if her 
darling father ever found out she had let a boy do that to her. 
Especially when she loved only him and couldn't bear to think of anyone 
else touching her like that.


Distraught and gasping, the twelve year old student made her way back 
to her bedroom, swinging her long blonde hair around her shoulders. 
Somehow she would have to manage to get a hold on herself.


Once in the bedroom, June took off all her school things and went naked 
into the shower. There she let the water rush luxuriously over her 
still trembling young body, washing away all the telltale wetness of 
the furious excitement she had felt when Ronald plunged his finger in 
and out of the moist confines of her hotly pulsing cunt.


Her hands gripped her breasts tightly, as if offering them to the 
water, feeling that warm needle spray prickle at the glowing pink 
areolas which topped her succulent young breasts. She ran her thumbs 
over her tender hypersensitive nipples, feeling them ache with longing, 
and, looking down, she realized that Ronald had excited her more than 
she had realized, for she seemed unable to slow the rapid rise and fall 
of her tingling breasts. It seemed to her as if the soft mounds of 
milk-white flesh were actually alive -- they had never felt so 
sensitive before.


Uttering a tiny sigh and a groan of purest desire, June squeezed one 
breast until it hurt, then ran the fingers of her other hand down into 
the tender tendril-capped region of her pubic mound. Finding the quiet 
little slit between her legs, she tickled evanescently while continuing 
to knead her naked breast with her other hand. Her long blonde hair 
fell wetly backwards, dropping down over her back and the tops of her 
buttocks, as her face contorted and her neck strained through an 
uncertain, unquenchable agony of desire.


Then, as suddenly as it had begun, it ended, the wild flash of desire 
remaining between her trembling legs -- but now unresponsive in any 
degree to the gentle, loving tickle of her masturbating fingers. 
Sobbing with frustration, the voluptuous twelve year old blonde turned 
off the shower taps and stumbled from the shower, staggering as if 
controlled by her loins alone, across the bathroom, through the 
connecting door and into her bedroom. Everything in her body quivering 
with unsatiable lust, she fell across the bed with a whimper and buried 
her face in the coverlet. Shaking with sobs, she covered it with her 
tears of sexual frustration, the rage continuing unabated and flaming 
in her loins, regardless of any attempt on her part to masturbate it 
out


And the aching young adolescent probably would have lain there for a 
long time, too, if she hadn't felt the cold nose on her shoulder ...


"Brute! Why ..."


June sat up on the bed. Before her stood the family German shepherd, 
his tail wagging with happiness to see her, his canine face open in a 
cheerful smile -- except where his teeth were holding onto the leather 
strap that was wrapped around her school books.


"Brute! Why, you darling! You brought my school books home from the 
park for me. I completely forgot about them, darling."


She took his face in her hands and accepted an affectionate lick from 
his lengthy pink tongue. Giggling, she closed her eyes as he washed her 
face with it. "Oh, Brute!" she laughed gaily.


Jumping up to put his forepaws on the bed, the big dog lapped at his 
young mistress' milk-white thighs as well. June was still fresh from 
the most ennervating, debilitating feelings of desire, and the feel of 
Brute's roughly-skinned but gentle tongue on her sensitive leg 
heightened slightly the discomforting flutter in her loins. But she was 
not alarmed. She bent down to pick up the books from where the dog had 
dropped them.


Only to have Brute take a long, swiping lick at her nakedly dangling 
breasts!


Alarmed now, she drew back swiftly. "Brute! Darling, whatever's come 
over you?" Instinctively, she drew the thin cotton coverlet up over her 
vulnerable breasts. Brute's hot wet tongue had started them burning 
again, and now they felt as if they were expanding in all directions, 
fairly bursting with licentious energy.


But did she have any right to blame that on the dog? Why, darling Brute 
loved her! He would never do anything intentionally to make her 
uncomfortable!


Of course not. How silly of her. She let the coverlet drop again, 
revealing the rounded firmness of her panting young breasts with their 
high, hardened nipples. It was silly to behave as if Brute were a human 
male. He just didn't know what he was doing. When he licked at her 
breasts he was just trying to show his affection and friendliness. 
Darling Brute could never mean any harm.


"Come here, sweetheart," she said affectionately, and the dog moved 
closer. Taking his great head in her arms, June cradled his happy face 
so that his tongue lolled out wetly along her forearm and his big brown 
eyes looked up at her full of ecstatic delight that he was in his 
beautiful young blonde mistress's arms.


She stroked the sleek furry crown of his head and kissed him, 
murmuring, "June's sorry, Brute. You forgive her, don't you?"


His big brown eyes spoke volumes of affection, and he tried to lick her 
face again.


"You saved June in the park, didn't you, darling? June wants to know 
how she appreciates that. But at the same time I'm a very unhappy girl. 
Sit down on the floor and I'll explain it to you."


Brute, being very well trained, padded off to the center of the bedroom 
floor and circled the carpet briefly before he settled in a circular 
furry heap, looking across the bedroom at her affectionately .


June sighed and lay back on the bed totally naked, squeezing her aching 
breasts briefly and then spreading her long blonde hair out in back of 
her on the pillow like a fan. Maybe talking to Brute would help, she 
thought. He always had such an understanding look in his sorrowful-but-
sexy eyes.


Had she thought that? But it was absurd to regard Brute's eyes as sexy 
-- they could only be that to another dog. Anyway, he was someone to 
talk to.


"My hero," she smiled, remembering how he had saved her from her cousin 
Ronald's obscene fingering inside her love-hungry pussy lips. He had 
really come to her rescue, just like knights of old in the storybooks 
rescuing a damsel in distress.


She looked across the room at him, sitting there in the center of the 
room. Brute, who always understood her and was a friend of great depth 
and warmth to the entire family. Seated as she had ordered him to, his 
pointed ears slightly devilish in character, his strongly masculine 
snout underlining a handsome, intelligent face of considerable 
character. His long red tongue was hanging out, panting with urgency, 
wet with his saliva. She looked into his lovely, soulful eyes. What did 
they see, when they looked at her? Her newly ripened breasts, her long 
blonde hair? Or what? His mistress, whom he adored. Who wouldn't be 
flattered to be so worshipped?


June sighed. It was nice having Brute here with her. With one hand she 
cupped her swollen right breast, looking down at the rosy aureole 
around its passion-puckered peak and the tiny stiffened nipple in the 
center. It was nice when Brute lapped at her breast, she had to admit 
it. No one had ever done that before. It was almost as if that was what 
they had been waiting for -- to be kissed, fondled, squeezed, perhaps 
even hurt.


The twelve year old coquette looked at Brute again and smiled. "You do 
love me, don't you, darling? I know you do. Daddy's never licked at my 
breast like that, or even seen me naked, darling. Yet I think of him 
all the time. Why can't he love me as I love him, Brute? Is it so 
terribly wrong? Why can't daddy see how I love him and love me, too?"


Brute made a little sound of understanding and rested his head on his 
legs looking at her all the while.


She ran her fingers down into her tremulous young pussy in another 
futile attempt to dispel the terrible ache there. "See how I put my 
fingers in my pussy, Brute? Sometimes I stick them inside of me and 
make myself cum, with them, thinking of daddy. That drives me wild, 
only lately it hasn't been as good as it used to be." She lifted one 
leg and let two fingers slip in and out of her well-lubricated young 
cunt. Her eyes became heavy-lidded and her nostrils flared momentarily 
.


"Why can't I make it like that anymore, Brute? Why can't I cum anymore 
on my fingers? It always used to work thinking of daddy. Now its 
getting harder and harder. I used to think of his great big cock -- 
that's what I said, cock. That's a naughty word -- his great big cock 
sliding in and out of my cunt and fucking me, and that drove me wild!"


She giggled and put her hand up to her mouth. It was strangely exciting 
talking dirty like this in front of Brute, but safe too, since he 
couldn't understand any of this anyway And even if he did, he wouldn't 
be able to spread stories about what she'd said and ruin her reputation 
as a nice girl Brute was the perfectly discreet individual. He could 
never tell.


The twelve year old blonde looked at her pet again, her dully-lidded 
eyes narrowing. Just how much did he understand? Was she talking too 
much?


No, that was silly. Brute was her best friend; he was everybody in the 
house's best friend. He was affectionate, kind and loving, and he would 
never do anything to hurt her. He'd never dream of it.


June sighed with increasing sensuality, wiggling her fingers just 
inside the sensitively tingling mouth of her seeping vagina. It was 
very pleasant to just lie here, playing idly with herself, with 
understanding old Brute to talk to. She went on, "He never comes to me, 
Brute. Daddy never comes to me. If he did, I'd probably do anything he 
wanted me to, but he never even bothers. I'll bet he doesn't even like 
me. I tried to sit on his lap the other day, and he knocked me right 
off. What do you think of that?"


Brute growled understandingly.


"God," she breathed, squeezing her hotly throbbing breasts, "if only I 
could do something -- anything I'm burning up, Brute, and I can't seem 
to get any satisfaction. I'm miserable all the time."


Brute perked up, looking at her keenly. What was in his eyes? Something 
significant or -- what?


"Darling," she breathed, rubbing her fingers into her pussy. "If only I 
had some way of stopping this horrible burning feeling. Gosh, it's 
killing me, Brute. I know you'd help me if you could, though, Brute. I 
know that."


Almost as if something in her words had cued him, the big German 
shepherd suddenly got up and moved swiftly over to the bed, rising up 
on his haunches and putting his forelegs boldly on her naked silky-
sheened thighs. He barked twice, slavered and wagged his tail 
energetically.


She ran a hand affectionately over the soft dark fur of his head. "What 
is it, darling? What are you trying to tell me?"


He barked again and her legs fell open mindlessly, her fingers still 
working in the moistly glistening outer flesh of her soft pink cunt. It 
was somehow very exciting to pet Brute while she played with herself 
...


And then suddenly the eager dog leapt gracefully up onto the bed!


"Brute! Darling, what are you doing here? You know you're not supposed 
to be on June's bed. Now, get off!"


And then slowly, a soft canine smile sweeping across his handsome 
German shepherd features, he began to show her what he was doing there 
...


Chapter 5


At first the nakedly finger-fucking adolescent hadn't been really too 
disturbed at having Brute leap up onto the bed next to her, but now the 
German shepherd was moving engagingly into the inner circle formed by 
her long outstretched legs ...


But after all Brute had often come up on the bed and played with her as 
they were growing up, so why should this be ...


"Brute! No! No! You mustn't!" June tried to push his head away, but 
suddenly, deftly, his long red tongue shot out like a lizard's and 
whipped startlingly, breathtakingly, all the way up along her crazily 
tingling pussy slit from her tiny anus to her quivering little 
clitoris!


"OHHHH! BRUTE!" Her head fell backward with a gasp as her adorable pet 
began struggling on his haunches to get a better position between her 
whitely widespread legs. Her hands gripped his ears, but instead of 
forcing him back, this seemed only to draw him nearer. The suddenly 
frightened young blonde could feel his warm furred snout brush 
excitingly against the trembling insides of her thighs, and suddenly 
her desire-heated cunt felt as if it were a well gushing forth spring 
water. She couldn't remember when her vagina had ever cum so quickly -- 
and then suddenly Brute's cold nose was rubbing maddeningly at the 
outskirts of her pussy, and his tongue was taking long, swiping hot 
licks that flashed wetly along her twitching ass-cheeks, slapped in 
between, and finally circled in like a drill to churn hotly through the 
moistly flooded entrance to her flaming twelve year old cunt.


"Oh Brute ... oh, darling ... you mustn't ... oh no ... please don't 
... it's wrong ... oh God ... oh God ...


But the young girl's protests quickly weakened to the point where she 
could scarcely hear them herself. The quick rush of his thick wet 
tongue thrust forward between the warm fleshy folds of her cunt was a 
flame-like pressure all through her helplessly splayed loins that could 
no more be rejected than life itself.


Oh, this is wrong! her brain screamed in her tormented head, pressing 
her fingers down into the furry crown of Brute's handsome skull. I must 
get him to stop. I must make him slop. How can I get him to stop?


But at the same time that her mind realized this was wrong, the 
wellspring of adolescent desire that had been boiling so long, awaiting 
an outlet from the fiery cave of her loins, became like molten lava 
being spewed from a sharp volcanic fissure up from the depths of the 
earth. The feeling of her German shepherd's tongue lapping along that 
crevice between her legs, drawing all the innate moisture from it as if 
it were honey, was almost too wonderful to be borne. She closed her 
eyes and let her befuddled brain wander off, pondering its moral 
judgments, as she gave herself over completely to this ecstatically 
satisfying feeling of Brute's moist warm tongue moving so ... oh so 
lewdly ... focusing her entire being on this mind-bending delight which 
existed nowhere else in the world but up between her widely stretched 
thighs, focused within that hot little circle of desire that glowed 
like a halo surrounding the center point of her lust -- her electrified 
and fiercely tingling young clitoris.


The shocked young adolescent gasped from the sudden unexpected entry of 
the tip of Brute's tongue into her soft wet cuntal passage and a 
surprised, ecstatic sigh seemed to bound from wall to wall. 
Instinctively her pelvis jerked upward with the first electric contact 
in an involuntary spasm of delight. Her vaginal passage contracted, 
opening and closing tightly around the thick smooth length of his 
tongue, which was sinking deeper and deeper inside her vagina until it 
came in contact with her tough little hymen, and then it withdrew. Her 
breath exploded in small, quick gasps that muffled themselves into 
tiny, mewling little groans of increasing lust as the dog began a 
maddening curling and flicking of his moist warm tongue, then embedding 
it again deep inside her trembling loins. Shivers of purest delight 
moved in waves upward from her loins and cascaded over her trembling 
flesh. She felt as if she were in a dream world. None of this could 
really be possible -- that she was holding Brute's head so 
affectionately by the ears and moaning long, mindless sighs of purest, 
soul-dredging ecstasy. She had to be dreaming it. Nothing in the world 
seemed to exist but that point within her loins which was glowing like 
a hot coal beneath that talented animal tongue, around which the ragged 
pink flanges of her cunt caressed like waves falling upon a tropical 
shore.


The big German shepherd's tongue withdrew and plunged again, working 
slavishly within his beautiful blonde mistress' gaping hot pussy ... 
plunging, withdrawing, licking, lapping, drawing the folds of her pussy 
out stuck to his tongue as if they were postage stamps. The young 
girl's cries were one long, low continuous moan now as her mind seemed 
to disintegrate and her body gave itself over to the most brain-
shattering pleasure June had ever known in all her young blonde life. 
Brute withdrew his lashing tongue from inside the smooth wet passage of 
her virginal cunt, found the hard, throbbing little bud of her clitoris 
and licked that as well, dredging screams of electrified ecstasy from 
June's lust-contorted face. Brute lapped wildly at the little pleasure-
button until June thought she would die. This wasn't sex -- it was a 
whirlpool of ecstasy in which she was drowning as surely as if she had 
fallen into a vat of sweetest honey. She writhed and churned in a lewd 
dance of desire above his earnestly licking and nosing face, totally 
given over to this mindlessly energizing feeling which required no 
apology and no explanation, but which was a force and a tide so great 
that a girl could only surrender to it completely and let herself be 
carried off by it. This feeling was a rushing river carrying one off in 
a sea of sensuality; one could not possibly fight it, but who would 
want to?


"Ooooooh, oohhhh, darling, oh darling ..." she crooned, her flesh and 
mind totally lost in this cunt-centered sensation, out of control from 
the delicious and obscene licking of her burning young loins. The 
muscles of her buttocks hollowed and contracted, struggling to draw 
every last drop of joy from this excruciating feeling that was flaming 
like a brush fire the entire length and depth of her hotly exposed 
cunt.


Her pussy seemed to flower open wider and wider, like a rose in summer 
sunshine, the moistness between her legs increasing with every further 
second his licking tongue worked so thurstily at her wide-stretched 
pussy. By now her cum was flowing as if through a crack in a dam, 
running in trickles down the insides of her thighs to make a sticky, 
milky warm pool under her buttocks on the bed.


June felt as if her gasping and panting would never end. The glowing 
spot of desire within her vagina was growing larger and larger, like a 
balloon filled with cum and almost ready to burst. Her pelvis and hips 
churned madly. This was the most beautiful heavenly thing she had ever 
experienced in her life. If this wasn't sex and ecstasy, then nothing 
else could be. Her loins had become a ball of flame that was burning 
her up in its fiery flight through the starry heavens. She wanted only 
to live the rest of her life with Brute's tongue driving between her 
legs, sending shivers of sensual ecstasy cascading from one end of her 
young naked body to the next, burning out her nerve endings as if they 
were so much confetti or loose string.


And now she was going to cum! She was sure of it! At last! Oh God, at 
last!


But Brute somehow sensed this as well, her excitement communicating 
itself to him savagely and luring his penis from its furry sheath as if 
it were on a long, fine wire connecting their two genital regions. 
Gradually it expanded. He loved his mistress and he had recognized her 
burning need. This had drawn him to lap affectionately, even hungrily 
at the warm moist folds of her open pussy until June felt as if her 
loins were a small sun about to go nova.


But now the huge dog recognized something else as well -- and this was 
that the glistening crevice he was licking between her shivering legs 
was the same kind of moist, hot aperture he was used to fucking in 
female dogs. He didn't consciously think of this, but rather he felt it 
in his animal testicles, which began producing sperm at a frantic rate 
and filling his tingling canine penis with lust-heated blood. Expanding 
warmly on all sides, he could feel it becoming bloated and eager to 
quench itself in the sensual bath between his beautiful blonde 
mistress's long squirming legs. It peeped outward from its furry 
scabbard, expanded further, and then Brute moved forward again, 
interested solely in the approach to June's wetly quivering pussy. 
Brute's long thick cock ached with instinctive anticipation as it 
contemplated burying itself to its total, blood-engorged length within 
the writhing wet confines of the young girl's vagina.


Not that he paused for an instant in his furious licking of her tender, 
tremulous loins. But at the same time the masterful German shepherd was 
struggling on his haunches to work his furry body up more tightly 
within the "vee" of her soft cream-white thighs. June, not yet aware of 
what was going on, continued to moan and groan mindlessly from the 
beautiful loin-shattering agony she was being forced to endure. Her 
legs fell open at an obtuse angle, presenting no resistance whatever to 
her beloved pet's tightening approach. As yet she had no inkling that 
Brute's penis was emerging and expanding wildly, bloated with the heat 
of his urgent animal desire for her. With some difficulty he was 
slithering upward inside her widely-stretched legs, his enormous dog's 
penis waving lewdly around in front of his loins, wet and glistening 
redly, occasionally attracting one of her thin blonde pubic hairs, to 
its lust-moistened length, almost an inch away from the passion-flooded 
opening of her vagina.


In this position it was almost impossible for the whining German 
shepherd to continue licking at her cunt, and his tongue shifted wetly 
into her sparse golden pussy hair, then across her trembling lower 
belly to her navel, sending a fierce ripple of excitement through 
June's already thoroughly sex-crazed young flesh. And then his tongue 
was flicking at the underside of one of her full firm breasts, running 
over that swollen young roundness and slapping wetly at the tingling 
high, hard nipple.


June gasped mindlessly and there was a sharp, whooshing intake of her 
breath as she felt the dog's tongue swirling wetly, excitingly over her 
throbbing hot breasts, caressing those high-rising mounds of flesh in a 
way that left the helpless twelve year old love-slave knowing not 
where, who or what she was. The bubbling in her loins was a froth of 
fire like the hot foam slapping at the sides of a witch's cauldron. 
Endless whimpers seemed to break pleadingly from her open mouth, like 
nothing human she had ever heard before. But June wasn't noticing. She 
was too busy ...


Her arms went instinctively up around her beloved dog's shoulders. 
Brute would always care for her. He loved her; she loved him. She had 
brought him up ever since he was a puppy ... but who would ever have 
thought the day would come when he would lick her cunt so obscenely 
like that? Whatever had made him start? God! She hoped he never 
stopped, though, it felt so great! Of course he would never actually 
...


The twelve year old's grip tightened on his neck and shoulders. She 
could feel his soft, fur-smooth body arching forward within the milk-
white semi-circle of her legs, feel his tongue lapping upwards, all 
over her pulsating breasts, up over her throat and neck until finally 
... finally his tongue was probing hotly down into her open mouth!


If cousin Ronald's kiss had served to excite her, the feeling of 
Brute's enormous hot wet animal tongue flooding her open and sighing 
mouth was pure heavenly delirium. She could almost think of herself as 
a female bitch, her legs moving instinctively to wrap themselves up 
around his haunches ... as suddenly, unexpectedly, her beloved Brute 
moved forward and the cone-shaped end of his animal penis parted its 
rigid way through her moistly glistening cuntal lips ...


Oh my God! He's doing it to me! Oh my God ...


But she was powerless now, a helpless slave in bondage to this 
magnificent feeling of total subservience to sex, dominated totally by 
the masterful technique of this handsome German shepherd who had 
formerly been her pet but was now, unbelievably, becoming her lover! 
Her mouth was helplessly glued to his, and she sucked hungrily on his 
long animal tongue as it invaded her panting oral cavern, lapping at 
the sides, top and bottom of her gasping young mouth. If the maddening 
sensations which seemed to be eating up her loins alive had not been so 
extreme, she was afraid she might have swooned dead away out of purest 
bliss. This was not like anything else in the world known as pleasure; 
there could not possibly be anything else even roughly similar to it! 
The crooning blonde drowned headlong in a sea of sensuality, tossed and 
turned by waves that were so high their whitecaps could not even be 
seen or guessed at. This was more than bliss, more than joy; it was as 
if the whole universe had opened up into brightest sunlight and all the 
stars had combined to become one. Life previous to this instant had no 
meaning or reason for existence. Her entire life had been lived just 
for the purpose of meeting headlong this exact moment in time.


"Brute ... oh, Brute ... darling ... mmmmmmmm ..."


The tapered blood-filled head of his penis was now pressed through the 
elastic tight opening of her cunt, worming and burrowing slowly deep 
into the warm wet walls of her virginally resisting vagina. Brute 
panted heatedly as his shining slick organ moved forward, parting the 
softly curling strands of her sparse pubic hair and inching its way 
inward. He looked down at his golden-haired mistress with lust-gleaming 
eyes as she sucked, delirious with passion, on his enormous wet tongue. 
The tiny moist lips of her pussy contracted and throbbed around his 
lust-engorged animal penis like the mouth of a fish gasping desperately 
for breath. Brute ached all over; his balls felt as if they were on 
fire with need for his beautiful young mistress. He had adored her for 
so long; who would ever have dreamed that ...


With nostrils snorting, the loving animal gazed down at the whiteness 
and purity of his mistress's lushly formed body. On either side of his 
haunches, her thighs now wrapped hungrily around his close-moving furry 
body, locking tightly up over his back and pulling him into her with a 
savage burst of passion that was irresistible. The tip of his surging 
penis broke easily through the flimsy guard of her hymen, drawing a 
gasp of joyous delight from her mouth, which was now kissing his sleek-
furred face and snout all over. His penis and testicles ached like 
never had before as he drove deeper and deeper into the golden triangle 
of her pussy.


When the tapered end of Brute's animal cock first touched the stretched 
young membrane defining her virginity, June thought that she would die 
from the shock. Yet in another moment his thick dog-cock was bursting 
through and sliding swiftly upward to the very end of her channel, so 
that now she was hurriedly bringing into play vaginal muscles she had 
never even dreamed she had. If his initial lapping of her overexcited 
cunt had filled her loins with honey, this feeling was whipped cream, 
She had never dreamed her first real fuck could possibly be wonderful. 
It was nowhere near tearing or as painful as she had expected. After 
the initial ripping of her hymen, which did hurt a little and bring a 
cry of pain mixed with delight from her hot young lips, the rest of the 
feeling of being fucked was nothing but a smooth, sliding, effortless 
ecstasy. Brute's penis was slick and perfectly tapered for the purpose 
of imparting a fresh new thrill with each additional inch of depth to 
which he plunged it. And now as it moved forward to the very end of her 
virginal cunt, the young girl wondered deliriously how she had ever 
lived the entire twelve years of her existence without having this 
incredibly good experience. Life would be unthinkable without it after 
this minute.


"Mmmmmm," she crooned, working her hips ardently around his pleasure-
giving rod of flesh. "Darling I love you," she whispered into the dog's 
hairy pointed ear as his hips began working as well, humping with 
animalistic fervor to drive his cock-shaft deeper between her 
widespread white thighs. The warm soft edges of her flute-edged cunt 
closed wetly over his moving member, and he began panting as he never 
had before. The dog's nostrils flared, and soft growls of animal 
delight echoed from his throat, as her tight hot pussy walls slipped 
soothingly over his penis, enclosing it in steaming warmth and loving 
it to death on every single stroke.


"Oh -- oh -- oh oh ..." June had been about to cum when Brute so 
suddenly changed from licking her loins to driving his penis deep into 
her heaving white belly, and now she was hurtling forward toward it 
again. Over and over, she groaned, as he surged into her, feeling his 
penis push apart the smooth, yielding walls of soft inner flesh like a 
speeding ship, cutting the water. Her body trembled and shook. If she 
couldn't have this, this wonderful experience, she didn't even want to 
live. The skewered blonde adolescent squealed when occasionally Brute's 
cock made an experienced jerk, giving her a fierce twinge of electrical 
shock. She was wet and open, and wanted nothing in all the world but 
her loving dog. At last she was going to quench that fierce craving 
that had dominated her existence for so long! Groaning and sobbing with 
happiness, she worked to help her handsome dog-lover, until she could 
no longer catch her breath.


There was no respite now. The obscene intrusion in her twelve year old 
vagina was only expanding as her tight little pussy dilated and 
undulated around it. The German shepherd's uncontrolled assault let her 
feel the heavy weight of his muscular canine loins crushing hard 
between her outstretched legs, sweeping them wider and wider apart as 
he pressed forward with all of his strength to sink as deeply into her 
quivering white belly as was possible. And all the while his sleek, 
shining fur was painting her smooth white flesh as if with a brush.


As Brute's penis began to expand, June felt as if she were being 
impaled on a telephone pole. She clenched the muscles of her buttocks 
lovingly around that primitive intruder, caressing and fondling the 
long, hard fleshy staff that she had come to worship and love in just 
such a few short moments.


All of which served to incite the panting dog all the more. Her cuntal 
muscles clasping around him, so wet and warm, were driving him crazy, 
making his enormous cock throb and grow within her blonde-fringed young 
cunt until June felt stretched and filled in her belly and loins beyond 
all possible imagination.


Brute's nostrils flared and he began making little whimpering sounds as 
he attempted to reach his climax. He lunged in and out of her with 
long, hard strokes, his forepaws holding tight to the softly rounded 
curves of her upper arms, and the silken sheath of her wide-stretched 
and throbbing vagina pulsated up and back over the thickness of his 
pounding rigidity.


"Ooooohh, oh, ooooohhhhh darling loverrrrrr ..." his twelve year old 
mistress murmured from deep in her heaving chest. The sounds came out 
so muffled and indistinct she couldn't have understood them herself. 
With every hard forward lunge Brute was pushing her ever closer to the 
fierce, bottomless precipice wherein lay -- she knew the most wonderful 
orgasm she'd ever had in her life. This fantastic, experience made 
masturbation no more important than a spent match. His thick red cock 
filled her to the bursting point and then some. Brute had forced her 
thighs open to an almost impossible angle, yet she loved it and wanted 
it never to stop. His monstrous ever-growing cock felt as if it wanted 
to spear right up through her writhing body and come out her throat. 
The feel of his paws on her aching flesh made their adventure all the 
more illicit and exciting beyond all reason -- the ultimate in 
obscenity!


Brute panted heavily, saliva dripping from his tongue all over her 
buffeted white flesh, spilling down between her breasts and all over 
her soft smooth belly to mingle damply in her matted blonde pubic hair 
just above their cock-cunt connection. Opening her eyes and looking 
down, she could see his slick red penis disappearing inside of her and 
coming back again at a furious rate. It shone with moisture from her 
cunt, now seeping out over his loins as well, a sizable part of his 
hairy haunches. This obscene sight excited the inexperienced young girl 
all the more, and she began wiggling and thrashing and squirming 
beneath her pet, pleading like a helpless slave to be allowed her 
orgasm. Brute was excited correspondingly by her excitement and he 
swept and rammed into her with increasingly frantic abandon. The 
bucking white human female body beneath him incited him to a frenzy. 
Beneath him, his adored blonde mistress twisted her head with passion, 
her eyes gleaming with lust, her beautiful long blonde hair flying all 
over.


June's mouth opened and closed fish-like in total sensual torment, as 
she was buffeted by the sheerest excitement generated by this illicit 
affair. Only moments ago she had rejected a young boy -- and yet here 
she was being fucked by a dog! It scarcely seemed reasonable -- yet it 
was unquestionably wonderful.


Brute fucked into her faster than the speed of light, building 
whiningly towards his own climax, mercilessly battering her upper 
thighs beneath his hard-driving loins. His lips bared back from his 
fiercely clenched canine teeth, his breath coming in short machine gun 
blasts that crackled obscenely through June's now musky-scented 
bedroom.


"Darling," she croaked, half whinnying, "I think I'm cumming -- oh God 
I am! Oh God! Oh Brute! OH DARLING!"


And then they both made it together. The hulking German shepherd above 
her began shuddering and jerking, his cock spurting his hot sticky 
sperm deeply up inside of her. June's mouth opened in a loud, 
uncontrollable "AAAAHHHHHHEIEEEEOOH!" as she felt his lewd animal sperm 
filling her no longer virginal vaginal passage in a great flood of 
lust-fired heat. She could feel it rushing hotly into her and filling 
the depths of her womb until she thought she would burst from it. There 
were several convulsive jerks of his pelvis, and then she forgot him 
totally as she went spinning forward up into the heavens, thrashing 
with unseeing eyes and open mouth, and trying mindlessly to fight him 
off because no -- no -- this feeling was too fantastic and she couldn't 
stand it for another instant . . and then it was like a great red 
flower had opened up inside her belly, and her vaginal walls began 
gushing out their response all over his urgently pummeling loins and 
cock ... except that she wasn't there in her bed, in her house, on her 
street, in her city, but rather she was flying up into the bluest blue 
sky, outwards towards the universe, with every nerve ending in her 
young body being consumed in sensual flame as wave after wave of 
orgasmic convulsion rippled through her helplessly spasming loins.


"Beautiful ... beautiful ... beautiful ..." the twelve year old blonde 
gurgled happily, and then she fainted.


Chapter 6


The voluptuous young pre-teen stirred restlessly on her rumpled bed, 
consumed by emotion. Her frazzled nerve endings were only gradually 
being renewed. Still gibbering dumbly from the fantastic shattering 
climax her own dog had given her, her mind seemed to have split into a 
dozen pieces, moved off into space, and was only very gradually pulling 
itself back together again.


Her long-lashed blue eyes fluttered open and fought to rejoin her 
pretty blonde head. Strange odors, more musky than anything else, 
wafted through her nostrils, causing her brow to wrinkle slightly as 
though deep in concentrated thought. Her tongue circled her lips, 
catching a slight pungency of sticky moisture.


She looked down and could see the twin peaks of her irregularly heaving 
breasts lying in wide-set unrest between her eyes and the rest of her 
well-proportioned young body. Her legs were spread far apart as if in 
invitation to some phantom lover standing at the foot of the bed.


Had it been real, that starkly vivid dream -- a dream of something so 
immoral that she could now barely let herself even think of it?


The vividness of it flickered across her sex-debauched mind, though, as 
if she were watching a slightly out-of-focus television screen. Her 
body ached terribly. There, in her vision, was her beloved German 
shepherd Brute, big and powerful and shaggy, his muscular haunches 
working furiously over her as he committed an act so obscene that one 
scarcely dared give it a name. That she had had dreams and thoughts 
about her father was one thing -- he was after all a man, a human 
being. But to have a dream like that about Brute was a scandal too 
severe to be faced for longer than a single instant. If she ever 
considered fornicating with her father, it was a crime against the 
family and their community that would probably never be achieved 
anyway; but to think of having sex with Brute was a crime against God 
Himself.


Or was it? She rubbed her thighs smoothly together and sighed. She felt 
so deliciously relaxed. Whatever had happened to her in her marvelous 
dream, it had certainly been heavenly. Carefully, caressingly, June 
smoothed her hands around over her sensitive young breasts, touching 
them guardedly in gentle exploration. Ooooh, she moaned, they were 
tender. She squeezed them and gave a little gasp of delight as her taut 
pink nipples oozed up between her spread-open fingers, towering lewdly 
above the milk-white mounds.


Her hands explored further, coursing their way down over her fluttering 
stomach to her still open thighs. She groaned again as her fingers 
tenderly touched the slight bruises lining the soft wet edges of her 
vagina. What had made that? Surely not Brute's penis, as in her 
fantastic dream? But it had felt so smoothly satisfying in the dream, 
not brutal at all as she'd expected a penis to feel.


Her fingers probed carefully around the tiny sensitive opening to her 
vagina, becoming moist from the warm sticky liquid that oozed viscously 
from it, wetting the split of her buttocks and the bed beneath.


Something had happened. She wouldn't have had all that wetness around 
the edges of her cunt otherwise.


And then she saw him! Curled up in a ball on the rug by the foot of her 
bed. And something in his deep brown eyes was so fraught with longing 
and adoration of her that she couldn't deny him!


"Brute -- oh darling ... then it really did happen ... I remember now 
... I remember everything ... darling ... oh, Brute ... what shall we 
do?"


The twelve year old ex-virgin looked down at her pet's wistful brown 
eyes, resting so thoughtfully within that handsome canine face, which 
in turn lay so sadly on his forepaws before him. What was he thinking? 
Had she been good for him? Did he really love her? Her pussy began to 
itch. Would he want to do it again? All these thoughts broke headlong 
through the young girl's mind with a maximum of confusion. But from all 
of it emerged a single, all-important consideration -- and that was 
that Brute had been better for her than any other single experience or 
combination of experiences she had ever enjoyed. His mind-fusing penis 
twisting and slipping inside of her vagina had been purest, shattering 
ecstasy. His long thick tongue on her breasts and lapping wetly up the 
flanges of her burning young cunt had been an experience well worth 
dying for.


And was it so wrong? Hadn't he saved her from hideous cousin Ronald, 
who would have merely used her and cast her aside? No, Brute's devotion 
was more true than any human male's could have been, that was for 
certain. He didn't want merely her flesh -- he worshipped her. With 
them it was love, not mere sex as it would have been with Ronald in the 
park. She realized now that she had loved Brute ever since he was a 
darling little puppy. Just because they were now going to have sex 
mingled with everything as well didn't change anything between them.


"Come up here, darling," she murmured sweetly, her pale young face 
glowing, cheeks all rosy with good health, relaxation and sexual 
happiness. She patted the bed beside her, her eyes dilating slightly 
with desire. He would come up onto the bed, she knew he would.


And he did. With one powerful leap from the middle of the floor, the 
big German shepherd was suddenly on the bed with her and licking at her 
earlobes affectionately as she giggled and grabbed his ears, rolling 
about beneath the smooth, evanescent flickering touches of her furry 
coat against her overheated milky skin. She wiggled upward and rubbed 
her soft resilient breasts against his shining coat. His tongue licked 
her face and she licked it back in an affectionate French kiss, trying 
briefly to take it into her mouth so that she could suck on it. Her 
hands came up on his buttocks as they played, and suddenly -- glancing 
down -- she saw that he had become aroused again, for the pink tapered 
end of his penis was now peering quietly from its furry covering, a 
glistening wet drop of animal semen showing at the tiny slit in its 
tip.


Suddenly her nostrils flared and her breathing began coming more hotly. 
Her eyes fixed as if hypnotized upon that slowly protruding member that 
was emerging from between his stiffly waiting legs. As they played, she 
occasionally lost sight of it, but not for long, and now something very 
strange and obscenely lascivious came slowly to dominate her sex-
drugged mind.


That was Brute's penis, she thought, the one that had loved her. It 
looked small and quiet now, scarcely peeping through at all from the 
soft furred sheath which contained it. Yet when he had pushed it into 
her body, it had been so hard and long and thick. It had filled her up, 
pushing out the walls of her hot young vagina with an inexorable 
pressure that eventually became excruciating, agonizingly delightful, 
and which finally sent her spinning rapturously off into space, a sex-
drenched slave to his love.


And suddenly she wanted it -- yes, wanted it in her mouth ...


But no, that was disgusting. How could she bear it? It had fucked her, 
but that was something else again. Her mouth was a different thing from 
her cunt. She might throw up if he shot some of that sticky stuff from 
his penis, whatever it was, down her open and swallowing throat.


Swallowing ... could she make herself swallow it? What did it taste 
like?


All of a sudden a compelling curiosity consumed the musing blonde. 
Brute's cum, she thought. What did it taste like? Would it be the same 
as a human's? Say, the same as her father's, for example? What would be 
the exact differences in measurement and feel between their two cocks? 
What would be the difference between them if she had them both in her 
mouth, say, at the very same time?


June could feel a gush of warm liquid exploding outward and downward 
from her loins. She had a tremendous, overwhelming urge to suck on 
Brute's penis and find out just what his cum tasted like that it could 
make her feel so joyous and happy inside.


And after all, she told herself, her mind working computer-like to 
rationalize away all feeling of guilt, he had licked her pussy in order 
to satisfy her. It was only fair that she return this most ultimate of 
devotions.


She smiled as Brute continued to lick her face wetly, occasionally 
probing with his warm, moist tongue into her ears or down over her 
large and panting young breasts. Tentatively, her hand reached out, 
cupping his small, trembling testicles in the cool affection of her 
grasp. The dog gasped and began panting more slavishly, licking her 
face wetly all over at a frantically increased rate.


June sighed and her eyes lit up as she watched his slick red penis 
emerge from its slender cocoon of fur, gradually straightening out and 
becoming expanded and bloated with blood. Her heart raced. Did she 
really want to do this? But she couldn't seem to help herself. Her 
obscene curiosity was altogether much too overwhelming for her twelve 
year old heart to withstand it. She had felt Brute's cock inside of her 
cunt -- now she wanted to feel it in her hand ... and perhaps ... 
perhaps even in her mouth ... She trembled again as she remembered how 
his long glistening red instrument had spewed its hot lewd sperm up 
high into her open vagina ...


She continued to caress his genitals with her fingers, teasing and 
tormenting herself, while he became increasingly excited as well. She 
couldn't make up her sex-addled mind. Should she or shouldn't she?


Finally she closed her eyes and uttered a little cry that was half a 
moan, half a sigh of ecstatic resignation. Her hand clasped the dog's 
expanding penis firmly, feeling its smooth thick length resting wetly 
within her excited grasp. Yes, she loved it ... she knew that now ... 
she loved having it fuck her ... and she wanted to suck on it ... there 
was no escaping it ...


Hypnotized by the forbidden fruit of their illicit relationship, which 
was sending paralyzing waves of sexual electricity shooting throughout 
her sex-starved loins, June suddenly, instinctively, bent her head. 
While one hand pushed her beloved dog back down on the bed on his back 
with his forepaws scrambling at the air, his canine body totally 
awkward and put off by the unusual sequence of events, she drew his 
burning hot penis -- now out to almost six inches in stiffening length 
-- closer and closer to her parted pink lips ...


The young girl's long blonde hair wafted like a fan over Brute's 
tremulous furry body ... and then her mouth, forming a wide oval, 
slipped slowly down over his lust-bloated rod of dog-flesh. Her full 
sensual lips closed over with the most delicate of touches, her tongue 
licked at its shining smoothness, and then she was running her mouth 
all the way down to the bottom until his cock bumped the back of her 
throat, making her cough just a little . .


Brute began making urgent little whines and whimpers as her mouth 
contained lovingly all of his hotly throbbing penis. His forepaws waved 
helplessly in the air and his lower legs tried to scratch at her 
breasts or her face, seeking some kind of footing. This was a totally 
new experience for him. He had occasionally lapped at his own penis and 
swallowed some of his cum when it came spurting out, but this -- this 
was completely new.


June sighed in equal ecstasy. Sucking her beloved dog's penis was far 
more delicious than she could ever have possibly suspected or imagined. 
The feel of his bloated cock-flesh in her mouth was warm and smooth, 
with isolated hot ridges pulsating under their load of muscle-expanding 
blood. Her tongue licked around and under it, making her furry charge 
wince with passion. She wanted to taste every last inch and know this 
delicious morsel perfectly from top to shining tip, from which she 
licked off droplets of pungent cum as swiftly as they appeared.


Running her hands longingly over the furry length of the German 
shepherd's body, her fingers paused to fondle his nipples, which had 
become very hard like little buttons. Above her, Brute was yelping out 
his passion as she sucked and sucked, and she pushed her fingers under 
his firmly contracted testicles and moved them around to hear him yelp. 
She really loved this dog and wanted only to make him happy. The feel 
of his penis in her mouth made her loins gush all over the coverlet 
without pause. She slid her fingers silkily between the dog's fur-
smooth belly and rubbed and rubbed to help him cum, continuing all the 
while to suck and nibble at his bursting cock without stop, even to the 
point of licking out at the furry sheath below and at the tops of his 
balls when she had his penis sunk so warmly all the way inside her 
hollowing cheeks.


Again and again her soft young lips brushed hungrily up and down over 
her pet's blood-engorged penis, which was becoming larger and more 
delicious with every mouthful stroke. She began sobbing with desire, 
her loins feeling alive with the tingling of her own desire, but her 
cry came out muffled and low as the throbbing head of his animal cock 
stuffed her mouth and throat all the more fully.


The warm moist flesh of her saliva-filled mouth continued to undulate 
without stop over Brute's long thick animal cock. Occasionally she 
nibbled teasingly between hot, swiping licks with her tongue, and this 
made Brute pant all the harder, his big brown eyes wide and half-crazed 
with instinctive lust. The moist suction around his rapidly growing 
organ made his eyes bulge as he looked down at the long tossing hair 
and actively hollowing cheeks of his sex-drugged mistress. The hot red 
column of his penis moved slickly in and out of her mouth, shining 
partly with her saliva and partly from drippings of his cum which she 
did not lick off fast enough. June trembled as she recalled that this 
was the same masterful cock which had so delightfully splayed open her 
virginal young cunt and taken her maidenhead. She moaned and she 
sucked, her blue eyes closing and opening as if she were being consumed 
by the delirium of a tropical fever.


Her tongue tangled lovingly around his cock, which had now grown to 
immeasurable size, and this brought another deep throated growl from 
Brute's passion-drenched throat. Her tongue, lips and teeth seemed now 
to have become a single inseparable force working demonically in the 
region of his genitals. June could see his shining, fur-covered 
buttocks tense together as he involuntarily jerked forward with a help 
into the warm soft cavern of her mouth.


Brute's hips had begun now to lunge violently forward and back under 
this uninhibited attack of her mouth on his burning cock-flesh. He 
whined and panted lavishly, his saliva dripping down onto his shaggy 
chest. She sucked at his cock like a hungry calf feeding from its 
mother, the smooth hard texture filled her mouth to the bursting point 
as it expanded further with each passing thrust into her warm wet 
mouth.


The hard rubbery tip of his cock-head grazed smoothly against the back 
of her throat. Her mouth was filled with warm moist saliva and made a 
smooth hot sheath around his monstrous red instrument as it pummeled 
faster and faster into her urgently sucking face. His large dark 
testicles beat a steady rhythm of bestial lust against the tip of her 
chin on the downstroke, and she could feel him all wet where some of 
the saliva in her totally filled mouth had drooled down from her lips 
and moistened the whole of her lower face.


Brute's handsome canine features seemed to contort with animal desire 
as he mewled and thrust his sweating loins up at her face, her lewdly 
ovalled lips continuing to suck and nibble deliriously on his blood-
throbbing member. He watched with gleaming, sex-crazed eyes as her 
wildly bobbing head made the reddish flesh of his cock disappear into 
the tightly rounded opening formed by her wide-stretched lips, and felt 
them clasping around it wetly like the lips of a bitch's cunt.


June's eyes were closed tight now as she wallowed joyously in her shame 
in committing this obscenely illicit act. And then all of a sudden she 
opened them, sensing that he was getting ready to erupt.


Yes, there before her very eyes his sperm-bloated balls had pulled 
tightly into the neck of his animal scrotum, getting ready to 
discharge.


Now! It had to be now!


His thick, glistening penis was thrust far back into her ravenously 
sucking mouth, and Brute yelped and instinctively arched his pelvis up 
at her. The full force of his rigidity continued to expand in the 
velvet-smooth softness between her tongue and the roof of her mouth. A 
thousand sensations seemed to be ripping at his earnestly struggling 
loins. And then suddenly all of his canine passion rushed ferociously 
to the fore with a roaring spurt from his sperm-bloated testicles, 
racing along the bridge of his hard animal cock, then streaming like a 
shower of sparks far into the depths of her throat.


June choked and sputtered for a single, long-held moment as the 
scalding hot gushes of sticky dog-cum burst in thick jets forward into 
the confines of her openly sucking mouth. And then she saw her pet 
shudder along his entire muscular length, his fur glistening and shiny 
with satisfaction. She choked, gasped and swallowed with delirious 
happiness to have this most ultimate of tributes from the dog she 
loved. And then his soft deflated penis began slipping with a lewd wet 
sucking sound from between her cum covered pink lips, a thin string-
like trickle of white still connecting them together. The hollows of 
her throat worked for long moments afterwards, swallowing in great 
gulps the searing hot sperm he had flooded into her throat.


And then her nostrils flared, and she could feel the warm, glowing ball 
of fire in her loins begin to expand again. Caressing his testicles, 
the twelve year old blonde moved upward over Brute's powerful furry 
body in order to mingle her tongue with his in an orgy of unnatural 
French kissing. Brute lapped hungrily at her mouth and face as her warm 
firm breasts spread out over his hairy body. Her long blonde hair waved 
over him caressingly as she moved around over the exhausted German 
shepherd.


And now, she thought with some surreal satisfaction, it's my turn, my 
darling ...


Chapter 7


Dora had stayed out longer than usual doing her shopping due to the 
fact that she had run into Jane Hammond, her old school friend and 
former member of the Evanston Women's Club before she had so 
mysteriously let her membership lapse. But the fact that Jane seemed to 
have cut herself off from her old associations didn't bother Dora. 
Indeed, she was anxious to hear what Jane had been up to. When one 
didn't see a friend for so long, naturally all sorts of juicy and 
interesting gossip built up inside which wasn't adequately released in 
the interim and could be used, justifiably now, for the purpose of 
lingering over a long coffee in Cantor's Delicatessen next door to 
DelFarm Foods.


So that when Dora had lingered over the vegetables in DelFarm, pushing 
her shopping basket ahead of her listlessly, her mind churning 
confusedly over the problem of her husband's supposed infidelity, 
unable to concentrate, the sight of Jane Hammond at the next shopping 
basket had served delightfully to break her loose from her general 
feeling of helplessness and inability to cope.


Immediately the two women gushed all over each other and chattered away 
like magpies. Dora's immediate feelings of marital discontent vanished 
with the first word, and when Jane suggested that they go next door to 
Cantor's and cut the grocery shopping short, the redheaded housewife 
immediately consented. They proceeded to the checkout counter with 
haste, and afterwards threw everything into the backs of their cars in 
hopelessly disorganized fashion. Now, seated in Cantor's over cups of 
steaming hot coffee, gazing around occasionally at the furious bustle 
and chatter of people around them, they concentrated mostly on their 
own conversation.


It seemed ages since Dora had been so relaxed in the company of someone 
else, or indeed even taken the time out for a nibble in the 
delicatessen. Cantor's was just not a place that she frequented 
usually. The ultra-loud voices she usually encountered in Cantor's 
served ordinarily to give her a slight touch of migraine. Cantor's was 
not the sort of place she could ordinarily relax in. It was a big, 
square building made up in semi-neo-Jewish, modern-American with lights 
that were usually too bright, decorating and furnishings too garish, 
and aisles too clustered and active to adequately leave one at ease. 
And every ten seconds, from where they sat, came the splattering sound 
of the men behind the counter with their knives and white aprons 
serving up yet one more millionth corned beef sandwich on rye. It was 
Jewish paradise for anyone who liked that sort of thing.


Yet now, gabbling away excitedly with her long-disappeared friend, all 
Dora's disquiet left her and she noticed nothing else around her. The 
garish surroundings and ambiance of Cantor's did not intrude. Relaxing 
with Jane also loosened a flood of hunger messages from her stomach and 
brain, and she allowed herself to be coaxed into ordering as well a 
"nice" bowl of hot chicken soup with matzo balls and she ate, and ate. 
And when she finished the first bowl she ordered another. Very soothing 
and warm it was.


"But we haven't seen you in so long, dear!" she gushed, sipping her 
soup and knocking a bit a dark russet hair back from her eye.


"I know," said Jane, with an unusual confident air for Jane. "Jack and 
I just seem to have shifted our circle of friends in the last year 
somehow. Did you miss us? Say you did."


"You know we have," Dora laughed. "But all the girls at the club have 
been wondering about you, and asking me about you. Somehow they always 
assumed that you and I were the closest of friends, and that I'd always 
know what you were up to. But of course, I had to tell them that I 
hadn't known a thing."


Jane smiled. There was a slightly superior air about her which Dora now 
perceived and found difficult to define. Could this really be Jane? Who 
had always been the least confident in their whole crowd? Dora had the 
distinct impression that something cataclysmic had happened which had 
served to change Jane's entire life -- or life style. What was it about 
her which she found so instinctively unsettling and disturbing? Was it 
that unearthly glow of satisfaction which seemed to persistently 
suffuse her attractive brunette features? That look of supreme 
confidence and ease in another woman which was usually traceable only 
to a total satisfaction derived from recent sexual adventure?


Dora looked her old girl friend up and down. There was a change about 
Jane. A change which she had at first noticed only slightly in the 
thrill of their first meeting, but which now presented itself strongly 
for her attention and demanded that it be commented upon.


But what was it, exactly? Certainly Jane had never previously allowed 
herself to wear her hair long, so long almost all the way down her back 
to her waist. Fluffy and thick, the kind of shining black hair any man 
would itch to run his hands through as if it were money. Formerly Jane 
had always worn her hair tied up severely in a ponytail. Dora couldn't 
remember when she had ever seen it down since they had entered high 
school together.


Then there was the fact of her general posture. Her breasts seemed to 
swell out more voluptuously somehow. In the past there had always been 
a general impression that Jane was just a little embarrassed by their 
comment-attracting size and alluring shape, but now she seemed to hold 
herself proudly, thrusting her chest out as if they clamored for 
attention. Which they did. Because the outfit she was wearing -- a navy 
blue suit with a sizable open "vee" containing a bright white sweater -
- had obviously been tailored exactly to her mature, well rounded 
contours, so that every last proportion -- full, flaring hips as well 
as tiny waist -- was emphasized to the nth degree for maximum sexiness. 
That was not at all like the old Jane, who had usually showed up for 
club meetings all frumpy as if fresh from a rummage sale dressing room.


And her face? What she done to it? Blue shadows on her eyelids, long 
false eyelashes, soft rose in her cheeks, pink lipstick covered with 
lip ice that worked around and over the real edges of her pretty bowed 
lips in an indefinably sensual way. Was this Jane Hammond, who crossed 
her lengthy, meaty thighs to show off her shapely knees, her skirt 
pulling all the way up to the top to reveal frilly white panties which 
did little to conceal the dark shadowy triangle of pubic hair beneath?


Which even caused Dora to stammeringly suggest, "Uh, Jane, I don't like 
to tell you this, but you know, your skirt, uh, it's all the way up, 
dear, and ...


Only to have Jane cut her off with a lazy, "Oh yes, dear, but it's so 
unseasonably warm today, don't you think?"


Watching her old girl friend puffing easily on her long ebony cigarette 
holder, Dora didn't actually know what to think. This was not the same 
shy, ugly-duckling girl she had known for so many years. This was a 
confident, worldly, self-possessed sophisticate who would be completely 
at ease anywhere. Confident and sexually aware. What did she know -- 
that Dora didn't? -- or what had she learned? The troubled redhead was 
piqued, like any woman, to think that there might be someone else 
around who was more sensually attuned than she herself. Did Jane need 
help in some way? Or, on the other hand, was it she herself, Dora, who 
could benefit from Jane? The picture was confused. She would have to 
learn more.


"Well then," Dora said at last after all this pondering, which in 
reality took scarcely a few seconds, "tell us about what you've been up 
to. You look positively ravishing!" She looked up from under eyelids, 
adding slyly, "You haven't taken a lover, have you?"


Jane's face solidified out of its previously relaxed expression, her 
eyes and eyebrows narrowing. "Whatever made you say that, Dora?" she 
asked.


So! She had struck home with very first parry! Of course, what else 
could it be!?


But now this realization that her instincts had been correct after all 
made her unaccountably nervous, and her coffee cup fairly rattled in 
the dish as she attempted to lift it.


"Well, I don't know, dear ... It just seemed that you're awfully 
vivacious today, for some reason. Don't get upset."


Jane looked down at her black-gloved hands and turned them in her lap 
as if studying them. It seemed as if she were blushing slightly, but 
there was so much artificial rose in her cheeks that it was really 
difficult to tell for certain. Dora wondered if she'd gaffed terribly. 
But no, the signs were all there. Oooh, her loins tingled as a lewd 
vision arose in her sex-obsessed brain of her friend Jane being 
ravished by some man other than her husband. Maybe it was a big burly 
factory worker she was having an affair with, or a tennis pro, or ...


Dora found her breath coming heatedly. Until this very moment she 
hadn't been prepared to fully acknowledge what dire straits she herself 
was in, and how maddening her sexual thoughts had become recently. But 
now the thought of Jane committing adultery ... She had never in her 
life considered having anyone besides her wonderful Guy, although she 
had heard rumors that some wives occasionally strayed. She had always 
been faithful, however, and indeed even disinterested in anyone else. 
When Guy's enormous member was filling her up, pumping into her, the 
rest of the universe disappeared and that was all she could think of. 
And after her usual mind-splitting orgasms she was usually dead to the 
world and hopelessly relaxed and wafting on a cloud for days afterward.


Except that recently those climaxes of mind-bending, shattering 
sweetness were becoming increasingly few and far between. She had 
become used to multiple orgasms with Guy through the years, truly 
fantastic flights whereby one orgasm took off from the plateau left by 
the last. This morning she had managed, by working very hard in her 
thoughts, to screw her loins up to feverish anticipatory pitch and 
break through to some sort of orgasm, but it was very far from the 
flesh-frazzling sort of fire she had become used to being burned up 
alive in.


No, something had gone out of their relationship. Guy's foreplay had 
diminished as his desire for darkness had escalated, and occasionally 
she thought she caught him murmuring someone else's name. There was 
something not quite right about the whole thing when they made love 
now. It was as if he was thinking of someone else, mentally having 
intercourse with someone else.


And now, the startling revelation that Jane Hammond -- -of all people -
- had discarded a normally frumpy personality through the inspiration 
of illicit behavior. It was something that bore thinking about, if only 
briefly. She had to know more.


"No, I haven't taken offense, Dora," Jane looked up at her with 
sparkling, intelligent green eyes. "It's just that I would have thought 
that you'd be the last person to be capable of understanding."


Now it was Dora's turn to blush and look down ungracefully at her 
coffee cup from that hard, sophisticated stare. Jane really made her 
feel like a country bumpkin all of a sudden, all thumbs and incapable 
of dressing properly. She touched a hand nervously to her hair. "Well, 
of course ..." Then abruptly she decided to face the whole thing head 
on, and she looked directly, demandingly into her old school friend's 
eyes. "But just what do you mean by that, Jane? I want you to tell me 
exactly. "


Jane smiled tolerantly. She gestured with a black-gloved hand. "But you 
know, dear -- you and Guy seem to have such a good thing going, you 
probably can't comprehend that anyone might enjoy the sexual company of 
someone other than her husband. But it's true, believe me. It's very 
possible indeed."


"But with who?" Dora couldn't keep the tremor out of her voice. This 
mental voyeurism was undeniably exciting. All kinds of lewd pictures 
formed in her mind of Jane with other men like Jack Hammond. In all 
kinds of positions ... She gulped and something seemed to stick in her 
throat.


But Jane only waved a hand airily, her lengthy cigarette holder with 
its king-size cigarette faintly reminiscent of movie femme fatales of 
the 1940's. "Oh, you'd be surprised, dear. But surely you don't want to 
know all of the gory details?"


"Well, I ..." Dora blushed again and looked down at her hands. This was 
the telling moment. Should she say anything further, or allude to her 
own sexual problems. Or admit her blatantly prurient interest in 
hearing whatever tales of sexual debauchery Jane might care to provide?


She decided to take the plunge.


"Yes," she admitted as frankly as she could, looking at Jane without 
flinching. "I would like to hear all the -- as you put it -- 'gory' 
details. Tell me more, Jane."


Jane looked at her strangely, and she was aware that her voice had 
responded with a trace of over eagerness. But she didn't care. Her 
loins were vaguely uncomfortable, and a sickly sweet sensation pervaded 
them, as Jane finally launched into the amazing tale through which she 
had finally arrived at her steep descent from grace.


Chapter 8


"Well, you may remember, dear, how I used to be," Jane looked at her 
significantly. "Rather ungainly and ill-at-ease among people. A dutiful 
wife who wouldn't have dreamed of ever entertaining a naughty thought, 
let alone carrying on with another man."


"Yes, go on."


"Well, this was all well and good so long as there was no pressure for 
me to change. I performed -- let's say I acquiesced -- in all my sexual 
duties just as a good wife should and as I expected Jack expected me 
to."


"What then happened?"


"Let me finish. All right then, so there I was being the perfect demure 
little home help. And all the time it wasn't what Jack wanted at all!"


Dora looked down at her hands. And maybe she wasn't what Guy wanted 
anymore, either. He was thinking of someone else. Where had she gone 
wrong? "How did you find out?" she asked quietly.


Jane shrugged. "Well, there was no mystery about it -- Jack simply came 
and told me." Dora's eyes widened. "He told you?"


"Yes, my dear. He said quite bluntly -- and rightly, too, I realize now 
from hindsight -- that I was not satisfactory in bed, and that he 
wondered if I would like to make a new arrangement with our lives."


"What -- what did you say to that?" Dora breathed, mesmerized by the 
turn their conversation was taking.


"Well, I was mortified by this amazing disclosure, but at the same time 
I wasn't quite sure what he meant. I asked him to explain -- which he 
did by taking out a walletful of obscene pictures showing people 
photographed in the most bizarre sexual situations one can imagine."


"Jack did that?" Dora gasped, remembering little Jack Hammond and his 
funny walk which was more like a waddle. Imagine, him, a sexual 
athlete! A debauchee!


"Yes -- and then he suggested that he needed only my agreement in order 
to gain membership for us in a very exclusive swap club which many of 
our friends on the North Shore already belonged to."


Dora's breath was coming in primitive little pants now, her lust-
infused breasts throbbing and heaving with emotion, her nostrils 
flaring, her loins all aflutter with something unmentionable. "You 
refused, of course."


"Of course, my dear." Jane patted her hand. Then she shook her pretty 
brunette head. "But that wasn't the end of it, of course. Needless to 
say, I was shocked out of my prim little wits by Jack's licentious 
proposal, but once I had gasped out my instinctive rejection of it -- 
as fascinated as I was by the photographs he showed me of swap club 
behavior -- he was content to withdraw for the time being."


Jane put out her cigarette after blowing one last smoke ring. Then she 
carefully removed the spent butt, dropped it into an ashtray, and 
dropped the cigarette holder into her handbag. She looked briefly 
across the table at Dora, who, despite the air conditioning in 
Cantor's, was feeling unseasonably warmish and shifting uncomfortably 
in her chair. Jane took another sip of coffee and went on:


"But that was far from being the end of it. As you know, we have been 
childless thus far. Consequently it was not long before he was 
suggesting that we adopt a foster child. This seemed to me a civic-
spirited suggestion, and I agreed, hoping that with a child in the 
house I could win back Jack's devotion."


Jane smiled felinely as she remembered, and Dora wondered what irony it 
was that could produce such a strange smile.


Jane continued, her eyes turning very smoky with remembrance, "Except 
that the child he selected was a devilishly good-looking Mexican boy of 
about fourteen. I was never sure about what Juan's problem at home was, 
but it couldn't have been his looks. Mmmm, he had dark flashing eyes 
with long jet black lashes, thick curly black hair all over his head 
that always seemed to be wet and shining, and that gorgeous olive 
complexion noted to Latin lovers. And his body was so gorgeous, Dora, 
you can't imagine. All lines and planes and angles and hard muscle and 
bone. A washboard stomach. Just like the sort of thing you imagine in a 
youth. He had the build of a high diver, which -- heh heh -- he was 
..."


A bittersweet, involuntary shiver rippled through Dora's sensitive sex-
starved flesh and the triangular world of her loins swam with 
sensation. This was Jane, her good friend, talking, intimating that ... 
oh my God ... she didn't ... not with a young boy like that ... ohh ...


"Well, you can guess the rest. Before very long I became hopelessly 
enamored of Juan. I couldn't keep my eyes from his magnificently sexy 
body, or keep from eyeing that gorgeous young face of his, with its 
beautifully kissable lips. True, he was just a boy, and I was a mature 
woman, but this only made the attraction greater. Ah, I used to watch 
him walking out back to the pool, the pouch in his tight black swim 
suit really bulging with masculinity. After awhile I was snorting like 
a bitch in heat if he so much as looked at me.


"Don't look at me with such dismay, darling. You've never had to live 
under the same roof with a boy as handsome as that. Believe me, if you 
did, you'd sing a different tune. In a few months time he had really 
gotten under my skin, and he knew it, because one afternoon he came 
home from school and right into the kitchen, where he pushed his hands 
under my armpits and just grabbed my breasts. Well, you know, I've got 
plenty in the tits department, and I almost swooned, honest to God. He 
squeezed my breasts and licked my neck and must have played with my 
titties for a good ten minutes before I could bring myself to push him 
away."


"What -- what did he say when you resisted?" Dora asked chokingly.


Jane shrugged. "Oh, he didn't say anything." Then her eyes gleamed. 
"But then that night I heard him crying in the night. Jack was dead 
asleep, and I thought to myself, 'I've got to help that poor boy,' and 
I went to his room to see what was the matter. I thought maybe it had 
something to do with his terrible home life before he'd come to live 
with us. Anyway, I had scarcely sat down on the bed before he grabbed 
me and pulled me down into his wiry strong brown arms. Darling, what a 
kiss! The sheet fell away and he was naked underneath, and his cock was 
just immense! He had the most beautiful equipment I'd ever seen in my 
life!"


Dora gasped and snorted. She could feel her cunt cringing as if a man 
were lewdly fingering it. The man's finger was still working its way 
slowly up inside, and she pressed her thighs tightly together. She 
wanted to say something, anything, but she felt as if she'd been struck 
dumb.


Jane sighed. "Well, I guess I just lost my head. I started sucking on 
his beautiful young cock to beat the band, and in a matter of seconds 
darling I must have swallowed a whole mouthful of sticky sweet cum, 
darling. Mmmm, what a boy!" Her nostrils flared and her eyes rolled. 
"Then, of course, I was all the way gone. He sucked on my titties and 
then (she lowered her voice to a whisper) I fucked him riding up and 
down on top of him. After that he ate my cunt, honest to God, just 
licked it all out, and chewed on it, and stuffed his finger up my ass -
- he fucked that later too -- and then after that we tried a lot of 
different things. I tell you, with a teenage boy your staying problems 
are over!"


"Staying problems?"


"Yes, you know. A teenager hardly ever loses his hard-on. He can fuck 
you ten times a night and never notice it. After his fourteenth orgasm 
he might grunt and look a little tired, but he'll still go a long time, 
believe me. No early fainting like with the average husband. You do 
understand, don't you, Dora?"


Dora nodded dumbly and gulped, her heart racing out of control beneath 
her heaving breasts upon which the nipples had already popped into 
hardened, sensitive life. "Yes, yes," she croaked huskily, "I-I 
understand."


Jane put her hand over hers and smiled. "I knew you would, dear." She 
settled back and played with her platinum bracelet. "Of course, this is 
just the first part of the story -- because after we had been fucking 
and sucking and licking for about three hours -- imagine, I thought I 
was going in there only to comfort him, ha! -- it turns out that Jack 
had been photographing us from the bathroom the whole while! Now I 
couldn't refuse to go swapping with him or he could blackmail me to our 
friends -- but that didn't matter, anyway, because Juan had opened my 
eyes. It didn't matter that he'd been paying Juan all along and that it 
had been a put-up job. Now all I wanted was sex anyway. So we had a 
swinging menage a trois ..."


"A what?"


"Menage a trois -- that's French for triple fucking and sucking and 
everything else -- and after that I was really prepared to go along 
with anything. I was hooked, believe me." Jane picked up her handbag 
and began rummaging through it. "Here, maybe I have some photos you 
could look at -- you'll see what I mean ... Now, where did I put those 
..."


Dora put a hand to her throat and looked around the restaurant with 
startled eyes similar to those of a partridge uncovered by a hunter in 
tall grass. Besides everything, Jane's lewd description of her fall 
from grace had set up a furious turmoil in the love-starved redhead's 
loins. Suck, fuck, all those filthy words she had been taught to avoid 
... fucking in the ass ... oh God, this was dreadful ... disgusting ... 
and yet ... and yet ...


"Oh, here they are," Jane gloated, taking the pictures out of her 
purse. She thumbed through them briefly, sighing nonchalantly, "Of 
course, these are mainly Polaroids from swapping. I see I don't have 
any of Juan. What a pity. Such a beautiful boy, too. Well, have a look 
at these, dear, and tell me what you think."


A sharp steel band seemed to be cutting with evil pressure into Dora's 
forehead on a line just above her eyebrows. Her eyes widened until 
there was a full circle of white around the edges. Her nostrils 
breathed hotly, her mouth partly open, as she accepted the photographs 
and dazedly began to thumb through them.


And there it was -- the most ghastly scenes a middle-class mind could 
possibly imagine! Jane Hammond in lewd embrace with any number of 
strange men, being fornicated with their slick shining penises buried 
deep within the soft black curl-covered mound of her moist pubic hair, 
or her mouth wrapped around their penises, devouring, sucking on them 
... and her husband Jack was there too, having intercourse with some 
gorgeous young redhead, or brunette, or blonde, or ... having his penis 
sucked by them ... or sucking on their large, their medium, their small 
hard breasts ... or licking tantalizingly between the glistening folds 
of their wide-splayed cunts ...


And then suddenly there was a photograph peeping out of the group so 
startlingly obscene in its display that it made all the rest of them 
pale by comparison. Dora gasped and put her hand to her throat, 
dropping the rest of the pictures to the table and floor. Jane 
exclaimed something and bent ungracefully to retrieve them. Curious 
glances were being shot their way from the other tables.


"Jane ... Jane ..." Dora breathed brokenly, "what ... what is that ..." 
She held the photograph up limply in her trembling hand.


Jane peered over and around at it, shuffling the other pictures and 
dropping them negligently into her purse.


"That, dear? Why, that's Shep, the Carter's dog. You remember them -- 
from Sunnyvale Avenue in the oak-tree belt. Handsome, isn't he?"


Dora gulped. Her eyes fastened unbelievingly on the amazing scene in 
the photograph. So far as she could tell -- as much as her middle-class 
brain cried out that it simply could not be true -- her fiercely 
pounding heart was telling her that this picture depicted a real-life 
photograph, not a montage, of Jane Hammond being fornicated in her anus 
by a large, powerful German shepherd, its sleek brown coat shining, its 
long pink tongue hanging out of its smartly good-looking face, its 
forepaws mounted on Jane's bare milky white back. And once that had 
registered, the shocked woman tried to grasp the rest of it, for there 
was not merely naked Jane Hammond and the dog in the picture ... for 
Jane was also sucking on a man's penis, very large and heavily swollen 
with blood-engorged blue veins, while still a third party -- he looked 
like a twelve year old boy, very blonde and blue-eyed, was lying on his 
back underneath Jane's hanging breasts and sucking on one of them while 
he squeezed the other.


Time seemed to stand still as Dora struggled wretchedly to classify the 
amazing scene that was so clearly catalogued before her in blazing 
Technicolor. Her mind and senses could not immediately grasp it. She 
stared at the photograph with the same fascination a rabbit shows for 
the hypnotizing cobra, and with the same concentration of mental 
effort. She struggled to analyze, to classify, to categorize, just what 
was going on. But none of it resembled in the remotest sense anything 
else she had ever witnessed in her entire sexual life, having been 
confined as it was to just one man, her husband Guy Donovan.


Her breasts heaved with emotion, the triangle of her mature, hair-
fluffed pussy felt as if it were being stabbed with tiny needles. There 
was Jane Hammond, the dog panting above and behind her, its long red 
penis shining with something sticky and wet as it obviously slid in and 
out of her nether hole or wherever it was -- perhaps it was actually 
sliding in and out of her cunt, but with a two-dimensional photo it was 
hard to tell - the man's lust-inflated member all thick and shining 
with white milky cum echoing slightly from the edges of Jane's hungrily 
sucking lips ... her long black hair falling out over-her back and 
sides ... the boy sucking on her enormous breasts ...


Dora closed her eyes and felt slightly faint. Her loins were literally 
swarming with sensations both warm and honeyish at the same time. In 
another moment she felt as if she might swoon ... and then it came ... 
the abrupt tickling of her pussy by someone's insolent finger through 
the side elastic of her thin white panties! Only this time it was for 
real! "Why -- Jane! What are you doing?"


Jane smiled innocently from across the table, perfectly composed. A 
casual observer wouldn't have had any idea that her hand was beneath 
the table, one finger tickling maddeningly at the center of her 
friend's vulnerable pubic region.


"Just seeing if you were turned on, darling." She withdrew her hand and 
placed it on the coffee cup with the other. Her index finger shone 
wetly at its tip where it had teased the lips of Dora's urgently 
seething pussy. "I see that you are." She bent her head slyly to the 
coffee cup, continuing to watch Dora.


"Why, I ..." Dora attempted to protest, but it came out very weak 
indeed. Jane's finger had pushed the urgency in her loins past the 
danger point. Her breathing seemed to be coming very fast. She glanced 
downward and found her breasts swelling very firmly against the 
ordinarily shapeless Monday dress, wondering why they were aching so -- 
was it the intense erotic pressure generated by the lewd photographs 
Jane had so casually passed to her? Now her morning orgasm had been 
really totally forgotten beneath the heady onslaught of the urgent 
hedonistic sensations promulgated via Jane's Polaroids. And that dog -- 
God! Despite her best control and intentions, the sight of the German 
shepherd's sex-slickened shaft impaled within Jane's nether cheeks was 
probably the sexiest thing she had ever seen.


Of course, one occasionally heard people making jokes about human 
beings having relations with good-looking masculine animals like German 
shepherds, but she had always tacitly assumed that this was mere legend 
and talk. Dreams in the night -- or nightmares. One thought of the 
horned-headed satyrs with torsos like men set on horses' bodies. And 
dogs, of course. Beasts of the field.


But here, in Evanston? Wilmette, the North Shore? It seemed scarcely 
believable.


"You don't believe it, do you?" Jane asked after an almost-tangible 
silence, leaning back in her chair and looking at her old girl friend. 
She smiled, "More to the point, you don't want to believe it -- that a 
woman could really go out of her mind being fucked by a dog."


Fucked by a dog. That phrase stuck heatedly in Dora's sex-parched 
brain. What would it be like ... to actually have that bright pink-red 
penis sliding as slickly in and out of one's vagina ... cuntal walls 
clutching hungrily at it ... grasping it ... as it passed achingly, 
agonizingly on through ... And then she remembered ... remembered what 
it was that had finally accomplished her orgasm with Guy that very 
morning. In the heat and anxiety of everything else, coupled with ever-
present necessity of running the household, she had totally forgotten. 
But it had actually been the thought and remembered vision in her lust-
craving head of their powerful pet brute fucking hard into that other 
dog in the park ...


"You can't believe that a woman could actually enjoy it, can you?" Jane 
was repeating, leaning across the table with her heavily rounded 
breasts ballooning out over the edge beneath her tight-fitting suit and 
sweater. "Can't believe how wonderful it would be to have a dog's penis 
inside of your cunt instead of a man's ... can't believe what a 
wonderful, soul-rending shag it could be to have a dog fucking you ... 
because a dog is the fastest animal alive, believe me ... and once 
you've been fucked with one you don't want anything else ... positively 
searing ... in your asshole or your cunt, baby, believe me ... I know 
... you don't have time for inhibitions or thinking about your 
position, or considering mentally whether or not you're enjoying it or 
going to enjoy it ... because a dog won't let you ... doesn't give you 
that kind of time ... won't give you a single instant's respite ... 
because he just keeps fucking you to beat the band without stop ... 
faster than Guy ... faster than anything you ever had in your life ... 
reams out your entire soul ... it's nothing you can implore or control 
... you have to either swim with it and enjoy it or go stark out of 
your mind ..."


Her lust-inciting words droned on and on. Dora felt as if she were 
being carried away on an inexorable tide of emotion. If this had been a 
strange man using such filthy words with her, she would have called for 
a policeman. But this was one of her best friends, Jane Hammond. She 
had known Jane ever since they were small girls together in 
kindergarten, when her name had been Jane Marshall. And now it was her 
beloved Jane mouthing these sickening -- yet fearfully exciting -- 
imprecations over and over and over ... not some street slut, or some 
sex maniac, but ordinary, middle class Jane Hammond ... uttering these 
obscene sexy phrases that Dora couldn't even bring herself to repeat 
under any circumstance ... Jane Hammond, her beloved friend ... a woman 
of good character and background her own age ... of presumably the same 
needs and desires, the same satisfactions ... a person of greater 
similarity could not be imagined ... same background ... same 
voluptuous body yearning to break free of the dreadful taboos and 
inhibitions which so wound up tightly their every day lives so that one 
could scarcely move, or speak, or think, or enjoy ... Jane Hammond ... 
who had been made love to by a dog, a huge menacing-looking German 
shepherd very similar to her beloved muscular and powerful Brute, whom 
she had loved ever since he was a puppy ... and thereby indulging in 
the most obscene act that the mind of man -- or woman -- could conceive 
...


Uttering a stifling little sob of indeterminate origin, Dora suddenly 
leapt to her feet and made for the door as swiftly as she could. Within 
her massive heaving breasts her heart pounded erratically like an 
African tom-tom, drowning her ears in sound. She had to get out -- out 
-- anywhere! But away from this terrible thing which was threatening to 
consume her, this dreadful itching and burning sensation in her loins 
which was half driving her out of her mind! Anywhere, but out! Away!


And this was the sight that the shocked Jane Hammond saw as she looked 
after her swiftly departing friend as she moved like a voluptuous 
wraith among the unseen tables of Cantor's Delicatessen and finally out 
into the sunlit street, hurrying off at a frantic pace towards her car. 
A lushly proportioned woman with long russet auburn hair and flushed 
red cheeks, her shapely breasts rubbing in excited unrest against the 
inadequate confines of her thin spring shift. And that was the last she 
saw of her old friend.


But Jane Hammond smiled to herself as she turned to finish her coffee 
and enjoy another long, lingering cigarette.


Because she knew without a doubt what the outcome was going to be of 
all of Dora's frenetic activity and rush for the fresh open air.


It was inevitable.


Chapter 9


For a long period Dora Donovan just drove aimlessly around, her 
thoughts a myriad confusion of various things. For one thing she just 
couldn't seem to sort out her violent sexual reaction to the photograph 
of her friend Jane Hammond in a lewd relationship with that powerful 
German shepherd, its slick pink penis thrust deep in her sex-slickened 
ass-cheeks. Yet obviously it had thrilled her.


Dora sighed. It seemed scarcely credible that life could take such a 
turn. Conservative, shy little Jane. Out of a Jekyl-and-Hyde 
transformation, into the brunette Marilyn Monroe, sultry, sexy, knowing 
exactly what she wanted and prepared to do anything to get it.


Dora looked down at her own voluptuous body, her breasts gradually 
subsiding from their uncontrollable excitement of a half hour before in 
Cantor's restaurant. She shivered involuntarily. What was wrong with 
her? She had the same sort of equipment as Jane. Her proportions had 
often been complimented and called beautiful by earnest swains -- first 
when she was a teenager, and then later when, married to Guy, 'friends 
of the family' tried to put the make on her at the North Shore Country 
Club and elsewhere. Of course, she was always flattered by men's 
attentions, and not a little flirtatious and a bit of a tease in return 
on her own part. Still, she had never dreamed that she could get 
excited over anything except her wonderful husband Guy and his 
generously proportioned genitals.


So with all of her own generously rounded contours, said so often to be 
'made for love,' why should she hesitate to use them in order to find 
physical satisfaction and quench this terrible, heedless burning 
sensation in her loins?


Why, indeed?


Yet at the same time that was not something that one could calculate 
mathematically in a civil engineering way. So many tons of concrete 
make so many buildings and so many orgasms, and so forth. No, love and 
sex was something that had to come naturally, from the bottom of one's 
heart.


The confused housewife looked around her. For some reason she had ended 
up at Eden Plaza alongside the big Carson Pirie store. She slowed into 
the parking lot after a careful left turn on Mannheim Road, then 
gradually came to a stop. Settling down cozily in the seat, she sighed 
again for the millionth time and took out a cigarette. She lit up and 
blew broken smoke rings; Jane's had been solid and perfect. So even 
there, she was no competition now.


Where had she driven on this pleasant spring day? She couldn't remember 
exactly. Partly on Dempster Street after DelFarm, partly on the 
expressway. She couldn't remember exactly, because she had meandered 
quite a lot.


If only she could figure out who it was that Guy imagined himself 
carrying on with when they had intercourse.


But then that would solve nothing. There was, after all, no way of 
interfering with a man's thoughts if he wanted to think something.


For that matter, she could be entirely mistaken about the whole thing; 
imagining it, and then her useless accusations might ruin everything.


But she wasn't imagining her discomfiture and inability to achieve her 
usual heights of ecstasy. Whether Guy was thinking of someone else or 
not, or whether she was just imagining it, the fact still remained that 
her loins were becoming desperately unsettled.


So why couldn't she do as Jane had done? Find satisfaction, anywhere 
she could. She was a human being and she had a right to it. Or was she 
going to have to go on imagining Brute every time she needed a climax?


Just then a pedigree German shepherd passed in front of the car, held 
severely on a leash by a rather overbearing looking woman. For no 
reason she was quite sure of, Dora instinctively slumped down in her 
seat.


The dog was just medium-sized. No match for her own dog Brute, of 
course, but there was a sort of sleek, masculine beauty about the way 
he held his handsome head on his strong, sturdy young neck. 
Automatically, Dora found herself looking between his legs for his 
"equipment. " Would they be as nice as Brute's was?


The commanding woman guiding him opened the car door not far from hers. 
"Now, you naughty doggy," Dora overheard her say, "you must behave 
yourself. Mama won't tolerate any more of that fooling around with 
young wives in the supermarket. Am I making myself clear?"


For answer -- to Dora's amazement and excitement -- the dog suddenly 
stuck its snout underneath the woman's dress and seemed to be nosing up 
inside there!


Dora gasped and held her throat. The woman staggered against the car, 
seemed to have difficulty getting her breath, and giggled nervously as 
a schoolgirl. The woman looked around anxiously as well, to see if 
anyone was looking. Dora slumped down further in her seat.


"Now, dear, you musn't do that! You know how that makes Mama feel! Stop 
immediately, darling! Ooooh, you dear you ... but someone might be 
looking ... hurry in the car dear and let's hurry home. Mama can't wait 
to get your big fat tongue on her juicy hot cunt! Now, get in the car!"


Dora gasped again, choked nervously on something which seemed to stick 
in her throat, and coughed awkwardly. Furious sensations assailed her. 
She had to get home! A cold shower was just the thing! Somehow -- 
anyhow -- she had to break this tightly woven erotic thread which was 
threatening to strangle her in its rapidly closing vise-like grip!


Reaching home at last, the unsettled young redhead put the shopping 
listlessly on the kitchen table and laid down her purse. Then she 
trudged slowly upstairs, brushed her hand in back of her neck and up 
under her hair. Without thinking, she strolled to the bathroom, closed 
the door behind her and began taking off her clothes.


In another moment she was naked, and pausing to whirl before the 
various mirrors in the bathroom, she whipped her long dark auburn hair 
wildly about her milk-white shoulders. She cupped the heavy white 
mounds of her breasts in her hands and slowly, tantalizingly thumbed 
her nipples. What man could possibly fail to love those, she wondered? 
Guy had sucked on them for years without stop.


Still idly rubbing her naked flesh, she found herself wondering if the 
dog she saw in the parking lot at Carson's ever sucked and licked at 
his mistress' breasts. She imagined his lengthy red tongue streaking 
out -- sending fierce rippling shivers all through the woman's tingling 
flesh ...


Dora shivered herself. How had she gotten onto this? Thoughts of Brute 
this morning, then Jane's obscene -- but fascinating -- Polaroid 
snapshot, and finally the woman with that dog in the parking lot ...


An involuntary quiver of desire broke through the young wife's entire 
voluptuous body. Abruptly, as if drawn by a magnet, she pressed her 
fingers hard inside the swollen lips of her hotly tingling pussy with a 
soft moan of ardent surrender. Just as abruptly, she gasped and drew 
them out. She had to get into the shower!


Occasionally as the needle spray -- first hot then cold -- prickled at 
her flushed and flaming flesh, she still retained some of that urgent 
desire, but gradually it tended to evaporate. Except for those moments 
when she unthinkingly soaped herself up between her legs as if to 
thoroughly wash out her cunt. Fortunately she managed to catch herself 
in time, however. She didn't want to fall into that obscene trap of 
masturbatory lust, and swore that she would resist it with everything 
in her.


At long last Dora managed to regain some kind of control over her over-
excited body. Turning off the shower, she stepped out of it and began 
narcissistically toweling her voluptuous contours, fondling her nakedly 
glistening flesh just a little more affectionately with a rough cloth 
than she should have.


And then she heard it. A soft kind of mewling, partly pleading, 
begging, half-crazed under some sort of torment. A chill of primitive 
fear raced through her. What was going on in her house!?


Wrapping the bath towel loosely around her breasts and buttocks, water 
still dripping from her hair-thick pubic "vee," she flung off her 
shower cap and raced into the hall.


"Oooooooh, please ... oh no ... please don't ... OH GOD!"


It was June! In some kind of trouble! But where was she? Visions of a 
half-crazed murderer with her beautiful blonde daughter at his 
lecherous mercy raced through Dora's excited mind. She had to find her!


"Darling ... ooooooh that's it, lover ... oh darling ... Goooooooood 
... just slide it into me lover ... ooooohhhhhh ..."


It was coming from June's bedroom! ... But the words had altered so 
that now it was evident that June was not in danger -- she was 
misbehaving, probably with some boy she had brought home from school! 
That little hussy! Dora would show her! Mortified by what she assumed 
to be twelve year old indiscretion, she hurried down the corridor to 
June's room.


Seething with rage, June's mother paused before the door, through which 
she could hear the continuing and fiercely rousing sounds of young lust 
being fulfilled.


"Darling ... oh yes ... that's it ... oh darling ... I love you ... 
fuck me ... darling ..."


Fuck her? Dora had assumed she had stumbled on merely a hot petting 
session, but this was too much. June was only twelve years old! At the 
very least she could have the decency to hold onto her virginity at 
least a little longer! But to do it right here in her own home ...! 
Furious, Dora pushed open the door ahead of her.


And froze with heart-stopping shock right where she stood!


For there, in the middle of June's frilly little-girl bed, was her 
beautiful blonde daughter crouching on all fours, her long hair hanging 
forward around her face and down onto the bed, her ripely developing 
breasts brushing against the coverlet -- while in back of her, 
accompanied by ecstatic mewling whimpers and sighs from both parties, 
was the family dog Brute, his heavy forepaws on her pale smooth back, 
his red tongue hanging loosely out of his mouth, as his huge, shining 
animal-cock slid with a soft obscene sucking sound in and out of June's 
tight little cunt!


Dora clutched at the door, afraid for the moment that she was going to 
swoon away into a dead faint. This ... this was too much ...


The bath towel fell away from her opulent flesh and her skin began to 
cool over-fast, covering quickly with goose bumps. Her glazed, 
unbelieving eyes fastened breathlessly on the amazing lewd sight taking 
place on her own darling little daughter's bed. She couldn't tear her 
eyes away. The lewd thought of this powerful German shepherd fucking 
into her naked and defenseless young daughter who was quaking on the 
bed with each violent animal thrust between her thighs, sent shivers of 
erotic sensuality coursing madly down Dora's spine. Yet her eyes glued 
to the lewd scene, unable to shift for a single instant. The evil 
fascination of June's depraved ravishment held her glued to the spot 
and unable to breathe, and up between her trembling thighs, the lips of 
her own vagina throbbed relentlessly, fast becoming gorged with blood 
and desire. Tiny pulsations of sensual need spread electrically through 
the small swollen bud of her clitoris and she bit her lower lip tightly 
to hold back the forbidden sensations which were now assaulting her 
aching loins.


Could this really be her sweet blonde June, bent over so obscenely on 
all fours with their huge watchdog mounted on the softly spread rounds 
of her buttocks, his glistening penis sliding slickly in and out of her 
virginal vagina? Before her very eyes, that shining, scarlet instrument 
slipped in and out of the hot wet sheath between June's legs, 
occasionally pulling all the way out to disclose its dripping, tapered 
head. Then June would moan with lust and wiggle her buttocks back onto 
it. The tapered point slipped and danced in her hot, moist anal crevice 
as Brute jerked, trying in vain to bury his glittering penis in her hot 
young body once more.


June looked back sobbing, oblivious to anything else except the intense 
need to recapture that lengthening shaft of animal hardness deep in her 
wanting cunt. Like a bitch in heat she bucked back against her pet, but 
the sharp cock-tip missed momentarily, then slid upward at a sharp, 
deadly angle, through her ass-cheeks, toward the snug little pucker of 
her anus. Then it righted itself and plunged deep, deep into June's 
pleading vagina, eliciting a cry from the helpless young blonde child 
that was partly agony and partly excruciated delight.


Then Brute began fucking into her generously with great speed, his 
sperm-bloated crevice swatting softly underneath into her sensitive 
hair-fringed pussy crevice, rubbing against his twelve year old blonde 
mistress's tiny clitoris and drawing increased moans of lust from her 
lips with every last sway and nudge.


The hot red glow of his jabbing penis contrasted sharply with the 
fevered pink flesh of June's passion-inflamed cunt, and watching from 
the doorway, Dora found herself unable to breathe, although she snorted 
hoarsely. Something was taking violent hold of her. It was as if she 
were the person being so furiously fucked by their handsome German 
shepherd ... yes, as if she were the one who had Brute's powerful cock 
sliding oh so wonderfully in and out, in and out ... of her cunt ... or 
... or even her anus ...


Dora moaned and her nostrils flared, her fingers sliding purposefully 
lower across her belly towards the soft, tangled "vee" of hair between 
her weak and tremulous legs ...


The huge dog was bucking madly into her beautiful daughter now, 
although his eyes occasionally glanced at Dora. His tongue, shining 
with saliva, lolled lasciviously out of his slavering head. His huge 
cudgel looked bloated and much too great for June's tender virginal 
pussy to take, but there was no doubt that the twelve year old blonde 
was taking it, moaning all the I while with increased delirium with 
each wonderfully savage thrust. It slithered forward with a wet lewd 
rush until it was sunk to the hilt, Brute's hairy balls swinging below 
her passion-moistened pubic hair and slapping at her clitoris as if 
spanking her. A moan of tremulous lust broke from June's lips, and she 
moved rhythmically backwards to meet the loving thrust of the panting 
dog. As his forelegs trapped her wasp-like waist, she began to undulate 
her body and move her buttocks in licentious little circles, abandoning 
herself totally to the delicious animal fucking she was receiving from 
behind. When her face turned sidewise, it was evident to Dora that her 
daughter was really and truly in love enjoying this obscene bestiality. 
But then ... could she blame June? Her lovely young features were so 
contorted with rapture from the delicious screwing the beast was having 
in her, and her soft-fleshed young breasts danced crazily beneath her 
writhing torso, moving in time to the dog's deep-skewering member as it 
slid far up into her from behind, a relentless hot poker of flesh 
burying itself deeply into her lust-churned belly.


Dora's breath was coming in tight, sharply punctuated little gasps and 
the burning sensation bubbling in her stomach and breasts had expanded 
wildly in maddening intensity with each moment she watched her 
beautiful blonde daughter being ravished by her animal lover. Her naked 
flesh was fairly dripping perspiration in the musky, close room as her 
fingers began to wander, unheeded within the soft wet lips of her love-
starved pussy. A trickle of perspiration ran down from her navel and 
became lost in the tight russet curls of her pubic hair. The moist, 
hair-lined flanges of her throbbing cunt felt as if they had been 
stuffed into a live light socket, they tingled so. She bit harder on 
her lower lip, but all control was swiftly fading.


The aroused mother's forehead was covered with tiny sparkling beads of 
perspiration, and another trickle ran down the valley between lush, 
succulent full breasts, which felt ripe as tropical fruit in the middle 
of July. Her nerves felt shattered and her mind whirled with 
indecision. She knew that she must do something, but it was by far too 
late, for she knew as well that now her body and its mindless lusts had 
taken command, and pushed her brain with all if its stern moral 
compunctions deeply into the background. Her belly was tingling with 
electricity and she could feel the seeping wetness between her thighs 
increasing with each long moment she stood here watching. The blood was 
rushing in her ears like a mighty river unleashed through a break in an 
earthen dam. No feeling in her life had ever effected her like this 
before.


Up on the bed, her daughter's obscenely swaying body moved beneath the 
savage onslaught of Brute's penile charge as he humped the kneeling 
girl without stop. And she appeared to have gone totally out of her 
mind now, moaning out lewd encouragement to him through fearsomely 
clenched teeth. She was begging the dumb beast to fuck her harder and 
faster and to spew his boiling animal cum deep inside her cunt. She was 
begging that she wanted to be filled to the brim with his canine sperm 
and that in her madness for him that was all that mattered. To all 
intents June appeared to be no longer even human, but just a quivering 
youthful mass of lust-deranged, sweating flesh pleading to be 
subjugated by the animal behind her. She was reveling in her 
humiliation before this furry beast, and grinding her buttocks back 
agonizingly against his hairy jerking body like a bitch in heat.


Dora watched in abject fascination. Tiny rivulets of moisture were 
building in the curvaceous cleft of June's rotating young buttocks. 
They glistened and tiny droplets ran slowly down the backs of her 
thighs almost to the swelling half-moons of her well-shaped calves.


And on the other side of the room, Dora's large, budding nipples 
tingled with aroused sensuality and her fingers were filling up with 
secretion from her sex-drugged vagina. Guilty pleasure throbbed and 
bubbled without pause through her seductive flesh without pause. Her 
eyes riveted hotly on June and Brute's unnatural coupling -- her two 
children panting with furious unconcealed lust and devotion for one 
another. The flood between her thighs was sticky and warm, and she 
closed her eyes tightly and gave herself over completely to the rolling 
sensations of pleasure coursing so urgently, commandingly through her 
flaming loins. It was almost as if Brute were fucking her now, too ... 
she could almost feel his penis hot up inside her, all warm and thick 
and slippery, rolling around ... A gush of shame broke through her at 
the waves of indecent pleasure which had so effectively eliminated all 
impulse to move.


God, what should she do? What could she do? This was sheer lunacy!


Her own invading fingers probed lingeringly, maddeningly at the soft 
moist flesh of her desire-swollen cuntal walls. Her lust-moisture now 
covered the palm of her hand almost completely, and her own fingers 
moving in tight little circles inside her body was driving her out of 
her mind. The fire raging in her savagely contracting vagina was out of 
control by far. And the sight of her gorgeous blonde daughter being 
buffeted into the squeaking mattress by the huge German shepherd, being 
skewered without mercy, and loving it, was just too much for the sex-
hungry mother to take!


Then suddenly, up there on the bed, June suddenly began sobbing her 
heart out, twisting her head wildly from side to side to make her long 
golden tresses fly about her shoulders. And then Dora recognized what 
was happening.


June was in the beginning throes of an orgasm. Which was why the 
ecstatic pre-teen was screwing her buttocks back on Brute's invading 
shaft with such frenetic greediness. With her honey-blonde hair flying 
around, she looked like a she-demon going insane for sex, as the giant 
animal's tongue lolled from his mouth and he fucked up between her 
quivering thighs from behind. Saliva dripped from his open mouth onto 
the cream-like expanse of her smooth young back.


"Rip me! Tear me! DARLING!" June whined, ramming back wildly against 
the humping dog just as he jerked forward and Dora's eyes widened -- 
because she could tell with heart-stopping certainty that now Brute was 
reaching climax, too. His haunches seemed to be shuddering, and then 
his cock was spitting white-hot semen in hard spurts deep into June's 
ardently clasping young cunt. Dora watched in drugged fascination from 
the bedroom doorway, her own fingers moving faster as June's shapely 
young buttocks began contracting uncontrollably, signaling the child's 
orgiastic upheaval deep in her quivering belly. The German shepherd's 
thick white cum oozed wetly and lewdly from her tightly clasping vagina 
squeezing desperately around his penis, then ran down the ivory columns 
of her thighs. Her buttocks glistened, displaying cum-soaked pubic hair 
and tender ravaged pink flesh as she suddenly pitched forward on her 
face into a lazy, post-orgasmic doze.


Brute's deflating penis slipped from her mercilessly mauled passageway 
with a sucking noise that echoed lewdly through the panting silence of 
the bedroom. June appeared to be out cold, while her animal dominator 
stood above her wagging his tail with patent appreciation. In a final 
act of depravity he dropped his snout to her widespread thighs and 
licked at the sticky white semen oozing back out of her still quivering 
young cunt, gulping it down hungrily until she was licked clean.


And then -- and then he turned to look at Dora ...


Chapter 10


Overcome with emotion, without even noticing what she was doing, June's 
mother had gradually slid to the floor, more or less in a kneeling 
position. Against her mental will, her hands and fingers burrowed down 
between her shaking white thighs and groped inside the throbbing moist 
mass of her pubic hair. Her legs scissored open on the carpet, and she 
fingered her own passion-wet cuntal slit, moaning soft and low with 
sensual anticipation of her own climax. The tips of her fingers drew 
the narrow hair-fringed furrow apart, exposing the blood-swollen lips 
of her palpitating cunt to the warm, overheated air of her daughter's 
bedroom.


With a primitive groan, the aroused young mother sunk her middle finger 
deep into the little viscous mouth of her vagina. She held her breath, 
her eyes rolling ecstatically, her vagina feeling as if it were burning 
up and demanding much more than a single finger to feed its savage 
needs. Without hesitation, she inserted another finger, drawing her 
knees up on the rug with her buttocks waving high in the air. There was 
the creak of bedsprings as Brute leapt from the bed to the floor, and 
she crammed her fingers deeper into the secreting moistness of her 
vagina, her mind still full of lewd pictures of her twelve year old 
daughter's body locked beneath Brute's as his penis slid home and then 
out again.


Dora rocked back and forth on the floor, driving her fingers lewdly in 
and out of her burning cunt with ecstatic little sighs. She could still 
see Brute's huge thick cock ramming its glistening way into June's 
tenderly clasping young vagina, sinking between her parted thighs like 
a massively thick red log. Now Dora's hands became that gleaming shaft 
of flesh, and her gasps began to match all the others that had broken 
from June's sex-drenched lips in the past few minutes.


In her passion-crazed mind, Dora wanted only what her adolescent 
daughter had gotten. She wanted to be savagely split too, she wanted to 
be fucked, to use Jane Hammond's horrid word. Oh, how she wished Guy 
was here now pumping his own cum filled cock into her hot searing 
passage.


But her thoughts weren't enough as her mind raced lasciviously. She had 
to have more ... more ... anything ... in desperation she curled up, 
reached back over her buttocks, searched that hot wet crevice, and then 
tried frenziedly to stuff a finger deep into her small puckered anus 
between her shivering moon-shaped buttocks, gasping as in her haste a 
fingernail dug into the soft fleshy walls, sending a sharp jolt of pain 
through her quivering body. She stilled, panting for a moment, and then 
took up her fierce masturbatory rhythm again, now with lingers stuffed 
lewdly in both apertures. Her full firm breasts hung in shapely, 
joggling unrest off both sides of her chest, her nipples fairly 
bursting with life. "Ooooooh -- oh -- oh!" she cried, electric tingles 
racing madly through her passion-drenched flesh, her whole body seeming 
to vibrate under her demanding fingers ...


But by now, unseen to her in her mindless, hypersexed state, Brute had 
lowered his head to his helpless mistress' soft pink hair-covered pussy 
and was sniffing lustfully at the musky-scented flesh. The great German 
shepherd's tail wagged as his body trembled and his penis began 
elongating and tingling all over again, even though he had just 
finished with this woman's less than teenage daughter.


Suddenly Dora moaned instinctively in terror as the dog's cold nose 
made contact with her tiny puckered anus and the index finger she was 
furiously fingering it with. She tensed and groaned as she felt his 
tongue licked wetly up and down the crevice around it. Her finger came 
out swiftly with a moist lewd sound, and then the tip of his tongue was 
trying to burrow into the outer fleshy anal ring.


"No -- Brute -- don't!" she tried to protest, attempting to scissor her 
disintegrating legs. "I don't want it! I don't need it!"


But in this particular case, the dog appeared to know better than his 
mistress, for as she tried to squirm away, the German shepherd raised 
his head and growled dangerously. Then he began greedily lapping the 
narrow pink slit between her thighs. He ran his tongue wetly the full 
length of it, from the tight-closed little pucker of her nether 
opening, up over the fluted, pink edges of her cunt and over the tiny 
sensation-bud atop her quivering pubic mound. His great tongue spread 
through the soft, hair-covered swelling like a knife through soft 
butter, flicking relentlessly between his beautiful mistress' 
widespread legs, and stopping only sporadically to curl its way deeply 
into her seething loins. Dora jerked spasmodically, groaning under the 
lash of that maddening tongue, squirming before her handsome pet as he 
lapped and sniffed at her aching pussy. She shuddered and gasped at the 
onslaught of purest ecstasy which seemed to be shaking her out in all 
her nerve endings from head to toe. In addition there was the delicious 
frozen chill elicited by the thought of doing something so wonderfully 
forbidden, of letting her dog lick her like this. Dora writhed with a 
combination of ecstasy and agony as Brute's bestial tongue cleaved her 
sexual crevice so flamingly in two.


Now her awkward frightened moans were changing to something more like 
soft, urgent mewls of pleasure -- pleasure that she did not want to 
give in to, but which was so deliciously illicit -- pleasure that she 
had intended to struggle against ... but that slithering thick tongue, 
licking so hotly and without mercy at her burning cuntal slit, was 
forcing her to enjoy it regardless of all moral considerations.


Suddenly she raised her trembling hands, moaned something 
unintelligible and indecisive - then dropped them to grasp Brute's 
earnestly working head!


Uttering a savage animal sob, she suddenly kicked her legs back and up 
over her head, dragging Brute's snout forward into her well-lubricated, 
pleasure-churning cunt. His enormous tongue thrust up the moist 
passageway like an attacking lizard, ravishing her upthrust loins 
without mercy. Wild, incoherent groans burst from her agonized lips, 
pleading with and encouraging the dumb animal who was salivating 
between her writhing upturned buttocks. Brute worked like the savage 
beast he was, the rutting lust of the wild and his devotion to his 
voluptuous russet-haired mistress driving him on ...


By now Dora was so intoxicated with rapture that she was heedless of 
everything else in the world. Her mouth hung open in enchanted ecstasy 
as she knelt there before her own pet -- her glassy, lust-smoked eyes 
stating up into nothingness as the powerful animal lapped hungrily at 
her hot wet loins. She could not remember when she had been so happy. 
The dog's thick wet tongue ran like fire the entire length of her 
sexual crevice, above which her rapidly rising and falling belly 
fluttered as if filled with a million butterflies. The moist red slit 
of her vagina felt as if it was being drenched in sweet honey. Each 
fresh flick of Brute's magnificent tongue imparted a fresh torment. The 
dainty pleasure-button of her clitoris felt as if it were being teased 
by lightning, and had expanded into hardness just above the stretched 
pink opening of her cuntal entrance.


Brute continued to snake his wet tongue maddeningly over the quivering 
little nub of raw nerves at the peak of her steaming pussy slit. Dora's 
body jerked with each electric contact and her legs clamped tightly 
together around his furry head, the soft inner thighs imprisoning his 
snout in a vise-like grip. Then her hips began a slow up-and-down 
movement in rhythm to the probings of his slavering tongue, while all 
the while endless groans mingled with soft animal mews of sheer 
pleasure from between her fiercely clenched teeth. She was trapped in a 
mindless fit of uncontrolled lust and her upper torso writhed like a 
belly-dancer's.


Her body seemed to be squirming out of control, twisting lustfully 
after the depraved lapping of her burning loins. Hopelessly, Dora 
surrendered to the nerve-shattering lickings of that dominating animal 
tongue within her moistly flaming pussy.


"Oh God," she groaned helplessly as the tantalizing licking dominated 
her entire being. She screwed her pelvis helplessly back onto his snout 
and worked it around in small little circles, sighing all the while at 
the delicious animal tonguing that was taking place at the very 
entrance to her soul. There had never been anything in the world like 
this urgent feeling, nothing else in the world but that fiercely 
lashing tongue which was sending her upward into such majestic heights 
of ecstasy. Dora reveled and wallowed in this lewd tingling joy until 
it seemed as if her body was going to explode into a thousand 
fragments. Her vaginal passage felt as if it were literally on fire.


"Ooooooh yesssss," she hissed, enslaved. "Lick me, darling. Lick your 
mistress! Help me! Faster, darling, oh faster!" she begged, gasping for 
air. She was approaching orgasm and her body had become something 
animal and no longer resembling anything human, with her enormous 
fulsome breasts, swelled and hard and throbbing with blue veins, 
tossing this way and that, her dark auburn curls shaking all over, her 
pelvis grinding upwards into Brute's furiously lapping tongue while she 
held his pointy ears and tried to draw his snout right up into her 
cunt.


Then suddenly Dora began to feel the tide of sensation rising towards 
orgasm. Beginning deeply in her fluttering belly, the very hopelessness 
of her position and the debasing ravishment of her flesh was bringing 
tiny ripples of fire dancing through her tattered nerves. Tantalized 
beyond belief, she felt her loins begin -- at last -- to hurtle 
outwards like a bright ball of fire towards an almost impossible 
climax. And then her insides were erupting in bright white flashes, and 
she felt and saw the cum gushing from the walls of her vagina and out 
over Brute's hyperactive snout until his very whiskers were dripping 
with the obscene wetness. A never ending stream of pleasure seemed to 
blow outward through her shattered nerves until she wanted to shriek 
and shriek and shriek for joy. She groaned as her orgasm flooded his 
handsome face in great sensual waves of cum, seeping warmly from her 
vaginal lips and down the insides of her quivering white thighs, the 
feeling so indescribable that she felt as if she must be dying from 
pure pleasure. The whole of the moaning mother's loins felt wet and 
used beyond belief, as for one long moment she shuddered with joy on 
the brink and in the middle of that most joyous orgiastic moment, and 
then screamed, jackknifed her legs twice, and fell forward on the 
bedroom carpet into her own soaking perspiration, tears of heavenly 
relief rolling from her tightly clenched eyes.


*  *  *


Guy Donovan shook his Chicago Daily News in his big hands, and 
occasionally glanced distractedly out the window of the evening 
commuter special that was carrying him from Chicago's downtown 
northward to the North Shore. Not long ago the Chicago & Northwestern 
had attached a drinking car to its commuter trains, but he did not feel 
in a gay enough mood for the bar. He was so preoccupied with other 
things that he was sure he would snap at anyone he met who tried to be 
friendly. And trouble was the last thing in the world he wanted just 
now.


Guy sighed and finally folded up the; newspaper, brushing his large 
hand back through his dark curly hair. He looked out the window at the 
swiftly passing city, a city of large factories, tall buildings thrown 
up with total disregard of all other human considerations save the 
central one: The making of money. Here and there tenements dotted this 
masculine, factory city, and there were parks. Off to the east there 
was the pleasant skyline of high-rises mingled with the shining blue of 
Lake Michigan. Between the two lay an endless range of white sandy 
beaches, more so than strangers to Chicago might ever have expected, 
surfeited as they usually were on a diet of gangster stories from the 
"city of the big shoulders."


Guy Donovan looked glumly at his hands. They were large hands, the 
backs of which were fairly inundated with dark black curly hairs. The 
morning had not gone well.


For one thing, he had been almost continually distracted from the very 
beginning. Starting with the first hour that morning, when he hadn't 
been able to put his maturing young daughter June out of his mind for a 
single instant. He had fumbled through his paperwork, and behaved 
distractedly with his secretary, and finally when the girl from the 
typing pool had showed up for their usual 10:30 tete-a-tete, he had 
been unable to imagine that it was anyone other than his voluptuously 
beautiful blonde daughter. As the girl had knelt between his legs and 
sucked so clingingly along the entire thickness of his throbbing hot 
penis, with her long blonde hair cascading over his half-naked loins 
and lying softly off against the insides of his legs, it was easy to 
imagine June ...


June, with her soft, pliable little-girl lips, her far-from-little-girl 
breasts, her long, honey-blonde hair wafting along his legs ...


Yes, it had been easy to imagine. And then when he had shot into the 
teenage typist's furnace-like mouth, and seen his milky cum bursting 
the confines of her still hotly sucking lips, it had been all too easy 
to imagine those were his daughter's lips, June's lips, June's 
fluttering dark eyelashes and deep blue eyes, June's pale silky hair 
... June's buttocks so well-formed and partly upraised ... God, what a 
delightful suck she'd been! His own twelve year old little blonde girl 
with her sweet little tits and well-curved fanny ... and no doubt with 
a soft sprinkling of golden hair all over her virginal young pussy ...


Guy averted his eyes and leaned his head against his hand. He had to 
stop thinking of her like this! The whole thing was getting altogether 
out of hand. Furthermore, he was deeply convinced that Dora was 
beginning to suspect something.


There was nothing that he could actually put his finger on; rather it 
was something he merely sensed very strongly. And then often when he 
was fucking her he had to bite his lip to keep from crying out June's 
name ... maybe he had voiced it already.


Which was one thing the girl in the typing pool had over Dora -- she 
didn't care whose name he cried out when he blew his boiling hot semen 
down her throat. He had been able to press his hands freely into her 
peroxide yellow hair, cursing out: "That's it, June! Suck big daddy's 
cock! Swallow my cum, baby! Suck me off."


God forbid he ever uttered a word of that in front of his wife, though!


And not that the business with the eighteen year old typist had really 
satisfied him. No, far from it. Afterwards he had only daydreamed about 
his twelve year old daughter all the more and what it could be like 
fucking her, and so on. He really had to get a grip on himself, because 
then during the Minnesota Mining conference in the afternoon the boss 
had insisted that he looked so distracted that he might be ill and 
should take the rest of the day off.


So here he was on the 3:34, heading northward ahead of almost everyone 
else. His papers packed up in his briefcase in case he could get some 
work done in the evening. His chest seething with an obscene desire 
that he dared not name -- an unnatural lust for his own daughter!


But then how could he help it? June was so unearthly lovely. She was so 
sensually developed for twelve. Her breasts were high, wide apart and 
shapely. No normal man could keep his eyes off them. And when she 
fluffed out that long blonde hair over that hourglass figure ... 
coupled with her invitingly soft pouting expression that a man could 
think only of kissing and in connection with nothing else in the world 
... lust was the only word to describe what a man had to feel, even if 
that man was her father!


He stared glumly out the window of the speeding train. Still and all, 
he knew very well that his feelings flew in the face of every taboo 
known to man. Still, he would challenge anyone not to feel something 
with a daughter of such gorgeous plenitude wandering around the house, 
sometimes temptingly half-naked. There wasn't a father anywhere who 
could help but feel affected in some way.


Guy shrugged. All this incest bit was just a lot of bunk. But then, 
thinking it was bunk and doing something about it were two different 
things! At least for him.


So where did that leave him with his beautiful blonde daughter June? It 
was true that he desperately wanted to fuck her, but there were too 
many obstacles. For one thing, she would probably be horrified, even 
though she was a little prick-tease. Teasing was natural among 
burgeoning young girls; they were just exercising their sexual prowess. 
But that didn't necessarily mean that she wanted to ball her old man.


For another, such an adventure would probably twist her 
psychologically. And for another still, there was his wife Dora, to 
think of. Prim but statuesque Dora. If anything ever happened in that 
house between himself and June, and Dora learned of it, all hell would 
break loose. Their comfortable marriage would be destroyed -- and he 
truly loved his wife -- June would probably be sent to a foster home, 
there would be a nasty scandal that might cause him to lose everything 
-- job, marriage, home, the works -- and Dora would probably have a 
nervous breakdown.


No, the ramifications were altogether too plain. Despite the terrible 
urge he felt toward his lovely blonde daughter, he would never be able 
to satisfy it by sinking his cock into what must be the healing warm 
balm of her undulating young cunt. That would never happen, could never 
be allowed to happen. He would just have to go along eating his heart 
out until this infatuation wore off.


But how could he forget the twin beauties of her two youthfully budding 
breasts, heaving as they always seemed to be doing, full and round and 
aching to be sucked?


He closed his eyes. He had to forget. He had to forget at all cost.


And so the train rolled on, carrying him northward, his body warming in 
this urgent resolve to behave himself however much it might tear him 
apart. He gazed out the window and watched the trees, factories and 
houses of Chicago passing along the Chicago & Northwestern line.


And so it was that Guy Donovan arrived home approximately two hours 
ahead of schedule, alighting easily, his newspaper curled up under his 
arm as he set foot on the platform at Central Street in north Evanston. 
He walked to the stairs somewhat distractedly, considered moseying down 
to the drug store for a chocolate soda and rifling through some 
magazines, but thought better of that, and instead went right up 
Railway Road in the direction of Isabella Street, where the Donovan 
home sat in leafy arboreal familial essence beneath tall poplars and 
oaks. The wind whistled pleasantly through these enormous trees, and as 
he made his way thoughtfully across Railway Park in the direction of 
his heavily-mortgaged house, he found his loins beginning to stir with 
tremulous anxiety as he considered that if Dora had gone out shopping 
for the afternoon, he might indeed come upon June at home alone.


And his stride picked up faster.


Chapter 11


June stumbled down to the kitchen for a cooling glass of milk, her mind 
benumbed by the shattering orgasms she had endured on this historic 
afternoon. Totally unable to think of anything else in her mindless, 
slavish devotion to hedonistic reveries, she had come downstairs 
completely naked, her passion-wracked breasts heaving with burning 
emotion. This had been the most beautiful afternoon of her life. The 
exhausted twelve year old slumped down wearily onto a kitchen chair and 
let the cooling white liquid run down her throat, trickling its way 
south into her burnt-out loins. She couldn't remember when in her life 
she had ever felt so relaxed.


And to think, that Brute had been here the whole time! The whole time 
she had been worried, confused, distraught, and playing with herself 
out of sheer frustration, this magnificent animal -- the perfect lover 
-- had existed in her very house, under her very nose, the entire time.


She shook her pretty blonde head, blowing some cornsilk-fine strands 
out of her face. In the kitchen window across from the breakfast table, 
she could see her reflection. Her developing breasts appeared to have 
grown larger since that morning. God, they felt so tingly and 
hypersensitive.


This was the most beautiful day of her life.


So she sat at the table, sipping from the cool glass of milk, her mind 
dwelling endlessly on the events of the last few hours. All of her 
previous life had evaporated into nothingness before the soul-devouring 
onslaught of her magnificent canine-inspired climaxes. She could 
scarcely remember anything else. Over and over she re-lived this 
wonderful afternoon -- his lapping of her burning young cunt, then his 
skewering of her tender virginal passage, not once but three times!


June shivered with sensual delight. She could not believe that anyone 
else had ever endured such wonderful mind-bending orgasms. She had felt 
like a star bursting in the heavens.


And then her mother ...


She closed her eyes and smiled. When she had left Brute and her mom, 
the enormous German shepherd had had his forepaws on the moaning 
woman's back and was furiously fucking in and out of her wildly 
clasping pussy from the back. June had thought it the sexiest thing she 
had ever seen. Her mother with her long dark auburn hair undone and 
falling out over her back, her sensual red mouth open in one long 
drawn-out groan, her long dark eyelashes fluttering sporadically from 
the depths of her lightning-charged emotions, Brute's thick red penis 
slipping in and out through the curly russet hairs between her legs, 
gleaming slickly, the dog's long tongue panting and slavering over her 
hair and back.


June grinned. She didn't suspect she was going to have any difficulty 
ever again over getting anything out of her mother ... in a sense they 
would now both be Brute's concubines. She knew that word from some 
history of the middle east they had been studying in school. Sheiks had 
concubines in their harems, and now she and her mother would belong to 
Brute in the same way. It certainly seemed like a wonderful idea. He 
was absolutely dreamy. What teenage boy could ever compare to him? So 
masterful, demanding and dominating. Brute didn't let you get away 
until he had got what he wanted. And he demanded the ultimate, without 
fooling around. He didn't settle for less. That was what made him so 
especially wonderful, and appealing to her.


June pressed her firm young thighs tightly together, the lips of her 
dog-ravished cunt closing together in a kiss all their own.


She took both her nipples in her fingers and gazed down at them. Who 
would have believed such extravagant thrills could have pressed through 
these two small electric buttons from Brute's furiously lapping tongue? 
It had all been a wonderfully ecstatic dream of fulfillment. She had 
never felt anything so nice in her life. Her cunt began to tingle now 
even as she relived their devastating experience in her passion-dazed 
mind. Her mouth watered as she remembered sucking on his delightful 
penis, which had seemed to be both hard and tender at once. And then 
the delicious flames of hot viscous liquid had come shooting out ... to 
be swallowed and gulped down ...


Suddenly the screen door on the porch rattled.


Daddy! Oh God! Where could she hide?


June looked around hurriedly. There was the tiny broom closet, but 
after all there was no future in that because eventually she would have 
to sneak upstairs and get her clothes. She surely couldn't stay there 
overnight, either.


Maybe she would run.


But it was too late now anyway. She gazed at the door totally immobile, 
as if she had been struck catatonic. In another moment daddy would be 
coming through that door, and she had to think of what to do.


"Daddy!"


"June! But, my God, what are you doing sitting around like this?"


Guy Donovan stared with eyes blazing at his daughter's voluptuous 
proportions. His nostrils flared and his penis began to swell with 
blood as he gazed on them. His mouth filled with saliva, and despite 
his best intentions he couldn't help but imagine his tongue and his 
fingers and his cock over and around and into every last opening of her 
milk-white flesh.


Caught off guard, June decided to be brazen. If there was ever going to 
be a chance for it, this was it. She had often wanted daddy's big hard 
penis ramming deep inside of her starving cunt, and if she could manage 
to get him upstairs to see what her mom -- his wife -- was doing with 
their dog... then there would certainly never be a problem with her 
mother over anything she and daddy chose to do ...


All this reasoning flashed through her pubescent brain almost 
instantaneously with her father's appearance, for she sensed that now 
the chips were down and this was the only chance she was going to have. 
She was going to have to try to go for broke and seduce him.


And there was another angle to it, too -- if daddy came upon mommy 
being fucked by Brute, a horrendous scene might ensue, and daddy might 
even go get his gun ...


Well, she couldn't bear to see her mother killed, and somehow it didn't 
seem fair, just as they were on the verge of such magnificent 
happiness.


So it all rested with her. If she could seduce daddy -- and this might 
be her last chance -- then everything would be all right. Otherwise, 
there was just no telling what might happen.


So she smiled and looked at him from under half-lidded lashes. She 
sipped her milk, then put the glass aside and thrust her breasts 
forward so that he could see clearly all of their shapely beauty.


"Oh, I don't know, daddy. I must have taken a nap, and then I came down 
for a glass of milk. I'm dreadfully sorry I forgot to put anything on. 
You don't mind terribly, do you?" And with this she stretched 
luxuriantly so that the alluring young mounds of flesh on her chest 
swayed and trembled enticingly.


Guy Donovan gulped, trying hard to control his rampant lust. He watched 
as his beautiful blonde daughter blew some satiny blonde hair out of 
her eyes, and noticed again for the umpteenth time the sexy sweep of 
her long yellow hair. It fell down her back almost all the way to the 
cleft in her buttocks, thick and rich with color, flowing more like a 
lion's mane than a human head of hair belonging to a twelve year old 
girl.


He tried to say something, but his voice only croaked hoarsely in the 
small kitchen.


"Don't you like me, Daddy?" she asked suddenly, fluttering her dark 
lashes above her deep and sexy blue eyes.


Donovan gulped again. He couldn't think of anything to say. He felt he 
should say something, anything, however. Even though this was the sort 
of erotic dream every father secretly longed for, he still felt that he 
should be showing some umbrage ...


"June," he croaked awkwardly, "really, you'll have to get something on 
... uh ... that is ... you can't just be sitting around like this ..."


Her sultry eyes fastened humidly on his, and then she slowly stood up. 
His eyes held on hungrily to Venus-like roundness of her beautiful 
breasts, then darted momentarily to the smooth oval features of her 
immature girlish face, and glanced breathlessly at the soft line of 
sparse blonde pubic hairs that moved up across the gentle swelling of 
her healthy young belly, and finally he looked all the way down her 
nicely shaped legs ...


My God, he thought, she's breath-taking!


A helpless wave of lust swept over him, and there was a sensation of 
vertigo, as if he were falling from a great height. And then suddenly 
June bent -- specifically for the purpose of providing her father with 
a more erotic display -- and picked up a napkin that had fallen from 
the kitchen table. Her breasts swelled forward in the air, her long 
blonde hair trailing everywhere, and there was the most enticing 
display of her smoothly shaped young buttocks, out of which no man 
could help but want to draw handful after handful of curvaceous flesh, 
smooth, creamy, and white ... he wanted only to dig his fingers into 
those lushly swelling ass-cheeks...


The twelve year old vamp stood up abruptly and brushed her hair back, 
her breasts shaking from side to side. "All right, daddy-poo. If that's 
really what you want me to do ... I'll go upstairs and get dressed ..." 
June looked at him. "Will you come and help me, daddy darling?"


He tried to grunt something, but it came out unintelligible. There 
seemed to be something caught in his throat. He felt his penis 
expanding, growing larger, harder, filling with blood, becoming sturdy 
like the trunk of a tree ... he knew that the bulge in the front of his 
trousers was probably giving him away, but then on the other hand he 
couldn't bring himself to care, either ...


Seeing that her dad was struck dumb by her beauty and unable to answer, 
June merely smiled and whirled around, dancing over to the stairs. Now 
he would be better able to study her wasp-small waist, the sexy flare 
of her opulent hourglass hips, the two exotic dimples in either of her 
ass-cheeks ...


As he watched her dance away, Guy felt as if he were strangling on her 
pure blonde loveliness, which was dizzying in its effect on all of his 
ardently exposed senses. It was as if his body were covered with 
hypersensitive antennae, each one catching fiercely erotic signals from 
that voluptuous turn of his blonde daughter's naked body. She danced up 
the stairs a little way and he reflected on the head-turning quality of 
her shapely young calves, and those long legs of hers, so smooth and 
soft ... just right for wrapping tight around a man's pistoning hips 
...


"Are you coming, daddy?" she asked, turning at the top of the stairs, 
her blue eyes flashing, her long honey-colored hair whipping back over 
her shoulder.


Donovan choked, then nodded dumbly. He wanted to protest, but he felt 
as if there was a long thin rope traveling outward through his rapidly 
hardening penis which extended up the stairs and was being held wrapped 
in her tiny hand. It was impossible to resist. She was too unimaginably 
lovely. He would have to take his chances with Dora arriving untimely. 
For the moment all he could see was this gorgeous twelve year old 
blonde flesh of his seductive offspring.


He had to fuck her, if she would let him! She had him hypnotized now.


And so he followed dutifully after her, up the stairs, like an obedient 
puppy. Upstairs, if he could break from looking at her voluptuous young 
body, perhaps he would attempt to escape and regain control. For now, 
he could only obey.


June sensed his indecision and she knew that she had to hold him at all 
cost. Her little plan had worked thus far and she'd been terrifically 
successful, but if he got his senses back together, there might yet be 
some violent reaction.


And then there was mother to think of. Mother, who even now was 
probably having the life fucked out of her by their sex-crazy family 
dog! If daddy saw her before he was fully in June's power, he might 
snap out of it, come to his senses, and then all hell would break 
loose. She would have to retain control of him every second.


And to think -- at last -- at last she was going to feel his enormous 
cock plunging upward through the hot moist confines of her ardent young 
cunt -- after dreaming about it for so long! His balls slapping lewdly 
into the sensitive cleft of her buttocks! June felt a sharp intake of 
breath as she considered this. This was what she had really hoped and 
planned for all this time -- getting daddy to fuck her. Yes, that was 
what she wanted and she wasn't ashamed to think it. She could even use 
that sexy, dirty word in her head. She kept thinking it over and over 
again, considering it ... daddy's big thick rod plunging in and out of 
the clinging wet walls of her pussy ...


Donovan trailed up the stairs after her, watching her fleshy young 
white buttocks joggle from side to side. What if he had misjudged and 
she was merely teasing? He might be making a terrible fool of himself. 
And then there was Dora. Where was she, anyway? The whole thing was 
fraught with dangerous implications.


Yet on the other hand he felt incapable of doing otherwise. There was 
no other way -- he would have to play this thing out to the very end 
and see what transpired.


And then finally they were at the top of the stairs and on the landing. 
Donovan followed after her, after that beautiful long blonde hair 
falling into the crevice of her nicely dimpled buttocks, his breath 
coming raggedly. And then June paused at her bedroom door and turned to 
face him, her tantalizingly heaving breasts fairly glowing with rosy 
desire, her nipples stiffened with desire like succulent little 
cherries. Her father's mouth watered further and his nostrils flared. 
She was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen in his life.


June fluttered her eyelashes demurely. "Come here, Daddy," she murmured 
delicately as a faint breeze on a mild spring day. "Come here and help 
me dress." Her long slender fingers turned the doorknob and the door 
clicked slightly open.


Guy gasped. "Uh ..." But his feet moved inexorably forward. He felt 
lost now, whirling headlong downward into a boiling molten pool of 
heady sensuality. And then suddenly he was standing next to her at the 
door.


"My, daddy," she whispered abruptly through her sultry parted red lips, 
her delicate hand darting out to trace fondly the enormous bulge in his 
pants. "My Daddy. Daddy, you feel so good ... so nice and hard ..."


He shook his head, speechless and almost without breath, unable to 
think or talk. What -- what was she going to ...?


Guy felt as if his eyes were going to explode out of his head. This ... 
was ... oh Lord ...


"Do you want me to take it out, daddy?" she asked sweetly.


Teeth chattering stupidly in his head, he nodded dumbly, snorting with 
pleasure. And then her fingers were there, cool and grasping, pulling 
on his cock, pulling it out, her fingers all over his raw, exposed 
nerves.


"Oh, Daddy," she breathed ecstatically, suddenly sliding to her knees, 
one hand moving tantalizingly down the entire length of his body, and 
then suddenly it was out, all of its rigid male hardness, and Guy 
Donovan's eyes rolled up and backwards into his skull. He groaned and 
pressed his fingers into the glowing soft blondeness of her beautiful 
hair ... and then there were her soft red lips folding around his cock 
... right there in the hallway ... a tongue licking out, licking the 
cum off the tip of his hardness, licking all around his trembling, 
throbbing penis, and then she was sucking mindlessly ... mindlessly ... 
taking his cock all the way ... deeply ... deeply ... into her 
beautiful throat ...


"June ... oh, June ... daaaaarling ... ohhhhhhhh ..." And his head 
strained ecstatically backwards, deliriously happy ...


... Just as June's foot nudged the door of her bedroom open and Guy's 
eyes, glancing, were able to catch the two partially inhuman creatures 
who were so ardently coupling there on his beautiful young daughter's 
bed ...


Chapter 12


His eyes blazed. Jesus! It was Dora! With Brute fucking frantically in 
between her thighs from behind! Pumping away into his beloved wife's 
vagina with furious animal desire!


"Dora ..." he gasped weakly. "Wha ..."


But by now his daughter's mouth was all over his cock, sliding up and 
down its thrusting hardness like molten rubber, clinging delightedly, 
undulating, sucking like big warm, wet cushions up and down his 
fiercely pulsating rod of flesh. He could feel her tongue tickling so 
hotly, like a burning electric spear, at the top of his testicles, 
licking at the hair there, then working back upward again, wrapping 
lizard-like around his throbbing member.


Her hands came up to cup his balls affectionately, hefting them and 
squeezing them as she sucked. A soft moan of joy escaped her lips 
around the blood-engorged shaft in her mouth as she fondled her daddy's 
testicles. They were so big -- oh my -- daddy was certainly heavy and 
large down there. She imagined that he would probably shoot pot-fuls of 
his precious sperm down her hungry throat in another moment. And so she 
sucked all the more lovingly, as above her, Guy Donovan appeared to go 
out of his mind with lust.


Jesus, he thought, his mind reeling from this bombardment of physical 
and mental sensuality. This was the most fantastically sexy moment he'd 
ever endured. The sight of his beautiful auburn-haired wife, her full 
firm breasts hanging voluptuously down to the bed, her long hair askew, 
as their powerful German shepherd so brutally used her, was positively 
mind-bending. He couldn't remember when he'd ever seen anything like 
it. He'd heard stories of such behavior, but he'd never actually 
believed such things happened in civilized societies. Yet here it was, 
that savage animal hardness actually working in and out of his wife's 
welcoming cuntal passage, her face pressing the coverlet as she managed 
from moment to moment to make small ecstatic sighs which could leave no 
doubt in his mind whatever that Dora was enjoying it magnificently.


And then there was his daughter, his beautiful little twelve year old 
blonde girl, on her shapely knees and sucking him off with such 
debauched abandon that Boccaccio would have blushed. Her mouth was 
warm, soft and fluid. It was like stuffing one's cock into an open mass 
of lust-heated honey ...


The desire-crazed businessman laid his head back and closed his eyes, 
the onslaught of sensation altogether too much for him. Her mouth 
sucking and nibbling and licking at his primitively throbbing penis was 
what he had wanted for so long ... to fuck her in that beautiful soft 
red youth mouth of hers ... feel her tongue ... lick her tits ... eat 
her ... God ... he couldn't ...


Oh God ... oh God ... oh God ... oh God ...


He could feel the pressure of boiling sperm building in the twin vats 
of his testicles, cumming now ... spilling over the top ... there ... 
there ... racing down the long dark tunnel of his cock ...


Guy's pelvis jerked forward and he groaned, clutching his daughter's 
long blonde hair tighter in his hands. Parental fellatio, incest ... 
thrilling ...


He had been primed for this for so long that he didn't require many 
sucks at all. Pure ecstasy shot through every fibre of his wildly 
jerking body, and then his cock was spurting its illicitly fired semen 
down her earnestly swallowing throat by the barrel ...


"Darling ... oh honey ... my little girl ... oh God ... suck me darling 
... oh ... swallow daddy's cum ... here it comes darling ... oh ... oh 
honeeeeeeee ..."


His body seemed to shudder all over and he clutched her swiftly bobbing 
head for support. Milky-colored cum echoed out through the sides of her 
furiously swallowing mouth, dripping down her chin and sticking wetly 
against her lovely young throat. It seemed like an eternity before he 
had discharged all of it, all of the mighty sperm-pressure which had 
built over these last many months. He groaned, jerked, and finally came 
out of it panting for breath.


At last. He had fucked her. Fucked her in the mouth. For some reason he 
had never felt happier.


And as he rested against the edge of the door, June stood up, rubbing 
her fulsome young breasts all over his perspiring body. "Did you like 
that, daddy?" she asked as she kissed him, her mouth wide open, her 
tongue surging like a baby whale right to the back of his unsuspecting 
throat.


He hesitated a moment, then groaned and kissed her back, wrapping his 
arms tightly around her lush blonde body. Now he could think of only 
one thing -- sucking on those delicious young breasts of hers. He broke 
awkwardly from the kiss and bent his head, taking one cherry-tight 
nipple into his mouth and sucking ecstatically as his free hand gripped 
and squeezed her other naked breast. This was wonderful. He would love 
to do this forever.


But June had other thoughts on her mind. Now for the grand final. She 
wanted both her wonderful daddy and Brute fucking her at once. That was 
only fair, after all she'd done for them. She hoped they wouldn't be 
jealous ...


She ran her fingers through his thick dark hair as her father continued 
to suck ardently on her super-sensitive breasts. He had nice curly 
hair, and his penis had tasted every bit as wonderful as she had 
expected it to.


"But don't you want to fuck me as well, daddy?" she whispered demurely 
down into his ear, licking it slightly.


Donovan shivered involuntarily. "Huh?" he muttered dumbly, his mouth 
popping off her breast momentarily.


"I said 'don't you want to fuck me?'" she breathed hotly into his 
sensitive shivering ear, and he could feel his penis begin to jerk and 
bob, with renewed desire, still protruding from the open fly of his 
trousers.


Yes, that was exactly what he wanted ... he wanted to fuck her ... at 
all cost ...


Groping to his feet again, his breath coming ragged and unevenly, he 
slid his arm around her tiny waist and stumbled with her into the 
bedroom.


Brute was still furiously fucking Dora, while she moaned dementedly: 
"That's it, fuck me, doggy! Go Brute go! AH! OH! DAAARLING!" And worked 
her hips backwards onto his invading rod of instinct-hardened dog-
flesh.


Guy blinked. He didn't care any more. All moral umbrage, indignation, 
propriety, had fled in the hot light of what he was doing with June.


His sultry blonde daughter smiled sweetly and turned him around, 
slipping his suit coat back over his shoulders until it fell to the 
floor, undoing his tie as she licked hungrily at his throbbing neck, 
then opening his shirt and pushing her cool slender young hands inside 
onto his chest. She pushed the shirt off and it fell away, then she 
bent her head and took one of his hairy nipples into her mouth, sucking 
on it ravenously as she palmed and fingered the other one. Donovan 
groaned and pushed his fingers into her long golden hair. And then her 
hands were working at his trousers again, unbuckling them, pushing them 
down with his shorts ...


"Ohhh, I forgot your shoes, papa." She slid slowly down to her knees, 
her tongue licking along the entire inner length of his hairy, 
trembling legs. Her blonde hair slapped teasingly around his legs as 
she moved, and her soft breasts rubbed along too in a follow-up motion. 
Her father groaned and sighed, his eyes shutting and his head rolling 
backward.


Then she was unlacing his shoes and slipping them one after the other 
off his feet, removing his socks, and finally making him take off his 
trousers and shorts.


She reached above her and fondly squeezed his massive hard-on with lewd 
anticipation of what she was about to do. He groaned and she smiled, 
"You do have another big one, don't you, Daddy. But we'll have to fuck 
here on the floor, is that okay? Because Mama and doggy are fucking on 
the bed."


Donovan nodded hoarsely. He gazed down at the sparse yellow pubic hair 
between her legs, and the soft seeping little slit that nestled so 
modestly within. He wanted her more than anything in the world.


June smiled. fluffed her long golden hair and shoved out her breasts. 
"Then get down on the floor, Daddy. Your darling daughter wants to ride 
on top."


June had a plan, and besides she was tired of being underneath with her 
legs spread. She knew just how she was going to do it with Daddy, and 
Brute, too!


Donovan lay down obediently, his hypnotized face that of an automaton 
who could not do other than respond so to the syrupy sweetness of her 
baby-blonde voice. His lust-inflamed cock had grown to amazing 
proportions and now waved in the air over his naked loins like a tree 
about to be felled, enormous and pulsating with thick blue veins and 
blood-swollen ridges along its entire length.


He gazed longingly at her large, firm young breasts as they swayed so 
sensuously above him She was positioning herself above him, her legs 
widespread so that he could see clearly the tiny passion-slick split 
between her legs with which she intended to house him so thrillingly. 
His hips jerked involuntarily upward and he searched the air for her 
virginal cunt. June's long blonde hair flew around her shoulders and 
the desire-peaking mounds of her breasts danced hypnotically over his 
eyes. He could see the slender wet opening between her legs coming down 
... down ... down ... and then ...


"Ooooohhh ..." There was a sharp whoosh of his breath as her cunt 
suddenly, swiftly, slid all the way down over his thick upstanding rod 
to the bottom. Donovan closed his eyes mindlessly. He had ceased to 
exist excepting within the tingling confines of his throbbing hot cock. 
Her vaginal muscles wrapped around it, undulating' wetly, lovingly, and 
then she was up ...


"Oooh," he breathed. "June ... oh darling ... darling ..."


June's eyes gleamed. At long last she had her daddy's heavenly penis 
locked incestuously tight inside her burning young pussy. Now she 
looked over at her bed, where Brute had just now slid his rapidly 
deflating cock out of her satisfied mother's wide-splayed cunt after 
squirting in yet one more hot load of viscous animal semen. Her mother 
lay exhausted and unable to speak or move, flat on her cheek, her 
tongue hanging out as she panted raggedly, but the huge German 
shepherd, ready for still more, looked over at June.


"Come here, sweet handsome," the twelve year old coquette cooed to her 
pet as she rode up and down on her father's thrusting male hardness, 
and Brute slid over to the edge of the bed to lap obscenely at her 
nakedly dancing breasts with his long red tongue.


"No, not that, sweetheart," June giggled joyfully, riding up and down, 
her breasts bobbing, her father groaning beneath her as she worked her 
fat warm vaginal muscles up and down over his slick blood-hardened 
cock.


"I mean your penis, darling. That's what I want." She opened her mouth 
and made a warm sucking noise with it. Brute looked at her, blinked his 
eyes, and moved down off the bed, the bright pink head of his penis 
beginning again to peek out of its furry sheath.


"That's it boy . Now hurry, over here!" A groan of sheer pleasure 
escaped June's lips. This was her daddy's wonderful cock she was 
fucking, and it was every bit as wonderful as she had imagined it to be 
in her dream. She rode him furiously up and down, wildly working her 
newly initiated cuntal muscles, the crevice of her buttocks spreading 
out wide against his hairy legs on the downstroke.


But she wanted desperately for them both to cum in her at once, for 
that could only be the ultimate thrill.


"Hurry!" She was making it, cumming ... if that dog didn't get it into 
her anus fast ...


But finally Brute was there, humping up behind her on his haunches, his 
bright red penis jabbing at her buttocks. She shook her blonde hair out 
of her eyes and exulted lavishly as she reached around behind her to 
grasp his sex organ in her hand and guide it toward its obscene little 
target.


For precious, interminable seconds the thick beveled tip of the huge 
German shepherd's penis slipped and danced in the narrow crease of 
June's crazily bucking buttocks. Then with one vicious, instinctively 
timed thrust, the dog drove it home through his young blonde mistress' 
tight-puckered little nether ring.


"Oh God, oh God," she gasped in sudden pain. "Oh God, I didn't think 
you were so big, Brute darling. Take it easy."


But there was no respite for the twelve year old blonde vamp who had 
slyly engineered this whole lewd incestuous tangle. Yet she didn't mind 
one bit. Her brutally skewered anus soon adjusted to the hard animal 
thickness slicing fluidly in and out of her ravished rectum, and June 
could concentrate fully on the wild, double fucking she was getting 
from the two males who mattered most in her young life


And so her father fucked into her cunt from below, working his pelvis 
around in lewd passion-spiraling circles, groaning and sighing, and 
Brute jerked his hips in a fierce staccato-like thrusts so that his 
penis moved like a piston in and out of her hungrily clutching anus. 
June felt as if she were in seventh heaven. She groaned and whimpered 
ecstatically, her blue eyes rolling up into her head as she ground her 
hips down hard against her daddy's trembling body, working up and down 
his cock with the fury of one possessed and living only for sex.


And they were there, the two of them! Searing male cum pouring into her 
from both ends, great endless flowing blasts of it! Hot sperm from 
Brute spitting deep into her tightly sucking rectum, and boiling jets 
squirting from her daddy's dream-fulfilling rod of flesh high up into 
her crazily spasming belly.


"Oh God, oh Daddy, oh Brute, I'm cumming too!" she whined. "Oh you 
dears, I'm cccuuummmiiinngg!"


June swooned. She had never been happier in her life. And then she 
could feel the atomic explosions begin to break out throughout her 
entire loins, one right after another. She jerked and began screaming. 
"NO! NO! NO!" and seemed to be fighting off an imaginary attacker. And 
then, bathed in sweat, she collapsed over her handsome daddy's 
exhausted body, her vagina gushing a great flood of cum all over his 
cock, balls and hairy belly.


For a long time the four of them seemed to doze unceasingly, awash in a 
somnolent sea of sensuality. Dora felt as if her vagina had been reamed 
by a pile driver. It ached and twinged with the slightest movement. Her 
anus and rectum were also burning, even though she could only remember 
with sheer hedonistic pleasure how wonderful it had felt to have 
Brute's swift red penis working with such lightning speed in and out of 
her clenching nether passage. All of her loins and rectum seemed to be 
in flower, opened outward towards the sun. It was as if her insides had 
burst into a thousand bubbles and they were floating lazily off into 
the stratosphere.


Guy, bathed in perspiration, was dazed and hallucinating in a daydream 
which consisted solely of sun, sea, sand and sex. There were myriad 
dancing girls with long black hair, blonde hair, platinum, and orange 
hair the color of ripe orangy rind. He was screwing all of them in this 
wonderful dream, changing images, just barely aware that he was half-
awake and only dreaming.


Brute also dozed fitfully. Then he snorted, his eyes shut, and 
occasionally licked a fly off the end of his cold wet nose.


June, her warm, fleshy twelve year old body still crushed against her 
father's hard hairy one, was sighing endlessly. It seemed as if all her 
dreams and Christmases had come at once. She was happier than she had 
ever been in her entire life. She opened one eye and looked up at her 
father's handsome dozing face. How she loved him. But then she loved 
Brute, too, now, and she wanted to know forever the agony and the 
ecstasy of having both of them fucking her simultaneously. She would 
never let them go.


She held herself up slightly so that her softly mounded breasts swung 
out over Guy Donovan's face and then she pressed one of them into his 
face so it ballooned fleshly. Giggling, she looked over to the bed. 
From this position she could see her mother. Dora Donovan opened one 
eye and smiled at her. Then her mother whispered, "He's good, isn't he, 
dear?"


June smiled, her eyes all lit up. "Daddy has a very big penis," she 
said.


"You can't get your hand around it. Did you -- did you like him fucking 
you, dear?"


"It was heaven, Mama. I thought I was going to die from it."


Dora sighed tiredly with happiness and closed her eyes.


"Mama?"


Dora opened one eye again and said, "Then you can have him whenever you 
want, dear. If that's what you want. Brute made me so happy today I 
thought I was going to break into a million pieces, and in a way I owe 
that to you."


"Did he fuck you nice, Mama? Did you like it?"


Dora smiled. She couldn't think of anything else to say. With both 
Brute and Guy fucking her, she was going to be the happiest woman alive 
on the North Shore.


"I liked watching him do it to you, Mama. But best of all I liked it 
when Brute fucked me in my ass and I rode up and down on Daddy."


Dora smiled. "I enjoyed watching you do that, too, dear. So let's make 
a pact. You can have Daddy whenever you want, and you promise not to 
get jealous over Brute and me. Okay?"


"Okay, Mama! That's a swell idea!"


And so that day a pact was born. And outside their window, on Railway 
Road, the trains hooted for the rest of the afternoon and evening, as 
the new Donovan family, including a German shepherd named Brute, 
experimented with couplings that were unknown in any railyard.


The End
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FOREWORD


Along with the benefits accrued from the Women's Liberation Movement, there 
are a multitude of apparent setbacks in the ongoing relationships between 
previously healthy-minded men and women. In Milton Granby's The Female 
Lineman, for instance, Rusty Brown and her husband Mack, had been doing very 
well together in their first year of marriage until the pretty twenty-one 
year old became involved with the "Lib" movement at her job. Whatever the 
actual feelings are that Rusty has about her involvement with the women's 
faction of the Union, her husband Mack definitely feels the ill effects, and 
little by little their marriage deteriorates over a few short weeks.


Finally Rusty finds herself involved in an affair with a co-worker, Ronny 
Hodges, a rugged ex-marine who has more modern ideas than Mack. Such an 
affair would previously have been unthinkable to the young blonde former 
telephone operator, but once she succeeds in obtaining the right to work out 
in the field for the company, the opportunity ... and need ... for an 
extra-marital affair arises.


After the one transgression which she commits in a moment of uncontrollable 
passion, the road to complete dissolution for Rusty is very short. Her 
paunchy foreman has long had his sights set on her, and with the help of an 
older woman who likes promiscuous sex, this man, Bob Cabot, arranges for 
Rusty to be more deeply degraded and humiliated than she would have thought 
possible.


All these misfortunes befall the young innocent wife largely because of a 
general misunderstanding of what freedom for women really means. If the men 
who work in the field. with blonde Rusty Brown had known a little more about 
the subject, then perhaps some of the degradation reported in author Milton 
Granby's latest novel, The Female Lineman, would never have taken place.


As it is, we the Publishers can only hope that somewhere, sometime, a reader 
of this insight-packed novel will have a chance to prevent similar 
misunderstandings from changing the lives of other unsuspecting young women.


-The Publishers Sausalito, California May, 1973


CHAPTER ONE


"Don't you dare try to put me down, Mack!" Rusty Brown shouted at her 
husband. "I don't care what you think! This is a real breakthrough, both for 
me and the other girls."


"Okay, okay," he said. "Just don't come crying to me when you're ridiculed 
by the roughnecks you'll have to work with."


"Ohhhhh! You're just like all the others. You think women can't handle the 
same jobs men can. Well, we'll show you!" With that the fair-haired young 
housewife turned her back on her husband and began washing the dinner 
dishes. Just standing there, the attractive blonde was an urgent and 
exciting challenge to any man.


Rusty Brown had long hair that was the color of brass and swirled around her 
head in a kind of breathless honeycomb hair-do. The young woman's cheeks 
glowed with vitality, and when she smiled they dimpled prettily at the 
corners of her widely sensuous mouth. Long sweeping lashes gave her 
cobalt-blue eyes a deceptively innocent appearance. Deceptive, because when 
she observed her husband's naked maleness, then a frankly predatory gleam 
flooded her eyes like a searchlight beam. At the moment she was wearing an 
ankle length black silk shift that was tightly gathered by a thin silk cord 
just below the breathtaking thrust of her full, ripe breasts.


She dipped her hands into the sudsy water and began rinsing the glasses one 
by one. And that's another thing, she thought to herself. There's no reason 
why Mack shouldn't do the housework sometimes. Although for the moment her 
husband was thinking like a "male chauvinist pig", Rusty usually felt that 
he was extremely fair about dividing up the things that had to be done. 
Since they both worked during the day, Mack had told her, there was no 
reason why he shouldn't do his part.


The shapely twenty-one year old blonde was well aware of how lucky she had 
been in getting Mack Brown for a husband. They had been married a year, and 
tonight was the closest they had ever come to having a serious argument. 
Actually, Rusty could understand why Mack was acting a little jealous. After 
all, she was well aware of the special attraction she held for most men, and 
now she was going to be working on Long Island in the field with some of the 
coarsest men employed by the telephone company. It was perfectly normal that 
her husband should be a little concerned for her welfare and self-respect.


"Nevertheless," Rusty said as she placed the frying pan in the dish drain, 
unaware that her husband had left the room, "it's quite a break for women's 
lib. I've worked hard with the operator's union in order to get the front 
office to make outside jobs available to women. Not all women like desk 
jobs. I've...." She turned around to face her husband and was surprised and 
angry that he had walked out while she was talking to him. Banging the rest 
of the pots and pans noisily into the dish drain, she continued her argument 
silently.


How could she have known she'd be one of the few chosen for a one-month 
trial period? Sally Jordan, another of the chief negotiators, had been named 
to the installation crew; Lucy Anne Forbes was made a driver of an emergency 
repair unit; and Rusty herself was assigned to the crew stringing new lines 
in Nassau County. The first two positions had been little more than 
concessions by the Union, but the rather conservative membership had 
considered Rusty's appointment a trail-blazing move.


True, there were some snickers and coarse jokes when the announcement was 
made, but that was nothing. The pretty young wife knew that she could do the 
job, and that was all that mattered. Rusty had kept her young slim shape 
since high school by playing weekends on the company softball team, and 
working out three times a week at the gym. Self-consciously, Rusty flexed 
the muscles in her long, nicely tapered legs, and gripped tighter the 
earthenware casserole she was scrubbing. She enjoyed the supple tautness she 
felt in her upper arms and firmly rounded breasts as she set the casserole 
on the drain board to dry. She would be able to keep up with the best of the 
opposite sex in all but the heaviest work.


After the dishes were done, Rusty walked into the living room and sat down 
next to her husband who was on the sofa watching television. As usual they 
sat together sharing a bottle of beer and a bag of potato chips while they 
watched their favorite Wednesday night programs. After the eleven o'clock 
news was over, Rusty prepared herself for bed while Mack watched the 
sportscast and weather report.


The young wife had already showered and was in bed reading her Lineman's 
Manual by the time Mack finally came into the room. The disgruntled young 
husband got in on his side of the bed and rolled onto his side with his back 
to his pretty young wife, totally ignoring the fact that she was under the 
same sheets with him. Rusty reached over to him, placing her hand on his 
arm, and gave him a playful shake.


"Hi, stranger. How about a little kiss?" Rusty teased him, pressing the soft 
white flesh of her belly against the angry tautness of his buttocks.


"Sorry, honey. But I'm really bushed tonight," he told her in a cool voice. 
"Hope you don't mind if we don't make love."


Rusty forced herself to keep her voice calm and light-sounding. "Oh, of 
course not, silly. But you could kiss me good-night so I'll know you're not 
angry with me."


The young husband turned his head toward his twenty-one year old wife and 
dutifully pecked her on the cheek. "Goodnight. Don't read too late-you've 
got another long day tomorrow," he said, turning his back to her again. 
Within a few minutes Mack was sound asleep and breathing heavily.


But Rusty was finding it hard to concentrate on the material she was 
supposed to be boning up on for the first training session in the special 
class the next day. Perhaps she was making a mountain out of a molehill, but 
it had already been more than a week since her husband had shown any real 
interest in touching her body, let alone interest in making love to her. And 
before that, they had gone without sex for an even longer period of time. 
Thank God, she didn't have the kind of drive that demanded his attentions 
every night. However, once in awhile the young blonde felt they should be 
able to make each other feel good. The frequency of their lovemaking had 
become less and less until now she really felt the need.


For the millionth time, Rusty went over their relationship, wondering if her 
active participation in the women's liberation movement and her new position 
at the telephone company had in some way caused her husband to lose not only 
his interest, but his feelings of virility as well. The young blonde knew 
her husband was very sensitive about his sexual prowess. Obviously, Mack was 
beginning to feel threatened by her involvement and therefore was being 
sexually turned off. It was ridiculous! How could fighting for equal job 
opportunity and salary affect her husband personally?


As far as she was concerned, the two of them had had a good thing going 
since they were married a year ago, and she did not feel that the complaints 
made by many of her co-workers about their husbands were valid in her case. 
On the other hand, there was no way the young wife could ignore the fact 
that since she had become first an unofficial spokesman for the operators 
and then chairman of the committee on new women's jobs, she and Mack had not 
gotten along as well as before.


Rusty remembered the company psychiatrist, who was sympathetic with the 
cause, telling a group in a seminar that they could expect something like 
this to happen as they gained more and more freedom. Nevertheless, Rusty was 
quite surprised to see it actually happening to her and Mack. Particularly 
since" the young blonde felt her husband had never encroached on her rights 
as a human being at any time during their marriage-at least, never before 
now. Tiue, Rusty had pointed out that she should have as much say-so as he 
about when and how they would make love to each other, taking away his 
prerogative as a man to seduce his wife at will, but she didn't see how that 
could hurt him. If anything, it should make him feel better, because she 
could sometimes play the seductress, thereby further enhancing the sexual 
act for both of them.


Closing the manual she had been studying when Mack had finally come to bed, 
Rusty set it on the night stand and then switched off the light. As the 
alluring young wife lay in the darkness next to her husband's strong 
muscular body, feelings of erotic desire began flooding through her 
love-starved body. To fondle the warm thickness of Mack's soft genitals 
while he slept, arousing him to the point of making love to her, became the 
bewildered blonde's consuming wish. Wild little fires of warmth began to 
dance around in her loins when she rolled over onto her side and boldly 
reached her hand over his upthrust hip and down inside the open fly of her 
husband's cotton pajamas.


Mack's dormant penis lay curled up between his legs like that of a young 
boy's. But soon the curvaceous blonde knew it wouldn't take her long to 
tease his yielding softness into rigid attention. As she began lightly 
running the tips of her fingers over his tender, smooth-skinned testicles. 
Mack moaned softly in his sleep and unconsciously his balls pressed closer 
into her probing fingers as she felt his warm flaccid penis slowly 
stiffening against the skin of her forearm, the tingling sensation down in 
Rusty's loins began to rise to an even stronger pulsing pitch. She was 
enjoying the drowsy response of her husband as she brought his fleshy shaft 
up to a rigidity that he was as yet unaware of consciously. Clasping the 
throbbing thickness in her fingers, the young blonde began gently stroking 
up and down the length of his lengthening penis, first slipping the loose 
outer skin up over the turgid tip-end of his cock, then pulling it back down 
again until the foreskin was tautly stretched over the semi-hard shaft. On 
the tip of her thumb, Rusty could feel tiny drops of seminal fluid seeping 
from the slit at the end of his pulsating rod of flesh, and she sighed 
softly in anticipation of the pleasurable feeling his hardness would bring 
up inside her hungry quivering vagina. Pressing the fingers of her left hand 
tightly between the softness of her own thighs, the blonde wife began 
stroking her middle finger around the moistening lips of her cuntal mouth in 
preparation for his entry.


Now her breath was coming in deeper, faster lungfuls as Rusty leaned over 
close to her sleeping husband's face and extended her tongue, running it 
lightly and wetly around the edges of his ear. Slowly the sleeping husband 
began to stir from the erotic feeling the warm wetness gave him and then, as 
she thrust the full length of her moist tongue deep into the sensitive 
opening of his ear, Mack was suddenly wide awake.


Bolting upright in the bed, Mack pushed his wife's hand away from his now 
fully erect penis, looking irate as he scowled and hissed out his words.


"For Christ's sake, Rusty!" he snarled indignantly. "What are you? Some kind 
of nympho? I told you I was too tired. Now why in hell's name don't you keep 
your hands to yourself and go to sleep?"


Throwing himself back down on the bed, the young husband rolled over onto 
his stomach with a sigh of disgust and pretended to be sleeping. Mack could 
hear his wife's quiet sobbing as she lay beside him and he knew that he had 
hurt her feelings, but he didn't care. Let the little bitch suffer for 
awhile. Although he had never said so, all along he had thought she was 
getting a little too independent since she'd become involved with that bunch 
of lesbians down at the telephone company. Of course, they would all deny 
that they were lesbians, but look at the way they stuck together and backed 
each other in their complaints about the way men treated them. Something had 
to be wrong with them. Anyway, he had just about lost patience with the 
whole thing, especially since it meant his own wife had to be out several 
evenings a week when she should be home taking care of his needs.


As Mack Brown saw it, women who became that free were in danger of losing 
all the respect they felt was their due. Neglect your husband, and your 
husband will begin to neglect you that was the way he had begun to look at 
it. Mack had thought that Rusty would have noticed by now that he was not 
taking very well her involvement in this women's lib thing and that the 
entire time he had only been humoring her. Now he felt it was time to start 
taking retaliatory actions. And what better way than to take the same tack 
traditionally used by women-deny your mate sexual satisfaction. Of course, 
that meant he had to look elsewhere to satisfy his own needs, but that was 
no problem.


Another week or so of his starvation routine, and Rusty would come to her 
senses and give up this crazy idea she had of being a telephone linesman. If 
it became necessary he would sleep on the sofa and masturbate in the 
bathroom rather than give in to his wife's sexual needs. Hell, for that 
matter, it was the easiest thing in the world to find another woman these 
days, with the way they were acting so free. Up to this point he had 
remained faithful to his wife since they had been married, but the 
incidental things Rusty had been doing to annoy him for the past few weeks 
now made it possible for him to envision himself playing around with another 
woman.


Take the housework, for example, he went on thinking. When they were first 
married, Rusty had insisted that she didn't want to stay home and be a 
housekeeper. Not only had the pretty young bride convinced him that they 
could use the extra money she would bring in by keeping her job at the 
telephone company, but she also told him she could take care of the 
household duties in much less time than most women needed. For awhile it was 
true, however, for the past month or so, Rusty had begun to expect him to 
help her with the housework, and jobs he had previously done out of the 
goodness of his heart had suddenly become his assigned chores. Dammit, he 
didn't like doing housework and he didn't like being coerced into having to 
do it. Lately, Mack had begun to balk a little, telling Rusty he couldn't go 
on putting in nine or ten hours at the office-where he, incidentally, made 
three times as much money as she could ever hope to make-and still do half 
her housework.


That phrase, "her housework", really ticked Rusty off when she heard Mack 
using it. Rusty had shouted at him for the first time since they had met, 
saying that there was nothing in the marriage contract that stated she had 
to do all the household duties. And even if there were such a provision, she 
had gone on to say, the whole marriage deal was something thought up by men 
in the first place to get free slaves to care for them, and she would be 
damned if she would live by the standards of a society based on male 
chauvinism. Rusty had changed quite a bit from the rather shy, innocent 
creature he had married such a short time ago.


Apparently, Rusty didn't even know how serious all this had become, Mack was 
thinking as he felt himself finally relaxing again. Well, maybe after a few 
more little scenes like tonight, it would begin to sink in to her little 
blonde skull. If she went on, endangering a marriage that held more promise 
than most, then he would come right out and demand what he thought she 
should do if she wanted to remain his wife. If not, then to hell with her, 
he thought bitterly. I'll find another woman. He smiled wryly to himself as 
he finally felt sleep spreading through his limbs again.


Rusty had been so shocked by her husband's unexpected hostile response that 
she had been left speechless. Then, as she saw that Mack seemed to be 
slipping back into a deep sleep, she felt the hot tears of frustration 
welling up in her eyes once more. It seemed to her that unless something 
drastic happened very soon their brief marriage was headed for certain 
collapse. While it was true that she had on occasion rebuffed him when she 
was not in the mood for making love, she had always tried to be as 
understanding as possible so as not to hurt his feelings. She felt still a 
deep satisfying love for her husband, further enhanced by their increasing 
intimate knowledge of how to please each other in bed. There was no way in 
the world for her to envision ever wanting to run out on Mack, and yet-yet 
he was driving her mad with his curtness and sarcasm.


Once she had stopped crying the young blonde gradually edged her warm body 
away from Mack so she would not awaken him and then have to bear the brunt 
of another verbal assault. Rusty lay on her back on the far side of the bed, 
her hand still cupping the soft wet mound of her pubic hair, her extended 
middle finger lying full length over the momentarily dwindled clitoris 
nestled in the moist flesh between her thighs. Little by little she 
concentrated on the sensations once more building up in her quivering little 
pussy, slowly massaging her finger back and forth sideways over the swelling 
little button of flesh.


When her vaginal secretions were again freely seeping out of the softly 
fleshed mound of her cunt, the young wife began slipping her finger wetly in 
and out of the tightly clasping little opening, her buttocks automatically 
beginning to grind lewdly down into the firm mattress beneath. Soon the 
aroused blonde was biting her lower lip to keep from moaning out loud at the 
flaring heat spreading throughout her loins, pumping her finger wildly into 
the welcoming wetness of her hotly flowering pussy, searching with her 
fingertip for ever errant wave of pleasure now coursing through her veins.


Rusty's other hand till now had lain dormant beside her hip on the bed, but 
now, as though having a life of its own, she felt it move up along her hip 
and over her quivering belly to the rising and falling firmness of her ripe 
young breasts. Lewdly, her thumb and forefinger began pinching at the taut 
pink buds of her swelling nipples.


"Ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh," she breathed in hoarse whispers beside her sleeping 
husband, not caring whether he woke to find her so obscenely finger-fucking 
herself or not. Her mind was blazing from the effects of her auto erotic 
display, and the thought of his discovering her performing the lewd, 
forbidden act drove her to further frenzied twisting and squirming on her 
own impaling middle finger.


Suddenly she wished that he would awaken and see her in the dim light coming 
from the hall nightlite, then become excited enough himself to masturbate 
while she watched ... or ... or else, fuck her! Picturing his hand grasping 
the long thickness of his fleshy rod, Rusty suddenly felt her inner thighs 
begin to tremble in anticipation of her fast-approaching climax. The intense 
feeling spread like wildfire throughout her jerking loins, her softly 
rounded buttocks spasming wildly against the springiness of the mattress 
beneath. The lovely young blonde's breathing became a reedy flutter in her 
throat, and then the cuntal fluids doubled their flowing warmth, soaking her 
middle finger buried up to the knuckles in her hot writhing pussy to run 
stickily out over her hand and down the narrow crevice of her ass-cheeks to 
dampen the sheet beneath her.


Her back arched high up from the bed at the peak of the sensuous explosion 
in her throbbing hot cunt while her left hand kneaded crazily at the soft 
resilience of her young breasts, and then it was over. She hung arched above 
the mattress like a human suspension bridge for a long trembling moment 
before her body collapsed like a limp rag doll back down onto the bed.


Poor Mack, the blue-eyed wife thought with bitter humor when she had 
regained her composure a little. He missed out on a good one that time.


Before she could even begin to think about being guilty of some kind of 
perversion or shameless act, the satiated young blonde was sound asleep 
beside her husband, her right hand still innocently cupping the warmly 
palpitating mound up between her parted thighs. Later the young wife dreamed 
she was a sensuous dancing girl in a desert sheik's harem, surrounded by 
castrated males, and a sheik who never asked her to come to him in the 
night.


CHAPTER TWO


During the next two weeks, Rusty did not have much time to think about her 
problems with her husband Mack. In addition to the eight hours of practical 
training in the workshop area of the central telephone office of Wiltagh 
Village, the ambitious, young wife had all the technical manuals to master 
before a final examination that would qualify her to work in the field. It 
was a lot of work, but she enjoyed working with her hands for a change, and 
none of the procedures was more challenging than she could handle.


The class of twelve-four women and eight men-had spent so much time together 
that it was only natural that they had become acquainted with each other. A 
core group of five classmates had begun having lunch together at times, and, 
often, after the time-cards were punched, they stopped in at a nearby bar 
for a drink before going to their respective homes.


On the last day of the training period, Rusty joined the others in a ritual 
drinking bout at the local bar, the traditional spot where the trainees 
celebrated making it through the rigorous program. The following Monday, 
they would be separated into the various working crews for the initial 
in-the-field training period. As was the custom, the foremen who would be 
the classmates' superiors attended the get-together. It was already known 
which crews they would be working with, and Rusty was waiting to meet her 
foreman, Bob Cabot. She was sitting with Ronny Hodges, with whom she had 
become friendly in the course of the two week period.


"You heard anything about Bob Cabot, Rusty?" Ronny Hodges asked her when the 
initial excitement of the cocktail hour had passed. The handsome virile 
young man looked at the curvaceous blonde with the look of a man who knows 
how to handle women. He was perhaps an inch over six feet tall, with a wiry 
frame still in shape from his recent hitch with the marines. His hair was a 
mixture of blonde and light brown, and his sun-tanned complexion was a 
startling contrast to the penetrating steel blue color of his eyes. Rusty 
was not one to admit it, but she enjoyed the young trainee's company, and 
her spirits unconsciously rose every time Ronny came into her presence. She 
was a little sorry that he'd been assigned to a different crew, but, after 
thinking it over, the young blonde wife decided it was better that she not 
see too much of her handsome co-worker. Since she and her husband Mack were 
slightly at odds with each other, this strong muscular lineman with the 
penetrating gaze had begun to occupy more and more of Rusty's thoughts. This 
way, they would probably only see each other every two weeks when they 
picked up their checks.


"Nobody seems to like him much as a person," Rusty replied in answer to 
Ronny's question. "But they say that he's a good man to work for. He knows 
his job and lets you be if you do yours. How about your boss?"


"Jerry Green? Oh, I've heard various stories. But I'll wait and see him in 
action before I make up my mind. All I'm interested in right now is doing my 
job." The handsome young veteran met Rusty's liquid blue eyes with a 
determined look, then, in a deep masculine voice he added, "I expect to be a 
foreman myself as soon as possible."


"You'll make it, Ronny. Anybody can see you're a good man," Rusty answered 
in a deep soft voice, almost blushing at the way they were looking at each 
other. Neither of them wanted to reveal in words the attraction they each 
were feeling for the other, but it was all there in their eyes. "Of course, 
you'll be competing with me. There's no reason why I couldn't be a foreman, 
too, once I've learned the job." Rusty watched Ronny's face for a sign of 
ridicule, but, if he felt any impulse to make fun of her, he was hiding it 
very well. Instead, he lifted his glass in a toast.


"May the best man win," he said with a lighthearted smile.


While they were waiting for another round of beers to be brought over, a 
stubby middle-aged man sauntered over to their table. His deep-set eyes were 
heavily lidded, and he had full, sensuous lips fixed by habit into a 
derisive smile.


"You Hodges?" the man asked bluntly, flicking his eyes once over the rounded 
contours of Rusty's amply filled blue sweater before looking at Ronny.


"That's right," Ronny answered affably, wondering who in hell this officious 
older man could be.


"I'm Cabot. Bob Cabot. You've been shifted from Green's crew to mine." Cabot 
put out his hand and gripped Ronny's in a firm handshake. Then he turned his 
gaze back to Rusty and met her appraising glance with a lecherous glint in 
his dark brown eyes. "Rusty Brown, right? When I saw your name on my list, I 
thought you were a man, but now I can see you're very much a woman. Pleased 
to meet you."


The foreman's eyes lingered at Rusty's full red sensuous lips before 
dropping lower to her voluptuously thrusting breasts. The young blonde felt 
worse than naked under the foreman's insulting gaze and immediately felt 
antagonistic toward him. He was obviously a coarse man who didn't like the 
idea of having a young woman on his crew, but he wouldn't dare to admit it 
for fear of complaints from the ladies faction of the union.


"How do you do," Mr. Cabot?" Rusty said, forcing her voice to be as pleasant 
but formal as possible. If she were going to be working with this man for 
the next trial month, she would have to get along with him, and she would do 
her best.


"Everyone I can," the burly foreman wisecracked. Then, slumping into the 
chair next to Rusty without an invitation, he waved for a drink. "What I'm 
waiting to see is how you do after a couple of days climbing up to the 
crosstrees."


It took a lot of willpower, but Rusty kept from answering him in an angry 
voice. Instead, she looked him straight in the eyes and said, "If you can 
still make it, I think I can."


"What? Why you...." He stopped, his lips already forming the "b" of the next 
word he was about to say. Barely catching himself in time, Cabot merely 
smiled knowingly and nodded his head several times as if to say, "You'll get 
yours later, baby."


When the waiter arrived with his double whiskey, Cabot lewdly announced in a 
loud coarse voice, "Here's to ladies who like to climb long hard poles." 
Then he emptied the glass in one gulp, replaced it on the tray, and 
immediately ordered another.


The three of them sat drinking in silence for a long time, thinking their 
own thoughts and pretending to watch the activity in the room. Bob Cabot 
felt his stomach muscles tighten as he thought about the snippy little bitch 
coming back at him like that. He would have to watch his tongue, however. 
Already the union had been giving him hell about the rough way he had been 
treating his crew, and, now, with the new policy about women's rights, he 
would have to be even more careful. Judging from some of the rumors that got 
back to him, the middle-aged foreman had sensed that someone in the office 
was out to get his ass fired. That would be a blow, all right. To lose his 
job only four years before his retirement fund was paid up. It would be just 
like those administrative bastards to find a reason to get rid of me after 
almost twenty years with the company, he thought. However, as he understood 
it, they couldn't cut him off completely-the union had done some good things 
for him-but he could lose almost half of his pension money if he didn't 
finish his full twenty years.


Ignoring the tension in his stomach which he had begun to think was an 
ulcer, he turned to the young man sitting beside Rusty Brown.


"You ever run a four-wheel-drive truck? Ton and a half?" he asked in a false 
friendly voice. He hadn't decided yet if there was any hanky-panky going on 
between his two new crew members, but, if he was any judge, he'd say they 
were a little sweet on each other, whether they knew it or not.


"Yeah, I was in charge of the motor pool at Benning," Ronny Hodges answered 
in a matter-of-fact tone. "Guess I drove about everything on wheels down 
there. Why? You need a driver?"


"Maybe. My regular man has been out for three days with the flu, and all the 
other guys seem to think that a double clutch has something to do with 
making love." The burly foreman chuckled without humor, the sound coming 
from deep in his throat and out between lips that slightly turned up at the 
corners of his mouth.


Dutifully, Rusty Brown tossed her head back and tried to laugh at the 
attempted joke. She reasoned that, if she were going to go through with what 
used to be strictly a man's job, she would have to learn to mix well with 
her male co-workers. But she had taken an immediate dislike to her new boss, 
and nothing he could do would be able to change the rather low opinion she 
had of him as a man. .


It was obvious to Ronny Hodges what was going on in his pretty friend's 
mind. He could see her blue eyes calculating how she should treat this Bob 
Cabot, and he knew she was smart enough to work it all out. Still, Ronny 
couldn't help feeling a little sorry for the lovely young girl and for the 
ordeal she would have to go through before she was accepted by the other 
crewmen. Sure, he had thought it a little strange at first that a woman 
should want to do a man's work, but, as he had gotten to know her and talk 
with her about it, he had begun to understand. There was no reason why she 
or anybody else should be cooped up in an office all the time if they didn't 
enjoy it.


It was all the young crewman could do to keep from telling Bob Cabot to get 
lost, particularly since he kept making insinuating remarks and crude jokes 
at the young blonde's expense. Also, there was no way to avoid noticing that 
the older man enjoyed running his eyes lustfully over the twenty-one year 
old girl's lust-inciting curves. Not that you could blame him. Ronny had 
never known a woman who attracted him as much as Rusty did, and the fact 
that they could talk so easily together made her even more interesting.


Although Rusty had never really come out and said so, Ronny gathered that 
the captivating young housewife and her husband-what was his name?-Mack, 
that was it-she and Mack were having problems, even though their marriage 
was only a little over a year old. Ronny suspected it had something to do 
with this fern lib thing, and he had often wanted to ask Rusty about it, but 
he respected her too much to bring it up first. Sex had to be involved, 
too-it never seemed to be far behind in matters of woman's lib. Anyway, 
Ronny wouldn't be adverse to satisfying any needs the young blonde's husband 
was leaving unsatisfied.


When Bob Cabot finally left their table to greet a fellow foreman who had 
just come into the bar, Ronny and Rusty both gave a sigh of relief, looked 
at each other, and broke out laughing.


"I see you don't like him any more than I do," Rusty said.


"He's all right. He's just not used to treating women as equals. His type 
uses women; they can't befriend them. But you're right. He's still an 
obnoxious s.o.b."


"I can't imagine a woman letting him touch her," Rusty wondered with a tone 
of disgust in her voice. "Do you suppose he's married?"


"Probably his wife is married, but he's not," Ronny suggested sarcastically, 
and again they laughed together, eyes locked in mutual appreciation. Neither 
of them spoke of the gladness they felt at the chances they would have to 
see each other, now that they would be on the same Field crew. It was a real 
stroke of good luck, and it wasn't a good idea to tempt fate by talking 
about such things when you didn't have to.


It was six o'clock when Rusty looked at her watch. The lovely young wife got 
up from the table.


"Time to get home and wait on my lord and master," she said, only half 
joking. As Rusty bent down to pick up her things, her young fellow lineman 
ran his eyes over her curvaceous body, lingering on the softly rounded 
contours of her nicely shaped buttocks encased in her tight short skirt.


As he helped her slip into her coat, the handsome ex-Marine leaned forward, 
his face close to the clean sweet fragrance of her long honey-colored hair, 
teasingly blowing into her right ear.


Longing to press his lips to her neck, he huskily asked, "Does Mack really 
give you a hard time?" There was an obvious touch of desire in his voice. It 
was hard for him to see at that moment how any man could treat this lovely, 
unconsciously seductive blonde with anything but tenderness. He himself 
would be anything she wanted him to be if she would only say the word.


For a brief moment, Rusty let her head lean back against his chest, not 
wanting to pull away from him immediately, as she knew she should.


"N-no Ronny," she answered hesitantly, with a slight quaver in her voice. 
Her knees felt a little weak, probably from the beer, she thought. "He just 
doesn't understand me, that's all. I get the feeling he thinks I'm attacking 
his masculinity by taking this job." Her tone made it clear that she was 
hurt and bewildered by her husband's attitude. Abruptly, she turned and 
faced Ronny Hodges, her long champagne colored hair falling back from her 
shoulders as she craned her neck back to look up at her co-worker. "But why 
would I do that? Any woman who wants to do that to a man is crazy," she 
added.


When it finally dawned on Rusty that, in effect, she was saying she liked a 
man to be virile, she blushed and smiled up into Ronny's admiring face. 
Then, fighting down the impulse to give him her lips, the young wife swung 
around in a graceful pirouette and walked toward the door. "Enough therapy 
for one day," she called playfully from over her shoulder. Then she was 
gone.


Ronny had felt the impulse she'd had to kiss him, and, as he watched her 
beautiful shapely form thread through the crowded bar, he felt a flood of 
warmth down in his loins that he recognized only too well-he would have to 
make love to her, and as soon as possible. She was right on the verge of 
getting into an affair and, with a little push, would give in. Wild pictures 
of the young honey colored blonde lying naked beneath him ran through his 
mind as he moved toward another girl he had gotten to know in the recent 
weeks. She couldn't hold a candle to Rusty Brown, but Ronny never liked to 
be without female companionship, even if he had no romantic intentions.


CHAPTER THREE


The little romance budding between Rusty Brown and Ronny Hodges had not been 
missed by their foreman, Bob Cabot. In the bar, he happened to be .watching 
them as they were saying good-bye, and it had pissed him off that the snooty 
little blonde was responding to Ronny, after she had treated him with such 
obvious disdain. Already thinking of how he could maneuver himself into 
getting a little piece of the attractive woman's lib blonde, Cabot watched 
Ronny move in on another young girl even before Rusty was out the door. It 
was obvious his new driver was a big operator with the women, and Cabot 
would see to it that Ronny had a chance to get at Rusty. It was always 
easier to get in for seconds than to be the one to cut the ice. Cabot had no 
pride in such matters, and he certainly would have no compunctions about 
knocking Ronny Hodges out of the saddle as soon as he was sure he would get 
a free ride.


Now, on Monday morning, Cabot was staring through the windshield with 
hung-over bloodshot eyes, only half-listening to the loud voices of his crew 
coming from the back of the cab truck. Driving beside him was Ronny Hodges, 
who was proving to be an able man with the awkward stiffly sprung vehicle. 
With casual ease, the young man manipulated the wheel, twisting and turning 
with the narrow dirt road taking them into the low hills on the north shore 
of the island. Cabot knew from personal experience that making the sharp 
switchbacks took strong arms and a powerful back, but Ronny made no sign 
that he was putting forth any effort at all.


"The next cut-off to the right," Bob Cabot told him in a gruff voice. Never 
in a good mood until after the two or three beers he would take with his 
lunch, the foreman was in a worse state than usual this morning. He had 
argued almost all night with his bitching wife about the two days and nights 
he had stayed at a poker party over the weekend. Sooner or later he was 
going to have to slap Mildred around a little bit. He had lots of better 
things to. do than fight with a forty-three year old wife who was letting 
herself fall apart. Like that redheaded widow who kept hanging around 
Saturday night, Cabot thought with a glint in his eye, and, licking his 
lips, he thought of socking it to her when they got together the following 
weekend.


At that moment, they rounded the last bend to where the dirt road ended, and 
the truck came to an abrupt stop. Ronny had been totally unprepared, as was 
the crew. Rusty Brown's high-pitched squeal of surprise rose above the 
grumbling complaints of the men. They were falling all over each other.


"Watch your language, boys. Don't forget we've got a lady in the crowd," 
Cabot growled over his shoulder as he elbowed his door open, his voice lost 
in the general laughter. It was clear the other guys were having no trouble 
getting along with the new addition to the crew; in fact, they seemed to be 
enjoying themselves immensely. Remembering the curt manner with which Rusty 
had treated him three days ago, Cabot felt his supposed ulcer burning in his 
stomach. In his opinion, girls wouldn't work out in the field because they 
wouldn't be able to mix it up with the rough men, but this little blonde 
seemed to be shooting his theory all to hell.


"Okay Hodges, Brown. Pile out. Gus, give them walkie-talkies. Hodges, grab 
that carton of insulators. You and Brown try your hand at outfitting the 
posts," Bob Cabot ordered them like a boot camp sergeant. "Don't forget your 
climbers and tools. If I'm not back by lunch-time, don't take over thirty 
minutes."


When Ronny Hodges and Rusty were stacking up all the equipment they would 
need, Ronny glanced apprehensively at the sky. Dark clouds were moving low 
and fast overhead, flying in from the Sound. "You'll be back for us if the 
storm hits?" he asked.


"Yeah. As soon as I can. But over that rise is a house you can use for 
shelter. The lines are passing over an abandoned estate at this point, and 
nobody lives in any of the buildings. Anyway, you have the walkie-talkie and 
you can contact me if anything comes up. See you later."


With that, Bob Cabot threw away the cigar he had been smoking on and off 
since morning and swung himself into the cab. With a little difficulty, 
Cabot managed to turn the truck around and took off. Rusty and Ronny were 
left alone in the damp woods where the only sounds were those of the birds 
and the light breeze rustling through the yellow and brown leaves of the 
autumn countryside. They studiously avoided looking at each other, almost as 
if afraid to trust themselves alone like this.


"Well, we might as well get to it," Ronny finally said. "I'm just as much on 
trial as you are. We want to have a decent amount of work done by the time 
Angelpuss comes back to check. He'd like nothing better than to have 
something to bitch about."


The two new crew members worked hard until ten-thirty, mounting the "glass 
birds" to which the telephones lines would be fastened when the stringing 
crew reached them. It was the simplest procedure of the whole intensive 
course they had taken, and they joked back and forth about wasted training. 
The most difficult part was climbing the poles using the metal points 
strapped to their feet. By the time they met each other under a tree for 
their morning break and a second breakfast, they were sweating, even though 
it was a chilly fall day.


"Hi, cowgirl," Ronny teased, pointing to the spur-like climbers around 
Rusty's ankles. "Didn't you forget your horse?" They both laughed.


The handsome young couple had finished off their sandwiches and drunk most 
of the thermos of hot coffee when all of a sudden the wind whipped up from 
out of nowhere and a cold heavy rain began to fall.


"Come on," Rusty shrieked, "let's run for cover. That old house is only over 
the next rise."


The metal climbers, jangling like bells; slowed them down. By the time they 
had entered the old house, they were drenched. Their blond hair and the 
company uniforms were sopping wet, clinging tightly to their youthful 
bodies.


"Baby, this is some storm," the tall lineman observed from the window of the 
ramshackle house. "If the roads get muddied up, Cabot won't reach us till 
who knows when."


"Maybe it'll blow over as fast as it started," Rusty replied, surprised at 
the insane little flutter she felt inside when he called her "baby."


Since the pair had first met two weeks ago, though they never acknowledged 
it, they had been waiting for an opportunity like this. Now, at last, 
unexpectedly, they were alone and as free as they had been in their dreams 
about each other. Lightning flashed over the countryside, illuminating the 
interior of the old house made dark by the thick clouds covering the earth. 
Ronny and Rusty stood at the window together for what seemed a long time, 
pretending to watch the sheets of water rushing over the broad meadow 
outside the house.


Their minds, however, were on other more exciting pleasures. Wondering if he 
could safely get something started with the provocative young blonde, the 
anxious young ex-marine turned finally from the window and walked into the 
dark recesses of the room. In one of the corners he saw a fireplace. There 
were enough weathered planks, newspapers, and pieces of broken furniture 
lying around to build a fire.


"We'll have Cinderella warming herself in front of a fire before you can say 
'slipper'...." he said heartily, lighting a piece of paper and laying thin 
strips of wood over the flame.


"Brrr! At the moment I feel more like one of the ugly stepsisters," Rusty 
coyly replied, striding across the room to join her male companion, her 
provocative hips swaying back and forth beneath the clinging wet trousers.


Oh baby, Ronny thought to himself as he watched her secretly, if you can 
swing like that, neither of us is going to be disappointed. The devastating 
young blonde settled down next to him on the floor and began drying her long 
flowing blonde hair in front of the steadily growing flame. Ronny glanced 
hungrily at the round shapes of her ass-cheeks clearly out-lined under her 
tight trousers, thinking that he would like nothing better than to fuck her 
right then and there. But experience had told him to play it cool. First he 
would get her in the mood. If he could only get her to take her clothes off 
today....


"Listen, unless we both want to catch pneumonia, we'd better strip down and 
dry our clothes," he suggested casually.


Rusty jerked her head around and looked apprehensively into his calm, 
noncommittal gaze. "Uh no, Ronny," she declined hesitantly her face flushed 
pink with embarrassment and simultaneous excitement at the thought of seeing 
her handsome co-worker almost naked. Although the sex-hungry wife couldn't 
have admitted it, even to herself, she would have liked nothing better than 
to have the virile man's penis far up inside her slightly tingling vagina. 
Part of her reluctance was based on the fact that she had worked long and 
hard to gain respect as a person, and to react now to him as a man could 
possibly cause her to lose what she and the other women were trying so much 
to get. I'll play along with Ronny this way, I'll just end up making a fool 
of myself, she thought. Uncontrollably, however, her mind kept returning to 
thoughts of sex.


"Look Rusty, if you're afraid I'll try something, relax. You couldn't be 
safer. Rape of unwilling women just isn't my bag." His face showed a slight 
annoyance with her. "But," he went on in a humoring tone, "if it'll make you 
feel better, I'll improvise a curtain."


Scrambling to his feet, the cool bachelor took two broken chairs and placed 
them near Rusty's side of the fireplace. She watched with interest as he 
took some wire from his tool box and strung it between the chairs, making a 
low-slung clothesline.


"Now," he said confidently, "we hang a few newspapers and-presto! Our shy 
princess is safely hidden from the villain's wicked eyes."


He threw more wood on the fire and ducked down behind the curtain, both of 
them laughing at his words. The broad shouldered ex-marine had successfully 
made the blonde wife's objections so ridiculous that now she felt more 
foolish staying in her cold wet clothes than she felt afraid to remove them. 
On his side of the curtain, Ronny quickly stepped down, draping his clothes 
piece by piece over the improvised barrier to dry.


In spite of the young woman's pretended lack of interest, when she saw first 
his shirt, then his trousers, his undershirt, and finally his shorts as well 
take their place on the makeshift clothesline, she began to feel little 
flickering flames of desire stirring again down in her too-long neglected 
loins. She mentally pictured the deeply tanned muscular body of her 
colleague sitting stark naked on the other side of the curtain and became 
even more aroused.


It had been a long time since she had actually made love to her husband 
Mack. She had finger-fucked herself out of necessity from time to time, but 
that was not enough to quell the desperate longing that built up continually 
inside her young belly.


Staying as close to the curtain as she could to avoid the possibility of 
Ronny's sneaking a glance as she disrobed, Rusty stripped down to her 
lace-covered brassiere and white bikini panties. After all, she thought, if 
we were to go swimming, I wouldn't have even this much on, though she had to 
admit there was a difference. At first her bare cream-white skin felt clammy 
and cold, but soon the heat from the blazing fire made her alluring young 
body feel as warm as toast. When she turned to expose her back to the fire, 
the young wife caught sight of Ronny's naked legs as far up as the beginning 
thickening of his muscular thighs. Another slight movement would allow her 
to see his naked loins, but the curious young blonde fought down the impulse 
to look. She held off for a long moment, then finally she leaned back just 
enough to catch a glimpse of what she both dreaded and yet longed to see.


Ronny was masturbating!


The blonde's blue eyes opened wide with excitement as she watched his fist 
slipping smoothly up and down his fully erect thick penis, stretching the 
heavy foreskin on the downstroke and on the upstroke covering the turgid 
broad-tipped end. Glistening in the firelight were tiny drops of clear 
seminal fluid seeping out from the narrow slit at the end of his glans.


As she watched, spellbound, Rusty's right hand began slipping unconsciously 
down over her taut firm belly, under the elastic waistband of her nylon 
bikini panties and on down into the softly palpitating furrow of desire 
throbbing up between her legs. It was all the young girl could do to keep 
from moaning out loud at the first lewd contact of her extended middle 
finger with the tiny quivering nerve-center of her clitoris.


Her eyes glazed slightly from the pleasurable feelings spreading down into 
her trembling thighs, Rusty became mesmerized by the sight of the huge thick 
shaft of flesh held in her companion's right hand. Over the soft hiss of 
burning wood, the excited blonde thought she could hear his breathing grow 
heavier as his hand began moving faster and faster up and down on his 
pulsing expanding cock.


"Rusty ... ?" he said suddenly in a deep husky voice, an urgent question 
suspended on that one word.


The starved wife sensed he wanted to ask her to make love to him. But that 
possibility was as far from her mind as ever. Her face flushed darker with 
her excitement, as her middle finger continued fucking obscenely up into her 
hot little pussy flesh in a slow steady rhythm of need. Oh, if only she were 
like some of the women she knew, and could have the recklessness to just let 
him do it to her. After a moment, she answered.


"Yes Ronny. What were you going to say?"


"I-uh-How do you and Mack get along after being married more than a year?" 
It was obvious that he wanted to ask something more specific, but did not 
yet have the nerve.


Although the blonde wife had never openly discussed with Ronny her problems 
with her husband, Rusty felt that he already knew and understood how things 
were between them.


"Well, you know. You kind of start taking each other for granted after 
awhile. I suppose ours is as good as anyone's marriage. If only...." her 
voice trailed off. They were both trying to speak as though nothing were 
happening, even though they were frantically masturbating themselves into a 
wild frenzy of desire.


"If-only-what?" Ronny asked, his deep masculine voice panting audibly with 
lust.


"If only," Rusty breathed heavily as she continued stroking her clitoris 
until her cunt felt like a vessel of white-hot desire. She was trying to 
think of a way to answer him truthfully without sounding like a slut. "Well, 
if only Mack would pay more attention to me sometimes."


The excited blonde saw his hand begin jerking a little faster on his thickly 
bulging shaft as though her words had increased his lust by twice as much.


"You-mean-he doesn't make love to you very often?" the masturbating 
ex-marine inquired, becoming bolder as his excitement grew.


Rusty hesitated a long time before replying.


"Y-yes, at least, not recently," she said hesitantly. "We used to get along 
just fine that way, but, since I've become active in the women's faction of 
the union, he has been acting very strange. Sometimes he doesn't even want 
to talk to me."


"Baby," Ronny suddenly blurted out. "Let me come over and make you feel 
good. You know how much I like you."


"No!" Rusty hastily responded. "Definitely not!" Her reply was a little too 
quick, almost frightened sounding, as it came from the nearly naked young 
wife. "I-I'm sorry, Ronny. I'm just not that kind of girl. I really like 
you, but...."


Impatiently, Ronny sat forward, gathering his thoughts for a more persuasive 
approach, and then he caught sight of Rusty's eyes locked on his hand 
jerking his cock up and down. At first he couldn't believe it, but he caught 
her eye a split second later, and then there was no room for doubt in his 
mind that the captivating blonde was doing more on her side of the partition 
than drying her clothes! Suddenly angered by her deceptiveness, he stood up, 
just in time to catch sight of her hand as she pulled it free from the tight 
waistband of her white bikini panties.


The young linesman turned his mouth up in a lewd knowing grin.


"Why you phony little bitch," he whispered in a hoarse voice as he kicked 
down the barrier and lunged for the startled blonde. The irate would-be 
lover suddenly saw how it would be possible to become a rapist as he pulled 
her to her feet and tightly locked his strong muscular arms around her 
trembling shoulders.


"No-no, Ronny! We-I can't! It's not right!" Rusty objected loudly as she 
felt his strong hands begin wandering freely over her exposed milk-white 
flesh. Then his mouth came forcefully down over hers in a wet, hot kiss that 
sent shivers of desire coursing through the hungry young wife's body. When 
his moist rigid tongue began thrusting insistently into her warm wet mouth, 
snaking around her tongue in an irresistibly sensuous motion, Rusty groaned 
deep in her throat and found herself responding. She began to lash her 
tongue back into her co-worker's open mouth, at the same time pressing her 
hotly aching loins tight against his lust-thickened shaft of male flesh. She 
could feel his excited hard cock throbbing against the sensitive naked skin 
of her stomach above her flimsy nylon panties, causing her to grind her 
desire-filled pelvis hard up against him.


The young wife's eager reaction was all Ronny needed. As they continued 
kissing with their mouths locked wetly together, the handsome seducer 
reached around behind her and unclasped the taut strap of her ripely filled 
brassiere. It dangled loosely against his chest for a moment, and then he 
slipped it down over her unresisting arms and dropped it to the floor. Her 
full roundly resilient breasts now pressed softly against his muscular 
chest, their hot pink nipples like points of fire on his naked skin. Ronny 
groaned from the heavy lusty sensations crawling in his loins and slipped 
his right hand up under her arm to caress her warm firm flesh 
appreciatively. Between his thumb and forefinger, he lightly rolled her 
already distended pink nipples, bringing up further moans of suppressed 
desire from the young blonde's lushly upturned mouth. Behind, her trim hips 
and buttocks were grinding as she twisted her pelvis hard forward against 
his long thick cock, driving him almost crazy with the need to fuck up into 
her hot little pussy.


"Lie down! I'm going to fuck you," he whispered in her ear, forcing her down 
onto her back on the floor.


Rolling over on top of her petite nearly naked form writhing wildly beneath 
him, Ronny ignored her half-coherent protests and reached for her clenching 
and unclenching buttocks with both hands, slipping the brief white panties 
away from the tender swell of her hips and thighs as she helped him by 
bending her knees so he could take them off over her ankles. When the 
handsome new lineman pressed his hotly throbbing cock up into the narrow 
valley of the young blonde's churning loins, he could feel the heat of her 
nakedly exposed pussy reaching up for the lewdly probing tip of his 
rigidity.


She now seemed to want it as much as he did, and Ronny felt with the thick 
bulbous tip of his cock for the narrow mouth of her cunt, holding her 
grinding buttocks up off the floor with both his hands. He could feel his 
blonde co-worker's excitement increasing more and more, and then finally, 
like a hot mouth nibbling wetly at his throbbing hardness, her pussy made 
its first maddening contact with his aching penis. Slowly, they began to fit 
their loins together, little by little deepening the penetration of his 
blood-engorged cock in the slippery wet sheath of her cunt.


"Ohhhhh God! Ohhhh!" Rusty was moaning up into his open mouth, her mind 
dizzy with passion as she felt the hard thick pressure struggling up into 
her eagerly waiting vagina. Her seducer's swollen cock was much thicker than 
her husband's, and she felt as though her thighs were being split apart by 
its delicious girth. She had been waiting for this all her life. His 
pulsating hardness pushed relentlessly forward up into the very depths of 
her belly, her inner walls clasping around the hardened rod like a 
tight-fitting glove. She could feel every pulsing vein on its underside, and 
the broad lust-filled tip felt so good as it bumped against her cervix that 
she thought she would cry with tears of physical joy.


The young blonde's handsome lover began a low, rhythmical thrusting motion, 
gradually increasing the length of his strokes until his loins were pumping 
like a battering ram against her wildly squirming pelvis. At first, the 
strongly built man had been pulling the blonde up to meet him in quick 
little jerking motions, his hands grasping her tautly rounded buttocks, but 
now he felt her begin swooping up on his rigid cock of her own accord, 
making tiny grinding motions up against his pelvis each time he buried 
himself in her up to the hilt. Although the blue-eyed beauty had initially 
resisted his advances, the experienced ex-marine could tell now that Rusty 
had lost control of herself and would fuck for as long as he wanted.


Slowly, he felt her moist cunt begin a gentle massaging motion around the 
thick hilt of his impaling sword of flesh. Ronny ground his pelvis into the 
squirming flaccid saddle of flesh as she strained up to meet him, arching 
her back so that she lifted their bodies up off the floor. Her thighs 
trembled ceaselessly under his body grinding into hers, opening and closing 
around his hips like the useless struggle of a butterfly pinned to a board. 
Gradually, her moans took up a chanting rhythm as old as man himself, a 
savage bleating that matched the rhythmic pulse of his steady in-and-out 
motion up between her quivering thighs.


Ronny could feel his cock expanding and growing up inside her soft white 
belly as he carefully met her accelerating rocking movements, pulling his 
swollen hardness out to an inch from the tip before driving it hard back 
into her palpitating cunt, then gradually out again, faster and faster. 
Again and again he stroked into the warm steaming moistness of her hotly 
clinging pussy, his sperm-inflated testicles slapping each time against her 
roundly working buttocks below.


The previously faithful young wife suddenly threw all caution to the wind, 
concentrating all her attention on the blissful sensations that her new 
lover's lust-peaking thrusting motions gave her cock-hungry body. The 
broad-shouldered lineman raised himself up on his hands now spread on the 
floor beside her shoulders, his dark eyes appreciatively watching the 
ecstatic uncontrolled lust on her face. Although his identity was slightly 
blurred to Rusty's vision by waves of insatiable desire clouding her eyes, 
somewhere inside, she was aware that this man stroking into her hot moist 
vagina was not her husband, and the sinfulness of the situation made her 
become inexplicably still more excited. The abandoned young wife's mouth 
hung slackly open to the side as she groaned lewdly out loud in the hollow 
sounding room. Ceaseless deep-throated guttural sounds escaped from between 
her lips with each smooth stroke of her seducer's hard-pistoning cock, her 
long golden blonde hair scattered about on the wood floor as she wildly 
writhed beneath him.


Ronny let his eyes pass down over the tautly stretched tendons of Rusty's 
soft cream-white neck, pausing to relish the gently heaving mounds of her 
wide-set breasts, their firm pink nipples jutting out like tiny berries 
offered up for him to devour, and then he looked on down past her tender 
cock-stuffed belly to their merging loins below.


As he fucked deeper and deeper between her wide-splayed legs, he could see 
his blood-distended penis withdrawing almost full length from the clasping 
crimson pink lips of her pussy, then rushing headlong back into the 
upthrusting mound up between her open thighs. The blonde beauty was pushing 
up to meet his fucking thrusts as if she were unable to wait a split second 
for his next plunge into her moist hot cunt. Each time he drove it home to 
the hilt, the well-built young man held there an instant, savoring the 
delicious sensations as she shuddered violently on his obscenely impaling 
shaft of flesh, his co-worker's loins jerking in tiny quick rotations that 
threatened to make his cum-laden balls explode at any minute. Again and 
again the blonde wrenched her pelvis downward as the strong muscular man 
began the long withdrawal, her warm moist pussy sucking at his thick 
throbbing cock like a wild animal in heat.


God almighty, she's a good lay! Ronny said to himself as the abandoned 
female heaved wildly beneath him like a demon. Letting his upper body fall 
forward onto hers again, Ronny reached up under Rusty's crazily jerking 
buttocks. As he drove his swollen penis rhythmically into the steaming hot 
wetness of her cunt, with his fingers, he spread the narrow crevice of her 
ass-cheeks wide, searching with the tip of his middle finger for her 
unprotected anus. Teasingly, he passed over the tiny puckering nether mouth 
with his fingertip, sending her loins into new spasms of activity from the 
sudden unexpected contact.


Spreading her legs even wider to give him still greater access to her 
ravenous pussy. Mack's blonde wife pitched crazily under Ronny Hodges, and 
he sensed that, before long, the young girl would be reaching her climax. 
The way this wild young thing under him was responding to his long hard 
hammering thrusts, she must really be hungry for sex!


Eagerly, Rusty opened and closed her trembling thighs around his hips in 
lewd unison with his relentlessly spearing strokes into her all-consuming 
vagina. Into his ear she warbled meaningless cries as though she had no 
control over her voice, now coming closer and closer to the delirious moment 
of fulfillment she had been working toward.


Suddenly, the sex-delirious twenty-one year old pulled her knees up under 
his chest as high as they would go, presenting her upward thrusting loins in 
desperate urging to his merciless cock-strokes, and then she found her voice 
again.


"Ohhhhh, fuck it! Fuck it hard-hard!" she chanted, mumbling obscene words 
she had never before used, spurring him on with the sporadic pounding of her 
heels on his tightly clenched buttocks. Then she moaned, as if in pain, and 
pulled her thighs up higher, pressing her full-mounded breasts back flat 
against her chest.


"I'm cumming!" the blonde exclaimed, as if in surprise, her mouth opening 
wide in ecstatic abandon. "I'm cumming!" she repeated, as though convincing 
herself.


The whole of her widely stretched pink pussy was presented up to her 
lust-crazed co-worker to use as he wished, her ankles now locked high up 
over his shoulders, her toes curled under into tight little balls. Rusty 
could feel her tiny throbbing clitoris jerking along the top of his slowly 
driving cock, as her loins squirmed against him in the wild uninhibited 
throes of her orgasm. Her words had once again become incoherent, 
unintelligible syllables whose meaning was known only to herself, her wide 
unseeing eyes gazing as if in wonder at the shadowy reaches of the ceiling.


Jesus, look at the little piece go! Ronny Hodges marveled as he grinned down 
at the young wife racing out of control into a wild final climax. He gritted 
his teeth and then clenched his buttocks tightly together to keep from 
cumming himself, slaving and sweating over her harder than he ever had with 
any woman. This time it would be worth it to wait for his partner's orgasm. 
After the starvation diet she had been on, she would be so grateful to him 
for completely satisfying her that he would then be able to fuck her 
whenever or wherever the opportunity arose.


"I'M CUMMMIIIINNNGGG!" Rusty suddenly cried out again, the words urging him 
to plunge deeper into her wetly gyrating pussy. He could feel her ass-cheeks 
clenching at his tingling cum-swollen balls beneath as she locked herself to 
him with all the strength of her convulsively twitching thighs, shuddering 
against his body, the hotly clasping inner walls of her pussy flooding warm 
orgasmic moistness out around his buried hardness for what seemed an 
eternity.


The young blonde held her breath for an interminable moment and then 
expelled it as though struck in the stomach, her body collapsing limply back 
onto the wood floor of the abandoned house. She lay still and unmoving, 
uncontrollable palpitations of her well-fucked cunt going on and on like a 
wild animal just beginning to be tamed, pulsing around his cock lodged 
deeply up inside her satisfied little belly.


Ronny let her rest a moment beneath him, even though it was all he could do 
to keep from going on screwing into her wetly clinging young cunt. God, he 
had never seen anything like it! Appreciatively, he flexed his hotly aching 
penis deep in her tight-clutching vagina, hoping to bring her to life again.


"You're really a hot little bitch," Ronny whispered approvingly in Rusty's 
ear, at the same time reaching his hands back under the young woman's still 
softly quivering buttocks to knead the resilient flesh like ripe luscious 
fruits.


The physically exhausted blonde wife felt the uneasy stirring of her 
conscience as she gradually returned to her senses. But the realization that 
she had been too love-hungry to resist this handsome virile young lineman 
allowed her an excuse for her first adultery. It was Mack's own fault, she 
reminded herself, for leaving her unsatisfied for so long.


At that moment, she felt Ronny Hodges wet his finger in the fluids seeping 
from her cunt and run it up and down the narrow crevice between her 
buttocks, searching for her tight little anal opening. Finding his goal, her 
strongly built seducer shoved hard against the puckered rubbery ring until 
it gave before his lewd pressure.


"Aggggh! God! It hurts!" the breathless blonde complained beneath him, her 
body bucking upward in an attempt to escape the thickness of his middle 
finger now buried up to the knuckle in the tightness of her warm rectal 
entrance.


But Ronny kept right on, ramming his finger up into her defenseless anus and 
again starting to slip his painfully expanded cock slowly in and out of her 
cum-drenched cunt. Finally, he felt what he had hoped for-Rusty gradually 
adjusted to the painful invasion of her tight little rectum, and now she 
began rocking back and forth again beneath him. Soon they were fucking 
together in complete abandoned unison once again, Rusty moaning out low as 
she sensed the surprising ripples of another orgasm building deep in her 
loins. She had never felt so completely filled in her life; the sensations 
spreading through her body were driving her wild!


"Ohhhhh, my God!" she suddenly cried out, the sound of her voice filling the 
deserted house. "I'm cumming again. Don't stop! I'm cumming!"


This time Ronny could not hold back. His wildly jerking cock hotly expanded 
inside her moistly pulsing cunt, the machine-gun spurts beginning deep down 
in his aching balls at long last. His hot cum spewed up into her wetly 
flooded cunt as he groaned above her like a wild animal trumpeting his lust 
in the jungle.


"That's it, baby," he grunted down at her. "Fuck your little pussy up onto 
my cock. Screw me back, baby! I'm cumming too. Fuck it!"


"Oh yes, fill me. Fill me with your cum, honey," Rusty gasped as she felt 
the delicious heated wetness shooting into her like liquid fire. Her cunt 
hotly clasped around its hard-driving thickness as her own lust-fired 
secretions once more erupted in adulterous answer and spilled out into the 
already drowning cavern of her wildly quivering cuntal passage.


Ronny gave one last powerful lunge up between her upraised legs and held 
himself there to spew out the last precious drop of semen into the sucking 
mouth of the young blonde's pussy.


"There's-my-cum-deep-inside-your-hot-little-cunt!" the young lineman grunted 
over her, holding his exploding loins as tight to her squirming pussy flesh 
as he could. He could feel her insides still gushing forth around his slowly 
deflating penis as she writhed greedily, anxious to suck from him all the 
sperm he had to offer. Shoving her ass-cheeks downward, Rusty squirmed her 
frantically clutching anus around on his skewering middle finger until the 
palm of his hand was pressed flat against her buttocks, the tiny ring of 
flesh contracting around him. Then, it was all over for her. It had seemed 
endless, but she gave one last groan and trembled under him as she let 
herself collapse on the floor. Her long tapering legs fell outward from his 
body so that she lay spread-eagled on the boards beneath him, her eyes 
closed in complete satiation.


Ronny lay still for a moment savoring the total depletion he felt in his 
loins. The tender young blonde's well-fucked cunt fluttered slightly around 
his now limp penis, and then as he slowly pulled himself away from her until 
it slipped uselessly out of her widely stretched cuntal opening, he at the 
same time pulled his middle finger out from between her silken ass-cheeks 
with a slight popping noise. As he rose up onto his knees above Rusty's 
seemingly unconscious form he could see the wetly tangled golden hair around 
the sweet pink lips of her pussy, glistening lewdly in the firelight. The 
smooth white flesh of her splayed out inner thighs was sticky with the 
mingled wetness of their fucking, cum dripping in tiny white rivulets down 
the crevice of her buttocks.


For a long time the young love-spent couple said nothing, listening only to 
the steady drum of the rain on the roof. Rusty could not bring herself to 
open her eyes and meet Ronny's gaze, ashamed as she now was of having lost 
control of herself with him. She was sure that he must think she did this 
kind of thing every day, but it was not true. It was the first time in her 
life that she had had intercourse with anyone other than the man she had 
married. Ronny Hodges, please don't think I'm a whore, she begged inside her 
mind.


The embarrassed young blonde remained lying flat on her back with her right 
arm thrown across her eyes as she listened to her broad-shouldered lover 
putting on his clothes. How would she ever be able to look him in the face 
again? What would she feel like when her husband Mack sat with her at the 
dinner table that night and asked her about her first day in the field? 
Rusty now understood that just such an unpredictable happening as this was 
what her husband had been afraid of when he had complained about her taking 
a man's job. Although the young wife was not planning to tell her husband 
about her transgression, there was no doubt in her mind that Mack would 
sense something had happened. Somehow, if only by intuition, he would pick 
it up.


When Ronny had finished putting his boots on and had walked out of the room 
and onto the open front porch, Rusty took the opportunity to quickly get 
herself dressed. The rain seemed to be letting up a little bit, and it was 
possible that their foreman Bob Cabot would be returning to check on them or 
to take them back to the central office for the day.


No sooner had Rusty finished putting on her clothes than she heard the sound 
of the truck slowly whining in four-wheel drive up to the front of the 
house. She heard Ronny greet their boss from the front of the house, and by 
the time the motor had stopped she too was standing in the doorway. Rusty 
hoped the weak depleted feeling in her loins did not show on her face. The 
last person she wanted to have know about her illicit little episode with 
Ronny Hodges was Foreman Bob Cabot. The surly older man would love to take 
something like that and make a big deal out of it if he could and he would 
find a way.


* * *


Little did she and Ronny know it, but the foreman had suspected exactly what 
they would do if he left them alone long enough. Earlier, putting on his 
black plastic slicker against the relentless downpour of rain, Cabot had 
parked a quarter of a mile away and approached the deserted house. Inside he 
had seen exactly what he had expected to see, catching sight of the lewdly 
intertwined couple just as they were finishing their fuck. He made up his 
mind not to say anything until it was to his advantage to do so.


And if he had anything to do with it, that would be very soon indeed. He 
wouldn't mind getting a little of that haughty blonde who treated him as 
though he were the scum of the earth, and he knew a couple of other guys who 
would be only too glad to help humiliate her, if asked.


"Hurry it up, you guys," Cabot said as they . climbed into the cab of the 
truck. "There's not a chance of getting any work done today. Back to the 
shop to assemble units for tomorrow."


They rode in silence back to the telephone company, each lost in his own 
thoughts, but they all centered around one person and one thing-blonde, 
twenty-one year old Rusty Brown, and sex.


CHAPTER FOUR


The rest of that first week went smoothly and without incident for the first 
female lineman for the telephone company. Rusty felt proud of the job she 
had been doing, knowing that whatever success she had would eventually be 
beneficial for the other women she had worked with before. She did her best 
not to sit next to Ronny Hodges in the crew cab when he wasn't driving, and 
she avoided being around him back at the office. The young blonde didn't 
want him to get the idea that she was a woman on the make, thinking it 
better to let him forget the whole thing.


Her husband Mack wasn't making it easier for her by any means, still 
pretending no interest in his young wife as if she had done something wrong. 
Actually, it was no different than it had been for the past few months, but 
Rusty couldn't help feeling sometimes as though it might be her fault; her 
self-imposed guilt about losing control of herself with Ronny Hodges made it 
worse.


It was true that Rusty and Ronny were often alone together in the field, but 
most of the day they were fifty yards apart, each working on their separate 
tasks. More than once the middle-aged Bob Cabot showed up, supposedly to 
observe how well the young trainees were working, but he usually made sure 
he was standing under Rusty while she climbed the telephone poles, looking 
up with obvious relish at her straining thighs and buttocks in the 
tight-fitting company uniform.


The lecherous foreman was still biding his time, waiting for a chance at the 
new girl who was working for him, but he hadn't forgotten the events of the 
first day. Besides that, he had been talking to the most notorious easy lay 
and gossip working for the company, Lucy Anne Forbes. Lucy Anne knew several 
stories about Ronny concerning him and other women, even though the young 
lineman had only been working there a short while, but could say nothing 
promising about Rusty. In his own mind, Cabot was trying to work out a plan 
to get into the panties of the snippy little blonde who had treated him so 
disdainfully, piecing together a plot with what he had learned from Lucy 
Anne Forbes.


At thirty-six Lucy Anne was a little older than most of the girls working 
for the company, but she was still hot for a little screwing around when 
there was someone available. Cabot himself had been in bed with her more 
than once, usually at a drunken company party where the only one he could 
get his hands on was Lucy Anne. She had mentioned that she would like to get 
her hands on young Ronny Hodges, and Cabot had immediately begun to figure a 
way to use this to get what he wanted ... namely, Rusty Brown.


Now, as he looked lustfully up at Rusty's well-rounded buttocks stretching 
the material of her green work pants, Cabot smiled secretly to himself.


I'll be squeezing that sweet little ass of yours before long, he gloated to 
himself. I'll fuck you until you think one of these poles is up in your 
cunt.


"Better tighten that one down and get a move on, Brown," the foreman told 
Rusty. "The rest of the crew is right behind you stringing lines."


It was a needless comment, because Rusty and Ronny Hodges, aware that as new 
members of Cabot's crew they would be watched carefully, had been working as 
fast as the tedious work would allow. It was a known fact that the men 
working behind them stringing lines could cover more ground than the fitters 
ahead of them could, and Rusty knew that Cabot, too, was well aware of it.


"We've done two miles in three days," the tired young blonde told her boss 
in exasperation. "What do you want ... blood?"


Bob Cabot had an answer for that, but he didn't make it at that moment. He 
would get what he wanted soon enough, so he just shrugged his shoulders and 
walked away.


Long before the stringing crew came into sight, both Ronny and Rusty heard 
their loud, raucous voices. They sounded as though they were breaking 
themselves to catch up to the two new members, working faster and faster as 
the afternoon wore on. By four-thirty they were in sight, and it was obvious 
that no matter how hard the two new crew members worked, the others would 
catch up with them the following day.


Sure enough, by mid-morning break the next day, Friday, the stringers were 
right behind them. Rusty could hear their ribald remarks even before they 
were within three poles distance away.


"Come on, you guys," she heard one of them say to his friend. "I want to get 
a load of Rusty from down under."


"Me, too," chimed in another, coarser voice.


"The boss says she's got a nice butt on her," said a voice from the top of 
the telephone pole behind her.


The twenty-one year old girl was tempted to make some return comments, but a 
few cautionary words from Ronny Hodges as she moved onto the post ahead of 
him made her decide to hold her tongue.


"They would like nothing better than to have you give them some backtalk," 
Ronny told her. "Let 'em have their fun. They don't know any better."


But it was difficult when the whole crew stood under the pole where Rusty 
was tightening the glass birds just before the break. There were raucous 
whistles and groans of appreciation as the men stood craning their necks to 
stare up at her straddling the thick wooden pole. Every time she made 
another turn with the spanner, her whole body swung provocatively on the 
pole, and a chorus of moans and lewd remarks floated up to her ears.


"Hey, baby, you can screw mine down tight any time you want to," a young 
workman called up to her. Rusty was sweating from the exertion she was 
putting into her work, and it was all she could do not to answer him with a 
crushing remark. But Ronny Hodges had warned her, and she took his words to 
heart, merely smiling in a distant way at the crew ogling her from below.


At break time they all sat together under a yellow-leaved elm tree, the men 
still making suggestive comments that were driving Rusty crazy with anger. 
At one point she was ready to call it quits and go back to being an operator 
with the company, but stubbornness and pride kept her from it.


She did lose her temper once just before the break was over. "You guys are 
such a pain," she told them, standing up to find a place to relieve herself 
before she had to get back to work. "Can't you treat me like a human being 
instead of like some kind of side-show freak. How would you like for someone 
to tell you, you had to work pent-up inside a dingy office for the rest of 
your life?" Then she stalked off into the bushes and looked for a secluded 
place to take her pants down.


"She's right, you bums," Ronny Hodges upbraided the rest of the men when 
Rusty was gone. "She's doing a good job. Why don't you leave her alone?"


"Listen to Mr. Handsome talk," the young man who had been most outspoken 
said. "He must be getting a little of that when nobody's around. How about 
it, Hodges?"


"You lousy...." Ronny started cursing as he rose from his place leaning 
against the trunk of a tree. But at that moment the crew-cab driven by Bob 
Cabot was grinding up the hill toward them. Ronny clenched his fists and 
held himself back. His nerves were already stretched to the breaking point 
due to working hard to remain on the crew. He thought he had himself under 
control, but then, just as Cabot pulled to a halt beside them, a second 
young crew member put in a final insulting remark in Rusty's absence. Ronny 
flew into a rage.


"You lousy son of a bitch!" Ronny shouted at the offending crew member. "Why 
can't you treat her with a little respect? She's doing her job which is more 
than I can say for you!" The two men were wrestling each other angrily when 
the crew boss came on the scene.


"Okay, you guys. Knock it off!" the foreman ordered, grabbing Ronny by the 
collar of his work shirt. "What's it all about?"


"Hell, boss. I was just having a little fun," the young man who had made the 
comment offered. "I don't know what got into this guy Hodges. He jumped me 
like I had told his mother to go fuck herself."


Cabot turned on Hodges immediately. It was obvious what was going on, and 
secretly Cabot was glad, but he couldn't let on yet that he was aware of 
what had happened between the aloof young blonde and this wise-guy.


"Watch yourself, Hodges," was all he could say. "The company don't like 
rough-necks working for them. Settle down."


At that moment Rusty returned from the bushes. She could see that Ronny's 
face was flushed and angry, and she assumed that in her absence he had tried 
to stick up for her, for which she was grateful. But she deemed it wise not 
to make any comments, and sat down to have one last swig of coffee from her 
thermos before it was time to get back to work.


"Hi, blondie," the foreman greeted her. "Find the bathroom all right?"


The others guffawed and made faces at their boss's humor, except for Ronny 
Hodges, who wished that he didn't need his job so badly. He would have liked 
to punch the coarse bastard in the mouth.


"Listen, Hodges, Brown. You can get on with outfitting the rest of the 
posts. The rest of you bums climb in the truck. There's work to be done on 
the other side of Huntington. Come on, let's go."


After the crew snapped their lunch boxes closed and roared off with Cabot in 
the truck, silence fell once more on the countryside. Ronny made a face of 
disgust as he packed up his thermos and lunch box, not wanting to say 
anything to Rusty.


"Listen, Ronny," she told him, placing her hand tenderly on the back of his 
neck. "I know you were defending me against those nincompoops. You know I 
appreciate it, but don't make it hard on yourself. It's obvious that, for 
some reason, Bob Cabot has it in for both of us. But there's no need for you 
to jeopardize yourself. I can take care of myself."


"I know that, Rusty. But they really get me going. Acting as if they were 
God's gift to the world," Ronny told her without looking into her face. 
"Anyway, the job you're doing is as good as anything any of them could do. 
That's what bothers them most. That, and the fact that you're a good-looking 
woman they can't get their hands on."


With a gesture of impatience, he got up and gathered his tools to get back 
to his work.


Rusty Brown watched his strong muscular thighs carry him up the next pole he 
had to outfit, and for a moment she wished she were one of those women who 
could successfully carry on an affair outside her marriage. If she were, 
there was no doubt in her mind that Ronny Hodges was the man she would be 
having it with.


A frown crossed her pretty face as she forced herself to forget about the 
handsome one-time lover and get on with her work.


CHAPTER FIVE


Lucy Anne Forbes lived alone in an apartment in the busiest section of 
Fishwharf, a little art colony on the North Shore of the Island. She liked 
the location of her apartment because she could step out the door and within 
a few minutes be sitting in a bar with the kind of atmosphere she dug 
most-men, young men. It was also easy to get to her apartment from the 
expressway, so that if a boy friend was coming from Queens or Suffolk 
County, he could shoot right off the superhighway and almost be at her 
doorstep. The curvaceous redhead liked to make herself eminently available 
to as many men as possible. In Fishwharf she had found the perfect place to 
live her wild and free sexual life.


It was hard to tell on sight how old Lucy Anne was. If you saw her in the 
low, reddish lights of her favorite bar, she could appear to be as young as 
twenty-five or six. In the stark sunlight of the stony beach near where she 
lived, after the water had washed off her makeup, she might seem to be in 
her early forties, except that from a distance her trim figure would fool 
you into thinking she was still a college girl. Her actual age was 
thirty-six, and she had used all her years to good advantage, learning 
everything the catalog of human sensuality has to teach. Her green eyes 
flecked with brown showed nothing but competitive interest in other women, 
but let a well-hung male show up on the scene, and the change was obvious. 
The experienced woman could be alternately seductive, coy, challenging, as 
well as reluctant and virginal. Her full sensual lips smiled suggestively, 
quivering slightly at the corners when she had her cat-like eyes centered in 
on new male prey, and her nostrils flared in excitement like a predatory 
animal in pursuit of a highly prized victim. Then her shoulders would lift 
up so that her full, shapely breasts would thrust out to her best advantage, 
arid she would arch the small of her back from time to time so that her 
ample hips and pelvis swung invitingly toward her potential lover, offering 
promise of juicy forbidden delights up between her thighs. Sitting usually 
with her legs crossed, her rounded knees exposed under the short, short 
skirts she was used to wearing, her slender right ankle swung back and forth 
in a steady rhythm that gave her taut ass-cheeks a back-and-forth come-on to 
any man who might be behind her in the room.


In spite of her special taste for younger men, sometimes, like tonight, she 
craved a little straight-forward, un-fancied, old-fashioned fucking. With 
the young ones, Lucy Anne usually had to play a role of some kind, like 
acting the part of a sex-hungry older woman who appreciated the virility of 
her unsuspecting escort, but with men like Bob Cabot she didn't have to 
pretend. As soon as he walked in the door and looked her in the eyes, the 
redhead could strip off her clothes without saying a word, knowing he wasn't 
interesting in anything himself but a good, rough-and-tumble hour in bed. It 
was obvious that he had never even considered whether he was attractive to a 
woman or not, nor had he ever had a single thought about his virility. He 
could just get a hard-on and fuck her until she thought her whole body would 
come to pieces, and then he would fill her with a load of hot cum that made 
her belly turn over with satisfaction.


Right now, Cabot was just lowering himself down over Lucy Anne's wide open 
loins. His thick-veined fist was wrapped around his long, blood-engorged 
hardness as he propped himself up on his other hand to watch it go in. Lucy 
Anne herself had raised her head from the bedsheet, looking down between her 
full naked white breasts to enjoy the sight of his huge penis approaching 
her throbbing ready cunt. Though they had spent no time on useless foreplay, 
she could feel the lust juices flowing freely inside the warm confines of 
her vagina, while her quivering little clitoris ached in anticipation of 
what was to come. Finally, the moist pink outer lips of her cunt felt his 
pulsing cock-head's first searing contact, and the voluptuous redhead 
splayed her smooth thighs wider apart, jerking her pelvic triangle up at him 
in uncontrollable eagerness.


"Come on, baby," she crooned to the telephone company foreman, who was 
taking his time. "Ram that nice hard rock right up inside me. My pussy's all 
wet and purring for it. Hurry up, damn it!"


Cabot grinned lewdly above her naked body. He always liked Lucy Anne; she 
liked to fuck and that was all there was to it. Clenching his buttocks 
tightly together, the slightly paunchy older man shoved his pulsating 
thickness forward into the deep hot sheath of her desire-moistened cunt. He 
watched as her eyes closed in sheer ecstasy at the belly-filling sensations, 
the warm soft folds of her well-used but still tight little tunnel wrapping 
around his throbbing cock like hungry wet lips sucking it. Shoving it all 
the way into the hilt, until the tip-end bumped obscenely against her 
throbbing cervix and his thick wiry gray pubic hair pressed hard into her 
hotly erect clitoris, Cabot held his lengthy penis rigid there, savoring the 
tiny ripples in the warmly enveloping walls of her pussy. Little by little 
he felt her hips begin to move without seeming to, making her hot juicy 
cuntal lips slip hungrily back and forth on his lust-sensitized cock-shaft, 
barely an inch each way. Then he gradually matched her lengthening strokes, 
drawing back to fuck into her with short hard thrusts that made the rosy 
nipples dance on her fleshy white breasts. Her moans were coming more 
frequently now, and Cabot steadily increased the depth of his plunges until 
he was pulling almost all the way out of her, then viciously shoving his 
long hard shaft all the way into her upthrusting loins. He gave a short 
animal-like grunt with every lunge he made between her jackknifed legs, 
feeling Ins heavy semen-filled testicles slap resoundingly into her 
hard-clenched buttocks beneath. This hot little redhead really likes getting 
cock, he told himself in obscene glee. "Get it, Red! Fuck right on, honey," 
he growled encouragingly down at her. "Slip and slide that fuckin' cunt up 
and down my prick till it blows up!"


The foreman's lewd language seemed to spur the uninhibited telephone 
operator to still even greater heights of passion. Her hands began caressing 
her breasts, kneading the flaccid white flesh obscenely with her fingers as 
Cabot watched, her thumbs and forefingers from time to time pressing her 
stiffened nipples flat against her breasts and then pinching them up into an 
even higher, hlood-tingling erection. Her curvaceous torso was writhing in 
naked abandon beneath his hungry fucking, while her head tossed back and 
forth on the bed from the greedy desire building to greater and greater 
heights in her lower belly. Cabot could tell the redhead was getting close 
to a climax, and he began pumping more furiously into her open-spread pussy 
from the tips of his toes, banging her head against the headboard of the bed 
from the force of his blows against her squirming pelvis.


Lucy Anne gave a deep-throated groan as she felt her belly explode in 
orgasm, great steaming floods of orgiastic wetness spewing from the walls of 
her throbbing vagina around his insanely pistoning cock. She splayed her 
shapely legs out wider, lifting them into the air on either side of Bob 
Cabot's wildly pumping loins to give him unimpeded access to her crazily 
sucking vagina. The abandoned redhead thrust her loins up at him with brutal 
force, screwing herself up hungrily on the still driving rod of his 
lust-heated flesh.


"Sock it home, baby! Fuck me!" she cried again and again. "I'm still 
cumming!" Her nostrils flared and then one long last gasp of breath escaped 
from her lungs as though she had been punched in the belly by a fist. 
Finally she collapsed under him, her expended body still quivering 
uncontrollably under him, as she felt the maddening sensations gently recede 
from her loins.


Bob Cabot continued his steady hammering strokes, feeling his balls swirling 
with the heat of his built-up semen, gritting his teeth as he pummeled her 
now helplessly limp form like a rag doll. Suddenly, her right leg which had 
collapsed with the other one back down onto the mattress snaked up around 
his hips, and with one powerful lunge she rolled Cabot over onto his back, 
his pistoning hardness still embedded deep in her wetly cum-flooded cunt. 
Now she was kneeling up over him, her upthrust buttocks pumping up and down 
as she rode her wildly alive pussy down onto the thickness of his iron-like 
penis. Her full soft breasts dangled teasingly down against his heaving 
chest as she slaved above him to bring him to a climax.


The hot fluid warmth of her satisfied cunt still washed down over his aching 
balls, and Cabot could feel a jet stream of his own irrepressible cum 
beginning to climb up along his stiffly throbbing rod of flesh sunk deep in 
her smooth white belly. He groaned out loud from the lewd sensation and 
began jerking his loins fiercely upward, driving his lust-thickened cock as 
deep as he could into the tantalizing wetness of her vagina. At that moment, 
Lucy Anne sat all the way up straight on his thickness, her ass-cheeks 
clenching and unclenching around his boiling testicles beneath, while both 
her hands buried themselves down around the base of his cock to milk him 
dry.


"That's fuckin', baby," she cooed down at him. "Fill me with your hot cum!" 
Her hands obscenely kneaded and stroked at his cock and sperm-laden balls 
until he could wait no longer.


"Oh, Christ!" Cabot hissed up at her, his body arching and lunging up closer 
to her softly grinding pussy. "Here it comes!"


"Umh ... yes! Yes! Give it to me!" she egged him on, and the two of them 
bucked and pumped together like wild-cats, the delicious hot white liquid 
spurting up into her straddling cunt like streams of fire, filling her 
never-satisfied belly to the brim. She clamped the inner muscles of her 
cock-hungry cunt around his wildly throbbing shaft of flesh, sucking at him 
with all of her wetly rippling vaginal passage, until finally it gave one 
last spasmodic jerk inside her, the final drop of cum sucked out into her 
pussy.


While Bob Cabot groaned softly from the lingering sensations of his orgasm, 
the voluptuous redhead continued milking lightly at his balls with the tips 
of her fingernails. Squirming her warm ass-cheeks down onto him, and her 
upper arms squeezed her firmly resilient breasts together into twin mounds 
of quivering flesh. Gradually, she felt his cock begin to soften inside her 
until it slipped wetly out of her juicy cuntal opening with a slight 
sibilant sound of moist suction, and then she was holding his wet limp penis 
in the palms of her hands, a mass of depleted male flesh which she began 
kissing and massaging in grateful appreciation.


Cabot opened his eyes and looked up at the full-bodied telephone operator 
hunched up over his loins. She was staring down at his exhausted cock in her 
hands as though trying to will it to come to life again.


"You can really fuck," he told her in a hoarse voice. Lucy Anne met his eyes 
with a glazed satiated look before sliding her cum-soaked cuntal slit down 
along the length of his thigh and then ovaling her sensual mouth around the 
limp tip-end of his softened penis. Little by little, holding his vulnerable 
flesh in her mouth by suction alone, the lusty redhead arranged his knees 
bent up a little on either side of her body, lifted her breasts up over the 
tops of his thighs so they would be in full view, and then she smiled up at 
him with his penis between her lips. He watched as she slowly began to slip 
her moist lips back and forth on his cock, urging it to swell and fill the 
inner warmth of her mouth. He could feel her fingers down under his body 
digging excitedly into his testicles and flicking lightly over his sensitive 
anus.


"Mmmmmmmm, that's good, Lucy Anne," he moaned above her as he felt his 
nerve-endings tingle into life again down in his loins. "I bet you like it 
as much as I do."


"Mmmmmmm-hmmmmmm," she agreed around the slowly thickening shaft in her 
mouth. Her tongue had begun lashing wetly around the underside of his 
thick-veined shaft, occasionally pressing hotly into the narrow slit in the 
blunt bulbous head. He was stiffening between her clinging lips slowly but 
surely, and she began bobbing her head up and down over the lengthening rod 
buried in her mouth. Cabot propped his head up on a pillow so he could 
observe the red-haired vixen's obscene ministrations over his once again 
aching loins, enjoying the sight of her full ripe breasts billowing out 
whitely over his hairy thighs and her glistening red lips rounded over his 
growing cock-flesh. There was no doubt about it-Lucy Anne Forbes was 
practically insatiable.


"H-how would you like to get some new cock?" the company foreman asked her 
as she sucked on him. Her green eyes flashed up at him in questioning 
interest.


"This new guy, Ronny Hodges," he went on, feeling her suck still more 
persuasively at his now almost fully erect penis.


"MMMMMMMM!" Lucy Anne mumbled, indicating she knew him and liked the idea.


"I happen to know he's on the make," Cabot continued. "He fucked that new 
girl on my crew the first day out. They don't know I saw them." He went on 
to tell her the whole story while she went on sucking.


Lucy Anne's lips tightened around the whole of his sensitive cock-head, 
trapping it completely inside the warm, wetly heated cavern of her mouth. 
Hearing the story of the young couple's illicit screwing was a stimulating 
reward the older redhead had not been expecting.


"Mmmmmmm!" she moaned again, her sensuous lips firmly locked around his 
blood-swelling glans. The lecherous older man could feel the softness of her 
tongue swirling maddeningly around his desire-engorged shaft, her crimson 
lips clasping wetly to him as Cabot described each lewd detail of the 
lust-inciting scene for her imagination. One of her hands was gently running 
its nails lightly over the soft resilience of his cum laden balls, while the 
other was stroking the thickening base of his saliva-wet rod of flesh 
between thumb and forefinger, beckoning long rolling waves of arousal up 
from deep down in his stirring loins.


Because he was getting close to ejaculating again, Cabot stopped talking a 
moment to savor the delicious expertise of her mouth on his throbbing cock. 
And feeling his penis pulsing between her lips, Lucy Anne began sucking even 
harder, the tips of her teeth digging gently into the resistant flesh, 
leaving small white trails where they scraped the blood from beneath the 
surface of his skin. Her tongue swiped furiously around and around the 
growing glans until Cabot felt himself reaching the bursting point.


All of the rigid shaft was deep into her throat now, and he was certain she 
would choke. But she continued to suck him on and on into a paradise of 
indescribable pleasure. Great swirls of heat were building deep, deep in his 
balls as he watched her face working above his quivering loins. He could see 
tiny rivulets of perspiration rolling down her temples in little droplets as 
she jerked her head up and down over his lust-knotted shaft like a woman 
gone mad.


He groaned over and over again, his lips working crazily, spilling 
incoherent mutterings from his lips. Then, suddenly, he gasped again, louder 
than before.


The moment was here and a low, guttural sound started from deep in his chest 
as he felt the hot steaming semen begin its mad spurt from the sanctity of 
his balls to spew in hot thin streams into her openly willing mouth. The 
orally impaled redhead's cheeks expanded and hollowed as she swallowed, 
greedy for the warm flooding gushes of his burning cum. She went on sucking 
wildly as he emptied his white-hot sperm in between her lush red lips, and 
he reached with his hands to tangle his fingers cruelly in her flowing red 
hair, holding her head to the throbbing of his loins as he shoved his 
spurting shaft all the way down her gasping throat as far as it would go.


She swallowed, coughing sporadically to keep from choking, and then finally 
he moaned his last and rammed up into her mouth in complete fulfillment. 
Slowly, as she continued her sucking in gentle, lulling rhythm, his cock 
began deflating in her hot moist mouth, becoming once more flexible and then 
completely limp.


Lucy Anne had sucked him dry, reluctantly letting his softened cock slip out 
of her clinging lips with a slight popping sound from the suction.


"You like that, huh?" the sensual redheaded woman asked him as she rested 
her head on his paunchy stomach, her voluptuously soft breasts covering his 
satiated cock with their warmth.


"Christ! Do I like!" Cabot moaned. "And just wait until Hodges gets a little 
of that. It'll drive him out of his fucking mind!"


"You really think I could get Ronny into bed, huh?" Lucy Anne asked with a 
wistful sound to her voice. "I'm not sure I'm his type."


"Believe me, you little redheaded bitch. You're his type all right. You're 
the kind of woman every red-blooded man dreams about." He knew that if he 
went along with the promise of a new stud, she would be willing to play 
along with what he had in mind.


"Ummmm, thanks, lover," the highly sexed redhead said, pressing her soft 
breasts down tighter onto his depleted loins. "But how do I get to him? He 
doesn't even know me."


"That's where I come in, honey babe. We'll arrange a little party next 
Saturday night at the Stag Club, only a few selected women invited. I'll see 
to it that Hodges is there, and I'll introduce you to him. After that, let 
Mother Nature take her course." The foreman waited a moment and then went 
on. "Between now and then, do me a favor, though?"


"Anything you want, baby," Lucy Anne said, wrapping her arms around his 
masculine buttocks and giving them a hearty squeeze. She was looking forward 
to getting her hands on that handsome virile blonde man she had seen around 
the telephone company.


"Hodges and Rusty Brown have the hots for each other, and I think Rusty is 
having problems at home. Work on her to admit that she likes Hodges and 
should see more of him. Then we can get her to the Stag Club too."


"Ahhhhh, now I get it," Lucy put in. "Bob Cabot is after a little strange 
pussy himself."


"Right the first time. But don't forget, we'll both get what we want if you 
work it right. Deal?"


"Deal!" she answered, bending down to kiss Cabot's softened penis with the 
wetness of her full red lips. Smiling, he got up off the bed, dressed, and 
headed home before it got too late.


CHAPTER SIX


All that second week at her new job. Rusty Brown was feeling more exhausted 
than she had ever felt in her life, not even showing any apparent interest 
in making love to her husband Mack. But by Saturday, after she'd had half a 
day off, she was feeling pretty anxious for bedtime to come. Like it or not, 
Mack would satisfy her, she was thinking. She had it all planned. With the 
increase her first paycheck showed in wages, she had bought a new nightgown 
that left nothing to the imagination. She had tried it on in the shop, 
admiring before the mirror the way her full, ripe breasts jutted out almost 
obscenely into the sheer material, the pinkness of her nipples showing 
through the flimsy nylon. The hem of the gown barely covered the tops of her 
lush white thighs, and when she bent over slightly to look at the price tag 
on the box, she caught a glimpse of her well-rounded buttocks nakedly 
revealed when the gown pulled up in back.


If this doesn't turn him on, nothing will, the young blonde told her lewdly 
smiling reflection in the glass.


At six o'clock that afternoon Mack had said he was going out for a beer and 
a game of pool at his favorite hangout around the corner, and now it was 
almost eight o'clock. The special dinner she had fixed for him was getting 
ruined in the kitchen, and still there was no sign of him. Rusty had noticed 
that her husband had been wearing a sport coat and tie when he went out 
earlier, but it had made no impression on her at the time. Now she reflected 
that it was strange for him to get so dressed up just to go to the local 
bar.


The miffed young wife sat fuming in a living room chair for another half 
hour, wishing that she had listened to that older girl at the company, Lucy 
Anne Forbes. All week Lucy Anne had been digging for information about how 
Rusty and her husband were getting along, suggesting that maybe she should 
take advantage of some of the available young men working at the telephone 
company.


Lucy Anne had made it clear that she herself had no interest at all in 
marriage, since she got whatever sex she wanted without even lifting a 
little finger. Now, at this point, Rusty was almost ready to agree with her 
that a good-looking woman didn't need a husband, especially one who had no 
more interest in his wife than her Mack seemed to. Still, Rusty just hadn't 
been able to go along with Lucy Anne's suggestion that the two of them go 
together to the Stag Club party tonight. It hadn't seemed right somehow. It 
had been different that one time with Ronny Hodges in the abandoned house. 
Neither one of them had expected that to happen, but to deliberately set out 
with the thought in mind of meeting another man seemed too-too loose, too 
whorish for the innocent young wife to contemplate.


Impatiently, Rusty went to the closet and put a light orange coat over her 
short black mini-dress she had wanted to surprise Mack with. She slammed the 
door behind her as she went to look for him at the corner bar.


It was only a short walk, and Rusty arrived at the corner across from the 
bar within a couple of minutes. While she waited for the traffic to thin out 
so that she could cross the street, she happened to glance at the door of 
the bar just as a heavily made up peroxide blonde stepped onto the sidewalk. 
Right behind the woman was a tall handsome man who was obviously her escort.


Rusty almost cried out his name when she saw that it was her husband Mack. 
The shocked young wife gaped in disbelief as Mack waved down a taxi and got 
into the back seat, putting his arm around the whore's shoulders.


The bastard! Rusty swore to herself in uncharacteristic obscenity. That 
explains why he hasn't been interested in me in bed. God knew how long her 
husband had been paying to make it with other women, and the thought that 
she had been trying so hard to remain loving and faithful to him in spite of 
her unsatisfied desires angered her to the point where she could barely see 
where she was walking. Before long she found herself back in front of the 
entrance to her apartment house, and making a sudden decision, she raced 
upstairs to look up Lucy Anne Forbes' phone number. Although Lucy Anne had 
said that she would leave for the party about eight o'clock, it was possible 
that she hadn't left yet.


Rusty let the phone ring ten or twelve times before she decided that she 
must have missed the older woman, but then she looked up the address of the 
Stag Club, making her mind up on the spot that she would not let Mack get 
away with leaving her high and dry like that.


* * *


At the small, dingy entrance to the Stag Club, the doorman asked her in a 
rough voice who she was with. Mentioning Lucy Anne Forbes' name was enough 
for him. He had been told to expect a young blonde asking for this Forbes 
woman. Inside the dark bar which formed a kind of foyer to the main part of 
the club, Rusty hesitated a moment. It was not the kind of place she 
normally went to, and the frankly assessing glares of the men perched at the 
bar only made her more dubious about being there. Just as she turned to go, 
she felt a hand on her shoulder.


"Mr. Cabot!" she cried out in surprise. "What are you doing here?"


"Hi, Rusty. I was about to ask you the same question." He could see the 
frightened look in her blue eyes, and he smiled disarmingly at her. "Buy you 
a drink?"


"N-no, thank you, Mr. Cabot. I was just looking for a friend."


"For God's sake, Rusty. You can call me Bob off the job. And who is it 
you're looking for?" He was steadily steering her toward a table against the 
wall near the bar.


Hesitating momentarily, not wanting to mention that she had been told Ronny 
Hodges might be there, she finally mentioned Lucy Anne's name.


"Lucy Anne?" Cabot said, his face lighting up in mock surprise. "I saw her 
around a minute ago. I didn't know you were a friend of hers." Raising his 
fingers, he signaled the bartender to bring them two Scotch and sodas.


"Well, I've only gotten to know her recently," Rusty admitted, reluctantly 
settling down in the chair he was holding out for her. "But she invited me 
to a party, and since I had nothing else to do tonight, I thought I'd come."


"Where's your husband?" Cabot asked, watching her face while she answered. 
It was obvious something was troubling her more than before, and Cabot had 
known for a long time that the young wife's home life was not the best.


"He-he's busy tonight," Rusty stammered. "I mean, he has some unexpected 
work to do, and I don't want to be in the way."


She's not a very good liar, Cabot chuckled to himself. He was secretly 
gratified that there probably wouldn't be an irate husband to deal with when 
he finally managed to get into her sweet little panties.


"Well, here's to friendship," he toasted when the drinks came. "Give my 
thanks to Lucy Anne for inviting you. She made my evening. Nothing's better 
than looking at a beautiful woman when you're down." He went on to hint that 
his wife had been two-timing him, and that he had just found out about it. 
Little did Rusty know it, but nothing could be farther from the truth. His 
wife knew he would beat the crap out of her if she dared to run around on 
him, even though she was well aware of his own transgressions.


When they had finished their drinks, Cabot ordered two more and then got up 
from his chair. "Come on, Rusty. Let me help you find Lucy Anne, and then 
I'll stop boring you to death."


Rusty couldn't help feeling sorry for her boss in a way; nevertheless she 
still found him unattractive. Otherwise she might have at least pretended to 
offer him the consolation of her company a while longer. As it was, she 
followed him into the main room of the club. Here the decorations hanging 
from the ceiling and light fixtures on the walls made it clear that some 
sort of party was in fact planned, but there were very few people there yet.


"Where is everybody?" Rusty asked.


"Oh, a lot of them aren't here yet. It's only nine o'clock or so. But there 
are lots of private rooms for those who want a little privacy. It's one of 
the big advantages to being a member of the Stag Club. You get services you 
couldn't have anywhere else."


Rusty wasn't sure she understood, but did not bother to question him 
further. She was looking around at the other women. Most of them seemed a 
little fast looking to her, with their hair done up in fancy bouffant 
styles, and wearing the most provocative clothes she had seen except on the 
women along Forty-Second Street in New York.


"I still don't see Lucy Anne anywhere," the bewildered wife said after they 
had made a complete circuit of the room, looking over the shoulders of those 
playing roulette or blackjack. "Are you sure you saw her?"


"Sure. She even spoke to me. Listen, there's a possibility she's in one of 
the private lounges. Want to take a look?"


"Well, no-if they're private, I wouldn't want to break in on her," Rusty 
answered. She was beginning to feel a little out of place in the club, 
almost wishing she hadn't come. Then she remembered that she had seen her 
husband going off with another woman in a cab, and she became defiant again.


"Oh, why not? Lucy Anne can always tell me to get lost. After all, she did 
ask me to come."


"That's the spirit," Cabot said, leading her by the arm toward a hallway off 
the main room.


Actually, Bob Cabot knew exactly where to find the redheaded telephone 
operator that Rusty called her friend.


In fact, as a member of the club, it was he who had made arrangements for 
the room she was now in. Cabot had also brought Ronny Hodges in that night, 
telling him there was a chance that Rusty Brown would be coming with Lucy 
Anne. Then Lucy Anne had taken the young man with her to one of the little 
bed-sitting rooms reserved for just the lurid purpose she had in mind, 
telling Ronny that she was supposed to meet Rusty there since Rusty didn't 
want everyone to know she was there without her husband. As it turned out, 
she'd had no trouble at all in convincing Ronny. The self-confident young 
lover had been sure all along that Rusty would be trying to see him again 
sooner or later after she had made love to him that first and only time in 
the abandoned house. Ronny also understood that Rusty would try to be 
circumspect if she were to meet him somewhere, so he had assumed it was all 
set up with her knowledge.


What he hadn't expected was that Lucy Anne would get to work so fast on him 
once she'd gotten him into the room alone.


Not that he had the slightest urge to resist, but Ronny had nevertheless 
been totally surprised when he sat down in the tiny red-carpeted room with 
Lucy Anne Forbes and she proceeded immediately to put the make on him. She 
had come around to his side of the little round table set with glasses and 
an iced bottle of champagne, plopping her voluptuous self down on his lap 
and throwing her arms around his neck. She looked really good to him in her 
low-cut taffeta dress matching the green of her eyes, her long red hair 
trailing down her back in a soft girlish pony tail.


The young man responded easily to her open-mouthed kiss, answering her 
lashing hot tongue with his own, letting her pull his hand up to cup the 
fullness of her large firm breasts. When she finally pulled her hot moist 
mouth away from his they were both breathing heavily and he could feel his 
penis stirring into life down in his jockey shorts.


"Hey, I thought Rusty was going to be nere?" he asked Lucy Anne, suddenly 
thinking he got the picture.


"Tell me the truth now, baby. Would you have come here tonight if you hadn't 
thought she would be here?"


"Well, no...." the fair-haired young man admitted. "But...."


"Are you sorry?" she teased him, rubbing her right hand softly over the 
bulging mound in his trousers.


"Mmmmmmm, God, no. I just wanted to be sure that...."


"That she wouldn't break in on us if she did come?" Lucy Anne finished the 
sentence for him. "Don't worry. In this club privacy is respected, believe 
me. If it weren't, they would soon be out of business."


With that she placed another moist hot kiss over his mouth, opening her 
softly rounded thighs to let his hand work its way up into the luring 
darkness between her legs. When his fingers found the blatantly naked 
entrance to her throbbing vagina, she moaned into his mouth and pushed her 
loins tight against his lewdly questing hand.


"Come on, baby, let's do this right," she said breathlessly, getting up from 
his lap. Before Ronny knew what was happening, the aroused redhead was 
lifting her dress up over her head, then proudly standing before him clad in 
a jet black half-brassiere cupping only the lower portion of her 
voluptuously mounded breasts and a narrow black garter belt. Both were made 
of thin almost transparent lace, and the open-mesh black hose held in place 
by the lace garter belt made a strikingly seductive picture.


"My God. You're quite a woman," Ronny exclaimed in surprise as the 
red-haired operator stood half-naked before him, the russet curls of her 
pubic mound contrasting almost satanically with her alabaster-white skin and 
black-sheathed legs. He had seen Lucy Anne around the office, but had never 
paid too much attention because she seemed a little older and a little too 
filled out for his taste. But now he had to admit that she was alluring-not 
even plump under her clothes, only voluptuous and well-rounded.


Lucy Anne stared brazenly at the obvious bulge in Ronny's pants and said in 
a deep sexy voice, "You look like quite a man, too, baby. Get undressed and 
let's see what you can do." While the young lineman hurriedly stripped down 
to the bare skin, the older experienced woman sat back on the bed and, 
facing him, began slowly to remove her garter belt and open-mesh black 
stockings, lifting each of her legs in turn, so that her firmly rounded 
buttocks and the pink outer folds of her cunt were spread out before him 
like a red flag before a bull. Ronny quickly threw his pants to one side and 
stepped up to the bed wearing only his jockey shorts, his rigidly erect cock 
about to burst out at the seams.


Pulling the elastic waistband of his shorts out far enough from his flat 
muscular stomach to clear his throbbing hard penis, Ronny slipped his shorts 
off and kicked them to one side, his eyes never leaving the enticing crevice 
of Lucy Anne's nakedly beckoning ass-cheeks. Gasping out loud at the 
magnificent sight before her, the redheaded woman reached behind her back 
and unclasped her brassiere, letting the full soft mounds of her breasts 
fall free of restraint. Ronny licked his lips in hungry anticipation of what 
was to come, watching intently as the ivory-skinned beauty slowly moved her 
hands down over the curves of her wide smooth hips and pulled her thighs up 
tight against her billowing white breasts, her waiting loins now tilted 
upward for the virile man to use as he wished.


"Come on, honey," she whispered in hoarse excitement. "Put that thing in me. 
Quick, before I die of lust!"


Placing an arm on either side of her, Ronny eagerly mounted the voluptuous 
woman as she reached down between her outspread thighs to grasp his 
pulsating thickness in her right hand and place it against the hot entrance 
to her wetly quivering pussy.


"Ohhhhhh, God, it feels good," she moaned at the first searing contact with 
her eagerly grasping cuntal lips.


Ronny felt her warm pussy wetness close over the tip-end of his cock like an 
elastic band, and then he shoved forward into the tight hot passage of her 
cunt with all his manly strength, pushing from his feet propped against the 
end of the bed. His aching hard penis raced full tilt up into her flowering 
inner walls until he finally struck bottom, feeling his heavy balls dangling 
beneath slap lewdly against her upturned buttocks.


Without hesitation the two of them began rocking together as he plunged in 
and out of her steaming vaginal wetness, his belly slapping up against the 
backs of her trembling white thighs. The small room was filled with the 
sounds of their animal groans as they brutally pumped their tightly fitting 
loins into one another with the force of a pile driving hammer.


Gritting his teeth from the excruciating pressure building up in his balls 
from the sensations caused by her cock-sucking pussy, Ronny watched Lucy 
Anne's softly rounded breasts jouncing under him, adding to his excitement.


Then he felt her hands slip around behind his buttocks and dig into his 
sinewy flesh as she urged him to fill her with more and more of his heavily 
swollen cock, one of her fingers flicking lightly, maddeningly over his anus 
behind. He knew it wouldn't be long before he would cum, and he drove his 
cock into her widespread loins as hard as he could, punishing her with his 
youthful virility. He could already feel her cunt quivering in readiness for 
an orgasm, while at the same time the deep hot swirls of sperm began to boil 
up from his testicles. It didn't matter that he was cumming so soon; he knew 
very well that he could get it up five or six times a night with a woman 
like this one.


Just at that moment, the bedroom door flew open.


Ronny turned his head and looked through almost unseeing eyes at the couple 
standing there aghast at the wantonness of the scene they had inadvertently 
barged in on.


The woman was Rusty Brown, and her blue eyes were wide open in surprise and 
dismay. But it was too late then for Ronny to stop even if he wanted to. And 
he didn't. Increasing his tempo until his glistening cock was flashing in 
and out of Lucy Anne's wildly swiveling pussy, he felt the explosion begin, 
his cock jerking inside her like a machine gun spurting white-hot cum far up 
into her nakedly spasming belly. He threw his head back with a groan and 
rammed himself up inside her as far as he could go, holding it there while 
the wantonly twisting redhead bucked her body up against his, her wide-open 
mouth groaning out the words of her release.


"Ohhhhhh, God, fuck me, baby. I'm cummmming! I'M CUMMMING HONEY!" Then her 
long white legs snaked out around Ronny's pummeling hips, hugging his loins 
still tighter against her own. They were still locked together in their 
final spasm of pleasure when Bob Cabot closed the door in Rusty Brown's 
horrified face.


The shocked and disillusioned young blonde could not move for a long moment, 
staring blank-faced at the wood panel door before her. Finally she gasped 
and began a long, low moan deep in her throat that ended in a flood of 
tears. Now she felt even more alone and deserted than before when she had 
seen her husband getting into the cab with another woman. Searching blindly 
in her purse for a tissue to dry her eyes and blow her nose, she turned away 
from her boss and began to run back down the hall. She had reached the end 
before she realized she had gone the wrong way to get out of that part of 
the club, but she did not have the strength or willpower to pass by Bob 
Cabot again. She was absolutely sure that Cabot had known exactly what they 
would find in that room, setting it up just to make her feel bad. Ever since 
Rusty had let him know that she was not interested in him, the paunchy 
foreman had treated her with vast disrespect.


She made up her mind then and there to make a point of reporting his surly 
manner to the Union, without mentioning anything about what she had seen 
tonight. Cabot would only find some way to use it against her if she brought 
it up now.


Leaning hopelessly with her face turned to the wall where she cried softly, 
feeling sorry for herself, Rusty heard Cabot's footsteps approaching her 
from behind. As soon as he seemed near enough to touch her, the distraught 
blonde wife flung herself around and tried to by-pass him in the narrow 
hallway.


Cabot was prepared for her attempt to bolt away from him, however, and he 
put out his arm to block her only avenue of escape.


"What's the matter, Brown? You don't like seeing your boy friend screwing 
another woman? You shouldn't be so greedy," he derided her in a husky voice. 
Seeing the obscenely fucking couple had vicariously excited his lust, and he 
could feel his thick penis throbbing in his pants ... throbbing for the 
chance to get into this prissy little blonde who'd caused him so much 
trouble.


"N-no, I don't care!" Rusty replied angrily, trying to duck under his arm. 
But he quickly grasped her around the shoulders, holding her trapped against 
his beefy chest. Suddenly what Cabot had said had dawned on her and she 
looked up at him in surprise and trepidation. There was no telling what the 
burly foreman would do with the information if he were to know for sure 
about her and Ronny making love. He might even use it to discredit the right 
of women employees, including herself, to work out in the field.


"That's right, baby," Cabot gloated when he saw that she understood what was 
in his mind. "I saw you and Hodges that first day in the abandoned house. 
And now it's my turn."


"No-I don't know what you're talking about...." Rusty stammered in 
confusion. But already his strong arms were forcing her backwards up against 
a doorway. Cabot reached around behind her and turned the handle of the door 
she was leaning against, flinging it open.


Then, after he had forced the young girl ahead of him into the room, he 
closed the door behind them and wrestled her toward the bed.


Her big blue eyes were suddenly filled with terror as she realized that he 
was really going to go through with trying to rape her. All other thoughts 
fled from her mind as she concentrated on the problem of how to get out of 
that room without having to undergo such a debasing experience. But the 
older man was too strong for the struggling young blonde, pushing her with 
all his force back toward the bed. Her knees caught at the edge of the 
mattress, causing her to fall stunned onto her back, her short black 
minidress flying up around her hips. She saw Cabot hurriedly unzip the fly 
of his pants, and before she could get off the bed and back onto her feet, 
he had freed his long thick penis from his shorts, grasping it in his right 
hand like a weapon. When he came toward her, Rusty stifled a gasp in her 
throat and lay frozen, completely mesmerized by the huge bulbous head in his 
hand as he slipped the loose foreskin up and down over its swollen purplish 
mass. His left hand began loosening his belt, letting his pants fall down 
around his ankles just as he reached the edge of the bed. Now Rusty could 
see the heavy, bloated testicles dangling bull-like between his legs, and 
horrified, she made a last futile attempt to escape this approaching monster 
of a man. She no longer cared what her fate would be at the company where 
she worked, her only concern now was to get away from her boss before it was 
too late. But Cabot was too fast for her. He threw his body down on top of 
hers, forcing one knee up between her tightly clenched legs. Then he reached 
down with both hands, and, hooking his fingers under the elastic waistband 
of her white nylon panties, he gave one mighty pull, and tore them into 
useless shreds. Now her helplessly trembling loins were fully exposed to his 
lecherous gaze. Cabot did not stop there. His hands tugged at the hem of her 
short minidress until he forced it up to her neck, so he could get at her 
well-filled white brassiere. Panting from the exertion, Cabot hooked his 
index finger up under the flimsy garment and tore it away from the ripe firm 
mounds of her breasts. The struggling blonde tried to pull her dress back 
down to cover her nakedness from his lewd gaze, but before she could manage 
it he let his full weight drop down onto her, driving the breath from her 
lungs and flattening the soft half-moons of her breasts beneath his 
wiry-haired chest. Then, lifting his body just enough so that he could cup 
his palms around the warm naked mounds, the slightly balding foreman slipped 
his mouth wetly down over her quivering white belly, trailing his extended 
tongue down through the thick tangle of blonde curls, finally darting it 
serpent-like over her cringing little clitoris hidden up between the pink 
fleshy outer lips of her cunt.


He felt Rusty shiver and jerk her legs under his chest from the first 
electric contact with the tiny sensitive organ, and he swirled his hot moist 
tongue around and around it. sensing its unwilling arousal. Her buttocks 
squirmed back down into the mattress in a vain attempt to escape this 
debasing attack upon her unprotected genitals, while at the same time her 
fingernails dug angrily into his hair and tried to pull his greedily 
kneading hands away from the tender milk-white skin of her breasts.


Finally he did remove his hands, slipping them down over her heaving midriff 
to press his palms against the soft inner flesh of her straining thighs, 
holding them apart to grin down at the pulsing pink opening of the young 
blonde's pussy. She could see him now squatting there on all fours in 
between her widespread legs like a beast of prey about to savagely devour 
its helpless victim. The wet naked flesh of her vagina was presented up to 
his leering gaze in hopeless sacrifice. She forgot all about her uncovered 
breasts, as she continued to lay frozen to the mattress watching his tongue 
pass lightly over his thick sensual lips in preparation for further 
ravishment of her defenselessly exposed genitals.


Spreading her thighs still farther apart with the palms of his strong chubby 
hands, Cabot then placed his thumbs on the moist fleshy flanges of her cunt. 
Then, with a torturing outward movement of his thumbs he drew the pink pussy 
folds slowly apart, exposing its moist inner mouth to the mercy of his 
insistant gaze. He stared at the smooth wetness for a moment and then with a 
deep groan dropped his head and buried the full length of his long slippery 
tongue as far as it would go up into the warmly throbbing walls of her 
vagina.


"Ohhh, God! Noooo, don't!" Rusty whimpered before his depraved attack, 
watching with disbelief as his head began to rock back and forth over her 
widely splayed loins.


Now there was nothing left. Her humiliation was complete as she felt little 
points of fire kindling inside her cringing vagina in spite of her will to 
resist.


"It can't be, it can't be," she muttered over and over again, her hands 
pushing desperately at the top of his head to free herself from this 
maddening torture. Then, gradually, tiny wisps of forbidden pleasure began 
to ripple deep down in her unwilling belly and suddenly she found her hands 
no longer pushing, but pulling his hot wet mouth tighter over her moistening 
vaginal opening. The astonished blonde wife made one last desperate effort 
to squeeze free, but her boss' hands held her tight, pressing hard into the 
soft flesh of her upper thighs, holding the unprotected plane of her nakedly 
spread cunt open wide to his unnatural ministrations.


"Nooo, please," she moaned again as he slipped his thick wet tongue over the 
full length of her involuntarily flowering pink slit. She held her breath as 
his tongue continued obscenely dipping and probing the wet velvety folds, 
searching in the moist recesses, tantalizing her out of her reluctance by 
teasing her sensitive cunt into spine-tingling life.


Sensing that she was beginning to respond, Cabot began to probe at the 
enticing pink furrow with renewed vigor, darting and flicking his long wet 
tongue, swirling and rotating it around in the soft fleshy folds of gently 
quivering cuntal flesh. Bob Cabot's fingers reached up over the white 
flatness of her trembling belly and dug harshly into the softness of her 
jiggling breasts, his thumbs and forefingers rolling her defensively 
stiffened nipples between them until they were fully erect.


As he worked his mouth voraciously at the opening to her tight little cunt, 
his wide glinting eyes watched his trainee's face in arrogant delight, 
waiting for the first signs of total surrender he knew were sure to come.


Suddenly, Rusty felt her body begin to desert her. Her squirming buttocks 
jerked involuntarily back and forth, slipping her saliva-soaked pussy up and 
down on his obscenely darting tongue, no longer able to resist the spasms of 
sheer sensual delight coursing through her veins. The unwelcome response 
struck her with its full impact, filling her with shame that she could enjoy 
the depraved sucking at her loins.


After another long moment of desperate inner struggle the dam of feelings 
burst. Her aroused young body suddenly began a slow but wanton movement up 
against his thrusting tongue. Her hands locked fingers behind his bobbing 
head to press his face against her desire-moist loins so that he could 
barely breathe. Forgotten now were the thoughts of her unfaithful husband 
and the other woman in the taxi; forgotten the unexpected lewd scene she had 
witnessed only minutes before between her lover and the red-haired telephone 
operator. All that mattered now were the delicious shafts of pleasure 
piercing her flesh like tiny needles of fire.


The foreman felt the young blonde's sudden submission and with a savage 
force thrust his thick tongue deeper into the quivering moist sheath until 
he could feel her soft silky pubic hairs on his cheeks as she ground her 
loins in a slow hypnotic rhythm up against his buried face. She was his now, 
he gloated to himself. It was of no importance now whether she was a staunch 
woman's libber or not, she was becoming a slave to her passions just like 
every other high-minded dame. Between her lightly jouncing white breasts he 
watched the pleasurable agony of desire contorting her face-her eyes 
clenched shut, her lips baring back over the whiteness of her teeth.


With growing excitement, Cabot sensed it wouldn't be long now until he 
rammed his cock deep into that white little belly of hers and shoot his 
lust-fired semen all the way up into her steaming tight pussy. The aloof 
young wife no longer could feel that she was too good for him-she was just 
another hot little bitch who would soon be screaming to be fucked by any 
cock she could get up between her thighs.


Well, he gloated over her jerking loins. She'd get it all right-and get it 
good.


But first, he had something else he wanted to do. What he had in mind would 
really let her know who was boss in this world once and for all.


The relatively inexperienced young wife was totally unprepared for what came 
next. The last thing she had known was the insanely licking moistness 
bringing her throbbing hot clitoris closer and closer to the wildest orgasm 
she had ever expected, and then cool air rushed up between her trembling 
thighs as he forced his head away, shoving her clasping hands away with it, 
and then he was slithering up over her panting body. Her desire-ridden cunt 
ground vainly in little circles for the release that had been so near, and 
then she felt the weight of his buttocks on her rib cage.


Rusty opened her eyes to see Bob Cabot reach down to squeeze her soft 
resilient breasts together forming a warm tunnel around his pulsing hard 
penis. He pushed them together so hard that the nipples met at the top, and 
then he held the aroused pink buds between the thumb and forefinger of his 
left hand, beginning a gentle rocking motion, thrusting his whole rigid 
shaft back and forth through the warm, flaccid channel formed by her 
breasts. With his other hand, he reached around to once more fondle and 
caress her wide open pussy behind him, stroking up and down in the moist 
hotness with his extended middle finger once or twice, and then beginning to 
drive it lewdly in and out of her desperately clasping vaginal wetness. Each 
time he slipped his finger back out of the slippery wetness, he let it flip 
lightly up over her quivering erect clitoris, causing her to begin again 
bucking her loins under him. He kept up the slow rocking motion between her 
breasts for a long time, feeling his penis growing and expanding until he 
was afraid it would erupt before he was ready. He sat still a moment 
enjoying the hot aching down in his balls, her hips undulating as she fucked 
her yearning cunt up against his motionless hand in a silent plea for more.


At the same time he was tweaking and pulling at the rounded softness of the 
two white mounds surrounding his cock, he studied her face for reaction. Her 
eyes were open again now, gazing unseeing up at the ceiling. A thin smoky 
veil of passion obscured their dilating pupils. Her hips and ass-cheeks 
writhed on the bed beneath, her thighs limply kicking out and then drawing 
up again as though searching for some invisible lover to draw inside 
herself. Rusty was completely out of control and Cabot could see that 
nothing he did now would matter. She would accept any degradation he wanted 
to force on her to quell the fire that was raging in her vagina.


His eyes locked on her sensuous full lips, moist from her tongue swirling 
senselessly around them as she suffered her unfulfilled desire.


He moved up then so that his knees were on either side of her neck, his long 
thick cock throbbing directly out over her face. His heavy, cum-laden balls 
lay gently against her chin. Placing both his hands down behind her neck, he 
lifted her head up off the bed toward him so that her face and mouth were 
poised directly in front of the palpitating head of his cock. He pushed 
forward slightly until the tip of his penis was pressed gently against the 
full sensual softness of her glistening pink lips. Cabot groaned above her 
as he felt the soft lipsticked flesh brush against his sensitive glans.


Rusty's lips closed at the first touch and her eyes came into focus again. 
At first she couldn't believe that the velvety warmth touching her lips was 
his penis, but then she saw the glistening clear moisture seeping from the 
tiny slit at the end and tried to jerk her face to the side. But Cabot's 
fingers tightened their grip in her blonde hair, forcing her head to stay 
where it was. She could feel the hard rubbery tip begging entrance into her 
tightly clamped lips, but she was equally determined not to take it into her 
mouth, moaning out her protests loudly into the room.


The older man tightened the grip of his left hand in her hair and reached 
with his right to pinch her nostrils closed between his thumb and 
forefinger.


Finally Rusty was forced to part her lips in order to breath, and Cabot did 
not waste a split second. He shoved forward with all his strength, quickly 
prying her mouth open with the thickness of his pulsing cock, shoving it 
brutally all the way into the back of her mouth. She was nearly choking on 
the long hot rod of flesh imbedded deep in her helpless mouth, and he 
finally remembered to release her nostrils and let her get some air. He 
could feel the steaming softness of her tongue flattened out beneath his 
thick, blood-engorged penis, and the smoothness of her lips clasped around 
him in a tight elastic ring of flesh.


"Suck my cock, baby," he hissed down at her. "My cock will stay right where 
it is until you suck it and lick it with your tongue," he told her, at the 
same time making short strokes between her wide-held lips-just enough to let 
her know he was still master, and not yet ready to cum.


The young blonde's eyes were filled with hurt and humiliation, but though 
her mind was racing blindly looking for a way out of what he wanted, she 
could think of no escape. With a guttural groan of unwilling acceptance, she 
clenched her eyes shut and started using her tongue, slowly at first, then 
forcing herself to swipe luxuriously around his throbbing glans. If the only 
way to relieve the pain and degradation was to make him grow to a climax, 
she was thinking, then she had to do it as quickly as possible. Already her 
wide-open jaws were tiring from the effort of keeping her teeth away from 
the loose skin of his impaling shaft and her neck felt as though it would 
break.


Cabot began slowly slipping in and out of her laving hot mouth, feeling with 
pained intensity her lips moving down his cock, the tender hot flesh of her 
tongue circling his hardness intently, urging him to cum.


She began to suck him with a moist, nibbling pressure, licking and curling 
her tongue around his lewdly invading thickness in time to his hand still 
burying itself repeatedly in her desire-flooded pussy. Oh God! Why did it 
have to be this, when her cunt was on fire for his long hard cock? His loins 
were growing hot and he was sweating between his legs as she continued 
sucking, slipping her open mouth up and down the length of his plunging rod. 
And as she sucked, his already immense penis only seemed to inflate more 
than ever beneath her rapidly swirling tongue.


Suddenly she felt his loins begin to jerk wildly into her mouth, and nothing 
in the world could have stopped the liquid white flow that came rushing like 
a burst hose up from his aching testicles and out the tip of his crazily 
pulsating penis.


Cabot gripped his young employee's head tighter with his hand and shoved his 
exploding cock deep into the back of her throat, hearing her groan beneath 
him as the first needle-thin spurt of burning hot semen flooded into her 
helpless mouth, bloating her cheeks into little bulges on her face. Her 
Adam's apple worked furiously up and down as she swallowed to keep from 
choking on the thick sperm so lewdly filling her mouth to the brim.


The paunchy foreman watched her cheeks alternately bloating and hollowing as 
she convulsively sucked him dry, and, momentarily exhausted, he braced 
himself with his hand in her hair to keep from falling from her body onto 
the bed. Her still unsatisfied pussy was grinding beseechingly up against 
his hand for release, but he was too weak to do anything for her at the 
moment. His deflating cock slipped wetly back out of her now reluctantly 
surrendering lips, in a lewd spider web thin white strands of his cum 
following after the depleted broad tip.


Rusty felt like a borderline schizophrenic about to go over the edge. She 
still felt the unquenched desire approaching the flash point down between 
her legs, but at the same time the shame and degradation of the debauched 
act she had been forced to perform on a man she detested filled her with 
self-hatred for her continuing arousal. The slightly pungent, masculine 
taste of Cabot's semen still filled her mouth, and yet here she was wanting 
the longing in her vagina to be fulfilled!


The conscience-torn young girl moaned in mixed meaning below him, scarcely 
noticing that his weight was lifted from her twisting and churning body. But 
then when his hand massaging at her cunt slipped up over the rounded 
fullness of her thigh as he lay down on the mattress beside her, she 
suddenly became frantic with desire. Her hands rushed down to the burning 
moist valley between her uncontrollably flexing thighs, fondling and 
caressing her steaming pussy with total abandon.


Bob Cabot watched in disbelief as she began rhythmically finger fucking 
herself with her extended right middle finger, at the same time stroking the 
wet pink hair-lined flesh surrounding it with the fingers of her other hand. 
She looked like she was going out of her mind for it, and the thought of the 
high and mighty little bitch begging for it made his loins ache again. 
Sliding his calloused hands down to his soft limp cock, he began to squeeze 
its flaccid flesh and rub his loosely dangling balls to bring himself up to 
full, blood-hardened erection again. After all, he might never get another 
chance at her after tonight!


It didn't take much to get him turned on again, what with the wantonly 
squirming blonde finger-fucking herself before his very eyes. As her finger 
stroked repeatedly in and out of her pink moist cuntal mouth, Cabot felt his 
penis slowly begin to harden again in his massaging fist. He grinned to 
himself proudly at his insatiable horniness and raised himself up over her 
wide-split loins again, his knees together between hers. Levering his 
thickly stiffened cock forward, he aimed its broad rubber tip directly for 
the glistening wet opening of her pussy. The lust-maddened young wife 
immediately slipped her finger out of the way and pulled the outer lips away 
to the sides to make the way easier for him.


The older man paused but a moment to enjoy the quivering heat clasping 
around the throbbing tip of his cock, and then, with one long smooth stroke, 
rammed it all the way into her cervix. There was only the slightest 
resistance now from the fever-pitch of excitement she had reached, and he 
could feel the smooth wet walls of her cunt clamping around his aching 
hardness so firmly and wetly it almost drove him crazy.


"Ohhhhhh!" Rusty moaned in a singing voice, feeling her throbbing vagina 
flower open to receive his lust-lengthened thickness deep into her womb. She 
began to move in wild abandoned jerks beneath him, muttering incoherent 
words to urge him on.


Setting up a steady slow rhythm, Cabot plunged his penis up and up, deeper 
and deeper into the warm soft oven of her cunt, feeling her vagina 
flourishing wetly before him as though she had never been fucked in her 
life.


"Oooooooh, God. Yes, yes," she cried out into the room as he pumped always a 
little faster, a little harder, her forehead covered with a light coat of 
glistening perspiration that plastered her disheveled blonde hair to her 
temples. Then he slithered his strong rough hands under the wildly pumping 
cheeks of her buttocks and cupped them tight, raising them up off the bed 
for greater access to her open and pleading loins.


From that position, he squirmed down into her open pussy with all the 
strength of his hips and thighs, the smooth raw flesh of her inner cuntal 
walls clasping and unclasping like a heartbeat around his nearly bursting 
cock. He pulled his head back to watch the young wife's ecstatic face. Her 
nostrils were flaring and her eyes, open wide now, gazed glassily up into 
the room, a wild and unsatiated desire burning like pinpoints of fire in her 
pupils.


"Oh, oh. Deeper. Harder. Fuck me-fuck me!" she begged him, gasping as if she 
were close to death. Swinging her soft, tender thighs up higher, she doubled 
herself up beneath him like a ball of lust-maddened flesh. Cabot wrapped his 
arms around her knees under him, flattening her upper thighs down onto her 
breasts. Now there was nothing beneath his pounding loins impending his 
onslaught into her upthrusting cunt.


"I'm cumming! I'm cummmmmmmmmmingggggg!" Rusty suddenly cried out in an 
agonized gasp of intense passion, locking her ankles tightly against his 
laboring back, waving her ass-cheeks in uncontrolled abandon from side to 
side and spiraling her cunt crazily up and down on his hotly plunging rod of 
flesh.


At the same time, the blonde snaked her arms up around his neck and with 
total abandon, smashed her open mouth tight to his. He could still taste on 
her soft lips the pungent flavor of the sperm he had spurted into her throat 
such a short time ago.


Her body arched and she held tightly to him, not moving but quivering and 
jerking against him as her orgasmic secretions spewed out around his still 
hard-driving penis, seeping down the wide-split crevice of her trembling 
buttocks to drench his drum-tight balls as they slapped hard into her tiny 
puckered anus below.


Though Cabot had been sucked dry a few short minutes ago, the wildness of 
the girl's climax had started a slow aching pressure deep within his balls 
again. He knew it wouldn't be long before he had a second mind-shattering 
orgasm himself, and he wanted it a different way. Without letting his 
blood-engorged cock slip from her throbbing hot vagina, the company foreman 
raised his chest up slightly from her legs trapped in a jackknife beneath 
him, turning her over onto her side. His slithering cock still pumped easily 
up into the cum-flooded softness of her cunt as he lifted her by the hips 
until she was dog-like on her knees in front of him, her naked white 
buttocks upturned before his hungering gaze. He was fucking into her from 
behind now, the force of his long deep strokes rocking her bent-over body 
back and forth on the bed in front of him.


Digging his calloused fingers harshly into the giving softness of her 
quivering ass-cheeks, he increased the viciousness of his strokes so that 
his pelvis smacked hard against her buttocks while he watched the glistening 
pink flanges of her cunt clasping to his lunging rod. Her tightly puckered 
anal ring nestled tantalizingly in the narrow curving crevice above his 
hardened shaft flashing in and out of her still welcoming pussy, and he felt 
an almost overwhelming urge to fuck her there. He knew it would hurt her at 
first, but with the moisture from her flooding hot cunt, he could probably 
get it in.


With a sadistic grin he clamped his fingers tighter into her softly fleshed 
buttocks to hold her in place. Then he slipped his glistening wet cock out 
of the young woman's wide-stretched pussy and set it firmly in place with 
his thumbs at her tiny pink anal ring.


On the outstroke his pistoning cock had been in Rusty's moistly churning 
cunt, and then on the next instroke it was shoving its way by sheer force up 
into the narrower confines of the tight little anus. Cabot reached up with 
one hand to grip her shoulder and pull her cringing buttocks back onto him.


"Argggggh! NO, don't! It hurts!" Rusty screamed before him as she thrashed 
and bucked from the sudden painful entrance into her defenseless rectum. But 
he paid no heed, relentlessly shafting up into her virginal anal opening, 
rushing up the tight nether channel until his slight paunch smacked flat 
against her wildly jerking buttocks.


Rusty was fastened inescapably to him now, her eyes bulging open, her long 
blonde hair whipping from side to side as she tried to free herself from the 
excruciating thickness. She could feel his throbbing penis inside her like a 
heart beating in her anus, each pulse shoving her inner walls a little 
farther outward from his hardness, until finally she could hardly bear to 
breathe again.


The young wife felt him up behind her beginning to stroke smoothly in and 
out, with short and shallow thrusts at first, but then gradually lengthening 
until just the expanded glans at the end was left inside before he shoved 
back into her up to the hilt.


Cabot gritted his teeth from the unbearable tightness of the narrow opening, 
pulling his lips back in a grimace of mingled pain and pleasure. He had 
never felt such a hot clasping pressure around his cock and the lewd 
sensations were driving him crazy. He continued steadily stroking for a 
minute, and then the impossible began to happen.


With a low mewling sound like an animal in heat, Rusty began to rock gently 
with him, meeting his inward thrusts with her back-pushing buttocks, 
grinding the milk-white half-moons lasciviously into his loins to take as 
much of his lusty cock as she could. She was enjoying it now in spite of the 
lingering pain, and she moaned and panted her passionate pleas in all the 
obscenities she had ever heard.


"Ohhh. Fuck it! Fuck my ass!" she quavered back at him in a pleading, 
lust-altered voice.


Bob Cabot sweated and grunted up behind her wildly working ass-cheeks, 
pounding harder and harder into her tight-clutching rectum. It wouldn't be 
long now, he was thinking. But he wanted to make this final debasement of 
the formerly aloof young women's libber to last as long as possible, and he 
did his best to keep from cumming.


CHAPTER SEVEN


After Rusty had fled from the open doorway where she had seen her lover 
fucking the red-haired telephone operator, Ronny Hodges had pushed unabated 
toward his orgasm. Nor had Lucy Anne let the young lineman rest after that. 
She had climbed on top of him and worked him over with her hands and mouth 
until he could once again screw her with a hard thick penis, this time with 
her sitting up over him.


Now as he lay almost completely satiated on the bed beside the heavily 
breathing Lucy Anne, Ronny began to wonder what had become of the girl he 
really wanted to be with, after the shocking scene she had witnessed so 
briefly before running away.


It had been obvious to the handsome young man, when he had taken Rusty that 
day in the deserted house, that she was not a woman accustomed to playing 
around with other men, and he had respected her unspoken wish not to be 
reminded of their folly. But she had sent him a message to come to this club 
tonight, or so Lucy Anne had told him, and perhaps she had decided she did 
want to fuck him again. There was no doubt in his mind that the young blonde 
was having troubles with her husband; she had told him that much in the few 
brief personal conversations they had had.


All of a sudden he wondered what his boss Bob Cabot had in mind being with 
the fairly innocent young wife, and he threw his legs over the edge of the 
bed to put his clothes on.


"Where are you going?" Lucy Anne asked him lazily from the bed where she lay 
naked, her tapered white thighs flung wide in the position she had fallen 
into after her last orgasm.


"I want to find Rusty," he told her, looking around for his shorts.


"Hell, I'll bet she's just down the hall," Lucy Anne told him. "You don't 
need your clothes. Just wrap something around your middle if you're shy." 
Without stopping to dress, Lucy Anne got up from the bed and went to the 
door.


Before Ronny could say anything, the redhead was already through the open 
door and stepping boldly down the hallway. He shrugged his shoulders and 
followed her, watching as she held her ear to several closed doors until 
finally her face lit up and she smiled knowingly at Ronny.


"They're in here," she said. "Want to see for yourself?" With that she flung 
the unlocked door wide open and waited for Ronny to lead the way.


The virile young man heard the passionate groaning before he saw what was 
going on in the room. Even so, Ronny could hardly believe his eyes when he 
looked through the door and saw the couple on the bed. Crouched behind 
Rusty's upthrust white buttocks was their foreman Bob Cabot, pumping for all 
he was worth in between the young blonde's widespread buttocks.


Ronny's first thought was that Rusty had been putting him on about being so 
pure and faithful for her husband. If she had been, how could she possibly 
have ended up like this, obviously enjoying having Bob Cabot fuck her in the 
anus?


How stupid can a guy be? he thought bitterly to himself as he looked on 
stunned by his pretty co-worker's eager response. Ronny could feel his 
recently depleted cock jerking into hardness again, and he let Lucy Anne 
push him aside while she closed the door behind them.


"Come on, handsome," the redhead told him, playfully tugging at his 
awakening penis. "I want it that way too."


"Get lost, red," the ex-marine snarled at her without even looking in her 
direction. Mingled with the rising excitement down in his loins was a 
feeling of cheated anger and rage that he had let himself be fooled by the 
blonde now glancing his way as though she had never seen him before. He was 
further enraged by the sight of this greedy older man getting the benefit of 
Rusty's uncontrollable lust.


Making a sudden decision, Ronny stepped up to the bed and attempted to pull 
the wildly pumping Cabot from his position up behind the moaning blonde 
wife.


Cabot merely laughed gutturally at the ineffectual arms encircling his 
chest, the fire burning out of control down in his loins giving him the 
strength of ten men. Instead, he rolled heavily over onto his back, pulling 
the impaled Rusty with him so that she now lay on top of him, her naked 
loins openly exposed to the younger man's gaze. The muscles of Rusty's flat 
white belly were straining to the breaking point from the pressure of her 
legs falling down on either side of Cabot's body, until finally she managed 
to plant both her feet high up on his outstretched thighs, her knees bent to 
relieve the pain in her rectum from Cabot's deeper penetration in this new 
position.


Standing above them still stark naked, his bulging hard cock throbbing at 
the lurid view of the young blonde's cum-smeared pink cunt, Ronny could see 
the thick dark shaft of Cabot's penis protruding from Rusty's anus beneath. 
Ronny watched the moistness up between her thighs with greedy eyes, the 
hair-lined slit making tiny nibbling motions in the air as she continued 
screwing her ass-cheeks back down onto Cabot's lewdly impaling hardness. 
Rusty's full ripe breasts were dancing wildly on her chest above Cabot's 
arms locked beneath their voluptuous softness, and the helpless blonde 
looked so open and inviting in this pose that the young lineman could barely 
resist throwing himself on top of her hopelessly trapped body.


"Come on, you cunt-hound. Do it!" Cabot goaded his crew member. This was 
turning out to be a real treat, he thought-after this, the snotty little 
blonde would have to think twice before she got up on her high horse with 
him again!


Moving swiftly in the heat of his rage, Ronny groaned deep in his throat and 
knelt up on the bed between Cabot's outspread knees, his long hard cock 
throbbing with anticipation at the sight of the blonde-fringed pussy eagerly 
awaiting him. As he glanced up at her face, Ronny could tell that Rusty was 
almost out of her mind with desire, and though he hated to share her 
ecstasies with Bob Cabot, he could not keep from crawling up over her wildly 
thrashing body with punishment in mind. Positioning himself above the young 
blonde's gyrating cunt, he aimed his rigidly pulsating cock at the tender 
wet pussy flesh below.


The muscular young man pushed Rusty's thighs still farther apart as he moved 
into position. Then grasping his hard, aching cock in his hands, he guided 
it without a moment's delay deep into the moist open cavern of her cunt.


"Ohhhhhhh, Goooooood!" Rusty groaned as his lust-enraged cock slithered 
unimpeded up inside her tingling belly, joining Cabot's penis already buried 
there in her rectum. Rusty lay gasping for breath between the two muscular 
men, only dimly aware of the fact that it was Ronny Hodges who had joined 
Cabot in ravishing her helpless body. Something in the back of her mind told 
her she should be humiliated and ashamed, but she could only acknowledge the 
uncontrollable passion racking her body. She rocked back and forth, 
sandwiched between the two of them, impaled on their cocks like an insect, 
with only the thin wall of flesh between her anus and her cunt separating 
the two pummeling shafts of male flesh.


Ronny, already excited from watching Cabot's cruel rape of the young wife's 
anus began to furiously fuck into her hot moist pussy, while Cabot beneath 
began thrusting up with long hard strokes into the depths of her over-filled 
rectum. It took a moment, but then they achieved a natural rhythm, buffering 
her between them like a child's rag doll.


Rusty was uttering low moaning sounds which went on and on all the time they 
ground into her from the front and back, occasionally loosing a deeper groan 
from her chest as they bumped into her loins with harder and harder force.


The redheaded Lucy Anne watched as if hypnotized, staring at the two 
blood-thickened shafts of flesh skewering into Rusty's splayed out loins 
like twin battering rams. The older woman's excited lust laden eyes gleamed 
as she viewed the moist long cocks glistening as they fucked in and out, the 
stretched pink edges of the blonde's pussy drawing back with Ronny's penis 
on the outstroke and disappearing back inside as he rammed it home again 
deep in her belly. The other thick cudgel was clasped tightly by the young 
girl's rubbery anal ring as Cabot drove his slippery cock relentlessly up 
between her quivering white buttocks. On and on it went, filling Lucy Anne's 
loins with an envious desire that made her clitoris tremble almost to the 
point of vicarious orgasm. The red-haired woman had never seen anything like 
it in her life and found it hard to believe that the sexually aloof young 
blonde she had been working with could get so lost in her own sensations 
that she no longer seemed to know or care what was happening or who was 
doing it to her, as long as it didn't stop.


Lucy Anne would have believed it impossible, but it was happening before her 
very eyes. Rusty was enjoying getting fucked by two men at the same time, 
one of them a man she had never liked!


To Rusty, it was a kind of overwhelming masochistic joy, enhanced by the 
very helplessness of her position and the obscene lewdness of being screwed 
out of her senses like this by two men at once.-She finally found a place to 
rest her ankles, in the crook of Ronny's knees, and her hips began to jerk 
backwards to meet the upthrust into her impaled anus and then forward again 
to swallow Ronny's cock whole as it plunged into her steaming wet pussy. Her 
body felt as though it would come apart at the seams, and a series of tiny 
pre-orgasms began rippling through her loins, even the narrow cock-stuffed 
passage of her rectum quivering excitedly in time with her clitoris.


"Ohhhh, ohhh, ahhh," she chanted rhythmically with each of their furious 
strokes into her cunt and up between her widespread ass-cheeks. Wilder and 
wilder they drove into her, while between them the passion-crazed blonde 
churned and twisted as though she had gone mad.


Then she moaned loudly and jerked her pelvis back and forth with machine-gun 
rapidity.


"Oh God! Ohhhhh. Keep it up! Fuck me harder! I'm cumming! Ohhhhh, God! Don't 
stop!" Rusty sobbed out her orgasm that seemed to go on and on until she 
thought and hoped it would never stop. Her loins swung back and forth, 
around and around, searching out every ounce of the maddening sensation 
flooding her wildly heaving belly.


Bob Cabot below her sensed that the young blonde bitch had lost all her 
reserve and inhibition, a total conquest that made him feel like a powerful 
king. And he lunged upward into her hotly clasping anus, imbedding his 
jerking cock as far up as it would go, as the rush of his semen began 
streaming upward from the sanctity of his testicles.


"Innnnnngggggh! There's some cum in your ass, baby," he grunted into her 
ear, savoring the way her buttocks were clenching into hard little balls 
against his pelvis.


At the same moment, Ronny Hodges felt the boiling sperm once more boiling up 
from his aching balls, and he doubled the speed of his long hard strokes, 
fucking his exploding cock repeatedly up against Rusty's still quivering 
cervix. He could feel her cum-moistened pussy clasping and unclasping around 
his violently throbbing shaft. The ex-marine pumped his virile sperm far up" 
into her convulsing belly until finally he rammed his penis all the way in 
and held it there, vibrating like a trembling thick branch up inside her as 
she continued twisting her cunt around his lust-sensitized hardness.


Finally it was over, the softening cocks slipping wetly back out of Rusty's 
two wide-stretched, cum-soaked openings. Ronny rolled from her limp, 
satiated body and collapsed beside the other two spent forms on the bed. He 
heard a slight popping noise as Cabot's thick shaft slipped from the 
tightness of the young wife's anus, looking through half-closed eyes at her 
upthrust swollen breasts heaving as she gasped to regain her breath.


Lucy Anne, unbearably aroused by what she had just witnessed, was now 
leaning her face close to Rusty's wide-open pussy. She could see Cabot's 
deflated penis below the girl's softly rounded buttocks, and the pinkly 
glistening inner folds of Rusty's vagina still palpitating as a thin stream 
of white semen seeped out between them. Lucy Anne herself was right on the 
verge of having another orgasm, and with a groan she touched her fingertips 
to her own hotly throbbing clitoris, sending herself into an ecstasy of lewd 
joy. As she ground her desire-drenched pussy around on her hand, the older 
woman suddenly dropped her head to Rusty's loins, licking the precious, 
obscene liquid out of the girl's smooth cuntal furrow with her pinkly 
extended tongue.


After cumming with a force that made her knees weak, Lucy Anne fell beside 
the others on the bed, nobody willing or able to speak for what seemed an 
eternity.


"How'd you two like our little party?" Lucy Anne finally breathed, pleased 
with herself for having arranged it so well.


Abruptly, all of Rusty's temporarily repressed feelings of shame and outrage 
came flooding back into her mind as she returned to her senses, taking 
notice for the first time of her lewd position on top of Cabot. The other 
three said nothing, watching her with bemused eyes as the young wife 
struggled to get up from the bed, tears suddenly streaming down her cheeks.


Blinded by tears of humiliation, Rusty ignored the condemning presence of 
her co-worker, hastily throwing on her clothes while they watched. At that 
moment the blonde never wanted to see any of them again. As the young wife 
hurried out the door she inadvertently caught a glimpse out of the corner of 
her eye of the trio lying exhausted on the huge double bed, and she gasped 
in horror and self-recrimination. Then she was gone.


CHAPTER EIGHT


Rusty no longer could remember exactly what she had done last night after 
leaving the private club. She had never felt so alone and wounded before in 
her life. The young wife remembered having jumped into her car and driven 
blindly on the expressway going from one end of the island to the other, 
stopping occasionally at roadside bars for another conscience-killing drink. 
She knew she could not expect comfort of any kind from her husband, 
particularly after seeing him with another woman, and yet she felt she had 
to talk to someone, to explain how she had come to be acting the part of a 
two-dollar whore. But whom?


Mixed up with her feelings of self-disgust, the young blonde had to admit 
that she had somehow been more sexually satisfied by this degrading evening 
than she had ever been with her husband. This only added to her confusion, 
however, nearly driving her mad with shame and remorse at what she had done.


Finally, waking up Sunday morning about dawn in the parking lot of a 
supermarket where she must have pulled in the night before, Rusty decided 
there was only one thing to do.


She would have t" leave.


It was impossible to think of staying with her husband Mack now. or of 
having to work every day for God knew how long with Bob Cabot, not to 
mention Ronny Hodges or Lucy Anne Forbes. Actually, she did not feel the 
same strength of repulsion toward the younger Ronny, although at the moment 
she couldn't admit it, even to herself.


By the time Rusty had driven home and started packing the clothes she would 
need her husband hadn't even bothered to come home the night before-the 
distraught young blonde had reconciled herself to going to another city and 
trying to begin a new life.


It was when Rusty was choosing which purses from her wardrobe to take with 
her that she realized with a shock that she had no money. She was only paid 
once every two weeks, and all that she had brought home a week ago had 
already been spent paying off the bills. There was a whole week, Five more 
working days, before she could conceivably afford to take off on her own.


Nevertheless, she decided to put her suitcases in the trunk of her car, and 
tomorrow morning when she got to work she would ask a girl she knew if she 
could move in for the week. The blonde would have to put up with one more 
night with her husband, Mack, but no more than that. There was not even the 
slightest impulse to tell him in advance that she was leaving. Let him find 
out when she didn't come home on Monday night.


Mack finally returned shortly after twelve noon, looking tired, and 
obviously suffering from a bad hangover. Rusty said nothing to him when he 
dragged in the front door, merely casting one glance filled with accusation 
in his direction. Mack slept most of the afternoon, getting up a few times 
to take aspirin and drink tomato juice.


By night, he was in good enough condition to shower and shave, and then he 
went straight to the liquor cabinet in the living room and mixed himself a 
double martini. Rusty had never known him to drink so much. Obviously he too 
was feeling the tension that had gradually built up between them over the 
past few months. They avoided getting into conversation over dinner, tacitly 
agreeing that they would only end up in an argument no matter what they 
started talking about.


That night, without any discussion at all, Mack carried a pillow and blanket 
into the living room and slept on the couch. Rusty lay alone on their wide 
double bed, suffering a few regrets that their one year long marriage had so 
suddenly deteriorated and was now ending up on the rocks. She had never 
thought that it would turn out like this for her and Mack, but it had 
happened now and nothing they could do would ever change things. That much 
she knew instinctively. Once two people had hurt each other time and time 
again, the innumerable tiny wounds never really healed. The relationship 
would never be the same even if they were to kiss and make up.


Feeling a little sorry for herself, having no place to go and no one to go 
with her, Rusty gently cried herself to sleep, her pretty young face turned 
into the damp pillow.


* * *


The next morning Rusty and Mack as usual prepared themselves for work and 
went their separate ways. With a slight twinge of regret, and an 
inexplicable feeling of pity for her unaware husband, Rusty locked the door 
behind her for the last time, placing the keys in the mailbox and a short 
note asking Mack not to bother trying to find out where she was staying. She 
didn't really believe he would take the trouble, but just in case, and out 
of an impulse to hurt him just a little, she felt she had to leave some 
brief sign of a farewell.


The day at work was one just like all other Monday mornings, except that 
Rusty and Ronny could not look at each other, treating each other like 
perfect strangers even after Bob Cabot left them alone to continue 
outfitting the last telephone poles of the line they were working on. Rusty 
thought that Cabot made a suggestive little smirk as he left, and the other 
members of the crew seemed to be studying her with a prurient curiosity. 
Cabot was the kind of person who would like nothing better than to tell 
everyone he knew about his Saturday night conquest, and the young blonde 
cringed inwardly to think that by now her fellow workers had probably heard 
the whole story.


That evening, after Cabot had first picked her and Ronny up then stopped for 
the string crew working behind them, Cabot suddenly turned to the open 
window and called into the back of the truck where Rusty was sitting with 
the others.


"Hey Brown," the coarse foreman called out her name. "I think this belongs 
to you."


The blood drained from Rusty's face when she saw dangling from his extended 
forefinger her tattered white bikini panties that he had ripped from her on 
Saturday night. Rusty gasped out loud and froze to her seat. The all man 
work crew began chuckling then, waiting to see how she would react.


At that moment Ronny happened to glance in the rear-view mirror and saw what 
Cabot held in his hand. He slammed on the brakes and pulled the crew cab off 
to the side of the country road, immediately turning off the engine. The 
strong young linesman grasped his boss' shirt by the collar in his left hand 
and with one forceful blow rammed his right fist into the startled foreman's 
face. Cabot blinked his eyes in disbelief as if he couldn't understand, 
blood running from his twisted nose, and then he felt the second blow hit 
his chin. The older man crumpled down into the seat, unconscious and limp.


In a flash Ronny Hodges was out of the front seat, and opening the back door 
of the truck and lifting Rusty out onto the ground. The crew sat there 
thunderstruck, their eyes filled with disbelief that the young man had 
punched the foreman in the nose and knocked him out.


"Come on, Rusty," he growled angrily. "Let's leave these creeps before some 
of their bad smell rubs off on us," he told her, staring challengingly into 
the back of the truck.


When the two young telephone workers had walked about a mile up the road, 
the crew truck passed them, going at a fast clip back toward town. Ronny 
could see that Cabot was conscious now, hunched up in the front seat holding 
a handkerchief to his nose.


"Well, that's that," he mused out loud.


"N-Now what will you do?" Rusty asked in a voice still edged with 
embarrassment and tears. There was no doubt in her mind that Cabot would 
fire Ronny and perhaps herself, in addition to which he could conceivably 
have Ronny arrested.


"I'm tired of this place anyway," Ronny told her without looking in her 
direction. "I've been thinking of heading out west to look for work, maybe 
San Francisco."


Rusty's imagination flew into action. Why couldn't they go somewhere 
together? At least until they both found something to do, and a place to 
live.


"I-I packed my bags last night. They're in the trunk of my car. I-I've 
decided to leave my husband and go to another city myself," she offered, 
watching his reaction out of the corner of her eye. Especially after the way 
he had joined in with Cabot in humiliating her, she had no reason to think 
that Ronny would want her along. But he had stood up for her personal 
respect in the crew cab.


Ronny did not reply for a long time, lost in his own thoughts.


"We could leave together," he finally suggested. He had thought things over 
after leaving the club Saturday night, and had decided-hoped-that Rusty had 
somehow been an innocent victim of Cabot's deal with Lucy Anne.


"I-I'd like that," Rusty told him, still not looking into his eyes.


Suddenly Ronny stopped walking and turned to her.


"Listen, Rusty," he said earnestly. "You probably don't have any more money 
than I do. How about one of us selling a car to give us something to go on. 
Chances are we won't see the money the company still owes us, at least not 
for awhile. What do you say?" His face was excited now, and he held her by 
the upper arms with both hands.


"That's a great idea, Ronny," she replied finally, looking into his gentle 
dark eyes for the first time that day. They continued staring into each 
other's gaze for a long moment, and then they broke into a smile, pressing 
their bodies together tightly in a warm embrace.


"I'll bet old Cabot didn't know what a big favor he was doing for us," he 
laughed. Then he turned Rusty's face up to his and planted a moist, 
open-mouthed kiss on her lips. Their tongues lashed and probed together 
until they were both breathing heavily, giving them a brief preview of the 
pleasures they had in store together. Finally Ronny reluctantly pulled his 
throbbing loins away from hers.


"Come on, Rusty, let's hit the road," he cried out happily, and the two of 
them set out walking at a brisk pace up the road, occasionally laughing 
together as they remembered they were at the beginning of a totally new 
adventure.


CHAPTER NINE


It was not the sort of life that Rusty Brown would ever have envisioned for 
herself, but she never even thought about it. She lived every day just to 
enjoy herself, not even noticing that she had given up certain middle class 
attitudes that had been part of her since she could remember. The young 
blonde glanced around the third-floor walk-up she and Ronny had taken when 
first arriving in San Francisco only two weeks ago. At first, they had 
agreed they would take it only because it was cheap, a stop-gap until they 
had found work and had more money. Then they would see. It was conceivable 
that they might want to go their separate ways after living together awhile 
under the same roof. The apartment was in a section of the city where a lot 
of so-called hippies lived, and was furnished with randomly collected junk 
pieces so typical of the other places she had seen nearby. A huge wooden 
door set on four painted milk crates formed a coffee table between two foam 
rubber mattresses which served both as couches by day and beds by night. A 
huge white paper Japanese lantern hung over the table. There were no chairs 
in the room, only large cushions flung around in various corners.


Rusty smiled to herself. They did almost everything in that one large room 
with windows, looking out toward the bay. They ate meals at the door-table, 
sat on the couch when they were talking, or entertaining the few friends 
they had made. Even made love there, an act they both still looked forward 
to all day long. It was the easiest house to take care of she had ever lived 
in, and while her upbringing made it difficult for her to accept that she 
could live under such conditions, little by little she had come to like 
their simple world of few possessions.


What more could anybody want? she asked herself for the hundredth time. They 
had a serviceable kitchen, a bathroom, and a room which served at the same 
time as a dining room, a bedroom, and a living room. They had found they no 
longer needed a car, and had sold hers shortly after arriving in the west 
coast city, for they had badly needed the money. It was fun riding the cable 
cars up and down the hilly avenues.


Shortly after they arrived, some of the younger couples living in their 
building had found out that Ronny had been an electrician at one time, and 
before long he was doing all kinds of work for the hippie-like 
superintendent. It was good for them to have somebody like Ronny actually 
living in the neighborhood, and soon he was making plenty of money, working 
more or less as it suited him. Nobody else got up much before twelve noon, 
so he could stay up late at night and work afternoons as he felt like it.


It wasn't long before they had both relaxed into a slow calm existence which 
they found they both liked. Now it seemed to Rusty that any other way was 
just plain silly. Never these days did she have the slightest inclination to 
get back into the conventional life she had left behind.


Then too, dealing with the relatively free young people they mingled with in 
their new life exposed them to a lot of new ideas that made sense in a 
strange sort of way. Rusty had even lost all interest in the women's lib 
movement, seeing it now as an irrelevant question. Anyway, as it was now, 
whoever worried about the dishes being dirty washed them, whoever thought of 
eating, cooked.


But even more important to the young blonde was the total freedom in sex 
that the younger couples seemed to have. The first time it was brought to 
her attention, they had invited the people next door over for some Chinese 
food Ronny had brought home. He had naturally bought about twice as much as 
they would be able to eat, so they had thought of sharing it.


Billy and Barbara, the couple who came, were in their early twenties and had 
brought a few marijuana cigarettes with them, as seemed to be the custom 
among this segment of society. After refusing to smoke the drug at first. 
Rusty saw how the others began to enjoy themselves, and since it did not 
seem to be having any bad effects on them, she joined in. She had been 
cautious at first, not knowing what to expect, but then she began to feel 
free and relaxed. Food tasted better than anything she had ever eaten 
before, and the colors in the cheap Indian bedspreads on the foam mattresses 
seemed to glow and shine before her very eyes.


Then, before she knew what was happening, they were all having a good time 
together, dancing to the sounds of a phonograph the young couple had run to 
get from their apartment. Rusty was a little uneasy when she later noticed 
the couple lying close together on the mattress, kissing and fondling each 
other. But then after a few more drags on the marijuana cigarette, it didn't 
seem so embarrassing, and they had ended up making love while Rusty and 
Ronny danced and laughed together. There had been a time when such behavior 
would have shocked her slightly puritancial nature, but suddenly, making 
love seemed the most natural thing in the world. Before long after that, she 
and Ronny, if they wanted to, could make love while other people were 
present, though they didn't make a practice of doing it.


Today, Rusty busied herself as usual, first by doing some food shopping, 
then walking the neighborhood looking into the shop windows, and later in 
the afternoon she worked at her new hobby of crocheting exotic looking 
handbags. The blonde had been told that there were boutiques which would buy 
them from her, and she was trying to get several done to take around. About 
nine o'clock that night, Ronny showed up, accompanied by a shy young couple 
whose wiring had blown out from all the strobe lights they had turned on the 
night before.


"Hey Rusty," Ronny greeted her in high spirits. "Guests for the night, 
Roberta and Carlos. I can't get their lights back on till tomorrow, and it's 
a drag in their apartment without them.


Rusty said they were welcome, looking them over as they made themselves at 
home on one of the foam rubber mattresses. Roberta was like so many other 
young girls Rusty saw on the streets of San Francisco. She couldn't have 
been more than fifteen years old, tall, with a slim but well proportioned 
body. The teenage girl wore no make-up, and her brown hair was brushed 
straight back, reaching almost down to her wide leather belt. The young 
girl's ripely rounded breasts jutted enticingly into the material of her 
U.S. Army shirt, while the tight-fitting jeans she wore left nothing to the 
imagination about the shape of her long tapered legs, not to mention her 
widely flaring hips and narrow waist.


Like so many other girls of her type, Roberta made no attempt to make 
herself glamorous or beautiful, but she was a naturally exciting female to 
look at, and very feminine in her own way.


"Have you been in San Francisco long?" Rusty asked the young brunette, 
sitting down on the opposite side of the coffee table.


"About thirty-six hours," the teenage girl answered a little shyly.


Then the young man who was with her broke in.


"Roberta didn't have a place to stay, that's how we got together. I saw her 
wandering the streets and figured she was new in town, so I invited her in," 
Carlos said. He had a slight Mexican accent as he spoke, and now that Rusty 
looked more closely his face had a definite foreign look to it.


"And she blew out your lights," Roberta laughed lightly.


"Yeah, this chick wanted to see everything going at the same time-light 
show, strobes, record player, TV, you name it. It was the toaster that 
finished us, I think."


"Well, I really needed some peanut butter on wheat germ toast," Roberta 
excused herself. She turned to Rusty again. "That's a real health food? 
peanut butter. Isn't it just great? I mean, I like peanut butter. It's not 
like seaweed or soybeans."


Rusty laughed along with the two men at the teenager's naive comments. The 
young brunette was obviously a sweet old-fashioned small town girl trying to 
join a big city living and the world of the hippies. Rusty liked her, and 
wondered briefly if the girl had enough experience to take care of herself 
in the wild, free society she was about to become part of. Roberta could 
really get her feelings hurt, or worse, if she were not well prepared for 
it.


"So you've moved in with Carlos," Ronny put in, running his eyes 
interestedly over the curvaceous young body stretched out opposite him on 
the mattress.


Neither of the two younger people spoke for a moment, and there was an 
awkward silence. Finally Carlos broke it.


"Well, actually, we're going to look for another place for Roberta 
tomorrow."


"Oh. I see," said Rusty, not really understanding. She looked questioningly 
at Roberta.


"He-Carlos says he never lets virgins sleep in his apartment," she explained 
in a low, embarrassed voice.


"It's just that I'm not going to take that kind of responsibility," Carlos 
went on. "I mean, there are plenty of guys that like to be first, but you 
never know how it'll affect the girl." The young man talked as though he 
might have had some bad experiences of that sort, although he didn't look 
old enough to have been around that much.


"You mean you don't want a beautiful little doll like Roberta?" Ronny asked.


Rusty couldn't help noticing the interested look on Ronny's face at the 
mention of Roberta's virginity. His eyes began to gleam with a kind of lewd 
sensuality that she had seen there only once before-when she saw him leaning 
over her naked body on top of Bob Cabot's. It suddenly dawned on her that 
perhaps there was a side to Ronny's character that she didn't really know 
very well.


"I do, man, I do. But she's got to move on, at least until she's a woman," 
Carlos opened his hands palms upward as if to say that was all he could say.


"Well, maybe we can help you out," Ronny said in an insinuating voice.


The silence that fell on the room was total. All three of the listeners were 
staring wide-eyed at Ronny Hodges, as if he had been speaking in a foreign 
language. Finally Carlos broke the stillness.


"Come on, Roberta. I think we got to find another place to stay. Hell, we 
can use candles for one more night. I don't like the vibes here." He started 
to get to his feet, but Ronny smiled disarmingly and pushed him back down 
with his hand on Carlos' shoulder.


"Aw, come on, Carlos. I was only kidding. Let's have a joint and relax. It 
was only a bad joke, honest."


Carlos -eyed him suspiciously for a long moment, finally heaving a deep 
breath and relaxing back down onto the mattress.


"Okay, friend. But don't get any funny ideas.


Sabe?"


"Sure, sure. You can trust me. Isn't that right, Rusty?" He glared at Rusty 
as if daring her to disagree.


"I-I-yes, of course. Ronny is really cool," she finally stammered, her 
expression clouded with doubt. "He just talks too much sometimes."


"Good, that's settled then," Ronny said with an air of finality. "Now, 
dinner's on us. How about some Indonesian food?"


"Hey, that sounds great," the teenage girl responded. She was really looking 
over the handsome ex-marine in a surreptitious manner, as if deciding 
whether he would be acceptable to her for what now seemed a necessary step 
in her life. Now that she had left home and cut all ties behind her, she 
would have to fit in here or else. Roberta had no other choice, and if it 
meant giving up her innocence, then she would do it. This wasn't the first 
time that a boy had sent her on her way because she was either inexperienced 
or would not give in to his advances.


When Ronny got ready to leave to pick up the Indonesian food from a take-out 
restaurant, Roberta waited until he was out the door and then jumped up to 
run after him. She didn't think the other two would take the trouble to 
persuade her not to go along, and she was right.


Ronny was a little surprised to see the well-built young brunette following 
him down the steps, taking them two at a time.


"I'm going with you," she told him happily, putting both hands around the 
thick muscles of his upper arm. "You're quite a man." Though Roberta was 
smiling up at his handsome face in an attempted seductive smile, his 
answering leer made her feel cold inside. She was nervous, but she had to go 
through with it if she could-she had to. Carlos couldn't throw her out then 
and she would have a pad, she thought to herself. That was the most 
important thing right now. Everybody on the streets had told her the same 
thing. Get a pad, they said, then dig the scene awhile-You'll find your own 
way of making it.


Walking beside her, the handsome ex-marine felt his stomach tighten with 
excitement as he sensed the teenage girl's determination to have him be the 
first to fuck her. It promised to be an enjoyable evening if he could work 
it out.


As it turned out, both Carlos and Rusty were pretty well stoned on marijuana 
by the time Ronny and the teenage brunette returned with the food. They were 
off in their own worlds, rapping together about truth and truthfulness on a 
philosophical level that wouldn't have been possible to either of them if 
they had not been under the influence of the powerful drug.


Without losing a second. Ronny dug out another rolled joint of the drug and 
began passing it around. He knew that if Rusty got high enough she wouldn't 
notice anything that wasn't forced to her attention. Probably the boy Carlos 
would be the same. Besides, Ronny remarked to himself as he took a long drag 
on the marijuana cigarette before passing it on to the teenage virgin, 
unless I'm blind, those two will soon be so wrapped up in each other that 
the roof could fall in and they wouldn't notice. He noted with satisfaction 
that Roberta knew how to inhale the marijuana and hold it down. Then, to 
further occupy her dark-haired boy friend, and Rusty, he began to set out 
the various dishes of an Indonesian rice table. Soon everyone was busily 
trying each of the numerous tastes available to them, oohing and ahing over 
the euphoria the drug gave to their taste buds.


After putting a tape of some Indian sitar music on the new cassette he had 
bought, Ronny returned to the table, sitting on the mattress next to the 
brown-haired Roberta.


Rusty's blonde hair was almost touching the black curls of Carlos' head as 
they talked earnestly to each other over the loud music.


"For your age, you've really got your head in the right place," Carlos was 
telling Rusty.


"I like to think things out, that's all," Rusty replied, feeling hip and 
proud of herself. "And I'm not so old."


Ronny spoke in a soft voice to the young, pretty teenager sitting close to 
him.


"Were you serious out there in the hall? Do you want to make it?"


Roberta sucked in her breath sharply, looking away from Ronny's intent gaze, 
then finally decided all over again that it was something she would have to 
go through sooner or later. The slight giddiness caused by the marijuana 
enabled her to boldly answer him.


"If you want to, I'm willing," she told him, feeling her hands trembling 
with the force of her fear.


"Come on over here, then," the handsome ex-lineman whispered to her. The 
other two didn't seem to notice as he led Roberta into an alcove by the 
bay-front window. He kicked three or four huge pillows together in a row and 
urged the young girl to sit down next to him.


As soon as she leaned back against his arm resting on the window sill, Ronny 
pulled her to him and pressed his mouth warmly down over hers. Gradually he 
felt her stiffness relax and he pressed her fully rounded breasts tightly 
against his chest, as the innocent brunette reluctantly let his serpent-like 
tongue slip wetly into her mouth.


Little by little Ronny felt the girl responding to his open-mouthed kisses, 
and his hands began roaming freely over the contours of her firm young body. 
He held her close to him while he leaned her gently back onto the pillows 
and continued his soothing caresses. He lay groaning softly on top of her 
young virgin body until her tongue had begun responding by lashing wetly up 
into his mouth, and then he decided the time had come. Gently, because the 
experienced lover knew the girl was young and still a virgin, Ronny began to 
undo her clothing. However, the shy young girl did not resist when the older 
man began unbuttoning her jeans. They were so tight fitting that Ronny had 
difficulty slipping them down over her full hips, but soon they were off and 
the captivating young brunette lay there with her long, supple legs 
completely naked, her flimsy pink panties barely covering the fullness of 
her soft pubic mound.


Ronny toyed with the idea of fucking her first without bothering to take off 
her shirt to reveal her lush, heaving breasts, but he was looking forward to 
enjoying her young, fresh body too much to give up any part of it. 
Hurriedly, before she could change her mind, Ronny unbuttoned the army shirt 
and tossed it aside when she lifted herself up to help him remove it. Now he 
was moving fast. In a split second, it seemed he had undone the clasp of her 
brassiere to reveal the high-set proud mounds of white flesh to his hungry 
gaze, and then he had slipped her panties down over the smooth roundness of 
her gently flaring hips and thighs. His throbbing penis was jerking wildly 
as he quickly undressed himself, staring down at the narrow virginal slit of 
her little pussy.


The shy and innocent girl gasped and held her breath for a long moment when 
she saw the hugeness of Ronny's long hard cock. But Roberta was determined 
to make herself eligible to live with Carlos, so she shut her eyes and 
waited as she felt Ronny place his hands on either side of her body and 
lower himself down over her vulnerable nakedness. There was a soft velvety 
nudge up between her trembling thighs when he lodged his desire-heated 
thickness in place between the tight hair-lined lips of her cunt, and she 
spread her legs farther apart to get more comfortable.


Then there was an increase in the pressure and the young girl thought she 
was being torn by the huge rod of lust-engorged male flesh he was trying to 
shove up into her belly.


Above the nervous but nevertheless willing brunette, Ronny was looking down 
between her ripe, upthrusting breasts at his blunt cock slowly disappearing 
into the moist softness of her excruciatingly tight pussy, and he sensed 
before it happened that she would flinch away from him. It was a useless 
attempt. He was ready for it and followed her retreating cuntal mouth, 
clenching his buttocks tightly together as he pushed forward with all his 
strength into the rubberily resisting opening up between her thighs.


Suddenly nothing else mattered but ramming his blood-hardened cock into that 
tantalizing young virgin flesh. He no longer cared that Rusty and Carlos 
were within sight and hearing distance of what was going on. Gritting his 
teeth from the constricting pressure around his lust-swollen penis, Ronny 
drove relentlessly forward, burying it all the way up in her quivering cunt.


"Agggh! It hurts!" the teenager gasped in pained astonishment. The innocent 
girl was wriggling beneath him, helpless to free herself from the pain, 
kicking her long legs out wide in the air, but only making her position 
worse. "Noo, noooo!" came the further cry of protest as his rock-hard cock 
plunged deeper and deeper into her tightly yielding pussy. At last his 
pelvis smashed hard into hers as he reached the end, his rigid fleshy column 
imbedded all the way up inside her quivering belly, the warm wet walls of 
her cunt squeezed tightly around it.


"Jesus, baby, you cunt's so sweet. I can't wait!" Ronny groaned. And he 
didn't stop couldn't stop-not even to give her a chance to adjust to his 
sudden presence deep inside her womb. With a need that defied all conscious 
control, he just began to fuck her, stroking in and out between her 
trembling thighs for the one thing he was after-to spew his hot load of cum 
deep inside her innocent cunt. He would leave it to someone else to teach 
her how to get pleasure from the act, but he had no interest now in that 
part of it. She had been asking for it, and now she was getting it, and 
good.


Ronny felt his cum boiling up from deep in his swollen testicles, and he 
increased his hard-driving tempo to its limit. And then it happened. His 
long throbbing cock began to jerk wildly up inside her now slightly more 
open pussy, spurting endless streams of hot semen deep into her quivering 
white belly, flooding her with the seed of his lust.


Finally the wet explosion was over, and Ronny's slowly deflating cock began 
slipping back out of Roberta's newly stretched young vagina, coated with the 
moisture of his orgasm. Slowly he got up from her limp figure, ignoring her 
low moaning sounds. He had what he wanted, and he hurriedly put his clothes 
back on, pleasantly surprised that Rusty and Carlos had not come running at 
the girl's cries of anguish. He wouldn't have liked being interrupted. But 
the music was still going strong, possibly loud enough to have covered the 
noises they had made in the alcove. Buttoning his shirt, Ronny looked once 
more down at the softly sobbing virgin he had just deflowered and chuckled 
to himself. You'll get to enjoy it kid, he thought, and then you'll be glad 
for this. He leaned down and gave her a tender kiss, and then went over to 
join the others.


As it turned out, Rusty and Carlos were engrossed in their drug-deepened 
conversation to notice Ronny's presence when he sat down back at the big low 
table. Finally he broke in during a short pause.


"Roberta might want to talk to you for a minute, Carlos," the older man 
said. "She's over there by the window."


Staring at Ronny with a worried look on his face, but not saying a word, the 
dark-haired boy got up slowly from his position on the mattress near Rusty 
and headed for the alcove.


"What's going on?" Rusty asked with curiosity, following Carlos with her 
eyes.


"Virginity will never be her problem again," Ronny told her with a pleased 
little grin.


"My God, is that what you were doing?" Rusty cried out in a first reaction 
of jealous anger. She flew from her place on the foam mattress and ran 
toward the bay window alcove.


The voluptuous teenage girl was stirring restlessly as Carlos kenlt beside 
her naked form with concern on his face. Her dark eyes fluttered open as she 
fought to regain control of her crying, and she smiled warmly up at her new 
male friend. His eyes flickered over her naked body, leaving no room for 
doubt in his mind about what had happened.


"I-I think you can let me live with you in your pad now," Roberta told him 
in a quavering voice. She had made the ultimate sacrifice for him.


"You mean that bastard did it?" he said incredulously. Carlos was torn 
between being furious with Ronny Hodges and thanking him for making this 
enticing young girl available to him; he had long ago vowed never to take 
advantage himself of teenage girls, but he had no qualms about taking in one 
who already had even the smallest background of experience.


"Here, get dressed," he told her gently, gathering up her clothes. "Let's 
get out of here. This guy's got no soul," he said. Secretly he was grateful 
to Ronny, but he didn't want to show his feelings right now.


"You poor thing," Rusty put in, helping the girl fix herself up. Ronny, how 
could you have been such a brute...." she let her voice trail off.


"Cut the crap, will you?" Ronny said from across the room. "She got what she 
wanted, didn't she?" He now felt no remorse at all for what he had done. In 
fact, he told himself, he felt good. It had been a long time since he had 
been the first man for a girl, and he was surprised at the pleasant feeling 
of satisfaction it gave him.


"Anyway," Carlos put in, a slight edge to his voice. "It's too late to do 
anything now. Remind me next time not to call an electrician. Let's go, 
Roberta."


It was obvious to Rusty as the young couple left that she would never see 
them again. She was stunned and unhappy, because she had really enjoyed 
talking with Carlos, not to mention the fact that she had found him sexually 
appealing. Even in her new way of life, she had not yet gotten to the point 
where she could do as Ronny did and make out with everyone she met, but more 
and more she was coming to like the idea. Carlos was the first young man she 
had met since she and Ronny had been in San Francisco who appealed to her 
enough for her to get involved.


"Don't worry," Ronny told her, reading her thoughts. "They'll be back. 
That's part of the deal."


The young blonde runaway wife looked at him in surprise, suddenly beginning 
to get the picture.


"You mean, you and Carlos cooked this up? You and he planned all along for 
it to turn out this way? How cold and unfeeling can you get?"


"Well, we didn't exactly work it out in advance, but when I saw what their 
problem was, I made up my mind to fix 'em up. Not that it was any great 
chore," he chuckled.


"Then how do you know they'll be back? Carlos didn't look too happy to me."


"Aw, that was only part of an act. Though it wasn't said in so many words, 
he understood that if I got the chance it would happen. Anyway, it seems to 
me that you two were getting pretty chummy over there on the couch. Sooner 
or later, he'll get to thinking about throwing it to you, and believe me, 
he'll be back. If for no other reason, because he might believe he owes me 
one after I fucked Roberta." Ronny moved closer to the curvaceous young 
woman he had been living with since they left New York.


"Now tell me the truth, you'd kind of like getting your hands on Carlos, 
wouldn't you?" Pulling her close to him, he leaned down and planted a soft 
wet kiss on the side of her neck, his right hand caressing her breast.


"Mmmmm, it wouldn't be bad, I guess," Rusty told him in a husky voice, 
feeling desire smoldering down in her loins. She tried to picture Carlos' 
naked penis while she let her hands run down over Ronny's buttocks and then 
around to the slight bulge in the front of his trousers. She could feel his 
penis slowly coming to life under her lightly stroking fingers, surprised 
that so soon after what had happened with Roberta the two of them could be 
getting interested in each other.


"He's quite a stud, if you can believe his stories," Ronny went on, pulling 
the blonde with him down onto the foam rubber mattress. "And since you don't 
like sex too much, it might do you good to have some new cock now and then." 
He was laughing at her softly as he stroked his extended middle finger up 
and down between her moistening cuntal lips through the thin, silky material 
of her panties. The last thing you could say about Rusty is that she's 
frigid, he told himself happily.


"Oh, is that so?" Rusty countered. "I haven't heard any complaints before 
now." As if to prove her point she deftly unzipped his fly and searched with 
her fingers inside his shorts until his thickly engorged cock came free, 
protruding obscenely from the opening of his trousers. Almost reverently she 
stroked the loose outer skin up and down over the blunt, bulbous tip.


"Ohh, baby, you know what I like," Ronny moaned, at the same time slipping 
his hand farther up under her skirt, running his fingertips along the 
nakedly trembling flesh of her belly and then down into her skimpy bikini 
panties till he came again to the warm wet hair-lined split of her pussy. 
They were lying side by side now, their mouths pressed wetly together as 
they fondled each other's naked genitals.


Suddenly Rusty pulled her mouth away from his, pushing him down with her 
left hand on his shoulder until he lay flat on his back on the mattress. 
Then she twisted herself around till she lay with her shapely legs close to 
his head and her panty-clad pussy ready and willing to receive his fingers 
again. Looking down at the rigidly pulsing cock she held in her right hand, 
Rusty pointed it straight up at the ceiling as she bent her head down over 
him.


"I'll show you whether I like sex or not," she threatened him in mock anger. 
With that, she placed the moist softness of her lips boldly around his 
throbbing hot glans, lightly running the tip of her tongue along the 
semen-seeping slit at the end. Since being forced to suck Cabot's penis that 
humiliating Saturday night which now seemed so long ago, this was the first 
time the young blonde had really wanted to do it again, even though Ronny 
had occasionally asked her. But now she had learned to love the hard 
thickness he had fucked her with so many times in the last few weeks, and 
she could understand how it would be possible to enjoy sucking her lover's 
cock.


"Oh, yes, baby, suck it good," she heard Ronny groan above her, as he 
slithered his fingers under the narrow lace crotchband of her panties and 
ran them tantalizingly back and forth across the flowering wet ring of her 
pussy mouth. Gradually she felt him slip his extended middle finger up into 
the small quivering opening, sending little shivers of lewd desire coursing 
up and down her spine.


Lifting her mouth away from his still swelling cock for a moment, she told 
him, "Put your mouth on me down there too, honey. I want to feel you lick me 
while I suck your cock."


Without a second's hesitation, his hands were helping her remove the cotton 
print blouse and short skirt she was wearing, and he peeled her panties from 
her softly rounded buttocks as she placed her knees on either side of his 
head and moved her loins closer to his face. Then he was looking up at her 
moist pink cunt palpitating only inches away from his eyes, undulating 
slightly as if impatient to feel his tongue swirling maddeningly up inside. 
Once again he felt her lips close tightly around his hot-tipped cock, and 
with a groan he thrust his long pointed tongue up into the wet inner walls, 
grasping her round, resilient buttocks in his fingers to pull her down 
closer to his questing mouth.


"Mmmmmmmmmmm, ggggggoooooddddd," she mumbled around his rigid shaft of 
flesh. Her moist warm mouth was moving up and down over his pulsating 
hardness in a slow magical rhythm that caused a dull pleasant ache in his 
heavy balls. As she hovered over him on her elbows and knees, she dug her 
hands inside his pants and eased his sperm-swollen testicles outside the 
open fly, raking her fingernails teasingly over the tangles of dark pubic 
hair, and sending hot flashes of sensual urgency racing through his loins. 
Her mouth was pushed down all the way over his bursting rod of flesh, 
enclosing his throbbing hardness in a moist warm pressure of love. Her lips 
tightened like an elastic band around it and he could feel the slightly 
abrasive softness of her wet tongue swirling maddeningly around the bottom 
of his cock.


"Christ, that's good," he groaned up into the flowering warmth of her 
desire-moistened cunt. Slowly he began pumping his cock up into her openly 
receiving oral cavern while she gently massaged his aching testicles and 
stroked the base of his expanded penis between her thumb and forefinger. His 
tongue felt her clitoris quivering up into full erection, and she began 
rocking back and forth over him, moaning around the delicious thickness 
buried between her hungering lips.


Rusty felt herself getting more excited than she had felt in a long time, 
and with surprise it dawned on her that it was not only the pleasant 
pressure of his tongue on her throbbing clitoris-it was also the thought of 
Carlos maybe soon putting his hardness up in her cunt, that incited her 
lust. Fucking her mouth up and down on Ronny's thick cock in total abandon 
now, licking her fluid tongue furiously around and around its blood-engorged 
girth, taking his entire swollen penis all the way into the back of her 
throat, Rusty concentrated her thoughts on the young boy she'd just met and 
what he would look like hovering over her to place his shaft up between her 
widespread legs. The picture was so clear in her mind that it nearly drove 
her wild and she began gyrating her loins wildly over Ronny's madly 
thrusting tongue.


In Ronny's testicles, huge pools of liquid heat were building up fast as he 
felt the young blonde wife working and slaving over his nearly exploding 
cock. Little rivulets of perspiration rolled down the inside of her thighs 
as she swayed and rocked over his obscenely laving mouth, and then suddenly 
she was cumming.


As if possessed by a demon, her ass-cheeks jerked and trembled in his 
passion-crazed grasp, her swollen little clitoris riding back and forth over 
his extended tongue, while her naked belly rippled with the force of her 
climax. Great warm gushes of her cuntal fluids seeped out into his hot open 
mouth and her smooth inner thighs closed spasmodically around his ears. The 
moment for Ronny was here now too, and a low guttural sound started from 
somewhere deep in his chest as he felt the white-hot sperm begin its mad 
dash up from his balls to spurt in thin hot streams into the sanctity of his 
lover's endlessly sucking mouth.


Rusty continued swallowing voraciously as her lover emptied his resevoir of 
thick semen into the tight wet warmth of her insanely moaning throat. The 
young blonde seemed starved for his cum, and while his spent cock deflated 
slowly in her mouth she continued sucking greedily, drawing every precious 
drop of the thick warm sperm from his poignantly aching balls.


Finally Ronny had nothing more to give. Rusty let his softness pull free 
from her clinging lips as she rolled off to one side, exhausted from her own 
orgasm and the effort she had expended over her lover's lust-quenching cock.


Never had she dreamed that she could become so free and easy in her 
lifetime, even willingly enjoying sucking a man's penis. That was something 
that only the boldest girls sometimes whispered about in the locker room of 
the gym when she was in school, and they had been considered nothing better 
than high school whores. It just depends on how you look at it. Rusty smiled 
to herself, heaving a deep sigh of satisfaction. Glancing from her prone 
position up into Ronny's eyes, she met his looking down at her.


"You've come a long way, baby," he told her with a little laugh. Then he lit 
two cigarettes and, handing one to the liberated blonde he said, "Would you 
have done it for a Lark?" Lying on his back he lazily blew smoke rings up 
into the room.


Life's looking pretty good, they both thought.


THE END
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Chapter 1


The offices of the Martin Employment Agency were disgustingly similar to those of
every other employment agency Jean Clark had visited since Monday when she began
in earnest to look for a job. And not a particular job this time – she'd learned her bitter
lesson about job-hunting long ago. This time she had promised herself to take anything
offered her, anything from file clerk to dishwasher.
The anxious young blonde read down line after line of qualifying questions, and
reluctantly checked "none" for each of the areas of previous experience desired. And
why not – there was no reason to think that this agency would be any different from
the ten or twelve – she'd lost count – that had already turned her down. Oh, not in so
many words, of course. Agencies have a way of saying no without actually saying it. But
that "we'll call you or drop you a card if anything comes up" is more than adequate.
This agency had advertised for cocktail waitresses and, though she had never had any
experiences there either, it certainly did not seem too difficult, and Mr. Martin had told
her on the telephone when she answered the ad that sometimes they considered girls
without experience as trainees. At less salary, of course, but at this point, salary was the
least of Jean's worries.
The lovely nineteen year old knew she had to find work somewhere or start climbing
the walls. Bob had been gone now for over seven months, and for a bride of only three
weeks, that sort of absence was hard to swallow. But Uncle Sam has a habit of putting
his soldiers where he wants them most, and for a brand new draftee, there wasn't much
chance of getting any choice. Bob was in Japan – at least she had that much to be
thankful for. He could just as easily have been sent to some jungle outpost in Southeast
Asia and that would unquestionably have been more than she could have taken all at
once.
It wasn't really a matter of economics – more just a problem of trying to stay busy.
Without a job and with nothing to do all day, the weeks seemed like months, and
sometimes it seemed that Bob would never be coming back at all.
"Have you finished your application?" A short stubby, balding man stepped from the
inner office, closing the door behind him. She guessed he was the one she'd talked with
on the phone. In fact, he seemed to be the only person around.
"Yes... I've finished," replied Jean, "but I'm afraid it won't be much help... I just don't
have the right experience to get a job, it seems..."
He smiled benevolently. "Well, why don't you let me be the judge of that... you might
be qualified for something you never thought of." He motioned toward the door to the
inner office. "Why don't you step inside, honey, and we'll talk it over." Something was
odd about the faintest outline of a smirk on his face, but Jean was in no mood to be
choosy.
The inner office lacked the refinements someone had added to the reception area – at
least the outer office was paneled and well-supplied with fairly comfortable vinyl and
steel chairs. The private office showed evidence of not being painted since World War
Two – the pale green paint was peeling in layers, like dead flesh from a bad sunburn,
and there were broken sections of it here and there on the faded, sun-bleached carpet.
Bill Martin's desk was old and battered, but without a trace of soul, and a large
upholstered wooden swivel chair stood behind it, where Martin lowered his bulky,
fleshy frame. "Now, let's take a look at your qualifications," he said, glancing over the
penned notes on his brief application form.
"I called you earlier," Jean began. "You said something about a trainee cocktail waitress
position I might be qualified for... I don't have any experience... I guess you can see
that." He glanced up from the paper with that same vague smirk and looked the young
wife over, as if making some mental appraisal.
"Haven't you ever had a job before?" he asked.
Jean lowered her head, she'd been through this a dozen times already. "No... except for
a part-time job when I was in high school. I worked for a drug store back in Wisconsin,
but that was three years ago. I got married right after high school, and Bob – that's my
husband – Bob took care of all the money matters, so I didn't need to work."
Martin suddenly seemed interested. "Married, you say? And where is Bob now... why
do you suddenly need a job?"
"Oh, I don't have to go to work, I suppose," explained Jean, "but Bob's with the army
in Japan, and I just feel like I ought to be working or something. It gets so boring just
sitting around all the time... and the car's on the fritz, so I can't even get out much.
Maybe with a job, the time would pass faster."
"How about typing and shorthand?" asked Mr. Martin. "Did you take any commercial
courses in high school?"
Jean looked puzzled, "Commercial courses? You mean secretarial skills... that kind of
thing?"
He nodded.
"No, I'm afraid home economics was the only elective I took."
Martin made a couple of scribbled notations on her application card. "Can you type at
all? Even a little hunt-and-peck?"
Jean shook her head, "Sorry... that's my whole problem. I just don't have any skills."
Martin checked off a series of blocks on the back of the card and put it aside and
turned his gaze to Jean. The curvaceous blonde grew increasingly uncomfortable under
his intense stare, and she self-consciously tugged at the hem of her short skirt in a futile
attempt to conceal even a little of her bare thigh from his probing eyes.
"You know, there is one job you just might be able to get," he grinned. "It's at a little
bar in Seaside... you'd have to wear a costume, though... sort of like a go-go outfit."
Jean thought for a moment. "Gee, I don't know. Bob would kill me if he knew I was
parading around in some kind of a go-go outfit. How skimpy is it?"
Mr. Martin laughed, "It's decent, if that's what you mean. But just barely... it's about
the size of a bikini. Have you got the build for something like that?"
"I... I guess so," blushed Jean, lowering her eyes to her lap. "Bob says I've got a nice
figure. And I was a cheerleader in high school, if that means anything."
Bill Martin pulled a sheaf of papers from his desk and glanced over them. "Yes," he
said, "it appears that the position I mentioned is still open. However, they are very
specific about applicants being... that is, having the right figure for the job. It says here
I'm to be absolutely certain before I send anyone out." Jean looked straight at the floor,
afraid to look him in the eye. "Well, I told you the best I could do, Mr. Martin. I..."
"Telling me is not good enough," he interrupted, a sly sparkle in his eyes. "I'm afraid
you'll just have to show me. Stand up."
Jean's mouth dropped half-open. "Mr. Martin! I couldn't do that... I mean, what kind of
a girl do you think I am!"
"Don't worry, honey," he assured, "it's all part of my job. I have to look girls over all
the time. You might as well get used to it. The only kind of job you'll be able to get are
jobs where you show a little skin, you know what I mean? And employers just don't
hire their girls sight unseen. Now be a good kid, and stand up so I can get a better look
at you."
"Gosh, I don't know, Mr. Martin... but I suppose it'll be all right, since you do it all the
time." She stood up slowly and turned her profile to his eager eyes, her firm full breasts
swelling provocatively under her best silk blouse. With one hand, she brushed down
her skirt, smoothing out the faint wrinkles until it unbrokenly hugged the rich full
curves of her voluptuously contoured hips and buttocks, clinging tightly to her smooth
flesh. As his eyes coursed over her, she suddenly wished she had worn a longer skirt, or
maybe a suit-dress with a jacket top.
Bill Martin nodded approvingly, "It's okay from here, at least what I can see. But you're
going to have to do better than that. I can't send you out of here without being sure.
My professional reputation's at stake. Suppose you have a big scar on your back, or an
ugly birthmark on your thigh or something. I mean, those things show up when you're
wearing a bikini top and panties." He stood up, his hand posed pensively under his
chin. "Yeah, you'll just have to show me some more. I've got too much at stake to take
a chance."
Jean stepped back defensively. "And just what do you mean by that? I can't show you
anymore without taking my clothes off, and I'm certainly not going to do that!"
Martin's joviality suddenly vanished, "Now listen to me, Mrs. Clark, you're the one
who's looking for work, not me. I don't need a job – so either you follow instructions
and cut out all this modesty crap, or you can just go somewhere else and I'll give this
job to the next girl who walks through that door!" he shouted, flaying one arm toward
the closed door to his outer office.
Jean suddenly felt very humiliated, and a hint of a tear began to form in the corner of
her eye, "I... I just can't do that, Mr. Martin, I'm not that kind of girl. I just can't... I
mean, I understand what you're saying, but I just can't undress like some common
tramp. I'm a married woman!"
"I understand, Jean... I understand, but you've got to accept my position, too. I can't
risk blowing this account. It's one of my regulars, and they always pay on time. I tell
you what..." He sat back down on his rickety chair. "I'll turn my back so you won't be
embarrassed, and you just strip down to your panties. It'll all be over before you know
it, and you can even keep your eyes closed so you won't blush, how's that?"
She could feel the color filling her cheeks at even the thought of what he was
suggesting. "I don't know... I just don't think I could do it."
But Martin was persistent. He didn't intend to miss out on this at any cost. If it took
him all day to persuade her to drop that skirt, he'd keep trying until he got a good look
at that luscious young body of hers. Despite the camouflage of the blouse and skirt, he
could tell she was really built.
"Okay, I'm turning my back," he said. "Now you go ahead and do as I told you. Let me
know when you're ready."
"Well, maybe..." Jean nervously fingered the buttons on her blouse, tossing his
ultimatum back and forth in her confused mind. That job may be the only chance I get,
she told herself, and I'd be an idiot to mess up my one and only chance...
Mindlessly, she undid the buttons one by one, until the thin blouse was open to her
narrow waist. The embarrassed blonde felt a little chill as the air brushed over her
smooth naked belly, and despite herself, she could feel her tiny nipples begin to harden
under the taut nylon of her brassiere. With both hands, she reached around and
unfastened the single catch on her blue double-knit skirt and tugged on the zipper until
it came down. She let the skirt fall to her feet, then lifted it up on one foot and placed it
on the chair beside her. The sheer gauge of her pantyhose allowed her white panties to
show through clearly, and she was suddenly stricken with the urge to grab up her
things and run. But the young bride was determined to see this thing through, no
matter how hard it was. "Okay, you can turn around now," she whispered, half-hoping
he wouldn't hear.
Bill Martin spun around quickly in his chair, and his eyes popped open wide with
disbelief as he gazed at the trembling, blushing blonde beauty standing before him. He
took in the delicious spectacle slowly, from head to toe – from the smooth unblemished
flow of her neck where it curved down to the jutting, ripely formed mounds of her
breasts, swelling proudly under the sheerness of her nylon brassiere – to the trim
inverted curve of her waist to her full hips swelling to curvaceous perfection and,
certainly not least, to her long shapely legs blossoming in firm fullness at her thighs,
then again in the supple gracefulness of her well-turned calves. "Wow! You're too
much!" was all he could manage.
Jean stared down at the carpet, her face flushed with color. "Please, Mr. Martin... don't
talk like that. I just want to get this over with... as quickly as possible!"
He didn't take his eyes off her for even an instant. "Sure, honey... It'll be all over before
you know it. But you've got to show 'em more than that. How about those pantyhose?
And that bra? I've got to know what kind of merchandise I'm sending out of here.
Now, I'll turn my back again and..."
"You needn't bother," interrupted Jean, suddenly impatient at his treating her like a
child. She reached behind with both hands and unclasped the three catches on her
brassiere. "I'll show you what you want." She blinked back stinging tears of
embarrassment and loosened the snaps, letting her brassiere slide down over her bare
arms. Her proud young breasts quivered vulnerably in the open air and she could feel
her tautly upthrust nipples harden instantly as Martin's riveting appraisal locked on
them. They stood up firmly, without the slightest sag, her rigid, pink-hued buds
thrusting boldly straight ahead like two tiny pink eyes returning his eager gaze.
Slowly, reluctantly, his eyes left the twin jutting bulges of her fully ripe red breasts,
following down along the smooth unblemished expanse of her flat belly, past the
puckered indentation of her navel...
"How about the pantyhose?" he asked, almost afraid to push his good luck any farther.
She complied unhesitatingly, catching the tight elastic waistband and peeling it down
over the gentle swell of her generously flaring hips. The top band of her panties caught
in the gossamer material, but she made no effort to separate the two garments. As one,
she pulled them down over her firm white thighs, down past her knees, exposing a
golden "vee" of velvety pubic hair. She pulled the hose away from her panties at last
and began to pull the taut white fabric back up to cover her defenseless nakedness.
"H-Hold it!" Martin stammered. "Just pull 'em both down. You might as well show me
everything you've got, honey!" The pudgy man was bent forward over his desk, his eyes
glazed with growing lust as he eyed the gorgeous, full-bodied blonde who was peeling
down to naked flesh right before his eyes. He couldn't believe his good fortune – a lot
of girls balked at his proposition and he just sent them along to their job interviews
anyway. But this one had a lot to learn. It was more than obvious she was new to the
job-hunting game – he would have known that even if the application hadn't said so.
"B-But you didn't say I had to take off everything, Mr. Martin," Jean protested, her
voice cracking in her abject humiliation. Her cheeks were two scarlet patches that
looked like someone had splashed them with two quick strokes from an artist's brush.
"Now don't argue with me, Jean," replied Martin, loosening his collar and tie as
perspiration rolled in beads down his stubby neck, "I know what's best for you, so just
do what I say."
"Well... okay, I guess," she answered, gripping her panties with her thumbs and sliding
them down with her pantyhose until she stepped free, leaving absolutely nothing to
shield her youthful nakedness from his eager, lecherously probing eyes.
She was the most deliciously perfect specimen of womanhood he'd seen in a long time
– not since that young surfer chick from San Diego he'd had the unforgettable pleasure
of balling right here on this battered, tom sofa. He grinned widely as he anticipated his
plans for this delectable young beauty. Her flesh was gorgeously tanned, save for the
milk-white softness of her inner thighs and the pink-capped mounds of her protruding,
ripely bulging breasts. He tried to imagine what that warm moist, inviting crevice
between her long legs would be like... he knew it would be tight and hot – it would just
have to be... and those gracefully long legs would wind so perfectly around his back as
he furrowed wide that sweet warm slit of hers until she begged for mercy. But he could
see she was no shopworn barmaid, not some broad he could just climb on like so many
of the others he regularly found jobs for. He knew this young filly was something
special, and he'd have to plan his moves ever so carefully...
"Yes, I think you'll do nicely," he said, forcing an air of strained seriousness to his
voice, though his breathing had grown so rapid he could scarcely speak without
gasping. "Now just turn around for me – slowly – so I can get a good look."
Jean obeyed, and with reddening face turned her naked, lushly rounded buttocks to his
greedy, probing gaze. Her firm high ass-cheeks were tightly clenched and they tucked
tantalizingly under at the tops of her smooth flaring thighs. Long and supple, her bare
legs stretched in tapering perfection to the trim swell of her calves. Even her bare feet
were tauntingly inviting-dainty little girl's feet with tiny, curled-under toes as she stood
before him, quivering with defenseless embarrassment.
"Ummmm... that's quite a nice little body you've got there, Jean. You should go a long
Way with a figure like that."
She turned back to face him, making no attempt to cover her luscious nakedness. "I'm
only interested in getting this job, Mr. Martin. Nothing else."
He laughed nervously, "Sure, sure. I understand... but there is just one more thing,
though."
"What now?" Jean implored, stopping in mid-reach as she started to pick up her
clothes. "I thought you said this was all."
"I did... I did," replied Martin, reaching into his right-hand desk drawer, "but I need a
couple of pictures for your new boss. I can do a better job of 'selling' him if I can show
him what a beautiful girl you are. Just lie down there on that couch and I'll take a
couple of quick professional shots with my Polaroid... and, don't worry, I'll give 'em
back to you and you can do whatever you want with them as soon as I show them to
Felix."
The naive young wife hesitated. "I don't know about any pictures. What proof do I
have that you'll give them back to me? I don't want any pictures of me like this just
floating around."
"You can trust me, honey. Now just lie down there and look sexy. You want the job,
don't you? Why, you could easily be knocking down two hundred a week in just a few
months. Isn't that worth it?"
She decided not to argue and sat down on the edge of the shoddy sofa, her knees
clamped together, her arms folded demurely across her ripely jutting breasts. She
squirmed uncomfortably as he fumbled with the dials on the camera, then inserted a
flashbulb. "No, no, not like that," he said, "You can give me a better pose than that.
How about stretching out? Kinda sexy like? You know, like in the girlie magazines."
Jean followed his instructions, and sprawled across the sofa, first brushing off the dust
before she allowed her naked flesh to touch the tattered upholstery. She leaned back
against the opposite arm, propping her head there, both hands at her sides. He
suggested she turn slightly on one side, and she obediently shifted her weight so she
faced the camera, her nerve-ends tingling as the camera lens aimed straight at her
lewdly unclothed form.
"Put one leg over the other... I want to see some of that nice inner thigh in the shot."
Jean obeyed, re-adjusting her long smooth legs, unaware that tiny strands of her soft
pubic hair were obscenely visible. Bill smiled his approval. "Yeah, honey... right there.
That's perfect. Now hold it!"
He snapped one shot, popped in another flashbulb and changed angles for a second
photograph. Jean was crimson with embarrassment, praying for this sickening
humiliation to end. But his second shot became three, then four and five.
"Please Mr. Martin. You have enough pictures. Can't we stop now?" pleaded Jean,
sitting up on the sofa, her long legs clamped together futilely. She started to fold her
arms across her bulging cream-white breasts again, but it felt foolish, so she let her
arms fall to her sides.
Martin placed the camera on his desk and came toward her, his eyes telegraphing his
intent as obviously as flashing billboards.
"Mr. Martin... Mr. M-Martin... p-please... don't look at me like that. You're frightening
me..." Martin laughed menacingly. "Frightening you!? Me? Come on, baby... you've got
nothing to be frightened of. Not from Bill Martin."
Jean squirmed against the cushions of the sofa, vainly trying to cringe away from this
awful, frightening animal leering at her like she was so much buyable merchandise.
She tried to swing her naked legs off the sofa as he sat down beside her, but he grabbed
her quickly by both ankles and shoved her back at his side.
"No... please, no! Don't touch me! Don't touch me!" she said, her voice loud, full of
fear.
"Go ahead and scream your fucking head off, bitch! It's after five now, and there's
nobody in the building except you and me," Martin sneered. His fingers were already
unfastening his belt, a move that immediately caught Jean's frightened eyes.
"What are you doing!? What are you doing!?" She grabbed the back of the sofa and
attempted to pull herself up onto the high arm, but he grabbed her legs and pulled her
easily back to his side.
"You're not going anywhere, honey," the older man smirked, his belt undone and his
pants half-open at the top of his zipper, "You wouldn't want to run off and leave me all
alone, now would you bitch? I've got a little somethin' here for you. Seein' as how your
old man's been gone for seven months, I thought you could use a little of this to tide
you over 'til he gets back."
"Don't talk like that, please... you're frightening me... please!" Jean begged, her eyes
clouded with tears.
Martin squeezed her calf firmly in his strong confining grip, holding her effectively, and
yanked his zipper all the way down with his free hand.
"Here you are, sweetheart," he said, "just what you need!" He reached inside his pants
like he was probing deep in a grocery bag, and pulled his thick, menacingly swollen
penis out in the open. It flopped lewdly over his zipper, the bloated tip slowly swelling
in size as it sniffed open air.
Jean shrieked with terror as the heavy-set man's penis was suddenly cast before her.
"Stop it, Mr. Martin! Stop it or I'll scream ..I'll scream, I mean it!"
Martin only grinned and grabbed both her trim ankles, pulling her naked body farther
down onto the sofa, her head now clear of the padded arm. She reached behind and
struggled to get a firm grip on the sofa arm, but Martin slapped her hands back to her
side. "Now you behave yourself, little lady, or you'll wish you had when I've finished
with you."
Jean shook with unbridled fear and revulsion as the balding, squat man rose to one
knee, dropping his pants and rumpled undershorts to mid-thigh. She could now see all
of his bulky thick cock and his huge, cum-burdened balls dangling like two leathery
bulbs beneath the short stubby knob of his penis.
Martin could see her sizing him up, making all sorts of appraisals of his manhood, and
it made him laugh to know what thoughts must be running through her mind right at
this moment. They all looked at him this way – at first. Maybe his little pumper wasn't
much to look at now, but he knew what surprises it had in store for this snooty little
bitch! She thinks she's too good for the likes of me, but, baby, what a surprise you've
got coming! I'm gonna pump you up like a basketball. You'll be begging for it before
I've finished with you. Bitch!
He couldn't help grinning as he looked over his find, taking in her youthful, lushly
ripened nakedness. She was like a juicy, fresh-picked peach – all naked and inviting,
lusciously perched on a pedestal, awaiting his touch, his mouth, his lips.
He lifted one knee awkwardly, almost losing his balance, and shoved it between Jean's
hip and the back of the sofa, edging her way from the cushion until he straddled her
securely, pinning her down flat on her back like a helpless insect.
The panic-stricken blonde squirmed to escape him as he rose on one knee and yanked
his pants down over his ankle, over his already bare foot, taking advantage of his
momentary clumsiness. But Martin was way ahead of her. He pinned her instantly with
one hand right in the middle of her smooth flat belly, tightly smashing her against the
sofa as he pulled his pants free of his other leg and tossed them on the floor beside him.
Her defenseless body's strength to resist now weakening, Jean pleaded helplessly for
him to leave her alone, her mind a whirling, half-dazed windmill of fear and
humiliation.
Ok, God, please... don't let this awful thing happen to me! Please... I'll never be able to
look Bob in the face again! Oh please, help me!
Help me! I couldn't live with the shame of this horrible nightmare!


Chapter 2


"Please, Mr. Martin, please! You can't... you just can't!" Jean cried, wriggling helplessly
as he held her naked body pinned tightly to the cushions, squatting victoriously over
her writhing young form. His immense hairy balls were brushing her flat smooth belly,
his thick knob of a cock beginning to swell and harden as it dangled from beneath the
roll of obscene fat that circled his shapeless abdomen.
"C'mon, honey, stop playing hard to get," leered Martin, gripping his stiffly hardening
cock in his right hand. "You and I both know you want it, so why don't we quit playing
games?"
"No! You've got it all wrong," cried the fearful young wife, her eyes wide with terror. "I
don't want to! I don't!"
Easing his bulky form forward, the older man slid his naked loins over the pinioned
blonde's trembling belly until his heavy balls dangled lewdly between her bulging,
quivering breasts. As he knelt on the sofa cushion, her pink crinkly nipples jutted
straight up at him, the soft curve of her ripely molded breasts resting against his thighs
where he straddled her, pinning her between his thick legs.
Pushing the full fleshy mounds of her heaving breasts tightly together with his thighs,
he squeezed the turgid rubbery length of his throbbing cock-hardness between her
warm resilient breasts. A barely audible sigh of pleasure escaped his lips as he felt the
yielding softness caress the sensitive length of his rapidly swelling shaft, urging his
slumbering member into rosy, blood-filled stiffness until the swollen bulbous tip poked
stiffly against her chest, hidden between the tremulous mounds of her full, lewdly
defiled breasts.
That's it, old boy... Just keep growing like that, harder and harder... thicker and
thicker... we'll show this young uppity bitch a thing or two!
Suddenly, his rigid penile spear sprang from its hiding place between her trembling
breast-mounds, shooting out like a quivering arrow from his flabby, hair-covered loins.
Still gripping it tightly in his right hand, he pulled back the sheath of flesh that covered
the blood-engorged throbbing head until it poked free with a moist plopping sound.
Squeezing the hard shaft of his urgently pulsing cock tightly, the bulbous tip swelled
with deep, blood-infused fullness, distending until it was twice its normal size, pulsating
with eagerness scant inches from Jean's fright-widened eyes.
Tears began to trickle from beneath her now closed lids as she struggled vainly to shut
out this degrading nightmare she found herself so helplessly trapped in. She hoped –
she prayed – for a miracle that this horrible moment might end as suddenly as it had
begun. But she knew it was hopeless. She was completely at the mercy of this drooling
madman and, whatever he wanted of her she would have to surrender. Her mind reeled
at the thought of ever facing Bob again. How could she ever look him in the eye after
this!?
"Oh, please, Mr. Martin! Please... just let me get dressed and go... We'll forget all about
the job. Just let me go. Please!"
Martin grinned with a leer that covered his whole flabby face. "You can go, sweetie.
And the job's yours."
Jean opened her eyes, nearly afraid to believe her own ears. "What did you say? Did
you mean it?"
Martin aimed his throbbing swollen shaft at her face like a weapon. "Sure, baby... just
as soon as you suck my dick. Suck it real good just one time, and the job's yours."
It took a full second for his words to register in her luridly confused brain but, when
they did, they slammed into her like a ton of falling steel. "No! No! You're out of your
mind! I won't do it! I won't!" she gasped, struggling with all her strength to free her
naked body from his vise-like grip. But his thick hairy thighs pinned her like glue to
the sofa so that she was powerless to escape him no matter how hard she tried.
Then she remembered something she'd learned from a high school football player she'd
once dated – hit him where he was most vulnerable. Gritting her teeth and summoning
all her meager courage, the desperate blonde slammed her tightened fist into his
scrotum with all her strength, smashing her small hand all the way into his groin.
"Aaaaggghhh!" he gasped, immediately clutching it his painfully throbbing testicles
with both hands, releasing for an instant his grip on her.
And that fleeting instant was all Jean needed. Like a serpent, she quickly slithered out
from under the awesome weight of the horrible naked man and flung her legs toward
the floor.
Snapping to her feet, she grabbed her clothes and bolted for the door, trailing
undergarments behind her in a mindless dash for safety. Nothing mattered except
putting as much distance between them as she possibly could.
Nearly stumbling as she raced across the worn carpet, she reached the closed door in
three bounding leaps and grasped the doorknob... Locked!!
"You stupid goddamn bitch!" roared Martin, still clutching his pained groin. "You're
locked in! What d'ya think about that? Maybe you're not as smart as you thought, huh?
You could have got out easy, but not now. I'm gonna fix you good for this!"
Staggering clumsily to his feet, the big man came toward her, his eyes squinting with
menacing viciousness. "You goddamn teasing little bitch! Come here!"
Too frightened to run, Jean cowered before him, awkwardly covering her sparse golden,
V-shaped mound and the pink points of her resilient young breasts. "Please... p-pplease... 
I'm sorry... I didn't mean it... please," she whimpered weakly, her lips trembling as 
she spoke.
"And you can cut out that shit, too," muttered Martin, grabbing her by the wrist, then
shoving her roughly back toward the sofa. "Get over there!" he bellowed.
Timidly, Jean sat on the edge of the sofa, her knees clamped in ludicrous modesty as
the stubby naked man advanced on her, her arms folded in a reverent cross over her
chest.
Grabbing her painfully by the shoulder Martin squeezed the tender flesh in his tight
grip and shoved the defenseless blonde to the floor, forcing her into a humiliating
kneeling position before him. Jean offered no resistance – she had learned her lesson
and she couldn't afford to enrage him any more than she already had.
Pulling her head roughly, toward his hairy loins, he smashed her face flat against his
again limp cock.
"Mmmmmmfff..." She could barely open her mouth to speak as he held her crushed
against him, her lips touching the smooth rubbery head of his twitching penis.
Her stomach tightened in sudden panic as she tasted the salty tanginess of his lewdly
flaccid cock crammed against her quivering lips – she'd never touched a man's penis
with her mouth, not even Bob's. It was something that had never come up in their
lovemaking. Maybe if they'd been together longer before he had to go overseas it might
have been different. The burning knot of fear in her stomach grew larger, threatening
to make her violently sick, but she fought it bravely, determined not to add to her
humiliation. Tears of abject degradation and helpless surrender streamed down her
flushed cheeks as she realized she was about to be forced to perform this lurid act with
a total stranger. With Bob, in their own lovemaking, it would not have seemed so
despicable. But with this awful filthy man it became an act of total debasement, beyond
anything she would ever have dreamed possible.
"You know what to do with it, baby," growled Martin, gripping her shoulder-length,
honey-blonde hair tightly between the fingers of both hands and twisting until her
mouth opened in searing pain. "Suck it cunt! Suck it! Suck it real good, and use that
sweet little tongue of yours to clean it nice and slick!"
With one last surge of hope, the defenseless young wife sought to beg for mercy, but
when her lips parted, his turgid cock was swiftly rammed between them with a sudden
snap of his pelvis, filling her vulnerable virginal mouth with its fleshy, blood-swollen
length. Her cheeks hollowed instinctively to accommodate its full size and immediately
it began to swell and harden even more in the moist warmth of her confining mouth.
"Lick it clean, bitch!" he ordered. "Lick it 'til it's nice and hard. And if you're real good,
you'll get an extra treat." She glanced up at him with soulful, pleading green eyes, but
the menacing smirk that streaked across his face told her there was no hope left.
Instinctively, she tried to keep her tongue from touching his obscenely impaling
member, but she found it impossible as the thick shaft continued to swell in the warm
clinging moistness of her mouth.
His fingers tightened once again in her thick hair. "Lick it, I told you! Lick it real nice!"
Timidly, Jean touched her virginal tongue to the insistently throbbing head of his fleshy
cock, afraid of what response it might bring. At the mere thought of his hot seething
semen emptying into her throat, she gagged in humiliation, then tried to keep those
thoughts out of her mind.
Filled with throbbingly hot blood, the swollen penile knob grew even larger as her
tongue reluctantly caressed the thick hardening length. And as it began to grow ever
longer, ever thicker, Jean was suddenly terribly frightened! This time her fright was very
physical, very real.
It's going to choke me... I know it will! This horrible thing will go right down my
throat and I won't be able to breathe!
Without a hint of warning, Martin suddenly pulled back with a quick jerk of his hips,
and Jean looked up at her cruel captor with wide-eyed wonder as his stiffly pulsating
shaft slipped from between her moist clasping lips.
"Surprised, bitch?" Martin sneered, holding his dilated cock in his left hand so that the
distended tip lewdly brushed her lips. "Well, don't be. I just decided I'll take a rain
check on my blow job. You've got a nice little pussy between those pretty legs of yours,
and I aim to have some of it. What d'ya say? You gonna do it my way or have I got to
get rough?"
Jean looked down at the floor, too humiliated to return his evil stare. "I... I can't fight
you anymore, Mr. Martin. I'll do whatever you say." The words were weak and hoarse,
and her voice cracked with fear as she surrendered completely to his lurid designs. Jean
knew her only way out was to give this terrible man what he wanted, then get away as
quickly as she could. She couldn't begin to think about anything beyond that – like
how she could ever hope to continue being Mrs. Bob Clark or even how she could
bring herself to tell her husband or anyone else about this horrible thing that was
happening to her.
"Get up here on the sofa... on your knees," he ordered, and Jean shamefully obeyed,
still unable to look her merciless tormentor in the eye. Shivering involuntarily, she
lowered her naked body to the sofa cushions until she was flat on her belly.
Martin looked over his choice prize appraisingly, taking in very slowly the incredible
ripe youthfulness of her naked body, the tantalizing magnetism this young delicacy
seemed to possess. Her twin firm buttocks were clenched tightly, like a velvet fist,
concealing the forbidden orifice of her puckered little anus, as her defensively clamped
thighs hid the juicy softness of her tender young pussy slit.
You can keep it all to yourself right now, baby, but not for long... I'm coming in there
whether you like it or not!
"Up on your knees!" he barked. "I want to see that little brown eye looking at me!"
Cringing at his horrible evil words, Jean obeyed, resigned finally to her wretched plight.
Oh God... why did I ever come to this awful place! Please, please let this all be a terrible
dream... Let me wake up and find this nightmare ended!
Gripping her firm young buttocks with both hands, Martin spread the deep crevice of
her trembling ass-cheeks with his thumbs, opening up to his unobstructed view the taut
muscular ring of her tiny cringing anus, then the warm, moist pink softness of her
vaginal cleft, her fleshy puckered lips spread ever so slightly in a tempting display of
lewd feminine appeal.
Jean's whole body tensed like a coiled spring in horrified anticipation of the bruising
pain she expected to slam into her at any moment. But she wasn't prepared for what
happened next!
Pain she would have been ready for – but not this!
Skillfully, Martin spread the soft pink flanges of her vulnerably proffered young pussy,
opening wide the warm moist lips and brushing aside the softly curling blonde hairs
that lined the sides of her damp crevice. When the narrow slit was spread wide enough
for his amusement, exposing the fluted coralline edges of her moist vaginal portal,
Martin lowered his head to her soft fragrant pussy-lips, catching the young girl
completely by surprise.
Her body cracked like a whip as his tongue made its first, electric-like contact with the
sensitive, nerve-filled flesh of her vulnerable vaginal lips.
"N-No... please," the startled blonde gasped, her lips trembling uncontrollably as
Martin's tongue probed her forbidden cuntal regions deftly, bringing shivers of wicked
delight that coursed unwanted over her obscenely kneeling nakedness in involuntary
spasms. She blushed crimson with embarrassment, humiliated that this total stranger,
this awful man, could bring such a lascivious response from her treacherously rebellious
body. And she was powerless to stop it!!!
Opening her moistly trembling cuntal furrow wide with his thumbs, Martin burrowed
his tongue and lips up into the warm slit, poking lewdly into its deep hidden crevices,
each worming probe bringing a new quiver of aroused helplessness to her nakedly
writhing form. Her breasts were smashed against the sofa, beneath her kneeling body,
and her lewdly exposed buttocks were shoved upward invitingly, unprotected and
vulnerable to his lustful expert plundering.
"Oh, please... this is so awful... please stop... please!" begged Jean, her face awash with
stinging tears. "I don't want to... please!"
Don't want to, my ass! She's just like all the rest, thought Martin In a couple of
minutes she'll be begging me for it!
He knew he was good with his tongue – enough women had told him so – and he
knew this snotty little bitch was no different from the others. His eyes squinted with
wanton anticipation as he thought of his aching distended cock pounding into this ripe
young bitch's pussy, filling her sex-starved, empty belly with his hot scalding sperm...
reaming her tight little vaginal hole like she'd never had it before!
Furrowing his nose into the moist juiciness of her lewdly craning pussy-hole, Martin
fastened his teeth ever so gently on her tiny sensitive clitoris. He knew he'd found it
when her whole naked buttocks suddenly quivered violently, sending a ripple of lewd
sinful pleasure shivering along Jean's spine.
Unbelievably, the humiliated blonde felt her tiny pink nipples suddenly grow hard,
poking painfully into the rough fabric of the sofa cushion beneath her breasts. Oh, my
God, what's happening to me... What kind of an animal is he making me? I'm no better
than this filthy beast! I can't help myself! I can't stop this awful burning that's raging
inside me!
Teasingly, the lustfully minded employment agent rolled the tiny bud of her throbbing
clitoris between his partially clenched teeth, feeling the little nub harden and swell as he
nibbled at it, licking it roughly with his tongue, causing the naked young wife to
squirm in a desperate attempt to escape the agonizing assault on her unbiddenly
seething loins. She tried vainly to clench her firm wriggling buttock-cheeks together,
hoping she could shut' off his salacious attack, but he held the fleshy half-moons tightly
in his grip and his fingers bit into her sensitive nakedness painfully when she tried to
pull away, leaving bright, criss-crossing red welts across her cream-white buttocks.
Jean's eyes were shut tight but still the tears streamed like rain down her cheeks. Oh,
Bob I need you so much! Oh, God, how I wish you were here, Bob! You'd get me out
of this! You'd know how to handle this evil man!
But as those very thoughts raced across her tortured mind, the alluringly positioned
young wife began to be shatteringly aware of a new sensation of lewd burning desire
ravaging her belly – a raging hot flame fanned with seven long months without a man
– a flame she'd tried so hard, so very very hard to suppress.
Oh, no, please God! Don't let this awful thing happen to me!
Chuckling to himself as his victim's lush naked hips began to slowly and involuntarily
grind in a quiet steady rhythm, making tiny concentric circles, Martin nibbled
voraciously on her stiffly throbbing clitoris.
"Oooohhhh... please... pleeeeasseee!" she moaned, her mouth half-open, her eyes still
tightly shut. The tears had ceased to stream down her reddened cheeks, but her head
was tossed back, her long, honey-blonde hair trailing over her naked shoulders and
onto her back. "Please stop! I can't stand it! I can't stand it!"
I'll bet this is the first time she's ever been eaten, Martin thought. Well, I'll have to do a
real good job!
Pleased with himself, he stepped up the pace of his hungry ravishment of her treasured
vaginal crevice, his tongue alternating between the pulsing nub of her wetly distended
clitoris and the sensitive fleshy flanges of her seething young pussy. He had a tight grip
on her, holding her firmly in place, and he could feel her naked body shivering
spasmodically as her hips writhed shamelessly against his tauntingly swirling tongue.
Jean's quivering upthrust buttocks ground harder and faster as she shoved her hips back
to meet his tongue's lewd delicious probing. Though she fought it with every particle of
resistance her reeling brain could muster, the susceptible blonde knew she was rapidly
losing control.
"Oh, damn... it feels so good! Oh, I can't take any more! Please!" she choked, rivulets of
perspiration running down her spine to drip in the widespread furrow of her wantonly
undulating buttocks.
Martin knew he had her right where he wanted her. She was his to do with as he
pleased – nothing could stop him now.
With one last electrifying nibble, he released his tormenting grip on her lust-swollen
clitoris and raised his head to look over his helplessly kneeling captive one more time.
Her whole body continued to quiver, her hips grinding in their same steady rhythm as
a low mournful gasp slipped from her throat.
"Oooohhh, please... don't stop..." she moaned unconsciously. "Don't stop now! I was
almost there!"
His face smeared with a leering grin, Martin brought his ominous blood-stiffened cockshaft 
up into position poised at the fleshy entrance to her hot moist cuntal passage, the
lust-filled head brushing the pink softness of her hair-lined vaginal flanges just slightly.
Jean's whirling mind suddenly snapped back to a fleeting jolt of frightening reality and
she realized only too well how close she was to consciously giving herself to this man.
"No! Not that... I won't let you! I won't!" she protested.
Heedless of her tortured pleas, Martin buried his lust-swollen hardness to its hairy base
in the moist clasping warmth of her cringing cuntal vault, ramming it up to the very
hilt with one powerfully surging snap of his hips. The softly yielding walls rippled aside
in waves of delicious ecstasy as his throbbing shaft of impatient cock-flesh filled her
tender young passage completely, spreading her obscenely skewered vaginal lips wide as
his eager cock rammed deep up into her belly.
"Ooowwww!!" she moaned, her tender cuntal depths on fire as her tormentor's huge
cudgel pierced her painfully on his ruthlessly impaling thickness.
"Oh, please... Please!"
Her cries were fuel for the fire in Martin's loins and he began to slam his turgidly
aroused cock up into her narrow constrictive passage again and again and again...
Christ, what a tight little pussy! I'd swear she was a cherry if she hadn't been married!
Oh, baby, you're too much... too much!
With both hands, he reached around her full thighs and grasped her firm young belly,
lifting her slightly for even better penetration. He heard her gasp for breath as his
pulsing hardness drove from behind ever deeper up into the innocent depths of her
fitfully quivering womb – he could tell he was in virgin territory and it made him feel
good to know her old man was less endowed, unable to find just the right spot in the
depths of her tight young cunt to drive her out of her mind. She was undeniably his
now, and he aimed to give her a fucking she'd never forget!
"Come on, baby, back up on it! Suck it up in there real nice!" he chided.
His words made the forbidden lascivious excitement seem even more intense, and the
beautiful young wife found herself grinding back harder and harder onto his thick
impaling shaft, rocking her full naked hips from side to side as his conquering cock
burrowed deeper and deeper up into her defenseless vagina. Every inward thrust
brought new ripples of wicked desire coursing through her obscenely ravaged body.
Her breasts were crushed nearly flat beneath her, but her smooth rounded buttocks still
waved high in the air, grinding upward to meet his cruelly plundering lunges with
wanton erotic movements of her own.
His swollen throbbing cock felt like a baseball bat shoved up inside her stretched tender
cuntal passage, but there was no longer any searing pain, just overwhelming waves of
undiluted animal passion that swept over her in a surging fiery tide.
Reaching under her writhing, sweat-soaked pelvis, Martin lifted her higher, slamming
his stiffened aching penis deeper, ever deeper in the forbidden sanctuary of her tight,
lust-moistened pussy-channel. His fleshy cock-spear slipped in and out of her hungrily
clasping vaginal sheath easily, coated profusely with her lubricating juices, the excess
seeping from her clutching cuntal lips to trickle down her smooth quaking thighs.
He rocked his hips back, pulling his stiff member from her greedy cunt until only the
bulbous tip remained between her tautly stretched pussy-lips. Like a voracious mouth,
her moist vaginal lips held the swelled knob of his eager cock tightly inside the warm
shelter of her wetly clasping passage, reluctantly allowing the glistening shaft of long
thick hardness to slide from their rapacious grip. There could be no doubt about it now
– she was his, and only seconds away from complete lascivious abandonment.
"Oh God... don't stop! Don't stop! That's it... Harder... Harder!... HARDER!! PLEASE
HARDER!"
Martin knew the end was close and with every ounce of strength left in his body he
pounded violently into her eager heated pussy, gritting his teeth and tightly clenching
the muscles of his buttocks in a desperate effort to hold back the seething flood that
filled his balls so painfully he thought they'd explode.
Just-one-more-deep-grinding-thrust. Just-one-more!
"Oh damn... I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Don't stop! Don't Stop! Aaaggghhh...
oooooohhhh..." she chanted unconsciously below him.
Slamming his hairy, sweat-drenched pelvis against her wildly grinding buttocks, Martin
buried his throbbing cock right up to the hilt in the wet juicy furrow of her greedily
clasping cunt. With a loud gasping cry of relief he felt his hot surging sperm course the
length of his painfully swollen cock to explode in a giant torrent of fiery sticky sperm
far up into her belly, filling her young, hungrily sucking cuntal hole for the first time in
seven long, agonizing months.
Jean felt the muscles spasm from her toes right up to her head as the surging throes of
her climax ran its devastating course. Her ravished vaginal passage hungrily gulped up
every precious drop of spewing, life-giving liquid as it pumped into her with spurt after
spurt after spurt of hot searing ecstasy.
Finally, releasing his grip on her thighs, Martin dropped the spent young wife back
onto the sofa and she fell forward, collapsing in a heaving gasping heap across the
tattered cushions.
Martin's rapidly deflating penis slipped from her taut, juice-soaked cunt with an
obscene sucking sound as she fell forward, leaving behind a trail of sticky white semen
that dangled for a moment from the end of his rubbery cock-head, hanging lifelessly
between his bulky, hair-covered thighs, before dripping onto the sofa in a tiny lewd
puddle.
He reached for his undershorts, and wiped his limp cock clean with them, blotting up
the lurid mixture of his own sperm and the depraved wife's love-juices from his
dangling leathery balls. Then he tossed the soiled undergarment aside.
"Baby, the job's yours if you want it," he said after a long pause. "I'll see to that."
Jean pulled herself up from the sofa, then began collecting her clothes from the floor
where they'd fallen, moving slowly and gingerly to ease the throbbing taunting pain
between her legs.
Oh God, what have I done! What has happened to me!? Have I turned into some sort
of tramp? Oh, how will I ever tell Bob about this? I'll die first! I'll die!


Chapter 3


Twenty-four hours did a lot to ease the agony of that long hour in Bill Martin's seedy
office, and Jean Clark was now far better equipped to deal with the memories rationally
than when she had come home alone, her face reddened and streaked with tears, the
afternoon before.
Jean sat up in bed, ashamed of having slept so late, but she excused herself this time –
there were plenty of reasons to let her off the hook just this once. Reluctantly, she
climbed out from under the sheets, pulling down her nightgown as she stepped
painfully to the floor, grimacing as a searing charge of pain shot from between her
bruised tender thighs.
The young blonde stepped gingerly to the bathroom and turned on the faucets to
prepare a nice long hot soak, and sat back to wait for the tub to fill. But the steaming
water was so inviting she decided not to wait, and hastily yanked the nightgown over
her head, pulled down her bikini panties and stepped into the still-shallow bath. She
splashed a little warm water on the cold ceramic tub so she could stretch out without
touching the chilling surface.
The deepening water seemed to engulf her like an ocean wave, rising higher and higher,
easing away her aches and soreness like gallons of liniment. In a few seconds she
caught herself falling asleep, sprawled luxuriously in the whirling water, really relaxed
for the first time since those horrible minutes in Martin's office.
Also for the first time, she was able to think clearly about what had happened and,
more important, what to do about it.
She'd thought about calling the police, about putting that disgusting animal behind bars
where he belonged, but it hadn't taken long to get that notion out of her mind. Just a
few brief thoughts about detectives, newspapers accounts, courtroom appearances, and
most of all, about how she could explain what she was doing in that man's office alone,
stripped down to her naked skin – that was all it took to convince the shamed wife
she'd have to forget about going to the authorities.
And for another few short moments, right after she'd come in from her nightmare at
Bill Martin's, she'd thought of calling Bob, of the sweet relief that a few minutes of
hearing her husband's voice, even from so far away, would offer. But she knew he'd
know something was wrong, that he would spot her anguish no matter how well she
tried to conceal it. And Jean knew he mustn't find out, not now at least, not when he
was helpless to come to her side. She couldn't allow him to suffer like that – this was
something she had to come to grips with alone, without anyone's help.
It wasn't easy, going it alone. All tier life she'd had someone else to rely on, someone to
lean on whenever problems stood in her way. But this time it was different. There was
no one there with a friendly shoulder to cry on.
Daddy had always been around when she lived at home back in Wisconsin and, with
three brothers, young Jean had always been his special favorite. She'd always gone to
him when Mother said no, and he'd never been able to turn her down. And even
though they had never been really well off, she'd managed to have all the dresses and
sweaters and new shoes she could use.
Thinking about Daddy like that always made her sad, and she tried to put those
remembrances out of her mind. That cold night in 1969 had ended all those warm
sunny days with her father – that dark night she'd spent with her mother and brothers
huddled around his hospital bed while he choked through his last few moments on
earth, one hand tightly gripped in his wife's, the other in Jean's.
Bob had come into her life only a few months later, right after she'd graduated from
high school. He had been working for the summer at the service station where her
family always took their business, and she'd taken a liking to him right from the start.
She remembered it like it was yesterday – the way he'd looked at her when she took
the family car in that sunny June day. He had seemed quite bold, she recalled, not like
the boys she'd dated in high school, and a whole lot better looking. So brazen was he,
in fact, he asked her for a date before she even knew his name.
And that was the beginning – a year later they were married, after Bob was forced by
Uncle Sam to drop out of Adams College. Now he was halfway around the world, but
he might as well have been in outer space since the only letters she got were weeks
apart sometimes. Bob had explained about that before he left. About how he hated to
put his feelings into words, how it nearly killed him to have to write a letter. Jean
understood about that, and the interminable waits between letters were getting a little
easier to swallow now that she had been alone so long.
She knew she could have gone back to Wisconsin and stayed with her mother while
Bob was overseas, or even with Bob's folks in Minneapolis. But she'd followed him
halfway across the country to Fort Ord, California before they were even married, and
going home again seemed the farthest thing from her mind now. Even being alone, the
Monterey Peninsula was a lot better than Oshkosh, Wisconsin.
Reluctantly, the lovely nineteen year old brushed aside all her fond memories, deciding
it was time to get out of the tub before she wrinkled like a prune.
She stepped dripping onto the cold tile floor and reached across her clean clothes for
the towel she'd forgotten to place by the tub, sloshing a trail of water over her clean
brassiere and panties.
Damn it! she muttered to herself. I'll have to go get some more or run around naked till
these dry.
Tossing a towel around her shoulders, she marched into the bedroom and rummaged
through the top drawer of her dresser, looking for a pair of panties that might have got
shoved to the back.
Behind the slips and pantyhose, way against the back of the drawer, she found a stack
of letters from Harold and Amy – Bob's brother and his wife – bound together with a
rubber band.
It had been quite a while since she'd written Harold and Amy. and Jean made a point
of putting the letters out where she'd remember them, then made a promise to write
them that very night. She'd never known them very well, but she knew' Bob was crazy
about Harold, who was fifteen years older than Bob and that was enough
recommendation for her.
Bob had often talked about going down to Gilpin, New Mexico where Harold operated
a combination winter ski resort and summer motel. Harold had said many times that
there was a standing invitation open to Bob to come to work for him. any time he was
ready. Jean found her panties, then had a second thought about her letter writing, and
sat down then and there to write Harold and Amy a long letter. After all, they were sort
of kin, and she knew Bob would never find the time to write them.
Surprisingly, the words came fast and easy, and it felt nice to have someone to tell her
troubles to, even if she couldn't tell them about what happened the day before, and
soon one page became two, then three, then four, as she emptied her mind of
everything that had been weighing on her so heavily over the last long weeks.
I hope they don't think I've lost my head, she thought, writing such a long, personal
letter, but I've got to tell my troubles to somebody, and they 're about the only ones
left.
The very act of writing that letter acted as a nirvana for Jean's troubled thoughts. As she
reread the letter before sealing and posting it, she realized the very act of putting her
thoughts on paper had suddenly and inspirationally revealed a solution to her lonely
distressing problems. Almost mystically and immediately, she felt released from the
confining bonds of confusion and restlessness, free from all enshrouding worry, at peace
with her own disturbing emotion. Unbelievably, the answer had been revealed –
simply, unemotionally and irreversibly.
Rising from her seat buoyantly, as if a great weight had been lifted from her shoulders
– as indeed it had – Jean meticulously shredded the thought-revealing sheath of papers
into small jagged squares, then ceremoniously watched them flutter into a nearby
wastebasket like tiny shimmering snowflakes as they descended into the waiting mouth
of some deep dark cavern.
With her newfound sense of awareness, then, she quickly and methodically began
gathering together the personal belongings and memorabilia of her short marriage,
swiftly and neatly packing them, and by early afternoon had closed her small bank
account, had the six year old Falcon restored to passable running order and was
skimming south on U.S. 101 headed for Gilpin, New Mexico, without having so much
as one single nostalgic memory for her former residence.


Chapter 4


At precisely 10:30 p.m., Harold Clark rose from his comfortable recliner, slipped on a
light sweater and, without a word to Amy, his svelte, dark-haired wife, who sat
contentedly munching a snack of hot-buttered popcorn and creme soda, left his
manager's quarters to make his nightly inspection tour. In passing his lovely fourteen
year old daughter, Sheila, who sat hunched over her homework at the corner desk, he
smiled. At the sound and vibration of his footsteps, one of the two German shepherds
curled at her feet pricked his ears, head rising, then routinely rose and silently followed
his master.
Together the two males of the Clark family walked out into the clear, half-moon night,
leaving the three females absorbed in their own worlds; one contented with the
television and food, one concentrating on her studies and the other drowsily paying
attention to nothing except the huge dog she was joyously chasing in dream.
For Harold and King, this was a ritual of long standing. Of course, what Amy and
Sheila and Mimi didn't know wouldn't hurt them. There were certain advantages to
owning and managing a resort complex which none of the female Clarks would ever
understand. And that was why Harold consistently resisted his wife's complaining
suggestions about being tied down. Although it was true, it was also the only complaint
she could logically use in her attempts to persuade him to move. In all other areas they
were head and shoulders above their American counterparts. In the sixteen years they
had been in Gilpin, Harold had compounded a modest investment into a thriving
business from which he could – at the ripe old age of thirty-six – comfortably retire,
and without working another day in his life, live at leisure in the manner to which they
were accustomed. And besides, Gilpin was ideally suited to their tastes – small, friendly
and congestion-free, with a clear, clean-aired panorama matched only by a handful of
places in the world.
That was the trouble, he thought, stopping for a moment to affectionately stroke King's
smooth-coated head: women didn't know when they were well off.
As they continued their rounds of the first of four long, two story buildings – the first
and second sections were used for transient lodgers, the third and fourth for monthly,
seasonal or yearly – he stopped to recoil a garden hose that some enterprising
youngster had left haphazardly across the walk, then continued on.
As they moved, Harold's eyes were ever watchful, glancing into windows, hoping to
catch glimpses of women tenants in some stage of careless undress. However, it wasn't
until he walked through the third section, where he removed a child's tricycle and a
pair of roller skates from the walk, that he was rewarded with a flash of naked flesh as
the young widow with the two obstreperous kids disappeared into her bathroom. He
stood there, still and silent, peering into her bedroom, then after a moment, decided he
couldn't afford to be that obvious. Anyway, he was headed for a more definite goal. It
was almost always a sure thing!
There was nothing more of interest in the fourth section, where the resident swimming
pool was located, and he mounted the stairs to the vacant, second-story apartment at
the rear, letting himself in with his pass-key. He walked through the dark rooms
directly to the television set and turned it on.
Almost instantly the small screen spread with light, crackled once or twice, then began
focusing, delineating the blurry images into fine clear detail. Revealed was a room much
the same as the one he was in – the only glaring exception being that it was obviously
inhabited though its inhabitants were not at the moment present.
Harold touched a button and the closed-circuit video apparatus responded with a
picture of an equally uninhabited bathroom, from which, over the sets speaker system,
emitted a very clear drip-drip-dripping of the washbasin faucet.
Harold swore silently. The Arnolds must have gone out for the evening. Ordinarily, he
could have set his watch by the blonde's activities. By this time, she should have been
bare-assed naked, getting ready to take her evening bath.
The owner-manager was disappointed, but he had a half-hour to play with... maybe as
much as forty-five minutes, before Amy would become uneasy. There was no sense, he
told himself, in pushing his luck, or in provoking more endless arguments.
Patiently, Harold settled down to wait. There was still plenty of time... and watching
Cindy Arnold was always worthwhile!


* * *


Cindy walked into the bathroom and snapped on the light. Over her shoulder, she was
speaking to Greg, her husband. "Of course I know the rent's three days past due!" she
snapped. "That's just another reason why you ought to go down to the unemployment
office tomorrow!"
Greg's answer came from the bedroom. "They haven't had anything for me for the past
two weeks and they won't until the whole industry opens up. Those defense cutbacks
really hurt us this time!"
"So? Try something else. Why don't you sign up with an employment agency?"
Their voices carried clearly to the manager, watching in the darkness. She was in the
bathroom... and she was undressing, as usual. He was in luck. The luminous dial on his
wristwatch told him he had only waited for twelve minutes.
"Those agencies cost too damned much!" Greg stated.
So! It was true! Young Arnold had lost his job. That was the reason they hadn't paid
their rent on time. Damn! Harold didn't like the prospect of losing the young couple as
tenants.
The blonde woman had been one of the best ones he had spied on... getting his kicks
through vicarious fantasy.
He watched avidly as she undressed, her garments coming off, one by one, quickly. She
always did it the same way, Harold grinned musingly to himself. He knew every move
she would make. Her hose were always removed in the bedroom, then, first thing in the
bathroom, she slipped off her skirt. Next, her blouse came off, followed by her frilly slip
pulled up over her head, leaving only brief panties and a lacy brassiere.
Sometimes, then, she stood before the mirror putting up her hair, and he'd have to wait
to see her completely naked. Tonight, though, she wasn't stopping to put up her hair
with bobby pins, and slipped off her panties almost immediately, revealing the soft
golden "vee" of her pubic triangle and the smooth swelling curve of her hips.
Harold gasped as she bent over to pick up her panties, the fullness of her white ripe
buttocks presented to him momentarily, and there, between her thighs, he saw the pink
flesh of her tantalizing little cunt. There was the familiar throbbing ache and lurch as
his rapidly growing penis thrust out against his pants. Christ! How he'd love to fuck
that sweet young thing!
With a deft movement, Cindy unhooked her brassiere and slipped it off. The full
heaving mounds of her full, pink-tipped breasts were revealed, and Harold, watching
her, wished fervently he could get his hands on them. He knew it was impossible. She'd
never have anything to do with the likes of Harold Clark, or would she? Maybe she
would – under the right conditions!
Just as he knew he would, and always would, he reached down, unzipped his fly and
reached inside to bring his heavy erect cock out, his fist encircling it, holding it for a
moment before moving his hand on it to retract the foreskin. King, lying quietly beside
him, watched knowingly.
The conversation in the Arnolds' apartment had stopped, and Cindy stooped to turn on
the water in the bathtub. Harold gasped again, with that tiny glimpse he got of her
tight little pussy, and he imagined himself standing behind her, shoving his hard cock
right up into the soft liquid warmth of her clutching cunt.
His hand moved spasmodically, carrying out his fantasy, but his mind still dwelled on a
possibility. Certain conditions were present! If he played it right, maybe he really could
get her into bed... for real. A plan began to form in his mind.
Satisfied now with the water, Cindy stepped into the tub and lay down. In the darkened
apartment, Harold watched her every move as she bathed, his hand moving faster on
the shaft of his cock – until at last he came all over the floor.


* * *


The scene that followed in the Arnolds' bedroom would have been all too familiar to
Harold Clark. It was too bad he didn't have more time, but his hand had given him a
measure of satisfaction and, as he had spurted out his spewing semen, his mind was
made up. He was going to get it into that prissy little cunt... tomorrow!


* * *


Greg Arnold was sexually stimulated by the topless show he had insisted he and Cindy
attend and he was looking forward to tonight's activities in bed.
But he had had to wait. Cindy insisted on absolute cleanliness. They had to go through
the ritual of a bath before she would even consider having sex. Well, he went along
with it. There were a lot of things he had learned to put up with in this marriage
business... too many, he thought sometimes.
Then he went into the bedroom expectantly but he found her with nightgown on,
covered up and asleep, or feigning sleep. Christ! She had pulled that on him too
damned many times already.
He crawled in under the covers, naked. Reaching out for her, he said softly, "Cindy...
honey...?"
There was no answer.
Turning on his side, he moved up close to her supine form and reached out to cup a
full ripe breast in his hand. She stirred, turned on her side, her back to him, legs drawn
up, curling herself into a ball, and settled comfortably into the soft mattress of the bed.
It had happened this way too often. Frustrated anger rose in him, spilling over acidly as
he growled, "Goddamn it, Cindy! I know you're awake and just trying to put me off
again!"
Roughly, he reached down, grasped the hem of her nightgown and jerked it up above
her smooth flaring hips. There was a ripping sound of a seam giving way. Her thighs
were exposed, nakedly, his hand going in over the swell of her ripely molded hips to
the bristly "vee" of her pubic mound and trying to worm its way down into the deep
triangle of her alluring loins.
"You don't have to tear my nightgown off!" she complained.
"Things like that wouldn't happen if you'd just act like a normal wife!" Greg fired back.
"You knew I wanted it tonight!"
"But I don't!" Cindy snapped, attempting to writhe her heedlessly uncovered pussy
away from his searching hand.
"So why don't you let me work you up to it? Really get you ready for it, so you'll enjoy
it more?" he coaxed.
"You've never made me enjoy it yet!" She was caustic.
"Damn it. Honey, you've never let me do the right things! You hardly ever let me use
my hand on your clitoris. And if you'd just once let me use my mouth on your cunt,
you'd find out what you've been missing!"
"I'll never let you do that filthy thing either!" she flared. "And I don't like you to use
those dirty words!"
"Damn it, Cindy, it doesn't have to be this way. An argument and a big hassle every
time I want to fuck you!"
"I told you I don't like those words!" Her voice was cold, deadly.
"There's not much chance I'll stop, now!" he gritted, "anymore than I'm going to stop
wanting you... and I want you. Now!"
"Why can't you wait until tomorrow night?"
"Tomorrow and tomorrow again! Christ! I want it tonight! I've got a big aching cock
and I've got to use it on you! You're my wife! That's reason enough!"
"Go douse some cold water on it!" she told him.
"Yeah, I could do that, but I'm not going to, baby! I could jerk it off, too, but I won't
do that either!" he seethed. "But there's one thing I've been tempted to do. And I may
do that yet!"
"Wh-What's that?"
"Find another woman that knows how to fuck!"
"You... w-wouldn't...?"
"I sure as hell will if this hassle keeps up much longer!" It Was a flat statement. He
meant every word of it.
She turned toward him, panic beating hard in her. "You mean sex is so important to
you that you'd be unfaithful to me?"
"I sure as hell would!"
"Now I know what my mother put up with all those years!" she gasped in shocked
horror.
"We're not talking about your mother!" Greg growled. "We're talking about you and
me... and whether I'm going to lay you tonight!"
It had never occurred to Cindy that Greg, in his dissatisfaction, might turn to other
women for sex, the way her own father had. It was very important to her that her
marriage not be threatened. She would just have to learn to put up with it, agree to it,
even if she didn't feel like it. Then, too, that would be better than having Greg force her
to do it, as he had several times before when she had refused him.
Turning over on her side, facing her husband now, her reluctant decision made, she
said, "All right, darling, if you really have to have it, we'll make love!"
"Oh, darling, I love you!" His arms encircled her and pulled her close, the hardened
shaft of his stiffly pulsing cock prodding into the resilient flesh of her abdomen.
"I love you too... Greg," she said, sure that she meant it – it was the sexual side of love
she didn't understand. To her it was messy, sometimes painful, but never enjoyable. It
was something she had to endure, even moreso now, to keep her marriage intact.
Greg's admission of a temptation to stray had frightened her, had brought to mind her
mother's plight. She didn't want that! Why, she asked herself, couldn't she be the kind
of wife Greg wanted?
It was a dutiful submitting wife that allowed her smooth tapering thighs to spread,
allowed his hand to rummage at her pussy, his finger searching for and finding the still
flaccid tip of her clitoris, hidden down between the soft fleshy folds of her cuntal clit.
She lay there, her body unresponding, and went through the motions of receiving his
lovemaking, accepting his kisses, enduring the mauling of her breasts – his mouth
following his hands to kiss and suck her nipples, finally, into erection under their
stimulation. Then, as he swarmed against her, deep in his own passionate need, she
parted her thighs, lying on her back to be mounted. Cradling her husband between her
legs, she lay there quietly, unable to respond in the ways she knew she should. Greg's
hard turgid cock went up into the unready dryness of her cuntal sheath, hurting her,
causing her irritation – but she wouldn't let herself cry out in protest! She had made up
her mind not to deny him – but she denied herself, denied her own sexuality.
And Greg, sensing that she felt nothing, that it made no real difference to her, that she
was going through the motions by allowing him to use her body, did just that. He used
her.
With quick jackhammer strokes he thrust almost brutally up into the resilient cuntal
passage of his wife, intent only upon attaining his own orgasm in the full knowledge
that she would not climax. She never had... yet. Sometimes he thought she was afraid of
it, that she wouldn't let herself go so that she could. Frigid... that was the one word that
described his wife, he decided. But the hell of it was he didn't know how to help her!
Then, thundering to his own ejaculative orgasm, his passion-hardened cock spewing
forth his hot white sperm, he collapsed on top of her, his need for sexual release
fulfilled.
Cindy felt nothing. She had been used again, and there was a great emptiness inside
her.
Finally, after several long minutes, Greg's penis returned to softness inside her belly,
and he rolled from her to go promptly to sleep.
Lying beside him, Cindy was sleepless. This time, as it had been on a few other
occasions, she had felt the beginning of a slow burning sensation, almost like a promise
of things as they could be. But the tiny flickering fire in her loins was extinguished
almost before it sparked momentarily into life.
There had to be something in it. Whatever it was, why did it elude her so completely?
It was true, just as Greg had said before – there was no reason why her mother's
problems should become hers... and yet, Cindy's married life was like a rerun. How is
the pattern broken? How do you break through the barrier of attitudes learned at an
early age?
Feeling that great hollow, empty void in her womb, Cindy wondered how it was that
she had gone into her marriage expecting so much from it... and had found so little. It
was hard for her to realize that a year of marriage had changed her so much, yet she
had changed so little in the ways that were most important. Now if she weren't careful,
her marriage could come to a tragic end. In divorce. She must heed that warning!


Chapter 5


When Harold Clark and King returned to the manager's apartment – which was
actually four of the smaller rooms in section one converted into a two-story apartment
with kitchen, living room and office downstairs and two baths – Amy had gone to bed
and Sheila, with Mimi asleep at her feet, was still hunched over her homework.
"Working kind of late, aren't you, honey?" Harold asked, frowning then smiling as his
daughter looked up to meet his gaze.
"I've got a mid-term tomorrow, Daddy!" she said with breathless teenage intensity.
"Don't you remember? The one I told you about at dinner!"
"Sure, sure honey," he replied quickly. "Sorry, I guess I forgot."
"Oh, Daddy! You're always forgetting! I hope you didn't forget about the new dress for
the school dance Friday night!"
"No, no, I haven't forgotten," he said, slipping his arm around his daughter's shoulders
affectionately, then brushing her cheek with a quick kiss. "Don't stay up too late,
though. You need your rest."
"Oh Daddy!"
"Goodnight, honey."
"Night, Daddy," she said softly, her attention already returned to the book 'lying upon
the desk.
"I've already locked up," Harold said from the stairwell. 'The vacancy sign's off and all
the doors are locked."
"Umm," she said absentmindedly and without looking up from the book.
"Come on, King. Time for bed."
Immediately, Sheila swung around in her chair. "P-l-e-a-s-e let him stay, Daddy. He and
Mimi keep me company."
Harold paused on the next tread, a curious subconscious thought nagging at his
memory. What was it? Something about King... something about King remaining with
Sheila...
... Oh, well, it mustn't be very important or else he would remember it. "Okay, honey.
But remember – not too late now."
"Okay, Daddy. I won't. Goodnight."
"Goodnight."
After the sound of water running had stopped in the upstairs bathroom and the door to
her parents' bedroom had closed softly but audibly, Sheila immediately closed the book
she had been staring at without turning a page for the past twenty minutes and began
hurriedly turning off all the downstairs lights, moving familiarly through the living
room until only a dim illumination filtered down the stairwell and into the room from
the upstairs hall light.
As she turned to go up to her bedroom, a raggedy gasping sound like an old car on its
last legs drew her attention to the large picture window which looked out on the
resort's driveway. Moving silently and cautiously around the sofa, Sheila plucked at one
eye-level slat of the Venetian blinds, twisting it cautiously ninety degrees, so that she
could look out.
It was indeed an old car – old by Sheila's standards anyway – and it had stopped
directly opposite the office door. Probably someone looking for a room, she thought.
One of the inconveniences of the hostelry life, and one that at this time of night her
father forbade her to perform. It was all right when her parents went on a short Sunday
drive and she was left in charge, but never late at night. And ordinarily Sheila would
never have given it a second thought, but tonight she was in one of her devilish moods
and when she saw who got out of the old car, she was so swayed with surging teenage
adoration she resolved then and there to handle it herself. The thought that she was
doing her parents a service by not disturbing them never entered her mind.
To Sheila, the young woman who was approaching the office door under the light of the
half moon was easily the most alluring female she had ever laid eyes upon. True, she
did appear slightly disheveled – as did most of their transient tenants after an arduous
journey – but there was an underlying grace and beauty to the woman that transcended
the grimiest of situations. And it was rapt attention to this quality which kept Sheila
rooted to the window so long that the woman was ready to send the night bell into
shrill disturbing cacophony before the young girl reached the door to stop her.


* * *


Harold Clark nearly swallowed the cigarette he had just lit and stuck between his lips
when, after hearing voices below, he came down the stairs and saw the svelte blonde
standing in his office.
Hot Damn, he muttered reverently under his breath. That had to be the best piece of
action ever to hit Gilpin.
Mentally, his thoughts raced with the speed of rampant wildfire, his size-up and plan of
attack completed in no more time than it would have taken him to unzip the fly of his
pants. If she planned to stay more than one night, he would give her the room next to
the Arnolds, the one he purposefully kept vacant for just such occasions!
Smugly, Harold approached the office, planning to take over from his daughter who he
noted curiously was acting overly friendly to a complete stranger.
Sheila turned at the sound of approaching footsteps. "Oh, Daddy," she said buoyantly,
"this is Jean! Uncle Bob's wife."
Daddy's face shattered like a piece of fine china!


* * *


Jean Clark lay back in bed and gazed into the darkness of the slightly chilly September
night, hearing the soft sounds of shuffling feet moving down the carpeted hallway
outside her door. After an interval, all was silent save for the wind murmuring in the
pines surrounding the resort.
She was keyed up and unnerved by the long fatiguing drive from California but realized
she had only herself to blame. She could have just as easily taken her time, enjoying the
scenery and adding an extra night's lodging to the madcap two-day journey. But she
hadn't. Once she had made her decision to come to Gilpin, it seemed as though she
was being driven by some external force to get there, a force which she had no control
over. With each wearisome, tire-humming mile the lame Falcon had seemed to
communicate to her a message, each methodical tattooing revolution of its ageknocking 
tappets echoing a hypnotic need for haste.
But now it seemed as if it had all been for naught. The little car had made it, as had
she, unscathed. And Gilpin had been a pleasant yet curious surprise. After leaving U.S.
70 at Lordsburg, she had taken the state highway that passed through the heart of Gila
National Forest, entering the dimly lit, tree-lined main street of Gilpin shortly before
eleven-thirty. The buildings on the main thoroughfare were in a state of aging disrepair
and it was obvious, from the newly boarded-up windows of some of the stores, that the
community was experiencing hard times. Jean had the distinct impression as she passed
the town's central square, dominated by what appeared to be an authentic ceremonial
Indian Hogan, of being in another era... as though the clock had stopped in Gilpin
shortly before the turn of the last century.
After a few blocks she had come to a huge, tastefully crafted mural depicting the local
mountain scenery, into which had cleverly been interlaced the wares offered by the
Silver Mountain Resort. And set into the dark frame of the mural was soft, but
candescent, recessed lighting, and after a moment Jean realized that nowhere in Gilpin
had she seen the usual, and all too common, garish Madison-Avenue-inspired ballyhoo
nor a single blinking, winking, twinkling neon light.
Set off to the left – where a narrow macadam lane meandered rustically into a thick
grove of stately pines – reposed the impressive bulk of the Silver Mountain Resort. Jean
had really not known what to expect – of either Silver Mountain or its owners – and
both had been a welcome surprise.
Now she fluffed up her pillow, then stretched one lovely arm out to the nightstand
where she had left her cigarettes. Lighting one, she leaned back, remembering as she
stared at the ember glowing in the velvety blackness...
There had been a rather curious reaction to her arrival at her brother and sister-in-law's,
she thought: Looking as if he had suddenly been seized with an acute pain, Harold had
stammered a greeting, shaken her hand – rather awkwardly, she thought – then led her
into the living room. While Sheila was in the kitchen making her a sandwich and a cup
of tea, Harold Clark began to regain his composure and, as she explained the purpose
of her visit, his mood changed from quiet curiosity to ecstatic extroversion.
Shortly after his daughter returned with the snack, Harold excused himself, leaving Jean
alone with Sheila in the modestly decorated living room. Even though the young girl
seemed a bit too sensual and flippant for her age, Jean had decided that she liked her
and, although weary, she felt like talking with her awhile before going to bed. But
Sheila soon ran out of questions to ask and began yawning.
Quickly then, Jean finished her tea and followed Sheila up the stairway to the second
floor. She was shown to the first of two rooms on the left of the hallway, as Sheila
explained that the end room was hers, and that between them was a bath, accessible
from both bedrooms. It wasn't until after Sheila left her that a weary Jean realized she
had left the car outside the office, unlocked and with her suitcase in it.
Quietly she had slipped downstairs and out to the car, locking it and the office door
behind her when she returned. As she moved across the dimly lit living room and
started up the stairs, she was startled into immobility by an unexpectedly loud snail!'
But it was only King, the Clark's beautiful German shepherd, sitting at the head of the
stairs, who had apparently come out of his young mistress's room to check out an
unusual noise and an unfamiliar scent. Jean petted him affectionately on his sleek head,
then entered her room as he continued on down the hallway to the open door of
Sheila's room.
After changing into her nightgown, Jean knocked lightly on the bathroom door and,
receiving no answer, entered, washed, then slipped gratefully into the unfamiliar bed.
That was over a half hour ago, and still she couldn't sleep. She stubbed her cigarette in
the ashtray irritably and rolled onto her stomach, pulling the light quilted covers over
her head – something she did not remember doing since she was a child – and
gradually, finally, drifted into a light sleep.


Chapter 6


Drowsing for only a few minutes, Jean was awakened by the sound of a muffled but
high-pitched human voice. Abruptly the startled blonde sat up. She thought she had
heard someone cry out, but now everything was silent, save for the murmuring wind.
Had she been dreaming?
Again, after a short interval, the sound began. This time it was lower, gravelly, as
though it had come from an animal. It was answered by an unearthly pleading tone...
almost as if someone – a woman – was being tortured! The attractive young blonde
rose from bed, illuminated by a silvery wash of light from the moon that hovered at
window level. She remained there, rooted statuesquely for some moments, the silvery
crescent of the moon igniting her long blonde hair into a glowing halo of tiny twinkling
lights and turning the diaphanous blue folds of her nightgown into a shimmering
ethereal robe.
"Oh, GODDDDDD!" a muffled woman's voice came from the direction of the
bathroom.
As if drawn hypnotically, Jean moved to the door, slowly turned the knob and softly
entered into the darkness. Here the voice was clearer, groaning tremulously in an
agonized whisper that tightened Jean's stomach into a frightened knot. Above the voice,
she heard a low unearthly whining, then: "Oh, yessss. yesssss, do it like that!"
Jean recognized the voice as Sheila's, her tone begging, insistent. The young visitor
pushed herself against the tiled wall next to the adjoining room, uncertain what to do.
Again the moans penetrated through the wall, reverberating with a greater urgency, and
Jean recoiled from the wall, determined now to flee, to leave alone something that was
none of her business.
At the door to her own bedroom she stopped. The girl's whimpering tones had
suddenly changed from insistent moans to low breathless gasps of... of painful
pleasure!!! Instinctively she knew the feelings that accompanied that sound, for had she
not experienced them herself at the hands of Bill Martin only three days before?!
For long moments then, Jean stood immobile in the darkened bathroom, her mind
whirling in confusion. It was all so terribly upsetting. She hadn't asked to be put in this
situation, but through her own foolishness, here she was! Now she must find out. And
there was only one way!
She breathed deeply and placed her finger delicately on the doorknob to Sheila's room.
As though watching herself in a dream, she slowly inched her body gently against the
door. It made a tiny squeak and she stopped, momentarily afraid she would be detected.
Then, recalling the times when as a child she had slipped into her parents' bedroom
when frightened by a bad dream, she became instinctively aware of how much pressure
to place on the knob so as to turn it without making a sound. Her whole body tensed
as it turned softly and she felt it begin to give against her pressure.
"Oh, do it, do it!" Sheila's slightly high-pitched voice hissed, and then there was the
unmistakable rhythmic creak of bedsprings.
Jean's heart seemed to stop, and she dared not breathe. For a moment she feared she
had been heard pushing steadily against the now unlodged door. But no! – There were
still strange rhythmic sounds coming through the crack. The door gave a little against
her gentle pressure and quite clearly she could make out heavy staccato-like breathing,
the creaking tempo of bedsprings and... and an animal-like snarl! Moonlight poured
through the cracked bathroom door from the bedroom's window, casting an eerie,
rectangular glow across the tiled floor.
Suddenly she realized what she should have known from the first. She paled, then
gulped in horror!
There on the bed was Sheila locked in a nakedly lewd embrace of intercourse with
King, the big male German shepherd. Good God, how naive could she be? What a fool
she was to have followed her curiosity when she should have known all along! The dog
had the girl pinned in a kneeling position to the bed, trying to pry her lithe long legs
open wider with his forepaws even though his wetly glistening penis was already buried
deep up between her obscenely upraised, writhing buttocks. The soles of Sheila's feet
pointed directly toward the door and Jean could see the heavy sac of King's sperm
inflated balls and nearly the entire length of his hotly skewering animal-cock, thrusting
in and out of the moistly gleaming edges of the girl's clasping cunt. God, it was a
depraved sight!
Jean began to shake uncontrollably, biting down hard on the back of her hand to keep
from crying out in dismay and shock. She had no idea whether the young girl was
enjoying the lewd act or not, but what really shocked her was the sight of copulation,
the reality of the perverse animal-human act taking place right in front of her very eyes!
She was shaking too hard to close the door so she just stood there, helplessly, trying to
regain her composure. It obviously would do no good for her to attempt to help
physically, and it was unclear to her whether Sheila would welcome any assistance.
Jean could see the huge German shepherd's furry body plunge obscenely between the
long white columns of the beautiful young blonde's legs, spreading them wide apart.
From this position the undetected observer had a perfect view of the two bodies, the
dog's forepaws clasped over the girl's shoulders, foreshadowing the softly jostling
breasts of the school girl, his furry black back taut and muscled, contrasting sharply
against Sheila's own smooth white curves. As he slowly withdrew his massively rigid
penis from her tightly clasping cuntal sheath in preparation to spearing hotly back up
inside her accepting cunt, Jean was able to see the actual size of the huge scarlet animal
organ. It was much longer than Bob's, and she couldn't see how a woman could take
such a big thing – it seemed it would go all the way up into Sheila's belly!
But it didn't. It sluiced warmly back up inside the wildly gasping girl who welcomed it
with an eager cry of wanton entreaty.
What had appeared to be a struggling motion coming from Sheila was clearly not that
at all! Jean winced as she heard the smack of the dog's stomach against Sheila's back.
The girl's unearthly whimper pierced Jean's ears like the cry of a wounded animal, yet
she could see the young girl's face contort in obvious sensual rapture!
Jean's heart pounded like a jackhammer until she was certain they could hear it across
the room, and she pressed one hand to her own ripely surging breast as though to dull
the telltale sound.
The obscenely coupled figures on the bed were immobile for a moment, then King
resumed the smoothly gyrating motion with his animal-buttocks over the impaled
young girl. Gradually then, he withdrew his long fleshy penile column, pulling it inch
by scarlet inch from the moistly clasping confines of the girl's cunt, then thrusting
obscenely forward, holding his lewd hardness there. Again he withdrew, until the
underside of the red tapering point was actually visible to the hypnotized Jean. Her
mouth fell open in shocked disbelief as Sheila's feet kicked upward, striking King's
slowly thrusting, hind-quarters, her heels now tight against his furry animal-anus,
straining to push him tighter up into her! The cords of her inner thighs flexed tightly as
she ground her clenching ass-cheeks back and up against the wetly glistening animalpenis. 
Her sensuously hollowing buttocks rose spasmodically off the bed as she strove
desperately to suck the length of hotly throbbing dog-cock back into the fleshy pink lips
of her unsatiated cuntal sheath. A moist sluicing sound echoed across the room as she
wantonly thrust her hungry loins back up to him, her pussy working warmly up its full
obscene length.
Sheila's buttocks had begun grinding faster now, and the groans and mewls of primal
pleasure were becoming more desperate as the dazed, almost unknowing gaze of her
watching aunt remained fixed in obscene fascination on the abnormally lewd coupling
taking place on the bed.
Sheila's insane backward, uplifting thrusts were received with answering jabs from the
dog's hind-quarters, ramming hard up into her hungrily clutching cunt, pile-driving her
back down against the squeaking mattress.
Sheila hurled an obscenity at the dog as she squirmed salaciously, trying to regain her
former position. Fuck! The word sent a forbidden tingling of guilt through Jean,
drumming ceaselessly into her shock-seized mind. Her emotional stability seemed
suddenly adrift in a flood of guilt-laden sensation: Why was she here? What insane
female masochism was making her watch! God! she was as fearful of her own unknown
instincts as she was shocked by the debauched scene going on a few feet from the
bathroom door! If this could happen to Sheila – assuming that the young girl had
struggled at first – if Sheila could be driven to insane submission by that dog, it... it
could happen to anyone! Jean felt a slight electrified tingle dart menacingly up between
her own full thighs. My God, it could have happened to me!
She watched thunderstruck now as her blonde niece's buttocks gyrated up again, her
legs splaying but, her toes curling in lewd delight before the vicious rampaging of the
erotically incensed German shepherd.
Jean shook violently now. Despite the chill in the air, beads of perspiration had broken
out on her neck and in the warmly tingling cleft of her breasts. She knew she should
leave: Yes, return now to her bed, pull the covers over her head, seal out the depraved
sounds. But she couldn't!
Without moving, she shut her eyes, Again, she heard the girl's voice, deep and
groveling, as King fucked in and out of her hotly clasping pussy. Even with her eyes
closed she could still see his long stiff scarlet staff as it thrust into Sheila's hotly
gripping vagina. "Oh, oh, oh," came the guttural chant from the bed.
Jean turned from the door. Halfway across the bathroom, she froze. Yes, she too had
become excited, and she did not want to leave! A tiny smouldering spark had ignited
between her own legs, and vainly she tried to clamp her softly trembling thighs
together. But she did not want the pleasure to stop!
Stepping onto the bathmat in the center of the room, she slid the nubby fabric across
the floor to the bedroom door with her bare feet. Propping one leg on the rim of the
bathtub, she suddenly felt a shock of cool night air wafting over her wetly seething
vagina with shuddering ecstasy. What on earth was happening to her? Up between her
thighs her loins were pulsating strangely – not unlike the way they had shivered with
pleasurable sensation when Bill Martin's tongue had been obscenely tantalizing them!
She didn't understand it, couldn't understand it, much less comprehend why she
remained in the bathroom. She was in an almost mesmerized state now, as if she had
been concentrating on the pendulum effect produced by a hypnotist's dangling watch
chain and had fallen into a deep trance.
Her left hand slid down along her curvaceous young body, down the flat plane of her
stomach to rest on her own soft pubic mound, to rest there and then to begin to rub
back and forth, back and forth through the diaphanous material of her nightgown. She
could feel her warm slippery moistness flowing down her eagerly trembling thighs,
flowing freely from her wetly palpitating vagina. Her right hand fluttered up and
cupped one ripe tingling breast and she squeezed its lust-hardened nipple, feeling it leap
into even greater erection at her demented caress.
As she touched herself, she peered once more at the nakedly writhing figures through
the partially opened door.
Sheila's groaning was almost incoherent now, and her sweat-streaked body thrashed
about on the bed in wild abandon. Jean's hands caressed the folds of her own
nightgown, touching the suppleness of her warm eager flesh beneath, then began
gathering up the gauzy material, drawing it farther, farther, farther along her smoothly
curving thighs – until the triangular silkiness of her moistly quivering cunt was
revealed.
Holding the gown bunched at her waist then, she lowered her right hand to her own
soft pubic mound and began to rub it as she had done before, knowing in a dim part of
her consciousness that what she was doing was wrong – but still she was unable to stop
herself! Her outstretched middle finger timidly slid across the trembling, hair-lined
furrow until it came into maddening contact with the erect bud of her tiny clitoris, then
she circled her fingertip across the turgid secret pleasure center, bringing to her young
pussy a new, surging, warmly consuming pleasure.
She could feel moistness flowering gently beneath the fleshy folds of her slick cuntal
lips and she lowered her finger, insinuating it up into her tightly clasping cunt. A
moment later, her mind reeling in ecstasy, she was working her finger in and out, in
and out, as her thumb flicked incessantly at her hotly quivering clitoris.
Through the door she could see the dog's long, lewdly glistening animal-cock ramming
its way up into Sheila's wet clasping pussy, plunging through the damp curling blonde
pubic hair like a greased red banana. She could make out the large furry form of his
back arched up threateningly over the lushly naked girl who was once again pounding
her heels into his smoothly pummeling flanks. The girl's face was contorted into a lewd
grimace now, her eyes opening and shutting with each rapid plunging stroke of her
pet's lust-thickened hardness.
Jean shut out all knowledge that what she was doing was wrong, knowing that it made
no difference if she felt guilt or not. All that mattered was to reach climax before she
went insane with the lust that seemed to be ticking like a time bomb inside her
awakened belly, ready to explode!
Jean could see King's scarlet hardness splurging lewdly into Sheila, who strained back
beneath him, buffeting her loins up against the grinding assault on her wildly writhing
cunt as groan after fitful groan escaped her lips. Her head was flaying from side to side,
the moonlight spilling through her tangled blonde hair as again and again King
rammed into the insanely thrashing girl, his fucking strokes becoming more and more
rapid, causing the bedsprings to squeak obscenely with each thrust of his hotly
pistoning animal-penis which was bringing the squealing Sheila closer and closer to
relief-giving release.
Weakly Jean pressed her own body against the threshold of the bathroom door, her full
white breasts trembling sensuously, her entire curvaceous body quivering with
electrified ripples of erotic sensation that were sweeping over her, racing through the
warmly throbbing lips of her vagina and up into the deeper recesses of her ecstatically
heaving belly.
Her face was colored deeply with the wild pounding of her heart as she felt her own
orgasm coming, building within her like a surging, storm-swelled wave, and for a
moment she clung to the door, savoring the lewd pulsing pleasure tingling obscenely in
her wetly clasping vaginal sheath.
In front of her the two wantonly writhing figures were contorting spasmodically on the
sheet-tangled bed, a low bestial snarl escaping the animal's throat as the girl's whitely
gleaming buttocks continued their wild staccato pounding back into his furry
pummeling canine cock.
At the same time Jean could feel her own body begin to spasm violently as her
clenching vagina began to spew the hot juices of release in gushing spurts around her
worming fingers, immediately covering her hand, then streaming warmly down her
tingling thighs. Simultaneously, a muffled scream – which would have been piercing
and awakened the whole household had not Sheila buried her face in the bed coverings
echoed hollowly through the room, followed forthwith by a low animal groan that
signaled the dual fury of savage orgasm between woman and beast.
For several moments, Jean just stood there, her legs quivering wearily, her naked
buttocks swaying gently from side to side. She couldn't bring herself to withdraw her
fingers from her wetly nibbling vagina until the last dying throb of her climax was
stilled within her body. At last she heard the bed squeak in the next room, jarring her
back to consciousness. Peering through the crack of the door, she saw her young niece
lying alone on the bed. The girl's legs were still parted, her buttocks raised as though
she had been frozen in that fucking position. Her face was turned toward Jean in a
blank stare, her hands cupped over her young heaving breasts in a gesture of complete
satiation. Slowly Jean's fingers slipped moistly from her own requited cunt; slowly she
turned from the door.
As the young wife returned to her bed, pulling the covers over her still trembling body,
she felt the darkness of her guilt flood over her. She didn't know what had come over
her, but she was sure of one thing: She had to get control of herself before something
even more dreadful happened.
Her weary body curled sensually into the softness of the big bed and at last the
refreshing, welcoming arms of sleep glided smoothly over her confused mind.


Chapter 7


Jean bolted upright in bed, cold beads of perspiration covering her body. She shook her
head from side to side in an effort to clear out the obscene images that still lingered in
her nocturnal subconscious. In the dream, she had been standing behind the airport's
chain-link fence, waiting for her returning husband to join her, but all along the fence,
little boys of all ages pulled at her dress which had somehow become transparent and
she could see that each of them had their young penises in their hands, fondling them
and offering them to her. And then, coming from behind her, she heard a strange
buzzing and, looking around, she saw her father mowing the lawn that was growing on
the concrete.
And now, finally awake, the mowing sound continued. The blonde sat very still, her
blurred eyes staring out the parted curtains hung over the window to the side of her
bed. Through the brightness she could see the branches of a tree shimmering in the
dazzling light, and beyond she glimpsed the hazy form of a mountain rising behind
some buildings.
Where was she?
This room wasn't her room. No, she was somewhere else and there was even a different
odor in the air. It smelled of dust and age, mixed with the scent of new-mown grass.
And there was something else. She tried to move onto her side and felt the strange
rawness between her legs.
She drew herself up in the bed, pulling the sheets down from her breasts, catching the
reflection of herself in the mirror on the opposite wall. Her pretty heart-shaped face
looked tired with a line or two beneath her green almond-shaped eyes, and her
nightgown appeared mussed with a small tear at the neckline. She raised her hands and
cupped the firmness of her breasts, running her fingers over the slightly sore nipples.
And then she remembered.
She clenched her eyes tightly shut and remembered it all: The long tiring trip... and
later on her own lewd masturbation while Sheila and the dog, King, had twisted and
writhed only a few feet away from her... and then finally her own uncontrollable release
as the sensations of lust had built into an insane crescendo and she had succumbed to
her pent-up desires. Her inhibitions had given way unexplainably, with the fingers of
one hand sluicing wetly into the hotly gushing portals of her cunt until she had come
to orgasm. And that was what the odor was she smelled now, the telltale scent of her
own shameful lust. And that rawness and vague feeling of being spent and used had
come from fingering herself.
Suddenly a woman's voice came from the rooms below, and outside the window she
could hear the low groan of an automobile coming up the drive, and then there were
men's voices, and a door slammed shut. She rose quickly from the bed and made her
way into the bathroom.
She peered into the mirror above the basin and shuddered at the sight of her drawn
face, then turned the hot water on full blast into the tile-rimmed tub and poured a
handful of conspicuously placed scented bath beads in and watched for a moment as
the tub began to fill with the delicious-smelling suds. As soon as it was ready, Jean
knew she would soon begin to feel herself again.
Slowly she lowered herself into the steaming water, feeling its caressing warmth envelop
every inch of her firm young body.
Oh, if only Bob were here to make me feel this way, she sighed as she lay completely
immersed, the fragrant bubbles lapping at her chin.
She felt herself lapsing into a dreamy state as she swirled the washcloth over her erect
nipples. Then, unconsciously, when she began to wash her inner thighs, the cloth
lingered at the pleasurable place between her legs so recently satisfied... and yet still
yearning for more... more... for Bob's loving, doing it just the right way, slowly,
beautifully, passionately. Her fingers slipped up between the wet petals of her cunt, and
she began to flick at the pink interior beneath the water, the delicious sensations rising
within her belly steadily until there was a sharp rap at the door.
Guilt-stricken, the lonely young wife removed her hand quickly, instinctively covering
her unprotected breasts, and asked in a tremulous voice: "Who... who's there?"
"It's me, honey... Amy..." a soothing voice replied. "Are you decent?"
"I'm taking a bath," came the reply.
"I won't disturb you then," Amy said. 'There's a carafe of coffee on the dresser when
you finish. I have to go out for a few minutes, but I'll be back soon."
'Thanks," Jean replied.
There was the sound of receding footsteps, then after a few moments the apartment was
quiet...


* * *


Earlier that morning, Harold Clark had made it a point to find some work to do in the
resident section of the resort complex he owned and managed. He cultivated and
trimmed some shrubs, at the same time keeping an eye on the Arnolds' apartment.
He was pretty sure that young Greg Arnold would be leaving to go to the state
unemployment office. Knowing the extent of current employment, he also guessed that
the blonde's husband would be standing in long lines for several hours, waiting for an
interview. All he needed though was a half-hour or forty-five minutes alone with her in
that apartment. A feeling of unusual excitement at the prospect of what he planned to
do tingled through him. He could barely contain himself. As he worked and watched,
he built fantasies of the coming scene with the young blonde housewife, and he felt his
penis jerk inside his pants with the building anticipation in him.
Finally, Greg left the apartment, strode to his car parked in the carport at the back of
the apartments, and Harold listened as the young man started the engine, backed out
and drove off down the driveway. The manager waited a few minutes, then gathered up
his gardening tools.
Putting the tools away, he went into his own apartment and washed his face and hands.
Combing his dark hair, he looked at himself in the mirror, critically. He decided that he
didn't look too bad... a little eroded, perhaps... but still he wasn't such a bad-looking
guy after all.
Picking up his metal tool box to use as a reason for getting inside the Arnold
apartment, Harold headed for the front door. Amy, ensconced solidly before the
television set watching a daytime serial, looked up. "Where are you going, Harold?"
'To fix a faucet..." He kept right on going.
"Where?" the brunette asked. "... In case I need to get hold of you? Or somebody calls?"
"Over in section three," he lied. "42B... upstairs!" He went out the door swearing under
his breath. Goddamned nosy woman!
He was in a better mood when he knocked at the Arnolds' door. Cindy, who had been
dawdling over a second cup of coffee, came to answer her door, still dressed in her
nightgown and robe. She knew it must be Mr. Clark because he always ignored the
doorbell, preferring to knock instead.
"Oh, hello, Mr. Clark," she said, smiling.
"I'd like to fix that dripping faucet in your bathroom, Mrs. Arnold," he said, knowing it
had been a full two weeks since she had reported it.
"Well, that's fine. I thought maybe you had forgotten it!" She opened the door to let
him in.
"I'll only be a few minutes," he assured her, trying to look down the front of her
dressing gown as he passed her. Instinctively, Cindy clutched the garment tighter about
her.
"All right." She picked up her cup and saucer and carried them into the kitchen as the
manager headed for the bathroom.
Cindy would have preferred to be fully dressed with Mr. Clark in the apartment. She
didn't like the way his eyes wandered, but there was no way she could get dressed now
that he was working in the bathroom. She'd just have to wait for him to finish.
He actually did repair the leaking tap, replacing the neoprene washer rapidly and
efficiently. When he was finished, Harold came into the hallway and said, "I see there's
some damage in here!"
Cindy came to him and asked, "Damage? Where?"
'There's a chip in the bathtub!"
She went into the bathroom to look. "Oh, that!" she said, noting the nick he pointed
out. "That was there when we moved in. Don't you remember?"
Harold was thoughtful for a moment. "Maybe you're right," he said.
She was relieved. For a moment, she had thought they would be charged for something
unfairly. She smiled at him. "I'm glad you remembered!" Then she turned to leave the
bathroom.
Harold's figure blocked the doorway.
"There's another thing, Mrs. Arnold!" he said, his eyes hooded as he looked down at
her. "You're past due on the rent!"
She gasped involuntarily. "Oh! I-I'm sorry. Greg must have forgotten to drop it by," she
lied.
"Look!" Harold said, leering at her openly now. "Don't pull that forgot ting routine on
me!
I know your husband lost his job, and there's not much chance you'll be paying at all!"
Her eyes betrayed the woman's trepidation.
"I-I don't know how you found out, but we'll be paying you in a few days!" she said,
trying to sound reassuring.
"You're four days behind now!" he rasped, then his voice softened and with a salacious
smile he went on, "But maybe we can work out something satisfactory. For both of us."
"I don't understand..."
"Well, you're a big girl. I'll put it to you in plain words. I'll write off the rent... for three
or four sessions in the sack with you!"
Cindy was flabbergasted. It took a second or two for his brazen proposition to sink into
her brain.
"Mr. Clark!" she flared. "Get out! Get out... now!"
"Not until I get what I want!" he said reaching out to take her into his arms. "And it's
you I want!"
His arms encircled her, holding her tight, his mouth coming down to clamp onto hers.
She tried to twist from his strong grip, but she couldn't move. As he pulled her body
close, her loins came into close contact with his and she felt the rigid hardness of his
erect penis inside his pants prodding into her abdomen. Frantic fear gripped her. His
mouth on hers made it impossible for her to scream for help. God! Did this monster
intend to rape her? She had to do something to protect herself!
Suddenly she relaxed in his arms, allowing her body to sag back away from him.
Harold, thinking he had scored an easy victory, released his grasp slightly and took his
mouth from hers to say, "That's more like i... owwwooooohhhh!"
He crumpled at the waist, his hands grabbing at his balls as he grimaced in painful
agony. Cindy's swift desperate knee had come up into his groin, forcefully, the blow
catching him square in the scrotum.
"You bitch!" he coughed. "You fucking little bitch! You've ruined me!"
Cindy darted around him and bounded down the hallway, but Harold caught her in
three steps and shoved her back to the bedroom, sending her careening toward the bed.
Cringing back away from him, Cindy's eyes widened with terror as her landlord
dropped his pants and she saw his still massively hardened penis. She stumbled as her
knees hit the edge of the bed and sprawled off-balance. He was on her instantly and
bore her back onto the bed, hissing, "Don't scream bitch... because you haven't got a
chance if you do!"
"N-No... please...?" she sobbed, tears leaping quickly into her eyes.
He tore the robe and nightgown from her body to shreds. "I'm going to fuck you,
baby!" he told her, levering her thighs apart and wedging his hips between the smooth,
whitely tapering columns.
At that moment Amy walked into the bedroom. "You crazy bastard. I knew you were
up to something!"
"I'll take care of you afterward!" he grated, too hot to be disturbed by his wife's
presence. "Right now this little bitch is going to get fucked until she can't walk
straight!"
"And, meanwhile, I can walk next door and call the cops! They'll put you away for ten
years for forcible rape!"
"Like crap you'll call the cops!" he expostulated. "Because you wouldn't want to miss
any of the fun!"
Cindy struggled beneath him, only half listening to the talk between them and not
understanding it anyway. All she knew was she didn't want this man to do to her what
he intended to do.
"Let me up...!" she whined.
CRACK!
The big man's open hand slashed across her face. "Shut up, bitch... or there'll be more!
I ought to give you the full treatment anyway for that kick in the balls you gave me!"
Amy's laugh was brittle as she taunted, "My what a big brave husband slapping women
around like that!"
Cindy's hand went to her face in disbelief at having been struck by the monster wedged
between her thighs. She sobbed with both pain and fear.
"Stick around for your turn!" he sneered at Amy. "Or maybe you'd like to be in on the
action, too? Maybe she could suck you off while I'm fucking her. I'll bet you'd like that,
wouldn't you?" Harold taunted.
While all this was going on, Harold's stiff thick cock rode into the pulsating furrow of
Cindy's fearfully cringing cunt and, as much as she didn't want it, no matter how she
fought it, for the first time in her life her body began to respond to the masochistic
sensations building insidiously there.
Every nerve ending responded and her hips began to writhe and undulate up to the
source of those perversely erotic, sensual feelings. She couldn't help it... couldn't control
it.
"Maybe," Amy finally answered, noting Cindy's arousal, knowing that now there would
be no turning him aside. The blonde was ready to take him whether she knew it or not.
Then Harold looked down at Cindy beneath him and said sneeringly, "You are a hot
little bitch. All ready for it, aren't you?"
"N-No... I-I..."
"We'll see, damn you!" he leered at her as he raised his hips up a little. "Reach down
and put it in!"
"No!" she sobbed.
"You want another one across the face?"
"Oh, God! No... please..."
"Then put my cock in that cute little cunt of yours!"
She was unable to stop herself. Uncontrollably, doing his bidding reluctantly but with a
certain perverse anticipation, she reached down and gripped the warm pulsing shaft of
his mammothly pounding cock, knowing dimly, as she guided it to her own wildly
palpitating cuntal opening, that in doing so she was sealing her own fate; in that instant
she would become an adulteress. Her marriage was already endangered. Would it really
make any difference now? So many mind-boggling things had happened to her she was
too confused to sort out her thoughts rationally.
"Quit stalling!" Harold Clark snarled at her.
She did it. With a shuddering sigh, she obeyed him – and the dictates of her erotically
aroused body. Her hand moved, directing the blood-engorged cock-head to her own
wet demanding cuntal mouth. She worked it in tiny circles, gradually introducing the
tip into the viscously lubricated interior of her greedy vagina, hardly able to believe that
she was actually doing something so foreign to everything she had once believed.
Amy was an interested onlooker. There was a certain wistfulness in her, a wish that she
was the one taking that beautifully hardened cock into her own hungry needful cunt.
He had been right, of course, she was willing to take sex whenever – and wherever –
she found it. But she was being left out. Perhaps she could join in to make it a
threesome.
Damn! What could she do? It had to be something devastating... but not necessarily
hurtful. Then an idea began to form in the brunette's mind and she hurried out of the
apartment.
Meanwhile Cindy was transfixed. Harold flexed his hips and sent the throbbing length
and breadth of his cock plunging deep into the pulsating coral moistness of her
voracious vaginal passage in one long soaring stab. With a satisfied grunt, he felt the
smooth head of his ruthless cock flick past her womb's neck to slam forcefully into the
deep recesses of her vaginal cavern. As he pinned her momentarily to the soft bed, he
said, "Remember now, baby doll, nobody can ever say you got fucked against your will!
You put it in yourself!"
Wantonly, she thought: So...? Why should she care? It was done! She was being
unfaithful to Greg, had been in reality from the time she had reached for her landlord's
cock to guide it to her suddenly needful, demanding pussy.
There was nothing left now but to surrender herself to the marvelous sensations racing
electrically in her awakened loins, and she undulated her hips in tiny circles under him,
realizing that she could feel every inch of his turgid penile length along the clinging
sheath of her fiery cunt. She might as well enjoy it! Her values had been displaced,
disarranged. God! Could she ever sort herself out... after this?
She heard his voice grating in her ear.
"You want to be fucked now, don't you?" He expanded his insistently pounding cock
deep in her belly, sending out an urgent signal that foretold of impending joy, ecstasy,
rapture... and orgasm. Her body-mind received them and she couldn't believe it was the
Cindy she knew who answered his lewd question.
"Yes..." she responded with abject simplicity.
'Then beg for it, bitch!" His voice carried an edge of commanding triumph in it.
She looked up into his twisted face, leering lewdly down at her, not understanding his
command.
"I want you to do it... to me," she managed.
He was not satisfied. He wanted ultimate humiliation.
"That's not good enough! Beg me to fuck you!"
Just then Amy returned, clutching something to her. "He wants you to use all the dirty
four-letter words," she explained breathlessly. "He gets turned on hearing a woman say
those things!"
"Oh! B-but I can't!"
"You can, if you want to. It's only words like fuck, cock, cunt," Amy told her.
Harold waited. He flexed his cock deep inside her several times more. "How about it,
bitch?" he grated.
Cindy couldn't stand anymore teasing. She choked out the words he wanted to hear,
words that would get her what she wanted. "Oh, God, Harold! Fuck me quick! Fuck me
with that big cock of yours! I need it!" she whined, amazed that she could say them
without stumbling or stammering.
"Where?" he prompted.
"In my cunt! Fuck my cunt with your big cock!" she said clearly, her full churning hips
beginning to buck up against him uncontrollably.
Then, withdrawing almost all the way from her clasping cuntal sheath, leaving only the
bulbous head of his penis up inside, he slammed his throbbing shaft cruelly home,
burying it to the root in her wet accepting womb. Then again and again, his hairy balls
slapped hard up against her wantonly raised buttocks. And thinking only of his own
pleasure, he began to jab into her tender clutching vagina absolutely without mercy. He
was a rutting animal who had been denied until the end of his season.
As the big man stroked into her, Cindy rose to meet him, countering him, absorbing
him. She could feel the filling and fulfilling power of his great cock in her. She needed
it, wanted it, and she tried to match him with her own perverted wildness.
Amy, watching with fascination, her own libido keening for release, toyed with the
object she held in her hand: A vibrating dildo! She could use it on herself of course, and
she was sorely tempted to do so. Or she could join in, make it a threesome by
straddling Cindy's face, enjoying the sensation of cunnilingus while her insatiable
husband fucked away at the young blonde beauty beneath him.
Or – she gloated with the idea – she could try something else. She struggled out of her
dress, tossed it aside, and sat on the bed. Damn! She'd never thought of that! It would
teach her wander-lusting husband a lesson he should have learned about women years
ago.
Shifting herself to a position behind him, she knelt there, watching his flexing buttocks
as he drove his throbbing hardness into Cindy's greedily demanding cunt. She could
see the coral-line lips stretch, absorbing him, the glistening length of his pummeling
cock-shaft thrusting rhythmically in and out of the young wife's masochistically
tortured vagina.
Amy decided to do it. Reaching out, she caressed her husband's slaving buttocks with
cool hands.
"What the hell?" he growled over his shoulder at her.
"I'm just going to help you cum," she cooed back at him, dragging a finger through the
crease of his buttocks to tantalize his anus. "You know you like to have me play with
your backside while we're fucking. Wouldn't you like it now?"
"I don't... know..." he panted. "What do you... have in mind?"
"Putting a finger or two in you. You know it'll really make you pop hard!"
"All right. But go easy," he agreed.
"Don't worry. You'll love it!"
Amy teased at the puckered opening for a moment, then gently wormed in one finger.
He stiffened with a prodigious grunt, then, as his rectum adjusted to it, he continued
his feral pumping into Cindy's heated loins.
"You're right!" he exclaimed. "That feels good."
"I knew you'd like it, honey," Amy said. Carefully, then, she worked two fingers in.
"You want me to try for three?" she asked.
Recklessly, he answered, "Okay, baby, go ahead!"
It was a strange sensation he had not experienced for a long time, one that never failed
to heighten the eroticism of his fevered fucking, and he began redoubling his pounding
efforts. His aching member soared into the young tender cunt beneath him, his cockhead 
expanding, foretelling his impending release. Cindy was in rapture. She had never
known it could be like this, having a man bring her to such heights of sensation. She
loathed the man who was doing it to her, but she loved what he was doing. It was pure
sex – in its rawest state. A flashing thought overjoyed her. Now that she was aroused.
Now that she was aroused and knew what her own sexuality was, she would be able to
satisfy Greg... and herself. Maybe she was on the threshold of a new life, a rejuvenation
of their marriage.
"Oh God, I'm cummmmmmming!" Suddenly the adulterous young wife realized her
tormentor was spraying endless jets of white-hot sperm deep into her receptive belly.
Beneath him, Cindy writhed and bucked, her own orgasm beginning to come in
convulsive spasms, her face contorting in agonized sexual tension and ensuing release.
"AAAaaauuuggghhhhh!" she moaned. "I'm cumming! Fuck me harder! Harder!
Ooooohhhh!"
Amy watched, smiling, as her husband brought the young blonde to soaring climax.
"Beautiful...!" she murmured, feeling a vicarious searing need slash through her own
loins. She pulled her fingers from his anus and Harold slumped forward, relieved,
totally spent.
"You bitch!" he finally gasped. "You practically drained me dry. I thought I'd never stop
cumming!" he said, reaching down to grip his flaccid penis. "... I don't think it will ever
get hard again."
"Quit complaining," Amy scoffed. "You know you'll be all right in half an hour. You
always are!"


Chapter 8


In the bathroom of her brother-in-law's apartment Jean had finished toweling herself
after the long refreshing bath. Slipping into her robe, she entered the bedroom, crossed
to her open suitcase and, after searching for a moment, removed clean underwear and
her make-up bag. Crossing to the bed, she laid them down and slipped off her robe.
Inadvertently, her hand brushed against the make-up bag, knocking it to the floor
where it spilled in disarray, her lipstick-tube rolling out of sight under the bed.
Damn! she muttered under her breath, then quickly knelt and began collecting the
jumbled articles.
Where was the lipstick? she wondered. I didn't pick it up with the other things. Her
eyes moved slowly left to right. Nothing! Maybe it rolled under the bed. Lifting the
floor-length spread, she bent even lower, her face close to the carpet, her breasts
touching it, her shapely naked buttocks spread and raised in lewd enticement.
It was there all right-halfway under the bed. Balancing herself with the palm of her left
hand placed flat against the carpet, she reached for it with her right, stretching her arm
as far as it would go in the narrow space. It was no good – she couldn't reach it.
Backing up a little, she levered her body around until her weight was balanced on her
knees and elbows, then slithered forward, her hips arching up as her torso dipped and
extended, her head, shoulders and arms wedging into the restricted space. With her
chin touching the floor, she shifted slightly, bringing most of her weight onto her left
elbow as her right hand groped for the elusive lipstick. Her fingers touched it, 
graspedand it rolled away.
Damn!
Once again transferring her weight, she eased it off her elbow and onto her chest,
making it possible to scoot another three, perhaps four inches forward. With her hips
guiding her actions, she inched forward on her naked, flatly mashed breasts until she
felt the small of her back wedge against the edge of the bed frame. She could go no
farther, unless she began all over again and slithered back under on her belly.
Carefully then, for now she could see not at all, she began searching blindly with her
fingers, inching them along the bristly carpet, right arm fully extended, moving slowly
in an arc from right to left. Her fingers touched something cold and again it rolled
away.
Careful, now, she thought, easy does it. Slowly, ever so slowly, her fingers crept over
the carpet, her senses attuned for the slightest contact with that tube of cold metal.
Suddenly, like a snapping whip, her head banged up against the bedsprings and her
torso shot forward, wedging her helplessly between bed and carpet.
She had experienced a cold touch all right, but not with her fingers – with her naked,
lewdly displayed buttocks!
Something cold was nuzzling between her helplessly spread thighs!
She was hopelessly trapped, wedged between floor and bed, and her brother-in-law's
dog was sniffing between the cleft of her upthrust buttocks, his cold wet nose rooting
obscenely there!
Oh, God! What can I do? she wondered wildly. After the performance she had
witnessed last night, there was no doubt in her mind what he wanted. Perhaps if she
remained motionless, he would become bored and go away.
So, teeth gritting, she did her best to remain still, but every touch of the dog's nose sent
a fresh shiver of fright racing along her spine. She couldn't cry out... how could she
explain this to Amy or Harold? She'd never be able to look them in the face again if
they saw her like this.
She shivered anew as the dog's moistly quivering tongue suddenly lashed out, licking
the sensitive folds of her helplessly proffered vagina. Her whole body tensed and she
wiggled her buttocks, but he wouldn't budge. She tried again and in response he
growled, softly but menacingly.
She was hopelessly trapped! There was nothing to do but remain still and wait for the
frightening beast to go away!
Again his tongue licked over her puckered anal crevice, coursing down over the fleshy
ridges of her quivering pussy, along the deep furrow of her buttocks and up again past
the taut, brown-ringed hole of her rectum. She trembled in abject terror as the animal
licked her crotch from one end to the other... and he showed no signs of quitting.
Like the lashing tongue of a lizard, King's rough dog-tongue licked again and again at
the moist warm juiciness of the trapped woman's vaginal cleft, and she found herself
quaking from his savage contact – not from fear but from something she suddenly
couldn't control, a strange sort of primitive excitement that emanated from deep within
her naked defenseless cunt.
What's happening to me!? What's going on inside my body?! What is it!?
King's bristly tongue raced over her clitoris faster and faster as the huge dog lapped at
the tangy tasty wetness of her narrow slit. Jean's belly was knotted to the breaking point
and she strained to hold back a tortured, relief-giving scream.
I can't stand anymore! I can't stand it!
Hungrily King's lapping tongue snaked deep between the soft pliable lips of her moistly
cringing pussy, the rough tip brushing over her pulsing clitoris again and again, each
time sending a convulsive shiver racing along her tightly clenched cuntal furrow.
His hot probing tongue wormed up into the warmly trembling entrance to the mouth
of her vaginal channel, lapping at the warm wetness deep inside her grasping pussywalls. 
Her body was shivering out of control... she didn't know how much more of this
she could take before he licked her to obscene orgasm. Then suddenly she knew... none.
"Oh, no! Oh, no!... Ooooohhhhh...!"
She clenched her teeth to muffle her deep throaty moan, then lay there, heaving
convulsively in the dying throes of her sudden overpowering climax.
After a moment the huge dog left and painfully Jean backed out from under the bed.
"My, my. Aren't you a lovely one," breathed a woman's voice as Jean struggled shakily
to her feet, "and so appreciative of our darling King's talents." She chuckled.
The young blonde spun around to face the open doorway and her amused sister-in-law,
whose stinging words prompted Jean to gasp a denial, but before the thoughts could be
put into words, her climax-weakened knees betrayed her and she struggled awkwardly
to prevent herself from falling, instead bumping the bed and flopping backward onto it.
"Are you hurt?" asked the svelte older woman, hurrying across the room.
Jean blinked, looking up into the face of the woman whose eyes now registered what
appeared to be genuine concern. "No... I don't think so," she gasped breathlessly.
The older woman's hand touched her brow, brushing the disheveled blonde hair back
from her eyes. "Sure?" she asked concernedly.
"Sure," Jean answered.
The light touch of the older woman's fingers moved away from her forehead – moved
to trace along the line of her cheek and then down along her throat and onto the bold
line formed by her full heaving breasts...
"N-No... please... don't..." Jean choked out. She couldn't believe what was happening to
her.
Then Amy was on the bed with her, lying down beside her. Jean turned, trying to
slither to the other side of the bed to escape. She couldn't... she just couldn't let this
happen to her!
Female arms captured her, held her, and a hand was running shiveringly down her back
to her waist, continuing on down over her ripely contoured hips and buttocks. Amy's
throaty voice was in her ear. "Don't fight it... Jean... I'll make it good for you!"
"But, I-I don't want to be... like this."
The older woman's hand soothed her. And wondrously the gentleness of the knowing
caress somehow felt good, so restful, tingly, nice. There was no animalistic pawing and
kneading. All she felt was the electric-like contact of Amy's stroking fingers and the
curling of the woman's body tight against hers, her brassiere-encased breasts pressing
into her naked back, the warmth of her belly in close contact, all the way down to
where her heated pussy-mound pressed in against the smooth rounded firmness of her
buttocks. Then, a tiny, well manicured hand worked its way over her rib cage until it
clasped a full satiny breast with gentle knowledge, working at the coral-hued nipple,
causing it to rise hard and sensate.
There was now in Jean that same burning desire she had brought to herself as she stood
in the bathroom watching the perverse scene last night, and she was fully aware of what
was happening to her. It felt too good – but her reasoning mind could not allow it to
happen!
Her cry was muffled, strangling in her throat as she attempted once again to rise, to
leave that bed. She just couldn't stay there! "No... I can't do it... I can't let this...
happen..."
"Hush, darling," Amy whispered hoarsely in her ear. "Let me show you what you've
been missing!"
The older, more experienced brunette turned the young blonde wife to face her,
clamping her own lithe body to Jean's, her full generous breasts mashed tight to the
younger girl's naked sensitive mounds, her salacious mouth seeking and finding the
make-up free mouth, pressing against her lips in a passionate kiss, her tongue sliding
out, slowly, gradually, to twirl in sensuous circles, rimming her lips with sensation –
producing lubricity, without undue demand. Meanwhile her hands busily tantalized
Jean's luscious body, playing over her perfectly sculpted contours like a swarm of
hungry insects to transmit her own fiery need, causing uncontrollable slashing urges to
sear deeply through the blonde's already aroused loins.
Jean had never received such a kiss from a woman before, and at first contact, she had
felt revulsion and loathing. But after several pounding heart-beats she responded. She
began to feel a certain thrill of her own, generated by the femaleness of the other
woman's body. Tentatively, she put forth a timid hand and felt a bare shoulder. She had
not been aware of it before. Sometime during those first searing caresses Amy had
removed her dress and was now reaching down to unhook the clasps of her brassiere,
releasing the full abundance of her velvety smooth, shapely breasts.
"Here, honey, feel this," Amy crooned.
Hesitant, but unable to resist, Jean reached out to touch and fondle the other woman's
passionately heaving breasts, watching spellbound as the nipples coned to pert erection.
She felt a shudder pass through Amy's body and she realized that her handling of her
sister-in-law's breasts had been the cause of it. A weak sigh keened through the older
woman and Jean realized she, too, felt exactly the same thing... in the same way.
With a trembling moan, Jean sought Amy's mouth. Their lips welded together, tongues
moving in and out hungrily as hands were busy on each other's naked bodies – Amy's
with sure knowledge of experience, Jean experimenting, exploring here and there as the
fires in her continuously aroused loins raged higher and higher.
The beautiful young blonde moaned with a complete helplessness, groaning in utter
despair as she tried once more to fight against her feral depraved cravings with rational
thought. She broke the moist contact of their mouths, pulling away and muttering
across the short intervening distance, trying not to look into the smoldering eyes of the
other woman.
"I've never cheated on... Bob," she gasped hesitantly.
"What...?" Amy's tinkling laugh filled the room. "You call this cheating on him?"
"Well, yes."
"It's not the same, darling! This is girl-girl love!" she exclaimed. "But do you think he's
thinking about cheating or not cheating when he shoves it into another woman?"
Jean didn't know, and she wasn't sure whether or not Bob had been untrue to her. "I-I
don't know," she admitted. "But, it's the principle..."
"To hell with principle," Amy exclaimed. "This is woman love. There's a difference!"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean because I'm that way!" the brunette smiled archly. "I'M A.C.-D.C. I swing
either way whenever I can get it!"
"What do you mean?"
"I make it with men... and women!"
"Oh!"
Suddenly Amy sat up and quickly stripped herself of her remaining clothing. "There,
that's better!"
Almost savagely then, the brunette turned to recapture Jean's mouth, her naked upper
leg moving in between the blonde's white tapering thighs, spreading them until their
legs intertwined and their loins met and mingled, the two contrasting colors nestling
close, the almost black pussy "vee" grinding in against the blonde one with animalistic
abandon.
Reaching over boldly, Amy pulled the rounded fullness of Jean's quivering white
buttocks in tight. Her hand moved down between them to the golden pussy-cleft, and
without hesitation she dipped a finger into the moist aroused opening. She found it
amply lubricated, telltale evidence of the younger woman's arousal. Then the finger
moved on to find the erect unhooded clitoris. It was hard, throbbing and taut, and Amy
began to stroke it ever so gently, stoking the fires of Jean's passion to white-hot heat.
Jean felt her sister-in-law begin to move, slithering down her body, rolling her gently to
her back, her mouth busy as she kissed her passionately throbbing breasts then began
to suck them, moving the nipples in and out of her mouth quickly, while she
maintained a constant exciting sucking pressure. The highly erotic sensations keened
through the younger woman, flashing through her with merciless insistence. Against
her will, helpless to control them, the blonde's hips began to move in a steady
countering rhythm to the sinuous stroking finger... and she knew she was lost, that she
had succumbed... just as she had surrendered to Bill Martin, to King and to her own
stroking hand last night.
"Oh... God!" she shuddered helplessly.
Now she felt those avid woman's lips moving down, down, over her ribs, down across
her flat belly, the agile tongue dipping into her navel, tantalizingly... and then the
gentle insistent hands spreading her thighs, exposing her palpitatingly needful cunt to
the other woman's lewd gaze. She was acutely aware that Amy's face was peering
between her widespread thighs and that those knowing hands were moving on the
smooth, softly velvet flesh of her defenseless pussy.
Then that mouth was kissing her thighs, her hips, her abdomen, the inner sides of her
thighs, gradually working up to her heatedly pulsating cunt. It drove Jean wild with
feverish anticipation. She knew now it would happen, and she was powerless to stop it.
And just before Amy's mouth reached that seat of eternal fire, a disquieting thought
charged through Jean's mind: Somehow, she knew in that instant, she would be
changed, transformed... that the act she now wanted, even though she knew in her
rational mind that it was wrong, would be a turning point in her life. In the
consummation of that act, she would become the kind of woman Amy was. A woman
preying on men... and women. A woman of insatiable dimensions...
Then it was there! Amy's probing, licking, tantalizing tongue was there... on her clitoris,
sending the most wonderfully erotic sensations to her brain, and Jean knew that there
was never in this world – or the next, either – a more rapturously voluptuous ecstasy.
But again that indoctrinated brain, loaded with its moralizing, its taboos and its fears,
interfered. "No! Please... no! Oh, God!" she cried out.
The working mouth paused. But she didn't want it to stop. Words came to her as from
a distance. She heard, but did not hear, as her senses reeled. It was Amy's voice from
down there, between her legs. "Relax, Jean. Enjoy! Enjoy!"
"I can't. I can't let you!" she whined. "It's wrong! Unnatural!"
"But you like it!" Amy countered, speaking absolute truth. And again she dropped her
mouth to the seething moist flesh of the younger woman's pulsing cunt, her tongue
probing this time into the heated liquid depths, searing into the clutching cuntal
opening, moving in then out to the rhythm already set by Jean's spasmodically grinding
hips. The swooping tongue flicked in and out with the measured regularity of a tiny
cock.
Jean could stand it no longer. She had to have it. If she didn't cum, she'd go mad.
Throwing all reason to the winds, conscious only of the electric-like sensations that
arced in her naked upturned loins, she cried out depravedly, "Oh... yesss! Oh, God...
yessssssss!"
The lustfully lapping mouth paused. "What do you want, honey? Do you want me to
keep this up until you cum?" Amy asked her.
"Yeeessssssss!"
"I've got a better idea, honey. We'll cum together!"
"How? Tell me how?" Jean was getting desperate.
"Have you ever eaten a woman's cunt before?"
"No... never!"
"Well, now's the time! You just do to me what I've been doing to you. That's all there
is to it!"
Swiftly, lithely, Amy shifted her position, swinging herself around to straddle Jean's
face, her own head falling into place naturally over the tender loins of the young,
golden-haired beauty she was seducing.
Startled, Jean looked up and saw the moist warmth of Amy's hair-lined cunt hovering
scant inches above her face, the brown puckered ring of her tiny anus winking down at
her. She knew what she must do, what she had to do! But her whole being rejected it!
Oh, God! How did I ever get myself into this?
With a swivel-hipped, wanton wriggle, Amy's vibrant pussy came writhing down
against Jean's face.
Jean's first impulse was to scream; she felt suffocated... trapped, but the contact of the
experienced woman's tongue with the quivering bud of her own clitoris elicited a long
moan of sexual surrender from deep in her chest. She gasped, her mouth gaped open,
and instinctively her face nuzzled up into the moist female furrow above her.
Unthinking, her tongue slithered out, probing experimentally, and found the tiny shaft
in its fold of hair-rimmed, blood-engorged flesh.
To her surprise, the slightly pungent flavor of the woman's pussy was not at all
distasteful, and she quickly became more bold, more dexterous, licking, then sucking,
following the example Amy had given her. Occasionally, she stabbed her quivering
tongue directly up into the wetly clutching vaginal opening. Finally she established a
lewd rhythmic movement to match Amy's licking and sucking of her own cunt.
Together then they began to spiral, mounting higher and higher toward the heights of
soaring orgasmic release, tongues licking and slashing in and out of throbbing cunts,
hands grasping, mouths gasping out little mewls and groans of mutual lesbian ecstasy.
Thus intertwined, head to loins, mutually giving and receiving exquisitely erotic
sensations, the two women came to the apogee of sexual climax.
It began for Jean first – a long shuddering convulsion of her body causing her to jerk
spasmodically upward with wave after surging wave of welcome orgasm spreading
throughout her fire-possessed body. It was a symphonic rhapsody, of sensations that
swept over her, through her, leaving her satiated, spent. Little did she recognize that it
had been her own voice moaning "AAAaaauuuggghhh! Oh, God! I'mmmmm
cuuummmiiinnnggggg!"
Meanwhile, above her, Amy continued to thrust her loins down into the younger
woman's face with wild abandon. Then she, too, arrived at that exquisite moment of
rapture. "Oh! Oh! OOoohh! I'm cumming! It's almost here! AAAAaaauuuggghhhhhh!"
"Oh, that was heavenly. Super!" Amy gasped.
Jean could only moan in half-conscious agreement. She could only crawl around on the
bed and offer her lips to the other woman again, clinging to her, confused but sexually
satisfied.
It was strange but true and, for the moment, she didn't question it.
But her ideas of sexual satisfaction, as it turned out, were nothing compared to the
greed – that was the only word for it, she decided – of Amy.
After a very few moments, the brunette had got up from the bed, delved into a bureau
drawer and returned with a vibrator, which she plugged into a convenient electrical
outlet. The device itself she strapped to the back of her hand, then, smiling down at
Jean, she said, "And, now for a taste of something different. I'm going to give you a
massage!"
"MMmnn, that'll feel nice," Jean murmured languidly.
"Nicer than you think, darling!" There was a certain lewdness in Amy's smile that Jean
didn't catch.
It was not until the vibrating hand began to move exhilaratingly over her abdomen that
Jean began to have the faintest inkling of how the vibrator worked, of the effect it
would have on her. She wanted to object, but then it was teasing at her recently sated
cunt, the oscillating vibrations transmitting renewed sensations of pleasure through her
belly as Amy expertly manipulated her instantly hard clitoris.
"Oh, my God! My Goddddddd!" Jean moaned as she came to another soaring climax
within a few short moments. She felt completely helpless to stop the action... or her
reaction. It was marvelous, and she spiraled and soared to another orgasm, and another,
and still another!
After a brief pause it was Jean's turn to do the honors, and she watched in amazement
as the brunette writhed in sexual agony, until she, too, came and came and came,
mouthing obscenities as she climaxed almost endlessly.
But Amy wasn't through yet. Her greediness for more and more sexual pleasure led her,
after they had relaxed for a few minutes, to show Jean yet another device guaranteed to
produce sexual joy. It was a realistic replica of a man's erect cock, a huge plastic
phallus.
Jean looked at it with wide-eyed awe. "It's so big. So mean-looking! And so real!"
"This will give you more of a charge than any man's cock ever will!" Amy boasted.
And from the doorway came a booming retort
"Like hell it will!!!"


Chapter 9


Jean's eyes went wide in mesmerized disbelief at the sight of her brother-in-law and his
dog standing in the doorway. And any thoughts she had in the way of explanation were
quickly dispelled as his hands went to his belt, then his zipper, and his pants dropped
with an alarming thud.
The shocked blonde watched hypnotized as his penis came into view, its dangling
length already throbbing into lewd pulsating life. She knew she should scream and put
an end to this filthy perverted madness, but she couldn't... her eyes were glued to an
incredible spectacle: the swelling serpentine growth of that awesomely rising cock.
Woodenly, she watched him slowly pump it into lustful erection, its fat bulbous head
throbbing with a life that knew but one death, its length so dilated that, beyond the two
beefy hands encircling it, one behind the other, there still appeared from one end the
unencumbered throbbing knob and at the other at least two inches of thick stalk that
merged into an overgrown forest of curly black hair.
Grinning lewdly then, Harold began to advance toward the bed, still holding himself
two-handed, his eyes feasting on the pruriently displayed body of his horror-struck
sister-in-law. At the bed he stopped, gave his wife one quick scorching glance, grasped
the forgotten lifeless dildo from her limp hand, placed it beside his own burgeoning
length and, relocking his eyes on Jean's, smiled victoriously.
Not one word had been spoken since his boastful claim, and now there seemed no
need. Harold was clearly in command of all their destinies. The boast had been made,
the instrument of proof had been graphically introduced – now all that remained was
the verdict. And there would be no hung jury, for the prosecutor was impatient.
"Bend over," he spat viciously at Amy.
When she stood there, not moving, not speaking, her eyes wide, not understanding, the
hand holding his burgeoning length unclasped, rose swiftly and smacked backhanded
across her cheek. "Bend over!" he repeated, his tone cold, deadly.
She did.
And Jean gasped audibly.
With the speed of a striking cobra, Harold's other hand jabbed out and up, his aim
perfect as he rammed the plastic phallus between his wife's thighs.
She groaned painfully as the force of his thrust toppled her face forward and writhing
onto the bed, some four or five inches of the huge dildo buried painfully in her
surprised cunt. Immediately both her hands snaked out from under her body and out
and around her full wriggling buttocks, clutching desperately in an attempt to remove
the source of her anguish, her actions curiously like one trying futilely to grasp the hilt
of a knife embedded out of reach in their back.
And futile were her attempts, for Harold stepped forward, placed one hand on the small
of her back, pinning her, and with the palm of the other crammed the remaining length
of the dildo right up into her cringing vagina.
Amy moaned, nearly lost consciousness, then felt the dildo vibrate into life.
Harold gloated lewdly. "There, you fucking slut! You're always hollering about how
great your little toys are. How does that feel?"
"Turn it off!" she gasped.
"No!" he spat. "You made your bed, now lie in it!"
"P-l-e-a-s-e..." she begged.
Jean turned away, embarrassed and afraid. Emotionally, she was suffering with the older
woman, but deep down inside her there was another feeling, a growing sensation
between her own tightly closed thighs that she could not – did not – want to name.
She was humiliated that something so obscene and degrading could affect her this way.
And she was afraid of her reaction, too.
Then suddenly her eyes opened wide with terror, a terror so real that she was sure a
thousand tiny rats' feet were scurrying over her naked body. But it was only Harold's
hand slowly inching along her leg, and she was powerless to resist. Her mind cried out.
No! No! Stop! but her body seemed unable to answer.
Harold's creeping fingers reached her pubic mound and she felt a shiver of... of fright,
intermixed with excitement, engulfing her like a cool breeze.
"No, Harold, please," she whispered. But Harold had gone too far to be turned away
now. He could feel the soft resilient pubic hairs only inches from that sweet young
pussy of hers and nothing would stop him now!
She gasped aloud as his fingers slipped forcefully into the cleft of her tightly clenched
thighs, then made convulsive contact with the tender softness of her moistly warm and
inviting pussy-slit. Wasting no time, his rigid middle finger quickly parted the soft
golden pubic curls, sought out its mark and plunged abruptly up into the taut fleshy
sheath of her helplessly cringing vagina. Reflexively, Jean tried clamping her naked
thighs together, but the time for such action had long passed.
"No, please..." she murmured as mindlessly her legs relaxed without hesitation.
Immediately, Harold's hand rammed between her legs, opening them like a steel wedge.
There was nothing stopping him and his whole hand suddenly fastened over the moist
tenderness of her soft fleshy cuntal folds, his middle finger probing inquisitively far up
into her wet warm belly, his lips suddenly lowering to her nakedly vulnerable thighs.
Again she was caught totally by surprise and that had been just what Harold was
counting on.
Spreading the ivory smoothness forcefully wider, he began to kiss his way up to the soft
golden triangle at the base of her squirming belly, nibbling tenderly at the sensitive
smoothness of her inner thighs, each gentle nip sending a fresh chill through her
confused, tormented body.
She opened her eyes just enough to catch a fleeting glimpse of Amy, her naked buttocks
now pistoning savagely up and down on the impaling dildo held between her hotly
engulfing vaginal lips by her own hands!
Jean blinked, then blinked again. Harold was towering over her quivering body like a
giant, holding his menacing cock-shaft between his two hands, looking down at her
with an evil grin.
"You like that, doll?" he said, leaning nearer. "I'll bet that kid brother of mine never
creamed you with anything like that?" he said, continuing to torment the horrified
young wife, relishing the contorted mask of fear that crossed over her face as her eyes
focused on the immense swollen cock above her face.
Jean tried to speak but couldn't. The words seemed to catch in her throat and she
couldn't take her eyes away from that hard fleshy instrument for a second. It pained her
to admit it, even to herself, but Harold was right. Bob's penis was large, but nothing
like this.
But God, it's so big! I can't take that thing inside me!
"Please, don't... Harold, please," she whimpered.
Jean couldn't move, paralyzed with the fear of what he intended to do. He was going to
ravish her – his own brother's wife. And there was nothing she could do to stop him.
There was nothing left. She lay naked before him like an excited young Venus as he
dropped again to his knees, panting like a starved animal before her.
So complete was her terror that she was only dimly aware of Harold's obscenely
groping lips kissing the flat plane of her belly, then nibbling their way down the soft
slope to the warmth between her nakedly splayed thighs.
He knelt before her like the savage he was, licking his lips lewdly in anticipation of the
orgiastic feast to come as the velvety pink folds of her vagina were presented to him like
a gourmet dinner.
With his hands flat between her quivering thighs, Harold spread the soft fleshy flanges
of her vulnerable cuntal cleft with his thumbs, slowly, torturously, drawing the puffy
fluted lips apart to expose the moist coralline slit to his cruel gaze. He watched it
greedily for a moment, then with an animal-like groan, buried his head between her
thighs and began probing his swirling tongue up into the spasmodically throbbing
warmth of her violated pussy.
A long low, soulful moan escaped the blonde's lips as her buttocks ground hungrily
down into the bed in a hopeless attempt to escape this maddening assault on her
defenselessly invaded cunt.
"Oh, God. Noooooo!" she whimpered erotically, unable to keep her eyes off her
brother-in-law's lust-crazed attack.
In answer, he licked frantically at her moist pussy-slit, his tongue searching and finding
her erect clitoris, then fastening tightly around the tiny, turgidly throbbing knob. Jean
squirmed helplessly as he savagely assaulted her loins, sucking and nibbling on the little
pulsing node, rolling it sensitively between his teeth, feeling her body quiver hungrily
beneath his touch.
Desperately she tried to fight it, but once again her body had betrayed her – her
quivering cuntal flesh screamed for fulfillment. Ripple after ripple of shivering pleasure
surged through her obscenely defiled body, and knowledgably, Harold stepped up the
pace, his darting tongue sluicing into the puffy pink folds, then snaking past them to
tease into the moist depths of her warmly throbbing vaginal sheath, flicking hungrily,
swirling maddeningly as he scoured the walls of her tender young pussy.
Oh, God, why did I ever come here... why didn't I stay home where I belonged and
wait for Bob!
Harold could see that she was nearly his. A few seconds more and he'd be able to do
anything he wanted to this enticing little bitch. She was about to become his slave – she
would do anything to satisfy him. And, oh, how he wanted to burrow his stiffly aching
cock up between these sweet innocent pussy-lips of hers! How he wanted to shove his
urgently throbbing penis right up into her delectable belly! She was going to beg him
for it any minute now... and, by God, he was going to give it to her like she'd never had
it before!
Pushing her legs up and back, he wormed his tongue out of her fervently clutching
pussy and down into the narrow valley of her buttocks until she found the tightpuckered 
ring of her anus. Then, poking his tongue against the taut little opening with
a lizard-like movement, he flicked the tip right into her forbidden nether depths.
This unexpected attack brought a moan of tortured anguish from Jean's parted lips, her
eyes clenching tightly shut, her teeth bared slightly as the new agonizing sensation
rippled incitingly through her nakedly quivering body.
"Oooooooh, God, no! Please? Not there!" As she squirmed desperately to escape the hot
flicking tongue probing without mercy at her anus, Harold's reply was a coarse evil
chuckle, then yet another searing stab into the tight rectal ring.
Jean sobbed helplessly before this new attack, but gradually, in spite of a gnawing
shame and humiliation, she felt her body continue to disobey her mind. She had lost all
control! Her firm undulating buttocks began to jerk back against Harold's probing
tongue involuntarily as spasms of helpless ecstasy rippled through her raw vulnerable
nerve endings.
She knew she could stand it no longer – there was no use. Her rational mind had lost
– she was being controlled by a traitorous insatiable demon of lust. She was totally his!
Her shamelessly aroused body was jerking spasmodically, her gyrating hips grinding
uncontrollably with slow abandoned need up against his thrusting tongue. There was
no hope left for her, and she reached down and gripped his hair with her fingers and
with a low, soul-stirring moan from deep in her chest, pulled his lips tight against her
naked needing loins. Forgotten were all thoughts of Amy and her vibrating dildo,
forgotten were all thoughts of Bob halfway around the world in a foreign land,
forgotten was all the humiliation... all the degradation. All that mattered now were
those incredibly delicious waves of pleasure coursing through her like fiery needles,
piercing her tortured, incredibly aroused young cunt.
Harold sensed her unconditional surrender and, with a vicious smirk, thrust his tongue
even deeper into the quivering warmth of her heatedly clasping vaginal sheath. The
silky-soft pubic hairs brushed sensuously against his forehead as he burrowed between
her smooth yielding thighs, her buttocks grinding with slow erotic rhythm up into his
lewdly buried face.
She was his now – there was no question about it and excitedly he watched her squirm
her fiery little pussy into his face. It wouldn't be long now before he rammed his aching
hardness into that tight little belly of hers, emptying his load of burning sperm into the
farthest recesses of her impaled womb. She was just another hot little cunt begging to
be fucked by a cock, and he had just the cock for her – one with life, not one of those
toys his wife played with.
Well, he grinned, this is one time Amy got her wish, and now he was going to make
her beg for him by showing her what he could do to Jean. Before he was through they
were both going to be begging for more... and more...
Meanwhile, Jean continued to squirm and buck under the maddening torture of
Harold's flicking tongue, her arousal so great it seemed her pounding heart was about
to burst right through her chest. Her head rose from the bed and, looking down
between her obscenely raised thighs, she watched his contorted face, her hands locking
tightly behind his head as she pulled his lashing, pleasure-giving tongue deeper and
deeper up into her hungry cunt, it seemed as though this delicious sucking of her
quivering vagina would go on endlessly, but suddenly Harold pulled his head from her
restraining grip and rose to his knees between her lasciviously opened thighs.
Closing her eyes tightly, she shut out the humiliation of having him stare down at her
exposed nakedness, forcing from her mind her total defenselessness.
"Now, we're gonna do the real thing, baby," he hissed lewdly.
Thighs open wide, full white breasts heaving as she fought for breath, Jean didn't speak,
couldn't speak, as her belly quivered with the memory of her brother-in-law's cleverly
fucking tongue. The sensation was so great she imagined she could already feel his hard
swelling cock deep inside her.
"Spread those legs wide, doll... I'm coming in!"
Quivering with a strange mixture of fear and anticipation, Jean opened her thighs as
wide as they would go. She looked around the room for Amy, but she couldn't see her.
But it no longer mattered... this was all that counted. Her moist heated vaginal lips
seemed to quiver with insatiable hunger, puckering eagerly as she awaited that thick
cock to spread them wide with delicious searing pain.
Leaning over his lovely blonde sister-in-law, Harold rested one hand on the bed behind
her head and with the other brought his throbbing hardness up between her receptively
parted thighs. Using his swollen, blood-filled cock-head to part her fleshy cuntal folds,
he inched his loins forward until the tip of his pulsating member was pressed against
her moist ready vaginal opening. Jean turned her head to one side, closing her eyes with
a shuddering chill as she felt the immensely insistent organ make warm wet contact
with the lust-inflamed edges of her damply clasping pussy. Holding her breath for what
seemed an eternity, she lay perfectly still, waiting impatiently for the agonizing
pleasure-pain of his entry. But she was not prepared for what happened!
"Oooooooh, Godddddd!!!" she gasped as she felt the pressure against the tight fleshy
sheath increase, slowly parting and spreading her resilient elastic vaginal lips.
"Oh, God... Aaaaaggghhhhh," Jean cried as the tip slipped through, painfully stretching
the tight rubbery opening until she felt as though her thighs were splitting apart from
the relentless oncoming pressure.
Harold held back torturously, an evil leering grin spread across his face as he looked
down at his brother's helpless, innocent young wife sprawled so salaciously beneath
him. God, it was more than he could stand. He had to fuck her... had to fuck her
NOW!!!
Falling forward, he heard their naked bodies smack together with a slap, her soft full
breasts smashed beneath his weight as he thrust his hips forward, his enormous
hardened penile length tearing into her heatedly cringing cunt with all the force of a
loaded truck, pushing the tender pliable walls in rippling waves before it. There was no
stopping it until his balls slapped heavily into the upturned crevice of her wriggling
buttocks and his pelvis ground tight against her nakedly vulnerable loins.
"AAAAAGGGHHHHH!!!" she mewled weakly beneath him. Never before had she felt
such pain, been so completely filled.
He lay still for a moment, his face looming over hers. Neither made a sound for a long
while and then Jean felt the unmistakable throb of his turgidly swelling cock buried
deep in her belly. It jerked up another half-inch as Harold flexed it cruelly inside her.
"Ooooooowww... you're hurting me!" she gasped breathlessly, her face contorting with
a deeper, sharper pain.
"I told you I'd stretch that tight little pussy of yours wife, baby doll," he sneered above
her, flexing again.
"Aaaaaggghhhhh," she groaned deeper this time, the veins in her neck standing out in
bold relief from the agonizing pressure of her resistance.
"Like it, baby?" he grinned.
She didn't answer.
He gave a quick prompting lunge with his hips, burying his swollen organ a little
farther in her tightly clasping vaginal sheath.
"Oooooooo, yes... yes," she gasped, terrified to say anything to offend him.
"Beg me, then," he hissed between clenched teeth.
Jean squirmed from the searing pain. "No... I can't." She knew she must escape this
final humiliation – if she didn't, there was nothing left – no self-respect, no pride, no
fidelity left for her or for Bob. She couldn't let Bob's brother have the lewd satisfaction
of hearing her beg for it like some street slut.
He throbbed again, deeper, and she gritted her teeth to stifle the pain.
"Beg me, bitch! Beg me!"
"Ooooooooh, yes," she sobbed, her resistance broken as the searing pain threatened to
engulf her mindlessly. "Do it to me... do it to me.' "Not like that," he growled. "Say
fuck me!"
"Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!" she sobbed. Her humiliation and degradation were now
complete. She would never be the same again. She had allowed herself to lose control,
to surrender everything she thought was right to this man... her husband's brother!
But suddenly Jean's body began to react involuntarily. There was no longer any reason
to hold back, to fight the lewd ravages of passion coursing through her veins. She had
lost the battle and nothing could save her now.
She. felt the searing flames of desire blow ever hotter as Harold began to skewer
mercilessly up into her, slithering his pulsating hardness into her hungrily nibbling
vagina in a slow erotic rhythm that rapidly engulfed her entire being.
Her legs suddenly snaked out and locked around him as he stepped up the deep
plundering thrusts, burrowing his urgently pummeling hardness to the hilt in her
trembling wet cunt.
Slaving over the responding blonde, Harold suddenly moved into a longer, smoother
stroke that brought his cock almost all the way out of her hotly clasping vaginal sheath
on the backstroke, then soared forward on the instroke, thrusting agonizingly up into
her uplifted pussy until he could hear the loud wet slap of his balls against the
unprotected crevice of her anus.
Reaching down around her smooth undulating ass-cheeks, he began fondling the visibly
pulsing flanges of her impaled cunt, bringing to her lips wild moans of abandoned
passion as her vagina flowered open with a greedy desire to suck in all his massive
throbbing hardness.
In response, Harold began quickening his thrusts, plowing hot and deep into her
squirming, thrashing loins. Her nails dug sharply, painfully into his back as soft, 
soulstirring moans tumbled from her half-parted lips.
He knew she was almost there and he clenched his buttocks tightly together in a
determined effort to hold back the seething flood of sperm boiling in his scrotum while
her gasping moan became one continuous suppliant cry, one long mournful plea for
fulfillment.
"Oh, God, I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum!" she hissed, thrashing wildly now, her
legs flaying in every direction, her hips grinding up savagely, greedily meeting each
deep cock-plunge. "Don't stop! Don't stop!"
So he did.


Chapter 10


In fact – he did more than stop; he pulled completely out of her! One long sucking
stroke backward and he was out.
"Oh, no! Not now! Just a little more! I'm almost there!"
Harold grinned lewdly.
"P-l-e-a-s-e!" the wantonly frustrated blonde pleaded. "P-L-E-A-S-E!" she begged.
He continued to grin.
"What is it? What do you want NOW?" she asked tearfully.
Her brother-in-law's grin slowly melted away, his eyes twinkling, seeming to grow a
shade darker – a shade colder. "Now... cunt," he said slowly, emphatically, "you're
going to show a little respect for a real cock. No more of that bull-shit Amy's been
feeding you." He grinned down at her wickedly. "Are you interested?"
Anything, she thought. Ill do anything, but please, dear God, let him put out my fire.
"Yes," she answered simply.
"Good," he said, then immediately slipped his glistening, aching hardness back into her
enveloping warm cuntal flesh.
As one, they sighed with sensation and immediately Jean began to undulate fitfully up
into him, feverishly trying to reestablish the rhythm that would bring her to compulsive
soaring release.
"No!" he spat savagely, pressing one hand against her flat belly, pinning her. "Not until
you've shown a little appreciation for a male cock."
Jean writhed demandingly. "Please," she pleaded, "what is it? Tell me. I can't stand
this!"
Harold's eyes twinkled mischievously, his free arm swinging in a long sweeping arcpointing.
Jean's eyes followed his movement, then stopped, suddenly very wide, very shocked
with understanding.
Motionless, alert and obediently rooted to the spot where he had been told to stay stood
King!
Harold's outstretched fingers snapped once, commandingly, and the German shepherd
crossed the room dutifully, bounded gracefully onto the bed and stretched out, head
raised in anticipatory acknowledgment.
Harold patted him affectionately. "Good boy, King. Ready for your reward?"
King snarled softly.
Harold grinned.
And Jean's frightened eyes flicked back and forth between master and servant.
And from behind her came a muffled gasp.
Jean's head pivoted and her eyes perceived the figure of her sister-in-law, Amy, sitting
naked in a chair, legs spread wide over its sides with just a trace of the telltale vibrating
dildo peeking out from her lewdly exposed vagina. "No, Harold, not that," she gasped.
Jean's mind was a swirling confusion of uncertainty and lust. What did Harold plan to
do to her? And more importantly, when did he plan to do it? She was on fire with need.
He had promised to quench it. How could he possibly degrade her anymore than he
already had? Damn it, she had to have release! Now!
"Roll over, King,"' Harold suddenly commanded.
Once again, Jean looked questioningly from Harold to King and back. She followed the
man's gaze, saw the pink furry skin of the dog's belly lying exposed to her and, with it,
the long sheath of his animal-cock and its accompanying twin, furry black sacs. She
took it all in, slowly realizing what Harold had dreamed up for her.
She started to turn around to confront him, but his hand grasped her head, forcing it to
remain there. "You don't want to be making any sudden moves now, cunt. King might
get mad and take a hunk out of you. And we wouldn't want that, would we?" he
sneered. "You just give him a good blow job and don't make any quick moves unless..."
"My God! Harold! Have you lost your mind! I can't do that! Not to a dog! Dear God
no! I can't... I can't do that!"
He only laughed. She was in utter torment and he reveled in it. "You fuckin' slut! What
makes you think you're too good to suck my friend here? He's more of a man than
Amy's fucking toys! Why, you're not even worthy to suck him! You should feel
honored that he'll even let you put those lips of yours on his prick. You'd better
reconsider, slut, or I'll change your mind for you!"
Jean's mind spun crazily at the prospect of the awful thing this depraved man was
demanding of her. She knew she had no choice. But to do that to a dog! Could she
make herself do it...?
"Make up your mind, cunt! What's it gonna be?" he roared.
Her hand shaking like a falling leaf, she slowly reached down and stroked the furry
sheath of the animal's cock. King squirmed impatiently under her gentle touch.
"Turn your head so I can see you," ordered Harold. "I want to see it going in and out of
that dog-sucking mouth of yours. Suck it good now... suck it!"
Vainly, Jean tried to blot out all thoughts of what she was doing from her mind, to hold
back the choking wad of nausea filling her stomach. Placing the side of her face against
the huge animal's warm belly, she began to fondle his long, fur-encased member with
her hand. Slowly, ever so slowly, she stroked it, while Harold looked on wide-eyed, and
suddenly... it appeared... the pointed scarlet, glistening tip of King's long animal-cock
oozing out of its protective sheath, slowly moving forward. She took a long, deep breath
to fight back the nausea.
"Now! Suck it, slut! Suck it!" Harold hissed.
Holding her breath now, she did it. Pushing all the degradation from her mind, Jean
opened her lips and allowed the slender red cock-tip to slide into her moist mouth, then
farther and farther, until it touched the back of her throat. As she brought her tongue
into action, the taste surprised her. Amazingly it was almost sweet, tangy. King
responded immediately, hunching his rear flanks forward as she began to suck and twirl
his lewdly distended organ in her mouth. As she moved her hand to his balls, caressing
them lightly with her fingertips, a long low whine came from the animal's throat and
his left rear leg began to quiver convulsively.
She hollowed her cheeks slightly as the long tapered shaft shot into her mouth in one
steady pumping rhythm. She closed her teeth, but not enough to hurt the animal,
swirling her tongue around his hardening member as the excitement of this incredible
depraved thing she was doing began to kindle inside her belly. Somehow it didn't seem
nearly so awful as she'd anticipated – rather, almost enjoyable in a terribly wicked,
forbidden sort of way.
"Suck it, bitch! Suck it good!" Harold commanded, pulling her full widespread buttocks
closer toward him.
Jean felt the sudden surge of the man's hot penile shaft plunging wildly up into her
seething vaginal passage and she had to cry out, "but the fantastic fulfilling animal-cock
fucking into her ovaled lips wouldn't allow it. It was beginning to taste even sweeter,
and the way it plunged into her mouth was driving her wild with pure primal lust as
Harold began to screw into her again with renewed energy, but this time from behind.
And suddenly Jean began to thirst for King's animal-cum as well, thirst for it to gush
down her throat, to choke her as it spurted forth in a hot sticky torrent! Maybe she'd
finally cracked up, but that was what she wanted, and she sucked and tongued his
glistening obscene spear ravenously while Harold burrowed his excitedly stiffened
member up into the tender depths of her wet clasping vagina. She could feel his heavy,
sperm-laden balls slapping with a loud thump against the sensitive nub of her erect
little clitoris, and she closed her eyes, savoring every second of this abandoned wicked
ecstasy she had suddenly found.
Harold cursed under his breath with delight, reveling with lewd excitement in the feel
of his sister-in-law's cunt squeezing tightly around his urgently pulsing hardness while
he watched King's long crimson cock sliding wetly between her pursed lips, his strong
sinewy flanks jerking spasmodically as she scratched delicately at his furry animal-balls
with the nails of one hand. Harold grunted with pleasure and drew the hard, bloodfilled 
shaft of his own penis out slightly, watching with cruel, passion-dazed eyes as the
tender pink flanges of vaginal flesh pulled out with it – then his cock disappeared once
more up in the provocative little aperture with an Inward thrust that sank his throbbing
organ to the hilt in her moist pussy wetness. His breathing became faster and suddenly
he began rocking rhythmically in and out of her warm clasping cuntal channel,
slamming deep up into her belly with each and every thrust.
"Ooohhh... ooohhh... ooohhh," Jean moaned around King's ever-swelling organ buried
in her mouth as she knelt like a wretched slave before him, committed to his total feral
satisfaction. Harold was delighted to watch her lose control like this – it filled him with
lewd amusement to watch her grinding back onto his own glistening shaft as it cruelly
fucked into her again and again. Damn, what an unbelievable slut she had become! She
was sucking King's cock with obvious wild-eyed delight in an insane effort to bring on
her own delicious, all-consuming climax.
On and on she sucked at King's pistoning scarlet cock, her fingers warmly caressing his
downy black balls. Harold felt her buttocks clench as she squirmed to suck him up even
farther into her ravenous belly, filling her clasping cunt with his hotly stiffened
manhood as she climbed higher and higher in search of final fulfillment. He couldn't
stand much more of this and he began pounding into the hungry furrow furiously,
slamming his pelvis against her churning upturned buttocks so hard he thought he'd
split her in half.
Nothing else in the world mattered to Jean except the searing desire ravaging her
knotted craving belly. Where shame and humiliation should have been, there was now
only an uncontrollable hunger for more... and more! Her ravenous needs grew
maddeningly as Harold stepped up the pace of his powerful assault on her seething
vaginal passage and her wildly quivering belly and loins screamed desperately for
precious relief. She ground back against his impaling shaft like the insatiable bitch she
had become, all the while sucking and tonguing the sweet, honey-tasting animal-cock
fucking deliciously into her throat. She could feel the telltale moans of passion slipping
from her lungs. She was nearly there...
King's massive, sinewy body began to quiver convulsively and suddenly, without
warning, Jean's mouth was filled with a great undamming of thick warm liquid which
gagged her, slithering and oozing down her hungrily gulping throat. Like a starving
animal, she sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed while the huge beast whined
with ecstatic delight and her whole body shivered with the pleasurable raptures of
perverse unrestrained masochism...
Just as quickly as it had begun, it was all over, and the huge dog's cock began to deflate,
to withdraw from her eagerly clasping lips, until finally he rolled from beneath her and
got to his feet.
"Oh, yes, yes! Oh... ooohhhhh..." she moaned wantonly at her panting brother-in-law
as he pistoned savagely into her wildly stretched vaginal passage, streams of sweat
running from his body and mingling with her own as they coursed along her thighs
and legs. "I... I'm going to cum! I'm going to... Now! Oh, God, nowwwww!"
As his fiercely battering cock worked itself again and again up into her slickly sheathing
pussy, her hips forced themselves back onto the delicious impaling shaft and she
groaned incessantly as the pleasure grew and grew and grew and then burst in a
dizzying kaleidoscope of colors. Never had she dreamed she could be brought to such
incredible bliss... never had she known such total devouring wantonness.
She was spinning out of control in a frenzied rippling orgasm that filled her whole
being. She was gone! Nothing else mattered... nothing but those delicious satisfying
chills of pure pleasure coursing through her obscenely ravished body.
"Aaaaahhh..." she groaned as the blessed fulfilling relief spread over her naked form,
her senses dazed to everything around her in the magnificence of this special moment.
Harold cursed aloud, still sawing into her savagely with the last of his stored-up
strength, thrusting into her so hard she thought his enormous throbbing cock would
rip all the way through her and burst out her mouth! She felt his strong pelvis snap
convulsively against the flattened mounds of her buttocks and then a great flooding
surge of thick hot semen burst up into her clasping, sucking vagina, filling her
trembling belly to the brim, then oozing out in a thin, hot rivulet down the inside of
her weakly quivering thighs.
She heard him gasp out one last satisfied groan of relief, then withdraw, his rubbery
cock now deflated. Her tightly clasping vagina released its grip on his limp organ
reluctantly and he slithered out of her with a wet sucking sound. In its place came a
quick welcome, chilling rush of air against her unplugged hole. Then she fell backward,
sprawled, exhausted, her breasts heaving. Never had she felt so filled, so wonderfully
luxurious, she thought. Nothing could ever equal it.
But she was wrong.
"Aaaaahhh..." she groaned as the blessed fulfilling relief spread over her naked form,
her senses dazed to everything around her in the magnificence of this special moment.
Harold cursed aloud, still sawing into her savagely with the last of his stored-up
strength, thrusting into her so hard she thought his enormous throbbing cock would
rip all the way through her and burst out her mouth! She felt his strong pelvis snap
convulsively against the flattened mounds of her buttocks and then a great flooding
surge of thick hot semen burst up into her clasping, sucking vagina, filling her
trembling belly to the brim, then oozing out in a thin, hot rivulet down the inside of
her weakly quivering thighs.
She heard him gasp out one last satisfied groan of relief, then withdraw, his rubbery
cock now deflated. Her tightly clasping vagina released its grip on his limp organ
reluctantly and he slithered out of her with a wet sucking sound. In its place came a
quick welcome, chilling rush of air against her unplugged hole. Then she fell backward,
sprawled, exhausted, her breasts heaving. Never had she felt so filled, so wonderfully
luxurious, she thought. Nothing could ever equal it.
But she was wrong.


Chapter 11


For perhaps twenty minutes there was very little sound in the room. The stillness was
broken only by the slowly easing, ragged breathing of a temporarily satiated Jean Clark
and her brother-in-law, Harold. The rhythmic lapping of King's tongue as he washed
his limp animal-penis resounded lewdly against the incessant hum of the vibrator
buried in the insatiable pussy of the. sensually mesmerized Amy.
Jean was the first to stir, her mind bruised from the tremendous psychic beating she
had just endured. Her tender chaffed cuntal passage throbbed painfully as she struggled
to one elbow and opened her mouth to speak, but Harold's hand, ramming roughly
between her open thighs, quieted her instantly. Unbelievably, she knew she wanted
more!
Oh, my God! What has come over me? her thoughts screamed hysterically.
But she offered no objection at all as her brother-in-law's hand began caressing the
tremulous softness of her inner thighs. Obediently, her legs parted wider, and
instinctively her hand sought and found his steadily stiffening cock. Then they were
together, his hardening length of turgid male flesh slipping between the moist fleshy
lips of her hotly quivering cunt.
The smoldering coals of renewed desire were quickly fanned and as Harold's luststiffened, 
rutting cock burrowed deep up into her moistly clasping cunt, Jean found
herself grinding back at his loins with gradually increasing rhythm.
"Ummmmm," she moaned salaciously as her hips began to rock back and forth,
plunging his enormous pulsing hardness in and out of her rekindled, trembling,
insatiable pussy-flesh.
Suddenly, Harold gripped her tightly around the waist and flipped her over, rolling so
that he was on the bottom with her breasts mashed flat against his chest and her naked
thighs straddling his hips. It surprised her for a moment, but she quickly regained the
delicious lustful tempo from her new position, his hard swollen cock now ramming
straight up into her receptive belly as her loins squatted over him, her firm full buttocks
upraised and waving alluringly in the air.
The sound of his snapping fingers slowly crept through Jean's lust-engrossed thoughts
and then with sudden and sickening clarity, their meaning.
The shattering realization of what Harold planned for her tore through her with the
force of a dynamite blast. Oh, my God, no! No! her mind screamed. But it was too late.
The bed bounced with the springing leap of the huge dog.
"Let me go!" she cried. "Let me go or I'll scream!"
"Go ahead and scream, cunt," Harold sneered. "See what it gets you."
Jean was trembling with fear as beads of cold sweat streamed down her back.
Oh, no, this can't be happening... this can't be real!
Her trembling buttocks were completely exposed and vulnerable, waving like a red flag
before a bull as she squirmed to get away from her human tormentor's tight grip.
The big German shepherd positioned himself behind his prey, sniffed at her upturned
buttocks knowingly, then began licking the familiar crevice he'd already lapped to
orgasm once today.
"See, King likes you. Why don't you be a nice little girl and give him what he wants."
Harold punctuated his request with a sharp upward thrust of his pelvis, punching his
stiffened fleshy cock-shaft brutally far up into her belly. She grimaced from the sudden
pain.
"No! I won't! I won't!" gasped.
Suddenly King growled viciously, then his cold wet nose nuzzled lewdly into Jean's
fearfully quivering buttocks. She froze, instantly petrified at the prospect of what the
enormous dog could do to her.
"Looks like King just wants a taste of that tight little ass of yours," said Harold with a
sinister grin.
He squeezed the hapless young wife even tighter, crushing her heaving breasts against
his bare chest and shoving her naked buttocks up even higher so that they were more
vulnerable, more exposed to the talented animal's probing nose and tongue.
His own cock hardened painfully inside her moist vaginal channel as he watched the
animal mounting the spread half-moons of Jean's softly struggling buttocks, paws
strongly around her waist as if she were his mate. He could see the glistening crimson
penis slipping from the animal's furry penile sheath, dripping wetly while the tapered
point snapped and jerked toward the enticing brown ring of her anus. The massive
beast quivered, adjusting his hind-quarters, and Harold grasped his wavering hardness
helpfully, positioning the red tapering shaft before her cringing rectal ring.
Jean looked back, eyes wide with fear as the heated tip probed demandingly at her
rectum, then she felt it worm painfully up inside with Harold's malicious guidance.
Suddenly the huge dog lurched forward and his long hard scarlet organ shot up into
her defenseless anal hole with a vicious stab, disappearing all the way up her
unprotected rectum to his dangling black balls!
"Aaaaggghhhh!" Jean groaned in pain, twisting, squirming, trying to dislodge the
impaling animal-cock from her obscenely invaded rectum. But it was hopeless – she
was sandwiched helplessly between the two of them, impaled on two painfully
throbbing male organs at once!
Harold's cock felt as if it would explode, so great was his lust as he felt King's
burrowing hardness only a fraction of an inch from his own. He could actually feel it
begin pumping in and out of her virginally defiled rectum, just on the other side of the
thin fleshy membrane that separated them!
God, it was unbelievable!
King's furry forepaws clutched the woman's hips savagely as he began to rock back and
forth, burying his tapering scarlet hardness deep into her nether channel.
"Goddman!" gasped a suddenly revived Amy.
"That's it, King, fuck her good," ordered Harold, pounding his own long hard member
viciously up into her wet cunt from beneath.
Jean was whirling in both unbelievable, unbearable pain and indescribable, irreversible
pleasure at once. At first the savage invasion had nearly killed her with the excruciating
agony of the pointed shaft bursting into her untried rectum, coupled with the relentless
pounding of her brother-in-law's pummeling thickness from below.
King's wildly jerking shaft bored relentlessly into her seared little anus, pushing aside
the rubbery resistant flesh of her rectal passage with each stroke. The hapless girl was
pinned helplessly between them, impaled to the hilt by lewdly burrowing male cocks.
She gasped through sensuously parted lips as her body began to respond unbelievably,
rocking backward as best she could to meet King's strong muscular, sodomizing
thrusts. And every inch she moved brought new thrills of pleasure-pain from her
stretched vaginal passage as Harold heaved his own turgid hardness up into her
clutching cunt with renewed vigor.
King's forelegs clung to her hips like powerful furry arms, and she began to slowly
undulate her quivering body, rotating her jutting buttocks in lewd grinding circles,
abandoning herself to the incredible ecstasy of being simultaneously fucked by this
mammoth animal and by her brother-in-law! She wished she could see this spectacle,
wished there was some way she could step out of her own body and watch as the two of
them buried their cocks deep up in her defenseless belly, sawing into her in the most
primitive of unions.
Harold had released his tight grip and now her breasts dangled freely beneath her as
she hunched far forward over him, swinging in perfect cadence with the two ravishing,
plundering cocks that were growing... ever growing inside her. She could visualize the
two throbbing fleshy shafts rubbing together somewhere deep in her belly joining
together to slide deeper and deeper into the very depths of her womb, spurting their
hot sticky loads together in one mutual stream, animal and man mingled as one in her
quivering cuntal depths.
"Oh, hurry... hurry... I'm going to cum! Oh, God! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!" Jean cried
as she ground her loins savagely against both pistoning shafts of heated penile flesh,
stretching both her ravaged lower passages. "Ooooooohh... yes... yes! That's it! Fill my
belly with your sweet cum! Fill me! FILL ME!"
Jean was filled with wild passion, now more animal than human, a writhing, sweating
mass of deranged, lust-crazed flesh that wanted to be abused... to be subjugated
ruthlessly. She was reveling in the humiliation of being sodomized by this savage brute
while Harold pounded his surging man-cock up into her hungrily milking pussy from
below, and she ground her buttocks alternately against the two of them, her body
bucking like the shameless bitch in heat she'd become.
She was trembling uncontrollably, shivering with chilling little rivulets of sweat that
poured down the widespread crevice of her buttocks and dripped from the quivering
insides of her thighs. The explosive pressure welling in her belly signaled that her
floodtide orgasm was close to bursting.
Harold was nearly insane with the vicarious wantonness of watching his helpless sister
in-law go mad with lust, her head tossing wildly from side to side, her long blonde hair
flailing the air around her. He could see she was in the first throes of orgasm and he
gaped with amazement as she screwed her buttocks lasciviously back against King's
sodomizing dog-member. The mammoth animal's long dangling tongue lolled from one
side of his powerful jaws as he fucked into the wildly waving ass-cheeks from behind.
Harold fought to hold back the agonizing flood of hot sperm churning in his own
ballooning balls, eagerly trying to hold out until the last precious second, lingering over
every single moment of this incredible female debasement. Then Jean groaned loudly
and rammed back against the animal madly, just as he shot forward and his scarlet
jerking cock began spurting lewd animal-sperm deep up into her convulsively clasping
rectum.
The sight of the thumping animal emptying his hot scalding sperm into his sister-in
law's rectum, spurting past his own cock pistoning deep inside her, was all it took for
Harold. With a deep groan of pleasure, his load of boiling sperm pumped up into her
from beneath, spurting into her belly in explosive fiery blasts that completely filled her
wildly clasping vagina, then trickled back down the shaft of his enormous, madly
jerking cock and oozed down onto his emptying balls.
Suddenly, Jean's rounded wriggling ass-cheeks began contracting and quivering
uncontrollably, indicating the delicious orgiastic explosion deep in her own convulsing
belly as her plundered little anus squeezed and milked insanely.
"Oh, my God! I'm going to... oh, delicious... FUCK...! It's so... so gooooddddd!!! Don't
ever stop... oh, shit...!!!"
She whimpered, moaned, then wailed loudly, crushing her loins down against her
brother-in-law's spurting manhood, then her buttocks back against King's spewing
animal-cock, then down again and back again, down and back, harder, faster, her
sucking cuntal sheath clasping, grasping with insatiable hunger. Her nakedly churning
body had gone out of control, skewering down and back, down and back, with bruising
force, her mouth falling open slackly, her nostrils flaring, a near-shrieking cry escaping
her lips as she screwed herself onto first one cock, then the other, her infernally hot
moist cunt clinging, milking, squeezing ravenously.
Then she was there! "Oh, shit," she cried. "Shit, shit, SHIT! I'm going to cum! I'm
cummmmmiiiingggg!!!"


Chapter 12


Two weeks had passed since that orgiastic day, and a lot of changes had taken place
around the Silver Mountain Resort. Scarcely a night had passed without Amy and
Harold and Jean recreating some of the incredible diversions that day had offered. But
king of all he surveyed was the massive German shepherd.
At first Harold had harbored a growing jealousy for the sleek dog's popularity, but he
soon found there was more than enough pussy to go around. The sexually liberated
tenant, Cindy Arnold, along with her husband, Greg, had become frequent guests for
the Clarks' elaborate orgiastic extravaganzas and, too, there had been yet another softly
sheathing pussy for Harold to burrow his insatiable cock into his daughter Sheila's. All
in all, Harold had decided, life was certainly more enjoyable since the arrival of his
pretty sister-in-law. Jean had been the catalyst that had precipitated all their lives into
an enjoyable, workable equation.
It was evening now, and Jean had a task to complete before the festivities were
scheduled to begin. She had started to write the letter a dozen times, but this time she
knew she had to finish it.


--------


Dear Bob,
Things are absolutely wonderful here with Amy and Harold. Two better relatives you
couldn't ask for.
We've had some great times together, and they've asked me to stay on here
permanently. That is, if it's okay with you. You can join us here when your tour is over.
I'll write more when we've worked out the details.
Love, Jean


--------


There, that's over, and it wasn't so bad after all, the young wife reflected. Anyway, why
should I try to explain the way things are here in a letter. There'll be plenty of time for
that when he comes. And if I can't make him see the light, I know Amy has a few tricks
that should do the job nicely.
Jean stamped the envelope and sealed it, then decided she had time to walk to the post
office. As was normal now, her ever-constant companion was by her side before she
could leave the apartment.
He rubbed his big furry head against her bare leg as she walked in the cool fall air,
nuzzling her as a low whine escaped from his throat.
"Good boy, King! Good boy! We've got quite a night planned for you, big fella! And
who knows, maybe if you're real good, Harold might have a big surprise for you!"


THE END
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Chapter 1


The squad car's wailing siren cut through the stillness of the summer 
night like the sound of someone screaming in the throes of a nightmare. 
From far off it came, ever rising and falling pitch bringing it closer 
to the Valley Farms home of Kate and Lucy Barrett. It was eleven past 
four in the morning when the call came in from Mrs. Barrett, according 
to the precinct records, and twenty-two past when the patrol car 
screeched to a halt in front of their rambling brick home. The two 
officers, one white and one black, jumped from the car almost before it 
had stopped moving, guns drawn, eyes searching the nearby hedges and 
trees for the sign of movement that might mean the difference between 
finishing their shift alive or going home in a rubber bag. Crime in 
this Washington, D.C. suburb was no laughing matter. Not that anyone 
would have laughed anyway - taxes had soared in recent years to meet 
the costs of bigger and better police forces. And insurance premiums, 
when you were lucky enough to get it all, were double what they were 
five years ago. Most residents did without, absorbing the loss 
themselves when they awoke to find their car looted or their television 
missing when they returned from work. Or in some cases, the whole 
house, rugs, drapes, furniture, everything!


Patrol Officer Bill Manners was the first up the long, stepping-stone 
walk, his teammate, Turner Jackson, close on his heels. Manners was the 
senior man in this car, Turner being a recent Police Academy graduate, 
and the blond-haired Virginia family man was careful to stick by the 
book as this was only Turner's second night out on patrol duty. He 
glanced up and saw two female figures silhouetted on the drawn 
curtains, apparently still in their sleeping wear, and he slipped his 
revolver back into its holster and motioned for Turner to do the same. 
There was little to be gained by frightening these poor civilians worse 
than they had already been frightened. It was almost always the same on 
these calls ... break-in in progress. Before they could arrive on the 
scene, the burglar was long gone, probably hiding under a car somewhere 
three or four blocks away. Or safely behind the wheel of a non-descript 
sedan, motoring calmly back into the city, richer enough, if he was 
lucky, to feed his habit for another twenty-four hours. If not, it was 
back to the streets. Maybe this time an elderly pensioner coming home 
from the late movies, or a newsstand operator going to work. But 
wherever, however, he would get what he needed to keep him flying for 
another day. There was never any choice for a heroin addict.


The door opened as they stepped onto the covered front porch and a 
fortyish woman wearing an expensive-looking robe ushered them in with a 
salesgirl's smile. "Come in, Officers, come in. I'm so glad you got 
here quickly," she gushed. "My daughter Lucy and I have been scared out 
of our wits. I tell you, it was horrible. Horrible! Oh where are my 
manners ... I'm Kate Barrett, you know, of Barrett's Department Store 
down at the shopping center."


"Yes, ma'am."


"And this is my daughter Lucy. Would you two fine officers care for 
something to drink? I know you can't drink on duty, but I could spill a 
little brandy when I pour your coffee," she said, lowering her voice as 
if Lucy was too young to hear, and winking at the two policemen. But 
there was little doubt about Lucy's maturity, as both officers quickly 
noticed. She was wearing just what she had on when they heard the glass 
breaking by the back door -- baby doll pajamas you could read a 
newspaper through, though with her body, who'd want to read a 
newspaper? Officer Manners took out his note-pad and began to record 
the facts, but his eyes kept wandering from the pad and stealing 
surreptitious glances at the most beautiful chest he had seen in a long 
time. Christ, he thought, if my old lady had a pair of knockers like 
those, I'd never leave the house!


"I'll have a little coffee, ma'am, if it's not too much trouble," he 
said, dutifully writing down the address and the sketchy facts he knew 
already. He could not be too careful on this call, for the Barrett 
money was Establishment money. John Barrett owned most of this valley 
at one time, before he subdivided it up and sold it for development, 
and Manners had heard estimates in the millions of his worth in real 
estate. He was dead now, over a year ago from a sudden heart attack. 
Popular jokes held that he died struggling under the weight of a bag 
full of his money, but that was not something for the record.


"Certainly, men ... Lucy, would you mind putting a little coffee in the 
percolator for these gentlemen."


"No, ma'am ... I'd be delighted," she said as if she did not mean it at 
all, and left the room. Officer Manners sneaked a quick look at the 
backside of that gorgeous blonde's body under those see-thrus and, if 
anything, it was even nicer than the front! High, tight cheeks that 
rubbed together when she walked ... Man, what she'd be like in the 
sack! He was sorry now that he had asked for coffee, because it robbed 
him of any more sideways looks at the younger Barrett woman. Not that 
the older one was any hag; Kate Barrett had that aura of well-preserved 
beauty common to most rich women. The kind of cold, translucent good-
looks that comes with thrice-weekly trips to the Georgetown salons.


"Won't you gentlemen sit down?" the older red-haired woman inquired. 
"I'm sure you two could use a breather, what with all the crime we've 
been having lately in Valley Farms. Isn't it just awful? I mean, it 
must be all those ..." She seemed to be about to say something but she 
smiled stiffly in Officer Jackson's direction and bit her tongue. "What 
I mean to say is, all those dope addicts and all from the city. I've 
heard they come out five and six to a car, like going to a picnic!"


The young black officer nodded officiously. "That's partly true, Mrs. 
Barrett. We do suspect that a lot of these break-ins and muggings 
lately have been the work of addicts from Washington. I don't know 
whether they make the ride out in carpools though ... it might look a 
little suspicious. All those blacks in Valley Farms would stand out 
like ..."


The senior officer cleared his throat meaningfully. "What he means, 
ma'am, is that maybe we had better get on with the report. If the 
burglar who tried to get in here is still around, we might spot him on 
the street. Anyone out at this hour is usually up to no good."


"Oh, I do agree, Officer! I think there ought to be a curfew, except 
for decent folks, don't you? I mean, what business do all these young 
people have out at this hour?"


"Yes, ma'am, you're quite right."


"Mrs. Barrett," interrupted the black officer. "How would you propose 
to tell the 'decent folks' from the troublemakers?"


"Why, I ... well, I don't know all the details. That's for smarter 
people than I to work out."


Officer Manners shot his junior partner a look that could have cut 
glass. "Let's go on with the report. Tell me exactly, in your own words 
what happened."


Lucy Barrett returned with the coffee on a silver tray complete with 
creamer and sugar bowl, and both the young police officers rose and 
nodded their thanks courteously. She leaned precariously close to them 
as she placed the tray on the coffee table at their knees; Officer 
Manners cleared his throat again for something to do and managed, 
finally, to get his eyes back on his note pad.


"Officers, the report?" the older woman dropped her words like lead 
weights; since Lucy's unintentionally dramatic entrance she had lost 
her audience. And Kate Barrett did not appreciate being upstaged by 
another woman, even if she was her own flesh and blood. "Could we 
continue?" she said icily, her thin veneer of charming hospitality 
washed away like so much make-up.


Officer Manners sensed the change immediately and made up his mind to 
get all the pertinent facts and get away from here; you could feel the 
hostility in the air in the Barrett home. And whatever its source, he 
wanted no part of it; the Barrett money was a dozen times what it took 
to get a policeman fired. "Yes, ma'am," he said with a regulation 
smile. "You were about to tell us what happened before your call. 
According to what we have already, you called the switchboard at the 
Valley Farms substation at eleven past four and reported a break-in 
progress, is that correct?"


"Correct. Lucy and I both heard the noise. Our bedrooms are on the same 
hallway and both of us knew it came from the back door in the kitchen. 
Actually, it's in the laundry room, but it adjoins the kitchen. It's 
only a few feet from the bedrooms on the back of the house."


"Then you were both in bed?"


"Yes, for hours. But would you like to see the backdoor for 
yourselves?"


"Yes, ma'am, I was about to ask you."


"Actually, I think I'll excuse myself and try to get some more sleep. 
I'm sure whoever he was, he won't be back around tonight with you 
gentlemen on duty." She was all teeth and eyes, but both the policemen 
felt her fangs plainly enough. "Lucy will show you the door and the 
grounds, won't you dear? Thank you very much for your prompt, uh, 
attention. And good-night." Officers Manners and Jackson rose as the 
older Barrett woman got up to leave, and mumbled their courtesies as 
she hurried off without a look back. It was a clear case of dismissal; 
Kate Barrett was not accustomed to vying for attention. She would 
rather make her exit a memorable one than play second-fiddle to Lucy's 
spectacular endowments.


"Well, I guess the queen has retired to her chambers," Lucy said 
bitterly when her mother was out of earshot. "Let's go out through the 
dining room and I'll show you where the burglar tried to get in." She 
walked ahead of them, and when she paused in the doorway of the 
kitchen, Officers Manners and Jackson were treated to a sight that 
would drive sensible men to drink. The kitchen light was a bright 
fluorescent tube hidden above the counter, and with the dining room 
darkened, it shone through Lucy's diaphanous pajamas like they were 
clear plastic! Manners heard his partner gasp and he gave him a quick 
elbow in the ribs before the young blonde turned to face them.


Turner Jackson knew he was taking a chance kidding around about a good-
looking white woman, especially a blonde one who could have just 
stepped out of Playboy. He had known Bill Manners since before Police 
Academy, and he knew he was no racist: still, a lot of good white men 
grabbed for their sheets and crosses when they saw black eyes on smooth 
white flesh. She was a real looker, all right, and she knew it. Turner 
could see that as well as he could see the curvaceous outline of her 
firm breasts beneath her pajama top; she might come in with the 
innocent bit, but this one was no Sunday-school virgin!


"Over there, Officers ... that's the window he broke. We left 
everything just as we found it. I saw them do that on a TV show just 
last week. That was the right thing to do, wasn't it?" She was smiling 
now and her face had all the well-scrubbed beauty of the girl next 
door; it was hard to see any of Kate Barrett in this vivacious young 
creature. Kate's looks were tough and hard, Lucy was as soft and cuddly 
as a kitten once her mother was out of the room. And both Bill Manners 
and Turner Jackson were thinking just how soft and cuddly she would be 
... safely tucked away beneath the sheets.


Manners made all the necessary notes for his report; there was no point 
in sending the crime truck around for fingerprints. He knew there would 
not be any. There was tape on the glass and it had been cut in a circle 
by a glass-cutter; this was obviously no neighborhood teenager or 
hungry wino. It had to be a professional break-in artist, even though 
he blew it when the glass slipped and crashed to the kitchen tile 
floor, and professionals did not leave fingerprints.


There was little left to be done and Officer Manners, as senior man, 
thanked Lucy for her trouble and promised they would cruise the 
neighborhood until dawn just in case the burglar was still around. She 
walked them to the front door, and as the two cops turned to say good-
night, she was silhouetted again in the doorway, her slender curves 
outlined in the diffused light that filtered through her nightie. God, 
was she ever a tease! thought the officer as he waved good-bye. Nobody 
could be that navely innocent!


"Bill, what'ya think of all that?" Jackson asked when they were back in 
the patrol car


"Just a routine break-in attempt."


"Oh, not that. You know what I mean. That little prick-tease running 
around waving those titties in our face! Man, she's gonna' get herself 
raped if she keeps that up!"


"Yeah, well just don't get any ideas, Jackson. That's rich man's pussy, 
both of them. You and I just don't qualify," the blond policeman said 
as he turned the ignition. "Call in and let them know we're back in the 
car, will you, Turner?"


The black officer waited for a gap in the unusually busy communications 
traffic, and then gave the appropriate code numbers to indicate they 
were again ready for action. He strapped himself into the bucket seat 
as the heavy police-special cruiser surged down Valley Farms Road 
toward the lights of Washington far in the distance. It would be light 
soon, time for some more coffee and perhaps a couple of doughnuts at 
the all-night Dunkin' Donuts out on the highway. "I was thinking, 
Bill," he said after they had traveled a few blocks.


"'Bout what?"


"About those two women ... how come they seem to be at each other's 
throats like they do. It just don't seem right. Mrs. Barrett being a 
widow and all."


"That's part of the problem, Turner."


"What? Her being a widow?"


Manners reached down to the radio and turned the squelch knob up enough 
to drown out some of the pre-dawn static. "Yeah ... there's a lot of 
stories around about those two. Not that I travel in the same circles, 
you understand. That kind of life is too rich for me, at least on a 
cop's salary. I'd never have heard the gossip at all if it hadn't been 
for Flaherty. You know, that red-headed guy who works second shifts ... 
anyway, he moonlights over at the Valley Farms Club on weekends, 
keeping an eye on traffic and such. Pays good money, I understand. 
Well, he said that any time two of those rich ol' cunts get together 
over there, it's to share a new story about Kate and Lucy Barrett."


"Wow, what are they a couple of weirdos or something?"


"No, nothing quite so spectacular. The story is that Lucy and Kate 
inherited an equal share of the Barrett holdings, with Lucy's portion 
in trust until she's twenty-five."


"You mean that sweet littl' thing isn't legal?"


"Well, she's fucking legal, if that's what's on your dirty mind. But 
she's not legal enough to inherit her portion of the estate. So she's 
sort of dependent on her mother for everything. That's why she's going 
to business school, to get a job and support herself."


"All that money and she's worrying about working?"


"She's got a few years yet before she gets it, and from what Flaherty 
tells me, she probably won't be living at home much longer. She's got a 
boyfriend, see, some punk she dredged up from somewhere. I don't know 
what a sweet piece like her sees in a long-hair, but that's the drift. 
The ol' lady hates his guts ... won't even let him on the property. And 
since she's Lucy's legal guardian and controls the purse-strings, she's 
pretty much got the upper hand."


"I should have guessed it ... whenever there's a squabble between two 
cunts, you can be damn sure there's a cock somewhere in the middle!"


"Jackson, you've sure got a dirty mouth. But I think you're right this 
time. Only it's two cocks, not one?"


"Two? Well, no wonder Lucy hangs around with this long-hair! He's 
really somethin' special!"


"No, stupid. The other cock's attached to one J. Marlowe."


"The big clothing manufacturer who was in Newsweek a while back? He's 
the one with factories all over the world ... wherever there's cheap 
labor."


"Honestly, Turner, you surprise me. I didn't know you read anything 
heavier than comic books."


The black officer laughed and took a pack of cigarettes from the glove 
compartment, not offering his partner one because Manners was a non-
smoker. "Not all us niggers is dumb, boss man," he said with a thick 
plantation accent.


"Yeah? Then if you're so smart, figure out the rest of the story 
yourself." They were turning into the country club driveway for a sweep 
through the parking lot, always a good spot for catching a couple of 
late-neckers with their pants down.


"No, you tell me ... it's getting more interesting all the time."


"Actually, there's not much more to tell. At least, not until I get the 
latest rumors from Flaherty. It seems that young Lucy was sort of 
attached to her father, maybe more than is natural for a girl her age, 
and she doesn't like the idea of Daddy's widow with a new boyfriend ... 
Jerry Marlowe in the flesh."


"Aha, the ol' Electra complex rears its ugly head!"


"Jeez, Turner, you're a pretty smart fellow! How come you're a cop?" 
Just then their number came across on the radio: disorderly conduct at 
an all-night service station. "Probably a fist-fight ... better get 
ready for a little action!" He down-shifted the powerful Mercury and it 
belched with a throaty roar as they left Valley Farms in a cloud of 
taxpayers' rubber. The doughnuts would have to wait.


Chapter 2.
---------
"Lucy, don't just walk past me like I'm not standing here! Come in here 
. .. I want to talk to you!" Kate Barrett had changed into a dress and 
stockings; she was always an early riser, and this morning it would 
just be a bit earlier than usual. She had never really intended to go 
back to sleep anyway, but she needed some excuse to get away from those 
adolescent police officers. Another minute of the way they were ogling 
Lucy and she'd have lost her cool completely!


"Sorry, Mother," the younger woman said politely, her lips pressed 
together in what passed as a smile. "I didn't see you. What do you 
want? I have classes in just over three hours."


"Never mind your classes. What's the idea of parading around this house 
like some kind of ... some kind of whore!" Her teeth clenched as she 
spat out the word; it left her lips like some bit of bad food.


"Parading where? I've just been walking around my house. Oh, excuse me, 
your house. I wasn't aware that doing so made me some kind of fallen 
woman." Lucy stood barely an inch shorter than her mother, and she 
showed no signs of backing down. Arguing like this had become something 
of a nightly ritual since John Barrett's death, and both women had 
plenty of practice by now.


"You know damn well what I mean! You and that see-thru outfit with 
those pimply-faced cops peering at your bosom. Honestly, what do you 
take me for? I'm not blind!"


Lucy laughed weakly. "I'll tell you what I take you for ... if 
anybody's the whore, it's you! Those men were nearly thirty, young 
enough for me maybe, but not old enough for you! I think you're just 
jealous because I got all the attention! That's what's eating you, 
you're jealous! Why don't you call up your friend with the lavender 
cologne? He might pay some attention to you!"


"Lucy Barrett, I won't listen to that kind of talk! Maybe I was a 
little hasty, but you've got no right to talk that way about Mr. 
Marlowe. He's a good friend of the family and he's been a real help 
these last few months!"


"Yeah, I'll bet ... help at what? Or should I guess. I'm not blind 
either, you know. I've seen you two kissing and grabbing at each other 
like a couple of ..."


Kate's palm flashed upward and stung across her daughter's cheek with a 
loud smack. Lucy scarcely moved, but her face bore the mark of four red 
fingers like a stenciled hand on her cheek. "Lucy ... I'm sorry ... 
Lucy?"


Lucille Edgecombe Barrett turned on her bare feet and walked away 
silently to her room, closed the door behind her, and locked it 
carefully. Not until she was in bed with her head beneath her pillow 
did she let herself go. A half hour later she had cried herself to 
sleep, and she did not awaken until the alarm rang at quarter past 
seven.


Kate Barrett's room was closed when she passed it on the way down to 
fix herself a quick breakfast. The Barrett domestic, Clara had arrived 
and was cleaning up the broken glass by the back door when Lucy came 
in. "Trouble, Miss Lucy? You look like you haven't slept a wink. That 
is, unless you got them red eyes from drinking."


Lucy gave the elderly black woman a warm hug. "No, Clara, just the same 
old thing. Mother and I had another of our fights. This one was a real 
lulu."


"Which one of you broke the door?"


"Neither one. We had a break-in here last night. Or rather almost had 
one. I guess the lights must have scared him away."


"A break-in? Did you call the police?"


Lucy was pawing through the cupboard in search of a snack-sized box of 
cereal. "Oh, yeah, police and guns and everything. And then Mother 
accused me of being a whore and slapped me."


"What? Why, Miss Lucy, that don't sound right to me. Are you sure it 
happened just like that?"


The long-haired blonde girl sat down at the kitchen breakfast table and 
stared into the empty coffee cup that Clara had provided for her. "No, 
Clara, I don't know how it happened. It was just like all the other 
nights. She said something or I said something and we were off and 
running. Only this time she hit me ... hard." She was trying not to 
look at Clara, for the gray-haired Negro woman had practically raised 
her and it was impossible to keep anything from Clara. She could lie to 
Kate, even once in a while to Daddy when he was alive, but never to 
Clara. She was too sharp.


"Listen honey, you forget all about that school this morning. They'll 
understand you missing a couple of classes. I'm gonna fix you a nice 
hot breakfast just like I used to do when you was a baby. And then you 
can tell ol' Clara all about it, 'ya hear?" She did not receive an 
answer, but when the elderly woman turned from her dishes, Lucy had her 
face buried in her hands and it was plain to see she was crying.


*  *  *  *  *


You could always hear David coming long before you saw him; his late-
fifties MG had not seen a muffler without holes in more years than 
anyone could remember. How he managed to keep the thing on the streets 
was a puzzlement to everyone who knew him or the car. David had the 
sort of looks that usually draw small-town cops like sugar draws ants: 
long hair, a Mexican-bandito mustache. And always the latest in freaky 
clothes. But somehow he managed to elude them, for his racing green MG 
was almost an institution on the streets between Valley Farms and 
Alexandria. He never drove his car into the city; because of thieves, 
he said, but most people suspected it was because the D.C. cops would 
be less likely to put up with that awful brraaappp!


Lucy Barrett remembered the exact day she first met David; the exact 
day, the hour, the minute, all of it. It was the night Kate first 
brought Jerry home with her. Oh, sure, she knew they had been seeing 
each other. Everyone in Valley Farms knew by that time. But at least 
until then she had had the decency to keep him out of their home. Her 
father's home!


And Kate Barrett brought that sawed-off shrimp of a man with his awful 
pot belly into the study where she was doing her homework and 
introduced him, just like that. What was she supposed to do, curtsy and 
pretend she was glad to meet him? That man in her father's house? Well, 
she didn't, and she was not sorry in the least now as she waited 
outside the school for David to pick her up. No, not in the least. That 
was the night she first went to Scottie's, a late-night drive-in 
hangout not far from Valley Farms, but definitely on the shadier side 
of the tracks. Lucy had never even felt the urge to go to that awful 
place, though some of the bolder girls from Valley Farms went over in 
groups of four or five just for laughs sometimes. Much in the manner 
that the Park Avenue swells used to go down to the Apollo in Harlem 
before the blacks declared them non-grata. Lucy went there that night 
for one reason -- to get drunk on beer. She ordered a plate of French 
fries and a half-quart of beer, just like she had heard the kids did it 
here; and when it came, she gulped half of it down without a breath. 
Lucy was no drinker, at least not then, but she had sampled a few 
different drinks over the years, including a fair share of beer at 
debutante-season parties and by the pool at the country club. That 
night, though, she had only wanted to get drunk as quickly and 
painlessly as possible, and being under legal age, beer was the safest 
way. She had finished the first and ordered a second when David poked 
his head in her passenger-side window. Perhaps if she had not downed 
that large can of beer so quickly, she would have switched on the power 
window and told him to get lost. Perhaps.


But Lucy invited him inside instead; why not? she asked herself, 
Mother's at home with her boyfriend. If she can play around with a fat 
old creep like Jerry Marlowe, then I can pick my own playmates too! she 
told herself assuringly.


And that was exactly what she did. Call it revenge, getting even, even 
love, but the end result is the same. Lucy Barrett lost her virginity 
that night in David's third-story studio apartment in Alexandria. It 
was all over so quickly she could hardly remember it now; of course, 
being perfectly soused might have affected her memory a bit. And 
looking back, she felt not the slightest recriminating pang, not one. 
She took David home to their Valley Farms house the very next night and 
treated Kate Barrett to a bit of her own medicine. Of course, John 
Barrett's charming widow was too much the southern aristocrat to make a 
scene in front of company, even if the guest was, in her own words, 
"some degenerate hippie creep and probably an addict as well." The real 
scene came later, when David dropped her off at half past three in the 
morning, but Lucy came out ahead on points at the end of round one by 
turning up the very next afternoon for five o'clock cocktails at the 
Club with David firmly in tow. Long hair, sandals, dirty jeans, and 
all. That was the real beginning of a running battle between the 
Barrett womenfolk that had dragged on for over a month. Kate Barrett 
with her "gentleman friend" and Lucy with her hippie.


"Hi, baby, been waiting long?" Lucy was so caught up in her reminiscing 
that she failed to hear David pull to the curb, and that was no mean 
oversight with his MG.


"No, just a couple of minutes," she lied to save conversation. "Let's 
get out of here, David. I'm just not in the mood for school today. I 
slept through the business accounting class and I was supposed to see 
the Dean about being late this morning, but I just cut out."


"Okay, baby, I think you should have split from that lousy place a long 
time ago. Who the hell wants to go to school to learn to be a file 
clerk?"


Lucy reached inside and opened the latch of the tiny sports car and 
then climbed into the passenger seat, doubling her long legs to get 
them inside. David leered down between them at the snatch of white as 
her panties showed momentarily. "Hmm, nice beaver shot there, 
sweetheart," he said with a phony Bogart lisp.


"Can it, David," the well-built young blonde shot back irritably. "Step 
on the gas, will you, I said I wanted to get out of here. How about a 
couple of beers at Scottie's?"


He threw the gearshift into first and popped the clutch in a howl of 
burning rubber. "Scottie's?" he inquired over the raucous din of the 
finely-tuned roadster. "What made you decide that? We haven't been to 
Scottie's since the night we met. I thought you didn't like the place."


"Well, that was yesterday and today's today. Now I'd like to have a 
beer at Scottie's. And then maybe over to your place."


David did not need any further hints; Lucy was strangely eager to get 
into bed today, and whatever the reason, he was game. Lucy was the kind 
of dish some men lived all their lives without once ever having, and 
she was his for the taking! "Okay, baby, Scottie's it is. And then my 
place for dessert, right?" he said with a knowing chuckle.


Lucy turned her head and looked at him blankly. "Don't joke about it, 
David. I need it today, that's all ... I need you!"


David pressed the accelerator a bit closer to the floorboards; he'd 
never seen her quite like this. And Lucy to practically ask for it. 
Damn that was almost unthinkable! He glanced to be sure she was looking 
away and then used the heel of his palm to press down the eager 
erection that was already bulging in his tight Levi's.


*  *  *  *  *


The cramped walk-up studio that he rented was, as usual, in need of a 
woman's touch. Food from meals already digested and forgotten lay 
hardening in the sunlight that glared in from outside. This place had 
little to say for it, but its Southern exposure was its one redeeming 
point. Even in the dead of winter, there was more sun here than in most 
penthouses. The one large room was papered floor to ceiling with rock 
posters from the sixties; David had lived in San Francisco then and 
was, as he told it somewhat sketchily, somehow loosely connected with 
the defunct Avalon ballroom. Lucy, in her more cognizant moments, 
guessed that he was perhaps a ticket-taker, but she never ventured to 
question him further. David was not the kind of person one ever got to 
know extremely well; she supposed she knew him as well as anyone, and 
still there were a lot of stones uncovered. Like, for instance, what he 
did for a living. He did not seem to have a lot of money, but he always 
had just enough. Yet when she asked him about his source of income, he 
always answered in some vague generality about being an "agent," then 
sometimes a few words about "finders' fees and such."


Lucy had heard of such things; John Barrett always took her into his 
confidence. He often said that he wanted no daughter who was capable of 
being just a housewife: therefore, he explained the innermost workings 
of his businesses in detail to her as a teenager, usually when she 
would have preferred television or a drive in the country. But she 
never let on to David that she had any familiarity at all with the 
world of business and finance; as far as he knew, she understood just 
what little they taught her at business school. And that was hardly 
enough to make a decent secretary. In all honesty, she had to admit, if 
only to herself, that she had some doubts about David's standing in the 
financial community, but that never bothered Lucy Barrett. She had all 
the money she needed, and a lot more corning when she turned twenty-
five, so what did it matter if David probably had some part-time job he 
was ashamed to tell her about. Maybe in a service station since he 
liked cars so much, she sometimes guessed. But only when it crossed her 
mind at all, which was seldom.


"Want another beer?" he asked, opening the refrigerator.


"No, thanks, those two at Scottie's were enough for me. I have to go 
home eventually, and one drunk in the house is quite enough."


"Ol' lady's on the sauce again?" he laughed.


"Not so bad as before, when Daddy died. But she's knocking down more 
than her share. And that boyfriend of hers kills a bottle every day or 
so. Scotch, naturally, at twelve bucks a bottle."


"Can't the tight-ass afford his own booze? I thought he had tons of 
money."


"Yeah, I suppose. He's got lots of money, but he'd rather drink for 
free, I guess," the attractive blonde explained as she dropped across 
David's unmade double bed. She always felt a tingle of excitement when 
she lay on this bed; this was where she first had a man. This was the 
only place where she'd had a man.


David kneeled on the mattress beside her, placing his half-full beer on 
the headboard. "Well, let's not talk about that jerk Marlowe. We've got 
more important things to do, right, baby?" Lucy felt her whole body 
begin to shiver as his hands touched the small of her back and then 
moved down over her soft round buttocks and started to push the hem of 
her school dress up along the backs of her smooth unblemished thighs. 
She heard his breathing suddenly grow faster, and she could feel the 
hot intensity of his stare there between her slightly-spread thighs. He 
gave her a meaningful nudge and she lifted her hips and then her 
breasts so that he could pull her dress up and off, pausing first to 
unzip it at the shoulders.


"Mmmmmmmm," she murmured softly as his hands smoothly caressed their 
way down her back as he unhooked her brassiere; that too was removed 
quickly as she lifted her large firm breasts from the mattress for 
Davis to pull it away. She felt a quiver of eagerness as her naked 
breasts rubbed against the sheet; her nipples hardened in contact with 
the coarse fabric, and Lucy could feel that familiar surge of passion 
rushing through her chest and loins.


His warm hands moved further down her back as he hooked his fingers in 
the taut elastic band at the top of her panties, and then he yanked and 
tugged until they cleared the swell of her hips and slid over the 
luxurious half-globes of her buttocks. In another few seconds, he had 
them down her long trim thighs and then, as she lifted her ankles 
cooperatively, he removed them and dropped them on the floor beside the 
bed. Lucy was totally naked now, not having worn any stockings to 
school because of the muggy heat and humidity, and she purred like a 
complacent kitten as his searching hands coursed over her eagerly, 
devouring her naked flesh with his fingertips. His hand slipped easily 
up between her milky-white thighs until his fingers brushed 
electrically across the sparse blonde pubic hair around her vagina; his 
finger swept just slightly over the quivering, nerve-filled bud of her 
clitoris, and she moaned loudly, a visible shiver of excitement racing 
up from her naked loins and along her bare smooth back. His own fervent 
lust thoroughly aroused, the long-haired young man lifted and rolled 
her voluptuous body over easily so that her full frontal nudity was 
offered up to him like an obscene French postcard. Her eyes were hardly 
more than slits, and her naked firm breasts rose and fell in the 
swelling crescendo of her blatant and uncontrollable passion!


David's lust-widened eyes bulged to take in all of the rich young 
blonde's luridly exposed sensuality. Like every other time he had 
brought her up here to this dingy apartment, she was hotter than New 
York on the Fourth of July -- her legs twitching anxiously and her ripe 
little ass just squirming with excited eagerness. Lucy Barrett, John 
Barrett's only child, and here she was in his bed, begging for his 
cock! What incredible sweet irony! It was just too damn much.


He could scarcely suppress the smirk of absolute victory that seemed to 
creep across his face on its own ... Oh, you hot-ass piece o'pussy, 
you'd absolutely shit if you knew the whole story! Yes, you would!


That night she turned up like something out of a dream ... Lucy Barrett 
alone and crying her big blue eyes out at a dump like Scottie's! He had 
to look twice before he was certain himself, as he had only seen her 
before from a distance, but with a face like an angel and a body that 
could tempt a saint, he knew it had to be the same girl. It had been 
nearly a year since John Barrett gave the order to have him fired from 
the shipping department, instructions that included turning his name 
over to the police for being a marijuana smoker. His foreman had caught 
him with a lighted "joint" during his lunch break, and being the hard-
hat that he was, went straight to John B. himself. Lucy never knew any 
of this, of course, for the store had kept it quiet to avoid publicity. 
And though the charges were eventually dropped by the District 
Attorney's office, he had spent a nervous two months sweating it out. 
And unemployed to boot. He swore to get even that very day he was 
fired, but he had given it up as a lost cause until he spotted Lucy 
that night at Scottie's.


David had another job now, thanks to John Barrett. Or rather, no 
thanks, for he would rather have been on welfare than doing what he was 
into now. He had reluctantly agreed to do some work for Sammy DeAngelo 
and his organization, just that one time to make ends meet. One little 
trip down to the Naval Yards at Norfolk with a certain small package to 
deliver, just that one time. But it didn't work out that way; with 
Sammy's organization it never did. Once they had their hooks in you, 
your ass was theirs until they tired of you. First they were all smiles 
and please-and-thank-you, then they lost their charming good humor when 
you refused them another delivery run. And when you went out to start 
your car one morning and found all the tires slashed even though it had 
been left under a street light, then, if you were smart, you knew that 
the organization had you where they wanted you. Right under their 
thumb.


Only now David could see a light at the end of the tunnel -- a way out 
from under Sammy's crushing weight and a chance to get even with John 
Barrett at the same time! It was almost too good to be true, all that 
money just waiting to be grabbed. He could tell Sammy to shove it and 
split for the Riviera where the real action was! And the best part of 
all was fucking John Barrett's high class daughter while he bided his 
time. Roll over in your grave, John Barrett, you mother-fucker!


His hands again roamed upward between her thighs until he could feel 
the hotly-steaming furrow of her young cuntal flesh quiver in 
passionate reply to his lust-inciting caresses. "Ooooohhhh," she sighed 
up at him and when he lowered his face to hers, her tongue lashed out 
as if to pull him closer and then pushed wetly into his clinging mouth 
in a lascivious signal of utter surrender.


Lucy was only half-aware of a hurried bustling of clothing, and when 
she opened her eyes wider, David was standing over her completely 
naked, his man-sized cock visibly pulsating between both his hands. He 
crawled onto the bed and kneeled over her prostrate form with a self-
satisfied smirk on his face. "Reach down and stick it in, sweetheart." 
She complied almost immediately, and he moaned a long, deep sigh as her 
warm fingers closed eagerly around his rigid penis and then began to 
push the thick fleshy foreskin back over the distended purplish knob. 
She squeezed his cock-shaft impatiently and eased it up against the 
hotly-steaming lips of her hungering cunt.


David could feel the softly tickling pubic hair brushing against his 
lust-distended member as it poised tremblingly at the very cuntal mouth 
of her vagina. Her pussy-heat seemed to draw him like a magnet, 
threatening to suck him voraciously into the very pit of her desire-
heightened loins. He knew she was his, all of her, every delicious 
naked inch of her! All his life he'd hungered for a woman like her, but 
they were always too distant for a boy from the wrong side of town. 
He'd seen them for years in their fancy cars, with their prissy 
college-boy lovers. And now he had the cream of the crop, John 
Barrett's daughter herself, squirming on his unmade bed like some hash-
house waitress he'd brought up for a quick piece of tail!


This time, he thought wickedly, this time she'll wait until I say so! 
She wants my cock so bad it hurts, but she'll wait, goddamn her, until 
I'm ready to shove it into her tight country-club pussy!


"Want it, baby?" he sneered coarsely into her ear.


Lucy did not answer but lay beneath him groaning in barely-audible 
gasps through her clenched teeth: her lips were pulled back and 
quivering with the frenzied passion her lover always stirred between 
her supple thighs.


"I asked you a question," he said with thinly-veiled sadism. "Do you 
want it or not? You gotta' ask me real nice if you do."


Lucy shivered beneath him. "P-please, David, don't make me do that ... 
just take me, darling! Please! I need it ... so bad!"


"No dice, honey ... I want to hear you ask real sweet-like. This time, 
for a change, we do it my way!" He looked into her perspiration-beaded 
face and he knew he would be victorious; whatever it was that drew her 
to him, whatever strange power he seemed to have over her, it was 
working its magic now. Her tongue encircled her trembling lips in 
obvious passionate hunger; her eyes were closed but her eyelids 
fluttered at the touch of his naked male penis against her moistly-
quivering cuntal softness. He was on his elbows over her, his cock 
insinuated just slightly between the pouting pink lips of her nakedly 
beckoning vagina, but suddenly another idea flashed in his mind -- 
something new, even for him, a little special way he'd heard about but 
never tried ... he could fuck her between those big, beautiful titties! 
Man, what a treat!


David sighted down along the muscular hardness of his chest to the 
luscious blonde's slightly quivering breasts, firm and soaring as they 
shivered beneath him. Placing a leg on either side of her slender 
torso, he squirmed forward and positioned himself with his immensely-
swollen cock between her white, pink-capped breasts; the soft warm 
flesh of her naked breasts closed around the rigid blood-engorged 
length of his organ and he gasped at the exciting exotic sensation. His 
fingers shook with the eagerness of his growing lust as he squeezed the 
resilient fleshy mounds until his tightly fondling grip left tiny red 
welts between the ridges of his fingers; he kneaded them and crushed 
them into a dozen different shapes, but every time they snapped back to 
the full voluptuous mounds that Lucy Barrett was so proud of.


David moaned with the exquisite pleasure of Lucy's breasts encircling 
warmth around his cock; he squeezed them tightly together so that they 
formed a narrow tunnel-like opening and he rocked his pelvis back and 
forth so that his hard, lust-engorged cock slithered back and forth 
inside the hairless, tightly gripping cleft between her high-set 
breasts. He pushed the purplish bulbous head of his cock through the 
tightly encircling channel between her breasts until it poked 
lasciviously against the underside of her chin; she jerked away with a 
half-intelligible gasp of revulsion -- fellatio was not her bag; he had 
tried often enough, but Lucy just would not cooperate. He eased back 
and laughed silently at the tiny smear of his seminal fluid that 
glistened there above her blemish-free neck.


For several long tantalizing minutes more, he kept up the slow, 
slithering pace ... his own sticky discharge had thoroughly moistened 
the smooth-bored cleft between her breasts and his cock slid right up 
to her chin. Lucy turned her face away disgustedly, but he could still 
feel the vibrant sexuality that flooded her body and knew she was 
totally under his control. All except for one thing, that one single 
act he'd never been able to force out of her -- she had never given him 
a blow job. Well, he thought, all in time ... it wouldn't be smart to 
ruin this little set-up just because I ain't getting any head! There 
are plenty of other birds around who love a taste of cock now and then!


His hands squeezed her large full breasts in from the sides so tightly 
that his cock could scarcely slide between them; he had his eyes half-
closed and his teeth clenched with the wildly erotic sensation of this 
strangely inciting experience. He felt the surging tide of his male 
orgasm begin to swell deep in his sperm-laden testicles and he thought 
with a lewd mocking grin ... Hell, why not! It ought to be good for a 
laugh!


Pushing the pliant mounds together so hard that Lucy cried out in pain, 
he humped ferociously forward a few last quick times, his pistoning 
penis slithering machine-like between her tightly smashed breasts; her 
nipples almost touched as he shoved the warm womanly orbs together, and 
then with a grunting sigh of release, he let his lust-bloated balls 
explode along the steel-hard shaft of his cock until the seething 
viscous stream gushed between her crushed pink-tipped breasts and onto 
her neck and chin like a sticky glob of spittle.


Lucy started from the sudden unexpected sensation of something warm and 
liquid on her flesh, and when she looked up and saw David looking down 
at her mockingly, his face slashed with a sneer, she squirmed 
maddeningly to wriggle out from beneath him, but he held her securely 
between his knees. "Damn you, David!" she spat up at him. Damn was the 
strongest expletive he had ever heard her use and she reserved it for 
the really furious moments. "That was a rotten, disgusting thing to do! 
I need you, David, I told you that ... and now look what you've done! 
That was ... filthy, that's what it was! Filthy!"


David raised one leg and moved off of her, trailing his flaccid penis 
across the still vibrant mound of one of her breasts, leaving a smear 
of semen that oozed over her crinkly nipple like some after-bath cream. 
He knelt beside her on the messy unmade bed; the sheets beneath his 
knees were nearly beige with dirt and God-knows-what-else. "Don't get 
all worked up, baby," he said with a confident grin. His hand lifted 
the rubbery length of his deflated cock and flapped it around like a 
length of hose. "There's still plenty left for you ... just get it nice 
and hard again and it's all yours. I just wanted to see how I liked a 
tit-fuck, and now I know."


Lucy looked up at him, her eyes burning with a potent mixture of 
passion and anger. She would have liked to spit in his face and walk 
out of here ... but she knew she wouldn't. Instead, swallowing her 
rich-girl pride like an unwanted oyster, she took his soft penis and 
began to knowingly stroke its fleshy skin. She did not look up at him 
at all and in hardly any time it was growing hard once again, just as 
it always did. Lucy Barrett knew it would be late into the night before 
she returned home to Valley Farms.


Chapter 3


A visit by Kate Barrett to the three-story department store that bore 
her married name was always something of an occasion; not, perhaps, to 
the hundreds of customers who milled about in search of bargains, but 
the word spread like brush-fire among the various clerks and cashiers 
and floorwalkers. Kate Barrett is here in person! Dozens of sales were 
briefly interrupted as employees glanced up for a furtive glimpse of 
the woman who effectively controlled their working lives. One word from 
this tall, attractive redhead could put them on unemployment; no one 
failed to realize her power as far as this successful business was 
concerned. And the same unspoken question was on everyone's lips -- why 
had she come to the store?


Kate, alone, moved swiftly through the afternoon crowds, mostly 
housewives and small children, until she reached the employee's 
elevator that would take her to Karl Henderson's penthouse offices. She 
liked dropping in unannounced, if only because it always seemed to make 
the General Manager so nervous; Henderson was an efficient overseer, 
but too afraid for his job to suit Kate Barrett. He had been John's 
personal choice, though, and she would never have gone against the 
weak-chinned balding little man for fear of tangling with the 
directors. Kate tightly controlled the corporation, but still the 
directors had to be kept smiling. As long as the store showed a 
substantial profit, why should she concern herself with a faceless 
nobody like Karl Henderson, she asked herself.


An occasional older employee, emboldened with seniority, nodded or 
smiled greetings to the company matriarch as she passed, and Kate was 
all teeth and fluttering eyelids. Kate was known as a woman of steel to 
everyone she had ever dealt with, but she effectively camouflaged her 
toughness with a Southern belle charm that was often her most potent 
weapon.


"Good afternoon, Kate ... it's nice to see you here again." She spun 
around instantly, surprised but not offended at the informality; it was 
Sol Marcus, one of the store's oldest employees. Sol was more like 
family than employee, and Kate hurried to kiss him on the cheek. John 
had hired him personally, back before the last war, and though he was 
way overdue for forced retirement, the Board of Directors, at Kate's 
heavy-handed insistence, had voted to keep him on as sort of a 
floorwalker emeritus. Sol had often told his friends that retirement 
would be the death of him; he had no family, no really close friends, 
just the store.


"Sol, it's been ages! Why don't you ever come out to Valley Farms like 
you used to? Lucy and I would love to see you!"


The slight, bespectacled man looked down at the floor as if 
embarrassed. "I guess I should have come ... but I just didn't know if 
I'd be welcome, now that John -- Mr. Barrett -- is gone."


"Nonsense, Sol! You just come anytime. Call me ahead of time and I'll 
fix you a nice home-cooked meal, just like the old times."


With what looked like a tear in his eye, the graying old man took 
Kate's hand and squeezed it firmly with surprising strength. "Thank 
you, Kate, I'd love to. Thank you." And then he turned silently and 
returned to his job of watching over the appliance section, a highly 
unlikely spot for shoplifting and actually a section created just for 
him. Kate waved hello to one other recognized old-timer and entered the 
elevator for the swift ride to the penthouse; she was certain, of 
course, that Karl Henderson's secretary had already received at least a 
half-dozen warnings from various friends on the first floor that she 
was on her way up. That always made it even more fun to watch the look 
of feigned surprise as she stepped into the green-carpeted foyer of the 
executive suite.


The stainless-steel doors parted with a pneumatic sigh, and Kate 
stepped onto the luxuriously thick carpeting and waited for Miss 
Randal, the executive receptionist, to look up and "discover" that the 
prime shareholder and Chairwoman of the Board of Directors was paying a 
call.


"Why, Mrs. Barrett!" she fairly shrieked, "What a delightful surprise!" 
She had that syrupy voice common to all receptionists, a tone that 
somehow lacked a shred of real emotion.


"Good afternoon, Miss Randal," Kate said officiously; receptionists 
were not, as a rule, her favorite people. "Is Mr. Henderson in?" He 
damn well better be; we don't pay him to stay out of the office!


"Yes, ma'am, he's on a call to one of our buyers in New York, but I'm 
sure he'll interrupt it to see you. Just a moment, let me buzz him."


"Thank you, I'd appreciate that." Buyer in New York, indeed: who does 
she think she's fooling! Karl Henderson wouldn't condescend to speak to 
a buyer unless it was absolutely necessary!


Almost before the pretty young receptionist could get the words from 
her lips, the heavy wooden door marked Private opened with a noisy bang 
and Karl Henderson nearly threw himself into the foyer. "Kate! What a 
surprise! Come in, come in!"


Henderson made a flourishing gesture that was almost a bow and swept 
her into his spacious penthouse office with a gentle motion of his 
hand. The suite was tastefully done, decorated solely with merchandise 
the store handled and accented with a few odds and ends the company's 
interior designer had chosen; it was relatively simple and stark, 
befitting a retail merchandiser, and possessed what would have to be 
one of the most beautiful views in the suburban sprawl of the nation's 
capital. In the murky distance, you could actually catch a glimpse 
through the smog of the city's various monuments; the Washington 
monument stuck up through the brown haze somewhat appropriately as a 
single upraised finger.


"Sit down, Kate, love, and make yourself comfortable. Would you care 
for a drink? Or maybe some hors d'oeuvres from the dining room?"


"No, thanks, Karl," she answered with a dismissing wave of her wrist. 
"I'm here on business this trip and I'll try to make it quick."


"Oh ..." Karl Henderson looked momentarily shaken, and his retailer's 
smile vanished in a trickle from his lips.


"Now don't go getting all worried, Karl. This is personal business, not 
store business. I have a problem maybe you can help me with."


"Oh! Indeed!" His smile had mysteriously returned and Henderson was his 
ebullient self. "Anything for you, Kate, you know that!"


"I'll get straight to the point, Karl. We had a break-in last night out 
at our house ..."


"A break-in! Goodness, did you call the police?"


"Yes, yes ... actually whoever it was didn't get in. They got scared 
away when we turned on the lights. But it all got me thinking ... two 
women alone in that big house with God-knows-who riding around the 
streets. Well, I want to do something to give us a bit more security. 
What do you recommend? A burglar alarm?"


"Just a second, Kate. Let's bring in an expert ... our security chief, 
Allen Biggs. I'll call him up here." He pressed a button on his 
intercom, and when Miss Darnel's voice chirped through, he gave 
instructions for Biggs to be sent for from his office in the basement. 
Henderson talked shop for a few minutes while they awaited the security 
man, but also as friends; Karl had heard that Mrs. Barrett never 
approved of John's choice, but he had grown used to that and simply 
tried not to worry about his tenure. Worrying was most of the game in 
the retail trade -- worry about being overstocked, about being under-
stocked, about the competition undercutting you, about the competition 
getting more for the same merchandise. Worry, worry, worry ... he 
needed another worry like an extra leg! Kate Barrett was the boss here 
now and Karl accepted it as something he could do nothing to change.


There was a buzz from the desk outside, and a couple of words passed 
through the communications system from the store's general manager, and 
when the door opened once again there was a uniformed man standing 
there looking for all the world like a policeman. Kate nearly gasped 
with astonishment but she stifled it in time; was this man an employee 
of Barrett's? What was this uniform?


"Kate, I'd like you to meet Allen Biggs, our head of security. Allen, 
Mrs. Barrett." There was a flurry of exchanged greetings and then 
everyone settled into comfortable armchairs around the manager's 
rosewood desk. "Suppose you tell Allen what you told me, Kate. If 
there's anything he doesn't know about security, it hasn't been 
invented yet! He's cut our shoplifting and burglary in half since he 
signed on with us."


"Oh, how wonderful," Kate said somewhat lamely. "I didn't even know we 
had a crime problem at Barrett's. I never recall John mentioning 
anything about that in the past. Maybe a couple of shoplifters now and 
then, but nothing the floorwalkers couldn't handle."


"That was in the good old days, Kate, back before there were so many 
hoodlums about. You simply wouldn't believe the problems we've had! But 
I won't bore you with all that; tell Allen what your own problem is and 
he'll tell you how to go about solving it. I have absolute faith in 
Allen here when it comes to security!"


Kate told the whole story about the break-in, how she lived alone in a 
big rambling house with her daughter, and then," ... And naturally, I 
figured some kind of burglar alarm system would be the answer. You 
know, one of those fancy electronic deals that picks up any movement 
where it shouldn't be and notifies the police or whatever. But you tell 
me, Mr. Biggs, you're the expert."


Allen Biggs ran his fingers through his rapidly-thinning hair and shook 
his head. "No offense, ma'am, but I think a burglar alarm system is a 
waste of good money. They're all right maybe for a big empty warehouse, 
some kind of confined space where you know definitely when and where 
there is to be authorized movement, but not for a house. There are just 
too many things to go wrong ... and besides, most of the burglars know 
more about beating the systems than we know about installing them!


"Then what do you suggest I do? Build a wall with an electric fence on 
top?"


"No, Mrs. Barrett, that might be a little hasty just yet; wait until 
the crime really gets bad before you send out for the masons. But 
seriously, I do think there is a practical solution, particularly 
practical because of your close relationship with the store."


"Goodness, tell me," Kate smiled. "You've really got my interest up 
now!"


"I suggest you get a trained guard dog."


"A dog?! What on earth would I do with a dog? I know absolutely nothing 
about taking care of one of those beasts. And anyway, I'd probably be 
more afraid of him than a burglar! John ... my late husband ... never 
cared much for animals so we never had one around the house. Oh, I 
don't know, it just doesn't sound like the solution for me."


"Well, you're the boss, Mrs. Barrett, but could I make one suggestion 
before you make up your mind completely?"


"What's that?"


"How about coming downstairs with me and taking a look at the dog I 
have in mind for you; he's something really special."


Kate Barrett was confused. "A dog here? When did Barrett's start 
selling pets, Karl?"


Allen answered for his superior. "He's not for sale, ma'am, at least 
not to the public. He's one of our four nighttime patrol dogs, 
especially trained to look for trespassers lurking about the store or 
the warehouse out back. This one's a bit unusual, because he seems to 
like people so much. Don't get me wrong, he can be vicious when he's 
required to be, but he seems sort of lonely, somehow, in that night 
patrol job. I was thinking of selling him and getting another, but if 
you like him, he's yours. I'll bring him out to your house and get him 
used to you and your daughter. All you'd have to do is dump a bit of 
feed into his bucket every morning and he'll do the rest."


"Oh, but isn't it dangerous having a dog like that around? What if ..."


"Please, Mrs. Barrett, just take a look at him first. Then, if you're 
still not interested, we'll forget the whole thing and I'll install the 
best available burglar alarm on the market in your house. But it won't 
come close to doing the job Matthew will."


"All right, let's have a look at this super-dog; I've got nothing to 
lose by looking. But I still don't like the idea!"


It was always dark in the special section of the store's basement where 
the four security dogs, Matthew, Mark, Luke & John, lived behind locked 
doors in their individual chain-link runs and plywood houses. Their 
working hours were at night, therefore it was necessary to keep this 
part of the basement in near-darkness all day so that the husky animals 
would get their sleep: the only daylight they ever saw was the short 
time between dawn and the store's opening and, in the summer months, 
the brief twilight after closing time. Their task was simple and to the 
point -- intercept and detain anyone found inside the store after 
closing-up time. There was always a security man on duty, one they 
would recognize should one of them come across him in their rounds, but 
he nearly never left his glassed-in cubicle on the main floor. 
Occasionally one of the executives might return for some late-night 
work, but he would enter by the employees' entrance next to the 
security man's desk and take the elevator directly to the executive 
offices which were not patrolled by the German shepherds. Should they 
discover someone hiding inside the store, they were trained to hold him 
with a clamp of their powerful jaws while the other dog (they worked in 
pairs) barked to signal the security man who had a monitoring device 
next to his desk that would pick-up their sounds from anywhere in the 
huge building. Twice already they had proven themselves worth their 
initial cost and training -- once when they knocked a trespasser to his 
knees and held him until the armed security guard handcuffed him for 
the police; he was found to be a three-time convicted burglar and 
carried tools that indicated he was after the fine jewelry in that 
department's locked security drawers. Their second success was with a 
shoplifter who had hidden inside the store until after closing, hoping 
foolishly to find a way out with the stolen merchandise he had 
concealed in every pocket of his clothing.


Matthew was just waking up from a long, fitful sleep when he heard 
Allen's voice outside the locked door that connected their section with 
the storage portion of the huge basement room; it was the wrong time of 
day for a feeding, but there was something else even odder -- he had 
others with him. Allen nearly never brought anyone into this portion of 
the store; not that it was dangerous, the dogs were trained to go into 
action only during their nightly patrols. But Allen wanted these 
animals to know as few people as possible, so as not to confuse their 
sensitive scent-detecting skills.


Matthew was on his feet in less than a second, ears perked up high, 
twitching from side to side as he strained to pick up any noises he 
could from outside the door. His companions had heard their master's 
approach as well, and now they were all pushing against the sturdy 
chain-link fence at the front of their runs, eagerly awaiting this 
unaccustomed surprise visit.


"Matthew! Mark! How are you, fellows? Luke! John!" greeted Allen Biggs 
from the doorway. He was greeted by a cacophony of howls and barks as 
his well-trained German shepherds heralded his entrance.


"My, what a greeting!" exclaimed Kate Barrett. "Are they always this 
happy to receive visitors?"


"Only lovely ones like yourself," answered the security chief 
gallantly.


"My, you are a flatterer! I might have to see Henderson about getting 
you a raise!"


"Thanks, I could use it. Seriously, though, I doubt if any of these 
animals have ever seen a woman before. You're most likely the first."


"What!? You must be joking! Surely they've seen women before. How about 
the cleaning women? And all the salesclerks that are female?"


Biggs closed the heavy steel door to the rest of the basement and 
switched on the red lamps overhead, bathing the whole of the kennel 
area with a weird red-orange glow. The dogs had quieted down at one 
word from him and the only noise was the low muffled whine of the 
ventilation system sucking out the stale air and replenishing the area 
with fresh. "We had to do some rescheduling when we started using dogs 
at night," he explained. "Oh, I hope you don't mind the red lights -- 
we never turn on the bright lights, it keeps them adjusted to the dim 
night lights in the store. Anyway, as I was saying, we have the 
cleaning crews start now just as the store is closing; that way, when 
they're finished and ready to leave, we take the dogs up to their 
assigned floors and there they stay until one of the guards comes for 
them in the morning."


"For dogs that never see anybody except guards and criminals, they seem 
awful friendly. Are you sure these dogs are vicious enough?" Kate asked 
jokingly.


"They're that, all right, and more. But only when they have to be. 
That's the difference between a well-trained watchdog and some half-
crazy vicious mongrel that would be better off put to sleep. My dogs 
are professionals, just like anyone who is well-trained and skilled at 
his work. They can be as vicious as any animal on earth if they are 
forced to be, but when they are off duty, they're just as friendly as 
the dog next door. Maybe more so since they so seldom see people. You 
might compare it to a police officer -- on duty, he can shoot to kill 
without a moment's hesitation if he's forced to. Yet that same man 
might be the gentlest guy on the block with the neighborhood kids when 
he's not working. That's how it is with these fine animals -- 
professionals, they are, and nothing less."


"Well, you're starting to convince me, I have to admit. Now, which one 
is the one you recommend for my daughter and me?"


Allen moved to the first fenced run and opened the gate; Kate backed 
away instinctively as a great, furry beast of a dog bounded forth and 
hurried to her side. "Don't be afraid ... he won't hurt you. He knows 
you're a friend because you came in with me. This is Matthew, the 
animal I thought you might consider. He's just not cut out for this 
kind of work somehow. Oh, mind you, he's a fine watchdog, incredibly 
smart, almost human in his actions sometimes. But he seems to need 
people around; some dogs are like that, they thrive on human attention. 
And Matthew happens to be one of those -- he's not happy being alone 
with just the other dogs all the time. He'd make you a fine watchdog 
and companion, I can promise!"


Kate Barrett eyed the finely proportioned German shepherd with the keen 
eye of an experienced buyer -- indeed, that had been her trade when 
John Barrett first noticed her and invited her out for dinner. But she 
found herself strangely unable to appraise this handsome specimen with 
the cold-blooded attachment she could usually muster. God, she thought 
silently, he is a beautiful devil! And that face of his, why it's so 
much like a human's it's uncanny! You can almost read his thoughts 
through those beautiful brown eyes!


She had made her mind up already; or, more accurately, it was made up 
for her. "I'll take him," she said with certainty.


"Wonderful!" exclaimed the security chief. "You won't be sorry, Mrs. 
Barrett. Taking Matthew into your home may be the best move you ever 
made!"


Chapter 4


Lucy Barrett was certain that her mother had perpetrated some kind of 
sick joke -- a full-grown German shepherd in their house and neither of 
them knew the first tiny thing about dogs! That was almost a week ago 
now, and though she had argued with Kate that this notion was her 
silliest yet, Lucy was delighted now, sitting alone in the empty house 
doing her homework, that her mother had sternly insisted that Matthew -
- or Matt as they both called him now -- would stay at least until they 
had time to see if he would work out. Matt was irrevocably a member of 
the Barrett's formerly all-female household now; he was curled 
contentedly at her feet even as she finished her assignments, half-
asleep but keenly alert to any sudden noises or suspicious sounds.


They had kept him outside at first, and he slept in his good-sized 
doghouse the security man from Barrett's delivered, running about 
happily during the day inside the fenced perimeters of the long back 
yard. But Matt had a certain charm about him that brought about his 
hurried introduction into the inner confines of the Barrett home; now 
he was as much a part of the family as Clara, going outside only to 
sleep or when no one was at home, and Lucy had a strong hunch that even 
that single last remnant of a dog's life would soon fall by the 
wayside.


Lucy peered around the edge of the table at where the huge animal lay 
dozing; his tail swished as she looked down at him and Lucy giggled 
under her breath -- the sly devil was watching her and pretending to be 
asleep!


"Come on, you tricky fella, open those big brown eyes and let me see 
you!" Lucy leaned precariously from her chair and stroked the soft 
clean fur of his neck; the big German shepherd made a noise in his 
husky throat that was almost like a purr, but much deeper. His whole 
expansive chest seemed to vibrate with the sound and his voice was rich 
and full of bass.


Matt shook his head violently to clear away the grogginess and pushed 
himself up with his powerful haunches; he rose to his feet and 
scratched the back of his head against the leg of the table where Lucy 
sat. "Stop being cute, Matt," she said with mock severity. "I know you 
want your ears rubbed. Come a little closer and I'll do it for you."


He gazed longingly up at his beautiful blonde mistress and instantly 
obeyed; he loved it when she put her delicate loving hands on his furry 
body. If only she were around more instead of off with that young male 
human! Matt had not liked him from the very beginning; perhaps it was 
only instinct, but he had growled the moment Lucy's boyfriend came near 
him and, so far, he had not relented in his distrust of that human. 
Lucy was by far his favorite; Kate was kind enough to him and, after 
all, she was the one who took him out of that dreary basement. But Kate 
Barrett seemed somehow artificial to him, and his keen powers of 
perception were not to be ignored; he was always friendly and obedient 
with her, but not like he was with Lucy.


"Does that feel nice, handsome?" Lucy Barrett asked softly as she 
scratched the sensitive flesh behind his ears and on the back of his 
thick furry neck. Matt purred his canine reply and Lucy scratched 
beneath his neck as he nodded his huge head in eager submission. "You 
like it when I do that, don't you?" she asked as if she expected an 
answer, and then felt very silly for talking this way to an animal. 
After all, he was only a dog -- German shepherd's could hardly be 
expected to carry on conversations, even an unusually smart and 
sensitive one like Matt!


"Matt, I think I'm losing my marbles," she confessed with a tender 
smile. The German shepherd turned his head upward and gazed 
comprehendingly into her soft blue eyes; his own brown eyes mirrored 
the intense feeling he had developed rapidly for his new human. "I know 
it's pretty silly talking to a dog, I mean, talking like I would to 
another person. But you just don't seem like an animal to me, Matt. 
Since you've come into this house, well, you're more like a friend. Or 
maybe it's because I never had any brothers or sisters and now I've got 
a chance to make you a sort of substitute big brother. Oh, Matt, you 
sweet dog you, I wish you could talk! How I wish I had somebody to talk 
to I could really trust!"


He was suddenly keenly alert, his whole body tensed and anxious, but 
true to his expensive and thorough training, he did not bark or even 
growl; he was like an experienced pointer, watchful, vigilant, and 
quiet. Lucy strained to hear what his super-sensitive ears had noticed, 
but she heard nothing, just the sound of an occasional car on the 
street outside and the wind through the pines that surrounded the 
house. Her skin tingled and she felt the hairs on the back of her neck 
stiffen -- her mother had gone out before supper, probably with that 
Marlowe man, though she had not mentioned his name. And David had 
called just moments later, breaking their date for tonight with 
something about an important business contact he had to make. Who could 
be on the property? Obviously that was what brought Matt to such 
alertness.


Just at that moment, she heard the key turn in the lock far down the 
corridor and then the muffled noises of voices -- two voices -- one the 
familiar sound of Kate Barrett. Lucy was perplexed for a moment and 
then she fully comprehended everything -- of course, she thinks I'm out 
with David! That's why she came back here to the house instead of going 
out ... it's that man! She's got Jerry Marlowe with her! In my father's 
house! How could she!


The mammoth German shepherd relaxed at the sound of Kate's voice, 
though he glanced up at his favored mistress for a sign that all was 
well. Lucy managed a smile, for after all it was not his fault that her 
own mother had taken up with a derelict alcoholic!


Lucy tried futilely to return to her work, but her heart was not in it. 
Once she tried phoning David, but there was no answer even though she 
let it ring a couple of dozen times. She could hear them in the living 
room, not actually understanding what they were saying, but catching an 
occasional loud word or laugh and the tinkle of glasses on the marble-
topped bar her father had shipped from Italy. Matt seemed to sense her 
anger and frustration, and he stayed close against her bare leg as she 
sat at her writing desk; once, when she glanced down, he was looking up 
at her as if to say, I'd make it all right if I knew how, honest!


Lucy was wearing her favorite peignoir, a mint green gown John Barrett 
brought back from a buying trip as a special gift for her, and on a 
sudden impulse she loosened it and began to undress; she was already 
half-prepared for bed, but that was out of the question now. No, she 
was going out -- alone -- no matter what her mother might have to say 
about the lateness of the hour.


"Sorry, Matt," she whispered, not anxious to give her mother a hint 
that she was at home; she wanted to see the expression on Kate 
Barrett's face when she walked through the living room and out to her 
car! "I'd love to sit with you, but I guess it'll have to be some other 
time. I've got to get out of this house before I scream!"


Lucy Barrett began to rummage through a pile of clothes in search of 
some fresh panties, anxious only to get as far away from her mother and 
that man as was humanly possible. Lucy could not have known it without 
clairvoyance, but her snap decision, nothing more than an emotional 
outpouring, was going to change her life. For tonight was going to be a 
long, long night ... one that Lucy Barrett would never forget as long 
as she lived!


Chapter 5


Perhaps a quarter-hour earlier, after a short couple of drinks in the 
oak-paneled bar section of the Barrett living room, Kate and Jerry 
Marlowe had moved unhesitatingly toward Kate's bedroom and the assured 
privacy of her mammoth queen-sized bed. There was no need to speak in 
whispers, for the older Barrett woman had assured her middle-aged male 
friend that her daughter was safely out of the way for hours yet.


"When she's out with that hippie of hers, she's never back home before 
two or three in the morning," Kate had said with the censuring tone of 
a mother.


"What on earth do those kids find to do for all that time?" asked the 
nearly-bald man through an absent haze that the half-bottle of Scotch 
he had consumed had done nothing to diminish .


"You can't guess? Honestly, Jerry, Lucy's hardly a child any longer. I 
would imagine she's doing what most young men and women do when they're 
together a lot."


Jerry turned away, a swath of reddish color on his cheeks. "Yeah, young 
people ... not the old timers like me," he said in self-deprecation.


"Oh, there you go again, honey, with all that self-pity routine of 
yours. How many times do I have to tell you: It doesn't make any 
difference to me. And besides, I think you're getting better. Probably 
any day now you'll be as good as new. It's just nerves, baby, just 
nerves."


Jerry Marlowe seemed to be gaping down over the paunch of his round 
belly in utter contempt, glaring at the treasured constituent of his 
anatomy that had betrayed him. "I hope you're right, Kate; boy, do I 
hope so ... it's pretty awful sometimes, let me tell you."


"Undress me, lover, and don't talk about it," the tall statuesque 
redhead said huskily.


Marlowe's thick fingers fumbled nervously at the buttons down the well-
stacked woman's breasts; he could feel her large soft mounds tauten 
under his touch and it stirred his own anxious passion to a heightened 
tempo. As he reached the last button, Kate bent over and grabbed the 
hem of her expensive designer-original dress and pulled it up and off 
her shoulders; she threw it onto a padded dressing stool at the foot of 
her bed and reached in back to unfasten the tautly-held hooks of her 
brassiere.


"Oh, Kate ... man, what a pair of tits you've got! I must be the 
luckiest stiff alive!" She only murmured in reply and loosened the 
straps of her brassiere so that it fell down her bare arms to the floor 
at their feet; her womanly breasts spilled from their cups and surged 
into an enticing exhibition of sensual femininity and proud nakedness.


She hurriedly removed her sheer lacy panties and lay back onto her wide 
luxurious bed, leaving the silk coverlet in place. Jerry looked down at 
her in undisguised lust -- God, she didn't look a day over thirty-five! 
What a body!


Jerry hurriedly stripped off all of his clothes in the near-darkness of 
her salon-like bedroom, his eyes on Kate's voluptuous body as she 
awaited him on the bed. He had downed at least a half dozen glasses of 
Scotch with ice, and his head was reeling with the mind-bending 
blending of intoxication and eagerly-aroused carnal desire. He crawled 
onto the bed haltingly, uncertain just what the sensually-exciting 
woman expected of him. Jerry always was obedient to Kate's sexual 
avidities, eager to please her, for in that attainment was his fullest 
gratification. She spread her milky-white smooth thighs as he joined 
her and gave him the gentlest of prodding, sufficient to make her 
ravenous special hunger know. "Kiss me down there, Jerry," she 
whispered, as if afraid to give voice to her forbidden passions. -He 
lowered his head to the fragrantly-perfumed cleft between her nakedly-
splayed thighs and parted with his fingertips the light fleece-like 
pubic hair; he was close enough to feel the steaming heat of her 
aroused womanhood. "Hurry, Jerry ... kiss me there! Touch me there!"


Her fingers curled in his hair and he felt her whole body tense in a 
salacious shiver of desire that fanned out from her loins at the first 
tentative touch of his tongue against the pink moistness of her vaginal 
slit. He licked teasingly along the narrow fleshy furrow and his 
tongue-tip prodded at the pearly bud of her clitoris; he savored the 
surge of power he felt in his own loins at the knowledge that just this 
simple tonguing could bring shiver after shiver of shuddering lustful 
desire to this beautiful woman's naked body. He felt his heart quicken, 
his breath become forced and rapid, as Kate's lips parted and a gasping 
moan of total surrender escaped from deep within her throat.


Kate gasped again as she felt his thumbs spread farther apart the soft 
damp lips of her vagina: she moaned as his tongue traced up and down 
the full length of the piquant crevice between her thighs, hungrily in 
search of her most secret sexual flesh. He took to his task 
unhesitatingly, eagerly, and his searing liquid tonguings became even 
more frantic as he sensed the ever-growing arousal he was bringing to 
this gorgeous woman. Her gasping moans and constant mewling grew louder 
and more intense as he pressed his head deeply between her widely-
splayed thighs and thrust his probing tongue far up between the 
fervently quivering lips of her cuntal slit. She cried out in ecstatic 
delight and her hips began a lewdly inciting rhythm of their own, 
grinding up to meet his tongue and lips. Her hands tangled in his 
thinning hair and she literally imprisoned him between her straining 
supple thighs!


Lucy was dressed now in jeans and a light sweater, sufficient for the 
drive around suburban Washington she intended to make, she swallowed 
hard and opened her bedroom door -- she knew there would probably be 
words later between her and Kate. After all, she had no intention 
whatsoever of being drawn into a conversation with that man; she would 
simply walk through the living room and go out. If Kate called to her, 
she would just ignore her; she just could not sit around here in her 
room while her mother's man friend drank himself into a stupor with the 
liquor John Barrett worked all his life to earn.


Matt was obediently at her heels when she walked through the bedroom 
doorway and turned to go down the carpeted corridor that joined the 
bedrooms with the main rooms of the rambling colonial house. "You'll 
have to stay, Matt," she whispered. "I want to go out alone. I have 
some thinking to do ... and something to get out of my system. You can 
..."


Her words trailed off first to a whisper and then to a gasp of 
astonishment as she heard the incredible sounds that filtered from her 
mother's bedroom. The door was only open a couple of inches, but from 
where she stood, frozen in place as if she had been zapped by some 
science-fiction weapon, she could see the unmistakable reflection of 
two images in the dressing mirror across from her mother's large bed 
... her mother was in bed with that horrible man! And they were both 
stark naked!


Lucy watched a few seconds more with the rapt fascination of an 
accidental voyeur, and then she turned unsteadily on her heels and ran 
down the hallway to the foyer and out into the night, gasping for air 
as if somehow the freshness of the night might cleanse the poignant 
memory of what she had just witnessed inside. Her very insides knotted 
in revulsion at the thought of that man with his head between her 
mother's widely-spread legs ... she could still hear the lewd sucking 
and licking noises echoing in her reeling brain ... the mewling 
whimpering and moaning sounds that emanated from her mother's naked, 
heaving body.


"How could she!? How could she!?" Lucy finally choked, safely out of 
earshot now. Weak-kneed and unsteady, she opened the door of her small 
car and climbed in; she fumbled for a tissue in the glove compartment 
to wipe away the stinging tears that flooded her eyes and blurred her 
vision. She let the car roll backwards down the drive until it reached 
the street and then, and only then, she turned the ignition and heard 
the engine sputter to life.


A few brief seconds later, she was nearly out of Valley Farms, headed 
for nowhere in particular, just anywhere away from Kate Barrett and the 
memories of that house ... but headed also for a rendezvous with 
destiny!


Jerry Marlowe heard, or thought he heard, the sound of a door closing 
somewhere, but his auditory perception was severely muffled by the 
tightly-gripping flesh of Kate Barrett's thighs as they closed around 
his ears; he tensed for an instant at the unexpected noise, but Kate 
gasped something inaudible and then urged him on with the pressure of 
her hands against the back of his head. His whole face was literally 
smashed against the quivering eager wetness of her cuntal flesh; his 
tongue probed and thrust deeply up into the hungrily clasping vaginal 
cleft and he could sense from her strengthening shivers of cunnilingual 
passion that she was nearing her tumultuous orgasm. His rough tongue-
tip, like the lashing leather of a whip, sought out and found the 
throbbing, nerve-crowded bud of her clitoris; his moist lips quickly 
encircled the tiny node of womanhood, and he sucked voraciously as her 
whole voluptuous nakedness became a sprawling frenzy of limbs and rich 
red hair.


"Oh, God," she moaned hoarsely, her voice cracking with passion. "It's 
so good ... just a little more, darling ... lick me there between my 
legs, lover! Oh, damn, damn! Lick me! Kiss me there before I go 
insane!"


Marlowe had reached a sensually maddening rhythm with his tongue and 
lips, alternately laving the wildly-aroused pearl of her clitoris and 
darting incitingly up into the warmly liquid depths of her cuntal 
wetness. Suddenly her whole body tensed as if in one paralyzing 
convulsion, and Kate Barrett's hands seized her lover's sparse hair 
viciously and smashed his face so tightly against her trembling fervent 
vagina that he could scarcely breathe. She herself gasped loudly for 
air and then held it in her lungs for what seemed an eternity before 
the shrill scream of orgasmic abandon burst from between her anxiously-
clenched teeth.


"God, yes ... YES! I'M CUUUMMMMIIINNNNGGG! AAAGGGGGHHHHH! ... God, yes, 
yes ... YES!!" she cried as wave after wave of climactic passion broke 
over her spasming body like surf against a beach. "Oooooohhhhhh ...!"


Her voice trailed away in a gasping whimper as the first satisfying 
crescendo of her orgasm dissipated in a shiver of still-hungry desire. 
"Jerry ... fuck me now ... p-please!" she panted eagerly.


Marlowe, freed from the imprisonment of her smooth white thighs, wasted 
no time crawling up and over her naked body as the voluptuous redhead 
raised her legs and doubled them backward against her own breasts. 
Hurriedly, breathing rapidly and unevenly, Jerry Marlowe positioned 
himself over the sexually-enticing flesh of the attractive widow and 
prepared -- hopefully -- to finish the exciting task at hand, that of 
bringing Kate Barrett to the teetering brink of a full sexual climax, 
and then toppling her head over heels into the chasm of sensual 
fulfillment ... but once again there would be no final, no last act. 
Jerry Marlowe knew it almost before he crawled on top of her and felt 
his own eager flesh against the parching heat of the redhead's fervent 
nakedness -- his penis was as limp as a wilted flower.


"Oh, damn it, hurry ... Hurry!" the carnally-incited redhead moaned in 
urgency. "Please, I need it, Jerry ... don't let me down this time! 
God, I need a man inside me now!" She searched down between their 
lewdly grinding bodies for the virile hardness she so fervently craved 
-- but only a fistful of soft rubbery flesh awaited her there at the 
squirming junction of her naked thighs. "Oh, no! No! ... damn you, 
Jerry Marlowe, I need a man and you give me this! Damn you, damn you, 
damn you!"


Chapter 6


He moved slowly, hesitantly, toward the source of the disturbance, as 
was his training. With careful, deliberate steps, he padded down the 
carpeted hallway from his younger mistress's bedroom; he had returned 
there when the young blonde human had raced out in tears, leaving him 
alone to decipher the mysteries of human behavior. But now there was 
something new to claim all his attention, and being the sharply 
intuitive and obedient animal that he was, Matthew turned a}l of his 
senses into whatever task he was ordered to carry out, not sparing even 
a fraction of his uncannily keen mind or his superbly-muscled body. Now 
there was a signal sounding in the back of his brain, an alarm that was 
triggered at the first faint muffled sound of distress that seemed to 
come from his older mistress's quarters. He paused not more than a few 
yards from her partially-opened doorway, taut and tensely-alert, 
waiting for the next sound that would mean the difference between a 
false alarm and a snarling, all-out attack in defense of his new human 
... but this time he could relax, for in a couple of seconds, the door 
opened wider and his mistress emerged with the male human she had 
introduced him to a few nights ago. There was trouble, something wrong 
between them, but Matt could sense that she was in no danger. Quietly, 
unseen in the shadows of the hallway, he stood unobtrusively as the two 
humans bustled from the room, both of them flushed with emotion, their 
voices shrill and painful to his sensitive canine hearing. His dog eyes 
widened as his mistress stepped from the darkened bedroom into the 
light of the corridor ... she was naked, completely without the clothes 
he had guessed were always a part of humans. He had seen his younger 
mistress nearly unclothed on several occasions, and he had guessed at 
the white smooth hairless loveliness of her flesh as it must have 
looked beneath her sheer night garments, but never had he seen a human 
this way. Matthew felt a strange, yet powerful, awareness begin to 
kindle beneath his powerful furry flesh, a weird and exciting knowledge 
that had somehow come to him out of nowhere -- the comprehension that 
this human, his mistress, was a female in every sense of the word, as 
much for him as for this man she seemed to fight with even now. It was 
as if a whole new world had opened up for him, as much a bounty of new 
and wonderful experiences as when he left that basement home at the 
store and came to live here with his new mistresses in a world filled 
with color and sounds and scents.


He watched in rapt attentiveness as his red-haired mistress hurried 
down the corridor away from him; her human male friend seemed unsure of 
himself, something an animal like Matthew would be quick to sense. They 
spoke a few words, less in anger than in frustration, and his mistress, 
still unclothed, closed the door behind him, staying behind it to hide 
her nakedness from the street outside. Matt was still there in the 
carpeted corridor when Kate Barrett returned. He watched her as she 
moved toward him -- she had not seen him yet -- and his eyes bugged out 
from their sockets as he took in every inch of her soft white 
nakedness; he had never looked at a human in this way, nor even thought 
of it. A strange newfound warmth crept over him at the realization that 
his mistress's nakedness was no different from the sensual offerings of 
a female dog in heat! This beautiful woman, this human female, was 
burning up with that peculiar heat of unfulfilled lust!


"Matt! What on earth are you doing here in the hall? I thought you were 
outside! Goodness, and me running around here without a stitch on. Oh 
well, I don't suppose it matters to you, does it, big boy?" Kate 
Barrett walked to where the husky male animal sat resting on his 
powerful haunches; later, much later, she would recall that she felt a 
lingering shiver of exhibitionistic pleasure from the longing look he 
gave her with his soulful brown eyes. "Oh, Lucy has taken your collar 
off again. Where on earth could it be this time?" She wandered 
aimlessly about her daughter's room, trying painfully not to think of 
those last disastrous moments with Jerry -- she had lost control of 
herself this time, allowed the hurtful truth to slip from her lips in 
sheer desperation. Kate Barrett knew he would never be back again and 
that failed to disturb her greatly, not as much as she would have 
guessed; what really bothered was the punishing agony of her sexual 
frustration, a surging pool of hot molten liquid in the pit of her 
belly that threatened to consume her alive, like some vicious parasite. 
Before, at least, she had Jerry, for all his inadequacies and failures 
as a man ... now there was no one. And it was that nagging awareness 
that Kate Barrett felt at this moment with every ounce of her womanhood 
... the awful knowledge that she was again without a man.


"Oh, here it is, Matt," she said lightly, her voice betraying her real 
emotion. "Come over here and let's get this on and I'll put you 
outside. It was awfully silly of Lucy to leave you inside like this. A 
house is no place for a big strong dog like you." She leaned over him, 
uncomfortably aware that his brown male eyes had never left her 
nakedness for an instant, and reached around his neck to fasten his 
studded leather collar. "Here, I know you don't like this thing, but 
... Matthew!" Kate had jerked away reflexively from the sudden 
intrusion of warmly laving tongue across her bare thigh; but now she 
froze in that position, still half-bent-over, pondering the unthinkable 
... Was it intentional, or just some freakish accident? Could he 
possibly have done that knowingly? Is it possible ?


Slowly, cautiously, she edged closer once again until the huge dog's 
furry head was nearly cradled against her naked thighs. And again he 
did it! First the canine sniff, and then a sure, unquestionable lashing 
of his long pink tongue, the tip uncurling and brushing lightly over 
the super-sensitive flesh of her vaginal lips. Of course, he can tell 
I'm sexually aroused! He thinks I'm in heat!


Kate was convinced that was the answer: Matthew had only sniffed her 
and tentatively licked her most private regions in response to the most 
basic of his animal instincts -- that of sexual response. She was close 
to dismissing it all as an unexpected incident, something to be 
remembered but never mentioned, when a thought flashed across her brain 
like the grand final of a county lair fireworks display. No, not 
really a thought, for to have thought such a thing would have meant 
putting her basest desires into uncomfortably snug words -- more 
precisely, an impulse. A quick, penetrating suddenness of motivation 
straight from the gut, that and nothing more.


Kate Barrett, widow and mother, glanced suspiciously around, though 
there was no one in the rambling house except her and Matthew; she had 
a sudden feeling of guilt, of criminality, but she suppressed it in 
favor of something stronger ... a savage curiosity that should have 
been bred from her blood thousands of years ago, but somehow returned 
like some genetic monster from the past. She edged closer still, only 
this time she spread her white womanly thighs apart in unmistakable 
offering -- this would tell the truth: was it an accident before, or 
was this massively masculine animal responding to her sexual hunger the 
only way he knew?


Suddenly his searing tongue swiped from his canine lips and lightly 
caressed the swollen lips of her tingling vagina. Like a flaming lash, 
it burned along the very slit of her fervently-aroused cuntal flesh! 
Again and again his long pink animal-tongue snaked wetly out from his 
lips, its tip curling as it splayed wide the turgid, hair-rimmed lips 
of her aroused vagina. Lavingly, it moistly caressed the pinkly-
quivering mouth of her pussy, pushing apart the fleshy folds, swirling 
upward between them until his tongue-tip twirled about the nerve-filled 
bud of her clitoris. There seemed to be no end to his loving lingual 
caresses, and each fiery swipe of his bestial tongue brought a fresh 
gasping moan of lurid sensuality to Kate Barrett's disbelieving lips; 
she was standing with her shapely legs spread wide, and her naked 
pelvis was shoved forward obscenely for the rapacious lickings of his 
lust-stirring tongue.


Matt was keenly alert to the boiling surge of desire-heated blood that 
streamed up from his loins; his nostrils were roused to the sweet 
liquid warmth of her simmering pussy-cleft. He could sense that his 
tonguings brought even greater waves of lustful ecstasy to his naked 
mistress and he felt good inside to know that such was his masculine 
ability to excite a human female.


Kate was deaf-and-blind to everything around her except the lusty 
lavings this magnificent male beast was delivering to her sex-tortured 
vaginal cleft. Her eyes were half-closed, her lids fluttering with 
expectant passion, and her lips ovaled and quivering with unspoken 
desires. "Oooooh, lover, that's it ... lick me harder, handsome! Oh, 
yes, lick my pussy soooo goooodddd!" She wanted him to keep it up, to 
lick again and again with his hotly swirling tongue, but instead, she 
began to pay heed to the nagging warning that was sounding in her 
tortured brain. What if Lucy should come home early? She'd find me out 
here in the hallway like this ... I mustn't take that chance!


Awkwardly, reluctantly, she pulled her proffered charms away from the 
huge beast's ravenous lavings and backed into the bedroom. Matt looked 
at her incredulously for a couple of seconds, then responded to the 
soft beckoning sound of her now-familiar voice. "Come on, Matt ... in 
here with me," she said, not believing that the words she heard were 
her own. It had to be some other woman talking, not herself ...she was 
actually enticing this virile animal into her bedroom!


Kate Barrett was nearly out of her head with the rush of feverish 
sensations that raged up from the seething, fervent slit of her vagina, 
upward into the passion-clenched depths of her belly. She backed 
against her bed and stretched out on her back, her flesh a mass of 
goose-bumps as she opened her supple thighs and absently traced the 
voluptuous swell of her breasts up from the flat plane of her taut 
belly. Her own fingertips, as if guided by some unseen hand, closed 
incitingly around the soft pliant flesh of her breasts; she felt her 
nipples shiver into hardness beneath her own caressing touch and she 
knew there could be no turning back now ... whatever the night had in 
store for her, she had committed her heart and soul! Some weird, 
primeval power seemed to have swept over her mind, eating away at her 
very being through the vulnerable access of her lust-aroused 
frustration, and she was powerless to stop it now. Or perhaps, as Kate 
knew only too well in her most secret of thoughts, she had no desire to 
stop it! For once, just once, she might gain some respite from these 
gnawing pains of sexual starvation that had eaten away at her since her 
husband went to his grave.


She gritted her teeth to hold down the fear and dread and shame that 
threatened to choke her like some viscous bile. "N-now, Matthew ... up 
here with me! Now!"


The great furry animal needed no further urging, and with powerful 
strides, he bounded to the edge of the bed and leaped onto it. He could 
see his naked mistress tense as he towered over her; her legs closed a 
fraction of an inch and her breath became forced and labored.


Kate looked at him in amazement and awesome fear ... there was still 
time to back out of this wild and crazy thing she had let herself in 
for. She knew she could get up from this bed now and Matt would be 
probably content to return to his backyard; confused, perhaps, but at 
least complacent in the knowledge that he had lured her this far. Or 
had he lured her at all? Was this all something she secretly desired, 
some kinky sex-urge she had kept hidden all these years, even from 
herself? But then, even as she pondered the possibilities of escaping 
this wickedly forbidden act, the huge male dog sealed her fate with a 
single, laving lick of his long, curling tongue. There was only one way 
out now ... only one way!


She lifted her head to watch as the steaming length of his lingual 
member licked up and across the flat smooth plane of her shivering 
belly. His long, wetly swiping strokes took him higher and higher along 
the voluptuous curves of her naked body until his tongue tips prodded 
eagerly at the undersides of her large firm breasts, each longingly-
moist lick a fraction of an inch closer to the crinkly flesh of her 
jutting nipples.


Kate twisted and writhed beneath his none-too-subtle caresses as they 
moved up and enveloped the trembling dark peaks of her nipples; her 
body jerked and spasmed as if she had been touched with a live wire and 
there was nothing she could do now to save herself ... her pent-up 
sexuality was exploding inside her like a million Roman candles!


Nothing was real to her now but the fervently licking tongue of her 
amazing watchdog ... who could have guessed just short minutes ago that 
she would have let herself be so wickedly aroused like this? What could 
have possessed her to turn her into a sex-mad harlot in hardly a wink 
of the eye? Kate Barrett had no earthly idea why she was doing this 
God-forbidden thing, but she knew she was powerless to change her mind 
now. Whatever it was, it had her in its fist like the sure grip of fate 
itself ... she was lost!


The naked redhead could hear a mewling whimper erupt from deep in the 
magnificent animal's husky throat, and she gazed deeply into his soft 
brown eyes, anxiously waiting, as if she expected him somehow to speak. 
He moved closer to her face and she felt her heart pounding like a 
trip-hammer inside her chest. Waiting, waiting ... and then he kissed 
her! A lick perhaps, but as much a real and arduous kiss as any she had 
ever received!


The proudly virile animal sensed the telling surge of lust-heated blood 
racing through his well-muscled body as he detected the pungent aroma 
of his mistress's passion in the moistness of her quivering lips. As 
the redhead's eyes widened incredulously, he eagerly brushed the tiny 
pinkness of her tongue with his own, licking caressingly at the wet 
sweetness, a mewling whimper of excitement rumbling in his chest. He 
knew all too well what she wanted of him ... his primeval maleness 
hungered for by any bitch in heat!


Kate Barrett watched disbelievingly as he ceased suddenly his fervent 
lingual kisses and backed away from her face, maneuvering his supple 
canine body until he was positioned between her slightly splayed legs. 
Her mind reeled at the lustful images her senses relayed frantically to 
her brain, but she did nothing to extricate herself from this 
unbelievably lascivious plight ... she was reeling with the savagery of 
absolute carnal lust, and nothing else, no matter how urgently 
pleading, made any impression whatsoever on her passion-incited 
thoughts. Suddenly, the magnificent beast nuzzled the inside of her 
thigh and beckoned her legs wider ... blindly, obediently, she obeyed. 
Oh my God, she thought for a fleeting instant, has he become the master 
and I the pet?! But still, she did nothing to stop him.


A shivering gasp of pleasurable anticipation rippled from her lips as 
she felt his urgent dog-breath parting the sparse pubic curls there 
between her thighs; his cool nose brought a fresh shudder as it edged 
along the aroused inside of her thigh until, with a whimper, his nose 
touched the very blood-warmed flesh of her desire-moistened vaginal 
cleft. She eagerly awaited his next move, her legs opening and closing 
slightly in a scissoring movement that bespoke of her uncontrollable 
desire for fulfillment.


"Oh!" she gasped involuntarily as suddenly, his loving tongue darted 
from his lips and laved the whole naked furrow of her widely-splayed 
buttocks, its tip brushing from the tautly-clenched orifice of her anus 
to the shuddering pearl of her clitoris. His searing lavings continued 
until the mere lingual pressure of his tongue began to spread apart the 
fleshy pink lips of her vagina. She shivered delectably as he drew his 
scalding mouth up and over the full length of her cunt again and again, 
his lust-inflamed tongue spreading through her softly yielding pussy 
flesh like a knife through melting butter. His passion-inciting 
tonguings did not stop there, but continued splaying the beckoning 
flesh of her cuntal slit, at last lunging in an invading curl far up 
into the ravenously-clasping warmth of her hungry pussy. Kate Barrett 
gasped and moaned, her body convulsing with savage bestial ecstasy from 
his skilled oral lavings ... God, she knew she would probably have such 
an orgasm that the whole neighborhood would know of her illicit tryst. 
All these months without real satisfaction ... and now this wildly 
lascivious union!


The naked redhead moaned incessantly now from the intensely-arousing 
sensations his long, curling tongue was exacting from her lewdly-
spasming body; her gasping mewls increased in tempo and in strength, 
her sensually-incited brain whirling now in the void of sexual ecstasy. 
Again and again his scorching tongue eagerly grazed through and over 
the quiveringly soft flesh of her upturned loins, from the snugly taut 
little hole of her anus, upward through the hair-rimmed furrow of her 
steaming cunt. At the uppermost moment of his upward lavings, his 
curling tongue-tip hesitated, then eased deeply between her shivering 
cuntal lips to flick tormentingly at the sensually-incited bud of her 
clitoris ... the great beast seemed to sense that this tiny nugget of 
feminine flesh was somehow the core of her sexuality, for he toyed with 
it and caressed it skillfully, bringing her to a fever pitch of 
ravenous and mindless passion!


Days could have passed, weeks, and Kate would have known nothing of 
their passing; she was wildly, ecstatically aroused, her whole body 
churning and writhing on the bedspread beneath the hotly-urging lavings 
of her powerful dog-lover.


"Mmmmmm ... it's so good, you handsome devil," she moaned in near-
delirium. Her mind fantasied a towering incubus-like creature, half-man 
and half-spirit, sent solely to quell this burning need she had carried 
about between her thighs for so long now. "It's beautiful, beautiful! 
Don't stop ... don't ever stop! P-Please, please!" Her voice had become 
a hissing cry of anguish, and her knees were drawn back so tightly that 
her large full breasts were rubbing erotically against her legs, her 
cuntal cleft lasciviously splayed to its fullest to give the lust-
quenching animal greater access to any and all of her womanly 
treasures.


The huge German shepherd was keenly aroused by this exciting new scent 
and taste, this pungent aroma of human female passion. He loved his new 
mistresses, both of them, and his very soul ached to be able to repay 
them for the kindness of bringing him into their lives. In his fervent 
animal-thoughts, he had thirsted for some way to repay them ... and now 
he had it! There would be no doubt of the proof -- there at the core of 
his mistress's sex, sparsely hidden in the light fleeciness of her 
pubic hair, was all the liquid proof he needed. Her yielding vaginal 
flesh and its moistly flowing juices assured him that his mistress was 
indeed aroused, and in her arousal was his hope of the ultimate 
fulfillment!


Kate nearly cried out in anguish as she felt his laving tongue abruptly 
removed from her fervent vaginal flesh. "Matt ... what is it, lover?" 
she asked hoarsely. "Don't stop now, I'm almost there!" She spoke to 
him as she would to another human, for that was nearly how she 
perceived him now in her acutely aroused state. But still he backed 
away from her as if he wanted no more of her. And then she saw plainly 
why he had ceased his lingual caresses ... his animal-cock was rigidly 
erect and dripping from its furry sheath! Kate gaped openly, wide-eyed, 
as the glistening, hardened organ emerged slowly from its long sheath, 
thickly turgid, the tapered crimson tip swinging as it oozed from the 
constrictive sheath in an endlessly lengthening scarlet hardness. 
Suddenly the awareness of what the powerful animal had in mind slammed 
into her like a hundred-car locomotive ... he wanted to fuck her with 
that sinister thing dangling beneath his belly!


"O-Oh, no, Matt ...I-I didn't mean for it to turn out like this ... uh, 
I-I guess I just got carried away when you ..." She was looking into 
his soulfully deep brown eyes and he seemed to comprehend, at least to 
understand that something was wrong. And almost immediately his eyes 
shimmered with the mist of unhappiness as the handsome dog sensed that 
he had done something to displease his voluptuous mistress. He hung his 
head sorrowfully and Kate was certain that the murmuring whimper from 
deep in his furry throat was almost a crying sound. A ribbon of 
salaciousness spun through her confused thoughts, a surging 
undercurrent brought on by her insanely aroused state ... the weirdly 
erotic events of this night, of this moment. And suddenly, she knew 
what she must do! Every fiber of her being, every faded, battered relic 
of her morality urged her not to do this wicked, bestial thing, but 
Kate Barrett was a strong-willed woman. Nothing had ever deterred her 
from getting what she wanted or doing as she desired. Tonight would be 
no exception. She was blind to all reason as she turned over on the 
mattress and kneeled on elbows and knees, her naked buttocks up-thrust 
in wanton, salacious invitation just inches from the German shepherd's 
curling tongue. Her own eyes glimmered with the fervent wickedness of 
this act she was about to consummate ... she was going to be fucked by 
a dog! Like some two-bit slut in a border town bordello, she was going 
to throw herself into the deepest, most depraved chasm of bestial 
perversion. She tried not to think with any semblance of reason and 
clarity; her long-hungry body was like that of a young bride on her 
wedding night. Her brain reeked of the liquid, lascivious lust that 
filled her like alcohol and stupefied her diminishing powers of reason.


"Oh, please, hurry ... hurry before I come to my senses!" she choked in 
lustful surrender, but the hugely virile animal hesitated, perhaps in 
confusion. Again she pleaded with him, her breasts smashed flat against 
the mattress and her naked buttocks stuck up into the air right at his 
face. The whole naked expanse of her ass-cheeks and pussy-cleft was 
offered to him in undeniable solicitation. He finally edged his husky 
weight forward, mounting her easily, his great furry paws resting on 
her back as he felt the steaming moisture of her overheated vagina all 
along the crimson tapered length of his immense dog-cock!


Kate felt it as well, and a fresh, torturing wave of masochistic 
rapacity swept over her ... she had to have it! Now! She reached back 
until she could grip his slippery animal-taper; using her fingertips to 
part the fleece-like sparseness of her pubic vee, she insinuated the 
crimson, dripping tip into the ravenous clasping grip of her hungering 
vagina.


"God, Matt, it's so hot! It's like it's on fire! Christ, I've got to 
have it in me! Maybe I'm going insane, but I need it, God help me, I 
need it! Fuck me, handsome, fuck me like you never fucked before! Take 
away this hurtful need ... fuck me!"


Perhaps he understood her words, or more likely, he sensed the fervent 
urgency in her tone, but whatever the motivation, the powerfully built 
German shepherd answered her longing plea the way nature had taught him 
... with a savage snap of his haunches that thrust his tapered cock all 
the way up into the wetly-gripping confines of her empty cunt!


There was not even a moment's thought of gentleness or mercy, for such 
is not in the nature of virile beasts like Matthew; immediately, his 
lust-swollen testicles were slamming viciously against the upturned 
slit of Kate's hair-rimmed vagina as he fucked savagely into her 
proffered pussy from behind in a punishing staccato pace that brought a 
fresh scream of pleasure-pain from the naked redhead's parched lips.


"I-It's s-so big and hard ... Unnnggghhhhh! Aaaaggghhh!" she cried in 
real pain at the hurtful first skewering penetration of his wantonly 
erect dog-cock, but she had scarcely any time to think of her ravished 
pain, for the rapid-fire rhythm had caused another eight or ten 
impaling thrusts to be explosively delivered up into her cuntal flesh 
before the cry of anguish had even left her lips. Like the powerful dog 
that he was, his searing dog-cock fucked deeply into the far hidden 
depths of her lust-tortured belly. She gasped and squirmed beneath him, 
her mind a whirlpool of sensual madness, the very core of her fervent 
womanhood burning with the rabid frenzy of her forbidden lust.


Her lewdly submissive body was quickly filled with wave after wave of 
unholy ecstasy, and the voluptuous widow could do nothing more than 
groan and cringe salaciously beneath the lust-quenching beast as she 
offered the whole of her cuntal furrow up to him in abject submission. 
She strained to look back behind her and catch a glimpse of the scarlet 
rod of stiffened dog-flesh as it slithered at a blurring pace in and 
out of her ravenously-clasping vagina, fucking its way to the furry 
hilt in her widely-splayed cuntal slit, his heavily-bloated balls 
slapping up and under her pelvis as he skewered her bestially impaled 
pussy again and again!


She ached from the strain of struggling for a better look, her brain a 
blank of sensual desire. Meeting his punishing thrusts inch for inch, 
she ground her naked buttocks back against his powerful firm 
underbelly, rotating her hips lasciviously and pushing with all her 
strength so that every rigid inch of his dog-cock was firmly implanted 
deep within her passion-filled belly. Primeval lust surged madly 
through her slaving body as she sensually pumped her hips back onto his 
ever-thickening cock as it skewered deeper and deeper with ravishing 
fury into her ragingly-aroused vagina. Furiously, his hairy animal 
belly and loins battered and thudded resonantly against the upturned 
cheeks of her buttocks, his thrusting animal-cock beating a bestial 
rhythm of forbidden ecstasy as it squirmed inside her feverish vagina. 
Shamelessly, like an animal herself, the redhead ground her rotating 
hips and buttocks back at him, whimpering beneath her gasping breaths, 
grinding the ravenously-gulping mouth of her naked, wetly-clinging 
vagina back onto the pounding length of his crimson dog-cock, her lips 
ovaled in a half-uttered cry of enravished passion.


Kate sensed a growing wave of unutterable bliss deep in her belly, a 
remembered urgency from out of her past ... she was nearing sexual 
fulfillment! For the first time in so long, the attractive widow and 
mother was about to reach the long-sought pinnacle of sensual ecstasy! 
Her erotically seething loins writhed with the lustful frenzy of a 
million volts of supercharged sensuality, the lewd, lascivious promise 
of orgasmic abandonment quivering in her belly. She moaned to the very 
brink of her rapidly-welling climax, nearly doubled in half now as she 
thrust her perspiration-soaked buttocks back tightly against the German 
shepherd's firm underbelly. She tried arching her back even more and 
looking up between her legs -- she could clearly see his thick crimson 
dog-cock slithering between the widely-splayed hair-fringed cuntal lips 
of her pussy. She gaped with bulging, unbelieving eyes at the pink 
wetness of her own cuntal flesh moistly clinging to his stiffly-erect 
cock as it pulled slitheringly out of her belly, then vanished up 
inside her again with his heavily-bulging balls slapping far up under 
the cleft of her widely-spread legs with a lewd smacking sound as they 
brushed against her pubic hair. She tremored with the salacious thrill 
of feeling her heaving breasts bobbing and swaying beneath her writhing 
torso as she lifted them from the mattress; her sensitive nipples 
rubbed teasingly against the bedspread and brought even more shivers of 
impassioned arousal to her already lust-maddened body.


The naked woman's hips and buttocks began to take on a rhythm of their 
own, acting almost as if they possessed some second hidden mind, and 
she thrust her perfectly shaped buttocks back at the wildly-humping 
beast with shameless enthusiasm. "Yessss ... fuck me, darling, fuck me! 
God, I need it so bad! Fuck me!!"


Matt felt the overpowering madness of his animal-desire well into a 
fireball of white-hot passion for his redheaded mistress. She whined 
and moaned with each and every skewering thrust of his scarlet dog-cock 
now, and the burning flesh of her vaginal sheath clung greedily to his 
thrusting maleness, rapidly urging him closer and closer to that 
shuddering point of savage urgent orgasm. She ground back even harder 
against him, doubled so acutely that his every skewering thrust sank to 
the fur-covered thickness of his balls; he answered with an especially 
hard, vicious plunge forward that seemed to ripple into the very depths 
of her belly. It was all the voluptuous naked widow needed to boost her 
up and over the pinnacle of her orgasm and send her wailing into the 
utter depraved depths of bestial wantonness! She cried out loudly, 
thrusting her wildly spasming hips back hard onto his consummating dog-
cock in a grinding convulsion of orgasmic release!


"Aaaaaaawwww ... Aaaagggghhhhhh! God, I'm cumming! I'm cumming, lover, 
don't stop ... don't ever stop! I'm ccccuuuummmmiiiinnnngggg!!" Matt 
answered her urgent plea with a stabbing thrust of his lust-stiffened 
cock as it began to empty its searing dog-cum deep into her womb in 
long, liquid spurts. She screamed maddeningly again, her contracting 
buttocks convulsively milking at the long, impaling taper of his 
jerking cock. Her luxuriant red hair flailed about her head in a 
scarlet halo in her sheer erotic bliss; she shuddered and moaned loudly 
as she felt the lewd mingling of their mutual love-juices warmly oozing 
from the tightly-clasped lips of her clasping cunt and trickling down 
the shivering insides of her nakedly-splayed thighs, while her pussy 
hungrily milked the last few precious drops of dog-cum from her 
bestial-lover's rapidly-softening penis. She murmured softly, an 
unintelligible ramble of words on her still-gasping breath and then she 
fell forward onto the bed, his cock slipping from her clenching grip 
with a lascivious slurping noise that seemed an appropriate ending to 
the forbidden union of woman and beast.


Perhaps as much as half an hour later, Kate Barrett managed to rouse 
herself from the blissful comfort of her bed and climb unsteadily to 
her feet. She had to hold on to the edge of her dresser at first, as 
her knees buckled under her at the first attempt to stand. She was 
thoroughly and absolutely drained, exhausted in that special and 
wondrous manner of love-making that still leaves room for the joyous 
aftermath of good sex. Kate felt tired in a way, but wondrously alive 
and vibrant at the same time, as if some unseen hand from the depths of 
the universe had somehow wiped years from her body-calendar. She felt 
young again and eager to feel, to enjoy!


Kate looked around for her animal-lover, but he was gone; it did not 
surprise her really, for she could hardly expect a dog to sense the 
peak of emotion that she felt at this moment, and she did not blame 
Matt for deserting her as she would have a man who had done the same. 
She pulled on a robe and made her way shakily to the kitchen for a 
quick cup of coffee to settle her nerves. Matt was already outside, 
having nosed the unclosed back door open and he was romping happily 
under the lights out back, chasing a huge moth as if nothing had 
happened. She shook her head in bewilderment, still unable to believe 
it really happened ... Kate Barrett, wealthiest woman in Valley Farms, 
fucked by a dog! Incredible!


She found an unopened can of dog food in the cupboard and opened it on 
impulse, determined to pay back the big dog's favors in the one way he 
might understand. "Matt! Here! I've got some extra food for you, 
handsome!"


The husky German shepherd bounded anxiously to her side and shoved his 
snout in the preciation. Kate shook her head and laughed under her 
breath.


"I know what I'll do!" she said to no one in particular, unless she 
thought that Matt could understand her now. "I'll get dressed and go 
down to the Country Club for a couple of drinks! I'm rid of that creep 
Jerry Marlowe and I've found the greatest happiness I've known in 
months ... that's cause enough to celebrate!" And with that, she 
hurried back to her bedroom suite to get dressed, sorry only that there 
was no one she could share this revelation with. Strangely, she wished 
there was some way Lucy could be told, but she knew, of course, that 
ever telling anyone what happened this night was out of the question. 
It would have to be a life-long secret between her and Matthew!


Chapter 7


Young Lucy Barrett passed the crowded drive-in a half-dozen times, 
turning around in the deserted parking lot in front of her family's 
department store, before she found the courage to drive into the car-
packed lot and park beside one of the speaker-boxes. She had never come 
here alone except that night she met David, though she knew some of the 
people who hung-out here were pals of her boyfriend. Anxiously, she 
ordered a beer and a hamburger and prayed she was inconspicuous: David 
would probably be furious if anyone told him his girl had come to this 
place alone -- the only stag girls parked around Scottie's were 
definitely on the make. But then, she couldn't just drive around all 
night and David was tied up on business; no, it was safer than wheeling 
around suburban Washington in the middle of the night.


Lucy's mind physically ached from the tormenting cross-current of 
painful emotion that swept through her thoughts like a rip-tide. She 
had to be alone somewhere, to think, to try no matter how much it hurt 
to sort out this tangled web of feelings that made it impossible for 
the young blonde to think clearly. The car-hop brought her order and 
she paid the busty tough-looking girl and left a tip on the tray. 
Absent-mindedly, she switched on the radio and let herself be bombarded 
with the raucous sound of a top twenty pop station. The acid-etched 
memory of her mother with that horrible Marlowe man blazed in her mind 
like a neon billboard ... her own mother, John Barrett's widow, 
sprawled nakedly across the bedspread like a central character in some 
five-dollar porno movie ... pot-bellied, balding Jerry Marlowe hunched 
over her, his head stuffed between her lewdly-splayed thighs, his back 
arching and bobbing as he salaciously licked and sucked there at the 
banquet-table of her naked loins! Even now, over the pounding rhythms 
of the rock music from her radio, she could still hear, in that private 
inner ear of her mind, the wetly lascivious sounds of that horrible man 
as his lips and tongue worked ravenously between her mother's willing 
thighs!


Why, oh why, she asked herself, did I have to see that? If it had to 
happen between them like that so vulgarly, why not some night when I 
was out? Dear God, how could she bring that man into her bedroom, there 
on the very bed, between the very sheets where she once slept with 
Daddy! He loved her, I know he did, and I always thought she loved him 
as well, but now ... now I just don't know anything anymore! It's all 
so confusing, so filthy and wicked and so hard to comprehend.


Lucy had tried all the approaches open to her young and relatively 
inexperienced mind ... she had thought of her own actions, her times 
alone with David. But somehow it just wasn't the same to her ... how 
could it be, she asked herself again and again. Mother is a married 
woman! Widowed yes, and certainly still too young to exile herself to 
wearing black and living alone, but ... "Oh, I don't know what I mean 
any longer," she said aloud. "Nothing makes sense to me now ... 
nothing!"


"They say that's the first sign of cracking up ... talking to yourself, 
I mean." It was Sally something-or-other, a girlfriend of one of 
David's friends, and she was peering into the open passenger window. 
Lucy wiped her eyes hurriedly and managed a wan smile. "Sorry to 
intrude, Lucy. I mean, I don't really know you that well, but you 
seemed upset. Anything I can do to help?"


"Oh ... no, Sally, it's just some silly argument I had at home, nothing 
really," Lucy said cheerily. "I feel better already. You know how it is 
... well, it's getting close to that time of the month, you know? I 
guess I'm just easily upset these days."


The close-cropped blonde looked disbelievingly at David's girlfriend in 
her expensive car, a forced smile of concern on her red-painted lips, 
lips that had once been David's until this rich girl with her fancy 
clothes came along. Sure, I'm worried about you, all right, she said to 
herself, you could drop dead for all I care! You and all the rest of 
those Valley Farms swells! But Sally was not about to betray her real 
feelings to this stuck-up rich bitch, not on your life ... she had 
something better in mind, something far, far better!


"I understand what you mean, honey," she said in syrupy sweetness that 
nearly betrayed her acid tongue lurking beneath. "I get that way 
sometimes too; have to go running to my ol' man. Hey, how come you 
don't share all this worryin' with your boyfriend? You two had a fight 
or something?" Had Lucy been more keenly observant, she might have 
glimpsed the twinkle of maliciousness that flashed in the hardened 
bottle-blonde's eyes.


"Uh, no, we haven't been fighting ... why?" she was nearly afraid to 
ask.


"Well, he's parked over there by the wall, been there for hours. I'll 
be running along now, can't keep the ol' man waiting too long or he 
might belt me!" The attractive young blonde girl, her pink 
schoolgirlish cheeks still streaked from crying, sat in stunned silence 
as the brassy platinum blonde, clad in cut-off jeans and a man's tee-
shirt that was an easy size too small, strolled smugly back to her own 
car. A giggling pair of teeny-boppers, much younger but cut from the 
same case-hardened mold as the sex-toughened Sally, greeted their older 
friend's return with a chorus of shrill laughs ... were they laughing 
at her? Lucy suddenly began to look around at the lined-up array of 
cars, all filled with the sort of people she had never known at the 
expensive girls' school her father packed her off to, people she felt 
no animosity toward, but she felt sort of uncomfortable with 
nevertheless. And there across the lot, backed against the brick wall 
of a motel next door, was David's tiny sports car. Now, more than ever, 
she wanted to be with him, to beg him to take her away from this place 
... anywhere! She leaped from her tiny compact car and made her way 
through the crowd of beer-guzzling boys that were clustered near the 
end of the parked cars, her unexpected prettiness and vulnerability a 
lure to their jeering catcalls and coarse invitations. She ran past 
them, blinking back the tears, closer with every step to David's car; 
it was parked so that it angled away from the crowded lot and she 
realized that he could not possibly see her coming. Perhaps that was 
why he didn't greet her or ... but then an explosion of reality crashed 
into her already-dizzy senses ... a business contact, he had said, 
something he couldn't break.


Lucy's running feet nearly slid out from under her in her vain effort 
to stop and turn back, but it was too late. She was only a foot or so 
from the passenger's side of the tiny MG and what she saw brought both 
her hands to her mouth in a useless gesture, a futile attempt to stifle 
the gasp of horror and surprise that burst from her throat. It took 
less than a second for Lucy's widened blue eyes to take in the lurid 
tableau of what was going on in that car, less than a heartbeat for her 
to realize what a fateful mistake she had made in coming to this seedy 
place alone. Her eye swept like the lens of a camera, etching yet 
another photographic image into her mind, one that, like the sight of 
her mother with Jerry Marlowe, would linger in her thoughts like the 
smell of death clings to all it touches. Only death would have possibly 
been easier to take than this!


There on the small bucket seat closest to her knelt a naked girl of not 
more than fifteen, her pert, girlish buttocks stuck up almost to the 
top of the sports car's door. Her naked ass-cheeks squirmed and 
wriggled with the intensity of her teenage passion; her face, framed by 
her hippie-length dark hair that spilled across David's lap, was buried 
tightly against his unclothed loins. David had pushed his driver's seat 
back as far as it would go and his pants and undershorts were crumpled 
around his knees; his head was back against the top of the bucket seat, 
his fingers knotted in the young girl's long hair. Even as Lucy 
watched, too paralyzed with shock to move, he gasped out the 
pleasurable cry of his orgasm, and Lucy saw the teenager's whole lithe 
naked body shudder as she frantically gulped down the viscous rushes of 
semen that were bursting into her mouth from David's wildly jerking 
cock.


David saw her first, glimpsing the movement of a shadow across the hood 
of his tiny car. He jerked around in surprise and the young brunette 
pulled her face away from his hair-matted pelvis as the ripple of 
startled movement frightened her as well; she spun around, incredibly 
fast in such a confined space, and Lucy's last sight, before she turned 
on her heels and ran, was the sight of that young girl's face, not much 
more than a child with budding girlish breasts nakedly exposed in the 
harsh glow of neon lights from the drive-in, her lips smeared and 
sticky with the cum-splattered remnants of David's adolescent sperm.


She saw or heard nothing on the endless run back to her car, for her 
mind refused to pay heed to the gauntlet of knowing laughs and rude 
noises she had to pass to reach the relative sanctuary of her own car. 
Tears clouded her vision so acutely that she could barely find the 
ignition with her nervously trembling hand; the car, mercifully, roared 
into life at the first turn of the switch, and she literally slammed it 
into gear, racing out of her parking slot without so much as a glance 
in either direction. An approaching hot-rod loaded with teenagers 
screeched to a halt to her left and a choir of angry voices derided her 
ability to drive, but Lucy Barrett cared not at all. What if they had 
hit her instead? Tonight, she didn't care if she lived or died ... even 
death was better than living with the sordid memory of this torturous 
night.


David had pulled up his pants and was getting out of his car when she 
roared past; he stepped into her path with his arms upraised and she 
swerved wildly to avoid running him down, though her heart asked her 
why she bothered, and when at long last she reached the far end of the 
asphalt lot and was turning onto the highway, she could hear the 
honking of horns and the raucous cacophony of applause and laughter as 
the word of what had happened spread like a cancer through the crowded 
drive-in.


But for Lucy Barrett, the night had not yet begun.


Chapter 8


Lucy noticed immediately that Kate's big flashy Buick was gone from the 
driveway, grateful that at least she would not have to face her mother 
in her present state of mind. She had ceased crying finally, perhaps 
from the diverting tensions of driving home, though her chest 
occasionally heaved uncontrollably and she had to gasp for breath to 
force down the lump in her throat. It was still too soon to think 
clearly, Lucy's one coherent thought being the instinctive instinct to 
get home and safely into her room, away from the ugliness and betrayal 
of this terrible night.


She entered through the back door for some unknown reason, something 
she never did, entered without being aware that Matt was a few feet 
away, and ran to her room without switching on a single light, as if 
perhaps the darkness could shut out the burning memories that ate away 
at her brain like parasites. But the void of darkness only made the 
hurt more painful, and she found herself turning on all the lights in 
her room, then the stereo, a lilting, upbeat bit of music that Lucy 
usually found cheering. Tonight, though, even that would not help. 
There was the sound of a car door slamming out front, faintly carried 
through the big empty house, and Lucy hurried to undress -- she wanted 
to appear asleep when Kate returned, for there was just no chance of 
facing her so soon after what she did. Quickly, her crying ended, she 
pulled off her clothes, including her bra and panties as she disliked 
sleeping in anything more restrictive than a sheer nightie, and slipped 
into the nearly-transparent bit of lingerie her father had bought her 
in naughty Paris. She was about to wriggle beneath the covers when she 
stiffened with fear at the sound of someone at the front door -- Kate, 
unlike her daughter, always parked on the side nearest the kitchen and 
entered through the back door, unless she had important friends along. 
Lucy shrugged it off as a case of nerves still tensed from a night of 
unexpected surprises; maybe it was her mother bringing that man back 
home. Yes, that's it, she said to herself in disgust, maybe she didn't 
get enough before and she talked him into a second round!


Lucy closed her eyes and squirmed deeper between the fresh starched 
sheets, but she knew right away she would never find sleep tonight 
without some technological assistance. Irritably, she climbed out of 
bed and opened the door to her bedroom a crack. There was no sound at 
all from the front door, and she started to cross the hallway to the 
bathroom for a sleeping pill when the door chimed noisily, giving her 
such a start that she cried out in alarm. Her heart pounded furiously 
in her chest until she realized that it still was not terribly late by 
Valley Farms schedules; it could be some friend of her mother's over 
for a bit of late-night gossip and coffee. She grabbed her dressing 
gown from its hook behind the bedroom door and padded hurriedly on bare 
feet to greet the unexpected caller. Moments later, she would regret 
not having taken the simplest of modern-day cautions, a peek through 
the viewing window; that was something that she always did without 
thinking, as instinctively as looking both ways before crossing the 
street. But tonight, Lucy Barrett merely switched on the front lights 
and turned the handle thoughtlessly. The first glimpse of grease-
stained jeans and scuffed leather boots relayed the panic alarm to her 
already-troubled brain ... but it was too late.


She pushed hard against the half-opened door but it swung open 
effortlessly against her frail efforts. "Hello, Lucy, honey ... 
surprise!" Lucy grabbed impulsively at her robe, clutching the two 
sides tightly together -- it was David and two of the seediest hippie-
types she had ever seen!


"You ... you have no right to come here, David," she asserted with mock 
courage. "After tonight, we're finished ... forever! Now get out of my 
house!"


The obviously-drunk young man only sneered derisively and pushed his 
way into the entry foyer. "We noticed your ol' lady's car was gone ... 
nobody but the four of us, huh? Just right for a party, eh, baby?" The 
two long-haired greasers chuckled anticipatorily, one of them brazenly 
rubbing the bulge that ridged his tight jeans along the inside of his 
thigh.


"Party? Wh-What are you talking about? Get out ... right now or I'll 
call the police!" Her manner was still courageous but her cracking 
voice betrayed her very real fear. She had never seen David like this, 
there was something vicious and cruel about him the way he was now, 
like someone else had inherited his body, someone rabid and hateful. 
But if David was frightening, his two friends were savage wild animals 
by comparison! One was heavy-set, almost fat, with shoulder length 
brownish hair that looked as if it had been unwashed for weeks. He wore 
oversized cowboy boots that would have been amusing under better 
circumstances, and Lucy could see without meaning to that the swelling 
bulge he rubbed insultingly, rudely, was a formidable weapon in itself. 
The second was tall, taller than David who was over six feet, with a 
face that twisted with an inner agony, like the boys she had seen once 
when she had passed a mental institution when out riding on a Sunday 
afternoon -- prematurely aged, contorted with the gut-ripping torture 
of paranoia and hate. God, she could barely stand to look at him! She 
would have not been startled had he suddenly snarled and bared a pair 
of savage, blood-lusting fangs, his mouth foamy with hydrophobic rage! 
They were a pair straight from hell and she felt her blood run cold 
with dread as the first premonitions of what they sought chilled her 
heart and numbed her very soul!


"Don't look so petrified, baby," David leered. "You're among friends, 
right, fellas?" The big one merely grunted in agreement and his friend 
said nothing at all. "I just wanted to come by and pay you back for 
tonight ... I think I owe you something."


"What ... I don't know what you mean, David. I've never seen you like 
this ... I-I'm afraid."


"Well, baby, maybe there's a lot of me you ain't seen ... and tonight 
you're gonna' see it. You made me a laughingstock out at Scottie's ... 
you made a Goddamn fool out of me, had all my friends laughing and 
hooting like a bunch of hyenas. Well, I don't appreciate it, not one 
bit."


"That's not true! It's a lie!" Lucy shouted, emboldened by her ex-
lover's one-sided allegations. "If anyone has a right to be angry, it's 
me! What you did was ... despicable!"


"Hey, she's got a way with them big words, Davey, buddy," mumbled the 
stocky long-haired man. "Mighty high-falutin'."


"Yeah, she's a big talker, all right ... just like her ol' man, three-
quarters hot air."


Lucy snapped at him angrily at the mention of her father. "How dare you 
say that about my father! You don't know what you're talking about, he 
was dead long before we met and you know it. And anyway, I have nothing 
further to say to you, David ... we're through, finished! I never want 
to see you again ... never!"


The youth's cock-sure sneer turned up at the corners and became a 
wicked grin that spoke of untold terror yet to come, and Lucy instantly 
regretted having said anything to anger him; this was not the man she 
had loved, the man she had taken deep up into her belly often in the 
throes of passion. No, this was a stranger ... and the look on his face 
promised revenge for the assault she had made on his manhood. He had 
been shamed, in his eyes, before his peers, and to his twisted mind, 
that was a sin worse than death. Lucy felt her breath freeze in her 
lungs with a shudder as the thought of what might happen to her burst 
into her mind; registered with the shock of an earthquake in her 
unconscious ... rape!


"I knew that bastard old man of yours, all right, long before I ever 
met you at Scottie's and got some of your sweet littl' snatch. The son-
of-a-bitch canned me once for smoking a little weed, and you were my 
chance to get even. But like you said, that's all over now, so I might 
as well get that sugar-sweet revenge some other way, right, fellas?" 
The two dirty, foul-smelling types chuckled in agreement and moved a 
step closer to Lucy, who stood shivering now in fear, her hands 
clutched to the front of her dressing gown, her flesh tingling with 
dread from the tips of her bare toes to her head ... God, this was no 
nightmare, this was real! And she was trapped alone with them! Her mind 
churned with frenzied emotion but one clear thought emerged above the 
maelstrom of fear ... Matthew! Where was he?! Of course, now she 
remembered, he had been outside when she came home in tears, and she 
hadn't even greeted him; now he was locked outside and unable to help 
her ... Oh dear God, if only I could get to him, I know he'd save me!


"You ought to be properly introduced, Lucy," her ex-boyfriend spat 
contemptuously. "I know how you country-club types love that sort of 
thing. Well, this is Large and this is Tall." His two friends boomed 
with hysterical laughter, far too much for David's feeble attempt at 
humor. It was then that Lucy glimpsed their eyes ... they were on 
drugs! Their eyes were clouded and blank, spiteful sub-human eyes that 
showed no mercy. "That's not their real names, but it'll have to do for 
now. How about it, baby, now that we all know each other? Let's have a 
little party ..." His hands darted out lightning-fast and grabbed at 
her gown, tearing it from her grip and yanking it open in front. "... 
Now!"


Lucy felt a flush of shame as she realized she wore nothing beneath her 
gauze-sheer nightie, but she fought the urge to hide her nakedness and 
responded with something more basic, more primeval; she swung with all 
her strength at her once-lover's face, her nails bared in womanly fury, 
a move of sheer desperation that she knew was futile before it began. 
He caught her arm in mid-swing and twisted it downward and then up 
again in a painful twist that spun her around in the blinking of an 
eye. "Spunky, aren't you, bitch? Well, you'll get plenty of chances to 
use some of that spunk. 0l' Large here's got a cock on him that would 
bring tears to a Navy-town whore! Show her, buddy ... let her take a 
look at some of that meat you're always bragging about." Lucy was only 
half-aware that as David spoke he was shoving her down the hallway to 
her bedroom; he knew the layout of the house well as he had been here 
many times, and there could be no doubt of what awaited her once they 
were close to a bed ... Oh, Matt, how I need you now!


Lucy was in the doorway now and she reached out desperately in a vain 
effort to grab the door frame and hold off this wanton assault, but 
David wrenched her hands away effortlessly and pushed her onto the bed.


"Here ya' go, girlie ... ever had one like this?" Lucy turned without 
thinking and jumped a foot from the mattress at the sight of what the 
heavy-set hippie held in his hands.


"No! No, you can't! David. please, p-please! I'm begging you! God, 
isn't that enough? P-Please!" Her voice was hysterical with fear and 
loathing now as she stared, mesmerized, at the thick pole of naked 
flesh he held like a fencepost with both hands; its purplish, blood-
bloated head had extended from the rubbery sheath of foreskin and its 
solitary eye stared at her in unblinking lust. "I'll scream, David, 
I'll scream until somebody comes or calls the police!"


"Go ahead, but don't tire yourself out, baby," he laughed wickedly. "I 
want you in good shape for me and my friends. You know as well as I do 
that these rich-folks' houses are so fucking far apart that you could 
scream 'til next week and nobody would come. Hey, uh, 'Tall,' get out 
by the front door and keep an eye out for her ol' lady. I don't want 
nothing interrupting our party."


The lanky youth did not respond at first until his buddy nudged him 
forcefully. "Oh, yeah, I almost forgot the new names. But how come I 
gotta' miss out on the action?" he asked, his voice a surprising whine 
that seemed out of place in his massive body.


"Don't worry, buddy, you ain't gonna' miss nothing. You just sit by 
that door and when I come to get you, I promise you'll be well taken 
care of ... little miss rich cunt sucks a mean cock!" The slender youth 
laughed drunkenly, though there was no trace of liquor on his breath, 
and left the room at a stagger. "Now, ol' buddy, let's get the rest of 
her clothes off and you'll see what a real piece o'tail looks like!"


Lucy screamed as their hands touched her flesh, but the husky, thick-
armed one closed her mouth with a huge palm that covered half her face, 
blocking her breath so severely that she feared she would black out. 
"You got the stuff, David?" he asked, his lips moistening at the 
prospect of what awaited him there on the bed -- a beautiful rich girl, 
the kind he'd hungered for all his life, ever since the days in public 
school in Washington when the kids with the money walked away with 
everything, the good grades, the best positions on the school teams, 
scholarships ... and now was his chance to get even.


"Yeah, I still got a pocketful. Here take another one for yourself and 
let's get a couple down her pretty throat. That is, unless she'd rather 
have a cock instead."


"Oh, please ... please ..." Her voice was nothing more than a tearful 
whisper as the huge man released her; there was no will to fight left 
in her, just the one hope she could cling to, the thin hope of mercy 
before it was too late ... before she was raped!


"Here, baby, take this and swallow it before I get pissed off." David 
handed her a small white tablet and began to pull at the bottom of her 
nightie as his friend held her firmly to the bed with one huge hand on 
her shoulder, as easily as a cat might pin a mouse to the floor before 
devouring him.


"Wha ... what is it?" she asked fearfully. Drugs had never been for 
her; alcohol was as high as she liked to get.


"It's a 'sopor,' bitch ... the love drug. Everybody's taking 'em these 
days. You'll feel a little drunk at first, but then ... va-va-voom! 
You'll see why they call it the love drug ... methaqualone, if you want 
to be technical. But one of these, and you ain't in no mood for 
anything technical ... just fucking!"


"No, I won't take it! I won't!" she cried, but before the words had 
left her mouth, the big blue-jeaned man tightened his grip on her left 
shoulder with a strength she would have never dreamed possible. Almost 
instantly, her shoulder seared with a pain a hundred times more intense 
than the worst cramp she could remember; perspiration broke out in a 
beaded row across her forehead and she bit her lower lip in painful 
resistance. But there was no chance, none at all. She opened her mouth 
and took the dreaded pill; there was no hope of concealing it, for 
David probed her tongue and lips with clinical fervor until satisfied 
it was on its way to her belly ... and to her brain.


Even as she swallowed it, Lucy was remembering the drug at last and the 
much-repeated warnings about mixing it with alcohol. Of the near-
catatonic helplessness, coupled with the maddening sexual arousal for 
which it was famous ... and then she remembered the large can of beer 
she had consumed less than an hour ago ...


Was it only minutes that had passed? For the now-naked young blonde 
girl there on her bed, two lust-crazed men pressed close around her 
like vultures waiting for their prey to die, it could easily have been 
hours instead. Or even days. Perhaps it was the intensity of her fever-
pitch emotions, her gut-twisting fear, that made the dreaded "love 
drug" work its salacious magic so quickly; it burned its way down her 
gullet and into her belly like a pellet of white-hot lead, and she 
could literally feel the surge of methaqualone wash into her 
bloodstream, its potent inhibition-killing strength already on its way 
to the deepest recesses of her mind. Her skin tingled and flushed and 
she felt strangely giddy and helpless, like being drunk, only much 
worse -- she could see and feel everything around her, but she was 
powerless to resist!


Her arms fell uselessly to her sides and her voice box balked at 
producing another scream ... her own body was betraying her! It was a 
mutiny of her own flesh and blood! She offered no resistance as David 
and his husky confederate lifted her bare arms and pulled her sheer 
nightie up and over her head. She fell back onto the bed, completely 
and utterly naked, every inch of her sun-bronzed loveliness vulnerable 
to their coldly probing stares; she had never felt so abjectly exposed, 
as though she were stripped bare in a Bedouin's tent filled with sex-
hungry Arabs!


She peered through drug-misted, incredulous eyes as the two men removed 
their pants and undershorts, leaving their shirts, incongruously in 
place, their jutting cocks poking from beneath their shirttails like 
poles from an awning. In her love-drugged haziness, their cocks seemed 
disembodied from their loins, two twin penises of throbbing purplish 
flesh moving toward her unprotected nakedness with relentless virile 
energy, actually seeming to pulsate in a steady, primitive rhythm, a 
jungle beat of sensual incitement that threatened to forcibly trap her 
in its wanton arousal.


"Please ... please, no," she whined in self-defeat, her heart and mind 
wracked with the awareness that there was nothing she could do to stop 
this horrible act from taking place. The one David nick-named "Large" 
grinned down at her obscenely through yellowed, smoke-stained teeth, 
his fist clenched around his immensely-distended penis; lifted upward 
as it was, his swollen cock-shaft looked like an extra leg growing from 
the hair-matted thicket of his muscular pelvis.


David reached out to her naked flesh and she shuddered at his touch; a 
hand that would have brought pleasure and warmth yesterday now numbed 
her flesh with coldness and dread. He reached between her slender, trim 
thighs. "Come on, baby, open those rich-girl legs a bit and show my 
buddy here what a sweet pussy you've got. I told him all about that 
tight littl' box o'yours, and he's eager for a peek."


"D-David, no!" she gasped as he pushed apart her smooth trembling 
thighs, revealing the moist cuntal slit for their hungrily appraising 
eyes. She cried out as he crudely bored a stiffened finger up into her 
simmering vagina, thrusting it so painfully deep that it was hidden up 
to the palm in the rapidly-lubricating flesh of her pussy.


"That stuff's working already," he whispered to his friend. "She's 
wetter'n a teenybopper at a rock concert!" He stuffed another thick 
finger into her defenseless pussy, mercilessly fingering her nakedly-
splayed pussy-flesh. "Aaaawwwwwwww! ... P-Please, no, I'll pay you 
money, anything! Please!" she sputtered chokingly, her buttocks 
grinding into the mattress in a vain effort to elude the cruel, 
sadistic attack between her quivering thighs.


David chuckled at her plight, his eyes wide with lust and a passion for 
revenge that transcended even the "love-drug's" potency. "Money won't 
save your ass this time, bitch! I had a chance at all of it and that's 
gone now, so it don't mean a shit to me anymore ... me and my 
buddies'll make up for that loss though. You're gonna' pay me back for 
all these months of sucking up to all your asshole friends. If I ain't 
getting a whack at all that money, I'll make up for it with one hell of 
a whack at your rich little cunt!"


The heavy-set long-haired man laughed drunkenly, his mouth twisting 
unevenly in a sinister leer as he watched David's fingers plundering 
the fleshy pinkness of Lucy's helpless cuntal crevice. Damn, ol' Davey 
boy had been telling the truth when he said this country-club cunt was 
something else! Fuck, she was like a center-fold girl, only this was 
real flesh, not something out of a magazine. With a face like a movie-
star's, those pretty little lips, perfectly shaped, her complexion rich 
and creamy, the kind that seems to come with money ... man, what it was 
gonna' be like fucking this piece! He laughed to himself in private 
indulgence, fuck, I ain't never gonna' wash my cock again when it comes 
out of her sweet pussy!


"Goddamn, Davey, hurry it up ... my cock's like a firecracker and the 
fuse is lit!" The big man towered over her like some medieval giant, 
his face and neck dripping with anxious perspiration, his obscenely-
huge penis stiffened between his fingers like a massive cudgel.


Lucy's ex-boyfriend laughed derisively down at her cringing body, then 
jerked his two fingers from the tautly-clasping cuntal flesh between 
her thighs with a loud sucking noise; she moaned in relief but was 
powerless to move ... already, the drug had erased her normal instincts 
for survival. She was not truly paralyzed, only her mind refused to 
command her flesh to obey ... nothing seemed to matter anymore, her 
"love-drugged" brain was ready to accept any and all of their brutal, 
lascivious excesses as inevitable ... she was doomed to whatever fate 
held in check, helpless except for servile obedience!


"What 'ya got in mind, Davey?" the chunky young man asked excitedly, 
luridly stroking his proudly-erect penis. "A bit of a sandwich, huh? 
That'd be out a'sight!"


"Good thinking, pal," David said with a sinister grin. "I know for a 
fact that she's never even been ass-fucked, much less "sandwiched" ... 
we'll have her climbing the wall in no time that way. Two cocks at 
once, baby, what do you think of that idea?" He poked his swollen penis 
toward her, smaller and less thick than his friend's, but still the 
potent tool she remembered. "One in that sweet box of yours and the 
other up your ass, with you right in the middle. Man, you won't feel 
nothing between your legs but cock and more cock! Far out, huh, baby?"


Lucy had scarcely uttered a sound as they coolly brandished their lust-
incited cocks like vengeful weapons, sadistically discussing the 
ravages they planned to perpetrate upon her like she could not hear, 
for something was gradually eating away at her fearful shell of 
abandonment and horror ... the God-forbidden truth that she could not 
face even in her most secret thoughts: the "love-drug" was beginning to 
torturingly arouse her flesh with all the promise of its sordid nick-
name! There could be no denying that familiar glowing surge of 
emptiness deep in the pit of her needful belly ... Oh, how she hated to 
face the reality of that insistent heat there in her loins ... she was 
beginning to get "turned on!" Their cruelly calculated words of sadism 
and lust were taking their toll in the drug-incited unconsciousness of 
her mind ... she knew she should be crying and begging for mercy, but 
instead she felt the warm spreading glow of passion growing between her 
nakedly-splayed thighs. They were rapidly converting her into a hot-box 
of sinful lust ... and there was no way to turn back!


The sexily-curvaceous young blonde shivered erotically, half of her 
body and soul actually welcoming the increasing burning passion that 
was sweeping over her, for in that blinding lust she knew she could 
find shelter, obviating at least part of the shameful degradation she 
was powerless to stop. Through drug-fogged eyes she saw the heavy-set 
man crawl onto the bed and begin to move up between her legs, spreading 
them wider with his hands. Though she fought the sordid impulse with 
every shred of decency she could muster, she found herself staring 
lustily at the incredibly thick length of his menacing cock, her mind 
perceiving only one thing ... the blissful promise of sexual 
fulfillment! God, she was becoming a nymphomaniac, and even though she 
resisted this sudden welling of hungry passion with all her heart, she 
actually wanted his cock; after all the vileness of this night, the 
betrayal and the filth ... she wanted it! He spread her legs at the 
knees, opening them wider until she saw the purplish, blood-engorged 
knob at the end of his cock only a scant inch from the already-
moistening lips of her fervently-aroused vagina. He leered at her 
knowingly, then lewdly gripped his burgeoning penis with his clenched 
palm and angled it downward until it actually brushed against the 
shimmering pink flesh of her cuntal lips. She shuddered from the 
burning, passion-inciting contact of his bloated cock-head against the 
drug-heightened sensitivity of her susceptible vaginal moistness, a 
spasm of unwanted but eagerly-received desire rippling up from her 
belly to the very tips of her nakedly squirming breasts!


"Mmmmmmmm," she murmured despite herself, a visible shiver of "love-
drug" passion curling along her outstretched nudity.


"Man, those 'sopors' are far-out, Davey boy! Look at this bitch wiggle 
... she's hot for a cock, you'd better believe it! She can't help 
herself. Look at her!" the big man hissed down through clenched teeth, 
his eyes wide with lust as he lewdly dragged the bulbous knob-like head 
of his desire-swollen cock through the trembling flesh of her cuntal 
slit. He drew it tormentingly upward through the glistening crevice to 
wickedly massage the tiny quivering pearl of her clitoris. She moaned 
again, louder this time, squirming with fast-rising pleasure beneath 
his salacious cock-caress. "Tell me you want it, baby, or you don't get 
it," he spat down at her, coarsely kneading the pliant flesh of one of 
her sumptuous breasts with his free hand, tweaking her crinkly pink 
nipple roughly and sending a shiver of wanton arousal shooting through 
her wriggling body. Her bare breast seemed to swell even beneath his 
crude caress until the fleshy mound bulged from around the edges of his 
immense palm. "C'mon, rich-cunt, let me hear you say it! You gotta' beg 
for this special piece o' meat, baby! Beg like a slut or you'll never 
get it!"


"P-Please, please, just leave me alone," she gasped, but it was obvious 
her body cried out for another kind of satisfaction. They both knew 
only too well the effects of this miracle "love-drug," for David had 
tried it out earlier tonight on that teenybopper he'd met at Scottie's; 
fuck, she'd already taken on both his buddies at the apartment and was 
sucking him off for the second time when Lucy blundered onto the scene! 
Lucy Barnett was a goner now and the two men knew it ... no matter what 
she said or tried to believe, she was hotter than hell between her legs 
and they could see it with their own eyes!


David's husky friend eased just the mushroom-shaped head of his cock 
between me young blonde's cringing pussy-lips, laughed as she moaned 
when the bulbous rubbery cock-tip spread her cuntal folds apart like 
the end of a baseball bat. Finally, she could hold out no longer ... 
the last bit of will to resist had been destroyed by the raging flames 
of her drug-incited passion. "I can't stand it ... I can't! Oh, put it 
in me, put it in me now!" she cried, her lips contorted venemously with 
a potent blend of raging lust and burning hatred.


"No, you gotta' do better'n that ... say it, cunt! Say what I want to 
hear!"


Lucy's eyes were closed in shame and her lips curled as she spat out 
the detested words. "Damn you, fuck me ... fuck meeeee!"


Her legs doubled back higher until they pressed against her sensitive 
nipples and she grabbed for his shoulders, wracked with shame and 
despair but unable to control a second longer the blast-furnace of 
desire that raged in her belly. Her cuntal lips poutingly nibbled for 
his heavily-swollen cock as her hips writhed upward with a savage, 
grinding rhythm of their own in a desperate attempt to ravenously suck 
his manhood up into the steaming depths of her insanely desirious cunt!


Lucy moaned incessantly as she felt his semen-moistened cock-head 
insinuated between her hotly-aroused cuntal lips ... her love-drugged 
eyes watched in licentious fervor as he rocked forward, his passion-
bloated penis disappearing up into the clutching depths of her lust-
drenched vagina. For a long moment, she watched as if it were some 
other girl's pussy, part of a lewd sex show perhaps, and then with a 
gasp, she cried out in pleasure-pain at the immense size of his surging 
manhood. He flexed his hips and rammed his bulbous cock-head deep into 
her belly with a thrust that parted the yielding walls of her vaginal 
cleft like a clenched fist.


"Aaaggghhhhhh!" she choked from the churning depths of her very soul. 
He wasted no time and began to frantically fuck in and out of her cunt 
with no mercy, his hips and loins fervently working to burrow his 
pounding cock deep into her hidden womb. She felt his heavily-bloated 
testicles slapping obscenely between her upturned buttocks, smacking 
against her tiny puckered anus with lewdly inciting strokes. God, how 
she hated him ... but she loved his cock! She was out Or her head with 
unfathomable lust, and his pummeling cock was the answer to her body's 
prayer ... it was a wonderful penis to her now, despite her ravisher's 
filthiness, his unwashed body that wafted its pungency upward to her 
flaring nostrils. "Oooooooohhh, yessssss ... yeesssssss!" she hissed, 
her eyes welling with tears of shame and humiliation as her cock-
skewered hips began to thrust salaciously upward to meet everyone of 
his thrusting movements, each stroke penetrating deeper and deeper 
within her gaping pussy.


"Crazy, Davey, she's somethin' else ... look at her go!" he nearly 
shouted, his tongue hanging from his mouth as he panted from the 
frenzied rhythm.


Lucy heard some muffled exchange of words between the two men that 
meant nothing to her, and then found herself first crushed beneath his 
awesome weight and then somehow rolled sideways and up; he never lost a 
stroke, but suddenly the sun-tanned blonde was on top of the fleshy 
hippie as he rolled onto his back. His distended penis was even more 
deeply imbedded in her belly now and she moaned from the skewering 
thrusts that seemed to reach all the way up to her jiggling breasts. 
His hands gripped her trim slender waist and he held her up so that her 
bare bosom was exposed to him, her breasts bobbing and squirming inches 
from his leering face.


There was a gasp of astonishment from behind her as David stared at the 
tiny hairless orifice of her anus, already slightly agape from the 
friction of his buddy's cock as it throbbed up into her moist pussy-
slit from below. With his thumbs gripping her fleshy buttocks, he 
spread the white flawless flesh of her ass-cheeks wide apart until her 
tautly-puckered rectum opened and closed in perfect rhythm with the 
other man's skewering thrusts into her pussy. Suddenly he thrust his 
middle finger at the stretched anal ring, parting the tiny band of 
muscle and bringing a choked moan from her throat at this unnatural 
invasion of her anus. She tried to wriggle away, but David's friend had 
both hands firmly around her waist and she cried out this time when the 
stiffened finger popped with an audible noise up into her spongy rectal 
passage, worming it's way relentlessly past his second knuckle until 
his whole finger was lewdly imbedded deep into her exposed rectum. He 
rotated and wriggled his middle finger deep inside her violated anus, 
salaciously stretching the tiny orifice in lascivious preparation for 
the forbidden fucking he was about to give her.


Lucy groaned helplessly from David's lurid assault on her rectum ... 
this was something she had never known, a possibility that never had 
entered her mind in their more romantic lovemaking, but as wickedly 
forbidden as it was, she couldn't help the still-growing passion in her 
belly that cried out for more of his inhuman ravishment. She was filled 
from below with his friend's massive cock, her thighs spread widely at 
either side of his hips, and it was impossible, to close her legs to 
stop this wanton defilement of her helpless rectum. Again David wormed 
his stiffened middle finger up into her anus and then he slipped it out 
with a plopping sound ... only to be replaced with the unmistakable 
prodding of something rubbery and hot against her tightly-clenched 
nether hole! God, he really was going to fuck her there while his 
friend bored into her vagina from below in never-ending thrusts that 
penetrated to her very belly.


Lucy shuddered in revulsion as she felt the penis's painful insistence 
against her nakedly-exposed anal orifice; in her "love-drugged" mind's 
eye she could see with stark, wanton clarity the obscenely recorded 
scene -- his cock's lust-engorged head worming its way lasciviously 
through the tightly-clenched defenses of her sphincter as she moaned in 
excruciating agony ... her anus stretching incomprehensibly to 
accommodate this lewd, sodomistic assault ... then suddenly, she had no 
need to imagine what was to come ... it was here! David's powerful 
young hips bucked forward with relentless strength, cramming fully half 
of his straining cock deep into the firmly-clenching passage of her 
rectum; her rectal walls closed around the knob-like head of his penis 
like a hot rubbery hand.


"Aaawwwww, God, you're tearing me open ... please, please ... I-I can't 
stand it!" she cried out, but even as the words left her mouth, she 
could feel her rectum beginning to accommodate this immense invasion of 
her virginal rectum. But still it burned into her anus like a red-hot 
poker, and the painfully "sandwiched" young blonde girl yelped in agony 
as her once-lover luridly splayed apart the fleshy whiteness of her 
buttocks, twisting them upward for a better angle for his sodomizing 
ravishment while his friend's hugely-stiffened cock lay still hidden in 
the burning depths of her vagina from below, his hands firmly about her 
waist to prevent her escape. David's friend pulled her downward, his 
lips fastened on her large crinkly-tipped nipple, and David thrust 
forward from behind, his seemingly unending cock boring unpityingly up 
into her painfully-stretched anal passage. Lucy felt the burning surge 
of nausea for a moment at this unnatural plundering of her rectum ... 
finally, with one last sadistic jerk of his hips, David was sunk fully 
and amazingly to the very hilt in her writhing anus!


The drug-numbed young blonde nearly ceased her torrid struggling, 
mindful now that her only hope of relief from the insistently-skewering 
double-thrusts of their massive cocks lay in stillness and obedience to 
their twin-lusts. But even in this posture of subservience, she winced 
in agony at every heartless cock-thrust that bored upward into her very 
insides from below as her former boyfriend rammed mercilessly again and 
again into the tautly-confining sponginess of her rectum. His buddy's 
hands gripped the jutting bones of her naked hips, and he held her as 
easily as one might hold a small child, only what he was doing to her 
only the most depraved of perverts could have imagined for a child! The 
big man, his whole body pungent now with the odor of his sweat, grunted 
inhumanely and snorted with ecstasy as he bounced her about on his 
loins with the frantic intensity of his upward, impaling thrusts; never 
had her vagina been so unbelievably stretched, and it felt as if the 
very walls of her pussy were near the point of being ripped apart from 
the post-like thickness of his desire-swollen cock. David showed her no 
pity as he bored obdurately up into her painfully-bruised rectum, his 
hands spreading her naked ass-cheeks apart to allow him greater 
punishing access to the tiny hairless hole, now stretched into a 
fervently-gripping anal mouth.


She heard them laughing through the haze of her "love-drugged" 
intoxication, chuckling confidently as they watched her unwanted, 
strongly-resisted arousal ... they knew what they were doing to her and 
that there was no hope of holding-out against the belly-burning ravages 
of drug-incited lust they both knew were sure to come. Just like that 
wide-eyed teenybopper they had tried the "sopors" on earlier, Lucy was 
doomed to orgasmic incitement whether she fought it or not!


"C'mon, Davey boy, let's give her a reamin' out she won't forget ... 
get the beat just right ... in and out together, buddy! That's it! Man, 
what a fuckin' piece she is!" the big man croaked, and Lucy felt their 
rigid penises begin to move in mutual rhythm, thrusting maddeningly 
into both her torturingly-stretched orifices at once.


"It's killing me!" she gasped. "I can't stand it! I can't!" Her cries 
were pitifully weak and hoarse with futility, for she had lost the 
ability to convince even herself now ... a weirdly-welling masochism 
was surging up from her nakedly-writhing loins, up from the very pit of 
her belly where their cocks rubbed almost together in lascivious 
double-fucking incitement, separated only by the thin membrane between 
her rectum and vagina. She was rapidly spinning out of control and she 
knew it ... her cries of anguish and pain were gradually melting into a 
sensual whine of lustful arousal and unquenched passion.


Without meaning to, she opened her eyes and caught a glimpse of herself 
in the dressing table mirror a few feet from her bed; she could see the 
full expanse of her undulating body, the intertwined limbs and cocks 
that seemed to envelop her in virile male flesh. She saw it all and yet 
did not look away in revulsion and disgust, for the lurid tableau she 
watched in mesmerized fascination only fanned the flames of drug-
incited lust that much more! She turned her head for a better look, and 
through the hazelike mist of the methaqualone, she watched in rapt 
amazement as their glistening cocks battered in and out of her insanely 
stretched love-orifices in a lust-provoking rhythm of blatant 
sexuality! She grimaced with pleasure-pain as she watched David's pole-
like skewering penis disappear with a slithering thrust again and again 
up into her tautly-clasping rectum as his friend's pistoning cock 
thrust so furiously up into her vaginal depths from below that she 
bounced up and down on the ridges of his wide hips like she was riding 
naked on the back of a horse!


Her throat emitted an incessant gasping whine of sensual acceptance as 
the two virile young men threw all their strength into fucking her 
savagely in both her vagina and anus at once, and she knew now she was 
up and over the edge ... the love-drug had worked its wicked magic and 
she was wildly-insane with passion, her loins feverishly steaming with 
desire as she ached for the only relief she knew was possible for her 
now ... the screaming bliss of sexual fulfillment!


An inhuman cry burst from her throat with projectile-intensity. "Awwww, 
yes, yes! Fuck me, both of your... fuck me with your big cocks! Oh, 
God, it's so good in my ass and in my cunt! Yes, yes!" She urged them 
on as the frenzy of her brush-fire passion raged out of control; her 
belly was literally in flames. Never had she known such sheer wanton 
lust ... it threatened to consume her alive with its ferocious heat. 
She lowered her head and looked back between her jiggling breasts and 
glimpsed the lewd and total ravishment taking place between her bruised 
and battered thighs. She could actually see them thrusting into her 
sandwiched body in savage unison ... see with her own eyes her moist 
cuntal flesh as it was drawn from the impaled walls of her vagina on 
the big man's outward motion and then crammed back up into her hair-
lined slit as he rammed his rigid cock deep up into her lust-enraged 
belly with a thudding shudder. "Deeper, deeper, God help me, deeper ... 
I want your cocks in me all the way! ... pleasseee!" Suddenly her head 
arched back as if she had been slugged in the face, her long blonde 
hair spilling luxuriantly down her unblemished back, tanned from 
afternoons by the country club pool. "Now! Now, that's it! Oooohhhhhh! 
I'm ... I'm cumming ... I'm cuuummmmiinnnggg"'


David's heavy-set friend was the first of her two ravishers to loose 
the scalding flood of his sperm and shoot it up and into her belly like 
bursting water from a blowing whale ... far up and into her very 
insides as David suddenly cursed loudly and shuddered, his hairy pelvis 
tight against her fleshy buttocks as his jerking cock, buried to the 
hilt inside the velvety fist-like grip of her rectum, began to spurt 
its raging stream of semen up her rectum to mingle lasciviously with 
his friend's sperm already pooling deep inside her doubly ravished 
body. She felt as if she was literally awash with their sperm as a 
surging tide of ecstatic release swept over her sweat-soaked body and 
she was gone into the unfathomable depth of pure animalistic release.


*  *  *  *  *


When Lucy Barrett at long last found the fleeting moment of strength 
she needed just to open her tear-moistened eyelids, both David and the 
man he jokingly called "Large" were stretched out beside her on the 
bed, one on either side. David's hand rested casually across her thigh 
and his fingers trailed over the sparse light-haired fluff of her pubic 
mound; she found his presumptuous arrogance revolting, and she pushed 
his hand away and tried to get up. She was unsuccessful on the first 
try, both her knees buckling like they were made of well-worn rubber, 
but on the second attempt she managed to crawl backwards to the foot of 
the bed and step down onto the carpeted bedroom floor. She pushed 
herself erect with both hands clutching at the bed, and she winced in 
agony from the bruised and battered flesh between her thighs. Tears 
came to her eyes as she tried to walk, and she felt as if there was 
still something thick and huge imbedded in her rectum.


"Where do you think you're going?" David demanded, lifting his head and 
then sitting up. His lust was momentarily sated but there was still a 
burning glow in his dark eyes -- the cruelty of hatred. "You haven't 
finished yet, baby. There's still my other friend waiting by the front 
door ... and he's gonna' want a real nice blow job!"


The other one sat up and dangled his heavy legs from the edge of the 
bed; his cock fell limply between them, wetly glistening with the 
traces of her pussy juices and stained with the last of his orgasm. The 
bedspread between his legs was wet with God-knows-what, and she looked 
at the rest of the bed -- the covers crumpled and pulled from beneath 
the corners of the mattress, stains as large as coffee cups dotting the 
fabric.


"I'll go get your next treat, bitch," the big man said with an arrogant 
sneer. "Give her another sopor' Davey, I think she's starting to come 
out of the first one."


Lucy's ex-boyfriend reached for his pants pocket and pulled another 
white pill from the wrinkled paper inside. "No! No, I won't! You made 
me do it once but I won't again! I'm not some whore you can bounce 
around from one to another! I won't do it!"


David seemed to fly off the bed, his feet scarcely touching the floor, 
and before she could move her hand to her face or even cry out in 
futile defense, his palm had stun its way across her cheek and sent her 
reeling in a horrified shuddering spasm of terror. "Don't tell me what 
you won't do, bitch! I don't have to be nice to you now! It's all over 
and we both know it, but you're gonna' do just like I tell you tonight 
and take care of me and my friends. And you won't say a word about it 
ever ... not to anybody, or we'll be back. Only next time I'll bring a 
dozen guys and we'll fuck you until you can't walk, understand? Well, 
do you understand!?"


Lucy shook her head up and down and answered weakly, her face still 
stinging from his savage blow; this was a side of David she had never 
known. And though it was all ended between them, it was still a 
stunning shock ... now could she have misjudged him so? God, what must 
she have been thinking to get mixed up with a savage beast like this? 
And all just to spite her mother! She had sold her very soul and body 
to this piece of trash just for some shred of stupid revenge!


An inkling of an idea flashed somewhere in the hidden recesses of her 
mind, and she probed with her will for it, seeking it out and 
struggling to give it voice in her troubled, still-hazy thoughts. 
Suddenly, like a bolt of summer lightning, it became apparent ... there 
might be a way out for her yet! If only she could avoid swallowing 
another pill of that "love-drug" and surrendering to their sadistic 
will again. "I-I understand, David ... I won't argue with you again. 
Whatever you want ... but ... but could I at least clean up or 
something. I mean, I'm cruddy dirty and I feel so filthy."


David looked at her eyes and carefully noted that she avoided looking 
directly at him; still he assented to her request. "Yeah, go clean up 
... but use the bath across the hall. I want you close by ... and no 
funny stuff."


Lucy made her way gingerly across the bedroom, her tread unsure and 
wobbly, but she found renewed strength and a will to go on in the hope 
that her plan might work. She was almost through the door, clutching 
her sheer nightie to her naked breasts, when she felt the heavy grip of 
a hand on her shoulder. "Here," said the husky, long-haired man, his 
yellowed teeth clenched in a sneer. "You almost forgot your medicine." 
When she turned to face him, he stuffed another of the "love-drug" 
tablets between her lips, his thick, foul-tasting fingers filling her 
mouth and forcing her to swallow. She choked once and the pill was on 
its way to her belly ... she had to work fast before she was once again 
their sex-slave!


Turning her head away when he released her, she said not another word, 
though she would have liked to bring the darkest curses of them all 
onto his head, and strode purposefully into the bathroom as the big 
husky friend of David's disappeared around the corner into the living 
room, his flaccid penis swinging braggingly from side to side as he 
walked. She closed the door silently and opened the lavatory sink fully 
before locking the door; then and only then did she dare to even 
breathe. It was a desperate chance she was taking, but the only 
alternative was unthinkable to her at this moment ... a forced 
spectacle of fellatio with that lanky acne-scarred man in the living 
room, with David and the other one watching her like spectators at a 
Tijuana sex show!


The bathroom window was narrow and frosted, with a full screen of 
aluminum on the outside; she thought fleetingly of climbing through it 
and making a run for it, but where would she go? To call the police 
would mean turning to a neighbor's house, and could she bear to live 
with the lurid details of this night spread like so much filth all over 
the morning papers? No, this was her one hope ... she did not even pray 
for her mother's return as she had when they had first pushed their way 
into her bedroom, for these men were clearly out of their heads from 
liquor and methaqualone and anything might happen.


She pushed the seldom-opened window open a couple of feet and managed, 
after a couple of aborted attempts, to unlatch the screen and push it 
up. She was able to roll the flexible aluminum screening up and hook a 
portion of the latch into the metal so that it was out of the way; then 
she called softly to her one and only friend on earth at this moment 
... Matthew, who lay sleeping a few yards away, oblivious of the 
horrible depravities his mistress had endured while he peacefully 
slumbered. He was definitely there, for she could see the reassuring 
outline of his massive body beside his dog house as he sprawled 
comfortably on the grass; she called again and still he did not stir, 
for she dared not raise her voice much above a whisper.


It was on the third attempt to rouse him that all hell broke loose -- 
first the roaring of loud male voices outside the door and then the 
crashing of something heavy against it that nearly tore the sturdy door 
from its hinges. Lucy managed to pull her head from the window as the 
latch tore free from the door jamb. "Get her, Davey, before she gets 
out that window!" exclaimed the husky man. "Man, that was the dumbest 
thing you could'a done, lettin' her come in here alone ... what if 
she'd gotten away?" David looked at her with vicious hatred in his 
eyes, doubly intense now because she had made a fool of him again in 
front of his friends, something he did not take from any broad. He 
brought back his hand to let her have a good one this time, one she 
would wear for a couple of days as a reminder ...


"No, David, please!" she screamed shrilly, but it made no difference; 
he would be striking no one else for awhile, not with that arm anyway 
... if he ever was fortunate enough to use it again. For although the 
bathroom window was fully four feet from the ground, the well-trained 
German shepherd cleared it without even brushing the sill. There was a 
weak, gurgling scream from David, surprisingly thin and powerless, as 
the great beast sank his razor-sharp teeth deep into his forearm with a 
bone-crushing pressure that doubled her ex-boyfriend at the knees and 
sent him sprawling to the floor. All of this, the flash of brown as the 
German shepherd dashed to her rescue, the sounds, the screams of pain, 
the blurred movement, all seemed to take place in less than the 
blinking of an eye, but it was something that Lucy Barrett would 
remember for months to come. David's companions apparently abandoned 
friendship when it came to this -- both of them turned and ran from the 
bathroom in a frantic scramble for the lead as they dashed down the 
corridor and out the front door, the bigger one still naked except for 
a shirt.


"Matt! Matt! That's enough!" Lucy cried before the huge dog killed this 
sniveling human who dared to hurt his mistress. Reluctantly the 
snarling animal backed away, leaving a bloodied, useless arm as his 
mark; David somehow rose to his feet, his eyes flooded with abject 
terror. "Now get out! And if you ever dare to come near this house 
again, I won't stop him next time! Get out!"


He turned and stumbled into the corridor without protest, Matt hard on 
his bare heels, and Lucy heard a yelp of pain as her wonderful dog 
apparently gave him an extra snap for good measure once they were 
outside. Lucy grabbed a bath towel to her chest and hurried to see if 
they were truly gone, still painfully limping from the battering her 
vagina and rectum had suffered. She closed the door anxiously and threw 
on the security latch; from the adjoining window, she could see them 
all pile into a car she did not recognize -- there were clearly three 
of them inside as they passed the street light that marked the Barrett 
driveway, and she felt reasonably confident that they would not attempt 
a return. Remarkably, there was no blood on the hallway carpet, though 
there was a good-sized puddle in the bath; she threw the towel onto it 
to cover its lurid redness and staggered weakly back into her bedroom, 
her knees moments from final collapse.


Yes, they were gone, all of them, and her nightmare was over ... but 
they had left their calling card -- this "love-drug" was still in her 
belly and it was beginning to take effect, seemingly more potent this 
time, perhaps combined with the left-over traces of the first. She 
cursed them silently under her rising breath, hating with a passion 
known only to women ... why, oh God, why, had they not been content to 
just come like plundering savages in the night? Raping her would have 
been nightmare enough for a lifetime ... why did they have to make me 
beg for it? Why did they turn me into a slut for their enjoyment? God, 
how I hate them... I hate them! I wish they were dead!


Lucy's breasts jiggled as her chest heaved from the spasms of her 
sobbing; she felt her very insides loosen and relax for the first time 
since they had shoved their way into her house. She turned her face to 
one side and lay crying pitifully on her bed, still stark-naked; she 
smiled through teary eyes as Matt trotted back into the bedroom and 
came to her side. His face looked worried, as if he was hurt somehow 
that he had not arrived sooner. She started to speak, to thank him in 
insufficient words for what he had done when ...!


It was a kiss, there was no other way to describe it ... and if some 
handsome Prince had been her rescuer and had taken the same liberties, 
her response could not have been more intense. He had actually kissed 
her!


"Matt, you sly devil you, are you some sort of demon in a dog's suit? 
You're just to ... human!" She tried to smile and joke with him but her 
mind reeled from the "love-drug" that maniac had stuffed down her 
throat. Already she could feel the heat welling in her loins ... damn 
them all for making me like this!


But though her body cried out once again for a man, she had not even a 
shred of remorse for their hastened departure ... she would sooner die 
than have one of them touch her again. She felt the warm, tender stare 
of her heroic dog and she looked into his near-human brown eyes ... she 
seemed to see some message there, as if he was trying to tell her 
something. Was that kiss no accident? ... Oh, Lucy, you're starting to 
crack up!


Suddenly he raised his head above the edge of the bed and began lapping 
at the pink crinkly flesh of her nipples, knowingly encircling the 
sensitive flesh with his wet curling tongue. Lucy gasped and covered 
her mouth with her hand ... she felt the incited arousal of passion 
between her thighs and wondered if she was indeed going insane. Was 
Matt trying to make love to her? Could it really be happening this way? 
Surely not, but yet ...!


"I must have been right, Matt ... you're a real devil!" she gasped 
fervently, staring wonderingly at his handsome masculine face, his 
rugged jaw and his soulful, passion-stirring brown eyes. Were his eyes 
twinkling with desire or was she out of her head? Surely they were!


Lucy felt a ripple of eager excitement in her loins as she lovingly 
stroked his heavy coat, deliberately thrusting her youthfully-firm 
breasts closer to his laving tongue. Matt responded to her invitation 
with aplomb, confidently swiping his moist tongue over the sensitive 
tips of her lust-hardened nipples. But it didn't stop there ... in an 
instant he was on the bed with her and he unhesitatingly nosed his way 
between her thighs as if he had been there before ... God, how does he 
know how to do this? This can't all be intuition or animal instinct ... 
it's uncanny! Maybe he is a devil!


The German shepherd seemed to sense that his naked blonde mistress 
needed no further arousal, and his laving tongue swept right to the 
source of her fervent heat -- the hotly-steaming flesh of her exposed 
cunt! His tongue traveled a lurid path over her thighs to the thin, 
hair-lined slit of her pussy. "Oh, Matt, darling, lick me there ... 
lick my pussy and make this ache go away! Make me forget, lover!" She 
wanted him to, she craved it hungrily, for he was truly deserving of 
her love, not like that scum her hero had so courageously chased away 
... she wanted him and she ached to reward him! This was the way! There 
was nothing in her experience to compare with the lascivious thrill of 
feeling his laving tongue as it neared the very pit of her vagina, the 
pungently-aroused furrow of her simmering cunt. Dazed from the drug and 
wild with lust, she raised her legs and obscenely drew them backwards 
until they rubbed against her breasts; her cunt was nakedly his, fully 
exposed and vulnerable. She squirmed suddenly beneath the fluid heat of 
his first lick along the fleshy moist slit; boiling blood coursed 
through her veins as his sizzling dog-tongue swept up along the 
moistened pink crevice, over the entire length of her naked vaginal 
slit, at last nudging expertly the glistening pearl-like node of her 
clitoris!


"Mmmmmmmm, yes, yes ... God, I love you, handsome ... lick me there, 
lick my hot pussy, darling!" she choked in passionate frenzy, her body 
squirming and shuddering beneath his searing lingual caresses. "Lick it 
all, lover, stick your hot tongue way up in me and let me feel it!" She 
lifted her intensely aroused loins higher and ground them luridly 
against his tongue and animal lips; reaching down between her nakedly-
splayed thighs, she grasped his furry head behind the ears and drew him 
tighter into her wetly-steaming cuntal flesh ... his tongue was ablaze 
with lust-quenching heat as he hungrily lashed and tongue-fucked her 
with amazing expertise. "Oh God, yes ... I'm going mad, lover ... lick 
my pussy harder, harder!"


The keenly-intelligent German shepherd could feel his own loins and 
powerful haunches quivering with the growing intensity of his own 
sexual incitement; he sensed the maddening flames of passion that 
licked at his naked blonde mistress's belly, and he hungered. to quench 
them and ease her pain, just as he had bounded to her defense at the 
sound of her scream earlier. He loved her and would do anything to make 
her smile, to bring the soft mewling sounds, of her gentle voice to his 
ears. There was real tenderness here, more than with his other 
mistress, and he ached especially to see this young pretty one laughing 
and smiling with joy again, for it made his heart sad to see her 
unhappy.


Lucy's mind was awash with drug-induced lust, fanned and incited to a 
near-maddening pitch by her dog's passionate lingual caresses between 
her widespread thighs. She closed her eyes and she could see nothing 
but cocks ... big ones, little ones, thick ones, all purplish and 
filled with cum to shoot into her every orifice ... God, she was insane 
with wanton lust! She rolled her head from side to side in lurid 
cadence, still holding his big furry snout between her lewdly-doubled 
legs. She lifted her head to watch and gasped in astonishment at the 
sudden sight of his emerging dog-cock as it slithered out of its furry 
sheath.


Her eyes widened in disbelief at the sheer immensity of the thing -- or 
was it the love-drug that was distorting her senses -- thick and 
scarlet-colored, emerging relentlessly from the furry sheath on the 
underside of his lean muscled body ... rigidly erect and hard, the 
fiery tapered tip wriggling in excitement as it continued to slowly 
slip from its furry pouch. Suddenly a wildly licentious urge swept over 
her like a prairie fire over dry grass ... an unholy urge so obscene 
that it aroused her even more in its obscene lewdness! For a long 
emotion-filled moment she stared at her big dog's glistening dog-cock, 
feeling her mouth turn dry and then actually begin to salivate in 
ravenous hunger at the lust-stirring sight of his virile maleness. 
Would he do it? He had to ... suddenly she wanted this wicked thing 
more than life itself ... she had to have it!


The German shepherd licked at her wildly seething cuntal dampness 
relentlessly, his searing tongue slithering again and again over the 
quivering bud of her clitoris. Wicked, thrilling images of unnatural 
bestial desire burned in the young blonde's tortured mind ... she had 
to have this wild and forbidden thing she suddenly craved, as if 
somehow this very act would destroy in her memories the horrors of this 
night. But how?


"Oh, lover ... I want you so badly! My hero, my darling!" she mewled 
constantly. And then she had an idea, the solution, obscenely 
lascivious in its very conception, but the solution indeed! "Matt, 
lover, lie down here beside me ... lie down," she choked in 
overwhelming passion. "Hurry, darling ... I want to make you happy too! 
I want to suck your big cock, darling, while you lick my pussy! We'll 
do it together ... it's called sixty-nine! Just like people-lovers, my 
great big handsome lover!" Her forehead was beaded with a rim of 
perspiration and her words were hissed through lust-clenched teeth. She 
raised to her knees as he backed momentarily away from the fervently-
steaming flesh of her pussy; there was a look of confusion in his soul-
stirring brown eyes, but he seemed to be saying, I trust you ... 
whatever you want is yours ... just order me and I'll obey!


In mindless passion, Lucy crawled down and obscenely positioned herself 
so that her seething cunt was mere inches from his dog-face and her 
cheek rested on his muscled belly ... almost instantly, her fears of 
being rebuffed were made groundless as his burning tongue lashed out 
again at the still hotly-palpitating crevice between her nakedly 
upraised thighs.


The huge animal was obviously confused, but far from unhappy; his 
lovely blonde mistress's pleasurable fondling was a new delight to add 
to the collection he had garnered this night. She stroked him lovingly, 
caressing the portion of his scarlet cock-shaft that still remained 
outside the furry sheath along with his dark heavy testicles as the 
full glistening taper gradually began to appear. Once again in this 
wild and erotic night, he sensed the throbbing of his heated blood 
beginning to pound as her fingertip caresses incited him to fresh 
carnal desire; his loins quivered with eagerness as her fingers moved 
over them, their gentle, loving touch bringing a growl of pleasure from 
his throat even as he continued to lick her fervent cuntal slit.


Lucy had never felt such total and utter debauchery ... such wanton 
abandonment ... but she didn't care how it might have seemed to the 
rest of the world ... to her and her animal-lover it was sensual bliss 
and that was all that mattered! She moaned in ecstasy as she hungrily 
clasped the furry flesh that covered part of his crimson dog-cock and 
began to tauntingly masturbate the virile male beast, urging the whole 
tapered length of his passion-bloated penis out into the open ... God, 
she wanted it in her mouth! How she hungered for the wickedly forbidden 
taste of his erected dog-cock!


She knew she would cum a million times from the incessant lavings of 
her tiny nerve-filled clitoris; what a lover he was, she breathlessly 
whispered to herself, still clinging eagerly to his half-concealed cock 
and eagerly urging it to full naked splendor. With tender feeling and 
gentleness, young Lucy worked the protective furry skin back and forth 
like a hair-covered foreskin ... now it was coming out fully, the red 
glistening tip of lust-swollen dog cock, moving relentlessly out and 
toward her quivering lips until ... God, she was actually tasting it!


Blinded by her mindless lust beyond even a hint of reason, Lucy ovalled 
her eager lips and let the slender tapered tip of animal-cock slide 
obscenely over them, easing further and further up into the hotly moist 
hollow of her open mouth. It moved slowly and relentlessly along the 
surface of her tongue until it bumped against the back of her throat 
and nearly choked her! She eased her tongue up against his invading 
dog-shaft with a fervency born out of her incredible passion, licking 
and swirling his distended penis with pure bestial abandon! Her "love-
drugged" brain reeled with the lustful intoxication of her unnatural 
act ... she tasted the pungent virility of his thickly pulsating cock 
and a fresh arousal of spontaneous incitement at its potent maleness! 
God, it was so incredibly hard and growing harder with every passing 
second!


His high-pitched animal whimper alerted her to his own fast-growing 
arousal as he licked her lust-provoked cunt and she began to twirl her 
caressing tongue around his pulsating animal-cock in a fervent effort 
to repay him not only for his heroic rescue but for the unbelievable 
pleasure his tongue was bringing her as it laved between her upturned 
thighs. She felt his powerful canine body responding vigorously to her 
obscene sucking and tonguing, his powerful loins quivering with virile 
expectancy and pressing ever forward ... she brushed one hand over the 
firmness of his belly to cup his heavy, sperm-bloated balls, playfully 
teasing them with the lightest of fingertip caresses. Again he 
whimpered excitedly, a slow rhythmic movement of his haunches beginning 
to stir in his dog-loins as he started to fuck her lasciviously through 
the tautly-ovalled softness of her human lips!


Damn, the incredibly erotic sensations were a freak-out of ecstasy, 
Lucy groaned sensuously to herself, his blood-engorged cock fucking 
into her mouth in perfect rhythm while his own tongue laved the 
steaming liquid flesh of her lewdly-splayed cunt with animalistic 
abandon! She nipped and even gently scraped his penile flesh with the 
sharp edges of her teeth, at the same time swirling her tongue 
maddeningly about his driving animal-cock, wildly and obscenely lost in 
the licentious thrill of sensual abandonment! In her insanely-aroused 
state, his cock was like a lump of honey in her mouth, plunging all the 
way down her hungrily clasping throat ... she wondered titillatingly 
what his dog-cum would taste like ... sweet perhaps? Or strongly 
masculine and savage?


This was all fascinatingly new to Matt ... what his pretty blonde 
mistress was doing there between his furry legs was even more 
incredibly lust-provoking than those hours earlier with his older 
mistress. She had his thrusting cock-flesh inside her laboring mouth, 
yet it was so fantastically tight and moist that it could easily have 
been her vaginal orifice instead ... only better this way with the 
nipping tease of her teeth and the swirling of her heated tongue about 
the taper of his cock. He whined at the agonizing sensations that 
fluttered in his belly and he knew that very soon his pistoning penis 
would find a gush of release!


With a hungering, slaving animalism of her own, the naked blonde girl 
ravenously mouthed at the German shepherd's plundering dog-cock. God 
help her, but she wanted his thick pungent dog-cum in her mouth ... she 
wanted it squirting down the back of her throat to soothe the pains of 
lustful hunger that knotted her belly like stomach cramps. Raging 
tongues of stabbing flame blazed between her legs, as if someone had 
turned a blow-torch onto her naked flesh ... her trembling belly 
seethed with passion and her steaming cuntal flesh sizzled with the 
savage fury of unbridled primeval lust! She clutched at the lunging 
animal's swollen testicles, lewdly caressing them and milking their 
viscous contents up into the tapering spear of dog-cock as she hungrily 
sucked at his plunging penis with a ravenous craving stronger than any 
passion she had ever known ... God, she was going to cum like a 
thousand pounds of TNT going off at once!


Lucy was far too caught up in the wanton spirit of her excitement to 
hear the sound of footsteps outside her bedroom door; Matt's body 
tightened and heard a distinctly different growling noise erupt from 
his chest ... finally, out of some sixth sense, she turned her head 
enough to see the doorway ...standing there was her mother, Kate!


For less than a heartbeat, Lucy's lips and tongue left her dog-lover's 
cock, but the insistent growling in his husky chest urged her back ... 
but even more than that, she discovered that she really didn't care! 
She was proud of what she was doing, proud of her heroic animal-lover 
... and who cared what anyone else thought anyway? She glanced up 
through drug-misted eyes at her mother, fully expecting a scream of 
terror and disgust, or at least a mask of revulsion and a gasp of 
anguish at me sight of her daughter nakedly-entwined in the violent 
throes of sordid lovemaking with an animal! But there was no such shock 
or surprise; instead, there was a thin hint of a smile on her mother's 
lips, a knowing grin of ... My God, of course! How could I be so 
stupid, she thought suddenly, Matt didn't learn all these tricks by 
himself ... someone had to be the first ... it was mother! That's why 
she isn't shocked ... she's fallen to his charms as well!


Lucy looked one last time at her mother, anxious for some sign ... but 
all she saw was the glint of something sensual in her dark eyes ... the 
gleam of jealousy, of course! Kate Barrett was green with envy! Lucy 
nearly laughed at the thought, but the insistent jerking of a 
slithering dog-cock between her ovalled lips drew her back to the 
realities at hand ... Matt's muscular flanks began to hump furiously, 
each shuddering jerk driving his massive cock deeper down into her 
throat. His sudden lurching ravishment triggered the final release of 
masochistic sensuality deep inside Lucy's undulating loins and she 
moaned around his throat-skewering cock, wildly sucking and gulping for 
air at the same time, until his bludgeoning penis began to spasm wildly 
in her gaping mouth ... harder and more frantic now ... and then it 
erupted like a long-dormant volcano and spewed its thickly gushing 
animal-sperm from the desire-swollen heaviness of his bloated 
testicles!


Lucy screamed around his cock, choking on the burning surge of dog-cum 
that gushed down her throat, his tongue still fervently laving the 
maddeningly-sensitive flesh of her cunt ... and then, at the very 
pinnacle, everything around her froze into a luridly-etched tableau to 
be a long remembered moment of ecstasy -- then the whole world exploded 
in a cascade of purples and reds and yellows, like a million pinwheels 
of light all bursting at once, driving and swirling her toward the 
first deep feeling of peace she had known since she was a child ...


When at last she was able to open her eyes, she watched her mother 
undress and quickly crawl upon the cum-stained bed. Kate's eyes were 
dark glowing coals of desire as, with a knowing smile toward Lucy, she 
reached out and began blatantly stroking Matt's flaccid animal-cock.


Chapter 9


It had been almost six weeks to the day since officers Bill Manners and 
Turner Jackson drew patrol-car assignments together, and tonight was 
something of a reunion. Jackson was a veteran now, having firmly 
established his coolness under fire by deftly dropping a pair of 
liquor-store armed robbers who had already wounded one patrolman and 
were going for a second; he had knocked the first to the ground with a 
bloody shoulder wound from his .357 Magnum before the cruiser had come 
to a screeching halt, and his level-headedness under fire had already 
earned him a citation for bravery. Officer Manners was delighted to 
have him as his partner, warmly accepting him now as a fellow cop and 
not just as an aspiring rookie.


They had been on their cruising patrol for half an hour when Manners 
turned the big Ford police-special into Valley Farms Drive.


"Hey, Bill," began the young black officer, "Isn't this where we made 
our first call together? That break-in, remember, with those two nice-
looking women?"


"Yeah, this is the street ... in fact, there's the house. The Barrett 
place. I remember you couldn't seem to keep your eyes off that young 
one's knockers. Quite a pair, as I recall."


Jackson laughed openly; he was not uncomfortable with the color bar 
now, as their uniform brought them closer together than any skin tint 
ever could have. "She was something, all right ... How about your 
gossip pipeline from the swells set? Is Flaherty still moonlighting at 
the country club?"


"Oh yeah, and that reminds me, he said the two dames were apparently 
back on speaking terms again. It seems the ol' lady ditched her rich 
boyfriend and the sweet little one got rid of that drug-dealing punk 
she was hanging around with. They're the best of buddies now, Flaherty 
says, always palling around together. Just the two of them and that 
watchdog they got right after the break-in."


"Wait a minute, what's that about a drug-dealer? I don't remember 
anything like that. A punk, yeah, but what's with the drugs?"


"Man,- didn't you hear? Those punks they busted out at Second Street 
Emergency?"


"No, I don't keep up with the gossip much."


"Well, it was quite a haul. Seems this David Parker punk turned up 
there at the all-night clinic for treatment of some kind of wound ... a 
dog-bite, they said it looked like ... anyway, he was obviously high on 
something and the night doctor called the station. They sent a car over 
and checked out the license on the car the punks were driving. Guess 
who?"


"I give up ... tell me, tell me."


"Sammy De Angelo ... Mr. Big in the drug scene himself."


"You mean they finally got the goods on that bastard?"


"Not quite such a happy ending ... he's beaten the charge already, but 
they found some methaqualone on two of his henchmen and got a warrant 
to tear the car apart ... four packets of uncut heroin hidden behind 
the rear firewall. They're all locked away on a bail so high a 
politician couldn't raise it. It looks like ten years for the Parker 
kid at least, maybe less for the others."


"How did the Barrett girl come into the picture?"


Manners laughed. "You've got a lot to learn yet, Turner. Her name 
didn't come into it at all. With a name like Barrett, the papers are 
awfully careful about throwing it around. Seems there was some kind of 
investigation, but nothing ever made the official report. Whatever it 
was, we'll probably hear it around the locker room some day when it's 
old news."


"If that sweet blonde thing would bring me the news herself, I'd wait 
ten years! Man, would I give a stripe or two for some of that!"


"Forget it, you don't have any stripes to give anyway. And besides, 
that's rich man's pussy, like I told you before. They don't have time 
for jerks like you and me ... they fuck only the best!"


"Look out!" Manners had been looking away from the street in his effort 
to make his point and he swerved at the last second, narrowly avoiding 
a blur of fur as a huge German shepherd crossed in front of the 
cruiser.


"Damn dog, what's he doing running loose? Don't these people know about 
dog catchers?"


The big dog paused in the lighted driveway and looked back at them as 
they passed, then bounded up the lawn toward the Barrett home at the 
crest of the slight hill.


"Forget it, Bill, he's a Barrett dog ... he's probably got enough pull 
to beat the rap! Remember, we don't mess with rich man's pussy ... and 
not with their dogs either."


Officer Manners mumbled something under his breath and stuck his foot 
to the floor of the heavy-engined cruiser; Valley Farms Estates was 
quickly behind them in a lingering cloud of burned rubber ... 
taxpayers' rubber!


The End
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Chapter 1


Sandy Robinson stretched her lush young body voluptuously and yawned 
with pleasure. As her muscles tensed, the short filmy nightgown she 
wore hiked up until the bottom edge just barely covered her softly-
rounded buttocks and upper thighs, accentuating rather than concealing 
her lovely long legs and swelling breasts. Her flesh was tanned a deep 
golden color by the hot rays of the California sun.


Sandy was a beautiful girl by any standards. At sixteen years of age 
she had the face and figure of a mature young woman, with none of the 
awkwardness of a teenager. Her patrician features were set off by large 
brown eyes, perfect white teeth, and short dark hair.


The lovely young girl stood by the side of the disordered bed from 
which she had just arisen and looked around the luxurious room. 
Everything was done with expensive good taste, from the costly 
furniture itself to the thick rugs, brocade drapes, and original oil 
paintings on the walls. The house suggested money and an owner who 
would not hesitate to go to any lengths to assure an almost sybaritic 
comfort for himself and guests.


As she strode from the bedroom into the huge expanse of the redwood 
paneled front room, Sandy blushed as she remembered her first reaction 
to Lucy's suggestion that the two of them might spend a few weeks at 
her divorced fathers "little cabin at Antelope Lake." Sandy knew that 
Lucy's parents were divorced and that her father worked in television 
for a major network. That was nothing out of the ordinary in Southern 
California where so many people worked in the entertainment industry. 
And many Californians had small cabins in the surrounding mountains--
places where they could escape for a weekend--away from the terrible 
smog and freeway traffic. Sandy had immediately pictured the "little 
cabin" as a cheaply-built one room affair, furnished with cast-off 
furniture and discarded linen and crockery. She suspected that there 
would be no telephone or television, and almost certainly no 
interesting young men nearby to provide the excitement she felt so 
badly in need of.


Sandy had almost said no to the idea, even if it meant spending the 
long summer on the crowded Venice or Santa Monica beaches, competing 
for a small bit of sand and the attentions of the adolescent surfers. 
Even that would be better than being isolated in some ramshackle cabin 
nursing mosquito bites and cursing the lack of male companionship.


It was one thing for Lucy to want to be away from boys and young men 
for the summer. She had Jimmy, her twenty year old boyfriend who 
attended college in San Diego, and a divorced mother who let her do 
just about anything that she wanted. Sandy's own parents were too 
strict to allow her to date anyone older than herself. And they watched 
her too closely to allow any boy, of whatever age, to endanger her 
'precious" virginity. The only times that she could feel free at all 
were the days spent on the beach, away from their prying eyes and 
almost fanatical protectiveness. There she could be just another one of 
the thousands of nubile young girls who covered their insecurities by 
uncovering as much of their bodies as possible for the gratification of 
callow, almost uncaring, youths who massed there in equal numbers, 
pretending to be free but who were as rigidly locked into cultural 
dogmas as the "establishment" they hated so much.


Lucy was persuasive though, pointing out that they would have complete 
freedom not just for several hours but for several days. Surprisingly, 
Sandy's parents (despite their puritanical attitudes) had a great deal 
of misplaced respect for Lucy's mother. The girls had learned early 
that Sandy's mother and father would generally go along with almost 
anything if Lucy's mother promised to supervise them. Not that she did, 
of course. She was much too busy with her own social life to care what 
the girls did. She had even promised to talk Sandy's parents into the 
trip to Antelope Lake, telling them that she would assure them that she 
would be along to chaperone. Her own plans for the summer were vague 
but she told Lucy and Sandy that she would drop by the cabin 
occasionally to see how things were going.


In the end, it was Lucy's hints that Jimmy and one of his college 
friends would be coming up to the lake that finally persuaded Sandy to 
say yes. Even though Jimmy belonged to her best friend, Sandy could not 
help the little chills of pleasure that rushed through her every time 
that Jimmy was nearby. And she was sure that Jimmy was attracted to 
her. Lucy had only hinted at the things that she and Jimmy had done, 
but Sandy suspected that it was more than just the usual backseat 
petting bouts.


As she pulled the short nightgown over her lithe young body, Sandy 
examined herself in the full-length mirror on the closet door. Her long 
fingers tenderly stroked her hips and thighs as her eyes ran down the 
creamy flesh, taking in the swelling breasts, tipped by little pink 
rosebuds of nipples, the thin waist suddenly flaring into softly 
rounded hips and tapering into long lovely legs. Her gaze fixed 
automatically on the dark patch of pubic hair that protected her tender 
vaginal lips and moist crevice. It was all that she could do to keep 
from gently intruding her fingers between the soft flesh of her inner 
thighs and feeling the warmth spread through her pelvis as flesh in 
exquisite joy. Her mother had so often warned Sandy against touching 
herself there! Little beads of perspiration broke out on her forehead 
as she remembered the joy she had felt in stroking herself. How could 
such pleasure be wrong? She wondered what it would be like to have the 
strong hand of Jimmy prying apart her legs and plunging his frantic 
fingers into the pulsing crevice. The thought frightened her and she 
dropped her hands and gaze guiltily.


Sandy pulled a brief swimsuit from her still-unpacked suitcase and 
stepped into the panties. The swimsuit had been a last minute purchase 
before they had left Los Angeles. Her mother and father would have 
heart failure if they could see her in the skimpy little bits of cloth. 
Quickly, she tied the halter of the bra behind her and strode out of 
the bedroom and into the kitchen for orange juice and toast. She ate 
standing up at the kitchen counter.


When she had finished the last of her meal, Sandy walked to the front 
door and opened it, suddenly dazzled by the bright sunshine that 
streamed in, framing her lovely body between the cool darkness of the 
lodge and the brilliant outdoors. She could see the sparkling green 
waters of the lake just a short distance from the lodge. A long sandy 
beach ribboned its way between the lake and the massive pine forests 
that were all around her. In the distance she could see the rugged 
mountain peaks, still snow-covered in June.


She remembered how surprised she had been driving up to the lake 
yesterday in Lucy's little sports-car. Sandy had been surprised at how 
short a time it had taken them to reach the lake from Los Angeles. In 
just under two hours they were there, turning into a small private road 
past huge pine trees, suddenly coming into a small clearing and seeing 
the redwood lodge nestled there among the trees. This was no weekend 
cabin! It was a veritable mansion. Sandy immediately had a new respect 
for Lucy's divorced father.


Standing in the doorway the next morning, Sandy debated whether she 
should wait for Lucy to return before going down to the beach. Her 
friend had arisen early and driven to the county seat to have the 
telephone turned on. Jimmy had promised to call Lucy sometime this 
evening and tell her when he would be able to come up. Sandy decided to 
go for a walk around the lake while she waited for Lucy. Retracing her 
steps to the bedroom, she put on a pair of sandals and packed the straw 
beach-bag with suntan oil, a paperback novel, sunglasses, and a large 
towel to lie on.


Walking down to the beach, Sandy marveled at her good fortune in being 
here with Lucy. All of her previous doubts and apprehensions were gone, 
replaced by a delicious excitement at the idea of Jimmy and his friend 
joining them soon. She felt years older than she was, a feeling that 
was a mixture of elation at being on her own for the first time, and 
yet a tinge of fear at what the summer might bring to her. All of the 
mysterious processes that turned a teenager into a real woman were at 
work within her, she knew, and Sandy desperately wanted to sample the 
delights of womanhood.


Her long legs carried her to the waters edge quickly. She stood there 
trying to decide which way to go. Her eyes wandered around the 
shoreline until they rested on a large granite outcropping a few 
hundred yards to her left. It looked like the prow of a ship, massive 
and thrusting against the green waters that lapped at it. Almost 
unconsciously she kicked off her sandals and started to walk toward it, 
the hot sand burning the tender soles of her perfectly formed feet. The 
only sound audible was the gentle rippling of the water as it ruffled 
in the light breeze.


As she drew near the huge granite rock, Sandy could see that it 
partially concealed a small cove. Her feet began to move faster now, 
anxious to see what lay beyond. Suddenly, she was there and her eyes 
drank in the lovely scenery. It was a perfect spot for sunbathing. The 
pine forest was thick and inaccessible and anyone approaching from the 
beach could certainly be heard. She felt like an explorer discovering 
an unclaimed piece of land, and the whole idea of having a private 
place was thrilling. The water was very still and a darker shade of 
green than the rest of the lake.


Sandy spread the towel on the sand and took the bottle of suntan lotion 
from the beach-bag. Her fingers worked expertly, spreading the dark 
liquid onto her firm flesh and then gently massaging it in. A strange 
feeling of pleasure ran through her as her hands covered the soft flesh 
of her inner-thighs and stomach. It was not a new feeling for her and 
in the past few months it had become more and more common to find her 
hands straying to the virginal spot where such joy could be had by the 
simple manipulation of her fingers.


She stretched her beautiful body out on the towel, face up, already 
feeling a warm glow on her skin from the hot rays of the sun. Her legs 
were spread slightly and the little piece of cloth that covered her 
pelvic area indented slightly as it traced the soft folds of her 
vaginal lips and the tender furrow they protected. It felt so good to 
be lying here, she thought to herself, not a care in the world, no 
adolescent surfers kicking sand on her as they played out their little 
games on the beach. She wanted to be alone with her thoughts, just to 
lie here on the warm sand and try to anticipate what Jimmy's friend 
would be like. He just had to like her--otherwise the whole vacation 
would be ruined! She felt her hands gently caressing her legs as her 
thoughts wandered aimlessly.


"Jesus Christ! Are my eyes deceiving me or are you really there?"


Sandy's eyes flew open and she struggled to sit up, startled and 
frightened by the deep male voice that seemed to come from nowhere. She 
felt a sudden chill as her eyes focused on the hulking figure of the 
man standing above her.


The man was about forty, Sandy saw, dressed only in a pair of faded 
khaki pants rolled up to his knees. He was carrying his shirt and shoes 
in one hand. Despite her fear Sandy could not help noticing how 
handsome the man was. His dark hair was uncombed and Sandy could see 
that it was graying at the temples. The man was smiling at her.


"I've been coming here for years and I've never found anything like you 
before," the man was saying in his deep voice, a smile playing across 
his face, "I guess this must be my lucky day!"


"W--who are you?" was the only thing that Sandy could stammer out.


The man's shadow fell across her legs, darkening the flesh. She could 
feel his eyes drinking in the sight of her almost naked body, and it 
strangely excited her despite her fear.


"Never mind who I am, sweetheart! The question is what am I going to do 
with you?" The handsome older man's voice was soft and gave no hint of 
violence. Sandy was almost hypnotized by his easy mariner as he came 
closer to her and knelt down on the blanket. She could feel the sheer 
power surging through him as his well-muscled chest expanded and 
contracted. For an instant, she thought about running, but something in 
the man's manner made her hold back.


"Why don't you take off that swimsuit so that I can get a good look at 
you?" the man said matter-of-factly, his hands reaching toward her.


There was no mistaking his intentions now and the dark-haired teenager 
drew in her breath sharply as his hands went around her waist and held 
her tightly.


"Please don't hurt me," Sandy pleaded, her voice strained and 
quivering. She wondered if he was crazy, a maniac loose from some 
institution, and she was afraid to cry out for fear that the older man 
might suddenly go berserk and strangle her. Besides, she realized, 
there was no one close enough to hear or help her. She quickly stifled 
her panic, deciding resignedly that it would be best not to do anything 
that would provoke him.


"Baby, if you don't take that thing off I'll do it myself!" the dark-
haired man said, his voice hardening and his boring brown eyes staring 
straight into hers. One of his hands released her waist and poised 
menacingly over the small bit of cloth that restrained her breasts.


"Take it off!" he ordered again, savagely this time.


Sandy's hands slowly reached around her back and pulled the straps of 
the bikini top free. A slow blush covered her face and upper body as 
she felt the cloth fall into her lap. My god, she sobbed inwardly, this 
can't really be happening to me! To deny herself sexual pleasure all of 
these years only to lose her virginity to some madman. And she had no 
doubt that she was about to lose her chastity to the leering man. She 
held herself perfectly still, afraid to look at him or to make any 
sudden movements.


The man slowly reached out to brush his fingers lovingly over her soft 
breasts. Even without looking up at him, Sandy could feel his eyes on 
her breasts. The sudden nakedness of her pink nipples made them grow 
hard with involuntary excitement as they sprang out into the cooler 
air. She tried to resist the excitement growing in her loins as she 
followed the path of his suntanned hand, his fingers trailing lewdly 
across her glistening skin.


"Never be ashamed of your own nakedness, honey. You have beautiful 
breasts," the man said soothingly. Sandy watched as his hand covered 
her whiteness that appeared bright in contrast to his tanned skin, and 
he slowly rubbed his palms over the full twin mounds. The sensation of 
his touch was echoing through her body. She felt goose-bumps on her 
arms in answer to the pleasure and fear she felt, and it seemed as if 
her nerves moved closer to the surface of her skin. Suddenly, the 
powerful man moved forward and his mouth opened obscenely to suck one 
of her hard little nipples inside it.


"Ooooohhhh!" Sandy exclaimed, unable to disguise the sudden pleasure 
the man's sucking mouth was giving her. As his moist lips closed around 
her sensitive nipple, a liquid warmth seemed to envelop her. For the 
moment at least, her fears were forgotten as she experienced the most 
pleasant feelings she could ever remember. As if through instinctive 
reaction, she wrapped her arms around his head to hold him firmly to 
her excited breast. In response to her gesture, the man pulled the 
hardened pink nipple into his hot mouth, his teeth nipping lightly at 
the flesh.


There was something strange about the sensation it gave her, and she 
wondered if it was because the man was a complete stranger to her. The 
helpless teenager was not at all sure what was happening to her but 
despite her fears, she wanted it to continue. Some primitive instinct 
within Sandy whispered soothingly that this might be the most important 
encounter of her young life. Other boys had tried to make out with her, 
of course, despite how closely her parents watched her. But those 
encounters had been different--usually just frantic grapplings in the 
back seats of old cars. She had always managed to keep the upper hand, 
even though she had been sorely tempted on several occasions to give in 
to the fumbling fingers of boys as inexperienced as herself.


With this handsome stranger here in the small cove, it was completely 
different. For the first time, Sandy was confronted with a real man who 
knew exactly what to say and do to force his will on her. The helpless 
dark-haired girl didn't have any control of the situation at all; it 
was out of her hands entirely, she rationalized, and therefore she was 
doing nothing wrong. Even her parents could see the logic in that. 
However violated her poor protesting body would be, they would prefer 
that to a daughter who was killed by a mad rapist!


Sandy looked down at the tight pants the man was wearing and she gasped 
involuntarily as she saw the bulging outline of his erect penis 
straining against the fabric.


He was moving his hands down her back now, and she knew that he was 
going to rip off her thin bikini panties. Her fear returned as she 
tried to imagine how it would feel to have his massive penis forcing 
it's way into her innocent young pussy, and she tried to press her 
buttocks into the towel-covered sand to prevent him from removing her 
bikini. Without taking his mouth from her breast, the man forced her 
back until she was lying flat on the towel, and he easily slid his hand 
under the tightly rounded shape of her firm, youthful buttocks. The 
inwardly sobbing girl knew that she didn't have the strength to resist 
his strong hands, and she felt his relentless fingers digging under the 
elastic band of the material to pull it roughly down her hips. The 
bikini bottom was suddenly pulled clear of her buttocks, and she felt 
the warm air wash over the nakedly exposed area of her loins as the 
determined man worked with quick deft movements to slide the protecting 
cloth down to her ankles. He had pushed the suit down as far as he 
could reach without taking his mouth from her breast, and Sandy raised 
her head to see the yellow fabric bunched at her feet. She had only to 
flip her foot to completely rid her body of any entanglements, and she 
lay back trembling, trying to comprehend the frightening sensation of 
being totally naked before a complete stranger!


It was only at that moment that she fully realized what was going to 
occur, but the sensations from the nerve ends of her nipples and sucked 
breast sent her mind whirling with indescribably passion. His searching 
hand began to run up between the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, 
and she groaned with her mouth half-open, and she was suddenly 
horrified to discover that she had submissively spread her legs out 
wide.


Like a blind man reading Braille, the dark-haired stranger traced the 
form and shape of Sandy's virgin pussy with the tips of his fingers, 
and the silky smoothness of her sparse young pubic hair was like an 
invitation to the excited head of his cock. She felt his strong fingers 
caress the hair-covered lips of her pussy that formed the narrow slit, 
and he slowly worked his middle finger down between the soft folds to 
seek out the sensitive nerve end that throbbed into erect alertness at 
his touch.


"Oh, no," the startled teenager groaned in protest. "Noo ... please!"


Feeling a sensation like an electric shock dash through her body when 
the man's finger suddenly found her clitoris, Sandy had second thoughts 
about what she was so passively allowing to happen to her. Despite her 
determination to remain coldly passive, her entire body was becoming 
lewdly aroused by the steady massaging of her sensitive clitoris, and 
there was moisture now forming between the lips of her vagina in 
greater and greater amounts. Her body was betraying her! It was as if a 
fire had been ignited deep inside her womb, and she could feel the 
flame growing to a point that she thought would consume her every 
fiber. The feeling was different and somehow more exciting than the 
pleasures she had obtained when her own fingers caressed her moistly 
heated crevice those few times in the past.


It was as if the helpless girl had never been touched there before, and 
she was completely shaken by the idea of what she knew was about to 
happen. The older man was going to rape her, fuck her young pussy with 
a flesh-and-blood cock that would squirt out hot male cum into her 
womb! She was naked and completely helpless to his demands--there was 
absolutely nothing she could do to stop him--and somehow that fact 
brought a forbidden titillation to her body and mind. It didn't matter 
anymore that the salacious stranger was going to rape her. All that 
really mattered was that she was going to have a hard penis fucking 
into her hot little belly and she was helpless to prevent it. But then 
she found herself thinking that it was all right as long as that penis 
belonged to a stranger and no one else would know.


The older man pushed his finger against the moist opening to Sandy's 
womb, and then suddenly he raised his head up from her breasts and got 
onto his feet. He stared down at the helplessly naked girl lying 
spread-eagled on the towel, seeing clearly that she was aroused and 
squirming with passion. He began immediately to pull off his khaki 
trousers, kicking them away from his legs as they fell. His hugely 
rampant penis leaped out fully erect as his shorts followed the pants. 
The iron-hard shaft jerked several times as he stared at the hair-
covered mound of the young brunette's inviting pussy. The dark pubic 
hair was short and soft, and there were tiny drops of fluid clinging to 
the lips at the opening of her vagina. She was lying perfectly still, 
paralyzed by her conflicting emotions, and her eyes were fixed 
hypnotically on his hard, throbbing penis.


Sandy had to squint against the bright glare of the sun reflecting on 
the water, but she didn't take her eyes off the terrifyingly obscene 
sight of the man's maleness. She had never really seen an erection 
before, although she had often felt one dancing with some of the boys 
from her school.


The strange man's throbbing cock was like a thick broom handle and the 
enormous size of it made her shudder with a mixture of fear and lust.


She hadn't realized that a cock could be so big, and she couldn't tear 
her eyes away from it. The rubber-like flesh of the purple head was 
thick and throbbing and she could see a tiny drop of seminal fluid 
wetly glistening at the dilated slit in the tip.


Is that his cum? she wondered. Maybe if he cums, he won't want to ... 
to rape me ... to stick that enormous thing up inside me.


It frightened her to think of this huge rod of flesh pushing up inside 
her tight unused vagina, and she started trembling visibly from the 
thought. The blunt-headed shaft looked as though it would split her 
whole vagina open and the thought terrified her. All she had to do, the 
apprehensive teenager decided, was just to reach up and touch his 
ferocious-looking cock, to put her hand around it ... to make it cum. 
Then he wouldn't be able to force that huge shaft up into her ... He 
couldn't rape her then, could he? But ... but, if he didn't shove his 
cock up inside her, she'd still be a virgin, and ... and ... In spite 
of her fear, she found she was excited by the thought of finally 
becoming a complete woman. The helplessly spread-eagled teenager wanted 
desperately to know the feeling of achieving the ultimate pleasure of 
sex.


"I'm a virgin! Please don't hurt me!" she pleaded softly, and the dark-
haired man standing above her responded with a lewdly calculating grin.


"You really want to be fucked, don't you?" the older man grinned 
salaciously.


Sandy tried to shake her head no. No! I don't want to be ... to be . . 
fucked ... not here! Not like this ... not ... not by that enormous 
thing! she thought. But she could still feel the titillating warmth 
down in her pussy where the rapacious older man's plundering fingers 
had caressed her innocently responding clitoris. Oh God! she whimpered 
to herself. Yes, I do want to be fucked! I want all of that enormous 
cock rammed up in my pussy ... even if it does rip me apart!


"Say it!" he commanded, and the tone in his voice was firm and 
demanding.


"Yes," Sandy moaned weakly. It was true, she knew it was true, but she 
didn't want to admit it ... not to herself, even ... and certainly not 
to this lewdly grinning man standing over her helpless body.


"Yes, what?" the older man demanded as he knelt down in the sand beside 
her.


"Yes, I want you to ... to do it ... but I'm afraid you'll hurt me!" 
Sandy whispered, her body on fire from the obscene thoughts racing 
through her. She had said what he wanted to hear, and her own lewd 
admission excited her more than she thought possible.


"Don't worry, I'll do it to you easy," the dark-haired man replied, and 
he moved down between her legs, pushing them limply apart so that her 
innocent vagina was completely open to his gaze. Sandy was embarrassed 
by the man's lusting gaze. She knew that he was looking directly up 
into her open cunt, something that no one else had ever done. She 
wanted to close her legs together but he was now kneeling down between 
them. The dark-haired girl glanced up at the huge fleshy column that 
stood straight out from his loins, then she looked up at his face. As 
he leaned down toward her belly she closed her eyes and clenched her 
teeth tightly together while his lips made contact with the smooth 
white skin just above her pubic area. She kept thinking of his giant 
cock as she felt his tongue running wetly across her belly and down 
toward the soft folds of her defenselessly spread vagina.


The jolting sensation slamming through her body from the first contact 
of his tongue against her clitoris was as startling as anything she had 
ever felt. Her whole body seemed to lift off the towel as the passion-
searing sensation traveled into every nerve and fiber to start her womb 
burning with more intensity than she would have thought possible. She 
didn't know if he wanted her to remain silent and she was afraid that 
he would stop kissing her pussy if she cried out with the pleasure of 
it. But as his mouth farther into the tender flesh of her virgin pussy, 
she let out a deep, uncontrollable moan from within her gently heaving 
breast.


She tried to repress the cry as she didn't want anything to stop this 
forbidden sexual pleasure he was giving her. Her mind was completely 
absorbed by the lewd, awakening tingles that poured over her sensitized 
body, and the moistly heated tongue licking over and around her vagina 
brought little mewling gasps of exciting pleasure to her lips.


Sandy didn't know how long the experienced older man continued his work 
on her clitoris. The helplessly writhing girl felt his nipping teeth on 
the pulsing little nub, and he lewdly sucked it inside his warm lips to 
nibble on it lasciviously.


Time was meaningless at that point, but soon he moved his mouth down 
until it was pressing into the softly yielding lips around the opening 
of her womb. Suddenly his tongue was like a snake of hot flesh as he 
unraveled it to tremendous length, driving it wetly up inside the tight 
little passage of her cunt. Sparkling ripples of pleasure washed over 
her naked body as the man's tongue plowed into the moist walls of her 
burning vagina.


"OOOOOOooooohhhh!" Sandy moaned in emphasis to the pleasure the tongue 
was giving her. The crashing bolt that flared up through her belly 
forced the air out of her lungs, and the rippling sensation that echoed 
back down to her womb made the flame grown brighter as his tongue 
worked furiously up inside her hot vagina. She was enmeshed in the 
pleasure it was giving her, and she voluntarily moved her legs out 
wider to give the hot tongue greater access to her hungry cunt.


The obscenely skewering tongue plunged in and out of her virgin pussy 
as the relentlessly devouring mouth beat a maddening rhythm over her 
whole exposed cuntal area, and the frantically aroused teenager began 
to grind her buttocks down into the sand beneath the towel in time to 
the worming tongue. The sixteen year old girl didn't want him to stop 
now. Oh, this was so much more exciting than any cock could ever be! 
She reached down and took his head in her hand, and, locking her 
fingers into the strands of his hair, the passionately writhing girl 
held him tightly against her vagina as his tongue darted in and out of 
her passion-filled womb.


Oh God, it was wonderful, and Sandy thought that she had been such a 
fool not to have allowed this to happen to her before now. Her whole 
belly was jerking from the pleasure of his tongue, and she pushed her 
hips up against his face to get him deeper up inside her. But suddenly 
he reached out to pull her arms from his head, and he raised his mouth 
from her liquid vagina.


Sandy opened her eyes, gasping, "Oh, no! Don't stop!" The frantically 
writhing girl saw him staring down at her moistly glistening cunt. She 
arched her hips up in naked invitation toward his mouth, but he raised 
his head higher, his mouth glistening with her cuntal moisture and the 
determined man began pushing her legs up and back until her whole 
cuntal plain was open to the warm air. He moved quickly up between her 
legs until his lust-swollen penis was pointing directly at the place 
where his tongue had been a moment before.


Sandy had to raise her head up to see what the rapacious stranger was 
doing, and her eyes opened wide when she saw his huge cock hovering 
like a sacrificial knife over her wide-spread vagina. The purplish-red 
mushroom-shaped cock-head appeared even bigger than before, and the 
trembling girl gasped out in terrified anguish. "It's too big! Oh no! 
God, no! It'll rip me apart! Please don't ..." she cried, frantic tears 
springing to her soft brown eyes. The stranger's naked cock was like a 
blunt sword of steaming fire made ready to plunge down into the depths 
of her belly, and the swollen purple tip seemed to be throbbing as 
little drops of seminal fluid oozed over the rubbery head from the 
narrow slit.


But he acted as if he hadn't heard a word she said. Paying no attention 
to her sobbing protests, he moved even closer to her, spreading her 
legs out wider, and she felt her total helpless nakedness as his 
movements made the air stir across her saliva-moistened vagina. The 
thickly smooth penis slowly made contact with her open vagina, and the 
man pushed the bulbous head of the hardened column along the entire 
length of her pink, hair-lined little slit.


He was still half-kneeling between her white thighs, and he began to 
move his hips back and forth, stroking her exposed pussy with the hard 
flesh of his lust-engorged cock. Sandy didn't take her eyes off the 
swollen purple cock-head as it moved along the soft ridges of her 
expectantly throbbing vagina. With a pitiful sob of despair she 
realized she was forced into submission by the brute strength of this 
relentlessly lascivious man, and if she had no choice but to do exactly 
as he said--even if he ripped her apart with his obscenely throbbing 
cock.


"Do you want me to fuck you now?" the stranger hissed teasingly down at 
her. He was smiling down at her face, and Sandy looked frantically down 
between their naked bodies to see his long, hard penis gliding smoothly 
over her wet vagina.


"No," she sobbed bitterly, "it's too big! You'll tear me apart!" She 
knew it would do no good to protest. He was going to plunge the full 
enormous length of his pulsing cock deep up inside her belly, and there 
was absolutely nothing she could do to stop him. But ... oh God! What 
was happening to her? In a horribly perverse way, she wanted him to 
fuck her. Even if it killed her--she wanted that whole pulsing shaft of 
male flesh rammed deep up inside of her!


"Say it! Say you want me to do it," the grinning stranger teased again 
in a suddenly gruff voice. He was holding perfectly still over her body 
as though waiting for her final signal of conscious submission.


She had no choice, the helplessly spread-eagled teenager decided. What 
did it matter, anyway? Whether she wanted him to or not, he was going 
to rip her apart. Oh, God! she thought. I don't care! Just get it over 
with.


"Fuck me!" she groaned, "I want you to fuck my cunt with your big 
cock!" There! She'd said it. She'd admitted she wanted him to rape her. 
Her debasement was complete now.


The tormented girl gasped once more. Would this agony never end? It 
wasn't enough that he was going to rape her, now he was going to 
humiliate her still further by forcing her to help him. "Take my cock 
in your hand! You put it in your little cunt!"


He tilted his head down to look back to where his throbbing penis was 
lying across the pink flesh of her widespread pussy. Raising his hips 
up, he slid his penis back until the purple swollen head was pressing 
into the moist folds of her pink vagina. Then the dark-haired man 
leaned forward over her body, placing his hands into the sand on either 
side of her shoulders. Sandy hesitated to take his pulsating cock in 
her hand, but when he looked down into her eyes with a lewdly cruel 
grin on his face, she gave in, and the helpless teenager reached down 
between their bodies to grasp the swollen rod. It was the first time 
she had ever touched a penis, and as she wrapped her fingers 
submissively around the throbbing column of flesh, she could feel the 
blood swirling angrily in the warm shaft.


"Put it in!" the man commanded, and Sandy winced at the urgent tone in 
his voice. She held the stiff column in her hand, curiously moving it 
back and forth, and feeling the hot rubbery tip gently parting the 
fleshy lips around the opening of her vagina. She held her breath as 
the spongy bulbous head forced its way slightly inside her moistly 
trembling pussy. And she gasped at the sudden surge of pain shooting 
through her defenseless body.


"AAAAWWWWHHH!" Sandy screamed as the rapacious stranger pushed forward 
with his hips in an attempt to drive his cock farther up inside the 
restricting vaginal passage. She thought she was splitting in half, and 
the degree of pain surprised her in spite of her earlier fears. The man 
didn't pull back when she cried out, but instead pushed forward harder, 
the long blunt end of his tormenting cock seeming to grow bigger and 
hotter.


The pain in her loins increased with his added force; then suddenly she 
thought her whole body all the way up to her breasts was being ripped 
apart as the thick purple cock-head sank wetly between her legs and 
disappeared inside the elastic flesh at the opening of her cunt.


"OOOOOHHHH!"


The helplessly writhing virgin screamed in agony as increased pain 
seared her body with an insistent force while the massive cock strained 
to push itself all the way deep up inside her. But her cries for mercy 
went unheeded as the huge rod buried itself even more deeply up within 
her belly, adding more pain to her already spinning brain. All she 
could think about was stopping the pain in her innocent young pussy, 
and she struggled beneath the cruel man's strong body in a desperate 
attempt to get away from his forceful entry.


She squirmed her buttocks vainly down against the towel, spreading the 
sand beneath it as if to dig her way out, but the determined man held 
her tightly, making her efforts useless. Her eyes were wide open and 
gazing with sobbing disbelief down between her widespread legs. She 
could see that the thick penis had only penetrated her tiny pussy about 
an inch, and she trembled uncontrollably as the thought how the rest of 
his entry would feel. Then the unrelenting man shoved in hard once 
again.


"Aaaauuggwwhhghh! NNoooo!"


Her belly was suddenly filled completely with the throbbing column of 
male flesh, and she screamed out more from surprise than from pain. She 
was afraid to move out of fear of making the pain worse and the 
determinedly raping man was also still except for a low groan that 
issued from deep within his throat. His loins were pressed tightly 
against the young girl's pelvis, their pubic hairs matted together from 
his unrestrained final plunge into her glove-like passage. He was 
sweating from the effort, but his balls were swirling with stored-up 
sperm that was throbbing for release. Her cunt was so tight that he 
held still for a long moment to keep from cumming right then and there.


"OOOOoooohh! Oooohh!" Sandy moaned as the man flexed his cock inside 
the depths of her burning womb. She knew she had been skewered like a 
lamb for roasting over an open pit, and the throbbing instrument in her 
cunt made the pain pulsate to her brain. Her eyes were closed against 
the possibility of further pain, and she fully expected it to continue 
the moment the man moved, but he was still as if waiting for her 
helplessly invaded pussy to adjust to his huge size.


The lewdly panting man flexed his rampantly throbbing penis once again, 
but this time Sandy didn't feel the pain she had expected. Gradually, 
the pain was being replaced by sensations of pleasure--small tingles at 
first, then building within her trembling cunt more and more. Her pink 
nipples tipping her full breasts were hard and erect, and they 
responded throbbingly to the sensation of the man's hairy chest 
brushing against them. His breath was warm, coming smoothly from his 
open mouth across the sensitive nerves in her neck. She had her arms 
around his strong back now, and she suddenly became aware that she was 
holding onto him as though to keep him from leaving.


She released her grip on his back, and he raised up slightly so she 
could look down between their bodies. Sandy felt a new excitement sweep 
through her body as she looked down between her firm upstanding breasts 
upon the entangled mass of their tightly locked pubic hair. His cock 
was plunged all the way up inside her cunt, and she realized then that 
the pain of his entry would never again return. She was now going to 
get fucked, and the hardest part of her first time was over.


"Oooohhhh! God! Yessss!" Sandy hissed between her tightly clenched 
teeth as the man slowly rolled his hips into the softness of her 
widespread vagina. She had her legs splayed out wide, and now she 
snaked them up around his buttocks to lock him securely into her cunt. 
She had already felt the flame in her womb ignite with the fire of her 
first passion. It was as if his tongue had grown thick and hard and 
long, and now it was throbbing like an animal hungry to feed upon her 
cunt.


Her belly jerked slightly, and she raised her legs up as she felt the 
pressure ox his hips wanting to withdraw his cock from the depths of 
her burning pussy. She ground her buttocks around on the towel to feel 
his pubic hair against her ovally stretched vagina, and at the same 
instant, he began to slowly pull his long, hard column from the 
pulsating depths of her glowing pussy. Sandy raised her hips up, afraid 
that he was going to pull his penis all the way out, but he backed off 
only until the thick swollen head remained inside the tight opening to 
her womb.


"Ooooohhh! Oooooh!" Sandy moaned, trying to screw her pussy back up 
onto the long rod of flesh. She was completely absorbed by the idea of 
this older man, a complete stranger whose name she didn't even know, 
fucking her, and she wanted desperately for him to get on with it. The 
man saw how excited the young girl was, and he deliberately drove his 
anxious penis back inside her tight passage with slow sureness. The 
blunt tip of his penis seemed to part the moist walls of her vagina 
like a knife sinking into soft warm butter, and her cunt closed tightly 
around the thick column like a hot glove, the nerves in the walls 
transmitting every shape and part to her brain.


It was as if she were balancing on the edge of a cliff, clinging 
hungrily to every movement of the long slow down-stroke, and the 
sensations she felt were ultimate pleasure compared to his first 
painful entry. The thick rubbery head finally reached the depths of her 
womb, and she felt the twin sacs of his balls slap lightly against her 
naked buttocks as if to signal the end of his slow drive. It felt too 
good to be real, and Sandy spread her legs out as widely as she could 
to suck every bit of pleasure out of his next plunge.


The panting man held his iron-hard cock motionless in her steaming 
vagina for a moment, but then he again withdrew it from the depths of 
her hungry womb. Her cunt was like liquid fire, and he again pushed 
forward, farther than before, his balls slapping into the crevice of 
her widespread buttocks with a loud smacking sound.


"OOOOooouuhh!" Sandy moaned at the lascivious sensation of his hair-
covered balls lewdly striking against her puckered anus. A flash of hot 
pleasure danced up the length of her spine, and his sperm-swollen balls 
smacking against her anus sent wantonly heated strokes of lust shooting 
through her belly. The pain of his first entry was gone now, and in its 
place she felt an almost uncontrollable desire to have his long pole of 
male flesh pound into her no-longer-virginal cunt again and again.


The lust-driven man began to hammer his burgeoning cock in and out of 
her sensitive passage with ever-increasing ferocity, and the motion of 
his rock-hard column sent ripples of shattering pleasure flashing with 
growing intensity to every part of her aroused young body. Sandy took 
up the rhythm with him, arching her hips up as he drove in on the down-
stroke, and then pulling back as he withdrew his fleshy rod. Her 
excitement was fantastic, and the helpless teenager began rolling her 
head from side to side in uncontrollable frenzy at the sensation.


"Ooooohhh! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she chanted with abandoned passion. 
All of her previous fears about the rapacious man were gone now, to be 
replaced with the pleasure his screwing cock was giving her.


The dark-haired man's long, moistly pounding column of flesh slid in 
and out of her cunt with greater ease, and the walls of her tightly-
grasping passage were wrapping and squeezing every part of his 
throbbingly hard thickness as it brought her to higher and higher 
levels of pleasure. His pumping cock seemed to grow with every thrust, 
making the burning sensation in her womb become more intense with each 
driving lunge. The tempo of their naked fucking echoed back an angry 
need to reach a mysterious point of pleasure that Sandy had never 
dreamed existed before, and she saw that their pubic hairs were 
tangling and untangling as he withdrew his cock to make ready to plow 
into her cunt once again.


The moaning teenage girl felt the rolling motion of their bodies 
fucking on the beach, and the sand and water seemed to amplify the 
entire act as the woods towered over them. The sensitized walls of her 
cunt telegraphed the message of his screwing cock to the electrified 
tips of her nerve ends through her entire body, and the young dark-
haired girl's whole body and mind seemed concentrated entirely inside 
her hungry vagina. She was completely consumed by the huge penis 
pounding madly into her raging belly, and she wanted to milk it as 
though it were nothing more than an instrument of pleasure. She drew 
her legs up high, flexing the muscles in her trembling white thighs 
while her moistly gushing pussy pulled and sucked at the wonderful 
blood-filled penis that worked with such tremendous energy in her fiery 
hot cunt.


The man was fucking her good, she was sure about that, but when she 
felt an added sensation join the multitude she was already feeling, she 
couldn't at first identify its source. She shook her head to clear the 
excited haze that had formed from the pleasures she was having, and she 
realized that the man was teasing a middle finger into the curved-up 
crevice of her buttocks. Her cheeks were spread wide by their position 
and the finger was searching for the tiny elastic ring of her anus.


"OOOOOUUUHHH!" she gasped when the finger made contact with the tiny 
puckered mouth, and she wiggled her buttocks in heated response to the 
lewd sensation. The man worked his finger back and forth at the tight 
little opening until Sandy suddenly realized that he was slowly worming 
it up inside her rectum!


"Oh, no ..." she gasped.


No one had ever done anything like this to her before. How could he 
possibly want to do such an awful thing. She squirmed her buttocks 
frantically, trying to dislodge the probing middle finger, but the 
pistoning cock slamming into her spasming vagina held her pinned to the 
sand so that she could not move away from the rigidly extended digit.


"Aaaauggghh," she groaned in agonizing pain as the finger dug farther 
up into her violated rectum. The intense pain brought tears to her 
fear-widened brown eyes, and she emitted another groan of torment. But 
no matter how much she protested, the extended middle finger rammed 
farther and farther up her helplessly invaded anus until she could feel 
the hard knuckles of his hand rubbing against her widespread ass-
cheeks.


"Unnngghh," she groaned again. This was the ultimate humiliation! How 
could she ever explain this terrible rape to her friend Lucy ... or to 
anyone else. The jack-hammering penis in her moistly throbbing pussy 
had felt so exciting ... but now, all she could feel was the 
debilitating pain of his obscenely probing middle finger. The rudely 
violated girl began to wail almost silently, and she became so involved 
with her sobbing moans that it was a little while before she suddenly 
became aware that she was no longer feeling any pain. Instead, somehow, 
the intense pain had faded and given way to an overwhelming surge of 
sheer intense pleasure.


With a sudden shock of disbelief, she realized that his skewering 
middle finger felt good! There was something perversely exciting about 
being so totally helpless to the probing finger rammed up in her anus, 
and it felt so good that she began bucking wildly against the two 
impaling instruments working on either side of her body. The pleasures 
seemed to shoot a mammoth pinnacle, and suddenly, in her passion-
drugged mind, she wanted her cunt and anus filled with all the hardened 
cocks in the whole world!


"Oh, God! Where am I?" Sandy screamed loudly, her mind in an excited 
haze of lusting pleasure, and she rode up and down the driving penis in 
her cunt like a wild animal. The man pulled his finger from her rectum 
before she could stop him, and his cock seemed to swell up even larger 
inside her womb. Somehow, Sandy knew that the huge pulsing prick was 
soon going to start spewing out hot, white fluid, and at the same time 
her own belly started jerking uncontrollably.


She had no idea what was happening to her insides, but she felt sure 
that she was going to explode at any moment. Suddenly, the hard column 
of flesh sank deeper than ever up inside her, filling her womb 
completely with its frenziedly swollen hardness. The expansion of the 
penis in her womb was like a warning of greater things to come, and 
when the first liquid burst of searing male sperm traveled up the 
massive penis to the tip like a tremendous signal of a storm, Sandy was 
thrown into a wild, uncontrolled ecstasy.


"Ooooooohhh! OOOOOhhh!" the passion-drenched teenager screamed.


"Ohhh," the jack-hammering rapist groaned. "I'm cccuummiinnggg!"


The shot of fiery liquid hit the pit of her belly like a blast of hot 
molten lava, and the huge cock began to jerk wildly and saturate her 
raving cunt with hot sticky cum. She shoved her hips up to take the 
liquid-spewing penis as deep as she possibly could as each drop of the 
hot male fluid coming from the jerking head made her body move to 
greater heights of pleasure. With tremendous rippling sensations 
tearing through her body, Sandy suddenly felt her womb sizzle with her 
own climax surrounding the throbbing cock. Her cunt seemed to relax for 
a moment around it, and then erupt with her own cum, the whole length 
of the tight hot cuntal passage contracting again and again in greater 
and stronger bursts of sensation-giving pleasure.


"FFFFFFUUUUCCCKKKKKK!" she screamed. She felt as though she wasn't even 
touching the ground as her body reached the gigantic heights of its 
pleasures. She jammed her fingernails into the stranger's buttocks, 
cutting his flesh in a frenzy as she excitedly pulled him hard against 
her receptive body. She wanted very much to feel him in her ready body 
with every one of her nerves, and she arched her hips back to receive 
all of the gushing fluid from his wildly ejaculating cock. Their 
combined cum mingled inside her womb, and as her cunt contracted 
against the sticky pulsing red, she could feel the liquid squeezing out 
of her and mingling in their pubic hairs. She felt it dripping off into 
the sweat-soaked towel beneath them, and she wanted it to last like 
that forever.


But it didn't last. The rapacious stranger was finished with her, and 
he rolled off her passion-wracked body an instant after his cock had 
stopped spewing his cum. Sandy clearly wanted him to remain inside her, 
but he quickly stood up and pulled on the shorts and trousers. With a 
little half-smile and a wave of his arm, he strode off in the direction 
of the lake.


Sandy lay there on the towel for several minutes, her body still filled 
with the strong feelings of sexual pleasure as the sticky cum seeped 
past her bruised vaginal lips and oozed down into the crevice between 
her buttocks. Everything had happened so quickly that she was still 
stunned with the wonder of having been fucked for the first time. Her 
discarded bikini lay beside her, a mute reminder that it had not been 
just a dream. After a while, her breasts stopped heaving, and she felt 
a strange euphoria. The ravished teenager didn't want to move. She 
wanted to just lie here and remember every detail of her recent 
experience. Then, from somewhere in the distance, she heard a voice 
calling out her name. It was Lucy!


Quickly, Sandy got up and walked the few feet to the placid waters of 
the lake and sat down in it. As the cool waters washed over her hot 
flesh she could hear Lucy's voice coming nearer. She went back to the 
towel and put on her bikini. The towel went into the beach bag.


As her friend's voice got nearer and nearer, Sandy began to walk toward 
it, her leaden legs reluctant to carry her away from the scene of her 
recent awakening as a woman.


Chapter 2


"You look positively radiant, Sandy!" Lucy said in a half-serious 
voice. "Country life certainly seems to agree with you!"


Sandy blushed at her friend's statement. If Lucy only knew what had 
happened so suddenly on the beach this morning. Sandy hated to keep 
secrets from Lucy. They were such good friends that it didn't seem 
right somehow not to tell her about the older man who had so casually 
raped her this morning. But something in her confused mind told her to 
remain silent about those terrifying pleasure-filled moments. Lucy 
might be so frightened as to want to return to Los Angeles immediately, 
or even to report the incident to the local sheriff. Far from wanting 
the man arrested, Sandy fervently hoped that he would return again 
soon.


"How do you know I didn't meet my Prince Charming on the beach this 
morning?" Sandy replied, trying to keep her voice light and humorous. 
The two girls were just finishing a lunch of broiled steak and 
vegetables from the huge freezer in the kitchen. There seemed to be 
enough food there to last for several months.


"If I know you, you wouldn't know what to do with a real man, let alone 
some Prince Charming!" Lucy said slyly, proud of her own experience 
with Jimmy and wanting to rub it in a little with Sandy. She had always 
been amused and puzzled by Sandy's refusal to allow boys that kind of 
liberty.


"You might be surprised!" Sandy retorted hotly. She looked Lucy 
squarely in the eyes, tempted to blurt out that she was no longer a 
virgin. The sudden ringing of the telephone saved her from speaking the 
secret words.


Lucy arose quickly and ran to the instrument. Her voice was excited as 
she put the receiver to her ear and began to talk rapidly. Watching 
her, Sandy could tell that it was Jimmy calling. From her friend's 
little squeals of delight, she guessed that Jimmy and his friend would 
soon be joining them at the lake. Her loins warmed at the prospect! As 
Lucy hung up the telephone and rejoined Sandy at the table, happiness 
was written all over her smiling face.


"Score one for our side, Sandy," Lucy said, "Jimmy and a boy named Ed 
Walsh are driving up this afternoon. They should be here around eight 
o'clock. Isn't that great?"


Sandy tried to match the name Ed Walsh with a face in her memory but 
could not. Jimmy was popular at college and had so many friends that 
she probably had not met him. She listened as Lucy went on.


"Jimmy says that Ed is a real groovy guy. He's studying film-making or 
something like that. Didn't I tell you we were going to have a great 
time here?"


It pleased Sandy to see Lucy so happy. The two girls had been close 
friends for several years now, as close as sisters really. They were 
dissimilar in appearance but they complemented one another in many 
ways. They were both attractive, of course, but the similarity ended 
there. Lucy was heavier-boned than Sandy, although they were about the 
same size. What set them apart most obviously was Lucy's long blonde 
hair and green eyes. Her body was firm and smooth where it should be, 
and where it was soft, it was very soft. She had proud, full breasts, 
and though her waist was not as narrow as Sandy's, her shape tapered 
nicely to her round, curving hips. Her buttocks were little, like two 
melons, ripe and round, and she was well-proportioned to her smooth, 
tan legs. Despite her sexual experiences with Jimmy, Lucy had an air of 
innocence about her.


Sandy was more a natural beauty, and her lithe young body was graceful 
without being too delicate. Her dark eyes gave her a mysterious look, a 
look that seemed to mask her actual inexperience.


"Let's take a walk down to the lake, Sandy," Lucy said in an excited 
voice, "I want to see your 'secret cove!'" She was already running 
toward the doorway, her long blonde hair flying.


Sandy followed her friend out of the lodge and the two girls chattered 
gaily as they walked toward the granite outcropping. When they reached 
it, Lucy ran the last few yards into the cove.


"Wow! This is a neat place," Lucy exclaimed, looking around the sandy 
cove. "It's like being in another world!"


The dark-haired teenager smiled as she walked to the sunniest part of 
the beach to lay out her towel. She could see that Lucy was impressed 
with "her" beach, and she was glad she had decided to share it with 
her.


"Shall we keep it a secret?" Sandy asked, a little anxiety in her 
voice. Somehow it would spoil everything if Lucy told Jimmy and his 
friend Ed about the little cove.


"Don't worry! You can come here and fantasize about your Prince 
Charming in complete privacy," Lucy laughed aloud as she sat down next 
to Sandy, "I'll be too busy with Jimmy to bother you!"


Sandy was still in her bikini and the sun felt warm and good as she lay 
there. She looked over at her friend beside her.


"It's too bad you didn't wear your swimsuit. I'd like to take a dip." 
Lucy was wearing shorts and a brief halter, and although it emphasized 
her full ripe curves, she looked even better in a skimpy swimsuit.


"I wish I had. A swim would be great about now." Lucy replied, smiling. 
She turned away from Sandy to look at the water. "The lake sure looks 
inviting!"


Sandy stood up quickly and began to pull the halter of her bikini off, 
releasing her beautiful twin mounds. "It's so private here we could 
swim naked and nobody would see us." Her breasts shone white in the 
bright sunlight.


Lucy looked up to see if Sandy was serious. "I'll do it if you will, 
too," she said sheepishly.


"Okay, let's go!" Sandy said bravely, pulling the little panties off 
and kicking them away from her feet. She was completely naked before 
Lucy could get to her feet and disrobe herself. The two girls stood 
there for a moment, as though each were waiting for the other to make 
the first move toward the water.


Sandy couldn't help noticing the silky-smooth curls of light blonde 
pubic hair that formed a triangular patch over Lucy's pussy. She 
thought that Lucy looked very sexy standing there in the nude, and she 
was reminded of her own nakedness this morning in this very spot. 
Trying to force the lewd thoughts from her mind, Sandy ran toward the 
water and felt the hot sand turn cool on her feet as she entered the 
green liquid. Forcing her body into deeper water, she lowered her body 
and thrust it forward to cover it completely with the coolness. She 
loved swimming. It made her feel secure and alone ... away from the 
prying eyes of her parents and their hopelessly out-dated ideas about 
growing up.


Sandy came up out of the water to see Lucy still standing on the beach. 
She waved to her to come join her in the water. Lucy walked to the 
water's edge very slowly, her body moving sensuously, as though she was 
making an important decision. Then she stopped for a moment and giggled 
as she ran into the water.


"This is great!" Lucy said as she treaded water next to Sandy. Only 
their heads were above water and they might have been mermaids 
surfacing.


"I am the siren of the cove!" Sandy wailed, then she dove into the 
water again, her white buttocks shining in the sunlight as she 
submerged.


Lucy waited until Sandy had resurfaced, then she, too, dove down into 
the clear depths. It was like being suspended in a weightless world of 
liquid beauty, and they both swam around the cove until they were 
tired. Lucy was the first to call it quits, and she walked out of the 
water, trailing a piece of sodden weed from the lake's bottom in her 
hand.


"Neptune's daughter!" she said to Sandy, and they both laughed as they 
ran across the sand to where Sandy's towel lay. Neither bothered to put 
on their beach garments, but instead, just lay down on the big towel, 
still wet and glistening from the water.


"This is a great place, Sandy. Sure wish I could bring Jimmy here 
sometime," Lucy said. She saw her friend's look of immediate dismay, 
and she smiled broadly before going on. "Don't worry, just wishful 
thinking. This place seems such a great place to get laid ... better 
than the back seat of a car, I'm sure!" she added.


Sandy blushed furiously, hoping that Lucy would not notice. It was such 
a great place to get fucked! Her body still tingled when she remembered 
the stranger's huge cock ramming in and out of her hungrily-clasping 
pussy this morning. Before she could say anything in response, Lucy lay 
flat on her back and threw her legs out wide.


"It sure would be nice to have Jimmy's big cock in me right now," Lucy 
said, and she pointed her finger toward her widespread pussy, to make 
sure that Sandy understood where she wanted Jimmy's cock.


Sandy stared at Lucy, wondering if she had looked like that when the 
stranger had raped her. Then Lucy suddenly put her legs together, and 
she started laughing loudly.


"I'd better stop talking that way or I'll make myself horny," the 
voluptuous blonde girl said through her laughter. She rolled onto her 
side so that she was facing Sandy, and she leaned her head against her 
elbow before going on in a lower voice. "Tell me the truth, Sandy! Are 
you still a virgin?"


The dark-haired teenager felt very naked and open at that moment, but 
the tone in Lucy's voice was one of sincere concern and understanding. 
She again considered telling Lucy about having been raped in this very 
cove, and the idea seemed appealing. She needed to tell someone about 
the strange feelings she had experienced as the man initiated her into 
the pleasures of sex. She felt she could trust Lucy to keep her secret. 
"No, I'm not." When she saw Lucy's expression change to a gleeful grin, 
she added quickly, "But I am, almost!"


"Who was it?" Lucy said quickly, her curiosity piqued by her friend's 
confession. "And how come I didn't know about it?" She held her breath 
in wait for Sandy's answer.


Sandy wanted to keep Lucy guessing, and so she answered the question 
with one of her own. "You've only made it with Jimmy, right?"


"Yeh! But we've done it a dozen or more times," Lucy replied, feeling 
that she had something over her dark-haired friend. Something by way of 
experience that Sandy could not match. "Come on, you can tell me who 
the guy was!"


"No, I can't! Even if I wanted to, I couldn't," Sandy answered. She 
could see that Lucy didn't believe her, but she went on, anyway. She 
had started it, so the recently initiated girl decided to tell Lucy the 
whole story. "A man raped me right here on this beach ... almost in 
this very spot about three hours ago ... while you were in town getting 
the telephone turned on!" Sandy watched the look of incredulity spread 
over Lucy's face, and she went on without waiting for her blonde-haired 
friend to speak. "I enjoyed it, and he didn't hurt me, so I thought 
there was no point in telling you about it. It wouldn't have done any 
good to get you all excited."


"You're serious, aren't you?" Lucy said, after she had a chance to take 
a deep breath. She looked around the cove in alarm, as if expecting the 
rapist to be standing there watching them. "Hey, do you think it's safe 
here now?"


Sandy calmed her friend down by telling her every detail of her 
encounter with the stranger. She grew excited as the details of her 
forced seduction came from her lips, and she saw that Lucy was also 
thoroughly enjoying the story.


"You weren't scared of this guy?" Lucy asked at one point in Sandy's 
story. She said that she would have been frightened to death.


"I was scared all right, but I figured there was nothing to do about 
it, so, as the old saying goes, I relaxed and enjoyed it!" Sandy was 
surprised by her own statement, but she knew that it was more or less 
true. She had wanted to enjoy it, and she wanted to enjoy sex again 
soon. "I've been waiting for the right opportunity to come along, Lucy. 
You know how tough it would have been around home. When it happened so 
quickly this morning I was frightened and relieved at the same time! 
Can you understand that?"


Lucy thought about her own relationship with Jimmy. He had seduced her 
skillfully, not giving her any opportunity to say no. Since that first 
time, they had used every opportunity to fuck. Not that it was all that 
difficult with Lucy's mother away from home so often. She genuinely 
loved to have Jimmy's massive penis ramming in and out of her moistly 
clinging pussy, and she looked forward to his arrival tonight with 
great anticipation. But her plans for Sandy's first seduction were gone 
now. Sandy liked fucking as much as she did!


"Whoever that guy was ... well, he sure turned me onto sex," Sandy 
said, not waiting for an answer to her question. She was thinking how 
wonderful her first climax had been this morning. The conversation was 
making her womb burn slightly, and she realized that lying on the beach 
naked helped her to relax and discuss sex with Lucy.


Without being aware of it, Lucy was massaging her breasts as Sandy 
talked. She, too, was feeling the need for sexual satisfaction, and 
there was moisture forming between the silken hair-covered lips of her 
vagina. The entire discussion was making them both feel closer to one 
another than they had felt before. She had never met the friend that 
Jimmy was bringing along, but she was pretty certain that Ed Walsh 
could be counted on to satisfy Sandy 's need for sex. Lucy wanted 
everything to be perfect tonight because she had not seen Jimmy for 
over a month, and her pussy needed him badly


Sandy lay back on the towel, wondering if Lucy had a new respect for 
her now that Sole had lost her virginity. A warm breeze started to blow 
lightly across the lake, and it made her body feel good all over. She 
felt the gentle wind wash over her exposed pussy, bringing little 
ripples of pleasure to her loins. Her long fingers rested lightly on 
her pubic mound, softly caressing the smooth fur-covered lips that 
protected her little clitoris and pussy. Lazily, she turned her head 
and saw that Lucy was fingering her own cunt. It was so nice to lie 
here with Lucy and not have any worries. She wondered if Ed Walsh could 
bring her as much pleasure as the stranger had. Suddenly, Lucy got to 
her feet and started to put on her shorts and halter.


"Come on, Sandy, I'll race you back to the lodge," she said, her long 
blonde hair swinging around her milky shoulders.


"Can't we stay here for a little while longer, Lucy?" Sandy begged, not 
wanting to disturb the mounting warmth in her pussy. She felt no 
embarrassment at Lucy seeing her finger her moist crevice.


"Baby, you've got a lot of things to learn between now and when the 
boys show up," Lucy said, wondering how much her friend knew about 
birth control. "We don't want to take any little surprises back to Los 
Angeles with us!"


Slowly, Sandy got to her feet and began to put on the bikinis Lucy was 
right, she thought to herself. She did have so much to learn about 
herself and about men. As she pulled the tiny piece of cloth up around 
her buttocks, Sandy could not resist allowing her hand to slip between 
her thighs and rest for a moment on her pulsing pussy. She knew that it 
would soon be someone else's hand massaging her burning cunt, and she 
hoped that Ed Walsh would find the idea as exciting as she did.


Chapter 3


It was just after seven-thirty when Sandy heard the sound of a car 
coming up the graveled road. She threw aside the magazine she had been 
reading and ran to the window. Jimmy's new convertible was just 
stopping, and she could see Lucy's boyfriend and his buddy in the front 
seat. Sandy was surprised at Ed Walsh's appearance. He looked to be in 
his mid-twenties, with curly brown hair and an easy grin on his 
handsome face. She had expected someone Jimmy's age, and here was a man 
who appeared to be much older.


"Lucy!" Sandy called out to her friend in the kitchen. "Jimmy and his 
friend are here!" She walked quickly to the wall mirror and checked her 
appearance as Lucy joined her in the front room.


"You look just fine, honey," Lucy said laughing, "Just don't be nervous 
and everything will be fine!"


Lucy went to the door and threw it open to Jimmy and Ed Walsh.


"Hi, Lucy!" Jimmy said immediately. The two young men stood in the 
doorway smiling, their arms loaded With black cases and a rolled-up 
movie screen. "Give us a hand will you, this stuff is heavy?" He handed 
Lucy a small case as she backed away from the door to allow them to 
enter.


"Hi, honey!" Lucy answered, mystified by the equipment. She set the 
case down and closed the door. "What is all this stuff, Jimmy?" Lucy 
asked.


"Come on, show me where we can put this," her boyfriend said, anxious 
to be relieved of the heavy cases. He suddenly saw Sandy and smiled 
broadly at her. "Hi, Sandy. Meet my friend Ed Walsh. Ed, meet Sandy 
Robinson and Lucy Bellows ... two really groovy people!" He set the 
cases down with a sigh of relief. As he did, Lucy threw herself into 
his arms and kissed him passionately .


Sandy went over to Ed and smiled shyly at him as she helped him put the 
cases he carried alongside the others. "Hello, Ed. I hope you had a 
good trip up!" Her words sounded shallow and inane to her, but she was 
unable to think of anything else to say.


Ed smiled back as his dark devouring eyes took in the lush figure of 
the young girl. Jesus Christ, he thought to himself, what a body! He 
could feel his cock hardening at the thought of spending the evening 
seducing this beautiful young thing.


"Not bad at all, Sandy. The traffic coming out of San Diego was heavy 
but once we hit the freeway it was clear sailing," Ed answered, unable 
to believe his luck. He took his eyes away from Sandy and looked around 
the room. "Wow! This is really great! Lucy's old man must have a lot of 
bread to be able to afford something like this!"


Lucy and Jimmy broke apart and stood there looking at one another 
hungrily. Out of the corner of her eye, Sandy could see the bulging 
outline of Jimmy's swollen erection. It was obvious that Lucy was going 
to be busy soon.


"Okay, lover, what is all this stuff?" Lucy asked, her breath coming 
fast from the passionate embrace and the hard erect cock that had 
pressed into her soft belly. Her loins were beginning to burn in 
anticipation of the throbbing staff plunging into her anxious pussy.


"Relax, Lucy. It's only a little entertainment for tonight. I told you 
that Ed makes films. This is his projection equipment and he brought up 
one of his movies," Jimmy said, grinning at the look of puzzlement on 
Lucy's face.


"I didn't plan to spend the night watching movies," Lucy replied 
sarcastically, "I've got other plans!"


"It's a sex Film, baby!" Jimmy said, pulling Lucy to him and wrapping 
his hard-muscled arms around her wriggling body. She was oblivious to 
Sandy and Ed, pressing herself into Jimmy and rotating her pelvis 
against him.


Standing next to Ed, Sandy was shocked and excited at the same time. 
She had never seen a sex movie and the thought of the four of them 
watching one together sent little shivers through her body. She could 
feel Ed watching her face for her reaction and she avoided his eyes. 
She needed time to comprehend all that was happening.


"Can I get anyone a drink?" Sandy said a little too loudly.


Without waiting for a reply she went to the bar and started fixing the 
drinks; wine for Lucy and herself, bourbon and water for Jimmy and Ed. 
She could hear the sounds of the two young men setting up the projector 
and screen and her confused mind alternated between anxiety and 
resignation. The idea of seeing sex on a screen was repulsive to her. 
She wanted to be laid, all right, but she still thought of it as 
something mysterious and beautiful--like this morning on the beach with 
the stranger. She knew it was silly of her, but for some reason she had 
thought that the handsome Ed Walsh would need no stimulation except the 
sight of her hungry young body, eager for him to manfully take control 
of the situation and seduce her quickly. As she finished making the 
drinks, she silently hoped that the experience would not be too 
unpleasant.


Lucy and Jimmy sat together on a large couch, still kissing 
passionately. They did not look up as Sandy placed their drinks on a 
coffee table and went over to the projector where Ed stood adjusting 
knobs. He took the drink from her and downed it quickly.


"Have you ever seen a pornographic film before, Sandy?" he asked 
casually, as though this were nothing out of the ordinary.


"Oh, I've seen a couple," Sandy lied. She knew how shocked her parents 
would be if they could see her here, about to watch God-knows what on 
the screen! She sat down in a large armchair, hoping that Ed would join 
her after the film started.


"Everybody set?" Ed asked. Lucy and Jimmy broke apart long enough to 
answer affirmatively, and Sandy nodded. He quickly turned off the room 
lights and started the projector. Then, to Sandy's great 
disappointment, he pulled another chair next to hers and sat down. She 
had to force herself to look at the screen, even less interested now in 
what she was about to see.


"I hope you folks aren't going to be critical," Ed said, "this is one 
of the first films I ever made and my later ones are much better!"


"Let us be the judge of that!" Jimmy replied, his hands busy with the 
lush body of the giggling Lucy. They were stretched out on the couch 
now, their bodies locked together.


The title of the film was "Love in the Classroom," and the picture 
began with a shot of a middle-aged man sitting behind a teacher's desk 
in a classroom. He was reading a book entitled "Sex and the Teenager." 
Suddenly the classroom door opened and the man looked up to see a buxom 
young girl of about fifteen come into the room. She walked to the desk 
and stood there, books in one hand, and in the other a big "All-Day" 
sucker. The man laid the book aside and began to run his eyes up and 
down the girl's mini-skirted body. The girl brought the sucker up to 
her mouth and sensuously began to lick it.


Sandy wanted to groan aloud at the obvious intent of the film-maker, 
and she couldn't help thinking that even she could come up with a more 
original theme than a girl student with a sucker and a pussy-hungry 
teacher. Sandy glanced at Ed Walsh and was surprised by his slightly 
bored expression. She guessed that he didn't care much for the film 
either. Her guess was confirmed when Ed leaned over toward her and 
whispered that he had only brought the film and the projector up at 
Jimmy's insistence. She smiled and found herself liking Ed for his 
frankness. She turned back to the screen.


The blonde-haired student began making lewd gestures with her tongue on 
the lollipop, and the man rose from his seat and came around the desk 
to stand by the girl. He directed her to sit in the front row of the 
classroom seats, just in front of his own desk. She did so, spreading 
her legs wide as she sat down. The camera zoomed in to her crotch, 
bringing into focus the girl's white panties and the dark triangle of 
pubic hair under them. Then the camera pulled back as the teacher 
resumed his seat. The girl s actions were highly suggestive and the 
man's hand went under the desk and it was apparent that it rested on 
his cock. At is features became excited and his eyes bulged as the 
young girl continued to obscenely lick the lollipop slowly. The man 
said something to the girl and she picked up one of her books and began 
to read from it. As if to hear better, the man once again rose from his 
desk and walked over to the girl. She laid aside the book, smiled up at 
the man, and held up her sucker to him. His face came close to hers as 
he bent over and his tongue snaked out and licked one side of it, while 
the girl at the same time licked the other side. Finally, their tongues 
met and they started French kissing.


Sandy looked back at the projector and was disappointed to see that it 
was a large reel of film. She guessed by the amount of film that had 
run through the projector already that the movie was quite long, and 
she fidgeted nervously in her chair, wishing for it to be over so that 
she and Ed could become better acquainted, and they could do the things 
that Lucy and Jimmy were doing on the couch.


The older man and the blonde-haired girl in the film began to grope at 
each other's bodies as they became more and more excited. As the girl 
stood up, her hand went down between the man's thighs, while he was 
fondling her large breasts with excitement. The man finally ran his 
hand up between the girl's creamy white thighs. Obviously pushing his 
fingers into the curving mound of pussy. After a moment, she wriggled 
her buttocks as the man removed her panties from under her skirt. When 
he got free of her tapering legs, she took the panties and tossed them 
aside. The man anxiously went back to fondling her pussy while she 
rubbed his pants with greater urgency. After a moment, she unzipped his 
pants and the camera once again zoomed into reveal his massive 
throbbing cock leaping out into the girl's hand. She circled it with 
her fingers and began a slow, rhythmic stroking, from the base to the 
pulsing rubbery head. As the camera pulled back, the man's hand could 
be seen between the girl's legs, his thumb feverishly massaging her 
clitoris.


Sandy heard heavy breathing from the direction of the couch where Lucy 
and Jimmy were entangled, and she glanced over to see that they were 
locked together, and their fondling seemed to parallel the film couple. 
Sandy suspected that they were ignoring the film to concentrate on 
their own lovemaking, and she wondered how long it would be before they 
were fucking in earnest. The idea excited her and she wished she could 
watch them instead of the film. Suddenly, Lucy and Jimmy rose quietly 
from the couch and went toward a bedroom, leaving Sandy and Ed alone.


The man was taking the remainder of the girl's clothing off, draping it 
on chairs. She helped him to pull her blouse off, and her twin milky 
breasts were exposed to his hungry eyes. When she was completely naked, 
they stood there looking at each other lewdly. Then the man took the 
girl by the hand and led her to the desk. He swept the books from it 
with an anxious hand and began to disrobe himself. As he did so, the 
girl licked her lips obscenely and stared at his throbbing cock, her 
face coming close so as to see better. At last the man was also naked 
and he lay down on the desktop, motioning the girl toward him His 
massive cock stood straight up.


With the couple in the film now naked, Sandy found the movie a bit more 
exciting, and she felt a small tingling sensation in the pit of her 
belly. Her thoughts were suddenly interrupted by Ed's voice.


Will you excuse me for a moment?" Ed asked, standing up from the chair. 
"If this film is becoming too boring for you, I'll be glad to shut it 
off when I come back!" He bowed to Sandy before turning to walk from 
the room.


Sandy guessed that he was going to the bathroom, and she liked the 
polite way he had offered to stop the film on his return. She didn't 
really care if the film kept running or not, but it was getting a lot 
better than the way it had started out. She was glad to have it to 
watch while she was left alone in the room. She began to rub her 
fingers up between her thighs as she directed her attention back to the 
film.


The teenage blonde girl was bending over the man on the desk and she 
had her slender fingers around his hard cock, fondling it. Then his 
hands came up and went around her head, pulling it closer to the thick 
pulsing organ. Her tongue came out and began to lick the huge member, 
running wetly over every part of the long, hard penis. It seemed to 
grow larger as the girl kept on licking it, and her hand was gently 
massaging the twin sacs containing his cum-filled balls. After a long 
moment, the girl lowered her mouth over the head of the throbbing 
penis, taking the whole of the thick, purple head inside her mouth. She 
was sucking the man's cock furiously, and she shifted her body until 
the camera's eye caught her hand feverishly rubbing her pussy. The 
girl's long blonde hair brushed against the man's stomach as her head 
drove up and down on the thick fleshy penis.


Sandy couldn't believe what she was watching. The idea of sucking a 
man's cock had never occurred to her, and for a moment she wanted to 
call out to Ed to stop the film before it became even more depraved. 
Then she remembered the stranger's tongue wildly sucking at her pussy 
this morning, and she suspected that the feeling must be the same for a 
man having his penis sucked by a willing mouth. She could feel the 
sensations all over again, the warm delicious sensation of his tongue 
persistently pressing up inside the moist, tight walls of her vagina, 
sending thrills racing through her body.


With Ed still gone from the room, she couldn't resist working her long 
fingers under the narrow strip of white nylon covering her own pussy, 
and she pressed her middle finger into the soft hair-lined slit in 
search of her hardened clitoris. She could feel the moisture forming at 
the opening of her hot burning vagina, and when the sensation of her 
contact with her clitoris bolted like electricity through her body, she 
wanted more than ever to be fucked like Lucy was probably doing right 
now. She began to rub her clitoris vigorously in time to the girl in 
the film sucking the man's big cock. Sandy could almost taste it in her 
own mouth and she ran her tongue sensuously across her parted lips.


As if by signal, the girl stopped sucking the man's cock and climbed on 
the desk with him. She straddled his body, her head once again poised 
over his throbbing penis, her pussy gaping invitingly near his head. 
Quickly her head came down and her mouth drew in the man's huge cock 
and began to suck it. His head came up and his tongue started to lick 
her exposed pussy. After a few minutes of furious mutual sucking, they 
untangled their bodies and the girl stretched out on her back with her 
legs hanging over the side of the desk. The man pulled her legs up and 
out as he stood in front of her. The girl's cant was completely open to 
the camera, the moist opening ragged and pink and seeming to pulsate as 
the man's throbbing cock came near. Then slowly, the man drove his 
long, hard penis up into the slippery cuntal passage. The camera had 
zoomed into a close-up position, and every inch of the disappearing 
cock could be seen as it entered the trembling cunt. It was almost as 
if the girl was pulling the man's penis inside her, and then at last, 
his balls smacked hard into the girl's upturned buttocks. They began 
rhythmically ducking immediately, and the big cock rode in and out of 
the tight, vibrating passage with more and more speed.


The film was getting to Sandy, but she was reluctant to continue the 
massaging of her clitoris for fear that Ed might walk into the room and 
see her. Then she decided there was no use fighting her urge, as she 
was expecting to be fucked by Ed anyway. Suddenly, nothing else 
mattered and she jumped out of the chair as if to throw off all of the 
moral values she was ever taught. She felt sure that Ed wanted to fuck 
her, and she decided to be ready for him when he returned. In one 
simple motion, Sandy had her dress off, and she was still watching the 
couple fuck on the screen as she pulled down the filmy panties that 
covered her vagina. She was stripped completely naked in just a second. 
Throwing her dress and panties on the chair, she went to the couch to 
stretch out while still watching the film.


The wine she had drunk helped her to relax, but her head was still 
swimming with the excitement of being ready for sex. She lay down on 
the couch on her side, leaning on one arm, her smooth tapering body 
stretched magnificently along the length of the couch. In the semi-
darkness of the room illuminated only by the film, her dark young pussy 
felt warm and inviting. Her full white breasts stood out straight and 
firm, not sagging in the least, even though she was on her side, and 
the pink nipples were erect and glowing in the dull light. Her dark 
hair draped sensuously around her neck and shoulders. She looked like a 
beautiful nude goddess in repose.


The camera began to rapidly cut from one angle to another as the couple 
became more and more passionate. The man had bent over the girl when 
she wrapped her legs around his waist, and his teeth dug into the 
nipples of her full breasts as he pounded her clasping cant with long 
hard strokes. She was opening and closing her mouth as if moaning or 
urging the man on, and her head rolled from side to side. The man's 
long rigid cock worked in and out of the girl's pussy with tremendous 
force, and the white liquid of her lubricating fluid was clearly 
visible on the throbbing rod of flesh. It was apparent that they were 
nearing a climax as the girl arched her hips upward to meet the 
thrusting cock.


Sandy was feeling her nerves tingle with vicarious sensations as she 
watched the lewd coupling on the screen. She glanced over to the 
projector and saw that the film was barely halfway through, and she 
began to wonder what would happen as soon as the couple finished 
fucking on the desk. All sorts of ideas flashed through her head, and 
it only served to make her more excited. Then she remembered that Ed 
should be coming back from wherever it was that he had gone, and she 
was just looking up toward the door when he walked into the room, his 
shirt already half-unbuttoned as though he was expecting to fuck Sandy 
without a fight of any kind.


Sandy wondered if Ed had seen her naked on the couch, and had gotten 
the idea of coming in with his shirt half-off from that. His entrance 
into the room gave every indication that she was right in her guess, 
but she still felt that she should say something to him. It didn't take 
much effort to muster up the courage to speak, and Sandy wanted it to 
sound right.


"I wondered if you had deserted me," Sandy said quietly. For a moment 
she thought that Ed hadn't heard her, as he said nothing while he 
continued pulling off his clothing. Then, when he dropped his pants, 
Sandy could see that his penis was fully erect.


"I want to fuck you. You're very beautiful," Ed said simply, moving to 
the couch. He wanted very badly to fuck her, to experience the 
tightness of her tender young pussy around his aching hard penis, and 
he wanted to make her beg for his cum. It was a test for her, something 
he needed to know before carrying out his real plans.


Sandy felt her belly jerk from the stimulating effect of Ed's words. 
She badly wanted to experience once again the wild desire and pleasure 
of the morning. As Ed stood there in front of her, her eyes went 
automatically to the hard column of flesh that stood out erect from his 
groin. The moisture in her womb seemed to run freely, wetting her 
heated cuntal passage for the expected entrance of his fully erect 
cock.


Ed sat down on the edge of the couch, and leaned down to kiss Sandy 
fully on the red lips of her soft yielding mouth. When his lips met 
hers, she opened her mouth to take in his tongue, and she expertly 
sucked and nipped at it as if it was a delicious morsel fit for the 
gods. He immediately ran his hand down over her full voluptuous young 
body, feeling her full breasts, her flat stomach, and finally the soft 
covering of pubic hair on her vagina. The horny teenager spread her 
legs out when his hand pushed into her inner thighs, and he couldn't 
help marveling at how hot this little bitch was. His fingers felt the 
dampness of her lubricating fluids before actually making contact with 
her pussy, and her moan into his mouth when he touched her cunt was a 
positive sign that she was more than ready for good hot fucking. She 
was a hot little bitch, just as Jimmy had said.


Sandy wiggled her buttocks down into the soft cushion of the couch in 
an attempt to get flat on her back. She wanted to give his probing 
fingers complete access to her hungry cunt, and her legs were partly 
restricted by the back of the couch and by his body. She felt his 
extended middle finger working into the soft folds of her vagina, and 
she pushed her hips down hard so that his finger would brush against 
her clitoris. When the electric contact was made, she felt as if the 
sensation traveled out to every extremity of her body, teasing her 
nerves into an excited state of passion, and she jerked her pussy 
against his extended finger for more.


The hardened nerve end under his finger felt both moist and flexible, 
and Ed rolled it back and forth with startling effect. Sandy was 
frantically pulling at his tongue with her warm mouth, and tiny squeals 
of pleasure came from her throat. Moving his finger faster, Ed massaged 
the tender pink flesh of her pussy, working it down between her full 
lips toward the tight moist opening of her cunt. She was really excited 
as his finger hovered teasingly at the entrance to her womb, and she 
broke from the kiss when he finally squired his finger into her liquid, 
tight passage.


"Mmmmmmmm! Yessssss!" Sandy moaned out loud as the long finger pushed 
into the depths of her cunt. The excited teenager was really ready for 
him, and she reached with her left hand to take hold of this throbbing 
penis. Finding the rubbery flesh of the blood-swollen head, she wrapped 
her hand around it to pump it in time to the screwing finger in her 
cunt. The foreskin folded back under her tight grip, and she ran her 
hand down the whole length of the shaft. It was rock-hard and seemed to 
swell up larger in her hand as she felt the blood swirling through the 
jerking flesh, and she released it momentarily to cup his cum-filled 
balls in her hands. The light fuzziness of his pubic hair tickled the 
inside of her hand, and the twin sacs containing his balls seemed to 
draw up with excitement. She could feel the pressure inside them, and 
she gave the sperm-filled sacs a gentle squeeze before returning her 
hand to the long, hard column. His finger was working in and out of her 
pussy with greater urgency, and she pumped more vigorously up and down 
his penis to make him eager to put his cock inside her cunt.


Ed had to fight his immediate urge to cum as Sandy's hand pumped his 
cock, and he was excited by her manner of manipulating his balls. For a 
moment he considered making her suck his cock with her warm mouth, 
closing her lips around his aching shaft until his cum would spurt deep 
into her throat. But he was determined to fuck her in the pussy first, 
as that was more important to his objective. Her cunt was warm and 
tight, the moistening fluid making his finger slip easily in and out of 
the narrow passage, and he wanted to get up on the couch to look down 
and see her lust-hungry body beneath him. Without saying a word, he 
pulled his finger from her wet cunt, and moving so as not to let her 
hand release his cock, he knelt down on the couch between her 
widespread legs.


"Oh, God, yes! Please fuck me now, Ed!" Sandy pleaded softly as she 
wiggled her body to let the young man move up between her outspread 
thighs. She held onto his cock as he moved, almost as if she was afraid 
of losing it, and once he was up on the couch, she was free to bring 
her legs up and back, giving him complete access to her fully exposed 
vagina.


The dull-colored light reflecting from the film on the screen was all 
that illuminated Sandy's naked young body, but Ed stared down at her, 
pleased by her youthfully passionate appearance. She looked like a 
virgin doll, begging him for sensual pleasure, and it was exactly the 
appearance he looked for in his films. Her short dark hair was lying 
across her beautiful face. He could see that her breasts were perfect 
in form and shape, the tiny pink buds that tipped them standing erect 
from her excitement, and her waist was narrow and long, the perfect 
accent to her rounded young hips.


What excited Ed the most was the soft wisp of pubic hair that covered 
the smooth folds of her tight, pink pussy, and he could see the drops 
of moisture oozing between the lips in the dull light. He would have 
been satisfied to plunge his long cock into her cunt right then and 
there, but he first wanted to taste the tips of her soft full breasts. 
Her fingers around his penis were like dancing sensations over the 
whole column, and he knew that he would have to fuck her soon.


Bending down over her body, Ed opened his mouth to cover her pink 
nipple with a moistly heated kiss. Sandy moaned as he sucked the nipple 
inside his mouth, and he nipped at the tingling flesh with his sharp 
teeth, making her cry out with pleasure. She was trying to raise her 
hips up to where his cock was hovering between her thighs, but Ed kept 
her down so she couldn't quite make it. She was pulling on his hard 
penis as if it wasn't attached to his body, and her efforts made Ed all 
the more excited. He ran his tongue over and around the hardened 
nipple, feeling the soft texture of her flesh with his tongue until he 
could stand the wait no longer.


"Please put it in now!" Sandy pleaded as she struggled to get her pussy 
up to his cock. Her belly was like a raging forest fire of passion, and 
the tension only served to make the flames burn brighter. She had 
covered his large cock with her fingers until she had a mental picture 
of its complete shape and texture. As she gripped the main body of the 
hardened cock, the thick head swelled up to a huge size, and she was 
imagining how that would feel inside her wet cunt. His sucking and 
nipping of her nipple was beautiful, but it also prevented her from 
putting his large penis inside her pussy. It was so near that she 
thought that she would go crazy if he didn't put it in soon.


Lifting his head from her breast, Ed looked directly into Sandy's eyes 
for a moment, and he could see the pleading passion in her expression. 
He straightened up so that he could look down toward her pussy, and 
then he moved his hips forward, until his cock just barely touched her 
flesh. Sandy took his long cock in both hands, and she excitedly tried 
to work her body down toward the huge column.


"Put your cock in my cunt ... please ... fuck me ... fuck my cunt ... " 
Sandy began babbling almost incoherently as she wriggled her buttocks 
toward the head of his penis. She felt she had to excite Ed with words 
before he would plunge his cock into her cunt, and her lewd words 
seemed to suddenly do the trick. Ed placed his hands under her thighs 
to push her legs out wider, and then he moved toward her exposed vagina 
with deliberate care. When she felt the thick swollen cock-head push up 
into the folds of her pussy, Sandy quickly ran it up and down the hair-
lined slit to part it for his entrance. Sensations flashed through her 
body as the throbbing cock brushed over her clitoris, then made contact 
with the elastic hole of her cunt.


Although his balls felt like they would burst at any minute, Ed held 
back his driving cock just inside the parted lips, and he gleefully 
watched as Sandy tried to screw her body up on his lust-hardened staff. 
He secretly hoped she was always that hot to be fucked, and he waited 
to see how far she would go with her efforts. With his hands still on 
her thighs, he held her down to the couch when she lifted her hips up 
to his cock, and then, unable to resist her any longer, he let go to 
drive his cock like a raging pile driver inside her steaming young 
pussy. The thick head of his penis slipped into the tight opening of 
her cunt like a rabbit squirming desperately into its hole.


"Oh! God!" Sandy still held the throbbing shaft in her hand as the head 
plowed into the searing confines of her liquid cunt, and she was 
suspended on each millimeter of the slow entrance. She could feel the 
thick blood-filled head expanding from the pressure as it parted the 
slick walls of her passage on its way to the depths of her womb. The 
nerves lining her vaginal passage transmitted the sensations of the 
fleshy column to her whirling brain, and she pushed her legs out even 
wider in humble acceptance. The slow entry was like an eternity of 
pleasure, and there seemed to be no end to the long plunging column. It 
was drilling into the depths of her body until she thought it would 
pierce the base of her jerking belly. After a moment, she released her 
hold on the blood-swollen flesh, and as if in sudden uncontrolled 
urgency, the huge shaft plowed all the way into her womb.


"Aaaaaggghhhhhh!" Sandy screamed with relief as her hungry cunt was 
thrillingly filled with the pulsating cock-flesh. She felt the wiry 
bush of his pubic hair lightly tickling the pink flesh of her pussy, 
and his cum-laden balls swung heavily against the crevice of her 
upturned buttocks. Ed leaned forward over her passion-wracked body, and 
she raised her head up to look between them to her cock-filled cunt. 
She could only see the tangle of their matted pubic hairs, and her womb 
transmitted the throbbing form of his lust-swollen cock. She had been 
eagerly ready for the entry of his hardened penis, and there was no 
pain associated with it all--thanks to her strange encounter earlier in 
the day.


Ed felt the pressure in his balls building to a point he couldn't 
control, so he held his cock inside the young girl's warm vaginal 
passage, afraid that moving would trigger an explosion of his cum. Her 
cunt was better than he had imagined, the wet walls rippling over the 
full length of his sensitive cock like waves of hot water, and she was 
as tight around him as a well-fitting glove.


When he was again in control of his passion, he flexed the long shaft 
in the depths of her pussy, and each time he did so, Sandy let out a 
little sigh of pleasure. He continued flexing his cock with more rapid 
pacing, until finally Sandy was squirming with unbridled joy.


"Oh, God! That's so good! Fuck into me hard!" Sandy groaned her 
passion, and she reached up to wrap her arms around Ed's muscular back. 
The lust-driven teenager's belly jerked in automatic response to his 
swelling penis in her womb, and she screwed her hips down into the 
couch in a desperate attempt to have his cock pumping in and out of her 
cuntal passage. She wanted to be fucked quickly as her mind and body 
were hanging on the pinnacle of release, her belly spasms growing 
stronger with even the slightest movement of his cock.


Pulling his hips back slowly, Ed withdrew his long cock from the depths 
of her vagina, feeling the tight walls closing over the sensitive head 
of her vagina, feeling the tight walls closing over the sensitive head 
as his penis vacated the passage. He pulled it back until only the tip 
remained just inside the opening of her cunt, then he lowered his hips 
again to feel Sandy's loins suck him back inside. His cock plunged to 
her depths, and when he hit bottom, he immediately took up the sawing 
motion of fucking. Her cunt tightened and loosened alternately as he 
rhythmically drove his cock in and out of her steaming passage.


All her senses were concentrated at the center of her cunt now, and 
Sandy arched her hips up and down as her seducer's long, hard cock 
fucked into her. On his down-stroke she threw her legs up and out, 
feeling his thick rigid staff slide smoothly into the burning depths of 
her womb. As he hit bottom, his balls would slap noisily against her 
upturned buttocks, and when she relaxed the round cheeks they smacked 
obscenely against her tightly puckered anus. The sensation was 
tremendous, and when he withdrew his cock, she rode hungrily down the 
fleshy organ, tightening the muscles in her cuntal passage to feel 
every part of the throbbing shaft through the sensitive walls of her 
pussy. The lower ridge of the gland-head seemed to pull all her fluid 
with it when Ed stopped at the end of his out-stroke, then swelling as 
it plunged, his cock rammed back up into her cunt once again. The 
sensation pounded and echoed through her belly like a repeat of the 
fucking she had revived on the beach this morning, her breath heavy and 
gasping as the long cock fucked in and out of her seething vagina.


"Ooooohhhh! Fuccckkkkk! Yesssss!" Sandy cried, and she rolled her head 
from side to side, her short dark hair caught under her head while her 
brown eyes blinked rapidly in the film's reflected light.


She could see the screen, and at intervals she would notice the couple 
in the film doing all sorts of things with each other. They were 
fucking in ways Sandy hadn't thought possible, but at the moment her 
feelings were primarily focused on the sensation giving penis pounding 
into her own cunt. She had been waiting for this moment all afternoon, 
and she relished every tiny sensation as his cock hammered into her 
burning cuntal passage. Looking down over her breasts, Sandy could see 
the long, blood-filled column of flesh pull out the ragged pink flesh 
of her pussy as it withdrew from the depths of her womb, and then as it 
drove down again, her vaginal opening would fold back inside until he 
again withdrew his thick cock.


Ed was completely absorbed in fucking the voluptuous Sandy, and he saw 
that she was staring at the coupling of their bodies. He knew he 
couldn't contain his cum for very long, and he fell down over her body, 
sinking his teeth in the taut muscles of her neck. He lifted his hips 
and slammed them down again and again, each long stroke becoming harder 
than the last, and the pressure in his balls became enormous. She was 
really a hot bitch, and he knew that his plans for her would not be 
wasted. He could tell by the way she was relishing his demanding 
performance. This one is only the beginning, he thought.


Feeling as if she were soaring in the air, Sandy ground her buttocks 
heavily into the couch beneath her to be sure she was still on it. Her 
belly jerked as Ed's pistoning cock worked furiously inside her vagina, 
and she knew that for the second time today she would be climaxing. She 
wrapped her long smooth legs around his buttocks to try to control his 
driving rhythm, and he practically lifted her off the couch as he 
pulled his cock back to the edge of her tightly clinging pussy.


On his next forward thrust, Sandy tightened the muscles in her thighs 
to hold him in as deep as she possibly could, and she felt his cock 
swelling to greater and greater size. She knew that his hot, white cum 
would soon be shooting way up inside her womb like a volley of rifle 
fire, and just the thought of the ultimate pleasure it would give her 
made her cunt contract involuntarily. She felt she would be willing to 
do anything--anything at all--for pleasure like that again, and she 
reached down to his buttocks with her hands to push him hard up inside 
her widespread cunt.


"Oh, God! Give it to me! Give me your cum! I want your cum now!" Sandy 
screamed, and she bucked up against his lust-enlarged penis like a 
wild, passionate animal. Her belly seemed to be moving with a swirling 
motion as his swollen purple cock-head pushed hard against her cervix, 
and almost as if a button had been pushed, her womb burst with her own 
cum as a signal to her startling climax. Her head was spinning around 
in great circles as her cunt contracted tightly around the deep-driving 
organ, and her whole body flew into the dizzying heights of ecstasy.


"Oooohhhhh! Oooohhhhh! Ooooohhhhhh! I'mmmm cummmmminggg!"


Sandy screamed. She slammed her hips up to hold Ed's swelling cock up 
tightly in her vagina. Her belly started jerking uncontrollably, and 
great fiery explosions traveled wildly through her naked body with 
tremendous flashes of pleasure.


Hearing Sandy's words. Ed felt his balls give way to the agonizing 
pressure, and a sensation ran down from the thick tip of his cock 
before the released white cum started its pleasure-giving journey to 
the head of his penis. The hot, sticky-sweet cum dashed furiously up 
the length of his excited shaft and burst from the tip like a hot 
stabbing knife.


"Ooohhhhh," the young man moaned, "I'mmm cccuuummmiiinnnggggg!"


"AAAAAGGGGGHHHHH!" Sandy yelled as she felt the first blast from his 
deeply-buried penis. It was like the jet of hot male cum that had 
pierced her lower belly with enjoyment this morning, and she pushed up 
hard to feel every tiny drop of the hot, spewing cum up in her womb. 
She could actually feel the sperm traveling up the length of the thick 
hard cock with the nerve ends of her burning pussy, and it seemed as if 
her cuntal passage was rippling and shuddering with uncontrollable 
sensations as the sperm flooded out into her womb with wildly relieving 
and releasing heat.


Their bodies rolled together on the couch as they soared on their 
mutual climaxes, Ed pumping hot sticky loads of cum deep between her 
desperately flailing legs, while Sandy moaned out her pleasure, and 
their mixed cum spilled out from around the thick base of Ed's deeply-
buried shaft to run down the crevice of Sandy's buttocks onto the 
material of the couch. She didn't want to let go of Ed when his cock 
finally stopped squirting out its hot fluids, and she kept squeezing it 
with the tight muscular sidewalls of her cunt to milk every last drop 
from it. Her belly kept jerking for several minutes, and it was only 
then that she realized that the film had finally run through the 
projector. The screen was only a bright white square, while the film on 
the take-up reel flopped loosely as it spun around beating a rhythm 
that matched their heavy breathing.


Chapter 4


Sandy was dreaming when the telephone rang. She and Ed Walsh were lying 
on the beach in her secret cove. His body was above hers, naked and 
gleaming in the sun. His thick cock seemed to be huge, much larger than 
she remembered, and it poised obscenely between her white thighs, the 
large purplish knob just inches away from her moist vaginal lips. Sandy 
was begging him to fuck her, pleading for him to hurry and plunge the 
pulsing rod into her hungry cunt. Just as she felt the massive organ 
begin to penetrate her, Ed's face and body became that of the stranger. 
He was laughing at her pleas.


The telephone rang again.


While one part of Sandy's mind struggled to come awakes another part 
screamed to let her finish the lewd dream. Her dream images became 
confused as the male figure above her changed again. This time he 
became Jimmy. Sandy suddenly became aware of Lucy's voice calling her 
name from somewhere off in the distance. Sandy pleaded with Jimmy to 
make her cum quickly before Lucy found them. His cock was filling her 
young pussy and she cried out in frustration as the voice of her friend 
Lucy became more insistent.


Sandy bolted upright as the telephone rang again. Her eyes were wide 
open and staring, and she heard Lucy's voice from the other bedroom.


"Sandy! Answer the phone, Sandy! SANDDDYYYYY!"


She picked up the telephone from the bedside table, confused and 
uncertain where she was. Jimmy and Ed had driven back to San Diego 
early this morning, leaving the disappointed girls utterly satiated and 
bone-weary from their feverish lovemaking. Jimmy had promised that they 
would return this evening, but he failed to explain why they had to 
leave. Dawn was just breaking as the exhausted girls fell into their 
beds and went to sleep quickly.


"Hello?" Sandy's voice was yawning as she spoke. The electric clock 
beside the telephone said 4:32, and the sun streaming in through the 
window confirmed that it was indeed late afternoon. There was a long 
silence at the other end of the line.


"Lucy?"


"No ... this is Sandy speaking." She didn't recognize the voice. Lucy 
had come into the room and was now standing by the bed. She gave Sandy 
a quizzical look, as if to ask who was calling. Sandy could only shrug 
her tired shoulders.


"This is Jimmy. Is Lucy awake yet?"


"Oh! Hi, Jimmy. Lucy's right here," Sandy said, and she held out the 
receiver for her friend.


"Hi, lover! What's up?" Lucy said into the receiver as she collapsed 
down next to the still-sleepy Sandy. She was completely naked and her 
free hand immediately went to her pussy, rubbing it gently as she 
winked at Sandy, who smiled knowingly in return.


"Listen, baby! I'm about twenty miles down the road, but I wanted to 
find out if Ed has arrived there yet. Has he?" Jimmy's voice sounded 
tired and anxious, and the question puzzled Lucy.


"I don't understand!" Lucy said, "aren't you two driving back 
together?"


"No. Ed wanted to have his own car there so he drove alone. He's up to 
something and I wanted to make sure he didn't get there before I had a 
chance to warn you!"


"Up to what?" Lucy asked impatiently. She wanted to get back to her own 
bed and wait for Jimmy there. Her busy hand had begun to concentrate on 
her clitoris and she could feel a warm glow spreading through her lower 
body. She hoped that Jimmy would not be too tired to help her quench 
the rising passion.


"Look--I'll tell you when I get there! Just make sure you stay awake 
until then! Okay?" Jimmy sounded irritated, and it was apparent that 
his patience was wearing thin. "Oh! Make sure Sandy is awake until 
then, too. She'll want to hear this!"


Jimmy hung up before Lucy could respond. She lay there for a moment 
with the dead phone in her hand before replacing it on the table. She 
was surprised by Jimmy's brusque attitude, but she didn't say anything 
to Sandy until she had cleared her head. "What time is it anyway?" she 
asked.


"A quarter to five. What did Jimmy want?" Sandy asked.


"Hell, I don't know what he wanted. It's too damned early to listen to 
someone babbling on the telephone. He said something about Ed Walsh 
being up to something. What did you do to Ed Walsh, anyway?" Lucy had 
gotten under the covers with Sandy and she pressed her naked warm body 
against her friend. They often slept together when they stayed at 
Lucy's house, and Sandy liked the feel of Lucy's flesh against her own.


"You know what I did to him! Or to be more precise, what he did to me!" 
Sandy laughed. Her loins were still tingling from the dream-fuck she 
had been about to receive when the telephone interrupted her sleep. 
"Didn't Jimmy say anymore than that? And why aren't they coming back 
together?"


"I don't know anymore about it than I've already told you! He said that 
Ed was up to something and that he wanted to warn us. He's going to be 
here in a few minutes and he wants us both to stay awake!" Lucy was 
beginning to worry a little, but she laughed to avoid alarming her 
friend. "Who knows? Maybe he just can't wait to get some more of my 
beautiful body!" Lucy continued, as her hands reached out and began to 
tickle the naked flesh of Sandy.


"Stop that!" Sandy pleaded, giggling as she fought to escape Lucy's 
fingers.


Lucy suddenly jumped from the bed and ran toward her own bedroom. 
"Let's get dressed and get something to eat before the boys show up. If 
Jimmy is as horny as I am, I may not get another chance to eat all day.


Sandy watched her friend's naked back disappear through the doorway. 
She was becoming a little concerned about Jimmy's mysterious words too. 
Her thoughts returned to the previous evening and the second time that 
she had been soundly fucked. She had really enjoyed her coupling with 
Ed, and she had nothing but pleasant memories of all that had happened. 
She hoped that he had enjoyed it as much as she had. She was looking 
forward trying out some of the things she had seen on the film, and she 
didn't want anything to happen to spoil that.


Lucy came back into Sandy's bedroom fully dressed before Sandy had time 
to slip into her own brief shorts and halter. The blonde girl was 
carrying a tray with two glasses of orange juice and several pieces of 
toast. Sandy could see that Lucy was also worried about the telephone 
call. The two girls ate quickly, neither willing to speak of Jimmy's 
warning.


"Christ, I hope he gets here soon!" Lucy said finally, her patience 
about exhausted. "How long does it take to drive twenty miles?"


"Why don't we go outside and wait for him?" Sandy replied.


They were just going toward the front door when they heard the sound of 
Jimmy's car coming up the forest drive. They almost tripped over one 
another in their rush to get to the door, and their scrambling only 
made them look ridiculous to Jimmy when they finally opened it.


"What's going on?" Jimmy said, stepping into the house.


"You tell us!" Lucy said, as soon as she was able to catch her breath. 
Sandy stood behind her, staring at Jimmy.


"I'm not sure, but we better sit down to discuss it," Jimmy answered, 
and his nervous composure made the two girls all the more curious . 
Somehow, Jimmy's arrival was reassuring, and they calmly walked over to 
the large couch and sat down before pressing him further.


"Okay, so tell us what this is all about!" Lucy said when they were all 
comfortably settled. She and Sandy were sitting on the couch together 
facing Jimmy, who had plopped down in an overstuffed chair.


"I'm only guessing, mind you, but I think Ed took pictures of our 
escapades last night," Jimmy announced to the astonished girls. The 
serious look on his face made Sandy burst out laughing as though 
appreciating a good joke. "I'm serious, damnit!" Jimmy said harshly.


"How do you know?" Lucy asked, sensing his real concern. Sandy had 
stopped laughing and was watching Jimmy.


"On the drive back to San Diego this morning he did everything but 
admit it. And he said that he had to go home to pick up some film and 
lighting equipment. He wouldn't tell me anything more than that except 
that he promised to tell me--and you two, all about it when he got back 
this afternoon," Jimmy replied, his worried expression softening as if 
the burden of passing on bad news had been lifted from him. "I've heard 
some weird stories about Ed from other kids at school, but he always 
seemed straight with me. I just don't know what to think."


Sandy looked at Jimmy and thought that he was being a little 
melodramatic. It was just too mysterious and menacing to be real. After 
all, she had spent the better part of the night with Ed Walsh. He just 
didn't seem to be such an ominous figure as Jimmy was making out. It 
must be some sort of practical joke.


"I think you're putting us on, Jimmy." Lucy looked directly into 
Jimmy's eyes as she spoke, but his only expression was one of anger.


"You can think whatever you want, Lucy, but I don't think you'd want 
nude photographs of yourself passed around anymore than I would! And 
are you forgetting what we were doing last night?" Jimmy's voice was 
tense as he spoke.


"But how could he have taken any pictures of that?" Lucy asked 
seriously, unable to forget just how wild and abandoned their fucking 
had been last night. She turned to face Sandy. "You were with Ed all 
night! Did he take any pictures?"


Sandy tried to remember every detail of last evening. The only time she 
and Ed had not been together had been when he had slipped out of the 
room while she was watching the film. He had been gone a long time!


"I wasn't with him all the time," Sandy announced sheepishly. Lucy and 
Jimmy immediately started throwing questions at her, and she was so 
confused that she could not understand any of them. "Just after you two 
went into the bedroom, Ed left the room, too. But I don't see how he 
could have taken any pictures of you. I mean, did you leave the lights 
on, or something?"


"No!" Lucy said quickly, and then she caught herself, as if trying to 
hide a secret of some kind. "I mean there wasn't enough light for a 
picture. Anyway, we would have seen him."


" Infra-red flash!" Jimmy announced suddenly, and he slapped his 
forehead with the palm of his hand. "He could have taken pictures 
without any of us knowing it by using infra-red film and a flash. He's 
always boasting what sophisticated equipment he's got!"


Lucy looked nervously at Sandy and Jimmy, and the full impact of 
Jimmy's statement hit her. "God, Jimmy, you've got to stop him somehow. 
My father would kill me for sure if he found out about it!"


"Take it easy, Lucy!" Sandy pleaded, her own mind racing with the 
thought of what her parents would do if they even suspected that she 
was involved in anything like this. "We've all got to calm down and try 
to figure out what to do."


"Right. There's no point in getting hysterical over nothing. At least 
we don't know yet what Ed plans to do with the pictures ... if he even 
really took any. I can't be sure he was telling me the truth. He may 
have just been joking!" Jimmy's voice was reassuring and suddenly more 
calm than it had been. It put Lucy and Sandy a little more at ease.


"Look, maybe he did get some pictures of you two in the sack, and some 
of me lying naked on the couch. That doesn't mean he's going to show 
them to anyone." Sandy didn't believe her statement anymore than Lucy 
or Jimmy did, but it reassured her somehow. She knew that Jimmy was 
probably right. She remembered thinking last night that Ed had been 
watching her on the couch before he came back into the room, 
unbuttoning his shirt. Still, his motives might be harmless enough.


"All I know is that I don't want anyone to have pictures of Jimmy and 
me in the sack!" Lucy said heatedly, but a little unconvincingly. "At 
least I don't want my parents to see them," she added, and she giggled 
as if realizing what her statement meant. "Heck, it might be kind of 
groovy to have some pictures of us together," she laughed, and glanced 
in Jimmy's direction.


"If that's as far as it goes, fine! I just wish I knew what he really 
wants with them," Jimmy said. He searched his memory trying to recall 
some of the stories he had heard around the campus about Ed. Vaguely he 
recalled something about a hushed-up scandal involving Ed and a local 
teenager, but for the life of him he couldn't remember any of the 
details.


Sandy suddenly jumped and ran to the window.


"I think I hear a car coming," she said, "maybe it's Ed now!"


Jimmy and Lucy joined her at the window and they watched Ed drive up in 
an old sports car. He waved to them casually as he got out.


"Listen, you two stay in here while I go out and find out what the hell 
this is all about!" Jimmy ordered, his voice calm and self-assured now. 
"I'll get this thing settled!" he added as he went out the door.


Sandy and Lucy watched as Jimmy joined Ed Walsh by the side of the car. 
They were soon engaged in animated conversation that the two girls were 
unable to hear.


"Jesus Christ, what a way to start a vacation," Lucy said wearily. "I 
think I'll have a glass of wine to settle my nerves. Care to join me?" 
she said to Sandy as she went to the bar and poured two full glasses of 
wine.


"Hell, yes! Why not?" Sandy replied, joining Lucy at the bar and 
gulping down the wine. It warmed her whole body as it went down, and 
she almost gagged. Lucy sipped hers more slowly, but was soon pouring 
out more for each of them.


"You know, Ed really threw it to me last night," Sandy announced 
suddenly, and she felt light-headed as she watched Lucy's face for a 
reaction. She was still a little worried about the possibility of Ed 
having pictures of her in the nude, but she couldn't help the desire 
that was building up in her loins.


"I gathered as much from the way you've been defending him," Lucy 
responded. The two full glasses of wine were beginning to affect her 
speech. She was slurring her words slightly as she spoke, and her head 
was full of images of how Sandy and Ed must have been fucking together. 
"You made it on the couch, huh?"


"Yeah! And he wasn't taking any pictures then ... I'll guarantee you 
that!" Sandy said simply. She was thinking about the possibility of the 
pictures again, and she was sure that Ed didn't intend anything 
sinister. "You two must have had a good time yourself, last night!"


"I wanted to get under the sheets, but Jimmy was in such a hurry he 
fucked me right on top of the bed. Ed must have really gotten some good 
shots of us!" Lucy sounded almost proud in her statement, as though she 
wouldn't really mind having pictures of the two of them fucking.


"If he's as good at taking photographs as he is at fucking, I'm sure 
they'll be good!" Sandy laughed. She wanted to get laid again, and the 
wine was making her feel like going out to Ed and pulling him into the 
lodge. She hoped that Jimmy could get everything resolved quickly and 
that they could resume where they left off this morning.


"I still can't help wondering why he would want those pictures! I mean, 
why should he take them unless he wants something out of it?" Lucy 
said, pouring another glass of wine.


"Maybe he wants to fuck you, too!" Sandy replied, laughing at the 
expression that suddenly crossed her friend's face.


"If what you say is true, that wouldn't be so bad. Christ, my pussy is 
getting wet just thinking about getting laid!" Lucy said, gulping down 
her drink and sprawling on the soft couch.


Sandy followed her friend's example and drank another glass of wine. 
Her mind was confused and clear at the same time. Anything would have 
been all right with her at that moment, and she was getting anxious for 
the boys to come in so that they could join in the drinking. She held 
up her glass. "Cheers! To a set of good pictures!" she toasted .


"I'll go along with that!" Lucy responded, beginning to laugh at her 
friend's wit. Both of them were still laughing as the front door opened 
and Jimmy and Ed walked in, their arms loaded with more cases.


"Hi, girls!" Ed said, smiling as he dropped the cases on an armchair. 
Jimmy set his down on the floor alongside the chair and watched Ed go 
back out the front door.


"Not more movies," Lucy groaned. Jimmy walked to the bar and poured out 
drinks for Ed and himself before answering her.


"Everything is okay. Ed will explain it to you when he gets the rest of 
the equipment," he said, sitting down on the couch next to Lucy.


Sandy was giggling when Ed came back into the lodge with the remainder 
of his equipment. "Come on, one of you two ... tell us what's going 
on?" she said.


"I'll explain it all as soon as I can sit down," Ed replied, out of 
breath. He sat on the couch next to Jimmy and Lucy and he took the 
glass Lucy offered, drinking it down in one long pull. "Jesus, you make 
a strong drink!"


"We're dying of curiosity, Ed. What about those pictures you took? Or 
did you take any pictures?" Lucy demanded.


"I have them right here!" he said smiling, and he pulled a brown 
envelope out of his jacket pocket. He handed the envelope to Lucy, and 
Sandy jumped up and sat on the arm of the couch to see. Lucy pulled a 
stack of black-and-white photographs out of the envelope, and she was 
immediately shocked by their pure clarity. On top of the stack was a 
picture of Sandy lying naked, full length, on the couch just as she had 
suspected, only the lips of her mouth looked white, and Sandy noticed 
that fact right away.


"Hey, how come I look so funny?" she questioned, and she took the 
photograph out of Lucy's hand and thrust it at Ed. He didn't take it 
from her, surprised that she didn't get angry immediately upon seeing 
it.


"It looks like hell!" Sandy said. She watched the fascinated Lucy 
thumbing through the stack of prints. The top ones all seemed to be of 
Sandy. She could see that in some of them she had her hand clasped 
tightly to her pussy. Suddenly, Lucy came to a photograph of her and 
Jimmy. It had been snapped at just the right moment. Jimmy was leaning 
over her, his erect cock pointed straight down at her hair-lined 
widespread pussy, and she had a look of excited passion on her face.


"You bastard! What a sneaky thing to do!" Lucy said, but her eyes were 
glued to a close examination of the picture. The pictures got even 
better as Lucy continued to examine them, and they showed her and Jimmy 
in the process of fucking in many different positions.


"Did you walk into the room with them?" Sandy asked incredulously. She 
was astonished by these photographs, and just looking at them made her 
excited.


"I had to. They were so busy they didn't even notice me!" Ed replied 
cockily, and he laughed rather sadistically at his own statement. He 
got up and walked over to the bar to pour himself another drink.


"God! If my mother ... or my father ... ever saw these, they'd lock me 
up in a convent!" Lucy said, and her face was turning red with 
embarrassment and anger. Yet, at the same time, Lucy thought it was a 
good joke on her and Jimmy.


"Don't get angry, honey! Ed wouldn't let anyone see them ... would you, 
Ed?" Sandy said, the idea of what the pictures meant finally sinking 
into her brain. She knew what would happen if her parents ever saw 
them! They would kill her!


"Of course not!" Ed said from the bar, but his voice was not too 
convincing. "Oh, I have a reason for taking the pictures, all right, 
but it's not what you think it is!"


"So what the hell is it?" Lucy asked, still a little angry and 
embarrassed.


"Call it a screen test, or at least that's part of the reason!" Ed said 
casually, and he sat down taking a sip from his drink at the same time.


"What do you mean screen test?" Sandy asked, a frightening idea already 
forming in her mind. She remembered that Ed was a film student or 
something, and she wondered if he really meant what his statement 
implied.


"Well, I want to make a film with all three of you in the parts, and I 
was afraid that you wouldn't do it without being reassured that you're 
all photogenic. The pictures prove that you all look good in the nude!" 
Ed was acting like everything he wanted was already settled, and as far 
as he was concerned, it was only the first rehearsal for his 
production.


"You're crazy!" Lucy said, waving some of the photographs over at him. 
She still didn't understand what Ed was driving at, as she was far more 
interested in the pictures of herself than what Ed was a film student 
or something, and she wondered if he really meant what his statement 
implied.


"Well, I want to make a film with all three of you in the parts, and I 
was afraid that you wouldn't do it without being reassured that you're 
all photogenic. The pictures prove that you all look good in the nude!" 
Ed was acting like everything he wanted was already settled, and as far 
as he was concerned, it was only the first rehearsal for his 
production.


Sandy understood immediately, and she couldn't contain her anger. "You 
mean you want us to play parts in a dirty movie. That's what the 
equipment is for, right?" She tried to keep her voice calm, but the 
unexpected shock of what Ed was saying, on top of the wine she had 
drunk, made her almost hysterical. She was suddenly very afraid of the 
smiling Ed.


"Now, wait a minute, Sandy!" Ed pleaded. "I've already admitted that I 
had an ulterior motive in taking the pictures ... but it isn't what you 
seem to think! I've been working on a film for the New York Film 
Festival all year, and there's a dream sequence in the film that calls 
for some uninhibited sex. But the film isn't dirty or pornographic in 
any way! And, I really think I can take the ten-thousand dollar first 
prize with my film." Ed was lying smoothly, and he was proud of the way 
that the expression on the faces of Lucy and Sandy had changed from 
anger to uncertainty as he talked. "Look, I'd be happy to tell you all 
about my movie if you'd like!"


"I think you'd better!" Sandy said. She only half-believed Ed, but she 
kept her voice on an even level.


"A character in my film has a dream, and I want to film this dream 
using the three of you in the parts. I use special lenses that make the 
picture blurry, your faces won't even be recognizable. Believe me, 
these technical things are hard to explain, but I can tell you the film 
has to do with the psychology of sex. It's about the secret fears and 
wishes of a young girl. I've already made most of the film in San 
Diego. The dream sequence is all that's left," Ed lied. He was making 
up the whole thing as he went along, off the top of his head, but his 
voice was assured and convincing. He looked at Sandy and judging by her 
expression he knew that he had to go on.


Sandy wanted to believe Ed's story, but she was still concerned about 
the possibility of him lying. At first, the idea of being in a 
pornographic movie appalled her. But this was somehow different, if Ed 
was telling the truth. If their faces were not clear in the film, then 
it would present no real danger to them. And, the idea of strangers 
watching her cavorting naked on the screen lent a good deal of 
excitement to Ed's request. Sandy knew that she had to keep her head 
about this business. She waited for Ed to go on.


"The dream sequence will really be the most artistic in the whole film. 
It will keep changing colors, go to negative instead of positive, all 
kinds of very special effects to show the girl is having a special 
dream. How about it? Will you do it for me, Sandy?" Ed was smiling 
broadly, his eyes slightly moist to convince them that he was sincere--
even though he wasn't.


"You mean you want me to be the star of your movie?" Sandy asked 
incredulously. She was almost sober now, the effects of Ed's startling 
proposal overcoming the wine she'd drunk. Despite her misgivings, she 
was flattered that he wanted her in the movie. And if she would really 
be anonymous, perhaps it wouldn't be so bad. After all, they were all 
friends. She looked at Jimmy and Lucy to see their reaction. Jimmy's 
face was impassive, and Lucy was once again staring at the pictures of 
herself being fucked. Her pink tongue was lightly licking her lips and 
her eyes were boring into the prints, as if to memorize every lewd 
detail.


Ed knew it was time for his final argument. "Look!" he said, pulling 
another envelope from his pocket. "These are the negatives of the 
pictures I took last night." He got up quickly and went to the 
fireplace, hoping that no one would ask to see the negatives. "I'm 
going to burn them," he went on, hurriedly lighting a match and 
touching it to one corner of the negatives, and they watched them go up 
in acrid smoke. He turned around to face the three of them, the picture 
of sincerity. "Now do you believe me?"


"What do you think, Lucy?" Sandy asked, preferring to put the onus on 
her friend. She had been impressed with Ed's performance just now, the 
idea of them being bogus negatives never occurring to her. There was 
almost no question in her mind that it would be tremendously exciting 
to be in the movie, but she insisted that the decision be unanimous.


"It's okay with me, if Jimmy agrees!" Lucy said, giggling a little with 
lewd anticipation and mild drunkenness. She turned around to face 
Jimmy. "Do you think it's all right, honey?"


Jimmy was in a real quandary. He knew that Ed's story was a lie, that 
he intended to use the film for other than legitimate purposes. But he 
also needed the money Ed had promised him for helping to convince Sandy 
and Lucy to appear in the movie. For a few moments he was almost 
tempted to expose Ed and throw him out of the lodge. But then, he 
suddenly decided to go along with the scheme. Ed had also promised that 
Jimmy would have an opportunity to fuck the lovely young Sandy while 
the movie was being made, something that he felt was probably 
impossible under any other circumstances.


"I think it's okay," Jimmy heard himself saying. "What the hell, it 
might be fun!"


"I vote to go ahead," Lucy said. She was really feeling the effects of 
the wine, and she didn't really care about anything now but being 
fucked good and hard. She was having a difficult time putting her 
thoughts together, her pussy was burning so fiercely with anticipation.


Ed was on his feet, as if the argument were over and the decision 
already made. "Great, kids! I really appreciate this. To show you just 
how much I appreciate it, I'm going to split any prize money with you 
three! How's that?"


"What do you want us to do?" Sandy shrugged, and she felt herself 
yearning to get on with it. To hell with it, she thought to herself, 
I'm going to get fucked soon and that's the important thing. She could 
already feel the warmth spreading through her hungry loins.


"I'm going to use this room for a studio. Everything is perfect just as 
it is." Ed was moving about the room like a master director, shifting a 
piece of furniture here, moving a lamp there, until he was satisfied 
with his arrangements. "Jimmy, give me a hand with this equipment, will 
you? You girls have another drink of wine and take it easy until we get 
everything ready!"


Sandy and Lucy sipped another glass of wine and watched the two men set 
up the equipment. They were both impressed by the fancy array of 
gadgets Ed assembled from the cases of equipment he had brought up. 
Sandy found herself wanting to believe Ed's story about the film. At 
the very least, she was excited by the idea of being fucked silly or 
whatever in front of a camera. It was like having her talents recorded 
for posterity, even though she wasn't quite sure what those talents 
might be.


By the time that Ed and Jimmy had everything set up to their 
satisfaction, the girls were anxious to get on with the filming. When 
Ed went outside to get one last piece of equipment, Jimmy poured 
himself a drink and sat down with the girls.


"There's still time to change your minds about this," he said quietly. 
"Are you sure you want to go through with it?"


"Not a chance, lover!" Lucy giggled and reached over to fondle Jimmy's 
cock through his pants. She was really anticipating making the movie, 
and it was all she could do to keep herself from fucking Jimmy before 
the film even got started.


Jimmy could feel his cock beginning to respond to Lucy's hand. He had 
never fucked anyone in front of someone else ... except last night, of 
course, and that was without his knowing it. At first he worried about 
being able to get an erection with people watching, but his throbbing 
cock told him that he would have no trouble. He hoped that he could 
fuck Sandy first. He wanted to feel her little pussy tightening around 
his feverish cock while he pumped into her. Lucy was a great lay, all 
right, but it never hurt to try something new and different once in 
awhile. He had suggested to Ed that one sequence could be of the two 
girls alternately sucking his cock, but Ed had only promised to think 
about it.


The self-styled film maker came back into the room with a light meter 
and told them that he was ready to begin. He insisted that they all 
come to the center of the room for directions. "Okay. Sandy, you will 
be the dream image of the girl ... you're what the girl thinks of as 
herself. The first part of this sequence, this dream, the girl is 
seeing herself on the outside of a relationship. She sees her imagined 
lover with another girl, and she symbolically fights for him without 
success. Lucy will represent the mysterious girl that is waiting to 
have Jimmy. She wins him without a fight. The only struggle is within 
the dreaming girl herself. Do you understand?" Ed looked directly at 
Sandy, his mouth wide and smiling.


"You mean I watch while Lucy gets fucked!" Sandy said bluntly. The 
additional wine had given her courage, and she was disappointed that 
she was to be left out of the sex.


"Well, not exactly. I'll tell you what to do as we go along!" Ed 
replied, and it was apparent he wasn't the least disturbed by her 
bluntness. He went around switching on small lighting units he had set 
up, and one area of the room was suddenly bathed in cold, white light. 
Lucy was thoroughly enjoying the whole idea and she was half-undressed 
before Ed got around to calling for it. "If you all strip, I'll give 
you your positions," the curly brown-haired film maker stated simply, 
and in spite of the newness of group sex for all of them, the whole 
atmosphere seemed to dampen any embarrassment they might have otherwise 
felt.


"Let's get fucking!" Lucy said, and as she was the first one with her 
clothes off, Ed positioned her on the fur-skin rug in front of the 
fireplace. He had her kneel down on all fours with her rounded young 
buttocks up in the air, ready to receive her boyfriend's cock dog-
fashion. Ed told her not to move, but only to watch Jimmy and Sandy by 
turning her head to the side.


Her heart pounding madly, the dark-haired teenager stripped off her 
clothes too, and seeing Lucy naked on the rug made her even more 
excited. When she walked over to her friend, Ed had already positioned 
himself behind the camera, and the lights were so bright that Sandy 
could barely see the camera and found it easy to ignore it. It was like 
another world, a goldfish bowl. All she could see was the rug, Jimmy 
and Lucy, and the bright lights. The room beyond the lights didn't 
exist anymore. It was nothing more than a ring of blackness that wasn't 
in the least important.


What was important was the hardened cock Jutting out from the bush of 
pubic hair at Jimmy's loins. She didn't even hear Ed's directions when 
she went to Jimmy and slowly took his cock in her small cool hand. She 
could see in Jimmy's eyes the excitement that her naked body brought to 
him, and when her fingers wrapped around his cock, it seemed to spring 
to life as if a magic button had been pressed.


In her half-drunken state, Sandy thought it was the biggest penis that 
she had ever seen, and she fondled it lovingly. It was so thick, her 
thumb and forefinger didn't meet when she formed into an "O" shape 
around the pulsing organ. Squeezing it tightly, Sandy pulled the 
foreskin back as she ran her fingers down the length of it, and the 
rubbery flesh of the swollen purple head seemed to grow even larger. 
She wanted to have it inside her cunt, not watching it fuck into Lucy. 
Pumping her hand rhythmically along the thick cock, the aroused teenage 
girl dropped her other hand down to the triangle of her own pubic hair, 
and she seductively ran her middle finger between the hair-lined slit 
of her pink pussy. She wanted to make Jimmy excited for her body, and 
she slowly writhed her hips as she played her finger over her lust-
hardened clitoris.


The sound of the whirring camera was not disturbing anyone in the room, 
and Ed decided to keep his mouth shut for fear of disrupting the scene 
going on before him. It was working out much better than he expected, 
and he pressed his eye to the viewfinder of the camera to watch 
carefully as he zoomed in to a closeup of Sandy's face. He was sure 
that the three people whom he was filming were going to provide him 
with the best fuck film he had ever made so far, and he wanted the 
action to be as natural as possible. Tilting the camera down for a 
closeup of Sandy's body, he grinned to himself as he realized that she 
was far better looking than any other girl in pornographic films he had 
ever seen. He stopped the tilt when he saw Sandy's finger working hard 
over the tiny hardened tip of her clitoris, and he zoomed back to 
include her hand on Jimmy's penis in the shot. Sandy was moving her 
sexy young body like a nymphet in heat, and Jimmy's penis was jerking 
hard from her delicate touch. It was perfect and Ed continued filming 
as he quickly calculated other possible activities for the three people 
to perform together.


Her clitoris was throbbing with prurient sensations from her massaging 
finger, and Sandy stared down at the gigantically erect cock in her 
other hand. Jimmy was tall and muscular, his dark hair a nice accent to 
his smooth, tanned body, but Sandy was mostly impressed with his cock. 
Hanging below the dark bush of his pubic hair was the sperm-heavy sac 
holding his balls, and as she worked her fingers over the long, 
pulsingly hard column, the balls looked as though they would burst from 
the sheer pressure of his cum. She could just imagine them swinging 
like a twin pendulum to slam into her anus as the thick shaft drove 
hard into her pussy, and she squeezed her fingers around the cock, 
wishing feverishly that he could get to really fuck her like he had 
never done it to any girl before.


The effects of the numerous drinks Lucy had consumed were causing her 
to forget what she was waiting for, and she just stayed kneeling down, 
her head resting between her arms. She knew that she was going to be 
fucked by Jimmy, and she felt as though she would have to wait until he 
was ready to do it. The warmth of the lights all around made her naked 
buttocks seem more than just uncovered. Her excited anticipation was 
causing the moisture to form in the folds of her vagina and the heat 
around her body only whetted her lust. She was going to be fucked and 
she was willing to wait ... but not for long.


"Fuck me good, later, Jimmy," Sandy whispered, her lips close to his 
ear. She didn't want Lucy to overhear what she was saying, but she 
wanted that burgeoning cock deep up inside of her. The twenty-year-old 
youth turned to look directly at her, and his warm, brown eyes made her 
heart pound even more from the obvious lust in their depths. She could 
see that he wanted to put his throbbing cock in her liquid pussy, but 
then he turned his head toward Lucy.


Jimmy was thinking of the money that Ed had promised him for his help, 
and in spite of his desire for Sandy, he was going to follow his 
instructions to the letter. Placing his hands on Sandy's firm round 
breasts, he moved his mouth closer to her ears. "Later," he said, and 
as if in emphasis to his simple statement, he gave her nerve-tingling 
breasts a gentle squeeze.


"Now! Please now!" Sandy pleaded, and she sat down on the mattress, 
throwing her legs out wide so Jimmy could get a clear view of her 
moistly pink pussy.


The young man looked down at her sensuous body for a moment, almost 
overwhelmed with his lust for her, but then he moved toward the bent-
over Lucy. His cock was standing out straight from his belly, the 
purple head looking like a thick, blunt cudgel on the end of a long 
stick. Without hesitating another moment, he knelt down on the mattress 
between the spread, creamy thighs Lucy held up to him, and as if on 
cue, Lucy reached her hand back between her legs to take the now rock-
hard penis in her hand.


Sandy recognized that the situation was hopeless for her, at least for 
the moment, and she moved closer to Lucy to get a good look while she 
continued to tease her own soft tingling pussy with her hand. She lay 
flat on the rug, her face next to Lucy's so she could see up between 
Lucy's legs, and then she spread her legs out wide so that Jimmy could 
see her fingering and playing with her own moistly heated cunt.


Ed was just about to interrupt and tell Sandy to move and stop blocking 
the camera's view of Lucy and Jimmy, but when Sandy lay back on the 
rug, he was pleased with her subsequent position, and he kept his mouth 
shut. He was able to get Sandy's self-fingering on film at the same 
time he was filming Jimmy fucking Lucy. It was the ideal shot, and he 
panned the camera from a closeup of Sandy's wet cunt to the spread 
cheeks of Lucy's buttocks, just as Jimmy was moving his cock toward her 
tight young pussy.


Wide-eyed with building lust, Sandy watched as the blonde girl took the 
large fleshy staff in her fingers and began to work the rubbery tip 
along the hair-lined slit of her steaming vagina. She used the penis to 
part the lips of her pussy, pausing to groan when the mushroom-shaped 
tip brushed over her clitoris then wiggling her trembling buttocks back 
until the huge pulsating instrument was poised over the tight opening 
of her inner depths. The angle she was watching from allowed Sandy to 
see just exactly what Lucy was looking at, and it seemed as if there 
was only the lower half of a man kneeling down between her legs. The 
long cock was pushing against the restricting mouth of her cuntal 
passage, and the cum-heavy balls hung freely between his dark thighs. 
Unconsciously, Sandy used her finger to follow the progress of Jimmy's 
fucking cock entering Lucy, her own extended finger fucking into her 
own burning vagina at the same time.


The ragged pink flesh suddenly folded inward, and Sandy stared as the 
thick head disappeared inside the tight opening of Lucy's hot little 
cunt. Following suit, she pushed her finger inside her own boiling 
cunt, and in spite of her disappointment that it was only her own 
finger, she felt a lewdly exciting sensation flash through her body.


"OOoouuuhh!" Lucy squealed, and she lurched forward slightly to keep 
Jimmy from driving his lust-engorged penis all the way inside. She 
wanted to wait until her pussy stretched to accommodate the massive 
organ, and Jimmy obligingly held back from shoving his cock all the way 
to the hilt in one long stroke. The tightness of her moistly heated 
pussy around the head of his throbbing penis made the youth's balls 
draw up with excited pressure. He had to fight to keep his cum from 
squirting out right then and there and being able to clearly see 
Sandy's finger plunging in and out of her gaping vagina didn't help his 
control in the least.


The sight of Sandy's naked body sensuously lying there next to Lucy 
made his mind whirl lewdly with excited lust. He had never been in a 
group sex situation before, and he found the whole experience highly 
pleasurable. He wanted to fuck both of the passionately responding 
girls at the same time, but he stuck to doing as Ed had asked. His eyes 
were glued to the soft pubic hair-covered mound nestled between Sandy's 
widespread thighs, even as he slowly fucked into the steaming pussy of 
the kneeling girl in front of him. Suddenly Lucy's warm fingers reached 
back and made contact with his balls, and the tantalizing caress caused 
him to shove forward hard, pushing his thick cock in an even-paced 
thrust down her warm cuntal passage until his pelvis smacked hard 
against her widespread ass-cheeks.


"Uuuuuggghhh!" Lucy groaned as the thick cock slid into the depths of 
her womb. She could feel the huge spongy tip stretching the walls of 
her cunt as it plunged into her, and every nerve of her passion-
drenched passage was transmitting the sensation to her brain. It felt 
hot and it felt good.


Sandy was amazed to see the long fleshy cock disappear so smoothly and 
easily completely up into her friend's tight little belly, and she 
leaned closer to watch the dog-style coupling. When Jimmy's pubic bush 
smacked into Lucy's buttocks, his balls swung forward between her 
spread thighs, and they set off a ripple that ran all the way through 
Lucy's body up to her breasts. The watching girl could see the large 
breasts swing forward from the impact, and their nipples brushed across 
the soft fur of the rug. Sandy shoved her finger further into her own 
pussy until the palm of her hand was pressing firmly and flatly against 
her wide-open cuntal area. Her womb was burning with desire, and the 
sight of Jimmy's cock fucking into the pussy of her best friend just 
inches away from her lustful gaze was the most exciting thing she had 
ever witnessed in her life. She thrust two more of her fingers into her 
hotly clasping vagina without being aware of what she was doing.


Reaching her hand back between her thighs again to touch Jimmy's balls, 
Lucy felt the throbbing head of his penis jerking against her cervix. 
He was completely filling her vagina with his huge member, and she 
could tell that he was already near the point of shooting his hot 
stored-up cum deep into her belly. The wine she had drunk was still 
making her head fuzzy, but at the same time, it seemed to heighten the 
sensations in her cunt. Touching the twin sacs of the youth's balls 
with the tips of her gentle fingers, she could feel the pressure 
swirling inside, his sperm anxious for release. Then, slowly, Jimmy 
began to withdraw his cock from her depths, and Lucy raised her 
buttocks to feel the full sensation of its movement within her. When 
only the blood-swollen cock-head remained inside her, she arched her 
hips back to give him complete access to her hungry, wide-stretched 
pussy. His throbbing cock plowed back into her fiercely like a steam 
locomotive.


"Yessss! Fuck me like that, baby!" Lucy screamed as Jimmy's cock filled 
her cunt with his rapid thrusts. The bulb-shaped tip pushed into the 
lower wall of her belly, and the slithering sensation of the long 
plunge raced through her with such force he nearly lifted her knees 
clear of the rug; then he instantly started to rhythmically pound his 
long, rampant member in and out of her burning cuntal passage.


Sandy couldn't take her eyes from the lewdly pounding couple next to 
her, and as Jimmy's cock withdrew from Lucy's tight cunt, she could see 
the white lubricating fluid clinging stickily to the long shaft. At 
that moment, the teenage brunette felt jealous, and she was angry that 
he wasn't fucking savagely into her instead of Lucy. It didn't matter 
to her that Jimmy was Lucy's boyfriend. What did count was that there 
was a big erect cock so close, but it wasn't fucking into her cunt. She 
had to be satisfied with her fingers, and they were proving to be 
inadequate in comparison.


As Jimmy drove his cock forward into Lucy's wet, frantically clasping 
pussy, Sandy could see the pink flesh fold inward, then it would roll 
out with his cock's withdrawal from her. It looked as if Lucy's cunt 
was sucking, mouth-like at the hard cock, trying frantically to keep 
the thick penis from leaving her cunt. Each time Jimmy pushed into her 
pussy again, Lucy spread her legs out a little bit wider, making it 
easier for him to probe even deeper up into her belly.


Sandy turned her gaze to Jimmy's face, and she was surprised to find 
out that he was not looking down at Lucy's buttocks but instead was 
watching her own frantic fingers flying in and out of her excited 
pussy. The fingers seemed to be keeping time with his strokes, and for 
a moment, Sandy wondered if she was following his rhythm or whether it 
was the other way around. His look excited Sandy, and she arched her 
hips forward and up to give him a clear view of her hungry vagina. She 
wiggled her buttocks sensuously, hoping that her movement would turn 
him on to the idea of fucking her too.


Seeing Sandy playing with her own tight little cunt was really 
exciting, and Jimmy wanted desperately to shove his finger into her 
cunt, too. Maybe it was possible he thought as he ran his hands over 
Lucy's writhing buttocks, groping at her soft flesh, and he imagined 
just how it would be to have his finger ramming up into Sandy's liquid 
passage at the same time that he was fucking Lucy. Then he looked at 
Lucy's widespread buttocks, and he ran his hands down over the firm 
cheeks until his fingers reached down and pulled the crevice apart.


Pushing his hips forward again, he drove his cock deep up into her cunt 
until his pubic hair was smashing into the hot crevice of her buttocks. 
As he pulled back, he could clearly see the tiny puckered anus nestled 
warmly between the melon-shaped cheeks, and he used the middle finger 
of his right hand to probe at the rubbery ring of tight flesh. Lucy 
instantly responded to his touch by wiggling her buttocks obscenely, 
and he teased his finger around the soft puckered anal mouth to loosen 
the tight flesh, then suddenly shoved his extended middle finger hard 
up inside her writhing rectum.


"OOOOOHH!" Lucy whimpered from the sudden unnatural entry into her 
anus, but then she pushed back against Jimmy's long finger. He was 
amazed at how very excited Lucy had become and wanted to test her 
further. He shoved his rigid finger further up into her hotly 
responding rectum until it was in past the second knuckle.


"OOOOuuu! Goodddd! Fucckk ... that's gooooddd!" Lucy moaned, and she 
fucked back against the twin objects working frantically in her loins. 
In spite of the slight momentary pain, Lucy felt more excited by the 
finger being there in her rectum, and her belly started to jerk with 
tremendous spasms of joy. With his obscenely probing finger, Jimmy 
could feel his penis fucking in and out of Lucy's cunt through the thin 
wall of flesh separating her two passages, and he matched the rhythm of 
his cock with his extended middle finger driving back and forth inside 
her hot rectum. He stared at the tight ring of her anus stretched out 
around his finger, and he watched the elastic-like flesh roll in with 
the finger and out again as his finger did. Lucy was growing wild from 
his manipulations in her tender loins, and he felt sure she was going 
to climax at any moment. He looked down at the spread-eagled teenager 
lying next to him, and he began gasping with heightened excitement as 
he saw that she was following his lead.


Wanting to feel everything that her blonde-haired friend was feeling, 
Sandy dropped her free hand down to the crevice of her buttocks. She 
pushed her middle finger between the hairless cheeks in search of her 
anus, and finding the tiny hole, she worked the extended finger slowly 
inside herself. At first, the pain was more than she could bear, and 
she stopped pushing her driving finger in any deeper. She wondered why 
Lucy hadn't screamed out when she felt Jimmy's finger, but seeing the 
look of complete ecstasy on her girl friend's face, she went on to push 
her finger further up into her own rectum.


Her fingernail scraped at the tight rubbery flesh, but the lust-driven 
teenager pushed her finger in anyway, finding that she could actually 
feel the three other fingers working in her cunt. Sandy shoved her 
lewdly skewering finger in as deep as it would go, feeling a jolting 
sensation dancing up her spine. It was like a strangely masochistic 
pleasure, and she began to fuck the finger in her anus in time to the 
fingers in her burning cunt. It was feeling fantastic, and she knew 
that she was going to succeed in bringing herself to a climax.


With his heart pounding faster than ever, Ed reached up to wipe the 
perspiration from his forehead without taking his eyes from the 
viewfinder of the camera. He knew that everything was going to explode 
at any moment, and he wanted to be sure that he didn't miss anything. 
His excitement was twofold as he was already counting up the money that 
he knew the film would bring him, while at the same time his own iron-
hard cock was throbbing achingly against the rough fabric of his tight 
pants, and he desperately wanted to fuck both the young girls until 
neither of them could walk.


He tried to restrain any notions of getting himself involved in the 
lewd scene as the money was of first importance. Yet the lascivious way 
that Sandy was fingering herself alongside the madly writhing bodies of 
Lucy and Jimmy was almost too much to take. He had to force himself to 
concentrate on the job of operating the camera and he wondered if he 
had remembered to turn on the tape recorder before he had started to 
run the camera. The momentary lapse of memory helped remind Ed to clear 
his head, and he found that he had remembered to start the recorder. 
Everything was going fine in fact, and he slowly moved the camera in 
for a closeup on the widespread cheeks of Lucy's white buttocks.


"OOOOHHH! Please! Yes! Give it to me! Fuck my cunt! Please!" Lucy 
screamed as her pelvic area was pounded by the two flesh-and-blood 
objects. The spasms in her womb were becoming more and more intense, 
and she clamped the strong muscle of her anus down hard on Jimmy's long 
finger. She knew she was nearing her climax, and she rode back against 
the instruments in her rectum and in her cunt like a wanton whore. She 
wanted his hot sticky cum filling her belly to overflowing, squirting 
up inside her cunt until she almost burst from the pressure.


The tight slick cunt walls around his cock seemed like rippling waves 
of pleasure, and Jimmy could feel the unbearable pleasure in his balls 
building to a point beyond containment. He pulled his finger from 
Lucy's molten rectum so he could push his hard penis to the maximum 
depths of her hungrily clasping young pussy, and then he looked down at 
Sandy on the rug beside them. She was glassy-eyed in her passionate 
heights, and her fingers were working furiously in both her cunt and 
anus. Her mouth was half-open, and she was muttering out lewd words as 
the liquid in her pussy spilled out around her pumping fingers. Jimmy 
kept staring at the lust-driven teenager as he arched his strong torso 
forward, and he felt the fantastic sensation of his hot sticky cum 
beginning its circuitous route to the tip of his swollen cock.


"OOOOOHHH! OOOOHHHH! OOOOHHH!" Lucy grunted as she felt the long hard 
pole plunge deep up inside her womb, the head swelling out like it was 
going to explode, and her womb shattered into a giant profusion of 
orgasmic joy.


"AAAAGCGHHH! OOOHHHH! FFFUUUCCCKKK! I'MM CCUUUMMMIIIINNNGGGG!" Lucy 
bucked wildly back, her screaming lungs making animal-like sounds as 
her cunt contracted around the blood-filled cock buried deep up inside 
her belly.


Leaning back to hold his cock inside the blonde-haired girl's liquid 
womb, Jimmy felt the gripping pleasure of his cum traveling up the 
length of his cock.


"I'm cuuummmiinggg!" he groaned, and with a mighty jerk, his hot sticky 
fluid exploded from the tip of his excited organ the first hot burst 
making Lucy scream with joy. Then his cock began spasmodically jerking 
over and over as his sperm shot deep into her liquidly contracting 
depths. The shuddering youth shut his eyes and felt every sensation of 
his climax resounding in every nerve, as if all of his sensations were 
concentrated on the tip of his spewing penis. The walls of Lucy's cunt 
were rhythmically clasping and unclasping the throbbing penis as each 
burst of his cum splashed deeper into her womb. A hot sticky liquid of 
their combined climax spilled out around the thickness of his cock, 
covering his pubic hair with its liquid warmth, and slowly running down 
his balls and thighs.


Lucy was in heaven. It was as if she had finally gotten the gift 
promised to her hours before by Ed, and she hung onto the pleasure like 
a greedy child. Nothing else mattered but that every moment was better 
than the last as the tremendous spasms of ecstasy shot through her. Her 
mind flashed over the sensations filling her body, the hard spewing 
column of flesh in her cunt sending out wave after wave of pleasure as 
the bursts of hot cum smashed into the base of her belly. Her nipples 
brushed sensuously across the soft fur of the rug as her breasts swung 
from side to side, and she yelled from the delight of the pleasure 
filling her being. She didn't want it ever to stop, her cunt sucked 
wildly at the jerking cock, milking it of all it had to give.


Loosening and tightening at the muscles in her inner thighs as her cunt 
contracted around her fingers, Sandy felt the pleasure of her own 
climax from deep within her belly. The middle finger of her left hand 
was shoved all the way inside her rectum, and she could feel the 
rippling walls of her cunt around the fingers buried inside it. It felt 
good, but she was staring at the writhing couple beside her, their 
bodies bucking together in the heights of ecstasy.


Lucy was flailing back and forth while she shoved her widespread 
buttocks back against the hard pounding penis buried deep in her pussy. 
There was only one thing that Sandy was missing, the hot blast of cum 
from a huge swollen penis, but she felt somewhat satisfied by the 
manipulations of her own fingers. Watching closely, she could see the 
white sticky mixture of their cum running down their tightly pressed 
bodies, and it splashed in glistening wet spots onto the tanned flesh 
of Jimmy's leg.


Lucy had really been fucked good, Sandy thought, and she would be next. 
As the spasms in her belly died down, Sandy again remembered where she 
was, and she stared out into the darkness surrounding the lights for a 
sign of life. Squinting into the brightness, she finally located the 
camera with Ed still pressing his eye to the viewfinder. Lucy and Jimmy 
collapsed together on the rug, and they were breathing so hard that 
Sandy couldn't tell if the camera was still running.


"Oh, man!" Lucy exclaimed as she lay flat on her belly with Jimmy still 
mounted on top of her. They were obviously exhausted from the extreme 
coupling, and Sandy smiled at their obscene position on the rug. 
Without waiting another minute, Sandy pulled her fingers from her cunt 
and rectum, the white liquid feeling sticky in her hand, and she got up 
off the rug. Screening her eyes from the brightness in front of her, 
she looked directly at the camera.


"Hey! So now what?" she asked in a sexy voice, and it sounded like she 
was asking for directions to be fucked. The lights suddenly went out, 
and a lamp in the corner of the big room was all that remained visible 
for a second. When her eyes had adjusted to the darkness of the room, 
she found Ed standing near a recorder, and she walked over to him. She 
was experiencing a new feeling in that she was completely 
unselfconscious over her nakedness as she approached Ed. "Was 
everything okay?"


"Yeah, just fine. I didn't shoot it all, but I got a good beginning to 
the dream," Ed lied. He had already calculated what he wanted next, but 
he wasn't going to divulge that information until the right moment.


Sandy rubbed her breasts seductively as Ed stood up from the recorder. 
"How did I look?" she whispered, her womb still burning with lewd 
excitement. She hoped that Ed would take her to bed that very moment, 
but she was to be disappointed.


"You looked beautiful, baby!" Ed said smiling. "I've never seen a girl 
as sensuous as you!" His compliment was intended to flatter Sandy so he 
could have her continued cooperation, but he was also telling her the 
truth. She really was the most sensual young girl he had ever seen.


"Jesus Christ, I'm tired!" Jimmy said suddenly. The other three burst 
out laughing at his obvious distress. He and Lucy fucked all last 
night--until the early morning hours of today, really--and then he had 
driven to San Diego and back. After his just-completed workout with 
Lucy he must really be dead, Sandy thought to herself. Jimmy stood up 
and yawned, his large penis now shrunken and still glistening from the 
mixture of cum. "I'm going to catch some sleep if you don't need me 
anymore."


He walked to the heavy drapes and pulled them apart slightly. Outside 
it was still daylight, but the curtains effectively kept all of the 
sunlight out. He felt as though it must be at least midnight. Without 
waiting for an answer, he walked wearily into one of the bedrooms and 
pulled the door shut after him.


As if in some sort of reaction, Ed began to yawn too. Sandy tried to 
keep the disappointment off her face and from her voice. "You're not 
tired, are you Ed?"


Ed smiled wearily at her and nodded his head. "I'm sorry, Sandy. I know 
how you must feel, but I'm afraid I wouldn't be much good to you as 
exhausted as I am!"


Oh well, Sandy thought bitterly, I did get some pleasure out of the 
filming--even it was only with my own fingers. She could understand 
Ed's logic. She didn't want a half-hearted fuck, she wanted a hard-
driving cock ramming into her for a long time, and it would be worse 
than nothing if her excited pussy couldn't keep Ed awake long enough to 
make her cum.


"Okay, lover! But don't think I can wait forever!"


As Ed's lips brushed her forehead he quietly promised her that she 
would only have to wait a few hours. Then, he turned and followed Jimmy 
into the bedroom.


Sandy was disappointed, of course, but she told herself that she could 
wait that long. As her body sank down onto the rug beside Lucy, she 
cursed her friend's satisfied smile.


Chapter 5


After Jimmy and Ed had gone to bed, Sandy and Lucy lay on the rug and 
argued about what to fix for dinner. When they finally had settled on a 
quick snack of hamburgers and Cokes, they couldn't make up their minds 
who should to the cooking. Ultimately, Sandy gave up and went into the 
kitchen to prepare their snack. Lucy was still lying on the rug when 
Sandy brought the tray with their food back into the front room.


"Come on and eat, Lucy," Sandy said to her naked friend, "you want to 
get your strength back for the next session!" They both ate hurriedly, 
hungry from their earlier activities. When they were finished, they 
once again stretched out on the rug.


"I wonder how Ed affords all this filming equipment," Lucy said, waving 
her hand around the room at the camera and lights.


"Oh, I imagine most of it belongs to the college," Sandy replied. She 
was still a little miffed about being left out of the afternoon's 
activities with Jimmy. It didn't seem fair that she should be the 
"star" of the movie if the blonde-haired girl was going to get all the 
fucking. And from the way Jimmy had watched her while he was balling 
Lucy, Sandy felt sure that he wished he had a different partner, too. 
It seemed strange to lie here with Lucy, both of them stark naked, 
discussing film equipment that had been used to shoot such candid 
movies of themselves. Less than two days ago they would have both been 
shocked at the suggestion of appearing in pornographic home movies. 
Despite Ed's protestations, Sandy could still not bring herself to 
believe all that he had told them about the movie being for any film 
festival. Still, she and Lucy had been given a choice and they had both 
decided to go ahead with the movie.


"Do you think the camera operates automatically so that all of us can 
be fucking at once?" Lucy asked. She felt a little guilty about this 
afternoon, too. Not that she would have traded places with Sandy. Jimmy 
was her boyfriend and he should be fucking her! But it would be nice if 
the four of them could be fucking at the same time for the movie.


"I don't know," Sandy replied, "all I know is that there's going to be 
one hell of an argument if I don't get some action soon!" She ran her 
hand through her short hair, feeling the tangled mess it was, and 
decided to do something about it.


"Lucy, I'm going to take a shower before the guys wake up. My hair 
feels awful!" Sandy stated, and she got up and started toward her 
bedroom.


"Do you mind if I join you in the shower?" Lucy asked, getting up from 
the rug. She didn't want to use the shower in her own bedroom for fear 
of disturbing the sleeping boys.


"No, I don't mind. Come on!" Sandy said over her shoulder.


Sandy turned on the shower while Lucy got extra towels from the linen 
closet. They both stepped under the stinging spray and began to lather 
themselves. Sandy watched her friend out of the corner of her eye. 
Lucy's busy hands were working so gently it was almost as if she were 
caressing herself instead of bathing. When the young blonde reached her 
pussy, her fingers began a slow massage with the bar of scented soap, 
rubbing it gently into the space between her legs and teasing it along 
her pussy lips. She lifted her legs and body a little to give her hand 
better access to that secret spot. Unconsciously, Sandy's own hand 
began the same moment and her fingers suddenly brushed her clitoris, 
sending little shivers of delight through her loins.


Sandy heard someone laughing and she looked up to find Lucy grinning at 
her. She blushed and took her hands away from her pubic mound.


"Don't let me stop you, Sandy! I was laughing because someone walking 
in here now would think we were a couple of real sex-starved girls. 
They'd never believe all the fucking we've had in the past twenty-fours 
hours!"


Sandy smiled at her friend's words and resumed soaping herself. The 
warm water felt wonderful and she stepped closer to the stinging spray 
until it was coursing through her hair and down her whole body. She 
wondered what it would be like to be fucked in the driving rain, to 
have soft sky-water mix with perspiration and cum. It was an exciting 
thought.


Both girls finished their showers at the same time and toweled each 
other dry, using the huge fluffy beach towels. Afterwards, they climbed 
into Sandy's bed and lay there, arms around each other until they both 
dozed off, Lucy, tired but satiated--Sandy, tired but looking forward 
to Ed's promise of satisfaction for her soon.


*  *  *  *


Sandy and Lucy had awakened from their sleep about midnight and were 
sitting in the front room drinking coffee when they heard someone 
stirring in the bedroom. It was a warm night and neither had bothered 
to dress, preferring instead to just wear thin and revealing wrappers.


"What do you think Ed is going to have us do tonight?" Lucy asked. The 
wine and sex-induced euphoria was gone and she was beginning to have 
some misgivings about continuing with the film. More than anything 
else, she needed to have reassurance from Sandy that they were doing 
the right thing.


Sandy couldn't even begin to guess what Ed had in mind for them. She 
had awakened with a strange feeling in the pit of her stomach. At 
first, she had attributed it to the wine and the excitement of the 
afternoon, but it soon became apparent to her that it was more than 
that. Sitting quietly here with Lucy while the exhausted Ed and Jimmy 
slept, she was more than ever convinced that they were making a mistake 
by going on with the obscene motion picture. Ed's arguments had been 
just a little too smooth to be true. It was almost as if he were 
playing some sort of game with them. She didn't want to alarm Lucy by 
voicing her doubts, but they were certainly there. It was one thing to 
have the boys up for a good time while they had the opportunity. It was 
something else entirely to allow something to happen that would put 
their future in jeopardy.


"Are you having any second thoughts about going on with it?" she asked 
Lucy, trying to keep her own doubts out of her voice.


"No!" Lucy replied immediately. "At least, I don't think so. I don't 
think I've ever felt quite so good as when Jimmy was fucking me this 
afternoon. You know, the idea that you and Ed were watching and 
everything made it really great!"


"Yeah, you looked like you were enjoying it!" Sandy said sarcastically. 
She had still not gotten over her disappointment at having to watch her 
friend being fucked while she could only look on in frustration. She 
knew that if something didn't happen to her hungry pussy soon she might 
just tell all of them to go to hell! It wasn't fair to expect her to 
just sit idly by while Lucy got all the pleasure. She, Sandy, was 
supposed to be the star of the movie!


Sandy's thoughts were interrupted as Ed came out of the bedroom, 
dressed only in his shorts. He smiled at the girls sleepily, rubbing 
his eyes to clear them. "Hi!" he said, "did you guys get any sleep?"


"We got a few hours rest," Lucy told him. "Is Jimmy awake yet?"


"No, we don't need him for this next sequence, so I thought I'd let him 
sleep for awhile. Is there anymore coffee?" He sat down on the couch 
next to Sandy while Lucy went to the kitchen to get his coffee. "How do 
you feel, sweetheart?" he said to the grim visaged Sandy.


"Just fine, Ed!" Sandy's reply was cold and unfriendly. "But I think 
it's about time we settled a couple of things! First, I'm not at all 
sure that I believe you about what the movie is for!" She motioned for 
him to remain quiet as he tried to interrupt her. "Secondly, I'm not 
going to sit here and watch everyone else get screwed! Is that clear?"


"Jesus, Sandy, take it easy will you?" Ed pleaded, sensing that Sandy 
was close to spoiling all his plans. "I don't know how else I can 
convince you that I'm telling you the truth!" He put his arms around 
her and pulled her to him, his hands beginning a slow, passionate 
massage of her back and hips. "As for not getting any of the action, 
well, I promise you that won't happen again!"


He could feel Sandy's warm body begin to respond to his caresses and he 
increased the area of his massage by slipping one hand underneath the 
thin wrapper and moving the palm of his hand over her swelling breasts. 
Her nipple started to come erect, and a warm feeling began to spread 
through her loins. As she opened her mouth to speak again, Ed brought 
his face to hers and his mouth closed over her parted lips. His tongue 
darted out seeking hers, and she responded warmly by wrapping her own 
moist tongue over his and drawing it further into her mouth. His other 
hand came inside the wrapper and forced itself between her heated 
thighs, probing for her pussy. Just as she relaxed and began to spread 
her legs apart, they heard Lucy's voice.


"Wow! You two don't waste any time, do you?" Lucy was standing in front 
of the couch, a cup of coffee in her hand.


Ed and Sandy pulled apart quickly and Ed took the coffee from Lucy. He 
knew everything was all right for the moment, but he told himself that 
he would have to be damned careful with Sandy. She was no fool and it 
would be a serious mistake if he didn't make sure that she got fucked 
soon. He gulped down the hot coffee and smiled at Sandy.


"I guarantee you that you'll get all the fucking you want tonight! 
Okay?"


Sandy's pussy was burning with desire and she could only nod in assent. 
All of her misgivings were gone for the moment and she wanted nothing 
more than to feel the ecstasy of orgasm exploding within her moist 
pussy. If she didn't get fucked soon it would be more than she could 
stand.


Ed got up and went to one of the black equipment cases piled on the 
floor. He opened it and took out a smaller package in his lap.


"What do you have there?" Lucy asked, reaching out to take the package.


"Just a minute!" Ed said sharply, and Lucy took her hand away. "I want 
to explain the scene we'll be doing!" Both girls looked at him 
expectantly. He paused for a moment, then asked them to go to the rug 
that had been the scene of this afternoon's activities and sit down.


Both girls removed their thin wrappers before sitting down. "Okay, So 
what do we do now?" Sandy questioned in a slightly mocking voice.


Ed stood over them, his arms moving rapidly as he explained the scene. 
He was using his director's voice again, self-assured and 
authoritative.


"All right! In the beginning of the dream, Sandy, you represent the 
girl's vision of herself watching others make love. Now in this 
sequence we'll do next, you experience your second disillusionment. You 
expect to have a man make love to you, but the dream turns into a 
psychological nightmare, and you discover yourself in the arms of a 
woman instead." Ed was talking off the top of his head, but he was 
sounding as if he knew what the film was all about. It was his excuse 
for having them do what he wanted.


"Do you mean that I get it done to me by Lucy?" Sandy asked in mock 
horror. She was trying to stay with Ed's train of thought, but couldn't 
help laughing at this absurd idea.


"In a sense, yes!" Ed replied, and he then picked up the package and 
opened it. He very dramatically pulled the contents out of the box, and 
he held up a large dildo in front of the girl's astonished faces. "With 
this!" he announced, and he handed the rubber phallus to Lucy.


"You're crazy!" Lucy exclaimed, holding the dildo like some diseased 
object, but at the same time she was fascinated by the strange device. 
She had never seen a dildo before, and she stared at all its 
intricacies.


Sandy started laughing again as she realized what the plan was, only 
her laughter was more nervous than jovial. It was a lewd, vile idea, 
and she didn't want to be subjected to such an obscene seduction. Yet 
her womb burned at the sight of the dildo, and she could feel the 
hungry feeling in the pit of her stomach growing more intense. The 
dildo was pink colored, and it looked just like a hugely erect penis, 
except that it wasn't on a man. In spite of her distaste, Sandy found 
herself wondering what the large hard rubber object would feel like 
inside her vagina.


"I'm not going to do it!" Lucy suddenly stated, and she held the 
phallus out for Ed to take back.


"Of course you are!" Ed said quickly, and his tone had an edge to it 
that made Lucy hesitate. He was smiling, but there was a hardness to 
his expression that frightened her. She thought of the photographs Ed 
had taken earlier. For the first time the thought came to her that he 
could have made other prints from the negatives before he burned them! 
Giving up the prints would be meaningless if he could have others to 
hold over them!


"Don't worry, I'll direct you through the whole act," Ed said in a more 
pleasant tone. He was the director of the film and he was going to be 
obeyed, of course. "You needn't take it all seriously, you know. That's 
part of being a good actress," he added, and he was looking directly at 
Sandy. She hadn't said anything yet, but he was convinced that she 
wasn't going to give him anymore trouble.


"Sandy, you just listen to what I say, and everything will be all 
right. Remember, the girl is dreaming this whole thing, so you will 
have to pretend you are enjoying it after I tell you when." Ed started 
moving around various pieces of equipment as he spoke, getting things 
ready to shoot again. When he turned the lights on, Sandy felt isolated 
again in another world.


The apprehensive teenager looked away from the lights as they came on, 
and she saw that Lucy was holding the dildo like some foreign object 
not to be touched. She took it from her and immediately felt the full 
length of the hard rubber penis. There was no life to it, but it seemed 
like a warm object nonetheless. She was dismayed and disappointed at 
the planned scene, but she still felt like it would prove to be an 
interesting experience. She smiled at Lucy, who was still a little 
confused, and handed the dildo back to her. "It's bigger than anything 
I've ever had," she said smiling, making a comment about Ed, and Lucy 
felt more at ease as she realized that there was a camaraderie between 
herself and Sandy.


"So what do I do first?" Lucy asked boldly, her mind made up to enjoy 
the part she was given. "Do I just stick this thing in her cunt, or 
what?"


"It's a dream! You've got to seduce me!" Sandy said without waiting for 
Ed to reply. She was getting strangely excited about the part too, and 
she was beginning to think that the whole experience might be a lot of 
fun.


Ed switched on the last of his equipment before moving behind the 
camera. After checking the camera out, he decided it was ready to roll. 
"Okay, this is what I want," he commanded in his best directorial 
voice, "Sandy, you are lying on the rug as if in a dream. I want you to 
run your hands over your breasts and thighs as if waiting for someone 
to fuck you. Then, Lucy, you stand over there," he continued. He moved 
Lucy to a point just out of camera range, to show her where he meant. 
"Now you stay there until I tell you to move, then you go to Sandy, and 
begin to make love to her. I'll tell you when to bring the dildo out," 
he added. He placed the dildo within reach of Sandy's naked body. Then, 
checking the lighting one more time, he returned to the camera. He 
pressed his eye to the viewfinder, and adjusted the lens to take in all 
of Sandy's naked young body.


The familiar feeling of being in a goldfish bowl took over again for 
Sandy. She was lying flat on her back legs out a slight distance apart, 
and she could see nothing at all except the bright lights around her. 
She was going to be fucked, and suddenly it didn't matter how or by 
whom, it was enough just to be fully satisfied. It was the mixed 
sensation of feeling isolated while at the same time knowing she was 
being observed that made her passionate, and she found herself anxious 
to go.


"All right, Sandy, action!" came the voice out of the darkness, but it 
wasn't necessary since she was already beginning to fondle her breasts. 
Her hands were like distant objects, intended only to stimulate her and 
make her feel good. She rubbed her full breasts with gentle sensuous 
motions, and her nipples were instantly erect. The tiny pink tips stood 
up proudly, and she worked them between her fingers, enjoying the 
sensations it gave her.


The drops of lubricating fluid nestling just within the hair-lined slit 
of her vagina made their presence known, and she rubbed her inner 
thighs together as she felt the sensitive nerve end of her clitoris 
respond. Releasing one of her nipples, she ran her hand down over the 
smooth flesh of her belly until she reached the sparse beginning of the 
curling triangle of soft pubic hair. It was her cunt she was after, and 
pointing the way with her middle finger, she slowly worked her hand 
down over the mound of pink flesh. The aroused teenager's finger 
drifted naturally into the moistened slit, and she drew it back until 
it made contact with her already sensitized clitoris.


"Aaaahhhhhh!" Sandy moaned out loud as the bolt of electric pleasure 
danced through her lust-hungry body. The nerve end was hard, and she 
played her finger over it, enjoying every sensation that it gave her. 
The pit of her belly was on fire, and the manipulation of her clitoris 
made the fire burn brighter. Pushing her whole hand down over the mound 
of her pussy, Sandy spread her legs wider apart to give herself ample 
access, and she then worked her middle finger around the tight opening 
of her vaginal passage. The trembling crevice was wet and warm, and her 
finger slipped easily inside the glove-like hole. It felt good, but her 
mind was thinking about the huge dildo that lay nearby. In a few 
moments she would have that big cock fucking into her cunt and the 
thought was enough to make her scream for it.


"OOOOOH! Fuck me! Please, fuck me!" Sandy pleaded to no one in 
particular, but Ed thought she was just doing a good job of acting. So 
did Lucy at first, but when Ed told her to get ready, she was already 
thinking about doing the same thing that Sandy was doing. Watching 
Sandy like that made her crazy with lust herself and when Ed finally 
said for her to go to the rug, Lucy was more than willing.


Feeling someone join her Sandy opened her eyes to see her friend 
leaning over her body. Lucy was leaning close to her breasts, her mouth 
open and her eyes staring with lust. In one swift motion, the blonde's 
red lips pulled an erect nipple into the warmth of her mouth, and it so 
surprised Sandy that she automatically reached up to fondle Lucy's 
breasts. The sensation of her girlfriend's mouth sucking on her nipple 
was tremendous, and the spread-eagled girl dug her fingers into the 
soft round breasts that swayed above her, teasing the pink tips into 
hardness. She was losing control of her own judgment, and she knew it. 
But Sandy didn't care at that moment what she was doing, because she 
was getting all the pleasure she needed.


For what seemed like an eternity, Sandy writhed in the lewd sensation 
of Lucy's sucking and nipping of her nipple, and then she felt the 
blonde-haired girl's hand moving slowly down across the sensitive white 
skin of her belly. She was moving her fingers toward Sandy's pussy, and 
Sandy wanted to have those creeping fingers inside her hungry cunt. She 
knew that it would feel good, and she spread her legs in welcome as the 
other girl's fingers worked down into the soft flesh in search of her 
clitoris.


"OOOOOhhhhh! Yesssss!" Sandy hissed when the contact was made, and she 
squirmed her hips against the rug to fully enjoy the sensation from 
Lucy's finger. Her belly started jerking involuntarily as her young 
girlfriend worked over the sensitive nerve end again and again. For an 
instant the thought crossed Sandy's mind that Lucy probably knew how to 
expertly tease her clitoris from having years of practice on herself, 
but then it didn't matter anymore how Lucy had become so good at it. It 
was too wonderful, and Sandy was ready to let Lucy do anything to her 
body.


Pulling Sandy's hardened nipple deep inside her mouth, Lucy ran her 
tongue wetly around the sensitive tip, and then nipped lightly at it 
with her teeth. The massaging of her own breasts by Sandy had triggered 
the release of pent-up emotions in Lucy, and she was anxious to give 
her dark-haired friend all the pleasure she could command. After a few 
moments of playing with her clitoris, Lucy searched for the elastic 
opening to Sandy's womb, and running her finger along the ragged pink 
flesh of her vagina, she felt the moisture of her friend's passion. For 
a time, Lucy played her finger over the opening as if undecided whether 
or not to plunge the seeking finger inside.


Drawing her legs up while throwing them out as wide as possible, Sandy 
lifted her hips off the rug to try to screw her cunt up around Lucy's 
probing finger. She wanted to have it inside the tight walls of the 
passage, fucking into her steaming pussy like a narrow hot spit being 
stuck into a roast. It was maddeningly titillating the way Lucy started 
to dip her finger inside, then playfully retreated just when Sandy 
thought it was going all the way up her cunt. Finally, just at the peak 
of the balance between arousal and frustration, Lucy plunged her 
extended middle finger up into the warm depths of her pussy.


"OOOOh! God! Yesss!" Sandy thought she would climax right then and 
there, the plunging finger felt so good, and she arched her hips up to 
take it as deep as it would go. Lucy wiggled her finger inside the 
moist passage until Sandy thought she could climb the walls with 
pleasure, and she wanted more.


"Lucy! Get the dildo, then kneel over her face!" The voice sounded 
distant and strange to Sandy, and she hated it for stopping Lucy from 
doing those wonderful things. Lucy's lips were gone from her nipple, 
and her finger pulled from the groaning teenager's cunt. Sandy opened 
her eyes to see what had happened just when Lucy returned with the 
dildo, and the sight of the huge phallus made Sandy's belly jerk with 
excitement. She was going to be fucked by that huge thing, and her own 
girlfriend was going to do it. The lust-driven girl knew her pleasures 
would be twice what they had already been with Lucy's finger, and she 
suddenly lost all anger at the voice from behind the bright lights.


Hovering over Sandy's writhing body for an instant, Lucy looked at the 
giant dildo in her hand, then licked the enormous tip with her pink 
tongue to moisten it. She was going to give Sandy a fucking she would 
never forget!


Moving easily and swiftly, Lucy knelt down so that her knees were 
placed on either side of Sandy's head, and then she spread her knees 
out until her open exposed vagina was just a few inched above the 
waiting teenager's face. Then, leaning forward across Sandy's belly, 
the young blonde reached over Sandy's hips to point the dildo at the 
opening of her cunt. Resting on her elbows left both her hands free to 
maneuver the large phallus up into Sandy's pink young vagina.


The dark-haired girl had her eyes wide open as Lucy lowered her own 
dark hair-covered mound within inches of her face. She had never really 
seen a pussy so close up before, and the sight made her even more 
excited. Reaching with her arms up over Lucy's thighs, Sandy gripped 
the firm globular cheeks of the blonde girl's buttocks with each hand, 
and she pulled the cheeks apart to see the hairless puckered anus. 
Then, working her fingers slowly down, she pulled the loose lips of 
Lucy's pussy apart, and there directly over her mouth was the ragged 
pink opening of her vagina. She could even see the tiny nerve end of 
her clitoris, and suddenly wanting to give Lucy pleasure like she was 
about to get, Sandy stretched her pink tongue out to touch it to the 
clitoris. Lucy responded to the pleasure by lowering her pussy more, 
and she moaned out loud when Sandy ran her tongue along the hair-lined 
slit until it was pressed against the tight cuntal opening. The pungent 
taste of Lucy's excited secretions inspired her to go on, and raising 
her head up slightly, Sandy drove her tongue deep up inside the 
clasping hot pussy.


"OOOOOhhhh! SSSaannnnddddyyyyy!" Lucy groaned as she felt the warm 
tongue probing into her sensitive depths. It felt good, and for a 
moment Lucy forgot all about the dildo and her girlfriend's moist, 
expectantly waiting cunt. Then as Sandy worked her tongue in and out of 
her cunt, Lucy looked down at the dildo, and she placed the thick tip 
against the opening of Sandy's womb. She remembered that she was going 
to give Sandy a fucking with that phallus that she would never forget.


The contact of the penis-like dildo against her open pussy felt just 
like a real cock, and Sandy wiggled her hips in an attempt to make Lucy 
push it up inside her hungry pussy. Lucy seemed to be holding it back, 
and so Sandy stretched her tongue out as far as she could inside Lucy's 
cunt as if to show her what she wanted too. It worked because she 
suddenly felt the pressure against her cunt increase, and the thick 
phallus suddenly stretched her passage out to size, the huge end 
popping wetly inside the tiny elastic ring.


"OOoooh! It's biggggg!" Sandy moaned, and she lifted her hips up to 
meet the downward thrust of the dildo. Lucy drove it in with a steady 
pace, and she felt the walls of her cunt wrapping tightly around its 
huge size. It slid smoothly inside the passage, going deeper and 
deeper, until Sandy thought it would just keep on coming. Nothing that 
long had ever been shoved inside her cunt before, and when it finally 
hit the bottom, the flame that was burning in her womb flared up 
higher.


"UUUUUggghhhhh!" Sandy had to pull her tongue from Lucy's pussy as she 
pushed her hips down to keep the giant phallus from tearing her apart. 
She hadn't expected it to go on to such depths, and she was afraid it 
would push right on through her belly. Then just as it rammed against 
her cervix, it began to retreat to where it had come in, and she 
realized that Lucy was beginning to pick up a slow natural rhythm of 
fucking. When the head of the monster penis-like shaft was nearly out 
of her pussy, it slowly plowed back into her depths, and it was so 
exhilarating a pleasure, Sandy once again returned her tongue to the 
liquid cunt above her.


Lucy's breasts were brushing teasingly on the sensitive flesh of her 
lower belly, and that added pleasure made Sandy's womb burn with 
mounting passion to the point of near climax. It had all happened so 
fast, she wanted to make it last much longer, but the insistently 
graduating rhythm of the dildo in her cunt was pushing her to heights 
she had never known. She licked at Lucy's cunt with her tongue working 
in and out in time to the fucking in her own cunt, and staring up at 
the puckered anus near her fingertips gave Sandy an additional idea. 
She was determined to make Lucy climax too, so she slowly worked her 
finger toward the elastic ring of flesh without stopping the licking of 
her cunt.


Her passion growing more intense, the blonde-haired girl let her 
breasts swing across Sandy's lower belly, feeling the sensations at the 
tips of her breasts. With ever-increasing tempo, she drove the fluid-
moistened dildo with bold strokes into Sandy's clasping pussy, watching 
as the pink flesh grabbed at the instrument on the down-stroke, and 
then splaying out wide in preparation for the next ride of pleasure. 
Sandy's tongue in her pussy was making her womb more and more excited, 
and Lucy began to grind her hips with the same passionate rhythm that 
she had established.


She couldn't help thinking about Ed, and the fact that he was watching 
what she was doing to Sandy from behind a camera. All of her seduction 
of Sandy was in fact being recorded on film for anyone Ed chose to show 
it to, and regardless of the pleasure she was experiencing, Lucy felt 
uncomfortable about it. She knew that for some reason Sandy didn't care 
about it, and she couldn't help wondering why. The moment the whole 
situation started with the filming in fact, Sandy seemed to become a 
different person from the innocent girl she had talked with about first 
sexual affairs on the beach. Back in her mind, Lucy felt sure that 
Sandy was headed down a path that could lead only to her own 
destruction.


Damn Ed and his photographs! Lucy thought, and she pumped the dildo 
into her young girlfriend's hungrily clasping cunt faster to bring the 
lewd scene to a quicker end. Lucy was determined to keep her own role 
only an act until she suddenly felt Sandy's finger probing into her 
anus, and the rippling pleasure she felt made her mind whirl back to 
the sensual pleasures she was experiencing.


"Aaaahhhhh! Aaaahhhhh!" Lucy screamed as her cunt contracted again and 
again, her hot fluid rippling with her spasms down around Sandy's 
screwing tongue, and the working teenager pressed her mouth against the 
opening, sucking in the hot juices. It threw her whole body into 
heights of ecstatic Joy she had never known before, and when Lucy 
plunged the dildo deep inside her flaming cunt, her whole womb seemed 
to explode with sparkling pleasures. It was obscene and lewd, and it 
was tremendous pleasure. She sucked like a greedy animal mad with 
thirst at her blonde-haired friend's cunt, and the sheer baseness of 
her act made her own climax that much greater. She closed her eyes to 
see stars bursting everywhere, and her belly jerked with one giant 
spasm of her cum flooded out around the hard rubber dildo. Lucy kept 
the dildo deeply buried in her friend's contracting cunt, afraid that 
if she pulled it out Sandy would remove her Roger from Lucy's squirming 
anus.


"Ooooooooh! Dammmmnnnnn! Give it to me! Give it to me, Lucy! I'm 
cummiiiilnnnnnggggg!" Sandy screamed out her pleasure with such 
intensity that Lucy nearly stopped, but then realizing that she'd 
accomplished what she set out to do, Lucy worked furiously at Sandy's 
widespread groin. Her own belly began to stop jerking with her climax, 
and she was better able to concentrate on making Sandy go on begging 
for more.


Sandy hung onto the peak of her tremendous climax for as long as she 
could maintain her strength, and felt her fluid spilling out of her 
cunt to cling warmly to her pubic mound, then slowly trickle down the 
crevice of her buttocks. It was like she had been soaring in a sky 
filled with sensual ecstasy, and it took several minutes before her 
belly stopped jerking with the after-sensations of orgasm.


Ed was really pleased with the performance of the two young girls, and 
he knew that their pleasure had been real. Seeing that it was just 
about over, he turned off the camera and walked over to where the girls 
lay panting with exhaustion and satisfaction.


Lucy still had her hand around the giant dildo buried deep in Sandy's 
cunt. With a loud plop she pulled it out and brought it close to her 
face. She could see the wet juices from Sandy's cunt still clinging to 
it.


"That was good! That was very good!" Ed announced with a smile.


"Good?" Sandy said, smiling back at him, "it was beautiful!"


Chapter 6


Jimmy was disturbed and angry when he awoke the next morning and 
discovered that he had slept through the second filming session. Lucy 
lay beside him in her big bed and told him all about using the dildo on 
Sandy's willing pussy, describing in detail her friend's frenzied 
begging for more. A satisfied smile played across her lips as she told 
him how quickly she had cum from Sandy's wild tongue licking and 
sucking her pussy.


As much as Jimmy liked the tight little pussy of Lucy's, he could 
hardly control his throbbing cock when he thought about Sandy's hot 
clasping cunt staring up at him yesterday afternoon as he had fucked 
Lucy dog-fashion. He wanted to ram his thick shaft of flesh into her 
wet hole, past those inviting little folds of pink flesh that guarded 
the moist elastic opening to her vaginal passage. He knew from the way 
she had looked at him that she wanted him to. She must be crazy to get 
fucked, he thought to himself, as Lucy told him of Ed's tactics in once 
again not fucking Sandy. He wondered what Ed could be up to. Ed had 
always seemed normal enough to him, and he was certainly not one to 
pass up a good piece of ass just to watch someone get fucked by a 
dildo. It was all very confusing to him.


Lucy had her hand wrapped around Jimmy's swelling cock, gently 
massaging it into erection as she talked. The excitement of the past 
two days was still with her. It almost seemed that she could only go a 
few hours without wanting desperately to be brought to climax. As she 
pulled the erect shaft of warm flesh up and down, she wondered if she 
could be a nymphomaniac. The thought frightened her and she buried her 
head on Jimmy's shoulder, trying to put the idea out of her mind.


Jimmy shut his own eyes and tried to imagine that it was Sandy's hand 
on his pulsing cock, not Lucy's. He could feel Lucy's mouth resting 
lightly on his chest, her lips slightly parted and her tongue running 
back and forth between them. Suddenly, her head moved and her tongue 
was making wet little circles around his nipple as the pressure of her 
fingers on his cock increased. She was making little noises as her 
tongue began to pick up speed. My God, he thought, I've got to make it 
with Sandy before I go nuts. Then, he felt Lucy's tongue going lower 
and lower as her body began to inch downward on the bed. Her other hand 
rested on his upper thigh, the busy fingers drawing up the flesh 
between them in an insistent way. As Lucy's face and wet tongue drew 
closer to his throbbing cock, he forgot about Sandy and began to murmur 
Lucy's name over and over.


*  *  *  *


In Sandy's bedroom it was dark and quiet. The heavy drapes had been 
pulled to keep the bright morning sunlight from coming in. Sandy lay 
there awake, the only sound coming from the soft snores of Ed who lay 
beside her. She wanted to get up to go to the bathroom but was afraid 
that if she did it would waken the sleeping young man. She could feel 
her full bladder pressing on her lower stomach and the sensation was 
not unpleasant. One hand rested lightly on her pubic mound, the thumb 
and forefinger playing idly with strands of moist pubic hair.


Sandy's mind kept going over the feelings she had experienced last 
night as the huge ditto brought her to climax. It had been almost as 
good as the first time she had been fucked in the cove. Almost as good, 
but not quite. But there were other sensations contributing to her 
orgasm last night. Her busy tongue sucking and licking at Lucy's sweet 
pussy had enhanced her passion, there was no question about that. She 
wondered if their relationship would ever be the same again. But there 
was something else--some faint emotion she could not yet classify. She 
tried to concentrate, as hard as she could, to remember every detail of 
how she had felt. Then, suddenly, she knew what it was! It was her 
knowledge that Ed's eyes had been upon her as she screamed out her 
pleasure! She needed to be seen as her climax wracked her young body. 
It made the sensations all that much more intense to know that someone 
was watching her! It all seemed so simple now that she had thought it 
out. That was why she had agreed to be in the film despite her 
objections.


Ed was stirring in his sleep. his strong arms stretching out as his 
body shifted. Sandy slipped quietly from the bed and went into the 
bathroom to shower and dress. If she hurried she could go down to the 
cove and have a swim before anyone else was up. She needed to be alone 
with her thoughts before the day began.


*  *  *  *


When Sandy left the little cove and returned to the lodge the sunlight 
was bright overhead. She went into the front room and found the other 
three talking animatedly. They were seated on couches and in front of 
them the remains of breakfast lay on a large coffee table.


"Hi, Sandy!" Ed greeted her, getting up from the couch and coming over 
to her. "We were worried about you!" His face came down and his lips 
brushed against hers.


Lucy and Jimmy waved to her and continued to sip coffee. Sandy could 
see that Lucy looked satisfied and happy. She felt close to Lucy now, 
as close as she had ever felt to anyone. Their experience last night 
had been a shared pleasure! something that brought people together. She 
wanted to go over and throw her arms around Lucy and tell her exactly 
how she felt. She felt no jealousy at all now about the fact that Jimmy 
had fucked Lucy instead of her. She could have both of the boys for all 
Sandy cared. Anything to make her happy! As long as Lucy felt the same 
way about her and remained her friend.


Jimmy looked unhappy, his face scowling at Ed. Sandy wondered if they 
had been arguing.


"Come and have a cup of coffee, Sandy," Ed said to her, putting his arm 
around her waist and guiding her over to the couch. Lucy poured her a 
steaming mug of black coffee as Sandy sat down.


"Listen, Ed! You're not going to talk your way out of this!" Jimmy said 
in a harsh voice. "Making a dirty film is one thing if it only involves 
normal things! But that dildo is something else!"


Ed sat there staring at the irate Jimmy, a look of resigned patience on 
his face. He didn't want to prolong the argument or to do anything that 
would jeopardize filming the last sequence. Where the hell does Jimmy 
get off, he asked himself, to be so self-righteous now. And why should 
he care if I introduced something a little different last night. Ed 
felt put-upon by his friend. He was tempted to pack up his equipment 
and leave. By God, Jimmy, he thought, you'd better watch it if you want 
your share from this film!


Lucy could only smile at the argument. It was a little pointless to be 
arguing about how you got fucked before a camera. The important thing 
was that they had been fucked. For the first time since she had known 
him, Lucy wondered if Jimmy were a prude.


Ed suddenly got to his feet. "Come on Jimmy! Let's take a walk. I think 
you're upsetting the girls with all this argument!" Ed's voice was a 
little menacing, and Jimmy rose from the couch even though there was no 
evidence that either of the girls was upset.


Sandy and Lucy watched the two young men go out the door. They sat 
there for a few minutes, neither saying a word. Finally, Sandy put down 
her coffee cup and looked at her friend.


"I'm sorry," she said quietly. Her eyes were taking in the lush body of 
Lucy. She could make out the pink nipples of her breasts through the 
thin material of her nightgown. She thought how she had fondled those 
breasts, and how Lucy had responded by putting her finger up Sandy's 
cunt. They had both seemed to enjoy it so much.


"Hey! What are you sorry for?" Lucy asked. She smiled understandingly 
at her friend as if to tell her that everything was all right.


"Well, I guess it's my fault that this whole thing happened ... 
especially last night! I could have just said no and ended it!" Sandy 
blushed prettily as her blonde-haired friend became aware that she was 
staring so intently at her breasts.


"Come off it, Sandy!" Lucy said, still smiling. "All of us agreed to go 
through with it. And if you're worrying about what happened last night 
... well, I have to admit that I really dug making you cum with that 
thing!" She smiled again. "Not to mention having you do the things you 
did to me!"


"Honestly, Lucy?" the dark-haired teenager asked. It was comforting to 
have Lucy say these things. She hoped that the filming would soon be 
over and that things could return to normal. It was such a shame to 
waste having the lodge at their disposal by arguing about who did what 
to whom. The four of them could have such a good time together if only 
the filming didn't remain as an irritant.


Lucy went over and sat down next to her friend. "Listen honey! I don't 
really know what Ed is up to with the film! Maybe he's telling the 
truth ... and then again, maybe he isn't. All I know is that my father 
would kill me if he ever found out about this! I could probably get 
around my mother ... she doesn't really care what I do! But since my 
parents have been divorced, I only see my dad about once a year, and he 
does care!" Lucy paused for a moment, as if thinking about what her 
father would do to her. "But look at it this way! If it hadn't been for 
Ed and his camera we wouldn't have discovered how much pleasure we can 
bring each other! And ... I'm sure Jimmy can handle Ed if any serious 
problems come up!"


Sandy felt so good she wanted to kiss her friend. It was so nice to 
have someone so understanding as Lucy. Of course Jimmy could handle any 
problems. He was a man, and that was what men were for! What Lucy was 
saying was true! She had gone from a virgin to an experienced sexual 
partner ... well, that wasn't strictly true ... but it had happened in 
just two days. Becoming a woman was never easy, she thought. And she 
was a woman now!


"You know, Sandy! I'm going to insist that Jimmy fuck you today. Just 
to show you that I'm not jealous. How does that sound to you?"


"Are you sure?" Sandy asked her friend. She didn't want anything to 
disturb their relationship now.


"Absolutely sure!" Lucy replied firmly. "I want to make sure that you 
get your share of the action around here!" She laughed. "Of course I 
may want you to reciprocate and give me permission to have Ed!"


Sandy looked at her friend squarely. "From the way Ed has been acting, 
that's probably what he's wanted all along!" Just as she finished 
speaking, the door opened and Ed and Jimmy came in. They were both 
smiling, and Sandy could see they had resolved their argument.


"Are you girls ready to go?" Ed asked, firmly in control of the 
situation again. Without waiting for a reply, he went around the room 
pulling the drapes tightly shut and moving his lighting equipment.


Jimmy made a little circle with his thumb and forefinger and signaled 
to Lucy and Sandy that everything was okay. He immediately began to 
take off his clothing. Both girls followed his example, Lucy throwing 
aside the thin nightgown, Sandy stepping out of her bikini.


While Ed was still fidgeting with his equipment, Jimmy came over to the 
girls. "I got it all straightened out," he told them in a soft voice, 
"this is going to be the last sequence! Ed and I are going to take the 
film back to San Diego tonight for developing. He's promised me that 
he'll show us the final copy and if we don't like it, he'll destroy the 
print and the negative! Okay?"


Sandy and Lucy both nodded in agreement, proud of Jimmy's handling of 
the situation. It was the perfect solution. Thinking back to her self-
discovery this morning, Sandy could not repress a tingling feeling in 
her loins at the thought of seeing the finished print of the film. Her 
face flushed at the idea of sitting here watching herself on the 
screen, seeing herself manipulate her own pussy while Jimmy and Lucy 
fucked, and of replaying last night's wild scene with Lucy. Despite 
herself, the idea of performing for her own and someone else's eyes was 
tremendously exciting. She was getting goose-bumps just thinking about 
it. She could feel Jimmy's eyes running over her naked body, and the 
feeling was not one of embarrassment. Without meaning to, she stretched 
her arms so that her breasts became taut. She wanted Jimmy to admire 
her, and she felt no disappointment as his stare became more intense. 
Lucy was watching them both with a little half-smile on her red lips.


"I'm just about set," Ed suddenly announced. He turned on the light 
switches as he spoke, and the room was immediately bathed in pure white 
light. Jimmy took the girls by the arm and guided them into the center 
of the light. "Would you two like a drink, or something?" Jimmy asked 
them. "It might help!"


Neither Sandy nor Lucy wanted a drink. They were both anxious to get on 
with the filming.


"Okay, we take up from where we left off last night," Ed said, joining 
them near the rug. "I just want to get a few minutes of film of you 
girls finishing off. After that, I'm going to put the camera on 
automatic and we'll do the dream scene of the orgy. Any questions?"


Sandy hesitated for a moment before lying down on the rug in the 
position she had been in last night. It was not out of any lack of 
interest in having Lucy's sweet young pussy over her face again, but 
rather, she was interested in Ed's words about an orgy. She wanted him 
to clarify his intentions so that there would be no possibility that 
she would be left out again.


"What kind of orgy, Ed?" she asked. She addressed her question in the 
direction of the camera, unable to see him.


"Don't worry about it, Sandy," Ed replied, mistaking her query for an 
expression of doubt about joining in group sex. "Once you and Lucy are 
warmed up, we'll just see what happens. I promise you that you'll enjoy 
it!"


"Are we going to choose partners, or what?" Lucy interrupted, wanting 
to make sure that Sandy wasn't just an onlooker this time.


Ed was becoming irritated. He wanted to get on with it. He had plans 
for both girls in this sequence and his cock was throbbing with 
anticipation. It had been all he could do the last two days to keep 
from fucking both of the girls and he wanted no further delays.


"I told you! It's an orgy scene! Everyone is going to get into the 
act!" His voice was that of the director again, patient but firm. 
Sandy! You stretch out and let Lucy get on top of you like last night. 
The only difference is that we won't use the dildo this time. Just do 
what comes naturally, okay?"


Lucy quickly spread her body over her friend. Her knees were on either 
side of Sandy's head, spread out and exposing her moist pussy to 
Sandy's view. She brought her own head downward until it was only a few 
inches from Sandy's cunt. She could see every detail of it and she 
became enormously excited at the thought of what she was about to do. 
Her arms went under Sandy's legs and she pulled them apart gently to 
make room for her head. As she did so, the tender pink lips of Sandy's 
vagina opened, exposing the coral flesh of her cunt, moist and 
inviting. Lucy could hardly wait to bring her tongue down on that 
little secret crevice. She licked her lips nervously as she waited for 
Ed to signal them to begin. She could feel Sandy's hot breath as her 
friend exhaled, sending tingles through her lower body.


"Action!" Ed announced suddenly, and the girls could hear the whir of 
the camera begin. Almost at the same time, each of the girls brought 
their heads toward the other's hungrily waiting pussy. Lucy's tongue 
came out first and she decided to set the pace and hope that Sandy 
would follow. Her hands went around Sandy's buttocks and rested lightly 
between her thighs, gently pulling apart the soft folds of flesh even 
further, and her tongue began to search out the erect little clitoris 
hidden beneath the hood of flesh. She found it in a moment and began a 
slow sensuous twirling motion as she felt Sandy's hips respond with a 
lazy gyration. She could feel Sandy's tongue doing exactly the same 
thing to her pussy and she was grateful that Sandy had understood what 
she wanted.


Lucy's breath came faster as her tongue left the rigid clitoris and 
began to move slowly between the furrow of her friend's vaginal lips. 
For a second it paused at the elastic opening to her womb, then it 
moved backward and from side to side, tasting the salty but not 
unpleasant secretions. Her own pussy was burning up with desire and 
Sandy followed the same pattern. Bringing her tongue out full length 
and flattening it as much as possible, Lucy began to lick the sweet 
flesh in earnest her saliva mixing with the lubricating juices that 
beaded on the silky pussy. Both girls moaned with pleasure at the same 
time, forcing their bodies closer in an effort to savor every bit of 
the delicious sensations they gave each other through their frantic 
tongues.


For Sandy, this was no pretended dream, it was real and tremendously 
exciting, better than any experience she had ever had. She forgot where 
she was, the only thing important now was that she devour Lucy's cunt 
with her mouth, to suck in the hair-lined lips as her tongue slipped 
easily inside the smooth cuntal walls and licked feverishly. Her chin 
rested on Lucy's clitoris and as her mouth moved it sent ecstatic 
thrills through Lucy's loins. They both wanted to scream out with 
pleasure, to urge the other on to suck harder.


Sandy's belly jerked involuntarily as the first spasms of orgasm began 
to build in her. Her quick tongue began to saw in and out of Lucy's 
hungrily clasping cunt and it seemed to grow longer and thicker as she 
strove mightily to fill the pulsing pussy with her mouth-flesh. Her 
eyes were wide open and staring at Lucy's puckered anus. The hairless 
little orifice seemed almost to be beckoning to her, and she pulled 
Lucy's cheeks wider apart. As she began to trace a circle around the 
tightly clenched anus, she felt Lucy's hands doing the same thing to 
her and the pleasure increased.


Pulling her finger away for a moment, the dark-haired teenager sucked 
it into her avid mouth and moistened it. Then, bringing it back to 
Lucy's rectum, she started to push the extended middle finger slowly 
past the ragged flesh and watched it disappear a fraction of an inch at 
a time. With a sudden thrust, she sank the digit to the knuckle as her 
own anus was invaded by Lucy's probing finger. For a second it took her 
breath away and her tongue stopped its in and out plunging. Then, just 
as quickly she felt warm and comfortable and she relaxed her taut body 
once more.


From somewhere off in the distance, Sandy could hear Ed's voice urging 
them on. She needed no encouragement, however, and her tongue and 
finger continued to rhythmically plunge in and out of the twin 
orifices. She could tell that Lucy was enjoying this as much as she 
was, and Sandy wanted to prolong their pleasure for as long as 
possible.


Suddenly, she knew that her climax was coming quickly. She was caught 
up in the hot passion that surged through her loins . Extraordinary 
flashes of pleasure surged through her, making her tremble with the 
wonder of it. Just when she thought she could stand no more of the 
delicious anticipation of the pleasure to come, her whole lower body 
seemed to explode in wave after wave of joyous spasms, and she almost 
fainted with pleasure. She could feel Lucy cumming too, and Sandy drove 
her tongue and finger into her friend's pussy and rectum with greater 
urgency.


Suddenly, she felt Lucy's body pulling away from her, and she opened 
her eyes to see Ed's hard-muscled arms around Lucy's waist, pulling her 
upward as the girl moaned in the anguish of her interrupted climax. 
Sandy could not believe what was happening, even when she felt her own 
legs being pulled apart as Jimmy's naked body came between them, his 
massive lust-swollen cock poised just inches from her still-jerking 
cunt. Frantically, Sandy's arms reached up and her fingers dug into the 
flesh of Jimmy's hips, desperately trying to pull him toward her.


"OOOOOHHHHHHH! FUCK ME! FUUUUUUUCCCCKKKKKKK MEEEEEEEEEE!" Sandy 
screamed at him, her mind flooded with an insane anger at having Lucy's 
mouth pulled away from her pussy. She could see Jimmy's leering face 
above her, his lips pulled back to expose his white teeth. Oh, God, she 
thought, how can he be so cruel!


"You bastard! Put your cock into me! NOW! OH GOD! FUCK MEEEE!" She 
brought her legs up and locked them around Jimmy's back, feverishly 
trying to bring their bodies closer together. Then, just as she felt 
the salty tears of frustration course down her cheeks, Jimmy lunged 
forward and his hugely swollen cock-head lodged between her cuntal 
lips, resting there for a moment as if to gather strength for the next 
thrust. Sandy squirmed upward, her cunt hungrily contracting with 
anticipation as the spasms of climax raced through her. Her eyes looked 
down her body at the huge fleshy shaft about to penetrate her willing 
pussy. Suddenly, she felt the pussy lips part and a tremendous pressure 
build up in her loins as Jimmy's wonderfully swollen cock began its 
thrilling descent into her. She felt as if she were going to split in 
two as the massive purplish head disappeared into her flesh. Sandy 
fought to screw her body onto the thick column.


"AAAAAAAHHHHHHH! MORE! JIMMY! GET IT ALL THE WAY IN! PLEASE!" She could 
hear her voice pleading with Jimmy, but it could have come from someone 
else. Nothing mattered except that that wonderful organ push into her 
and begin its rhythmic movements.


Jimmy's lust-engorged cock began to move again, plunging forward as it 
filled her heated pussy with flesh and with pleasure. Sandy was almost 
crazy with lust as her eyes glazed, and little animal sounds came from 
her mouth as the massive cock plowed on. The ragged edges of pink flesh 
around her tightly clasping pussy turned inward as his gigantic organ 
suddenly reached its limit and his balls slapped noisily against 
Sandy's upturned buttocks. Jimmy's body had come down and his mouth 
found hers as his arms went around and under her, his strong hands 
pulling her buttocks up in a last desperate attempt to force more of 
the huge prick into her steamy cunt.


Without a word passing between them, Sandy's body relaxed as Jimmy 
slowly withdrew the swollen cock from her pussy until only the huge 
knob remained inside. Then, he began to slide it in again as he thrust 
his body forward.


"FUCK ME! JIMMY! FUCK ME HARD!" Sandy pleaded, feeling the staff plunge 
into her again. She thought she would die with the ecstasy of his hot 
flesh burying itself in her. In and out the piston-like cock went, 
rekindling her dying orgasm as she cried out for release. The exquisite 
sensations were no longer just centered in her lower body. Every part 
of her was filled to overflowing with the delicious lust she was 
experiencing. Her breasts were flattened against his chest and her 
sensitive nipples, hardened with passion, buried themselves in his 
flesh. Some primitive instinct told her that his sperm was soon to be 
released within her.


"NOT YET! PLEASE! MAKE IT LAST FOREVER, JIMMY!" Sandy pleaded.


Try as he might, Jimmy could not control the white hot sperm that was 
building in his balls, crying for release as Sandy's pussy hungrily 
sucked in his swollen cock. He felt his boiling sperm begin its journey 
up through the passage in his organ. Suddenly, his body grew rigid and 
the explosions began. The tip of his penis dilated as the first gush of 
sticky cum shot out into her cunt, followed by more massive spurts of 
his molten male fluid.


"AAAAAGGGGGHHHHH!" Sandy screamed, her body on fire as the cum spurted 
into her pulsating cunt. It felt as if the potent white fluid were 
shooting straight through her. For the second time in the space of a 
few minutes she felt her body experiencing the rapture of climax, this 
time stronger than before, more intense. It was pure ecstasy and she 
nursed the spasms along to prolong them, her belly jerking wildly as 
the fingers of joy went through her.


"I'MMMM CUMMMMMMIIINNNNGGGGG!" she cried out, oblivious to the whole 
world, concentrating only on the flashes of delicious pleasure she 
felt.


Then, just as suddenly as the pleasure of climax had come, it was over. 
Sandy's body went limp and her legs uncoiled from Jimmy's back and fell 
onto the rug as Jimmy rolled off her and lay panting with satisfaction.


From somewhere in the darkened room, Sandy could hear the sound of 
Lucy's voice pleading to be fucked just once more.


Chapter 7


Ed told the sex-exhausted trio to take a few minutes rest while he 
checked the lighting equipment and reloaded the camera. He was feeling 
smug and self-confident about the way things were going, and he needed 
time to plan his next move. There was a danger, of course, that he 
could push the two girls and Jimmy too far, but he really didn't think 
so. They were trapped now, in much too deep to balk at any instructions 
he might give them. If there were any danger, the static would come 
from Jimmy, and Ed was confident that he could take care of any 
problems from that direction. He knew that Jimmy needed money badly to 
stay in school and to make the payments on his expensive convertible. 
Ed knew Jimmy well enough to know that his financial problems would 
overcome any scruples he might have.


As he pretended to make adjustments to the lights, Ed watched Sandy. 
She was sprawled out on the rug with Lucy and Jimmy, her legs open wide 
and her pussy fully exposed. By God, he thought, she's about the 
hottest thing he had ever encountered! And by far the most attractive! 
Ed could hardly believe how easy it had been to persuade her to perform 
in front of the camera. After the first few minutes of filming it had 
become apparent to him that she was a real exhibitionist. Whatever 
qualms she might have otherwise had, once the camera began to roll, she 
lost all of her inhibitions and performed like a veteran.


Lucy's motives were much less complex, he thought. With her it was 
probably just a case of an over-developed sex drive. Like most people 
who lived by their wits, Ed was usually accurate in his assessment of 
people. Everyone thought that things came easy for him. On the surface 
that might seem to be true, but he knew that his schemes required a 
hell of a lot more hard work than people appreciated.


"Hey, Ed! Let's get this show on the road!" Lucy called out. The 
previous activities had only whetted her appetite for more sex, and her 
moist pussy was starting to burn with desire again.


"Be ready in a minute," Ed replied. "I want to make sure that 
everything is okay!" It gave him a feeling of great power to be able to 
control the actions of other people, and he wanted to prolong Lucy's 
waiting as long as possible. He watched as the eager blonde-haired girl 
fondled Jimmy's limp cock, trying to nurse it to an erection. Sandy 
seemed to be oblivious to Jimmy and Lucy. She just lay there with her 
eyes closed, her breathing regular again.


Ed walked into the circle of light and stood over them. "Wake up, 
Sandy. We're about ready to go!" She opened her eyes and smiled up at 
him instantly, totally unaware of what Ed had planned for her.


"In this scene, I want to do another oral bit. But this time I'm going 
to play opposite you." Ed watched Sandy's eyes widen as she began to 
understand what he was saying. Her mouth opened but no words came out. 
"Remember, this film is about the sex fantasies of a young girl and 
according to Freud, we all have an oral fixation to some degree!" He 
spoke slowly and confidently, sure that any objections she might have 
would be quickly overcome once the filming began. "I want you to start 
by playing with my cock. Then, once it's good and hard, I want you to 
bend over as if you're examining it very closely. I'll show you what to 
do as we go along!"


Sandy was stunned by his words. It had seemed so natural with Lucy, but 
this was something else. She tried to remember the look on the face of 
the young girl in the film Ed had shown them as her mouth had devoured 
the man's huge erection. She wanted to say no to Ed, to run out of the 
room and hide from his grinning face. She couldn't possibly go through 
with this!


"Oh, wow!" Lucy said, her voice excited. "What do I do in this scene?"


You're going to watch this time," Ed told her, smiling as a look of 
extreme disappointment crossed her face. He was enjoying this. "You and 
Jimmy have to make sure the camera keeps running."


"I thought it was automatic?" Jimmy asked.


"It is. But sometimes it slips a sprocket and shuts off. This is one of 
the most important scenes and I don't want to take any chances!" Ed 
liked smoothly. You'll do what I tell you, Jimmy, and no arguments! his 
mind said silently. "Come on, I'll show you how this thing operates."


Sandy watched as Ed positioned Jimmy and Lucy behind the camera and 
showed them how to operate it. She knew that this would be the last 
chance for her to leave, and she tried to force herself to get up. Her 
body refused to obey her mind's instructions. She was unable to control 
the thoughts that raced through her brain as it swung wildly between 
revulsion and fascination at what she was about to do. She could see 
the faces of her disapproving parents, pleading with her to leave while 
she had the chance. Then, suddenly and inexplicably, she became 
perfectly calm, and she knew that she would go through with it. She 
heard the sound of the camera running and, irrationally, she wondered 
if she looked all right.


Ed lay down on the rug next to her, stretching his body out full 
length. "Everything okay, Sandy?" he asked her, his voice soothing.


Sandy nodded and sat up. There was no hesitation in her as she bent 
over Ed's reclining figure and stared down at the limp, but still large 
male organ. Her slender fingers came down and went under the warm 
penis. It seemed huge to her, even in repose. She closed her hand 
around it and pulled gently back toward his pubic hair. As she did so, 
the foreskin moved away to reveal the thick rubbery head, purplish and 
swollen. She could feel the residue of his sticky white cum and Lucy's 
vaginal juices where they had dried. It was exciting to her to watch 
the thick, rope-like veins pulse as blood flowed into the hot flesh and 
it began to swell. Sandy stole a quick glance at Ed's face, hoping that 
he was watching her. His arms were folded under his head, raising it 
slightly, and he was staring at her face rather than at her fondling 
hand. They smiled at each other, as if sharing some lewd secret.


Sandy's hand began to work faster as the lust-engorged cock grew 
larger. My God, she thought to herself, how much bigger is it going to 
get? Her fingers were being forced apart as the flesh seemed to expand 
in length and circumference. Sandy's face came closer to the now 
throbbing instrument of pleasure, her tongue wetting her red lips as 
they dried from the heat of the lights. Now she could see the tiny slit 
in the tip of the purple knob, almost too small, she thought, to allow 
such torrents of the sticky white-hot cum that would soon flow out. She 
bent down still further until her face was only inches away from his 
pulsating maleness. My God, she thought nervously, how can I ever get 
this huge thing into my mouth?!


"Okay, Sandy! Now pretend you're examining it closely," Ed said 
suddenly. "And remember ... this is supposed to be a dream sequence, so 
don't make any sudden moves!"


Almost as if in a trance, Sandy's other hand cupped Ed's lust-swollen 
twin sacs in her long fingers, marveling at how heavy they seemed to 
be. Her other hand was closed around the jutting, erect penis, 
squeezing it softly. She could feel her loins begin to burn with desire 
as her eyes hypnotically stared at the massive column of flesh in her 
hand. Her head came down slowly until it was almost touching the hot 
flesh, and her lips opened slightly in wonder and passion. The 
throbbing cock seemed gigantic at this distance, and Sandy prayed 
silently that she could stretch her mouth open wide enough to take in 
at least the huge purple knob.


There was a faint, not unpleasant, odor rising from Ed's loins and 
Sandy wondered if it was from the mixture of his cum and Lucy's juices. 
As she began an insistent stroking of the penis with an up-and-down 
motion, she saw a drop of semen emerge from the slit in the knob. 
Without thinking about what she was doing, her tongue darted out and 
touched the spot. Then it began a lazy licking around the head. She 
flattened her tongue as it moved downward, moistening it to make it 
slide easier on the heated flesh. The image of the young girl licking 
the lollipop in the movie flashed through her mind, and she began to 
lick faster.


"Oh, Jesus! That's good! Keep it up!" Ed's voice sounded pleased and 
excited as she licked up and down the massively swollen organ.


Sandy was excited too, more excited than she had ever been before. It 
seemed perfectly natural to her that she should be bent over the 
reclining Ed, her tongue running obscenely up and down his lust-
engorged prick. Her body began to tire from the awkward position it was 
in, so she quickly moved up and around until she was kneeling between 
his widespread legs. Without warning, his hands came out from under his 
head and fixed her head between them, guiding it until it was poised 
just over his pulsing cock.


Sandy withdrew her tongue from the heated organ and opened her mouth as 
wide as she could, wild to have the huge thing in her mouth. She felt 
Ed's hands pulling her downward and her lips made the first contact 
with his flesh as the purple knob forced it's way past them and came to 
rest inside her warm oral cavity. Then she felt her mouth being 
stretched wide--wider than she thought possible--as the massive column 
pushed further toward the back of her protesting throat. She wanted to 
gag from the fullness of her mouth, and her saliva covered the male 
flesh pressing into her. She felt her jaws expand as the intrusion 
continued, and she once again flattened her tongue to make the entry 
easier. Just when she thought that she could take no more, it stopped 
and her chin came to rest against her hand which still tightly grasped 
the base of the awful intruding penis.


Slowly and rhythmically, she felt Ed guiding her head up and down over 
the throbbing hot flesh, and her tongue began to make tentative little 
forays around it's thick knob, running the tongue-tip around the base 
of the knob and finding the small morsels of dried cum which tasted so 
delicious to her. She could hear Ed moaning with pleasure as the tempo 
of her tongue increased, and it added to the excitement she felt. Her 
jaw was relaxed now, and she could take the massive organ in without 
pain. Without any conscious thought, she began to set a steady rhythm 
to her movements, her flashing tongue sucking greedily at the hot flesh 
as her head bobbed up and down.


As the gigantic penis withdrew from her hot mouth, Sandy's tongue 
swirled around and around the still-expanding organ, her lips 
contracting to milk it's juices upward. Then, as her head came down, 
she hungrily sucked in the swollen staff, moaning happily as it slid 
smoothly through the saliva-soaked oral cavity and came to rest at the 
back of her throat. It seemed as if all the pleasures in the world were 
centered in this huge instrument, pulsing and throbbing as it entered 
and left her excited mouth, tempting and teasing her to unbelievable 
heights of joy as it sawed in and out.


Ed's hands were resting lightly on her ears following rather than 
guiding her movements. She felt his lower body arch up to meet her 
downward thrusts, and he groaned with pleasure as her flashing tongue 
sucked the life out of him. He tried to control the pressures building 
in his balls as the white-hot cum signaled that it would soon explode 
from the dilated tip of his cock. He wanted to prolong this exquisite 
joy forever. He felt the life-fluid building it seemed to swell his 
already huge cock even more and it fought for release.


Faster, baby! Suck me fasterrr!" he screamed as he felt himself sucked 
voraciously into the warm hole between Sandy's contracting and 
expanding lips.


Sandy's pussy was on fire, and she knew that she was going to climax 
too. She lifted one leg and brought it down over Ed's leg, her knees 
closing on each side of it as her pussy came down on his flesh, forcing 
apart her moist vaginal lips and pressing her rigid clitoris downward 
until it was buried in his firm flesh. As her head and mouth continued 
the insane sucking, she began to rapidly rub her cunt backwards and 
forward. feeling fingers of pleasure shoot through her loins as the 
climax built within her. She knew that her fluids were flowing out of 
her hungrily clasping pussy and running down Ed's leg, and she moved 
faster and faster. It was beautiful, unbelievably so. Nothing in her 
past life could have prepared her for the immense waves of joy that 
swept over her as her mouth and pussy obscenely worked on.


Suddenly she felt Ed stiffen as his cock rested just inside her tightly 
clasped lips. She knew that he was about to cum, and she held the iron-
hard staff where it was for a second, waiting for the explosion of cum 
that she knew was about to follow. Then, she thrust her mouth downward, 
relaxing her jaws and cupping her tongue to receive the male fluid. It 
shot out in a white-hot burst as her own spasms of delight began to 
rock her belly. The first delicious explosion was followed again and 
again by gushes of the sticky white cum that seemed to be 
inexhaustible. The dark-haired teenage girl held the creamy sperm in 
her mouth for a moment, savoring it before beginning to swallow 
mightily.


As the last drops began to ooze from the sensitive tip of his mighty 
cock, Sandy silently begged for more of the delicious fluid. Her 
frantic tongue forced it's way into the dilated tip, searching out the 
last drop, and her hungry mouth continued to suck greedily at his 
flesh. She was moaning and little animal sounds came from her throat, 
cat-like and pleading for more of the sticky cum. She could feel her 
pussy contracting as the last spasms of orgasm subsided within her. 
Unwilling to believe it was over, she began to suck harder at the 
slowly subsiding penis within her feverish mouth, coaxing the few 
remaining drops of cum from around the ridge of his knob-head. Tears of 
happiness ran from her eyes and flowed down her cheeks as she collapsed 
on the rug, still nibbling at the flaccid flesh between her red lips.


Lucy was almost out of her mind with lust as she watched Sandy's mouth 
devouring Ed's huge blood-swollen cock. At first she had refused to 
believe that the massive cock could possibly enter her friend's mouth. 
It seemed too large for the young girl's distended jaws. Then, as the 
awful organ seemed to disappear between the hungry lips. Lucy felt the 
burning in the pit of her stomach begin. Involuntarily, she pushed her 
thighs together and felt her warm vaginal lips close and a thrill of 
pleasure begin in the moist folds of flesh. Eyes wide-open and staring 
in disbelief, she watched with mounting excitement as Sandy sucked 
frantically at the lust-swollen cock.


When Sandy collapsed with Ed's limp cock still in her mouth, Lucy could 
contain herself no longer. She ran from behind the camera and threw 
herself down on the rug, her cunt flaming with desire. She had to have 
this beautiful cock inside her burning pussy, just as it had been 
within the warm mouth of her friend. Pushing Sandy aside, Lucy spread 
her legs wide apart and lowered her body over the stretched-out figure 
of Ed. She reached between her thighs and pulled her hair-lined vaginal 
lips apart as she came down, resting the moist flesh directly on Ed's 
spent cock.


Squatting Indian-fashion on her heels, she began a feverish back-and-
forth motion, praying for the organ to respond to her frantic body 
manipulations. Ed opened his eyes and looked up at her as she came down 
on his body, surprised at the naked lust her eyes displayed. She was 
almost drooling as she pleaded with him to fuck her. Lucy's full, pink-
tipped breasts swung invitingly over him as she squirmed her hot wet 
pussy down on his glistening cock.


Despite himself, Ed felt the first faint stirrings in his cock at the 
thought of Lucy's wild and lewd gyrations over him. Her frantic cunt 
was almost sucking his limp member up into her.


"FUCK ME!" Lucy screamed down at him. "DAMNIT. FUCCCCKKKK MEEEEEE!"


Ed's exhausted cock began to harden a little as the wet pussy urged it 
on. Crazily, Lucy sensed the quickening in his loins and began to work 
harder. Her lubricating juices were flowing profusely, the hot flesh 
inside her cunt like silk as it glided obscenely back and forth over 
his rapidly swelling organ. Ed watched with awe as his penis began to 
grow, slowly at first, almost imperceptibly, then faster and faster as 
Lucy's lewd entreaties assailed his ears. Before it was even half of 
it's fully-erect size, Lucy reached down and slid her hot hand between 
his cock and her wet pussy. With one quick motion she lifted her body 
slightly and grasped the organ with one hand. Ed felt the warmth of her 
heated cunt slip over it as her body came down again.


"AAAAAAHHHHHH!" Lucy moaned with pleasure as the penis filled her 
belly. Her upper body came down on Ed's chest, her rigid nipples 
pressing into him as she began to pump up and down on his swelling 
cock.


"SCREW MEEEE!" Lucy begged as her panting mouth closed on his and her 
tongue began a wet search for his oral instrument. "OOOHHH GOOOOODDDD!"


Jimmy was shocked by Lucy's actions. It had happened so quickly that he 
had no chance to stop her. He remained by the camera, staring intently 
at the obscene Lucy squatting over the body on the rug, her lewd words 
exciting him as Ed's cock disappeared into her pussy and she began her 
frantic pumping movements. He could tell by the whirring sound that the 
camera was still running, and he knew that Ed would be pleased that he 
was capturing Lucy's actions on film. He continued to watch as Ed's 
throbbing penis grew larger with the rhythmic pumping of Lucy's body.


Fascinated by the scene, the dark-haired youth began to move closer to 
them, and his body came to rest only a few feet away. He could see 
Lucy's flesh-filled pussy with perfect clarity. The pink, ragged edges 
of her tender flesh were clasped tightly around Ed's blood-swollen 
cock, pulling inwardly as she sucked the huge organ in, only to appear 
again as it slid smoothly out. Their pubic hair seemed to be soaked 
with perspiration, cum, and the vaginal juices of the excited girl. As 
their bodies came together he could hear the sound of flesh meeting 
flesh in resounding smacks.


Just between Lucy's smooth round buttocks, Jimmy could see her naked 
and puckered little anus and it drew him closer. Glancing nervously 
over at Sandy, he put his hands on Lucy's cheeks and pulled them apart 
to get a better view of the hairless orifice. His own cock was pounding 
against his thigh, pulsing with fast-racing blood and crying out for 
release. Sandy moved her body closer, too, and the two of them watched 
excitedly as Jimmy dropped one of his hands and ran it over Lucy's cum-
soaked pussy, his fingers neatly dodging the rampaging cock of his 
friend as it rammed into her moist cunt.


Almost without thinking about what he was doing, Jimmy rubbed the 
juices from his hand onto his own swollen prick, spreading them 
lovingly over the tip and huge shaft. Then, moving up so that his cock 
was poised between Lucy's buttocks, he turned to Sandy.


"Help me, baby!" he said softly, pulling the smooth globular buttocks 
apart with his strong hands.


Sandy 's heart was racing with lewd excitement as she moved closer to 
Jimmy's body and prepared to help him violate her best friend's anus. 
Without waiting for any instructions, she grasped Jimmy's cum-soaked 
penis and guided it up to the tiny hole. Lucy's violent bucking motions 
made it difficult, but Jimmy suddenly pressed down hard with his hands 
and held Lucy still for a moment. Lucy turned her head in surprise to 
see Jimmy kneeling behind her and Sandy next to him. Then she felt the 
first probing pressure against her rectum and realized what was 
happening


"No, Jimmy! Please don't!" she begged, afraid that his massive cock 
would split her in two. Her tiny rectal opening contracted with fear as 
the pressure increased. As the head of Jimmy's penis pushed forward, 
unbelievably painful sensations shot through her lower back.


Sweat broke out on Jimmy's forehead as he sought to penetrate the 
hairless orifice with his pulsing cock. Sandy's fingers were urging him 
on, pushing the organ forward as it struggled to press in. Her anus was 
so tight that it brought pain to his cock's sensitive head.


"AAAGGGGHHHH! NOOOO! PLEEAAASSSSSEEE!" Lucy cried out, her voice 
growing louder as the pressure at her back built up agonizingly.


Ed had realized what was happening and he tried to help Jimmy by 
holding the frightened Lucy tightly. His hands were like iron as they 
fought to keep her still.


Suddenly, the tight elastic anal ring muscle popped over the head of 
Jimmy's swollen cock and it slipped into the wiggling girl's rectum. 
Inch by inch it wormed it's way up into the dark depths of her ass.


The pain was unbearable for Lucy and she was overwhelmed with sharp, 
burning fingers of agony exploding up her back and into her rectum. She 
screamed with each hot inch that bored into her.


Slowly, with Sandy still holding his cock tightly in her hand, Jimmy 
began to fuck in and out of Lucy's sodomized anus, each thrust widening 
the strained elastic channel and easing his movements.


As Jimmy thrust forward, Ed began to fuck in and out of Lucy's pussy, 
feeling the other invading penis through the thin wall of membrane that 
separated Lucy's pussy and rectum.


Lucy relaxed as much as she could, praying for the end of this awful 
burning pain. Never in her life had she imagined such torment. Her 
cries went unheeded as Jimmy and Ed continued to thrust their swollen 
cocks into her.


Then, strangely, just as the monstrous agony was at it's height, Lucy 
involuntarily surrendered to it ... bit by bit ... and a new and 
foreign feeling started to wash over her ravished young body. Out of 
the pain and shock of the brutal anal-rape came an entirely new 
feeling, a faint resumption of the previous lust she had felt as her 
heated pussy closed over Ed's cock. One moment there was the awful 
pain--the next moment it began to feel as if her body were melting, 
consumed by waves of pleasure that made the twin-thrusting cocks seem 
welcome.


Both boys felt the change in Lucy and quickened the tempo of their 
lunging organs. Excited by what was happening before her eyes, Sandy 
reached down with her free hand and encircled Ed's lust-swollen prick. 
It was almost as if the four bodies were now joined together in some 
invisible bond.


"AAAAAHHHHHHH!" Lucy moaned with pleasure. She was trying to coordinate 
the movements of her body so that both cocks would fill her twin 
crevices at the same time. She felt Jimmy's balls smack against her 
lower thighs as he rammed home the massive erection. She was in heaven, 
with white-hot flashes of pleasure surging through her, making her 
tremble with the wonder of it. Rockets of delight exploded through her 
body sending great waves of joy to every nerve.


"OOOOHHHHHH YEEESSSSSSS! HARDER! FUCK ME HARDER!!" she screamed.


"AH ... AHHHHHHH ... AHHHHHHHH!" Jimmy responded, feeling himself about 
to shoot his hotly raging load of sperm far up into Lucy's belly. He 
tried to withhold the flaming-hot cum for another minute, he wanted to 
fuck the churning rectum for as long as he could. Suddenly, he was 
seized by convulsive spasms of pleasure as his wildly jerking penis 
emptied itself in a seemingly never-ending torrent.


As the spewing cock in her rectum shot the hot fluid into her, Lucy was 
assaulted by the jerking spurts of thick white cum from the huge cock 
impaling her pussy. She could feel the boiling river of lava-like cum 
gush into her anal and cuntal passages at the same time, and she felt 
wanton and giddy as the exquisite orgasms shook her again and again. It 
was wonderful--all the pain of Jimmy's first entry had disappeared in a 
star-burst of joy and lewd pleasure.


"OOOOOOOHHHHHH!" she cried out, her buttocks wiggling in an obscene 
dance of love. "I'mm cccuuummmiiinnnggg!" the overwhelmed blonde-haired 
girl screamed, writhing and bucking on the two impaling cocks.


The two cocks of the excited young men continued to spew out the sticky 
hot cum as they relaxed their thrusts and finally came to rest, the 
four bodies entwined in a jumbled heap on the cum-soaked rug.


Chapter 8


Sandy lay naked on the edge of the bathtub and did her nails while Lucy 
lay in the steaming hot water, covered with foamy piles of bubbles. It 
had only been two days since Jimmy and Ed had packed up the camera and 
lighting equipment and left for San Diego, but both girls were already 
anxious for their return.


"A penny for your thoughts!" Lucy said to her friend, brushing away a 
pile of bubbles that obscured her full breasts as she spoke. She was 
content and happy, although there was still some discomfort in her 
lower back from that last day's frantic lovemaking. Soaking in hot 
water had seemed to help, and she hoped that she would be ready for 
Jimmy when he came back.


Sandy looked down at Lucy and smiled at how young and vulnerable her 
friend looked. Only part of her body and her face were visible. With 
her long hair pinned in a bun on top, and without makeup, Lucy could 
have passed for much younger than her sixteen years. There was no hint 
on her innocent face of the naked lust that had transfixed her features 
when she had thrown herself on Ed's body.


"Oh, I was just wondering if my parents are going to be able to see the 
change in me," Sandy replied, blushing a little at how much she had 
experienced in the few days they had been at they're going to take one 
look at me and know!"


Lucy laughed at her friend's apprehensions. She had had the same worry 
when Jimmy had taken her virginity. For several days she had avoided 
her mother, believing that her new condition would be obvious to 
everyone. And surprisingly, her mother had known! Her only comment had 
been a cryptic warning not to "let anything happen!" Lucy had no 
intention of becoming pregnant, if that was what her mother meant.


"You worry too much, honey!" Lucy said confidently. "Think how much 
you'd be missing if it hadn't happened!"


Sandy finished her nails and stood up, waving her slender hands through 
the air to make the polish dry faster. As she caught sight of herself 
in the full-length mirror she began to giggle at how ridiculous she 
looked, flapping like a bird. Lucy joined in the laughter as Sandy 
began a slow parody of a hula-girl, sensuously moving her naked hips in 
an exaggerated series of rolling motions and ending in an obscene bump-
and-grind. They were both laughing hysterically as she finished the 
dance and collapsed on the toilet seat, her long beautiful legs 
stretched before her and her breasts and stomach quivering with the 
paroxysmal guffaws.


The telephone suddenly rang.


Still giggling, Sandy forced herself up from the seat and went to the 
bedside phone. She waited a few seconds for her giggling to stop and 
then picked it up.


"Hello."


"Lucy? What the hell have you been up to?" It was an angry male voice 
at the other end of the line, a voice that Sandy could not identify. 
The ominous voice frightened her.


"This is Sandy ... uh ... Sandra Robinson, that is! Did you ... uh ... 
did you want to speak with Lucy?" A cold chill ran down her naked 
spine.


"Damnit! Put Lucy on," the angry voice replied, "and hurry it up, will 
you?"


Sandy carefully laid the telephone receiver down on the table and 
walked back toward the bathroom. She wondered who the angry man was. 
The voice sounded vaguely familiar, but she could not for the life of 
her think who it might be. She wanted to believe that it was just Ed or 
Jimmy playing a joke on them, but something told her that it was far 
more serious.


"Who is it, Sandy?" Lucy called out to her as she neared the bathroom 
door. Sandy could see that Lucy was out of the tub, her heat-pinkened 
body partially wrapped in a large white bath towel.


"I don't know!" Sandy replied, her voice full of puzzlement. "It's a 
man and he wants to talk to you! He sounds awfully mad about something 
... he almost took my ear off!"


Lucy's smile disappeared immediately, to be replaced by a look of 
apprehension. "Wants to talk to me?" she asked. "It must be Jimmy 
playing some sort of joke!"


"No, I don't think so! You'd better answer it, Lucy!"


Lucy went past her friend and into the bedroom, her feet leaving wet 
footprints on the plush carpet. She stood next to the telephone for a 
moment as if summoning up courage and then picked it up.


"Hello ... this is Lucy."


Sandy watched the color drain from Lucy's face as the voice began to 
come out of the telephone in an indistinct jumble of angry words. The 
towel slipped from her shoulders and one hand went to her breast as 
Lucy sat there on the bed, her head nodding silently as the voice 
assaulted her ears. It seemed to go on for ever, but finally, Sandy 
heard Lucy mumble something and drop the phone heavily onto its base.


"For God's sake, Lucy! Who was it?" Sandy asked, terrified at the 
change in her friend. Lucy's mouth opened but no words came out. She 
seemed to be gasping for breath.


"Lucy, what is it?" Sandy repeated, trying to make her voice firm.


'That was my father!" Lucy moaned. "Ed and Jimmy tried to blackmail him 
with the ... the film they took! Oh, my God! What am I going to do?"


Sandy could only stand there, shocked by the words that came out of her 
friend's mouth. They were awful, horrible words, and she wanted to shut 
her ears against them. How could Ed and Jimmy have done this? What 
possible need for money could they have that would make them do 
something this terrible? It was like some insane nightmare, Sandy told 
herself, as she heard Lucy beginning to sob loudly.


"Oh, Sandy! What am I going to do?" Lucy repeated through her tears.


"Calm down a minute, Lucy!" Sandy said, forcing herself to speak with 
authority. She sensed that Lucy was close to hysterics and she needed 
to know all of the details. "What else did your father say? Did he pay 
them?"


"Oh, I don't know ... no, he didn't!" Lucy's voice was rising. "He 
called a friend of his on the police force and ... and the man made 
them give him all of the prints and the negatives!" The terrified girl 
was shaking as she tried to continue. "I'll just die, Sandy! I know I 
will! To think of my ... my father, watching me do all those awful 
things!"


What about my parents? Sandy could not bring herself to verbalize the 
terrible question. She wanted to kill Jimmy and Ed Walsh! She could 
have happily done it herself if they were here and she somehow had the 
means to punish them for the rotten thing they had done.


Lucy suddenly jumped to her feet, her body naked and ashen-white as the 
towel dropped to the floor. "I've got to get to my mother before he 
does!" she cried out, and she ran to the dresser and pulled out a 
drawer, searching for clothing to put on. Lucy remembered her mother 
telling her that she would be at a friend's home in Las Vegas for a few 
days. If she could only get to her before her father did, she could 
make everything all right again! Her mother would protect her, she just 
had to! Quickly she pulled on a pair of jeans and a sweater.


"What about me?" Sandy asked. "Did your father say what he was going to 
do? What if he calls my parents?"


Lucy bent down to slip into a pair of tennis shoes, her long hair 
falling wildly around her shoulders. She didn't even bother to look up 
as she answered Sandy. "How could he? He doesn't even know who you 
are!" She stood up and almost ran to the bedroom door and threw it 
open. "I've got to find my mother and try to explain things to her," 
Lucy called out over her shoulder as she disappeared into the front 
room.


Sandy ran after her, afraid of being left alone in the lodge.


"Wait for me, Lucy! I'll go with you! Wait for me to get dressed."


Lucy was already at the front door, but she stopped and turned around 
to face her friend. Her hands were fluttering nervously as she spoke. 
"No! You stay here in case my mom shows up!" She could see that Sandy 
was on the verge of hysterics herself, and she tried to reassure her. 
"She's the only one who can handle my father! I'll make her see that 
she's got to protect us from him! Please, Sandy! You've got to stay in 
case she comes!" Lucy was pleading with her friend now, afraid that she 
might refuse. "I'll call you from Las Vegas if I find her. If she shows 
up here, don't tell her anything! Just make sure she stays! Please!"


Sandy tried to think of what she should do. It did make sense for one 
of them to be here if Lucy's mother arrived. She was their only hope 
now. From what Lucy had told her of her divorced father, he had an 
insane temper and might be capable of anything. She nodded silently at 
Lucy.


"Thanks, Sandy. I won't forget this! And I promise to call you as soon 
as I find her. Okay?" Without waiting for an answer she ran out of the 
house.


Sandy heard the sound of the car motor roar to life and a screeching of 
the tires as the car backed around and drove down the gravel road at a 
great speed. Slowly, almost in a trance Sandy walked to the front door 
and pulled it closed. Then, she rushed back into the bedroom and threw 
herself onto the bed, her naked body wracked with great sobs.


*  *  *  *


It was several hours later when the sound of the car door closing 
awakened Sandy. She sat up with a start, the memories of her tortured 
nightmares still fresh in her mind. For a moment she listened for some 
identifiable sound. Then. her fevered body went clammy as she heard the 
crunch of footsteps outside the lodge. She got up from the bed quickly 
and raced to the window to pull the drapes apart in the hope of seeing 
who it was coming. Outside it was dark and she realized that she must 
have slept for hours. She could see the shape of a car but could not 
identify it. It must be Lucy's mother, she thought to herself. She 
raced back to the bed and pulled on a bathrobe. Running her hands 
through her tangled short hair to try and straighten it, she went into 
the front room just in time to see the door open and a figure step 
inside.


It was the stranger from the cove! Sandy almost fainted as the memories 
of that fateful morning came back to her. The man stood by the door, 
smiling at her expectantly, as if waiting for a fond greeting. This 
time he was dressed in an expensive sportcoat and slacks.


"What ... what are you doing here?" Sandy asked in a terrified voice, 
clutching her bathrobe tightly at her throat.


"That's hardly the warmest welcome an old friend has ever had, is it, 
Sandy?" the man said with a grin. He pulled off his coat and threw it 
casually onto a chair.


"Who ... who are you?" Sandy asked. "And how do you know my name?" 
Despite herself, Sandy felt a warm glow begin to spread through her 
loins as she thought back to how masterfully and pleasurably the man 
standing before her had taken her virginity. God, she thought, I must 
be depraved to be thinking about sex after everything that's happened.


"Oh, I know quite a lot about you, Sandy!" the stranger said smoothly, 
unbuttoning his shirt and throwing it by his discarded coat. His chest 
muscles were brown and hard, and he flexed them unconsciously.


Sandy's eyes became aware of the bulge in the stranger's pants as his 
cock strained against the thin material of his trousers. It was awful, 
she knew, but she remembered with absolute clarity how forcefully that 
massive lust-swollen cock had brought her to her first wonderful 
orgasm. Without realizing it, her hands relaxed their grip on the 
bathrobe and it fell gently open to reveal her smooth breasts and 
inviting pubic mound. She could see her pink nipples harden under the 
man's searching gaze. She wanted to scream at the man to leave her 
alone but her voice refused to obey. She watched in horror as he kicked 
off his shoes and began to unzip his fly, smiling at her the whole 
time.


Finally she found her voice. "I've got friends who are coming back at 
any minute," she lied. "You've got to leave now!"


The stranger let his pants fall down around his feet, and Sandy could 
see the massively swollen cock through his shorts. It was upright and 
bulging, and it seemed much larger than she remembered when it had 
pumped in and out of her steaming pussy that morning.


"I know all about your friends," the man announced smugly. "Lucy is 
with her mother in Las Vegas and neither of them will be back for at 
least a week! We've got the lodge all to ourselves!" As he spoke he 
pulled off the shorts and his erection majestically sprung away, huge 
and throbbing, the purple head glistening in anticipation.


The stranger came toward her and began to remove the bathrobe gently . 
Sandy's pussy was burning with desire now as she felt the heat from the 
man's pulsing cock so near her. She wanted to pull away but something 
held her rooted to the spot as the man's hands came up and began to 
caress her full breasts. Spasms of delight were shooting through her as 
his skillful hands went around her waist and pulled her toward his 
naked body. She knew she was lost in the exquisite limbo of sexual 
pleasure, unable and unwilling to lose this change to quench the 
burning flames of her mad desire.


"Who are you?" Sandy asked again, "and how do you know Lucy?"


For a moment the stranger held her still, then his handsome face 
exploded in a wide grin and he spoke.


"I thought you might have guessed by now! This is my lodge!" He paused 
for a moment to let the words sink in, "I'm Lucy s father!"


As the man 's strong hands went to her shoulders and began gently to 
push her down, Sandy surrendered to the wonderful lust that was 
consuming her. She knelt before his hard-muscled body and marveled at 
the gigantic size of the throbbing organ just in front of her face.


Slowly and lovingly, her slender hand came out to encircle the lust-
engorged staff as her red lips parted and began to close obscenely on 
the sweet flesh.


She knew at last that she was a woman!


The End
RWS-267  A Teacher's Education
A TEACHER'S EDUCATION
By Nancy Reynolds


Foreword


When a sensuous woman has enjoyed many years of a satisfying marriage, and then her
husband dies, leaving her bereft not only of his love, financial support and the various
small comforts which go to make up a rewarding relationship, but also sexual
fulfillment, what is the woman to do? She can find a job and satisfy her financial needs;
she can maintain her home and, in case she has a child, she can attempt to rear her
child to the best of her ability. Or, as often happens, she can marry again.
However, some women find a second marriage almost unthinkable. Perhaps they have
shared a "perfect" relationship with their husband, and thus are unable to accept
another man as measuring up to the high standards she has been used to, and perhaps
she loved so deeply that she is unable to do other than "remain true" to the memory of
her dead husband.
Such is the case with Eva Burr in this novel! Teacher's Education, by Nancy Reynolds.
When her husband, Ben, died, leaving her with a ten year old daughter Myra, the
widow went back to teaching and managed to keep her home together. She also reared
her daughter to the best of her ability instilling in her the same moral precepts she had
been taught and found to be "right". However, she has entirely neglected the sexual
side of her own life... and, as countless psychiatrists and psychologists have discovered,
sexuality is not to be denied. Sexual needs can be repressed or ignored, but eventually
they will clamor for satisfaction in one way or another.
Eva Burr confidently believed that she could live out the remainder of her years without
fulfilling these needs... that is, until she was suddenly brought face-to-face with the
budding sexual drives of her own daughter. This sudden confrontation causes all the
mother's carefully worked-out rationalizations to crumble. How she handles her new
awareness of her sexual needs is the subject of A Teacher's Education:
Ms. Reynolds thoughtfully depicts her desperate attempts to rebuild her shell of
complacency... to no avail. Her final solution to her problem is unorthodox, but, given
her years of ruthless repression, it is perhaps inevitable. We feel sure that mature
readers will welcome A Teacher's Education by Nancy
Reynolds as a thought-provoking addition to their library of contemporary mores.
-The Publishers


Chapter 1


The late afternoon air, heavy with the blended fragrance of honeysuckle and lilac from
the sprawling backyard garden below, drifted headily through the open window of
Myra Burr's bedroom. A warm late spring breeze blowing in off Lake Michigan caught
the lace curtains, rippling them, blowing them aside. Anyone in the backyard could
easily see into the bedroom.
Instinctively, because her mother had warned her to always make sure that no one was
watching before she disrobed, Myra stepped to the window to look outside. It was only
natural that her mother would be cautious, since she and Myra lived all alone in this
two-story frame house, in the suburban Milwaukee area of West Agate. Myra's father
had died almost five years ago and it hadn't been easy for Eva Burr to raise a daughter
like Myra on her own, a high-spirited girl who had begun to develop physically at
thirteen and now at the age of fifteen had the body of an eighteen year old, with breasts
that many a mature woman would have been proud to possess.
It was particularly difficult, because Eva didn't want her daughter to be deprived of any
of the things a girl like her would have if her father had been alive. This meant that Eva
had been forced to return to teaching, take a job in the local junior high school, which
in turn necessitated leaving Myra alone at home every weekday afternoon and often at
night when it was necessary for her to attend meetings mandatory to her job.
Halting at the window, Myra, wearing only a bright red halter and white tennis shorts,
looked out into the backyard. No one was out there. But in the yard next door,
separated by a high wooden fence, she could see Duke, the Holden's handsome, fullblooded, 
male German shepherd. Actually Duke belonged to Earl, the Holden's son, and was Earl's 
constant companion, except when the youth went some place where dogs weren't allowed.
Duke was sprawled out on his belly on the ground in front of his doghouse, his big
intelligent-looking head resting on his forepaws, long ears standing semi-alert, listening
for the slightest sound that might be foreign to him. Myra always felt a sense of
security, knowing that Duke was close by; confident that if anyone did try to enter the
house, or attempt to attack her, he would be right there to her rescue.
Looking at Duke now, Myra wondered, as she had so many times in the past, what
dogs thought of people. Duke, for instance; Myra thought he was just about the most
beautiful animal she had ever seen, sleek and powerful. Often she had wished he
belonged to her instead of to Earl. What, she wondered, did Duke think of her? Did
dogs have reactions toward people, aside from instinctive likes and dislikes? Could they
distinguish between men and women and if so, did the difference in sex make any
difference to them... give rise to possible prurient desires?
As Myra left the window and walked toward the full-length mirror fastened at the back
of her door, she wondered if it would have any effect on Duke if he were here with her
now, watching as she reached up behind and unhooked her halter. She pulled it off and
rubbed the red marks on her skin left by the binding. Her nipples felt itchy and large;
the breeze from the open window causing them to harden and stiffen into tight
rosiness. She smiled to herself as her hands slipped over her breasts, cupping them to
give them a brief but possessive fondling.
She remembered how embarrassed she was when her breasts first started to develop a
couple of years ago. How she tried to hide them by wearing a tight bandeau and then
an even tighter bra. But all that had changed in two short years. Now as she lifted her
breasts, testing their resiliency and juicy weightiness, she was delighted with their 
size and shape. It gave her a tremendous jolt to see how they affected members of the
opposite sex.
Just this afternoon, for instance, during tennis instructions that her mother insisted she
take a couple of times a week, so she could "keep up with the Joneses", Myra saw how
many returns Roy, the tennis coach, missed as he watched her boobs bounce around
under her halter, instead of following his own rule and "keeping his eye on the ball".
When he halted the set and stood behind her to correct a pitch in her serve, she could
feel the heat and hardness of the erection she'd caused him, against her thinly clad
buttocks. She was sure it would have taken only the slightest encouragement on her
part, for Roy to have invited her to his private office in the clubhouse and taken her
virginity. Not that she would have particularly minded, in spite of the fact he was twice
her age. His dark good looks and tall broad-shouldered body made him a target for
almost every girl who took instructions from him. But it was another rule of her
mother's by which she abided.
In spite of the fact that there were sex education classes right in the school where Eva
Burr taught, she puritanically insisted, "Nice girls do not have sexual experiences until
after they're married. Even then, it is not necessary for a woman to give vent to her true
feelings."
So Myra followed her mother's advice and at fifteen was still a virgin, even though
many of her girl friends, some even younger than she, had already engaged in
intercourse. Not that it had always been easy for her.
There had been times when boys kissed her and ran their eager hands over her body, and
Myra got so hot she had all she could do to keep from letting them go the limit with
her. There were other times like this afternoon, when all she had to do was to know
that she had aroused someone like she did her tennis coach, to feel like a horny little
harlot. The knowledge that Earl, the boy next door, was coming over tonight to take
her to a drive-in movie didn't make it any easier.
Even though Earl was almost four years older than Myra and due to start college in the
fall, her mother had no qualms about Myra going out with him. After all, they'd known
each other since they were toddlers and Eva felt if he couldn't be trusted, no one could
be.
What she didn't know and Myra wasn't about to tell was that Earl was not nearly as
innocent as he appeared to be. It was Earl who had taught Myra how to kiss openmouthed, 
to accept his tongue. A couple of times, she had allowed him to slip a hand
down inside the neckline of her dress and beneath her bra to fondle her voluptuous
young breasts. Once or twice, too, she had permitted his hand to creep upward along
her thighs and under her skirt to feel her moist pussy-lips through her panties. Each
time, she stopped him before he brought her to orgasm, or managed to get his fingers
inside her panties. Not because she didn't want him to. She was afraid. Afraid that if
things went that far, she'd never be able to turn off. She'd want him to go all the way
and that would be disobeying her mother, going against all the things her mother had
taught her were right.
She didn't want that to happen. She didn't want to disobey her mother. Because she
knew all the sacrifices her mother had made for her; how she taught school even during
the summer vacation, so that Myra could have all the things that other girls had. But it
was getting harder and harder for Myra to fight against her emotions.
How her mother had been able to refrain from sex for the five years since her husband
died, Myra found it impossible to understand and Myra was sure she had refrained.
Aside from Qyde Thomas, who had been a close friend of the family for as long as
Myra could remember, Myra couldn't recall her mother even going out with another
man. Maybe her mother was different than she was sexually? Maybe her mother was
one of those women who could do without sex? Certainly, Myra knew she wasn't and
never could be.
Even now, as she undid the clasp on her snug tennis shorts, slowly pulled the zipper
down and let the shorts slide down her shapely legs, she felt a tingling in her belly. The
fine black hair that covered the rounded bulge of her mons contrasted sharply with the
paleness of her belly and upper thighs that her shorts protected from the sun. It seemed
darker than the long, black hair atop her head, tightly curled and thicker.
Myra wondered, was the girl in the mirror really her? It seemed only yesterday that she
was flat-chested and scrawny, like a spavin-legged colt; her veneris smooth of hair. She
let her gaze travel slowly up her superbly-rounded legs, turning at the waist for a view
of her well-defined and polished buttocks. She took hold of her breasts again and
squeezed them. Even the touch of her own hands excited her, made her wonder how
much longer she must remain a virgin, keep the secrets of her lovely young body to
herself? Except in a bikini, or in the girl's locker room at school, no one had ever seen
her abundance of youthful feminine charms and girls didn't count. She wanted to share
her complete nakedness with a member of the opposite sex; wanted to excite him and
make him touch her, as she was touching herself now.
Wistfully, she dropped her hands to her sides and started toward the bathroom.
Halfway there, she remembered Duke in the yard next door. She couldn't help but
wonder what his reaction would be if he saw her like this, entirely nude? Would it have
any affect on him at all? Would a dog be aware whether or not a person had any
clothes on? Would he know the difference between the naked body of a man or a girl?
Almost without being aware of what she was doing, Myra stepped to the open window.
Holding aside the curtains so they would not blow back against her. or obstruct the
view, she stood there, brazenly naked, at the window and whistled softly.
She saw the dog lift its head with a slight start. She whistled again, a trifle louder. Duke
followed the sound with his eyes and saw her standing there at her upstairs bedroom
window. He climbed to his feet and shook himself fully awake, never taking his gaze off
her.
Even from the distance, she could see his powerful flanks, the huge male organ that
hung down from his hairy belly. It wasn't the first time she had noticed his oversized
tool, the way it swung back and forth when he walked. But this was the first time she
could ever remember almost wishing she were a female dog.
Still framed in the open window, Myra cupped her vibrant breasts again, her nipples
spiked by the gentle breeze. She saw Duke start to wag his tail when he recognized her,
and he moved closer to the tall fence that separated the two yards. It gave her a strange
excitement to be standing there stark naked even if only in front of a dog. She rubbed
her thighs together, trying to ease the growing tension she felt between them, as she
ran her hands sensuously down over her body.
OH, DUKE... IF ONLY YOU WERE UP HERE INSTEAD OF DOWN THERE IN
THE YARD... I JUST MIGHT BE TEMPTED TO LET YOU!
Suddenly she caught hold of herself. What was she thinking about? Quickly, she backed
away from the window as Duke began to bark.
"It's okay, Duke," she called down to him, her voice tight with emotion. "It's all right,
fella, go back and lie down."
She let the curtains fall back into place as she turned, hurried into the bathroom and
locked the door on Duke's continued barking. She leaned for a moment with her back
against the closed door, her senses whirling. Whatever had made her even begin to
think of having intimate relations with a dog? Even one as big and handsome and of
almost human intelligence, the way Duke was. It was as if some devil had taken
momentary possession of her mind and body for her to even consider such a perverted
thing. She had to make herself believe that she had never even entertained such an
improbable possibility.
It was a good thing that she had to hurry and get ready for her date with Earl. Her
mother would be home shortly and they'd have dinner. It wouldn't be long afterwards
that Earl would call for her. As usual, they'd probably go for a short drive until it got
dark. Then they'd go to the movies. She couldn't help but wonder what Earl would
think if he even suspected she had such an evil thought about his dog?
Myra started the water running for her bath. Then, while the tub was filling, she
brushed her teeth, as even and white as two rows of perfectly matched pearls. She had
to wipe the mirror free of the steam which was rapidly spreading over the glass.
The tub was filled now and Myra turned off the taps. Before stepping into her bath, she
paused to again admire the shapeliness of her young body in the half-length wall
mirror. The reflection was half-obscured by the rising steam, which only served to
enhance and add a touch of veiled mystery to Myra's lovely vision.
It was not conceit for Myra to be aware that she had above-average beauty, with
features that were in perfect symmetry. It was all right there for her to see in the
looking-glass. Her violet-blue eyes, big and curious, behind naturally long lashes. Her
mouth, a miracle in itself, sensuously shaped with a lower Up that was full and ripe. All
this framed by extremely long, sleek black hair that fell in a brazen swirl around the
white column of her neck and onto her slight shoulders.
She stretched up on her toes to her entire five feet three inches, that enabled her to see
just barely the dark patch of black hair at her loins in the mirror. Impulsively, Myra
gave the glass a thorough wipe then stepped back again. She could see herself more
clearly now though the mirror quickly clouded over again.
Without further ado, she took a nylon shower cap from its hook and tucked her long
black hair up under it, then she climbed into the tub and let the hot water cover her
body completely, sinking down until the caressing warmth lapped around her neck.
Before reaching for the soap, Myra lay there, stretching luxuriously in the sensuous feel
of the water. She took the soap finally and ran it over her body and limbs, opening her
legs and letting the suds flood her sex. She could feel the perfumed water steal between
her partly open pussy lips and seep into her body.
With her chin resting on the surface of the water, Myra allowed her hands to steal to
her breasts. They felt so much softer and smoother beneath the warm water, the flesh
more delicate and sensitive. With careful manipulations of her fingers, she stroked and
fondled them, giving her nipples only the lightest of touches, the most tender of
caresses.
Myra's eyes closed in sweet ecstasy as she felt how large her nipples had grown. As she
explored her tits, cautiously squeezing the buds between thumbs and forefingers, she
recalled how pleasant it had been when Earl put his hand down inside her bra and
fondled her. The memory incited her further, caused her to increase the pressure of her
own fingers, slowly nipping the hard push-button-like nubs until a sensation of pleasant
pain began spreading through her breasts, enveloping her entire body in a sweet but
urgent delight.
Her eyes opened a little and, looking down, she could see the clever way her hands
were bringing her pleasure. They seemed now to be the hands of a stranger, who had
boldly climbed into the tub with her and was playing expertly with her breasts and
nipples.
Making herself believe that she was powerless to intervene, Myra watched helplessly as
her hands turned her prematurely large breasts this way and that, lifting them almost
out of the water so that the pink, swollen nipples were clearly visible, then lowering
them beneath the surface again. Under the relentless, artful pinching and massaging,
her nipples began to itch maddeningly... begging for release... yet wanting the caress to
continue... 
Myra could feel her eyes growing hot and misty, clouding with passion. Her mouth felt
dry in spite of the drops of water that splattered her lips and she could hear her labored
breathing.
Slowly, deliciously, she rubbed her right palm downward over her right breast and let it
slide down over her slippery smooth belly until her fingers touched the tight curl of
pubic hair. Earl had touched her down there, too. But always outside her panties. No
hands, except her own, had ever probed her precious treasure, as they were promising
to do now.
Even though the soapy water hid their action from view, Myra felt her fingers moving
in ever widening circles over her furry veneris, venturing closer and closer to the warm,
pink edges of the slit between her parted thighs.
Umm, it feels so good... But I'll bet Earl's fingers would feel even better... If only I dared
let him go underneath my panties... Let him really touch me down there... But I know
I'd never be able to stop once he did... and that would be disobeying mother... and I
don't want to do that... But my poor little pussy's so hot... I don't know what's gotten
into me today... Was it feeling Roy's big hard thing against my buttocks... or thinking
about what it would be like with Duke... but I know if Earl tries to touch me down
there tonight, III never be able to stop him... unless... unless... 
She groaned audibly as her hand came suddenly in contact with the velvety warmth of
her throbbing cunt. She bent her knees upward beneath the water and spread her
thighs wider apart, her extended middle finger sending her into a delirium of. pleasure,
as it slid easily between the eager, moistly heated lips of her vagina and into her
precious sex itself.
It must be the water that aroused her so much. Because of the few times she had
fingered herself in the past, she had never felt so hot before in her life. With some
trepidation, she wondered if she should continue. But by now she was too deeply
enmeshed in the ecstatic delirium of her autoeroticism to be able to stop, and as her
middle finger, joined now by her index finger, buried deeper into her eagerly tingling
hole, her concern completely vanished.
By comparison, the water that only a few moments ago had been so hot now felt cool
against her burning cunt. Cool and delightful between her steaming thighs, bringing
her a kind of rolling whirlpool of desire.
Her left hand had come down now to join her right hand, the fingers of her left
spreading apart the widening lips of her sticky wet pussy, so that the fingers of her right
hand could search for and find the stiff, ultra-sensitive button of her wildly throbbing
clitoris. After a moment she left her clit and began sliding these two stiffly-erect fingers
slowly in and out of her well-oiled slot, as if they were a man's pulsing cock.
Leaning her head back so that it rested against the back of the tub, she closed her eyes
and let herself drift away into imagine. It was Earl's cock going in and out of her, as she
lay sprawled out on the back seat of his car. Now it was Roy, her tennis-coach. He had
succeeded in enticing her into his office, pulled down her shorts and was driving his
weapon in and out of her maddeningly tight hole. Somewhere along the line, she
envisioned Duke's furry, silver-gray body sandwiched between her shapely white thighs,
his bright red pestle deep in her vagina, his powerful hindquarters making fucking
motions, the way she'd seen him do in the backyard, from time to time.
Her knees were held high now, completely out of the water with the rest of her body
submerged in the turbulent waters. Her facial muscles were twisted into a mask of
heavenly torture. Then she moaned with unchecked sensual pleasure as she slipped still
another stiffened digit into her open-lipped, bubbly-hot cunt, while the fingers of her
free hand now rolled the tiny, fleshy, pearl-like knob of her clit round and round with a
steady rotating motion. She could feel the tension mounting as her orgasm began to
catch on... just another moment... just one more!
"Oooh... Ahhh!" she let out a loud gasp, not caring if the entire neighborhood heard
her as a volcano of carnal sensations exploded in her belly and sent volts of ecstasy
charging along her spine and into her brain. She lay there tight and tense with only her
head showing now above the water, as a blissful warmth filled her body. For a long
time, she wasn't even able to think. Then, finally, almost with reluctance, Myra took
her fingers from the still-pulsing warmth of her spasming pussy. But she continued to
lie there silent and motionless in the water, until the anesthetizing effects of her 
selfinflicted climax had receded.
When at last she regained her composure, though still somewhat shaken by her violent
release, she lathered her long, black hair hurriedly as the sun outside the frosted-glass
bathroom window sank lower and lower behind the treetops. She had thought that
fingering herself would relieve the tension inside her, that an orgasm would quiet her
yearning. Instead, to her surprise, as she rinsed the suds from her tresses, then got out
of the tub and dried herself off, her body ached with an even more frightening
urgency... hungry, voracious, demanding! What the night ahead with Earl might hold
for her excited her, then frightened her, and she fought to discharge it from her mind
as she hurried into her bedroom to dress for dinner and her date.


Chapter 2


Despite her thirty-four years, Eva Burr had managed to retain more than a semblance
of her fading youth, and it was easy to see from whom Myra had inherited her dark
beauty and sensuous figure, although Eva made no effort to bring out either her good
looks or her shapeliness. As Myra suspected, her mother had excluded sex from her life,
ever since the death of her husband Myra's father five years ago.
However, Myra wondered if her mother had ever truly enjoyed sex, even during the
twelve years that her husband had been there if her response pattern hadn't always been
very low and she just used the death of her husband as an excuse to further her sexual
disinclination. Maybe with the hope that she could make Myra the same way, perhaps
even create a pseudo-frigidity in the girl, so that she would have no need or desire for
me? If so, it was wishful thinking. Because right now, at fifteen, Myra was ripe and
ready and eager to be plucked.
As usual, shortly after five p.m., Myra's mother came home from school. Myra had
already started dinner so that they could eat early, wash and put away the dishes, and
she could be ready when Earl called. But her mother told her, "I'm afraid you're going
to have to do the dishes alone tonight, Myra darling. The teacher's union has called an
urgent meeting to vote on whether we strike now before school closes for the summer
or wait until fall. So I'm afraid you'll have to extend my apologies to Earl for not being
home when he gets here."
The wheels inside Myra's head began turning. "How late will you be Mother?" she
asked hopefully.
Eva shrugged. "As long as the speeches and balloting last which certainly won't make it
very early."
Myra felt a familiar tingling in her belly. Because it meant that instead of going to a
drive-in movie, she had Earl could stay right here at home and watch television and
have the whole house to themselves. Although on second thought, Myra wondered if
that would be such a smart idea. Feeling the way she did, aroused and far from satisfied
by what had happened in the tub this afternoon, anything might happen.
For dinner, Myra and her mother finished the lamb roast they'd had the previous
Sunday. During the meal Myra said, "I think I'll save this bone for Duke."
"Tsk," her mother responded, shaking her head with mild disapproval. "I wish Earl
wouldn't bring that big dirty dog into our house."
"Why, Mother, Duke is cleaner than lots of people," the girl argued in the dog's
defense. "Earl gives him a bath every couple of weeks."
"Dogs have fleas, and fleas are germ-carriers," Eva retorted.
"Duke can't have fleas," Myra contended. "He has a brand new flea collar."
"Well, he still gets hair all over the place," her mother persisted. A few minutes later,
she got up from the table and went up to her room to dress for the teacher's meeting
and left Myra to clear the table wash and dry the dishes and put them away.
Eva kissed her daughter good-bye and left the house shortly after seven. The moment
she was gone, Myra hurried up the stairs to wash her face, comb her hair and put
whatever finishing touches were necessary to her dress and to the sparing makeup her
mother permitted her to wear.
She studied herself for several minutes in the full-length mirror. The dark skirt she was
wearing certainly was snug and short enough, showing several inches of her shapely
bare thighs above the knees. She wished she didn't have to wear a bra. But the button
down-the-front white blouse she had chosen to wear was so sheer that her nipples and
areolas would have been clearly visible without a bra. Enough that the rising swell of
her breasts could be seen overflowing the cups of her bra, and to add to the intrigue,
she opened the top three buttons of her blouse to afford a glimpse of her deep, exciting
cleavage.
It was during these final preparations that the doorbell rang. Myra slipped her feet into
the tall white high heels that she'd borrowed from her mother's closet. She didn't own a
pair of heels of her own. Her mother thought that fifteen was just a little too young for
a girl to start wearing them so Myra had to take them when her mother was out. She
took a final look at her legs in the mirror, front back and side view. The heels made her
look taller, older, sexier and definitely gave added shape to her already gorgeous legs.
The ringing of the doorbell was repeated as Myra hurried out of the bedroom and down
the stairs. She unlocked and opened the front door and smiled up prettily at Earl
standing on the threshold.
Earl Holden measured well over six feet, slim except for the wide shoulders that bulged
beneath his flowered, open-necked sports shirt. He had straight blond hair that he wore
mod-style, long in back with a fuzz of blond sideburns that followed the line of his
strong, bulldog chin. Earl had passéd his nineteenth birthday that past May, would
graduate from high school in June and had accepted a football scholarship that would
take him East to one of the big Ivy League colleges in the fall.
"H'ya," Myra greeted him warmly, aware of a quiet fluttering in her stomach as she
craned to look up at him.
He returned the greeting and smiled broadly as he slowly perused her up-thrust breasts
so boldly revealed through her thin blouse. They never hugged or kissed in the open
doorway, like this. After all, there were the neighbors to consider. It just wouldn't look
right for a fifteen year old girl to smooch with a young man almost four years her
senior. Besides, it would hurt his image, since many considered him the personification
of the clean-cut Ail-American boy. The kind of young man they'd like their own
daughters to go out with.
Myra opened the door a little wider for him to enter and was about to ask him about
Duke when she saw the big silver-gray animal lower his leg after sprinkling his favorite
bush on the lawn and come bounding toward her up the walk. Duke wagged his tail
furiously and made his usual whining sounds of delight at seeing her, pushing his
pointed snout between her legs. A little shiver swept through her at the touch of his
cold, wet nose against the bare flesh of her short-skirted thighs. With sudden
embarrassment, she wondered if it were possible that Duke remembered how she
looked standing at the open window, stark naked? Guiltily, she pulled back from him
without even the usual friendly pat of his head.
The big German shepherd looked up at her, bewilderedly, as if unable to understand
why she had pulled back from him so quickly. In the past, she always liked him to rub
his snout against her legs and hips and then nuzzle her pubic bone while she stroked
his head and rubbed her ears.
Turning, Myra led the way into the living room with Earl and the dog following after.
When they got there, Earl halted before the big upholstered sofa that was pushed back
against the wall, facing the color TV set. From this vantage point he could see there was
no one in the dining room or in the kitchen. He listened for the sound of someone
upstairs.
He frowned slightly and as sort of a half-question, said, "I don't see your mother?"
"She had to go to a teacher's meeting," Myra told him. "Probably won't be back until
very late." She paused, then added, "We don't really have to go to a movie if you don't
want to. We can stay here and watch television."
Earl's still boyish face lighted up. This was a break he hadn't counted on the two of
them all alone in the house. With, of course, the exception of Duke. He took a step
toward Myra, put his arms around her and pulled her close to him, bringing his face
down to meet her mouth.
Myra let her curvaceous young body mold to his hardness. At the same time, she parted
her lips the way he'd shown her to kiss and accepted his scalding tongue that slithered
serpent-like into her mouth, engaging her own tongue in sensuous play. The kiss
caused a moist heat to spring up in her loins. She could feel the effect it had on him,
too, as his penis began to harden and throb against her thinly-covered belly.
Myra remembered it wasn't too long ago that the stiffening of a male penis had alarmed
and appalled her. But now it was a sensation that she had come to accept, even look
forward to. Maybe it was the knowledge that she was responsible for the arousal that
gave her a strange sense of conquest. But whether it was Earl, her tennis instructor, or
just some boy she was dancing with, she never failed to get a thrill out of their erection
even if she pretended not to notice or acted chagrined or even a little annoyed if they
got too bold and tried to go any further.
Slowly, Myra could feel all reality slip away from her as his tongue continued to tease
and seduce her senses. At the same time, she was aware of his hands leaving her
shoulders to slide down to her waist then reaching behind her to grasp her buttocks
lightly and bring her body still closer then pressing until a fusion was almost reached.
She had to gasp for breath, and while she loved the feel of him against her, she knew it
was happening too fast, much too fast. It wasn't giving her time to think clearly, and
that was dangerous.
Using all the strength in her body as well as her last ounce of willpower, she broke the
kiss and pushed away from him, her breasts moving spasmodically against his powerful
chest. He looked down at her with the same bewildered expression Duke had assumed
when she pushed his head from between her bare thighs.
"Anything wrong?" Earl asked her, looking down at her.
She heard Duke behind her and shifted her eyes to him. Duke was still searching the
big room, jogging here and there, thrusting his nose into dark comers and behind the
furniture, familiarizing himself with the place he had visited so many times before.
Myra gathered her thoughts together quickly and used the dog as an excuse for her
inconsistent behavior. "I... I feel embarrassed with Duke watching us."
Earl frowned. "Him being around never bothered you before. He's slept on the back
seat at the drive-in or even when we stopped and parked."
Myra shrugged meaninglessly. "Now it's different, somehow. I mean being here alone. I
feel funny."
Earl's spirits sank a little. Hell, it wasn't going to be much fun if she was going to act
like that. Disappointedly but still cavalierly, he asked, "Would you feel better if we went
to a movie?"
"Oh no," Myra replied quickly. "It's just that..." Suddenly, she remembered, "I know I
saved a lamb bone for him."
Earl, with renewed hope, let her go.
"Come, Duke, I have something for you," she called out as she hurried into the kitchen
with the dog loping at her heels. She went directly to the refrigerator, opened the door
and took the bone from one of the shelves where she had stored it. She held it high
over her head. "Speak!"
The big German shepherd sniffed as if determining whether it was worth "speaking"
for. Obviously it appealed to his sense of smell because he let out a loud "Ruff!" and
then stood on his hind legs to reach it.
Standing this way, Myra could again appreciate what a tremendous animal he was,
almost as tall as she, the muscles in his powerful legs and trim body rippling under his
fur. Again, too, she was at a loss to understand why the hairy sheath and great shiny
black sacs between the dog's hind legs fascinated and stirred her so.
At that moment as she released the bone and watched Duke clamp it between his
powerful jaws and make off with it, Myra was aware of Earl's presence directly behind
her. Before she could turn to face him his arms went around her from behind, his
hands cupping her breasts. He pulled her back until she was up close against him. Then
with the side of his face, he brushed aside her long, black hair so he could kiss the back
of her neck, trace the outline of her left ear with his tongue, causing her to writhe and
pant as the first stirrings of real passion hit her. Through the thinness of her skirt and
her gossamer panties, she could feel him fitting his swollen cock, still inside his slacks,
into the deep crease that separated her buttocks, the heat of its knob causing her anus
to pucker.
"Oooooh, Earl," she quaked. "I'm getting those funny feelings in my tummy again.
You're making me feel all hot and wild all tight and tense."
He kept tonguing and kissing her ear, sending shivers dancing along her spine. She
could feel herself getting wetter and wetter, unaware that he was making a slippery
mess of himself also inside his shorts as his right hand moved upward to the
unbuttoned neckline of her blouse. He slid his palm over her throat, downward over
her chest and shoulders and then let it dip down beneath her bra.
His fingers were like live wires to Myra as they glided over her quivering breasts,
showing an accomplished artistry in spite of his youth as they touched her tingling
nipples. She could feel herself vibrating, unable to contain the moan of pleasure he
caused her as he continued to pluck and massage and toy with her pointed nipples.
"Oooohh, Earl... Earl..."
She did not feel his free hand move downward over her belly and lift her skirt. The first
awareness she had that his hand was down there was the delicate caress his fingertips
made on her diaphanous panties.
His reaching fingers sent a half-frightened, half-wanton thrill racing up her spine and
made her moan again. She clenched her thighs together just enough to trap his hand
between them as she turned her head and leaned back so he could reach her lips with
his. The finesse of his knowing contacts slowly began draining her of her strength.
She made no attempt to stop his hand at her breasts, or the one gently stroking her
cuntal lips outside her sopping wet panties until she felt the hand down below try to
work itself inside her panties. Then she stiffened and grasped his left wrist with both
hands as she clenched her thighs together, protectively.
"No," she choked out weakly.
"No?" he echoed, that confused look again in his eyes. It didn't make any damned sense
that she'd let him play with her cunt outside her panties but balked when he tried to
get inside.
Myra kept holding onto his wrist but made no attempt to move away from him. Then
she modified her no considerably. "Not here. Not in the kitchen." She glanced at Duke
who lay some feet away on the checkerboard linoleum, busily gnawing away at what
little meat was left on the lamb bone for all effects and purposes paying not the slightest
attention to them. "Not where he can still see us."
Taking no chances on the mood being broken, Earl swept Myra up bodily from the
floor and holding her in his heavy-muscled arms, carried her into the Uving room.
Before lowering her to the high-backed sofa, he kissed her lips, then her throat, then
the plump white flesh of her breasts to the border of her bra, which stopped him from
sucking her swollen nipples.
Earl placed her down gently on the sofa, then sat beside her. He had a hard-on, the
likes of which he could never remember having before. It stood up like a tent-pole
under his trousers, as if threatening to burst through the material with each mighty
throb. His testicles were starting to ache. What was it they called them "lover's nuts"?
He only hoped he wouldn't have to jack off again tonight, the way he always did after
he left her.
With her pretty, black-thatched head resting against his chest so that he could put one
arm around her shoulders and reach his hand back down inside her bra, they slumped
low on the high-backed Colonial sofa. Then his full hand was under her dark miniskirt
again, between her flawlessly shaped thighs. His long fingers, surprisingly gentle for all
the strength in them from tossing around a football, were rubbing the narrow, wet
crotch of her wispy white nylon panties.
Myra felt a warm itchy glow in her pussy that caused her to twist her head around so
that without disturbing his hands, she could look up into his face. "Why... why do you
like to touch me, Earl?"
He shrugged and paraphrased her question with a question of his own. "Why do you
want me to touch you?"
It was her turn to shrug. "I don't know I guess 'cause it's you?"
And because it makes you feel good, doesn't it?"
She pulled her upper lip tightly across her teeth as if trying to suppress a naughty smile.
"Ummmm-huh..."
"Same reasons apply to me," he said. "I like feeling you because you're you and making
you feel good makes me feel good, too."
That, of course, wasn't the whole answer. He felt more comfortable with her than he
did with any other girl in town. Maybe because they'd known each other so long,
practically grew up together, even if he was several years older than she. He knew she
could be trusted not to blab, no matter what he tried to do to her. At least, she hadn't
so far. He had hopes, too, that in the not too distant future she'd get over her childish
squeamishness and start handling him. Then it would really be worthwhile. Maybe he'd
even get to take her cherry! She was cherry. No question in his mind about that. If she
wasn't, he'd have heard. He knew every boy she ever went out with, and if any of them
ever got into her they'd have bragged about it, the way boys do.
She moved her face up a little so he could kiss her, shivering as that snake-like tongue
of his again slithered into her mouth. Half-consciously she opened her thighs wider to
let his hand have its way.
Earl was quick to take advantage of the way her legs went loose. He eased his fingers to
the elastic thigh-band of her panties and pushed one... then two... then three fingers
underneath. Myra felt a twinge of fear but at the same time was wildly excited. She had
never let anyone, not even him, go this far before.
Earl touched the black bush of pubic hair. It wasn't coarse and kinky like his pubic
hair, blond though his might be. Hers was soft and silky, rich and luxurious, finer than
any mink or sable. He slid his fingers farther under her panties and touched the top of
her slot. He touched the sticky dampness, really turning her on.
She was breathing fast and deeply. She felt his middle finger wade wetly into her cunt.
She was embarrassed that he should find her so flooded with moisture down there. Her
pussy was really excited. She flushed and tried to hide her face beside his neck. But she
made no effort to close her legs.
She let out a little whimper as his broad fingertip brushed over the swollen ultra
sensitive key to her womanhood. The sensation was a sweet burst of exquisiteness. It
felt so much more wonderful to have someone else to it to her than doing it to herself.
She wanted more! She wanted his finger to stay there and keep rubbing her aroused
little clit. But his finger was moving lower, seeking to probe the innermost depths of her
body.
She was too inhibited, too insecure in her knowledge of what was proper at such a
moment to say anything to redirect his fingers.
She could only hope... 
"Wouldn't... wouldn't you like to touch me?" he murmured. It wasn't the first time he'd
tried to get her to do it. But then she never let him go this far before, either. Nor had
he ever seen her so hot, so worked up.
She caught his eyes for a moment, shyly. "You... you really want me to?"
"More than anything," he asserted.
She swallowed. "I... I wouldn't know what to do."
"I'll show you," he said, trying to hide the eager anticipation in his voice. "If you want
I'll take it out for you."
She hid her face against the side of his neck again.
"But I won't look!"
"You don't have to look if you don't want to," he assured her. He paused for her last
word. When none came, he withdrew his moist fingers from between her legs. He
unfastened the talon at the top of his slacks, slid open the zipper, reached through the
opening and brought forth his big, man-sized cock.
Myra tensed at the momentary silence, then asked, "Is... is it out?"
"All yours," he confirmed, then put his hand back up under her short skirt. Only this
time he approached his goal from the top. He slid his hand over her hot, marble-like
smooth stomach, stretching the elastic waistband so he could work his fingers down
inside. She had even more hair covering her pubic mound that he had suspected. But
that only made the approach to her vagina more interesting, more exciting.
Myra moaned softly as she felt Earl's middle and index fingers slide into her cunt,
squeezing their way between the spongy, clinging wet walls. He touched the fragile taut
membrane that was her hymen, that told him she was still a virgin.
One of his fingertips found a natural rent and wedged through it, working deeper into
her cunt. She grew a little frightened that he might hurt her and almost told him to
stop. But the football-incurred callous at the base of one of his intruding fingers grazed
over her clitoris and she gasped again. Her hips pressed upward eagerly against his
hand, sustaining the sensation, while she made an impulsive grasp for his rampant
penis sticking out of his open fly like some giant snake emerging from its nest.
It was the first cock she had ever touched, and to her amazement, it felt good in her
small pale hand. She held her hand perfectly still for several long moments as if her
hand were paralyzed. Then slowly she worked up courage enough to squeeze the fat
length; then she began a slow, instinctive stroking of the spongy shaft.
Earl closed his eyes for a moment, "Ooooh, that feels good... so good... you've got the
touch, Myra... the magic touch..."
She continued the slow stroking of his cock, venturing her first glimpse of it. Her
senses whirled and instead of turning away, she gazed fixedly at his manhood, so
intriguing and exciting as her hand slid the loose foreskin high up over the glistening,
purplish wet head and then down to expose the bright glans again.
"Kiss me," he whispered.
She closed her eyes and gave him her open, hot mouth. Their tongues touched and
moans came up from their throats as they continued to work on each other with hands
and fingers. Myra was getting dizzy and shivery. Her belly was getting a funny tight
feeling deep inside and her clit was grazing up and down over his finger. Of all the
times she'd rubbed herself down there, it had never brought her a glow like this. She
was actually radiating!
And then she sensed a third party on the sofa with them. She opened her eyes and saw
Duke. His eyes looked hot, and he was panting and sniffing at her blouse, excitedly.
She remembered standing at the open window this afternoon in her complete nudity,
teasing him. Was it possible, he remembered, or had the scent of their heat drawn his
attention away from the bone on which they'd left him gnawing in the kitchen.
Instead of being frightened, she felt some strange compassion for the dog, some strange
desire to let him share in the good things that were happening to her. Her breasts
suddenly felt enormous and maddeningly constricted in her bra. The itchiness in her
nipples was like a centipede doing a crazy dance on each one. She shivered more
strongly, panting furiously. Earl's hand wasn't nearly doing them justice, satisfying the
urgency in them. She wanted them licked. Without being consciously aware of what she
was doing, Myra ripped open the buttons at the front of her blouse and pulled at her
bra until it snapped and her breasts sprang free.
Myra felt the heat of the dog's breath on her flesh. The next instant she jerked back in
surprise and shock as the dog's hot, wet tongue shot out and licked her naked left
breast.
"Oh, no!" the startled girl said in involuntary reaction as Duke's moistly heated tongue
scraped over her already swollen nipple, sending a shock-wave of raw pleasure through
her body. Myra pushed backwards against Earl trying to escape the insistently nuzzling
dog.
Earl, concentrating on finger-fucking Myra's pussy, suddenly became cognizant of what
was happening. He saw what the dog was doing.
"What the hell?" he exclaimed. "Is this competition?" Then he laughed amusedly.
"Want me to make him stop?"
"Yes," Myra choked out, trying half-heartedly to push Duke's head away from her
naked, tingly breasts.
Then Earl's hands joined hers in pushing at the dog's big, strong head. "Okay, Duke.
Stop it! Cut it out!"
The dog drew back, a confused look in his eyes. Why did they want him to stop? A
strange emotion stirred in the animal's big heart. There was something strangely
exciting about this semi-naked human female in the delightful symphony of pink and
milky-white flesh before him. He remembered seeing her standing that way this
afternoon in the window, whistling to him, exciting him and then telling him to go
back and lie down. Now she had bared that beautiful smooth, pale flesh to him again,
allowed him to taste its soft, stimulating sweetness, then make him stop. Would he ever
understand humans?
"Get down off the sofa, Duke!" Myra heard Earl say.
The dog started to obey, hurt.
"No!" Myra cried out, half-crazed now with passion as Earl continued finger-fucking
her. A big hot flower with bright pink petals was opening in her loins, spilling her
juices. She held up her breasts to the dog.
Earl didn't argue. If she wanted the dog to share in their pleasure... 
"Ooooh... ummm," Myra crooned as Duke returned his hot, wet tongue to her nipples,
licking and slavering all over them, moving impartially from one to the other, arousing
her as she had never been aroused before. She could feel the delicious and sensuous
warmth emanating from her breasts and in her vagina, stealing through her tingling
young body, rippling over her virgin flesh in electric waves with each lash of Duke's
long salivary tongue, with each thrust of Earl's long, thick-skinned fingers. Her own
hand was flying now, up and down the length of Earl's cock, trying to bring him off in
a flurry.
He was close. She was close, too. Just a few more strokes of her hands. A few more
swipes of Duke's tongue. A few more stabs of Earl's finger... 
"My good God!" a voice shrilled, shattering the muffled sounds of moaning, suctioning
and slurping, like the report of a pistol. "What in the name of the Almighty is going on
here?"
Everything in the room stopped at once like the frozen frame of a film. Myra, Earl and
the dog, in mute fear, all turned at once to stare at the figure standing in the archway
that led into the hallway the chalk-faced, horrified-looking figure of Myra's mother!


Chapter 3


A last minute decision had been reached by the heads of the teacher's union that its
members would not strike until school opened in the fall. Consequently, the meeting
that Eva Burr planned to attend had been called off, too late to .let her or anyone else
know. Which meant that Eva had turned her car around and come straight home.
So absorbed were Myra, Earl and Duke in their hand, finger and tongue manipulations
on the sofa, that they didn't hear her mother come in. Shocked to a degree of
momentary paralysis, Eva could just stand there in disbelief at the exhibition going on
before her in the living room. Even her vocal chords were unable to function as she
watched her daughter being brought to orgasm by the young man whom she trusted so
much and his dog.
However, in spite of the surprise, the disgust and mental and physical distress the
woman suffered, she could not help but admit to some sexual excitement by what she
was witnessing. Perhaps, if it had not been her daughter on the sofa, she would have
continued to watch until the girl climaxed and Earl shot his load in her hand.
Instead, Eva regained control of her senses and let out the thundering roar that brought
the sexual play on the sofa to a standstill, as the girl, the young man and the dog turned
and focused their gaze on her. It was impossible to say who was the more horrified and
surprised.
"Mother!" Myra blurted out, transfixed.
"Holy Christ!" Earl expostulated under his breath, his cock suddenly drooping like a
parboiled noodle.
The dog just stared for a moment, stunned by the rude interruption. Then quite
unconcerned, he turned to resume his tonguing of the girl's still exposed breasts.
The first swish of his tongue over her nipples stung Myra to sudden realization. With
both hands she pushed away the dog's head, quickly bringing her blouse closed, to
cover her mammaries. But the dog was persistent, nudging his black nose into the
fleshy mounds, licking them through the flimsy material of the blouse.
"Stop! Please stop!" Myra fought helplessly, guiltily, scolding the dog for what she knew
in her heart was partly her own doing.
"Stop it! Stop it this instant, Duke!" her mother roared at the dog. "And get down off
that sofa!"
Duke paused and turned his head again to look at the woman still filling the archway.
He had heard her use that tone of voice before. Once when he was dirtying on the
lawn, she had yelled at him like that and when he didn't move quickly enough, she hit
him with a broom. Now, it only tended to further muddle his confusion about humans
that much more. Why, suddenly was he being made to stop doing something that was
so enjoyable, he couldn't understand. All he knew was that he didn't want that woman
to hit him again. So at the angry sound of her voice, he jumped down from the sofa
and with his ears down and his tail between his legs, he slunk into the kitchen where
he had left his bone.
His master needed no such command, to jump quickly to his feet, tuck his limp penis
back into his slacks and zip up his fly. He dropped his head to try to avoid the older
woman's torrid, reproving gaze.
"I'm ashamed of you, Earl!" she denounced. "A young man your age taking advantage
of a child. A young man with your background. I'm thoroughly ashamed and disgusted
with you. I don't know what your parents are going to say when I tell them about you."
His head bowed, he took the abuse she shoveled on him, in silence. His face was beetred 
with humiliation and every pore in his body was sprouting nervous perspiration.
"It wasn't all Earl's fault, Mother," Myra cut in as, holding the blouse closed over her
breasts with both hands, she arose from the sofa, her skirt falling into place on its own.
"I'm as much to blame as he is."
Her mother's eyes narrowed. "I'll take care of you later, young lady. You get upstairs to
your room."
Myra looked sheepishly at Earl. "I'll... I'll see you to the door."
"You'll do no such thing!" her mother interrupted sharply. "You'll go straight upstairs
to your room."
It looked for a moment as if Myra might be going to argue, but she changed her mind.
Her mother stepped aside so she could go through the archway and up the heavily
carpeted stairs. Earl took that as his cue to hurry past the older woman and head for the
front door.
"You take your disgusting dog with you," Eva snapped at him as he opened the door.
Earl whistled and the dog came jogging through the rooms, the lamb bone held in his
jaws.
"And I'll thank both of you to never come into this house again," Myra's mother fired
at them as a parting shot.
"Yes, ma'am," was all Earl said. Duke didn't even stop to look up at the woman as he
slipped past her and his master closed the door behind them.
Alone, Eva took that moment to grasp the back of one of the chairs to steady her
wobbly knees. She felt for a moment as if she were going to throw up, and she closed
her eyes to ward off the dizziness that assailed her. She tried desperately to blot out the
memory of the depraved scene she had just witnessed. If it had been someone else, it
would have been bad enough. But to see her own daughter, only fifteen years old, in
mutual sex-play, while having her breasts licked by a dog, was just too much for a
mother to endure.
Eva opened her eyes and looked at the sofa. Like an image burned into a TV tube, she
could still see the awful picture of the three of them still sitting there. It tore at her guts
and made her stiffen with mingled anger and heartache. She should have taken Earl
Holden's head and banged it against the wall. She should have taken one of the
andirons from the fireplace and beaten the dog to within an inch of his life for
performing such perverted acts on her baby. If only she could cry, she might have felt
better. But tears wouldn't come.
Finally she went into the kitchen and washed her face. It made her feel a little better but
not much. She looked up at the ceiling. Myra's room was directly overhead. Apparently
the girl had taken off her shoes because Eva couldn't hear her walking around.
She almost dreaded to go upstairs and face her daughter. But it must be done. It was
her duty as a mother to set Myra straight, teach her right from wrong. She thought she
had taught her, but now she knew she was wrong and Myra had to be straightened out
before it was too late.
Resignedly, Eva left the kitchen and went up the short flight of stairs. Myra hadn't
bothered to close her door, so her mother went right into her room. Myra was on the
bed. She had removed her dress and panties and heels and put on a bathrobe that
covered everything except her legs, below the knees.
Eva had expected that she might find her daughter crying, repentant, ready to promise
that she would never do such a thing again. Instead, Myra was sitting up in bed leaning
against a pillow, braced against the headboard, her face defiant, her eyes accusing. Myra
didn't wait for her mother to speak, but opened with her own barrage.
"That was a horrible way for you to act," Myra fired at the older woman. "I'm ashamed
of the way you spoke to poor Earl."
"Ashamed?" her mother echoed, completely taken aback. "You're ashamed of me?"
"Yes!" Myra retorted.
Her mother's face suddenly clouded over and rage shook her, head to toe. "Now you
just listen to me, young lady! What I witnessed down there in the living room, is the
most disgraceful, most disgusting, most inexcusable exhibition I've ever seen in my life.
In all your fifteen years, I've never raised a hand to you. But believe me, if I didn't
know that you're still little more than a baby, wholly incapable of such despicable
things, I'd give you the whipping of your young life. But I know the truth. I know men.
lie put you up to it. He made you act so shamefully depraved." She shook her carefully
coiffured, black thatched head. "And to think I trusted him. Believed he was such a
nice, clean-minded boy. Well, you can be sure he never gets the opportunity to corrupt
any other innocent young girl's morals. I'm going to see to it he's put away where he
can't!"
Myra's violet-blue eyes began to blaze. "You wouldn't dare do such a thing!"
"I wouldn't?" her mother scoffed, narrow-eyed. "You just wait and see."
Then you'll have to put me away, too," the girl retorted. "Because I'm as much to blame
as he is."
"You're just a baby," Eva discharged.
"Stop saying that, mother!" Myra shouted. "I may only be fifteen, but I'm no baby. I
knew exactly what I was doing. Earl didn't put me up to doing anything. I did it
because I wanted to do it."
Eva took a quick step toward the bed and dealt her daughter a stinging blow along the
face with the flat of her hand. Myra jerked back with stunned surprise more than hurt.
She put her fingers to the spot where her mother had struck her. But she didn't cry, or
even whimper. She just kept staring at her mother, stoically.
"I won't have you saying such things," Eva barked. "I won't have you telling lies just to
protect someone who isn't worth it."
Still rubbing the sore spot on the side of her face, Myra retorted, "I'm not lying and I'm
not protecting anyone. I told you I wanted Earl to act the way he did."
"It isn't true," Eva yelled. "I won't have you pretending to be a little a little tramp!"
"A tramp?" Myra repeated. "Because I have feelings like a woman? Or have you
forgotten what it's like to feel like a woman?"
Eva scowled darkly. "I think you're forgetting whom you're talking to, young lady?"
Myra shook her head, insistently. "No, Mother. I just want you to understand how I
feel. That I'm not like you."
Eva sighed deeply, with exasperation. "I don't think we'd better continue this
conversation tonight. You're being rude and not making any sense. We'll talk about it
in the morning."
She turned to go.
"I think we ought to talk about it now, Mother," Myra called after her. "I think we'd
better understand each other right now!"
Eva continued toward the door. "There's nothing to understand."
"There is, Mother!" the girl persisted. "I don't know what it was like before Daddy died.
I don't know what kind of a sex life you had together."
Eva spun to face her daughter, chalk-faced. "How dare you even broach such a subject?"
"Oh, come now, Mother," Myra went on lightly. "This isn't the turn of the century.
This is an entirely new generation, a new world. People don't hide their heads in the
sand about sex like a lot of ostriches. You know, yourself, I've attended sex classes in
school."
"And is this what they taught you? To be disgustingly obscene? To be defiantly rude
when I try to teach you what's right and wrong?"
"I'm not being rude and I'm not being disgusting," Myra countered. "I just want you to
know that I know the truth."
Eva's face distorted, angrily. "What truth."
"That all women aren't alike," was Myra's answer. "Why I can't even remember you
going out with a man since Daddy died."
"I've been out with your Uncle Qyde on several occasions," her mother reminded her.
Myra sighed wearily. "I wish you'd stop calling him 'my Uncle Clyde'. He isn't even
related to me. He was Daddy's friend... and nobody can tell me that anything ever
happened between you and him."
Eva became furious, her face changing from white to blood-red anger. "I'll give you
another slap, if you keep talking to me that way."
"Then you'll have to slap me, Mother, but I want you to know I'm different than yon
are," Myra rattled off. "I can't help it if you're sexless, all dried-up and passé. I'm not
like that and I never want to be that way. I'm hot-blooded, passionate and I want to
stay that way."
"You're an evil-minded little girl, that's what you are!" her mother told her, trying to
keep her voice under control. "I don't know where you got such thoughts. But I'm
going to see you get rid of them. I'm not going to have my only daughter turn into a
little slut, a cheap, no good little whore!"
With that tirade, Eva turned, snapped off the lights and stormed out of the room,
slamming the door with a jarring bang behind her. Myra just sat there on the bed
staring at the closed door, until she heard the key turn in he lock. Then she leaped off
the bed and ran to the door and tried the knob. It was locked. The crowning insult of
all her mother had the audacity to, lock her in her room!
Returning to the bed and without bothering to switch on the lights, Myra threw herself
across it. In her entire fifteen years, she had never known such fury, such frustration,
such outrage, such utter humiliation... and all because her mother still considered her a
child.
A child really! Some historians claimed that Cleopatra was only sixteen just one year
older than she when she ascended to the throne of Egypt and married her own brother!
Joan of Arc was only fifteen, when she led the armies of France into battle. And Juliet!
Juliet was just fourteen when she carried on that torrid love affair with Romeo and
swallowed that goblet of poison.
Not that Myra entertained any such drastic notions. But she was enraged to think that
her mother would lock her in her room like a disobedient little kid. If it were possible
for a girl to really and truly hate her mother, at that moment, Myra hated hers! She was
so furious, SO she couldn't even cry, or whimper. She just lay in the darkness, face
down on the bed, beating the pillows with her two fists.
She'd show her mother whether or not she was a child. She'd do something terrible that
would prove she was grownup. But what? She didn't want to hurt her mother
physically. She simply wanted to make her sorry for doing such a despicable thing as
locking her in her room like a little girl.
She racked her brain for several long moments. Then almost contradictory to her belief
that she was grownup, she decided on the one thing that she believed her mother
would want her to do least of all. The one thing that would hurt her mother the most if
she found out. She'd finger-fuck herself! Not once. Not twice. But she'd keep on doing
it throughout the night, so that when her mother opened the door in the morning and
came into her room, she'd find her weak from exhaustion maybe stark raving mad!
That, according to Myra's child-like reasoning would do it. That would make her
mother regret what she did.
Of course, Myra had no idea how many orgasms it would take to accomplish that feat.
She had read in a sex manual, written by an eminent physician that nobody really
knows how many times a woman can cum. One recent experiment the manual said,
was stopped after the woman had climaxed fifty or more times. Not full scale orgasms,
of course, but delightfully gratifying just the same.
As she thought of all these things, Myra rolled over onto her back, unbelted and threw
off her robe. She wore nothing underneath. She let her hands rove over her naked
body, moving upward to her breasts. Her fingers spread wide in an impossible attempt
to enclose the full swollen mounds of firmness and softness. She held her breasts in
such a manner as to be able to tease her nipples with her index fingers. The first touch
caused her a sharp intake of breath. She had forgotten how sensitive Duke's big rough
tongue had made them.
Her hands became things on their own, her right hand remaining on her right breast to
pluck and toy with the nipple while her left slid slyly down over her belly through her
silky black muff to flirt with the puffy, wet lips of her slit itself. She could feel her clit
stiffening like a tiny cock, her entire vulva aching and gushing. She felt derangingly
sexy. But it wasn't until her finger actually threaded its way into the tightly dripping
cylinder of her vagina that she realized just how aroused and sensitive Earl's calloused
fingers had left her down there. She tried to find the exact spot where he had rubbed
her. She tried to move her fingers the same way he did while conjuring up images of
Earl and Duke during those few magic moments just before her mother came in. But it
wasn't the same ... it just wasn't the same. Then suddenly it came to her! Why was she
doing this to herself when
Earl and his dog were right next door?
Instantly, the took her hands from her breasts and her pussy and jackknifed up in bed.
She looked at the open window where the curtain now hung motionlessly. The breeze
had died down with the setting sun, leaving the night hot and a little sticky. She got up
and hurried to the window, leaving the robe behind her on the bed. She brushed aside
the curtains and stood there a moment, naked, looking out into the backyard. There
was no moon, not even a sliver. But the heavenful of stars afforded enough light for her
to make out several objects below her in the yard. Looking over the fence she couldn't
be certain, but she thought she could see the huge hulk of Duke sprawled out in front
of the doghouse.
Turning away from the window, she could feel how wet and hot the insides of her
thighs were. She went to the bed and almost contemptuously, took one corner of the
top sheet and wiped away some of the secretion from her pussy and legs. Then she
went to the closet and took down a short-skirted summer-weight dress. She put in on
then stepped into the low-cut canvas shoes she wore for tennis and returned to the
window. She put one leg out of the window and straddled the sill. She felt in the
darkness for several niches in the brick wall that she used when she was younger to
climb from her room down into the yard, until one day her mother discovered them
and flew into a mild rage.
"If you ever lost your footing and fell, you could break your fool neck," her mother
scolded. "I forbid you to ever climb that way again. When you want to leave your room,
you use the staircase, you understand?"
Myra understood and from that day until this one, she had obeyed her mother. She had
never used that method of exit and entry to her room again. But now this was her
opportunity to show her mother even more defiance!
Some ivy had grown to cover the wall since that time, but the niches were still there,
offering Myra sufficient recess for her fingers and toes to descend the wall like a giant
ant or spider. Once her feet touched solid ground, she drew back into the shadows of
the house for a moment and waited to see if anyone had seen or heard her. Satisfied no
one had, she crept along the fence that separated her yard from the Holden's. A little
more than halfway, she felt for a loose board in the fence. It was another memento of
when she and Earl were younger. It had permitted them easy access to each other's
yard.
She tested the board. Someone had put a nail in it to hold it fast. Perhaps her mother,
so that Duke couldn't get through it and leave his "calling card" among the bushes or
in her carefully-kept garden. Fortunately, it wasn't very securely fastened, and with a
couple of tugs, Myra pried it loose. However, the sound was enough to disturb Duke.
He growled, then barked a couple of times and padded forward cautiously to
investigate.
"It's okay, Duke," she whispered as she squeezed through the opening in the fence to
come nose-to-nose with the big German shepherd, "It's only me."
He recognized her voice and picked up her scent. His tail began to wag furiously, and
he made those usual whining sounds of welcome to let her know how happy he was
that she had come to see him.
It shocked her a little when his tongue shot out and caught her with her mouth open,
touching a part of her tongue. At first she thought it was very funny and it almost made
her giggle. But then she became aware of the strange feeling it caused her, reminding
her of when he was licking her breasts.
The big hound looked up at Myra, puzzled, wondering why she pushed him back so
assertively and got to her feet. She looked up at Earl's window, situated at the rear of
the house on the second floor, same as hers. His parents, she knew, slept in the front of
the house, same as her mother.
Myra picked up a handful of pebbles and moved to a spot under his window. Duke
thought she was going to play with him and began romping around her in circles,
barking and making scraping sounds in the gravel. Myra had planned to toss a few of
the pebbles up at Earl's window to try to attract his attention. It wasn't necessary.
Whether or not he'd been asleep, Duke's barking and jumping around brought him to
the window.
"H'ya," Myra called up to him in a whisper.
Earl could make out her silhouette in the yard below him and seemed surprised to see
her.
"I'll be right down," he told her softly.
Moments later, he was standing before her in the yard. He was wearing only his pajama
bottoms and a pair of scuffs. Myra's sensed whirled at the sight of his naked torso,
rippling with muscles and glistening in the half-light from the stars.
Before he had a chance to ask her what she was doing there, Myra said, "I came to
apologize for mother... the horrible way she acted, the awful things she said."
Earl looked down at her face, her wet open mouth. He knew damn well she was lying.
That it wasn't the reason she came at all. Tomorrow would have been time enough to
apologize if that was all she wanted. He could see by the way her dress molded to her
body and thighs like a second skin that she didn't have a stitch on underneath. He
could tell by the look in her eyes how she was breathing and the way her nipples were
spiked, why she was really there. She wanted him to finish what they had begun on the
sofa hopefully maybe even more?
He could feel his cock lift its purplish head and start to stiffen, pulling the foreskin
tight across the glans, threatening to pop out of his pajama fly, unassisted. He put his
arms around her and drew her close. Their mouths met in the darkness, tongues
entwined.
Myra could feel the tremendous heat of his erection as it stood perpendicular, pressed
between their bellies. She rubbed her lightly-covered breasts against his smooth chest,
irritating the nipples until she thought surely they would burst.
"There's a blanket in the garage," he murmured. "I'll get it. You stay put."
"I... I don't know whether I should, Earl," she whispered. "Maybe I ought to be getting
back to my room."
He kissed her again and took hold of one of her breasts and squeezed it, gently. "Let's
not play games, Myra."
Then he turned and hurried away toward the garage. It wasn't until he was gone that
Myra remembered Duke. He had stopped barking and dancing around and was lying a
few feet away, head between his paws, the lower whites of his eyes showing as he
looked up at her, sadly, disappointedly.
She hadn't come to play with him after all. She'd come to see his master. He wished he
didn't have to share her with his master. But then, his master was very good to him. He
fed him better than any other dog in the neighborhood. He took him with him almost
every place he went. And once during season, he even took him to a kennel and let him
mate with a beautiful, sleek black bitch.
Earl was back now with the blanket and Myra went with him to the rear of the yard,
where the bushes grew thick. Earl's parents didn't take nearly as good care of their
backyard as Myra's mother and it was badly overgrown. But for their purpose right
now, it was perfect.
Duke made a move to get up and follow them. But Earl stopped him in his tracks. "You
stay put, Duke. You stay right where you are."
The dog understood and flopped down on his belly in the dirt in front of the doghouse.
Earl found a well-hidden spot in among the bushes and spread the blanket. Then he sat
down and held up a hand for Myra to join him. She played coy for a moment and again
said, she didn't know whether she should. But she made no attempt to get away, once
he grabbed her wrist and pulled her down onto the blanket beside him.
He put an arm around her and kissed her, moving his lips on hers, seeking a better and
better contact. Then as her lips gradually parted he began working his tongue in and
out of her mouth, sensually, telling her what he really wanted.
Myra sighed contentedly and leaned up to him, her arms going around his neck, her
fingers toying with his long, blonde hair that hung far down his neck almost to his bare
shoulders.
"I wish I was your girl, Earl," she whispered.
"You are my girl," he assured her.
"I mean really and truly your girl," she said. "I mean enough for you to to maybe even
want to marry me."
"Maybe that'll happen in time?"
"You mean it, Earl?" she murmured breathlessly, as she moved still closer, rubbing her
belly against his nearly naked cock. "Honestly?"
"Honestly."
It seemed to dispel the very last of her inhibitions and she let her tongue follow his
tongue into his mouth, so that he might suck on it and enjoy the exquisite flavor of her
wet, open mouth. She tensed as she felt his hand at her thighs, moving upward and
behind, carrying her mini-skirt along with it.
He roved her well-rounded buttocks, showing no surprise that she had no panties on.
He had been sure she wouldn't have. He worked the skirt high above her waist,
running his hand up along her spine, then downward over her bare hip.
Myra moved backward just a little, so that he could wedge his hand between them and
bring it downward over her belly, mussing her abundant crop of fur, then flattening his
palm and stimulating her entire pubic area with circular, titillating up and down
movements.
"Like that?" he whispered.
"Umm," she crooned, then catching herself, hid her face in embarrassment, wishing he
wouldn't talk about it.
Her thighs jumped, as she felt Earl's fingers move down between her legs to touch her
tingling clitoris.
"That's the place, right?" he asked softly against her mouth.
"Umm," was all she could answer, as her elusive little pea-like organ began slipping
from one side to the other of his searching fingers. If he didn't stop she was going to
cum very quickly. "Suppose... suppose I did that to you?" she panted.
"I'd love it," he let her know and kissed her mouth, hard, possessively, as her hand
slipped down between them and found his cock. She squeezed him, gently, through his
pajamas. The material was sticky wet.
Myra began to stroke him as she spread her own legs wide apart so that he could thrust
his fingers deeper into her cunt. They slid in easily, in and out, in and out. Without
conscious thought, she began undulating her hips with the motion of his fingers. She
wanted him. She really wanted him.
She knew now how frustrating it must have been for him when she wouldn't let him
put his hand inside her panties, because stroking him outside his pajamas didn't even
begin to satisfy her. The next moment, her hand was inside his fly, wrapped around his
cock, struggling to get it out of the opening. It took too long, so she unfastened the
snap at the waistband of his pants and stripped them down, releasing his cock that
sprang up like a red-tipped projectile leaving its silo at Cape Kennedy.
Instantly, her hand was around it again, unmindful of the pre-cum that saturated it, as
her fingers appraised it unashamedly. She hadn't been aware of its size the first time.
Maybe because she was too timid, too frightened. But now she chanted, "He's so big.
So long and fat. Are all men this big?"
"Nobody that I know is," he replied with a proud chuckle.
His fingers were still working in and out of her cunt, those calluses rubbing over her
clit again, maddeningly. Her own hand began moving too, up and down the swollen
length of his cock. She began groaning, shuddering convulsively. "Oh... I feel so
funny... so weak and crazy-like... Oh, darling, I can't stand it..." She began jerking him
harder, almost cruelly. She kissed his mouth, his chin, the tip of his nose, his eyes, all
over his face and then his mouth again, plunging her tongue deep inside. In a delirious
fit of wild, uninhibited sex, she panted, "Oh, Earl... Earl, my own darling... would...
would it be so terrible?"
There was no question in his mind what she wanted. "It would be the most wonderful
thing that ever happened to you... or me, either. Just lie back, darling."
"Maybe it's all happening too fast? Maybe I'm just all mixed up?"
He shook his head. "You're just acting naturally and normally."
Suddenly, as she continued to hold him in the palm of her hand, she became conscious
of his size again. Fear hammered at her brain and her voice tightened with emotion.
"Oh my... Oh, Earl... maybe he's too big? Maybe I'll disappoint you?"
"Women have an incredible way of adjusting, darling," he reassured her as he began to
climb atop her.
She grew tense. "Will it hurt? I mean when he goes in? I heard that it almost kills some
women... that it ruins sex for them the rest of their lives."
"Not if the man is careful," he pacified.
She hesitated a moment, then put a question to him that she wasn't particularly happy
to ask, but wanted to know. "Have... have you ever done it before... to any other girls?"
He smiled. "Yes. A couple."
"A couple... or a few?"
"A few."
She was glad he didn't want to talk about it, or brag, or mention anyone by name. Even
though it wasn't hard for her to guess who they were. She knew several females in
town, some even older than he, whom she knew were available and practically threw
themselves at him. But she quickly and willingly dropped all further questioning and
got back to the far more immediate, more important subject at hand. "It... it will hurt
some, won't it?" she asked, with sort of dread anticipation.
He kissed her, as he loomed over her in the semi-darkness. "I won't lie, Myra darling,"
he told her truthfully. "There'll be some pain. But it won't last long. And once I'm
inside you, the pain will go very quickly. Then you'll feel something else, something so
wonderful that you'll want it again and again, for as long as you live. Some women that
might not be true of, I know... but a passionate female like you..."
"Am I passionate?" she snapped up. She remembered what she had told her mother and
wanted it confirmed.
"You'd better believe it, Myra darling."
She reached up and took his face in fingers that were fierce and demanding and
brought him down to meet her mouth, engaging his tongue once more in a passionate
orgy that screamed for release. Thinking of her mother made her realize that this was
the perfect way of getting back at her. This would be the ultimate in revenge for that
slap she gave her, for locking the door, for treating her like a little child. Letting Earl
fuck her would prove without a question of a doubt that she was no longer a child. Yes,
that was the word fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. She had never allowed herself to even think of
the word before. But now she'd said it and that's exactly what she was going to let Earl
do to her. Fuck her!
She suffered just one more fleeting moment of fear as site felt Earl start to pull her dress
off. "I'll be naked, darling."
"That'll make two of us," he said.
She hadn't realized he had peeled off his pajama pants. "But suppose someone sees us?"
"Only owls could see us in this darkness and at last count there were no owls in the
neighborhood," he said lightly, as he worked the dress off over her head.
She shivered a moment in her nakedness. "I'm cold."
"I'll cover you over," he said and the next moment he sank down against her trembling,
naked form. Then his fingers were between their tense, perspiration-drenched bodies,
guiding his swollen organ toward her eagerly flowering vagina. She hissed and lurched
as he swirled the head of cock over her moist pussy-lips, centering most of the attention
on her hardened clit. A moment later, his glans was poised at her hole, waiting only for
Myra's word to begin its battering defloration.
"Set?" he whispered, tensely.
"Set," she breathed, uptight. "Now, darling... now... before I lose my nerve."
With a grunt, he began a slow, relentless pressure to her cunt. Myra gasped, bucked,
and tried to back away from the searing pressure of his cock. But he clamped her hips,
instinctively, and like bad news decided to give it to her all in one quick lunge.
They groaned almost in unison as he kept pushing into her tight hole, harder and
harder, until with an almost audible implosion her hymen gave way to his pressure.
Myra felt a few flecks of blood spray the insides of her thighs and she knew she was no
longer virgin. That precious little, wholly useless maidenhead she had carried around
for fifteen years was no more.
"Oh please, Earl, stop please," she sobbed piteously, rolling her hips and pushing up at
him with both hands. "Stop, you've got to stop. I can't stand it! You're too big! You're
killing me!"
He ignored her pleas, aware that if he stopped now it would do the very thing she told
him about, ruin her against sex for life. Because all she would know about it would be
the pain and none of the pleasure. He had to keep going. He had to keep pushing into
her, closing his ears to her tears, her groans, and her pleadings. Until with almost
sadistic joy he drew a final muffled cry of pain from her that told him he had bottomed.
"You did it, Myra," he consoled and congratulated her. "I told you that you would.
You're wonderful."
He kissed her and held his cock deep inside her.
She was sobbing. "It hurts, Earl. It hurts terribly."
"That's because you're uptight as a bowstring," he told her. "Relax, my baby. Relax the
worst is over. From now it's just plain heaven."
She wanted to believe him. It couldn't be possible that's all there was to it. Else why
would some women want it so much? Maybe that's why her mother was the way she
was? Maybe she never got to know anything but the pain?
After a moment, Myra felt him moving against her, in and out of her crucifyingly tight
tunnel. She guessed it must be nearly as painful for him with her strangling muscles
pulverizing his sensitive penis. But then, gradually, as their outpouring of sexual juices
intermingled, her narrow hole began to relax. She could feel the pain gradually fading,
to be replaced with the most exquisite sensations she had ever known.
"Still hurt?" he whispered with concern.
"Not nearly as much."
He sucked in his breath. "You're terrific, darling. You feel so hot and soft and
wonderful."
"Better than any of those other girls?"
"No comparison. You're in a class all by yourself."
She liked to her him say things like that and, in response, pinched his cock between the
tight, spongy walls of her cunt.
He began to move against her faster, harder, filling her with the most fantastic feelings
she had ever dreamed possible.
"Oh. like that, darling," she muttered, her voice pinched, hysterically. "Oh, rock
yourself like that. Oh, my whole belly feels like it's going to explode."
Where the dog came from Myra had no idea. But there he was hovering over her, same
as he was earlier that night on the sofa. He began licking her face, then her bare
shoulders and then her breasts, as Earl kept pumping his cock in and out of the
loosening hole between her widespread thighs, paying little attention to Duke.
"Oooh, Earl," she chanted. "Oh, Earl. Ahh, I want to scream and cry. Oooh, you were
so right, darling. It's so beautiful. So fantastic." She felt her first orgasm catching on.
"Oooh, I'm going to cum..."
"Go ahead," Earl breathed with exertion as he continued to bang his cock-head against
the entrance to her womb.
Myra gritted her teeth and grabbed the dog's head, encouraging him to lick her aching
nipples faster, harder as she rode the waves of her lust, tightly. Instinctively, she raised
her legs to wrap them around Earl's middle, her hips pounding up at him as if she had
been humping all her life.
"Oh, fuck me... harder... faster... Oooh, I'm going to cum again..."
And then as her second orgasm took hold, she suddenly realized that Duke was gone,
that he no longer was licking her breasts. Vaguely, she wondered why. She wanted him.
And then she felt the unmistakable hot wetness of his tongue in the blaze crevice of her
widely splayed ass-cheeks.
It took her only moments to realize that the heat of her sex and Earl's had drawn the
dog to it. There, with considerable effort, he had burrowed his snout between their
splayed legs to lick his master's testicles and the lower folds of her cuntal lips, bringing
both of them immeasurable, incredible added sensations.
"It's like a thousand crazy ants are dancing on my cunt," Myra hissed. "Oh God nothin
could be more wonderful!"
There wasn't much more to be done in their race toward the inevitable. After the
multiple minor climaxes she enjoyed along the way, she could feel herself approaching
the really big one All it needed was the final swelling of Earl' cock as he held it deep
within her. Then, gorged with sperm, it burst, and he began shooting round after round
of white-hot liquid into he belly.
With a wail, Myra went over the edge "Ohhhh!" she cried out wildly and thrust he cunt
up against his belly, holding there as he legs quivered and rapturous sensations raced
along her spine. Faintly she could hear the do lapping away, adding to the incredible
pleasure in her seething loins as she milked the last drop of semen from Earl's spurting
penis, until gradually it began to lose its size and he pullet out of her.
She fell back onto the blanket and lay there, wet and open, breathing laboriously, as the
violent climax she had just experienced slowly receded. She caught a glimpse of Duke,
sniffing noisily, as he moved toward her oozing pussy. The mere thought of his long,
red, rough tongue drawing through her cunt, washing her hypersensitive clitoris, sent
her wild. Sort of instinctively, she opened her glisteningly wet thighs still wider for him.
But as the dog bent his head toward her, Earl gave him a sharp clout alongside the ear
that brought a faint growl from the animal and then sent him scampering away into the
darkness.
Myra couldn't honestly say whether she was glad or disappointed that Earl chased Duke
away. She wouldn't deny that her pussy was far from satisfied. But even though it was
perfectly obvious to her that Earl's cock in its present diminutive state couldn't even
begin to accommodate her, she didn't try to press the issue. Instead for the few minutes
she stayed there with him, cradled in his arms as the silent night closed in around
them, she was contented in the knowledge that he had helped her wipe out the last
vestige of her childhood, helped her attain the full status of womanhood, in experience,
if not in years. Perhaps that was quite enough for one evening, she told herself.


Chapter 4


Eva Burr waited until she was alone in her room and had locked the door, before she
gave vent to her true feelings. Not the anger she'd shown her daughter. But the deep
hurt Myra had caused her, by the things she said.
The episode on the sofa, now that she'd had time to rationalize it in her mind, perhaps
wasn't as bad as it first appeared. Admittedly, it was a shock to see her daughter, only
fifteen years old, pumping a young man's penis and being fingered by him in turn.
Looking back over the years, Eva tried to recall the first time she fondled a boy's penis,
or had her own vagina fingered. Certainly she couldn't have been a whole lot older than
Myra was right now. Strange how a person can forget things like that so easily.
Or maybe it was the shock of seeing that big, nasty dog licking Myra's breasts and
Myra appearing to get such a thrill out of it? Perhaps, too, it was the startling
realization that her daughter was no longer the baby that she had tried to pretend Myra
was. Maybe Myra was right? Maybe things had changed drastically since she was
Myra's age? Maybe today, at fifteen, a girl was grownup enough to know what sex was
all about and want to share in it?
All of these things disturbed Eva, of course. But it was what Myra said about her being
"sexless, dried up and passé" that stung so deeply. Because it wasn't true. To prove it
wasn't, she stripped off her dress and her bra, unfastened her hose and peeled them
down her legs, then with a well-coordinated wiggle divested herself of her girdle. To
complete the picture, she removed the pins from her long, sleek, black hair, shook it
out and let it fall at both sides of her face. Then she took a few steps and studied her
naked form in the wall mirror beside her dresser.
Did she look "sexless, dried up and passé" now? Like hell she did! Except that she was
more maturely cushioned, her body followed the same sensuous lines as her daughter's.
Her breasts were considerably larger than Myra's. topped with big, strawberry-red
nipples, but there was not the slightest hint of sag to them. There was more meat
around her hips and in her thighs, but her legs as well as every other part of her
anatomy were as neatly proportioned as her daughter's. There was even a greater
abundance of glistening, silky, coal-black hair covering her prominent pubic mound.
Myra had never seen her mother stark-naked like this. No one ever had, except Ben,
the man to whom she had been married for over ten long years prior to his untimely
death a few years ago. Since that time, Eva has had no sexual relations with a man. She
didn't know why, exactly. Unless it was because Ben had been such an exciting,
imaginative lover, that she was afraid that with anyone else it could only be a terribly
frustrating, disappointing experience – only tend to remind her of how wonderful it
had been with her husband. She couldn't help but think that if only Myra could have
seen her mother and father in bed, she would soon change her mind about her mother
being sexless... 
Strangely, Eva hadn't thought about any of those things for a long time. She had
managed to abstain from sex since Ben had died, never stopping to consider what she
might be missing, that she just might be "drying up"... and here she was only thirty
four years old.
Without realizing it, she began kneading her breasts, the strawberry pink nipples
hardening against her palms. Except when she bathed, and then only to run a wet
washcloth over them, she hadn't handled her breasts since she didn't know when. She
was surprised to feel how firm and resilient and beautifully shaped they were; that they
were still alive with feelings.
Then she ran her hands down along her sides and over her stomach. There was only
the very slightest hint of a bulge to it, not like some women her age. But then she took
very good care of herself, watched what she ate, did her daily dozen every morning and
occasionally worked out with the girls in her class during gym period. Now her hands
were in the forest of black hair that covered her pubic mound, threatening to dip down
between her thighs. Which is when she caught herself.
What was she thinking about? What had gotten into her, anyway? Was it really because
of what Myra said to her, or because the scene in the living room had awakened her,
stimulated her?
Quickly, she turned away from the mirror and went to the bottom drawer of her dresser
for a fresh nightie. She caught just a fleeting glimpse of the hand vibrator, tucked down
in one corner of the drawer. She had bought it a couple of years ago, when she thought
she was suffering a touch of arthritis in her left arm. But it turned out to be nothing
more than a slight cold.
She closed the drawer, quickly, and carried the nightie into the bathroom with her. She
brushed her teeth, washed her face and hands, then returned to the bedroom. As she
turned out the light and got into bed, she wondered if Myra was asleep yet? Maybe
she'd been much too severe with the girl? After all, no matter what Myra said, she was
only fifteen. Maybe slapping her and saying the nasty things to her the way she did
wasn't setting a very good example? Losing her temper wasn't like Eve at all. She
wondered if she should go to Myra's room and tell her she was sorry, maybe sleep with
her, the way they used to when anything disturbing occurred between them? But she
thought better of it. , Myra had to be taught that being promiscuous was not the proper
thing, not even in today's "free-wheeling" world. She had to be taught that nice girls
just didn't do what she was doing with Earl on the couch and especially letting that
disgusting dog do what he was doing.
Strangely, the more Eva tried to erase the scene from her mind, the more indelible it
seemed to become. She could see that big, glistening, red-knobbed penis that Myra held
in her hand... see the dog's tongue licking her breasts with such relish... hear Myra's
labored breathing as Earl's fingers brought her closer and closer to climax...!
Eva suddenly sat up sharply in bed, her eyes wide open in the darkness, her nightie
drenched with perspiration from her trembling body. She had the most maddening
sensation between her legs, her vagina itched to the point of aching. As she had done
standing before the mirror, she let her hands drift tenderly and lightly down to her
loins. She hesitated, then with her left hand she pulled up the skirt of her nightie, the
fingers of her right hand tugging at the silky tendrils of her bush, wrapping them
around her fingertips. With her nostrils flared and her tongue probing wetly at her
throbbing lower lip, Eva closed her eyes. She found and held the image of Ben, her
husband, in front of her. He was standing there beside the bed, as he had done so many
times, naked, handsome, and magnificent, staring down at her in that moment just
before he took her.
"Oh, Ben," she said softly as her right hand slipped down between her parted thighs. It
had been a long time since she touched herself down there really touched herself. She
was surprised at how warm and wet and soft her pussy-lips were, what pleasant
stimulation her fingertips brought her.
Unlike her daughter, Eva made no pretense at what she was doing. She couldn't
remember when she had last fingered herself there. But it was one of those things, like
swimming or riding a bike, that a person never forgets how to perform. She thrust her
rigid middle finger into the dimmest recesses of her body, her back arching away from
the bed in answer to the flood of liquid pleasure that coursed through her body at her
own sensitive touch.
She could hear her own breathing now, and she lay for a moment as if paralyzed by the
exquisite sensations of sexual arousal that engulfed her. Then she began moving her
finger inside her gaping cuntal opening in small circles, stretching the orifice to its
capacity so she could worm another finger and then another inside, wishing she could
get her whole fist into the sopping, trembling cavity.
No longer were her movements tender and unhurried. Now the manipulations of her
fingers increased in intensity, until they became almost cruel, as if she couldn't wait to
savor that glorious feeling of completion. Faster and faster, harder and harder her
fingers moved inside the wetly sucking lips of her cunt, while her other hand, on her
breasts, pulled and massaged them into aching hardness, after so long a time.
Eva was one of those women who found stimulation not only in the ultra-sensitive head
of her clitoris, but in her vaginal lips, the walls of her cunt and over her entire pubic
area. That's why her daughter's words had been so cruelly ridiculous saying she was
sexless. She could remember having a complete orgasm simply by having Ben suck on
her nipples, or run his tongue up the insides of her thighs and over her labia.
The memory of those things now started a burning pressure building far up inside Eva's
hot, agitated belly, demanding release, insisting she finish. Eva pushed her fingers as far
up inside herself as she could. What her fingers sought was to puncture the imaginary
bubble of passion and release her tension in one great burst. And then the first
incredible shock of her climax hit her. She felt her stomach strain and suck in as if she
had been hit full force with a fist in the solar plexus. Her whole body went stiff and she
lifted herself until only her shoulder blades and heels remained on the bed.
She tried not to yell out in her passion, drawing her lower Up between her teeth and
clamping down hard on it to muffle all sound for fear Myra might hear her. Glassyeyed, 
she threw back her head, her neck muscles straining.
She somehow found the strength and the presence of mind to jam her fingers one more
time deep up into her spasming pussy. It was the coupe de grace. The finishing stroke
that sent her completely out of control. Her body jerked and twitched convulsively as
wave after wave of bubbling hot sensations swept through her network of flaming
nerve-paths.
Automatically, Eva's thighs opened wide apart as if she were waiting to welcome Ben or
some other visionary lover, inviting him to move between them. She could feel the
juices of her orgasm, hot against her entrenched fingers, oozing down the burning
insides of her smooth thighs and dripping down the crevice of her ass-cheeks.
How long her orgasm lasted, or how long she lay there immersed in its afterglow, Eva
had no idea. But gradually, as her senses returned, instead of feeling ashamed because
of what she'd done, she became aware of a growing intensity inside her belly that told
her, her appetite had not been appeased.
Ben had often told her that once she got completely warmed up, there was just no
satisfying her. Of course, he was wrong. He had never failed to bring her satisfaction.
But that was only because he had learned to kiss and finger her down there. Making
sure she had several orgasms before he even mounted her and then holding back until
she enjoyed several more before dropping his load at the mouth of her womb.
Sometimes it felt as if he had reached all the way up to splash his love-juice around her
heart.
This, therefore, had been merely a teaser, an appetizer to her self-induced lust. Once
again, she remembered Ben's teaching.
"Never do it the same way twice," had been his theory. "Variety adds spice."
That was what made her get up, pad barefoot to the dresser in the darkness, open the
bottom drawer, take out the hand vibrator and return with it to the bed. There was a
wall socket just back of the headboard, into which she inserted the plug. The cord was
long enough to easily reach into the bed.
Eva had never used the vibrator on her genitalia, or on any other part of her body
except her arms. But it wasn't difficult for her to imagine the stimulation it might
provide. Before she got into bed she stripped off her nightie, then sprawled out on her
back on the mattress. Legs clenched together wetly, she snapped the vibrator on. It gave
off a faint whirring noise that she was sure couldn't be heard outside her room, let
alone all the way to Myra's bedroom.
Of course, Eva had no idea of the irony of the situation. That to "get even" with her
mother, Myra had planned to finger herself not just once but multiple times, just as her
mother was preparing to do right now. What either would have said, or thought, if they
had learned the truth about each other, was an impossible guess.
As she lay there now in the darkness, Eva conjured up the image of Ben once more.
This time he was kneeling beside her, looking down at her as she stretched out nakedly
before him, her body open and hungry for him. She pretended the vibrator was his
hand and his big, handsome cock. She thrilled as it caressed her breasts, her abdomen,
stroked the tender insides of her thighs and then hummed over her pubic mound. She
could feel the entire area tingling, coming alive like the sunrise of a new dawn.
She took her time, let the vibrator move unhurriedly up and down and around her
clitoris, her vagina. She felt herself being swallowed up in the continuous, steady
stimulation of the vibrator, gradually losing herself in her fantasy. Except that Ben
wasn't alone in her dreams now. That exciting big cock of Earl Holden's was up inside
her now and, of all things, Duke was licking her breasts, her belly, her pubic hair, clear
down to the start of her slit. Now and then she took away, the vibrator's rubber head,
to try to prolong the tantalizing sensations it was bringing her, only to find when she
returned it to one of her erogenous areas that the intensity was many times greater.
She kept teasing herself, for an eternity it seemed, relishing each moment of sensuality
she brought herself. Until she reached the supreme moment when she couldn't possibly
stand any more stimulation. Then she fitted the whirring head of the vibrator between
the swollen lips of her cunt and held it against the right side of her clit. It made
obscene sloshing sounds in her wetness that only added to the delightfully deranged
filthiness she felt as the whole pace of her body accelerated. She could feel her heart
racing. Her breathing gave way to panting and moaning. Her pelvis went crazy, even
the tiniest of the nerves and veins located there were at the point of detonation.
Her cunt began throbbing, sucking hungrily as if trying to swallow up the business end
of the vibrator and plunge the incredible sensation it was bringing her right into her
belly. Every bulb in her brain dimmed and for infinite seconds she even lost complete
awareness of where she was.
And then her orgasms were upon her. Inconceivable sensations surged from her cunt
and clit throughout her entire nervous system, seizing control of her brain.
She jackknifed up in bed and pulled the rubber head of the vibrator from between her
cuntal lips with a loud plop and tossed it aside without bothering to turn it off. She
covered her face with her hands as her body quaked with each spasmic wave of her
climax. Perspiration dripped from every pore in her body.
Gradually, after what seemed endless seconds, she felt a slow relaxation flowing
through her entire system as she returned to a reasonable, normal state of physical
balance. Intense? Yes, but Eva was not sure she would want to try it again. Because she
could see how it could very easily become habit forming and while it was admittedly
enjoyable, it did not bring her the same satisfaction that intercourse with Ben had
brought her.
And what had it proved to her? Only that she could still have an orgasm, multiple
orgasms even. But would she appeal to a man? Would another man bring her the same
beautiful sensations she'd known with Ben? Or was her daughter right? Would she
prove to be frigid, dried up and passé, if she got right down to it with a man?
The thought stayed with her throughout the night, or at least until her body relaxed
enough for her to fall asleep. Before she did fall asleep, she got out of bed, put on her
nightie and tiptoed through the hallway to Myra's room. She unlocked the door and
peeked inside. Myra had returned from her experience with Earl and Duke in the
backyard and was in bed and asleep when her mother looked in on her. So Eva
returned to her own bedroom.


Chapter 5


Whether Myra had an early class, as she sometimes did, or whether she simply didn't
want to face her mother, she was gone from the house by the time Eva came downstairs
to breakfast the next morning. In her place was a curt note that said she wouldn't be
home to dinner, that she might even stay overnight with a girlfriend, as she sometimes
did, and left the phone number if her mother needed her. So Eva sat down to breakfast
alone, with her thoughts which were not too varied. In fact, the predominant thought
was the same one that kept her awake most of last night.
Was she capable of having a good time with a man, or was Myra right? Had she just
used Ben's death as an excuse to abstain from sex? Had Ben spoiled her for all other
men to the point where she had allowed herself to become unattractive to them, unable
to arouse them, incapable of enjoying sex with them?
Little by little the thought kept gnawing away at her brain, until it became almost an
obsession with her. She found it cropping up in her mind, while she was in the middle
of teaching class, when she was talking to other people and worst of all when she was
alone.
She didn't like the idea of Myra being angry. She didn't altogether approve of Myra not
coming home to dinner, or spending the night with a girlfriend, even if she knew where
she was. But it had happened before when they had disagreements and everything
eventually straightened itself out, same as Eva knew this would adjust itself in time,
even though it might have been a little more serious, a little more violent than any of
the other squabbles they'd had.
After all, Myra was a lot like her father determined, headstrong and obviously, from
what she said last night, overly passionate. Since Eva, too, was that way, perhaps it
wasn't Myra's fault that she gave into her emotions at such an early age? Maybe she
had been much too harsh with the girl. Maybe instead of slapping her, saying the
things she did, she should have tried reasoning with her, showing her the difference
between right and wrong? On the other hand, after the disgraceful way she acted with
herself last night, was she qualified to determine how a girl should behave, even if she
was her mother?
Eva was never quite sure at exactly what point Clyde Thomas enter her mind. Clyde
was the man whom Eva had taught Myra to call "uncle", though he was nothing more
than an old friend of the family. Or more precisely, he had been Ben's friend. Ben's best
friend.
Aside from offering his condolences and assisting Eva with Ben's funeral arrangements,
Clyde had taken Eva to Milwaukee a few times for dinner and a show. But that's all
there was to it. He never said anything out of the way to her, or made any suggestions
at which she could take offense. She always felt that it was out of deference to Ben.
Even though she knew by the way he looked at her and the way he sometimes acted
and spoke, that he had been carrying a pretty warm torch ever since the day Ben first
introduced them.
Clyde Thomas was not exactly the type of man that Eva would have picked as her
Lothario. Owner of West Agate's one and only disposal company, he had money
enough and dressed nicely. But there were other things to be considered. He wasn't a
big man as far as height went, in fact he wasn't much taller than Eva. But his body was
shaped along the lines of a beer keg. with a neck that took a nineteen-inch collar and
grew out of powerful, sloping shoulders. He had all his hair, rust-colored and gray, that
he wore in a butch. Except for a nose that had been broken and never properly set,
during a brief career in the ring, and a jaw that looked in need of a shave even after
he'd just had one, he wasn't really too bad looking. What Eva as a schoolteacher
objected to mainly, was his language. He'd only had a sixth grade education and his
improper use of words, flavored with a constant flow of obscenities, offended her ears
although he did try to cut down on his cussing in her presence.
Eva considered Myra wasn't going to be home for dinner, would be staying away from
the house all night, in fact. Should she invite Clyde to have dinner with her? After all,
he had taken her out a number of times and she never once invited him to the house
for a meal not even on Thanksgiving, or Christmas. So at about four o'clock she
dropped a coin into the public telephone in the school corridor and called him at the
disposal office and asked him if he'd like to have dinner with her.
"Would I?" he enthused. "What time ya put onna feedbag?"
Eva winced a little. "Seven?"
"I'll be there with goddamn bells on!" he exclaimed.
She winced again and said she'd be expecting him and hung up.
Eva, during her thirty-four years, had perfected a way of skirting a main issue, when it
suited her purpose; pretending she was doing a thing for one reason, when she had an
entirely different aim in mind. Which is why she found it so easy to convince herself
that all she wanted from Clyde, was to have dinner with him, pay him back for the
kindnesses he'd shown her since Ben's death. She never admitted to herself for one
moment that he might serve as the implement of her experiment. That before the night
was over, he might prove to her whether she had lost her sex appeal as her daughter
said; if she could still make it with a man. Yet when she prepared for the evening, she
kept all these things foremost, if subconsciously, in her mind. She even stopped off 
at a drugstore where no one knew her, on her way home from school, to pick up a
raspberry-flavored vaginal spray, as well as a couple of bottles of champagne from a
local liquor store. When she got home, she put a roast in the oven, chilled the
champagne and then went upstairs to bathe. She soaked in the tub for a long time,
until she made sure every part of her anatomy was spotlessly clean. Then she dried
herself off, doused herself with her most exotic perfume and then sprayed her pussy,
inside and out, with the raspberry feminine deodorant.
She put on a black satin garter belt; super-sheer, black-diamond, full-fashioned opera
hose; sheer-sheer black panties and a matching black, lacy, half-shell bra that someone
gave her as a "gag present" at the Christmas party at school. She never dreamed she'd
ever have an occasion to wear it, because it was a far cry from the bras she was used to
wearing. Sensationally sexy, it pushed her breasts upward so that all but her nipples
showed, accentuating their voluptuous round fullness and the deep, intriguing cleavage
that separated them.
The gown she chose to wear was black lace, too. Though shorter than the other dresses
in her wardrobe, it was demure and proper, except when she bent over, or one of the
narrow spaghetti straps slipped down from her shoulder and showed the creamy-white
swell of her breasts. The same shiny black patent leather heels that Myra wore last
night completed her costume.
When in answer to his ring, Eva opened the front door for Clyde, a couple of minutes
before seven, he just stood there on the threshold staring back at her, wide-eyed, his
lower jaw slack.
"Christ!" he blurted out. "I never seen you lookin' like that before!"
It was true. He never had seen Eva with her jet black hair any other way than pulled
back severely into a knot behind her head. Now it was hanging down loosely below her
bare shoulders. He never saw her really made-up before, with bright red lipstick and
blue eye shadow and the right shade of face powder. He hadn't even seen her in a gown
before that showed so much gleaming white flesh.
"Christ!" was all he could find to say, as he accepted her invitation to step inside and
follow her into the living room, after she closed the door behind them.
Eva was well aware that his gaze followed the backs of her shapely, black-nylon-encased
legs and the way the lacy material of the gown sans girdle hugged her hips and pulled
tight across her flexing buttocks when she walked. But that, even if she wouldn't admit
it to herself, was its purpose.
By the time they got into the living room, Clyde was trying desperately to hide the
erection she'd caused him. She pretended to pay no attention. But it was impossible not
to see. It looked like he was carrying a cop's nightstick inside his sharply-creased
trousers. It was the first time she could remember ever seeing him with a hard-on or
maybe she just never took the trouble to notice before?
"Like a drink?" she asked him.
"I think I could stand one," he said.
"Champagne?"
Right now he'd drink anything she offered him. He wagged his rusty-topped head and
sat down on the sofa, heavily, grateful for the opportunity to hide his embarrassing
erection.
It had subsided somewhat by the time Eva returned with two glasses of chilled
champagne on a silver tray. But it started up again, the moment she bent forward and
proffered one of the glasses to him and afforded him a generous glimpse of her
breathtaking cleavage damn near down to her belly-button. Perspiration began
sprouting on his wrinkled forehead and again all he could do was utter his favorite
word, "Christ!"
She sat primly in an easy chair facing Clyde, but at the same time allowed him ample
opportunity to gaze at her shapely thighs almost to the tops of her sheer-sheer black
hose, while they sipped their champagne. She found her gaze wandering now and then,
to the swelling in the right leg of his trousers. It seemed to be quite a size. Though it
was difficult for her to judge, since she had no basis for comparison. It had been so long
since she paid any attention to that area of a man's anatomy. She knew only that right
now, thinking about it, caused a mild awakening in her loins.
Clyde asked if Myra would be having dinner with them. Eva told him that Myra was
visiting a friend, but didn't say she wouldn't be home all night. She wasn't sure that
would be the smart thing to do. Better to first test the water before she made the
plunge.
By the time they finished their drinks, dinner was ready. It was a big success, because
Eva was a far better than average cook. They sat opposite each other at the small round
table in the dining room and during the course of the meal, polished off the first bottle
of champagne. While Eva wasn't a teetotaler, drinking was not one of her strong points.
Clyde could guzzle all night. Consequently, by the time dinner was nearing its
completion, Eva was feeling delightfully lightheaded. While Clyde had his belly full of
excellently prepared food and his eyes full of Eva's heretofore hidden charms.
It wasn't until she came around to his side of the table and leaned into him to serve
him his dessert a generous wedge of deep dish apple pie and her breasts almost tumbled
out of her dress, that he slipped an arm around her waist. It was the first advance he
had ever made toward her in the more than fifteen years he'd known her.
"Y'know, I always knew you were stacked under them crappy clothes you wore," he
told her, staring at the huge, white, blue-veined alabaster-like mounds of flesh swelling
over the neckline of her dress. "But I sure as hell never figured you for a pair of boobs
like them."
Eva frowned. "Boobs?"
"Right boobs, knockers, melons," Clyde emphasized, keeping his eyes focused on her
breasts. "Christ I don't see how a schoolteacher can't understand plain English."
Eva giggled. She thought it was very funny, until she felt his hand move down from her
waist to rove her thinly-covered buttocks.
"You got the keister, too," he told her. "I can't figure why the hell you kept it under
wraps all this time. Makin' like a goddamn, dried-up old maid."
There! He said it, too. He thought she was "dried-up", just as Myra told her. She
started to pull away from him, but he turned his chair, quickly, to face her, taking hold
of her hips in both hands and bringing her closer to him.
She wiggled her hips, trying to get away from him. "You said I was dried up."
"I said I thought you were dried-up until tonight," he corrected. "Christ you're the
sexiest restroom kin' goddamn broad, I ever saw. Same as you were when Ben was
alive."
She stopped trying to get away and put a silencing finger lightly to his lips. 
"Please let's not talk about Ben."
He shrugged. "Suits me. But I just want you to know: every damn night I left you and
him alone together, I went home with the worst pair of lover's nuts a guy ever had.
Then when he croaked and you went into the shell and started dressin' and actin' like
some kinda goddamn nun, I stopped gettin' the hots for you until tonight."
He spread his legs apart and pulled her between them, close enough for him to smell
the perfumed scent of her body rising from her cleavage; close enough for him to lean
forward and put his hot lips to the soft, firm flesh of her breasts above the neckline of
her dress.
Eva's whole body stiffened as his wet mouth sent shivers racing along her spine. She
clenched her thighs together, tightly, to try to ease the prickling sensation she felt there.
"You... you really think I'm a... a sexy looking... broad," she breathed, quoting him.
"Christ yes!" he declared, as his hands left her waist, one to slide down behind her and
grasp her buttocks and pull her still closer, the Other to reach up and brush the
spaghetti straps of her gown from her shoulders.
Though, for a moment she tasted mild panic, wondering if she should go through with
her "experiment", Eva stood there submissively, arms at her sides as he worked the top
of her gown downward, carrying the half-shell black bra with it.
Clyde could feel his temples pounding like tiny drums at the sight of her exquisitely
molded, bared breasts. Again he uttered the most overworked word in his limited
vocabulary. "Christ! I never in my life saw a pair of fuckin' tits like yours."
While she might not have appreciated his descriptiveness, Eva couldn't help but be
pleased that he found her breasts so exciting. She shut her eyes and threw back her
head as she felt his warm mouth kissing above, below and all over her breasts, finally
enclosing her right nipple and sucking on it. Eva couldn't contain a moan of pleasure.
God, it felt so good! What had she so foolishly, so needlessly denied herself all these
years? She could feel herself heating up, becoming aroused, the black lace of her panties
adhering to the moist lips of her cunt. She almost dreaded to think what would happen
when he touched her down there. She'd probably become all unglued and make a
shameful exhibition of herself.
Eva didn't have long to wait to find out. She didn't remember all the details, only that
with no further taste for pie, or champagne or anything else on the table, they left the
dining room. Bringing the top of her dress up to cover her breasts, she went with Clyde
into the living room. He started toward the sofa. But the thought of Myra, Earl and the
dog there last night was much too recent in her mind for her to engage in sex on the
sofa. She couldn't recall exactly what she said or what excuse she used for them to find
their way upstairs to her bedroom.
She closed the Venetian blinds, then turned on the lights and stood before Clyde as he
sat on the edge of the bed the same way Ben used to do. She'd always thought it was
something peculiar to Ben. But now, in her slightly fuzzy mind, she guessed it must be
the prescribed way of doing things.
Again, Eva made no attempt to catch her gown as he tugged at it and brought it down
to bare her torso from the waist up, her bountiful breasts standing out from her body,
the nipples impudently erect. He started at her hips and began tongue-bathing her until
he got to her breasts. Then his teeth fastened on one of her nipples, caught it tight and
pulled it strongly into his mouth.
God she loved having her breasts sucked! She must have taken leave of her senses to
have done without it for so long. Funny, she had thought that only Ben's lips and
tongue could bring her to orgasm that way. But she could feel the pace of her body
increasing, the nerve-ends in her vulva starting to tingle.
She didn't realize that her gown had worked itself off her hips and slid down her legs to
form a pool of black lace around her ankles, until she felt Clyde's fingers hook into the
elastic waistband of her panties and give them a gentle tug downward.
"No," she protested, half-heartedly, as she made a mock gesture at pushing his hands
away.
"Stop the bullshit," he muttered indelicately. "You've been cock-teasing me all night.
You want it as much as I do."
Eva knew he was coarse, but this was the first time he'd ever talked to her the way he
had tonight and it frightened her a little. She suddenly wondered if this was such a
good idea and put a little more sincerity into trying to push his hands away. But he was
determined and he kept struggling until her panties were off. She was embarrassed that
he should find her so drenched.
Instead of showing some sensitivity and tossing the panties aside, as a gentleman might
have done, Clyde held them up to her and said. "Look at 'em, soaked. No broad gets
that wet, unless she's really aching."
Then he put the panties aside and paid due homage to her fantastic body. Aphrodite,
who was no lightweight according to the statues erected in her honor, could boast no
more perfect proportions than the woman standing before him. His eyes pored over her
form. Her flesh gleaming white against the sheen of her Hack garter belt, her black
hose and the luxurious crop of black hair between her flawless thighs.
"If I was a cunt-eater, believe me, Eva baby, I'd get down on you and gnaw my way
clear through to your asshole," he told her with characteristic crudeness. "But too bad I
just ain't got the stomach for it."
Even thought she wouldn't admit it, that was Eva's first big disappointment.
Cunnilingus, feeling the soft, hot lash of his tongue over her labia and her clitoris, had
been one of the great thrills she'd always experienced with Ben. Enjoyed it almost as
much as the insertion of his cock. She'd sort of been looking forward to Clyde starting
off that way. Now that he told her otherwise, she couldn't help but feel somewhat let
down.
"But all the rest, you'll get," Clyde promised her, as he grasped her hips and pulled her
down onto the bed beside him. He may not have been a pussy-nibbler, but there were
few other spots on her anatomy that he didn't kiss and lick and feel. So that by the time
he got off the bed to take off his clothes, she was wet and open and ready for him.
He undressed slowly, deliberately, his eyes never leaving her face. Eva couldn't help but
stare at him, as his strong, hairy, stocky body and powerful limbs became bared. He
truly looked as if he'd be a fair match for a gorilla. What shocked her most of all, was
when he removed his shorts and she saw his cock for the first time. It was an awesome
thing, bigger by inches than Ben's had been. Bigger, in fact, than she ever dreamed a
man could be.
Clyde let her look at his lustily formed phallus, a slight smile twisting his lips and
giving a glitter of pride to his bluish cast eyes. If Earl Holden could have looked
through the wall from next door and seen Clyde's mighty organ, he might have had
some misgivings about the size of his own.
"I sure as hell hope you're ready to give me one grand and glorious fuck, Eva baby,"
Clyde said as he started to climb back on the bed, his mammoth length of flame-tipped
cock preceding him. "Because like I told you, I've been waiting for this moment for
more than fifteen long, ball-achin' years."
A cold fear began crawling in the pit of her stomach as the thought of his strength, of
trying to accept all that cock, after so long an absence. Maybe it was just an old wives'
tale, but she'd heard somewhere that if a woman abstains for a certain number of years,
her vaginal opening shrinks and her hymen grows back. Fearful that it just might be
true, Eva crawled along the bed, seeking to escape the threat of his intimidating cock.
She let out a little cry and sprang to her feet at the far side of the bed in an attempt to
escape him.
Clyde caught her and flung her back onto the bed like a Raggedy Ann doll, his hands
mauling her flesh, his teeth sinking into her bare shoulders, her breasts. Eva now made
a more sincere effort to get away from him. She kicked and pushed up at him with both
hands. But nothing she did in the way of resisting had any effect and in an incredibly
short time, he had subdued her.
"Christ you're a piece!" he gasped. "You look better than ever when you're worked up."
He yanked her into his arms and his kiss sucked every ounce of breath from her lungs.
The feel of his naked and rock-hard physique numbed her brain and made the room
start to spin crazily. She pushed at him feebly, a tremor of mingled desires stirring in
her as his hands continued to roam her squirming flesh in a series of exploratory and
skillful probing. She wanted him fiercely, she wanted to know the sensation of a cock
deep in her belly again. But at the? same time his awkwardness, his roughness and the
abnormal size of his rampant weapon frightened her.
He positioned himself on his knees between her splayed legs. He looked down at her
dripping slit, the deep-pink lips slightly parted like a hungry mouth eager for
nourishment but not sure of the bitter taste. She was still squirming, still struggling to
get away from him as he slipped a free hand under her smooth buttocks and lifted her
so that the slit of dewy flesh half-concealed in her dark foliage offered a perfect target.
"Hold the goddamn wiggles 'til after I get in you," he told her. When she didn't obey,
he lowered his head and fastened his teeth on one of her quivering breasts, sending a
lancing pain through her. She cried out and ceased her struggling.
The frightened woman lay spread-eagled before him, her lushly quivering thighs parted
to reveal to his lusting gaze the moistly heated lips of her long untouched vagina. He
thrust his rock-hard torso in between her outspread legs and aimed his throbbing penis
toward her hungering pussy. God, how badly she wanted a stiff cock driving up inside
her, filling her wetly trembling cunt! She only now realized how long she had really
yearned for it. But, not this cock this gigantic-looking ramrod! It was too big, far too
big. It would surely rip her apart. She couldn't possibly accommodate her long unused
vagina to those outlandish proportions.
The rust-haired man had no mercy, however. For fifteen long years he had been lusting
to get the tearfully begging brunette into just this position. And now that he finally had
her where he wanted her, nothing was going to stop him from taking full advantage of
every inch of her desirable body. He roughly guided the purplish-red burgeoning head
of his throbbing cock up to the soft, palpitating moistness of her cuntal area. And once
there, he made no attempt to slip his cock-head in gently. He lunged forward with
ramrod force bludgeoning the dripping head of his fiery cock into her tautly clasping
pussy.
She screamed as she felt him breaking into per, tearing her flesh. He was so big... so
painfully big. She begged him to stop, tears welling in her eyes. But he drilled into her
stubborn flesh, relentlessly.
Oh God how different! How miserably different, than it had been with Ben. She knew
now, she had made a mistake. A wretched, grievous mistake. This man whom, for so
many years she had looked upon as a kind, sympathetic, compassionate friend, she
knew now was none of those things at least not when it came to sex. He was awkward,
cruel and bestial; utterly devoid of finesse. He went at her as if he were some kind of
animal and she his cornered mate. He tore into her body without mercy, pummeling
her with his outsized battering ram, unmindful that it had been more than five years
since she'd had intercourse. Her vagina was tender and delicate, unaccustomed to the
cruel way he was going at her. He didn't give her time to adjust. And then, just as she
was beginning to loosen up and conform to his size, and perhaps even get some
pleasure out of it, she could feel his cock enlarging to even greater size, and within
seconds his white-hot semen began pumping spurt after molten spurt up into the very
depths of her crying belly.
"Oooh... no...!" Eva sobbed deep in her throat, imploring him to try to hold back the
way Ben used to do. Hold back until she reached her peak and could come with him.
But it was too late.
Desperately, she clung to him with her arms and legs, sliding her cuntal lips up and
down the length of him, rubbing her pelvis frantically against the base of his spurting
cock, trying to bring herself on. But it was wasted effort. He was concerned with
nothing except his own relief and satisfaction. She had to be contented with a few mild
"skimming" climaxes he'd brought her along the way and be denied the big one she
was so much in need of.
When it was over and his great tool hung limply and lifelessly down between his hairy
thighs, he got off the bed. Eva guessed he might be going to the bathroom. Instead he
began putting on his clothes.
"I better make tracks before Myra comes home," he said.
Again, Eva suffered mixed emotions. She was a long, long way from being satisfied; her
need was even greater right now than when he first got into bed with her. Her cunt was
itching and burning, and she could feel a twisting and turning sensation in her belly.
But she could plainly see that she could expect no relief from him.
With Ben it had been so much different. With only brief intervals of fifteen minutes a
half hour at most Ben had been able to do it two and three times a night. He used to
have several derogatory names for men like Clyde "one loaders", "single shots", "hit and
run drivers".
On the other side of the coin, as frantically as her body may have craved release, once
Clyde got off her, Eva wasn't at all sure she would want him to mount her again even if
he could. Never could she remember having been so disappointed in a human being.
Despite his coarseness and his being uncouth, from the way he had treated her in the
past, she had expected he would be gentle and considerate of her. Instead, he had been
boorish, brutal, with no regard for her feelings; no concern to please anyone except
himself.
Clyde had almost finished dressing, when Eva got off the bed. She took a pair of fresh
white nylon panties from the dresser drawer. Without putting them on, she walked
toward the closet for a negligee. He paused in his dressing to watch her.
"Like I said downstairs, you really got a zoftig ass," he said.
Eva tightened but made no comment. She guessed after what happened, she could
expect him to talk to her like that. She took the negligee from a hanger and went into
the bathroom where she washed his oozing sperm from between her legs. By the time
she came out, he was dressed and ready to go.
Wearing only the negligee, the clean panties and a pair of heeled mules, Eva went down
the stairs with him to the front door. As she started to open the door, Clyde reached
down between her legs and grabbed her pussy-lips brutally. What he figured was
playfully affectionate, was actually hard and cruel. She had all she could do to keep
from crying out in pain.
"In case I didn't tell you, you're a damn good screw," he told her. "I'm lookin' forward
to next time."
He tried to kiss her, but she turned her head and took his wet lips on her cheek. The
next moment he was gone.


Chapter 6


Eva stood there for several long moments, with her back pressed against the closed
door. Her body was still burning with fever, her breasts felt tight-skinned and hot with
an electric urgency in them, her vagina was driving her out of her mind with its
prurient yearning. Maybe the champagne had something to do with it, but Clyde had
left her in one hell of a state.
She reached down and touched herself. It only seemed to aggravate her condition. She
knew that neither her fingers, nor the vibrator, or any other means of self-inflicted
eroticism could bring her the relief her body demanded. Maybe not even a man's penis,
unless it could sustain an erection the way Ben's did, could satisfy her. What her cunt
wanted, was to be licked, the way Ben used to lick it.
Then, as her longing took her to the ultimate heights of passion, she suddenly
remembered Duke. In her mind's eye she could see the dog licking Myra's breasts; the
expression of sheer delight in her daughter's eyes as his long, bright red, wet tongue
lapped away at her pink nipples. She wondered what it would be like to have the
dog... !
She interrupted the thought, tried to discharge it from her mind as obscene, perverted,
against all the laws of nature. But the gnawing idea persisted, growing stronger and
stronger until it became an obsession, driving all thought of being right or wrong from
her brain.
Eva finally straightened away from the door, breathing heavily, perspiring profusely.
She belted her negligee more securely around her, then brushing her hair back from her
face and catching it behind her ears, she hurried into the kitchen. She filled a plate with
scraps of meat from the roast she and Clyde had had for dinner. Then she returned to
the dimly-lighted hallway and followed it to the back door. She unfastened the latch
and opened the door and stepped out into the backyard. It was warm outside and with
the myriad of stars filling the heavens, it was just light enough to see.
Carrying the plateful of meat scraps, Eva moved through the shadows cast by the tall
fence, cautiously, noiselessly, unaware that her daughter had followed the same path
last night. Eva remembered the loose board in the fence that she had nailed shut. She
was surprised to find that the nail had been pulled loose and the board swung back,
easily, if squeakily, at her touch.
She heard Duke growl softly in the adjoining yard, saw his shadowy hulk slink forward,
inquisitively, menacingly.
"It's all right, Duke," she said in a stage whisper, as she pushed the plate of roast beef at
him, through the opening in the fence.
The dog halted and stopped growling. He recognized her scent and her voice, although
its tone puzzled him. He could never remember her doing anything else but yell at him,
scold him. He saw the plate of meat. It further confused him. As long as she'd lived in
the house next door, she had never offered him so much as a bone. But the meat
smelled good and he was hungry. That canned dog food his master had given him for
dinner was horrible.
Duke moved forward, carefully, took a closer sniff at the meat, then cleared half the
plate with a few swipes of his tongue. Even in the half-light, Eva could see the length of
his tongue and the mere thought of it running over her heated flesh erased any
lingering doubts or hesitations from her mind. She pulled the plate back from the dog
and he growled again, softly.
"Shh," she cautioned him in a sibilant whisper, not certain whether Earl might be home
and certainly not wanting to wake him if he should be. "You can have more, Duke all
you want. Just come with me." Holding the plate of meat in one hand and the board
open in the other, she persuaded the dog to come through the opening into her yard.
"Come on, fella."
With the plate held high just out of his reach, Eva got Duke to follow her through the
yard, into the house and upstairs to her bedroom. On the way, she stopped off for a
moment in the kitchen to get a glass and the second bottle of champagne from the
refrigerator. She just might need it, in case, at the last moment, she lost her nerve.
When they got upstairs, she closed the door and except for one particularly juicy slice
of beef shat she held in her hand, she placed the plate on the floor for Duke to finish.
While he devoured the meat, ravenously and then licked the plate clean, Eva unbelted
her negligee, let it slide down her arms and tossed it aside. She decided maybe she did
need that champagne after all, to give her "Dutch courage", to go through with what
she had in mind. She filled the glass twice and emptied it, while Duke went sniffing
around the strange room, looking for more meat.
Eva had never had so much to drink before in her life and found that the champagne
was very deceptive. Her mind was starting to get a little fuzzy but it did nothing to
quench the fire down below. After she'd had her second drink, she placed the glass
beside the bottle on the night-table beside the bed. Then she took the piece of meat she
was still holding and rubbed it over her stomach and breasts, making sure she got
plenty of its juice on her nipples.
She saw Duke sniffing and scratching at the door, trying to get it open, wondering why
it was closed. She threw herself backwards across the bed and still palming the piece of
meat in her left hand, called to the dog. "Come, Duke.
Up here. Up on the bed with Eva."
The dog looked at her, curiously, as if it were difficult for him to believe that this was
the same female who hit him with a broom that day, who was forever yelling at him.
But as he lifted his snout and sniffed the air, he detected the faint aroma of more meat.
He turned and padded to the side of the bed.
"Come on, Duke, jump up here," Eva coaxed him. "Be a good dog and come up here."
Duke cocked his head to one side, inquiringly. He wasn't allowed on beds except his
master's bed. He was always scolded and sometimes slapped and made to get down.
Now he was being invited and if he wanted more meat!
With one powerful leap, he bounded up onto the bed and looked down at the naked
female, clad only in a pair of wispy white panties, lying before him. He remembered
seeing the female they called Myra, lying naked like this in the backyard last night. He
remembered how good she smelled, how good she tasted until his master cuffed him
alongside the ear. He didn't like being hit on the ears. His ears were very sensitive.
Maybe that's what this female was going to do to him now. But then he caught another
scent of the meat she'd rubbed on her belly and breasts.
Even more slowly and warily than he had approached the bed, the big German
shepherd moved toward her, then began to lick warmly at Eva's smooth, ever so slightly
bulging belly.
Each hot lash of his tongue caused her naked flesh to ripple with heated pleasure.
"Ohh, God, ohh," Eva gasped as Duke licked higher and higher until his cold, wet nose
was nuzzling at her breasts. Then Eva sucked in her breath as she felt the animal's wet
tongue slither over her sex-hardened nipples, her breasts heaving with ever-mounting
passion until she achieved one of those "skimming" type orgasms that went through
her like a flat stone gliding over the surface of an agitated pond. Her eyes grew misty
with unrestrained passion and she looked down in wonderment at the huge head of the
dog thrust tightly against her squirming body.
"Ohhh, Duke, Duke," she murmured and as if in reply, the animal raised his eyes to
look at her in a new, strange light. As the waves of her lust swept over her, she
impulsively reached down and pulled the dog's handsome, silver-gray head up toward
her passion-softened face.
Duke's long tongue darted out and licked Eva's partly-opened lips. In the past, when
she saw the dog lick Myra's face, she thought it was dirty, ugly, unsanitary and told her
daughter so. But now to her utter astonishment, she discovered that it filled her with
almost as much of a thrill as when his tongue wetly laved her naked, tingling breasts.
Shamelessly and with unbridled passion, Eva allowed her own tongue to slither from
her mouth and for a moment, touch the dog's long, wet, rough tongue, causing shock
waves of unadulterated sensual pleasure to streak through her nervous system. It was
something that she never could have imagined herself doing in a million years, yet it
was happening. Maybe it was the champagne that was causing her to act in this
degenerated manner? Or was she just using that as an excuse? After all, wasn't this the
way she planned it before she even had those last two glasses of champagne?
Duke delighted in the warm, sweet taste of the woman's saliva, as Eva, mad for the
sensation of his tongue in other places, reached down with the hand that held the piece
of meat and smeared its remaining juice over the insides of her thighs and the crotch of
her panties.
Catching the scent of the beef juice, the dog backed away from Eva's panting mouth
and crawled down on the bed until his head was positioned between the woman's
quivering thighs. Without waiting for her word to go ahead, Duke began licking the
tender flesh of her inner thighs.
"Oh no, no!" Eva blurted out without meaning, her eyes widening in a sort of hypnotic
awe as she watched his head move slowly towards her lightly-covered, eagerly waiting
cunt.
"Aah..." Eva crooned as she felt the animal's cool, damp black nose move closer and
closer to his goal. Then he was sniffing curiously, over her moisture-soaked panties,
driving her to the heights of frustrated passion as his snout brushed gently, tenderly
over the highly susceptible flesh of her ravenous pussy underneath.
Here the scent of the meat was overpowered by an even more piquant bouquet that he
remembered smelling and tasting only last night when another, younger female lay
naked in the backyard. Eva could not keep her loins from bucking upward at the first
swipe of the dog's hot, wet tongue over her cuntal lips outside her whisper-weight
panties.
"Oooh... Ahh..." the woman groaned in shock as she held her buttocks up off the bed
and spread her legs as wide as they would go so his tongue could cover her entire
genitalia, from her anus to her pubic bush with each slow, measured swipe. It was
beautiful, heavenly but it still wasn't enough. She had to feel his tongue against her
naked flesh, deep in her gushing trough. "Wait, Duke, wait," she cried out to him,
pushing his face back from between her thighs.
The dog looked at her in bewilderment. She wasn't going to make him stop, chase him
the way his master did last night? Not after she told him to do it?
No, that was not it at all. All Eva wanted to do was drag off her panties, then she
spread her legs for him again, reached up, took hold of his head in both her hands and
brought it down between them to her nakedly, feverish vulva.
Without further urging, the dog's hot tongue snaked out to bury itself between her
nether lips, deep in the seething cuntal flesh itself.
"Oooh, God... Ohhh, my God," she kept repeating over and over, as if, like Clyde, it
was the only way she knew to express her true feelings. Her back arched upward and
her head was tilted back under the stimulation of the assault Duke was making on her
pussy. As if he had found his heart's desire, the dog centered all his attention on the
blue-black tangle of hair between her legs, licking hungrily now, his wet, hot tongue
slicking relentlessly through her yawning hole, dragging over her clitoris, each lick
bringing a deep moan of pleasure from the woman groveling beneath him on the bed.
She had to admit it even Ben at his best never brought her the anesthetizing sensations
that Duke was bringing her now with his merciless tongue. One orgasm dovetailed into
another until it was impossible to tell when one ended and another began. Lap, lap, lap
she could hear each swipe of his tongue slushing through her inundated flesh. Each
scalding lash seemed in itself an eternity of ecstatic pleasure, making the squirming
woman fully conscious of every infinitesimal part of her spasming cuntal flesh that the
probing tongue glided over.
It felt as if the massive animal's huge tongue was charged with some unexplainable
magic that teased every nerve-end in her body to a point past what she could bear.
Despite the minor climaxes she had experienced, Eva could still sense when the big one
the real whopper was nearing. There had to be one. There had to be an eventual all-out
release for the tension, the maddening sensations that Duke had licked into her helpless
loins... before he lost interest. Whether or not Duke knew what she was striving for, his
tongue began moving faster, deeper, as she writhed beneath him like a dervish. In a fit
of desperation, she lifted her legs up off the bed, then holding her knees down against
her flattened breasts with both hands, spread her pussy-lips as wide apart as they would
go, offering her entire burning cuntal plain to the slavering animal above her, so that he
could really dig into her and find the spot that would set her off.
That was going to do it... soon... very soon, Eva told herself with gratification as the
animal eagerly accepted the opportunity that her lewd position offered him, driving his
scathing tongue into her lush pussy flesh. She was going to cum. She could feel the
fragile bubble inside her already spasming... growing bigger... bigger... bigger... 
"Ohhh, God..." she screamed again. "Keep licking... licking... I'm... I'm going to cum...
Oh, faster, Ben... faster..." Somehow Ben had gotten mixed up in the fantasy unreeling
in her sub-consciousness. "Ohh, faster, my darling... don't stop... don't ever stop...
Ohh... Oh..."
NAnd then the bubble burst... and the all-out orgasm she had been seeking engulfed
her... and she transcended into a state of bliss that had no precedent... but by which she
would be able to measure all her sexual encounters that were up ahead.
Eva hated herself. She felt dirty and disgusted. She had chastised her daughter, slapped
her face, called her ugly names and even locked her in her room, yet what she caught
Myra doing on the sofa, wasn't nearly as bad as what she, herself, had allowed the dog
to do to her. Since Ben died she had refrained from sex like a novice after taking her
vows and then this going as far in the opposite direction as she could. Letting a dog
bring her to orgasm through cunnilingus.
She shivered with self-reproach. Caressing her body was one thing. Running her hands
over herself to admire the feel of her flesh, the shapeliness of her curves, even fingering
herself to bring a relaxation of tension, that was not censorable. Some authorities even
encouraged masturbation, claimed that aside from the few minutes of pleasure it
brought, it was good for a woman; advised them to practice it as much as they liked.
But to let a dog lick her off, that was something else again.
Never, never, never must she let it happen again! She promised herself that, after she
led Duke down the stairs into the kitchen, fed him several more generous slices of roast
beef, then maneuvered him out the back door to return to his own yard.


Chapter 7


Late in the afternoon when Eva returned home from her teaching job, she found
another note waiting for her from her daughter. In this one, Myra said she had gone
back to school to audition for a part in a school play that would be given at
commencement exercises. She wrote that she wouldn't be home for several hours but
asked her mother to save something for her to eat. Eva could see that Myra apparently
was still smarting over the way she had acted toward the girl night before last, even if
the tone of the note had softened somewhat from the first one she wrote. Maybe
because her mother hadn't done what she said she was going to do about Earl – and, of
course, now never would. In any event, to Eva it meant that everything was going to be
all right between them again in a very short while, and she would try without being too
obvious, to make it up to her daughter.
In this easier frame of mind, Eva went upstairs to her bedroom and disrobed.
Deliberately, she refused to look at her naked body in the mirror, refused to dwell any
longer on her sexual experience of the night before. She'd shower as she usually did
when she came home from school on hot days like this one. Then she'd dress up and
prepare a nice dinner for Myra and try to patch up what might be left of the breach
between them.
The bathroom was decorated in blushing pink and black with a tub and master shower.
Without bothering to close the bathroom door, Eva reached into the stall and turned on
the taps, adjusting the flow of water to the right temperature. Then she stepped under
the spray and closed the frosted glass door behind her.
The lukewarm needles felt good pelting against her fevered flesh, and she let the water
beat down upon her for several moments before reaching the soap and working up a
rich lather all over her body. She was particularly careful not to spend too much time
on her breasts, between her legs or any of her other erogenous zones. Then she rinsed
off the suds with a spray as cold as she could stand it and turned off the taps.
She pushed open the shower door and started to reach for a huge bath towel from the
rack as she stepped from the stall. Which is when she heard the faint wine that pulled
her startled gaze quickly toward the door that led in from the bedroom. She gasped.
There in the open doorway stood Duke looking up at her with love and adoration,
almost as if he were a human lover who had come upon her by surprise.
Eva had no way of knowing that this was the big German shepherd's second visit to the
house this afternoon. Earlier, when she returned from school, Myra heard him
scratching at the back door. He had nosed aside the board in the fence on his own and
crawled through the opening, uninvited.
Myra opened the door for him and, believing he was hungry, led him into the kitchen
and fed him what was left over from last night's roast beef. But that wasn't all the big
dog came for, as Myra soon discovered when he began pushing his snout between her
legs, nudging her cuntal area with his rubber-like black nose.
At first Myra told him to stop, pushed him away even started to lead him along the
hallway that led to the back door. But then she remembered the exquisite sensations his
tongue had brought her, night before last, licking her cunt and anus while she lay on
the blanket and Earl fucked her.
The mere thought of it sparked her loins, and midway along the darkened corridor, she
stopped to pat Duke's head then rub his ears as she directed his pointed nose at her
tingling mound. With each passing second, Myra could feel herself becoming more and
more aroused, the hot wet juices of her passion building up in her desire-flushed
vagina. With her shoulder blades pressed to the wall, eyes closed, mouth open and
gasping for greater and greater surges of air, she raised her skirt with her left hand until
it was up above her waist. Then with her right hand she pulled down her panties,
stepped out of them and spread her legs wide apart so that Duke could get his head
between them.
"Yes, Duke, yes, go ahead. Lick me, the way you did the other night," she panted, then
she quivered from head to foot in a paroxysm of rapture and joy as his tongue sluiced
through her inundated valley. She began moaning and squirming in a kind of delirium
as the dog continued to grow more and more zealous in his cunt-lapping.
He delighted in the succulence of the more tender flesh and not so copious or pungent
juices of this younger female he was eating. Although to the dog's taste the slightly
more robust flavor of the older woman was equally as toothsome, if not more so.
"Ohhhh, Duke... Ohhhh, Duke," Myra kept chanting over and over like a needle stuck
in the same groove of a record. She let her skirt drop over the animal's head, hiding it
from view as she used both hands to push up the bottom of her sweater and scoop her
breasts out of the cups of her bra. Fantasizing that they were Earl's hands, she squeezed
her fingers into the resilient dumplings, clenching the white orbs into unusual and
provocative shapes as Duke's tongue threatened to drive her crazy! It wasn't going to
take the prescribed three minutes... not even two... 
Her body arched upward away from the dog's tongue, straining tensely as she fought to
hold back her climax as long as possible. But he followed right after her, digging his
tongue deep into her slit, tormenting the sweet bud of her clit with cruel lashes.
Helplessly, she felt herself slip into a frenzy of furious lust as her orgasm enveloped 
her and she spewed her tribute into his hungry, slavering mouth... 
When it was over, she had all she could do to push his head from between her agitated
thighs. In spite of the intensity of her orgasm, she was not nearly satisfied. It was as if
the bomb in her belly had been only partly detonated; there was still a lot more of it to
be exploded. But she was afraid to let Duke do any more... Afraid he might get out of
hand and do some permanent damage to her. Certainly she didn't want that. After
finally finding out how wonderful sex could be, she didn't want to do anything to deny
her its further pleasures.
So with considerable effort, she finally led the big German shepherd to the back door,
put him out in the yard and told him, "go home now, Duke." Then, believing she had
closed the door, she had instead left it ajar.
Which explained Duke's presence right now in the bathroom, looking up at Eva
worshipfully. After all, hadn't she invited him into the house last night, fed him all that
meat and then given him his first real taste of human pussy?
Eva was frightened and not at all pleased with this strange conquest she had made. She
didn't want what happened last night to take place again. She had promised herself she
wouldn't let it. She had to get rid of the dog and right now!
Eva had looked into the refrigerator when she first came home to see what she could
prepare for dinner and discovered that the roast beef was gone. She guessed that Myra
must have been hungry and eaten it when she came from school. But Eva was sure she
could find something else with which to persuade Duke to leave. Cheese maybe? Dogs
like cheese.
Wrapping the bath towel around her middle so that it covered her breasts and reached
not quite midway down her thighs, Eva in her sweetest sounding voice, said, "Come
Duke let's go downstairs and find something for you to eat."
Without bothering to dry herself off, she dipped her toes into her tall-heeled mules and
started to go past Duke. He moved slightly to one side to make room for her at the
same time sliding his tapered nose up under one side of the bath towel.
"Stop, Duke," she told him as she pushed his head away and did a quick little sidestep
away from him. But he was right behind her as she started over the threshold, his nose
again up in the towel, this time in back, to run his tongue over her damp buttocks. She
took a hurried step into the bedroom and once more he followed right after her, edging
up the bottom of his towel with his snout.
She emitted a sharp, startled gasp, and her whole body went taut as she felt Duke's
tongue glide over her anus, puckering the flesh and causing a hot stab of sensation to
shoot up through her body.
"Oh no, Duke, you mustn't..."
She tried to duck away from him, but the dog pursued her relentlessly, licking her
buttocks and the insides of her thighs from behind.
"Be a good dog and stop, Duke!" she begged him, her voice unsteady with sudden,
unwanted emotion. "Be a good dog and we'll go downstairs and find you something to
eat... some... some meat maybe..."
The only meat he wanted right now was between her legs. He'd caught the scent and
just a taste of it with the tip of his tongue. It whetted his appetite, and he wouldn't be
satisfied now until he had more.
Whether by accident or design, even Eva couldn't be sure... but the towel slipped from
her body and fell to the floor, leaving her totally naked. With her back still to the dog,
she stooped forward to pick it up. Then with a squeal she quickly dropped it as she felt
the dog's long probing tongue start somewhere between her thighs and continue along
through the deep crease that separated her buttocks, finishing at the base of her spine.
She straightened at once, the sensation it brought her, almost more than she could bear.
She pushed his head away once more and turned to face him. She bent forward to hold
his head back away from her but not so far that he couldn't reach her dangling breasts
with his long tongue. In spite of her protests and the promises she'd made to herself,
she could feel herself heating up... weakening.
"Duke, Duke?" she wailed with pretended gravity. "What am I going to do about you?
What am I going to do?"
He went right on tonguing her tasty nipples, sending electric waves of pleasure
spiraling through her with each swipe. Gradually she began relaxing her hold on him so
his tongue could reach her belly, then the black muff between her legs, damp from the
shower and the more flavorful liqueur from her palpitating cunt. He felt good... oh so
good! Would it be so terrible if she let him do it again? Just this once?
The next moment she had answered her own question. Throwing all her promises, all
her good intentions, all her evaluations of what was right and wrong inside, Eva
sprawled out on her back on the bed, as naked and sex-famished as she had been the
night before.
This time, Duke needed no invitation to bounce up onto the bed. He stood there,
hovering over her, his legs wide apart, his wetly wriggling tongue hanging down out of
one side of his open, panting mouth. His hot eyes roved the banquet of female flesh
spread out before him.
Eva was panting, too, as she felt the warm saliva from his mouth drip onto her breasts
and belly. She was hot as a pistol as she stared up at the dog's tongue, remembering
how it had made her feel last night, the sheer ecstasy it had brought her.
She closed her eyes as she felt Duke sniffing at her loins, licking through her bush,
trying to nudge her thighs apart so he could get at her slit. But she kept her legs
pinched tightly together as she reached down and brought up his head.
"Not yet, Duke," she told him in a pinched voice. "Later. I want you to lick all over me,
first."
The big animal seemed to sense what she wanted him to do. He started by licking her
face, then her shoulders and beneath her armpits. She was very sensitive there, and she
wiggled about on the bed under his tongue. She next directed his attention to her
breasts, letting him lick her nipples to raw redness before turning over and lying face
down on the mattress. She never realized how delightful it was to have her anus licked.
Of all the things they'd tried together, Ben never thought of doing it to her back there.
By the time Duke finished with her rear hole, she was wet and gaping and ready for
him to go to work on her front hole. Remembering what Ben always said, "Never do it
the same way twice in a row," Eve didn't turn over. Instead, she lifted herself to her
knees, and partly supporting herself on her elbows, spread her legs apart and let him
approach her cunt from the rear. That was the way dogs did it anyway, wasn't it?
It was delightful, surpassing any and all hopes Eva might have had in her mind. It felt
even better than when he had done her in front. At least it did this first time. She kept
shaking her hips, pushing her rump up and back against him as if trying to get his
tongue to reach deeper and deeper, scratch that awful itch in the fathomless recess of
her belly.
As she had done last night, Eva wished it would never end as each long, studied
rhythmic stroke of his tongue seemed to send her to a new high in ecstasy. She felt as if
she wanted to cum each time his tongue started its sweep down near her belly,
scratched over her clitoris, dragged between her dripping cuntal lips and then along the
velvety smooth crease of her ass-cheeks. She could tell when she was starting to cum.
She began receiving those hot little warning fleshes that seemed to start at the root-ends
of her hair, the tips of her fingers and toes, and flow with a gathering momentum and
ferocity through her limbs and body. She was just seconds away when to her horror
Duke stopped his excruciatingly delightful licking of her treasured flesh. She turned her
head to look up at him over her shoulder. He was slowly backing away from between
her splayed legs, her upturned pussy and buttocks.
She rolled over quickly onto her back and looked up at the hulking German shepherd.
"What is it, Duke?" she demanded, miserable with the thought that he might leave her
unsatisfied the way Clyde did. "Please, Duke. Please. Eva wants you to do it to her. The
front way if you like. But please don't stop now, Duke. Lick me... lick..."
She opened her legs wide for him and showed him her pink, dripping, open flesh. And
then as he backed away just a little further, she saw his cock!
Wide-eyed, her breath and her words jammed in her throat, she gaped at the size of the
wet, bright crimson dagger that was slowly issuing from the hairy sheath beneath the
animal's belly. The tapered end dripped and dropped and wavered in ever-growing size
and stiffness before the woman's starkly staring eyes. Eva very obviously had not been
the only one aroused by the licking of the soft, moistly heated flesh between her thighs.
Instinctively, the overpowering pungent scent and taste of her aroused female flesh had
piqued the dog's highly responsive senses.
It was clear to her, too, that befuddled and overwhelmed by the growing pressure of his
sacs, Duke had instinctively backed away, incapable of coping at the moment with his
sensuous overcharge. He stood now, falteringly uncertain before Eva's stunned gaze,
waiting, whimpering with hopeful anticipation, his flaming red penis growing long and
harder with each passing second.
Eva found it impossible to gather together her thoughts into any form of sane reasoning
as she brought her legs together and clenched them protectively and stared with fear
and fascination at the dog's organ in all its full, glowing, glistening hardness. Then
slowly she became conscious of the sexual cravings that the animal's unsheathed phallus
was arousing deep in her frustrated vagina. As if under some diabolical hypnotic spell,
Eva let herself slowly become immersed in a desperate need for relief before she really
became aware of the depraved thought formulating in her brain. A thought too lewd for
even the most perverted person.
Eva wanted Duke to fuck her with that glistening bright red cock that the spicy smell
and taste of her heated body had excited and caused to grow to such fantastic,
breathtaking dimensions. A fierce battle raged in the woman's sex-distorted brain. What
harm would it do if she let the dog fuck her? Who would know? Immediately she
answered her own questions. She herself would know, and the memory of the
horrendous act might haunt her the rest of her living days.
Like a person caught between two fires, Eva fought ignominy with sexual hunger,
trying to beat out the flame of one with the flame of the r. But her passion was raging
out of control, must have relief, her body screamed. Helplessly, almost as if she were
being forced into it by some third person, she reached the pillow upon which her black
thatched head had been resting and shoved it beneath her buttocks, lifting herself.
Slowly she opened her thighs until they were wide apart, her cunt wet and sticky with a
gauzy film upturned in unmistakable invitation. Her dark eyes glistened with carnal
desire as she drew her legs back, straining, until her knees touched the swollen nipples
of her huge breasts.
Looking down between her splayed legs, she could see that Duke was in need of little
further coaxing. His glistening, bright scarlet projectile was dripping animal pre-cum on
the sheet; his testicles were filled with a bubbling heat that would soon be squirting into
her aching belly.
Crazed now with lust, she cried out to the dog, "Now, Duke, now... fuck me... Oh, fuck
me good!" She sounded more like Clyde in her lascivious ravings than like the prim
school teacher she had appeared to be for these past few years. Still holding her legs
back with one hand, with the other she reached down and parted the soft juicy lips of
her cunt, spreading the fleshy pink folds apart, enticing him into her dark, palpitating
tunnel. "Oh, now, Duke. I'm ready. Stick it in me... deep and hard!"
Even though Duke might not have understood her words, he could not mistake what
she wanted him to do by her obscene actions. His own loins ached with wanting. He
moved his huge furry body forward, his strong legs planted at either side of her naked
hips. He touched the hot pouting pink petal lips of her open pussy with the fiery tip of
his incredibly firm animal-penis.
Sparks of obscene excitement further enflamed Eva as she reached down beneath him
and caused him to whine deep in his furry throat as she gently caressed the aroused
length of his slippery cock. Without allowing even one sane thought to enter her brain
and muddle her thinking, Eva eased his rampant cock between the soft, suctioning lips
of her fluttering pussy and then deep into the steaming cauldron between her thighs.
She moaned ecstatically. "Oooooh, Duke... you're so big... so hard... you feel so good.
Ooooh, fuck me... fuck me as if I were your favorite bitch... Ooooh, good..."
The instant the big German shepherd felt her glutinous cunt-flesh engulf the length of
his hypersensitive cock, he needed no more encouragement, no more instructions.
Turned wild with his own lust, the excited beast became overzealous in his eagerness to
stars humping, and his cock slipped out of the moistly flaming cleft. Sliding and
dancing in her hot juices, his needle-tipped penis tried desperately to find the hole
again. It poised for a moment at the entrance to her velvety, puckered anus. But she
twisted away with a kind of revulsion before he could ram his way into it.
Whimpering with frustration, Duke began making desperate humping motions without
making contact until Eva reached down under his body again and grasped the animal's
sticky penis in her hand. His whimpering blended into a whine of delight as he felt her
cool, gentle fingers guide his painful shaft slowly forward, finally fitting it once more
between her passion-bloated cunt-lips. Up and down the length of his sharp-tapered
cock, Eva slid sensuously, making sure it was well-oiled with her own heated sex-fluid.
"Now, Duke... ram it... all the way in... and fuck me!" she breathed and Duke obeyed
her instruction.
Instinctively, mercilessly, he fucked forward, driving the prodigious length of his 
dogcock into the depths of her vagina, never stopping until he bottomed, and she could feel
his cum-bloated balls pressing against her distended pussy lips. The moment Duke
sensed his complete penetration, he began to ram into her with powerful pile-driver
thrusts, mechanically dog-fucking the moaning, passionately squirming female human
beneath him.
Eva could feel his cock swell with the hot, surging blood of his insane desire, deep in
her cuntal strait. She was forced to shift her position somewhat so he wouldn't slip out
again. But he had apparently learned his lesson and kept his furry belly close to her
hairy back loins.
Wild delights of depraved rapture rippled through Eva's brazenly submissive nakedness,
and she moaned continuously as she twisted and wiggled beneath him, offering the
entire span of her obscenely wet genitalia up to him in wanton submission. Straining
her neck upward to observe with her own eyes this mad sexual act she was performing,
Eva was actually able to watch with lascivious fascination as the dog's long, crimson
member plunged in and out of her flooded furrow banging clear into its furry hilt and
then sliding out, dripping and red, almost as if it had been dipped into a trough of fresh
paint.
No longer did Eva keep her legs pulled backwards. Instead, she kicked them out at each
side of him, then wrapped them tightly around his powerful body, locking them against
his muscled back, n this way she could lift her aching loins higher and meet his frantic,
jackhammer thrusts with a lurid grinding of her own furry pelvis. Violent now with
passion, Duke's hair-covered underbelly and loins kept hammering and slapping
rhythmically against her taut body.
Mewling pagan encouragements to her animal-seducer, Eva. beyond all scope of shame
or sanity, rotated her hips and her cuntal area up at him, grinding the hungry,
suctioning walls of her torrid pussy hotly around the ever-stiffening, ever-swelling
crimson length of Duke's piercing cock. Lost in her overwhelming passion, she let out a
gasp of bliss that was torn from deep in her interior and gave herself to the big, brutish
animal as completely as she had ever offered herself to Ben. At this incredibly beautiful
moment nothing else in the whole world mattered... nothing!
She could feel herself rapidly approaching the pinnacle of beautiful, total fulfillment
that she knew would not be denied her. In wildly frantic desperation, she ground her
immorally naked body up hard to meet him, thrust for thrust. Her loins crawled with
sensation of hot dancing daggers of undeniable lust, her fiercely seething belly filled
with the promise of a truly complete and satiating climax... perhaps a savage blending
of their dual orgasms... animal and human!
Only a few heartbeats more... and... and then it hit her with the fierceness of a
thunderbolt... the internal blast of an underground atomic explosion! She screamed like
a wailing witch, her spasming body twisting and turning like a snake on a hot grill. She
clenched him between her sweating thighs, writhing against him in excruciating
pleasure. She squeezed her cuntal walls tighter and tighter, imprisoning his scarlet
length in her liquid pergola.
His response was to hammer against her with even faster, stronger, relentless rhythm
and then suddenly he was ejaculating. Round after round of torrid, almost white-hot
cum he blasted into her spasming guts, shattering her mind.
Eva screamed again, derangedly, "Aaaaaggghh! I'mm ccuuummmmiinnnnggg!"
Her grasping cunt moved convulsively, milking the humping animal of his eruptive
juices that mingled with her own, filling her to overflowing. She could feel the warm
trickle of their mingled cum oozing from between the ravaged, now inflamed lips of her
gaping hole to dribble down the insides of her fleshy white thighs and over her
buttocks. Another muffled gasp of completion escaped her panting mouth as she
disentwined her legs from his furry body and let them fall to the bed at each side of
him.
And then she felt as if the big animal were dragging part of her insides with him as he
eased his softening canine-penis from the still suctioning grasp of her vagina.
She saw him move back from her and jump down from the bed. The next moment he
was out the door and bounding down the stairs, leaving her lying there on the bed,
curled up in a fetal position, unable to think... not wanting to think... not daring to
think of what had happened to her.


Chapter 8


When sanity finally returned to Eva, she continued to lie there on her back on the bed,
telling herself it had all been a dream. A wild, impossible nightmare. She couldn't have
let an animal do such a thing to her. It was against all her moralistic teachings, against
her very nature. Yet, when she sat up on the bed and looked down between her splayed
legs, the evidence was there. The sheets were stained. Not with the clear, colorless
secretion from her own sex. But the thick, milky cum of a male she shuddered to add
the word dog!
What in the name of God had taken hold of her senses? What kind of a wicked,
perverted thing had she allowed herself to do? Had she lost all measure of decency and
reason to stoop to such a demonic act, to actually have had intercourse with a dog? Her
body began to shudder with guilt and anger and shame, forcing tears to flow unchecked
down her cheeks. How, in the name of all that was clean and pure and decent, had she
ever allowed herself to become a part of such an unholy act to defy the very laws of
nature to indulge in such degeneracy?
It was the prelude to madness, to degeneration, to a breakdown of every moral fiber she
had ever known. She had engaged in sex, all-out sex, with a dog, a non-human animal.
She had let the German shepherd fuck her!
She felt suddenly ill. She jumped from the bed and hurried across the room, careful to
avoid looking at herself in the mirror. In her shame, she wasn't sure she ever wanted to
look at herself again. This time she closed the bathroom door behind her, got under the
shower again and scrubbed herself inside out until her flesh glowed a bright pink, and
she was sure every last trace of the dog's lust was gone.
She stayed in the bathroom for what seemed an eternity. When she came out, she
opened the door very carefully to make sure that Duke had not returned. To make
doubly certain, she closed the bedroom door that led into the hallway. Then she looked
at the rumpled bed. The sheets were stained, reeking of lust. Base, evil lust. She
changed the bed before she even started to dress. Clean sheets, clean pillowcases, a few
sprays of perfume and it was ready again. Quickly she took the soiled sheets and cases
and stuffed them into the hamper in the bathroom.
Out of sight, out of mind she hoped. Only it did not work out that way. She could hear
the dog's concupiscent whining so strongly in her mind that she actually hurried to the
hall door and opened it on a crack to make sure he was not outside. As she closed the
door and went to the dresser and took a fresh panty-girdle from the drawer, she could
feel the heat and the length of the dog's flaming cock as if it were still impaled in her
vagina, the ejection of his fiery tribute rocketing deep into her belly.
It was a frightening thing, and Eva knew that she was dallying dangerously close to the
brink of insanity, and that it would take very little to push her over the edge and turn
her into some kind of raving mad sex pervert. As she started to put on the girdle she
told herself that she must find a way to forget what had happened; she must rid her
mind and her body of the memory and the feelings of the dog possessing her.
In days gone by there was a theory that the one sure way to forget one hurt was to
draw attention away from it with another hurt. Maybe that was the solution to her
problem? Maybe she could alleviate the shame of what she had allowed the dog to do to
her with something equally as distasteful?
Clyde Thomas popped immediately into her mind. After all, she had used him
successfully to prove that she was not sexless or dried up. Why couldn't he be used to
help her rid her mind and body of her shameful experience with the dog? True, the
man was brutish and without compassion. But that could be her penance for the mortal
sin she had committed. The pain he would bring her would help to absolve her of her
transgression, her momentary lapse into moral depravity.
Before she changed her mind or lost her courage, Eva called Clyde from the extension
phone in her bedroom. Since she wasn't sure when Myra would be home, she thought
it better if they met at his house. Of course, she would have liked being home when
Myra returned from school. She had looked forward to having dinner with the girl and
to taking the opportunity to patch up their differences. But seeing Clyde was even more
important. Until she did, until he helped her to rid herself of the corruption left in her
mind and body by the dog, she wasn't even sure she could face her daughter.
"Meet you at my place, baby?" Clyde blustered characteristically into her ear over the
wire when she called him at his place of business and told him what she'd like to do.
"Sure thing. You set the time. You tell me when you'll be there."
She told him in about an hour. That would give her time enough to dress and drive
across town to where he lived.
"I'll be there, baby," he promised her. Then as an afterthought, he added, "Man-ohman, 
that twat of yours must be really barking for you to want another helpin' so
soon."
Eva winced. Barking wasn't the most fitting word he could have used under the
circumstances. But she made no comment.
It wasn't until after she hung up that she allowed herself her first look in the mirror.
The way her long, straight black hair hung down, half-covering her face and shoulders,
plus the expression in her eyes, certainly made her look sensuous enough to verify his
remark. But the girdle she had put on would never do. So she peeled it down off her
hips and legs and tossed it back into the drawer. She searched for a suitable pair of
panties. But the only ones she had were in the hamper.
Making sure that the hallway was clear, she hurried into Myra's room and in one of the
dresser drawers she found a pair of bikini-type panties. The panties were sized too
small, gripping tight to the line of her groin where in joined her shapely legs and
accentuated the prominence of her luxurious hair-covered mound. Returning to her
own room, Eva did not bother to put on a bra but chose a summer-weight dress with
one already built in. Her legs were tanned enough from working in shorts in the garden
to go without stockings, even though she'd never gone without them before. But then,
there had never before been an occasion quite like this one, when she was going to see
a man for the sole purpose of being seduced.
Admittedly, when she was finally dressed and looked once more into the mirror, Eva
was a little shocked and self-conscious at her reflection. Her full breasts jellied
deliciously back and forth under her dress each time she moved, and the material of her
skirt outlined her ample buttocks and molded to her thighs and rounded belly in front.
If ever there was a luscious-looking sex image, she was it at this moment. Fortunately,
she would be able to get right into her car at the side of her house and step out at the
curb directly in front of where Qyde lived. So that no one would see her in this
unaccustomed costume, except he and after all, wasn't he the one for whom she had
dressed so revealingly?
She took a moment after she got downstairs in the kitchen to write a brief note for her
daughter. She'd be glad when this means of communication was ended and they could
go back to being the way they were acting and treating each other like normal human
beings. She told Myra she had to go out on a very important mission and probably
wouldn't be back until late. She suggested that Myra could have dinner by herself, and
since there was a refrigerator full of food and Myra was as good a cook as she, there
was no danger of the girl going hungry.
Less than fifteen minutes later, a little more than an hour after she had spoken to Clyde
on the telephone, Eva pulled her car to a halt at the curb in front of his house and
hurried across the lawn to his front door. It was a two-story house, not unlike her own.
Except this was a brick house, while hers was frame.
As he promised, Clyde was waiting for her when she arrived. He gave her a hurried
appraisal as she stood before him in the open doorway.
There was no subterfuge, no pretending the way there was the last time. She was there
for one purpose and he knew what it was, even if he didn't know why.
He waited only until she stepped inside and he closed the door after her, then he
cupped one of her breasts and squeezed it.
"Christ, you got the tits!" he exclaimed. Then he put his arms around her and hugged
her to him, making sure she felt the bone beneath the right leg of his trousers, against
her thighs. "And that's what I got for you, Eva baby."
Eva fought not to gag as his lips closed over hers. Her lack of response didn't seem to
faze Clyde in the least. He forced her lips to part and accept his fat, hot tongue.
"Don't... don't you think we ought to at least wait until we get into the living room?"
she asked him, somewhat flustered, when her mouth was free again.
"Sure, sure," he agreed without apology. "All I want is a little feel."
Eva could feel her body turning to stone as his rough hands pawed about her hips.
Strangely, she hadn't had this aversion to his hands the last time. In fact, she had
welcomed them. Maybe she felt the way she did now because she knew what was in
store for her -how unfeeling and rough he could be. Nevertheless, she let herself be
touched. Let him put a hand under her skirt and run it up along her bare thighs and
over the tight panties she'd borrowed from Myra, which in spite of herself, were already
starting to get wet, under his probing.
"Okay," he said finally, his voice noticeably thickening with desire. "Let's get into the
living room, like you said." He let her lead the way, feeling her buttocks as he walked
behind her. "You know what I'm gonna do one day? I'm gonna shove this cock right
up in this zoftig ass of yours."
Eva couldn't refrain from shooting a look at him over her shoulder. Not so much
because of his coarseness that she guessed she must be getting used to by now, but to
let him know that anal-intercourse was one thing he could forget about. Even with Ben,
she never tried sodomy because she considered it degenerate and distasteful. She
certainly had no intention of ever doing it with anyone else.
When they got into the living room, he grabbed her from behind, squashed his cock
against her well-cushioned buttocks and with a hand covering each of her breasts, he
kissed the side of her neck, leaving a big, red mark there. He removed one of his hands
from her bust and slid open the long zipper at the back of her dress. He brushed the
material aside and began dragging his lips and tongue up along her spine, leaving a trail
of saliva behind them.
She caught her dress at her breasts as it slid down off her shoulders and he turned her
around to face him.
"What's this bullshit?" he damned with annoyance at her holding the dress up in front
of her, hiding her breasts. He grabbed her wrists and held them out to the sides, so that
the dress glided down her body and down her long legs to the floor. In spite of the fact
he'd seen her completely naked before, he let out a gasp as he ogled her standing there
before him in nothing except her tall heels and the too-small bikini panties she'd
borrowed from Myra, bursting-full with pubic hair and swollen pussy-lips.
It was just too much for him to bear. He flopped down onto the couch and, wearing
only a sports shirt and slacks, he leaned back, thrust out his legs and, indicating the
throbbing lump in his pelvic area, said to Eva, "Take it out!"
Eva looked down at him and took a deep breath. She remembered that Ben had told
her, one of the greatest thrills a woman can give a man is taking out his cock. She
wasn't overly enthusiastic about doing it. But since Clyde was going to do her a big
favor, she guessed it was no more than right that she pay him one in return.
She moved forward until she was between his outthrust legs. Then with a carefullyguarded 
sigh of resignation, she leaned into him, her big breasts dangling pendulantly.
She let him fondle them for a moment, until she felt his fingers exciting her too much,
then she brushed his hands aside and told him to relax.
It had been a long time, since she had unfastened a man's belt and unzipped his fly and
at first she was a little awkward, a little self-conscious. But she finally managed to get
both of them open and then after another brief moment of hesitation, she dug a hand
inside his trousers and under his shorts. She found him a slippery mess, but didn't let it
bother her as she worked his cock out into the open, then drew back and looked down
at it. It seemed bigger and more ominous than when she first saw it, but she knew this
was no time to be squeamish. She took hold of it again in her right hand.
"Oh, Jeez," he moaned as he closed his eyes, tilted back his rusty-thatched head and let
his hands fall to the couch at each side of him with a kind of sublime helplessness.
Eva's cool, soft, knowing fingers sent incredible sensations surging through him as they
danced lightly over the length of his fevered flesh, unmindful of the steady flow of 
precum from his spongy cock-head.
Obviously, he told himself, she'd had plenty of experience playing with Ben's cock. The
son-of-a-bitch may have been his best friend, but he hated the bastard's guts every time
he thought of him in bed with Eva. He never dreamed she'd one day be like she was
now, standing before him stripped almost naked, playing with his prick. Now maybe he
didn't begrudge Ben. all those times he'd been with her. Because Ben had taught her
good. Damn good! Because she knew exactly where and how to touch his cock for
maximum effect.
Clyde began wiggling his buttocks around on the cushions of the couch, as the finesse
of her knowing contacts rapidly drained him of his strength, even though his shaft
seemed to be growing bigger and harder the more she toyed with it.
"Suck it!"
The words brought Eva's manipulations to an abrupt standstill. She took her hand from
his cock as she straightened away from him and stared down at him, as if she wasn't
entirely sure that she had heard correctly.
Her sudden silence and the absence of her hands caused his eyes to open. He looked up
at her and frowned. "What the hell's with you?"
"What you said..."
"I said suck it!"
She jerked back as if struck full in the face. "You... you can't be serious."
His frown deepened. "You gonna try to tell me you never sucked Ben's cock?"
"He... he was my husband."
"So what? Make believe I'm your husband." He grew impatient. "C'mon, c'mon get
down on it."
Eva began shaking her head, the thought of taking his big fierce-looking cock into her
mouth made her feel nauseous. She started to back away from him. But he straightened
quickly and his hand dove for her panties. He dug his fingers into the soft flesh
between her legs and squeezed hard.
"You gonna do what I say?" he snapped.
"Yes... yes..." Eva felt tears of pain leap into her eyes. Slowly, miserably, she came back
to him and on command dropped to her knees between his legs.
Even with Ben, fellatio had never been one of her favorite pastimes. She did it only
because she knew it pleased him so much. To do it to anyone else had always been
unthinkable. But here, now, she was being forced into doing it to Clyde.
Worse still, it wasn't what she had come for. Sucking him off wouldn't do her a bit of
good. What she needed was his cock in her vagina.
"Do it the other way first," she tried to persuade him. "I'll be good, very good. Then I'll
do you this way, with my mouth. I promise."
He shook his head. "I fuck you, I maybe won't feel like having you do it this way."
"I'll make you feel like it," she promised in her desperation.
He kept shaking his head, insistently. "No dice. I want it like this now!"
When she made a gesture as if she might be going to back away from him, he grabbed
a handful of her long, black hair and pulled her head forward, until his firm male flesh,
curving up from out of his open fly, was only inches from her face. She could see he
was clean. He must have bathed just before she arrived and then doused himself with a
pungent male cologne. She could smell it faintly rising from his open fly.
She flushed with a kind of miserable and bitter shame that she should be made to do
this deplorable thing. It was all she could do to keep from sobbing and holding back
her tears. She could smell his strong male odor now overpowering the scent of the
cheap cologne as he brought her face closer to his rampant cock.
She knew there wasn't a thing she could say that would change his mind, not a
possibility in the world of her getting away. She had to do as he wished!
A withering shiver went through her as she ran her tongue over her lips, parted them as
wide as they'd go and then took his cock-head in her mouth. She closed her eyes tightly
and heard Clyde say, "You don't need no instructions, baby... you just do like you done
to your old man when he was alive."
The glans felt enormous in her mouth, silky and rubbery and with a slight salty taste.
She sucked, trying to remember all the things that Ben had told her to do that added so
much to his pleasure. What the hell, as long as she had to do it, she may as well do the
best job she possibly could. She guessed maybe it was part of her makeup to want to be
like that.
She ran her tongue against the sensitive triangle of nerve ends on the underside of the
head, where it joined the main stem. She remembered how Ben told her to dip her head
slowly so that she could take as much of his cock into her mouth as possible. As far as
Clyde, was concerned, that wasn't too much, at first. Because the size of him gagged
her. But she continued the up-and-down movement of her head, brushing her tongue
against the glans all the while.
"Ooooh," she heard Clyde say to no one in particular. "Ben was a fuckin' good teacher.
He taught you to suck cock real good. Yes siree, you're the greatest. Terrific! Oooooh,
just keep suckin'..."
She felt him stroke her hair and then brush the long silky black strands aside so he
could look down and watch her lips sweep up and down the length of his cock. She
couldn't help but be flattered by his compliment, even if it was for such a base thing as
sucking cock. She just liked to know she was good at everything she attempted. But it
wasn't only Ben's teachings. She had an instinctive skill, a natural talent... a gentle yet
firm grip of the hand, a soft gentle sweep of the tongue... an inborn knowledge of all
the right spots to touch and just how much pressure to apply.
Only her jaws were beginning to get a little tired and she was starting to slow up a
little. That made Clyde annoyed. "What the hell's wrong?"
"You're so big," she mumbled around his cock-head. "My jaws ache."
"Tough shit!" he rumbled. "But don't you stop now! Whatever you do, keep sucking.
Suck till I tell you to stop, you understand?"
She lifted her eyes to meet his gaze and nodded. Then she went back to sucking. The
truth was that in spite of her jaws tiring she actually was beginning to half-enjoy
sucking his huge cock. Her cunt still ached for him, but she knew there was nothing
she could do about that until she was finished with this chore. Maybe then she could ... 
She stopped thinking about it and concentrated on his cock. She found she was able to
take more and more of it, all the way back down into her throat, still using her tongue
to add to the joy she was bringing to him. And there was no question in her mind that
she was doing that.
She could hear his breathing becoming deeper, more laborious. Then his hands cradled
her face, the ultimate sign of his readiness. "My balls," he panted. "Squeeze my balls
softly. Tickle my asshole."
During the interim, he had worked his slacks and underpants down almost to his
knees, so that she could carry out his instructions... gently squeeze his testicles and as
distasteful as it might have been to her, ream a finger into his anus.
She could feel his cock starting to swell up, flooding with his semen, and she knew that
moment was at hand.
"Ooooh, Christ!" he spat. "Here it comes! Oooh, suck! Suck and pull, you bitch! Suck
like you never sucked a cock before in your life... aaaggghhhhh! I'mmmmmm poppin'
myyyyy nuuuuutttss... !" he groaned gutturally.
She felt his cock leap in her mouth, violently, and a jet of his sticky hot semen spurted
far back in her throat. She had half his cock in the warm wetness of her mouth, when
the first blast erupted. She gagged and reflexively tried to pull her mouth off him.
"Fuck that shit!" he growled and yanked on her hair. With no trace of gentleness, he
forced her to keep his spurting cock in her mouth as the mushroom-shaped head
banged and plowed her palate, and he barreled what seemed like quarts and quarts of
his hot cum down her throat and into her belly.
Though she coughed, gagged and struggled to break away from him, he didn't release
her until the last trace of semen had flowed out of him. Then he shoved her away from
him with disgust and she fell backwards onto the floor, a trickle of his sperm oozing
from one corner of her mouth.
She lay there, breathing heavily, her hair disheveled, her eyes wild. At no time in her
life, not even when Duke finished with her, had she felt so depraved. Her body ached
with the fever of passion. Her cunt throbbed hungrily for the nourishment of his cock.
Truly, she felt she would go mad if she didn't have him. Miserably, frantically, she crept
back to him on hands and knees. Greedily, like a great starving cat, Eva rubbed the side
of her face, her cheeks and finally her lips against the limp length of flesh in his lap.
Gently, she lifted it in the palm of her hand and began licking the shriveled, spongy
head, hoping to revive him, to bring the stiffness back into him so he could bring her
the relief for which her body was screaming.
Roughly, he pushed her head away and glared down on her. "What the fuck d'ya think
you're doing?"
"I... I want you to get hard," she breathed, piteously.
"You gotta be kiddin'," he said.
She shook her head, frantically. "No, Clyde – please... I need you... it's important to
me... please..."
His face twisted into a mask of contempt and he pushed her away with his foot,
disgustedly. "There's one thing I can't stand is a whining female... a broad that begs for
it. I musta been outta my goddamn mind to think you were something special, all these
years. You're nothing but a piece of ass, a cock-sucking piece of ass at that." He got to
his feet and pulled up his shorts and slacks and adjusted them, hiding his cock from her
sight. "You want it, you'll wait'll next time. Or you can go out and peddle your ass
along Wisconsin Avenue. Now get your things on and get the hell outta my sight.
Nothing disgusts me more than havin' to look at a fuckin' broad that just sucked me
off!"
Then he turned and walked out of the room and left Eva lying there on the floor, too
bitter and proud to cry, too utterly miserable to want to even go on living.


Chapter 9


For more than an hour after she left Clyde Thomas, Eva drove through the streets of
West Agate, Milwaukee and surrounding areas. She even headed southward along the
North-South Freeway toward Chicago for several miles. She dreaded to go home, was
ashamed to face her daughter after what had happened with Clyde. But when finally
she took hold of her emotions and allowed herself to think more rationally, she realized
that it was something that could not be avoided. Sooner or later, she would have to go
home and face Myra, so better to have it done and over with. There was no way that
Myra could know that her mother had been to visit Clyde, or why. Nor could she
possibly have any idea about what had happened with Duke. So Eva made a U-turn at
the next intersection and headed in the direction of West Agate and home.
The distraught dark-haired mother left the car in the driveway and entered the house
through the side door. She went immediately into the kitchen, expecting to find Myra
there, probably having dinner. But she was not there. However, the note that Eva had
left was gone, which meant Myra had been home after school. Since there were no dirty
dishes and no indication that the girl had even started dinner, Eva guessed that Myra
had decided to again eat with one of her friends.
As much as she wanted to see her daughter, Eva looked at it philosophically. Perhaps it
was just as well she didn't have to face Myra right now? By tomorrow morning, or even
later tonight, she'd probably feel better, even though she was at her wit's end, trying to
figure out what she could do about thS fire still raging in her loins, threatening to
consume her entire body. Because her visit with Clyde, instead of alleviating her
demands, had only increased them a thousandfold.
With both hands she pressed hard against her stomach and then her pelvic area, trying
to ease the maddening pain of lust that had settled there. As she left the kitchen and
started up the stairs to her bedroom, she thought of what Clyde told her about walking
the streets. But that was ridiculous. In spite of all that had happened, she still had too
much self-respect left to pick up and go to bed with just any man. Nor would she even
call on Clyde again, or above all, allow herself to find relief with a dog. Never, never,
never would she do that, again! She'd finger-fuck herself first. She'd use her fingers...
maybe the vibrator... a candle... a banana... 
She halted her thinking and her climb on the top step of the staircase and listened as
she heard Myra's voice coming from the girl's bedroom. Although Myra was not
talking. It sounded more as if she were singing... crooning... 
Eva was glad that Myra was in a happy mood. It would make their reconciliation that
much easier. She hurried toward the door when she heard Myra's voice.
"Ooooooohhhh," the agonized sound came floating from the other side of the door. Eva
turned stone cold. For there was no question in her mind that it was her daughter's
voice and she appeared to be in some kind of trouble.
Ghastly thoughts began chasing through Eva's mind. She conjured up all sorts of
images of Myra being attacked, raped, maybe seized by some serious illness. She started
to reach for the doorknob when Myra's voice came again.
"Oooooohhh, Earl darling, you feel so good," the girl gasped. "Aaahhh, stick it all the
way in... ram it!"
The blood suddenly drained from Eva's face and a blind fury raged in her brain. Earl
Holden was in there with Myra and after she warned him! He was raping her daughter!
Deflowering her baby! Again her shaking hand reached for the knob of the door, when
she heard Earl's voice.
"I don't want to hurt you, Myra," he said.
Myra again. "I don't care if you do hurt me, darling. It's such a beautiful hurt. Just do
it... do it the way you did the other night."
The other night! Eva went back on her heels, momentarily stunned. That meant this
wasn't the first time it had happened!
Eva could never get it quite clear in her mind why she didn't just burst right into the
room and stop them. Certainly it wasn't because she condoned it. No mother would.
Could it be her own guilty conscience that stopped her? Could it be knowing that she
herself had gone to see Clyde with the very same thought in mind, for him to screw
her? Or could it be something in her daughter's passion-clogged voice that expressed
her own desperate feelings, her wanting, her urgency and made her sympathize with
the girl?
Whatever the reason, instead of barging into the room, she took the knob in her sweaty
palm, turned it and eased the door open, slowly, noiselessly, to a crack, just enough so
she could see inside. What she saw brought a bright flush to her normally pale cheeks
and she could feel her pulse-beat start to accelerate.
There on the bed was Myra, sprawled out on her back, with not a stitch on, her black
hair splashed on the pillow under her head. Earl equally naked, was atop her,
sandwiched between her widespread, shapely, milky-white legs. Both of them were far
too absorbed in their illicit lovemaking, to have heard the door open, or to have the
slightest awareness that her mother was standing there in the doorway, watching them.
Even Duke, lying at the foot of the bed, where his master had ordered him to stay, was
so engrossed in the action, waiting only for an invitation to join in, that he hadn't
heard, either.
Eva stood there, transfixed, like a bird caught in the hypnotic gaze of a snake, unable to
tear her eyes away from the scene, as Earl's naked buttocks bounced up and down like a
huge inflated beach ball, between Myra's legs. Even from the distance that Eva was
from the bed, she could hear the obscene liquid suctioning sound that Earl's cock made
as it slid in and out of her daughter's well-lubricated vagina.
To add to her horror, Eva found herself unable to move, a kind of cold numbness
stealing over her legs, so that she could only stand there in the partly open doorway,
watching the lascivious performance on the bed, with a strange, unexplainable
fascination. Then as she listened to the moans and grunts and the slapping of their bare
bellies together, every time Earl came down on Myra, the girl on the bed suddenly
ceased to be her daughter.
Maybe it was because she couldn't see Myra's face, only her limbs and her black hair,
and because from the distance. Earl's Adonis-like nude body reminded her so much of
Ben or at least the way she liked to think her late husband looked Eva, in her tortured
mind, pictured herself as the girl on the bed. She and Ben together.
So clearly could she remember that first night of their honeymoon, in that little cabin
overlooking the Falls at Niagara. She was lying in bed, just as Myra was now, waiting
and watching so patiently until Ben came out of the bathroom, where he had gone to
change clothes. He was wearing a kelly-green silk bathrobe and stood at the side of the
bed and threw it off. She could see his beautiful big cock, with its moist vermilion head
peeking out almost shyly from under its tight gripping foreskin. She remembered how
he got onto the bed and kissed her breasts, kissed all over her body even between her
silken thighs until she was ready. Then he carefully fitted his big male organ to the
moist palpitating lips of her cunt and told her to let him know if he was hurting her.
Oh, it hurt all right! Hurt so badly that for a few moments she wasn't sure she could
take it. But once the stubborn tissue of her hymen gave way, the hurt disappeared,
replaced with the most exquisite sensations she had ever known, as she experienced the
first real orgasm of her young life.
Lost in the magic of that never-to-be-forgotten moment of over fifteen years ago, Eva
completely forgot where she was, having closed her eyes and her mind to the two sex
locked figures before her on the bed. Familiar electric-like tremors started high up
between her quivering legs. She clenched her thighs tightly together, hoping to stop the
wild feelings that were growing there. But instead of lessening the sensation, the
increased pressure on her swollen cunt-lips induced new sharp jolts of pleasure to find
their way up into her hot belly. Without conscious thought, her hands were at her
loins, rubbing their way downward between her legs, trying to discourage the
maddening sensation mounting there, demanding release.
Which is the precise moment when Myra screamed, "Oh, Earl! Ooooohhhhh, Earl...
I'm going to cum... Oh, push hard... harder... Ooooohhh, it's here... Oooohhh, Earl...
I'm starting to CUMMMMMMMM!"
Myra's frenzied cry, ending in a strangled gasp, brought her mother rudely back to
reality. Something seemed suddenly to snap inside the woman's head.
"Stop it goddamn you stop it!" she screamed at Earl at the top of her voice, as she burst
into the room. Maybe it was the Clyde-influence? But she began spouting forth
blasphemies and profanities that she had never uttered before in her life. "You rotten
son-of-a-bitch, what are you doing to my daughter! Get away from her, you goddamn
bastard! Leave my baby alone!"
It was too late to halt Myra's orgasm. Already she was deep in the throes, gasping,
moaning and squirming around sensuously on the bed as a volcano of ecstasy erupted
in her loins, in her spasming interior. But Earl was a different matter. Eva's wild outcry
and sudden expected intrusion had caused him perhaps the crudest thing that can
happen to a male. Coitus interruptus! He had been forced to withdraw his phallus from
Myra's vagina just before his orgasm was about to begin.
Stunned for the moment, Earl then quickly rolled off the girl and scrambled off the bed
at the far side, his bright pink penis, now slippery wet, standing straight out of the
clump of blond hair between his legs, painfully hard. It looked for all the world as if it
might start ejaculating at any second, but it did not. Fear of Myra's mother finding
them like this, had driven the sperm back into his dangling balls.
If Eva had the presence of mind to think at that moment, she might have considered it
poetic justice. Clyde had denied her an orgasm and now she had interrupted Earl's.
Meantime, at the first sound of Eva's voice, Duke had jumped up and began barking
and growling, continuing until the woman started to approach the bed.-Then he caught
a whiff of her scent and the barking stopped, the final growl dying in his furry throat.
He bounced down off the bed and moved toward Eva, whining softly and wagging his
tail so vigorously that his whole rear end shook.
Myra continued to lay on the bed, curled up on her side, waiting for her climax to
gradually diminish.
Her mother took that moment to halt beside the bed, reach over and put a hand on her
daughter's bare shoulder. "My baby... my poor little baby..."
Myra arched away from the hand as if galvanized. She turned quickly and sat up,
glaring at her mother without even a trace of remorse or shame.
"You were spying on me!" she snapped at the woman, accusingly. "You sneaked back
into the house and were spying!"
Eva, taken aback, began shaking her head in denial. "No, you're wrong, darling. I didn't
even know you were home."
"You're lying!" Myra spit at her, scornfully. "And I only hope you got yourself an
eyeful."
The sound of the loud, heated voices caused Duke to change course. He dropped his
ears and his tail and slunk away to a far corner of the bedroom.
As he had done the other night, when Myra's mother caught the two of them
downstairs on the sofa, Earl saw this as his chance to start pulling on his clothes and
moving toward the doorway, his cock still persistently and painfully hard.
Myra saw him and called out, "Where do you think you're going?"
"I... I think maybe I'd better leave," he replied, as he kept inching toward the door.
"No!" Myra's voice boomed out. "I don't "want you to go. I want you to stay right
here."
"But, my baby..." Eva tried to interject.
Myra cut her short, sharply. "I'm not your baby. I'm not even a virgin. You hear, not
even a virgin! I'm a woman, who's been fucked twice! That's two times more than
you've had it in the last few years."
Enraged, Eva drew back her hand to give Myra a .slap the way she did the night before
last. But the dog growled.
Myra laughed harshly. "I guess you didn't know that Duke's been trained to go after
people who try to hit someone else. So you'd just better keep your hands to yourself,
Mother darling. " Then all at once, the girl noticed and she almost shouted, "Whoa wait
a second! Wait just one dam second!" Her eyes swept over her mother's figure, taking
in her bare legs and lightly contained breasts. "Just what're you made up for? No bra,
no stockings, no girdle and your hair down? I don't get it?"
Momentarily flustered by her daughter's discovery, Eva took a step backwards away
from the bed, her cheeks reddening. Unsteadily she said, "It's... it's none of your
business."
"Oh, it is. You're my mother," Myra mocked. Then in a more accusing tone, "You
never in your life went out dressed that way. You'd never dream of leaving the house
without wearing a bra, or stockings, or a girdle. I want to know what gives?"
Eva swallowed awkwardly and took another couple of steps away from the bed. "I told
you it's none of your affair."
Myra's face suddenly lighted up with a wise smile. "Hey, I've got the answer. You found
out that Earl and I were here in my bedroom, so you went to your room and changed
into the costume." Almost amusedly, "Maybe I was wrong? Maybe my darling mother
isn't so sexless and dried-up, after all? In fact, you know what I think?"
Eva made no reply. She just haltered her retreat, confused and humiliated and heartsick
that her own daughter would think of talking to her this way. Yet because her own
guilt so completely dominated her thinking, she was unable to fashion any defense.
"I think you were jealous, envious," Myra went on with her accusation. "I think you
purposely left off your bra and all the other stuff, because you wanted Earl to see you
that way... hoping maybe you'd get him so excited, he'd maybe want to do you, too."
Eva finally found her tongue. "You have no right to talk to me that way!"
"But I do because it's true," Myra insisted.
"No! It's not true!" Eva shouted, a little too loud in her denial.
Myra focused her gaze on her mother's face, saw something there that even her mother
wasn't aware of. Almost gleefully, the girl began clapping her hands together and
chanting, "It is true! It is, it is! Earl what do you know my mother wants you."
"No!" Eva cried out.
"I'll bet you don't even have any panties on," Myra teased.
"I do," Eva blurted out, completely flustered now, scarcely aware of what she was
saying.
And then, right on cue, almost as if he understood what they were talking about, Duke
came forward. Detecting the familiar heat from Eva's genitalia, generated by watching
Myra and Earl engaging in coitus and further stirred up by the accusations Myra was
making, Duke poked his snout between Eva's thighs. She let out a surprised gasp but
before she could push away his head, he had raised her short skirt with his wet nose,
high enough for Myra to catch a glimpse of the bikini-style panties her mother had on.
The girl recognized them at once. "My panties! Now I know you did it to look sexy for
Earl. You do want him to make love to you."
"I don't... I don't!" Eva almost shrieked.
Myra jumped down off the bed and ran, naked and barefooted, toward the door. She
paused on the threshold to look back at her mother and declared, "You locked me in
here the other night, Mother dear. Now you're going to see how it feels."
"What... what are you doing?" Eva shouted.
"Locking you and Earl in here, alone," Myra shouted back as she called Duke and he
came running to join her in the hall. "Let's leave the two of them all by themselves,"
she said to the dog.
Whether the idea appealed to Earl and he was making a grandstand play, just to make
it look good, he and Eva made a mad dash for the door at the same time. But before
they could reach there, Myra, with a taunting laugh, slammed the door shut and turned
the key in the lock from outside.
Earl turned to face Eva a few feet away from him. He had succeeded in getting on his
shorts, but that was all. The rest of his clothes he was holding in his hands. With his
back to the door and his rigid cock showing no signs of diminishing in size, he studied
the older woman.
Thirty-four or not, he had to admit, she was still a voluptuous piece of ass. He had
screwed a couple of older women during his young life and he had enjoyed it,
immensely, each time. Once it happened with a whore, who charged him five dollars.
The other occasion was with his maternal aunt. She was built along the lines of Myra's
mother and had been about the same age at the time. He was only seventeen, when his
aunt took him to bed with her and really gave him a time. She had a big juicy cunt that
she taught him to lick and then let him cum in it twice. Then for "dessert", she sucked
him off.
She moved to the West Coast a few days later and Earl never saw her again. But he
hoped that one day his travels might take him out there, for another crack at her. Or at
least, he wished he'd find, somebody close enough to her looks and age to take her
place. Myra's mother would fit the bill very nicely. But he knew he would have to tread
very carefully.
He let several moments go by, until they both had a chance to get used to the idea of
being alone. Then he asked, hesitantly, "What... er what Myra said, isn't true, is it, Mrs.
Burr? I mean you didn't really dress like that just for me, did you?"
"Of course not," Eva discharged with the disdain that she felt the questions deserved.
"I didn't think so," was his response. Then after a brief pause, "But you sure do look
awfully attractive."
Eva took a deep breath. She wasn't sure it was to quiet her emotions, or try to curb her
anger at the audacity of her daughter, locking her in a room, like this, with a half-naked
young man, who was almost young enough to be her son.
Come to think of it if she had a son, he just might look like Earl. Because studying him
up close like this, he was so very similar to Ben. Same football shoulders, slim waist and
bulging biceps, about the same height and weight. He even had blond hair, the way her
late husband did.
Eva quickly caught herself. She mustn't let herself think about that resemblance too
much, not with the two of them alone together here in this locked room and with him
wearing nothing except a pair of boxer shorts. She wished, too, that the swelling in his
pelvic area would go down. Feeling the way she did, it wasn't very restful for her to
have to keep looking at his rock-hard cock.
Nor did Earl make the situation any less tense when he told her, "You never knew it,
Mrs. Burr, but I watched you lots of times from my window when you were working in
your garden. Sometimes when you'd bend over, I could see what beautiful legs you
have and I kept betting that the rest of you would be just as terrific. I well I kept hoping
that just once, I could see you with all your clothes off."
Eva tried to quiet the fluttering in her stomach, steady her jumpy nerves, as she said,
reprovingly, "I... I won't believe you ever hoped such a thing."
"But I did," Earl insisted as he tossed his clothes into a nearby chair and began to move
toward her, away from the door. It was strange. But he was no longer afraid of her, the
way he had been the other night, or just a little while ago when she barged into the
room, cursing him. In spite of Eva's denials, his male ego perhaps made him more
prone to believe what Myra said, that her mother had dressed so scantily expressly for
him. He asked, "Why shouldn't I hope for such a thing. I kept telling Myra over and
over that I bet that under those drab clothes you wear, you are a very beautiful woman.
You'd have to be, to have a daughter like Myra." He eyed her breasts, her legs and the
rest of her luscious anatomy. "Seeing you now, dressed this way, proves I was right."
Eva kept retreating, moving away from him. Even though she was flattered by the nice
things he was telling her, she was alarmingly aware of his blond good looks, his Mr.
America physique and his unmistakable animal magnetism, even to an older woman.
"You mustn't say things like that to me, Earl," she scolded weakly, although she was
really reprimanding herself for allowing herself to feel the way she did, rather than
blaming him.
"But they're true," he persisted as he kept following after her, closing in on her, with
growing confidence. Nothing in the world can encourage a man more than a good
chase and to see a woman show fear the kind of fear that she was showing: fear of
herself rather than of him. This bolstered confidence caused him to make a bold
remark. "Myra says you haven't had a man in a few years, ever since Mr. Bun-died."
Eva could feel her own self-confidence starting to weaken. But she took a fresh grip on
herself and said, "Myra doesn't know everything and I don't think you ought to talk to
me about things like that. You're... you're being very rude."
Earl had a smile that could charm the devil's mistress and he used it on Eva now to
accompany his answer. "I'm not trying to be rude, or suggestive, or fresh in any way.
Honestly I'm not," he apologized. "It's just that I know that when a woman, who's still
as young and beautiful as you are, doesn't have some sort of sexual relief in all that
time, it isn't good for her. And well, if as you say, Myra might have been wrong, and
you have had it well it wouldn't hurt to have it again now."
Eva continued to back away from him as he drew nearer and nearer to her with each
step. She hadn't realized she was so close to the bed until the back of her legs came in
contact with it and she lost her balance and fell backward across it. Earl was on the bed
with her, at once, hovering over her, looking down at her, starting to move his face
closer to hers.
She pushed up at him with both hands. "No... no..."
"I won't hurt you," he whispered. "I just want to make love to you."
"No!" Eva kept struggling, trying to escape his hands that were flattened out on the bed
at each side of her. Although, in her heart, she knew that she wasn't trying to get away
nearly as hard as she might have, that the thought of him taking her, was not nearly as
appalling as she was making out.
More and more, she became aware of his youthful, masculine fragrance, the sensual
fullness of his lips, the power of his muscled body. She trembled, seeing his face
drawing closer and closer. She started to turn her head, but then at the last instant
changed her mind and let him kiss her. A warm kiss that forced apart her lips and
allowed him to explore her warm sweet mouth with his tongue. After a moment, she
tried to push up at him again but her efforts were feeble, the kiss sending a new
warmth into her limbs. The kiss lasted a long time, making her loins moist with a slow
and suffusing pleasure.
She was breathing heavily when finally he took his mouth away. "Please... please, Earl...
let me get up."
"Why?"
Because I want you to," she said. But it wasn't true. He had ignited her body. Her cunt
was wet and open, aching for him. But at the same time, she couldn't forget how young
he was... that he was the boy next door, the "little boy" that she had watched grow from
a child into young manhood... that he also was Myra's boyfriend. It just wasn't right for
a mother to let her daughter's boyfriend make love to her. Then, too, there was Myra
herself. She just couldn't let Myra know that she had been right, not about dressing up
for him, but about wanting him, fiercely.
But Earl was mixing her up all over again, kissing her, running a hand over her silken
black hair and down to her shoulder. She felt him fumbling with the long zipper at the
back of her dress. She made a pretense at pushing his hand away. But he managed to
get it open, the worked the dress down her arms and her torso, until her tingling
breasts sprang free. Again she struggled against him, but he handled her as if she were
a child, instead of a woman almost twice his age.
"Please, Earl, let me go," she kept begging him.
"Relax," he murmured muffledly as he dropped his head to her billowy breasts to kiss
and lick their smooth creamy surface. Then he began sucking the nipples, making her
shiver and pant, her body betraying her.
Eva groaned, no longer able to sustain her squirming struggle as he continued to nurse
at her breasts, teasing and seducing her senses with his masterful tongue. She did not
feel his hand at her thighs until it was too late to clench them together protectively. It
lifted her when his fingertips made their first delicate caress on her borrowed panties.
She writhed and struggled but once he began stroking her down there, all resistance
ended.
"You heat up fast," he murmured. "But I mean really fast."
She made no further effort to stop him as she felt his hand slide beneath her panties.
Instead she parted her thighs and began moving with the manipulations of his fingers
as they rubbed over her clitoris, her labia and probed the depths of her flooded cunt,
itself. She had to let him think he had conquered her, that she really didn't want it, but
that he had battered down her resistance. It would satisfy his ego and put her own
conscience at rest to know that she had tried if only for a little while.
She felt him working her panties down her legs and off over her feet. She didn't bother
to kick off her heels as she wiggled more to the center of the bed ot make room for
him.
The dark-haired mother watched Earl peel off his shorts, and she got her first really
close look at his cock. It shocked her a little to see how massive it was for such a young
man. What thrilled her mostly, was that it had a tight foreskin just like Ben's.
With the skirt of her dress pulled up above her hips and the top yanked down to
expose her breasts it left but a narrow band of wrinkled material covering her. Since
Earl made no attempt to remove it, she left it on. Some men liked a little something on
their women; maybe Earl was one of them.
She kept her eyes on Earl's throbbing cock as he positioned himself on his knees
between her legs. It always made her self-conscious to have anyone look at her naked
pussy, especially when it was wet and open. Now was no exception... but Earl was
curious and not to be hurried. The blond-haired youth had himself a good look,
likening it to his favorite aunt's cunt, which was another big score for Eva.
"You you promise you won't tell Myra?" she asked with a final twinge of guilt.
"I promise," he assured her.
Eva closed her eyes and with her forearm covering her face, she awaited the first brush
of his burgeoning cock-head over her eagerly trembling cunt-lips. Instead she got one of
the biggest thrills of her life, when instead of his cock, she felt his open lips against her
cuntal dampness, his tongue slithering into her pulsing, open, wet flesh. A groan
echoed from Eva's naked belly at the first shivering contact of his tongue against her
excited pussy-flesh. She threw back her head and every nerve and muscle in her body
tightened with each repeated slash of his tongue through her furrow.
Eyes still closed, Eva drifted off into an uncharted world of sexual bliss. She kept
moaning softly, soulfully, in a kind of chant as his tongue and his lips made love to the
inner pink softness of her widely parted velvety cunt-lips.
Moving his head backward and upward, Earl worked his tongue back and forth through
the moist chasm that was her vagina's parting the dense black pubic hair as he licked a
wide path upward to the quivering pearl of her generous-sized cUt. As excited as she
was, she couldn't restrain the gasping cry that escaped her lungs, as the tip of his
tongue swept over the pearl and sent an explosion of deliriously erotic sensations
ricocheting through her entire body.
"Ooooohhhhhh... Aaaaahhhhh... Mmmmmmmmmmmmm..."
Eva ground her exposed cuntal plain up lasciviously against his face, that was almost
hidden between her smooth white thighs. His response was to gnaw away at her
womanly treasure, gulping down her cuntal juices, greedily, as his tongue swirled from
side to side between the turgid lips of her pussy, lingering now and then to saw
maddeningly on the "little man" who guarded the entrance to her precious femininity.
Totally and shamelessly, Eva gave into her primitive lust. No longer did it matter that
he was years younger than she... that he was the boy next door... that he was her
daughter's boyfriend. Right now nothing in the whole world mattered... nothing...
except the wild libidinous pleasures he was bringing her with his lips and tongue...
turning her body into a throbbing, broiling cunt from head to toe.
Sensing her wildly excited passion, Earl pursed his lips and fastened them to her
erotically aroused clit, siphoned it into his mouth and began sucking furiously on it,
threatening to rip it out by the roots. Unmindful of his aching-jaws, eager only to bring
her passion-induced gyrations to an absolute crest, he grazed the hypersensitive nerve
core of her entire womanhood with the tip of his tongue while he sucked. That did it!
With a soul-curdling cry of ecstatic madness, Eva began swishing her head from side to
side on the pillow, screaming her orgasm to completion!
Earl's maternal aunt had indeed been a most excellent teacher.
He waited only until the first stage of her orgasm began to abate, then he started to
move up on her, to fuck her. But she quickly pushed him aside and rolled him over on
his back.
"Now you relax," she told him, her eyes insane with carnality, her body at white heat,
all sense of right and wrong gone from her mind. The next moment, she was astride
him, a knee gripped against each of his hips, the pink wound of her dripping cunt
poised directly over his wildly-throbbing cock.
He offered no protest. He was delighted. It was far more than he could ever have hoped
for, for her to fuck him, do all the work, while he just lay there and enjoyed it to the
fullest.
Eva took only a moment to whip her dress off over her head. Then slowly, she lowered
herself to him, fitting her slippery wet, madly aching cunt-lips to the fiery tip of his now
completely unsheathed glans. Gently, very gently, she pressed down against him, as in a
transport of sex, she felt his molten, throbbing spear slide between the scalding,
glutinous walls of her ever-expanding cunt.
Up and down, up and down, she snapped her hips repeatedly on his rampant cock, her
eager vagina hungrily devouring inch after inch of the immense shaft, until her soft
firm buttocks finally smacked down against his sperm-filled testicles. Then with a wild
cry of joy, she hurled herself forward against him, crushing her breasts to his chest,
letting him soak in her effusion of juices.
It was at that exact moment that she felt something cold and rubbery skittering along
the crease of her buttocks, sniffing curiously at her widely stretched anus. She turned
her head and looked up over her shoulder, experiencing a moment of horror, when she
saw the huge, furry form of Duke behind her on the bed!
It was a shattering moment of mingled, jarring emotions. Earl aching to cum... Eva,
herself, on the brink of climaxing... Myra, who had finally decided to unlock the door
and return to her bedroom, flabbergasted in spite of all the things she'd said to actually
find her mother, stark naked, atop Earl, giving him the fuck of his life. Even Duke had
become involved, when finished with his investigation of Eva's elevated, rounded ass
cheeks, he quite unceremoniously mounted her.
With a shudder, Eva felt the incited animal settle his strong forelegs firmly around her
waist and trail his tapering bright-red dog-prick between her widespread thighs. Finding
her cuntal hole plugged to capacity with his master's cock, there was no place for the
dog's penis to go but into her defenseless anus.
Eva screamed as she felt the pointed tip of Duke's cock catch at the tight, sensitive
puckered opening of her rear orifice, worming just a fraction of an inch inside. She
caught her breath just as Duke, sensing his goal, rammed forward, inching deeper and
deeper into her stubborn rectal passage.
"Take him away!" Eva shrilled frantically to Myra, who had moved closer to the bed
where her mother had been able to see her. "He's killing me! Take him away!"
Myra chuckled with ironic amusement. "Oh no, Mother. I wouldn't miss this for the
world. This is super-precious. That's a real good dog, Duke!"
Like a white-hot stake being driven into her, Eva could only lie there helplessly atop
Earl, as the dog, encouraged by Myra's words, thrust still deeper into the rubber-like
depths of the woman's rectum.
"Ooooohhhhhhh... uuugggghhhhh," Eva gasped sickeningly as she lurched forward,
trying to escape the pain in her anus, but succeeding only in driving Earl's cock deeper
into the mouth of her womb. She jerked her buttocks from side to side in an attempt to
dislodge the dog's probing cock from her anus. But it was no use... he was fastened to
her rear-end as if for all eternity, stretching her anal sphincter just enough for his
elongated cock to slide through. There was nothing left for Eva to do but let the man
and the dog, between whom she was sandwiched, have their way with her, fucking up
into her twin-passages to their heart's content.
She could hear the lustful grunts of Earl beneath her and the pleasurable whining of the
dog above, as they humped her now with pounding regularity. Only the fact that Eva
had been so sexually aroused, on the verge of climaxing when Myra and the dog came
into the room, made it possible for her to withstand the double pummeling she was
taking, front and back. And then to her utter astonishment, as it had been when Ben
took her cherry long ago, the blinding pain of the unnatural presence of Duke's dog
cock in her excruciatingly tight rectal passageway finally began to subside and she could
feel the pain being gradually replaced by mounting pleasure. At the same time, she
couldn't help being aware of the filthy, degenerative, erotic thrill of being screwed 
front and back by a young man almost half her age and a dog in heat.
After a few more moments of her strange entrapment, Eva let herself go completely.
She thrilled now to the great throbbing of the dog-cock pushing in and out of her
tingling rectum, while she subconsciously slid up and down the length of Earl's well
lubricated male organ in her cunt, joining the wild tempo of the two massive shafts
separated only by a thin wall of membranes. Little moans and mewls of delight had
replaced Eva's yelps of pain as she felt the slap of Duke's heavy black balls against
sensitive flesh between her vulva and anus each time he came down at her. All the
while, the two invading male organs continued to grow and swell as they kept
pounding away relentlessly inside her stretched wet holes.
Still standing at the side of the bed, Myra watched the lewd proceedings on the bed
with diabolical interest and satisfaction. She was fascinatingly absorbed in the salacious
sight of the two rigid lengths of male flesh one human and bright pink, the other
animal and glisteningly red as they pinned her now wildly squirming and degenerately
moaning mother between them. Only Myra didn't see the woman on the bed as her
mother, at this moment. She saw her, rather, as a part of a perverted tableau being
performed before her on the bed.
With an almost maniacal expression, the girl watched Earl's heavy-veined cock being
swallowed up between the well-rounded, white thighs of the woman above him, only to
reappear again, glistening wet with their combined sexual juices. Even more entrancing
was the sight of Duke's brilliantly scarlet canine-penis hammering into the woman's
quivering anus, pulling tiny flanges of rubbery pink flesh along with it each time it
came out and then driving it wetly back into the astringent hole as the dog's powerful
rump bucked forward.
Suddenly Myra felt left out of it. She wanted to become a part of the activity, to join the
writhing tangle of bodies on the bed to share in their depravities. Without further
thought, she climbed onto the bed and with a feat of gymnastic prowess, she straddled
her mother's back and facing Duke, spread her shapely legs wide apart. Then leaning
backwards, she thrust her cunt at the humping dog. When he seemed confused, not
quite understanding what the girl wanted him to do, Myra reached down and parted
her pink, girlish pussy lips with her fingertips and moved to within licking distance of
the animal's long fat tongue.
"Lick, Duke," she bade him. "Lick Myra's cunt, like you did before. Lick me, darling,
make me cum... please, lover."
The big German shepherd was no longer confused. Obediently, he pushed his long
snout forward and began lapping voraciously at the fur-trimmed gushing cunt before
him. Myra threw her head back in wild abandon, her long black hair trailing down
behind her, as she completed the four-part orgy of uninhibited, joyful, all-out sex there
on the bed.
Eva, lost in her own lust, was scarcely aware of the added weight of her daughter
straddling her back, no longer fully cognizant of the fact that it was even her daughter.
Everything was so thoroughly and completely mixed up in her mind that she lost all
track of time, place, even with whom she was engaging in this wild debauchery. Ail she
knew was that this was without question the unqualified sexual attainment of her entire
thirty-four years. Even if it happened again, she was sure she could never hope to reach
the sublime heights to which this incredible union of man and dog was taking her.
She wasn't sure just how much more of this stimulation her pleasure-imbued body
could take as she felt herself building to a mighty crescendo. The cock in her front hole
and the one in her rear were pumping faster now, much faster, both ready to fulminate.
In spite of the many pleasant skimming-type climaxes she'd enjoyed along the way, Eva
knew that when the two of them came, her own orgasm would be devastating.
She became gradually aware of what was happening to the girl above her, still
straddling her back. Even through she couldn't see her, Eva could tell by the way the
girl was writhing and moaning and by the occasional rough swipe of Duke's rough
tongue along her spine, that he was licking Myra off. Then all at once, Myra began
yelling and bucking and jerking, and Eva knew her daughter was cumming! The next
moment she could feel the girl's vaginal secretions gushing from her spasming cunt to
trickle down over her back, and the lust-driven daughter cried out, "Ohhhh, God! I'mm
ccuummmiinngg! Aaaarrrrggghhh!"
The lust-scented fluid of Myra's orgasm, was all that was needed for the seething sperm
in the dog's testicles to erupt. With a final whine and a cruel thrust forward, he shot his
boiling dog-cum into Eva's garroting rectal tunnel. The older woman cried out like a
tortured banshee in unleashed passion as she felt the first blast of animal cum spurting
deep up in her rectum.
"Ooooooh, God... Oooohhhhhh, my God!" She pressed down hard on Earl's cock,
milking him with the ring of tight inner muscles deep up inside her pussy.
"Aaaaaaahhhhhhhh... now... now... Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhh... I'm CCCUUUUMMMING!"
Her body began shaking convulsively as her orgasm took hold and burst in the depths
of her belly, throbbing almost in rhythm to the pulsing jets of dog-sperm that Duke
kept barreling into the depths of her alimentary canal. Then she heard Earl let out a
gasp beneath her, moaning obscenities that she never heard even Clyde utter, wanting
to release his pent-up tensions along with his sperm, as Eva sensing his nearness,
plummeted her suctioning cunt down on his hardness, holding his masculine length in
its entirety, inside her strangling vaginal strait. Then as she ground her naked genitals
lewdly against him in furious circles, she felt his cock begin its uncontrollable jerking
and then blast thick, torrid jets of cum far up into her still spasming, absorbing interior.
Holding both male shafts inside her with her tightly flexed abdominal muscles, Eva
sucked and milked each one of them, sordidly, until she felt them lose their size and
slip from her inundated cunt and her sperm-filled anus. Then in complete exhaustion,
she collapsed against Earl's strong bare chest, relieved and contented in a way she had
not known in all the years since Ben died.
Myra, licked to satisfaction, too, by the dog, had slid off her mother's secretion-smeared
back, to lie now on the bed beside her, the dog's big silver-gray head resting on her
naked breasts.
After awhile, Eva turned her head slightly to look at her daughter. Myra smiled faintly
and said, "I'm so glad we finally understand each other, Mother. So glad I'm your
daughter."
Eva was glad, too. Glad that at last, they had found a common interest. One that she
was sure would forge a never-to-be-broken bond between them.


Epilogue


That, of course, didn't end things that memorable evening in Myra's bedroom. To Eva's
delight, Earl Holden proved himself to be Ben's "equal" in more than mere physical
appearance. Before the foursome parted company that night, he showed himself to be a
young man of remarkable endurance, capable of erectile recovery at anywhere from five
to thirty minutes after ejaculation. Of course, as the night wore on, the intervals grew
somewhat longer. But Myra and her mother had no complaints, especially with Duke
there to take up the slack. A well-known movie sex symbol once said that a young prize
fighter once made it with her more than twenty times in one night. Whether or not
Earl topped, or even tied, that record, no one kept count. But it is safe to say he was
right up there someplace.
Naturally that didn't end it, either. With the summer vacation period ahead and little to
do until the fall term began, Eva, Myra, Earl and Duke spent many happy hours
together. As Myra said, she was delighted to learn how wrong she had been about her
mother, that she was far from being sexless, dried up and passé, and as Eva figured, the
bond between them grew stronger each day. In fact, the relationship between the two
became so close-knit that Myra gladly shared everything she had with her mother
including Earl and his dog Duke.
As for Eva the girl, the boy and the dog had taught her an invaluable lesson, that no
matter how beautiful yesterday might appear when looking back at it over one's
shoulder, it can be tragic to try and relive it. All those wasted years that Eva had
abstained from sex could never be recaptured even though she tried to make up for
them every time she got into bed with Earl and Duke.
Her style of dress changed drastically too. With the start of the fall term, she created
quite a furor among the students, as well as the members of the faculty especially the
male members. In fact, there was serious talk about changing her over from teaching
dead languages to heading the class in sex education.
Clyde Thomas? He called repeatedly, even waited for her after school, begging her to let
him make it up to her for his abominable behavior during their last meeting. He
promised never to act that way again. He even went so far as to tell Eva that he might
break his long-standing rule and "go down to lunch" on her, if only she'd go out with
him. But she never did.
Although there came a time during the early part of September when she was afraid she
might have to turn to him for sexual relief. That was when Earl told Myra and her that
he was leaving for college in the East. With both his parents working and away from
home most of the time and himself unable to take Duke with him, he said it looked as
if he might have to put Duke into a kennel.
"A kennel, nothing!" Myra insisted vehemently. "Duke can stay right here with mother
and me. We'll take good care of him, won't we, Mother darling?"
Eva smiled and said nothing, because she knew that this was one time daughter was
right. They took very good care of Duke during Earl's long absence and Duke took
very, very good care of both of them.
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FOREWORD


In this turbulent modern life, a time of rapid change and upheaval, 
unsuspecting citizens are often confronted by clever swindlers and 
racketeers whose methods of entrapment grow in maturity and sophistication 
to keep pace with the heady speed of today's world. There is perhaps no 
better illustration of this theme than the subject of the timely narrative 
that is to follow: phony massage parlors.


Headlines scream daily of the shocking reality that often exists behind the 
tempting facade of these massage studios; although the majority of these 
places are honest, and provide a much-needed physical therapy for many 
satisfied customers, a surprisingly large number are nothing more than masks 
for financial swindle and, more importantly, lurid sexual practices. What 
appears to be an innocent business enterprise often turns out to be a den of 
debauchery, with which hundreds of average Americans, wittingly or 
unwittingly, have become involved, often at great financial sacrifice and 
personal grief. The young couple around whom our story revolves are a 
typical example.


Todd Getz is a rugged, hard-hitting reporter with a weekly Atlanta news 
magazine; his current assignment is a secret expose of a recently-opened 
chain of swank massage studios, which his editor feels are actually nothing 
more than elegant whorehouses. His wife, Lynn, a radiantly beautiful, demure 
young girl, is troubled with sexual fears, and in an ironic twist of fate 
she becomes the unsuspecting victim of the very massage studios her husband 
is trying to expose.


In the eloquent, powerful story that is to follow, our young couple will be 
drawn into a strange maze of intrigue and debauchery, culminating in a 
climax of galvanic proportions. You'll meet Reba Hollister, a voluptuous, 
seductive, yet deadly female. Sammy, a masseur whose appealing good looks 
belie a lewd, amoral mind, and Judy, a blonde, nubile teenager with wanton 
tastes. Due to the explosive nature of this narrative, extreme care had been 
taken to present it in it's full context, with exceptional attention to 
detail and exposition. The author, Allan Mahr, had provided us with a 
graphic analysis of not only the structure of the massage racket, but of the 
subtle psychological and sexual forces that come into play and drive our 
young couple into the turbulent nightmare that nearly overwhelms them.


The publishers are proud to present this searing social document and hope 
that it may be of some help in destroying such illicit underworld activity. 
It is rare that a story such as this is told with such vivid insight and 
thorough understanding of the subject, and we hope that you, the readers, 
share our enthusiasm for this enthralling, important work.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


In the sensuous heat of the late August sun, Todd Getz, a ruggedly handsome 
young man of twenty-six, sat restless and impatient waiting for the rush 
hour traffic jam of cars to move forward. He gazed with irritation at the 
seemingly endless line of glistening automobiles idling along a mile-long 
section of the Atlanta Expressway.


Christ, I'm not going to get home before seven-thirty at this rate, he 
thought angrily, and that means Lynn's going to be upset because the roast 
burned or some damn thing like that.


But no matter how he beeped his horn in a futile attempt to get the snarled 
traffic moving, it looked like it was going to be a slow ride to his house 
in Marietta. Easing back in his seat, he lit a cigarette and then flicked on 
the portable battery tape recorder that sat beside him on the white-leather 
seat of the late model sedan.


"Hello, Mr. Taylor," a low, husky female voice purred on the unrolling tape. 
"You're right on time. Make yourself comfortable...."


The tape picked up the rustling noises of two people moving about a thickly 
carpeted room. Todd had been inwardly elated when he received the recording 
only three hours earlier in his office, for it provided a major link in the 
chain of information he had been diligently compiling for the past two 
months. His mind flashed vividly back to that day in late spring when his 
boss at GeorgiaTimes magazine had called him into his office.


"Todd," his heavy-set superior had said, as he settled into his desk swivel 
chair and puffed nonchalantly on a cigar, "How would you like to have a 
massage?"


"What?" the young reporter had asked incredulously. "What the hell are you 
talking about?"


The gray-haired editor laughed.


"I'm talking about the biggest expose GeorgiaTimes has had since the old 
'payola' days!"


He flipped a brochure onto his desk, and Todd saw that it was an 
advertisement for a luxury massage parlor chain, a multi-million dollar 
franchise operation that had opened expensive salons all across the nation 
in only ten months; it was a hugely successful enterprise. The cover of the 
brochure showed a beautiful young couple, in tight, well-designed uniforms, 
standing in a richly decorated room that apparently was the interior of a 
typical studio. Todd had noted that one such studio had recently opened near 
his home. The legend on the brochure read: Relax in Elegant Comfort: Have a 
Quiet Soothing Massage at the Finger Delight Salon.


"We have information," the old editor went on to say as Todd picked up the 
folder, "that this operation offers a lot more than a healthy massage. Now, 
mind you, it's only a rumor, but I got it from a generally reliable source. 
Apparently people get suckered into signing a tight contract before they 
realize what's really going on."


"The old contract swindle, right?" the young journalist interjected.


"That, plus a new ingredient. Sex." Todd stared intently at his superior. 
"What do you mean?"


"I mean that, looked at in a certain light, these massage parlors are 
nothing more than fancy whore-houses."


The young journalist looked down quickly at the brochure and then back to 
his boss.


"But, how the hell do they get away with it?"


"Their customers like it at first, it seems. They get a real royal 
treatment. I mean these crooks know their business. They play on people's 
weaknesses. People are scared of getting caught in a scandal, they're afraid 
to say anything. So they pay through the nose to keep it quiet. That is, if 
the rumors are true. That's where you come in. Todd, I don't care how much 
money you need or how you want to handle it. Take the story and bust the 
business wide open. Get the truth, and by God we'll scoop every other damn 
magazine in the country. Will you do it?"


The young red-haired reporter grinned widely.


"You're damned right I will," he snapped as he stuffed the brochure in his 
jacket pocket. "Besides, I've been feeling a little tense lately, and the 
least I'll get out of it is an expense account and a good massage."


Now, two months later, after endless interviews and research, his work was 
nearing its climax. Todd eased the car up to thirty as the traffic finally 
began to move forward, and listened intently to the tape.


"You've got such a nice body, Mr. Taylor," the female was saying, "it'll be 
a real pleasure to make you happy."


"Thanks...." the man called Taylor replied. Hearing the voices on the tape, 
Todd thought what a lucky break it had been to get the man, who had recently 
signed a contract with the operation, to agree to secretly tape his third 
massage session, with a miniature recorder hidden in his clothes; it was 
sensitive enough to pick up conversation thirty yards away. For the first 
time the dedicated young journalist had suspected was true.


"You seem quite relaxed already," the woman's voice was saying in soothing 
tones, "and I must say you're such a beautiful man ... pardon my saying so, 
Mr. Taylor, but it's nice to get a customer with such a nice hard body. Turn 
over on your back now."


The hidden recorder had worked perfectly, and Todd laughed to himself as the 
"massage" continued.


"Such a nice chest," the masseuse cooed, "mmmm ... you really turn me 
on...."


The reporter drove steadily, slipping into a relatively empty lane, and 
listened intently...." and your cock ... it's so big ... so pink and thick 
... and it feels so nice in my hands like this, Mr. Taylor ... so thick and 
hard ... mmmmmmmm...."


The traffic was moving quickly now, and Todd picked up speed. He lit a 
cigarette and pressed his foot forward on the accelerator...." you won't 
mind if I touch it ... with my lips ... I'd really like to wet my lips and 
taste your beautiful cock ... let me ... oh, let me suck you...."


The young journalist heard Taylor moaning deeply as the masseuse began her 
expert oral stimulation.


"Ooohh god...." the man mewled, "oh, that feels so good."


Todd could hear the woman groaning also, and the sensitive recorder even 
picked up the wet, smacking sounds her lips made as they enclosed Taylor's 
turgid penis hungrily. The highly magnified erotic groans began to have 
their effect on the reporter, for as he drove swiftly up the expressway, his 
own thick, muscular cock began to harden and his heavy balls pulsed 
rhythmically against the tight material of his pants.


"Christ, oh Christ," Taylor cried out on the tape, "I'm going to cum soon 
... Oh Christ, I'm going to cuuummmm!"


Tood's loins began to pound wildly, and his body grew achingly hot, both 
from the humid heat of the afternoon and the lurid sexual sounds that came 
from the recorder.


"Ah ... ahh ... AAAAHHHHHHH!" Taylor screeched as he obviously writhed in 
the throes of an orgasm. "UUUUNNNNGGGGH!"


Todd felt himself rocked from head to foot by the compelling shouts of 
pleasure, and he was stunned to realize he was on the verge of orgasm 
himself just from hearing the lewd sounds. His vision had blurred 
momentarily and, as it cleared, he suddenly realized his foot was pressed 
too heavily down on the gas pedal! He was hurtling forward at nearly eighty 
miles an hour and was rushing headlong towards a slower automobile! He 
quickly slammed on the brakes and twisted the wheel, missing the other car 
by only inches, then swerved safely into the next lane. Slowing down, he 
breathed a deep sigh of relief and hastily switched off the tape recorder.


Get a hold of yourself, man, he thought sharply, you'll ram into the goddamn 
concrete next!


He breathed deeply a few times to restore his balance.


I'm too wound up in this, he mused. I'll short circuit myself if I'm not 
careful.


He knew instinctively that the steady diet of lurid information that proved 
to be part and parcel of the story was having a negative effect on him. His 
research had revealed that the franchise was run by racketeers of the 
highest order, unscrupulous, remarkably clever people, who played on 
emotion, sexuality and fear to fleece hundreds of unsuspecting people. To 
Todd these charlatans were the scum of the earth; it gave him special pride 
to find the flaw in their setup and blow them to kingdom come with his 
stinging brand of reportage. He had known them all in his five years as a 
top journalist: con artists, crooks, perverts, and hustlers, and he 
delighted in exposing them for what they were. Yet undeniably, the pressure 
on him in his massage parlour story was enormous, and now he felt exhausted, 
although the most dangerous part of his work was yet to come. The plan now 
was for Todd himself to apply for a treatment with the studio, under a false 
name, and find out for himself.


I hope I've still got enough cool left to carry it off, he thought to 
himself bitterly. The way I feel I'd like to give the first goddamn masseur 
I run into a good right to the jaw.


As he reached his exit, he turned off the expressway and slowly drove down 
the ramp to the street.


Seven o'clock! Christ, and I promised Lynn I'd be home by six come hell or 
high water!


He knew that his assignment had been particularly hard on Lynn, his young 
bride of only six months; despite the long hours he was required to spend 
away from home until the story was done, he was unable to tell his beautiful 
new spouse what he was up to; his boss had requested total secrecy to 
prevent any news leak before they were ready to break the story. He knew she 
was troubled by his erratic behavior, and although he had explained as best 
he could that this was the drawback of being married to a journalist, she 
still grew suspicious and sullen when he was away. But his long hours were 
only part of the problem, for of late he had been confronted with a certain 
coldness in her behavior, especially in bed, that went far beyond her 
anxiety concerning his job and hours. Although their honeymoon had been a 
delight, Todd had sensed a certain passivity in her reactions even then that 
disturbed him. At first it didn't seem to matter.


Jesus, he thought ruefully, all I had to do was look at her then, and I'd 
practically cum before I had my pants off!


But as the first months of marriage passed, Lynn's passivity had turned to 
coldness, then to almost active resistance when Todd had begun to demand 
more and more abandoned erotic play. Todd knew that his sense of manhood 
demanded the release of his more savage instincts to give added dimension to 
their bedroom lovemaking, but Lynn seemed unable to break through her old 
resistances.


If her mother and father hadn't been so cold themselves, the reporter mused, 
I know she wouldn't be so afraid to let go.


Her parents were wealthy Atlantans, more interested in climbing the social 
ladder than in their daughter; they had sent her from earliest childhood to 
live in expensive boarding schools, particularly of the strict and 
regimented kind. Without her parents' love, and without warmth or proper 
instructions from her teachers, Lynn had remained almost totally undeveloped 
sexually, a fact her concerned young husband was trying desperately to 
understand. His own family, warm and giving working-class people, had given 
him a rich, full love of life. They were poor as far as money was concerned, 
Todd knew, but in other ways they were wealthier than kings.


If Lynn had only known my folks before they died it might have been easier, 
he thought. If she could only understand how beautiful, how truly beautiful 
she is, she would know how foolish all her fears are!


A vivid image flashed into his mind, as he drove closer to his destination, 
of the way Lynn had looked when they met at a luncheonette in downtown 
Atlanta. He was covering a story on drugs then, and she was a social worker, 
taking a cup of coffee between visits to local families. When she had 
entered the shop every eye in the place had turned to her, and small wonder! 
She was a radiantly lovely young girl, with glistening, light brown hair 
that hung down in long, soft waves about her face. Her skin was the color of 
rose and cream, and her golden brown eyes sparkled like diamonds. She wore 
very little makeup, yet her cheeks bloomed like pink carnations, and her 
reddish lips were full and sensual.


She was dressed that day in a clinging, soft white jersey blouse that 
modestly revealed her firmly up-thrust young breasts that jutted out ripely 
beneath the supple garment. Her tight, yellow miniskirt molded her tiny 
waist and lushly curving hips to perfection. Her legs were sleek, long and 
slender, and she wore yellow shoes on her slim delicate feet. The sight of 
her beautiful face and ravishing young body had nearly made Todd spill his 
coffee, and he was determined to strike up a conversation and make a date 
with the demure social worker. Like a miracle, it seemed to be love at first 
sight. Six months later they were married. Yet now, Todd realized unhappily, 
the bright elated happiness they had known together at first was slipping 
somehow out of their grasp.


Christ, I don't know what to do any more, he ruminated, between this 
pressure to get the story and trying to keep my marriage together!


He had dated several women during his bachelor days and as a result knew 
quite a lot about the art of love, even though he was far from being a Don 
Juan. His previous experience did him no good now, and he was at something 
of a loss to cope with his alluring wife's growing coldness and anxiety.


Man, I still want to fuck the hell out of that woman! I love her! But we 
keep getting nowhere!


To his surprise, he found that his long, fleshy penis had come painfully 
erect again at the thought of making love to his voluptuous young wife. His 
massively rigid cock pulsated against the material of his trousers, yearning 
to slide back and forth against the wetly quivering wall of Lynn's tight 
little pussy. Despite his frustration and weariness, the young reporter 
found his mind flooded with torrid images of his slender wife like a 
pornographic movie playing in his head, seeing her as he had never seen her 
before! Her nakedly gleaming form seemed to beckon like a mirage to him as 
he drove. He could almost see her running ahead of him on the street, naked 
and laughing, her sensually supple body shimmering with flaming desire, her 
light hair billowing wildly behind her. Todd shook his head roughly, trying 
to keep his concentration on the road, but a turbulent onrush of passion 
filled every part of his broad, muscular body. His bloated genitals were 
throbbing madly now, screaming for release ... any kind of release! A light 
film of sweat broke out on his forehead as he gripped his hands tightly on 
the steering wheel. A voice seemed to be calling to him ... Lynn's voice....


Come to me, my darling, the voice seemed to say, come to me and sink your 
big wonderful cock into my love-starved body.


Try as he might to resist, Todd was caught up in a wild inner fantasy that 
was taking him over like an obscene hallucination.


Fuck this goddamn story I'm working on, he thought, it's driving me nuts!


In my mind's eye he now saw his wife lying on their bed at home, her legs 
splayed lewdly apart as her tapering fingers gently, lovingly fondled the 
pink fleshy folds nestled in the golden, furry tangle of her vaginal mounds. 
The moistly crinkled entrance of her pussy loomed in his mind like a 
pulsing, steaming sunburst, inviting him to unbelievable pleasure. His thick 
muscular cock jerked hotly in response to the extraordinary vision, and his 
blood raced through his body as he trembled with passion.


Maybe that's just what I need to do, he thought suddenly, just get home and 
show Laura how much I love her, and fuck her till the crack of dawn! Jesus, 
that would be great! Maybe that's what we both need!


The tormenting visions vanished as his concentration centered on coming home 
to his lovely wife. Laughing inwardly at the prospect of a wild, abandoned 
screwing he reached down, his left hand massaged his impatiently throbbing 
cock beneath the tight cloth.


Sure, I've been out so damn much and so wound up in the story we just 
haven't been able to really get together! My mind's been on a hundred things 
at once! Maybe if I just take the time to ease her mind and make her happy, 
we'll break through a lot of this nonsense! Sure!


He became full of exuberance and excitement at the prospect. His body 
tingled with waves of warm anticipation and he yearned to slip between the 
cool sheets and feel the warm, nakedly succulent form of his wife pressed 
tightly to his hungering body. He promised himself to take great pains to be 
careful with her when he got home, and when she was ready, he would take her 
on a rocket ride to the moon!


CHAPTER TWO


Lynn Getz paced anxiously back and forth in the spacious bedroom of the 
attractive, modern split-level home she shared with her husband. She was 
dressed in a light, filmy blue nightgown that tantalizingly revealed her 
shapely body beneath its gauzy lace and chiffon. Her long, shining hair was 
drawn back and tied lightly with a silky blue ribbon. Yet, despite her 
alluring appearance, she was distressed; and the clear, pink skin of her 
face was streaked with tears. Walking quickly to a window, she drew back the 
white curtain and gazed intently up and down the quiet street that grew 
darker as twilight approached.


Todd, her mind screamed as she saw no cars approaching the house, where are 
you? Where are you?


Her husband had promised her to be home by six o'clock and now it was past 
seven. She had tried to calm herself earlier, telling herself over and over 
that late hours were to be expected, especially when your husband is a 
reporter. But by six thirty the baked potatoes had been burned, and the 
vegetables were cooked almost past eating; Lynn had grown furious.


I planned a special dinner, she thought angrily as her eyes continued to 
search the empty street, something I thought he would really like! It's been 
so hard between us ... I wanted this to be a special night!


She had bought candles and a special Chinese incense, hoping that she might 
make up for her cold and quarrelsome behavior of late. She had bathed and 
dressed in her most seductive nightgown, in the hopes that she and her 
handsome young husband could rekindle the spark of romance that seemed to be 
growing dimmer with each month of marriage. But now, as the minutes ticked 
by, her optimism and hope had faded until her face was a bitter mask of 
tearful resentment. She turned suddenly away from the window and walked to 
the phone beside the wide double bed. She dialed deliberately and slowly, 
then listened. There was a click, and a female voice answered.


"Hello?"


"Hello, I'd like to speak to Todd Getz, please."


There was a short pause.


"I'm sorry lady," the voice said, "there ain't nobody here now."


"This is GeorgiaTimes Magazine, isn't it?"


"That's the place, but they've all left, I'm the cleaning woman."


Lynn suddenly felt foolish and embarrassed at having called.


"I ... I called before...." she stammered, "and there was no answer ... I 
thought...."


"I heard the phone ring, but I was way down the hall. Sorry, anything wrong, 
honey?"


"No ... no...." Lynn whispered, biting her lip to fight back the tears, 
"nothing's wrong...."


She hung up the phone as a pang of anxiety surged through her mind. She felt 
lonely and unhappy as she gazed around at the room, taking in the familiar 
early-American furnishings that she and Todd had chosen so painstakingly 
together. They both loved that particular style and had made their home a 
showplace of comfort and colonial charm. But now, as her tear-blurred eyes 
fell over each item, she wondered what had happened to their marriage.


I'm trying Todd, she cried inwardly, I'm trying so hard! Glancing at the 
clock she saw it was nearly 7:30. Wiping the tears from her eyes, she rose 
and walked quickly to the window again and hoped for some sign of Todd's 
return. But she saw nothing, only the quiet, ordered surburban street. What 
a striking difference, it seemed to her, between the placid calm of the 
landscaped houses and the turbulent anxiety that flooded her almost 
continually now.


With a deep sigh, she turned from the window and decided to go down to the 
kitchen to see what she could salvage from dinner. But as she passed her 
vanity table, her eye fell on a framed color photograph of Todd that sat 
amidst the bottles of cologne and body lotion. It was a picture taken on 
their honeymoon in Florida, and in it Todd stood dressed only in his tight 
swimming trunks, grinning from ear to ear. Lynn loved the picture, and as 
her eyes drank in his bronzed, powerful body a thrill of excitement ran 
through her. She gazed lovingly at his broad, muscular shoulders, sculpted 
athletic chest and slim, hard hips. Lynn's handsome husband had the body of 
a rugged young god; a unique combination of a rough and ready laborer and a 
supple Greek athlete. The sight of him standing there in the bright sun, 
with the blue Atlantic sparkling behind him and his reddish-blond curly hair 
glistening like fire brought a well of affection and love to her worried 
young bride from deep within her. Suddenly it seemed as if all her anxiety 
was fading away, and in its place she felt tremors of desire take hold of 
her. She longed to hold her husband in her arms and have him comfort her, 
tell her everything was going to be all right. No one could calm her like 
Todd could, nobody!


"Todd," she said softly to the framed photograph, "I love you so much, 
please believe me! I know it's been hard, darling, but give me time, 
please."


With renewed determination she banished all troubling thoughts from her mind 
and walked downstairs to the kitchen. She took a large, thick steak out of 
the refrigerator, and placed it on the sideboard next to the electric range, 
and began seasoning it, adding a dash of wine for flavor. Then she inspected 
the vegetables and potatoes, to see if there wasn't some way to perk them up 
despite their being overcooked. It was at that moment she heard the car pull 
into the driveway. Despite her decision to resist all anxiety, a knot of 
tension began to throb in the pit of her stomach.


* * *


Todd deftly lowered the garage door into place and locked it. Turning to the 
house, a senes of eager anticipation ran through him as he saw the familiar 
sight of his handsome dwelling; his genitals pulsed warmly, still throbbing 
with the desire to make love to the ravishing, young woman he knew waited 
inside. He reminded himself once again to be as gentle and understanding as 
possible with her, then walked to the front door. Opening it, he called 
inside.


"I'm home honey!"


"I'm in the kitchen, Todd," his wife replied.


He strode buoyantly through the hallway and into the kitchen, where he 
caught sight of his wife stirring a pot. Seeing her standing there in her 
sheer, blue peignoir took Todd's breath away; she was truly a vision of 
loveliness, especially the way the light played teasingly through the folds 
of her flimsy gown to reveal the wildly sensual promise of her perfect young 
body. His rapidly hardening cock gave an excited lurch in response, and he 
quickly slipped off his madras sports jacket, moved to Lynn and wrapped his 
strong arms around her waist affectionately.


"You're a good-lookin' woman, you know that babe?" he said warmly.


Lynn was inwardly very pleased at the compliment, and she blushed shyly.


"Thank you, darling," she whispered, and turned to him, circling her slim 
arms around him as well. "Oh, I've missed you so much."


They were drawn into a warm kiss, and as they did a jolt of electricity 
flashed through Todd's warmly aroused body. Drawing her tighter, he plunged 
his tongue hungrily into the soft, fleshy cavern of her warm wet mouth, 
probing with the tip into every secret recess behind her teeth.


At first Lynn was swept away by her husband's authoritative kiss, but as he 
plunged his tongue deeper into her she began to tremble slightly with fear. 
Sensing this involuntary reaction, she tried to ignore it, but the wilder 
the kiss, the stronger the anxiety surged until finally, she pulled away to 
collect herself.


"I ... I almost ruined the dinner," she stammered, as she turned her 
attention back to the steak.


"The hell with that," Todd replied, his voice husky with desire. "We can eat 
later ... I've got something else on my mind first."


Lynn smiled weakly, trying to hide the terror that was rising in her chest 
and throat.


"I've ... I've just got to finish this ... then ... then...." But even as 
she spoke, a thick wall of resentment sprang up between her and her ardent 
young husband. "Why ... why were you so late?" she queried timidly in a thin 
voice, "you said you'd be home at six...."


"Gee, I'm sorry, honey, but there was a last-minute visitor at the office, 
and then I ran into the goddmanest traffic jam on the expressway. I thought 
I wouldn't be back till ten at the rate those cars were going. I would have 
called, but it was impossible."


"Oh?" Lynn replied, almost inaudibly.


"But I'm home now, babe; and I'm going to try to make up for that lost 
time."


Smiling warmly, Todd once again moved behind his wife, who pretended to busy 
herself with the dinner preparations, and placed his hands suggestively on 
the succulent half-moons of her firmly rounded buttocks; he squeezed 
seductively, enjoying the texture of her ripe flesh beneath the silk and 
lace garment she wore. But Lynn did not share his rising passion, indeed as 
his wide, strong hands kneaded her buttocks, her body tensed and she 
scarcely breathed.


"Oh, darling," she said suddenly, "I got a card from mother and dad today, 
let me get it."


Before Todd realized what was happening, his wife had twisted away and gone 
into the hallway to get the postcard. A sense of rage took hold of him at 
her obvious retreat from his rapidly growing ardor, but he tried to cool 
himself, remembering his decision to be as gentle as possible with her.


"It's from Paris," she said excitedly, as she returned with a large card in 
her hand. "Look, it's a picture of Notre Dame. Isn't it beautiful."


Patiently, Todd took the card from her. He glanced quickly at the standard 
tourist photo of the famous church then turned it over to read the written 
message.


Dearest Lynn, the printing read, we are in Paris now. Next week we'll be in 
Istanbul! It's so terribly exciting, we wish you could be here with us! Your 
father bought me the prettiest necklace! How are you sweetheart? I hope 
married life isn't too hard on you! We worry about you constantly. See you 
next Fall! Love, Mother and Dad. PS. How is Todd?


"All I get is a P.S.," Todd said, with a slight trace of bitterness in his 
voice. "They still think I'm a lower-class bum!"


"Todd, that's not true, and you know it!" Lynn replied insistently. "Maybe 
they were slow to accept you at first, but I know they love you now!"


Despite Lynn's assurances, Todd knew it wasn't true. Her rich, snobbish 
parents had disliked him from the first. They would have preferred that 
their daughter marry a society doctor or lawyer, or someone with a "good" 
family name, not some scrappy, unknown reporter from the north end of town. 
They had tried to prevent the marriage, at any cost, to keep their daughter 
firmly tied to their tradition and authority. Todd even felt strongly that 
Lynn's mother was jealous of her only daughter's beauty and was trying, if 
possible, to keep her out of sight as much as possible. Lynn had been 
brought up in one strict boarding school after another, and now, when it 
looked like their daughter's marriage to Todd was unavoidable, they took a 
seven month cruise right before the wedding. It brought heartbreak to Lynn, 
and angry response from Todd.


"Face it, Lynn," the young reporter said, "they don't like me, and they 
never will. I'm just a guy from the wrong side of the tracks to them. I 
think if your mother had her way she'd have kept you as a spinster, locked 
up in that posh mausoleum they call home!"


Lynn was shocked to hear him say all this.


"Todd, don't talk about my family that way!


Maybe they haven't been perfect, but they're not ... they're not cruel ... 
like you're implying!"


"Oh babe," Todd said, trying to calm his beautiful wife, "I know they're 
just doing what they think is right ... but you've got to admit it hasn't 
been easy."


Lynn reflected for a moment on what he was saying ... she remembered her 
mother's parting words before their marriage ... Remember Lynn, Todd is from 
another world, a world that is very different from ours and not as cultured. 
I can't prevent this marriage, but I warn you not to let him defile you in 
any way ... men of his type tend to be animals, and that's all they want 
from a woman. Remember you're a lady, and a lady never lowers herself to a 
man's level! Remember!


The troubled young wife's brow knotted with worry as the bitter words rang 
through her brain. Seeing it, Todd moved into embrace her once again.


"Aw, don't let it get you down, Lynn," he said warmly. "It's been rough, but 
we'll work it out." He took her in his arms and held her tight. "As long as 
we've got each other we'll be okay! Oh, honey, you're just what I need." 
Passionate tremors once again raced through him, and he began to cover 
Lynn's face with hot kisses. But as he did, Lynn began to resist again.


"Todd...." she whispered edgily, "Todd ... I...."


"I tell you what," her eager mate continued in a low seductive voice, "why 
don't we go upstairs, and light a couple of candles, and then slip into our 
nice warm bed...."


More than anything in the world, Lynn wanted to make love with Todd, and yet 
her body shook involuntarily with fear at his suggestion. .


"Todd," she said, trying to mask her anxiety. "Why don't you let me cook 
dinner first?"


"Later ... later," he moaned, as he licked her creamy swan-like neck with 
his warm, wet tongue. "This can't wait ... oh babe, I've been hot for you 
all day...." Spontaneously, he kissed her shoulder so hard that it raised a 
little red welt. Lynn drew back, shocked at the savage intensity of his 
kiss."


"Don't ... don't do that," she cried, shaking with alarm. "I don't like it 
when you do that."


The young journalist felt his temper begin to boil. He had been patient and 
deliberate, and yet no matter what he did, the minute he began to grow 
passionate she closed off like a slammed door.


"Lynn, for God's sake what's wrong?" he asked, somewhat angrily. "I want to 
make love to you, isn't that apparent? You're treating me like I was 
poison."


"I'm not Todd, believe me ... it's just ... it's just ... I've been cooking 
... let me take a shower ... and then...."


"A shower? What the hell do you need a shower for?" he demanded. "You look 
like you just stepped out of a goddamn sauna bath! You don't want me to fuck 
you, is that it?"


"Don't use that kind of language with me!" she screamed suddenly.


"I'll use any kind of language I want!


Understand?" Todd found himself shouting at her. "And what's more I'm sick 
of this crap! You're treating me like I'm dirt, like your mother used to 
do!"


"THAT'S NOT TRUE!" she shouted back, her face twisting into a sneering, ugly 
mask of anger.


"It is!" he shouted back. "THAT DAME'S A BITCH!"


"TODD!"


"AND WHEN YOU START ACTING LIKE THIS, YOU'RE JUST AS BAD!"


"I won't listen to this! I WON'T!" she cried petulantly, stamping her foot. 
She turned away from him and quickly fled to the second floor, leaving Todd 
alone and frustrated in the kitchen. Furious, because his plan for a gentle 
seduction had blown up in his face, Todd sat down and lit a cigarette, 
trying to ease his seething mind.


This is getting ridiculous, he thought angrily, I can't lay a hand on my own 
wife! Christ, what am I supposed to do now? Damn it! Damn it!


Upstairs he could hear the shower' being turned on, but he knew his wife was 
only evading him; she was obviously freshly bathed when he had come home. 
The sense of freezing hostility that had become so familiar between them 
lately, once again filled the house. There were no sounds but the ticking of 
the ticking clock and the water running in the shower above. Todd's fists 
clenched tightly as anger rose brutally within his mind. He felt he was 
being denied what was rightly due him as a husband; he was weary from his 
constant attempts to break through his wife's frigid behavior. His patience 
was at the breaking point, and the frustration he had so laboriously 
concealed time and time again rushed through him now with violent intensity. 
He drew deeply on his cigarette, trying to fight the rampaging anger, but it 
was of no avail. His abdomen pounded like a jackhammer, both from long pen 
tup desire and from the boiling fury that overwhelmed him.


I'm not going to take anymore of this, his mind screamed! I want what's 
rightly mine as a man! And I want it tonight!


Rising from the table, his eyes glazed with fury, he moved with increasing 
determination into the hallway and up the stairs, into the bedroom. Then he 
began to undress slowly, he heard the sound of the shower rhythmically 
cascading in the bathroom. He removed his trousers and laid them over the 
back of Lynn's vanity chair, then peeled off his tapered shirt, t-shirt and 
shorts and placed them carefully there also. With a wicked smile, he 
remembered the flask of whiskey he kept in his bureau drawer and, going to 
it, he quickly swallowed two warm, stinging shots of the liquor and shivered 
as he stood naked on the thick rug.


Ah, that's good, he thought, as the potent liquid made his body tingle and 
throb hotly; his brain began to reel slightly. Christ, I won't be made a 
fool of by my own wife and her goddamn family! I WON'T!


After a couple more shots, he replaced the silver flask in the drawer and 
slammed it shut. He felt a further burst of rage flush his face and neck; he 
was almost savage now from the whiskey he had consumed, as he listened to 
the shower behind the closed bathroom door.


She's in there right now, that prudish little bitch, he thought. She's 
completely naked, soaping up those soft, beautiful breasts of hers and that 
nice tight little cunt, cleansing her privates of any foulness, just like 
her mother taught her! And then what? She'll come out here and give me a 
goddamn peck on the cheek and go to sleep or make dinner of some fuckin' 
thing like that while I go nuts like some frustrated dope! Jesus, it's the 
most beautiful, natural act in the world, and she acts as if I'm a rapist!


Todd's brain suddenly began to visualize through the haze of his anger, the 
lovely, supple form of his wife as she stood naked beneath the needle-point 
shower spray: Her high, pure white, berry-nippled, pliantly perfect breasts 
robed with a mantle of soapsuds; her slim, softly dimpled ass-cheeks beaded 
with the hot water; her long, light-brown hair damp from steam and flowing 
like soft cornsilk over her alabaster skin. He could clearly visualize her 
natural golden pubic triangle, thin and gossamer wispy, framing the perfect 
tender softness of her coral pink cuntal lips; her long slender legs 
tapering down from the rich, creamy thighs into perfect columns ... 
glistening with water ... slippery with soap ... perfumed ... warm ... and 
wet....


The raging young husband felt a stinging wave of desire rush through his 
loins to ignite in a hot fire that tingled maddeningly in his testicles and 
filled his huge pulsating cock with blood, making it as rigid as a thick, 
corrugated tree trunk. His heart began to plunge violently in his chest-both 
from his intensely aroused state, and from his anger at his beautiful wife's 
frigid attitude. His penis was trembling with desire now, and his eyes 
stared fixedly at the closed bathroom door. Yes, he knew she was in there 
... naked, as he was naked ... new and lushly desirable ... and he was out 
here with a hard-on like some great diamond-head drill. But what good was it 
going to do him? When she came out and took a look at his eagerly jerking 
cock, she would react, he knew, as she always did: Discomfort, fear at his 
maledom's great size, shame at its naked-and to her, obscene exposure to her 
gaze. And she would draw away in open refusal ... as she has done so many 
times before!


But not tonight, he thought crazily, Goddamnit, not tonight!


The lurid thought grew in Todd's mind like an explosive bomb! Tonight he was 
going to fuck her! Yes, "fuck" her like a wife ought to be fucked and blast 
the nonsense right out of her! No more goddamned cow-towing, no more 
frustrations, no more static, sterile sex!


His legs worked independent of his lust-filled mind and carried him forward 
across his bedroom with his blood-engorged cock stuck out in front of him 
like some Roman general's sword ready for battle. He threw open the bathroom 
door, dimly heard the knob bounce sharply off the tile wall inside and took 
two giant steps forward. His hand reached out and swept the shower curtain 
aside, and he leered in at his nakedly beautiful wife standing beneath the 
rushing fall of water.


She was exactly as he had pictured her to be in the bedroom, with her firmly 
upthrust breasts lathered all white, and her wetly matted pubic bush 
glistening with the hot water. Todd's lust-bloated penis jerked 
spasmodically at the sight of her warm sensuality in the flesh, and his 
balls ached with the need for the release of his churning load of cum.


Lynn's mouth opened in surprise as she turned at the sound of the curtain 
being wrenched apart. Involuntarily, she dropped the bar of soap she had 
been using and made a timid attempt to hide her naked loins from her 
husband's view.


"Todd," she blurted out, "what are you doing in here?"


Her young husband's long hard cock gave another leap as the surging mixture 
of desire and rage coursed through him with unrelenting strength.


"What the hell do you think I'm doing in here," he snapped at her, as he 
stared obscenely at her sculpted loveliness. He lowered one hand and 
encircled his lust-hardened shaft, lifting it up as if presenting her with a 
gift. His entire being now was in a haze of liquor and torrential passion.


To Lynn it seemed as if her husband had gone berserk, the way he stared at 
her like she was a ... a whore! The terrifying sight of his massively rigid 
penis bulging out like the evil head of some giant eel made her gasp, 
drawing back against the wall of the shower stall.


"Todd...." she cried faintly ... "Todd, what's wrong ... what are you 
doing?"


The sex-crazed journalist felt a tremendous surge of brutal power take 
control of him. He was the lord and master now, and his lips split in a 
wide, salacious smile of barbarous triumph. All thoughts of gentle seduction 
were crushed to bits now; all he wanted was satisfaction for his colcanic 
need!


"I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before, bitch! Right 
here right now! With your sweet little ass pounding off the cold tile of the 
goddamn bathroom floor! Understand!"


His foul, repellent words, and their unmistakable meaning, caused Lynn to 
cry out in abject terror. Never had she heard such revolting things! And 
from her own husband who supposedly loved her! She couldn't believe it, but 
it was true-overwhelmingly, frighteningly true! She pressed against the wall 
as if trying to blend her body with it, trying somehow to escape this 
leering stranger who stood fondling his monstrous penis and testicles like a 
filthy pervert before her eyes; but there was no escape ... to Lynn it was 
as if all her mother's dire warnings were coming true in a sudden, horrible 
rush! She was paralyzed with fear!


Todd reached up and twisted the shower knobs, shutting off the hammering 
spray, his eyes not once leaving the nakedly exposed perfection of Lynn's 
femininity. His painfully throbbing cock and balls felt as if they were 
weighted down with increasing amounts of white hot lead, and the swollen 
glands of his weapon ached and tingled with maddening intensity.


"I'm going to put this big prick of mine so far up in your hot little belly 
that you'll scream and beg for me to pump you full of cum!" he said 
feverishly.


"Oh God, nooooo!" Lynn squealed in anguish her eyes reflecting the terror 
she felt. "Todd, oh please Todd don't...."


"The hell I won't!" he roared, still manipulating his great bloated cock, 
drawing the foreskin back with tantalizing slowness, reveling in the command 
he had over his young wife at the moment. "I've had it with you and your 
fucked-up fears about sex! I want a woman, not some sperm receptacle that 
lies on a bed praying for it all to be over! I want a woman, a real woman, 
Lynn, and by Christ I'm going to make one out of you tonight!"


With those words, Todd reached and grabbed her by the arms, pulling her soft 
warmness to him, his hands exploring her voluptuous, shower-wet flesh. His 
hot mouth sought hers out, found it, closed on it, and his tongue flashed 
searingly into the warm cavern of her mouth. She fought against him, trying 
to break his brutally pinning grip, but she was too weak against his 
powerful masculinity. She felt his heatedly turged penis grind like a 
red-hot branding iron against her smooth white belly.


No! No! her mind shrieked in disbelief, this can't be happening to me! Oh 
please! NOOOOO!


Todd pulled her roughly out of the shower stall onto the cold tile floor. 
She tried to rake his bare back with her nails, but he had her pinned in 
such a way that she was completely defenseless. He used the weight of his 
muscular body to force her down onto the floor. Within moments their 
writhing bodies were stretched out prone, and Todd trailed hot moist kisses 
down along the warm, wetly glistening flesh of her neck and chest. His mouth 
found the rising glove of one perfectly nippled breast, and taking the 
tender bud between his teeth, he licked and sucked it into involuntary 
hardness. His hand slipped between their bodies, and his fingers slid 
through the soft, damply curling pubic hair and forced its way between her 
tightly closed thighs. Then, with the palm of his hand resting flatly 
against the warm, fluted lips of her cuntal cleft, he began to slide his 
hand up and down with insinuating strokes in the little narrow slit. His 
fingers teased the tight, elastic opening of her tender vaginal mouth, 
working luridly to bring spontaneous lubrication from the walls, as she 
twisted wetly in his grip. His outstretched index finger found the tiny knob 
of her clitoris, and he exulted in the gasp of shock that rendered itself 
from her throat at the contact of his probe on the feverishly quivering 
miniature phallus. He fingered the nerve ending maddeningly, at the same 
time rubbing the slippery head of his hotly throbbing cock along the 
smoothness of her belly, back and forth, back and forth. Torrid heat swirled 
in great rising waves from his scrotum, and he knew he was too aroused to be 
able to control his orgasm much longer! He wanted to fuck her now! NOW!


The passion-crazed young husband raised up, holding his wife's arms to her 
sides, and slipped one knee between her tightly clenched legs. She resisted 
bitterly his attempts to spread wide her thighs.


"You bitch! Spread those legs so I can see that pussy of yours! Like a real 
woman, Lynn, so I can see your cunt in the light!"


There was something in his voice, in his lust-filmed eyes, which made her 
obey his harsh command immediately. A tremor of fear wound its way rapidly 
along her spine, for she had an instinctive feeling that he would hurt her 
if she didn't give in! Slowly, her face flushing in embarrassment and 
fright, she parted her legs.


Todd grinned obscenely down at her cunt, so richly pink and moist, the lips 
like velvet fleece with downy pubic hair, the erect little clitoris 
quivering like a red rosebud. He was so wildly excited by the sight that he 
couldn't wait any longer! He released one of her arms and grabbed his 
impatiently pulsating cock as he lowered himself over the supine form of his 
fearfully trembling wife. With an almost animal-like growl he placed the 
bloated, purplish head at the entrance to her wetly quivering vagina, 
teasing it along the rich, fleshy valley ... poised and ready....


Suddenly, without warning, he shoved his powerful hips forward with a 
vicious cry of triumph and drove his great hot length of hardened cockflesh 
into her tight young pussy, revealing as the warm wet feel of her soft inner 
walls expanded around his blood-gorged penis


"AAAAGGGHHHHH!!!" Lynn screamed in pain at his brutal entrance, her hips 
jerking up and legs rising off the cold floor in spontaneous protest to her 
husband's bestial intursion. Her cry of protest was shut off as Todd's hot, 
eager lips found her mouth and crushed down with brutal force, his long hard 
tongue filling her mouth as his long hard cock was filling her cunt.


The muscular, young husband began to plunge in and out of her now with rough 
ramming strokes, pulling his heatedly pulsating shaft almost all the way out 
before burying it completely again in the depths of her cringing young cunt. 
Each time he flexed forward, the hairy sac of his testicles slapped 
resoundingly against her twitching, upturned buttocks. Lynn ground her hips 
down against the tile in a futile attempt to escape, and her legs jerked 
wide on either side of Todd's convulsing body.


"NOOOOOOO!" she screamed into his mouth, "Todd, you're hurting me ... 
uuunnnggghhh! NOOOO!" But he was mindless with lust now, consumed with the 
need for powerful release with the woman who had for six months been growing 
colder and colder to his masculine needs. He fucked into her relentlessly, 
plunging his thick rampaging hardness into the moistly defenseless passage 
up between her widespread legs. His sperm-laden balls grew hotter and hotter 
with each pounding stroke.


Lying helpless beneath his sex-crazed body, Lynn's eyes filled with tears of 
pain and humiliation. She prayed desperately for this horrible rape by her 
own husband to end. As she did, her mother's words of warning resounded in 
her brain with the impact of a hurricane ... MEN OF HIS TYPE TEND TO BE 
ANIMALS! I WARN YOU NOT TO LET HIM DEFILE YOU IN ANY WAY! I WARN YOU! I WARN 
YOU ... I WARN YOU! The older woman's words echoed in rhythm with each 
vicious thrust Todd made into her. It seemed to the ravaged young wife that 
her mother's warnings had come hideously true, impaled as she was on the 
bathroom floor by her husband's bloated, burning instrument of torture! She 
yearned for escape from her horrible punishment, yearned for her husband-who 
had been transformed into a madman-to have his orgasm and end the brutal 
assault.


In order to achieve this, she began to jerk and twist her hips in a circular 
motion, opening and closing her cuntal passage with a muscular action that 
she had not previously thought possible.


"That's it." Todd yelped in delight. "Oh yes, that's it! FUCK ME BABY! FUCK 
ME! FUCCCKKK MEEEE!"


Lynn tried to shut her ears to the obscene words, all the while striving 
harder to obey his lewd command, churning her hips wildly, madly now, 
squeezing his massively pulsing penis with her vaginal muscles harder and 
harder.


Todd felt a surge of elation roar through him as Lynn increased her 
activity; it was as if his attempt to break through her icy demeanor with a 
brutal screwing was actually going to work! In response to her unexpected 
passion, his body began to convulse wildly as his orgasm approached.


"Ooooh...." he groaned excitedly, "I'm going to cum ... oh baby ... oh fuck 
me ... I'm going to cummmmm! OOOHHHHH!"


And suddenly he was there! Lynn felt the first jet of white sticky semen 
burst from his wildly jerking shaft of heated flesh.


"AAAANNNGGGGH!" Todd shouted, arching his body as it shuddered in the throes 
of a climax of earthquake proportions; he pumped stream after stream of 
boiling hot cum into her brutalized pussy-flesh as he moaned incoherently. 
"UUUHHHGGG ... OO-Oooohhhh...."


Lynn gritted her teeth as her loins filled with his unwanted semen. Her 
naked young body was rigid and racked with pain, for she shared none of her 
husband's passionate sense of release. To her, this was an ugly, vile act 
she had to endure! Whatever desire she'd had earlier in the evening, 
whatever desperate hope she had harbored to be the fulfilled woman her 
husband wanted, was now swept away by the excruciating pain and merciless 
torture she had endured.


Todd continued to spurt his seemingly endless flood of hot male seed into 
Lynn's cringing womanhood, convinced that his wife equally enjoyed the 
raging, gushing orgasm he felt. After what seemed like hours, he finally 
collapsed with a long sigh of satisfaction, pressing his weight against her 
soft body on the cold floor. His still twitching penis began to deflate and 
finally slipped from the moist, semen-drenched hole of his wife's vagina. 
Sighing again, he rolled off of her and felt his body tingle as it came in 
contact with the cold tiles. Turning to his wife, hoping to share the warmth 
and fullness he felt, he saw that her eyes were closed and lips drawn tight 
in unmistakable bitterness. At once, his triumphant happiness turned to 
resentment.


"You didn't like it did you...." he snarled, daring her to look at him.


But Lynn could only turn her head away as tears filled her eyes and began to 
roll down her cheeks. How could she tell him she hated it! That she was 
revolted to the very depths of her being by his grotesque animalistic 
behavior! She could only lay inert, her naked young body and mind awash with 
revulsion and agony; tremors of pain still throbbed in her vagina from his 
cruel attack.


"Oh Todd...." she moaned in a tiny, frightened voice, "what are we going to 
do? What are we going to do?"


CHAPTER THREE


The next morning, Todd was up and out of the house before Lynn had even 
begun to stir. Exhausted from the previous night's explosive confrontation, 
the beautiful young wife had slept well past her usual wake-up time, and she 
was startled to realize-when she was drawn from her slumber by the bright 
morning sun streaming into the bedroom window-that it was nearly ten 
o'clock. She sat up in her bed and groaned wearily as she became conscious 
of the dull, aching sensations that pervaded her body, particularly her 
vaginal area. A wave of bitterness swept over her, as she began to vividly 
recollect what happened the night before.


She rose from the bed slowly and painfully, scarcely believing the changes 
that seemed to have come over her husband.


How could he do that to me? she thought, as she dressed in a form-fitting 
skirt and blouse. What's come over him? I know we've been having problems, 
but there was no excuse for the horrible way he treated me last night! None!


In a few minutes she was downstairs having a cup of coffee and a cigarette, 
as she struggled to understand the turbulent experience. To the bewildered 
young wife it seemed as if Todd had suddenly gone mad. Up until last night 
he had been a model husband; of course, they had had their share of 
quarrels, just like every married couple, and it was undeniable that they 
were both troubled by Lynn's sexual resistances, but she couldn't understand 
why Todd had suddenly turned into a cruel, vulgar barbarian like that.


Maybe he's under pressure from work, she thought, but why won't he tell me 
what he's doing, or what he's working on? Unless he's hiding something from 
me!


The change in her husband appeared, in her eyes, as violent as a Dr. Jekyll 
and Mr. Hyde transformation. No amount of reasoning or understanding on her 
part could justify his obscene behavior. Once again she began to think that 
perhaps all the things her mother had warned her about were true, horribly 
true; she felt dismal and bleak, a troubled girl alone in a hostile world. 
She yearned for the happy, undisturbed peace of her childhood when there was 
only her mother and father and their palatial home on Peachtree Street. She 
had everything she wanted then, and life was completely free of 
complications. But now, there was this great difficulty with sex compounded 
by Todd's exasperation and brutal, humiliating treatment. Tears filled her 
eyes for what seemed the thousandth time in the past few days.


"No", she said to herself strongly, "I mustn't cry again ... I can't! What 
good will that do?"


She took a deep puff on her cigarette, then rose from the kitchen table and 
placed her cup and saucer in the sink. She gazed out the window above the 
drainboard, and glanced with melancholy at the sunlit suburban scene before 
her eyes. She could see other young wives, many of them her friends, taking 
children off to school, or hanging wash on the line. None of them seemed 
weighted like she was, and the sight of it deepened her feeling of 
isolation. There seemed no answer to her problem, and so she decided to busy 
herself with housework in an effort to restore some kind of balance to the 
anguish and turmoil that threatened to engulf her completely.


* * *


Todd Getz was settled comfortably behind his desk at his office at 
GeorgiaTimes Magazine. He had just come from an early morning meeting with 
his editor to discuss further the expose of the Finger Delight Salon 
franchise, but all during the conference the young journalist had to 
struggle to concentrate on what was being said. His thoughts had constantly 
reminded him of Lynn. Surprisingly, he felt relatively little sense of guilt 
over what had taken place. As far as he was concerned what had happened was 
the result of months of intolerable frustration and anxiety. He had been 
long overdue for a volcanic release, and though it had not been his intent 
to be so harsh with his frail young bride, patience and gentle understanding 
had gotten him nowhere. He also knew that nothing had been settled. In fact, 
their relationship was at a crucial point now, since their conflict was out 
in the open. There was no going back. As to the future, Todd was completely 
baffled.


Before him, on his desk, was spread all the material he had gathered on the 
massage parlor chain, and he glanced over it, trying to bring his attention 
back to the matter at hand. Despite his marital problems, he had a deadline 
to meet, and so he forced his mind to grapple with the story. After a few 
minutes the phone rang, and he answered it somewhat irritably.


"Yes?"


"Hello, is this Todd Getz?"


The voice on the phone was female, and she spoke with a silk.,, confident 
manner.


"That's right," Todd replied. "Who's this?"


"Mr. Getz, you don't know me, but my name is Reba Hollister. I'm the 
director of the southeast-coast operations for Finger Delight Salon. I think 
you've heard about us. Am I right?"


Todd was stunned by the brazenness of the woman. He knew at once that 
somehow she must have gotten wind of the upcoming expose. But how? The 
project was cloaked in total secrecy. He decided to play it cool.


"Well," he said in an offhand manner, "I know you've opened a place In the 
area, but ... "


"Oh, come on now, Mr. Getz," the female continued, "let's put our cards on 
the table shall we? I have reports from some very reliable sources that 
you're planning to do a story of some sort on our little enterprise. That's 
right, isn't it?"


Christ, this dame is on to us! he thought suddenly.


"Well, it's been talked about...." he said evasively.


"Look," the husky-voiced woman continued, "before you do, I think it's only 
fair that you talk to us and get your information first hand. We run a 
legitimate operation, Mr. Getz, and we don't like bad publicity. We have our 
customers to think of, you know."


"I'll bet you do," Todd said in a low voice.


"What's that?" she asked.


"Nothing ... nothing at all," he replied. "Look Miss ... ah ... Miss...."


"Hollister, Reba Hollister."


"Okay, Miss Hollister, maybe, just maybe, we're thinking about a story on 
your business. But there's nothing definite now. Why don't you leave me your 
number, and when we decide to actually do it, I'll call you ... and we can 
have a cup of coffee, and you can tell me everything."


The woman laughed, and Todd began to dislike her intensely. But he also knew 
instinctively that he was dealing with someone who was no fool.


"Mr. Getz," she said, "I think it would be in both our interests to talk 
now. I can make it very worth your while, if you know what I mean."


So that's it, he thought suddenly, the old payoff. A bribe!


Inwardly Todd relished the idea of taking on the woman and show her up, beat 
her at her own game. His intense hatred for racketeers, male or female, 
surged forward, and he decided then and there to play along with her little 
game. When the time came, he'd blow the works and show her up as the pretty 
con-artist she was.


"All right, Miss Hollister," he said confidently. "Why don't you stop by my 
office this afternoon? About three?"


"About three? That's fine. I'll be looking forward to seeing you, Mr. Getz. 
I'm sure our meeting will be most illuminating."


"I'm sure it will, baby, I'm sure it will," he said as he hung up the phone.


* * * By noon, Lynn had completely cleaned the living room and had gone 
upstairs to the bedroom. She had managed to lose her anxiety in housework, 
but as she entered the blue and white room, her mind again became clouded 
with turmoil. Forcing back her fear, she went to the vanity table and picked 
up Todd's jacket from where it hung over the chair. As she did, a pamphlet 
fell out of the inside pocket. She bent down and picked it up, meaning to 
throw it in the wastebasket, but she was struck by the handsome folder. It 
was the Finger Delight Salon leaflet.


What in the world is he doing with this? she mused curiously. Why would he 
have something like this in his pocket ... unless ... unless....


Like a bolt of lightning, the thought struck her that her husband might be 
secretly visiting the luxurious studio pictured on the cover.


So that's it, she thought angrily. While I've been slaving all day at home, 
he's been having massages and relaxing ... all those long hours he was 
supposed to be working ... he must have been there! How dare he?


In a stormy rush of thoughts her mind lept ahead to other possibilities. If 
he was secretly visiting the massage parlor, she was sure he must have other 
secrets from her, perhaps a whole other life! For all she knew he might have 
been seeing other women, cheating on her night after night! Her mouth became 
a tight thin line of rage and bitterness. She felt that she had suddenly 
stumbled on a whole other aspect of her young husband, an aspect that had 
also been revealed, she thought with a shudder, by his grotesque rape of her 
in the bathroom the previous night. She sat down on the bed, the pamphlet 
clutched in her hand and tried to think clearly.


Well if he's got a secret life away from home then why can't I? I need 
relaxation too! Maybe more than he does!


Her tormented mind was suddenly possessed with the idea of seeking revenge 
on what she felt was her husband's deceptive behavior; she wanted more than 
anything to take some step towards restoring her own dignity. She glanced 
down at the illustrated folder she held in her hand.


Maybe ... maybe I'll have a massage too, she thought darkly. II he can do 
it, so can I! Yes! Why not?


With cold determination, she went to the phone and dialed the number on the 
folder. After a few rings, a pleasant male voice answered.


"Good morning. Finger Delight Salon. Can I help you?"


"Yes ... yes ... I," she stammered timidly...."thought maybe...."


There was a moment's silence.


"Would you like a massage?" the man asked.


"Yes ... yes, I think so ... but ... I ... I've never had one before."


"Oh, there's nothing to it. And believe me there's nothing like a good 
massage to relax tension."


Lynn felt somewhat more at ease now, for the voice over the phone was 
extremely gentle and soothing.


"I think I could definitely use a massage," she said, her voice stronger. 
"I've been a little tense lately...."


"Good. Why don't you come over right now?"


"Now ... well, I thought maybe tomorrow."


"Are you busy this afternoon?"


"No ... no but ... "


"Then come over! We're booked up solid tomorrow, but I think I can give you 
an appointment at two today; is that all right?"


"Two ... well ... yes, yes, I think so."


"Good. Then come over. And ask for me. My name's Freddy. I'll make sure 
everything goes smoothly for you."


"Thank you very much," she said appreciatively. "You're very kind."


"It's my pleasure. See you this afternoon.


And remember, ask for Freddy."


"Freddy ... okay."


"And what's your name?"


"My name? Lynn ... Lynn Getz."


"Pretty name," the man said. "See you later, Lynn."


As she hung up the phone, the young wife realized that she felt vastly 
better; the young man on the phone had been so kind and sweet to her that 
her worry had been erased completely. She felt encouraged by her brave 
decision to call, and she walked quickly to her closet to pick out just the 
right dress to wear to the massage studio. She was elated, just as she had 
been as a little girl on her first trip to the movies. She chose a light 
green summer dress that fit snugly to her lush, sensually rounded body and 
flared loosely just above the knees. Once dressed, she gazed at herself 
admiringly in the full length mirror, arranging her long, silky hair in 
careless strands around her shoulders. She felt, at first, that perhaps the 
dress was a little too low-cut, but she wanted to feel alluring and 
beautiful that day, to blot out the terror of the night before. And so she 
swirled around like a dancer, as the thin material of her dress fluttered 
around her perfectly tapered legs. She was utterly happy for the first time 
in days, determined to go through with it.


I'm doing the right thing, she thought ecstatically. I'm sure of it! And 
after all, what's good for the gander is good for the goose!


* * *


A little before two o'clock, Lynn pulled into the spacious parking lot of 
the Buckhead Shopping Center: she carefully parked her small red Fiat at the 
edge of the wide expanse of paved blacktop and sat inside the car trying to 
cope with a last minute of nervousness.


I get so terrified, she thought to herself, whenever I go someplace alone. 
That's not good! I have to learn to stand on my own two feet! I mustn't be 
frightened.


With determination, she opened the door of her car and walked towards the 
strip of newly-erected shops and markets. Soon she was in front of a large 
two-story building somewhat set apart from the others, built mostly of glass 
and steel; the windows were covered from inside with heavy red-velvet 
drapes, and a large sign over the door spelled out the name of the 
establishment in curling, flourishing script: Finger Delight Salon. The tips 
of Lynn's fingers grew cold as she faced the building, trying to build up 
courage to go inside. Finally, after taking a deep breath, she opened the 
wide glass entrance door and walked in.


She found herself in a very large reception area, perfectly square; heavy 
red drapes blotted out all sunlight and the room was lit from hidden lights 
that gave everything a soft, slightly scarlet appearance. The floor was 
covered by a thick, red carpet, and large ornate rococo mirrors with 
gold-gilt, scrolls hung from the walls. There were several chairs and a 
receptionist's desk; all the furniture picked up the elegant design of the 
interior. To the impressed young woman, the room gave her an instant sense 
of calm and relaxation. When she walked in, the room was empty, but after a 
moment or two, as Lynn gazed about the interior, the drapes parted, and a 
young man came out.


He was young, about twenty-one, with a slender, lithe body that was fully 
revealed to Lynn by the tight "uniform" he wore. He had dark brown hair in a 
fashionable, masculine style that curled rakishly over his ears; his face 
was extremely handsome, in a provocative, sensual way, and his olive-toned 
skin perfectly set off his piercing dark eyes. His lips were unusually full 
and sensual, and Lynn guessed the young man was of Italian or Greek origin, 
judging from the appearance; she found herself oddly attracted by him. He 
wore a bright red T-shirt that was cut perfectly to his body revealing his 
muscular arms and the tight wiry muscles covering his upper torso. His 
trousers were pure whity and slightly flared; they were so tight that they 
clung to his legs and revealed his muscles like twists of steel cable 
through the thin material. The flustered young wife was shocked to see the 
mound of his crotch, which seemed unusually large and well-endowed, 
protruding in his trousers. He was barefoot.


"You must be Miss Getz," the young man said. His lips were drawn back in a 
warm smile, revealing a set of dazzling white teeth.


"Mrs. ... Mrs. Getz," Lynn said in a low voice. The presence of this 
extremely attractive young man was having a strange effect on her. Her heart 
was pounding wildly in her chest, and she found herself shaking slightly as 
he drew closer.


"You're married, then," he said. "Good. We get a great number of married 
women here. It seems they get just as tense and weary as their husbands."


He laughed lightly, and Lynn immediately became more relaxed, soothed by his 
friendly manner.


"I'm Freddy," the dark young man said, "and I'm to be your masseur. Would 
you like to see more of the studio?"


"Yes ... yes," she said somewhat hesitantly. "I should get back home soon to 
make dinner, though...."


"Oh, don't worry," Freddy said. "You'll be out in no time. Now, take off 
your shoes."


"What?" she asked, somewhat startled by his request.


"Take off your shoes, to relax your feet. The entire place has wall to wall 
carpeting, and the floors are heated. Believe me it will relax you. Do it! 
Don't be afraid. All our customers get nervous at first, but there's 
absolutely nothing to be nervous about. We're here to serve you in any way 
we can."


The young wife thought she detected something of a sly hint in his tone, but 
put it out of her mind as she slipped her low-heeled shoes off, and placed 
them in a rack next to the receptionist's desk. Her slim feet sank 
delightfully into the plush carpeting.


"You can pick them up on your way out," Freddy said. "Now follow me."


Lynn was led through the parted velvet drapes and taken down a wide 
corridor, also heavily draped and carpeted. On either side of the corridor 
were a number of doors; crystal chandeliers provided the light.


"Those doors lead to private massage studios," he remarked. "We believe in 
total privacy, so that our customers feel completely at ease. Come on, let's 
go upstairs."


At the end of the hall was a circular stairway that led to the floor above. 
Mounting it, while Freddy led the way, Lynn couldn't help but be impressed 
by the unusual design of the interior. She felt a million miles away from 
her troubles, and for the first time in many days her body felt alive and 
vibrant.


Reaching the top of the stairs, they arrived at a second corridor, more 
narrow than the first, another crystal chandelier smaller than the ones 
downstairs, hung from the ceiling and gave the place an intimately 
provocative look. As Freddy led her on, Lynn couldn't help noticing the way 
his tight clothing clung almost obscenely to his slim, muscular back and 
hard, round buttocks. She had never seen a man dressed like that before, so 
openly erotic and unashamed of his body. Dimly she sensed a certain 
thrilling excitement at being near him, which she did not understand.


At the end of the hallway, Freddy opened a door and ushered Lynn inside. The 
room was decorated also in drapes and carpeting, only now it was a deep, 
rich purple color. Candles, suspended from the ceiling in large golden 
bowls, were the only light, yet they filled the room with a warm, flickering 
glow that Lynn liked immediately. There were one or two Louis XVI French 
chairs, a rack for clothing, a gilt screen; and in the center of the room 
stood a wide, low couch richly upholstered in purple satin.


"What a beautiful room", the awestruck young wife remarked.


"Yes, isn't it," Freddy replied. "We wanted this place to surpass all the 
other studios in the East."


Laura Lynn went over to the low couch and sat on it, enjoying the soft 
comfort it gave to her body. Then, glancing up, shy noticed that Freddy was 
staring at her, in an almost hypnotic way, with his full lips slightly 
parted; his dark eyes seemed to penetrate into her innermost thoughts.


"You're a beautiful woman, Mrs. Getz. It'll be a pleasure to have you as a 
customer," he said gently.


Lynn was somewhat flustered by his unexpected compliment, and she blushed; 
yet she was also delighted to have such a good-looking man shower her with 
such attention.


"Thank you...." she said modestly.


"Shall we begin?" he asked, his left eyebrow slightly arched.


"Yes ... I guess so," she answered in an uncertain voice.


"Why don't you take your clothes off," he said in an offhand manner. Lynn's 
eyes widened and a slight chill ran through her body. "I mean behind that 
screen," the muscular young masseur said, with a warm smile. "And don't be 
afraid of being in the nude with me. After all this is my business. Think of 
me as being your doctor. You may be a little shy at first, but that's a 
common reaction. You have nothing to worry about. Nothing at all. Now you 
undress. I have to slip out for a moment to get something, but I'll be right 
back. Okay?"


"Okay, Lynn replied, smiling for the first time.


"Good ... you seem more relaxed already. See you in a minute." And with 
that, Freddy slipped out the door.


Lynn rose from the couch and went behind the screen. Undressing slowly, she 
wondered what the massage would be like. She already liked very much what 
she had seen of the studio, and she felt comfortable with Freddy, despite 
only having just met him. It was an exciting adventure for the young wife, 
to be suddenly thrust into a new, thrilling world. She relished being away 
from the house and her cleaning chores. Humming happily, she slipped off her 
dress and hung it carefully on a hanger behind the screen. Then, with a 
slight trace of nervousness, she undid the hooks of her bra, freeing her 
ripe, firmly thrust breasts. The two shimmering, fleshy orbs tingled with 
excitement as they were exposed to the air. Then, Lynn slowly pulled down 
her tight white bikini panties. As the silky garment slid slowly down her 
sleek thighs and legs, Lynn realized for the first time that she would be 
totally naked in front of a perfect stranger. The only man who had ever seen 
her without clothes was her doctor and Todd. Yet Freddy's calming words came 
back to her, and she tried to relax.


After all, this is just a business to him, she thought, carefully folding 
her undergarments. It's foolish for me to be so shy about it.


Presently she heard the door open.


"I'm back," Freddy said. "Are you finished?"


"Yes ... yes," she answered timidly.


"Then come on out. Don't be afraid."


Hesitantly Lynn moved out from behind the screen, like a little girl, trying 
to hide her private parts with her hands as she did.


Freddy glanced up at her, seemingly in a casual way, and took in her 
sensually voluptuous body.


What a build, he thought hungrily, and those tits of hers are really 
something! Man, would I like to suck on those! Mmmmmm!


"I got some champagne," he said, holding up two full glasses of bubbly 
liquid. "Compliments of the Finger Delight Salon."


"Thank you," Lynn said, lingering near the screen.


"Well, come closer," he said quietly. "Have some."


He held a glass out to her, and Lynn moved to him and took it.


"You have a perfectly lovely body, Mrs. Getz."


"Thank you again," she said, blushing, but pleased at the compliment. She 
sipped slowly on the champagne, and as it coursed down her throat, she felt 
her body begin to relax. "Mmmmm. This is good."


"Yes, I like it myself," he replied, draining his glass and setting it 
aside. "When you're ready, just lie down on the couch, on your stomach."


"All right," Lynn said. She took another long sip, savoring the light, 
fruity flavor, then put the glass down and lay on the silky couch. When her 
body touched the sleek upholstery, a shiver of sensual pleasure rippled 
through her. She had never felt such luxurious delight as she let herself 
sink into the soft padding. The combination of the champagne and the smooth 
couch worked like magic on the tense housewife. She closed her eyes and 
seemed to be lying on a cloud, floating in space.


"This feels so nice," she said in a lazy voice.


"Good ... good," Freddy said. "Now just drift away while I work the tension 
out of those muscles."


The young masseur let his eyes rove lustily over Lynn's slim tapered back; 
the sight of her glistening pinkish-white buttocks made his long thick cock 
lurch hotly against the tight white material of his trousers. It wasn't 
often that his customers were so succulent and desirable, and he licked his 
lips with relish at the thought of what was to come. He poured himself some 
more champagne and took a deep swallow, feeling the liquid work through his 
body like a warm, mellow aphrodisiac. Then, placing the glass on the floor 
next to the wide couch, he knelt on the silky upholstery next to Lynn's 
nakedly vulnerable young body.


He began to massage her shoulders and neck with gentle, skillfull strokes; 
as he did, Lynn could almost immediately feel the tension drain out of her.


"That feels wonderful," she sighed, as Freddy stroked her back artfully. The 
combination of the champagne and the massage made her feel as if she was a 
princess in an enchanted world. She could scarcely believe the warm, 
pleasant sensations that enveloped her as Freddy kneaded her upper torso. 
She was convinced more than ever that she had made the right decision to 
come to the studio. A slightly wicked smile of delight crossed her lips as 
she realized that in a small way she was getting back at her husband for 
what she suspected was his own clandestine visits to the establishment.


I can have my secrets too, she thought darkly.


Freddy let his hands play lightly on the smooth, upturned ass cheeks. He 
gripped the pliant flesh like two soft melons, working the tight muscles 
expertly so that they seemed to melt under his nimble fingers. Inwardly he 
exulted, for it was times such as this that made his job with the Finger 
Delight Salon rewarding beyond his own expectations. In his earlier, less 
lucrative days, he had been a hustler, a male prostitute, a gigolo-anything 
that made his exotic good looks pay off without effort.


At first, when his old friend Reba Hollister suggested he run the new parlor 
he didn't like the idea. It seemed like too much work. But her financial 
offer was so enticing that he couldn't resist. She carefully trained him in 
the art of massage, and together they had devised the formula whereby the 
"massage" could lead to other things, including a tight contract that made 
sure they were well paid by their unsuspecting customers.


But the best part of the job, for Freddy, was the fact that since most 
massages eventually led to wild fucking, he had all the pussy he could 
handle. He lived for erotic excitement, and the Finger Delight Salon 
provided him with plenty of that. Particularly when his customers were so 
ravishing and desirable as the shy, demure young woman whose nakedly 
voluptuous body was now his to use as he pleased.


"Turn over now, Lynn," he cooed into her ear.


"Mmmmmmmm...." she sighed, as she languidly rolled over onto her back.


"Have a little more champagne ... the best is yet to come," he said.


Lynn picked up her glass and took a deep swallow of the effervescent wine; 
as it coursed down her throat, she felt completely at ease. Her mind seemed 
to be gliding in paradise, and her body tingled with warmth and vibrancy. 
She replaced the glass on the floor and lay back, sinking into the 
luxurious, silky comfort of the couch.


Freddy let his sure fingers play gently over her face, as she closed her 
eyes and seemed to drift into a dreamy state. Deftly he massaged her 
temples, her eyelids, and her cheeks; then slowly, he let his nimble hands 
slide down to the rosy, succulent mounds of her firm young breasts. Her skin 
was white as marble, save for her brownish areoles and rosy nipples. His own 
body was alive with an obscene excitement as he straddled her with his knees 
on either side of her hips.


Lynn, in her dreamy state, felt his fingers glide like feathers over her 
breasts; her skin tingled and her nipples quivered and hardened, the rubbery 
tips grew taut with pleasure as he rolled and kneaded them with his hands, 
charging her body with sensuality and warmth.


"Ooooohhhhh...." she found herself moaning involuntarily. Freddy's expertise 
was potent, working skillfully against Lynn's tension and innate 
resistances.


"Feels good, doesn't it," he whispered. "Feels so ooo nice. You deserve to 
feel nice, Laura ... you deserve everything...."


I do, Lynn thought languidly, I do ... I haven't felt this wonderful in 
months ... if Todd can do it, then so can I!


Freddy was caressing her hips and thighs, and then slowly, as his hands 
continued to massage her, he leaned down and nuzzled his face lightly into 
the soft, velvety planes of her stomach.


Lynn instantly tightened as he did this, and her eyes flew open in terror.


"Nooo ... no...." she murmured.


"That's all right, Mrs. Getz ... don't worry ... this is just part of the 
treatment ... you don't mind, do you? You feel so good ... I've never had 
such a wonderful body in my studio before ... please relax...."


His soft, soothing voice instantly calmed the anxious housewife. She was too 
pleasantly relaxed now to resist, and his voice and eyes seemed too 
hypnotize her, completely removing all doubts.


"Just lay back," he whispered, "and everything will be wonderful ... just 
drift and dream, Mrs. Getz ... float away...."


He began to flick his pink tongue lightly over her naked skin, sending 
shivers of delight through her. Unconsciously, she began to move her body, 
undulating slightly under Freddy's wetly darting tongue. Lynn was enveloped 
in the pleasurable sensations that washed over her; she had never 
experienced such thrills in her life, and she was too drowsy and delighted 
to resist. She submitted completely to his nimble tongue and hands, lost in 
a dreamy world like some ecstatic Alice in Wonderland ... so lost that she 
wasn't even aware of his mouth gradually moving lower and lower....


After all, she thought dimly, for all I know Todd has been seeing other 
women ... anything is possible ... and this massage feels so nice ... soooo 
nice! Why shouldn't I have a massage!


Freddy moved his mouth further down the stomach and lewdly explored the 
regions just above the warm, furry patch between her legs. He looked up 
expectantly at her-not sure if she would protest. When she moaned low in her 
throat, the young man grinned widely and licked his lips. Slowly, his tongue 
trailed over the soft, golden tendrils of pubic hair and slid closer and 
closer to the soft, little pink crevice that lay nestled in the succulent 
flesh up between her trembling thighs.


"Oooooooohhhhh...." Lynn mewled, her body quivering with unsuppressed 
excitement as the handsome masseur moved closer to her suddenly aching 
vaginal furrow. She made no resistance at all to his moves, for her entire 
being was radiant with thrilling warmth. To her it was completely unreal, a 
delightful fantasy that closed around her like a mist. She had never felt so 
happy in her entire life!


Suddenly Freddy darted his tongue into the wet, tender flesh of her pussy, 
and her entire nakedly aroused young body quivered with the electric shock 
of his oral instrument. He's actually licking my vagina. Why, I haven't even 
let Todd do that!


Yet rather than being horrified or ashamed she was ecstatic, for the wetly 
searing touch of his tongue on her wildly throbbing pussy was immensely 
pleasurable. She was enraptured by Freddy's brilliant seduction, overcome 
with excitement, unable and unwilling to resist.


The handsome masseur ran his tongue up and down the moistly trembling cuntal 
slit, probing with his magic tip deeper and deeper into the secret recesses 
of the hot cavern. He licked at the warmly perfumed outer lips, nibbling 
playfully at the silken strands lining them. Then he found the hardened tip 
of her erect little clitoris and began to probe and suck at it, pulling it 
artfully, sending excruciating ripples of forbidden delight through Lynn's 
sensually glowing body.


"Oooooohhhhh...." she groaned, overcome with a wild sense of excitement that 
she had never felt before; she began to twist her body and undulate her 
hips, unconsciously encouraging him further.


That's it, Freddy thought happily, she's hooked! Christ these uptight 
housewives are easy as rolling off a log! There shouldn't be any trouble 
from here on in.


Freddy's prediction proved to be more than true, for as Lynn felt the hot, 
wet pleasure of his masterful tonguing, she opened her legs wide to allow 
him easy entry, and pushed her ripely flared hips upwards so as to meet the 
hungry, probing instrument. Gone were all thoughts of shame and guilt, gone 
were any vestiges of the idea that she, a married woman, had no right to do 
such a thing! In her wildly exultant state, her legs now thrashing and 
quivering with delight, she felt as if she was getting full revenge for her 
husband's suspected philandering. She was consumed with a wicked sense of 
pleasure and erotic abandon, and now she gave herself completely to it.


Lewdly, she writhed and twisted beneath the madly licking tongue until she 
thought she would faint from the ecstatic joy that pulsated so hotly through 
her loins. Her wide-open cunt was now nakedly grinding up into Freddy's 
eager face, crushing his mouth cruelly against her slippery wetness, flaring 
open to devour his pleasure-giving tongue.


Freddy, throbbing with passion and perspiring slightly, licked greedily, 
savoring Lynn's increased delight. He was exultant that his seduction was 
successful beyond his wildest expectation. His massively erect penis pulsed 
with sensual pleasure, straining to be free of the tight confines of his 
trousers; but Freddy knew that he must wait until later for his own release, 
he must wait until a contract was signed and sealed. Then, he knew, anything 
goes! For the present, there was the enjoyable task of stimulating the 
wantonly kicking, writhing, groaning female beneath him, his prize for the 
day!


The shamelessly aroused young wife gasped and cried out with pleasure as 
Freddy stiffened his tongue and plunged it deep, deep into her hot, madly 
throbbing cunt, rotating it far up inside her. Her hips were oscillating in 
time to the wetly probing tongue, and little eddies of forbidden thrills 
raced through her threatening to suck her consciousness into a swirling 
maelstrom of sexual delirium.


"Oh God!" she cried out with delight as Freddy's tongue nibbled and darted 
in and out, occasionally flicking obscenely over the clitoris, then slipping 
back into the widening, eager cuntal sheath, "OOOOOOOOHHHHHHHH 
GGGGGOOOODDDD!"


The young wife was lost now, completely lost! She didn't care about anything 
now but increasing the vast, wonderful sense of ecstasy she felt.


Freddy began fucking his tongue deeply into the naked housewife's heatedly 
clasping young pussy, sucking and probing with consummate skill as Lynn 
began to moan steadily. Her ripe voluptuous body vibrated madly as 
incredible surges of excitement began to ripple through her like ocean 
waves, waves that were whipped to a frenzy by Freddy's long wet tongue 
whirling around in the velvet-like interior of her vagina. She could 
actually hear wet, sluicing sounds made by his tongue and it thrilled her 
even more! Pinwheels of color exploded behind her closed eyes! A new 
lightness was rising in her, like sparkling bubbles of champagne racing in 
her blood! With a sudden shock of exaltation, she realized she was going to 
have an orgasm!


The first orgasm of her entire life! She could scarcely believe the volcanic 
rushes of ecstasy that consumed her! She came closer, closer even closer to 
that magic moment so long denied her. Then ... she was there!


"AAAAAAAAGGGGGHHHHHH!" she cried from the very depths of her being, her body 
overwhelmed with flashes of ecstasy that shorted out her nervous system in a 
glorious shower of sparks. "I'm ... I'm ... cu ... ,cu ... cummmming! I'M 
CUUUUUMMMMMIINNNNGGGG!"


She heaved and thrashed like a raving madwoman under the hot, thick tongue 
fucking so furiously into her wetly pulsing vaginal slit. Hungry flames of 
pure wantonness engulfed her as her inflated cuntal walls dilated and 
shuddered issuing thick streams of warm orgasmic juices that cascaded over 
Freddy's wetly glistening face. She continued to moan and flail, utterly 
delighted, until finally, exhausted and deeply satiated for the first time 
in her life, she sank back on the couch, luxuriating in the golden glow that 
suffused her throughout.


Freddy sat next to her, triumphant in her knowledge that she was completely 
under his spell, and took another sip of champagne.


"I'm sorry," Freddy lied. "I ... I didn't mean to do that. But you are so 
beautiful. Forgive me, Lynn," he said, playing the role of innocent young 
man. "I've never done anything like that before. So ... please ... please 
say you'll forgive me."


"Oh yes," she replied weakly, all sense of morality and conscience swept 
away in her radiant state.


"Then, you'll come back again, won't you? I hope you will ... it could be so 
nice...."


"Yes...." she said softly, still floating on a cloud of delight, "Yes...."


"Good," he said, "I'm so glad. Let me get a contract for you to sign. It's 
just a formality."


"Whatever you say," she answered drowsily. "Whatever you say...."


CHAPTER FOUR


Todd sat in his office, waiting with curiosity for the arrival of Reba 
Hollister. He leaned back in his chair, smoking a cigarette, and glanced 
around the familiar beige walls of the room where he had worked for nearly 
five years. It was a small office, but large enough to include a good-size 
red leather couch where Todd would often catch an afternoon snooze after a 
heavy morning's work, and a couple of comfortable soft vinyl chairs. The 
wall opposite his desk included several citations and awards for journalism, 
framed and hung on either side of the entrance door. To his left and behind 
him were windows overlooking the Atlanta skyline, and the wall to his right 
contained front-cover photographs from several of GeorgiaTimes's more 
dramatic issues: the moon landing, a City Hall scandal, an issue devoted to 
drug abuse, and several others.


At precisely three o'clock, the receptionist rang his phone.


"There's a Miss Hollister to see you. Are you expecting her?" the girl 
inquired.


"Sure," Todd replied. "Send her right in here."


The young journalist hung up the phone and tried to imagine what the woman 
would look like. He supposed, since she was a businesswoman and on the basis 
of her voice, she'd probably be heavy-set and ugly, with sharp opinionated 
manner. Most career gals he'd run into seemed to be like that-tough, bitchy, 
and a little on the masculine side.


He rose and slipped off his jacket, so that he was clad only in his 
body-tapered white shirt with his yellow tie hanging loose, and slim, dark 
blue continental slacks. He smiled, looking forward to the confrontation he 
was sure would follow. He knew this Hollister woman was a crook, and he 
planned to enjoy beating her at her own little cat and mouse game.


As he sat back in his chair, there was a knock on the door.


"Come in," he called cheerfully.


The door swung wide, and for an instant, Todd's eyes bulged noticeably as he 
beheld the figure entering his office. Reba Hollister, in her late twenties, 
was a woman of stupendous visual impact. Tall, nearly five-foot-nine, she 
gave the immediate impression of being an Olympics swim star. Her face was 
dazzlingly beautiful, with high, aristocratic cheekbones and glowing skin, a 
perfect background for her emerald green eyes that glittered as if lit with 
an inner fire. Her long, straight nose gave a proud cast to her face, and 
her bright scarlet lips, extraordinarily full and exotic, were a creamy 
invitation to passionate kisses. She had raven-black hair that was pulled 
back severely to give her face an imperious, dynamic look. It fell behind 
her like a coiled, curling mane, shining in the light from the office 
fixtures.


"Mr. Getz? I'm Reba Hollister," she said in a low, throaty voice.


"Glad to meet you," Todd replied, as he rose somewhat unsteadily from his 
chair. The sight of the voluptuous creature had stunned him completely, and 
for one of the few times in his life, he was practically at a loss for 
words. She exuded a throbbing, magnetic vibration that was exceedingly 
powerful. Todd had expected nothing like this, and he was caught off guard.


"Uh ... sit down, won't you?" he continued, gesturing toward a wide chair 
that was placed on the other side of his desk.


"Thanks."


Despite himself, Todd's eyes roved over her lushly sensual body as she 
lowered herself, like liquid mercury, into the chair. She was dressed in a 
smartly tailored jacket of tight, electric-blue silk. Her wonderfully 
endowed breasts, pushed forward by the form-fitting bodice, looked like two 
ripe melons ready for picking. Todd could scarcely believe their size and 
succulent shape, so well revealed by the shimmering blue material, and he 
found himself wondering if she hadn't used some artful padding to increase 
her natural endowments. A matching mini-skirt clung enticingly to her 
fabulously rounded, well-fleshed hips. Sheer black stockings and 
spike-heeled patent-leather shoes completed the costume, except for 
glittering earrings and a necklace with stones that looked like sapphaires. 
She positioned herself in the chair with seductive grace, and when she 
crossed her legs, with a rustle of black nylon, the young reporter swore he 
could see almost to the shadowy "vee" up between her firm-fleshed thighs.


To his amazement, despite his determination to dislike the woman, he found 
himself immediately bewitched by her staggering build and strange, 
compelling beauty. Keep hold of yourself, man, he commanded inwardly. 
Remember, this broad is nothing but a cheap racketeer, no matter how sexy 
she is!


The stern warnings from his conscience, however, did nothing to diminish the 
rapidly growing excitement her presence created in him. He could feel his 
skin growing warmer, and his genitals began pulsing softly, like a muted 
jungle drum.


"I've been very eager to meet you," Reba Hollister said melodiously, opening 
her small handbag and withdrawing a silver cigarette case. "And I must say, 
I never expected you to be so good-looking."


She smiled slightly, looking at him demurely as she withdrew a long 
paste-colored cigarette from the case. Todd fumbled through his pocket to 
find a match, feeling a little like an awkward schoolboy, and moved forward 
to light it. Reba leaned in to catch the flam, and as she did, their eyes 
met. A jolt of sensual electricity reached through his body as he gazed into 
her gleaming green eyes. Like bottomless pools of swirling light, they were 
almost hypnotic, and it was all he could do to pull himself back to his own 
chair.


"Thanks," he replied, hoping he sounded casual and assured. "You're not bad 
in the looks department yourself."


"You're sweet," she replied, taking a deep, languorous puff on her 
cigarette.


There was a long silence in the room, and the svelte female once again 
stared curiously at Todd, the faintest trace of a smile on her lips. The 
handsome young journalist struggled to maintain his composure, although he 
was more and more achingly aware of the rigid hardness of his cock straining 
against the tight material of his pants.


"Well, Miss Hollister, what is it you want to see me about?" he finally 
asked almost brusquely in an effort to hide his uncertainty.


"You know why I'm here, Mr. Getz, so let's not play any games with each 
other."


"I'm not aware of any games," he replied, parrying her thrust with ease as 
he suddenly felt like a reporter-editor again.


Reba leaned back in her chair comfortably, her keen mind rapidly sizing up 
her attractive adversary. She was pleased that he was so handsome and 
obviously muscular. Even his business clothes couldn't conceal a strong, 
rugged masculinity that appealed to her a great deal. She was sure he knew 
the real story behind the Finger Delight Salons, and she was determined to 
dissuade him from publishing the expose. At first she had thought it would 
be easy, but it had almost at once become apparent that the brusque, 
reddish-haired man sitting opposite her was no fool; she was going to have 
to use every weapon in her well-stocked arsenal if her mission was going to 
be successful.


"Do you mind if I take off my jacket?" she inquired. "It's a little warm in 
here."


"Sure," Todd replied, trying not to appear eager to see what the removal of 
the outer garment would reveal.


She rose gracefully, almost lazily, from the chair, unbuttoned the silk 
jacket, and slowly let it fall from her shoulders and arms. Todd nearly 
gasped, as he saw that beneath it, she was wearing the sheerest blouse he 
had ever seen! The thin silvery material was molded to her ripely upthrust 
breasts like gossamer; with a shock, Todd realized she was wearing no 
brassiere, for beneath the revealing blouse, he could clearly see two 
berry-like little nipples that stood out like quivering buds against her 
jutting breasts. His immediate impulse was to reach out and fondle the 
enormous, fleshy globes. With great effort, however, he restrained himself, 
and Reba, after allowing the full impact of her charms to register, 
carefully folded the jacket and placed it across the arm of her chair.


"That feels more comfortable," she said.


Todd could scarcely believe the woman's brazenness in wearing a blouse so 
sheer that it left her practically naked from the waist up. But he had to 
admit that she was the sexiest, most desirable woman he had ever seen; and 
his body was responding to her sleek and daring eroticism like a throbbing 
machine, growing hotter by the minute. His long hard penis was as stiff as a 
leather truncheon, and it ached for release.


Stay cool, man, he reminded himself strongly. You're a married man! This 
chick is pure dynamite, and if you're not careful, you'll not only blow the 
story wide open, but your marriage as well! His attractive visitor had 
reseated herself in her chair, and Todd decided to get back to the matter at 
hand.


"Why don't you tell me why you're here, Miss Hollister?" he addressed her 
coolly.


"Call me Reba, won't you?" she said, evading the question and smiling 
sweetly, revealing a set of perfect pearl-white teeth.


"Okay ... Reba ... but let's stop beating around the bush. You're here for a 
reason, and I want to know what it is."


"All right." Her voice was sharper and more direct than before. "I'll tell 
you. As you know, I have reason to believe that you've been working on a 
story that deals with the Finger Delight Salon. Mr. Getz, I don't know what 
you've heard about us, but I want you to know that we run a strictly 
legitimate operation. However, there are people with highly active 
imaginations who might have led you to believe otherwise."


Todd smiled slightly, remembering the reapes and the reams of sworn 
testimonials from customers of the massage parlor that he had in his desk 
drawer.


"You're telling me that nothing goes on in those studios except a good 
massage, right?" he asked, his composure now fully restored.


"That's right," Reba replied confidently. "And if you don't believe me, why 
don't you come with me right now to one of our studios and inspect it 
yourself? I think you'll find everything to your satisfaction, and strictly 
above board."


Todd raised one eyebrow, and looked intently at the stunning brunette, as he 
leaned forward.


"What you're really saying is that you'll give me a nice whitewashed tour 
through one of your parlors with everybody warned in advance to stay cool, 
isn't that it? Well, thanks anyway, Reba," he continued, without waiting for 
her reply, "but I'll handle this story in my own way, without some fast snow 
job included."


"I mean nothing of the sort," she replied innocently. "Look. We exist to 
provide a service for our customers, a warm and elegant setting where they 
can relax and forget their troubles for a while. Now if there's anything 
wrong with that, I'd like to know what it is!"


"Oh, there's nothing wrong with that ... provided your 'services' don't 
include extras ... like a little sexual relief!"


The massage parlor executive's eyes grew wide with surprise, and then she 
suddenly threw back her head and laughed uproariously.


"Oh, Mr. Getz! Is that what you think goes on in our studios?"


"I don't think anything," he replied, overlooking her hilarity. "That's not 
my job. I'm interested only in the facts ... proven facts."


"Oh?" she remarked, her face growing somewhat taut. "And do you have proof?"


"I might, baby. I just might," he replied.


"Then, you've been deceived," the brunette declared fiercely. "You've been 
fed a pack of lies. Is this proof firsthand? Have you been to our studios 
yourself? Or would you rather work on hearsay?"


Todd knew that she had him there; he had not yet done any personal 
undercover work, and without that, his story really wasn't worth much.


"No, I haven't," he said, after a short pause, and he could see that she 
relaxed somewhat at his answer.


"Without firsthand information, Mr. Getz, your story isn't anything more 
than libel; and believe me, we're ready to sue this magazine for every penny 
we can get if you print anything libelous. There's a lot of money at stake 
here. We've worked hard to make the Finger Delight Salon a place of comfort 
and convenience, serving the real needs of the community."


"Do you expect me to believe that?" Todd interjected.


"I don't expect you to believe anything except what you see with your own 
eyes. Anything else is pure speculation ... and, frankly, all you're doing 
is speculating!"


The young journalist knew that what she was saying was somewhat true. No 
matter how many tapes or statements he had, he knew he couldn't expect to 
release a story of this magnitude without seeing for himself. As though she 
could feel him wavering, Reba continued to use her powers of persuasion.


"I'm here to represent the executive board of the franchise," she went on, 
"and to convince you that what we do is strictly on the up and up. I don't 
know what you've heard from others, but I do know that there are a lot of 
lonely unhappy people in the world who will do anything to get their names 
in the papers."


"That's certainly true," Todd agreed non-committedly.


"Mr. Getz, you strike me as being a very intelligent man, as well as a very 
attractive one," the voluptuous brunette continued, smiling a little. "Won't 
you let me show you one of our studios, the one in Buckhead Shopping Center, 
for example, so you can see for yourself? Then, if you still want to see 
more ... without me ... even somewhere else, you're perfectly free to do so. 
All we want is a fair chance to prove ourselves to you."


Despite his conviction that the massage chain was a swindle, Todd felt his 
absolute certainty was shaken a little. The combination of Reba's cool logic 
with her spectacular face and body was slowly wearing down his resistance. 
Perhaps he had been wrong, perhaps the tape he had received had come about 
simply because Finger Delight Salon had one over-zealous employee who would 
do anything to make a commission sale. Perhaps the voluptuous woman seated 
across from him was telling the truth.


"By the way," she asked suddenly, "have you ever had a massage?"


Todd smiled, and, much to his discomfort, blushed slightly.


"Well," he replied, "to tell you the truth, I haven't, not a professional 
one, anyway."


"No? Then you really must let me take you to our studios and give you one of 
the luxury treatments. Believe me, it's designed purely to relax the muscles 
and restore the body to its natural, balanced state. For example, your 
shoulders look a little tense ... Have you been under a lot of strain 
lately?"


"A little," he replied evasively.


"Are you married?" she asked unexpectedly.


The way the woman was staring so knowledgeably made him strangely 
uncomfortable. It was as though she had sensed the difficulties he and Lynn 
were having, and knew every detail of his trouble-filled private life. A 
light film of perspiration broke out on his forehead, but his brain reeled 
with confusion.


"Yes ... I am married...." he replied somewhat hesitantly. "Why do you ask?"


"Nothing personal," she replied, sensing his embarrassment. "But we find a 
lot of our customers are married men who want to relax from their business 
tensions, so that they can go home to their wives feeling refreshed and 
eager to give them a little attention. That's all."


Todd had to admit that there was something to be said for her point of view. 
Many times he arrived home from work so tense and frustrated from pressures 
at the office that he was short-tempered and edgy with Lynn.


"That makes sense," he replied agreeably. "If that's all you're doing, 
you'll have no trouble with me."


"Good," she said warmly. "Then we have nothing to fear. And in that case, 
Mr. Getz, perhaps we can be friends instead of enemies. Could we?" she 
cocked her head to one side and smiled.


"Perhaps," he answered cautiously. "But only after I see for myself what's 
going on." Then, without knowing why, he added, "Incidentally, you might as 
well call me Todd."


"Todd ... what a nice name ... in fact, it's always been one of my 
favorites," she breathed the words, then closed her eyes and smiled faintly.


Todd's initial distrust and contempt were melting away almost without his 
being aware of it, and he was surprised to realize that he and Reba were 
speaking warmly, as though they were old acquaintances. She not only was a 
sexy looking female, but smart as hell and good company besides.


"Reba's an ... unusual name," he began, after a short silence.


"It means life," she replied. "And I feel that accurately sums up my 
feelings about the massage business. We restore life to weary bodies. Would 
you like a little sample?"


"Sample?" Todd's body stiffened suspiciously. "What do you mean?"


"I mean why don't you let me massage those shoulders for you? I guarantee 
you it'll make the rest of your day much more enjoyable."


The journalist's breath quickened as she spoke, and his already aroused 
penis began to throb madly against his thigh. Christ, what's wrong with me, 
he thought angrily. A gorgeous broad wants to massage my shoulders, and I 
act like a teenage virginal boy being propositioned by a whore! she's right. 
I do need to relax!


"Sure, why not?" he finally answered, forcing back his tension and distrust.


Reba rose from her chair and moved sensuously around the desk.


"Lean back in your chair," she said soothingly, positioning herself behind 
him, "and just close your eyes and relax. Let me do the work."


As he followed her instructions, Todd could sense her powerful female 
presence behind him. The flowery fragrance of her perfume drifted into his 
nostrils and worked like an aphrodisiac on his brain. With long, tapering 
fingers, Reba slowly massaged his neck muscles. Her gentle rubbing motions 
brought an immediate release of tension, as the tightness melted away.


"Oooooooohhhh," he sighed, "That's good...."


"I'm glad." Her voice was soft and relaxing, as her hands moved down to 
knead his shoulders with tender, somewhat provocative strokes. "You are 
tense, too tense...." she noted aloud as though she were a physician.


"I guess I am," he said softly, beginning to feel dreamy and only 
semi-conscious under Reba's soothing touch. "But I feel a lot better now."


"I'm glad to hear it," she replied easily, without losing the easy rhythm of 
the massage. Despite the fact that she was on an important mission, she was 
also beginning to enjoy her task. Todd's muscles were enticingly hard 
beneath his white shirt, and she found herself wondering what he looked like 
naked. In fact, she was inwardly delighted that the target of her charms was 
such a desirable specimen of masculinity.


I think I'm going to like this a lot, she thought with a sudden growth of 
excitement as she moved her hands over his upper back. Quite a lot!


Teasingly, she let her fingers glide upwards until they tangled themselves 
in the bright, curly hair that set off his handsome face so beautifully. 
Glancing over his shoulder, she could see the mound of his genitals, thick, 
virile, and hard inside his trousers. He's all man, she thought 
appraisingly, and the more he proved a challenge to her wiles, the more she 
wanted him, and looked forward to fucking him. Todd's excitedly pulsating 
cock gave a heated lurch as she slid her hands smoothly over his shoulders 
and down onto his chest. Good, she mused lewdly. Good ... he's set up now 
and nearly ready for the kill.


Her fingers flicked lightly between the buttons of his shirt, touching his 
naked skin. As Todd felt her warm, gentle caress on his rippling flesh, he 
gave a slight start. The thought crossed his mind that perhaps the massage 
was becoming more blatantly sensual ... maybe she was leading up to a wild 
screwing. At this lurid thought, a wave of guilt shivered through him; the 
face of his vulnerable young wife flashed in his mind's eye like a harsh 
warning.


"I ... I feel fine now," he stammered, trying to end the massage before he 
lost control of himself. The skillful masseuse was affecting him more 
strongly than he wanted to admit.


"I hate to stop," Reba replied, a calculated catch in her voice. "You have 
such nice shoulders ... so muscular ... I'll bet you're really something 
else without clothes on."


Overriding his objections, she gently pulled his head back so that his neck 
rested directly between her own nearly naked, rapidly heaving breasts. A 
luxuriant wave of warm excitement surged through his body at the touch of 
her softly seductive flesh against his temples.


Desperately he fought down the impulse to reach up and grab her. He was 
almost overcome by the extraordinary pleasure that washed over him in ever 
intensifying waves. His massively enlarged cock was red hot, and his balls 
were swollen and throbbing with mounting desire.


"I'm truly enjoying this," the statuesque brunette cooed, as she slowly 
massaged his temples. "In fact ... it's even getting me kind of excited ... 
even though we're trained not to let that happen in this business. It 
sometimes happens." she shrugged, then continued, "But ... you're such an 
attractive man. Oh, forgive me for saying it, it's really very 
unprofessional of me ... but if you weren't married ... and so suspicious of 
my motives ... I'd be tempted to make a play for you ... even if it would 
get me fired if the high brass at Finger Delight Salon heard about it."


"Yes?" Todd replied, his voice shaking a little, despite his determination 
to control his mounting excitement.


"You bet," Reba purred softly, stroking his face and neck. "It would be so 
nice to have your beautiful naked body pressed against mine. But I really 
mustn't say such things," she reproved herself with affected sincerity. 
"You'll only think our establishment is as corrupt as you supposed."


Todd's brain seethed with stormy thoughts. Part of him violently distrusted 
her motives and resisted her lewd suggestions. But another side of him, a 
darker, more primitive aspect, screamed at him to throw aside reason and 
restraint and plunge his swollen, lust-enlarged cock into her hot little 
pussy. I want to fuck her, he realized in a flash of self-awareness. I want 
to fuck the hell out of her!!!


"Of course," Reba continued, her voice low and velvety, "there's nothing 
wrong with a little fling after work someday, if you're in the mood. I mean 
... no one has to know about it ... after all, we're two consenting 
adults...."


The young reporter was half mad with desire, and her tantalizing suggestion 
was all the urging he needed. With a deep, savage groan he rose suddenly, 
flung aside the desk chair, and grabbed the tall, softly voluptuous brunette 
in his arms, passionately crushing her lush warm body against his own. They 
kissed harshly, cruelly, and Reba opened her mouth fully, delighted that he 
had at last made his move. She pressed her wet tongue deeply into his mouth, 
driving him wild with desire. Fiercely, he forced her tongue back with his 
own, so that his hungry oral spear could explore the interior of her moist 
warmness.


Quickly, Reba dropped her hand down and roved between Todd's legs, where she 
found the massive outlines of his thick, stiff cock. Skillfully, she began 
to massage it, so that the long shaft and thick, bulbous head strained 
furiously against the fabric of his trousers.


Groaning deeply, Todd slipped his own hand up inside the sheer blouse she 
wore, resting it on one of her sleekly ripe breasts. It was so large that 
his hand could not contain it completely. He felt a warm thrill of forbidden 
pleasure as he massaged her soft warm flesh. They broke their long kiss, 
enabling the journalist to slip his other hand into her blouse and knead 
both firmly full breasts with relish.


"Mmmmmmm...." Reba moaned, as he pressed the rosy pointed buds of her 
nipples, making them quiver and grow taut, "nice!"


Deftly, the voluptuous masseuse unzipped his trousers and reached in boldly 
to grasp his lust-bloated, eager penis. With trembling fingers, she withdrew 
its heatedly throbbing length and expertly eased back the protective 
foreskin, exposing the pinkish head. Her fingers stroked its massive column 
lightly and teasingly, sending shivers of hot excitement rippling through 
Todd's body.


"Ooooohhhh," he groaned, "that feels good!"


With equal adeptness, he slipped his hand under her short, tight miniskirt 
and wormed his outstretched middle finger into the tight elastic leg band of 
her pants. Her pubic hair was moist and furry, and his extended finger, 
moving almost as if it had eyes of its own, quickly found the warm fleshy 
slit nestled within the curling strands. He began finger-fucking up and down 
the entire length of the moistly heated furrow, from the quivering little 
bud of her hardened clitoris to the soft, buttery entrance of her cuntal 
passage. As she groaned wildly in a fiery eagerness and ground her loins 
against his hand, he slipped two fingers into the creamy orifice, gently 
stretching the muscles, moving deeper and deeper with lurid, insinuating 
strokes. He was elated that she didn't resist him, and his frigid wife 
certainly would have. Instead, the statuesque brunette relished his every 
sexual advance, and as his fingers found their way deeper and deeper into 
her wetly clasping pussy, she began violently pumping her pelvis back and 
forth, forcing his thick fingers even farther up into her obscenely eager 
cunt.


"What a man you are!" she crooned, clinging tightly to his neck with one 
hand, while the other continued its wildly erotic stroking of his cock. "You 
turn me on more than anyone I've ever met! I want you to fuck me! From the 
minute I walked in here, I've wanted you to fuck me!"


Her explicit language added fuel to the fire of Todd's smoldering animal 
lust. All sense of morality and guilt were swept aside in the savage drive 
that pervaded every part of him. With a bestial groan, he suddenly pulled 
his fingers from the hot, fleshy depths of her cuntal sheath. His cock was 
tightly locked in her powerful hand and, to show her disappointment, she 
began to jerk it madly up and down, yet so expertly that Todd thought he 
would cum right then and there! He pulled away slightly, to cool himself 
down.


"I'm going to lock the door," he said, his voice throaty with lust. "And 
then I'm going to ram my prick into that juicy cunt of yours so hard you 
won't know what hit you!"


"Do it, lover," Reba replied, her eyes glazed with obvious desire. "Oh, 
Jesus ... please ... do it now!"


Swiftly, Todd locked the door, closed the blinds, and took the phone off the 
hook. When he turned back to Reba, he was amazed to see that she had used 
the time to strip herself naked, except for the black lace garter belt and 
sheer black stockings that rose up high on her lushly firm thighs, and the 
patent-leather spiked heels. She had unfastened her hair so that it hung 
down freely in black, glistening waves around her face, now a mask of torrid 
desire. Spreading her legs wide, she lay back seductively on the couch, 
deliberately exposing her naked, wetly glistening pussy to his hungry gaze. 
Even as he watched, Reba's tapering fingers reached down provocatively and 
parted the folds of moistly succulent flesh, revealing the bright pink 
channel that led up and in from her vaginal lips.


"Fuck me, Todd!" she groaned, almost incoherent in her hot need of him. 
"Shove your long beautiful cock right up into me! Now! NOW!"


Within seconds, Todd had stripped his clothes off and nakedly joined her on 
the couch. Reba lay back obscenely, trembling with eagerness and ready to be 
fucked. Hungrily, he threw himself on her tawny, golden body. His voracious 
mouth locked on the warm ripeness of her breasts and began to suck greedily, 
while his hands feverishly explored the entire length of her lush, sensually 
fleshed frame. That she was still scantily clad in the black garter belt 
over black nylon stockings and high heels only increased his demon drive. He 
had never been so heatedly aroused in his entire life, and he felt as though 
he would never be able to get enough of her.


Delighted that she had accomplished the first stage of her mission, Reba 
eagerly slid her warm hands over the young journalist's broad muscular 
frame, savoring the hot, powerfully quivering muscles of his back and 
buttocks. But her own excitement had reached an excruciating intensity, and 
she groaned in hunger, aching to feel his hotly pulsating shaft buried to 
the hilt inside her.


"Come into me now," she begged. "Slip your prick inside my cunt!"


Todd needed no encouragement. At once, he positioned his long throbbing tool 
at the entrance to her impatiently waiting femaledom, then eased it slowly 
into the moistly inviting folds of her pussy.


"Oooooooohhhhh!" Reba moaned in ecstasy. "It's so big and hard! You feel soo 
goooddd!"


He pushed himself deeply into her, until the lust-swollen tip of his 
cock-head brushed against her spongy cervix. Arching perfectly over the 
passionately heaving amazon, he began to fuck her slowly with long, 
tantalizing strokes. With increasing intensity and speed, his rock-hard 
penis scraped thrillingly against the wet, expanding walls of her pussy, in 
and out ... in and out.


Reba moved her pelvis in perfect rhythm with him, her vaginal walls clasping 
hungrily at his pumping pole of tempered flesh. To take him as deeply as 
possible, she shifted her hips upward, spread her wantonly trembling thighs 
even further apart, and wrapped her nylon-encased legs around his waist, so 
that the sharp heels of her pumps rested against his hard, pumping buttocks. 
The cold, almost painful feeling of spike high heels against his ass excited 
Todd even further.


He knew that what they were doing was not only immoral, but foolish, 
considering how closely Reba was connected with his upcoming expose, but he 
didn't care! He had held back for so long with his timid, troubled wife ... 
had been forced to keep a firm hold on his wilder, deeper sexual urges. But 
no longer! With this raven-haired, green-eyed goddess, fucking him 
practically at high noon on the couch in his office, obscenely thrashing and 
writhing beneath him, he felt free to indulge himself to a torrid, ecstatic 
excess. He drove himself into her like a demon, slamming his heatedly 
pulsating cock against her wet, welcoming flesh with titanic force.


"Oh baby, I'm going to fuck you!" he growled savagely. "FUCK YOU!!!!"


"Yeesssss!" Reba groaned in reply, her eyes rolling wildly in her head as 
her nails dug painfully into the naked flesh of his shoulders. 
"YYEESSSSSSS!!!"


Todd's body was sleek with sweat now, and his every muscle felt alive as he 
moved against her with strength and precision. He could hear his balls 
slapping against the moistened anal crack as he rammed into her. Nothing 
mattered to him now! Not Lynn! Not the job! Not the story! NOTHING! Only 
fucking the hell out of the luscious woman twisting and squirming beneath 
him on the leather of his office couch, fucking her hotly milking pussy 
until they both reached an explosive climax. He pumped his hips violently, 
and his long hard cock drove into her tender moistness with the force of a 
jackhammer.


Reba's face contorted into a grimace of pain under his merciless thrusts, 
but her nakedly voluptuous body didn't cease its eager undulation. Todd's 
thick muscular shaft tore into her cunt with hard, painful strokes, making 
her pussy walls ripple in protest, but she loved it!


"AAANNNNGGGHHHH!" he snarled, savoring the conquered, submissive look in her 
formerly cool, impassive eyes. The spiked points of her high heels dug into 
the muscular flesh of his buttocks, encouraging him to fuck her even harder, 
and she raked the bud-like nipples of his chest with her fingernails so 
fiercely that he thought he would explode.


His hot, impatiently churning cum was beginning to surge and gather, filling 
his sperm-bloated hair sac of balls when he redoubled his intensity.


Reba sensed the change in him, and at the same time, felt herself jolted by 
her own unexpected, explosive bursts of passion. Her cuntal walls quaked 
furiously as her own climax drew nearer and nearer.


"I ... I'm ... cu ... cumming...." she mewled. "OH CHRIST, I'M 
CUMMMMIINNNGG!!!"


Todd, too, was at the bursting point! He suddenly arched his body as if 
jolted with a thousand volts of electricity, and his madly jerking cock 
exploded with a gush of scalding cum!


"AAAANNNNGGGHHH! OH FUCK OH FUCK!" he cried out, as rivers of white jism 
pumped into her wildly thrashing, spasm-seized cunt.


Reba's own cuntal juices flowed like steaming vapor as she felt her 
convulsing vaginal cavern fill with the warm wetness of Todd's hot sperm. 
Her wantonly writhing body was rocked by tremors as the earthquake force of 
orgasm consumed her. White starbursts of ecstasy exploded behind her lowered 
lids as Todd's load of warm sticky male essence shot deeply into her 
gratefully receiving cunt.


"Aaaaaaaaaahhhh," Todd moaned, as he felt his passion begin to ebb after 
what seemed like hours. "Oooooooohhhh...."


Reba also felt the flow of her female juices slowly diminish as her 
turbulent orgasm reached its natural completion. Languid and relaxed, she 
leaned back sensuously as Todd eased his rapidly deflating cock out of her 
still-twitching vaginal sheath and sat down next to her on the couch.


"Christ, that was really something," he murmured, feeling more content than 
he had in days.


"I'm glad," Reba remarked, sighing deeply and running her fingers lightly 
through his hair. "You're quite a man, Todd."


He turned to her and grinned.


"You're quite a woman," he replied.


The statuesque brunette smiled lazily, then closed her eyes as if resting. 
You haven't seen the half of it, my friend, she thought wickedly to herself, 
Not by a long shot!


CHAPTER FIVE


When Lynn left the massage studio after having signed her name to a 
contract, she was still in a dreamy haze from Freddy's expert oral 
seduction; he had not only broken through years of sexual anxiety but had 
also thoroughly captivated the innocent young housewife. She could scarcely 
keep her mind on driving as she raced through the suburban streets toward 
her home; her body still felt light and hot from the sensual tonguing and 
her mind was giddy, filled with romantic images. She had never been so 
thrilled in her life, and the afterglow was so wonderful that she thought it 
would last forever.


However, when she pulled into the driveway the happy dream began to fade; 
the sight of her familiar house jolted the beautiful young wife back to 
reality and a tremor of cold fear rushed through her.


Oh! What have I done? she thought in a sudden panic. My God! I'm a married 
woman ... it's sinful for me to have allowed myself to be seduced by a 
perfect stranger! I've been unfaithful to Todd!


She turned off the ignition and wondered fearfully what the implications of 
her actions would be. For all she knew, her marriage might fall apart 
completely, and deep inside she knew she didn't want that. She loved Todd 
despite everything, and the last thing in the world she wanted was to hurt 
him; yet, still, there were those unexplained latenesses that drove her mad 
with loneliness and his mysterious, silent involvement with the massage 
parlor. She had visited the studio impulsively this afternoon out of 
jealousy for what she thought was her husband's clandestine life away from 
her. But she was thoroughly confused now, and a little frightened. Did Todd 
have a female in the massage parlor who did the same thing that Freddy had 
done to her...? The thought bewildered her even more.


Glancing at her watch, she noticed that it was nearly five o'clock; she 
realized Todd would be home soon, and she hadn't even thought about supper. 
She pulled herself together quickly, left the car and walked into the house; 
then she took two frozen TV dinners out of the freezer in the kitchen and 
slipped them into the oven.


I'll explain that I had to visit a girl friend, she decided, knowing that 
her husband would object to the skimpy supper. I'll tell him we were 
gossiping and I forgot about the time. Besides, maybe he'll be home late 
again himself. So why should I get upset?


As she went upstairs to the bedroom and changed into a bright yellow dress, 
her mind raced back and forth between vibrant, exciting memories of her 
erotic afternoon with Freddy and stinging flashes of shame and guilt over 
her wanton infidelity. Her disturbed conscience was heatedly insisting that 
she never return to the luxurious massage studio, yet another deeper 
instinct reveled in the memory of the ecstatic animal passion she had 
experienced. She wanted to repeat the wonderful, billowing climax, to be 
transported again into the lurid realms of pure erotic sensation that had 
overwhelmed her. Try as she might, she could not reconcile the split in her 
attitude, and as the evening progressed, she became more and more deeply 
disturbed.


At a quarter to six she went downstairs to take the dinners out of the oven; 
Todd still hadn't arrived home yet and Lynn's mind seethed inwardly at his 
inconsiderate behavior.


He hasn't called again! she thought bitterly, Maybe he's out having a little 
fling ... cheating on me!


Her face grew taut with suspicion as her tormented mind conjured up jealous, 
vivid images of her husband's supposed infidelity. It was at that moment she 
heard Todd's car pull in front of the house, and she hastily decided to act 
as if nothing at all had happened; that way she could give herself more time 
to think about what was going on without unnecessary quarrels or anxiety. 
Going quickly to a mirror, she primped her hair and managed a pert, pretty 
smile as her handsome husband entered through the front door.


"I'm home, honey," he yelled as he entered, sounding a trifle uncertain 
about his reception.


"Good," she called out cheerfully, "dinner's all ready." The events of this 
afternoon had overshadowed her anguish of last night's brutal rape, and-for 
the moment-the young wife decided to act as if nothing had happened.


Todd strode into the kitchen, masking his own guilt with a smile as bright 
and convincing as Lynn's.


"Sorry I'm late," he said, "But I had an unexpected conference."


"That's all right," she replied, "I was a little late myself. So all I could 
get together was a TV dinner."


"That's fine," he replied airily. "It'll be a nice change."


Lynn noted with surprise that usually he reacted angrily to TV dinners; why 
tonight, she wondered, did he accept it without question? Were her fears 
justified? Was he cheating on her?


"Why don't you take off your jacket and go upstairs and wash up?" she 
suggested.


"Sure," he said, slipping off his sport jacket. "I'll be down in a minute." 
He kissed her lightly on the cheek and walked out of the room.


Immediately suspicious, Lynn went to the jacket that he had placed over the 
back of a kitchen chair and inspected it. She nearly cried out in shock when 
she detected the scent of a heavy, female perfume on the garment.


So! He is seeing another woman, she thought icily. I was right from the very 
beginning! Well, if that's the way he wants it, that's all right with me! 
She recalled Freddy and the sensuous way his wet wonderful tongue had wormed 
itself deeply into her vaginal sheath. I have a little secret of my own now!


With a strange smile she replaced the coat and busied herself with the task 
of setting the table.


Upstairs in the bedroom, Todd was still reeling from his incredible coupling 
with Reba Hollister. The voluptuous beauty had turned him on the way no 
woman had ever done before, and he was pleased to think that he had had the 
same potent effect on her. He felt like a man, a virile, powerful man and he 
liked it.


It's been a long time, he thought to himself, too damn long! If I can't get 
what I need from my wife then I can't see anything wrong with fucking 
someone else! Why not?


Yet, despite his assured manner, nagging doubts still plagued him concerning 
his demure spouse. He certainly didn't want to make her unhappy, but there 
seemed no way of breaking through her frigidity. The best thing, he decided 
finally was to remain silent as if nothing at all was wrong. It might not 
have been the ideal solution, but at the moment, in view of how he felt 
after his explosive release, it would just have to do.


He went upstairs to the kitchen, whistling with deceptive cheerfulness, and 
sat across from his wife in the familiar dining nook. They ate in silence, 
each wrapped up in the lurid events of the day, yet neither betrayed to the 
other what they were thinking.


Finally as they sipped their after-dinner coffee, Lynn ventured a remark.


"I ... I'm feeling a little tired tonight, Todd," she said. "If you don't 
mind I thought I'd go to bed early. I have so much to do tomorrow...."


"Sure," her husband replied, "I think I'll just watch TV for a while and 
then I'll sack out myself."


So, Lynn mused darkly, he doesn't care what I do tonight. I was right!


To Todd, his young wife's early bedtime was just her usual retreat from him, 
and it confirmed his decision to continue his new secret relationship with 
Reba.


"Have a nice sleep," he remarked pleasantly as she rose to go upstairs.


"Thanks," she said, managing her prettiest smile. "You enjoy your 
television."


"I will," he said.


Slowly, she made her way upstairs, her mind fastened on Freddy's slim, 
muscular young body and sensual face.


In the kitchen Todd lit a cigarette, and his thick, fleshy cock began 
stirring in his pants at the memory of Reba's beautifully pointed breasts; 
those creamy and succulent orbs-so wonderfully big-had driven him wild with 
lust.


Tomorrow, he thought lewdly, tomorrow I'll screw that hot little bitch 
again!


Unconsciously, he reached down and began to rub his pulsing genitals.


* * *


The next morning, shortly after Todd had left for work, Lynn dressed for her 
second visit to the Finger Delight Salon. She had chosen a tight, short 
black skirt that emphasized the lush curves of her hips and a clinging 
jersey blouse of bright pink that made her full, sloping breasts thrust 
seductively outward. She wanted to have her clothes match her mood, for she 
already anticipated her second "massage" with great excitement. She had 
showered and perfumed her body, eager and willing to know again the 
shimmering thrills she had experienced yesterday. All morning she'd been 
unable to get the erotic young masseur out of her mind, and her hands 
fumbled nervously as she zipped up the skirt and prepared to leave.


At about eleven o'clock, she was in front of the elegant studio, and forcing 
back any last minute doubts, she walked inside.


Freddy was waiting for her in the reception room. He too had been eager to 
see the young woman again and had dressed in his tightest form-fitting 
velvet pants. He was nude from the waist up and barefoot. Now that the 
contract was signed, he knew he was free to use Lynn in any way he wanted; 
after doing all the work at yesterday's session he had decided that this 
time he was going to have his own orgasm in a way more satisfying to his 
lascivious tastes. He licked his lips hungrily as he saw the curvaceous, 
unsuspecting wife enter. Seeing her delectable body clad in garments vastly 
more revealing than the dress she had worn the previous day was an 
unmistakable sign that she was completely his to command ... and that she 
was more than willing to continue what had started the day before.


Good, he thought devilishly, that'll make it easier to get her hot! Then ... 
well, who knows how jar I can go?


"Well, good morning, Mrs. Getz," the amoral young man remarked as Lynn 
entered. "How are you feeling today?"


"Wonderful," Lynn replied warmly, "just wonderful. I've been looking forward 
to seeing you again."


"So have I," he replied softly, turning on the charm. "Why don't you take 
off your shoes and we can go upstairs right away?"


"Yes...." she whispered, slipping off her low-heeled shoes.


She followed him with growing anticipation as the powerful, half-naked young 
man led the way into the interior of the salon and up the spiral stairs. She 
could scarcely resist the impulse to touch his tanned, wiry body or his 
dark, thick hair. When they reached the second floor, Freddy turned to her 
suddenly, and with a strange glint in his eye, he embraced her passionately, 
running his hands over her supple body with an undeniable hot urgency. At 
first Lynn was taken aback by his sudden move, but soon she was overwhelmed 
with the electric thrill of being in his arms, and she returned the embrace, 
swept away on a rising tide of pleasure as he began gently kneading her 
buttocks. Her eagerly trembling young body tingled in expectation, and her 
vagina began to throb insistently as Freddy kissed her feverishly on her 
warmly pliant lips. Then, as suddenly as he embraced her, he pulled back.


"Let's go inside," he said, his voice heavy with passion. "Quick."


Within moments, they were inside the room and Lynn was disturbed once more 
when Freddy locked the door behind them. Resisting her anxiety, however, she 
moved directly to the screen to change.


"No," Freddy said a little sharply, "you don't need to hide behind there. 
Take your clothes off here in the light where I can see you."


The young wife, confused by his imperative tone, resisted the command.


"Why?" she asked in a timid voice. "I'd rather do it behind the screen ... 
maybe it's silly, but ... "


"It is silly," he snapped. "Besides, I like to see chicks take off their 
clothes really slow ... you know what I mean ... I like to watch."


Lynn couldn't believe her ears. The young masseur seemed totally changed. 
Yesterday, he was so gentle with her, so soft and understanding, but today 
he was behaving like a ... a satyr! A madman! Like her husband Todd, when he 
was aroused!


"Go on," he ordered. "Stop gaping and do what I tell you."


Her eyes wide in fright and shock, Lynn shook her head silently. Her wetly 
parted lips opened and she whispered one word, "No."


"Yes." It was uttered ferociously as Freddy abruptly stepped forward and his 
powerful hand locked around her upper arm. "Now get with it!"


"Leave me alone," she screamed.


"Shut up, save your fucking breath. The place is soundproofed."


Lynn attempted to twist away from his painful grip, but when he continued to 
hold her easily, she yelled loudly, "Help!"


Freddy's vise-like grip around her arm tightened-painfully-until all Lynn 
could feel was a wave of excruciating agony shooting out from the compressed 
muscles. "Don't," she whimpered, really frightened now, "you're hurting me."


"Undress then," he said, relaxing his hold.


"No."


"I think you'd better if you know what's good for you, chick." He grinned 
nastily. "Asa masseur, you'd never believe what I could do to that ripe 
little body of yours and never leave a mark. But you'd feel it, chick. Oh, 
Jesus, would you ever feel it ... and you'll be waking up for years to come, 
screaming from the memory of the pain ... and never a mark." He opened and 
closed his fists, working his fingers as though he were warming up for a 
piano recital. "Get with it," he said.


"You can't make me." It was said full of bravado, but with a quavering 
voice. "I can. You know I can ... and I will."


"I'll go to the police."


Freddy threw back his head and laughed loudly. "Go on. That really would be 
something to see and hear." Abruptly, the amusement faded from his handsome 
young face and was replaced by a cruel sneer of unrelenting evil. "What 
would you tell them, Mrs. Getz? That yesterday you seduced an underage 
youth? I'm only nineteen, you know," he lied glibly. "I think that's called 
contributing to the delinquency of a minor. What will you be able to say 
when I tell them that you deliberately aroused and then made me do what I 
did? Or maybe you'll tell the truth: that yesterday I went down on you and 
ate your pussy ... and today you came back for more tongue-fucking. What 
will you tell the police? And your husband ... Mrs. Getz?"


His evil young voice sliced through her nerves like a hot knife, and the 
mentally anguished housewife found herself holding her hands over her ears 
and shrieking time and time again, "SHUT UP ... SHUT UP!"


Freddy waited until she stopped screaming and said calmly, "I'll gladly shut 
up just as soon as you start cooperating. You know, I'd rather you do this 
of your own free will than force me to work over some of your more sensitive 
muscles. Have you ever hit your crazy bone, Mrs. Getz? I can make almost all 
of your muscles and nerves react the same way ... only worse. Now what do 
you say we stop playing around and start undressing? You're going to fuck me 
... and do anything else I say for as long as I say ... and nothing you can 
do can prevent it."


Almost imperceptibly, the young housewife's will to resist was being 
battered down by the obvious hopelessness of her situation, combined with 
the fear engendered by his threats.


In resignation now, she lowered her head and began weeping; the tears of 
defeat and shame streamed down both sides of her nose and ran in a salty 
stream across her trembling lips.


"Crying won't do you any good, Mrs. Getz. The sooner you get undressed and 
fuck, the sooner you can go home."


Still sobbing, Lynn found herself numbly beginning to unbutton her blouse.


"Slower...." he said insistently, "do it slower ... wait a minute; I'll get 
you something that'll help."


He quickly disappeared within the heavy drapes and after a moment loud rock 
music began to fill the room. Lynn guessed that the speakers were hidden in 
the walls, for the raunchy, blaring beat of the music surged around her from 
every direction with no discernible source. Moments later, Freddy appeared 
with two glasses brimful of Scotch.


"Here," he said, "a little music and a little booze and we're all set. It'll 
relax you, chick. Make you less eager to get your clothes off. See, like I 
said, I like to take things nice and slow...."


The young wife trembled in fear, and a black wave of shame roared over her; 
suddenly her whole world had begun to crumble. Something was terribly wrong! 
In an icy shock of revelation, she knew that yesterday she had made a 
dreadful mistake, and now she was about to be punished for her 
transgression. There was nothing she could do about it! She was trapped!


"Now, let's see," he said, looking as though he was thinking.


"You came back to be fucked, right?" He watched her as he downed two heavy 
swallows of Scotch.


"Freddy, I ... I ... I don't understand why you're doing this to me," she 
said in a tearful voice.


"Nothing to understand, sweetheart, nothin' at all. It's just that I want 
you to return the little favor I gave you yesterday. Only in my way. So 
drink up. We have a long session ahead of us."


Lynn knew that she had no choice but to go along with him; she had to do 
whatever he wanted, at least until the session was over, and then she 
thought desperately she could leave ... leave and never set foot in this 
horrid place again! As the rock music continued to blast its lewdly 
suggestive beat, she took a deep swallow of liquor to give her confidence. 
What a fool I've been, she thought, what an utter fool!


"Now you've got the idea," Freddy said. "Do what I tell you and 
everything'll be fine."


He went to the low, richly upholstered couch and sprawled on it, stretching 
his young body sensuously. His legs were splayed, and with one hand he held 
his drink as the other dropped lewdly to his crotch. He leered at the deeply 
ashamed wife while he stroked his pulsing genitals through his tight velvet 
slacks.


"Now let's see you strip," he growled, "nice and slow!"


Lynn fought back a growing sense of revulsion, trying her best to comply 
with the degenerate young man's request. Setting her drink on the floor, she 
began nervously once again to unbutton her blouse while Freddy stared at her 
with burning, lust-crazed eyes.


"Real slow, like a whore!" he reminded.


The humiliated girl bit her lips fiercely to keep from bursting into sobs 
again as she let the thin blouse fall away, revealing her ripely swelling 
breasts encased in a lacy, flesh-colored brassiere. As she did, Freddy began 
to rub his groin even more excitedly, his eyes hungrily drinking in the 
sight of her golden-fleshed globes, half-hidden in the flimsy lingerie. 
Slowly, Lynn slid the blouse from her shoulders and let it fall to the 
floor. Then, hands trembling in shame, she undid the clasps of her 
brassiere, her ears ringing from the sensuously lurid music that beat and 
pulsed all around her; as she removed the undergarment, her rich young 
breasts tingled and grew taut involuntarily from contact with the air, and 
the ruddy buds of her nipples hardened and pushed out from their dark, 
rose-colored areolas like seeds about to burst.


On the couch, Freddy shuddered as a sudden spasm of desire surged through 
him at the sight of her white naked breasts beaming provocatively in the 
flickering candlelight. Her lushly glowing skin glistened with lace-like 
patterns in the soft uncertain light as the young masseur quickly unbuttoned 
his trousers and pulled his pants down far enough to reveal his enormous 
pulsating cock and balls; his massive length was almost fully erect as he 
reached down and grasped it lewdly with one hand, stroking it unashamedly 
until it was hard as a rock while his hairy, tightened balls bounced luridly 
beneath. Lynn stood naked, except for her tight little white nylon panties, 
her form shaking with terror and wanting to scream as the depraved masseur 
aroused himself before her eyes.


"Dance!" he commanded.


"What?" she asked in disbelief.


"Dance! I want you to dance for me! It's dance therapy, chick, to relax you! 
Part of the treatment," he snarled. Then he laughed uproariously. "Come on! 
DO WHAT I TELL YOU! DO IT BITCH!"


Lynn was staggered by his horrible behavior; he was even more perverted and 
disgusting than she had supposed, but she was powerless to resist. The 
almost naked young housewife forced herself to dance woodenly to the 
barbaric beat of the music she had always detested. Refusing to look at him, 
she closed her eyes ... and found the lewd pagan rhythm of the music even 
stronger.


She felt totally humiliated as a husky-voiced male began to scream barely 
comprehensible lyrics from the record.


Baby, baby call me!


Call me, baby, Ball me, baby, tonight!


Yeah! Yeah, ball me tonight!"


Blushing furiously, Lynn couldn't imagine how anyone could get away with 
such horrid, shocking phrases on a record released to the general public; 
its obscene grossness repelled her in every way. Yet, despite her revulsion, 
the driving, sensual music began to work on her reeling Scotch-clouded brain 
so powerfully that she began involuntarily shaking her hips to the lewd beat 
of the guitar.


"That's it, baby, that's beautiful!" Freddy cried, aroused to a fever pitch 
at the sight of the innocent young housewife undulating and twisting 
wantonly before him in her little bikini panties. He felt like a sultan 
slave master, forcing his helpless charge to do whatever act of bizarre 
perversion his mind could conceive. He reveled in the feeling, for he lived 
only for erotic satisfaction, despising all the fools and idiots who had 
trod the straight and narrow path without knowing the delights and 
corruptions he had tasted ever since his earliest youth.


Laura was so numb now, so thoroughly dazed by the treatment Freddy was 
giving her that she could only surrender to her fate like an obedient 
servant. The music began to pick up its beat, and a hammering, driving 
rhythm roared through the room that made the dancing woman nearly dizzy from 
its intensity, yet she continued to shake her nearly naked, sweat-dampened 
body in a growing frenzy of lurid thrusts.


You really (urn me on, babe! Yeah, yeah!


You gonna turn me on all night! ALL NIGHT!


WELL! ALL RIGHT! ALL RIGHT!


BALL ME, BABE-EEE-EEE-EEE!


Suddenly, Freddy ripped off his pants, unable to contain his excitement, and 
ran completely naked to the dancing young woman, grabbing her soft, warm 
flesh and pulling her close to his own bare, muscular body. He ran his hands 
over her gently rounded nylon-clad ass-cheeks with relish.


Lynn was overwhelmed by the pungent male odor of Freddy's naked body and 
leathery cologne. In spite of all her good intentions, the Scotch and her 
own masochistic acceptance of her fate had made her love-starved body grow 
irresistibly passionate as she writhed obscenely to the music.


Freddy suddenly thrust his hand down the front of her tight elastic panties, 
and his outstretched middle finger found its way roughly to the already 
sopping entrance of her wildly pulsing vaginal slit, heatedly moist and soft 
from the carnal sensuality of the dancing. With no warning he shoved his 
middle finger harshly up into the creamy little orifice.


"AAAAaaannnggghh!" Lynn cried out more in fright and protest than in pain 
from the sudden intrusion.


She tried to pull away, but Freddy held her tightly with his free hand and 
then rammed his thick finger cruelly all the way into her wetly clasping 
cuntal passage until she squirmed away screaming.


"No. Don't. NO!"


"Yes, you cunt," he shouted back. "YOU DO AS I SAY, UNDERSTAND?" He placed 
one hand around her arm and squeezed in warning.


With this harsh command and his implied threat, Lynn found the last of her 
resistance melting away, and at that moment she surrendered completely. It 
was no use fighting. No use at all! Even as she shuddered in abject defeat, 
excitement and desire rushed suddenly through her sensually aroused young 
body as if violently released from within by her cowardly acceptance. She 
had done everything she could to resist him-now she was no longer 
responsible for her actions. Her heart began to pound wildly as she let 
sensations wash over her.


With a little groan she reached down with uncertain and trembling hands and 
grasped Freddy's throbbing, massively erect penis; it was the first time she 
had touched a man's cock other than her husband's, and a thrill of forbidden 
pleasure ran through her as she quickly pulled back the satiny smooth 
foreskin and exposed the lust-charged rubbery head. She moved her hands up 
and down the long, thick protuberance, exploring every inch of hot muscular 
flesh with rising excitement as the naked masseur pumped his hips back and 
forth obscenely.


"That's it, chick," he moaned lustily, "run your hands all over my prick!"


Never in her wildest thoughts could Lynn have imagined she would ever be in 
such a bizarre situation; it was as if she had suddenly become an actress in 
some sordid, pornographic film, yet it excited her! She was consumed by a 
delicious feeling of hot animal sensuality that thrilled and overwhelmed 
her.


Freddy exulted like a wild beast. He wanted to fuck her! Fuck her like a 
lusty stallion mounting a helplessly whinnying mare. He moved away, still 
twisting and writhing his muscular young body in time to the music and 
stroked his naked genitals as he shouted.


"Now, let's see you take off those panties! Slow! Real slow!"


Obediently, the hopelessly aroused wife began to peel the tight nylon 
panties slowly down her sleek, "white legs; as she did, she bent over, 
jutting her fleshy, quivering buttocks provocatively as the bikini briefs 
slid tantalizingly over the smooth skin of her long tapered legs. Freddy was 
beside himself with hot delirium; he pumped his lust-bloated cock faster and 
faster, aching to plunge his heatedly throbbing shaft into her creamy wet 
little cunt as Lynn stepped tremblingly out of her limp panties and placed 
them near her brassiere.


"Get down on your hands and knees," he ordered.


Lynn went down on all fours, unable to comprehend why she was obeying him so 
readily or what he intended for her in this revolting position; quickly, the 
sex-crazed masseur knelt behind her, grabbed his hotly stiffened penis in 
his hands and placed it at the entrance to her wet, warmly pulsing pussy.


"NNOOOOO!" she cried, realizing that she was only seconds away from becoming 
an adulteress and that this would be her last chance to stop the muscularly 
naked youth from screwing her from behind in this degrading, humiliating 
position.


But before she could protest again, Freddy shoved his long, heatedly 
throbbing cock into her tight little cuntal entrance with savage force!


"AAAAAANNNNGGGHHH!" the tortured young wife cried out as the enormous, 
rock-hard penis tore mercilessly along the wetly quivering walls of her 
vagina. She jerked painfully forward under the impact of his sudden entry, 
overcome with a freezing wave of shame as Freddy straddled her grotesquely 
from behind and buried his massively hardened maledom into the very depths 
of her cringing belly! Tears filled her eyes as he began to move back and 
forth harshly in her tightly inflamed passage, and she felt his hot, 
throbbing testicles slapping luridly on the back of her thighs.


It drove the young masseur nearly crazy with passion to have this demure 
young creature forced to submit to him like a humiliated slave under the 
hammering strokes of his giant instrument. He moved faster, fucking her 
harder and harder, battering into her spongy cervix with cruel blows.


"UUUUUNNNGGGHHH!" Lynn screamed as he plunged into her with increasingly 
brutal intensity. She felt bruised and broken as his body pressed against 
her from behind; her head swam with the pulsing rock music blaring its 
lurid, vulgar beat in her ears. She was overcome with shameful waves of 
disgust as she realized the depths of the horror and degradation she had 
unwittingly let herself get into; the pain in her hopelessly stretched 
vagina burned like blue-flamed fire in her loins! In her entire life, she 
had never known anything so revolting!


... And yet, at that very moment of darkness, a strange thing gradually 
flickered into life and grew astonishingly fast. Her hips and thighs began 
to relax involuntarily and to move in perfect rhythm to Freddy's harsh, 
savage strokes. Her tight young vaginal passage began to open like a wet 
flower and become hot and vibrant. She started panting, breathing heavily 
with growing passion as her nakedly writhing body started to glow and tingle 
... and the pain and humiliation slowly ebbed and melted away as if by 
magic.


"Oooooh? ... OOOOOHHHHHH!" she moaned as a delightful rush of warmly erotic 
pleasure rippled through her entire body; her stretched pussy walls began to 
nibble hungrily at Freddy's plunging cock, and suddenly she was eager to 
increase the delicious thrills that were starting to surge through her.


"BABY, THAT'S IT!" Freddy cried out as she began to respond with a wild 
wantonness to his fucking, "FUCK BACK! OH, FUCK BACK. YOU BEAUTIFUL PIECE OF 
ASS!"


Lynn was lost now in a torrent of unbridled passion, and she bucked and 
thrashed as if possessed by a demon.


Freddy gripped her tightly about the hips, his powerful fingers digging into 
her tender flesh, as he slammed his long hard cock into her enthusiastically 
squirming cunt like a madman. Their movements were completely synchronized 
now, two obscenely grunting creatures, fucking with an implacable 
animal-lust. The rock music roared its bleating, sensuous accompaniment.


Yeah! Yeah! Shake it, baby! Do it baby! Ball me, ball me! YE EE A A A HHH!


The shamelessly aroused young wife was conscious of nothing now except the 
unbelievably overwhelming ecstasy that inundated her like a tidal wave; she 
was a raging animal-beyond all reason, beyond all morality.


Behind her, his body straining with pleasure, Freddy fucked as never before, 
moving his hot, swollen shaft in and out like a piston, each time plunging 
deeper and deeper until he thought he would ram right up into her belly! He 
could feel his sperm-laden balls swelling and throbbing as he slapped 
against her wet anal crack; they were bloated with scalding cum as the final 
moment of climax neared.


"AAHHHH ... AAHHHHHH...." he groaned as his body tensed feverishly for 
orgasm. "I'M GOING TO CUUUMMM!"


Lynn was racked with dynamic waves of pleasure; every inch of her naked 
flesh tingled with a wild erotic delight, her warm, wet cuntal walls began 
to shudder and undulate with even more extraordinary force as her own moment 
of release came nearer with dazzling intensity. It seemed as if her entire 
body was melting under his powerful strokes, and she groaned in 
excitement....


"OOOOHHH! GODDD! OOOHHHH GODDD! I'M CCUUUMMMIIINNGG TOOO!"


Suddenly, Freddy was rocked from head to foot as his hot sperm rushed 
headlong through the entire long, pulsating length of his lust-bloated 
penis, spurting out in rapid spurts like bullets from a machine gun into 
Lynn's wildly thrashing cunt.


"AAAANGGRRRRGGGHHH!" he yelled, his white-hot seed shooting out of him and 
filling the young wife's powerfully milking pussy with his heated cum.


Lynn, too, was gushing her orgasmic juices in electrifying, seething 
release; she felt consumed in an ocean of joy and delight, sparkling ripples 
of bliss pervading every part of her body. She thought she would faint from 
the force of her pleasure.


Freddy heaved and groaned, emptying himself into her as an enormous stream 
of cum burst out of his convulsing prick. It seemed to go on forever, and he 
mewled triumphantly as he finally drained himself of his boiling jism.


Gradually, their passion began to diminish until, with a sigh, Freddy pulled 
his softening tool out of her strained and ravaged cunt and lay back on the 
luxurious carpeting to relax, savoring the sense of pleasant exhaustion 
throughout his warmly satisfied body.


Lynn, nearly unconscious from the explosive force of Freddy's fucking and 
her own totally unexpected orgasm, slowly sank to the carpet also, scarcely 
able to move. She closed her eyes and breathed more and more slowly, trying 
to collect herself, trying to understand how she could experience such 
overwhelming delight under these brutal circumstances. But her reverie was 
soon interrupted.


"Well," Freddy said quietly, "that was a pretty good session. Tomorrow's 
will be even better."


Lynn steeled herself for the confrontation that she knew now was going to 
take place, for despite the ecstasy of her climax, she was never going to 
come back to the studio again. No matter what he did or whom he'd told. No 
threats would bring her back. None!


"I'm ... I'm not sure I'll be able to make it tomorrow," she said 
hesitantly.


"Oh," Freddy replied nonchalantly, "Well, okay with me; that's perfectly all 
right."


She was stunned that he made no objections, and after closely inspecting his 
face and seeing he was serious, she sighed deeply in relief.


"I thought you would be angry," she said, still puzzled. Freddy laughed.


"Why should I be angry? You're under no obligation. That is, except for the 
money."


"What money?" Lynn asked nervously.


"Didn't you read the fine print on the contract yesterday?" he asked with 
.mock concern. "You're obliged to pay us fifteen hundred dollars as full 
payment for the fifty massage sessions whether or not you continue with 
them. It's for our protection, you understand; otherwise, we'd be out of 
business."


Lynn froze as she realized the full impact of his words.


"So my suggestion is," he went on casually, "that you go home now and get 
the money, or ... "


"Or what?" the young wife asked as icy prickles of fear raced through her.


"Or we can call your husband and ask him for it."


CHAPTER SIX


Later that same day, in a secluded corner of an intimate cocktail lounge, 
Todd Getz waited to meet Reba Hollister. She had called at the office 
earlier and asked him to join her after lunch; later, they could visit the 
Buckhead massage studio together. The handsome reporter sipped thoughtfully 
on his martini, remembering that he had found himself getting an erection 
merely at the sound of her seductive, purring voice on the telephone. All 
reservations he'd had yesterday vanished from sight, and he was growing more 
and more enamored of the ravishing creature. The chilly situation between 
him and his wife the night before only served to further his torrid 
infatuation, and he was now convinced that Reba was not only sincere in her 
attraction to him, but that the massage studio really was on the level. In 
any case, nothing seemed to be important now except the further release of 
the wild, animal instincts that had surfaced so violently in the last couple 
of days.


He sipped his potent drink and let himself relax into the plush upholstery 
of the corner booth. Eagerly he anticipated Reba's arrival, and his genitals 
already throbbed in anticipation of what the tall brunette's voice had 
promised.


Man, she's really something, he thought excitedly. Her body's like soft 
cream, and those big beautiful tits! Christ, nothing beats wrapping my lips 
around those ripe, juicy melons!


At that moment he looked up and was startled to find himself face to face 
with the object of his torrid daydreams.


"Hi, good looking," the statuesque brunette murmured.


She looked like a million dollars in a form-fitting two-piece laced jacket 
and miniskirt made of soft wine-red suede. The miniskirt was so short and 
tight that Todd's eyes nearly popped out of his head.


Christ, it's only about an inch from her pussy!


Her jacket was laced in such a way that nakedly glowing flesh was exposed 
all the way down to her navel, and the young reporter could see the 
tantalizing cleft of her mammoth globes partly revealed by the sexy garment. 
Her black, sleek hair was piled on top of her head in glistening coils, and 
every male eye in the lounge was locked hungrily on the voluptuous female. 
Todd flet a surge of masculine pride as she slipped gracefully into the 
booth and nestled warmly beside him. At once, her hand was on his leg, 
slowly stroking it.


"I've missed you," she said throatily, her eyes gazing adoringly at Todd. 
"I've never been so satisfied in my life as I was yesterday, you know."


"Me neither," he replied with a devilish glint in his eye, then laughed with 
the pure exuberance of being a man with a desirable woman. "Want a martini?"


"Sure," she said, as she slid her hand teasingly toward the massively 
throbbing mound up between his legs.


Todd signaled to the waiter, edging forward as he approached so that he 
couldn't see Reba's hand sensuously kneading his genitals.


"Another Beefeater martini," he said.


As the waiter walked away, Reba slowly unzipped the front of Todd's trousers 
and teasingly began to worm her long slender fingers into the bulging 
entrance of his shorts.


"Hey, be careful," he said, in a voice growing heavy with passion, "or I'll 
cum right here in the seat."


"We wouldn't want that to happen, now would we?" she replied. "But don't 
worry, I'll take it nice and slow."


Her hand grasped Todd's turgid penis inside the shorts, and with delicate, 
maddening strokes she caressed the hotly pulsing cock into a rock-hard 
erection. Under her ministrations, the thick throbbing shaft became swollen 
with lust and his balls tightened in a hot churning eagerness.


"Oh, baby," he groaned, trying to mask the intense thrills that pulsed 
through him. "You're blowing my mind!"


She took her hand away for a second and gazed at him impishly, "Would you 
rather I blow something else?" She ran her tongue around her wetly parted 
lips making sure he understood exactly what she meant.


"Oh, Jesus," he moaned, then looked away from her trying to be nonchalant as 
the waiter returned and placed a second martini on the table and left. Todd 
was sure he must have noticed that Reba had withdrawn his muscular cock so 
that it was fully exposed under the table, hidden only by the white 
tablecloth. Laughing low in her throat, the shameless female returned her 
hand to his heatedly throbbing shaft and let her fingers slide back and 
forth over the velvet envelope of foreskin, caressing the tip of the 
swollen, blood-engorged head. Todd no longer cared if they were seen, in 
fact, he craved the statuesque brunette's obscene behavior. Her hand gripped 
the thick penis tightly, squeezing it, then relaxed; she repeated this over 
and over again, until Todd had to finally pull her hand away lest he spew 
his wildly impatient gism on the carpet of the lounge in premature 
ejaculation. Reba chuckled lightly, as he replaced his hot, quivering 
genitals back within his trousers. She took a languid sip of her drink.


"Such a nice big cock," she whispered in his ear. "I just love it in my 
pussy, Todd. I could have you fuck me all night."


She blew a light wisp of air into his ear, and the young reporter's body 
sizzled with lust.


"Well," he said in a low voice, "maybe we can arrange that ... soon...."


"That would be so wonderful," she said, her face with a warm gleaming smile. 
"Sooo wonderful ... just rolling around the sheets with your hard body 
crushed on mine ... your cock beating away inside of me ... ohhh...." she 
quivered.


Todd shook his head slowly from side to side in mock disbelief.


"Reba, I've never met anyone like you in all my life. You know yesterday I 
was convinced you were a crook...."


"And today?"


"Today? I think you're the best thing that ever happened to me...."


"Mmmm...." she cooed, "how very nice."


They were so close that their lips were only inches apart. With tantalizing 
slowness, they instinctively let their mouths roam closer and closer until 
finally Todd crushed his mouth sensuously against her soft, ripe lips and 
snaked his tongue against her teeth. Eagerly, Reba opened her mouth wide and 
sucked him inside, pulling on it hard, sending electric flashes throughout 
his warm body. Just at that moment, however, soft music began to waft 
through the dimly-lit cocktail lounge from the jukebox ... it was an old 
romantic ballad and Mark was suddenly jolted back to reality by it ... it 
had been "their song" when he and his bride had been dating. The sudden 
intrusion of this nostalgic melody brought up a sudden well of guilt from 
deep inside of him. He hadn't even thought about his demure wife all 
morning, but now her stricken face flashed burningly into his brain as the 
soft, familiar music soared through the posh room with a swoop of violins.


"What's wrong?" Reba asked as he pulled away.


"Nothing," he said, taking a deep swallow of his drink and trying not to 
betray his anxiety. Reba settled back and lit up a cigarette. "Thinking 
about your wife?" she asked coolly.


"Yes," Todd replied after a moment's reflection. "I'm sorry. But this does 
present certain complications you know. I think I was caught off guard ... 
it's the song ... it was...."


"One of your favorites?" she queried. "Yes, I like it too." She leaned in to 
him, her compelling eyes fastened on his with striking intensity. "Look, 
Todd, you're under no obligation to me. We can call it quits right now if 
you like and remain business acquaintances. It would be hard for me to take 
now that I know someone like you exists ... terribly hard, I'll admit it ... 
but I'll get over it. It's entirely up to you."


The closeness of the overpowering woman, her musky perfume drifting lightly 
into his nostrils, was all the young reporter needed to banish the sudden 
intrusion of doubt. With renewed confidence, he turned to her.


"Don't worry," he said, "I'm sure about what I'm doing."


"I'm so glad," she replied softly, "so glad."


They both sipped on their martinis languidly, never taking their eyes from 
each other as the intimate atmosphere of the cocktail lounge drew the couple 
closer and closer and sensually arousing vibrations of desire arced between 
them. Reba slipped her hand down beneath the table and took Todd's hand, 
placing it up between her legs.


Instinctively the young journalist let his hand rove upwards between her 
warmly naked inner thighs, slipping deftly under the skimpy suede miniskirt 
until it reached her eagerly throbbing pubic mound encased in her panties. 
To his great surprise he found that there was a slit in the crotch of the 
nylon undergarment, giving him total access to the fleshy warm slit of her 
pussy. Her fevered cuntal lips were already wet with passion, and he 
teasingly let his finger slide up and down the moistly quivering folds.


Reba smiled mysteriously, as Todd's finger hungrily explored her naked 
vaginal entrance.


"Nice," she murmured.


The aroused young reporter could scarcely believe the intense excitement 
that pervaded him; it staggered him to think that he was sitting in a 
secluded corner of a swank cocktail lounge with his hand obscenely fingering 
the creamy flesh of this tempestuous woman's cunt, it was beyond his wildest 
dreams and he reveled in it.


"Oooohhh," she whispered, "you make me so excited! Too excited. If we're not 
careful we'll be fucking right here on the floor!"


They both laughed with sly wickedness, their eyes glinting with desire.


"Then let's go," he suggested. "You can show me that Buckhead Studio and 
then ... well, then we'll just let nature take its course."


"Indeed," she replied. "Nature never had it so good."


Reluctantly, removing his hand from her naked warm cunt. Todd signalled the 
waiter for the check. As he took a last swallow of his martini, he noted 
with pleasure that his cock still surged with erotic longing, hot and almost 
painfully aroused within the confines of his tight continental slacks.


Moments later they were out on the street, blinking from the bright 
sunlight, and heading towards the parking lot behind the lounge.


"Why don't we go in my car," Reba suggested, "and I'll drop you off again 
here later so you can pick up your car. What do you say?"


"Sure," he answered, "Why not?"


"It's over here."


She took him to a corner of the parking lot, where a pure white, new Jaguar 
sedan sat gleaming brilliantly in the sunlight, Todd gasped in awe when he 
saw the expensive car and whistled softly.


"What a beauty," he remarked.


"Isn't it?" she answered. "Get inside. You haven't seen anything yet."


The interior of the car was done in shiny black leather, and as Todd sank 
into the seat he was enveloped by the soft, comfortable luxury of the 
imported automobile. The dashboard was of polished wood, and it gleamed with 
dials and switches like the cockpit of a plane. Reba slipped into the 
driver's seat beside, and started up the car with a soft whirr of machinery.


"Purrs like a kitten, doesn't it?" Todd said admiringly.


"She certainly does." Reba said, a slight smile playing on her lips. "Say 
would you like to drive?"


"I'd love to," Todd answered eagerly. Moments later they had changed 
positions and the captivated young husband deftly maneuvered the shiny 
automobile out of the parking lot onto the street.


"Runs like a top," he said.


"Why don't you take the back roads to the Buckhead Shopping Center," she 
suggested. "That way we won't have to rush ... and I hate all the traffic on 
the expressway. The back roads are more secluded, and we'll have time to ... 
talk...."


"Fine with me," he replied, heading towards the alternate route.


They drove along at a steady clip. Gradually most of the office buildings 
and houses vanished from sight, and the country side flew by ... mostly 
trees, a farm or two, and expensive, secluded suburban developments.


"This is nice to have a man driving for a change," Reba said, settling in 
the plush upholstered seat. "Very relaxing."


Todd enjoyed the feel of driving the sleek car; it gave him a sense of power 
and status. And his body was charged with strength.


Man, nothing beats this, he thought. Riding up the road in this fantastic 
machine, with a sexy broad next to me!


His potent reaction again manifested itself in his already awakened 
genitals, for his thick penis had stirred to life once more, and it 
elongated and throbbed beneath his pants. Noting this, Reba smiled in smug 
satisfaction.


He's right where I want him, she thought. He's a pushover now. He'll believe 
anything I tell him. With a casual gesture, she let her hand slide over the 
leathery upholstery until it rested just above Todd's knee. Then she moved 
it towards his desire-swollen loin.


"Hey," the reporter remarked flippantly, "better be careful or I'll crash 
the car."


"No you won't," Reba replied confidently. "Just concentrate on the road and 
let me do the rest. It's easy, once you get the hang of it."


She placed her hand directly on the pulsing mound of his genitals, and at 
first Todd was jolted with the excitement of her obscene gesture, but 
following Reba's advice, he let himself relax and kept his eyes on the road 
as the provocative woman softly kneaded his thick, stiff penis through the 
tight cloth of his trousers. She rubbed it slowly, with infinite skill, up 
and down the entire length of his pulsating hardness as Todd's heart began 
beating faster and faster. Her nimble fingers crept to the zipper and slowly 
opened the front of his trousers so that she could have access to the naked 
flesh. Her hands slipped quickly inside his pants and through the opening of 
his shorts, to come to rest on the heatedly aroused penis and its tightened 
scrotum, driving Todd nearly wild with pleasure.


"I want to suck your cock, Todd," she said without the slightest bit of 
warning. "I want to suck your big, hard prick until you cum in my mouth! I 
want to feel your hot, thick seed running down the back of my throat. Do you 
mind?"


"Mind?" he asked, with a lewd expression. "Baby, if that's your thing, then 
do it!"


Reba laughed melodiously, then skillfully withdrew his achingly stiff penis 
from within the confines of his pants, so that it was exposed and nakedly 
pulsating with eager passion. She slid the velvety foreskin back with 
tantalizing slowness as the aroused young reporter drove and tried to 
concentrate on keeping the car on the road. Having fully exposed the 
purplish, excited head, she teased it with her fingers until the 
lust-swollen tip throbbed with an animal-like ferocity. Then she began to 
massage the entire length of his long muscular penis until it reached its 
full massive size like a red hot, rigidly pulsing shaft.


"I love your cock," she said in a soft, melodious voice. "It's so big and 
thick! And, oh God! I know it's going to taste so wonderful....


Slowly, she leaned across the seat, lowering herself so that her mouth 
hovered just above his eagerly throbbing cockhead. Todd steeled himself for 
what was coming, riveting his eyes on the road. His hands gripped the 
steering wheel tightly as Reba's soft warm mouth closed wetly around the 
pulsing head of his hardened penis. , Reba began to suck on the huge rubbery 
tip of his cock as though it were a straw and she were trying to pump the 
last drop of liquid upward from the bottom; then she plunged downward taking 
almost the entire throbbing length of his hot fleshy shaft all the way into 
her mouth, until it battered against the back of her throat.


"Ohhh, baby! If you only knew how great that feels," Todd moaned as Reba's 
wetly ovaled lips sucked with gusto on his massive cock. He glanced down, 
and the sight of this beautiful woman laboring over the thick protuberance 
between his legs increased his excitement a thousandfold. Jesus! In spite of 
all his experience, he'd had only two or three blow jobs before-but never 
anything like the tantalizing warmth and softness of this woman. He shoved 
his pelvis forward on the seat and allowed her mouth to burrow down all the 
way to the thick base of his penis. He was filled with a coarse, lurid 
desire to drench her throat with his hot male semen, to saturate her, to 
drown her with his raging sperm.


"Suck it," he hissed viciously, "Suck it!" He swerved to avoid a tractor 
coming out of a pasture, and realized he was driving over 80 miles an hour.


Reba slavered her warm wet tongue all along the base and underside of Todd's 
heatedly pulsing penis, reveling in the thick powerful blue veins that stood 
out beneath the thin membrane of of cock skin. Then she moved her 
voraciously sucking mouth upwards and teased the tiny hole in his bloated 
glans with the tip of her tongue, before running her lapping strokes down 
his long, wet shaft to the base where his surprisingly soft pubic hair 
tickled her chin.


The statuesque brunette pulled away from his hardened cock for a moment and 
blew on it tenderly. The cool rush of air and the sudden removal of her warm 
lips caused Todd to moan with anguish. Then she wrapped her fingers around 
its girth and began to beat it up and down, up and down, fast and hard. Only 
when the intensity was so excruciating that the young husband thought he was 
about to discharge his hot load all over this strange female's hands, did 
she slow down and again bury her wetly ovaled mouth over his thick, 
massively jerking cock ... sucking like a hungry, unweaned calf on the rigid 
pole of flesh.


All this was completely and wildly new to Todd. How long he had wanted the 
soft lips of his wife to close around his penis, how long he had dreamed of 
being sucked to climax and shooting his seething sperm into Lynn's mouth! If 
only she weren't so cold and terrified of sex....


Lynn ... Lynn ... her name revolved in his fevered brain ... II only you 
weren't so ... so....


His wife's name echoed and re-echoed in his mind, and again a small section 
of conscience felt a rush of shame, but the guilty thoughts evaporated under 
the heat of the voluptuous masseuse's voraciously sucking mouth.


Reba licked and sucked with growing abandon on the handsome journalist's 
hotly pulsating penis while her hand massaged his swollen testicles. She was 
wild with desire! She couldn't wait to taste his warm saline semen hitting 
the roof of her mouth! She had to suck him dry ... it was his release as 
well as hers, for inside her she could feel her own erotic formings 
spiralling to break-neck orgasm. She trailed her hot little tongue up along 
his blue-veined shaft, to the pulsating, blood-filled head, then she slipped 
her moistly ovaled mouth like a warm, wet glove down over it again, sucking, 
sucking ... sucking....


Her growing passion was doubly charged with the knowledge that she had 
completely subdued this well-endowed young man. She not only had the 
pleasure of sucking him off, but she had kept him from further investigation 
of the real nature of the Finger Delight Salon. A sense of triumph flushed 
through her, and she increased her intensity, devouring his eagerly jerking 
maledom with her warm wet mouth, as she squeezed the hairy sacs of his balls 
luridly.


Suddenly a wrenching groan tore itself from deep inside Todd's chest. He was 
cumming! His body was racked with incredible convulsions; his hands gripped 
the steering wheel more tightly, his palms wet with sweat, and it was only 
with great effort that he kept his vision from blurring as his climax grew 
closer to volcanic release. He wondered if any passing motorists could see 
the obscene activity in the car, and the thought luridly increased his 
excitement. He felt cut loose into a world of wild, shameless passion and he 
wanted more of the same! Her tightly compressed lips were suddenly more than 
he could stand!


"AH ... AHHH ... AHHH...." he groaned as he felt the first headlong rush of 
churning liquid coming up from the hidden confines of his sperm-bloated 
balls and forming along the long tube of his wildly jerking penis. Suddenly, 
he was there! And his cum erupted in a warm, frothy cascade into Reba's 
gluttonously sucking mouth.


"AAAAAHHHHH!" he cried out, as her lips tightened around his palpitating 
shaft. Great, gulping sounds floated up to him as the tall brunette 
struggled to swallow every last drop of the hotly spewing fluid.


As she drank the viscous male liquid with relish, Reba felt her own orgasm 
gushing madly in sympathetic response to Todd's sudden release. Her vaporous 
female essence shimmered down her undulating vaginal walls and left a 
telltale stain of perfumed wetness on the black leather upholstery as it 
steamed out between the open slit in her panties. She sucked madly on Todd's 
exploding penis, shuddering from her own climax, drinking every last drop of 
his scalding semen and letting it run in thick rivulets down her greedily 
gulping throat.


Finally, after what seemed like endless orgasm, Todd's swollen spear ceased 
its turbulent jerking, and Reba reluctantly pulled away from the deflating 
cock-flesh, licking her lips of every last drop of his warm male fluid.


The young journalist felt his consciousness returning fully to the driving 
now, but his body felt warmly relaxed from the bizarre episode. He turned to 
glance at Reba, who had leaned back in the upholstered seat, languidly 
relishing the delightful afterglow of her own climax, totally satisfied ... 
at least for the moment.


"You're really incredible, you know that?" he whispered.


"Thanks," she said softly. "You are, too. And I think you'd be able to pass 
any driving test known to man."


They both chuckled at her remark. Then Todd noticed that they were close to 
their destination.


"There's Buckhead Shopping Center," he said.


"Mmmmm...." she said. "Perfect timing."


CHAPTER SEVEN


Lynn Getz sat in the kitchen of her suburban home, twisting a handkerchief 
nervously. Before her, on the table, was $1,500 she had withdrawn from the 
bank to pay Freddy. She had taken it out of the special joint savings 
account where she and Todd had deposited their "nest egg", money they were 
putting aside for a rainy day. The young wife wondered tearfully how she 
could ever explain the unexpected withdrawal to her husband; she guessed 
that in the end she would have to confess her foolish behavior, but she 
dreaded it. If only Mother and Father were here; they'd give her the money 
without questions.


How can I tell him what I've done? she thought in anguish. He'll probably 
want a divorce ... oh God, what am I going to do?


But for the moment she knew she had no choice but to return in humiliation 
to the massage studio and give Freddy what he demanded. Her brain was nearly 
numb from the turbulent events of the past two days; she had traveled from 
ecstasy to despair, in a manner so shocking that she could scarcely 
comprehend herself what she had done. It was horrible, and her hands were 
cold with fear and trembling. Like an automaton, she rose from the table, 
put the money inside her purse and went out the back door towards her car.


Todd moved through the plush reception room of the studio with awe.


"It's really pretty classy," he remarked, glancing at the glittering 
fixtures and expensive velvet drapes.


"We wanted this one to be one of the best," Reba replied as she sat on the 
chair behind the receptionist's desk and kicked off her shoes.


"Must have cost you plenty," he said.


"Quite a bit," she replied. "By the way, you'll have to remove your shoes. 
It's company policy ... besides the floors are heated and there's carpeting 
on every inch."


"So this is part of the massage game, huh?" he asked, grinning, as he 
slipped his shoes off.


"Yes," she answered, "it's a nice little custom don't you think? Just like 
the Japanese."


"Not bad," he said, digging his stocking clad toes into the plush pile.


At that moment the door opened from inside the parlor, and a little, but 
staggeringly built blonde girl who appeared to be only about seventeen, came 
into the reception room. Her golden hair was puffed into a dazzling bouffant 
that swirled around her head like a bright cloud, her blue eyes were 
sparkling; and her skin was a peaches and cream complexion that took Todd's 
breath away. A white uniform tightly clung to her curvaceous body so that 
her beautifully upthrust breasts were clearly revealed, as were the full 
luscious curves of her flaring hips. The girl moved with brisk energy as she 
strode towards them smiling at Reba with warm recognition.


"Miss Hollister," she said in a light, girlish voice, "how nice to see you 
again."


"Thank you, Judy," she replied with a smile. "By the way, this is Todd Getz, 
a reporter from GeorgiaTimes Magazine."


"Oh, yes?" the perky blonde said, with a trace of edginess in her voice.


"Yes," Reba responded quickly. "I've promised to show him around to see how 
we operate ... and to prove that we're not one of those clandestine brothels 
you're always reading about in the papers."


Judy giggled, even though to Todd's trained ear she sounded nervous, and 
turned to the reporter, her face slightly crimson.


"Oh, Mr. Getz, I find it hard to imagine ... that such places even exist," 
she dimpled.


Todd was completely taken with the pretty, angelic girl who seemed so 
embarrassed at the implication that she worked in a whorehouse.


"Don't worry," he said, casting a knowing wink at Reba, "I don't think you 
have anything to be nervous about. In fact, I kind of like this place."


"Oh good," the youngster replied.


"Judy," Reba said, "why don't you prepare room seven and we'll give Mr. Getz 
an 'executive treatment'. On the house."


"Oh, that's all right," Todd protested. "I didn't really come for a 
massage."


"Nonsense," Reba replied. "Besides, you look a little tired to me. It'll 
perk up your body a bit."


The young reporter nearly laughed aloud at her teasing innuendo, but he 
understood clearly the good sense to her suggestion. He could leave 
completely refreshed, and they could stop somewhere ... and fuck again.


"Okay, whatever you say," he said, smiling.


"Fine," the statuesque woman replied. "Go ahead, Judy; and we'll join you in 
a moment."


"Right, Miss Hollister," the girl said, as she turned and moved quickly to 
the door, her buttocks jiggling sensually as she moved.


"Quite a kid," Todd said as she went out of the room.


"Quite," Reba said. "Seems to me you're attracted by our little teenage 
friend."


"Are you jealous?" he asked.


"No," she replied with a slight smile. "In fact, it seems to me that it 
would be nice if all three of us could play together sometime, don't you 
think? I mean three is a good number, and she's got an awfully cute body."


Todd could scarcely believe her words. This woman was pure TNT, there was no 
doubt about it. It seemed incredible to him that she would suggest a 
threesome with no resentment or anger. God knows Lynn would have had a 
hysterical fit if such a suggestion were made. But to Reba, apparently it 
was no more than a wild bit of fun ... and Todd was delighted.


"Maybe we should talk to her about it sometime," he said in a low voice, 
surprised to find himself making such a lewd suggestion.


"Maybe so," she said. "Right now, though, I want you all to myself. But who 
knows what fate will bring."


She rose from the desk and walked towards the door.


"Come on," she said. "I think the room should be ready."


Todd followed her, marveling at the change that was coming over him. Only 
yesterday he was bottled up, caged like a lion with no help in sight. Now, 
the deepest, most savagely erotic aspect of him was surging to the surface 
like a bomb, a part of him that he had always known existed but could not 
tap ... now, suddenly, he was in the grips of it, and resisted any attempt 
on the part of his conscience to limit this new found animal sexuality. He 
wanted more and more, and right now it looked like the sky was the limit!


Reba led the way into a spacious chamber on the first floor; the room was 
lined with soft purple velvet, and had a wide, plush couch in the center. 
Near one wall was a fully stocked bar. Soft, romantic music filled the air 
from hidden speakers, and there was a light fragrance of pine in the room.


"This is our Executive Room," Reba explained as they entered. "For our more 
wealthy clients who like their comfort."


"Quite a place," Todd said admiringly.


"Why don't you ... take your clothes off and lie down on the couch," she 
suggested.


"Sure," he said with a smile. "You know, I think I'm going to enjoy this."


He stripped quickly and lay nakedly on the couch as Reba handed him a glass 
of scotch.


"Here, drink this and relax," she said. "I have to go to the other room for 
just a minute to change into a uniform...."


"Hey," he protested, "you don't have to change into anything...."


"Please," she replied, "I want to let you see for yourself how we do things. 
Now just lay back and enjoy yourself."


"Okay," he said finally.


She leaned down and kissed him, then turned and slipped through the velvet 
drapes into an antechamber.


Todd lay back, enjoying the silky texture of the couch on his naked skin. He 
took a deep swallow of scotch, and let his powerfully built body revel in 
the luxurious surroundings. His brain melted softly under the influence of 
his potent drink, and the mellow music floating about his ears made him 
drift lazily into reverie.


Man this is really living! he thought to himself. I must be doing something 
right.


He closed his eyes as the soft orchestral sounds lulled him into a pleasant 
euphoric state.


Meanwhile, in the small antechamber next door, Reba, who had slipped quickly 
into a tight white uniform, was whispering to Judy while she adjusted a 
small camera.


"Now listen," she was saying, "when I get the film loaded, you slip this 
automatic camera into the notch in the wall. That way we'll be able to film 
what goes on without that poor stud knowing what's going on. As far as he is 
concerned all this is on the up and up, but just in case he starts to smell 
anything fishy I want to have these photos so we can keep him quiet.


Remember, when you come in, don't give away anything. Whatever happens is a 
surprise to you, and then let me do the talking. When the time comes though, 
give this guy the A-one treatment. Know what I mean?"


"Exactly," the blonde replied knowingly. "Besides, it'll be easy with him. 
He's some hunk of man!"


"Isn't he though? I wish all our customers were that good-looking!"


The tall brunette handed the camera to Judy, then slipped out the door and 
through the velvet to the softly-lit chamber.


"Well, now ... ready for the massage?" she said to the nakedly reclining 
reporter.


"Any time you are," Todd replied sleepily, then sat up slightly and opened 
his eyes. When he caught sight of Reba in her clinging uniform he gasped in 
disbelief. She looked like a Greek goddess ... statuesque and ravishing! His 
long, thick penis jerked once and slithered to life as he saw her.


"Say," she remarked as she noticed his rapidly awakening penis, "you'd 
better relax or I'll think you're trying to get me into jail! Remember, this 
is a massage parlor ... It's o.k. for us to horse around in your office, my 
car, or a bar ... but not here!"


She laughed merrily and Todd lay back feeling better than he had in years.


"Just roll over on your stomach and I'll begin ... Judy should be here soon, 
and she'll be working on you too...."


"Whatever you say," he murmured, placing his drink on the floor and rolling 
over.


With a quick approving glance at his stretched, muscular body, Reba began 
massaging his back and shoulders with sensuous, expert strokes. Todd sank 
deep into a blissful state as she kneaded his body; he tingled from head to 
foot as her cool fingers artfully probed at every muscle and ridge of hard 
flesh. Soon he heard a rustle of drapes.


"Sorry, I'm late."


It was the blonde girl, Judy; he remembered her voice. Soon the nubile 
teenager's soft, feminine hands began to massage his legs and feet, while 
Reba continued to stroke his back. The young husband felt like the king of 
the world, knowing he was being given the massage of his life by two 
well-stacked, gorgeous females. He exulted inwardly and his body grew warm 
and pleasant.


Slowly he could feel Judy's gentle hands, kneading gently up his legs ... 
slowly ... slowly ... coming nearer and nearer to his crotch area ... and, 
as she did, he ' found himself almost wishing the place were a whorehouse. 
Christ, it felt so damn good! But Judy moved away, somewhat teasingly, back 
down towards his calves.


Todd was relaxing, trying to resist the sudden surge of lewd thoughts, when 
Reba began to rub his lower back, ending down towards his buttocks. Then, 
her hands began to knead and grip the hard, muscled flesh of his ass cheeks, 
working on them in such a slow, sensuous way, that despite himself, the 
young reporter felt his already impatient genitals begin to grow hot with 
expectation. Judy was rubbing his feet so slowly and sensually that the 
combination was arousing him despite his resistance. No matter how he tried 
remaining calm, his long thick cock had grown as hard as a rock and his 
sperm-churning balls were throbbing eagerly. The two women increased their 
activity, rubbing their warm, expert hands over every part of his body ... 
except for the anal crack and his penis. Then, in one electric moment, he 
felt, or thought he felt, a finger delicately trace the cleft of his 
buttocks. His prick jerked electrifyingly along its long length swollen with 
passion.


"Why don't you turn over now, Mr. Getz," Reba said professionally.


Todd was somewhat embarrassed, as he didn't want to expose his erection to 
the young and seemingly innocent Judy, yet there was nothing he could do. 
With an embarrassed smile, he turned over on his back, revealing to both 
females his huge, quiveringly erect penis, standing proudly like the mast of 
a ship.


"Oh, Miss Hollister," Judy said, pretending dismay and gasping as she drew 
back from the massage couch.


"Don't be alarmed, Judy," Reba said assuringly. "It happens sometimes. And 
Mr. Getz, you mustn't feel embarrassed at all ... it's perfectly 
natural...."


"Oh, I know it's all right, Miss Hollister the cuddlesome little blonde 
said. "It isn't that I'm upset ... not really


'upset' ... but ... oh...." She squirmed uncomfortably.


"Well, then, what is it, child?" Reba demanded, looking puzzled.


"Well ... you know!" the girl said, staring with big rounded eyes at Todd, 
who was equally dumbfounded by her strange behavior.


Reba sighed in exasperation. "Tell us." She looked at Todd and rolled her 
eyes as if to say, "This younger generation...."


Judy actually blushed, then stammered. "Well, you know what you always told 
us. If we start feeling excited ... aroused ... by a client, we should leave 
the room and get someone else to do the massage."


The tall brunette stared at her proudly, then turned and nodded to Todd. It 
was obvious that the older woman was having a hard time keeping a straight 
face with this not very bright young blonde. She turned her head away from 
the abashed little masseuse and winked conspiratorially at the reporter. 
"Look, Judy. We ... ah ... don't usually make exceptions, but if you leave, 
who's going to give him the massage? Under the house rules, I'm supposed to 
leave, too ... because that big beautiful thing sticking up there excites 
the hell out of me, also."


"Really, Miss Hollister? Honest?"


"Why not! It is nice, isn't it?" Reba pursed her lips for a second and then 
seemed to reach a decision. "Hell," she said, "I've already broken rules all 
over the place today. One more won't make any difference." She reached out 
and entwined her fingers around Todd's wildly throbbing cock. "Ummmmm. It's 
so nice ... and so-ooo hard!"


Todd felt a jolt of excitement arc through his loins at the warm touch of 
her hand against his heatedly aroused penis. A second ripple of excitement 
surged through him at Reba's next words.


"It is the hardest I think I've ever felt," she said thoughtfully, her head 
cocked to one side as if evaluating the statement. "Would you like to feel 
it, Judy, dear?"


"Oh, please! Could I, Miss Hollister?" She moved forward in eagerness, then 
drew back as if suddenly frightened. "But ... but what about Mr. Getz? Maybe 
he ... doesn't want me to...."


The young reporter was dumbstruck by the girl's reaction, and he wanted to 
laugh out loud.


"That's all right, Judy," he said. "Go ahead if you'd like to; it won't 
bother me a bit."


"And I don't mind," Reba said. "In fact ... well...."


She glanced at Todd with a delightfully sly smile on her lips....


"I mean ... since we're all here ... and if Mr. Getz doesn't mind ... why 
don't we all enjoy ourselves a little bit ... if you know what I mean."


Todd knew at once what Reba was implying, and his groin abruptly was boiling 
with excitement. Christ, if the three of them could fuck together, what a 
fantastic thing that would be. The journalist's eyes seemed to cloud over 
with a wicked, glinting excitement at the prospect.


Why not, he thought luridly, why the hell not?


"It's okay with me," he said. "Anything you want."


Reba moved to Judy and the two of them began whispering in hushed tones. 
From the embarrassed smile on the teenage blonde girl's face Todd guessed 
that Reba was making some suggestions as to how they spend the afternoon. 
After a moment or two, the two females began to slip out of their uniforms 
so that they wore only their lacy brassiere and panties; the young husband 
was staggered by what he beheld! A petite, platinum-haired beauty and a 
tall, voluptuous brunette side by side; two perfect, desirable females with 
enough curving, supple flesh to satisfy a dozen men, yet here they were 
about to devote all of their ample talents to pleasing him! His heatedly 
pulsating penis pounded with exhilaration, and his entire body throbbed with 
a hungry desire! He took another swallow of his drink as the two women, 
faces wreathed with smiles, approached him.


"We've decided," Reba said softly, "that we three might indulge ourselves a 
little ... that is if you consider it strictly off the record ... you 
understand what I mean. Surely, you're not stupid enough to think I ... or 
Judy and I ... would ever do this with someone we weren't interested in. 
Understand?"


"Completely," the eager young man replied, blinded by his passion.


"Fine," the tall brunette said.


As the romantic orchestral music continued to fill the room with lulling, 
erotic sounds the statuesque masseuse nodded to Judy, and they both began to 
divest themselves of their silky lingerie in time to the music.


Jesus, it's like they were two professional strippers, he thought 
salaciously, his hot eyes riveted to the torrid scene.


Slowly Judy and Reba unhooked their brassieres and dropped them teasingly to 
the floor. Judy's globular young breasts quivered as she moved, the intimate 
light creating creamy shadows on her shimmering orbs and tautly rounded 
little belly. Reba's skin was more tawny and golden, and her haughty breasts 
thrust out nakedly like warm glowing spheres, their reddish tips swollen 
with eager delight. Judy cupped her full ripe mounds, obscenely squeezing 
them and lightly tweaking her tender nipples as she gazed at the naked 
reporter.


"Oh, it feels so nice to be out of the uniform," she sighed.


Then Reba began to wriggle out of her bikini panties, revealing her fully 
rounded hips inch by tantalizing inch to Todd's lust-ridden eyes. 
Unconsciously the reporter began to stroke his hotly aroused penis; waves of 
delight rushed to every part of his body as Judy also began sliding her 
nylon panties down the white, slender columns of her thighs and legs, 
undulating her lush young body to the music. Finally both women stood 
totally naked before him, a vision of pure joy; it was all the young 
reporter could do to keep from ejaculating right then and there from the 
unbelievable sight.


"Now, just lay back and let us do the work," Reba said huskily as they 
approached him, smiling in anticipation.


Happily, the reporter sank back into the utter luxury of the couch. Without 
warning, Reba grasped the pulsating stalk of his thick penis standing 
proudly erect from the dark bush of his pubic hair, and began to squeeze it 
as she had done before, while she blew wisps of air over its hotly throbbing 
tip. Then, climbing up on the couch with him, she straddled her legs on 
either side of his hips, so that she was kneeling directly in front of his 
crotch, her hands working expertly over every inch of his lust-bloated, 
hairy balls and powerfully erect manhood.


The lush young blonde nakedly approached also, although seemingly with a 
slight air of timidity.


"It's all right, Judy," Reba remarked. "Mr. Getz is happy to have you join 
us ... just do whatever he wants...."


Judy smiled at Todd, looking like a little girl at a circus.


Todd had to contain himself from crying out with sheer delight. This blonde, 
curvaceous beauty was placing herself at his disposal, and pornographic 
fantasies flooded his brain. His eyes were riveted to the golden, softly 
curling bush of her vaginal triangle and he became possessed by the desire 
to plunge his mouth and tongue into that delicious, fleshy hole and suck it 
... this was something inconceivable with his wife ... yet it was something 
he had dreamed about, yearned for months! He wanted to devour her succulent 
young cunt like a savage barbarian! He wanted to taste that soft, buttery 
pussy flesh, and he wanted it now! His eyes darkened as a hungry glint came 
to them.


"Why don't you climb up here on the couch," he suggested lewdly, "and let me 
lick that sweet pussy of yours?"


Judy squealed with delight and clambered quickly onto the silken couch, 
straddling her legs on either side of Todd's neck. Her tight little cunt-all 
pink and glistening-was directly over the naked reporter's face, and Todd 
could smell the delicate, pungent female essence that drifted from her 
vagina like a warm aphrodisical perfume. He was overpowered by it, and in 
that moment he became transformed from a hard-working, earnest young writer 
into a dangerously aroused carnivorous animal! He gripped her soft, flaring 
hips with his trembling hands and pulled her succulent young pussy onto his 
face, as his tongue licked outwards and began to explore the sparse, golden 
nest of hair that concealed the blushing, warmly moist slit within.


Reba, meanwhile, had fully aroused his long hard cock and had positioned her 
impatiently quivering vagina directly above the tip of his rigid spear. 
Slowly she lowered herself to that the lust-bloated crown of his penis just 
touched the fleshy outer lips of her cuntal entrance; teasingly, she rubbed 
her hot pussy flesh over his sensitive, pulsing cockhead as Todd writhed 
appreciatively beneath, his loins burning as they pushed eagerly upward with 
excitement. Then, bit by bit, savoring each wildly erotic moment, Reba 
slowly lowered herself down onto Todd's rock-hard shaft, reveling as her 
wetly clasping pussy became filled completely by his swollen flesh.


Todd abandoned himself to the moistly trembling cuntal flesh hovering just 
about his mouth. He began licking and sucking it, and his mouth and tongue 
made obscene slurping sounds that seemed to fill the intimate chamber; his 
hands slid around Judy's softly warm ass-cheeks to cup the young girl's 
buttocks and pull her loins tighter against his questing face. Slipping his 
fingers into the hot crevice between her buttocks, he forced her steaming 
crotch even wider apart to make it easier for his salacious mouth fucking 
her quivering little pussy. Then his wet long tongue lapped upward, slowly 
and insinuatingly, to locate the pulsating button of her tiny erect 
clitoris.


The naked blonde girl whined in ecstasy at the contact, and cried out, 
grasping at his reddish-curly hair as he took the small trembling bud 
between his teeth and nipped it, while he ran the tip of his tongue across 
and around its gleaming tip in continuing teasing motions that almost drove 
her insane.


Judy's head flailed from side to side in wild abandonment as she drove her 
wildly trembling cunt down onto his sucking mouth.


"Ooooohhhh...." she moaned, "OOOOOOOOHHHHHHHH!"


Meanwhile, Reba was sliding sensuously up and down Todd's massively thick 
cock, her cuntal walls clasping hungrily around the bloated cockflesh, 
squeezing it with expert muscular coordination; Todd groaned wildly as she 
did, and his savage lust increased by leaps and bounds. He raised his knees 
and jutted his pelvis upwards so that he could fuck her more easily in his 
relaxed position; he shoved his heatedly throbbing pole harshly into Reba's 
cunt as the statuesque brunette screwed herself eagerly down onto his long 
turgid instrument, clenching her vaginal muscles tightly around the 
reporter's upward thrusting hardness.


"Oh, fuck me," she screamed deliriously, "fuck me good lover ... FUCK ME 
GOOD!"


Her obscene cries drove Todd further into his frenzied erotic state. He was 
charged with incredible strength, like a warrior chieftan! A satyr. A God! 
He was tongue-fucking Judy faster and faster now, sliding his hot, wet probe 
deep into her dilated, clasping vagina, tasting her lubrication juices and 
finding them as sweet as nectar. His face was wet and he could feel against 
his lips and cheeks the velvety softness of her puffy, hair-lined furrow. He 
kneaded and squeezed her supple white ass cheeks spasmodically, his fingers 
digging into the pliant flesh as his face churned deliriously in her 
wantonly writhing pussy. This, combined with the wild sensations his wetly 
fucking cock was experiencing simultaneously with Reba, drove him nearly mad 
with pleasure. Everywhere, it seemed, there was supple, hotly perfumed 
female flesh ... breasts and asses ... cunts and lips ... all combined for 
the sole purpose of delighting the adulterous husband. This was far and away 
the finest sexual moment of his life! His virile young body shook with 
raging lust and his blood raced hotly, feverishly through his veins! He was 
drenched in wetness, a torrid combination of male sweat and female sexual 
juices!


"MMMMNNNGGGGGGGHHHHHHH...." he groaned, with deep animal sounds, as his 
long, wetly quivering tongue scoured the young blonde's pussy.


"OH, YOUR COCK FEELS SO GOOD IN MY CUNT!" Reba screamed from her lewd 
position squatting over Todd's powerfully thrusting penis. Her loins burned 
with ecstatic fire and she encouraged the young reporter to fuck her as hard 
as he could, yearning for the stinging, burning sensations that only a 
brutal fucking could provide her with. "FUCK ME HARDER! HARDER!"


At her torrid urging, Todd slammed his rock-hard cock upwards into her 
cringing pussy-flesh with a new found strength. He was raping her as hard 
and cruelly as he could, as she ground her wetly churning cunt down onto his 
thick, massively heated hardness. Her body shook with ecstasy as she felt 
sharp stings of pain from the brutally slamming prick ripple upwards into 
her ravaged, yet masochistically thrilled pussy.


Inwardly, Reba gloated at her triumph. She knew that while the three of them 
were flailing wildly in a seemingly spontaneous orgy, an automatic camera 
was clicking away from its hidden position in the walls.


So this young man thinks he's got it all figured out, does he? she mused 
wickedly. Well, he's going to be in for quite a surprise!


The tall brunette chuckled to herself, for she especially enjoyed getting 
the best of a male, proving herself equally as adept in business and 
pleasure with the best of them.


With renewed determination, she impaled herself harshly on Todd's knifing 
cock, screaming in pleasure....


* * *


At the same time, in an upstairs chamber, Lynn stood shamefacedly before 
Freddy and handed over the fifteen hundred dollars she had taken from the 
bank. Her body trembled from head to foot and she was on the verge of tears.


"Take it," she said, "and let me go home."


Freddy took the wad of bills and stuffed it into his tight pants.


"Thanks," he said, now you're free to go ... if you want to."


"If I want to?" Lynn shot back in disbelief. "I don't want to spend another 
minute in this place, ever!"


"I can understand how you feel," he replied, in a surprisingly warm, sincere 
tone. "After all I was pretty harsh with you yesterday ... but I was afraid 
that you wouldn't come back ... and I would have gotten fired if I hadn't 
gotten the money ... you can understand that, can't you?"


Lynn found herself becoming confused by his words. Only minutes before she 
had hated herself for coming to the parlor, and she loathed Freddy for his 
cruel behavior. But now, the handsome, slender young man seemed so friendly 
that she was almost tempted to believe him.


No, her conscience warned, he's only trying to fool me again! He's wicked 
and corrupt!


"I've got to go," she said quickly, turning towards the door.


"If you want to ... I certainly can't stop you," he said. "But I was hoping 
you wouldn't hold anything against me because ... the truth is Lynn ... 
forgive me for not calling you Mrs. Getz ... but you see I've ... I've never 
felt like this with anyone before ... and I was hoping we might be able to 
talk to each other ... you know, like friends ... just once more before you 
went away...."


"Do you expect me to believe that?" Lynn said, aghast. "After what you did 
and said yesterday?"


"It was harsh ... but I was feeling low yesterday because they told me to 
get the money ... and I'm so sorry...." he said, hanging his head like a 
sheepish little boy. "But I've been so lonely all my life ... and when you 
came along, it was like a ray of sunshine to me ... you know ... what I did 
that first day was done spontaneously-out of my heart! I'd never felt like 
doing that to a girl before. But with you it was like I was paying homage to 
you. He turned his head away as if unable to face her any longer. "I'm not 
sorry for kissing and sucking you there; I'll remember it all my life. It 
can't happen ever again, I know. After all, you're a married woman ... and 
I'm just an unlucky single guy ... you're perfectly right for hating me."


Strangely, the young housewife was touched by his words. He looked so 
apologetic and sincere that she found herself wanting to help him.


"Oh, Freddy," she said softly, "I'm sorry ... I had hoped things would work 
out otherwise too ... but...."


"That's all right," he said, gazing at her with longing. "I'll get by 
somehow ... maybe I'll meet a girl as beautiful as you are, and I'll be able 
to straighten myself out...."


"Freddy," she whispered, moved nearly to tears by his manner. "Oh, 
Freddy...."


As if driven from within, she found herself walking towards the young man, 
yearning to kiss his sad, troubled face for the last time and ease his mind. 
He looked up at her, smiling warmly, with a hint of melancholy behind his 
eyes.


"You'd better go now," he said, "or I just might...."


A long, simmering silence hung about the room as Lynn gazed at him trying to 
ascertain his sincerity. Then, suddenly, the young housewife moaned and 
reached out her arms to tenderly take the half-naked young man into a warm 
embrace. Freddy returned her sudden ardor with expertly feigned delight.


"Oh Lynn, Lynn...." he whispered. "Let's make each other happy for one last 
time ... please...."


"Oh," she replied, feeling faint and weakknead from his masculine closeness, 
"we can't ... we mustn't ... Oh, Freddy Freddy ... Freddy!"


* * *


In the room on the floor below, meanwhile, the debauched trio were growing 
nearer to a volcanic climax. Reba was grinding her boiling cunt wildly down 
onto Todd's fiercely bucking cock, as the young husband drove his wet, 
hungry tongue deeply into Judy's rotating little pussy.


"ANNNNNGGGGHHHHH!" the blonde teenager shrieked, pressing her heatedly 
pulsating cunt even more harshly down onto Todd's voraciously sucking, 
licking mouth. Her body trembled with roaring flashes of incredible 
pleasure, and her warm vaginal walls were quaking in feverish passion. She 
knew her orgasm was not far off, and she gripped Todd's curly hair more 
tightly, bracing herself for the coming explosion.


"AAAEEEE!" Reba groaned aloud, as Todd drove his long thrusting cock so 
deeply that she felt as if a red-hot poker was about to burst through the 
sensitive walls of her womb. Searing flashes of agonizing pain were mixed 
with ecstatic gushes of radiant delight. Her skin sizzled with heat, and her 
mouth was wide open in rapture.


Writhing in complete, erotic abandon beneath the two hot, wantonly twisting 
females, Todd sensed that he was nearing his own moment of release. His 
painfully swollen balls filled with hot, thick sperm that began to rise 
upwards to the expanding tube of his penis as an unbelievable, wild 
excitement roared through him.


"UNNN ... UUUUNNNNGGGHHHHH he moaned up into Judy's hot, tightly clasping 
pussy as the moment grew nearer and nearer. Then, suddenly, he arched his 
body, driving his wildly thundering cock cruelly into Reba's hungry vaginal 
sheath, and in that moment a thick gush of rolling hot cum burst through the 
dilated opening at the tip of his bloated cock and surged up into the 
groaning brunette's frantically milking cunt like a foaming fountain.


At the same time, Reba's undulating vaginal walls secreted their female 
essence in a sudden, excruciating climax.


"I'm CCUUMMINNGGG!" she screamed. "I'M CCUUMMMIINNNGGG!"


"YEEEEESSSSS! YEEEEESSSS! CHRIST!" Judy cried out, as her own hot juices 
cascaded down her wetly quivering cuntal sheath and spread like a vapor 
across Todd's greedily sucking lips and tongue.


The unholy threesome writhed and twisted in the throes of stupendous climax. 
The room was filled with their shrieks and moans, and all three drained 
their passion to the very dregs, savoring each extraordinary thrill. Wet 
bodies flailed in delight, each one thrashing and arching to enjoy as fully 
as possible the ecstasy and brutal pleasure they relished.


Finally, in perfect response, each of them reached the apex of their passion 
and slowly began to relax. They became conscious once more of the music 
filling the room as their abandoned cries gave way to a satiated silence, 
and finally it was over.


CHAPTER EIGHT


Reba and Todd sat on a low, silken couch of the elegant chamber, languidly 
recovering from the orgy. They were both still naked, and sipped slowly on 
strong, dry martinis that the tall brunette had mixed shortly after the 
cuddlesome Judy departed to keep appointments with customers. Todd felt 
completely relaxed for what seemed the first time in months, although his 
brain was heavily clouded with alcohol; Reba sat beside him sipping her 
drink and running her fingers through the thick reddish hair on his muscular 
chest.


"Mmmm...." she sighed, "You have such a nice body."


Todd leaned over and kissed her full, sensual lips.


"Thanks, babe," he replied.


"I have some work I should get to, by the way," she continued. "So I'm going 
to leave you for a few minutes. Why don't you just have a few more drinks 
until I'm back?"


"I think I might," he said, his voice slurred from too much alcohol. 
"Thought I might have a look around the place, too ... see what the rest of 
the rooms look like...."


At his words, Reba tensed somewhat. There was no telling what he might see 
if he wandered freely through the halls, and she was disturbed that her 
carefully planned deception might blow up in her face. Still, she did have 
the photos of the orgy, so even if he did find out what was really going on, 
she had enough blackmail material to keep him good and quiet. And she had 
told Wendy to warn the others to be careful just in case.


"If you like," she said after reflection, "but be very careful: you know 
some of our customers don't like to be disturbed. They get very shy...."


"Oh sure ... sure," he said, "I'll be quiet as a mouse...."


"Fine."


The statuesque female rose and slipped on her uniform quickly.


"I'll be back shortly ... meanwhile enjoy yourself, all right?" she said, 
walking to the door.


"Right!" he replied with a wink. "See you later."


She blew him a kiss, then slipped through the door into the corridor.


Christ, she thought, he's getting drunk as a lord. Too drunk to move, 
probably.


Inwardly she congratulated herself for her cleverness in outwitting him, for 
she knew his mind was a lot keener than most men. She credited much of her 
success to good timing, the fact that she had met him at what was apparently 
a crisis-point in his marriage.


Otherwise he might not have been such a willing victim to her seductive 
charms.


She walked briskly to the reception room.


Inside the chamber, Todd lurched drunkenly about the room trying to gather 
his clothes. He had decided to have a stroll around the halls, but his lack 
of coordination, as a result of too many drinks and an exhausting sexual 
spree, was giving him difficulty. Finding his pants, he struggled to get 
them on, but ultimately decided to forego the shirt and socks as that was 
more than he could manage. Taking a last deep swallow of his martini he 
stumbled to the door and went out into the hall, blinking from the brighter 
light from the overhead chandeliers. The corridor was empty; turning to his 
left, he noticed the winding stairway to the second floor and decided to see 
what was up there. His vision was fogged, forcing him to edge along the wall 
for support and direction. He climbed the stairs slowly, forcing back a 
dizzy feeling, until he reached the top. There he stopped to get his 
bearings.


The second-floor corridor was shorter than the first with only three doors. 
He could see, through his haziness, that the door to the room at the end of 
the hall was slightly ajar, and he could hear vague human sounds coming from 
within. At first, he thought he should avoid the room, remembering Reba's 
warning about bothering customers, but in his drunken state he became 
fascinated and quite curious to see what was happening there. Chuckling 
slyly to himself, he began to tiptoe toward the door.


As he grew closer he began to barely make out the voices ... apparently it 
was a man and a woman ... and soon he could hear the male voice 
saying...."Go on ... do it! Now!" Then the female: "Please ... oh no, please 
Freddy...."


What the hell's going on in there, he thought, sobering up slightly. That 
doesn't sound like a goddamn massage to me!


For the first time in the last twenty-four hours he began to wonder if he 
hadn't been right all along about the massage studio's activities. Reba had 
been so persuasive and provocative that he hadn't much thought about it, 
assuming it was on the up and up. His sexual debauchery had been so 
profoundly exciting that it took first place in his thoughts; but now, as he 
drew closer and closer to the slightly open door, another aspect of the 
entire situation began to manifest itself. What if Reba had been playing him 
along hoping to kill the story? What if the whole thing had been a put-up 
job, even Judy's "spontaneous" participation in the volcanic orgy? The 
thought staggered him, yet he struggled to put it out of his mind. He was 
too drunk to think clearly, and the possibility suddenly loomed with such 
conviction that he was afraid to confront it directly in his unbalanced 
state.


"OOOOHHHHH...." the male voice cried out, "that feels so goooodddd! Suck it! 
SUCK IT!"


Despite Reba's warning, his curiosity had the best of him now and he had to 
investigate, not only to see what was going on, but to learn beyond doubt 
whether or not the provocative brunette had been playing him for a sucker. 
He listened intently to hear if anyone was coming up the stairs, but all he 
heard were voices below, apparently a customer going with Judy into one of 
the chambers. Then there was silence.


Stealthily, he peered around through the crack in the door. He could dimly 
see two figures, a man and a woman, both completely naked. The man was 
sprawled on the couch and the woman was hunched over his genitals.


My God, she's sucking his cock! he realized. In that moment he knew that 
what happened to him minutes before was no "lucky" incident, it happened to 
everybody here! His editor was right! This place was nothing more than a 
swank whorehouse! He trembled slightly, realizing how blind he had been to 
be fooled so easily; he had always prided himself on his sharp eye and sense 
of judgement.


I guess I've just been a sucker, he thought bitterly. That Hollister woman 
just reeled me in hook, line and sinker and I came swimmin' right to it ... 
Christ!


Turning his attention back to the lurid scene taking place in the room, he 
tried to make out the features of the two people more clearly, but the door 
wasn't open far enough to permit a clearer view. He saw that the room was 
hung with heavy velvet just as the other room had been, so he decided to 
slip inside when the coast was clear, conceal himself in the drapes, and get 
a better look. At that moment, the man on the couch gripped the light-brown 
hair of the woman who was sucking at his massively swollen cock and shoved 
her face forward so that she had to take the long thick penis all the way 
into her already stretched mouth. Todd cringed at the sight, pitying the 
poor girl for having to submit to such treatment. The naked man, closing his 
eyes in delight, groaned deeply with passion and, seeing his chance, the 
young reporter slipped inside without either of the two people being aware 
of his entry. In seconds he was well hidden in the bulky folds of the velvet 
and peeking through a separation between the drapes.


What he saw made him nearly cry out in horrified shock! Even after he was 
sure of the identity, he didn't believe it! This had to be a nightmare! The 
humiliated woman sucking so feverishly on the nude young man's cock was his 
own wife! Lynn! Todd shook his head and blinked his eyes; the salacious 
scene did not disappear. It seemed a complete impossibility that she could 
be at the studio, yet there she was, nakedly kneeling and sucking with 
gusto, there was no doubt about it! Not only that, but she was performing an 
act that she had refused to even consider with her own husband! He was 
absolutely staggered by what he beheld, and his brain exploded with a 
numbing mixture of rage and disbelief! He withdrew within the folds of the 
velvet and leaned against the wall breathing heavily, trying to clear his 
alcohol and shock-befuddled mind.


It can't be true, he thought, that can't be Lynn! My god, what's happened to 
me? Have I gone insane?


But there was no denying what he clearly saw with his own eyes. Lynn was 
sucking the man's cock, and from the look of it she was even enjoying it! 
YET SHE HAD ALWAYS BEEN TERRIFIED OF SEX! The young husband bit his lip to 
keep from crying out angrily! With great control he held back a roaring, 
rising tide of galvanic anger. Perhaps, he reasoned desperately, there was 
some kind of explanation. Perhaps Lynn had inadvertently become a victim 
too. All these possibilities rose in his mind as he struggled to find some 
justification for the scene before his eyes. After a moment, he calmed down 
somewhat and decided to continue to watch the unfolding scene before he made 
his presence known! A premature exposure might create a scene so volatile 
that he might not be able to handle it in his stunned and somewhat drunken 
state. Quietly he opened the curtains just far enough to give him a clear 
view of the naked twosome.


Todd's perception that Lynn was enjoying her lewd act was accurate, for she 
was slavering over Freddy's massively hardened cock with a great deal of 
enthusiasm. Her wetly ovaled lips and mouth worked over every inch of the 
masseur's penis.


"Mmmmmmmmmmnnnnn," she mewled happily on his fleshy tool.


She let her lips slide down the entire length of the sensitive underside of 
his cock so that she could take the hairy, sperm-swollen sac of his 
testicles into her hungry mouth. When Freddy had suggested that she suck his 
penis, only minutes before, she had been loathe to do so, despite the fact 
that he had once again orally brought her to orgasm and she felt a 
compulsion to return the favor. So she had knelt between his legs, once more 
caught in his strong sexual spell. The young housewife had never taken 
anyone's genitals into her mouth, not even her husband's, but Freddy had 
been insistent, in fact had almost forced her to do it.


At first she was repelled, but within moments her body began to respond with 
a return of the wild, animal excitement the like of which she had only begun 
to experience in the past two days; now she actually found herself enjoying 
the obscene act! Reveling in it! Her long slender fingers gripped Freddy's 
slim hips tightly as her lips and tongue licked hungrily at his cock and 
balls.


"That's it, chick," Freddy moaned, delighted that the demure housewife was 
becoming so wildly savage under his tutelage. "Now you've got the idea! 
UUUUUUUUUNNNNGGGGGH!"


Concealed behind the drapes, Todd clenched his fists in rage as he watched 
the young man shove his pelvis forward, burying his huge wetly glistening 
cock once again deeply into Lynn's eager young mouth. He wanted to punch the 
bastard in the face! Knock him from here to kingdom come for the way he was 
treating her! Yet, undeniably, there was a radical change in his wife. She 
appeared to be very different from the frail, cold creature she had become 
at home. As he watched, riveted, while she sucked Freddy's cock like a 
common slut, he found that he liked how she looked! Lynn was wild, 
uninhibited, hold! She had somehow completely released the vivacious, erotic 
part of her nature that Todd had always known existed but which he had been 
completely unable to help her unleash! Somehow, from whatever transpired 
between her and the young man on the couch, that needed metamorphosis had 
taken place! She was all woman now, the young reporter found his wild, 
unreasoning anger changing to fascination as his eyes glued themselves to 
his newly-passionate wife ... and then, with a sudden pounding of his heart, 
his emotions went from fascination to excitement. For as he stood concealed 
from sight, watching the bizarre scene, his genitals began to throb with a 
lusty new life; his long hearty penis stiffened as if struck with a jolt of 
lightning as he saw Lynn grip the man's hardened shaft with both hands and 
begin to suck on the crown wildly. Without thinking about it, Todd 
instinctively reached down and began to stroke his own excitedly pulsating 
flesh, his mind imagining that it was himself that Lynn was sucking off!


Freddy exulted as the lust-crazed young housewife worked her lips and mouth 
torridly over his blood-gorged cockhead. His loins were burning with 
passion, and he arched his body in ecstasy as she sucked him as though she 
had been doing this professionally all her life.


"YYYYEEEESSSS!" he cried out, "YYEEESSSS! Suck harder, I'm almost there ... 
AHHH!"


But at that moment there was a sudden intrusion.


"Freddy!"


It was Reba Hollister. She was so close, he could almost touch her. At her 
arrival Todd immediately pressed himself back against the wall scarcely 
breathing, while Lynn pulled her mouth away from Freddy's penis; her face 
was aflame with shame at being caught at her lurid act.


"It's all right, I didn't mean to interrupt," Reba said quickly, trying to 
allay the new customer's fear. "But I must speak to Freddy for just a 
moment."


Freddy rose, his cock still stiff and pulsing, and moved closely to Reba.


"What's up," he asked in hushed tones.


"You left the door open, you stupid son of a bitch!" she whispered. "I could 
hear you groaning all the way down the hall. There's a reporter downstairs, 
and if he gets wind of what's going on in here it could mean curtains for us 
all! Didn't Judy tell you he was coming?"


"No...."


"That dumb bitch probably forgot, she's so dizzy half the time. In any case, 
make sure the door is locked and, for Christ's sake, be careful!"


"It was stupid of me," he replied, "It won't happen again. But you see I was 
so eager ... now that our new customer has signed a contract ... I mean, 
she's a beauty, isn't she...."


Reba glanced at Lynn, who cowered by the couch, embarrassed and trembling. 
Reba was immediately attracted to the girl, who looked so fresh and 
unspoiled, as well as rather succulent as she knelt nakedly on the rug. The 
svelte businesswoman found herself somewhat excited by the pretty young 
thing, and despite her pressing concerns her tall, sleek body shivered with 
desire for the vulnerable, ravishing creature.


"Yes, she is lovely," she said to Freddy in a voice inaudible to the others.


"I thought you'd like her ... I know you like to swing both ways and then 
... would you like to join us for a moment?"


"I really can't," she said, "much as I'd like to ... it's just that the 
reporter...."


"The hell with him, he'll be all right ... she's hot as hell, and once you 
get her going she'll do anything you ask! A big, big change from the iceberg 
she was two days ago, you can't believe how sweet that little cunt of hers 
tastes...."


For the moment Reba was torn between her common sense and her rising desire 
for the girl. Then Freddy went to Lynn and, giving her his hand, gently 
lifted her from the floor.


"This is Lynn, our newest customer...." he said, smiling slyly. "Lynn, this 
is Reba Hollister, one of our executives."


Shyly Lynn tried to smile, although inwardly she was mortified. She had 
suddenly been discovered by a stranger in the midst of the most debauched 
sexual moment of her life, and her mind became a stormy sea of anxiety. 
Ashamed, she avoided looking directly at the tall brunette.


"You don't have to be shy with me," Reba said, approaching the girl warmly. 
"I understand ... You're so beautiful, you know, quite beautiful ... and I'm 
so glad you chose the Finger Delight Salon...."


Lynn looked up and was struck by the dazzling warmth that seemed to radiate 
from Reba's eyes; there was infinite tenderness oddly mixed with sweet 
desire in them, and they struck a responsive chord immediately in Lynn. Like 
a little girl her fears vanished, and instead she smiled timidly at the 
voluptuous woman thinking she was a friend, a sister even ... dimly she even 
felt that there was a certain motherliness about the woman's attitude 
despite the fact that she was still in her late twenties-for Reba exuded a 
worldly-wise, compassionate expression that her own mother had lacked 
completely.


Sensing this, Reba tenderly reached out with one finger and gently lifted 
the young wife's chin. "You are so beautiful, my dear," she whispered. With 
a little cry, Lynn pushed her nakedly lush body against Reba's, clinging to 
her in a tight embrace, like a confused child who had suddenly found a 
friend.


From his hiding place in the velvet, Todd was staggered by his wife's 
totally strange behavior. He was sure that she wasn't in her right mind, 
otherwise she would never have behaved so irrationally! Surely whatever 
sexual shocks she had experienced, whatever had been taking place without 
his knowing it, had tipped her fragile mind towards madness!


Jesus, do something! his mind shrieked inwardly. But the dumbstruck young 
husband knew at the moment there was nothing he could do except wait! Wait 
for the right moment to reveal himself. Anything premature might be more 
than Lynn could handle! And so he waited ... and watched.


"Let's continue," Reba was saying, "shall we, my dears?"


Freddy said, "Please join us, Reba. Let's all three of us enjoy each other. 
What about it, Lynn?"


"Yes...." she said in a tiny voice, "Whatever you say...." The young wife 
was now trembling from a combination of heated desire and uncertainty.


"Good," Reba said. "Of course, I don't want to interrupt anything you and 
Freddy were into...."


"That's all right," the young masseur said as he began fondling his genitals 
to bring them back to a fully aroused state. "There's so much I've promised 
to teach Lynn about her own body ... perhaps you can help me...."


"Of course...." Reba replied, quickly slipping out of her uniform. "I 
haven't much time so we must be quick...." She moved rapidly before the 
nakedly bewildered young girl could have a chance to think about what was 
going to happen.


Gently she led Lynn to the couch, having her lie back.


"Relax, my dear," she said soothingly, as she gently pulled the young wife's 
legs wide apart. "Relax...."


Lynn closed her eyes, glad to be taken care of; her weary mind began to 
drift pleasantly and, as Reba opened her legs, she found her simmering 
passion, interrupted moments ago at the height of ecstasy, suddenly 
returning like a rolling ocean wave, carrying her quickly into a sensual, 
animal state of lust.


Reba bent down, positioning her elbows on either side of the ravishing 
girl's curving hips and lowered her face so that it hovered above the warm, 
musky vaginal mound. Flicking out her tongue, she expertly licked a path 
through the softly curling golden tendrils of sparse pubic hair until she 
found the soft, pinkly blushing cuntal cleft. She let her tongue trail 
lovingly up and down the quivering ridges that led to the vaginal opening, 
pausing to circle the budding clitoris. She began sucking on the little nub 
of flesh, and it hardened immediately.


"Oooooooooohhhhh!" Lynn moaned, writhing her body hotly upward as Reba's 
oral probe found just the right spot in the center of her clitoris and 
sucked it, sending trembling flashes of bliss throughout her ecstatic 
abdomen.


Todd found his own passion rising in seething torrents at the incredible 
sight. Only minutes ago, Reba had been fucking him on the floor below, and 
now she was gluttonously sucking on his wife's pussy! In a fever of lust, he 
reached down once again to tightly grasp his own rock-hard penis and began 
pumping on it roughly as he watched Reba devouring the succulent pink meat 
of Lynn's naked cunt.


Freddy, too, was not unaffected by the sight of one voluptuous woman eagerly 
tongue-fucking the pussy of another, equally delectable. His genitals 
pounded like a hammer, his thick cock shot even more erect, and his large, 
dangling balls tightened in hot anticipation. He strode quickly to the couch 
and climbed onto it, kneeling so that he straddled Lynn's neck, and gripped 
his bloated cock in his hand.


"Now, finish what you started," he said, placing the blood-engorged tip of 
his huge cock on her wetly-parted lips. "Suck it!"


Obediently, Lynn opened her mouth and allowed Freddy to bury his massively 
heated stalk deeply into it. At once, the eager delight she had felt earlier 
when she sucked him returned, and she clasped her lips and mouth lovingly 
around his hardened flesh. The combination of her cunt being so fhrillingly 
licked by Reba and Freddy's deliciously hot cock in her mouth drove Lynn mad 
with lewd delight; she abandoned herself totally to a swirling whirlpool of 
sexuality, twisting and writhing her voluptuous young body, shoving her 
suddenly savage cunt eagerly up against Reba's warm willing mouth, and hotly 
sucking Freddy's long thick penis, devouring its length hungrily.


Reba stiffened her tongue and drove it deeply into the shamelessly aroused 
young wife's tight cuntal sheath, widening it, stretching the trembling slit 
to its fullest, making Lynn's loins surge with pleasure. The svelte 
brunette's magic tongue rotated wildly, far up deep inside the young girl's 
sensually clasping sheath.


This is my extra reward for the day, Reba thought devilishly, my prize for 
having subdued that reporter!


Remembering that her time was limited, she redoubled her tongue-fucking, so 
that she could return downstairs before the journalist sobered up enough to 
cause trouble. She drove her hot tongue into Lynn's throbbing wet cunt, as 
her own nakedly quivering body tingled with delight, still warmly aroused 
from her orgy with Todd and Judy.


Behind the drapes, Todd's hand tightly gripped his heatedly throbbing penis 
and jerked it up and down, aroused to a point of savage madness by the 
obscene sight. His own animal passions were still seethingly dominant, and 
in the turbulent rush of passion, they took hold of him with the force of a 
hurricane! HE WAS WITNESSING A PORNOGRAPHIC SIGHT THAT WAS BEYOND IMAGINING! 
HIS OWN WIFE WAS BEING SCREWED IN THE PUSSY AND IN THE MOUTH BY AN AMORAL 
YOUNG MAN AND AN UNSCRUPULOUS FEMALE! HIS MIND ROCKED WITH TORRID 
EXCITEMENT! RAGE ... FOUL AND LURID BEYOND WORDS ... AND HE WAS LOST IN IT!


Sweat broke out on his forehead as he continued to pump madly on his 
painfully throbbing prick! His body was burning and his eyes were glazed!


In the dimly lit chamber, Freddy was plunging his long, wetly glistening 
cock in and out of Lynn's warmly sucking mouth with increasing force. His 
hands gripped the silky upholstery tightly, so that he could swing his 
muscular hips with perfect precision; beads of gleaming sweat dappled his 
lithe, wiry body as he knelt over the lust-crazed young wife who slavered 
hungrily over his driving shaft. Behind him, he knew, his luscious boss was 
grinding her eager mouth into this woman's tender-fleshed pussy, and this 
lewd thought intensified his passion.


"SUCK MY COCK! SUCK IT GOOD BECAUSE I'M GOING TO CUM IN YOUR MOUTH! I'M 
GOING TO SHOOT MY HOT CUM RIGHT DOWN YOUR BEAUTIFUL FUCKING THROAT!" he 
cried exultantly.


Lynn nearly gagged as Freddy rammed his hot pulsating hardness deeply into 
her mouth where it touched the back of her throat, and masochistically, she 
abandoned herself completely to the heated long cock. Like a child with a 
delicious candy cane, she worked her tongue and lips all over the swollen 
tube, taking it in her mouth until her glistening lips pressed against the 
bristling pubic hairs at the wide base. On each of his withdrawal strokes, 
she let her teeth graze lightly over the raised veins and sensitive flesh, 
causing Freddy to bellow with pleasure. She sucked at the tip of the rubbery 
head as if to coax his hot semen to come forth, then relaxed her tightly 
compressed lips as he plunged forward again, as if she wanted to devour the 
entire organ.


For a brief moment, her mind flooded with alarm, as the face of her parents 
... her childhood home ... and her husband ... flashed across her mind 
unexpectedly, but this momentary guilt was soon swept away on the 
spectacular surge of bliss that suddenly rushed through her body. Her 
vaginal walls, undulating and steaming in response to Reba's expert 
tongue-fucking, began to vibrate and secrete shimmering juices ... 
extraordinary thrills rippled through her, and she felt as if she was on a 
roller-coaster ride in heaven, soaring through space ... she was cumming! 
SHE WAS CUMMING!


As Lynn began to writhe wildly in the grips of her coming orgasm, Freddy 
felt his sperm-bloated balls, slapping wetly against Lynn's chin and throat, 
were ready to shoot forth their scalding load of gism. Gripping the couch as 
tightly as he could, he threw back his head in triumph as the searing flash 
of release burst through his loins! He plunged his wildly jerking cock 
deeply into Lynn's mouth as the first wave of rolling cum gushed through the 
tubes leading to his cock-head. He could hear the thrashing housewife 
gulping hungrily, as the heatedly thick semen rushed down her throat in 
spurting waves. "TAKE IT ALL!" he shouted. "SUCK ME DRY!"


Reba Hollister pressed her face deeply into the young wife's flowering 
pussy, her tongue and lips coated with the warm, glistening sheen that had 
cascaded out from Lynn's pulsing vaginal walls. Her own body trembled with 
vibrant pleasure, and her cunt was drenched with feminine essence, pouring 
forth in sympathetic climax. Groaning with ecstasy, she buried her tongue 
one last time into the sweet, fragrant pussy, reveling in the buttery 
delight of that fleshy sheath.


Pressed against the wall, behind the drapes, Todd clenched his teeth to 
suppress a violent groan as he, too, reached his moment of release! His body 
was racked with hot convulsions as his cum-filled penis suddenly shot its 
thick, scalding load of white sperm arching upwards through the air where it 
splattered noiselessly on the expensive purple drapes and carpet.


On the couch, Freddy continued to yelp with pleasure. "Take it all ... take 
all of my cum...." he shouted, his eyes bulging wildly in the throes of a 
stupendous climax. "llUUUNNNNGGGHHHH! UUUNNNNNGGGGHHHHHH!"


Lynn drained him dry, sucking him feverishly and swallowing his hot seed 
with complete abandon. Her body was burning with intense, turbulent passion 
and her cunt throbbed like a savage jungle drum. She wanted it to go on 
forever! Forever!


Soon, however, Freddy was empty of his semen, and he quickly withdrew his 
deflating cock. Reba also had reached the apex of her excitement and, as she 
felt the lusty fires begin to dim, she pulled away from Lynn's warmly 
perfumed pussy, leaving the naked young housewife alone on the couch. 
Quickly, Reba began to slip on her uniform.


"I've got to go ... I've already been here too long," she said as she zipped 
the tight, white garment up the front.


From his hiding place, Todd quickly placed his rapidly softening cock back 
in his trousers, zipped up his fly, and took a deep breath. This, he knew, 
was the moment he had been waiting for.


"Freddy," Reba said, "I want to see you when you're finished with Miss ... 
Miss...."


"Getz. Her name is Mrs. Lynn Getz!" Todd said, throwing aside the drapes.


Startled, Reba, Freddy, and Lynn all spun suddenly to see who the sudden 
intruder was.


"And she's my wife!"


CHAPTER NINE


"Todd!" Reba exclaimed when she saw the journalist, "What are you doing 
here? I asked you not to interrupt our sessions!"


"Didn't you hear me, sweetheart?" he replied flippantly, "I said that's my 
wife!"


Reb's face became pale as a sheet.


"What are you talking about?" she asked incredulously.


All eyes turned to the frightened, nakedly trembling young woman on the 
couch.


"Oh, Todd," she whispered, her eyes abruptly filling with hot tears, "I'm so 
ashamed. I'm so ashamed."


Reba's eyes widened and her mouth grew taut as she realized what had 
happened.


"But ... but, that's impossible," she stammered. She turned and-glared at 
the young masseur who had retreated anxiously towards the wall. "Why didn't 
you tell me?" she hissed. "You're responsible for this! I'll have you 
fired!"


"I didn't know, Miss Hollister, believe me," he said. "She was just another 
customer ... that's all...."


"Well, it's an outrage...." she replied.


Turning to Todd, the tall female tried turning on the charm. "Believe me, 
Todd, I had no idea ... We've had trouble with Freddy before ... you 
see...."


"Cool it, Reba," the reporter snapped, "it's all over. I've been here for 
fifteen minutes. I saw everything. You had me pretty fooled up until now, 
but not anymore!"


Suddenly Lynn bolted from the couch and ran to her husband.


"Oh darling," she sobbed tearfully. "I've been so foolish ... I ... I found 
that pamphlet in your jacket, and I thought you ... that you were coming 
here without telling me ... I was jealous ... then he threatened me ... and 
I paid fifteen hundred dollars ... Oh, darling ... forgive me ... please?"


Sobbing disconsolately, she buried her face in his naked chest, tears 
rolling down her cheeks. As she spoke, Todd suddenly understood what had 
happened? His own wife had inadvertently become the victim of the racket he 
was trying to expose! Just as he had supposed.


"It's all right honey," he said softly. "It's all right. You were just one 
of their suckers! But the game is over for them! I'll see to that!"


"Oh, will you?" Reba remarked suddenly. "I think not!" She reached into her 
uniform pocket and withdrew some photos. "Mrs. Getz, I think these polaroids 
might interest you. You see your husband has been having some massages of 
his own, too!"


For a second Todd was tempted to snatch the photographs away from the tall 
brunette, then a part of his rational mind told him to let Lynn see them. 
She might as well know what he liked ... what he had done. It might even 
make her feel better ... maybe....


Reba showed the pictures to the young couple, and Lynn gasped when she saw 
them. It was Todd sucking lewdly on a blonde girl's vagina while he was 
fucking the woman who only a moment ago had orally brought her to orgasm! 
She was thunderstruck and gave a little cry of dismay. Todd held her 
tightly, angry with himself for being duped by the oldest trick in the 
world.


"Honey," he said, "it's true. They suckered me into it also. They've made 
monkeys out of the both of us! I'm sorry, baby, really sorry."


"Oh, Todd...." Lynn moaned, burying her face in his broad shoulder.


"So you see, Mr. Getz," Reba continued, "I think you had better forget all 
about your story because if one slanderous word gets in print, we'll not 
only release your pictures to the public but those of your wife also. You 
see, we like to photograph all our customers. It keeps them from getting 
overly anxious about exposing our operations."


There was a moment's silence as Todd glared angrily first at Reba, then at 
Freddy, who had slipped quietly into his tight slacks.


"I've got to hand it to you, Reba," he said at length, "you really know what 
you're doing. You've got me trapped. You've won. Well ... congratulations. 
But I hope somebody busts you wide open soon. It won't be me, but somebody 
will; and when they do I'm going to fire off rockets and raise the flag."


"Please do," the svelte vamp replied. "That'll be such a clever gesture."


The cold, sneering look on Reba's face disgusted Todd and his impulse was to 
slap her. He restrained himself, however, and turned his attention to his 
wife who was shaking in terror.


"Get your clothes, honey," he whispered kissing her tenderly on the 
forehead.


"Todd," she said timidly. "I don't think you heard me, I gave them money ... 
fifteen hundred dollars ... Freddy has it...."


"Fifteen hundred dollars!" he replied. "Christ, is that what they soak 
people for? Go on, babe, get your clothes and let me handle this."


Quickly Lynn slipped behind the screen to dress, as Todd faced the hostile 
stares of Reba and Freddy.


"Now, there's a little matter of fifteen hundred dollars," he said evenly.


"That money is ours," Freddy said, backing away. "She signed a contract! 
It's in writing!"


"I don't give a shit what she signed!" he snapped back. "I want it, and I 
want it now."


"No ... no, I can't!" the young masseur shouted, glancing toward Reba for 
help.


"Mr. Getz, that money is legally ours!" she said imperiously.


"Bullshit!" Todd replied. "Take me to court! I want that money!"


Quickly, he leaped forward and grabbed Freddy by the arm, twisting it 
painfully behind him.


"Oooooohhhhh!" Freddy yelled. "You're hurting me!"


"Leave him alone!" Reba screamed. "Shut up, bitch," Todd snapped, and gave 
Freddy's arm another agonizing jerk.


"All right," he screamed. "I'll give it to you!"


"Now!" Todd insisted.


With his free arm Freddy reached into his pocket and withdrew the bills. 
Todd quickly snatched them and stuffed them in his own pocket.


"Fine, that's fine," he said, releasing the young men.


At that moment Lynn reappeared, dressed, from behind the screen. "I'm ready, 
Todd."


"Then let's go," he said. "The smell of this place is getting to me!"


Lynn ran to him and clutched his arm. They went toward the door together.


"Goodbye, Mr. Getz," Reba said, "I trust our paths will never cross again."


"I trust not," he answered brusquely. "I like to mix with a better class of 
people."


And with that the young married couple slipped through the door, leaving a 
cold and bitter Reba Hollister alone with the young masseur. After a moment 
she turned to him, anger blazing from her green eyes.


"You stupid fool," she said, "all this is your fault. Yours and that little 
snip Judy. You're fired! Both of you! Get out of here!"


Freddy smiled slyly and ambled nonchalantly to the couch where he lay back 
and stretched out.


"I said get out!" the tall woman commanded. Freddy laughed darkly.


"You can't throw me out, love. I've got enough on you to keep you in jail 
for the rest of your life. You're stuck with me! For as long as I want!"


"How dare you," she shrieked. "HOW DARE YOU!"


"Easy," he said smugly. With tantalizing slowness he began to unzip the fly 
of his velvet pants. "Any by the way ... how about a massage? Make it with 
the 'Executive Special'."


CHAPTER TEN


The next morning dawned bright and sunny. Lynn was up well before her 
husband, and by the time the alarm rang and Todd was rousing himself from 
his pleasant sleep, she was already downstairs frying pancakes and sausages. 
As soon as he smelled the tantalizing aroma, the young journalist leapt from 
the bed, slipped on his robe, and padded downstairs barefoot to the kitchen.


"Mmmmmmmmm," he said, licking his lips, "what's cooking?"


"Oh, hot cakes and sausages," she replied merrily. "I thought you might be 
hungry this morning after last night."


She smiled impishly, and despite his early-morning haze Todd was delighted 
by her warm, easy manner. She looked radiant in the snug, emerald-green 
velvet robe she wore, and her eyes twinkled with happiness.


You look good enough to eat, too," he said playfully as he approached her 
with a wicked glint in his eye.


"I'm glad," she said in reply.


He slipped his arms around her waist and hugged her tightly. Everything 
seemed bright and new this morning, and all the pain and anguish of the past 
was far away.


"Be careful," she said, "I'm liable to spill some of this sausage grease."


"Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm, so what?" he murmured nibbling lightly at her ear.


Suddenly they were interrupted by the telephone.


"Now who the hell could that be at this hour?" Todd asked.


Annoyed, he trudged to the phone in the front hall.


"Yes?" he said picking up the receiver.


"Todd? I've got some bad news for you."


The young reporter recognized the voice at once. It was the wise, old editor 
at GeorgiaTimes. For a moment he was uptight, as he hadn't even thought 
about the story since yesterday morning.


"What's wrong?" he asked, fearing for a moment that Reba might have gone to 
his editor.


"We've got to kill the Massage Parlor story."


"What? Why?" Good, God! he thought, that bitch did go to him!


"We've been scooped by News Today. They apparently were doing a story months 
before we were and keeping it just as big a secret! Well, this morning they 
came out with their expose, and it's completely built around the Finger 
Delight Salon! I've got to admit they did a pretty good job, too, those 
people'll be behind bars by the end of the week after what their reporters 
did to 'em. So, I'm sorry ... all that work we did, down the drain ... it's 
a bad break...."


Todd nearly laughed aloud at the editor's words.


"Well, this is the biggest surprise of all," his boss replied. "It's not a 
guy, it's a girl! A cub reporter named Judy something or other ... seems she 
worked as one of their employees for a couple of months ... as a masseuse 
... and got first hand dope! There's a picture of her on the front page. 
Cute blonde ... doesn't even look old enough to be out of high school."


"My God," Todd said, realizing that the cuddlesome little Judy was actually 
a fellow journalist. "Oh, my God!"


He began laughing hysterically.


"What's so funny?" the editor asked.


"Nothing ... nothing," he replied stifling his laughter. "It's just weird 
the way things work out sometimes."


"Yes, isn't it? Well, I've got to go, Todd. Listen, why don't you take the 
day off ... to get over the disappointment. Come back Monday, and I'll have 
something new for you ... something right up your alley."


"Fine ... see you Monday then."


"Right. Tell Lynn I said hello...."


Todd hung up the phone and walked back into the kitchen, shaking his head in 
disbelief at the unusual turn of events.


"Who was it?" Lynn asked, as she set the table for breakfast.


"My editor. The story is no good. News Today scooped us."


"Oh,' Todd, I'm so sorry...." she said sympathetically.


"It's okay ... I was stuck anyway! I couldn't do the story because Reba had 
those damn pictures ... it could've been a real mess. So actually it worked 
out perfectly. And a girl reporter did it."


"Really?"


"Yep ... remember those photos yesterday?"


Lynn blushed slightly remembering the obscene pictures of her husband being 
made love to by two luscious females.


"I remember vividly," she said.


"Remember the blonde?"


"Yes...."


"That's the reporter."


For a moment Lynn stared incredulously at her husband, then she broke out in 
peals of delighted laughter.


"Oh, Todd, I know I shouldn't laugh ... but it's so funny...."


"I know," he said, laughing also, "it's ridiculous. But you know, in a 
strange sort of way it's all worked out for the best."


"Yes," she said warmly, "it really has. Now, sit down and have, your 
breakfast, it's piping hot!"


Todd sat at his chair while Lynn went to the stove to get the pancakes.


"Know what else he told me?" he asked.


"No ... what?" she said as she slid a hot cake onto his plate next to two 
plump brown sausages.


"I've got a holiday until next Monday ... as my consolation prize...."


"That's wonderful!" she exclaimed happily. "Yes, but the only thing is I 
don't know what to do with all that free time...."


"No?" she said as she returned the frying pan to the stove. "Well, maybe I 
can come up with an idea or two."


"Like what?" Todd asked, a playful smile on his lips.


"Like ... like this," she said, slipping onto his lap and kissing him 
deeply, thrusting her tongue into her surprised mouth. She held him tightly 
and kissed him so deeply that it nearly took his breath away. Then she 
pulled away, smiling seductively. "Do you like the idea?"


"Like it?" he replied toying with the sash of her velvet robe until it 
opened and the soft material fell away to reveal her firm, proud young 
breasts glowing warmly in the morning light. "Baby, I love it."


THE END
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FOREWORD


Sex-and the greed which can motivate its manipulations-form the web by which 
many an otherwise honorable person has fallen prey to the unscrupulous. Only 
recently has seduction and catering to peculiar whims of an individual been 
an organized part of industrial and business practice, but sex has been used 
and abused since the dawn of time to sway politics and gain power. Many a 
country's history has been decided by such undercover activities, perhaps 
the most famous case of body politics being Cleopatra.


It is within this basic framework that Donald Sharpe has taken the theme of 
political corruption and broadened it into a portrait of the many motivators 
driving, sometimes desperately the actions of attacker and defender, the 
guilty and the innocent. It is a stirring expose of govern mental hypocrisy, 
and a frank indictment of our nominating system, which permits unscrupulous 
men to select candidates and not always in cigar-smoked back rooms, but 
often in boudoirs. The basic plot is supplemented with candid emotional 
overtones and raw, realistic confrontations which such a story would 
obviously have if it happened in actuality. And though the exact sequences 
and characters are fictional, the basis is grounded in truth. Every 
scandal-from Cleopatra on down to London's Profumo and what is unfolding in 
Washington currently is testimony to this fact, and all of us should take 
heed to the grim warnings advanced in these pages.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


Judge Emerson Granger lived some distance from the state capitol, but with 
modern communications this was hardly a handicap, and he was known as "the 
third house of the legislature". This was because he was top man in one of 
the most formidable political machines the state had ever experienced. To 
some, Judge Granger was a master politician, an exceptional constitutional 
lawyer, and an outwardly religious man. To others he was colder than a 
banker's glass eye, slick and ruthless, fraudulent and obsessed with power.


By the time he'd reached sixty-five, he'd long since retired from any 
active, open work on the Bench, but he'd amassed a great personal fortune-as 
most political people in low-paying jobs are wont to do-and could devote his 
time to manipulating people and subverting laws behind the scenes. Pulling 
heavy strings in the statehouse, he wove Byzantine deals in mineral rights 
and oil leases, and once during a boom in raccoon pelts, he swung a secret 
deal that took


100,000 acres of woodlands and forest away from the public park system. The 
Granger Machine demonstrated its clout during elections, when his 
hand-picked candidates beat any and all opposition easily. Once, one county 
cast nearly 80,000 votes for a state senator of his choice, even though 
there were only 67,5000 voters registered, whole precincts arriving in 
alphabetical order with rolls carrying voters with names like Jack Dempsey, 
Babe Ruth, and Davey Crockett. A Granger ally promised him: "We'll do better 
next time, Judge."


Not that "next time" was rolling around, and the ward heelers and grafters 
of that particular county, Inness, were indeed planning to do "better". The 
other state senatorial seat was up for grabs, since the elderly Jarvis 
Kingsley, who'd held it for the past forty-four years, was retiring. Two men 
in Judge Granger's Machine were eager for it, and both were now at the 
Judge's mansion with their wives, at the Judge's invitation. And both men 
and their wives were well aware that whom the Judge ultimately picked would 
hinge greatly on this weekend visit, so while the smiles were wide and the 
conversation was friendly, the charm went only skin deep. It was a time of 
long knives, and the Judge gloated silently in his ability to sharpen the 
daggers and pit the four people against one another for his own nefarious 
entertainment....


The estate was in the shelter of a vast pine forest, a mile off the main 
highway leading south, the house itself built in a Spanish style of white 
stucco and black wrought iron. Wide, well-landscaped grounds bordered it, 
the two tennis courts, the emerald-green swimming pool and twin cabanas, and 
a magnificent waterfall which cascaded from a small mountain of rocks and 
ferns. Inside, the rooms were spacious and luxuriantly furnished in polished 
hardwoods and handwoven fabrics. One entire wall of the living room was 
double-plate glass, overlooking a sweeping patio and the golden rays of the 
setting sun; the glass doors were slid open because of the warmth of the 
summer evening, and even the usual quota of annoying gnats and mosquitoes 
seemed to respect the Judge's power and stayed away. A few lights were on, 
adding to the warm glow, and the wide expanse of green carpet seemed almost 
as if it were an extension of the lawn outside.


A quiet, unobtrusive maid glided to where Andrew "Just-Call-Me-Andy" 
Bancroft and his wife Gale were standing near the large fieldstone 
fireplace, and offered them another round of drinks from her silver tray. 
Bancroft declined, asking where Judge Granger was; the maid politely replied 
that the Judge was still in his study, tidying up "other matters". Then she 
moved toward the other couple, Craig and Helen Dalston, who were sitting on 
a black leather couch reputed to have cost a thousand dollars.


Andy Bancroft was the state assemblyman from the 6th District, while Craig 
Dalston was assemblyman from the neighboring 101st. The 6th was a poorer 
district, but Bancroft was younger than Dalston by five years and had earned 
a reputation as a fast-rising crusader, which sort of balanced the odds. 
Although he worked within the system, he had a lot of voter appeal as an 
honest man who didn't sell out or become complacent, but worked for the 
folks back home. Or to put it another way, considering that the Judge ran 
the state, voting for Andy Bancroft was voting for as fair a shake as you 
could expect.


Andy Bancroft nurtured this image as if it were a sick orchid. It was his 
ace, his single strength over more polished and more potent politicians like 
Dalston. Not that he didn't like the Dalstons; both he and Gale found the 
other couple most charming and urbane, and he considered Craig a very able 
and astute lawmaker-but this was politics, and when you had a foxy old 
ringmaster like Judge Granger calling the tune, you didn't allow friendship 
to get in the way. When it came to the business of dealing with humanity en 
masse, being human yourself was a fatal weakness.


He sighed lightly now, glancing down into the dregs of his Scotch-and-soda, 
warning himself that he had to watch how much he drank tonight, and the 
following days, while he and Gale were staying over. There'd be plenty of 
opportunity to imbibe, the Judge a great admirer of bourbon, and the 
capacity to take alcohol in large quanities was not one of Bancroft's strong 
points. He was a tall, lean man-"Lincolnesque stature", one favorable 
newspaper editorial called him-but his face was remarkably un-lined and 
youthful for his thirty-seven years, and he had a wide smile normally 
associated with toothpaste advertisements. He ran one hand through his hair, 
which was thicker and a darker nut-brown that Dalston's, none of it white 
yet while the older man had the beginnings of distinguished grey around his 
temples, and then he glanced at his wife to say:


"I'm edgier than a razor blade tonight, honey. Make sure I don't have that 
one-too-many which will loosen my tongue and ruin everything."


Gale, who'd been his secretary when he'd first opened a private law office a 
decade before, squeezed his arm and smiled up at him with warm assurance. 
"Don't worry, darling. You're doing just fine, and between us we'll nip that 
little nod from the Judge right out from under Craig."


"This is worse than sitting in session," her husband sighed. "There, 
everybody else is equally apt to make fools of themselves and we can 
overlook a lot. But standing here waiting to be inspected like a contestant 
in a beauty pageant really makes a guy realize just how alone he is ... how 
naked and vunerable he is."


"Naked!" Gale laughed throatily. "If you were naked, Andy, I don't think 
watching how much Scotch you drink would make much difference. And anyway, 
you're not alone. You have me, darling, and don't ever forget that."


"Yes, I have you."


Andy smiled back at his thirty-one year old wife, basking in the faith which 
shown from her sparkling blue eyes. He never tired looking at her; at the 
fine, symmetrically formed features, the small pert nose, the soft round 
mouth, the long cascading silkiness of her honey blonde hair falling about 
the shoulders of her tight, thin dress. Her firm, voluptuous breasts jutted 
forth with feminine allure, and the tight globular roundness of her buttocks 
were provocatively out-lined as she stood in profile. He had her ... had had 
her almost from the first moment they'd met when he'd been interviewing for 
a secretarial position. Without her, he'd never had grown the ambition to 
enter politics, and without her he'd never have won that first critical 
election, when she'd toured with him, his blushing bride. The voters had 
lapped it up like cream. And without her now to encourage him and believe in 
him, he knew he'd never have a chance in a contest with Craig Dalston. It 
was a stroke of luck that Judge Granger had invited husbands and wives 
together ... just as it was luck that she was his. She was a woman in a 
thousand, a million, he thought possessively; he was a damned lucky man to 
have Gale, very damned lucky any way you sliced it.


"You're my second right hand, darling," he said, chucking her lightly under 
the chin. "My third leg."


"Your fourth leg, you mean," she said risquely.


"Ah, it looks like I'm going to have to watch how much, you drink tonight, 
Gale! Start talking that way around the Judge, and he'll have apoplexy."


"I doubt that very much." Gale replied with a merry twinkle in her eyes. 
"He's always struck me as a randy old goat at heart who wouldn't mind 
chasing skirts-if and when he's up to it."


"Ouch! Another bad pun. Well, if the Judge does chase skirts, he does it 
discretely. Nothing the opposition would enjoy more than a juicy sex scandle 
involving him. No, I think you're off the beam there, Gale."


"Woman's intuition, darling," she said smugly. "I can feel what's going on 
in that pious old fraud's brain when he looks at me or Helen Dalston, or 
just about any other female who has bulges in front."


Bancroft glanced around, suddenly nervous. "Pious frau-! God, don't say such 
things, don't even think them! That man has the ability to read minds, I 
swear it sometimes."


"Relax," she whispered to him. "He reads faces, not minds, and your face 
looks as if you were gulity of thinking he was a pious fraud. Just relax, 
darling...."


But even as she was calming her husband, Gale was internally belying her own 
words. She felt anything but relaxed, and only her adamant resolve to see 
Andy get ahead kept her from having the screaming meemies. Born of poor 
parents, she had grown up envying the other girls of her neighborhood and 
school, setting herself the goal that someday, somehow, she would be the 
envy of them. She had cultivated her beauty and poise, and after college 
graduation, she set about learning secretarial and managerial skills until 
she could just about pick her own job. But a job, even a career, was not 
enough; there had to be a man, the man.


The boys she'd met while working her way through college had not impressed 
her. True, they were all heading for solid white-collar executive trainee 
positions, and some of them were sought after by important companies, but 
the convulted incestuous life of large corporations did not appeal to her. 
The rise upward was too slow, and success too unheralded. She wanted her man 
in an occupation with more dash and competition, and, of course, her choice 
was not entirely dependent of her ambitious drives-she wanted her man to be 
a man she could love.


She had seen the perfect combination of ingredients in the then-young Andrew 
Bancroft, who struck her immediately as a man who could go places fast if 
given the right impetus. It was all there, though untested and somewhat 
dormant, for Bancroft came from rich parents and didn't possess her zealous 
combatative instincts. He, himself, was something of a challenge, and she 
soon started working on becoming indispensible to him ... and then on making 
him indispensable to politics. And as an added bonus, she could pridefully 
think that together they were doing something for the state, something good 
and worthwhile. This was important to her, for the idealism of her youth had 
not dissipated with maturity. She was proud of her man, for what he was and 
what he was doing, and she took great pleasure in contemplating that she 
would become still more proud of him in the future.


The only distasteful part to it, was the fact she found that the men and 
their mates she and Andy had to cater to were generally sorts she personally 
disliked. The Dalstons were an exception, and in a fashion so was Judge 
Granger, although she considered the old man to be exactly how she'd 
described him to Andy-a pious fraud who was a randy goat underneath. Most of 
the other politicos, however, were people she'd never willingly invite to 
her own home. They were loud, crude, and drank too much. They smoked the 
most foul-smelling cigars imaginable, and insisted on either blowing the 
smoke in her face or waving their phallic-sized stogies under her nostrils 
as they made some asinine point about something they were usually ignorant 
about. Their wives-or often as not, mistresses-were hardly better, spending 
their time reading confession magazines and chewing gum, with even less to 
say than their men. It never failed to give her a splitting headache, to 
attend some affair or another where she was around them, and having to pass 
the evening seething inside but with a smile permanently hem-stitched on her 
face.


Not tonight, however. Tonight there was only they and the Daltons in a 
face-to-face confrontation, a culmination of all the clawing and smiling 
she'd done for the past six years. If Andy won the nod from the Judge, she 
could look forward to a hundred times more evenings of cigar smoke and 
sniggering jokes, an endless merry-go-round of potbellied blowhards 
rationalizing their latest graft-taking while pontificating about the moral 
laxity of the younger generation. Their hypocrisy was enough to curdle milk, 
she thought, and if she didn't love Andy so much and believe in what he was 
doing, she was almost tempted to chuck in the fight and find another more 
honorable route to success. But she did love Andy, and she wasn't about to 
desert him now, not when she was so close and he needed her so much....


Gale's introspection was broken as Craig and Helen Dalston rose from the 
couch and strolled over to them. Craig was short and heavy-set, with dark, 
intelligent grey eyes. He gave the impression of having once been an 
athlete, for he was broad shouldered and thick chested and the material of 
his Madras jacket was stretched taut across his pectorals. Looking at him 
now, Gale thought that he probably worked out regularly in one of the health 
clubs that were so popular, and resolved to get Andy to join and exercise. 
His wife, Helen, was not quite as tall as Gale, but was slightly more 
voluptuous in build like some sensuously curvaceous Italian movie actress. 
She had huge, luminescent green eyes and long coal-black hair which reached 
the bottom of her shoulder blades, but which at the moment was artfully 
braided and wrapped like a knitted cap around the top of her head. A 
clinging blue shift hugged and caressed her lush breasted body like an 
oil-slick, accentuating the easy, natural sway of her tight-mooned buttocks. 
She was holding onto Craig's arm and smiling warmly as they approached.


"Listen," she said. 'This is silly, acting as if we were lined up for a 
parlor-game race. If the Judge doesn't come out of hibernation soon, we 
should get the maid to bring a pack of cards and play some bridge."


"Good idea," Andy chuckled. "We might get back at you for the drubbing you 
gave us last week.


"Never happen," Craig scoffed good-naturedly. "Pure talent, that's what it 
was, and we'd win again."


"Pure luck, you mean," Helen teased her husband.


"If you ask, I'll be glad to give you lessons, Andy," Craig continued, 
rubbing in the fact that when they'd met for bridge at Dalston's house the 
previous weekend, the score had been embarrassingly lopsided. "Always 
willing to help friends."


"Lessons! Why, you couldn't find the ace of spades if it were up your 
sleeve, Craig," Gale retorted with a laugh.


"Where do you think it was?" Craig's eyes shifted to Bancroft's wife, moving 
easily over her beautifully compact, perfectly symetrical body in a way 
which was complimentary to Gale, rather than lecherous. "But all kidding 
aside, Gale, what do you think of this-keeping us waiting so long?"


"Well, Judge Granger seemed terribly busy when we arrived, so I'm sure he's 
closeted in his study for good reason. He acted flustered when he greeted 
us."


"Nothing ever flusters him," Helen added. "You might as well expect granite 
to have waves. I can't help wondering if it might have something to do with 
... well, you know. About us. I don't mind admitting I'm slightly nervous 
about this weekend visit, staying over and being watched every minute."


"I'm getting a little old to be reviewed for good behavior," Dalston said 
with a sigh, and took a hefty drink of his Scotch. "I wish he'd simply tap 
one of us on the shoulder and that would be that."


Andy nodded ruefully. "It's almost as if there's more to this than the 
senatorial nomination."


"What do you mean, Andy?" Helen asked with a quizzical frown.


"I ... don't know exactly. The nomination is important enough, and as much 
as we all get along, I'm going to try and get the green light just as hard 
as Craig-that's the name of the game and no hard feelings. And yes, I'm 
nervous about it too, and this cooling our heels isn't helping matters any. 
But there's something else, something I can't quite put my finger on. I'd 
say it was something more to this than meets the eye, but then, officially 
this is merely a friendly stay-over with no political motivations at all, 
certainly not about the senate. And yet we all know the reason; we're not 
stupid or inexperienced. I think ... I think the Judge has more up his 
sleeve than the nomination."


"Like the ace of spades?" Craig grinned.


"More like a joker," Andy replied, also smiling. "Forget it; it's probably 
just my imagination working overtime."


"No, you may have something there, Andy," Dalston said, turning serious. 
"Now that you mention it, my feelings have been itchier than they should be 
under the circumstances...."


But the scent of that elusive "something else" remained too vague and 
ghostly to identify, and the conversation returned to more mundane matters 
while the foursome waited in the living room. The common bond of their many 
hours together in the state House of Representatives asserted itself over 
their present roles of contestants in the senatorial sweepstakes, and soon 
Andy and Craig were arguing the merits of a state-wide sewer referendum. The 
wives discussed a recent art exhibition at the capitol, for Helen dabbled in 
oil painting and had been interesting Gale in it as a hobby. The maid came 
round again with her silver tray, and Bancroft automatically reached for a 
refill. Another half-hour passed, and then Gale felt the need to go to the 
bathroom.


"Excuse me," she said, and when her husband gave her a questioning glance, 
she added lightly: "I have to go play cat-and-mouse, okay?"


The young blonde wife walked through the doors and down the hall, to where 
she knew the downstairs guest bathroom was. Just before reaching it, the 
study door opened and Judge Emerson Granger walked out, almost bumping into 
her. He was sharply dressed in the latest style as usual, a natty 
robin's-egg blue suit with a slight Edwardian cut to it, and his silvery 
hair was perfectly in place.


"Oh! Sorry, Mrs. Bancroft, I didn't see you."


"Pardon me, Judge," Gale hastily responded, trying to flash her most warming 
smile.


"My, that's a very pretty dress you're wearing this evening. Is it new?"


Gale couldn't help feeling flattered by the older man's attention, pleased 
that he'd notice her enough to catch a new dress-most men wouldn't have 
bothered. But then, Judge Granger was a most exceptional man. "Why, thank 
you, Judge."


"Please ... let us be more informal while everybody is here. No names, no 
titles, just good ol' folksy fun together, and somehow it seems more 
comfortable to put things on a first, or as I'm fond of saying, a Christian 
name basis. Particularily as we will be involved as I believe in a long and 
productive relationship. All right, Gale?"


The young blonde wife's heart skipped a beat, her eyes widening with 
surprise. Involved in a long and productive relationship ... did that mean 
the Judge had made up his mind in Andy's favor? Excited with new hope now, 
she almost stammered out: "Why ... why of course, Jud I mean, Emerson, And 
to answer your question: yes, this is a new dress. I bought it especially 
for our visit here."


"I'm honored at the thought, my dear. " The Judge made a slight bow, then 
walked on toward the living room, while Gale headed for the bathroom. Just 
before reaching the doors, the silver-maned politician paused and looked 
behind him; the graceful figure of Bancroft's wife was just disappearing 
into the bathroom. His watery eyes seemed to glitter strangely in the soft 
reflection of the hallway lamps, and he thoughtfully stroked his thin pencil 
moustache while he watched her.


"Hmmm, I wonder...." he said to himself softly, and then he strode 
purposefully into the living room.


Andy Bancroft ceased in mid-sentence when he saw Granger enter. It seemed to 
him that the Judge must have had good news while working in the study, for 
the older man's face held an imperturbable but slightly amused expression, 
like a cat with canary feathers caught in its mouth. That was the Judge's 
way, constantly cool and a little condescending.


Andy was sometimes piqued by his political boss; that supercilious air 
rasped on his nerves after awhile, and the ever-present preening of the 
fashion-plate image made him wonder if Granger wasn't a near egomaniac. If 
anything personified Judge Granger's image in Andy's mind, it was the way he 
was always smoothing his moustache as if it were an object d'art. In that 
split-second of silence, the thought crossed Andy's consciousness that 
perhaps Gale was right about the Judge, and that beneath his polished facade 
beat the heart of a leering, grubby old man.


"Evening, gentlemen, Mrs. Dalston," Granger said with a nod. "Sorry to keep 
you all waiting, but it was vitally important."


"Perfectly understandable, Judge," Craig Dalston responded suavely.


The maid swept past and deposited a cold drink in the Judge's hand. "Bourbon 
and branch, the only way to drink," he said while sipping. "Ah, Leona?"


"Yah suh?"


"You may go now, my dear. No need for you to stay with so many charming 
hostesses here already."


"Yah suh. Thank yo' suh." The maid hurried away before her employer could 
change his mind. The Judge turned back to Dalston, and now his slight smile 
faded into a frown of concern. "I'm very glad you find it understandable, 
Craig," he told the state congressman, "because this matter seems to concern 
your district."


"What?"Dalston blurted. "How?"


"There's been a wildcat strike started at the Laurentide Plant mills, which 
is probably your district's largest single industry-and backer, I might add. 
I've been talking to Terwilliger on the phone just now, and according to 
him, the strike is supported by quite a large percentage of workers, and 
it's threatening to spread."


"Terwilliger is-"


"I know, I know. Terwilliger sees ghosts behind every tree, but the point 
is, we can't afford to have such unrest at this time, any unrest. Our 
opposition is making a concerted attack in the 101st, as you well know, and 
if they back the union leaders, and if the union leaders sanction the 
wildcatters...."


He didn't have to spell out the threat such a coalition could cause the 
Machine. It could mean ultimate defeat in a very important district, a 
cancer spot in the Judge's political stranglehold which could portend 
eventual ruin. And in the resulting shambles would go the likes of Craig 
Dalston. And right at the moment, unless he acted swiftly and decisively and 
successfully, Dalston could kiss the senatorial nomination goodbye.


"I'll get right on it, Judge," he said firmly. "Best bet is to knock the 
props out from under the wildcatters by getting the union leaders to 
disallow it. I'll talk to Maxwell, and Nate Olin as well ... "


"And?"


A crafty smile spread slowly across Craig Dalston's face. "And I'll make 
them an offer they can't refuse, just like before during the Pembroke 
affair. I'll phone Maxwell first, and-"


"No," The Judge cut in. "You go to see him."


"But I just got here!"


"It can't be helped, Craig," came the forceful reply. "This has to be nipped 
in the bud immediately, and nipped to stay. Moreover, you can't trust 
phones, and for all we know a Federal agency of some sort or another could 
be bugging the union's lines and would pass along any information it got to 
our opposition. You can't be subtle with Maxwell, you know that; you're 
going to have to come right out with your "offer" so that lard-headed idiot 
can understand it, and without using words over two syllables each. No, you 
go up to Laurentide and for God's sake, this time try and keep your "offer" 
within reason. That Pembroke affair almost broke me, when I saw what you'd 
agreed to."


Dalston sighed. "Yes, Judge. I guess it's the best."


"It's the only way. I'm sorry, but it simply can't be helped."


Helen Dalston patted her husband's arm encouragingly. "I'll stay here and 
mind the fort, dear. I'm sure that I can manage to ah ... entertain the 
Judge until you're back."


A strange, knowing look passed between the Dalstons, a quick flash of 
something covert which Andy caught only in passing. For an instant he 
wondered what it could mean in the way of future events. It gave him a 
slight twinge of uneasiness, but the odd sensation was soon enveloped by his 
other deliberations. This sudden twist of events had knocked him for a loop, 
leaving him with a mixed bag of emotions. On one hand he felt elated, for 
with Craig gone-even temporarily-his own chances increased, especially 
considering that the crisis involved Craig Dalston's district. But being a 
sensitive man, he was also acutely aware of how Craig must feel, and 
empathetically, how he would feel if he were forced to leave in similar 
circumstances. Would Gale understand and back him up as well as Helen had 
her husband?


Certainly the Judge must have noticed her loyalty, and added a plus mark to 
Craig's column. The right kind of wife is not only an asset, but 
indispensable to a politician.


Andy Bancroft was not the only person whose brain was churning busily. Judge 
Granger fingered his moustache, eyeing the lushly provocative Helen Dalston 
and inwardly leering with carnal satisfaction. Sometimes Helen was quicker 
on the uptake than her husband, and Craig was no slouch at figuring the 
angles; she had certainly caught the nuances this time, and had immediately 
implied her agreement by such words as "entertain". There actually was a 
wildcat strike brewing at Laurentide-he'd never have tried to fabricate such 
an easily checkable thing such as that-but it wasn't quite as desperate a 
crisis as he was making it out to be. Of course, it didn't matter whether it 
existed or not, in the sense that like it or not, Craig Dalston would have 
to jump if he, the Judge, said to jump. The point was that by taking 
advantage of the situation, he'd managed to maneuver Craig out of the house 
for a couple of days, leaving his sensuous vixen of a wife behind. And Helen 
had instantly understood what was desired of her, and had replied: Yes ... 
any time, Judge. I'm hot and I'm ready....


Emerson Granger didn't know how much of her acceptance was based on the 
desire to get the senatorial nod for Craig, and how much of it was pure, 
basic passion. He didn't care. What Helen hadn't learned yet was that his 
political decisions were never-well, hardly ever determined by how bed-able 
a subordinate's woman was, and over the years he'd left many a female 
thoroughly fucked and her man still the loser. He used the threat of sex 
like a club to force a proud and arrogant bitch to let him have his way with 
her, and he greatly enjoyed breaking a woman's will into groveling 
submission almost as much as he adored the actual physical act itself. It 
was the power he craved, the feeling of total supremacy and control for 
which he lusted and was never satiated.


With Helen Dalston, however, no force was necessary, and in one sense it 
took some of the enjoyment out of screwing her. Helen would be in a 
receptive mood for him because she was always ready for sex-any kind, at any 
hour, with just about anybody. He recalled with relish the previous times 
she and Craig had stayed over, and she'd sneaked down to his room and 
crawled between the satin sheets of his bed. Or that time in the convention 
hotel when she'd picked up a lesbian in the cocktail lounge while Craig was 
busy elsewhere, and then the three of them had spent four hours in an orgy 
which had left his sixty-five year old body drained and exhausted. Helen 
said her husband knew about her extra-curricular activities, and the glance 
which had passed between them just now seemed to confirm this in the Judge's 
mind. Yet like so many other facts in politics, it was one of those things 
never overtly admitted to. It helped save face and potentially embarrassing 
situations. Still, one of these fine days Craig was going to discover just 
what a wild nymphomaniac he'd married, and the Judge almost wished he could 
be the one Craig found her with, just to see the reaction. He doubted it 
would be righteous indignation, knowing as he did Craig's own weakness for 
blonde go-go dancers, and it might even produce a most entertaining seance a 
trois....


The undeterminate factor at this point, though, was how the Bancrofts would 
react to this weekend. Andy Bancroft was an up-and-coming figure who might 
become a threat to the Judge very soon if he weren't brought solidly into 
the Machine. The young man seemed to have a natural talent for politics, and 
a fresh and energetic approach which appealed to a wide strata of voters, 
and the Judge was genuinely considering giving him the senatorial nod. Craig 
Dalston was already bought and paid for, and no longer needed wooing. But 
the Judge was enough of an asute appraiser of character to know that Gale 
was the guiding hand directing her husband's career, and she had to be 
somehow ensnared by his Machine as well in order for Bancroft to be 
controlled.


Ahhh ... that beautiful sweet-assed Mrs. Bancroft! For a flickering of an 
instant, Judge Granger imagined how Gale had looked in the hallway, and the 
urge to add her to his stable billowed in his crafty brain. Her natural 
young beauty was stunning, her shoulder-length blonde hair literally 
blinding him with the desire to run his fingers through it, bury his face in 
it. He was sure he could detect a latent hot streak in her, but he also knew 
that she was still very much in love with her husband, naively confusing 
love with sex and blissfully innocent of any interest to stray. Both the 
Bancrofts struck him as non-swingers; the direct approach seemed to be out, 
especially as long as Andy was around to inhibit her actions. If he and 
Helen were too blatant, it might even shock them so greatly as to leave! 
That would never do. It seemed an awful waste of an excellent opportunity to 
romp openly with Craig's wanton wife, but it would be more of a pity to lose 
his growing hold on Bancroft because of it.


The more Judge Granger's steel-trap mind thought about it, the more 
frustrated he became. He inwardly groaned at the arousing mental image of 
two beautiful and provocative women bowing before his every debauching whim, 
crying for more ... more ... Helen Dalston and Gale Bancroft, nakedly 
writhing right here this weekend, fucking and sucking and sucking and 
fucking ... it was too exciting a dream! Well, then damnit, start thinking 
of a way to do it! The Judge's mind churned with despoiling plots....


Helen! Helen was the key, he immediately saw that. He knew her as intimately 
as a man could other than her husband, and he knew her to be a gutter-whore 
at heart. She'd snap at the chance to help him seduce her prim-facaded young 
rival, not only for the sheer fun of the sex involved, but in hopes it would 
help seal the nomination for Craig. First he'd have to dispose of Andy 
Bancroft's presence ... it would be a gamble at best, but then, wasn't all 
politics a gamble? The meek shall inherit the earth? Not to Judge Granger! 
The "meek" inherited dirt after the good stuff was ripped off by the 
ruthless and cunning. Jesus, the mere audacity of his idea made his 
restlessly stirring cock burgeon into beginning hardness ...!


His thoughts returned to the presence just as Craig Dalston was saying: " 
... I'll pack at once, then."


"Yes, yes you better, Craig." His salacious plans veiled behind an 
expression of contrite concern, the Judge gnawed his lower lip and turned to 
Bancroft. "Andy, I think ... I think I'd like you to accompany Craig to 
Laurentide."


He could almost hear the sudden sucking in of Bancroft's breath, and he 
continued, "Yes, I believe it would be best. Most of the workers come from 
your district, y'know, so your presence publicly will help swing it around 
our way. Your wife can stay here with Helen; I'm sure that both you and 
Craig on hand, the matter will not take very long to resolve."


"Great to have you along, Andy," Dalston said, almost smiling as if 
relieved. He was; this way Bancroft would be at the same disadvantage as he. 
The two woves could console one another, and on that score he was even a 
little better off. He had a very good idea why Helen had been so quick to 
agree to stay here, and as much as he admired her desire to help his career, 
he sometimes wished it didn't have to take the form of sleeping around so 
much. Since when was a Turkish immigrant picked up in the airport lounge to 
help his career? Or that other time when she disappeared "by accident" in 
the men's room of a posh, exclusive restaurant, and the man who came out a 
little while later (a perfect stranger) had the sassiest, most shit-eating 
grin on his face Craig had ever seen. Craig might turn a blind eye to her 
peccadillos, but he wasn't so stupid not to know the moment he left here, 
Helen would be hot to


! hump the balls off Judge Granger.


Dalston had long since stopped being jealous. Might as well try to talk a 
bitch-dog in heat not to mate as to change his wife's insatiable nature. 
What the hell: he'd done his share of fucking around and had no plans to 
stop, and there was even that brief time they'd spent wife-swapping until he 
got too important in the legislature and couldn't risk any scandal. But 
once, just once, he'd like her to play hard-to-get with the Judge and see if 
that didn't get the old geezer all hot and bothered. With Gale here without 
her husband and needing companionship, Helen might not have the opportunity 
to swing so much, leaving Granger high and dry, clacking his false teeth 
like castinets in his frustration. It might almost be worth losing the 
senatorial seat to have that happen....


"I suppose you want me to pack now, too?" Andy asked the Judge.


Granger nodded, outwardly unhappy. "I'm afraid so."


Under the circumstances, Bancroft realized he would have to go. Not that he 
couldn't argue with Judge Granger of even flatly refuse-but at the expense 
of his political career. He was glad that Gale was still in the bathroom and 
hadn't overheard the conversation about making a deal with the union 
leaders, for she was very idealistic about such things and didn't understand 
that sometimes compromise had to be done. There were rules to the game, and 
you either played by them and went along with things that didn't necessarily 
please you, or you tried to buck them like some religious fanatic and got 
ruined. But even so, he knew she was going to be very upset about this 
abrupt change of plans, and could already glumly predict the resulting scene 
with her when he told her the news. There were times he wished he were still 
a bachelor.


"At least," the Judge continued affably, "there should be time for another 
drink. I'm sorry now I had Leona leave so soon. Ah well ... Mrs. Dalston, 
would you care to help me in the kitchen? I am so clumsy at times."


"I don't think so, Judge, but I'd be glad to. I'm sure Craig and Andy will 
find things to talk about while we're gone."


"I'm sure. I'm sure we will, too...."


* * *


Gale Bancroft knew she had been in the bathroom longer than necessary, but 
she wanted to be absolutely sure she was under control before she ventured 
back into the living room. Judge Granger-that is, Emerson-had exuded such 
warm cordiality and hinting intimations in the hall, that she was still 
bursting with excitement. Surely he meant that Andy ... no, she must 
extinguish her effervescence, reminding herself that hope clouds 
observation. And time was up; she couldn't dally any longer.


She took one last sweep through her hair and then put her brush back into 
her purse. The purse was on a vanity shelf placed high beside the mirror 
over the wash basin, and as she stretched for her handbag, she once more 
inspected her curvaceous, long-limbed figure in the glass. With her arms 
raised, she saw her dress was more than half-way up her tanned thighs and 
was clinging to her buttocks, with small creases showing in front where her 
legs molded into her full hips.


With sudden agitated awareness, Gale realized she'd chosen an extrodinarily 
short-hemmed outfit to wear-perhaps too short for modesty and decorum! Why, 
she could nearly see the outline of her pubic mound that her white panties 
barely covered! A lurid chill passed through her body, followed by a blush 
as she thought that no wonder Judge Granger had complimented her so 
profusely on her dress! She must have appeared positively indecent, bumping 
into him with so much of her private parts exposed! It was tantamount to 
leading him on, and far too daring for a social occasion such as this. Lord, 
she only hoped that the older man hadn't gotten the wrong impression about 
her, as if she were trying to throw herself at him in an effort to win the 
nod for Andy. She had an instinctive feeling that the Judge wouldn't need 
much prompting to get his motor racing. Heavens ... did men his age really 
have an active sex life?


Gale turned away from her embarrassing reflection, nervously brushing down 
her dress with quick, hurried motions as if to make the hem grow longer. She 
left the bathroom, and instead of heading directly down the hall to the 
living room, she decided to go upstairs to the bedroom the maid had assigned 
them, and change clothes. Yes: she had a very nice blouse and skirt ensemble 
in one of the suitcases, and it would only take a moment. She would feel far 
less uneasy and unnerved than if she remained the way she were....


To reach the stairs, Gale had to pass one of the entrances to the large, 
ultra-modern kitchen. Nearing the door, which was ajar, she heard a 
scuffling sound and then a huskily breathed "mmmmooooaaahhhh." She frowned, 
thinking that was a peculiar noise for the maid to be making, unaware as she 
was that Leona had been dismissed for the evening. She stepped nearer, and 
curious, she glanced through the open doorway. Her jaw dropped open in 
disbelieving shock.


Helen Dalston was standing with her back to Gale, her big-breasted front 
buried in Judge Granger's expansive chest, their arms entwined like vines. 
They were kissing and nuzzling and squirming their mature bodies together 
with all the abandonment of two puppy-loving adolescents necking in a 
drive-in movie. Gale choked and her hands began to tremble, her eyes 
transfixed on the passionate tableaux only a few feet from her. She could 
see the quivering flesh of Helen's smooth buttocks and shapely thighs as 
they ground hungrily against the older politician's lustful loins, and the 
Judge's muscular legs pressing against the sensual brunette's hips with 
rapacious desire.


For a second, Gale was afraid she was going to faint with outrage and 
chagrin. But then Judge Granger suddenly stopped, pulling away from the 
hungry embrace of Craig Dalston's wife, and Gale was suddenly filled with 
fear that she'd been discovered spying on their illicit romance. Instead, 
the white-haired manipulator looked Helen directly in the eyes, his own eyes 
flashing brightly and a thin sardonic smile etching his lips. "You agree, my 
dear?" Gale heard him ask.


"Yes," Helen sighed heavily. "Yes, oh yess...."


"To all of it?" he insisted almost cruelly. "I can't wait to start," came 
the passionate response. "I think your idea is fantastic, Emerson. Fantastic 
... and depraved! The most depraved thing I've ever done, or dreamed of! Oh, 
yes, I can't wait to begin!"


"You have already, my little tramp!" Judge Granger chuckled lewdly, and 
swept Helen Dalston back into his arms again, oblivious to the fact they 
were being watched. He mashed his lips heavily down on hers, and Gale 
continued to stare in wide-eyed stupification as he reached one hand down 
and around to cup one of the ardent woman's smoothly rounded buttocks. 
Horrified, the young blonde wife saw his outstretched middle finger dip into 
the cloth-covered crevice, slowly caressing up and down between her 
trembling ass-cheeks. Helen's thighs began to rotate in eager response, at 
first from side to side and then in a circular movement as she ground her 
abdomen into his thrusting loins faster and faster....


Gale could stand the sight of them no longer. It was more than the revulsion 
she experienced at the sight of their sexual display; wretchedly she had to 
admit that at least a part of her was reacting in just the opposite manner! 
To her horror and humiliation, she found that for some inexplicable reason, 
her voyeuristic peeking on their immoral, adulterous passion was producing a 
tingling warmth deep within her belly. She could sense the soft, 
hair-fringed folds of her vagina beginning to moisten with sympathetic 
response, and her nipples beneath the brassiere she wore hardening into 
diamond chips as little sensations of arousal coursed through her breasts. 
She was mortally ashamed for this unwanted but involuntary emotion, feeling 
somehow grubby about it, almost as if she were an active party to their 
infidelities.


She backed away, toward the stairs, feeling repulsed by them and humiliated 
by herself. Then she whirled and dashed up the steps as fast as she could, 
swallowing the moan which welled in her lungs. It was more than the obscene 
immorality she'd witnessed, and it was more than the perverted response 
she'd experienced; in a blinding flash of inspiration, she saw the true 
horror of the situation. It was worse than a mere extra-marital affair-a 
thousand times worse! Helen Dalston was throwing her body at that horny old 
goat on purpose-to win the senatorial nomination for her husband!


Lord! It was an inexcusable seduction! And yet ... it seemed to be working! 
Had not she herself heard that wicked slut agree to Judge Granger's 
proposition? Gale hadn't heard what that proposition exactly consisted of, 
but she hadn't been born yesterday! It was glaringly obvious that Craig's 
wife was selling herself like a common prostitute, and that Helen couldn't 
wait to begin the most depraved thing she'd ever dreamed of!


Anger welled in Gale Bancroft's heaving chest, a fury and frustration which 
brought her to the brink of tears. How could she fight back against such 
indecent trickery, such total abandonment of ethics and morality? Certainly 
she couldn't be expected to sacrifice her sacred marriage vows the same way, 
bargaining for Andy's future by willingly surrendering to the Judge's every 
lust ... a lust which would only cease when he had spewed his lewd, carnal 
sperm deep up inside her most secret flesh. It wasn't right! It wasn't fair!


But what could she do...?


CHAPTER TWO


Gale Bancroft closed the door to the bedroom with a quick, almost compulsive 
snap of the wrist. It was as if she felt the urgent need to place a physical 
barrier between her and the scene she'd just viewed in the kitchen below. 
But the vision clawed at her reeling mind despite her fervent desire to 
blank it from her thoughts, and while she hurriedly undressed, she was 
filled with a sense of uncleanliness, as though being without her dress 
added to the basic indecency of the judge's perverted lust.


There had to be a fundamental difference between sex for sex's sake, and the 
coupling of passionate lovers. One was bad and the other was good, and the 
former was further distorted when viciously exploited the way Helen was 
doing, just as if she were a woman of the streets without pride or 
self-respect. It was as simple as that, Gale thought; the notion of good and 
evil had been an ingrained cornerstone in her life, and a major reason why 
she had remained a virgin to her wedding night. She had dated many boys 
before she'd met Andy, and had engaged in the usual back-seat petting with a 
few who had appealed to her more than others, but always she'd kept a level 
head and never allowed things to get out of hand.


Gale had told Andy about her strict upbringing because she wanted to be a 
pure and unspoiled bride for him after they exchanged rings. All she had 
asked in return was for him to be patient and understand why she didn't 
believe in premarital intercourse or all the lewdly wicked positions which 
some uninhibited persons indulged in. Andy had promised he did understand 
and would cherish her wishes ... but all during their courtship it had been 
a fight with his more animalistic instincts. She'd never gone "all the way" 
with him, but several times it had been close, being all she could do to 
control the both of them in their moments of overheated passion. It never 
dawned on her that perhaps she had used her sex as a kind of blackmail, 
teasing the poor man into a high state of arousal ... and then leaving him 
there suffering until he had married her.


But as determined as she was to have her own way, Gale was far from being a 
frigid woman underneath. Once her demands had been met, she eagerly gave of 
herself, and the honeymoon had been sheer enchantment to her. Nothing else 
in the world had ever felt so good as Andy's hotly throbbing penis 
stretching her tight hymen and then slipping wetly up inside her ecstatic 
little vagina. The electric sensations he caused in her had raced wildly 
through her belly, and she had relaxed her tense inner muscles to allow him 
all the access she could to her pleasure-filled pussy. With each stroking 
motion her bridegroom made, she had been able to feel his loving cock bulge 
with greater hardness, until finally his thick heated semen had surged out 
to inundate her inner cuntal walls and fill her womb with satisfaction.


The overwhelming bliss of that night after all the previous years of denial 
and discipline only served to reinforce Gale's narrow, prudish philosophy 
toward sex. Surely anything that wonderful had to be the right way! Thus to 
witness the spectacle of Judge Granger and Mrs. Dalston together just 
now-especially considering the cold-blooded reasons behind Helen's 
lascivious actions-was more of a shattering experience to the young blonde 
wife than to some other more worldly and easy-going woman. It left her 
confused and embarrassed at her own impossibly prurient response. What in 
heaven's name had possessed her to feel even the tiniest bit excited? She 
couldn't find the answer to that and it was a troubled young girl who slowly 
removed her dress to change it for something more modest.


Shivering with bewilderment, Gale was wearing only her thin white panties 
and brassiere as she reached down to open her suitcase. She was in that 
provocative, half-clad position when the door abruptly opened and Andy 
walked in. She straightened immediately, swiveling around with a clean skirt 
clutched defensively to her breasts, a look of startlement on her face.


"Oh!" she gasped. "Andy, you frightened me."


"Didn't mean to, honey," he replied, similarly surprised to find his wife 
here, dressed so scantily.


"What are you doing here?" she asked.


Bancroft waved his hand in a meaningless gesture, depressed over the 
prospect of telling Gale he was forced to leave immediately with Craig 
Dalston, and qualmish over her possible recriminations that might follow. 
"Well, I...." he started, and then countered: "What are you doing here, 
Gale? Changing clothes?"


"Y-Yes."


"Spill something on your new outfit?"


Gale felt her chin begin to tremble, and sat down heavily on the side of the 
bed to try and stifle the guilt and loathing she'd felt since racing 
upstairs. "N-No, not exactly," she murmured shakily. "It was ... It was ... 
Oh, Andy, it was awful!"


"Awful?" Andy echoed, now alarmed. "What was awful?"


Gale shook her head numbly, her mind whirling as she tried to find the words 
to tell him what she'd seen. It was only fair ... It was her duty to tell 
him, to warn him of what Helen Dalston was doing behind their backs, but 
dear God, it was all so sordid! The skirt fluttered from her fingers and 
floated gently to the floor; she watched it, her head bowed, clenching her 
hands into tight little fists until she could feel her long nails biting 
into her palms.


Bancroft went to her then, concern and love for her overcoming the urgency 
of his trip to Laurentide. He sat down beside her and took one of her 
tightly closed hands and opened it to entwine with his. "What's awful, 
darling?" he insisted. "Please, tell me!"


"I ... I was walking from the bathroom downstairs and passed by the kitchen. 
Th-The Judge was in there, and...."


"I know. With Helen. They were mixing drinks."


"N-No. They were k-kissing and hugging and all sorts of terrible things," 
she stammered, choking back the sudden urge to cry. "It ... It couldn't have 
been plainer if I'd caught them in bed, Andy. They're having an affair!"


Andy blanched, his eyes widening. "Oh my Christ!" he gasped. "My career!"


Gale turned her head to stare at her husband, not believing her ears. "Is 
that the first thing you think of?"


"But don't you see, Gale? If the judge and Helen-"


"Of course I see!" she retorted excitedly. "I'm not dumb; I realized what it 
means, and I'm sure that Helen is throwing herself at Judge Granger on 
purpose! B-But Andy! There are other things more important than your senate 
seat!"


"Like what? Don't you care whether I get it or not?"


Gale stiffened, silent for a moment. Then she said in a quivering voice: 
"Andrew Bancroft, that was unkind. I've worked long and hard, and I'm 
devoted to you. I'd hate to think you'd lose the nomination, but it is not 
the very first consideration I had! I was shocked to think Judge Granger 
would stoop so low, and I'm shocked to think what could happen if Craig ever 
found out about his wife."


"Craig is perfectly capable of taking care of himself," Andy snapped. "He's 
been around; he might even have put her up to it. God, what am I going to 
do?"


"I can't believe the attitude you're taking!" Gale cried out, nearly 
hysterical. "I've never heard you so cynical! Don't you care what goes on in 
your own Party? This is out-and-out adultery, Andy! Immorality! Helen is 
just not seducing a man for her own ends, she is subverting the basic 
foundations of our system! What about Helen?"


"Helen," Bancroft replied with a mirthless smile, "can, no doubt, take care 
of herself better than her husband can."


"Andy!"


"I mean it," Bancroft said heatedly. "You've taught me to go out and get 
what I want, so you've got nobody else but yourself to blame if I consider 
this in terms of losing what I want. Damnit, it's none of my business if a 
woman plays around on her husband, and it shouldn't be any of yours, either. 
The only time it concerns us is when it directly affects us, and only in the 
sense of how it affects us. Sometimes I think ... aw, forget it."


"No, I won't! What do you think, Andy? Tell me!"


"I think...." Bancroft let out a mighty sigh. "Oh, I don't know what I 
think. Jesus, this one's a real pip."


"Tell me one thing, Andy," Gale said, forcing herself to lower her voice and 
regain some of her control. "Tell me if ... if you would make love to Helen 
if she came after you."


The question caught Andy off guard for a moment. His mind, already reeling 
from Gale's stunning news, immediately conjured up the image of what it 
would be like to fuck Craig's sensual wife. Shit, Helen exuded sex like a 
perfume, like a cloud of blatant wantonness which made a man-any man-crave 
her with pure instinctual lust. A guy just knew she'd be hell on wheels 
between the sheets. Would he screw Helen if given the opportunity?


"It'd be hell to say no," he answered with a grin and was immediately sorry 
for his flippancy.


"Andy! You don't mean that, not really!"


Bancroft studied his wife's trembling features and the tears which were 
welling in her eyes, and he felt ashamed for having blurted out so lewd a 
thought. He loved, revered, and yes, respected Gale, and didn't want to do 
anything to hurt her. He realized she'd asked in hopes of hearing the 
reassuring answer that "no", he wanted only her, and that Helen was wrong, 
and that he would not-could not-be corrupted by another woman. But her 
seed-like suggestion burned in his brain, a strange tingling in his groin 
rising at the idea that if he were to be corrupted, sinking his rigidly 
throbbing cock into Helen Dalston's hot little cunt wouldn't be a bad way of 
doing it....


"I'm sorry," he said, putting his arms around her. "I shouldn't have joked 
about such a serious thing."


Gale clung to him needfully, whimpering into his ear: "And you ... you 
wouldn't want me to seduce Judge Granger, would you? You wouldn't want me to 
do that, even if it meant the nomination?"


"Now you're the one being silly. It would never come to that."


Of course I'm being silly, she thought, but what kind of answer is that to 
get? I want to hear that he would leave me, beat me and brand me a whore if 
I ever did anything that despicable. Is he insinuating that he wouldn't mind 
if I were to sleep with the judge? And if it ever did come to that, would I? 
God! To be so utterly abandoned! To be so completely sinful and debased!


Gale hugged her husband tighter, shuddering inwardly from the sexual 
stimulation that dreaming of something forbidden gives, even against one's 
will. She fought down the little throbs of prurient excitement that the lewd 
thought was causing in her loins, refusing to admit that she could be 
aroused by such fantasies, not to herself, and especially not to Andy. What 
would he think of his sweet, loving wife, then? Terrible things!


"I love you," she moaned passionately, kissing his neck. "Oh, Andy, I love 
you so much!"


"I love you too, dearest," he replied, and then pulled away. "But I ... I'm 
afraid I don't have much time."


"Time?"


He said guiltily: "Yes. I ... I have to leave now."


"Leave?" She eyed him with growing apprehension. "Leave for where?"


"Laurentide, with Craig. We're driving up together, tonight."


"Laurentide!"


"Now, please, honey," he said, squirming on the bed. "It'll only be 
overnight, and we'll be back tomorrow evening for sure. It can't be helped. 
The judge says it's an absolute emergency."


"Can't be helped!" Gale, already at nerve's end from all that she'd seen and 
felt till now, trembled with renewed anguish and dismay. Her cheeks 
reddened, and a single tear slowly coursed down from her watering eyes. "Of 
all the times it can't be helped," she wailed. "Don't go, Andy, please 
don't! Don't leave me alone in the house with the judge and Helen!"


"Gale, you know better than that," her husband said, trying to comfort her 
fears and knowing he was unsuccessful. Slowly he stood up, removing his suit 
jacket and loosening his tie. "I'll think of something to counteract Helen's 
ploy; I don't know what yet, but I'll think of something. But the judge has 
ordered the trip, and there simply is no graceful and change and pack this 
suit in my bag. It's the only good one I brought along, and I just as soon 
not wear it while driving."


"No! No, stay with me, Andy, stay with me tonight! I ... I need you, I need 
you badly!" Gale couldn't go on, humiliation and hurt burgeoning up and 
filling her throat. Damn, damn, damn! It wouldn't even be so bad if she 
could accompany Andy on the trip, but even without asking she knew it was 
impossible. She would have to stay in this dreadful house with those 
dreadful people doing dreadful things, and she had the horrible premonition 
that they wouldn't necessarily do them behind her back! Damn!


With a moan, she watched Andy walk across the room to the small bathroom, 
wearing only his underpants. She could tell he felt just as bad about 
leaving her now as she did, but that was cold comfort indeed. She fought to 
control her sobbing as she heard the shower going, and her husband step into 
the tub and pull the curtain closed. And then she lay back on the wide 
double bed, groaning with the misery she felt deep within her. Gale hadn't 
lied about wanting and needing Andy tonight. She did very much, her blood 
seething with a strangely gripping sexual excitement. She was hot, primed 
and ready to be loved, although the degenerate source of her arousal filled 
her mind with a lurid sense of degradation and shame. A curious perversity 
made her remember how Helen Dalston had looked in Judge Granger's embrace, 
and then she thought of how they would look naked and writhing in bed 
together, the older man's stiffened penis plunging deep, deep up inside the 
brunette woman's welcoming belly ... and then how she. Gale, would look in 
place of Helen. A cascade of crimson blushing flowed through her then, 
causing her to think she was no better than they, thinking such filthy 
thoughts and working herself into an erotic passion against all laws of 
decency. She glanced down at her lightly clothes body, groaning to herself: 
Andy ... Andy, hurry up in there. Maybe we'll have time ... I need you right 
now since I can't have you later ... I have to know you love and need me....


Then she shower ended, and after a few more moments, her handsome husband 
came out of the bathroom, rubbing the drops of water away with a large 
fluffy bathtowel.


"Andy," her voice sighed, and she hardly recognized the provocative and 
husky new tone to it. "Andy, don't get dressed. Come here to me."


"Huh?"


"Here ... to me, darling...." Impulsively she stretched out fully on the 
bed, then rolled slightly to the edge and stood up. Tantalizingly, like an 
exotic dancer practicing her art, she reached behind her and unhooked the 
fastenings of her brassiere, pulling the netted cups away from her warmly 
tingling breasts, doing it slowly and making sure that the hardening pink 
nipples were the last to meet her husband's wide-eyed stare. She dropped the 
brassiere on top of the skirt and then raised her hands to cup the full rich 
mounds, kneading them like a lover would. Finally she dropped her fingers to 
her nylon panties and slowly worked them down over her long, tapering legs 
until she was standing before him completely nude.


Then seductively, using her palms and undulating rhythmically, she slid back 
on the coverlet and once again lay down on her back. She glimpsed down her 
fully naked torso ... down at her breasts which were now unhampered by a 
brassiere and at the flat plane of her trembling belly, down to where her 
blonde pubic curls covered her pinkly quivering cuntal slit. For one 
mortifying moment she saw that her vaginal lips were shining with the 
excited honeyed dew of her secretions, and felt the erotic moistening up 
between her thighs. She felt too, an inexplicable boldness she had never 
experienced before, an irrational desire to do something she shouldn't 
do-but which Helen Dalston would do and had obviously done many times in the 
past. So Gale gradually spread her legs wide in a wantonly splayed position, 
exposing to her husband's startled eyes all of the set pulsating crevice of 
her pussy. Her hips began a lewd rotation on the bedspread beneath her 
buttocks, arching upwards in a measured, intoxicating invitation, and she 
cooed up at him: "Please, Andy ... Come here...."


"Gale," he croaked hoarsely, struck by the lascivious sight of his modest 
wife acting like a whore. He glanced at the watch on his wrist, and groaned 
at the time. "I can't," he said. "I ... that is, we'll make love when I get 
back, but not now."


"Sit down, Andy. Just for a moment, and that's all. You can spare a moment 
of your time for your wife, can't you?"


"Honey...." Andy sat on the edge of the bed as if he were giving himself 
running room, but he couldn't keep his eyes off her sensually naked body in 
spite of his certain knowledge that delay now would look bad to Judge 
Granger. "Honey, I'm sorry...."


"Darling, don't I please you any longer?" she asked with sultry pouting, 
undulating her naked body against his. Her hand encircled his waist and drew 
away the towel; he had come from the bathroom without his underpants and was 
now as naked as she. The sight of his soft cock nestled against his 
testicles incited Gale's passions still more, and of their own volition, her 
fingers slid slowly over his hips and thighs and dipped down into his loins. 
Andy gritted his teeth with the delightful sensations of her feather-like 
touch and the sensuous sight of her salaciously squirming beside him, from 
her erotic pink nipples downward to the delicate triangle of soft, blonde 
pubic curls.


"You know you please me, Gale, but-" He abruptly had to suck in his breath, 
for his wife had caressed his penis. As limp as it had been a second before, 
it was now throbbing with blood-pumping tingles and growing hard. "No ... 
Stop, Gale!"


She only softly and stroked his beginning erection with fervent desire. She 
watched his lengthening manhood rise into full, heated hardness, its blunt 
cock-head becoming swollen and purplish with arousal. Her mind and loins 
were a maelstrom of scorching excitement as she caressed her husband's 
penis, her fingers gently rubbing its thickening length up and down, 
building her own passions as they created erotic shocks in Andy's groin. 
God, she wanted him! Her naked body cried out to be merged with his 
wonderful penis so that the flames of her shamefully prurient desires could 
be cooled!


"Take me, Andy...." she cooed, still stroking, still massaging with 
clenching fingers as only she knew how. "God, please make love to me, Andy! 
Ohhhhh, take me...!"


Andy felt his heart hammering with the beating of her pressured demands, and 
he felt himself slipping from his self-control, changing from a politician 
to a lover. Christ, Gale had always affected him this way, even after all 
their years of marriage! If it only weren't for this damnable trip to 
Laurentide! Ohhhhh, but Craig Dalston and Judge Granger were waiting for him 
downstairs! He had to contain himself! He must! He glanced at his wristwatch 
again with agonized eyes, only to feel his throbbing cock ache with obscene 
urgency. How could a man deny his basic cravings? He was a man most of all, 
and as his wife continued to caress his penis and testicles and entwine her 
hotly panting body around his hips in squirming insistance, he couldn't 
resist taking her as she wanted.


"Yes ... Yes!" he responded, running his hands over her nakedly straining 
breasts. His fingers tweaked her nipples into rock-hard buds, and then he 
moved his right hand down the fleshy valley between her firm, high-set 
breasts, thrilling from the sight of her pleasure radiating from her face. 
Her features were almost cherubic in comparison to Helen's, with an air of 
innocence about them which made his lovemaking all that more enticing. It 
was like making love to a virgin every time, like arousing the woman in a 
girl and seeing passion overcome reluctance of "the first time." And then, 
his eyes trailing along the path his lowering hand was making, he looked 
down ... down past the flat, rippling plane of her white belly to the softly 
curling blonde hair framing her pink vaginal slit. Her tender cunt glistened 
wetly in the bedroom light, her sexual ferment secreting droplets which 
formed like mist on her golden pubic hair.


Andy leaned downward, unable to control his longings anymore, and he crushed 
his mouth against her inner thigh. He tried to suck up every sweet flowing 
drop of her succulent pussy juices, brushing his tongue against her fevered 
cuntal lips with yearning heat. Gale moaned but brought her hips up sharply 
to stop him.


"No ... no ... not there, Andy! Not with your mouth!" Her arms encircled his 
head and pulled him upward along her body toward her warm, pliant mouth, 
opened with supplication. "Kiss me on the lips, darling," she whispered. 
"Not down there...."


Andy didn't resist. He allowed himself to be moved along the length of his 
wife's nakedly twisting torso and ground his mouth onto hers. This was the 
one flaw in an otherwise wonderful relationship, he thought. He had tried to 
show her the erotic arousal lips against vulva, mouth around penis, could 
produce. He had been sucked by other girls in the past, before he and Gale 
had met and married, and naturally he wanted his wife to do the same to him.


Yes ... and to also see her head roll from side to side as he tongued the 
velveteen insides of her cuntal slit in return. He could shut his eyes and 
imagine that butter-soft mouth of hers sawing rhythmically around his long 
hard cock while he lapped hungrily at the delectable flesh of her pussy, and 
the very thought made him tense his loins, even as he kissed her on the 
mouth. He wanted to cum inside her there, to spurt his hot creamy sperm down 
her throat as he had other throats, and hear her mewling and crooning with 
the desire of love as he did so. Yes, and he wanted to make her reach a 
climax by taking her clitoris between his teeth and running his tongue-tip 
around and around her vagina, until finally he plunged his tongue deep into 
the soft warm cavern of her cunt to soak up its delicious secretions, just 
as he was now moving his tongue in her mouth in similar simulation of 
intercourse.


But it was not to be, not with as modest a woman as he had married. It had 
never happened and probably never would, and he knew every action, every 
motion that they would make, for their lovemaking had become a ritual over 
the years. He was aroused and wanted her, but ... but what? Was it the 
sameness? Was it the fact that some of the spice he'd enjoyed with other 
lovers was no longer allowed him by her? Had the original thrill he'd 
experienced when she was new to him been replaced by a complacency of 
familiarity? He loved his wife ... but the mystery and exploration were 
gone....


"Is ... Is there something wrong, Andy?" Gale whispered.


He lifted his head and lay his cheek against her soft hair. "No ... No, of 
courte not. I was just thinking how beautiful you are."


"Oh, Andy ... I need you now. I need you inside of me now...."


"Yes...." he heard himself say. He drew her closer to him, pressing his lips 
harder against hers to push back his doubting thoughts. She eagerly strained 
the full length of her naked body, grinding and pushing, and then spread her 
legs and thighs wide as he rolled over on top of her, her one hand still 
firmly around the shaft of his warmly pulsating penis and poising it against 
the snug mouth of her hungry young cunt. The thin, hair-fringed lips of her 
innermost desires relaxed with the overwhelming desire for him to enter.


"There, Andy! Right there-now!"


He lunged, his hips thrusting heavily as he drove into her hotly waiting 
passage, feeling her quivering vagina greedily clasp around his cock and 
absorb it. She wanted all of him, and Andy was amazed that she seemed almost 
wanton, almost abandonedly lost in the world of sexual pleasures. He 
couldn't understand this change in her or what possibly could have caused 
its sudden eruption ... but he didn't try, not with her urgently nibbling 
pussy pressing upwards until the head of his penis was hard against her 
cervix, her motions of a muscle-spasming nature. She held him tightly, not 
only with her gripping, smoothly sliding cunt, but with her widespread legs, 
kicking them out to the side and locking her slender ankles tight around his 
driving hips. He increased his own strokings, fucking into his whimpering 
wife with almost maniacal fury. Oh God! He wasn't going to be able to last 
long this time! There were nights when they could make love slowly by the 
hour, but not now, not after all of her teasing manipulations and the way 
she was so all-fired passionate now! He was going to reach his orgasm soon 
...!


Andy drove deeper and faster into her vagina with each thrust of his 
buttocks, Gale twisting against him, screwing every portion of his cock and 
routing the huge head around in her seething belly. He gasped and quivered, 
a fierce storm whirling through his flesh and his penis was sucked up into 
her wetly clasping pussy and battered her cervix. The eruption of his heated 
male seed started deep in his testicles....


Gale sensed that her husband was going to cum, feeling his penis swell and 
strain against the moist flesh of her vaginal walls. She begged:


"Please, not yet, Andy! Not yet! Wait forme!" Her legs splayed wider and her 
calves locked tightly behind his back as she writhed beneath him on the 
wildly squeaking bed. "Not yet! Not yet!"


But Andy couldn't wait another second!


He clamped his mouth tightly down on hers, starting a long, low groan that 
rose in volume as he spurted his heated sperm deep up into her slippery 
passage. She could feel it surge into her womb in great, gushing tides, on 
and on as he emptied his spasming testicles ... until at last his jerking 
cock began to deflate with the lust dregs of his semen. And she was just 
seconds away from her own climax!


"No! No, darling, noooooo!" she sobbed. But it was useless. She squeezed her 
buttocks up against his softening penis which had lost its mastery over her 
flaming emotions, and her bare heels pounded desperately against her 
husband's spent body. With an empty groan, he rolled from between her still 
hungrily twitching thighs to lie exhausted beside her. "Andy ... don't leave 
me like this! Make love to me! Please! Ohhhhhhh!"


But Andy had returned to the world of sanity, his own cumming a satisfied 
and completed thing. He groaned, seeing that by his wristwatch he'd been 
gone an abnormally long time to just have packed his bag. But he still had a 
chance to appease the judge and not be too late-if he hurried. "Honey ... I 
can't honey. In a little while I could, after I've rested a bit, but there 
isn't time now, don't you understand?"


"Andy, this isn't fair!" she plaintively whined, gasping at the sensual 
force tingling in her pussy. "Please ... get hard and make love to me! I'm 
so close, so very close!"


"Gale! I've never heard you talk or act this way before!" Andy said, taken 
aback now by his wife's over-sexed reactions. "Stop it and calm down. It 
won't look too bad to Judge Granger if I can get back downstairs quickly. 
Help me pack, will you?"


Gale shuddered, torn between the hot salacious desires scorching her cunt 
and the heavy twinge of shame that flickered through her confused mind from 
her husband's words. This was no way to behave ... it was wrong, all wrong, 
and she had to stop! Ohhhhhhh God, she had to stop! She rolled her head from 
side to side, tears of frustration and humiliation streaming down the edges 
of her flushed cheeks. But somehow she managed to still her desperately 
pulsing body, though ripples of unsated passion still rendered her naked 
flesh a quaking, quivering mass of helpless jelly. When she was finally able 
to look around, she saw that Andy was almost dressed in a casual sweater and 
slacks, his mind already concerned with whatever was the reason behind his 
trip to Laurentide.


She glanced down at the warm, white semen oozing from her vaginal crevice, 
and grimaced at the only sign that her husband had shown any interest in 
her. The searing thought crossed her disturbed and hotly aroused mind that 
perhaps something had changed Andy's once tender and romantic affection for 
her, and that he no longer had a genuine concern for her welfare as a 
person, as his wife. Possibly it was her own fault, her quest for 
advancement driving him too hard too soon, but more than likely her fears 
were only figments of an overwraught imagination. They had to be groundless, 
for if they were true, then he considered her as hardly more than an 
extension of his political ambitions. And if that were true, then she was 
hardly better than Helen Dalston, just a pretty doll to be used whenever and 
however it was expedient. And if it came down to sleeping with the judge in 
order to grab the senatorial nomination, then she should do so!


Don "t be silly ... It would never come to that....


Andy's vague answer spiraled in her brain until Gale wanted to scream at the 
top of her lungs. Wouldn't it come to that? Ever? If not with Judge Granger, 
then with some other strange man?


"Gale .,. .?" he said, snapping her tumbling train of thoughts.


"Yes, dear," she sighed in a tremulous voice. "I ... I'm all right now." She 
slowly moved her legs around and put her feet on the floor. Dizzy and weak, 
she stood up. "I'll help you pack...."


CHAPTER THREE


The night cast black fingers into Judge Granger's living room, stretching 
shadows over Gale Bancroft as she sat slumped in an overstuffed easy chair. 
She gazed across to where the judge and Helen Dalston were together on the 
couch, animatedly discussing politics, and she sullenly thought that she 
should have insisted she had a headache and remained in her room.


Feigning a headache had been her first wild impulse two hours ago, when Andy 
had left with Craig. But her husband had venomously insisted that it 
wouldn't look right if she didn't go downstairs to see him off on his trip, 
and show the judge that everything was all happiness and smiles. After that 
it had been impossible to resist the judge's suave blandishments that they'd 
soon whip up something for dinner, just as soon as they had a cocktail. Five 
martinis later, dinner was still nowhere in sight. But as she took a small 
sip from her glass now, Gale couldn't help feeling grateful for the faint 
dizziness that swirled through her mind and eased the knots which tied her 
empty stomach. The tormented woman felt a little guilty at the way she'd 
been drinking, and she realized belatedly that she was becoming rather 
drunk. As soothing and comforting as her lightheadedness felt to her, she 
knew she'd have to ask for coffee the next time around; she was going to 
have to keep her head tonight....


Judge Granger eyed Bancroft's wife as he talked to Helen, fully aware that 
the martinis were making her drunk. He continued to explain about the 
behind-the-scenes activities at the state capitol as if he truly cared about 
what he was saying to the other woman, but actually he didn't give a damn 
about politics at the moment. He kept watching greedily while Gale's eyes 
became waxy and her eyelids drooped a bit, her head nodding occasionally 
from the strong force of the straight alcohol, and all that filled his 
crafty mind was the lustful need to fuck her. His penis and testicles ached 
something fierce to slip inside the sensitive, palpitating cunt of the 
innocent beauty and plant his thick cum deep inside her tender belly. That 
... and other more exciting torture of her lush young body and soul. And 
Helen would help him, just as she'd agreed to in the kitchen when he'd told 
her of his plans to rid the house of Craig and Andy, and then delay a dinner 
until Gale was swacked out of her head with gin and vermouth.


He droned on, taking a handkerchief out of his pocket to dab his forehead. 
It was very hot in the living room, and perspiration was beading his face, 
but neither he nor his brunette helper mentioned the fact that the furnace 
was on full blast. Heat and alcohol, a powerful combination, and part of his 
plan to seduce the young blonde wife. Planning ... that was the key, just as 
it always had been in his life.


"In short," he was saying, his brain delving on the obscene fun which he 
would have in a few more minutes, "In short, the most practical thing would 
be to let the senators remain responsible for the broadest policies, while 
the Governor's cabinet take public accounting for their management of daily 
affairs. What do you think, Mrs. Dalston?"


"I think she's ready, Emerson," she breathed huskily beside him. "Look at 
her! I bet she couldn't stand up now."


"Mmmmm, perhaps you're right, my dear," the white-haired politician answered 
in a low voice. "Well, let's find out, shall we? I'll just retire for a few 
minutes to turn up the temperature another notch, while you begin the ah ... 
operation." Then, in a much louder tone, he called out to Gale: "Ah, I see 
your glass is empty, Mrs. Bancroft. Here, let me mix you another. Then we'll 
have dinner, I promise."


"No ... No, really, I've had quite enough," Gale replied in a strangely 
thick voice. She tried to unravel her tongue as the judge stood up and came 
over to her chair. "I've had so much to drink already, and...."


"Nonsense, my dear girl. Why, you've had no more than we have." He plucked 
the empty stemware from her numbing fingers, chuckling fatherly. "Excuse me, 
won't you? I'll be right back."


He stepped quickly out of the room, closing a heavy oak door quietly behind 
him. For a few moments there was only the rhythmic ticking of a large Seth 
Thomas octagon clock on the far wall, and then Helen rose to walk across and 
sit down informally on the wide, thick arm of the chair. Gale looked at the 
other woman, who was smiling in a concerned, worried way, and she smiled 
back as best she could.


"Something's the matter, isn't it, Gale?" Helen said in a condescending way. 
"You've been sitting here ever since our husbands left, your face a mask of 
tragedy."


"Oh ... Oh, it's nothing. I guess I'm just upset over Andy leaving, that's 
all."


"Of course you are ... just as I'm sad to see Craig go. But it's more than 
that, isn't it? By the way you've been looking at me and the judge, the way 
you've been avoiding us, I'd almost think you discovered our little secret!"


The hapless wife opened her mouth in surprise, tried to say something and 
then caught herself and stopped. It was too embarrassing! Her face a livid 
color of scarlet, Gale shook her head in denial. "I ... I don't know what 
you mean, Helen."


"You don't have to be discrete," the other woman said with a calculating 
smile. "You see, I know you found out. You made so much noise running up 
those stairs, that it was obvious you saw us together in the kitchen."


"No, no, I...."


"I just wanted to reassure you, Gale. Whatever the judge and I do in private 
has nothing whatsoever to do with the senatorial nomination."


This was a magnificent and bald-faced lie, Helen thought, and she was 
pleased how sincerely she delivered it. She never considered that Judge 
Granger might just be leading her on as well, letting her think that sex 
with him could influence his decisions. The judge knew how best to motivate 
her own passions, just as he knew that political aspects had to be 
downplayed before Gale could be motivated. Once he'd realized Gale had been 
peeking through the kitchen door, he'd instructed Helen to tell the blonde 
wife the truth while believing it to be a lie-a classic example of a circle 
within a circle, the wheels which move politics.


There was a long, terrible silence after Helen had made her statement. 
Finally the inebriated Gale could contain her emotions no longer. "It ... 
It's not only that, Helen. It's that you would do such a thing while 
married. It's just plain wrong!"


"No," Helen answered calmly. "It's no more wrong than when Craig plays 
around on me, or if Andy went to bed with another girl. I can't regard a 
person as an exclusive possession, even if I'm married to him, nor that sex 
is fundamentally dirty and degrading. I like to think of sex as being 
natural fun and a nice way of passing the time."


"I don't think sex is dirty," Gale shot back. "But I can't see throwing all 
sense of decency away to rut like an animal!"


"But we are animals, Gale! We're flesh and bones and meat and marrow, and no 
matter how we're taught to think that sex is something bad, our bodies are 
wired to enjoy it! Joy is as moral as anything else, and maybe moreso. Joy 
adds novelty, a beautiful experience to your life without taking away 
anything from your ability to love on a spiritual level."


Gale tried to clear her mind of the martinis so she could think clearly, but 
her brain seemed to swim in alcohol, making her dizzy as she thought about 
what Andy would say if he knew about this indecent conversation. That made 
her think of her husband, and the insidiously implanted suggestion of 
Helen's caused her to imagine Andy in some low-lit cocktail lounge, staring 
at lovely women parading by and getting lewd ideas. If Gale had been a 
little more sober and a little less upset, she would never have asked the 
question which now welled up in her mind. But with liquored courage seeping 
into her soul, she said: "How ... I mean, what happened to make you ...?" 
She faltered, unable to continue.


"How did I start thinking this way?" Helen prompted. "I don't mind telling 
you, Gale, because I've learned to be at peace with myself and accept the 
idea of being a woman. Very few people know this, but I was married before I 
met Craig. My first husband knew only one position of sex and did that one 
badly all the time. I had, to put it mildly, strong sexual conflicts. I 
divorced him, not only because of that, but for all sorts of reasons, and 
then I met Craig. He took me to some blue movies and when finally I let him 
make love to me, it was mad and explosive. He released me, and I became 
aware of what sex could be like. Later I had the opportunity to watch 
another couple make love, and you know what? I didn't find it ugly as my 
first husband had taught me. I found it beautiful, and Craig and I did it 
right there with them. So tonight the judge wants me, and I want him, and 
we're going to have a ball together. That's all there is to it-but it's 
quite enough!"


Gale sat dazed, Helen's confession battling with her own concepts. This was 
wrong, all wrong ... or was it? She remembered how excited she'd become 
while watching Helen and Judge Granger together, and then later thinking of 
how they would look naked and mating. She shook her head, confused. So much 
had happened in so short a time....


The judge walked into the room then, a fresh martini in his hand. He smiled 
at Gale Bancroft, the naive wife who would never return to her old ways 
after this night at his mansion, and he saw that this extra drink would not 
be needed. She was sitting almost immodestly now, her dress hiked up her 
thighs and her long tapering legs spread slightly apart so he could see up 
to the little wisp of cloth that separated him from his goal of her pussy. 
It excited him, and his long thick cock leaped with blood-pounding 
stiffness, hurting to be released from the prison of his pants.


"Ahhhhhhh, she is ready indeed!"


"If she's not," Helen panted, "I certainly am! I talked myself into a high 
state of excitement, believe you me!"


"Then let's get started, my dear," Judge Granger said, placing the martini 
glass down on a nearby credenza. "Right here, right in front of her. She's 
so bombed, she won't be horrified, only excited. Heh, heh! Let's see how 
goody-goody she is after she gets a taste of voyeurism, eh? C'mon, 
Helen-strip!"


This, said in a low undertone which the liquor-dazed Gale failed to hear, 
sparked a sudden prurient gleam in Helen's eyes. The spark was almost a 
gloat, indicating a set of obscene thoughts which if the innocent young wife 
had known, would have sent her screaming out of the house. She stood up and 
stretched her arms high above her head as if yawning, and then said in a 
nonchalant voice: "My, Gale, don't you think it's hot in here?"


"Yes," the blonde wife said sluggishly. "Yes, I do."


"In fact, it seems so hot in here to me, that I think it would be nice to 
shed some of these heavy clothes. Wouldn't you like to? Wouldn't you like to 
be more comfortable instead of so hot? Wouldn't you, Gale...?"


Gale squirmed restlessly in her chair, her face drawn in a frown. She was 
overly warm, now that Helen mentioned it ... almost suffocating in her 
blouse and skirt. But she couldn't take off her blouse and skirt and 
continue sitting in only a pair of panties and her brassiere. That, she 
knew, was definitely wrong! "Well, I ... I'm fine the way I am," she 
replied.


"Suit yourself," Craig Dalston's wife said with a shrug. "As for me, I'm 
going to make myself naked. Nice and naked and comfy."


"But ... But...!"


"Oh, poo! Don't worry about Emerson here. I told you, Gale, he and I are 
going to be fucking later on anyway." Helen saw the reaction her obscenity 
had on the younger woman and smirked to herself. "That's right-fucking! 
Don't look so shocked, Gale. And you can't fuck with your clothes on, can 
you? Besides, Emerson has seen me naked before, just like I've seen him 
naked. Maybe he'll take his clothes off, too. But I don't care if you do or 
he does, because I plan to no matter what. I'm going to take off my dress 
right now...."


As she spoke, the seductive brunette began to unzip the back of her tightly 
fitting shift. She wore only a pair of brief panties beneath it, enjoying 
the modern trend of braless fashions. The clinging dress rippled to her 
feet, and she stepped out of it and her shoes at the same time, then inched 
her panties down over the full roundness of her hips and cast them aside as 
well. She stood in her naked splendor, her black-haired vagina already 
gleaming with the secretions of her building excitement. She was, as Craig 
had often told her, an exhibitionist at heart and could have easily gone 
into burlesque for a happy livelihood. Her large, meloned breasts were 
sheened with perspiration, and their nipples quivered pinkish-brown and 
rigid on their crests. She smiled lewdly at Judge Granger, basking in the 
heated glow of his eyes as they traveled obscenely over the symmetrical 
beauty of her mature body. She knew he never ceased to become very aroused 
by her amorality, and his lustful reactions only spurred her on to still 
more wantonness.


Still smiling, the naked Helen turned back to see Gale wide-eyed and 
blinking in disbelief and shock. "You see, Gale?" she crooned delightedly. 
"I'm not afraid to be a woman. I'm not afraid to show that I'm a woman. Oh, 
it really is wonderful to be naked this way, Gale...."


Gale swallowed hard, looking up at the expression on Craig Dalston's wife's 
face. It was one of sheer, unadulterated pleasure, and staring at the other 
woman's obvious ecstasy, the young blonde felt a quickening of her own 
breath, a fluttering in her lower belly. She tried to turn away in disgust, 
but she couldn't. She had to look-the blatantly carnal nakedness mesmerized 
her. Her mind rebelled at the sight of a woman nude and flaunting her 
sexuality in front of others ... and she knew she should protest ... should 
get up and leave the room ... but she couldn't. She couldn't move. The 
inside of her mouth was dry, and she ran her pink tongue over her lips 
several times, trying to dispel the arid, cottony taste. She was drunk and 
she was vulnerable. As an unwanted tickle of arousal rose in her wetly 
throbbing pussy, she tried to bank the sexual fires her husband had failed 
to extinguish earlier. "No...." she finally managed to gasp. "No, maybe for 
you, Helen ... but not for me...."


"Yes ... Yes, Gale, you would find it wonderful, too, if you'd only let 
yourself. Look at the Judge if you don't believe me. He's going to take his 
clothes off now because he finds it wonderful to be naked just like I do. 
Just like all people do if they had the courage to admit it."


Emerson Granger's mouth was salivating at the prospect of soon fucking this 
desirable young blonde wife-and at the salacious sight of Helen Dalston's 
wanton nakedness so provocatively displayed. His penis was already concrete 
hard in her trousers, crying for release from his encumbering clothes, and 
he knew he would obey the urgent plea of his manhood in just a few short 
moments. If Gale Bancroft had not run horrified from the room by now, she 
was not going to from now on ... not until it was too late!


"Yes, my dear," he said smoothly, addressing Bancroft's incredulous wife. 
"Yes, I want to get naked, too. Helen is right, you know. And after I'm 
naked, then we'll do other things. Other things we can only do when naked 
and excited...."


He unbuckled his pants and zipped down his fly, scattering his expensive 
clothing every which way in his passion to possess this tender young blonde 
woman. He popped the buttons off his shirt in his haste to remove it, his 
hirsute loins churning with excitement at the electric thrill of exposing 
himself in front of two women at once. Oh God! This was going to be one hell 
of a night! Never had he wanted to debauch a subordinate's wife as much as 
he wanted to subject and convert this innocent, wide-eyed little bitch, Gale 
Bancroft!


Divested of his suit, Judge Granger stretched out supine on the black 
leather couch, his sixty-five year old cock jutting upward with all the 
youthful virility of a boy a third his age. His legs were spread wide, and 
Helen slid down beside the couch in obvious delight, kneeling with her head 
lowered almost to the tip of his massive erection. He leered across the room 
at Gale, smoothing his waxed moustache as he told her, "Now watch this, 
little bird! Watch what Helen does...!"


The naked brunette took his fleshy hardness between her hands and began to 
rub it lightly with her palms, arousing the evil master of state politics to 
a fevered pitch. It was all he could do to keep from moaning and writhing 
under her expert ministrations-but it wasn't time yet, not quite yet ... 
This had to be done to a perfect timetable in order to keep this sweet 
nubile Mrs. Bancroft in her drunkenly mesmerized state....


Helen turned her head and spoke to Gale, her legs slightly spread as she sat 
beside the Judge, the curling dark hairs fringing her warm, wet pussy openly 
displayed to the other woman. "Have you ever tasted cock, Gale?" she asked.


"Oohhhh," moaned the alcoholic blonde. "Oh, don't talk that way, Helen."


"Have you, Gale? Have you ever sucked Andy's prick?"


"No ... God in heaven, no, never!"


"But it's wonderful, Gale ... more wonderful than being just naked, even! 
I've been sucking Craig's cock, and I've been sucking the Judge's, too. I 
like the taste of cock, Gale. It tastes so good ... so good...."


"Nooo!" came the anguished wail of despair from Gale Bancroft. What was she 
hearing? She shook her head, horrified, trying to clear the fog with which 
her shock, the martinis and her previous unfulfilled lust was swamping her 
mind. She had to leave before things got any more obscene and degenerate ... 
but a weird, masochistic fascination seemed to glue her cringing buttocks to 
the chair cushion, and she could only moan and quiver from the force of her 
conflicting emotions. It's a dream, she thought desperately. A nightmare, it 
has to be a nightmare ... this can't really be happening. Oh, Lord, it can 
it really be true ...!


But her eyes told it was all true, as they perversely studied the long, 
rigid penis jutting up from Judge Granger's loins. It seemed to draw her 
agonized attention like some massive homing beacon, and she choked back a 
whimper of torment when she saw Helen press her face closer to its pulsating 
red tip. For a moment, the long thick erection hung precariously close to 
the brunette's wetly glistening lips ... and then Helen leaned forward, her 
tongue darting out at the lust-swollen head and lapping up a tiny droplet of 
seminal emission.


"Ahhh...." Gale heard the other woman sigh lustfully, watching her squirming 
nakedly on her knees, blissfully loving the taste of the Judge's penis with 
an almost sadistic joy. Helen obviously wanted that thick hardness and its 
erotic juices in her mouth and wriggled her hips as she plunged her lips in 
a firm oval over the pulsating shaft of male flesh before her.


The horror of seeing another man's wife pervertedly sucking Judge Granger's 
penis sent violent tremors of revulsion coursing through Gale's tipsy brain. 
The small corner of her head which was still functioning sober screamed for 
her to run, because this was not a nightmare this was reality! But she 
didn't obey. Her nerves were shattered, her mind dulled and almost comatose 
from the large amounts of alcohol consumed on an empty stomach, and her 
flesh was prickling with a sexual ferment she neither wanted nor understood. 
The mesmerizing young blonde dimly recalled dreaming of Helen and Judge 
Granger nakedly together, and now here they were in front of her, almost as 
if her shameful wishing had made it come true! Guilt flickered through her 
conscience, the thought perversely exciting her against her will, and she 
squirmed slightly in the chair. The leather cushion brushed electrically 
against her sensitive cuntal crevice up between her thighs. She jerked at 
the unexpected erotic sensation it produced, pressing her legs together to 
stem the tiny tendril of arousal that had somehow begun in her loins.


"No ... Stop, please I beg of you, stop she mewled. She owed her husband 
faithfulness, and she realized that just sitting here watching was immoral 
and a breach of her marriage vows. But she couldn't seem to shake herself 
free from the increasing thrills of lewd excitement pulsing in her 
unsatisfied cunt as a result of watching the salacious spectacle of the 
naked brunette woman sucking on the older man's penis. It was wrong ... all 
wrong ... but it was so terribly wrong that it completely overpowered her 
defenses!


"Uuuummm!" moaned Helen around the hardened rod of flesh. She began to suck 
him with the rhythmic expertise of a harlot, driving the full length of his 
hotly throbbing penis deep into her mouth, slamming it hard against the back 
of her throat over and over. Gale could see her wetly ovaled lips working on 
the thick-veined shaft, watching with glazed attention as the glistening 
lips of her mouth puckered outward and then back in again as she sawed up 
and down, up and down. The Judge's hips tensed and jerked upwards into the 
subserviently kneeling brunette's face, all the hard, throbbing expanse 
disappearing with each swallow so that only a small stretch of his cock 
showed white and gleaming with saliva between her compressed red lips. While 
she sucked, Helen's free hand was tickling and caressing the bloated, hairy 
sac of the white-haired politician's testicles, her entire face mirroring 
her rapt desire to milk all of his fiery hot semen and feel it pooling like 
ambrosia in her stomach.


The humid heavy air of the living room washed over Gale and she wanted to 
sob with shame. She had never imagined such wicked perversion was possible, 
though she was seeing it herself and moaning aloud at the lustful woman's 
sucking. She found to her mortification that her initial horror and 
revulsion were fading ... being replaced by lewd stirrings of em pathetic 
response, one woman relating to another, and as she watched, more and more 
she became consumed with an inexorable excitement that shuddered through her 
helpless body. She couldn't seem to help herself, she thought drunkenly, and 
sensed that just as she'd feared for most of the afternoon, she was at heart 
no better than Helen! She was no better than a whore ... and she groaned in 
defeat as she felt herself weakening to the taunting throbs rising in her 
belly and cock-hungry pussy. It was almost as if-Good God, no! It was as if 
she were getting sexually thrilled! She was sick! She had to be to respond 
to such a ghastly perversion!


Even as she stared wide-eyed at Helen's mouth slaving feverishly up and down 
over the burrowing length of the old Judge's penis, the wildly ambivalent 
thoughts-a battle between her drunken passions and her long-time 
morality-raced crazily through the young wife's mind. But the utter 
salaciousness of what she was watching was too strong. Passion was winning 
and was increasingly all that mattered to her....


Then suddenly, Judge Granger placed his hands against Helen's temples and 
forced the naked woman to stop sucking his cock. "Enough!" he panted in a 
wheezing croak.


"Enough ... or I'll cum!"


"Yes!" Helen crooned, the fires of her lust dancing in her eyes. "I want to 
have you cum in my mouth, Emerson! Yes!"


"No...." The Judge glanced slyly at Gale then, tweaking his moustache. "No, 
now it's time for still other pleasures ... pleasures that will include our 
newfound friend, my dear!"


He stood up from the couch behind the still kneeling Helen Dalston and 
slowly began stroking the throbbing hard flesh of his erection. "Now it's 
time for Gale to join in...!"


"No! No!" Gale screamed, placing the fists of both hands against her ears as 
if to blot out the corrupting words. Her buttocks clenched automatically 
together, and she drew her legs up in a futile defense against the 
threatened entrance of Judge Granger's cock. But there was nowhere for her 
to escape with the naked couple closing in and the massive chair holding her 
in place. She was trapped by her own weaknesses, completely at the mercy of 
strange, sinister emotions which she had always been able to bury before but 
which for some unexplainable reason, now seemed determined to take over the 
control of her mind and body.


"Wh-what are you ... planning to do?" she heard herself ask feebly. "Please, 
no ... No...!"


"Why, Gale, you're getting yourself upset over nothing," Judge Granger said 
smoothly in a pretense of pacifying her. He was beside the easy chair now 
and reached out to touch her arm in an ingratiating way. "Just think how 
much you enjoy sex with your husband, my dear and how much fun it would be 
now."


"D-Don't touch me," the terrified young wife groaned, cringing from the 
older man's fingers, a shrinking tremor surging through her flesh. "Helen 
... please' tell him not to touch me. Please...."


Wildly, the frightened blonde wife turned to the naked brunette for support, 
but Helen returned only a mocking smile. "It's too late, sweetie. You like 
cock as much as any of us do, only you haven't let yourself admit it before. 
Well, I want to see you get it. I want to see Emerson fuck your toenails 
off!"


Fuck! Helen's savage obscenity burned through Gale's swirling mind, and the 
full impact of letting this evil man make love to her suddenly hit her with 
the force of a mailed fist in the stomach. She couldn't let him! "Noooo!" 
she shouted in her agony, and in sheer panic, she jumped from the chair. She 
had to get out of this awful mess she'd allowed herself to become enmeshed 
in and had to do it quickly or it would be too late, just as Helen said!


"Nooo!" she cried out again, her body and drunken mind reacting in one last 
desperate bid for freedom as she lurched past the naked couple toward the 
massive doors leading to the hallway.


CHAPTER FOUR


Gale Bancroft's sudden lunge was erratic and staggering, the hysterical 
flight of a half-crazed woman. Her eyes rolled uncontrollably in her head 
and her legs wavered as if supporting a body ten times her size. Judge 
Granger moved to block her path, and as she tried to rush by, he reached out 
and had no trouble grabbing her and holding her back.


"Let me go! Let me go!" she screamed, writhing vainly in his taloned grip, 
tears now flowing unrestrictedly from her fear-stricken eyes. "Oh, don't do 
this to me!"


Languidly, Helen Dalston came closer to stand before the wriggling blonde, 
and she grinned in cynical delight as she stared at the young wife's 
squirming body, embraced by the Judge's powerful arms. "We're going to show 
you a new way of life, Gale," she said eagerly, running her hands over her 
breasts and squeezing the tender globes. "We're going to show you a better 
way-and you're going to learn to love it!"


"Oh ... Oh God, the shattered young wife sobbed, piteous and cowering. She 
never had felt so humiliated or defenseless as right then! "I've been a 
fool, a drunken fool, but I love my husband and I don't want to deceive him 
any more than I have already!" She tried to bury her tear-stained face in 
her hands, but Judge Granger's arms around her prevented this. Instead, she 
leaned back, her eyes clenched shut and wet, her teeth bared over her 
straining lips. "I've seen and done enough to be sorry for to last me a 
lifetime!"


"Gale," Helen whispered insidiously, "Gale, honey, you've barely begun!"


"Stop acting so innocent and virtuous, my pet," the older man chuckled 
obscenely. "You've been enjoying our little performance, and by the way 
you're squirming now, I'd say you're still hot to trot!"


The old Judge's taunting words made her fight more desperately than ever, 
but he was unyielding and she soon sagged against his tightening arms and 
wept openly, realizing the futility of her struggles. "Oh, please let me go! 
Please! I'll do anything but ... ,but this! I-I just can't go through with 
it!"


"As my precious Helen told you, it's too late," he responded with a cold, 
cruel smirk. "There's a time for being pleasant and a time to get down to 
the basic facts, and I know you want me to fuck you. You do, deep down in 
your heart, and damned if I'll let some silly hysteria stand in the w y of a 
good time for all of us!"


"No! No, I don't want you! I don't want any man but my Andy! I-I never gave 
you that idea! You're making it up!"


Judge Granger laughed out loud heartily. "I do know, my lovely little one. 
I've been watching you just as hard as you were watching us, and I've seen 
your tight little ass squirming with a come-hither welcome. You may not want 
to admit it yet, but your body already has, and you can't deny it!"


Gale stared wildly around her with watery vision, shocked speechless with 
horror. She couldn't believe it! How could he be so crude? How could this 
important dignified judge be so totally lewd and corrupt? She'd once thought 
he might be a randy old goat underneath-but he was actually a vicious, 
sadistic satyr, without the least bit of scruples or common decency! He 
wasn't human, he wasn't even an animal; he was the Devil incarnate!


"Now, come, dear, and take those clothes of yours off and join us, hmmm? 
Let's see what your wonderful body has to offer when it's naked and 
displayed!"


Together, Judge Granger and Helen pulled the terrified but emotionally 
charged blonde woman over to the couch and down lengthwise along its 
comfortable cushions. Then Emerson Granger started pulling her knees apart 
so he could slide his hand up under her pleated skirt. Gale spasmed with a 
deep, gurgling wretchedness in her throat as she felt his lascivious fingers 
creep along the tender flesh of her inner thighs and pluck lecherously at 
her thin white panties. She moaned out her humiliation and dread, then 
groaned in despair and shame as he commenced to prod and stroke along her 
panty's passion-soaked secretion band, following the protruding, barely 
covered contours of her vaginal crevice.


"See, my dear, the Judge crooned, "You do want to fuck. You're already wet."


Gale screamed and thrashed, trying to escape.


"Go on and make all the noise you want," Helen told her, easily holding the 
young blonde housewife down. "We're a long way from the nearest house or 
road, and even a longer way from your precious husband!"


Gale's body and mind, a swirling craze of liquor and torment, no longer had 
the strength to protest as she felt Craig Dalston's wife and the naked Judge 
unbutton her blouse and slip it from around her shoulders. Helen unsnapped 
her brassiere, exposing her ripely quivering breasts to their lusting gazes, 
and she heard Granger groan in appreciation as he leered over her trembling 
nakedness. Then a surging heat inundated her vagina and expanded in her 
breasts as her skirt was unzipped and ripped from around her thighs. The 
Judge snagged his fingers in the elastic waistband of her nylon panties, 
dragging the flimsy material down over her fear-struck hips and legs, 
leaving her without even this last vestige of protection.


The white-haired man loomed over her, running his hands reverently over her 
straining young breasts, her flat white belly, her thighs, up and down over 
her defenseless nudity with eager caresses. His lewd passion increased while 
he watched the contrast of his bony, liver-spotted fingers moving over the 
firm, young flesh of her cringing body. Jesus, he'd never seen a woman like 
Gale Bancroft, not in all his years! His sperm-laden balls throbbed and 
ached, and he longed to thrust forward into her hot little cunt beneath him 
without further hesitation. But he couldn't. He'd plotted and waited too 
long to get her like this, and he had to get the most from it!


The salacious politician held himself back, purposely torturing himself for 
the moment in anticipation of when he would skewer his cock deep up between 
the full pink lips of her twitching vaginal opening. He wanted to demean 
Gale more than he had already. He wanted to feel her twisting and writhing 
beneath him, needing him more than he needed her. That would be the ultimate 
victory over her: a proud young lady who was horrified and repulsed by the 
sight of his fat old cock, suddenly losing all control over herself, 
forgetting who she was or where she was in her overwhelming craving to be 
fucked until she couldn't walk again. Yes ... and while he was at it, he 
would take that other little bitch down a peg or two-he would force Craig 
Dalston's brunette bitch of a wife to grovel in masochistic submission until 
both women acknowledged who their master was! The sadistic thought raced 
through his loins like a bolt of lightning, and his long years of cunning 
burned with ideas how best to achieve his ends. By hell or high water, he 
was going to make these two naked sluts squirm for him ... and like it 
whether they wanted to or not!


"All right, my proud-assed beauties," the elder Granger said after a pause, 
"let's get the show on the road! I think it should be girlie-girlie time for 
a while. You, Helen, crawl up over Gale so that you're both cunt to face!"


Gale gasped at the shame and lewdness of such a depraved command, never 
having heard of anything so foul or perverted before in all her born days! 
"God, not that! Never that!" she wailed. "That's even worse than ... than 
the other, with you!"


Even Helen gasped at the degenerate command. "Emerson, you can't be serious! 
You mean ... you mean as if we were lesbians?"


"Exactly!" He stood with malicious glee, his erectly pulsing cock thrusting 
straight out from his loins while his fingers fondled his swollen, heavy sac 
of testicles. "Look at her, Helen. She's got the tightest cunt I've ever 
seen. Not for long, I'll grant you that ... but our sweet young Gale has to 
be made ready first. She's got to be wetter, wet and willing, and that means 
you, my love. You and that talented tongue of yours!"


"No, Emerson!" Helen shuddered. "I won't make love to another woman! I ... I 
never have done such a thing as that before!"


"How dare you tell me no, you slut!" Judge Granger abruptly roared, his 
jowls quivering with indignation. He slapped Helen flat across the cheek, 
jerking her head to the side so hard she was afraid he'd broken her neck. 
"You're getting awful uppity lately, and it seems you've got to be taught 
your place! And I say your place is on your knees over little Miss Purity! 
You say you want to watch me fuck her toenails off-well, I say I want to 
watch you lick her twat!"


The naked brunette tried to twist from Judge Granger's explosive rage, but 
he only slapped her again, this time across the other cheek. "And hurry up 
about it," he added with a hoarse snarl.


"I'm about ready to blow my wad as it is!"


Gale had lain motionless in terror and shock from the horrible threats both 
of them had been making. But this last-to make love with another woman-was 
simply too much for her drunken mind to accept! She reacted to the 
frightening sight of Judge Granger hitting Helen with hysterical revulsion, 
and without fully realizing what she was doing, she tried to scramble from 
the couch. She lifted one leg just as the Judge turned back to her, and 
abruptly kicking out in terror, she landed her foot heavily in his belly. He 
was caught by total surprise, and let out a great whoosh of breath, 
staggering backwards and wind-milling his arms to retain his precarious 
balance.


"You shouldn't have tried that, my dear," he said in a croaking gasp, 
rubbing his aching stomach. "No, you shouldn't have tried that...."


He came toward her in coldly composed fury, and Gale shrank back on the 
couch, her terror-stricken heart leaping into her throat. She saw his beady 
eyes flickering with anger and cruelty, and knew that any sliver of 
compassion he'd held before had been completely destroyed. Deep fear gripped 
her stomach as he reached out for her, and she tried to stiffen her body as 
he twisted her arm and yanked her forcefully over on her stomach. Then, her 
one arm held tightly in a painful half-Nelson, she saw out of the comer of 
her eye as the Judge raised his other hand high in the air.


The hand came down hard against Gale's defenselessly trembling white 
buttocks. The flat smack of flesh against flesh echoed through the living 
room like a rifle shot, followed instantanously by her shrill scream of 
hurt. "Ahhhhh!" she cried out, whimpering against the searing sensation that 
seemed to cut all the way to the bone.


The Judge's hand rained down again and again, and again and again she 
screamed, each time louder and deeper as she felt the burning sting of the 
bloodless welts he was leaving behind. "Ohhh! Aggg! No more! No more!" The 
pain was unbearable as he spanked her over and over without mercy, and she 
knew if he hit her enough she would faint dead away. Her mind was beyond 
logical reasoning, the only thing which mattered now to her was to escape 
his horrible punishment.


"No more! I'll do anything, but no more!"


"Say shit, fuck, cunt!" the evil politician demanded harshly.


"Ohhhh, shit! Shit, fuck! Shit, fuck, cunt!" The words spat from her mouth 
without hesitation, no thought of resistance left.


Helen stared at this obscene torture of Gale with mixed emotions. The sight 
of Judge Granger's brutal hand savagely smacking the writhing young woman's 
crimsoned buttocks made her wince with each blow; for the first time that 
night she felt some pity for the helpless wife who was being subjected to 
such agonizing vengeance. She rubbed her own reddened cheeks em 
pathetically, knowing that Gale was squirming there on her stomach feeling 
more naked and ashamed than she had ever felt in her life before. But the 
brunette older woman also found herself totally absorbed by the sadistic 
spectacle of punishment, continuing to watch the obscene discipline with a 
growing sense of masochistic pleasure. It was the pain ... the pain and the 
punishment ... and her belly churned with a tremendous charge of sensual 
excitement. It was arousing her, arousing her almost as much as sucking the 
Judge's cock had aroused her! Dear Lord, how could it not arouse her?


"Say what you want!" Judge Granger ordered raucously. "Say what you want to 
do with Helen now!"


"Arrgggg!" Gale shrieked as she felt another blistering spank. "Lick me! 
Lick me, Helen! Make love to me!"


"That's better," he growled, straightening up. "And just remember, both of 
you! I swear if you don't do what I want, neither of your husbands will get 
that senate nomination-but they will find out what you two have been doing 
here tonight! I'll tell them, so help me Christ, I will!"


"He ... He will, Gale," Helen whispered in a throaty tone. "He'll tell them 
without hesitation, just to get back at us. Craig could take it, but I don't 
think Andy would ... and I think Craig would leave me like a shot if he 
learned I had literally fucked up his chances for the senate."


"Damned right, he would," Judge Granger said, more achingly excited than 
ever. "Now, roll over, Gale. Roll over so Helen and you can love each other 
up!"


The piteously sobbing Gale hesitated a second longer, and then slowly moved 
from her stomach onto her back again. Her naked flesh twitched and rippled, 
her ass-cheeks a mass of burning pain, but she knew she would eventually 
give in anyway, and there was nothing left now for her but shameful 
surrender.


Helen swallowed thickly as she studied the lush young woman waiting for her 
in whimpering submission. Her eyes moved across Gale's shoulders, then 
slowly around her proudly upthrust breasts and quivering little nipples. Men 
were handsome, Helen thought, with their great hard cocks and hot hairy 
bodies ... but Gale was truly beautiful, soft and creamy-smooth. What would 
it feel like to touch her satin skin and caress the magic velvet up between 
her thighs? Her glistening blonde-fringed vagina was almost inviting in its 
exposure, and the scent of her perfumed secretions seemed to tease the air. 
As much as she abhored the idea, Helen was finding a strange attraction for 
the young wife's blushing vaginal lips, and with a helpless sinking 
sensation, she realized that she was unconsciously desiring to make love to 
Andy Bancroft's wife. Her own sensuous breasts and pussy were actually 
starting to throb with response to the immoral idea of kissing that sweetly 
offered cunt.


"Go on, Helen," Judge Granger urged with breathless anticipation. "Go 
on...!"


Helen moved closer to the couch, paused with uncertainty, and then 
impulsively reached down with a hesitant hand to gently caress Gale's left 
breast. She slowly squeezed the warm swelling mound, feeling the other woman 
tense in momentary shock at this indignity and try to pull away. But she 
could feel the nipple stiffen and swell under her massaging touch, and heard 
the low mewl as Gale slowly yielded and relaxed against her arm.


"Okay, crawl on her!"


"Yes, Emerson," Helen sighed with a smile. "Yes...."


Gale raised her head to watch in helpless fear as Craig's wife crawled along 
the couch on all fours. She didn't believe Helen would really do it, even 
though she'd heard her say she would, but then she saw Helen open her legs 
and straddle her breasts, positioning full rounded buttocks directly over 
her face, knees pressed tightly to her sides. Staring straight upwards 
through disbelieving eyes, Gale could see all of the naked brunette's 
throbbing pink slit from the tiny pouting ring of her anus to the fleshy 
folds of her wetly gleaming pussy.


"I'm going to like this," Helen whispered greedily, licking her lips as she 
stared down at the firm white flesh of Gale's trembling thighs. The moist 
pink crevice of the blonde wife's cringing vagina was presented up to her 
hungry gaze in abject sacrifice. "Yes, I do believe I am....


Helen slowly placed her palms flat against the sleek insides of the young 
girl's legs and used her thumbs with a gentle outward motion to part the 
wetly gleaming flesh and expose the throbbing mouth of Gale's vaginal 
crevice. She watched it eagerly for a moment-and then with a whimper of 
desire, dropped her head and buried the entire length of her tongue deep up 
inside the warmly perfumed walls of the golden-fleeced cunt.


"Ohhhhh Helllleeeen! No, don't do itttt!" Gale cried out. "Not that! Not 
down there!


Nooo!" Her head was still raised off the cushion, and she watched in 
horrified disbelief as Helen's face rocked in lewd delight down between her 
widely splayed thighs. A soul-searing moan escaped from deep inside her 
tormented chest, her naked buttocks grinding despairingly down into the 
cushions as she attempted to evade the salacious assault.


"Oh please, please Helen don't!" she mewled, forgetting in her shame and 
anguish that only moments before she had reluctantly told Helen to lick her 
exactly as she was doing now. The only answer to the piteous protest was a 
hum of pleasure and a further stab from the hotly flicking tongue which was 
licking without mercy at her defenseless vaginal slit. Tiny goose bumps 
rippled across Gale's heaving breasts, tears of shame welling up in her eyes 
as she listened to the lewd wet sucking nosies being made between her 
wide-stretched legs. Yet in spite of her humiliation and revulsion, her 
buttocks jerked back involuntarily as spasms of carnal pleasure coursed 
through her raw nerve endings.


"Ohhhh, this is too terrible to believe!" But even as her moaning voice 
tried to deny it, she was forced to accept the humiliating fact that her 
love-starved body was slowly deserting her. The cruel impact brought further 
cries of horror, not only at the thought of the obscene act being committed 
to her defenseless genitals, but at the still more frightening and wicked 
thought that she was actually learning to enjoy it! The blonde young wife 
clenched her teeth tightly together and fought with all her strength against 
the tiny flaming sparks of desire which threatened to burst into 
uncontainable fire and incinerate her drunken, helpless soul. But it was a 
losing battle as Helen Dalston became even more animated in her tongue 
fucking, licking ceaselessly at her naked wet cunt below.


The brunette seductress insinuated her pinkly fluting tongue deeper up into 
the hot quivering sheath of Gale's now moistly welcoming pussy. She could 
feel the silken pubic hairs grazing tantalizingly against the tip of her 
nose and sides of her cheeks as the blonde wife ground her buttocks in 
unwilling rhythm. It was delicious! Helen thought delightedly, becoming 
increasingly excited from the uncontrollable contortions of Gale's 
pleasure-filling body. Somehow she'd always been afraid of sucking another 
woman's vagina, and only moments before Emerson had slapped her silly 
because she'd denied herself this sublime heaven! Damn, she was wrong! And 
the ol' Judge may think he was forcing her to do this to degrade her ... but 
he was wrong too! She wanted to lick pussy now; lusted to tongue Gale into 
erotic defeat just as she loved sucking Judge Granger's cock!


Gale Bancroft squirmed and bucked under the maddening torture of Helen's 
wildly flicking tongue and lewdly sucking lips until she was afraid her 
heart would pound right out of her chest! Between her thighs was one mass of 
burning wet sensitivity, growing increasingly intense with every passing 
second, spiraling up until it threatened to devour every inch of her heated 
flesh. She rolled her head from side to side, imprisoned between the flexing 
thighs of the hunching woman, and stared deliriously up at the tendrils of 
dark pubic hair and moistly swollen vaginal flesh which hovered only inches 
above her contorted face.


Gale had never considered another woman's genitals as particularly appealing 
... but as Helen continued to lave her tongue deep into her own eagerly 
accepting cunt,, the lewdly entrancing sight above her grew with qualities 
of sheer beauty. She tentatively brushed her fingers over Helen's softly 
trembling stomach and saw that it made her writhe and moan excitedly, and 
she saw little drops of clear lubrications moisten the coral edges of the 
brunette's vagina. Helen's skin felt warm and smooth-satiny when compared to 
a man's-and Gale allowed her fingers more freedom as she was captured by her 
own obscenely rising sensations, playing her gentle hands hesitantly over 
the curvaceous body kneeling above her, and caressing its firm, rounded 
thighs and buttocks.


She heard a muffled sob for more, just as Helen bent lower and kissed the 
tingling bud of her clitoris, nipping it with teeth to send the nerve ending 
into full throbbing erection. Uncontrollable delight surged through the 
young blonde wife, causing her nakedly trembling buttocks to surge off the 
couch in automatic response, and she wasn't able to suppress the 
tremendously arousing sensations that burst up from between her spasming 
loins. It was too much to deny, and there was nothing she could do as her 
drunkenly agitated passions overrode any concern for right or wrong. The 
insistently sucking mouth and lips on her shamelessly aroused vaginal flesh 
were sweeping her away in mind-blanking ecstasy!


Helen felt the young wife responding in full sensual abandonment, and that 
spurred the wanton woman on. Ripples of carnal desire coursed through her as 
she dwelled on this new perversion she was learning to adore, and she 
clutched Gale's ivory buttocks with grasping fingers, tangling her 
increasingly voracious tongue into the golden fleece of pubic hair. She 
tasted the delicious piquancy of the tender young pussy flesh and cuntal 
secretions, and felt her own naked body burgeon with lewd hungers too 
volatile to control.


"Kiss her back now, Gale!" Judge Granger commanded in panting salaciousness. 
"Suck Helen's twat like she's sucking yours! Oh Christ, this is fantastic!"


I can't ... I can't ... Gale's tortured mind screamed. She quivered all over 
the entire length of her body from his incredibly vile order. But she 
couldn't seem to stop herself, even as her brain told her not to, and she 
timidly pressed her tongue and lips up into the warm cleft of the other 
woman's wetly quivering pussy. Burying her head slavishly up between the 
gently trembling thighs, the aroused young woman surrendered the last of her 
defiance, and smelled the feminine aroma which wafted from Helen's warmly 
perfumed cunt. Her own saliva-slick vagina ached with the twin devils of the 
obscene mouthings upon it and the increasing excitement of her own 
inexcusably lewd actions.


"Ohhh Gale! Gale, that feels so goooood!" she heard Helen cry in a tiny, 
muffled voice. "Ohhhh, honey, don't stop! Don't stop!"


"It can't be ... it can't be happening this way...." she groaned to herself 
in undisguised humiliation. Guilt and shame surged through her for a 
fleeting moment while she kissed and tongued, but it was overcome by the 
wonderfully fresh taste of Helen's heavily secreting pussy, and she felt it 
respond by pushing demandingly downwards against her face. The carnal surges 
of forbidden pleasure were growing ever stronger as the wide-splayed 
tightness of her own throbbing cunt was hungrily consumed, and 
uncontrollably, she licked wetly gleaming trails of desire all the way from 
Helen's tiny anus to her erected clitoris, taunting the elastic vaginal 
entrance with her stabbing tongue as if it were a virile penis. With 
increasing abandon, she screwed her buttocks in small grinding circles so 
she could feel all of the wicked oral rape of her own hopelessly stimulated 
flesh, shuddering with shameful delight as the lewdly tonguing woman above 
her teased every fractional inch of nerve-tingling flesh. Ohhh ... she had 
never known anything like these sensations ... they were so different, so 
sinfully desirable ...!


Gale moaned in utter defeat, for suddenly there was nothing else in her 
world except the lashing wet serpent which was so mercilessly invading her 
passion-drenched vagina, and the tender squirming delicacy of Helen's cunt 
which she was sucking and licking voraciously in return. Forgotten was the 
horror and degradation that it was a woman with whom she was sharing this 
lesbianic love; forgotten now was the naked presence of the lewdly grinning 
Judge Granger. All that mattered to her were the wild riveting shafts of 
pleasure that were piercing through her blood and bones like spasms of 
electrical current. And drunkenly she acquiesced to them, groveling in their 
perverted wickedness as she sought mindlessly to reach her nearing 
climax....


The Judge could sense that Gale was about ready to cum from the wild 
abandoned tempo of her body. He knew it was time, time to ram home his 
loggerhead penis up into her innocent belly. He wanted to feel her tight 
young pussy throbbing around him when she reached that climax which was so 
close now, and wanted to explode inside her young white belly in concert to 
her own cries of fulfillment. He lusted to fill her full of his heated sperm 
until she would never forget this night for as long as she lived. The prim 
and prissy bitch, he'd show her what fucking was all about and how good it 
could be! He'd stuff her so completely with his long hard cock that she'd 
never be satisfied with that do-gooder husband of hers!


"Make room for Daddy!" he shouted, elbowing the still slaving Helen from her 
hunched-over position. "Your tongue is talented, my dear, but it's not in 
the same class as my pecker!"


Helen raised her face and grinned obscenely at Judge Granger. Her mouth and 
cheeks were moist and glistening from her own saliva and the blonde wife's 
heady secretions. She wriggled her buttocks down hard against Gale's wildly 
licking face, feeling Gale's wiggling tongue slide all the way up her belly 
and to her breasts.


"Ohhhh ... oh, but this is fine, Emerson! You really turned me on to 
something great, you old bastard!"


"Get off now! Quick, get off!" Shit! He was having a hard time controlling 
his pulsing cock until Helen got her ass off Gale! "Get off before I throw 
you off!"


Helen moved reluctantly from the couch, but with a wicked gleam to her eye, 
she knelt down beside the glistening features of her woman lover and hissed: 
"Tell Emerson what you want now, Gale. Go on ... Tell him like you told me 
before!"


Gale sobbed and whimpered in humiliation and rippling sensuality. She'd been 
so close, so close to orgasm, even closer than earlier when Andy had left 
her hanging unfulfilled. But she couldn't, just couldn't do what Helen 
wanted ... it was too humiliatingly lewd to form into words! "No, don't make 
me," she pleaded, cringing on the couch. "Please don't!"


"Yes! Tell me!" The Judge snapped down at her as he clambored heavily onto 
the couch between her legs. "Tell me!"


Gale groaned in anguish, almost delirious from the suckings on her pussy and 
the lewdness of kissing Helen's vagina in unrestrained reaction. But she 
clenched her teeth together, unable to comply with the obscene command of 
the two naked people hovering over her. And yet ... even while she fought 
her sanity, the lurid dam inside her burst. Eager and desperate mewlings 
poured from her lips, as she knew her plight was hopeless, the pleasure too 
sensational. Her mouth opened and closed as soul-consuming flames of lust 
and desire burned up from her hungrily twitching cunt, and she was no longer 
able to fight the passions which had been sent racing out of control through 
her inebriated flesh.


"Do it ... do it ... yes, do itttt...." she babbled frantically.


"Do what?" Helen teased, and Judge Granger grinned down from where he 
squatted on his knees between Gale's wide-splayed thighs. "Yes, Gale, tell 
us what you want Emerson to do!"


"F ... Fuck me! Please, oh please fuck me!" Gale's whole tormented soul 
shuddered under the lash of her self-defilement, but she was cognizant of 
nothing save her own obscene pleadings. "Fuck me, Judge! Fuck mmmmeeeee...."


The final shards of her marital vows dissolved into dust as Gale felt her 
ankles grasped by the Judge's trembling hands. She groaned at the force of 
his powerful grip, and looked up through narrow, lust-smoked eyes at the 
flushed, jowled face leering down at her from between her uptilted legs. The 
cruel bestial need which smoldered in his eyes momentarily froze her 
quivering body into stillness. She lay immobile while he levered her 
unresisting legs higher off the couch in an arc far back over her head, 
pressing the toes of her naked feet harshly into the cushions on either side 
of her head. Her tortured body was nearly bent back double, the pain in her 
straining muscles almost unbearable. The glistening, flat plane of her 
moistly suckled pussy was presented like a sacrificial offering to the 
brutal older man as he poised over her in a push-up position, his hands 
holding her ankles to the couch.


The anguished blonde wife was torn between the hot desire kindled in her 
frustrated cunt and the quick twinge of shame and fear that flickered 
through her confused, liquored thoughts. She rolled her head from side to 
side, tears of frustration and indecision streaming down her cheeks as she 
spied his long thick penis aiming directly for her helplessly exposed 
vagina.


"Well?" the Judge taunted the nakedly squirming woman held in the lewd 
position beneath him. "Tell me again, bitch! Beg for it!"


"Fuck me," Gale hissed through clenched teeth, the obscene fire licking 
through her naked loins spurred on by the very wretchedness of her position. 
Through glazed, heavily lidded eyes she could see Helen standing beside her, 
but the brunette was no longer important to her-the blaze of unfulfilled 
lust raged like a forest fire through her madly pulsing cunt. "Fuck me, fuck 
me, fuck me! Fuck me with that fat old cock of yours, you randy goat-but 
fuck me good!"


Judge Granger grinned lewdly, never having been called a randy goat before, 
and dropped heavily down on the nubile blonde wife twisting erotically 
beneath him. His fleshy erection speared savagely up between her wide-spread 
pussy lips and into her greedily waiting belly like a battering ram, pushing 
the unresisting, soft, warm folds of her tender inner flesh before its 
cruelly invading head.


Gale twitched and writhed her welcome of his thick punishing cock as he 
ground his hardness deep up into her receptive cunt. Her face contorted and 
cries of ecstasy burst from her lips. His penis pummeled her cervix, probing 
deeper and deeper, past where even her loving husband had ever been. 
Forgotten were the remnents of her shame and perversion in her actions; 
forgotten were Andy, her marriage, today, tomorrow ... everything except the 
dark well of her lust. She wanted to be fucked this way; she wanted to be 
subjected to any further indecencies these two horrible people could devise 
for her. Her initial whine of passion changed to whimpering pleadings to be 
hurt, to be torn apart, to be ruined forever by the heavily panting man 
fucking so diabolically into her. He was filling her fevered vaginal passage 
with his merciless sword, and she wanted to be brutally mauled as punishment 
for being the slut she'd become. She wanted to be savagely raped until he 
shot off his hot white cum to fill her womb, for that was all there was in 
her senseless world of lust and perversion. She was lost now, just as she'd 
feared she might become earlier that afternoon ... Lost! She could never be 
the same loving, innocent wife ever after this, and she no longer gave a 
good Goddamn, either!


"Hot damn, would you look at Gale climb your prick!" Helen said, eyes ogling 
the heaving blonde woman. "I never imagined she'd go this far out of her 
mind with fucking!"


"Jeezus! She is tender and tight!" groaned the old politician as he surged 
and thrust his penis into her firmly clasping cunt. "I could fuck her to 
death!"


"Fine by me," Helen smirked. "She's been Mrs. Pure-Heart too long as it is, 
far as I'm concerned!"


The defiling obscenities only came through Gale's haze dimly, and she became 
something inhuman as she pumped in lewd rhythm to the Judge's wildly 
skewering penis thrusting in and out of her ecstatic cunt. "Ohhhh, fuck! 
Fuck fuck fuck, Judge! Fuck me haarrrddd!"


The Judge slipped his hands beneath her nakedly churning buttocks and raised 
them still further on his straining hardness. Gale moaned incoherently and 
wound her warm, smooth legs around his back, and the velvet walls of her 
pussy clasped his rigidly pumping cock until she could feel every inch of 
his hot sliding shaft. She was insane as she'd never been before, completely 
surrendering to the lure of sexual appetite, and her drunken mind reveled in 
her new-found wickedness.


"Hell, look at her twat nibble at you, Emerson!" Helen gasped. Through 
crazed, flickering eyes Gale saw the naked brunette lying on the floor 
beside them, the woman's eyes feasting on the close-up of Judge Granger's 
rock-hardened penis screwing into her desperately sucking cunt. The 
blonde-haired wife had her legs spread wide and her ankles locked high above 
the Judge's straining shoulder blades. Her full pubic area was wide and 
exposed before Helen's view, from clitoris to anus, the stretched vaginal 
slit a proud, inflamed pink.


Helen, aroused beyond measure by this erotic scene, began to masturbate. Her 
fingers plunged crazily in and out of her gaping cuntal orifice as she 
struggled for breath, her face never far from the lewd, carnal drubbing of 
penis into vagina. "Ram it to her, Emerson!" she grunted. "Ram it to her 
hard!"


The words lashed at Gale, for the thrashing body of the other woman was 
sending still more messages of lewdness through her. That throbbing cunt was 
less than six inches away, the couch wide and low and without legs, and 
Helen was lying with her head toward the grinding loins of Gale and the 
Judge. Gale felt her senses slip another notch ... and for the first time 
she didn't resist her prurient lusts. She did what her body demanded her to 
do. Twisting slightly, she bent her shoulders and head that scant 
half-foot....


"Sheeiiit!" gaped Judge Granger from above her. "She ... she wants to suck 
your cunt some more, Helen! Let her! God damn it! Let her suck your cunt 
while I fuck her." He was whipped to still further pile-driving surges by 
the obscenity of the menage a trois that this once-haughty, once faithful 
little wife had instigated on her own!


Urged on by the fucking of her insatiable cunt, Gale felt the overwhelming 
passion to pay Helen back in kind. She lusted to suck the brunette's 
beautiful cunt until Helen screamed for fulfillment as she'd been forced to, 
and in her zealous mind, her action became almost one of revenge. She dipped 
down until she could run her ovaled lips over the moistly presented pussy 
slit, and Helen removed her fingers hurriedly and lifted her buttocks so 
that Gale's entire mouth could engulf her sensitive flesh. She wanted the 
helpless wife of Andy Bancroft to make her cunt spasm into orgasm, and her 
hands gripped the blonde's sensuously dancing breasts and squeezed the 
tender globes with sadistic strength, her brain lost in the heat of the 
sensations rolling from her vaginal crevice. She wanted it ... Oh God, she 
wanted it!


Gale's twin centers of desire drove her on. She was almost ready to cum and 
could not stop either her mouth or her pussy. Her belly danced with 
relentless excitement and her hot-walled vagina gripped around Judge 
Granger's plunging cock like a warmly clenching fist, while his cum-filled 
testicles pounded an erotic tattoo against her nakedly upthrust buttocks.


The Judge dug deeper, wedging Gale's thighs still further back, his 
lust-hardened penis fucking into her like a locomotive gone mad. Then Helen, 
the sucking lips on her pussy driving her to raw, naked insanity, rocked 
back and forth on the carpet and wailed, "I ... Ohhhhh, I'm 
cumminnnnnggggg!" She jerked and twisted insanely beneath the oral drubbing 
of the wife. "Suck me harder, Gale, suck me harder!" And her wetly orgasming 
cunt spilled out with the juices of her climax. "Ahhhhhhhhhh!"


Judge Granger fucked into Gale's frantically rippling pussy, the lewd cries 
and moans egging him on with volcanic heat. Gale cried out from the 
increasingly brutal impalement-her voice muffled-but her greedily clasping 
vagina locked down around his rutting penis and slithered up wetly to devour 
still more of its drilling shaft. She was cumming too, and sweat was pouring 
from her flesh as she strove mightily for the orgasm which had for so long 
evaded her ... it was so close, so very, very close ...!


"Fuck her! Fuck her, Emerson, oh fuck her hard!" she heard Craig's wife 
encourage, but Gale could understand no more than the tremendous roar of a 
distant tidal wave as her naked young body stiffened, then rose in an 
erupting crescendo of light and fire. "Ah! Ah! Ahhhhh, I'm cumming!" the 
convulsing blonde girl cried out, filling the humid living room air with her 
screamings and the honeyed scent of her exploding sex. She was only vaguely 
aware that at the same time she was being filled with gushes of hot molten 
sperm from the Judge's wildly jerking cock, ejaculating its long-awaited 
release up into her belly.


Minutes later, when her climax had abated, she felt the lewd need for sex 
arising again inside of her, but there seemed nothing for her now but the 
blackness of euphoric unconsciousness. Her humiliation, pain, and suffering 
disappeared temporarily as .she finally gave way to endless dreams of 
erotica, and she slept peacefully on the couch, unaware of the torment and 
self-loathing that would confront her when she awoke and finally managed to 
stagger naked to her bedroom in the early dimness of the morning dawn.


CHAPTER FIVE


Gale Bancroft stood naked and trembling before the large gilt-edged mirror 
over the bedroom dresser. Both hands clutched the ornate surface of the 
bureau in an effort to steady herself, a throbbing hangover causing 
excruciating pain just over her left eye. The young blonde wife stared 
tragically at her reflection, wincing from the lances of morning sunlight 
which were thrusting through the slats of the Venetian blinds as if they 
were probes of a condemning world.


"God, I didn't ... I didn't really," she moaned thickly. "I must have 
dreamed it. I must have...."


Yet heavy lines marred her fresh skin, and her eyes were sunk deeply in 
their red-rimmed sockets as though she'd aged a decade in the short space of 
a single night. She looked down at her curvaceously nude body and saw the 
mass of burnished marks and rose-colored bruises around her breasts and 
inner thighs. Her rich, pink-tipped breasts were nearly raw, and light 
exploration with her fingertips proved to be exceedingly painful. She tried 
to tentatively feel between the swollen, inflamed lips of her vagina, but 
quickly withdrew her hand with a shudder as she touched the dried and alien 
sperm which matted the soft blonde strands of her pubic hair. She hadn't 
dreamed it; she'd lived it! As much as she desired to ignore the truth and 
its consequences, the evidence still blanketed her pussy like a lewd cover 
of shame. Judge Granger's obscene cum is still pooled up in my belly, Gale 
thought miserably. Oh God, I did ... I DID!


Andrew Bancroft's wife swayed on the verge of fainting, groaning with her 
eyes clenched shut as blood rose in her cheeks with the flush of 
recollections. She remembered now the vivid sight of the Judge's naked body, 
his thick pulsing cock and heavily swaying testicles battering against her 
uptilted loins on the couch ... and of Helen Dalston, taut-breasted and 
desire hot in her eyes, her brunette pubic hair a moist fleece around her 
pink cuntal slit and creamy smooth inner thighs....


Helen. The name of Craig Dalston's wife was like a cancer in Gale's tortured 
mind. The thought of that bisexual bitch and the flagrantly lewd acts she 
had performed on Gale's flesh, of her willingness to have that bestial old 
politician seduce the heretofore faithful wife, her constant desire for 
further perversions ... what possessed Helen to do such things? Did she hate 
Gale so much because their husbands were possible rivals that she would 
eagerly participate in such depraved indignities-was there something sick in 
her nature which enjoyed the humiliation of others?


Then, with an anguished mewl of realization, Gale remembered that she, 
herself, had been drawn by the sight of Helen and the Judge naked, Helen 
sucking his monstrous penis. She'd been repulsed at first, but then she had 
watched with increasing fascination, her own frustrated passions unleashing 
spontaneously, permitting the Judge and Helen to take possession of her 
hungry body. She was no better than they, merely newer at the games; had not 
her own body bucked and twisted in its own lustful fulfillment beneath her 
molestors? Had not she actually instigated some of the corrupting forms of 
sexual delight? God yes ... she had ... she had...! She had not merely 
succumbed to their perverted advances, but had given herself willingly and 
wantonly, and what had happened was as much her own fault as anybody's. The 
fact of the matter was that she'd been completely enslaved by the ugly but 
delicious sensations which had been sent coursing through her seemingly 
helplessly trapped body. Had she been the strong, moral woman she had always 
considered herself to be, the entire revolting incident would never have 
occurred.


God, she was so desperately ashamed! They had truly reached her animal 
instincts before they were finished with her, making her beg shamelessly for 
cock, any cock, to salve the burning fires in her uncontrollably lusting 
vagina ... a vagina which until last night had never known a man other than 
her loving husband. How ironical it was that she'd pleaded for Judge Granger 
to fuck her-yes, and fuck was exactly the right word to use in this 
instance-without once considering its impact on the senatorial nomination! 
How foolishly worried she'd been about that earlier the same afternoon, a 
silly time which now seemed to be centuries ago! She'd accused Helen of 
being a whore then, but at least a whore has the common sense to strike a 
bargain, while she'd given everything away free! She'd even been suspicious 
that her darling Andy wouldn't mind if she bedded the Judge if it meant the 
nomination for him-and then she had without him being the slightest bit 
aware of it!


Andy ... oh God! What was she going to tell him about last night? She 
couldn't let her body's betrayal be forgotten; neither her mind nor 
conscience would allow that. She had the wild desire to find a phone and 
call her husband, to confess all to him and purge her sickened heart ... but 
what could she say? Andy was somewhere in Laurentide, talking politics and 
his mind totally filled with facts and figures and pursuasion. Even if she 
were able to locate him somehow, how could she explain? Gale tried to 
compose possible words in her head, becoming almost ill as the bitter 
memories stirred within her. Each time she thought of things to say to him, 
she realized that what she truly wanted to tell still would not come.


Andy would never understand, she finally had to admit ruefully. She was 
incapable of properly explaining long-distance, and she had the withering 
fear that he'd hear her shame and guilt that so plainly quavered in her 
voice. Then there'd be a confrontation, not even face-to-face, and he'd be 
repulsed by the kind of woman she'd allowed herself to become. He'd brand 
her a slut, and rightly so, and would leave her as she deserved. No ... 
divorces look bad on a politician's record; he would stay with her and 
devote his time to punishing her, locking her out of his heart and life. 
Never again would she be able to curl up in his lap and playfully nip his 
ear with girlish innocence. It would be a penance she could never bear.


That much was settled. Andy, her unsuspecting, trusting husband, must never 
discover the horrible secret of the previous night. The appalling truth must 
stay locked within her soul, there to remain hidden forever as far as she 
was concerned. Time, she prayed, would eventually seal the vicious episode 
in some dark recess of her mind's farthest corner, there to heal until only 
a minor scar remained to remind her it had ever happened. Even the police 
were out. Judge Granger wielded too much power for the authorities to act on 
her word alone, and to go to them would force her to admit her own wretched 
part in the affair ... the Judge would be untouched and she would be ruined 
publicly. Oh God, she had never felt so alone, so helpless before in her 
life!


Her eyes moistened, but Gale refused to let the tears flow. There was a time 
for crying and a time for facing up to the situation bravely, for life went 
on and somehow she had to find the strength to move with it. She had a 
husband and his career to consider, and these were by far the most important 
elements to her existence. But she was still faced with the torturous 
problem of how to cope with her predicament. She had to do something about 
it ... but what?


"Leave here," she told her image in the mirror. She raised her chin with 
newfound courage, firmly eyeing her reflection. "There's simply no use 
hoping for another way."


It was a chancey decision, for no matter how dignified she made her exit, it 
would look strange to Andy when he returned. There could be no half-crazed 
running away, for then the truth behind her flight would surely leak out 
under his persistent questioning, but neither could she stomach being alone 
in this horrible house until he came back. The Judge would probably award 
the senate nomination to Craig Dalston when he found her gone, but it 
couldn't be helped. At least the reason would remain unknown, and for the 
first time Gale was beginning to perceive that there were other values more 
important than advancing her husband's career.


Perhaps it was her pride, her stubborn resolve not to have her life and 
marriage compromised that still fought determinedly in her heart. Whatever 
it was, Gale knew deep within herself that the only chance she had was to 
keep away from the Judge before he tried to force her to surrender her body 
again to his sadistic desires.


Her mind made up, Gale hurried into action. The first thing she did was take 
a scalding-hot shower, to purge her loins of the old man's semen which still 
clung to her golden pussy curls. She stood fast in the tiny shower stall and 
mercilessly scrubbed her soiled body under the cascading streams of steaming 
water, and then briskly dried herself as if she were heaping still further 
punishment on her tingling skin. She padded naked into the bedroom again and 
dressed quickly, wanting nothing more urgently than to hide all of her 
betraying flesh from view. She quickly snapped on a clean brassiere and 
fresh white panties, choosing a light green blouse which buttoned to the 
throat and a full, wide skirt which her husband had once described as 
"innocent-looking" and "totally lacking in sex appeal"


Still her head throbbed with the after-effects of her drunken orgy and the 
self-loathing which permeated her thoughts. Rubbing her forehead, Gale 
slipped into a pair of low-heeled flats and walked to the door. She peered 
down the darkened hall, but heard nothing. The Judge and Helen, wherever 
they were, seemed still to be sleeping. A quick glance back to her two 
suitcases open on the bed; a pause of indecision ... no ... it would take 
some time for a taxi cab to reach the Judge's estate, she thought. Better to 
phone one first and then return to close the cases. It would mean that much 
less time under this wretched roof.


The trembling blonde wife closed the door behind her and tip-toed down the 
wide stairs until she reached the ground floor. It was moments like now when 
she bitterly wished she had learned how to drive, but it was too late to 
rectify that now, and at least she knew there was a telephone in the judge's 
study from which she could summon a cab. She waited beside the study door 
with bated breath, making sure nobody was aware she was moving about, and 
then quickly ducked inside and shut the door behind her with a gentle click.


The phone was on the judge's leather-covered desk, sitting on top of a 
bent-leaved phonebook. Gale tiptoed to it, snatched the book from underneath 
and rapidly thumbed through the yellow pages. The book was thin, the yellow 
page section almost miniscule, since the only town anywhere nearby was 
Quincy, which was hardly more than a village nestled at an interchange of 
two highways. There was one taxi, which was named, quite naturally, Quincy 
Cab Company. Fingers trembling, she dialed the number; there was a series of 
clickings, and then she heard the distant ringing of the phone at the other 
end.


Oh please ... please let someone be there ... please don't be away or closed 
... please, just one driver....


"Quincy Cab Company, Rasmussen speaking."


"Hello? This is ... ah, can you come out to Judge Emerson Granger's estate 
immediately? I must go to town."


There was an extended pause at the other end of the line and all the poor 
blonde wife could hear was heavy breathing. Then: "Well-I don't rightly 
know, Ma'am."


Gale's heart skipped a frightful beat. "What? What do you mean?"


"Well, it's like this. I've got a standing agreement with the judge, I'm 
afraid, whereby I only bring my cab out there if n he needs it, and he only 
needs it if n he calls. If n you see what I mean, Ma'am."


"You mean ... You mean you won't come out here to pick me up?"


"Not unless I hear him tell me to. I'm sorry."


"But you must!" She sucked in her breath, mentally clutching at straws. 
"Judge Granger said for you to!"


"Well now, then he won't mind telling me so personally, will he? If you'll 
just put him on the wire...."


"But ... But he's busy at the moment, very indisposed! He'll be very angry 
if you don't drive out here, believe me!"


"Well now, that's a chance I'll just have to take, I suppose. But I don't 
see how he can get too all-fired upset if I stick to the agreement we have, 
instead of countermanding express orders on my own. I'm paid to do my job, 
not to think. Oh-excuse me, Ma'am, but there's a customer just coming. 
Anytime you want a cab, Ma'am, you just have the judge let me know."


The line went dead, and Gale sobbed softly into the receiver for a moment 
before dropping it back to the phone cradle. Wild thoughts of running out of 
the house and into the woods seized her, but where would she go? In what 
direction? This was her first time here, and the despairing young wife was 
totally unfamiliar with the rural area. If she ever got lost in the acres of 
thick forest which surrounded the grounds, she might never be found! Follow 
the driveway to the main road? Flag down a passing motorist? Dear Lord, how 
would she possibly explain her apparently insane actions? To draw any 
attention to herself would be tantamount to confessing all to her husband! 
And for the sake of the marriage and Andy's career, she had to keep her 
cool. Somehow she had to find the strength and means to outlast this 
nightmare and stop things from getting any worse. It added up to one 
conclusion:


She was trapped. Dear God, she was trapped on this evil estate!


Gale slowly turned and walked out of the study, then down the short length 
of hallway and through the massive doors leading to the living room. She 
stood for a moment in hapless depression, surveying the room, which still 
resembled a battlefield. A black leather couch cushion was on the floor. 
Somehow a lamp had overturned, and the silken shade had a big dent in it. 
Clothing was strewn the entire length of the green carpet like casualties, 
and she recognized her own "dead soldiers"-her pleated skirt wrinkled and 
stained, heaped in a wad; her torn bluse with its lifeless arms 
outstretched, flung there by greedy hands; her brassiere and panties, pale 
ghosts where they had fallen during her wild orgiastic strip.


The unpleasant memories the silent room evoked were too much for the 
shame-filled wife to take. She sagged against the walnut credenza next to 
the entranceway, her elbow almost knocking over the extra martini the judge 
had mixed for her and never given her. Never needed, she thought wryly, 
looking at the stemmed glass and its transparent liquid. She snatched the 
glass up with groping fingers and downed the strong drink in a single gulp. 
She felt the warm gin and vermouth burn all the way to her churning stomach. 
It made her feel slightly sick until she thought of having to stay in this 
house with Judge Granger and Helen until her husband arrived, and then 
almost coughing it up, she made a supreme effort and held the liquor down. 
She hoped the stiff jolt of alcohol would help calm her nerves for the next 
few hours ... hours in which she could do nothing except wait, hope, and 
pray.


"Well, good morning, my little one," a familiar voice purred from behind 
her, snapping her thoughts as she whirled around.


Judge Granger stood framed in the hallway, wearing felt bedroom slippers and 
an antique mandarin robe with a gold-thread dragon woven into the rich 
embroidery. The robe had two pockets and a wide silken collar and a braided 
cord which was fastened in a loose knot around his portly middle. As usual 
he was impeccably groomed, his white hair a gleaming silver and his 
moustache freshly waxed. Now, one hand casually in a pocket and the other 
smoothing his moustache, the rakish politician smiled almost smugly and 
added:


"I see you're up early, and looking bright and chipper."


The martini glass dropped from nerveless fingers, crashing on the living 
room carpet. Gale took a fearful step backwards, almost as if the judge were 
coming at her with a knife. "Wh-What are you doing here?" she stammered, 
knowing how inane she sounded even as she said it.


"This is my house, I believe. My house ... and you are my guest, my very 
special guest. After last night, in fact, I'd have to say you are one of the 
most special guests I've ever had the pleasure of entertaining."


"What are you talking about?" She felt her heart pumping frantically, 
terrified that he might discover she'd tried to phone for a taxi, or worse, 
try to repeat last night's wicked performance. How could a man his age be so 
sinfully lusty?


"Ahhhh, aren't we Mrs. Goody Two-Shoes this morning," the judge chuckled 
with a glint of evil in his eyes. "What am I talking about, indeed! As if 
you don't remember how you wanted to be fucked, and how you licked Helen's 
sweet tasting twat until she was cumming along with us."


"Stop it! Stop!" she gasped, and brushed newly forming tears from her 
reddening eyes. "It was all a mistake, a terrible mistake! I was drunk. It 
wasn't my fault...."


"Now please, Mrs. Bancroft, don't insult my intelligence. You might have had 
a few martinis on an empty stomach, but you weren't all that drunk! You 
loved it ... ,you loved every damned minute of it, and you know it. That's 
what I mean by saying you're one of the most special women I've had here. 
You are one of the few truly great natural talents I've met, my dear, and 
believe me, I've met my share of them over the years."


"But it ... It was the first time I've ever done anything like that," Gale 
whimpered. "I love my husband, I've never been with any other man other than 
him."


"Ahhh, that's my whole point, don't you see? Helen is a magnificent fuck, 
but her prowess has been learned and practiced to a peak, while your skill 
just naturally comes out. Far superior to my mind, adding a certain 
whole-hearted support and fresh enthusiasm to the occasion, don't you 
think?"


"Oh ... Oh God!" Gale wailed and covered her face with both hands. Her full, 
tautened breasts jiggled provocatively as she cried with wracking sobs, and 
watching them, Judge Granger felt a slight swelling begin to rise in his 
loins. Dear Jesus, this succulent little blonde would be the death of him 
yet! He could still see in his mind's eye how Gale had looked when he'd 
finished screwing her last night, sprawled nakedly open on the couch, her 
satin legs wide-stretched on either side and her arms dangling doll-like 
over the edge. Her belly had been filled with his hot, sticky semen, and her 
wet matted pubic hair had glistened obscenely in the room's lighting, the 
insides of her creamy thighs smeared with his white ejaculations.


The lewdly erotic memories stirred the heat in his blood, causing his 
throbbing cock to jerk to life beneath his silken robe. Christ, Helen had 
gotten so excited from Gale's hotly lashing tongue against her sensitive 
vaginal slit that she'd been ready, willing, and able to fuck him all the 
balance of the night. He was exhausted, having had no sleep to speak of, but 
now, just looking at this quaking young wife weeping and moaning and 
carrying on something fierce, he sensed he could take her on again just as 
if he'd slept a week and was forty years younger! Hell ... he bet she could 
get a hard-on on his bronze statue standing in the post office mall at the 
state capitol, she was such a fantastic piece of ass! Her cunt had to be the 
proverbial fountain of youth!


"Well, I'll tell you what I think," the old judge said suavely, and then 
paused for dramatic effect. He lusted to have Gale stretched out again for 
him, her tight little pussy sliding urgently around his hardened penis like 
a greased oval ring. "I think," he continued, "about what fun it was ... and 
that we should have some more of it!"


"No ... never!" Gale sobbed, her face blanching white with shame and horror. 
"I ... I don't care if you give Andy the senatorial nod or not, you're never 
going to do anything to me again! Never, do you hear?"


"Such feistiness is most commendable, my dear," Judge Granger said in a low, 
mocking tone, his thick penis swelling into full erection and bulging out 
the front of his robe. "I always like a little spice and challenge in my 
women," he went on, and slowly untied the braided sash holding his robe 
together in front. The ends fell open, and he held them wide apart with both 
hands, his naked body fully exposed.


Gale dropped her hands from her eyes, her gaze trailing slowly over his 
chest and belly, and once again locking on his thick turgid penis. She could 
feel her insides cringe at the thought of trying to accommodate his fleshy 
hardness inside of her again. The judge grinned luridly at her, enjoying her 
open-mouthed apprehension, and dropped one hand to lightly stroki the heavy 
foreskinned shaft when he caught her stare fixed upon it.


"Are you sure you wouldn't want a breakfast roll, my dear?"


Gale stood for an instant longer, staring in abject terror at the massively 
throbbing shaft jutting erect from the white-haired loins of old Judge 
Granger. And suddenly she could stand it no longer. She whirled about and 
stumbled blindly toward the staircase that was just beyond the other, main 
entrance to the living room, tears of shame and loathing coursing down her 
cheeks. The judge made no move to stop her, but his raucous laughter 
followed her up the steps, chasing her mockingly down the hall and to her 
bedroom.


The young blonde wife slammed the door shut and latched it, then flung 
herself on the bed where she continued to cry uncontrollably. She vowed she 
would not step foot from the room until Andy was back to protect her, no 
matter how hungry she got. After awhile, she stopped weeping so copiously 
and turned to stare up at the ceiling, feeling almost drowsy from her 
exertion and the aftermath of her bitter flight. Her brain counteracted the 
tormenting anguish she felt with a defensive mechanism of warm lethargy, and 
a few minutes later, she drifted into a fitful, restless sleep.


CHAPTER SIX


Andrew Bancroft and Craig Dalston arrived back at the Granger estate late 
that same evening, almost at the same hour they'd departed the previous day. 
Gale, still locked in her room, heard the car coming up the long, circular 
drive and breathed a vast sigh of relief. She'd kept her promise not to step 
foot from the protection of the room, not even daring to argue with the 
blandishments and threats both the Judge and Helen had intermittently given 
through the heavy oak door. She was weak with hunger and shaking with 
trepidation, but now that her husband was back, she felt more able to cope 
with the tragic situation, including Judge Granger's warnings that she was 
being "a naughty girl who would rue her defiance".


She waited with anticipation until she knew that Andy was actually inside 
the house, and then taking a deep breath, she unlocked the door and walked 
down the hall. It took all of her remaining fortitude, but she steeled 
herself to act natural and as if nothing at all had happened to her. Nothing 
had happened to her? Dear God, how could she even think of her inexcusable 
perversions with the Judge and Craig's wife last night, and his attempted 
molestation this morning in terms of nothing? But she had to, if anything at 
all were to be salvaged from this awful nightmare. She also felt reasonably 
sure that despite the Judge's menacing remarks, he would not say or do 
anything that could jeopardize her terrible secret. Andy would not be 
receiving the senatorial nomination now, of that she was convinced, but at 
least the reason given would be a smooth and convincing he that would cover 
up the deplorable truth, and protect all of them. Judge Granger, after all, 
had to be very conscious of scandal himself.


When she came to the top of the stairs, she saw that Helen and Craig were in 
a warm embrace, and Andy was standing beside his suitcase. There was deep 
warmth in her stomach at the sight of him which put a smile on her soft red 
lips and sent her skipping down the steps and into his arms.


"Darling!" Andy laughed in happy surprise, and hugged her in return. "Why, 
you act as if I'd been gone four years instead of all night!"


"It seems like it," she sighed, and kissed him ardently on the lips. It 
does, it does! she thought miserably. seems like four centuries! Andy, what 
would you think if you found out what happened to me? Would you hate and 
curse me, as I've hated and cursed myself? Of course you would ... any good, 
decent man would! Oh, I've been such a fool! Power and wealth and all the 
other things I thought were important to strive for all these years-they are 
nothing compared to the loving arms of a good and decent man!


But Gale did not allow her spinning thoughts to show on her features as she 
stepped back, beaming radiantly at her husband. She asked, "How was your 
trip?"


"Hectic," he replied, one strong arm encircling her waist. "Labor troubles 
are always a headache, what with explaining things to the rank-and-file."


"We got it straightened out, though," Craig added. "It wasn't as bad as we'd 
feared it was."


"That's why we're back as early as we are," Andy went on, grinning fondly at 
his wife. "I can see we weren't expected."


"Wh-What do you mean?" Gale said, her heart leaping.


"Your skirt," he joked, "It's the one I don't like. But you look good. 
Doesn't she?"


"Sure does," Craig said.


"Good enough to eat," Helen added with a knowing look which froze Gale's 
heart back into place.


"Been enjoying yourself, honey?" Andy queried.


"Oh ... Oh, yes, I have." she faltered, almost blushing from her lie. "I ... 
I've been relaxing mostly."


Just then, Judge Granger entered, dressed in a fawn-colored sports shirt, a 
wildly striped scarf, and tan trousers. He clapped Craig on the back and 
shook hands with Andy, saying: "Ah, I thought I heard you arriving. How did 
it go?"


"Fine," both men enthused. "No trouble at all, really."


"Good, good. It's been pleasant here; I can't tell you how much I've enjoyed 
your wives," he added without a hint of guile. "Now, how about a drink...?"


The three men sauntered into the living room, talking shop. Gale, purposely 
keeping her distance from Helen, followed. Drinks were mixed and, despite 
not having had nay food other than some digestive biscuits she found in one 
of the suitcases, the blonde wife accepted a martini gracefully. Everything, 
she promised, must look as regular as possible, and if that meant she had to 
act cheerful and sip a drink, then that's the act she would put on. Her 
entire future depended on it.


Soon the conversation drifted to more mundane topics. Andy seemed bouyantly 
high in spirits, and Gale felt her heart go out to him. If you only knew, 
darling, she thought; if you only knew you won't become a senator, and 
why....


Guiltily she looked away, glancing toward Craig who was standing 
nonchalantly next to the fieldstone fireplace. His muscular hips were thrust 
forward slightly and his legs were a bit apart, his thumbs locked in his 
belt right above the crease of his genitals, his fingers pointing downwards 
to them as if emphasizing their presence. He knows ... He knows what his 
promiscuous wife is, for Helen admitted it last night. And I bet he at least 
suspects what went on here while he and Andy were gone. Is he as bad in his 
male way as his wife is? Gale shivered inwardly, hiding her agitated 
thoughts by sipping her drink. Somewhere deep in her mind she wondered what 
Craig Dalston's long hard penis would feel like inside her pussy, and if it 
would be as satisfying to her as Andy's or the Judge's. Ashamed at her own 
prurience, she drank the last of her martini and accepted another glass 
almost before she knew what she was doing.


Judge Granger announced that dinner would soon be served and that there was 
time to freshen up whenever the drinks were finished. A short while later, 
Gale and Andy climbed the stairs arm in arm, and entered the bedroom where 
Leona, the maid, had already carried Andy's suitcase. Alone, Andy kissed his 
wife long and passionately, whispering: "Miss me?"


"You know I have."


"I'll make up for ... before, honey, you wait and see." He grinned and 
nuzzled her neck. "I'm really going to love you up tonight."


"Yes...." she sighed in his embrace. "Oh yes, love me...." And erase the 
stains that are still in my belly....


Dinner was a sumptuous affair of fine silver, white bone china plates with 
gold rims, ornate candelabras at either end of the long mahogany table, and 
delicious food prepared and served by Leona. If the maid thought anything 
peculiar about Gale's actions that day, she kept thankfully silent about it, 
saying only that she'd worked her fingers to the stub in the kitchen. For 
this stoicism Gale was almost as thankful as she was to be eating the fillet 
of sole, swimming in lemon juice and butter. After that came the filets, 
eyes of the beef boiled with garlic and the hearts of artichokes, and side 
courses of snow peas and baked potatoes bursting with sour cream. There were 
separate wines for each course, all of them vintage and French, although a 
Portuguese Sherry was poured with the dessert of Camembert cheese and ripe 
fruit.


Finally the last of the knives and forks which had lined each side of the 
place settings had been used, the china plates with the pits and seeds had 
been removed, and there was a long contented pause as the five diners sat 
back, wiped their mouths with linen napkins, and slothfully contemplated the 
large amount they'd just consumed.


"Shall we have coffee now?" Helen suggested.


"Ah yes," Judge Granger replied, smiling. "Leona!"


"Coming, sah," the maid called from the kitchen, and then she bustled into 
the dining room. "Sah?"


"Coffee, if you please. And ah ... a little Grand Marnier I do believe, with 
my box of Monte Cristo cigars."


When the illegally imported Cuban cigars had been lighted and the French 
liqueur poured into tall tulip glasses, and strong European-blend coffee set 
before each person, Judge Granger instructed Leona to wash up and then take 
the rest of the night off. Time passed slowly, the conversation genial and 
almost lulling, and Gale found she was reaching for the Grand Marnier bottle 
more often than she should. They were all consuming the liqueur heavily, and 
after having had all those martinies and then the many bottles of wine, even 
the large meal couldn't absorb all of the alcohol. It was certainly easy to 
get drunk in the Judge's house, Gale thought soporifically-almost too easy! 
It wouldn't do to get bombed like she'd been the previous night; no, it 
wouldn't do the least little bit!


Leona came in and said the kitchen was clean, so she was going. Everybody 
wished her a pleasant good-night, after complimenting her profusely for her 
cuisine. There was a silence as the glasses were filled, and then the Judge 
said in a casual tone: "Well, now that Leona has left, I might as well make 
my little announcement. Little maids have big ears, you know."


Here it comes, Gale thought with a reflexive shiver. The nomination will be 
given to Craig, and Andy will be left crushed, dazed, and hurt. But not as 
crushed and hurt as if he knew she'd been licentiously unfaithful to him. 
God, why couldn't the earth just open up and swallow her on the spot? Must 
she go through with this horrid farce...?


"The senatorial position is important to Inness County, gentlemen, as I'm 
sure you're all aware. I have had to choose between two men of high calibre 
and loyalty, both equally strong in their respective abilities. It has not 
been an easy decision, and if I may, I'd like to add that my mind was made 
up because of outside factors not entirely under the control of Craig and 
Andrew. Yes, well, I won't keep you in suspense any longer. I believe the 
Party shall rally around ... Andy Bancroft!"


The pause which followed was absolutely electric. Gale glanced around the 
seated group, unable to believe her ears. Helen's expression was positively 
venomous, the loser Craig's that of sick incredulity. The Judge sat 
comfortably, sucking on his thick Cuban cigar and looking very merry about 
the whole thing, and Andy's face was lit ear-to-ear with a grin. Like a boy 
seeing a well-stuffed Christmas stocking hanging on the mantelpiece. The 
trouble was, Gale thought ... there had to be something nasty hidden inside!


Craig was the first to break the silence. "Congratulations, old boy," he 
said weakly, extending his hand.


"Yes ... Yes, thank you," Andy replied in a happy daze. "But Judge, why me? 
I mean, if you don't mind my asking, what made you decide?"


"Oh, that's very simple," Judge Granger said, calmly flicking the ash of his 
cigar. "Your wife fucks good."


"What was that?" Andy jumped to his feet in shock, overturning his chair 
with a clatter.


"I said, your wife fucks good. She's a fabulous lay, even better than Helen, 
and that's going some. It's been a coon's age since I've had such a wild 
time as last night, and I truly believe she'll be a valuable asset in 
persuading opposing senators to go along with our ... ah, programs. I'd 
almost go so far as to say that, considering the crow-bait wives of most of 
the members, she'll be more of an influencing power at the exclusive Senate 
Bath and Sauna Club meetings than you will."


Andy stared at the Judge and then at his wife, his eyes wide in disbelieving 
shock. "You mean...? Did you...? Were you two actually ...?" He couldn't 
seem to finish his sentences, his mouth working up and down but only 
mumbling unintelligible words. "And, and that later she'll be expected 
to...?"


Gale sat numbly next to her husband, head bowed and humiliation running 
rampant through her whole being. The old judge was having his measure of 
revenge, risking possible scandal in his perverted desire to strike back at 
her reluctance. God, how smug he sat there! How cock-sure he must feel, 
dangling the plum of the senatorship before Andy in payment for having 
defiled her! If there'd been a steak knife handy, she'd have plunged it 
straight into his wicked heart! But there was nothing, nothing at all she 
could do now. It was entirely in Andy's hands, and of course he would do the 
only right thing, being too good and honorable a man to be fooled or 
corrupted. Gale placed her shaking hands on the table and stared at her 
nails, two rivulets of tears running down her face.


But if Gale and Andy were temporarily frozen with a mixture of shock and 
misery, Craig Dalston leaped into action. He turned on his wife, fury 
sparkling in his eyes, his right hand raised threateningly as if to slap her 
as the Judge had the night before. "You idiot!" he roared. "You scheming, 
whorish bitch! You've laid everything but the Atlantic cable, but the one 
time it really meant something, you weren't good enough! How the hell could 
you blow it?"


"Oh, the usual way," the Judge answered for her, his voice still charming 
and gentle. "With her mouth. Really, Craig, control yourself. Helen was most 
talented and did the very best she could. You should consider yourself very 
lucky to have such a woman as her, and it's about time you both learned that 
I rarely make decisions based on who does or does not have sex with me. I am 
making a unique exception this time in Gale's case, only because I wish to 
pay tribute to her, ah ... inventiveness. You were rather remarkable, my 
dear," he added, nodding pleasantly to the horror-stricken wife.


Andy glared at Gale now, looking as if he were ready to vomit. "You did, 
didn't you? He's not making it up, any of it, is he? You and Helen, you 
both-Oh, by Christ!"


"Come, come, Andrew!" the Judge remarked then. "Please don't carry on so 
much. What's done is done, and because of it, you are moving up in the 
world. These are the facts of life, my boy, and for once, they aren't of the 
unpleasant variety. After all, not only will you be a senator from a very 
influential county, but you'll also be able to share in the, um ... spoils, 
if you care to call the other senators' wives as such. That is ... if you 
want the nomination. There are these responsibilities that go along with it, 
which is the reason I've chosen tonight as the time for you to become 
acquainted with them, but if you don't wish your career to advance, feel 
free to decline."


Gale thought about running. Running anywhere to escape this dreadful, 
agonizing scene. But there wasn't any place to go; this was her punishment, 
her Hell. Whatever had been left of her marriage and Andy's future were 
finished now for good, shattered completely from the moment she'd let 
herself become a lewd sperm basin for this greedy, corrupt old politician. 
She cringed in her chair, waiting for the cauldron of deserved abuse Andy 
was sure to pour upon her.


But none came. Andy stood quivering, jaw still moving up and down, a strange 
choking sound rumbling from his throat. "I ... I...."


"Just say the word," the Judge urged, "And I'll pass on the nomination to 
Craig here. There certainly isn't any false prudery restricting his 
decision."


"But I don't know. I mean, since Gale did do it, then...."


"Ah, you do want to become a senator, then?" Judge Granger, sly fox that he 
was, had ensnared Andy's ambivalent feelings. He leaned forward, beaming. "I 
believe this calls for champagne, Senator Bancroft!"


Again Gale waited ... but in vain. Andy's words were vaguer than a parson's 
eulogy at his mistress's funeral. "Senator Bancroft, that had a nice ring, 
yet ... I mean, a high honor, though...."


Gale, who'd remained mute through all of this obscenely shameful revelation, 
felt her mouth twisting into a harsh, cynical line of bitterness. So! The 
ghastly truth that her husband didn't mind if she bargained for his career 
by giving her body away seemed inconceivable to her, yet that was exactly 
what was evident in Andy's vaccilation. Suddenly she felt nauseous, as she 
envisioned a continual stream of huge, thick penises shoving rapaciously up 
into her vagina, and she feared she was going to be sick, the blood draining 
from her face. Still, she had to try ... to try to disprove her lewd 
suspicions, to place things in their proper perspective and correct them.


Hesitantly, fearfully, she brought her eyes up to Andy's. Wringing her 
hands, she managed to whisper pitifully, "I ... I'm sorry, darling. So very, 
very sorry."


"For what?" he looked puzzled.


Tears began to well ... and then something snapped inside the blonde wife. 
Suddenly her abject self-admonition changed into an indignation, and her 
eyelids narrowed, her voice turning cold and low. "I am sorry for letting 
the Judge and Helen involve me in ... in doing wrong last night. But you are 
evidently not sorry yourself, Senator Bancroft!"


Andy was thrown off guard by Gale's abrupt anger. "Now wait a minute!"


"The hell I will! You think you can stand there acting so righteous, so 
pious, when all the time that brain of yours is thinking about how proud 
you'll be as a senator, and how juicy all those other wives will be! And all 
it'll cost you is your own wife! You don't care, Andy! I wished that you'd 
have divorced me, beaten and whipped me until I was bleeding all over 
anything but to discover that my one mistake had unmasked you for what you 
are! A goddamned hypocrite! A groveling man just as greedy for power and 
corrupt as the rest of the politicians!"


A perplexed, worried look creased Andy's forehead as he reeled from his 
wife's savage diatribe. "Please, Gale-"


"Don't 'Please Gale' me, you bastard! If you want to know, I take it back 
about being sorry!


I'm anything but sorry, you hear me? I loved his big hard cock in me, Andy, 
loved it enough to climax just when he did! I'm still carrying his cum in 
me, if you'd care to know that too!"


"You ... you don't know what you're saying, Gale," Andy sputtered. "You're 
just a little upset at the moment. If you'll just think a little-"


The searing glower Gale gave him silenced his weak protests. Well, now it 
was all out on the table, she thought to herself. Andy still hadn't slapped 
her down for being a slut, a whore, and there was no more use deluding 
herself as to what they both were at heart. One thing, she resolved: her 
life was going to be different from now on, and she wasn't going to let her 
husband out of this so easily. He was going to pay for all the phony love 
and even phonier morality he'd been spouting all these years. He was going 
to pay dearly!


Her tone had the sharpness of ice-cold rage to it when at last she spoke. 
"No, lover, I know exactly what I'm saying." She slowly stood up, pushing 
her chair back and standing tall and straight, thrusting her angrily 
quivering breasts out proudly. She kicked off her flats and, barefoot, 
climbed on the basket-weave seat of the chair, adding: "I know exactly what 
I'm saying and thinking ... and I know exactly what I'm going to do!"


Awestruck, the other four diners watched as she majestically stepped from 
the chair to the table. "My husband doesn't care, everybody! And if he 
doesn't, why should I? I've got equal rights-why should I be nothing but a 
beast of burden, an animal to carry him to the Senate on my back?" She 
kicked out at a candalabra, sending it sailing through the air to crash 
against the wall, snuffing out its many candles. "Why should I not have my 
fun, too?" she snapped, and stepped along the center of the table in a 
provocative hip-swinging movement to kick the other candelabra away. "Well, 
I want some fun now, some red-hot fun so that my husband can see exactly 
what's in store for his sweetie when he gets into the Senate! Why wait until 
then, when his wife is a tramp and she's raring to go right now?"


Coffee cups and tulip glasses were sent scattering as she paraded around the 
table top. Her biting remarks were accented with the breaking of crystal and 
china, and Judge Granger barely had time to rescue his cigar before the 
silver ashtray was dumped over onto the floor. "All right, the table is 
cleared," she fumed down at them, standing with her legs wide apart and her 
hands at her hips. "The table is as bare as the burlesque runway at Union 
City, New Jersy, and since Andy likes the idea of me sleeping around why not 
have me as bare as the table?"


The young husband sat transfixed, unsure what he should do. His wife was 
making a perfect ass out of herself, but it was because of all the liquor 
they'd had and her own hysterical guilt over what she'd done last night. To 
make a scene now on top of everything else might panic her further and make 
him look ridiculous! He decided after a moment's hesitation not to do 
anything just yet ... Gale was probably only taunting him anyway....


His young blonde wife basked in her husband's nonplussed confusion, and in 
the blatant admiration of the other two men and Helen. She swirled in the 
middle of the table as if she really were on a burlesque runway, her tongue 
nipping out and moistening her lips as slowly she undulated in a provocative 
dance step. There was a moment of hesitancy as if she were not entirely sure 
she should be doing this after all, but then Gale ran her slender hands 
along the sides of her ribcage and cupped her lushly ripened 
breasts-offering them up in invitation-her mind obviously made up. Slowly 
she began to unbutton her light green blouse, sliding from her shoulders and 
arms in full view of the Judge, Craig, and his wife, as well as her now 
thoroughly shocked husband. With slow, shy motions, she continued to 
undress, unzipping the side of her skirt and letting it fall to the table.


"A fine performance, my dear!" Judge Granger cackled excitedly, and Andy 
could hear Helen clapping her hands in time to his wife's seductive 
strip-tease. He watched in frozen awe as Gale reached behind her 
smooth-skinned back and unsnapped her lacy brassiere, allowing the total 
beauty of her firm breasts to quiver into high-swelling freedom.


"Holy God!" Craig gasped in blurted amazement, and nudged Andy in the ribs. 
"She sure has a set of jugs, man!"


Andy gritted his teeth, and slowly sat down in Gale's vacated chair while he 
stared at his wife, almost naked now in just her brief pair of sheer white 
panties. Teasingly, Gale turned around to the table-gathered audience, 
presenting the erotic view of her tight round buttocks while at the same 
time she began rolling her skimpy panties down over her curving hips and 
thighs. She hopped out of them when they reached her bare feet, and then 
turned around again, looking smugly pleased by her daring decision. There, 
completely exposed to everyone in the dining room, was her hair-fringed 
pubic mound, soft and inviting to every devouring eye, and even Andy could 
see that her pinkish cuntal lips were quivering slightly with obvious 
eagerness.


This naked woman, allowing strangers to view her breasts and pussy, couldn't 
be his wife! But Andy's eyes snapped back to her face, telling him that she 
could be no one else. He groaned in anguish and indecision, and the wretched 
sound of his torment seemed to make Gale's chin rise a little higher, and 
her eyes to flash a little brighter....


As she stood there, so obscenely displayed to the diners' lustful gazes, 
Gale felt a slowly rising tendril of excitement beginning deep in her 
trembling belly. The very lewdness of her actions and the pururience of her 
impulsive decision to rub Andy's nose in his corruption, brought tiny 
strange ripples of arousal surging through her tattered nerves. 
Involuntarily, her proud firm breasts had begun throbbing in a lewd 
eagerness and their reddish nipples began slowly to erect outwards like 
little rubies. She had planned to go only this far, and then haughtily leave 
the table and lock herself back inside the bedroom upstairs ... but now, 
sensing the Judge, Craig, Helen, and perhaps even Andy breathlessly moving 
their gazes up and down over her sensuous naked body, she was filled with a 
carnal thrill. She was gripped with a depraved compulsion to continue here 
on the table before them; to grovel still lower in her own immorality and 
exhibit her wantonness in still further, more obscene fashion.


How ironical, Gale thought, that she, once so blameless and pure, could 
stand here and even think in such lewd, earthy terms! She had changed, there 
was no doubt about that in her mind. The incidents of last night and, yes, 
even here at dinner when Andy showed himself for what he was, had taught her 
lessons she could not ignore. Whether these horrible lessons of sexual 
license were for the good or bad was another matter, but she was almost 
grateful for the callousness which was beginning to thicken the mental skin 
of her once pitifully naive innocence. She chuckled to herself, the blatant 
stares on her naked vagina sending new erotic tingles upwards in her belly. 
Gale could even sense involuntary droplets of moisture seeping from the soft 
warm folds of her pussy crevice, urging her on ... on to greater lust and 
immorality....


Unconscious of what she was doing at first, the naked blonde wife cupped her 
two warmly tingling breasts with the palms of her hands, as if presenting 
them as fleshy gifts of pleasure. She felt oddly delighted at being the 
focal point of their attention as she strutted around the table top, 
thrusting her nakedly quivering mounds at each of the diners.


"You like them?" Gale asked teasingly, holding her breasts out to her 
tongue-tied husband. "Oh poo, of course you do. You've seen them enough." 
She straightened and continued her sashaying walk around, barely pausing in 
front of the Judge. "You do too. You about ripped them off last night. And 
so did you, Helen," she added as she halted in front of the wide-eyed 
brunette. "You want to kiss their nipples again tonight, dearie? You want 
Craig to see you go down on me, hmm?"


Then she stopped in front of Helen's hugely grinning husband, and she knelt 
down, squatting on her haunches so that not only her breasts were fully 
before his eyes, but so was the moistening pink slit of her now aching cunt. 
"You, Craig, you haven't seen me naked before, have you? You're the only one 
who hasn't, so tell me ... Tell me if you like me!


"Yeah! Yeah! Right on, baby!" Craig panted. He smiled up at her lewdly, no 
longer concerned that she had beaten Helen's time with the Judge. Somehow it 
seemed almost worth losing the Senate seat if it meant seeing a mind-blowing 
show like this, done on the spur of the moment and obviously out of spite! 
Besides, Gale was right! They had all seen her naked before now except him, 
so why shouldn't she strip everything off if she wanted to? And crap! The 
Judge was right too-Gale was definitely in a class all by herself, and as 
hot-assed as Helen was, his own wife couldn't hold a candle in competition 
to Andy's blonde-haired bitch! His long thick cock was so poundingly stiff 
under the table already, that it was threatening to raise the table right 
off the floor!


Gale's tongue darted out to softly lick her lips again, the very thought of 
her total abandonment sending more flashes of shameless arousal through her 
nakedly displayed flesh. The Judge was excited by what she was doing, and so 
was Helen-anything would turn those two hedonists on-and if the bulge in 
Craig's tight pants and the way he was squirming in his chair were any 
indications, his penis had become thick and hard and ready for action! Once 
more came the fleeting notion of what it would look like jutting out from 
his lean, muscular loins, and how well it would perform in contest to the 
way Andy and Judge Granger had been able to satisfy her sexual cravings. 
Lord, she was being wicked! She was starting to think and feel like the 
sluttish whore she'd have to become to be a Senator's wife! And there didn't 
seem to be anything she could do to prevent it! Why not enjoy it? Her 
tortured mind droned on as she slowly bent over to hunch on her hands and 
knees, the very depravity of her kneeling position excusing away the weird 
masochistic sensations that were slowly inundating her belly and loins.


"You want me, Craig?" She heard herself ask in a throaty purr. Instead of 
facing him, she backed around, pressing the outside of her knees flat 
against the table and drawing her thighs as far up as she could. She was in 
a lewd, crab-like position right where his dinner plate had once been, the 
wetly glistening pink lips of her swollen pussy presented for his 
inspection. "Well, Craig? Cat got your tongue...?"


"Well, I ... I...."


"Jesus, man!" the Judge exploded with hoarse excitement. "How can you turn 
it down? She's giving her sweet little cunt to you on a platter! Grab it 
while you can-we did last night!"


Craig looked around almost with a bewildered expression, like a small boy 
touring a candy factory. The Judge was urging him on, but still the whole 
idea of climbing up on the table and fucking another woman while his own 
wife was watching seemed incredibly more obscene than anything he'd ever 
done before! Helen had no call to complain, he supposed, not after last 
night and the swapping they'd done in the past-but even then it had been 
done with a modicum of respectability, separate bedrooms and all that. And, 
Jesus, what about Andy...?


Andy was torn between ripping his hair out and reaching up to slap his wife 
off the table. He never would have dreamed she'd react this way! The sight 
of Gale taking off her clothes and then spreading her vagina for another man 
made him wince with acute embarrassment. There was no question whether he 
should allow Craig to follow through with her lewd request, for she'd done 
too much as it was! Yes ... only he wanted to stop her salacious 
performance, and if he did, the Judge would be sorely offended. There'd go 
the Senate seat, and it wouldn't answer the problem of Gale! In fact, it 
would make what she did last night and what she was doing now all for 
nothing! Dear God, what was the best thing to do? Palms moist with 
perspiration, the humihated husband continued to watch his naked wife, still 
held motionless by indecision and greed....


"Come on, Craig!" Gale invited, finding to her fascinated chagrin that her 
uptilted buttocks were squirming back toward the other man with a welcoming 
desire of their own. A fire was building in her that she could no longer 
control, and an excited moan escaped her lips, as unwillingly, she 
surrendered to the lewd knowledge that she wanted to be fucked by Helen's 
husband. She had lost her mastery over what was right and decent, and sensed 
that after tonight she had lost her husband as well, no matter what she did 
now. Her victory over Andy was complete already, and she'd punished him with 
a vengeance without having to go any further ... but in the process she had 
lost all respect and affection for him. There wasn't much left in her world 
any longer, and she knew without questioning that she was truly enjoying the 
prospect of being fucked by Craig. She had passed the point of no return.


"Get up here and fuck me, Craig," she hissed passionately through her teeth. 
Her outstretched middle finger slipped down between the soft honey curls of 
her pubic hair and slightly parted her fleshy vaginal lips. Her eyes rolling 
in heated desire, she began to slide her finger rhythmically up and down the 
wetly throbbing crevice of her cunt. "Fuck me, fuck me!" she moaned in 
pleasure, as her finger slipped in and out of her naked young pussy. "Lord, 
what do I have to do so you'll be a man for me? Fuck me!"


"By damnation!" the Judge roared now. "Are you a man or a eunuch, Craig? If 
you don't throw a bone to that bitch, I will! I will anyway!" he added 
lecherously, tearing at his clothes.


"Nobody can resist such sweet temptation!" Assemblyman Dalston gurgled, and 
began shedding his own suit as fast as he could. If Helen could fuck the 
Judge, by Christ, he could fuck this hot little cunt spread out on the table 
like dessert. The chair crashed backwards in his haste, and then he stood 
naked, his thick rigid penis spearing out from beneath his lean belly like 
the trunk of a tree. "I'm bringing something home, baby!" he yelled, jumping 
on the table.


"Ohhhh yes! Yes!" Gale mewled at him with tears of anticipation blurring her 
vision. "Your prick, Craig, oh your prick is so handsome!" she gasped as she 
saw him on the table beside her. "Your prick is exactly how I hoped it would 
be, so long and fat and beautiful...."


The horribly lewd vision of the two naked people on the dinner table was 
beyond Andy's toleration. His nerves were quickly crumbling and his mind was 
reeling, for he knew that no matter what the Judge did or how much the 
others wanted this to continue, this pornographic orgy had to cease!


"No!" the trembling husband shouted. "No, this can't go on! Gale! Stop this 
at once!"


"You can't stop me," she snarled at him. "You can't ever stop me again, you 
... you spineless rabbit! You don't have the balls to! And why should you? 
I'm just bartered goods, to trade for the Senate nomination! At least let me 
get fucked when I want to! And I want Craig to fuck me right now!


"Sit down, you fool!" Judge Granger bellowed, all of his jowls and naked 
paunch wobbling threateningly. "Your wife is right!


This is even better than last night!"


"I can't allow this! No!" Andy cried out.


"You heard our boss," Craig sneered down at him. "Sit down and shut up, 
Senator Bancroft!"


The younger man's blood turned to ice as he heard the title Dalston had 
called him. It sounded almost obscene to his ears now, a brazen reminder of 
the vicious hold he'd allowed the Judge to get on him in the name of 
political expediency. Slowly, shattered, he slumped into his chair again, 
feeling an odd tingling in his own loins increase with every passing second. 
Perhaps, he rationalized, it would all turn out for the best. It was obvious 
that Gale wanted to be fucked by Craig, and once he were a Senator, she'd be 
part of a wife-swapping ring at the capitol. So that's what went on behind 
those massive doors of the Senate Bath and Sauna Club each Wednesday night! 
Well, he might just as well get used to the idea of sharing his beloved, and 
let Gale finish her sordid performance. Besides, he'd never seen a couple 
make love before, and he found the lurid idea of watching his wife with 
another man affecting him in a most peculiar manner. The initial shock of 
absolute horror and revulsion was fading, the light-fingered quivering in 
his thighs increasing instead, causing his penis to throb with morbid 
expectation....


"Fuck me, Craig," he heard his Gale moan in total surrender. "Fuck me nowww 
... "


"Inna minute, baby," Dalston panted, crawling around so that he faced her. 
"I like fooling around a little bit first; you know, to sort of get the 
juices running. And if we're going to put on a show for them, we might as 
well give them their money's worth, right?"


"Wh-what do you mean?"


"Suck me, Gale! Take my cock in your sweet mouth and kiss it awhile!"


Gale stiffened, for even with the blind passion which was consuming her, an 
ingrained moral denial of such a perversion as fellatio leapt in her brain. 
"Oh no, Craig! Not that! Just ... just the normal way, Craig. Fuck me!"


"Shit, don't chicken out on me now, baby!"


"But I ... I've never done such a thing before! Not even with Andy!"


"All the more reason to suck my cock now, baby," the congressman snickered. 
"First time for everything, y'know ... come on, suck me off! After a bit 
I'll fuck you, just like you want. It's not so bad to suck some cock, and 
don't knock it until you've tried it. Then we'll fuck, and fuck real good. 
Now, come on and be a sport!"


He leaned toward her until her face was only inches from his 
forward-thrusting cock, his great, sperm-filled testicles swaying below. He 
wrapped his fingers in her long blonde hair, urging her toward it, softly 
insisting: "Come on, open your lovely mouth and kiss it. Come on and suck 
it, baby...."


Gale stared at the quivering blunt head of Craig Dalston's erection, seeing 
it glistening from its thin sheen of lubrication, the unseeing eye staring 
back at her like some hypnotic symbol of both terror and acute pleasure. It 
seemed to sway before her, and she couldn't help reaching out one hand to 
encircle the throbbing flesh at its base and still its oscillation, holding 
it steady so she could continue to study that oozing eye.


"Suck it, Gale ... Suck my cock!"


His warmly pulsating manhood seemed to command her to come nearer, to engulf 
it within the soft wet folds of her mouth. In that moment, the last of 
Gale's inhibitions vanished, for the raging inferno which was burning her 
flesh was a roaring, flaming destructive force inside of her. Abruptly, she 
knew nothing more of her previous reluctance, knowing only that this 
massively burgeoning cock which she held in her hand was beckoning her to 
it. She opened her mouth, licking her lips, allowing her tongue to stretch 
out between her lips. She moved her head forward so that it was only an inch 
from the wavering tip of his hardened shaft, her jutting tongue nearly 
touching the emitting eye.


His wonderfully throbbing penis was all! His penis was the entire world and 
universe for her as she undulated her buttocks in wanton eagerness on the 
table top. She crawled forward again, and her tongue tasted the bittersweet 
flavor of his seminal fluid, and she thought: Why, it's good! It tastes just 
as good as Helen's cunt tasted last night, though in a different way!


Oh, there's nothing vile about this at all, my pussy in on fire, I want to 
suck him ...!


Gale swirled her tongue around the tiny opening, tasting the pungency of the 
excited male lubrications there, and Craig moaned wildly, his fingers 
convulsing in her hair. She opened her mouth wider to accept the entire 
blunt cock-head inside, moving her tongue in circular, progressively faster 
strokings, holding the base between her thumb and forefinger while balancing 
herself on her other arm.


"Ohhh Jesus, Gale, that's it! That's how!" groaned Dalston in a 
passion-slurred voice. "Keep sucking like that, baby, keep sucking with your 
butter mouth! Ahhhhh!"


Gale began bobbing her head rhythmically back and forth now, taking more of 
his warm hardness into the interior of her suddenly salivating mouth, her 
tongue twirling and her ovaled wet lips nibbling softly around the sliding 
shaft of his penis. Craig jerked his hips forward, driving his great hard 
cock deep and hard against the roof of Andy's wife's soft mouth. He was 
moaning in an excited cadence now, staring down at her lewdly bobbing head, 
watching her firm resilient breasts dance and sway beneath her chest as she 
slid her hungrily sucking mouth back and forth along his pistoning cock. He 
could see her lightly rouged lips clinging to the lust-swollen head of his 
penis on the outstroke, and he could feel the pressure of his impending 
orgasm constricting his testicles painfully as she swallowed all of his 
aching erection over and over.


Gale was sucking his cock voraciously now, completely surrendering to the 
lewdness of her perversion, reveling in the delightful taste of his manly 
flesh and her utter wantonness so abandonedly displayed on the dinner table. 
Her naked loins were aching with increasing tension as her climax built 
higher and higher: she had never conceived of the possibility of 
experiencing an orgasm while engaged in sucking cock, but it seemed as if 
she was capable of doing it! And she wanted it, wanted to cum as she knew 
Dalston would soon cum in her mouth, only inches away from where her 
stricken husband was watching them! She began to suck him faster and faster, 
more wildly, her breasts heaving and her hips churning, her eyes squeezed 
tightly shut in ecstasy.


"Ohhh, baby, can you suck!" howled the naked assemblyman on the table with 
her. "Ahhh, it feels like I stuffed my prick into a mechanical vacuum milker 
for cows, you've got such action! Don't stop, baby, just don't stop now...!"


Obediently, the slavering blonde wife stepped up the tempo of her mouthings 
on his rigidly thrusting penis, her head bobbing with a frenzied speed. Her 
lips and nose were pressed against the wiry bristles of his thick pubic 
hair, and she could catch the heavy male aroma of his genitals wafting into 
her nostrils, which only seemed to incite her to still greater longings.


Andy was boggle-eyed as he viewed his once-modest wife sucking another man's 
cock ... and right in public, too! Christ! He'd never imagined such rampant 
lewdness! All these years when she'd coyly pleaded against tasting his own 
cock ... and new here she was wrapping her lips around Craig Dalston's wetly 
glistening penis as if she were a starving waif with the world's last banana 
to eat! He was still filled with anger and heartache from her 
licentiousness, and he was still very much aware that he was wrong in not 
stopping the entire affair when first the Judge brought up the subject of 
his nomination ... but he was also a man, and the male animal part of him 
rooted him to the chair, hotly aroused by the pure salaciousness of the 
spectacle. Shamefully, he realized that he was obscenely excited by what he 
was witnessing, and that it was mattering to him less and less that his wife 
was sucking Craig's penis, gaining fantastic pleasure from another man in a 
style she'd never allowed him. She was proving she was a woman, all woman, 
his woman! Devoted to him, but apparently passionate in sexual needs neither 
of them had suspected before, yet that somehow the Judge had unleashed the 
previous night! He twisted in his chair, feeling his own building emotions 
growing with hot intensity, small drops of seminal emission flowing from the 
swollen round tip of his now fully hardened cock.


Judge Granger, standing nude at the head of the table, lightly stroked his 
eagerly pulsing hardness. He flicked his fingers back and forth, feasting 
his eyes on the wildly rotating cheeks of Gale Bancroft's uptilting 
buttocks. Shit, he couldn't take another minute of this! He had to join in! 
He had to participate in this obscene rape of Andy's wife-and it was rape, 
even if she didn't fight it, it had to be! Unable to contain himself any 
longer, he panted and wheezed, groping his way up on the dinner table, where 
he paused for an instant to collect his ragged breath. He crossed over and 
knelt behind Gale's undulating thighs, positioning his naked girth between 
her kneeling legs. Then, placing his hands on her hips, he probed 
experimentally with his fingers, digging them gently into her warm young 
flesh. He found her backbone, the tiny ridges standing out from the 
humped-over position she was in, and followed it slowly until he came into 
warm contact with the sweat-slickened crevice of her vagina.


"Ohhh, that's nice!" Gale mewled in a muffled voice.


"Two's company, but three's even better, my dear," the Judge chuckled 
lewdly, and to prove his point, he pressed his hardened penis into the wetly 
heated slit, sliding it up and down in sensuous taunting.


Gale squirmed her naked buttocks in a beckoning invitation back against the 
politician, shuddering from the sudden violent desire to be invaded at both 
ends simultaneously. "Oh yes, yes! You fuck me! You fuck me at the same 
time, you old fart!" she cried out, and then hungrily took the rigidly 
thrusting cock of Craig Dalston back into her warm sensitive mouth, sighing 
contentedly as she began to suck with a renewed eagerness.


"Old fart am I?" the Judge snorted as he dug his fingers into a butterplate 
that had miraculously remained on the table, and spread butter all over his 
hardened shaft. "I'll show you who's the fart around here after I've reamed 
out your ass a notch or two!"


Gale felt his hard masculine hands grip her sensitive buttocks, his fingers 
spreading her ass-cheeks wide apart. She knew in that instant that Judge 
Granger was serious-he was going to fuck her all right, but anally! He was 
going to push his erection into her rectum and sodomize her!


She tried to cry out, the horror of the revelation filling the kneeling 
young wife with disgust and terror, but the Judge held her firm. "Just 
relax, my little one. Just relax and enjoy it. It might hurt a wee bit at 
first, but you'll get used to it. You'll like it when you get used to 
it-just like you've learned to love all the things we've been doing!"


Oh Lord! Gale thought, frightened. I can't possibly enjoy that! Never! 
Never. ...!


The Judge had spread her defenselessly upthrust buttocks wide now, and she 
knew he was staring beadily at the tiny puckered rosette of her anus. She 
tried to twist away, but Craig Dalston flexed his hips and drove his massive 
hardness deep against her larynx again, impaling her against him. And then 
the blonde wife felt the rubbery head of Judge Granger's thick rigid cock 
press against her naked rectal opening, tease along there, and nudge against 
the tiny sphincter muscle. She heard him draw in his rasping breath.


"No, no, no ... Ahhhhhggggggggg!"' Her muffled scream echoed through the 
dining room.


With a sudden vicious lunge, the Judge rammed forward, his lust-hardened 
shaft of flesh splitting into her virginal anus with savage unmerciful 
force. It never stopped as it tore through the hot spongypassage like some 
terrible destroying avenger, not until she felt his sperm-weighted testicles 
slap against her inner thighs. The scream which was in her mind tried to 
force itself out of her throat, but all that came forth this time were some 
strangled gasps as Craig once again flexed his buttocks and drove his long 
hard cock deeper into the warm softness of her mouth.


"Son of a bitch!" Judge Granger grunted half in pain. "Her ass is tighter 
than this year's fiscal budget! She's really a cherry! Andrew, you should be 
ashamed of yourself for not servicing this hot vixen better! Ohh, holy 
Christ!"


Gale tried to shriek out her pain, but the thickened penis fucking in and 
out between her lips forced the kneeling young wife's words to die gurgling 
in her chest. Her face was contorted in blistering agony as the Judge 
clutched possessively at her hips and thrust his marauding penis deeper up 
into her tightly resisting anal passage. The pressure of his straining 
thighs thrust her forward, pushing her face down deeper on Dalston's loins, 
sliding the naked Assemblyman's skewering cock further down her throat. 
"Uuuuuummmmm!" she managed to wail. "Aaaahhhhhuuummmmmm!"


"Suck me, baby, keep on sucking!" encouraged Craig.


Involuntarily, almost defensively, Gale's lips began nibbling at the fleshy 
surface of his bloated cock, tasting on her tongue the dribblings of his 
semen and knowing that this was only the leakage from the dam which was 
about to burst in his cum-filled balls. Behind her, the Judge was thrusting 
forward with great surging strokes, making bestial sounds deep in his throat 
as his fleshy probe continued its forbidden invasion of her rectal opening. 
His hips pumped and his fingers clawed convulsively at her sleek young 
thighs as the subserviently kneeling young wife ground her naked ass-cheeks 
back against his pelvis while his sperm-laden testicles smacked loudly 
against her wet vaginal orifice below. Then he drew his long glistening 
penis out slightly, watching breathlessly as her pouting anal lips clung to 
the shaft, sliding reluctantly down the length of his withdrawing penis. He 
continued to pull out until only the lust-swollen cock-head was left lodged 
in between the widened, pain-filled entrance of her rectum. He moaned and 
thrust inward again, his breath coming faster. A gasp of incoherent lust 
escaped, and he began fucking crazily into her warm buttery anal canal, 
feeling her spongy flesh and rubbery muscles grip tightly around his cock 
like a constricting glove of flesh.


As the Judge and Craig Dalston buffeted Andy Bancroft's blonde wife 
hopelessly between them like a rag doll spitted on sticks, some of the pain 
and torment began leaving Gale's submissively kneeling body. Gradually, the 
naked young girl began to feel something else, something far more lewd and 
shameful-the same sexual frenzy, the same all-consuming fires of lust she 
had first known last night and then again when she'd sucked Craig's warmly 
pulsating penis. And pleasure! Oh God, what pleasure! Her hips began an 
eager grinding back against the rampaging cock skewering her anus, her 
moistly flowering loins reveling in the obscene sodomizing of their own 
volition. Her head started flailing faster and faster, her lips firmly 
ovaling around Dalston's hardness as her sucking mouth bent to its delicious 
task with blind passion. Oh Lord, she groveled inwardly, the Judge was 
right, I like it! I love his prick in my ass! I love being fucked in the 
asshole and in my mouth, and God, I never dreamed of anything so 
fantastically lewd, so impossibly wonderful....


"Mmmmmmm!" she mewled around the thick rigid penis stuffing her mouth, her 
resistance completely broken. "Mmmmmm, go ahead! Do it to me! Fuck me, both 
of you fuck me hard!" She was truly a whore now, a whore ... and there was 
no salvation left for her, nothing in her life except the savage twin cocks 
battering her to hell and back between them....


Meanwhile, Helen Dalston could feel the pit of her belly and thighs 
excitedly quivering from the lewd exhibition before her. The wanton brunette 
had to hand it to Gale-the other woman was indeed a star attraction, far 
exceeding anything that even she had ever done in her nights of delirious 
perversion! Helen drew in her breath as the warm air of the dining room 
swirled around the table and brought varying aromas of the three naked 
performers on the table. She could hear Andy Bancroft groaning from where he 
sat across from her, and instilled with a lustful desire to be a part of 
this mind-warm ping orgy, she stood up and walked over to him, keeping her 
eyes glued to the helplessly trapped body of his wife only inches away from 
them both.


"Such a dainty dish to set before the Judge," she giggled into Andy's ear. 
"Take your clothes off and let's join in! Hurry! Fuck me while they're still 
at it, so we can watch!"


"Ohhh ... Oh God, Helen, don't ... Don't make it any worse!"


"You have a hard-on from watching Gale, don't you? Well, use it, big fellow! 
Fill my cunt with your prick!"


Andy's breath quickened at her obscenities, and he turned to her, his eyes 
rolling tormentedly. "Just because they're...."


"I can see you've got a hard-on," Helen interrupted, and she touched his 
knee. He could feel her hot breath on his pants and her fingers seemed to 
sear the cloth. "Well, Mr. Bancroft? You're a man, aren't you? My cunt is on 
fire, and the only thing that'll put out that fire is a man's big hard cock. 
You do want to fuck me, don't you?"


And then she reached upward and pressed her hand against his throbbing 
bulge. Andy almost stopped breathing from the convulsive reaction of her 
touch. "Helen, please! I'm no prude, but ... but still...." The guilt and 
shame still festered in his soul, and he wrenched himself free from Helen's 
clutching hand. His face was crimson from both anguish and intense arousal, 
and he averted his eyes from Dalston's tempting brunette wife, looking back 
at his own nakedly kneeling wife, his breathing ragged. Somebody has to keep 
his sanity here ...!


For a short moment Helen was silent, and then she cooed: "Turn around, Andy, 
turn around and see what you're missing...."


He turned around, gathering the courage to tell her no again, but when he 
saw her, the words dissolved in his throat. Craig's wife stood entirely 
naked. She'd stepped out of her dress and slithered out of her panties and 
brassiere in record time, scattering her clothing around her like autumnal 
leaves. Her legs were spread apart, her head and shoulders pulled back, her 
hands knuckled provocatively on her mature, full-rounded hips. Lushly 
thrusting breasts were a startling alabaster, framed as they were with her 
raven-black hair. Little brown nipples were begging to be sucked, and the 
dark softness of her pubic triangle glistened invitingly in the curve at the 
top of her satiny inner thighs.


"Well, Andy?"


"Helen, I ... "


"It's purely a physical thing," she purred. "You want a nice tight cunt to 
fuck, and I want a long hard prick to fuck me. That's all." Her lewd 
invitation floated across his dazed mind. "You know it and I know it-so why 
not? Why should we be different than your own wife is?"


Andy stared with tortured eyes, first at the naked splendor of Craig 
Dalston's sensuous wife, and then back at the dining room table. The orgy 
was beyond his comprehension. There was Gale being fucked front and rear by 
two of the most respected men in the state! The sight and sounds of their 
rampant abuses filled his brain, making it stagger with insanity. Here was 
debauchery, depravity-and his own wife was at the core of it!


Helen was right! His nightmare-filled mind screamed the answer to him-Helen 
was right when she said why not? The more she watched Gale sucking her 
husband's penis while the Judge rammed his swollen hardness into her tightly 
puckering anus, the less sickened he became and the more aroused he was. He 
liked sex and here it was, laid out like a banquet for him, to be enjoyed 
and relished, without guilt or shame afterwards! Yes! His painfully 
throbbing cock was pressing for release; he had to become a member of this 
lewd pillage and show them all that he had the makings of a Senator!


He shed his clothes in seconds and leaped at Helen, his lust-hardened penis 
a stiffened battle standard before him. "Let's fuck, you hot bitch!" he 
snarled at her. "Let's fuck and give those amateurs up on the table 
something to remember us by!"


Up on the table they scrambled, spreading out lengthwise with Andy on top of 
Helen. With lust-possessed urgency, she placed the blood-swollen head of his 
wildly pulsating cock against her gaping vaginal lips and began to undulate 
her fleshy buttocks up off the table while, at the same time, pressing his 
rigid shaft into her wetly quivering pussy slit with her own eager fingers. 
She raised her throbbing crevice to help center his hardened cock and 
groaned:


"There, lover ... now sock it to me!"


With one long smooth lunge, Andy Bancroft rammed his savage erection all the 
way into Helen's hotly welcoming cunt to the cushioned tip of her cervix. 
There was not the slightest resistance in the hungrily yielding woman he was 
fucking, and Andy could feel the smooth, wet walls of her pussy clasping 
around his aching cock so moistly and greedily that it almost drove him to 
orgasm then and there!


"Ahhhh!" Helen Dalston moaned as she felt her entire belly flowering open to 
receive his virile hardness up inside her desperately yearning womb. Her 
nakedly spread body followed Gale's husband as he began to stroke viciously 
up inside her, her lewdly splayed thighs rotating in wild abandoned jerks 
beneath him. "Ohhh yes! Yes! Ohhh fuck me while we watch...!"


Gale Bancroft had watched her husband's erect penis slithering wetly into 
Helen's eagerly clenching pussy, and she could feel Craig's cock jerking in 
her mouth in unrestrained excitement while the assemblyman viewed his wife's 
lewd reaction to Andy Bancroft's fucking. It excited Gale greatly to see 
Helen turning into the same raw, squealing mass of helpless desire that she 
was now, and especially when it was Andy Bancroft who was fucking her 
senseless! Oh do it, Andy, fuck her silly! Fuck her as thoroughly as I'm 
being fucked ... because this is the one and only time you 're going to get 
turned on by seeing me in action ...!


No longer able to control her own mounting desires, the blonde wife began 
gyrating her hips in an abandoned tempo that the Judge was hard pressed to 
match. The dual cocks increased their ravishing speed into her hotly sucking 
mouth and rectum, buffeting her shamelessly fucking body between them like a 
rag doll. "Fuck! Fuck!" Gale chanted on and on in time to their crushing 
thrusts against her lewdly tingling mouth and anus. "All of you, fuck! Fuck 
harder! Fuck harder!"


They were alive in her! The hard rubbery cock-head imbedded in her rectum, 
the tingling pound of the semen-bloated testicles against her vaginal slit 
and against her drooling chin, the thick folds of flesh along the penis 
screwing into her mouth as if it were another cunt ... they were all part of 
her now! She was one with them, and in spite of her pain, her tongue began a 
wild licking at the hardened shaft filling her cheeks. She butted her 
ass-cheeks back against the Judge's driving member like a frothing animal, 
feeling as she did so the first tentative waves of her climax taking hold of 
her. She mewled around the expanding penis pummeling her mouth in pure, 
unabashed delight, letting her own orgasm build in direct cadence with 
Craig's and Judge Granger's, knowing it wouldn't be long now, wouldn't be 
long at all....


Craig Dalston's wife watched salaciously, her eyes scant inches from where 
the twin cocks were scourging Gale's orifices like twin battering rams. The 
sight of the once-innocent blonde going stark raving mad the way she was and 
turning into a sex-crazed maniac was simply too much for Helen not to 
respond to! "Ohhh," she grunted beneath Andy's hotly pistoning hardness. 
"Oh, I ... I'm going to cum! I'm going to cum already!"


"Cum, cum, cum," babbled Andy frantically. He plunged into her and fucked 
harder and faster, and just as they heard the first howling signs that the 
trio next to them were cumming, with a loud groan of release Andy ejaculated 
deeply inside Helen's quivering cuntal channel, pumping his hot virile seed 
far, far up into her nakedly churning belly. Helen's own blistering orgasm 
spiraled up until she thought she'd lost her mind, and then they both 
collapsed in a spent and satiated heap, the brunette wife on her back with 
her legs limply out on either side. The rounded pink lips of her quivering 
pussy could be seen wet and glistening as Andy slipped his wilting erection 
from inside of her with a wet sluicing sound. As they rolled apart, Helen 
viewed the totally depraving sight of her husband and Judge Granger nakedly 
bringing Gale Bancroft to her final crest of orgasm....


Craig gave a sudden grunting noise and his pummeling cock felt ready to 
burst. He locked his hands hard around the back of Gale's bobbing head, 
drawing her warm wet mouth deep down on his cock until only a small bit 
could be seen protruding from her voraciously sucking lips. She groaned from 
the discomfort of his impossibly inflating penis, and then mewled in wild 
delight as she tasted the first thick spurts of his hot, fiery semen. His 
gushing cum flooded into the back of her mouth, filling the moist warm 
cavity and bloating her cheeks until they almost burst. Her throat worked 
gluttonously, swallowing and sputtering to keep from choking on the 
delicious creamy sperm as he emptied his testicles into the depths of her 
tender stomach.


The Judge, laboring behind her, drove his massive hardness forward harder, 
working demon-like with its long, brutal strokes far up into her 
convulsively puckering rectum. "I'm cumming! Yeeeooowww, I'm cumming!"


Gale felt as if the Judge's cock were ramming all the way through her body 
and meeting Craig's in her throat. A horrendous burning surge of hot, 
swirling seed spewed deep up into her anus as the old politician continued 
to howl in orgiastic rapture. The seething sperm filled her belly ... and 
then her own climax struck her.


Gale's orgasm was an intense release that exploded her juices simultaneously 
with the outpourings of Craig and the Judge. She felt their semen and her 
secretions rushing to comingle, flowing down from her mouth and down from 
her anus, and up from her seething cunt to become one together in the pit of 
her lovely belly. In that moment she went a little insane with passionate 
delight, and for long, soulless moments she knew nothing other than the 
incomparable joy of the twin cocks draining into her, while her own fluid 
rapture rivuleted from her spasming cunt lips and down her helplessly 
quivering thighs to the rumpled table cloth below....


CHAPTER SEVEN


Gradually, the two men withdrew their wilting cocks from Gale Bancroft and 
the five naked people all sprawled out on the table, half-comatose from 
their climaxes. Gale lay across the loins and muscular chest of Craig 
Dalston, her slim legs wide apart, a tempting view of her sperm-flooded anus 
gleaming in the light. Her husband Andy crawled over from Helen to reach 
her, his eyes fastening on her ravaged genitals as he placed an affectionate 
hand on her thigh.


"I love you baby," he said.


"Do you?" she asked dully.


"Jesus, that was some ride," the Judge sighed blissfully.


"I'll second the motion," Helen Dalston murmured.


"Unbelievable," Craig said softly, still not comprehending the entire 
situation but not too interested in asking questions.


"I do love you, Gale," Andy tried again. "I never knew you were this way. 
But it's all right."


"Thanks for forgiving me, Andy. That's big of you." '


"I mean, now that I understand, we can have lots of fun ... We'll fit right 
in with the senate night life." The ache that was his love for his wife was 
ready to tear his heart out, and he couldn't fathom her strange, distant, 
barely civil manner. He couldn't see that it was too late. The corruption of 
her faith and idealism had been too complete, too monstrous and savage for 
any reconciliation with what she and Andy had once shared as husband and 
wife.


Gale closed her eyes, steeling her body for what had to be done. She felt no 
shame, and there was nothing odd about that, she thought, and she cared 
little about what she'd done here. It was too late for that, too. It was too 
late for everything. She felt sore and wet and totally abused, but nothing 
like the horror and guilt she'd experienced at the beginning. She would 
never forget these two nights, but she'd lived through them and could again 
if necessary, though the blight would live on in her soul forever.


"I want you now," Andy whispered pleadingly. "I want to make love to you 
right here, right now. Gale, I love you ... I want to show you how much I 
love you."


The Judge looked at Andy and his wife. "Good idea, boy," he urged. "Fuck her 
next. Maybe I'll take on Helen. Hell, there's a long night of fun and games 
ahead of us!"


"Yeah," Craig said, rising to the occasion with another erection. "Go on-I 
want to see you fuck your wife for a change."


"Okay, Gale?" Andy asked. "You want me to?"


"No."


There was a stunned silence. The naked blonde woman sat up, wincing as she 
moved her stretched muscles, and then she stared stonily at her blinking 
husband. "I want a cab called, that's what I want. Judge? You hear that? You 
call Mr. Rasmussen at Quincy Cab Company and get him down here to pick me up 
immediately."


"But ... But what's the matter?" Judge Granger blustered. "Didn't you like 
what we did?"


"Yes, of course I did." How could she deny it after her lewd performance?


"Next time will be even better, my dear. I promise!"


"There won't be another time-at least not for me."


"Why not?" Andy asked, frowning. "Why are you angry? You started it all 
tonight."


"And I'm ending it-for me. I don't care what the rest of you do. I'm not 
angry; I'm very satisfied, as a matter-of-fact. Everybody was very good, and 
I'll remember how virile you all are as long as I live." She pulled herself 
slowly to the edge of the table and stood up, tottering a little and bracing 
herself with one hand. "But it's finished," she added. "Now please, get me a 
taxi while I go upstairs, clean myself, pack and dress."


"I think you're being very hasty, young woman," the Judge grumbled 
belligerently. "I don't think I'll do any such-"


"You listen to me," Gale snapped at him. "You call me that cab, you ancient 
pervert or so help me I'll walk to town if it takes me all night, and then 
I'll blow the whistle on this whole sorry clambake. And on your Senate Bath 
& Sauna Club, too."


"Harrumph! Fap! I believe you're serious, my dear. I'll ... be most glad to 
call you a taxi."


"I don't ... don't understand, Gale! As my wife, you better-"


She leaned over the table and placed an extended finger over his lips. 
"Darling Andy, I'm not going to be your wife much longer. I'm not going to 
be anybody's wife. I'm going to be my own girl and find out about living a 
little more."


He commenced to shake his head slowly, a numbed expression creeping over his 
handsome features. "You mean ... divorce me? You can't! It'll ruin me, 
Gale!"


"Tough tittie."


"But making love to the Judge ... and then this tonight ... Isn't it because 
you love me, want me to be a Senator?"


She smiled. "Sweet, conceited Andy, I'm afraid you're in for a shocker. I 
let the Judge fuck me and sucked off Craig because I wanted them, not their 
power. It seems I like men, all sorts of men, some of them at the very same 
time. It has nothing to do with you or your silly career.


"You ... You don't mean that, Gale!"


"Don't bet against it, darling. These nights here have taught me a lesson," 
she said, a light flickering in her blue eyes that he'd never seen before. 
"I find I've been missing a lot of action, and definitely not the sort I can 
get from pot-bellied old senators. And I don't think I want any more wifely 
duties to tie me down, Andy-no more stirring the food over the stove when 
there's handsome men to take me to nightclubs. Please try to see it my way."


"And ... And if I don't?" he shot at her, his voice hardening in anger and 
wounded pride.


"Then I'm sorry for you," she said simply and then walked toward the 
doorway, feeling his eyes caressing her naked flanks for the last time in 
his life. At the door, she turned to remind the Judge about the taxi, seeing 
the tears forming in her deflated husband's eyes. She could feel no 
compassion in her soul for him now. Now it would be her turn to use and 
discard, corrupt and spoil and cynically take advantage of. Now it would be 
her chance to make men squirm, just as she'd been made to squirm by the 
Judge, the Dalstons and Andy.


"Andy," she called softly, "in later years, I want you to remember one 
thing. You were willing to sell me to Judge Granger and Lord only knows how 
many other politicians for your own power. But you forgot one small detail."


"What's that?"


"I'm not for sale ... never have been, Andy." And then she started for the 
stairs, already anticipating her new life ahead....


THE END
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FOREWORD


"The worst thing in this world," wrote American author Mark Twain, "is to be 
neither beast nor fowl in the middle of a buffalo stampede!" The noted 
humorist was referring to politicians and their predilection for pinning 
party tags on people during crises, but there is a validity to his statement 
that applies to everyone in our society.


Author Waldo Fremeyer has used this quotation as a beginning for his 
exciting new novel about a virginal young girl who simply does not belong in 
either of the two worlds she inhabits. Her life's work is with teenagers: 
rough, vital, sexually liberated (even to the point of orgies), these kids 
simply do not dig the young teacher's strict moralistic code of ethics.


The other world which Beth Moore inhabits is the political world of 
hypocrisy, false promises, and broken humans who have been stripped of all 
dignity and hope by an unfeeling society.


That the sympathetic young teacher will eventually have to make a decision 
between the two conflicting societies is all too evident to the observant 
reader right from the beginning. In many ways, even though she does not 
condone their sexually promiscuous behavior, she identifies with the young. 
They, on the other hand, see her as a naive do-gooder, a politician's 
girlfriend, a person to be exploited and later preyed upon. Somehow-healthy 
young animals that they are-the teenagers sense instinctively that there is 
something wrong with Beth Moore's emotional makeup ... there is something 
smoky and unfocused about her eyes when she is watching them play, something 
sensually seductive emanating from her voluptuous body when she knows they 
are watching her.


The events build rapidly in Mr. Fremeyer's novel as beautiful Beth Moore 
volunteers to drive a campaign truck into the ghetto area to work for the 
election of a man who will help "the little people and the have-nots". This, 
Beth thinks, is all she wants out of life: to help people. But it is not 
until the lovely brunette finds herself involved with a teenaged gang leader 
in a deserted tenement house that the young girl really discovers what she 
wants out of life ... and her entire life is changed as a result of it.


This book is about people who inhabit the slums and streets of one of 
America's largest cities. It is, at times, brutal and uncompromising. Its 
language is succinct, candid, gutsy. It may, therefore, offend some readers 
who are not used to adult theme literature. For that reason we do not 
recommend the book to those who are easily offended or to the immature 
reader.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


Beth Moore sat behind the wheel of the political campaign bus, humming as 
she drove through the streets of Chicago. The window was open and her long 
dark hair was blowing carelessly in the breeze. The vivacious brunette knew 
that she would have to be careful, since she'd never driven a VW bus before. 
The vehicle wasn't that big, but it seemed awfully easy to over steer.


She smiled, recalling now how she'd gotten the job and as she thought of the 
exciting months ahead working with the campaign trying to elect Attorney 
Claude Roberts for governor of Illinois. The favorite candidate of the 
liberal element, he had sent his campaign manager to the local University 
campus to enlist the students' aid in putting on a youth and 
minority-oriented campaign.


Beth was a graduate English major, with a twenty-four year old voluptuous 
body that drove the men crazy. She had long black hair, clear blue eyes, and 
sensually rounded hips that swayed in time to some secret music when she 
walked. She was aware of her natural beauty although she was very prim and 
reserved. Still a virgin by choice, the long-legged brunette wondered if 
there was something wrong with her. Men just didn't interest her, although 
there were times she felt strange quivering sensations in the pit of her 
belly when she tutored the young ghetto boys in what was euphemistically 
called "bone-head" English.


Beth had always been interested in helping the minority, poverty-stricken 
people; thus when she read about Claude Roberts' far-reaching plans 
concerning the ghetto area, she'd immediately decided to offer her help. The 
notice had been on the bulletin board in the University employment office. 
The many jobs included one that really interested her, one that she felt she 
could do easily. The Roberts' campaign needed someone to drive a bus with a 
loudspeaker into the depressed areas. Someone who could speak well in public 
and had a special feeling for minority people.


The first thing the campaign manager, James Benson noticed about the 
beautiful young girl who had come into his office was her sensual body. The 
grizzled political veteran knew this ghetto job was going to be a rigorous 
haul and momentarily wondered if she'd be able to take it. Although his 
sensitivities told him that she was a seriously dedicated girl who believed 
in a cause, he knew it was unusual for a young woman as beautiful as she to 
offer to take a bus into the ghetto. But, they needed someone to get the 
votes, and it was possible that she would be better than a man. She could 
enlist the sympathies of the women, and the men would follow blind just to 
get a look at her lushly ripened breasts and seductively swaying buttocks. 
After talking to her for fifteen minutes, Benson decided she would do.


"Miss Moore, I feel it my duty to tell you that the people you're going to 
be in contact with during the next few months are different from what you're 
used to. Oh, I know you've worked with the young people there, but you've 
never been alone before. So be careful." Benson said as he handed her the 
key to the beige colored bus.


"Don't worry about me, Mr. Benson. I can take care of myself. And I promise 
I'll do everything I can to elect Claude Roberts."


The attractive brunette smiled as she took the keys and shivered a little 
with excitement. This was a whole new concept for her. She'd worked in 
political campaigns many times, walking from door to door, but never 
anything as sophisticated as this. It was going to be great! Further, she 
could give the depressed men and women the assurance they needed because she 
really believed in the candidate. He was going to give poor and needy the 
pride and respect they so desperately deserved. He was the only man!


"This is where we want you to go today," Benson had said. "You'll take five 
other students with you and drop them off at their assigned streets, and 
then you will go to your designated location." The campaign manager 
instructed her, pointing to a map on the wall of the office. "The map and 
your itinerary are in that envelope and we expect you to follow it. That way 
we always know where to find you and Mr. Roberts can use it in his speeches. 
If someone should decide to go check it out, you'd better be where he says 
you are. You're the main character in this project. While the other students 
are going from door to door, you will use the loudspeaker to call everyone's 
attention to Roberts' campaign platform."


"I understand," Beth said, "and I realize the responsibility of the job. If 
someone should ask a question I can't answer, do you have a telephone number 
they can call?"


"Let them use the telephone in the bus to call this number, but it's also 
listed on the pamphlets. And if you should need anything ... or if someone 
gives you a bad time, feel free to call anytime," James Benson said, a pang 
of guilt crossing his mind as he instinctively knew she was much too 
innocent-too much of an idealist-for this tough a job. "I mean if the street 
gangs make it tough for you, just call. Now, go get 'em!"


"Thanks again, Mr. Benson," the young brunette said, feeling proud of her 
selection.


Beth had left James Benson's office and gone directly to the Student Affairs 
office, picked up the five students who were going with her, and after 
introductions she drove across town and dropped each student at his assigned 
street. It was going to be a great summer they'd all decided, and Beth was 
anxious to get started.


Now all alone, she swung the bus into a side street after driving away from 
the last stop, and brushed the hair from her eyes and slowed down so she 
could see the name of the cross street. Baker Street! That was the one she 
was looking for. There was supposed to be a factory close by, and she was 
going to be near there at noon when the workers were coming and going for 
lunch. She frowned as she searched for the number of the right building and 
smiled with relief when she saw the building up ahead with men and women 
milling around.


Somewhat apprehensive and uncertain, she drew up into the parking lot and 
stopped in a vacant space. Immediately she began to spiel off the planned 
speech and the campaign platform. She saw that most of the workers continued 
on their way without listening, but a few came to stand beside the bus. She 
had no sooner turned off the loudspeaker when she saw a bearded face peering 
in the open window at her.


"Hey, lady! What's it all about?"


"I'm campaigning for Attorney Claude Roberts for governor of our wonderful 
state," she said, confidently grinning at the now smiling face.


"Well, I'm Jack Lowe, and I'm a foreman here. I don't know about the rest of 
my friends, but I think they're all a bunch of goddamn crooks."


"That might be true of our current governor, but it isn't true with Mr. 
Roberts," Beth said, undaunted. "He's an honest upstanding man, and if he's 
elected, he'll see that you have better working conditions, better working 
privileges, and more than that, he believes in equality ... civil rights for 
all people."


"Whewwwwwww," Jack whistled. "That's a mouthful for a little girl like you! 
You really believe all that crap, honey?"


"I most certainly do! I believe in Mr. Roberts," Beth said indignantly.


"What's your name, baby doll?"


"I'm Beth Moore and I'm a student at the University."


"Well, Beth, if I thought you were right, I'd be the first man to vote for 
your Attorney Claude Roberts," Jack Lowe growled.


"I hope you do, Mr. Lowe, for I guarantee you I wouldn't be working for him 
if he wasn't a sincere, honest man." Beth reached over, picked up a hand 
full of leaflets, and got out of the bus. Standing among the tough looking 
men and women, she momentarily worried about what Mr. Benson had said. She 
felt the antagonism of the women as they looked at her expensive clothes, 
but the men were all staring in open admiration.


Jack took her arm and led her from one person to the other, introducing her 
as she handed each of them a printed pamphlet. Under-lined for this area was 
the number one item, explaining the candidate's civil rights promises.


"Promises ... promises ... we don't want promises, we want action," one 
muscular blonde woman snapped.


"Then give Mr. Roberts a chance and he'll give you action," Beth said 
sweetly.


"Come on over here, you pretty little thing, and have a beer with us, tell 
us more," Lowe said.


"I'm sorry, but I don't drink," she stammered, staring now for the first 
time around the circle of faces and saw the leering smiles on their faces. 
There were only two other females, and the rest were men. It wasn't 
difficult to see what the men were thinking about, and the women were just 
about the toughest females she'd ever seen in her whole life. Abruptly the 
naive brunette decided she'd better get back in the bus and drive away from 
here.


"Now, honey, if you want us to vote for your governor, then you'd better be 
friendly. What's wrong, don't you like us poor folks?"


"Of course, I like you! I wouldn't be here if I didn't," she said almost 
angrily as she turned and faced them again.


"Okay, then, have a beer," the factory foreman thrust a bottle into her 
hands, as all the men laughed.


Beth closed her eyes and downed the beer as quickly as possible, gasping for 
breath and choking on the taste of it. "Thank you," she said, no longer 
smiling at anyone, then turned and started back to the VW bus to leave.


"Where you going?" Jack said as he hurried to her side.


"To another street, and give out leaflets. I'll be back again," she stated 
uneasily, and opened the door to the bus.


"Okay, honey," the bearded young foreman said as he brazenly patted her 
smoothly rounded buttocks which were barely covered by her short mini-skirt.


"Don't do that," she snapped, shoving his hand away.


The other men had moved up to stand in a circle around her, and while Jack 
Lowe doubled up in laughter, she felt another hand reach under her skirt and 
caress her thigh. Swinging around in black anger, she hissed, "I said don't 
do that. What's wrong with you?"


Without waiting for a reply, she jumped into the bus and slammed the door 
behind her. The lock sounded loud and violent as she shoved it down and 
heard the men laughing at her. She felt soiled and disappointed at the way 
they treated her. Oh God! Didn't they realize that she was only trying to 
help them?


She backed the bus out of the parking lot and roared down the street. She 
was so angry, that she didn't see the name of the street she was supposed to 
take. After driving for a half hour, she decided she was lost and turned 
around to go back down Baker Street. Twenty minutes later she saw a high 
school up ahead and students leaving the campus. She pulled over to the curb 
where a group of young boys were standing and rolled down the window, "Hey," 
she yelled. "Can you tell me where Whitten Street is?"


One handsome young boy sauntered up to the bus, his hands shoved down in the 
pockets of his faded blue-jeans. Beth thought he was pretty typical of the 
area: tall and lean with smiling eyes and long dark hair with a "go to hell" 
attitude often achieved by teenagers. She felt his warmly glowing eyes 
taking in her short skirt and naked thighs as he stared into the VW window.


"What you want on Whitten Street?" the young boy asked casually, still 
openly staring at her naked thighs.


"I must have missed the street. I'm working for the governor's campaign. See 
the writing on the side of the bus?"


The teenager stepped back and read, "Vote for Mr. Claude Roberts, the 
working man's governor." He turned to the group of snickering boys standing 
at the curb and pointed at the bus. "How about that? The 'working man's 
governor'? Where's he stand on legalizing dope?" The gang laughed gleefully 
as the youth made a mock salute toward the enlarged photo of Roberts, then 
turned back to the girl driving the VW bus. "Why you working for a dumb 
thing like that?" he demanded as he moved back to the window. "I can think 
of much better things for a gal like you to be doing."


"Look, I'm Beth Moore," she said impatiently, "I'm a student at the 
University, and I'm campaigning for Mr. Roberts because I believe in him! 
Now, would you please tell me where Whitten Street is?"


"Howdy, Beth. I'm Joe Wilson, and I'm a student at yonder high school," he 
grinned as he pointed at the unpainted school building.


"All right, Joe...."


"That's my name, Beth," he interrupted before she could finish her sentence.


"Well, here, I'd like you and your friends to have these pamphlets. You can 
take them home to your parents and ask them to vote for Mr. Roberts," she 
said, trying to get the confidence of the young boy. He was probably a very 
nice youth, but like most teenagers of today, they were smart-alecs. She 
decided to appeal to his better nature.


"Please, Joe! I have to find Whitten Street. I promised I'd be there right 
now, and I'm lost. Won't you help me?"


"Yeah, sure! I'll help you. I live near Whitten Street. I'll even take you 
there," he grinned. "Just let me give these papers to my friends and I'm 
ready."


Thank God, Beth thought as she sighed and watched the campaign material 
being passed from one boy to the other until they were all reading the 
brochures. Reaching across the seat, she unlocked the other door. The youth 
quickly pulled it wide and hopped in beside her.


"I really appreciate this, Joe," the young campaign worker said, putting the 
bus in gear and heading in the direction he indicated. "I still don't 
understand how I could get so lost."


"It's easy down here. There's too many people living in the ghetto," the 
young boy said bitterly.


"Well, if Mr. Roberts is elected, he's going to change all that. He has some 
great ideas for clearing out these dirty old tenement houses."


"Yeah, I'll just bet! Shit, you can't believe all that crap!"


"I do! And you should, too! If only you people would trust a man who's 
trying to help you," Beth said wearily.


"You mean us people? What makes us so different from you? I guess because we 
don't have much money makes us all criminals."


"Look, I don't want to fight with you, Joe. I'm just trying to help 
underprivileged people who live in rat-infested poverty. Can't you 
understand that?"


"I'm sorry. It's not something I can talk about without getting pissed." The 
young boy sighed and then added, "We're almost there."


"That's a relief. I really screwed up, didn't I?" Beth laughed and was happy 
to see the man-child beside her grin in response. He had probably never 
known what it was to have a decent place to live or plenty of good food to 
eat. The youngsters in the ghetto seemed to grow up faster and tougher than 
the boys and girls in middle-class homes.


"There's the place where you want to go," Joe said, pointing to a building 
on the corner. "If you turn here you'll be on Whitten Street; and I live in 
the next block."


"Thank you so much! You've been just great," Beth reached over and patted 
his knee. Feeling the warm contact of the boy's muscular leg beneath his 
jeans, she jerked her hand back to the steering wheel as if she had been 
burned. And for some reason she found herself trembling in confusion.


"Say, the men won't be leaving the factory for a half hour," Joe said. "Why 
don't you find a good parking place and come see my old lady? You can tell 
her all about this Mr. Roberts that's gonna make her life so much easier."


"Why that's a great idea! I'll park in the front of the factory here. But, I 
have to be back before they start leaving."


"Sure, you can hear the whistle blowing all over the neighborhood," the 
teenager said with a sly grin on his young face. He'd see that this juicy 
do-gooder chick got back all right,. . but not until he found out what the 
sweet little bitch had up under her panties.


The naive young campaign worker didn't know it, but she was now in the hands 
of Whitten Street's better known con-artists! The tenement where she was 
going was vacant-a condemned building. Joe and his gang of teenage 
delinquents used it to hide out when an occasional victim complained to the 
cops and the heat was on. They only took people to their so-called 
"club-house" who wouldn't dare complain.


"Come on," the youth said as she took the key from the ignition and put it 
in her purse while at the same time stuffing it with pamphlets. "I'll give 
you a beer while you talk to my old lady."


"That's sweet of you, Joe. It's nice of you to be this kind to me."


As they walked down the cluttered sidewalk, and then up the dirty worn-out 
stairway, Beth shuddered at the thought of anyone living in a place like 
this. Oh God! No wonder she was working for Claude Roberts' election. He 
would change all this. Pausing for a second at the second landing, she said, 
"Joe! Does your mother work?"


"Nah! We're on welfare."


"Then you should be able to afford a better place than this," she said 
indignantly.


"Look, Beth, I have six brothers and sisters, and my grandma and grandpa 
live with us. Does that explain it?" Joe was acting, but he was doing a good 
job of it. His gang made enough money from pushing drugs and an occasional 
till-tap or mugging to keep them supplied with the necessities of life, but 
he did have six brothers and sisters, and they did live in a tenement house 
with only three bedroom rooms for the whole family. Where else could they 
find a place they could afford for that many people?


"My God! I never knew." The impulsive gasp of compassion escaped Beth's 
throat.


"Ah, it's okay! You get used to it," Joe said as he took the naive young 
girl's arm and went up the stairway to the third landing.


That was where the gang kept their headquarters! They were standing in front 
of the door before the dark-haired woman realized she hadn't heard a single 
sound in the building. She vaguely wondered why it was quiet if there were 
so many children there, but she shook her premonition off, and innocently 
followed the young boy through the now open door and into the room. There 
was two closed doors leading from the room they were now in, and Beth was 
shocked at the few pieces of furniture scattered around the walls.


Suddenly, she heard a low moan that made her jump. "What was that?" she 
asked.


"Just the kids playing, I guess," he said with a grin. Christ, no one could 
be as dumb as this broad.


"But it sounded like someone is sick!"


"I wouldn't worry about it," Joe took her hand and said, "Come on, let's 
see."


Beth shivered at the cunning grin that suddenly creased the young boy's 
face. Momentarily she doubted that he could be trusted, but then, that was 
ridiculous! After all, he had offered to introduce her to his mother. She 
followed him to the door and he cracked it, keeping his hand on the 
doorknob. She saw a room full of litter and there were two dirty mattresses 
on the floor. She could see at least three teenagers and beer cans were 
scattered all around. It was terrible! No one had to live like this! No one!


The young campaign worker tried to open the door wider, but Joe held it and 
nodded for her to lean forward for a better view. She peered through the 
crack and gasped at the lewd scene inside the room. The figures of a young 
boy and girl were nakedly entwined on the mattress nearest the door. With 
growing disbelief, Beth stared at the lean body of the teenage girl as she 
giggled lasciviously and pulled away from the boy's reach. She had long 
blonde hair and her budding young breasts were glistening from the boy's 
saliva. The young man grabbed her, and Beth saw his naked loins with his 
hard youthful penis standing up proudly against his tautened belly. They 
began kissing passionately with their mouths wide open as the girl squirmed 
under him, encouraging him as he massaged her teenage breasts, and rubbed 
his lust-hardened erection against her naked thigh.


Shocked and ashamed, Beth watched as the other youth joined them on the 
mattress. He rolled over to lay beside the two naked youngsters while at the 
same time stroking his own long hard penis in a slow and obscene manner. 
Opening her eyes, the young girl on the soiled mattress saw the second boy, 
and she reached out to encircle her fingers around his virilely pulsing 
penis and started rhythmically pumping up and down. Wantonly then, she 
spread her legs, revealing the pink, wetly gleaming slit of her hair-lined 
little vagina.


As Beth stared in horrified fascination, she saw the first young boy slide 
down the full length of the girl's nakedly writhing body and bury his face 
in the moist flesh up between her legs. The three teenagers wantonly 
cavorted on the mattress, unaware of the two pairs of eyes staring through 
the crack of the door.


"Stick your tongue in my cunt, Max," the teenage girl cried, lifting her 
hips in obscene invitation.


Beth regained her senses enough to jerk back away from the door only to 
collide with Joe who was now standing behind her, looking over her shoulder. 
"Be quiet and don't make any noise," he whispered. Roughly, he held her in 
place as he clutched her around the waist and placed his knee between her 
slightly spread legs. Beth could do nothing but gawk at the carnality being 
performed in the room in front of her. Never in her virginal life had she 
thought of things like this actually happening with fourteen and fifteen 
year-olds. She'd heard of kids talking about it, but she thought they were 
just imagining the thing ... or high on drugs!


The young campaign worker knew she should stop them, but she couldn't move. 
It was just as though she were glued to the spot with Joe holding her up 
from behind. Vaguely, she wondered why she was even staying here watching 
the lewd spectacle. The obscene event was making her feel weak, and in spite 
of her horror, she could feel her own vagina beginning to throb with a wet 
excitement.


The one boy still lay beside the writhing couple stroking his hard jerking 
penis, watching his friend fuck his tongue in and out of the girl's 
widespread vagina. Then, groaning in lewd hunger, she reached over, grabbed 
his long slender cock and pulled it toward her wetly ovaled mouth. A second 
later, she closed her eyes in rapture and began sucking greedily, her naked 
body writhing in abandonment as she spread her thighs still wider and 
doubled her knees up allowing the rapier-like tongue to probe deeper into 
her moistly glistening pussy.


As her ecstasy became too much for her, the young blonde pulled her lewdly 
sucking mouth off the second boy's saliva-coated cock and groaned, "Keep 
doing it, Max ... lick it harder ... oh, lover ... harder." her rounded 
buttocks began to plunge up and down, thrusting them high up into the 
devouring mouth of the youth. "Don't stop ... don't ever stop eating my 
pussy, Max baby," she wailed. Her head tossed back and forth in lewd delight 
for a moment, and then she motioned to the other boy to return to her 
obscenely opened mouth.


Beth stared in hypnotic shock as her own irregular breath came fast and 
rasping while the naked teenage girl on the mattress in the other room 
squirmed into a bend-double position. Her wetly ovaled lips slowly slid over 
the lust-swollen cock-head of the boys' long hard cock, and she took the 
full length up inside her mouth. Her lips tightened around the thick 
pulsating shaft and she began sucking with a wanton hunger. Slowly, she 
moved her hips in time to the youthful penis fucking in and out of her 
mouth, while at the same time the boy she called Max thrust his tongue back 
and forth in her moistly heated cunt. The three naked youngsters writhed in 
carnal bliss, creating an obscene tantalizing rhythm that was contagious in 
its excitement.


Beth's brain was in a turmoil. She felt as if she would faint if she had to 
look another second. Shifting her widespread feet, the campaign worker tried 
to move backwards, but Joe's groin was shoved against her from behind. With 
a sudden thrill, she realized she could feel his hardened cock beneath his 
clothing, pressing against her trembling buttocks. She was surprised to hear 
his breath rasping with the same excitement as her own. The lascivious scene 
inside the room was obscenely vulgar, but she could never admit that it was 
arousing her baser emotions. Still, though, there was no denying the heated 
moisture dripping from her hotly throbbing vagina and soaking the nylon 
crotchband of her bikini panties.


Never in her whole life had she felt this aroused with the older boys and 
males she'd dated. She'd always been able to refuse the older ones because 
she simply didn't want them to make love to her. Now, however, she knew she 
was feeling raw animal lust and, in spite of her disgust at the perverted 
scene in the other room, it was easily the most exciting thing she'd ever 
seen. Somehow she'd always known that younger boys would someday arouse her 
to a sensual awakening. She could still remember the erotic tingles of 
expectation up and down her spine when the teenagers at the minority school 
where she'd tutored had used dirty four letter words. But there in school, 
she'd always done the proper thing and reprimanded them for being obscene, 
never admitting how their crude words had brought surge after surge of 
excitement to her wickedly tingling cunt.


And now as she stared at the lewd scene of the two boys and the blonde 
teenage girl on the mattress in the next room, she became even more excited 
as the lewd tempo of oral sex increased. Too, Joe was adding to her arousal 
by pressing into her buttocks from behind, and she could feel her trembling 
thighs being forced further apart as he slid his knee back and forth, 
causing an ecstatic friction on her already flowing vagina.


The young girl on the mattress in the other room had her lips tightly ovaled 
around the youthful penis inside her mouth; her eyes were closed in rapture 
as she writhing under Max's obscene tongue fucking. Beth began to 
unconsciously imitate her lewdly thrusting movements, slowly rotating her 
ass-cheeks back against Joe's rock-hard erection still inside his tight 
jeans.


God, she was hot! This evil perverted scene was so contagiously wicked! With 
a sense of despair and growing hunger, the young brunette realized she would 
like to be doing what the teenage girl was doing on the mattress. She wanted 
to suck a warm pulsing penis; she wanted someone's tongue slipping in and 
out of her wildly throbbing vagina. The student campaign worker closed her 
eyes in shivering lust as she realized where her thoughts had led her. Oh 
God! Something bad was wrong with her! She had to be sick to just stand here 
and observe this perverted scene ... and if anyone found out about it, she'd 
be finished with the governor's campaign!


Silently she fought the grip Joe had on her hips, trying desperately to get 
away, but an animal-like grunt filled her with frozen shock, and she ceased 
all movement as she stared back into the room beyond the cracked door. Then 
only dimly aware of what she was doing, she leaned forward again to see 
better, a movement that spread her smoothly rounded buttocks even wider.


Joe immediately took full advantage of it, pressing his hard throbbing cock 
into her softly yielding ass-cheeks. Quickly, he unzipped the opening to his 
Levi's, and his erection jumped out as if it were spring-loaded. Quietly, he 
lifted the hem of the back of her shirt and pressed forward; there was 
nothing between his hardened flesh and the young woman's nylon covered 
buttocks. Wondering if she would protest, he placed both hands on her 
trembling breasts and eased forward, slowly pushing the head of his nakedly 
jerking penis against her desire-dampened panties, feeling his cock slipping 
along the nylon and her sleek inner thighs. Sawing back and forth, he could 
feel his lewd desire building inside him, and fought the momentary desire to 
throw her on the floor and rape the hell out of her right now.


Beth's feverishly pulsating pussy lips were swelling and straining against 
the restricting band of her panties. Her vagina felt hot and wet, and her 
clitoris had become hard and throbbing. Oh God, she wanted to reach down and 
caress her love-starved pussy like she did at night when she was in bed 
alone, but she couldn't with Joe behind her. Now, she could feel his rigid 
teenage shaft sliding back and forth across her wetly heated vaginal slit, 
and she trembled uncontrollably, wanting him to slip it deep up inside her 
quivering cuntal passage. Oh, how she wanted it! Suddenly, her 
cock-hungering vagina took command of her body, and she began wantonly 
writhing with the overpowering need to be satisfied by this sixteen year old 
boy. Unaware of the gasping sounds escaping her lips, she began to moan with 
an obscene hunger.


In the room in front of her, the boy with his pistoning young penis in the 
girl's hungrily sucking mouth was groaning as his body jerked faster, and 
Beth's eyes glazed with lust as the boy went wild, fucking the girl's wetly 
ovaled lips with a sadistic speed that threatened to choke her. The girl 
sucked harder hanging onto his youthful buttocks, pulling him forward with 
each thrust, forcing his penis deeper in her throat.


Then it happened! "Suck harder ... harder! Oh shit, baby! Here comes a 
mouthful...." The boy's naked body went stiff, shaking in ecstatic spasms as 
he forcefully ejaculated his heated sperm in the girl's desperately sucking 
mouth. The teenage girl's throat worked faster and faster, swallowing and 
gasping for air to keep from choking, and then-still not satisfied she 
sucked and licked at the deflating cock, cleaning it of every drop of his 
hot young semen.


Without warning, the boy called Max who had been voraciously licking at the 
blonde teenager's widespread cunt, climbed up over her breasts, placed his 
hard slender penis against her saliva-glistening cuntal slit and rammed his 
thickened shaft to the hilt deep up inside her taut little belly.


Beth wanted to die! God, she was so turned-on that she was vibrating with 
obscene lust! She felt Joe remove his hands from her aching breasts, and she 
was helpless to prevent him from pulling the crevice between her quivering 
ass-cheeks open wide. A second later, the young campaign worker felt the 
damp nylon of her bikini panties being forced deep into her heatedly 
throbbing pussy slit. She didn't stop him, or even try! She wanted this 
handsome teenage boy to do it ... wanted his tender young penis shoved up 
inside her hungrily clasping cunt and fill her ... ease her need! She 
wiggled her buttocks backwards against the boy's hardened cock, forcing it 
to slide forward across her painfully distended clitoris. She gasped in lewd 
delight as a wave of rapture inundated her awkwardly posed body.


Her eyelids fluttered in expectation as Joe pressed in harder, just as 
though he knew exactly what she wanted him to do; and the hot thrill-as his 
warmly pulsing penis touched her naked inner thigh-shivered through her 
loins. Her trembling became more pronounced as Joe slowly reached down and 
slid the narrow, passion-drenched crotchband of her panties aside. And then, 
his heated young cock made an electrifying contact with her moistly 
quivering pussy slit.


At once he began thrusting back and forth in obscene abandon as his powerful 
hands locked on her panty-clad buttocks, holding her in place.


Beth no longer had control of herself! She felt as if her mind would blank 
out when she felt his hot naked hardness rubbing against her sensitive 
clitoris and then back across her swollen vaginal lips, only to repeat the 
movement over and over again until she thought she would scream. Staring 
through lust-slitted eyes she could see the young blonde on the mattress in 
the room in front of her lewdly writhing with wide-split buttocks as Max's 
hard thrusting cock slammed in and out of her pussy in a staccato rhythm. 
And the frantically trembling brunette knew that was exactly what she wanted 
too.


In the other room, the teenage girl threw back her head and cried out, "Oh 
shit ... ,yes, Max ... yes ... I dig it! Fuck me ... fuck me ... 
,Ooooohhhhhhhhhhhh, yes ... watch me, Don! Watch Max and me fuck!" she 
stammered to the naked young boy lying in a relaxed state beside her.


Yes! Yes! Beth thought, do it to her ... fuck her while I watch! She tried 
to slow her breathing while Joe clasped her around the waist and slammed his 
long naked cock back and forth across her hotly throbbing vaginal slit. The 
very idea of a teenage boy doing these lewdly delightful things to her 
stoked the fire in the campaign worker's loins even higher while she watched 
the three naked teenagers on the mattress in the room in front of her.


Beth stared in amazement as she saw the youth lying beside the girl, the one 
who had just come, in the blonde's mouth, getting another erection ... so 
soon! His slender young penis was already hard and standing up again, the 
cock-head touching the side of the girl's nakedly grinding ass-cheeks.


Behind her, Joe let out a gurgling sigh of need as he reached down in front 
of her and slowly inserted the tip of his outstretched middle finger into 
her moistly throbbing cunt. At the same time, she felt him push his hotly 
pulsating penis against her anal opening, and she flinched as the 
lust-swollen tip tried to enter her puckered little hole. God! Even that 
felt good! She moaned softly in hunger as she ground her almost naked 
buttocks back against the handsome teenaged boy's hard pulsing cock.


Joe grinned in lewd triumph as he gently stroked the twenty-four year old 
brunette's wildly twitching vaginal lips, making them become even wetter. 
Deliberately he ran his thumbnail over her erect little clitoris which he 
could feel straining out in definite need. Her uncontrolled groan was 
muffled by the panting youth who was fucking into the wanton young girl on 
the mattress. Beth heard the blonde moaning, "No ... ,not yet ... no, don't 
cum ... I'm not ready...." as she pumped her naked hips upward slamming her 
cuntal crevice into Max's exploding cock, fighting to achieve her own 
climax.


At the same time, Joe was pressing closer in from behind Beth, his finger 
expertly fucking in and out of her widespread vagina while his rubbery 
cock-head pressed against her quivering rectal opening and slid back and 
forth through her soft satiny slit. Mindless to everything but the fact that 
what the young boy was doing to her felt better than anything she'd ever had 
in her whole life, Beth watched the girl shove Max off onto the mattress and 
quickly climb over the other teenager who was still stroking his renewed 
erection. Without hesitation or resistance, his slender cock slid up inside 
the kneeling blonde's wetly writhing pussy slit as she frantically ground 
her loins down against his virile hardness.


Beth stared through lust-blurred eyes at the girl's greedily pumping hips as 
she slammed up and down on the boy's hardened penis. And then, she felt Joe 
behind her remove his finger and shift into a new position. She was so 
aroused now that when she felt his heatedly pulsating penis pushing at the 
virginal opening of her cuntal passage, she gasped with a gurgling wail. 
Eagerly, she leaned forward, wanting him to hurry up and put it in! To fill 
her love-starved cunt with his wonderful teenage flesh! Oh God! She had to 
get out of here and let him fuck her! All thought of her campaigning duties 
had been erased from her mind, and now there was nothing but her hungering 
desire to be relieved of this implacable hunger in her loins.


Suddenly, she realized that all movement had stopped in the room and the 
blonde girl was saying, "I heard something!"


Beth choked back the moan that threatened to escape her lust-constricted 
throat as she felt Joe's pulsating penis trying to penetrate her virginal 
pussy. Yet, she couldn't move, even though she knew she stood a chance of 
being seen. She didn't care! Oh God! Yes! That really was what she 
wanted-all three youths could make love to her ... fuck her!


And then, just as she was about to push back and impale her virginal cunt on 
Joe's lurching hardness, she felt him pull away from her, his youthful penis 
jerking from her hungering slit. Turning in surprise, she gasped, "What is 
it?"


"I just heard someone coming up the stairs," he forced his already wilting 
cock inside his pants and quickly zipped them up, and then exploded at her 
gaping stare, "Get your goddamned clothes straightened out. Hurry. It might 
be the cops!"


His words were like cold water dashed in her face, but she quickly did as he 
ordered. No sooner had she moved back, letting her skirt fall into place, 
then he grabbed her by the hand and raced for the door. They were 
practically running down the steps when they saw two young boys and a girl 
who looked a tired thirteen coming up from the second floor landing.


"Hi, Joe! Who's the skirt?" one of the boys asked, grinning lewdly.


"None of your fucking business," he rasped as he pushed Beth in front of him 
and down the stairs.


"Wait a minute," she said, "Let me get my breath."


"Not until we're in your VW. We can finish what we started there. We'll fuck 
there."


His obscene phrase shocked her back to complete reality, and by the time 
they arrived at the parked bus, Beth was able to rasp, "No! We won't finish 
anything. Now or ever!"


"Aw, come on! I know you liked what we were doing."


"Joe, it's not a nice thing to do. I admit I lost my head, but we shouldn't 
do awful things like that," she said, trembling almost uncontrollably. "I'm 
a virgin, and you almost ... in another few seconds, you would have ... 
you'd...." she couldn't finish the horrible words.


"Well, I know you love it, and I'm gonna get me a piece of that tight little 
pussy ... like now!" He reached for the keys she was holding, but she jerked 
her hand away.


"No! You'd better go, or I'll scream!"


His eyes narrowed, "You aren't shitting! You would scream!" He shrugged in 
defeat. "Okay, babe, you win this time, but there'll be others! Don't you 
ever forget that! I guess I'll have to settle for a little of the stuff 
upstairs." He laughed as he walked back toward the house.


Shivering with fear and disgust at her own unexpectedly lewd conduct, Beth 
opened the VW bus door and sat for a few minutes until she felt calm enough 
to drive. There was absolutely no way she could talk to voters this 
afternoon!


She'd never be able to face all those leering male faces. Not after what had 
almost happened to her a few minutes before. My God, they'd surely be able 
to smell the animal heat on her, and it would be hours before her panties 
dried.


The troubled campaign worker drove away from the curb, and headed toward the 
pick-up point for her fellow workers. She shuddered! Hopefully, this would 
be the last time she'd ever have to come to this awful street.


CHAPTER TWO


The next morning Beth awakened with a headache and felt as though she hadn't 
slept a wink all night. She'd tortured herself for hours trying to find an 
answer to her own lewd response to what had happened with Joe yesterday. God 
Almighty! She had to be sick and really need a psychiatrist to have 
encouraged the teenager the way she had. She could have forced him to let 
her go ... or run out the door and down the stairs before he could stop her! 
But, she hadn't! She had stood there and enjoyed every titillating second of 
the vile thing he was doing to her. But worst of all had been the undeniable 
fact that she wanted him to put his lust-hardened penis up inside her 
vagina, and had been actually disappointed when he'd taken it away. If they 
hadn't been interrupted the second they had, she would no longer be a 
virgin. She would have been deflowered by a teenaged boy she had met only 
moments before!


Beth knew in her heart that she wouldn't have stopped Joe from shoving his 
lean hips forward and slowly sliding his wonderfully pulsating cock up into 
her belly. And that frightened her badly. Now, the troubled young brunette 
mentally made a promise that she'd never put herself in that position again. 
The men at the factory had been crude and insulting, but she'd been able to 
handle her emotions with the adults. But Joe? She'd been completely helpless 
around him, had been shamelessly aroused by the sight of the two other naked 
teenaged boys. No, in the future she'd have to be very careful when she was 
among young males and force herself to stay aloof. It was obvious to her now 
that her earlier predilection for ghetto boys hadn't been a momentary 
observation. She simply was not capable of controlling her attraction for 
teenage youths.


The troubled brunette dragged herself out of bed and was just opening the 
bathroom door when the telephone rang. The deep professional voice of Mr. 
Benson penetrated her weary brain as he asked about her first day of 
campaigning.


Suddenly she was blurting out all her doubts. "It was all right, I guess, 
but it's not easy to talk to those people. They don't believe a word I say, 
and they don't trust anyone," she sighed into the telephone and then 
continued, "I don't know Mr. Benson! I don't think they care who becomes 
governor."


"Beth! Let's not be formal. Call me James since we are working together." 
The older man sensed the girl's anxiety. What the hell could have happened 
to change her enthusiasm so quickly? Thoughtfully, he added, "Now, look 
honey, ignore their tougliness. They're just human like you and me. You have 
to convince them there's a difference between Claude Roberts and the 
incumbent."


"Okay, James! I'll try."


"Listen! I think you should go back to the same streets again today. They've 
had time to think about what you said, and a quick follow-up might be just 
the thing to show them we mean business."


"Again? Today? The same streets?"


"What's wrong, Beth? Did something happen yesterday?" he asked curiously, 
the tone of her voice disturbing him.


"No! Of course not! It's just that I came home very discouraged last night," 
she mumbled. "I'll be all right. I'll do whatever you say."


"Okay. Take the other students to the new streets out-lined in your 
itinerary, but you go back to the same factories. Just the way you did 
yesterday. I'll call Roberts and tell him we've changed our plans, in case 
he's planning a street appearance somewhere."


"I passed a high school and gave the students some pamphlets to take home to 
their parents," she said as an after thought.


"That's great! I knew you'd take the initiative and reach more people than 
the average campaign worker." He was silent for a few seconds. Jesus, could 
some of those tough punks down there have given her a bad time?


"Are you still there, Mr. Benson ... I mean James?"


"Yeah, I was just thinking. Listen, if you ever have any trouble with the 
men, you get on that telephone right away and call me. I'll come running!"


"Nothing's going to happen," she said with a false lilt to her voice, 
intuitively sensing that he'd suspected something was wrong. "I can still 
take care of myself ... in broad daylight!"


"Till tomorrow then, goodbye!"


Beth said so long and then hung up. She hurried to the bathroom and, after 
showering, dressed for the day. This time she wore clothes designed to hide 
her voluptuous body. But when the beautiful young girl stared in the mirror 
she realized she hadn't been very successful in concealing her lushly 
ripened curves. If anything, the capri pants-which looked molded to her 
body-accentuated her sensual femininity.


* * *


It wasn't until Beth had dropped off the volunteers from the University 
campus at their respective streets that she began to shiver with anxiety. 
The smiling courageous face she'd up on for the other campaign workers 
melted and was replaced with one white with apprehension. God! She was such 
a baby! Nothing could happen as long as she stayed in the bus. She'd hand 
out pamphlets through the open window today, keeping the door locked, and 
just drive around using the loudspeaker when she had nothing else to do.


With renewed courage she drove into the parking lot of the factory she'd 
visited yesterday. Sitting behind the steering wheel, waiting for the men to 
come out for lunch, she noticed many things that she hadn't seen the day 
before. This belonged to a non-union rubber manufacturer. The grubby factory 
buildings looked almost palatial compared to the smoke-grimed filthy 
tenements that surrounded it.


That was the big problem behind the ghetto, she thought, the money was in 
the hands of a few wealthy people and the poor didn't have a chance. Beth 
was far from being communistic, but she was a definite slogan-chanting 
liberal, and always had been. She hated the Viet Nam war and she hated the 
draft. She'd been in many anti-war demonstrations and worked with the Peace 
Committee. But, she didn't like drugs and that made her almost an outcast 
with most of her peers. She didn't particularly care, knowing she'd still 
have her intellect when the dope-heads couldn't hack it any longer. Besides, 
she'd never been very popular anyway. Most of her friends called her a book 
worm and ignored her after a few refusals to their invitations.


But more than anything else, Beth hated poverty. Her eyes filled with tears 
at the thought that handsome young Joe had to live in that terrible house 
with his entire family. It was impossible for her to comprehend the way they 
must sleep, all together. My God! Maybe that had been his sister and two 
brothers fucking in that room yesterday. That would be ... incest! How 
terrible....


The young campaign worker shook herself out of the reverie when she saw the 
men and women begin pouring out of the building. Reaching for the speaker, 
she began her spiel about the generosity and integrity of the man she was 
working for, Attorney Claude Roberts.


Her voice carried loud and strong as she saw a few of the hurrying masses 
pause to listen to what she was saying. Several of the men and women who had 
stood around the VW yesterday came over and greeted her with smiles.


"Hi toots!" Jack Lowe reached through the window and patted her shoulder. 
"How's tricks, Babe?"


Beth continued to speak into the loudspeaker, trying to ignore the big 
bearded man who was staring at her. Finally, announcing the final reason why 
the people should vote for Mr. Roberts for governor of Illinois, she pushed 
the "off" button on the microphone and sighed, "What'd you think of that, 
Mr. Lowe?"


"Well, if that man does everything he says he's gonna do, he'll be a busy 
fucking governer," the tough-looking foreman growled. "I don't believe a 
word of that shit myself, but I believe you think he's an honest man."


"But, I'm telling you he'll do everything he says," she snapped, angry at 
him for using obscenities in front of her. "He's going to speak on 
television tonight. Why don't you watch him at eight o'clock and judge for 
yourself?"


"I might just do that, but I'll tell you something, honey. I'll vote for him 
anyway. You're such a cute little thing, I'd do anything and I do mean 
anything-you asked me to do." He grinned and reached down to pat her on the 
thigh.


"Don't do that, Mr. Lowe. I'm not just some kind of street walker for you to 
paw at," she said indignantly.


"I'm sure sorry, honey. I didn't do anything," Jack Lowe pulled his hand 
back in obvious surprise and with just a tone of asperity in his voice.


"I just don't like the way you put your hands on me and use filthy words in 
your speech." Beth ignored him and reached for the printed leaflets to pass 
out the window to the men and women surrounding the bus.


"Well, boys, we're not good enough for the young lady ... not educated 
enough ... or rich enough. Ain't that the way it always is," the young 
bearded foreman said as he stepped back from the window.


"Yeah, they always say they want to help us, but all the time they're 
looking down their nose at us like we're some kind of cockroach," the same 
muscular blonde woman from the day before shouted as she spat on the hood of 
the bus.


"I'm sorry, Jack. I didn't mean to give you that impression. I like you, but 
I simply don't understand you." Beth knew she had to placate the man in 
order to keep peace. She was on a mission of good will, and besides he 
seemed to be the spokesman for the other men and could influence them one 
way or another. Maybe this job was too much for her to handle! Right now 
they seemed just too rough and disgusting for her to feel sorry for.


The young factory foreman stood silent while she distributed the pamphlets 
through the window, sullenly staring at her. She smiled at him as she drove 
away, and some of the men and women waved and yelled goodbye to her, but 
Jack Lowe stood with his arms by his side, still suffering from her 
put-down.


The closer she came to the high school on Baker Street where she'd met Joe 
Wilson, the more her hands trembled. Oh, if she could just get past without 
seeing the youth, she might be able to handle the rest of the day. Traffic 
was heavy during the noon hour and she stayed in the right lane, as far away 
from the school building on the left as she could get. Trying to keep cars 
between her and the far curb, she was surprised to find she'd passed the 
area and was a block away from the school. Breathing a sigh of relief, she 
began to hum a catchy little tune while she searched for the right cross 
street.


A few minutes later Beth parked the VW bus near the building on Whitten 
Street where Joe had told her to go yesterday, and pulled out her brown bag 
lunch. She'd found the street with little difficulty today and was proud of 
herself.


Nibbling at her food as her nerves slowly settled down from the earlier 
tension, Beth tried to analyze the poverty-stricken people in the ghetto. 
There was every minority race that you could think of living in these 
streets. She casually stared at the men and women as they trudged along the 
sidewalks. There were derelicts, obvious prostitutes propositioning the 
passing men, criminals, people on welfare, sick and disillusioned human 
beings with nowhere else to go ... and there were people who looked 
completely happy with their lot in life, people who seemed content in these 
squalid surroundings. The idealistic young girl felt tears well up in her 
eyes; she wanted to throw her arms around all of them and look into their 
faces and say, "I care about you-about what happens to you!"


Oh God, she thought, there must be a way to equal out the prosperity in this 
country! If only Mr. Roberts could get elected it would be a step in the 
right direction. There had been times when she'd thought about going into 
welfare rather than become a teacher, then she decided she could do more 
good by working with the young people, encouraging them to get a good 
education and fight back.


Suddenly, Beth realized she was listening to the factory whistle blowing. As 
the first workers began pouring out of the building, she reached for the 
microphone to give them the campaign propagandas. A large crowd of people 
gathered around the bus, and the serious looks on their faces gave Beth the 
impressions they were actually listening, hanging on to every word she said. 
When she finished speaking, she reached for the leaflets and, without 
thinking of her earlier resolve to keep the doors locked, got out of the bus 
and began to pass through the crowd. She smiled and greeted everyone, 
including the curious children who had stopped playing and ran to join the 
men and women.


Then the majority of the group slowly dispersed, leaving the young campaign 
worker alone with only half a dozen or so tough looking characters. Beth 
looked around and was not at all pleased with the results of her efforts. 
Most of the printed pamphlets lay discarded in the streets. Now she returned 
to the bus and, once inside, sat listening to the few stragglers who were 
hanging around talking in loud voices, using the most obscene words Beth had 
ever heard. She shook her head and sighed at the ignorance of people who 
wouldn't listen or even try to find out the truth about the political 
candidates who represented them. They had evidently given up the idea that 
they would ever be anything but poor and depressed.


Fighting back her tears of disappointment and frustration she reached for 
the ignition key, but her hand froze in mid-air at the sound of a voice 
behind her, "Hello, Pussycat!"


"Joe! What are you doing here? How ... how did you get in?" The young 
campaign worker's voice choked in sudden fear as she turned and stared at 
the grinning teenager. , "Well, baby, while you were doing your Christian 
duty, I snuck inside and hid." He grinned up at her from his sitting 
position on the floor of the bus behind the driver's seat.


"You get out ... right now!" Beth snapped, opening the door and pointing 
toward it.


"Oh no ... not this time," the young boy smirked as he got up and moved to 
the passenger seat beside her. "You just start moving. I'll tell you where 
to go."


"I won't do it, Joe! I'll call for help," she said, a quiver of burgeoning 
excitement at the same time shooting through her angry body.


"I said get moving, and that's just what I mean! No one'll help you here, 
this is my territory! Shit, I'll just tell them you kidnapped me." Laughing 
at her apprehensive expression, he slowly slid his hand up her long slender 
thigh, enclosed in the tight capri pants.


"Please, Joe!" she pleaded, all the time trying to figure a way out of her 
situation. "I have to go pick up the students who are working on the other 
streets."


"You can beg later. As a matter-of-fact, I like a broad who begs to be 
fucked," he said, leering at her voluptuous body.


"Don't talk to me like that! Look, I'm sorry about yesterday. I don't know 
what got into me, but I'm not like that. I ... I'm a lady!"


"Good! I never fucked a lady before, pussycat, much less a virgin!" The 
young boy sat back in the seat and sighed, "You did say a real live virgin! 
I can't believe it!"


"It's true! Please ... please get out and let me go."


"No! No!" Joe snapped, "Now get moving before I ask someone to help Me!"


Beth tried to protest once more, but Joe reached over and shoved his hand up 
between her legs and brutally pinched the outline of her fleshy vaginal lips 
under the capri pants. She winced at the pain, feeling a growing despair 
with the knowledge that the teenager could be cruel ... and would be, too, 
if she didn't do what he wanted. All Beth could do now was get off the 
street without creating an incident so she could protect Mr. Roberts' good 
name. What would people think about her employer if they were to find out 
about the lewd incident in the tenement house where Joe had taken her 
yesterday?


With a deep sigh of resignation she started the engine and slowly drove 
away. She had driven only to the first stop light a block away when the 
youth told her to turn left. She made a quick turn and immediately was told 
to turn left again. Suddenly, she realized that they were in the alleyway to 
the building where Joe lived ... where she'd visited before. Her hands 
trembled on the wheel, and she frantically tried to think of a way out for 
both of them. A way to convince the boy that what he was doing was wrong, 
while at the same time, not insult him.


"Look, Joe! I don't know why you're doing this, but it's wrong! Don't you 
know this is no way to help your people? Don't waste precious time! Use 
every minute to better yourself, get a good education and work to eliminate 
all ghettos." Her speech finished, she turned to look into his slitted eyes, 
and knew he wasn't buying a word she said.


"Look, you fucking cunt, you might feed some screwballs with that shit, but 
not me! I know better," he rasped in a voice that sounded a hundred years 
old.


"Joe! You shouldn't feel that way. You're only a little kid!"


"A kid my eye! I'll show you what kind of kid I am when I get you inside on 
that mattress!"


"I'm not going," she said firmly. "You'll have to drag me in and that would 
cause a little trouble, wouldn't it?" she smiled.


"We'll see about that! How would you like me to place an anonymous phone 
call to the campaign headquarters of your fancy Mr. Claude Roberts? I'll 
tell him you're a child molester ... that you like to tease young boys! 
Remember? There were some witnesses of you and me coming downstairs 
yesterday."


"Joe, you wouldn't do that ... would you?" she gasped, knowing she had to 
stop him at all costs.


"You bet your cute little ass I would," he snapped. "Now get over there to 
that parking space and shut up."


Beth saw the place where he was pointing and pulled to the curb, cutting off 
the engine. She was shaking with renewed fear, knowing now that there was no 
way out for her. The only thing she could do was try to keep him from 
actually raping her. Just at that moment she saw a young boy strolling up to 
the parked VW and straight toward the rolled down window where Joe sat. Oh 
God! Maybe she could get help from him.


"Hi, man!" the strange youth greeted Joe. "You holding?"


"Sure! Need some?"


"Yeah, man! I'm real low down!"


"How much?" Joe asked while digging his hand in his pocket.


"Gimme a couple joints now, but I'd like about a dozen later if you got it," 
the youth said as he pulled out a couple of dollars and passed them through 
the window to Joe. The sale was made as Beth stared in amazement, too 
shocked to speak as she saw the passing of two brown cigarettes.


"See ya!" Joe said as the other boy ran down the street. Then, turning to 
the gaping brunette, he rasped, "What the hell you gawking at?"


"But ... but ... that was marijuana!"


"So...."


"You're a common dope pusher!"


"What do ya mean common? Man, I got class," the teenager sounded tough and 
experienced, yet still had the laughter of a child.


"You have class, all right," Beth sighed. "You're the classiest enemy poor 
people have. God, if they only knew the terrible damage you're doing to the 
other children, they'd kick you out of the city."


"I take it you don't believe in drugs," he muttered as he reached for the 
door handle. "I suppose you're one of the bastards who don't want them to 
legalize grass. I just bet you are!"


"You're right there, Joe. I hate what it does to kids ... and grown-ups too! 
I'd like to see every single pusher in jail! Including you!"


"Well, that ain't gonna happen any time soon, so get out." He seemed to 
change his mind and slid back over beside her. Reaching across to the left 
door he opened it and growled, "Move!"


There was nothing for Beth to do but get out or be dumped in the street. She 
stood by the side of the bus while Joe got out and took the keys from the 
ignition. "I'll keep these in case you get ideas!"


"Joe! I'm begging you to let me go. I promise not to say a word about your 
selling drugs, or that you tried to force me. I'll forget all about it! 
Please!"


Grabbing her by the arm he roughly pushed her across the street. They went 
into the rickety building where he'd taken her yesterday, and she knew it 
would be hopeless to scream. She meekly walked up the stairs beside him, 
shaking uncontrollably with a strange feeling that was a combination of fear 
and vague excitement at having Joe touch her again.


They reached the third level and the youth quickly unlocked the closed door. 
He pushed her inside the room and followed her, relocking it behind him.


"That should give me all the privacy I need," he snickered, "to fuck the 
shit outta you, Pussycat!"


Beth glared at the youth and snapped, "Well, we'll just see about that. You 
can't make me! Not if I fight you!"


"You won't fight for long," he answered, viciously grabbing the campaign 
worker by the arm and yanking her to the other room with the soiled 
mattresses on the floor. The same room where she'd seen the teenage orgy!


"Take your clothes off," Joe ordered the older woman. "Unless, you want me 
to tear them off."


"I'm not going to take anything off," she said as she sat down on the edge 
of the mattress. "You can try getting rough, but if you do, you'd better 
kill me because I swear I'll turn you in to the police ... no matter how 
much I like you."


"Don't give me that shit. Nobody gives a damn about me; in your eyes I'm 
just a no-good punk."


Impulsively, Beth reached out and grabbed his hand. "Joe! Joe ... Joe! Don't 
say that. Don't even think it! There's nothing to prevent you from becoming 
anything you want to be if you'll just work at it." She took a deep breath, 
her ripely straining breasts quivering with emotion under her sweater as her 
face softened. "And in spite of your gruff demeanor and dirty talk, you're a 
nice kid ... and I do like you ... as a human being!"


"Okay, I'm a nice kid. You're right, I won't rape you. Let's have a smoke 
instead." Beth heard the tenderness in his voice, and it was such a change 
from his previous tone, that she stared at him in wonder.


"You're really not so tough, are you?" she asked in a quiet voice. "You're 
just a lost little boy."


"You could be right! I just do what I have to, Beth." He filled his voice 
wth self-pity, sat down beside her and bowed his head. There were more ways 
than one to get at this naive little bitch!


"That's all I can do!"


"I'm sorry, Joe! I know it's rough living in a place like this ... and being 
so poor. But selling drugs is not the answer."


"It buys food for my entire family ... and medicine for my mother," he 
sighed deeply, sneaking a glance at the face of the distraught young girl, 
checking to see if his approach was working.


Unaware of being conned, Beth patted him on the shoulder and said, "I'll 
help you. I'll try and find you a decent job to work at while you go to 
school, and when you finish high school I'll get you an EOP Grant at the 
University and see that you get a good education."


"That's nice of you, Beth. I wish it was that easy." He slid closer to her 
and folded his hands in front of him.


"It's okay! Trust me! I want to help you." Unknowingly, Beth was stroking 
his jean-covered thigh while she spoke, and she didn't really become aware 
of what she was doing until she felt an odd sensation flowing from her 
loins. Abruptly, brilliant images of the lewd orgy that was held here on 
this same mattress the day before began flickering through her mind. Oh God! 
It was as if the salacious spectacle had just happened! She was getting 
shamelessly excited again ... like she had yesterday when Joe was sawing his 
warmly pulsating cock across her sensitive vaginal slit. There was something 
erotically fascinating about sitting here and quietly talking to the boy who 
just a few minutes ago had threatened to rape her. She wasn't afraid any 
more ... not of Joe! But what about herself? She'd have to be very careful 
or she'd be the one doing the seducing.


"I do trust you, Beth! I really do!"


"How did you ever become involved with drugs? And selling them?"


"I guess it just happened. A man asked me if I wanted to turn on when I was 
only twelve years old. I did, and then he asked me if I wanted a job." Joe 
lay back on the mattress, forcing a tear from his eyes. "I been selling ever 
since."


"My God! Since you were twelve?" Beth was shocked. "How awful!"


"Well, we needed the money for the other kids in the family. Ben, my six 
year old brother, is a cripple ... in a wheelchair." That news would have 
surprised several of the neighbor cops who had lost hundred yard dashes time 
after time while chasing the fleet-footed purse snatcher.


"By the way," Beth suddenly thought of his family. "Where is your mother?"


"That's something else! I lied to you about living here. Those kids you saw 
are from our club. We use this place for a clubhouse. I brought you up here 
yesterday to ball you."


"Joe! Why?" Beth felt a surge of anger which was quickly suppressed by a 
deep compassion for the deprived dark-haired youth. "It's all right, though, 
you had the courage to admit you lied. That's the first step toward trusting 
me."


Feeling very much at ease, she lay backwards on the mattress beside the 
young boy, and with a sigh she said, "I like you, Joe. I really do."


The teenager stared at the naive campaign worker lying beside him, her firm 
upthrust breasts practically popping the buttons on the front of her 
pull-over sweater. He lifted himself up on his elbow and stared down at her 
long slender legs encased in the stretch pants. The sight of her protruding 
cuntal mound under the tight Capris inflamed the youth, and he felt his 
restlessly stirring cock beginning to harden. "I like you too, Beth. You 
really turn me on! Goddamn, how I dig your sweet bod!"


"Joe! You're very handsome. You must have many girls, your own age," she 
said, impulsively kissing him on the cheek.


"I like older girls, they're not so silly!"


"It's probably because you had to grow up too fast."


"Hey, let's light up!"


"Joe!" Beth said with wavering voice, her throat constricted with an almost 
ungovernable desire to really kiss him, to feel his strong young hands 
caressing her again. No matter how wrong it was, she still felt a wicked 
enjoyment in being with the handsome teenager. He was so close that the 
warmth of his youthful body was filling her with excitement. "I'd better go! 
It's getting late and I have to take the students home ... the ones who are 
working for Mr. Roberts."


"No! Please! Just a little while longer," Joe was thinking fast. "You ever 
been high?"


"No! Never! It's wrong!"


"Then how do you know it's bad?"


"I just know."


"Well, I say you don't. You're just like all the other people who come down 
here and expect us to take your word for what's good for us and what's bad 
... even when we know better. Even when we know you're lying to us."


"Joe, it's been proven!"


"By whom?"


"By researchers ... by people who've worked with it."


"Did they ever try it?" Joe asked belligerently.


"Of course not. They know it's illegal." Beth had often thought of taking 
drugs under supervision just to find out what happened to your mind, but 
she'd never had the courage to go through with it. Some of her friends swore 
that it was no different from alcohol, but hating alcoholics as much as drug 
addicts had stopped her.


"Unless you try it, you don't really know. Come on, let's have a joint."


"No! I don't think so, Joe!" Beth said haltingly.


"If you try it and still tell me it's bad, I'll quit selling it. I promise!" 
the young boy exclaimed excitedly, turning his face away from her so she 
couldn't see the cunning grin splitting his lips. He was just about to get 
sick at his stomach, molly-coddling the bitch.


"Do you mean it? Really mean it? All I have to do is try it, and then you'll 
stop pushing?"


"I swear it! Even though my family will suffer from the lack of money. 
Honest, Beth!" He sat up and stared directly into her dark blue eyes, his 
gaze never wavering.


"If I thought you'd really stop, I'd do it," she said wonderingly.


"I will ... I'll even write it down and sign it if you want me to," his 
words rushed out.


Joe was already lighting the marijuana joint, knowing he had the silly bitch 
hooked. She was no different from all the other social worker do-gooders who 
stupidly thought they could con him into something he didn't want to do. 
Shit, they were a prime bunch of assholes-male and female-too fucking dumb 
to come in out of the rain. Wow, he could hardly wait to fuck this naive 
little cunt. But, first he'd make her want it so bad she'd beg for it; and 
if her actions of yesterday were any indication, she'd be begging damned 
soon. Christ, she was already turned on to him, he could tell that!


"Okay, Joe, but remember you promised."


Together they smoked the joint, Joe taking only short puffs while insisting 
that she take deep long draws on the cigarette.


"How do you feel?" he asked.


"The same," she said, puckering her eyebrows. "Is that really all there is 
to it?"


"Yep! That's it," he grinned, knowing what was going to hit her in a few 
seconds. "Like it?"


"Doesn't do a thing for me. Vastly overrated."


Joe laughed and leaned over, grinding his already hardened cock against her 
pants-covered thigh while he kissed her passionately on the lips.


Beth shivered with excitement and then reluctantly forced him away. She'd 
never felt like this before when a male kissed her. Now she whispered, "You 
shouldn't do that!"


"But it felt good to you, didn't it?" Joe asked as he handed another joint 
to her and said, "You take the rest, I want to know exactly how you feel 
afterwards."


"Okay!" Beth took the brown cigarette from the young boy's hand and smoked 
it down to a quarter inch when she felt it burning her fingers.


"It's too short to finish. I think that's enough anyway."


"Yeah, should be," Joe took the butt and threw it into an empty carton.


"I ... I guess you're just going to ... to have to ... go straight," she 
said, wondering why it was so difficult to speak normally. Shaking her head, 
feeling her eyes go out of focus, she moaned, "Oh! My head feels funny. I 
must be getting sick!" Beth felt her entire body begin to relax while her 
mind seemed to become more alert. Joe's touch was more poignant and she 
thought she'd go out of her gourd if he didn't kiss her again. Abruptly, she 
had an almost uncontrollable desire to remove all of her clothes and let the 
handsome teenager see her body. But that was silly! Why would she want to be 
naked in front of Joe? Only minutes before she'd refused to do it.


Gently, the boy slid his hand beneath the elastic waistband of her tightly 
fitting Capris and began to caress her taut little belly. She moaned and 
made little whimpering noises which might have been sounds of protest ... or 
pleasure. He was gonna go out of his fucking mind if he had to wait much 
longer. Slowly he lowered his hand to the top of her bikini panties and slid 
his fingers beneath the sheer nylon. He went only as far as her silken pussy 
hair, caressing it and watching her face. When the young campaign worker 
didn't fight him off, he knew she was ready to be fucked.


"Hey, Beth," he mumbled. "Let's take our clothes off and relax."


"Yes ... yes...." she whispered, her eyes still closed. Her body was 
tingling with lewd excitement and vaguely she wondered what was happening to 
her sensitivities. She knew it was a mistake but still she wanted to be 
naked with Joe ... and see his youthful body naked, too!


Joe hurriedly removed his clothes. When he was completely undressed, he 
stood up and hovered over the brunette with his visibly throbbing cock 
standing up at an angle in front of him.


Beth blinked up at him through drugged eyes, gasping in admiration at his 
beautiful teenaged penis and tight little testicles. Oh God! He was so 
wonderful, and with all her heart now, she wanted him to make love to her, 
to be the first male to penetrate her virginal vagina and fill her with his 
liquid love.


Slowly, the campaign worker began to remove her own clothes. She was 
incapable of rushing as the boy had done. For some reason she felt as if 
everything was in slow motion, as though she was someone watching another 
man and woman on the mattress. When Joe offered to help her, she willingly 
let him take over. He quickly stripped the sweater over her confused head, 
and then, taking the waistband of her tightly fitting stretch pants, he slid 
them down her long slender legs along with the tiny bikini panties. He 
sucked in his breath in a long whistle when he saw her lush young nakedness. 
She was even more beautiful than he'd anticipated ... so white and soft!


"My God, Pussycat, you're something else! I've never seen such a beautiful 
bod!"


Beth's head was swimming as she felt the naked young boy fall on top of her, 
and when his mouth found her erect little nipple and began to suck with lewd 
hunger, she moaned with ecstasy. Then, he slid upwards across her full 
sensual mounds and lifted her head to kiss her on the mouth, his tongue 
probing her lips until she gladly parted them, all resistance gone from her 
drugged body. She felt his hot young tongue hungrily thrusting in and out of 
her mouth, and gradually she began sparring with her own tongue, fighting 
for supremacy over the youth. Beth found her nakedly tingling body 
responding in obscene lust, her hips lifting upwards in an obscene 
invitation to the teenager to do as he willed with her.


Finally, Joe moved his mouth away, allowing them to breath freely once 
again, and whispered, "Baby, you're so fucking beautiful! I want to ball 
you. Shit, I'm gonna eat your pussy, and then fuck you."


The lewd words partially penetrated her drugged mind and although she didn't 
understand why, she moaned dreamily, "Joe! We shouldn't! No!"


"You're gonna love this, Pussycat! Really love it," he mumbled as he lowered 
his hand and covered her sparsely curling pussy hair again. He felt the 
fiery warmth beneath his palm and grinned in satisfaction when she let out 
another deep groan of undeniable need.


"Oh God! It feels good!" Beth had no control over her words. She closed her 
eyes again as the teenage boy stroked her hair-lined cuntal slit.


"You like that, don't you?" he asked, as her naked body began to grind 
involuntarily upward to the steady caressing movement of his hand.


"Yes! Yes! Do it ... do it," she mumbled, unable to stop herself.


Above her, Joe grinned as he took her hand and wrapped her limp fingers 
around his hot throbbing cock. As if she were dreaming and had no control 
over her consciousness, she saw his blurred face in front of her eyes, his 
youthful mouth split in a grin, his eyes closed, and she thought of him as 
just a little boy who needed to be loved. He wouldn't hurt her! Just love 
her! Her lust-filled body cried out and her drugged mind became a partner to 
her overpowering physical need. "Do it, Joe! Do it to me!"


Joe kissed her wetly parted lips with Beth responding to the heat of his 
fire. Tearing his mouth away from hers, he whispered in her ear, "Tell me 
you want to ball with me. Say you want to be fucked!"


"Fuck me ... fuck me ... I want you to fuck me," she chanted, the lewdness 
of her words stoking her own carnal fire even higher. Every ounce of her 
self control had been obliterated by the marijuana. She spread her slender 
legs even wider and moaned, "Fuck me any way you want to. Now!"


Beth lay in a moaning writhing stupor, yet her sense of feeling was 
magnified to capacity as Joe sucked at her fleshy breasts, and flicked his 
tongue across her erect little nipples, causing them to grow into a greater 
hardness. Then, with a low groan, he began to nibble at each full upthrust 
mound, sending currents of wildly erotic pleasure down to her feverishly 
throbbing cunt.


The teenaged youth was fairly vibrating with lust as he pulled the naked 
young campaign worker to a sitting position; he saw that her eyes were 
slitted with a lewd passion that made her a slave to his every command. 
"Before I suck you, suck my cock!"


The excited boy rose to his knees and crawled closer to her face. Roughly he 
entwined his fingers in her long black hair and demanded, "Suck it! You know 
you like to suck cock!"


With a frown of confusion on her face, the brunette reached out and 
tremblingly took the erect young hardness in her hands and felt its warm 
rigidity. My God! She'd never even touched a penis before, and now this boy 
was asking her to suck it like the blonde girl had done yesterday in this 
same room. She stared at the long white shaft of male flesh. It really was 
beautiful, and it had a heartbeat of its own, as it throbbed only inches 
from her lips. So, why not suck it? Her marijuana-soaked brain felt 
pinpricks of doubt, but she was too far gone to comprehend the obscenity she 
was considering.


"I want to suck your wonderful penis," she crooned. "I want to ... I really, 
really want to!" The excitement of hearing her vulgar declaration filled her 
love-starved body with renewed longing, and she abruptly realized she meant 
it with all her heart.


Caressing his hotly pulsating cock, the girl pulled it close to her 
half-open and suddenly salivating mouth, and gave it an experimental lick. 
She felt Joe forcing it tighter against her lips but she pushed his hips 
back so she could look at his penis again. It was visibly throbbing and had 
one tiny drop of his fresh young sperm oozing from the slit at the end of 
his cock-head. And then without further hesitation, she licked the full hot 
length of his youthful hardness, tasting the pungent drop of semen. That's 
what it would taste like if he came in my mouth! The thought of it was 
lewdly overpowering, and with a low deep-throated moan, Beth willingly 
opened her lips and let his warmly pulsating cock slide slowly in, filling 
her mouth, sliding backward into her throat until she was afraid she'd choke 
to death. A second later, he slowly withdrew, pulling it back out all the 
way until only the lust-swollen cock-head was between her tightly ovaled 
lips.


It was wonderful! Beth wished there was someone standing at the door to 
watch them, as she'd watched yesterday while the three teenagers were on the 
mattress making love.


Quickly, Joe began fucking in and out of her wetly gripping mouth while she 
sucked and nibbled his hard, saliva-moistened penis. The youth began a 
frantic thrusting back and forth into her mouth, groaning out his passion, 
"Suck harder, cunt! Suck it harder!"


The hotly aroused brunette did as he ordered, sucking on the rigid shaft of 
teenaged flesh.


With a gurgling cry, the boy pushed Beth to her back on the dirty mattress, 
unable to tolerate her inexperienced slowness. He couldn't wait any longer. 
"Split 'em, Pussycat, I want to eat some of your sweet pussy while you suck 
my cock."


Beth did as she was told and spread her legs out wide. She felt the cool air 
hit her moistly heated cuntal slit and felt more naked and obscene than 
before. Her eyes followed the naked Joe as he knelt upside down above her, 
straddling her head, his long slender penis directly in front of her face. 
Hungrily she took it again and stroked it in her hand; her little pink 
tongue reaching for the mushroom-like head. Joe leaned down over her nakedly 
squirming body and, without warning, licked his tongue the entire hair-lined 
length of her wetly quivering cunt.


"Aaagggghhhhhhh!" Beth shrieked in rapture and stiffened in lewd delight as 
the wildly overpowering sensations rippled outward from between her legs. A 
second later, she raised her head and let his rapidly pounding cock slide 
back into her mouth. Her lips ovaled tightly around it, and her hands 
instinctively cupped and caressed his tight little balls, and she moaned and 
groaned as his tongue wormed its tantalizing way around inside her 
ecstatically trembling pussy, driving her out of her mind.


Beth jerked her knees back up as far as she could, just as she'd seen the 
naked teenaged girl doing last evening. And then, she felt Joe's wetly 
heated tongue locate her sensitive little clitoris. She jumped and mumbled 
out her ecstasy as he began nibbling at the erect nerve ending. No longer 
was she the prim and reserved young lady she'd been earlier today. Oh God! 
She was nothing more than a bitch in heat now, and she never wanted this 
forbidden delight to stop. She never wanted him to end it! Let it go on 
forever and ever! And, she would suck his hotly throbbing penis until it 
filled her mouth with his fresh young cum.


Suddenly, unexpectedly, her orgasm hit her with all the force of an 
earthquake. She pulled her mouth away from his pistoning cock and stammered 
in disbelief, "Cum ... cumming? I ... I ... I'm ccu-cummming!"


Never before had she believed such fantastic pleasure could come from a 
male! It was even greater than when she brought herself to climax with her 
fingers! Even though her nakedly thrusting body was convulsing in orgasm, 
she returned her mouth to the boy's wonderfully rigid penis and began to 
suck harder, her naked ass-cheeks twisting down against the soiled mattress 
as she sought to get away from the maddening onslaught of his probing 
tongue. She writhed in a mindless passion as Joe clung to her wildly jerking 
buttocks and bit down on her sensitive clitoris. Even though she was wailing 
around his cock-shaft, he continued to nibble at her thinly bearded vaginal 
lips and fuck the full length of his tongue into the heatedly twitching 
depths of her pussy because he knew he was driving her insane!


With a gasping cry, Beth flailed her head sideways, causing his 
saliva-coated penis to slip from her mouth. Her drugged mind was near to 
freaking out from too much pleasure as Joe quickly reversed his position and 
crawled between her trembling legs. He was breathing like a runaway stallion 
as he guided his wetly glistening cock to the virginal opening of her 
wide-split cunt.


Without hesitation, the slender rod of boyish flesh slid up into her tight 
vaginal slit and began its relentless journey into the resisting depths of 
her belly. She felt the pain-pleasure as it stretched the tight virginal 
passageway, then ripped her hymen as if the membrane were tissue paper. With 
that last barrier gone, he rammed forward, his hotly throbbing penis sliding 
in to the hilt and filling her to the utmost. She gasped and cried out, 
"Joe! It hurts! It hurts!" Yet even as she was protesting, the pain was 
already evaporating under the seething heat of her own illicit desire for 
this handsome teenaged youth.


The hotly aroused boy began fucking into her tightly clasping pussy like a 
maniac, sadistically slamming his hardened cock in and out in a staccato 
rhythm. He ignored her pleas to be gentle as the tightness of her wetly 
pulsing vaginal passage wrapped around his shaft. Shit, the little bitch's 
cunt felt so good he couldn't stop.


As the discomfort passed, Beth felt a wildly ecstatic thrill of lewd delight 
fill her loins. She locked her arms around the youth and instinctively 
thrust her hips up and down, wanting every inch of his pleasure-giving penis 
up inside her love-starved cunt. The friction of his hardened rod of flesh 
sliding back and forth across her sensitive clitoris drove her to the edge 
of climax, and then it happened again! She opened her mouth in surprise and 
then let out a wail that echoed off the walls of the dilapidated tenement 
house. "Aaaaaaggggggghhhhhhh! Ooohhhhhhhh! Fuck! Oh Fuck! Aiiieeeeeee! I'm 
... c-cu-cummming ... again ... again!"


Above her, Joe thrust even deeper into her convulsing cuntal passage, his 
handsome young face deformed with the power of his lust. He wanted to cum 
... had to cum ... and yet, he didn't want to end it so soon. Her pussy was 
so goddamned good! And the tightest cunt he'd ever fucked! They were both 
covered with the sweat of passion as they hung onto each other for dear 
life, mindlessly slamming against each other as Joe headed for his 
explosion. .


Beth moaned continuously now, her third orgasm hitting her just as she heard 
Joe groan out his own climax from above her. Their mouths locked in a 
drowning kiss as the young boy's wildly jerking cock burst into a fountain 
of white-hot cum deep up inside her ravaged cunt, spewing again and again 
until with a moan of rapture the naked brunette lost consciousness with 
Joe's ejaculating penis still buried deep in her spasming belly, and still 
pumping its youthful sperm into her womb.


CHAPTER THREE


The next morning Beth awoke in her own bed, and with a purring sigh, pulled 
the covers tightly around her neck. She was warm ... and soft ... and happy! 
She felt as if she were in heaven! But heaven faded with the first ring of 
the telephone! And with its shrill summons, she abruptly remembered most of 
what had happened yesterday. Her happiness evaporated-guilt and shame 
replaced it.


"Good morning, young lady. Aren't you up yet?" she heard James Benson on the 
other end of the line.


"No ... not yet."


"Then, you'd better get going," he said as she came wide awake. "How did it 
go yesterday?"


"Fine ... fine," she stammered.


"Did you get hung up somewhere?" the campaign manager asked.


"No! Why?" Beth asked nervously.


"One of the other students called me this morning and quit. He said you were 
late, and he didn't want to wait around on dark streets for you."


"That's silly. I wasn't that late," she snapped, unthinking.


"Oh, I know. He said he was afraid of street gangs. I'm not blaming you," 
James Benson said, clearing his throat. "He also said some boys gave him a 
rough time ... nothing serious, just a little pushing and shoving, and a 
couple threats. You had any trouble yet?"


"No ... no, not a bit," she said too quickly.


"Well, I was just wondering. I have another student to take his place, so 
it's all right. You know where to go today, right?"


"Yes, James. Look ... ah ... I'm sorry I was late last night, but I got 
lost," she lied, unable to tell him anymore.


"Don't worry, Beth. I was afraid something might have happened ... maybe 
trouble with the street gangs." James Benson replied. There was something in 
her tone yesterday and again today that sounded like she was worried. But, 
there was nothing he could do if she wouldn't tell him.


"It was a good day yesterday, and I'll do even better today," the young 
volunteer responded, resolving to stay far away from Whitten Street.


"Good girl. Now, call if you need me."


"Thank you, James," she said as she hung up the receiver.


Beth's hand shook so badly she stared at it with sudden horror. Did Mr. 
Benson suspect something was wrong? What had she said to the students when 
she finally picked them up and took them back to the University? Actually, 
as she remembered back, it was evident that she had barely spoken to them, 
simply saying she'd gotten lost. God! What was she going to do! She was 
getting in too deep!


The young brunette sat down on the edge of the bed and let tears of shame 
and regret overtake her dissipated body. She felt the soreness of her 
ravaged vagina, and tried to remember if there was any pain last night. 
Instinctively, she knew she'd never be the same again. Her sob of remorse 
filled the room as she dropped her face to the pillow and thought of the way 
she'd let Joe talk her into smoking pot. Oh God! How stupid could she be! 
She'd been so sure of herself that she'd taken the chance to becoming an 
addict just to prove a point to a boy who was nothing but a conniving drug 
pusher who-at sixteen-was far more knowledgeable in the ways of the world 
than she would ever be.


Joe had told her that she'd love marijuana. She hadn't enjoyed or loved the 
filthy weed, but she had ended up by begging him to ... to fuck her, and 
she'd loved every moment of it. Oh no! She couldn't have done that! Not Beth 
Moore! She wasn't like that! Or was she? It was all so confusing! Now all 
she wanted to do was run away and hide somewhere. Her guilt etched itself in 
her brain. She had been entrusted with a responsible job, and she had blown 
the whole thing in one stupid half-hour.


After two hours of thinking about the impossible situation she'd gotten 
herself into, Beth knew she'd never be able to go back to the ghetto. If Joe 
was like all other males, he'd feel he had a proprietary interest in her. 
She sighed in despair. What were the alternatives? Her mind was a cauldron 
of confusion and shame. She couldn't seem to think straight any longer. 
Maybe ... if she had a drink. Everyone always told her it helped to make 
things look better. Quickly she went to the tiny kitchen off the living room 
and took down a dusty bottle of Vodka. She'd almost forgotten it was there. 
A boyfriend had brought it one evening three years ago when he came to have 
dinner with her, but when she'd refused to hop in bed with him, he'd left in 
a fit of anger. The bottle had never been opened!


With trembling hands, the long-haired brunette tore the top off and filled a 
glass with the clear liquid, unaware of the danger of drinking straight 
Vodka. At first, she sipped the strong liquor, but when her thoughts 
crystallized and she decided her only course was to call Mr. Benson and tell 
him she was resigning, she downed the last of the Vodka in the glass. A 
second later, she poured another half a tumbler of the straight liquor.


The alcohol miraculously had relaxed her up-tight nerves, and she felt a 
warmth spreading throughout her entire body as she dialed campaign 
headquarters.


She felt like giggling, but that wouldn't be lady-like. She was floating on 
a cloud of laughter and everything seemed far away.


"Hello," Benson spoke in a business-oriented manner and even with the 
influence of the alcohol, Beth had to gather all her courage as she said, 
"James, I had to call you again, because in the interest of your campaign, I 
think I'd better resign and let someone else drive the bus."


"Where are you, Beth?" he asked quietly, recognizing by her voice that 
something was wrong with the young girl.


"I'm at my apartment," she felt a wave of weakness wash over her and she 
dropped to the chair beside the telephone.


"Can you tell me why you want to quit?"


"No ... I'd rather not," her voice beginning to break. Oh hell! She couldn't 
start crying ... not now. "It's personal. I just don't want to work for you 
anymore."


"Okay, Beth. I'll call the student office and tell them the bus isn't going 
today;" he said thoughtfully, then added, "Could I come talk to you?"


"No-no, I ... I don't think so," she stammered, not wanting to see him or 
anyone else today. "It won't do any good. I'll bring the bus to your office 
this afternoon."


"All right. What time?"


"I don't know. Later today," she said quickly as her eyes blurred. She was 
having difficulty speaking as the full effects of the Vodka hit her. "I'll 
... I'll see you ... later."


The second she hung up the receiver, the weeping young campaign volunteer 
began to giggle. Well, that was over with, and she had nothing to worry 
about. Now, she could do just what she wanted and not hurt anyone ... but 
herself!


Reeling from side to side, Beth stumbled back to the bed and fell across it, 
barely conscious as the room began spinning around as though it was in outer 
space. Damn! That Vodka really packed a wallop! But, it did make you feel 
good! Almost as good as the marijuana she'd smoked with Joe.


With the thought of the handsome youth, she smiled, a crooked grin splitting 
her lips as she slid her hands down her curving sides, sliding over her taut 
little gown-covered belly and dropping down to the darkened "vee" of her 
hair-covered pussy. Sliding her fingers across the gown-protected slit of 
her vagina, she let the tip of her middle finger press inward. The exciting 
twinges began to penetrate her alcohol fogged mind, and she moaned as she 
realized that the previously locked door had been opened to her sexual 
desire. A door that once opened to her sexual desire. A door that once 
opened can never be bolted again. Now, she needed to be loved! But not by a 
man! A teenage boy ... two little boys ... three youthful boys ... or even 
more!


Yes ... that was all she needed to make her happy....


CHAPTER FOUR


Beth opened her eyes and saw muted light coming through the window. She sat 
up but quickly dropped her head back down on the pillow. Oh my God! What a 
headache! Still slightly drunk, she slowly opened her eyes again and sudden 
awareness hit her with clarity. She was supposed to take the VW bus back to 
the campaign office! Oh shit! What time was it?


With slitted eyes she stared at her watch and gasped with the realization 
that she'd slept most of the day. It was five o'clock in the afternoon, and 
the campaign office was probably already closed. Pulling herself out of bed, 
she cautiously stooped and picked up her clothes from the floor where she'd 
dropped them last night. Sure that her head was going to split wide open, 
but knowing she had to get the bus back to James Benson so he wouldn't come 
around looking for it, she began to dress. Her hands shook and she thought 
of having to explain her reasons for resigning. She stumbled to the bathroom 
and combed her hair, put on lipstick and found her resolve to handle the 
situation quickly and efficiently had deserted her. Hopefully the campaign 
manager had already left and she could just park the bus and leave a note. 
That would be the best way to do it, but if she ran into Benson he'd want to 
know everything! Maybe she needed another drink of Vodka to give her renewed 
courage! Also, it might help settle her spinning head.


Quickly she went to the kitchen where she'd left the bottle and poured about 
two inches of the clear liquid in the glass. Grimacing from the smell, she 
took a sip and shuddered! It felt like she was going to throw up every drop. 
Holding her nose with one hand, the young brunette lifted the glass and 
downed the burning Vodka in two swallows, then choking and spluttering she 
rushed to the sink and drank a glass of water. Her eyes were watering from 
the alcohol. Wow! That was powerful stuff, she thought as she felt the 
glowing warmth spreading deep inside her stomach.


A few minutes later with renewed false-courage, Beth smiled as she left the 
apartment determined to get it over with. The Vodka had made her feel as 
though the problem was not as momentous as she'd earlier thought. As she 
drove along the street toward campaign headquarters, she knew that she was 
right to resign from the governor's campaign, because she couldn't take a 
chance on giving him any bad publicity. In her mind, she instinctively knew 
that if she met Joe again, her need for the handsome teenager's body would 
overcome all her sensible upbringing. He was so beautiful ... so wonderful, 
and he knew exactly what to do to satisfy her.


Her alcohol-drugged mind refused to allow the pin-pricks of conscience to 
fill her with regret. For a moment she had lost her inhibitions and she was 
flying high again. Parking the bus in front of the campaign office, the 
curvaceous brunette stepped out onto the sidewalk. She thought about locking 
the van doors, but it was really too much trouble, so she shrugged her 
shoulders drunkenly and hurried through the glass doors, wanting to get this 
entire unpleasant scene over with as soon as possible.


Swaying, she went up the elevator to the fourth floor and slowly tiptoed 
across the hallway to Benson's office door. She tried the handle, shushing 
herself and grinning as if in a conspiracy. The door opened and she peered 
into the room. Oh damn! The gray-haired political publicist was still behind 
the desk, waiting for her! She decided she might as well be bold and go in.


"Hi! Sorry I'm late," she said smiling.


James Benson looked up to see the dark-haired girl grinning crookedly at him 
and immediately sensed a strangeness about her. Returning her smile, he 
said, "I had things to do anyway. Come on, sit down and talk awhile."


"There's nothing to say, Mr. Benson. I don't want to work for you anymore. I 
want O-U-T!" she swayed a bit and was forced to put her hands on the chair 
to support herself.


"Why? What happened yesterday?"


"It's a personal matter and I don't want to talk about it," she said firmly, 
nodding her head to give emphasis to the remark.


"Okay, Beth. I won't say anymore now, but would you do something for me?"


"Like what?"


"Would you just take a couple days to think about it, and then if you still 
don't want to drive the bus, I'll accept your decision," he sighed, and then 
continued, "I sure hate to lose you. We've had a lot of telephone calls 
raving about you."


"You have? Really?"


"Yes, ma'm! I just hung up from talking to a man. He said you were 
absolutely great, and you should be commended for being interested in 
electing the right man."


"Did he say who it was?" Beth asked suspiciously. God! If Joe ever called 
and got her address, she'd be in serious trouble.


"No, he just wanted us to know that he and his friends were going to vote 
for Mr. Roberts."


"Gee! And I thought they weren't listening."


"That's not all. The call just before that one was a lady who wanted your 
address. She said that she and her husband wanted to write you a personal 
letter of thanks."


"Did ... did you give it to her?" Beth had an unexplainable feeling of 
disaster, but she wasn't sure why. It was almost as if a warning bell was 
ringing in her brain. Thank Christ for little favors ... it was a woman and 
not a man!


"Sure did! I'm positive you'll be hearing from her. Now, what do you say 
about taking a day or two to think about your resignation."


"Okay, James, but I know it's still going to be the same decision. Since 
you've been so nice to me, I'll give it a lot of thought, though." The young 
brunette stood up from the desk and continued, "Thanks for everything."


"Beth," he said as he reached out and took her by the hand. "Come here."


As he pulled her toward him, Beth felt herself go off balance, and she 
stumbled against his leg before falling down on his lap. "Gee! I'm sorry! I 
guess I had too much to drink."


"It was my fault," he mumbled. "I caught you unaware."


"Maybe, but I did drink a lot of Vodka before I came here ... to get up 
enough courage to quit," she giggled.


"Beth," the older man stammered, encouraged by her lack of movement away 
from him and becoming aroused by the feel of her softly rounded buttocks on 
his leg. "I like you. I don't want anything to happen to you. I feel 
responsible."


"You shouldn't," she said as she impulsively placed a kiss on his forehead. 
And then, beneath her, she felt the campaign manager's cock growing into a 
rigid erection. She began shivering. It was frightening! Not at all like the 
excitement she felt with Joe! Nervously she jumped up and said, "I've got to 
go!"


James Benson shrugged and said, "Come on, I'll take you home."


"I'll be all right ... I'll get a bus."


"Listen, Beth, I really do like you. Remember, if you should ever need me, 
I'll be there." He got up from the chair knowing he'd upset the young woman. 
As he stood she backed away from him wide-eyed. Jesus! The kid was really up 
tight about something. "Now come on. I'll drop you off at your door. You 
don't have to invite me in."


"Well...." she relented.


"That's settled then."


The campaign manager took the keys from her outstretched hand and walked out 
of the building with her. When they pulled up in front of her apartment 
building, Beth sat with her hands folded in her lap for a second, and then 
said, ruefully "I'm sorry it was too much for me to handle."


"I don't believe that. I know something must have happened, and someday I'll 
find out. If it's what I think it is, somebody's gonna pay." The older man 
sounded tough, she looked at his face-he could be mean, she thought.


"I'll let you know what I decide." Beth wasn't going to talk to anyone about 
the incident in the ghetto with Joe Wilson, or he'd be in trouble, too. She 
put her hand out and shook his in a friendly fashion.


"I'll stop by tomorrow evening to check on you ... just to make sure you're 
all right," he said, leaning forward and kissing her cheek.


Beth jerked away from him, opened the car door and ran up the steps to the 
door of her building. James shrugged his shoulders and drove away, his mind 
busily trying to decide what had frightened the beautiful young girl away 
from the campaign. He was sure she'd been threatened in some way, but it 
could have been anything from sex to politics in the ghetto. Most likely 
she'd had a run-in with some street gang, and being a young impressive girl, 
she'd believed their idle threats.


All he could do was wait for her to tell him. He wasn't lying when he told 
her he liked her, even though "like" wasn't a strong enough description for 
what he felt for the sensual young woman, and she sexually excited him in a 
way few females could. He wouldn't mind getting a piece of the action, but 
he still had the feeling she was an innocent. Jesus! Could she still be a 
virgin? She looked virginal.


Suddenly he decided he'd drop by tomorrow night with a bottle and maybe 
things would just happen! She might not fuck, but she did drink ... that had 
been all too evident. Well, sometimes enough booze led to other things ...


Yeh! Tomorrow night was a definite must!


CHAPTER FIVE


Beth slept fitfully that night and, after staying in bed most of the 
following day too, she was determined to forget the events of the past few 
days, including the Vodka bottle in the kitchen cupboard. Whatever idiocy 
had possessed her to try and drown her problems simply wasn't powerful 
enough to make her go through another painful hangover. She knew that 
alcohol didn't work any more than drugs did for an addict. She'd had enough 
of both of them to last her a lifetime.


Her head had finally stopped hurting during the day, and now she felt like 
having something to eat. Glancing at her watch she saw that it was almost 
six o'clock. The corner grocery store would be closing at six-thirty. 
Jumping out of bed she hurriedly slipped on a pair of jeans and a shirt over 
her naked body and, picking up her purse from the dressing table, she rushed 
out the door, leaving it unlocked.


Fifteen minutes later, with a bag of groceries in her arms, she was humming 
as she walked along the sidewalk and took a deep breath of fresh air. She 
felt good for the first time in three days, and now she might be able to see 
James and continue with the campaign after all. If she controlled her sick 
desires for adolescent boys, she'd be an asset to Attorney Roberts' 
campaign; but if there was any chance of her name being involved in immoral 
activities it could ruin him. Maybe she'd make an appointment with the 
University psychologist and find out why she had this overpowering need for 
young boys ... while at the same time she felt so uneasy around men her own 
age or older.


Beth knew she had a great future ahead of her, teaching underprivileged 
children; it would be such a shame to destroy it with this forbidden desire. 
She also knew she'd end up in jail if she were ever caught in a compromising 
position with an under-age youth. Jesus! She could have been imprisoned for 
what she and Joe had done together. Well, that would never happen again! 
Never!


Everything seemed simple and easy until she opened the door to her apartment 
and saw Joe Wilson sitting on the sofa. She gasped, and stammered, "How ... 
where ... how did you find out where I live?"


"Hi, Pussycat! Nothing to it," he grinned crookedly. "I just had a girl call 
and ask for your address. The boss-man was very obliging."


"Oh no!" Weakly she stepped into the kitchen and set the bag of food down. 
Trembling with fear, yet feeling the familiar sensations of lewd excitement 
shivering through her body, she went to the sofa and sat down beside the 
young boy. "Joe! Listen to me! I'm sorry it happened, but it was the 
marijuana. You're wrong about grass not being dangerous. I proved it is."


"Look, I just wanted to see you, and invite you to a party. Why weren't you 
driving the bus today?" he asked thoughtfully. "I thought you were going to 
be my girl."


"Well, I'm not, and I'm not working for the political campaign any more. I 
quit because of what you did." She sighed and bowed her head in shame.


"Well then, there's no reason why you can't come to the party with me. You 
are going to be my girl, Pussycat," he said as he reached out and caressed 
her bare arm.


"Don't call me that stupid name! I'm not going anywhere with you, Joe." She 
jerked her arm away from him. "And I'm not going to let anything happen ... 
again. It was my fault for smoking the marijuana, but it won't happen 
again."


"Oh?"


"Furthermore, no one can ever know what happened between us. If you tell, 
I'll just say you raped me, and I was too frightened of your gang to report 
it."


"I was afraid you'd feel that way," Joe commented with a rueful smile as he 
got up and went to the bathroom. "Come on out, fellows," he said, opening 
the bathroom door.


Beth stared in dismay as three strange teenagers came into the room, all 
grinning in conspiracy.


"How ... how did you get in?" she stammered as the four youths encircled 
her.


"The door was left open for us after we were invited to a fuck party. That's 
our story, what's yours?"


"Joe! You're a little monster!"


"That wasn't what you were screaming the other evening. You said I was a 
real good fuck," he giggled obscenely and rubbed his hand back and forth 
across his bulging Levi's. "Besides, we brought a little pot along so you 
can relax."


"If you don't all leave this instant, I'm going to scream. Do you hear me? 
Now get out."


The youth stared at her and with a bored sigh, said, "Go ahead. You just do 
that. There's four of us, and we'll just say you invited us up for cookies 
and milk, and then you made us fuck you." The teenagers roared with 
laughter, shaking their heads, as one boy said, "Man, Joe, you're great! A 
real smart devil! Cookies and milk!"


"You wouldn't dare," Beth gasped as she stared from one boy to the other.


"There's only one way to find out! Scream your fucking head off!" Joe 
murmured as he lit a joint and puffed in the powerful smoke. At the same 
time the other boys lit up and Beth could smell the sweet thick odor of 
marijuana.


"Please, Joe! I'm giving you one more chance to leave." She gasped and 
suddenly spun around as one youth moved to her side and caressed her firm 
upthrust breast through the fabric of her shirt. "Don't touch me!"


"Aw, come on, Beth! Be a sport and take a smoke," Joe said as he held the 
lighted joint out in front of her mouth.


"No! I won't." The campaign worker ran to the telephone and was just 
beginning to dial when she heard the boys talking.


"We'd better decide what we're gonna say. Let's see! Corrupting our morals! 
Contributing to our delinquency! Or shall we just say she fucked us all 
silly the other day?"


My God, they were right! If she called the police and the four boys stuck 
together with their lies, she would possibly be the one in big trouble. 
They'd sure as hell believe the boys! After all, who would be her witness 
against them?


"Joe told us you fucked with him. We don't believe it, but he promised us 
he'd prove it to us," the smaller of the youths said as he forced the 
marijuana cigarette between her lips. The other boys stood around her while 
she held the joint loosely between her teeth, staring fixedly at the glowing 
end. "Go ahead, lady! Suck on it like you did Joe's cock." He wiggled his 
eyebrows and giggled.


"I'll help her," Joe said as he reached out and caressed her hand. "Now, 
take a deep whiff and the rest will be easy."


"Joe...." she moaned as she took the cigarette out of her mouth. "No! Please 
don't make me!"


"Smoke it, bitch," Joe rasped as he grabbed her right breast and pinched the 
tiny nipple pressing against her shirt.


"Oh! That hurts!"


"It'll hurt worse than that if you don't do what I say," the teenager said 
forcefully.


With the boys crowded around grinning lewdly at the fearfully trembling 
body, she knew it was no use to fight. Besides, the drug would dull her mind 
and make it easier for her to accept the uncontrollable desires that were 
already invading her dully throbbing loins. She lifted the joint to her lips 
and took a puff. She felt the hot burning smoke fill her lungs and coughed. 
The boys were right when they said no one would believe her anyway, so she 
might as well accept it. Resigned to her fate of the horrible yet exciting 
things to come, the dark-haired girl willingly smoked the entire marijuana 
cigarette while the boys stared at her waiting for her to get high.


Once the decision had been made, Beth felt a masochistic excitement rippling 
deep inside her. How could she ever think young boys were nice? They were 
filthy-minded little animals just waiting to grow up into filthy-minded 
adult animals. How could anyone think they were innocent and needed 
understanding? They were nothing but little con-artists using their 
so-called innocence to get what they wanted from adults. Silently she cursed 
herself for not telling James Benson about what had happened to her in the 
tenement house. She could have told him confidentially and let him help her! 
But, now it was too late!


"Let's get the fun started," Joe said as he began taking his clothes off. 
Grinning and giggling, the other boys followed him, dropping their shirts 
and pants in the middle of the floor.


Beth sat down on the sofa, gaping open-mouthed at the naked bodies. She was 
surrounded by slender young cocks! All sizes! And all in a state of 
erection! She covered her face, and her shoulders shook with a combination 
of shame and lewd desire. But, she thought excitedly as the 
conscience-killing marijuana smoke deadened her inhibitions, of course she 
couldn't keep her eyes closed ... not when there were four beautifully 
swollen penises waiting to be caressed. Now she definitely felt the 
marijuana begin to take effect, and a soft warm glow filled her body. She 
heard the boys using vulgar four letter words, but the wanton hunger filling 
her drugged mind and loins was blocking out everything but her heated 
excitement. Her brain was becoming sluggish, and she felt as if she were 
going to pass out as she lay back on the sofa and stared at the 
lust-provoking sight of naked teenagers standing in front of her. With her 
last fading wisps of conscience and morality, the campaign girl abruptly 
realized she couldn't go through with this orgy-no matter how much she 
wanted to.


Suddenly, she jumped up in a last effort to escape, but unable to balance 
herself, she fell helplessly to her knees on the carpet. Posed on all fours, 
Beth stared up at the beautiful young cocks throbbing in front of her face.


"We're going to do all those things we did together, and a lot more! Are you 
ready to be fucked?" Joe whispered as he lewdly stroked his lust-hardened 
shaft.


A forbidden thrill ran through Beth's dazed mind, and erotic sensations of 
lust so strong she had to catch her breath inundated her weakly trembling 
body. Her mind reeled and she fought to focus her drug-glazed eyes. One of 
the boys pressed the head of his warmly pulsating cock against her watering 
mouth, and she unconsciously ovaled her lips, remembering the taste of Joe's 
virile young semen.


"Goddamnit, Jack," Joe ordered. "Wait until we get her naked."


Beth stared through a fog of marijuana and passion as she felt the lips of 
her vagina swelling in throbbing hunger. Yes ... yes, it was true; she 
wanted these boys to make love to her! All at the same time! This was the 
most real thing in her life, and at the moment, she couldn't understand her 
reasons for fighting against it.


Very well, she'd show them who the boss was! She'd let them do anything they 
wanted, and she'd do anything they told her, but at the same time they'd 
realize how much they needed her. She tried to take her clothes off, but her 
fingers didn't seem to work properly.


"You do it, Joe ... honey," she said vacantly. "You take my clothes off!"


Without a moment's hesitation, Joe reached down and lifted her shirt over 
her head, revealing her proudly upthrust breasts with their erect little 
nipples. Then, she stood up swaying drunkenly as he slid the tight jeans 
down over her sleekly flaring hips, buttocks, and down her long slender 
thighs. The boys gaped in awed silence at the slightly parted vaginal lips 
of her hair-lined pussy.


"Now! What do you think of her, you guys?" Joe asked in pride, as he reached 
out and caressed the soft warm flesh of her naked ass-cheeks.


"Shit, man! That's eating stuff!"


Beth leaned helplessly against Joe and grinned in a friendly manner at the 
naked teenagers. Oh wow! They were all so beautiful ... so young ... so 
virile. There was a stunned silence as she put her arms around Joe Wilson 
and kissed him passionately on the mouth as she ground her hotly throbbing 
pussy against his long slender shaft. Gently, he tried to lead her backwards 
to the sofa, but she fell against it and then slid to the carpeted floor 
again. Giggling at her uncoordinated muscles, she stuttered, "I ... I'm ... 
so dizzy! I can't stand up."


Joe dropped to his knees in front of her, his nakedly trembling body 
crouching between her widespread thighs. He spread the lips of her vagina 
with his thumbs as the other three boys moved in closer to the spectacle on 
the floor. The smooth pink flesh of her moistly flowing cunt was revealed in 
all its coral-hued splendor, and they could see her tiny little clitoris 
peeking out like some shy thing from its hiding place.


"Look at that!"


"She's ready!"


"Let's fuck her!" The voices all blended into a chorus of lust as Beth lay 
on the floor too drugged to care about her nakedly displayed body.


"First, she's going to beg for it," Joe whispered, slowly caressing her 
hotly quivering pussy.


Beth could feel the lewd excitement taking command of her drugged body, and 
the only thing she cared about now was having all four youths making love to 
her ... catering to her sexual demands. Why not beg? If that made them 
happy, she'd beg all night just to keep them here with her.


"Go ahead, do it ... oh Joe ... do it...." she said in a pleading voice, her 
quivering little cunt waiting expectantly for the pleasure that only the 
teenager's long slender cock could give her.


"Do what? Shit, woman, I don't even know what you're talking about," Joe 
rasped.


"Please! Fuck me ... fuck me! I want you to fuck me ... and then everyone 
can fuck me together! Fuck me! Yes, fuck me!" She heard the shameful words 
being repeated again and again, but instead of repulsing her, the lewdness 
of the request caused strange masochistic sensations to stroke her already 
smoldering carnality into a powerful blow-torch of lust.


"Of course I'll fuck you," Joe hissed, his lust-slitted eyes staring at her 
widespread cunt. "I'm going to let my friends just watch. After I'm 
finished, they can fuck you, too!"


Beth shuddered in obscene delight as his hands once again began fingering 
the sensitive flesh up between her widespread thighs, and then felt the 
youth's spongy cock-head forcing its way up into her tightly resisting 
cuntal passage. She began to moan with an overwhelming passion that 
threatened to blank out her mind as her wetly expanding vaginal passage 
filled with the hardened flesh of her sixteen year old lover. Pumping her 
naked buttocks up off the floor, she whimpered with the need to have the 
youth slam the entire length of his wonderfully rigid cock deep up inside 
her hungering pussy.


She gurgled with lewd joy as Joe's long slender hardness slowly sank into 
her warmly welcoming cuntal slit. Then she began fucking back with a 
strength that almost threw the boy off her nakedly squirming body.


"Oh shit, look at her go," someone whispered in a lust-constricted voice.


"Yes! Give it to her, Joe! Gita-going boy, and give it all to her!" Beth 
heard the boys cheering him on.


"Yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck me hard!" She joined the three youths in urging Joe to 
give it to her, as he thrust deeper up into her greedily sucking cunt and 
began fucking in and out of her clasping tightness while the brunette 
continued to writhe, groaning in lewd passion. "Faster ... deeper ... fuck 
me harder."


Joe did as she instructed him. With a loud grunt, he cupped her wildly 
churning buttocks with both hands and pounded into her with all his youthful 
strength. Using the middle outstretched finger of his right hand, he found 
the tightly puckered hole of her anus and sadistically dug the tip into the 
rubbery little opening, causing Beth to cry out in sudden pain.


But, the older woman was too excited to give in to the uncomfortable feeling 
in her rectum, and she obscenely lifted her hips in invitation to the 
thrusting cock of the teenaged boy. Beth only vaguely heard the cheers of 
the other youths now as her fiery vagina slid up and down around Joe's wetly 
glistening penis. Her super-sensitive little clitoris sent spasms of ecstasy 
through her love-starved body each time the hardened shaft rubbed across it.


"Oh Fuck! Oh God ... your hot little cunt...." Joe gasped, his breathing 
loud and rasping. "I'm gonna ... cum ... cum ... cum...."


"No! No! Not yet! Please don't stop," the lewdly groaning brunette begged.


The young boy slammed his wildly jerking cock up into her wetly clasping 
pussy and, as he groaned in release, his ejaculating penis spurted out gush 
after gush of his warm virile sperm. Groaning happily, he collapsed on top 
of her still lunging body, his already deflating cock sliding from her 
greedily rotating slit, spewing cum across her naked thighs.


"Get off! Joe, get off her! Oh shit, hurry," one of the youths gasped as he 
impatiently shoved the sixteen year old boy aside. He quickly fell on top of 
Beth's shamelessly squirming nakedness and with one smooth forward motion of 
his hips rammed his hardened young penis deep up inside her cum-filled cunt.


Beth felt her vaginal passage being filled with delicious boy cock again, 
and she moaned with pleasure, "Yes! Yes! More, sweetie, fuck me some more."


A second friend of Joe's was frantically jerking at his own eagerly 
pulsating cock when he rasped out in a lust-hoarsened voice, "Shit! I ain't 
waiting another fucking minute!"


Beth saw the naked youth move in toward her head, and she could see his 
erectly pulsating penis with the tight little testicles beneath it. She 
reached out and cradled them tenderly in the palm of her hand. Teasingly, 
she moved her caressing fingers to the very tip of his rigidly swollen rod 
of flesh and began to massage the mushroomed head.


"Fuck you, cunt! I want more than that," the boy groaned. With a grunt of 
desire, he dropped to his knees and shoved the swollen tip against her lips. 
"Suck my cock!"


Obediently, the dark-haired campaign worker opened her mouth and licked the 
angry-looking shaft with her soft warm tongue, then slowly slid her wetly 
ovaled lips up the full length of his lust-stiffened boy-flesh.


"Aaaggghhhhhhh!" The young boy went berserk and moved closer to her face, 
his back to the naked youth who was energetically fucking into her clasping 
vaginal passage. With his knees pressed tightly against her head, he thrust 
rapidly in and out of her warm wet mouth, feeling her tongue swirling around 
and around his hardness. He shivered with lusting greed, knowing he'd soon 
pop his lid from the powerful sensations enveloping his young body.


Beth felt the unknown boy fucking into her greedily sucking cunt, his 
fingernails digging into her buttocks, and then she heard him groaning out 
his climax. "Aaaggghhhh! She's so tight ... so good! Oh Fuck! Oh-ohhhhhhhhhh 
... ffuuccckkkk!"


He fell to the floor beside her, his limp boy-flesh sliding from her 
cum-inundated pussy, only to be replaced immediately by the waiting 
boy-cock. Beth pumped her hips high up against the virilely pulsating penis 
now filling her vagina, fighting for her own orgasm, but the young boys were 
coming and going so fast that she'd been unable to reach that illusive apex. 
Each time she felt the first twinges of her climax, the teenager would get 
excited and cum, leaving her still hungering for more. Somehow the lewdness 
of this beautiful dark-haired older woman so salaciously bucking up and down 
on the floor drove the boys to quick satisfying orgasms, the like of which 
they'd never experienced before with high school girls.


Slowly Beth opened her lust-glazed eyes and stared up at the warmly 
throbbing cock sliding in and out of her gratefully receiving vaginal 
passage. Beside them on the floor, Joe and the other youth lay lewdly 
grinning at the orgy being enacted in front of them.


The knowledge that she was being watched while being fucked in the mouth and 
vagina at the same time was all the older woman needed to trigger her 
long-delayed climax. She could feel the young boy trembling as she sucked 
voraciously on his slender hardness. Wanting him to cum with her, she began 
throwing her face harder against his loins and suddenly, the hot sticky cum 
exploded into her mouth. She swallowed frantically as her throat emptied and 
filled again with his heated jism. Then her own orgasm struck-and her lust 
was like a savage wild animal shaking something caught between its jaws. She 
stiffened and then convulsed in ecstasy.


Beth's sobbing wail of rapture forced the young man's still ejaculating 
penis out of her mouth, and his cum splattered against her face and neck as 
her nakedly jerking body doubled up with an overpowering climax. She gasped 
in a frenzied lust-hoarsened voice as the youth between her wide-spread 
loins grunted and began emptying his own cum-filled balls deep inside her 
already sperm-slickened vagina. And then, after a moment, she collapsed onto 
the carpet, completely spent and her drugged mind swirled in ecstasy.


Awareness slowly returned and with it the realization that one of the boys 
was fucking her again, his youthful penis thrusting deep up into her still 
quivering pussy. A lascivious grin split her cum-smeared lips as she 
stammered, "You guys are wonderful! You're all mine!"


She motioned to Joe who was now sitting on the floor beside her, caressing 
the firm upthrust mounds of her naked breasts, and with a gentle whisper, 
said, "Come here, baby! Let me suck your beautiful cock until it gets hard 
again."


Although the sixteen year old boy was near to exhaustion, he straddled her 
chest and pressed the tip of his slender penis against her wetly parted 
lips. His excitement got too much for him and he began sadistically shoving 
his pulsating hardness deep down her throat. Beth gagged and fought to get 
her breath, but Joe held her arms to her sides while he slammed again and 
again into the depths of her hotly spasming throat.


Finally, with tightly ovaled lips, Beth forced Joe to slow down and she 
breathed steadily as he fucked in and out of her soft moist mouth. She 
swirled her dancing tongue around and around his sensitive cock-head and 
grinned in satisfaction as he came to a quick violent climax, roaring out 
his pleasure, "Shit! Fuck! Aaagggghhhhhh! I'm cumming ... I'm cumming, you 
cocksucking bitch! I. ... I ... Aaaagggghhhhhhhh!"


The other boy fucking into her tightly clasping vagina ejaculated his 
virilely heated semen at the same time, and Beth felt yet another powerful 
climax rip through her own nakedly writhing body. Oh God! she thought, I 
can't take any more ... my mind is blown! I can't even think! With a sigh as 
though someone had let the air out of her, she collapsed into a state of 
unconsciousness.


The four boys lay sprawled around the voluptuous young brunette, breathing 
heavily with eyes closed and minds unaware of their surroundings. They had 
fucked and been sucked until all their strength had ebbed from their 
youthful bodies.


A few minutes later Joe sat up and groaned wearily, "We'd better get the 
hell out of here, you guys!"


"Listen, Joe," one of the teenagers said as he lit up another marijuana 
cigarette, "The next time let's bring a camera, and get some pictures of 
this hot little cunt."


"Hey, man, groovy!" Joe answered as he took the joint from the boy and took 
a deep drag. He was as weak as a kitten and needed something to give him 
strength to move. "We could probably make more money with "fuck pictures" 
than pushing."


"Great!" the other boys chorused.


Beth heard the teenage youths talking, and her mind cleared enough to 
understand what they were saying, but it was difficult for her to associate 
herself with the person they were talking about. The drugged feeling had 
almost disappeared when she opened her eyes to stare at the disarray of 
naked young boys surrounding her. Damn! It was all true! She was nothing but 
a whoring bitch! A female corrupter of teenage boys!


"Say, Pussycat," Joe whispered as he saw her open her eyes. "How about 
posing for us?"


Beth could only nod her head as the lewd thought of being photographed with 
the naked boys penetrated her conscious mind. She had been fucked half to 
death by them, and it would be useless to say no to this final debasement. 
They would somehow find a way to do it, even if she denied them the right. 
They would never leave her alone ... not now! They would use her body again 
and again no matter what she said. But, still, the idea was lewdly exciting, 
and she smiled as she thought of the scenes to come. They could take all the 
pictures they wanted. She'd give these little boys something to look at.


She sat up, opened her legs and used her hands to lewdly spread her 
hair-lined vaginal lips, exposing the pink flesh of her cum-soaked pussy, 
and said, "How about this pose?"


Suddenly out of the corner of her eyes she caught the silhouette of a man 
standing just inside the door of her apartment! The young campaign volunteer 
froze with fear, her mouth gaping in shock. Oh God! Who? How long had he 
been watching? Why was he so quiet ... and still?


The boys followed her stricken gaze and guiltily jumped to their feet when 
they saw the darkened shadow of the man. "Who the fuck is he?" Joe snapped 
as he stared at the figure, surprised and suddenly unsure of himself.


Beth's mouth was still open, and her fear-widened eyes were glued to the 
man, unable to turn away. She tried to cover her nakedness with her hands as 
she drew her legs tightly together. And then with a cry of anguish, she 
crawled across the floor to where her clothes had been carelessly discarded. 
Just as she reached the crumpled shirt, she froze into immobility at the 
sound of the angry voice:


"What's going on here?" James Benson roared, still standing in front of the 
door, his hands clenched into fists at his sides.


The four teenagers had grabbed their clothes, and before Beth realized it, 
they were fully dressed and moving toward the door. She stared with stunned 
eyes at her former boss who was now advancing menacingly through the room to 
the spot where she sat trembling in frightened humiliation.


"I asked what you're doing? Can't any of you tough little punks speak?" the 
campaign manager asked the white-faced boys.


"Uh ... uh ... uh...." Joe stammered, and while the older man waited for an 
explanation, the youths whirled and dashed toward the door, disappearing 
like frightened rabbits into the hallway.


Deserted, Beth lay shivering with shame, a large puddle of congealed sperm 
beneath her naked buttocks. Suddenly, she began to sob and was soon weeping 
hysterically, "They made ... they made ... they made me do it! Oh God! They 
made me do it!"


"Beth! Why didn't you tell me what happened in the ghetto? That is what 
happened, isn't it?" James Benson whispered, deeply shaken.


"Yes! But, I couldn't! I couldn't tell you," she mumbled. "They said they'd 
tell the police I molested them ... and they drugged me...."


The older man lifted her nakedly trembling body from the carpet and carried 
her to the bathroom. "Take a shower and wash that filth off! I'll put you to 
bed before I go."


Much later Benson had gotten her quieted down and settled into bed. He 
thought she was finally asleep, but when he let go of her hand and got up 
from the chair where he'd been sitting beside her for almost an hour, she 
moaned, "Please don't leave me alone! I'm afraid! Don't leave me, James, 
it'll just happen again if I'm alone."


"All right, Beth. I'll stay as long as you need me." He had such an 
overwhelming feeling of guilt about letting the naive young woman drive the 
campaign bus that he felt obligated to try to protect her from further 
abuse. But there was another thing involved: he had seen her enjoying all 
that fucking before she knew he was there. By God, she was a female who 
obviously dug sex. If so, he was going to get his share!


He'd give her a chance to get over the horrible things she'd been forced to 
do while under the influence of drugs, and then he'd show her what making 
love was really like. The things he'd seen while standing immobile in front 
of her apartment door ... goddamnit! It was all he could do to keep from 
ripping his clothes off and jumping into bed with her right now!


CHAPTER SIX


Two weeks had passed since that terrible night when James Benson found Beth 
nakedly displaying herself to the boys on the floor of her apartment. True 
to his word the campaign manager didn't leave her alone. With her consent, 
he'd taken her to his house, and the emotionally confused young brunette had 
been there ever since. He pampered her like a fragile mistress, but not once 
had the older man tried to make love to her, because every time he touched 
the troubled young girl she reacted with such revulsion to the touch that 
he'd wondered if maybe he hadn't been wrong about her seeming to enjoy the 
ravishment by the four little hoodlums. But, like most politicians, he was a 
very patient man, and he bided his time while the voluptuous dark-haired 
girl slept alone in the guest bedroom.


Early one morning, in the beginning of the third week, Beth awakened to a 
beautifully sunshiny day, and the serenity of t'xe morning made her wish it 
would last forevei. She knew that sooner or later she'd have to go back to 
her own apartment, but the thought of it made her tremble with fear, while 
at the same time, a lewd excitement shivered through her body at the sudden 
vision of Joe Wilson and his teenaged friends finding out that she was back. 
She could almost see them walking arrogantly through the door of her 
apartment, taking over as if they owned it. If Beth had been honest with 
herself, she would have admitted that the lewd hunger was daily growing in 
the pit of her belly and her desire increasing with each passing hour for 
the virile young boys to come and find her.


In one way, the beautiful twenty-four year old woman had accepted the fact 
that her mind was sick, and that she needed psychiatric help; and yet, she'd 
convinced James Benson that she hated what the boys did to her. She had 
promised him she'd never smoke marijuana, again, even if they killed her. 
But in the sterile silence of her lonely room, her need to be loved grew 
like a hot house rose in the heat of her long suppressed passion.


So it was, on this morning of the third week that Beth-for the first time 
since that fateful night-suddenly felt alive, and her mind refused to deny 
any longer the existence of her gnawing carnal hunger. She could almost feel 
Joe's slender erection throbbing up inside her love-starved vagina! And now, 
through the smoking vapours of her own heated passion, she could feel 
another wonderfully hardened teenage penis in her mouth. She shuddered once, 
violently, and then said loudly, "No! No! No!"


The distraught young girl didn't hear the older man opening the bedroom door 
until he spoke, "Did I just hear you cry out?" he asked, his face a mask of 
concern. "I thought you might need some coffee," he added as he placed the 
tray on the bedside table.


"I ... I was just dreaming," she whispered, still shaken by her lustful 
desires.


"Not again!" he sighed as he sat down on the bed beside her. "Beth, it might 
help you forget the terrible things they did to you if you learned how 
wonderful sex can really be. I want to love you."


"Oh God, no!" She quickly sat up, the sheet falling down to reveal her 
quivering young breasts. She'd momentarily forgotten about waking during the 
night and being too warm in her long-sleeved nylon gown. Now, she remembered 
that she'd taken it off and dropped it beside the bed.


Benson's control snapped at the sight of her lushly ripened nakedness. With 
a gasp of lewd desire, he reached out and tenderly caressed the soft satiny 
skin of her upthrust breasts. "You're so beautiful, darling. I want to hold 
you, comfort you, and caress you."


"No ... no ... oh God, no, James. You can't!" She pulled the sheet up to her 
chin and fell back on the bed.


"I've waited a long time, Beth! I've been good to you, and I realized that 
you needed to forget about what happened, but we can't wait any longer." He 
groaned with an obscene hunger and dropped his face downward to nuzzle her 
sheet-covered breasts.


The frightened brunette tried to push him away, but as soon as she let go of 
the sheet, he yanked the covering off to bare her naked torso. Dropping his 
mouth to her goose-pimpled nipple, he took her little pink nub between his 
lips and swirled his probing tongue around her sensitive flesh.


"Oh ... don't! Please, James!" She fought him with all her strength, but he 
held her hands tightly against the bed and continued the lust-provoking 
nibbling of her erect little nipples.


"There ... there, don't be nervous. It's going to be all right. You'll see," 
he crooned as he lifted his head and stared Nat her fear-contorted face. 
"Just relax! I'll take care of you."


Beth felt a shudder of revulsion pass through her at the touch of his hand 
on her naked breasts, and then she gasped in fright and frantically shook 
her head as the older man stood up and unfastened the robe he was wearing, 
revealing his naked well-kept body beneath the loose garment. She knew he 
always wore pajamas to bed, so he'd actually come into the room planning to 
rape her!


"Wh ... what are you going to do...."


"Relax, darling. It's okay! I'm gonna show you how wonderful love-making can 
be if it's done by someone who cares for you," the campaign manager soothed, 
as he climbed into bed beside the terrified girl's nakedly trembling body.


Beth lay unmoving as Benson pressed his warm wet mouth to her lips and 
passionately kissed her while caressing her sensitive breasts and tweaking 
her nipples into hardness. In total disbelief, Beth stared wide-eyed at the 
adult male body whose intimate touches both excited her and repelled her at 
the same time.


"I ... I thought you were different," she stammered stupidly.


"I am ... shhhhhhhh! Just relax and let me love you," James Benson 
whispered, his long v thick cock was hard and throbbing menacingly against 
the girl's naked thigh.


"You're so beautiful! You excited me the first time you came into my 
office," he gasped.


"Then why? Why did you pretend to help me ... to be my friend?"


"I didn't pretend! I have helped you. I am helping you now! I will help you 
by teaching you the joy of sex."


"No! I won't let you! I won't," she mumbled as she struggled against his 
muscular body, trying to get away. Again, she fought with all her strength, 
but the dark-haired girl was helpless against the political campaigner's 
powerful arms now holding her down on the bed. She had no choice but to 
accept the cruel punishment. She should have known he was just like all the 
rest. He'd said he wanted to "protect" her from the teenagers, and all the 
time he'd been planning to do the same thing they had done. Besides, here 
she was in his house, sleeping in his bed, and she'd willingly come to live 
with him! He probably thought she'd be grateful and want him to love her.


Knowing that no one would ever believe that he'd forced her into making 
love, Beth slowly relaxed under the pressure of his mouth, and then, his 
probing tongue was plunging in and out between her teeth like a tiny red 
penis. She felt the first tremors of excitement shooting through her nakedly 
trembling belly as James caressed her now responding body. It felt good! It 
actually felt good!


Slowly, he removed his lips from hers and lowered his face to her taut 
little nipple again, hungrily sucking it up into his mouth. And then, 
teasingly he slid his hand down her curving waist, all the way to her 
tightly clenched thighs. Playing with the sparsely curling hair that covered 
her throbbing pussy mound, the experienced older man twisted it around his 
finger and then let it slip away before reverently covering her quivering 
cuntal flesh with the palm of his hand.


The tantalizing caresses spread delightful sensations throughout her body, 
emanating from her already moistening vagina! Oh Jesus! Maybe she was wrong! 
Was it possible to be just as wonderful with an adult male as it was with 
Joe and his teenage gang? Since she had no choice but to accept the older 
man's advances, she might as well try to enjoy it.


James felt her voluptuous young body relax even more, and he moved over her, 
wrapping his legs around her slowly moving hips. He could feel the soft 
matte of her hair-lined pussy lips brushing across his painfully hardened 
shaft. Shit, she was enough to drive a man out of his head, he thought as he 
slid his eagerly pulsating penis up and down the entire wetly heated length 
of her cuntal furrow.


"Ooooohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, baby! If you only knew how exciting you are," he 
muttered hoarsely. "How good your hot little pussy feels."


Beth's breathing quickened and rasped from her lust-constricted throat as 
Benson continued to shower kisses on her warmly tingling breasts, moving 
downward in a sliding motion until his lips were just above her belly 
button. He dipped the end of his rapier-like tongue into the little dimple 
and then, quickly slid his nibbling mouth downward until he was directly 
over her passion-dampened slit. Slowly, he teased at her now slightly spread 
cuntal lips and took a deep appreciative breath, smelling her warmly 
perfumed cunt.


Groaning with lewd hunger as he knelt between her widespread trembling legs, 
he forced her knees up and back, and then lowered his extended tongue to the 
wetly throbbing portal of her femaledom. A great shudder of obvious pleasure 
shook the naked young girl's body as his tongue found her sensitively 
quivering clitoris and gently sucked it up into his warm wet mouth. A wave 
of disgust and shame tried to penetrate her brain as she thought of the 
obscene tonguing, but the lewd excitement was too powerful for her 
sensibilities to fight.


Now he was forcing her thighs even further back, until her knees touched her 
shoulders. He stared at her succulent vaginal flesh for a second, then 
drooling, he buried his face in the warm moist crevice of her pussy. Licking 
and sucking mindlessly, while his fingers tweaked at her distended nipples, 
he hungrily fucked his probing tongue in and out of her tight little vaginal 
slit.


"Ooohhhhhhhhh ... oooohhhhhhhhh, yes...." Beth moaned uncontrollably. 
Memories flooded her tortured brain ... memories of a young boy's penis 
bringing her the same pleasure and unthinkingly, she reached down and 
grasped the campaign manager's head, grinding her steaming cunt up against 
his assaulting mouth. The wonderful sensation up between her lewdly spread 
thighs was the greatest, and momentarily she thought only of a teenage boy, 
pretending Joe Wilson was the male tongue-fucking her.


"Oooooommmmhhhhhh! More! Yes, yes! Aaagghhh," Beth gasped, thrusting her 
wetly throbbing vagina up against the older man's bobbing face.


The delicious licking of her quivering young cunt enveloped her nakedly 
writhing body with lewd hunger, and she wanted it to continue, go on 
forever. Suddenly, she felt his outstretched finger slide into the crevice 
between her thrusting buttocks and groaned with pleasure as he began to 
caress her tiny little rectum. That felt good! Then he forced the tip 
forward, penetrating the tight spincter muscle guarding her anal passage. 
The pain in her virginal hole blended with the uncontrollable surges of 
erotic excitement rippling out from her feverishly throbbing vagina, and she 
began to pint uncaringly.


A strange sadistic glow spread across James Benson's face as he felt her 
ass-cheeks pushing eagerly back against his hand, and he thrust his finger 
in deeper, widely stretching her tightly pulsating anus. By God, she was an 
anal erotic as well as being at hot little bitch.


Gasping from the pain, a madness overtook Beth and she wanted to be hurt, 
wanted to be punished for her perverted behavior with the teenage boys. 
Impaled on Benson's long probing tongue fucking in and out of her throbbing 
cuntal passage, and his outstretched middle finger sawing back and forth in 
her painfully widened rectum, the young campaign worker felt a wild 
masochistic ecstasy seething deep inside her taut little belly. Nothing 
mattered now but the wonderful delirium of the exciting sensations sweeping 
through her lust-tortured body. There was nothing else in the whole world 
except this crazed hunger in her loins as she writhed between the man's 
finger and tongue.


"OoolmWmhhhh," she moaned, "I can't stand it! James! Please! I'm dying ... 
it's too much! Too good! Harder! Harder! Aaaaaggghhhhhhhhhhh!"


The political publicist worked frantically, feeling her softly curling 
pussy-hair brushing against his cheeks. Goddamn, he'd never seen anyone as 
hot as this beautiful little bitch! She was really turned on now! The way 
her ass-cheeks were pivoting around on the bed and the way she was holding 
his face tight against her wildly quivering cunt proved she'd really wanted 
to be fucked all the time. He stared up into her lust-contorted face, and 
suddenly the thought hit him that maybe she had asked the boys to fuck her 
... maybe she was just a little whore after all! But he didn't care ... not 
now! His snake-like tongue plunged back and forth into her fiery little hole 
as his speeded rhythm drove her into a frantic writhing movement. He wanted 
her to beg him to shove his painfully throbbing cock up inside her 
mouth-watering cunt.


He continued to nibble at Beth's hardened little clitoris as a low guttural 
groan exploded from her tightly clenched teeth. Her soft satiny thighs 
gripped his head in a bone-crushing convulsion, and he could feel her 
moistly pulsing flesh as it quivered against his long teasing tongue, 
attempting to imprison it deep inside her tight little vagina while her 
puckering anus sucked like a feeding fish's mouth at his extended finger. He 
pressed his saliva-filled mouth down into her pulsating slit, and used his 
nose to rub against the sensitive little nub of her clitoris. Excitedly, he 
breathed in the pungent odor of her flowing cuntal juices and felt his cock 
lurch into an even greater hardness. He knew he couldn't control his desire 
much longer ... he had to have release.


Beth was now lost in the hunger of her love-starved body, and every muscle 
strained upward toward the overpowering sensations up between her legs. 
She'd never dreamed that a grown man could bring her such pleasure! She'd 
never wanted one before! But, this was wonderful.


"Ooohhhhhhhh! Aaaaagggghhhhhhhh," she panted, splaying her knees as wide as 
humanly possible in her bent-double position. "Oh God! Don't stop! Eat my 
pussy! Lick my cunt! Shove your finger deeper in my asshole! Aaaaaggghhhh!"


James fucked his sodomizing finger in and out of her widely stretched anus, 
probing the soft mushy lining while he thrust his tongue in and out of the 
greedily sucking passage of her vagina. She was ready to be fucked now! She 
hadn't asked him to, but he was ready and couldn't wait any longer.


Beth felt her climax rushing to an apex of pleasure that threatened to blow 
her mind. The waves of release were already washing over her nakedly 
writhing body, and she mewled as the obscene pleasure of her orgasm hit her 
again and again, tearing her body apart with ecstasy.


"I ... I'm cumming! I'm ccuuummmmming! Aaaiiiieeeeee!" She wailed in wanton 
rapture, but even at this height there was something missing ... a terrible 
emptiness in her belly.


Grinning in lewd triumph at the knowledge he had tongue-fucked her to 
orgasm, Benson withdrew his finger from her tightly clenching anus, and then 
lifted his face from her flowing slit. The young girl gasped as the cool air 
hit her hotly spasming vaginal passage. Her physical strength had drained 
from her body, and she was unable to fight him as he climbed over her 
satiated form. He kissed her flat little belly and then slid his lewdly 
licking tongue upward to her nakedly heaving breasts.


The older man had just placed the tip of his lust-thickened penis at the 
entrance to her quivering pussy when she blinked in alarm completely alert 
and anxious.


"What are you doing?" she gasped.


"What the hell do you think I'm doing," he rasped. "I'm gonna fuck you. My 
cock's just about to explode."


"No ... no ... not that!"


"Why the hell not? he asked as he shoved hard and his heavy body fell on top 
of her, pinning her trembling buttocks to the mattress below. With one 
masterful shove, his long thick cock slid up into her wetly resisting pussy, 
ramming in until the throbbing shaft was buried to the hilt and his 
cum-filled balls slapping against her defenselessly upturned ass-cheeks.


"Oh God! Ooohhhhhhhhhh," she whimpered, feeling her quivering vaginal 
passage being completely filled with his lust-thickened penis. "Oh God! No!"


He ignored her pleas, unable to stop new even if his life depended on it. 
Shit! Her beautiful little cunt was so tight that he couldn't move his 
wildly throbbing cock without cumming! After a second or two he slowly 
inched his lust-hardened shaft outward until just the cock-head was buried 
in her soft warm slit. Then, ever so slowly, he pushed it back up inside her 
hotly trembling cunt until it was completely ensheathed in her clasping 
vaginal flesh.


But, James Benson had waited too long! His overpowering lust took control, 
and suddenly he began a sadistic sawing motion in and out of Beth's 
wide-stretched vaginal passage, mercilessly slamming against her squirming 
body beneath him. Quickly, he came to his climax, cumming in a never-ending 
stream of pent-up sperm that splattered like hot lead up against her cuntal 
walls.


Beth felt the explosion of his cumming inside her, and the tears filled her 
eyes with relief ... relief that it was all over! She lay beneath the man's 
spasming body unfeeling and disappointed. He wasn't her friend! He just 
wanted to use her body for a receptacle to empty his male sperm. When he 
collapsed to the bed beside her, she knew she'd have to leave his house 
today. She couldn't stay any longer and refuse him the use of her body. And 
besides that, she knew for sure now that the only male for her was a young 
boy like Joe Wilson. Joe!


She would find him and tell him she needed him ... wanted him! Wanted him 
... and his friends ... to fuck her, to treat her as their own special 
whore.


CHAPTER SEVEN


After the campaign manager had left the house for the office, Beth dressed 
and packed her belongings in the one case she'd brought with her. There was 
nothing left behind to indicate that she was leaving for good, and 
furthermore, she didn't care what James Benson thought. He'd never find her! 
Not if she had anything to do with it. He had been good to her at first, but 
it had been erased by the few minutes in her bed earlier this morning.


She stopped at her own apartment just long enough to leave her things, and 
then went to the bus stop a block away. She had only one thing on her mind, 
and that was to find Joe. Suddenly, she thought of what she was doing and 
began to tremble with a pang of embarrassment. If she did the right thing 
she'd go back to her apartment and stay far away from her young friend. She 
should fight the terrible forbidden urge to be with the handsome teenager. 
How could she even think of becoming involved with him again? If the police 
ever found out, they'd arrest her and send her to jail ... for contributing 
to the delinquency of the juvenile boys.


That thought made her smile at the ridiculous law. It would be impossible 
for anyone to corrupt Joe. An experienced lover at sixteen ... a drug 
pusher, and even willing to deal in pornography! Contribute to his 
delinquency? That was the biggest joke of the year! Maybe there should be a 
law against contributing to the delinquency of an adult. As she sat on the 
bench waiting for the" bus, she let her thoughts wander from the moment, and 
she fell to thinking about her future. She would apply for a teaching 
position at a school in the ghetto, and then she could see Joe any time she 
wanted to ... or maybe she'd have a whole stable of young boys.


The bus dropped her on Whitten Street at four o'clock, and suddenly doubts 
began to assail her again. What if Joe didn't want to see her? He must have 
lots of girls! As she walked toward the door of the condemned tenement 
building, the beautiful brunette began to tremble with uncertainty and 
disgust. It was also possible that his parents would find out about their 
affair and report her, too.


All her courage deserted her the second she saw the door of the deserted 
tenement in front of her. Quickly, she turned and hurried down the street 
... away from the room where the teenager had taught her to enjoy sex with 
him.


Seeing a coffee shop, she went inside and ordered a cup of hot black coffee, 
then with trembling hands began to sip the strong liquid. Slowly, her mind 
cleared enough for her to see things in a sensible light, and she was 
shocked at the unbelievable thing she'd almost done. Oh God! She'd wanted to 
go crawling to the youth and beg him to use her again!


But, thank goodness, she'd stopped herself before it was too late! Suddenly, 
the lonely brunette knew what she had to do. She needed professional help, 
and it was just about time she faced facts and asked for it. Somewhere in 
her past something had happened to make her crave young boys. She'd been 
orphaned at the age of six when her parents were killed in an accident, and 
she'd gone to live with an old-maid aunt. She could still remember how Aunt 
Maude had hugged and fondled her young cousin Bill when he visited them for 
the weekend, but she could never remember being hugged by anyone. She'd 
hated both Bill and her aunt because she always felt left out and unloved. 
They practically ignored her while they stayed in the bedroom most of the 
time.


Now, she remembered the times she'd secretly cried herself to sleep as a 
teenager, wishing that Bill would love her. He was the only boy she'd known 
since her aunt refused to allow her to date boys. Aunt Maude told her all 
about men and the way they took advantage of a girl. She shivered as she 
remembered the fear she felt when a boy even talked to her in high school. 
She was sure they were going to rape her right in the hallway. Just like 
Aunt Maude had told her they would.


Sitting at the table drinking coffee across the street from the tenement 
clubhouse of the young gang, Beth reluctantly admitted to herself that her 
problems could have started then. She used to lie in bed and caress her 
warmly pulsing vagina at night, pretending it was Bill doing it. Afterwards, 
she lay shivering with guilt and fear that her aunt would find out about 
what she did to herself.


Strange, that after all these years she should think about Bill and Aunt 
Maude. She thought she'd put it all out of her mind a long time ago. If only 
her parents had lived she might be a normal woman like the other girls she'd 
known in college. Convinced of her urgent need for professional help, the 
young brunette felt a heavy load being lifted from her heart.


Her decision made, the troubled twenty-four year old woman motioned for the 
waitress. She was determined to see the University counselor this very 
afternoon, taking no chances in changing her mind. Beth was digging in her 
purse for change to pay for the coffee when she heard a voice she thought 
she recognized talking to the man at the cash register.


Slowly she turned to look at the familiar group of four boys who had crowded 
into the coffee shop, and she almost cried out in suffering. It was Joe and 
his gang! Beth felt like a trapped rat, and the trap was closing in on her. 
She sank back against the chair and tried to hide her face, but it was too 
late. Joe had caught sight of the long black hair and had already 
recognized.


, "Hey, man! Look who's here! Whatcha doing, Pussycat, waiting for us?" he 
asked slyly as he sat down at the table beside her.


Beth looked up into the grinning face and fought the swirling tide of 
emotions that unsettled her mind. Quietly, she answered, "No! I had some 
business to take care of and stopped for a cup of coffee. That's all!"


"Looks fishy to me," the youth said teasingly. "You sure you didn't come to 
get something ... something you left in our club house?"


"No ... no ... I did not," she stammered as the other boys gathered around 
and began to snigger at her confusion.


"Hey, Joe, let's show her the new camera we bought," one of the boys 
whispered.


"Yeah! We bought it just for you," Joe said, leeringly.


"That's too bad, because you wasted your money." Beth was shaken, but still 
felt she could fight her lewd desires. "I was just leaving, so goodbye."


"Wait a minute," Joe grabbed her arm and pulled her back to the table as she 
got up and started to walk away. "Where you been the past two weeks?"


"It's none of your business. Why should you care what I do with my time?"


"That's gratitude! I make a special trip to your apartment every fucking day 
to look for you, and that's the thanks I get. I was worried about you."


Beth dropped into the chair where she'd previously been sitting and with a 
pleading voice said, "Joe! Please let me go! Help me!"


"I don't know what you're talking about, Pussycat," Joe hung his head and 
sighed, "Chick, I'm hung up on you, don't you know that?"


The trembling young brunette woman stared at the teenage boy with haunted 
eyes. He couldn't mean what he was saying. It was wrong! She had to stop 
this madness! Still determined to fight the excitement that inundated her 
loins at the thought of Joe really liking her as she liked him, she said, 
"Joe! It's all wrong for you and me ... to...." she paused and stared around 
the leering faces of the other boys surrounding the table. She was too 
ashamed to finish what she was trying to say.


"To what," Joe said stubbornly.


"I ... I can't talk here ... in front of everyone," she mumbled.


"Then come with me to the clubhouse where we can talk without being 
interrupted."


"No! They'll follow us!"


"No, they won't! I promise!" Joe crossed his heart in mock sincerity, and 
then turning to the boys, he winked broadly at them and snapped, "I don't 
want nobody to leave this place before I come back. Hear me?"


"Yeah! Sure! Course!" the boys chorused.


"Come on, Beth. Let's go talk about it." The youth got up and grabbed Beth's 
hand, trying to pull the voluptuous brunette out the door with him.


"Wait a minute, Joe! Wait!" she snapped, holding back, forcing him to let go 
of her hand. "What's wrong?"


"I don't know about being alone with you. I ... I don't trust you."


"You really crush me, baby. You can trust me. I won't do anything you don't 
want me to. I just want to tell you how much I love you."


"It won't do any good ... not this time. I'm not ever going to ... to ... do 
that with you again," she stammered.


"O.K.! If that's the way it is, then I'll just have to accept it," the youth 
said regretfully as he stepped through the door and held it open for her.


His sudden change of heart was too much for Beth's faltering emotions, and 
she followed him down the street. She wanted to explain to him how she felt 
and how wrong it was to do the obscene things they did that night, but the 
real problem was she couldn't trust herself. Of course, if she was going to 
try to overcome her emotional problems then she'd have to start being strong 
... it was time she started fighting her weakness for young boys.


"Joe, you're sweet." She sighed in defeat and said, "Come on." She locked 
her arm through his and ran across the street toward the condemned tenement 
house. "I want to explain to you how I feel. What I'm going to do after I 
leave you."


They stepped into the building and hurried up the rickety stairs, pausing in 
front of the door to the club rooms to catch their breath.


"Whew! I'm not used to that," Beth coughed and smiled at the grinning youth.


"Aw, that's nothing!" Joe answered as he opened the door and led her inside. 
"I'm locking the door. See!" He made a big point of letting her see the key 
turn in the lock and then leaving it there.


"Thank you! I just want to talk alone."


Together they went to the room where the mattresses were and sat down side 
by side, their shoulders touching. Beth felt the sudden contact through her 
dress and knew it was going to be tough refusing anything the young boy 
asked for. She would simply have to retain her cool, control her runaway 
emotions.


"Hey! How about a smoke?" the teenager grinned at her as he took a joint out 
of his pocket.


"No! Definitely not! Joe, I'm serious about what I said."


"I know ... but, it wouldn't hurt anything."


"Doesn't matter. I'm not smoking any grass, understand!"


"Okay! Do you believe me when I say you've really fucked up my head?" he 
asked, staring into her eyes with a pained expression on his face.


"I ... I don't know," Beth stammered and turned away from his child-like 
look. "I just know it can't happen again. It's wrong ... terribly wrong, 
Joe! I shouldn't have let it happen. It's all my fault, because I'm sick ... 
mentally sick!"


"No ... you can't be. That's silly. There's nothing wrong with you. You're 
perfect," the youth said as he reached out and gently caressed her hair for 
a moment.


"You're wrong! I am sick!"


"Who says so? That old bastard who saw you balling?" he asked suspiciously. 
"Just because you dig fucking? That's why you're supposed to be sick?"


"Yes, that's why I'm sick; but no, it wasn't that man. I think I'm sick." It 
was barely a whisper as Beth felt the tears begin to fill her blinking eyes.


"Then half the population of the world is sick! If it's sick to like fucking 
and well to shoot people in wars, then I'm sick, and I'm glad ... glad ... 
glad! You hear? I'm glad!"


Beth lay back across the mattress and covered her face, choking back the 
sobs that threatened to engulf her. Quickly, Joe lay beside her and tenderly 
took both her hands in his. He kissed her eyes, her nose, her lips, her 
chin, and then returned to her closed eyelids to repeat the process.


"Beth! Listen to me. It's fun being with you, and yes, it's fun balling with 
you, too! Don't fight it! I think it's wonderful to be loved."


"You're too nice to me! I'm really screwing up your life ... and mine. I ... 
I ... oh God help me." She yanked one hand away from his and then wrapped 
her arm around his neck, hungrily pulling the boy down against her trembling 
body, kissing him passionately on the lips. She really did need him, but she 
couldn't have him ... not a sixteen year old boy!


Beth moaned in desperation as he slipped his hand inside the "V" of her 
dress and caressed her naked breasts, sending flames of lewd desire arching 
throughout her love-starved body.-Small shivers of wanton excitement raced 
through her erect little nipples as he rolled them into lust-provoking 
little nubs. She felt the heat of his rasping breath on her face as he 
kissed her slightly open mouth, plunging his warm wet tongue between her 
white teeth. Subconsciously, she thrust her own tongue forward and he sucked 
it deep into his mouth. Oh God! His kisses were like liquid fire. She should 
leave. Go now. Get away from him before it was too late. Already her vagina 
was throbbing out a heated liquid-the prelude to making love.


The youth eased his mouth away from hers and whispered in her ear, "Let's 
take our clothes off, Pussycat."


Instantly the danger of her impossible situation struck her. Again she 
thought about running away ... far away from this handsome teenager who 
drove her to the brink of insanity with his caresses. But, more than that, 
she wanted him to hold her in his strong young arms and satisfy this 
terrible craving in her belly.


"Come on, please!" he said, sitting up on the mattress and removing his 
shirt.


Weakly, she protested, staring at his naked chest as he began unzipping his 
tight Levi's and sliding them down his youthfully slender legs. Then, 
completely naked, he glued his mouth to hers again, his tongue moving deep 
into the soft moistness and sparring with hers. Unconsciously, she let her 
hand slide to his breast, her fingertips raking his tiny nipple, squeezing 
and rolling it as he had done to hers earlier.


She felt his hand traveling up the tender flesh of her inner thigh beneath 
her mini skirt, and momentarily, her breath caught in her throat as his 
outstretched middle finger slid inside the tight elastic legband and parted 
the sensitive lips of her vagina to allow the tip of his finger to graze her 
already hardened clitoris.


Beth froze as her brain fought for control. She couldn't do it! This was 
exactly what she didn't Want to do. She'd promised to fight it, and fight it 
she would.


"No ... Joe ... no ... don't do that she gasped, struggling with renewed 
strength to get away from his tightly entwined arms.


"Goddamnit, now what's wrong?"


"Leave me alone! Let me go! I can't talk to you," she snapped, starting to 
get up off the mattress.


Quickly, he reached out, caught her wrist in his hand, and shoved her 
backwards. The weight of his naked body pinned her to the soiled mattress 
beneath him as he growled in anger, "Shit, you're really a cock-teasing 
bitch! I was gonna be nice to you, but if you want it the hard way, then 
you're gonna get fucked like you never been fucked before." He hooked his 
fingers in the nylon of her bikini panties and tore them away from her loins 
with one savage jerk.


"Oh God, no! I'm sorry ... I didn't mean to arouse you! Please, Joe ... 
please let me go!" she pleaded as hot tears of shame ran down her cheeks. 
The teenager's only answer was to shove her dress up over her hips and bunch 
it around her waist. Her ripely voluptuous thighs, the soft dark pussy hair, 
and the flatness of her white belly were visible to his leering eyes, and 
she felt his warmly throbbing penis being forced against her trembling 
vaginal slit as he spread her thighs apart with his knee. Then he raised her 
legs high, forcing them wider apart and used the thick rubbery head of his 
cock to part the fleshy pink lips of her fearfully quivering cunt.


The helpless young campaign volunteer shuddered and moaned in undeniable 
delight as she felt the electrifying contact against the sensitive nub of 
her clitoris. And slowly then, the rigid shaft of boy-flesh began to sink 
deep into her involuntarily clutching passage.


"Ooooohhhhhhhhh ... dear God help me...." Beth gasped in lewd excitement as 
his hotly throbbing penis filled her tight little pussy.


"I gotta fuck you ... you fucking cunt...." Joe blurted as he began 
sadistically slamming into her with mindless abandon.


He came down heavily on top of her, crushing her dress-covered breasts 
against his chest. He slammed into her with roaring fury, sending his long 
virile cock sliding all the way inside her wetly clasping cunt, pushing the 
soft moist flesh in pulsating waves of rapturous sensation in front of it. 
His tight little balls slapped rhythmically against her nakedly upturned 
ass-cheeks as he sawed his rigid shaft back and forth, thrusting deeper, 
ever deeper up into her belly.


"Oh no! Oh Jesus!" she moaned beneath him as he speared into her 
mercilessly. It was like a warm wonderful pole of hard flesh being driven 
into her erotically throbbing vagina, and she could feel every tiny ridge on 
its stiffened length as it stroked in and out of the ecstatic hole up 
between her widespread legs.


"Like it rough and hard?" he asked as he grinned down at her in sadistic 
delight.


When she didn't answer, Joe snapped, "I asked you a question, you fucking 
cunt," he roared as he spread her thighs wider and slammed into her with a 
body-jolting lunge.


"Yes ... yes ... Joe! Do whatever you want to ... punish me ... punish me 
for hurting you."


"Beg me to fuck you ... like you did the last time."


"Fuck me...." she said in an unfeeling monotone.


"With the same spirit, pussycat. Like you really mean it."


"Fuck me, you bastard ... fuck me hard! Fuck me...." she hissed, spitting 
out the lewd words as she raked her fingernails across his naked back.


The youth yelped with pain as the blood oozed from the deep scratches, and 
he slapped her hard across the face. "Do that again, you whore, and I'll 
kill you," he snapped, then bit down on the dress covered nipple of her 
firmly upthrust breast.


Beth didn't even cry out! Her degradation was surely complete now. She'd 
brought it all on herself and the only way to purge her sins was to let 
herself be punished ... tortured by the same youth she'd lusted for. She 
would fight the exciting pleasure and accept only the suffering. Her mind 
was strong enough to retain control over her body, and she intended to see 
that it did control it, no matter how good the boy lover might feel.


She knew that Joe was waiting for her to stop resisting, signaling the 
moment when she would begin enjoying his vile treatment. But, this time he 
would have to wait until hell froze over! The agony in her mind made her 
moan uncaringly as the young boy clamped his mouth over hers, digging his 
wet tongue between her quivering lips. He began a slow rocking movement, 
fucking in and out between her widespread legs, his rock-hard cock scraping 
against every tingling nerve ending in her pussy. As the heated sensations 
spread throughout her involuntarily responding body, the tortured young 
woman instinctively knew she was fighting a losing battle against her lewd 
hunger.


And it wasn't long before her hips began to buck wildly beneath the boy's 
naked body and she groaned incessantly up into the moisture of his mouth as 
she shoved her tongue, with mindless rhythm, deep into his throat. Loud 
passionate mewls of lewd delight were wrung from her lips as she strained 
her pulsating pussy up to meet his pistoning young penis.


Joe slaved above the shamelessly aroused brunette, moving suddenly into 
longer deeper strokes that drew his cock nearly out of her hotly clasping 
vagina on the backstroke, and then slamming forward into her wide-split cunt 
until she felt the harsh slap of his sperm-laden testicles against the naked 
crevice of her anus. They tossed and rolled across the bed like two animals 
in the death throes, the movement forcing their lips to separate.


Abruptly, Beth realized she was on top of the young boy and she clamped her 
knees against his slender sides holding him in place, suddenly taking 
control of their obscene motions.


"Ummmmmmmm! Wanta be boss, huh?" he grinned up into her lust-contorted face.


"Ooohhhhhhhh! Aaaahhhggghhhhhh," was the brunette's only reply as she 
bounced her wildly ecstatic pussy up and down on his rock-hard shaft of 
flesh.


Smiling, Joe pulled her face back down to his lips and kissed her, plunging 
his tongue deep into her gasping throat while she twisted and wantonly 
spread her vaginal slit as wide as she could. Her circled pussy lips were 
throbbing with an excess of blood and were swollen almost twice their normal 
size as they lewdly sucked at his thickened hardness.


After a moment, the naked teenager pulled his mouth away from hers again and 
lifted his head slightly in order to look down at her gaping hair-lined 
furrow. He watched his wetly glistening penis sliding in and out of her 
pouting pink cunt, her nibbling pussy lips clinging to his shaft as if 
reluctant to let it go. Then he looked up into her beautiful, lust-contorted 
face and saw her eyes grow vacant and smoky as she started the slow climb to 
orgasm.


The sight was too much for the virile young boy and he quickened his 
thrusts, hot and deep up into her belly. The tormenting hunger up between 
her legs caused Beth to thrash above him, and she rode his hard young cock 
as if she couldn't get enough of it."


"O o o h h h h h h h h h ... aaaaggg hhhhhhhhh...." she chanted as she raced 
the final lap to an insane climax, and felt his thickened shaft expanding 
inside her ecstatic vaginal passage.


"Oh shit ... fuck ... oh shit ... I'm cum ... cummming," Joe roared as he 
grunted and groaned, his buttocks grinding up off the mattress, stabbing his 
wildly ejaculating cock upward into the hidden recesses of her womb.


Beth was a blistering mass of delightful pleasure deep inside her loins as 
the overpowering pressure built inside her. She was only vaguely aware of 
the youth's fingers playing with her throbbing cuntal lips now, and the hot 
slippery friction-as he tweaked at her sensitive clitoris-threatened to 
unhinge her mind.


"Harder ... harder ... Joe ... don't take it out," she gasped. "I'm about 
there. Keep fucking! Oh God, don't stop!" She breathed a grateful sigh when 
she felt his renewed erection.


At that precise moment, two of the young boys who had accompanied Joe Wilson 
to her apartment that night came piling into the room where the couple were 
lewdly writhing on the dirty mattress.


An obscene snicker penetrated Beth's lust-deafened mind, and her body 
momentarily froze in mid-stride as she stared around to see who it was. When 
she saw the hot glittering eyes of the two familiar teenagers, she felt her 
heart lurch painfully. Oh no! Joe had betrayed her again. He'd promised her. 
In spite of her initial rush of anger and disappointment, she felt the 
sudden jolt of lewd excitement-even greater than anything she had 
experienced before-as she realized someone was once again watching her fuck.


Joe grinned up at the boys and raised his hand in salute. Immediately, one 
of them moved over beside the partially naked brunette and began to caress 
her sensually quivering buttocks. Standing about six feet away from Beth and 
the two boys, the lone boy stood with a camera in his hand.


Beth felt the eager fingers tugging cruelly at her exposed ass-cheeks while 
one finger probed at her defenselessly puckered anus, teasing at the tiny 
opening as she began uncontrollably bouncing up and down on Joe's virile 
young cock again. She winced as an outstretched finger suddenly popped 
through the tightly surrounding nether-ring and dug at the spongy flesh 
inside.


"Ooohhhhhhhhh ... yes ... yes ... hurt me ... destroy me ... torture me!" 
She spat out the words as she clenched her teeth in agony.


And then, almost at once, the pain began subsiding and a tingling joy took 
over. The final debasement and ravishment of her rectum caused masochistic 
sensations of lewd pleasure to surge through her body. The one teenager 
hurriedly snapped a picture as the other youth removed his finger from her 
tightly puckering anus. Then, he lifted the skirt of the kneeling girl's 
dress, and pulled it upward over her nakedly swaying breasts. Beth lifted 
her arms high in the air, never missing a stroke as Joe's rigid penis 
punched up into her frantically quivering cunt from below. She was so 
aroused that she really wasn't consciously aware when the confining dress 
was pulled over her head and tossed to the floor.


"Now, she'll be naked in the pictures."


"Oh yes ... take my picture ... play with me ... fuck me ... do 
everything...." She moaned in mindless lust as the teenager's hand returned 
to caress every inch of her now naked flesh and she began reaching for that 
magic apex of sensation. Once again she was about to cum when suddenly the 
door splintered from a powerful blow outside, then with lock broken, crashed 
inward against the wall.


"You goddamned whoring bitch," the sound of James Benson's deep angry voice 
was equal to the sting of a whip-lash. Everyone in the room froze. One youth 
had his hand glued to the naked girl's flesh while the other boy stared in 
transfixed horror, the camera dangling from his hand. Joe lay unmoving 
beneath Beth, his virile young cock beginning to wilt at the look of rage on 
the older man's face.


Beth cowered down against the teenage boy beneath her, covering her head as 
if protecting herself from a blow.


"You weren't satisfied with me! You had to have little kids," he rasped at 
the shivering brunette. "You perverted bitch!"


Then, staring around at the teenagers, he snarled, "Up against the wall, you 
sons of bitches! I'm gonna show you assholes something you won't ever 
forget." The older man's angry voice vibrated through the room with 
demanding authority, and the two trembling teenagers moved back against the 
wall on the far side of the room, both looking as if they were about to 
bolt.


"Please, James ... go away ... just go away," Beth looked up and pleaded.


"You shut up, you stupid bitch," he snapped and then ordered, "You ... with 
the camera! Come here, you little shithead."


The youth haltingly stepped forward and with trembling hand passed the 
camera to the angry man as he reached for it. With a violent movement, 
Benson slammed the instrument against the wall smashing it into many pieces. 
The boys all gasped as though in pain as the older man then viciously ground 
the jumbled wreckage into the floor with the heel of his shoe.


"Now ... as for you, you little bastard," he pointed at Joe who was lying 
unmoving in fright beneath the badly trembling brunette. "You get to 
fucking! And I do mean F-U-C-K-I-N-G!"


"But ... but...." Joe stammered. "I ... I ... "


"Don't but me ... I said fuck ... N-O-W!" Benson rasped as he bent down and 
put his finger on the boy's nose, and added, "Get going!"


Joe jumped in sudden fear. Jesus! This old son of a bitch was obviously a 
mean devil, and in his fucked-up state of mind, he might do anything. The 
ghetto youth was helpless without his knife, and there was no way to reach 
it in his pants pocket, so he'd better play along for the time being. The 
other guys were safe enough if they just stayed put, but would they help him 
if the old cocksucker became violent? Suddenly he doubted it, and he decided 
to cooperate.


James Benson moved up behind Beth's nakedly shaking buttocks and felt his 
anger fading as he stared down at her beautiful curving ass-cheeks. God! She 
was an exciting bitch! Why the fuck couldn't she just be satisfied with him 
and leave the kids alone? He was a hellava lot better lover than a little 
boy! Suddenly, his anger returned full force and he hated her; yet, he 
wanted her, too!


"You're nothing but a fucked up whore ... and I'm going to treat you like 
one," the older man said ominously through clenched teeth as he angrily 
lowered his hand to her sweat-streaked anal crevice and began probing at the 
tiny puckering hole with the tip of his outstretched finger.


"Oh ... please." Beth moaned as her sphincter muscle tightened in frightened 
defense.


"Shut up. I saw that little son of a bitch over there reaming out your 
asshole with his finger. Now let a man show you how it should be done."


"Uh, Mr. whatever your name is," Joe said with mock bravery, "why don't you 
just leave, and we'll forget about you breaking our door down."


"The shit you'll forget," the older man growled. "When I'm through with you, 
you little fuckheads won't ever forget me. I promise you that."


Joe Wilson swallowed audibly and began fucking, as ordered.


"Please, James! Let the boys go and you can do whatever you like with me," 
Beth pleaded.


"Look, baby, they're as much to blame as you are. I'm going to show you what 
perversion really is, and they're going to watch. I'm gonna fuck you in the 
asshole, and if either one of the little shitheads try to leave, I'll do the 
same thing to them," Benson growled, feeling his long hard cock painfully 
pressing against his tight pants. The lewdness of what he was planning made 
his loins burn with obscene desire. "As for you, Joe, you little bastard, 
you're going to fuck her in the goddamn cunt while I'm blazing a trail up 
her rectum."


"No! Oh, no! James ... please don't do that to me! I can't take your penis 
inside my anal passage. It'll split me wide open! You're too big," Beth was 
faint with fear. He had hurt her when he'd penetrated her vagina with his 
horribly thick shaft. Now, he would surely kill her if he tried to put it in 
her tiny little rectum.


"Tough shit," he snorted. "Kid-fuckers should be tortured until they slowly 
die from the pain."


"Mr...." Joe started to say, but wasn't allowed to finish his sentence.


"Shut your trap, kid. Just stay quiet and fuck, and you'll be safe," the 
glaring campaign manager growled menacingly, his eyes looking strange. The 
thought of sodomizing this beautiful young woman had filled him with 
uncontrollable lust, and his semen-churning balls ached with an implacable 
desire. All he could think of was her tightly puckering little orifice 
peering up at him from between the soft white mounds of her ass-cheeks.


Joe stared as the older man withdrew his hand, unfastened his pants, and 
quickly dropped them to the floor, not even bothering to take them off his 
feet. His thick rigid penis sprang out from his loins, and the huge, angrily 
inflamed cock-head was poised only inches from Beth's helplessly widespread 
naked buttocks.


Benson shuffled closer to Beth's cringing ass-cheeks and used his right hand 
to separate the fleshy mounds while with the other hand he pointed the 
lust-swollen tip of his hardened shaft at the tiny opening to her rectum. He 
began pressing forward, then cursed as his penis slipped away. He 
repositioned his throbbing hardness and pushed again. Sweat popped out on 
his forehead as he strained forward in an effort to make penetration. But no 
matter how much pressure he exerted against the kneeling brunette's wildly 
quivering anus, he could not penetrate.


"Beth, baby, you really do have a tight little asshole. But there are ways 
around that." The older man drew back about three inches and dipped the 
middle finger of his right hand in the heated flowing cuntal juices running 
down the inside of her shaking thighs. Then, he began to stroke the full 
deep slit between her buttocks with obscene glee, spreading the lubrication 
back and forth. Just as the terrified woman was beginning to relax, he 
suddenly rammed the tip of his finger just inside her tightly clenching 
rectum.


"Oh my God, James ... don't ... that hurts...." she yelled with pain as she 
thrashed, trying to force the invading finger from her tortured hole.


"No shit," James grinned, reveling at her cries of anguish. He felt the 
tight elastic sphincter muscle give way and his middle finger slid up to the 
first knuckle as the soft inner passage closed around his outstretched 
finger like a second skin. Jesus Christ, if it's that tight on my finger, 
what the hell is it going to feel like on my prick."


"Oooooohhhhhh ... nooooooooo," Beth moaned as she clenched her buttocks as 
tightly as possible.


No longer smiling, Benson pushed down with great force and his middle finger 
popped through the remaining muscles impaling her tight little hole until 
his palm was pressed against her nakedly trembling ass-cheeks.


The tortured brunette wailed continuously now as the pain tore at her rear 
end and completed her humiliation. Through tear-dimmed eyes she saw the 
wide-eyed and obviously terrified young boys standing against the far wall, 
staring at the lewd spectacle in front of them. They were like frozen 
statues unable to move, and her face burned with shame as she helplessly 
knelt over Joe's naked body beneath her, while the political boss 
mercilessly impaled her rectum from behind.


The older man began sawing his finger in and out of her tight anal passage, 
digging into her tender virginal flesh. A moment later, he forced still 
another finger into her wide-stretched anus, ignoring the pleas and tears of 
the suffering girl.


Joe was glued to the mattress from the force of the powerful older man 
holding them in place, but also the salacious scene of Beth being fucked in 
the asshole by the man's outstretched fingers made his youthful cock begin 
to swell and grow into an even greater rigidity than before. Slowly, the 
youth began to move his newly excited erection, and soon he was plunging in 
and out of the kneeling brunette's hotly clasping pussy with ardent vigor.


The pain had lessened now that Beth had adjusted to the relentlessly 
thrusting fingers deep inside her rectum and, in spite of her terror, she 
was soon moaning little animal sounds of pleasure as her suffering changed 
to lewd masochistic shivers of desire. When she felt Benson withdrawing his 
outstretched fingers from her tightly clenching anus, she felt a strange 
disappointment. An emptiness that needed to be filled with something.


But as Joe began wildly slamming his virile young penis up into her 
throbbing vaginal cavern, the wanton dark-haired girl soon forgot about the 
emptiness in her puckering anal passage. The slender hardness thrusting in 
and out of her wildly rejoicing cunt, rubbing against her erect little 
clitoris on every wonderful stroke, was all she needed. All she ever wanted!


Behind the nakedly kneeling brunette, James Benson placed both hands on her 
pumping ass-cheeks and used his thumbs to pull apart the soft glistening 
mounds to expose her wetly puckering hole. He slid his lurching cock back 
and forth through the freely flowing moisture from her pussy, preparing once 
again to enter her rectal passage. Momentarily he paused, then leaned 
forward again so that his swollen cock-head pressed against her tiny 
defenseless hole.


Beth began to shake with fear-but at the same time she was inundated with 
obscene lust-as she felt the older man's long rigid cock pressed against her 
anal opening. Ohhhh God, he was going to split her from rectum to vagina 
with his huge rod of male flesh! She was on fire with desire, but only for 
the youthful penis already buried in her greedily sucking cunt. She didn't 
want Benson and his massive thickness invading her virginal cavity.


With a lewd sigh of pleasure, the campaign manager brutally thrust his hips 
forward and, with one violent lunge, plunged his monstrous hardness far up 
inside Beth's anal passage, ramming mercilessly through the tight little 
opening, sadistically stretching the agonized sphincter muscles wide ... 
wide ... until he had buried his thick pulsating cock deep up inside her hot 
buttery rectum.


"Aaaaghhhhhhhh!" Her shriek echoed throughout the room.


Beth gasped with pain and felt her consciousness fading from the unbearable 
torture in her insidiously impaled anus. She fought to keep from fainting as 
she clenched her buttocks as tightly together as she could, trying to rid 
her bowels of the thickened shaft of male flesh.


With one last shuddering growl of lewd delight, Benson rammed forward and 
his sperm-swollen balls slapped against her moist cuntal slit. It was only 
then that he realized he was as far inside her tight little hole as he could 
possibly go. He held her nakedly squirming buttocks against his bristly 
pubic hair and gasped for breath, the shivering heat of her virginal little 
rectum almost blowing his mind.


The sadistic rape of her inflamed rectum threatened to unbalance the 
helplessly kneeling young girl. Never before had she been so agonizingly 
filled. His hot throbbing cock seemed to grow longer, pulsate faster, with 
each painful second. Then he brutally flicked the skewering instrument, 
forcing it even deeper up into her cringing sheath.


"Aaaiiiiiieeeeee! No ... noooooo ... oh no! You're ripping meeeeee ... 
apart!"


It was impossible for her to believe that the tormenting pain shaking her 
entire body could get any worse. But it did! She groaned again and again as 
James experimentally jabbed the head of his lust-thickened cock into the 
soft rubbery lining. Satisfied that he was as deep as he could go, he slowly 
withdrew his rock-hard shaft almost all the way out, feeling her anal lips 
pout out as they clung to his pulsating penis. Then; with lust-glazed eyes, 
he stared at the obscene spectacle as his wildly excited hardness slowly 
disappeared again deep inside her belly.


"Goddamn! You're so tight! Oh fuck! Hey, you punks! Do you see your 
baby-fucking girlfriend getting it in the ass?" His eyes rolled back in his 
head and with a vicious grin on his face, he began to fuck out of control, 
sadistically sodomizing the loudly wailing girl.


"Please ... James ... I beg you! Don't punish me any longer!" Beth wept as 
the pain destroyed any feeling of ecstasy she'd felt from the handsome 
teenager's virile young penis tightly embedded up inside her wetly clenching 
vagina.


Joe could feel the older man's massive cock sawing back and forth against 
his smaller one up inside her belly, and he could hardly believe the 
lurching male above her was actually fucking the girl in the asshole. 
Staring at the carnality while slamming deep up into Beth's hotly twitching 
cunt from below, the youth's penis burgeoned out with a new excitement as he 
was forced into making hard and deep strokes. He knew that Beth really must 
be suffering from the painful sodomy, but his own lewd excitement overrode 
any desire to help her. Besides, the powerful older man would only knock the 
shit out of him if he tried. And that was enough reason to just lay there 
and fuck. He turned his face toward the two teenagers -lined up against the 
wall and a grin covered his youthful face as he saw their lewdly staring 
eyes burning in disbelief and carnal anticipation.


"Take that ... and that ... and that...." James Benson snapped through 
gritted teeth as he slammed his hardened shaft in and out of the young 
woman's tortured rectum. "That's how you treat a whoring bitch, boys. You 
fuck them in the asshole and make them yell 'Uncle'."


Benson's eyelids fluttered with uncontrollable pleasure as the nakedly 
kneeling brunette futilely twisted beneath him in an effort to throw him off 
balance and dislodge his pulsing thickness from her stretched anal opening. 
But Beth's frantic writhings only caused the brutal sodomy to worsen as she 
accidentally bucked her mercilessly impaled rectum backwards, ramming the 
thick rod of flesh further than ever into her forever-stretched anal 
passage.


"Gggoooooo-ooooooddddd," she wailed out the last of her protests as she 
realized the helplessness of her position.


She lay sandwiched between Joe and the naked man in total degradation; 
unable to move without having a lunging cock bury deeper into one of her 
completely filled passages. She was suffering impossible pain, but it was 
only ironic justice. She'd allowed her perversions to be satisfied, and now 
this awful punishment was being heaped on her tortured body without hope of 
ending it.


Despair had dulled her brain to the point where it was almost a minute 
before the weeping young girl realized that the pain was lessening. She 
frowned. Had her mind just blocked it out? No! It was true! It didn't hurt 
any longer. Evidently her torn and stretched anus had grown accustomed to 
the thick length of cock buried deep up inside her belly. And then, as 
Benson began a steady sodomizing stroke in unison with Joe's youthful penis 
sawing back and forth inside her wetly clasping vagina from below, she even 
began to feel an unexplainable ripple of pleasure coming from her ravished 
hole nestled in the crevice between her quaking ass-cheeks.


Her suffering groans became gurgling moans of lewd delight as her brain 
reeled with confused impressions. The older man's penis actually felt good 
shoved all the way up inside her stretched rectal channel! It was a dark 
forbidden perversion, but it did feel good now; and even though she was no 
longer suffering, her mind refused to accept the thought that she could 
actually be enjoying an act of sodomy.


Her long dark hair shimmered across Joe's face below her as she bounced up 
and down, backwards and forwards, a sensual blur of rhythm, luxuriating in 
the lewd twin-fucking and the pleasure surging her forever-stretched rectum 
and the strange love of a teenage boy whose wonderfully throbbing penis was 
nudging her cervix on every stroke.


"Oooohhhhh! Yessssss! Fuck me, Joe darling. And fuck my asshole, James, you 
bastard," she heard the lewd words pouring from her lust-constricted throat, 
but she had no control over them.


Joe heard her mindless cry as she slammed downward onto his rock-hard cock, 
and then lift backwards against the older man's thick impaling penis. It was 
hard to believe that she was really asking to be sodomized. Maybe her 
fucking mind had finally snapped. The incredible pressure increased inside 
the youth's sperm-swollen testicles and almost drove him out of his mind as 
her enjoyment of the double ravishment became an undoubtable fact.


"Shit ... oh shit ... aaagghhhhhh! Goddamnit! Your pussy is to tight ... and 
good ... and hot!" the youth moaned gleefully, knowing that his climax was 
going to overtake him in seconds. "Ooooohhhhhhh!"


"Yes ... yessss ... fuck my cunt, Joe, darling ... my sweet little boy! 
Harder! Aaaggghhhhhh," the brunette wailed.


"I'm about to blow my fucking head, Pussycat. Put your ass in gear if you 
want to cum with me," the teenager groaned as he used all his mental powers 
to hold off his impending orgasm.


"That's it! Look at her go, you assholes. That's what a woman looks like 
when she's getting with it," Benson crowed lewdly as he gripped Beth's 
nakedly lurching hips, hanging on for dear life as she slammed backwards 
into his loins almost throwing him off balance on every stroke. "She's a 
goddamn fucking machine!"


But his grin faded almost immediately, and he began panting as he pistoned 
his thick hardness deep into her wildly rotating buttocks.


Beth moaned continuously now as the naked teenager impaled her hotly 
pulsating vagina from below while her boss from the campaign headquarters 
skewered her frantically puckering anus from behind. With a sure instinctive 
knowledge, the subserviently kneeling woman knew that she, too, was headed 
for a final explosion that would be greater than anything she'd ever 
experienced before in her life.


Abruptly then, Beth felt a quivering in her writhing belly, and she began to 
buck with an insane strength between the young boy and the older man. Their 
naked flesh was covered with fine beads of sweat, and their bodies made wet 
slapping noises as they all three slammed together in an obscene dance of 
love.


"Baby ... goddamn son of a bitch! Fuck, woman ... I'm gonna blow my lid ... 
Aaaaggghhhhhhh," Joe roared.


Suddenly, both males quickened their thrusts, hot and throbbingly deep as 
the shamelessly excited brunette jerked her body uncaringly between them. 
They grunted and hissed, their lust-devoured bodies mingling as they writhed 
together, ready to explode with never-ending streams of warm white cum.


Beth's naked swaying breasts were scraping back and forth across Joe's 
youthful chest as she squirmed up and down in ecstatic joy. And then, 
suddenly she was shaking, no longer in control of her body, lewdly vibrating 
from head to toe between the two sandwiching males.


Her moistly throbbing little pussy opened up around the young boy's slender 
erection and warm spewing gushes of her cum flooded around his rapidly 
thrusting penis. Joe pistoned his hips up and down, rapidly fucking deep up 
inside her quivering belly as the lips of her tightly convulsing cunt worked 
and sucked at his desire-inflated cock as though trying to pull it out by 
the roots.


"Oh God ... Oh Christ! Sweetheart ... harder ... fuck me harder ... I ... I 
... I'm cum-cu-cumming! Aaaaggghhhhhhh! I'm c-cumming," Beth wailed.


At the same time, feeling as though her spasming sphincter muscles were 
squeezing the head off his thick pulsing cock, James groaned, "Mother fuck! 
Shit! I can't hold it! Uggghhhhh! Oooohhhhhhh! Damn! Here it comes! I'm 
cumming! It's all yours, darling!"


He spewed his load of hot sticky cum high up into her wildly sucking rectum 
and continued to groan in lewd delight until every drop of life-giving sperm 
had been sucked from his slowly collapsing penis.


Beth's throat was swollen and her breath rasped through her widened lips in 
short desperate moans as she felt the older man's wildly jerking cock 
explode deep up inside her ravished anus. The tight muscular lining of her 
vaginal passage clutched at Joe's youthfully ramming cock, and he growled in 
mind-blowing demand, "Aaaaggghhhhh! Shiiiiittt! Man, I'm gonna cum, too! I'm 
... I'm c-c-cumming!"


Joe plunged deep into the older woman's tightly clasping pussy with all his 
virile strength, almost squeezing Benson's limply imprisoned flesh from her 
puckering rectal passage. The warm white jets of his fresh teenage semen 
flooded her quivering vagina just as he heard her scream out her second 
orgasm, "Oh ... oh ... I ... again, sweetie ... I'm cumming again!"


Joe continued to slam his hardened cock in and out of her wetly twitching 
cunt until his youthful hardness grew soft and slid downward, backing out of 
the hot little hole with a lewd slurping sound, leaving a thin stream of cum 
flowing down over his naked loins beneath her.


Beth's exhausted body quivered like a wounded animal, and she mumbled 
meaningless words of rapture as she felt the youth's virile boy-flesh 
sliding from her cum-inundated cunt. When she felt him completely withdraw, 
she collapsed on top of his stilled body. The foamy white sperm trickled out 
of her fluttering vaginal passage and puddled on his pubic hair before 
dropping onto the soiled mattress beneath their naked bodies.


As their orgiastic fluids mixed, joining them together, she knew that the 
older man behind her didn't matter. He would never be a part of her future. 
She needed young boys, and that was all that she ever wanted. She needed the 
pure and sweet love of an innocent ... a teenager! Even if they weren't so 
innocent, or sweet, sometimes.


The campaign manager withdrew from her ravished anus and sat back in 
exhaustion on the floor beside the mattress. As his heated cum flowed from 
her reddened hole and dripped down her trembling thighs, she turned and 
stared at his collapsed form. She didn't hate him for what he'd done, she 
didn't feel anything for him. He didn't exist as far as her future was 
concerned.


Finally, she slid her body onto the bed beside the sixteen year old boy and 
whispered, "You're wonderful, Joe! I really like you."


"Yeah! Well, I dig you, too! You're some fuck!" the youth grinned at her as 
his eyes closed in satisfaction.


Uncaring now that James Benson was sitting on the floor near them, Joe 
pulled the naked brunette close to his youthful chest and held her tightly, 
passionately kissing her on the lips, knowing that he would want her again 
and again, even though she was much older than he. She was, without a doubt, 
the best fuck he'd ever had. And he'd taken her cherry, by God! Besides, now 
that he'd seen it happen, he wanted some of her asshole, too! His virile 
young cock began to stir with renewed interest as he thought of the tight 
little hole closing around his pulsing hardness.


James Benson pulled his guilt-ridden body to his feet and stood staring at 
the two naked lovers curled together on the mattress in front of him. Too 
bad! He could be happy with Beth if she were different. She really dug sex. 
She'd even liked the painful sodomy he'd inflicted on her subserviently 
kneeling body. But, she only wanted teenagers, and that was something he 
couldn't tolerate.


At least he could take her home and try to talk some sense into her head. He 
zipped up his pants and reached down to touch her on the naked shoulder as 
he said, "Come on, Beth. I'll take you home."


"I'll see she gets home," Joe rasped. "You get the fuck out of here."


At the sound of their leader's voice, the forgotten youths straightened up 
and moved a couple of steps toward the older man. Neither one of the boys 
spoke as they waited. They didn't want any part of the big man, but if he 
got violent, they would have to help Joe.


"I'm taking her home, and you'll never see her again, you cocksucker," 
Benson roared.


"You old bastard, I'm not afraid of you," Joe started to get up but the 
older man easily shoved him back on the mattress and ordered, "Get your 
clothes on, Beth."


Without hesitation, the brunette began to grab up her clothes and quickly 
dressed. If she went peacefully he might not cause any trouble for her young 
friend.


"Forget it, Joe," she said gently. "I'll go! But I'll see you later, honey."


"O.K., if that's what you want," the youth shrugged and lay back on the 
soiled mattress with his eyes closed.


After she was dressed, Benson took Beth by the arm and led her out of the 
room. Pausing at the door, he looked back just once, then closed the door 
behind him, muttering, "I'd like to beat the shit out of that cocky little 
bastard."


Beth kept her eyes averted and humbly followed him to his car parked on the 
street in front of the tenement building. She didn't say it, but she thought 
the handsome youth had reason to be "cocky".


"Beth," James Benson said as they drove toward her apartment, "Why don't you 
give up this screwed up desire for kids?"


"No! I'm sorry ... but I can't." She sighed.


"You can, but you don't want to. That's what you mean."


"I guess you're right!"


"You're sick! You need help."


"Forget me, James! Forget that you ever knew me."


"I'm sorry about tonight. I shouldn't have done that to you, but I was so 
mad at seeing you with that little shithead."


"It's O.K. I'm not angry with you. I just don't want to see you again."


"If that's what you want," Benson snapped. "But there's one thing I can do 
for you. You're not going to go back to that cocky little punk. He'll be 
peddling your ass around town before the week's out."


"Calling him names won't help. I'll do whatever I like," she said wearily, 
not really sure how much damage this man could inflict on her and Joe 
Wilson.


"No, you won't! If you do, I'll have both of you put in jail. Do you 
understand?" he threatened as he stopped the car at her apartment building. 
Beth stared at him, and knew in her suddenly saddened heart that he was 
capable of doing what he said.


She could never see Joe again ... she'd have to leave Chicago and go far 
away where no one knew her.


CHAPTER EIGHT


One evening after dinner, six months later, a radiant young woman was 
sitting across the table from three young boys at her rented house in the 
eastern district of Los Angeles. Beth was now a bleached blonde, having 
decided to change her looks as much as possible. She smiled as she now drank 
a toast from her wine glass, "To the best students in Los Angeles."


"To our teacher," the three youths chorused as they winked at each other and 
drank from the glasses being held toward Beth. All three of them felt just 
as proud as their teacher. They'd gone from delinquents headed for reform 
school to straight "A" students in one semester.


"Benny," Beth said, "I think your father is going to be a better student 
than you are. He's really smart."


"Oh yeah," the youngster replied. "Well, he can be smarter than I am in 
school, but hell never be a better man."


"You've even become a little braggert," Beth teased. "Well, shall we call 
him and have a contest?"


"No! You might decide you don't like me if you ever got a look at my old 
man's horse cock."


Beth ruffled his hair, "I doubt that ... besides, I was just teasing."


"How come you waste time on old people anyway?" one of the other boys asked, 
his forehead wrinkled in thought.


"It's not a waste. They needed someone to help them too. It's easy for you 
guys to learn because you're young and have all the facilities. Men and 
women who are already forty or fifty years old, and are uneducated, are 
ashamed to seek help. I want to cry every time I see them working so hard to 
learn to read and write."


"You're a strange woman, Beth," the boy Benny said. "My old lady says she'll 
skin my head if I ever give you any trouble, and yet, you're fucking us."


Beth smiled, but her heart was heavy as she said, "You have a wonderful 
mother, Benny. You should listen to her."


"Hey, come on," the blond teenage boy who had been sitting silent during the 
conversation, said, "Let's forget about parents and think about us."


Forcing herself to stay calm, the young woman got up from the table and the 
boys followed her to the den where she put a record on the turntable and 
walked over to the blond youth. Putting her arms around his waist she began 
to grind her hips against him and hum along with the rock music.


"Baby," the youth whispered, rubbing his already hardened penis against her 
loins, reveling in the pressure of his virile erection as it became hot and 
hard against her leg. "Baby, let's fuck."


Their hands met and held, then wordlessly they began to strip the clothes 
from their trembling bodies. As Beth led him to the bedroom and then pulled 
him down on top of her naked body sprawled in invitation on the bed, a frown 
creased her forehead, and her thoughts were confused. She was a very 
disturbed young woman tonight, but she couldn't let the boys know about her 
plans.


"Something wrong, baby?"


"Nothing ... not a thing, honey," she said as she tried to disguise the 
concern in her voice and grinned at the two youths standing in the open 
bedroom door waiting their turn. "Just make love to me. Give me a fuck to 
remember...."


Beth's worries were all too real. She knew this would be the last time she 
saw her teenage friends in Los Angeles. All her projects to help educate the 
parents of her young boys would end. And it was her own fault. The parents 
had trusted her, and she'd betrayed them by seducing their young sons.


Last night she'd had a visit from a male teacher from the same high school 
where she taught, and he'd told her that he knew she was having orgies with 
the teenagers. He assured her that if she'd let him in on the fun and games, 
he'd gladly keep quiet.


She'd known even then, that it was all over here and she'd have to move on. 
She was incapable of appeasing the older man just to keep him quiet; and 
besides, it would only be a matter of time before he'd tell someone ... a 
friend who'd want to join in too. Again, she'd have to move somewhere where 
no one knew her.


Would there never be an end to it? Always on the move! Well, maybe someday 
she'd go to a psychologist and get the help she'd needed for such a long 
time. But not soon ... a psychologist might cure her and, she thought in 
despair, I don't want to be cured because I'd die without them ... without 
their shy tender caresses ... their love....


THE END
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Chapter 1


"Yes, Miss Johnson, this cage of guinea pigs seems to be doing much 
better than the others. Ahem, that is, group B is doing better than 
group A!" Betty Johnson peered into the cage to see what it was that 
Dr. Randolph was looking at. To her surprise the pretty young assistant 
saw that the four guinea pigs who had been recipients of Dr. Adam 
Randolph's special combination of glandular extractions were furiously 
fornicating in the most incredible combinations.


Betty blushed at the sight in spite of herself and then checked her 
emotions, glancing sideways at the college professor to see if he had 
noticed her unscientific response. But to her consternation the pretty 
brunette saw that Dr. Randolph was leering in the most unprofessional 
manner. "Leering," definitely, and she would almost say, he was 
drooling as well! But even to think such a thing about the wise, well-
thought-of scientist seemed almost sacrilegious. Even though Adam 
Randolph was not very old, forty-five at the most, he gave the 
appearance of an elderly man. His prematurely gray hair was partially 
responsible, and the rest of it was caused by his manner which was that 
of the absent-minded professor to the extreme.


For several evenings now, however, Betty Johnson had noticed a distinct 
difference in the professor's manner. He'd been muttering to himself 
for one thing. Not in the usual way, which she was used to, but in 
another, rather alarming way, his voice rising and falling in strange 
cadences as though he were having an argument with some invisible 
person.


Night work at the University laboratory had been pleasant for the 
attractive young graduate student up until now at any rate, and she 
felt herself privileged to be working with the renowned teacher and 
researcher.


But Betty had a distinct feeling of discomfort as she turned back to 
look into the cage. "But ... but ... that's not normal is it?" she 
inquired. "I mean, this is not the result you expected, surely, Dr. 
Randolph?" As far as Betty knew, Dr. Randolph was involved with 
studying the comparative blood-pressure rates of test animals when 
injected with different degrees of amphetamines.


"Of course, of course!" Randolph replied, his eyes glistening with a 
smoky lust as he regarded Miss Johnson. "Haven't you ever felt horny 
after taking a diet pill?"


"What?" The words had such an impact that Betty stepped back as though 
she'd been given a push. It might not have been nearly so bad if---
being naturally inclined toward plumpness---the pretty brunette had not 
been the recipient of many of the different varieties of diet pills on 
the market. Not only that, but the 24 year old girl had noticed that 
she felt a very definite tingling, a kind of urgent longing in her 
loins, usually be the evening of the day which she had taken the pill. 
She had kept this information to herself, of course, and it was more 
than disturbing to find that her private feelings were more or less 
common knowledge.


"Don't tell me you've never felt horny, Miss Johnson! Come now, every 
young woman does. Every healthy young woman at any rate. There've been 
all sorts of studies. Surely you've heard of them!"


"Dr. Randolph! Really, are you quite sure ... I mean I think I must be 
getting along home now." Betty backed steadily toward the door. She'd 
never seen Dr. Randolph looking so strange or heard him saying such 
awful things! It was so unsettling that the young woman stumbled 
against a table and knocked over a beaker of water which was used for 
the test animals. Flustered, she bent to pick up the broken beaker and 
attempted to mop up the water, realizing that RandoIph was standing 
there looking at her uplifted buttocks all the while.


But Adam Randolph was muttering to himself again while watching his 
pretty young assistant scrambling about in an attempt to get the water 
up.


"Evidently," he said, "new studies are necessary. Studies which will 
prove to the general public the efficacy of sex. The wonder of sex and 
its natural purpose in this world! I could change the entire repressed 
structure of society if I could make such a study!


Betty Johnson's sensually rounded buttocks jiggled pleasingly within 
the confines of her tight fitting white uniform as she mopped up the 
water. Randolph contemplated those salient nether cheeks with a new 
interest in the light of his latest idea. He was tired of being a 
revered member of the faculty of the big New York City college. Already 
it seemed as though his best years were behind him rather than ahead of 
him. He was doing comparatively unimportant experiments, teaching 
comparatively unimportant classes. All the rest of his life could be 
foreseen in one fell swoop. Adam had been depressed about this simple 
fact for weeks now, maybe months.


Not that Adam hadn't known it for a long while. But knowing it and 
beginning to let the idea affect him were two different things.


"You're just like an old man!" his wife Helen had said to him the night 
before in one of her frequent fits of anger with him. And afterward 
when Helen was asleep in her twin bed, Adam had gotten up and gone to 
look in the mirror. He not only looked like an old man, but it was 
true, he felt like one. It was then that he resolved to do something 
about the trend his life was taking. To take things in hand as it were. 
Instead of letting things happen to him, he would make things happen!


Adam thought now of Helen's tears. Almost nightly tears they were now, 
and all about the same thing, sex! Well, sex was on his mind, too, but 
not the same way it was on Helen's. Helen wanted romance, and Adam had 
anything but a romantic nature. His interest in sex was more of a 
curiosity, and therefore he knew that nothing he ever did would truly 
satisfy his wife. Why bother to try then, was his attitude.


But wouldn't it be interesting to see Miss Johnson's response to the 
hardness of his impatiently throbbing penis? Adam was newly aware of 
the raging erection that he had and found the phenomenon extremely 
interesting. He couldn't remember ever having an erection in the 
laboratory, and the fact that he had one now was certainly something 
new. It was all in line with his new trend of thinking though, with his 
new life, and Adam felt a surge of excitement, beyond the lust that he 
was already feeling for the flustered Miss Johnson.


He advanced slowly, thinking to himself that Miss Johnson would make 
experiment number one. The first in a series. The first indeed in what 
he intended to make an extensive research project!


Betty Johnson looked behind her and tried to get up from her kneeling 
position, but Dr. Randolph grabbed her by the arm and forced her to 
remain as she was.


The feel of his hand, hard and oddly cold on her arm made the young, 
dark-haired woman suddenly hysterical. She was certain that the 
professor had gone stark raving mad and that he was about to do 
something dreadful, kill her maybe. The papers were full of such 
things!


"Oh, please, PLEASE!" she cried, "LET ME GO, LET ME GO!"


"Just a simple experiment, Miss Johnson. I must say, you've been a 
wonderful assistant thus far. Now with my new work, perhaps you'll be 
equally as talented." Adam's voice was calm now, as calm as it was when 
he was talking to his students in class, for he was on home territory, 
in a way, and his mind was already taking note of Miss Johnson's 
reactions to his advances.


Easily, he got down to his knees, unmindful of the cracking that 
betrayed a lack of exercise. Betty was trembling and crying, begging 
him not to hurt her.


"But why would you think I would hurt you?" he asked curiously. "I 
assure you I have no such intentions." Already he could smell Miss 
Johnson's crisp perfume, mixed with the heady sweat of her aroused 
emotions. The scientist's nostrils flared as his fingers began to move 
along Betty's arms. Then, still holding the girl firm with one hand, 
the professor let his hand drop down to the hem of her white smock. He 
hiked it up unceremoniously and thrust his fingers up underneath. The 
tips of his fingers encountered her warm smooth thigh flesh and her 
panty-enclosed buttocks that quaked as his fingers ran hungrily over 
their surfaces.


"Calm, calm," he told her as though speaking to a lab animal. "This 
won't take long!"


Betty couldn't believe that it was happening to her. Many late nights 
she and her roommate would stay up talking about such things, but Betty 
had never dreamed such a thing would happen to her. She had contented 
herself with the thoroughly predictable advances of her boyfriend, 
Carl, with whom she made love approximately once a week at his 
minuscule Greenwich Village flat. She enjoyed Carl, although it wasn't 
difficult to imagine a more forceful lover, an energetic lover who 
would make her quiver with anticipation at odd times of the day or 
night! Betty had never had the chance to find such a person though, and 
Carl was really the first person with whom she had had an intimate 
relationship. She couldn't really count the boy who had first taken her 
virginity in the back of her father's hardware store in Schenectady. 
No, that hardly counted at all.


But this counted! It was odd how just thinking about it could make the 
strange behavior of her professor something totally different. Instead 
of the horror that came with being forced to submit to the teacher's 
lewd and obscene advances, somewhere inside, the experience was being 
changed into something different, something real and much more exciting 
than anything that she'd ever known. This is what her teacher was 
offering to her now, an erotic experience that would top all the 
experiences she'd ever had!


The young brunette's moans of desperation slowly changed as she felt 
Adam's fingers slipping upward to the elastic waistband of her nylon 
panties. He was tugging them downward over the smoothly rounded mounds 
of her buttocks. Already, sensing the young woman's compliance, 
Randolph no longer used a restraining hand on her arm, but both hands 
were busily peeling down the young assistant's panties. He gave a gasp 
of admiration as he saw her warm, naked ass-cheeks, unblemished, 
delectable!


Despite herself, Betty couldn't help wondering just what he would do 
next. But whatever she had expected, it was not what happened, for 
suddenly she heard her professor moan hungrily, and then she felt him 
drop down behind her nakedly offered buttocks. The next thing, the 
dark-haired graduate student felt was his heated breath and then a 
thrilling wetness back between her spread thighs. Dr. Randolph was 
tonguing her from behind, sticking the quivering tip of his tongue deep 
into the wetly throbbing lips of her pussy and licking lewdly within 
her sensitive layers of cuntal flesh.


"Oooooh!" The dark channel of Betty's hair-trimmed pussy began to 
twitch in heated arousal. No one had ever done such a thing to her. 
Could she? she wondered. Could she actually enjoy such an obscene act? 
Her nakedly exposed buttocks were oddly still as Betty's humiliation 
turned into a blatant carnal excitement. It was a stirring deep in her 
loins as well as in her mind as wicked tingles of pleasure wove in and 
out of the pores of the sensitive flesh up between her legs. The gentle 
stroking of her attacker's tongue made her feel totally wanton, totally 
free in a way she had never dreamed was possible! Her very position, 
half naked with her panties halfway down, kneeling on the floor of the 
lab like this, brought a greater excitement, and the pretty young 
assistant felt all control slipping away. All thought was mercifully 
blotted from her mind, whereas with her boyfriend, all she did was 
think, think, think through the whole thing. This was something wildly 
different, though, and she was a writhing mass of feminine sensuality, 
created for loving, and nothing more or less.


"Mmmmmm," Betty begged, squirming her ass-cheeks backward to meet Dr. 
Randolph's madly licking tongue. "Mmmmmmm!" she repeated as the 
scientist changed his position so that he had an even better vantage 
point between the twenty-four year old's quivering white thighs. At the 
same time, he parted Betty's legs as he attached his mouth to the wide 
open split of the young woman's streaming pussy and began to suck upon 
the passion-drenched pinkness of her inner flesh with new enthusiasm.


"Ooooohhhh!"


Suddenly, she felt Dr. Randolph's hands creeping up to her waist and 
then clasping her heavily swaying breasts. His fingers began to play 
through the material of her lab smock, feeling the pebble hardness of 
the assistant's fully erected nipples. With a little squeal that 
signaled her surrender, Betty abandoned herself to the sudden rushes of 
pleasure as the fingers that were so familiar to her in the laboratory 
or during a class tantalized her erotically tingling breasts. And now, 
down between her widespread, trembling thighs, her desire-inflamed cunt 
felt like a hot, glowing coal that would reach greater and greater 
heights of lust the longer the forbidden sucking continued.


"Mmmm! Mmmm?" Randolph murmured inquiringly into Betty's succulent 
young cunt. This was the best idea he'd had in years! He would remember 
each and every detail for recording in his notebook, for this 
auspicious evening marked the very first experiment of the work that 
would soon make him famous.


"Going to put it to you! Gonna give it to you! Mmmm? Mmmm!" he 
declared, raising his glistening wet face. The ardent researcher's 
jowled cheeks reflected the excitement he was feeling as he quickly 
opened his zipper fly and withdrew his thickly pulsing cock. It felt 
rock-hard in his steady hands, and he could hardly wait. Before him was 
the submissively kneeling figure of his lab assistant. He took in the 
lewd image of the young woman's nakedly exposed buttocks, of her 
glistening wet cuntal hair that pouted in a small triangle below. She 
was just ready and waiting for his long, hard cock. And he was really 
going to take her right then and there!


Betty stirred and moaned at the sudden loss of contact between her 
yearning pussy and his wonderfully licking tongue.


"She really wants it bad!" Randolph noted for future reference. As if 
to echo his own thoughts, he spoke the words out loud and kneeled up 
toward the dark-haired woman's widespread buttocks and thighs. He 
looked down at the shapely mounds of silken flesh and bent to ease her 
ass-cheeks still farther apart. Beneath the dull pink of Betty's anal 
opening lay the pulsing aperture of her almost hidden vagina. He felt 
himself drooling over the mouth-watering sight of the young woman's 
nakedness and wondered about the fact that she wore no stockings at 
all. Only a pair of low-heeled pumps and the panties. In his time, all 
women wore stockings unless they were at home, and even then they were 
apt to be more than fully clothed unless getting ready to bathe or bed. 
It was clear that he had a lot to learn as he went about his research. 
With a pained expression, the middle-aged scientist pushed his heavily 
bloated cock forward and began to worm the smooth, rubbery head of it 
in between the dark pubic curls and up, up into the wetly heated cuntal 
flesh that was now spread wide before him. It was all perfectly clear 
in every detail in the bright laboratory lights, and Dr. Adam Randolph 
felt that nothing had ever been so important to him as this moment.


"OOoooaaahh!" Betty responded to the hotly throbbing penis that slowly 
slid up inside her helplessly aroused female flesh. Her pleading 
whimpers filled the laboratory as Randolph thrust the lust-thickened 
head of his cock up into the palpitating entrance of Betty's willing 
pussy, pushing upward, continuing in a slow, constant act of relentless 
penetration until his long hard penis was completely buried to the hilt 
within the soft warmth of the trembling grad student's belly


"Goooodd God! OOoohh GOD!!" Betty cried as behind her, Randolph gritted 
his teeth at the almost unbearably pleasurable sensation of his pretty 
assistant's cuntal muscled tightly massaging his deeply embedded penis.


The scientist's thick-set body inclined back from the pliant flesh of 
Miss Johnson's naked buttocks as his probing penis tried to reach the 
farthest depths of the young woman's totally filled pussy. He did not 
want to stop until it was completely out of sight, buried so deep up 
inside the young brunette's hair-lined vaginal opening that his sperm-
filled testicles would fit snugly up against her warm flesh. From his 
excellent position behind the straining twenty-four year old, Randolph 
shuffled forward just as Betty began to rotate her hips lewdly backward 
to meet his rigid cock-flesh. Again and again, the kneeling Dr. 
Randolph thrust up against her wide-held pussy, forcing his rigidly 
throbbing cock deep into the liquid heat of his young assistant's 
hungrily contracting vagina.


"Go, go!" he said, deciding that some encouragement was called for. 
"Go!" The excited professor could not help but think of his wife at a 
moment like this. Poor Helen with her restricted ideas. This was what 
sex was all about. It was a test of wills, a sport!


And if this wasn't what it was all about, he, Dr. Adam Randolph was 
going to find out what was. Maybe one day he would even bring old Helen 
around to his ideas!


Meanwhile, he was completely satisfied to have had such initial success 
with the lewdly moaning Miss Johnson.


Dr. Randolph could feel the young assistant's soft cuntal lips clasping 
tighter and more hungrily around the fleshy intrusion of his desire-
hardened cock. She was grinding backward against him letting all the 
hidden perversity of the moment fill her mind and body.


The young brunette girl could feel her warmly tingling breasts being 
manipulated by her teacher's hands, and each burning touch created a 
conflagration within her that only heightened the fiery lust between 
her legs. The powerful upstrokes that buffeted her farther forward with 
each thrust were striking hitherto untouched upper regions of her womb, 
filling and stretching the tender flesh with a strangely fulfilling 
pleasure. The aroused young woman could feel a joyful culmination being 
wrung from her tormented loins.


Betty tried to speak, but her throat felt dry and tight. There was a 
sudden sensation of floating, drifting unmoored through space. With 
eyes tightly closed, her whole being present and participating in the 
lewd act being performed upon her, the dark-haired twenty-four year old 
felt a bursting within her, and it seemed she was walking a narrow line 
between sanity and insanity. How could she be doing this, and yet how 
could she have waited so long to know such mind-boggling delights? From 
every point inside her outraged body there was a hurtling of sensations 
that started in her ecstatically pulsing vagina and spread like 
wildfire:


"NNggaah! AAH! Oh, Professor! Professor RANDOOLLPPHH! I'm cummingg! 
AAIIEEEE! I'M CUUMMIINNNGGG!"


"Yes? Yes? Like it? Feel good, does it?" The perspiration-soaked Adam 
Randolph held on tight to his student's convulsing ass-cheeks and, 
leaning way back, gave her everything he had. Grunting, sweating and 
trembling as his burgeoning cock wormed its way into the hotly 
contracting channel of female flesh, Adam could feel his own orgasm 
spreading from his cum-filled testicles along the length of his rock-
hard penis until at last, the scalding hot sperm shot forth up into the 
heated depths of her tight little womb.


"OochhH! Oh, Christ!" His head jerked backward, the thin gray strands 
of his hair wet and glistening with sweat as Adam's eyes rolled toward 
the brightly lighted ceiling of the laboratory. For the first time he 
saw those lights with a new perspective. Science, he felt, was going to 
be another story from now on. His life was going to take on new 
dimensions! Adam lifted Betty's erotically trembling and quaking hips 
upward now, after releasing the soft warmth of her ass-cheeks and drove 
his wildly jerking penis to the hilt one final time. His fingers 
gripped so hard on the pale, naked flesh of her buttocks that the skin 
turned red where he touched. The married scientist emptied his 
ejaculating cock deep, deep into his assistant's wildly climaxing pussy 
and rejoiced at her lewd response.


Betty made herself a willing receptacle for his copious discharge of 
sperm, receiving the jism within every fold of her ecstatically 
quivering cunt, feeling its warmth feeding the throes of her second 
tumultuous orgasm as she babbled forth a steady stream of jumble words.


"Oohhh, me, meee! Oooh NOoow, now, now! Oh, needed it! Needed it! 
Aaaagghh!"


Adam Randolph watched the incredible spectacle with great interest. He 
felt so many things at once that it was amazing. So many things that he 
worried about whether he would be able to record it all in detail 
later. Why, for example did he think of his wife Helen at this crucial 
moment? Helen who had never let herself go enough to have an orgasm 
like this in her life. Had Helen really ever had an orgasm or had she 
faked them all? While Betty shuddered in carnal delight before him, 
Adam pulled out slowly, his softly deflating cock glistening wet and 
limp. But he felt more than pleased. He was exhausted, yes, but what 
new and wonderful worlds of scientific achievement were opening up. 
Clumsily, the scientist got to his feet and, panting a bit, stood over 
the lewdly kneeling body of his young laboratory assistant. Then he 
turned and headed toward the bathroom. Before he went in, he called 
over his shoulder, "Miss Johnson. Oh, Miss Johnson. Don't go before I 
have a chance to talk to you. I have a few questions to ask about what 
you felt."


The cute laboratory assistant's eyelids fluttered, and she rolled over 
on her side, too weak to remain kneeling any longer.


Chapter 2


"Helen!" The psychiatrist's voice was imperative. "You must calm down. 
Now remember everything we discussed in my office last Thursday."


"I do remember!" The pretty blonde thirty-five year old ran her fingers 
nervously through her hair. "But it doesn't do me any good remembering 
at the time. I'm telling you, Stan. I just don't know what I'm going to 
do! I feel like killing Adam. Either killing him or killing myself!"


"Now, that wouldn't solve much would it?" Stan's voice was calm now, 
more like the voice he used in the office with his patients unless some 
other tone was called for.


"It would solve everything!" Helen was sitting in the bedroom of the 
apartment looking toward the big mirror that hung over the dresser. In 
it she could see herself, still pretty save for the expression of 
anxiety on her face. Her disheveled blonde curls hung to her shoulders 
which were naked except for the thin strand of the straps of her gown. 
The distressed wife hadn't even gotten dressed that day, and it was 
nearing dusk now. Her own words seemed to echo in her head as she 
stared at her reflection across the room. Then her attention went back 
to her analyst. He'd been talking for some time, she realized, and she 
didn't have the faintest idea of what he'd been saying. She was pleased 
to note, however, that she had brought out that "concerned" tone in his 
voice. He always sounded extra careful when she got to talking about 
killing herself. That would teach him, she thought. If I really did it. 
That would teach Adam, too!


"Helen, you've got to understand that you must help yourself. In this 
way, you'll be helping Adam, too. You see, you can't change him before 
you change yourself. He is responding to the old person in you, not the 
new woman you wish to be."


"I'll help him, all right! I'll strangle him next time he comes home 
and falls asleep on the sofa! I'll strangle him!"


"That's just the kind of thing I'm talking about, Helen!"


"Why do I have to be reasonable? I'm sick and tired of being 
reasonable. What's it gotten me so far? A tired old man for a husband! 
No sex, no one to talk to, no nothing!"


"Adam is a very distinguished scientist. That's something."


"But what about me?" Helen vehemently pointed to herself while looking 
at her nglige-clad form in the mirror.


"You'll have to make your own way, Helen. That's what I've been telling 
you. Now as far as sex is concerned, you've got to realize that you can 
find sex outside of marriage. This might be just the thing to bring a 
little life back into the marriage."


"Oh, for crissakes, Stan. Where am I going to find a lover?"


"Other women manage."


"Are you trying to bring me up or put me down?"


"Neither, I'm just trying to point out what the trends are today. 
There's nothing sinful about sex, Helen, and more and more people are 
finding this out every day. One day you, tool will realize it."


"I'd love to realize it, but with my husband. That's why 1 married him. 
I didn't realize that it was going to be all over after the first two 
years. I mean, if I didn't know Adam, I'd swear he had another woman!"


The prospect brought out such a rage of jealousy within Helen that her 
hand shook on the telephone. She was brought to her senses, however, by 
the thought. No, she would never commit suicide and let Adam find 
another woman to marry. Another woman with whom he might be happier 
than he was with her! No, she'd never let that happen!


"How about you, Stan? Why don't you make love with me, since you're 
such a liberal type?" she asked tauntingly.


"Well, I don't think that would help your analysis, really," Stan 
answered. Helen hated him sometimes, and this was one of them.


"You're rejecting me," she told him. "Don't tell me you've never made 
love with one of your patients!"


"I didn't say that."


"GO TO HELL!" Helen slammed down the telephone and threw the entire set 
across the room. It made a satisfying noise of bells and thick plastic 
as it hit the wall, and the low hum of the dial tone reached her from 
where she sat. "What good is analysis anyway?" she asked herself out 
loud. Once more she contemplated never going to see Stan again. She 
couldn't see that the psychiatrist was doing her any good. But then she 
wasn't sure of that either. It was hard to tell. She certainly didn't 
agree with half the things he said to her. But then he was the doctor, 
and she was the patient. He was just about the only person that she 
talked to, and the thought of starting out all over again with another 
analyst was depressing to say the least as was the thought of trying to 
muddle through her life on her own.


Slowly, Helen rose and began to slip out of her black lace gown. It had 
been bought with the idea in mind of tempting her husband into some 
kind of interest in her. But it had not worked, of course. Tears 
brimmed to the blonde wife's eyes as she uncovered the smooth creamy 
planes of her naked body. Her large breasts were just as firm and 
attractive as ever with their rosy tips that were thick and pouting, 
just waiting for Adam's fingers or even his mouth. She blushed at the 
thought. How long had it been since he'd made love with her? Really 
made love? It had been two weeks now since he'd touched her, and now as 
she thought about it, Helen realized that he hadn't actually touched 
her. No, he'd made a few in and out motions, his penis fitted snugly 
inside her, and then he'd cum and he rolled off to the side, and that 
was it. He'd never once kissed her or felt her breasts or anything else 
for that matter during the entire brief operation.


She just couldn't go on like this! The golden blonde area of her pussy 
caught her attention in the mirror. Her thighs were full and long, and 
the smoothly rounded mounds of her buttocks were just the right size. 
Why then couldn't she manage to attract her own husband? What was wrong 
with her? She knew that Stan would say, "There's nothing wrong with 
you, Helen. If anything there's something wrong with him, but that is 
not the point. The point is to approach the problem from an entirely 
different angle."


Well, tonight, that's what I'm going to do! Helen resolved. I don't 
care what, I'm going to get him to pay some attention to me!


*  *  *


Adam Randolph pulled his Ford Pinto into the apartment house garage and 
got out. He left it at the entrance within the building, knowing that 
Howie would come and park it for him in the space allotted to him. Then 
he took the elevator up to the 12th floor and stepped out. His 
briefcase contained the precious notebook in which he had begun the 
notes on his new experiment, including the short questionnaire which he 
had had Betty Johnson fill out for him. He was looking forward to 
rereading it all in his study once he entered the spacious apartment. 
He lived in one of the few old apartment buildings left in New York, a 
spacious apartment with high ceilings and seven rooms was a luxury that 
the professor fully appreciated. Of course, he had gotten the apartment 
through a friend when he'd gotten the post teaching at the University. 
He and Helen had moved from New Jersey seven years before and settled 
into the apartment. For a while Helen had grumbled about the hectic 
city life and the fact that they knew hardly any of the neighbors, but 
eventually she'd seemed to get used to it, or as used to it as she ever 
would. In any case, there was no question of moving for the professor. 
His work was here in the city, and his position was a coveted one among 
his colleagues. He taught several classes, lectured two times a month, 
and had unlimited use of the laboratories at the school. What more 
could he ask?


Randolph chuckled to himself as he fit his key into the lock and 
turned. Now he knew what more he could ask, all right! It was late, and 
the professor expected his wife to be in the bedroom sleeping. He would 
go directly to his study and reread his notes. By God! His loins were 
still throbbing at the thought of what he'd done to Miss Johnson! He 
couldn't wait to go over the whole thing again, verifying his 
experiment.


With a spring in his step, Adam went into his study and flicked on the 
light. To his surprise, he saw that his wife was sleeping on the sofa!
"Helen!" he gasped. "What the devil?"


Helen sat up, blinking her eyes. She clutched the sheet up to her neck, 
remembering that she was naked beneath it. Now she didn't feel nearly 
as bold as she had earlier when she'd decided to waylay her husband in 
his study, the place where he spent most of his time when he was home. 
No, now she was just sleepy, and she felt foolish to say the least. But 
her husband stood looking at her so incredulously, his mouth gaping 
fish-like at the sight of her that Helen grew suddenly angry and 
defiant. Why did he look at her like that? How stupid he looked 
standing there with his briefcase wearing that same old overcoat and 
that hat that she hated. Was she such a stranger to him, so little a 
part of his life that the sight of her in his study would shock him so?


"I thought I'd wait for you here," she said tersely, "since you hardly 
ever get to bed anymore!"


'Well, really, Helen!" Adam moved at last, placing his briefcase 
carefully upon his big oak desk and turning on the small lamp on it. He 
slowly unbuttoned his overcoat and took it to the closet and carefully 
hung it up the way he usually did


Watching him, Helen grew more and more distressed. "Are you going to 
continue to ignore me, then?" she asked.


Adam turned toward her. "Why, I'm not ignoring you," he said. "I'm 
merely hanging up my coat."


This only infuriated Helen all the more. "Hanging up your coat! Huh!" 
she grunted, playing for time, trying to think of what tack to take 
now. The pretty blonde woman had visualized it all quite differently, 
and now she was forced to deal with a reality which was growing more 
and more confusing.


"I ... I thought we might talk a little!" she declared, her blue eyes 
glinting with anger.


Adam sat down behind his desk. "Talk? About what?" he inquired as 
though she had said the strangest thing in the world.


"Anything. About anything!" Helen spat out. "I'm a woman, Adam! I need 
companionship. I need ..." Her voice trailed off and a crimson shade 
colored her features. She grappled and twisted at the pink sheet she 
had [brought in from her bedroom, feeling more naked than she'd dreamed 
possible underneath. Why hadn't she just gone to bed as usual? It was 
Stan's fault that she had attempted this confrontation!


"Yes?" Adam looked at his wife inquiringly. What was it anyway? Why 
didn't she leave him alone? Of all times to come bothering him, just 
when he was at the commencement of a very important phase of his life 
and his work.


"SEX!" The word slipped from Helen's lips and seemed to hang suspended 
in the room. Helen was aware of all the books on the shelf behind her 
husband's back. She felt mortified. How could she have said such a 
thing? She had, of course, intimated as much in the past, but never had 
she come right out and said it!


Adam regarded his wife and realized for the first time that she was 
naked underneath the sheet. His first reaction was to look down at his 
briefcase as if to ascertain that it was still there. Just looking at 
it gave him a raging erection, and the middle-aged scientist could feel 
his penis throbbing with life again.


"Sex?" he repeated, dumbly.


"Yes!" Helen felt she might as well brazen it out now that she'd 
started it. "You'd think you'd never heard of the word!"


Adam patted his briefcase absent-mindedly. "Oh, I've heard of it. Yes, 
I've heard of it."


Helen could stand it no longer. Suddenly, she jumped up and let the 
sheet fall away from her. There she stood, completely unclothed, her 
naked body lovely and trembling in need before her husband. "I'm not so 
bad, am I?" she asked. "I've got eyes. I can see myself in the mirror. 
I still look pretty good!"


"Yes, yes. You look fine!" Adam hastened to reassure her, noting that 
Helen was on the verge of becoming hysterical. That was the last thing 
he wanted. It was so disruptive.


"Beautiful! Say I look beautiful!" Helen spat out. "SAY IT!"


Funny how now that Helen was standing there in front of him stark 
naked, he was thinking of Miss Johnson. He would have to make a note 
about this. Nevertheless, Adam felt a definite excitement growing again 
inside him. If it was sex that Helen wanted, he supposed that he could 
accommodate her at this particular moment. Anything for a little peace 
and quiet. Couldn't very well have her going around screaming half the 
night when he had work that he wanted to do.


"Beautiful. Yes, you do look beautiful," he said compliantly.


"Oh, Christ, why can't you ever say anything on your own?" Helen cried, 
disheartened. She felt ashamed and reached for the sheet to cover her 
body. "I'm leaving. Get on with your work!" she said.


"No, don't go, Helen. I've got a little time." Adam got up and came 
toward her. As he drew near, the scientist could see that his wife was 
trembling and that she was extremely upset, and yet, he kept thinking 
about the voluptuous Miss Betty Johnson and how she had responded. 
"Come on, Helen, let's go into the bedroom," he said, taking his wife's 
arm gently.


Helen felt a surge of hope. A feeling of lewd excitement stirred in her 
loins despite her misgivings. Meekly, she accompanied her husband 
through the living room of their apartment, a room that was hardly ever 
used, to the bedroom. Once there, Adam headed her toward the bed while 
he began to undress. Helen slipped under the covers of the bed and 
watched her husband of ten years as he took off his clothes. Her 
breathing was shallow, guarded, and her eyes were half-closed as she 
waited for him. She dared not make a prediction about what was to 
happen or to think too much about just how her plan had apparently 
worked.


But when the thick knob of Adam's hardened penis came into view, 
Helen's heart skipped a beat. "Oh!" she gasped. She hadn't seen him 
look like this in years. Deep down inside, the blonde wife felt a 
sensation of impending happiness. She watched him coming toward her and 
felt a slight moistening down there between her legs. How she wanted 
him! How she loved her husband, still, despite everything! Soon he 
would be holding her, loving her. Perhaps he had finally seen just how 
much she needed him, needed to be loved by him.


She accepted him above her, felt the adjustments of his body to hers, 
the stomach that had thickened with the years pressed against her 
softness, her breasts touched up against his chest. Without too much 
ado, his knee spread her leg to the side.


"Oh, Adam, darling," she sighed.


Then the round head of her husband's penis touched at the soft, hair-
trimmed entrance of her vaginal slit and throbbed against the quivering 
length of the moist little furrow. Experimentally, Adam moved his rock-
hard cock up and down in the seething heat of his wife's yearning pussy 
until on one down-stroke, it was worming up against the tight entrance 
of her vagina. She felt it pushing against her and spread her legs 
hungrily, wanting the full, hard length of him way inside. She felt as 
though he'd never been so hard! She had to have him up inside her. 
Spontaneously, the excited wife placed both her hands on her husband's 
back, sliding them down toward his naked buttocks and holding on tight. 
Then spreading her legs around his body, she bent them obscenely around 
his back and pulled herself up brusquely, forcing his lust-stiffened 
hardness to slide directly up into the passion-drenched pit of her 
hotly waiting pussy. At first the tightness of her vaginal channel was 
a restrictive force, but then the delicate tissues accustomed 
themselves to his hard, male girth, and he was swallowed up to the tip 
of her womb. Helen thought she would burst with love for him as her 
lust grew minute by minute. This was the way it was supposed to be 
between them. Whatever had gone wrong before would be miraculously 
tightened by this act.


"Adam, I love your love you," she murmured into his ear. Helen moaned, 
open-mouthed, as the tip of her tongue swirled excitedly within her 
husband's ear. The snug feeling of his warmly throbbing hardness up 
inside her quivering cunt gave her the sense of completion that she had 
missed. But all that was over now. They would make love often after 
this night, she just knew it! He was going to fuck into her with long, 
even thrusts, burying the head of his penis harder and harder each 
time. She was going to cum so incredibly against him!


Randolph held her like this for a long moment, making a mental note of 
his wife's impatience. He could feel his testicles dangling in the 
upturned crevice of her spread ass-cheeks, and a surging tingle swept 
through him.


"Nnnugh ..." he groaned, his thick cock bucking uncontrollably inside 
the tightly clasping passage of his wife's desire-tautened pussy. His 
sperm broke forth without warning, jetting in sporadic jerks between 
the milking muscles of Helen's vaginal passage, splashing against the 
sensitive surface of her womb.


"OOohhaaah!" He cried out, as overwhelming sensations of orgasm 
traversed his jerking cock and sent chills of delight throughout his 
entire body. He was thinking of his work, of the many women he would 
study, of the success he would become. The book which would be on the 
best-seller list week after week. His picture in the Times, on the 
cover of Newsweek and Time. It was good! He collapsed heavily onto his 
wife's still body, oblivious to the soft warm feel of her nakedness.


"Mmmmmm," he sighed, and then came the regular cadence of his 
breathing.


Helen was so stunned that she scarcely had time to realize that it was 
over.


"Oh, God! Oh God, no!" she said. Bitterness and frustration rose within 
her, mixed with anger and self-pity as tears began to form in her eyes. 
She no longer felt beautiful. She felt used and ugly!


Brusquely, she slid out from under her exhausted husband and, getting 
up from the bed, fairly ran into the dining room where she found a 
bottle of wine in the cabinet and opened it. Hastily, she filled a 
glass and drank it down. She carried the bottle into the living room 
along with her glass and sat heavily on the couch in the darkness, 
drinking down the white liquid until the bottle was almost 3/4 gone.


Alternately, the distressed wife began to sob and laugh, and then 
scarcely aware of her own actions, her hands moved furtively to the 
heavy swelling of her full, well-rounded breasts. Her nervous fingers 
began to stroke the hardening nipples automatically. A growing current 
of warmth ran through her veins as if her own touch made up for her 
husband's lack of interest. With breathtaking clarity, memories of how 
Adam had made love to her on their wedding night came back to her. She 
could almost feel the way his then-muscular body had enveloped her, 
feel his soft yet firm caressed and the hardness of his blood-filled 
penis as it inched upward into her eagerly willing pussy. Her eyes were 
closed now as she thought of all this and of the hours that they used 
to take in their love-making. Mindlessly, the pretty blonde wife ran 
her hands over her nakedly quivering body, desperately trying to soothe 
her loneliness and assuage the aching emptiness she felt.


"Oh!" the sharp gasp could not be suppressed as Helen felt a ripple of 
strong desire steal over her. She lay out on the living room couch, 
feeling her anguish building as her hands began to cup and caress her 
warmly tingling breasts. The distressed wife was painfully aware of the 
aching void down there between her legs. The wine had only served to 
make it worse. Suddenly clamping her erotically trembling thighs 
together, Helen struggled to suppress the insidious longing that crept 
throughout her loins, but the increased pressure only fed the impulse 
and strengthened it into a tightening knot of shameless arousal.


Tentatively, Helen pinched the throbbing tips of her nipples and moaned 
as rippling sensations of warmth spread quickly from their sensitively 
hardening flesh. Lewd images kept coming to her mind, the obscene hope 
she'd felt at the sight of her husband's desire-thickened penis haunted 
her. She pressed her open palm over the hair-covered mound of her wetly 
pulsating cunt. She pressed harder, seeking to contain the passion that 
seethed unchecked within, but only making it erupt within her love-
starved body. Helen's finger stole gently into the pulsing folds of her 
moistly heated cunt, and for a split second, her middle finger brushed 
against the tiny nub of her clitoris, making her moan aloud from the 
sudden searing contact.


The lewd temptation of the forbidden act was too much for the 
disappointed housewife, and she felt the final vestiges of restraint 
giving away. With a savage moan of desire, Helen frantically rubbed at 
the source of her passion. Moaning softly, she allowed her caressing 
fingers access to the hair-trimmed surface of her desire-filled pussy. 
Breathing in ragged gasps, Helen propelled her fingers into the 
famished center of her cuntal mouth. The soft, vibrant feeling that 
came over her grew stronger as she lay there, lovely and naked in the 
dark, her fingers groping obscenely in the warm folds of her seeping 
vagina. Of its own will her finger, the middle one, sought the hard tip 
of her clitoris and teased and tormented the little nerve ending into a 
vibrant imitation of an erection.


"MMmmmm ... Ooooohh!" she sighed in bliss as the tips of her fingers 
grazed her hotly moistened vaginal inner lips and then dipped 
hesitantly down to the tight opening to her femininity. With agonizing 
caution, the frustrated wife guided her trembling digit toward the 
sensitive little orifice and then with bated breath felt it sink into 
the silken sheath of her own desire-filled vagina. A jolt of pure 
unadulterated pleasure shot through her belly, and rays of pleasure 
emanated from that tender friction between her finger and the warm 
membrane of her wetly clasping pussy. Eagerly, the blonde wife explored 
deeper inside her own womanhood, reveling now in the self-given 
delight. She could feel her own fleshy vaginal walls as they closed in 
avidly around her penetrating finger, and suddenly it was clear that 
one finger was not enough!


It was a desperate need, and Helen could not resist plunging one and 
then two more fingers into the moistly heated opening. Testing the 
pleasurable results, the good-looking blonde began to swirl and revolve 
all three fingers within the hungering depths of her wetly clasping 
cunt.


Helen's other hand began to massage the upthrust mounds of her breasts 
as bit by bit, her crazed lust took more and more control. It must 
happen again! Her body must become used to, accustomed to the full 
passionate ministrations of a warm and loving male! She just couldn't 
go on like this! Her wine-dazed brain desperately sought the answer to 
her dilemma even while her fingers brought a semblance of the satiation 
that she needed.


In the darkness, Helen could make out the dim furnishings of the living 
room, the bookshelves, the paintings, the overhead chandelier, the 
tasteful sculptures upon the cabinet. When her eyes had remained fixed 
on one particular sculpture for a few seconds, Helen knew that it was 
when she had been looking for. Somewhere in her subconscious, the 
memory of that lewd abstract piece of art had remained. Long and 
cylindrical, its smooth shape was reminiscent of nothing so much as a 
male phallus, and a male penis was exactly what Helen Randolph wanted 
and had to have. It did not matter at the moment that it was far from 
real, for even as the drunk and distraught wife staggered up from the 
couch, she knew that it would feel better than her pitifully inadequate 
fingers in the tormented fire-pit of her shamelessly pulsing cunt.


"AH!" Helen grabbed at the object and felt an immediate surge of joy as 
the thickness of it made itself felt in her palm. She knew right away 
just how it would feel rising high inside her tormented vagina! Rushing 
back to the couch with the sculpture in her hand, base and all, Helen 
recalled with a certain amount of maniacal glee that her husband had 
given the sculpture to her one Christmas many years ago. Little had he 
dreamed then, that she would make such a good use of his gift! Already 
the absolutely smooth glistening wood called 'Tribute to Space' was 
touching the quivering surfaces of her outer cunt! Helen manipulated 
the work of art skillfully, almost as though she had done it before, 
even though Helen could not remember masturbating since she was a girl 
of thirteen or fourteen. But it was easy now to hold the thing by the 
base, and as she lay with her eagerly trembling thighs spread out wide 
to place the rounded tip of it at the wetly tingling opening of her 
pussy. Now all she had to do was push!


A vague nagging doubt lingered in the young wife's brain. What am I 
doing? Have I gone mad?


The lascivious image that she must present, lying there naked in the 
living room while her husband slept peacefully in the nearby bedroom 
made Helen falter for an instant. Then just as suddenly as it had come, 
the image went, to be replaced by that of her husband, Adam, snoring by 
now no doubt in the bedroom. Blind fury took control of the inebriated 
blonde wife, and taking hold of the base of the wooden penis, she 
thrust it inward, forcing the tip-end of it between the gaping split of 
her sensitive vaginal lips. It rose upward, thick and full and hard 
within the tightly clasping channel of her cunt while Helen began a 
muttered chant, her voice tense and feverish:


"His fault! His fault! It's all because of him! He's made me do this!" 
Helen sobbed and grunted alternately as the penis-substitute filled her 
sensuously pulsating pussy and as she relentlessly forced the long, 
hard shape past her wetly quivering vaginal lips up into her belly.


"Oh, God!" she sighed finally in relief. It was embedded right up to 
the mouth of her womb. Automatically, her loins began an involuntary 
gyration against the lewd object which was a copy of an original work 
to be found in the Modem Museum of the city. Warily at first, but with 
a growing assurance of what she was doing, Helen began to slide the big 
phallus-shaped object of finely polished wood in and out of her 
gratefully accepting channel.


"Oh, it's good!" The frustrated scientist's wife could hardly believe 
how well the thick girth and the satisfying length and firmness 
fulfilled her great need. New and more reassuring waves of a once 
familiar pleasure washed over her.


Within moments, Helen had begun to twist and turn, her legs moved 
crazily about on the sofa, one frequently hanging off toward the 
thickly rugged floor, the other sometimes climbing up to the back of 
the cushion. Wide, wide, wider! The naked wife gyrated lewdly, 
obscenely beneath her own self-fucking, as if she were seeking to win 
some kind of prize for lasciviousness. Helen's loins ground up eagerly 
now, her mouth working grotesquely in an incessant stream of passionate 
mewls.


Then with appalling suddenness, she was on the verge of her longed-for 
release. It was too soon, and yet not soon enough. How long had she 
waited and wanted this moment? In her fury, the professor's wife jammed 
the elegant sculpture, the thick wooden pole of her lust, harder and 
faster into her churning cuntal depths.


Helen's face flushed with a pink moistness, her expression twisted so 
that she had a look of utter insanity as she strove to fulfill both the 
roles she had given herself. She was both giving and receiving the 
hard, thrusting fucking. And then a low, almost mournful wail slipped 
from her throat as the first shudders of her long awaited pleasure 
began to convulse her. The golden strands of her hair spread in an 
iridescent tangle about her head as the excited wife began to spin in 
the wild vortex of her orgasm. Colors and feelings molded into one 
behind her tightly closed eyelids. The wet, sluicing sounds of her 
shameless masturbation met her ears and increased her excitement at 
this moment of intense climax. In and out, in and out, the substitute 
penis worked upon the sensitive tissues, bringing her a joy she's 
almost forgotten existed. What Helen wanted, she gave herself with the 
help of the lewdly shaped piece of sculpture. Moan after moan escaped 
the harried woman's lips as the pseudo-cock fucked upward between her 
widespread thighs until finally a whirlpool of desire grabbed her and 
spun her about until she had lost all sense of time and place until she 
had forgotten just who she was and why she was nakedly sprawled upon 
the living-room sofa.


"I'm there! I'm there!" she called into the darkness as the acute 
sensations reached their impossible heights. Body trembling and 
glistening with perspiration, Helen hovered at the peak of her pleasure 
and then fell back, plunged into the dark unconsciousness of oblivion.


It was hours later when the exhausted wife awoke to find herself 
trembling with cold, still lying on the sofa. The gray light of dawn 
was filtering in through the sheer curtains of the living room.


Mortification and guilt struck her and clung like a heavy fog as she 
looked at the obscene object that lay beside the couch. With a gasp of 
horror, Helen jumped up and tried to clean off the statue. She did the 
best she could at the moment and then hid the thing in a far corner of 
the cupboard. Trembling with shame and cold, Helen ran into the 
bathroom adjoining the bedroom she shared with her husband. She stood 
under the hot shower for as long as she could, and then total fatigue, 
both physical and mental, made her stagger out, dry herself and cover 
up with a thick terry-cloth robe. The bedroom had a depressing look 
about it as, still clad in her robe, Helen got in beside the lump that 
was her sleeping husband. She refrained from touching him as she fell 
into a restless sleep.


Chapter 3


"Hello, Stan! This is Helen Randolph ... I ... What? Oh goddamned 
answering service! Tell Stan I need an extra appointment this week. 
Yes, tell him I'm coming today whether he likes it or not!" Helen 
slammed down the telephone and went to her mirror again. Her nervous 
fingers moved through her hair as she tried to cope with the facts of 
the night before. "This is it!" she said to herself. "I can't take any 
more. Something has to give!"


*  *  *


"Yes, this will do fine!" Adam Randolph was extremely pleased. The 
apartment was very close to the campus of the University. In fact, it 
was one of several off-campus buildings owned by the University. This 
proximity would make it simple for him to continue his teaching while 
he began the new work that would make him famous.


"Sexual Research Foundation." The words sounded just right in the 
interior of Adam's head as he signed the papers stating that he would 
rent the apartment for the next two years. Yes, in only one year's 
time, Adam knew that he would have moved on to bigger and better 
spaces, but meanwhile, this would do just fine.


"I'll be using the place for my research," Adam told the superintendent 
who was in charge of rentals.


"Certainly," the Super said, feeling proud that he was renting to one 
of the profs at the University. Much better than the usual rowdy 
students up there smoking dope and carrying on. It would lift the 
reputation of the place a bit, he thought to himself as he accepted the 
one month's rent for deposit, and two month's rent in advance from Dr. 
Adam Randolph. He looked at the signature on the check and then 
pocketed it with a little smile of satisfaction.


"Just let me know when you'll be moving in," he said.


"Why, immediately! If not sooner!" Adam replied, massaging his hands as 
he thought of the young waitress up at the College Cafe. What a fine 
subject she was going to make!


*  *  *


It was three days later, and Susi stood pouting at the angle of the 
counter, her mind a million miles away. God, if she could only get out 
of there. Did she dare to say she wasn't feeling well. She could tell 
Mort, the boss, that she had a headache. But she'd already done that 
last week. She would have to wait at least another week before she 
could try again. Already Mort seemed displeased with her. Well, what 
did he expect? Did have to act as if the damned College Cafe was her 
whole life? Even though she spent so many hours working there, Susi 
wasn't about to think about it as having anything to do with her real 
self!


"Creep!" she said, mentally noting that Mort was looking out from the 
office door in the back, seeing that there were already two customers 
waiting at her station while she stood ignoring them. "What a colossal 
bore!" she thought, casting a glance in the glass roll box which 
allowed her to see a reflection of her pretty baby doll features 
highlighted by the bright lights in the cafe. Her wide blue eyes looked 
as if she had never had a wicked thought in her life. In fact she had 
had a few, but so far most of her wicked actions had been confined to 
generally making her admiring boyfriends' lives miserable.


With a walk that told a great deal about how cute Susi thought she was, 
the eighteen year old waitress ambled over to the first customer, the 
one nearest her. The other seemed to be gesticulating, indicating that 
he had arrived first, but Susi kept her eyes carefully away from his. 
She'd wait on the closest first, and that was that! Let Mort, the 
manager, crap in the back room if he saw. Let him fire her! Tonight she 
couldn't care less. 
Susi held her pad poised, the little pencil was already circling 
doodles on the sheet of paper. "Yes?" she inquired.


"Good evening, Susi," Professor Adam Randolph smiled and cleared his 
throat. "This evening I'll have a cup of the minestrone soup. Is it 
good? Do you recommend it?"


"Sure! The chef made it up fresh this afternoon!" Susi said. She liked 
Professor Randolph. He came in almost every evening, making his little 
jokes. It was better than the dull simps and the weirdoes and the wise-
acre students who thought that they were something because they were at 
the University and she wasn't.


Susi turned and gave one of her little wiggles, knowing that Professor 
Randolph would appreciate the splendid curvature of her un-pantied ass-
cheeks. The nylon slip that she wore under the white nylon uniform 
allowed the clear outline of them to show, including the split of her 
curvy buttocks. Then she went to the soup shelf, took down a can of 
Minestrone and opened it, then put it in the special soup heater. She 
turned and winked at Professor Randolph as it got hot. He was really 
cute, she decided, with his gray hair and his brief-case. She'd heard 
some of the kids talking about him too and had learned that he was a 
hard, but a good teacher. They always sounded a little bit in awe of 
him, whereas she was on really friendly terms with him. It made her 
feel good. She turned back to the machine and poured the hot soup into 
a bowl, her other hand already reaching for the little pack of Saltine 
crackers that would be served with it.


Susi wondered if her boyfriend Ben was really going to meet her that 
night like he'd said. He'd want to make love to her later on, that was 
for sure, and Susi wasn't sure she wanted him to. Make him wait a 
little? Instead, maybe when she got home she'd call up somebody who 
wasn't expecting to hear from her, and go over and fuck all night long. 
That might be more fun, she decided, for Susi wasn't a girl to do 
things in any ordered way. The more she confused her lovers and drove 
them out of their minds, the happier she seemed to be.


Don't let them count on anything! That was one of her little mottoes, 
and stuck to it pretty well, never becoming terribly emotionally 
involved with anyone while at the same time stringing as many people 
along as she could.


"Here you are, Professor Randolph," she said, moving as slowly as she 
could back to the counter to prevent from spilling the soup. Susi was 
not the most agile waitress in the world, but she didn't lose any sleep 
worrying about it. She was noticing, however, that Adam Randolph's eyes 
were fixed upon her proudly jiggling breasts as she set the soup in 
front of him. This pleased her immensely that a man of such scientific 
background could find her attractive. She stood posing in front of him 
a moment to let him get a good look at her size 38C, ignoring the 
continued gesticulations of the other customer who was still waiting.


Susi finally turned to the other man. "What do you want?" she said 
nastily. Routinely, she took his order, aware that Professor Randolph 
was following her every motion with his eyes. This was more attention 
than he usually paid to her, and Susi couldn't help wondering if he was 
going to make a pass at her that night. She waited on two more people 
while Adam finished his soup at a leisurely pace. What would it be like 
sleeping with Dr. Randolph, she wondered. It might be interesting, she 
thought. He would probably tremble when he touched her, she thought, a 
little smile of amusement playing about her full, Bardot-type lips. 
Susi's strawberry-colored hair gave off a sheen that no real hair color 
could ever imitate, but it gave her a certain effect none-the-less. It 
had been a dull uninteresting chestnut color before, and then blonde, 
and now this "stylish" red. Susi went over to a far corner of the cafe 
and surreptitiously ran her comb through her shoulder length hair 
before tying it back once more. She didn't care if any of the customers 
saw, but Mort would give her hell if he saw her.


Her other customers had gone now, and only Professor Randolph remained. 
If he was going to make a pass it would be now, she figured as she 
walked back toward her counter. The last "older" man she'd slept with, 
Susi recalled, was her high school principal, and she knew that if she 
hadn't she never would have graduated. What a lousy lay he'd been too, 
she thought ruefully. Lots of panting and tugging and then wham team, 
thank you, ma'am. Then he'd asked her to watch while he masturbated. 
What a bore!


Susi found herself hoping that Professor Randolph might be more 
interesting. For one time, what did she have to lose?


"A little experiment?" she repeated, after Adam had broached the 
subject to her. "Nearby, you say?"


"Yes, my new lab is just around the corner, as a matter of fact. I 
would be honored if you might consider being one of my first, uh, 
assistants!"


"Yeah, sure!" Susi thought. "Why not?" she said aloud. "I get off at 
11:00. Give me the address and I'll come on over." She arched an 
eyebrow and waggled her hips a bit.


Adam smiled and left a quarter tip, his usual, before sliding off the 
stool. Then he carried the check to the cashier, paid and stepped out 
into the crisp night air. He hurried back to the new "lab", for he had 
to have all in readiness for the young waitress's arrival.


Taking the steps two at a time, the graying scientist arrived at the 
third floor landing. He fit his key into the first lock, turned it, and 
fit a second key into the police lock. The iron bar slid aside as he 
entered the apartment. The hall was as grim and colorless as he had 
found it, but the living room had been turned into a rather comfortable 
looking room. There was little furniture except for a foam rubber 
mattress on the floor with an Indian throw over it and a few cushions 
spread about on the carpet. The walls however had been tampered with, 
and if one looked carefully one could see that the rug area around the 
bed had been carefully cut and recovered to allow for the placement of 
certain devices.


Adam hurried to the control panel that was in the adjoining room and 
turned on the electronically motivated instrument. It was a 
comparatively simple machine to construct, borrowing university 
equipment of course, and Adam himself had considerable experience with 
stimulatory devices where his test animals were concerned. To make 
certain changes allowing for a human experiment was a snap for the 
talented professor.


The two way mirror was archaic, but would work admirably for his own 
first experiments, Adam felt, as he peered into the empty living room, 
his "lab". Already the bed was beginning to vibrate, and Adam had but 
to touch a few other buttons and he knew that the whole thing would 
come alive. But this would wait. Right now, he had to hurry and change 
into his white coat. Carefully, the middle-aged professor removed all 
his clothing, and placed it in a closet. From the same closet he 
removed his working coat, and put it on over his naked body. A shiver 
went through him as he felt its cool crisp cotton fabric covering the 
warmth of his exposed flesh. Why, he wondered, had he waited so long 
before breaking away from the dull routine of the University? Why had 
he waited so long before beginning to live?


The excitement was making him get a full erection already, and hard, 
meaty head of his erect cock grazed against the material of his loose-
fitting white coat arousing him even further. Adam rubbed his hands 
together and refrained from touching the blood-swollen girth of his 
penis. It was enough at the moment to anticipate Susi's arrival. Adam 
Randolph began to pace back and forth, reminding himself that a good 
scientist would never anticipate the results of an experiment. He would 
just have to wait and see what happened, given the laboratory 
conditions and the predispositions of the subject!


The bell rang with a strident sound that made him jump. Then Adam was 
coolness personified. The tougher it gets, he reminded himself, the 
cooler I must be! for already Adam had started thinking about his wife, 
Helen. He broke out into a sweat as he made ready to open the door. Why 
on earth would he be thinking about her now? But try as he might, even 
as Adam Randolph opened the door to see the pert eighteen year old 
standing there, he was remembering his wife's words as he left the 
apartment earlier that day. "You can't ignore me! 
I'll show you! You can't keep on pretending that I don't exist!"


Adam had closed the door behind him and gotten the elevator down to the 
garage. "Now why would she think that I don't think she exists?" he 
wondered to himself. Obviously, he knew she existed. Sometimes he got 
theater tickets and they would go out together. Sometimes, he even 
looked at television with her. True he wasn't much of a 
conversationalist, but then he always had so much on his mind.


Adam's thoughts trailed off, and he realized that he had been standing 
there for a good moment, staring at the first subject of his new 
"work".


"Well, are you going to ask me in?" Susi smiled a crooked little 
inquiring smile at the older man. Really, she was thinking. Is he potty 
or something? You'd think he didn't even remember inviting me by!


"Come in ... oh yes, do come right in!" Adam said formally, ushering 
the curvaceous little teenager into the apartment, and carefully 
locking the door behind her.


"Expecting burglars?" Susi asked. She was chewing gum and wondering if 
she should have gone out with her boyfriend after all instead of 
standing him up.


"Not at all, not at all!" Adam was rubbing his hands again. "I, uh, 
well, in the big city, one can never be too careful, you know!"


"Oh, I don't believe all that stuff. Nothing ever happened to me!" Susi 
looked around her with a certain amount of distaste. "This is where you 
do your experiments?" she asked.


"As a matter of fact, yes," Adam replied. "Step right this way, won't 
you?"


"Oh boy!" Susi rolled her eyes as Adam turned his back to her and led 
the way to the living room. She looked inside. "Is this going to be 
boring!" she said to herself, not quite knowing what she had expected, 
but knowing that it was something more interesting than this!


Adam stood awkwardly beside the girl for a moment. She seemed smaller, 
shorter now that she was no longer behind that counter. And seeing her 
dressed in her street clothes made her look entirely different. A 
"crazy fur" coat gave her squared shoulders, and her legs appeared 
shapely but somehow more vulnerable than before in their black 
stockings and high-heeled wedgies.


"So let's get on with the experiment!" Susi said. Might as well get it 
over with. She turned, sizing up the professor once more, finding him 
more uncertain, more timid than she had when he was her customer 
sitting on the other side of the counter. Clearly, she would be able to 
handle the whole thing, she figured. He certainly wasn't going to be 
what Susi would call a powerful lover!


The young girl thought of her boyfriend as she had glimpsed him a few 
moments before, standing on the corner waiting for her to get out of 
work. Instead of going to meet him, she had ducked down the street as 
quickly as possible while his back was still turned, thus avoiding all 
confrontation with him. He must have found out by now, she figured, 
I've gone! She felt a moment of regret, and then a sensation of 
elation. She'd have some fun with Professor Randolph anyway!


"Uh, are you ready to begin?" he asked.


"Sure I'm ready. Can I sit down on the bed?" she asked, indicating the 
mattress which appeared quite normal since Randolph had turned off the 
electronic system.


"Yes, yes. And uh, if you'll just take off your clothes. "


"Take off my clothes?" Susi stared wide-eyed at the scientist. Perhaps 
it would be more interesting than she thought. She'd seen some fast 
workers before, but jeez!


"Yes, I assure you, this experiment will be done in the purest 
scientific tradition and uh, the results will be completely ... oh, 
yes, dear me ... completely confidential."


Susi reclined upon the bed, and smiled up at the professor. "I should 
hope so!" she said.


"Oh yes," Adam insisted, "unless, of course, you wish it otherwise!"


What an odd-ball! Nevertheless, Susi was beginning to feel an 
interesting kind of excitement in spite of herself. Wasn't this what 
she was after, the unusual in life, the chance encounter? The 
unexpected? Maybe she could have a terrific orgasm with this professor, 
just because he was so weird. Already little flutters like butterflies 
let loose were making themselves felt in the young girl's lower belly. 
Her ripe young breasts felt heavier than usual as she lay back and 
their weight pressed against her chest.


"As I said," Adam muttered, "just get undressed and remain motionless 
on the bed with arms extended thus ..." He placed her arms in the 
position he wanted and then moved back. The professor fumed and left 
the room, while the eighteen year old redhead watched him leave, a 
classic expression of confusion etched upon her pretty but not-too-
bright features.


But before she could begin to try to figure it out, Adam Randolph's 
voice transmitted from the neighboring room came to her through the 
carefully placed speakers throughout the lab.


"You may begin to remove your clothes now!" he said in a kindly, 
disinterested tone.


Susi was so put off balance by the events that she automatically began 
to take off her clothes. Perhaps it was some real experiment after all, 
she thought, while all along she had been thinking that Dr. Randolph 
just wanted to get in her panties. Why, he wasn't even in the same 
rooms Susi was profoundly impressed by this fact, and by the fact that 
she thought Randolph could not see her. In fact, he was studying her 
every sensuous move through the two-way mirror which occupied a large 
space on one wall of the room. Trembling a little bit, the lushly-
endowed waitress took off her monkey fur coat and put it neatly on the 
floor, adding to it her black, almost skin-tight dress.


Susi was completely naked beneath her short, one-piece slip. The flimsy 
nylon had to act as both brassiere and panties for the young girl's 
full figure and it succeeded at neither. For the first time in her life 
the young girl hesitated a moment before revealing the total nakedness 
of her flesh. Always, even when she was thirteen and it was the first 
time, and she had been alone with her aunt's husband and he had taken 
her into his bedroom while her aunt was away ... even then, she had not 
hesitated a second, but had pretended to her uncle that she was not a 
virgin.


Susi had always been ready for lovemaking, but somehow, she did not 
know what to expect this time, and it made her uneasy. Nevertheless, 
she was here now, and she might as well get on with it, the voluptuous 
redhead figured. Afterward, maybe she'd even call her boyfriend Ben and 
apologize for standing him up. With a little quiver of her full lower 
lip, Susi dropped the thin straps of her slip, sliding them off her 
shoulders and letting the soft garment fall to the floor. Then she bent 
over and unrolled her gartered stockings until the sheer black material 
slipped off her toes and made another addition to the pile of her 
clothing on the rug.


There was a slight indentation on the pale white flesh of the young 
girl's upper thighs where the garters had left their mark. Apart from 
that Susi's naked form was flawless. Some might have complained about 
the fleshiness of her sensually ripened breasts which were far larger 
than most girls', but somehow on Susi the warm quivering mounds of 
flesh, each one centered with a thick brown nipple with crowns the size 
of silver-dollars, took on a graceful air that offset her nicely 
rounded hips and small nipped-in waist. Her skin was of a pale 
translucent quality that added to the over-all effect of beauty. The 
tawny brown of her pubic "vee" snuggled perfectly up between those full 
thighs as Susi moved slowly back to the bed.


From his superb vantage point in the next room, Adam Randolph took in 
the dimpled swellings of Susi's ass-cheeks as she turned from him. 
Slowly, he spoke into his own tape-recorder, making certain that the 
room loud-speaker was off. Scientist or not, Randolph couldn't help 
waxing rhapsodic when describing his first real subject's attributes.


"A perfect nineteenth century figure which houses the face and mind of 
a twentieth century child. She's all breasts, hips, and thighs, a 
creature made for loving, for sex."


Adam Randolph gazed into the mirror and saw that Susi was sitting 
nervously on the edge of the bed. He flicked a switch.


"Lie down please. Face down!" he instructed.


Susi giggled nervously and then lay down upon the bed.


"Arms out, please!"


Susi extended her arms as she was told and was shocked to suddenly feel 
clamps spring from the bed to encircle her wrists, effectively holding 
her down to the bed.


"What the fuck?" cried. "Let me out of this contraption! Hey, where are 
you? LET ME OUlTTTT! " Susi struggled furiously against the iron clamps 
but to no avail. All she managed to do was to raise her legs upward, to 
kneel up, to pull backward. But none of these actions did anything 
toward freeing her wrists from the encircling bonds.


"If you will calm down, Susi, you will find the position quite 
comfortable, I think," Adam's voice was quiet, almost reflective, as he 
watched the naked young girl's responses, and carefully noted same by 
speaking into his microphone.


"What are you trying to do to-me? Please don't hurt me, please don't!" 
Oh God! She'd heard of crazy scientists before, but she never realized 
they did crazy things like this!


"Why, I wouldn't dream of hurting you, Susi," Adam expressed surprise 
and then continued, "the manacles may hurt if you pull too much against 
them, but you will see that they are necessary for the experiment. Now 
shall we progress?"


"Oh Christ!" Susi closed her eyes tight and tried to keep from crying, 
forcing herself to lie still face-down on the bed. She had no idea what 
was going to happen to her, but she suspected that she would regret not 
having met Ben before the evening was over.


"There, that's fine!"


Susi was gradually beginning to realize that Dr. Randolph could see her 
without being seen. The naked eighteen year old tried to keep her wits 
about her, but it was a difficult task faced with such a peculiar 
situation. Her breathing was shallow as she lay terrified upon the bed, 
waiting to see what would happen next. There was not long to wait, for 
as soon as she stopped moving about she found her ankles subjected to 
the same kind of clamps that held her wrists. Guided by electric eyes, 
the metal protruded from the sides of the bed to enclose the delicate 
flesh of the young girl's legs.


"OH no! No!" Susi cried out, really terrified now. Oh God! She was in 
the hands of a maniac! This new position was worse than anything. At 
least before she'd been able to move her legs. She was hopelessly lost 
and she felt that her captor might be insane enough to keep her this 
way forever. No one would certainly miss her for at least a month, 
everyone knew she was so capricious that she might disappear for weeks 
at a time. Her only salvation lay in seeing this through no matter 
what. In making the best of it somehow. She felt her tears coming in 
earnest now, and self pity enveloped her. For some reason she felt 
contrition for all the suffering she had inflicted upon her friends and 
lovers. It was as if she was now going to be punished for being so mean 
to them, even though she knew that Adam Randolph had no way of knowing 
what kind of person she'd been. Or did he?


"Now, my dear. I want you to start to talk. You will give me a short 
history of your sex life And never mind too much the little scientific 
instruments that you'll be feeling, just go on talking as best you 
can."


Scientific instruments? The phrase merely added additional fuel to her 
fear. Jeez! She had to humor him. Had to!


"I ... uh, where do you want me to begin?" Susi's voice was frail and 
thin as she made an attempt to be brave in hopes that she would please 
her captor enough to be let off fairly soon.


"Right at the beginning! Did you play with yourself. Tell me 
everything!"


Susi sobbed and then dug into her memory for her first sexual 
experience. She noticed that, as she started to speak, the bed began to 
vibrate gently. It made her uneasy to say the least, but spread-eagled 
as she was on her belly, she could do nothing about it. "When I was ten 
... I washed my pussy and found out it felt good."


"Go on, go on!"


"I, uh, used the wash cloth to rub and rub, and it felt better and 
better!"


"Yes?"


"Then I was taking a bath one day and just lying there in the tub 
playing with myself ... and I came all over the place." She blushed and 
hesitated.


"Then what?"


"I used to do it all the time ... any place, with anything I could 
find." Susi's ripened breasts swelled downward into the softness of the 
foam mattress which was vibrating at a gathering speed now. In her 
helpless, prone position the waitress began to feel a difference in the 
pressure points of her nipples, as though they were being massaged 
differently, separately. She could feel their tips hardening as the 
lewd tingling titillation continued, and she groaned and stammered out 
her story, feeling a kind of humiliation she had never known before. 
The white rounded cheeks of her vulnerable buttocks stood high behind 
her, cool in the air of the room, and she felt a renewed stab of fear 
at just how totally helpless she was.


"Now, my dear. I want you to make a decision. Since you are no doubt an 
expert on masturbation, you must have used a brush handle before?"


Susi gulped. "Yes," she admitted. The warm tingling in her breasts was 
growing unbearable. "A brush."


"And what else?"


"Anything, perfume bottle tops, thick fountain pens, a rubber glove, my 
mother's douche tip, once a frankfurter that I sneaked out of the 
refrigerator and then put back when I was finished!" Susi stuttered, 
not knowing if she was helping her plight by this secret information or 
making it worse.


"Fine, fine," Adam said, reassuringly. The graying scientist had found 
it necessary to move one hand beneath his laboratory smock, between the 
buttons. That way he was able to coddle the burgeoning thickness of his 
painfully throbbing erection. His cock was rock-hard and quivering with 
impatience, standing at attention as he fondled it lovingly, not 
forgetting to record his own reactions to the lewd spectacle he was 
creating.


Adam pressed a button on the control panel in front of him, and in the 
other room the young girl gasped. Down between her wide-spread thighs, 
exactly at the tender split of her helplessly positioned pussy, the 
eighteen year old redhead felt something beginning to stir. It felt 
like a big hard cock, but Susi could tell right away that it was made 
out of rubber or plastic. It had odd grooves in it which began to twist 
slowly along the exterior of her defenseless little cunt.


"OH! OH!" she cried out in horror.


"Nice?" Adam asked. "Like it?"


"No! I hate it. It's cold and hard and awful, I hate it, hate it!" Susi 
screamed out in spite of herself.


"Perhaps you will like it better when it gets inside of you. It has 
some very special attributes, you know." Adam pressed another button, 
and the thing down between her legs began to shift position. Try as she 
might to avoid it by hunching up, the thing seemed to have a will of 
its own and it headed directly for the little hair-trimmed entrance to 
her vagina. Susi groaned in anguish as she felt the big knob of its 
head beginning to try to wriggle inside her. It was far bigger than any 
human penis she had ever felt inside of her, and in addition its odd-
shaped head was quite unsettling there against her nakedly trembling 
intimate flesh.


"Oh God, no, please," she whimpered. "I don't want to do this. Please 
don't do this to me!"


In the control room Adam's teeth were bared in a lewd grin as his 
fingers moved rapidly up and down on his own naked cock. With a jerk, 
he abruptly stopped himself, for he had been on the verge of cumming.


"Oh God," he thought to himself, "it's been more exciting than I 
thought!"


"Never mind, dear!" he said to Susi, panting slightly. "You'll enjoy 
something of this I'm sure. Just tell me which attachment you like the 
best." The controls were in full action now. On the panel there were 
lights blinking at him signaling which portions of his diabolical 
machine were in operation. The next button set another light to 
functioning as inside the room Susi screamed.


"Aaaaaaaaaahhhhgggh!" Every sinew of Susi's naked young body was taut 
as she felt the thick object beginning to embed itself inside her 
private flesh. The hair-trimmed tightness of her vagina stretched wide 
to accept the nudging intrusion despite Susi's wish to expel it from 
her.


"Toooo big!" she gasped out, "much tooo biggg!"


"You're a little tight, aren't you?" Adam asked. He was remembering the 
first time he'd made love with Helen, when they were both much younger. 
How tight she'd been, almost a virgin, he was sure, although he'd never 
asked her. They'd made love on the grass in New Jersey, behind the 
house he'd been renting at the time. Dr. Randolph coughed to clear his 
mind of the intruding memory and brought his attention back to the work 
at hand. "Well, never mind," he said, "you'll loosen up, I expect!"


At that point the lewd object reached the farthest point inside the 
captured girl's straining pussy, and the tip of it, blunt and smooth as 
it had been before, began to expand almost as though it were growing 
hair, little nubs of semi-soft rubber protruding from all sides as it 
began to vibrate softly against the sleek inner membrane all around it.


"Nnnnnnn ..." It was an eerie sensation, not at all comforting at 
first, and frightening especially since she was in no way able to 
control it. Susi could feel the tiny little pin-points of rubber 
touching her most intimate, most sensitive places. There at the tip of 
her womb, high in her wide-stretched vagina the weird object massaged 
and vibrated, moved up and down, twirled round on its own, creating the 
most incredible sensation that Susi had ever encountered.


"You like that kind of loving, don't you, dear?" Adam asked, noting 
that Susi was beginning to quiver all over, and that the indicators he 
had before him of blood pressure and mental activity were showing 
marked increase.


"Oooooh ... ooooooohhh!" Tears rolled down Susi's cheeks as she 
screamed for the scientist to stop the long thick cock that was teasing 
high up in her vagina. But the penetrating machine only seemed to grow 
more frenzied with her, and she felt her thighs being swept wider apart 
while the exposed nub of her clitoris was subjected to a little bumping 
pressure from below the mattress. She was lubricating on her own now, 
making the inner channel of her besieged pussy so wet that the machine 
made lewd sluicing smacking noises with each stroke.


The tips of her nipples were being titillated by the same kind of 
sensual vibration that seemed to center at her breasts. Susi's toes 
squirmed as violent shudders of delight coursed along her nervously 
perspiring body. The tightly clinging channel of her cunt was on fret 
Susi seemed to tinge all over, and yet all she could do was moan and 
plead for Dr. Randolph's mercy. Why had she ever come here in the first 
place? Why? She would never, ever do such a thing again, if only she 
could get out of here alive and with her sanity too'


"Let's see how you like this one!" Adam said, smiling at his success 
and pushing another button which automatically canceled out the 
electronic message to the part of the machine which controlled the 
little rubber protrusions. They were replaced by the emergence of small 
suction cups which extended to the edges of Susi's inner walls, 
attaching themselves and beginning a gentle rotation and sucking where 
before there had been a tickling, teasing sensation.


"Oooh!" the huge unbending rubber phallus throbbed on, seeming to go 
deeper, but in reality expanding while her moist warm flesh clasped 
tightly around it. Susi felt her body slowly changing into a mass of 
nerve-tingling sensation. Her eyes were tightly shut now as she 
struggled against the rippling waves of unwanted pleasure that rushed 
through her helplessly trapped body. She fought against them with all 
her might, but the machine created more and more indecent desire within 
her. The very thought of her own helplessness, instead of infuriating 
her as before, began now to weaken and infiltrate her with a new 
awareness of herself. Was this what she had secretly wanted all along? 
Someone, something? that could give her pleasure and take none in 
return? Was this why she could never treat anyone who loved her with 
respect, for fear of giving up too much of herself. It occurred to the 
eighteen year old that there was nothing to lose here, no human being 
was touching her, despite the fact that the professor was obviously 
manipulating the sex-machine. An excited moan escaped her lips, 
betraying her sudden submission to the nefarious instrument.


My God, Susi thought, I love it! I love this goddamned machine!


"Now you like it, yes?" Adam inquired, regarding the distinctly 
lascivious expression on his captive's features through the two-way 
mirror.


"Ooooh!" she groaned helplessly, all the while feeling her tightly 
swollen breasts bewitched by the soothing vibration at their nipples. 
It seemed the full rounded mounds of naked flesh would burst from the 
exquisite pleasure coursing through them.


Susi tried to arch upwards, flinging her long red hair from side to 
side as she felt all resistance fleeing her mind and body. Just as 
suddenly as the pleasure had come to her aroused young body, it was 
suddenly gone, as experimentally Adam Randolph withdrew the thick head 
of the cock from the raging heat of Susi's now-willing cunt.


"OH NO!" she gasped.


"No, what?"


"NO! No I ... I ..."


"You want it to fuck you some more now, don't you?" he asked, unable to 
erase the self-satisfied tone of his voice. "Then say it, my dear. Say 
it loud and clear, and you shall get your wish. Maybe you were on the 
verge of cumming? Tell me what it was like the first time you came with 
a man. Tell me all about it!"


"Oh Christ, you sadistic bastard!" Susi writhed in frustration as all 
the vibrations of the innocent looking couch ceased. "I was fucking my 
uncle. My uncle's cock was fucking me hard. I wrapped my legs around 
his neck, he was holding onto my ass! And I came!"


"Yes?"


"Oh give it to me, give it to me! Give me the machine!" All resistance 
had drained from the eighteen year old's distorted mind.


"I still fuck him!" she said desperately, hoping that the machine would 
return to life faster if she gave more information. "I fuck him 
whenever I feel like it and I ... make ... him ... lick ... my ... 
shoes-!!"


The maddening but thoroughly desired probing of the artificial cock 
returned, spiraling its way up into her unresisting pussy, fucking 
upward with new girth, the sucking cups alternating with the little 
rubber points white the over-all vibration of the bed resumed.


"OH GOD, it's good, go on, go on!" As best she could the young redhead 
bucked downward into the fucking machine and began to blurt out 
incoherently all the vile, filthy words she knew which was a 
considerable lot. "Oh, Christ! It's the best! The very best! Oh fuck 
me, machine! Fuck Susi good!" she blurted.


Adam Randolph looked out from the control room with lewd delight at the 
sight of the sweat-glistening body of the helplessly strapped-down 
waitress, his first subject at the lab. He could see the big white 
mechanical penis he had devised doing its upward skewering from beneath 
and below the redhead's widespread legs. He timed the thrusts to match 
the contortions of her face, carefully noting the exact speeds and 
strokes in his recorded notes. Back and forth, suction, ticklers, 
rotate, swell, double-time forward and backward flick. Dr. Adam 
Randolph's fingers flew on the control buttons as he began to invent 
new combinations of the lewd series of actions.


There in the room which the professor called his "lab" the girl could 
feel the sudden rising tide beginning deep in her quivering belly. It 
had been a long time coming, and now it was upon her. The perfect lover 
had found a way to give her the kind of pleasure she truly needed, a 
pleasure that would in no way commit her, a pleasure which would not be 
reciprocated. No horrid man would get anything from her this way. No, 
there was nothing given, everything taken! The very hopelessness of her 
position, and the debasing ravishment of her nakedly trembling body 
brought a promise of a new orgasm, a different orgasm. She sucked in 
her breath as she felt her insides erupting with pleasure as though she 
were a volcano, dormant for too many years, now suddenly brought to 
life after sporadic rumblings.


The eighteen year old waitress's tongue flicked out to lick at her 
parched lips now as the building pleasure suddenly burst forth and the 
cry of unfettered joy came from her throat. Her orgasm flooded in great 
rocking waves within her and the cuntal muscles that surrounded the 
gyrating fake penis rippled crazily along the artificial surface as her 
liquid passion seeped outward and her vaginal lips clasped tightly 
around its base. It was an indescribable sensation for the young girl 
who had thought until now that she knew everything there was to know 
about sex. Now she knew that that was far from the truth. Whole new 
vistas were opened up to her now that she understood something about 
her true relationship to the world, to men, to life.


"I love you, fucking machine!" she gasped. "Oh you lovely, lovely 
machine!" Tears of pure bliss fell from her usually mocking eyes. She 
felt a sincerity of feeling that touched hitherto hidden recesses of 
her heart. Obscenely the young girl wallowed and wriggled about on the 
bed until at last the last button was touched, the last panel light 
gone out. She lay feeling the beautiful throbbing of her own insides, 
the low hum of pleasure that still dwelled in her streaming cunt.


Her eyes fluttered open as Adam Randolph came into the room and stood 
watching her for a moment. If only he doesn't spoil it, the girl 
thought in a moment of panic.


She watched as the scientist reached into the front of his white coat, 
and brought out the thick raging shaft of his penis.


"Are you going to fuck me?" she asked, tremulously.


"I already have," Adam answered, his mind miles away. Why did he have 
to be thinking about Helen at a time like this? It was absolutely 
spoiling everything.


"No ... no! It wasn't you! It was the machine!" Susi gasped, for she 
could still feel the residue of pleasure that it had given her.


Adam stood uncertainly, holding his nakedly pulsing penis in his hand.


"Can I ask you something?" Susi said at length.


"Yes, what?" Adam was already putting his dully throbbing cock away. It 
was no use fucking her now, his heart really wasn't in it.


"Can I come back some time?"


Chapter 4


"Why I thought you weren't home nearly enough before! Now you're never 
here! What on earth are you doing?" Helen demanded.


Adam slumped into a chair in the living room. He'd been trying to avoid 
this confrontation for days now, ever since he'd opened up his new lab. 
Getting subjects had proved harder than he thought, and the luck that 
the middle-aged scientist had had with his first two subjects had not 
held true for the rest. In order to be completely scientific about it, 
Adam had been forced to decide that he must advertise for his subjects. 
He had just returned from placing three separate ads in what were known 
as "free" newspapers. He hoped that in this manner he might be 
furnished with a constant supply of new subjects. It was no good having 
Susi the waitress come back again and again as she wanted to do. He'd 
already exhausted the wealth of information that he wanted from the 
young redhead and was ready to move on to other things.


"What I'm doing will make us both famous!" he retorted.


"Hah!" Helen turned from the counter where she'd been mixing herself a 
drink. "What do I care if we're famous or not? What I want is a 
husband!"


"What am I?" Adam realized as soon as he said it that he ought not to 
have. With a moan, he kicked off his shoes and wiggled his toes inside 
his socks. Worrying about his work at the lab, plus teaching classes 
and counseling students was beginning to exhaust him. But Adam tried to 
be optimistic. Soon he would be able to devote his full attention to 
the Sex Lab. The holidays were coming up and he'd have a good two weeks 
in which to do all the research he wanted.


"What are you?" Helen downed a fast Bloody Mary, scarcely blinking as 
the stiff content of vodka hit her stomach, not to mention the spiced-
up tomato juice. "That's what I've been wondering!" she spat out. "That 
is exactly what I've been wondering! Why I hardly know you anymore, 
Adam. We're like two strangers living in the same house!"


"That's not my fault!" Adam retorted, even though he was almost sure 
that it was. What could he do about it though? He was who he was, and 
what was it she wanted from him?


"I want somebody to love me, to hold me, to mix me a drink from time to 
time. To talk to me when we sit down to dinner!" Helen blurted out, her 
lower lip quivering as she regarded her seemingly impassive husband who 
had begun to rub his feet. Faced with Adam's silence, Helen went on. "I 
want someone who cares what I've been doing all day!"


Adam looked up at his wife. She'd done something different with her 
hair, but he couldn't tell what it was.


"Did you cut your hair?" he asked.


"Oh God! That was last year, I cut my hair. I'm wearing it down instead 
of tied back," she snapped, starting to make another drink.


"1 knew there was something different," Adam muttered. Why did this 
interminable conversation have to continue when he had so many other 
important things to think about?


"You BASTARD! There's something different all right! I'm starting a new 
life. I'm a woman and I need a man, and I'm gonna get myself one!" 
Helen whirled and flung the glass she'd been holding across the room 
aiming it despite her anger so that it whizzed just above her husband's 
head and crashed behind him on the wall, creating an enormous blotch of 
dripping red. Then she stood there, still dressed in her blue wool 
dress, the one she'd worn to her meeting with her psychiatrist, her 
fists clenched, neck tendons taut, her whole being defensive and 
belligerent.


To Helen's surprise, she saw her husband rising, anger contorting his 
features in such a manner that he looked truly unrecognizable to her. 
She had wanted to get a reaction, anti for a split second she was 
pleased to have gotten some kind of rise out of her usually passive 
husband, until she realized that it was going to be a reaction over 
which she would have no control whatsoever. Adam looked crazy, like 
he'd suddenly flipped out just the way she was often threatening to do! 
She was smart enough to recognize that she'd gone too far and that 
she'd struck some subconscious chord which was making her husband 
respond violently. Quickly she backed away from him as she saw him 
coming toward her.


"How dare you?" Adam growled. "How dare you even bother me with this 
petty crap? Here I am trying to do the best thing for us, for my 
career. Trying to show the world! Here I am knocking myself out and for 
what? To come home and get nagged by a shrew"


Adam took hold of his wife's shoulders and began to shake her hard, so 
hard that her head snapped back and forth and her teeth chattered 
against each other.


He's touching me, he's touching me! Helen realized, even as she 
struggled to get away from her husband. He's paying some attention to 
me!


She pulled away and spat out, "So what? Now you won't have to worry, 
I'll go get myself somebody young, somebody who can still make love!"


That did it! Helen turned and ran out of the living room, terrified by 
her own boldness and by the fact that Adam was coming after her fast. 
She zipped into the bedroom and slammed the door trying to lock it 
before Adam got inside. Already the scheming blonde wife was wondering 
if she could get into the bathroom fast enough to lock that door and 
then perhaps pretend she was going to take some pills. Maybe she would 
take some! Maybe she ought to! The distressed wife didn't have time to 
think this plan through however, for Adam pushed the door open just 
before the lock caught.


"Too old!" he bellowed. "If you only knew!"


"What! Is there something I'm supposed to know?" Helen sneered, moving 
to the far wall trying to reach the bathroom door. "All I know is that 
you can't last more than one-two-three! Mr. Wham Bam, thank you ma'm!" 
The blonde wife turned and dashed into the bathroom and closed the door 
as quickly as she could, but a robe that was hanging on the back caught 
in the opening, and Adam was there before she could get it closed and 
locked.


He pulled his wife by the hand, with such strength that she came flying 
out of the bathroom. Taking advantage of this momentum Adam threw her 
bodily upon the bed.


"I'll show you!" he said through clenched teeth.


"Yeah?" Helen was defiant still, unable to believe what was happening 
between her and her husband. Perhaps Stan was right, perhaps a new 
approach, was all that was needed. Perhaps this was it? Flushed and 
excited, Helen continued to provoke Adam even as he hiked up her dress 
unceremoniously. "Some rapist you'd make! Hah!" she gasped, panting 
from the exertion of rolling against him and struggling in a half-
hearted attempt to get away.


Goddamn! she was treating him worse than an animal, talking to him like 
that. He'd show her a thing or two! With a growl Adam yanked off the 
sheer panties that covered her loins. If only he could tell her the 
things he'd already done, the experiments, the advances he was making 
for mankind! And womankind! Of all times for her to question his 
virility! His manhood! He stood staring down at the nakedly revealed 
split of his wife's blonde pussy. Helen lay completely still now, 
hardly daring to breathe. She was painfully aware of her husband's 
lascivious stares at her near naked body and wished that she hadn't 
started all this, despite the fact that he was obviously interested in 
her sexually. But he seemed so strange that for the first time Helen 
felt really frightened of him.


She looked at him, lifting her head up a little from the bed and became 
aware of the bulge which was growing up between her husband's legs as 
he knelt on the mattress before her. She stared at it fascinated and 
even while she was staring, Adam's hand pulled down on the zipper of 
his pants. The thick length of his hardening penis leaped into view, 
the head smooth and glistening, the length of it sinewy and throbbing.


"Like it? Want it?" he leered down at her, waving its length up and 
down obscenely.


"Adam!" Despite herself, Helen was profoundly shocked by her husband's 
behavior. She'd never seen him do anything like this. Never! It was a 
far cry from the love-making she desired, from the tender arms holding 
her, wringing pleasure from the tender depths of her soul.


The disturbed scientist's wife wanted to, indeed tried to look away, 
but somehow her eyes were magnetically glued to the virilely throbbing 
instrument in front of her, and she found herself shivering in lewd 
anticipation.


Calmer now that he knew what he was going to do, Adam began to strip 
off his clothes. He was thinking of the next day's experiment, if 
someone showed up from the ads he'd placed. It was all planned out, but 
this way he'd get a little advance information. "Damn you, Helen!" he 
grunted, "I don't want to do this, but you force me to!"


"Force you to what? What are you talking about? Have you gone crazy?" 
Helen was alarmed by her husband's words, beginning to feel distinctly 
vulnerable and foolish for having gotten herself into such a 
predicament with her normally innocuous husband.


Adam then reached down and, tangling his fingers in his wife's long 
blonde hair, pulled until she was forced to turn her head, and 
eventually her whole body. Then he pulled her hips upward towards him 
into a kneeling position so that Helen was unable to do anything other 
than balance herself on her elbows, with her naked buttocks waving lewd 
and helpless in the air. She tried to struggle but the tight grip her 
husband maintained on her hair caused her such pain that she confined 
her resistance to heart-felt moans.


"Quit whining, you! You brought this on yourself. But at least it's all 
for science!"


Then kneeling up behind her, he flicked his hand, further bunching her 
wool dress up around her hips so that it would be out of the way. Adam 
once more regarded the smooth naked ass-cheeks that were mercilessly 
exposed to him.


With painful slowness, the professor spread apart the quivering cheeks 
of her ass. Helen desperately lurched forward, trying to escape his 
grasp, but her husband dug his fingers into her buttocks, his nails 
scraping the tender flesh, holding her in place.


Helen began to sob softly. It was no use! She knew that she could 
scream her lungs out and still her determined husband would not release 
her until he was ready. Somehow it felt as though this moment had been 
predestined, that her whole life had been leading up to this dreadful 
second of time when her husband would turn into a madman and humiliate 
her so profoundly that she would never get over it. Her life was in a 
shambles. She'd made a muddle of everything. Hadn't she known all along 
that she would? Hadn't her own mother once said as much to her once, 
long long ago? Psychologically, the distressed woman felt absolutely 
helpless, his to be used as he wished.


Adam ran his hand up the inside of his wife's sleek-fleshed thigh, all 
the way up to the softly curling tendrils covering her vagina. His hand 
grazed her silken pussy hair and he felt his angrily throbbing cock 
give an excited lurch. He wanted to subjugate her now, to hurt her the 
way she'd just hurt him, to make her see that he was a man, an 
important man! Just when he needed the most support at home, here she 
was undermining him, drawing his attention from his work. It wouldn't 
do. It just wouldn't do at all.


A shiver of excitement coursed through him as he saw for the first time 
in their marriage the tight puckered ring of Helen's anus as it nestled 
teasingly down between the milk-white loaves of her flesh. He sucked in 
his breath as he saw it clench and contract in fear under his gaze, the 
dark ring of flesh flexing-unflexing in a most enticing manner. 
Experimentally, the scientist probed his outstretched middle finger at 
it, feeling his wife cringe under his touch.


"You'll have to spread them wider than that!" he snarled, and Helen 
moaned again. She didn't know what Adam wanted from her and was afraid 
of what he might do. His thumbs were pressuring her nakedly quivering 
buttocks even further apart when suddenly his tongue snaked down and 
traced along the soft yielding crevice, and then it was wetly probing 
at the exposed anal orifice, darting and teasing at it unmercifully.


Helen had never in her life experienced such an obscene thing, and the 
fact that her normally staid husband was performing such an act only 
served to frighten her all the more.


She groaned helplessly down onto the bed, feeling the wetness back 
there. The over wetness that was lewd to the extreme as it coated her 
hidden flesh with a slippery coating of his saliva.


There was a motion on the bed behind her, and she realized that Adam 
was rising up behind her. The captured housewife cringed and jerked 
uncontrollably as she felt the hotly throbbing length of his bloated 
penis press into the middle of her widespread anal crevice She could 
feel the unrelenting hardness of the tip pressing against her 
defenseless little anus, and then Adam's strained and unfamiliar 
sounding voice reached her, filling her with even more dread. "Let's 
see if you like it back there!" he announced, almost as if he were 
talking to himself.


"No-no!" she sobbed piteously. Oh God! He was depraved, holding her 
like this, saying such awful things. She wouldn't, couldn't, give in to 
him!


Already her fearfully cringing rectum felt as if it were on fire as 
Adam began to grind the bulbous tip of his lustfully engorged penis 
into the tight entranceway. Even though Helen tried to block out the 
very thought of it, she knew that he was going to try to put his long 
hard thickness up into her rectum, to take her anally. The thought of 
her husband perpetrating this inhuman, perverted act upon her brought 
shame and loathing to every portion of the subserviently kneeling young 
blonde's being. In her most secret thoughts she could never imagine 
such a thing happening to anyone, let alone her! Yet here it was 
happening!


Here she was kneeling like a captive slave in front of him, and his 
obscenely swollen cock was still prodding at her? worming upward into 
her painfully stretched rectal channel, trying to split her wide apart! 
Vainly, Helen clung to the last bit of hope she had. That perhaps her 
husband would come to his senses and realize what he was doing.


"Please! Please? I didn't mean it, Adam! I swear I didn't mean it. It's 
just that I get so lonely. I can't stand not having you as a husband!"


But it was too late, and the terrified wife knew it. Without even 
bothering to answer her, Adam looked down angrily at his wife's tightly 
resisting, virginal anus.


Christ, her asshole is tight! But it's good on my cock like that, 
squeezing and twisting. What's it going to feel like once I get it up 
all the way inside?


Grunting, the scientist lurched forward with renewed strength and felt 
her futilely straining rectal orifice popping slightly and then giving 
way to the inward motion of his swollen cock-head.


"Aaaaaaah NONONONO!" Helen cried, flailing herself from side to side 
trying to escape this barbaric invasion.


"Oh, Adam stop, Oh God, I can't stand it!" forward, pushing her tightly 
resisting nether flesh before him with the lust-hardened shaft of his 
penis.


Helen was engulfed in a shattering, soul-warping agony, which built up 
and up to a horrid crescendo as her angry husband continued to worm his 
thick rigid cock forward inch by inch creating a torturous path into 
the depths of her bowels.


"Uununuunnnnnnnnn!" Helen sobbed as she felt the rock-hard shaft of her 
husband's sodomizing penis sink to the last centimeter in her tightly 
clenching anus. Then he held it there, embedded deeply up inside her 
for a long moment. Helen's sensitive rectal passage could feel its 
surface pulsing unnaturally, stretching the throbbing walls beyond 
their normal limits. Then he began to fuck slowly in and out of her, 
each sodomizing thrust widening the already strained channel of her 
rectum.


Adam moaned through clenched teeth, happy at the steady whine for mercy 
that came from his helplessly kneeling wife's lips, glad of the pain he 
was so obviously causing her. Glad without knowing why he was so glad! 
He could feel a turmoil in his sperm-laden testicles and his massively 
pulsating hardness felt near to bursting.


She'll think twice now before tangling with me! he thought, confusedly 
as he viciously fucked in and out of Helen's wide-stretched anus. The 
middle aged scientist's breath was short and ragged, and he knew he 
couldn't keep up the savage pace much longer.


Dear God, please let it soon be over! Helen prayed. The pain had 
finally somehow stabilized into an overall ache that she was sure would 
never leave her, compounded by the fact that Helen knew that she was 
living the most horrifying moments of her life thus far. She saw 
herself as a young and innocent little girl, and then as a romantic 
lovely teenager, then the starry-eyed young woman who had married Adam 
Randolph, visualizing a life filled with honors and quiet 
satisfactions. None of these things was true. Nothing she had thought 
about the world had fumed out to be so!


Shame and mortification clouded her brain. How could she ever hold her 
head up again after this bestial anal rape? It was with nothing but 
loathing and revulsion for both of them that she endured the rest of 
it.


Moaning, Helen felt sick with shame as she felt her husband's fleshy 
cock fucking faster and faster into her, his loins flattening harshly 
against her nakedly upthrust buttocks with each slamming stroke.


Suddenly, Adam stiffened and groaned out, "Aaaaah I'm cummmming! Oh 
your ass! Your beautiful ass. Oh, I'mmmmm cumming!" and he was pumping 
his hot cascading sperm deep into her defensively clasping back 
passage, sweeping her thighs wider apart as he crushed his loins up 
against her one last time, ejaculating the last of his heated semen 
even deeper than before into her impossibly widened anus. Finally, Adam 
slipped down in a semi-swoon upon her as Helen lay stunned beneath him.


"1'11 get even with you! I'll get even!" she muttered under her breath, 
feeling a shame and anger that was unequaled in her memory.


"You'll pay, you rotten son of a bitch!"


Chapter 5


It was six o'clock the following evening when Adam heard a brief ring 
at the lab door. He hurried to answer it for fear that whoever it was 
would change their mind and go away again, the ring was so timid. After 
unlocking all the locks he was surprised to discover a young woman with 
such a prim look about her that he couldn't imagine that she had 
actually answered one of the ads he'd placed.


"Yes?" he said carefully. She was probably a student who'd made a 
mistake in the apartment number of one of her friends.


"Uh, I saw your ad," the young dark-haired girl commenced.


"Oh, yes! Please do come in!" Adam was formal as he ushered the neatly 
dressed girl into the apartment. Which ad? he was wondering to himself. 
But the nervous looking girl searched in her pocket-book and brought 
out a slip of paper which proved to be his ad.


Serious scientist seeks young women interested in furthering 
researches. Small remuneration in return for linguistic efforts. Apply 
between 6 and 8PM. 933 West 119th Street. Apt 24.


Adam rubbed his hands nervously. "Ah, yes," he said. "Please come in 
and we will begin. The girl followed him down the hall to the living 
room. The professor waved toward the bed and suggested she sit down. 
"I'll be right back. Must get some instruments first."


The girl looked around her curiously and then sat down, placing her 
handbag on the floor beside her. From the other room Adam watched her 
with interest, and then he spoke into the microphone. "Before I return, 
I would like to ask you a few questions. Your answers, of course, will 
be confidential. Would you mind?"


The girl looked startled and then glanced all around her looking for 
the hidden speaker that was transmitting Dr. Randolph's voice to her.


"No, no, I don't mind," she said simply.


"Tell me about your linguistic abilities," Randolph said.


"I uh ... well what do you want to know?"


"How they began perhaps," Adam coaxed.


"I used to suck my little brother all the time. That is until mother 
caught us. After that I just looked for people to suck all the time."


Adam carefully recorded the information he was seeking while gathering 
together the equipment he needed for the experiment. When he went back 
into the other room at last, the young girl was still talking for the 
"record".


"Just thinking about it gets me excited," she said in a voice that 
indicated a good solid family background. When she looked up and saw 
Dr. Randolph returning too the room, the young girl licked her lips 
with anticipation.


"Let me just attach these electrodes first," Adam said, his hands 
trembling. He, himself, could hardly wait. What a find! This girl was 
the perfect subject for this portion of the experiment.


"They hurt in the least," he said, as he taped little recording devices 
to the girl's neck and wrists. The subject couldn't be much more than 
nineteen or twenty years old, Adam thought as he made sure the 
instruments were in working order. She was pretty, but so 
expressionless, that Adam wondered how she managed to get through life. 
Even her most intimate revelations were revealed in the same dull-toned 
voice, the same proper pronunciation. A curious case! Yet she was 
nicely built, from what Adam could see of her, well dressed, if a bit 
somberly, with good legs which she held tightly closed and pressed 
together. The girl's big brown eyes were dull and listless as she 
allowed Adam to complete his adjustments.


It was only as the scientist stood before her, undoing the buttons of 
his white coat, that the girl began to show a little interest. Even 
though she was "wired", Adam had made the attachments so that his 
subject would have the utmost freedom of movement. He would have the 
benefit of knowing exactly what her bodily changes were as she 
progressed in the experiment.


He released the bloated hardness of his fully exposed penis, noting 
that the girl's eyes opened wide in anticipation.


"Shall we continue?" he asked pleasantly, observing her minutest 
reactions.


"God, yes!" she said, reaching forward and pulling the older man toward 
her until his nakedly throbbing cock was directly in front of her face.


"I want to suck it!" she whispered hoarsely, so softly that she might 
not have spoken at all.


"Then suck it!" Adam said, placing his hands on the completely clothed 
girl's shoulders and pulling her further toward his heavy-veined penis.


"Yum!" said the girl. And Adam noticed how pretty she had become, her 
entire aspect was changed just by the sight of his long, thick penis. 
Now she was lively, animated, her eyes sparkled with unabashed 
excitement.


Adam shuddered as he felt the girls fingers closing around the pulsing 
hardness of his fully erected penis. As he looked down the university 
professor could see the girl as she began to rub the wetly lubricated 
tip with her thumb and forefinger, and then enchantingly she moved the 
swollen cock-head until it touched her lips. Then with a sudden gasp 
her mouth opened wide. Instantly, unable to control himself a second 
longer, Adam flicked his hips forward, sliding the full length of his 
blood-filled penis deep within the confines of the young stranger's 
wetly availed lips. Adam could feel the heated saliva of her oral 
cavity closing around his pulsing hardness as he tangled his fingers 
into her hair and held on as she began a gentle sucking motion.


"Ah, yes, ooooh oh---YES, Aaaaa Mmmmmmm!" the middle aged man murmured, 
as the young girl's lips willingly hollowed and expanded with each 
stroke he made into her tightly compressed mouth. Tiny ridges of soft 
pink flesh could be seen pulling from her ovalled lips each time he 
drew back, and Adam couldn't help enjoying the sight of the "subject" 
as she happily slavered over his raging hardness.


Passion mounted in his loins as the professor's thoughts wandered. 
Automatically he began a rhythmic sawing back and forth, never quite 
drawing his hardened thickness all the way out, but leaving the tip 
just inside the warm moisture of the brunette's wide-stretched mouth.


But he was thinking of Helen and how she had responded to his punishing 
treatment. He'd never in their life together done such a thing to her, 
or to any other woman before for that matter. Interesting how Helen 
had---at one point---almost seemed to like it. Interesting, too, that 
she had been gone the following morning when the alarm clock buzzer 
woke him up. Where could she have gone to anyway. Probably off seeing 
that crazy psychiatrist of hers!


What a waste of time and money! Christ, why didn't I ever get Helen to 
suck me off like this? It just had never happened, that's all. In the 
early days they'd made love all right, and a great deal too, but always 
she same way. It had just never occurred to him that they might do 
anything else. Interesting!


Adam groaned as he thrust his loins far forward into the warm buttery 
mouth that was eagerly accepting his cock. It was far, far better than 
he had imagined it would be. The girl was, without a doubt, talented! 
Her glimmering dark-eyes were alternately wide open and fixed on his 
entering penis, or closed in delight as she sucked hungrily, his rock-
hard penis. Adam knew that her physiological reactions were being 
meticulously recorded by his devices, and that later he would be able 
to set the record straight as to his own feelings. In a way he was free 
then to luxuriate in the astounding pleasure that this young girl was 
giving him. He sighed ecstatically now as the girl he'd never seen 
before in his life licked his massively swollen cock with a slow almost 
tickling motion, running the length of his sturdily throbbing penis and 
back again, then moving down to lap at the soft flaccid skin of his 
desire-tautened testicles. Shudders raced up and down the scientist's 
spine as he felt his manhood more alive than ever! How could his wife 
have ever doubted his capacity? How could she dare to think that he was 
"over the hill" where such matters were concerned? He bet her backside 
hurt enough today to remind her that he was still virile!


"OH God!" he gasped, burying his hands deeper in the thick mane of the 
girl's dark hair which now hung down like a veil around her face. She 
smiled at this heartfelt compliment and then brought her mouth down 
again over the burgeoning head of the professor's lustfully aroused 
penis, enclosing its thick circumference completely within her velvety 
mouth.


"Oooooooohhhh!" Adam Randolph moaned, giving himself over completely to 
the excruciating sensations which engulfed him as the excited girl 
caressed the imprisoned head with her tongue, flicking with the tip at 
the tiny opening at the top. She continued to greedily suck and lick 
his impossibly swollen member while, with one hand, she massaged the 
soft wrinkled sac of his balls while she stroked and rubbed the base of 
his penis with the other. Then she really settled down to business! The 
agitated girl released the now bulbous head of the professor's blood-
engorged masculinity from her mouth and easily lowered her working 
tongue to his balls again. With a deft almost artistic motion, she used 
the flat of her tongue to coat the sperm-bloated testicles with her 
warm saliva, increasing the riotous sensations that were already going 
on there.


Adam planted his feet wide apart to maintain his balance as the heady 
sensations engulfed him. Christ what a tongue! He could see the top of 
the orally oriented girl's head as she bent lovingly over his thickly 
heated shaft. Then her tongue swirled once more around the protuberant 
column of rigid flesh, and she began to suck on it with renewed 
strength. She slid her availed lips down the full glistening length of 
it until the spongy head grazed her tonsils and then her mouth 
slithered up his heated hardness again, stopping just under the smooth 
rubbery head.


Flurries of steaming impatience were gathering inside his belly, and 
the lewd revelation that he was being sucked under such controlled 
circumstances added to his growing passion.


"Oh keep on, keep on!" he groaned, feeling uncontrollable, undeniable 
surges of fiery warmth sweeping him along on the road to final ecstasy. 
It occurred to the dedicated scientist that almost any man would want 
to be in his place. Definitely, sucking in his book was as good as, if 
not better than fucking! The muscles of his stomach had tightened until 
he thought they might snap under the pressure, and now the middle-aged 
man worked his lips silently uttering inaudible exhortations to suck 
harder.


Then, suddenly, he gasped!


The moment had arrived and it corresponded with the lewd moaning that 
was coming from the girl's throat. He could feel his pent-up sperm 
beginning its wild race from the sanctuary of his cum-filled testicles 
heading toward the tip of his penis. They both moaned in lewd delight 
as heated streams of his semen ejaculated into the wildly sucking 
girl's open mouth. Adam's hands tangled cruelly in her dark hair, 
holding her head down to his climaxing loins as he rammed his madly 
jerking cock almost all the way down her greedily accepting throat.


The girl with the oral fixation went on sucking voraciously as he 
emptied all his white-hot sperm into her greedy little mouth. And then, 
after what seemed an eternity of pleasure, Dr. Randolph softly moaned 
his last and grunted finally as the last drops from his battered penis 
dribbled into the beautiful young creature's willingly gulping throat.


"Christ, she's sucked me dry!" Adam announced for the benefit of his 
tape recorder, for he felt as though he had never been so fulfilled in 
all his life. His insides felt sapped, drained of all life, and yet a 
fierce eager tingling still inhabited his throbbing loins.


Abruptly he could feel the young stranger withdrawing. Cold air struck 
his sensitively pulsing cock and he was startled to look around him and 
see that he was still in the sparsely furnished living room of his 
"laboratory". He had never really forgotten where he was, but until 
this moment, all awareness of his surroundings had been on a purely 
minimal level.


"The dark-haired girl looked up at Adam, a crazed expression in her 
eyes. "More? she said. "More!"


"Uh ... right now?" Adam asked.


"Yes!"


The girl made a new attempt to gather up the professor's rapidly 
deflating penis, licking her lips with a lewd hunger all the while.


Adam backed away and offered a compromise. "You stay right here, and 
I'll get you as much as you want.


"Oh yes, more cock," the girl muttered, dazedly as though she were an 
addict who needed a fix.


With this promise, the professor slipped out of the room and hurried to 
the door. Downstairs at the fraternity apartment he knew there would be 
at least three or four young men who would be more than willing to 
satisfy his subject's odd craving.


Within two minutes there were five eager, but somewhat doubtful, studs 
trooping into the laboratory. Adam had very carefully refrained from 
telling them too much about his experiment in advance, but he was 
pleased to note from his vantage point in the next room that the girl 
rapidly clued them in, and the boys were all too willing to accommodate 
her, no questions asked.


Could one girl do it? Adam was curious to see just how she would go 
about it. But instead of doing them one at a time as he had 
anticipated, he was astounded to see that the young brunette turned 
into a real director and ordered them all to whip out their pulsating 
flesh. Then she inspected the boys' penises, apparently examining them 
to see their length and thickness and comparative degree of hardness.


"You there, you there, and you here. Now you over here, and you back 
there!" she announced firmly. God, what a general she'd make, Adam 
thought.


After having grouped the broadly smiling young men around her in the 
middle of the room, she got down on her knees and began to suck them 
all, whirling around on her knees as though she might have done this 
before, even though she hadn't mentioned it in the brief history she'd 
given to Adam prior to the experiment.


"Hey what's your name, babe?" one of the young men asked, and the girl 
answered as she left his wetly glistening penis to go on to the next. 
"Sherry!" she replied, and then hastily took the next closest cock into 
her voraciously sucking mouth.


While Sherry was busily gratifying the five college students the bell 
rang again, and Adam hastened to answer while leaving all his recording 
instruments in action.


A tall woman who appeared to be in her early forties stood defiantly at 
the door. Almost angrily, she thrust her hand into her pocket-book 
which was a enormous sac shape and brought out the entire newspaper in 
which she had found Adam's other ad. It was already nine o'clock by 
now, and Adam realized that she had come in response to the ad which 
read:


Serials researches being done on postural positions. Assistant required 
to further scientific explorations. Apply between 9 and 11PM. 933 West 
119th Street, Apt 24.


Even though Adam had already made certain notations after his extensive 
anal interlude with his wife the night before, he was in need of 
further statistics, and ushered the woman in. Sherry would be finished 
shortly with the five college students, and then this new subject could 
be tested.


"Come right in, won't you?" Adam said politely. "There'll be a short 
wait and then we can get down to specifics. Meanwhile, won't you sit 
down in here?" He opened the door to the kitchen and the woman, who was 
almost six feet tall with a rather imposing manner, entered and sat on 
one of the chairs.


"I hope it won't take long," she said. "I haven't got all night!"


"Oh, no, it won't take long at all," Adam assured her. Already the 
middle-aged scientist could feel his penis thickening in anticipation. 
If there was anyone who needed to be fucked up the ass, this 
overpowering lady did. He was going to enjoy it immensely.


And he did!


Chapter 6


"You were right, Stan. You were right all along!"


"Well, I'm not so sure it's such a clear-cut question of right or 
wrong!" The psychiatrist sat comfortably in his chair while his 
patient, Helen Randolph, lay extended on the couch beside him.


"Can you imagine him doing such a thing to me?" she asked.


"Well ... "


"I'm through! I tell you I'm through with him. Through waiting for him 
to treat me like a human being. Why I can hardly sit down!"


"What are you going to do?"


"I'm going to find myself a man. Just like you told me to do!"


"Now Helen, that's not what I told you to do. I just said that there 
are options. That you must not think of yourself as trapped. That other 
women seem to solve their sexual problems by an extra-marital affair. 
That sometimes this very affair is what changes the chemistry between 
man and wife, making them mysteriously more computable, more 
compassionate. More patient."


"Oh, shut up! What it boils down to is that I'm going out to get laid."


"If you want to put it that way." Stan was thinking that Helen's anger 
was a good thing, her belligerence was finally going to bring her to a 
point of real action which-whether right or wrong-would take her to a 
new point in her problem and give her a new point of view.


"I'm sick of taking these lousy birth control pills for nothing!" Helen 
declared. "It's depressing, to say the least!"


Stan was silent. He wondered what his wife was going to fix for dinner 
that night, wondered how she would like getting it up the ass. What 
would it do to change their relationship? She would probably guess that 
the idea had come to him through one of his female patients and they 
would have a jealous scene. Oh well. Helen Randolph was still talking. 
The 50 minutes was almost up, thank God. He was very tempted to screw 
her himself. She was a good-looking woman, no doubt about that, and it 
wouldn't be the first time he'd done such a thing. She'd certainly 
hinted as much to him any number of times.


But Stan was certain that such an act would ruin his relationship with 
Mrs. Randolph. There were times when he had been able to have sexual 
relations with a patient without it sending either one of them off the 
deep end, but with Helen, he was sure that it would be a fiasco for a 
number of reasons. One: he himself was too attracted to her. Two: she 
was far too hysterical a type. Three: she would form an attachment to 
him that might take years to break, whereas if she were to have an 
affair with someone else, he could help her through its beginning, 
middle, and end.


"Are you listening to me?" Helen demanded.


"Of course I'm listening. But I see that time's up for today," Stan 
said, smiling and standing up.


"Next time I see you, I'll no longer be a virgin!" Helen said, her eyes 
still betraying the anger she felt at her husband's harsh anal rape of 
the night before.


"Have a good time. That's the main thing," Stan said, giving Helen a 
friendly kiss on the cheek.


"Don't worry, I will!" As she left the psychiatrist's office, she was 
grateful for what she considered his blessings in what she was about to 
do. Even though she hadn't told him the details of her plan, she'd been 
thinking of it for some time. Ever since Stan, himself, had shown her 
one of those filthy hippie newspapers. She'd been profoundly shocked 
when she'd seen just what kind of things were going on in the world, 
more or less openly. And her analyst had intended her to know that 
there were other life-styles, other ways of sexuality. Now, however, 
the beautiful blonde wife was planning on putting the paper to good 
use. She was going to answer one of the ads.


When she got back home, Helen mixed herself a drink right away. The 
disturbed wife was discovering just how comforting the soothing alcohol 
could be ... in the absence of any other pleasures that she could find 
in her own home. Holding the colorful Bloody Mary in her hand, she sat 
down on the bed in her room near the telephone. Once more she brought 
out the underground newspaper and turned it to the page that had 
interested her. The blonde woman scanned until she reached the small ad 
again, and then her heart started thumping, for it read:


Attractive bachelor, 37 years old, wishes to meet charming ladies for 
mutual pleasure. Experienced in pleasing. Knowledge of French, gourmet, 
interested in the arts. Call 324-8886 evenings.


It sounded so perfect. So very perfect! And besides, just calling 
wouldn't do any harm, would it? If he sounded just awful, all she had 
to do was hang up. Right? Still, just the idea of really calling that 
number gave her the shakes. She paced up and down in her room, changed 
into a flowing robe and continued to pace, imagining what the 
conversation would be like when she called later on. She didn't dare to 
really imagine an actual meeting, yet secretly she hoped that this 
would be the result of the conversation. As her courage failed her, 
Helen thought. Why this is ridiculous! I couldn't possibly do such a 
thing! Then at other moments she would think, Why not? Why shouldn't l? 
Others do it! And besides, I'll get back at Adam if it's the last thing 
that I do!


Finally, her courage increased by three more Bloody Marys, Helen at 
last went to the telephone. With a trembling finger, she dialed the 
number in the advertisement, holding her breath as she listened to the 
connections being made. There was the familiar clicking, and then a 
pause and finally the ring. It was ringing! Panic-stricken, Helen was 
about to hang up when someone answered.


"Hello!" The deep melodic tones of a masculine voice replied.


Suddenly all the ingrained social instincts in the nervous blonde took 
over, and it was no longer a question of hanging up.


"Uh ... Hello. I ... uh ..."


"Are you answering my ad?"


He really sounded all right. Not like a mad rapist or anything at 
least! In fact, his voice was rather pleasant.


"Yes, as a matter of fact I am." Helen didn't quite know where to go 
from there. But the man took over.


"My name is Andre, Andre Dupres. What's yours?"


"Uh ... Helen ... Helen Lyons!" Lyons was her maiden name, so she 
wasn't actually lying. Suddenly the scientist's wife felt a thrill of 
adventure. It was like being young again. Truly young, when everything 
was an adventure. In those days, she would do nothing but talk with her 
girlfriends about boys, wondering what they were really like and full 
of hopes and dreams of what they might be like!


"Nice name," the unknown man was saying. "And pretty voice. I'll bet a 
pretty face goes with it!"


"Well, I ..."


"Don't be modest."


"I wasn't being ..."


"It doesn't matter. I'm sure you're perfect just the way you are! Would 
you like me to tell you a bit about myself?"


For some reason Helen found herself feeling that she was perfect. Why 
not, after all. Here was someone who didn't know her, had not had time 
to assess all her faults, her little idiosyncrasies. Someone for whom 
she just might be perfect! The confused but oddly excited housewife 
found herself listening with rapt attention to Andre's life story, and 
by the time he had finished, she truly felt that she knew him, or at 
least that she knew him well enough so that she felt comparatively safe 
in meeting him, as he suggested at a coffee shop in Greenwich Village 
not far from his apartment on Houston Street.


Helen hung up and realized that she was trembling from head to foot. 
She had only told the man her name and the color of her hair and eyes. 
She had said she would be wearing her red coat, brown boots and gloves. 
The blonde housewife jumped up and squealed with joy. She was free! 
Young again. She was having an adventure!


*  *  *


Helen took a taxi. It wasn't all that far, and she probably could have 
taken the bus. She made it a point never ever to take the subway. It 
was far too depressing, not to mention dangerous, being underground, 
unable to see the light of day, or in this case, the dark of night. The 
taxi was warm for the weather was turning quite cold. The driver was 
pleasant in that he didn't speak to her at all. With a great sense of 
expectancy, the blonde wife looked out the window at the passing New 
York night life, the neon signs flashing, the people. As the cab 
reached the Village, Helen looked attentively at the dating couples, 
the kids walking arm in arm, arms around waists. It was like another 
world to her, and she suddenly wanted to be part of it. She looked for 
women of her age, perhaps her middle class background, and found many. 
By the time she stepped out of the cab after tipping the driver 
lavishly, as thought it would bring her good luck, Helen felt as though 
she had completely left behind her the restrictions and problems that 
her husband represented. It was a good feeling.


Heart pounding, the voluptuous, love-starved blonde adjusted her hair 
nervously as she approached the Pussy Cat Cafe. She peered inside the 
steamy pane glass window before entering. There at a corner table she 
saw the man she was certain was Andre. She caught her breath. Could 
that be he? He wasn't too bad looking, rather distinguished, fortyish, 
balding, reading the Village Voice as he'd said he would be. He looked 
completely safe! That was the main thing.


She entered the cafe and immediately the man at the corner table looked 
her way. He smiled broadly, and she smiled nervously back. Then she 
made her way to his table. They sat having coffee and brandy for some 
while discussing music, the theater, movies, and Helen was impressed at 
how well-informed Andre was. When he suggested that they go to his 
apartment around the corner to watch a special program on the Arts on 
the educational television channel, Helen thought it would be nice to 
go. After all, she was an adult. She could take care of herself. 
Willingly, and feeling very daring indeed, Helen went along with the 
handsome Frenchman. She was a trifle embarrassed at finding that he was 
slightly shorter than she was when he stood up. But he amicably took 
her hand and placed it on his arm as they walked the short distance to 
his apartment building.


Helen walked along with the near stranger, thinking how polite he was, 
perhaps it was his European background, for he was half-French 
apparently and had lived in the south of France for many years. She was 
also wondering what she would say if she suddenly ran into someone she 
knew, or her husband, What was that creep doing now anyway, she 
wondered. No doubt he had not even come home yet, even though it was 
well past nine-thirty at night.


Andre's apartment was on the third floor. A walk-up, and Helen was 
frankly disturbed by the sinister aspect of the building itself, but 
her new boyfriend seemed to be trying his best to reassure her. When 
they reached his apartment and he opened the door for her, she was 
pleasantly surprised to see that the apartment itself was tastefully 
furnished, with wall-to-wall carpeting, thick gray drapes, burgundy 
painted walls, and soft pillows that were strewn about in lieu of a 
sofa. Various items of sculpture were placed advantageously in the one-
room apartment, and crowded bookshelves indicated that Andre was a 
reader. The television set was brought out from one corner, and the 
Frenchman turned it on before going to mix a couple of drinks in the 
tiny kitchenette that opened up like shutters on one side of the room.


Andre encouraged the attractive blonde housewife to take off her boots 
and relax her feet, and after a moment's hesitation she did so. Then 
she reclined against a big pillow and sipped her brandy and water while 
looking at the opening sequences of the program.


But to her amazement when Andre came and sat down beside her, Helen 
immediately found herself being caught up in the stranger's arms. She 
protested, turning her head away when he tried to kiss her, and 
thinking, Oh my God, what have I gotten myself into?


"Don't fight, relax!" he told her as they struggled together on the 
rug. "Relax! You'll like it,"


"Oh no ... no ... I thought we were going to ..." But Andre's mouth had 
found hers. He was half-lying on top of her, using his weight to hold 
her still enough to execute the kiss. Helen, in spite of her fears, 
found herself responding to the stranger's passionate kiss.


Isn't this what you came for? Isn't this what you came for? a voice 
resounded in her head in time with the wild beating of her blood at the 
pressure points of her temples. At the same time, the pretty blonde 
wife could feel her man-hungry body, so long deprived of a romantic 
reaction, responding with a lewd impatience to the stranger's touches.


And then she was letting his hands run along the ripely heaving 
contours of her breasts, stopping to play at the spot where the nipples 
protruded, tweaking them rhythmically through the soft wool of her 
dress.


Andre moved swiftly to cover her clothed body with his, the hardness of 
his thickening cock pushing into the flesh of the young wife's belly.


He kissed her wetly on the lips, forcing her mouth wide with his 
tongue, and then rhythmically sticking it in and out of her mouth until 
Helen realized that he was parodying the act of love with his 
thrustings between her lips.


"OH!" She was excited. Very excited! And the scientist's wife wanted 
nothing more than to love and be loved by this unknown person, this man 
whom she'd met through an advertisement in a filthy underground paper! 
Oh God, if her mother were alive, what would the old lady say if she 
knew! She'd hemorrhage for sure!


But Helen wanted it, wanted to be here in a handsome bachelor's 
apartment, wanted to be writhing obscenely on the rug this way! She was 
allowing him to leave her briefly, long enough to turn on a red light 
nearby that cast a soft deep shadow over them, seemingly the same color 
as the lust that the neglected wife had felt for so long. She lay now 
with her head on a pillow, her eyes closed in mute submission to 
whatever might happen next. Her ears seemed to be burning and every 
part of her being was filled with anticipation. Then to her 
overwhelming Joy, she felt her slender legs being slowly spread apart, 
and her breath came in ragged rushes as she felt her lacy panties being 
slowly drawn off. There remained her sheer silk stockings and the 
accompanying garter belt, but her seducer did not touch them. The 
center, her hair-trimmed pussy, blonde in color, was exposed in all its 
blushing glory, however, to Andre's lusting eyes.


The Frenchman could not restrain himself from kneeling rapidly in front 
of the golden-haired triangle of Helen's mouth-watering pussy. It was a 
beauty! He could almost tell in advance how it would taste! The shape 
of it, with the sparse, gently curling blonde hairs was consummately 
appealing to him, and he once more congratulated himself on being able 
to predict the delectability of a woman's succulent little cunt just by 
hearing her voice on the telephone.


He saw that Helen's eyes were closed and that she was offering herself 
to him with a fervor that was almost religious. The woman's inner 
passivity excited him even more. His face approached the pale silk of 
her cuntal mound, the secret "vee" of her pussy, and eagerly Andre 
flicked out his tongue, parting the thinly curling traces of pubic hair 
and penetrating the already wetly pulsating slit of the adulterous 
wife's naked cunt.


"Aaah!" Helen cried out, jerking a little at the unexpected thrill of 
the hotly searing contact. Andre held her legs spread wide apart and 
wormed his tongue slowly inward, making a sharp little spear-shape with 
it. It was soft and yet hard against Helen's sensitive cuntal flesh, 
and the seeping secret warmth of her excitedly aroused vagina 
surrounded Andre's protruding tongue.


"Ooooooooh! Oooh! AAAaaaah! Ah!" Helen cried. "Oooh!"


Completely ignoring the program dealing with piccolos and bassoons that 
unfolded on the television screen behind him, Andre savored her sexual 
flavor, rolling his tongue about in the moist confines of the narrow 
pulsing lips of her widely offered blonde cunt. He could feel the 
voluptuous woman's whole body jerking and quivering with each teasing 
stroke of his tongue up between her open thighs as he breathed deeply 
into the widespread cunt, letting the flat of his tongue brush again 
and again over the rising hardness of her tiny pulsating clitoris.


"I love to kiss it!" he muttered wetly into her ecstatically quivering 
cunt. "I love to suck it! Let me suck your cunt good!"


Helen moaned her complete assent. She had never felt anything so good 
in her life. No one had ever done this to her, although of course she 
knew about such things. This secret, forbidden encounter was fulfilling 
her wildest dreams about what such a thing could be like!


The soft trembling folds and crevices of her pussy responded willingly 
to the kneeling stranger's expert tonguing, and he could feel her 
getting wetter and wetter as she became more and more aroused. Now her 
well-manicured fingers reached down and tangled in the thinning strands 
of Andre's hair, tugging and pulling as the anguish of her desire 
mounted moment by moment. Andre continued to mouth the moist area of 
the daring wife's now hungrily-straining pussy, noisily forming a 
gentle sucking action by pursing his lips, and creating lewd wet sounds 
that rose to the burgundy-colored ceiling of his apartment. He licked 
at every inner morsel of her wetly willing pussy, enjoying his sensual 
task as he waited for her to reach completion by his mouth alone.


Andre could feel his thickly swollen cock tensed and hard, patiently 
waiting for the same moment. His still hotly probing tongue worked 
steadily at the moistly clasping split before him, worming upward into 
the tight opening of Helen's vaginal slot, moving and slipping back and 
forth with a certain maddening persistence over her desire-swollen 
clitoris.


The sign that Andre had been waiting for came when suddenly Helen 
shuddered, her ravaged young cunt unable to stand another second of 
this sensually unrelenting attack. Her eyes opened briefly to take in 
the picture of Andre reverently on his knees before her, busily wagging 
his balding head obscenely back and forth down there between her 
eagerly spread legs. Then a low groan came from deep in the professor's 
wife's throat, and she began to screw her loins upward with outright 
wantonness, moving her hotly flooded cunt upward into his face.


"MMMmmmm, OOOOOOhh, AAAAN DDDDDRRRREEEEE!" she moaned loudly, over and 
over as little goose-pimples formed on the smooth surfaces of her soft 
skin. Beads of perspiration had already covered her glistening forehead 
and her hair was limp and damp around her head. This was far better 
than she'd hoped, far more thrilling, more satisfying! Her silk 
stocking-clad thighs strained and jerked as she locked her thighs 
upward and around Andre's shoulders, pulling his head and his hungrily 
nibbling mouth and tongue still closer to the inner turmoil that 
seethed deep in her wetly climaxing cunt.


Then she was wailing, "I'm cumming ... cummiinng! Lick my pussy. Ah ... 
ah? AAAAAHHHHH!"


The aroused young wife's shamelessly gyrating body thrashed crazily as 
her hips ground upward against his tongue and face, her throbbing young 
vaginal slit presenting all its innate softness, every fold and heated 
crevice to the ravenous sucking and licking. Each delicate ridge of 
Helen's nakedly presented pussy was melting into the stranger's mouth. 
The wetness and warmth of his lips combining to set the blonde's whole 
world to spinning, dazzling her with her tumultuous climax. A new 
rapture was building and building and finally bursting at once softly 
and forcefully seeping everywhere, transforming the dull normalcy of 
her existence into something completely special and uniquely hers.


Andre happily let his latest prize patsy vent all her lust upward into 
his face, grinding his hungry mouth tightly down onto her succulent 
cuntal flesh. Her second orgasm struck in wave after wave of rhapsodic 
lust.


"Oh never, never before, never, never!" Helen muttered over and over.


Simultaneously, Andre felt the swelling of his already full to bursting 
cock, and with one hand released the throbbing member from his pants, 
without once missing a stroke with his tongue at the hotly straining 
split of Helen's naked young pussy. His wildly excited penis quivered 
in the air, and Andre made two strokes downward with his clenched fist, 
exposing the hidden cock-head as his foreskin slid back.


As Helen all but inundated his face with her orgasmic juices, Andre 
came, his white-hot semen jetting forth in violent jerks until his 
passion was puddled on the rug like large pearls cast carelessly aside.


Chapter 7


Stan looked pleased at the transformation in his patient, and he openly 
admitted to himself that it was just plain old curiosity as opposed to 
professional interest that prompted him to have Helen describe the lewd 
events of the previous evening in detail.


"It felt pretty good huh?" he asked.


Helen was effusive. "Good wasn't the word for it!!


"Oh? What happened next?"


"Well, it was the funniest thing, Stan. He just rested a while 
afterward. You know, after I'd cum and all, and then he did it again!"


"Oh?" Stan the analyst raised his eyebrows


"And again."


"Oh, I see. He was uh, something of a specialist?"


"Yes, it was all he wanted to do. I ready didn't mind though, you know, 
somehow, I was less unfaithful that way!"


"I see!" Stan tried to visualize his pretty patient, lying fully 
clothed, except for her panties, on the bachelor's rug. She would have 
a trim blonde pussy, he figured, one that any man would like to luck! 
However, Stan was a little worried about Helen's reaction. She was far 
too elated about her defiant action, far too "up". After this period, 
Stan bet to himself that there would be a corresponding "low". He would 
be waiting for it when it came. This would be the moment when he would 
have the most to say to the pretty blonde scientist's wife. Wonder what 
that husband of hers is up to? he thought. What a shame that Adam 
Randolph wasn't enjoying the bountiful attributes of his wife. Maybe 
the old boy did have something on the side as Helen often mentioned. 
Maybe so, maybe not. Stan thought that probably it was a question of 
total lack of communication between husband and wife. He'd seen the 
same thing many, many times, and knew how easy it was to fall into the 
trap after several years of marriage. People tended to lose sight of 
the true personalities of the people they were married to; seeing them 
merely as symbols. Either symbols of their own lack of freedom, or 
other such false generalities.


He sighed loudly and thought of his own wife who was taking courses at 
the New School. She was his second wife, and Stan deplored the fact 
that just because he knew all these things, he was unable to put them 
to complete advantage in his own life.


"What's the matter with you? Aren't you happy for me?" Helen sat up and 
turned around to look at her analyst. "Or would you rather see me 
unhappy! Maybe you're thinking I won't be needing you anymore, huh? 
Maybe you're thinking you're going to lose all the money I keep pouring 
into you!"


"That seems rather unkind, Helen," Stan replied evenly. He was bored. 
They all usually got to this stage at one point or another. "Especially 
since you were just thanking me a moment ago and telling me that I was 
the one responsible for your great happiness. Your new freedom!"


"Oh!" Helen let herself fall back down to the couch. "I'm sorry, Stan. 
I just get confused sometimes. I guess you're right. I'm sorry."


"Well, time's up anyway," Stan said. Thank God, he was dying to take a 
leak. "See you in two weeks unless you have something special you want 
to talk to me about.


"In two weeks?!!"


"Yes, don't you remember? I told you I was going away on a short 
vacation. Up to Vermont. Skiing!"


Helen looked thunder-struck. She'd completely forgotten that he'd 
mentioned this to her some time ago. How could he go away and leave 
her!? What right did he have to go away?


"Of course, you can always call my service. They'll know how to reach 
me in any emergency." I just know the crazy bitch s going to call! I 
just know she's going to have a crisis while we're up there!


Dr. Stanley Bederbeck guided his still stunned patient gently to the 
door. "You enjoy this new freedom of yours, Helen," he told her. "It's 
about time you have a little fun, don't you think?"


Maybe that would get her through his vacation, he thought. But somehow 
he knew it wouldn't really be enough. Helen had a lot to go through 
yet, before she would be truly free!


*  *  *


In celebration of her rebirth as a desirable female, Helen went right 
out and bought herself a new dress, new shoes and a new pocketbook. The 
shoes were a bright green. "Outrageous!" the shoe-clerk had said. "But 
terrific!"


"It's the now look!" the clerk added as Helen looked dubiously at the 
shoes which seemed to make her feet look twice as large as they already 
were. The ultra-high heel and the glistening green platform under the 
sole were, she decided, truly outrageous. Nevertheless, as a sigh of 
her new freedom, she bought them, knowing that her husband would hate 
them! So what! she said to herself. "I'll wear anything I choose!"


The dress was very much like a dress that Helen would have bought 
before, but it was much more daring in that it had an extremely low 
plunging neckline. This showed off the ample curves of her creamy white 
breasts however, and she was quite pleased when a male employee as the 
store whistled loudly at seeing her in it.


All in all, Helen felt like a totally new woman as, wearing her new 
outfit, she took the elevator downstairs and went to the super-market 
on the corner. The manager turned and looked at her with a definite 
leer before recognizing that she was Mrs. Adam Randolph. Helen felt as 
though she were walking on a cloud. Tomorrow she'd get her hair done a 
tone lighter too. Why not? She'd always wanted to. As she walked down 
the aisles that were stocked with food and grocery products, the elated 
wife smiled. She just couldn't help it. She pushed her cart in front of 
her in time to the piped in music that flooded the store with a false 
sense of well-being. Grocery boys doing the shelves paused in their 
work to watch her go by, and she could feel their approving glances. 
Bit by bit the attractive woman's shopping cart filled to the brim, and 
she could barely manage to push it to the check-out counter. She'd 
bought all the goodies she could possibly want for awhile, from frozen 
crepe suzettes, to frogs legs and Giant crab claws, Cornish game hens, 
a frozen pumpkin pie, two quarts of Breyers ice-cream, peach and 
chocolate her very favorite flavors. There wasn't anything that she'd 
put aside, saying she couldn't afford it, because obviously she could 
afford it, and even if she didn't happen to have enough money in her 
checking account, her revolving credit system would pay the overdraft. 
Life could be beautiful after all. She had only to enjoy, enjoy!


"Deliver please!" she said cheerfully, after writing out an approved 
check for $35.00. She received thirty-five cents change which she 
tossed into her new purse before heading out the door. She would go 
home and wait for the packages to arrive. Maybe she would even receive 
a telephone call from Andre! That would be nice. It would be lovely to 
take a cab downtown, wearing her new clothes, go to his apartment and 
have a drink, and then have him make wonderful oral love to her just 
the way he'd done before.


As she walked back to the nearby apartment building, Helen felt the 
familiar tingling in her loins, reminding her of the enjoyment she'd 
had with the handsome Frenchman. She could still feel his wetly licking 
tongue down there, tickling and nudging and making her cum again and 
again! In the elevator, Helen surreptitiously pressed her thighs 
together, feeling the increased sensations of her hotly aroused vagina 
and loving the idea of her own sensuality. She couldn't wait to snub 
her husband again tonight. The cold heartless bastard!


*  *  *


Adam Randolph considered himself a very patient man, but he was tired 
of waiting for the girl behind the underground newspaper's desk to get 
to him. He was placing another advertisement, and he realized that his 
actual presence at the office of the newspaper was something of a 
special event. "Usually no one ever comes!" the girl said, looking at 
him curiously. "Everyone does it by mail!"


"Well I haven't got time to do it by mail!" Adam snapped. "I'm doing 
important scientific researches!"


Adam grew furious as the girl stifled a snigger and gave him an order 
blank.


Trying to control himself, he wrote out the newest ads that would be 
necessary for his work, counted out the money and stormed out of the 
place. On the street once more, Adam pulled his coat around him and 
headed for the subway. It was one short stop to his house now, although 
he'd made a long trip down from the university. He was looking forward 
to getting home tonight for some reason. There was no one expected that 
evening at the "lab" so he was free comparatively early. Perhaps Helen 
would have some dinner ready.


The subway ride was as unpleasant as usual, no more or less so, but 
Adam had conditioned himself to the smells, the snarls, and the glowers 
of the other riders. He refused to pay the new high cab fares, even if 
the drivers were being more polite these days!


It would be good to see Helen again, the scientist thought as he gazed 
at his own blurred reflection in the window of the train. He was 
hanging by a strap, swaying back and forth in more or less the same 
rhythm as his fellow travelers. He hadn't seen Helen in days now. Well, 
he'd seen a lump in the living room sofa. But that was all. Helen 
refused to sleep in the same bed with him since he'd so brutally raped 
her anally several days before. He didn't blame her really, and yet 
there was something infuriating about the gesture. He wanted to force 
her to come back and sleep in the bed with him. Perhaps this evening 
they could discuss it. Perhaps tonight, he would even give her a taste 
of that romance she was always looking for.


Things were going well at the "lab". Adam felt more relaxed about the 
entire project now that it had gotten in full swing so to speak. His 
researches had given in invaluable information about the various 
reactions in human beings to sexual stimuli. He was sure that when his 
book was published, his true genius would be recognized by the world.


"Helen? Helen?" Adam called out as soon as he let himself into the 
apartment. There was no answer. He hung up his coat and hat and went 
straight to the kitchen. Usually he had something at the coffee shop 
where Susi worked, but now it was getting uncomfortable going in there. 
She was always pestering him to let her come by the lab. He'd given in 
once or twice and let her have a work-out on the machine in the 
afternoon between his classes. But as far as his research was 
concerned, he had no more to learn from Susi. Better to eat elsewhere 
for awhile or to eat at home.


Adam looked at the stove. Nothing at all cooking on it. Just the 
spotless white of the metal with the black grids. No good smell of soup 
or perhaps a roast. How long had it been, he wondered, since Helen had 
cooked him dinner? He supposed he couldn't really blame her, since he 
never came home at a decent eating hour. But somehow he did blame her! 
The scientist moved to the refrigerator and opened the door. There to 
his amazement' he saw that it was filled to overflowing with gourmet 
food items. The large freezer compartment was stuffed with things like 
frozen pizza, cream puffs, chocolate eclairs, Chinese spare-ribs, and 
spinach souffle. In the refrigerator itself was a hodge-podge of 
expensive meat cuts, out of season fruits and vegetables, milk and 
cream, red, white and rose wines as well as two bottles of imported 
champagne.


"WHAT THE HELL?" Adam had never seen so much food in the house. Usually 
he cautioned his wife against getting too much at a time since they 
weren't generally big eaters and he was often away anyway. She'd always 
shown good judgment about such matters before. But what had gotten into 
her now?


Puzzled, Adam closed the refrigerator door after taking out a 
Stouffer's frozen chicken in wine sauce. He turned on the oven and put 
the light aluminum package in. Then he went through all the rooms 
looking for his wife, but she was nowhere to be found. Returning to his 
study, Adam sat down to wait for the frozen dinner to be ready, and for 
Helen to return.


When finally he heard a click in the lock, Adam could feel a definite 
change in his attitude toward his wife. "Where has she been!" he 
wondered, perhaps for the first time.


He stood up from his desk and went out to the hall. Helen was trying to 
close the door behind her and was having difficulty due to her many 
packages. She had already put the flowers down on the hall table and 
was pushing the door dosed with her foot while clasping the bakery 
items and the magazines.


"Helen!"


Surprised, she looked up to see that her husband was standing watching 
her with a mixture of curiosity and something else she could not quite 
read.


"Yes?" the young wife said calmly, composing herself enough to remember 
just how she wanted to treat her husband. She busily gathered up the 
flowers and made her way into the living room with them. Then she took 
the bakery packages into the kitchen. She'd gotten some of that 
wonderful German butter cake, and some coconut cream pie.


Helen was aware of the fact that her husband was following her from 
room to room, and she tried to act as if she were completely unaware of 
his presence.


It wasn't until she had taken off the short little jacket that turned 
her new dress into a two-piece suit and had begun to arrange the tulips 
and roses she'd bought at the corner in vases that Adam hit the 
ceiling.


"WHAT IS THAT DRESS YOU'RE WEARING?" he screamed, noting that his 
wife's lushly swaying breasts almost fell out as she bent over a vase. 
"AND THOSE SHOES?" he was seeing them for the first time. "Good God, 
you look like something from outer space!" he cried, his face turning 
purplish with rage. "AND WHAT IS ALL THIS CRAP AROUND? ALL THAT JUNK IN 
THE ICE-BOX?"


"Refrigerator!" Helen correctly, coldly, even though she could feel her 
eyes beginning to mist up and her hands beginning to shake as she 
finished her arrangement of flowers. "Ice-box is so old fashioned!"


"HAVE YOU GONE CRAZY? What about the money? I'm not a millionaire you 
know!"


"I'm getting a job. I'll pay for everything myself," Helen said, her 
lower lip trembling. She left the living room hurriedly, and Adam 
followed close on her heels,


"Stop moving! Stop and talk to me!" he cried, waving his arms about.


"Why should I stop moving? Why should I talk to you when you never talk 
to me?" Helen said, tight-lipped. And she kept on moving, going to the 
dresser, sitting down, easing off her shoes, which caused her feet to 
ache a bit.


"All you do is hurt me!" she declared with a finality that left Adam 
speechless. Wordlessly, he turned and left the room. A smell of burning 
chicken filled the apartment. Furious with Helen and with himself, Adam 
rushed into the kitchen and turned off the stove. Then he got his coat 
and hat and stormed angrily out of the house.


All the way uptown on the subway, Adam thought about his wife's phrase, 
"All you do is hurt me ...!" But he couldn't say just why the accusing 
words made such an impact on him, why they made his normally ordered 
mind stop working and his heart start to beating wildly.


*  *  *


The pillow case was soaked with tears as Helen lifted her head. Her 
eyes were so swollen that she could hardly see. She rose and went to 
the bathroom to put a cold washcloth over them. Crying was making her 
sick inside. Adam had gone and would not be back that night, she knew. 
Guilt permeated her like the sick feeling of all that crying. The true 
proportions of her shameful actions came to her in a new light. She'd 
been unfaithful! She'd answered an ad and gone to a perfect stranger's 
apartment where she'd allowed him to perform a terribly lewd act upon 
her. Oh God, she'd even willingly spread her legs and loved every 
obscene second of it as he licked her to orgasm!


Helen writhed upon the bed as though she were in actual pain.


Oh my God, how could I have ever? How could I think that such a thing 
would solve my problems!


"Oh Adam, how can you ever forgive me?" Helen wailed on into the night, 
until, around 3:00 AM she called Stan Bederbeck's number and 
hysterically instructed his answering service to get the message to him 
that she had to have help and fast!


It was almost 6:00AM before Stan hung up the phone beside the bed he 
shared with his wife at the ski resort.


"Whew!" The psychiatrist slumped down in the bed, sensing that his wife 
was still awake beside him. Although she was absolutely motionless he 
knew that he was in double trouble. His wife was going to give him a 
hard time because Helen had given him a hard time on the telephone. Not 
for the first time, Stan considered going into some other business. 
Well, at least he'd managed to calm Helen Randolph down. But he wasn't 
at all sure that the advice he'd given her had been correct. Perhaps 
he'd just told her that to get her off the phone so he could go back to 
sleep. On the other hand, he might have said the same thing under other 
circumstances. He wasn't sure.


"A hair of the dog, Helen," he'd said. "Go out and give yourself 
something to really feel guilty about. Then you'll know what real guilt 
is! Then we can deal with it on its own terms."


Stan turned out the light and snuggled up to his wife. He wasn't at all 
surprised when she moved a little bit farther away from him. He sighed 
and went back to sleep.


*  *  *


The next afternoon Helen was feeling a bit better. She'd slept some, 
and somehow the conversation with the psychiatrist had seemed to sort 
her feelings out. She knew just what she would do today. Adam had not 
returned at all, and in the bright light of day this one face seemed 
unforgivable. She would, just as Stan had suggested, come to terms with 
her own guilt! Helen began by dialing the number she'd found in the 
newspaper. It was a bit forward to call, but seeing Andre again might 
straighten her out, bring back the confidence she'd felt for so brief a 
time!


Wearing her yellow culotte nightgown, the disturbed blonde wife sat at 
the edge of her bed and dialed. To her surprise, the first ring was 
interrupted by a recording. "I'm sorry, but the number you have dialed 
is no longer in service. If you wish more information, kindly remain on 
the line and an operator will help you." Helen was shaking by the time 
an operator came on. "Why is this number out of service?" she inquired, 
the familiar tears returning.


"Don't know. Just a moment. Oh, yes. I see."


"What? what do you see?" Helen felt hysteria mounting again.


"The number has been changed."


"Oh what's the new number? " Helen felt momentarily relieved.


"I'm sorry it's an unlisted number, and we are not allowed to give it 
out."


"NO!" Helen slammed down the telephone. "Now get hold of yourself!" she 
said out loud as she ran into the bathroom, trying to stave off her 
feelings of utter helplessness, of utter futility by running cold water 
and splashing it onto her face. Since that worked out so well, why not 
answer another ad? she thought. Hurriedly getting dressed, Helen went 
outside to the newspaper stand at the far corner near the bus-stop. 
Morty sold everything from the Times, to the more adventuresome papers. 
Helen didn't care that Morty seemed amused when she bought the 
underground paper. She felt that she no longer cared what anyone 
thought of her. Her life was her own, and somehow she had to salvage 
it!


Back in her living room and breathless, Helen sat down without taking 
off her coat. Rapidly, she scanned the advertisements to see if Andre's 
was there again. But she didn't see anything that she thought might be 
his. Heart fluttering, she finally came to one which sounded as though 
she might be able to answer it.


Responsible researcher and assistants seek intelligent woman for 
interesting conversation, mutual enjoyment. Object serious research. 
Apply between 7PM and 9PM, Mon-Sat., 933 West ll9th Street, Apt 24.


How nice it sounded. It seemed as though this advertisement might bring 
her just what she was looking for. The chance to be treated like a real 
human being. From the sound of it, it also seemed as though she might 
be fable to do some sort of interesting work. She might meet someone 
who could look upon her as a person, rather than a nonentity like her 
husband did! To him she was just someone to boss around. Someone who 
lived in the same house, and whom he spoke to when he felt like it! It 
was not purely a sexual thing, Helen reasoned. She just needed to have 
her confidence bolstered, to feel like a human being again, instead of 
just Dr. Adam Randolph's unloved wife!


*  *  *


"You boys can wait in here or I'll call you when the first subject 
comes," Adam said. He was bleary-eyed from lack of sleep. For the first 
time since having begun the experiments, he felt a definite lack of 
enthusiasm. He and Helen had had fights in the past, but he'd never 
spent a night away from home before. Not a night when he and Helen were 
mad at each other anyway. He might even have called off the evening's 
experiments had it not been for the number of people involved. Once 
more he had called upon the services of the young college students who 
lived downstairs. They were more than willing to help out, and had come 
to regard the professor with a new respect that far outdistanced his 
former reputation. The five of them were pledged to secrecy, however, a 
secrecy which they maintained, since it was entirely to their own 
benefit. Three were present tonight, the other two having gone home for 
the weekend,


As one of the students put it to the others while they were sitting 
around drinking beer in the "living room" of the lab, "it's all the 
trouble having to take 'em out and stuff, that makes it a drag. I mean, 
shit, nooky is nooky, right? This way we get lots more time to study 
for the upcoming exams, without having to go without getting our nuts 
off!"


"You said it, Hank. Sure beats finger-fucking in the park to all hell!" 
Ben Starker replied. He was reading a copy of one of the magazines that 
the professor had thoughtfully provided for them.


"We'll wait, professor. Just send her on in, we'll take care of the 
whole thing just fine!" Roger English spoke for the group. Being a 
straight "A" student, a Rhodes Scholar, and a genuine 180/I.Q. genius, 
Roger often was the natural leader of any group in which he found 
himself.


Adam closed the door and went into the lab. He sat at his control table 
and laid his head on his arms. He felt a definite tightness in his 
throat and chest, and a heaviness in his heart. He flicked the 
intercommunication button.


"When the bell rings, will one of you boys get it please. I prefer to 
say in the control room this evening."


"Sure thing, Prof!" Roger replied.


The boys were in the middle of a heavy game of crazy-eights when the 
bell rang. Roger, who was tall and angular, put down his cards and went 
to answer it. The professor had clued them in to all the details of the 
experiment, and each boy felt confident of carrying out the researches 
to perfection.


Before he left the living room, Roger smiled and winked at the other 
boys. "I'll bring you back a pretty one!" he said.


"She'd better be!


"Yeah!"


*  *  *


Helen stood poised to run at the slightest provocation, but the young 
boy who opened the door was obviously harmless, simply a college 
student like many others she'd seen, that she remained standing there 
in her green ultra-high heels with platform soles and her low-cut dress 
with the matching coat.


"Is it about the advertisement?" Roger smiled his most boyishly 
charming smile, the one he used for his mother, some teachers, his 
minister, and all the other relatives at home.


"Uh, yes. It is. Is this where the research is being done?"


"That's correct. Won't you come right in?" Roger bowed low and stood 
aside.


"Well, I don't know. I ..."


"The professor is in the other room. He'll he out later on. In the 
meanwhile we can make you comfortable inside," Roger said. He was 
trying not to seem too anxious. But, oh man, wait until those other 
jokers got a look at this one. She was some looker. A gorgeous, hot-
blooded blonde was just his idea of a nice way to spend the evening! 
Even if he did have to share her with his buddies!


Professors Helen was thinking. That would show Adam. What if she could 
set up a friendship, dare she think "relationship", with someone who 
was on Adam's level, a peer? That would show him! Andre was something 
else, hardly an intellectual even though he read a lot of books. But a 
professor, now this was beginning to sound more like it!


"All right," she said shyly, stepping inside.


"Right this way!" Roger led the way down the hall, and opened the door 
to the living room.


"Well, heeeelloooo!" Hank said standing up. Already he could feel 
himself getting a hardon just as the sight of the sensuously ripened 
blonde in the green "fuck-me" shoes.


"Hi there!" Ben Starker said, beaming front ear to ear. The football 
coach had said no sex, but what did he know? If Joe Namath and those 
guys could do it, why couldn't he? Especially with a pretty full-
titted, big-assed pussy like this!


Helen looked at the young college boys. "Good-evening," she said 
pleasantly. She was a little bit nervous about the brazen way the boys 
were looking at her, but then she told herself that that was why she'd 
bought this new outfit, wasn't it! She wanted to be looked at, to be 
appreciated, after all! She was overly aware of the door closing behind 
her with a click, as though it was automatically locking, but she told 
herself that that was ridiculous. Quickly, she scanned the room. The 
nervous scientist's wife would have sat down, bet there were no chairs, 
only pillows and the big bed where the young men seemed to be playing 
cards.


"Oh, did I interrupt your game?" she asked, searching for some way to 
break the heavy silence that fell over the room. This was ridiculous! 
Why was she so nervous. She'd probably feel better when this professor 
they were talking about put in an appearance, and no doubt there were 
other people involved too, people more her own age.


"Not at all!" Roger replied.


"Yeah, you're our game!" Hank leered.


Ben nudged him sharply.


"I beg your pardon?" Helen asked her eyebrows raising. How rude this 
boy was. How could anyone responsible have let him be here doing 
"intelligent" research.


"Never mind, ma'am. Don't mind Hank," Roger replied. "He's a bit crude 
sometimes, but he has a good heart.


"And a good cock too! Nice and hard!"


In spite of themselves, both Roger and Ben laughed.


Helen stepped back in alarm. She backed toward the door.


"What is this?" she demanded. "Where's the professor running the 
research project?"


"Oh he'll show up sooner or later," Hank said. "He always does. 
Sometimes he even takes a piece of the action!"


"What? What?" Helen tried The door knob behind her, and became 
hysterical when she could not open it.


"Don't worry, lady," Roger said, trying to calm her." It'll be all 
right. You must have expected a little adventure---companionship---
love! when you answered the ad! Didn't you?"


"No! No! Of course, not. No!" Helen would deny to the end that she was 
seeking adventure, companionship, friendship, maybe love. She would 
deny everything to the end if necessary.


Inside his adjoining control room, Adam flicked off the intercom. He 
just couldn't listen to the beginning of the whole thing, and his 
splitting headache and generally depressed state caused him to keep his 
head on his arms, knowing that the boys would do all right without any 
guidance from him. The instruments would be attached and his recording 
devises would take over. No need for him to watch every detail. He was 
in no mood for it.


Meanwhile in the living room, Hank grew. annoyed with Helen's carrying 
on.


"Hey, cut the crap! Anybody that reads junky paper and answers an ad, 
knows what's happening!"


"Not necessarily," Roger interjected, "however, I am inclined to 
believe that the possibility of total innocence under the circumstances 
is rather dim."


"Oh my God, you're all maniacs!" Helen exclaimed at the top of her 
lungs.


"If you mean we're all students at the university, then you're right 
there!" Ben said.


"Hey, maybe she wants some booze. Want a drink to make you feel 
better?" Ben asked, reaching for the flask that the boys had been 
taking slugs from.


"We're not going to do anything to hurt you, Miss," Roger said 
pleasantly. "You might as well calm down. As I said, the professor will 
be in shortly, and meanwhile, you can be uh, entertained by us! It's 
all a part of the experiment, you see."


Helen tried to see. She wanted desperately to understand, and to see 
the whole thin in some light other than the sinister one that covered 
the entire difficulty in which she found herself.


Ben passed the flask to Roger, who offered it to Helen.


Tentatively, her features ash white, Helen took the flask and sniffed 
it.


"Old Tennis Shoes bourbon," Ben said proudly. "Nothing but the best."


"I'll just have a taste," Helen said, gulping at the silver nozzle. The 
warm liquid seemed to heal the raw terror inside her and she took more.


"Drink it all if you want. We can go more!"


She did, gulping several swallows of the warm bourbon which did not 
burn, but slid smoothly down her throat.


"Isn't that better now?" Roger took her by the arm and led the young 
blonde wife toward the bed. "Come sit down," he said, seeing that Helen 
was nervously coming along with him. "There, don't be upset. We're just 
here to help science!" His fingers were moving, caressing her arm as he 
helped her across the room. At first Helen felt her flesh crawl at this 
strange young man's touch as she again searched her brain for words 
that might get them to release her from the room. Was she really a 
prisoner, or was she just imagining the worst? She couldn't tell. 
Fantasy had played such a large part in the 35-year-old blonde's life, 
that now she did not know whether she could trust her own instincts. 
But then a repulsively shocking thing occurred, a strange, 
indescribable phenomenon sent a million pin pricks of erotically 
tingling sensation throughout her being. At the same time, she reached 
the bed, and feeling dizzy, sat down upon it. Instantly, Hank moved 
forward and touched her warmly quivering breast with his hands, 
caressing its firm fullness.


Helen's eyes felt heavy and the tingling made her grab at her own 
breasts, as much to push the boy's hands away as to touch herself.


"Oh?" she moaned. She felt so funny. Just like she had when she saw 
Andre worshipping the secret flesh up between her legs.


"That fuck-juice sure works. She looks half-looped already'"


"Well, the prof said it would work if we ever needed it!"


"Yeah, she might never have come around otherwise, even if she is 
wearing "fuck-me" shoes!"


"What? What?" Helen could hear their voices coming from what seemed 
like a great distance. She stared, wide-eyed, trying to see them all 
better, but something like a haze of smoke covered her eyes. She was 
filled with a sense of alarm and erotic excitement that caused her 
vaginal lips to swell and begin throbbing in expectation. They had 
given her something, something that was changing her consciousness, and 
there was nothing she could do about it. Nothing at all! All the while 
the sensations, at first diffuse and unsettling, and then growing more 
and more precise, filled her, swirled up and down her spine, and 
throughout her weakened nervous system.


"Oh dear, dear God, Let me go all of you, let me go, I'm a married 
woman!"


"Don't be scared. Bet this will make your husband hot for you tonight. 
The effects linger, I'm told!" Roger was moving closer. They were all 
moving closer as the drugged young wife stared at them open-mouthed, 
disbelieving, a furry sensation taking hold of her tongue making it 
thick and unwieldy as she tried to speak. Then they were all undoing 
their belts, letting down their pants, taking off underwear. Her glazed 
eyes took in the lewd sight of their virilely throbbing penises of 
varying sizes, standing out straight and hard, seemingly pointing at 
her accusingly.


"Oh no. No no!" she gasped.


"Shall we help you with your clothes?" Roger asked politely. Helen was 
gazing at the thick hardness of his long uncircumcised cock. She tried 
to speak but she couldn't. The blonde captive's words gathered in her 
throat and then stuck there. She was helpless! They were beginning to 
take her clothes off!


"I get to fuck her first!" Hank annaunced.


"Says who?" Ben spat out. "Christ get a look at them boobs! Little by 
little all of her clothes were going. Soon she would be naked in the 
room with the three college boys. Helen tried to stand up, vague 
thoughts of fleeing still circling round in her brain, even though she 
knew it was impossible. But the boys just moved along with her, and her 
standing, helped them to get her panties and stockings off, while they 
began to caress her nakedly trembling breasts, buttocks, and loins. 
Then they pushed her back down, and Helen found herself staring up at 
the ceiling. Oh Christ, they were all looking at her, going to do to 
her what they wanted, what she, Lord help her, wanted them to do!


"Wow! Now that's a real woman!" Ben said, whistling through his teeth. 
His lustfully throbbing penis lurched impatiently.


"Damned straight!" Hank agreed. "Dig that sweet little pussy. Old peter 
boy here can't wait to get into that!"


"Wait until I attach the instruments," Roger declared.


At that point Helen felt the horrid sensations of electrodes being 
attached to her skin. Not knowing what they were added to her fear and 
discomfort. Alarmed at what was happening, the terrified young blonde 
squealed and tried to twist away, but the three college students held 
her firmly until all the instruments were in place. Now her every 
reaction would be recorded for posterity according to Dr. Randolph. 
Then they were bending over her, grinning lewdly down at her forced 
wide, nakedly spread-eagled loins. As she cringed inward, squeezing her 
eyes tightly shut, Helen felt the young man begin a slow lascivious 
stroking around her thighs, concentrating on the sensitive inner parts, 
moving steadily, rotating their fingers in small circles against her 
trembling flesh. Helen jerked but it only served to cause the college 
boys to exclaim lewdly at the jiggling of her large quivering breasts.


"Shit! Let me get my mouth on them babies!" Hank cried, at which point 
he kneeled up beside the nakedly struggling housewife on the bed and, 
leaning over, took one large thick nipple in his mouth while caressing 
the other with the thumb and forefinger of his hands. Helen felt a wave 
of nausea overtaking her along with her disbelief that this could 
really be happening to her. It felt as if she were going out of her 
mind, what with all the new chemical changes that were being made in 
her mind and body, adding to her already disturbed state, her 
precarious balance. She couldn't bear the thought of them touching her 
defenselessly naked body. Yet their fingers were moving on her, Hank's 
hungry mouth was wet, his teeth hard upon her tightly contracted 
nipples. Slowly hut surely someone was moving upward to tantalize the 
tender parts of her wide-spread vagina. It was Roger, teasing his 
middle finger lewdly around the fevered lips of the older wombats wetly 
throbbing cunt. Then he was letting it work upward along the narrow 
hair-lined passage until it reached her erect little clitoris. There 
Helen felt the hardened nerve bud jerk to involuntary attention. Why 
would anyone do this to her? Oh God! She felt as if she would die from 
the carnally tantalizing caresses if they continued, and at the same 
time felt as though she would die if they ever stopped. A struggle was 
taking place within her over which she had little control it seemed. 
Roger concentrated down there at the very center of the 35-year-old 
blonde's titillated nerve endings. Meanwhile, he called to Ben who was 
standing nearby. "What's the matter? Waiting for a written invitation?"


"Get to work!"


Oh God, what next? Helen wondered. How could she ever again have any 
kind of normal life after this? She groaned loudly as the lewdly 
searching finger continued to tease at her wildly vibrating clitoris 
and Hank's wetly heated mouth sucked upon her breasts with slow 
torturous motions. Ben was laughing nearby, as her thighs began 
trembling uncontrollably and her clitoris got stiff like a little cock.


"Oh please, ooh please! I ... I can't stand it! Oh I beg of you!"


It was at that point that Helen felt her mouth being plugged up, and 
she recognized the fact that Ben---without warning---had filled her 
open mouth with the in-thrusting pole of his lustfully throbbing penis.


"MMMMnnnnngh!" Her naked breasts, her throbbing cunt, her cock-filled 
mouth were all on fire! "Oooooh oooooooh!" she moaned over and over. 
The three college boys worked increasingly harder at their lewd task, 
their fingers and mouths enjoying her secret, most private parts. 
Roger's fingers slid within the ever moistening crevice of the captive 
wife's helplessly widespread pussy and every now and then he would 
brush against the thin curls of pussy hair on the outer surface, 
marveling at how fine they were and exclaiming aloud over their deep 
golden color. The three college students spoke freely to each other 
about her, while she struggled to breathe with the long hot shaft of 
Ben's cock sliding in and out of her ravished mouth. It seemed as 
though it had been going on forever and ever, and worse than the acute 
humiliation she felt was the rising desire, the overwhelming need for 
their obscene touches!


The indignity of their actions was unbelievable! Yet, in spite of 
Helen's horror at what was happening, in spite of the fact that she 
felt completely deranged in some final, inalterable manner, the young 
blonde wife felt the surging changes in her body, rising like fish to 
the bait. Bit by bit, she began to respond, to writhe wantonly beneath 
their lewd manipulations. With uncontrolled desperation, the 
scientist's wife felt immense waves of evil desire streaking through 
her naked body. Her lewd torture was worse than anything she could ever 
have imagined, and small droplets of perspiration covered the downy 
surfaces of her silken flesh as the cover of the bed beneath her grew 
damp and rumpled.


Ben was looking down at her, an odd expression of longing on his 
youthful face. Her mouth around his cock felt soft as a cloud, wet and 
deep as he pushed slowly, torturously inward! Hank sucked voraciously 
at the large mounds of her breasts, burying his face blissfully in the 
big pillows of flesh, the satiny surfaces that took him back to his 
childhood when his mother would nurse him until he was almost three 
years old.


Helen moaned and, ashamed of what she was feeling, opened her mouth a 
bit wider to accept the college boy's warmly pulsating cock. With a 
grown, she spread her long legs a bit wider to accommodate the plunging 
fingers that brought such insane delight to her loins. Yes, all control 
was slipping away, and what was worse, she was glad, glad, glad! Her 
love-starved body was betraying her, but so what! They had given her 
something, some terrific drug that made her no longer responsible for 
her actions. She couldn't possibly even feel guilty about it anymore. 
Why not just let herself go! This sensuous body of hers, still young, 
still beautiful, had a will of its own, and she was going to let it 
enjoy itself for a change. Oh God, it was about time!


Helplessly excited, the frustrated wife groaned in submission and 
lewdly submitted to the teasings of the three men. How hungry her 
rapidly heaving breasts were for sucking. Helen pushed her chest 
upwards, nudging her insanely tingling mounds of flesh into the young 
man's face, lewdly longing for more, more of everything. Her desire-
tautened belly trembled and quivered as her thighs flexed and unflexed, 
straining for more, waiting and hoping for the penetration of her now 
hungrily pulsating cunt.


"Well, well, well! She's coming around really nicely," Roger mumbled.


"She sure wants it bad!" Ben said. "Shall I cream in her mouth?"


"Do what you like!" Roger snapped back.


I'm gonna fuck her between these tits!"


"Let's get it together you guys!" Roger said. Once more, as a Rhodes 
scholar he was going to have to show the way, organize the thing so it 
worked smoothly.


"You want us to fuck you, sweetie?" he asked pleasantly. Helen's mouth 
was full, but she was able to nod furiously and to gyrate her loins 
lewdly enough so that it was clear that the answer was "yes".


"You want us all at once, or one at a time?" Hank said, lifting his 
hungrily sucking mouth up for the first time from the wondrously soft 
yet firm mounds of Helen's trembling breasts.


"Mnnnnmmmmghhffh!" Helen replied.


"For chrrissakes, Ben, would you let her breathe! Get your dong out of 
her mouth for a minute!"


Insulted, Ben none-the-less, withdrew his saliva-coated, wildly 
throbbing cock from the depths of Helen's mouth long enough for her to 
breathe normally and to speak.


"Oh, anything, anything. Just don't leave me like this. It's cruel. Oh 
I need, I need ..."


Roger spoke up. "Okay, guys, lets give it to her all at once. Well 
shit, don't sit there looking at me like that. Don't you assholes think 
it can be done? Sure it can. I've seen lots of d o documentation 
proving it can be done. Obscenely, Roger caressed his own thick 
burgeoning cock as he spoke and Helen writhed, moaning softly on the 
bed, waiting for their decision with growing impatience.


"You Hank lie down!"


Hank lay down beside Helen on the bed.


"Now, you, Ben help me get her on top of Hank. No, you ass, not like 
that, face up!"


"Backwards?" Hank said.


"You complaining? Feel that sweet wonderful ass on your cock, man!"


"Yeah, yeah!" Hank could feel the twin loaves of Helen's warmly 
quivering ass-cheeks on his trembling loins as she was placed over him.


Helen writhed in a wanton eagerness upon him, almost slipping off until 
Hank clasped her around the waist and held her. Then he was forcing his 
thickly protruding cock head within the deep split of her quivering 
buttocks, so that each time she moved ever so slightly, he felt a 
lewdly stimulating massage of his penis.


"Oh God, hurry, hurry!" Helen gasped out. Don't make me wait like 
this!" Devils were dancing within her nakedly exposed loins, devils 
that would go on dancing until they were satiated. Frantically the 
aroused housewife reached up for someone. It was Roger. She tried to 
pull him over her, to get him inside her. She needed but one thing now, 
this young boy's long hard penis.


Roger fell upon her, grinning lewdly down into her face while his body 
weight smashed her onto the boy beneath her. Hank's thickly pulsing 
cock was a living hardness in the split of her ass-cheeks. If only, if 
only! Hungrily, Helen tried to kiss and lick Roger's approaching face 
while she ground her buttocks back and spread her legs to encompass 
Roger's slender hips.


"Hey, what about me?" Ben asked, stridently.


"Stick it back in her mouth for the time being!" Roger said, "that's 
the only hole we're gonna have left!"


Responding as if by automation, Helen opened her lips wide. Then the 
downward thrusting cock was ramming from the side, sliding deep into 
her wetly availed mouth as Ben knelt down beside the lustful trio. 
Furiously, Helen sucked at the lust-thickened shaft, her body caught up 
in an insane vortex of raw naked lust. And now the entire lower portion 
of the drugged young wife's body had come squirmingly alive. Roger 
himself had grown so excited by his own talented tableau that he could 
hardly wait to begin the real action. He could see the beautiful blonde 
wildly sucking on Ben's big cock, while she writhed lewdly back and up 
and down against him and his buddy, Hank beneath her. Hank's hands had 
snaked around and up from her waist and were now holding on tight to 
the big fleshy swellings of her breasts so that she would not roll off 
of him.


Helen's head bobbed lewdly as she worked her hungry mouth at the thick 
pulsing cock, sucking hard, feeling the erotic tingling of her lips, 
the hot rubbery head entering her mouth! Her breasts quivered beneath 
the rough hands, and her vagina throbbed wetly between her legs, 
palpitating openly in a blind search for Roger's rigid shaft to fill 
the aching void in her cunt. But Roger let his sensitive cock-head 
linger at the quivering entrance of Helen's yearning pussy. He placed 
his hands beneath her hips, clutching at her smoothly rounded buttocks, 
spreading them without ceremony and talking to Hank. "Can you find her 
asshole?"


"Sure thing! If it takes me all night, I'll find it!"


"Well, I ain't got all night!" Roger replied, "so get it in fast!"


"Nnugh!"


"Mmmmmmghhhh!"


"OOoommmmm!" Aghhhh ... too ... big ... aagghhh." Her mumbled protests 
were silenced as Ben rammed his lust-thickened cock further down her 
throat.


*  *  *


The combined grunts and groans and moaning filled the room, and all 
were recorded on the professor's machines. Inside the control room, 
Adam slept on his control panel, oblivious to the blinking lights, that 
signified that his electrodes and instruments were in perfect working 
order. He was in the middle of a dream, a nightmare rather about Helen. 
In it, he was losing her. Every time he tried to get close to her she 
seemed to dissolve, to melt into thin air. Then she would reappear 
again not far away, and he would run, slowly, torturously, not able to 
make any head-way, trying to reach her before it was too late.


"Stop, Helen," he cried. "Stop, darling, before it's too late!"


Adam dreamed on, while in the next room his experiment was being 
enacted, his young assistants having set it up perfectly for his 
purposes. But none of them knew that the rutting blonde whose reactions 
were being tested was none other than the professor's own wife, Helen.


*  *  *


Roger's hand moved within the sweat-dampened crack of Helen's spread 
buttocks. Lewdly, he inserted his outstretched middle finger into her 
tightly puckering anus, muttering to Hank that he'd found it for him. 
"Get it in there," he said, his voice strangled and strained from the 
great desire he felt. Roger felt the chunky knob of Hank's hotly 
throbbing penis slid forward. He grabbed it and fit it snugly into the 
entrance-way to the blonde woman's anal passage, and then he, himself, 
moved down so that the long swollen hardness of his throbbing flesh 
could part the thins strands of hair and enter Helen's desire tormented 
pussy.


Roger clasped the wildly thrashing Helen around the waist while Hank 
clung to her breasts and Ben continued his slow fucking into her mouth. 
With a flick of his lean hips, Roger forced the blood-filled head of 
his penis inside the feverishly quivering lips of Helen's vagina, 
thickly expanding the tight but moist flesh at the same moment that 
Hank's eagerly upthrusting penis sought entry into her defensively 
puckering back passage from below.


Helen threw her head back insanely, momentarily abandoning the slippery 
cock in her mouth to cry out in a weird exaltation of pain and 
pleasure.


"MMMmooohhh ... Aaaaahhhh-ah-ah -ah!"


All around her was youthfully muscular flesh, while inside her she was 
being filled to the bursting point, mercifully rubbed and tickled, as 
the hard male cocks frictioned against all of her nerve-lined openings. 
Her anal and her cuntal channels gratefully accepted the two invading 
rods of hardness, wanting them, squeezing them, jiggling up and down so 
that they would fit all the more snugly and firmly inside!


"Give it to me, give it all to me. Beautiful ... beautiful ... 
aaahhhhhh!" she muttered over and over softly, gurgling around the hot 
pulsing hardness of Ben's lust-swollen member in her mouth.


And then she was pressed, they were slamming into her, the one upward, 
the other downward, and she was sandwiched between the two college boys 
so firmly that it felt as though they would never come unstuck again! 
It was without a doubt the most intensely exciting thing that Helen had 
ever felt in her life. With a thud of naked flesh meeting flesh, the 
two hardened cocks rose high within her belly, each to its furthest 
point. Abruptly, with no warning whatsoever, she could feel herself 
cumming, yes, cumming already from the mere idea of what was being done 
to her! The two youths held her firmly between them, neither one moving 
yet really, while she began to cum wildly, wriggling and gyrating 
against their fully inserted cocks, slipping and sliding against their 
naked male bodies ... and moaning a lewd song of rapture.


It was true Helen had never known anything remotely like this 
incredible dual ravishment. Her orgasm reverberated dually within her 
filled passages filling her with a sensation akin to having fireworks 
set off under her skin, deep, deep in her belly, in her raging hot cunt 
and her erotically straining rectum.


And then they were fucking into her, each one getting the rhythm from 
the other. Roger tight-lipped and tense, fucking with long smooth 
thrusts that reached the very tip of her womb on each in-stroke. Hank 
was ramming upward from below, screwing and worming his long thick 
penis into the tightly clenching warmth of her rectum, laughing out 
loud as he felt her involuntary muscular spasms on his outrageously 
hard flesh.


And Helen was cumming all this times They continued to fuck into her 
orgasm, changing it, channeling it, starting it up again and again when 
it seemed as though the peak of pleasure would abate. The debasement 
and subjugation, the pure feeling of muscular young bodies against 
hers, combined to create new delight as her loins gyrated in an 
abandoned harmony with the increasing power of the three cocks that 
fucked so relentlessly in and out.


OOoooooh fuck me, fuck me like this. Fuck me this way forever, she 
thought wildly. Oooo never stop fucking meeeee!


The nakedly impaled body of the beautiful blonde wife undulated amidst 
the moving hands and fingers that caressed her vibrant flesh. She 
opened her eyes and saw the two handsome students over her. She was in 
a blurred ecstasy. Now her earlier orgasms began to fade and in the 
lull she thought it might be over, but now, now she was climbing, 
climbing again toward an even greater height of camel pleasure. All the 
time Helen's brain reeled with pleasure and she rotated her backward 
thrusting ass-cheeks faster and faster, against Hank's penis in her 
rectum, using her deeper belly muscles to squeeze and suck upon the 
hotly pulsing cock in her vagina with more intensity, and sucked with 
an unbelievably lewd hunger on the bloated male instrument that slid in 
and out of her mouth.


"Oh shit!" Roger said. "Oh what a fuck!"


"You should be in her ass, man!" Hank grunted out.


"Oh god, I'm creaming in her mouth right now!" Ben jerked backward, his 
spasmodically jerking cock lunging upward against the roof of Helen's 
mouth, forcing the drugged blonde to lift her head inches from the bed 
to take it all. Then he lunged forward, plunging the long shaft 
downward into her open throat, almost strangling her with the force of 
it until the streaming spurts of cum began to jet outward. Only then 
did he pull back ever so slightly. A shudder of wanton delight surged 
through Helen's raw, nerve-tingling body at the obscenity of the floods 
of white hot semen that filled her mouth and dribbled across her chin. 
She swallowed as best she could while her breasts heaved and quivered 
up against Roger's chest, their hardened nipples being tantalized by 
his mat of hair. Helen fucked insanely, as though she were possessed by 
demons until at last she felt another climax coming over her like a 
tidal wave of searing elation, soaring through her madly aroused body. 
As the tender lips of her open-splayed pussy worked and sucked upon 
Roger's madly jerking penis, the boy above her became suddenly stiffer 
and then a hard stream of sperm splashed against her womb. Helen's 
breath rasped in short frenzied gasps as she felt the lightning-like 
sensations within her of a magnificent orgasm that mated with his. The 
young boy's body jerked and trembled over her, wriggling and pressing 
as he came in a never-ending stream of heated sperm. Roger arched 
backward, thrusting upward into Helen's streaming cunt with all his 
might, grunting from the effort that brought a wild ejaculating 
pleasure to his loins.


Ben's deflating penis slipped reluctantly from her mouth. "OH GOD! 
CUmmmmmmmmm cummmmmm with me! Both of you!" Helen gasped as the cocks 
within her spewed for their jets of whine lightning, spurting hotly far 
up inside her convulsing channel and against her quivering womb.


"Shit, lady! Ass-fucking is where it's at!" Hank stammered out as he 
bucked upward, pumping his loins up against the soft cheeks of Helen's 
madly rotating buttocks. His thick shaft continued to explode, sending 
his liquid lust pouring upward into the far depths of her bowels.


"Oh yes, yes! This is where it's at!" Helen replied, knowing that it 
was all what she wanted, drug or no drug. This was what she truly 
wanted in life! And what she was going to have in the future.


Chapter 8


Adam stirred inside the control booth. He shook his head, alarmed that 
he had actually been able to fall asleep while an experiment was in 
progress. He was weary, however, and his eyes felt as though they had 
stones in them. Nonetheless, the dedicated scientist inspected his 
instruments and peered into the two-way mirror to see what was going 
on. He sincerely hoped that it was almost over, for he wanted to get 
back home. Back home to Helen. Maybe he could convince her that he 
still loved her.


Inside, Adam saw the three young students still going at it with the 
subject. Adam would have to get the brief biography from her later, he 
thought, casting a jaded eye on the lewd spectacle.


They had her down on the bed, and she was taking them admirably, Adam 
saw. A really good subject. The boys seemed to be enjoying themselves, 
too. Adam flicked on the speaker system so that he could hear what was 
going on. Later he would listen to the playback of the preceding 
events.


"Now it's my turn to get sucked!" Hank was saying, and although Adam 
couldn't see him quite clearly because Ben's body was arching up to 
enter the female subject's spread vaginal passage, the scientist had 
the distinct impression that he was thrusting his penis into her mouth


"Suck it, suck it!" Hank said, "get it hard again!" He knelt over her, 
lewdly squatting with one leg on either side of her face, grasping both 
sides of her head and holding firm. Helen gagged as Hank rammed his 
softened cock to the back of her tongue and her ovaled lips began to 
shape around the limp male object. She could feel his testicles 
slapping wetly against her chin. She tried to get her breath on the 
outstroke of his thrusting. Then, feeling proud of herself, she 
realized he was getting hard!


"Oh!" Helen groaned inwardly as she felt Ben's lust-thickened penis 
entering her passion-drenched vagina, and she was surprised at the 
renewed desire that sprang to life within her belly. Oh God! She could 
fuck all night with these wonderful boys, and that's exactly what she 
planned to do!


Roger had snuggled under her to try the anal intercourse that Hank had 
praised, and they began to pummel her lust-driven body back and forth 
between them once more.


The shameless desire deep inside of Helen's belly once more became a 
vicious, gnawing need as the four nakedly entwined bodies twisted and 
turned so that she was now on her side, all of them clinging lewdly and 
readjusting their positions with their agile young bodies.


Adam Randolph watched with greater and greater interest. Of all the 
experiments he had observed, none had moved him as much as this one. 
The nakedly writhing bodies in the other room seemed joined so 
perfectly and moved with such attuned harmony that he was filled with 
awe and a growing admiration. It was, he thought, almost a ballet! 
Recently he had participated less and less in his experiments, but 
somehow tonight he thought he might want to erase the odd 
uncharacteristic sorrow that had come over him. Beneath his white coat, 
naked as was his custom, the middle-aged professor felt his excitedly 
surging cock rise. He tried to see the woman's face in the adjoining 
room, but it was impossible because of Hank's lewd positioning over her 
face; one ham-hock thigh covered the whole of her head. Now that they 
were on their sides, however, Adam could see much more of the excited 
woman's lushly ripened body. She was beautiful in a way that none of 
the other subjects had been, and Adam regretted now not having watched 
the entire experiment from the beginning.


"Look at her go!" Adam was almost able to forget his nightmare about 
Helen always moving away from him. Almost, but not quite. "If only 
Helen could let herself go that way," he thought to himself, unaware of 
the fact that he had never really given her the chance to do so.


He continued to watch through the two-way mirror, unable to keep from 
fondling his own hardening cock as the orgiastic activities reached a 
feverish pitch.


*  *  *


In the other room, Helen began to roll her naked buttocks high up 
behind her in a circulating movement, constricting her wildly flaring 
cunt muscles on the hot, fleshy cock that was burrowing into her. She 
wanted to exploit them all to the limit to saturate her being with hot, 
sticky sperm. The excited blonde wife insatiably sucked at the pulsing 
hardness in her mouth, her cheeks concaving with Hank's every thrust. 
She explored it hungrily, swirling her tongue tip to taunt the small 
opening at the end, wanting it to shoot into her mouth, wanting to 
swallow the hot sperm. She was struck by the difference in taste 
between this one and Ben's and realized that a whole new world of cocks 
was opening up to her. Each one must taste different! She wanted to 
feel them all cumming again, all giving her the most potent tribute a 
man can give a woman, their fresh young sperm! Her body had thirsted 
for it for so long, and now she could be drenched with it, filled to 
the brim.


Thighs quivering, hips and loins rolling and gyrating, naked breasts 
shaking, head wagging, Helen abandoned herself once more to the renewed 
lust within her. Only this time it was more mellow, more relaxed if 
every bit as strong. This time her head seemed to be more in control. 
Oh, my nice hard-cocked men! she thought, I want to cum for you again!


And then she did! At the same time as her own spiraling climax began to 
crest, Roger's penis fucking into her from behind swelled up and 
twitched and began to spurt its heated charge up inside Helen's 
receptively quaking rectum. It splashed violently against her back-
passage walls and dribbled loosely back out, coating his own testicles 
with a film of orgasmic juices. While in front of the blissfully 
cumming blonde wife, Ben jerked forward, his long legs entangling with 
Hank's as they buffeted the voluptuous female body between them. The 
mound of his pelvis massaged her erect clitoris causing Helen to 
convulse forward with the acute pleasure, and in this manner Hank's 
penis was submerged completely to the hilt inside her wildly sucking 
mouth.


Hank's cock too began to burst with built-up cum, flooding her hungrily 
sucking mouth and throat with a pungent liquid totally unlike Ben's in 
taste. It bloated her cheeks as she swallowed the hot gushes excitedly, 
working her lips fish-like around the wildly throbbing length of flesh. 
The white stream of semen slipped from the comers of her mouth, 
although Helen sought to contain it all. With a grunt that resounded 
through the room, the blonde housewife skewered her buttocks back 
savagely onto the still pumping cock that rose high in her rectal 
passage, and with a wail from around the penetrating cock in her mouth, 
the happy woman gave herself up completely to the agonizing ecstasy 
that sent her mind and body to whirling in rapture. She felt herself to 
be more of a woman than she'd ever been before!


The foursome lay stunned on the bed. No one had quite expected it to be 
so good. The fact that they had all varied their positions with the 
pretty blonde made the college students feel as though they had enjoyed 
a mind-blowing variety never before dreamed of in their young male 
minds.


The three youths were regarding the beautiful older woman with 
unabashed admiration when the professor's voice came through to the 
room.


"Excellent. I'll be right in!" he said.


Helen's eyes popped wide open. Didn't that voice sound familiar? And 
where was it coming from?


She did not have long to wait, for even as the boys were grumbling 
about the arrival of the professor to interrupt an experience which 
they were all considering continuing. Helen heard the door open. Adam 
hastened to the bed. He was anxious to meet the woman who had so 
inspired his young assistants.


He smiled broadly as he approached, and was still smiling even as he 
was looking directly into a pair of blue eyes which were perfectly 
familiar to him, perfectly known.


"HELEN!"


"ADAM!"


The three young students moved aside as they realized that the 
professor and the woman knew each other. Possibly they had made some 
kind of mistake!


Adam's face turned several different shades of red as he stood there, 
and even as the boys were hastily dressing behind him, Helen was trying 
desperately to cover her naked body with the damp and rumpled spread.


All the smiles were drained from the astounded scientist as he stared 
mouth gaping wide at his wife. That same wife about whom he had been 
feeling so tender only moments prior to this.


Now he saw it all. Saw that she'd been making a fool of him all this 
time.


"Why, you're nothing but a whore!" he said. "My own wife a whore!"


At this point the three fraternity brothers from downstairs slipped out 
the door and closed it quietly behind them. Let them work it out by 
themselves was the general attitude as they hurried down the stairs.


"NO! It's all a mistake!" Helen cried, terrified, suddenly totally 
aware of everything around her, no longer in that delightful erotic 
haze that had shown her such pleasure.


"You bitch! How could I have ever loved you?" he sobbed, pained to the 
core. His own wife had been reading that paper, had answered Lord knew 
how many other ads. She had felt those three boys, stiffened cocks in 
every orifice she had! She'd loved every minute of it!


In a rage, he flew at her, and Helen reached out her hands to fend him 
off. They tumbled in a thrashing mass upon the bed, Adam screaming 
imprecations at his wife. Helen was too disturbed and surprised to 
respond any other way but by the cowering admission of guilt even 
though it had all been as the tried to explain, "a mistake".


Then wild eyed and with his features fearfully contorted, Adam lunged 
for a lever on the underside of the bed. Suddenly, the smooth, sliding 
trap door rolled back and the enormous ramrod of a cock-machine slid 
upward. Furiously, Adam tried to roll his wife over onto it so that it 
would skewer her. She fought back like a banshee, but finally Adam 
pinned her helpless to the bed.


"This is good for whore fucking!" he cried, "this is what you want!"


"No, no! You're crazy!" she cried, sobbing. The tears streamed in 
flowing wet rivulets down the side of her cheeks, but in spite of it, 
she could feel him pulling her legs brutally apart on the bed. Then he 
reached beneath the bed directly down into the trap of the artificial 
cock to set it in motion. It began to ram upward lewdly, and Adam 
harshly thrust his wife's already sperm-filled cunt down so that the 
big, bulging tip of the phallus burrowed and wormed its rigid way into 
her depths. It rammed deep, so deep that the unprepared blonde felt a 
searing pain. She tried to twist away, but Adam held her down at first 
and then moved to life her flailing legs apart so that the lewd object 
drove hard upward into the wetly clenching canal of his sobbing wife's 
open pussy. The smack and slap of the machine on human flesh could be 
heard throughout the room like claps of an eraser against a blackboard.


"Oh, Adam! Oh help, help!" Helen cried piteously.


But there was no response from her insanely glowering husband who only 
wanted to make sure that the machine was making the most headway into 
his wife's unfaithful pussy. Helen was certain that she could never 
stoop lower. The pain itself was bad enough, but to have to lie there 
while her husband used some diabolical machine on her, treating her 
like the lowest of prostitutes, using her to vent his anger was far 
worse than anything. She was being degraded beyond belief, and her 
thoughts were flowing as though there were no more feelings left in 
her. She had sinned, and now she was paying. It was hateful, what Adam 
was doing, and her own body felt hateful to her at this moment.


"MOVE IT! Don't you like it? You liked those three young studs well 
enough! Shake it!"


"No, no, no," she cried. "You don't understand. No one will ever 
understand."


But the machine continued its slow mechanical grinding within her while 
Adam's fingers dug into her nakedly squirming flesh as he held her 
firm. This large, inhuman thing inside her made no rising tide of 
passion occur like she'd felt with the three college boys. No, she was 
just being fucked as though she were nothing, nothing but a cunt!


She lay there motionless now, no longer trying to get away, feeling the 
horrid obscenity of the man-made machine entering her tender feminine 
flesh, raping her with a total lack of feeling, skewering her 
unwillingly open pussy.


"CUM! CUM!" Adam spat down at his wife.


"Never!" she replied, tears welling up in her hurt blue eyes.


Adam reached down and set the machine for a still faster speed. Helen 
tightly clenched her teeth together in an effort to withstand the 
brutal spearing in and out of her raw and tortured vagina. Adam knelt, 
looking down at her, wanting nothing more than to destroy her feeling, 
himself destroyed by her as he watched the obscene device entering and 
exiting the moist pink flesh between her lewdly spread legs.


Helen lay as motionless as she could, hoping to avoid some of the pain 
this way and finally in disgust over his wife's lack of reaction to his 
cruel torture, Adam turned the machine off and fled the room.


Helen lay there with her beautiful long legs still spread wide as he 
had left them, and her naked loins were wet and raw from the multiple 
fucking she had endured. Anyone could have come in at that moment, she 
thought dazedly and done with her what they wanted, and she wouldn't 
have resisted nor would she have cared. For nothing seemed to matter 
anymore, nothing at all. Her entire world had been thoroughly 
obliterated, and her attempts at straightening out her life had proved 
to be ludicrous to say the least. Many years before, it seemed, she had 
still been a faithful and innocent wife, although an unhappy one. 
Perhaps it was better to remain unhappy than to have to endure the 
pains of what freedom would entail?


Helen didn't know the answer, but there was no more searching for it 
either. She wished ... yes, for the first time she truly wished she 
were dead. She never wanted to have to face the cruelty and confusion 
that were a part of every day living again.


Slowly the despondent wife got up and found the crumpled mass of her 
clothing where the boys had thrown them. Trembling with every motion 
she put on her things as best she could and then made her way out of 
the apartment. As she went, she looked all around her, knowing that the 
sight of these dingy walls would remain forever etched in her mind, a 
searing memory of what she had endured that night.


Chapter 9


Adam Randolph roamed the streets of the city, aimlessly walking and 
flirting with the danger that lurked wherever he went. But he had the 
look of a madman; and potential robbers and muggers knew well enough to 
stay away. He moved steadily downtown without even realizing it, and it 
was almost dawn by the time the depressed scientist reached 42nd 
Street. The litter-scattered sidewalks of Seventh Avenue were 
comparatively empty; only a few of the night inhabitants of the city 
were to be seen. Dr. Randolph fit right in with the others, and he was 
not surprised when a derelict saluted him, "Hey, brother!"


And a little further on, a prostitute nodded and smiled at him. He 
looked at her, astounded. "God, I called Helen a prostitute!" he said. 
When in reality it is I who am the prostitute!


Stunned by this uncomfortable illumination, Dr. Randolph rushed up to 
the startled hooker and embraced her warmly.


"You're beautiful!" he told her. "Oh, God, you're so beautiful!"


"Yeah?" the woman said suspiciously.


"Yes!" Adam affirmed. "Where do you live? How can I get in touch with 
you?"


"You got something special going?" Hannah thought that he was either a 
true crazy or a cop. One way or the other, man, she was going to be 
ultra careful.


"Something very, very special!" Adam said.


"Well, you call this number, and they'll get in touch with me. It's 
Harry's Bar over there!" she pointed across the street.


"Fine, fine. You won't regret it!" Adam cried as he ran on. The subway 
was nearby and he ran down into it. He had to get home fast. He had a 
lot of work to do!


*  *  *


It was two in the morning, and Helen had not yet come home. Adam had 
all in readiness for her return, but still she hadn't come back. He 
even took a taxi uptown to the apartment that he used as a lab to see 
if she was still there, but there was no trace of her.


In desperation, he called the police, but they were singularly 
unsympathetic.


"Ya had a fight with your wife, buddy? You know how many calls we get 
like this a day? She ain't come hack a week from now, you call us 
again!"


Adam was in a state of utter despair by the next evening. He began to 
think about his wife's life when he wasn't at home. For the first time 
he was trying to figure out just what she did all day long. Who were 
her friends? Had she ever mentioned anyone! He couldn't remember a 
single name. Oh, God! Why hadn't he listened to one of those 
interminable conversations of hers? Then a glimmer of a memory came 
back to the suffering professor. Stan! He'd heard her mention Stan, her 
analyst, but who was he, and what was his last name? Hurriedly, Adam 
began to rummage through his wife's dresser drawers, but he found 
nothing. Then he looked in the night table where the bedroom telephone 
was. There he found a small address book, and after rifling nervously 
through it, he found: Dr. Stanley Bederbeck, 60 West 96th Street. 977-
0002.


Adam dialed the number quickly, only to find he had mis-dialed and was 
obliged to try it again. The telephone rang and rang, and finally a 
secretary answered.


"Get me the doctor! Quick! I'm Helen Randolph's husband. Hurry, I must 
talk to him!"


The secretary tried to make some sense out of the harassed man's words 
and finally, giving up, connected him through to Stan.


"My wife ... I mean Helen! I've done something awful. I'm afraid she'll 
do something silly! Please, you've got to help me! We've got to find 
her!" Adam blurted out.


Stan's voice was as soothing and as stern at the same time as he could 
possibly make it. A little the way it had been when he'd talked to 
Helen on the phone a few hours before.


"Dr. Randolph! Your wife is right here. I won't say that she's fine or 
even all right, but she's here."


"Oh, God! Thank God!" Randolph burst into tears of relief.


Stan put the call onto the speaker attachment which transmitted the 
conversation into the room. Helen looked up from the sofa on which 
she'd been lying as her husband's broken voice expanded into the room. 
Why, she'd never heard him like that, and it was profoundly shocking to 
hear him crying.


"I've been so wrong, so very wrong!" Adam blubbered. "Tell her she's 
got to come home so I can make it up to her!"


"Well, that's up to Helen. Do you think that she feels like coming home 
after what she experienced last night?"


"Everything has changed, everything is different. What a fool I've 
been!"


"That's what they all say," thought Stan. "That's not for me to say, 
Dr. Randolph, but as your wife's doctor, I feel it necessary to tell 
you that you have a very disturbed woman here. Helen needs the proper 
care and special consideration under the rather extreme circumstances 
in which she finds herself. I won't hide from you the fact that it is 
only pure luck that I was able to persuade Helen to come here and see 
me rather than doing herself in."


"Doing herself in?" Randolph's voice was strident. Was this man going 
to prevent his seeing his wife ever again? "What do you mean. Is she 
all right? You said she's there. Let me talk to her. She's my wife!"


"Now there's where you're going wrong, Mr. Randolph. I'd be doing both 
you and my patient a disservice if I didn't try to explain to you that 
the person you refer to as quote, my wife, unquote, is much, much more 
than that. She is a person in her own right and deserves to be treated 
as such! Once you begin to see her in this light, I feel that a great 
many of the problems which you two have accumulated through the years 
can begin to clear up."


Sobering, Adam tried to assimilate this information. "Yes, he said, 
trying to resume his natural tone of voice, his responsible citizen 
voice, "Yes, I've realized that. That's just it! I see that that's 
where I've gone wrong! Even in the experiments, that's where I have 
gone wrong. I've made prostitutes of them all! That's what I've done!" 
Adam's voice broke. "Tell her she's got to come back to me! She's just 
got to!"


Stan looked at Helen. The pale and disheveled wife was standing up. She 
wavered a bit and then steadied herself.


"Tell him, I'll be home in a little while!" she said, half-smiling, 
half-weeping.


*  *  *


Nervously, Adam paced up and down the apartment until at last he heard 
the familiar sound of the elevator stopping at the landing outside. He 
rushed to the door and opened it wide. There coming down the hall was a 
woman who resembled Helen. It was Helen, but she seemed so weak, so 
drained of life that she was almost unrecognizable. Adam felt something 
twist hard in his heart. This is what I've done to her!


Defensively, Helen started to speak. "I've come back!" she said, but 
hidden within the words was the meaning, "despite what you've done, 
despite what I've done, despite all the hurt and pain I feel!"


Adam gathered her into his arms and rushed her inside. He took her 
straight away to the bathroom where unprotesting, she allowed him to 
undress her while he ran a tub. Once the water was filled almost to the 
brim, he helped her to get in it and then washed her soothingly, 
carefully.


"Oh, my poor, poor darling!" he muttered. The hot water did its healing 
work on the soft, bruised flesh and restored something of Helen's 
vibrant skin tone. Bit by bit, the exhausted woman began to relax. 
Letting her head rest on the rubber pillow that was attached to the 
back of the tub by suction cups, she closed her eyes and sighed. She 
was almost asleep by the time Adam lifted her bodily from the tub and 
dried her carefully with a big towel. Then he took her into the bedroom 
and put her to bed. He himself had changed the sheets and had been 
embarrassed to discover that he didn't even know where they were kept. 
He'd had to search all over to find them. Then when Helen was snug in 
the bed, already sleeping like a baby, her fists tight around her 
pillow, Adam got in beside her.


They didn't wake until the following morning around 10:00A.M. The phone 
was ringing and Adam answered it groggily. "Mmn Yes, yes! Oh, God, yes. 
Get a sub for me, I've got the flu!"


It was the Science Department of the University wondering why Dr. 
Randolph hadn't shown up for his classes that morning. Then he got up 
and went to the bathroom. When Adam resumed, he saw his wife lying 
there, half uncovered, still sleeping peacefully. The large full mounds 
of her breasts, the ripe nipples were exposed and staring up at him.


"God, you're so beautiful!" he muttered, staring down at her nakedness. 
He could feel his male hardness rising at the sight of this beautiful 
creature who was also his wife. It was all he could do to keep from 
dropping to the bed and locking his lips to the softness of her flesh 
at that very moment, but he held himself back.


She needed more. Much more than that! Now Adam knew that his wife had 
hidden recesses of knowledge of which he'd never dreamed. He had seen 
her in action as she'd never been with him. Yes, it was up to him to 
bring that out in her again instead of just jumping on top of her and 
throwing it to her without preparing her well for it. The reward would 
be well worth it.


Adam leaned over and kissed his wife gently on the lips as though he 
had never kissed her before. Like Sleeping Beauty, she stirred, but 
slowly, as though she'd been asleep a hundred years.


"Mmmm."


Helen opened her eyes and saw Adam's concerned face close to hers. His 
expression was one of infinite tenderness. How long since she'd known 
such a thing as tenderness? It thrilled her to the marrow of her bones. 
She reached up, curled her arms around and pulled her husband down on 
her. One of his legs slipped tightly between her soft open thighs. 
Their bodies fell together with a suppleness as though they belonged 
together. Slowly, Helen moved her thighs up against Adam's loins as he 
ground his lips down onto hers feeling his already hard cock throb 
painfully. He could feel a bit of wet seminal fluid seeping from the 
tip of it. Nakedly they clung together, Helen beginning a massage with 
her whole body that pressured his cock-head until Adam thought it would 
explode. It was jerking and twitching, and he was afraid he would cum 
too soon, for he could feel it building deep into his balls. The 
recalcitrant husband thrust his tongue deep inside his wife's open 
mouth, feeling her suck gently upon it, nibbling with sharp, tiny bites 
that sent chills of desire racing throughout his erotically trembling 
body.


"Teach me some things!" he said softly to her. "Show me how to love 
you."


"Yes," she promised softly, breathing heavily into his mouth. "You want 
to fuck me now, don't you?"


The word was breathtakingly exciting on his wife's lips. He gasped and 
said, "Yes, yes, I do want to fuck you!"


"How? Tell me how."


"Long and hard so that you'll want no one else to fuck you, so that 
you'll forget that anyone else ever did!"


"Oh, God!" she moaned, "do it then. Do it Adam!"


The professor moved one hand down to the smoothness of Helen's naked 
buttocks and cupped them. They were beautifully shaped. Her body was so 
warm and soft against him as his mouth locked once more tightly to 
hers. Amazingly, Adam could feel her hand searching down between them 
for the throbbing hardness of his penis. The coolness of her fingers 
closed around its pulsing length, and he pressed his head forward to 
kiss her neck. Her perfume---or was it only the soap he'd used on her 
last night---smelled like fresh-cut flowers. Her lips softly gave 
beneath the harsher pressure of his teeth and tongue, and tiny chills 
spread over the surfaces of his skin wherever he touched her.


Moaning softly, Helen crushed the entire length of her silken body up 
against his, grinding her loins eagerly against him and opening her 
thighs wide to accept his body between them.


Adam felt Helen's hands searching over his body, exploring him eagerly 
as though she had never touched him before. His hard shaft was resting 
against the narrow, hair-trimmed slit of her pussy, waiting for 
permission to enter. Helen arched up for a moment, levering them both 
upward with the strength of her back muscles, and reaching under her 
buttocks with both hands, she provocatively pulled her fevered vaginal 
lips apart to give her husband's lust-thickened penis a greater contact 
with the sensitive flesh within. Now it lay the full length of the 
moistly throbbing opening. Helen sighed and dropped back to the bed, 
feeling his rigidity trapped tightly now between her full thighs.


Adam moved his hand up and down the soft curves of her back and hips as 
Helen began to undulate her body up against him in a slow, teasing 
rhythm.


"Oh, God you feel good!" he whispered down to her. The sinews of her 
muscles rippled lightly just under the skin, and the tenseness of the 
cords in her thighs pressed against the outside of his hips. He could 
sense the hidden power within her, the strength that he had so long 
ignored in so many ways. Adam pushed his hands further down beneath the 
fullness of Helen's ass-cheeks, feeling them soft and warm in his 
palms, and pulled her warmly quivering pussy up tighter against him. 
With a low moan of heartfelt hunger, he slowly insinuated more and more 
of the thick hardness of his cock up and down within the split of her 
wetly seeping cunt, feeling it grow hotter by the second.


Helen was commencing a more intense rotation of her loins against his 
until suddenly her legs without warning moved out wide, and her calves 
locked upward against his back. He was pulled tighter against her naked 
body, and it almost took his breath away.


"Now, now, now!" she mumbled, her eyes clenched tightly shut and her 
loins moving provocatively against his willing cock. "Fuck me now!"


Adam started to move into her, but Helen, taking the initiative, moved 
her hands down to circle his throbbing penis, guiding it between the 
parted lips of her flowering young cunt. Adam groaned at the sensual 
feel of it, the parting soft silken hair, the sensitive, delicate 
tissues of buttery flesh, the inward sucking little mouth that wanted 
his aching penis inside it!


"OOoohh!" Together they groaned as Adam thrust forward with his hips 
and drove the thick pulsing hardness of his cock deep up into the 
quivering feminine opening, splitting it open and pushing the resilient 
flesh in rippling waves ahead of his masculinity. It was as though he 
had never fucked her before, and Adam knew that in a way, he hadn't. 
He'd never been so aware of this incredibly lovely woman as now. He was 
learning and learning fast, and as his long thick cock raced up inside 
Helen's softly clasping cunt and reached the depths of her quivering 
belly, he knew that he would fuck her again and again like this!


Her tight pussy was easing his in-thrusting member in, taking it all 
the way up, lubricating the passage with a hot, slippery moisture, 
accepting him bit by bit, swallowing him with loving attention. And 
then he hit bottom, bouncing off the spongy tip of her cervix.


Damn, we're fucking good! he thought. Momentarily, they were stir, and 
Adam could feel his fully penetrated cock growing and expanding inside 
of his wife's still tender pussy until it felt as though he would burst 
in two from the exquisite pleasure building in his sperm-laden 
testicles. Then he began a long, slow rhythm of fucking into her, 
fucking for both of them. Over and over, he gently thrust into the 
farthest depths, trying to pace himself so that it would last. And then 
he would make shorter strokes, pulling himself all the way out only to 
plunge jerkily back in and then out again, moving his cock up to the 
twitching slipperiness of her clitoris and sliding all the way back in 
up to the hilt.


He was driving Helen wild. And himself as well. God! He had never in 
his life felt anything as sensually exciting at this! Slow, then hard, 
fast, then slipping at a sideways angle into those soft, spongy depths. 
As he fucked, he took one of her legs and, pressing downward so that 
his pelvic bone pressed against the mound of her pussy, rubbed the 
sensitive spot of her clitoris.


"Oh! Oh, yes, yes, like this, fuck it, fuck it! You're beautiful ... 
Oh, Adam! Adam!" she chanted, mumbling everything that came into her 
mind and spurring him on with the pounding of her heels high on his 
back, with the scraping of her nails down along his flesh. Helen's eyes 
rolled uncontrollably as she writhed in liberated wantonness under her 
husband, moving and changing positions as easily as if they had been 
underwater. Their mouths hung open wide and unseeing eyes were glazed 
by lust.


Until finally the two panting bodies were one mass of wriggling flesh, 
uttering low grunts and groans of desire as the springs of the bed 
squeaked unmercifully. Helen's loins jerked spasmodically against her 
husband's belly. She held her breath for a long moment and then gave it 
up. She was cumming deep down at that spot where her husband's up-
thrusting cock was touching her.


"Mmmmnnaahh!" and she was pulling him in, in closer to her and now that 
throbbing hardness that was making her cum was spurting its life-giving 
heat into her filling cunt. There was no room on earth for anyone else 
but the two of them, and it seemed that they had been transported to a 
place that only true lovers can find if they are very lucky.


*  *  *


"You're very lucky," Hannah looked all around her, suspiciously, 
hostilely taking it all in.


"Oh," she said to herself when she saw Helen smiling nervously. "He 
wants me to bring the wife out!"


"Nice pad!" the prostitute added.


"Come in, won't you, and sit down?" Helen said. Adam put his arm around 
his wife. Christ! They looked like honeymooners, Hannah thought as she 
observed them. She moved slowly and deliberately into the living room. 
What kind of trick was this going to be anyway? She wanted to hurry and 
get it over with.


"God something to drink?" she asked.


Helen dashed to make something at the bar. "How about daiquiris?" she 
asked shyly. She had already made up a pitcher.


Helen looked at Hannah and saw beneath the makeup and the wig a rather 
pretty woman who had an enormous chip on her shoulder. And yet somehow 
the sight of this woman had affected her husband in such a way that he 
had gained more insight into her own predicament than if he'd been 
lectured about it for weeks. Helen had gladly accepted the idea of 
meeting this prostitute when Adam had told her about the other woman. 
It seemed in some say, she didn't know just how yet, to be important to 
their understanding of each other. But now she was nervous about what 
the woman in the jet-black curly-haired wig might be thinking of this 
invitation.


"I ... uh, suppose you're wondering why we asked you to come!" she said 
timidly, sitting down beside the other woman after handing her her 
drink.


"Yeah, sorta," Hannah answered, giving Helen the once-over from up 
close. She was pretty and straight, Hannah thought, and she hated 
Helen's guts.


"I'll try to explain," Adam's wife said, feeling the enormous animosity 
that emanated from her guest.


"Yeah, do that!" Hannah said, thinking about what life might be like 
for Helen, not having a drug habit to take care of, not having to be 
worried about getting busted, even after the cops fuck shit out of you! 
Just waking up every day to soft music on a radio probably, and putting 
on something filmy and pretty. Just fucking one man instead of hundreds 
of nameless johns.


Helen looked up at Adam who was hovering uncertainly nearby. "Perhaps 
you could leave us along for a little, darling," she said.


"Of course, of course," Adam went for his coat. "I'd go down and get 
the papers," he said a moment later. "Back in a bit."


And then Helen began to talk to Hannah, telling her everything. It was 
something she hadn't even realized that she was going to do before it 
happened, but it seemed perfectly natural as it was happening. She told 
her everything that had happened, the story of her life in brief, and 
bit by bit as Helen talked, she could feel Hannah's attitude toward her 
changing. And when at last the story was brought up to the moment and 
Helen had gotten up to get more drinks, Hannah spoke.


"Yeah, a lot of women get tricked into being nothing more than a high-
class hooker. That's what happened to you, and you couldn't even get a 
decent lay because your old man didn't even know who you were!"


Helen nodded and remained silent.


"Yeah, there's more than one way to get fucked, right?" Hannah said, 
smiling for the first time.


There was a kinship there, a special knowledge between the two women.


"You know what I think?" Hannah said. "I think your husband wanted me 
to come because he wanted us to make it together."


Helen reflected. "Yes," she said finally, "I think that's what he might 
have had in mind at first. But maybe talking together is as much as the 
same thing."


"Maybe."


"Maybe not," Helen said, after reflecting a moment.


"They all want to see two women together!" Hannah said, sneering.


"Do they?"


"But what if the women want to?"


"That's different."


Suddenly it was clear what she had to do. The pretty blonde wife spoke 
clearly and deliberately. "I want to!"


*  *  *


Adam returned to the apartment not knowing quite what to expect. He 
brought flowers and a Cue magazine, thinking that he and Helen might 
want to go out later that evening. He entered without bothering to 
disguise his sounds. Moments later, he stood in the doorway of the 
bedroom where the two women had retired. What he saw aroused in him a 
multitude of emotions, none of which he could single out as his true 
comprehension of what he was taking in.


In the darkened bedroom where a short while before Adam and Helen had 
fallen in love again, or perhaps for the first time, Helen groaned and 
bit her lips. The softness of the prostitute's touch was strange to 
her. It brought back all the feathery delights that she had ever known 
in her life, and after all the rough tortures her body had recently 
known, after all the indifferent caresses, she was profoundly shocked 
to find that the prostitute's fingers knew her body as well as she 
herself. The sensual contact with the other women who had done Helen 
the supreme honor of talking off her black wig and revealing the true 
chestnut color of her straight hair, was reaching her on some other 
level of consciousness, a level that spoke volumes about pain and 
loneliness and at the same time was a thoroughly potent and forceful 
erotic experience.


The prostitute's naked breasts pressed against hers while Hannah's 
fingers swirled insistently around up inside of Helen's wetly willing 
cunt. Comfort and warmth, mother-love was hers again, but pure in its 
sexuality. Even though the two women were simultaneously aware that 
Adam was watching, they were not self-conscious, and Helen was proud 
that she could show Hannah how naturally she could comprehend the 
perversity of their act.


Moaning softly to herself, Hannah rubbed her dark hair-fringed vaginal 
mound down against Helen's quivering cunt, feeling the privileged wife 
writhing sensuously beneath her, her legs straining apart. Their 
respective roles disappeared. They were both whores and they were both 
wives; they were women.


Helen's vision of herself was enhanced as her desire heightened. She 
learned untold things that masturbation, for example, had failed to 
show her about herself. She moaned as Hannah's caresses increased, 
fingers slipping in and out of Helen's lust-aroused cunt as though the 
prostitute were possessed by a demon, the same demon that Helen knew so 
well. The prostitute's shapely body with soft, silky flesh blended 
against hers as the wetly heated pussy moved over and around, wriggling 
on top of her abdomen and stimulating her tiny clitoris.


Helen moaned over and over again, her steaming vaginal furrow one big 
crevice of desire as she strained against the heated friction that rose 
between them. Helen's softly quivering buttocks tightened and grew 
tighter still as she heard Hannah's soft whispers into her ear. "Whore, 
cunt! Bitch!" she cried, "Cum! Cum for me!"


Hannah's pale breasts pressed and rolled against the larger breasts of 
the scientist's wife, causing Helen's passion to mount. Hannah's 
knowledgeable finger slithered upward into the blonde's tightly 
clenching pussy, feeling not like a man's penis, but something more 
flexible that could give her more individual attention. An exquisite 
floating sensation of pleasure pervaded her nakedly twisting body as 
she sank deeper and deeper into a lustfully provoked swoon. Opening her 
eyes, she could see Adam standing nearby, an expression of tortured 
jealousy on his features.


Don't be jealous, she thought. It's something completely different. 
There's no relationship at all!


And then the highly aroused prostitute above Helen closed her lips down 
on hers, her arms enfolding the housewife and pulling her closer 
against the rising pressure in her naked loins. There was no shame, 
only the precious body of another woman near hers, molding with hers 
and making her start to cum.


"Yes, yes, Hannah!" she called out. Gravity was letting her go, 
flinging her into space, and there was nothingness around her, and yet 
she felt the other woman nearby, imparting a mysterious gift, cumming 
in fact along with her. Their two wildly throbbing cunts quivered and 
quaked together as their naked bodies writhed and twisted wantonly 
together, bucking and grinding insanely, climaxing at the same time.


"Ooohhhh!"


"Give it to me, baby!"


The two women's tongues mingled as though they were sisters, and Helen 
could feel Hannah's fingers moving slowly in ever-widening circles up 
within the contracting and pulsing walls of her moisture drenched 
pussy. To the scientist's wife, her orgasm was an admission of her 
frailty and an admission of her strength. She was both winning and 
losing.


*  *  *


Dawn was breaking again when Helen and Adam stood at the door saying 
good-bye to Hannah. She had remained with them, dining and watching 
television and then later, sleeping chastely in the guest room while 
the two lovers lovingly explored each other's bodies in their bedroom. 
Now it was time for her to go back out on the streets again, and both 
Helen and Adam seemed worried.


"Are you sure you don't want taxi money? Are you sure we shouldn't come 
with you?"


"New! I got money. No charge this time, folks. Maybe next time, though! 
Got to go see what's happening on Seventh Avenue! You got the number. 
Call me anytime."


"I love you," Helen said to her husband.


Adam had never been so much in love in his life. He was planning on 
closing down his research laboratory but on keeping the apartment as a 
trysting place for him and his wife. They could meet there afternoons 
between his classes, and occasionally spend the night there as if they 
were secretly carrying on an affair.


Because Adam realized that he could find out all he needed to know for 
his forthcoming scientific tome from his own wife, Helen.


"Let's fuck!" Helen said bluntly.


"Yes, let's," he replied sweetly and went down the hallway with her to 
begin the greatest research project of his life!


The End
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CHAPTER ONE


It was late Saturday afternoon on a promising spring day when Betty 
Sanderson stepped out of the warm driving shower onto a plush, purple bath 
mat. She lifted the long honey-colored hair from her delicately arching neck 
and looked at her youthful reflection in the full length bathroom mirror 
with an involuntary self-satisfaction. It was hard not to be proud of the 
vivaciously sparkling olive green eyes gazing back at her, slanted slightly 
above high cheekbones, blinking back at her with a growing amusement; it was 
exhilarating to be such a beautiful young woman and beneath her quiet and 
modest temperament she enjoyed it. Though she was to celebrate her 
twenty-sixth birthday this very summer, her voluptuously curving young body 
was every bit as firm and taut as a teenager's with high set round breasts 
curving down over a slender girlish waist to round luscious hips; a flat 
smooth stomach and full swelling thighs; breathtakingly curved calves 
tapering down to small well-formed ankles.


A smile brightened her face. She relished these lazy days spent at the 
beauty salon where her long rich hair was conditioned by the tender hands of 
Andre, her French hairdresser, with Edith standing by to manicure her nails 
and chat about the customers.


A burst of laughter from the patio interrupted her thoughts. Wonder who's 
here? she thought. Who ever it is, I hope they're not planning on my 
company. Betty wrapped a soft dry towel around her naked torso and lifted 
one of the slats in the Venetian blinds, peeking out at her brother-in-law 
and her husband relaxing around an umbrella table enjoying the warmth of the 
June sunshine, a glass of beer in hand.


Suddenly Betty's jovial mood sunk to her stomach where it churned and 
bubbled, finally exploding from her mouth with a, "I can't help it, I just 
don't like him!"


Had the housewife been more introspective of her feelings, she might have 
admitted to herself the true reason why she felt an overwhelming 
discomfiture when in the presence of James, her husband's brother: James was 
a fashion photographer of undisputed notoriety. He'd been flown to Europe on 
several occasions for the seasonal fashion showings in London and Paris and 
had made a lot of money at it. But that alone was not reason for such 
ill-based feelings, Betty had reasoned to herself over and over in her three 
years of marriage. It was his hobby of taking photographs of voluptuously 
nude young women and showing them to his friends that riled her anger. "If 
you tried to humiliate me like that," Betty had warned her husband Carl, 
"I'd leave you in a second!"


Dragging a hairbrush through her damp hair, the young housewife heard 
another voice joining the two males. Might have known, thought Betty, "James 
has one of his models along with him again. I just don't understand how 
Nancy puts up with him. Must be that he makes an awful lot of money, 
otherwise no wife would put up with outright adultery like she does. Betty's 
eyes narrowed and focused more sharply on the strange picture confronting 
her: James' lean and muscular body was spread out on the chaise lounge in 
white slacks that contrasted with his deep tan that set off his silvery 
blonde hair. The petite dark-haired girl, whom Betty recognized as one of 
James' models, was trying to sit on his lap. Her lushly curving young 
buttocks slid down onto his pelvis and his arms swooped out to grab her by 
the elbows and cast her off. But she laughed and bounced right back onto the 
thickly bulging protuberance now fully apparent, straining upward against 
his white slacks. Betty blushed and stepped away from the window, exiting 
quickly for the adjoining master bedroom. This wouldn't do at all, her mind 
raced while she pulled on her slacks and shuffled her feet into sandals. Not 
in front of her husband!


I don't like feeling this way, reasoned the young blonde, but it makes me 
nervous every time James comes over here with one of his models because I 
know that Carl gets turned on by all these young beautiful women, perfectly 
made up but plastic as can be. Even though he denies it, I know Carl is 
jealous of his younger brother-being surrounded with beautiful young women 
day in and out.


Another squeal of laughter erupted from the backyard as Betty gathered up 
her car keys and straw purse and, with a flick of the wrist, ran the brush 
through her hair a final time. She knew it was silly, washing your hair 
before going to the hairdresser, but it seemed so crass going to a beauty 
salon like Andre's with unwashed hair. Without greeting her brother-in-law, 
the Porsche revved to life and a streak of orange sped down the tree lined 
boulevard for downtown Santa Monica.


"For some reason," began James tilting his beer glass to his lips, "I don't 
think your wife likes me."


"Ah, come on, James," assuaged Carl, slapping his brother on the shoulder. 
"It's not that she doesn't like you, it's just that she's, shall I say, 
'awed' by you."


"Awed?" asked James quizzically.


"Yeah, that's it. There's a mystique about photographers you know, 
especially fashion photographers and I guess she just feels uncomfortable 
because of...."


"Because I take photos of nude women, you mean," added James with a note of 
finality.


Resting his elbows on the patio table, Carl nodded his head and then drained 
his glass.


James flashed a glance in the direction of Shirley, the dark-haired model 
who now sat on the edge of the swimming pool, dangling her lithe tanned legs 
in the blue sparkle of water, and, with a look of confidentiality, leaned 
forward. "You know what you ought to do, Carl?"


Carl leaned closer with a subtle movement, barely detected; there was 
something about taking advice from a younger brother that bordered on 
humility. "What?"


"You oughta use my polaroid and take some good photographs of Betty...."


"What do you mean? We've got a lot of family pictures!


"No, no." James shook his head smiling. "I don't mean family pictures, I 
mean fun pictures. You know...." James narrowed his eyes, a wicked little 
glint sparkling in them.


Carl leaned back in his patio chair, trying to assume the attitude of a 
calm, relaxed, and satisfied husband, but a shudder of excitement shot 
through him as he fixed his eyes on the figure of the bikini-clad model at 
the edge of the pool, stretching out her ripe young body to catch the first 
rays of sunshine. He tried to imagine how she would look naked, posing 
lewdly for his brother. Would she giggle and run her own finger around her 
nipples to get them all hard and puckery? Would she undress in front of him 
with slow, salacious movements, or would she prefer the privacy of a 
dressing room?


"Cameras," Carl shook his head. "I don't know beans about cameras. Christ, 
I'm lucky if I can get both feet and the head in one frame." He chuckled to 
himself, but it was a chuckle of curiosity, reflected in his probing gaze 
fixed on the sunglass-rimmed orbs of his brother. Then Carl leaned forward 
again, his body language speaking for him.


"Listen, Shirley and I just came back from doing a swim suit ad down on the 
beach. Got all my camera equipment with me in the trunk of the car. Be back 
in a flash."


Carl watched the erect figure of his brother disappear around the corner of 
the house and heard the creaking of a car trunk opening. With his back 
resting against the chair and his hands folded in his lap, the successful 
young real estate executive drifted off into reveries of what it would be 
like to be a fashion photographer. Secretly, he'd always envied his younger 
brother for his artistic flair and his ability to direct action. On rare 
occasions he'd seen him at work in the studio and was amazed at how the 
young man could stimulate models into expression, often by getting into 
poses himself and through encouragement and light hearted comments, put the 
models completely at ease to bring out the creativity of their body 
movements. How a married man gets away with it, I'll never know, he sighed. 
Carl heard the thud of a trunk lid lock and in seconds his brother returned, 
a camera in hand.


The metal chair legs of the wrought iron lawn furniture scraped against the 
cement as James set the camera on the table and pulled his chair up.


"This is a polaroid camera. It's the simplest thing in the world to use. All 
you have to do is aim and snap! In sixty seconds your photograph slides 
out." He demonstrated with a quick shot of his brother finishing his beer. 
Sixty seconds later an awed Carl sat grinning at the image of himself hidden 
behind a beer mug.


"Jesus! I'm going to have to get one. This is great!"


"And here's the timer," explained James. "It allows you to be in your own 
pictures." He held it up and showed how it operated. "See, you set this 
thing for up to fifteen seconds, then get in range and the camera takes your 
picture. Then one minute later, you have your photo, automatically."


Christ, thought the older brother. I wonder if Betty would let me take 
pictures of us making love. Maybe if I ease her into it. I'd sure like to 
ask James for pointers on how he gets all these women to strip for him, but 
I'm the older brother. I'm supposed to be the one with all the answers.


"I don't use this camera for anything except testing-you know, in the studio 
when I use spotlights and strobes. Keep it over the weekend and see if you 
like it." He jabbed his brother with a pointed elbow, "See what goodies you 
can add to the family album."


Carl's eyes narrowed, not certain of what his brother was suggesting.


"Use the camera in the bedroom!" the photographer said and then started to 
laugh. "Get some real nice candid shots of the ol' lady."


"What?" Carl feigned surprise.


"You mean you didn't think of the possibilities?" was the reply. "That's the 
beauty of the camera. You don't have to take the film in to be developed. 
Whatever you shoot a picture of is all your own business." He nudged Carl 
with his elbow again and winked. "See what I mean?"


Carl could feel his face redden. Sure, he knew what his brother was talking 
about; he wasn't stupid! But he knew Betty would never consent to be 
photographed naked ... like she was some nude model in a man's magazine!


"I know what you're thinking, Carl and believe me, once Betty gets into it, 
she'll be the one to get off the most. I've seen it happen a million times! 
Christ, I ought to know! Women love having males stare at their naked body. 
God, once they get over the initial embarrassment, nothing, and I mean 
nothing holds them back. Betty'll get so hot she'll be beggin' for you to 
lay her ... and shoot pictures of it at the same time.


The lewd implications of James burned his brain and he was suddenly ashamed 
of himself for ever thinking of asking his wife to pose nude for him. He 
liked sex, loved making it with his wife ... but there was a limit. Some 
things had to be kept private. Yet his emotions were ambivalent. The high 
principled resolve not to hurt his wife's strict sense of modesty' was 
suddenly enshrouded by an exciting little curiosity. Maybe ... just maybe, 
his brother was right.


Although the Sanderson's were a happily married couple whose respect for 
each other had sometimes become almost stifling,, a fact that he was just 
beginning to admit to himself, their physical relationship did need a shot 
in the arm.


Maybe this camera would be the magic potion that would accomplish it.


"Got to go now," James interrupted his brother's thoughts. "Nancy and I are 
going to a party at Malibu Beach tonight. Gonna be a real swingin' party."


James' sports car roared out of the driveway several hours before the orange 
Porsche braked to a halt in the same spot. With her blonde hair washed, 
conditioned, and tinted, Betty emerged from the car beaming, knowing her 
husband would be well pleased with her appearance, the new dress she had 
bought boldly revealing her full, firmly shaped breasts.


Carl was standing at the bar, separating the kitchen and the living room, 
when his wife walked proudly into the house sporting her new hair-do and 
dress.


"Hey! What have we here?" he beamed, taking a sip of his scotch and water 
and retreating to the bar to mix one for his sexy looking wife who stood 
anxiously awaiting his compliments.


"Like it?" she asked haughtily, turning in half-circles to let him feast his 
eyes on the bare backed sundress with a large ruffle skirting the 
calf-length skirt.


"You're a natural model, you know that?" He handed her a drink and stepped 
back to admire his wife. Goddamn, but she looks sexy with that deep tan and 
her blonde hair all pulled back from her face like that. A strange tingling 
in his groin began again and a slight, jerk of his penis told him that he 
was getting excited.


God! I'd love to take a picture of her taking off ... stop it, he told 
himself ... this is absolutely crazy, thinking like this ... but still his 
brother's seed-like suggestion whirled in Carl's mind, gathered momentum, 
and when he looked at his wife seated on the couch with her legs crossed 
delicately at the ankles, he couldn't help but mentally strip her of her 
clothes and seeing her as if in a photo....


"Did you have a good visit with that brother of yours?" asked Betty with an 
air of defiance.


"Hey, come on," urged Carl, well accustomed to his wife's aberrations 
regarding his younger sibling. "I wish you'd get to know James better ... 
give him a chance, you know?" He sat down "in the nearest chair, his open 
shirt revealing the dark curls covering his chest.


"I don't know how Nancy puts up with him." Betty shook her finger in mock 
accusation at her husband. "If you ever started taking pictures of, of nu 
... nude women, I'd ask for a divorce in seconds. Running around with models 
all day and all night. What kind of a marriage is that, anyway?" Her ice 
cubes rattled in her empty glass, and politely, Carl rose to fill it and 
then padding across the wall-to-wall carpeting to where his blonde wife sat, 
handed her a refill saying, "Now darling you know better than that." Those 
words had become a ritual in discussions about James.


"Look here, Betty." He strolled over to the living room table and picked up 
the polaroid camera. "James left this for me to try out. Takes pictures and 
you don't have to have them developed....


"I know, Carl," interrupted his wife, "I've seen the ad on television."


Carl was beginning to feel the effects of the last two scotches he'd downed 
and his head was spinning with lustful dreams of his wife nude and 
voluptuous on the bed, standing on the bedroom rug, stretched out on the 
couch. Quickly he finished his drink to try and steady his nerves, and 
mentally berating himself for such lascivious thoughts.


Besides, he knew damned well that if he ever dared to suggest such things, 
his wife would be righteously angry. Surely not that! Still the images came 
back to goad him on. He groaned silently feeling his loins suddenly begin to 
ache with anticipatory excitement.


"Would you like me to take a picture of you, Carl?" Betty was on her feet 
approaching her husband who stood with the camera preciously cradled in his 
hands, a far away look glazing his eyes.


With a wide smile, she took it from his hands and with the smiling command: 
"Say cheese," bent her knees slightly, just enough to zero in on his face 
without cutting off his wisps of curly hair and snapped the shutter. They 
took turns then, snapping pictures of each other's faces between drinks of 
scotch and water until they'd exhausted their imaginations and n's were 
suspiciously deleted from words and s's sounded more like drawled out z's.


"Let's fool around with the camera some more," suggested the husband, a 
pulsing hardness in his loins now. He grinned at her, realizing that the 
liquor had gotten to him, too. "You know, just a couple of shots to put in 
our album."


"All right," she said, going to the window overlooking the tree lined street 
and pulled the celery-colored drapes shut, closing out the orange sun that 
was gradually sliding to meet the western horizon. Betty sat down on the 
couch, crossing her legs and placing her hands on her knees after smoothing 
her skirt.


"Right!" Carl quickly snapped a few innocent ones, but his mind was on the 
ones he really wanted to take of her stripped completely naked.


"How about moving your skirt up a little now?" he suggested casually.


"You're starting to sound like your brother now," she giggled, throwing back 
her head-a shot that Carl didn't miss.


"My ... you should have been a model, darling. Missed your calling." The 
shutter clicked again.


With a merry glow in her eye, the young blonde inched her skirt up, just 
enough to reveal her smooth, round knees. "Do you think that will look all 
right?"


Carl waved his hand as if to shrug off the worry. "Nobody's gonna see these 
but us anyway, baby. Go on, pull it up a little higher."


"All right, if you want," his pretty young wife replied, and bunched the 
material in the folds of her waist.


I can tell he's been under the influence of that brother of his, she thought 
silently. But I'd never have the courage to do this if it wasn't for the 
three scotch and waters I've consumed in the past hour. Although the young 
woman did not want to admit it, alcohol did seem to loosen her strict moral 
code ... perhaps dangerously? No, there wasn't anything to worry about. If 
her own husband wanted a picture of her like this, then why not? It was no 
different than the one hanging in the hallway of her in her bikini on their 
honeymoon."


"Promise me you won't show any of these to your brother. I don't want him 
getting any idea that we approve of what he does."


"Never," he promised. He held his breath and snapped the shutter. Then one 
minute later he sat down with her and showed her the portrait, and he found 
himself breathing a little more heavily as he admired the smooth, firm swell 
of her naked thighs as she sat almost nude from the hips down ... the aching 
built steadily in his pants ... he quickly rose from the couch, trying to 
hide the rapidly growing bulge. "Let's take some more. That was fun!"


Apple, their two-year old poodle, strolled lazily through the living room 
enroute to his food dish in the comer of the kitchen.


"Look, he wants to get on the action, too," laughed Carl who suddenly had an 
idea. "Now put your legs up on the couch. That's it," he encouraged. "Now 
lean back and arch your back so that your breasts stand out nice and 
firm...."


She obeyed and when she'd assumed a sexy pose, Carl lifted the willing dog 
onto the sofa and placed him in such a position that Apple was looking 
directly up his mistress' skirt. "There! That's it! Yes!"


Click!


Carl emptied the last of his melting ice into his dry throat, as he waited 
for the film to develop and then he gazed with ever increasing excitement at 
the photo "Hot damn!" he said, chokingly under his breath. "That's 
fantastic! Maybe I could sell it to one of those shops, you know the quarter 
a peek ones!" He loved to tease Betty; she blushed so easily.


"Let me see," demanded Betty, and he handed her the color shot. She gasped, 
never before seeing herself so provocatively posed, so, so ... sexy! Crimson 
crept up from her breasts and neck and enflamed her cheeks. "Carl!" she 
gasped, but her eyes refused to leave the image of herself. She was 
stretched out on the sofa, her firm, ripely quivering breasts straining 
against the thin fabric of her sundress, her nipples evident under the thin 
voile fabric ... her lips glistening wetly where she had moistened them with 
her tongue seconds earlier ... her sun-tanned legs and thighs were exposed 
in all their dark silkiness and there, looking up under her provocatively 
raised dress, was her poodle, his long pink tongue hanging out of his lazy 
open mouth.


"Carl, that's ... that's almost obscene!"


"I've got another in mind. This time get down on the carpet...."


"What?" he was interrupted.


"Down on the carpet," Carl commanded hoarsely. "This time lie down and lean 
forward." He made a quick trip to the bar to refill his glass, allowing 
Betty time to get into position. "I want to see your breasts this time," he 
blurted in his excitement.


"Carl! What would your mother say?" Yet, in spite of her initial resistance, 
she did as he bid. For some unexplainable reason she was caught up in a 
strangely mounting fever. A small, irrational tingling started growing in 
her loins and inner thighs, and she could tell her vagina down between her 
thighs was beginning to respond to these lewd poses too. Already she could 
feel the excited moistness of her inner lubrications.


No! she thought, this is a wrong thing to be doing...! But when she looked 
up at the excited face of her husband, and then dropped her eyes to the 
bulge clearly evident in his white summer pants, her own desires grew still 
more. He's enjoying this ... she concluded. God, he's just like his brother 
... but if it's getting him excited I guess it's all right. Maybe that's 
what's making me feel all Buttery inside, too....I know it's not these wild 
pictures that's making me feel so passionate. But I'm so happy that Carl 
wants me physically. Usually he just drinks his scotch and falls asleep 
watching Archie Bunker, but if this keeps him interested in me, then it's 
fine with me.


Moving so as not to muss her hair, Betty lay down on the thick carpeting of 
the living room, leaning forward so that the full expanse of her rounded 
breasts were in full view. With the soft pile of the thick carpeting 
brushing her naked calves and thighs-she seldom wore stockings except on the 
most formal of occasions, considering it a true of an "unliberated 
woman"-Betty became aware that she was becoming even more excited, that her 
nipples were rising into tantalizing hardness, pressing against the very 
edge of her sundress. Stop! her mind raged. This just isn't right! she 
moaned to herself. Hurry, Carl, hurry up and get this over with!


Carl was on his knees, angling in on the prostrate figure of his wife. "Wait 
a minute!" the aroused husband said. "Let's make it a little more 
interesting." He put down the camera on the end table and bent over his 
trembling wife. He fingered the straps of her sundress,, the electric 
contact as he brushed against her skin making her gasp. "Let's see more of 
that cleavage!"


This was it! Betty, her eyes clearly showing her anger. But she had to make 
a choice: either go along with Carl's stupid little games or say "no" as her 
sense of decency was crying at her. It was so rare that Carl showed such 
intense interest in her body, that she didn't want to lose that moment. Who 
could predict when it would hit again?


Bending over her, he couldn't help but run his tongue the length of her 
exposed neck to the tanned cleavage of her breasts. Betty jumped with alarm.


"What's the matter with you?" he charged. "You get angry when I don't pay 
any attention to you and when I do you get pissed!" The alcohol, the growing 
lust fever of the snapshots, all had now combined to make him lose control 
in bitter, unweighed words.


"What do you mean?" she asked with a pout of her sultry red mouth. "I'm not 
your toy!"


"Well it's a damn good thing you're not a model ... because James would 
never put up with this!"


That did it! That was the magic word! "Okay, Carl, I'll show you what 
modeling I can do." And to prove her point, she un-buttoned the top buttons 
of her low-cut sundress, allowing her large melon-shaped breasts to spill 
out, her already hardened nipples grazing the soft pile of the carpet, 
adding to heated lust. She could hear Carl's deep breathing as he gazed down 
with feasting eyes on the tender, uncovered nipples of her tanned breasts. 
He gulped hard and then click! went the shutter.


"This is it," she sighed, bracing her arms on the floor and rising to her 
knees, stuffed her largely-swaying breasts back into the modest confines of 
her sundress, and giving her hair one final primp of the hand, rose to her 
feet, smoothing out her dress.


"One more, please?" His deep blue eyes begging for her, how could she 
refuse?


"What do you want me to do this time? Stand on my head?" she laughed, 
teasing.


"Back on the sofa," he pointed. He angled the camera so that most of the 
photo would be of her delicious breasts and panties, making sure that the 
soft warm curls of pubic hair which managed to peek out from under the 
legbands of her bikini panties were in focus.


"A drink for my lady," he smiled, offering her another scotch and water then 
bending down to kiss her lovingly on the forehead. Sixty seconds later, he 
was staring at the image of his wife, the flimsy white bikini panties she 
wore a teasing cover to the sweet, tempting cuntal slit ... and the rounded 
melons of her breasts were all but fully exposed, ready to break loose from 
the sundress. "My God!" he whistled, and his mouth watered.


Thank God this is over with, she sighed to herself, taking a greatly needed 
sip of the pungent scotch. Now he's had his fun. He'll probably put those 
stupid photos under his pillow to sleep on. She glared up at him thumbing 
through his private collection and watched as his bulge gave a final jerk of 
prurient appreciation. Silently sipping her drink, the recognition of her 
lustful behavior flooded in on her and suddenly she felt cheap and whorish, 
cheap and whorish as James' models who posed for him naked for no price 
other than fun. She had let her husband do his will with her, and worse, she 
had become excited as he had. True, it wasn't because of the pictures-of 
that she adamantly refused to admit-but only because seeing her husband 
wanting her so much made her react.


"Carl!" she called. Only the sound of the dripping kitchen faucet answered 
her. Where did he go? Probably mauling over those awful pictures.


She called again and this time the handsome figure of her dark-haired 
husband dressed in the antique gold smoking jacket she'd given him for 
Valentine's Day, emerged from the hallway. Betty could tell he'd combed his 
hair, judging from the straightly manicured part, normally zig-lagged from 
his obdurate colic, and the sweet scent of his Aramis aftershave lotion that 
he predictably wore when feeling particularly amorous.


"You're going to miss Archie Bunker," she chided as he sat cross legged down 
on the sofa beside her. One look in his glazed eyes and the young woman knew 
what was about to happen. She glanced down to notice his bare, hairy legs. 
Secretly, she smiled to herself. It was flattering having a husband who was 
still excited by his wife.


"Carl, I love you," she mewled, kissing him on the cheek, flirtatiously.


"Mmmmmm!" he answered as he unbuttoned the sundress, letting it fall away 
from her chest. He roamed his hands over her, playing with her breasts, 
tweaking her nipples into vibrating firmness. He had never stopped 
marvelling in her beauty, her wide-eyed, almost shy way she came to him, as 
though she was a virgin every time, as though he was the only man who could 
arouse her to where her passion overcame her "first time" reluctance. And he 
was the only man!


Then she looked on the sofa next to him, and there were those filthy 
pictures! She gasped, cringing down on the sofa cushion as she saw them. 
"Put them away. I'm tired of looking at myself."


Carl only grinned lewdly at her, his face a mask of desire. "Why? They're 
only of you, my sweet. Here, see this one?" He held up the photo of she and 
Apple. "This is my favorite." Again she saw the image of herself smiling 
provocatively, her throbbing breasts rich and full, her skirt high and her 
soft white panties in full view....


"Please! Carl, please put them away. Better yet, throw them away!" She 
looked down at her naked breasts, spilling from her sundress and noticed 
that her nipples were hard with desire. Could it be? Was she so low as to 
allow these awful, disgusting pictures to turn her on?


There was no denying it, she was excited! And strangely, by those damnable 
pictures.


The force of the realization was crippling; a blow like a tornado, filling 
her mind with a lurid feeling of degradation and shame. Her eyes filled with 
hot tears of self-abasement, and in agony, she grabbed the picture from her 
husband and tore it in half! Better to have done with it! She wouldn't admit 
her arousal, not to herself, and especially not to her husband. What would a 
man think of his sweet, loving wife, then? Terrible things! She gripped the 
heaving, naked chest of Carl, afraid he would cast her aside as some whore, 
some defiled harlot sick of mind and body, if he knew what those pictures 
had done to her ... down there.


Her husband answered her silent pleas by slipping each arm out of her 
sundress, leaving her naked except for her panties. His hand moved from her 
left breast and began to slide, slowly and deliberately, down across her 
flat stomach. Squirming under his searing touch, Betty drew her legs up to 
impede his progress toward the soft, sparsely curling hair of her pubic 
mound. But she couldn't resist the sensual salaciousness of his caress, 
despite her aching, tortured heart. Another lewd thrill of sexual desire 
surged through the aroused young wife, and in her present state, under the 
influence of alcohol, it seemed that eons of time passed during which she 
savored every variety of sexual rapture as his hand passed slowly over her 
vibrant body.


Maybe if I make love to him he won't think badly of me, she reasoned to 
herself. God, please don't let him know why!


His hand snaked along the carpet on the floor to finger the ragged edges of 
the photograph now lying in two pieces beside the sofa. His fingers felt 
their edge and even though he couldn't view it, he knew now from memory what 
it contained, and the thoughts drove him to new urgency. As he had done many 
times in the past when aroused to such a point, he dismissed what he knew 
was her natural aversion to such an act, and groaned to his wife:


"Betty, please, please kiss me down there." He crawled up on her body, 
straddling her with his knees, his hardened cock jutting out from under the 
gold brocade smoking jacket. It was almost to her ruby lips now; all she had 
to do was bend her face a few inches and her mouth would be closing over the 
sensitive, fully grown head....


A shudder passed through Betty. Back to this game again, moaned Carl to 
himself. Maybe if I really get her going she'll finally consent to kiss me. 
After three years you'd think she'd soften to the idea.


He reached down, grasped the hem of her dress and pulled it up over her 
hips, exposing her pan tie-covered loins to his gaze. In one swift movement 
the panties lay in a lewd puddle on the floor. Swiftly then, he slid from 
the sofa to the floor, keeping a firm hold on the smooth skinned buttocks of 
his wife. He sat back on his heels to bring his face close up to the exposed 
vee of her pubic mound, and then shot out his tongue to slide it into her 
hair-lined cuntal slit, pressuring the tip of it inward to part the fleshy 
outer lips and find the tiny erect nipple of her clitoris.


Summer lightning played there in her openly spread cunt where he probed and 
licked, and an involuntary gasp of pleasure escaped Betty's lips. She stared 
downward to where his face was buried in the soft dark curls of her pussy 
mound and felt the searing sensations wash over her, not understanding how 
it was that she had gotten so quickly aroused to such intense feelings of 
pleasure, of sexuality.


She was alive, suddenly, with sensation, her whole body suffused with the 
tingling warmth of promised rapture, overriding all other rational signals 
to the thinking brain. Her whole body was inflamed with desire, a wanton 
craving for fulfillment! Never had she known such intensity, as the ravaging 
tongue of her husband brought her to full sexual arousal.


Oh, God! her mind screamed back at her writhing body, it's all because of 
those damned pictures! She closed her eyes tight and the lewd image of 
herself laying on the floor with her large breasts spilling out of her dress 
came into agonizing focus.


She could feel the moist warmth of his flicking tongue and the grasping, 
smoothing and massaging of his strong hands as they caressed her buttocks, 
hips and smooth tapering thighs. She was being driven wild with desire! She 
wanted it! She wanted to make love just as much as he did, and it no longer 
mattered what had kindled that fire in her pussy. The photos were out of her 
consciousness now.


Quiveringly, her hands moved up to cradle either side of his head, pressing 
his face in close to her trembling loins, unconsciously giving him her 
encouragement to continue his wild in and out action of his tongue fucking. 
She relaxed the tension in her leg muscles, allowing her thighs to spread 
submissively as she moved her feet farther apart on the sofa, lifting one to 
rest on the back of the sofa and tipped her pelvis with the flexing of her 
hips to begin a tiny countering movement of her husband's hungrily fucking 
tongue. It was a new position for them, a couple who was accustomed to 
making love only in the bedroom and she moaned softly, the building ecstasy 
almost too much to bear.


Abruptly, Carl rose to his feet, sliding his arms up around her, carrying 
the hem of her dress up and over the full round firmness of her breasts. 
Automatically, she lifted her arms over her head, allowing him to remove the 
thin garment from her vibrant, wanting body.


The next moment, Betty felt herself being crushed against his hard chest, 
her naked breasts mashed between their bodies, while the thick length of his 
throbbing cock pressed into her belly. Betty's arms encircled him, her hands 
moving up and down his back, her face tilting up for his kiss. His lips 
sought hers, found them, and welded themselves to her half open mouth.


Suddenly, the half drunk woman felt as though her legs could no longer 
support her; they were giving way under her! A hand went out to the edge of 
the sofa to keep her from falling as a wave of dizziness overcame her.


Carl eased her back on the bed, then began hastily to strip his single 
article of clothing from his anxious body. As he stood tall above her, he 
marvelled at the perfection of her lush nakedness, his eyes taking in every 
detail of her voluptuous beauty.


Betty writhed on the bed in an agony of need as her husband stripped naked 
before her, throwing his smoking jacket on the floor beside him, to join her 
discarded panties. She looked up at him, lithe, lean and muscular, his hard 
fleshy cock standing out in virile erection. Oh, but it's so huge! she 
marvelled. I love it when he gets all hard! A twinge of excitement burned in 
her cunt thinking of how it would feel when he finally fucked that big thing 
into her seeping cunt.


He noted the intent direction of her gaze and smiled down at her. "Don't 
worry, baby, I'll get you so hot you'll rape me before I finally fuck you!"


Betty loved it when he said dirty things before they made love.


"Oh Carl ... oh, my Carl...." she murmured mindlessly, flailing her head 
back and forth on the sofa, not caring about her newly designed hair do.


Then, he pulled her down on the carpet where he lay beside her, his lips on 
hers, their tongues intertwining, probing each other, as his free hand 
caressed her breasts, belly, thighs and pubic mound. Finally, his hand went 
down between her legs and covered the whole of her steaming pussy, gently 
massaging the hot wet flesh. Her pelvis moved in tiny churning circles under 
his hand, and he knew that she was fully aroused ... would remain so until 
she finally exploded into orgasm. Christ! He was so hot himself, he wasn't 
sure that he could hold off much longer! He had to get his cock in her 
little cunt soon and fuck her good!


Shifting his position, he moved to kneel between her legs, levering them 
apart as he gazed hungrily down at her tempting nakedness, the coralline 
flesh of her cuntal split glistening moistly in the dim light of the setting 
sun.


She felt his middle finger gracing the thin furrow of her exposed cunt, and 
she squirmed involuntarily beneath the salacious probing. Moaning aloud in 
an emotional agony of sensual desire as the electric shock of his teasing 
finger rippled along the flesh of her inner thighs, she squirmed her 
buttocks down into the mattress.


Then, oh, then-oh, God!-he slowly inserted his finger, probing it deep into 
her yearning cuntal passage, fucking it in and out for several slow 
maddening strokes before he began to churn it around and around just inside 
the tiny pulsating mouth of her seeping pussy.


"I want to get you good and wet before I finally put my hard cock in you."


The intrusion was rapidly replaced by intense sensations of pleasure as her 
husband finger-fucked her in and out, around and around. She lay there 
moaning, writhing on the sofa, her husband gloating over her nakedly aroused 
body.


Jesus, I wish she'd give me head, he thought to himself. Three years and 
she's never done it yet. I thought maybe when I had my tongue in her she'd 
finally give in. Guess it takes longer for some....


"I don't want you to stop, Carl. It's soooooo gooooood!"


She was reacting with vigor now to counter the manipulation of her 
wide-stretched cunt, her hips moving uncontrollably in wild gyrations under 
him, moving, it seemed, of their own volition in an instinctive dance of sex 
around his probing fingers. And this was only a preview of what was to come, 
when her husband would finally put his long huge cock in her cunt and 
actually fuck her!


A wave of disappointment washed through Betty a moment later when she felt 
him remove his hand from her hungrily squirming pussy. But then she raised 
her head to look down between her softly mounded breasts-and saw her loving 
husband leaning forward, his face between her open thighs. He was going to 
suck and lick her cunt some more! God! She was becoming depraved and it was 
all because of those damned photographs! Three times now she had thought 
those words: Fuck! Cock! Cunt! Oh, God! What's happening to me? Letting my 
husband take dirty photos of me...." I'm being coarse, crass, and crude. 
Thinking thoughts I'd never thought myself capable of.


Between his sex-crazed wife's legs, Carl gazed hungrily at the narrow pink 
oval, fringed so delicately with soft blonde hair, where droplets of 
moisture glistened like dew on the gently pulsating petals of her inner 
lips. He was pleased to see how aroused she had become. Using his thumbs 
then, he slowly parted the fleshy outer lips to reveal the coral depths of 
her pussy mouth, and he saw that the soft, curl-rimmed edges of her cunt 
lips were swollen in desire to be fucked more than ever before.


He drew her vaginal lips a little farther apart, laying the wet, hair 
fringed flesh wide open to his lustful gaze. "Betty, you've got the little 
sweetest cunt I've ever imagined! Wouldn't you like to kiss my cock now?"


Betty froze. Oh God! her mind reeled. I can't. And then she mouthed those 
words, groaning them out. "I'm not ready for that yet."


"Okay," her understanding husband said from below. "Some other time."


"Do you hate me for it?" she said in a softly spoken voice.


"Of course not, honey," He sounded convincing. With a sigh of relief, Betty 
gazed back at him through passion glazed eyes. She felt herself lift her 
pelvis up, offering her nakedly spread cunt to him ... to do with as he 
would. And it was involuntary, uncontrolled ... instinctive. She was a woman 
on the brink of an orgasm, a woman who needed to be filled and fulfilled, to 
be fucked until she exploded into a wildly screaming cum!


She felt the soft wisps of his hot breath graze her secret, sensitive flesh. 
She moaned aloud, still looking down between her breasts and across the 
flatness of her belly to the softly curling mound of her naked pussy. She 
saw her husband lower his head, his face disappearing into the split between 
her legs and nuzzling in against the wetly quivering flesh, and she felt the 
full length of his tongue slide wetly up into her more-than-ready cunt.


Her body responded automatically, convulsively, to the thrilling electric 
sensation, lurching up to him, then grinding back and down into the soft 
pile of the thick carpet to escape the intense, galvanic shock of desire 
that seemed momentarily more than her overloaded nerves could bear. But the 
next instant, her hips were flexing to raise her seething cunt to him once 
again. Unbidden, her throat gave voice to her utter contentment, her total 
physical and mental surrender to the lewd rapture that encompassed her and 
held her captive. There was no reprieve, except through orgasm!


Her stomach churned and she wailed now in submission at her husband's tongue 
slithered in and out, fucking her cunt with wild, animal-like fury. She 
herself was nothing but a feeling animal, an animal in heat that had to be 
fucked and fucked good!


She screamed as she felt her pussy flood with her warm love juices that 
squirted into her husband's hungrily laving mouth.


Blindly, she entangled her fingers in his hair and pulled his face gently, 
yet firmly, close, slowly closer up into her wildly thrashing loins. Her 
head flailed from side to side.


"Oh, baby," Betty finally managed to moan. "Darling, Carl, I need you inside 
of me, so bad."


"Yes ... yes," he heard himself say. He drew her closer to him, moving one 
hand down to encase the soft, smooth curves of her buttocks. She glued her 
mouth to his, darting her pink tongue in and out and along his teeth, and 
then brazenly moved her hand down to grasp his cock. Her cool contact made 
Carl quiver and he pressed his lips harder against hers to show his 
appreciation. Betty could taste her own cunt juice on his breath and it 
added to her excitement. She strained the full length of her body, grinding 
and pushing, and then she spread her legs and thighs wide and poised his 
cock against the snug little mouth of her now hungrily seeping cunt, the 
thin, hair lined lips relaxing and seeping with her love juices and his 
saliva, begging for him to fuck it.


There, Carl ... right now! Now!


He lunged, his hips thrusting heavily as he drove into her waiting passage, 
feeling her fevered, pulsating cunt almost greedily clasp his cock and 
absorb it. She wanted all of it fucking deep up inside her tonight, and Carl 
was amazed that in spite of her rejection of the lewd picture taking, she 
seemed almost wanton, almost completely lost in the world of sexual 
abandonment ... he couldn't understand her, but didn't try, not with her 
pussy pushed forward until the head of his cock was pressed hard up against 
her belly button inside, her motions of a muscle spasming tempo. She held 
him tightly, not only with her clasping, smoothly sliding cunt, but with her 
widespread legs, kicking them out to the side and locking her slender ankles 
tight around his heavily driving hips. He increased his own fucking, fucking 
into his wife with almost maniacal fury. Oh, God! He wasn't going to be able 
to last long tonight! Sometimes he would softly and slowly fuck her for 
hours on end, but not now, not at this rampaging, furious pitch! He was 
going to cum soon!


"Oooooooooh, Carl! You feel so good! So good!" his now voracious wife 
whimpered, kissing his neck and shoulders. "Yes! Yes! That feels so 
Goooooooooddddddddd!" Then she began to babble incoherently and he knew that 
she was fast approaching her own orgasm, and that spurred him on to new, 
more powerful strokes. Her knees drew up and her toes curled under as she 
raised herself even higher off the bed and her moistly splayed cunt bucked 
wildly back up against his slipperily fucking cock.


"Oooooohhhhhh ... Oooooohhhhhh Godddddd!" she cried out as if tortured. "I'm 
... I'm there! I'm theeeeeerrrrrreee!" With a sudden, deep throated groan, 
Betty erupted underneath her husband, and in doing so it released his own 
painfully dammed up explosion. His cum churned through his swollen testicles 
and through his cock, bursting through the unseeing eye to flood far up into 
his wife's hungrily milking pussy. Again and again hot, white spurts of warm 
creamy male-cum spurted from him until at last he collapsed, a sigh of 
contentment mingling with her own soft mewlings of sexual gratification.


As sanity returned to him, Carl edged his body off his wife and rolled over.


"Come on, baby," he said at last, shaking his wife gently awake. "We have to 
get to bed. Can't sleep on the floor."


He gathered her limp body into his arms and carried her to their king size 
bed.


CHAPTER TWO


A gentle early morning breeze blew in the half-open window of Carl and Betty 
Sanderson's bedroom. The brilliant sun streamed through the opened curtains, 
casting a wide shaft of light on the thick carpet. It flooded over the bed 
where the couple still lay in deep slumber.


Carl awoke slowly. He squinted his eyes and raised his arm over his forehead 
as a shield, then turned to his side on the bed in an attempt to escape the 
glittering yellow light. His arm curled around his wife's naked waist, his 
fingers trailing through the wispy hair that graced her pelvis.


She sure is sound asleep, he thought with a broad smile brightening his 
face. Taking those photos must have really turned her on-God! the way she 
was fucking me last night!


His eyes opened to confront a smooth tanned patch of his wife's shoulders. 
He opened his eyes completely, rolling over on his back, and glanced at the 
lovely, sweet smelling sleeping body next to him. Her face was buried 
between uplifted lithe arms, leaving visible only a strand of long blonde 
hair, glistening golden in the early morning Sunday sunshine.


"Honey," he whispered, wanting to awaken her gently. A deep moan answered 
him. He repeated it, this time to be answered by a low, "Wanna sleep some 
more." The bedclothes rustled as she lay flat on her stomach.


Carl silently lifted the covers and slid out of bed, heading for the kitchen 
where he filled the tea kettle with water. Instant coffee would do this 
morning. A scratching at the patio screen door alerted him to Apple's 
mournful face as he pressed his wet nose to the mesh screen, then scratched 
alternately with each paw.


"Damn dog," growled the young husband realizing that his morning ritual of 
drinking his first cup of coffee for the day in the nude would have to be 
altered by the demands of his pet. Christ, thought the irritated man, last 
time I let that dog in when I was wearing my birthday suit Mrs.


Adams called the police. He padded over the thick living room carpet and, 
spying his smoking jacket, picked it up and slid one arm through each silky 
sleeve. His sleep-puffy eyes fell on the photographs of his sexy young wife, 
and a broad salacious grin showed off his even white teeth.


With pictures in hand, he gave his animal pet a good morning greeting with a 
scratch behind each ear. Goddamn but she's sexy in these pictures. James was 
right! They really do turn you on-and if I'm not mistaken, that means Betty 
too. Got to thank that brother of mine; that little son of a bitch is always 
right!


The tea kettle whistled its completion and, with a smile still jewelling his 
face, Carl heaped a teaspoon of instant into a coffee mug and churned the 
steaming water into it, thinking: that's what I'll do! I won't go golfing 
with Ralph-that boring idiot. Christ, if it wasn't for this sale I've been 
trying to pressure him into I wouldn't give him the time of day. Instead 
I'll go over to James studio to ask for some pointers. Besides, if I'm in 
luck maybe there'll be some action brewing.


Minutes later, after having checked in on his wife who lay cuddled in the 
middle of the bed, the covers pulled over her head to ward off the imminent 
morning sunlight and doubled protected by Carl's pillow hiding her blonde 
tresses, he slipped into the dressing room and pulled a plaid Indian print 
shirt from its hanger.


Having written his wife a curt note telling her life would be gone for a 
short while, he slipped out of the house and into their orange Porsche, a 
whistle on his lips and a song in his heart.


James was sitting having coffee with a client of his, the owner of a color 
processing lab on the outskirts of town, when Carl rang the buzzer to the 
photographer's studio situated in a high rent district of Santa Monica.


"Morning, Carl," his younger brother greeted him, followed with a cordial 
slap on the back. "Just having some coffee here with a friend of mine. Come 
in and meet Sylvester."


Carl noticed the deep wrinkles lining his brother's eyes and the puffiness 
of the eyelids-a sure give-away for a hang over. Secretly, Carl wondered if 
James had taken his camera along to the party. It was supposed to be a real 
swingin' affair; wasn't that what he'd said? Must be great having a social 
life like that, envied the older brother.


A slender blonde-haired man offered his hand to Carl: "Pleased to meet 'ya. 
I'm Sylvester."


"Sylvester and I are trying to get our heads back on our shoulders after 
that party last night, isn't that so, Sylvester."


"That's no lie," chuckled Sylvester, reaching for a half-emptied bottle of 
brandy sitting on the end table by the sofa.


"I guess we did over-indulge a little," admitted James ruefully. James 
indicated a chair beside his director's chair with his name written in bold 
letters, a gift from his wife, and seated himself on the sofa next to 
Sylvester. He cleared his throat, meeting Carl's eyes; his own were 
twinkling. "Did you and Betty, ah, try out the camera last night?" Carl felt 
heat inadvertently rise on his neck and cheeks as the remembrance of the 
previous evening's activities with his wife sprang full blown into his mind 
once more. "Well, we...." His eyes darted over to the sofa where Sylvester 
grinned knowingly at him. Damn, he thought. I wish James wouldn't be so open 
about these things. "We did take a few shots if that's what you mean."


Sylvester chuckled softly between sips of his brandy-coffee. "Ah, ha, the 
old polaroid camera on the wife trick," he rambled sagely.


Carl searched for words, but none of an appropriate nature came to mind. It 
was as if his entire head was mentholated. Frozen. He finally managed, "It's 
a nice camera for families."


"Did you take some pictures for your family album?" asked his younger 
brother with an embarrassing insistence.


Carl's face grew an even darker red, even beneath his bronze tan. "Yes, we 
took some of Betty in the living room-on the sofa."


Jesus, thought Carl, I wish James would leave these questions for a more 
private meeting. How the hell do I know this idiot Sylvester won't call up 
Betty and spill everything. She'd be on the phone to her lawyer in a second 
if she knew I was telling anybody about those pictures.


"Did you take any in the bedroom," the owner of the processing laboratory 
asked. "That's the beauty of the timer.", "The timer?" Carl assumed the 
innocent pose. "The fifteen second time, the one I left for you to try out, 
remember?" His brother sat forward on the white sofa, waiting patiently for 
an answer. Then he leaned forward even further, dropping his voice 
conspiratorially. "How far would she let you go? Just a little cheesecake, 
or did she give you the whole pie?" He laughed heartily at his own humor.


"I ... I'm not sure what you're talking about, James."


"Listen," started Sylvester, now on his, feet, his empty coffee cup in hand 
enroute to the kitchenette in the corner of the room. He rested his hand on 
Carl's shoulder and, leaning down, said, "There's nothing to be ashamed of, 
you know. Almost everybody who tries out a Polaroid-with-timer has the same 
ideas and does the same things. They're great little intimacy arousers. Gets 
you hornier then hell, especially if you use the timer so that you get shots 
of you and your lover making it."


Immediately Carl noted the use of the word, "lover" instead of wife."


"... Christ, you should have seen the girls get off on it at that party last 
night." He gave Carl an extra pat on the shoulder before sauntering off for 
a refill. "Sorry I didn't ask, but anybody else for some coffee and brandy? 
Sure does set you straight after a hangover ... kinda like a good fuck when 
you're all uptight and strung out." He laughed and poured himself a cup.


Carl stared at Sylvester. From the moment he set eyes on him he didn't like 
him. Well, my intuition served me right again. That man is sleazy as hell. 
Don't understand what James is doing with friends like that. He knew that 
James was often open about his sex life, but never coarse like Sylvester. 
Why, he was practically suggesting that he, Carl, engage in lewd practices 
like ... well, like voyeurism, for God's sake! Self voyeurism is no better 
than masturbation!


Sylvester settled himself back on the sofa, once more pouring a healthy shot 
of brandy into his steaming coffee and wincing with the scorching of the 
first sip. "When I first got into the photography business, I own a color 
processing lab on the other side of town, I was really amazed at the number 
of fun loving people who shared my interest. Christ! you should see some of 
the photographs people come in with to have blown up to life size and hang 
on their bedroom walls. Hell, I figured, why should they be having all the 
kicks?"


"You mean you take pictures of your wife? Naked?"


"Sure as hell do, Carl." Sylvester crossed his long legs and set down his 
coffee cup, leaning forward in the sofa as if giving a sales pitch. "We take 
pictures of each other fucking almost every night. Christ! You oughta see 
our collection. Why, thousands of people do the same thing all over the 
country these days. It's the in-think to do." It was out of self-protection 
that Sylvester referred to 'his wife."


James allowed his smile to widen. "That's why I suggested the camera, Carl. 
Give you and Betty's relationship a little lift. What's it been? Three years 
now? Sex getting a little too predictable for your tastes, huh?"


Carl moistened his parched lips uncertainly. His brother had put him in an 
awkward position: what he and his wife did in the privacy of their own home 
was nobody's business but their own. But then again, this whole business of 
taking pictures was getting out of hand, James putting it on a 
masculine-pride level and, assuming the role of the elder knowledgeable 
brother, Carl refused to admit his naivety.


It wouldn't hurt, really, he reasoned to himself, to tell James about the 
photos he'd taken of Betty last night. It was all innocent anyway. Betty 
would never have to know; her communication with James was on the level of 
pure cordiality with terse "hellos" and "goodbyes".


Carl placed his elbows on the arms of the chair and said in a low voice, 
"Well, we did get. some good shots last night. Some ... some cheesecake as 
you say."


"Good," said James with a broad grin. "Did you get a kick out of playing 
photographer?"


"Sure did, James."


Sylvester laughed. "Nude shots?"


Carl felt himself flushing again. "Well, not really. More like old coca-cola 
calendar ads. Cheesecake, as you call them."


"Got a surprise for you, Carl." Sylvester leaned forward on the sofa again. 
"Now I wouldn't show these to anybody but James, but since you're his 
brother and all, and because I like 'ya, I'm gonna give you a Sunday mornin' 
lift." He reached down to his brief case at the edge of the sofa and 
clicking it open, removed a white envelope marked in a rubber stamp 
"Photographs-Do Not Bend."


Carl's nervous grin gave way to a frown. This was getting out of hand. With 
trembling fingers he tore open the envelope and looked up to see Sylvester 
staring fixedly at his expression.


"Let me explain: these are stills taken from a movie film. Somebody sent the 
film strip in for me to develop and I made stills of them. Pretty good 
racket, you know?" he laughed and settled back comfortably in the sofa.


James rose to his feet, his hand stroking his forehead nervously. Jesus, he 
thought, I wish Sylvester wouldn't explain his operation to everybody who 
steps foot in this studio. One of these days he's gonna get busted and I 
don't want to have my name and address on a warrant. "Hey, guys, 'scuse me, 
but I gotta get set up for a shooting session tonight."


Carl watched his brother disappear through the doorway into the studio. 
There was no way out of it, he was stuck with Sylvester and his lewd ideas 
of sexuality. Out of politeness, he told himself, I'm going to have to look 
at these pictures even though I know they're going to be filthy and 
repulsive, but I don't want to be rude to James' friend.


Several glossy prints in full-color, five-by-seven in size, lay staring up 
at Carl from his lap. Carl sucked in his breath sharply as his eyes fell on 
the top photograph. "My God!" be managed to whisper.


The top photo was of a lithe, buxom blonde with an angelic face. From her 
innocent face, Carl guessed her to be no more than fourteen years old. She 
was lying completely naked on her back on a hammock under a tree; her 
slender legs were raised and wide-spread, hanging over the sides of the red 
woven hammock so that the whole of her naked loins were displayed to the eye 
of the camera. Her hands were cupped teasingly around her pubic triangle, 
framing the wide-splayed splendor of her softly hair-fringed cunt. She was 
smiling coyly between her ruby-nippled alabaster breasts.


Carl blinked and looked at the second photo. Another sharp intake of breath, 
and a small gasp. The same young blonde was in this one, looking just as 
innocent and angelic, but with her also was a dark-haired handsome male. The 
blonde was straddling the man's loins, her widespread loins lowered down on 
the man's hardened cock, so that fully half of its huge wetly glistening 
length was sunk into her open cunt. She was holding its base between her 
thumb and forefinger, her small pink tongue held tightly between her full 
red lips and her eyes squeezed tightly shut in ecstasy. Her other hand 
squeezing her left breast, very hard, so that the jutting nipple seemed to 
point directly at the camera.


"That's one of my favorites," smiled Sylvester."


"But this girl can't be over fourteen and the guy looks twice her age," 
protested Carl.


"That's her father."


Jesus Christ, thought Carl, beads of sweat lacing his forehead and a rising 
hardness in his loins. He thumbed through the other pictures. One showed a 
different, gray-templed man kneeling between the opened thighs of a brunette 
with pear-shaped breasts, his long tongue snaked out so that it touched the 
hotly swollen nipple of her pink little clitoris nestled between soft, 
fleecy brown pussy curls. Another depicted a voluptuous raven-haired girl 
barely out of her teen with her coral-colored lips voraciously encircling 
the erect, swollen prick of a muscular shaggy man while he used the middle 
finger of one hand in the wetly glistening hole of her soft pink cunt, her 
leg being raised so that the full extent of her cunt mouth was presented to 
Carl's view while she sucked the man's cock and toyed with his sperm heavy 
balls. Still another photo showed two couples, both in their mid-thirties, 
engaged in an orgiastic group session which Carl could not believe upon 
first sight, since one woman was fucking one man while that same man was 
sucking the cunt of the woman who in turn was licking the balls of the other 
man. It was a mass of flesh, raw naked flesh and Carl couldn't image 
anything being that obscene until he flipped it over and another greeted his 
gaze. This one was of two girls-obviously twins-and a huge Labrador dog, the 
animal's long hot lolling tongue licking the hotly spread pussy of one of 
the twins while his huge red cock fucked deep up into the upraised cunt of 
the second.


Carl was sweating profusely, his breath coming in short gasps, as his own 
cock tingled with arousal, when he put the group of photos back in the white 
envelope. "Good God, Sylvester," he managed limply. "I've never seen 
anything like it!"


"And these are just a sampling, Carl," said Sylvester. "I've got files full 
back there at the lab in case you ever...."


Carl wiped his forehead with the back of his hand. His throat felt raspy and 
he wished he had a cold glass of water to soothe his nerves. "Isn't this 
against the law?"


"Naw, there's just average Americans like you and me, Carl-average people 
looking for a kicks out of life, that's all. You'd be surprised at some of 
the people who bring in their film to me. Doctors, lawyers, god, even a 
preacher's wife-Valerie."


"What?" Carl looked incredulous. The image of the photographs lingered in 
his mind. They were extremely stimulating, more stimulating than anything 
he'd seen since his Army days down in Tijuana. Just thinking about them made 
his prick tremble and begin to rise.


"Some people even exchange photos. Not a damned thing wrong with it, as far 
as I can see. All they do is get themselves and their wives turned on 
watching some other people doing it, and they're doing the same thing 
watching us. And it does get you turned on, believe me."


I believe you, all right, thought Carl. I can remember how excited I got 
last night, taking pictures of Betty-and they weren't anything more than 
some harmless cheesecake. I wonder if I dare....


He shook his head as if to clear it. No, there was no use even thinking 
about trying to carry his thoughts past the pure day-dream stage. Betty 
would never allow him to take pictures of her stripped completely naked, 
even though she had agreed to let him take pictures of her with her breasts 
swaying freely last night, and she would most definitely never allow 
anything as lascivious as self photos of him fucking her. For God's sake, 
even if she did agree to go that far, she would certainly not agree to let 
anyone else, much less strangers, see the photos.


And he couldn't expect her to, damn it; what was the matter with him? Betty 
was a sweet, moral girl, faithful and passionate and able to satisfy his 
every need up until now-so why was he thinking about asking her to do 
something which fairly shouted of perversity and lack of respect for privacy 
and personal intimacy? Why should he be so excited at the possibility of 
seeing more of these photos which Sylvester had just shown him? Why should 
the thought of watching other people making love and performing perversion 
on a regular basis bring the sweat out on his forehead, and bring a 
tightness to his chest and loins? Well, he couldn't explain it; it was 
beyond his comprehension. He knew only that the idea of seeing his sweet, 
innocent young wife, in a provocative position in a photograph, as he had 
for the first time last night, turned him on like he had never been turned 
on before. And the sight of these photos of strangers fucking and sucking 
wildly together today had had the same physical effect on him. "Any time you 
want to come over to my lab and see more, just give me a buzz or stop by. I 
try to reserve special hours for my special customers," he said, smiling, 
reaching into his brief effect on him.


"Any time you want to come over to my lab and see more, just give me a buzz 
or stop by. I try to reserve special hours for my special customers," he 
said, smiling, reaching into his brief case and pulling out a business card 
from a box. "Here, this how you can get in touch with me."


Carl reached for the card and stuffed it in his shirt pocket, then held out 
the envelope for its owner to claim.


"Oh, no! Those are a gift. Take them home to your wife and turn her on. I 
guarantee, one peek at those and she'll be begging for you to fuck her." 
Carl wished this stranger wouldn't make such presumptuous remarks about 
Betty.


"No, I couldn't show these to her," Carl said, shaking his head. "Betty 
would never talk to me again!"


"I think you're under-estimating your wife and all women in general. Why not 
give it a try? You're interested, I can tell from the way you were droolin' 
over those prints. Take it from me, all you've got to do is put the bug in 
the wife's ear and get her on the right track. Once they see the kicks 
involved, they're only too happy to go along. I know, by golly; Nancy, you 
know, James' wife, she was the same as your wife. What's her name? Betty ... 
shy and retiring. Now she's open and much warmer-and hell on wheels in the 
rack, so James tells me."


Carl felt uncomfortable in the face of all this candidness, the unexpected 
admissions and ideas and concepts which he had been subjected to. He got up 
from the chair, a twinge of embarrassment warmed his cheeks when he felt the 
pressure of his hardened cock pulling tightly against his pants. Nervously, 
he let the envelope swing from his hands, covering the tell-tale bulge.


"Ah, thanks a lot ... Sylvester. I gotta go now. Just want to say goodby to 
my brother before I leave and thank him for the use of the camera."


But, overhearing their conversation, James came bounding through the 
doorway, "Hey, Carl. Just want to tell ya that we're gonna have a little fun 
here later tonight. Tell Betty that if she'd care to come along, she's more 
than welcome. Nancy should be here and one of the models too." He shrugged 
his shoulders, "You know, a little drink and a few cameras. Nothing special, 
just a little fun."


"Thanks a lot, James, but Betty and I were planning to...."


"Aw, come one. Maybe I can give you a few pointers."


"We'll see." Carl was half-way to the door when he suddenly remembered the 
camera. "I've got the camera in the car, you know the one you lent me 
yesterday and I forgot to bring it in."


"That's okay, brother. Save it. I have a feeling it's gonna come in handy 
for you and Betty in the near future."


When he unlocked his car door, Carl knew that there was no use kidding 
himself any longer; he was going to take Sylvester's suggestion about 
leaving the photographs in a place where Betty would be sure to find them. 
Feeling a strange coupling of guilt and mounting excitement at what he was 
about to do, Carl drove to a small neighborhood park three blocks away from 
his home and turned off the motor.


Christ! he thought, am I really going to have the balls to show these to my 
wife? With trembling fingers, he opened the white envelope and glanced 
through the obscene photographs again. His prick seemed to jerk 
spasmodically in his pants as he once again saw the lewd, tremendously 
stimulating acts being performed in the full color splendor of the prints. 
The ones that really turned him on the most were those depicting oral love: 
soft feminine mouths closed eagerly, hungrily over the lust hardened cocks 
of their husbands; masculine lips and tongue paying devoted homage to the 
warm, secret cunt lips of their wives. These he would put on top, so that 
they would be the first ones Betty would see when she opened the envelope; 
maybe they would convince her of the beauty, of the rightness, of oral 
love....


He started to stuff them back into the envelope when a sudden frown creased 
his forehead and he stopped. Some of the other photos, besides those 
depicting oral by play, were pretty animal and raw for the innocent eyes of 
his wife; instead of being turned on, being interested and excited by the 
snaps as he intended, she would probably become angry from viewing such 
blatantly carnal acts as sodomy and three-ways and four-ways. He couldn't 
include those pictures, not now, not for a while yet just the milder ones, 
the ones showing a man and his wife making love in all the possible ways.


Quickly, he sorted out the photos, putting those he deemed too daring for 
Betty's mild taste in a separate pile; the rest he stuffed back into the 
white envelope. Then he got out of the car and with a wide grin on his face, 
swept the rejects in the garbage can, thinking how some lucky bum would paw 
through in search of a morsel of unspoiled food and find the food he'd 
probably been denied too long. With a smile of perversity, he jumped back in 
the car and headed home.


Betty was in the back yard weeding the flower bed when he got home that 
afternoon.


"Hi, honey!" he called from the living room where the plate glass door was 
slid open, emitting the warmth of the June Sunday afternoon. The kind of 
afternoon where everything seemed in slow motion, lazy and blissful.


"What have you been doing, Carl?" Betty tried to sound calm and relaxed to 
camouflage the anger. Sundays had always been a day to be spent together, 
shared and this morning Carl had left the house, not even bothering to 
awaken her, and left a terse note: "Be back soon." No explanation, no phone 
number where he could be reached. He had to be up to something 
surreptitious.


"Oh, just went over to James studio...." He took a long swallow of his cold 
beer, and that seemed to oil his throat muscles somewhat.


"Why don't you come out here so I can hear you?" Betty pulled at an obdurate 
vine that would not loosen its hold around a bush. "Just a second," he waved 
his arm and then slipped off to his office-den where he put the envelope on 
top of the bookshelf. Obviously this was not the time to confront his wife 
with such matters. He could tell by her metallic voice that she was 
disturbed by his abrupt departure that morning.


"Any phone calls for me?" he asked boldly, offering her a cold beer which 
she gratefully accepted with a gloved hand.


"Just one-some guy who says you stood him up for golf. Sounded a little 
angry." She went back to trimming the rose vine, her beer can precariously 
perched on a fence post.


Carl tilted his head back and took a healthy swallow of the icy beer. 
Christ! How am I going to tell her I'm leaving again tonight? I really would 
like to go back over there to the studio and catch a little of the action. I 
won't get involved, just sit there and watch. Betty should be able to 
understand that I need to be around people in other fields than business and 
real estate. Christ it gets to be a bore sometimes ... listening to property 
prices, tax assessors. It's time I start broadening my interests before I'm 
too old to enjoy such things as photography.


"Betty."


She lifted her head, her large-rimmed straw hat framing her angelic face, so 
innocent and trusting. With just a bit of flush in her cheeks she looked 
like the young fifteen year old in the photos, now safely tucked away in his 
office. For Betty had that same rare wide-eyed look.


"Betty, I've decided to take some photography classes," he began. "I'm 
getting tired of reading nothing but Fortune and U.S. News and World Report, 
you know? Like you've got your garden," he said expansively, stretching his 
arms to encompass the small back yard scarcely larger than the living 
room-except for the swimming pool. "But all I see all day is fat, paunchy 
business men. James has agreed to give me a few pointers and get me 
started." He looked down at his wife, waiting for her negative response, the 
same predictable response whenever James' name was mentioned, and now after 
last night....


But it didn't come.


"I'm going over there tonight to start. I met this guy who's got a color 
processing laboratory and he says he'll give me a real deal on prints. Color 
is expensive you know."


She stood up, took another swallow of her beer, and bent down to resume her 
weed pulling, her motions interrupted only once when she pulled off her 
right hand glove to yank back a strand of blonde hair that had escaped her 
hair clip.


"Well ... he asked expectantly.


"Well what? I think it's great, Carl. It'll take your mind off dirty cheap 
pictures for a change."


She sat on her haunches, picking through the ground cover. Betty felt a 
small sense of foreboding, as if there was something Carl was not telling 
her, as if there was some other motive behind his sudden interest in 
photography. She thought back to the previous evening, and to the snapshots 
Carl had taken of her-with her dress hiked up and her panties showing; 
thought back to how excited he had been, how obviously aroused by the sight 
of her posing so provocatively before the eye of the camera and in its 
sixty-second lasting capture of it. A small involuntary tremor coursed 
through her soft young body. She must never let Carl do that again, take 
pictures of her like that; it was wrong and wicked and it had no place in a 
happy, full consummated marriage such as theirs. .


"Honey," he began, caution in his voice. "Let's go out to eat and then I'll 
bring you home before I go over to James' studio. The CBS movie is supposed 
to be a real thriller, tonight" he added with a note of encouragement.


And from her response, it was the perfect idea.


They enjoyed a leisurely dinner at a well-known Mexican restaurant not far 
from their suburban t home, and Carl managed to steer the conversation to 
many things of little consequence, so that Betty would forget about last 
night, this morning and what he was about to do that night. Her ire , 
assuaged with a full stomach and several frosty glasses of Dos Equis Mexican 
beer, she sat relaxed in the car seat. The Porsche swerved into the driveway 
and he kissed her, promising he would not be late. She whispered in return, 
"Come home early and love me tonight, Carl darling." He promised he would, 
kissed her again, said goodbye, and drove off quickly, feeling once more 
that odd mixture of guilt and mounting excitement as he backed the car out 
of the driveway.


All the way to his brother's studio and all during the time he was with his 
wife Carl kept telling ' himself he wouldn't ask her to pose for anymore of 
( those photographs, concentrating instead on fantasies of what it would be 
like to be a photographer. It wasn't the actual photos, he : reassured' 
himself, that turned me on; it was the V creative process of taking them. Of 
imagining a picture and watching it develop.


It was Sylvester who greeted him at the door of his brother's photography 
studio.


Hi, Carl. Glad to see you could get away from the ol' wifey long enough to 
come play with us."


The Tabasco and hot sauce from Carl's Mexican diner began a slow churning 
sensation as the unctuous sound of Sylvester's voice slurred on. It was 
obvious he'd been drinking all day, judging from the slap-happy way he 
repeatedly pawed at Carl's shoulder and the way his feet kept getting in 
each other's way.


"Did you show them to her?" Sylvester's thin arm encircled Carl's shoulder 
and Carl could smell alcohol mixed with cigarette smoke.


"Show them? Oh, Oh, no. Didn't have time." Carl felt his face color.


"What? You mean you didn't show her any of them?"


Here we go again, back in the same embarrassed, defensive position I was 
this morning. God, but this guy is getting to be a pain in the neck....


"Naw. I don't think she'd be interested."


"She'll get into it. Jes' a matter of time. Seen a lot of women, shy as can 
be at first and after a little while, you can't hold 'em back. Tell you 
what, how 'bout I fix us each a drink and then we can go on with this 
man-to-man talk and I'll give you some more pointers."


James, having heard his brother's voice, came bounding through the doorway, 
a tripod in hand.


"Hello, there," he said, extending his hand, a big grin on his handsome 
tanned face. "Glad you could make it, with or without Betty."


"What's up?" Carl tried to appear casual, relaxed, but he couldn't find a 
comfortable place for his hands that seemed to get in the way of every 
gesture. Giving up, he finally plunged them into his pants pockets.


"Setting up for a couple of shots. If it turns out as usual, it'll end up in 
a party." He chuckled lightly and motioned with his free hand for Carl to 
follow him, an invitation that he readily accepted. Anything to get away 
from Sylvester.


Carl felt uncomfortable, acutely so, as though again he was getting more 
than he'd bargained for, but there wasn't any way he could see of getting 
out of it. He had an inkling that they were setting up for more nude photos, 
but now that he was here, what was he supposed to do? Leave? Have his 
brother think him a hen-pecked conservative prude.


"Here you go, pal." Sylvester handed him a double bourbon on the rocks.


He was about to refuse, but on second consideration, reasoned, one drink or 
two wouldn't make any difference. Besides, he could use it, he told himself; 
he had a bad case of the jitters at the thought of those filthy photographs 
on his bookshelf at home. Christ! I should have put them in my filing 
cabinet. Betty keeps her magazines on that top shelf. And if she found them 
... he took a sip of his drink. " ... Well, he didn't want to think about 
that right now.


It took only minutes for the ice cubes to rattle emptily in the bottom of 
the glass and, not missing his cue, Sylvester was at hand, as always, with 
another bottle that tilted and gurgled into Carl's empty glass. 
Appreciatively, Carl raised the cool rim to his lips, nodding at Sylvester 
who stood close to him, glued to his body wherever he went, like the right 
half of Siamese twins.


"Sure is nice to know that James' has a brother sho's a real swinger." His 
eyes lifted to the photographer, now on the top rung of the ladder where he 
was reaching overhead to replace one of the light bulbs in the strobe 
fixture. Sylvester stared up at him, admiringly, "He sure is one hell of a 
guy, that James...."


He was interrupted by the sight of a young girl, probably no more than 
fifteen, emerging from the dressing room adjacent to the large empty room 
cluttered with tripods, seamless dresses, and now a large wood-framed 
waterbed.


Carl felt a sharp bony elbow mash into his ribs. "How ya' like the looks of 
that stuff, eh, Carl? Our fun for the night," Sylvester said with a wink.


The tall, lithe blonde, her luminous green eyes sparkling nodded, "Hi! My 
name is Melinda."


"And I'm Carl."


"Pleased to meet ya, Carl."


"Hello down there!" called James from the top rung of the ladder. "I'm 
havin' a few problems here with this circuit, so make yourself comfortable. 
It may be a while."


She looked up at him and nodded.


"Have a seat and a drink. Have you met my brother yet?"


"Sure have! He's a real groovy cat, James," she said licking her lips and 
sticking out one narrow hip to rest the palm of her hand on.


Jesus, thought Carl. I can't be acting like this! I love my wife; how can I 
feel this way about a fifteen year old girl? That damned Sylvester probably 
put something in my drink, that stupid idiot. But she is one sexy girl. His 
mind raced back to the image of the young girl spread out on the hammock. He 
recognized the face. How could such a young thing subject herself people 
like Sylvester?


"Anybody got a joint?" Melinda's green eyes surveyed the negatively shaking 
heads of the three men.


"What a drag," her mouth twitched with disappointment. "Tell you what, if 
somebody'll give me a lift to my folks house I'll bring back a couple of 
reefers. Just got some real good shit from a friend of mine who just came 
back from Mexico."


With a double bourbon to bolster his courage and erase any tremor of guilt, 
the happily married real estate executive set his empty glass on a filing 
cabinet and said boldly, "I'd be happy to give you a ride, Melinda. I don't 
smoke the stuff myself though," he admitted sheepishly.


So with Sylvester and brother James exchanging knowing looks and smirks of 
suspicion, Carl held the door open for the teenager to slip through. 
Sylvester watched from the window overlooking the street as the orange 
Porsche revved to life.


"That brother of yours doesn't know what he's getting himself into," 
Sylvester climbed three rungs of the ladder, just high enough to hand a 
bourbon and water to the photographer who smiled down at his comrade in sin.


"Do him good," he muttered, still looking upward toward the burned out 
strobe.


CHAPTER THREE


Carl was all too aware of Melinda's body next to him, even though she sat 
next to the opposite door. She'd made no effort to pull down her skirt when 
she got into the car. Her well-shaped thighs were really something to look 
at, he thought, and the proud upthrusting of her breasts beneath her sweater 
gave ample evidence that she had not bothered to wear a bra. From the looks 
of things, he'd be willing to bet that she wasn't wearing any panties 
either. These thoughts and images of the nude photography of this 
provocative high school girl brought stirring life to Carl's cock. He knew 
he was tensing up, knew his cock beginning to swell painfully ... but hell, 
she was only a kid, what the hell did she know? God, that's all he needed 
now-a hard on! And with this young girl, too. Jail bait.


It was he who broke the silence. "Is modeling a summer time job for you, 
Melinda?"


"Oh, no. I've been modeling since I was four years old ... My mother entered 
me in one of those stupid baby calendar contests and I won first prize. 
After that I started modeling for catalogs and just last year I started this 
other business." She pulled her hairbrush out of her leather handbag and 
dragged it through her wealth of straight blonde hair, wincing as she 
struggled with a snarl.


"What do you mean by "this business.?" His curiosity overcame his reasoning, 
as if foreknowledge already held the answer for him.


"Fuck films."


"W-what?" Carl couldn't believe her brazen attitude.


"Yeah. My dad's the one who got me involved in this business. He's my agent. 
Money's good. The way my dad and me got it all figured out, I'll be able to 
retire when I'm twenty-one." Her red polished nails scraped the bottom of 
her handbag til she found a stick of gum which she tore in half and, chewing 
with an open mouth, carefully wrapped the other half in its wrapper and 
tucked it back in her purse. She crossed her arms in her lap.


"Y-Your father is your agent?" Carl's eyes widened in disbelief.


"Yeah. You square or somethin?"


I'm begging to wonder, thought the real estate executive to himself. I can't 
believe my brother is risking his business for such, such trash as this! He 
must be crazy! Christ, I wish she'd pull her skirt down, it's nearly up to 
her waist now.


"You married?" He turned to her, just as she put on her heavy plastic 
sunglasses. She was beautiful.


"Yeah, I'm married."


"Do you and your wife get it on much?"


"Do we what?"


"Get it on. You know," she said sarcastically, pronouncing each work with 
articulation. "Fuck. F-U-C-K. Fuck!"


Carl could feel his face redden. "Yes, we make love."


"Are you a swinger?" And then noticing his faltering indecision at the 
traffic light, pointed a long tanned arm to the right. "Take the next exit 
to Cummingham Road and from there a right onto Kennedy Drive ... second 
house on the left."


Carl glanced over his shoulder to check the Sunday afternoon traffic, which 
for some miraculous reason, was all headed in the opposite direction. Good 
thing, too, he thought. That was an illegal turn and all I need is to get 
stopped with this young piece of ass in my car. She'd probably proposition 
the policeman.


"You didn't answer my question," she insisted, snapping her gum.


"Depends on what you mean by swinger."


"Come on, ol' man. You know, like do you take naked pictures of her? Do you 
like to make it with other couples or what?"


"Well ... we "


"You ain't had enough pussy lately, I can tell," she smiled resting her 
blonde head on the headrest, staring at the man twice her age.


"How can you tell?" He felt himself blushing, and being all too conscious of 
his condition that throbbed unforgivingly in his pants, twitched in the 
driver's seat.


Now she shrugged and gave a knowing little smile. "You're too up tight. 
You'd be more relaxed ... if something had happened."


"What?" It had been a long time since Carl had been around teenagers .and 
their gobbledygook language puzzled him.


"You've got a hard on. You had a hard on ever since you set those big brown 
eyes on me. Didn't you now?"


Carl was beside himself. He'd never met such a brazen female in his life, 
and at the age of fifteen. Christ! What's she going to be like when she's 
old enough to vote?


Without a warning, she reached over and touched the bulge in his trousers. 
"Like so." the contact created the same result in his loins as a match 
struck in a gasoline-vapored chamber. She left her hand, not teasing him, 
not caressing ... merely resting her fingers on the throbbing cloth lump 
created by his desire. Melinda's eyes were locked on his face; the intensity 
of her glance was something he could feel. She seemed to be asking something 
he could feel-and receiving silent answers. Carl was aware that he was 
driving very slowly now-the vehicle was barely moving, crawling along that 
off ramp. His breath caught with the next comment from the girl, "If you 
hadn't seen me you wouldn't be all turned on, would you?"


Carl-had to force the words out of his suddenly dry throat. "I, I guess 
not." He kept his eyes on the road, watching out for any highway patrol man 
who might find his driving unacceptable for Southern California freeways.


"Then ... I'm responsible, huh?" She looked over her shoulder out the rear 
view window, then glanced ahead of them. "Keep driving," she ordered. She 
had some plan, obviously; her actions were unmistakable.


Through a haze of uncertainty and growing heat, Carl felt her hand leave his 
leg and begin fumbling with his belt. "Take a deep breath," Melinda said. He 
did as instructed, and she quickly unfastened his waist band. A second later 
his zipper scraped, and her knowledgeable hand and fingers released his 
heavily throbbing cock from the imprisoning confines of his shorts. He 
groaned deep in his throat as she stroked it a couple of times.


I didn't ask for this, Betty. Honest I didn't! the young husband implored of 
his wife through thought. I didn't ask for her to start turning me on like 
this. It just happened. Honest!


"My ... it's beautiful," she said, breathlessly. "So big! So hard!" She 
lovingly pumped it for a few seconds, then rolled it like a thick cigar 
between her fingers. The reflected light from the dashboard showed her hand 
moving up and down on his long white prick. God, how he had wanted a girl to 
do that! It was almost more than he could stand. Already, even though only 
thirty or forty seconds had elapsed, he could feel the gathering 
thunderheads in his balls. The girl was an expert; she knew what she was 
doing. He groaned, and his breath began coming faster and faster.


He was so caught up in the delicious sensation that Melinda had to make the 
request twice.


"What?" he muttered, not really sure he comprehended.


"Move the seat back further," she repeated.


Carl mentally knew what was coming next. Eagerly, he reached down on his 
left for the seat release and pushed with his back. The seat slid all the 
way back. He was forced to drive with his arms almost straight out in front 
of him.


Melinda glanced out the rear view window again-looked again to see where 
they were. "Take the next turn to the right," she ordered. "That street is 
under construction. Just keep driving. Tell me if you see any cars coming 
from behind." She bent forward and her hot lips slipped wetly down over the 
head of his excitedly bulging cock.


"Aaaaaahhhhhh," it was a moan of delight wrenched from his soul. How long he 
had waited for this! He felt his cock give another jerk into its greatest 
rigidity as if it were alive and independent of him. He tried to will it 
limp again, to banish the lewd thoughts swirling in his bourbon filled head, 
but it remained throbbingly swollen, growing with every flick of the fifteen 
year old girl's hotly licking young tongue.


This is wrong, his tortured mind screamed. I'm a married man ... what would 
Betty say? I can't go through with it...! He was unable to stop. Nothing had 
felt so beautiful before, or at least nothing recently. Her tongue flickered 
at the urethral opening and then ran maddening circles around the head. She 
had pooched out her lips so that her mouth felt like a soft hot clamping 
cuntal ring, wonderfully moistened. With her free hand, she reached down 
into his shorts and began gently squeezing his testicles in rhythm to her 
sucking movements. Up and down her mouth moved, gently bobbing like an oil 
pump pulling precious liquid from the subterranean depths. Carl was about to 
go out of his mind from the sensation. The girl had said to keep driving, 
but it was almost impossible to do that because of what he felt. He couldn't 
have been travelling more than three or four miles an hour when the girl, as 
if sensing his impending orgasm, began taking the cock deep into her throat.


Faster, faster, faster her head moved until Carl could stand it no longer. 
He arched his back and raised his buttocks off the seat in an effort to jam 
it further down her throat. She took it all, and as the head of his prick 
began swelling to enormous size, Melinda started sucking voraciously, 
interspersing the vacuum with occasional little nibbles using her teeth 
against the trunk and head. He glanced down and could see her lips pulled 
out grotesquely as they clung to his white driving male flesh. He continued 
to fuck up to meet her, and she continued to take him. His mouth was swollen 
shut and long hoarse pants of breath whistled through it.


His prick felt as though it weighed a ton-a ton of hot molten lava 
restlessly surging below the surface of a volcano. He knew he was on the 
verge of cumming and felt he should prepare her but as her motions became 
more rapid and the suction increased, he suddenly knew it didn't matter. She 
obviously had done this before-Christ, probably a thousand times in those 
movies she acted in: she was an expert. The semen gathered, seethed and 
boiled. The eruption was imminent. Low guttural noises of delight came 
rumbling out of his throat. He was cumming ... cumming ... almost there. 
Almost. Now ... Now! Now! The first hot spurts of sperm boiled out of his 
balls and screamed along the duct leading to the head of his cock.


"Aaaaaahhhhhh ... hahhhhhh." His cry was meant to give her some warning, but 
the sound merely increased her frenzy. The hot cum roared out of his cock in 
great, smooth gushing quantities and she went on sucking furiously as he 
shot everything he had into her wonderfully warm, greedy mouth. And still he 
came, as weeks, years, of pent up frustration of wanting, yearning for his 
wife to make him cum this way manifested themselves in almost half a cup of 
the elixir of love.


She used her tongue to tease, her mouth and lips to suck, until his prick 
slowly began to deflate. It was as though she felt it necessary to suck 
every last drop of white, hot cum from his balls. She continued to work 
until he was sure he was getting ready for another erection, then she 
suddenly stopped.


Carl gave a mumbled sigh of happy release, and abruptly became aware that 
his car-light on, motor running-was standing motionless right in the middle 
of the street. Melinda withdrew her cum-dripping lips from his cock, then 
kissed its head which was inflamed from her nibbling and smeared with her 
lipstick. She slithered up until she was enclosed in his arms. Then she 
kissed him wetly; her tongue darted and licked around his mouth. He could 
taste the alien taste-the taste of his own cum in her mouth. Melinda's face 
was slippery-glistening from the seminal fluids and streaked with her 
lipstick. She scooted back over to her own side of the car, opened her 
purse, and carefully began to wipe her mouth with a kleenex as he began 
driving again.


"Just around the corner-to the left."


He turned onto the street where she lived as she glanced over toward him, 
"Do I look presentable? I mean you can't tell what I've been doing?"


He inspected her face, and nodded.


She smiled as he stopped in front of her house and started to get out of the 
car to open the door for her. "Don't bother," she said quickly and slid out. 
"I'll be back in a flash." As her skirt flared up, he realized he had been 
right; she wasn't wearing panties, after all. The crevice of her smooth 
young buttocks was a dark inviting line at the top of her white thighs.


Carl saw her father part the curtains of their ranch style home and stare 
into the dusk.


"That's my dad," she called over her shoulder. "He's a real groovy dude-just 
like you." She waved over her shoulder at him.


Carl got back in the car. He could hear her laughter until the front door 
closed behind her excessively wiggling little ass. He leaned forward, 
resting his head on the steering wheel while his sweating palms gripped it 
hard until his knuckles turned white.


He could only sigh in contentment. Carl had never felt so relaxed and 
peaceful in his life, except for those little twinges of guilt that kept 
clouding his ecstasy. He knew that he should feel guilty now, but the 
stirrings of remorse and shame were not forthcoming. He only felt like a 
satisfied, virile male, one who had been satisfied by a woman. He felt a 
certain power, a certain pride in the fact that here, now, he had proven 
that his desire for oral sex had been right, and not something darkly evil 
as his wife seemed to think.


His wife. The thought of Betty echoed in his mind, and a small part of his 
brain tried to make the self-deprecation come; but he fought the thoughts 
away and he simply sat there, taking in the musk smell and the permeating 
odor of their consummated lust.


His head was still resting on the steering wheel when Melinda emerged from 
the house, a grin on her youthful face.


"Look what I got?" she beamed, sliding into the car seat. "There's gonna be 
a party tonight!" She held up a baggie full of dark brown organic matter. 
"There's enough here for everybody to get loaded. It's the only way to film 
a fuck movie."


* * *


Betty Sanderson, smiling happily and with a warm glow spreading through her 
from the Martinis, sat back on the divan in the living room and sipped the 
remaining liquid from her glass. She stretched languidly, thinking, I feel 
so good tonight, so warm and loved and happy. I'm a lucky woman, a very 
lucky woman, to have a wonderful husband like Carl, who has a very good job 
and is a good provider and is a very, very, very good lover.


She picked up the Sunday paper and, finding the pink section thumbed through 
until she found the Television Guide section. Her long red polished nail 
traced the blurbs until she came to "The Sunday Night Movie-Marilyn Monroe 
in "Some Like it Hot". Just fits my mood, thought the young housewife, 
flexing her bare toes on the soft brocade of the sofa. Just enough time to 
mix myself another drink.


She giggled softly, and a warm, pleasant ache began between her tender young 
thighs. She sighed then, squeezing her legs tightly together, wishing Carl 
hadn't gone over to his brother's studio tonight. They could have had 
another drink together, and then gone to bed, as they did on Sunday nights, 
and made love for hours and hours, slow and sweet and good. That was the 
kind of mood she was in tonight, the mood to make love very, very slowly for 
a long, long time....


I don't know why I got so angry with him this morning, she thought to 
herself. Really, he's got to have some freedom too. I believe in people 
being free with each other-letting them have hobbies, something to make them 
broader, more interesting people, she reflected generously. It's not as if 
he doesn't support me in fine fashion. She glanced down at the velvety robe 
she was wearing and grinned. Not many husbands would buy such a lovely 
expensive gift for Valentine's Day. Yes, Carl is a good provider and he 
needs to have other interests than work.


Well, Carl would be home at ten or so and they could make love then. She 
would have to content herself with waiting television-and, yes why not, 
having another drink. She was feeling a little audacious tonight, and even 
though she knew her absolute limit without getting drunk was three drinks in 
one evening, she decided that, by golly, she was going to make herself a 
third!


She mixed the drink in the kitchen; so as not to mess up the bar, that the 
cleaning lady had scrubbed that week, humming softly and a little 
intoxicatedly, and then decided she'd check the TV guide again. She carried 
her drink back into the living room and set her drink down on the end table 
and turned on the colored television set. Lightning streaks of color finally 
formed a pattern and then finally an image. A deep voice cut through the 
jigsaws of light: "This evening's movie has been pre-empted by the Los 
Angeles Rams versus the Dallas Cowboys ... stay tuned for...."


Damn it!" she said aloud, flicking the remote control that dangled from the 
edge of the divan. "I was really in the mood to watch some television 
tonight."


Oh well, guess I'll have content myself with other things. Guess I'll check 
out that Book-of-the-Month club selection they sent me-the one I wrote and 
told them to please not send. Just as well, she sighed, if Carl is going to 
take up photography I don't want to be the stupid housewife stuck at home. 
It'll do me good to read some best sellers-give me something to talk to 
Andre and Edith about on Saturdays.


Two feet slipped into her matching red velvet slippers that padded their way 
down the hallway to Carl's office-secluded at the end of the house. He often 
kept his documents and research materials in that room, just in case weekend 
decisions on a piece of property had to be made. Let's see, she put her long 
finger to her lips, where did I put ... Oh, of course! Right where I put all 
my mail-on top of the bookshelf. Standing on her tiptoes, the petite 
housewife reached overhead to the top shelf, her fingers just touching a 
packet of what seemed to small to be a book. Four fingers edged along the 
length of the shelf and then she drew them away, a cloud of dust filming the 
air. "Oh, God!" she said aloud. I'm going to have to talk to the cleaning 
lady about this! she thought and reached up once more for the thick brown 
envelope now visible at the end of the shelf. Her fingers could touch it, 
her eyes could see it, but her legs wouldn't stretch that far, so she pulled 
her husband's swivel chair over a few feet and climbed atop it.


Aw! Finally. She removed a white envelope from on top of the book packet and 
set it aside, thoughtlessly. The staples flew as Betty ripped open the 
package, reassuring herself that reading would be a good time passer til 
Carl finally came home. "Oh, no!" she frowned. "I didn't want that!" She 
threw the New York Times Book of Plants on the floor in disgust. Stupid 
people, she thought; can't even keep orders straight. Well, I'm sure there's 
something else of interest up here-this is where everything gets tossed.


Betty's eyes scanned the length of the shelf. Hmmmmmm, wonder what this is, 
she thought, staring at the white envelope. Some mail I didn't see? Looks 
interesting. She flipped it over to see "Photographs-Do Not Bend" stamped in 
official black ink. Must be pictures of real estate property, she reasoned. 
Probably those downtown buildings he's been trying to sell for the past six 
months.


It was tempting. Betty had always stayed clear of her husband's work, never 
wanting to involve herself to the degree where she had to take many phone 
messages or get in that abominable rut of typing letters, let his partner's 
wife complained of. But with all this talk of photography lately, so what? 
She stepped down off the chair, envelope in hand, and brushed the footprints 
from the royal blue weave.


She sipped again of her Martini. The liquor was beginning to affect her now, 
in several different ways. Giddy and careless, she sat down at her husband's 
desk and opened the unsealed envelope. It always gave her a little thrill to 
see bits of evidence of his business success-like a peek into his brain, a 
part she never witnessed otherwise. Her ardour of a few minutes earlier, 
instead of waning, seemed to have gained intensity, so that she felt a 
moistening down between her legs, flowing out to dampen her thighs; and she 
felt, too, a boldness that she had never expected before, an irrational 
desire to do something she shouldn't do-involve herself in her husband's 
business.


Impulsively, then, stifling another slightly tipsy giggle, Betty reached out 
and grasped the envelope. Her fingers fumbled at the sealed flap, finally 
got it open; and then she was drawing out the photos and holding them in her 
lap. She let them lie there, on the warm velvet mound of her lower abdomen, 
as she drained the last of the Martini. Then she flipped them over, saw the 
photos, and held them up to her slightly blurred eyes, squinting at them 
very close.


Her first reaction was one of shocked horror. She blinked rapidly several 
times, her eyes seemingly held transfixed by the full color carnality which 
she held in her hands. Her brain was spinning with the combined forces of 
surprise and undiluted gin.


Gotta get another drink! She picked up the unseen photos and headed for the 
kitchen, having first dropped off the photographs on the living room divan.


My God! she thought when she'd settled on the bed in their bedroom. This is 
... it's filthy! It's pornography, that's what it is, plain and simple 
pornography!


She wanted to cast the offending photos from her, but a curious perversity 
made her grip them more tightly between her fingers, made her eyes remained 
fastened to their glossy detail. The top snapshot showed a sweet-looking 
blonde straddling a dark-haired man; both of them were nude, with their 
privates fully exposed to the camera, and his ... his cock was pushed 
halfway up into her open cunt!


Betty swallowed hard, looking at the expression on the young woman's face. 
It was one of sheer, unadulterated ecstasy, lids dropped, mouth parted and 
moist, with the tip of her wet pink tongue showing; she seemed to be 
oblivious to the camera, caught up in the sexual frenzy of the moment, of 
the feeling of the man's hardened cock imbedded deep within her tightly 
gripping cunt walls. And she was manipulating her own breast, squeezing it 
passionately in her ardor....


God! She can't be more than, than, fifteen! gasped Betty in abject shock.


Staring at the angelic young girl's obvious enjoyment, Betty felt a 
quickening of her breath, a fluttering in her lower belly. The inside of her 
mouth was dry, and she ran her pink tongue over her lips several times, 
trying to dispel the arid, cottony taste.


Her now trembling fingers pulled the first photo aside and the second came 
into view. She gasped, and a little spiral of unwanted heat wended its way 
upward through her warmly secreting loins, into her stomach and chest, 
hardening the firm, ruby crests of her snowy breasts. A man, distinguished 
and older, crouched between the widespread thighs of a small 
well-proportioned blonde, his long wet, seemingly hard, tongue curled out to 
flick over the swollen naked pubic area and the erect clitoris of the 
passion tensed girl!


A wave of puritan revulsion took hold of Betty, and again she wanted to 
throw the offending photos from her-tear them up into little pieces.


Why, oh why did Carl get these? Where did he get them? Isn't he satisfied 
with me? Am I a poor lover? All these questions, answered only by her own 
shallow breathing, clouded her mind, mixing! with the gin into a miasmal of 
self-doubt.


But she did not throw them away, nor did she tear them up. Again, she stared 
at the photo, at a man, at his tongue licking hungrily at the widespread 
pussy of the blonde girl. Oral sex! Perversion! cried the half-intoxicated 
mind of the young wife. The very same terrible thing Carl wanted me to do to 
him several times! Oh, God, and I'll bet that if I flip over to another 
photo it will show the disgusting sight of some woman with her mouth around 
a man's....


A cascade of shame flowed through her, causing her to flush a violent 
crimson. She was no better than the ... the lascivious people in the photos! 
Thinking filthy thoughts, working herself into an impossible froth ... 
Suddenly, she wished again that her husband were home. She was aroused now, 
aroused by the gin and the perversity of the snapshots which she held in her 
quaking hand.


"No! No!" she moaned aloud, but even as the words left her Ups she was 
pulling aside the top photo, revealing the one which lay beneath....


And there it was! Just as she had feared-a girl, a young teenager, with her 
lips firmly ovaled around the lust hardened cock of a thin muscular man! And 
she was enjoying it, this young girl was enjoying, yes reveling in the taste 
of the man's huge cock! She was actually groveling in the very thing Carl 
had for so long wanted her to do to him, A low cry of despair tore from 
Betty's throat, and she was finally able to push the photos away from her, 
to fan out in disarray on the bed beside her. She lay there, trembling, 
opening and closing her legs in a vain effort to dispel the tingling, 
flowing excitement which the lewd pictures had built to a fanning inferno 
between her soft, pulsating thighs.


Carl, she thought confusedly, Carl, I need you. I wish you here right now! I 
want you, I want you to love me. Carl ... oh, Carl!


Her hands went out on either side of her to clutch the spread. Her belly was 
on fire now, rolling over onto her stomach, it was as if the sickness she 
was seeing here tonight had aroused her passions to the desperation point. 
Tears flowed from her eyes, and her body involuntarily squirmed on the bed. 
She wiped away the wetness which was obscuring her vision-and her gaze fell 
on one of the photos, the nearest one.


It showed a couple performing simultaneous oral love in the classic 
sixty-nine position!


Her hand swept it up as if with a will of its own, and her eyes grew glazed. 
Breath spewed raggedly from between her open, saliva moistened lips. She 
stared at the picture, at the auburn-haired woman in the process of running 
her wetly glistening tongue upward over the man's sperm-swollen testicles to 
the ridged underside of his hardened cock; as the man's lips pressed tightly 
to the gaping, pink-red softness of the girl's wide split young pussy, his 
nose gently tickling the tiny puckered ring of her anus.


Oh, God, I'm sorry, Betty's mind cried, I'm sorry. But I don't care. I can't 
stand it! I can't!


And in one swift motion, the beautiful young wife rolled onto her back, 
still holding the salacious, full-color photo to her eyes, and with her free 
hand drew open the red velvet robe. Beneath it she wore only a thin pair of 
flimsy panty briefs. As if a separate entity, ungoverned by her will, the 
hand drew the panties down, slowly, slowly, as she raised her quivering 
buttocks high off the bed.


Her liquor-fogged, passion-fogged brain blotted out all the evils she had 
been led to believe came from masturbation. There was only her urgency now, 
her need for release from the intense arousal of her body by the lustful 
activities in the photos.


She massaged the smooth flat whiteness of her stomach with the palm of her 
hand, around and around, raising up to pass over her breasts with their 
swollen nipples, causing whirlpools of passion to seethe within her. Then 
her hand with a will of its own moved lower and she arched her back, raising 
her hips high off the bed, her fingers passing through the downy-soft fleece 
of her golden young pussy hair and intensifying further the rising crescendo 
of sexual frenzy.


A groan of desire, and total abandonment escaped her lips, and the young 
helplessly impassioned wife moved her hand downward between her 
now-widespread thighs, wet with the secretion of her passion. She gentled 
her fingers into the moist flesh, and the feeling generated by her own 
fevered fingers was so very, very good. She manipulated the soft hair-lined 
inner lips until she could feel them swelling with the rush of blood, and 
her clitoris was rigid and tingling. Her index finger came in contact with 
the trembling flesh, and she began to gasp with delight as she felt release 
imminent. Her hips thrashed the bed and the air, her eyes never once leaving 
the photo and the lewd oralism depicted there-lips on cock, lips on cunt, 
lips on cock, lips on cunt....


Faster, faster, faster her finger fucked across the sensitive little titty 
of her cunt, blanking her mind of all thoughts, all sanity; nothing existed 
for her in that moment except the delirious coming of her impending climax.


And then she was there!


Oh, God, her hotly arching little pussy was cumming like wild fire!


Her naked hips flailed frantically at the bed as wave after wave of intense, 
bursting release seized her. It was pleasure so acute that it approximated 
pure pain. Then, as her orgasm began to ebb, her naked asscheeks sank back 
to the spread and her hand stilled but did not leave her cunt. She lay 
there, not moving, her eyes squeezed tightly shut now and her chest rising 
and falling spasmodically.


And then sanity returned to her brain. With it came abject mortification, a 
feeling of self-loathing that was almost as great as the delight of her 
ebbing orgasm. She moaned aloud in despair, sitting up, brushing the photos 
from the bed and flinging them to the floor around it as if they were vermin 
of the foulest type. Then she threw herself face down on the bed, crying out 
her torment, sick with the knowledge of the act of finger fucking that she 
had just performed on herself.


Those damnable photos! They were the cause of her rising excitement into the 
throes of lust, her loss of self-control. Those filthy pictures! Oh, damn 
you, Carl! Where did you get them anyway? But it wasn't Carl's fault, it was 
his brother's fault for even suggesting this stupid picture-taking in the 
first place. He was probably the one who gave them to Carl. Well, if this 
was James' idea of art, let him keep it to himself!


The questions spun and rotated in Betty's tormented, liquor-fogged mind. She 
felt sick to her stomach, and ... dirty. She needed the cleansing release of 
sleep; she couldn't be this upset when Carl came home. He must never know 
she'd finger fucked herself tonight; no, he must never know.


She took off her gown and lay back down on the bed, slipping between the 
sheets, praying for the respite of sleep to ease her tortured mind. Sobbing 
into her pillow, all time stopped, the only measurement being the thud of 
her heart punctuated by the loud wail of her shame. The photos lay scattered 
on the floor, unremembered.


On the other side of Santa Monica in the back room of a store-front studio 
Carl Sanderson found himself in an inveiglement that no fiction writer could 
approximate. It was even better than any of his wildest sexual fantasies. He 
was a star in a movie, but no ordinary film: this was what the newspapers 
advertise as "adult entertainment" or as those who frequent those movie 
houses refer to them as "fuck films."


How it all happened, he wasn't actually certain. His recollections ran as 
deep as stopping enroute to the studio with Melinda for a "a taste of weed". 
From there on, he could remember little, but from what bits and pieces he 
could glue together in his confused drugged mind he was chosen by the 
fifteen year old nymphomaniac to star with her, claiming she "really got off 
on the taste of his prick."


Sylvester, standing by with a deeply furrowed frown on his face, glowered at 
the scene. This was supposed to be his night to fuck young Melinda. After 
all, wasn't he the one who found her?


What's going on here? he asked himself silently. This idiot comes in and 
steals the whole show. Square too. Real square. Christ! can't even get his 
ol' lady to let him take pictures of her naked! How the hell is he gonna 
make a fuck film? Probably scream for his mommy when that little nymph gets 
her hot hands on him!


But Sylvester stood by and watched, watched as James' brother nervously read 
through the lines of the poorly written script, as he mouthed lines to 
himself, a look of stark agony on his handsome face.


Guess he's perfect for the part, chuckled Sylvester insidiously to himself. 
A nervous husband-boy he does fit the part. Nancy must have had her 
brother-in-law in mind when she wrote it.


The script was an easy one for Carl, the emotions and fears of this one 
Sunday in his life reflected in every line and every action. Even the cues 
fit perfectly. He was to portray a businessman from out of town who, when 
drunk, is propositioned by a whore. The man had always craved oral sex, but 
his wife, whom he loves dearly and has never cheated on in twelve years of 
marriage, refused him. Once inside the hotel room, the businessman looses 
his bearings and his head clears of the excess drink he'd indulged in and 
lets his guilt take over.


As it was, reasoned Carl to himself as clearly as one can after drinking 
double bourbon on the rocks and smoking marijuana for the first 
teeth-shattering time, I'm playing myself. Shouldn't be too hard. Besides, 
his mind relaxed the tight grip it held on his taut neck tendons, if it 
doesn't work out, what the hell? Nothing lost, nothing gained.


In the first scene Carl was propelled inside the room of the hotel and the 
door was shut by Melinda. He was alone in a strange hotel room with a whore. 
As he sat on the bed and the film rolled, Carl stared weakly up at this 
beautiful prostitute and had to take her in his arms and kiss her, love her 
up a bit. He wouldn't have to fuck her in this scene, James had assured him, 
knowing that sometimes people can't concentrate when lights are 
flashing-it's hard to get it up and keep it up. But Lord, thought Carl, it 
would be nice to kiss those cherry red lips, caress her breasts to hardness 
after that little scene she'd treated him to earlier that evening.


He felt his cock jerk into instant rigidity as if it were alive and 
independent of him. Carl almost wished he wasn't such a good actor. He tried 
to will it limp again, to banish the lewd thoughts swirling in his 
bourbon-filled head, but it remained throbbingly swollen.


Melinda chuckled as she stood by the side of the bed. "Carl-baby's got a 
hard on." She was smiling at his bulging pants. "Carl-baby's got a great big 
hard-on because he knows he's going to fuck me...."


Forgetting he was being filmed, Carl came to life and proved himself to be a 
natural actor. He had never heard a woman talk in such lascivious language 
and in his drug induced consciousness he snarled up at her. "Melinda ... cut 
it out, for Christ's sake!"


"You're going to fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me...." She came toward 
him, the camera zooming in for a close up. Her breath was like a white hot 
firebrand on his cheek. She touched his knee lightly, her fingers almost 
searing the cloth, and then she reached higher, higher ... and touched the 
throbbing protuberance down between his legs!


"Oooooohhhhhh God!" he managed to breathe, forgetting the written script. He 
almost leaped off the bed in a convulsing reaction. He could feel his 
testicles ache with a sudden pressure of sperm, and will as he may, he 
couldn't pull away from her caresses. Her tongue trailed over his cheek, 
searching for his mouth, and her hand continued to rub his uncomfortably 
swollen cock.


Melinda faltered for a moment and then someone from the side whispered "It's 
physical, fucking is physical...."


The young actress regained her composure and blurted out the line: "It's 
purely physical," she droned on, mesmerically hypnotically. "You want to get 
your big cock into my wet pussy, and I want it too...."


That's when Carl's guilt-ridden conscience rose to the fore with an 
imperious: "I love my wife." It was a protest.


"Sure you do, Carl-baby. All of them do. But that doesn't have anything to 
do with us, with here and now, with fucking!"


This is wrong! Carl's mind screamed. I'm a married man-happily married. What 
am I doing with a fifteen year old nympho making fuck films? This is the 
most ridiculous thing I've ever done in my whole life!


He wrenched himself off the bed, his heart hammering, and he was aware that 
his prick was still granite-hard and seeping hot droplets of excited 
lubrication. This was enough, he'd had it. He'd walk off the set and it 
would be over with, film or no film....Melinda's husky voice whispered, 
"Carl baby...."


He turned, gathering the courage to reject her, but then the words froze in 
Iris throat. His mouth hinged open and his eyes bulged.


She stood before him, stripped completely naked!


The lovely young teenager had unhooked the one article of clothing, her 
dress, and it lay puddled lewdly at her feet. Neither panties or bra were 
evident, and as he gazed, transfixed, at her white sculpted body, he Could 
see that she didn't need any artificial supports. She smiled at him, the top 
of her wet, pink tongue showing. The camera zoomed in for a close-up of that 
too.


The hair-lined lips of her cuntal valley were displayed for him like an 
Aztec sacrifice, the golden down glistening lusciously in the pale glow of 
the dimmed lighting. Her high, perfectly rounded breasts, startlingly 
alabaster white against the tan of her other parts, jutted out like ruby 
crested mountains, and her long, slender legs seemingly trembled with 
desire.


"Well, lover?" Her hands had moved to her golden triangle and when she said 
"here," her fingers blazed a trail down through the soft, pink lips of her 
cunt and spread them slowly, slowly apart, revealing the tiny trembling bud 
of her erect clitoris. She began to stroke it back and forth, round and 
round.


It was a lust maddening sight to Carl. The thought of kissing, of licking 
her sweet young pussy set his prick into a wild dance. "Melinda ... please," 
he moaned, his breath all but stopped as he heard Sylvester and James 
murmuring just feet away.


"And I'll lick your cock, Carl-baby, I want to lick and suck your big ol' 
cock ... I love to suck cock, did you know that?" On and on she went, and 
the one sure way of building Carl to a point where he couldn't say no, 
couldn't leave this whore, had been used ... again, for the second time that 
day. He'd been denied oral love by his wife-and that was the truth! ... not 
just part of this ridiculous script. He had wanted to feel the soft down of 
a woman's pussy as it opened to his mouth and lusting desire ... if only his 
wife understood that, wanted his cock in her mouth ... oh, God! he could 
feel his swollen cock palpitate wildly.


He had to have her! He absolutely didn't care about the film they were 
making, about Betty, about his adulterousness with a whore, about anything! 
The only important thing was the billowing heat in his genitals, and the 
desire to suck and be sucked! Yes, he had to have her! Yes! Yes!


As if somehow spirit-free from his body he watched himself unfasten his belt 
and remove his clothing, dumping them wherever they happened to fall. He 
stood before her as she stood before him, this thickly bursting cock 
standing out at right angles.


"Oh, it's lovely Melinda crooned in ecstasy. "Just as I knew it would be." 
She walked over to the bed, the very motion of a sensual experience and lay 
down on the cover. "Come here, Carl-baby," the voluptuous young whore 
purred, "let me suck you off!"


Carl came to her, a robot of desire, and the next thing he knew he was 
writhing beside her, feet-to-head, and Melinda's fingers scratching lightly 
over his cock, her expert lips kissing his legs, belly, and inner thighs, 
building him to still higher a fever pitch.


"God! Hurry!" Carl groaned, not sure he could keep the boiling semen inside 
his testicles another moment. "Hurry!" As if in obedience, Melinda plunged 
her head forward and Carl felt the incredible hot moistness of her lips 
close butter-like over the sensitive head of his cock, felt her searing 
tongue licking tiny circles of fire around it. Sighing, completely 
enraptured in the exquisite manipulations, Carl moved toward her, and buried 
his face in her cunt. There was a sudden jerk of contracted muscles in the 
excited prostitute, and she pressed closer to his mouth. The very 
abandonment, the complete capitulation to sensuality by this whore 
overwhelmed him and blotted out all thoughts except the delicious debauchery 
of which he was a willing partner.


Melinda, the practiced professional that she was, tested the piquancy of his 
fevered secretions hungrily, twirling her tongue faster and faster. Then she 
began to suck him rhythmically, with full expertise of a woman in love with 
her work. Carl looked up once and watched her convoluted, lipstick-rimmed 
lips ripple up and down his hardened shaft, watched the soft skin of her 
mouth pucker outward and then back in as she fuck it up, and down the full 
entirety of his cock. Never had he envisioned such an erotic sight! and he 
was aroused still more and his loins tensed and jerked upwards into her 
face, all the fleshy expanse disappearing with each hard forward thrust so 
that only a small stretch of it showed white and glistening with the saliva 
between her lips.


He returned to her soft, hair fringed cunt and drew her firmly rounded 
buttocks down over his mouth so that he was sunk nose-deep in the 
soft-rimmed cunt. He held her tightly with both hands on her buttocks, 
thrusting his tongue up teasingly between the tender fleshy folds. He hear 
her gasp and renew her hungry nibbling with frenzied motion. Her pussy 
contracted and opened around his mouth, and then he moved his hands to curl 
and flick his tongue at the smoothness of her peal-white backside. He sucked 
and licked while she swayed above him, completely out Of control, her cunt 
flowering open wider and her secretions mingling with his saliva and 
rivuleting down his cheeks.


He could feel her muscles cord as he worked slave-like, and then he plunged 
to her clitoris, sucking and biting it tenderly, his tongue reaming the 
sensuous little button while she churned and writhed in a lewd dance of lust 
above him. Carl sensed she was straining to cum, her mouth and cheeks 
sucking wildly at his cock as she bucked and arched both her back and head 
in an uncontrollable quaking of body.


Her breasts danced as she sucked voraciously, her pumping mouth making the 
pressure spiraling to a final, huge release of his building semen.


And then-came the irrefutable cry of her climax and the warm, pungent milk 
of her softly pulsating pussy flowed hotly across his face. She screamed, 
out her orgasm, though her mouth was still sucking hungrily at his 
deep-thrusted cock, and she snaked her heels against his shoulders and 
rubbed her fervently heaving cunt in an uncontrolled, tormented surge....


Then--


All at once he too felt the eruption of fire leap along his cock. He gasped 
as though in agony, and then his cock began a wild, convulsive jerking that 
flooded without advance warning the vivacious fifteen year old girl's 
maddeningly bobbing head with rush after rush of hotly boiling sperm, 
bloating her cheeks and forcing her to swallow wildly to keep from choking. 
Then as quickly as it all started, there was one final spurt and he lay 
back, half unconscious over the power of his orgasm.


Still the girl sucked ravenously at his lust juices, milking every last drop 
of the hot gushing male ambrosia until at last, his cock jerked softly and 
slowly deflated in the warm, sperm-filled cavern of her mouth. She slid her 
lips from his cock with one last swallow, and cradled her face to his still 
throbbing groin.


He felt Melinda stir then, and suddenly she was on all fours and beside him, 
smiling down in his face. She said, "I'm going to teach you things you never 
knew existed, Carl-baby." She leaned down and kissed him tenderly, the taste 
of his semen still on her mouth. "Would you like that?"


He ran his tongue across his lips. Already there were faint stirrings in his 
limp cock, displacing any fears of not being able to get another erection. 
"Yes ... yes I'd like that!"


"Good." She stretched out and snuggled in the protection of his arms. " ... 
because now you're going to fuck me dog style...."


"CUT! CUT!"


How Carl Sanderson managed to drive home that evening was a mystery to him. 
He felt like a limp dishrag after sweating under the hot strobes and flood 
lights of the studio, not to mention the exhaustion of making love to a 
woman in every possible position since the history of man began.


What a lover that Melinda is! his mind reminded him while his body screamed 
for a halt, that it could take no more. And only fifteen years old, too. 
Christ! It was like Christmas come early: twice in one night he'd been given 
what he'd yearned for and he felt as if he'd eaten the whole pie instead of 
his one rightful piece.


Carl slipped his house key into the door lock and quietly pulled open the 
sliding glass door separating their living room from the patio. The bedroom 
was on the other side of the hallway and should Betty still be anxiously 
awaiting his return, he could always arm himself with the excuse that he'd 
gone for a swim-had too much to drink and sat out under the stars for long 
enough to clear his head.


All the lights were out, he sighed with relief. With shoes in hand he padded 
across the living room carpet and into the hall ... no sound came from the 
bedroom; good. He stopped, waiting in the still, black silence of his home, 
but there was only the faint and regular pattern of heavy breathing, and 
Carl took this to mean his wife was asleep.


He didn't know that she'd heard his car drive up, that she'd been waiting 
all night for him to come home to her, that actually she was very much 
awake, lost in a troubled state of indecision, hoping that her husband would 
not want to fuck her tonight, but at the same time desperately in need of 
his solace, his strong comforting arms around her quaking shoulders. She 
didn't know why she felt this way, except that it had something to do with 
those damned photos and that a new undiscovered instinct and desire had been 
awakened in her. One that she would not test just yet.


No, Carl was unaware of his wife's true condition, but in his own way he was 
glad that she was asleep and hadn't waited up for him, perhaps to make love. 
Not now, not after the hours of wild, abandoned sexual games and stints that 
he'd just staged with that nymphomaniac fifteen year old sex film star. He 
was satiated completely, in a state of absolute contentment, and in no mood 
either to argue heatedly with a distraught wife nor try and explain why he 
couldn't get another erection. Christ! After that Melinda, he'd be luck to 
raise another hard on in a week.


He went into the bathroom to undress, closing the door so that the light 
wouldn't bother Betty. Quickly he stripped his clothes off, not as fast as 
he had done for Melinda and this time hanging them on a hook.


He stepped into the shower and let the needle spray wash off the fragrant, 
tell-tale perfume of his indiscretions, the odors of mutual lovemaking which 
would be readily identified by his wife. He thought about Melinda, the 
lovely enticing whore, and although the light-headed joy of his repast with 
her didn't fade, the act of cleansing himself seemed to also add some of the 
regret.


Carl stepped from the shower, mixed of emotion. No longer was he the 
ignorant older brother, the square; no way! now he was the older, wiser 
brother, and he vowed that he would not let Betty's uptightness get in the 
way of his new found way of life. Yet, there but a few feet from him was his 
loving, faithful wife, whom he loved very deeply. He sighed. If only she was 
more open, more abandoned like Melinda had been. Well, there was only one 
think to do about it. Make her understand too that there was more to sex 
than just climbing on and climbing off!


He toweled himself briskly, his mind made up. Yes, the passive Carl was in 
the past, and he was going to show her a more forceful, more worldly husband 
from hereon in. At first she might not like' it, he had to admit, but she 
would soon see that he was right. And Carl knew just how he was going to 
accomplish this education of his lovely, innocent wife-


He was going to go ahead with the pictures! He was going to use the Polaroid 
again, or maybe better yet, get a movie camera. He could take wilder ones! 
Ones with him in them, too, perhaps even showing his cock fully fucking her! 
His cock trembled anew and he moaned lightly as he dreamed of all the 
combinations he was going to do with his wife. But he knew in order to 
accomplish this task, he would have to handle things gently, diplomatically.


Carl headed for the bedroom and, leaving the dim night light on in the 
hallway, opened the bedroom door and peeked in. The shower had straightened 
out his twisted mind enough so that he could trust his vision and the scraps 
of paper on the bedroom carpet puzzled him. Why would Betty go to sleep 
leaving all this debris scattered around? So unlike her. With the dim 
wattage in his favor, he bent over and picked up one of the glossy sheets of 
paper ... and gasped.


My God! She found those prints! The blood flooded his face crimson. Well, 
the secret is out at last, he sighed. For a brief second he considered 
waking her up and trying to talk about it, reasoning it was better to get it 
over with now than have it hanging like a thunder cloud all the next day. He 
touched her on the shoulder and when she didn't move, he reconsidered. Just 
as well, he told himself.


CHAPTER FOUR


Betty stared at her husband from across the breakfast table and it seemed to 
her that he had changed somehow, in some almost imperceptible way, almost 
overnight; there seemed to be a firmer set to his jaw, as if with some 
hidden purpose, and his eyes held a new, oddly flashing light that she had 
never seen in them before. He didn't speak, only held his paper up to his 
face with a shaking hand and sipped at his coffee with loud slurps.


She wanted to rid her soul of the deep burden weighing her down, but why? 
What purpose would it serve at eight o'clock in the morning? Instead she 
picked at her eggs and sipped her coffee daintily. It's all because of that 
damned camera! she repeated to herself.


Sitting there with her tormented thoughts, she had the odd sinking feeling 
that her perfect, well-ordered little world was about to come crashing down 
around her ears. Everything was to strange, too unreal-as if it were the 
proverbial calm before the storm. She hoped that she was wrong, that it was 
simply her guilt at her actions last night, her masturbation while looking 
at those filthy pictures, that was making her feel so morbid and depressed.


Behind his newspaper, Carl Sanderson smiled lewdly to himself. So she did 
see those pictures after all, he thought with a clear head. That's why she's 
acting so strange this morning. She's feeling guilty because she enjoyed 
them. Tonight we'll take care of it all, we'll clear the air. He peeked over 
the top of his newspaper and studied his wife-his beautiful, passionate, 
warm Betty. He moistened his lips. She was better than that whore, Melinda, 
any day of the week. Or she would be, once she learned the art of oral 
gratification. And she would learn-soon, soon. Tonight, maybe. Carl's cock 
gave an excited little dance in his robe as he thought of what would happen 
when he got Betty warmed to the idea.


Could he talk her into more picture-taking?


Well, not in the mood she was in now. But if he could get her a little 
high-downright drunk would be even better-he could convince her that it 
would be all right to take more photos. And she would surely be responsive, 
for even though she hadn't been outwardly excited by the photos he had left 
in his office (that was obvious from her actions today) she had to have had 
enough curiosity to open that envelope and see what was inside. That means 
she has to possess, he reasoned, curiosity as to other things as well; hers 
was an untapped resource, just waiting for the drilling to begin. She loved 
him and wanted to please him, hadn't she told him that often enough? Yes, 
tonight would be the night after all!


He sipped at his coffee again and continued to think of what he would talk 
his lovely wife into' doing with him of an erotic nature, how he would show 
her that she was excited by the sight of naked men and women.


Determined to show a calm exterior, not to show the turmoiled nature of her 
inner self, Betty decided to break the silence. "More coffee, Carl?"


"Huh?" He set down his paper, happy to see her regaining her shattered 
self-confidence. And then: "What time is it?"


"Nearly eight-thirty!"


The newspaper fell to the floor. "Jesus Christ! I have to get going. Have a 
meeting with Ralph today over that property down near the beach. Could be a 
damned good sale, too."


Three minutes intermission and he was running out the door, tie and cuff 
links in hand.


Betty's afternoon was spent puttering around the garden, pulling weeds and 
clipping the hedges. She didn't feel calm with her own company, but she 
feigned a happy mask. That way it was easier to pretend that everything was 
all right. But the image of those pictures haunted her with a vengeance all 
their own.


Why do I feel so guilty? she interrogated herself. Am I not pleasing Carl? 
Do I feel as if I'm holding something out on him? Why? Why? WHY? her mind 
screamed. She tried to remember her Psychology 101 from college, calling up 
all sorts of empty phrases like "approach-avoidance,"


"libido," and "id." Nothing seemed to fit. So she sat down on the grass 
cross-legged and decided she would not move until this enigma was solved and 
her happy marriage was once more off the rocks and onto the solid ground.. 
Is there something he wants of me that I feel I cannot give him?


I'm faithful to him; I make love to him whenever he wants; I please him ... 
but those words, "kiss me, kiss me down there," echoed in her head and 
something stuck. Her mind refused to reason any further and she felt a chill 
tingle up her spine like a garden worm squirming under her clothing.


She swallowed hard, grimacing. There are things that need to be worked out, 
she reassured herself. From now on I'll try, God knows, I'll really try to 
please him ... in every way possible. I'll even consent to letting him take 
those nasty pictures of me if he wants. Anything to get things back on their 
normal keel.


She remembered the coolness with which Carl had ignored her that morning. 
Unusual. More than unusual, there was a reason for it, and if her guess was 
worth a dime it was all because of something that had happened the night 
before over at James' studio.


* * *


"Give me a bottle of the best red wine you've got in the house!" said Carl 
boastfully, reaching for his wallet.


"And are you having dark meat for your entree, I hope?" the neatly manicured 
salesman wanted to know.


"Ah, yeah." He opened his wallet.


"May I suggest a bottle of French wine, imported, ah," he checked the 
vintage. "1947. Good year, Monseiur."


"I'll take it. No, give me two bottles."


The red-aproned Frenchman nodded, his mustached twinging, his dark chocolate 
eyes twinkling, knowing.


Christ all mighty, thought Carl, setting the paper bag on the car seat. For 
twenty eight dollars she'd better loosen up. But he knew it would be worth. 
It was a wise investment in a happy marriage.


As usual, Betty was waiting for her husband at the front door, a drink in 
her hand. She had taken special care today to appear extra provocative, 
having spent the afternoon hemming her blue knit dress with the slit up the 
side, one of Carl's favorites that he allowed her to wear only in the 
privacy of their house. "Jesus Christ!" he'd said when she'd put it on for 
the first time for an office Christmas party, "Everyone of my salesmen are 
going to be pawin' at your ass!"


She felt especially sexy tonight, having spent hours manicuring her nails 
and artfully app lying her makeup.


Carl whistled through his teeth the moment his eyes fell on her. "Look at 
this!" he charmed. "What a lucky man I am."


She lifted her head to accept his kiss. "Special dinner tonight: roast beef, 
baked potatoes, Cesar salad ... and a special desert," she said 
flirtatiously. "Come, let's eat and get it over with." This is too much, 
thought Carl as he wiped his mouth clean with a white linen napkin. She's up 
to something and so am I, and I just hope we meet somewhere in the middle.


"Carl," purred Betty, licking her lips, "this wine is absolutely superb. I 
could drink it all day and still love the taste." She drained her fresh 
glass and extended it to Carl to be filled again, smiling, feeling already a 
little tight and missing completely the dark intensity of his eyes, the way 
he began to slur his own words. They drained the first bottle and were well 
into the second.


As planned, Carl had gotten Betty drunk, and she had loosened up 
considerably, even to the point of smiling and tacitly talking about the 
photos he'd taken of her. She was warm and cuddly now, sitting next to him 
on the divan, in an obvious loving and permissive mood; it wouldn't take 
much to convince her of the rightness, of allowing him to take more intimate 
pictures of her with the higher quality camera he'd borrowed from his 
brother last night.


"Mmmm, I think I drank too much . .


"Naw"


She sipped tentatively, smiled at him, she felt secure and warm inside, 
confessing that she'd been upset and everything had seemed to be drawing in 
on her at the same time, crushing her under its weight. Now, the liquor 
removing that worry, she wasn't as sure as she had been that things were 
going to go wrong in their perfect marriage. Again she reminded herself that 
Carl still loved her-there was no doubt of that in her mind at all. What, 
then,-could be terrible enough to override that abiding love?


Still, though there was one thing she wanted to know. And with a boldness 
that surprised both of them, she turned to her husband and asked, "Carl, did 
you leave those photographs in your office for me to find?"


"All right, if you must know--yes, I did."


She drank again, emptying her glass, and when she put it down on the coffee 
table she felt a terrible rise of guilt once more. And with it came the need 
to unburden herself, to tell Carl she had looked at those pictures last 
night-but not that she had made herself cum while looking at them, never 
that.


"Oh, Carl," she blurted out unable to hold it back any longer. "I opened 
that envelope in your office last night. That's why I was so upset this 
morning, because I opened it and I saw those terrible pictures, and I ... I 
was excited by them. Carl, I actually got turned on looking at those dirty 
pictures!"


She flung herself against his chest, and Carl held her tightly to him. He 
could scarcely conceal his elation. So she had seen them! Good.


"No reason to feel bad, baby," he soothed, kissing her hair. "There's 
nothing wrong in wanting to make love after looking at other people doing 
it; it's a natural."


"But the ... the people in those photos were doing such ... such awful 
things to one another...."


"There's nothing awful about giving pleasure to your husband or wife," said 
Carl wisely, tenderly. "It's the whole foundation of marriage, honey. If it 
pleases the one you love, then it can't be wrong.


You believe, that, don't you?"


"I ... I guess so."


"If, for example, I was pleased taking pictures of you in the nude, you'd 
want to do that for me, wouldn't you? You'd want to take off your clothes 
and let me photograph you, wouldn't you?"


"But ... but you wouldn't ask me to take off my...." she stopped short. 
"Carl!"


"Come on, honey, I like to look at you in the nude. It pleases me, it 
excites me. I like to look at you in photographs look at you there in full 
color, any man would."


"You really think so?"


"It's true," Carl said feeling pressure building in his loins as he spoke, 
knowing that he would win in the end. "I like to look at you in the nude, 
and I'd be a liar if I said I didn't like to look at other women in the 
nude, too. Not to touch or anything," he added quickly. "Just to look at and 
get excited by, that's all. And you're not any different than I am, not 
really; you're just like other women in that respect. You got excited 
looking at those photos of other couples making love-and I did, too. When I 
saw them, I got so excited I thought I was going to have an orgasm right on 
the spot. But it wasn't them I was thinking of loving, Betty. It was you, 
you my darling wife. Looking at those pictures of other people doing it made 
me want you even more than I ever did before!"


Betty could hardly believe her ears, hearing her husband's confession. He 
had felt the same as she last night, as hundreds of other people did every 
day if what he said was true. If he was right, then she shouldn't have any 
guilt at all with her own husband. If only her brain wasn't spinning, 
spinning....


"I'll prove it to you, sweetheart," Carl was saying in his mellifluous 
voice. "I have some pictures that a friend of James gave to me. I put them 
away somewhere. We'll look at them together and what will happen is that 
we'll both become very excited. You'll want me more than you would 
otherwise, and I'll want you the same way."


"No, we can't!"


"There's nothing wrong with it, Betty. I've told you that. You don't trust 
me, do you?"


"Of course I do."


"Then prove it."


"Carl...."


But he was already headed for his office for the same pictures that had 
excited his wife the night before plus a few more. "Here," he said, holding 
them and pulling her head away from his shoulder to look at the glossy 
pictures inside. "Here ... look at them with me."


Betty didn't want to look. She was trembling and she didn't want to look, 
she kept telling herself that-and yet her head turned and her eyes focused 
on the picture, and a small cry burst from her moist, pink lips.


"My Gawd!" she cried.


"Look at it, Betty darling. It's exciting, look at it, look at it!...." His 
voice droned on, mesmerically, and Betty found herself staring at the photo 
in his hand, staring at the young fifteen year old, fresh-scrubbed-looking, 
couple performing a sixty-nine-her moistened lips locked tightly around his 
hardened lust swollen cock; his lips pressed firmly, tongue extended, to her 
glistening pink cunt.


A low moan of commingled desire and perplexity burst from the young wife's 
throat, and she felt the soft, warm area between her tightly pressed thighs 
flower wide with the building secretions of her arousal. Beneath the knit 
dress her nippled hardened into turgid buds, the way they had hardened the 
night before. She couldn't seem to take her eyes away from the photo, and 
her breath began to become labored and shallow.


"You like to look at pictures like these, don't you, darling?" Carl's voice 
droned.


"Yes," she heard herself reply in a half whisper, unable to control the 
mounting flood of passion which threatened to consume her in fiery lust. 
"Yes, yes, yes!"


Quickly, Carl shuffled the photos, bringing another into view. The same 
couple, the same oral love, a somewhat different position. Betty could see 
all of the young man's masculinity, her sperm-heavy testicles, the wide 
girth of his great cock half-buried in his beautiful young lover's ovaled 
mouth. She gasped, drawing close to her husband, her hand sliding down 
involuntarily to rub almost spasmodically along his thigh.


Carl shuffled the pictures again, again, and again. Then a different couple 
in each, the positions becoming more bold, more provocative-seemingly 
impossible; standing, with the girl turned completely upside down, her legs 
locked around his neck; sitting, the man's head buried far up between the 
widespread, alabaster thighs of the girl, his legs locked around her neck 
and she supporting him with her hands and arms....


Betty was breathing heavily with her intense arousal now, proof to her 
panting husband that she was acutely excited by these photos of others 
enjoying sex as he was. "Darling," she purred. "That's enough, that's 
enough! I want you, Carl. I want you to love me, please, please!"


But Carl was oblivious to her pleas, for his mind was centered on two main 
objectives; to get his wife to pose for him for more photos; and to get her 
to perform the self-same acts of oral love which were depicted in the 
photographs he held in his hands.


He moistened his lips, thinking that his first step would be to get her to 
undress and pose for him-yes, that was it, she was highly inflamed with 
desire now and she would be slave to his whim; he sensed this beyond any 
doubt, knowing that, at last, she was going to be his on his terms.


"Betty," he whispered, his right arm encircling her shoulder, his fingers 
gently kneading her soft, resilient breast, "Betty, I want to take some 
pictures of you, darling, some pictures like I took the other night. It'll 
excite both of us, and you want to please me, don't you?"


"Yes ... yes, I want to please you, Carl, but I'm so excited. I want you to 
make love to me, Carl, THE PHOTO SWAPPERS-VOLUME I please...."


"Yes, afterwards." This is easier than I thought it would be, thought Carl. 
Just wait til next time when she's more relaxed about it all, I'll borrow a 
movie camera and hide it in the bedroom. But he was trembling with his own 
arousal now, partially brought about by the pictures he had just viewed with 
his wife and partially because of what lay only moments ahead now. His cock 
was a thick, quivering fence post in his pants as Betty stroked his thigh, 
stroked it higher and higher. He began to unbutton her dress, whispering the 
whole time, "I'm going to make you naked, baby. We'll take some pictures and 
then we'll make love, slow and easy then hard and fast. We'll fuck like 
never before."


"Yes! Oh, yes!"


His fingers worked feverishly, pulling the dress down to her waist, baring 
her rich, cream white breasts with their ruby-capped nipples and pulsatingly 
dark areolas. He squeezed them lightly, his prick jumping now, and then he 
could stand it no more. He leapt to his feet, picked up what was left of his 
drink, and pressed it into her hands. "Drank this, honey," he instructed. 
"Be right back."


He ran to the linen closet and, with urgency controlling every movement now, 
he found the borrowed camera from under a pile of dirty trousers and shirts 
in the closet and returned to the living room, making sure Betty was still 
on the divan, her bare breasts reflecting the pale light from the lamp, 
checked the camera for film, and then peered through the view finder. Again, 
his cock leaped as he saw what the completed print of the picture he was 
about to take would look like. He snapped the shutter with fingers that were 
almost palsied.


Sixty seconds later, he was seated beside his young wife and pulling the 
finished color print from the back of the Polaroid. His eyes gleamed as he 
looked at it, at the sharp, defined perfection of the color and detail, and 
he was happy that James had suggested he use this better, more expensive 
Polaroid. The rigidity of Betty's nipples atop their globular white mountain 
peaks.


"Look honey," he droned. "Look at yourself almost naked."


And Betty looked, staring at her half-nudity with moistened lips, her pussy 
flowering yet wider with more arousal secretions. Her brain was a seething 
miasma of alcohol and sexual need; she was nothing more than a slave now, 
and Carl her master....


With exigent hands he set up the tripod and prepared the fifteen second 
timer, watching Betty strip the knit dress completely off then, as if in a 
hypnotic trance, slide her panties down so that she stood naked and lovely 
before him, the soft, fleecy blonde triangle of her pubic hair wet with the 
seeping juices of her passion.


In seconds he had the camera ready, and his eyes were blazing with 
excitement, the front of his trousers bulging hugely with the fully erect 
cock, the material stained with the beginning droplets of his seminal 
emission. "Sit down on the floor, Indian fashion, facing the camera!" And as 
his nude, sculptured young wife obeyed, "That's it. Now lean back a little 
so that your breasts are lifted up! Yes, yes! Open your thighs a little more 
... oh, Jesus, beautiful."


He activated the timer, then began to undress hurriedly, his eyes never 
leaving his mesmerized wife sitting there so provocatively on the carpet. At 
last he was nude, his swollen prick jutting out like a quivering rod from 
his loins, the head slickly red and pulsating. The camera clicked off the 
picture, and as he waited his hand dropped almost reflectively to the 
trembling girth of his cock, began to stroke it lightly in anticipation.


On the floor, Betty murmured, "Carl ... don't do that! Carl, that's, that's 
terrible! Come to me, baby!"


"Not yet!" he gurgled. "Not yet!" It was time to remove the finished print 
from the polaroid and moments later he held it in his quaking hands. 
Beautiful! Oh, Christ, what an erotic shot! I can see her cunt, spread open 
and glistening wet ... and her clit, too, throbbing there ... Oh, Jesus, 
Jesus!


"Carl," moaned Betty pleadingly. "Carl I don't want to do this anymore. 
Please, Carl, I want you inside of me so bad!"


"Goddamnit, not yet!" he shouted. He was busy at the camera again, setting 
the timer, his cock shaking as if with some inner vibratory power and his 
balls aching with the buildup of a tremendous load of sperm. "Get on your 
knees, Betty, sideways to the camera. That's it, that's it! Move your arm up 
so I can see your breasts jutting down! Godd! Now raise your right knee up 
closer to your tits, honey! That's it. I can see your pussy now!"


"Carllllll "


"Just hold it like that, just hold it!" He set the timer and then ran over. 
He had to get in this picture, he had to! He knelt behind her, oblivious to 
her cries of pleading, and he held his cock less than an inch from the full 
soft entrance to her warm, wet cuntal passage, turning his face to the 
camera, holding himself still in spite of the oscillations which coursed 
through his entire being.


The camera clicked off the shot, and he jumped up and ran to it. The picture 
was every bit as erotic to him as the previous one, more so because he was 
in it now! He was kneeling there with his great prick almost touching his 
wife's cunt!


Again the timer was set, and again he joined Betty on the floor. She was 
just kneeling there now, with her head hanging down, and she was whimpering 
softly. He went to his own knees again behind her, his hands on her waist. 
"This is going to be a good one, baby! I'm going to put it inside you on 
this one now!" He guided his swollen cock to the warm, butter-soft opening 
of her cunt, inserted the head inside. Betty moaned, trying to drive her 
buttocks back against his cock, to impale herself and still the passion 
inside her, but Carl restrained her with his hands hard at her waist.


"No, no," he told her. "We have to wait for the camera, goddamnit! Now raise 
your leg a little so the full sight of my cock in your cunt will be exposed 
to the camera. Goddamn you, Betty, do what I tell you ... ah, that's it! Oh 
Jesus, this is going to be something else! Now hold it, hold it . .


Click.


And then other pictures were taken, more provocative ones, and each time 
Carl withdrew his cock and ran to the camera again. As the pictures came 
out, showing Betty's passion-contorted features and his own, showing his 
cock pushed into her widespread cuntal passage, he felt his cock leap as if 
with orgasm. God, oh-God, what sights! He was ready to blow his wad any 
moment. But first ... yes, it was time to have her do what he had long 
waited for and to do what he had wanted of her; it was time for oral love. 
Time for his lips on her pussy and her lips on his prick. Yes, yes! Jesus, 
what a shot that will make, what a shot!


He set the timer, ran back to his trembling young wife. "Turn over," he 
commanded. "Turn over and lay on your back."


There were tears on her cheeks as she obeyed. "Carl...."


He moved quickly up along her body, holding his quivering cock in his hand 
again, guiding it toward her head. "Kiss me, Betty. Kiss my cock, Betty. 
Hurry! Hurry! I want to kiss you, too! Kiss your cunt, Betty!"


She recoiled. Had she heard correctly? Yes, yes, she had ... and realized it 
even through the fog of passion and liquor. He wanted her to perform the 
same perversions they had seen in those photos, do what the other people had 
been doing in those photos but she couldn't. Yes, it turned her on to have 
Carl lick and suck her cunt although it was something she let him do only 
when she'd had a few too many drinks. But to his cock? That was unthinkable. 
She couldn't, she just couldn't!


"Carl, I can't. Please, don't make me...."


"Hurry up, the camera's going-to go off!" he shouted, trying to push his 
moist-headed prick against her lips. But she twisted away, moaning.


"I can't! I told you I couldn't."


"Dammit! Don't you want to please me? You said you loved me and wanted to 
please me!"


"Not this way, Carl."


Click.


"Oh Christ, you ruined the shot! You ruined it!"


"Carl ... I can't, oh please don't make me do it!


Please understand! Anything else, but not that!"


He jumped to his feet, staring down at her. His cock was jerking as if 
cumming again, and he knew it was only a matter of minutes before his 
testicles would erupt his building load of sperm. He had been so close, so 
goddamned close ... But there would be other nights, he would see to that. 
He had to content himself with the fact that he had gotten her to pose for 
the camera for him, in the nude and ... yes, with his cock inside her, too! 
Tonight was a victory, in that sense, the first victory! The second would 
come soon enough, he knew that. He just had to be patient with her, 
patient....


"Carl," Betty moaned, writhing on the floor in both passion and love. 
"Please love me and make it all right ... no more pictures, I beg of you. It 
was fun, but no more."


"All right!" he shouted. But before he did, he ran to the camera one more 
time and set the timer. Then he went back to his vibrating young wife, knelt 
behind her, inserted his cock. She buffeted back against it immediately and 
he didn't restrain her this time; might as well get a good action shot....


He fucked his swollen soon-to-bursting cock deep inside her, feeling the 
head slam up against her belly inside, hearing her moan loudly in 
pleasure-pain. His balls slammed resoundingly off the moistened slit of her 
cunt below as he fucked into her, and he leaned his upper body low over her 
back, teeth biting lightly into her shoulder, hands finding and squeezing 
her swaying breasts.


Click.


The sound of the camera shuttering seemed to act as a trigger for Carl's 
boiling desires. He imagined in his mind what the finished print would look 
like, the eroticism of it, and he could hardly wait until he could pull the 
print from the camera back. But then the hotly swirling cum in his balls 
became overpowering, became the only thing that mattered, and he heaved and 
bucked up into the soft, warm cunt of his slavishly kneeling wife with 
insane vigor, striving to empty his testicles of the great load of sperm 
seething there....


Betty felt Carl's gigantic cock fucking into her cunt, filling it, the head 
ramming hard off her cervix and she knew she was going to cum any moment. 
She had never in her life been this excited, and the knowledge that the 
excitement had come as a direct result of looking at dirty pictures, of 
partaking in them herself with the man she loved, was like a hot knife of 
confusion in her brain. She wanted Carl, wanted to please him, and yet it 
was becoming increasingly apparent that she didn't know how; her cunt alone, 
so moist now and so filled with his masculinity now, apparently wasn't 
enough any longer to satisfy her man. It would take more and more, she 
thought dazedly as her orgasm spiraled higher and higher, more and more to 
please him ... more pictures ... more eroticism ... and, oh, God, even 
sucking him with her mouth.


And then all thoughts except for the crescendo building with a passion 
vanished from her mind as she fucked like a rutting animal back against her 
husband's cock, striving for the crest, almost there, almost there, feeling 
him hard and deep within her, feeling his hand curving down around her back 
kneading and manipulating her breasts, almost there, and then ... and 
then....


"Oh God, Carl--Carl darling, I'm cummmmming! Carlllllll! I'm 
cummmmmiiinnnnnnggg!"


But Carl only barely heard her wild cry of release, for his cock in that 
moment had begun to jerk out of control and torrent after torrent of hotly 
boiling semen burst along the full length to spew out deep up into her 
hungrily milking cunt, commingling with the juices of her own orgasm to form 
a floodtide of passion that poured out around his spasming cock and flowed 
in thin rivulets down her eagerly straining thighs.


And then his prick gave one last spurt of his seed and began to deflate 
almost immediately inside her wetly clasping cunt and they both sank forward 
on the carpet, spent and in a state of near-unconsciousness.


Oh Jesus, that was a beautiful screw! Carl thought, completely satiated. One 
of the best ever, even if it was so quick. And it's going to get better and 
better, once Betty starts to come around fully....


And Betty, lying there with the full weight of her husband on top of her, 
his warm sperm flowing hotly inside her cunt and belly, was thinking 
different thoughts now in the lulling aftermath of her tremendous orgasm. 
She was thinking about the pattern of her life, and how it was changing, how 
she could no longer deny that after what had happened her tonight. But 
changing for the better, or for the worse? She didn't know yet; she just 
didn't know yet....


After a long while, Carl raised himself up and lifted his wife in his arms 
and carried her into the bedroom. They crawled between the sheets on their 
bed, and Carl went to sleep almost immediately; but he did not cuddle up to 
her as he usually did, did not speak to her except to say goodnight, and she 
had the inauspicious feeling that she had failed to please him completely 
tonight, in spite of the wildness of both their orgasms-failed to please the 
way this new Carl wanted to make love, the new Carl who was sexually 
liberated.


CHAPTER FIVE


Betty scraped the egg yolk from the breakfast dishes with the weariness of 
the unfriendly coupling of indecision and confusion. She just stood there, 
letting the warm water rush over the plates as she played over the events of 
the previous evening. Something had changed her husband 
drastically-something she had no control over. The young housewife moaned 
involuntarily. Who was putting these thoughts into her husband's head? There 
was but one finger to be pointed, and that was at James Sanderson, the 
hotshot photographer.


It seemed as if James was suddenly becoming the producer and director of 
their lives. His influence seemed to seep more and more into what she and 
Carl were doing and enjoying, and it was an intolerable intrusion. Before 
that horrible camera showed up at their house, her husband had been so kind 
and gentle in his ways of love, had seemed to understand that she wasn't 
some salacious glutton, but a sensitive, moral wife. But not any more! She 
seemed incapable of keeping up with his growing needs in the world where 
nothing mattered but debauched eroticism.


Only the liquor which she had drunk last night had loosened her to the point 
where she too was aroused by lewd pictures-though, she now decided with a 
shudder, nowhere near as strongly excited by them as was her husband. And it 
was the drinking that had made her able to participate willingly with Carl, 
to actually be naked and be made love to before the camera!


Those damned pictures! Everything seemed to center around them. Carl had 
been more interested in them last night than he had been in making love to 
his own wife! His constant running back and forth to set the camera, his 
snappish answers to her pleas for understanding and patience at her 
ignorance, of his still more angry response when she refused to take his 
cock in her mouth....


Oh, God! It was all getting out of hand! What could she do? How could she 
once more garner her husband's attention? She dwelled on the subject, the 
water gushing profusely, brooding over the loss of his interest in her, over 
the way he was turned on by the pictures, over the way she was excited by 
them ... She suddenly stood bolt upright, the dish slipping between her 
hands, cracking against the shiny aluminum sink.


"No! I'm not like that! I don't like seeing others in private displays of 
sex acts ... of seeing myself to them ... no, its my husband who's like that 
now, thanks to his brother ... not me! Not me! Never!


Yet the more her conscious mind rejected the idea that she was incited by 
such photos to almost overwhelming passion, the more her subconscious mind 
admitted it. Deep, deep down, underneath all the excuses and rationales she 
could muster, beat the emotional heart of a truly pagan woman of lust.


All it would take to strip the layers away and bare her soul was the right 
combination ... a combination that her husband and his new found friends 
were busily working on, and one which fate would soon take a hand in as 
well.


At the moment, though, Betty Sanderson was in the throes of agony over her 
inability to please her husband. What could she do? The pictures ... she had 
the feeling that in them lay the answer.


With a distraught sigh, the young housewife turned off the water and, 
pouring herself a cup of coffee, plumped up a billowy cushion on the divan 
and comforted herself. Carl had cautiously put the camera away, but bits and 
pieces of evidence still scattered the monochromatic living room.


Her eyes fell on one photograph, discarded in the frenzy of last night's 
debauchery, and a growing, almost gnawing tingling started again down 
between her legs as she cast her thoughts momentarily from her own agony to 
the predicament of other wives who suddenly found themselves thrust in this 
inveiglement. What would they do?


She tilted the rim to her lips, her eyes never leaving the image of herself, 
completely naked, her breasts thrust out in open invitation to lust. It set 
her subconscious at work again, building the fires of prurient desires 
faster than her consciousness could bank the flames. She tightened her inner 
thigh muscles, wishing away the feather-like proddings of her sensual nature 
... and was unable to.


Something else happened. Why not have a blowup made of that photo? Why not 
become a swinger? If her husband enjoyed looking at photographs of them 
making love, then why not give him the entree instead of the appetizer?


The thought made her gasp! What would that lead to? Would the next step be 
joining camera clubs? But she had to have a solution ... even if it meant 
showing her naked body to strangers. Trembling, she downed the coffee. But 
there was no other way. This way she would be pleasing her husband, wouldn't 
she? Yes, and not only would the pictures themselves make him respond, but 
it would give her time to adjust to this new licentious lifestyle. Maybe, 
just maybe, she'd be able to ease into these new values that permeated their 
lovemaking these days.


But where could she find a printer who would consent to such a job; and 
secondly, was it even possible to make a print from a polaroid shot?


She found the telephone book in Carl's office and the frenzied, desperate 
housewife began madly thumbing through the yellow pages. Her finger traced 
the listings and suddenly fell on an advertisement that read:


"Sylvester's Color Processing Laboratory. Discretion and Speed Our 
Business."


An unctuous sounding voice answered the phone, the tone of his voice making 
her spine tingle. But it was with a satisfied grin that she set the receiver 
on the cradle.


Sylvester's Color Processing Laboratory was situated on the far side of 
Santa Monica and if the young housewife had applied discretion to her task, 
she would have given second thoughts to doing business in such a 
neighborhood. It was situated next door to a drug rehabilitation center 
where empty-eyed addicts and prostitutes roamed the streets, waiting for 
their next fix, waiting for that connection that would make the world 
tolerable .for the hapless souls whose fate lay in discarded needles and 
empty wine bottles clogging the gutter.


When Betty Sanderson entered the color lab a tinkle, tinkle brought a lean, 
sinewy looking blonde man from the back of the store. Her first impression 
of Sylvester was that he was an alcoholic; she could smell the dank odor of 
last night's whiskey and stale cigarette breath across the counter. His eyes 
were dry looking and vacuous, and his eyelids were heavily puffed.


"Hello," said Betty sheepishly. "I'm the one who called about having a blow 
up made...." She I carried the photographs in a folder.


Sylvester smacked his thin taut lips and crushed out the cigarette butt with 
stained fingers. Hey, j boy, that's one hell of a woman there ... He j 
smirked, noting the twin wedding bands of her finger and knowing full well 
she'd been fucked and fucked and fucked by her husband.


He couldn't keep his beady eyes off her, his brain fermenting with 
lascivious thoughts. Her faltering, hesitant, almost embarrassed mutterings 
about this being "a joke for her husband," made her perfect prey. Then he 
saw the picture and his mind began formulating wicked, evil thoughts.


That face, he rubbed his chin trying to remember where he'd seen that man's 
face, the man who was stroking his cock. And when she signed the check for 
advance payment, it all fell in place. So this is Betty Sanderson, huh? This 
is the little woman who wouldn't let her husband take pictures of her? This 
was the wife of the man who pre-empted his seniority in that fuck film he 
was supposed to be in?


Well, this was sweet, he smiled heatedly to himself. This is the best stroke 
of luck I've had in years. We'll see if that ignorant bastard, Carl 
Sanderson, takes over any more of his territory, he thought as Betty wiggled 
out the door.


But he'd think of that later. Right now Valerie Cummings was on his mind, 
that sweet little dark-haired minister's wife. He glanced at his watch. Ten 
to ten. She should be here any minute. Sylvester grinned excitedly to 
himself. The plan had worked perfectly: blackmail was an easier business 
than he'd ever imagined possible, at least it didn't take much to convince 
Valerie that her husband's status as Minister of the Presbyterian Church 
could be a very unstable one if word ever got out that she had been making 
money posing naked on the side.


Young, angelic-featured Valerie Cummings sat apprehensively squeezing a 
handkerchief between her small hands in the front seat of the bus as it 
raced across Santa Monica. Her slender, high-breasted body was rigid with 
the foreknowledge of what was about to happen and a nauseous feeling eddied 
in the pit of her stomach.


Oh God, she prayed, don't let it be awful! Let it be quick!


She twisted the handkerchief convulsively, and an almost moan of despair 
burst past her soft, moistly red lips. She moaned again and this time the 
bus driver asked her if she was okay. Valerie quickly replied that she was 
and sank lower in the seat, twisting her handkerchief into a twisted rope in 
her fingers. Why, oh, why, did this have to happen? And yet she had known 
that she had to, knew that now as well. If she didn't ... submit to 
Sylvester's demands, then her husband, the Reverend Cummings, known founder 
of orphanages throughout Southern California, missionary to South Africa, 
would be fired, humiliated. No, she was doing the right thing. She could 
endure a day of torture if it meant keeping her secret employment a secret.


Those damnable photographs! Why had that stupid photographer taken them to 
Sylvester instead of printing them himself? Well, this was the end of it, 
she promised herself. Valerie, distraught and helpless, looked up then 
through the window at the sunshine. What an awful think to have to confront 
on a Monday morning.


She rubbed her damp eyes with the handkerchief, peering out through the 
window. The surroundings were now familiar-an old, dingy, run-down section 
of Santa Monica-and a shudder coursed through the frightened, tormented 
young wife's warm, vibrant body.


They were almost there.


Sitting in the back of his color laboratory where Sylvester lived as well as 
worked, his sinewy hands busily working among the contents of the wooden 
coffee table before him. Sylvester drooled in anticipation of the arrival of 
the tender young Valerie Cummings. Oh, he was going to fuck her good today! 
He was going to subject her to every trick in the book, goddamned right he 
was!


He would do to her, he reflected, the same things he would do to that uppity 
little snip of Betty Sanderson when her time came.


But Betty Sanderson was the main event. She's the one who would set him 
straight with the world. His cock throbbed with aching desire as his fingers 
worked almost independently of his mind, with practiced ease, for this was a 
task he had performed many times before.


On the coffee table were a small cigarette rolling machine, several packages 
of wheat straw papers, a scarred wooden cigarette box, and a large 
cellophane bag filled with a dark brown, shredded leaf that resembled 
tobacco but wasn't tobacco at all. It was Acapulco Gold, the best marijuana 
he had.


Sylvester chuckled to himself as he rolled another joint. He'd been damned 
lucky to get grass as good as this, and he'd had to pay a premium for it, 
too; but it was worth it, every penny. Good stuff like this really turned 
them on, these young bitches like Valerie Cummings; it made them forget 
their inhibitions, their fear and hatred of him, so that they were his 
complete slaves to subjugate and to do with as he would. They never forgot a 
session with Sylvester.


His huge Labrador, Blackie, came bounding to his side from the kitchenette, 
where Sylvester fed him. The great animal, sleek and bright-eyed, its long 
red tongue lolling out of the side of his mouth, sat on its haunches next to 
its master, wagging. Sylvester chuckled again, finished rolling the joint, 
and then leaned back on the sofa, reaching down to pat his dog on the head.


"So you're eager, too, eh, my friend?" chortled the man.


"Well, don't worry.


You're going to get your share of it today. And you're going to get plenty 
of Carl's little wifey, too. She's going to get your prick fucked all the 
way up to her hot little titties, Blackie, don't you worry."


The lewd mental image of the beast's speckled red cock buried in the tight, 
warm, seeping pussy of the haughty Betty Sanderson caused Sylvester's own 
cock to leap into erection. Damn, he was horny today. He was going to really 
fuck little miss Valerie, all right-but first, there would be games to play 
and he would get it all on film, on the video cameras he had stationed all 
over the room in inconspicuous places. And he would make a lot of money with 
that film. Boy, would he ever!


Sylvester began to rub his erect cock through the fabric of his pants, 
slowly, tantalizingly, his face split into an animalistic grin of lust. It 
had been a great morning. Victim number two had stepped through the door 
that morning, offering herself to him in supplication, although she didn't 
know it ... yet. Well, her turn would come and when she saw those films of 
herself, she'd be back for more, and more and more. After Betty Sanderson 
there would be others and within a year, he would have the greatest sex film 
industry in the world and for FREE! That was the magic of it: it would cost 
him nothing for actors and he could be the star.


Faster and faster the wickedly-grinning man's hand rubbed back and forth 
over his swollen cock as he gazed into the future, planning impossible 
orgies with a dozen women and more, planning games and perversions which 
would sell like crazy! His glazed eyes sought and found the old wall clock.


Hurry up, Valerie, he thought.


The bus stopped in front of the dingy, musty building. Valerie shuddered 
again, her trembling fingers still clinging to the sopping rope that once 
served as her handkerchief. Would once be enough? She would soon know.


The bus driver turned to look at her as she descended the steps. "You sure 
this is where you want to go? Looks like a hell of a section of town for a 
lady like you." He laughed.


"Y-yes, this is the place," Valerie quivered, convulsing violently at the 
driver's innocent comment about this part of town. If only he knew what 
lurked in that building!


She stood on the cracked sidewalk a moment as the bus meshed gears and 
pulled away from the bus stop, trying to compose herself. No, she wouldn't 
be like ice, like a manikin; she wouldn't plead with him, curse him, scream 
at him. She would let him use her as he would, and in that way get it over 
with as quickly as possible so that she could go home to the safety of her 
own house.


Straightening to her full height, the long-legged, slim-hipped, dark-haired 
young minister's wife walked quickly up to the front of the building and 
stepped inside.


A bell announced her presence, and he came bounding from the back room 
almost immediately, and the evilly-leering countenance of the man 
materialized only inches from her own face. In spite of herself, Valerie 
gasped and took a faltering half-step backward in fear of his approach, not 
knowing what to expect, but armed with caution.


"Well, well, Mrs. Cummings, it's about time." He reached out for her and she 
reached toward the door. "No need for that. I think you know why I called 
you, Valerie. It seems there's a discrepancy in the bill and I want to 
settle that difference," she heard him say. "My cock has been hard for you, 
just thinking about you and your fine young body, heh heh. Come in, come 
in."


Valerie's eyes inadvertently dropped to the front of his pants, saw the 
bulge there, the stain on the material, and she shuddered again. But then 
she composed herself and stepped past him, careful not to touch him, and 
walked proud and tall in the direction of his extended arm.


Sylvester, licking his rubbery lips, followed her and said, "Sit down on the 
sofa there, Mrs.


Cummings. In front of the coffee table there." He laughed obscenely. "As you 
can see, I've set out a few photos of yourself, the ones your photographer 
brought me. Just thought you might want to have another look at them."


Valerie closed her eyes, blinked them open, and crossed to the couch, 
sitting down as Sylvester had directed her. She didn't look at the pictures 
displayed on the corroded surface of the table.


The smirking photographer crossed to her and stood in front of the table, 
looming over her, looking down at her silky black hair, at the full swell of 
her rich, creamy breasts, at the taper of her soft downy thighs. His cock 
leapt violently, and his balls ached with the buildup of his semen. I "Take 
your dress off, Mrs. Cummings," he husked. "It's warm in here. Make yourself 
comfortable."


Like a marionette, the man's voice its strings, Valerie stood woodenly and 
pulled the simple cotton dress she wore over her head and tossed it aside. 
There was no use arguing with this man and she knew it. All she wanted was 
to do what he bid and get out of there. Then, quickly, she sat down again, 
clad only in a thin, wispy bra and panty briefs. She wouldn't look at 
Sylvester at all.


His breath quickened as he saw her half-naked body before him, and his eyes 
traveled like hungry beetles over her firm, resilient flesh. Her breasts 
were high and proud, good breasts, but not as good and as voluptuous as 
those of Carl's wife. Still, he wanted to see them in all their splendor, 
nakedly presented to his lusting eyes.


"Take your bra off, Mrs. Cummings," he commanded, his hand dropping down to 
his bulging pants and stroked lightly.


Obediently, the tormented young woman reached behind her and unhooked the 
fasteners of her gauzy bra. She let it fall away, leaning back a little to 
pull her firm, pinkish-red-capped breasts up high as she knew he wanted her 
to; there would be no need from him to tell her lewdly what to do today, 
she'd been the subject of too many photographers to feign ignorance.


"You have nice tits, Mrs. Cummings," wheezed Sylvester, rubbing his swollen 
cock. He had unzipped his fly now, and his fingers were travelling eagerly 
over the surface of his shorts. "Very nice tits, I like them. I like them 
very much."


Valerie stifled the groan which threatened to escape her throat, and 
remained sitting there almost like a statue. Her heart was beating wildly in 
her chest. Oh, God, what kind of filthy things is he going to do to me? No, 
no I can't think about them, I can't think ahead ... have to make my mind a 
blank, a blank....


Sylvester came around the coffee table, still massaging his huge cock with 
his fingers, and sat down next to the beautiful, almost completely naked 
young wife.


His rubbery lips were parted wide, and thin rivulets of saliva coursed out 
at their corners. His eyes were fever bright. "Won't you have a cigarette, 
Mrs. Cummings," he said gratingly. "It will relax you while you look through 
the pictures of yourself. These are good I cigarettes, Valerie."


Pot! Her mind screamed. Oh, no, marijuana! She t remembered the first 
session with her photographer, how he had suggested she smoke one of the 
little brown cigarettes, and another, how she had become giddy and 
light-headed, responding to his commands almost eagerly as the I fear and 
hesitation left her body under the influence of the drug. But wait ... maybe 
that was


; the best think now ... yes, for if she allowed herself to become high 
under the emotion-numbing drug the day would go quickly and she would not be 
fully cognizant of the certain humiliating things she knew he would do to 
her. Yes, she had to get high, very high ... pretend it was the kind 
Reverend Cummings touching her body as Sylvester would surely touch it, 
pretend that her loving husband's cock was being fucked inside her when the 
time came, as she suspected it would, instead of the grotesque monster of 
this man ... yes, that was what she would do, that was how she j would 
survive this experience.


Almost eagerly, Valerie's fingers sought the scarred humidor on the table 
next to an odd looking, black-cased, slender thing which she could not 
identify. She opened the box, extracted one of the crude brown cigarettes, 
and placed it between her soft, moist lips. Beside her, Sylvester snapped a 
lighter into flame with his left hand, his right still stroking his 
blood-heavy cock, and lit the joint.


The young wife drew smoke into her lungs, holding it there as he watched 
intently. She released it and repeated the process a second, third and 
fourth time.


"That's fine," Sylvester reassured her. "Now the pictures, look at the 
pictures while you smoke. Look at them."


Already, after the first deep drag, the marijuana cigarette was beginning to 
have an effect on the tense young woman, relaxing her somewhat, making some 
of the fear and loathing and hate disappear, and she reached out and lifted 
the stack of photos. She held them up to her eyes, drawing on the stick 
again, then began to shuffle through them.


She knew them well, these photos. Tom, her photographer, had taken them last 
week. She wished, God, how she wished they never existed! But she had seen 
then, and they did exist, and she looked at them, at one after another of 
them....


A man by the name of George and she, lying on the bed, with her hand 
circling his huge, erect cock while his middle finger was extended and 
half-buried in the warm, glistening fold of her wise splayed pussy ... 
George with his lips pressed to one of her jutting breasts, while his 
extended finger tickled her erect, quivering clitoris ... George with his 
mouth buried in her pubic hair, and thumb rubbing across the swollen head of 
his cock ... George with his head full between her wide-splayed thighs, his 
tongue pressed into the hotly tingling lips of her excited cunt and her face 
twisted grotesquely with the joy of the warm, wet contact ... her, now, with 
her lips on his stomach while she stroked his cock and his testicles ... her 
with mouth poised above the red, seminally-lubricated head of his cock ... 
her with her mouth closed over the head now, sucking as her fingers tickled 
his rectum (God, she remembered the taste of his cock, the bittersweet 
flavor of his masculinity; she had liked it, because it was her lover and 
she had loved him and wanted to please him, but not it seemed so obscene) 
... her with the full length of his great cock pressed tight into her ovaled 
lips, her nose gently tickling his wiry pubic hair ... the two of them on 
the bed, she straddling George, her buttocks raised to the camera, knees 
spread wide on either side of him, his penis inserted into the shimmering, 
petal-opened expanse of her cunt as she rocked back on it while kissing him 
full on the mouth ... the same photo, only with George's middle finger 
teasing along and partly inserted in the tiny, rubbery opening of her anal 
passage....


"You like them, don't you?" Sylvester intoned next to her, his fingers 
inside his under pants and wrapped around his tremendous cock now. "You like 
them, and you're getting hot looking at them, aren't you?"


"Y-yes," Valerie heard herself answer. "Yes, yes."


"Then lean back and put your hand down between your legs," commanded 
Sylvester, hoping he'd set the hidden camera for the right angle. "Play with 
yourself like I'm doing. Put your fingers in your cunt. Ah, that's it ... 
no, no, don't pull your panties down. Just pull them aside between your 
legs, and put your finger in your slit ... yes, yes, now you've got it!"


Under his droning directions, the young marijuana-drugged housewife had 
begun to slide her middle finger slowly, slowly, up and down the moistening 
expanse of her tender young cuntal slit, feeling the juices of her 
femininity begin to flow in spite of the situation and because of her 
relaxed state of being. It's my husband's finger, not my own, she told 
herself over and over, it's the Reverend's finger, not my own....


Sylvester, tremendously excited now by the sight of the sweet young woman 
slowly masturbating before him, removed the swollen, blood-engorged cock 
from his underpants, letting it jut high into the air as his claw-like 
fingers stroked it up and down. Goddamn, but this was going to make a good 
movie! To have young married sluts like this at his command were the finest 
moments of his life, the things he really lived for....


"Another cigarette?" he suggested, "here, I'll light it for you ... no, no 
don't take your fingers out of your cunt, Valerie! Keep playing with your 
clitoris and your cunt lips spread while you smoke ... good, good!"


The second joint relaxed the young woman even more, and she felt all her 
emotions go gently ebbing away, so that she was relaxed to a large degree 
and no longer apprehensive. And ... yes, she was beginning to feel, in spite 
of her hopeless situation, a gentle tingling in her softly warm cunt. How 
can this evil man be doing this to me? her mind outraged. But he's doing it, 
he's getting me excited.


She finished smoking the second joint, and her head was swimming now, her 
fingers moving with increasing rapidity in her cunt, her eyes glazed over 
and her breasts heaving. Sylvester, watching her and stroking his own 
burgeoning cock, smiled as he saw the mounting sexuality in the young wife 
brought about by the marijuana and the pictures of her own manipulations. 
She was going to become a regular goddamned hellcat; he'd teach her a thing 
or two, he'd show her what pornography was all about.


"On the table, Valerie," he droned. "The vibrator ... yes, that. Now take it 
in your hand ... good, good, there's a little button on the bottom ... click 
it forward, now you've got it." Vibrator? What ... what did he want her to 
do with that? It was an ugly thing, black-cased, resembling an elongated 
candle stick with a rounded head-almost phallic-looking, like a slender ugly 
cock. It was slippery in her hand, and when she clicked the button forward 
as he had directed, it began a gentle tingling against her palm and she saw 
that the rounded head was oscillating from side to side with steady rhythms. 
Vibrator, vibrating against her hand ... what did he expect her to do 
with...?


"Now," Sylvester whispered hotly, reaching down to turn a switch carefully 
hidden under the chair, the switch that would record these lewd 
ministrations on film for eyes of the world to witness, "Put it down between 
your legs, Valerie." She seemed to stiffen. "Be-between my legs?"


"You heard me, you cunt!" he flared at her hesitance; this was expensive 
film wasting away, clicking away while she faltered. "Do what I tell you! 
Now put the vibrator down between those hot little thighs of yours ... 
that's it, that's it ... pull the band of your panties farther over so that 
you can get the head of the vibrator up your cunt ... now you've got it! 
Move it up and down, up and down, up and down ... ohhhh, you're doing fine, 
Valerie."


The young wife felt the tingling vacillation of the battery-powered vibrator 
against the moist sensitive flesh of her cuntal region and her entire body 
began to shudder tremendously. Oh, God, oh, God, it ... it feels good! It 
feels good, up and down, up and down, it's sick and disgusting with him 
watching me doing it to myself but it feels sooooo gooooood!


"Now face this way!"


She was excited now, in her drugged state, and her hips began to move back 
and forth restlessly on the soft material of the worn couch. Sylvester 
watched with bated breath as she moved the slender black vibrator up and 
down between her widely spread thighs, holding the crotchband of her panties 
away from the glistening wet folds of her tight, hair-lined young cunt.


"Shove it inside now!" he hissed. "Shove it all the way up into your cunt, 
Valerie. Do it, do it now!"


Valerie's mind seemed to rebel for a moment, to reject that totally alien 
concept of inserting a vibrating instrument, a mechanical creation, into 
herself. But the marijuana, mixed with her predisposition to obey and thus 
bring to a hopefully rapid conclusion this day of horror, finally overcame 
the objection of her morality. She let the oscillating head of the 
instrument move along the head of each of the tender, softly pink lips of 
her pussy, back and forth, and then, slowly, she inserted a little more of 
the head of the big vibrator inside, spreading her legs as wide as she could 
and drawing the band of her panties wide across her open pubic area. The 
machine tingled, and she felt passion begin to flow through her as the 
electrical device teased the buttery walls of her cunt.


"All the way, all the way in inside your cunt!" Sylvester prodded 
breathlessly, his hand wildly stroking his exposed cock.


And she obeyed, thrusting the tingling vibrator deep, deep inside her until 
she could feel its oscillating head pressing maddeningly against her cervix. 
The sensations brought low moans from her throat, caused her to flair her 
head from side to side, abandonedly. Her high, rounded breasts were sheened 
with sweat, bobbing excitedly on her chest.


The photographer could scarcely stand the excitement of witnessing the 
subjugated young wife thrusting the vibrator far up into her own hungrily 
gripping little pussy-hole. He was becoming so hot now that he knew his 
balls would soon burst. And yet, he had to hold out for just a little while 
longer ... his own pleasure was foremost, of course, but there was one other 
thing to think about as well, the cameras hidden all over the room. He had 
to get ample footage to guarantee a full length film, taking splicing and 
cutting into consideration. And then there was his friend, his true and 
trusted friend who was now in the back gobbling down the raw hamburger 
dished out for his dinner. He couldn't cum until his friend had had his fill 
of this black-haired little preacher's wife.


He turned his head reluctantly from the salacious sight of the young wife 
fucking herself with the vibrator, and looked in the direction of the 
kitchen, his eyes glinting wickedly and his slobbering lips parted wide.


"Blackie!" he shouted. "Here boy!"


At once, the huge, furry form of the black Labrador came bounding in from 
the kitchen, panting eagerly as if it had been waiting anticipatorily for 
its master's call. Chuckling, Sylvester patted the animal on the head, still 
rubbing his erect cock. Then he said to the young housewife, "Take the 
vibrator out of your cunt now, Valerie. Rub your breasts with it, make them 
nice and hard, make your nipples tingle. Hurry now!"


Slowly, obediently, and almost hesitantly she withdrew the oscillating 
device from her trembling cunt, moved it up to her quivering breasts. It was 
wet with her lubrications and seemed to glisten maniacally in the light from 
the naked lightbulb overhead. She pressed it to her breasts, in her drugged 
state not noticing because of her tightly closed eyes the presence of the 
great, panting black lab.


"Keep the band of your panties pulled over, Valerie!" ordered Sylvester. 
"And keep your legs spread wide. All right, good ... now, Blackie, now you 
can go!"


The massive dog went directly to the girl, its enormous jowls parted and its 
long, furled tongue panting wetly, redly. Then its cold snout pressed 
against one of Valerie's thighs, and she froze, her eyes opening and staring 
down at the beast which sniffed hungrily between her legs.


My god, my god! her mind protested. Not a dog! Oh, dear Lord, please not a 
dog!


But even as she thought this, she knew what was about to happen, she knew 
she was about to be subjected to the most wild and wicked of perversions, to 
the sexual attack of a dog! She wanted to leave, to leap to' her feet and 
run, to get out of that House of Horror-and yet she remained immobile, 
knowing that she must submit, that there were things of more importance than 
a single night of personal depravity at stake. She pressed the vibrator 
tight to her swollen breasts, rubbing it back and forth across her already 
throbbing, hungrily aching nipples as she watched in mesmeric shock the 
Black lab lowering its huge head down between her naked, defenseless thighs.


Tail wagging excitedly, Blackie sniffed at the trembling, moist-haired slit 
exposed beneath the pulled-aside panties. Then its tongue snaked out with a 
long exploratory lick on the fluted edges of the tender cunt, causing the 
young housewife to shudder violently and her hips to begin to move freely.


The dog ran its tongue wetly the full length of the young wife's nakedly 
exposed cunt, up and down her pink little cunt-lips from the wetly flowing 
entrance to her throbbing clit, then back again, then up again, flicking 
relentlessly the juices of her flaming passion. Mewls of shame and delight, 
the ambivalent mixture which courses through Valerie's body, burst from her 
lips as the dog continued to plunder her tender pussy with its long, 
glistening tongue.


"Wider!" shouted Sylvester's lust-incited voice. "Pull your panties wider so 
he can get his tongue up inside your cunt! Goddamn you, do what I say, or 
your husband is going to end up in line at the food stamp office!"


She did as he bid, pulling the panties over as far as she could without 
ripping them, and the immense dog responded immediately by flicking its long 
tongue into the wetly pink opening of her cunt, its cold snout pressed 
tightly to her lips as it eagerly licked at the juices of her desire. She 
moaned aloud now, tossing her head and her body, her free hand coming down 
in helpless surrender to convulsively grasp the great furry head buried in 
her hungrily clasping young cunt.


Oh, Jesus, oh, goddamn son of a bitch! Sylvester thought. What a sight! That 
little bitch with her legs spread and Blackie's tongue flicking into her hot 
little cunt, while she rubs the vibrator over her tits!


I can't take much more of this before I blow my wad! Let's see ... he 
stroked his pointed chin. What would make the best film? Should I keep 
beating my cock while Blackie licks her pussy, and then cum all over her 
goddamned sweet little face? That would be good ... no, no, wait! A better 
idea! I'll have Blackie fuck her from behind and shoot his cum into her 
snobbish little cunt. And at the same time, I'll shove my cock into her 
mouth and fuck her face and blow my cum down her throat. Jesus, I hope I 
have the lightning bright enough for that camera behind her.


Valerie Cummings, the preacher's wife, was almost insensate with passion now 
as she felt the fire-hot tongue of the dog licking wildly at her cunt. She 
was past all caring, for her mind was controlled completely by the forces of 
lust and drugs. Her cunt was on fire, her breasts were on fire, her brain 
was on fire ... she knew nothing else, cared about nothing else ... she was 
a helpless slave, a tool in the hands of the evil sorcerer who sat a hand's 
stretch away, stroking his burgeoning cock and shouting obscenities and 
encouragements to the dog.


It was time, it was time! thought the lust-crazed man. Time for him to enter 
into the picture.


He leapt to his feet, his cock jutting blood red out in front of him in the 
palm of his hand, and screamed, "Back, Blackie! Back boy! You're going to 
get plenty in a minute, you're going to fuck this little bitch like I know 
you've been wanting it! Be patient, ol' dog!"


With apparent reluctance, the huge beast drew back from between the 
quivering thighs of the young wife, sitting on its haunches with eyes that 
seemed almost as glazed as its master's. Then Sylvester commanded harshly, 
"Take your panties off now, Valerie. Make yourself naked, then get on the 
floor on all fours by the table there, down on the floor on all fours like 
the bitch you are! You're in heat and we have to see that you're serviced, 
don't we, Valerie?" He cackled with insane lust.


The beautiful preacher's wife, responding like an automaton, stood up and 
stripped off her last remaining garment, revealing the dog-saliva soaked 
expanse of her naked, softly hair-fringed cunt, then in total surrender, 
dropped down on all fours on the floor.


"Move your knees apart and get your ass higher up in the air!" directed 
Sylvester. "Open that cunt up! Now you're in the right position, aren't you, 
Valerie? Answer me!"


"Ye-yes!"


"You want to be fucked, don't you?"


"Yes, yes!"


"You want dog cock inside you, don't you?"


"Yes, oooohhhh, yes!"


"You heard her, Blackie!" screamed Sylvester, "Fuck her boy! Climb on her 
ass and fuck her like the bitch in heat she is!"


The dog seemed to need no further encouragement. It ran in one graceful jump 
to the quivering buttocks of the woman, sniffed the moistened expanse of her 
pubic exposure in a single time, and then climbed up on her from behind, its 
long, shining, wetly red prick coming into view from its concealment in the 
furry sheath of the animal's loins. The tapered head slid in and out of the 
wet covering as the dog fought to bury its cock deep in the waiting, 
subjugated young wife's cunt.


The beast's forepaws sawed rhythmically at her waist, its long tongue 
lolling out on the smooth, textured surface of her back.


"He's ready! Blackie's ready!" Sylvester was beside himself with fiery lust 
now, his hand beating his cock until it seemed to be a blur of motion, 
standing over the girl and the dog like some evil and perverted film 
director shouting arrangements for a new scene. "Reach back and take his 
cock in your hand, Valerie! Put it into your cunt! Put my dog's prick in 
your pussy, Valerie! Help him fuck you, put it in, put it in!" he shouted in 
glee thinking how hot and lewd it would appear in replay.


Valerie's hips rotated in mad anticipation and to her it was in her drugged 
state her husband, not a dog. She reached back to grasp the slippery organ 
pressing against the back of her thigh, its redness contrasting almost 
ludicrously with her soft pink cunt lips. It slipped from between her 
fingers, but she grasped it again, guiding the huge, wetly throbbing 
dog-cock into her soft, hair-fringed slit, spreading the opening wider and 
wider until it seemed as if she would surely split apart. The animal bucked 
wildly, fucking his immense animal-cock deep into the young wife's hungrily 
squirming pussy, slammed home; its monstrous balls bounced against her 
defenseless pubic mound as she lunged backward reflexively to meet the 
panting dog's forward thrusts. Her face was contorted mindlessly now, and 
she buffeted back against the invading prick, thinking it was her husband's 
cock or may be even George, fucking her, as the monstrous animal drove its 
crimson cock faster and faster, deeper and deeper, into her eagerly 
devouring cunt.


Got to fuck her face, now, right now, while Blackie is fucking her cunt with 
his big dog prick! Got to shove my cock into that soft, tender mouth of hers 
and fill it up with cum, choke her with my cum! What a movie, Jesus, what a 
movie this is gonna make!


Feverishly, Sylvester lay supine on the threadbare Persian rug, twisting his 
body so that his loins were beneath the bobbing jerking head of the young 
woman. He held his cock up to her, like some obscene offering of wonderment 
while Blackie continued to fuck his great red cock deep into her hungrily 
gripping young cunt from behind.


"Suck me!" he screeched. "Suck my cock, Valerie! Take it in your mouth! Just 
hurry! Do it now!"


The young housewife obeyed, screwing her hips back hard on the thundering 
cock of the great dog mounted upon her, filled with uncontrollable lust and 
total subjugation. Her sweet, softly warm lips opened over the naked loins 
of the photographer, her tongue slipping forward between them so that it was 
poised less than an inch over the heavily throbbing cock head. One hand came 
up to grasp his huge, swollen cock tightly, and then her head moved slowly 
downward, boring teasingly at the then dilated opening. Sylvester sucked in 
his breath at the electrifying contact, and he groaned aloud as the young 
wife opened her mouth wide and enclosed the whole of his smooth, fleshy cock 
with her hot, damp interior cheeks. Her mouth tightened, and her tongue 
began to swirl around the crown like some fantastic dervish; he raised his 
loins high, twisting his body so that he was lying almost parallel with her, 
his face near her churning hips and his eyes glaring feverishly up at the 
jerking dog's cock buried far up into the voraciously clasping pussy-hole of 
the ecstatically grasping woman.


Goddamn, goddamn, goddam! his warped brain howled as he watched the firm, 
resilient breasts of the young wife dance tightly beneath her writhing body 
as the huge dog fucked his hot, wetly shinning cock deep into her 
hair-rimmed cunt. Fuck her good, Blackie boy, fuck her good! You'll be a 
star, Blackie, a sex star! Every dog in the country will....oh, Jesus, I'm 
going to cum any second now, her mouth is like warm honey around my cock and 
I'm fucking her face like I like to do to all hot little bitches like her 
... ohhhhhhh!


Young Valerie Cummings was now reduced to little more than a quivering mass 
of erotically quivering female flesh between the pounding onslaught of the 
dog's cock in her pussy, and the heaving girth of the sweating printer's 
prick fucking deep between her tightly ovaled lips. Her torso whipped madly 
from side to side and she rammed her buttocks with abandoned frenzy back 
against the animal, her mouth working voraciously over and around the 
palpitating cock of the totally lust crazed man who bucked his loins into 
her face, licking and sucking his prick as if it were her husband's, as if 
she were trying to please the man she loved....


And then, without advance warning, the panting, fucking dog began to spew 
hot fire-torrents of sticky white animal cum from its flame-red cock, 
leaping like molten drops of lava into the very core of her body. Thick 
sperm oozed from her cunt as it clasped the jerking prick of the dog, began 
to trail down along the backs of her thighs.


Sylvester saw the animal sperm erupting around Blackie's cock, and the sight 
triggered his own tremendous orgasm. He screamed high and loud, his eyes 
rolling in their sockets, bucking and heaving his buttocks upward to drive 
the full length of his huge cock into the mouth of young Valerie Cummings, 
filling it, threatening to strangle her. Then his balls erupted their great 
buildup of semen, sent jets of white fire shooting the full length of his 
spasming prick to flow deep against the larynx of the wildly convulsed young 
wife, filling her mouth to overflowing so that his cum poured out around his 
cock locked tightly in her lips to flow down her chin as Blackie's cum was 
flowing down her thighs. She swallowed spasmodically to keep from choking, 
her lips and tongue nuzzling and licking the jerking cock of the man, 
swallowing as much of his semen as she could as his testicles seemed to 
empty forth a never-ending stream of the bittersweet liquid.


Then, at last, it was over for the completely enslaved girl. She felt the 
dog's huge cock slip from her animal-cum flooded cunt to retreat back into 
its furry crevice, felt the cold snout nuzzle her as if in compliment and 
then retreat. And, too, she felt the now deflated cock of Sylvester slide 
from between her semen glistening lips with a soft, gentle plopping sound. 
She collapsed forward in that moment, falling across Sylvester's naked 
thighs, uncaring of that which pillowed her body, thinking in her drug-hazed 
mind, it's over no, it's all over, George has cum, and my husband has cum, 
one in my mouth and one in my pussy, my two lovers.


But it was not over, not by any stretch of the imagination. Young Valerie 
Cummings had only begun to participate in a day of such lewd carnality that 
it would leave her almost witless at its end. For Sylvester, with remarkable 
regenerative powers, had his huge, swollen cock half-hard again even as she 
lay exhausted over his legs and the dog was sniffing once again at her still 
sensuously throbbing cunt.


"Suck me again, Valerie," commanded the printer/photographer. "Suck me to 
full hardness. I want to fuck your cunt next, fuck your cunt like Blackie 
did. Come on, Valerie, suck me some more with your soft, soft little mouth."


And Valerie obeyed, mouthing Sylvester's erect cock, so that he could fuck 
her-submitting to other, incredible sexual acts involving the perverted man 
and his insatiable dog on and on into the late afternoon, on and on and 
on....


And then, at last, when the last reel of film was used, Sylvester allowed 
her to dress and gave her the fare home for a taxi.


He watched as she half-fell into the taxi. I did everything to her today 
that I wanted to do-except fuck her in the asshole. But that's all right, 
because I'm saving that film for someone else, for someone more exciting and 
deserving.


I'm saving it for Carl's wife, that snooty little Betty's virginal little 
asshole. Man, how tight it would be!!!


Yes, this was a fine business he had chosen, a fine form of entertainment, 
he gloated guilelessly to himself.


CHAPTER SIX


Betty Sanderson lay prostrate on the floor, her arms clinging to the living 
room carpet, her face contorted and straining red. She was doing her morning 
exercises ... one ... two ... three ... her legs raised and lowered, raised 
and lowered.


The phone rang just as her legs lowered to the floor before the next set of 
waist trimmers.


It was Carl, sounding suspiciously jubilant.


"Hi, honey. Just called to tell you I'm over at my brother's studio," his 
voice mellifluous. "Decided to stop by and check out the action. Anyway, he 
says that he's having a party-an all week end party-and he wants us to 
come...."


Oh, God, thought Betty, that's the last thing in the world I want to do. 
James' studio? Certainly there would be half-naked women running from lap to 
lap. What's gotten into Carl, anyway? He'd changed so drastically, 
especially since that night when she had allowed those nude pictures to be 
taken ... for since then, there had been three successive nights when he had 
wanted to repeat that horrible performance, to once more set up the tripod 
and the camera and writhe in abandon on the rug, or, as the case last night, 
on the bed. The very sheets seemed now permeated with debauchery, with the 
sins of carnality, and the remembrance of how he had tried again to push her 
head down on his penis and the damp, coldness with which he had treated her 
afterwards when she had refused to do it brought tears brimming to her eyes. 
She wiped them carefully and opened her mouth to speak but nothing came out.


"Betty ... Betty, are you there?"


"Y-Yes."


"What's the matter with you?"


"It's just that I have this headache," she lied. "Well take some codeine or 
aspirin or something and get yourself together because we're going to that 
party."


"Carl, I really don't. .


"Cut it out Betty! Get yourself together because we are going to that party. 
Jesus, it's going to be a great one."


There was no way to override his objections to her protests.


Betty slumped in a chair, all energy leaving her, her arms dangling limply 
over the sides like a rag doll. I knew it! I just knew James was behind this 
somehow. God, how I wished he'd stayed in Hawaii and left us alone. Nothing 
has been the same since that damned camera found its way into this house.


But I can't refuse, he made that clear right off. I've got to find somebody 
to talk to. Maybe Nancy will be. there, maybe I can talk to her about these 
things. She must have some secrets of how to please a man after putting up 
with James as a husband.


Yes, that's what she'd do. That's what she'd do and then decide about her 
future course of action regarding her own husband photographing her in lewd, 
provocative positions....


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE


Marge Morgan trudged wearily from the front office of the Spear Construction 
Company and turned down Front Street to begin the four block walk to her 
car. Miami screamed around her in the throes of its rush-hour convulsions, 
spewing people and cars and dirt and noise out of its belly in frenzied, 
hysterical haste. The sky was low with the smog that had settled in from the 
bay, and a half-ridden sun broiled the sweating city mercilessly. It was 
hot, noisy, cramped and stinking. It was Progress.


"Hey, get the hell out of the way!"


Marge Morgan jerked her head up and stepped quickly back up onto the curb. 
An irate cab driver squealed around her, blasting his horn at the same time 
and staring at her as though she'd insulted him personally by having delayed 
him the two and a half seconds she'd been standing in the gutter. Marge 
glared back at him, angered by his anger, feeling the tension of the day 
suddenly wash over her. Then she was pushed off the curb by the mass of 
humanity pressed up behind her as the traffic light turned green, and the 
mindless herd began to swarm across the intersection. She stumbled, caught 
herself, and hurried ahead to keep up with the flow. She finally reached the 
parking lot that held her car and waited while the attendant tried 
courageously to find her small Ford Falcon in the endless sea of parked 
automobiles. She slumped down onto a bench and tried to close her mind to 
the maddening frenzy that possesses a city between 4:30 and 6:00.


Marge was 36 years old and had lived in Miami for the last two years. But 
she could never adjust herself to the city's rush, the tension, the 
nerve-wracking tempo that others seemed to take for granted. She was a 
beautiful woman with dark brown hair which lay in soft curls on her 
shoulders and an almost naive face which was betrayed only by a pair of 
intense, almost smoldering eyes. She affected a somewhat cool manner and 
often gave others the impression of aloofness and perhaps even conceit, but 
this was only a defense, a rein that held her frustrations in check. It was 
only in her eyes that one could perceive the fire that burned inside her, 
could even guess at the wild animal that lay imperfectly concealed behind 
that cool exterior. It was this combination of aloofness and yet the hint of 
some insatiable desire that served to make her irresistibly magnetic to men, 
who flocked to her like flies to honey. And the more they flocked, the more 
aloof she became, her defenses barely able to hold in check the intensity of 
her inner passions.


Marge's car finally came sputtering out of the parking lot, adding more than 
its share to the poison in the air around her. She quickly paid the 
attendant and slid her slender body behind the wheel. She eased out of the 
parking lot's driveway and began to make her slow, agonizing way out of the 
city. This was the part of the day she hated most. Even the morning rush 
hour was not this bad because then she was fresh, still untouched by the 
day's trails and tribulations. But now, after a day's frustrating 
monotony....


Marge blasted her horn at a Lincoln Continental which was trying to force 
its way into her line of traffic. She eased the accelerator toward the 
floor, cutting him off and forcing him to brake with a jerk. He glared at 
her, she glared at him, and the traffic slowed around them like a river 
flowing around some unseen obstruction. Then Marge scooted ahead of the 
Lincoln, victor in this round of her fight to escape the city, and made her 
way toward the Turnpike southbound.


She lived in a tiny two bedroom apartment which had no advantages except 
that it was relatively inexpensive. But that was enough. Her job as 
secretary for the Spear Construction Company certainly didn't pay very well, 
and to think of moving into something closer to her work and therefore more 
expensive, was out of the question. Marge tolerated her work but didn't 
enjoy it. Still, it was something, and the best she could find with her work 
record. She had moved all around the country in the last eighteen years, 
seldom staying in one place more than a few years, usually staying far less. 
The cities she had lived in were so numerous that she often lost track of 
them, and her past was filled with certain periods of time she couldn't even 
account for. But she didn't think about that often; to her, one city was 
like another, one job was like another, and except for periodic changes in 
setting, her life followed the same pattern with frustrating sameness.


It hadn't always been that way. In high school Marge had been quite a 
participant in the school's social scene. She had been a cheerleader, class 
vice-president, homecoming queen, all of the things that typify a young 
girl's high school success story. Boys had swarmed around her, inviting her 
out, walking her to classes, begging for some of the attention she gave to 
those she liked. But that had all changed abruptly, her senior year ... had 
changed with a finality that still drove her from place to place in an 
unending attempt to escape its irrevocable consequences.


The lovely secretary tried to force her mind onto some other subject, but it 
returned every time to the pain of that last year in school. She hadn't 
really even known Bruce well. She had only accepted his offer of a date in 
order to attend a last minute beach party with some friends, and had not 
even found him that attractive. Bruce had been very attentive, and Marge had 
had much too much wine to drink, and before she knew it, she was wrestling 
with him on the beach, separated from the others, at first resisting and 
then, aroused beyond endurance by his sexual foreplay, finally accepting his 
body with an abandon that took Bruce completely by surprise.


Marge passed a trembling hand across her soft brown eyes and tried to focus 
on the traffic. But the cars ahead of her slowed until they came to a 
complete stop, and while she waited for the metal river to start flowing 
again, she tried to remember what it had been like that first time.


She remembered a great deal of pain, her shame once it was all over, and her 
agonized waiting until her period came, but little more. And when her period 
hadn't come, she'd waited longer, praying that it was just delayed, her 
fears of pregnancy immobilizing her completely until finally she was simply 
spending the entire day in bed at home. Finally, her mother had forced her 
to go to the doctor, thinking she might be seriously ill but having no idea 
of the nature of her illness. The doctor easily drew the truth from her, and 
when his tests were completed, her terrible fears were proven true.


Marge felt a shiver run through her curvaceous body, still able to feel the 
effect that awful news had had upon her so many years ago. The doctor had 
told her mother immediately, and her mother, despite Marge's protestation, 
had insisted that the boy marry her. Marge hadn't wanted that simply because 
she hadn't known Bruce very well, but Mrs. Morgan had insisted, and there 
followed a traumatic four months while Bruce and his family were convinced, 
arrangements were made, and Marge herself grew steadily larger with the life 
inside her. They were married in her fourth month, and it seemed for a while 
that things would be all right. But then, even before the baby was born, 
they began to quarrel, she perhaps made more edgy by her pregnancy, and he 
unable to give her the patience and understanding she desired. They had even 
come to blows on one occasion, Bruce knocking her down at the height of one 
of their arguments. But then he had apologized profusely as he always did 
and promised that it would never happen again. But, of course, it did with 
increasing frequency.


And then the baby had been born, and it had seemed again that they might be 
able to function as a unity and live together, this time through the 
mediating influence of their daughter. But it was soon apparent that even 
little Laura could not act as a bridge to cross that chasm which lay between 
the two of them. For eight tempestuous months after her birth, they had made 
life miserable for one another until finally Marge had discovered that Bruce 
was having an affair with a woman in the same apartment building, and she'd 
decided to leave him. It hadn't surprised her that he was having an affair 
because she hadn't slept with him for months, and yet that affair gave her 
the excuse she needed to rationalize in her own conscience the step she was 
taking.


The divorce proceedings had been short and unprotested. Bruce had been just 
as willing as Marge to break off their obvious mismatch. She had been 
awarded a small alimony, but most important of all for her, she had been 
awarded custody of her child, Laura.


The insistent blaring of a horn gradually broke through the curtain of 
Marge's memories, and she looked up to see that traffic had again begun to 
move on the turnpike. She quickly moved ahead and gradually picked up speed 
until she was going a relatively brisk 45 miles per hour. Her mind was 
somewhat at ease now, pacified by the turn her thoughts had taken in the 
direction of her daughter.


Marge smiled again. Laura had been such a beautiful baby, had hardly ever 
cried, had walked before she was eighteen months, and was talking by the 
time she was two and a half years old. She was Marge's one joy in life and 
had become gradually over the years her only real reason for living. After 
the trauma of her marriage, Laura had formed the cornerstone of her sanity, 
and for a year after her divorce the two of them had constituted a 
self-sufficient entity, with little or no contact with the outside world. 
Without that time with her child alone to recuperate from the wounds which 
her marriage had left upon her, Marge might very well have broken down 
completely.


But while Laura had been able to salve those wounds with the simple fact of 
her presence, she had not been able to heal the scars they left on Marge's 
personality and on her sexual being in particular. Anything that remotely 
reminded the young mother of the traumatic experience she had been through 
with her immature husband was avoided, shoved into the far recesses of her 
mind to lie hidden behind an almost enurotic wall of repression. She had 
been hurt irreparably, and she had subconsciously placed the blame for all 
her troubles on the sexual side of her nature. She feared any kind of 
intimate involvement and rejected coolly all advances made by the scores of 
men drawn irresistibly to her with the result that, as the years passed, her 
sexual frustration increased. And as it increased, her fear of her own 
sexuality increased as well, and she expended more and more energy to keep 
that sexuality hidden, disarmed, incapable of leading her into relationships 
that might prove painful or destructive.


And so she moved from place to place, thinking she was avoiding 
entanglements that would divert her attention from her young daughter, but 
in reality simply trying to escape the undeniable pressures exerted on her 
by her own seething sensuality. She had begun by moving around the east 
coast from Delaware to South Carolina, and then her fears had driven her 
west. Each time she would move into a city, find a dull and usually poorly 
paying job and try to settle with Laura into some kind of routine that 
resembled stability. She knew, instinctively, that her daughter needed that 
stability and that she herself needed it as well. She would slowly make a 
few friends and begin to come out of her shell slightly, and then she would 
find herself being drawn to one of the many men who pursued her with 
stubborn persistence.


At first those men would seem content with a purely platonic relationship, 
and Marge would perceptibly bloom on the release of having someone to talk 
to, someone with whom she could break through the icy walls of her 
self-imposed aloofness. But then, inevitably, she would find that those men 
began to make demands on her, sexual demands, demands that showed either an 
unwillingness or an inability to understand her reluctance to become 
intimately involved. And then would come the inevitable conversations that 
stretched painfully into the middle of the night and then the arguments and 
then the final break. Sometimes the break was clean, and Marge would be able 
to stay where she was, though more confused and frustrated than before. But 
at other times the men in her life would not give up. They would be able to 
sense the restrained desire, the hidden but burning sexuality that twisted 
the young woman with its force and would try to help her bring it out into 
the open, to deal with it, to come to terms with herself. And it was then 
that Marge fled, terrified, not only from their offers of help, but from 
herself as well.


The tired young woman left the turnpike and began to make her way up the 
small streets to her apartment. The houses all passed by her with a hypnotic 
sameness, colored in nauseous shades of dirty pastels, squeezed together as 
though trying to impress the curious observer of their solidarity with one 
another. But there were no curious observers, and their solidarity had long 
since atrophied into mere congestion.


Turning into her parking space, the beautiful secretary cut the motor and 
wearily eased her voluptuous body from behind the steering wheel. She didn't 
bother to lock the car but made her way toward the common entrance she 
shared with the eight other apartments in her building, all cramped cubicles 
exactly like her own. She stopped by her mailbox hopefully, but it offered 
her nothing more than an old circular she'd never bothered to remove. She 
sighed and turned to the stairs leading to her apartment.


"Well, Mrs. Morgan, nothing again today?"


Marge stopped but didn't turn around. If there was one thing she didn't want 
to do now it was talk to Mrs. Crocker, perhaps the most unpleasant neighbor 
she had ever been unfortunate enough to have.


"No, Mrs. Crocker, nothing again today."


Without turning to confront the prunish old lady, Marge again started for 
the stairs. She didn't reach them, however, nor did she really expect to.


"Well, that's a shame," came the irritating voice from behind her, "but you 
know it's just what I was saying to you the other day, Mrs. Morgan, about 
young people today. They just don't seem to have any consideration, any 
common courtesy even. Why, I remember when I was young, I used to write my 
family at least twice a week! Sometimes three times! If I were you, Mrs. 
Morgan, I'd give that child of yours a talking to. Now, I don't want to butt 
in, of course...."


Then don't, you decrepit old bitch. Marge thought to herself impatiently, 
wanting only to get upstairs and pour a relaxing drink for herself...." but 
it seems to me that that daughter of yours has no respect for her elders. 
That's what it is. And those friends of hers, those hippie people, why I 
don't believe they've taken a bath in months, Mrs. Morgan and that's a fact! 
And now she'd gone to live up there on that hippie commune! Well, deary, I 
know you must be sick with worry, and without any letters from her at all 
... "


Marge turned to the babbling old woman abruptly and glared down on her.


"Mrs. Crocker, I am not sick with worry, I do get letters from my daughter, 
and I'll thank you to keep your...."


"Yes, Mrs. Morgan, but how many letters?" the old hen cackled, "two in the 
last three months! Why when I was young, I used to write my family at least 
twice a week! Sometimes three times!"


"Mrs. Crocker," Marge said harshly, her patience at an end. "I'm sure you 
did. In fact, I'm constantly amazed that you can find anything more to talk 
about."


Marge turned on her heel and walked quickly up the stairs, leaving the old 
woman open-mouthed in the hallway below. She unlocked the door to her 
apartment and went inside, closing it behind her. Goddamned old gossip, she 
thought to herself and moved to her small, meagerly supplied bar. She poured 
herself a drink and took a long swallow, letting it wash the tension out of 
her with its soothing warmth.


She turned to the small air conditioner that made life just bearable during 
the summer, switched it on and moved across the room to the hallway leading 
to the kitchen. She walked slowly along the hall, stopped in front of the 
second door, opened it quietly, and stood leaning against the door jamb, 
looking into the room sadly.


But Mrs. Crocker is right, Marge admitted to herself, I am sick with worry. 
If Laura would only write and tell me what's happening....


The upset young mother stood looking into her daughter's room for a few 
moments at the high school pennants and the stuffed animals spread across 
the brightly colored bedspread and then closed the door softly. She made her 
way through the hall to the kitchen, opened the refrigerator and took out 
some ice to cool her drink. Then she sat slowly at the kitchen table, 
lowered her face into her hands and began, very quietly, to cry.


It had all started with her latest move to Florida two years before. Laura 
had been in her last year of high school and had begun to show signs of 
restlessness, of dissatisfaction, not with her mother, but with things in 
general. She had begun running with a strange crowd, long-haired, strangely 
clothed and rebellious. Marge had been careful not to criticize, knowing 
that her opposition would only serve to make her daughter more committed to 
the group of people she had chosen as friends. Throughout that year, Laura's 
relationship with her mother had remained the same understanding warm bond 
that it had always been, and there had been no ruptures in their deep-seated 
love for one another.


And yet, not long after Laura had begun to run with this crowd, she started 
talking about leaving home and making her own way in the world. Again, Marge 
had talked this over with her rationally and unemotionally, even though the 
very thought of life without Laura caused her unbearable pain. And then one 
day, it had happened. Laura had told her mother that some of her friends had 
decided to join a commune in Ft. Lauderdale and that she had decided to go 
with them. Marge tried desperately to dissuade her, arguing that she hadn't 
yet finished school, that she wasn't ready to take this great step yet, that 
she knew nothing about the commune or the people in it. But Laura would not 
be dissuaded, and Marge knew that it was useless to try to forbid her 
strong-willed young daughter. Again the mother decided to preserve at all 
costs the warm, loving relationship that existed between the two of them, 
and after warning Laura of the dangers and making sure her daughter knew 
that her bedroom would always be waiting for her if she should want to come 
back, Marge gave her unwilling consent to Laura's plan.


The air conditioner was just beginning to make its presence felt in the 
small apartment. Marge raised her head from the cradle of her hands, 
stretching her long slim legs sensously under the table and spreading her 
firmly rounded thighs slightly apart, letting the air circulate some of the 
heat and dampness from between them. She stared fixedly at the wall opposite 
her, completely absorbed in her thoughts of her daughter. A slight frown 
creased her beautiful face as she remembered the one time Laura had come 
home on a visit from the commune. She had brought a whole group of friends 
with her, both boys and girls, and they had all slept on the floor in the 
same room in sleeping bags and blankets.


There had been almost 10 of them, all long-haired, freaky looking types with 
a vacant and yet somehow preoccupied look about them. Laura had been 
wonderful, but Marge felt her attention often pre-empted by her friends, and 
so they had not really had much of a chance to talk. Marge sensed that her 
daughter was not completely happy with the choice she had made, that there 
was something in the back of her mind that allowed just a trace of doubt to 
gnaw quietly but persistently at her. But there had not been time during 
that short visit for the two of them to sit down and evaluate Laura's 
experiences, and before Marge could decide just what the source of Laura's 
doubt was, she had gone away again, back to Ft. Lauderdale and the commune 
in the company of her motley and disheveled crew of friends.


Marge raised her body wearily from the table and walked to the small living 
room, passing by her absent daughter's room this time without stopping. She 
walked over to the small sofa and lay down, closing her eyes with a sigh, 
trying to rid her mind of the anxiety that was beginning to close in on it 
with undeniable persistency. Her voluptuously formed body lay tensed on the 
sofa, her head propped up on an old and faded cushion. It had been almost 
five months since Laura's visit, and since that time Marge's home life had 
been a torture. She was beginning to drink too much and spent her evenings 
wandering from one place in the house to another, absently, as though she 
were searching for something without any idea of what it might be. Perhaps 
she had devoted herself too much to her beautiful child, perhaps her life 
had revolved around Laura's too completely, but she knew it was useless to 
speculate about that kind of thing. The face was that she did feel lost 
without her daughter, was drifting rudderless through the maddening calm of 
her everyday human life.


The late afternoon sun forced its way through the dirty panes of her 
apartment windows, warming the sofa where she lay with lazy hot insistence. 
Marge must have dozed off because when she opened her eyes the apartment had 
grown dim with evening's half-light, and the clock on her mantle said 
seven-thirty. Automatically, she got up to fix herself some dinner and then 
stopped herself. She wasn't hungry. She sat again on the sofa and let her 
drowsiness seep out of her slowly, leaving her somewhat rested and 
momentarily calmer.


I dreamed something, she asked herself, what was it? She let her mind ease 
back to a few moments before, and then a slight smile flitted briefly across 
her beautifully sculpted face. Of course ... Laura. I dreamed I want to 
visit her, and I held her quietly in my arms on a grassy hillside, and the 
sun was very hot on our faces, and there was nobody in the world but the two 
of us....


Marge leaned back against the sofa, a look of concern on her face. She tried 
to imagine what Laura's reaction would be if she were to show up unannounced 
in Ft. Lauderdale at the commune. She thought Laura would be happy to see 
her, but she didn't know for sure. Abruptly the young woman stood up once 
again and wandered across to the window nervously. It was Friday, and she 
had nothing but another empty weekend to look forward to, forty-eight hours 
to spend in idleness with no housekeeping, no social life and no family to 
keep busy with. She looked out on the rows and rows of dirty pastel houses, 
stretching down the hill toward the bay and pictured happy families, mothers 
and daughters, looking forward to their two day vacation with anticipation 
and excitement. She stared out the window, her firm, high-set breasts 
beginning to heave with frustration, then quickly pulled the curtains and 
started anxiously toward the kitchen, trying to rid herself of the pain that 
was beginning to invade her tantalizing body. She stopped unwillingly in the 
hallway again, opposite Laura's bedroom door and stood staring at it, 
through it, but not opening it. And then, suddenly her mind eased and the 
pain flowed out of her chest and her anxiety-ridden body stopped its 
quivering. It was as though an enormous burden had been inexplicably lifted 
from her shoulders, as though an important decision had just been made for 
her.


Why not? What was she afraid of? She would go to Ft. Lauderdale! She would 
talk to Laura and try to discover if she was really happy. She did not admit 
it to herself, but she knew she ' would try to convince Laura to come back 
to Miami with her, to take up their life again just as it had been before. 
And even if she didn't come, what better way was there to spend a weekend 
but with her lovely young daughter, just the two of them?


A great smile radiated across the voluptuous secretary's beautiful face, 
turning what had been anxiety into excitement. She would go first thing in 
the morning; it would only take a few hours to drive to Ft. Lauderdale, and 
then she would see her precious child again. She turned happily towards the 
kitchen, suddenly hungry now, and then stopped.


To hell with dinner, she thought to herself enthusiastically, I've got to 
figure out what to wear! She rushed into her bedroom, alive and happy for 
the first time in many, many months, and almost danced over to her closet. 
Her mind was already soaring far beyond Miami, far beyond the small confines 
of her too-small apartment. She was already in Ft. Lauderdale in the hot, 
hot sun, lying on a grassy hillside and holding her innocent young daughter 
in the gentle embrace of her loving arms. Her daughter? Her life!!


CHAPTER TWO


"Larry, you just don't understand," Laura Morgan was saying, "Your home life 
was so screwed up, you just can't see what I'm talking about. I love my 
mother ... we've got a really beautiful thing between us, you know?"


Laura lay on her back, her eyes searching the cloudless Florida sky, her 
bare toes playing little games with the golden brown grass that covered the 
hills of Ft. Lauderdale.


"I mean, my mother doesn't have all the hang-ups about her kid that your 
parents have. She treats me like an adult, so there isn't any need for me to 
rebel against her. I mean I didn't run away from her like you did from your 
parents. There wasn't any need to."


"Look, kiddo, I didn't run away from my parents. I just left, see? And 
anyway, I think you're just kidding yourself, because your mother just isn't 
as understanding as she pretends."


"Larry, that's not true...."


"Yes it is true, baby, I know it's true ... ,When we were all down at your 
mother's place, she was hanging all over you, man, like you were some kind 
of teddy bear or something...."


"Come on, Larry, that's not fair! Just because you can't visualize any kind 
of love between parents or children doesn't mean it doesn't exist, right? I 
mean...."


"All right! Let's just forget about it, okay? It's Saturday afternoon, and 
the sun is shining ... let's talk about something else for Christ's sake! 
The whole thing is so fucking sentimental I think I'm going to cry."


Laura looked over at him as he turned away on his side, and then she sat up 
abruptly, and looked away. Her long blonde hair was tangled with strands of 
grass, and her eyes were moist with a few tentative tears caused by the lack 
of understanding on her boyfriend's part. Her face was almost an exact 
replica of her mother's, with the same soft brown eyes and delicately formed 
features, but lacking the coolness, the distance her mother had cultivated 
after so many years of frustration. Laura was young, but already had a 
figure that surpassed even her mother's, with large rounded breasts and 
gently flaring hips, and soft smooth thighs that were tanned a delicious 
golden brown by the hot Florida sun. Her slender arms reached out around her 
shapely legs, and clasped together tightly around her knees, which were 
trembling slightly now with emotion. She glanced over at Larry, and tried to 
decide why he was sometimes so harsh with her. She knew he had had a rough 
life, but still ... sometimes it was as though he didn't have any feeling 
for her at all.


She quickly turned her thoughts away from this unpleasant thought, deciding 
that it was absurd to even suspect that Larry didn't love her. After all, 
wasn't he one of the main reasons she had come to the commune in the first 
place? She looked away, across the lush green hills covered sparsely by 
single standing oaks in irregular patterns, and her mind wandered aimlessly 
through visions of her past, her school, old friends, her mother....


"Look, kiddo, I'm sorry."


Laura's memories were invaded by Larry's deep masculine voice. She didn't 
turn to him immediately.


"Oh, that's all right, Larry. I guess I get carried away sometimes when I 
think about Mom. It's my fault really."


"No, I shouldn't have yelled at you. It's my fault. But, like I don't 
understand one thing, kiddo."


She turned to him questioningly...." I mean, if everything was so fine back 
in Miami, why did you come up here? Christ, you could have stayed there in 
your Momma's lovin' arms!"


Laura looked at him in surprise, but saw that he was serious. She'd come for 
him, of course!


"Oh, I don't know. I guess I just had to settle down in a place of my own, 
you know? I mean, ever since I remember, Mom and I have been either moving 
in or moving out of crummy little two bedroom apartments. I can't even 
remember how many. And, I never went to the same school more than a year and 
a half ... Oh, I don't mean it was all that bad! All I'm saying is ... well 
... I just had to find something a little more stable, you know?"


Larry leaned over to her, and drew her supple young body over to him 
roughly, pressing her up against him.


"Yeah, I know, kiddo ... something stable like me, huh?"


Laura winced a little from the unexpected roughness, and then eased herself 
into the curve of his huge, muscular frame. She snuggled up like an infant 
against his massive chest, and worked her face up against the rough stubble 
of his week-old beard, sighing with pleasure. She felt the crotch of his 
jeans begin to bulge as his hidden cock quickly grew excited by her 
tantalizing closeness, and laughingly reached down to touch its 
fabric-covered hugeness with her small tanned hand.


"Mmmm ... well, I guess you're pretty stable, all right...."


With a throaty growl, Larry threw her over onto her back, and pressed her 
breasts back against her small frame with his powerful body. He reached 
under her skimpy body shirt and ran one hand teasingly up over one soft 
unencumbered nipple, raising it to an instant hardness.


"Want to see just how stable, kiddo?" he asked laughingly.


Laura moaned with the pleasure elicited by. his expert manipulations of her 
breasts, and answered only by reaching down seductively to slowly unbutton 
the top button of his straining blue jeans.


* * *


Marge Morgan eased her Ford Falcon to the side of the small one-lane road, 
and pulled out the map the man at the local post-office had given her. 
Ferris Road. This must be it, she thought, looking up for confirmation at 
the billboard on her right. Past the Quaker State sign and turn right. She 
set the map down on the seat beside her, and eased the car into gear.


She hadn't started as early that morning as she'd wanted. As soon as she'd 
woke up, she'd thought of a million things she could spend that Saturday 
doing, errands she'd put off for months, letters she'd never planned to 
write ... but then her mind had stopped rushing around desperately trying to 
think up excuses for not coming, and she'd realized she was just being 
silly.


She was still nervous, though, even after her long drive-nervous about how 
Laura would receive her surprise visit, uncertain whether she might be 
intruding. She was almost convinced that Laura would be overjoyed to see 
her, but not quite. She hoped that the single fact of her presence would not 
put any kind of pressure on her daughter, making her feel as though she had 
to choose between her mother and the commune. The reason Marge felt this 
way, of course, was that unconsciously she hoped Laura would make that 
choice, and would return to Miami with her.


She drove back onto the road, and turned right onto Ferris Road. She drove 
up a long hill with the sun at her back, and continued on until the paved 
road turned into gravel, and the gravel finally gave way to a rutted, 
sun-baked dirt road that threatened to wrench her old car's shock absorbers 
from the chassis. Bravely, she went on, and finally came to an old broken 
down fence stretched haphazardly across the road with a carefully painted 
sign hung beside it, the words "The Zodiac" emblazoned on the sign in red 
letters.


Well, this is it, she thought to herself nervously, and looked with 
apprehension at the dry hillsides around her, broken only by the line of 
rusted barbed wire that stretched out from the gate until it disappeared 
behind the curve of the hill. The isolation and apparent desolation of the 
place disturbed her, and she wondered how Laura could enjoy being so cut off 
from civilization. She got out of the car, and opened the old gate, which 
creaked in the hot stillness of the afternoon, eerily, like an invitation to 
enter another world. Getting back in her car, she drove through, stopped, 
got out once again, and closed the gate behind her. You're here, the gate 
creaked at her once again, and she hurriedly got back into her car and drove 
on.


After a mile or so, she came suddenly into a clearing, surrounded by 
home-made wooden cabins peeking out into it from under the protection of a 
grove of huge oak trees. The houses were all fairly small, except for one 
building that stood out from the others and had a long front porch built out 
from it, covered by a shingled roof. There didn't seem to be many people 
about, though Marge did see a couple of naked children playing around one of 
the houses in a carefree game of kick-the-can, and two women dressed in 
calico sitting in the shade of a large tree, mending what looked like 
hand-made shirts. She drove up to the main building, which she took to be 
some kind of meeting hall, and stopped her car in front.


As she slid her slender body from behind the wheel, she saw a man walk out 
on the porch in front of her, and gaze down at her with curiosity. His eyes 
peered out from behind a massive, tangled growth of beard and hair that 
practically hid his face from view. His hands rested lazily in the pockets 
of his faded, patched coveralls.


"Good afternoon," Marge ventured timorously. "My name is Marge Morgan."


Marge could feel the bearded man's eyes taking her in, and suddenly she felt 
very out of place in this almost nineteenth century community, dressed as 
she was in her modern, brightly colored, light summer dress. She waited for 
the man to give some response to her introduction, but he simply continued 
staring at her impassively.


"My daughter lives here in this ... place," Marge continued bravely. "Her 
name is Laura Morgan."


The silent man descended the stairs slowly, and walked over to where Marge 
was standing. Her nervousness grew as he approached her, but then he stuck 
out his hand and smiled.


"Of course ... Laura. I'm afraid we don't know very many last names around 
here. How do you do?"


Marge shook his hand gratefully, suddenly put completely at ease by the 
graciousness and ease of his manner.


"I'm very pleased to meet you, Mr....?"


The man smiled again, quietly, and put his hands back into his pockets...." 
Spencer." he said simply.


"Well, I'm very pleased to meet you, Mr. Spencer."


Marge was surprised to hear him laugh out loud, and then questioned him with 
a smile.


"I'm sorry, I don't mean to laugh," the man beamed at her, "but I'm afraid 
I'm not a mister. My name is just Spencer. And while you're here in the 
Village, I hope you don't mind if we call you Marge."


Marge returned his laugh, comfortable somehow with this seemingly gentle 
man.


"Oh, I'm sorry ... Spencer then. And I'd love you to call me Marge."


"Well, that's fine. Good. Now I suppose you're looking for Laura?"


"Yes, I am," Marge answered, "Can you tell me where I might find her?"


"The last I saw her she was walking up toward the Chapel."


"The Chapel?" Marge echoed.


"Oh, sorry, that's what we call the hillside where we sometimes meditate and 
have group ... gatherings," Spencer said with a sly smile. "For us, it's a 
kind of church, so...."


"I think that's lovely," Marge laughed, "that Chapel! That's wonderful! 
Could you tell me how to get there? You see, I'm very anxious to see my 
daughter."


"Well, she's with Larry right now...."


"Oh, is that a friend of hers?" Marge asked hesitantly.


The man looked at her with a strange expression playing about his eyes.


"We're all friends here, Marge. You'll soon find that out."


"Of course, I forgot," she laughed. "After all, isn't that what a commune's 
for?"


"You're very right, Marge, that is exactly what a commune is for." The same 
strange smile formed on his lips, making Marge vaguely uneasy somehow, but 
she quickly dismissed it.


They chatted for a few moments more, and then Marge asked again how she 
could get to the Chapel. Spencer indicated a path rising steeply away from 
the Village, as he had told her the area where they were now standing was 
called, and said that it came out right above the Chapel. Marge thanked him 
and turned to make her way across the clearing.


"Oh Marge?" he called after her.


"Yes?" she answered, turning back toward him.


"You're welcome to stay and share our dinner with us."


"That would be lovely," she called to him. "In fact, I was hoping to stay 
the whole weekend. Would that be all right?"


"That would be fine! We'd love to have you. And you'll enjoy it."


"You know," she said smiling, "I think I will, Spencer."


He watched as she waved happily to him, and turned to climb the steep path. 
His eyes devoured her perfectly formed hips as they swung sensuously, 
enticingly from side to side.


"I know you will, Marge," he whispered under his breath, an almost leering 
grin twisting his face under his huge beard, "I know you will!"


* * *


It was a hard climb up the narrow, rock-filled path, and Marge had to stop 
two or three times to catch her breath. Whew, I'm really out of shape! she 
panted to herself silently, standing about fifty feet below the crest of the 
hill. Well, one last pull ... and she started again, slowly, forcing one 
foot in front of the other.


She had been pleasantly surprised at the reception Spencer had given her 
back at the meeting house. She could admit to herself now just how 
frightened she had been to come to the commune, frightened of people who 
seemed so very much different from herself. But Spencer, despite his long 
hair and strange ways, had seemed genuinely friendly, and Marge had been 
pleased. She had also been impressed with the cleanliness and order of the 
commune. There was nothing in it that was new, of course, and all the 
buildings seemed to be hanging together only with chewing gum and rubber 
bands, but despite its very make-do character, it was clean. Most of the 
houses sported a fairly new coat of dark green or brown paint, the yards 
around them were raked clean, and Marge could see absolutely no litter or 
trash cluttering the place up at all. She didn't really know what she'd 
expected, perhaps a rural slum of tarpaper shacks with garbage and junked 
cars providing occasional touches of impoverished color, but the rustic 
beauty of "The Zodiac", as the cummune was called, quickly dissolved all her 
preconceptions.


And now, walking breathlessly toward the crest of the hill, the pretty 
secretary breathed in the smogless air, smelled the healthy scent of dusty 
oak trees and sun-toasted grass, and decided that Laura might just be right. 
If one could choose between the exhilaration of a summertime hillside under 
a cloudless sky, and the stench and filth of a modern city, who in his right 
mind would be anywhere but where she was right at this very moment, panting 
uncontrollably as she forced her lungs to accept more oxygen than they'd had 
in years.


At last, Marge reached the top, and paused again to catch her breath. She 
looked back over the climb she'd just made, and could just make out through 
the trees the tops of a few of the buildings down in the Village. Then she 
turned, and began to make her way through the small line of trees that 
separated her from the meadow on the other side of the hill. Her eyes 
sparkled with the exertions of her climb, and her unaccustomed ears happily 
caught the sound of birds talking to her from their hidden perches in the 
oaks around her, the wind rustling softly through the branches, the healthy 
sound of her own heavy breathing.


She suddenly stopped, hearing another sound she couldn't identify. It was 
off to her left, and sounded like small animals digging hastily into the 
ground. Silently, like some kind of novice big-game hunter, she moved to her 
left, crouched over, trying to catch a glimpse of whatever it was. She was 
soon surprised to hear what sounded like muffled voices as well, coming from 
somewhere at the edge of the line of trees, just at the top of the meadow. 
She crept closer, and the sounds became more distinct. They were voices, she 
decided, and involved in a fairly intense discussion it seemed. If she just 
got a little closer she could perhaps just ... Marge's hand suddenly flew to 
her mouth, and she stifled a horrified shriek which threatened to burst from 
her constricting throat. Her eyes grew wide with disbelieving shock and 
revulsion, and she groped frantically for the tree beside her to keep from 
falling.


For the words she had just heard distinctly were the unmistakable passionate 
tones of her own daughter, Laura, crying out madly:


"Yes, Larry! Oohhhhh, yes! Yes, you've got such a beautiful hard cock! I 
love it inside, love it filling my cunt! Ohhhh! Fuck me, Larry, fuck me like 
this forever! Ohhhhhhh!"


Marge steadied herself desperately against the massive trunk of the towering 
oak tree, and slowly lowered her trembling hand from her mouth. This can't 
be true, she thought to herself wildly, I must have made a mistake.' That's 
not ... it can't be! Unwillingly, she was drawn toward the lewd sounds, 
unable to break away. She came up over a little rise of ground, and hid 
herself behind a tree. She could hear the scuffling again, the sounds she 
had thought were small animals, but the voices had stopped. She looked with 
trepidation down toward the meadow and....


Marge gasped almost audibly as her eyes located the source of the voices. 
She stared with horrible fascination to where, not fifty feet from where she 
stood, two people lay wrapped in an obscenely intimate embrace, completely 
unaware of her presence. Her body tensed completely as she saw that they 
were both naked, and that the girl, who lay partially hidden by the man's 
huge body, had long flowing blonde hair, just like her daughter's. No, she 
tried uselessly to convince herself, tears of shame and disgust beginning to 
flow unhindered into her eyes, It can't be Laura!


But it was Laura, her face contorted in the twisted throes of a building 
passion, her long, slender legs wrapped around the powerful body above her, 
undulating slowly under his teasing thrusts. Marge sank to her knees, unable 
to even bear her own weight, much less run away from the obscene, 
heart-breaking scene. Her daughter, her one love in life! Not just 
submitting, but enjoying the lewd manipulations of the man above her! The 
tears coursed silently down the distraught mother's cheeks as her eyes 
remained glued to the salacious display before her ... her own daughter....


... Laura Morgan lay flat on her back in the grass and felt Larry's hugely 
expanding cock tease in and out of her in a quickening rhythm, as her 
cuntal-walls slowly expanded in her vagina's desire to accept all of it, 
until finally she could actually feel the tickling hairs of his balls 
slapping into the smooth crevice of her ass-cheeks when he lowered himself 
into her. Tingling sensations of aroused desire coursed through her veins, 
instigating new, salacious little chills that began to run along the base of 
her spine as she felt the measured tempo of Larry's strong thick cock 
skewering moistly into her upturned loins.


Laura's naked body began to twitch and writhe under him, and she heard 
mewling sounds tumbling from her lips, incessant little noises of passion 
that bubbled uncontrollably from her sensually parted mouth. Larry's 
unshaven face came down to kiss her and she thrust her tongue up into his 
mouth, drawing back her legs slightly, her buttocks moving provocatively 
against the softness of the grass, her seething pussy contracting as the 
bliss-building sensations increased unbelievably .with his every stroke.


Larry felt her urgently answering throbs around the full, pulsing length of 
his deeply buried cock. Her moistly clasping cunt-flesh had begun a vibrant 
opening and closing action as it clutched at his throbbing rod of 
male-flesh. Her pleasurable whining and purring sounds were suddenly filling 
the air and her head rolled from side to side on the grass, while her hips 
started a slow, obscene rotation around his cock sunk deep in her 
sun-browned belly. He clenched his teeth tightly, sensing her nibbling 
vagina screwing itself up closer against his hair-covered loins.


Marge couldn't believe her eyes as she watched her innocent young daughter 
thrusting her beautiful, hungry young pussy lewdly up against the intruding 
cock of the muscular man above her. She wanted to scream out, to rush in and 
tear them apart, to protect her young daughter from the pain and shame she 
knew always accompanied sex. But she couldn't. All the strength in her had 
instantly evaporated in the burning realization that Laura was feeling no 
shame, was experiencing no pain, was in fact aggressively accepting the 
man's massive penis into her clasping vagina with an abandon and ecstasy 
that made her self-repressed mother gasp. She stared at the lewdly 
undulating couple, her eyes riveted on the glistening area of their loins, 
her own body beginning to tingle with the unwanted vicarious thrill of his 
blood-swollen penis sliding easily in and out, in and out, of her daughter's 
wetly lubricated young vagina.


Laura Morgan's eyes widened, as she felt an abrupt new wave of sensual 
entrancement saturating her whole tingling body. A maddening electric-like 
prickle began in the sanctuary of her womb, spreading relentlessly over the 
raw nerve-ends of her satin-smooth flesh. She knew that a mass of exquisite 
moisture was enticingly covering the entire area of her nakedly exposed 
vaginal area. She rotated her hips excitedly from side to side around 
Larry's fleshy, plunging cock, sensing the complete dilation of her cunt as 
it sucked in time to his swollen cock's rhythmic throbs. Then he made 
himself immobile, resting above her with his strong arms placed on either 
side of her shoulders, letting her trembling, impassioned body pump up and 
down at will on the rigid shaft of solidly throbbing flesh that was fusing 
them into the oneness of soul and body.


Marge made one last attempt to escape, to get up and leave this 
heart-breaking scene, but she couldn't. She remained immobilized by her 
revulsion and could only stare in horrible fascination as her daughter's 
moist, grasping cunt slid up and down the thick cock, the thin pink ridges 
of inner flesh pulling out and clinging to it as she screwed her luscious 
buttocks down on the grass, the salacious mouth up between her thighs 
absorbing the soft folds back into her when it swallowed the viscid, 
glistening length of his lust-engorged penis on the slow, tantalizing 
upstroke.


The unmoving young man watched the young girl's voluptuously naked body 
increase its eager gyrations and up-and-down motions with the passing of 
each second, the urgency of her thrusts against him growing more pronounced, 
her desire-grited teeth in plain view as she strained toward that illusive 
orgasm. He felt the flow of her cuntal moisture coating her hungrily sucking 
pussy and heard the lewd wet sluicing sounds of the in-and-out fucking 
movements as Laura thrust greedily up his cock, taking it deep inside her, 
her back raising high to arch her cock-starved cunt tight up against him ... 
Christ, it was too much ... too much! He was ready to explode with the 
brain-warping lust she had peaked inside him!


He reached back, grasping her ankles and raising them slowly up and over her 
shoulders, eliciting a tiny wail of passion from her as he rolled her into a 
helpless ball of obscenely positioned loveliness beneath him.


Blinded with his own maddening desire, Larry drew his deeply buried penis 
form her cunt until only it huge bulbous tip was penetrating, then he 
plunged forward with every ounce of strength in him, fucking the full, 
aching length of it fiercely into her defenselessly exposed vagina.


"Auuugghhh ... ooohhhhh ..,. ooohhhh!" Laura grunted as it raced up into 
her, hearing and feeling the damp smack of his pelvis battering against her 
nakedly upraised cunt. His strong, heavy body dropped down onto her with 
jarring force, crushing her full, aching breasts beneath her knees and into 
her chest. His thickly swollen cock smashed into her receptive cunt like a 
battering ram, pushing the no-longer resisting folds of desire-moistened 
flesh again and again in wild, rippling waves before its smooth, rubbery 
head.


Oh, God, he had done it, Laura reasoned in her mounting bliss ... if only he 
didn't fail her now! Ooohhh ... she loved him, adored him ... and his 
wonderful, handsome cock...! He'd begun longer, even harder strokes into her 
seething channel, while its moistly quivering walls clasped desperately 
around the thick, fleshy shaft slithering up frantically to devour its 
length to the hilt. His heavy, sperm-bloated balls were slapping deliciously 
into the dampness between her buttocks. She moaned loudly in relief to the 
complete filling of her cock-split pussy-hole, while he started a 
deep-thrusting grind into her thirstily palpitating cunt. She sensed her 
head tossing wildly, her mouth gasping and chanting unintelligibly in her 
maddening entrancement.


Laura's beautiful mother leaned unmoving against the protective oak tree, 
her eyes wide with horror as she watched her thrashing young daughter 
increase the maddening tempo of her grinding thrusts. Marge's belly was 
knotted with mixed feelings of shame, fear, and anger. She felt betrayed by 
Laura's obscene undulations, and yet she couldn't control a growing tingle 
in her own loins, an increasing excitement caused by the very lewdness of 
their passionate embrace. She tried to still the fire growing in her, but 
her attention was drawn irresistibly to the terrible scene only fifty feet 
away. Her ears heard the incomprehensible sounds of lust coming from her 
sweet young daughter's mouth, and she remained frozen by the complete 
unreality of what she was witnessing. No, she thought to herself wildly, not 
Laura ... not my sweet little baby girl....


"Oh, God, Larry ... I'm ... I-I'm going to ... I'm going to cum...! Ooohhh 
... yes ... yesss, Darling ... I'm cumming ...! Ohhhhh ... fuck ... fuck me 
hard ... harder!" Laura pleaded in a voice shrill with desire, her hands 
clawing at his hard-driving buttocks, pulling him with impassioned frenzy 
deeper and deeper into her widespread crotch.


His thickly burgeoning cock, fucking into her without mercy, made the cords 
in her throat and neck tighten in an unmistakable signal. She could think of 
nothing but the enormous, cataclysmic buildup rising like wildfire inside 
her! Her legs on either side of his plunging loins were jerking and 
twitching in lewd depravity, their warm, soft, white strength clamping him 
tight, then releasing him as she pulled her knees back against the tips of 
her swollen breasts, waggling and thrusting her wet crotch and buttocks up 
at him, moaning and gasping continuously. She wailed to herself in her 
delicious enchantment, realizing that she was hopelessly impaled on his 
marvelous, rock-hard cock fucking into her seething vagina.


Larry had reached that point where he knew he'd blow his mind if he didn't 
cum soon! He gasped downward at where his lust-swollen rod was slipping 
smoothly in and out of her crazily working cunt, and concentrated on the 
feel of the soft hair-lined folds clasping and clinging to his furiously 
rampaging penis thrusting with jack-hammer force up into her.


He increased the pace and deepened his fucking as she writhed like a woman 
possessed beneath him, grinding up and down his cock with unbelievable fury, 
her legs ever jerking, her toes curling as she lurched her trembling thighs 
wide and upward. He watched her breasts heave and quiver beneath his brutal 
pummeling ... even saw their tiny nipples expand before his eyes as she 
tossed her head madly from side to side.


Then suddenly, she convulsed under him with the explosion of her passion!


"Oh ... Ohooohhh ... ,yes! Yessss! Here it cums! Oh my God! Now ... Nowwww! 
I-I-I'm cuummmiiinnnggg!"


Her cunt-walls opened as might a myriad of tiny springs, emitting a flood of 
warm, gushing fluid to bathe his thrusting, rampaging cock. He rammed 
harder, faster, burrowing it deep, deep into the hot liquid depths of her 
desperately spewing cunt while the warm, wet secretion seeped moistly out 
around the lewd battering-ram of his cock, flowing down the crevice of her 
ass onto the grass beneath them, flooding his lust-tightened balls that were 
slapping rhythmically against her nakedly spasming anus.


"Oh, God ... Darling ... Darling!" Laura chanted, twisting and writhing in 
under him, spurring him on to force her legs farther and farther back over 
her head while he fucked into her like a madman. Bright flashes filled the 
sky above her again and again as she continued to groan out her climax, her 
cuntal emissions still flowing in spurts down the stretched and quivering 
cheeks of her roundly straining buttocks.


Then ... then, she felt Larry tense, jerk and curse, followed by the hot 
jets of his sperm shooting deep up into the deep, hungry sanctuary of her 
waiting womb. Her head swam with licentious bliss as the hot, powerful 
squirts splattered wildly into her, filling-her to the bursting point with 
their warm sticky whiteness. The hot viscid walls of her spasming vagina 
clasped and unclasped feverishly, milking the jerking organ like a sucking, 
starving mouth....


Her soft, lovely body seemed suddenly drained of everything and her limbs 
collapsed loosely on the matted grass as Larry released his grip on her 
legs. She lay spread-eagled and spent, feeling his heavy weight lifting from 
between her open thighs and the rush of air brush over her sweat-soaked 
body.


As they rolled away from each other, completely satiated by the intensity of 
their spent passion, Marge Morgan suddenly became aware of where she was, 
and what she had witnessed. Her shock and revulsion at having seen her own 
daughter thrashing about naked on the exposed hillside quickly turned into a 
feeling of disgust with herself at having watched them like some fourteen 
year old peeping torn, unable to tear her eyes from their lewd performance. 
She felt a strange sense of guilt invade her being, as though she had been 
caught sneaking a look at some obscene photograph, and knew she couldn't let 
herself be discovered, couldn't ever let her daughter know she had spied on 
them like some perverted voyeur.


She raised her head once more to them, and saw that her daughter had reached 
over and grasped Larry's now flaccid cock gently, as though it were a 
cherished doll she loved to play with. Quickly, the anguished young mother 
turned away, not able to bear the sight any longer, and eased her way 
silently from the top of the hill back down the way she had come, crouched 
over and fleeing like an animal. As soon as she had gone beyond their sight 
and hearing, she stood up quickly, stumbled, caught herself, and began to 
make her way blindly down the hill toward the Village as fast as she could. 
Gradually she slowed down, came to her senses, began to think about what had 
occurred rationally, and tried to force her mind into a decision.


As she came out of the trees, and back into the clearing below, she looked 
as though she'd just returned from an invigorating, but somewhat dull, hike. 
The superficial calm of her exterior features, however, was belied by the 
tumult inside her mind. She had already decided that her daughter must leave 
this awful place, must come home with her to Miami at once! There was no 
other way. Marge could see her sweet young child drifting inexorably away 
from her, caught in the current of her innocent and naive passions, swept 
away unaware of the evil influence of this terrible place, this "commune." 
She had to come home. For her own sake and, though Marge wouldn't have 
admitted it, for her mother's sanity as well. She had to come home!


CHAPTER THREE


Laura Morgan was still flushed with the exertion of her passionate 
love-making, when she and Larry wandered down to the Village about twenty 
minutes later. It had been so wonderful, the feel of coarse grass on her 
naked body, the hot sun standing high overhead, the magnificent body of her 
boyfriend drawing from her every ounce of her sexual energies. They often 
made love in the middle of the day, and they never tired of the infinite 
ways they used their fresh young bodies together, ways which, before she had 
met Larry, Laura had never even suspected existed.


They ambled slowly into the clearing, rubbing their satiated bodies against 
each other with gentle playfulness, bumping and stumbling with laughing 
abandon. Then Laura stopped in surprise as she saw the familiar Ford Falcon 
parked in front of the main meeting hall.


"Hey Larry," she said, growing excited, "that looks like-my mother's car."


Larry looked up and a slight frown twisted his face.


"Yeah, it sure does."


Laura ran up to the small car, peeked inside, saw the familiar upholstery 
and fittings, and then turned to Larry enthusiastically.


"It is her, Larry, she's come to visit me!"


"Great, kiddo ... great," he said darkly.


Laura didn't notice his tone of voice, but started quickly up the stairs 
onto the front porch of the meeting hall. She met Spencer, the thickly 
bearded man in overalls who had made such a good impression on her mother, 
coming out the front door.


"Hey, Spencer, guess what?"


Spencer smiled at her excitement, and gave her a fatherly pat on the head.


"Your mother's come to visit. I know, I've already met her."


"Isn't she great?" Laura didn't wait for an answer. "Where is she? Is she 
inside?" She started for the screen door of the meeting hall.


"No, she's not in there," Spencer advised her. "I showed her the way to your 
cabin. I think she wanted to sit down and rest. She was pretty tired from 
her climb."


"What climb?"


"She took a little walk up to the Chapel, looking for you," Spencer 
answered. He caught the quick and apprehensive look Laura shot Larry, who 
was sitting now on the steps below them. "But she said she couldn't find 
you."


Laura's face eased in a sly wink at him, and she laughed a reassured laugh.


"Well, it's a good thing she didn't. She might not have liked what she 
found."


"Maybe she should have found us," Larry interjected harshly, "then maybe 
she'd realize you're a big girl now and she doesn't have to come change your 
goddamn diapers anymore!"


"Oh Larry," the voluptuous young teenager retorted, "It's the first time 
she's visited me in all the time I've been up here. You're just being 
difficult." She turned again to Spencer. "You said she was down at my 
cabin?"


"Yeah, she went down about fifteen minutes ago.


"Well, I better get on down there then!" she exclaimed excitedly, and 
skipped down the steps of the meeting hall. She poked her boyfriend as she 
went down. "Come on, grumpy, come and say hello."


Larry glared at her, and shook his head.


"I'll see her later. If I know her, she'll be here at least a month. I'm 
going to take a swim."


Laura frowned at him, but then her face brightened immediately.


"Well, you're an old stick in the mud, but I don't care. You just sit here 
and sulk, I'm going to go have a good time. Bye, sweet." She gave him a 
playful peck on the cheek, let her eyes linger warmly on his for a split 
second, and then turned to run gaily across the clearing and down into a 
grove of oaks on the far side, to where her mother was waiting for her.


Larry sat slumped on the steps, his eyes following her curvaceous body as it 
finally disappeared in the trees, and then glanced quickly at Spencer.


"Shit," he said simply.


"Well, it might not be all that bad, Larry my boy," Spencer laughed. "Unless 
I miss my guess pretty badly, it seems that you got that little piece of 
yours pretty well sewed up. She's not going to go running back to Momma now, 
not after what you've taught her."


"Awww," Larry answered wearily, "I don't give a fuck if she does. You know 
that. It just bugs me, you know, when parents can't leave their goddamns 
kids alone."


"Now now," came the teasing voice behind him. "You're projecting again, 
Larry boy. Not everybody has the ogres you had for parents, you know."


"Listen, doc, would you do me a favor? Take your freshman psychoanalizing 
and shove it up your ass for me, would you do that, doc?" Larry said, and 
then turned to his friend, smiling, to show him he'd only been kidding. 
"Want to go have a swim?"


"No thank you, Larry, never touch the stuff."


"Right. See you later then."


"And don't worry about Marge Morgan. Who knows, we may not be losing a 
daughter at all, we may be gaining a mother."


Larry turned to him quizzically, and tried to define his meaning from his 
leering, hair-covered face.


"Just how, exactly, do you mean that, oh gracious leader?" Larry asked 
curiously.


"Oh, I don't know," the lewdly grinning man on the porch beamed down at him. 
"I just think that maybe Marge Morgan likes our little Utopia here, and we 
just might be able to ... uhh ... persuade her to stay."


"Well, if you can do that, baby, I'll have to hand it to you," Larry said 
skeptically, "because she's an iceberg, man, a real deep freeze."


"Icebergs melt, Larry my boy, they finally melt."


"Well good luck, flame, you'll need it."


Larry laughed and turned away, and began walking slowly across the clearing. 
Hell, Spencer is out of his fucking mind, he grinned to himself, but 
wouldn't that be a kick, though! Getting Laura's puritanical mother to join 
in on the community fun and games. Then he chuckled aloud. There was no way, 
not even Spencer with all his talent would ever be able to crack this nut, 
he felt sure, though it was going to be out of sight watching him try!


* * *


Marge Morgan watched with tears in her eyes as her young daughter stalked 
away from the tree they'd been sitting under, and disappeared into her 
cabin, slamming the door behind her. What did I do wrong, she asked herself, 
but she knew the answer very well.


Laura had come rushing down to the cabin excitedly, and had thrown her arms 
around her mother joyfully. They had kissed each other again and again. 
Laura overjoyed to see her mother, but Marge unable to shake the lingering 
visions of her daughter thrashing under that strange man's weight not even a 
half hour ago. They had gone to sit in the shade of the towering oak in 
front of Laura's cabin, and begun to exchange trivial bits of news with each 
other, how it was in the commune, and how it was in Miami, and on, and on. 
Finally, Marge had been able to take no more of it, and had abruptly stated 
that she wanted Laura to come home with her, that the commune was an evil 
place, and that Laura must leave it at once.


Laura had been taken completely by surprise by the fierceness and 
irrationality of Marge's attack, and had immediately begun defending the 
Zodiac and the people who lived there, with fiery intensity. She couldn't 
understand how her mother could be so dictatorial and show such a lack of 
understanding after having so long seemed amenable to the idea of her living 
in the commune. And as Laura had become more and more defensive, Marge had 
become more and more insistent, until at last they were arguing with each 
other almost violently, the first time Marge could ever remember having done 
so.


And now her daughter had left her angrily, saying that there was no way she 
would go back to Miami, that she loved it in the commune, and was staying 
there. Marge sat forlornly under the spreading oak, trying wildly to think 
of another plan of action, and rebuking herself for having lost control with 
her daughter. She should have known that to insist would only make Laura 
more insistent on staying. But now what? Her daughter was locked in her 
cabin, and she was alone, with no one to turn to for help.


--She got up slowly, and began to wander aimlessly up toward the Village. 
What could she do? Of course, Laura was under age, but Marge would never 
think of forcing her to go home on that basis. She had to convince her 
headstrong, young daughter that it was better for her, better for all of 
them, if she came back. But how?


Suddenly, a desperate thought came to Marge's frantic mind. It was an 
outside chance, and she didn't know whether she could even force herself to 
do it, she had to try. She walked quickly up to the Village, strode 
purposefully to the main meeting hall, and found Spencer sitting on the 
porch, staring vacantly into the bowl of a freshly smoked pipe. He looked up 
after she'd called his name twice, and smiled distantly.


"Hello, Marge."


"Spencer, can you tell me where I can find Larry Webb?" Marge had discovered 
the man's name during her argument with Laura.


"Who?" Spencer replied blankly.


"Larry Webb ... Larry ... Laura's friend." Marge's tongue stumbled over the 
last word.


"Oh, yeah, Larry ... let's see. He left here just a little while ago."


"Can you tell me where he went?"


"What?"


"Can you tell me where he is now?" Marge asked slowly, infuriated by his 
seemingly indifferent attitude...." where he is now...?" Spencer echoed, his 
voice trailing off as his eyes wandered to where a small bird had perched on 
the railing of the porch.


"Please, Spencer," Marge pleaded with exasperation. "It's very important."


"What? Oh yeah, sorry ... let's see ... oh yeah right, he went down to the 
Pool."


"To the what?"


"The pool ... oh you don't know about that." Spencer stood up sedately and 
pointed vaguely towards a path that led out of the clearing. "You just walk 
on down there, and you'll come to a little pond. That's the pool. I mean, we 
call it the pool, but it's not a real swimming pool. Although, we do swim in 
it, so I guess it must be a pool ... right?"


He beamed down on her with a foolish grin on his face, as though he had 
discovered some very basic truth about life and the workings of nature, but 
the importance of his find left Marge unimpressed.


"Thank you," she said hurriedly, and turned quickly toward the path he'd 
indicated.


"No charge," Spencer called after her, giggling ludicrously, "no charge! 
Maybe you can do me a little favor sometime, hmmmmmm?"


But Marge didn't hear. She already dismissed his obviously intoxicated 
behavior, and her thoughts were now all focused on what she would say to 
Larry to convince him to help her persuade Laura to return home. But no 
matter how hard she tried, all the little speeches she constructed in her 
head as she walked quickly down the path toward the pool seemed 
insufficient. How could she even stand in front of this man who had just 
fucked her daughter right before her very eyes, much less try to convince 
him to let loose his obviously powerful hold on her? What could she possibly 
say to him that would have any effect, would hold out even the slightest 
chance of success?


She still hadn't made up her mind when she came suddenly into a small 
clearing, with a small pond in the center, and stopped abruptly. She raised 
her hand to her mouth in surprise at what she saw, and stepped quickly back 
under the trees. She almost turned back up the path, but something made her 
turn her eyes back to the side of the pool, and gaze with fascination at the 
forbidden sight she had stumbled upon.


Larry Webb was standing by the edge of the pond, his tautly muscled young 
body facing away from her, his naked buttocks and thighs presented clearly 
to her gaze. He was drying himself slowly with a towel, rubbing his back and 
legs with languid, loving motions. She stifled a moan of embarrassed 
excitement and felt the small of her back tingle with the lurid sight. He 
spread his legs slightly, bending forward to wipe his thighs, and his 
testicles were dark shadows hanging from between the crevice of his 
buttocks. A gripping desire settled in Marge's stomach, the lascivious wish 
to again see his huge penis, as she had that afternoon, and unknowingly 
Laura's mother found herself mentally willing him to turn around ... turn 
around and show his genitals to her. Instead, the powerful young man rubbed 
his chest and arms, his inner thighs, everywhere except where Marge's 
tortured mind had settled....


God! What was happening to her?


She didn't know what was making her react in such a sex-crazed manner, what 
was making her stare at him with a tingling in her own loins growing 
stronger, centering in her aching pubic area and in the taut firmness of her 
barely covered breasts. She had come down here to stop this man's corrupt 
seductions of her daughter, but here she was, wide-eyed and open-mouthed, 
gawking with a growing lewdness. What was wrong with her! She had not even 
seen a naked man in years, much less felt the obscene sexual tingling that 
was coursing inexplicably up between her legs now, and she tried to force 
herself to turn away, to escape the awful temptation she'd avoided for so 
many years.


But her voluptuous body, goaded by the passions she'd so long repressed, 
betrayed her in spite of her misery and self-flagellation, powerfully 
overruling her will with an iron force. Unable to resist, the aroused young 
mother breathed faster and faster, excited and tormented at the same time, 
as her daughter's lover pivoted slightly and revealed his balls and fresh 
young cock to her.


Feet splayed, towel curved underneath and around, the young man began to dry 
his pubic area in soft, sensuous massages, slowly moving his now limp shaft 
of male flesh around in the towel, exposing it on all sides to the woman's 
fevered eyes. Then he moved lower and stroked the distended, sac of his 
testicles, rubbing between his legs and up around his anus. Then he flipped 
the towel aside and placed his right hand back on his penis and began to 
slide his fingers casually up and down it.


Marge stayed, transfixed, as she saw the husky man's flaccid cock turn a 
stronger reddish color and quickly swell from his knowing manipulations, 
rising until it was the enormous size she had seen that same afternoon. A 
low sigh, a moan of pleasure issued from his lips as he shut his eyes for a 
moment and flicked his hand swiftly back and forth over the now erect shaft 
of his cock, making it stand out from his hairy loins at a rock-hard angle, 
its burgeoning, thick blunt head an angry red.


Why ... why he's masturbating! With a cry she was unable to choke away, 
Marge mewled audibly with the lascivious sight of his masturbation, falling 
back with her hand over her mouth as the sound erupted spontaneously from 
her constricted throat.


Larry whirled around, dropping his hand, his eyes filled with fright. "Wha-! 
Mrs. Morgan! I ... I thought you were talking with Laura!"


"No, I ... I left her a little while ago," Marge managed, swallowing hard, 
stammering confusedly. This wasn't the way she had planned their talk, not 
at all! She wasn't sure exactly what she should do now.


"Then ... you've been watching me, haven't you?" An incredibly knowing grin 
slowly spread on his features as he sensed her sudden confusion.


"You were, weren't you?" he demanded, after his first question only drew a 
blushing silence. "Hiding in the trees there, getting your jollies watching 
me play with myself. Weren't you, Mrs. Morgan?"


"No ... no...." she protested weakly.


"Yes," he said softly. He took a step for her. "You wanted to get to know 
your daughter's boyfriend a little better, didn't you? Well, here I am, Mrs. 
Morgan, in the flesh, so to speak. And I bet you liked seeing me beat off, 
too. I bet you're all hot under that little summer dress of yours," he added 
cockily, grinning with an all too apparent smirk. "Well, you wanted to see 
me naked and here I am. Admit it!"


"No!" Marge blurted irrationally. "No, I didn't want any such thing! I don't 
need to! I've already seen you naked!" And then she realized what she had 
said and groaned piteously, sinking weakly to the ground. Larry, puzzled, 
his original confidence sagging, walked over to the stricken woman.


"You ... what?" he asked incredulously. "You've seen me naked before now? 
When?"


"Please-please don't make things worse," she said, stiffening her resolve. 
"Just ... just get your clothes on and go away."


Larry stared at her for a minute, and then put his head back and laughed. 
That was all: laughed-but it stirred the anger of shame and anguish in 
Marge's already confused mind.


"All right, if you must know," she retorted, her face crimson, "I saw you 
this afternoon. You and Laura in the grass on that hill ... you two 
were...." She choked on the words, sensations of excitement and revulsion 
welling up in her at the remembrance.


"Go on, Mrs. Morgan," he urged breathlessly, his cock jerking hard. "What 
did you see?"


"Everything!" Marge gasped recklessly, rapidly losing control of her logic. 
"I saw everything! You raped her! She doesn't want you! You must have forced 
her to...."


"Fuck me...?" the muscled young man laughed. "Oh, far from it, Mrs. Morgan, 
far from it. If anything, she raped me! Didn't you hear her begging for it? 
Begging for my cock?"


Larry watched the distraught young mother wince at his brutal description, 
and then grew harsh.


"You try to break us up, Mrs. Morgan, and she'll come with me. That I can 
promise you."


"But ... but you don't love her!"


"Whether I do or don't doesn't matter. What matters is what you are going to 
do in the next few minutes."


Marge stared at her daughter's lover fixedly, her mind a swirling fire of 
total disconsertion. Her carefully considered battle plans were in disarray; 
her most controlled management of her secret desires had crumbled as if made 
of clay; and now, the shattering blow of once more being confronted by his 
naked, hotly aroused and fully erect penis lanced through her armor to 
strike fear and unwanted desire in her heart and she was at the edge of 
collapse and breakdown.


"I'll fuck your sweet little daughter until hell freezes-over if I want to!" 
Larry Webb said sadistically, and watched as tears brimmed Marge's eyes and 
spilled down over her cheeks.


She knew that she shouldn't be crying, that it wouldn't do any good, but she 
felt too wretched and indecisive, so disturbed and crazy from her unwanted 
passions, that the flood was a reaction and she let the tears flow freely, 
pouring from her like cascading rain, sobbing brokenly beside the naked, 
still hard-cocked man.


Dimly she was aware that Larry had moved closer and was kneeling beside her, 
his hand touching her shoulder as if he had relented in his cold, callous, 
merciless onslaught of her senses, and dimly she smelled the odor of his 
clean body. Her eyes blurred the close-up image of his erect penis and 
balls, and she cried deeply and despairingly.


The aroused young man felt the warm, resilient flesh of Laura's mother so 
near to his, felt her quivering body beneath his lightly encircling arms. 
Goddamn! Oh, it was going to be good, really good....


He laughed as he remembered how he had thought this helpless woman, huddled 
on the ground in front of him was an iceberg, untouchable. Spencer would be 
pissed he didn't get to her first, but what the hell, Larry was not going to 
let a golden opportunity like this pass by. Both the mother and the 
daughter! The blood in his cock was throbbing like mad, and his balls ached 
with the prurient anticipation racing across his flesh. Damn, he wouldn't be 
able to last much longer; he was going to have to screw this voluptuous 
older woman or shoot his cum all over her right there.


"Listen," he whispered in her ear. "Listen, I'm sorry. I think we should be 
friends ... Good friends...." His words were a long, planned flow of honey, 
mesmerically soothing murmurs which, combined with his nearness and 
nakedness and excitement, would slowly have the effect on her he desired. He 
began to stroke the satiny skin of her shoulder and upper arm gently, and 
continued to intone softly, "Don't think about it, Mrs. Morgan ... Don't 
think about the way Laura and I looked on the hill this afternoon, the way 
my penis was inside her, sliding up and down, the way she held me tightly, 
wanting more ... Don't think about it, Mrs. Morgan...."


He felt her warm breasts pressing against his rib cage and her nipples 
hardening slightly, and he smiled lewdly as he continued the soft hypnotic 
sounds. He knew that even though he was saying not to remember, that his 
spoken lewdnesses were doing just the opposite-the tortured mother was 
thinking even harder of her daughter and him fucking away, and that the 
mental images were in turn causing unmistakable, if unwanted, arousal in her 
body.


And he was not mistaken. Marge could feel a certain twitching deep within 
her belly, and her traitorous vagina began to secrete droplets of moisture 
which flowed warmly down between her legs to dampen her soft inner thighs. 
She tried to will her body to cease its tingling ardor, but she had kept her 
sexuality repressed too long, and it was rising in her now with undeniable 
force.


Her daughter's lover continued to stroke her shoulder, letting his hand 
slide slowly and lightly down her side, knowing it was having the desired 
electric effect upon her. She sobbed against his bare chest, finding a 
gentle security in his strokings ... she began to whimper softly ... and all 
the while he was whispering words in her hair, words constantly bolder, and 
more corrupt ... "Don't think, Marge ... no, your daughter and I were 
fucking ... but you mustn't think of such things ... it only makes you 
excited...."


Marge was breathing faster now, and then her daughter's boyfriend brought 
his hand casually and lightly up against the ripely swelling mound of one of 
her breasts rubbing the pliantly quivering flesh tenderly through the light 
material of her dress. He heard the sharp intake of breath, felt the shudder 
of excitement spread through her voluptuous body in a shock wave, and 
convulsively she stiffened against him. But he didn't stop caressing her 
breast, running his thumb freely over her nipple, and his cock lurched 
obscenely in his loins, throbbing with the victory he felt was now 
imminent....


A warning voice in Marge's mind penetrated the lethargy her hapless state of 
affairs had placed her in. "No...." she gasped, trying to jerk upright from 
his clasp. "No ... what are you trying to do to me?"


"Come now, Mrs. Morgan. You want me, don't you? You want me to love you like 
I loved your daughter ... that's why you were watching us this afternoon and 
didn't say anything then ... that's why you were staring at me just now ... 
that's why you're holding me now. Be honest with yourself, Mrs. Morgan ... 
you want me to fuck you...."


"Oh, God...." she moaned, still trying to fight the voice of sensuality deep 
inside her, and she jackknifed against him, squirming her hips on the hard 
ground, turning her body away from him, him and his hard, up-thrust cock 
which seemed always in front of her, taunting ... taunting.


And in doing so, her mouth brushed the young man's lips; he kissed her 
suddenly, grinding his lips down, completely engulfing her mouth and 
flicking his tongue forward immediately to enticingly meet hers. No ... this 
is wrong ... I love my little Laura ... I can't let this happen ... I Marge 
crazily thought, but already her mouth and lips and tongue were responding. 
The primeval urges of the strong, young male and the unrequited, long denied 
body of the tortured mother were far, far too strong, too basic in nature to 
allow the artificial restraints of social pressure to interfere, and she let 
Larry saw his tongue mercilessly in and out of her mouth, and continue to 
pinch her nipples and cup her breasts, and she made tiny, passionate 
mewlings deep in her throat.


Larry's fingers had pushed her dress up, and slipped inside her brief nylon 
panties, grazing against the curling strands of her soft, silken pussy hair. 
He let his hand slide still lower, until his middle finger was in sudden, 
heated contact with the warm, damp flesh-folds of her excitedly palpitating 
vagina. She tried one last time to stop herself, and then everything became 
a whirring blur ... Oh God, she couldn't stop it now, she liked it ... she 
liked it....


Automatically she spread her thighs, opening the smooth flesh of her inner 
legs to his softly probing touch. The heat of desires mingled with the 
blistering rage running rampant in the testicles and cock of her daughter's 
naked boyfriend, and the warm air of the fading summer day wafted across her 
now exposed vagina, sending another ripple of wonderfully rising sensations 
through her.


"God, but I want you," Larry said huskily, and Marge thought that her whole 
body was afire. Shame at what she was doing swept over her flesh even as a 
wanton unaccustomed craving agitated her loins, and with depraved sureness, 
the muscled young man probed deeper and deeper inside her moistly throbbing 
vagina.


I'm a bitch ... a slut ... a whore ... she told herself in utter 
capitulation. I can't help myself ... I'm sicker than I ever imagined ... 
but ohhh God I don't want it to stop....


Marge moaned aloud and struggled against herself vainly. "Ohhhh, ohhhh, 
ohhhh...." she whimpered helplessly as he continued to jerk his middle 
finger, then two fingers, then three, in and out of her hungrily clasping 
cunt-hole.


"You want me to fuck you with my cock, Mrs. Morgan?" he asked with sneering 
confidence.


"No, please ... don't ask ... don't...."


But he had to, he had to subjugate his girlfriend's beautiful mother just as 
he had had to force her daughter to bow to his whims. The cruel and 
malicious streak which curled deep inside Larry Webb's soul rose to the 
surface at exciting times like this, rose as surely as oil on water. With 
lecherous, gleaming eyes afire he grinned up at the now humbled, now 
surrendered woman beside him, and moved his lewd fingers still faster inside 
her tender, moistly sucking cunt. "Yes! You will tell me you want to fuck 
me! Tell me Mrs. Morgan, tell me like Laura told me ... Tell me you want my 
big cock inside you ... Tell me you want me to fuck you...."


Marge moaned aloud and struggled against his burning fingers. "Ohh, God, 
ohhh...." His carnal words invoked her to react with strange, blood-pounding 
need. "Oh, yesss, yes, fuck me, Larry...." She screamed hysterically. "Fuck 
meeeeee!"


The young man scooped up Laura's mother in his strong, muscular arms before 
she knew what was happening, and carried her a short distance into the 
trees, dropping her unceremoniously on a bed of leaves. He gazed with lewd, 
rapturous intent down at her sprawled, wide-legged body, her dress up around 
her slim waist, her panties down around her knees where he'd already pulled 
them. He drooled anticipatorily as he looked upon her defenseless pussy, 
completely and abandonedly splayed in feasting array below him. "Tell me 
again," he groaned, rubbing his thick shaft up and down as he stood over the 
insensate mother. "Tell me again, only this time tell me about my cock! Now 
tell me, you slut, before I get angry! "


A foaming tide of salacious passion ripped through the final cloth of 
Marge's defenses like a hot knife through butter. She looked up through 
tear-stained eyes at the strutting boy, at his giant, hard cock jutting from 
his black-haired loins, at the oozing drop of seminal fluid emanating from 
its tiny, winking cock-slit, and her mind was immersed in her own sexual 
whirlwind. Without considering, without a will of her own any longer, Marge 
dropped her mouth open and heard herself say:


"Yes, Larry! I want your cock to cum inside me, fuck me until I cum too! 
Fuck me hard, just like you fucked my daughter!"


* * *


Laura Morgan got up from the bed in her cabin where she'd been sitting, and 
peeked out the window to where she had been talking with her mother. Seeing 
she wasn't there, Laura walked outside and looked hesitantly around the 
cabin, thinking perhaps Marge was still nearby. When she saw she wasn't, the 
beautiful young daughter returned to the steps of her cabin, and sat down 
sadly.


Oh, why did I get so upset with her? she asked herself. It's so childish. 
The small young girl felt no more anger towards her mother now, realizing 
that Marge had only been doing what she thought right. But why couldn't Mom 
see that the commune wasn't the evil place she thought it was, but a haven 
of freedom, of happiness? She bent down and picked up a small twig between 
her fingers, and played with it unconsciously as her mind ran over the 
argument with her mother. She sat this way for a few moments, and then stood 
up abruptly and began walking up toward the Village.


She would apologize for the way she had shouted at her mother, but she 
wouldn't give in. She wouldn't go back to Miami. Perhaps she hadn't been 
completely fair, though, and she decided resolutely to visit her lonely 
mother more often, and to write her every chance she got. Laura thought to 
herself, as she walked along under the late afternoon sun beating down 
through the canopy of oak above her head, that that would be enough of a 
compromise for her mother, and if it wasn't ... well, it was the most she 
could do!


Coming up the front porch of the meeting hall, she saw Spencer sitting with 
a small cat soundly asleep in his lap.


"Hey, Spencer, have you seen my mother?"


Spencer looked up slowly, and answered her with great precision in his 
voice.


"Uhh ... yeah, Laura she ... uhhh ... she went down to the pool, I think."


Laura looked at him amusedly, and with a small laugh, said, "My oh my, you 
look like you're flying, man!"


Spencer didn't answer, but made a funny face, spread his arms out from his 
body like a pair of wings, and began to sing in an off-key voice. "Up we 
gooo ... into the wild blue yonder...."


Laura turned away from him with a laugh, and headed down toward the pool. 
Spencer is a scream, she thought to herself, but a really heavy character, 
too. Laura didn't know, of course, that what she assumed to be the 
unfathomable depth of Spencer's personality was in reality only an endless 
vacuum.


She walked quickly down the path leading to the pool, and stopped by the 
edge of the clearing. There was no one in the water, or anywhere to be seen. 
She looked around once more, and then decided Spencer must have been seeing 
things, which was very possible, and turned to go back up the path. She 
stopped as something caught her eye. She bent to pick it up, and saw that it 
was her mother's shoe, one of the ones she'd been wearing only a short time 
ago. Well she thought to herself, she must be around here somewhere.


Laura turned back into the clearing, and began to walk around to the far 
side. She hadn't gone very far when she heard voices somewhere in the trees 
off to her right.


"Mom?" she called out, but didn't get an answer. She turned to where she 
thought she had heard the voices, and began to make her way in under the 
trees. She had almost decided she'd been hearing things, when she came to a 
tiny exposed place between two or three large oaks, and stopped abruptly, 
her eyes widening, an electric jolt of disbelief surging through her 
horrified body.


For what she saw, incredibly, unbelievably, were the nakedly entwined bodies 
of her voluptuous mother and her own muscular boyfriend!


She reeled in shock, and felt the strength leave her legs in a rush, making 
her feel totally helpless and alone. It couldn't be! It must be some kind of 
nightmare! It isn't possible!


But it was possible, and it was happening. Right before her incredulously 
staring eyes. Her own mother! That was the most hideous part, seeing her own 
prudish, puritanical mother who, as far as Laura was concerned, was the 
ultimate in virtue! There she was! lying on her back in a lewdly sensual 
position of unnatural sex, her legs raised high in the air as Larry buried 
his head between her inner thighs! My God! How could she! Laura slumped 
against a tree, sick to her soul, the breath which she had been going to 
scream with knocked from her lungs.


Marge was clutching the tousled hair of Larry Wells, her eyes squeezed shut 
and her pelvis grinding madly up against his face. Laura could see her 
boyfriend's tongue lash out lewdly at her mother's nakedly exposed pussy, 
disappearing up into the soft, hair-lined slit of her widespread vagina, and 
Laura heard the resultant ecstatic chants mewling from her mother's 
passion-crazed mouth, broken and slurred, and then the harsh, deep voice of 
the man down between her legs.


"That's enough of that, Mrs. Morgan! You wanted my cock inside your tight 
little cunt, and now you're going to get it. I'm gonna fuck you blue, baby!"


Marge lay frozen under the bluntness of his obscene words. And yet their 
very lewdness excited her more and more, and she was at a loss to understand 
her reactions to what was occurring. She could feel the heated moisture of 
her passion soaking her vagina, and she crossed her legs to press them 
closely together, trying to ease the burning sensation that was churning 
madly in the pit of her naked belly. Larry's fervent kisses and 
minipulations had turned her entire body into a desire-inflamed bundle of 
raw nerve ends that she was helpless to control. Then his hands seized both 
her breasts and squeezed them together in two huge, firm mounds of roundly 
straining flesh. She could feel small pin pricks of delicious feeling racing 
through the tips of them as he rolled the hardening nipples maddeningly 
between his thumbs and forefingers. She could feel the heat of his breath 
rushing into her ear as he turned his head toward her to lock his mouth 
wildly against hers. She tried for a moment to twist away, but the pressure 
of his strong male grip was altogether too much for her in her present state 
of mind.


She had forgotten about her daughter, about everything, except the sheer joy 
of having this glorious young man's lusting body against her crazily 
tingling female flesh. His hands had now dropped from her firm, wide-set 
breasts to fondle her hips and trace the lovely full convexities of her 
buttocks.


She moaned ecstatically, her arms reaching out to twine tightly around his 
neck, pulling his muscular bronzed chest into the soft whiteness of her 
breasts. She despised herself for the surges of hot longing that made her 
ache to have him inside her, to take her at will ... Then suddenly she was 
released from the depraved bondage of desire, from her eighteen long years 
of sexual repression, the tremendous relief of acceptance clearing her mind 
of every thought but that of anticipation. She wanted him now, incredibly, 
that instant, and began to wriggle the lower half of her lush body sensually 
against him. He pulled her tightly to him and dropped one hand down between 
their desperately writhing bodies to take his hard, throbbing cock between 
his fingers and guide it forward, using the thick rubbery head to part the 
full, fleshy lips of her cunt. She turned her head to the side, closing her 
eyes with a shudder as she felt its soft electrical contact against the 
sensitive, unaccustomed edges of her moistened pussy. She held her breath 
for what seemed an eternity, lying still in utter wantonness beneath him, 
not even daring to breathe.


Laura couldn't believe her eyes as she watched, or the tight sensation 
gripping her in the depths of her belly. The brutish tableau was beyond her 
comprehension, her one overpowering thought that somehow, someway, it was 
her mother's fault. Goddamn Mom and her lectures on morality and purity and 
watching out for me ... what a bunch of crap! The daughter was unable to 
attach any guilt for the carnal scene before her to her boyfriend. Larry was 
a man after all-and more importantly a man that she thought she loved. 
Defiant with the stubborn pride of a teenager, rebellious at the slightest 
hint of criticism about him, determined to prove to the world-and 
herself-that the first choice that she had made on her own wasn't a mistake 
in judgment, Laura saw Larry not as he was but as she desperately wanted to 
believe him to be. So as she looked at her boyfriend, at his rigid cock 
wavering above the wide-split furrow of her mother's moist pink cunt, she 
believed adamantly that he was the victim, not the perpetrator....


"Oh God," Marge moaned, her voice trembling as she felt the first shocking 
pressure of Larry's lust-enraged cock against the tight elastic opening of 
her vagina.


He shoved.


"Ooooh, no, waaaiiit-it's too much!" the now completely aroused young mother 
cried as the hugely aroused young mother cried as the hugely swollen 
cock-head slipped through, stretching wide the small wet cuntal opening 
until Marge felt as though her thighs were splitting apart from the 
relentless outward pressure.


"God, no, please, you're hurting me, you're hurting me!" She was almost 
screaming as she jerked open her eyes in fear and saw that he had not even 
heard her. He was lost in the throes of his maddened desire, and he was 
completely oblivious to everything else, even her pleading cries.


Suddenly, his face twisted into a contorted expression of sheer raw lust as 
he looked down at this older woman helplessly spread-eagled beneath him, the 
head of his blood-engorged penis disappearing excitingly up into the soft, 
curling hair of her pussy. He fell forward, then, his weight smashing her 
full, rounded breasts tightly back against her chest. He thrust his hips 
forward at the same time and his long, thick cock slid hard up into her 
pinkly glistening cunt, pushing the soft moist flesh of her long unused 
pussy in gently rippling waves before it. There was no stopping it, until 
with a loud groan from his throat, his balls smacked heavily into the 
quivering white cheeks of her tightly clenched ass.


"OOOOh! Oooooh!" she wailed beneath him. She had never felt so utterly 
filled in her life, and his rock-hard, heavily-veined cock felt as though it 
had torn her vagina into a thousand tiny shreds as he rammed into her 
without thought of mercy or injury to her tender, almost virginal insides. 
And now his cock lay sunk deep in her trembling belly, filling it to the 
point of bursting. There was not a single tiny ridge of flesh on it that she 
could not feel as it pressed tightly into the cruelly split flesh of her 
pussy, encased in the moist hot sheath like a brutally planted spike.


The young man levered her beautifully satin-smooth legs up off the ground in 
an arc far back over her head, pressing her feet harshly into the leaves on 
either side of her shoulders. Her tortured body was bent back double, the 
pain of her strained muscles almost overpowering. The glistening wet plane 
of her cunt was presented up to him as he quickened his vicious thrusts, the 
lewd intrusion making her dilated vagina grow and expand before his 
uncontrolled assault, the heavy weight of his muscular loins crushing hard 
into her buttocks, sweeping them wider and wider apart as he lunged forward 
with all his strength to sink his cock as deep as he was able into her 
smooth white belly.


The pretty secretary groaned defenselessly beneath him, her face showing a 
mixture of the pain, humiliation and pleasure she was feeling. She tried not 
to move as she felt the pain wonderously easing with the stillness of her 
body. His hands cupped her full naked breasts, twisting and squeezing them 
with savage brutality, teasing and tugging at them until she thought they 
would burst from the wild manipulations. Then, as if a miracle had taken 
place, she felt her pleasure increasing and the warmly seeping walls of her 
cunt began to clasp hungrily around his thick, blood-engorged rod, her hips 
slithering up wetly to devour the length of his lust-hardened flesh, for the 
first time in eighteen years. His hugely swollen balls still smacked into 
the passion-drenched crevice of her buttocks, making the sensitive area 
tingle and contract as she began a slowly tentative, rhythmic undulation to 
meet the long, spearing strokes of his fucking.


Marge's horrified young daughter stood in almost hypnotic fascination as she 
watched with utter disbelief her mother's growing response to the powerful 
thrusts of her own boyfriend. The years of filial bond with her mother had 
instilled in her a closeness that made what Marge was doing even more of a 
betrayal than if she had been just another girl. Marge was like a carbon 
copy of her daughter as she writhed and moaned hedonistically under Larry's 
muscular body, and this added to the shock and hurt Laura felt at having 
found her mother there. The young teenager was enraged and embittered by the 
even more flagrant abuse of essentially seeing herself, a mirror image of 
what it was like when Larry fucked her. It was a terrible lampoon of the 
love she felt! A filthy satire of what she considered to be above the 
animalistic ruttings of two people copulating! Instinctively defiant at what 
she subconsciously considered to be a perverted characteristic of her 
relationship with Larry, Laura still felt a close-knit projection with her 
mother, one which made her wince with pangs of simulated passion-and this 
closeness only served to exaggerate her emotions further. It was like adding 
color to a black and white photo, making the details, the richnesses stand 
out sharply, to etch themselves forever on the retinas of the tortured 
girl's mind.


Marge felt no pain now, and her eyes were tightly closed as she writhed 
beneath Larry Webb in the intensity of her wild, ever-mounting excitement. 
Larry sweated over her, moving suddenly into a series of longer, smoother 
plunging strokes, that brought his lust-thickened penis almost all the way 
out of her softly clutching vagina on the backstroke, and then ramming 
forward into her until he could feel the huge, blood-swollen head of his 
cock colliding hard against the cushiony tip of her cervix deep inside. The 
fire of animal lust raged out of control in his madly fucking loins and he 
was aware of nothing else in the world but the fact that a beautiful, full 
bodied woman was responding under him to his skewering cock and frantically 
roving hands. Spurred on by Marge's wildly pitching body and the way she 
kicked with her heels against his shoulders, he dug more deeply into her, 
pinning her flatter to the ground and restricting her movements until she 
thought she would go thoroughly mad unless she could move with him as freely 
as she wanted. He raised himself over her in a push up position, his hands 
dropping from her passion-flushed breasts to grasp her ankles and pry them 
farther apart and level with her upper torso for leverage.


Marge moaned and attempted to hump upwards as she felt her climax 
approaching, driving her wild with a force she had never experienced, not 
even with her husband Bruce, so long ago.


"Oh, I'm cumming! I'm cumming, Oh God, I'm cumming nowwww! Fuck harder! Fuck 
harder!" Her hands darted behind his hard driving buttocks, pulling him as 
far as humanly possible into her openly spasming loins. "I'm 
cumming-aaaaaah!" she cried in a voice shrill with mind reeling passion. Her 
cum flowed wetly out around his still driving cock and spilled down into the 
soft, excitedly clenching crevice of her buttocks, flooding his testicles 
and the base of his cock as he drubbed unrelentingly into her. Dazzling 
flashes of light filled her head as she continued to groan out her orgasm, 
her juices still flowing in unchecked spurts down the full quivering moons 
of her uncontrollably jerking buttocks.


Then Larry reached down and cupped the twin globes of her ass, stretching 
them side, and watched his angry red shaft pummeling into her pussy. He 
could feel the hot load of his sperm building up for an earth shattering 
release, the broad blunt head of his cock flexing and suddenly growing 
larger inside her insanely ravaged cuntal passage. At last he erupted, his 
hot thick liquid shooting deep up into her widely stretched womb, mixing 
salaciously with the wetness of her own cumming. Her head whirled in 
mindless sensuality as the burning, powerful squirts surged deeply inside 
her, filling her to overflowing with their warm sticky whiteness. The hot 
wet walls of her pussy clasped and unclasped desperately, milking at his 
crazily jerking organ like a sucking, starving mouth. Marge's firmly 
sculptured body was drained of all the passion she'd repressed so long, and 
her limbs collapsed loosely on the ground as the young man's grip on her 
quivering buttocks slowly relaxed and was finally released altogether. He 
rolled off her, breathing thickly in an effort to fill his lungs with air. 
Marge groaned at the loss of his penis and felt a cool rush of breeze 
caressing her spent, cum-soaked loins.


She rolled over on her stomach and lay still, unable to move and not really 
caring. Her body was wholly satiated as it had never been before and she 
ached all over, and dimly felt Larry's broad palm resting slackly on her 
thigh, which was still wet and slippery from his sperm. More of the slowly 
cooling fluid trickled in a tiny rivulet out of her vagina to form a moist, 
lewd pool between her still widespread legs.


"Mother! You bitch! You whore! I hate you!"


Laura! Marge sat bolt upright, and with terrifying clarity all feelings of 
sex were ripped from her as she saw her hysterical daughter rush toward her, 
her firm young hands in fists, and tears pouring down her cheeks. Oh, God! 
This was the worst possible thing that could have happened! She had started 
out with plans to rid her child of the lewd demon of sex, and here she was, 
caught in the very act which she had decried. Fear was sheened on her face, 
adding a white, death-like pallor to her. "Laura!" she whispered. "What ... 
what?"


"How could you," Laura raved, crying and choking, quivering with the torment 
and fury which blurred within her. "How could you, my own mother! You slut! 
Whore! Bitch!" she repeated in spitting anger.


Larry Webb moved away from the mother like a flash. He groped for his jeans 
which he had thrown casually across an outstretched tree branch. "Honey...."


"Shut up," the girl snapped, turning on him. "You just shut up, weakling! 
Can't you keep your cock to yourself whenever a woman throws herself at you; 
can't I trust you when my back's turned?"


"But-" Marge was going to say that Larry had seduced her, only her daughter 
didn't give her time.


"Don't lie to me, Mother! I saw you! I saw the way it was, you begging him 
to fuck you, acting like a sex maniac, a nympho! I saw, and you can't tell 
me Larry was at fault. Why, he's almost half your age, you bitch!"


A low animal moan of anguish escaped from Marge's lips, and she tried to 
turn on her side and curl up in a ball to cover her shame. "Oh God, God in 
heaven ... no ... no...."


"Yes! I was standing right there and I saw it all!"


Tears flooded from Marge's eyes in an overflowing stream. Laura had caught 
them, seen Larry fuck her long and hard, seen her cum ... She was soul-sick 
and filled with self-loathing at the betrayal of her body, and the moral 
degeneracy which she had allowed to overcome her.


"Laura ... Laura...." she whimpered in supplication.


"You saw us, did you?" Larry asked, a slight smirk forming on his handsome 
young features. "You saw us-" and then began to laugh. "Christ, what a 
family! You were watching your mother ... and your mother was watching us 
this afternoon!"


What?" It was the daughter's turn to blink unsteadily. "You mean ... you 
mean that when we were ... when we...."


"That's right, when we were fucking up on the Chapel. You and your mother 
are really two of a kind, honest to God."


"Well, I don't care!" Laura said hotly, this new, lewd piece of information 
only insensing her more. "It only goes to show what kind of sick person you 
are, Mother. Watching Larry and me making love, and then ... seducing him 
the first chance you got. What's with you anyway? Did seeing us turn you on 
so much that you had to try some of his cock? Well?"


"Ohhhhh, God ... help me...." Marge moaned piteously, writhing as if in 
great pain.


"Take me away from here," Laura interrupted viciously to her boyfriend.


Larry, having gotten some semblance of control back, bewildered but not 
unhappy over the fact that Laura had misinterpreted the situation and was 
blaming her mother for it, had been dressing quickly. As he buckled his 
pants, there was an evil gloat festering inside his brain, one which had 
objectively gotten a great deal of cruel pleasure from this pitting of 
mother and daughter against each other, and satisfaction from the wedge he 
had unwittingly driven between them. What the hell, he didn't care about the 
mother, nor all that much about Laura if the truth be known ... he'd take 
full advantage of the situation, though.


"Please, Laura," her mother was crying out, "Please try to understand ... 
,Oh, God, don't leave...."


"I understand what you did this afternoon, you voyeur. I understand that you 
ended up being screwed by my boyfriend! I understand that you're nothing but 
a fucking whore!"


"Oh, God, honey, you mustn't hate me, please don't hate me ... I ... I need 
help, not hate ... I couldn't control myself ... I-"


"Are you ready, Larry?" Laura interrupted coldly.


"Yeah, yeah sure, Laura."


"Then let's get out of here," the young girl said harshly. She turned to her 
trembling mother, huddled below her on the ground still salaciously naked 
and sweating from her orgiastic release. "As for you, mother ... get 
dressed! You look disgusting like that! Get dressed and get in your car and 
leave ... go back to Miami, go anywhere the hell you like. Because I don't 
ever want to see you again! You're no mother of mine! You're not fit to be 
one!"


Laura turned on her heel quickly, grabbed Larry by the arm, and began to 
walk quickly back toward the Village with him. She walked without looking 
back, but Larry didn't. He risked one quick look, saw the woman he had just 
mercilessly subjugated still lewdly splayed out on her bed of leaves, her 
face a collage of fear, shame, and self-debasement, and he grinned, turning 
back to his young girlfriend with a sadistic pleasure in the hurricane he 
had caused.


The hapless, trembling, utterly mortified young mother buried her face in 
her hands, rocking with uncontrollable sobs, knowing that her daughter had 
left ... perhaps for good. She moaned involuntarily, the desecration of her 
life total, and now, with the heat of her body no longer betraying her, she 
was torn by the torment of her despair. She looked down at her ravaged form, 
thinking that she was beyond all hope, all salvation, that she had even lost 
her daughter....


Maybe later she would find that this was all a terrible nightmare, which 
would go away when she woke ... but she knew, deep inside, that this 
wouldn't happen. Mentally she was crushed, physically she was bruised and 
sore, her genitals throbbing with a dull, persistent ache only slightly less 
than the ache in her heart.


Laura ... Laura ... Her mind molded itself to the sound of her beloved 
daughter's name, as it echoed in the tortured caverns of her mind. Her 
entire being was a vacuum, with only that thought occupying the shell of her 
voluptuous body.


Laura ... I love you ... Please God ... love me!!


CHAPTER FOUR


"Hey, where we going, kiddo?" Larry asked Laura as they walked quickly down 
the hill toward the village.


"I don't know and I don't care. I just want to get the hell out of this damn 
place!" she answered with unabated fury.


"Ahh, calm down, Laura, it's not the end of the world, you know."


Laura whirled to him, with fire in her eyes.


"Well, it may not be the end of the world to you! It may just be another 
good piece of tail to you, you animal! But it's pretty goddamned important 
to me!"


"Hey, I thought you still loved me," Larry said in an injured tone. "I 
thought you'd forgiven me."


"Well ... I have. I guess." Laura said reluctantly.


"Look, it was all your mother's doing, just like you said," Larry lied. "She 
came down to the pool while I was getting dressed. She paraded around and 
played with my cock and Christ, honey, you know what that does to me." A 
whine crept into his voice as he tried to worm his way back into the girl's 
good graces.


"Yeah, makes you fuck," Laura said, still angry.


"Well, sure. It makes me fuck. I'm a man, ain't I?"


They had reached the Village by this time, and Laura slumped against a tree 
dejectedly.


"Hell, I don't know what to do, or what to think, or anything," she said, a 
note of depression in her voice. "God, it's like the whole world has just 
been pulled out from under me." Larry smiled to himself as he sensed the 
utter helplessness of the beautiful young girl. He felt safe now, amazed but 
relieved at Laura's blindness to his instigating role in the seduction of 
her mother. And it was only her irrational love for him that had closed her 
eyes to the truth, he knew. So he didn't love her, so what? His soul was as 
guilt free as a newborn babe's.


"Listen, kiddo," he said soothingly, "why don't we go on up to Spencer's 
cabin. Maybe we can talk to him, and he'll be able to talk you out of it. 
You know, be an objective ear." Larry secretly relished the chance of 
telling Spencer that he had gotten to Laura's mother before his friend had 
even had a chance.


"Yeah ... I guess maybe that would help some," Laura admitted. "I guess I 
really do need to get it out of me."


Larry grabbed her arm, and turned her down a small path to their left, which 
twisted and turned down towards Spencer's cabin. Reaching it, they knocked, 
and then walked in. The place was empty.


"Oh, that's right," Laura remembered, "Spencer is up at the meeting hall. I 
left him up there when I went down to the pool."


"Well, we can wait for him," Larry said, throwing himself down on the double 
mattress which lay in one corner of the room. "Come on over here," he added, 
patting the mattress beside him.


Laura moved to her muscular boyfriend, and looked down on him.


"You know, if I didn't love you so much, I'd hate you, you bastard." She 
smiled gently, and let him draw her down on the mattress. She kissed him 
passionately, and he felt his recently satiated cock stir unbelievably again 
at her tantalizing closeness. He reached a hand around behind her, pulled 
her light blouse from her loosely fitting skirt, and teased a hand along the 
ridge of her spine.


"Oh, come on, Larry ... not now," she said, breaking off her kiss and 
attempting to pull away from him.


"What do you mean, not now," he echoed, refusing to release his strong grip 
on her voluptuous body.


"I mean after what's just happened ... you know," she answered.


"Then was then, kiddo, and now is now. But of course, if you don't want me 
to do this...." He sneaked his hand further up her back, caressing her 
seductively. " ... and if this doesn't feel good to you...." He brought his 
other hand up and rubbed her braless breast sensuously through the light 
blouse. " ... and if you really don't want me to do this...." He drew her to 
him and buried a teasing kiss on her soft neck and under her chin. " ... 
then I'll stop. I really will."


"Goddamn it," Laura laughed, as he continued his maddening caresses, "stop 
it! You know I can't take that!"


"Mmmmmm...." was his only answer.


Laura threw her weight against him, pushing him down under her onto the 
mattress, covering him with her slender body. She laughed, and worked her 
hand up between their bodies to his crotch, and began kneading his 
semi-aroused penis forcefully.


"All right, big boy," she whispered with mock sexiness in his ear, "how do 
you like that, huh? Turnabout is fair play, you know."


Larry laughed a throaty laugh, and rolled her off him to the mattress, his 
swelling cock already pressing painfully against his tight blue jeans.


He slid his hand up under her skirt and along the soft, warm flesh of her 
inner thigh and she merely giggled, no longer trying to stop him. With thumb 
and forefinger thrust under the narrow crotchband of her panties, he slowly 
spread apart the soft, fleshy pussy-lips of her moist, hair-fringed cunt. 
Laura lay back, holding her breath, offering no more than token resistance 
to his hands coursing over her body. The exquisite feeling of air rushing 
over the rising bud of her clitoris rippled through her now jelly-like 
muscles and out into the nipples of her excitedly throbbing breasts, and her 
thighs relaxed and parted loosely as she rolled toward Larry with a low 
surrendering moan.


Her hand moved across his pants, opened his fly, and clasped his heavy, 
lust-thickened cock. Her fingers, of their own volition, pushed his jockey 
shorts aside and brought the hard, fleshy rod out of its prison, out until 
it stood up menacingly and erect, her small fingers wrapping themselves 
lovingly around it.


"Ahhh, that's it, baby," Larry grunted. He undid his belt and top trouser 
button, and allowed Laura to slide his pants down, and then his shorts, and 
now he was lying naked on the mattress. She stroked and caressed his 
throbbing cock, manipulating the long foreskin up and down over the angry 
red coronal rim, then she slid her hand down his long shaft to its base and 
then below, to reverently cup and squeeze his bloated testicles, holding 
them with inherent affection, then trailing back up to pinch at the 
beautifully formed pole with tiny, nipping pressures. Her hips ground of 
their own volition down against the mattress and she heard her own purring, 
animal-like sounds emitting softly from between her teeth.


Then, suddenly, a picture of her mother lying moaning under the 
manipulations of this same man, her boyfriend, crashed into her thoughts, 
and she paused, disconcerted by this unpleasant vision.


"Oh, baby ... don't stop ... don't stop!" Larry moaned.


She resumed her caressing of his magnificent cock, but her mind was on her 
mother. She asked herself wildly how she could be so sexually aroused, 
having seen Larry fuck her mother only twenty minutes before. She tried to 
sort out her confusion, but then her thoughts were drawn irresistibly back 
to the feel of Larry's huge, jerking penis, swelling unbelievably now under 
her fascinated gaze. She couldn't believe it, and yet it was true. She 
couldn't keep from touching his incredibly massive shaft, even though that 
shaft had so recently skewered her own mother's wetly writhing cunt, right 
before her very eyes!


What is happening to me? she thought confusedly. I must be going mad! But I 
can't stop myself ... I want to touch his cock! Even now! I have to touch it 
... oooh, God!


Larry lay on his back, not touching her now, luxuriating in the submission 
that had fully overtaken the girl. She was kissing his neck, his cheek, his 
ears and eyes and lips, her hot, wet, little tongue licking at him wildly 
... not knowing or caring any longer what spell had come over her, her 
glazed mind filled only with the sight of his hugely throbbing cock.


Laura stood up from the mattress, not caring that the beady, groveling eyes 
of the boy who had taken her mother so wildly this very same afternoon were 
on her. She stepped out of her skirt and pulled off her skimpy blouse, and 
then continued as if prodded by some unseen force. Her swollen young breasts 
seemed to beg for touching; she paused and smoothed her hands carefully over 
them, touching her ruby nipples in guarded wonderment. Ohhh, that felt so 
good; she took a deep breath, and then rolled down her flimsy wet panties 
and allowed her hands to slowly travel back up her long slim legs and thighs 
and touch delicately at the lining of her soft-edged vagina.


Larry was mesmerized as always with the breathtaking loveliness of the young 
blonde. Her sleek, firm body was an entrancing combination of swelling 
breasts and thighs, and he gaped at the honey-covered silken curls that she 
was exploring gently with her fingers now at the junction of her slightly 
spread thighs. The thin, pink, hair-lined slit running the full length of 
her nakedly displayed pussy caused his mouth to water, and his tongue licked 
his rubbery, thick lips with anticipation.


"Get down between my legs," Larry ordered, confident now of the aroused 
girl's willingness to do anything he said, watching her soft young breasts 
dance alluringly and her voluptuously rounded buttocks sway obscenely as she 
crawled on all fours to his command, her beautiful long blonde tresses 
pouring down over her shoulders like a cascading waterfall. "Now lick my 
cock, baby. Put my cock in your mouth and suck...."


She did, even though this had been one of the things she had never done to 
him before; making him cum with her hand was one thing-but kissing a man on 
his penis was something only perverts did, only sick people! But I must be 
sick ... because I can't help myself ... I must be as sick as Mother ... I 
want to suck his cock, just like he wants ... dear God....


Laura lavished Larry's quivering shaft with her warm, wet tongue, brushing 
and grazing from its base along its wide underside up to its tongue, 
brushing and grazing from its base along its wide underside to its hardened 
cock-head, washing, playing, kissing with long hungry strokes ... then back 
down to its base and to the black-haired pubic growth and then lower, down 
around his distended, lust-bloated sac of testicles, hot from their load of 
sperm.


"Ohhh, I love it! I love it!


Her first taste of her boyfriend's swollen cock instigated wild tremors of 
delight in her young body, and she uncontrollably balanced herself on one 
arm while she reached back with her other and slowly, tenderly felt her 
breasts and nipples, belly and thighs. Ohhh ... Laura was growing wild with 
frenzy, her stomach and vagina churning now with a spasming need that she 
had never dreamed existed and which was driving her to the point of orgasmic 
madness.


God ... she loved this! Quickly she trailed her tongue back over Larry's 
testicles and along the heavy shaft to its throbbing head, and with a tiny 
groan, slipped her lips wetly down over it. God! She wanted to suck his lewd 
sperm far into her throat and belly!


She began to suck and lick in earnest now, and though a small shudder of 
resistance at what she had allowed herself to do passed through her 
momentarily, she realized that she loved the taste of Larry's cock. She felt 
the short, wiry hair of his loins against her chin and lips, his testicles 
sweeping against her, and as greater sensations of abandoned ecstasy grew to 
burn her vagina still hotter, nothing mattered but the sweet agony of the 
lewd desires which began to ripple through her naked flesh.


Laura didn't hear the door to the cabin open quietly, and didn't notice the 
figure which slipped quickly inside and closed the door behind. But Larry 
opened his eyes to discover his friend, Spencer, standing in fascination as 
he watched Laura's naked form crouched salaciously over the huge, rock-hard 
cock reaching up into her wetly caverned mouth. He grinned lewdly, and came 
over to where Laura strained and pumped to milk her boyfriend's aching balls 
of their hotly building sperm and in doing so quench the raging fire of lust 
consuming her insides. The sight of his friend's hard shaft of male flesh 
absorbed between the lips of the girl's widely-ovaled lips increased his 
aroused fascination a thousandfold, and he hissed out his breath as he saw 
Laura take her hand that she had been running over her own body and use it 
to massage the soft resilient skin of Larry's testicles, then tantalizingly 
stroke the base of his shaft as she continued to suck rhythmically up and 
down.


Larry looked up to see his friend right above them, and read the 
unmistakable lust written all over his face. What the hell, he said to 
himself, Laura's so hot now, she won't mind if somebody else joins in. He 
looked at Spencer, and nodded to him. He laughed as he saw the expression of 
surprise, and then, uncontrollably lust crease the bearded face of his 
friend.


"Come on, gracious leader, join in," he said.


Laura drew her mouth away from Larry's cock long enough to see who stood 
above her, but then Larry wrenched her head back around brutally.


"Suck, kiddo, keep sucking me. Our friend is just going to make things a 
little bit better for you!"


Laura's mind reeled in disbelief, and yet she sensed a quick shock of 
excitement course through her unprotected loins at the same time. Could it 
be possible that she could want Spencer too ... at the same time as Larry? 
Had she sunk so low?


Quickly Spencer shed his clothing, and then stood with his long, jutting 
cock throbbing out in front of him like a wild stallion. He grabbed Laura's 
flailing white buttocks and leaned down over her back, thrusting his penis 
roughly up against the nakedly defenseless crevice of her smooth ass cheeks. 
The narrowly expanded cunt slit was visibly throbbing with its lips parted 
anxiously, its wet pink lips held together by the squirming of her thighs up 
against his hungry loins.


Laura could not see the face hovering over her buttocks but her 
passion-filled mind was aware of her friend behind her-aware of what he 
wanted to do to her while she was so desperately sucking Larry's penis in 
her mouth. She felt the full length of her open vaginal slit palpitate 
anxiously, greedily ... Dear God! This can't be me! I'm going to be fucked 
by both guys ... and I want that....


Everything which had ever meant anything to the poor, lust-enflamed girl was 
torn asunder as she lay in crippled defeat between the two boys. What she 
was allowing to be done to her was the absolute opposite of everything she 
had stood for, everything she had believed in ... everything which had 
prompted her to chastise her mother ... and yet there was no turning back. 
She had to have the two hardened male cocks fucking into her at the same 
time had to-had to....


Oh God, I'm sick ... sick ... but I can't help it ... can't help it!


She flexed her aching cunt muscles together in a last-ditch attempt to evade 
the dual ravishment, but neither that nor her mental denials of her sanity 
helped to ward off the lust-incited Spencer. Her brain was a maze of 
distorted thoughts, and she couldn't apply what thinking capacities she had 
to but what was being shoved up into her vagina-Spencer's hugely invading 
cudgel of male flesh. The throb of her soft inner flesh seemed to incite his 
large, alien penis even more, and it plowed its way deeper into her vainly 
resisting passage. She felt the walls of her cringing pussy clasp around it 
like a glove, and she sensed its very fleshy ridge as her nerve ends 
transmitted enormous pleasures.


Dear God! This isn't happening! her mind kept repeating over and over, but 
she knew it was, and the pungent odors of Larry's cock slithering lewdly in 
and out of her tightly ovaled lips stung her flared nostrils and she began 
to insanely run her tongue faster over his pumping shaft and bulging head. 
She may be sick, she thought crazily, but she didn't want this to stop! Her 
cock-spread cunt contracted involuntarily as the lascivious thought raced 
out of control through her lust fogged mind.


Spencer drew the girl harder to his loins by grasping her ivory lips with 
his clawing fingers and jerking her backward. He felt her moist, slippery 
cunt hole flower open more to receive his cock to greater and greater 
depths. The cords on her neck and her lips around Larry's penis were hard 
and tense as she writhed beneath the two monstrous cocks which skewered her 
naked young body cruelly between them.


"Now, baby," Larry hissed down at her, "beg for it. Beg like I make you do 
... only beg for both of us."


"Mmmmmm," Laura mewled, her mouth still taut around his relentlessly 
drubbing penis.


"Ohhh, yes ... yes...." Her words were muffled and indistinct, but deeply 
felt, for all control of her body was gone.


"Beg me to cum in your mouth, baby," he commanded, continuing to grind his 
cock into her wetly quivering throat.


"Ohhhh, yes ... fuck me. R-ram your cock in my cunt, Spencer, and yes, 
darling Larry, cum in my mouth!" she babbled, the thought of her own lips 
spewing out those lewd desires for the first time in her life sending new 
lascivious thrills reeling through her. She was hopelessly impaled between 
Spencer's hard driving cock in her vagina and Larry's penis shoved tightly 
up into her mouth, and now, moaning and mewling between them, she began to 
twist and squirm wantonly under the double ravishment and thrust up against 
both men more urgently. Her small white teeth nibbled her boyfriend's cock 
as it surged with increasing tempo into her hungrily sucking mouth, and she 
clenched her thighs in a warm milking action against the pillaging cock 
methodically screwing her warm, wet cuntal channel.


The ecstasy of the moment rose within Laura as she tried to suck with the 
massive cock fucking her from behind, and as it slammed harder and harder 
into her cunt, the lust-hardened shaft caressing the smooth wet walls of her 
vagina, the blunt tip would batter her sensitive cervix and pummel it hard. 
The room was lighting up in strange colors for the girl, blinding and 
flashing and mingling with the electrifying shocks that were shooting 
through her body to the seeming depths of her very being.


Larry Webb felt the softness of her tongue swirling around the apex of his 
penis and flicking magically all around his shaft, and he flexed his 
buttocks, watching the girl's blonde head bob lewdly up and down as she 
worked her mouth around the hammering, still swelling cock. It was a 
masterful sight, he thought, watching it, though he wondered why she didn't 
choke. Great whirls of lust impassioned heat were building deep in the sac 
of his testicles, and he could see tiny rivulets of perspiration rolling in 
thin droplets from Laura's firm, white skinned body, as she bucked between 
him and his friend like a demon driven mad.


Suddenly Spencer groaned aloud and wailed: "Jesus! Fuck harder! Fuck back, 
Laura, I'm about ready to blow my balls! Ohhh ... fuck back! Fuck back!"


Laura responded immediately, wallowing obscenely in her pleasurable but 
debasing subjugation, raising her quivering buttocks up against the man's 
thickly expanding cock, driving it back inside her, deep up into her naked 
belly, sending vibrations of lewd delight coursing through her laboring 
young body. She was completely helpless to stop herself, and she knew it, 
and swam in the carnal knowledge ... she was punishing herself, openly 
feeling she deserved this painful fucking, for her loins were on fire more 
than ever, and she was forced to feed her seething hunger with all of the 
abandonment of the most common slut in history. She deserved this, deserved 
this and more ... yes, yes ... more! More!


"Suck me harder!" Larry screamed at her, and in a wild, maniacal need for 
fulfillment, Laura sucked his lust-hardened penis like a wanton whore, and 
the hotly pummeling instrument disappeared into a strange, lengthening 
fusion with her face as Larry fucked with hollowing buttocks, sinking his 
penis far into the girl's mouth until his wiry pubic hair brushed the tip of 
her nose. His testicles danced lewdly, slapping in unison with his pounding 
thrusts hard against her upraised chin. Then, his climax rolling out of his 
balls like a thundercloud out of the sky, Larry suddenly jerked his cock 
from her sucking lips and held the throbbing red shaft in his hands about 
two inches away from her ovaled pink mouth.


"Oh, no, Larry ... please, I want it! I must have it!" pleaded the stricken 
girl, groaning with the agonizing and overpowering fire of unfulfilled lust 
fanning out of control in her pulsating cunt, and she tried to pull him to 
her, her mouth gaping obscenely at his wildly jumping cock.


But before she could close her widely ovaled lips over his cock again, it 
began to spew hot, sticky cum directly into the dark searching cavern of her 
mouth, and the thick, quick spurts streamed milk-like from the swollen 
cock-head, filling her waiting mouth to the brim. She swallowed voraciously, 
trying not to loose a drop of the hot, lust-inciting fluid as her Adam's 
apple bobbed up and down, rapidly attempting to keep up with the wildly 
ejaculating cock squirting its white hot, lewd male cum straight into her 
face.


And behind the wantonly swallowing young girl, Spencer could feel the cum 
boiling inside his own lust-heated balls as they beat wildly against Laura's 
upturned ass-cheeks. He grunted savagely and quickened his stroke, fucking 
hard and deep until his cock bored far up into the hidden recesses of her 
quivering womb.


"Fuck me! Fuck me!" Laura screamed to him. She wasn't ashamed because she 
was enjoying it more than she had ever enjoyed fucking before. Nothing 
mattered to her now but the delicious waves of stormy feeling deep in her 
cunt as Spencer's thickly swollen cock drove in and out of her clutching 
vagina, until the blood-engorged head collided with her cervix deep inside 
with every powerful, pile driving stroke.


Suddenly, she shivered under him.


"Oh, God!" she cried, "Yes, yesss, I'm cummmiiinnng ... oh, God, I'm 
cummiiinnnng, nowwwww!" With a deep throated groan, her body stiffened and 
began vibrating uncontrollably, wet white cum oozing from the throbbing 
passage and drowning Spencer's hugely impaling member with its sticky 
warmth.


The pounding man above her then went berserk as she grunted out her climax 
against his heated loins, her body jerking spasmodically up against him. His 
harshly kneading hands pulled the widespread cheeks of her trembling 
buttocks hard up against his grinding pelvis and he rammed his exploding 
cock all the way to the hilt into the depths of her wildly sucking cunt.


Laura thought her insides were about to split as she felt the head of the 
deep sunk cock flex and flare into a hugeness that threatened to tear into 
her belly. Then, suddenly, he erupted, his thick hot liquid shooting deep up 
into her widely stretched womb, mixing deliciously with the moisture of her 
own sensuality. Her mind whirled in a seemingly endless orgasm as the 
burning, powerful squirts surged deep inside her, filling her to overflowing 
with its hot sticky whiteness. The hot, drenched walls of her cunt clasped 
and unclasped around it, working and sucking at his penis as though trying 
to milk him dry. Cum juice flowed wetly out around his still driving cock, 
flooding wetly over his balls and the base of his cock as he fucked 
relentlessly up into her. Dazzling flashes of light filled her head as she 
breathed in short, desperate gasps, their mingled fluids flowing in 
unchecked spurts down between her writhing legs. Reaching frantically back 
between her thighs with both hands to milk desperately at his lewdly dancing 
balls, she felt the giant cock still continuing to throb and flex, jerking 
its completion in hot white spurts, filling her womb and further soaking the 
cum-drenched pussy hair it was buried in.


"Oh, God, don't stop, don't ever stop," she pleaded dazedly. The starving 
inner folds of her cunt sucked fiercely at the lurching cock until it 
finally gave one last spasmodic jerk and lay limp inside her nakedly 
quivering belly.


The panting man collapsed exhaustedly across her body, feeling her insides 
still gushing forth around his rapidly deflating penis. At last, she too 
gave a final jerk and trembled to stillness. Her firm, perfectly sculpted 
body felt drained of everything, her belly filled to the bursting point with 
their hot sticky white male cum.


Spencer lay still for a moment, trying to recover Ms strength, then slowly 
pulled his softened cock out of her totally sated cunt. He could see the 
soaking wet slit of her sex glistening wetly, the insides of her thighs 
heavily smeared with the white sticky moisture that dripped in tiny rivulets 
out of her vagina to form a moist, lewd pool beneath her.


"Ahhhh," he murmured. "Not bad, not bad."


"It'll get better," Larry said, grinning lewdly. "You know how beginners 
are. Lots of enthusiasm but lacking discipline. A few more sessions like 
this though, and she'll come around."


The repulsive horror of her lover's words shot through Laura's satiated 
euphoria like a spasm of electricity. Beginners ... a few more sessions ... 
what the hell is he talking about?


"What do you mean ... I'll come around?" she managed to say through her 
constricted throat.


"Just what I said, kiddo. Now that you're initiated into the finer pleasures 
of the old gang-bang, we'll be doing it more often, you know? I suspect old 
Spencer isn't going to be content with just this once, are you buddy?"


Spencer grinned at her obscenely, leaving no doubt as to his answer.


"You ... you're crazy, both of you!" she screamed at them, suddenly afraid 
of what her boyfriend was implying. "I won't ... ever again ... this was 
perverted, unnatural ... you can't make me!"


Larry leered up at her, confident of his power over the frail young girl.


"You'll do anything I want you to do, Laura, starting from now. And I won't 
have to make you do it ... because I can tell right now you're going to love 
every minute of it."


Laura stared with newfound horror at the man she suddenly realized had 
somehow tricked her into becoming his sexual slave, and now, in the wake of 
their played out passions and her deep set remorse, she was able to gain a 
modicum of control over her senses, at least momentarily. In that second of 
clarity, she saw many things in a blinding new light. She slowly dragged 
herself to her feet, knowing that she had to get out of his horrible cabin, 
out into the sane, clean world again if she was ever going to break the 
chains of her betrayed body. Larry's plans for her were so horrid that she 
bit her lower lip in self-revulsion to the point where she drew blood, his 
filthy words sending a wave of nausea coursing through her.


Dear God ... forgive me ... I lost control of myself, and I've almost become 
an addict to sex ... I must get out....


She had never felt so alone in her life. She saw now that her lashing 
hatred, her irrational accusations toward her mother weren't justified. Her 
mother's words, begging forgiveness, understanding and love filtered through 
her dazed mind, and Laura realized that what had happened here, to her, had 
happened more or less the same way back at the pool. Her mother had fallen 
prey to Larry Webb, and he was unfit for anybody's love and affection or 
loyalities. He was incarnately evil....


She was caught up in his abominable trip, and while still confused as to how 
or why, she knew that she had to get out of his web here, she had to talk to 
her mother and tell her that she had grown up and seen the truth, and that 
she was the one who wanted to beg forgiveness and love and understanding. 
And maybe, just maybe, her mother would accept her, used and debauched as 
she was, and the two of them could make some effort to face life together.


She scooped up her clothing, preparatory to putting them on. .


"Hey, baby," Spencer said. "What do you think you're doing?"


"Leaving," she said sullenly.


"Aw, for Christ's sake," Larry grumbled. "Stick around, Laura. I'll fuck you 
in a little while, soon's I get my cock up again."


It snapped, then, the spontaneous bursting in her head that crashed reality 
down over her with a shattering force. She turned toward the door quickly, 
feeling the tears begin to fill her eyes, but Larry reached out and caught 
her ankle, holding her fast in his iron grip.


"Listen, what's the matter? I told you to stay here! Didn't you hear me?"


Laura whirled to him, her sudden hatred for him making her rash in her 
accusation.


"You fucking bastard! You're both a pair of slimy, perverted bastards! I'm 
not going to play your sick games, do you understand? I'm not!!!!" With a 
little hysterical cry, Laura wrenched her foot from Larry's grasp, stumbled 
as she broke loose, and spilled her clothes over the cabin floor. Larry was 
getting up hurriedly behind her, and she rushed to the door of the cabin in 
a sudden panic. She had to get out of there!


"Come back here, you little bitch!" Larry yelled at her, but she didn't 
stop. She threw open the door and raced out into the early evening twilight, 
completely naked, and ran as quickly as she could through the trees, 
stumbling, tripping, falling against trees and limbs in her blind attempt to 
escape this tiny circle of hell.


"Goddman, she sure is fast!" mused Spencer as he watched the retreating form 
of the naked girl disappear in the fading light. "Look at those tits jump up 
and down!"


Larry's face was darkened with anger, and he spat out the words. "Serve her 
fucking right if some bobcat ate her up, the fucking bitch!" He turned back 
into the cabin. "Well, hell-let her go. I'm sure not going running after her 
like this with my cock and balls flapping around in the breeze. To hell with 
her."


"Well, what'll we do, Larry boy?"


"Forget her, the little tit. I shouldn't ever have wasted my time on her in 
the first place. She's probably found her mother and they're both halfway to 
Miami by now."


"Oh, I'm afraid that's impossible, Larry."


Larry turned and saw Spencer go to his coveralls, reach into the pocket, 
pull out a set of keys and dangle them before his eyes.


"These just happened to be sitting in the ignition of a little old Ford 
Falcon up by the meeting hall, so I took them for safe keeping. You know, 
save a teenager from becoming a car thief," he grinned.


"Well, well, well," Larry laughed loudly. "It looks like we may be blessed 
with the Morgan's company, mother and daughter, for some little time then."


"Precisely, Larry my boy, precisely," Spencer chuckled, and tossed the keys 
to his friend with a wickedly obscene laugh.


CHAPTER FIVE


Marge Morgan looked once again at her watch and then rose from the cot in 
Laura's cabin and went to the door to peer out into the half-darkness of the 
cool, moonlight night. The trees around the cabin were illuminated by an 
eerie, almost iridescent glow. Their branches alternately shadowed and 
exposed to the impassive gaze of the full moon high above. The heat of the 
day had slipped away quietly to be replaced by a gentle breeze that rustled 
through the tree limbs like so many whispering voices, sometimes soothing 
but more often mocking the young mother who stood silhouetted in the doorway 
of the cabin.


Marge closed the door softly and began to pace nervously up and down the 
room's short length. She walked a little stiffly, her unaccustomed loins 
still sore from Larry's lovemaking that afternoon at the pool. But her mind 
was not on the shame she had been feeling all evening as a result of the 
terrible breach of her sexual defenses. It was centered instead on a growing 
worry about her young daughter, Laura.


Marge looked at her watch once again but it was only a few minutes later 
than when she'd last looked at it. She crossed to the cot and sat nervously, 
trying desperately to calm her fears. Her soul still ached from the violence 
of Laura's words to her that afternoon, words that had torn her far more 
than the mere physical humiliation she had undergone with her daughter's 
boyfriend. She prayed now that Laura had only been gripped by a momentary 
disgust for her mother-a disgust that Marge herself shared-and that this 
horribly unfortunate incident would not destroy their relationship 
completely.


And now, at 9:30 at night, even that was not the uppermost concern in 
Marge's mind. Her first worry now was that her daughter had not come back to 
her cabin even though Marge had seen Larry Webb earlier that evening from a 
distance going into the main meeting hall. If Laura was not with him, where 
was she?


The distraught young mother had been almost prostrate with worry since that 
time, her mind flying alternately between concern for her daughter and 
revolting and yet strangely exciting visions of her debasement that 
afternoon. She had paced the cramped little cabin or had sat anxiously 
waiting on the edge of the cot for almost two hours and her nerves had 
reached the snapping point.


Looking at her watch once again, Marge stood up and crossed to the window. 
What should I do, she asked herself desperately, who can I turn to? I need 
help ... God ... I can't handle this all by myself! Suddenly, she remembered 
the friendly man she had met that day on the steps of the meeting hall. What 
was his name? She couldn't even remember, and it had only been a few short 
hours before. She remembered his great flowing beard, his soiled coveralls, 
his friendly tone of voice ... Spencer, that's it, she suddenly recalled, 
maybe he could help me. He seemed to be some kind of a leader around the 
commune, she thought so perhaps he might have some influence with her 
innocent young daughter; and anyway, somebody should be warned about that 
terrible Larry Webb.


Quickly, Marge extinguished the light in Laura's cabin and rushed out into 
the cool moonlit night. She almost ran towards the meeting hall and finally 
came into the main clearing of the commune. She saw a group of people 
lounging on the steps of the hall, made sure Larry Webb was not among them 
and then approached slowly.


"Excuse me, can any of you tell me where I might find Spencer?" she asked 
hesitantly, suddenly aware of a pungent aroma that filled the air around 
them and was wafted to her by the gentle breeze. She saw the hand-rolled 
cigarette being passed around the circle of young people and realized with a 
start that it must be marijuana.


"Uhhh ... yeah," said a blond, long-haired boy who lay enfolded between the 
two legs of the young girl sitting above him, "Yeah, I think he's down in 
his cabin."


"Could you tell me where that is?" Marge asked.


"Sure," said the heavy-lidded girl above him. "It's ... uhhh ... it's down 
that path there, first door on your right." She giggled inexplicably.


"Thank you very much," Marge said, turning toward the path the girl had 
indicated.


"Sure, Mom, sure," the young girl said, and the group began to snigger 
softly as Marge walked away.


She didn't hear them though, but strode purposefully down towards Spencer's 
cabin, turning in at the first little path she saw running to her right. She 
saw some lights through the trees and continued until she stood, hesitantly, 
before Spencer's front door. Then, girding up her courage, she knocked 
resolutely on the roughly-hewn oak timbers. There was no immediate answer, 
and she knocked again. After a pause, she heard a soft voice reach out to 
her from inside the cabin.


"It's open," the voice said, and nothing more.


She slowly pulled the latch on the door and stepped softly into the room. It 
was draped with rugs and old carpets on all the walls and except for a large 
mattress lying on the floor in the corner and a few crates and wooden boxes, 
was bare. She saw Spencer sitting cross-legged in the middle of the floor, 
staring with half-closed eyes at the flame of a stubby candle that was fixed 
with its own wax directly on the wooden floor.


She stood quietly, thinking she was disturbing him, but then thought that 
perhaps he wasn't even aware of her presence. She hesitated and then spoke 
to him.


"Spencer?"


He didn't answer.


"Spencer, I've got to talk to you about something very important."


Finally, Spencer slowly raised his eyes to her, took a moment to recognize 
her, and then smiled a far away smile.


"Hello, Marge. Sit down. I've been expecting you."


Marge looked for a chair, found none and then lowered herself to the floor 
across the candle from him.


"You've been expecting me?" she asked, wondering apprehensively if he knew 
about Laura and Larry and the whole situation.


"Yes, I have. Would you like something to drink?"


Marge's throat felt suddenly very dry, and she realized she hadn't had a 
drink all day. She accepted his offer gratefully and watched as he moved to 
one of the little crates beside his mattress.


"Why have you been expecting me?" she asked, still confused.


"Well ... Larry and Laura were here earlier, and we talked about what had 
happened." Spencer watched as Marge's eyes grew wide with fear. "Oh, there's 
nothing to worry about, Marge. I'm used to that kind of thing. I'm sort of a 
spiritual adviser around her, you know; people often come to me with their 
problems. But you can be sure that I'll keep your secret in strictest 
confidence." The bearded man finished, pouring two stiff drinks of vodka, 
neglecting to add that Larry had only told him while bragging of his 
seduction of Laura's mother, after they had both taken Laura violently that 
same evening.


"Here, drink this. It'll steady your nerves."


Marge took the glass from him and stared at the clear liquid.


"What is it?" she asked hesitantly.


"Just vodka," he replied. "I'm afraid that's all I have. I hope it's all 
right."


"It's fine, Spencer. Thank you." Marge took a gulp of the drink and coughed 
as its fire attacked her parched throat. "Whew, that is strong stuff."


Spencer smiled and sat down again on the floor, closer to her this time.


"Would you like to talk about what's happened?" he said gently, hardly able 
to keep his eyes from boring under the light dress she was wearing which was 
inched up over her soft, ivory thighs as she sat clasping her drink with 
both hands.


"No ... no, I don't think so, Spencer. That's very nice of you," Marge said 
kindly, more at ease now with the kind and understanding man, "but I didn't 
come for that. I just came to ask you to help me get my daughter back ... I 
mean, to help me convince Laura that she should come back to Miami with me. 
Right away."


"But, why, Marge? She seems perfectly happy here."


"No, she isn't-she couldn't be! She's all mixed up with this Larry Webb, and 
he's evil, Spencer, he's a horribly evil influence on her, you know that."


"Well," Spencer said quietly, "she seems to be content with him, at least 
when they were here this afternoon."


"But she's so young, Spencer! She's blinded by her love for this awful man 
so she can't see what kind of a danger he is for her!"


"Oh, no, I think you're exaggerating a little, Marge."


"No, I'm not! He raped me this afternoon ... raped me ... right after he'd 
... he'd ... right after he'd been with Laura," Marge stammered. "He doesn't 
love her, I know that. He's just using her!"


Spencer looked at her impassively, trying to hide the excitement that was 
beginning to grow in him as he realized that this was an opportunity he 
couldn't afford to miss.


"I don't know what to say, Marge. Larry and Laura seemed to agree that ... 
now you mustn't be angry, I'm just telling you what they said ... that you 
hadn't been raped at all. In fact, from what I understand from them, it was 
you who were the aggressor."


"That's not true!" Marge screamed. "He's lying, and Laura believes him! Oh, 
my God, don't you see ...?"


Spencer quickly moved to the hysterical young mother and put his hand on her 
trembling shoulder soothingly.


"Now calm down, Marge," he crooned, "getting all upset isn't going to help 
matters. Take it easy ... relax ... come on now...."


"How can I relax when my own daughter believes those terrible things about 
me! God, Spencer, she's all I have ... and I'm losing her ... dear God ... 
I'm losing her!"


Spencer had moved across the floor until he was sitting right next to the 
quivering woman, his whole arm now encircling her shoulders, his nostrils 
filled with the tantalizing odor of her unbelievably sensuous body. He felt 
his dormant cock wake suddenly as the lovely, shaking mother collapsed 
against his chest, overcome with worry and grief. He tried, without much 
success, to still the mounting arousal that tingled his large body 
mercilessly.


"Shhh ... Shhhh...." he whispered, "Marge, come on now ... if you face the 
truth, it will be easier in the long run. Admit that you enjoyed your 
experience with Larry this afternoon. From what Laura has told us in the 
past, I gather that you haven't really allowed yourself much sexual activity 
in the past few years. So it isn't shameful that you couldn't control 
yourself this afternoon. That's perfectly normal."


Marge's mind reeled under the truth of his words. She had enjoyed it. Even 
though she hadn't wanted it, she had enjoyed it!


"Nooo ... he forced it ... I didn't mean to...."


"Of course you didn't, Marge ... of course you didn't. But you did enjoy it, 
now, didn't you?"


"Yes!" Marge admitted through clenched teeth, "I did enjoy it! And that is 
the worst part of it all!"


"But it's not, Marge, it's not. Don't you see, it's perfectly normal? The 
body is a temple, Marge, but it is a temple that must not be allowed to 
decay, don't you see? You didn't betray your body this afternoon; you have 
been betraying it by trying to hide it behind shame and fear. It had to 
break loose sometime, and it did this afternoon. You should be happy, not 
upset."


As Spencer talked, his right hand came to rest on Marge's quivering thigh, 
at first as though he were emphasizing what he was saying, but then 
remained, lightly caressing the smooth fabric of her skirt over her naked 
flesh. She was hardly aware of his touch, concentrating only on his words 
and the possible truth of them.


"I ... I don't know ... I just don't know...." she moaned.


"I'm right, dear lady, you know I'm right." Spencer's voice was beginning to 
take on an unmistakably lusting edge which he could no longer hide. His hand 
moved more quickly over her thigh until, with a tingle that raced out of 
control up his spine, it came into contact with her naked flesh. "You must 
learn to let yourself go ... let yourself go ... relax ... and be free, 
Marge, be free. You have a beautiful body, you must use it ... use it well 
... share it ... "


Marge came out of her reverie with a jolt, felt Spencer's hand working its 
lewd way around into the warm flesh of her inner thigh, his other hand 
beginning to massage her neck suggestively, and spun away from him on the 
floor.


"What do you think you're doing!" she screamed at him in sudden fear, 
pulling her dress down frantically over her legs. "What are you...."


"I'll tell you what I'm doing, little Venus," Spencer crooned, not even 
attempting now to hide the look of sheer animal lust that had twisted his 
previously gentle face into some obscene parody of Jekyll and Hyde. "I'm 
simply appreciating an incredibly beautiful body, a temple, you know, like I 
said ... I see the fantastic temple of your body, sweet lady, and I plan to 
worship it. Now you don't mind a little worship, do you?"


He was crouched on the balls of his feet now, leaning out toward her with an 
evil grin on his leering face. With a sudden panic rising like a flood in 
her body, Marge felt her arm swing out wildly and felt the sharp sting in 
her palm as her hand caught him under the chin, knocking him off balance and 
onto his side on the floor. Quickly, he jumped to his feet, standing over 
her threateningly, rubbing the place on his jaw where she'd hit him.


"You fucking little bitch, you're going to pay for that! You're going to beg 
me to fuck you before I'm through." He stood above her huddled form, glaring 
down at her with rage burning in his eyes. Then, insanely, his face twisted 
itself into a sweet, sick smile. "That was not very nice of you, Marge. No, 
not very nice at all. We practice non-violence here on the commune, and that 
was very violent of you. Yes, it was, very violent."


Marge crawled away from him on the floor, staring at him as the terrifying 
transition came over his face. He must be mad!


"Now ... now you leave me alone! Do you hear?"


"No, sweet thing, I don't hear. My ears are filled with the music of your 
delicious body, and I'm deaf to anything else." A grin played on his face as 
he watched with sadistic pleasure the frightened young woman on the floor.


"I'm leaving ... I'm getting out of here ... don't ... don't try to stop 
me," Marge stammered, not daring to move a muscle.


"No, you're not, Marge. Shall I tell you why?" He reached into the pocket of 
his coveralls and pulled a ring of keys, dangling them before her horrified 
gaze. "You're not leaving because you have no place to go. You recognize 
these?"


Marge's mind reeled as she realized he was holding the keys to her car. 
"Please...." she begged, "please give them to me...."


"Of course, Marge, of course. You can have them. But this is a capitalistic 
world we live in so I'm afraid you're going to have to pay for them."


Marge felt the strength leave her body as he interpreted his obscene 
implication, and she collapsed on the floor with her head in her hands, 
sobbing unrestrainedly. She was trapped! Hopelessly ensnared by the evilly 
grinning man standing above her. She didn't even move as she sensed him 
moving closer to her and crouching down over her prostrate body. A tremor 
rippled over her as she felt his hand move suddenly to her flat, tense 
stomach then inch around her waist as he came closer to her until his face 
was mere inches from her own.


"Stop! Please ... stop it!" she pleaded, writhing from his grasp unsteadily. 
"Please ... let me go...."


But Spencer didn't answer, and she felt his hands grab her slender waist 
again, and the strength of his powerful arms draw her tightly against him, 
his one hand moving down to encompass the full, rounded spheres of her 
buttocks while the other one lumped against the small of her back. She felt 
the blood rushing to her cheeks in the shame of his coarse hand moving 
intimately over her tensed and fear-stricken body.


"S-stop! Stop it, do you hear? I'll scream for help!" she tried desperately.


"You little bitch! You make one sound, and I'll beat you within an inch of 
your life!" he spat at her in warning, clutching the soft resilient flesh of 
one buttock in his hand brutally. "Understand?"


"Oh ... oh, my God!" she whimpered, her sickened, pain-filled and horrified 
brain racing madly in frantic circles. He's crazy ... crazy ... what am I 
going to do?


Once more, she struggled in his arms, trying to free herself, but she was 
helpless against his might, and slowly he lowered his head until his wet, 
bloodless lips completely smothered her soft, trembling mouth, his tongue 
smashing lustfully between her lips and against her small, white teeth. He 
held her close, his big hands hot and moving as they pressed into the round, 
full flesh of her buttocks to force her pelvis tighter against him, his 
height playing the throbbing bulge of his cock hard against the softness of 
her belly, and an unreasonable and uncontrollable tremor rippled over her.


Something ... something absolutely impossible was happening inside her! She 
was actually experiencing wild little sensations of excitement to contrast 
those of shame and helplessness at his lewd assault on her defenseless body 
... and although she was desperately resisting him, her mouth gave way to 
the rape of his tongue, and she sensed herself going limp against him as he 
forced her back down on the floor, his big hands covering her full uptilted 
breasts now through the material of her dress, sending further unbelievably 
lewd fermentations spiraling through her still resisting body.


"Oh ... oh ... no ... no! Stop!" Marge groaned as he lifted his head to grin 
evilly down at her.


"Getting to you now, Marge?" Spencer hissed, his hands roving over her 
exploringly.


NO! It was impossible! Her body wouldn't ... couldn't betray her again! But 
it was ... incredible. She was coming alive with overpowering, impossible 
sensations. His hands, his tongue, his body had kindled her aflame with 
desire almost immediately. My God! She had to gain a hold on herself! What 
was happening to her ... was she that sick?


Then his huge hands were on the satiny, naked flesh of her leg ... moving 
upward ... upward to her thigh ... the soft, warm flesh of her inner thigh 
... and God Almighty! She wanted it there! Oh God ... Noooo...!


Spencer stared down at where she lay stretched out beneath him while his 
hands smoothed up the silken flesh of her trembling thigh, moving higher 
with each stroke until he let them brush to the very peak of the delightful 
juncture, instigating the sensation of contact as they pressed gently 
through her nylon panties against the golden hair covered lips of her 
panting pink-slitted little pussy. Marge groaned and jerked to the slight 
pressured touch against her tingling genitals, her brain desperately 
fighting to seize control from her rapidly overpowering physical senses. Oh, 
Lord, what had come over her? Oh ... somehow ... somehow she had to end this 
horrible teasing she was allowing her body to be submitted to!


"No! No! You've got to stop this ... I can't do this again ... don't you 
see?" she cried, rolling her head back and forth, her eyes squeezed tightly 
closed in her shame. "Damn you, stop, I say! I'll kill you! I'll kill you 
for this...!"


Oh God! Her mind was a whirlpool of confusion. If only she could think 
straight! Maybe if she played along a little ... Yes! Yes! She must play 
along ... humor him ... at least, that would make it easier ... Yes, that 
was it ... play along ... humor him....


"I could just eat you up, my beautiful little Venus," Spencer 
half-whispered. "You know that?" he went on, interrupting her thoughts as he 
gently lowered her panties down her smooth thighs and off her legs, brushing 
her hair-covered vaginal lips as he did.


Then it happened! She felt his thick long finger tracing the thick, 
pink-furrowed line of her nakedly exposed cunt, and she writhed and squirmed 
beneath it uncontrollably. Her hands caught at his powerful shoulders, their 
lacquered nails gouging into the muscular flesh through his clothing. A 
quick moment of disbelief swept her up at her own response, even as the 
prurient spasms of unwanted desire raced through her loins and belly while 
slowly he parted the wisps of soft sparse pubic hair and wormed his middle 
finger exploringly between her warm vaginal lips ... at last worming it 
deeper and deeper up into her moist, excited channel, sending shocks of 
insane delight soaring through her.


"Oh ... ooohhh ... no ... no...." she whimpered brokenly in mounting 
passion. "Please stop ... don't...."


The aroused young woman tossed her head and whined throatily in her 
emotional torment and inexplicable craving, a stimulating shock playing 
along the smoothly exposed flesh of her legs, and she twitched and squirmed 
her buttocks down onto the floor, her whimpers changing into an incessant 
series of helpless groans as Spencer's fingers taunted the sensitive pussy 
slit up between her thighs, gently thrusting and probing into it, parting 
the silken pubic hair and making a sudden electrifying contact with the tiny 
throbbing center of the undesired passion that had swept over her. It lewdly 
saturated her whole being, and she bit at her lips to hold back the moan of 
sheer, mindless bliss mounting ecstatically in her sensuously quivering 
breasts.


Oh ... oh ... it was so wicked and evil ... terribly, terribly wrong! Ohhh 
... she had to stop him from doing these forbidden, lascivious things to her 
... while there was still time ... but now? How?


And then momentarily, she tried to struggle against him, but he held her as 
if she were a child, snickering triumphantly down into her beautiful 
shame-contorted face. She again relaxed her struggling, the incredible 
horror of her complete helplessness ... of the entire situation ... slowly 
but indelibly impressing itself upon her mind. Dear God! She was hopelessly 
trapped! There was nothing she could do but lie there in defenseless 
subjugation while this demented man lewdly felt and explored her soft secret 
body at will ... taking any and all indecent liberties with her that he 
pleased. There was absolutely no way she could stop him....


Marge couldn't catch her breath. She tried to speak, but her words stuck in 
her throat, the sensual shock of his fingers teasing obscenely around her 
hotly quivering clitoris causing her to writhe her buttocks around on the 
floor in a vain effort to escape the frenzied spasms of desire coursing 
madly over her soft, vibrant flesh.


"Oh ... oh," she moaned helplessly while he continued his clitoral teasing, 
at last pausing to draw an answer from her.


"Well ... am I right, Marge? You want me to fuck you? Would you care to beg 
for it now?"


The helpless woman didn't answer, only closed her eyes as he raised her up, 
assisting him subconsciously as he began to strip her completely naked; then 
she felt the cool rush of air against her throbbing breasts with their hard, 
distended pink nipples as they became completely exposed to him ... and his 
sharp intake of breath, his big hand clutching them hotly ... kneading, 
squeezing, rolling the nipples painfully between his fingers until finally 
his warm, wet mouth encompassed one, his tongue flicking and worrying the 
tiny nipple maddeningly ... and then the other in the same manner, the hot, 
wet tongue at last trailing down through the deep narrow valley that 
separated them ... her stomach muscles tensing as it slithered down her, 
dipping momentarily into her navel ... taunting it while his hands continued 
to caress and stroke her aching breasts....


Then she moaned as his hands left her breasts and began to tear at his own 
clothes, practically ripping them from his body until he was completely 
naked beside her.


"Hey, little Venus ... open those beautiful eyes and see how it looks to 
you."


Marge did, agonizingly ... and she saw him kneeling up between her legs that 
he had forcibly and obscenely spread open to him, his face twisted in a lewd 
grin, and she let her eyes trail downward over his muscularly powerful torso 
to the thick, hardened penis standing out from his lean loins. Her eyes 
began to widen in mounting terror and fear stricken disbelief while his 
licentious smirk broadened, and his hands lustfully stroked the heavy 
uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over the hard, blood-engorged head.


"A beautiful creation, is it not?" he taunted insanely. "A worthy sacrifice 
for the tight little temple of your cunt, I think!"


Marge hardly heard his obscene words; she was more shocked with the sight of 
his huge, already pulsating organ, icing her inside to the point of almost 
destroying any erotic sensations that had possessed her. Yet, she couldn't 
help but gape at the massiveness of his penis ... its length and thickness 
causing her to stare in awe ... while the sight of her own naked, obscenely 
spread open thighs filled her with miserable, degrading shame as once more 
the helplessness of her situation dwelled in her fogged brain; then it 
further registered that he was sadistically enjoyed this almost brutal 
debauchery he was subjecting her to, the gleam in his eyes bordering on 
sexual madness.


Still, she stared, her eyes seemingly fixed on the inhuman-sized, fleshy 
instrument he was still holding and stroking. Its thickness was terrorizing! 
Good God...! No woman could take it!


He laughed obscenely. "Bigger than Larry's, Marge?"


Marge tore her eyes away from the massive penis, rolling her head to one 
side as he watched with salacious delight the horrified expression of fear 
that contorted her face.


He dropped his weight upon her, forcing the breath from her soft white body 
with a gasp, the hardness of his hugely pulsating cock crushing into the 
tender flesh of her belly, his thick hands once more squeezing her full, 
firmly shaped breasts so viciously that she cried out with the pain. And 
then suddenly, his mouth was smothering hers, his tongue plunging deep into 
her throat in his mounting lust.


"You hot fucking little cunt!" he hissed, his voice once again hard, "I'm 
going to make you beg me to fuck you before I'm finished. Yeah ... you're 
going to beg me to bury my cock in that snobbish little cunt hole of yours 
... so fucking deep you'll taste it!"


The terrified woman said nothing, only tried to deafen her ears to his 
abuse. He was sick! Sick! And then, he was moving down her body ... 
slithering downward ... down ... until his face was even with her loins, 
mere inches above them, and the repugnant shock of what he intended to do 
caused her to recoil in utter horror.


"Wh-what are you...? My God! No! Oh no ... no, please! You can't ... not 
that! Stop, you can't!" she half screamed as he placed his palm against the 
soft inner sides of her thighs, pressing them apart even more open to his 
lust-inflamed eyes. She moaned aloud, raising her head to stare down between 
her roundly upthrust breasts and see him, mouth open, tongue out, poised 
between her widespread legs. "Oh ... oh no, please ... I beg you ... don't 
do that to me...."


W-edged strategically between her soft white thighs, their warm inner flesh 
pressing against him, Spencer gazed greedily at the tight pink cuntal slit 
fringed enticingly with its flaxen hair, eyeing the two tiny glistening 
pearls of moisture that dampened the little tongue-like pink petals peeking 
out at him from the thin, vertical mouth; and as she lay seemingly rooted to 
the floor beneath her, eyes pleading, humiliation nearly complete, she 
watched petrified as with deliberately slow and decisive movements, he 
placed his thumbs delicately on the sensitive fleshy lips of her cunt, 
spreading the soft pubic curls, and the pussy folds parted, almost 
gluttonously, flowering open the moist, coral flesh to his desire-filled 
sight.


In utter degradation, Marge felt the hot wisps of his rapid breathing taunt 
her sensitive vaginal flesh, and she moaned in shame, her head still 
upright, her eyes almost refusing to acknowledge the lewd scene they were 
beholding. Then, abruptly, her own breath nearly choked her as she watched 
his face lower into the trembling "vee" of her naked vaginal slit ... and 
felt the full length of his long, hot tongue slip wetly up into her shocked 
and quivering pussy.


Her lovely, soft, naked body recoiled through reflex, jerking convulsively, 
a loud whimper bursting from her lungs while her buttocks ground vainly 
downwards in her useless effort to evade the obscene outrage he was 
committing upon her defensively trapped genitals. Her stomach lurched and 
churned in spasmodic confusion, and she moaned loathingly while his tongue 
slithered in and out of her hopelessly exposed cunt in warped animal-like 
frenzy.


"Oooooh ... Ooohhhh ... stop! Don't ... please ... oohhhhhh!" she groaned 
incessantly in her debasing degradation, her head beginning to flail from 
side to side as she held it raised in humiliated, shameful horror, gaping in 
disbelief at his obscene licking down between her widespread thighs. It 
wasn't happening! It couldn't be! A horrible and lewd nightmare ... that was 
all! She tried to reason it away, but his tongue reassured her as it raced 
in a liquid torrent up into her unwanting ... yet rapidly dilating cunt.


"Ohhhhh! God ... God ... stop! My God! You can't do this to me! Please ... 
please ... stop it!" she hissed between tightly clenched teeth in her horror 
while at the same time tiny unwanted spasms of lewd delight were coming 
alive within her whole being from his demented and depraved tonguing of her 
moistly palpitating cuntal slit.


His lips probed and explored until he found the erectly pulsating button of 
her clitoris. He heard her gasping moan of agonized pleasure as he sucked 
the tiny, throbbing pleasure bud between his teeth and clutching it tightly, 
laved his tongue over and around it in a series of rapidly increasing 
circles until eventually he opened his lust-hungry mouth wider and sent his 
tongue downward, back through the velvet moistened slit to the hot, 
throbbing opening of her vaginal channel.


Marge realized that she could hardly control herself any longer, that the 
erotic sensations had reached beyond her physical or mental powers of 
counteraction. She had become overwhelmingly enraptured with his lust-filled 
tonguing of her cunt ... her own brain had become a turmoil, and her feeble 
power to fight had so diminished that it was hardly even a memory. She 
suddenly found herself flailing her head wantonly from side to side as he 
orally fucked her, lashing and plunging his long hot tongue up into her 
receptive and now hotly clasping vagina while she listened as if from 
another world to her own mewling and whimpering sounds, and he continued to 
swirl and thrust his tongue into the warm velvety confines of her moist 
passion charged cunt.


Abruptly then, Spencer was raising her legs high, slipping his arms beneath 
them until they were w-edged underneath her thighs, pressing them 
relentlessly up until they draped over his broad shoulders; then he 
maneuvered his hand and wrist skillfully beneath the quivering white mounds 
of her buttocks, pulling them up to his mouth with captive authority.


Marge's whimpers of ungovernable, if involuntary, pleasure filled the room 
as he burrowed his hot tongue deeper and deeper into the simmering wet 
depths up between her thighs. She tossed about jerkily beneath him, and he 
watched her hands fight a losing battle with one another ... until suddenly 
they were clenching at his hair in desperation, lewdly struggling to pull 
him further and further into her loins.


Her whimpers became moans then outright cries of rapture as he continued to 
plunge his tongue deep into the searing depths of her delighted cunt.


What little control she had managed to exercise had disappeared. Now her 
buttocks were jerking and convulsing of their own accord beneath his lewdly 
thrusting tongue that was shooting erotic jolts of never-before-known 
sensation through her unfulfilled body. She felt his tongue flick from her 
vagina downward toward the secret, tiny, puckered little hole of her anus! 
She wanted to scream ... but instead, she moaned in erotic bliss as the 
sudden, wet, seething contact of his pleasure-giving tongue with the 
forbidden, sensitive opening. She closed her eyes and licked at her lips in 
sensual enchantment.


"Oh ... ooohhh ... ooohhhh," she chanted ecstatically. "Y-you ... filthy ... 
filthy ... ooohhh! No...." she moaned, even as she rolled her hips and tried 
in helpless abandon to screw her tormented cunt back up onto his stiff 
probing tongue.


"Oh ... ohhh! My God!" she coughed, dropping her head back and letting it 
flail from side to side, her helplessness and debasement still actively 
strong within her, even as her buttocks jerked and writhed at the delicious 
sensation racing wildly through her whole body. "Ooohhh...." she gasped 
further, again raising her head to gape down at his evilly distorted face 
licking so hotly between her upraised thighs.


"Please ... oh, please stop ... Don't ... don't!" she begged, the horrifying 
realization dawning upon her that the words tumbling from her lips were 
false ... for she did not want them to stop!


And he licked on at her openly spread loins while her soft white body 
trembled and spasmed uncontrollably beneath the overpowering assault at the 
raw nerve ends of her pulsating cunt; her clenched teeth, fists and 
determination could no longer do anything to hold back the wanton throes of 
sensual bliss that had seized complete domination over her. There was no 
fight left in her ... he was bringing her intense rapture, the likes of 
which she had never before dreamed! Her voluptuously sensitive body had 
secretly cried out too long for fulfillment!


"Ooooh ... OOOHHH, dear God! Y-Yes ... yes ... do it! Do it! Lick my cunt!


Suck it ... please! Do things to me ... oohhh!" she moaned lewdly, her 
shamelessly aroused flesh quivering and twitching beneath his long, hot 
tongue. She raised her hips to him, her wet squirming loins submitting in 
complete servitude. Her hands clutched at his hair as she cried out from the 
very depths of her soul, all else but the bliss of the moment finally 
obliterated from her mind as she tried to pull his face in tighter to the 
throbbing widespread hole between her legs while the near-insane delight of 
lust-filled enchantment captured complete charge over her.


Spencer raised his head quickly from her burning loins and hissed at her 
sadistically, "Are you begging me, Venus, are you begging me now?"


"Yes ... please ... suck me ... make me cum ... I'm almost theerree...."


Spencer laughed cruelly and threw his mouth once more around her pulsating 
cuntal lips, his own cock now so painfully hard he felt like he would burst 
at any moment and spew his white-hot load all over the oak floor. Goddamn, 
he thought to himself wildly, I'm going to make this little bitch cum just 
by sucking her, and then I'm going to ram my cock in her mouth until she 
chokes!! If only there was time! He already felt his sperm-bloated balls 
beginning to rumble with the aching of his own imminent release.


Suddenly, he felt Marge thrust her fiery loins hard up against his lewdly 
working face as she arched her back high off the floor in unbearable 
ecstasy.


"Ooohhh ... Goodd ... it's heerrree ... I'm cumming ... God in heaven ... 
I'm cummiinnggg ... Aaagghh...."


Marge's thrashing legs wrapped themselves tightly around Spencer's 
passionately bobbing head as a mind-shattering burst of sensation swept over 
her passionately tensed body like a crashing tidal wave, sweeping her 
consciousness before it with the unbelievable force of its coming. Her hands 
wound in his long hair and pulled his mouth up tightly against her wildly 
thrashing cunt, almost drowning him in the sudden flow of female moisture 
that gushed from her vaginal cavity out around his lips and chin.


Quickly, he raised himself from between her legs and swung his throbbing 
aching cock over her tossing head, thrusting it in one motion down into her 
contorted face.


"Take it, Venus, take it in your mouth and suck! Suck hard!"


Her mind completely gone with the force of her passion, Marge could only 
focus her eyes on the beautiful shaft of flesh peering down at her from the 
darkness of Spencer's pubic hair. Hungrily, without thinking, she grasped 
the massive pillar and brought it with a rush into her awaiting mouth and 
sucked it wildly in time with the jerking convulsions of her own going on 
climax. She felt Spencer thrusting himself brutally down onto her face, 
once, twice, five times, and then before she realized what was happening, 
her mouth was filled with his hot, burning cum, choking her, forcing her to 
swallow wildly in an attempt to keep up with his insanely spewing cock.


Above her, Spencer rolled his eyes triumphantly toward the ceiling, his 
hands wrapped in Marge's hair, his mind a total blank except for the 
unbelievable sensation of emptying his whole body into the wetly sucking 
mouth of the defenseless young woman skewered so obscenely beneath his 
plunging cock. He felt wave after wave of boiling cum flow out of him, 
convulsing his aching loins mercilessly, making his whole body shudder as 
though his sperm were being squeezed out of his bloated balls by some 
overpowering suction device. And then, after jerking his rapidly deflating 
penis a few more times into Marge's now-passive mouth, he rolled off her 
onto his back and closed his eyes, sighing with pleasure.


As soon as he was off her, Marge rolled away from him and jumped to her feet 
in panic, grabbed her dress and threw it on her trembling body. Her own 
fantastic climax was already forgotten as she realized what Spencer had done 
to her. The ultimate degradation! Oh God, she had had his ... thing ... in 
her own mouth and even sucked it, and now her stomach was full of the lewd 
hot sperm he had loosed into the back of her throat! Marge's brain reeled in 
total shame and revulsion. There was nothing worse than that! Nothing! 
Except for the lingering taste of his seed on her tongue, she might have 
thought it was just a terrible nightmare. But it wasn't a nightmare-it was 
true! And it had happened to her! She felt shamefully used and debased 
beyond belief, whorish to the very depths of her soul and knew that she 
could never again feel so completely debauched as she did at that moment.


She stared down in horror at the man lying on the floor below her, his face 
smiling up at her as though they were two lovers having just given 
themselves to one another. But Marge knew that what she had just done, what 
Spencer had just done to her was as far from love as night is from day. And 
yet she didn't hate him-she couldn't hate him because he was obviously a 
sick, sick man. And so as she stood there, her eyes wide with revulsion at 
what she had done, all her hate was turned in on her own soul with 
relentless force.


She had turned and stumbled toward the door. She didn't even hear Spencer 
calling to her as she threw open the door and ran outside, tripping on the 
step and falling headlong onto the ground. She picked herself up 
hysterically and forced her unwilling legs to carry her away, desperately, 
hopelessly seeking a haven where she could rest her tired body and forget 
the shame that coursed through her whole being.


As she ran up the path away from Spencer's cabin, there was only one thought 
in her churning mind. Laura, you've got to help me ... please, God ... I'm 
sick! I'm sick ... help me....


CHAPTER SIX


Laura Morgan made her way slowly along the steep grade of the path leading 
from the Chapel down the hill to the Village. Her face was dirty, caked with 
dust that had mingled with her tears and left dry little rivers running down 
her soft cheeks. Her beautifully white body was scratched and bruised from 
the lashings of tree branches and undergrowth that had torn at her 
completely naked body as she had run hysterically from Spencer's cabin after 
being completely humiliated at the hands of Spencer and her own boyfriend, 
Larry Webb. She had run blindly, unconsciously, for more than fifteen 
minutes that afternoon, tripping over hidden roots, falling, picking herself 
up only to fall once more, or to run headlong into a low hanging branch. 
Finally she had stopped, trembling like an animal at bay, gazing fearfully 
around as though she expected the trees themselves to come alive and advance 
on her sinisterly from all sides.


Then she had made her agonizing way up the hill to the Chapel, to the one 
place in this awful commune where she might find peace, might be able to 
think, and to reason out what had happened to her. She had been there for 
almost four hours, and was making her way back to her cabin now only because 
the cool night air had begun to chill her naked flesh, making her shiver and 
arousing her from the completely apathetic state she had fallen into.


Larry Webb, the boy she'd thought she loved, the boy she'd followed to this 
commune in order to find love and security of a kind her transient mother 
could never provide, had betrayed her so totally that Laura felt as though 
the ground had been torn from under her feet! He had permitted, even 
encouraged, Spencer to shove his long cock up into her while she was 
bringing Larry to a climax with her own mouth! The sight of the three of 
them writhing on Spencer's mattress impressed itself indelibly on Laura's 
tortured mind, as though she'd been simply a spectator in the cabin, 
watching three other people engage in the same disgusting perversion she 
herself had been a party to. She tried to rid herself of the terrible image, 
but it remained as fixed in her thoughts as a fully developed obscene 
photograph, which she didn't want to look at, but was forced to.


And the way Larry had talked-how he'd promised to fuck her again as soon as 
his cock was hard, right in front of the leering eyes of his friend, 
Spencer! Laura felt doubly betrayed, because Spencer, whom she supposed to 
be such a sensitive, kind man, had so inexplicably metamorphosized into a 
lusting, animalistic monster, taking her mercilessly as though she were 
nothing more than a piece of meat hung up for sale in someone's filthy, 
fly-ridden butcher shop. The whole experience had shattered Laura's ego and 
self-respect almost totally, making her doubt all things because her 
deep-felt love for Larry Webb had proven to be such a disastrous delusion.


And so she walked slowly down the hill, her lovely blonde hair snarled and 
tangled with bits of grass and leaves, her eyes dry now and reddened, her 
bruised body bowed and slumped over pitifully as she walked. She skirted the 
clearing of the Village by a hundred yards, not wanting to meet anyone else 
from the commune with their questions and their peering eyes. Her thoughts 
now, as she walked, were centered strangely enough on only one thing, and 
that was her mother ... her mother as she had been so long ago when Laura 
would come home from school bleeding from a schoolyard fight ... her mother 
when Laura had rushed into the house from her first date in tears because 
the boy had brought her home an hour early ... her mother as she had always 
held and comforted her daughter in the warm, loving embrace of her soothing 
arms.


Laura realized now that she'd been completely wrong about what had happened 
this afternoon. It was obvious to her that Larry had instigated the whole 
sordid affair, and that her mother had been completely blameless. Laura 
chastised herself mercilessly for the words she had flung at her mother so 
hysterically that afternoon by the Pool, and knew that those words must have 
hurt Marge terribly, especially because she had been innocent and the 
violence of Laura's attack was undeserved.


Laura finally made her way down through the trees surrounding her own cabin, 
and saw a dim light shining through the closed window. With a shiver of 
excitement and longing, she realized that it must be her daughter, waiting 
for her, still believing her daughter had meant all those things she'd said 
to her. Laura's overpowering love for her mother coursed through her almost 
violently as she suddenly knew that her love for her mother was the only 
thing remaining to her amid the shattered ruins of her world, and that no 
matter what happened, she must cling to that love as the only stable thing 
in her disordered life!


With a cry, she rushed up to the cabin, and flung open the door, and then 
stopped with a start, inside. Her mother lay sobbing on Laura's cot, 
completely naked, her dress thrown in a corner of the room, her eyes red and 
swollen as she turned quickly to see her daughter standing in the doorway.


"Oh God, Laura, what ... what happened to you?"


Laura was suddenly aware of the impression she must be making, her own naked 
body standing motionless in the doorway, scratched and bruised from her wild 
flight, and rushed to her mother with a cry of shame.


"Oh Mother, I'm wicked! You were right ... Larry is a monster, horrible ... 
I don't know how I never saw it ... Can you ever forgive me for what I said 
to you?"


Marge opened her arms to her daughter, and Laura melted into them like she 
had so many times before.


"Laura. I ... I don't understand ... what happened?"


"I can't ... I can't talk about it ... "


"You must, dear, you must," Marge said soothingly. "You have to get it out 
of you."


Laura raised her head to her mother's and saw the concern and love there, 
and gained the courage to tell her mother what had happened. She described 
her horrible session with Larry and Spencer, from the time she left her 
mother by the Pool until she ran off into the woods. As she did, Marge 
hugged her daughter tenderly to her breast, her heart going out to her in 
compassion as she realized that they'd both been the innocent victims of the 
same, sinister man.


Her hands caressed her child's soft back and shoulders and Laura moaned out 
her story, and Marge hugged her instinctively, smelling the young, sweet 
hair and feeling her daughter's firm, round breasts against her own swelling 
mounds, nipples against nipples. Her own eyes b-rimmed with sympathetic 
responsiveness, and she was at a loss to know what exactly to say.


"I'm not fit to live," Laura concluded, tears in her eyes.


"Yes, you are, darling," her mother cooed. "You're the best girl a mother 
could ever want and ... nothing you've done could make you unfit ... 
nothing. "


"You ... you really mean that, Mother?" Laura whimpered.


"Laura, I love you more than anything in the world, and when I thought I'd 
lost you today, I wanted to kill myself. You're my light, my life...."


"But I've been so bad, so sinful!"


"I've ... I've had to think a lot about sins, dear," Marge said ruefully, 
tenderly kissing the tear-stained cheek nearest her, still running her hands 
over Laura's soft warm back. "I've had to somehow come to terms with myself, 
too, you know. I'm ... I'm like you said, unworthy of being called a mother. 
I let you down so badly...."


And with the tears beginning to well up in her own eyes, Marge forced 
herself to tell Laura the terrible tale of her experience with Spencer that 
evening, leaving out nothing, desperate to cleanse herself, to confess to 
her daughter as Laura had done to her. And when she finished, both mother 
and daughter were crying, locked in each other's arms as though they were 
trying to find in each other the answer to their own doubts and fears. They 
lay on the cot for a long while, silent and rocking together in mutual love, 
rebuilding the faith and trust they had had for one another over the years. 
The minds of both were whirling with private thoughts of guilt and remorse, 
which only served to cement their common bond further. Finally Laura was 
able to stop crying, and she blinked and drew away from her mother just 
enough to wipe her swollen, red-rimmed eyes with the back of her hand.


"M-mother, can I talk to you?" she asked in a soft whisper.


"Of course, Laura!"


"I mean really talk, mother. I ... I don't think that I've been mature 
enough before for us to do that, but after what's happened to both of us, 
maybe we can be closer than just mother and daughter."


Marge stared at her lovely daughter, into the other's pain-flecked eyes, and 
decided the time had come for her to drop all the barriers, be honest and 
frank. She had no moral righteousness to preach anyway, not after this 
evening, and she vowed to open herself up to her daughter completely. In a 
strange way, all the hurt and fear she had gone through were beginning to 
turn out for the better, she thought, and as she looked at her daughter, she 
seemed to feel calmer and more loving than ever before. Unified. In perfect 
communication now, she and Laura would find a way together without false 
barriers or hidden questions.


"Darling child," she said contritely, "after what you walked out on this 
afternoon, with me fucking-" she swallowed at the word, but managed to say 
it, "-fucking with your boyfriend-"


"He's not my boyfriend," Laura spat vindictively.


"Larry, then. Well, I don't feel in any position to give advice. I am just 
overwhelmed with your willingness to consider me an equal, a friend." She 
gazed at her daughter's angelic face, so similar to her own.


"No, Mother, no, I must have your advice. I ... I'm so confused and 
miserable. And you've had so many other men...."


"Oh no, Laura, you're mistaken! I haven't at all! In fact," Marge blushed 
slightly, at the intimacy of her revelation, "I haven't ever even slept with 
a man except ... except your father ... ,until today."


Laura's eyes grew wide with amazement.


"Mother, you're kidding! Really?"


Marge smiled ruefully.


"Yes, it's the truth. Oh, I had some friends, some men after Bruce and I 
were divorced, but ... but I never let it go very far."


"But why?" Laura asked in disbelief. "That's more than fifteen years ago! I 
didn't think it was possible! How could you go so long without being loved?"


Marge drew her daughter to her, almost sadly.


"I was loved, dear ... I was loved by you." She lowered her eyes to Laura's 
naked body.


"And I guess ... I've never admitted it ... but I guess I was just scared 
... scared of giving myself after ... after your father."


"That must have been a pretty bad scene," Laura said compassionately, 
becoming aware for the first time of the tremendous burden her mother had 
carried for so long.


"It was...." Marge admitted. "It was more than bad. It was hell. Sometimes I 
almost went mad, crazy. I can see it now, and it was silly. It's all been a 
terribly neurotic, sinful waste. When I think of all those years...."


It was Laura's turn to comfort her mother, and she did so, taking Marge's 
trembling hand and pressing it to her smooth rounded breasts impulsively. 
"You mustn't think of that, Mother, you mustn't!"


"I can't help it though! Today Larry, Spencer, it's all come back to haunt 
me. I ... I've been without sex so long ... I mean real sex ... I just 
couldn't control myself today. I didn't want ... I tried to stop it, but 
then everything was too strong. The thought of having a man ... of being 
filled up inside again after all those years...."


Laura looked gently at her trembling mother, loving her more at this moment 
than ever before, feeling infinitely close to her simply because that 
artificial barrier between parent and child had in one tumultuous day been 
swept forever from between them. She felt she knew her mother better that 
day than she ever had before, but she knew that there was much, much more to 
learn.


"Mother, can I ask you a question?"


"Of course, dear," Marge said, drying her eyes, "Anything."


"I don't really know how to put this, but ... well, I couldn't imagine going 
so long without love ... I mean, well, sex, you know?" Laura was encouraged 
by Marge's nod of the head, and went on. "Well, if you never had any men, in 
all that time ... I mean ... how did you ... You must have gotten very 
frustrated."


Marge smiled almost wearily, hoping her daughter would never experience just 
how frustrated she'd gotten. She answered her daughter with a simple nod of 
the head.


"Well," Laura went on, "What did you do? I mean how did you handle it?" 
Laura watched as her mother's eyes turned away from her, and stared intently 
at some undefined point on the wall opposite them. She knew her mother was 
embarrassed by her question, but Laura had to know. It would bridge that 
last gap, and make her mother more human to her than anything else could.


"I'll tell you something, Mom," she said quietly, taking the first plunge, 
"when I used to come home from dates, and I'd been well, petting or necking 
or something, you know...." Laura looked at her mother and saw that she was 
listening, " ... sometimes I'd go up to my bedroom and I'd be so ... so 
frustrated, like you must have been, that I ... I would play with myself. 
And it would help, and most of the time I'd cum, too, and it would relax me. 
And I somehow always felt bad about it, but ... but I think now that ... 
that maybe you did that too, huh?"


There was a pause, and then Marge heard herself whispering, "I did ... I've 
done it before when I've gotten so hot I had to have relief."


"Did ... did you ever use a handle of a hairbrush or something like that?"


"Oh, never ... only my fingers." Dizzy with her confessions, Marge first 
stared at her hands as if seeing them for the first time, then down at her 
softly hair-covered vagina which had felt their touch so often.


Laura gazed with an electrifying intensity at the same soft pubic mound 
where her mother was looking ... and her breath caught in her lungs. She was 
unable to take her eyes off her mother's displayed sexuality, where she'd 
seen Larry's cock slide in and out, from which had spurted his overflowing 
sperm, and which now in her imaginings, she dreamed of fingers whipping back 
and forth, over and over....


She stared enamored for some unknown, unthinking reason, and though she had 
seen other nipples and breasts and vaginas of other girls, she'd never 
reacted this way before. It was because her mother was her own flesh and 
blood, and she was instinctively attracted to the womb which had produced 
her; there, so close that she could touch it, softly protected by the curve 
of one firm, soft thigh and the slightly puffy cuntal lips. Her own genitals 
began to tingle in response to her words and thoughts....


"I used to use that yellow hairbrush you gave me for Christmas when I was 
ten," Laura murmured in a fevered hush. "Then, when I was older, one of my 
friends showed me a vibrator, a round, candle-shaped one made of plastic and 
that ran on batteries. They're cheap, and when I used it, it reminded me of 
a man's cock...."


Marge swallowed hard, agitated by her daughter's immodest talk-of her own 
perverted admissions. She had always been so ashamed of having used her 
fingers to curtail the hunger of her unrequited sex drive-and the thought 
had never occurred to her to use anything else as a stimulus. Her stomach 
was a thousand butterflies, her breath seemed to grow harder to draw into 
her lungs, and she realized with a wrenching guilt feeling that as Laura 
talked about what she did with that vibrator, her hips were beginning to 
quiver and her breasts were actually throbbing in response to her own 
daughter's immoral practices...." I bought one at the drug store," Laura 
droned on mesmerically, lost in her memories and staring openly at her 
mother's now trembling vagina. "I'd sit on my bed in my room and read a text 
for homework, and when the urge hit me, I'd turn on the little vibrator and 
run it up and down the crotchband of my panties. I'd let it play there, 
buzzing and tickling like crazy until I couldn't stand it any longer, and 
then I'd push my panties aside with the tip of it and spread my legs on the 
bed and slide it up and down my open pussy. When I felt my orgasm nearly 
there, I'd throw the book aside and jam the round, smooth tip of the 
vibrator up inside my cunt as far as it would go ... and I'd squeeze it and 
squeeze it and squeeze it ... "


"Laura, don't...." Marge moaned, a deep wetness pervading her responding 
cunt, and little droplets of unwanted desire began to form on the golden 
pubic hair covering her slowly swelling vaginal lips. She groaned and 
inwardly fought off her sexual chemistry, clenching her inner thighs 
together. "Don't go on like that. You're only disturbing yourself."


The girl swung her gaze to her mother's face. "Are we bad for doing that? 
Tell me, mother ... are we wicked to masturbate?"


Marge had always considered herself so, but under the necessity of answering 
her daughter, she realized that the only thing wicked about masturbation was 
the guilt she had for so long attached to the act. "No, no, Laura. We're 
women, with women's drives and needs. We're only human."


Laura was sitting on the cot, now, and Marge focused her loving eyes on the 
curves of her daughter's lithe young body, its tiny, firm nipples and 
pear-shaped breasts, and the way her inner thighs were pressed around her 
vagina.


Wisps of yellow pubic hair, still soaked with dried male sperm, peeked from 
between her closed inner thighs, and as Marge looked at her daughter 
adoringly, she began to regard Laura not as a child any longer. She was a 
woman, having had men and received pleasure, and there was no use denying 
the fact that they both had committed the same immoral transgressions of the 
flesh. Their transgressions seemed to tie them together more closely, closer 
than just friends, for there were still the filial ties, and things were a 
little less terrifying for the two of them as together they smiled 
tentatively at each other.


Laura looked down and spread her legs. She looked past her tiny hardening 
nipples and white breasts to her pubic mound, with its thin pink slit and 
curly blonde hair. She placed a tentative finger at her cuntal valley, 
opening the coral smooth flesh to view.


"You're not revolted by me then?" she asked softly. "You're not just saying 
this to make me feel better, and all the while you're nauseated by the sight 
of me? You still love me ... after all this?"


"More, darling," Marge said fervently. "More than ever." She sat up and then 
got an idea, and quickly she padded across to a table in the corner of the 
cabin, and took a damp wash cloth from the side of a bowl of water Laura 
used to wash herself in the mornings. "Here," she said, coming back and 
lying on the cot. "Just to show you what I feel, I'll wash you off, just as 
if you were a baby again, needing changing."


"I'd like that, Mother," Laura said, and obediently stretched out on the 
coverlet. She looked down her body at her mother, and then up along her 
mother's firm, lithe body which lay stretched out on the cot alongside her, 
at the rounded beauty of her breasts and buttocks, and the way that her 
close, hair-covered cunt was tantalizing the smoldering fire in her belly. 
She stared at her mother's vagina, trembling, unable to stop the lewd 
thoughts in her head as she saw the hair-fringed, soft pink lips glint and 
the hint of her clitoris peek from its folds. God, my mother has a beautiful 
cunt ... I wonder if she thinks I've got a beautiful one too....


Marge smiled at her teenager's face and then looked down past the slender 
column of Laura's throat, across her smooth, tanned shoulders, down her 
sides and breasts, down to where her hips swelled from the slimness of her 
youthful waist. Marge drank in the loveliness of her creation, admired her 
child's naked belly and legs, and then turned her attention to Laura's 
velvet-smooth thighs, which for some reason were now slightly trembling 
under their dried coating of Spencer's hours old sperm.


"Open your thighs a little more, darling," Marge said, and found that her 
chest was suddenly constricted and her throat tight. An inexplicable 
sensation tickled Marge's stomach, as if she was anticipatorily excited by 
her daughter's cunt. She couldn't explain it, any more than she had been 
able to explain any of the other happenings of the last few hours, and could 
only try to clear her head of the unwanted stimulations. With a soft moaning 
hiss, Laura rolled her legs aside, and Marge gasped at the enticing sight of 
her tender pink vaginal slit with its fleshy lips a reddish color as if 
swelling with desire, and her blonde pubic hair matted with the dried juices 
of her most recent fucking.


Marge took a deep breath, trying to steady her nerves, and quiveringly, she 
raised the washcloth up to her daughter's wet, soft vaginal slit and stroked 
it back and forth.


"Ohhhh," Laura moaned, and spasmed suddenly from the delicious contact. 
Although she tried to stop herself from reacting openly to her mother's 
touches, telling herself that it was wrong, her cunt tingled with every 
cleansing stroke of the warm, rough-edged cloth.


Marge continued to brush her daughter's pubic hair and cunt tenderly with 
the damp cloth, drying the blonde curls, fluffing them, moving down one soft 
inner thigh and up the other. Intense stabs of desire radiated through 
Marge, and in half-revulsion, half-captivation, she took the cloth back to 
the moon-shaped buttocks and the barely mature long pink valley of her young 
daughter's cunt, and unable to resist, she began once more to stroke Laura's 
pubic hair and vaginal lips.


The girl shuddered and gasped for air, her pulsating legs spread still wider 
for her mother to touch, one leg bent in the air as Laura turned and arched 
her loins forward, as if she was enjoying the lewd contact. Marge could see 
the hairless, puckered mouth of her anal opening now, and shuddered 
reflexively. Something perverted, something more wrong and more degenerate 
than the acts she'd allowed to be done to her body before was beginning to 
take form in her belly ... She was becoming excited by her own daughter! She 
was actually attracted to the dainty pink flesh and nestling clitoris which 
had suddenly begun to become erect in the sweetly trembling folds!


Laura had always considered oral love between women as incredibly abhorrent, 
and had turned it down the few times she had been propositioned. But now, as 
inexorably passionate fingers touched her inflamed pubic lips and hair, and 
parted the soft, moist crevice to gently stroke the open slit up between her 
legs, the young teenager undulated her hips slightly and felt her pussy 
secrete more juices of desire. She gazed sideways wide-eyed at her mother's 
vagina beside her, at her enticing pink flesh and the honey dewed, sparkling 
droplets which Marge was unaware of having formed uncontrollably on her own 
soft skin. Laura breathed in the musky, female scent, quivered as she fought 
for control, and then unable to stop, reached out with one tentative, 
trembling finger and brushed it over the lower belly and inner thighs, 
circling the coral edges of her own mother's cunt. Her skin was so soft, so 
warm and satiny ... so good to touch....


"Laura!" her mother gasped with a groan. "What ... what are you doing?" She 
jerked, her body convulsing from the lancing touch. It was undeniably 
pleasurable, and an electric shock rippled through her from her child's 
softer, lighter feel ... She looked with agony at the sensitive pink flesh 
before her own burning eyes, at the golden triangle of her child's pubic 
curls and taut ruby lips and the way that even more of the delectable young 
cunt was flowering open as Laura widened her legs still more. The mother 
trembled and moaned from the salacious and unwelcome passions convulsing her 
belly and loins, for her daughter was still moving her fingers around her 
pussy, stroking like feathers, and Marge was unable to stop from arching her 
buttocks and letting one leg slowly rise and bend in response.


She fought it with all her might. "Stop, Laura ... stop before it's too late 
... Ohh, Laura, Laura ... enough, enough, no more!" she begged weakly, 
wretchedly aware that she couldn't stop the mounting sensuality which had 
overtaken them. But her pleas died in a strangled mixture of sob and sigh 
and her body pulsed as her mind cried out in fevered rejection.


Laura was beside herself now, and she extended her middle finger and ran it 
along the partially open slit of her mother's heated pussy, up and down, 
entranced by the way it slowly parted and made a slight sucking motion for 
more. She located the hard nub of her clitoris and tweaked it, rubbing it 
around and sliding her other fingers in the moistly throbbing mouth of her 
cunt, her mind a revolving whirlwind of dreams and passions, as if she was 
fingering herself.


Marge rolled her head from side to side, and in a futile gesture of anguish, 
mewled: "Oh God, Laura, you've got to stop! This is wrong!"


"Is it, Mother? Why? We love each other, don't we?"


"Yes, but-"


"If we love each other, and we want each other, then that's when we should 
enjoy sex ... It must be that way...."


"No, but we're...." She shuddered, choking, for Laura had slid her middle 
finger up inside her throbbing cunt and was teasingly massaging it around 
and around.


"Love me, Mother," Laura breathed urgently. "Take me in your arms and love 
me, for I'd rather be loved by you than by all the men who have loved me 
before...."


A tortured gasp erupted from the mother's throat, and unable to control 
herself any longer, she dipped her head forward and her hot breath blew 
searing flame into the open pink well of her daughter's vagina, and her 
tongue snaked out and made tingling contact with the girl's desire moistened 
cunt, and she heard her daughter gasp and shiver and cry for more ... more!


Marge kept telling herself that this was the most horrid of all perversions, 
and shame made her tighten her vagina against the invading fingers of 
Laura's wildly churning hand, but that only caused further lascivious 
delights to ravage her loins. Unable to control her inner desires for Marge 
wanted to love her daughter, and sex was a part of loving-she lashed out 
with her moist tongue and licked and kissed Laura everywhere-and Laura in 
turn parted her thighs and drew her one leg higher and outward so that her 
mother could have greater access to the seething secret flesh up between her 
thighs.


Her fingers still madly worming around, the young daughter let all thoughts 
of right and wrong, immorality or depravity sweep away as she clutched the 
excitedly quivering buttocks of her young mother with almost inhuman 
strength with her hand and tangled her lips and mouth in the curls of her 
pubic hair. She licked hot molten paths all the way along the cuntal lips, 
right down to her mother's tiny puckered anus, then back up again, to where 
she nipped the quivering clitoris with her sharp white teeth, smelled the 
beautiful bouquet of female aroma coming from her mother's heated loins, her 
own pussy aching with twin devils of mouthings and the excitement of her 
oft-repressed, secretly desired longings.


"Ohhhhhh," Marge moaned in a muffled voice. "Ohhhhhh." Ripples of vain 
resistance at what they were doing coursed through her, but all was 
overridden by the deep inundation of sensuality and passion. I can't do it 
to Laura ... not my own daughter ... Her head oscillated slavishly as she 
abandoned herself to lesbianism, to incestual lesbianism. Her body heaved 
and pumped against her teenage daughter's mouth, her thighs widening as she 
drew Laura's wetly glistening cunt closer to her face. Her mind swirled in 
the ambivalence of wanting and yet not wanting this lewd, incestuous 
carnality to stop.


What's possessed me ... possessed us both? Her confused, sex-starved mind 
queried. I'm on fire ... ohhh, this is wrong ... oohhhh ... but good ... The 
forces exerted on her flesh and her mind were too overwhelming to allow her 
to answer her own questions. After all the pain and suffering she had gone 
through, starting with the insidious buildup of years of frustrated neglect, 
and culminating in the shame and despair of that day. Her brain was more 
than willing to simply give up and allow passion and delight and total 
abandonment to her private desires dominate her actions.


Marge's head moved her mouth along her daughter's smooth, passion moist 
slit, orally fucking Laura harder and faster, sliding her hot, wet tongue 
far along the child's throbbing, hair fringed cunt and reveling in the 
unintelligible whimperings Laura made as she in turn swirled and flicked her 
lips and tongue around her mother's velvet soft folds of pulsatingly moist 
pussy flesh. She brought her hands around Laura's hips, pushing her thighs 
up until the youngster's saliva-drenched vagina was pressed tight and draped 
around her wetly slavering cheeks, and Marge spread her legs wide so that 
her daughter could cup her soft, white buttocks and thrust her young pink 
mouth deep, deep into the searing liquid depths of her open loins....


Neither of the two women undulating on the bed heard the soft, surreptitious 
entrance of the two shadowed figures who slipped quietly into the dim room. 
The two stood transfixed in utter, obscene awe at the lascivious sight 
before them.


Spencer sucked in his breath. "Jeezus! You said that they'd both be here 
when you saw the lights, Larry, but I never-"


"Shut up," hissed the fevered Larry Webb. He was astounded at seeing his 
girlfriend caught in the sexual fury of lesbianism. He stared incredulously, 
for not even in his most debauched imaginations had he ever dreamed up such 
a combination, and here it was, spread like a picnic before him! The sight 
of mother and daughter simultaneously absorbed in their writhing, undulating 
sucking of each other's cunts, at the golden pussy-hair and pink vaginal 
flesh and the way they both greedily clung with lips and mouths, licking and 
sliding their tongues wetly from their respectively hardened clitorises to 
the tender pink buds of their anuses, blew his mind.


The two men watched the obscenely slaving women buck and spasm their way to 
orgasm, heard the mewls and muffled moans of enrapturement, and the the 
sight of the lesbianic, incestual orgy brought their own boiling passions to 
a crest. They stood unnoticed in a dim corner of the cabin, their mouths 
open and almost drooling from the salacious sight before them. Larry had 
figured both Laura and Marge would get together back here in Laura's cabin, 
and he'd had no trouble convincing Spencer to come with him to the cabin and 
attempt to trick or coerce either the mother or the daughter or preferably 
both into games of sex. But neither had been prepared for the lewd display 
of uncontrolled sexual lust that was being performed right in front of them. 
Quickly, Larry moved to a small pile of blankets lying in the corner of the 
cabin, and unobtrusively spread two of them onto the floor. Amazingly, 
neither of the writhing, passion-crazed women on the cot heard or noticed 
him, so preoccupied were they with the forbidden pleasures of each other's 
wetly seeping cunts.


Then, with an easy motion, Larry peeled off his shirt, and dropped his pants 
from his muscular frame, motioning Spencer to do the same. With a grin, and 
hardly needing to be urged, Spencer complied, until the two hotly excited 
men stood side by side, their hotly aroused cocks jutting lewdly out in 
front of them, ready for action.


Spencer began to stroke his massive penis lightly, pulling she shaft skin 
back and forth and letting the fiery cum build in his testicles, while he 
watched the two nakedly churning women on the bed.


"Ohhhhh, I want the mother," he moaned, rocking on his heels. "Ohhhhh, I 
want those hot wild lips of hers on my cock again!"


Larry Webb flashed him a look, his eyes twin beacons of lust. He chuckled 
lewdly. "Take the mother, then. Me, I'm going to take Laura, and I'm going 
to take her a way she's never let me fuck her before! But she's got no 
choice this time! I'm going to fuck her in the ass!"


The two men couldn't wait any longer, and began to advance cautiously 
towards the straining, undulating female bodies on the cot in front of them.


CHAPTER SEVEN


Marge writhed and moaned on the cot from the delectable firebrand lickings 
of her moistly hot furrow, the gentle probings of her daughter's tongue and 
fingers in her sensitive vagina and anus. The feverish passion she had 
allowed to completely engulf her she returned double-fold, driving her 
tongue into the hotly clasping channel of Laura's cunt.


Laura strained her loins into her mother's mouth with all her strength. She 
mewled incoherently and wound her warm smooth thighs around the tongue which 
was being thrust so rapaciously into her. The velvet smooth lining of her 
vagina clasped obscenely back at her mother's mouth, squeezing her tongue 
tightly until she thought she would go insane. She was insane-with a madness 
of total surrender to the lure of the flesh. Her mind reveled in wickedness 
and she screwed her buttocks up tight against her mother's face, and her 
soft, hair covered skin and tiny naked anus were sending uninterrupted 
delights surging through her body.


Then, suddenly, Marge felt a pair of strong hands close tightly around her 
painfully hardened nipples, beginning to massage them with insistent 
forcefulness. Her irrational mind thought at first that they were Laura's 
hands, but then she realized that they were too big, too rough. Looking up, 
she gasped as she found herself staring into the lust contorted face of the 
grinning Spencer.


"Well, looks like we meet again, little Venus ... how nice."


Marge wrenched herself away from him back on the cot, moaning in utter 
mortification that he had seen her and Laura like this, shamelessly 
cavorting in lesbian ecstasy. Then she realized with a start that Spencer 
was not alone, and she recognized the naked form of Larry Webb bent over the 
suddenly inert body of her daughter.


"Keep away from her, you beast!" she cried, raising herself from the cot to 
strike Larry in the face as he hovered over her daughter. But, her hand was 
caught in mid-swing by the powerful vise-like grip of Spencer's huge hand, 
and he pulled her off the cot and onto the floor beside him.


"You like to hit people, Marge, and that's not nice," he cooed with a sickly 
sweet smile. "We come as lovers ... not fighters."


Marge moaned in pain as he gave her wrist a little twist to emphasize the 
irony of his statement, and she gave up trying to resist.


"Mother ... don't fight it! We don't have to fight it now! We have each 
other ... they can't do anything to hurt us anymore!"


Marge looked up to the cot, and saw her daughter's loving face gazing down 
at her fearfully, and she realized Laura was right. What could these two 
brutes do to them now? They had already been hurt and shamed completely, 
they couldn't be hurt anymore. Marge gazed with infinite love into her 
daughter's face, at her voluptuously formed young breasts and milk-white 
thighs, and realized that no matter what happened to them, they would always 
have each other.


"You're right, Laura. We mustn't fight. As long as we have each other, 
nothing else is important. We will survive this, like we have survived 
everything else in this terrible place, and when its all over, we will still 
have each other."


Laura looked down on her mother, still grasped by one wrist by the sadistic 
Spencer, and smiled angelically. The bond had been made! There were no 
longer any barriers between them; no longer any secrets, or questions. They 
were a unity-and that unity could survive any debasement these two 
sex-crazed fiends could subject them to.


"What's all this about fighting and surviving?" Larry Webb asked mockingly. 
"You girls seem to have the wrong idea about us. Why, we're not out to hurt 
anybody, are we Spencer?"


"No sirreee, Larry boy, we sure aren't." Spencer watched as Larry pulled 
Laura off the cot, so that they were all four now nakedly and salaciously 
displayed on the blankets covering the floor. "Love, baby, that's what it's 
all about ... lots of loving!"


"That's right," Larry laughed. "Marge ... you're going to suck Spencer's 
cock, and I'm going to fuck little Laura like she's never been fucked 
before! I'm going to fuck her in the ass!"


Marge felt sick inside, at the thought of again taking Spencer's thick shaft 
of male flesh into her mouth, and she could almost taste the lewd residue of 
the burning cum he had shot between her lips only a few hours before. But 
even more she was terrified for her daughter, of what Larry was going to do 
to her.


"No, not that ... you can't!"


"Don't worry, Mother ... I can take it...." Laura said bravely, secretly 
feeling a twinge of excitement through her already aroused loins at the 
prospect of this novel experience. And she leaned slowly over to her mother, 
once again grazing against her openly displayed cuntal lips as if in 
affirmation of that bond between them.


"That's right, Laura suck your mother off, while I get you ready for the 
greatest fuck of your life!" Larry said from behind her, and maneuvered 
Laura's body up over her mother's, who Spencer pushed down on her back on 
the blankets.


Laura knelt over her mother's quivering loins, her own naked ass-cheeks 
salaciously displayed to Larry Webb's lustful gaze. Then, suddenly, she felt 
an alien finger probing the tightly puckered opening which her mother had so 
beautifully kissed a moment ago. Her ex-boyfriend's middle finger prodded 
cruelly, making her wince and jerk forward a bit as he burrowed into her 
defenseless anus. Then suddenly his finger entered and it didn't hurt her 
the way she'd anticipated it would, but instead sent a new, surprising 
pleasure expelling through her loins. Larry moved his finger around in the 
tight but expanding hole, worming it lewdly in and out, ever widening her 
tiny rectum. Laura found herself wiggling her hips back against it, her 
mouth dipping at the same time into her mother's cunt in front of her.


Marge had, when pushed down, come to a semi-squatting position, her legs 
wide and her thighs spread so that she was sprawled with her pussy just 
under her daughter's mouth, and she propped herself up on her elbows, her 
head swimming, her loins stretched for all to see and lust after. She was 
too dazed, too horrified, too controlled by the forces of her unspent sex to 
fight off the unfolding events. All she could do was moan involuntarily as 
Larry parted her teenage daughter's trembling white buttocks and levered his 
middle finger into her tight virginal asshole, and then Laura was lowering 
her face to her openly palpitating cunt, and her daughter began to tongue 
the moist pink slit again, sending out acute tinglings shooting wildly 
through her, and her earlier cries were one long, abandoned moan as Laura 
lashed with her tongue and hotly teased her excitedly jumping clitoris. 
Marge could only writhe and churn helplessly with the delicious and lewd 
sucking in her vagina, for despite the abhorrence her mind and spirit had 
for this partnership in group orgy, she couldn't stop herself from loving 
the warm kissing of her daughter, and she moved up on the cot again to a 
better position, giving Laura greater access to her openly flowered 
genitals., "Mmmmmm!" her daughter moaned, slavering delightedly in the wetly 
seething cunt of her mother. She felt Larry remove his finger, the rubbery 
skin of her anus clinging softly to it, and then she quivered with 
anticipation, drawing her knees wider apart so that she could present him 
with the wider stretched mounds of her buttocks. And then the girl felt her 
ex-boyfriend move closer and blow hotly in between her thighs, teasing her 
with lewd anticipatory nuzzlings against her tight, hairless anal muscle, 
driving her wild ... then he pressed the smooth, rubbery tip of his cock 
into the tiny hairless channel, Laura felt his foreskin being stretched back 
against his long, thick shaft of flesh as it slowly wormed its way up into 
her rectum, past the tiny barrier of tightly clutching muscle.


"Aggg!" she screamed. "It hurts! You're too big! God Almighty, Larry, you're 
too big!"


"Push back and shut up, you little bitch!" the man commanded harshly.


God, I'm helpless! I can't move! Laura could barely think, but she knew that 
everywhere was pain and more pain, so she pushed back in hopes of 
alleviating some of the bursting pressure in her rectum. He was much too 
huge inside her, widening her buttocks until she thought she would split 
down the middle, right down her spinal column! The lust-hardened penis 
surged right up into her warm, rubbery depths, and finally all the way until 
she was sure it was lodged all the way up in her throat.


"Ohhhh, ohhh, ohhh," she gasped.


Larry Webb's own masochistic joy was almost unbearable as he watched his 
long, thick cock skewering lewdly up between the soft white moons of her 
buttocks, the pink edges wet with its own secretions. Spencer was 
momentarily entranced by the lascivious sight of Laura on her hands and 
knees, her small anus wrapped tightly around Larry's cock with several 
inches of it engorged in her rectum, her head and beautiful long blonde hair 
a mass of wild entanglement as she wildly sucked her own mother's cunt 
spread wide on the blanket before her.


Marge was totally absorbed in fascinated agony by the sight of this man 
sodomizing her only daughter on and on, and as she stared in subservient 
anguish at the lickings of her defenselessly widespread genitals, she was 
staggered by the forbidden pleasures she felt.


Laura was moaning her muffled cries of pain in a tone which left little 
doubt that she was beginning to enjoy it! Her hips were moving backwards of 
their own volition, meeting Larry's hard-thrusting penis willingly now. 
Marge continued to watch her humiliated young daughter undulate her buttocks 
in tiny lewd circles, and it was too much for her not to find it all 
horribly delightful-and weird thoughts grew in her mind, swamping her flesh 
and driving away the last vestiges of restraint. Fear, self-guilt, 
hatreds-they were all replaced by desire, desire that made her belly churn 
and stimulating waves of excitement pour over her, and her passions 
overflowed all bounds as she twisted in the evil grip of her sexual agony, 
writhing and arching so as not to break with the open mouth glued hotly to 
her ravaged cunt, while Laura's flicking tongue played wantonly over her 
clitoris and vagina.


"Ahhhhh!" Laura groaned with each inch of throbbing male flesh was forced 
into her hot rubbery rear passage from behind. "Aggghhh!" she screamed as 
she thought how beautiful, how wonderful the pain was. I'm being punished! 
Yes! I'm being punished the only way I can be! She ground her buttocks back 
and the huge penis burrowed its relentless way right up into her unstretched 
rectum. There! All the way! She could feel Larry's pubic hair against her 
white, fleshy, buttocks and she knew that she'd taken all of his cock in her 
anus. Oh God! It's so wonderfully terrible! The blunt intrusion of his 
thickly swollen cock vibrated through every sinew of her, and the soft 
spongy flesh of her widely stretched anal passage was excruciating in the 
pleasure-pain that filled her ceaselessly. She took one hand away from her 
mother's wide splayed thighs, hungry for more, and pressed it into the 
throbbing golden mass of her own pubic hair and thrust her middle finger far 
up into the opened wet slit of her cunt, feeling Larry's sperm filled balls 
batter the back of her hand; she groaned with her breath caught in her 
throat at the added sensation, feeling his massive cock through the thin 
wall separating her vagina and rectum. She slipped her finger in and out of 
her aching young pussy as she raised and lowered her hips, the fire in her 
loins increasing and her cunt demanding more than just one finger. She 
inserted two, and then three, cramming them up into her seething wet vagina 
in rhythm with the huge, lust-engorged penis that was fucking her tortured 
anus relentlessly.


Marge's young teenage daughter was delirious with delight. She was 
finger-fucking herself while Larry's wonderful cock drove with animalistic 
fire hard up between her cruelly split ass-cheeks, and she was completely 
and hopelessly impaled, her breasts throbbing like his lewdly slapping 
balls. She moved her head from between her mother's open thighs for an 
instant, looking down between her obscenely dancing breasts and beyond her 
belly to where her fingers were absorbed deep in her hungrily sucking cunt, 
and then the pretty young girl swept downward again, flicking her tongue 
several times against her mother's clitoris, then downward still more to the 
joyfully offered opening of her hair-covered vagina, plunging far enough in 
to feel the rippled walls of hot flesh which had once been stretched with 
herself when she was born, and she taunted the satin-smooth valley down 
between her mother's milk-white thighs with salacious delight. Oh ... this 
is wonderful ... the taste of my mothers cunt ... I love it! I love her....


Marge chanted with her mind out of control now. "Ohhh! Ohhh!" she moaned, 
but while her sane mind rebelled at being sucked by her daughter while 
watching Laura being fucked in the ass by Larry Webb, she couldn't even 
consider stopping the loving caresses and warm kisses. Her cunt flowered 
open wider and wider and her hotly seeping moisture increased with each 
further second that her daughter's voraciously sucking lips moved around, in 
and up her vaginal orifice, and warm trickles of saliva and female moisture 
ran unhindered down her softly quivering thighs as she ground her hips 
upwards into Laura's madly slavering mouth. She had never known anything so 
soft and wonderful in her life! Her body, lithe and firm and warmly pink 
with blood pumping desire, shook from the assault on her senses and 
genitals; she had lain dormant too long, and the shock of sexual abandonment 
and the acceptance of her own young daughter as her lover forever ruptured 
her past. Gone were the frustrated days that now seemed so unreal and far 
away, the reality of the present encompassing her mind and taking her to 
another existence of pure ecstasy, which she wholeheartedly accepted.


Spencer could no longer take the lust-inciting scene of Laura sucking her 
mother's cunt while his friend fucked the girl demonically from behind. He 
straddled the mother, making Marge balance herself by placing her hands 
behind her and almost sitting up, her thighs split wide and her legs bent 
for more of her daughter's lewd suckings. He placed his hand behind Marge's 
head and pushed her toward his lust-hardened penis, rubbing it around her 
lips, making her mouth wet with his excited male secretions. She mumbled in 
refusal and tried to shake away, but he held her so tightly she couldn't 
move, and then with his other hand he forced open her mouth; she clenched 
her teeth, but Spencer wasn't to be denied, and increasing the pressure and 
arching his muscled buttocks, he crushed his thick cock against the soft, 
moist lips and into the warm wet cavern of her hollowing cheeks.


Marge closed her eyes, feeling numb and in a dazed trance, the strange man's 
hairs at the base of his penis rubbing her chin and lips. His hands held her 
in a vise-like grip, and he started sliding his demanding cock slowly in and 
out; she could feel its rubbery cock-head along the ridges of the roof of 
her mouth, and the long sperm-filled ridge running beneath the length of his 
fleshy shaft slip along her tongue. She heard Spencer command harshly:


"Suck, you damned bitch! Suck hard!"


She did, her lips slowly beginning to nibble at his thickly thrusting penis, 
and though she coughed and sputtered at first, she accustomed herself to his 
perverted invasion, and tried not to think of what she was doing. His 
bloated testicles bounced against her chin, and her nostrils filled with the 
flavor of his masculinity, and saliva grew in her mouth, becoming sticky 
from his small emissions of seminal fluid. She could tell that he was 
jerking his hips and straining his loins against her mouth, and his short, 
stubby fingers were curled tightly in her hair, forcing her obscenely 
bobbing mouth up over the full length of his turgid erection.


His penis stretched and expanded until there wasn't any room left in her 
mouth, but instead of feeling repulsion and sickness, she was enjoying 
sucking his cock. The foaming passions which had been re-awakened and 
expressed in new, wondrous fashions, were now boiling out of control, and 
she allowed her mind to sink still further into the cauldron of her lusts. 
On her own, she raised a hand, her balance kept by Spencer's clutching hands 
on her, and brought it around and up his legs to the soft, resilient skin of 
his scrotum, and she crooned mutely as she sucked, tenderly massaging his 
softly dangling balls while flicking her tongue across the tiny split of his 
cock-head, opening her throat wider to accept still more of his pumping wet 
penis, rolling it around in her butter soft interior, making him cry out 
with pure delight. She'd never dreamed of what she'd been missing all these 
years! So good! Oh, Christ, she'd been a fool for so long!


Laura's hand was still back between her open legs, three fingers buried deep 
in the hot, soaking passage of her cunt as she bucked and jerked against 
Larry's pummeling cock, striving for passionate release. Her body was on 
fire with passion, for never could she recall being this excited! She looked 
up to watch as Marge's soft, ovaled mouth clasped greedily at Spencer's 
swelling penis, her thin, tensile rim of lips clinging to it as though held 
there by some unseen clamp. She could see thick, white fluid dripping from 
the corners of Marge's mouth and running in tiny lines down her chin, for 
her mother was reveling in the cruel humiliation that Spencer was subjecting 
her to, a masochistic light shining strangely in her glazed eyes.


Marge's beautiful young daughter heaved herself with increased fury up and 
down on Larry's powerful rod, her hips undulating madly, her left hand 
streaking in through the hair-lined lips of her young cuntal slit, both of 
her rear orifices flowering to the delicious rape of mind and body. She 
buried her face deep in the curl covered vagina of her mother once again, 
sucking and licking frantically on the fleshy protuberances of pink cunt 
glistening there, her thick wet tongue voraciously drawing every drop of her 
mother's joyously secreting juices in lewd delight, her tender but 
voluptuous body matching the rhythms of the other threesome.


For long, frozen moments the naked lovers remained that way, each straining 
every fiber and nerve of their beings for their orgasms, their only sounds 
grunts, mewls, and sighs of billowing desire, and the slapping of slippery, 
passion-slick flesh. It seemed as if they would go on forever, striving for 
but never quite achieving their releases.


Then....


Strangled noises forced their way from Spencer's tortured gullet, and he 
knew that he would be the one to start the chain of orgasms with the cum 
which was rolling upward from his seething balls. A moment now ... a moment 
... now! He writhed his hips furiously and watched Marge's lovely face work, 
her lips sucking, his fever pitched penis soaring, his body straining with 
the needles of his climax. White hot sperm rushed through his penis and 
squirted in never ending streams deep up into her hotly yearning mouth, and 
she gulped greedily, swallowing and sucking on furiously while he emptied 
his cum in surge after surge, his cock shoved still harder down her 
throat....


Marge thrust her loins up at her daughter's superbly licking mouth which was 
still buffeting her vaginal passage, every muscle in her body contracting 
wildly as she rose up involuntarily and nearly fainted from the attack of 
her contraction. She gulped and swallowed, savoring the taste of the 
bittersweet semen as it wormed its way like an ambrosia brandy down to her 
belly, and her cunt opened and clenched like an angry fist around Laura's 
tongue, her buttocks flexing to rock-hardness as her orgasm hit. She gurgled 
and wailed an unintelligible scream as the power of her body unleased from 
deep in her chest at this moment she had been craving for. There was no 
time, no space, no motion only the unbelievable pleasure of her climax, and 
she was struck again and again by the spasmodic twitchings of every muscle 
in her body....


And as she came, so did Larry. He threw back his head and groaned as he 
thrust his cock's full expanded length into the teenage daughter's 
wide-stretched anus, his body beginning to jerk convulsively as he clawed at 
Laura's waist with harsh, clutching fingers, pulling her buttocks even wider 
apart for his penis to skewer yet another fraction of an inch into her. He 
felt his boiling semen amassing within his throbbing balls as they beat a 
tattoo against Laura's beautifully naked ass. And the explosion imminent, he 
slammed his now spewing cock all the way to its hilt in her softly 
unresisting rectum....


To Laura, this was a heaven sent miracle, a well to quell the maddening 
devils rampaging deep within the core of her womanhood. She cared not who it 
was ... only that his cock was finding refuge in her starving belly, and she 
wanted it to crawl in there and stay forever. She licked and sucked 
shamelessly at the delectable cunt before her, and heard her mouth cry out 
and the other groan gutturally and yell mindlessly, but it was all in the 
faint background of her mind; her lover was hammering her with rapid, pile 
driving thrusts and her fingers were reaching her very womb, and she licked 
and sucked wildly. Oh Christ ... don't stop now ... I want to cum so badly.


And then she felt the stream of hot seed spurting into her rectum, spurting 
far up in her belly with violent force, ricocheting against her smooth 
rubbery anal passage, its steaming heat finally setting off her own, long 
due climax.


She screamed, and screamed again and again, her release was that great. She 
heaved her nakedly jerking buttocks back toward the humping man's penis as 
it continued to empty into her anus with unbelievable force, her thighs 
trembling and her stomach quaking as if someone were pressing against it 
with giant pressures, her brain reeling insanely with the sensual reaction 
traversing her spine. She fell forward at last, Larry's limp cock sliding 
from her tortured rectum slickly, and she cradled herself with sighing 
satisfaction in her mother's naked arms, and let her lips close softly over 
one of her turgid nipples. She sucked the nipple as greyness closed over 
her, feeling the contentment of a baby after milk....


It took some time for the four naked people to stir. They huddled on the 
blanket, exhausted and unmoving, resting and regathering strength after the 
wild orgiastic fucking they had just participated in. Semen and perspiration 
and female cum mingled and glistened on their shining bodies and on the 
dampened blanket beneath them, the air seeming to crackle with the lewd 
emotions and desires that had been unleashed.


Spencer was the first to move. He crawled over to where Larry lay, 
completely, spent from his sexual exertions. Spencer grinned at him as 
though they shared some kind of secret.


"How you feel, Larry my boy?"


Larry Webb looked up at him, and chuckled.


"Well, it was good for appetizers ... but I'm ready to start on the main 
course now."


"My sentiments exactly, Larry, my sentiments exactly," Spencer agreed, and 
they both turned to leer at the huddled bodies of the two naked women they 
had just so completely subjugated.


Marge stared at them unbelievingly, and held Laura tighter to her breast. 
But then she saw the smile of happiness radiating from her daughter's young 
face, a smile intended only for her, a smile that said more than a thousand 
words could convey. And the warmth of that smile dissolved in an instant all 
the shame and remorse, the guilt and inhibitions which had fettered her for 
so long; and as she returned Laura's loving gaze, Marge knew instinctively 
that, no matter what happened to them now, their future was going to be a 
future together, a future with and for one another, a future that promised 
peace and happiness for both.


Strengthened by this realization, the two women turned bravely as one, to 
face the two grinning, leering men, who had already begun to advance on them 
once again.


THE END EPILOGUE


The novel ends here-but the Morgan's story does not.


Marge and Laura left the commune called the Zodiac the very next morning, 
after having convinced Spencer to give them the car keys, and drove straight 
to Miami. Within two weeks, Marge had given up her job at the Spear 
Construction Co., and the two had moved to the Midwest, where they hoped to 
find a secluded haven in which they could ignore the outside world, and 
concentrate only on themselves. This they did indeed find, in a relatively 
small town in southern Kansas.


Their past, Florida and the commune, the traumatic experiences they 
underwent together, have all been forgotten now, and they live together in a 
small frame house, each working at small jobs and keeping the house like a 
pair of loving sisters. The small town they're living in suspects nothing of 
the beautiful, and yet socially unacceptable relationship that binds them, 
and Marge and Laura are careful to keep that relationship hidden from the 
sometimes prying eyes of their neighbors. But life is again joyful for them, 
after the untold misery of that fateful weekend in Ft. Lauderdale, and 
neither of them could be happier.


And what of the future?


As Laura told me in a letter she wrote after reading this manuscript: "Our 
future is now, and we both know that. Life changes, and people change with 
it. You ask how long we will be content with our present life? I can only 
answer that, as of now, the present, we are happy and content, but who knows 
how tomorrow will find us? We do not make the mistake of building our lives 
around tomorrow's dreams-we have found that today is enough of a world to 
live in...."


And so Marge and Laura Morgan, mother and daughter, continue, for the time 
being at any rate, to soar through life on the wings of their special love 
for each other. It is a love which includes sex, as every true love must; 
but I, for one, will not judge them on that count. They are living their own 
lives, free from emotional restraints and inhibitions, sufficient unto 
themselves, looking into the future without fear, secure in the knowledge 
that the joy of the present is well worth the insecurity of the future ... 
and how many of us can say the same thing?


Marge and Laura Morgan: two small, unimportant people. And yet two inspiring 
examples of the kind of free, self-sufficient life that beckons us all 
forward, to test our courage and stamina in the pursuit of its ever receding 
happiness. Will we ever reach it? Who can say ... but perhaps the Morgan's 
story will give some of us the courage we need to keep on trying.


THE END
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Chapter One


Veiled fascination sparkled in the sandy haired Gayle Haviland's azure-blue 
eyes each time she glanced downward at the massive Alsatian dog lying at the 
feet of his teenage master in her kitchen. She hardly thought it ridiculous 
though others might question her mentality if they knew, but the young wife 
imagined the breath-taking animal to be a living replica of the fabled 
German shepherd in an erotic novel she had been reading, that excitable 
illusion having registered the very first moment she had caught sight of the 
handsome beast at the airport. Now, an imperceptible tremor electrified the 
soft naked contours of her voluptuous, twenty-two year old body beneath the 
short nightie and knee-length summer wrapper, a tiny feverish thrill of 
atomic intensity that she realized was being accentuated by the unsated 
desire for her husband Ted had left smoldering inside her. She hoped that 
the flush she felt in her warm cheeks didn't give away the prurient 
fantasies dancing like devils through her sensually oriented brain, and a 
quick look at the awkward boy stretched out in the breakfast nook watching 
her was reassuring.


In fact, his angular, somewhat acne-blemished young face reflected nothing 
as he stared through opaque brown eyes while annoyingly cuffing at a heavy 
forelock of dull, chestnut colored hair. His long legs extended outward from 
the booth to the floor, making her think of hinged stilts ... or an Ichabod 
Crane. She wasn't pleased with herself at her lampooning comparisons, but so 
far, Luther Robbins, her young husband's lanky, sixteen year old nephew had 
had only a distasteful effect on her, which she blamed on her spouse's 
inexcusable conduct at the homely youth's arrival the night before.


Ted hadn't painted a likable picture of his older sister's son, carrying on 
the way he had in their bedroom, and when he'd finally left for Chicago 
earlier this morning she had been more than a little relieved, as well as 
secretly pleased that he would be away for two whole weeks. It was amazing 
how quickly she seemed to find herself the moment she was out from under his 
immediate influence; though for the life of her, she couldn't put her finger 
on any single reason why. Even the ungainly boy decorating her breakfast 
nook had taken on new and more pleasing aspects for her now in her 
twenty-eight year old husband's absence from the house.


Subconsciously, she went through a hair ritual of her own, brushing long, 
sandy-shaded locks behind her shoulders as she set about preparing the 
teenager some breakfast, her smile and sparkling glances constantly 
returning to the handsome reclining animal watching her with ears regally 
erect. She said: "Luther, where did you ever find such a beautiful creature? 
He's positively breathtaking!"


"Trooper?" The youth smiled, letting his eyes drop to the dog at his feet. 
"Well, that's a bit of a story, Aunt Gayle, I've had him since he was a pup. 
He's two now, and he goes everywhere I do ... though I don't believe Uncle 
Ted figures that to be a very good idea, does he?"


The attractive young woman knew exactly what he was referring to, sensing 
embarrassment as the scene from the night before flashed minutely through 
her mind. Ted had been fit to be tied when he'd learned the boy was coming 
for a brief stay. The telegram had preceeded his arrival by only a few 
hours, hardly explaining anything except that Luther would inform them. At 
the airport, the teenager had, standing there in his indifferent gawkiness, 
seemed at least an inch taller than her nearly six-feet of muscular husband.


"I'm attending a tournament here," Luther had said flatly and without 
looking directly at either of them. "Mother decided you could handle things 
for me. We have to pick up Trooper now. Here are the baggage claims, Uncle."


"Trooper?" Ted had questioned. "Who the hell is Trooper?"


"My dog. I never attend a match without Troop. He goes wherever I do. Please 
... ? These are the baggage tickets, Uncle Ted."


"Jesus Christ!" her chisel-faced, grey-eyed mate had embarrassingly swore, 
grabbing the pieces of pasteboard and angrily stalking off. And later, in 
the privacy of their bedroom, he'd been even worse. "Sonovabitch! Can you 
tie that? Ruth dumping that queer kid of hers onto us to look after? Onto 
you, really, because I won't be here! Goddamn ... who the hell cares whether 
he's got a chess match or not? The bony-assed pansy! For two cents I'd pack 
him and his mangy hound on a plane C O.D. right back to Salt Lake ... !"


"You'll do no such thing, Ted! My God, what's eating at you, anyway? He's 
your nephew ... and stop saying those awful things about him ... ! "


"Shit! I don't know how awful they are, but goddamnit they're true! That 
kid's been weird ever since I can remember... long before his old man died, 
anyway?"


"Ted, you've got to stop this!" she'd insisted, his incredible exhibition 
shocking her. "He's your own sister's son ... and he's going to be treated 
the way a close relative should as long as he's in this house!"


"Bullshit! You treat him, then. He turns my stomach. The flimsy little 
bastard doesn't know what a baseball or football is for, for chris' sakes!" 
her ranting, athletic-minded husband had bitterly carried on. "Chess, 
astronomy, stamp collecting, jack-straws too, probably ... I doubt if he's 
got a developed muscle in his string-bean body. Yeah, on second thought, 
I'll bet my ass he's got one all right... his goddamned cock!" he'd sneered.


"Oh Ted ... please stop will you? The poor boy's bound to hear you! These 
walls aren't that thick you know. Lord, I've never heard you go on like 
this! Now for God's sake, come get in bed and ... calm yourself down ... 
remember, this is our last night together for two weeks..."


"Huh ... ? So Christ,.. he's even ruined that for me," he'd said, tugging at 
his remaining clothes and trying to avoid looking at her. "I'm sorry, Gayle, 
but... but I'm too uptight tonight for sex ..."


"T-that's all right, hon. It'll keep until morning. We'll have plenty of 
time before you leave," she'd welcomed, not wanting to add to the sensual 
frustration his home stay had sorely cultivated this time.


This morning, he'd finally decided to have a go at sex, as usual firing her 
right up to the peak of release ... then firing and falling back in full 
retreat. "Oh God... oh darling! Don't stop now, pleaseeee.. ?"


"Slut! I can't help it, baby!" he'd choked, jerking limply out of her and 
fumbling off the bed, his reddened face turned away. "It's just no use ... 
that goddamned limp-wristed egghead ... ! I'm still too uptight..."


"It's okay, Aunt Gayle," Luther suddenly said, checking the stream of 
uncomfortable retrospect racing through her denied, impassioned young mind, 
but hardly interrupting the sensual coals simmering hungrily throughout her 
whole erotically tormented body. "I've gotten sort of used to being a sore 
thumb. It doesn't bother us anymore, does it, Troop?"


The powerful animal whimpered up at his youthful master as if in response, 
while a feeling of heart-tugging sympathy for the awkward teenager washed 
through his girlish aunt. The poor darling, he'd undoubtedly heard it all... 
God, how could Ted be so damned heartless? For a long moment, she simply 
looked at him ... at both of them, not knowing what to say, and then without 
realizing it she had crossed the room and was cupping his prominent, 
sparsely bristled chin in the soft warm palm of her hand, lifting his face 
until his unreadable eyes were gazing levelly up into her own.


"We'll have no more of that as long as you're in this house, young man," she 
said, a tiny quiver in her tone from the emotion she felt. "I-I'm sorry if 
you heard things ... but... but your Uncle Ted hasn't been himself, dear. 
I'm afraid that... that he's working too hard. You know he had a heavy 
responsibility as western regional manager for Kent-Dolan, and lately ... 
well, even I've had all I could do to keep from flying into rages with him."


Luther's face broke into a homely, uneven toothed smile. "I understand, Aunt 
Gayle ... and no kidding, we don't mind ... I mean, I didn't take any 
offense. You get used to people saying ... well, those things about you just 
because you play chess, or enjoy activities other than sports and chasing 
after girls. I guess that's part of life ... I don't know."


Gayle withdrew her hand, smiled somewhat sadly, and went back to placing 
strips of bacon into the electric frypan, his words raising questions in her 
mind. She began with little inquiries that gently broached the subject of 
girls and his feelings toward them. If what Ted had implied was right the 
boy would certainly have no female interests... but somehow he led to 
cleverly avoid any direct answers, actually reminding her of the handsome 
pharmaceutical salesman she was married to, and she couldn't help but wonder 
if ambiquity wasn't an imbred family trait.


Certainly, Ted's home stay this time had come damned close to completely 
unnerving her, his perplexing behavior leaving her tormented and baffled. 
Things were growing steadily worse between them, but all of it hidden 
beneath the surface and seemingly without a singular basis, as if they'd 
been manied twenty rather than just two years. There was little question but 
what their relationship was strained nearly to the breaking point, or Eat 
probably a less determined wife would have long since tossed in the towel, 
but she had no intentions of giving up the comfortable security she'd 
endured in the building. Besides, she hadn't really stopped loving him, if 
such factors still mattered between modern men and women, and a marriage of 
mellowed toleration appealed to her much more than the rat-race of 
unearthing another male who might well in time be less palatable or less 
financially productive.


Maybe it was a rank and mercenary viewpoint for a desirous young woman at 
the peak of her youthful beauty to take, but certain eye-opening facts in 
their lives together during the six months she had lived with him at college 
and since their marriage had shaped them. As for the customary state of 
frustration he'd left her panting in that very morning, Gayle could smile 
inwardly with the narcissism that flowed so hotly in her veins; she'd 
learned early from their physical unions the necessity of self-love in the 
wake of Ted Haviland, and being a romantic as well as a sensually passionate 
girl the rest had developed easily for her ...


"It's not that I don't enjoy the company of girls, Aunt Gayle," the teenager 
answered in reply to one of her casually phrased questions. "It's just that 
I don't have the time with chess and the other things I like to do, plus I'm 
trying to get ready for college in another year and a half."


"Wait until the right girl comes along. I'll bet you'll change your views 
quick enough then, darling," Gayle teased, drenching him with her alluring 
smile that ended up playing over the watchful Alsatian at his feet. "That's 
the way it happens to unsuspecting men with their guards down."


She was trying to draw him out and Luther knew it, endeavoring to establish 
the truth or falseness of the things his uncle had been putting him down 
with the night before. He brushed at Ids forelock and said: "Is that the way 
you caught Uncle Ted ... with his guard down?"


She laughed. "In a way, I suppose. Actually, he was having a bad time of it 
mentally, Luther. He was trying to decide whether to give up medicine as a 
career and needed someone to make up his mind for him. I guess you could say 
that I did that, and neither of us are sorry ... he would've made a lousy 
doctor ..."


She went on and the boy listened vaguely, mentally catagorizing his mother's 
younger brother whom he hadn't seen in a couple of years as a failure for 
throwing away a medical future at his grandfather's expense to become a 
dumb-assed salesman. Simultaneously, his analytical teenage brain 
functioned, thinking that the muscle-bound bastard he called "Uncle" really 
knew how to choose the birds! Hsn ... what big tits you have Auntie! 
Eagerly, watched the soft rippling of her lush curves hidden beneath the 
sheer wrapper ad nightie. No brassiere or panties either ... Christ! Toni, 
his Mom's maid, could stir his crazy cock just by provocatively switching 
her big ass in front of him, but she knew it and did it on purpose, so that 
made the difference. His Aunt Gayle didn't, and just watching her sensuous 
movements had made his goddamned prick grow as hard as a hand-carved, ivory 
rook! Man, what a luscious doll she'd be to play games with, and he didn't 
mean chess; but nevertheless, he asked her if she knew chess.


"Oh, I play at it, dear, but I'm afraid not up to your standards... though I 
usually beat your Uncle Ted," she replied, arranging his plate of eggs and 
bacon with strips of buttered toast then approaching the nook to set it in 
front of him.


Man, he could eat her smile! She was something else! "I can teach you a few 
pointers if you'd like to learn," he said, looking up at her as he managed 
to enfold himself into the booth while she went back for the coffee pot, 
then joined him.


"Would you? I'd love that, Luther," she said, pouring steaming coffee and 
slipping into the seat across from the boy whose initial angular homiliness 
had seemed to have lost its distaste for her. Then, once more she was 
glancing downward at 'the huge, beautiful dog sprawled beside them on the 
floor, her aroused subconscious fitting him into the role of Zeus, the 
fabled animal whose exotic, sensuous adventures she was reading in that 
pornographic novel she kept hidden away in the drawer under her lingerie. Of 
course it was all fantasy and physically impossible, but what if it weren't? 
God! She couldn't restrain the feverish shiver of lewd excitement her 
forbidden thoughts sent rippling over her flimsily covered nakedness. And 
then, she heard Luther say:


"Great! Maybe tonight we can go through a couple of reliable offenses and 
defenses, Aunt Gayle. I really should keep active for the match tomorrow 
afternoon anyway. I'm playing a man named Zentor from West Germany. He's 
very good. I don't expect to beat him, but I'd like to give a fair account 
of myself."


"Wonderful, darling! We'll plan on that, then ... my first chess lesson ..."


Luther listened to her melodic voice, smiling occasionally and pretending to 
concentrate on his breakfast, while inwardly devouring her every word as 
well as the delectable contours of her chiffon concealed curves. He'd only 
seen her once before, right after she'd married his uncle, but he'd barely 
turned fourteen then and was little more than a numb-assed kid. He hadn't 
even remembered her, except that she had long, sandy colored hair and looked 
like a teenager herself. Man! Two years had made a wild change in one of 
them, and he knew it wasn't the gorgeous girl across from him. He's simply 
grown up! Now, he had to struggle to keep from gaping openly at the smooth 
fleshy mounds of her breasts that the slightly parted wrapper revealed so 
teasingly, a portion of the deep white velvety cleft between them making his 
rampaging cock thump almost painfully inside his pants front.


He tried gearing his mind in another direction, back to his Uncle Ted... 
that muscle-assed bastard! He'd heard him clearly, ranting and raving last 
night in their bedroom, calling him pansy and queer, the usual tags he'd 
learned to live with because he preferred a chessboard to a gridiron, or an 
astronomical telescope to a ballbat. Even his own Mom had her doubts 
concerning his masculinity, he knew, but he'd stubbornly determined not to 
reassure anyone. To hell with it... all of 'em! Besides, there was a certain 
intriguing satisfaction for him in being an individual of questionable 
tastes, like his dad before him, especially when those tastes had to do with 
sex. Fuck 'em all! That's what his father had written in his own hand in the 
journal he'd kept... !


"How about this handsome guy, Luther? What do we feed him?" his 
lust-inciting, young aunt interrupted his thinking. She was smiling 
radiantly and leaning down to stroke Trooper's big head, the almost 
see-through wrapper falling further open, the gossamery white of her sheer 
nightie and three-feet of distance all that was between his straining 
eyeballs and the lust fullness of her swaying white breasts! Fuck! He could 
even see the embossed relief and pinkish halo of their hardened little 
nipples!


"What ... ? Oh ... oh anything. Yeah ... Troop eats everything, Aunt Gayle," 
he managed, stuffing his mouth full of toast. Christ, he'd lost his 
appetite... and his hopelessly hardened cock was hopping inside his pants 
like a hopped-up toad! Goddamn... he hoped she didn't catch sight of it... !


"Wonderful. Then, he and I are going to get on famously, Luther," Gayle 
said, admiring the open jawed, truly smiling animal-face staring intently up 
at her. God, the handsome creature's deep brown eyes seemed to be searching 
into the depths of hers, she was convinced, a certain devilish glint to 
match her own seething carnality dancing in them. "But... but you still 
haven't told me where you got him."


The lanky teenager smiled, never taking his hungering youthful eyes off the 
white fleshy curves his uncle's intoxicating girl-wife seemed to be 
unwittingly displaying before him. Then he said: "An army officer who had 
the hots for Mom," purposely slipping in the suggestive word "hots". "He 
wanted to get on the good side of her, I guess, and figured that being extra 
nice to me might be the best way to do it. So ... one day he came to the 
house with Trooper, a gawky, big-footed puppy ... like me. I suppose we were 
two of a kind."


Gayle didn't lose her warm expression of excitement as she straightened, 
drawing her ..rapper more concealingly across her breasts. His unexpected 
term, hots had surprised her and suddenly she realized that her face was 
flushed once more. "And ... and what happened between your Mom and the 
officer?"


"Oh nothing," he answered, and she watched him use his napkin with natural 
politeness, then lean back in the booth. "Evidently, my Dad set a difficult 
pattern to follow, Aunt Gayle. And ... and I like to think that I take after 
him." He seemed to straighten proudly before her, his unhandsome face that 
lingered between adolescence and approaching manhood aburptly setting in a 
virile hardness as he spoke of his father. "Dad ... he loved chess, 
archeology, things like that. I have his stamp collection, you know. And the 
journal he always kept went on for pages on astronomy. That was going to be 
his next venture ... but he died before he could get into it. I-I guess 
that's why I took it up ... because he wanted to." He moved his gaunt elbows 
onto the tabletop. "As a matter of fact, I brought my telescope with me, 
Aunt Gayle-, and, if you don't mind, I'd like to find a good vantage point. 
With all these hills around your house I should be able to locate a fine 
one. Would it be okay with you if I took a tramp around now?"


"Why, of course, darling! I... we, your Uncle Ted and I want you to make 
yourself right at home here, Luther," she answered quickly, the depths of 
his sincerity deeply moving her. Lord, there was something unique about him. 
Ted had been so wrong ... ! "Later, you and I'll discuss your chess match 
tomorrow. It is in Portland, isn't it?"


"Yeah. The Port land-Kennedy Hotel tomorrow afternoon at three," he said, 
brushing at his unruly, childish forelock. "The truth is, I didn't want to 
compete, but I'm state champion and I have to. Either that or I don't get 
the loot the title offers ... and I want it for college. You see, Aunt 
Gayle, I intend to study medicine myself."


"Why, Luther! That's wonderful!" she exclaimed, his revelation really moving 
her and the excitement of her response causing Trooper to rise from the 
floor, easing closer to lick her hand. "Honestly, I'm so thrilled to hear 
that! I know that Ted is going to feel the same ... and I can just imagine 
how his father... your grandfather feels about it! It's absolutely 
wonderful!"


"W-Well... I... thanks, Aunt Gayle ... but I'm a long way from being a 
doctor yet," he humbly remarked, his grin sheepish. Then he slid toward the 
outward end of the botth to eventually stand erect.


God, he was so gangly and tall, she thought, trying to adjust to his 
youthful sixteen years. Abruptly, she was conscious of staring at his gaunt 
wrists to watch their supposedly telltale movements. Oh Ted! How could you 
even think such things about this poor boy? She moved to stand and realized 
she was warmly wet up between her legs! Damn, she was actually sizzling like 
a lit firecracker inside her moistly throbbing pussy.


"Would you mind keeping Trooper here with you, Aunt Gayle, while I cover the 
area for a place to set up my telescope?" the boy asked. "He goes bananas 
when he get out in open country, and, if I have to watch him, I'll never 
find ..."


"I don't mind at all," she answered, almost too quickly. "I-In fact, I'd 
love his company, dear. You go ahead and do whatever you want. Take your 
time. Trooper and I'll get better acquainted while you're gone, won't we, 
baby?" she went on, smiling sparkly-eyed down at the handsome grinning 
animal. "But, be careful, Luther. It's easy to get lost in this part of 
Canyon Hills. They tell me it's very deceiving, once you go back in a ways."


"Oh, I will, don't worry," he said, and she watched him stride off 
cumbersomely toward his bedroom, wondering in her mind why her mystifying 
husband had put him down so with homosexual tags. God, he didn't appear to 
be that way at all... in fact, the longer she looked at him, the more manly 
and less homely he became ... like___like the bulge in the front of his 
trousers! It had! It'd been hard! Her fault, of course, but she hadn't 
really meant to ... not at first, anyway. And then, she'd seen him gaping 
hungry-eyed at her nearly exposed naked breasts! But boys or men with 
homosexual traits ... their penises didn't get hard at the sight of a girl's 
body ... did they? Hell no! He was all man and had a very nice bulge to 
prove it!


Tingling excitement fluttered uncontrollably over her feverish flesh, and 
she suddenly realized that Trooper was licking at her knee - the warmth of 
his long moist tongue against her smooth, sensitive skin only increasing her 
arousal. His deep brown eyes were fixed entrhallingly on her face, as if 
once again searching into the very depths of her!


"You are Zeus, right out of that naughty book I'm reading, you devil," Gayle 
whispered. "And I've read all about your forbidden, pleasure-bringing 
skills." She laughed excitedly to herself at her fantasy, lovingly stroking 
his huge head, its soft furry feel like rich velvet against the palm of her 
small hand. Oh how she wished dogs really were like the ones in her erotic 
novels, but, of course, such things were impossible. Anyway, she thought, 
I've proved one thing to myself, satisfied that her brief exhibitionism in 
front of Luther had been for a good cause. "Your master, darling, is a very 
normal young man, and Uncle Ted is going to be told that in no uncertain 
terms."


But, even as she spoke to the fascinated Alsatian in her soft cooing sounds, 
Gayle realized that she could hardly explain to her bewildered husband how 
she had arrived at that conclusion. It wasn't quite feasible that he'd 
understood her little seductive display of a few minutes before, and why 
should she tell him anything anyway? Though. . . it had been hard... and so 
big for just a boy! God, the entire front of his pants had bulged out... !


Trooper listened to her pleasing, gentle sounds and felt the soothing 
strokes of her hand brushing over the crown of his head. The taste of her 
warm sweetness registered on his laving tongue, exciting him, for it was of 
a new and delicate relish to him. Both his master's mother and the woman who 
answered to Toni were female humans he liked to be with and have pet him, 
but this one with the long, fawn-colored hair was different, and he 
experienced a strange throbbing in the depths of his heavy loins at the 
honeyed flavor and heated yielding feel of her. In her lyrical tones he 
sensed kindness and love, but, more than that, his closeness to her allowed 
his keen nostrils to fill with a racy aroma, a heady scent which inspired 
rather positive responses within his big muscular body.


He pressed his dampened nose forward toward the source of the warmly 
perfumed femaleness, along the smooth satiny flesh between her legs, 
sniffing eagerly. He almost was there when he felt her body stiffen and the 
softness of her hands clasping at his head to raise it upward from beneath 
her covering.


"Look here, Zeus ... Trooper ... young man! Wh-what do you think you're 
doing... as if I didn't know?" Gayle whispered once more, but this time felt 
an increased tremor of excitement at his unexpected exploration. He'd sensed 
her erotic heat, of course, just as the


German shepherd in the book... the sensuous arousal that Ted had left 
smoldering inside her! And then, Luther re-entered the kitchen carrying his 
telescopic equipment, causing her to blushingly straighten upright.


"I think I'll take a look up on that hill behind the house first, Aunt 
Gayle," he said, his attention focused on the instruments he was carefully 
arranging beneath his long arms to better handle. "Is there a trail or path 
leading up?"


"Y-yes, there is, dear. You'll see it, I'm sure," she answered, trying to 
hide her confusion, finally letting out a little sigh of relief when the 
teenager was gone and she could turn once more to stare at the waiting dog 
still watching her with unwavering interest gleaming in his big round eyes.


The aroused young wife swallowed loudly, unable to ignore the one burning 
question the handsome animal's curious, if lurid, investigation had raised 
in her erotically whetted mind ... just how far would he have gone had she 
not stopped him? She couldn't help but think of several lustful scenes in 
the book, and, as the vision of each one flickered through her mind, lewd 
tension feverishly gripped the intricate depths of her rippling belly. 
Again, sensuous impulses spiraled through her at the very lasciviousness of 
her thoughts ... thoughts that were little less salacious than the phantom 
lovers she mentally conjured, obscenely enjoyed, and totally destroyed at 
will rather than to enter into an actual affair with a live male. Human 
lovers could talk and invariably did sooner or later ... but a handsome and 
devoted dog, with all the thrilling, lustful qualifications of the massive 
Zeus in her erotic book ... GodH


Trooper whimpered then, moving closer to her, and Gayle bent over once again 
to take his great head between her slender hands, finally easing downward to 
squat on her haunches as she said, "Would you like to try again, you big 
darling?" She leaned forward, kissing him between the eyes. Instantly, his 
long pink tongue licked out, brushing warmly over her still pursed lips in 
answer, sending torrid sensations of wanton excitement over her. He'd kissed 
her back ... and the way he was looking at her through those avid, almost 
passionate eyes! Damn ... he was more than just a dog... there was something 
intriguingly human about his masculine beauty!


Trembling, the impassioned young wife straightened and, for a long 
breathless moment, gazed fervidly down at him. At last, her full, 
desire-swollen breasts began to rise and fall heavily, her roused young 
brain racing in blind wantonness as her hands moved downward to nervously 
open the wrapper. Her fingers gathered up the folds of her short, flimsy 
nightie into her palms, then slowly lifted the last concealing veil hiding 
her excitedly pulsating pussy.


The massive Alsatian watched the fawn-haired, heavily breathing girl's 
teasing movements through fascinated eyes, his mouth falling open as he 
began to pant at the sight of her smooth lush thighs being suddenly exposed 
to him. Their white nakedness increased the pulsing fever in his heavy 
loins, both exciting and confusing him. Then he saw that the long tawny hair 
of her head was similar in color to the fringing curls up between her long 
lithe legs. There, he instinctively knew, was the source of the stimulating 
female aroma, the same warm wet opening between her legs that the woman who 
answered to Toni had called her 'cunt.'


Gayle's breathing had become a series of raspy gasps thundering in her own 
ears as she stood there in lewd excitement with pulled-up nightie, widening 
her stance to spread her tremoring thighs so that the intensively staring 
Trooper, less than a foot away from her, could readily see the moistly 
quivering lips of her narrow, pink pussy slit. There it is, you beautiful 
creature, she wildly thought, obscenely holding up her tiny nightie and 
thrusting her flaring hips and rounded buttocks luridly forward in a 
growing, mindless lust.


"Well, baby...? Don't be afraid! C-come closer... here, darling! This is 
what you were searching for ... Gayle's hot, needing pussy!" she goaded 
huskily, thrusting her shamelessly displayed loins even further forward at 
the captivated, unmoving dog before her. Still, he remained motionless, 
staring as if rivet-eyed on her wantonly struck pose, and, though she might 
even wind up hating herself for the forbidden obscenity she hoped would 
materialize, the insanely excited young wife knew she couldn't stop now! 
God, she had to release the pyramiding tension burning almost painfully 
inside her loins and quivering belly! "Oh please, Trooper doll, come here 
... don't be afraid. It's what you smelled, darling... me!" she whispered in 
hot sibilant tones. "Come on baby, see for yourself... !"


The tensed Alsatian stood fast, intrigued, yet hesitant to encroach upon 
separate worlds, his sharp sense of smell tormented with the aromatic 
pungency her human need breathed into the room. He saw one hand with 
extended middle finger move downward between her legs... watched that 
slender white finger separate the fawnish curls as it drew upward along the 
moistened pink crevice to suddenly half-disappear up inside - between her 
cunt's fleshy lips ... then, she was holding it out to him.


"Here darling ... smell it... taste Gayle's wet finger and see what she's 
got waiting for you! Do it...please? Oh, come here, baby...!"


He did while she watched in almost reeling eagerness, his cool sniffing nose 
examining her glistening finger, his tongue abruptly darting out to lick the 
viscid moisture away! Ooooohhh, I could never stop now, not even if Ted were 
standing here watching me, the breathless, near-frantically inflamed Gayle 
reasoned, the very depravity of her bestial act firing her lustful desire 
all the more. "Come on, lover! My Zeus, that's who you are, and you have to 
do it for me the way he did it for the princess! I'm your princess, darling, 
and you've got to lick my hot pussy for me!" she incanted in whispers of 
lewdness. "Hurry, because I'm a witch, and I'll cast a spell over you! I'll 
change you into a cock, a huge hardened cock too big for every cunt in the 
whole world! Oh God... do it, baby, do it... do it!" she passionately 
mumbled on, half believing the obscene fantasies darting enchantingly 
through her incited brain.


And then, as she watched, the big animal moved forward, the sight alone 
enough to jell her knees! Incredible sensations of untapped sensuality raged 
through her curvaceous young body with the ferocity of a prairie fire when 
she reasoned that he was really going to lick her there up between her hot 
thighs! Oooohhh... this was no fantasy, not some conjured obscenity of her 
mind, she trembled in thrilling anticipation, lustfully arching forward her 
nakedly exposed, lightly haired loins further, to better offer her seething 
cuntal split to him! ... God, he was, wasn't he? Oooohhh, he had to or she'd 
go stark raving mad! He had to ...!


And, suddenly, the massive dog did!


Chapter Two


Luther's long legs moved at an effortless pace carrying him upward along the 
rarely used path to the crest of the hill. Subconsciously, he selected a 
scrub-brush area ahead as his goal, but consciously his young brain was 
functioning along other lines. He hardly gave a damn if the spot he chose 
would be a vantage point in studying the stars anymore than his dad might 
have; what mattered is that he'd have concealment and an unhindered view of 
the surrounding windows into the choice, upper-middle bracket homes making 
up this semi-exclusive residential area. The juiciest sights to watch, he'd 
learned by comparison over the past year or so, were generally found beyond 
the walls of the comfortably bored almost-rich, and he considered himself to 
be an authority, just as his father before him had been.


He had read and re-read the journals his sire had kept, especially the 
secret ones he'd found hidden behind undusted books on upper shelves in the 
study his mother kept intact as a memorium to their love ... or some such 
shit. Those journals had given Luther more insight into his dad's real 
character than any stories his mom could ever possibly tell him. His father 
had not only been a lecher and writer of rousingly obscene pornography for 
his own amusement, but he'd been a practicing voyeur on a grand scale, 
camouflaging his favorite past time with the accepted guise of amateur 
astronomy, and he, his son, was openly eager to tread along the libidinous 
pathways of his lusty papa, and not doing too bad a job of it, he thought.


At the moment though, it was difficult as hell to concentrate on anything 
except his Aunt Gayle. Christ, she really did wild things to him! His 
goddamned cock was still painfully half-hard and throbbing at the mental 
picture her firmly rounded tits had etched into his brain! Those little 
hardened pink nipples ... Jeez! What he wouldn't give to clutch their soft 
warm fullness in his hands just once ... but that was about as far-fetched 
as a world chess match with Bobby Fischer. She was no dumb, hot-box bitch 
like Tom who went ape whenever he teased her with a glimpse at his naked 
hardened cock. No, his Aunt Gayle might be passionate enough with the 
bastard he called, "Uncle", but he couldn't visualize her wanting those 
lovely white breasts pulled and twisted, or getting down between his legs to 
suck him off while he played in the wetly heated split of her pussy with his 
big-toe the way their thirty year old, divorcee-maid liked to be used.


Damnit, he was suffering another painful hard-on just thinking such things 
... enough to drive a guy right up a frigging tree! Maybe if there was 
enough privacy in that scrub brush he'd ease the tension gnawing at his 
keyed-up groin while he imagined how it would be to play sexy games with his 
young curvy aunt. But he ought to survey the prospects first though; he 
might just come across a daylight scene to help inspire him, the way he did 
at home with the school teacher's new wife across the street. Christ, just 
about any afternoon he telescoped into her bedroom there she was stretched 
out with mirrors and dirty pictures playing "sticky finger" with herself. 
And then, he couldn't help but wonder if his luscious, long haired relative 
ever fingered the hot little crevice up between her lovely legs, that lewd, 
stimulating thought adding wildly to his graphic teenage reveries.


And at that very moment back at the house, a maddening tremor caused Gayle's 
sensually fevered flesh to shudder. It was quivering in lustful excitement 
as she felt the moist coolness of Trooper's wet nose against her sensitive 
inner thighs, ever moving upward with animalish sniffs closer to her flushed 
vaginal lips! And then while she choked back a gasp, the handsome dog's 
long, abrasive tongue snaked searingly out with curled tip to splay open the 
susceptible puffy-folds of her hotly throbbing cuntal crevice. It teased at 
the wet secreting mouth of her tight channel opening, separating the 
curl-fringed lips to draw with scorching heat upward between: them and end 
with a flicking stab at her little erect clitoris, causing it to pulsate 
into greater hardness.


Oh damn, he wasn't about to stop either, Gayle reasoned elatedly! Again and 
again with no further urging on her part, the powerful Alsatian dog repeated 
his sensational tonguing caresses, raising gasps of erotic intoxication she 
could no longer control from her desire-parched throat as she stood there 
with nakedly trembling legs spread wide in the sun-lit kitchen, her naked 
pussy thrust lewdly forward to Trooper's delicious licking of her excited 
young cunt.


To the massive dog, Gayle's femininity was a new world of rare beauty that 
he had hesitated to trespass in its warm gentleness, though he had licked 
several times before the hot, hair-covered mouth of Toni's greedy vaginal 
opening. For him now, it was as if there had never been another human female 
except this one with the pleasant sounding name, a deep feeling he had 
sensed from the moment the fawn-haired young woman had uncovered her 
succulent pussy lips for him to smell and taste. Nevertheless, he remembered 
from those past limited experiences the burning sensation of racing blood 
pounding ruttishly through the veins of his muscular body. The teasing smell 
of the pleasing, smooth-fleshed Gayle's body-heat saturated his nostrils as 
he stroked his long eager tongue hungrily up through the resilient pink 
flesh between her widespread thighs. His strong animal-heart beat faster at 
her piquant sexual aroma, the intense fever of her impassioned desire being 
transmitted to his own lengthening penis.


"Oohhh ... ooohhh Goddd! Yes, darling... that's the way! Tongue it, baby!" 
Gayle hissed, spasmodic nerve-responding tremors shuddering continuously 
over her. "Ohhhh ... wait ....wait, lover, stop a moment! Oh, you dream, 
come with me! Hurry, darling! Let's go in on my bed where we can lock the 
door and have wicked privacy! Come on, angel, come with Gayle!"


Trooper never left her side, but crowded his big, canine body possessively 
against the warmth of her soft rippling thigh as she walked, the delicious 
scent of her cuntal secretions feeding his aroused animal instincts. He 
waited, watching her securing the door then go to look out and upward toward 
the hill where he, too, could see his young master disappearing into the 
brush. -She backed away toward the bed and quickly began to strip off her 
silky covering, watching him with loving sky-colored eyes that made the 
blood rage as never before through his huge tensed body. All of the time, 
she continued to purl softly arid he watched her rounded white curves quiver 
and sway as she climbed eagerly onto the bed ... and then she was lying on 
her back with long white legs spreading open, husky whispers coming to him 
from her.


"Come on, my darling ... please?" Gayle pleaded and patted the bed. "Ooooh, 
you can't desert me now! Don't let me down, Trooper sweet. My God, I'll 
explode!"


With little expelled energy the wolfish-sized dog was up onto the bed, 
striking a photogenic pose of breathless beauty as he surveyed her like some 
conquering brute of the wild. Gayle's breathing shortened, catching in her 
throat at the fierce sight of him bestially appraising her now completely 
exposed and vulnerable nakedness. The sexual tension that gripped her was 
beyond anything she had ever known. God, she didn't have to go through with 
it, she wildly reasoned. She could still stop the shameless insanity before 
it went any farther ... just hop up off the bed ... order him down ... 
scream! But then, he was slowly easing forward between her self-parted legs 
... and causing her to open them wider! An almost frightened whimper escaped 
her as she lifted her head, her lust-inspired brain whirling drunkenly when 
she saw his handsome animal-face hovering above her gossamery-shaded vaginal 
mound, and she knew then for certain that it was too late ... ooohhh ... 
eons too late!


Gayle heard his throaty whine when he lowered his head, his animal breath 
like a blow-torch taunting the sparse, curling hair down there. Then, his 
cool damp nose brushed against her impulsive, flame-filled inner thighs 
again ... and finally nuzzled the blood-filled lips of her uncontrollably 
steaming pussy! Once more, she heard his sniffing whimper, and she waited in 
near frantic want, her legs spreading even further apart of their own 
volition.


She began to moan with every breath in her for what she hoped would soon, 
very soon, come ... and she couldn't restrain her delighted gasp when she 
felt his cold, wet nose move lower between her trembling thighs, spreading 
her trembling ass-cheeks to brush unexpectedly down against her wildly 
puckering anus! That was an eye-opening shocker!


"Ooohhh... !" she gasped out at the very moment his incredible tongue 
suddenly splurted between her unprepared buttocks to lick hotly up and down 
the sleek fleshed valley surrounding her snug little anal mouth. Then, 
unbelievably, the dog's slippery tongue tip wormed its way into the tight 
rectal opening.


"Aaagghhh ... God! So ... beautiful," Gayle stammered, raising her buttocks 
off the bed to give the dog's tongue freer access to her nether channel. 
Enthralled by the lewd titillation, the naked young wife immediately lost 
contact with reality, suddenly unable to calculate or measure. She had 
nothing of equal experience to go by, and all that mattered now was that the 
dog's erotic tonguing never stop. And then she felt his mesmerizing wet 
caresses bringing him upward once more toward her moistly pulsating vaginal 
lips. She shuddered erotically as Trooper drew his tantalizing tongue from 
her tight little anal mouth upward all the way to the tiny vibrating bud of 
her clitoris. Once more he did it, this time his long fiery tongue splaying 
through her yielding cunt flesh, causing her to roll from side to side in 
ecstasy. On and on while she gasped and writhed beneath it, his delicious 
tongue continued to lay open wide her vibrantly enthralled cunt flesh down 
between her tremoring thighs. Without warning them, it drove far up into her 
hotly quivering vagina. She moaned, squirming ecstatically beneath the great 
dog's oral lovemaking, her lust-glazed eyes feeding on the lewd spectacle of 
wantonness they made!


Oooohhh ... no sensual fantasy she had ever conjured in her wildest 
imaginings could equal this, the shamelessly spread-open young woman 
reasoned. Her gasps and choking little cries increased, her 
pleasure-drenched brain slipping deeper and deeper into a captivating void 
of mindless lust she eagerly welcomed! Again and again the animal's searing 
tongue ardently grazed through and over the feverish pussy flesh her 
quivering, upraised young loins offered, from the tightly puckering anal 
inlet, upward through the glistening wet crevice of her hair-covered cunt. 
Then at its peak it hesitated to penetrate the sensitive liquid flesh and 
flick at her tiny clitoral bud so rigidly quivering there, stabbing at it 
with fiery tongue-tip almost as if he instinctively knew the intense 
pleasure it was bringing her!


"Oooohhh ...you precious beauty!" Gayle groaned down at her fierce-jawed 
lover just as he thrust his magnificent long tongue in a fervid, spearing 
twirl once more all the way up into her heatedly quivering cunt. "Ooohhh... 
so delicious, darling! Your wonderful tongue fucking way up into my hot 
pussy hole! Ummm ... don't stop, my lamb! Like that ... yesss ... make me 
cum, my lover ... ooohhh ... I've got to cum!"


With an animalish little whine of her own, Gayle drew her knees lewdly back 
further until her desired-filled, electrified breasts were flattened beneath 
them, and reaching down with trembling hands, the lust-charged young wife 
grasped the dog's erect ears to pull his long nose tighter down into her 
wetly pulsating channel! Trooper's whipping tongue raced savagely up the 
inflamed, greedy passage, his dog whimpers blending with her less than human 
sounds as she responded to his lashing probes up into the hot frenzied flesh 
of her lewdly gyrating loins and upthrusted buttocks.


"Oooohhh ... ooohhh dammnn, my beautiful tongue fucker! Don't stop! You're 
so wonderful! Goddd! Lick the fire out of my screaming pussy, baby! You've 
got to now ... just got to, my precious!"


Luther Robbins was no lip-reader, but he hardly figured that to be a 
requisite in determining the extent of what was taking place down on his 
Aunt Gayle's bed! He watched through his one eye screwed to the telescope he 
had braced in the crotch of a scrub bush, its business-end bringing up to 
him a detailed performance in unbelievable, crazy wild lust he could never 
hope to discover on another planet! He'd not even had time to set up his 
tripod, but had only brought out the powerful instrument to take a rough 
survey of the area when lo and behold, his knock-out Aunt Gayle had been 
standing in the window looking right up at him, but not seeing him, of 
course, there in the brush. The next thing he knew, she was 
stripping...getting bare-assed naked and climbing on the bed with Trooper 
suddenly hopping up to join her!


Jesus Christ! Really, he guessed that he'd surmised what was happening right 
then, or at least, what could happen, but it all seemed so far-fetched! This 
was his Aunt Gayle, young and beautiful, not hot-box Toni... and then her 
curvaceous white nakedness had been so close that it seemed he could reach 
out and touch it! The wanton expression on her lovely young face was as 
familiar to him as a mirrored reflection, but certainly more intoxicating 
for Chris' sakes. Hot sex was the only way he could tag it, hungering wild 
sex ... and who knew more about that passion than he did?


But... his stunning Aunt Gayle? Sweet shit! He'd nearly gone off in his 
pants just watching her get naked, say nothing of what he'd seen since Troop 
had begun to lick down between those gorgeous upraised and wildly spread 
legs! Imagine it? His very own goddamned dog licking that voluptuous doll's 
delicious little cunt! He could and he couldn't imagine it, even though he'd 
watched the whole mind-shattering show, the front of his pants torn open and 
his long thick cock jerking in painful hardness as it blazed a path in the 
coarse grass, his one hand only occasionally dropping to needfully stroke 
and massage it. The urge for sensual relief inside him had fallen secondary 
to the mind-bending revelation filling his eye and calculating young brain. 
He'd satisfy it all right... no use wasting a single drop of the molten fire 
building feverishly inside him. He'd already developed a gambit to humble 
her feeble defense, plus several alternative moves if his first one failed. 
His dad would be proud of him ... maybe he was at that very moment! But he'd 
bet his ass that Ted Haviland, his bastard uncle, would cringe if he knew, 
and that helped, too.


Luther repositioned himself, reaching down once more to fondly grasp and 
caress the lengthy aching hardness of his lust-thickened penis while he 
watched the incredible performance his naked Aunt Gayle and Trooper were 
staging as if he were in the room on the very bed! The whole brain-warping 
episode had unfolded so fast that the teenager still couldn't quite 
comprehend it, except for the nude beauty of his uncle's young wife 
obscenely positioned beneath the hulking, rut-like approach of his very own 
dog. Christ, he'd never realized that Troop had such tendencies! Or maybe 
all dogs did if they were cultivated, but who'd educated his? Toni? Why not? 
She'd had plenty of opportunities with him at school, the bitch! Though he 
wasn't really angry ... hell no, not with what he was witnessing and the 
wild plans rapidly taking shape in his lecherous young mind! His dad would 
understand ... but his goddamned cock didn't. It ached like an impacted 
tooth ... and then he saw the long blonde hair of his lushly ripened aunt 
flail when she raised her head to watch what was happening down there 
between her legs. The lewdly excited look on her face was one of the most 
titillating things he had ever seen. Lustfully he clutched at his long 
throbbing hardness and massaged it tenderly while he felt his teenaged 
passion growing at the lurid circus unfolding below.


Gayle lifted her tossing head higher, trying to gape down between her 
widespread, wantonly drawn back thighs and elevated loins to better see that 
beautiful tongue licking at her cunt. A wild ungovernable excitement licked 
feverishly through her tormented young body at the unnatural sight. The raw 
liquid flesh of her tongue-splayed cunt glistened with a flushed redness 
that fired her passionate excitement beyond memory. And the loving brute's 
long muzzle was wormed right up into her sleek vaginal flesh, spreading her 
pussy-lips wide so that they resembled a devouring pink mouth! Oh God, she 
could actually feel his jaw muscles working up inside her there, his long, 
spiralihg tongue like a slippery cock while his opening and closing jaws 
stretched her yielding cuntal passage with sensual pangs of pain-pleasure as 
he thrust deeper into her inflamed belly!


She let go of his ears then, afraid to draw his buried face up any further 
into her because of the danger of splitting her passion-wet cunt wide open 
in her mindless desire! But her withdrawn hands didn't stop the massive 
Alsatian's nose and thrilling tongue. She gasped aloud with a sharp twinge 
of pain as suddenly he thrust his penis-shaped face like a huge furry cock 
farther up into her rapturous cuntal channel, and she uied to grind her 
naked buttocks down into the mattress to counteract his expanding, unhuman 
penetration!


"Oh ... ooohhh God, no farther, lover! You're going to tear me apart!" Gayle 
pleaded, choking back a masochistic squeal as he growled in warning, sending 
vibrations along her sensitive ioner vaginal walls, through her quaking 
loins, up into the raging heat of her cock-starved belly! t was then that 
she lost all control and began bucking her wildly trembling pussy up against 
the dog's face, the flashes of pain becoming flashes of an almost insane 
pleasure as they led through her nakedly straining young body!


A lewd guttural wail, rapidly growing in volume, poured out of her heaving 
chest. "Dear God!" she half-screamed, her long blonde hair flailing wildly 
as the first ripples of ecstasy surged outward from her convulsing young 
cunt. She was going to cum! Ooohhh, sweet lover ... his long handsome nose 
fucking right up into her wetly clasping pussy sheath ... and his loving hot 
tongue flicking like a searing flame against her sensitive cervix!


Once more the shamelessly aroused young wife clutched at his huge head and 
yanked his submerged long face further up into her insanely throbbing 
vaginal channel! Wickedly, she clung to his erect ears and fucked her hot 
little pussy in lustful desperation up onto his impaling muzzle, and felt 
the intoxicating bliss of his magnificent animal tongue slipping in and out, 
driving its fluid fire deep up into her burning pussy.


"Noooo! Oh now, darling! I - I'm cuumiinngg, loweerr!" the obscenely 
straining young wife wailed, mercilessly holding the dog's great head while 
she fucked it in uncontrollable shameless passion. And then, still moaning 
out her ecstasy, she fell back in exhaustion on the -bed!


Chapter Three


Ted Haviland had slunk aboard a plane that morning in a keyed-up state of 
ragged nerves. He was haunted by an unshakable feeling of being followed, 
and he had walked aimlessly around the terminal for a half-hour, looking 
back over his shoulder time after time before daring to pick up his ticket 
for Los Angeles rather than the Chicago flight Gayle believed he was taking. 
Of course, he had all intentions of making the Chicago meeting; he hadn't 
lied to her about that, but not until he got matters straightened out with 
Vickie.


Christ! He needed a head shrinker and evidently had for sometime! He still 
couldn't believe that he'd ever gotten himself involved in such a situation, 
or to be more exact, how he'd let that goddamned situation come about! It 
was uncanny, absolutely uncanny the way he had managed to fuck-up his droll, 
not unhappy Mfe with such a minimum of effort, to say nothing of infecting 
those around him ... at feast those that he gave a damn about. But naybe it 
wasn't too late to rectify things. If Vickie would just listen to reason, 
hear him out nd try to understand. Jesus Christ! All he had to do was think 
of her and he melted inside like a blob of butter on a hot griddle! Shit, he 
couldn't hurt Vickie anymore than he could Gayle! He, loved them both, for 
Chris'sake! He was nuts ... or was going to be damned shortly at the rate he 
was going!


Quickly finding an empty seat next to a window, the grey-eyed, chisel-faced 
young husband looked nervously out to see if he could spot his long-haired, 
number one wife secretly watching from some shadowy vantage point. Of course 
he couldn't! It was ridiculous, but he was unable to rid himself of the 
guilty feeling that she suspected something after the way he'd 
uncontrollably acted all week. Not that he'd ever been any whirlwind in bed 
with her - who could be with the way she dutifully approached sex, like some 
human servicing machine ... but this time he'd been utterly worthless. He 
just hadn't been able to help himself... fucking one and thinking of the 
other, the same way he'd been with Vickie their first and last week together 
... loving them both and not knowing where the hell to turn!


She hadn't followed him though, he decided as he ran a big athletic hand 
over his waved wealth of neat, neck-length dark hair; he was making an 
undetected departure. He really ought to know that by now. Gayle, the 
beautiful angel, she didn't have a suspicious bone in her gorgeous body. And 
goddamnit, he was going to make it all right once more so she'd never have 
reason to! Poor innocent doll, married to a cunt-hound like him, but that's 
the way it was with a guy when he was on the road all the time! Hell, it 
didn't really mean anything, catching a stray piece of tail here and there; 
it was ... well, one of the traveling salesman's fringe benefits, for 
Chris'sakes; like coffee and doughnuts, or cake and ice-cream, a traveling 
man and a promiscuous dolly just naturally got together! But that wasn't 
quite the way Vickie and he had tied up, was it? That sonovabitching Burton 
and his company parties! He might just castrate the fat bastard when he saw 
him in Chicago if it ..aren't for the fact that would give away the drunken 
blunder he'd willingly stumbled into after they'd left that wild Las Vegas 
party.


Oh shit, he was about to come unglued was all! What was the legal penalty, 
anyway? The troubled" husband had no idea, but there was one, that was for 
sure. He nervously visualized Gayle in court asking for the extreme 
punishment as the powerful, whistling jet engines began to taxi the plane 
toward the runway. Then, Vickie's breath-taking face and tall, ravishing 
beauty was frowning hatefully at him, her fiery onyx eyes showing no mercy 
as she too implored the judge's severest ruling over him.


"... This court has no mercy for the likes of you, Theodore Haviland! You 
have knowingly and intentionally destroyed the delicate lives of two 
trusting, beautiful young women, and it is the solemn judgement of said 
court that you be hanged by the testicles while your penis is first 
decapitated, then severed in slices from your filthy body! You will then be 
confined to the black-box until you have bled to death before being ground 
up bodily as swill for swine... !"


Jesus Christ! He had dreamed that last night! And all the time the frigging 
judge had been sentencing him, the old bastard had ran his gnarled hands 
over both girl's long tresses ... tawny gold and raven black ... sickeningly 
brushing his lecherous claws downward over the ripe contours of both of 
their beautiful young bodies standing on either side of him, their faces 
smiling vindictively downward at where he shamefully stood between two 
brutal uniformed guards!


Oh Christ! He was sure as hell flipping, the fraught young husband reasoned 
as the plane rose above the clouds into a sun-brilliant heaven. He thought 
of Gayle stuck with Jiis queer, gawky nephew and his mangy dog, finally 
deciding their presence would help keep her occupied while he got this 
goddamned mess straightened out with Vickie! Then, he fell into vivid 
memories no more than three weeks old, exotic visions of Vickie's 
statuesque, show-girl voluptuousness warmly entwined with his own naked 
flesh that morning after! A shudder racked his handball-fit frame, the 
feeling of virile lust and masculine fear blending within him causing the 
tremulous breath he expelled.


"Coffee, sir?"


"What?" Ted jumped, gaping upward at the smiling, blonde-enframed young 
face. "Oh ... yeah ... coffee please, miss. A-A little brandy if you have it 
around, too. The system craves something."


"Yes, sir," she laughed, pouring the small cup and setting in on the tray 
he'd fixed in front of him. "I know what you mean ... great in the morning."


Ted nodded, returning her warm smile. Shit, there it was! This attractive 
young stewardess was doing her cozy come-on, letting him know that she was 
interested, and he'd never even seen her before! Jesus! How could a guy 
explain such things?


"I'll be right back, dol... sir. Can you wait?"


"No hurry, take your time, baby," he responded naturally, watching her move 
away and leaning out toward the aisle to measure her shapely, contoured 
attributes, momentarily forgetting the depths of his immediate problems. 
Then, all of a sudden a cold chill rippled upward along his spine with the 
frigidity of a polar gust. His glance had suddenly fallen on the gold band 
encasing his third-finger, left hand. He clutched at it with a grasping 
right hand nearly wrenching the telltale ring painfully from the thick 
digit, looking around him guiltily as he slipped it into his coat pocket. 
His brain raced. Christ! Supposing Vickie had ever seen that! What a dead 
giveaway ... but... but... !


Oh Christ! What in hell was he going to do with this double life 
entanglement?


"Vickie Cramer Haviland," the tall, sensually-endowed, long haired wife said 
at the mirror reflecting her lush beauty beneath the see-through black 
chiffon negligee. "Once, it was just Vickie Cramer ... but now I have that 
new owning name! I belong to him by all legal right... my lord and lover ... 
my sweetie-puss Teddy bear!"


A thrill of pleasure shivered through the curvaceous young woman as she 
giggled and fell backward with flailing, slender arms onto the mussed, 
satin-sheeted bed. Warm tingles of happiness, the nature of which she'd only 
seldom dared to imagine, flushed through her sensuously ripened body. Three 
years ago she would never have dreamed it possible that she could ever 
really give her love to any one man, say nothing of marrying him ... and 
momentarily, she thought about that.


Three years ago, one Vickie Cramer had been sitting inside a cold, stenchy 
way-station with a fat Indian woman and her sick baby, a frightened, 
ignorant girl waiting for the train and praying to God it would stop in that 
forsaken place. Her sweet papa lay boiled in moonshine on the floor of their 
West Virginia cabin where she'd dropped him with a stick of firewood, and 
only minutes after her younger brother had left that ramshackled hovel 
swearing that he'd never come back.


She'd sat inside that urine-cured way-station with her blood running cold, 
wondering at what precise minute her loving daddy would stumble in looking 
for her with drunken fire in his aching eyes, a hard-on, and rage burning 
his vile tongue.


It had been the first time she'd ever had to waylay his incestuous advances 
because her brother had vowed to kill him if he ever tried to lay a hand on 
her, but that hadn't kept the old bastard from continually advising her of 
the "easy" money she could make in Carling, and that they "damn sure needed 
it". Still, she'd never given in to him, had never done anything more evil 
than drunk a little corn and smoked a two-cent cigar when she could get her 
hands on one ... nothing memorable until that night she sat in the 
way-station with the Indian woman and her sick baby. Now, it was almost 
incredulous for the reminiscing Vickie to believe that she had still been a 
virgin, but she had!


That horrible life had fallen behind her the moment she'd climbed eagerly 
onto the train. She had sat beside a huge black woman who laughed often and 
kept bringing out pieces of fried chicken for both of them from a deep 
basket that seemed to have no bottom. Then, when they'd reached Washington, 
the woman had offered her a place to stay while she was finding herself.


The "place" was known as Black Sara's, an exclusive house, five and some 
tenths miles from Chevy Chase on the Hemstead Road. And who of the 
Washington male elite didn't know about the erotic delights of Black Sara's? 
Vickie had lived there two-months with never a girl or Sara, herself, trying 
to influence her. That first time she had simply grasped the hand of the 
young airforce lieutenant and led him up the stairs toward her bedroom all 
of her own accord ... something like the blind leading the blind she 
remembered, smiling to herself as she lay there. His warm baby-face smile 
had melted her, and she'd reacted as naturally as a mother breast feeds her 
child, giving herself to a frightened boy who thought he was going to die in 
Vietnam.


And that had been the turning point, hadn't it? A slug of bourbon and a 
ten-cent cigar (she'd upgraded her tastes) could hardly satisfy the newly 
aroused hunger for physical pleasure she'd awakened inside her, but 
unfortunately neither could the long series of Johns she led to her bed. The 
sensual fire glowing and eating constantly at her inexperienced young loins 
was like a tormenting curse her father might have called down ... or up from 
hell on her, until she sat among the girls in the receiving room in 
provocative near-nothings being ogled and chosen, wondering why when she 
gave herself passionately time and again she could know only nights of 
unfulfilled sensual desire.


A girl named Jade had done it all for her! A voluptuously beautiful black 
young woman who pranced through the house with an air of superiority that no 
one dared to question. Some whispered that she was Black Sara's daughter, 
but Vickie never knew that to be true ... only that she was a striking ebony 
lovely whose big dark eyes had suddenly fallen on her, actually devoured her 
for long, long minutes before she'd stood and held out her hand.


"Come with me, baby," she'd said, not asking but ordering, and Vickie had 
gotten to her feet, both of them ignoring the others as they seemed to float 
from the plush room.


Upstairs, Jade had kicked the door closed with the heel of her naked foot, 
then drawn her close inside the powerful arms of her strong, softly curved 
black body. Vickie had hardly dared breathe as she looked up into the exotic 
face. Then, Jade's throaty voice had said: "You're going to belong to me as 
long as you're in this house! You understand that, my white pussycat?"


"Y-Yes..."


"The men, they can't do it for you can they, baby? Almost, but not quite ... 
and then they leave you there going crazy-assed wild in your hot little 
belly." She had smiled, showing handsome white teeth that sparkled like her 
eyes. "Well, here we go, pussycat, 'cause Jade's going to snap you out of 
that coma, going to teach you all about being a woman."


"But... oh ... I don't know ... !"


"Christ, don't argue with me, sweet baby! Climb onto the bed! Strip 
naked-pure first, then get on that bed with those pretty white legs spread 
wide! Your Jade's going to do it for you, hon ... and after that she's going 
to try and make you understand what it's all about!"


God, that night... that spellbinding night! Beyond the raging ecstasy of 
Jade's knowing, expertly lashing tongue between her tremoring thighs, 
causing incredible spasms of pleasure within the tight crevice splitting her 
feverish young loins, Vickie had been certain that there was and could be 
nothing more! Utter sensations of unknown rapture had drenched her nakedly 
twisting body with a sudden deluge of ecstasy that had made her a willing 
love slave to the stately black girl. The desire to crawl to her and humbly 
lick the soft fleshy cuntal lips so proudly nestled up between Jade's trim 
thighs was more fervent than any passion she had ever known. And it was only 
by consistent loving and gentle cuddling through long nights that Jade had 
finally reached her and made her understand that all real fulfillment for 
her rested in a man she had yet to meet. She had even taught her to 
experience orgasm with him, or any man, using a dildo belted to her strong 
feminine loins which squirted warm glycerine up into Vickie's quaking belly 
as she came, making her know again and again the intoxicating beauty of what 
she'd insisted was normal sex.


And it had been! Vickie knew this now, sensually admitting to the erotic 
truth her beloved teacher had so passionately taught. A world of parading in 
a Las Vegas chorus line had offered unlimited opportunities to prove it, 
both to her own physical satisfaction, and to the delight of the beautiful 
black girl named Jade who had been found dead months back in that Washington 
whorehouse from an overdose of sleeping capsules.


That beautiful girl, how angry she'd be if she knew the way her white 
pussycat had cried and cried when she'd learned of her death, the ravishing 
brunette thought with tears clouding her almond-shaped onyx eyes, even more 
than she had at the death of her own mother. That exquisite, ebony face ... 
it was embedded in the love section of her brain forever, much as her Teddy 
Bear's handsome one had deeply imprinted itself, even when she'd still 
believed that impossible! Jade would laugh at that, laugh warmly at the way 
she dreamed about him, several times awakening to find herself clutching the 
pillow where he ought to have been, wanting to kiss and hold him, the fire 
up between her hot tingling thighs aching for his long thick hardness 
fucking so wonderfully up into her craving belly, or his hungering mouth 
glued to her wildly seething pussy lips the way it had been that first night 
when they had found each other!


Love! That was the only word describing what had happened between them! 
Normal love had swept up Vickie Cramer! Unbelievable, but true! Though less 
than three hours before she'd been swapping her hard-core philosophy with 
some of the girls backstage after being selected for a party following the 
show, the club manager who handled such things grinning obscenely through 
his gold teeth as he told them what to expect and not to try and latch onto 
any permanent births ... or fall in love with their customers. "Especially 
you, Vickie baby," he'd snickered, her viewpoints no secret around the 
place.


"Don't worry about Vickie baby. She knows which side her bread is buttered 
on," she'd quipped back at him in a cold tone she kept in reserve for fat, 
slobbery-lipped men over fifty who thought their dollars bought a girl's 
heart along with her ass. No filthy buck could buy her love she had 
profoundly believed as she stood there listening to his ugly mouth advising 
them that it was a party of business men who were paying big... "lots of 
loot, so all the way, chickies, no 'holes' barred, eh?"


Vickie had hardly given his instructions a second thought. What more could a 
party girl offer than cold carte blanche of her physical treasures, but 
there it ended, for that had become her dedicated way of life until her bank 
account was fat enough ... though God knows, she'd never anticipated Ted 
Haviland ...


He was the average male, a little better looking maybe, and with a virilely 
attractive physique when nattily draped, but his kind had never impressed 
her. Usually, they were either an introvert, or married and obsessed with 
the idea that all women envied their wives, the type who usually sported a 
pair of pinching lobster claws for hands. Sometimes, she would get lucky and 
draw a queer. Ted Haviland was none of them: he was some sort of new specie 
whose shy grin almost immediately intrigued her and as well put her on her 
guard.


Their normal evening of drinking and hell-raising as they moved from club to 
club along the strip had done nothing but lessen her automatic dislike 
toward her handsome young escort who was yet to say a suggestive word or 
make a stab at the expected hand explorations. He hadn't even tried to kiss 
her! Instead, he'd just seemed to fascinate her with his every word and 
gesture, the unexpected phenomenon of him quietly building new and 
unfamiliar sensations inside her. Before she'd ever realized it, her 
defensive wall had crumbled, the charisma of him overwhelming her. When he 
did finally gather her into his arms in the back seat of a taxi, she had 
trembled in excited anticipation. He'd kissed her without a sexually probing 
tongue, mouth open and eager, his hot masculine breath like hypnotic 
anesthesia breathing into hers and rousing her own tiny tongue to tease the 
edges of his warm trembling lips.


Her Teddybear had responded then, gasping aloud as his long, fiery tongue 
had thrust deep into her receptive mouth, and she'd suckexHit with rising 
passion, everything that was to come to pass that night inspired from that 
initial moment! How long after that they had stood in the little wedding 
chapel, Vickie couldn't remember. By that time, they'd both been drunk, the 
rest of their crowd long since happily deserting them, while alone they 
pledged such loving vows as he giving up gambling, which he never did, and 
she tossing away her cigars, which she never could. Stone drunk ... hardly 
the way to enter into a marriage, or was it? God, how dynamically he had 
made love to her that night... or had it been morning ... daylight ... ? 
What difference behind closed drapes? Only that they had loved, sucked and 
fucked until both of them were exhausted from cumming; then they'd slept to 
wake again and love some more! Love, love, love, beautiful, sensual passion 
so joyfully filling her that she'd cried like a child in his arms with 
uncontrollable rapture the equal of which she'd never dreamed possible.


Even now as she lay back enchanted on her bed, the almost naked, long legged 
young woman had difficulty believing it was all a reality, married to a man 
she truly loved and whom she knew loved her, even though once emerged from 
their three-day orgy he'd shown tremulous signs of misgiving. But wasn't 
that what was said of all men once they woke up to learn the ultimate price 
of their Eve's juicy apple? She laughed warmly to herself. Her precious 
Teddybear darling. He would acclimate, and soon he'd be coming home to love 
her, bringing all his clothes and private things from his apartment in 
Portland to their little love nest for her to care for and look after. And 
this time, she wouldn't let the tail-end of his week with her take from 
their loving as it had before he'd left. He hadn't been himself, at least 
not the way she'd learned to know and love him, as if his work or something 
was bothering him, and she vowed to smother him with so much love that he 
wouldn't have a moment to think of anything else. That was her full time 
operation now, being his wife and making him happy, because when he was 
happy she knew she could be no other way ...


What was that? The raven haired bride sat up with a start, her partially 
naked curves rippling provocatively beneath the filmy negligee with the 
effort. It was! ... A key rattling in the lock! Teddybear! He'd come home 
two days early ... !


Chapter Four


Ted Haviland had arrived in Los Angeles with the nucleus of a plan formed in 
his burdened brain. He caught a cab at the airport and gave the driver the 
Hollywood address where he had stashed his exquisite second wife in sheer 
desperation, once drunken insanity had phased into a torturous hangover, and 
finally reality had horrifyingly followed. He'd had to read the address from 
the back of a letter where he'd scratched it in pencil, and, ironically 
enough, the envelope had been a forgotten stamped letter which Gayle had 
given him to mail several weeks before. He glanced at the address, 
recognizing the feminine name of an old college acquaintance they both had 
known. Shaking his head, he shoved it back into his inner coat pocket, 
wondering if he was ever going to be normal again.


Christ, it had to work! It was the only thing he could think of, and he felt 
certain the company would advance him the cash. Burton could swing it for 
him, but he'd yet to figure out what the logical need for such an amount was 
going to be, and, for that reason, he could give that the whole transaction 
had to be kept secret from Gayle. Shit, he couldn't let Burton, the 
company's General Sales Manager, get the slightest inkling of the truth. The 
fat-assed bastard wasn't that trustworthy, and really no friend of his 
either, but it was his business-written record and the way he handled his 
territory that was going to count... only that was just half the battle. The 
main and roughest part was going to be convincing Vickie that ten thousand 
dollars in her lovely hand would be worth much more to her than he could 
ever possibly be ... especially when he didn't really believe it himself. 
But what in hell else could he do?


Jesus Christ! Insane as it was, he loved his beautifully proportioned wife 
number two until he ached to the goddamned dregs of his balls, spontaneous 
and mad as their short-lived relationship had been; yet, at the same time, 
he actually twisted up inside at the mere thought of losing Gayle. He'd been 
crazy-assed gone on that gorgeous, tawny-haired darling since the first day 
he'd laid eyes on her at school, a feeling of intense love which had become 
all the stronger since he'd gotten himself into this goddamned mess. Christ, 
he loved them both, but his fucking sanity was at stake! As sure as hell 
he'd wind up in a loony bin unless he put an end to this goddamned dilemma 
now, and, the sooner he did it, the less it was going to hurt.


Gayle held priority, which was the only way the chaotic young bigamist had 
been able to choose. Besides, Vickie was a couple of years older and with 
broader- shoulders, so to speak. There wasn't any question in his justifying 
brain but what she'd warmed a few beds before his, and had capably taken a 
few bruises along the way. A Vegas showgirl had to have graduated beyond the 
innocent class, though, if it weren't for Gayle, none of that would matter a 
damn to him. But his beautiful wife number one did exist, maybe not 
innocent, anymore, but she had been the first time he'd crawled between her 
spread, warmly loving legs... and yes, goddammit, he owed her that priority 
... !


His trembling hand fitted the key into the lock, but before he had a chance 
to turn it, the door burst inward and there stood his glamorous, 
breath-taking enigma like some gossamery veiled Aphrodite, unhidable joy 
lighting her beautiful young face, the majestic warm splendor of her sensual 
young body sweeping forward to engulf him with passionate kissing 
embraces... and that was the last he remembered for five solid minutes!


Ted Haviland took the Scotch on the rocks that his stunning, nearly naked 
second wife placed happily in his hand after pressing him Into an 
overstuffed chair and folding her generously rounded buttocks down lovingly 
onto his lap.


"Oh, you precious! I could eat you, teddy bear, for surprising me like 
this!" Vickie passionately whispered, fastening her moistened ripe lips 
hungrily to his for the hundredth time in the short space of minutes. "I 
didn't expect you for at least two more days," she went on, unknotting his 
tie and opening his collar before kissing him again. "A girl could go mad, 
you know, darling, waiting for her lover to come and carry her off on his 
long white steed! Have you missed me? You haven't told me you loved me! Oh, 
don't say anything yet, sweet-face, just kiss your baby!"


Christ, he couldn't speak! He couldn't even think straight with the 
intoxicating warmth of her curvaceous body smothering him, the heady essence 
and exotic taste of her beauty mesmerizing him as it had from the very 
beginning. Her torrid, sweet breath was an aphrodisiac potently melting his 
goddamned brain cells, her tiny love-filled tongue a darting, lashing secret 
little weapon of mind shattering destruction wildly flitting about the 
inside of his fever-rising mouth.


The hot, fleshy contours of her smoothly rounded buttocks wiggled down 
against the growing thick hardness inside his pants, sending lusty shivers 
racing up Ted's spine. Jesus Christ, he was unravelling! Her long raven hair 
concealed both of their clinging-mouthed faces like skeins of black 
shimmering silk as she clung to him with escaping little mewls and squirmed 
her voluptuous young curves in seductive delight down against his now fully 
erect cock.


"Mmmmm, I love you, teddy bear," Vickie whispered, kissing his nose and 
eyes, then taking die untouched drink from his hand to set on the stand 
beside them: Fiery anticipation had already crept through her sensuous young 
body at feeling his lust-thickened rod of flesh pressing upward against her 
resilient ass-cheeks. Knowing what it was doing to him, she gently undulated 
her buttocks down against its hot sinewy hardness. It had been over a week 
since she'd felt that beautiful hard male flesh up inside her belly, and now 
she didn't want to wait one more denying minute! "Let's not talk, my lover! 
Do hot fucky things to me first, before I burn right io a cinder! Your baby 
needs that handsome big charger of yours galloping right up into her 
love-wet pussy... that is, if you still love her. Do you, precious?"


"Oh... oh shit!" Ted simpered as he lustfully clutched her to him and 
continued running his big hands greedily over the soft, yielding curves her 
negligee so teasingly veiled. The intentions he'd had five minutes before 
were as forgotten as the other wife he'd left behind a few hours ago. And 
then his shapely second wife was slipping off his lap, downward into her 
knees between his legs and gently -Treading them apart to move between.


"I want to be the sexiest and most loving wife you'll ever have, darling," 
she breathed up at .urn.


"Christ!" Ted heard himself choke out at her spine-rattling words, and then 
he forgot about everything as her long, slender fingers unbuckled his belt, 
opened the waist of his pants and unzippered his fly!


What had been a desperately contriving male brain earlier in the day was 
suddenly a libidinous mass of roused nerve tissue inside Ted Haviland's 
skull as he watched and felt the gorgeous, nearly naked girl kneeling 
between his legs slide her soft warm hand inside the cotton of his shorts to 
slowly encircle his eagerly throbbing penis, then bring it out into the 
cooling air with them.


"Oh damn, Vickie baby!" he gasped, watching the blood-engorged rod of 
hardness jerk inside the soft whiteness of her small, loving hand.


"Mmmmm," Vickie hummed, her passion-lighted dark eyes filling themselves on 
his long thick cock, the memorable size of it causing a tingling excitement 
to ripple through her loins and belly. Hers! This was really and truly by 
all legal right her own teddy bear cock, and she adored it! "Oh darling, 
it's the most wonderful, beautiful love tool in the whole world ... and 
Vickie idolizes it!"


"Oh shit!" the hypnotized young bigamist stupidly gulped beneath the waves 
of lewd desire building inside him. The sight of her full, nakedly swaying 
white breasts, with then-hardened little cherry tipped nipples, as she 
subserviently knelt and played between his spread legs, was quickly driving 
him out of his mind. Fuck, nothing else mattered ... except... and he said, 
"K-keep that up, and it's going to explode right in your fiery little fist. 
Christ!" He watched the tiny drops of sperm seep warningly from the split at 
its tip to her gentle strokings!


"Oh no, sweet-face, it would never do that to it's loving mama," she 
passionately assured him. "It needs me too much ... I can tell."


It struck him then that he'd hardly even gotten to know her in the short 
time they'd spent together. He'd been too drunk from the beginning and then 
had remained that way to avoid the terrible truth of what he'd done. 
Goddamn, he could only barely remember making love to her that insane week, 
and now, suddenly, he was staring down from some erotic cloud, entranced by 
the lewd sight of her small white hand lovingly massaging and stroking his 
throbbing,, hard penile flesh, drawing the heavy foreskin up and down to 
cover then expose his moistened cock-head. He knew she must have sucked his 
penis, but he couldn't actually remember it... not really ... and now she 
was leaning over it, her tiny pink tongue flicking out to lick away the 
drops of escaped cum wetly glistening at its tip!


Oh sonofabitch... ! How long had it been since Gayle had sucked him... or he 
had tongued the delicious hot pussy crevice up between her lovely white 
thighs? College ... the beginning, when they'd lived together .. before 
bored complacency... He gasped aloud, his retrospect failing him as he 
reached down for both of Vickie's resilient white breasts, releasing them 
from the negligee to cup their lush warmth. He tenderly kneaded them as she 
slowly lowered her head and her soft, saliva-moistened lips warmly slid down 
over his pulsating cock-head.


Down, down and down, her lovely brunette head lowered, absorbing his thick 
aching cock up into her warm ovailed mouth, her eager little tongue lashing 
and loving teasingly against its rigid, thick-veined flesh. She raised her 
head then, her tightly clasping lips sucking their wet way to its very tip 
while her pleasure-bringing tongue swirled wildly, its end finally probing 
the tiny orifice of his cock-head once more!


Oh sweet shit! Ted's brain silently blurted in its single-tracked 
exclamations. That did it! His pulsating balls were churning like an 
automatic washer going through its cycle ... and they were getting ready to 
pump out the suds! "Jesus! Hold it... wait!" he rasped, pressing her 
descending, suction-cupped mouth and lips up off his jerking cock almost in 
desperation as he struggled to his feet and began pulling at his clothes.


Vickie couldn't help but laugh in wanton glee, her dark eyes aglow with the 
impassioned love and desire bubbling inside her sensuously hungering young 
body. She well knew what she'd done to her teddy bear, and she quickly 
sprung to her feet, slipping out of the whispering negligee before nakedly 
dancing toward the davenport and throwing her unveiled white curves down 
onto it with lust-inciting abandon.


"Here 'tis, baby-pie!" she egged seductively with a lewd little undulating 
hip and buttock movement meant only for loving husbandly consumption. "Your 
breakfast, lunch and dinner all warmed up ... even a place to store your 
walking stick if you like!"


"You teasing little bitch!" Ted responded, unable to hold back the salacious 
grin warping his face as she giggled and squirmed in erotic curves of white 
sluttish splendor before him, his enfeebled brain racing aimlessly like a 
rat in a treadmill. Stumblingly, he jerked and tossed the hampering 
imprisonment of her nakedness beyond anything he'd ever experienced. Christ! 
She wasn't just physically absolute ... that would have made her as 
undesirable as a marble sculpture ... she was vibrantly carnal and 
shamelessly eager for sex, as every man secretly dreamed his woman would be. 
Shit, he hadn't been as drunk as he though! No wonder he'd married her ... !


"Oooooh ... what a big hard looking cock you have, Mr. Wolf!" Vickie 
baby-voiced at him, twisting onto her side and stretching out licentiously 
as he moved toward her, the length of its thick hardness waggling while his 
cum-bloated balls swung with thrilling promise down between his thighs.


"All the better to probe your hot little belly with, my dear," he answered, 
falling readily into her fairy-tale game as he threw himself onto the narrow 
davenport facing her.


"B-but it's like a huge, mean tree, and I might have to scream for the 
woodsman to come and cut it down before it hurts me!" she went on, her 
sparkling eyes and taunting half-smile like some injected drug firing 
through his veins.


"Don't be a drag, Cinderella!" he hissed into her teasing, beautiful face, 
his strong arms wrapping hungrily around her.


"That was Little Red Riding Hood, sweet-face," she tittered, kissing him on 
the tip of his nose.


"I don't give a fuck if it was King Kong! Come here you devil's dream! 
Daddy's about to stuff you so full of cock you'll think you were embalmed 
when he's through!"


"You wouldn't dare!"


"No?" he said, his mouth greedily finding hers as he ran his hot hands over 
her silken flesh in blinding desire. He caught the enticing full mound of 
one ripened breast, its firm yet yielding warmth and straining little nipple 
feeding his lust as he mauled it to raise a whimper from her.


Vickie lifted one leg, wrapping its full, tapering thigh over his, her arms 
winding around his neck, and he crushed her against the back of the 
davenport, his thick throbbing cock furrowing into the wet, hair-lined 
crevice of hot flesh up between her legs. She gasped and clung to him 
passionately, one small hand smoothing down the muscles of his athletic 
back, her full quivering breasts digging into his sparsely-haired chest.


"Oh daddy wolf, what're you going to do to me ... and how soon?" she 
whispered hotly against his kissing lips.


"Bury an old bone as quick as I can find a hole!"


"Oh God, then let me help!" she said quickly, reaching down between their 
nakedly entwined bodies to grasp his pulsating cock-shaft.


Expertly, she guided its sleek mushroom-shaped head forward, separating the 
fleshy folds of her fevered cunt lips. Then, placing it strategically at her 
hotly nibbling vaginal mouth, she clutched at his hip and pulled down with 
surprising strength in an effort to force his long hart penis up into her 
cunt. "Now, teddy bear! Bury it right up in there where it'll be nice and 
warm and safe... ! Oooohhhh lover, fuck it into me! Baby needs it so bad... 
so bad... ! Aaaah... yessss... yessssss, that's the way! Oh God... deeper, 
deeper, darling, way up into my belly ... your precious hard cock ... 
slipping right up into my steamy cunt to fill me with your love! Oooohhh ... 
again, again, my darling ... like that! So beautiful... I can feel your 
swollen balls every time against my ass! Aaaahhh ... heavenly ... !"


Ted's brain reeled in wild excitement at the incessant stream of lewd 
phrases hissing passionately from her beautiful lips as his thick aching 
cock raced up the slippery sheath of her dilated cuntal passage! Sweet 
Christ! Leave her? He'd have to be out of his goddamned gourd! Fuck, he was 
already a borderline case ... what the hell... but, Jesus, he couldn't lose 
her, he insanely reasoned as she thrust her rounded white hips and buttocks 
forward in eager wantonness to absorb his long bigamist cock deep up into 
the hotly clutching little oven of her belly! Sonovabitch! When the time 
came to face the music,, he'd just kill himself, that's all... but not 
today!


Vickie moaned pleasurably before him, the amazing tightness of her sleek, 
grasping pussy-channel swallowing his penis with a skilled muscular sucking 
action that he had no recollection of from his lost week, and, now, raising 
a loud groan from the depths of his chest. Christ, where had she ever 
learned to fuck like this ... or did it just come naturally?


She whimpered again, making deliberate little movements which he readily 
understood to mean she wanted to change position. He raised up to let her 
slide excitedly beneath him, spreading her satiny white thighs wide and 
drawing them back for him to fit. himself socket-fashion against her naked 
loins, his long thick cock still buried deep in the liquid heat of her 
tightly clasping vagina. Slowly, then, he withdrew his wetly glistening cock 
while they both looked down lustfully to watch. He pulled out the thick 
shaft of flesh until only its blood-engorged head remained inside her 
sucking little pink hole ... and suddenly he couldn't stand it any longer! 
He was going to fuck her until he croaked right there!


The boggle-brained young husband thrust forward, driving his pulsating cock 
up into the hotly seething canal between her beautiful widespread legs.


Only the lust-inflamed rapture of the moment existed! Nothing else ... 
nothing, but the erotic sensation of his long thick hardness ramming deep up 
inside the smooth caressing walls of her cunt... nothing but the enchanting 
insanity of fucking this delectable female creature who was really his very 
own wife!


He quickly fell into a furious rhythm, thrusting the thick length of his 
heavy penis up into her steaming secret flesh with jarring force, ramming 
and pounding, the profuse flow of her intimate secretions coating and easing 
the way for his every plunge. He could feel its swollen rubbery head 
pummeling her tender cervix, while his sperm-laden balls beat down against 
her tiny naked anus in a lewd tattoo.


Vickie purred catlike with the pain-pleasure, writhing in moments of 
unexpected brief agony beneath him as the spongy head of his big delicious 
cock battered the soft quaking depths of her yielding belly. To her 
masochistic delight, she realized that her moments of unsuppressed pain were 
inciting his masculine lust all the more, and he began driving harder up 
into her, reaching hidden depths seldom explored. He ground his pelvis 
fiercely against her sensitive loins, flexing his expanded cock-head with 
sadistic throbs at the apex of every in-charge to force groans from her 
throat... until finally he panted to a halt, and she knew it was to let the 
mounting pressure from his wild fucking subside once more within him little 
mewling sounds of passionate servitude uncontrollably bubbled from her 
opened lips as she lay there in the hot heaven beneath him, completely 
subjugated to her teddy bear's meagerest whim. She was his love slave, her 
lover-darling's own private whore, she reasoned enchantedly, totally impaled 
on his delicious hard cock probing the intricate throbbing depths of her 
love-hole up between her legs. In glazed rapture, she looked up at his 
handsome face, sensations of super-happiness flushing wildly through her 
tremulous naked body at the trace of sadistic love she read there... and 
then he was tormentively flexing his blood-swollen cock-head again and again 
to force uncontainable gasps of pleasure from her sensually slackened hps.


His passion-crazed new bride strained greedily up against him, and Ted 
ground harder into her hot susceptible flesh, feeling her arch her 
desire-moistened pussy up to him, lifting both their naked bodies from the 
cushions while she continued to whimper unceasingly, and again he worked 
into a rhythmic, fucking cock-tempo. He sensed her long, trim legs 
tightening and releasing him at his pistoning hips as she began to labor up 
and down the rigid shaft of his glistening white cock with her tightly 
grasping pussy until they'd established a mutual cadence, and her lovely 
head began to toss from side to side, her long raven hair flailing wildly 
like a nun's veil, while her mouth gaped open in a wild abandon.


"Oooooo ... oooohh," she began to coo and shiver beneath him. "M-my precious 
love forever! You're driving me mad with fucky-joy!


Oooooh ... sweet-face ... daddy wolf... screw Red Riding Hood until she 
squeals for mercy! Make her your mama wolf... your aving bitch! Use her, 
darling... do everything:.. anything you want to her!


"Oooohhh ... now, teddy bear, s-slip your finger up into my ass! Please, 
precious, right now ... do it!" she begged impassionedly.


And a new current of goatish lust surged furiously through Ted Haviland's 
brain with the subtle impact of a train wreck, its jarring force vibrating 
to the depths of his boiling loins and the swollen tip of his painfully 
throbbing cock. His big hands groped, reaching in under her finding 
ass-cheeks to the smooth widespread crevice separating her buttocks while 
she continued to pant upward in short hot breaths into his face, and he 
fucked his rampaging penis relentlessly up into the searing heat of her 
twitching little cunt. Using his outstretched middle finger, the fired-up 
young bigamist found the tight elastic ring of puckering anal flesh. It was 
wet from the warm seepage trickling down from where his solid hardness 
fucked steadily into her cock-stretched pussy.


Vickie tremored erotically as his fingertip nudged her tight little hole, 
and she felt now the mounting sensations of lewd anticipation beginning to 
rage through her naked body.


To Ted's surprise, she pressed her quivering ass-cheeks back against the 
stiffened invader. Uncontrollably, he pushed hard up into the hotly 
resisting passage, the dimpled ring of delicate flesh opening like a small 
mouth to suck his finger lewdly up inside to his bent knuckle-joint. He felt 
her lurch beneath him, almost as if, with a sudden change of mind, she 
wanted to expel the thick, penis-like intruder, and then, slowly, her tight, 
resisting little anus relaxed its tension, giving itself to him wantonly. 
"Oh God, daddy, I'm never going to let you out of my sight again!" Vickie 
whispered, as she squirmed her heatedly quivering pussy without shame onto 
his hardened cock and her naked buttocks down joyously onto his finger. "I 
don't care if we have to get welfare, or your baby has to take in washings. 
I've got to have you here where you can love me by the clock at least a 
half-dozen times a day ... say nothing of the nights, precious!"


Ted half-grinned down into her lustfully Sparkling eyes, mindlessly wishing 
things could be that simple, yet at the same time refusing to face the 
looming reasons why it couldn't. "You're love high," he said, his grin 
broadening. "Oh sweet-face, V-Vickie's cock high, that's what she is! Your 
magnificent prick stuffed way up inside my hot belly is making your baby 
hallucinate ... not to mention your naughty finger playing fucky games right 
up in my asshole! Oh God, darling, I want to smother you in my love!"


And, with that, the overwhelming lush white beauty of her engulfed him 
inside smooth, naked arms that clung and demanded with hidden strength, 
pulling him down until his chest crushed the full mounds of her straining, 
nipple-crested breasts, while her moistened ripe mouth and fiery tongue 
kissed, sucked and laved at his face until he was damned near breathless.


"Oh lover... why haven't you got two handsome cocks so you could fuck me 
with one while I sucked the other until your hot cum would squirt down my 
throat?"


"Goddamn!" he blurted, the voluptuous showgirl's lust-probing wish enough to 
wreck his equilibrium. He struggled for leverage, beginning to fuck 
desperately up into the warmly enclosing flesh between her firm young thighs 
once more.


"Aaaaah . . . that's my lower ... fucky-fucking his slave-baby with his big 
hard cock!" she sighed like a child gratefully showing her adoring 
appreciation, caressing his face as he half-raised in his distorted 
position. "Oooohh, teddy bear, now ... nowwww ... shove your finger way up 
into my ass as far as you can and fuck me hard... hard, lover! It's time! 
Make me know you love your little pussy-baby!"


Shit! He was going absolutely bananas from the torment of raw lust firing 
the furnace in the depths of his throbbing loins! There was no question but 
what he'd been drunk when he'd married and lived with her that forgotten 
week because he'd never, in all his escapades, even remotely known a girl to 
be as hot and abandoned, yet so shamelessly wonderful! What he chose to 
think of as his brain was spinning like a carousel gone berserk when he 
thrust his hand forward, simultaneously increasing the stroke of his 
lust-thickened cock fucking her greedily clasping cunt walls, while, at the 
same time, feeling the smooth rubbery sheath of her tight little rectum 
spasming around the full length of his finger probing to the palm of his 
hand. She choked out a moaning whimper of pain-pleasure, the beautiful 
glazed jewels of her dark eyes signaling up to him all of the erot:ic 
enchantment his pistoning cock and finger were bringing her.


Then, Vickie skewered her nakedly rounded ass-cheeks back and down onto the 
distended finger that was searching, thrusting, routing the hot elastic 
depths of her nether channel, openly reveling in its unnatural presence up 
in the soft fleshy inlet of her rectum. At the same time, Ted could feel the 
in and out pistoning of his rigid cock-shaft through the thin membrane 
separating the dual passages. Oh Christ! His balls were going to shatter if 
he didn't blow them put soon!


Mercilessly, he initiated an obscene rhythm between cock and finger until he 
was fucking into her in vigorous unison to her continual groans beneath him. 
She strained her full, gaping thighs as she spread them even wider, giving 
him unhindered freedom to his ravishment of the warm wet flesh so intimately 
centered up between her long, showgirl legs! He sensed his blood-locked 
penis uncontrollably expanding then, growing more and more inside her 
tightly clasping pussy toward that blinding instant when it would burst into 
a wild jerking frenzy with the crazy needling pressure building in his 
bloated testicles.


The young husband gaped down at where his long thick cock was riding with 
glistening white sleekness in and out between the wetly clinging, 
curl-fringed lips of her cunt. His muscular naked body shivered in lewd 
delight at the erotic feel of her fleshy folds clasping like little lips to 
his solid member as it hammered without mercy up into her quivering little 
pussy. The loud animal grunts that began escaping him were not of his own 
volition when he started to batter into her with longer, harder, quickened 
plunges, while his embedded finger wormed deeper up into the 
now-licentiously-stretched rectal depths. She gripped him tightly over his 
arched back with her firm sleek thighs pressed urgently against his ribs, 
and he heard her begin a husky guttural moaning, as basic and animalish as 
his own. He felt her dancer's powerful thighs opening and closing around him 
as she lurched upward onto his raging cock and then thrust her swivelling 
ass-cheeks backward to devour his middle finger in the rhythmic cadence of 
his savage assault between her legs.


"Ooooohh ... my teddy bear darling... you're superb! Give it to me, 
sweet-face ... all of it, just as hard as you can! Oh damnnn... fuck it, 
lover, fuck it!" she choked out, driving her hard little heels into the 
solid flesh of his back before raising her long white shapely legs up over 
his broad shoulders to present him with the flat, widespread panorama of her 
naked pink cunt and anus! Her eyes, as did her white even teeth, clenched 
tightly shut then, her stunning face twisting and straining in a grotesque 
march of lust as her orgasm swept dynamically over her.


"Now ... ! Oooooh, teddy bear ... baby's cummiinnnggg ... cummmiiinnnggg... 
!"


As promised, she whimpered, moaned, and began to squeal, but never for 
mercy, Ted crazily reasoned when she pulled her thighs back tighter and the 
salacious splendor of her reddish-pink, hungrily sucking cunt-slit was his 
to use in any manner he chose. She humped her wildly convulsing vagina up at 
his torturously swollen cock with bruising force, her mouth slack and her 
nostrils flaring wide, a near-shrieking cry wringing from her as she fucked 
in wanton desperation. She made one final lunge upward and held her pussy 
impaled on his long thick hardness, clinging there while the convulsing 
inner muscles of her heated cuntal sheath milked him as he had never been 
milked before!


The sensations of her orgasmic ecstasy opened the sluice-gate to the damned 
up cum in his balls! While her passionate vaginal walls released their warm 
gushed of liquid passion around his wildly jerking cock, drenching the 
throbbing organ and flooding back to deluge his balls, he sensed his own 
hot, thick sperm racing the full ;ength of his spasming penis. Pleasure 
racked his powerful young frame as she writhed and lurched in complete 
abandonment beneath him. His thick burgeoning penis felt as though it were 
being devoured, as the fleshy lips of her cunt pulled feverishly at it, and 
his boiling white sperm spurted from his cock-tip far up into her wildly 
quivering belly.


"Ooooooh ... ooooohhhh ... ooohhhhhh!"


Vickie wailed. "Fill me, teddy bear, darling! All of it... I want every 
teeny drop of your precious cum!"


Ted couldn't make a sound, it had choked in his constricted throat as his 
energy pumped out the nozzle of his wildly ejaculating cock. Finally, with a 
sigh, he slumped forward, collapsing on top of her sweat-streaked body, 
feeling his hot liquid semen blending with her female love-juice.


It seemed incredibly and erotically endless ... until his illegal young 
bride, in exhaustion, gave one last squirming spasm, then twitched to a 
final lifelessness, lying beautifully and contentedly still, her heart 
pounding in her breast beneath him. Finally, she said-


"L-Let's just rest for awhile, darling, before we try that again. Oooohh 
sweet-face, it's so wonderful to have you home. Vickie isn't going to let 
her teddy bear husband out of her arms all day...!"


Chapter Five


Trooper, the massive Alsatian dog, paced uneasily through the Haviland house 
the remainder of the day. Several times his young master allowed him outside 
within the fenced aid, but the big animal found little solace from the 
unreleased ruttish turbulance churning in his powerful loins. He remembered 
this same torment from the times before with the woman led Toni and could 
not understand why it had to be. Pleadingly, he had looked up at his young 
Blaster's grinning face and whimpered, only to fcear him laugh and playfully 
maul his ears, but instinctively, the mighty dog sensed that the boy 
understood, and, although he did not know the meaning of the sounds his 
master spoke softly down at him, Trooper began to feel that somehow Luther 
would help.


Luther Robbins, in fact, was nervous himself, loth tension and lewd 
anticipation constantly pawing at him throughout the remainder of the Ay. He 
found it difficult to occupy himself with anything except ogling after his 
Ireath-taking young aunt's seductive curves so provocatively outlined 
beneath the white fritted short shorts and halter ensemble enviously hugging 
them. Finally, he had taken up a central position in the living room with a 
book from which he could readily fill his hungering teenage eyes without her 
knowing, although several times she had caught him staring but had merely 
smiled, unaware, he hoped, of the lusting thoughts continually racing 
through his mind.


He could still hardly believe the salacious orgy he'd watched through his 
telescope, especially as he sat there stealing glances at the shapely, 
fawn-haired young woman going about her housekeeping duties. But, whenever 
doubt cropped up to make him wonder if he was losing his buttons, something 
would happen, such as the way he caught her numerous times looking down at 
where Troop lay at his feet, a partially hidden smile lighting her beautiful 
face and those round blue eyes glimmering like secret planets millions of 
miles off. No, there wasn't any goddamned question but what he'd actually 
witnessed the wildest frigging sex show of his life ... luscious Aunt Gayle 
first going out of her skull to Trooper's tonguing up between her gorgeous 
legs before she obscenely used his nose to fuck her hot little pussy! 
Christ, every time he thought of it, his loony cock began to jerk and throb 
all over again. The bastardly thing hadn't really gone down all day, and his 
sperm-bloated balls felt as tight and swollen as a basketball, say nothing 
of the constant tormenting ache deep in his groin.


The nervously roused sixteen year old didn't have any set plan of offense, 
even though he'd formed a half-dozen or more in his shrewd calculating 
brain. But, in lieu of that, he was wildly strong in another department .- 
determination! He knew full well he'd probably never get another chance if 
he passed this one up, and that he'd never forgive himself for the rest of 
his life if he didn't take advantage of it. Christ, he was actually coming 
apart inside just thinking about it... though he hardly knew what the hell 
he was going to do to her once and if, he got there! It was obvious that she 
was a real hot doll, and that his Uncle Ted evidently couldn't keep her 
happy with his man-cock. That was one of the big things frightening, him. If 
Uncle Ted couldn't do it, what the hell could fee ever expect to do for her? 
And he didn't want to look like some goddamned pantywaist. Oh shit! He 
didn't give a damn; someway it was going to happen ... had to ... just had 
to or he was going to blow his tube!


Her nephew's uneasiness had caught Gayle's I ye several times as she moved 
about the house running through daily chores, even though her still 
sensually steeped young mind was hardly on what she was doing. Tiny tingles 
of erotic satisfaction continued to tranquilize her soft belly and 
susceptible girlish loins far into the day, yet at the same time she had 
only to glance down at her animal-lover lying at Luther's feet o sense new 
excitement come alive inside her.


God, she wasn't sorry in the least for her beastial act, and she supposed 
that made her some sort of animal herself, but she knew she would do it 
again if she had the opportunity ... and what else was her conniving 
visionary brain trying to do but make that opportunity! But damn, she had to 
be so careful with Luther right there in the house; he was so unpredictable, 
and as uneasy as a cat looking for a place to potty as she'd already 
discovered.


On further thought as she began to prepare dinner, the scheming young 
housewife concluded that Luther's edginess was probably due to his coming 
chess match the next afternoon, which was quite understandable. After all, 
he was only a boy, and he'd said he was to play a man named Zentor from 
Europe. She remembered then that she was to take him into Portland for the 
contest and mentally decided what she would wear. The poor boy, it must be a 
strain on him, and he looked so awkwardly unsettled ... had ever since he'd 
been there, now that she had come to know him and his mannerisms a little 
better. After dinner, she would spend time with him and try to calm him a 
bit. They were supposed to play some chess anyway ... but God, what would he 
ever think if he knew what she and his handsome pet had done that morning on 
the bed ... and hopefully might repeat, if she could only conjure up a way.


Slipping a small roast into the oven, Gayle then poured Coke over ice, made 
herself a meager pitcher of martinis and joined her young guest in the 
living room.


"Oh thanks, Aunt Gayle," Luther said as she set the soft drink beside him, 
then curled into a chair across the room, folding her smooth naked legs 
partially beneath her and holding the thin-stemmed cocktail glass in salute.


"Cheers, darling," she proposed and he nodded, sipping with her. "I'm only 
going to spend a minute with you, then I must shower and change for dinner."


The thought of her shedding her short shorts and halter for something more 
concealing disappointed Luther, but he couldn't see as there was much he 
could do about it. Then, she fastened her attention onto Trooper at his 
feet, speaking to the eager-eared pussy-licker and that gave him his chance 
to feast on the white satiny flesh of her full thighs. The way she was 
sitting with both legs drawn up snugly together beneath her enabled the 
excited teenager to see where the fleshy cleft of her buttocks began, even 
the white band of her nylon panties. Her lushly rounded ass-cheeks strained 
against the knitted material of her shorts, stretching the tight crotch 
strip disappearing between her thighs. As a matter of fact, the crotchband 
hugged her so tightly there that he could plainly see the indentation of her 
fleshy cunt lips.


He sensed his face flushing and when she suddenly asked him in a concerned 
tone if he was feeling all right, he said : "Yeah ... sure, I feel fine. I-I 
was just wondering if I should change for dinner, too?"


"Heavens no, darling. It's just that I've been working around all day and 
well, you know even girls get a bit sweaty." Gayle laughed, sipped at her 
drink and swung to her feet. "I'll only be a few minutes and be back to join 
you. By that time my roast'll need attention."


She started away and the teenager glued his greedy eyes on the voluptuous 
rolling sway to her full rounded hips and buttocks, his mouth dry as he 
gaped after her. Suddenly, she stopped and turned. "There's lots of Coke in 
the fridge if you want it, dear."


"Th-thanks," he replied, her smile damned near melting him. And then Trooper 
was on his feet and whimpering as he stood there watching her.


"What's wrong with him, Luther? D-does he want to come with me?" There was 
undeniable hope in her voice.


"No. He wants out again," the boy quickly answered, his lie meant to end any 
sudden ideas she might have gotten. Sonovabitch, he had no goddamned 
intentions of letting them in there alone together!


"Oh ... all right," she seemed to almost pout before disappearing into her 
room, the door closing behind her.


Jesus, Luther thought, she had ideas all right. Why the hell else would 
she've let Troop in there with her? She wanted another go with him ... 
wanted him to lick her hot little pussy some more! Holy Christ, she was the 
steamiest goddamned chick he'd ever heard of... and he was going to try to 
get next to her? Horse shit? She'd take you on for the prelims, Robbins! You 
better stick to your telescope and right hand! In fact, his fuckheaded cock 
was so aching hard at that very moment that he could cry ... !


Vickie Cramer Haviland sat in the cozy living room of their small Los 
Angeles apartment in her black negligee, a long twenty-five cent cigar 
clenched angrily between her even white-teeth, the room clouded with its 
heavy billows of blue smoke. Her almond-shaped dark eyes stung from the 
three stages they had passed through in the last hour, and like her little 
up-tilted nose that was red at the tip, their rims were blood-shot where the 
whites should be, while their pupils were blazing, enraged black embers at 
the moment.


He was gone, the bastard! Instead of coming home two days early as she'd 
joyously thought, le sonovabitch had just dropped by for a fast riece of ass 
on his way to a meeting in Chicago, or some such shit! God, she couldn't 
believe it when he'd finally gotten it out after a full ten minutes of 
stammering around.


"Chicago! B-but you just got here!" she wailed.


"I know, I know, darling, and you never gave me a chance to tell you that I 
flew in to see you before I had to leave!" he'd flabbered, pickmg up and 
pulling on his clothes from where he'd thrown them all over the room, while 
she had sat upright on the davenport to stare at him in her nakedness, never 
feeling more like one of Black Sara's whores since the day she'd left there.


"W-well... well... well I'll be goddmaned!" she'd uncontrollably gasped, the 
first stage, that of the love-struck new bride, passing like the results of 
a cathartic. "Why didn't you tell me, damnit?"


"Vickie, I tried, honest, but ... well, you had other ideas ..."


"And you thought it'd be better to wait until after, right?"


"No! That's not it at all, for Chris' sakes!" he'd blurted, trying to put on 
a sock in a j standup position and hopping all over the room. "Oh come on, 
hon. let's not argue like this. Christ, I can't help it if the company ..."


"And all the time I thought you had come home to me early ., .brought all of 
your things to move in and ..."


"Please Vickie? Don't you understand? I haven't had time, and then this 
emergency meeting in Chicago came up," he tried to explain. "I could have 
called you from San


Francisco rather then flying down here you know, but don't you see, I had to 
be with you pod hold you in my arms before I went away from you for another 
whole week or more ... " "You forgot about dipping your wick, Mr. Haviland!" 
she spat at him, nakedly standing bod snatching up her negligee from the 
floor. "Not that you couldn't find some ready hole in ihat burg and 
accomplish the same ends, but this one does still hold a certain new 
intrigue for you I should imagine."


"Vickie ... goddamn it, stop that talk will you please?" he begged, hopping 
on one foot toward her, then dropping it to the floor with his sock still 
dangling as he forcefully took her into his arms, and she slipped into stage 
two ... cried. "Oh baby ... damn, don't carry on like this. It's just for a 
week. I'm not off to the Crusades or something..." "But you should have told 
me the very first thing, sweet-face ... not let me get my heart set on your 
staying," she insisted in her softened, tear-choked voice. "God, I was so 
happy to see and have you home with me ... " "All right, I'm sorry, baby. I 
should have told you the first thing. It's all my fault and ... and I'll 
make it up to you somehow, I promise." "J-just hurry back home to me, 
teddybear ... that's all I ask ... and ... and keep away from those Chicago 
girls." "Don't be ridiculous, hon," he'd laughed then kissed her warmly. 
"You're the only girl I care about."


"You better say that if you know what's good for you, Ted Haviland," she had 
said with a smile, pressing him back toward the davenport. "Now, sit down 
there and let me put those damned socks on for you. If you don't hurry 
you'll miss your plane ..."


And she had ... actually gotten down on her knees at his feet for a second 
time in a matter of short hours, only this occasion was to put hij goddamned 
socks and shoes on him! And it was then, while she was searching for his 
other sock beneath the sofa that she spotted the white envelope with their 
own address scratched on the back in pencil. She had started to bring it 
out, but something had told her not to, and instead she had pushed it 
further back out of sight.


Not until after her darling, sweet-face, teddybear had smothered her in 
kisses, ran his big hot hands hungrily over her several times then dashed 
out the door, had she retrieved the envelope. For a long while she had just 
sat there staring at it, afraid to venture into the privacy enclosed inside, 
for it was unopened and unpostmarked. It had never been mailed! The 
addresses was female, an Alice Sturges in Niger Washington, and written in 
the obvious dainty hand of another female. But more important was the back 
of the envelope where her address was scrawled in pencil. On the flap and in 
the same delicate handwriting addressing the envelope was written the name 
Gayle Haviland, 17360 Arroya Way, Canyon Hills, Oregon!


H-his sister? Mother? An aunt, cousin, or relative of some description? Oh 
God! She had to know ... had to ... !


Phase three had rapidly followed the reading of that damning letter. She had 
already been too drained for further tears even though the "shock had 
brought a limited instant flood, but they were short lived in the pangs of 
screaming rage ripping at her soft insides. Oh, the lousy bastard! One Gayle 
Haviland, like herself, was a Mrs. Ted, and the longer she sat there fuming 
and puffing at the cigar while her mind raced in rampant fury, the 
heartbroken and incensed young woman couldn't help but wonder if and how 
many more Mrs. Havilands there might be! One thing for sure, she vowed, her 
lovely teeth clenching to nearly bite through the rolled leaves of dark 
tobacco, that bigamist bastard was going to pay right through the nose! He 
was going to know that Vickie Cramer Haviland was one bitch not to be taken 
lightly! And with that, the voluptuous brunette showgirl bolted to her feet 
in search of her bottle of Old Grandad. She needed some brain stimulant to 
help her keep her cool while she made her plans. No use charging off 
half-cocked. After all, this proved it for certain; she'd been right in the 
first place. There never lived a man worth his goddamned salt!


Chapter Six


Gayle felt comfortably woozy. She probably shouldn't have mixed and drunk 
that extra pitcher of martinis, say nothing of the wine through dinner, but 
she'd known the need of some sort of strengthener to help her exercise 
sensible restraint before she really jammed her foot in the bucket. Luther 
might be just a boy, but he was certainly no fool, and for her to take 
another ridiculous chance with his beautiful


Trooper could well wind up catastrophic for her at best. God, she had to 
keep her wits and just bide her time. The drinks would help calm the 
rekindled little bed of hot coals smoldering intimately in the secret depths 
of her, too, or perhaps make her sleepy as always ... and as a last resort 
she still had her finger and imagination if that became necessary to finally 
reach sleep.


Luther, the darling, was being very patient wiih her stupidity, explaining 
again and again the reason for this move or another, but when she had no 
interest it was difficult to grasp the progression of the pieces on the 
chess board between them. More magnetically attracting was the handsome dog 
who lay on the floor at their feet with his deep brown eyes constantly on 
her. his tall ears regally erect in that manner of captivation peculiar to 
him, and she could barely keep her roused mind off their naughty little 
party that morning.


"Well, that's a couple of basic offenses, Aunt Gayle," Luther said, trying 
to concentrate his unreadable eyes on the board rather than the low-cut, 
loose blouse and tiny mini-skirt his uncle's sexy young wife had changed 
into, their style and brevity as teasingly revealing in their own way as the 
short shorts outfit. Christ, the deep fleshy cleft between her firm white 
tits was i just about to snap a cord or something in his aching cock, it was 
so goddamned hard. He wasn't certain whether she was wearing a! brassire or 
not, but if she was there sure wasn't much to it. "O-Of course, there're 
many more such offenses, but those I've shown you are the simpler ones."


"Luther, you're a dear to spend this time with! me, but I think I'm a little 
too dense tonight for deep concentration ... sleepy too, I'm afraid."


Her smile, meant to be warm, was mod wooden. From the fucking booze, the 
teenager reasoned bitterly, having seen the same effects more than once on 
his Mom. Goddamn, it wasn't going to happen for him, was it? She was just 
two shades away from suggesting they turn-in so that he'd get his sleep for 
tomorrow's match, or some similar crap. All his hopes and plans ... shit, he 
might've known ... and his goddamned guts were knots of aching pressure, his 
numbed prick had been hard so long. But what the hell could he do? ... 
except go into his bedroom and beat the hell out of it!


"Anyway, I think it would be a good idea if you got a good night's rest, 
young man, with the tournament tomorrow, don't you?" Gayle suggested, the 
first inkling of a wild idea darting through her liquor-stimulated mind.


"I ... yet... but it's only nine-thirty, Aunt Gayle ..."


"I know, dear, but you're goirtg to need all your thinking capacities in top 
condition with that Mr. Zentor, right?"


Luther nodded. There was nothing else for him to do but agree. Anyway, he 
was going to be around for a few more days and nights, and maybe ... just 
maybe ... He began picking up the ivory pieces and placing them in their 
velvet-lined case.


"Would you like anything to eat or drink, fear, before we run off?" she 
asked, getting to her feet.


"No, no thank you. I'm filled up."


"A Coke maybe? I think I'll make myself a night-cap," Gayle said, stealing a 
glance down at Trooper's ever watchful eyes.


"No, nothing thank you, Aunt Gayle," the teenager answered, stretching up 
out of the chair to this full, rangy six-feet and picking up his chess set. 
He realized that his swollen hardness had to be bulging out the front of his 
pants, and this time he hoped to hell she would see it! "Trooper and I'll 
just go along if you'll excuse us."


"Of course, darling. Y-You two go ahead and... and I'll close up the house 
for the night," the curvaceous, fawn-haired young wife stammered, trying to 
hold onto her smile as her avid eyes caught sight of the unmistakable 
protrusion behind the fly of his trousers. God. this was the second time 
today she had seen it hard like that! Was it her? Or did all teenaged boys 
run around like that all the time. My God!


"Good night, Aunt Gayle."


"G-Good night, Luther ... Trooper ..."


Gayle stood there until she heard his door close, then went into the kitchen 
to mix herself a Scotch and soda. Her hands were trembling, and her abdomen 
was alive with gnawing little spasms from the excitement and tension 
fermenting inside her. The knowledge that his virile young penis had been 
hard wasn't doing a thing to lessen her inner tempest either. Lord, it 
looked so big for just a boy, she sensuously thought once more. Oohhh ... 
she was actually wet up between her thighs with the warm moisture seeping 
from between her vaginal lips. dampening the narrow nylon crotch-band of her 
panties. Damn, she was keyed-up all right, but she knew it was her sudden 
inspiration of a plan to seduce the willing Alsatian dog again more than the 
outlined sight of his young master's concealed erection.


Not that she had reached such baseness where she preferred an animal to a 
human, the feverishly infused girl quickly reassured herself as she 
swallowed heavily from her drink, but good God, she'd certainly never have 
anything of that nature to do with her own husband's nephew ... nor with any 
other man for that matter! Hadn't she built an entire world of erotic 
fantasy around herself for just that very reason? But beautiful lovers like 
Trooper would never cause her a worry ... they were gallantly silent!


Draining the glass, Gayle hastily made herself another for the bedroom 
before locking doors and turning off lights. In her room, she began to 
undress slowly, spacing the ritual with sips from her drink. There was no 
hurry. She wanted to give the teenager ample time to fall into sleep before 
she approached his door. The rest, she felt certain, should come off quite 
simply, once Trooper recognized her... and when they were finished, she 
would just take him back to the boy's room. Luther'd never know the 
difference.


She stripped to panties and brassiere before her vanity mirror, 
narcissistically admiring the white shapliness of her curved young body 
reflected in the glass. Sexy brassieres and panties were always more 
provocative to her than total nakedness, at least to look at. Especially was 
this sensuous undies set with its lacy sling bra and ultra scanty-briefs in 
what the company called nudette-nylon. Ted had undoubtedly been harboring 
some lusty thoughts the day he?d bought them for her in Los Angeles, but by 
the time he'd gotten them home he had evidently thought himself to 
satisfaction ... there'd been little more to it than that for her.


Oh, poor Ted, she thought subconsciously, striking a side pose to better see 
the jutting, pointed contours of her full breasts and smoothly rounded 
buttocks. He wasn't really to blame ... he worked too hard ... God, her pink 
little nipples were as hard as marbles. She could see their embossed tips 
and surrounding halos right through the lacy material... just as the light 
curls at the base of her belly shadowed the swelling V-shaped mound up 
between her sleek young thighs. And there was a darker shade of wetness 
apparent there too ... Damn, would he be asleep yet?


Luther wasn't, in fact, he was a long ways from it as he lie there stripped 
to gangly nakedness and stretched out on the top of his unopened bed staring 
down at his up-thrusting rod of throbbing flesh. He had shaded the small 
bedside lamp with a towel to diffuse the light, trying to keep it from 
showing beneath his door, but keeping enough light that he could still 
lustfully, watch the pumping strokes of his own hand, which was the best he 
was going to be able to do this night. He could think of his voluptuous aunt 
though, and the way she had wildly hung onto Trooper's head while he licked 
her fuzzy wet cunt and she humped her beautiful ass right up at his buried 
face! And the teenager did, gently working the thick outer skin of his 
stone-hard penis up and down to reveal then cover its moistened, 
blood-engorged head, completely unaware of the knob on the door silently 
turning or of the barrier inching inward without a sound. Not even Trooper 
who lay on the floor beside the bed casually watching his young master had 
yet sensed the outside presence ...


Gayle couldn't rid herself of the almost thief-like feeling washing 
shiveringly over her as she moved stealthily along the hallway in the 
darkness, and she had to remind herself twice that she was in her own home. 
She had slipped into a wrapper after stripping completely naked, then gone 
over her story several times if by chance the boy might still be awake or 
she should make a noise to arouse him. She was just looking in to see that 
he was all right and to bid him good night... or she could say that she 
thought she had heard him call. Yes, perhaps the last one was best, the 
tensed young woman decided as noiselessly she caught hold of the knob and 
carefully turned it.


The unusualness of the dimmed glow that first greeted her peering eyes 
confused Gayle, and for a moment she stood there with the door only slightly 
cracked, trying to place its source. There was no lamp in the room to give 
off such an illumination she well knew and curiosity alone was enough to 
make her quietly press the door further inward ... until at first she caught 
sight of a pair of naked feet... crossed at the ankles ... then thin, hairy 
legs ... knees ... thighs ... and, and ... ! I-It was his ... his testicles 
and swollen penis! Good Lord! His hand was wrapped right around it, and... 
and he was stroking himself, his hair-covered teenage loins straining right 
up off the bed to his furious pumping fist!


The shocked young wife might have stepped back out of respect for his 
privacy if nothing more had she not been jarred to the sudden watery joints 
of her knees by the lewd spectacle, and before she could regain her 
composure Trooper growled out his greeting! But during that space of 
fleeting seconds before her presence was detected, Gayle couldn't resist 
focusing her bugging blue eyes on his long, thickly hardened cock which 
twice that day had tested her mental calculation. She stared at its bloated, 
fiery head being wetly exposed with every vigorous down-stroke of his busy 
hand. The size of his youthful, swollen balls beneath resulted in the 
sensual realization that there was nothing boyish about this youth's 
genitals.


What should have been repulsion and anger bubbling up inside her at the 
degrading insult of committing his obscene act right there as a young guest 
in her home was anything but, the stunned, gaping wife had to acknowledge to 
herself. Instead, the lustful sight of his angular nakedness and youthful, 
big hard cock clutched so lewdly in his gaunt stroking hand immediately 
created lurid sensations of hunger in her wetly throbbing cunt. The young 
blonde housewife felt her own breathing quicken reflexively with the surge 
of hot blood pounding in her roused feminine veins, and she couldn't hold 
back the gasp which escaped her, giving away her voyeuristic presence to the 
massive Alsatian dog.


To the tail-wagging animal's throaty growl, Luther jerked upright into a 
sitting position, his slackened jaw sagging even more at the demoralizing 
sight of his voluptuous aunt standing in the open doorway and staring at 
him! For a moment, he froze there his hand still clutching at the swollen 
rod of hardness thrusting pole-like up from his exposed loins, his opaque 
eyes widening in mortification. Desperately, he looked around him for 
anything to cover himself, but there was nothing! He had stretched out on 
his unopened bed and his clothes were across the room ... ! To hide it, he 
grasped his naked throbbing cock inside both big hands and leaned forward 
trying to conceal its glistening red knob protruding from his upper fist 
like a tomato!


"Luther! I-I-I thought I heard you c-call out!" Gayle exclaimed lamely in a 
stammering, choked voice and saying the rehearsed bit she had kept at ready 
in the forefront of her mind.


"Ooohhh ... Jesus Christ!" the boy blurted in a sickened tone as she stood 
there unable to take her eyes off the huge young staff he was clenching in 
both hands as might a standard bearer. The realization that it was 
projecting from both ends of his broad, double hand-span increased the 
feverish impulses of Gayle's own secretly nourished desire. And his bloated 
young balls beneath with their fringe of dark pubic hair covering them ... 
good heavens, was he only sixteen? Ooohhh ... she couldn't just stand there 
staring at his nakedness ... and the expression of shameful embarrassment 
twisting his homely face ... God! ,., she could readily feel the pain of his 
humiliation!


"I-I'm sorry, Luther... I should have knocked," Gayle managed, sensing the 
warm flush of blood filling her cheeks as she backed toward the hallway on 
trembling legs, her small hand groping for the door to close behind her. 
"W-Wait! Don't leave, Aunt Gayle?" Luther almost whined out at her, big 
tears filling his eyes. He wasn't crying, but he knew he was damned close to 
it, and when she paused, he said: "Y-You saw ... saw me doing it, didn't 
you? You did, didn't you ... ?"


Gayle swallowed tightly, the bizarre sight of him sitting there naked on the 
bed and holding his over-grown rigid young penis in both hands was like some 
ridiculous, lusty farce one might see in a mod, off-Broadway theatre. Except 
that the wild effect his natural enough boyish obscenity was having on her 
might not be quite as potent under normal public surroundings.


Finally, she nodded; lying now would be absurd. "Yes ... I saw ... but I 
didn't mean to ... "


"I saw you and Trooper this morning, too!" he spewed quickly before she 
could finish. "I watched you through my telescope from the hill! You let him 
lick between your legs, Aunt Gayle! He was tonguing your pussy ... and 
that's why you came here tonight... to sneak him back into your room and do 
it again! Th-That's the truth, isn't it?"


Gayle sensed an immediate sinking nausea at the pit of her stomach as his 
nearly sobbing accusations rang like deafening bells in her ears. For an 
instant, her dazed mind reeled and she caught hold of the door-edge for 
support. Before her, the room seemed hazy, its pieces of furniture beginning 
to waver and ripple as if they were liquid ... the massive dog, too, who had 
begun to whimper... and the naked figure coming off the bed toward her with 
the stanchion-like rod of hardened flesh advancing first as might a knight 
with poised lance ... !


Gayle didn't faint completely, but for a moment she was witless and felt 
herself being scooped up and carried to the bed. In less than a passing 
minute she was in fair control of herself again and aware that Luther sat on 
the side in his nakedness looking frightenedly down at where he'd laid her. 
She worked up a little smile and offered it to him, hoping the silent tears 
streaming down his homely cheeks would stop.


"I'm all right now, Luther," she said softly, searching for his hand to 
reassure him. "It was just that... that for a minute there ..." She didn't 
finish.


"God, I'm sorry, Aunt Gayle! It was all my fault!" he self-accused, his 
tears still wetly coursing down hollow cheeks. "I should never have said 
anything..."


The fawn-haired young wife felt the uneasy catch in her throat at his 
remainder. But at the same moment she had dropped her eyes to see that his 
lengthy rod of manly hardness had lost none of its virile rigidity, and 
immediately felt all the sensuous excitement she had known for hours still 
smoldering warmly in the depths of her own impassioned, erotic zones below. 
She said:


"You did see us... Trooper and me, didn't you, darling?"


The teenager nodded.


"D-Do you hate me ... I mean, for using him that way ... ?"


"Hell no, Aunt Gayle! I could never hate you! Honest!"


"You doll... then why are you crying? No one will ever know that I saw you 
... and you must promise never to tell about Trooper and me. Will you ... ?"


"God, I'd never tell anyone, I swear, it!"


"Then please, darling, stop your crying," Gayle pleaded, brushing her 
slender hand over his wet cheek.


"Hell, that isn't it, Aunt Gayle... It's just... well, damnit, it aches so! 
My crazy cock, it's been so frigging hard all day, even before I watched you 
... you and Troop. God, Aunt


Gayle, I don't think I can stand it much longer!


It feels as if it's never going soft again!"


What should have logically caused disgust, or anger, and at the very least a 
feeling of utter ribald humor in its ludicrousness had no such effects on 
the sensually tormented wife. Instead, his almost pathetic admission struck 
a heated vein of sympathy in the simmering depths of her, his use of the 
four-letter word cock adding mind-blanking lust to the mixed sensations 
tingling urgently in her belly and up between her legs.


She raised to her elbow and gaped down at his thick swollen shaft as if 
actually examining it from a medical standpoint, her greedy, azure-blue eyes 
fixed on the blood-engorged, plum-colored head in its pulsing wetness, and 
then the length of its blue-veined hardness below the heel of his once more 
clasping hand. Oh God ... it was easily as big as Ted's ... perhaps bigger! 
And his teenage balls , that appeared to grow out of, they seemed 
unreasonably bloated beyond anything she had ever seen on her husband ... as 
if anxiously waiting to spew out their delicious sperm!


"You ... you poor darling," she heard herself teasingly whisper. "Come up 
and lie down on the bed where you'll be comfortable, Luther," she went on, 
urging him with both hands now as she sat up and he slowly lay back beside 
her, stretching out with his upthrusting young penis still grasped in his 
stroking hand.


He even whimpered as if he were in pain, but his tears had stopped, yet he 
continued to work the thick outer skin of it up and down with relieving 
strokes, almost as if she were not there revealing again and again the 
moistly turgid head. "It's all right, darling!" she encouraged lewdly, 
smoothing her soft hand over the leanness of his teenage chest. "Go ahead! 
Do it! Aunt Gayle knows how you feel!" Her voice was hoarse as she watched 
the bloated sac of his cum-filled balls dancing lewdly against his naked 
young thighs!


Ooohhh ... she was drunk ... but not on liquor alone, Gayle reasoned as she 
eased down on the bed and moved her face closer to his hand-clutched cock, 
finally catching hold of his wrist to gently pull it away until the long 
thick rod of hardness snapped back to hug his lean belly. She reached and 
took it inside her warm curling fingers then, its pulsating length of solid 
hot flesh transmitting its painful demands and unleashing a wild hunger she 
had nearly forgotten existed within her!


Oh God! She couldn't let him fuck it into her as heavenly as its long, thick 
hardness would feel racing up into her excitedly burning cunt crevice. No, 
that would be almost incestuous But... but... and it'd been so long ... ! 
She inched forward, dropping her cheek until it retsted on the tensed muscle 
of his upper thigh and bony hip, her eyes wide open to watch as she licked 
out with her tiny, feverish tongue at the bluish-veined sidewall of rigidly 
throbbing flesh. She continued to hold the broad base of his virile young 
penis between thumb and forefinger as she made one wet swipe up toward its 
lust-swollen tip.


"Uuunnnggg!" the lurching sixteen year old beneath her grunted at the 
unexpected, bone-disolving contact of her hot little tongue with his aching 
penis. Now, his own brain had its turn at whirling while she continued to 
lick upward along its sensitive flesh, and he jerked his head upright to 
watch the lewd performance he would never have believed possible! Sweet 
Jesus! She was actually doing it... licking his cock! Oh Christ! Would she 
really suck it like Toni did ... all the way? And then, suddenly she was 
stopping and getting to her knees, her long hair falling around her 
shoulders like a dusky gold mantle. "Damn, Aunt Gayle ... please don't 
stop!" Her beautiful face was some sort of a mask smiling down at him with 
greedy blue eyes that were gleaming like priceless gems as, with a minimum 
of effort, she shrugged off her wrapper to expose her voluptuous white 
nakedness before him. The nearness of her smooth, satin-skinned curves 
damned near made him choke-up once more, because he knew she had stripped 
just for him ... them ... the two of them there alone exactly the way he'd 
pictured it, but never believed it would happen! "Does this help, darling? 
Seeing me naked ... my breasts and belly ... and my ... my pussy down 
between my legs?" Gayle couldn't resist asking, nor avoid the salacious 
temptation of smoothing her hands wantonly from the flare of her rounded 
hips upward along her rib cage as she knelt upright luridly cupping her 
hands beneath her full sensuous breasts, lifting and holding them pointedly 
fixed on him, their tiny distended pink nipples like waxen morsels of juicy 
bite-size fruit.


She didn't even want to know the depths of the forbidden excitement that 
possessed her, nor did she want to think about the after effects of the lewd 
thing she was about to do. The only thing that mattered was that she brought 
relief to the aching young cock straining so lustfully up from his boy-man 
loins, bring him relief in a delicious way that she hadn't known in nearly 
two years except for her own obscene fantasies But this was no licentious 
fairy tale! It was happening, and according to her own lewd designs now ... 
at this very moment!


"Oh Christ, Aunt Gayle, you're so beautifull I-I can't help it if just 
looking at you like that makes me want to bawl! I can't... !" Luther 
impulsively choked out, the tears once more puddling in his eyes.


"You sweet darling! Don't be ashamed. Real passion is often like that... and 
I'm pleased that you love me naked. Girls always like to know they're 
appreciated. Now, listen to me, darling. You know what I'm going to do, 
don't you? Don't you ... ?"


"S-Suck my cock?" His voice was a guttural croak of hope.


The lewd statement alone sent wild shivers of feverish stimulation racing 
through her. She nodded eagerly, her smile feeling whorish even to herself. 
"And while I do it, I want you to have Trooper come up on the bed behind me 
... do you understand what I mean?"


"And ... and lick your pussy ... the way he did this morning?" the teenager 
exclaimed, the thought of the salacious act only making his tormented penis 
jerk all the more painfully.


Again, Gayle fervently nodded as she climbed between her nephew-in-law's 
trembling legs and stared down at his lust-inciting young cock, the 
realization that both of them were shortly going to experience wildly erotic 
pleasure fanning the glowing sensual furnace within her. She had never been 
more shamelessly aroused in her young life! The warm slipperiness oozing in 
profusion from between her flushed pussy-lips was dribbling downward in tiny 
rivulets, moistening the hot smooth flesh of her inner thighs. Disconcerned, 
she tightly clenched her thighs together, which only caused a ripple of lewd 
delight to surge through her abdomen as her blood-filled vaginal lips 
pressed against the sensitive little stalk of her clitoris hidden between.


She kneeled up over his teenage loins, the wealth of his curling black pubic 
hair directly beneath her face and devouring eyes. She held his length of 
man-sized, upthrusting cock once more inside the enclosure of her fingers 
and palm, her other hand moving eagerly to cup and weight his grandly 
bloated young balls with gentleness. Their fervid heat sent wild, prickling 
sensations of obscene excitement through her, and she was suddenly making 
little sounds of hunger from the depths of her throat.


Gayle began to work his thick, clinging foreskin up and down, her glazed 
eyes feeding on what had become the tempting deliciousness of its damp, 
satin-smooth head. Its hot hardened ridges felt like sensuous vertebrae 
under her finger. She was suddenly so young again, sc insanely excited 
inside her hungering body by his masculine virility! God, how she had come 
to love cock ... and before her eyes the eager manipulations of her hand 
raised a cloudy little bubble at the slit of its inflamed, mushroomed tip! 
Knowingly, she dropped her head and with a greedy flick of her wetly 
quivering tongue stole the tangy pearl of hot seminal fluid!


Like a potent drug, its sweet manly taste bent her mind, fanning the fires 
of passion eating ravenously inside her abdomen. She pressed her moistiy 
ovalled lips down until they slid slowly-over its smooth spongy head; then 
she locked them behind its prominent fleshy rim while she licked and teased 
maddeningly with her hot little tongue. Her cheeks sucked inward at it while 
she drew her nails tauntingly beneath the sensitive flesh of his sperm-laden 
balls.


Luther groaned out again and again, as he thrust his aching loins upward to 
shove his thick white cock further into the soft warm cavern beyond his 
beautiful aunt's wetly ovalled lips. Staring in happy disbelief, he watched 
her mouth tighten even more around his throbbing hardness, then slip 
downward along its veined hardness until her little nose was actually 
brushing his wiry pubic hair. Nearly the entire long pulsating length of his 
penis was sucked up into the liquid heat of her honey-like mouth now, and he 
stared through incredulous eyes, watching lustfully as she sucked back 
upward to its very tvp. A moment later, the nakedly kneeling blonde began to 
lick passionately with her wet little tongue, washing it all over from his 
balls along its underside to the ridge of its pulsing, saliva-moistened 
head!


Gayle's quivering belly and too-long neglected, sizzling young cunt was a 
roaring inferno of burning desire. The forbiddenness alone of her lecherous 
act sent frenzied thrills racing through her obscenely positioned, curved 
nakedness. Oh, the almost forgotten delicious taste of lust-filled cock was 
nearly driving her to rhe point of orgasm by itself, to say nothing of what 
the licking and sucking of his unspoiled teenage genitals was doing to her! 
Now! Now, it was time, so that she too would cum while he squirted his 
seething sperm up into her mouth and throat! And she raised her eyes at the 
same time that her warm engulfing mouth slipped down over his swollen 
cock-head once more, humming around its hot rubbery hardness while her eyes 
signaled to him her want and she began to spread her tremulous thighs lewdly 
apart in shameless anticipation of the Alsatian's long wonderful tongue 
licking at her most sensitive flesh.


Chapter Seven


Trooper's tormented whimpers had gone unnoticed from the moment the young 
woman, Gayle, had stripped away her covering and crawled between his 
master's legs. Remembering what had taken place between her and himself 
earlier that day, the powerful dog had felt the burning heaviness once more 
becoming intense in the depths of his unsated loins at the sight of her 
smooth white body stripped naked. He watched with eagerness the rippling 
flow of her soft curves as she moved into a position that lowered her head 
while her tapering hollowed back arched until her rounded buttocks were high 
in the air. Her long fawn-colored hair which covered her face and puddled on 
his master's naked belly hid from the massive animal the exact reason for 
her bobbing head movements, but instinctively Trooper knew, and hot racing 
blood began to stream more furiously through him.


His leap up onto the bed was self-instigated and unbeckoned, but the sudden 
spreading apart of the young woman's full white thighs, better revealing the 
succulent pink crevice and the hot fleshy folds up between them, was a 
temptation the mighty Alsatian could not resist. His long, wet tongue 
slavered over powerful jaws as he intently studied the satiny mounds of her 
nakedly elevated buttocks and the tiny puckered orifice centered in the 
smooth valley between her trembling ass-cheeks, not a tongue's length above 
the glistening damp flesh of her warm cuntal slit.


Anxiously and open-jawed, Trooper moved forward.


Luther had read his Aunt Gayle's signal, but because of the pleasureful 
sensations her wet, twirling tongue and clasping lips were bringing his 
wildly throbbing cock, the youth couldn't muster the energy to choke out a 
command at the panting dog standing on the floor nearby. And then suddenly, 
as if Trooper had read his mind, the huge beast was up onto the bed. The 
teenager saw his uncle's wife, who was slaving down between his legs spread 
her knees out wider, and he looked toward her vanity mirror where he could 
see the whole way-out scene reflected.


Gayle abruptly felt Trooper's pressuring weight as he moved forward behind 
her, and an almost frantic anticipation electrified her salaciously kneeling 
body. Hungrily, she sucked at Luther's palpitating cock as she tried to 
raise her lewdly offered buttocks higher for the big dog ... and then she 
sensed his sniffing damp nose high against the tingling inner flesh of her 
right thigh! But only for a second ... and then his long wet tongue licked 
erotically up through her inflamed cuntal crevice, and she gasped out her 
wild delight around Luther's stuffing cock. She tried to spread her knees 
even farther in an effort to open her throbbing pussy slit to him! His long, 
spiraling animal tongue lunged out with a ravaging possessiveness as it had 
that morning, searing through her liquid inner flesh and flicking like a 
tongue of fire at the greedily clasping mouth of her cunt. Again, the 
slaving young wife groaned out her pleasure around the thick fleshy rod she 
was so ardently sucking. God, she was rapturously losing her mind!


And, in the mirror, the captivated teenage nephew watched open-mouthed as 
his pet Alsatian sniffed and lashed out with whip-like tongue to lap over 
and through the pink slitted flesh of his young aunt's naked pussy-crevice. 
Trooper began to lick from the recessed dimple of her puckering little anus 
down to her open, blood-flushed cunt lips. Even to the base of her dusky 
pubic-curls it reached, penetrating there to flick moistly up against her 
tiny clitoral bud. Like an impassioned animal herself, his Aunt Gayle moaned 
again and again and again around the thick shaft of his cock, while Trooper 
continued the oral assault of her defenseless cuntal crevice. With merciless 
fervency, his long thick tongue splayed through her wetly quivering pussy 
lips to spread her open in the tenderest parts until she began to twitch and 
spasm above the naked teenager.


Shit, watching through the telescope on the hill was one thing, but being 
jthis close and an actual part of the crazy orgy was something else again! 
Spellbound by her voracious sucking of his agonized cock, Luther watched the 
sleek animal tongue thrust into her glistening, hair-lined flesh, watched it 
flicking at the hotly palpitating little mouth of her cunt, watched it 
ravish her impassioned female genitals. When she groaned in lewd delight, it 
sent mind-boggling vibrations along the length of his almost numbed 
hardness, straight up to his flipping lust-drenched brain!


Then, in the midst of her erotic intoxication, something new happened that 
the wantonly possessed young wife was not prepared for. She tensed 
reflexively as the powerful dog suddenly stopped his delectable licking and 
his trembling muscular body crowded hotly in behind her naked buttocks! Her 
glazed eyes widened and she jerked her mouth up off her young nephew's 
ceiling-pointed, blood-swollen cock as she became suddenly aware that the 
massive animal behind her was rising up on his hind legs, and that his 
strong forepaws were grasping at the soft smooth flesh of her lewdly 
elevated hips! God almighty! What was happening? He ... he was mounting her 
... actually mounting her, Gayle reasoned with instant apprehension, 
twisting her head to gape back! And ... and he was! What... ? Oh Christ! He 
wanted to fuck her ... just... just as he would a bitch in heat!


"Luther! What's he ... ? Stop him, Luther! Look what he's doing!"


"H-Holy shit!" the youth blurted, staring through widened, incredulous eyes 
at the gross sight of Trooper trying to mount her spread-open lushly 
upraised ass-cheeks, the unbelievable phenomenon totally sapping him in its 
unnatural lewdness. "Christ, Aunt Gayle ... he wants to fuck you! Look in 
the mirror! You can see his crazy cock coming out!"


"Oh ... ooohhh no ... I can't let him ... do that to me!" Gayle half whined, 
half hissed, her desire-blinded mind whirling with the absolute luridness of 
such a debasing act. She continued to tremble from the raging fire his 
lashing dog-tongue had built in her hotly quivering pussy. Then, her dazed, 
eyes saw the reproduction of their wicked, joined position in the 
mirror,"and she groaned in sensuous delight at the salacious spectacle of 
his brute, animal body straddling the spread white moons of her naked 
buttocks.


Then, she saw it... gaping in awe at his wetly glistening dog-cock 
slithering forward from its furry sheath! It was almost a scarlet color in 
its dripping, tapered hardness, the pointed end waggling menacingly as it 
began to move closer to probe the slippery crevice of her shamelessly 
aroused cunt. She felt his strong animal-body jerk significantly against the 
unresisting soft flesh of her defenseless buttocks, saw his imposing thick 
length of penis trying to invade the hair-lined lips of her upturned vagina!


Utter fear gripped the obscenely kneeling young wife, but it was a mere 
mental shadow compared to the hungering lust that had taken command of her 
tremulous naked body. She knew she was lost to whatever degrading act was 
necessary to bring relief to her wildly excited loins. She heard Trooper 
whimper and felt his forepaws locking tighter around the tender flesh of her 
curved hips as he thrust forward on his hind legs, desperately trying to 
bury the huge sleek rod of swollen flesh up inside her hotly steaming cunt 
from behind!


With twisted head, she still saw it all in the mirror, then heard her 
husband's nephew choke out: "Jesus, Aunt Gayle, help him! He's trying to get 
it up into your pussy!"


Oh God ... ! she inwardly moaned, and with a deep-throated sound of 
undeniable want, suddenly ground her buttocks eagerly back in an attempt to 
capture the dog's long heavy hardness. Yessss! She wanted it! Had to have it 
now ... have his wonderfully thick animal-cock fucking into her shameless 
hungering vagina! God yes! She had to have it beastially probing the depths 
of her cum-thirsting belly, his beautiful brute-penis ravaging her human 
cunt before she went out of her mind with the exotic debasement of the 
thought alone!


"No! He can't find the hole! Fucking shit! Help him will you!" Luther lewdly 
cried. "You've got to guide it in, Aunt Gayle!"


She reached down and back then between her widespread thighs, feverishly 
grasping the slippery animal-hardness to part her silken pussy-hair with its 
tip, directing its pulsing head to the hotly quivering mouth of her hungry 
young cunt! Hardly had she let free of it when the massive Alsatian humped 
forward, spearing her upturned vaginal passage open wider and wider as he 
savagely sent the long thickened rod of still growing dog-cock deep up into 
the excited, squirming hole between her trembling thighs!


"Aaaagghhh!" The guttural groan was ripped right out of her soul!


As the burning shaft raced up into her with a wet, breathtaking charge of 
fierceness, embedding itself to the hilt in her pleasurefully pain-stretched 
passage, Gayle watched the mirror with-bulging eyes of lustful fascination. 
She had never even fantasied anything so forbiddenly erotic. To be spanked 
perhaps, but never whipped; to be sodomized, but never cruelly hurt; to be 
taken by a group of men at the same time and stuffed full of long hard cock 
at every bodily opening, but never rapingly tormented; yet she had never 
even remotely imagined this fantastic aberration, and now her handsome 
animal-darling's heavy sperm-bloated balls were swinging rhythmically down 
to smack noisily against the backs of her thighs.


Almost immediately the big dog began a hammer-like pistoning, his thick 
scarlet shaft going in and out of her wide-stretched pussy with body-jolting 
force.


Gayle felt pain rising up with pleasure and whimpered out a begging whine. 
"Ooohhh ... oh Godddd!" Gayle pathetically wailed, the rounded splendor of 
her blue eyes staring without seeing as her ferally panting animal lover 
started to fuck more determinedly hi deeper lunges up into her submissively 
kneeling body from behind. Her head jarring now from his every savage 
thrust, Gayle wantonly focused her mind on his long tapered hardness 
plunging without mercy up into her tight little cunt as she began to move in 
tempo backwards to meet his powerful, breathtaking strokes! Unique 
sensations of depraved wickedness saturated her sex-crazed mind as she I 
humped backward onto the still-thickening cock skewering deeper and deeper 
up into her wetly welcoming belly from behind. Fury seemed to propel 
Trooper's huge brute body battering and thudding with loud fleshy smacks 
against her ardently yielding ass-cheeks! The delicious agony of his fierce 
cock was an unrelenting spear of shimmering pleasure burrowing to unreached 
depths up into the hot intimate sanctuary of her stuffed young cunt! And 
with unbridled mewls of passion, she began to lewdly undulate her naked 
buttocks back at the dog, deliberately j grinding her tight cuntal walls 
over the entire burning length of hard animal flesh.


Wails of masochistic joy gurgled up from her parched throat. "Aauuhhh ... 
oohhh ... yess ... ! Fuck it, y-you big brute darling! Fuck me like a bitch, 
Trooper precious ... no mercy! Oh God ... ram it up into my hot cunt, 
darling ... like - that... ooohhh ... cram my belly full of your wonderful 
cock!" the wantonly writhing wife cried back while her naked young nephew 
looked on from beneath in near iust-blinded torment.


Luther still gaped with strained eyes at the debauched reflection unfolding 
in the mirror, and his hand once more clutched his perpetual blood-locked 
penis towering from between his widespread legs. In desperation, he had once 
more begun to stroke it, suddenly caught up in an intense fear that it had 
gone too far and too long and that he would never be able to cum ... maybe 
never again ... his poor rigid cock had grown that excruciatingly hard! Yet 
he couldn't tear his eyes from the ruttish sight of Troop's huge scarlet 
penis slithering like a fucking piston up into Aunt Gayle's crazily nibbling 
cunt to its hilt, his bloated dog-balls swinging down beneath the wetly 
drenched curls of her naked, upthrusted loins. And then, the lust-crazed 
blonde suddenly seemed to notice him again, her smoky eyes staring down in 
their wild excitement and sparkling even more, as if she'd just remembered 
he was there! "Oh my young darling, for-for a moment I-I just forgot 
everything else...with his wonderful cock fucking so beautifully up ... way, 
way up into me, baby! But now ... !" Gayle stammered out her lurid words as 
orgiastic passion raged inside her from thd mighty dog's furious fucking 
into her inflamed cunt from behind, and once more she looked hungrily down 
at the teenager's long rigid shafl of thick flesh. While his young hand 
still grasped it, she again slipped her wetly ovalled lips down over his 
pulsing cock-head, swirling her little pink tongue in teasing delight for 
him as her hot. clasping mouth locked around it in a soft, fluid pressure. 
She brushed his clutching hand aside then and smoothed her own down the 
rock-hard length to the velvety flesh at its base- and then below to warmly 
cup his young cum-inflated balls.


Intending to take no more chances of her stopping or somehow leaving him 
there to go crazy-assed loony, Luther began an urgent upthrusting with his 
naked hips, sliding his lust-thickened hardness in and out of her compressed 
lips with a slick, wet sluicing sound as he held her lovely face between his 
hands. Immediately, she began to suck in earnest. He stared, captivated, by 
the puffing and hollowing of her satiny-skinned cheeks as his ever-swollen 
cock fucked in and out of her warm wet mouth, her beautiful long-haired head 
picking up the rhythm to work up and down on his shaft with an absorbing 
possessiveness. And simultaneously, her entire voluptuous white body 
quivered in naked ripples from the jolting savagery of Troop's long 
animal-cock, fucking up into her from behind to goad her wildly on!


Mad! Mad! I'm going mad! Gayle dissolutely reasoned at the thought of being 
taken by two unmatchable cocks. The knowledge that both of them were getting 
ready to spew their seething white cum into either end of her naked body 
where it would finally puddle in one belly-filling pool had warped her 
impassioned young mind even more. Abandonedly, she heaved her rotating 
ass-cheeks back hard against the panting Alsatian's furry loins, the teasing 
sensation caused by little wet rivulets of liquid passion dribbling down her 
sensitive inner thighs registering as the tempest in her desire-inflamed 
pussy signaled that her orgasmic bliss was also reaching its peak!


It was going to happen this time! Jesus, yes! the gasping teenager realized 
frantically to the bubbling inferno churning in the depths of his roaring 
balls. She was going to suck the cum right up out of it the way Toni did, 
because he'd hold her head right there while it shot like a fire-hose into 
her mouth, no matter what they bid to him after! Oh shit! Troop's rampaging 
animal-penis fucking into her cunt from behind was forcing her greedily 
sucking mouth farther down onto his near-shattering hardness until he 
couldn't understand her not choking and gagging on it! The lust-swollen tip 
of his penis was brushing her throat all the way down to her tonsils and 
then some, his wiry pubic-hair touching her little nose every time she 
plunged her voracious mouth down on it!


Christ, this hot beautiful bitch had become more of an animal than his 
slobbering open-jawed dog obscenely humping his huge raw-looking cock 
between the widespread white globes of her wildly quivering ass-cheeks! Her 
ovalled red lips were locked tightly now around the almost full length of 
his fuming penis, and she was speeding up her incredible sucking action 
until he knew his goddamned balls were going to be drawn right up through 
it! Ooohh. Blinding surges of molten heat were building up in the depths of 
his bloated sac as he watched her sluttishly mishappened face drawing 
ravenously on his wetly glistening pole of his flesh. The muscles in his 
stomach grew more taut and he arched upward off the bed, shoving his wildly 
pulsating shaft even further between the sensational heat of her unrelenting 
vacuuming lips! He watched the pink ridges pulling out from her mouth, 
clinging greedily to it as she pumped her lovely head up and down on his 
cock in a furious rhythm while rotating and throwing her rounded white 
ass-cheeks back at Troop in a mindless frenzy of passion.


Abruptly, all of Luther's earlier fears vanished and choking sounds rumbled 
gutturally in his young chest. Convulsive spasms tore erotically through his 
loins and abdomen and he cried out, "Oh Christ, Aunt Gayle! Suck ... suck it 
hard I'm cuummiinnggg!"


His cry wasn't necessary for the naked young wife sucking above him; she 
recognized the indications and was ready the second his jerking young cock 
exploded to gush forth its raging jet-like streams of pungent sperm! It 
deluged her mouth and throat with its delicious liquid heat, making her 
cheeks bloat and contract to her greedy swallowing as she took it down into 
her hungering belly in thick gulps, fastening her lips tightly around the 
ecstatically spasming cock so as not to lose a nectarous drop! As his virile 
young balls continued to empty their hot, milk-white cum up into her mouth 
and throat, his big boyish hands clutched at her head, pulling her lovely 
face harder down onto his wildly ejaculating penis!


The nearly forgotten exhilaration of having a man down in her mouth was 
beyond the wildest of Gayle's memories, and the moment her eager little 
tongue had bathed in its hot liquid bliss, her taste buds were fired by its 
thrilling piquancy and her own orgasm swept breathtakingly over her! In 
passionate response, she thrust her quiveringly grinding ass-cheeks back 
harder at her heavily panting Alsatian lover, madly craving the full extent 
of his expanding dog cock charging up into her raging cunt! Not a tendon of 
muscle of her nakedly kneeling body escaped the rapturous seizure, for her 
orgasm had burst like a star-shell deep down in the intimate depths of her 
spasming loins and belly! Her overjoyed brain floated in its sensual heaven 
as she continued to suck and gulp eagerly at the softening boy cock beneath 
her, while her voracious cunt clenched and opened like a second gluttonous 
mouth back between her widespread thighs and nakedly grinding ass-cheeks!


"She felt her climatically jerking buttocks tense and relax again and again, 
until suddenly an unprecedented sensation of ultra ecstasy claimed and raced 
through her like a powerfully charged current, and she cried out 
uncontrollably as her quaking young body-erupted in a never-before, follow 
up super-climax! Space, time, motion, nothing existed except the fantastic 
web her orgasm erotically spun around her! Over and over the jagged shocks 
of electrified rapture caused her to twitch and spasm to the earth-shaking 
sensations unleashed in the frenzied upheaval of her wildly throbbing cunt!


Then, Trooper humped forward faster and faster as the big dog began 
squirting his steaming vat of unending animal-sperm far up into the secret 
folds of her intricate belly. And again she came, wailing and clawing at the 
bed covers like some feline animal as she mindlessly slammed her naked 
ass-cheeks back onto Trooper's hotly squirting cock!


Chapter Eight


Ted Haviland got off the plane in Chicago and actually toured the terminal 
three times before deciding he should definitely go to the home office. He 
then had three straight shots of Chivas Regal with water, followed by a cup 
of strong coffee before stuffing his bags in a locker and walking out to 
catch a cab. He'd make an appearance; that's all. Good Christ, he couldn't 
sit around and listen to a bunch of shit for a week with what he had tearing 
up his mind. They could fire him if they wanted; he didn't give a fuck-! His 
whole goddamned life and sanity were at stake!


And the sickening part of it all was, he still didn't know what he was ever 
going to do! His meeting with Vickie had certainly done an ass-over-tea 
kettle back-flip! Instead of reaching her with all of the planned bullshit 
he'd rehearsed, she'd effortlessly, drawn him right down between her 
beautiful legs where he'd wanted to be, caressingly draining the fucking 
spinal juices from him with her love ... and worse, he knew it would happen 
again when and if he walked in to face her! Jesus Christ, he was batty over 
that girl!


And he loved Gayle! He couldn't anymore break it up between that sweet doll 
and himself than he had with Vickie! So what in Christ's name was he going 
to do? For sure, he couldn't go on this way ... couldn't afford it in the 
first place, and couldn't stand it in the second! He had to give up one of 
them, but which one? Christ, it was going to be sticky enough when the loser 
found out, say nothing of the way he himself, was going to feel! Oh sweet 
Jesus! The idea of a company meeting made him want to retch. Maybe, if he 
called Burton and made up a story. He'd come down with the flu on the plane! 
He was in Chicago, but he should go right back the way he felt. He didn't 
want to wind up in any hospital here. Burton wasn't a bad egg ... he'd 
understand. "Jesus, Mr. Burton, I'm sicker than a dog and I know it's flu. I 
don't want to cause any problems for you, but I'm susceptible to this brutal 
bug in a bad way. It knocks me out for a couple of weeks. You know ... a guy 
wants to be with his wife ... !


At nine-thirty in the morning, Vickie Cramer Haviland rang the front door 
chimes of 17360 Arroya Way in Canyon Hills, Oregon. She had taken an early 
flight, the restless anger inside her tall, shapely body giving her no 
peace. On the plane, she had only drunk coffee and smoked cigarettes, cigars 
being forbidden. Venom steeped her tongue. She hoped she would like this 
other wife of Ted Haviland she was about to unload on, but if she didn't 
that would make it much easier. Hate would be more practical under the 
circumstances.


The door opened to reveal a girl with sparkling azure-blue eyes, vivacious 
young face and a clouded figure behind the yellow wrapper. Momentarily, 
Vickie studied her. Then:


"Gayle Haviland?"


"Yes..."


Vickie smiled. "Are you his sister? sister-in-law? cousin, maybe? Not his 
mother for sure ... I'm talking about Ted ... Ted Haviland."


"Ted? Yes... he's my husband," Gayle readily answered with puzzled 
expression.


"I was afraid of that," Vickie replied. "Well... I'm Vickie Haviland ... and 
I think we have something in common, darling ... a husband named Ted! It... 
he might even be the same man. M-May I come in ... ?"


Gayle's wits were not at their keenest as she stood there staring at the 
statuesque, beautiful young woman so chicly dressed and decorating her 
doorway. Her own young mind had known a taxing torment since awakening early 
that morning, accompanied by a physical lameness and certain little bruises 
telltaling the obscene orgy she had silently prayed was one of her dreamed, 
lewd fantasies. But it hadn't been, and neither was the stunning 
raven-haired girl who wore the briefest of mini-skirts and below the knee 
matching fuchsia suede boots as if the outfit had been designed with only 
her in mind.


Confused by the other's almost casual personal questions and ridiculous 
declaration concerning her husband, Gayle continued to stare at her, making 
no effort to let her in. Finally, she said: "I beg your pardon? Are you sure 
you have the right house, Miss ... ?"


"Well... unless there are more Gayle and Ted Haviland's living along this 
plush drag, I'd venture a guess that I do have the right place," Vickie 
replied drily, then reached into the stylish fuchsia bag hanging from her 
shoulder to extract the damning envelope. She held it out to Gayle. "You 
might see if this is familiar to you ... then we'll go from there."


The fawn-haired young wife, her confusion growing, accepted the offered 
letter hesitantly, almost as if it might possibly explode when she touched 
it. Her discerning eyes lingered on the long-lashed dark ones of her caller, 
but were unable to read anything in their scintilating beauty. An 
apprehensive, sinking sensation caught at the base of Gayle's soft belly as 
she recognized her own handwriting and the very letter she had written to 
Alice Sturges ... but that was weeks ago ... and she'd given it to Ted to 
mail when he'd left for his Las Vegas meeting!


"H-How did you get this?" Gayle questioned suddenly, noting that it bore no 
post mark, yet it had been opened!


"You do recognize it then?"


"Of course I do ... I wrote this letter! But it was obviously never mailed, 
and yet it's been opened! I-I demand to know where you got it!" Gayle 
insisted, unable now to hide the fearful little quivers in her tone as the 
nearly nauseating void expanded inside her.


"I think we better have a bit of privacy to discuss this, Mrs. ah... 
Haviland. It begins to get tacky in the juicier parts I'm afraid," Vickie 
replied with a sigh. "May ... may I come in now ... ?"


Gayle had begun to tremble visibly in her mounting inner fear of what was 
about to unfold, but she managed to retain outward composure and stepped to 
one side, drawing the door open wider. "Please ... I'm sorry ... do come in, 
Mrs ... ?"


Vickie did, her answering smile humorless. "Haviland, dear, like yours," she 
said, taking a quick glance around the luxuriously furnished living room. 
"But for the sake of confusion, why don't you call me Vickie, and I'll use 
your first name ... Gayle. It's a pretty name. I've always liked it. Are ... 
are we alone here?"


"A-At the moment. My husband ... Ted's nephew is" staying with me, but he's 
up in the hills behind the house with his dog," the dreading younger woman 
answered, pointing toward a chair and slowly lowering onto the edge of 
another. "Now ... please ... please tell me ... V-Vickie. W-What is this all 
about...?"


Again Vickie sighed as she crossed her long legs to Gayle's appraising, 
uneasy gaze. She began slowly and from the beginning, deciding to make it 
gentle as possible, her first impressions of the sandy-haired young woman 
even more warming than she might have expected. Gayle's youthful, peaches 
and cream type of beauty struck Vickie as being almost innocently virginal, 
and she couldn't help but wonder how those little shell-like ears were going 
to react to the sordid mess she was starting to relate.


From the onset of the horrifying story with all its shocking details to the 
bitter end, Gayle sat in what she knew was portrayed stupification, while 
within her stunned brain reeled, her sickened mind mentally reacting with 
"Oh no... no!" and "Dear God, nooo!" Still the throaty voice softly 
continued, effortlessly tearing her secure little world asunder, while 
simultaneously letting her know with unintentional loud swallows the pain 
that she, too, had been and still was suffering.


Somewhere along the way, as Vickie went on revealing the shamefully cruel 
deceit with which Ted had knowingly beguiled them both, Gayle sensed an 
underlying bond drawing her closer to the alluring, softly speaking beauty 
who shared her heartbreaking disgrace, just as she had shared his name and 
bed. And at the same time, the curvaceous, stunned girl couldn't rid herself 
of the sudden conclusion that she was being punished for her own secret 
obscene fantasies, and even yesterday's actual debaucheries. That was when 
she broke down and cried.


For awhile, Vickie remained silent and unmoving to the other's weeping, not 
that she wasn't sympathetic with the mental anguish Gayle was suffering, for 
she felt those burning tears and wracking little sobs almost as strongly as 
she had her own when she'd first discovered the truth. But there were times 
when only a good cry could vent wretched misery for a woman, and this, she 
felt, was certainly one of them.


Finally, Gayle raised her head, brushing at her tear-dampened eyes with 
slender fingers. "I-I'm sorry, Vickie ... but I-I assume you understand," 
she sniffed, trying desperately to regain control of her emotions.


"To the fullest, dear, believe me," Vickie answered with a compassionate, 
warm smile as she once more reached into her bag, this time bringing out 
several facial tissues. "Here, hon," she said, easing gracefully to her feet 
and taking a step toward Gayle. "Tidy up that cute little nose and go rinse 
your eyes with some cold water. Then, when you come back we can chat about 
the future over some coffee and booze, maybe, huh?"


As utterly miserable as she felt, Gayle couldn't help but return the taller, 
ravishing brunette's gentle smile. Something about her self-assurance seemed 
to strengthen the younger wife's confidence, and at the electrifying touch 
of their hands and when she took the offered tissues, that bit of faith grew 
impulsively stronger, as if somehow Vickie Cramer... Haviland was going to 
make it all right again!


Gayle straightened to stand. "I-I'll only be a minute, Vickie. I want to 
slip into some slacks or something. Please ... make yourself at home. 
There's hot coffee in the kitchen and liquor in the cupboard..."


"I'd rather wait for you, dear, if you don't mind," Vickie said, sitting 
back down. "Take your time. I've got no schedules to keep. My husband's in 
Chicago for a week."


Though meant as a self-addressed quip, Vickie had forgotten how her hostess 
might take it and was immediately sorry and enraged with her own big mouth 
when she saw the other's blue eyes swimming in new puddles of moisture. Once 
more, she was on her feet to gently clasp Gayle's soft upper arms in a 
buoying up embrace.


"I-It's all right, Vickie. I'm not going ... going to bawl again," Gayle 
sniveled.


"I'm sorry, hon. That was kind of a left handed remark to make ... but 
honestly it was home-directed," the shapely wife number-two apologized. "I-I 
guess I've had a little more time to callous in the past twenty-four hours 
than you. Forgive me?"


"Of course ... and come on, let's go to the kitchen," Gayle said, smiling 
bravely as she caught the other's hand inside her own. "I can use some of 
that coffee and booze before I do another damned thing!"


They did, with Vickie's admiration and respect for her fetching young 
counterpart's unexpected mettle rapidly growing. She slipped into one side 
of the breakfast lounge, glancing around the attractive, well appointed 
kitchen and wondering if her Teddybear had ever entertained such ideas of 
luxury for her. Probably not, the bastard! She doubted that he'd even 
recognize her unless she pulled up her skirt and spread her legs ...


"What do you like to spike it?" Gayle asked, setting two steaming cups onto 
the booth-top.


"Big bourbon if you have it, hon ... Old Grandad ... ?"


"Unh unh. Brandy, Chivas Scotch, some good gin and ..."


"Brandy ... and a whole bunch of it. I need it if you don't mind."


"We both need it," Gayle answered quickly. "You to replace the energy you've 
burned in getting up here ... and me to help develope those callouses you've 
already started."


Vickie said nothing as she watched the long haired girl move away with an 
unhidable, voluptuous grace that suggested perfectly balanced contours of 
body, although they were undiscernible beneath the shapeless wrapper, with 
the exception of her full, rounded young breasts. Yeah, sweet-face Teddybear 
sure knew how to pick them ... the sonovabitch ...


"There, the coffee-pot and the booze bottle," Gayle said, setting them on 
the table and slipping in on the opposite side to uncork the brandy bottle 
and pour sizeable measures into both their coffess while Vickie went back 
into her shoulder bag resting beside her.


"Hope you won't mind a little idiosyncrasy of mine," she said, bringing out 
a long, thick cigar. "Since I was a little girl in West Virginia I've smoked 
these things. Oh, they weren't quite this expensive in those days, but I 
guess I enjoyed them as much. You mind?"


"Of course not," Gayle replied, but nevertheless jarred by the sight of such 
a dazzling feminine face with its lovely lip-glossed mouth bizzarely 
contorted by a nearly black cigar. She watched her nip the end off with her 
even white teeth, do away with it in the ashtray, then puff the huge thing 
with indulged skill into not unpleasant smelling fire and smoke.


Vickie smiled. "Fascinates you doesn't it, hon, a woman smoking cigars?"


"I suppose ... but I guess this is my day for surprises," Gayle answered, 
sipping at her potent coffee and trying desperately not to slide back-into 
morbidity.


Vickie read the symptoms and followed up with: "This is Cuban grown, the 
best tobacco available. I carry with me some smaller, extra-special dolls of 
Cuban quality a very nice gun-runner gave me in Las Vegas. You might enjoy 
one later, Gayle honey, when you're feeling more yourself."


"Perhaps," the blonde young wife replied, forcing her smile, her tormented 
thoughts rapidly overwhelming her once more. She picked up her cup and 
gulped away a large portion of its too-hot contents.


"Easy, hon," Vickie half-whispered, her soft smooth hand covering Gayle's on 
the booth-top in reassuring warmth. "We're both going to make it, darling 
... and I think in grand style now that I've met you. No kidding, I was 
worried coming up here ... wondering what wife number one was going to be 
like, and if I could reach her even if I wanted to. Believe me, doll, you're 
beyond anything I could have hoped for ... and twice as lovely. Our mutual 
husband may have dealt us a rotten hand, but let's be fair with him as well 
as ourselves. We don't know why he did it, though that doesn't alter the 
fact that he did, and here we are looking across the table at one another, a 
couple of wives sharing a singular husband in a country where that isn't 
considered kosher."


"H-He's a bigamist!" Gayle couldn't resist exclaiming, the accusing term 
hanging on her little tongue with the taste of poison.


"Oh shit, hon ... ! Excuse the expression, but I've had scrumptious dinners 
following cocktails with so-called celebrities, then gone to bed for a wild 
night of loving with men whom I knew were outright murderers! And believe it 
or not, their... his criminal traits never took a tiny delight from the 
cocktails, nor a minute savor from the dinner ... say nothing of the exotic 
bedroom entertainment a man like that can sometimes overwhelm a girl with!"


"Vickie! My God! I-I've never heard anyone admit such things! Now ... you 
forgive me if I sound naive and home-spun. But... but the world you're 
talking about is way beyond anything I know, while Ted... God! Ted is ... 
well, he's my whole life! Yes! And he has been for two years ... !


"Your life... or your security, baby? Now don't get up-tight with me," 
Vickie said. "Just consider what I've said and mull it over deeply. Have you 
been a real wife to him ... like in bed maybe ... all the way? Think about 
it, hon. because when he came to me the pair of you had these two-years 
already behind you. And don't misunderstand, Vickie's not putting you down 
or giving him license for what he did to us! But there had to be underlying 
reasons, and in all fairness I don't believe they were those of a handsome 
young guy with a warped brain. Not our Ted, darling. No. He just stuck his 
head down too far in the barrel and has fallen in ... but just you and I 
know that."


Gayle could only stare at her. She'd said so much, and all of it, every word 
ringing with truth ... philosophical truth! God! She didn't know about those 
things ... about anything but the sheltering web she'd spun around herself 
and the obscene secret portions of it that she'd played in ... But it was no 
longer secret! Luther knew! God yes, he more than knew! He'd been a part of 
her wantonly insane lust along with Trooper ... yet, this morning he'd come 
out of his room smiling and calling her Aunt Gayle, as if none of it had 
ever happened!


"If it's okay, Aunt Gayle, Troop and I are going to explore those hills back 
there?"


"Yes ... of course, Luther, but be careful..."


"Oh, we will, Ma'am! And I want to let Troop run and play. He loves it when 
he gets out in open country."


"Just be careful."


"You bet. Anyway, I'll come back early. I want to go through a few chess 
moves before we leave for Portland."


"What time is that?"


"I have to be there at three I guess."


"Well, come back early for lunch."


"I will... I will... !"


But even though the thoughtful teenager had gone out of his way to spare her 
any embarrassment, the fact remained that her irrepressible sensuality had 
reached beyond the fantasy world this time and another person shared her 
lewdly intimate, dark secret! And now had come this incredible nightmare 
that the beautiful, cigar-smoking woman across from her had exposed to 
finally rip her protective, comfortable web to tatters! God, was it 
punishment? Ooohhhhh ... what was going to happen to her?


"Vickie ... ! What're we going to do?" Gayle gasped out abruptly, reaching 
across the table to clutch at the other's reassuring warm hand. "W-We can't 
just sit here, drinking to drown our sorrows like a couple of has-beens ... 
!"


"The first thing we don't do is panic," Vickie interrupted with a pressured 
little squeeze of her hand. "And for the record, this gal never consumes 
booze to smother her problems, hon. She guzzles it because she likes it... 
another trait she cultivated in childhood."


"Oh, I'm sorry again, Vickie," Gayle said, dropping her eyes apologetically. 
"But... but... "


"I know, baby, and don't worry, we're going to do plenty. Like I said 
before, I've had a little more time than you to hash and rehash this lousy 
mess, and ... well, the more I've gone over it and weighed the facts the 
brighter the picture becomes."


"Brighter? God... how can you say that... ?"


Vickie held up her hand in the manner of a traffic policeman. "Hold it, 
darling! Let's just listen to Vickie for a moment. The alternatives are 
these: an annulment on my part; certainly no court would give me any problem 
there, but... that would expose our husband for the bigamist that he is, and 
quite frankly, Gayle, I don't want him prosecuted, or get him fouled up with 
the law. Alternative number two: you could divorce him. The grounds are 
obvious, but the results for him would be the same in respect to the law. 
Now, I can see right off in those frantic blue eyes of yours that the 
thought of you divorcing Ted Haviland strikes you with inconceivable agony 
... because you really do love him regardless ... right?"


"Oohhh ... yes, Vickie. God yes, I do love him, the sonovabitch!" the 
distraught young wife replied, her anger mounting.


"Exactly my sentiments, darling. I, too, love the goddamned bastard!" the 
blazing, dark-eyed second wife-bitterly exclaimed. "So, there's only one 
charted course we can take from there!"


"Wh ... you mean ... ?"


The long, raven-haired second wife nodded slowly. "We share him, Gayle, and 
I don't believe you'll find that too distasteful once the initial shock of 
the idea has worn off. The fringe benefits alone are enough to make your red 
corpuscles stand up and nudge one another, that is if you're all the 
sensuous gal I think you are. But don't try to swallow it in one big gulp. 
We have a few days to banter it back and forth before the lord and master 
gets back from Chicago. I'm staying at the Canyon Inn downtown, and we can 
get together as often as you like ..."


"Downtown? I'll call and have your bags sent out here!" Gayle said, getting 
immediately to her feet. "You're staying right here with me, Vickie, until 
Ted comes back ..."


"Oh Gayle, I don't want to put you out... "


"Put me out? Don't be ridiculous! Besides, you ... you have as much right 
here now as I do," Gayle said, taking the other girl's hand inside her own 
once more. "And ... and I need you with me, Vickie ... I really do."


The exquisite showgirl beauty swallowed at the sudden tiny lump in her 
throat at her counterpart's almost whispering words and warm pressuring 
hand. Finally, she said: "I think we both need each other very, very much, 
Gayle darling."


Chapter Nine


Luther moved closer to the house and pressed his ear to the exhaust vent 
while Trooper watched him with cocked head. Now, he could almost hear their 
every word and he held his breath to better listen, careful not to let his 
telescope rap against the brick wall and give his presence away.


He'd caught sight of the tall, beautiful chick in Gayle's kitchen while 
fixing his telescope on the different windows of the house, hoping to beam 
in on another lewd scene of his voluptuous aunt who had actually 
super-sucked his screaming cock the night before. Maybe he could catch her 
engaged in some new sexy play or something of that order. Instead, he'd 
caught her crying, and then both women were drinking from a bottle on the 
table and holding hands, for Chrissakes. And on top of that, the luscious 
brunette, whoever she might be, was smoking a fucking cigar!


Shit, he had to know what it was all about... and some ten-minutes later, he 
did... at least enough to make his eyes bug. They were talking about Uncle 
Ted, he learned finally, and calling him sonovabitch and bastard!


Then, all the crap about annulment and divorce, spiced by that one accusing 
word bigamist, was enough to rattle his balls! Good old Uncle Ted was 
married to both of them at the same time Holy Christ! He didn't know how 
that was going to affect one Luther Robbins, but it seemed that he should 
profit some how from a juicy situation like this, and there was really only 
one way that tickled his lusty young fancy. He liked to watch Aunt Gayle 
sucking on the business end of his long hard cock and swallowing his hot cum 
when he shot it up into her pretty mouth, but even more now he wanted to 
fuck it right up into that hot little hole up between her gorgeous legs! 
Except, and he didn't think he was going to dig that exception, wife number 
two whom he learned was named Vickie, planned to move in until Uncle Ted 
came home ... and goddamnit. that could cramp hell out of any future games 
He shrugged, then decided to go in right now and see what transpired.


Vickie smiled, offering the teenager a pleasant "how do you do, Luther" when 
Gayle introduced her as Miss Cramer, an agreement they had come to as being 
more proper for the boy's sake. He was a homely and clumsy appearing youth, 
she appraised, with no trace of Ted's physical attractiveness about him, 
though Gayle had said he was quite intelligent and extremely likable: Well, 
each to his own taste but for her money, Vickie decided, she'd take the dog. 
He was a handsome brute of an animal and from the beginning seemed to shine 
up to her. In fact, he'd walked right over and put his big head on her lap, 
resting it in the snug little valley her joined thighs made beneath the 
short skirt, while she'd smilingly petted it.


"Well now, you're an easy guy to know," she said down at the beautiful dog, 
stroking his huge furry head, then smiling up at Gayle who was standing 
beside her gawky nephew. Gently then, she pressed the animal back and gained 
her own feet. "I think what I better do, dear, is run back to the Inn. I 
left some of my things lying around the room. I'll pack them and come back 
out in a cab."


"All right, b-but you will come back?" Gayle questioned.


"Of course, hon, but probably not until after lunch. You two have to get 
ready for your trip into Portland anyway. I should be back before you leave 
though," Vickie said. "I'll just catch a bite at the Inn."


"Well... if that's what you want," Gayle said. "But there's certainly plenty 
of food here, Vickie."


"No, I'd rather do it my way, dear," the taller brunette said walking toward 
the living room and front door. "Then, we'll all have dinner together 
tonight. Okay?"


"Fine," Gayle replied, accepting the others offered hand and gentle warm 
squeeze as she went out the door. Yes ... yes, she was thinking as she 
watched Vickie's voluptuous curves quiver provocatively to her practiced 
showgirl stride, they really did need each other. And then the dark-haired 
beauty climbed into the car she'd rented, showing an ample display of nylon 
covered, full rounded thigh, followed by a little wave before she drove off. 
And those fringe benefits ... ? Just exactly what had she meant by that... ? 
Unaccountably she shivered, and then was amazed to realize that it was a 
shiver of anticipation ...


Vickie was mellowly tight, but she knew it would take an expert to detect 
it. She'd always carried her booze well. That sweet, bald-headed little 
bartender; he'd really gone all out in his attempts to get cozy, and she had 
delighted in the teasing game, drinking every one of the half-dozen martinis 
he'd set up for her consumption before tripping off to a luncheon she'd only 
picked at. Anyway, Gayle hadn't seemed to notice the half-drunkenness before 
she'd left, and Vickie doubted that Luther had that much intelligence. The 
poor ugly gook left her cold, while his beautiful dog was having a much 
pleasanter effect on her, but then she'd always had a way with animals ... 
such as teddybears, hadn't she.


Well,- Gayle had said to make herself at home, and she intended to do just 
that, Vickie mused as she poured herself some Chivas over the rocks in the 
kitchen with Trooper standing close beside her. No" use moping around with 
up-tight thoughts of sweet-face driving her into one rage after another. 
Better that she drink his goddamned Scotch and think about all the goodies 
that were going to come out of this after all... and they might be even more 
exciting than she'd first imagined. God, that lovely sandy-haired creature 
had looked like a living doll in her summery mini skirt and blouse. Enviable 
calves and thighs... all of her, perfectly rounded hips and buttocks just as 
she'd mentally pictured her young body earlier... enough to give a lusty 
girl like herself the tingles even if she wasn't sensually edgy.


Booze had a way of doing that to her with its potent stimulant seeming to 
divide its fiery reactions between her head and susceptible loins, hardly 
ever affecting her tongue or the way she carried herself... just her 
resistance capacity and the hot little glow which invariably began to 
smolder in her lower tummy and up there between her legs ...


"Hey!" Vickie exclaimed with a start, twisting around at the counter where 
she stood pouring herself another drink to see the powerful Alsatian dog 
take a sudden step backwards and look up at her open-jawed, as if he were 
grinning. God, had she imagined it, or had she felt the pressure of his cold 
wet nose right through her nylon panti-hose against her inner thigh? But she 
couldn't have imagined that! There were certain places on a girl when 
touched that she could never be mistaken about. Vickie reasoned, reaching 
down behind and under her short skirt to feel of the spot. It was wet! "Well 
now ... what gives with you, handsome?" she said, a httle shiver of 
excitement rippling over her. "I'll buy your get-acquainted-quick-approach, 
doll, but after all there're some things you just don't do to a lady on just 
first-name association."


She couldn't help but smile down at the massive animal whose big brown eyes 
were focused on her unwaveringly, and then he whimpered as if trying to 
impart some specific meaning to her. She bent down and petted the crown of 
his head and he whined once more, moving close to rub his muscular body 
against the front of her thighs.


"What is it, playboy? Tell Vickie what's eating at you?" she baby-voiced 
him, feeling the heat of his mighty body radiated against the sensitive 
flesh of her nylon encased thighs, and feeling the heat spreading up to her 
already dully throbbing loins. Damn, she thought, this would never do right 
in the middle of the day. and with not even her bald-headed httle bartender 
around. "Look, you better run along and do your thing, whatever that is, Mr. 
Trooper. Vickie feels the need of a cold shower coming on ... and experience 
tells her that she better not wait too long."


And she didn't, only long enough to drain her glass, drop in a pair of fresh 
ice cubes and drown them in Scotch. She was surprised though and laughing 
lightly when Trooper followed her to the bedroom with adjoining bath where 
Gayle and Luther had helped carry her things.


"Okay, stick-tight," the ravern-haired young woman continued to smile down 
at the dog, closing the door behind him. "If it's a strip show you want then 
you're in the right room." Another roused tremor fluttered over Vickie's 
voluptuous body at her own words as she began to unbutton her blouse. "Now 
if you just had two legs instead of four, and a pair of nice strong arms to 
hold me with, darling, I'll bet you and I could spark some hot friction in 
jig-time. Yes'm, we sure could, handsome, because httle old Vickie feels all 
sorts of wild storm clouds gathering right up there between her tingly legs 
where it gets mighty feverishly wet sometimes ... like right now. Ooo ... 
crazy booze! Honey-lamb, I sure enough need that simmering down cold shower 
... !"


With eyes and ears keenly alert, Trooper sat back on his haunches watching 
this pleasing newcomer with the' long, shining night-hair stripping away the 
things that hid her natural body. The stirring sight brought to his 
animal-mind vivid mental pictures of the time before, knowing that this one 
called Vickie - like Gayle - would be softly rounded and the color of rich 
creamy milk to him. She no longer looked or spoke down at him in her gentle 
tone as he watched her make herself naked. Then, her human female body was 
finally exposed in its entirity and he began to quietly pant. With fixed 
eyes, he watched the full roundness of her smooth curves quiver and dance to 
her movements, the hidden pleasures he knew they contained rousing the 
familiar heaviness in his responding, agitated animal loins. With a 
slavering tongue, he licked at his jaws, instinctively staring on the dark 
curly ringlets of hair shadowing the slender pink crevice up between her 
long smooth legs... until he moved forward as if she had beckoned him.


Vickie hardly noticed the massive Alsatian's approach. She was half-turned 
and folding her skirt as she had her blouse, wondering whether to return 
them to her suitcase or lay them temporarily in a drawer. And then, she once 
more felt the shock of his wet nose coolly brushing high against the front 
of her inner thigh!


"God!" she gasped out at the unexpected contact, falling backwards a step. 
Wide-eyed, the astonished naked girl experienced a belated tremor of 
undeniable sensuous excitement, the effects of it immediately growing when 
she saw him following up his initial approach. "Wh ... what've you got in 
mind, lover?" she hissed down at him lewdly, holding her ground and waiting 
to see, but hardly believing it when once more his chilling, damp nose began 
to brush upward along the tensed flesh of her soft inner thigh, and further 
... until he was actually sniffing at her wetly simmering pussy!


The., powerful dog whimpered at the same time that Vickie gasped: "Go ahead 
if you dare! Go on ... lick it, big fellow!" And simultaneously, she was 
widening the stance of her feet to open her dancer's thighs farther for him, 
while obscenely, she thrust her smooth fleshy buttocks and hips slightly 
forward to goad him on the more!


The animal didn't disappoint her and Vickie actually saw it happen that 
first time, her knees nearly buckling from the sensuously enervating shock! 
His long, pink dog-tongue spurted out with the fire of a flame-thrower, 
reaching back between her opened thighs to the sensitive under-cleft of her 
ass-cheeks, then grazed forward through the silky hair to lave the whole of 
her quivering cunt lips in a sweeping lick that took him half-way to her 
navel, and she moaned without shame beneath the bestial enthrallment.


"Oh damn!" she exclaimed when he did it again. Her legs beginning to tremble 
uncontrollably, the voluptuous brunette sank weakly back onto the edge of 
the bed and sat there, gaping at his eager persistence. He was trying to 
wedge his beautiful head between her partially spread legs, his mouth open 
and tongue lashing out serpent-like! Suddenly, he growled as her hands tried 
to hold back his animal face, almost frightening her as might a rapist 
attacking with the insistence of a twisted mind. But she was no victim! And 
she didn't want him to stop ... not really ... if he ... he would do it! 
"All right! Come up here!" Vickie whispered to him, slithering back up onto 
the bed and spreading her smooth white thighs wide to entice him. "Come on, 
goddamnit! You want to lick my pussy, you handsome brute? Well do it! Come 
on! Come on! Oh God, Trooper, please come and do it... !"


Before they got beyond downtown Canyon Hills, Gayle had already decided. She 
talked briefly with Luther about it and he didn't seem to mind.


"The bus will have you there an hour or so early, dear," she said, avoiding 
his expression. "H wouldn't even suggest such a thing, Luther, but I just 
don't feel well."


"That's okay, Aunt Gayle. I don't mind the bus," the teenager lied. "If you 
don't feel up to it, go back home." Whatever she was pulling, it was a 
frigging, lie, he thought. But he didn't know that he blamed her, not with 
the problem she had with his multi-marrying Uncle. Shit, he could handle it 
all right anyway. All he wanted was the loot for college, the hell with 
whether he won or lost. In fact, if he lost he'd be better off and wouldn't 
have to make this run again.


Hell, there was plenty of time for him to show his chess prowess ... '


"Here's the bus station, darling. Are you sure you don't mind?"


"Of course not. I'll catch a cab from the terminal to the hotel."


"Do you have money?"


"Enough. Don't worry about me, Aunt Gayle. You just go back home and rest 
until you feel better."


"A-all right, Luther, and... and I'll be waiting for you to come home."


"Really?"


"Of course, goose... now go on with you ... !"


The lustful extent of her mounting passion registered with Vickie as she lay 
there lewdly on her back with firm quivering thighs spread lewdly apart in 
invitation, and her finger tips tracing upward over her flattened stomach to 
the swollen mounds of her lushly ripened breasts. They reached and teased at 
her small waxen nipples raised into marblish hardness as her searching eyes 
glowed hotly at the dog's fierce beauty standing over her!


There was little time to wonder what would happen next, for he- dropped that 
handsome head and began to lick out hotly once more, his long, wet tongue 
searing over her desire-tautened belly's quavering flesh! She heard her own 
breathtaking gasp of delight when he did it again and again, then began to 
work higher up her trembling nakedness, until finally he was tongue-bathing 
the tender silk-like undersides of her rising and falling breasts, washing 
up over them to lick at their straining, little nipples! And then, he was 
tonguing her face... her lips ... actually kissing her, she wildly reasoned! 
"God!" was all the overwhelmed, liquor-mellowed new bride could manage as 
she lay there in her voluptuously exposed nakedness beneath the aggressive 
brute's seething tongue. Her excited tummy and ever-sensuous loins had 
kindled quickly into a central glow of thrilling lust. Wildly, she thought 
of porno books she'd read and of a stag film she'd watched at a party in 
Vegas where a girl was being fucked by a dog. All of them had feverishly 
aroused her at the time, but she'd never even remotely thought of 
experimenting with bestiality, and now as she lay there watching the 
beautiful animal licking downward away from her fire-filled breasts, she 
couldn't help but wonder what she had been missing!


She gaped at him with raised head as he backed down between her long opened 
legs and she luridly spread them wider apart for him, her breathing ragged 
when he lowered his furry face closer to her hotly seeping vaginal split! 
Damn, he was! He had to! His hot animal-breath taunted the curled black 
silky ringlets covering her there! Still, he only sniffed and brushed the 
coldness of his moist nose against her now fervidly sensitized inner thighs 
and along her flushed pussy's blood-swollen lips!


"Oh God! Stop your teasing, you four-legged darling! Do it if you're going 
to ... or maybe you like a little more salacity in your lovemaking!" Vickie 
urged impassionedly, raising her legs to draw her rounded full thighs back 
obscenely, until her yielding ripe breasts were flattening beneath them.


Vickie heard his whimper then as she shamelessly stared and sensed the 
contact once more of his hot abrasive tongue with her fleshy, hair-lined 
cuntal lips! She squirmed impulsively under its fluid heat, feeling it 
moving downward until it was avidly licking through the smooth crevice 
between her lewdly upturned ass-cheeks. Her heart thundered in her chest, 
the blood racing fiercely through her veins, and she wanted to shriek when 
that tongue began to lick at her puckered little anus, the hot tip wriggling 
against the tightly clasped opening.


Her gasps were her only commentary to the erotic thrills filling her at his 
tongue's delicious obscenity. They came with her every breath as he played 
there, licking and teasing at her vulnerably exposed oval mouth until she 
was ready to squeal for mercy; then at last his tongue tip was burning a 
path of wetness upward once more toward her moistly smoldering cuntal slit! 
A wild ungovernable passion charged over her sizzling nerve-ends as he 
licked upward along the pink glistening crevice while she watched, then over 
the entire mound of her seething young cunt!


The incredible tongue gradually penetrated like a sawing, fleshy blade, 
splaying open her blood-filled vaginal lips to finally reach her erectly 
quivering clitoris! On and on it continued to butterfly her wetly pulsating 
cunt's inner flesh while she stared down between her drawn back thighs in a 
feverish building lust... and then the fiery pink tongue suddenly spurted in 
a maddening curl deep up into the receptive hot sheath of her moistly 
hungering pussy channel! "Ooooohhhh ... oh damn!" she moaned, convulsing 
beneath his oral caresses as her lust-glazed eyes gaped down at the 
delectably forbidden spectacle going on between her thighs.


The salacious sight was nearly enough to bring her instantly to climax, 
Vickie realized, gasping at the intense sensations his long, slavering 
tongue was generating through her sensually aroused body. Time and again the 
dog's tongue licked with merciless greed through her wide-split pussy flesh, 
never forgetting to teasingly flick at her jerking clitoral bud.


It happened then the first 'time, the gasping young second-wife losing all 
sense of relativity as her orgasm struck with a cataclysmic force, exploding 
deeply within her convulsing loins and abdomen. And then followed the 
overwhelming rapture, the hot release of her fluid orgasmic flow noticeably 
exciting the massive, whimpering dog all the more! Avidly, his laving tongue 
licked in feral excitement through her still spasming cuntal flesh, raising 
guttural moans from her heaving chest as she writhed and squirmed in a 
wanton mindlessness beneath it!


"Oh God almighty!" Vickie cried as the dog's thick tongue thrust far up into 
her grasping cuntal passage as if to hungrily feed on her spilling 
passion-juices. "Oohhhh ... love-baby ... there's never been anyone like 
you! Aahhh ... you dream ... lick it, lover ... tongue-fuck me like that and 
Vickie'll flood your handsome mouth again and again!" the desire-inflamed 
brunette promised wantonly.


Infatuated by the unbelievably ecstasy of it all, she ogled her own 
voluptuous, showgirl curves rippling in their lewd intoxication beneath his 
fantastic cunt-licking, the sudden wish that she had her teddybear's long 
thick cock fucking into her mouth adding to her lascivious passion. And 
then, she remembered and retracted her wish ... the bastard! Better that she 
suck the little bald-headed bartender... or even the beautiful darling 
bringing her such heavenly joy right now down between her wide-split thighs 
and buttocks! God ... whoever, she'd suck him dry ... make him squirt his 
scalding sweet sperm right down her throat until he was drained. The 
burning, creamy feel of it when she swallowed would make her cum over and 
over as it filled her needing, hungry belly to the very brim!


Vickie's sensuously cultivated brain backtracked then, replaying her 
thoughts as if of its own volition. One of them out of the last few fleeting 
seconds had subconsciously struck a special vibrant cord of super lust in 
her desire-inflamed mind, and as she watched her animal-lover's searing 
tongue deliciously possessing her wetly splayed pink cunt, she knew. But it 
was more than the stimulating sight of his wetly thrusting tongue that 
suddenly stopped the in-built projector of her brain ... it was his 
spectacular animal cock!


A shiver of previously untapped lust shook the naked young wife, and her 
gleaming onyx eyes widened to the phenomenon of Trooper's thick, flame-hued 
cock wetly emerging from its long furry sleeve... pressing forward in 
dripping hardness, its scarlet, pointed end jerking rhythmically as it 
continued to tease outward like a slowly drawn weapon from its concealing 
scabbard! Sweet damn! She jerked her head from one side to the other to get 
a better look at it, her long, raven-hair flailing wildly! God, was she 
losing her mind? Or was that really his cock she was hungrily staring at?


Vickie had never experienced anything equal to the unbridled sensations of 
base animalism suddenly screaming through her! They were beyond the wicked, 
and simultaneously fascinating in the obscene! She had never seen a more 
handsome shaft of cock-flesh, nor one more temptingly mouth-watering! W-was 
it even virginal... from a human standpoint? Damn, she couldn't help but 
question that with the knowing erotic pleasure the brute had already brought 
her. Gayle ... that peaches and cream young angel-face darling? Someone had 
educated him ... and beautifully! But that hardly mattered! She'd never 
known a man who hadn't fucked himself half to death, either!


Suddenly, she reached down to grasp his concentrating, massive furry head. 
God ... how was she ever going to do this ... ?


Gayle had satisfied herself that she was being stupid to think Ted's cruel 
and scandalous act was her due punishment. Even though Vickie was 
unquestionably right about her selfish concern with security and being a 
real wife to him ... like in bed maybe ... all the way? that hardly gave him 
license, as the lovely brunette had put it, to do such a terrible thing to 
both of them. Yes, downright wanton though her own lustful acts had been, 
she'd never really been unfaithful to him, and now for the first time since 
she'd learned the horrifying truth, the painfully shocked first wife was 
beginning to enjoy a remorseless sensual pleasure in the vivid memories of 
her own lewd indulgences. Above all, she wasn't sorry; and she realized that 
she would eagerly revel in them all again without guilt at the first 
opportunity!


Maybe she should thank her bigamous husband outright, when and if he had the 
gall to show his face again, Gayle thought acidly as she drove toward Arroya 
Way, a meaningful little smile playing across her full sensuous lips. But 
she still loved him ... damnit, yes she did! And Vickie had honestly 
admitted her love for him. too! Oh, the bastard! Could it actually be that 
he really wanted them both! God, that was a stupid question ... he'd married 
both of them hadn't he? And Vickie, like herself, had openly said that she 
didn't want to give him up ... which left them one charted course, to use 
the stunning girl's own words again. A harem ... what the hell else could it 
be called?


Drawing closer to her home, Gayle once more reviewed Vickie's puzzling 
statement: "We share him ... and I don't believe you'll find that too 
distasteful once the initial shock of the idea has worn off. The fringe 
benefits alone are enough to make your red corpuscles stand up and nudge one 
another, that is if you're all the sensuous gal I think you are.., " Another 
tiny shiver of excitement fluttered over Gayle at the thought. Yes, she was 
all the sensuous gal that the voluptuous other wife thought all right, 
except she'd never actually realized before to what extent. But... what had 
Vickie really meant, fringe benefits?


Well, in a minute she would get all of the more rousing particulars ... that 
was Arroya Way directly ahead ...


The excited Alsatian dog had no conception of what the smoothly curved, 
naked young human female was trying to do, but he was not pleased. She had 
forced his head back away from her wetly heated cuntal flesh, moving forward 
onto her hands and knees with full white breasts swaying, causing his heavy 
throbbing hardness to disappointedly withdraw into its protective sheath. He 
growled his disfavor even as she continued to speak in soft imploring tones, 
but she didn't stop until he was pressed down on the bed and lying almost on 
his back. She crawled up beside and partially over him then with her face 
down over his aching loins, her long night hair tumbling onto the hard flesh 
of his belly. Bewildered, Trooper whimpered, and watched as she positioned 
herself so that the glistening, open pink crevice up between her legs was 
very close to his mouth, and that he had only to move his head forward and 
lick out his eager tongue once more!


Frantic emotions were raging through Vickie's mind and body in her lewd 
position directly above the hairy opening where Trooper's huge, scarlet 
dog-cock had suddenly vanished. Just the thought of the obscenity she was 
about to perform stoked her feverish desire to a white hot flame. Somehow, 
she had to tease his beautiful penis out in all of its wonderful hardness 
once more! God, she had to know... to taste it... and she moved her hips 
closer toward his confused animal-face, luridly spreading open her long 
white legs and taking his head to gently guide his cold wet nose back into 
her hotly simmering pussy slit.


His thick tongue slashed through the palpitating crevice instantly, and the 
lushly ripened young brunette moaned as she lowered her cheek to rest 
against his warm, muscular belly, one hand smoothing down to grasp his 
concealed animal-penis. Greedily, she began to stroke the heavy outer flesh 
back and forth, the feel of the hot thickness buried within like a searing 
hardened pole in her curling, soft hand.


The pleasureful licking of his ardent tongue against her steaming cunt while 
she hopefully manipulated his thick, protective cock-sheath back and forth, 
was intensifying Vickie's sensual appetite beyond all reason. Then suddenly, 
his penis began to present itself once more, the flame colored, shimmering 
tip followed by its unending solid thickness slithering' outward closer to 
her breathlessly waiting, tongue-moistened lips... at last, actually 
brushing against them!


Mindlessly, Vickie ovalled her lips and allowed the tapered end of his 
fire-filled hardness to slip in between them into the hot, liquid shelter of 
her greedy mouth. Its burning cone-shaped rigidity crept along the length of 
her excited tongue to almost touch the back of her throat before she 
withdrew her head a short measure and began to tongue-love it feverishly. 
Overpowering passion made a sensual whirlpool of her brain at the thought of 
the delicious utter depravity she was committing. The sudden alive taste of 
his moist animal cock caused a shameless relish to ripple through her loins.


"Oooohhhh... it was even more lusciously intoxicating than she'd expected, 
hotter and harder than any human cock she had ever sucked ... and God, yes, 
it was still growing inside her saliva-filled mouth! The nakedly kneeling 
brunette began to suck its sleek hardness, using the same techniques she 
would use with a man, and she wasn't surprised that he reacted like a human 
male. Hell,, all males are the same when it comes to cock sucking, she 
thought lewdly. She could feel his mighty body reacting with intense 
yearning, his powerful, throbbing loins jerking as they shoved forward, 
driving his thick red cock deeper into her hungry mouth. Exploringly then, 
Vickie caressed one hand downward along his lower belly until she found his 
huge, cum-ladden balls; she cupped them warmly before beginning to delight 
them with gentle scratching finger tips. It was that titillation which began 
Trooper's instinctive fucking rhythm up into her tightly ovalled lips 
clasped around his massive penis.


The heady intoxicant lust of it all as she mindlessly mouthed and 
tongue-loved the savage, swollen animal-cock with obscenely vigorous up. and 
down sucking motions would have obliterated an atomic explosion to her 
deafened senses. Consequently, Vickie never heard the bedroom door when it 
opened, nor the gasp of shocked surprise the newcomer made!


"Jesus Christ! What the fuck kind of orgy do you call this, Gayle?" a 
familiar male voice roared. With a raging reluctance Vickie sucked up off 
the delicious pulsing hardness filling her mouth and rolled onto her back to 
face the now recognized masculine presence filling the doorway.


It was at that precise instant that Ted Haviland clutched at the door casing 
to keep from collapsing! His shock had been so great when he'd opened the 
door to investigate the unnatural sounds coming from beyond it that he 
hadn't realized it was a brunette on the bed ... not his blonde wife! But 
now as he gaped at the beautiful, sensually slackened face and voluptuous 
nakedness of her, his taxed brain began to scream in horror, not only- at 
the bestial sight he'd walked in on, but at the nerve-shattering realization 
that the wrong wife lay there before him in this house ... Gayle's house ... 
!


"Jesus Christ almighty! Vickie ... ! What the goddamned fuck are you doing 
here ... ?"


At the sight of his bags in the living room, Gayle experienced a spontaneous 
vacuum hollowing in the pit of her belly, its confusing impact melting her 
nerves even as it strengthened her rage. For long seconds she stood there 
hesitant to go further, facing the hallway and listening to the sounds of 
their angrily raised voices. As she listened, the knowledge that her lying, 
double-dealing husband had been unmasked for what he was finally, 
revitalized her determination.


A lewd smile crept over her beautiful young face as she moved slowly toward 
the open bedroom door, sensual excitement rapidly filling the empty 
sensation inside her at the controlled dominance of Vickie's throaty voice.


"So ... the lover's finally come home from the wars, eh? Well, bully for 
you! I'm sure Gayle will be happy to see you, darling, just as I am."


"Oh Christ! Don't toy with me, Vickie! What's happened here ... and call 
that goddamned dog off, will you?"


"He doesn't like you, sweet-face. You interrupted our delicious sucking 
party, and I don't like you any better for that either. You could've timed 
it a few minutes later, after we'd both cum."


"Christ! Now listen to me, Vickie! You've got to get out of here and right 
now! I don't know what's going on, but whatever it is it won't work! You and 
that goddamned dog... you were actually sucking his filthy cock! I saw you, 
for Chrissake! Jesus, are you going out of your frigging skull? Where's 
Gayle ... ?"


And to that, the sandy haired girl replied in an even voice: "Right behind 
you, potentate," the angry words of his accusation racing wildly through her 
mind. Sucking him ... Trooper? Oooohhhh ... she couldn't help feeling a 
sudden pang of jealousy.


"Wh - Gayle?" her one-time total husband blurted, half pivoting and nearly 
losing his balance. "Gayle, honey ... what... oh shit... you two have really 
gotten together, haven't you!"


"Shit is a lovely word for it, Ted darling," Gayle said, though her eyes 
were on the naked beauty of the lewdly sprawled Vickie who was on her elbows 
on the bed opposite Trooper, the lurid nature of their interrupted 
performance hardly questionable. God, she had been actually sucking that 
huge, wonderfully flaming cock of his! Oh dammnnnn ... why hadn't she 
thought of that! And then, she heard the man she'd married two years before 
plead:


"Now Gayle, you listen to me. I can explain my part of this, I swear it... 
!"


"I'd like to sit and listen to your bullshit, darling, but if you want to 
know the truth, it no longer interests me," she cut him short, the 
telegraphing gleam in Vickie's dark eyes giving her all the reinforcement 
she needed. "No one's angry with you, daddy ... in fact, you now have a pair 
of wives to take care of. Right, Vickie love?"


"To the fullest, hon. You've tapped the nail smack on its flat head, in 
fact! Our mutual Teddybear is the proud possessor of two loving wives, both 
young and sexually eager for him to look after, and that's saying nothing of 
our worldly wants. But... why talk about them at a time like this when I, 
for one,, crave lusty sex ... and Trooper does too, don't you, baby?"


Ardently, Vickie ran her hand over the massive Alsatian dog stretched out 
beside her. The dog whimpered eagerly, an animalish cry which Gayle could 
appreciate even in her green-eyed hunger, and she watched the curvaceous 
showgirl roll her white, satin-smooth young body back toward the loving 
brute, smoldering her beautiful face into his heavy loins. Almost before she 
knew what she was doing, Gayle was tugging passionately at her own clothing.


"You can join us, Ted husband, or jog off to the nearest pier," Gayle said, 
stripping away her blouse and provocatively grinning at his open-mouthed 
face. "Your wives hold all the cards, darling, and the best you can do is 
love them when they want you to. Outside of that, you can run ... but where 
will you ever find two girls more willing and adaptable to your bigamy?" 
Then, she laughed as she stood in lacy snug panties and brassiere before 
him, tantalizingly shrugging away the tiny bra as she stared at the obvious 
growing hardness in the front of his pants. "Watch me, lover! I'm going to 
join their party!"


Mad! Both of them! They'd blown their fucking gourds! Goddamn! Never in 
Christ's world could he have imagined walking into a situation like this! 
Not only had they gotten together and compared notes, but suddenly they were 
acting like a pair of warped sex deviates! Vickie obscenely sucking a 
frigging dog's prick ... and ... and Gayle stripping bare-assed to join her! 
Oh, sweet Jesus! His whole goddamned life was suddenly as fucked up as a 
Chinese fire-drill!


And while the knee-sagging, shocked to the bowels husband fell back gapingly 
against the wall for support, Vickie slaved salaciously in vindictive 
delight as she tongued and licked Trooper's throbbing cock right before his 
repelled eyes. And oddly enough, his stunned expression only added impetus 
to her race toward wild orgasm! But she could hardly concentrate on him in 
her maddening drive, and especially when she saw Gayle undressing, stripping 
her clothes away with equal avenging wantonness, until the blonde was 
breath-takingly naked and crawling onto the bed behind Trooper! Vickie 
watched her snuggling up tightly to the massive animal's back, hugging him, 
with her head just above his where she could watch his fantastic licking 
tongue lashing through Vickie's wetly splayed, hot cunt flesh.


Impossible! A fucking nightmare! It just couldn't be happening, Ted 
Haviland's whirling brain tried to lie to him, just as the goddamned 
cunt-licking mutt let out a guttural snarl and began to furiously hump until 
his unbelievably huge cock had to be driving right down into Vickie's soft, 
receptive throat! And Christ, as if that weren't enough to destroy his faith 
in woman-kind, Gayle had eased her little hand between Vickie's gorgeous, 
widespread ass-cheeks and was probing with extended middle finger at his 
second wife's tightly clenched little ass-hole! Bug-eyed he watched the 
finger wriggle and worm, until like a skinny prick, it was sliding eagerly 
up into the warm rubbery depths that he so well remembered! Good Christ! 
Where had Gayle learned that!


Vickie moaned out then, groaning around the suck-crazed dog's cock, and the 
way the brute was jerking and whimpering, Ted knew the sonovabitch was 
shooting his hot savage cum right straight down the back of her lovely 
little throat. Ohhhhhh ... mother fuck ... his own thick rigid penis was 
throbbing like crazy inside his pants ... !


To Vickie in her mindless rapture, the thick stream of tangy, seething sperm 
squirting into her throat was unending, flooding back into her sucking mouth 
before she could swallow it away! Over and over, the climaxing darling 
continued spurting into her; then she too exploded, her orgasm carrying her 
right up and away on a magic carpet of sensual bliss ... !


Gayle slowly withdrew her finger then from Vickie's still spasming, 
tight-clinging rectal walls, a passionate shiver rippling over her keyed-up 
naked body at the lewd sucking sound it made when it was withdrawn from 
between her lovely widespread buttock-cheeks. She rolled back away from the 
unnatural pair of lovers and sat upright to smile saucily at their husband 
who still slumped bonelessly against the wall near the door where she'd left 
him, his saucered eyes looking dazed, his generally handsome mouth hanging 
open. Her own gaze lowered then to lock on the unhidable bulge in the front 
of his pants, her acquaintance with its long, thick hardness immediately 
feeding the sensuous desire Vickie and Trooper's lustful show had set to 
glowing down between her hotly tingling thighs.


"Come on, big daddy, it's your turn now," she said with eyes sparkling as 
she crooked a finger at him and worked her way to sit with feet dangling off 
the edge of the bed.


"Now ... now look here, Gayle ... Jesus Christ... I don't know what you two 
figure you're going :o pull, but... but don't think you can hoodwink me for 
one goddamned minute!" Ted managed in a raspy voice that was anything but 
confident.


"And just who tried to hoodwink whom, potentate?" Gayle fired back at him, 
her eyes narrowing angrily as Vickie sat up to swing around beside her, one 
slender white hand unashamedly brushing away a viscid string of Trooper's 
sticky animal cum from her wet lips.


Vickie grinned nastily at him, "Could it be that you'd like to press the 
issue, sweet-face, to find out whether the courts frown on these cozy little 
double-dealings or not? Hmmmmmmm, I wonder what the penalty for bigamy is 
anyway? Are you up on that, Teddybear?"


"Oh ... oh shit!" Ted groaned helplessly, realizing that there was no reason 
in the world why they shouldn't nail his ass right to a tree. They had him 
cold and they both knew it! There was no appealing to their sympathy, at 
least not right now ... and maybe never! Fuck, he could see it all, his 
whole goddamned future looming up before him. They intended to make a 
regular shackled slave of him, work him like a bastard to support them, then 
drain his balls over and over between them! He could never stand it, for 
Chrissakes ... !


"Let's get nice and naked for Gayle, daddy," his sandy haired wife said, a 
little shiver of erotic anticipation rippling over her deliciously exposed 
curves. "I want to see that big hard cock that's nearly bursting out the 
front of your pants, so let's not be little-boy obstinate any longer, eh? 
Strip for us, darling, and in the meantime your sweet wives will decide what 
we're going to do with it."


"Come on, hon, let's help him!" Vicki suggested, bouncing up off the bed to 
advance on the immediately shrinking male with Gayle right behind her.


Ted Haviland almost frantically imagined they looked like vultures disguised 
in curvaceous female bodies as they attacked, giggling and cooing their 
lascivious plans for him to each other while they systematically plucked the 
clothes from him until he was as stark naked as were they!


"Well... it's not as big as Trooper's hon, but it'll have to do until that 
darling has a rest," Vickie lewdly measured, reaching down from where she 
stood beside him to grasp hold of his jerking, thickly hardened cock-shaft.


Ted couldn't help lurching and grunting to the sensitive contact, gaping 
down as his brunette wife began to lewdly stroke its heavy foreskin back and 
forth and reveal the moist, blood-swollen head. And then, Gayle was dropping 
to her knees in front of him, her eyes gleaming and her lush young lips 
hungrily parting, the tip of her little pink tongue visible and aimed 
directly at the tiny drop of his seeping sperm beading at his glan's small 
slit! A wild excitement charged through him as he waited, his trembling legs 
suddenly feeling like so much cooked macaroni. Christ, it's been how long 
since she'd done that? ... and then, Gayle ovalled her lips after licking 
them wickedly, while Vickie continued to stroke his throbbing pole of 
hardness! Gayle's tiny tongue flicked out to swipe away that bubble and 
several more as his dark-haired second wife luridly milked its pulsating, 
heavy-veined length, squeezing out more and more pre-ejaculate for Gayle's 
lustfully licking consumption!


"Mmmmmmm, that's hot and sweet tasting, daddy," Gayle whispered, looking up 
at him and smacking her lips. "It makes this little wife want to suck the 
whole load of it right down into her belly!"


"Go ahead, hon! Your turn first and Vickie'U help. Look!" she said 
excitedly, moving around behind their- mutual, head swiveling husband and 
lowering to her own knees. "Now spread your legs, Teddybear ... wider, lover 
... that's it! While you suck him, darling I'll just tongue his balls until 
he goes out of his simple mind!"


And sweet Jesus, he was about to do exactly that! Gayle had curled her warm 
fingers around his aching cock replacing Vickie's and suddenly plunged her 
ovalled soft lips over it's swollen head, locking them around it in a 
demanding liquid pressure. He staggered above her lovely head, watching with 
lust-filled eyes her tightly clasping lips encircling it, while beneath and 
between his legs from behind, the naked ex-showgirl was not only wetly 
tongue-lashing his raging balls, but every so often he sensed her beautiful 
mouth opening wide to heatedly suck first one and then the other sperm-laden 
testicle into the warm wetness of her tender mouth.


From the beginning, Ted uncontrollably thrust forward with his naked hips, 
sliding his long thick hardness in and out of Gayle's ovalled lips with a 
sleek sucking sound, guided by her hand grasping at its base while he 
clutched her face between his own. Her cheeks hollowed and puffed beneath 
his hands as his burning cock fucked in and out of her greedily, sucking 
mouth, her head working as diligently as were his hips. He wished he could 
see her seductively jiggling breasts, but her long blonde hair hid them from 
him ... and he could only imagine the obscene sight of Vickie greedily 
licking and sucking his now bloated balls down between his spread legs!


With little less than sadistic ruthlessness, Gayle vehemently mouthed and 
pulled at his hardened, ever-growing penis, wanting the flooding gushes of 
his scalding white cum squirting wildly into her mouth and dribbling down 
her throat, but as intense as the passion spurring her luridly on was, her 
rancorous desire to vengefully torment him was greater. Lustfully, he fucked 
into her mouth, his blood-engorged, hot spongy cock-head driving deeper 
toward her yearning throat as he grunted and clutched at her face like a man 
about to blow his mind. She did it then ... pulling her clasping lips off 
his frantically throbbing cock with a jerk of her head, even though she felt 
her own orgasm ready to explode in her hot little cunt. She raised her face 
to smile harassingly up at him.


"Did you like that, Ted love?" she twitted, her eyes dancing to the tiny 
shivers of near-orgasm racing pell-mell within her own quivering belly and 
pleasurefully teased young loins.


"Oh Christ, Gayle honey! Don't stop now! Goddamn ... I was just about to ... 
!"


"Yes, I know, daddy," his beautiful, sandy-haired tormentor continued to 
smile nastily up at him as she kneed back away then got to her feet, "but I 
don't think you should just yet. You know how absolutely useless it gets 
after you cum once, and it has so many more dutiful tasks to perform on your 
eager mates before we're finished with this little conjugal party. Don't you 
agree, Vickie darling?"


"I think you're being adorably unselfish about it, hon!" his vivacious 
second wife exclaimed, her naked curves rippling provocatively as she moved 
around to join and slip her arm about Gayle's slender, hour-glass waist. 
"Which just proves how perfectly harmonious a pair of loving wives can be in 
the sharing of their husband, right, doll?" And with that, right before his 
goddamned eyes, Vickie kissed her with moist open lips smothering Gayle's 
receptive mouth, Vickie's delicate hand smoothing up along her satiny belly 
to finally cup and tenderly caress one of his number one wife's fully 
rounded, nipple-hardened breasts.


"Oh jumping fuck!" Ted Haviland choked out to the lesbianistic act, his 
aching cock straining uncontrollably as Gayle purred and Vickie went on 
cupping and fondling her resilient naked breast, their tiny tongues 
obviously stabbing and licking at one another! It was no use! They planned 
to destroy what was left of his frigging mentality, and that wasn't going to 
take long! Shit, he needed a drink ... something to restore some spark of 
sanity in him ...


"Hey, Teddybear lover, where do you think you're off to?" Vickie called 
after him.


"Don't worry, I'm not going very goddamned far like this," he moaned, 
looking down at his nakedness and poling length of blood-locked prick. "But 
you loving spouses will permit me a drink, won't you? Christ, I've got to 
have a bracer of some sort..."


"And Vickie's got just what the ardorous husband needs, sweet-face," she 
said, advancing on one suitcase and bending down to deliberately display her 
perfectly ovalled, full white buttocks and long, show-girl legs. "It'll put 
the brace right where you're going to need it most lamb ... in your sweet 
cock!"


Both Gayle and Ted watched as she returned opening a small, flat wooden box 
containing slender, cigarette-length cigars. "What the hell are they?" he 
questioned.


"The cuban gems I mentioned to your earlier, Gayle," Vickie answered. 
"Except that these have an added quality. They've been cured in extracted 
oil of cannabis, and believe me, dolls, they're the ultimate in stimulating 
highs! Shall we?"


"Yes!" Gayle answered enthusiastically. "Amongst other things I'm getting 
delightfully acquainted with, I've always wanted to smoke pot... grass, or 
whatever you call it!"


"Shit... why not?" Ted said, shuddering unexpectedly as Gayle reached down 
to lewdly fondle his aching cock once more. "Let's go whole hog!"


"That's my daddy," the blonde wife whom he'd never even known before, for 
Chrissakes, cooed at him, leaning close to peck at the tip of his nose while 
reaching farther down between his legs to warmly cup his churning balls in a 
gentle pressure. "And after, we're all going to have a real love-party ... 
something wild and different! God, Vickie how will we do it... ?"


Watching from one advantageous corner where he'd finally lumbered to stretch 
out and recuperate, Trooper gazed with unwaning interest at the naked humans 
now carrying on before him. The ruttish acts both his warm, white-bodied 
young female mates had performed on the male as well as each other, were 
more fascinating then stimulating at the moment to the prostrate, massive 
animal. A sweet smoky odor had begun to fill the room along with their 
laughter as they huddled close together, touching mouths, all of them, the 
women to the man and the women to one another while all of their hands pawed 
over each other's naked white bodies ... until finally, they were on top of 
the bed, and he got up unnoticed to go out and invesitage the noise from the 
other part of the house.


Luther saw his big pet trotting along the hallway with wagging tail toward 
him. He grinned and petted the dog affectionately, though he was still a 
little irked at the tournament's postponement for another three days. Bad 
weather had forced the plane bringing the European masters down over 
Greenland, which he'd later decided might not be so bad at that. It was 
going to give him a longer stay with his luscious Aunt Gayle, and that 
wouldn't be at all hard to take. The entire way back on the bus he'd been 
thinking about it and planning how he'd get around Vickie's being in the 
house, his virile young cock stretching into a gnawing hardness that was 
still pushing at the front of his pants ...


The teenager saw the valises on the floor near the davenport then, 
remembering them to be Uncle Ted's and a sinking feeling caught at his gut. 
But before it could take its full effect of disappointment, loud voices 
mixed with some laughter and graphic four-letter words reached him, drawing 
the youth magnetically toward the open door where he'd carried in Vickie's 
suitcases!


"Now, Gayle honey, I want you to look closely at one of those fringe 
benefits I mentioned earlier," Vickie said, rolling onto her back to lewdly 
spread her long white legs open wide before the kneeling, glazed-eyed girl 
beside her. And while Ted sat cross-legged on the other side of her, 
lustfully watching and grasping his upthrusting, swollen hard cock, Vickie 
reached down between her full white thighs with both hands to luridly splay 
open her vaginal lips and expose her glistening wet cuntal flesh. "Look 
tempting, baby? Have you ever licked a hot pussy?"


Gayle, near-voiceless in the exotic euphoria the joy-bringing little cigar 
had swept delectably over her excited nakedness, shook her head as she 
looked down at Vickie's openly displayed cunt, a series of erotic shivers 
racing through her at the lasciviously enticing sight. Mindlessly, the young 
blonde stroked upward along the soft inner-side of Vickie's satin-sleek 
thigh, until her trembling fingers made soft contact, then began to explore 
and play in the wetly heated pussy-flesh the other still held wantonly 
spread open for her.


"Oooooooh," Vickie mewled, squirming her nakedly curving hips and buttocks 
beneath Gayle's gentle touch; then she moaned in loud pleasure as she felt a 
fingertip brushing over her tiny erect clitoris. "God; that's heavenly, pet, 
but I wish it were your hot silky tongue!"


Again, Gayle experienced tremors of passionate delight rippling over her as 
Ted said in a husky, lust-filled voice: "Go on! Lick that pretty little 
cunt, honey! Christ, I want to watch you do it...'!"


"Oh no, sweet-face. I've got other plans for you!" Vickie said, rolling onto 
her side with her back to him. "Now, Gayle baby, you crawl up the other way, 
so your sweet little pussy is right where I can kiss and tongue it while you 
lick mine. And then, Teddybear's going to snuggle up close to my ass-cheeks 
and you're going to worm that big hard cock of his right up into my little 
ass-hole where you can watch it fuck into me while you lick me wild! How's 
that for starters?"


"Oooohhhhhh ... yes! Yes!" Gayle exclaimed crawling quickly into position. 
"Hurry everybody! I've never watched anyone being sodomized!"


"Sweet fuck!" Luther whispered to himself as he reached down to clutch at 
his own eagerly straining penis, throbbing in wild excitement at all that 
he'd seen so far, to say nothing of Vickie's obscenely far-out plans for the 
immediate future!


They hadn't even noticed him standing there in the doorway, they were so 
goddamned strung-out, and he knew that it had to be pot or something similar 
he was smelling. He watched their naked white bodies squirming and writhing 
into their specific lurid positions, both girls opening their full rounded 
thighs wide for the other, Vickie's pink wet-split and the smooth hairless 
crevice of her widespread ass-cheeks with its centered little anal hole 
looking directly at him! Then, Aunt Gayle's nuzzling face was partially 
hiding that delicious view as her mouth suddenly glued itself to Vickie's 
hair-lined cunt folds, one hand reaching over to clutch at the brunette's 
lush buttock, the other hand with distended finger moving between to begin 
gently prodding her clenched rectal opening, as if getting the tiny mouth 
ready for Uncle Ted's huge cock that was moving into attacking position! 
Christ, he had to get in closer where he could see this better!


Immediately, Gayle felt the rapturous sensations of Vickie's wildly lashing 
tongue stabbing and lovingly whipping her seething pussy flesh while one 
finger began to fuck in and out of her wetly clasping, fire-filled vagina. 
Then the raven-haired beauty's pursed lips were nibbling softly at her 
jerking little clitoral bud while Gayle lovingly hugged at Vickie's nestled 
head with her own soft warm thighs, nostrils flaring wide at the racy, 
perfumed essence of her female-lover's cunt.


Still unskilled, Gayle tried to mimic Vickie's cuntal play down between her 
legs, ardently tongue-scourging the intoxicating wet crevice's blood-heated 
inner flesh while her outstretched middle finger probed at the tightly 
puckering anal opening before sliding up into the warm, rubbery nether 
channel. And then, as she saw her husband's long thick cock crowding closer 
in toward Vickie's tiny anal opening. Gayle emitted a quick gasp to the 
sudden unexpected penetration of her counterpart's finger slipping right up 
into her own vulnerable little rectum.


"Christ, Gayle! Put it in! Hurry!" Ted rasped. "I've got to fuck some hole 
before I go bats."


Jesus! Luther mentally exclaimed, watching his uncle slip his arm over 
Vickie to greedily grasp one of her full resilient tits and begin kneading 
the smooth white flesh in his big hand while he lustfully pressed his 
eagerly throbbing penis in tighter to her writhing ass-cheeks; The staring 
teenager saw Gayle take hold of the massive cock and slip a good half of the 
fleshy rod between her wetly ovalled lips, obviously slicking it for the 
tight penetration to come! Shit, he didn't care if they saw him or not, the 
youth wildly reasoned, ripping open the front of his pants and releasing his 
own aching hardness which he lustfully grasped with a throaty sigh of 
relief.


Holding Ted's vibrant, solid hardness with one hand, Gayle lewdly pulled at 
Vickie's pliant ass-cheeks with the other to partially stretch open her 
puckered little rectal opening. God, Ted's penis was never going to fit up 
in there, the young wife insanely reasoned as she stared at the tiny working 
mouth then at the lust-swollen cock-head! Vickie's hips and buttocks began 
to wriggle urgently, and the sandy-haired girl luridly made the contact, 
pressing and worming the blood-engorged tip into the tight expanding opening 
while Vickie squirmed and writhed her straining white mounds cravingly back 
onto it. Ted's hips thrust forward to the raven-haired young second wife's 
eager back-movements, until Gayle breathlessly watched the hot spear of 
rigid cock flesh skewer its way right up into her tightly resisting anus!


"Oh!" Gayle gasped at the obscene, sodomizing sight as well as the 
fantastically erotic sensations Vickie's glued mouth and stretching finger, 
delightfully rotating deep up inside her own rectal channel, were bringing 
her. She lashed out with her own fiery tongue once more, burying it in the 
profusely wet flesh of Vickie's 'steaming cuntal crevice, her nose sometimes 
brushing against Ted's heavy-veined cock-shaft that was beginning to fuck 
with meaning in and out of the grotesquely stretched anus, his velvety 
cum-bloated balls brushing hotly against her forehead with every stroke. She 
watched in impassioned fascination the other wife's pink rectal flesh 
salaciously clinging to the huge sodomizing penis with every withdrawal, 
then vanishing back up inside the sucking passage when he rammed up into the 
brunette's nether depths.


Oh God! The mere watching was driving her mad, and greedily she squirmed her 
own desire-incited buttocks back onto Vickie's slender finger, mentally 
determined that their mutual husband would have to sodomize her next... !


A sudden movement registered in Gayle's peripheral vision and she twisted 
her head enough to see Luther standing there, his handsome teenage cock in 
his hand, and she gasped with lustful joy the sight of him and his beautiful 
cock sent charging through her.


"Darling, you're back! Oh God, get naked quick, Luther baby! Aunt Gayle 
needs you so bad!"


"What the hell... !" Ted blurted, lifting his head to gape at the boy. "Oh 
shit!. What's that fucking pansy think he's going to do?"


"Just what you're doing, daddy!" Gayle answered excitedly. "And oh, you're 
so wrong about him; he's a wonderful lover! Come on, Luther baby! Get out of 
those clothes and let Vickie worm that wonderful man-cock up into Aunt 
Gayle's waiting little ass-hole! Hurry, darling, hurry ... !"


"Oh shit... why not?" Ted slurred in drugged salacity. "Let's keep it in the 
family, anyway!"


Once more, from his stretched out advantage corner, Trooper focused his big 
rounded eyes with growing interest on the human white bodies writhing and 
straining in utter abandonment on the bed. The sight of his young master's 
nakedness moving up behind the fawn-haired Gayle, then Vickie taking his 
long male hardness to help press it up into the tiny pink hole between her 
widely stretched white mounds, caused the blood to start moving arousingly 
through his veins. He raised his head to better see, feeling the surge of 
heaviness stirring in his powerful loins again at the ruttish gasps and wild 
slapping sounds they made. Then he heard his Gayle cry out, and though it 
was a cry of pain, Trooper instinctively knew it was bringing her pleasure 
and she wanted it.


In fact, never had the nakedly slaving, curvaceous young wife ever wanted 
anything more than the long thick teenage cock that was sodomizing her while 
Vickie relentlessly licked and sucked at her fuming cunt. Oh, what 
tormenting joy, she masochistically reasoned to the' unbelievable 
ass-fucking Luther was giving her. The eager youth clung to her 
desire-swollen breasts, kneading and pinching their tiny hardened nipples as 
she licked and sucked at the wet burning flesh of Vickie's open pussy, her 
glazed eyes feasting on Ted's pulsating hard cock fucking up into her female 
partner's stretched little anus with a maddening rhythm!


And then, Vickie's widespread, intense loins began to tremor and Gayle knew! 
Hungrily, the younger wife glued her wetly sucking lips to the other's 
frantic cuntal mouth, licking wildly as Vickie began to moan into the hot 
crevice of her own madly churning pussy-slit!


"Sonovabitch!" their husband swore.


"Now ... now goddamnit! I'm cummmiiinnnggg!"


"Ooooohhhhh ... me tooooo ... !" Vickie wailed. "Fuck it, darling, fuck 
it... !"


Gayle hardly needed their lewd exclamations of passion to set off her own 
climax, for she had been that close since the beginning when Luther had 
worked his beautifully hardened shaft up into the depths of her virginal 
rectum and began wildly fucking her there. That and Vickie's enravishing 
mouth-loving of her fire-filled cunt would have been sufficient, but now as 
she saw Ted's white sticky sperm back-washing from Vickie's tightly clasping 
anal-lips, it happened!


"Oooohhhhhhh Godddddd! I'm cumming ... I'm cumming!" Gayle cried out to 
Luther as he fucked with young fierceness up between her flattened 
ass-cheeks. His big teenage cock suddenly began to grow inside her stretched 
rectal walls that were spasming rhythmically as her orgasm devastated her 
loins and belly. She heard him squeal in a cracked adolescent voice as he 
began pumping his fresh searing sperm up into her convulsing nether channel 
to fill those hitherto untouched secret depths of her. She couldn't resist 
licking out at the underside of Ted's softening, sperm-covered cock, while 
lustful visions of their erotic future together flickered vaguely in the 
back of her passionate young brain ... !


Trooper dropped his head onto the plush carpet once more, though the 
heaviness of rut-stirred arousal surged uneasily in his mighty loins. But 
the long sighs and stretched-out naked forms on the bed advised him that it 
was resting time, just as he had sought tranquillity for a time. Still, he 
was edgy and he raised his head once more, his keen sense of smell detecting 
the zesty she-aromas above all else. His powerful jaws opened into a panting 
grin. Already, the Alsatian had instinctively come to know human patience 
and even why.


Their female season was unending and he could wait!


End
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FOREWORD


Pursuing morality and immorality have been dominant goals for man since the 
time of recorded history. Among the proponents of morality are a group of 
philosophers known as Stoics; believers that man should be free from 
passion, unmoved by joy or grief, and submit without complaint to 
unavoidable necessity. One of the foremost apostles of this doctrine was 
Lucius Annaeous Seneca, whose fame and influence impressed even the 
theologians of Christianity during a period of horrible persecution, despite 
the fact he was not a believer of their faith. His philosophies penetrated 
into the minds of Montaigne, Bacon, Shakespeare, Ben Johnson, Racine, 
Milton, and Dryden. Even in the 19th century it attracted poets like 
Wordsworth and thinkers like Emerson.


On the side of immorality, there was a man whose very name was, and still 
is, synonymous with immoral excesses of all kinds and an object of utter 
detest to moral Christians. Nero! This man was ruler of the Roman Empire 
during its "Great Age" - a period in which it flourished and expanded under 
the guidance of a succession of "concerned" emperors.


It is ironical that two individuals of such vastly different moral thinking 
- to say nothing of behavior - should be remembered today within the same 
conjunctive thought. The irony, however, does not stop there. Both men 
evolved from the same era, both men lived within the same time span, and 
both of them resided in the same country. Extraordinary? Yes. But there is 
more. And the fact that they lived under the same roof is enough to boggle 
the mind in its incredibility.


Yet it is truth.


A truth that becomes even more ironical when one realizes that the infamous 
Nero with his scandalous behavior that few men have exceeded, was the pupil 
of the righteous Seneca, a man famous in his own right for his preaching of 
moral doctrine, of which the following is an example: Virtue is a lofty, 
quality, sublime, royal, unconquerable, untiring. You will meet virtue in 
the temple, the marketplace, the senate house, manning the walls, covered 
with dust, sunburnt, horny-handed; you will find pleasure sulking put of 
sight, seeking shady nooks.


You may, then, boldly declare that the highest good is singleness of mind, 
for where the agreement and unity are, there must the virtues be. It is the 
vices that are at war with one another.


So, the immoral emperor and the virtuous philosopher lived hand-in-hand. And 
when it came time to die, it was the same - death by their own hands.


From this contrast in character, of morality and immorality, the author has 
taken the threads, infused two of the most powerful themes in literature - 
revenge, and sexual attraction of man and woman and woven a tale.


We see in Jill Foster a personification of many of our social ills today. 
She is bitter, unhappy, and disappointed that the magic promises of life 
have dissolved under the heat of reality. At twenty-three she is suddenly 
widowed. When she learns of the man who has taken the life of her husband, 
she becomes an avenging angel of doom.


Under her neurotic plan for revenge, Jill becomes embroiled in a grotesque 
manhunt that pits her own morality against the overwhelming forces of evil. 
Offered a second chance to experience everything she has lost - sexual 
contentment, happiness, companionship - she finds herself caught in a 
whirlpool of depravity that springs from that initial quest for revenge.


In this graphic portrayal of vengeance and immorality, the final question is 
not resolved until the last page, and in the immortal words of Seneca, 
perhaps, lies the answer: "Revenge is a confession of pain."


-The Publishers


PROLOGUE


The girl with the honey colored hair had been sitting by the terminal gate 
for almost half an hour. As the minutes lengthened she seemed to be reading 
a copy of a news magazine, flicking through the pages slowly. Most of the 
time, though, her eyes had been on the entrance to the boarding ramp. As the 
last passenger passed through Gate 16 she closed the periodical, bent 
gracefully to pick up a small makeup case of tooled leather and joined the 
end of the line. Her movements were casual and unhurried. She was not 
unaware of the hungry, male eyes which took in each detail of her slender 
figure from the soft mass of hair to the small tips of her white shoes. She 
was as delicately exquisite as a rare orchid and the expensively simple suit 
of beige colored silk flatteringly touched her hips and the contours of her 
long legs. Her oval face was as fresh as spring lupin and she looked as 
though she were the perfectly poised and turned out product of an exclusive 
finishing school. Without speaking she turned her ticket over to the 
gatemen, received it back, nodded pleasantly, and passed on.


At the steps of the jet, the girl seemed to be having trouble with the clasp 
of her bag. It took her a few moments to adjust it and during the interval 
she kept her eyes on the ramp to the terminal building.


"Better hurry, Miss," the ground steward urged and held out a hand to assist 
her to the steps.


Then, without haste, she stepped lightly up, followed by the steward. He 
watched her disappear and shook his head bewilderedly. People were always 
doing funny things. She could have just as well fixed her bag inside.


The DC-10 moved out as slowly and as effortlessly as a breeze, gently 
twisting its long, gleaming body down the runway ramp. Minutes later it was 
hurtling along the runway, then rising steeply on its way to Los Angeles.


* * *


Head propped against a pillow, long legs stretched as far as space would 
allow, Matt Grant watched the smoke from his cigarette rise and disappear 
with the invisible current of the air-conditioning system. His dark, lean 
face was in repose but there was an odd, speculative luster in his eyes as 
though something secretly amused him. He had been in this position from the 
time the huge jet had left the Cleveland airport. When he was thinking, he 
liked to stretch out and he was thinking now, seriously, and with a curious 
sense of baffled curiosity. Nothing dropped into form as it should. There 
were intriguing bits of a puzzle in his mind but they refused to fall into 
place. The whole thing just didn't make any sense!


He drew heavily upon the cigarette stub and lit another from its coal. The 
small tray on the arm rest beside him was all but overflowing with twisted 
butts. Intuition, experience, told him this was no fantastic coincidence and 
yet it had to be. Coincidence's that involved Victor Rizzi - head of 
Cleveland's underworld "family" - were Matt Grant's business. And Jill 
Foster was Victor Rizzi's secretary. So, she too, was his business. But why 
was she leaving Cleveland? Why was she traveling alone? Why? Why? Why?


Matt rubbed the knuckles of a heavy hand against his nose as though this 
rough massage would draw out the answer.


A week ago he had been in Mexico. There, in the countryside, the magic bush 
grew. Acres, upon acres; mile after mile of verdant beauty, shining in the 
sunlight like endless fields of ripe quivering corn. But they brought no 
aesthetic pleasure to the women and girls who worked among the rows 
harvesting the mature marijuana plants for market. Nor to the Federal Bureau 
of Narcotics, Mexican authorities, undercover agents, and informers who 
fought an endless war to shut off the supply into the United States. From 
Matamoros, across the Rio Grande from Brownsville, Texas, to Tijuana, with 
its crossing into San Diego, there were hundreds of openings. It was 
impossible to police this extensive border. What Washington tried to do was 
close the big gaps. Sometimes, Matt thought wearily, the whole thing was 
like a worn tire. You patched it up here and it blew out there. In Mexico 
City, he had talked long and earnestly with Mexican officials, government 
agents, local police. They had flown over the area and looked down upon the 
fields. It seemed incredible that such malignance, terror, agony and torture 
could stem from the fields of shimmering beauty.


Back in Washington, Matt had carefully prepared his report. It contained 
little of which the Bureau was not aware and served only to keep some sort 
of a check on the current activities. He had been given a pat on the head, a 
weeks vacation, and a transfer to Los Angeles. The transfer was not 
unexpected; he had worked there before. In fact he liked California. What 
better place to start a vacation? But he was restless. In his mind there was 
a file of names and faces that ranged from the lowly users and pushers to 
the top - the heads of the underworld "families", the brains behind the web 
of organized crime that spanned from coast to coast. And, Victor Rizzi was 
there. So was Jill Foster. It bothered him - vacation or not. . .


Matt Grant straightened up from his lounging position, ordered a martini and 
stared out the window. He sipped the liquor appreciatively, and smiled at 
his reflection in the glass. He had a much needed seven days of leisure and 
here he was, right in the middle of a witches' brew. Whatever Vic Rizzi - 
and Jill Foster - were up to was really none of his business. He chuckled, 
he'd simply take his seat in the orchestra and watch the show. Yet, in a 
small part of Matt's mind, there was a voice that wouldn't let him rest - a 
voice that had interested him when he had first seen the Foster girl in the 
terminal.


She was a thing of beauty. She had a background, breeding, education. How 
then, had she gotten involved with Victor Rizzi? Why was she working for a 
known gangster. No, "gangster" was old-fashioned. These days society had to 
deal with a new breed, a second generation from the mob rulers who once held 
all the major American cities as their private kingdoms and shooting 
preserves. The Capones, Schultzes, Lepkes, and Lucianos were men of musty 
fiction. In their places were shrewd businessmen, many of them graduates of 
eastern universities. They lived quietly, circumspectly and in an aura of 
respectability. Yet their well-manicured fingers still held the same old 
threads. Dope, Gambling. Prostitution. The manifold rackets from the numbers 
with their five-and-ten-cent bets to silent partnerships in hotels and 
casinos from Las Vegas to Acapulco. Nothing had really changed. The 
operation now was suave, polished, sophisticated. Murder was done and often, 
but it no longer roared around a corner in a black sedan. It came quietly 
and with finesse.


The Foster girl, he mused, was part of the new look. He had watched her from 
a point outside her vision. For all her appearance of casualness her 
attention had never strayed for long from the boarding gates. So, he had 
told himself, she is waiting for someone to show but it wasn't Rizzi. If she 
was taking a trip with Victor, wouldn't she have gone directly to the plane? 
So why the hell hadn't she gone to the plane instead of sitting there 
pretending to read a magazine?


Grant had decided to wait. There was time. His curiosity had been piqued as 
she watched gate 16, the flight to Los Angeles; his flight.


When she had finally closed the magazine, he had dropped his cigarette, 
mashing it out with the toe of a shoe, and joined the line ahead of her.


Now - and he smiled at the reflection in the glass - he had this interest 
provoking situation to watch. Maybe - just maybe - he might combine a little 
business with pleasure .. .


* * *


Jill Foster was suspended somewhere halfway between sleep and a drowsy 
wakefulness as the plane flew steadily westward. In the corners of her fine 
eyes small amounts of moisture had collected. Her thoughts had returned to 
Jack, her Jack .. . her husband . . . Lieutenant Jack Foster, member of 
Baltimore's vice squad on loan to the Cleveland Police Department as an 
undercover agent in a joint project to smash a thriving prostitution ring 
that floated between Cleveland, Pittsburg, Philadelphia, and Baltimore. Her 
Jack.. . dead and buried in a cold cemetery plot, put there by one Victor 
Rizzi.


It had begun over a year ago. At that time, only days after Jack's death, 
Jill had thought it the thing to do. In her sorrow, confused and revengeful, 
it had seemed sensible. Now, as she looked back on it, it had been stupid - 
a thing some head-strong teenager might do. It had really started with 
Captain Elliot Fisher. It had been he who had unwittingly planted the germ 
of an idea in her head when he painstakingly explained the facts behind 
Jack's senseless death.


The tearful woman who sat across from him would not be placated by the 
prepared statements released after her husband's death. She pressed him 
relentlessly with probing questions. Why? Why? Why? she wanted to know. Why 
had Jack really been in Cleveland? Why had he been killed? Who had killed 
him? Finally, he had given in to her, telling her what he could about the 
events leading up to the death. Bare facts, but essential facts to Jill who 
lay awake that night and every night for two weeks thereafter, sleeping only 
when the sun rose and dispelled the lonely darkness from the bedroom and the 
double bed with it's single lonely occupant. During the long night Jill went 
over and over the few facts Captain Fisher had given her until a rough plan 
had formed. Then, every night, in the still darkness, she went over it, 
again and again, until finally after two weeks she felt she had rounded off 
the rough edges and had a plan that would work - a plan that would avenge 
her poor Jack.


Captain Fisher had told her about the person behind the prostitution ring in 
Cleveland and that this man was the man responsible for Jack's death. He had 
also told her that the killing had been professional and that there was not 
a thread of a clue that could link Victor Rizzi to the crime. But Jill knew 
it was there, somewhere, and she would find it. And when she did she would 
see to it that Victor Rizzi was put away.


But how was she going to get to Rizzi? How could she get close enough to him 
to find out what she needed to know? She could, of course, become a 
prostitute in his ring. She rejected it for two reasons. First, even for the 
memory of her dead husband, it was beyond her moral capabilities. The 
thought repulsed and nauseated her. Secondly, she doubted if any of those 
girls ever got close to him. He probably kept his own mistress, or 
mistresses. Finally, she decided that the only way to get close to him, and 
the evidence she needed, was to get a job within one of his legitimate 
organizations where she could be close to his contacts and his files. From a 
point close to him, within the organization, she could then find the 
information she needed. She was a trained secretary and a skilled model, so 
it shouldn't be too hard to get a job.


Three weeks after the funeral Jill sold all of their possessions and moved 
to Cleveland. For three months she gathered information on Victor Rizzi's 
operations. She made friends with several of the girls who worked in his 
legitimate enterprises and through one got an interview, and then a job as a 
secretary in his suite of offices. From there it had been easy. Despite her 
mental repulsiveness for the man, Jill worked hard to charm Victor Rizzi. 
Once she gained his confidence, she had set to work discovering all she 
could about the organization. After several months he had made her his 
private secretary and it took skillfullness to fight off his advances. She 
traveled with him wherever he went. She always insisted on separate 
accommodations, but found it difficult to refuse the lavish gifts, clothing 
and credit cards he forced on her. At the end of nine months she still had 
not come any closer to finding the evidence she needed.


Then, yesterday, Victor had discovered her going through his desk. Somehow 
she had managed to convince him that it was an innocent act, but she knew 
the seed of doubt had been planted. Right now the efficient organization was 
digging into her past and it was only a matter of time before they 
discovered she was the widow of Jack Foster. So she had decided to run! But 
where could she go where he wouldn't find her? How badly would he want her? 
She didn't know. But she could guess. And what was she going to do when she 
got to Los Angeles? There was only a little over four hundred dollars in her 
purse and when that was gone she didn't know where she would get more. She 
would have to find a job where she would be inconspicuous. She couldn't go 
back to modeling, or to a secretarial job. Those would be the first places 
he would look for her. And she had to find a place to live ...


The plane began to shudder slightly and the "fasten seat belt" sign flashed 
on. They were descending for the approach to Los Angeles International 
Airport. Oh well, she thought, first things first. I need a drink to calm my 
nerves. I'll buy a newspaper and check the want ads. Something will turn up 
. . .


CHAPTER ONE


The airport bar was crowded. At a table in one darkened corner the girl with 
honey-blonde hair was seated with unaffected naturalness. A neatly folded 
newspaper lay on the table before her. She was oblivious of the covert 
glances of the unattached males who scanned every detail of her breasts, 
legs, and face; the figure so artfully molded in the tailored suit. When her 
eyes did meet an inquisitive and speculative stare they did so without the 
slightest trace of recognition but passed on and beyond.


The man with the dark, lean face and odd speculative eyes hesitated in front 
of the vacant chair. The girl looked up and saw the question in his eyes.


"Certainly." She murmured. Her words were soft, tinged with a well-bred 
huskiness. "No one's sitting in it."


"Thank you. There doesn't seem to be a vacant table."


The girl smiled with a pleasant impersonality but said nothing. Her 
attention returned to the slender rows of black print.


"This is the first time I have been west of the Rockies." The man's 
hawk-like eyes sparkled with feigned excitement. "I've come to California to 
see my sister and her children. She's been trying for years to get me to 
come - even stay. Said I would live twenty years longer out here. Don't know 
whether that's a real advantage or not." He chuckled at the mild jest. Then, 
as an afterthought, he fished about in a breast pocket, removed an old 
wallet, extracted a faded photograph and tentatively extended it toward the 
girl. She took it with a small expression of patience. "That's my sister and 
her children." A pleased smile creased his features. "Of course it isn't a 
very good picture. I guess everyone says that about a photograph."


The girl studied the group with forced interest. "Nice looking children." 
She handed it back.


"It was taken several years ago." He replaced the picture in his wallet. "I 
guess the boys are real young men by this time.


It is going to be quite an experience to see them."


He was prattling with such disarming innocence and goodwill that the girl 
found herself warming despite herself. She lay the want-ad section aside.


The man beckoned to a passing waitress.


"I think I would have a gin, no vermouth but with just a touch of olive 
juice in it." He spoke the words with a relish. "Would you join me?"


"Gin with olive juice would suit me fine." Her fine blue eyes crinkled with 
laughter. "I don't think I have ever tried the combination."


"I'm Jill Foster." The girl smiled at the man and lifted an eyebrow. "Now we 
know each other."


Their drinks arrived and the girl sipped tentatively at the transparent 
liquid. Her tongue touched lightly at her lower lip and approval of the 
drink appeared in her eyes. She produced a cigarette, let him light it, 
leaned back in her chair and studied him.


His dark speculative gaze held hers. "Where you heading? Or is this your 
final destination?"


"This is it... I think." She said it impulsively, half out of loneliness, 
half out of the feeling that if Rizzi was looking for her, his men would be 
less likely to look for a woman and a man.


"Perhaps," he hesitated only a moment, "perhaps we could have dinner 
together? That is, if you don't have an engagement."


The answer came in the length of time it took her long, dark lashes to 
blink, twice, rapidly. "Thank you." She gave him a smile which flooded over 
him like warm sunshine. "I think it would be pleasant." Jill Foster took a 
deep breath. She had been startled by the abruptness of the question and the 
approach. Instinct, experience, forced her to unbend and adopt a more casual 
air. There was something so gentle and reassuring in the innocently beaming 
face ... and something vaguely familiar. "Strange," she said, "but I have 
the feeling that we've met somewhere before."


Matt Grant darted a quick glance at the girl. Something in what she said, 
not the words, but the tone, suddenly made him wary. It was as though Jill 
Foster knew something he didn't. That was ridiculous, he told himself. How 
could she?


Suddenly there was a quiet tension between them - an intangible tension like 
two jungle cats stalking one another in the darkness - as they quietly 
reappraised each other. Matt was bent slightly forward, his big hands 
dangling loosely between his knees. The smoke from a cigarette between his 
fingers drifted from under the table and twined upward in a wavering vine. 
Jill stared at him with a puzzled, all but frightened fascination. There was 
a compelling, saturnine quality about the man. He seemed gentle, and yet, 
somehow, quietly deadly. It was an unusual combination.


Matt knew he had to work fast; it would be only a matter of time before she 
remembered. Somewhere, evidently, she had seen him - or a picture of him. 
Was it possible that Victor Rizzi had a file on him? Just as the Bureau had 
one on Rizzi. The answer was obvious! Rizzi was a careful man. Nobody had 
ever been able to pin a thing on him. Not the Bureau, nor the FBI. Not even 
the IRS. And, somehow, somewhere, Jill Foster must have seen that file. It 
seemed incredible, but it must be true. Behind those miraculous blue eyes 
her mind was going clickety-click. He had seen it before. Woah! Slow down 
boy. You've still got the advantage. So your cover's been blown - or about 
to be. So what. All is not lost. You've been backed into corners before. So 
come out fighting. Take away that advantage.


"How is Victor?" the question was spoken slowly, softly.


Her eyes went wide. Mutely she expressed her astonishment. Her throat 
constricted. It was an effort to speak above a whisper.


"How did you know?" The words were barely audible.


"It's my business to know." Grant was not abrupt. The reply was almost 
quizzically amused.


"Who are you?"


For a moment it seemed as though Grant had not heard. He drew upon the 
cigarette and then leaned to press it out in a tray. Finally he reached for 
his wallet, opened it, and held the card for her to read.


"Oh!" She was relieved.


"I got curious." He spoke with an abstracted detachment. "I said to myself, 
'Matt, why is such a lovely girl traveling all alone? Why is she being so 
secretive? Why is she going to Los Angeles? And where is her boss?' " He 
tilted his head back and stared at the ceiling. "You don't have to answer, 
of course, but Matt is a very curious person, especially where it involves 
the underworld boss of Cleveland."


She shook her head, refusing to answer. Her eyes searched his face with 
undisguised relief.. . and fear.


Matt tapped the knuckle of a forefinger against his teeth, his gaze never 
leaving hers. Suddenly a slow, amused smile of comprehension touched his 
features. In those wondrous eyes he read something he had not noticed 
before. The girl was on the run! He whistled, a low note.


"You're in hot water with Rizzi!"


At the mention of Victor's name her eyes clouded and something close to 
terror was a quick shadow across her lovely face. She did not answer but her 
head turned to watch him as he stood up. For several seconds she stared 
blankly at him and then rose with him. "Take me out of here." Her voice 
trembled. "Please."


It was a plea. What was a man to do? He walked around the table and took her 
arm.


"My sister," he said brightly, "you know, the one with the two boys - told 
me about this marvelous little restaurant up the coast. Gorgeous view of the 
ocean. Candlelight. Very quiet - intimate." He smiled broadly. "If I 
remember correctly, you did say: 'I think dinner would be pleasant.'"


* * *


Well north of the Malibu colony, on the broad highway skirting the Pacific, 
there is an exceptionally fine restaurant, the White Horse Inn. The service 
is deft, unobtrusive, and the food excellent. In a corner booth, looking out 
upon a terrace rock garden and miniature waterfall with the broad blue ocean 
as a backdrop, Matt Grant sat across the table from Jill Foster. He turned 
the stem of the glass, holding gin and olive juice, between his fingers and 
regarded her with unconcealed admiration. There was an unflawed, crystal 
beauty here and yet, he thought, there was a mobility of feature which gave 
it light and shadow. This was no cold ornament of a girl, but one which held 
the fire and color of a fine diamond.


From Los Angeles International Airport, where he had rented a bronze Grand 
Prix, they had driven out Lincoln Boulevard, through Santa Monica, and onto 
the twisting Pacific Coast Highway. They had said little - a word, an 
observation, trivialities, a silence without constraint of the awkwardness 
of strangers - until he had swung into the White Horse parking lot and a few 
moments later were seated and the stemmed drinks before them.


Now she met his gaze without embarrassment. There was even a small, 
quizzical light of amusement in her eyes.


"Was this invitation tonight social, or are you being snoopy - a detective?" 
"I'm not a detective. You know that. I'm a Treasury Agent assigned to the 
Bureau of Narcotics. Also," his grin was disarming, "I try, whenever 
possible, to be honest. So maybe it is a little of both -snoopy and social."


She nodded, satisfied. "May I have another gin?"


He ordered again for them both and they said nothing until the waiter 
brought the drinks.


"You're still wondering, aren't you, what I'm doing in California without 
Victor?"


"Wondering possibly, but I'm not too upset about it."


"At the airport you seemed to know so much. Who I was."


"I collect odd bits of information," he interjected. "You're being alone was 
odd."


The small smile vanished. "Was your being in the Cleveland terminal just a 
coincidence?"


He nodded. "It was only another trip, until I saw you waiting near the gate. 
I couldn't make myself believe that you alone on the plane was a thing of 
chance. Someone or something was wrong. I began to wonder who and what." He 
studied her. "Why are you running?"


She hesitated over the answer as though trying to make up her mind whether 
to answer. Then her eyes met his with candor and she told him the story - 
all of it - starting with Jack's death. When she finished she was quietly 
shaken. It was the first time she had told it verbally, in uninterrupted 
sequence.


"That was an admirable thing, but not very bright. You could be in trouble. 
He measured the words, "You could get killed."


She lifted one shoulder with a gesture of indifference. "I suppose so." 
There was a small defiance in her gaze and then it dropped. "The word has a 
harsh sound."


"Semantics." He paused, needing time to thing the situation out, and then 
opened a menu for her. "Let's order."


"You do it. Anything will be fine."


He beckoned a waiter and ordered lightly; a salad and then small steaks, 
rare, and with it a bottle of California Pinot Noir. When they were alone 
again he finished the gin.


"What will Victor do?"


There was an almost imperceptible start of surprise. Then, again she was 
completely poised.


"He'll start looking. He dislikes initiative on the part of the hired help."


"What will you do?" The question was unnecessary and he wondered why he had 
voiced it. "I'm sorry. It's really none of my business."


Unhappiness was a brief shadow. "No, I don't think you're sorry. You're 
reaching for something. Oh!" The tone changed. It carried, now, the open 
simplicity of a child. "He'll get me. That is, if he is angry enough or 
really wants me back."


"You're frightened." It was a statement and not a question.


"Of course."


"Why did you leave?" he pursued her.


"I got scared. I found out a lot about him. About all the cruel, inhuman 
things he had done - is still doing. But I couldn't find enough evidence to 
pin Jack's ... murder on him."


"I know what you mean. I know everything about Rizzi, but nothing I can 
prove. I've wanted him for a long time. The Bureau wants him. One of these 
days he'll make a mistake."


"Did you think I'd help you help him make one? Is that why we're here 
tonight, together?"


"No. But, there was a fringe area I wanted to explore."


"In the first place I couldn't help. In the second place I don't really know 
anything. Oh! I know his friends, his associates, some of the people who 
work for him, but he is not a man who exchanges confidences. I was only a 
small cog in the complex machinery. I know he is a big man in a big and 
frightening organization. But, those are things you already know." She 
shrugged and they drank in companionable silence for the moment.


"Have you any plans?" he asked finally.


"No. But I've always made my own way in one fashion or another."


"I'll be in town for a week at least. I'd like to see you again."


"No more questions? No more talk of Victor?"


"I'll just be my charming, ugly self and you may grow a little more 
susceptible to my charms."


"I hardly think so in a week," she dimpled and her eyebrow raised 
speculatively. "At least I don't think so anyway."


"It has happened."


"Yes. Yes, I can believe that although I'm not sure why."


Two and a half hours later, relatively happy and contented, they left the 
inn and drove northward through Oxnard, Ventura and finally into Santa 
Barbara. The night air was warm and fragrant a moon gave the rolling Pacific 
a silver wash. She didn't ask where they were going and seemed happy simply 
to relax, leaning back against the seat, her shoulder occasionally brushing 
his with unaffected intimacy.


"Is Grant really your name? Matt Grant? I never knew anyone with the name of 
Matt. Is it short for Matthew?"


"No. It's just Matt. For that matter, I never knew a girl named Jill 
Foster."


He made a left turn off the highway on a street leading to the harbor. At 
the end there was a large rambling building with its windows softly lit. 
Beyond were a myriad of mini-structures. The car glided to a stop in front 
of a stylish sign of polished gold, its simple ornateness indicitive of the 
premises affluency: Playa d'Oro. Beach of Gold. From balconied suites of 
red-tiled motif spread a panorama of old-world Spanish antiquity; a grandeur 
that flowed like wild prismatic fire away from the bungalows of whitewashed 
adobe and molded red clay nestled among colorful scented gardens of hyacinth 
and hydrangea, and fanned out toward the restless sea.


Jill's cheek was resting against the upholstery. She glanced at Matt with a 
sidelong speculation.


"We'll have a drink, if you like," he said softly. "Some brandy and coffee. 
Then I'll take you home . . . wherever that is."


"I've never been here before. It's all so new and beautiful. I thought maybe 
you were motel minded and this was it."


"Suppose I am?" The car was barely moving over the cobbled driveway.


"I don't know." She answered without hesitation. "I really don't know. And," 
the admission came thoughtfully, "I'm not sure why."


"This is truly one of the world's great resort complexes, and I practically 
never get motel minded. But in this case I'd make an exception." He paused. 
"Damn it. This is supposed to be a vacation." He searched her eyes. "I'm 
tired of being lonely. You?"


She straightened up and with a quick, impulsive gesture brushed his cheek 
with the barest touch of a kiss.


"Thank you, Matt Grant."


CHAPTER TWO


Matt unlocked the door and stood aside as a somewhat apprehensive Jill 
Foster walked past him into the suite. They had had their coffee and brandy 
in the Playa d'Oro's plush Gold Bar, and, while Jill was freshening up in 
the powder room, Matt had made arrangements for one of the secluded 
bungalows snuggled into and completely surrounded by the beautiful gardens. 
These arrangements were elaborate: a suite of rooms that was one of the 
finest the Playa d'Oro had to offer - complete with kitchen facilities, a 
well-stocked bar (including a few choices of Mart's own) a built-in stereo 
system, their own private swimming pool, and a magnificent, unobstructed 
view of the beach, yacht harbor, and the silver-washed Pacific.


Now, as Jill entered the suite's large living room, Matt saw her draw up in 
surprise and pleasure, then heard her gasp as she gaped at the elaborate 
decor and experienced for the first time the breathtaking view from the 
room's picture window.


On the left, the harbor and its myriad of yachts and fishing fleet blinked 
out their eternal semaphore of reassurance ... and to the right, some thirty 
miles away, the jeweled red, blue, green and white lights of the Channel 
Islands looked like rubies and emeralds and diamonds. A yellowed old moon 
was just beginning to sink beneath the western horizon, and its shimmering 
luminescence made it look as if a huge golden scimitar had been placed atop 
the sea.


She turned to him, face uplifted in pleasure, "It's beautiful, I never 
realized..."


"I'm glad." Oddly enough, he felt strangely touched by her genuine gasp of 
admiration for the view.


"Here, let me have your coat," he said. When she took it off, her dress 
gaped open, revealing delightful twin mounds of softly firm alabaster flesh 
straining against the interwoven brassiere of the dress's bodice. He fought 
the impulse to bend forward and kiss those warm, visible monuments to her 
femaleness. But he waited, suffering the hungry torment, feeling the hunger 
and anger growing in his loins as if they were cursing him for being a fool 
and depriving them of what they needed and wanted most. He carried the coat 
to the vestibule closet and carefully hung it on a hanger. Then he went back 
into the living room. Jill was standing by the window staring silently out 
into the night with a fathomless expression on her face. For a split second, 
Matt thought she seemed terribly sad about something or the other, but when 
she turned to him, a warm smile lit up her features. "Make yourself 
comfortable," he said, nodding his head toward the immense ten-foot-long, 
cinnamon-colored bear skin couch in front of the window.


Jill took his invitation at face value. She kicked off her high heels and 
curled up like a kitten in the corner of the couch, feeling the luxurious 
softness of its deep cushions, the absolute sensuality of the fur cover 
tickling her thighs and buttocks through nylons and dress.


Matt came back with two snifters containing imported brandy. He placed them 
on the low cocktail table before her, then disappeared again. A moment later 
there was the far-off sound of music, and lights began to dim ... grew 
dimmer, dimmer, until there was only a soft, barely perceptible glow coming 
from the fixtures in the room. Matt loomed up beside her in the dimness. She 
felt the cushion sink downward from his weight. He held out a glass which 
she took. No audible toast was made, they merely touched glasses together 
and silently sipped.


Jill's heart had begun to speed up its tempo as she realized that they were 
fast approaching a moment when she would have to make a decision about going 
to bed together. She became aware of movement on the couch, felt a gentle 
hand touch her shoulder, and an arm go around her waist pulling her closer 
to his body. She inhaled deeply and experienced a faint, unfamiliar but 
rather exciting odor of expensive, male's cologne. She allowed herself to be 
pressed close against a firm supporting chest and lowered her head against 
the gold buttons on the double-breasted blue jacket. . . felt their 
coolness, felt the sensual softness of the cashmere used to weave his 
jacket.


Matt felt her warmly resilient body pressed tightly against his own, felt 
the firm, wonderfully alive muscles of her shoulder beneath his encircling 
arm, and smelled the fragrance of her perfume and hair. There was a slight 
tremor to that body. "Are you cold?" he asked, feeling protective and 
concerned.


Jill lifted her head from his chest. Her slightly parted lips were only 
inches from his. She said nothing, but her marvelous blue eyes carried a 
message of trusting assent. Gently, very gently, Matt bent forward and 
touched his lips to hers. His body reacted to that first contact; it 
rejoiced with the sudden knowledge that this was going to be the best 
Goddamned night in a long, long, time. She was going to be good . . . 
perfect! And he'd make it perfect for her. He was going to play her like a 
flamenco guitar, bringing low and high notes of pleasure and fire and 
ecstasy from her .. . passionate, melodious notes that she didn't even know 
existed - notes she couldn't have experienced until touched by a master's 
hand. Whatever he did tonight would be good, as far as she was concerned, 
for he knew with a sure infallible instinct that Jill could be turned on if 
a man wanted to spend enough time building her up ... and he knew he would 
spend all night, if necessary, to make her realize what wonderful things 
could happen when a male and a female let themselves go.


Matt continued to kiss her gently, but there was nothing gentle or soft 
about the throbbing ache in his sperm-churning balls, or the rising blood 
that pounded in his rapidly awakening cock and caused hot tingling 
sensations to race like lightening across its swelling head.


Gradually, his kisses became more heatedly urgent. When his tongue sought 
her mouth, she opened readily to receive him. The soft strands of her hair 
tickled his ears, and they were surprisingly effective in intensifying the 
pulsating ache in his groin. Without removing his lips from hers, he took 
the glass from her listless fingers and put it on the cocktail table. Now 
that her hands were free, she immediately raised them and put them behind 
his head. She slowly moved her hand through his hair as though she were 
timidly fingering an expensive fur coat.


When Matt began to stroke the satin skin of her shoulder and upper arm, Jill 
reacted by sucking on his tongue with a force that surprised him. Although 
his motions were designed to be gentle and comforting, her fingers moving at 
the back of his head and her hungry sucking of his tongue increased in 
urgency. He abruptly became aware that her knee, which had been halfway on 
the couch before, was now pressed against his mid-thigh; it was almost as if 
she were opening herself to him. And Matt instinctively knew that if he put 
his hand down to her vaginal mound right now, he would find that her tight 
little cunt was damp, warm, and slippery from her fevered impatience. She 
was ready now, he thought; completely ready . . .


For a moment, when Matt had first taken her into his arms, Jill had fought a 
silent, but violent battle with her own conscience. She couldn't help it. 
She couldn't! A woman needed this. Her body demanded this . . . and it had 
been over a year since her husband had last made love to her . . . there had 
been no one else in all that time .. . She wanted to be loved. She had to be 
loved! For a moment while she was sucking on his tongue, she wondered what 
it would be like to take his warmly throbbing penis in her mouth. Well, that 
was out of the question anyway. She had never done that with any man, not 
even her husband, Jack, before he had been killed by Rizzi's hired murderer. 
Still, though, the thought had stuck in her mind like a buzzing, persistent 
bee caught in a jar.


The image of her doing that with her lips to Matt Grant had a tremendous and 
unexpected effect on her body. She could feel twitching, a hungering 
sensation deep within her abdomen . .. muscles that she hadn't known existed 
were making themselves felt and squeezing out a hot dampness from her 
vagina, moistening the smooth nylon crotch band of her panties . . . muscles 
that seemed to contract and relax in a maddening sexual rhythm. Her erect 
little nipples suddenly felt supersensitive under the rich cloth of her 
dress; her ripely full breasts seemed to be under tremendous pressure, as if 
they were being crushed, or conversely, about to explode. They seemed to cry 
out for freedom . . . for attention, and Jill fought the urge to take off 
her dress in order to be more comfortable.


Matt continued to stroke her shoulder, aware now that her excited trembling 
had increased, along with an almost imperceptible, sexual rhythm of her 
moving knee against his thigh. He let his hand slide slowly and lightly down 
along the length of her bare arm; he was rewarded by the gentle to-and-fro 
movement of her elbow against his navel. There had been a renewed quickening 
of breath from her in just the last few seconds.


Now was the time to begin the real preliminaries, he thought. He began 
sliding it along her back now, down, down, down, until he could feel the 
supple curve of pliant flesh where her buttocks began. She moaned for the 
first time when his hand rested there briefly.


Matt brought his other hand up across the top of her shoulders and then 
gently dropped it until his fingers were resting on the firmly upthrust 
mound of her breast. He began to rub in soft little circular motions. He 
could feel her nipple, hard and erect, beneath the cloth. Jill gasped and 
stiffened, then abruptly, her tongue tried to drive itself down the back of 
his throat. Grant continued the caressing, but now his entire hand was 
making a circular massage of the soft, pliant mound. He could feel her naked 
warm skin at the top of the bodice, could feel the impatience of her 
voluptuous young body, and then his lingers surely slipped down the slight 
gap in the bodice and cupped her softly heated breast in the palm of his 
hand. The feel of her ripened nakedness there caused some of his gentleness 
to leave him. His wildly aroused cock was hurting - hammering and pounding 
as though it were some errant jackhammer that had gone berserk. With the 
flight of tenderness, Grant took complete command. His hand grasped the 
fevered flesh of her naked breast; and his widespread fingers captured the 
erotically hardened little bud of her nipple and painfully tweaked it 
between forefinger and thumb. His tongue worked back and forth in her mouth 
as though it were a wet, headless little penis fucking in and out.


Jill was actually purring loudly, and occasionally excited mewling sounds of 
pleasure came from deep within her throat. So wonderful was that contact 
between hand and breast, that the didn't realize the zipper to her dress had 
been tugged down in back. Her first indication that this had happened came 
when Matt pulled her dress off her right shoulder to reveal her love-starved 
breast. His mouth pulled away from hers to begin moving slowly down neck and 
across shoulder; then, teasingly, his tongue quivered once like lightening 
against her painfully erect nipple.


She moaned in loud and joyous ecstasy when the warm moist oval of his mouth 
tried to enclose the entire fleshy mound. His mouth sucked, his tongue 
licked, his teeth nibbled. And now her left shoulder was bare too. She held 
his head at her ripely straining breasts as though he were a small child 
feeding, sucking hungrily as though it were his last meal. An exaltation 
swept through her momentarily, but this was replaced by the sudden 
realization that his warmly searching hand had begun a gentle, easy stroking 
of her sensitive inner thighs. She held her breath as his fingers went to 
the waistband of her panties, swiftly moved past the elastic barrier, and 
slipped down her tautly trembling stomach - past the sparsely curling 
strands of her soft, pelt-like pubic hair - to come to rest at the very top 
of her wetly heated vaginal crevice. Then . . . slowly and tormentingly ... 
his hand moved lower, middle finger extended to part the blonde, thinly 
growing pubic hair, until his outstretched fingertip came into contact with 
the hot, slippery little slit of her cunt.


Jill, without conscious volition, clenched her thighs together. She wasn't 
sure if she were doing this to keep him from going further... or if she 
wanted to just trap that wonderful hand up between her legs like that 
forever. But then that period of indecision passed almost at once, and she 
found herself beginning to tremble violently, while her low moans began 
sounding in her throat. Even above her mewls of salacious contentment, and 
the overpowering sensations his hand was bringing to her hotly quivering 
vagina, Jill could hear the small shrill protests of her battered conscience 
screaming at her mind and body. She did nothing because she knew it was 
already too late. She was incapable of moving away from his gently caressing 
hands, his warm wonderful mouth. Her love-starved loins and breasts had 
cried out for over a year to be caressed and touched and fondled. She loved 
the sure deft touch of his hand on her eagerly pulsating vagina; she loved 
the feel of the strange, bear skin couch against her own bare back and 
shoulders; she loved everything! And in spite of the lingering memory of her 
husband, she wouldn't stop him. Ever!


Grant slowly worked his middle finger into the moistly quivering passage of 
Jill's love-starved pussy. He used thumb and forefinger to tease the hotly 
pulsating little bud of her clitoris, playing with it, twirling it between 
the fingers, bringing loud mewls of ecstatic pleasure from her heatedly 
aroused young body which was beginning to writhe in lewd anticipation of 
things yet to come. Her breath was coming in hoarse gasping pants now, in 
rhythm with his middle finger fucking in and out of her wetly steaming cunt. 
She had voluntarily relaxed her legs and spread her thighs apart as if doing 
everything to help him. A part of Matt's mind stood off to one side watching 
her in amazement. God he had instinctively known she was easily aroused - at 
least tonight - but she was already so hot that she was practically crying 
for him to fuck her. She needed cock . .. and felt to him as though she 
would go out of her mind if she didn't get a cock and get one soon. She was 
long since at the point of no return; she was completely subservient to him 
now.


"Baby," he whispered, taking his mouth from the soft warmth of her breast, 
"I want you. I want to make love to you . .. to fuck you."


Jill stiffened momentarily at the obscenity, but then chided herself. She 
had heard the word "fuck" from Victor and from Jack, and had used it in 
mental conversations with herself, so it wasn't that bad! And then, as his 
finger continued to play an arpeggio of lust against her sensitively 
responding little clitoris, she relaxed again and forgot any protest. She 
sat, eyes closed in rapture, with naked shoulders and head pressed tightly 
back against the fur-covered couch, her thighs wide apart, her feet standing 
on tiptoe on the rug as she sought to raise her knees and give him freer 
access to the whole passion-hungering valley up between her thighs. She knew 
that her body was on the threshold of a new awakening - a discovery of an 
almost forgotten land where unimaginably beautiful things could bloom and 
grow. And so, when Matt asked her once again, "Do you want me to make love 
to you?" Jill had caught his head in her hands and pulled his face close to 
hers. She stared deep in his eyes, feeling her heart pounding as though it 
were some poor frightened animal trapped in a cage much too small for it, 
and she breathed, "Oh . . . yes! Make love to me . . . fuck me, darling. 
Fuck me." She moaned loudly and abandoned herself, giving herself completely 
to this man who was a veritable stranger.


Matt took his mouth from hers and leaned back from her trembling, ripely 
expectant body. His eyes feasted on the long slender legs and thighs covered 
by nylons, at the creamy upper thighs above the tops of her hosiery, at the 
yellow lace garter belt, and at her little white bikini panties pulled down 
just enough to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of golden pubic hair above coral 
colored, wetly glistening cuntal lips where his finger worked at will along 
the slippery, moistly heated walls.


Then, abruptly, the young widow felt his hands move away from her body. 
"What? What..." she began, stifling a plea to come back. She opened her eyes 
and saw Matt standing in front of her. Her gaze locked on the awesome bulge 
outlined in his pants where his huge elongated penis raged against its 
confinement.


"Stand up, Jill," he said.


"What?" She didn't understand.


"Stand up, baby. I'm going to strip you naked."


Her breath caught at this unexpected command, then - actually blushing 
because she was going to have to be a willing participant and not a passive 
one - she started up from the couch. When she stood fully erect, her dress - 
already off both shoulders, fell in a heap on the floor. Her naked breasts 
were there, shining in the half-light; her soft nylon panties were rolled 
halfway down over her smoothly curving hips.


Matt gazed at her. She had an absolutely incredible body! Nothing he had 
ever seen before could top this! His voice surprised him; it sounded alien, 
hoarse, choked up with desire, when he said, "My God, you're beautiful." He 
took a step forward, kneeled in front of her and, with one quick sure 
motion, put out both hands and peeled her filmy white panties the rest of 
the way down over her lushly rounded buttocks, down the unblemished ivory 
columns of her thighs and her long tapered legs. He gently lifted her right 
leg and disengaged her foot from the panties, then took them off the other 
foot.


His eyes focused on the sheer nylon-hosiery held up by the yellow garter 
belt and he decided to leave stockings and garter belt on her; the nylons 
would feel wildly sensual against his own naked buttocks when she wrapped 
those incredibly long legs around him. Still kneeling before her, he looked 
up .. . up ... up, past the tops of the hosiery, and saw the softly pouting 
lips of her cunt... all rosy and shining from her seeping vaginal juices. He 
thought about flicking out his tongue and licking her pussy while she was 
standing, but some instinct told him to wait until he got her lying flat on 
the couch with her legs spread wide. Even though he had made the decision, 
he still found himself raining kisses on her nylon-encased legs and thighs, 
working his way from calf to thigh.


Jill stood there, legs apart, feeling spasmodic jolts of ecstasy surge 
throughout her nakedly aroused body. She could feel the moist heat of his 
lips through the material of the hosiery, could feel the cool rush of air 
playing over her sensually awakened buttocks and breasts. For some reason or 
another, she felt deliciously lewd, just standing here wearing only garter 
belt and stockings. But then she forgot everything when his hot lips came 
into contact with the naked flesh of her inner thighs and used his wetly 
quivering tongue to lick the inner part of her thighs from just above the 
point where the stocking ended to . .. to ...


She stiffened as his hotly tingling lips suddenly leapt from thigh to navel. 
A wild, never before experienced excitement began to burn in her. His kisses 
were traveling over abdomen to hips and he was gently tugging at her hips to 
turn her around . . . obediently, she turned and now his lips were moving 
over the lower part of her naked back .. . and then to her slightly 
trembling buttocks. His warm eager lips and kisses on her sensitively 
responding flesh had started things happening in her body. She could 
actually feel her vagina contracting and releasing, push and pull, in a 
violent rhythm of love ... as if his penis were already deep inside her 
cock-hungry cunt, moving in and out. Her straining young breasts had begun 
to ache, and her wildly-aroused body was beginning to tremble 
uncontrollably.


Jill had never felt so weak, so helpless before in her life. She stood 
there, waiting for whatever was to happen next, as Matt's lips left her 
buttocks and he stood up. He put hands on her shoulders and slowly turned 
her to face him again. Their mouths crushed together hungrily, and his 
tongue fucked rapaciously in and out of her mouth. Then, still 
French-kissing, he eased her down onto the couch. She sat then lay back, 
face up, as Matt spread her weakly trembling legs in the position he wanted 
them, and pressed against the back of the couch.


Jill lay there, mesmerized, as the detective stood again and quickly pulled 
off shoes and socks, stripped off tie and shirt, and then dropped his pants 
and under shorts at exactly the same moment. She saw him standing there 
above her, just as naked as she, his face gazing down at her with 
unconcealed sexual hunger. Her eyes traveled down from handsome face to 
broad muscular shoulders, from flat belly to thick rigid penis that stood 
out proudly, like a knight's lance, from his curling patch of loin hair. 
Even as she watched it, it jerked as though it were trying to reach out for 
her. Its huge purplish head throbbed with an unbelievable virility. Once 
again she thought of taking it in her mouth and sucking, nibbling on it as 
he had sucked and nibbled so deliciously on her breasts. Her mouth, dry 
moments before, had begun salivating.


"Do you like it, baby? Matt asked softly, watching as her body twisted 
seductively on the bear skin couch ... as though she were trying to grind 
the fur into the shadowy crevice between her buttocks. "Christ, he thought, 
the way she's looking at my cock almost makes me think she wants to suck it.


"Yes ... oh, yes," she moaned. "I like it. It's . .. you're beautiful."


Matt knew he was going to worm his tongue up into that delectable young 
pussy before he shoved his cock into it, and he deliberated the 
possibilities of a sixty-nine. But again, his sure infallible instincts told 
him that such a thing might be a little premature; later, definitely! But 
she'd have to be brought along.


Jill was beginning to feel the fires of impatience when she saw him lower 
himself onto the couch beside her. His naked hip touched her rib cage, and 
she jumped as if seared by a branding iron. His head dipped once again to 
her painfully full breasts. She groaned as he took first one nipple, then 
the other, into his voracious hot mouth. He licked and bit and sucked until 
Jill wanted to scream out in delight. Wave after wave of pure sensation 
rippled throughout her entire young body. She could feel it from nipple to 
toes.


Now Matt's head dipped lower, as he used his tongue to sketch a portrait of 
lust between breasts and belly button. He kissed and sucked and gently bit 
at the hotly sensitive areas where her hipbone served as an anchor for the 
supple flesh that flared out to become the buttocks, and his kisses rained 
over the sides of her ass-cheeks.


Then abruptly, the naked young widow was aware that his moistly searching 
mouth was coming back again to the front, and that he had moved down until 
he was kneeling between her thighs. His tongue flicked once at her navel, 
then teased a straight uninterrupted line to her pubic hair. He breathed 
hotly into the softness of the sparse blonde curls, and it was at that 
moment Jill realized what Matt Grant was going to do next.. . knew the 
target of his fevered lips and tongue.


"No," she said, and attempted to sit upright. "No ... you mustn't."


Matt heard her words; they sounded sincere, and that caused him to grin 
inwardly because he knew now, positively, that she had never had this done 
to her ... for if anyone had gone down on her, she wouldn't be protesting; 
she would know how wonderful it was! He remained where he was, kneeling 
between her open legs, his fingers pressing into the soft warm flesh of her 
inner thighs. His eyes paid homage to the thinly delineated little mouth up 
between them, all pink and seeping moisture from the pair of cuntal lips 
pulsating gently on either side of it. It was the shrine, he the pilgrim who 
had traveled a long distance to pay homage to its succulent warmth.


"No . . . Matt. .. please," she moaned. "You can't..."


"Baby, just relax and let me do it to you. This is one of the most fantastic 
things a woman can feel. I'm going to kiss and lick your pussy until you're 
begging for it!"


The salacious words and all they implied; the visual imagery of what was 
about to happen, caused Jill to begin shaking with a wanton, completely 
uncontrollable desire. She was about to be a participant in a degenerate act 
that was going to take place up between her helplessly spread legs . .. not 
only was she permitting it, but knowingly encouraging it to be done, because 
her love-starved, man hungry body was crying out for it. She knew that her 
vagina felt as though it were about to rise eagerly toward his lips at any 
minute. Shame, guilt, fear ... all disappeared under the tidal wave of a 
shameless lust that simply inundated inhibitions and morality. Nothing 
mattered any more. She wanted him to do it! His words had set fires in her 
loins, fires that rapidly roared out of control and vaporized willpower and 
conscience. She had never felt so completely at the mercy of a man before. 
She would consent to anything. Anything! Just so long as he did what he said 
he was going to do ... as long as he gave her relief and joy and happiness.


"Oh Matt..." she whispered, then lay back, feeling the bear fur scratching 
against her naked shoulders and tickling the sensitive cheeks of her behind. 
There was a movement on the couch, then he said, "Lift your hips." Eyes 
closed, she followed orders and felt a large pillow being shoved under her 
expectantly quivering buttocks. Almost immediately, Matt began showering her 
tautly rounded belly with fervent kisses. His hot mouth moved hungrily up 
again to her breasts, then slowly down; his tongue flicking and quivering 
all over her upper torso. Jill was about to go out of her mind with lust and 
her hips had begun grinding lewd little circles around and around on the 
pillow beneath them as her head started lolling from side to side. Finally, 
in a voice she hardly recognized as her own, Jill moaned, begging, "Do it... 
do it to me, please."


"Do what?" Matt asked, watching her lust-contorted face, feeling his 
massively pulsating cock about to explode from excitement. Christ, she was 
really turned on now .. . she was about to fly right off the couch, and he 
hadn't even started the preliminaries.


"Lick me . . . like you said. Suck me until I cum ..."


Grinning in triumph, Matt moved slowly and tantalizingly down her abdomen 
again. He was deliberately tormenting her, turning her heat up higher and 
higher. Her pelvis making little up-and-down motions as though a starving 
animal were blindly seeking something. Finally, not even he could stand the 
intolerable torment any longer, so he roughly spread her thighs even further 
apart, using his thumbs to separate her soft, hair-fringed vaginal lips, and 
then without warning savagely rammed his tongue deep into her cunt.


"GGOOOOoooooddddDDD!" Jill screamed as his wetly quivering tongue slid into 
her further and further, and her shamelessly aroused body reacted with 
convulsive lurches. Her hands cruelly grasped his hair, as if attempting to 
rip it out by the roots. Seemingly, she was trying to pull his tongue, his 
nose, his entire face deeper, ever deeper, into her long-starved vaginal 
cavity. She heard herself screaming incoherently, babbling. Above the sound 
of her wanton voice urging him on, she kept thinking, "Oh, my God! How 
beautiful, how exquisite! Why hasn't this happened to me before? Why? Why? 
It feels so .. . so . . . wonder . . . fulllll."


Matt continued his voracious sucking and tongueing of her hotly quivering 
young pussy, his hands slipping up over her belly to her melon-like breasts 
once more, cupping and squeezing them continuously while his mouth and 
tongue slaved away with the fervent invasion of her widespread cuntal lips. 
The vacuum created by his voraciously sucking lips made obscene noises that 
seemed to fill the room, and Jill reacted to the lewd sound as if it were 
the music of love - as, indeed, it was. She clenched and unclenched her 
hands constantly in Matt's hair as his wildly searching tongue scoured the 
hot vaginal hollow, then began to seek the tiny, pulsating bud of her 
clitoris.


Jill shrieked with obscenely growing pleasure when he took the hotly 
quivering tip of it between his teeth and held it captive as his tongue made 
wicked, ecstatic little circles around and around it.


Jill's head had begun to flail in total abandonment from side to side; her 
hips were thrashing up and down - around and around - as she sought to bring 
other erotic nerve endings into play with his moistly quivering tongue.


Grant made an elongated oval of his mouth and began to suck with tremendous 
pressure, all the while moving his tongue downward along the warm slippery 
slit. He licked from clitoris to a point close to the anus, feeling her soft 
curling pubic hair teasing against his lips and cheeks: He tasted the rising 
need of her feminine secretions, the slightly building perspiration that 
brought tantalizing sheen to the crevice between her nakedly thrashing 
buttocks.


Jill's wails of passion had become continuous now; she no longer attempted 
to make sense . .. only moans, groans, mewls, and grunts came babbling out 
her throat. During it all her mind was screaming, "Beautiful ... oh, God! So 
. . . beautiful . . . so bea . . . uuuuuu .... teee .. . ful." And suddenly, 
somewhere in the far-off limits of her consciousness, she was aware of a 
velvet electricity building up and moving - quietly and unobtrusively - like 
summer fogs creeping in from the ocean. Only this wasn't cool like the fog, 
this was warm and violent. She arched her body up, seeking to intensify that 
electrical feeling.


Matt felt her hotly throbbing pussy grind up greedily against his face and 
heard the sound of her breath increasing in tempo; he realized then that she 
was coming close to orgasm now, and a part of his mind exalted with the 
knowledge. By God, he thought she's going to get the surprise of her life 
when she cums. The knowledge that he was licking her where no one, not even 
her husband, had ever licked her before brought new strength to his tongue. 
He began to orally fuck her, harder and faster, deeper and harder, faster . 
. . faster . . . faster, burrowing his long curling tongue far up into her 
lust-dilated cuntal passage. He was rewarded by a shrill scream of pleasure 
when he swirled and flicked his tongue around the inner walls - the 
sensitive, pulsating interior lips of her vagina. She was coming closer, 
ever closer, and so he slipped his hands beneath her wildly undulating 
buttocks - cupping them in his hands as though they were some sacrificial 
vessel - and shoved his working wet mouth even harder up between her 
widespread thighs. He watched her face up between her ripely bouncing 
breasts and sank his teeth - not brutally, but savagely enough to bring a 
pain - into her clitoris once more, causing her to scream again ... an 
unholy shriek of pure animal lust as her lips contorted back over the 
whiteness of her teeth.


Jill's wanton cries of passion filled the motel room. She had long since 
burrowed her frantically quivering buttocks down into the fur-covered couch 
- and she could feel each individual hair of it invading her buttocks, could 
feel them under her armpits, on the back of her sweat-slippery neck. If his 
tongue hadn't already been shoved deep into the hotly clasping interior of 
her vagina, she would have attempted to push the bear rug in there.


Abruptly, Matt dipped down and began shifting his shoulders - first the 
left, then the right. He had them under her widespread knees now, and began 
levering them up until they were draped high up over his shoulders. The 
entire expanse of her helplessly inflamed loins was now bared in naked 
abandonment to his wildly thrusting tongue and voraciously sucking mouth. He 
thrust his tongue in deeper than it had, been at any time, and momentarily 
thought he could feel, with his tongue, the ending of her warm vaginal 
cavity and the hard protuberance of her cervix.


Jill knew she was moaning like a helpless animal in heat, and she didn't 
care. Nothing mattered any longer except that wondrously fucking tongue 
which was carrying her to unsuspected heights of glory. Deep in her mind, a 
happy, ecstatic little voice kept crying out, "Oh Matt . . . thank you . . . 
oh, God . . . wonderful. . .good . . . good . . . ahhh . . . God!" She was 
peaking, rapidly climbing to that familiar pinnacle of sensation which she 
knew would result in an orgasm. The climb had been more wonderful than any 
she had experience before, and she knew she had long since passed the point 
of arousal where she had stopped with just a mere orgasm before. She had 
never been this aroused before, and abruptly, the kneeling man began doing 
something that drove her ahead of him . . . higher . .. higher ... higher 
into the forbidden rarified atmosphere of wild, uninhibited wantonness!


Her smoothly rounded buttocks had been jerking spasmodically beneath his 
wetly driving tongue, her pelvis had been whipping up and down with 
superhuman strength against his face, and her groans had turned to moans 
which had turned to shrieks of unexcelled rapture, when Matt slowly slipped 
his tongue out of her desperately clenching vagina. He made one tentative 
lick at her clitoris, which brought another shriek of delight from her, then 
began a teasingly slow downward licking toward the tiny puckered ring of her 
obviously virginal anus. Jill gasped at the first searing contact between 
wet tongue and sensitive anal ring, her breath coming now in huge gulping 
swallows which rasped and whistled through her lust-constricted throat. She 
took a deep breath and almost swallowed her tongue when her errant mind 
finally realized what Matt was about to do. Now her conscience really 
screamed at her; this was filthy, degenerate, vile and perverted. It was 
sinful, the ultimate sin! And even as her conscience cried out in dismay and 
protest, her hungry, traitorous loins had ground eagerly upward of their own 
volition so he could bring his tongue into seething wet contact with the 
tightly puckering anal opening.


Matt wasted no time; he thrust his tongue into the little brown orifice and 
was rewarded with an uncontrollable quivering of her naked body as she 
raised her pelvis off the bed in an effort to give him additional depth and 
working room. He licked and sucked and continually rammed his tongue into 
the tiny, rhythmically flexing hole which gyrated in wanton abandonment. 
Now, across his shoulders, her thighs had begun to quiver spasmodically and 
her heels beat a tattoo of rapture down on his spine and buttocks.


She was close, he thought, so goddamned close that he could stop right now 
and she'd still cum without another thing being done to her. Let her cum! 
Let her cum first by tongue, then by cock. His throbbing rod of flesh soon 
had to have relief or his sperm-bloated balls would swell up and explode. He 
began to drive his tongue harder and harder into her anal passage, all the 
while exciting her hotly erect clitoris with one hand and kneading her full 
firm breasts with the other. Abruptly, he heard her breath catch in what he 
knew was the beginning of the onslaught of a climax. Drawing his tongue out 
of her tightly puckered anus, he returned it to her saliva and 
moisture-drenched pussy, and used his mouth and tongue to orally fuck her 
while his nose scraped and rubbed her clitoris. That did it!


Jill writhed and squirmed beneath the insanely licking tongue until she no 
longer had control over anything. She took a deep breath as nerves began 
shorting out in her abdomen and a glow began somewhere in the area of her 
hotly pulsating vagina. The glow did not remain a glow for more than a 
second; it was merely the beginning of a fire and earthquake which began 
wracking her love-starved loins and belly. The earthquake moved rapidly up 
the scale, and suddenly she knew there was no longer any doubt about it. She 
was cumming! Cumming in his mouth. She was cumming!


The scream was unearthly - half-human, half-animal - and it ripped from her 
lust-contorted throat as though she were falling in space, toppling end over 
end toward the jagged rocks. "I'm cumming .. . Matt. .. Matt.. . MATT! I AM 
. .. CUMMMM . .. ING!" She locked her hands behind his head and used every 
bit of muscular power to shove his wonderful, pleasure-giving tongue and 
face further and deeper into her wildly convulsing genitals. Her love juices 
actually spurted out - as though she were ejaculating in his mouth - and 
then began to flow copiously from her throbbing hot cunt. The viscous liquid 
of love inundated Matt's face and tongue and, escaping his voraciously 
sucking mouth, began flowing down from pussy to wetly glistening anus, where 
it dropped against the pillow and gathered in a warm liquid pool on the 
fur-covered couch. She continued to wail in rapture as the mercilessly 
pounding earthquake began to diminish; within seconds it had gone, but now 
dimly within her body she felt the roaring tidal wave of sensation cresting 
and breaking over her. Her delighted, almost incoherent scream told the 
story, "I'm cumming again ..."


Surprised, Matt felt the naked young blonde widow's body begin twitching 
uncontrollably once more. The second orgasm had hit within seconds of the 
first. "Jesus," he said to himself, "she really was turned on." And then his 
surprise deepened even further for Jill obviously was cumming a third time 
... all three climaxes occurring within less than a minute.


Somewhat in awe of what he had done, and a little apprehensive, he pulled 
his flushed, glistening face away from between her thighs and said, "Save 
some for me, baby."


Jill heard his voice from far, far off. The earthquake, the tidal wave, both 
were fading slowly. It had been so violently exquisite, so perfect. She felt 
her legs being lowered from his shoulders, and, with a sigh of satiated 
exhaustion, she dropped her arms and let her head fall loosely back.


Now her hips were being lifted as the pillow was removed. Now, the fur was 
softly scratching her buttocks once more. But even as she did this, there 
was a velvet expectancy once again in the deeper depths of her stomach and 
vaguely she perceived that she was cumming again - only this tiny one was 
merely an aftershock, a little present from her body, a song, a memory, a 
poem to his tongue... small, but delightful.


Matt looked down at her sweat-streaked nakedness. She was taking deep, 
shuddering breaths of exhaustion and satiation. His apprehension returned 
again. She looked as if she had been fucking all night and was too tired to 
go again. He hoped her energy hadn't been depleted completely; he'd like a 
little life in her tight little pussy when he shoved Ins painfully throbbing 
cock into it. He lifted himself on his knees and moved up until he was over 
her body. "Jill... did you like that?"


She heard his voice and then, abruptly, she was inexplicably weeping. The 
tears had completely inundated her eyes, and they were already flowing down 
her cheeks to splash on the bear fur couch. God, he had made her feel so 
vitally alive, so beautiful. .. and she knew now that she had missed so much 
out of her life in the past because of her own ignorance. Jack had wanted to 
do this to her once and, frightened, she had refused. He had never tried 
again. She sobbed loudly.


Alarmed, Matt asked, "Jill. . . is everything all right?"


Now she opened her eyes and gazed lovingly up at his face looming above her. 
She made no effort to answer at first, merely reached up with both hands and 
pulled his face down to her. She kissed him eagerly and in appreciation. She 
tasted her own cum, her own vagina wetly covering his lips. After a moment, 
she released him with the statement; "Oh God, darling, it was . .. was . .. 
beautiful." And even as she said it, she realized how impotent that word 
"beautiful" was when it came to expressing her true feelings. "Matt... I 
never realized anything could be so ... so ... " She couldn't finish.


Matt grinned in relief and satisfaction. "It's going to be even better 
because I'm going to fuck you now. I'm going to put my cock where my tongue 
was a moment ago. It wants to fuck you ... I want to shoot my load of cum 
deep in your belly, baby, deeper than anyone has ever been before. What you 
just had was only the beginning. You do want me to fuck you, don't you?"


His lewd obscenities were an aphrodisiac to her. Sensation was rapidly 
coming back to her vagina, and it was with complete and utter bewilderment 
that Jill realized her earlier hunger had returned tenfold. She wanted more 
of him, and so she told him using his own language, "Yes. .. fuck me . .. 
fuck me harder and deeper than I've ever been fucked before."


"Put it in for me," Matt ordered, lowering his lean, powerful hips toward 
her nakedly expectant body.


Jill paused a moment, then reached down between them for his penis. She 
found it immediately; it would have been impossible not to find it, as large 
and as hard as it was. She thrilled as her fingers wrapped around the hot 
throbbing flesh. She could feel every muscle, every tendon, every beating 
vein in that godshead. She enclosed it tightly in her fist, then stroked it, 
moving the pliant hot flesh up and down on the inflexible shaft. She was 
pleased when he moaned with delight from the touch of her hand and fingers; 
she wanted to delight him, to repay him some way. There were a lot of things 
she supposed she could do, but she had no knowledge of what he would 
consider dirty... or unacceptable. Besides, the heat was building up rapidly 
in her loins. Her heatedly pulsating vagina wanted his long hard penis in 
there - wanted it in the worst way! Even now she imagined she could feel it 
sliding down through her waiting slipperiness . ..


She stroked the thick bulging rod two or three more times as Matt's hot 
lips, still tasting of her own orgasm, came down again on hers. Then she 
guided the lust-swollen cock-head toward her wetly waiting vagina.


Matt lowered his body a bit more, and his massively erect penis tickled 
against her pubic hair. Jill pushed down on it and felt an indescribable 
jolt of pleasure shoot through her abdomen and inner thighs as the huge, 
searing head touched the sensitive, still-flooded lips of her pussy. She 
used the hot bulbous tip to draw little circles of ecstasy around and around 
her moistly quivering cuntal lips; she moved it up and down, feeling it push 
deliciously against her once again erect clitoris. She even pushed it down, 
downward until his massive thickness came into contact with her tiny 
puckered anal ring. She didn't leave it there for more than a split second; 
that was something expressively forbidden, and she could not let her mind 
dwell on the possibilities. Now she moved it rapidly up and down her 
moistened fur-lined vaginal slit, feeling almost as if she were 
masturbating.


Matt was groaning with impatience. He felt her stroking his eagerly 
throbbing cock - sometimes rapidly, almost frantically; other times slowly, 
questioningly, as though she had never been asked to put a man's cock into 
her cunt before and didn't know what to do. Once, he was almost positive she 
was hinting that he should push it in her rectum, but that impression had 
been so brief that he assumed he was wrong. Anyway, he thought, if my prick 
isn't in your asshole shortly, sweetheart, you can bet that I'll have at 
least two fingers pushed in there reaming the hell out of you! She continued 
to stroke him, and it was so pleasurable that Matt decided to put an end to 
it before she used up some of his strength. "Open your legs as wide as you 
can and put it in, now," he demanded.


Jill sighed, closed her eyes in rapture, and then centered the tip of his 
cock at the opening to her wetly throbbing vagina. Although she wanted him 
to go deep and hard, perversely she heard her own voice saying softly, "Do 
it to me slow . . . and gentle . .. make it last forever ..."


Because he wanted it to be perfect for her - this first time, at least - 
Matt curbed his own hot impatience and was gentle.


Jill felt the head of his massively heated penis pressing in at her vaginal 
opening. Reluctantly, her fingers left the warm trunk of the wonderfully 
pulsating instrument. The pressure at her tightly stretched cuntal lips 
continued for a moment, then gradually increased in strength until, with a 
slight wet popping noise, the lust-swollen head slid up inside her. 
"Ummmmm," she crooned, "beautiful."


Matt felt the velvet warmth of her pussy enclose the head of his cock. It 
was much tighter than he had suspected, even though his tongue had scoured 
out the region just moments before. Then he quit thinking and let sensation 
take command of his nerve centers and body control. Jill had begun a slight 
little squeezing, sucking motion with her cuntal lips. She wasn't doing it 
on purpose; it was as though some genetic memory handed down through 
centuries of inheritances had told her wetly quivering pussy exactly what to 
do. To Matt it felt as though her deeper abdominal muscles had begun 
rippling, carrying his cock in deeper, deeper, ever deeper into the hot 
heart of her love-starved womb.


Jill, widespread knees bent almost double, had both feel planted on the 
couch. As the first delicious sensation passed and there remained only the 
feel of his heatedly throbbing cockhead stuck about an inch into her 
wide-stretched vagina, she began to long for more depth, for friction, for 
movement, for ... for ... She put it into words, "Fuck me... " Using her 
feet and leg muscles, she raised her hips tentatively from the couch and 
discovered that the movement caused his desire-hardened penis to slide in 
another inch or two. "Ohhh, God," she chanted, " ... so ... wonder .. full." 
She dropped her hips and his thick male hardness slid out until only the 
heavily pulsating head remained buried between the lips of her cunt. She 
raised and the long hard shaft moved in further ... fell back, and felt it 
partially withdraw.


Amused, Matt grinned down at these first little movements which betrayed her 
intense hunger; he was laughing mainly at himself for his earlier stupid 
uncertainty over whether she had any energy left or not. Christ, he thought, 
she's got enough fuel left in that hot little pussy to put us both into 
orbit. Then, she pushed up her pelvis again, moaning this time in 
frustration, and Matt decided it was time to end the game. Slowly . . . very 
slowly ... he pushed his thickly impatient hardness inward. It slipped 
easily through the inner muscles, up through the warmly clasping walls of 
her vaginal passage, and pushed against the very entrance of her belly up 
inside.


Jill's eyes rolled back in her head from the sheer rapture of the slow 
entry. She had never believed that a penis' first thrust could be so 
heavenly; but then, of course, she had never been so aroused, so lubricated 
before, either. Up ... up ... up into her it went. She exalted with each new 
territory invaded. Finally, after what seemed to be an eternity, Matt was in 
his full hard length. She could feel the bristles of the short hair on his 
softly swaying testicles tickling her overly-sensitive anus. She could feel 
the massive cock-head buried deep inside of her, throbbing imperiously 
against her cervix ... could feel every fleshy, muscular little ridge of his 
maleness pressing against her hotly quivering vaginal walls. And over it 
all, she could feel overwhelming contentment and happiness.


Matt began to withdraw slowly, then thrust inward slowly again. He was 
moving in and out of her tightly clasping pussy with his eyes closed in deep 
appreciation. God, he had never before in his life felt a cunt that fit so 
perfectly around his cock. She was milking him with her inner vaginal 
muscles; One set worked on the heatedly throbbing head of his penis, 
squeezing it then releasing it, squeezing, releasing, until he thought he 
would go out of his mind; another set of muscles, somewhere in the area just 
below the inner lips of the vagina, were moving sideways back and forth 
against the sensitive under part of his shaft... ah of this going on at the 
same time she was rising to meet each of his thrusts.


Jill realized that somehow or another, automatic reflexes had taken over her 
body .. . and that was fine, because she was able to concentrate on feeling 
. .. pure sensation, pure feeling! She felt sphincter and abdominal muscles 
working, hips rotating up against his hardness, felt her fingers kneading 
Matt's powerful shoulder muscles ... felt all this, but did not will any of 
it to happen. Her body was alive with sure, independent motion; her brain 
could relax and let the incredibly wonderful sensations roll over it. Time 
simply dissolved into nothingness. She didn't know how long those slow, 
gentle, maddeningly beautiful, strokes had been plowing into her, but 
gradually she began to feel that it was not enough. She wanted more, and put 
her request into words, "Fuck me harder now, Matt. .. fuck harder."


That suited him just fine. It had been fabulous - this fucking in slow 
motion, but it had been terribly distracting as well. She was almost making 
him cum through use of her vaginal muscles alone, and he really hadn't had a 
chance to get in a little energetic fucking yet. "All right, baby. You want 
it harder, you'll get it harder."


Abruptly, he reached down and locked his hands beneath her thighs and lifted 
them until her kneecaps were pressed tightly back against her tits. The 
attractive young widow's eyes had widened at this unexpected occurrence; she 
had no way of knowing that this one particular position would add at least 
two inches to his thrusts into the heart of her womb. She felt a momentary 
twinge of embarrassment at the fact that her genitals were raised helplessly 
in mid air, but that faded instantly when Matt grunted, "Here it comes, 
baby." He pulled the wetly glistening shaft out until only the head remained 
locked between the wetly clasping cuntal lips; then slammed down, down, down 
- his long hard cock burrowing far deeper into her than her own husband had 
ever been before.


"AAAAAAAGGGGGHHHH," she screamed in sheer exaltation as his massive erection 
slammed against the tip of her cervix and went on beyond this deep into the 
center of her belly. God, he was in so deep that it, seemed the tip of his 
cock was lodged midway between navel and breasts. He was in further than she 
had ever been fucked before. There was almost seven inches of long, hard, 
hot flesh inside there, inside her, throbbing away like a second heart. Her 
vagina felt stretched beyond repair, filled far beyond its limited capacity. 
And yet, even as she was thinking all this, she could feel her deeper inner 
muscles welcoming this invader. One eager little muscle jumped and twitched 
against the glans, another rubbed continuously against the corona; and she 
thrilled at his groans of appreciation and delight.


Now, clamping his mouth wetly down over hers, Matt began a slow, fucking 
motion between her thighs. Each new powerful thrust inward went to new and 
previously unexplored depths of her moistly quivering pussy. The blunted 
head of his cock soon was master of it all, and with each jerking throb, it 
was a little cannon making tiny explosions which seared her soft, sensitive 
flesh. His motions soon widened the narrow, pliant passage, and every stroke 
- either in or out - brought an abject groan of sheer lust from her throat.


Matt, hearing her mewls of subservience, began pounding into the naked young 
widow with a fury he did not realize existed. His hip bones crashed into the 
back of her thighs with each stroke, and his sperm-laden testicles smacked 
into the trembling white smoothness of her upturned buttocks like a 
battering ram. He wanted to hear her cry, "Uncle", he wanted her to know 
that she had been fucked as she never had been before . . . and, somewhere 
in the back of his mind; he knew he was accomplishing these things, and the 
real reason for doing all this was not egotism, but the desire to bring 
pleasure to her so she would want him to fuck her again and again.


Jill had long since stopped thinking about her dead husband and what was 
being done to her; she was too busy trying to find new avenues of enjoyment, 
new sensations by twisting her pelvis first one way then the other. She 
found by clenching her bowel muscles that she could bring her clitoris into 
continual contact with that hard pulsing flesh pistoning in and out of her 
being. She had surrendered totally to this stranger lying between her open 
legs, and she unashamedly worshipped that hot part of him that skewered so 
wetly, so powerfully into her.


Her body was beginning to wantonly twist and writhe now, and her sounds 
became one long sustained mewl as she groaned into his mouth and worked her 
tongue deep into his throat. She was an animal, she knew she was an animal, 
and she loved being one. She was also servile, accepting anything done to 
her, relishing the taint of masochism in her soul, wanting more ... more .. 
. more than she was getting. She was the portrait of pure wantonness: face 
wrung with passion, nostrils flaring like some wild female mare being 
mounted by a stallion, neck tendons taut as cables, eyes hot and smoky with 
lust.


As if sensing her need for another new experience, Matt released her knees 
from her breasts; she immediately wrapped her long tapered legs around his 
naked buttocks and used her calves to pull him deeper into her. The federal 
agent slipped his hands down over her hips and slid them beneath the smooth 
rounded moons of her desperately thrashing buttocks. He cupped them harshly 
with each hand and began kneading them like bread dough as he fucked his 
long hard penis in with ever greater frenzy.


Jill subconsciously flexed and unflexed her straining vaginal muscles as his 
fingers dug deeply into the creamy, supple flesh of her ass. Her jerked her 
harder up to his massive, driving hardness, and she spread her nakedly 
trembling thighs even further, inviting him to do what he willed as the hot, 
moist hole of her cunt spread open in obscene welcome. He pounded into her 
with a fury, then - without warning changed technique again and began making 
smooth, longer strokes that drew his cock nearly all the way out of her 
hotly clasping vagina before plunging forward again into her uplifted loins. 
It was then the young blonde felt his right hand stop its kneading motion on 
her ass and begin moving into the sweat-dampened crevice of her buttocks 
itself. His outstretched middle finger started to tentatively worm its way 
into her defenseless, tightly puckered little hole.


He pressed inward and she felt the soft, rubbery flesh down there yield 
reluctantly. "Ohhhhhh, God, that hurts," she said, twisting her nakedly 
straining buttocks in an effort to get away; the motion was hopeless, 
though, for his cock had her firmly impaled. The groan bubbled from her lips 
in pained protest as his extended finger continued its unnatural invasion of 
her rectum. "Eeeeeeaaahhhhh, don't . . . Matt."


He thrust even harder, and now she saw the cruel smirk on his handsome face 
as he took pleasure in hearing her sounds of subjugation.


"AAAAGGGGHHHH," she cried, as her defenseless little anus received another 
thrust.


Matt, however, was not about to withdraw his finger. He could feel the warm 
rubbery resilience of her rectum, and he could also feel the quivering 
muscles in there which gave lie to her protests. She didn't know yet, but 
her body was really enjoying the almost brutal fucking he was subjecting her 
to. Soon, and it was only a matter of seconds, she would be begging. He 
began working his finger around inside, stretching the puckered little anal 
ring ever wider and wider as his mercilessly pistoning cock brutalized her 
wide stretched vagina.


Jill felt a second finger poised at the opening to her back passage, then 
it, too, was inside - working in unison with the first finger ... in rhythm 
with his rapidly thrusting penis. The deep guttural protests coming from her 
chest gradually began changing from whimpers of pain to low moans of new 
increased pleasure as her backside became used to this strange invasion.


Within seconds she was shamelessly grinding her anus back onto his fingers 
as he probed them methodically around in the warm, rubbery depths. New 
sensation of lewd delight rippled through her abdomen and up her spine. She 
knew she was hopelessly impaled and helpless between the hard driving rod of 
flesh buried deep in her womb and the cruel, merciless fingers that wormed 
in and out of her behind.


She was squealing like a stuck pig, twisting and writhing in wildly 
abandoned wantonness under this double rape of her naked loins, when 
suddenly she knew she was about to cum. She fought her own body against the 
orgasm; she didn't want to cum . . . not yet. All this was too beautiful to 
end, to change. She tightened up all of her muscles, but that only 
intensified the hot all-consuming vibrations that were beginning to 
reverberate like a gong deep in the pit of her stomach.


Matt felt the change in her body, felt the sudden heating up of her wetly 
clasping vaginal passage, and knew she was rapidly approaching a climax. 
Beneath him, Jill had begun to chant, "Oh, oh, ohhhh," with each breath. The 
knowledge that she was about to cum caused his own excitement to build to a 
fever pitch; he wanted to cum with her, at the same time. There would be 
more later, he knew that for a fact; he felt he could cum a hundred times 
with her, could fuck all night, all day, all week - forever! And so, he 
slipped his fingers from her tortured anus, and quickened the rhythm of his 
pistoning thrusts, grinding hard and deep, boring persistently into the 
hidden recesses of her pussy.


Jill's senses were rapidly leaving her now.


There was nothing left except that exquisite pressure building up in her 
loins; she was only vaguely aware of Matt's lips leaving her mouth to clamp 
hotly on her right breast, of the feel of his heavily swaying testicles 
hammering at her ravaged anus, of his hands moving across her abdomen to add 
additional titillation to her erect little clitoris. The pressure of the 
impending orgasm almost frightened her in its intensity. It was death! She 
would die from it. This was it!


"Ohhhh, Maa . .. tt," she wailed, "fuck harder . . . I'm cumming . . . I'm 
cumming . . . againnnnnnn ... !"


She punched her nakedly writhing hips up, seeking one last ecstatic thrust 
before the dam inside of her broke. His hotly throbbing cock was a huge 
battering ram slamming into the portals of all her sensitivity, and the 
vibrations from the blows made her tingle from every follicle of her golden 
hair to the tip of her toes. This all had to be a dream ... it was all to 
beautiful to be true. Then, gradually ... the dam crumbled and the wave of 
ecstasy was flooding down over her.


She screamed loudly, "Ooooohhhhh, God! I'M... I... I'M CUM . . . MMMMM . . 
.-INNNNNGGGGGG." She jerked upward once with superhuman strength, then fell 
back, wantonly convulsing on the fur covered couch. Her frantically 
quivering legs beat against the softness of the cushions, and her breath 
came in hoarse rasping gasps as the violent, but exquisite, seizure rocked 
and wracked her ripe young body. She felt, momentarily, that she was one 
gigantic vagina ... cumming, cumming, cumming ... that every part of her was 
part of it, and rejoicing. Even above her own pleasure, however, was the 
sudden knowledge that the beautifully pulsating staff that had carried her 
to this peak of glory was pumping hot, thick spurts of male sperm far up 
into her quivering belly. His hot liquid message of love mingled with her 
juices, and they formed a pool of bliss that shimmered and shone in the 
no-longer-lonely void of her uterus.


Her heart, was pounding as though it were about to leap from her breast and 
a great lassitude akin to death, itself, swept over her. Her legs went limp, 
her hands fell to her side, and with the last vestiges of her rapidly fading 
consciousness she felt her vagina still quivering, still attempting to pay 
homage to the heatedly throbbing shaft of love still buried deep, deep 
inside. She was fainting .. . perhaps even dying, she thought... then simply 
let go ... let it all go away ... and drifted, drifted into sweet oblivion. 
Her last thought before the darkness came was, "Now ... I know .. . " As for 
Matt? He stared unbelievingly down at Jill's nakedly unconscious figure. 
Christ, what was there about her that had caused him to get so hot? Always 
before with other broads he had been able to control his own passion, but 
not with her! Even now, asleep, her vaginal muscles continued to twitch 
occasionally around his pleasantly satiated cock. He honestly couldn't 
remember when he had cum as much as he did with her. He had flooded her 
womb, and it had poured out of him and out of her as though someone had 
forgotten to turn off the tap. And his own reactions to all this bothered 
him; they were alarming thoughts - things he really didn't want to think 
about. He had wanted to fuck her ... had wound up making love to her. 
Staring at her now, he felt only a great and bottomless gratitude to her and 
that wonderful young pussy. Most alarming of all, though, was the knowledge 
that he wanted to keep her, to protect her from Rizzi and his like, to give 
her all the things a woman like her deserved to have.


Slowly, and reluctantly, he pulled his rapidly deflating penis from between 
her thighs, and it came out with a slight plop, and with it came a veritable 
river of their warmly intermingled cum.


"Jill," he said softly. There was no answer. Gently, he picked her sensually 
ripe young body up in his arms and carried her across the room, and into the 
bedroom. He placed her, still asleep, on the huge round bed . . . then 
covered her nude body to protect it from the cold.


Then, thoughts still churning about his own reactions to her, he lay down 
beside her, covered himself with the same blanket and fell asleep


CHAPTER THREE


In the early morning light, Jill Foster stood at the window, listening to 
the restless surf and watching the countless gulls soaring effortlessly and 
in freedom. She could hear the incessant breakers and the shrill cry of 
hungry gulls and sandpipers but she was not really aware of them. She was 
deep in troubled thought. A light off-shore breeze plucked at the sheer 
negligee, and she was totally oblivious of the lovely picture she made. Hers 
was a cool, poised beauty. Yet she was far from calm in her mind. There was 
the very real problem of what she was to do from here on, and she could not 
dismiss it.


She lit a cigarette and thought about the man asleep on the bed behind her. 
They were strangers, even though he had accidentally come to her assistance 
in a time of loneliness and need. He seemed honestly concerned and had 
released her from the bounds of a long suppressed sexual frustration that 
even she had not realized went as deep as it did. Last night had been 
wonderful beyond her wildest dreams, and she realized only now how much she 
had needed that love making - sex performed by someone who was a master at 
his craft. Never had she experienced such a fulfilling, rewarding feeling 
from a man.


Crossing the room she took her purse from the bureau and counted her money. 
Four hundred and seventeen dollars. It was far too nice a day to stand 
brooding at a window. She'd get dressed and have her hair done. It was a 
mess after last night and she wanted to please Matt. She wanted to return in 
some small way all the pleasure he had given her. At least it would be a 
start.


She showered and dressed, tailored slacks, sandals, a plain shirt open at 
the throat. Ruefully she realized things hadn't been planned at all well. 
The wardrobe she had packed was scanty.


Then, taking her bag she closed the door softly behind her, and walked out 
into the bright, warm sunshine.


It was an hour later when Matt awoke. Jill's absence did not overly concern 
him for he had been vaguely aware of her movements earlier as she showered 
and dressed. He was, however, curious. Besides his own natural curiosity, 
there was the puzzlement of the girl herself. He lit a cigarette, rubbed a 
hand across a stubbled beard, and padded naked into the shower. With him it 
was like that every morning. First the cigarette, then a shower to wash away 
the lingering cobwebs of the night before, and finally a cup of instant 
coffee. He turned the shower tap to hot, filled the coffee pot from the 
basin, and plugged it in. Carefully then, he adjusted the shower spray and 
stepped in. It had been a long time since he had felt this good this early. 
He began to whistle.


* * *


For a split second, as she entered the suite, Jill felt a deep sense of 
disappointment because Matt wasn't there to greet her. Then she heard him 
singing off-key in the shower. The edges of her mouth turned up in a small 
impish smile of delight, and the first zephyrs of anticipation were already 
blowing through her belly.


God, she thought, I'm acting like nothing but a bitch in heat. She wanted 
Matt; she wanted him now, right now! There was a vast loneliness aching down 
there between her legs. There really was only one question to be answered: 
should she play hard to get and act coy, or take the initiative?


She strode across the room and gazed out the window toward the harbor where 
half a hundred boats rode at anchor. They bobbed gently up and down; the 
motion was a completely sexual one, and the masts looked like thin eager 
penises jamming the womb of the sky.


Abruptly, the young widow realized her hands were shaking and her knees felt 
rubbery; the moment for action or non-action had arrived. She could still 
turn back. Her face dimpled in sudden decision, and then she was almost 
frantically removing shoes, yanking down hose, stepping out of her 
expensive, blue tailored slacks, and taking off her blouse and brassiere. 
She wanted to be naked before he finished his shower.


She stood in the center of the room, waiting for him. Her breasts had 
darkened, and her nipples had grown erect by themselves. She groaned as she 
ran a hand feverishly down over her pubic hair and felt the current of 
desire that shot through her. She flaunted her pelvis a couple of times and 
whimpered deep in her throat. .. like a bitch in heat, she thought again.


When Matt still did not put in an appearance, Jill bit her lower lip 
indecisively and then tiptoed rapidly toward the bathroom. She opened the 
door. The steam hit her with a warm moistness. Through the fog, she could 
see his muscular body outlined in the glass door of the large shower stall. 
He continued to sing.


Her eyes were flashing mischievously as she slowly reached out for the door 
handle. Then, quickly, she opened it and stepped inside. She couldn't have 
asked for a better set-up, she thought; there was the treasury agent, his 
hair all lathered up, his eyes closed . .. and not the least bit aware that 
someone had stepped into the shower stall with him. She choked back a giggle 
as she watched him - watched the white soapy suds running down his backbone 
to disappear into the crevice between his strong buttocks. Slowly, with a 
prankish grin on her face, she reached out for his long flaccid penis .. l 
Grant's first awareness that someone was in the shower with him came with 
the soft touch of fingers gently tightening around his cock. "What in hell," 
he shouted, jumping in sudden alarm and almost slipping. His eyes opened - a 
mistake, for the soap blinded him again almost immediately. He saw enough, 
though.


There, as if a dream had suddenly materialized, was the naked golden body of 
Jill, her harvest moon breasts already wet, and a stream of water running 
down her belly into her silken pubic hair. She was laughing at his reaction.


The surprised yelp came out of him, "Jill?"


"Who else did you expect? Racquel Welch? After all, I am supposed to be your 
wife."


He gasped, then choked as soapy water ran into his mouth, for Jill had begun 
to slowly move her hand back and forth on his rapidly awakening penis. A low 
groan of desire came squawking out of his larynx, and her delighted laughter 
hit his ears.


Jill stepped up even closer to him and, still stroking his almost fully 
erect cock with her right hand, put her left arm around his waist. She knew 
she was getting her hair soaked. Too bad, she thought uncaringly; the 
hotel's hairdresser had worked almost an hour on it this morning because 
Jill wanted to look especially nice for him. Under the machinations of her 
fingers, she could feel life surging into his desire-thickening penis; it 
was a terribly sensual feeling as the soapy water caused her hand to slip 
almost without friction from head to base of the huge rod. She felt lewd 
excitement expanding up between her thighs as the hard living thing in her 
hand grew in size. Now it was elongated, sticking out in front of him as 
though it were the long, white-skinned neck of a turkey. "Hurry up and get 
the soap out of your hair and eyes," she said, beginning to feel impatient 
again and jerking his cock a couple of times in emphasis.


Matt, who had been standing there with his eyes closed, let the wildly 
erotic sensations flow over his body. He could feel Jill's breasts and 
nipples pressing against his chest... but the best thing of all was that 
excruciatingly wonderful movement of her hand stroking his hardening shaft.


Quickly he rinsed his hair and washed the soap from his blinded eyes. Then 
he looked at her. Even barefoot, she was almost as tall as he was. Her eyes 
were gazing unfathomably at him, almost as if they were daring him. Her 
moistly full lips - parted in amusement and, possibly hunger - were only 
inches from his. He reached out, planted his sinewy hands on her flaring 
hips, and gruffly pulled her to him. The new position made it difficult for 
her pliant fingers to stroke his penis, so she contented herself with 
holding it tightly in her fist-clenching and unclenching her hand in time to 
the rapid beat of his pulse down there. It was a maddening tempo, one that 
she found echoed in her own belly.


Matt found his thoughts in complete disarray, but that did not stop him from 
shoving his eagerly quivering tongue into her wet open mouth. Her tongue met 
his, and teased and cajoled it until he was pushing it in and out of her 
mouth as though he were once again orally fucking her. They dueled this way 
for almost a minute, the water streaming down both of their faces.


Jill was the first to break contact; when she pulled away her breath was 
coming in short, puppy dog-like pants. She looked at her hand gripping his 
soapy, wildly pulsating shaft and then pushed down on it so the wet 
glistening head of the penis was touching the upper entrance to her vaginal 
slit. He shuffled forward just a tiny bit, and she felt the hot, 
lust-swollen head slide against her dampened pubic hair and soap-lubricated 
clitoris. She groaned as a shower of heated sparks shot upward from her 
suddenly throbbing vagina into her belly.


"Life is just full of surprises," Matt said, French-kissing her again. He 
felt the wild elation growing in him as Jill began sliding the hair-covered 
softness of her vagina along the top of his cock. She was tall enough that 
he could take her this way without undue strain on his leg muscles. She was 
obviously ready; he could put it in right now if he wanted. Her eyes were 
closed as her breath rasped out hoarsely.


She did something with her pelvis and inner thighs which caused her wetly 
swollen cuntal lips to lock like a hot fleshy vise over his long pulsating 
shaft; she held him trapped that way as she began moving back and forth 
again. It was almost as if he were deep inside her.


Amazed, Matt began running his hands up and down her soapy buttocks. He 
slipped his soap-slickened middle finger down into the softly yielding 
crevice and nudged her tight little anal ring. She jumped and her eyes 
fluttered open as he slid easily in almost all the way without inflicting 
any discomfort on her.


The sensation of his soap lubricated finger working in and out of her rectum 
startled Jill. It had shot a nefarious jolt of forbidden pleasure through 
her. Before last night she had not even realized she was sexually sensitive 
there. She felt a dull sense of disappointment now as he withdrew it. Matt 
was doing other things with those big, capable hands of his; they were all 
over her, kneading her firmly ripened breasts as though they were bread 
dough, tweaking the nipples, stroking her abdomen in time to her own body 
movements. She was afire down there between her excitedly trembling thighs. 
She wanted him inside her. She said it, and the obscene words spilling out 
of her lips caused a certain amazement to register in her mind. "Fuck me, 
please Matt..." she crooned. It wasn't so much a command as it was a plea.


His balls throbbed, and the blood had long since been pounding hotly through 
the thick veins in his rigid cock. Yet... he pulled his penis from between 
her tightly clenched thighs. "What's wrong," she asked, whimperingly.


"Nothing. Let's not hurry it though."


"I want you now." She reached for his lust-hardened penis enclosed it in her 
fist again, then began yanking on it in short impatient motions.


Matt said nothing. He merely reached behind him and got the soap from the 
soap tray. He used the palms of both hands to raise a lather. The hot 
scented soap was almost an aphrodisiac in itself.


Jill didn't protest when he began to lather up her breasts; she watched the 
white bubbly river run down across her navel and disappear down into her 
drenched pubic hair. Matt now was lathering up her abdomen and hips; his 
hands were gentle, and the electrifying sensations arched through her belly. 
Then he was using two outstretched fingers and the palm of his hand to soap 
up her vagina. She closed her eyes and moaned; her legs becoming so weak 
that she felt they couldn't support her any longer. Matt kneeled in front of 
her and used both hands to bring a white lather to her sleek inner thighs 
and legs. He ran his hands up and down her lower extremities as she hungrily 
screwed her pelvis toward him, wanting to feel his lips against her 
femaledom, but he avoided it.. . then began working his way up her backside.


A part of Matt's mind stood off watching him operate. It was obvious the 
girl was just about to go out of her mind with lust. He knew that the upper 
torsos of some women became mottled, almost as if they were just getting 
over a bad case of measles, when they are within seconds of a climax. 
Anytime this mottling occurs on a woman, an orgasm is almost inevitable ... 
no matter what the man does or doesn't do. And Jill was that color now.


Quickly then, he lathered up his eagerly throbbing cock and used his soapy 
hands on her abdomen. His fingertips brushed across the wet, softly curling 
strands of fleece up between her legs. He didn't pause there; his hand slid 
down even further, middle finger extended, and began caressing her wetly 
throbbing cuntal slit.


Jill's naked young body almost jackknifed with the maddening contact of his 
finger sliding through the already fevered area. She began to moan in wild, 
inarticulate phrases, and her inner thighs tried to trap his hand and keep 
it captive. Now a second finger was making a slippery, lust-inciting 
intrusion, while his thumb toyed with her throbbing little clitoris ... the 
fingers all moving in unison.


She had to have it. . . now! She was close . . . She wanted to feel that 
pulsating rod of hot flesh inside her, no longer content to be patient. 
"Please?" It was a craven croak of desire spilling out of her throat.


Grant watching her and listening to her, reveled in the feel of her warm, 
velvet-soft pussy and the vibrating arousal of her goddess-like body. God, 
he thought, she's the hottest thing I've ever seen. She really wants it; 
she's so fired up that she's about to explode.


"Jill, baby," he said very slowly, "Put it in for me."


Frantically, she reached down for his soap slickened penis and pulled it up 
between her legs. She spread her thighs and pointed the hotly-throbbing cock 
toward the hungry opening of her vagina. She snaked her other arm around his 
waist and pulled him forward, guiding the long hardened instrument toward 
her eagerly awaiting cuntal lips.


Her shamelessly aroused vaginal flesh opened and closed like a hungry sea 
anemone as she pushed forward with her pelvis as his thick shaft of hardened 
flesh sliced through her wetly clasping pussy and rammed deep into the soft 
milking interior of her belly.


"Ahhhhh," she chanted, moving her wet, nakedly glistening body back and 
forth, feeling his cum-bloated scrotum swinging and teasing against her 
straining thighs. She reached down for his testicles and gently caressed 
them as she wildly whipped her pelvis to and fro - sliding her hungrily 
clasping cunt up and down on the massively heated penis sunk so deep up 
inside her. It all happened unbelievably fast. "Ahhhh? Ahhhhhhhhhhhh? AH! 
Aieeeee. I'm cumming . . . I'm cumming ... Oh, God, I'm cumming," she 
screamed. And then the young blonde was really in a frenzy, with her pelvis 
slamming so hard against Grant's hip bones that it seemed certain something 
was about to break.


Matt's eyes had widened in complete surprise. My God, he thought, she had 
reached an orgasm within thirty seconds of the time his prick was first 
shoved in. He hadn't made one single thrust on his own part; she had done 
all the work! She swallowed with her mouth hung loosely open, and the sound 
of air panting in and out of her throat made almost an obscene noise of 
unmistakable satisfied passion.


Jill stood there, trembling uncontrollably, as the orgasm drained away her 
strength. She was forced to lean against Grant; there was nothing left in 
her body. She was sure she had lost consciousness at the height of the 
climax for she had slumped, and the movement had caused his thick rigid 
instrument to slip out of her vagina with a wet, plopping sound that could 
be heard even above the hiss of the shower water and the deep gasps of her 
breathing.


She felt an almost uncontrollable desire to go to sleep. This in spite of 
her mind swarming with thoughts like a disturbed wasps' nest. She knew what 
had happened; she had reached a powerful orgasm, and it had been just as if 
she had hooked into a high voltage line.


"Are you all right?" Matt was looking at her with some concern.


She closed her eyes and nodded. A moment later, Matt's hands were on her 
shoulders, turning her around so the soap would wash off. She was as 
obedient as a small sleepy child. Then there came the velvet-like softness 
of a wash cloth gently rubbing between her legs as it rinsed the soap suds 
from her still slightly pulsating cunt. She winced when the cloth - as soft 
as it was - accidentally brushed against her clitoris. The organ was overly 
sensitive now; any touch there was painful for the moment. Then the hissing 
hot water was turned off.


Matt began toweling her dry, treating her as if she were an infant being 
dried after a bath. The roughness of the towel began bringing a new life to 
her body; it felt, she decided, very very sensual. Warm, comfortable, and - 
for the moment - satisfied, she permitted him to do anything he wanted. She 
even stood on tiptoe to help when he rubbed the towel between the wet cheeks 
of her ass. She was all too aware that he still had his mammoth erection, 
and dully she wondered if he wanted to be "relieved."


Matt wadded up the towel and threw it into the corner of the shower. Then, 
without saying a word, he picked her up and carried her out of the stall, 
through the bathroom, and to the huge round bed. He carried her as 
effortlessly as a rag doll. Feeling like a little girl, she put her head 
against his hairy chest. She closed her eyes and gave herself to the 
sensation of his heatedly erect cock rubbing across her buttocks with each 
step he took.


The federal agent put her in the center of the bed and stood looking down at 
her. She still had her eyes closed, and her ripely full breasts rose and 
fell like the surge of the sea with each breath. It was incredible, simply 
incredible, he thought. All this - mine ... for now. Once again, he wondered 
about her. She didn't seem the "hair trigger" type, yet - last night she had 
cum quickly ... and had continued to reach orgasm after orgasm, each one 
building on the other. And just now in the shower? She had been there within 
seconds after he had pushed his throbbing hardness between her warmly 
welcoming thighs.


On the bed, Jill's eyes blinked open. She felt a great wave of tenderness 
well up within her as she gazed at the agent. It was something she had never 
felt before about any man. Those broad shoulders, that craggy handsome face, 
the fur-like hair on his chest. . . and that beautiful, beautifully long 
penis.


She wanted that penis. She wanted to kiss it - to pay homage to it. Never 
before had she wanted to take one in her mouth, but then never before had 
one brought her such sweet rapture. Still lying on her back, she bent her 
knees and used the balls of her feet and shoulders to slip across the 
bedspread so that his thick pulsing cock was directly above her pouting 
mouth; it hung above her like a hardened sword. She was amazed at her own 
boldness, and her words sounded alien - almost unintelligible to her - when 
she said, "Mister Grant, put your penis in my mouth."


His laugh rumbled out, "I'd love to have you do just that, Jill; but don't 
you think it's time to dispense with the formalities. My friends call me 
Matt."


Jill suddenly giggled. It was funny. But then she stopped giggling when the 
"sword" dipped toward her lips. She reached up and caressed it, feeling 
every powerful ridge beneath the taut skin. Her eyes feasted hungrily upon 
it; she was beginning to understand many things. This, she thought, was the 
real staff of life. Her eyes were hazy - "smoky," coming from the fires that 
were being kindled within her, and the huge throbbing god's head was already 
oozing love from the eye of the glans.


She licked her lips in anticipation, then cupped the bloated sac of sperm as 
though she were evaluating it. Her moistly parted lips kissed the underside 
of the moist head, and Grant quivered like a powerful stallion at bay. Then 
her wetly quivering little tongue lashed out, making maddening circles 
around the entire lust-swollen head of the penis. Her own nakedly aroused 
body reacted and trembled with a suppressed power. Sighing with pleasure, 
she opened her lips and moved her head forward so that the cock slipped into 
the warm wet cavern of her mouth. She began to suck on it, gentle little 
milking motions that came from an instinctive knowledge older than time 
itself. She thrilled to the residual taste of soap, his love secretions, and 
still another taste. "Could it be," she asked herself, "the taste of my own 
vagina?" And feeling as though she were somehow completing a circle of life, 
she took his thick pulsating hardness inside the velvet heated depths of her 
throat.


Matt's hands dropped to her hair and pulled her penis-stuffed mouth even 
closer to him. She had begun running her tongue along the sensitive 
underside of his cock, and the sensations were causing great thunderheads of 
desire to build up in his belly. "Suck it," he panted, "suck on it, Jill." 
He lifted his right leg from the floor and, without pulling away from her, 
placed his knee on the pillow alongside her head.


A second later, he was straddling her nakedly quivering breasts and kneeling 
above her face. He began jerking his loins forward in the age-old motion of 
fucking.


Jill cupped his rock-hard buttocks in the palms of her hands. She liked him 
in this position; it gave her a masochistic pleasure to know that she was 
almost incapable of moving her head in any direction now except up and down 
on that hotly pulsating shaft. She slavered up and down, instinct telling 
her to use her tongue and teeth against the head.


Grant slowly moved his pelvis back and forth so that her lips - like the 
voracious lips of a hot, hairless vagina - slid along the wetly glistening 
trunk. God, he thought in wonderment, nothing has ever felt this good 
before! She obviously was inexperienced in this type of thing, but the heat 
of her softly moistened mouth and the way she used her tongue was absolutely 
fantastic. He'd had blow jobs before from women; with Jill though, it was 
something else - something of a greater dimension. He knew he was going to 
cum soon, already his boiling cauldron of semen was beginning to seek 
avenues of escape. He put both hands on his hips and straightened his 
shoulders so he could look straight down at her as he sawed in and out of 
her eagerly sucking mouth. Her delicate pink lips contrasted with the angry 
blood-infused shaft which pistoned in and out between them.


Jill, lost in a frenzy of delight, was only vaguely aware of his saying, 
"Better stop, or I'm going to cum." She merely sucked harder, wanting to 
taste his sperm, wanting that boiling eruption to flood her mouth. Yet,.. ? 
What would he think about her? Reluctantly, she unfastened her tightly 
ovalled lips from around his desire-throbbing cock. When she looked up at 
him, Matt seemed twenty feet tall - staring down at her as though his head 
were somewhere near the ceiling. He was breathing rapidly, and she could see 
his stomach muscles quivering as he fought for control. She swallowed and 
forced herself to say, "Do you want to cum in my mouth?"


Matt fought a battle within himself. Yes, he wanted to cum in that 
wonderfully sucking mouth, but... at the same time ... he wanted to fuck 
her. Maybe, if she were willing later tonight, they'd get around to other 
ways. Right now, though, there was one thing he wanted more than any other.


"I want to fuck you," he said firmly, then added, "between the legs!"


"Oh, darling. Yes! Then do it now." Jill was amazed that the term of 
endearment was coming from her lips. She abruptly realized there was an 
unfulfilled feeling down in her hotly pulsating vagina; that feeling rapidly 
swept away all other desire. She wanted him deep inside her. she wanted him 
to be a part of her - and her to be part of him - both joined in fucking. 
"Now ... do it now. Fuck me, Matt." she repeated, and opened her legs wide 
to receive him.


Matt put his hands beneath her knees and pushed them back until they were 
against the pillow. Her tight defenseless pussy was revealed beneath him; 
the outer lips a darker than normal color from her intense excitement, the 
inner lips pumping out a viscous lubricant, and the erect little clitoris 
engorged with blood and ready . . . ready .. . ready.


Matt put the head of his wildly throbbing penis against the puckering wet 
opening of her vagina and pushed forward. His pulsating cock-head parted the 
still wet curls of pubic hair and slipped easily down through the two sets 
of sensitive cuntal lips.


"OOOOOhhhh," she crooned, and her eyelids flickered in rapture.


"You like that?" he asked, not really needing assurance, but wanting to hear 
her say it.


"Oh, God! . . . yes. It's beautiful."


Matt pushed in a bit further; he knew he had to take this in easy stages for 
the position was one which would permit him to go at least two inches deeper 
into her. Too rapid an entry would result in pain or injury. When he had 
gotten about three inches inside her, he began slow withdrawal movements 
coupled with tiny, controlled jerking of his cock. He felt a responding 
twitch from her heatedly clasping vaginal walls.


"Ahhh ..." she panted, and tried to rock back and forth on the shaft of 
hardness impaling her between her legs.


Jill could feel his scrotum tingling against her nakedly uplifted buttocks, 
and she reached down and around to fondle his balls with a fevered 
joyousness. Matt had begun moving in and out, and she was sure she had taken 
all he had, not realizing that he was less than five inches into her. She 
could feel the pulsating head of his thickened shaft pressing against her 
sensitive cervix, knocking at the door to her womb. His long hard penis - 
like hot iron had soft feathers - rubbed the rippling walls of her vagina.


"Oooooohhhhh," she wailed, for now he was going even deeper. "You're 
hurting..." she began but then she felt his pubic hair tickling against the 
back of her thighs and knew that he was in as far as he could go. Joyously, 
she realized she had taken all of him; they were a perfect fit. Now his 
movements became masterful, she could feel him in complete command of the 
situation, and so she lay there, grinding her full rounded buttocks around 
in tiny teasing circles, as he pounded in and out of her sensually awakened 
young body.


Her entire belly was afire as her mind screamed out its insane delight. She 
knew she had become a woman. She was really being fucked and she was 
responding as a woman - a hot, tempestuous woman, full of fire for this 
wonderful man.


Matt was aware that she was approaching another explosive orgasm. Her 
nakedly writhing body was fighting him down there; it was as if he had 
hooked into a mighty game fish that was attempting to dislodge the hook. Her 
pelvis jerked and revolved madly, but there wasn't much she could do because 
of the position. It was then Matt decided to hold back his own climax and 
see just how much he could do for her.


He clamped down on his sphincter muscles and began pounding into her with a 
demonic fury, screwing his massively throbbing cock even harder and deeper 
into her tight little cunt until it seemed her battered cervix would be 
dislodged. Her fevered passageways screamed for more, and the interior 
muscles of her madly rippling vagina clasped his plummeting shaft like the 
hungry tentacles of a starving octopus. Her anus clenched and unclenched as 
it seemingly sought to bite and devour his heavily swinging balls as they 
slapped in a ceaseless drum-beat of lust against her upturned buttocks.


Jill tossed her head from side to side, her mouth open laxly, and her eyes 
focused in disbelief at her own knees rocking above her head. "Ohhh ... ohhh 
..." she said, with each mighty shove of his long hard cock into her. It was 
a chant, a liturgy of love, a song whose tempo speeded up as she felt her 
body taking over. "Ohhh ... oohhh ... OHHHh ... Ahhh!"


Suddenly, Jill punched her pelvis up with almost superhuman strength, and 
her legs splayed out until it seemed as if she were splitting herself right 
down the middle. The scream of delight bubbled out of her mouth, "I'm 
cumming... Ohhh . . . AHHHHHHH . . . Aaaalllleeeeee . . . I'm cummmmmmm . . 
. ing!" She groveled beneath him, her fingernails digging long bloody 
furrows down his back before she fell lifeless against the mattress.


Matt slowed his pace to the point where he merely bobbed in and out of her 
like the soft surgings of the tide. He knew he could bring her on again by 
continuing this gentle movement, and so he bided his time. A slow movement, 
gentle partial withdrawal; slow in, pull out. . . slow in . . . pull out.


From somewhere way out beyond the further most planet of her emotional solar 
system, Jill's errant mind began returning to her body. The wild storm that 
had arched through the heavens of her nerves had moved on; now there was 
only the voluptuous, almost hypnotic, movement in and out of her contentedly 
throbbing cunt.


Matt was aware of the returning sensations in her languidly stirring young 
body. Knowing she would soon be cramped by her present position, he released 
her captive thighs and pulled them down alongside his hips. She almost 
immediately lifted her knees and wrapped her long tapered legs around his 
thighs, her knees pressing in tightly against and partially around his 
slowly pumping buttocks.


Jill was groaning - not a sound of pain, but of guttural wonderment - and 
the sound reverberated like an organ note from her throat. Jill couldn't 
believe what was happening to her; she had reached some beautifully high, 
wind-swept plateau - a land of pure sensation! She was cumming again! She 
reached up for his head, pulled his face down to hers and passionately 
kissed him, grinding her tongue into his mouth . . . and then she whispered, 
"I'm . . . cumming."


This time her climax was different - just as powerful and strong, but more 
controlled. She found she could manage it - bring it along - play it and 
make it peak like a musical piece. But, only seconds later, she discovered 
that in reality his hot living shaft was the baton - that he was conducting 
the symphony of sensation - and she was only a player following directions.


"Oooooh, God, Oooooh, God! So wonderful... so goooood!" she sang, feeling 
unwanted tears welling up in her eyes. She wrapped her arms and legs tightly 
around him, and pulled his hairy chest down into the soft voluptuousness of 
her breasts. She discovered that pulling him down against her caused his 
rigidly thick cock to ride higher against her clitoris. .. and a wild 
wantoness was on her again. "I'm cumming . . . again ..." she whimpered, and 
her nakedly orgasming body thrashed beneath his.


Matt knew that in spite of all his control he was nearing the end of his 
efforts. His sperm-laden balls had begun to throb painfully, and suppressed 
excitement had swollen his massive shaft until his urethral opening was 
large enough to take a pencil.


"I'm cumming ..." she screamed, once again, and her pleasure-contorted body 
jerked and twisted as though she were in throes of a seizure. Her face was 
twisted in a wild grimace of lust, and her mouth opened and closed 
ceaselessly as her nostrils flared like an untamed, wildly bucking animal's.


It was time, Matt thought, and he plunged his long throbbing cock up and up, 
deeper and deeper into the squeezing warm cavern beneath him. He let the 
sensations flow up his thick hot shaft where they spread out through the 
scrotum and overflowed into his belly.


Jill's forehead, face, and shoulders glistened with the sheen of sweat. Her 
breasts felt as if they were balloons being pumped full of hot scented air, 
and her vagina and uterus felt as if they were stuffed with thick electric 
eels, all throwing off electric charges . . .,and wiggling up deeper, ever 
deeper, into her innermost femaledom. She knew instinctively that each 
preceding orgasm had been like a higher step on a high diving board, that 
she had reached the top, and now there was a swan dive to be made into the 
warm waters of oblivion. There was nothing that could stop her from making 
the dive, and she knew Matt was suddenly fucking her like a mad man as he 
sought to join her dive.


"Cum with me Matt... cum ..." she pleaded. "Cum with me ... in me ... " She 
wanted him with her because she was giving herself completely to him . .. 
something no man had ever had from her before. "Cum . . . my darling . . . 
please cum . . . !"


And Matt, hearing the words, felt the dam gates slowly opening within him. 
He slid his hands under the wildly pumping cheeks of her ass and cupped them 
tightly - pulling them toward him for greater access to her wide-open and 
pleading cunt. He rammed into her with all his strength - wanting to give 
her everything he had and he could feel the smooth hot flesh of her tight 
little cunt massaging and sucking away at his rapidly expanding cock. He 
fucked into her, driving every last inch of his huge thickened shaft into 
the hot willing hole up between her legs. A cry started within her, and at 
first it sounded like the low moan of the Arctic winds blowing high in the 
heavens; the sound grew in intensity until it was the shriek of a typhoon 
leveling everything before it. "AllIIIIEEEEEEE ... I'M CUMMING!" She 
screamed, and it was the cry of a hawk diving from great heights. Her smokey 
eyes stared, unseeing, at things beyond both of them. Her frantically 
pumping buttocks waved in lewd abandonment from side to side, screwing her 
wildly quivering cunt up and .down crazily on his hard pistoning penis.


The naked young blonde's wildly thrashing body triggered his own climax. He 
could feel the velvet explosion beginning somewhere around the spine and it 
spread rapidly to his balls. Matt increased the intensity of his strokes so 
that his scrotum swung like an iron wrecking ball against the trembling 
walls of her buttocks.


Then he was there; its intensity frightened him for a moment, but he let 
everything go. Her arms had him in a deathlike grip, but he was still able 
to gasp into her open mouth, "I'm cumming . .. " Her words were almost 
incomprehensible when she panted, "Cum in me ... cum . .. dar. . . ling."


Matt heard the whimpering moan from her and her knees flexing and unflexing 
powerfully back against his driving ass, as she sought to assist him. With a 
low moan of ecstasy, he exploded inside her, and the white hot lava of his 
love erupted deep down inside the wetly pulsating depths of her womb.


His cock continued to spurt and throb for almost two minutes, then it 
gradually stilled. Deep inside her, he could feel her muscles loosening, the 
uterine walls deflating, the cervix returning to its normal position, and 
the vaginal lips twitching like the lips of a slowly dying fish. He opened 
his eyes and looked down at the girl; a soft, wondering smile was etched on 
her lips . .. she looked happy, fulfilled! He smiled gently as he watched 
the even rise and fall of her voluptuously ripened breasts at repose. She 
was asleep - so soundly asleep that she didn't even stir when he slowly 
withdrew his deflated penis. It came out with a soft hissing sound and with 
the stopper removed, a torrent of white, expended sperm began to flow like a 
river out of her gaping young cunt.


Matt pulled the spread over her perspiration streaked body. Then, still 
naked, he walked toward the window overlooking the yacht club and stood 
watching the sailboats.


Behind him, he heard Jill stir on the bed. One golden arm had come out from 
beneath the spread, and one delicious mound of breast flesh with its 
inviting little nipple that was uncovered. She was still asleep and 
apparently dreaming now, for there was a tender smile on her face as her 
lips opened partially and she whispered, "Matt.. . darling."


He watched her. She had surprised hell out of him, but his biggest surprise 
had come with his own emotions. It was one thing to want to fuck a woman, 
quite another to feel a need to protect her and to want to share things with 
her. Christ, he was really going to have to watch his step!


* * *


The Empire Room of the Play a d'Ora was crowded when Jill and Matt arrived.


Reservations, plus the fact that they were guests of the hotel, enabled them 
to be seated within ten minutes. Their window table offered a magnificent 
view of the sun setting behind the blue-grey shrouded Channel Islands. The 
English gin arrived in frosted glasses.


Then Matt was left alone with Jill, with only the soft hum of other 
conversation in the background. She looked very female - very beautiful, he 
thought, and then told her so. She smiled softly in answer. Her hair looked 
like a golden waterfall frozen in mid-flight. Her oval face seemed softer, 
her lips fuller, her fine eyes a deeper haze. There was just the faintest 
suggestion of color high on each of her lovely cheeks. That, he was pretty 
sure, had come from his beard stubble during their second round of 
love-making after Jill had awakened. Her inner thighs would be the same 
color ... for the same reason.


Jill, watching the candlelight dance on his face, thought he was the most 
handsome man she had ever known. She told him so; he grinned in reply. She 
couldn't get over how contented she was, how very secure and very complete 
she felt around him. She lifted her glass in a toast, "What shall we drink 
to?"


Matt pursed his lips, then shrugged his shoulders, "To drinking?"


"No, silly. To ... to ... " she closed her eyes, unable to force herself to 
say it. She wanted to say, "To us!" but that would sound possessive.


Matt saved her. "To the rest of the week. May it be as pleasurable as its 
beginning."


She nodded, touched his glass, then drank. She sat back in her chair - 
completely relaxed - and let the sensations wash over her. Every single pore 
of her body was alive and singing. God, she felt so alive! She could spend 
the rest of her life just sitting here, feeling this way. How much of it was 
due to sex and how much of it due to being with Matt, she couldn't say. She 
was pretty sure, though, that the two were inseparable.


By the end of the week, though, she was sure. And, so too, was Matt.


CHAPTER FOUR


With a cold viciousness which would have startled even those who knew him 
well, Victor Rizzi systematically ripped and tore every dress, suit, robe 
and gown filling the closets and chests in the Cleveland Heights apartment 
overlooking Lake Erie. He hurled bottles of perfume, creams and lotions 
against the bathroom's tiled walls. In the living room he jerked pictures 
from their hangings, stamping his heel through glass and frames. With a leg 
broken from a chair, he wrecked the well-stocked bar and tore drapes from 
the windows. He roamed like some enraged ape from room to room, bent only on 
destruction. His eyes were black coals of fury and the normally handsome 
face a contorted mask. He behaved as though everything he touched and ruined 
was the soft yielding body of Jill Foster. There was murder in him and he 
cursed with appalling obscenity, low in tone, terrible in meaning.


His vanity screamed at the incredible outrage. The bitch! Always she had 
made him feel just a little uncomfortable, as though the clothes he wore 
were somehow just not right, his speech coarse, his manners clumsy. Her 
controlled behavior had always put him on the defensive. She remained aloof 
and in complete possession of herself. She had made him unsure of himself, 
although this was something he never admitted. And he, the sucker, had been 
taken in. To him, she had been more than just a private secretary. He had 
taken her with him when he traveled. He had never touched her. He had 
treated her like a lady. There had even been times when he thought about 
marrying her.


The humiliation gnawed at him, and he felt his fingers tighten as though her 
slim throat were grasped in their pressure. And all that time she had played 
him for a sucker. Widow of a pig. A snoopy bitch trying to get the goods on 
him. Shit!


He searched the bar for an unbroken bottle. The floor was littered with 
glass. Finally he found some bourbon in a cabinet. He opened it and drank 
from the bottle, carrying it with him to a chair by the window where he 
could look out upon the lake. The drapes of soft yellow with blue threads 
running through lay in an untidy heap. He kicked them aside.


Where the hell had she gone? Back to Baltimore? New York? Florida? 
California? He permitted himself a small smile, he knew damn well she didn't 
have much money. He took another drink. All of a sudden things had started 
going to hell. He threw the bottle against the opposite wall. He wanted Jill 
Foster and he would find her. Then he would see to it that she would know 
such agony and debasement beyond her wildest imagination. She would crawl, 
scream for mercy, plead for relief, search a faltering and panic-stricken 
mind for escape. He would destroy her honor and pride; the haughtiness with 
which she had always maintained herself.


He felt better now and the thin lips almost smiled. Reaching back to where 
the telephone lay upon the floor near an overturned table he picked it up, 
listened for a moment to the humming tone and then dialed slowly. He needed 
to make but one call. From this the order would be transmitted, fanning out 
through a vast invisible web. The boss wanted something done. Find a girl by 
the name of Jill Foster. Find her and take care of her good.


In a small apartment off El Camino Real Boulevard in Santa Barbara, Jill 
Foster stood at the window listening to the traffic headed for a Sunday's 
outing on the beach or the stretches of sand along the highway which skirted 
the coast all the way to San Francisco. She could hear the rushing sound of 
motors and tires but was not really aware of them. She was deep in thought.


Those thoughts were constantly on Matt as she waited out the lonely period 
until he returned from Mexico. True, it was not as bad as it might have been 
after that week at the Playa d'Oro had dissolved much too quickly. With 
Matt's help she had found the apartment and a job which occupied much of her 
time, but it was not the same without him around. She had found work as a 
hostess in one of the many restaurants in Santa Barbara, which really wasn't 
unpleasant work - taking customers to a table, laying the menus before them, 
supervising the service. The restaurant was within easy walking distance of 
her small apartment and when the place closed at ten o'clock she liked to 
stroll through the pleasant quiet rural atmosphere of the neighborhood even 
though it was part of a relatively large city. She would stop at a corner 
news vendor and buy a late edition of the Los Angeles Times to read with her 
morning coffee. She took this time in her life for what it was, a period of 
stagnation. It would be different when Matt returned. It would be 
incredible, she thought, if she hadn't met him and her life was reduced to 
nothing more than standing by the cashier's desk near the door, a sheaf of 
menus in her hand and a welcome smile on her face.


CHAPTER FIVE


Jill Foster walked homeward in the soft night. Overhead there was a 
sprinkling of stars in the sky. She liked this walk home after the 
confinement of the restaurant. It was quiet and a pleasant feeling of 
solitude enveloped her. A light breeze ruffled through the trees and set the 
leaves trembling. She was conscious of the click of her footsteps on the 
pavement, crisp and assured. It felt good to walk, breathing deeply, lifting 
her face to the sky. She felt curiously young and light-hearted. She turned 
a corner; halfway down the block was her small apartment.


The car was drawn into the shadows, and she could see the figures of a man 
and a girl. The rear door was open, and the girl leaned upon it in a posture 
of misery. As Jill approached she fell to her knees, sobbing uncontrollably. 
The man stooped and was patting her shoulders with clumsy reassurance. Jill 
started to pass. This was none of her business. A quarrel, probably, or a 
girl in the sort of trouble girls sometimes found themselves. Yet the 
kneeling figure was so forlorn, so wretched looking, that she couldn't bring 
herself to ignore her.


"What's wrong? May I help?"


The weeping girl looked up, staring miserably. "Please."


Instinctively, automatically, Jill stepped toward her. The weeping stopped. 
The girl's arms closed about her ankles in a football tackle. The man 
grabbed her, one hand clamped over Jill's mouth to shut off the scream 
already welling in her throat. She was literally thrown headlong into the 
car with her assailant on top of her. She struggled, fighting with a 
desperate terror to free herself. Nothing she did could unlock the 
imprisoning arms and hands. The door slammed shut, striking cruelly at her 
feet, thrusting her legs and knees up in an agonizing fold. She was sprawled 
grotesquely in an awkward bundle on the floor. The man's weight pressed 
against her. She heard the motor start, felt the car roll forward and knew 
there would be no one on the dimly lit street to see what had happened. She 
made a savage attempt to bite at the hand across her mouth but the pressure 
was so relentless her jaws could not move. She felt herself suffocating. 
Then, the man, straddling her almost in a position of copulation, twisted 
her head around. She screamed silently within her throat at the sharp pain. 
For a moment she stared up at an unfamiliar face. The eyes were blank; no 
anger, no compassion, perhaps a touch of amusement. Then he hit her, using 
the side of his open hand like a cleaver to strike just off the point of her 
chin with expert precision. The world became dark, whirling void in which 
she was lost.


It had all happened in no more than a minute.


Some time later, she had no way of knowing how long it was, she clawed her 
way back to a dim consciousness. Her first sensation was one of horror. 
Sitting next to her was one of the ugliest men she had ever seen. Above a 
muscular young body was a fleshy face covered with pock marks set around a 
hawkish nose and eyes that were fathomless black coals. Jill tested her 
mouth and lips. They opened readily but her jaw was filled with an almost 
intolerable pain. She tried her arms and feet and found them surprisingly 
free as she studied the man's emotionless eyes.


Mario Diaz sat in the battered rocking chair that he'd pulled close to 
Jill's bed and stared at the motionless form. Christ but the innocent little 
bitch was built! Just looking at her was enough to make his balls. ache and 
his huge thick cock stiffen and jerk inside his pants. Especially the way 
she was lying now, her magnificently rounded breasts just bursting out of 
the wisp of black lace of the brassiere that set off their snowy whiteness, 
the soft pink flesh of her marvelously curved thighs displayed to him below 
the half-slip that had ridden up practically to her waist. Best of all was 
the glimpse he was getting of the narrow crotch band of black nylon up 
between her limply open legs that had parted slightly in unconsciousness. 
God, it didn't even cover completely her pink little pussy, and Mario stared 
with lewd pleasure at the thin golden patch of pubic fleece there. It sent a 
dull pounding ache coursing the length of his long rigid penis. God but he'd 
like to have his painfully throbbing prick up in her right now, ram it deep 
inside her time after time while she moaned and thrashed and bucked under 
him. And begged for more, too! By God, that would be half the fun, to hear 
this stuck up little bitch actually begging for more.


But the rule, Mario reflected morosely, was strictly hands off. No damaged 
goods. That was the rule and Mario was going to obey it, just because he 
knew what was good for him. Still, he sighed at the golden opportunity 
denied him, then consoled himself with the knowledge that such abstinence, 
such chastity was in a good cause. He would give almost anything to Victor 
Rizzi, but he was not ready yet to give him his life. But he wished the hell 
she wouldn't tempt him so.


Jill stirred. She wasn't sure where she was, or who was sitting there next 
to her by the bed. But his intentions were unmistakable. His lecherous eyes 
crawled over her like dirty little cockroaches, and she wanted to brush the 
terror off her body. With an angry gesture, she pulled her thin half-slip 
down over her naked thighs, wondering where her clothes were as she shot the 
horrible young man a withering look and saw with disgust the massive bulge 
under his trousers. She turned away in revulsion. When finally she turned 
back the lewd eyes were obscenely feasting on her body. "Do you have to sit 
there and stare at me like that?" she spat at him. When he didn't answer she 
slipped to the side of the bed and hesitantly stood up. "Where am I?" He 
still didn't answer. She crossed the room gingerly. Mario leered at her 
lusciously rounded ass-cheeks, quivering provocatively as she walked. He 
sucked in his breath with an obscene panting sound, then let out a long, low 
whistle, Jill spun around and glared at him. A cry that was half rage, half 
shame escaped her tightly pursed lips. "You're rotten! Just rotten!" She 
paused as her mind whirled, trying to digest the situation she was in, then 
continued. "Who are you? Who sent you? Victor Rizzi?"


"Name's Mario, but everybody calls me Dimples," he answered finally.


"Dimples?" she repeated questioningly. "That's a stupid name for a... a thug 
... a ... " her voice became shrill, turned to a scream of fury "... a 
kidnapper!"


Dimples leapt to his feet and strode across the room. He seized Jill by her 
shoulders and his nails dug cruelly into the soft, tender flesh as he shook 
her savagely. "Nobody calls me stupid!" he spat. Jill squirmed and writhed, 
trying to escape his powerful hands, but he held her tight. She threw her 
head back, and spoke with an hysterical laugh. "Oh, you're so big and strong 
and brave, aren't you? Just like your boss!" she taunted him.


Dimples pushed her away from him, holding her at arms length. When he spoke 
his voice was cold and cruel. "Okay Miss High-and-Mighty. You've had it!"


"What do you mean?" Jill asked with a sudden fear that she had overstepped 
her bounds.


Dimples held her, motionless, at arm's length, and stared insolently into 
her small frightened face. "I mean I want you. Now! And I'm going to have 
you. Now!" He gave her a shove that sent her hurling across the room. She 
stumbled and fell against the bed. With one gigantic stride, Dimples was 
beside her, clutching her by the shoulder again, pulling her to her feet. 
"I'm going to fuck you," he said, "like you've never been fucked before." He 
gave a short laugh, his lips curled back evilly over his cruel, sharp teeth.


His hands shot out, seizing the fragile nylon material of her panties and 
slip at the same time. With one swift motion, he ripped the clothes from 
her, letting them fall to the floor. His hand shot out again; this time he 
tore the frail fabric of her brassiere from her fearfully heaving breasts, 
wadded it into a ball and tossed it across the room.


Holding the panic-stricken girl by one hand now, he struggled out of his own 
clothes. His shirt came first, joining Jill's brassiere in the middle of the 
floor. Quickly, deftly, he unbuckled his belt, then unzipped his pants, 
easing them and his cotton under shorts down over his hips. His massive, 
rock-hard cock sprang free, stiff as a pole, its bulbously swollen head 
oozing tiny drops of excited lubricating fluid. Jill gasped in terror. Good 
Lord, it was the hugest thing she had ever seen. Would he really try to put 
that thing in her? Oh, no! He couldn't. It wouldn't fit! He would kill her, 
she thought, ripping into her tender flesh, tearing it to bits the way he'd 
ripped her clothes.


Dimples followed her gaze downward as she stood, mesmerized by his huge 
jutting penis. "What's the matter?" he asked with an arrogant sneer. 
"Haven't you ever seen a real man's cock before?"


Jill stiffened as his hand slid down over her stomach to the gentle mound of 
her pelvis, then slipped between her legs to slowly crawl along the 
sensitive skin of her inner thigh. She gasped, struggling to free herself 
from his lecherous, stroking fingers; but even as she did so, a tiny warming 
spark of unwanted pleasure burst forth in between her legs. Huge wet tears 
rose to her eyes and cascaded down her face.


She began to plead pitifully with Dimples. "Don't do this to me, please. 
Please. Ill do anything . . . ANYTHING ... if only you'll let me go. I won't 
tell anyone ... I won't..." she buried her face in her hands, sobbing. "Oh 
my God! Please let me go!"


Dimples gave her a look of withering contempt as he shoved her naked body 
back to the bed, then forced her down upon it. In a moment he was on his 
knees, over her defenselessly trembling form, his cruel eyes filled with 
lust, his mouth twisted sadistically.


"I'll do anything," Jill whimpered. " . .. anything ..." her voice trailed 
off as the utter hopelessness of her situation sank in. There was nothing 
she could do, she knew, and tears, fresh and abundant, flowed down her pale 
cheeks now.


Wide-eyed, paralyzed with fear, she watched him straddle her nakedly 
quivering breasts, pinning her arms to her sides with his knees and saw the 
blood-fattened head of his huge penis thrust forward to press wetly against 
her tightly clenched lips.


He grinned lewdly and with his thumb and forefinger reached down and pinched 
the nostrils of her finely chiseled little nose tightly together until she 
couldn't breathe.


"Mmmmmmmmph! Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmph!" Jill groaned desperately, trying to hold 
her breath as long as she could so she wouldn't be forced to open her mouth.


"Come on, baby, open up and get a little fresh air... and a big bite of 
cock!" he laughed cruelly, watching her desperately twisting face slowly 
turning a bright crimson from the desperate struggle not to breathe.


And finally, her lungs searing from lack of oxygen, her whitened lips popped 
open wide, sucking in great gulps of long-denied air.


"Oh no, now baby wants to milk a little cock!" Dimples mocked above her and 
then shoved his hotly pulsating shaft into her helplessly gasping mouth, 
ramming it down deep inside, until it seemed to brush all the way back 
against her open throat. The captive young blonde gagged and fought wildly 
to expel the rock-hard member that filled her mouth so cruelly, so 
unnaturally. She moved her head from side to side, struggling helplessly 
gasping for breath. My God! She would suffocate . .. she couldn't breathe . 
. . she would die!


Viciously, Dimples grasped her head in both hands and pulled it forward, as 
she broke free just long enough to suck in more of the cool fresh air, 
filling her lungs, panting with relief. Then the triumphantly grinning young 
man's lust-hardened pole sank deep into her mouth again ... in ... in .. . 
until the throbbing hot tip of it was brushing against her tonsils. . . and 
his wiry, pubic hair grazed and tickled Jill's lips, while his sperm-filled 
balls slapped lewdly down against her chin. Now he began to fuck in and out 
of her widely ovalled mouth with long, quick strokes; and Jill fighting 
revulsion, began to feel a whirling tide of masochistic defeat combines with 
unwanted passion rising in her that took possession of her body, leaving her 
helpless to fight against this obscene defiling of her cock-stretched lips. 
With an overpowering sense of shame she felt her own sticky moistness 
seeping between her now wide-spread legs, felt the warmth of it suddenly 
hotly flooding her pulsing pussy, felt the undeniable ache and throb of 
desire down there between her legs.


A sudden, alien sound startled her, and her eyelids fluttered open. She 
uttered a muffled cry as she saw the girl who had helped abduct her standing 
near the bed. A lewd, lascivious grin was spread across the young girl's 
face and her eyes burned with a look of hungering lust.


Without breaking the rhythm of his wildly sawing cock Dimples turned his 
head and snapped, "What the hell do you want Stella?"


"Just what you're getting," she answered coolly, reaching down to fondle the 
silk-soft golden strands of Jill's nakedly cringing pubic mound. "Just what 
you're getting ... a piece of the action!"


Jill moaned faintly around the thick pistoning cock in her mouth, then 
collapsed back in defeat as Stella suddenly bent forward, moving her head 
down to the trembling white flesh of Jill's thighs. The young girl began to 
kiss the tender skin there, making the sensitive nerve ends quiver with a 
strange, unwanted excitement. Jill moaned again and stiffened as Stella 
forced her legs apart. A moment later, the girl's hungrily kissing lips 
wandered to the tingling little triangle up between her thighs. The hot wet 
kisses moved down, searching out the fleshy layers of Jill's vagina. The 
young girl's moistly pointed tongue licked slowly and hotly at the pulsating 
moist orifice, then explored the narrow, hair-lined passage until it found 
the tiny coral bud of Jill's clitoris.


The tantalizing touch of the younger girl's tongue sent new waves of 
forbidden ecstasy crashing through Jill's nakedly receptive body, while her 
brain reeled with a dull horror at what was happening. God but it was 
wonderful! she thought, and yet she found herself longing to fight off this 
further obscenity, this further assault against her once-pure body. Yet she 
was powerless under the delicious ravishment of her shamelessly aroused body 
and could only mewl with muffled pleasure as she submitted to the 
overpowering sexual stimulation coming from the long hard cock ramming in 
and out of her wide-stretched mouth and the gentle caresses of the wetly 
licking tongue up between her legs.


Wicked and evil though it was, it was wonderful, too, and she abandoned 
herself to the wanton delight of the lewd act she was performing as well, 
running her tongue shamelessly back and forth over the ' sensitive surface 
of Dimple's hotly throbbing cock, teasing the tiny slit in its tip, licking 
the drops of sticky fluid that oozed from it, tasting it, savoring it as he 
jerked his hips forward and fucked deep down inside the saliva-filled warm 
cavern of her mouth. His massively thick penis throbbed against her ovalled 
wet lips like a heart-beat as Dimples rested for a minute to feel the over 
powering sensations of her soft warm mouth, then partially withdrew before 
plunging in again.


Now Jill's passion-distorted brain brushed aside all rational thought, all 
conscious knowledge of her slavish acceptance of her lewd position, and gave 
herself up completely to the ecstasy of being fucked in the mouth and having 
her hotly pulsing pussy licked at the same time. She lay still, 
concentrating on the sensations, thrilling to the crescendo of hot 
excitement that rose almost to the bursting point in her now drenched, 
wildly palpitating pussy. So intent was she, that the sound of several 
people entering the room made no impression on her. The trio, an older woman 
and two men, one young the other middle-aged, stood quietly and watched the 
doubly debased girl writhe in helpless, submissive passion.


Madly, insanely now, she sucked on the thick pistoning cock in her mouth; 
her cheeks of their own volition, contracting, tightening around the long 
fleshy staff that moved in and out between her tightly pursed lips like a 
well-oiled drill. And then, suddenly, Dimples' nakedly powerful body above 
her was seized with a violent, wild spasm, and his abruptly jerking penis 
sent a thick stream of milky white sperm gushing into her tightly locked 
mouth, welling up and over her fully pursed young lips like a cascading 
fountain of half whipped cream. Jill gulped to swallow every hot drop, her 
throat constricting and relaxing alternately, hungrily, like a famished 
child sucking at its mother's breast. Close to satiation, her brain deranged 
with passion, she mindlessly licked and swished her tongue around the now 
slowly deflating penis, clinging possessively to its long thickness with her 
elastically ovalled lips in a last desperate effort to prolong the joy for 
yet another instant. At last the young man pulled away from her mouth with a 
wet, sucking sound, and reeled backwards, a thin, glistening strand of his 
sperm following him away and across the firmly rounded mounds of her naked 
breasts as Stella's long, pointed tongue fucked in and out of Jill's wildly 
clasping cunt.


Each quickening stroke of that quivering wet tongue ignited a new flame of 
rising passion that seared Jill's tingling young cunt, spreading to her 
quivering belly, shooting high up through her body to lick at her tender, 
sensitized breasts. She seemed possessed by an insane passion that blotted 
out all but the ecstatic pleasure of the young girl's hard driving tongue 
thrust again and again, ramming deep inside her frantically clasping cunt 
like a miniature penis. Suddenly Jill jerked and lurched, and a wet sticky 
fluid gushed forth from the walls of her hotly clinging vagina. She writhed 
and churned wildly as her eyelids flew open to the unbelievable sight of the 
younger girl's hand pumping voraciously into her own cuntal passage beneath 
her dress. Almost simultaneously, both girls began a weird, rhythmical 
incantation. "OoooooOOH! ooooooooOOOOO O O H H !!! I'm cummmMMIINNGG!! I'MMM 
CUUMMMIIIINNNNNGGGG!!!!!!!!!!"


Jill felt her own lust tormented vagina expanding in an agonizing spasm; the 
quaking wet walls of her womb seemed to explode outward, and the hotly 
churning liquid raced the full length of her dilated pussy, gushing forth 
into the passion-opened mouth of the younger girl and trickled in shining 
rivulets down Jill's madly twitching cuntal lips and beyond, into the soft 
whiteness of her thighs. With a loud sigh, Stella collapsed on Jill's 
voluptuously curved body which had already gone limp from exhaustion.


Jill lay still, thrilling to the numbing crescendo of forbidden pleasure 
that swept over her. So intent was she that the sound of quiet laughter made 
little impression on her. It was only when a gruff voice barked out "Shut 
up," breaking the silence, that she remembered where she was and how she 
came to be there.


Jill raised her head, recognizing the harsh voice with a cry of fear. "No. 
NO!" she whimpered at the cruelly leering face of the middle-aged man and 
his two companions - the younger man who had clipped her on the chin in the 
car, and a middle-aged woman who had the build of a wrestler and, Jill 
thought hysterically, looked like Yogi Berra.


"Yes, yes," Victor Rizzi mocked, striding briskly across the room to the 
bed. With one vicious gesture, he yanked Stella from her position above 
Jill's nakedly trembling thighs, tossing the young girl to the floor as if 
she were a crumpled, discarded bit of paper. "GOD DAMN IT! I TOLD YOU I 
DIDN'T WANT HER TOUCHED!" he screamed, propelling a fear-stricken Dimples 
toward the room's only door. Secretly Victor had enjoyed the debasing he had 
just witnessed, but he was not about to allow these four pieces of shit to 
disobey his orders. "Get your ass outside and keep your eyes open," he 
hurled at the retreating figure of Dimples. "And keep your pecker in your 
pants! You'll get to make good use of it later," he spat sarcastically, then 
turned to the frightened girl on the bed, grinning maliciously. "Now it's 
time to make this pig's wife do a little crawling," he concluded with an 
arrogant sneer.


Jill stared into the cruel face, cowering her nakedness down against the 
mattress as if she might somehow burrow into it and hide herself. She closed 
her eyes and felt the tears oozing from under her eyelids and coursed down 
her cheeks. Blinded, she groped for something to cover herself. There was 
nothing. God, if there was only something to cover her, shield her 
defenselessly naked body from Victor Rizzi's lust and anger filled eyes that 
bored into her like bits of tempered steel.


A sudden movement startled her, and her eyelids fluttered open. She uttered 
a shrill, half-muffled cry as she saw Rizzi standing only inches from her 
head. He gave a short laugh, then with a sudden movement jerked his zippered 
fly open. A second later he reached in to bring his rigidly pulsating cock 
close to her mouth. "Suck it," he demanded lewdly, while the helpless young 
woman cringed as if she had been struck with a closed fist.


"Suck it," he repeated sternly.


Wide-eyed, paralyzed with fear, Jill's crazed mind screamed for help, for a 
way out of this terrible situation. Her eyes closed once again as she sought 
vainly for an answer. Suddenly it came to her, a single word, and she began 
to repeat it to herself, over and over again: Matt. . . Matt. . . Matt.. .


CHAPTER SIX


Matt Grant stood quietly among the grove of orange trees not a hundred yards 
from the ranch house, puffing steadily on the cigarette shielded in his 
cupped palms. He would have liked a good strong belt of bourbon to ease the 
early morning chill that clutched at his stiffening body through the thin 
coat. But it was impossible. Instead, he forced his thoughts back to a more 
immediate problem, letting all the pertinent facts fall into their 
respective places as he went over them for what seemed the dozenth time.


He had lain on the too-short sofa in Jill's small apartment, smoking and a 
drink at his elbow, waiting patiently for her to come home. He had wanted to 
surprise her so he had not gone to the restaurant. When she had not arrived 
by ten-thirty he had called and discovered that she had left the restaurant 
on time as usual.


He had taken the car, then, and traced the route she took on her walk home. 
Nothing! Returning, finally, to the apartment, he had placed a call to the 
Bureau in Los Angeles and learned to his horror that Victor Rizzi had 
arrived at Los Angeles International some twenty minutes before. Rizzi was 
being tailed, and he was told to stay put until they notified him of Rizzi's 
destination.


It had been a long wait - a pack of cigarettes and five drinks worth. When 
the call finally came it was not what he expected - he was right back where 
he had been before. Rizzi's car had eluded the tail somewhere near Ojai. 
Additional units, plus the local sheriffs office and Highway Patrol were 
combing the area, but nothing had turned up yet. The voice on the phone was 
still droning on when he slammed the receiver down. The drive to Ojai was 
more like a flight, and when he arrived it all seemed unnecessary, for he 
still didn't know where to begin to search. Slowly, meticulously, he combed 
the back roads of the county, leaving the town and the highways to the men 
who were more familiar with them. With only a description of the car as his 
single clue, he searched for over two hours, until shortly after three A.M., 
he had found the ranch house among the orange trees - and the black 
limousine.


Now, afraid that Rizzi might slip away if he went for help, Matt quietly 
waited for it. There was no way of knowing how many men were in the rambling 
old house, but he had to try. There were at least three, of that he was 
almost certain. There was Rizzi, his chauffeur from the airport, and at 
least one person to watch over Jill... if they had grabbed her. There could 
be more. He hoped not.


Slowly, then, he began to creep toward the house, using the orange trees for 
cover wherever possible. The going was made more difficult by the nearly 
full moon which illuminated the bare ground around the house for over 
seventy-five feet in all directions. He skirted the entire house from a 
distance and still had no idea in which room Jill was being held, for all 
the windows in the rather large house showed light to one degree or another. 
He would just have to take his chances. Deciding to use the back door, he 
crept ever closer to it, and heard the sound of a male voice, loud, angry, 
just off to the left of the door. Detouring for a moment, he moved in that 
direction, in hopes that he might glimpse a view of the room, its occupants, 
and a general idea as to the layout of the house itself. He reached the 
window, slowly inched his fingers along its sash, and cautiously peered 
through. What he saw occupied his thoughts for only a moment. Jill was lying 
on a bed, naked, with Victor Rizzi's long white cock sawing into her mouth. 
Rizzi had raised his hand to slap her with an open palm, but for some 
strange reason the sound of the blow came to him before it was delivered, 
like an old movie with its sound track ahead of the action. The sound, had 
not been that of vicious Rizzi, but the loud thud that had caught him just 
below the ear, Matt realized for only an instant as he slumped toward the 
cold ground.


* * *


"Hey boss. We've got a visitor," Dimples exclaimed, breathlessly, bursting 
into the room just as Jill received the second load of hot spurting sperm 
down her gullet in fifteen minutes.


A barely satiated Victor Rizzi turned in anger toward the huge ox who stood 
in the doorway, arms dangling like a gigantic ape, and retorted, "You stupid 
fucking slob, can't you ever do what your told. You're suppose to be 
outside!" "But... but I was. That's what I'm trying to tell you. I was 
outside and this dude comes creeping up to the house, so I bopped 'em," he 
said, satisfied with his achievement.


"What? You mean there was someone outside?" It seemed incredulous to Rizzi. 
"Where? Show me," he said, stuffing his deflating, sperm-dripping penis back 
in his pants and zipping them.


* * *


When Matt Grant finally clawed his way back to awareness the things which 
greeted his eyes made him wish he were still unconscious. His wrists and 
ankles had been securely tied to a heavy straight-backed chair and only his 
aching head was free to move. The room in which he was being held was the 
one he had seen through the window. Starting with Victor Rizzi seated across 
from him, his trained eyes took in every detail of the small room; a 
muscular hood stood near the door with his arms folded, while a young girl 
and middle-aged woman were straightening up from the bed where Jill lay.


"What the hell are you doing to her?" Matt asked, as he struggled futilely 
at the bonds that held him securely.


"There's no reason to get excited," Victor Rizzi answered. "It was my wish 
that the young lady enjoy herself. No cause for alarm, Mr. Grant, she has 
just been given an injection, another small dose of hashish oil. .. her 
second tonight, and she responded so favorably to the first that we decided 
to increase the dosage. Administered to the blood stream it has an immediate 
effect that will last for several hours and then vanish with no ill 
effects," he continued with a charming smile.


"You slimy pig," Matt spat. "You'll never get away with this, Rizzi."


"Ah, but I shall, Mr. Grant, I shall. I have made elaborate plans that will 
completely exonerate our activities here. Besides, you see, we've checked 
the grounds and discovered that you are quite alone. However, there is one 
thing that puzzles me. How did you come to find me?"


Matt Grant sat silently. "Now, now, Mr. Grant... do you mind if I call you 
Matt? ... I feel that I know you well. Now, then, Matt, it will be much 
easier if you cooperate. It will be especially easier on Mrs. Foster."


"You leave her alone!"


"You have the positions reversed, Matt. I am in command here, not you." His 
voice took on a sterner quality. "I'll ask you just once more. How did you 
find this place?"


Still no answer.


"Very well then," Rizzi continued, "you leave me no choice." He turned 
toward the bed. "Stella!" Go relieve Dimples. And keep a sharp watch."


Without a word the young girl left the room. In a few moments the muscular 
youth appeared.


"Now, then, Matt. For one last time I ask you to reconsider. Jill will be 
especially unhappy about this decision of yours."


"What do you mean?"


"How do you think she's going to feel when we start in?"


"Start in?"


"Yes. I promised myself that Jill was going to pay for her indiscretions." 
His voice turned cruel as he stared into Matt's questioning eyes. "She is 
going to be debased beyond her or your wildest dreams. She will not be aware 
of it immediately, of course, but you will. You are going to sit there and 
watch me destroy this little bitch for thinking she could double cross 
Victor Rizzi."


Matt turned pale and clenched his fists. "You can't frighten me that way," 
he said.


"Not now, of course," Rizzi said. "But a little later - when you hear her 
screams - then, of course, you might become a little nervous." He smiled 
sadistically. "We'll go easy at first. But then ..." he let his voice trail 
off.


"You bastard!" Matt shouted.


Rizzi shook a warning finger at him. "You said we couldn't frighten you," he 
said, in feigned surprise. "But if you're going to yell when we only talk 
about degrading the young lady, what are you going to do when we actually 
start in on her?"


Matt restrained himself, refusing to be taunted.


"But you mustn't worry," the gangster continued. "We'll only scare Jill 
where it won't be generally seen. You know, in her mind. Where she can 
remember it for the rest of her life. Of course, though," he said, 
reflecting on his words, "there will be some lasting physical marks." He 
leaned forward, his black eyes boring into Matt's. "Marks that only she will 
be aware of. Stretch marks. A forever stretched cunt!" Without taking his 
eyes from the bound law enforcement officer he addressed Dimples. "Show him 
your weapon Dimples."


The muscular youth responded immediately, unzipping his fly and extracting 
his limp penis which even in that state was larger than most when fully 
erect. Slowly he began to stroke the massive shaft of flesh, and it 
responded immediately to his manipulations, swelling and rising, until it 
stood out from his body like a large limb on a small tree.


Matt, who had never felt in the least inadequate with the size of his own 
organ, gasped in disbelief at the now fully erect penis. Its very size he 
knew, would tear Jill horribly, scarring her tender young flesh forever, 
etching her brain for life with its painful entry. In rage, Matt struggled 
against his bonds, trying to get at the noxious underworld figure sitting 
across from him. "You bastard!" Matt spat again. "You slimy, filthy 
bastard!"


In response, Victor Rizzi grinned and motioned to Dimples to begin, shifting 
his chair in order to watch both the girl on the bed and the totally 
helpless Treasury Agent in the chair.


Jill looked up with a start of pleasure when Dimples leaned over her, 
roughly forced her legs apart and moved one big hand down to trace the 
length of her hair-lined cuntal furrow.


Matt, watching a few feet away, let out a bellow that sounded like that of a 
wounded bull, and made another futile attempt to free himself.


On the bed, Jill rolled her eyes up at Dimples. He was such a beautiful 
young man, she thought. Her eyes slowly traveled around the room, taking in 
the faces that all seemed to be directed toward her. There was Victor, and 
Angie, and Emma, and . .. and even Matt. They were all such beautiful 
people. She smiled crookedly at the pock-marked face above her, squinting to 
focus on it. "Hi," she said, grinning widely.


"Hi," Dimples grunted, waving his hand.


Jill squinted dreamily at the others. Matt was here too. How marvelous! 
Everything was wonderful. She returned her gaze to Dimples. "Hi," she 
repeated the word coming out slowly, sensually.


In answer, Dimples placed his hands on the young naked girl's ripely 
upthrust breast, pressing his thumbs and forefingers against the tiny little 
buds of her nipples, rolling them into a taut erection. He felt his 
painfully throbbing cock jerk inside his pants as he anticipated the 
pleasure in store for him.


His hands roved down Jill's lushly naked body, caressing the firm flesh of 
her gently swelling belly, moving on to explore the mass of golden, sparsely 
curling pubic fleece up between her legs. Jill, transfixed in her drugged 
haze, felt a rising tide of passion surging through her at the delicious 
touch of the young man's fingers. Tingling with excitement, she sat up, 
mouth hanging open expectantly, and positioned herself on all fours on the 
edge of the bed. Her nakedly gleaming ass waved in invitation. In an 
instant, Dimples was on his knees beside her stroking her firm-fleshed 
thighs again, running his hands down the outside of them, over them, 
spreading them apart in a slow, methodical movement and finally moving his 
hands up and down the tender flesh of her inner thighs.


Jill whimpered in ecstasy, and then drew her legs together in shocked 
surprise as the morning air blew coolly across her wetly throbbing vaginal 
slit. Now Dimples' hand slipped closer to her pinkly glistening pussy, 
gently parting the sensitive fleece-lined cuntal lips while Jill closed her 
eyes and gasped with pleasure. She felt the surging desire flowing through 
her entire body, but converging there up between her legs was a wild 
throbbing sensation that was beyond her control, a desire that turned her 
narrow cuntal passage into a hot seeping cavern of moistness. She groaned 
softly, lifted her feet up, and placed heels far apart on the edge of the 
bed to present the whole of her naked pussy to all the lewdly gaping eyes.


Dimples' finger wormed tenderly into the heated pink wetness, and Jill's 
entire being tingled. He probed deeper, first fingering the fleshy lips, 
then withdrawing to find the hard, taut bud of her clitoris. He gently 
stroked that, too, until she responded with a sudden little spasm of pure 
delight and a sensuous grinding of her buttocks that was visible to all the 
onlookers.


She remembered them in some dim way, their faces merging with the bright 
colors and sweet sounds which were the setting for the marvelous sensations 
she felt, and turned her head to see Matt.


She loved him so much, she knew. But he seemed angry. Now why would he be 
angry? She searched her befuddled brain for an answer, but was unable to 
find one. Jill brushed the question aside, lying nakedly back now, as 
Dimples' finger eased gently into her cunt, probing deeper and deeper into 
her moistly welcoming vaginal cavern. She moaned and tossed beneath him, 
then with a sudden movement threw her arms up around his neck as she began 
to wildly rotate her hips against his outstretched finger.


She caught the sight of Matt's face again, bright red now with fury, with 
hatred, with disgrace. I'll make it up to him, she promised herself. I'll 
explain. And hell understand. Oh, yes, he'll understand. And we'll do this 
together, and Matt will know how wonderful it is, and he'll understand, and 
he won't be angry with me any more, and he'll feel just the way I do . . . 
just the way I do, she thought through the dim haze of her hashish aroused 
passion.


Jill held Dimples closer to her, but there was something wrong - something 
awfully wrong! She didn't know what it was at first and then it dawned on 
her that his body, which should have been smooth and glistening and warm was 
for some reason rough and irritating. She felt it again. He was rough and 
irritating and somehow dry and uncomfortable. She focused her eyes on him, 
puzzled, and then it dawned on her that he was still fully clothed. He 
shouldn't be doing that, she was sure. It spoiled the fun. She began to rip 
the buttons of his shirt, but when her limp fingers slid around them, she 
reached for the zipper on his pants. She found, instead, his already erect 
penis.


Clasping her fingers around the young man's long blood-swollen cock, she 
massaged it gently, moving the foreskin back and forth, back and forth, 
until his hardness grew stronger springing into a separate living thing, she 
thought in her drug dazed reverie. She gazed at it, admiring its gigantic 
size and its now rock-hard rigidity, staring unblinkingly at the small hole 
that was like an eye at the very tip of his penis.


"Oooooh!" she moaned, falling back on the bed, her legs spread wide, her 
heels splayed out over the sides of it, "Oooooh, Dimples!"


With a quick twist of his wrist, he pulled his shirt off, unbuckled his belt 
and let his pants slip down. He'd been kneeling, but now he stood, leaning 
over Jill lying limp and waiting on the mattress. "What do you want me to 
do, baby?" he asked coldly.


"Ooooh," she moaned. "Ooooh .. . you know!"


"No, I don't."


"Yes, you do!"


"Tell me," he ordered.


"I want you to fuck me," Jill said, all inhibitions wiped away by the 
exhilarating effect of the hashish. "I want you to fuck me.


Dimples shot a quick, evil glance at Matt, who watched the scene in complete 
and utter shock. "Say it again," he ordered her, twisting the emotional 
knife one more time. "Say it loud so Mister Grant can hear you."


Matt wanted to hear her say it, Jill thought. But of course she would for 
him. She would do anything to make him happy. She would make him ever so 
happy when that time came. But now she would make him happy by saying it 
again. "Fuck me," she said in a low, passion-thickened voice. "Fuck me!" She 
heard a yell that sounded as if it came from Matt, but she couldn't 
understand why he would be shouting when she was doing what he wanted her 
to. Soon his voice died away and she forgot about it as Dimples, kneeling 
eagerly between her open thighs, used the thick, bulbous head of his penis 
to part the wetly glistening lips of her vagina, leaving the excited little 
cuntal mouth up between her legs completely open to him. Then, she felt his 
heatedly pulsating shaft slip along the entire length of her vaginal furrow 
where it teasingly parted the softly curling strands of her pubic hair and 
pushed against her overly sensitive clitoris. A jolt of pleasure shot 
through her. "Oh . . . ahhhhhh!"


Dimples' hands closed around the tops of her thighs, gripping them tightly, 
and his fingers dug harshly into her soft flesh. "Put it in," he ordered.


"I'm .. . I'm afraid. It's going to hurt," she groaned helplessly.


"Put it in!" His words snapped out like a cat-o'-nine-tails, and she 
flinched as though he had actually struck her.


Jill groaned piteously as she felt his brutal fingers digging even deeper 
into her sensitive flesh. She couldn't stand pain like that and her own 
burning need. In desperation, she reached back between her legs and found 
his hotly throbbing hardness. It was so massive that it seemed as though she 
couldn't possibly wrap her fingers around it. But with that first touch of 
her hands on his living, pulsating flesh, she knew she had to have it inside 
her. He was going to impale her; she knew it would hurt. He would split her. 
She would die. And yet... strangely ... masochistically ... she welcomed 
this death. Just fuck me, she thought, and then tearfully pressed his huge 
bulbous cock-head at the defenseless little opening of her vagina. The huge 
youth smiled out at the spectators as he felt her trembling hand place his 
cock at the wetly puckering opening to her womb. He began a slow prodding 
against the elastic opening, feeling the softly yielding lips parting to 
accommodate him. Then the huge head was through the first layer of warm, 
all-enveloping wet flesh and attempting to force its way inside the tight 
restricting ring of cuntal muscle that jealously guarded the entrance to her 
deeper vaginal passage.


"Aaaaaggghhhh," she groaned, panting in pain. "You're hurting me. Stop for a 
minute ... please."


Now, though, with the feel of her warmly clasping pussy giving way before 
him, Dimples no longer felt any tenderness or inclination for mercy. He 
wanted to be inside her - all the way. He needed to be. He wanted to fuck 
her, had to fuck her! And the heat of animal desire suddenly shorted out all 
restraint in him. He took a tighter hold on her thighs and then lunged 
forward, while at the same time pulling her buttocks back toward him.


"Aaaaaaaggggghhhhhhh," it was a shrill scream of agony from Jill, as she 
felt his long thick cock slam through the hotly throbbing barriers of her 
cunt, ramming deeper, far deeper than she had ever been penetrated before. 
She was being split apart - ripped asunder! She even thought she could feel 
her protesting stomach muscles being ripped from their anchoring tendons. 
Another scream gurgled from her throat, but this was hashish-induced and 
sounded like the wild scream of exaltation of a mating cat.


Jul struggled vainly as she dug her buttocks into the mattress and lunging 
sideways in an effort to escape the brutal impalement. The giant pulsating 
penis was like some huge diamond-headed drill boring deep into the 
subterranean areas of her belly. She could swear it was in so far that it 
must be lodged up between her breasts. Her stretched-to-capacity cuntal 
walls were searing blazes of agony from the invading shaft of muscle and 
flesh.


Jul attempted once more to struggle loose, but all her efforts were futile, 
and she realized he had actually skewered her, impaled her on the end of his 
rock-hard cock like some helpless laboratory specimen on a mounting board.


She has an absolutely incredible little cunt, Dimples thought with delight. 
It was tight; the tightest he had in many years, but it was all velvet and 
heat in there. A proud pussy, with reason to be proud. She had deep muscles 
that were working on him now, even though she was still moaning and groaning 
in pain. It was a wonderful sensation, and if he didn't watch himself he 
would go out of his mind. Her wetly clinging pussy lips clutched and 
caressed the thickness of his cock, moving like an expensive, 
butter-slickened suede glove - or a warm wet chamois cloth around the full 
length of his hardened manhood. And because she would make him cum this way 
- without his moving at all - Dimples decided he had better start the fuck 
show right now or Rizzi, watching from across the room, would think he was a 
rabbit who couldn't hold back.


The subserviently kneeling young girl gradually became aware that Dimples 
was beginning to rock rhythmically and gently in and out of the soft 
confines of her hideously stretched vagina. The pain was fading now, and she 
began to feel once more the buildup of pleasure. Her breath became more 
shallow, and it rasped in her throat.


"Go on ... darling ... go on. I love it." she groaned her ass sensually back 
against him.


Dimples heard her words and a feeling of supreme power and achievement swept 
over him. He knew now that she was responding to his hotly pulsating cock as 
he fucked in and out with long, steady strokes that had all the accuracy of 
a torpedo speeding silently through the warm vaginal seas.


Little explosive sounds of delight began coming from Jill's lips with each 
inward thrust of that implacable shaft of hard flesh. She could feel her 
sensually aroused body responding to him, could feel muscles and tendons and 
nerves all working in unison to bring him pleasure and her relief. She 
spread her thighs even wider, feeling her knees scraping against the wool 
blanket. She could feel everything about him now. The prurient little throbs 
his pulsing cock's head made, the twitching, his pubic hair pressed tight 
against her thighs. Suddenly she dropped from her elbows to one shoulder on 
the bed, lifting her firmly rounded young ass up higher in an obscene 
offering of lust. Deep, deep inside of her, the spongy hot head of his penis 
grazed against the bony tip of her cervix while her uterus expanded and 
contracted like the dark folds of some incredibly warm accordion. She felt 
the first barely perceptible beginnings of the fire preceding her orgasm. It 
was beautiful... so beautiful. She began working toward it, edging up to it 
so it would not run away like some frightened bird.


And then, abruptly, Dimples pulled completely out!


"Don't," she panted. "You can't do that to me. You promised. You promised to 
fuck me ... to make me cum."


Dimples raised up and stared down at her. A cruel grin of victory was on his 
face. "And I will. Now I'm going to fuck you another way .. . you'll be on 
top and I'll be on the bottom."


Jill felt a rush of greater passion as her drug-dulled mind finally realized 
the implications of what he was saying. She would be on top; she would be 
boss .. . she could bring on her orgasm at will.


Dimples lay down beside her. She saw his great long cock, throbbing away, 
shining with juices from deep within the well-springs of her own wetly 
grateful vagina. And because she wanted to and no longer had any inhibitions 
whatsoever left, she bent forward and kissed the rigidly heated length that 
had brought her so much pleasure. She licked it from testicles to 
purplish-red head before straddling him.


Dimples, flat on his back, had his hands behind his head. He watched her 
with amusement.


Finally Jill said, "What shall I do?"


"Sit up on my prick. Put it between your legs - let it slip into that tight 
juicy little pussy - and then slowly... sit down."


The drugged young blonde did as she was instructed, feeling the huge 
pulsating head once again stretching her moistly quivering cuntal opening. 
This time, however, there was no pain, only indescribable delight as it 
slowly sank into her. She played with it, tightening her pussy lips around 
it . . . making little movements of penetration . .. one inch . . . two 
inches . . . out a little, in a little .. . three inches. It was a 
ceremonial sword being returned to its rightful sheath. Her eyes widened 
once again in animal passion. And finally, no longer able to deny herself 
the joy of full penetration, she lowered herself completely on the hotly 
throbbing rod. When it was finally lodged all the way in her, she shook her 
head in unconcealed delight, and her long honey-blonde hair swung back and 
forth like a golden curtain blowing in the breeze.


She began moving up and down on the thick, wetly glistening cock, making 
slow movements at first. She experimented, then realized that she could 
bring her erectly tingling clitoris into contact with the warm hard shaft. 
Unable to control herself, she greedily began bouncing up and down on his 
lap, feeling the hardened male flesh pounding deeper, ever deeper into the 
lonely cuntal canyon up between her open thighs. Her naked young body began 
twitching and writhing in uncontrollable wantonness. She groaned in complete 
abandonment as the deliciously punching instrument sank to new, untapped 
depths in her rippling womb. Her face reddened and little moans of ecstasy 
bubbled out of her throat. "Oh... so beautiful, so wonderful. .. oh, 
darling." She bent forward impulsively and kissed the surprised young man, 
digging her tongue into his warm wet mouth, tongue-fucking him. Then she 
drew back, her eyes beginning to glaze again and her breath coming faster.


Dimples felt her deliberately pull her knees in tighter around his ribcage 
as she sought to increase the friction. Then, when he was sure she was once 
again about to reach toward the orgasm, he took his hands out from behind 
his head and grabbed the warmly thrusting mounds of her buttocks to hold her 
tight against his flat stomach.


"What. .. what are you doing?" she asked, still making little movements in 
spite of his unbreakable grip on her buttocks.


Dimples smiled. "I promised to make you cum. And I will. But first..." Even 
as he was speaking, his hands once again peeled apart the soft white cheeks 
of her ass.


Angie, the ferrety gangster, had walked quietly up behind them. He was 
completely naked, and his long thick penis stood out rigidly erect and 
ready. He stared hungrily down at the ripe full moons of her defenselessly 
quivering ass, at the exposed little anus, and then at Victor Rizzi for 
direction.


Jill winced in surprised pain and then screamed aloud as Angie took her by 
the thighs and brutally forced her legs farther apart. She screamed in 
fright, then gasped again as Angie's outstretched finger momentarily teased, 
then wormed its way deep into the puckered little orifice of her anus. In 
and out it ground, in and out, and Jill felt a searing pain that only 
moments later turned to discomfort, then to a strangely soothing pleasure, 
bringing an aching longing in drug-crazed body, a weird masochistic desire 
she knew in her heart to be wicked and evil. But she knew she could never 
resist, not when she felt such excitement and joy and sheer ecstasy in the 
act.


She groaned and wiggled her hips salaciously back as Angie's finger prodded 
and probed inside her tightly clenched little anus, widening it, expanding 
it, bringing a delightful, pleasurable throb to it that made her gasp for 
breath. Then a second finger joined the first, forced in with a terrible 
urgency. He began to work the two back and forth in the narrow passage; 
preparing it for the entrance of his already lust-swollen cock.


The smaller hoodlum was almost ready, breathing hard, panting over her 
nakedly kneeling body, and his fingers thrust in and out of her tightly 
puckering anus as if he no longer had control of them. Then Angie, like 
Dimples, before, demanded that she beg him, implore him, to perform this 
outrageously perverted act. "Want it?" he asked coldly, cruelly, as if she 
were no more than an animal to be debased for his pleasure. Jill hesitated, 
frightened by the sadistic tone of his voice, then said, "Oooooooh! Yes!"


"Yes, what? Tell me! Tell me exactly what you want me to do to you," Angie 
commanded.


"I... I... " But Jill could not bring herself to speak the vile words. "I 
can't," she wailed.


"Like Hell you can't," Angie said, squirming his fingers deeper for 
emphasis.


"P.l.e.a.s.e ..." Jill whimpered, trying to hold back her tears. "Please 
fuck me in the ass. Please."


"Why?" Angie asked, tormenting her still further.


"Because that's what I like," Jill said, and in her drug-crazed mind she 
thought it was the truth.


Angie twisted around, leering obscenely, while Rizzi shrieked triumphantly, 
"Hear that, Matt! That's what your precious girl friend likes ... a little 
asshole fucking. How about that?" He poked Matt, who groaned in impatient 
anger. "She likes to be fucked in the ass!"


Matt's attention turned once more to Jill, lying on the bed. Angie had 
pulled her naked young buttocks up to a kneeling position and mounted her as 
if he were a stallion, and now he took his thick, swollen shaft and wrapped 
Jill's tiny fingers around its hotly pulsating hardness. "Put it in," he 
ordered, guiding her hand down toward the hairless, rubbery little opening 
to her rectum. Jill, too terrified to resist, and with a drug-induced desire 
to comply at the same time, placed the tip of the lust-thickened instrument 
against her fearfully cringing anus. With a quick brutal thrust that this 
time brought a scream of pain from her, Angie popped the blood-filled head 
just up inside the small, tightly puckered orifice, then slowly pressed 
forward and forced the elastically yielding walls further and further apart 
until he was sunk deep up in the tightness of her painfully quivering 
bowels.


He began to ram it in and out, and the intense pain Jill had felt as he 
entered her suddenly blended with the intense humiliation she felt; both 
sensations gradually turned to an oddly rising sexual stimulation. She moved 
experimentally back against his heatedly pulsating cock, arching her body, 
thrusting her nakedly gleaming buttocks up and outward, rotating them in 
tiny teasing circles as she met Angie's thick hardness reaming out her 
rectum . . . then falling forward to impale herself on Dimples' massively 
pistoning penis lodged so deeply in her wide-stretched vagina. Oh, God, she 
thought again, as a helpless ecstatic moan rose deep within her throat, this 
was horrible, horrible .. . but, at the same time, wickedly beautiful to be 
used and simultaneously fucked in the ass and vagina like a common whore. 
There was agony and ecstasy, all whirled together in one great sensual 
moment, and she thought, in spite of her initial revulsion, that the last 
few hours had been just that, agony and ecstasy, and she had lived through 
the most sensuously exciting time in her life .. . and best of all she was 
sharing this joy with the man she loved, Matt Grant. Gratefully, she glanced 
over to him, and his figure went in and out of focus as the hashish-oil sent 
billowing clouds of uncertainty through her brain. For just a moment, she 
had thought Matt was tied to a chair; but that was impossible, no one could 
tie up Matt!


Angie's sperm-bloated balls smacked down hard against the slavishly kneeling 
girl's upper thighs as his thickly burrowing cock sank deep up inside her 
tight little rectal passage, pushing almost to her pelvis.


Suddenly Jill no longer cared about anything but what was happening to her 
tortured young body. Gradually a glow was building up back there in the 
buttery depths of her rectum; she recognized it for what it was - a promise 
... a promise that shouted, "You're about to cum . .. work at it - work at 
it!" She moved frantically upward against his incoming sodomizing stroke, 
and then fell greedily forward to sink Dimples' hotly pulsating cock to the 
hilt in her cock-crazed vagina.


Then, as if by some secret signal, both massive shafts of lust-hardened 
flesh were moving in unison, battering into her - buffeting her nakedly 
writhing body between them. She closed her eyes in delirium - she was a love 
slave. Let them do what they want to me; I'll do anything for them.


Dimples knew the second she had totally surrendered to her brutal 
ravishment. He had known long before she, because he could feel her 
responsive little twitchings deep in her vagina. She was close to cumming... 
it would be a climax she could never equal again. She would simply pass out 
at the height of it. She was coming closer . . . closer . .. closer. He 
could feel her inner muscles suddenly tensing, could feel the uncontrollable 
twitching deep within her wildly milking cunt beginning to go insane. Her 
breath had almost stopped; her eyes had grown wide in stunned disbelief and 
fevered hope. He felt the first jerkings as Angie grunted once and began 
spewing his sperm deep up inside her rectum. He knew that had triggered her 
climax for her!


Jill felt the exquisite velvet explosion beginning in her body. She felt the 
hot throbbing of Angie's ejaculating cock deep in her rectum and knew he was 
cumming inside her there. The knowledge that the perverted act had already 
been concluded . . . and that she had enjoyed it... was the catalyst that 
set off the explosion. She was close. Very close. Almost there. Almost. 
THERE!


"Ah? Ah? UH? I'm ... I'm ... I'm ... , I'M CUMMMIING! Oh, God! I'm cumming 
..." The first convulsive wave of joy and ecstasy wracked her body, and it 
was then, just before her fluttering eyes closed, that she saw them . . 
.Victor Rizzi and all of them - even Matt - looking hot-eyed and breathless 
at her and her lewd, unforgivable lasciviousness.


"I'm cumming," she screamed defiantly at them. "I'm cumming," and her 
nostrils dilated with joy. Her nakedly convulsing body moved in a whirl-wind 
of lust and fulfillment. Let them stare. I am not alone in my shame. I revel 
in it. I grovel in it. My shame is my joy. Share my joy with me. Cum with 
me. Cum all of you. Her body continued to pound up and down on Dimples' 
hard-driving penis and then, happily, she felt it, too, spurting far, far up 
inside of her. That ignited new and even more powerful stages in her orgasm, 
and she was jetting in free-fall toward the mysterious never-before realms 
of sensation. She came .. . and came, her voice shrilly crying out in 
wonderment and exaltation .. . until finally, she felt her mind drifting 
off. . . and she fell forward, in a swoon of passion, upon the chest of the 
man who had brought this joyous moment to her.


* * *


Jill had been repeatedly fucked into unconsciousness when the door to the 
small room burst open with an explosion like dynamite, and two uniformed 
deputy sheriffs were through it in an instant. With a smooth stride that 
seemed practiced and unbroken, they raised their service revolvers, covering 
the rooms occupants.


"Police officers! Freeze! Hold it! Don't touch that gun or I'll shoot!" one 
of them shouted as Victor Rizzi defiantly reached under his coat. The 
gangster's hand stopped. Then, every detail, every single movement was 
lightning-fast, and was over almost before it had begun.


Matt Grant sat quietly, rubbing his wrists, as his old friend, Sheriff Ray 
Ball explained the details; how they had found his car and the note he had 
left under the windshield. After that it had been merely routine.


Matt Grant was still sitting there, an hour later. Everyone had gone; the 
deputies, Victor Rizzi and his cohorts, Sheriff Ball, even the ambulance 
attendants with their gurney and its sheet covered, unconscious occupant. 
But Matt Grant was still there - alone, an empty spot where his heart once 
was, a moisture in his unseeing eyes as he relived, over and over, the 
horrible memory of this early morning. Finally, as the sun began to peek in 
the corner of the room's only window he stood wearily and left the room. He 
did not look back.


THE END
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FOREWORD


America has always been a changing, growing country of magnificent vistas, 
new frontiers and burgeoning energy. Its people, sometimes misguided, have 
done things for the wrong reasons, but out of our errors, we have effected 
changes which in their sweeping daring cannot be compared to any other 
society.


In the last few years some changes have been effected through confrontation, 
direct action by militant groups making their stands in the streets as they 
face police lines or armed troops. Unfortunately some of these clashes have 
resulted in tragedy, both personal and national as youth, wrongly or 
rightly, has espoused abhorrence for the involvement of American armed 
forces in Southeast Asia; they have also championed conservation, change in 
the structure of the Universities and a new sexual morality. New lifestyles 
have been adopted by this counterculture which tend to identify them and set 
them apart.


While this kind of revolution has been going on in the streets, the 
mainstream of American Westerns to roll on, unchanged, but it would be weD 
to take another, closer look. There is another revolution taking place. It 
is a quiet one, not involving any kind of violence or demonstrations, for 
this revolution is taking place in the bedrooms of America.


People are discovering for themselves what was already known by 
psychiatrists, psychologists and sociologists: namely that man - and woman 
also - are not by nature monogamous, yet the law and the precepts of the 
church recognize only this kind of marriage. One result of the law's 
requirement is the logjam of divorce cases in the civil courts.


Some people are beginning to realize that divorce is not the answer; 
especially in view of the fact that second and third marriages also are 
dissolved in divorce. These people recognize that their marriages are 
somewhat less satisfactory-than they would like them to be; relationships 
pall and go stale, sexual activities lose their meaning, the zing no longer 
there for them, but with the courage to see themselves in a different 
context, they are experimenting with different kinds of relationships. The 
first step is realizing that not all joy and happiness reside in being 
faithful to one mate ... that men and women are indeed polygamous, no matter 
what society, the law and the church say to the contrary.


One answer for many thousands of Americans is the clandestine affair in 
which a few stolen hours of illicit sex burdens the parties involved with 
unnecessary feelings of guilt ... and their marriages may still founder, 
ending in bitter separation and costly divorce; however, for other 
thousands, who have had the courage or the opportunity to try, the open 
exchange of marriage partners has been another answer.


For Paul and Nora Quinn and their good and old friends, Rita and Lee Rim, 
swapping mates was a natural solution to marital problems. It is their story 
that Carl Van Marcus tells with such gripping reality in The New Couple.


However, as they reach outside their close-knit foursome, they discover that 
not all people who swing do so for the same reasons they do. They discover 
swappers who have no sense of commitment, who have lost their own 
self-esteem, who have no respect for the dignity of other people, and who 
may indeed have lost their own identity. Sex is just that for them; sex for 
the sake of sex ... mechanical, impersonal, is practiced in organized groups 
... and weirdos use the sex clubs for their own ends.


The publishers are proud to put this book into the hands of American readers 
because Mr. Marcus has presented a view that shows the other side of the 
swapping picture. It can be a dangerous sex jungle for the naive and unwary, 
but this too, may be in line with the American way: We experiment. We try. 
We make mistakes ... but out of it all effective changes are made ... 
sometimes for the better.


Looming on the legislative horizon are saner laws governing sexual activity, 
realistic divorce laws that recognize only irreconcilable differences ... 
and marriage laws that would make marriage" a contractual arrangement with 
options for renewal. It is strongly to be hoped that such laws will become a 
reality, for they mill reflect contemporary society instead of one already 
passed into limbo. The thoughtful reader will find in Carl Van Marcus's 
novel, The New Couple, some of the reasons why our present set of archaic 
laws should be changed now!


The Publishers


Chapter One


Nora Quinn was seething with anger. Her entire mind and body was consumed 
with furious jealous rage as with flashing blue eyes and a toss of her soft 
blonde curls she faced her husband, who stood on his side of their big bed 
calmly undressing. He had just removed his shirt and undershirt to reveal 
his strong muscular torso.


"I don't care how innocent you make it sound," she stormed, " ... the fact 
still remains ... that you were kissing her!"


"Oh hell, Nora ... get off my back, will you!" Paul Quinn growled. "I've 
known Rita ever since we were in grade school ... I even dated her when we 
were in high school ... or don't you remember?"


"I remember!" She was sarcastic. " ... But you're married to me!"


"Damn it, honey, you're jumping to conclusions ... it was just a friendly 
little kiss ... maybe we both had a little too much to drink ... and it was 
kind of accidental ... I ... she was there ... and the first thing I knew 
she was in my arms ... and we were kissing each other ... " Paul defended, 
his gray-green eyes troubled. He sure as hell didn't want something like 
this to get blown up into something serious, but Nora was kind of 
possessive. She always had been. He supposed she wasn't going to change now 
...


"Some friendly kiss!" she accused. " ... Open mouths ... your tongues ... it 
looked more like a lover's kiss to me!"


"Christ Nora! You're making mountains out of mole hills! It was just one of 
those things ... it'll probably never happen again ... "


Indignantly, Nora went on, " ... And, you had your hands all over her!"


She began her own undressing, sitting on the edge of the bed to unhook the 
clasps of her garter belt then rolling her nylons carefully down over the 
smooth satiny skin of her tapering thighs and the long curve of delicately 
sculpted calves.


Paul Quinn had had just about enough of his wife's irrational accusations. 
Sure, he had kissed Rita Rim. She had been making provocative little 
innuendos in conversation all evening long ... and once or twice she had 
brushed up against him, her full breasts soft and desirable ... burning into 
him like a red-hot poker where she had touched him so lightly.


... But, Christ ... just because he had kissed her ... felt the wonderful 
fullness of her breasts under his hands ... then let his hands roam around 
... down to the lithe tightness of her hot twitching little ass, didn't mean 
he was going to jump into bed with her! Not that the idea hadn't crossed his 
mind ... it most certainly had, but Lee Rim was his best friend - had been 
his buddy ever since they were in the ninth grade together at Roosevelt High 
School out in the valley. He wasn't about to throw away that friendship by 
humping his wife! A quick piece of ass ... then all the guilt ... the 
recriminations that could follow it ... just wasn't worth it! He had kept 
his hands off of Rita all these years ... but tonight ... Hell! She seemed 
to be just asking for it ... !


He sat down on his side of the bed, unlaced and removed his shoes, then 
stripped off his socks. Suddenly, he decided to stop being defensive. Nora 
had just made her indignant remark about his fondling of Rita, and his 
rebuttal was surprising.


"She's got a tight little ass!" he said smiling lewdly over his shoulder at 
his wife.


Nora turned and stared at him, wide-eyed and open-mouthed.


He plunged right ahead. " ... And the most luscious pair of tits I ever had 
my hands on!"


"Paul ... !" Nora managed, her face flaming.


"She had her hands on me ... too!" he teased " ... or hadn't you noticed?"


"You mean ... she ... ?"


"She had hold of my cock!" he chortled, standing up now to strip off his 
trousers.


Nora was standing now, facing her husband. Her face was contorted with 
disbelief. "No! She didn't ... !"


"She sure as hell did ... and it came up pretty damned fast ... too!"


"You got hard ... for her ... "


"Damned right ... it did!" Paul told her. "It was one of the biggest 
hard-ons I've ever had!" Turning her back on her husband, wanting to blot 
out what he was saying and not understanding why he was saying it, Nora 
pulled her dress off savagely, as tears began to glisten in her eyes. Paul 
was tormenting her ... telling her these things ... about Rita Rim. Why, Why 
... And, he seemed to be enjoying it ... like he must have really enjoyed 
pawing her, tonight ...


She hung her dress in the closet, then as she reached behind her to undo the 
clasps of her bra, she made another accusation.


" ... And I suppose you liked it ... ?" she half sobbed, fighting to 
maintain control of her voice.


"You bet I did!" her husband chuckled.


Nora slipped her bra off, her full breasts soaring free of the confinement, 
and she felt the cool air of the room wash over them. Almost imperceptibly, 
the areolas were beginning to pucker in tiny crinkles around the base of the 
tiny, berry-like buds of her nipples. There was a strange tingle of 
excitement in her, she could never have explained. She was furious with Paul 
for his trespass, taking another woman in his arms, kissing and fondling her 
... making a complete spectacle of himself as Lee Rim and she had caught 
them in a dark corner of the swimming pool terrace ... but somehow, his 
telling her about it was having the opposite effect. Instead of making her 
more angry, she was feeling the effects of a definite sexual arousal. His 
words were making her hot! There was that burning little tingle in her 
loins, and the moistness between her legs ...


She whirled to face him, her eyes blazing, fists on her hips with arms 
akimbo and her high, full breasts jutting out as she threw her head back to 
demand, "Paul ... darling, how could you ... ?!"


Her husband was completely naked now. He stood on the other side of the bed, 
tall, lithe and muscular, his flaming red hair slightly mussed, looking over 
at her with a crooked, salacious grin on his face, as his eyes swept over 
the near perfection of her voluptuous body. She saw that his penis was 
beginning to throb to erection, lifting itself out and away from the tufted 
red hair of his loins. She chose to ignore it. If he was starting to get any 
ideas about making love to her, tonight ... especially after she had caught 
him with Rita Rim ... he'd better forget about it!


"Let's stop bickering, honey ... " he placated. "I've just been kidding ... 
anyway, and it really was an accident ... sort of ... because I sure as hell 
didn't have any intention of kissing her!"


"Then ... it was her idea ... ?"


"Well ... sort of ... " he hedged. "She probably had one drink too many ... 
and ... you know ... she just sort of fell into my arms ... and I kissed 
her. That's all there was to it ... honest ... "


Nora refused to be convinced. "So ... maybe next time you'll just ... sort 
of fall into bed with her ... maybe ... ?"


She sat down, heavily, on the edge of the bed and buried her face in her 
hands, as she continued, her voice breaking with a sob, " ... And, then ... 
what happens to us ... ? Where will our marriage be?"


Paul watched her evident emotional display with some dismay. She seemed to 
think that he was actually going to bed with his best friend's wife! 
Already, she was leaping ahead to the conclusion that their marriage would 
be endangered ... that there would be a divorce ... all only because in a 
weak moment he had held a friend's wife in his arms and kissed her. That was 
all it was ... damn it ... .just one little kiss and a feel or two! He had 
to fix it up with his wife ... somehow. The whole thing could get out of 
control ... then there'd be some real hell to pay!


Kneeling down on the edge of the bed, he knee-walked across to her and 
smoothed his hands down across her white, velvet-smooth shoulders. He kissed 
the nape of her neck, tenderly.


"Listen, honey ... " His voice was low and serious now, his perverse, 
kidding mood displaced. "What kind of a stupid fool do you think I am ... ? 
Lee Rim is the best friend I ever had ... and I'm not just about to crawl 
into the sack with Rita ... no matter how much I might want to fuck her! It 
just wouldn't be worth it! I think too much of Lee ... to do something like 
that to him!"


He thought it was a reasonable argument. His sentiments were right ... and 
he meant every word he had said, however, his wife had stiffened under his 
stroking hands. Her voice was chiding. "Do you always have to talk so 
crude?"


"No ... but I find I can say things better ... when I call a spade a spade 
... and a fuck a fuck!" he gritted, tired of her prudishness and rebelling 
against it. Christ ... he told himself, we've been married for eight ... no, 
it's almost nine years, and she still gets her hackles up when I use words 
like cock, cunt and fuck! You'd think she'd get used to it ... after a 
while!


sHis cock had come to full erection, hard and alert, lancing out, massively, 
from his loins, and he moved in closer to his wife's back, allowing the 
underside of the slightly seeping head to rest lightly against her creamy 
satin skin. At the same time, he worked his hands down over her shoulders to 
the mounding fullnesses of her breasts, Ms fingers stroking over them with 
feather-lightness, before cupping them wholly in his hands.


" ... And, speaking of that, honey ... " he continued, "I'd love to fuck you 
... again, tonight ... "


"Again ... ?" she gasped. "Why should I let you ... do it to me, again ... 
tonight ... especially after what happened at the Rim's ... ?"


"Christ!" Paul exploded. "Here we go again ... with the same old crap. I'm 
getting damned good and tired of your using sex ... like a reward or 
punishment ... or blackmail ... whatever the hell you're thinking ... I 
don't know! ... And, you weren't even listening, a while ago ... when I was 
trying to tell you why I won't crawl into bed with Rita! You were too 
concerned with my using a four-letter word that somehow offends you!"


"I heard what you said!" Nora defended. " ... But, I'm so upset "by it all 
... I don't know whether I could ... let you do it to me ... again ... "


Belying her words, Paul felt his wife's nipples harden under his massaging 
palms, coning out to erection in elongated berry-like protruberances. He 
never had been able to figure it out. She was always trying to deny, or 
limit, her sexuality ... making things difficult, where no problem should 
exist. Things could be simple, he thought ... if you felt like a piece of 
ass ... you went to bed ... and fucked ... but it could never be that way 
with Nora. There always had to be a big hassle connected with it! Christ ... 
would it never end? The ache in his rock-hard cock told him he wouldn't be 
put off, tonight! He was going to fuck his darling wife ... and properly. 
Anyway ... she wants it ... otherwise her nipples wouldn't be hard like 
this!


Firmly, he gripped her shoulders and pulled her down until she was lying on 
her back; then, he rolled her over to her side, forcing her to lie straight 
in the big bed, as he lay down beside her to take her into his strong arms.


"Well, we'll see ... " he said with some confidence. "I think you'd enjoy 
it, again ... tonight ... if you'd just let yourself go!"


"It's already so late ... "


"So we'll sleep half an hour later in the morning!"


With determination, he captured her lips, silencing further talk, as his 
mouth was welded tight to hers to savor the sweetness. His tongue flicked 
out to probe into the soft moist barrier of her lips and teeth, running it 
in circles just inside against the sensitive lining, until her jaw relaxed. 
Swiftly, his tongue darted, snake-like into her mouth to search and stab 
with intense, demanding fervor.


Paul's hand were on a quest of their own. They wandered down the smoothness 
of her back to the round fullness of her buttocks, where his strong fingers 
kneaded the pliancy of her flesh, gripping her and pressuring her loins in 
tight against his own pulsing shaft. It lay between them, long and solidly, 
pressing into the softness of her abdomen.


Then, as his hand smoothed up over her swelling hips into the reversed curve 
of her waist and up over her ribs to find the mound of a full, white breast 
to knead and massage, his fingers rolling the pink, gently pulsating nipple 
to even harder erection, she moaned into his mouth, and her tongue joined 
his in a mutual, savoring deep kiss.


He felt her body begin to tremble, and he hoped that this would be the night 
when he would be able to bring her to full arousal. It had happened so often 
... almost too often to count even. His wife would begin to respond to his 
ardor ... then, she would hang there, in a state of wanting, her desire 
honed to a fine edge, unable to ascend to the spiraling heights of 
fulfilling orgasm. It was as though she were a mountain climber who tried, 
time after time, to scale a peak, but was always stalled just short of her 
goal. It baffled him ... and kept Nora in a dither of frustration.


Now, his mouth left hers, and he squirmed his body down to kiss and fondle 
his wife's breasts, reveling in their magnificent white perfection. His hand 
cupped and held while his mouth engulfed a cameo-pink nipple to suck, 
voraciously. Again, she moaned softly, "Oh ... oh, Paul ... darling ... "


Nora felt the electric tingle of erotic sensations rippling hotly through 
her loins. She wanted it! Oh ... how she wanted it to go on and on ... until 
explosive, spasming orgasm overtook her. Oh ... that feels so good! She 
shoved her breast up tight against her husband's hungrily sucking mouth ... 
offering it ... offering herself to him and wanting it all to come to a 
complete resolution ... this time ...


The trembling excitement in her body, her movement of giving him her breast 
... and the tiny grinding cock of her pelvis against his naked and massive 
cock that lay like a living log between them, emboldened Paul to try, again. 
He knew that if she would ever give him the chance ... he would be able to 
make her cum every time, but something perverse in her would not allow him 
to do it. I know damned well she'd be climbing the walls ... if I could just 
once get my head down there ... between her legs!


With extreme care, moving cautiously, he began to move downward, his lips 
kissing, tongue trailing wetly, down over the flat plane of her belly. 
Pausing, momentarily, he dipped his tongue, teasingly, into the tiny well of 
her navel.


... Then, he noticed! God damn! She's still got her panties on! I'll have to 
get those off ... first!


Gently, he rolled her to her back, kneeled up and grasped the waistband of 
her filmy nylon panties. With a deft movement, he removed them, pulling them 
down and off. Nora's eyes were closed; her breath was coming little jerky 
spurts, and her hips undulated in grinding erotic circles under her. 
Somehow, she knew that tonight she would be the uninhibited wanton Paul had 
always wanted her to be. Her hot anger with him had left her, to be replaced 
with tender feelings of love for her -husband. Oh, God ... that feels so 
nice ... to have him take my panties off ... She shivered delicately. 
Pretty. soon ... he would be putting his big, hard penis in her ... and I'll 
cum! I just know I'll cum ... tonight ... with a real hard orgasm ... a real 
one ... and not a faked one ... like I usually do ... for Paul's benefit ... 
! With tingling anticipation, she waited for the moment he would crawl 
between her legs and enter her.


Kneeling above her, Paul tossed the wispy nylon panties to the floor, 
carelessly; then, using both hands on her knees, he spread her lovely, 
tapering, white thighs far apart, to expose the whole of her pussy to him. 
He stared down, salaciously, seeing the delicate, coral slit of her cunt, 
and peeping out, shyly, were the inner petals of her cunt-lips, dewy-moist 
from the wetly rising secretions of her vaginal passage.


Her face, he saw, reflected her anticipation ... her desire, while below, 
the slow, rhythmic gyrations of her hips told him of her gathering sexual 
arousal. Damn! She's really getting hot ... hotter than I've ever seen her!


Now! Now's the time! He knew it had to be done now! God knew how badly he 
wanted to fuck his wife ... but he could wait. This was the time to do it 
... if ever there was a right time! Slowly, he slid his hands down the soft 
inner flesh of her thighs, rubbing lightly and moving ever closer to his 
hair-fringed goal. Nora kept her eyes closed, obviously enjoying the 
sensations being generated in her by his hot, insistent hands.


Paul's massively solid cock jerked and throbbed, achingly, with the 
anticipation of what he was about to do. It was only through great effort of 
will that he suppressed the desire to ram his thick, heavy cock deep into 
her soft, puritanical little belly ... and just fuck ... fuck her with every 
ounce of energy he could muster. Slow down! He told himself. Take it slow 
and easy ... damn it! He knew that if he could get his mouth and tongue on 
her cunt just once ... Christ! I know it'll change everything ... for her 
... and me!


Searingly, Nora felt the erotic sensations that sparked in her loins, and 
she kept her eyes closed while her husband's strong-fingered hands massaged 
the sensitive skin on the inside of her thighs. Now ... his hands were there 
... on either side of her softly pulsating vaginal lips, and she clearly 
felt it as he used his thumbs, on either side of her pussy, to part the 
sparse blonde pubic curls and expose the smoothly glistening flesh of her 
open cuntal passage. The cool air of the bedroom washed over the tender and 
highly sensitive flesh. Oh ... God ... ! He's never done it like that ... 
before ... spreading me out completely naked ... opening up with his fingers 
... all the way ... before he puts it in ... She moaned deep in her chest, 
wanting him to hurry now ... to go ahead and shove his penis in her ... and 
do it. Oh, why doesn't he put it in ... ?


... Then, she felt something warm and moist. It was touching her clitoris. 
It was moving hotly and wetly there on her ... and she gasped aloud as a 
lightning bolt of intense, unexpected sensation flashed through her erectly 
throbbing clitoris.


"Oooh! That feels ... soooo goo ... good ... !"


She opened her eyes ... and looked down between her widespread thighs.


"Oh ... God ... no! NO!" she screamed with involuntary horror at what she 
saw.


Her husband's flame-red hair flared up above her pubic mound, his face 
buried deep up in the open angle of her thighs ... and he was ... Oh, my 
God! He was using his mouth on her. It was his tongue she had felt. It was 
his licking tongue that had caused that wild, momentary, slashing sensation! 
... But, God ... she didn't want that! It was dirty ... perverted ... 
animal-like!


Savagely, she reached down to grab huge fistsful of-his red hair. Using his 
hair, she pulled his head away from her cringing cunt.


"Stop it! Oh God, stop it!" She was almost in hysteria. "I don't want you 
... to do that ... to me. Oh, God ... I never thought ... !"


Paul extricated her hands from his hair. He was grim, unsmiling, his own 
temper ready to flare out of control.


"God damn it!" he growled. "You don't know what the hell you want!


"I don't want that!" she groaned tearfully, struggling to sit up.


"You're so dead set against it ... but you don't know what you're missing! 
Every sex manual says it's all right ... you know that ... because you've 
read it too ... so why the hell don't you shake loose ... and enjoy it!?"


"I was enjoying it ... tonight ... more than I ever did ... until you 
started doing that filthy ... disgusting thing to me!" Nora complained.


"There's nothing dirty about it ... it's an expression of love, damn it! ... 
And, I love you ... you know that!" he insisted, meaning every word of it.


Flexing her knees, she pulled her legs up, swinging them over the side of 
the bed, and sat up. She refused to compromise her position, clinging to it, 
stubbornly.


"All I know is ... that I think it's horrible! ... And I don't want to ... 
go on ... and let you ... " She started to stand up. Her husband gripped her 
shoulder, hard, holding her in place. "Where the hell do you think you're 
going" he questioned, roughly.


"Let me go!" she whined. "I'm going to ... go sleep in the other bedroom ... 
I don't want you to touch .me ... or do anything to me ... !"


Paul's red-headed temper raged out of-, control, instantly.


"Like hell you are!" he roared. "You're going to stay right here! ... And, 
I'm going to fuck you ... God damn it! I'm going to fuck you ... until you 
can't see straight ... whether you like it or not!"


Nora turned wide, frightened eyes on her husband, disbelieving what she had 
heard.


"Y-You wouldn't ... ? You wouldn't ... dare!"


"That's what you think ... Baby! I'm all ready for it ... my balls ache ... 
from waiting ... and by Christ ... I'm going to get a piece of your snooty 
little ass ... one way or another!"


Horrified at his threat, his filthy words pounding into her brain, she tried 
to wrench herself from his grasp. She saw his rage contorted face, his eyes 
flashing a combination of anger and lust, and she knew that he was more than 
capable of carrying out his intentions. She had never seen him in such a 
terrible rage before, and she was terrified. Her heart pounded like a 
machine gun in her chest. Her face paled, visibly.


"N-No ... please ... Paul ... " she begged in an agonized, strangling voice. 
-Please ... don't ... !"


He knew it was wrong. First, he had been stimulated by the little sex games 
Rita Rim had been playing, all evening; then, the argument with his wife, 
facing her accusations and trying to parry them, in good humor, that had 
brought them, finally, to the beginning of what portended to be a 
satisfactory sex act ... only to have her reject him, completely, now, was 
almost too much for him. His anger flared out of control. He had made his 
threat ... and by God ... he meant every word of it! What in hell is she 
thinking about ... ? I'm all worked up ... ready to fuck her ... and I was 
only trying to make it good for her! ... Now, she's wanting to call it off! 
... Just because I wanted to lick and suck her cunt a little bit! God! I'm 
almost ready to pop ... now! I've got to fuck her ... !


In the heat of his all-consuming lust-rage, his ears were unhearing, closed 
completely to her pleas. He didn't care. There was only one thing on his 
mind ...


A snarling, almost savage, animal-like sound exploded from his mouth, as he 
wrapped both muscular arms about the smooth white curves of her torso, and, 
bodily, pulled her back on the bed. He wrestled her to her back, pinning her 
shoulders down, hard to the soft mattress.


"Oh ... Paul! Paul, d-darling ... please? You're hurting me!" his wife 
sobbed. She may as well have pleaded with an inanimate stone wall for mercy, 
as she looked up into the stony grimness of his face. Oh, God ... he really 
is going ... to do it!


Panic stricken, now, she attempted, desperately, to free herself from his 
grasp.


"Hold still ... God damn it ... or I'll .."


He didn't finish the threat. Paul knew his own great strength. He didn't 
want to hurt her ... but by God, he didn't want to be forced to doit!


Her body writhed beneath him, futiley, as he wedged himself down between her 
thrashing legs, using the superior strength of his own to spread her soft, 
tapering thighs wide apart. Scalding tears streamed from her eyes, as she 
interpreted his meaning. OOoohh ... he might hit me ... beat me!


"D-Don't ... please, don't hit ... m-me!"


"Then ... open your legs ... damn it!"


"You're ... t-trying to r-rape me!" she wailed.


"Call it that ... if you want to ... but you're my wife ... and by God ... 
I'm going to fuck you! Even a wife's got no business being a cock-teaser!"


Nora, suddenly, had to face reality. There was no escaping it; her husband 
was going to do it. He was going to force her to have sexual intercourse ... 
whether she wanted it or not ...


"OOoohh ... My God ... !" she groaned, her thighs relaxing slightly. There's 
nothing I can do ... to stop him ...


He came down between her trembling, white legs, wedging his hips, solidly, 
up between them, his imposingly massive cock spearing out to make lewd 
contact with the thin coral moistness of her vaginal slit. The bulbous, 
lust-filled cock-head nestled in firmly against the quiveringly fearful 
cuntal opening, and he reached down between them, grasping the hardened 
shaft to guide it directly into her helplessly cringing pussy.


... Then, he flicked his hips forward to gore mercilessly up into her with 
the hardened rod of his aching cock, the head of it entering her, spreading 
her cuntal lips wide to soar far up into the softness of her belly. His 
hardness sliced into her in one quick, long thrust, and thin rippling 
wavelets of her tender cuntal flesh were pushed before it, until his 
sperm-laden testicles, in their sac, smacked up hard against the round, 
smoothness of her nakedly spread buttock cheeks.


Paul grunted with the effort. "Uugh!" Then, as he poised above her, his cock 
buried completely in her, he expanded it deep up inside her cuntal sheath.


"Now!" he promised. "Now ... you're going to get fucked good!"


Nora lay there, on her back, her legs spread, her husband's lust-hardened 
cock and felt nothing but loathing and shame for what he was doing to her. 
God ... oh, God ... I'll just have to let him ... d-do it.


Suddenly, she remembered; for a split-second she had felt it ... felt that 
sudden, explosive sensation when his tongue had touched her clitoris she 
knew, dimly, that she had been a complete fool. If only she had let him go 
on ... ... But it was too late!


With brutal, punishing strokes, her husband began to fuck into her, driving 
his hardened flesh in and out of her with insane fury, intent only upon his 
own pleasure, now. The sting of her rejection goaded him on and over and 
over, he thought: God damn her! I'll show her! She can't pull that crap on 
me ... especially ... when I know what I was doing was right!


Machine-like, he plundered her resilient, open i cunt, his cock pistoning in 
and out of her, without mercy. He knew she would not cum - it happened so 
seldom with her - but he didn't care. She was frigid ... but the only reason 
she was, he decided was because her prudishly puritan ways wouldn't be 
compromised. She just wouldn't let herself go! I tried! I tried ... hard ... 
but she just won't see it any other way!


Thunderingly, Paul drove toward his ejaculation, his anger hardened cock 
cleaving his wife's helplessly heaving belly cruelly, and his pounding 
strokes jarred her as every stroke bottomed in her cuntal sheath, flicking 
past her cervix to ram heavily into the far back wall of her cunt.


Beneath her husband's frantic body, Nora lay woodenly, now, allowing him 
full access to her unresponding loins. She hadn't wanted it to be this way. 
After her first anger with Paul had passed, and she had begun to respond to 
his lovemaking, she had known it was going to be good for her. It was ... 
until he had dropped his head down between her leg ... Why did he do it ... 
and why did it ... t-turn me off ... ?


She was beyond tears. There was nothing more to cry about; she had only to 
endure it ... wait for him to finish ... shoot his sperm into her ... for 
his own satisfaction, for she knew there would be nothing ... absolutely 
nothing for her. Tonight, she wouldn't even pretend a response she didn't 
feel, as she had done on countless other nights. There was just no reason, 
even, for that.


Suddenly, Paul slammed his cock into her with furious strength. His body 
stiffened, and he held himself immobile in her, his back arching, as he 
strove to drive the massive shaft of his hardness the ultimate fraction of 
an inch into her, deep up into the softness of her belly ... Then, he came!


Quick thin spurts of his hot, white semen pumped through the tube of his 
cock to spew from the slitted head in spasmodic jets. Almost unendingly, it 
seemed to him, his cum hosed through him, until after long moments, he 
relaxed and collapsed on top of his wife. He groaned with a half fulfilled 
satisfaction.


Lying beneath her husband, pinned to the mattress, helplessly, Nora was glad 
that it was over. There was a great emptiness in her ... a feeling of 
complete meaninglessness, and now, she could only wait for him to release 
her. Consciously, she tried not to think. She wanted her mind to be as numb 
as her body. Perhaps ... tomorrow ... she would think about it ... try to 
put the pieces of the puzzle together.


Finally, Paul rolled off her to his side, his deflated penis slithering 
wetly from her sperm-flooded vagina. He spoke, now, for the first time in 
many minutes. "Now, damn it ... that'll teach you not to try holding out on 
me!"


"Are you through ... with ... m-me ... now ... ?" Nora asked her husband. 
Her voice was dull and toneless.


"Yeah! Yeah ... I'm finished ... ! Why' ... ?"


"I want to go take care of m-myself ... "


"Sure ... go ahead ... " He rolled over to his side of the bed and pulled up 
the covers. "I'm going to go to sleep."


Relaxed, then, she returned to their bedroom and put on her nightgown. As 
she looked down at her husband, sleeping soundly in their big bed, and the 
memory of what had happened just a few minutes, there, swam through her 
mind, she decided, impulsively, not to crawl in beside him. She slept the 
night through ... in the other bedroom.


Chapter Two


That same evening as the Rims were preparing for bed, Rita Rim was angry 
too, but for an entirely different reason. The raven-haired beauty railed at 
her husband as she undressed.


Looking down at her husband, Lee, who had already bathed, gotten into his 
pajamas, and now lay on the bed, the sheet pulled up, ready to go to sleep, 
she rained her anger on him.


"I don't understand you ... you just stood there with a silly grin on your 
face!" she said, scathingly. "Didn't it make you jealous ... make you want 
to do something ... drastic?"


"Like what ... -?" Lee asked, mildly, his wide-spaced hazel eyes troubled, 
as he wished she would drop the subject and let him get some sleep. Damn ... 
I've got a hard day coming up, tomorrow ...


"Anything! Something! Tell him off ... or punch him ... maybe, even grab me 
away from him ... and ... do something to me!"


Lee was patient with her. "What good would that do? Paul's a good friend ... 
and I don't think he'd step out of line ... and do something he shouldn't 
... "


"What do you think he was doing ... out there? He grabbed me and kissed me 
... and pawed me!"


" ... Well ... " Lee weighed his words. "You seemed to enjoy it ... at least 
I'm pretty sure you liked it ... "


Rita hadn't expected that reaction from him. She was taken aback, 
momentarily. "Ugh!" she gasped, reaching back to unhook her black, lacy bra 
and stripping it off, savagely, her full, round breasts, with their slightly 
upturned nipples seeming to swell seductively as they were released from the 
easy restraint. "You're impossible! You ... just don't understand ... !"


"I don't know what it is I'm supposed to understand ... but I know one thing 
... I'll bet you trapped Paul into kissing you ... !"


Rita posed, provocatively, for her husband, thrusting the fullness of her 
breasts out toward him, as she spat, "Well, at least, he did something ... 
about it!" Then, with a lewd smile, she added, " ... And, he might've done 
more ... if I'd given him just half a chance!"


"I'll bet!" Lee said, drily.


"You don't think so?"


"No ... I don't!"


"Oh!" She turned her back on him and, swiftly, stripped off her black lace 
panties.


Lee watched her, absently. He supposed that he should be getting all hot and 
bothered watching his wife undress ... exposing her beautifully curved body 
to him, as she was ... but somehow, he couldn't generate any real 
excitement; of course, there was a time, when they were first married ...


Remembering, he mused: Damn ... Rita's a beautiful woman! She's got 
everything ... and all in the right places ... but Christ ... I can't keep 
up with her ... any more! Sometimes ... I think she might be nympho ... she 
comes on so strong ... most of the time now ... !


Keeping her back turned to her husband, as she picked up her dress to hang 
in the closet, Rita choked out at him, "You've missed the whole point ... 
darling!"


"What's the point, then ... are you trying to make a mess out of everything 
... by trying to get Paul ... to take you to bed?"


"No ... damn it ... no!" she flared. "That's not it!"


Rita turned back to face him, her naked body inviting him, as she walked to 
the bed, her hips swaying, making her loins undulate, erotically. "It's you 
... I want, darling! I was only trying ... to make you jealous enough ... to 
... to take me to bed .. and fuck me!"


It was his turn to be surprised. Damn! There's no telling what a woman's 
thinking sometimes! He sat up, suddenly.


"You mean to say ... that you went through all that act ... the whole 
rigamarole ... just so I'd get all horny ... maybe ... and ... ?"


"Y-yes ... " It was a shameless admission.


"I'll be damned!"


"I was getting desperate ... !" Rita half-sobbed, her tears beginning to 
glisten with droplets of tears.


Pulling back the covers, she crawled onto the bed and crept into her 
husband's arms, her desire for him burning warmly in the depths of her soft 
white belly.


Lee knew that he had been holding back, lately, denying himself ... and her 
as well, because he had felt pressures ... not only by Rita, but by the 
exacting demands of his job.


... And, strangely, his reaction to his wife's heated overtures had been 
just the opposite of her expectations. He turned off! Perhaps, he was sated, 
like the new employee in a candy factory who is allowed to eat as much of 
the goodies as he wants ... at first ... There was yet another possibility 
... and Lee could not have explained it. Maybe ... just maybe, her overt 
advances were robbing him of a prerogative ... the ancient role of the male 
to be the pursuer.


As Rita nestled her voluptuously naked body into her husband's arms, she 
lifted her lips to him to be kissed. His head came down to hers, and he 
found her lips, kissing them tenderly ... almost religiously. It wasn't the 
kind of kiss she wanted. She wanted a deep, soul kiss ... a sex kiss ... a 
kiss that would lead to something ... a long, hard, thrusting penis deep in 
her hungering vagina.


Hungrily, her pink, moist tongue darted into his mouth to search, questingly 
... hopefully; then, as she stiffened her avid, lingual member, and stabbed 
it in and out of his mouth, rapidly, several times, she was rewarded in her 
efforts. Lee began to suck on her tongue, gently. She moaned her pleasure up 
into his mouth. Finally, he began to extend his tongue, probing, and she 
knew that he was becoming interested ... maybe even interested enough to 
want to make love to her. Ab ... it's more than that ... I want him ... to 
... fuck me ... like a real man should!


Boldly, knowing exactly what she wanted ... and ready to go to any lengths 
to get it - even further than she had already gone, if necessary - she slid 
her hand down into the waistband of her husband's pajamas to search for what 
she hoped would be his already hardened cock. Her fingers found and touched. 
She was disappointed.


Lee's penis lay soft and flaccid down along his thigh. Nothing she had done 
... or said, yet, had aroused him. God ... she moaned to herself, What do I 
have to do ... . to get him hard enough ... to fuck me with it ... ?


With frantic fingers, she massaged the length of his limp shaft, attempting 
desperately to bring it to vibrant, throbbing life in her hands. Nothing 
happened!


... Then, she knew. Her mind was made up instantly. She had already thrown 
herself at Paul Quinn, in an attempt to make Lee jealous ... and she had, 
finally, asked Lee, in almost abject humiliation ... to make love to her. 
Now, his cock wasn't responding. One thing she knew for sure: He had to have 
an erection ... or else ... Yes! She would do it! ... . But I've never 
actually done it! ... I hope I can do it ... right ...


Strange, new sensations arced fire in her loins, and she trembled with 
excitement, at the thought of what she intended to do. She withdrew her lips 
from Lee's and shifted her position to kneel beside his naked body. Her hand 
was still holding onto the limber flesh of his lifeless cock.


"I-I'm sorry ... darling ... " Lee apologized, not knowing really what to 
say.


He smiled, weakly, up at her, a twinge of guilt stabbing into his 
consciousness, as he realized just how hot his wife really was ... how much 
she wanted him ... and he wasn't able to raise a hard-on to take care of 
her. Christ! I really must be getting in bad shape!


Managing a smile with trembling lips, Rita whispered, "Lee ... darling, 
I-I'm going to do it to you ... and see if I can make it come up ... hard 
... so you can ... fuck me with it!"


He didn't follow her meaning. "What do you mean ... ?".


"I want to ... use my mouth ... on you ... to lick you down there!"


Her suggestion was so unexpected his mouth dropped open in surprise, as her 
words bounced and rebounded around inside his skull.


"Y-You want to suck my cock ... ?" He was incredulous ... but, at the same 
time, he felt a throbbing lurch in his cock.


"Yes ... that's it! I'll do it ... because I want you ... so much!" She 
meant it ... every word of it!


"Okay!" he agreed, readily, feeling the crawling lift of his balls, 
signaling the beginning of arousal. " ... If ... that's really what you want 
to do ... !"


Frantically, then, she gripped the waistband of his pajama bottoms and 
pulled them down and off, while he unbuttoned the top and shed it, tossing 
the garment, carelessly. He was ready! Christ! Was he ready?! He didn't need 
a second invitiation, as he thought: God ... I should've thought of this 
before ... but I didn't know ... whether Rita would go for it.


Lee moved over to the center of the bed, and his wife crawled between his 
legs, her trembling hand reaching out to grip the now hardening shaft of his 
cock. She held it upright in her tiny hand and looked at it, fixedly, 
seeming to fortify her resolve. She didn't change her mind. "Oh, God ... Lee 
... I want to do it right for you!" she breathed, as she worked the foreskin 
back to reveal the still pink ... and as yet, unbloated, cock-head.


He tilted his hips up, raising it toward her, and her other hand went, 
instinctively, under him to caress the softly crinkled, sparsely 
hair-covered skin of his scrotal sac, lifting and gently massaging his 
heavy, sperm-packed testicles.


... And then ... she began to lower her head, her lips pursed, to kiss the 
satiny flesh of the tip. Lee jerked, involuntarily, at the searing contact 
of her warmly pursed lips on the sensitive head. Instantly, more blood 
surged into it ... and it began to pulse to full erection. He looked down to 
see it throbbing there in his wife's hand, as she continued to kiss and 
fondle it.


"God ... Oh, God ... !" he moaned. "Start sucking on it ... !"


His wife's honey-smooth mouth came down over the smooth rubbery head, her 
ovaled lips enclosing the sensitive flesh with warm moistness. Inside her 
mouth, she used her tongue, twirling it in licking circles around the now 
throbbingly blood-inflated head. His massive cock jerked in her mouth, and 
he felt the tingling ache in his balls of complete readiness. He couldn't 
help but be amazed at the speed with which his cock had come alive in her 
mouth. God ... it felt good ... out of this world!


Just the very thought of what Rita was doing to him, the lewd salaciousness 
of the act, almost as much as the actual intensity of the sensations that 
her mouth was producing in him, gave Lee an added feeling of erotic arousal.


She held the rigid shaft of his pulsating cock with one hand, while the 
other kneaded his balls caressingly, her fingers feather-gentle on him; 
meanwhile, overcoming her first natural hesitancy, Rita began to suck his 
cock with a steady rhythm, her head beginning to move up and down on him, 
experimentally, as she ovaled her lips tightly around it and made of her 
mouth another hotly clinging cunt. Gradually, then, she began to take more 
and more of his length into her mouth and throat ... and she was surprised 
that she could do it ... so easily. Oh ... it's so masculine tasting ... and 
nice! ... and, except right at first, when I almost gagged ... it isn't so 
bad! I think I can ... almost take all of him ...


Inside her mouth, her tongue swirled, wildly, on him, now, and he was aware 
that she was trying to put the tip of her tongue into the split at the top 
of his cock. Her hand that was caressing his balls was removed, and he 
wondered, vaguely, what she was going to do to him, next..


Tensing his loins, he thrust his cock up into her hungrily ovaled lips, 
feeling it plunge deep into her throat, and as he looked down, he saw that 
almost all of it had disappeared between his wife's tightly locked lips. He 
moaned, softly, as he began to move his hips in rhythmic counterpoint to her 
bobbing head.


Lee was in a trance of sensual ecstasy. He had never before experienced such 
intense sexual sensations, as he lost himself in the complete enjoyment of 
his wife's voraciously sucking mouth. He felt the increase of the speed of 
her moving head and the strength of the pressure she exerted, which seemed 
to make his cock pulse, expandingly, to even greater hardness. Her tongue 
was swirling in a caressing lick of his lust-inflated, almost painfully 
sensitive cock-head on every outstroke. Damn! There's nothing like it! ... 
Her mouth's like warm, sweet butter. Then, he wondered, Is she going to ... 
suck me all the way ... until I cum ... ? He hoped she would! Christ! That'd 
feel good ... to shoot it ... right into her mouth ... and have her swallow 
it for me ... Her face, he noticed, working over him, was changed. She 
seemed to be in a sexual rapture of her own; her eyes were closed, and her 
breath was coming in short, jerky spurts of air through her nose. Then, as 
he looked beyond, downward to where her firmly rounded breasts danced almost 
lewdly beneath her, he saw that her other hand was working rhythmically at 
the darkly hair-covered triangle of her loins. She's fingering her own cunt! 
... Maybe ... she will suck me ... until I cum ... and fingerfuck herself 
... until she does too ...


More ... and ever more intense, the overpowering sensations raced through 
him, and his wife's beautiful, shiny black hair attracted him, as it spread 
down over his naked thighs, brushing him, lightly, and adding to the 
eroticisim of what she was doing to him. On impulse, he reached out with 
both hands to take some of the long strands, using them to guide her 
voraciously sucking mouth up and down the wetly pistoning length of his 
cock; then, he began to thrust his hips even more forcefully up into her 
mouth and throat. In fascination, he watched, as a little of the soft pink 
flesh from inside her lips was pulled out, with each upstroke, then stuffed 
back in as her mouth slid over the hardened shaft to absorb him, again, on 
the downstroke. Her cheeks were hollowing in and out, as she sucked, 
hungrily, on his now angrily throbbing cock. God! He wanted it to go on 
forever ... but at the same time as he wished it, he knew it couldn't. 
Already, he could feel the searing burn of the beginning of his coming 
orgasm.


Strangling, incoherent sounds began to come from deep in his throat. He 
could feel it getting nearer for him. It wouldn't be long before he popped 
... shooting his load of sperm deep into his wife's now greedily working, 
throat. The sweet agony of the built-up sensations in him seemed to 
concentrate in the lust-bloated head of his massive cock. He could feel it 
pulsing ... expanding and growing larger with eyery throbbing jerk, as her 
tantalizing tongue taunted it on every stroke. His sperm was battering 
against the entrance to his penile flesh, deep in his balls, demanding its 
release.


Finally, he was able to form words. "Oh, God ... Rita, darling ... that's 
good! Keep on ... sucking ... until I cum!"


Rita heard him. She almost panicked. "OOOooooooohhhhh!" She moaned aloud, 
the sound muffled and dim from her husband's prick stuffing her mouth full. 
My God ... have I ... sucked on him ... too long? I only wanted to get him 
ready! I've got to have his cock ... in my cunt ... fucking me ... !


With a boldness born of desperation, she made her decision. She had to have 
it ... and fast ... Suddenly, she, kneeled upright, her mouth coming off 
him, leaving his cock standing hard and straight and glistening wet from her 
saliva. Her sudden movement had wrenched her hair from his hands, painfully 
... but she didn't care, at that point. She hardly felt it.


Surprised and disappointed, Lee growled, "What the hell ... "


But, she was already moving. She flung herself forward, up over him, her 
thighs straddling his hips, as she reached down to grip the hard, throbbing 
shaft of his cock to guide it straight into her seething cunt. With wild 
abandon, she dropped her loins down on him, cleaving herself mercilessly 
down on his spearing shaft, as she forced her cunt to absorb and suck up 
inside the whole of his massive cock in one forceful plunge.


"Oh God!" she cried out, sharply, as his cock soared all the way up into her 
to crash against the back wall of her cuntal passage.


Her eyes were glazed with passion, her face a study in pure, animal desire, 
as she began to lewdly grind her buttocks and fuck up and down above him, 
sliding her clasping, demanding pussy up and down the steel-hard rod, 
fucking herself ... fucking him, for all she was worth. The reversal of 
roles, as she dominated her husband, didn't bother her at all. She wanted 
... and she was getting! That's all that mattered to her ...


Faster and faster, she rode him, the wildness in her knowing no limits, as 
she stroked up and down the thick, lengthy shaft of her husband's cock, 
until he began to buck his hips up against her, attempting to match the 
tempo of her pounding loins. OOoohh! That's it! It's going up ... into my 
cunt ... even deeper ... and harder! AAaauuggh!


And then ... she began her soaring ascent, spiraling to the heights of her 
orgasmic release. She moaned, incessantly, wanting it to cum ... but, also, 
wanting to remain on that high plateau of arousal. She was in an agony of 
sweet rapture. Her face contorted. Oh, God ... let me cum ... now!


Suddenly, she was there! She was launched deep into a timeless space, where 
nothing mattered but the surging explosion of her orgasm. Her body spasmed, 
convulsively, as the crashing waves of her release buffeted her, carrying 
her along in its curl to deposit her, gently, oh their bed, again, where she 
had collapsed on top of her husband, not realizing where she was, as she 
heard her own voice, dimly screaming, "OOOOHHH ... My Goooooood! IlI'mmmmmm 
cuuuummmmmiiiiinnnnnggggg! AAAAaaaaaaaaauuuuuuuuuggggggg hhhhhhhhhhh!"


Beneath her, her husband was stalled, unable to cum, as Rita's body stopped 
moving, and she lay prone upon him, heavily. Desperately but 
unsatisfactorily, he thrust up into her gently clasping cuntal sheath ... 
but it was no good. He had to cum! Christ! I was almost there ... ready to 
pop!


Wrapping his arms tightly around her, using his legs for leverage, he rolled 
his wife to her back, so that he was now in the topmost position, still 
cradled between her white, firmly tapering thighs; then, he raised himself, 
above her, grasped her knees and spread them wide, pushing them back toward 
her chest, at the same time. Finally, he shoved his arms into the angle of 
her flexed knees and leaned down hard, mashing her thighs down on the 
fullness of her still orgasmically quivering breasts. The entire plane of 
her cunt was vulnerable and defenseless, now ... and he began to fuck into 
her like an insane man.


Beneath her husband's pounding cock, Rita was overjoyed, as she knew that, 
now, she could cum again. She felt it begin for her. Oh, God ... I'm almost 
there.. -. again!"


She began, to convulse in her second orgasm, almost at the same instant as 
Lee began to cum, his sperm jetting from the tip of his cock and ricocheting 
against the walls of her tightly clasping cunt in spurting streams. He 
slammed his pelvis against the backs of her upraised thighs for one, final, 
bone-jarring thrust, and a loud moan of satisfaction tore from his lips. 
"OOOoooh! Fuck!"


And Rita screamed out her second release that if anything was even more 
intense than the first. "I'm going to ... cuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuu mmmmmmmmmmmmm 
... AAAAAA GGGGGGGAAAAAAAIINN! Oh! Oh! OOoohh! O O OOooooooaaaaaaaaa 
uuuuuuuuuugggghhh!"


It was Lee's turn to collapse in a satiated heap on top of his wife. "Damn 
... " he groaned, his breath heavy and uneven. "You sure do come on strong. 
That was ... really something ... but a little nerve-wracking ... !"


Chapter Three


The following morning, Rita Rim awakened to the early morning California sun 
streaming into their bedroom. She stretched lithely and cat-like, enjoying 
the delicious feeling of coming awake after a good night's dreamless and 
restful sleep. She was still nude. Somehow, after last night's delightful 
session ... when she had had two magnificent orgasms in succession, she 
hadn't wanted to confine her body again. She had wanted only to go to sleep 
... naked, her satiated body pressed, voluptuously up against her husband's. 
Anyway, she really preferred to sleep nude, most of the time.


She looked over at Lee. He was still asleep, an arm thrown up over his head, 
his sandy blond hair mussed and straggling down over his forehead. He slept, 
peacefully, his handsome face serene and untroubled; then, she noticed he 
had his pajamas on. She decided he must have gotten up during the night, 
perhaps to visit the bathroom, and had put them on, then. She was a little 
disappointed. There was nothing she enjoyed more than to snuggle up to his 
warm nudity, in the morning, like this ... just as she was waking up.


Remembering last night's wild sexual scene, she shivered with delight. Oh 
... it was so lovely ... so satisfying ... for a change. Lee was so nice ... 
and hard ... and when he finally got on top of me ... and shoved his cock 
into me ... so deep and hard ... it was just super-delicious! Then, on 
further reflection, she decided: It was better even ... than when I was on 
top of him! I was ... kind of shameless ... in a way ... but I had to have 
it!


Unconsciously, her own hands drifted over her body, cupping her breasts and 
feeling the tingle of sexual arousal being born, anew, as she felt their 
slight swelling, and the nipples of them coning out in distended erection. 
Her reliving of last night progressed backward to the first time she had 
taken Lee's penis into her mouth ... Her face flushed with the memory of her 
wantonness. But I just had to do something ... and it worked!


Now, her narcissistic hands roamed down across her flat belly and arrived at 
the triangle of her thighs, the mound covered with dark, pubic hair, where 
her fingers played, momentarily, in the soft fleecy curls. Her mind still 
hung onto the salaciousness of her taking his penis into her mouth last 
night. She was honest with herself: The idea ... kind of revolted me ... at 
first ... but I was so hot! And, when it seemed like Lee's ... cock ... 
wasn't going to get hard ... I knew I'd have to do it ... if I was going to 
get ... any sex ... at all!


Down below she felt the jolt of delicious sensations of sex need, again. Her 
vaginal opening was getting all moist ... and she realized, suddenly, that 
her memories ... her thoughts about last night's fulfilling sex session and 
her own roaming hands had all worked her up to the point where she would 
have to have Lee's cock ... again! She wondered: God! Do I dare ... to try 
to get him to ... fuck me, again ... this morning? She didn't understand the 
way of it ... but she did know that her husband had been reluctant to make 
love to her, lately, seeming to hold back, for some reason. He had been too 
tired ... too sleepy ... or he didn't feel well.., didn't feel like it ... 
His excuses had been legion!


It was strange! As Rita's interest in sex had increased, Lee's seemed to be 
constantly on the wane. Was it because he was getting older? No ... that 
couldn't be it! Why, he's only twenty-nine ... no, let me think ... he'll be 
thirty in two months!


Experimentally, a finger slid down into the soft fleshy folds of her 
expectantly quivering vaginal slit to the already hardened little bud of her 
clitoris. It immediately caused tiny electric sparks of sexual arousal to 
course through her and she moaned with need. Oh, damn ... my cunt's so open 
and ready ... and I'm really getting hot! Should I ... ? Oh, God ... I'll 
have to! ... I'll have to wake Lee up ... and try to get him ... in the mood 
... for some more ... fucking.


She crept over close to her still sleeping husband, raised herself up over 
him and looked down into his quiet face, the sound of his regular breathing 
audible to her. Sentimentally, she thought about how it had been with them, 
when they were first married ... and it was Lee, who was chasing her around 
the bed ... for an early-morning piece. It had been so different, lately ...


Tenderly, she leaned down and kissed him, lightly, on the lips. She did it 
twice, before his eyes fluttered open, their gray-greenish gaze up into her 
face registering surprise.


"Wh-What ... !?" He was still half asleep.


She brushed his wire-like, sandy hair off his forehead and murmured, "Lee 
... darling ... would you like to ... do it, again ... this morning ... ?"


Now, he was genuinely startled ... almost frightened ... and suddenly, he 
was fully awake.


"You must be out of your mind, Rita!" he growled. "I've got to go to work!"


"But ... I'm ... I'm getting hot ... and I need it ... !" she persisted.


"Christ! Aren't you ever satisfied? You popped twice last night ... and


"That was last night ... darling!" she cut in. " ... But ... I want you to 
... fuck me, again ... now ... this morning ... " It was a whining entreaty.


"You must be turning into a nympho ... or something, honey ... but I just 
couldn't do it ... again ... right now!"


She became petulant. "Most men would be happy to ... be getting it as 
regular as you are!"


Crawling up on top of him, she ground the moistness of her cunt against the 
flaccid softness of his cock. She went, " ... if you really loved me ... as 
much as you say you do ... "


"Hell ... Rita ... that's got nothing to do with it! I just can't fuck you, 
again, this morning! You'd better crawl off me ... because I've got to get 
up ... and start getting ready to go to work!"


Rita didn't heed his warning ... instead, she undulated her hips, 
erotically, suggestively, pushing her pelvis out and forward to gain better 
contact with his unresponsive penis.


"Doesn't that feel wet and good, darling?" she whispered with a thin, 
seductive smile.


"I told you ... I'm not interested, right now, damn it!" her husband told 
her with emphasis.


Heaving himself upward, he rolled his wife from her position on top of him, 
came to an upright position and swung his legs over the side of the bed. He 
found his bedroom slippers and worked his feet into them.


At the instant, he had rolled her aside, Rita groaned her disappointment. 
"OOOooohhh ... ! Lee ... !"


"Now if you don't mind ... I'm going to go start my shaving and shower!" He 
stalked toward the bathroom door.


"You selfish bastard!" she flung after him. Lee chose to ignore the epithet, 
as he closed the door to the bathroom, firmly. He didn't have time to stop 
and argue with her. Perhaps, he wasn't very tactful in just shoving her off 
... rejecting her offer of more sex ... But Christ ... enough is enough ... 
besides I can't be dragging in late and tired at the bank!


Feeling resentful and bitchy, now, Rita chose to stay in bed and feel sorry 
for herself, and petulantly, she decided to punish her husband by not 
getting up to prepare his breakfast.


... And, when Lee emerged from the bathroom some twenty minutes later, he 
found her still in bed, seemingly asleep.


"Hey, Rita ... ?" he asked, mildly, feeling better, now. "How about some 
breakfast ... ?"


She didn't move. "Get it yourself ... or go out to a restaurant!" she said, 
her voice dripping with acid.


To say he was surprised would be a gross understatement. He was dumbfounded 
... absolutely dismayed. I'll be God damned!


He found his voice, after a moment. "I-I don't get it?"


"I didn't ... get IT ... either!"


"This is silly ... Rita!"


"Then ... why don't you be a real man ... ?" she challenged.


Basically, Lee Rim was a gentle man, quite slow to anger, but now, he did 
become angry; a cold, smoldering kind of anger, which burned deep in him ... 
an anger that rendered him inarticulate. With set face, grim and terrible, 
he went about his dressing, and when he was ready, he left their bedroom, 
went through the empty house to his car, started.it and headed for the 
nearest shopping center where there was a coffee shop. He had to have some 
breakfast to start his gruelling day. Damn it ... I just don't understand 
what's happening to us! One thing, he knew for sure: We're going to have to 
get this ironed out ... or we'll end up being separated ... or divorced! The 
hell of it is ... the thing's turned upside down ... with Rita wanting more 
sex ... than I do! ... But, I don't think there's anything wrong with me! I 
can function! I just can't fuck her ... as often as she wants it!


He ate his breakfast, morosely, trying to think through the problem, but try 
as he might, he couldn't find a solution. Hell ... maybe there isn't one! 
Within a few minutes, he was at his desk in the bank's loan department ... 
as usual. He didn't particularly want to work; his mind kept wandering to 
his wife, Rita ... and the damnable situation that seemed to be rocketing 
them ... and their marriage ... into oblivion.


As soon as Lee had driven away, Rita, still nude, got out of bed, opened the 
bottom drawer of the dresser and rummaged in the back of it until she found 
the plain cardboard box she had hidden there, last week.


She removed the vibrator, plugged it into the wall outlet near the bed and 
lay down, again.


Strapping it to the back of her hand, she flicked the switch to its "on" 
position.


... Then, as she moved her vibrating hand, gently over the swelling fullness 
of her breasts and down across her smooth white belly to the moist readiness 
of her loins, she told herself ... Of course ... this's only second best ... 
Oh, God ... I wanted Lee ... to fuck me so bad! ... Maybe there is something 
wrong with me ... I just can't seem to get enough of his cock ... lately!


She touched her clitoris, and the vibrations of the machine, transmitted 
through her hand melted her into ecstasy.


"OOOooooohhhh!" she moaned with delight. "That feels sooooooo gooooooooood 
when I fingerfuck myself with it!"


Nora Quinn arose, as usual, and buried herself in the kitchen, fixing 
breakfast for Paul. She called him when the crisply fried bacon, two eggs, 
toast and coffee was ready. They ate in relative silence. There didn't seem 
to be much to talk about. They, each, seemed to be reluctant to reopen any 
conversational direction, which might lead them back to last night's 
happenings. Perhaps, it was just as well, after a period of cooling off, 
they'd be in a better mood to talk ... later.


After he had eaten breakfast and glanced through the morning paper over a 
second cup of coffee, Paul left for work. He was a salesman in one of the 
city's leading music stores. His extroverted nature served him well as a 
salesman, and his knowledge of music, his ability to perform at the 
keyboard, especially, allowed him to show off the pianos and organs to good 
advantage.


As he drove down the street, away from their house, he observed to himself. 
Well ... I'm getting the big deep-freeze ... again! I suppose I shouldn't 
have lost my temper ... and forced her, like I did ... after she pulled that 
"don't touch me!" crap ... but I just couldn't help it! I was so damned 
worked up ... I had to fuck her! He decided not to worry about it; there was 
a big day ahead of him, at the music store. His thoughts turned to the leads 
he would try to follow up, but other thoughts kept intruding. They didn't 
involve his wife, Nora, and that's what made them so disquieting. It was 
Rita he was thinking about. Damn ... I wonder ... The way she was rubbing up 
against me ... and then, when I kissed her, she wanted a deep French kiss 
... not just a lip kiss. Christ ... I almost jumped out of my skin ... when 
she grabbed my cock!


With an effort he tried to discipline his thought's. He couldn't allow 
himself to think about his best friend, Lee's wife that way. His imagination 
was taking him on a side-road marked PRIVATE! Hell! She's off-limits! I 
don't know why in hell I'm even thinking about her! Even if she was willing 
... to go to bed with me ... for a little fucking party ... I'd sure have to 
think twice ... or three times about it! She's still Mrs. Rita Rim! ... But, 
there's still just one question that needs an answer: Why ... did she make 
the big sex play for me? Nora had watched her husband drive away, knowing 
that he must be wishing he could stay. Maybe ... if they could just sit 
down, like the two mature adults they were supposed to be, and talk about 
their problems ... they might find some answers. She sighed. They just 
didn't seem to be operating on the same wave-lengths. Communication between 
them, she realized, was practically nil.


She walked back through the house to their bedroom. Everything in the house 
satisfied her. They lived in a California ranch style house, in a nice 
neighborhood. There was a second car in the garage, for her use. Paul's 
commissions were adequate, and they could live in the style they had chosen 
... but there was that great emptiness in her life ... a void she didn't 
know how to cross ... or fill in. Last night's occurrences were so good 
example, beginning with Paul and Rita's little kissing scene ... and 
progressing to the final curtain, when Paul had practically raped her! It 
seemed so sordid ...


In their bedroom, she slipped out of her dressing robe and pulled her 
nightgown over her head, flung it aside, as she remembered it should be 
washed; then, she went into the gleaming bathroom and busied herself 
preparing for a cleansing douche. She had made almost a ritual of it, in her 
obsession with cleanliness. It was always the same; there was the drawing of 
the water, washing the attachments, again - even though they were clean when 
she had put them away - filling the bag with hot water, adding the 
antiseptic powder and, finally, getting into the bathtub. She lay back to 
insert the curved, fountain syringe into her tight, fleece-ringed vaginal 
opening. There was a certain feeling of relaxation that she enjoyed as the 
hot water washed but the sticky, seminal fluid that Paul had spurted up into 
her last night. Somehow, it gave her a sense of virginal cleanliness, as she 
watched the long strings of white sperm being flushed from her, ridding her 
of the aftermath of lovemaking. It was a relief to her to see it slowly 
sucked down the drain, and in her mind, she put the life-making fluid in the 
same category as the potato peelings she put through the garbage disposal.


Finished with that phase of her ablutions, she got out of the tub and washed 
it down, before starting to draw her bath. As she watched the water run into 
the tub, the reflection of her naked body in the full-length mirror on the 
bathroom door caught her attention. Nora knew she had a beautiful body, but 
it had brought her nothing but agony. Her figure was almost too perfect ... 
too desirable, and somehow, she was repulsed by it. Perhaps it wasn't her 
body, as such, that generated her feeling of repugnance ... but the 
sexuality her beauty represented.


This morning, though, she studied her body, critically. She saw the smoothly 
svelte, long-legged loveliness of her, topped with golden, blonde hair. She 
was a petite five feet inches tall, perfectly proportioned. Her breasts 
mounded out, round and full, marbled just beneath the soft, satin-like, 
white skin with a faint tracery of blue veins that gave them a transluscent 
quality of depth. Her tiny pink nipples spiked out sensuously from the 
darker areolas like succulent little berries. Actually ... she mused, I 
haven't changed much ... in the eight years we've been married! Of course 
... if I'd had a baby ... I'd be a lot different, I suppose ...


Then, her eyes ran on down over her flat belly. There was the recess of her 
navel, and below it a line of short, silky, almost invisible golden hair 
pointed, like an arrow straight at the triangular mound of softly curling 
pubic hair.


The faint suggestion of her vaginal furrow was visible, barely peeping 
through the somewhat sparsely growing hair. Her tiny, lithe waist swelled 
out into the softly rounded curves of her hips, which led to the taper of 
smooth thighs, her daintily dimpled knees linking them to the gentle, 
reverse curves of calves and trimly turned ankles. Her feet were narrow with 
strong arches. Turning, then, she viewed the smoothly rounded fullness of 
her well sculpted buttocks. Just beneath the surface, the muscles rippled, 
lithely, and she ran her hands over them, to feel the velvety, smooth skin 
... the flesh that Paul loved to fondle so much.


Self-consciously, she assumed a provocative pose, thrusting out her hips, 
like a high-fashion model; then, she tried a come-hither look in imitation 
of a slick, center-fold Playboy girl.


She wished, fervently, that she could really begin to enjoy the sexual 
potential her body promised her. Oh why ... can't I let go ... and be the 
kind of wife Paul wants me to be?


Her hands ran over her body, briefly, and as she touched her erectile 
nipples, she felt the tingle in them; then as they drifted lower, the tiny 
spark of sensation in her loins caused her to stop, instantly. The urge was 
there. She had to admit that ... she just couldn't. It's so horribly wrong 
... and I wouldn't dare ... to do it to myself! She knew why. It was the 
memory of imposed taboos and prohibitions. They were ingrained in her ... 
part of her since early childhood.


The water pouring into the bathtub was the right depth and temperature, and 
she stepped hastily into it, bathed quickly, got out toweled herself dry, 
not daring to look at her naked loveliness in the mirror, again. Even as she 
was denying her sexuality, she wished things could be different. Tonight, 
I'm going to try ... to make up with Paul ... and maybe I could start trying 
to be a better wife to him ... in bed ... The memory of how she had 
discovered Rita Rim in his arms and Paul's taunting admission that he had 
enjoyed it rather worried her; of course, he had denied any real interest in 
the other woman, but there was the possibility ... Oh, God ... I'd just die 
... if Paul was unfaithful to me ... !


It had been a slow, frustrating morning for Paul Quinn. He had fluffed, 
badly, on one piano demonstration, failing to close on it; then, luckily, 
from among the lookers, he had been able to place an electronic organ for a 
home demonstration. He knew he could sell it, but it would be at least a 
week before he could write the contract. A couple of the leads he had 
followed-up outside the store had failed to be productive, and he felt 
discouraged. His usual optimistic attitude toward his selling ability seemed 
to be missing.


At about 11:30 he collected the contracts written by the other three 
salesmen. There were a couple for television sets, one for a Hi-Fi console 
and one for a smaller model of their electronic organ line. He surveyed 
them, glumly, his disappointment even more acute, as he realized, he could 
have written one for that spinet piano ... if he hadn't allowed his mind to 
wander ... Christ!


One of his chores was to deal with the bank. Each day, he took the contracts 
that had been written over to the loan department where Lee Rim worked. The 
bank discounted the paper, and it was, usually, Lee who handled the 
transactions. Afterward, the two old friends would go out to lunch together. 
Today was no exception.


They were seated opposite each other in a back booth of one of their 
favorite eateries. Orders had been placed, and as they waited, Lee observed, 
"You're not your usual disgustingly optimistic self, today ... something 
wrong?"


"Are you kidding ... ? You know damned well something's wrong ... beginning 
with last night!" Paul grumped. " ... And I ought to start off ... with an 
apology ... because I sure as hell didn't have any intentions of making a 
play for Rita ... It just happened ... !"


"Yeah ... I know ... " Lee said, "but you don't have to apologize. We've 
been buddies for too long ... "


"I appreciate that, Lee! I just wish Nora would drop it, too ... but she was 
still sort of upset about it ... this morning. She'd hardly talk to me ... 
!"


"Did you have a fight ... last night?"


"Yeah ... she was on her ear ... but I kept telling her it was just one of 
those things ... almost like an accident ... and that nothing would ever 
develop. Rita just had one too many drinks ... and ... "


Lee regarded his friend, levelly. "It was no accident ... Paul!"


"What the hell do you mean by that ... ?" "Just that!" Lee told him, firmly. 
"It was planned out ... by Rita. She wanted you to grab her and kiss her!"


Paul stared in incredulity. "How do wu know that?"


"She told me! She did it ... to make me jealous ... so that I'd take her to 
bed ... " he looked around, lowered his voice, "and fuck the hell out of 
her!"


The tall redhead was confused and mystified. He heard what his friend was 
saying ... but the meaning escaped him.


"But ... why? That's crazy ... ! Why should she want to do that ... involve 
me in her scheme ... didn't she realize how much trouble it could have 
caused ... ?"


"She said she was desperate ... that I wasn't giving it to her enough!" Lee 
was morose.


"Well ... aren't you taking care of her ... ?" Paul smiled, lewdly.


"I'll level with you ... old buddy ... the answer is a simple no! It seems 
like the more she wants ... the more I get turned off!" Lee said, his face 
troubled. " ... And the hell of it is ... I don't know why I should ... !"


"Are you ... getting impotent?"


"Hell no!" Lee spat. " ... But, according to Rita ... I'm somehow less of a 
man ... the last thing she said to me this morning ... after she refused to 
get my breakfast was, Why don't you. be a real man?"


"That must've hurt ... "


"You can say - that, again!" Lee agreed. " ... But, you know, me from a way 
back ... you know it isn't true ... when we were out chasing broads, 
together ... before we gave up being bachelors ... Hell ... I could fuck all 
night ... and all day ... for that matter ... but Rita comes on so strong, 
sometimes ... I guess it scares me ... or something ... Christ! I don't know 
what's wrong! ... I just don't know!"


The waitress brought their food, and they occupied themselves with eating. 
Both of them were silent ... thinking.


As Paul started on the last section of his club sandwich, he looked over at 
Lee and queried, "Would you and Rita like to come over, tonight ... maybe we 
can get things patched up between the two girls ... ?" His mind had been 
racing, ideas piling in On him, one after another ... and he knew that 
somewhere in them was a solution ... Damn ... why didn't I see it like this, 
before ... ? Maybe I didn't have all the pieces of the puzzle ... to play 
with: .. but from what Lee's been saying ... it's plain to see! He and Rita 
... aren't getting along too well ... in the sack ... and Nora and I've got 
our problems ... Hell ... maybe we can work something out ... among us ...


He wasn't sure how they'd work it out ... but if he had a little time to 
think about it ... he knew he'd come up with something; then, all he'd have 
to do is sell it ... to Lee and Nora!


Answering his question, Lee hedged, "I don't know ... Paul ... how 
pissed-off did Nora get ... about last night?"


"She was pretty hot under the collar ... " Paul admitted. " ... But, I think 
I talked her out of it ... anyway ... we all ought to sit down ... and get 
it out in the open ... especially for Nora's benefit ... since she was 
thinking that I had the hots for Rita ... "


"Don't you ... ?"


"Don't I what?"


"Have the hots ... for my wife ... ?"


"Don't be ridiculous, Lee!" Paul lied. "I wouldn't do that ... to a. friend 
... like you!"


"I'm glad you said that, Paul ... it eases my mind ... " Lee told his 
friend. " ... But, we both know, now ... that Rita's ... not being taken 
care of ... properly!"


Chapter Four


Paul had two days to think about it,.. and to prepare. Nora was reluctant to 
get together with the Rims ... right away. "I'd probably scratch her eyes 
out!" She was vehement.


"She hasn't done anything to hurt you!"


"No?! She's trying to ... to break up our marriage!"


"Nonsense! Anyway I'm going to invite Lee and Rita over for tomorrow 
evening! We've got to get this thing straightened out!" Paul was adamant.


He knew that he was striking out into unknown territory, but he decided to 
try it. Very carefully, he collected the things he would need to set the 
stage; additionally, he made sure that there was an adequate supply of 
liquor.


Everything had fallen into place, in his mind, after Lee Rim had told him 
about Rita's almost insatiable sex appetite. Hell ... old Lee'll probably be 
thanking me for it ... afterwards!


Rita Rim would be satisfied ... because he, Paul Quinn, was going to see to 
it that she was. I know damned well she'll buy it! She just hasn't thought 
of it, herself ... yet ... ! Man! She's got the most luscious pair of tits 
... and the tightest little ass I've ever wanted to get my hands on ... and 
she's ready for a different cock ... mine!


There was no telling, in advance, what Nora's reaction would be. She'll 
probably try to blow the whistle on it ... but I'll just have to depend on 
Lee! ... After he gets the idea ... and if he buys it ... I think it'll go 
as smooth as clockwork!


... Of course, Paul realized that he was taking a dangerous chance. The 
whole scheme he had outlined could backfire ... blow sky-high, right in 
their faces, but he was willing to take that risk. He reviewed all he 
planned to do, making sure that he hadn't missed anything. If it works ... 
and I'm confident it will ... it could change everything for the better! 
Christ ... I can hardly wait!


There was a chilly politeness among the four people gathered in the Quinn 
home. It was there, just below the surface, and Nora didn't help it any. She 
hadn't wanted to continue seeing the Rims ... at all, only agreeing to 
entertain them at Paul's insistence.'


Paul served double scotches on the rocks. There was a stack of Hi-Fi records 
on the stereo console, the lush, romantic music furnishing a relaxing 
background that he hoped would put them in the right mood.


"Oh ... I just love that record!" Rita bubbled, leaning back on the big 
couch, kicking off her shoes and curling her legs back under her. She had 
worn a short mini-sheath that revealed her beautifully curved legs to good 
advantage, and she had some difficulty in remaining decent, as she sat 
there, the hem of her skirt barely covering her nylon-clad thighs. She held 
her drink in a well-manicured hand, her dark eyes smiling over at first Paul 
then Nora. "I've got some better ones ... for later on!"


Paul promised.


"Oh ... good!" Rita enthused. "What are they?"


"You'll see ... !" he grinned, his eyes hooded as he watched her. Damn ... 
she's just oozing sex!


Nora sat in her chair, primly, her not too short skirt exposing only her 
knees. She sniffed to herself: Rita's really showing off ... what she's got 
... and I still think she's trying to get Paul!


"Did you get something new ... that I didn't know about?" Nora asked.


"Yeah ... I picked them up, today ... at the store ... " Paul answered, 
off-handedly.


Lee Rim sat back on the couch, next to his wife. He was a little worried ... 
somewhat apprehensive, so far, he hadn't been able to second-guess what Paul 
was trying to do. He sipped his drink, absently, as he watched Paul who was 
having trouble keeping his eyes off Rita, I wonder ... he thought, He's too 
damned interested in Rita ... regardless of what he says! ... And I've known 
him long enough to know ... he's got something up his sleeve!


Paul decided to get things moving.


"Lee ... I heard a good joke, today ... "


"All right ... let's hear it ... "


"Is it one of your dirty jokes?" Nora interposed.


"No ... it's not dirty ... maybe just a little risque ... "


"Let's hear it, Paul!" Rita smiled her interest. "Well . . . there were 
these two newlyweds ... who wanted to fly United ... but the stewardess 
wouldn't let them!"


Rita giggled, "That's cute!"


"That's Okay!" Lee laughed, then following Paul's lead, he added, "But I'll 
bet you can't top this one!"


"Shoot ... old buddy!"


"It goes like this. Martinis, dear girl, are deceiving! Take just two ... at 
the very most. Take three ... and you're under the table! Take four ... and 
you're under the host'!"


Paul laughed loudly ... but the point was not lost on him. Damn ... old 
Lee's pretty sharp. That's right on target!


Rita liked it, too. Laughingly, she leaned toward Lee and asked, "Do I dare 
ask our host ... for the second drink?" She held up her empty glass.


"That's up to you, Rita ... "


Paul got up, took her glass and built a fresh drink.."Anybody else ready?" 
he queried, looking around. He took the glass Lee held out, then lifted his 
own to drain it. Nora was still working on the first one.


Nora had smiled, self-consciously, as the jokes had been recounted, but now 
she was appalled, as Paul stopped the record that was playing, selected a 
different one and put in on the turntable.


"Here's-one of those records I picked up ... " He smiled a crooked smile of 
lewd anticipation, as he re-started the machine.


The voice was instantly recognizable. The man was a well-known night club 
and T.V. entertainer. His routine started off mildly enough ... but he was 
soon launched into telling the filthiest jokes imaginable, complete with all 
the four-letter obscenities. She listened, firmly tight-mouthed for a few 
moments. Paul, Rita and Lee were howling with laughter, now, but she 
couldn't stand it. Her nerves were jarred ... and the words shattered her, 
as they ricocheted around inside her skull, each Cock, Cunt, Prick, Pussy 
and Fuck seeming to pierce her like a flaming arrow.


Finally, Nora had had enough. "Paul ... ?" she asked, coldly, "Do we have to 
listen ... to this ... filth?"


"Relax, honey ... everybody else is enjoying it ... "


She would have fled ... but something kept her in her seat. What in the 
world is Paul doing this for ... he knows I detest those words ... and all 
such filth ... ?! I just can't help it ... it's too much a part of me ... 
And, how can Rita like it ... ? She's laughing almost as much as the men ... 
! The record ended.


"That was fun!" Rita Rim enthused. "Do you have any more ... like it?"


"Yeah ... I've got a couple more ... for later on ... " Paul grinned. " ... 
And, you'd never believe ... " He left it hanging. He produced some printed 
brochures and a copy of an underground newspaper.


"Have you ever seen ... any of these ... ?" Paul handed the newspaper to 
Lee.


Rita leaned over to read it also. She was wide-eyed. "It's pretty wild ... 
isn't it?"


"I've seen them, before" ... Lee remembered, glancing rapidly through the 
several sheets, an inkling of what Paul was up to sparking through his mind.


"Did you notice the ads ... on the back pages ... ?" Paul queried.


His friend's question confirmed it for him, as Lee Rim thumbed through the 
newspaper to the ads, his eye running down the columns, rapidly, until he 
found one of interest.


"You mean like this one ... ? Couple 28-30 would like to meet discreet 
couple or singles interested in parties, boating, sunbathing, etc. Will 
exchange photos. Write P.V., Box 1520, Hermosa Beach, California'."


"Yeah ... that's a good one!" Paul agreed, looking at Lee for his reactions. 
Hell:.. I hope he catches on!


Rita, looking over her husband's shoulder, began reading aloud, "How's this? 
Uninhibited couple, under 35, wants to meet like-minded couple who swing. 
Write or call Jes ... "


"What is this all about ... ?" Nora demanded.


The room was silent.


Paul turned to face his wife. He handed her one of the printed brochures. 
"Swinging!" he said, laconically.


Nora tQok the sheet and examined it. There were pictures of nude women in 
provocative poses. She read a caption at random: Real swinging gal, 
38-26-38, half of a fun-loving husband and wife team with modern interests. 
We can travel ... or have weekend guests. Lots of privacy in mountain 
community. Write: She slopped reading. The address was in Crestline.


"Swinging ... ? I don't ... understand ... " She looked around the room at 
each person for in answer.


Paul Quinn knew that both Lee and Rita knew the score! Hell! It was only 
Nora who was the dark. He'd have to fill her in, now. He was th nervous and 
elated. Christ! This is it!


"Swinging ... means ... that people, usually i couples agree to trade 
partners ... -" he instructed.


She gasped, her face flaming in instant confusion and embarrassment. "You 
mean ... like those crazy sex clubs ....?"


"I think some people call it swapping ... " Lee added. He looked Paul's wife 
over carefully. Not until a moment ago, had he ever entertained any idea of 
Nora Quinn ... as more than Paul's wife. Now, he looked at her ... as a 
woman. Damn! She's really some woman ... nice big tits ... and legs that 
don't stop! I've always liked to look at her ... but she's been taboo ... 
just because she is Paul's wife! I wonder if he's really serious ... or is 
he just talking ... bringing up this swapping idea? ... Actually ... it's 
not a bad idea ... at all ... but I'd like to know more about it ...


"Y-You're not suggesting ... ?" Nora asked, her voice trembling, fearful of 
her husband's answer.


"I'm not suggesting anything ... " Paul told her. "I'm just throwing out the 
idea ... so maybe we can kick it around a little bit!" He rose and collected 
the glasses for refills.


"Well ... it can stop ... right now! I don't want anything to do with it!" 
She was furious. It was a monstrous idea as far as she was! concerned. 
Looking over at Lee Rim, she could see him only as an old friend of her 
husband's. I-I couldn't stand for another man ... to touch me ... even Lee! 
It seems so ... so sordid ... and wrong!


Rita had been examining one of the brochures Paul had passed over to her. 
She looked up to ask, "Do they really have regular clubs ... fori swapping 
purposes ... ?" There was a tingle of arousal in her, as she considered som 
possibilities. God ... what would it b like ... to get as much ... sex as I 
wanted ... from two men ... or a lot of different men ... ? She shivered as 
the idea gained maturity in her mind, hardly hearing Paul's answer.


"Yes ... there're regular ... organized groups."


"Let's drop the subject!" It was Nora, who stood to her feet, glaring at her 
husband. "I don't want to hear any more ... about it!"


"Suit yourself ... " Paul was amiable. He brought back fresh drinks for all. 
"How'd you like to hear another record?"


"Okay!" Lee agreed.


"Wonderful!" Rita exploded. "Is it anything like the other one?"


"No ... it'll be more fun ... if you let it be a surprise!" Paul grinned, 
his hot, salacious look at Rita barely disguised.


"If it's another dirty one ... I don't want to hear it!" Nora turned to 
stalk from the room, indignantly.


"You can be a party-pooper ... if you want ... "Paul grunted, "but don't 
forget ... the Rims are our guests!"


The firm crispness of her husband's voice rurned her back to take her seat, 
again; besides, he was right. She would have been making a horrible mistake 
to leave ... on two counts: Good manners dictated that she stay ... And ... 
It'd be foolish to leave ... as long as Rita's around ... ! Especially ... 
with all this talk about ... sex! Ugh! She picked up her drink and sipped 
it.


"Carry on ... darling ... !" She was bitterly sarcastic.


Paul shot her a glowering look, went to the Hi-Fi console and put on the 
record he had promised them.


"Listen closely!" He warned. " ... Because, like I said before ... you'll 
never believe it ... at first!" "Goddamn it ... Nora's being her usual 
prudish self! But maybe this record'll loosen her up! I think both Rita and 
Lee ... are just about sold! He took his seat, quickly; he wanted to watch 
Rita's every reaction. Somehow, he knew that it wouldn't take much more to 
make her start climbing the walls.


The record began. All four listened, carefully. Paul, of course, had heard 
it, before but his anticipation was running high. He was curious and excited 
to know what the reaction would be to it.


A slow, rhythmic bongo-drum beat came softly through the speakers, gaining 
in intensity and volume then fading to become a background. There was a gasp 
of sharply indrawn breath, followed by deep throaty breathing that started 
to come faster and faster. Then, there was a slightly liquid sucking sound, 
accompanied by a rumbling thump at regular intervals, interspersed with a 
complaining squeak. Gradually, the tempo increased ...


Rita was first to recognize what it might be. She gasped aloud, "Paul ... is 
that really ... what I think it is ... ?"


"Well ... what do you think it is ... ?" he countered.


"Oh, God ... I'm not sure ... !" She listened, excitement rising in her, as 
she realized she had been right, for now, a woman's voice had murmured: "Oh 
... that feels sooo gooooood!"


"Oh, no!"


"Is it ... real? A-Are they actually doing it ... on the record ... ?"


"Sshhh!" Lee hissed. "Let's listen!" He knew what it was, too! Christ! It's 
a recording,.. of two people fucking! He felt it begin ... unbidden. The 
contracting lift of his balls, first, then the surging, tumid growth ... as 
wild blood was pumped into his penis and trapped there.


Watching Rita Rim, closely, Paul saw her obvious discomfort, as she began to 
squirm on the couch. Her breath was a little jerky. The fullness of her 
breasts under her dress rose with her breath, fighting the material for 
release. He grinned to himself. Damn me ... if the record and the liquor 
isn't working! She's getting hot already! His cock was hard and ready inside 
his pants, and he could feel the slippery fluid exuding from its slitted 
head to be absorbed, wastefully, in the cloth of his shorts.


Nora was shocked almost beyond reason. It really is a recording ... of ... 
of somebody ... making love! It's all so realistic ... it couldn't be 
anything else! She didn't want to listen. Consciously, she tried to filter 
it jout ... but the persistently driving rhythm could not be ignored.


Now, coming clearly, through the speakers was the unmistakable sound of 
nakedly slapping flesh on flesh, and Nora could imagine the woman's upturned 
buttocks, her widespread legs cradling the man who was driving a huge penis 
deep up into her belly. Then suddenly, in spite of her conscious revulsion, 
she was aware of the rising itch of sexual arousal. Her vagina up between 
her legs was moist ... and she didn't want it. God! She didn't want to be 
aroused ... now ... with the Rims there! What kind of games is Paul playing 
... He couldn't be serious ... about that ... horrible idea he was :liking 
about ... !?


Lee Rim shot a quick glance at his wife, Rita.


Her breathing was quickened, and he saw that her glazed eyes were locked on 
his friend, Paul Quinn. He followed her gaze to where Paul's pants were 
bulged out. There was a big cock hidden there, just waiting to be used. 
Instantly, Lee knew this was a solution! Hell ... it's one way ... at least! 
Rita's almost too much for me! I might as well be honest with myself ... she 
needs more than one man ... to keep her satisfied! ... And ... from the way 
she's looking at old Paul there ... she's about to make that decision for 
herself!


He switched his gaze to Nora Quinn. She was sitting there, primly ... but 
there was the slight telltale signs of uncontrolled breathing. Likewise, he 
thought he detected a slight, almost unconscious undulating movement of her 
hips ... And, then ... that leaves me ... and Nora! Paul keeps saying that 
she's a cold fish ... that he can't seem to get her aroused ... to the point 
where fucking her is any fun ... for him ... or her! ... But maybe he hasn't 
tried too hard ... Christ ... that'd be fun ... trying to find out what 
would make her fuck willingly! He began to watch her ... looking for a clue. 
Anyway ... this seems to be a watching and waiting game ... like we're all 
waiting for somebody else to make the first move!


Faster and faster, the tempo increased, the bongo-drums accenting the 
rhythm, sharply, and the speakers began to swell in volume, filling the 
living room with the obscene sounds. Suddenly, the woman's voice spoke, 
plainly, "Fuck me! Oh, God! Fuck me ... harder!" Then, the tempo increased. 
Faster and faster, the slapping sounds of naked flesh on naked flesh came 
through the stereo speakers ... and there was the ragged and raspy sound of 
labored breathing, as the anonymous couple drove toward their climax.


Then ... it was there. The woman screamed, "Oh, My God! FUUUUUCCCCCKKK 
MEEEE! AAAARRRRRDDDDAAAAAGGGGHHHH!"


Each person in the room, including Nora ... was vicariously there on that 
unseen bed as the unknown woman came wildly to a vagina bursting orgasm.


"Christ!" Lee spoke first. "That's almost too real!"


Rita leaned back against the arm of the couch, her legs stretched out ... 
and her own hand was stealing downward toward her pubic mound ... Her 
breathing was raspy in her throat ... and she moaned, "Oh ... ! I can't 
believe ... what it's doing to me!"


"Turn it off!" Nora demanded, her voice strident. "This is crazy ... 
absolutely insane!"


Paul didn't look at his wife. He was watching Rita and. Lee on the couch; he 
made no move to turn off the stereo, as the record continued, the woman now 
gasping, "God ... that was good ... !"


The tension in the room was almost unbearable. Nora saw that Rita's hand had 
tfolen down to the slightly curving rise of her own pubic mound ... and that 
her eyes were locked almost hypnotically on the throbbing bulge in Paul's 
pants. Paul, in turn, seemed oblivious of everything else ... except SRita 
... Then, she realized that Lee Rim was staring at her, a salacious glow in 
his eyes. God ... what's going on? They can't really be thinking ... about 
... about switching partners ...


No one spoke.


The record kept spinning. A different couple ... on another bed began to 
make love, the sound boosted, so that the slithering sounds of caressing 
hands were audible; then a man's voice came through the speakers, "Suck it 
... good ... baby!" Against the background of the drums, there was the 
obscenely lewd sounds of a moistly sucking mouth.


"Goddamn ... that's unbelievable!" Lee groaned.


Paul knew it was time. It was now ... or never ...


"Well ... Lee ... what do you think? Do you want me to ... try to satisfy 
Rita ... for a change? She looks like she could use a good ride!"


Suddenly, Lee Rim realized that the burden of decision was going to be his. 
Christ ... I didn't figure on this!


"You mean ... switch wives for the night ... Paul?"


"Yeah ... that's what I had in mind ... and the way I figure it ... we're 
all sort of mismatched sexually! By what you've said ... I gather Rita wants 
more ... than you can give her ... and Nora's just the opposite with me ... 
I never can seem to get enough fucking from her ... so it makes sense 
doesn't it ... to get matched up ... ?"


It was impossible! Nora heard ... but couldn't believe. To her, it seemed as 
though her marriage ... the very sanctity of it was being bargained away ... 
and she was not even being asked.


"Paul! Wh-What are you saying ... ?


That's ... monstrous!"


Her husband turned his head, slightly, toward her, still keeping one eye on 
Rita. "I know exactly what I'm saying ... and it's nothing but the realistic 
truth!" He swiveled back to regard his friend, Lee. "What do you say to 
giving it a try?"


A quick agony of indecision knifed through Lee Rim. He frowned and his 
gray-green eyes looked out and around at them, almost painfully.


"Damn ... I don't know, Paul ... I think it's got to be agreeable to 
everybody! I can only speak for myself ... in a way ... and I'm for it ... 
if everybody else is ... " Lee knew he was hedging ... But God ... I don't 
want to make a decision like this ... if I say yes ... that's okay ... for 
Paul and Rita ... But what about Nora ... she's against it ... it seems ...


"I'll n-never agree ... to something like this! It's sordid ... and cheap!" 
Nora insisted. God! She had to stand her ground ... protect herself ... her 
marriage!


Rita had been following the conversation only partially. She was listening 
to the inner, sexual workings of her body ... and it was her body in control 
... that spoke and acted for her. She knew what her body wanted: It was 
Paul's big cock! She flung herself down the couch toward her husband, her 
arms going tightly around him, holding him close.


"Lee ... darling ... " she choked, "you know how much I love you ... but all 
of a sudden ... this seems right ... for me ... for us! I want to ... try it 
... and see if it'll ... "


A great, wracking sob burst from Nora's lips. She was on her feet, her face 
contorted with helpless anger.


"Not with m-my husband ... !" She was almost hysterical. Her wild eyes bored 
into her husband's. "Paul ... darling ... you really can't mean it ... ?" 
she sobbed.


His answer was quick and honest. "I most certainly do mean it ... every word 
of it!"


"Lee!" Rita, threatened. "I'll do it ... anyway ... whether you say it's 
okay ... or not!" She looked at Paul Quinn through her mounting passion and 
added, " ... That is ... if Paul wants to do it to me!"


"You know I do ... baby!" Paul declared.


"But ... what about Nora ... ?" Lee asked. "She's still ... against it!" He 
knew what he wanted, too ... but if they were going to go into this, he 
wanted it to be a clean swap. Hell ... it'd be no good ... unless Nora's 
ready and willing!


"She doesn't know what she wants!" Paul ground out. He was getting tired of 
waiting ... and talking. What he wanted was action!


"Then ... to hell with her!" Rita shot out. "I know what I want ... and I'm 
going to get it!"


The dark-haired wife of Lee Rim came off the couch, fast, crossing the 
short, intervening space to where Paul sat ... waiting. She went down to her 
knees in front of him, her trembling hands reaching out to his crotch. 
Swiftly, she worked the zipper of his fly, reached in and brought out his 
hardened, massive cock; then, holding it in her tiny hand, her fingers not 
able to encompass its girth, she claimed it for herself. "And ... here it 
is!" She threw down the challenge.


Wide-eyed, completely disbelieving what she saw, Nora gasped aloud, as she 
moved, cat-like, now, toward the other woman. She was ready to fight, 
physically, to preserve her marriage. "Why ... you ... !"


At that instant, Lee grabbed her, holding her tight, to keep her from 
attacking his wife.


"Let me go!" she wailed. "I'll scratch her eyes out!"


As he turned her, away, he grunted over his shoulder at Rita and Paul, "This 
is crazy ... and stupid ... but you two had better clear out of here!" 
Christ! There'll be no stopping them! They're like a pair of rutting animals 
... and they'd be fucking each other in the middle of the floor ... right in 
front of us!


Rita scrambled to her feet and made for the hallway, leading to the bedroom 
wing of the house. Paul followed. Looking back, he told Lee, mournfully, 
feeling a twinge of conscience at leaving his friend in such a situation, 
while he went off to a bedroom ... to fuck that same friend's wife ... 
"Damnit ... Lee ... it wasn't supposed to work ... like this ... !"


"Get the hell out of here ... before I change my mind!" Lee growled.


"The little ... b-bitch!" Nora screamed. "She doesn't have any right ... to 
... to my husband!"


Paul disappeared into the hallway after Rita, and Lee Rim gripped Paul's 
beautiful, blonde-haired wife by the shoulders and shook her, soundly. She 
was crying a full stream, now, hysterically.


"Listen, Nora!" he gritted. "We can't do anything to stop them! They 
would've been on the floor ... in about two minutes!"


Her sobs began to subside, and he led her to the couch, keeping her tight in 
his encircling arms, the long playing record was still going. Again, the 
sounds of wetly slapping flesh, the groan of the bed and the moans of the 
participants came through the speakers to them.


"W-Will you please turn that off ... Lee?" she asked.


"Yes ... if you really want me to ...


"I don't want to hear ... a-any more ot that awful thing!" she choked. "It's 
horrible!


Chapter Five


Rita Rim's husband asked with a grin, "Did it arouse you ... ?"


"N-No!" she lied.


"I was hoping it had, because you know what's going to happen ... don't 
you?"


She shook her head, negatively, forgetting, temporarily, the position she 
had been forced into, as her husband, Paul, and Lee's wife had gone off to 
occupy a bed, together.


"It's very simple! Your husband is fucking my wife ... and I'm going to ... 
fuck you!"


"N-No ... you can't! I-I won't let you!"


"You don't have a choice ... you know!" he said with firmness.


Lee took her, solidly, in his arms, his lips finding hers, soft and 
delectable, salty from her tears. He kissed her hard, his tongue forcing its 
way through the barrier of her lips and teeth, then darting inside her mouth 
to probe and savor. She tried to escape him, attempting to squirm her head 
aside ... to draw her head far back, but he followed, keeping his mouth 
tightly welded to hers. She wanted to scream. It was impossible. Futilely, 
she struggled in his arms, but he held her immobile and helpless.


The inexorable sounds of recorded sexual intercourse still came booming 
through the speakers, the increased tempo telling of another climax coming 
to the unseen couple. Nora couldn't help hearing it. She couldn't filter it 
out ... neither could she deny her building sexual arousal. It was there ... 
a reality in her! Sharp, searing sensations slashed, mercilessly, at her 
unwanting loins, and she could feel the warmth of the moisture that exuded 
from her pussy's readying walls.


Gradually, against her will, his lips and tongue ignited a slow fuse in her; 
it became erotic, the sexy sensations pervading her whole body, as now, his 
hands began to roam, caressingly, over her svelte curves. Then, one of his 
hands found the fullness of a mounding breast, and she felt the tiny, coral 
nipple come to erect hardness under his taunting fingers, through the 
fabrics of her clothing.


She was a mass of sensual feelings, now. It was true that she was angry ... 
hurt and jealous . . . because of Rita's actions ... practically stealing 
her husband from her; however, there was something else: Rita's exultant 
claim of Paul's hard penis ... the bold, wanton way she had done it was sexy 
in the extreme ... and she was a little envious of the other woman's honest 
approach to her needs ... Then ... there was that sex record, still dinning 
in her ears. She couldn't seem to escape it ... as the couple, whose sex act 
had been recorded, came to explosive orgasm, the woman, again, screaming out 
her release. Unconsciously, Nora was there with her, on that unseen bed ... 
and her own breath became jerky ... uncontrolled. All of it ... the jokes, 
the sex record ... the discussion about swapping, , the argument she had 
lost ... and now, Lee's voracious, deep-kissing tongue and mouth, his 
caressing hands all combined to throw a net over her ... and she was trapped 
in a seemingly unbreakable web of ecstatic sensations that coursed, 
chargingly, through her, promising her complete rapture. All she had to do 
was follow the dictates of her sexually aroused body ... But I can't ... let 
him ... just do it to me ... ! If I give in ... I'll be no better than Rita! 
She's shameless ... the little bitch!


There was a few moments of silence from the stereo console, as the automatic 
changer cycled, and the record began over, again, at the beginning. Oh, that 
horrid record ... it's starting, again! The sounds beat against her ... and 
became a part of her. She was that unknown, unseen woman, who lay beneath a 
man, taking his cock deep into her cunt ... while sound engineers made a 
recording of all that transpired ...


Then, she was kissing Lee Rim back; her tongue was a live snake in his 
mouth, as she darted it between his lips, now, to search, probingly, 
savoring the sweet-sour taste of his mouth. She began to relax into his 
arms, and her tongue flicked in and out of his mouth in subconscious signal 
to him of her readiness, as uncontrollably, her desire flamed higher and 
higher, with each passing moment.


Her high-held principles ... all the things she had believed in, were being 
wrenched out of place, as her body began to dominate her completely.


Maneuvering her body around, Lee laid her down on the couch. He looked down 
at her and hissed, "You're changing your mind ... after all, I see ... !"


She looked around, surprised to find herself stretched out, on her back, 
with Lee looking down at her with lewd anticipation.


"No ... oh, no ... let me up!" She struggled to rise.


"You know ... maybe Paul's right ... " he smiled crookedly at her, "you 
don't know what you want! Maybe ... it's time you got the full treatment!" 
He pushed her back down onto the couch, none too gently. " ... And we'll 
start by getting your clothes off! They get in the way!"


"N-No ... I won't ... !"


"Then ... I'll just have to rip them off!" He said it mildly enough, but 
there was a certain steely quality in his voice that stopped further 
objection.


She tried, once again. "You ... wouldn't ... ?"


"Try me ... and see ... !" He reached for the front of her dress.


"I'll ... d-do it ... " she choked, shrinking away from him.


Lee Rim chortled to himself. Damn! It's working! He had only played a role, 
and she, somehow, had believed that he meant it! Maybe ... that's what she's 
needed all along ... somebody to dominate her ... and just not physically 
... her mind has to be directed ... too!


Docilely, she submitted to being undressed, her garments coming off, one by 
one, until she was completely naked, her beautiful body exposed, to his 
lewdly avid gaze.


"Damn me ... you're absolutely luscious!" His eyes roamed over her, almost 
raping her. Then, he ordered. "You can' get my clothes off ... now!"


Nora hastened to obey. She didn't know why she was doing his bidding ... but 
there was something in his masterful way he went about it. Somehow, it 
excited her ... made her want to do it ... and all the while, in the 
background, persistently, was the record spinning on the stereo console, its 
sounds of raw sex seeming to permeate her whole consciousness.


Now, only his shorts remained, and she hesitated, her eyes locked, 
staringly, at the huge bulge in them. She didn't want to take that final 
step toward releasing his penis; it meant she was just that much closer to 
the time he would ... Oh, God! She didn't want to think about it ... as 
momentarily, her rational mind functioned, again. What am I-I doing .. ?


"Strip my shorts off ... too!" he told her firmly.


She did it!


Her eyes widened in disbelief. She knew her husband, Paul, had a big one ... 
long and thick, but Lee's lanced out massive and solid from his lean belly 
... longer and thicker, yet! His hand went down to it to stroke back the 
heavy foreskin, revealing the shiny, blood-filled head.


"You'll know you've been fucked ... when I shove this in your tight, little 
cunt ... !" he taunted.


"Oh ... !" she gasped. "No!"


Nora knew she was trapped. There didn't seem to be any way out for her. In a 
few minutes (as she visualized it), Lee would be on top of her, kissing, 
biting, fondling, caressing ... and shoving that monstrous thing into her, 
as she lay under him, helpless ... defenseless ... but she would resist him, 
every step of the way. He could do what he wanted to do with her ... but she 
wouldn't have to like it! It was her last vestige of rational thought.


She had never been so wrong!


The completely unexpected happened! Lee hadn't planned it ... or even 
thought about it; he did it on the spur of the moment ... and Nora was 
caught by surprise.


Standing on the stereo console was a vase in which there was a clutch of 
vari-colored, fluffy, decorative feathers. He removed one, held it in his 
hand behind him and came back to the couch.


"Lie down ... and relax, doll!" he told her. "Your treatment's about to 
begin!"


She obeyed, keeping her thighs clamped tightly together.


Then, her body jerked, involuntarily, at the light, tickling touch of 
something that moved, inch by tormenting inch, up the smooth, sensitive 
groove, between her tight-pressed thighs. She gaped down to see that Lee 
held a bright red feather in his hand. It was that she had felt.


He grinned down at her, lewdly, as he continued to tease her with the soft, 
curling tip of it, dragging it ever so slowly along the ivory columns of her 
trembling thighs. Instinctively, one of her hands darted to her genitals to 
protect them. She knew, instantly, the havoc that feather would play with 
her. If it ever touched her there ... My God!


"I thought you'd like something different!" he growled, catching her hand 
and holding it away from his target in his own strong-fingered hand.


"It's like a ... torture!" she moaned. "Please ... d-don't do it ... to me!"


"Not really ... it'll be more like rapture ... so you might as well enjoy 
it!" he asserted. "Now ... open your legs!"


"No! I-I won't ... let you ... use that ... on me!"


"Oh! You like things the hard way ... then?!"


Lee released her hand, and with both his hands on her knees, he forced her 
legs wide apart, forcefully ... rather enjoying the hard, cave-man role in 
which he had cast himself.


"Okay ... you little bitch! If that's what you want ... to be forced ... 
I'll force you! You're going to get fucked so hard ... you'll remember it 
... from now on!"


Holding her quivering, softly smooth thighs apart with one hand, he began, 
again, to titillate her naked flesh with the tormenting feather. Nora moaned 
in humiliation, as a feeling of helplessness overcame her. She clapped her 
hands over her face, covering her eyes, to shield herself from having to 
watch, as she was so ashamed of what was happening to her.


Nora groaned aloud as the tantalizingly light edges of the feather in his 
hands traced tiny circles on the satiny, sensitive skin of her inner thighs, 
going, briefly, into the hollows on either side of her delicate, fleshy cunt 
lips. She wanted to scream in objection to the tormentingly erotic torture 
he was committing ... but Lee's seemingly sudden change to meanness and 
dominating "force frightened her. She didn't want him to become violent! He 
might hurt her! She stifled the scream as it was born in her throat. Oh! 
OOOoooh! My God!


If he had just crawled on top of her ... and started pounding his big cock 
into her, she could have coped with it;.. by denying it ... denying herself 
... but the feather! That was something else ... and he had hardly touched 
her, otherwise ... . yet, her rising passion spiraled ... out of her 
control.


The feather, in his hand, moved, relentlessly, and now it was going into the 
pulsating, coraline furrow of her pussy, until it was between the golden, 
softly hair-ringed lips of her cunt. She gasped, involuntarily, as it 
generated powerful, electric sensations that arced, flashingly, in her 
unwanting loins. , He twisted the fluffiness of the feather around and 
around, dipping it every now and then between the throbbing, inner petals, 
which had begun to flower open with the engorgement-of trapped blood; as he 
watched, he saw them quiver with excitement and begin to turn to an even 
darker hue of purplish pink. Her body cringed and shivered with lewd 
excitement ... and she tried to screw her hips down into the soft cushions 
of the couch to escape it. Never ... never had she experienced such a lewd, 
sexy ... sensually exciting sensation! OOOOooooh! That feather ... ! He'll 
drive me ... cr-crazy ... with it!


Panting, now, in short, sharp gasps, she could feel it, clearly, as he 
thrust it, twirlingly, in and out of her sensate cuntal passage, igniting 
ecstatic fires of desire she had never known. The sensations leaped and 
flared in her nerve endings like a forest fire, racing out of control before 
a gale-force wind, destroying everything in its path. She was sure that the 
innocent feather he wielded was a devastatingly destructive tool of cruel 
torture ... and that it would be the source of her complete moral collapse. 
Then ... there'll be nothing left!


She tried to fight back against the rising tide of excitement in her loins, 
attempting to deny the existence of the rapture she was feeling ... just as 
she had learned to deny the presence of a rapacious cock plundering her 
cunt.


But she was helpless in the face of that relentless feather. Unconsciously, 
uncontrollably, her hips began to undulate under her, inscribing tiny, lewd 
circles of salacious desire. Suddenly, she became acutely aware of the 
heated moisture in her cunt. Viscid fluids exuded, copiously, from the 
readying walls of her vagina, oozing in droplets of moist slipperiness into 
the pink, throbbing slit of her womanhood. Nature had prepared her, 
generously, for the entrance of a long and thick, ecstasy-producing cock ... 
one not her husband's but his best friend's ... No! God no! I don't want 
that! I-I can't go through with this! It's horrible ... insane!


"Oh, My God ... Lee! P-Please! I can't stand ... any more! Pleeeeeeaaasse!" 
she begged in utter humiliation.


But, Lee wouldn't stop ... yet; he twirled the feather farther up through 
the furrow of her cringing cunt, the teasing tip of it sliding, finally, 
upward through the sparse, golden ring of pubic hair to the erect, throbbing 
clitoris that peeped out from its protective crevice of flesh. He brushed 
it, tormentingly, up and down the short length of -the miniature phallus, 
concentrating on the sensitive triangle of its tumescent head.


Again, Nora choked back a scream ... but this time it was a scream of utter 
rapture she stifled. No! She wouldn't allow him the pleasure of knowing ... 
that he had won ... that he had subjugated her with a tiny, insignificant 
fluff of a dyed feather!


It played there for only a few moments, then as quickly as it had come to 
her nerve-rich clitoris, the lust-inciting feather was gone, and she felt it 
dragging, lightly, up through the silky, softly curling golden hair of her 
genital triangle, on up across her abdomen and over her flat belly to dip, 
twirlingly, playfully, into her navel. Then, reversing itself, it moved out 
on a diagonal to the hollow of a groin. With a broad sweep, it was suddenly 
on her breasts, orbiting them in a figure-eight pattern that grew smaller 
and smaller as it moved up the mounding contours of her smooth, white 
breasts ... up and up to the crowning cones of her cameo-pink, erectile 
nipples. Oh! OOOooohhh ... that feels so good ... but I won't be able ... to 
hold out. much longer ... or I'll go mad! God ... why doesn't he just shove 
his big ... cock in me ... and start fucking me with it? Then, she realized 
what she had thought. She had never, consciously, spoken those words, before 
... even to herself ... but they had come, readily, to her mind ... just 
now! Why ... Why ... did I do ... that? I've never ...


Mewlings and whimperings of fully unleashed desire began to come from her 
lips, in an unceasing stream of unintelligible throat-sounds, as the feather 
in Lee's hand, still damp from the moistness of her cunt, spun in ever 
smaller circles, until it revolved around only one of her hardened nipples, 
playing on the areola, first, then on the pink, erect column of the nipple 
itself. Her breasts tingled and swelled with the lascivious sensations that 
burned in them ... seeming to spread, warmly, through her whole body.


Her shame and humiliation was almost too much to bear. There was yet another 
feeble attempt to fight against what was happening to her, as her mind 
issued a warning ... but it was too late. Her body had won; its wants and 
desires had triumphed over her reasoning mind ... and she moved her 
shoulders to jiggle her breasts, lewdly, against the tantalizing torment of 
the feather. She wanted more and more of it. The battle was lost! The 
question really was: who would win the war?


Even as she fought against it, expending the last of her reasoning mind's 
ammunition, she was aware of the painfully throbbing ache in her loins ... 
an ache that she knew, now, had only one cure. The moisture there in her 
cunt made her even more expectant, anticipation rising, excitedly, as she 
thought of the relief that would be hers in the thrusting plunges of Lee's 
lust-hardened cock. Every fibre of her being was screaming for fulfillment 
... for release in a soaringly complete orgasm. There was no question in her 
mind, at that point, as to whether he would fuck her or not. She wanted him 
to do it ... and the sooner the better!


Pride, self-respect and reason had battled, ineffectually to gain control of 
her sensuously writhing body ... and had lost; now, she was forced to see 
herself as she really was. The image she had finally drawn was of a young, 
middle-class housewife, starved for love ... for sex, without knowing it, 
because she denied her own sensual, vibrant body its true sexuality ... a 
body that wanted love and life but never exposed to either. Then she was 
catapaulted, suddenly, into a situation with which she couldn't cope ... and 
before she knew what was happening to her, she had been thrown into the arms 
of her husband's best friend ...


Now ... she lay on her own couch ... while a feather in Lee Rim's hand was 
teasing, sensually, at the taut nipples of her full, swelling breasts, a 
slave to him ... to her building passions. He was torturing her, erotically, 
arousing her to full sexual response, subjugating her to his will as lewdly 
obscene fires flamed in her loins.


She had fought it ... but her mind had deserted the field, leaving her body 
the victor. So ... why struggle ... against a gift freely given ... the gift 
of wanton, uninhibited sex pleasure? Come! Enjoy to the fullest, she was 
bidden ... and suddenly she realized the foolishness of further struggle. 
The rewards for not struggling were the greater!


Caressingly, her hands drifted to the magnificently sculpted mounds of her 
breasts; not knowing why, she cupped them upward, kneading and massaging and 
involuntarily pressing their beautiful firm ripeness upward from her 
quivering body, offering the demanding flesh to be taunted and tantalized 
with yet more of the lewd, exciting sensations to which she thrilled. Her 
erect, sensitive nipples throbbed with delight ... wanting more and more ... 
of everything!


As Nora's confused mind retreated, releasing her body from conscious control 
... liberating her to the total, depraved enjoyment of the sensual yearnings 
of her love-starved body, she was disappointed to feel the taunting tip of 
the feather leave her throbbing, aching breasts ... but it was a short-lived 
frustration, as she felt it trace a sensuous path down through the gently 
perspiring valley between the white, full mounds of her breasts. It moved, 
inexorably downward, down, down, and down, until it arrived, again, at the 
pulsatingly expectant furrow of her cunt.


She gasped with sheer rapture, as it brushed, lightly, through the golden 
curls of her pubic triangle, pausing, momentarily, to pirouette up and down 
the short length of her hotly pulsating clitoris. She almost screamed with 
frustration when it didn't stay there; instead it danced on down to the 
moist, palpitating portal of her cunt, where it probed, in and out, 
experimentally. With uncontrolled abandon, her hips undulated her loins 
against the curling, fluffy tip of the feather ... and she was sure that 
there was nothing in the world to equal the fiery, slashing sensations it 
produced ... until it moved on ... down farther, to run in tight circles 
around the brown, nakedly exposed ring of her anus! Her full, rounded 
buttocks jerked convulsively, as the tip of the feather nestled in against 
the clasping, rubbery flesh of her rear passage.


"OOOOOOoooooohhhh!" she moaned, ecstatically. The sensations the feather 
produced were unbelievable. "Oh, God! Stop! Lee ... please ... stop! I-I 
can't take any more of it!"


Lee paid no attention. He crouched over her loins plying the red feather, 
watching as she raised her hips up to it, her anus, seemingly, wanting to 
claim the teasing feather for its own. Goddamn! She's really getting hot ... 
! Almost hot enough to fuck! ... I can hardly wait to get my cock into that 
cute little cunt ... but I want to make sure she's ready ... for anything 
... !


His big cock throbbed, achingly, and he was aware that it had been jerking, 
spasmodically, squeezing a tiny rivulet of clear, viscous lubricant from the 
slitted tip. It wasn't necessary to hold her legs apart, now, as she was 
spreading them wider, herself, her loins searching upward, undulantly, for 
the feather in his hand.


It was her brain, feeling the overload, that craved release from the 
torment, demanding relief of the frustration of an ecstasy sustained for too 
long a time ... but her lust-crazed body demanded more and yet more of the 
erotically sadistic tantalization of her loins.


Letting go of her legs, Lee reached down with his free hand to grasp the 
shaft of his throbbing cock. He milked the foreskin back, revealing the 
purplish, lust-inflated cock-head. With his thumb, he spread the viscid 
lubricant over the broad tip ... while his other hand kept the feather 
moving, as he searched out her clitoris, again. Her super-charged nerves 
could take no more of it.


"Stop! OOooh, God ... STOP! S-T-O-P!!" she screamed. "No more ... please? NO 
MORE!!!"


"Do you want me to ... fuck you ... now?" he asked with a chuckle.


"Y-Yes ... oh yes ... please! I'll do a-anything ... you want ... but please 
... I-I can't take any more ... of that feather!" Nora moaned.


Lee grinned his satisfaction. She is ready ... to do anything ... 
everything, now! I can do whatever I want to to her ... and she wouldn't 
object!


The agonizing torment was suddenly gone from her frustrated cunt, leaving 
her breathless ... and she slowly relaxed down into the cushions of the 
couch feeling a flooding sense of relief that it was all over ... finally. 
The sadistically teasing feather had raised her to the highest pitch of 
sexual excitement she had ever experienced ... now she began to wallow in a 
depressing sense of shame, as she realized that in her desperation she had 
told Lee that he could do anything he wanted to her. God! I've crossed ... 
completely, to the other side ... I-I actually agreed to ... to let him ... 
my husband's best friend ... fuck me! And, that's what I really want! I want 
him to shove that beautifully hard cock of his ... in my cunt ... and fuck 
me ... ! And this time, she was somehow no longer horrified ... as she 
thought of it in basic terms.


Lee tossed the feather aside; it had served its purpose!


"But, you did like it ... didn't you?"


"Like it ... ?! It was horrible ... frustrating!" she moaned in complaint.


"So ... now you're ready ... for anything ... and I've just decided not to 
fuck you ... yet!"


A bombshell of disappointment and frustration exploded inside her. After all 
this ... he's not going to .,. fuck me! Oh ... no! He can't mean it!


Nora groaned aloud, and she ground her hips, undulantly under her. "I-I 
can't wait ... any longer, Lee, darling! I've got to have it ... now!"


"Not yet, doll! I told you that I was going to give you the full treatment 
... remember? Well ... the best part's yet to come!" His lewd smile spread 
across his face as he anticipated his next humiliating ... degrading act.


Standing to his feet, suddenly, he grasped her ankles and hauled her, 
bodily, down the couch, until her hips rested on the low, sloping arm. As he 
positioned her, he grunted, "Grab that throw pillow and put it under the 
small of your back!"


She did his bidding, quickly.


Then, he knelt at the end of the couch, his head dropping down, until it 
hung just above her softly pulsing vaginal opening. Grasping the under sides 
of her knees, he spread her thighs wide and draped her knees up over his 
shoulders. Damn! He'd never seen a cuter, tighter ... or lovelier little 
pussy. Avidly, he gaped down at the pink, narrow slit. Viscous moisture 
oozed in tiny rivulets from her open cunt lips. God! She's more than ready!


Nora looked down at him, through the narrow valley of her full, mounding 
breasts, her eyes crazed with a lust she had never known. She could feel the 
palms of his hands, hot against the quivering, tender flesh of her inner 
thighs, as he held them wide apart.


Suddenly, she knew his intentions ... and she wanted it ... too! She had the 
insane desire to open her legs even wider, to allow him full access to her 
throbbing pussy. After the agony of the feather ... to be licked there ... 
would be a piece of pure heaven. It's crazy! Everything's turned upside 
down! To think ... I've never let my own husband do it ... and now I'm ready 
... and willing ... to let Lee ... I-lick me ... or suck me ... or whatever 
he wants to do!


Watching him, she felt a fascination tinged with exultant anticipation ... 
and a small dash of horror. She was actually going to let him do it! Her 
mind had still not accepted the treason of her body. Everything she had 
believed in was being destroyed. Slowly, Lee Rim's sandy-blond head came 
down over the golden-haired mound of her loins ... and she moaned with the 
ecstasy of her joyful anticipation. She wanted it! God! How badly she wanted 
it!


"AAAaaauuuuugggh!" she moaned, and her body jerked, uncontrollably, as his 
moist, heated lips made searing contact with her hotly pulsating vaginal 
orifice. Images were blurred ... sounds were muffled ... and her heart 
pounded out of control, as he planted lewd, moist kisses on the tingling 
opening of her sensation-filled cunt.


Still playing on the stereo was the record Paul had started. The second 
couple was on, now, and the man's recorded voice had just ordered the woman 
to suck his cock. Dimly, Nora thought about it: OOooh ... I wonder ... if 
Lee's full treatment ... means he'll make me do that ... suck on his ... his 
cock? Somehow, the prospect of it was almost attractive. Oh God, I couldn't 
do that! Then, she forgot it, as she became totally involved with what was 
happening to her ... there ... down below ... between her open legs ... 
where Lee's mouth was causing all those wonderful sensations ...


Her own hands moved with sensual knowledge up over the twin mounds of her 
swelling, white breasts, her fingers teasing the erect, throbbing nipples, 
for a moment, before they slipped, slowly, down over the flat plane of her 
belly, coming to rest, at last, in her groin, on either side of Lee's 
slaving mouth.


Caressingly, her fingers stroked herself there, from the flexing hollows of 
her inner thighs upward to the fleshy, hair-ringed lips of her sensate 
piissy, kneading and massaging all around them ... until she could wait no 
longer. Slowly, then, wanting more than anything else in the world to do it, 
she spread the pink, moist lips of her cunt with her fingertips, pulling 
them to either side to allow his voracious mouth the complete liberty of her 
most secret being. It was something she felt she had to do! She wanted to 
give all of herself ... to him ... now! ... And ... she wanted everything 
... in return!


She was moaning, incessantly, with desire. She pressed her elbows in tight 
to her ribs as she reached down to pull her cunt's lips apart for him. Her 
blonde hair was in moist disarray, her head flailing from side to side, 
helplessly. She experienced unbridled rapture, as his agile, searing tongue 
darted out, its soft tip searching for her palpitant clitoris. 
Tantalizingly, she felt his lips suck the tiny, erectile bud into his mouth, 
while his tongue licked at it maddeningly ... without let-up ... no mercy. 
Unashamedly, now, she groaned out her ecstatic pleasure, mewling and purling 
with each new searching exploration of his tongue on her overheated cunt. 
Slowly, he worked his mouth up and down the narrow length of her moist, 
sex-hungry furrow, starting at her lower belly and moving with steady, 
licking pressure on down to the flowered out opening of her hungrily 
clasping vagina. He stabbed his long tongue into her and moved it in circles 
just inside the thin, vertical mouth, for several long moments, before it 
traveled down, again ... down into the crease of her hollowing buttocks, 
stopping to probe, teasingly, at the tight puckered ring of her anus. Her 
hips ground, wildly, into his face, begging for more of the same.


"Oh! OOoohh! OOOooohhh! Myyyyy Gooooooddd!" she moaned. "Don't ... do ... 
that ... to meeeee!"


Nora's constant moans only drove his tongue faster and faster. He wanted her 
begging to be fucked ... when he was ready to shove his big, aching cock 
into her. She was already more than ready, he knew ... and he wanted her 
that way ... practically ready to cum; then, he would be able to bring her 
to a multiple orgasm. He liked it that way! She will ... too!


Suddenly she reached out to entangle her fingers in Lee's sandy-blond mop of 
hair, guiding his mouth directly to the palpitating portal of her cuntal 
passage. She pulled him in tight between her widespread thighs, in close 
contact.


Obligingly, he plunged his long tongue into the moist, heated vaginal 
opening, flicking his tongue in and out, then withdrawing it to trace, 
erotically, around the ragged, coraline edges.


With lust-crazed strangth, she pulled him in closer, yet, pressing his mouth 
tight to the throbbing, demanding hole. His lips ovaled to cover the 
clasping, palpitant orifice, and his tongue began to thrust deeply into her 
in imitation of a fucking cock. A low, animal-like moan came from deep in 
her heaving chest, as her warm, trembling thighs closed, convulsively around 
either side of his head.


He could feel the moist, satiny flesh of the walls of her cunt as they 
slipped, moistly, around his extended tongue, and the lining tissues of her 
vagina seemed to clasp and unclasp in a tiny, sucking action of its own, as 
though her cunt were attempting to pull his lingual member deeper and deeper 
into its moist, warm depths. Her heels dug in hard against his crouching 
back to push him down harder into the fleshy "V" of her wide-splayed thighs. 
Christ! He could just barely breathe! His nose was mashed tight to the 
erectly quivering bud of her clitoris, above, and his tongue, below, drove 
into her, wildly. Goddamn! It was inciting his cock to a throbbing hardness 
that told him he couldn't wait much longer, himself. Never before had he 
been able to hold himself back this long. He had to get into her pretty soon 
... or he would be spewing his spunk all over the whole damned place!


Paul's wife's body was lost ... consumed in the fires of her desire that 
raged, sensuously, in her. Every fiber of her being was attuned to the 
sex-sensations that arced, blindingly, flashingly across her nerve endings 
... And her muscles strained and tensed, as she shoved her hips, undulantly, 
up toward the excitation of the maddening probing of his tongue into her 
demanding cunt. It was magnificent! It was beautiful beyond compare ... 
beyond her wildest imagination. It was from out of this world: First, the 
tantalizing feather ... and now, his licking tongue ... his sucking mouth 
was bringing her sex-pleasure she had never known existed.


Uncontrollably, Nora writhed and squirmed under the insanely licking tongue 
of Lee Rim, until she thought she would go mad from the sheer ecstasy he was 
inciting in her love-starved cunt. Her heart was a run-away trip-hammer in 
her chest, pounding there beneath her breasts, as she watched him, her 
fingers laced behind his head, now, trying to pull the ecstatic torment of 
his tongue even deeper into her flowered-open vaginal orifice.


God! It had gone on and on ... for too long ... and she hoped it would never 
stop. Suddenly, it did. She looked down at Lee in surprise, as he pushed 
himself back and away from her, breaking the grip of her hands laced across 
the back of his head.


"Okay! Honey, I'm ready to fuck you!" It was a statement of fact.


For Nora, it was her moment of truth. She had known it was going to happen 
... that it had to happen ... but now, was the time; it had arrived, and 
there was a fragment of reserve resistance left to her. She lay there as if 
paralyzed, her eyes staring at him, trying to understand, as his obscene 
statement ricocheted, s excitingly, inside her skull. There had to be one 
shred of her integrity left her!


"C-Can't you just keep licking m-me ... ?" she suggested.


"No! You're going to take my cock in your cunt ... now!" Lee said firmly, 
standing to his feet and coming over her, where she lay with her hips 
elevated on the arm of the couch, his hips sliding into the acute angle of 
her thighs. "So ... take it in your hand ... and put it in that hot, little 
pussy of yours!"


She groaned at what she thought was the final degradation. Her body quaked 
with both need and shame ... but her hand reached out, in uncontrolled 
obedience to his words, to pause only an inch away. She stared in dismay at 
the monstrous shaft of hardened flesh, the cock-head fiery red and 
glistening ... and she balked, her head shaking, her unwillingness to go 
that final distance.


"Do it ... Goddamn it! Take my cock in your hand and put it in ... now!" he 
roared. "OOoohh ... God!" she moaned. "I can't!" "Now ... I said!" She did 
it!


Her hand grasped Lee's long and thick cock, and she guided it to the moist, 
throbbing hole of her cunt, using the bulbous cock-head to part the full, 
fleshy lips of her pussy. She reeled with both fear and anticipation.


Flexing his hips, as he stood leaning over her, Lee drove his aching cock 
straight into her with one long, slithering thrust. It gored into her with 
the force of a rutting bull.


"AAAAAaaaaaaoooooouuuuuugggh!" Nora screamed, as his thick, blood-engorged 
prick speared up into the tight, resilient sheath of her pint, the full 
length and breadth of it racing far up into her belly, until she felt his 
heavy, sperm-laden balls, smack, heavily, up against the soft, upturned 
cheeks of her fear-clenched buttocks. Oh ... God! He's bigger than I-l 
thought! A lot bigger than Paul ... ! She didn't dare move. He might split 
her in two with it! He had stuffed her full of cock ... and her vagina felt 
raw from the brutal force of his entry. She thought she could feel every 
wrinkle in the surface skin of his massive cock as it lay sunk deep in her 
belly like an unpeeled log.


For a moment, he held it in her, immobile, as his breath came raspy in his 
throat; then, deep inside her, he flexed it hard, his cock lurching deeper 
into her another fraction of an inch.


He held himself above her, not moving yet, as Paul's wife began to mewl, 
helplessly, beneath him, and he asked her, "Do you want me ... to fuck you 
... now?"


"Oh, God ... y-yes! I've waited so long ... !"


Nora stared up at him in utter disbelief. This was the final humiliation, 
then! Her hips were already grinding up to him, wanting his big cock to 
start pounding in and out of her ... but he was withholding it ... making 
her beg for it!


"Please ... do it ... to me ... Lee!" she pleaded.


"Not that way! Ask me to fuck you!" he ordered.


She wanted it ... needed it! Nothing else mattered ... now!


"OOoohh! Y-yes! I-I want you ... to fuck me, Lee! Please ... fuck me! I've 
got to have your cock in my cunt ... fucking me ... now!" she moaned, 
feeling herself completely subjugated. There was nothing left ... no pride 
... no morals, nothing but the thick pulsing cock of Lee Rim sunk deep up 
inside her now hungrily demanding vagina.


As he began to rock above her, using short smooth strokes, Nora's body 
reacted of its own free will. Her complete surrender to the lewd pleasures 
of sex caused further thrills of salacious excitement to spiral the length 
of her body, from the tips of her toes to the crown of golden hair on her 
head; then, as she felt the easy tempo of his thrusting cock, she moaned 
wetly up into his mouth and ground her buttocks hotly up to him, countering 
him, fucking him back, with all her strength. Her lovely face was contorted 
with the sweet agony of her passion, as wantonly, she tried to give back as 
much as she was getting.


Suddenly, her body convulsed, and she began to climax. Waves of spasmodic 
ecstasy swept over her, and she lay quietly, under him, as he continued to 
plunge in and out of her.


"AAAAAAaaaaaauuuuuugggggghhhhhh!" she screamed. "I'm cuuuummmmmmmmiiiii 
nnnnngggg!"


Lee grinned with satisfaction. "That's the first one!" he grpnted, 
increasing his pace and the length of his stroke. " ... But, I'm just going 
to keep on ... fucking you ... and you'll just keep cumming!"


Then, he began to slam his cock into her with demon force, goring her with 
it and showing no mercy, tie was drawing his thick, heavy shaft out of her, 
almost all the way, then shoving it home in the moist sheath of her cunt, 
until his bloated balls smacked up hard against the sensitive, puckered 
orifice of her anus, in the crevice between her hollowing buttocks. His 
testicles ached with the mounting pressure ... the need to cum, and his head 
was light and dizzy with ever-increasing lust. Christ, I've got to cum ... 
pretty soon!


He searched for one more erotically inciting thing to do to her. He had to 
do something to make her cum one more time, at least ... before he came 
himself. He found it. She'll get almost the full treatment!


Slipping his hand down over the smooth skin of her lasciviously gyrating 
buttocks, he used his finger to search out the tiny, crinkled hole that 
nestled there, unprotected. He felt the sharp intake of her breath and the 
involuntary jerk of her loins, as he found it, his finger circling it, 
teasingly. Moistening his finger in the rivulet of warm, viscous fluid that 
seeped from her cuntal opening, he taunted her tiny, sensitive rectal , 
mouth, sadistically, before making his move.


"Now ... I'm going to shove my finger in your asshole!" he grunted, 
hoarsely.


Nora had already divined his intentions. She struggled with her breathing, 
as vibrant, ecstatic sensations were born in her anew ... and she wanted it. 
She wanted to be subjected to his every lewdly vile whim. The very thought 
of it caused her to shiver with delight.


"OOOOOooooooh, Y-Yesssssssss! I want it! I want you to shove your finger in 
me ... there!"


"Where? Goddamn it! Where do you want it?"


"I-In my ... asshole!" she trembled.


Her body, after that first orgasm, had descended to a lower level of arousal 
... but now, prurient sensations soared in her, again ... and she knew that 
she would be able to cum, again! Never would she have thought it possible!


Her head screamed with lustful exhilaration, as she accepted his final 
degrading act.,.. and his hardened, aching cock felt as though I would 
explode, before he ever squirted his curr into her cunt. With unnatural, 
mounting excitement, his finger fumbled, thrustingly, at the tight puckered 
ring of her anus, before he found it and pushed his finger into it, brutally 
... recklessly, feeling the soft, spongy walls give way rubberily before his 
assault. His finger had gone deep into her rectum, clear to the palm of his 
hand, in one forceful thrust.


"OOOOOoooooohhhhh!" Nora gasped, painfully, as she was skewered by his 
finger and pounded, mercilessly, by his rampaging cock.


Goddamn! He'd never had a fuck like this one! He was stimulated beyond all 
reason, his cock seeming to expand and grow harder with each passing moment. 
As she forced her heated cunt up and down his jack-hammering shaft, he 
rotated his finger in her back passage, then began to move it in and out in 
concert with his thundering cock.


Beneath him, she moaned almost incessantly. Never had she felt such 
exquisite pleasure-pain in her whole life. Pain seemed to permeate her whole 
rectum from his finger moving inside the deep, rubbery warmth of it ... even 
as unbelievable rapture filled her belly. Then, the painful agony of his 
rectal entrance began to lessen, as she adjusted to its obscene presence, 
which suddenly added to the rapturous pleasure spiraling through her. She 
lifted her loins, undulantly, attempting to screw her throbbing anus back 
onto his finger, at the same time as she tried to absorb all of his 
wonderful cock into her pulsating, demanding cuntal sheath.


Lee could barely contain his lust any longer. His balls ached with his need 
to cum, and he rammed into her upthrust pussy with insane fury. She had 
accepted his hotly worming finger in her back passage with-delight. He 
grinned, lewdly, as suddenly, he pulled his finger out, and instantly, 
thrust in two fingers, together. She screamed beneath him. That's what he 
wanted! He squirmed both fingers around deep inside the warm, spongy depths 
of her rectum, feeling his own cock plunging in and out of her through the 
thin tissues separating the twin passages of her loins. Slowly, then her 
first whimpers of pain subsided to be replaced by mewling moans of pure 
pleasure, as her rear entrance became accustomed to the lewd, unnatural 
invasion there.


She had never known such insane ecstasy before, and now Nora began writhing 
and squealing in outright, wanton abandon under his double ravishment. She 
was so wild with desire she thought her mind would snap.


Lee Rim, pounding into his best friend's wife, had reached the point where 
he feared he would go mad ... if he couldn't cum ... soon! God! It had to be 
..: now! He looked down to where his big cock was slipping smoothly in and 
out of her delectable cunt, concentrating his mind on the feel of the soft, 
hair-lined folds of her clasping passage as it seemed to cling to his 
furiously rampaging prick that was thrusting into her with pile-driving 
force.


Desperately, he tried to think of something else he could do to her ... 
something that would humiliate and subjugate her even more ... and at the 
same time spur him on to completion. He couldn't think of anything to do ... 
unless they stopped. Hell ... there's no stopping now ... come hell or 
highwater! ... So, he snaked a hand down between them to the lips of her 
cunt and fondled them, bringing forth further moans from her, and he could 
feel the clutching muscles of her vagina as it sucked and massaged around 
the base of his steel-hard cock in its voracious desire to swallow all of 
his outsize length and breadth.


With superhuman effort he tried to increase the tempo and deepen his 
jack-hammer thrusts, as she writhed and squirmed, wildly, beneath him, 
grinding up at his cock with feral, rutting energy, her legs jerking out to 
the side, her toes curling ... and he knew that she would come to her second 
orgasm ... soon!


Harder and harder, he buffetted her, suddenly pulling his fingers from her 
back passage with a moist, obscene hissing sound. He came down on her, 
pressing her knees back, brutally, to bring the table of her magnificent 
loins higher and wider open to his almost inhuman plunges into her 
completely flowered open cunt. Damn! No woman's ever taken all ofme ... like 
she is!


"Oh! OOoohh! oooooOOOOO hhhhhHHHHH!" Nora began to chant under him, her 
lovely face contorted with the intensity of her wild passion.


Lee groaned and grunted, grinding hard and deep, in his effort to ram his 
giant staff as far into her as was humanly possible. His cock ached for 
quick release. Now! Now! Now! Beneath him he watched, as her breasts heaved 
and quivered, seeming to swell before his eyes, the nipples coning out into 
hard pink buds, drops of perspiration forming on her breasts to trickle into 
the valley between ... and there was a pink blush of passion on her 
alabaster breasts.


... Then, suddenly, she was screaming, under him, as her body convulsed in 
orgasm for the second time.


"OOOoooooh ... My ... God!" Her voice had an other-worldly quality of 
unreality. "I IIII IFmmmmmm cuuummmmmmmiiigggg ... again! 
AAAAaaaaaaauuuuugggghhhhh!"


Deeper and faster, he pounded his cock into the moist depths of her cunt, 
using all of his strength ... and he felt her lurch under him and begin to 
spasm, wildly, the walls of her clinging, clasping pussy milking at his 
cock's head, feverishly, her breath coming in raspy, short gasps.


He sensed the beginning of his ejaculation. The burning stream racing the 
full length of his cock to spew far up into the deep recesses of her vaginal 
vault, bringing him an almost never-ending, sweet ecstasy, as she ground her 
cunt up tight to him to absorb his length completely.


Nora moaned aloud with her rapture. Her thighs quivered, and her belly 
quaked with the sheer pleasure he emptied, spurtingly, into her, filling the 
tightness of her hotly constricting belly to the brim. She had never known 
that such joy ever existed. She let her legs fall limp, shamelessly, as the 
euphoric waves of her release flooded through her body relaxing all of the 
built-up tension. I-I came ... twice ...


Now, suddenly ... all of the shame ... the humiliation was second in her 
thoughts. She had been fucked ... and fucked good ... by a man who was not 
her husband ... and she had loved it!


Lee Rim collapsed on top of her with a moan of satisfaction. "God ... that 
was good!"


Nora agreed: Yes ... it was out of this world! ... But what ... now? She 
didn't know. He raised his head, slightly, and asked, "How'd you like it ... 
doll?"


"I-I liked it., .fine ... Lee ... " she murmured.


"This swapping thing's going to be a lot ol fun!"


"Oh, God ... I-I don't think I could ... "


"Could what ... ?"


"Doit ... again!"


"I wouldn't give odds on it!" Lee laughed. "Now that you've really learned 
to fuck ... to really respond to a man ... you'll be changing your mind ... 
about that!"


"I doubt it!" Nora was emphatic.


"We'll see!"


The stereo console was mindlessly beginning to repeat the recorded 
intercourse disk, again. The obscene slap of flesh on flesh was pale, now, 
as compared to what had just happened in Nora Quinn's living room, as Lee 
Rim had fucked her like she had never been fucked before, bringing her to 
two complete climaxes.


"Lee, darling ... will you turn that record off ... now, please?" she asked, 
languidly.


"Okay ... we sure as hell don't need it now ... . do we?"


"No ... Lee ... we don't ... need it ... any more ... "


Chapter Six


Much later, that evening, sexually satiated, dressed again, the two couples 
said a belated goodnight, not daring to look each other in the face, their 
conversation limited and somewhat reserved, each seemingly not knowing how 
to handle the new relationship, which had suddenly developed among them. It 
was awkward and highly embarrassing.


As Lee Rim drove along, heading for their home, farther up in the valley, he 
was quiet and reflective. He was thinking about Nora Quinn, the way she had 
responded to his lovemaking ... her spasmodic, orgasmic eruptions, and he 
wondered what the future would bring, as he realized that, together, the 
four of them may have opened a Pandora's box, for which they may very well 
have to pay dearly. Hell ... not that it wasn't fun ... but where does it go 
from here ... ?


Rita had sat beside her husband, quietly, for some time. She, too, was 
sorting out her thoughts ... her feelings, trying to put things in 
perspective. To say that she had been satisfied, sexually, this evening, by 
Paul Quinn, would be begging the question. He had brought her to one soaring 
orgasm after another, as he had fucked her with mindless animality ... but 
sex, she decided, was not the same as love. She was still very much in love 
with Lee. I always will be!


Suddenly, she moved over closer to her husband. She had to talk to him ... 
let him know that nothing between them would ever change ... except for the 
better. Maybe ... the stimulation ... of making love to a different woman 
... will make him want to fuck me ... more often ...


"Lee ... " she said, her voice serious. "I've been thinking ... about 
tonight ... and I'm glad we did it!"


"Yeah ... you were really turned on ... by that record ... "


"It wasn't just that ... " Rita said, thoughtfully, "I think ... it was the 
whole idea of ... doing it ... with somebody different!"


"Well ... no matter how much fun it was ... I think we're making a mistake! 
We're playing around with pretty powerful stuff! It could foul us all up!" 
Lee pointed out.


"But darling ... I still love just you! I'm sure Paul'll feel the same way 
about Nora!"


"It's a good point!" Lee agreed. " ... If we can keep it that way!"


"What about her ... and you ... ?" she queried..


"It was great!" he enthused, remembering. " ... But, she was really holding 
back ... until I used a feather on her ... "


"A-A feather ... ?" Rita shivered. "I never heard of that!"


"Neither had I ... but it worked! She almost jumped out of her skin!"


"OOhh ... you'll have to do that to me ... sometime ... "


"Okay ... I will!" he promised his wife.


"Did you lick her ... too?"


"You bet ... and she came twice!"


" ... And did she like it ... ?"


"I should say ... I think it was the first time ... for her!"


"Probably ... Paul said ... she'd never let him do it!" Rita added.


Unaccountably, she began to feel aroused by her husband's recounting of his 
sexual exploits with another woman ... and she wondered whether or not he 
felt the same way. She decided to find out.


"Do you know what I discovered, tonight ... darling?" she cooed. "No ... 
what ... ?" "That I kind of liked to be made to do things ... !"


"You mean ... Paul forced you ... ?" "Not exactly ... but he made me do 
things ... the way he wanted!" she murmured. "Then ... you mean ... he 
dominated you!" "Yes ... that's it!" she shivered. "He made me suck on his 
cock ... too!"


" ... But you ... already ... " Lee started.


"I know ... I know ... but he didn't know that ... and I didn't tell him any 
different ... so he had to make me do it ... don't you understand!"


"Not exactly ... " He was mystified. "Well ... by his having to make me do 
it ... it seemed to bring out something in him ... a kind of masterful thing 
... and that sort of turned me dn more!"


Lee remembered the tough-guy role he had played with Nora, and he began to 
understand. "Yeah ... I'm beginning to get it ... because I had to do that 
with Nora ... otherwise she would've never gotten hot enough to fuck! She 
responded to being treated rough!"


Below, he felt the involuntary lurch of growing sexual excitement. I'll be 
damned! I'm getting hot, again ... fust talking to


Rita ... about fucking Nora! I don't get it ... !?


... Then, he felt his wife's hand on the inside of his thigh, as she began 
rummaging in his crotch, stimulatingly ... And she is, too! She's going to 
want me to fuck her ... again ... tonight! However, it was a delicious 
prospect ... and he began to look forward to it!


After he had parked the car, and they were inside the house, Lee took his 
wife into his arms, solidly, and whispered in her ear, "How'd you like to 
have a little sixty-nine?"


"Is that what I think it is ... ?" Rita asked, just before Lee captured her 
lips.


"It is ... " he mumbled around her tongue that had come snaking into his 
mouth.


"Oh, God ... Lee!" she said after a few moments of deep kissing and mutual 
caressing. "Let's get into the bedroom and get naked!"


The following morming, as usual, Paul brought a sheaf of contracts to Lee 
Rim's desk in the bank. He found his friend somewhat glum and worried.


"Did last night get you down ... somehow, Lee?" He asked with real concern 
as he saw the other man's long face.


"Last night's got nothing to do with this!" Lee assured him. "I had to get 
up the plane fare for Rita to fly to St. Petersburg. She's leaving just 
about now! His gray-green eyes consulted his watch.


"Did something come up real fast?"


"Yeah ... her mother called ... early this morning ... her father's had a 
stroke ... and there was nothing else but she had to go ... you know how it 
is ... ?"


"I understand ... " Paul said, sympathetically. "Naturally ... she'd want to 
go ... "


"Well ... her mother insisted ... "


"That's understandable ... " ... But Paul didn't quite understand himself. 
He knew Rita had to go ... family ties were important ... but he had been 
looking forward , to the next time with his friend's wife. Christ! He'd 
never had a woman quite like her. She treated sex like each time ... was 
going to be the last time. She's the wildest little mink ... I've ever 
fucked!


They were silent for a few moments. Paul broke the awkward interlude by 
saying, "About last night ... old Buddy ... I guess I didn't figure out all 
the details ... in advance ... "


"You came on pretty strong ... without enough groundwork ... that's the way 
I figure it!" Lee analyzed. "You threw it out too fast ... especially for 
Nora!"


"I take it, though ... that it worked out all right ... ?"


"Yeah ... it was real great fun ... but where do we go from here? Have you 
figured ahead on it?"


"Well ... if you were all agreeable ... we could do some more swapping ... 
maybe even join one of the clubs ... and swap with some other couples ... " 
Paul explained.


"Do you think Nora'd go for that ... ?" The tall redhead thought about it 
for a moment. "I don't know ... "


"Even last night ... after I ... after it was over ... she wasn't very 
enthusiastic about the idea ... !" Lee told him.


"Yeah ... I know ... she didn't do much talking to me ... last night ... but 
I got that message, loud and clear!"


"Didn't she say anything ... about what happened?"


"Not a word!" Paul answered, his eyes worried.


"She didn't?!"


"Nope!"


"She came twice!"


"Are you bragging ... Lee?" Paul smiled. "She very seldom has a real orgasm 
... with me!"


"I guessed that!"


"Christ! She ought to be glad ... then!"


"You just haven't found the right buttons to push!"


"Maybe you should teach me ... ?"


"Hell ... I just might have to ... at that!" Lee kidded. " ... But, 
according to Rita ... you don't need any instructions!"


"Did she tell you ... about last night?"


"In detail!" Lee grinned.


"I'll be damned!"


" ... And, it got us both so damned hot ... " we had another session ... 
after we got home!"


"You're kidding!"


"No ... I wouldn't do that, Paul!" Lee told him. "It was just ... very 
stimulating!"


"All right ... I'll buy it!" Paul concluded. "Now ... tell me ... how long's 
Rita going to be gone?" He had been itching to ask that question.


"Four, five days ... possibly a week ... " Lee told him.


"I see!" Damn! I was hoping I'd be able to get her, again ... in a couple of 
days! He smothered his disappointment, and went on, "Well ... since you'll 
be batching ... why don't you plan on coming over to dinner with us ... ?"


Lee considered his suggestion. "All right ... but not tonight ... maybe in a 
day or two ... Okay?"


"Okay ... but tonight'd be all right ... I could call Nora and she'd have an 
extra plate on ... "


"Really, Paul ... I don't think I should show up there ... so soon ... I 
think Nora needs a little time ... to think about last night ... "


"Are you thinking she'd be embarrassed ... ?"


"Maybe ... but I think she'd be mighty uncomfortable . . . having two men 
... around ... !"


"What do you mean ... Lee ... ?"


"I don't think she's ready ... for that ... ?"


Rita Rim called her husband the next day. She told him she'd probably stay 
for a week ... her father was getting along, quite well ... but he wouldn't 
be out of danger for at least five more days.


On the fourth day of his wife's absence, he accepted Paul's invitation to 
dinner. It was against his better judgment, because he knew that his need 
for sex was high. The stimulation of being near Nora, after not having a 
sexual outlet for those four long days - and nights - might be too much for 
him. She was so damned desirable ... he might do something- he shouldn't ... 
and with Rita not being home, there'd be no swapping ... unless Paul were 
willing to share her ...


It was an idea that had crossed his mind several times during the last four 
days; however, each time he had rejected it. Hell ... it just wouldn't work 
... and Nora sure as sin isn't going to buy something like that ... ! Then, 
too ... there was the possibility of moving in on Nora ... when Paul wasn't 
around, and try to get an affair started on the side. It might just work, 
too! ... But, damn it ... I couldn't sneak around behind Paul's back ... 
especially since he's the one who kicked off the whole swapping idea! No! 
It's got to be above board ... and agreeable to everybody ... and I'm still 
not sure that Nora's buying the package ...


Lee Rim appeared at the Quinn home, at Paul's urging, around 6:30, for 
before-dinner drinks. He had made up his mind that he would do nothing to 
alter the existing situation, deciding to play things by ear, as it were. 
Almost everything depended on Nora ... and her attitude. Christ! She may not 
want to have anything to do with me! ... Except ... I wouldn't be going to 
dinner ... if she didn't want me!


He was "met at the door by Nora, fresh and beautifully frilly, in blouse and 
skirt, her luscious body shown off to best advantage. Her golden, blonde 
hair was freshly set, her make-up perfect in every detail. His eyes swept 
over her appreciatively, as she smiled her welcome.


"Come in ... Lee ... I'm so glad you could come!"


He suppressed a desire to take Paul's ravishingly beautiful wife into his 
arms and murmured polite amenities, answering her questions about Rita's 
father, to the best of his ability, according to the information Rita gave 
him almost daily on the telephone.


She ushered him in, seating him on the couch and pouring well-chilled 
martinis for them. He sipped. It was good.


Paul was nowhere to be seen. Lee looked around and asked, somewhat 
uncomfortably, "Where's Paul ... ?"


"He called ... a little while ago and said he'd be a little late ... " she 
explained. "He's working on a sale of one of the large, concert organs ... "


"That sounds great ... he'll pick up a healthy commission on that!" he 
enthused, barely able to keep his hands off her; instead, he used his eyes 
to drink her voluptuous beauty, his gaze concentrated on the lovely contours 
of her legs ... and thighs. She sat opposite him, her legs crossed, 
prettily, and he could see half-way up her nylon-clad thigh. Remembering the 
warmth of her smooth, white flesh ... the sex things he had done with her 
flashing through his mind caused him some discomfort, as he felt the 
familiar surge of hot blood into the flaccid tube of his penis, while below 
it, involuntary muscles contracted and pulled his testicles up tight against 
his body. Damn! She's delectable ... but I'm still not going to do anything 
... I'd be sorry for ... later!'


He crossed his legs in an attempt to hide from .her the growing bulge of his 
erection inside his pants. Christ! What's holding Paul up so long ... ? I 
wish he'd hurry up and get here ... so I wouldn't be so damned tempted! It 
wouldn't take much ...


Nora's deep blue eyes regarded him, levelly, as she remarked, "I imagine you 
miss Rita ... quite a lot, .. ?"


"Yes ... Yes, as a matter of fact ... I do ... !" he told her. His voice was 
a little more fervent ... more charged with longing than he had intended.


She caught the emotion in his words. "I guess ... it's harder ... for a man 
... to be separated from his wife ... ?"


"Yeah ... I suppose so ... " Lee tried to be casual.


Lee looked at her questioningly, sipping from his martini ... and wondering 
what in the world she was driving at ... the point she was trying to make.


"She's ... so ... you know ... sexy ... !" Nora supplied, answering his 
wordless question.


"Yeah .-.. she's really turned on ... to sex ... "


"That's what Paul says ... too ... "


There was something wistful in her words. He tried to divine her meaning. 
Was she, somehow, attempting to draw a comparison between himself and Rita? 
Did she want assurance of her desirability? I don't get it! She's fishing 
for something ... or trying to tell me something ... !


Suddenly, she was on her feet. "Oh, I almost forgot ... I've got to finish 
making the salad! I was just starting on it when you came!" She seemed to be 
a little flustered, and she was obviously trying to change the subject, 
using her kitchen as an excuse. He had to know what it was she was talking 
about.


"What are you trying to say ... Nora?" He was on his feet, too, blocking her 
escape into the salad making. His martini glass was still in his hand. One 
long gulp drained it, and he stooped to set it down on the long, low coffee 
table.


"Nothing ... " she trembled, beginning to edge around him. "I was just 
curious ... "


As he straightened up, again, he saw her eyes flick, briefly, over the 
bulge, his erect penis made in his pants. She didn't want to look ... but 
her eyes were drawn back to it, magnetically. Then, her face flushed, pinkly 
... prettily.


He reached out to hold her, lightly, by the elbows. "Were you, maybe ... 
comparing yourself to Rita ... and wondering how you stack up ... as far as 
I'm concerned ... ?" It was only a guess, Lee knew.


"N-No ... that's not ... "


"You're terrific!" He went on, talking fast, now. "And so's my wife ... but 
in a different way! I think it would be out of this world ... to just go 
right on ... being able to make love to both of you!"


It had been the farthest thing from Lee Rim's mind to make a pitch like that 
to Paul Quinn's wife ... but it just came blurting out of him.


She tried to free herself from his grip, as tears began to glisten in her 
eyes.


"Paul ... was saying the same thing ... b-but I ... I just don't know ... 
yet! It's all so confusing!"


"You're trying to fit it into a neat little package of morality ... aren't 
you?"


"Yes ... I suppose ... but please ... let's talk about something else ... 
and I've got things to do ... in the kitchen!" she pleaded.


"That can wait!" Lee told her with emphasis. "The thing you can't deny ... 
is that you liked it ... when I fucked you ... last week ... isn't that 
true?"


"Oh ... God ... please ... ?" "Answer me! Didn't you like it?"


"Y-Yes ... "


"Then ... you'll like it, again ... and again!" "No ... I won't! It's not 
right!" "As a matter of fact ... you'd like it ... right now ... wouldn't 
you?" he hissed.


Nora stared at him, in disbelief. "No ... that's impossible! Paul ... "


"It's not impossible ... because I think you're already hot for it!" he 
enfolded her in his strong arms, solidly, pushing his hips forward and 
reaching down to the fullness of her rounded buttocks, to pull her loins in 
tight to his hardened penis. She felt it hot and stiff against her abdomen. 
Her body slumped against him. Strangely, she did not feel like resisting him 
... and it was true, she had to admit to herself, there had been a vague 
feeling of anticipation working in her. She hadn't been able to identify it 
for herself ... until she had seen that he had a full erection; then, it had 
struck her ... God ... did his wanting me ... the fact that I saw him 
sticking out ... big and hard ... inside his pants ... do something to me?


She didn't want to give in to it. That other time ... so many things had 
worked against her ... -to make her vulnerable ... but tonight ... she had 
had only one martini ... there was no sex record blaring in her ear. If she 
did do it ... there would be no one to blame but herself!


Then Lee Rim's lips found hers. He kissed her long and hard, his tongue 
probing between her lips and teeth, tantalizingly. Oh! She loved his kisses 
... and she could feel his hands on her buttocks, kneading carressingly, 
while he pulled her in tight to his hard cock. She closed her eyes, as she 
felt the initial spark ignited in her loins. Then, like previews, fragments 
of scenes flashed before her eyes, jogging her memory ... about the other 
time ... memories of his kisses ... his hands on her ... the agonizing 
stimulation of the feather ... the licking and sucking of his hotly swirling 
tongue ... and finally ... the marvelous feeling of his massively solid 
cock, as it had thrust into and out of her ... bringing her to not one ... 
but two marvelous climaxes ... and it was all so sexy ... !


"OOoohh!" she moaned, unable to contain it any longer. Things are so ... all 
changed around ... now! I don't know what I believe ... any more ... !


Deliciously exciting sensations began to flare in her loins, and she was 
torn by two conflicting thoughts: The first was a strong desire to break 
away from him and run, fast ... the second one she contemplated was more 
explicit: she wanted to strip herself naked ... and taunt him, sexually, 
until he raped her! She did neither!


His hands were on the magnificence of her breasts, cupping them, kneading 
and massaging with masterful knowledge, until they tingled, and she felt the 
nipples spiking out, alert and erect inside her bra. Oh! It feels so good 
...


... Then, unresisting, she was allowing Lee Rim to lead her across the 
living room, down the hallway and into her and Paul's own bedroom. Somehow, 
it seemed natural ... and all right for him to do that. She looked around at 
the familiar things in the room, realizing that she had come there of her 
own free will,.. and that she was there for only one reason. She was going 
to let her husband's best friend make love to her ... again, because, this 
time, it was what she wanted. Yes! She wanted it! She wanted Lee ... to. 
fuck her! Reflecting on it, momentarily, she had known it would happen ... 
from the time he had arrived, this evening, so why had she been surprised? 
Why had she tried to deny it? ... But, more importantly, where were her 
former moral guidelines? Were they no longer operative? Had she become 
dissolute ... willing to commit adultery ... almost any time the weakness of 
her body willed it ... ?


Truthfully, she didn't know any answers ... not any more! There was only the 
promise of joy ... the pleasure that Lee's hardened cock could bring her!


As she stood there sorting out her thoughts, trying to find answers that 
were not there ... and arriving at the same tenuous conclusion, Lee began 
unbuttoning her blouse. She helped him, shrugging her shoulders at the right 
time; her skirt followed, and as it fell to the floor, she stepped out of 
it, kicking it, carelessly, aside. Next, he unsnapped her bra and removed 
it, her breasts bursting forth from their confinement to stand out, proudly, 
from her chest in full orbed splendor. His mouth was on them, instantly, 
kissing and licking at the erectile nipples that stood out berry-ripe from 
their crinkling areolas.


She was disappointed when he left her breasts to rid her of her panties. 
They came off in one sweep, as he pulled them down over the curve of her 
hips, the smooth taper of her thighs and the svelte length of her calves. 
Uncaring she stepped out of the wispy nylon garment to stand nude, lovely 
and desirable before him.


"You'll be glad you changed your mind ... !" Lee promised.


"Maybe ... " she murmured, "it's more like making up my mind ... " Her voice 
was throaty and low. She was committed, now ... and she wanted to move ahead 
to the next phase, as she added, "Now ... let's get your clothes off ... 
quick!"


Together, they stripped his clothing from him, and in a matter of moments, 
he was standing naked beside her, his fully erect cock spearing out, hard as 
granite ... mighty in its awesome length and thickness. Nora's eyes locked 
on it, hypnotically, and another gust of erotic sensations whirled through 
her. She gasped, "Oh ... Lee, darling ... it scares me!" Flattered, he 
grinned his satisfaction. "It shouldn't ... you took all of it up in your 
cunt ... last time!"


Nora flushed, remembering, as he put his arms around her and moved her to 
the bed. They sat on the edge, and he took her into his arms, again, to kiss 
her, deeply, his tongue probing, avidly, into her mouth. She kissed him 
back, her own tongue jousting and entertwining with his. Slowly, then, he 
pressed her smooth white nakedness back on the bed, until they were lying 
straight in it, side by side, his body pressed in tightly to her. His 
rampant, hard and throbbing cock was trapped between their bodies, and she 
could feel it jerk against the softness of her abdomen. She noticed that his 
sandy blonde hair had a wiry texture to it that made it unruly; there was a 
cowlick standing out from his head, and she reached out to smooth it down.


"Very touching ... and very sexy ... too!" It was Pauls voice. Her husband 
stood in the doorway of their bedroom, surveying the scene. Neither Lee Rim 
nor Nora had heard the crunch of tires or the sound of his car's engine as 
he had arrived home. Not until he had walked through the entire house and 
found them in the bedroom were they aware of his arrival.


Nora tried to rise, her heart in her throat, but Lee held her close, not 
allowing it. "Paul!" she gaspsd. Her face flamed crimson with shame. She 
hadn't even stopped to think that Paul might come home earlier than 
expected. Her eyes were frightened, staring orbs of anguish. She didn't know 
what to expect from him.


"Hi, Buddy ... " Lee greeted him. "It looks like we got caught in the cookie 
jar ... and it's my fault! I couldn't keep my hands off of her!"


The honest explanation surprised Paul. He was silent, thinking, for a 
moment, as he took a step into the room. Damn ... I should've known ... but 
I'm the one who brought it on! I suggested the swapping thing ... and it 
probably serves me right ... for Lee to try getting a piece of Nora's ass on 
the side!


"Hell ... I would've been doing the same thing ... with Rita ... I guess ... 
if I'd had half a chance!" he rationalized.


"That's generous of you ... " Lee observed.


"Well ... I suppose I'm sort of responsible for the whole thing ... that's 
the only reason I'm not playing the irate ... wronged husband!"


Nora listened to the two men, full of fear and disbelief. They seemed to be 
discussing the situation as dispassionately as they would a business 
statistic, and she coouldn't understand it ... at all!


"Paul!" she moaned. "I didn't ... think ... "


"Yeah ... I know ... it just happened ... and you couldn't help it ... is 
that right ... ?" he asked.


"Y-Yes ... but I-I ... "


"Okay! Okay!" her husband growled. "Now ... something's going to happen you 
can't help ... either! This sexy little scene's made me so damn hot ... I'm 
going to crawl in there with you ... and fuck you, too!"


His words struck her like a thunderbolt. They arced and flashed in her 
brain, as she struggled to understand what he had said.


"B-Both ... at ... at the same t-time ... ?"


"Sure! Why not ... ?"


Paul began to tear at his clothes to get them off, fast.


"N-No! You can't! It's ... not possible!"


Nora wailed.


"The hell it isn't!"


"Lee!" she pleaded, turning her agony-filled face to him. "Y-You ... 
wouldn't ... ?"


"Hell ... you're Paul's wife! If that's what he wants ... I don't have 
anything to say about it!"


"B-But ... but ... "


" ... And, that's the way it's going to be!" her husband told her, flatly, 
stripping off his shorts to release his big-hard cock to her horror-stricken 
eyes. Both ... of them!? Paul ... and Lee ... together ... at the same time? 
Oh, My God ... !


Stepping around the bed, Paul lay down on it, stretching out to his full 
length, on the other side of her, his warm, lean and muscular body pressed 
up tight against her back, the hardened shaft of his cock pressing deep into 
the soft, dimpled smoothness at the base of her spine.


The sudden turn of events was almost too much for her. She couldn't believe 
that it was really happening, and she worked, desperately, to filter her 
thoughts and emotions for understanding. Her mind was in a whirl; it 
wouldn't function, properly ... and there were no reasons ... no rationale. 
She felt trapped in shifting quicksand ... as she felt herself sinking into 
complete depravity.


Then, Paul reached over, grasped her by the shoulders and turned his wife to 
her back, his mouth capturing her lips. Snake-like, his tongue darted into 
her mouth to taste and tantalize. She lay on her back between the two virile 
men, their naked cocks, on either side, pressing in against the smooth, 
tapering flesh of her trembling thighs. His hands roamed, at will, over her 
body, seeking and enjoying, again, all the marvels of her luscious nakedness 
... and against her will, she began to respond o him. After all ... he is my 
husband ... and I'm still ... very much in love with him! ... And, he's got 
every right ... to make love to me!


Momentarily, as she thrilled and tingled to her husband's kiss, his warm, 
caressing hands sending little, anticipatory sensations surging to her 
readying loins, she had forgotten that Lee was lying there on her other side 
... until suddenly, she felt the heated moistness of his lips on her 
sensitive breasts.


She lurched with surprise, trying to withdraw her breasts ... not wanting 
him - the second man, now - to do anything to her. Lee took his mouth away, 
for a moment, and Paul, her husband, told her, "Damn it ... I told you ... 
we're both going to fuck you ... so just make up your mind to it!"


Paul had never spoken to her, before, with such finality in his voice. She 
started to say something, thought better of it, as she decided, there was 
absolutely nothing she could do to change his mind. Her course had been laid 
out for her ... and she had had no choice! Again, his mouth captured hers, 
his tongue probing her mouth and throat, voraciously, while below, she felt 
the warm moistness of Lee's mouth on her sensuously quivering breasts. Her 
nipples were hard and spiky, and the areolas puckered up erotically at their 
bases as he sucked each, in turn.


The spark of passion ignited by her husband's hands on her body and his 
searching tongue in her mouth was being fanned into the tinderbox of her 
loins ... nurtured to glowing life by the seeking mouth of Lee Rim on the 
voluptuous mounds of her satin-smooth breasts. There was no resisting the 
heightening flames that began to flame through her loins.


Pressing her thighs close together, desperately, she tried to deny the 
desire that surged through her inflamed body ... for even though Paul had 
insisted that both men would make love to her ... fuck her ... she didn't 
know how they could do it. She had only one vagina ...


Then, Paul's mouth left her lips, and he squirmed his body down, until his 
mouth had leap-frogged Lee's, who kissed and carressed her tingling breasts 
... and her husband was now kissing her belly, his tongue dipping into the 
shallow dimple of her navel, teasingly. With inexorable slowness, his mouth 
searched lower, until it was just above the soft, golden, down of her pubic 
mound; his hands reached down to part her legs, gently, but firmly. There 
was no doubt in her mind what his intentions were. He was going to lick and 
suck at her ... down there. Then, she realized that it was her own husband 
who was going to .do it ... do the very thing she had denied him so long ... 
and somehow, she welcomed it, as she remembered, guiltily, that only his 
best friend, Lee, had done it to her ... that last time ...


Above, Lee's mouth left her breasts to weld itself to hers, while his hands 
continued to knead and massage her gently throbbing breasts, rolling the 
hard-coned nipples between his thumb and forefinger. Then, after a few 
moments, he broke the deep, French kiss to use his mouth, again, on her 
breasts, as he took them, alternately, between his lipsvforcing the coral 
nipples to move back and forth, rapidly, while simultaneously maintaining 
strong suction on them. It was a breathtakingly sensual feeling, and she 
moaned aloud with the pleasure of it.


Then, she reached down to cup her breasts up to him, offering them, almost 
as a sacrifice ... and wanting more of the same. Suddenly, she realized that 
she was responding to both men ... and that she did want them both! The only 
problem was ... she was so inexperienced, sexually ... that she didn't 
really know ... yet ... how she could make love to both at the same time. 
How are they ... both going to ... fuck me? Unless ... they ... She 
shuddered, inwardly, unwilling to finish the thought.


Paul spread her quivering, unresisting legs apart, his head following, 
delving into the angle of them, his mouth and teeth taunting the soft, 
smooth "flesh of her inner thighs. He nipped, gently, with his teeth, his 
mouth warm and alive on her, as his lips followed, kissing her sensate 
flesh, hungrily.


... Finally, his searching lips found the pulsing furrow of her pussy, moist 
from the dews of her vaginal walls ... and his tongue moved there, with 
avidity, up and down the narrow, female slit, stabbing, experimentally, into 
her trembling cuntal opening. Unbidden, her hips began to gyrate, undulating 
in tiny circles under and telling, plainly, of her mounting desire. Oh, God 
... I'm getting all moist ... down there ... and it feels so good! Their 
mouths'll drive me ... insane ... ! Shifting his lanky body, her husband 
moved to kneel between her legs. With a thumb on either side of her sparsely 
golden-hair ringed cunt, he parted the fleshy, outer lips of her pussy to 
expose the inner portal to the core of her being. Secretions on clear, 
viscous fluids formed there in tiny.droplets, a trickle of it beginning to 
run down the inner side of her thigh.


His mouth came down, now, his long, agile tongue blazing a passage that soon 
- she hoped - the rest of him would follow. Deep inside her cuntal lips, his 
lingual member rotated in circles, teasing and tantalizing her already 
over-loaded nerve-endings with lewdly prurient sensations. A mewling moan of 
pleasure emitted from her lips, as she thrust her loins up toward his face 
... and her head began to flail from side to side with the intensity of her 
building passion.


Paul pushed his face down tight into the undulant angle of her loins, his 
tongue lashing, excitedly, into his wife's open, pulsing cunt, the strength 
of her upward-thrusting hips telling him that she was fully aroused ... 
almost ready to fuck ... Damn! This is different! It's the first time I've 
ever done it to her ... and she's hot for it ... like she'd been getting it 
... all the time! Of course ... Lee must've broken her into it ... good!


He inhaled deeply of the heady perfume of her loins and lost himself in 
savoring her sex juices, the pungent flavor inciting his waiting cock to 
bone-hard readiness. Deeper yet, he thrust his tongue into her pulsating 
vagina, as moans of pure pleasure came from deep in her chest, almost 
unceasingly, her hips moving, now, in rhythmic counterpoint to his probing 
tongue that lashed deep into the coraline depths of her cuntal passage.


Without let up, showing her no mercy, he plunged his long, agile tongue, 
into her, pausing to nip, now and then, at the tender flanges of her cuntal 
orifice, with his teeth ... But it was his thrusting tongue - a make-shift 
cock - that brought her to even higher levels of ecstatic desire, for now, 
she was a blazing inferno of passion. The raging fire in her belly could be 
extinguished in only one way: She had to have a cock in her cunt ... now!


She couldn't stand to wait any longer. She had to have it! Both of them 
wanted to fuck her ... and that's what she wanted, too! Suddenly, she heaved 
her hips up from the bed, forcefully, mashing her demanding loins hard into 
her husband's face and moaned in anguish, "Oh! Yes ... ! Yes! Yessssss! 
OOOooohhh!"


Paul leaned back away from her, his tantalizing tongue leaving her 
lust-incited pussy, momentarily, as his face crinkled into a smile of 
satisfaction.


"Yes ... what ... ?" he" asked. "Don't you know the words ... now?"


Nora remembered the sexual litany Lee had forced her to use ... and Paul, 
her own husband was insisting on the same thing! For answer she could only 
moan in humiliation.


"Do you want to be ... fucked? Is that it?" he probed.


" Y-Yes ... but, please, Paul ... darling ... I-I ... "


"Then ... all you have to do is ask ... the right way!"


All right! She had done it before ... when Lee insisted on it! She could do 
it, again ... use those terrible, but lust-inciting words ... beg if she had 
to ... but only because it was the only way she could get what she wanted 
:.. what she had to have ... more than anything else in the world. Nothing 
else mattered!


"Oh, Paul ... " she whined, "Fuck me, darling! Please ... f-fuck me!" Her 
voice was unreal to her; then, surprised at herself, she went on, "I-I want 
both of you ... , to fuck me! I want your big ... hard c-cocks ... in me ... 
fucking me ... hard and long!" .


"Okay ... Nora Baby! You're going to get it ... just like you want it!" Paul 
assured her, a lewd light shining in his eyes. Then, his face dropped, 
again, to her pulsating, ready cunt, his tongue this time going directly to 
the tiny, erect bud of her clitoris to lick at it, maddeningly. She felt 
herself slipping into insane, agonizing pleasure, as the crashing surf of 
the sensations buffeting her belly began to build into a tidal wave of 
desire. Uncontrollably, her hips moved in tempo to her husband's licking 
tongue, and she thrust her breasts upward into Lee's face ... wanting more 
and more of everything.


She was becoming a glutton ... , for sex!


She knew that it was only a matter of a few moments ... until she would 
explode in a frenzy of orgasm; yet ... neither of the two men had touched 
her with their massively solid cocks. They were both ready ... their virile, 
potent pricks stood out, rock-hard and rampant ... and she wanted them ... 
now! Oh, God! How badly she wanted them! Why ... are they making me ... 
wait?


Surprisingly and disappointingly, Paul and Lee were trading places, their 
bodies sliding along the length of her body, one on either side. God! She 
had wanted Paul ... her husband to start it. His mouth on her aroused 
genitals had gotten her so moist and ready for him! It was a frustrating 
feeling ... as though they were teasing her ... keeping her guessing ... and 
she was in no mood for games. Why didn't they get started ... on the real 
fucking part?


She couldn't help the delicious sigh that escaped her, as she felt Lee's 
hands move, light as a feather, over her cunt, his fingers tracing and 
teasing at her erotically; then, he inserted two ... and finally three 
fingers into the mqistly warm passage, moving them in and out, gently, her 
cuntal orifice stretching to receive the breadth of his fingers with ease. 
Oh ... that feels so nice ... but I've got to have his ... big, hard cock 
... in me ...


Meanwhile, her husband was kissing her. Instinctively, she knew that the 
tangy pungency of his mouth was the essence of herself remaining on his 
tongue, as he probed deep into her throat. She liked it ... and she took 
Paul's tongue fully into her mouth and then sucked on it, gently and slowly 
at first, then ever more violently, while his hands caressed and kneaded the 
soft, melon-like mounds of her throbbing breasts. In a few moments he forced 
a trade, as he sucked and nibbled on her tongue. It was all maddeningly 
tantalizing; her ecstasy was building almost to the breaking point ... and 
she was poised on the brink of her orgasm, full of agonizing, erotic 
tension. In her imagination, she felt almost like a space explorer, sitting 
high atop a rocket ... waiting to be blasted off into deep space ... into 
ecstatic rapture ... with the two men who were arousing her almost beyond 
endurance.


Lee's strong hands parted her helpless and unresisting legs, and he wedged 
himself, solidly, between her thighs, his hands now running, caressingly, 
over the satin smoothness of the perfectly sculpted columns; then he reached 
down to fondle his massive, rock-hard cock. His encircling hand on its shaft 
worked the foreskin back and forth several times over the pulsing, 
blood-swollen head. A few drops of the viscous, preparatory fluids spread 
over the fiery, silk-like sheen of his cock's head, and when he took his 
hand away, his prick stood out, bulkily, rampant ... and ready, its rigid 
length and breadth pulsing, wildly, with his excited heartbeat. He was 
ready, now, to fuck his best friend's wife.


Fascinatedly, he watched Nora's hungrily grinding loins, as he held himself 
poised over her; her cunt was flowered-open, moist and gently throbbing. It 
seemed to beckon to him, bidding him enter, and he knew that she was more 
than ready to receive him. Damn ... she's really hot ... hotter even than 
the first time I fucked her!


Sliding both hands under her gyrating buttocks, he felt the warm, softness 
of them, the lithe muscles working in his palms, as his hips spread her 
trembling, expectant thighs wide apart; then he was in position over her, 
his lust-inflated cock-head brushing, teasingly, at the pink slit of her 
cuntal opening. She moaned out her need to him.


"OOOooohhh! Now! Fuck m-me ... ! Now!"


Her obscene words spurred him. He lifted her hips, pulling them up toward 
him, easily, the bulbous head of his hardened cock going into the moist 
warmth of her vaginal opening, the elastic flesh of the vertical little 
mouth stretching, to take it. He allowed only the vast head to go into her, 
for the time being, as he stopped short, holding himself immobile over her 
straining loins. He felt the undulations of her hips as she tried to absorb 
more of his lustfully throbbing shaft into her hotly seething, cuntal 
sheath.


Lee, squeezed and massaged at his friend, Paul's, wife's hips and widespread 
thighs, while at the same time, he shoved His fully erectile cock into her 
with slow, even presure, ranging ever deeper and deeper ... and he felt the 
contracting ring of muscles in the walls of her vaginal passage sucking at 
him, tantalizingly. It generated sparks of sensation in the length of his 
prick that drove him almost to distraction.


With a final flick of his hips, he drove his cock the final few inches deep, 
deep into her writhing belly, the head of it nudging her cervix to lodge 
right up against the back wall of her cunt. He flexed it, then, expandingly 
inside her and was pleased to feel her countering contractions. The walls of 
her pussy clasped him, caressingly, and he could feel it the full length of 
his pulsingly sensate cock. It seemed to him her cuntal sheath fit him like 
a pair of gloves. Damn! She's really nice and tight!


Incessantly, his hands caressed and massaged at her quivering, white thighs, 
her smooth, flat belly, his thumbs tracing down into the flexing hollows of 
her groin; finally, he slipped a hand down over the rounded smoothness of 
her moon-like buttocks to search in the crevice between for the secret, 
puckered hole that nestled there, defenslessly.


Moistening a finger in the viscid liquid that trickled down, copiously, from 
her vaginal orifice, he sought the tiny, brownish ring of her back passage. 
He found it and pressed into its warm sponginess, slowly and tenderly. There 
was none of the haste with which he had done it to her that first time. Her 
body jerked, convulsively, once, then her trembling loins screwed back on 
his finger, absorbing it, fully, until his palm was pressed flat and hard 
against the working muscles of her softly quivering buttocks cheeks. He 
heard her groan both of pain and satisfaction, coming to him muffled, as she 
exclaimed up into her husband's mouth, "Oh! OOOOooooohhhhh! That's ... 
g-good!" She didn't undersanad it; it hurt ... but it felt so sexy ... and 
so wonderfully wicked and forbidden!


Nora's mouth worked up against Paul's with the ecstasy of her passion. She 
felt everything Lee was doing to her, below; while above, her husband's 
mouth and hands were driving her insane, his tongue in her mouth almost 
imitating Lee's cock in' her seething cunt. Her breasts, under the 
manipulations of his hands, seemed to be a mass of exposed, sexually aroused 
nerve-endings. They were inter-connected to all parts of her body, 
transmitting sex sensations along super-charged synapses. Their intensity 
was building to the point where she was sure she would faint ... if it 
spiraled any higher. Uncontrollably, she moved her breasts up against the 
hard, lean muscles of his chest, and her arms went around him to pull him 
close to her, her taloned fingers tearing and scratching at his back in 
wanton fury of unreasonable sex-need.


Every fibre of her being was responding to the two men. The fires that had 
been ignited in her loins were now roaring out of control, threatening to 
consume her ... goading her to complete submission.


Suddenly, she couldn't stand it any longer. She had to have more! She had to 
have Lee's cock in her cunt, surging in and out of her recklessly, the hard 
length and breadth of him fucking into her, relentlessly. Oh, God, I've got 
to have it ... , got to have his delicious cock fuck me ... hard ... and 
deep!


She could have died from the pure joy of it, when she had felt Lee's 
ponderous cock entering her, spreading and stretching her cunt-lips, then, 
it had paused, momentarily, before worming deep up into her waiting belly. 
Now, the sensations of his expanding and contracting hardness elicited 
involuntary movements of her own, her vaginal walls acting on their own, it 
seemed to suck up his full, hardened length into her now greedily quivering 
belly.


Then, as his warm hands had swarmed over her, they had brought her body to 
vibrantly full arousal, his finger slipping into her anus, bringing her both 
welcome pain and pleasure ... at the same time. The thought flashed through 
her mind: Oh! it feels so good ... and I want it! I've learned so many 
things ... so fast ... it makes my head swim! The pain of the unnatural 
entrance made her jerk, involuntarily, and she bit Paul's lips, her tongue 
pushing deep into his throat ... and she had hung on for dear life, 
trembling from head to foot with salacious anticipation. Her greed for them 
... for the pleasure their big cocks would bring her, rose up in her like 
monster snake coils, taking over her body-mind to control her completely.


Lee knew that she was ready to accept his lust-inflated cock into her, 
poundingly ... that she wanted him to rock her, plumb her depths and bring 
her to the dizzying heights of pure rapture. He was ready ... too! God! He 
was more than ready, for the painful ache in his blood-swollen cock was 
almost more than he could stand.


Beginning, then, with long, smooth strokes, he began to fuck, smoothly, in 
and out of her moist, clasping vaginal passage. He didn't ram or grind into 
her; it was just a steady stroking movement that didn't hit all the way to 
the bottom of her cunt ... yet. He didn't want to rush her ... or hurry 
himself too much. As he pumped his cock in and out of her, he was waiting 
... waiting for her response that he knew would come pretty soon ... then 
... he would give her everything he had! ... But, not yet! Wait! It'll be 
more fun ... that way!


Her eyes were becoming glazed, and her breath came in shallow pantings, as 
the sensations in her loins became a raging, unquenchable fire. The only 
thing that would put out that fire was a soaringly ecstatic orgasm. Her hips 
began to thrust upward to him, her cunt slithering up the shaft of his cock, 
attempting to take the whole of it deep up into her trembling belly; then, 
she ground her hips back into the mattress on his up-stroke, until his penis 
came out of her cuntal sheath almost all the way, just the head of it 
remaining just inside her vaginal portal.


This was it! Now was the time! She was responding to him ... fucking back, 
and Lee was glad of it. He couldn't wait any longer, himself!


Just at the instant Lee was gathering his body to ram his cock deeply into 
her, Paul broke the kiss to keep passion and scrambled to his knees.


He glanced at his friend, where he was cradled between Nora's legs, and 
said, "Let's get her up on her knees ... so you can fuck her from the rear 
... while she sucks me off ... !"


Concentrating only on the pleasure sensations of her body, Nora was not 
aware of what her husband had said ... or what he planned to do.


Lee understood, immediately; he was disappointed at having to withdraw right 
then, but he did it ... knowing that he had to cooperate. Quickly, then, the 
two men hauled her into the new position. She rested on her knees and 
elbows, the luscious moons of her buttocks waving nakedly in the air behind 
her. She felt frustration and annoyance at the interruption, but she smiled 
her satisfaction as Lee Rim knelt behind her, grasped her hips, hard, and 
drove his massive cock, powerfully, into her gratefully accepting cunt, 
ramming with all his might, until his ball-laden scrotum smacked up tight 
against her loins and his pubic bone crashed painfully into the bones at the 
base of her spine. He poised there for a moment, as he savored the 
delightful sensations in her loins and heard her mumbled protest.


"Oh ... what are you doing ... to me ... now ... ?"


Her husband, Paul, was lying down, again, athwart the bed. He could see her 
breasts, hanging pendulum-like, now dancing prettily beneath her kneeling 
body as Lee began plunging deep into her belly, the shocks of it making her 
jerk and sway ... then she was grinding her hips back at him, countering him 
in his animal-like lunges deep into- her clasping cuntal passage.


Paul was stretched out in front of her now, and as he reached out to her 
head, his hand going behind it, as he forced her head down toward his 
rampant, hardened prick. Nora opened her passion-glazed eyes to look 
directly at her husband's long, thick, lust-inflated cock. In spite of her 
own needful lust, she tried to turn her head aside. Oh ... My God ... ! Paul 
isn't going to make me do ... THAT?!


Instantly, she knew what it was he wanted, but as she tried to pull away, he 
held her head firm in his hand and moved his loins up to press the blood 
inflated head of his cock against her lips.


"Nora ... !" he told her, firmly, "You're going to learn to suck cock, now!"


"No ... Paul!! No!" she wailed. "My God ... no! I couldn't!"


" ... But, you will!" he grated. "We've both licked your cunt ... so now 
it's your turn ... to suck cock!"


"That's different ... !" she tried to argue.


She was revolted by the idea.


Paul looked at Lee Rim, who slaved away behind her, caught his eye and said 
meaningfully, "You'll suck it ... or we'll both stop ... rightnow!"


The prospect ... the very real fear that they might carry out such a threat 
... leave her in a limbo of extreme arousal when she was just on the verge 
of fulfillment, gripped her hard, and she groaned, "Oh, no . . . not now ... 
p-please ... I-I'm ... I'm almost ... " "So ... you suck my cock ... Okay 
... ?" her husband ground out at her. "Roll your lips over your teeth ... 
and take it in your mouth!" Shoving his hips up at her face, the shiny, 
smooth-as-silk head of his bloated cock brushed against her firmly pursed 
lips. Nora opened them, reluctantly, not really knowing whether the two men 
would actually carry out the threat Paul had made. She didn't want to find 
out!


He flexed his hips to enter the soft, spongy head into the moist cavern of 
her mouth, and she ovalled her lips to receive it. Heeding Paul's 
instructions, she folded her lips over her teeth, as it went into her mouth; 
it was a huge presence that made her feel like gagging ... and the revulsion 
at what she was doing suddenly slashed through her. This was something she 
had never expected!


... But, she would have to do it! With an effort, she controlled her 
feelings and licked at the desire-hardened shaft of flesh, then she swirled 
her tongue around the smooth head of it. The pungent masculine flavor was 
different ... but there was nothing horrible about it. Behind her, Rita's 
husband was still grinding his cock in and out of her passion-inflamed 
cuntal passage. That was all that mattered. The delicious sensation drowned 
out all else ... and then she decided she could do it ... after all. Then 
she even tried a few experimental sucking motions ... But, God ... don't let 
it stop ... !


Lee Rim, behind her, rammed into her extra hard. Her body was driven 
forward, and without warning, her whole mouth and throat was filled with her 
husband's pulsing cock. She closed her eyes and sucked, desperately, while 
Lee gored her with furious strokes. The wonderfully huge, hard cock he drove 
into her seething cunt almost overwhelmed her with fiery pleasure. Faster 
and ever deeper, he plunged in and out of her, his massive, hardened shaft 
moving in and out of her cuntal sheath with the ease and power of a 
well-oiled piston. It was pure pleasure for her, as she felt herself filled 
up, almost beyond reason, by his rhythmically fucking cock.


As he thrust, wildly, into Paul's wife, Lee used his hands on her hips to 
pull her in tight to him with each insane plunging stroke. The fiery dam in 
his balls would have to break soon. He could feel his nearing ejaculation. 
The ache in his balls was becoming almost unbearable.


Looking down, he watched her slaving buttocks, fascinatedly, as she pushed 
back at him, the hardened shaft of his big cock cleaving the furrow of her 
cunt, coming out ivory-white and glistening with moisture. It was vibrant 
... pulsing with life, as it slid in and out of the coral moistness of her 
cunt, then it was buried to the root in her until none of the shaft could be 
seen. Glancing up, he saw that she had her husband's big cock in her mouth, 
and that she was actually sucking on it. Damn! She learns fast!


Paul pressed his cock deeper and deeper up between her roundly ovaled lips. 
The delicious, tingling -sensations in his balls incited him ... and he 
thrust his lust-filled prick into her mouth, until it had disappeared, 
completely. He looked up to watch, as the massive shaft of it slipped far 
back into her throat to the very root, her lips creeping over his length, 
eating him ... devouring him ... and his hairy loins were pressing against 
her chin. It was all in her mouth. Christ! That feels good! I should have 
made her suck my cock ... a long time ago!


Nora gagged. There was too much of him. She tried to twist her head aside to 
force him to withdraw it, but he held her head, tight and straight to keep 
his aching cock deep in her thoat. Plainly, he could feel the swallowing 
motions of her throat, and the sensations it generated were wild ... out of 
this world! Then, Paul knew that he would be coming to spewing orgasm ... 
soon! The burning sensation at the root of his cock demanded it. He had to 
do something else ... something more!


Holding his wife's head in position over him, he began to plunge in and out 
of her mouth, fucking her there, as though it were another cunt. 
Unconsciously, he matched the tempo that Lee had established, as his friend 
knelt behind her and savagely rammed his cock in and out of her overheated 
cunt.


Suddenly, Nora gave in to the lewd sensations of the double ravishment. She 
tried, consciously, to relax her throat muscles, so that she could accept 
all of her husband's hard-driving length into her mouth with ease.


Her feeling of revulsion, at first, when Paul's cock-head had entered her 
mouth, almost made her feel ill. It had been hard for her to breathe. She 
couldn't think straight. The fear that they really might stop had goaded her 
to try, then with the growing excitement in her loins as Lee had plundered 
her voraciously moist cunt from behind she had begun to take more of Paul's 
huge cock into her mouth; finally, she had been able to accept all of it 
deep into her throat.


To Nora, it was a paradox ... completely unexplainable. She didn't 
understand it. Those things that had revulsed her ... being fucked by 
another man ... having her cunt licked ... and sucking cock, she was 
accepting ... yes! ... even liking - maybe even loving ... and wanting. Oh, 
God ... I'm changing ... , I'm not the same woman ... at all!


Dazedly, she began to wonder whether or not the two men would tear her apart 
as they thrust with ever more powerful strokes into two of her bodily 
orifices: Lee Rim, behind her, ramming with all his strength into her 
demandingly hungry cunt ... and her husband, Paul, thrusting his massive 
length up into her mouth. Two men ... at the same time ... I just can't 
believe it's ... really happening ... to me ... ! ... Then, to Nora, the 
mounting rapture at the very core of her being began to explode inside her. 
Her orgasm was beginning. It would be soon!


Dimly, she was aware that Lee, also, was ready to cum spewingly into her 
hungrily clasping cunt. He gripped the smooth rounded nakedness of her hips 
tight to him, and was pounding up between her widespread buttocks with 
jackhammer force. Hp was out of control, his long, thick, hard cock was 
buffetting into her open pussy with a power she had never yet known.


She hadn't even thought about it ... in advance, but had she considered the 
possibility, she would have been instantly revulsed and sickened; as it was, 
she didn't have the chance to think about it ... until it happened. Her 
husband's cock erupted, suddenly, in her mouth, jetting scalding cascades of 
viscous, white sperm far back against her unexpecting tonsils, which forced 
her to swallow, again and again, to clear it from her throat and be able to 
breathe.


... And, almost at the same time, she was helpless to do anything, out of 
control, herself, as she came to her own release, soaringly, her orgasmic 
rapture dimming her eyes and muffling her ears. At that instant, in space 
and time there were no other realities for her except the cocks of two 
virile men: One fucking her cunt ... the other fucking her mouth as though 
it were another vagina ... And ... she was cumming! 
AAAAAaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaauuuuuu uuuuuggggggggh!


Heaving her hips back against Rita's husband, squirming and jerking 
expectantly against him, her body quivering, she waited for the moment when 
he, too, would shoot his hot, boiling sperm inside her. Faster and faster, 
harder and longer, Lee slaved away behind her, his cock pistoning in and 
out, smoothly, until suddenly, he was there. With a loud groan of 
satisfaction, he slammed into her, as his cock hosed his hot, viscid cum 
deep into the depths of her cuntal passage, to splash, forcefully, into the 
depth of her hotly contracting belly. He held himself rigid, his back 
arched, as his cock-pumped it out, wildly ... and all of his ecstasy was 
there in the insane jetting of his wildly jerking cock.


Within mere seconds of each other, all three came to their orgasms; the two 
men greedily clutched her to them, caressing, massaging and smoothing her 
with their hands, as their cocks bored into her, until finally, they 
released her sperm-filled body. The euphoric, relaxing waves of orgasm 
washed over them, leaving them satiated, their virile cocks pulsing less and 
less and slowly becoming softer and softer.


Behind her, Lee Rim pulled his deflating penis from her and flopped down on 
the bed, with a groan.


When he was prone on the bed, Paul shifted to he straight and parallel and 
Nora stretched out between the two men.


"Christ,! I thought I'd never stop cumming ... !" Paul exulted, his hand 
trailing, languidly, as he traced the marvelous contours of one of his 
wife's full-mounded breasts.


"You were great!" Lee complimented. " ... And ... you sure as hell learn 
fast!"


Nora was too emotionally and physically exhausted to say anything. She was 
still overcome ... enjoying the delicious sensations of the aftermath of an 
electrifying sexual experience. Never ... Never, in her wildest dreams would 
she have thought she would have intercourse with two men ... at the same 
time; have both their heated sperms mingling together at once deep down in 
her stomach!


"You know ... " Lee mused, "My wife, Rita ... would really go for something 
like that ... i"


"If you do it ... just don't leave me out ... !" Nora warned. "Four at one 
time should be real fun!"


Chapter Seven


There was no doubt in Nora Quinn's mind afterward; she had changed. A whole 
new world of sex was opened to her, and she was ready to explore it, 
enthusiastically.


Two days later, when Paul told her that he had made telephone contact with 
some people down in one of the beach cities where they were going to buy a 
beach house, and that they were invited to one of their swinging 
get-togethers for the following evening, she agreed to it.


There was only one thing that bothered her. She told Paul about it, then.


" ... But, these people are all strangers ... !"


"That's true ... " Paul agreed, "but Mary ... she's the woman I talked to 
... said that people there are not strangers ... for very long! Anyway, 
they'll be our new summer neighbors and this, as she put it will be our 
neighborhood initiation!"


"Well ... there could be some kooky ones ... then what ... ?"


"Mary says she knows all of them ... but I suppose ... if we didn't like the 
way things were going ... we could just leave!" Paul reasoned.


"I'd feel better about it ... if Lee and Rita could go with us ... !"


"Rita isn't back yet ... its just couples ... " Paul explained. "I asked 
about bringing Lee ... and it's no go ... "


"Okay ... we'll go, then ... " Nora agreed.


"It'll be new and different ... and a lot of fun ... I think ... " Paul 
enthused. "Mary said they have a big house ... right on the beach ... and 
most of the people are about our age ... "


Woman-like, Nora asked, "What should I wear ... ?"


"Something that comes off easy!" Paul grinned, lewdly. "Whatever you wear 
... you won't have it on very long!"


Jack and Mary, the host and hostess, took charge of Nora and Paul, upon 
their arrival. Drinks were pressed into their hands, and they were 
separated. Mary showed Paul off, introducing him around to everyone, on a 
first-name basis only. She explained that no one used last names ... unless 
they wanted to do so.


Big, raw-boned, Jack, whom she immediately took a dislike to, did the honors 
for Nora, making her acquainted with everyone in the room. There were four 
other couples present ... but she had no way of knowing who was married to 
whom ... they were not introduced as couples. It was only Paul and Nora who 
were introduced in that way, because they were the last to arrive. Also, 
there was a huge German shepherd that Mary lovingly called "Terry" that 
frightened her somewhat but he did seem friendly.


From the beginning, Nora was claimed by Jack and Mary attached herself to 
Paul. A second round of drinks was served and things began to loosen up, as 
boisterous jokes were told, the laughter and conversation flowing easily 
around them.


Nora sat beside Jack on a long couch, his arm resting easily around her, his 
fingers touching and stroking her upper arm, casually, as he explained that 
most of the people there were professional or semi-professional people.


"I'm a highway engineer ... and Henry ... who's sitting with Bonnie is a 
computer technican ... " he told her.


Looking across the room, she saw the Scandinavian type beauty, named Bonnie, 
who was enfolded in the arms of a tall, dark-haired man, one of whose hands 
was up under her dress. From what Nora could see, she would have guessed 
that the woman had no panties on under her mini-sheath.


Her host was calling her attention now to a couple lounging on soft cushions 
near the big fireplace. "That's David ... he's in insurance ... an executive 
of some kind ... "


The short, stockily built man cuddled a petite redhead. Her blouse was open, 
revealing full, white breasts, seemingly over-bounteous for her tiny body. 
David's pudgy hand was fondling them, his fingers rolling her nipples to 
erectile little spears. Going on, Jack said, "That's Virgie, David's playing 
with ... she's a dental assistant."


Nora looked away in embarrassment, when Jack pointed out the third couple. 
The man called Chris was seated in a soft, overstuffed chair. His fly was 
open ... and the raven-haired woman with the full, statuesque body knelt 
before him, her hands fondling and caressing the massive penis she had just 
pulled from his open pants. The man was a rangy, good-looking blonde with 
deep blue eyes. "Those two ... over there are Chris and Claudi ... Chris's 
in advertising ... and Claudi's a Registered Nurse ... "


"And ... " Jack went on, " ... my wife's there by the bar with your husband, 
Paul! Mary works with mentally retarded children ... "


She knew why they were there, but she was surprised to see sexual things 
going on so openly. It could have been a little more circumspect and 
discreet, she thought ... especially when she saw that Mary, Jack's wife, 
was plastered up against Paul her hips undulating, provocatively on the 
bulge of his erection inside his pants ... and Paul's hands were on the 
rounded fullness of her buttocks, pulling her up to him, closely and firmly.


Oh God, Nora thought, as she watched her husband and a heavy flood of 
jealousy swept over her. I just can't do it ... I just can't go through with 
it.


"Well ... everybody's here for just one thing," Jack smiled, his eyes hooded 
as he looked at her with a suddenly lewdly gleaming twinkle in his eyes ... 
"and that's fucking ... plain and fancy." Nora groaned inwardly, God, they 
didn't even know these people, and here they were putting themselves 
completely in their hands. The fear that there might be some kooks present, 
including her partner, Jack, had not been dispelled ... but the open 
uninhibited mood that prevailed in the room had not yet caught her up in it. 
She trembled slightly and started to rise to go after her husband Paul, but 
stopped halfway up from her seat when she saw him laughing and disappearing 
drunkenly down the hallway with Jack's wife. She knew now that it was too 
late. There was no way that she could back down. Her bed had been made and 
now she must lie in it.


"May ... I have another one?" she asked with a slight quiver in her voice.


"Certainly ... " he went to the bar and built a drink for each of them.


Handing Nora the full glass, he looked down at her with a twisted smile on 
his big blunt face and told her, "We don't have any fancy programs in this 
group except that everyone must do what the master for the evening says. 
Bonnie," he nodded his head toward the blond Scandinavian girl, "is 
tonight's master and all of must do her bidding."


"But ... but what if you don't want to do what she says?" Nora asked, hoping 
the woman would leave her alone tonight.


"I'm afraid you have no choice, my dear," her host answered meaningfully. 
"She carries a large black cat-o-nine tails with her and is authorized to 
use it on anyone who disobeys her. Your husband knew all that. He was very 
well informed when he agreed to attend our party." "Oh God!" Nora groaned 
inwardly. She couldn't believe that Paul, even though they had had several 
evenings with friends of theirs, would agree to such a thing. God only knew 
what they would make her do before the night was over. Her hand trembled 
visibly as she lifted her third drink of the evening to her lips and drank 
heavily. She noticed a slight musky difference in the taste of the drink 
relative to the others she had had, but it didn't matter. She was going to 
need all the help she could get to carry her through the evening ahead.


"Another thing," the host smiled at her again as though sensing the doubt in 
her mind, "Big Jack the senior member, always gets the first crack at any 
new pussy ... so let's you and I go to one of the bedrooms." It wasn't a 
request, it was more like an order. She looked up at him, startled, sipped 
from her drink and stood shaKily to her feet ... even as she wondered why 
she did so. Oh, God ... I can't let him think I-I'm ... frightened! ...


"Why not finish . ..our d-drinks ... first ... ?" she asked, stalling for 
time.


"We'll just take them along ... Okay ... ?" Jack took her by the elbow, 
firmly, and led her from the living room, down the hallway to a bedroom. 
Nora knew that this was why she and Paul had come to this place ... but her 
heart was pounding in her chest like a trip-hammer; after all, Jack was a 
perfect stranger. It wasn't at all like it had been with Lee Rim, whom she 
had known for years.


The room had no other furniture but a king-size mattress on the floor. Jack 
closed the door and stood before it, looking her up and down, carefully, 
that same twisted smile on his face. "Well ... you can start shedding those 
clothes, baby. Daddy wants to see how tight that hot little cunt of yours 
is!"


Nora lifted her drink and slugged half of it down. I'll need it! She told 
herself it would be all right to go along with his domineering way and 
vulgarity ... But the alcohol will help. She set the glass down on the 
floor; then, demurely, turned her back and began to lift her skirt up her 
thighs and over her full, rounded hips. Behind her she heard the sigh of a 
zipper and the rustle of cloth. He was disrobing, too! Oh God ... things are 
moving too fast! He hasn't even ... touched me ... yet! She dropped her 
dress again, retrieved her glass and swallowed the rest of her drink.


"Hey ... baby ... I can't fuck you if you don't take those things off." The 
big man growled, coming up behind her, his hard hands going around, under 
her arms to capture the rounded fullness of an alabaster breast in each. 
Purposefully, he kneaded and caressed the satiny smoothness of them, and she 
felt the hairiness of his chest pressed up against the nakedness of her back 
... and below, the hard heat of his nakedly erect penis brushed the small of 
her back. It was beginning. She couldn't believe that she was actually going 
to do it.


And suddenly she knew that even though she had come this far, she couldn't 
go all the way with this complete stranger even though her own husband was 
fucking this man's wife right now. "Jack, I just can't go through with it," 
she whimpered tearfully and tried to push away from him. But his arms 
tightened more intensely around her naked body.


"Sorry, baby, but the rules are quite clear. Once you've committed yourself, 
you go all the way or you can get the rest of us in trouble."


"But ... but I just can't, I just can't go through with it. I've never done 
it with a strange man before and I - I love my husband."


Jack snickered slightly and, smiling down at her upturned face, said, "Baby, 
if you could see him in the next room now with my wife, Mary's long white 
legs locked around his back and his cock fucking up in her hotly, sucking 
little pussy you'd change your mind fast."


Nora dropped her head helplessly to his naked chest, freshly gushing tears 
rolling from her eyes. She knew beyond a doubt that what he was saying was 
perfectly true and that she had no choice. She was going to have to give 
herself to him and let him. do as he willed with her helplessly naked body.


"That's it, baby, now you're coming around," Jack spoke softly into the 
softness of her hair. "Come on, let's get on that bed and try it out."


Nora moved dreamlike toward the huge rectangular mattress, hoping against 
hope that Paul would change his mind and come back and save her from the 
horrible adultery she was about to commit with this total stranger.


Jack, a lewd expression of rising expectancy playing visibly across his 
lips, pushed her voluptuously curved young body fully clothed down on the 
bed.


"Here, baby, take another sip of this. I don't know if you've noticed the 
difference in the two, but this one is designed to put a little fire up in 
your pussy."


"W-what do ... do you mean?" Nora stuttered, raising the glass to her lips 
and taking a long, deep swallow, without waiting for his answer.


"One of our members is on the staff at the university medical research 
laboratory, and they have been experimenting with a whole new family of 
aphrodisiacs for stud farming, and we're doing a little unofficial human 
research ourselves."


"Y-you mean that's what we've been drinking?" Nora looked up at him, a 
shocked expression on her face.


"That's right, baby, in the last one, anyway. And in about two minutes 
you're going to find that hot little cunt of yours trying to eat up the 
furniture in this room."


"Oh, God!" Nora moaned helplessly and turned her head to the side to avoid 
his mockingly arrogant smile. It was bad enough that she was going to be 
subjected to the shame and humiliation of a strange man doing it to her 
while her own husband was doing it to the same man's wife in the next 
bedroom was too much to bear. Oh, God, God, if only Paul would change his 
mind and come and save her! But deep in the back of her mind she knew that 
it was completely hopeless. She could only submit, and submit her body 
willingly, hoping that the man kneeling nakedly above her would drop between 
her open legs and do it quickly, quickly before her tortured mind rebelled 
and she ran screaming from the room. But even as the thoughts ran hazily 
through her tortured mind, she could feel a faint swirling dizziness coming 
over her, and the dimly glowing lights of the room faded slowly into 
nothingness, her body relaxed and her arms and legs collapsed almost 
lifelessly at her sides.


The big man sitting on the edge of the bed grinned lewdly and pushing her 
dress up to her panties, began stroking the sofe white roundness of her 
thigh. It was always like this - the potion knocked them out for three to 
four minutes and when they came to again they were more than ready, but 
maybe, just maybe, she hadn't had quite enough for what they had in store 
for the innocent little bitch later on in the evening. They were always so 
goddamn innocent, these young couples that came to their swap parties, that 
they were easy prey for any perversion the group had in mind for them, and 
this one was the prize of them all, by God. He had arranged it with Bonnie 
that she would bring Terry, the German shepherd, into the room later after 
the little bitch was really turned on and man, what an exhibition they'd 
have! Just to make sure that she would be amenable to Terry's advances, 
perhaps he should give her just a taste more of the lust-inciting liquid 
with which he had earlier spiked her drink.


"Drink it ... More ... take more," a masculine voice ordered and Nora, 
dazed, found herself trying to obey.


Her head and shoulders were being raised and supported by a strong arm; she 
let her eyes flicker open and slowly the whirling room began to settle down 
before her focalizing vision. She felt nauseous and was lying outstretched 
... on a bed ... Someone ... a man was sitting on its edge beside her, 
holding her up. She glanced at him; there was something familiar about his 
face. His gaunt hand held a glass from which she had drunk ... and its 
contents had caused her tongue to tingle; there was a pleasant, mild burning 
at the base of her stomach.


"Wh-what happened?" she questioned feebly, trying to sit upright.


"You fainted," Jack told her. "You better drink the rest of this. It's 
bourbon."


Nora pushed his hand holding the glass away and swung her legs around 
slowly, letting her feet touch the floor. It was then that she realized her 
dress was raised almost to her hips ... and that the man beside her was 
someone called Jack, and she was supposed to make love with him. Oh God! 
Quickly, she tugged at her skirt, covering herself, a flush of shame 
sweeping over her. She said, "I'm sorry ... I-I never fainted before in my 
life ... it's ... it's all coming back now ... "


"Here," Jack said, holding the glass to her lips. "You ought to drink the 
rest of this, Nora."


She took the glass from him and drained it, the amberish colored liquid 
immediately causing further stimulation in her belly. It felt good, God 
knows, she needed it's welcome fortification. She put one hand on her 
skirt-covered thigh and his big one came down over it. The unexpected act 
caused her heart to leap in her chest, seeming to bolt upward as if to lodge 
in her throat. Her breath caught and she gaped at him, then, she eased 
backwards, squirming into the corner of the bed. He grinned, his face 
struggling for tenderness, but the tiny lecherous explosions sparkling in 
his eyes belied him.


A tremor rippled over her as she felt his hand that had been on top of hers 
resting on her thigh, move suddenly to her flat, tense stomach, then inch 
around her waist as he slid closer to her, until his face was mere inches 
from her own. Yet, as horrified inwardly as she was, what amazed her was 
that the touch of his hand and it's warmth through the material of her 
sparse clothing sent an unwanted tremor ... a near-thrill to tingle over her 
cringing flesh. Good God! Had Paul denied her that much sexually? She had to 
keep her wits! Had to ... !


"Stop! Please ... stop it!" she snapped, writhing from his grasp and 
stumbling to her feet, but not too steadily. "I've got to leave now!"


Jack arose, confronting her, his hardened face set determinedly. "Leave? 
Leave, hell!" he hissed, his carnal eyes devouring her. "I'm going to fuck 
you, sweetheart ... willingly or otherwise ... It makes no difference to 
me!"


Nora stiffened as if she had been submerged naked in a snow bank. Her mouth 
fell loosely open and her eyes widened in sheer disbelief, his use of the 
vile descriptive word knifing into her as she truly sensed her helplessness 
against him. Then, as she stood there near-petrified, she felt his hands 
slipping around her slender waist again, and the strength of his powerful 
arms drawing her tightly against him, his one hand moving down to encompass 
the rounded full spheres of her buttocks, while the other one lumped against 
the small of her back. She felt the blood rushing to her cheeks in the shame 
of his coarse hand moving intimately over her tensed, fear-stricken body.


"S-stop! Stop it, do you hear? I'll scream for help!" she cried desperately.


"You little bitch! You make one sound and I'll beat you within an inch of 
your life!" he spat at her in warning, clutching the soft resilient flesh of 
one buttock in his hand brutally. "Understand? Goddamn you, answer me!" he 
snarled, his panting breath full in her face as he drew her tighter against 
the rising bulge at his loins.


"Oh ... oh, my God!" she whimpered, her sickened, pain-filled and horrified 
brain racing madly in phrenetic circles. Paul! Paul! Help .me ... ! My God, 
where are you? Wh-what am I going to do? He's mad! Mad! Oh ... oh, his huge 
thing ... it's grinding right into me ... !


Once more, she struggled in his arms, trying to free herself, but she was 
helpless against his might, and slowly he lowered his head until his wet, 
bloodless lips completely smothered her soft, trembling mouth, his tongue 
smashing lustfully between her lips and against her small, white teeth. He 
hugged her close, his big hands hot and moving as they pressed into the 
round, full orbs of her buttocks to force her pelvis tighter against him, 
his height playing the throbbing bulge of his cock hard against the softness 
of her belly, and an unreasonable and uncontrollable tremor rippled over 
her.


Something ... something absolutely impossible was happening inside her! She 
was actually experiencing wild little sensations of excitement to contrast 
those of shame and repulsion at his vile assult on her helpless body ... and 
although she was desperately resisting him, her mouth gave way to the rape 
of his tongue and she sensed herself going limp against him as he forced her 
back down on the bed, his big hands covering her erect, full breast now, 
sending further unbelievably lewd fermentations spiraling through her.


"Oh ... oh ... no ... no ... stop ... !" Nora groaned as he lifted his head 
to grin evilly down at her.


"Getting to you now, eh, Nora?" he hissed, his hands roving over her 
exploringly. He chuckled lewdly. "And you know why ... ? As I said before, I 
laced that liquor good. A mighty potent aphrodisiac! It only takes a little 
to drive you right out of your skull ... set that tight little cunt of yours 
on fire ... makes you beg for a cock to fill it ... but don't worry, I'm 
going to fill it for you, eh?" he went on, leaning above her and playing 
with her beautiful, tormented face with his wet, probing tongue.


His filthily modified statements ricocheted off the walls of her mind as she 
struggled to fathom their meaning. She was truly coming alive with 
overpowering, impossible sensations. His hands, his tongue, his body had 
kindled her aflame with desire almost immediately. Never ... never before 
... even with Paul ... had she felt so overcome with sheer sensual craving. 
My God, she had to gain a hold on herself! What was happening to her ... 
that she could come to relish the lewd caresses of a perfect stranger ... ? 
Oh, Paul ... Paul! Help me! Help me!


Then, his huge hands were on the satiny, naked flesh of her leg ... moving 
upward ... upward to her thigh ... the soft, warm flesh of her inner thigh 
... and God Almighty! She wanted it there! Oh God ... !


"Baby, baby ... you beautiful, luscious bitch!" Jack babbled down at where 
she lay stretched out beneath him, while his hands smoothed up the silken 
flesh of her trembling thigh, moving higher with each stroke, until he let 
them brush to the very peak of the delightful juncture, instigating the 
sensation of contact as they pressed gently against the golden fleece 
covered lips of her panting, pink-slitted little pussy. Nora groaned and 
jerked to the slight pressured touch against her naked, tingling genitals, 
her brain desperately fighting to seize control from her rapidly 
overpowering physical senses. Oh Lord, what had come over her? Oh ... . 
somehow ... somehow, she had to end this horrible teasing she was allowing 
her body to be submitted to!


"No! No! You've got to stop this ... I can't be unfaithful to my husband 
again ... Don't you see?" Nora cried, rolling her head back and forth, her 
eyes squeezed tightly closed in her shame. "Damn you, stop, I say! He'll 
kill you! Paul'll kill you for this ... !"


Oh God! her mind was a whirlpool of confusion. If only she could think 
straight! If only she could run from the room. Maybe if she played along a 
little ... Yes! Yes! She must play along ... humor him ... and be thankful 
that he had doctored her drink with whatever it was! At least, that would 
make it easier ... Yes, that was it ... play along ... humor him ... until 
she got her chance ... to run from the room if she ever did ...


"Damn you ... damn you! You're beautiful, Nora!" her host half-whimpered. "I 
could eat you alive! You know that!" he went on, interrupting her thoughts 
as he gently stroked her thighs, brushing her golden hair-covered vaginal 
lips up between her legs at the apex of every stroke.


Nora felt her arms move upward and around his neck while her legs opened to 
him uncontrollably, as if manipulated by a separate brain of their own, 
while her tongue suddenly trailed across his lips, little mewls of helpless 
submission emitting from her throat.


It happened then! She felt his thick long finger tracing the thin, 
pink-furrowed line of her exposed cunt and she writhed and squirmed beneath 
it intractably. Her hands caught at his powerful shoulders, their lacquered 
nails gouging into the muscular flesh through his clothing. A quick moment 
of repulsion swept her up at her own response, even as the prurient spasms 
of unwanted desire raced through her loins and belly, while slowly he parted 
the wisps of soft sparse pubic hair and wormed his middle finger between her 
warm vaginal lips exploringly ... at last, worming it deeper and deeper up 
into her moist, excited channel, sending shocks of insane delight soaring 
through her.


"Oh ... ooohhhhh ... Paul ... Paul!" she whimpered brokenly in mounting 
passion. "Hurry, darling ... hurry ... and come after me before it's too 
late!!"


Nora tossed her head and whined throatily in her emotional torment and 
unprecedented craving, a stimulating shock playing along the smooth, exposed 
flesh of her legs, and she twitched and squirmed her buttocks down into the 
softness of the bed, her whimpers changing into an incessant, helpless 
series of groans as Jack's fingers taunted the sensitive slit between her 
thighs, gently thrusting and probing into it, parting the silken, blonde 
pubic hair and making a sudden, electrifying contact with the tiny throbbing 
center of the undesired passion that had swept over her. It lewdly saturated 
her whole being, and she chewed at her lips to hold back to moan of sheer 
delectation mounting ecstatically in her sensuously quivering breasts.


Oh ... Oh ... it was so wicked and evil ... terribly, terribly wrong! Oohhh 
... she had to stop him from doing these forbidden things to her ... while 
there was still time ... but how? How? Oh, Paul, Paul, darling, why don't 
you come ... . ? Ooohh .....


And then, momentarily, she tried to struggle against him, but he held her as 
if she were a child, snickering triumphantly down into her beautiful, 
shame-contorted face. Then, she again relaxed her struggling, the incredible 
horror of her complete helplessness ... of the entire abominable situation 
slowly but indelibly impressing itself upon her mind. Dear God! She was 
hopelessly trapped! There was nothing she could do but lie there in 
defenseless subjugation while this demented man lewdly felt of, and 
explored, her soft secret body at will ... taking any and all indecent 
liberties with her that he pleased. There was absolutely no way she could 
stop him ... and even if she could, she would lose in the end, for her 
husband, Paul, might be angry with her for not letting this man do it to her 
... !


Oh ... oohhhh ... if only she could cry, vent herself some way of the vile 
repugnance she felt for herself at that very moment ... for in all shame, 
she knew that her betraying body was reacting with unwanted desire to the 
maddening play of his fingers in her vagina, her hips actually responding of 
their own volition in rhythm to his tantalizing fingerfucking in the moistly 
aroused split between her legs.


"Now ... that's it, baby," he hissed at her. "That's better ... don't try to 
fight me. Enjoy it, baby ... like that ... You see? Your tight little cunt 
is getting nice and wet ... and pretty soon you're going to beg me to fuck 
you ... now, aren't you, Honey?"


Nora couldn't catch her breath. She tried to speak but her words stuck in 
her throat, the sensual shock of his thick fingers teasing around her now 
hotly quivering clitoris causing her to writhe her buttocks down into the 
bed in a vain effort to escape the frenzied spasms coursing over her soft, 
vibrant flesh.


"Oh ... oh," she moaned helplessly while he continued his clitoral teasing, 
at last, pausing to draw an answer from her.


"Well ... am I right, Baby? You want me to fuck you, eh?"


"Oh ... yes ... yes ... anything you say ... "only ... don't hurt me. 
Please, don't hurt me ... ?" she begged, breathless from his assault, her 
lovely face a grimace of the lewdly rising pleasure deep up in her tortured 
belly.


"I won't hurt you, Nora. Just fuck ... fuck me back hard and good, eh?"


Again, the sound of the lewd, obscene word caused her to react inwardly, but 
oddly enough it was with a sense of strange excitement as he uttered it and 
she rolled her face away from him. "Yes ... oh, yesss ... I'll try ... " she 
whimpered between tightly clenched teeth, trying desperately not to show the 
effect his fingers were having on her.


Jack gloatingly moved up over her, forcing her face back to him with his 
hand behind her head. He kissed her wetly, his tongue sliding deep into her 
mouth while his thick long finger began to teasingly massage her cunt once 
more.


Nora groaned beneath him, fighting to keep control of what mental facilities 
she still possessed as the convulsive little twinges of delight began to 
race involuntarily through her loins and belly again.


"Let's get our clothes off, Baby," he whispered. "Help me ... sit up ... "


She didn't struggle, only closed her eyes when he raised her up, refusing to 
think unless she screamed out in pure fright, assisting him subconsciously 
to strip her completely naked; then, she felt the cool rush of air against 
her throbbing breasts with their hard, distended pink nipples as they became 
completely exposed to him ... and his sharp intake of breath, his big hand 
clutching them hotly ... kneading, squeezing, rolling the nipples painfully 
between his fingers, until finally his warm, wet mouth encompassed one, his 
tongue flicking and worrying the tiny nipple maddeningly ... and then the 
other in the same manner, the long wet tongue at last trailing down through 
the deep narrow vale that separated them ... her stomach muscles tensing as 
it slithered down her, dipping momentarily into her navel ... taunting it 
while his hands continued to caress and stroke her aching breasts ... and 
then his hands left them, and he was pressing her thighs apart.


Once more, she felt a cool gush of air, but this time to brush against her 
warm, damp thighs and loins ... still refusing to allow herself a single 
thought ... her eyes clenched securely shut, she felt the pressure on the 
bed while he raised to his knees and she could hear him taking another drink 
from his glass by the bed.


Oh God ... dear God in heaven! What's going to happen to me? I'll never be 
able to look Paul in the face again! I'm lost ... lost forever ... ! For a 
long time, but she couldn't reason how long, she lay there in the darkness 
of her mind, lost in the torment of her thoughts ... until his voice reached 
her: "Come on, Nora baby ... open those beautiful eyes and see how it looks 
to you, eh?"


She did, agonizingly ... and she saw him kneeling erect between her open 
legs that he had forcibly and obscenely spread open to him, completely naked 
now, his face twisted in a lewd grin, and she let her eyes trail downward 
over his muscularly powerful torso to the thick, hardened penis standing out 
from his lean loins. Her eyes began to widen in mounting revulsion and 
fear-stricken disbelief, while his licentious smirk broadened and his hands 
lustfully stroked the heavy uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over the 
hard, blood-engorged head.


"Look at it, Baby? A beauty, eh?" he taunted proudly. "Think it'll fill that 
luscious cunt of yours?"


But Nora hardly heard his obscene words; she was more shocked with the sight 
of his huge, already pulsating organ, icing her inside to the point of 
almost destroying any erotic sensations that had possessed her. Yet, she 
couldn't help but gape at the massiveness of his penis ... its length and 
thickness causing her to stare in awe ... while the sight of her own naked, 
obscenely spread-open thighs filled her with miserable, degrading shame as 
once more the helplessness of her situation dwelled in her drug-fogged 
brain; then, it further registered that he was sadistically enjoying this 
almost brutal debauchery he was subjecting her to, the gleam in his eyes 
bordering on sexual insanity.


Still, she stared, her eyes seemingly fixed on the inhuman-sized, fleshy 
instrument he was still holding and stroking. Its thickness was terrorizing! 
Good God ... ! No woman could take it! It would rip her ... split her open! 
There was no question ... she could never take it! Never in God's world!


He laughed obscenely. "Bigger than your husband's, eh, Nora? Bigger than any 
you've ever had, right?" he mocked. "So ... maybe you'd like to play with it 
a little while ... suck on it or something ... or would you rather have it 
rammed right up in that hot little belly of yours?"


Nora tore her eyes away from the massive penis, rolling her head to one side 
as he continued to torment her, watching with salacious delight the 
horrified expression of fear that she knew was contorting her face.


Once more, she prayed that tears would dribble from her eyes to help relieve 
the ball of agony in her throat ... but to no avail ... just as she knew 
that it would be useless to appeal to this man. She had to steel her senses 
for what she knew was to come, and she hardly heard his vile utterances and 
filthy implications any longer; her brain was too occupied with the 
hopelessness of her position and the horrifying dread of knowing there was 
no escape; she must endure his assault, for certainly he was going to rape 
her defenseless, cringing body, no matter how much she begged him not to. 
There was nowhere to turn; she was utterly alone and completely subject to 
his ruthless lust. Dear God, why? Oh, why did this have to happen to me? 
What did I ever do except marry Paul, the man I love?


He dropped his weight upon her then, forcing the breath from her soft, white 
body with a gasp, the hardness of his thick, pulsating cock crushing into 
the tender flesh of her belly, his huge hands once more squeezing her firm 
full breasts so viciously that she cried out with the pain. And then, 
suddenly, his mouth was smothering hers, his tongue plunging deep into her 
throat in his mounting lust.


"You hot fucking little cunt!" he hissed, jerking his head up to glare at 
her. "I'm going to make you beg me to fuck you before I'm finished. You'll 
never be happy with Paul again when I'm done with you, Lady," he spat, the 
realistic portion of his brain taking control momentarily. "Yeah ... you're 
going to beg me to bury my cock in that snobbish little cunt hole of yours 
... so fucking deep up your cunt that you'll taste it! Damn your stuck-up 
ass!"


Nora said nothing, only tried to deafen her ears to his abuse. Dear God, he 
wasn't really to blame! He- was sick! Sick! And then, he was moving down her 
body ... slithering downward ... down ... until his face was even with her 
loins, mere inches above them, and the repugnant shock of what he intended 
to do caused her to recoil in utter horror.


"Wh-what are you ... ? My God! No! Oh no ... no, please! You can't ... not 
that! Stop, you can't!" she half screamed as he placed his palm against the 
soft inner sides of her thighs, pressing them apart even more open to his 
lust-inflamed eyes. She moaned aloud, raising her head to stare down between 
her erect, up thrust breasts and see him, mouth open, tongue out, poised 
between her widespread legs. "Oh ... oh no, please ... I beg you ... don't 
do that to me ... "


Wedged strategically between the soft white thighs, their warm inner flesh 
pressing against him, Jack gazed greedily at the tight pink slit fringed 
enticingly with its flaxen, golden hair, eyeing the two tiny glistening 
pearls of moisture that dampened the little tonguelike pink petals peeking 
out at him from the thin, vertical mouth; and as she lay seemingly rooted to 
the bed beneath her, eyes pleading, humiliation nearly complete, she watched 
petrified as with deliberately slow and decisive movements he placed his 
thumbs delicately on the sensitive, fleshy lips of her cunt, spreading the 
soft, blonde pubic curls as the flanges parted almost glutinously, flowering 
open the moist, coral flesh to his desire-filled sight.


In utter degradation, Nora felt the hot wisps of his rapid breathing taunt 
her sensitive vaginal flesh and she moaned in shame, her head still upright, 
her eyes almost refusing to acknowledge the lewd scene they were beholding. 
Then, abruptly, her own breath nearly choked her as she watched his face 
lower into the vee of her naked vaginal slit ... and felt the full length of 
his long, hot tongue slip wetly, up into her shocked and quivering pussy.


Her lovely, soft, naked body recoiled through reflex, jerking convulsively, 
a loud whimper bursting from her lungs while her buttocks ground vainly 
downwards in her useless effort to evade the perverted outrage he was 
committing upon her defenseless genitals. Her stomach lurched and churned in 
spasmodic confusion and she moaned loathingly while his tongue slithered in 
and out of her hopelessly exposed cunt in warped animal-like frenzy.


"Oooooooohhhh ... ooohhhhh ... stop ... don't ... please ... oohhhhhh!" She 
groaned incessantly in her debased degradation, her head beginning to flail 
from side to side, negatively as she held it raised in humiliated, shameful 
horror, gaping in disbelief at his obscene licking down between her 
widespread thighs. It wasn't happening! It couldn't be! A horrible and lewd 
nightmare ... that was all! She tried to reason it away, but his tongue 
reassured her as it raced in a liquid torrent up into her unwanting .'.. and 
yet, rapidly dilating, cunt.


"Ooohhh ... God ... God ... stop! My God ... you can't do this to me! Please 
... please ... stop it!" she hissed between tightly clenched teeth in her 
defilement, while at. the same time tiny, unwanted spasms of lewd delight 
were coming alive within her whole being from his demented and depraved 
tonguing of her moist, palpitating cuntal slit.


Then, his hand moved caressingly up over her smooth white belly to! the 
pulsating, firm flesh of one hard-nippled breast, cupping and tormenting it 
with sadistic delight while his mouth and tongue sucked and thrust into the 
widespread split of her loins with wet, obscene sounds that filled the 
bedroom, and she realized that his dull-gray eyes were locked in twisted 
pleasure on her abased, humiliated face, until suddenly it struck her that 
he was waiting for the complete and total destruction of her pride and 
morals, as well as her traitorous body. He would settle for nothing less!


Damn him! she thought. No! No! Never! and she clenched her small hands into 
fists, her arms clinging helplessly and tightly against her sides, her whole 
fervent body forcibly endeavoring to temper itself against the degrading 
abuse he was compelling her to endure. She had to fight him ... had to! 
Paul! Paul! Where are you, my darling? Please ... please help me? But even 
as she waged the feeble attempt, in the back of her brain she knew it was 
useless; she was ensnared! Paul was fucking this man's wife and there was 
absolutely nothing she could do ... Lust was rapidly overcoming her ...


Oh God ... Oh God ... God! Wildly, her brain raced in its struggle against 
his obscene attack, while he continued to suck and lick insanely at the 
damp, hairline slit between her open legs, and she fought desperately to 
keep her wits from melting into the hot, liquid ravishment that was creeping 
up from her loins to completely engulf her, its delight telegraphing 
unbelievable, enraptured sensations in maddening excitment through every 
tiny vein, muscle and sinew of her subjugated body.


Damn! What a godamned gorgeous, innocent little bitch she was! He raised his 
glazed eyes to fix them on her beautiful, contorted face as he unceasingly 
kept up his wild tongue-thrusts into her tightly clenched vagina. He read 
the completely subjugated expression on her face with ruthless enjoyment. 
Shit, it was beautiful ... the way she was trying to fight it ... . that was 
what made it good. Fight it, stuck-up cunt! Fight it! That'll make it all 
the better when you collapse ... won't it, darling? Eh ... ? Won't it?


Then, his lips probed and explored until he found the erectile, pulsating 
button of her clitoris. He heard her gasping moan of agonized pleasure as he 
sucked the tiny, pulsating nub between his teeth, and clutching it tightly, 
laved his tongue over and around it in a series of rapidly increasing 
circles, until eventually he opened his lust-hungry mouth wider and sent his 
tongue downward, back through the velvet moistened slit to the hot, 
throbbing opening of her vaginal channel.


Nora realized that she could hardly, if any longer, control herself at all. 
Whatever it was he had put into her drink had completely disarmed her, and 
the erotic sensations had reached beyond her physical or mental powers of 
counteraction. She had become overwhelmingly enraptured with his vile, 
lust-filled tonguing of her cunt ... unwantingly so in the beginning but 
surely lost to its satanic delight now. Her own brain had become a turmoil, 
and her feeble power to fight had so diminished that it was hardly even a 
memory. She found herself flailing her head wantonly from side to side as he 
orally fucked her, lashing and plunging his long hot tongue up intg her 
receptive and not hotly clasping vagina, while she listened as if from 
another world to her own mewling and whimpering sounds, while he continued 
to swirl and thrust his tongue into the warm velvety confines of her moist, 
passion-charged cunt. Abruptly, then, he was raising her legs high, slipping 
his arms beneath them until they were wedged underneath her thighs, pressing 
them relentlessly up until they draped over his broad shoulders, then he 
maneuvered his hand and wrist skillfully beneath the quivering orbs of her 
buttocks, pulling them up to his mouth with captive authority.


Nora's whimpers of ungovernable, if, involuntary pleasure filled the room as 
he burrowed his hot tongue deeper and deeper into the simmering fluid depths 
between her thighs. She tossed about jerkily beneath him and he watched her 
hands fight a losing battle with one another ... until suddenly they were 
clenching at his hair in desperation, lewdly struggling to press him further 
and further into her loins.


Her whimpers became moans, then outright cries of rapture as he continued to 
plunge his tongue deep into the searing, pleasurable depths of her delighted 
cunt.


What little control she had managed to exercise had disappeared, Nora 
realized. Now her buttocks were jerking and convulsing of their own accord 
beneath his thrusting tongue that was shooting erotic jolts of 
never-before-known-sensations through her unfulfilled body. And then ... and 
then ... she felt his tongue flick from her vagina downward toward the 
secret, tiny, puckered little hole of her anus! She wanted to scream ... but 
instead, she moaned in erotic bliss at the sudden, wet, seething contact of 
his pleasure-giving tongue with the forbidden, sensitive opening. She closed 
her eyes and licked at her lips in sensual enchantment.


"Oh ... oooohhhh ... ooooooohhhhhhh," she chanted ecstatically. "Y-you ... 
you filthy ... filthy man ... oooohhh ... no ... " she moaned, even as she 
rolled her hips and tried in helpless abandon to screw her tormented rectum 
back up onto his stiff probing tongue.


Jack couldn't contain his lewd laughter, and she opened her eyes wide as he 
thrust against the snug, rubbery opening, raising gooseflesh on her 
quivering belly and heavy breasts.


"Oh ... ooohhh ... my God!" she coughed, dropping her head back and letting 
it flail from side to side, her helplessness and debasement still actively 
strong within her, even as her buttocks jerked and writhed at the delicious 
sensations racing wildly through her whole being. "Ooohhh ... " she gasped 
further, again raising her head to gape down at his evil, distorted face 
licking so hotly between her upraised thighs.


"Please ... oh please stop ... Don't ... don't ... " she begged, the 
horrifying realization dawning upon her that the words tumbling from her 
lips were false ... for she did not want him to stop!


And he licked on at her open wet loins while her soft white body trembled 
and spasmed uncontrollably beneath the overpowering assault at the raw nerve 
ends of her pulsating cunt; her clenched teeth, fists and determination 
could no longer do anything to hold back the wanton throes of sensual bliss 
that had seized complete domination over her. There was no fight left in her 
... he was bringing her intense rapture, the likes of which she had never 
before dreamed! Her voluptuous, sensitive body had secretly cried out too 
long for fulfillment!


"Oooooohhhh ... Ooohhhh, dear God! Y-yes ., . Yes ... ! Do it ... do it! 
Lick my' cunt! Suck it ... please ... do things to me ... ooohhhh!" she 
moaned lewdly, her shamelessly aroused flesh quivering and twitching beneath 
his long, hot tongue. She raised her hips to him, her wet, squirming loins 
submitting in complete servitude. Her hands clutched at his hair as she 
cried out from the very depths of her soul, all else but the bliss of the 
moment finally obliterated from her mind as she tried to pull his face in 
tighter to the throbbing, widespread hole between her legs while the 
near-insane delight of lust-filled enchantment captured compelte charge over 
her.


"Goddamn, you hot little bitch!" Jack rasped, raising up suddenly, while 
Nora looked dazedly upward into his leering, now wetly glistening face 
from-where she lay beneath him, stripped, naked and helpless in her 
degrading, obscene position. "It's fucking time now, baby ... time to stuff 
that luscious cunt of yours with this throbbing prick of mine, eh? Yeah, 
baby ... you're going to get the fucking of your life!"


Reality was slowly creeping back over her, but she couldn't move; it was 
almost as if she were hypnotized, with her thighs raised and spread wide 
apart to him, her swollen breasts heaving as she breathed in short gasping 
breaths and her belly quivered and cringed while her eyes locked upon his 
long, thick cock spearing angrily out from his hairy loins.


And then, he was crawling up over her and she started to plead once more, 
but before she could get the words out, another voice ... a feminine voice 
said: "That's far enough, Jack! Now, get off her before I whip your ass 
bloody!"


Then, a heavy panting sound reacher her, accompanied by a fierce animal 
growl. Jack swore aloud violently, struggling to get off of her ... "Goddamn 
it, Bonnie, I was just ready to throw a good fuck in her. She's turned-on 
enough now to take on the whole house."


"That's tough, you bastard! It's time for a little exhibition and you had 
just better have her hot enough for Terry here to finish her off. Now get 
off the bed and let's let him have a little fun."


With that, she reached behind her and motioned out the door.


Nora could hardly believe her eyes as all the people she had seen in the 
living room came trooping smilingly in to crowd excitedly around the bed. 
For one brief moment she had thought she might cry, she was that happy to be 
saved from the brutal ravishment she knew was coming from the man named 
Jack. Yet, instead of crying out to the others for help, she had in her 
shocked surprise not moved a muscle. She remained in her obscenely spread 
position with her legs up to her chest as if fastened there. It had all 
happened so fast that her drugged mind could hardly comprehend its meaning 
... and then, she saw that the massive animal had moved forward and raised 
up with its forepaws on the bed, its great head between her legs, and a new 
shudder of horror and shame rippled through her.


In utter fear, Nora started to lower her legs and roll from the bed, but 
when she saw the huge German shepherd bare his vicious teeth and heard him 
growl his warning, she dared not move, only continued to lie there with her 
thighs still spread and knees drawn up to her breasts, while the beast 
lowered his head and began sniffing at her saliva moistened vagina, his 
bushy tail wagging, his haunches beginning to tremble noticeably.


"Oh! Oh my God! Help me! Somebody, help me, please ... ?" Nora whimpered to 
the naked crowd in cringing terror.


Bonnie laughed then, not only at her words, but at the lascivious sight 
before them, a spectacle that also struck her as quite humorous. The 
powerful dog was sniffing at the beautiful woman's naked vagina as if she 
were a bitch in heat! "And the woman ... Nora, her husband had called her 
... she was moaning in near terror as the brute's cold nose suddenly rubbed 
wetly against her tiny cringing anus.


"My God! Please! Somebody! Call him off me, I beg you!" Nora pleaded in her 
horror.


"You see?" said Bonnie, turning toward the others, "I told you Terry had a 
preference for fair-haired girls. The wonderful old lecher ... "


Nora, in her shocked, cringing terror, couldn't believe what was taking 
place. Dear God, they all were standing there naked, their faces actually 
twisted in glazed lust, watching the vile, abominable things this horrible 
beast was doing to her, with obviously no intentions of helping her at all! 
Mother of Christ! Had the whole world gone insane?


She jerked spasmodically then, hardly daring to realize that the animal's 
tongue had snaked out to lick wetly up and down the crevice surrounding her 
snug little rectum, the tip burrowing slightly into the outer fleshy anal 
ring.


"Oh God ... Oooooohhhhhh!" she whined aloud, then, momentarily decided to 
try and squirm away, but the powerful animal raised his head, growling 
menacingly as he began to lap with greed at the narrow pink slit between her 
thighs.


He ran his tongue wetly the full length of it, from the tightly closed 
little anus up over the fluted pink edges of her cunt to the tiny still 
erect bud of her clitoris. His thick tongue spread through the soft 
fleece-sprinkled flesh like a warm knife slicing through butter. It laved 
relentlessly between her widespread legs, pausing only sporadically to lunge 
in a curl deeply into her vaginal passage. She spasmed convulsively as she 
writhed helpless under the dominating beast's tongue, all of the wild 
sensations she had known only a short interval before being quickly revived 
to sweep ungovernably over her once more.


And then, all of a sudden, her fear became a secondary emotion within her, 
sensual pleasure racing to the forefront! God.-, .oh God! She didn't care 
anymore! It ... it was too wonderful ... too beautiful to ignore or fight 
against! Soft mewls of delight erupted from her and suddenly, she found 
herself placing her hands on the massive dog's ears bravely, and with a deep 
animalistic groan of her own, kicking her legs back further over her head, 
pulling his nose forward into her moist, throbbing vagina that was presented 
up to him now like a naked feast.


His great tongue shot up the velvety channel to depths that Jack had never 
reached, ravishing her upthrust crotch mercilessly, and she couldn't hold 
back the babbling whines of licentious delight that streamed crazily from 
her lips.


Paul Quinn, fucking heavily between the tightly locked legs of his hostess, 
was interrupted by a heavy pull on his shoulder.


"Come on, man, the show's just beginning! You two can fuck all night later!"


It was all he could do to pull himself from her nakedly writhing body, but 
Mary beneath him, though also groaning out her own disappointment, insisted.


"Come on, honey! We can't miss this! It's the initiation ceremony for that 
sweet little wife of yours."


Christ! thought Paul. What the hell are they going to do to Nora? He was a 
bit worried, and yet at the same time masochistically excited by the thought 
of watching others fuck his naked wife ... but ... Paul Quinn in his wildest 
dreams could never have imagined the sight that would greet his eyes as he 
walked through the door and into the room filled with nakedly and excitedly 
grinning men and women. Jesus Christ! There was the husband of the woman he 
had just been fucking standing naked by the bed, his prick standing 
rock-hard and erect like a flagpole, watching Nora - his Nora - her naked 
crotch completely exposed to the huge dog that was ... was ... Christ 
Almighty! The fucking German shepherd was licking her cunt and Nora looked 
as if she was going out of her mind! Or ... or was it he that was blowing 
his head ... ?


Paul gawked at her in stark amazement. Christ, it was absolutely 
incredulous! Either she had flipped or she was higher than a bird on 
something ... all of them were ... and maybe he wasn't so far from being 
right at that ... the looks on their faces ... Nora whimpered then, and he 
swung around to see Terry raise his great head from her wildly throbbing 
vagina and begin to nudge at her with his nose, as if he were trying to roll 
her onto her stomach ...


"Turn over! Turn over!" Bonnie ordered. "He wants you over. Get up on your 
knees! Hurry ... !" she was instructed excitedly, and to Paul's 
astonishment, Nora was complying like some trained, drugged slave, the 
expression on her beautiful young face a loose wantonness the likes of which 
he had never seen before. "Like that, like that!" exclaimed Bonnie. "Raise 
your ass high!" And Nora did, onto her knees as commanded, moaning 
passionately as she obediently lifted her lovely buttocks into the air.


Paul gulped aloud, staring in shocked awe while Nora twisted her rounded 
white buttocks back toward the animal lasciviously, reaching with her 
slender white hands back to spread the cheeks of her ass open as if to give 
the brute full access to her tiny, puckered anus, and his brain whirled 
wildly when he saw the powerful beast's animal tongue lash wetly up and down 
through the smooth, hairless crevice, his own prick giving a desperate, 
unwanted lurch in his pants at the depraved, primeval sight.


"Oohhh ... ooohhhhhh ... " Nora chanted while Terry splayed his long thick 
tongue wetly, through the length of her hotly quivering cunt lips from 
behind. Then, she found herself trying to widen her knees even further in an 
effort to open the pink gap more to him. His animal tongue- thrust up the 
moist coral furrow, penetrating the deep dilated passageway as it ravished 
her crotch in never ceasing mounting bliss. She moaned gutturally in this 
never before ecstasy as she twisted her head and with blurred eyes thought 
she saw her husband, Paul, beside the bed ... but it was all unimportant ... 
nothing else mattered only the enchanting sensations that were taking place 
back between her upraised ass cheeks' ...


Then suddenly, through the haze of her ever increasing passion, Nora felt 
the huge German shepherd mount her, his soft furry genitals crowding toward 
her trembling buttocks, his forelegs clutching tightly at her hips in the 
manner of a male human. The beast's lashing tongue had rekindled the flame 
in her loins even more so than the man named Jack's vile ministrations, and 
as she turned her head she caught the entire reflection of their obscene 
depravity in the tilted mirror that hung behind the bed; the salacious sight 
of the great animal mounting the licentiously spread moons of her own soft 
rounded buttocks, plus the lurid reflection of Bonnie and the others lewdly 
appreciative eyes coursing over her nakedly writhing body, sent wildly 
insane and lascivious sensations of lust-incited rapture racing through her 
still drug-fogged mind and body.


She saw the image of Terry's unbelievably, glistening, coral penis shoot 
forth from its long fleshy scabbard, wet and hard, the tapered end slipping 
and dancing like a beveled, scarlet length of raw meat in the damp open slit 
of her cunt, and she felt his strong animal body jerk against her in his 
effort to penetrate her vagina with the pointed, thickening shaft.


"Reach back under your cunt and help him, dammit! Help him!" Bonnie 
commanded, as both she and the crowd watching in lewd fascination now, while 
they caressed each other's breasts, cunts, and cocks hungrily.


With an unrestrained moan, Nora shifted her round nakedly upraised buttocks 
in a searching effort to capture the dog's ever-swelling prick, the heated 
passion within her building toward the mind-shattering stage. Oh God, she 
wanted the long slippery organ inside her! She had to have it before she 
went mad with her constantly growing need! She reached back, grasping the 
wet shaft and causing Terry to half-whimper, as she guided the pointed tip 
toward the now hungrily sucking mouth of her desire-flushed cunt, and 
immediately he thrust, rammed, and thrust again, spreading her cunt hole 
open wider and wider as he entombed his long animal cock deep up inside her 
hot pulsing passage.


Bonnie watched in sensuous absorption, gaping as the thick flame-hued rod of 
animal flesh slithered forward with a wet charge until it was sunk to its 
hilt, the hairy, sperm-laden balls smacked hard beneath Nora Quinn's damp, 
golden, hairlined pussy curls.


"Oh! Oh, my God!" Nora blurted, her eyes wide and glazed as the beast, 
grunting heavily, fucked searingly into her from behind while she stared 
over at a man's finger moving sleekly in and out of a blonde girl's lovely 
pink cunt. "Oh, oohhh, ooooohhhhh," she grunted in heavenly relief while she 
began to move backwards rhythmically to meet Terry's powerful, long strokes 
plunging deep into the greedily welcoming depths of her belly.


Paul Quinn discovered that he was holding, then releasing his breath 
spasmodically, as was his hostess as with gaping eyes they were watching the 
massive dog bucking frenziedly at his now moaning wife's lovely, trembling 
buttocks, attempting to skewer her onto the last remaining inches of the 
still growing shaft of his hard, glistening prick. And to his sickened 
amazement, Paul felt his own cock jerk with unwanting lust at the depraved 
sight of the huge beast fucking forward, burrowing his giant rod of animal 
flesh, wet and shining from Nora's cunt juices, deep up into the squirming, 
clasping pussy of his helplessly kneeling wife.


"Fuck! I never saw anything like that!" Jack exclaimed. "Look at the little 
bitch fuck back ... she's coming unglued!"


Paul, in spite of the rising hardness of his penis and the softly teasing 
hands of Mary, the hostess, caressing his firm, sperm bloated balls, felt at 
the moment like leaping to the bed and ripping the dog from his helplessly 
kneeling wife's body. But instead, he suddenly found himself being pulled 
toward the bed by the blonde whip-wielding Bonnie. He was beyond resistance 
at this point, and she pushed him roughly down on his back on the bed next 
to the widly fucking German shepherd and his wife Nora. Then, throwing her 
whip to Mary the hostess, she was straddling over him with her back to him, 
her white rounded buttocks poised teasingly above his lust-incited cock. He 
started to speak but got nowhere. The lovely young blonde had clutched his 
prick and was working its rubbery head into the tiny, gaping mouth of her 
visibly clenching little asshole!


Paul wanted to struggle, but he couldn't. The very idea of what she was 
doing was too much for him. The lust derived from the mere sight of her hand 
manipulating his rock-hard cock-head into the tiny- puckered hole of her 
anus . :. manipulating her breathtaking buttocks the way she was ... 
squirming her tight young asshole down onto his throbbing shaft ... all of 
it was too much! And then ... she was working her ass with undulated 
movements down onto his pulsating cock, absorbing it right up into the 
tight, velvety constricting depths of her back channel!


"Oh ... ooohhhh ... ooooohhhhhh!" she cried aloud in obvious pain-pleasure. 
"Daddy! Daadddddyyyy! Fuck my ass, darling! Let me lay back on top of you 
... yes ... yes ... and you fuck my ass, daddy, darling!"


Paul couldn't cope with what was taking place. He lay back flat with the 
lovely physical presence of her on top of him, his aching rod thrust to its 
entirety up the beautiful blonde girl's asshole ... beyond any sexual quest 
he had ever dreamed of ... and he'd had nothing to do with it! Shit! He was 
going to lose his mind! Even knowing the truth now ... about swap parties 
... about Jack ... about the whole fucking world ... he was lost! Fuck, he 
was lost! His loins were hammering in their desire for release! He might 
lose his mind! And ... and his wife, Nora! There she was ... Christ 
almighty, there she was! Getting fucked to death by a dog! She was losing 
her wits, too! Her face ... his beautiful Nora ... he loved her ... she was 
going wild ... oh ... oh, shit ... it was all too much!


Nora hung as if suspended on an imaginary level of unbelievable bliss. At 
first, the vicious invasion had nearly blinded her with the unexpected agony 
of the massive animal shaft bursting into her, pushing the velvety, 
resistant flesh of her tight vaginal passage before it, until in seconds he 
had thundered it in its entirety deep up inside the warm constricting depths 
of the waiting channel. And as he continued to piston into the softness of 
her upthrust buttocks, she could feel his animal balls swing hard in 
taunting rhythm down against the quivering bud of her clitoris below. She 
was impaled to the hilt on his ever growing cock and suddenly reveling 
masochistically in its bestial possession of her needing cunt.


She breathed a moan from her lust-contorted mouth and she began to move in 
tempo backward to meet Terry's superb, panting thrusts. His forelegs clung 
to her rounded white hips like powerful furry arms and she undulated her 
body, rotating her buttocks in lewd, concentric circles, abandoning herself 
to the ecstatic pleasure of the animal-fucking this beautiful dog was 
pounding into her from behind. She wished she could see it better ... 
clearer than the mirror's reflection was affording her ... see it up close 
as it disappeared inside her ... but she had to be content with adding 
visionary pictures, and the mere thought of their unnatural coupling sent 
licentious exultation soaring through her maddenly aroused body. In the 
mirror, she saw her large, taut breasts dancing tightly beneath her 
writhing, perspiring torso, moving in cadence with the delightful, 
rampaging, animal prick that continued to grow, grow, grow ... ever growing 
inside her entire cuntal passage up to her belly. She visualized it sliding 
deeper, deeper into the forever stretched mouth of her welcoming cunt from 
behind, a relentless, steaming rod of shimmering flesh lunging into her.


In her half-drugged state, Nora no longer felt human. She was a quivering 
mass of sweating, lust-deranged flesh that wanted to be subjugated. She was 
reveling in the humiliation of being fucked by this splendid panting beast 
and she ground her buttocks back against his hairy, hammering body like 
another animal. Never ... never had there ever been anything like this! It 
was sheer ecstasy ... and ... and there before her lay her husband, Paul, 
naked, with the lovely blonde girl on her back on top of him, her beautiful 
long white legs spread wide and drawn back to her full, erect breasts ... so 
that her golden, hair-lined cunt was completely exposed to her ... and ... 
and Paul's long, hard cock was shoved right up her asshole ... !


The beautiful girl's tight young pussy looked up at her invitingly, its long 
pink slit trailing down to her buttocks where Nora could see Paul's 
wonderfully hardened cock splitting them ... holding them apart ... its 
thick length buried to the hilt up her obscenely stretched anus, and her 
husband's heavy balls pulsated before her. Something unbelievably possessive 
surged through her and she couldn't, had she wanted to, contain herself as 
she nuzzled her face downward and into the soft, sweet-smelling cunt before 
her face, while the while sensations continued to race over and permeate her 
whole lust-filled being. She started her tongue from the tip of Paul's 
balls, taunting the exposed half-inch of the underside of his prick not yet 
swallowed into the girl's anus, through her quivering and open cunt and 
upward, finally sucking the innerlips and clitoris into her mouth 
simultaneously.


The voluptuous young blond, Bonnie, had never stopped raising her hips and 
plunging them up and down Paul's plundering cock and as she continued the 
action she pressed her moist pussy that had flowered open with her splayed 
legs against Nora's wildly sucking mouth. Furiously, Nora lashed her tongue 
about the sweet, delicious tasting cunt, her own yet unsated passion 
mounting and mounting ...


Paul Quinn had given up trying to fathom the basic reason that had brought 
them to this debauched orgy, or how in God's name he could bring it to an 
end; he had only to look at the expression of wantonness on his beloved 
Nora's face to know that even if he could, to interfere with the animal 
fucking she was getting would be to drive her out of her mind. She had to 
climax, to be truly fulfilled for the first time in her life, or she'd be 
forever sexually lost ... but Oh God, how he wished it was his cock that was 
going to bring her that moment of rapture ... And Christ almighty, she was 
licking Bonnie's cunt as he fucked her in the ass ... going right out of her 
mind ... just as he himself was losing all control!


He couldn't contain the groans of pleasure escaping him as he felt the warm 
soft flesh of Bonnie's full, flattened buttocks pressing tightly against his 
loins. He thrust upward with her every stroke, into the obscenely stretched, 
tightly puckered mouth of her back passage; his eyes locked on his hardened 
shaft disappearing into the tight, wide-stretched pink oval opening between 
the twin white mounds of her quivering, self-punished buttocks. He moaned 
again and watched her raise off from it, gaped with bated breath at the 
tender coral flesh pulling out with it and then being thrust inside as she 
slammed her ass down upon his prick once more. His breathing increased, 
incited by the lewd, lascivious spectacle, and suddenly she began to squirm 
and writhe upon its lengthy thickness in a hotly rolling cadence that made 
her cunt more available to his wife's hungrily sucking mouth, and he felt 
the sudden grumbling in his balls announcing the beginning of the end as his 
cock-head began to throb violently deep - up inside the warm clasping 
channel of her rectum ...


Bonnie had watched Nora as if hypnotized, her long fingers pummeling her own 
moist, dilated pussy as the beautiful flaxen-haired girl's husband thrust 
his long thick cock beautifully up her ass in the same manner that her own 
husband often did, while her eyes remained fixed on Nora's passion-contorted 
face, sensually enraptured by the absolutely magnificent fucking Terry was 
rendering her from behind. She watched the young beauty's lovely, taut 
breasts, dancing and swaying beneath her writhing body, keeping tempo with 
the dog's lust-hardened cock skewering deeper and deeper into her from the 
rear, a merciless piston of glistening animal flesh sinking to its full 
depth far up into her soft white belly.


Then, Nora had lowered her head meaningfully, moving her face downward 
toward her tingling pussy, and Bonnie had entwined her fingers in the long 
silken hair, pressing the beautiful desire-filled face in toward her 
genitals, immediately feeling Nora's hot, wet tongue, of its own volition, 
begin to lick the moist velvety flesh of her cunt ... the roundness of her 
soft flesh sucking feverishly at her clitoris ... the length of her tongue 
darting up into her vagina to slash, swirl and lave ... hot breaths coming 
in tight gasps against her flushed, sensitive cuntal flesh as she rotated 
her buttocks and crotch furiously on Paul's impaling cock, just as Nora was 
grinding her ass back against the animal shaft fucking wildly into her.


The lewd, erotic sight was more than Bonnie could bear to watch any longer; 
her climax was about to erupt inside her from the beautiful mouthing of her 
cunt that Nora was administering along with the ever growing and sodomizing 
prick that was now pulsing furiously with its building sperm up in the 
depths of her delighted rectum. She threw back her head against Paul's 
chest, wailing deeply as the bubble burst and waves of pleasure raced 
through her loins and belly, causing her legs to jerk out spasmodically on 
either side of Nora's lovely head buried hard in her suddenly er-upting 
loins.


She heard Paul choke out a gasping oath beneath her and felt his pumping rod 
begin spewing its white hot load deep up into her bowels in jets of fiery 
sperm that splashed obscenely around inside her, while Nora began to utter 
muffled whimpers. Suddenly, Nora raised her face from her hot spewing cunt 
and Bonnie saw her glazed eyes grow round and wide as she began to moan.


"Ooohhh ... oooohhhhhh, my God, I'm ... I'm going to, I think! Some ... 
something is happening! Yes ... Yes! I-I'm going to cum! I am ... God 
Almighty! I am! Oooooooohhhhhhh ... now ... ooohhh ... I'm cuummiinnnggg ... 
!" Nora wailed until her voice died in a strangled mixture of sob and sigh, 
her long flaxen hair twisting from side to side, her head flailing wildly as 
she began the first delightful spasms of orgasm, screwing her smooth, 
rounded buttocks back onto the thickening, driving animal cock with 
abandoned frenzy.


Paul could see in the tilted wall mirror the reflection of Terry, the huge 
dog's tongue hanging loosely from the mouth of his great head, panting and 
dripping its saliva onto the smooth white flesh of Nora's back while he 
fucked into her salaciously undulating buttocks with feral fury. Then, Nora 
shrieked once more, slamming her ass back against the dog prick with a 
frantic jerk as simultaneously he thrust forward and his massively swollen 
cock began to squirt its hot animal sperm deep up into her belly in long, 
hard, jet-like streams. Again, Nora screamed, and her buttocks began to 
contract convulsively while both Bonnie and Paul watched the mirror to see 
the combination human-animal, thick, white orgasmic liquid nearly explode 
from the swollen lips of her tightly locked cunt that was still clasping and 
squeezing Terry's long thick prick, thin rivulets of the sticky, white fluid 
running down the satiny white columns of her soft inner thighs in wetly 
cascading quakes ...


Oh, God, she had never had an orgasm like this in her whole life. It felt as 
though a volcano were gushing the whole of its warmly flowing lava deep up 
into her almost bursting belly, and then, as quickly as it began, it was 
over. Somehow the dog, Terry, had pulled himself from her and leaped from 
the bed; and then another stranger was rolling her limply over on her back 
and was crawling between her widespread thighs and had begun driving his 
lust-hardened cock deep up into her animal-sperm-filled vagina. How long it 
lasted she didn't know. There were faint momentary seconds of consciousness 
when she could hear her own voice pleading to the naked group of men around 
the bed to fuck her more, four of them at one time, and then would come 
darkness again with the heavy perspiring weight of another nakedly eager 
body falling between her welcomingly spread thighs.


Paul had long since disappeared into another room, and it wasn't until 
later, much later, and God only knew how many different men, that he 
returned and lifted her sperm-flooded body from the bed, dressed her quickly 
and carried her to the car and home ...


Chapter Eight


Rita Rim had returned from Florida. Her father had been pronounced out of 
danger, and the prognosis for his recovery was very encouraging.


She and Lee were visiting the Quinns. All of her news had been exhausted, 
and the four sat sipping their drinks. They had decided not to tell the Rims 
about the dog, Terry, but had agreed to tell them the equally bizarre story 
that had occurred to them afterwards.


It was Lee who brought up the subject by asking about Paul and Nora's 
experiences with the swap' club they had visited down at the beach.


There was silence for a moment; neither Nora, or Paul, was willing to start 
an explanation.


"Was it something less than you expected ... ?" Lee quieried.


"Well ... " Paul said, looking uncomfortably at Nora. "It was pretty wild 
... a lot wilder than we thought it would be!"


"How many couples were there?" Rita asked, a glow of interest in her eyes. 
It was the first she had heard of it.


"There were five couples ... including us ... " Nora volunteered. " ... And 
they all went for ... sex in groups!"


"You mean ... everybody ... all doing it at the same time?" Rita asked. "Ten 
people ... ?" She tried to visualize such a scene.


"No ... not exactly like that ... !" Paul corrected. "It was two groups ... 
!" He stopped, not quite sure how to explain it.


"What he means ... " Nora said, taking it up, "Four of the women ... were 
with Paul ... and ... "


"And ... four men ... for you ... ?!" Rita gasped, seizing on the idea, 
quickly.


"Y-Yes ... that's the way it was ... !" Nora answered.


"Well ... what happened ... ?" Lee wanted to know, sitting forward on the 
couch.


"It was wild!" Paul grinned.


"It was horrible ... at first!" Nora grimaced, remembering herself with the 
giant German shepherd before it happened.


Rita exploded with, "Horrible ... ? It should have been out of this world! 
Imagine ... ! Four men ... at one time! It makes me all tingly ... just 
thinking about it!"


"You would!" Lee observed, looking hard at his wife; then turned back to 
ask, "You said ... at first ... what do you mean ... ?"


Nora's face flushed, as she remembered coming to full consciousness for a 
while during the evening and what had happened. "Well ... four men coming at 
you with ... big hard ... c-cocks ... is sort of ... well ... frightening, 
to say the least. They're only a certain number of places ... "


Lee understood, at once, but Rita wasn't sure. She queried, "You mean ... 
they used ... all your openings ... ?"


"Y-Yes ... " she faltered.


"And ... afterward ... ?" Rita probed.


"Well ... I got used to it ... and it was ... all right!"


"She's understating it!" Paul added. "The way I heard it ... she really 
flipped ... after a while ... but what worried me was that ... she might 
have gotten hurt ... !"


"Are you going back?" Rita asked, breathlessly.


"Well ... I don't ... " Paul started.


Nora cut in. "No!" she said with emphasis. "It was wild ... all right ... 
but it wasn't my idea ... of sex fun! Those four men ... practically ... 
r-raped me!"


"She was gang-fucked!" Paul explained.


" ... Well ... what about the four women?" Lee wondered.


"Naturally ... it was different with them ... they did a lot of lesbian 
things, together ... "


"Did you ... fuck all four ... ?"


"Yes ... "


Lee smiled, dubiously. "I don't believe it!"


"You don't have to ... Old Buddy!"


Rita had been thoughtful during the exchange between the two men. "I think 
it'd be fun ... to do it in a group ... some of the time!"


"We've got our group ... right here!" Paul told them. "And what I think ... 
and I agree with Nora on this ... that it'd be better ... if we stuck with 
people we really know!"


Lee was right with him. "You mean ... like we could start our own group ... 
and just invite people we know and like already ... . ?"


"That's the idea!" Paul assured him.


"You don't get any kooky ones that way!" Nora added.


"Oh, that's wonderful! A great idea!" Rita enthused. "Let's get started ... 
right away!"


"Let's take some time to think about it ... and who we'd like to have ... 
but right now ... I'd like to make a suggestion." Paul smiled.


"Okay ... " Lee agreed.


"I've got the beginnings of a good hard-on coming on ... and I'd like very 
much to put it to work!" His eyes were glued to Rita Rim, drinking in the 
loveliness of her body, revealed through her see-through blouse.


"Paul ... darling!" Nora reminded him. "I'm your wife ... remember ... and I 
have something to say about that!"


The tall redhead looked over at her, startled, wondering what she was 
objecting to, now; after all, it had been pretty well established among the 
four of them ... that what he had suggested would be acceptable. He would 
take Rita ... his old friend, Lee, would make it with his wife, Nora.


"I don't get it ... ?" Paul queried. "What's wrong ... with my wanting to 
take Rita to bed?"


"Nothing!" Nora smiled at her husband. "Just take me ... too!"


"What do you mean?"


"It's simple ... you said we had our group ... didn't you?"


"Oh, you mean ... all four of us ... right now ... ?"


"Of course, darling ... what else?" Nora smiled, rising and going to where 
Lee Rim sat. She re-seated herself beside him, and he took her into his 
arms, solidly. He murmured, questioningly, "Are you sure ... that's what you 
want?"


"Yes ... Lee ... I'm very sure! All four of us rolling all sweaty and naked 
together in one great big bed ... !!"


End
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Chapter 1


"Here we are, my love." The bright green sports car skidded to a halt 
outside the plush Pacific Heights apartment and its driver switched off the 
ignition. He turned in his seat and gave the girl in the passenger seat a 
warm smile. "Out we go," he said, and opened the car door. The young blonde 
girl, who looked barely twenty, smiled weakly as she hopped out of the car. 
Her tight fitting black leather mini-skirt gave the passersby a brief but 
generous glimpse of her tanned, unstockinged thighs as she swung her legs 
out of the low slung seat.


The man with her walked around the car and opened the passenger door. His 
eyes stared approvingly at the girl's exposed leg flesh as she scrambled 
awkwardly onto the pavement.


"They're a bastard to get out of, aren't they?" he smiled cheerfully. The 
girl flushed slightly and nodded, feeling uncomfortable as she had realized 
how much of herself had been revealed to the man's probing eyes.


"Come on." He took the girl's arm and led her up the short flight of steps 
to the front door. "I really do appreciate this, Mr. Jarvis," she told him. 
"Honestly, I'm sure I'd never have gotten the part if it hadn't have been 
for you."


The two of them walked into the flat. "Gosh, this is fantastic!" the girl 
exclaimed. She let her eyes wander around the enormous room, taking in the 
luxury and the sheer wealth which surrounded her. She spun on her toes, 
throwing her arms wide, "It's just beautiful, I've never seen anything like 
it!"


The man flickered a brief smile at the girl's wonderment. "It may be 
expensive, but I call it home," he answered as he pressed a button which was 
set into the wail. A cabinet swung open and revealed a row of bottles and 
glasses. "What will you have?" he asked.


The girl walked to his side, feeling her feet sink into the deep pile 
carpet. "Vodka and tonic, gin, scotch?" he asked. Before she could answer, 
he filled two glasses over half full of vodka, added just a dash of tonic, 
and handed one to her. "I don't believe in diluting any of my experiences," 
he added, as he swallowed a third of his drink, and steered the girl to a 
very low couch which occupied over half of one wall of the apartment.


"Mr. Jarvis," the girl broke in. "I can't tell you ..."


"Oh, darling," he broke in, "you can't possibly call me Mr. Jarvis. It's so 
formal. It puts up all sorts of barriers between us, and I don't want there 
to be any barriers! I'm Robert, all right?"


"Well thanks, Robert!" She sipped at her drink to cover her confusion. 
Things were moving much too fast, at least for her, she thought.


Only this morning she'd been a nobody, auditioning for a part in Robert 
Jarvis's new play, and now here she was; talking with the great actor on 
first name terms. It had been the star himself who'd first insisted that 
she, Carolyn White, an unknown, be given the important, but small part of 
his sister in his next New York production. What an argument there had been! 
Right in front of her, Robert had stormed all over the stage, threatening to 
withdraw from the play himself if the producer and backers didn't allow her 
to have the part. He'd insisted upon it, told them the girl possessed great 
talent, argued with them until they had been forced to give in.


She had gone to the audition hoping for the even smaller part of the maid. 
While she was on stage, running through the tiny scenes in which this 
character appeared, Robert had suddenly stood up from his seat in the front 
row and shouted that this was the girl who should play the sister!


After that moment, everything that happened had the disconnected unreality 
of a dream. She had read the new part with Robert himself and had been given 
every possible encouragement by the star and then invited back for a drink. 
Carolyn knew that such discoveries were occasionally made in the theatre, 
but for it to have happened to her! She felt as if a giant hand had suddenly 
plucked her up from out of nowhere and given her a terrific push in the 
direction of stardom. The fates must have been with her. The casting was 
supposed to have been done in New York, but only because of weather 
conditions and the scheduling of the airlines had they decided to cast in 
California.


"Ready for another?" Robert's voice, very close to her, interrupted the flow 
of her thoughts. She looked at her glass, startled. It was empty!


"Oh, please!" she said, not wanting to appear unsophisticated. He took her 
glass away and quickly refilled it. When he'd replaced it in her hand, he 
casually slid his arm around the back of the couch, his fingers restling 
lightly on the girl's shoulders.


"I hope we're going to be very good friends, Carolyn," he told her. "It's 
seldom that one sees talent like yours. You have a remarkable stage 
presence, darling, I saw it immediately! As soon as you appeared I knew, I 
absolutely knew that you were the only one who could play that part."


She drank some more of the vodka and said, "I'm so grateful to you, Robert. 
None of the others seemed to want me. If you hadn't spoken up, I'd never 
have gotten a chance like this!"


Robert squeezed her shoulder. "Those fools don't know talent when it's 
staring them in the face," he said. "You could go a very long way with me 
behind you. You know that don't you, Carolyn?"


She put her glass on the table in front of them and unconsciously clasped 
his hand warmly. "Oh, I do realize that, believe me, I do!" She went to 
withdraw her hand, but his hand closed tightly around hers, while his arm 
pressed into her shoulder and drew her nearer to him.


Carolyn had heard "stories" that Robert Jar-vis had a reputation not only as 
a lecherous man, but also, that he delighted in "rather strange things." 
However, here she was, it was her big chance and nothing, not even gossip 
was going to take it away. She had been on her own for six months now, had 
lived in the big city and she was sure that she could handle anything that 
came along. Besides, Robert Jarvis was not only well known, he was rich and 
terribly attractive, in a manly sort of way. Well, she rationalized, not 
really handsome, but at least he could help her, and she didn't care about 
looks that much anyway. He was rugged, strongly built, even though his 
features were rather rough.


"I mean it," he continued, beginning to stroke her hand. His fingers were 
resting on her bare thigh, her mini-skirt having ridden up almost to her 
hips when she sat down.


"I have all the connections, all the influence. I can help you a great deal, 
a very great deal," he added meaningfully.


"I'm sure you can," she replied, beginning to feel slightly uncomfortable. 
Maybe it was the vodka she thought. He certainly made generous drinks. 
Again, she attempted to disengage her hand from his.


Instead of permitting this, he pressed her fingers even more firmly into the 
soft bare flesh. "Do you like these short skirts?" she asked nervously, 
trying to change the subject.


"Why yes, I do," he replied, "they give you so much freedom."


"Yes, you can move about much easier in them," she replied.


Robert smiled at her. "Silly!" he laughed, "I didn't mean that they gave the 
wearer freedom, I meant they give me so much freedom, freedom to do as I 
like!"


Carolyn swallowed. "I see what you mean," she answered, blushing slightly. 
She could see Robert's eyes staring at the slightly parted upper part of her 
leg as his hand began to move slowly up the inside of her thigh and 
underneath the brief leather skirt.


She could feel her body beginning to tremble and a strange dizziness was 
stealing through her head. Robert's other hand pressed firmly into her 
shoulder beginning a coaxing, kneading caress.


"What's the matter, darling," he whispered softly. "Don't tell me you're 
shy! That would never do for a budding young star. He pressed strongly into 
the back of her hand, making her fingers sink hard into her own exposed 
white flesh. Slowly he bent towards her face and she could feel the sweet, 
expensive after-shave he was wearing surround her. She twisted her head away 
as his mouth began searching determinedly for her lips.


"It's not that I don't like you," she stammered in apology for the move, and 
she could feel her body begin to shudder half out of nervousness and half 
out of fear. "It's just that I have never done anything like this before. 
She licked her hps, they were suddenly very dry and parched.


So this was the reason he had shown an interest in her!


She felt a deep sigh welling up in her, she should have realized that 
something like this was going to happen to her! But who would have thought 
that this famous actor, who had been praised and publicized for the realism 
and passion of his love scenes, and had been linked with many of the great 
actresses, got his kicks from seducing young girls. Maybe all the weird 
stories I have heard are really true, she thought, and once more, tried to 
release herself from his firm, insisting grip.


She forced herself to look him directly in the eye. "Please, Mr. Jarvis, I 
am sorry that you misunderstood, but I just can't."


"I'm afraid it's a bit too late for regrets, my dear," he breathed into her 
cheek, his face suddenly turning from friendliness into an unmistakable mask 
of passion. The drinks were beginning to affect her, she felt dizzy and 
helpless. She could feel his hand moving up underneath her skirt and his 
fingers slowly work their way beneath the tight elastic leg band of her soft 
silk panties.


Oh, no, she thought, this can't be happening. "Please don't touch me there," 
she whimpered, realizing even as she said it that it was hopeless to plead 
with him.


Then he spoke. "I'm not averse to tying you down if you force me to, so you 
may as well resign yourself to the fact that we are going to have a little 
party!" His voice was cruel and unfeeling, completely void of humanity and 
she knew he meant the sudden unexpected threat.


He's going to rape me! He's going to rape me! Oh God, no! Why did I ever 
think that he would try to help me for nothing.


His hands were now pulling at the buttons of her sweater lifting it up over 
her brassiere and with one final jerk, pulled the soft wool away from her 
body. His eyes grew misty with lust as he stared at her soft white breasts 
which showed in two firm, white mounds just above her brassiere. Quickly he 
ripped the straps and cups of the brassiere away from her body, leaving her 
completely naked from the waist up. He dropped his head and closed his mouth 
hungrily one at a time over the pink buds of her full ripe breasts and 
sucked at them roughly. She struggled viciously, trying to force his mouth 
away from her body, but his other hand had her pinned to the couch. His 
fingers found the opening of her vagina under the crotch band of her panties 
and she cringed, trying to force her body away from him. But the fingers 
insisted and slipped wetly inside her, filling her with a sudden dread and 
shame.


"Nice tight little pussy," he whispered huskily. "You're going to be good, 
baby."


Half-nakedly she resumed her struggle with a sudden burst of panic, but the 
drinks had made her reactions dull and worthless and she floated into a 
state of semi-consciousness as she felt his hand strike cruelly at her face.


"You bitch," he shouted. "All you starlets think that all you have to do is 
wiggle your ass and have big tits and you'll become famous. Well I'll show 
you what you have to do ... and I'm going to make you love it!"


He could feel the tensing in his loins becoming stronger. The sight of this 
helpless, virginal girl completely at his mercy incited him to a greater 
lust. I'll fuck the living daylights out of this proud little bitch, he 
thought to himself as he felt his penis pushing and throbbing against the 
confinement of his pants. She'll know she's been had.


She lay immobile, completely at his bidding, defenseless in her terror. 
Quickly he stripped his clothing off and threw them in a pile on the floor. 
His penis was completely erect now, throbbing and jerking up against his 
stomach. She opened her eyes slightly, viewing the massive staff that was 
about to impale her young virginal body.


"God," she thought, "it will never fit, he's too big. He'll kill me with it, 
He'll kill me!"


His groin twitched with desire and his penis tingled. He ran his hands over 
the tormented flesh which, unwilling, but helpless, was at his mercy. He 
tore her legs apart, revealing the tiny pink slit of her vagina buried wetly 
beneath the soft, silky pubic hair between her thighs.


Again, she started to cry, as much with rage as with fear. The strength used 
against her was too much for her to resist. She felt like a lifeless stuffed 
doll in the hands of a strong and cruel child, even though she continued to 
struggle and swing her hips in a hopeless effort to escape.


He lowered his body onto the couch, completely covering her with his massive 
chest and loins until she found it difficult to breathe. His breath was 
coming fast as he ran his hands roughly over her supple, helpless breasts, 
pinching the nipples into involuntary erectness. His fingers traced a line 
down her body and forced themselves between her trembling legs. Without 
mercy, he thrust two fingers into the dry unwanting vagina, and she screamed 
out for him to please stop.


Not heeding her plea for mercy, he began to work his fingers rapidly in the 
tight constricting hole, scraping the sides of the vaginal walls with his 
fingernails. His thumb found the hard button of her clitoris and began to 
manipulate it furiously until it stood erect and aching. She tried to avoid 
his hateful touch, but he had her pinioned with his weight and she couldn't 
move.


She tried to tense her buttocks and hold her supple, white cheeks together 
in an effort to thwart this intrusion, but she couldn't stop the pressure of 
his hand and she felt naked, obscenely, horribly naked.


He muttered obscenities at her as his cruel passion mounted and his breath 
came more rapidly. His fingers played insistently inside her raw opening, 
scratching, prying, prodding with sadistic lust.


He could feel an involuntary contraction of her vaginal muscles as they 
contracted around his digits and he began to work his fingers in and out 
with each thrust becoming deeper and wider as he continued this rampant 
finger-fucking.


Slowly she began to lubricate and the unwanted intrusion became less painful 
and the pressure lessened as her love juices started to flow more and more 
freely.


No longer satisfied that this was humiliating enough, he let his hand slip 
from the moist cavity of her vagina and she could feel him begin to explore 
the tight skin of her anus. With a little painful shock, she felt one of 
them enter her and go in up to the first knuckle. Mechanically she closed 
her buttocks, gripping his finger in her posterior hole and she heard him 
laugh and she relaxed again, not knowing what to do, how to keep him away.


She began to pray silently, hoping against hope that he would relent in his 
terrible torture and rape of her body. She could feel his massive, erect 
penis jerking against the tight, virginal opening to her womb and she 
squirmed beneath him.


She felt him reach for his lust-hardened cock and try to guide it slowly and 
deliberately between his ringers and into the moist, pink lips of her 
vagina. She drew her knees up slightly trying to throw him off balance while 
he was engrossed with the manipulation of his own throbbing organ and she 
caught him sharply in the side. This renewed effort on her part startled him 
and he let go of his threatening stalk in order to grab her legs and force 
them back down onto the couch. She tried to keep her knees together, but his 
hips fell soundly between them and held them cruelly open.


She moaned softly as she felt his weight crash down upon her again.


"Bitch," he spit at her. "You're going to pay for that little display of 
temper!" i


She knew that it was useless, that she would eventually be defeated in her 
struggle to protect her virginity, yet she couldn't give in ... not yet, 
maybe there was still some hope.


Tears welled up in her eyes again and she could taste the salt as they 
cascaded down her cheeks and over her mouth.


She whimpered and groaned incoherently as he pressed forward again in an 
effort to penetrate her tight, virginal channel, but her screams of pain and 
humiliation were ignored.


His depraved lust was mounting and he was determined to take her, abuse her, 
humiliate her. Who was she to deny him his carnal pleasures? After all, he 
was going to make her a star. His breath was hot and rancid on her face and 
she tried to turn away from his lustful stare, but he gave her a flat-handed 
slap across the face.


"I want to look at you when I fuck you. I want to see your eyes. I want to 
see your horror turn to begging ... begging me not to stop, to go on fucking 
you!"


She could feel his testicles swinging against the inside of her thighs which 
were now well splayed, defenseless and vulnerable and his hands ran over her 
tormented flesh, which unwilling, but helpless was at his mercy. She tried 
to bounce up and down on the couch in order to throw him off, but realized 
that this would make it easier for him to penetrate her if he caught her at 
the right moment.


She could no longer sustain her fight against this pig of a man, and she let 
her body relax exhausted into the cushions of the sofa.


Once again, he had grabbed his hardened, pulsing phallus and aimed it for 
the tiny slit between her legs. She could feel the hot knob which stood out 
red and ugly from the thickened shaft as it pried recklessly, desperately at 
her helpless cunt.


She cried out loud as she felt the first hard, hot contact of his penis as 
it pushed against the virginal Hps of her cunt. He began to push slowly, 
deliberately into her, and the agonizing pressure began to build in her 
loins. He pushed harder and harder, pressing his hips forward and flexing 
his buttocks with all of his sadistic strength.


And suddenly ... suddenly there was a thick intrusion which felt as if a 
giant log were being pushed between her legs and she gasped with pain. But 
the intrusion grew and she felt her thighs being swept apart, the heavy 
weight of loins crashing against her buttocks, forcing her harder against 
the couch with every hot, searing jerk into her. Her vagina felt on fire and 
the great penis penetrating it like a hot branding iron.


Tiny screams of helpless protest broke from her lips. The soft, smooth flesh 
of her vaginal walls were being chafed and pared of their skin. The pain was 
unbearable and she felt as if her whole belly were being split open, as if 
someone were levering apart her thighs until tier body would split all the 
way up from her pelvis through a line between her naked breasts which were 
being squeezed and twisted with insane brutality.


There was no mercy.


The sight of her pale, agonized face seemed to act as a spur to the giant 
cock almost skewering into her belly. He wanted to see that proud face 
beneath him contorted in the painful knowledge that a man was raping her, 
cruelly ripping from her the treasure she had guarded so long and with such 
care. A great sense of unrestrained power rippled through him as he felt her 
moaning and squirming beneath him. It always did each time he had a young, 
helpless thing so completely at his command this way-and there had been 
many-so many that thought they could buy their way to stardom with a. mere 
surrender of their tender, young bodies.


Well, he would make sure she became a star all right-a star piece of tail in 
his little black book that was already crammed with hundreds who had come 
before her.


"Oooooooooooh" she cried, as he flexed his hips harder into the juncture of 
her legs and pelvis with a sharp, powerful movement. He lifted her legs with 
his hands beneath her knees pushing them back until he could feel the hot, 
fleshy undersides of her thighs pressing warmly up against his belly. The 
thin, protective membrane of her hymen throbbed bravely against the smooth 
fleshy head of his cock, a last line of piteous defense against his complete 
obsession of her body and soul.


"Ooooh! Please don't, please don't do it to me!" she whispered on beneath 
him, sensing somewhere deep inside her dazed mind that this was it. This was 
the moment she had so dreaded, had so feared and that now it had all gone 
too far. And ... this time ... this time there was no turning back!


He grasped and squeezed her thighs in a brutal grip that momentarily brought 
her out of her shocked state and made her groan again with a fresh awareness 
of reality. She was completely at his command now, totally in his power and 
he crushed down with his great weight as his throbbing cock pushed harder 
and harder against the cowering virginal membrane knowing with obscene 
satisfaction that soon it would burst and his possession and humiliation of 
this innocent, young bitch would be complete. But ... his desire to have her 
feel it, his desire to make her suffer and be totally aware that he, he 
Robert Jarvis, was her conqueror and master overcame his passion.


"I'm going to ram it all the way up to your throat," he grinned evilly down 
at her, watching her painfully contorted face turning helplessly from side 
to side on the cushion of the couch. His desire to torture and chide her 
before the final moment of sacrifice roared on; "Open your eyes and look at 
me," he commanded lewdly.


"Oh no, I can't, I can't," she whimpered, sensing his wish to shame her 
beyond all human endurance.


"Open them!" he hissed, cruelly pinching the flesh of her thighs.


"Aaaaagh!" she groaned, her eyes flickering open in abject surrender, 
looking up at him in renewed terror as though she were a helpless doe 
cornered by a pack of wild, raging dogs. There was nothing else to do but 
accept the horrible ripping death of innocence that awaited her. The 
struggle had ended long ago, the moment eons past, when she had stepped from 
the car in front of the house. She had made her bed then ... and now ...!


"Aaaaaaaaaagh! Ooooooooooh! Uuuuuuuugh!" she screamed at the top of her 
voice.


Gazing straight down into her wide bulging eyes, a lewd smile of triumph 
curling across his lips, Jarvis rammed his pelvis forward, crashing through 
the thin, viscous tissue of her hymen with a buttocks-shattering thrust as 
though he were slicing through warm, soft butter. His giant, pulsating cock 
seared deep up inside her until she grunted from the sudden shock of the 
hard, blood-filled head crashing like a battering ram against the wall of 
her cervix. She screamed again, her legs kicking out and up in a vain 
attempt to lessen the pressure throbbing like a log far up inside her 
cringing belly. But, it was useless, the helpless struggles only succeeded 
in imbedding him deeper between her legs. They quivered out in the air for a 
few long seconds of eternity and then dropped in exhausted submission to 
either side of his impaling body. There was no more to go and he lay up 
inside her like the arm and clenched fist of some inhuman giant who had 
struck her between the legs.


He increased the pressure of his hands on her shoulders until she began to 
bring herself under control. She was weeping and screaming together, her 
face wet with tears. He slammed his mouth down on hers once more, feeling 
his great erect staff expanding, inflaming, and all the pent up emotions of 
the seduction and fighting swirled down to his loins. Carolyn's struggles, 
once more, became stronger and he had to hold her more forcibly. A maelstrom 
of sensation was burning through his whole body. Carolyn was crying out now 
as if she were on the brink of hell. Her cries tumbled one after the other 
from lips that he'd been unable to stay with in his passion. Then as his 
flood of sperm trembled on that moment of sensation before it shot from his 
hot, palpitating organ, she gave a long choking scream and her struggle 
became a sudden effervescence of convulsion.


Her thighs were flung back and between them there seemed nothing but a 
great, gaping space leading deep up inside her body.


She choked on her scream as if she would be sick and with a last needle 
point of sharp pain, his sperm flooded from his wildly pulsating cock into 
her raw and aching cunt, ricocheting around deep inside her as though it had 
been fired from a pistol.


He rammed it hard into her ceaselessly until every last drop of the hot, 
white liquid had been drained from his penis and then he finally collapsed 
on top of her, her breasts pointing into his chest in an agitated 
subsidence.


She pulled away from him and lay with her legs pressed together, trying to 
stop the tiny trickle of blood that was running from between her thighs, her 
arm over her eyes as if she were trying to hide from her shame.


She thought, I'm going to die, I can't move, how could this have happened to 
me so suddenly? She looked up at Jarvis who was just beginning to breathe 
with some regularity now.


"Now can I go, please ..." she pleaded, the tears slowly running down her 
cheeks.


"Listen, baby, I've just begun your lessons." he purred down at her, "You 
are going to belong to me in every way. A star has to know all these 
things." The sinister grin on his face told her that she had not yet been 
finished with. What else can he possibly do, she moaned. She ached too much 
to be able to fight, and the very helplessness of her position drained all 
thoughts of any further resistance from her. Strange tingling sensations 
began throbbing involuntarily through her.


Once again, his hands searched over her body, sending chills through her 
entire being. A tremor ran through her as he put his lips on her right 
breast, nibbling the peak with tantalizing slowness. She felt the nipple 
distend as it began tortuously betraying her, and then his lips were around 
it and his tongue played back and forth. She writhed under him, the 
sensation that she felt now was not so much one of fear, but she could feel 
a sudden strange and unwanted desire building up in her loins.


Oh, no, she thought with sudden horror, I couldn't enjoy this animal pawing 
me!


He toyed with her nipples until her breasts ached and her teeth were 
clenched in a firm refusal to show her emotional involvement. Then he moved 
his mouth down her body, trailing his tongue across the sensitive nerve ends 
of her belly dipping it into her navel and slowly moving downward.


She arched away from his kiss, but the couch pillows were too soft to 
provide any significant distance between them. His avid searching tongue 
followed her no matter where she moved.


Then his mouth was nibbling its way through the soft, blond pubic hair 
between her legs, and his tongue found the tiny open slit of her vagina. Her 
ankles were too far apart to give her knees the freedom they had to have if 
she were to try to close her thighs around him and push him off. Little 
moaning sounds slipped past his busy lips as they worked and sucked at the 
pink, moist opening between her legs. She finally could hold back her 
tension no longer and a loud explosive gasp escaped her throat just as he 
found her tightening clitoral bud with his wet searching tongue.


She couldn't control her thoughts anymore than she could control the tiny 
uncontrolled writhing of her hips and the shuddering tremors that ran 
through her body. Oh God, those lips and tongue are driving me out of my 
mind!


She was trembling in every part of her body, and in spite of her revulsion 
knew she was reaching her pinnacle of passion. The memory came back to haunt 
her, like the vision of guilt that was buried deep in her mind, and she 
realized that she was not supposed to be reacting this way, but she could no 
longer control her passions! She felt her last moral barrier crumble as the 
wet licking and sucking between her wide-stretched thighs increased in 
intensity, she moaned helplessly at him, "Don't stop, agggg-gggghhhh, I'm 
cumming, I'm cumming, NOW!!!"


Slowly her body began to relax and when she opened her eyes, she saw Jarvis 
standing over her, his penis was protruding rigidly out from his belly, and 
once again, a fear crept through her.


What is he going to do now! she groaned silently to herself. What is there 
left to do!


"Hold that," he said tensely after a second.


He took her hand and moved it over onto his pulsing organ. Her fingers 
encountered the throbbing upstanding rod, wet with lubricant from his 
passion and from her own secretions from the first time he had fucked her.


She held it limply for a moment pausing as if to collect her thoughts and 
then began to stroke and caress it mechanically. She felt now almost in a 
state of shock. Had all her senses deserted her? Was it really happening all 
over again?


His hands came back onto the flushed mounds of her breasts. He stroked them 
tenderly at first so that the pores of the soft white skin seemed to open to 
his ringer, then more roughly as he began to push his loins in time with her 
caressing hand. He bent down and kissed her again, hard and we try, then 
buried his face in her breasts, sucking at them cruelly. He hurt her 
slightly, but she gritted her teeth and bore the pain. It was beginning to 
unsettle her again, and she felt her buttocks moving on the couch, and the 
strange new heat growing between her thighs.


"Roll over on your stomach," he ordered.


She obeyed automatically, knowing that to resist would be futile. Then 
suddenly she felt the prodding of his fingers curling down over her naked 
buttocks and between her legs. She winced and strained at a sudden abrupt 
intrusion into her raw cuntal opening, but this time it didn't hurt very 
much. In fact, it was rather pleasant, but this wasn't to last very long.


Slowly he withdrew his fingers from the moist-slit of her vagina and moved 
his hands up over the rounded orbs of her bottom, searching for the still 
virginal opening of her rectum. His fingers prodded softly at first, then 
became more insistent with his mounting passion. His breath was coming very 
quickly now and suddenly without warning he thrust one finger deep into the 
tiny tightly clenched orifice, stretching the tight elastic ring almost to 
the bursting point. The pressure and pain hurt her enormously and she tried 
to twist away. But he came after her, pinning her down with one hand in the 
small of her back. His finger stayed in her rectum, quiet for a time, and 
then it began to intrude and move, probing and scraping the walls of the 
tight resisting hole.


She wiggled once more, trying to rid herself of this undignified and 
degrading impalement. Her efforts were useless and his finger began to move 
harder and harder within her as his lust mounted.


Oh God, she thought in her torment, I've got to relax, it's the only way to 
ease the pressure!


She could feel him deliberately stretching her rectum, and it hurt quite a 
bit every time he made a sharp, sudden movement of his finger, yet he 
persisted, hurting and punishing the tiny opening until she thought she 
would pass out from the pain.


She could feel his erect penis jerking against her thighs, throbbing and 
pushing insistently against the warm flesh, and she tried to concentrate on 
this rather than the pain he was inflicting.


"Lord, he's huge," she thought. "I wonder what he will do next?" The 
thoughts had no sooner crossed her mind when she felt him slip his finger 
out of her. It seemed to come out reluctantly, the elastic skin of the 
rectum clinging to it as though it didn't want to let go. She shivered in 
anticipation and dread. Then she felt his hot body come down on her back and 
stretch out along its length. His penis was pulsing violently now and she 
could feel the massive staff jerking against the soft rounded moons of her 
buttocks.


"He's going to fuck me again, oh god!" Her vagina was still raw and bleeding 
from the last lustful intrusion, but in spite of herself, she could feel a 
tensing between her legs. In fact she felt subjugated in a way that 
strangely appealed in some unexpected and mysterious manner.


He rubbed his pulsating prick down the crevice of her squirming buttocks and 
against the tiny, pink slit between her legs, teasing her into a frenzy of 
quick backward hip movements. She was trying to force his entry into her now 
well lubricated vagina, but he denied her this pleasure.


Instead, he kept his stiff slightly throbbing member rubbing teasingly 
against her vaginal lips and over her clitoris, but not quite entering her 
to give her fulfillment. She moaned softly her passion building within her 
body, between her legs and through her belly.


"Why doesn't he do it!" her mind screamed.


Finally, unable to control her lust any more, she shouted, "Fuck me, for 
god's sake, fuck me now!"


He chuckled sadistically, as he heard her final surrender and began to move 
his great, erect rod to the slit of her vagina. He pushed slightly, just 
enough so the head of his penis was in her. She tried to push back onto him, 
writhing in passion, but before she could maneuver, he withdrew, leaving her 
empty again.


Her body was shaking in anticipation.


"Get inside me" she cried. "Fuck me, fuck me now, please ...!"


Once again he began to move his maleness toward her waiting and aching 
orifice, pushing forward slowly, teasing her into uncontrollable passion. 
She felt his jerking rod against her vagina once more and began to push back 
on it to take it fully into her, only to be thwarted again, by his pulling 
away.


"I told you you would love it, beg for it, beg hard!" he whispered 
throatily.


"Yes, yes," she almost shouted, all thoughts of the humiliation and 
degradation gone, "Just give it to me. I can't stand it, I can't stand it!"


She couldn't believe the vile, obscene words that were rolling desperately 
from her mouth, but nothing else seemed to matter now, except that he fuck 
her, fill her with his giant phallus, make her cum, make her scream to cum!


But he had other games in mind. He had not yet satisfied his desire to have 
her every way possible! -


"Kneel up," he commanded. "I want it in your ass."


"Oh, no," she whispered. "I can't do it! I can't do it! Just fuck me, 
please, fuck me!"


He ignored her plea, and she felt his hands close on the tops of her thighs, 
forcing her onto her knees. One hand went away and pushed her arms between 
her legs so that she could reach the loose hanging testicles between his 
legs. She held them for a moment and stroked them tenderly trying to 
convince him to fuck her in a normal manner. Her loins were aching with 
desire.


Oh god, she had to have it!


She could feel his penis throbbing against the tight elastic hole in her 
buttocks, and she tensed involuntarily.


"Grab me, put it in for me," he said.


Realizing that he was determined to abuse her in this way, she desperately 
took hold of his penis and began rubbing up and down, hoping she could make 
him cum before he impaled her rectum with the thick, massive rod.


It was enormous. Much bigger than even two of his fingers. She strained 
outward and tried to place his instrument at the opening of her vagina. He 
jerked back and she felt the blunt staff prodding and working at her tight 
anal opening, y It was going to be much too big, much too big!


Then the tip of his throbbing penis found the opening of the tight puckered 
aperture and was worming its way into the unwilling orifice and suddenly she 
felt as if a giant python were trying to burst into her body.


She pulled away, but he held her tight and persisted.


"Oh, no, no! It hurts," she cried.


Again he ignored her pleas and held her now in a tight bear hug and just 
pushed and pushed without the slightest thought of mercy.


"It's too big! You'll split me, you'll split me!" she screamed.


But she couldn't escape from him. His thighs pressed her thighs forward, the 
strength of his hands held her hips back at his. She was helpless, totally 
helpless.


"Push back!" he yelled, his breath wracked with lust.


She could hardly think. There was nothing but pain and more pain, but she 
obeyed his command and pushed back, opening and relaxing the flaccid cheeks 
of her buttocks. Her face contorted, her Hps bared back over the whiteness 
of her teeth as relentlessly, like a rod of steel, his penis surged inch by 
inch into her rectum, solid and painful. But it was better now because there 
was something inside of her, something rilling her as she had never dreamed 
she could be filled.


"Aaaaagggghhhhhh, oh, oh, oh!" she gasped.


It was like having her rectum filled with solid air, like a balloon that 
would collapse if it were removed.


Now gasping and crooning with delight behind her he began to saw in and out 
of her, without the slightest mercy, deep into the soft confines of her 
tight, constricted back passage.


Gradually the pain eased a little, though it was still a mixture of 
half-pain and stimulation. She felt strangely wet between her buttocks and 
also strangely ashamed. She had never expected in her entire life to allow 
herself to be sodomised and there seemed something indecent about it, 
something degrading. But every time these thoughts crept into her head, they 
were hurled right out again by a skin-splitting thrust whch jolted her 
forward and made her squirm back onto the erect rod which was delivering the 
ultimate punishment She began to feel a masochistic joy. The pain became 
weird and strangely pleasurable, and she began to move involuntarily 
backwards to meet the forward thrust of his loins. She began to undulate her 
body and move her buttocks in tiny rotating circles. Her excitement began to 
grow like a narcotic through the pain and humiliating rape of her rectum and 
she reached under her and gently scratched his swinging balls, her face 
turning sideways so that he could see the effect he was having on her.


Oh god, what have I become! What have I become! she moaned through her 
rising passion.


Kneeling above her, Jarvis watched the reddish skin of the little round hole 
draw back with his penis, clutching it as if it didn't want to lose him. At 
first the pressure on his pulsing staff had been almost too much to bear, 
but now it was just tight and exhilarating.


He watched his white, throbbing penis disappear all the way up into her with 
everv hard, buttock shattering stroke. It went right in so that more of it 
showed and then it moved about in that tight, resistant passage with the 
head straining out as if it were going to explode inside her.


His loins ached with a hundred hot sparks every time he surged into her, and 
she herself was moaning and adding to his pleasure by the movement of her 
bottom and the hollowing of her back. He watched her face as her lips drew 
back from her teeth. Her beautiful goddess-like face was flushed crimson, 
and her shoulders shook in time with the spasmodic opening and closing of 
her full mouth. Her long, blonde hair fell over her face as she squirmed. 
She was completely his-a slave submitting to him. He could do with her 
anything he liked, and he did, digging his pulsating penis into her rectum 
and leaving it there, hearing her groan while he rotated his loins and moved 
his huge pulsating cock gently around in her passage like a rigid, probing 
snake.


"Aaagghh, yes! Go on, deeper, harder!" she breathed.


He began to fuck rapidly into her wide-stretched rectum, hard and fast, 
battering her quivering buttocks with his hips. He gripped her waist hard 
with his fingers, squeezing the tensing flesh. His mouth opened, his breath 
whirled out in long, broken gasps, panting and completely caught up in his 
lust.


He stared at her slender body as he spread the thighs wider and pulled the 
buttocks apart even more with his hands. He wanted to skewer her like a 
carcase, split her wide open. His penis was huge and heavy, loaded with 
weight as if it had ripened in the last seconds.


"Oh my god!" he groaned. "My god!"


He touched her buttocks with his fingers, feeling the heat of friction where 
his penis plundered in. She was murmuring incoherently and turning her face 
from side to side on the cushions of the couch. He pulled her back onto his 
throbbing rod, full of intensity and passion.


He gasped, choked out her name and gasped again, gave a last spine chilling 
ramrod thrust and shattered his sperm in wave after wave into the depths of 
her behind. It seemed as if he had never cum before, had never been emptied. 
He groaned, almost crying with excruciating delight.


She lifted her buttocks further off the couch and clenched her asshole tight 
around the powerful stalk that had impaled her. She wouldn't release his 
penis right away, keeping it securely fastened in her bottom with a tense 
locking of her muscles.


Only when his rod began to lose its stiff potency did she permit it to 
escape her.


He pulled himself up, still panting and trying to catch his breath.


"God, you're a good fuck. We're going to get along just fine!" he murmured.


Carolyn let her legs stretch out full length on the couch, rolled over and 
whispered, "Yes, yes, I guess we will." Visions of stardom fluttering 
through her mind and drowning out the ache in her anus that felt stretched 
and lewdly wet from the cruel and inhuman sodomy she had just experienced.


Chapter 2


Carolyn White lay back in her bed, enjoying the view that her San Francisco 
Russian Hill apartment afforded her. She stretched lazily, savoring the feel 
of the clean, fresh sheets against her naked body. Slowly she ran her hands 
over the full rounded mounds of her breasts, holding them for just a moment 
and then letting her hands slide down over the smooth curves of her hips and 
down over her thighs.


"What a glorious day!" she said out loud, throwing the covers back and 
quickly jumping out of bed.


She walked to the full length mirror on the closet door and admired the 
voluptuous curve of her body. The initial horror of her encounter with 
Robert Jarvis was now completely eradicated from her mind. So she wasn't a 
virgin anymore-not in any of her orifices, but it didn't matter. He was 
going to help her.


She turned around in front of the mirror in order to admire her entire body.


"Well, this body may be worth a million dollars, and I intend to use it for 
everything it's worth! She whispered determinedly to herself as she 
continued to stare in the mirror.


Tonight is the party, THE PARTY! Tonight is the night I am going to meet 
anyone who is anyone in the theatre business and I don't care if I have to 
screw myself silly, I am going to make it, and make it big!!


Robert Jarvis had invited her to a get together with his special friends, 
and told her that this would be her big chance to really get to know the 
very important people. She wasn't going to let anything stand in her way, 
not now when it appeared she might be so close to the success she had always 
dreamed of having.


She walked to the bathroom and prepared for a leisurely bath and a day of 
relaxation before the big evening. She had to look best, her sexiest and 
most inviting, because if Robert Jarvis's friends were anything like himself 
she was in for an interesting evening.


At seven o'clock prompt, she rang the bell of Jarvis's apartment. The room 
was already alive with the music that blared from the stereo system. It was 
crowded to near capacity, split up into groups which were constantly losing 
some people and gaining others as one flow of conversation bored a few 
members and they drifted away. Others attracted by the topic would detach 
themselves from one set and join the new one. Smoke hung in thick grey 
clouds over the scene, champagne buckets were being continually replenished. 
But above everything else, the stereo system alone held unchallenged weight. 
It was impossible to drown out the ear-shattering discs that poured non stop 
from speakers all around the room.


Robert Jarvis moved rapidly among his guests, scattering witty remarks like 
confetti. He was in his element, the reigning king of all he surveyed. He 
was on stage and playing the part to the nth degree. The party had already 
been in full swing for more than three hours and everyone was pleasantly 
high, mixing well and shedding what few inhibitions they possessed.


Carolyn had been over-awed at first by the big star names, but their 
complete informality and her own innate sense of poise and self confidence 
soon relaxed her. She was chatting with the lead singer of an 
internationally known folk group, feeling as though she'd always rubbed 
elbows with celebrities. Everyone was so friendly to her and she realized 
that once you were accepted by one member of the fraternity, all the others 
were quick to welcome you to the fold. And, being a "Friend" of Robert 
Jarvis, especially one as pretty as she, she was certain of a place in their 
circle.


Carolyn was wearing a cocktail dress which left her lovely, white shoulders 
bare and revealed a generous amount of deep, inviting cleavage. She had 
noticed more than one man and woman looking intently down the front of her 
dress while they were talking, and she was feeling a bit put out that the 
singer didn't seem to be paying any attention to her almost bare breasts.


"Darling, what do you think you're doing ..." she heard him say in an 
irritating falsetto to some woman who had grabbed his arm and she raised her 
eyebrows as he looked over his shoulder and shrugged helplessly at her. Then 
he was borne away into the crowd, swallowed up by the sea of jostling 
bodies.


She made her way to Robert's side, feeling hands grope briefly at her bottom 
as she squeezed her way through the crush. Once, a hand audaciously roved up 
her dress and gave one pantie covered cheek a good, firm pinch.


And what did that matter? she thought to herself. She looked around quickly 
to see who had done it, but it was impossible to tell who had made this 
overt gesture in the crowded room.


She was feeling particularly free and easy after several glasses of the 
potent punch which Jarvis had prepared. Soon she reached Jarvis' side and 
squirmed her way into the close circle of people who were listening to him 
as he held court.


"... I felt so sorry for the poor little thing after I sent her packing. But 
really! I'm not a charity for struggling starlets, you know!" She winced, 
hoping that this comment would not apply to her before she could use every 
contact that he had to offer her.


"No, darling." The husky voice came from a well known, well loved actress of 
the fifties who hadn't had a decent part for ten years. Television, however, 
and a long ranning serial kept her in the public eye, and evidently in the 
mink's eye too! "No one could ever accuse you of being that! A friend in 
need, perhaps, but certainly not a charity!"


He gave her a condescending smile which beamed pure venom in the woman's 
face.


"Darling," he said. "You must be awfully hot in that mink wrap. Why don't 
you take it outside and give the fleas a chance to breathe?"


The woman glared at him, but said nothing. Jarvis turned to Carolyn, 
"Sweetie! Do you know everyone?" He quickly introduced them reeling off the 
names so rapidly so that she couldn't possibly remember them. "And this," he 
finished, gesturing politely toward the woman who'd interrupted his 
soliloquy. "This is Edith Williams. I'm sure you remember her, don't you 
darling? Or were you in diapers then?"


The aging actress turned angrily away from the group and headed for the 
punch bowl. Robert laughed gaily. "She's such an old bitch," he announced to 
no one in particular. "But it is nice to have someone to cross swords with! 
Excuse me a minute, will you?"


He grasped Carolyn's hand and led the girl away.


Together they slipped into a bedroom off the hallway. He closed the door and 
sucked in a deep breath of comparatively fresh air.


"Whew!" he gasped. "It's only when you leave the room that you realize how 
stuffy it is. Listen, darling," he murmured, bringing her close to him and 
whispering in her ear, "I brought you in here because I want to tell you 
about a special treat I've got planned for later on. Also, I need a few of 
these...."


He released his hold on her shoulders and walked to the bedside table and 
took out a large box of pills. He gulped down three with a glass of water. 
"Feel better already!" he announced.


Carolyn walked to the bedside. "What are they," she asked.


"Happy pills, bennies, darling. I always take at least seven during a party 
like this. How else do you think I keep going?" He winked at her, and kissed 
her cheek lightly. "Go on, take them, they won't hurt you. They'll make you 
feel even livelier and you won't want to sleep for hours and hours. And this 
party is going to last till dawn, believe me!"


Carolyn put the tablets in her mouth, obediently swallowing them and washing 
them down with water.


"They'll start to work in ten minutes," he told her, "and then you'll hit 
the ceiling!" He looked at her proudly, moved closer to her and put his arms 
lovingly around her waist, hugging her tightly to him.


"You're so sophisticated, you move among these people as if you'd known them 
all your life! And that takes some doing, believe me!"


He gave Carolyn a firm kiss on the mouth, stroking up and down the girl's 
bare back. When they broke for air, he whispered, "Let me tell you about the 
surprise I mentioned.... Have you ever seen two girls wrestling together?" 
She shook her head in surprise at the question.


"I thought not. Well this isn't going to be any ordinary wrestling match. 
They'll both start off fully dressed ..."


His voice dropped to a confidential whisper and he told her exactly what the 
two girls would do to each other. By the time he'd finished talking the 
benzedrine tablets were taking effect. Carolyn could feel herself getting 
higher and higher, her head suddenly cleared of the thickness caused by the 
smoke and the drink. She felt marvelous, lovely surges of euphoria lifted 
her up to fantastic heights of confidence and well-being.


"Wow," she said. "These are really something, aren't they?"


"You bet they are," he said. "Listen, darling. The little exhibition won't 
start til around one A M. Only a few selected people are staying to watch 
it, and then there's going to be a free-forall! You know, real Roman style 
orgy! If you don't want to join in, you ..."


"Oh, Robert." She gave him a rueful, admonishing look. "You know very well I 
wouldn't want to miss it for the world! Of course I want to join in!"


She wondered just exactly how far this little orgy would go, but she felt so 
high from the pills that it didn't really matter. This could be very 
interesting and fun. Besides, she thought, what do I have to lose now?


"Hey, what did you learn in your home town anyway, or is it just that I've 
wakened a sleeping tiger? Seems to me you might be more depraved than all 
the rest of us put together!"


He laughed and kissed her on the lips again.


"But I really had better get back to my guests, darling. The most frightful 
rumors have probably begun to circulate!" He gave her a possessive pat on 
her soft, rounded buttocks and steered her back to the party.


Robert threaded his way through the milling, gossiping people, Carolyn 
holding firmly onto his arm, until he found the group which he particularly 
wanted the girl to meet. They were five fabulously rich men and women. All 
evening they'd kept somewhat aloof from the rest of the party, content to 
enjoy their own company and observe the others from a distance, but they 
welcomed Carolyn and Robert into their exclusive midst with open arms.


"A wonderful party, Robert darling," a tall, statuesque brunette who 
shimmered with sparkling jewelry said. "You really do know everyone who is 
anyone, don't you?" Robert inclined his head, graciously acknowledging the 
compliment. "I mean you've got absolutely everybody here-actors, writers, 
artists, even that terribly fashionable pop-artist. Are there any other 
surprises you have up your sleeve for later on?"


He smiled mysteriously. "I think I have a little entertainment that will 
amuse you, Greta," he replied. The woman looked intrigued and seemed about 
to pump Robert for more information.


"No, no," he whispered. "When all the others have gone home you'll find out 
what it is ... until then," he put his finger to his lips secretively.


One of the men had been studying Carolyn closely during this exchange. He 
now leaned forward and spoke to her. She could smell his expensive cologne 
as it wafted irresistably up her nostrils. He was about 35, slightly 
graying, and very handsome in a Satanic sort of way.


"So you're Roberts new find," he said. His voice was soft and Carolyn 
fancied she could detect a kind of silky menace in it. He shook hands with 
her and she felt his finger crook and the fingernail scratched lightly into 
her palm. The unexpected, suggestive act sent a delicious shiver down her 
spine.


"My name is Bryce, I work in motion pictures."


"Work!" Robert broke into an almost uncontrollable laugh.


"Oh come on Bryce, you're far too modest." He put his arm around Carolyn's 
waist. "Actually, my love, he owns two of the biggest film studios on the 
West coast. He's responsible for nearly half the movies that are produced." 
He lowered his voice. "Quite apart from his more specialized productions 
which only very select audiences get to see."


Bryce waved his hands in mock protest. "I'm ashamed of you, Robert. Carolyn 
will get the wrong impression of me. As a matter of fact, my dear," he 
continued, still holding Carolyn's hand. "I'd like very much to give you an 
audition. We're casting a big new movie in a few days...."


"Be careful, darling," Robert warned. "Make sure it's not one of his private 
art films he wants you for!"


"Well taken, Robert!" Bryce exclaimed. He gave Carolyn's hand another firm, 
meaningful squeeze. "Here's my card, give me a call tomorrow. I'm sure 
you'll come through the audition with flying colors!"


God, Carolyn thought, I don't care what kind of a film it is. If a man this 
influential wants to give me a part, any part, I'll take it!


They all talked a little while longer, then Robert made his apologies, 
saying that he had to mix with the rest of the guests. He moved away from 
the tight little clique, taking Carolyn with him.


"Take a tip from me, darling, don't get involved with Bryce. He's a very 
powerful but a very perverted man. I think the bennies are making you a bit 
too bold."


It was true that the pills had given her a tremendous boost. She was 
floating on air, feeling there was nothing she couldn't do, but she was 
beginning to resent the way Robert kept warning her to be careful. After 
all, he didn't have any room to talk. He was the one who had first seduced 
her, and introduced her to this "more sophisticated" way of life.


As the evening progressed she found that the benzedrine tablets seemed to 
counteract the effects of the alcohol she consumed. She was in a constant 
state of exhilarated intoxication, talking animatedly to one celebrity after 
another, having the time of her life.


She danced nonstop for hour after hour to the pulsing, thudding beat of 
music, previously untapped sources of nervous energy urging her on. All 
sense of time had long ago vanished, she was going to stay in this mood for 
ever and ever. The glittering, glamorous night was never going to end.


"Ladies and gentlemen!" Robert stood in the center of the room, the lights 
were dimmed to a quiet, relaxing glow. All his guests apart from the five 
with "special privileges" had departed a quarter of an hour ago and the room 
had been swiftly cleared and cleaned by three maids. Grouped around him in 
armchairs, leaving a large, spacious area in the middle of the room, 
Carolyn, Bryce, Greta and the others waited expectantly for the late-night 
entertainment they'd been promised.


"I am very pleased to present to you," he continued, "Two of the most 
voluptuous, uninhibited girl wrestlers in the world. I brought them over 
from Vienna at enormous cost to amuse you-Karin and Brigette."


Robert took his seat beside Carolyn and groped in the half-dark for her 
hand. A moment later, the two girls came from the bedroom where they had 
been preparing themselves for the act. They were both very tall, very 
beautiful and very well built! Their carefully combed blonde hair fell 
almost to their waists, their dresses fitted snugly over their full breasts 
and hips, cutting off abruptly a few inches below their hip/ bones, leaving 
their splendid, golden tanned thighs completely bare.


The dresses hung over their shoulders by two fragile looking silk straps, 
and it was- clear as soon as they walked into the room that neither girl 
wore a brassiere. Their full, rounded breasts bobbed sensuously under the 
flimsy black costumes, more than half of each ripe mound being whitely 
visible.


Together they walked into the cleared space and smiled sweetly at their 
audience. Then Karin suddenly grabbed Brigette's left arm in both hands and 
savagely threw the girl to the soft carpet. As she went down, legs flailing 
helplessly, the seven spectators were treated to an exciting view of the 
girl's skin tight panties. They were made of black net with a tiny strip of 
more modest silk between the legs.


Karin flung herself on top of the sprawling girl, ensconcing her firm, full 
buttocks snugly on Brigette's stomach. She pinned the girl firmly to the 
floor, knees astride over her body. Brigette wriggled frantically, finally 
managing to heave her assailant sideways. She kept her leg between Karin's 
thighs, rolling over on top of her and trying to keep the girl's hands 
pinioned.


Their bare legs rubbed together as they each began to fight for the top 
position. The short dresses inevitably became even more hiked up, and as 
they turned over, both girl's panties could be seen plainly. From their 
ringside seats, the audience had an unobstructed view in intimate closeup of 
the sensually struggling girls.


They began to pull at each other's dresses in their determination to win. 
Brigette's was the first to give. Karin got a firm hold on the top of the 
material and yanked it downwards. Her opponent's breasts cascaded out of the 
flimsy garment and the nipples stood erect at the contact with the warm air 
of the room.


Seizing her golden opportunity, Karin grabbed one of them, twisting 
Brigette's trembling breast in her hand and making the girl cry out in pain.


She had a firm hold on the throbbing white mound and wasn't going to let go 
of it without a struggle. Vainly, Brigette beat at the girl's arm, rolling 
her body from side to side to loosen the vice-like grip. Her other breast 
lolled sensuously, in full view as she faced the audience and raised her 
arms.


Then retaliating in kind, Brigette got her hand firmly on Karin's neckline 
and tugged! The dress ripped cleanly down its middle and she finished the 
job by tearing it completely apart leaving the girl's body covered only by 
the tiny net panties. Her breasts were as large as her partner's, 40 inches 
of round, supple flesh, with ripened nipples that rose thickly out from the 
magnificent mounds.


Karin fell forward heavily on top of Brigette, letting go of the girl's 
breast and clamping her hands to the floor by seizing her wrists tightly in 
both of her hands. The audience was presented with a perfect side view of 
both the girls volup-tuous breasts, meshed together, their nipples pressing 
and rubbing hotly together.


Karin's bottom was plainly in view, the latticework of her panties revealing 
more than concealing her ripe, jutting buttocks. The two girls wriggled and 
squirmed their bodies, flesh on flesh, Karin's behind wiggling as Brigette 
lifted her hips again and again in an effort to throw her off.


Then with a vigorous effort, Brigette locked her ankles so fiercely around 
Karin's spine that she gave a sharp cry of pain and was forced to loosen her 
hold momentarily. Instantly, Brigette heaved her body up and threw Karin 
off.


As the girl staggered backwards, Brigette releasing her leg-lock as she 
shoved, her fingers caught in the loosened top of Karin's dress and tore it 
away from the girl's body. Now both girls were clad only in the brief black 
bikini lace panties.


They got warily to their feet, circling each other carefully, crouching 
down. Brigette suddenly grabbed Karin around her waist and dug her fingers 
cruelly into the girl's soft tender skin. Robert and the others, leaning 
forward tensely, could see the red welts appearing on Karin's shapely, slim 
waist as Brigette's nail scored into the flesh.


Ducking her head quickly under Karin's arm and sliding one hand around the 
back of her thighs, the other tightening around the girl's left wrist, 
Brigette pulled and swung the girl onto her shoulder so that she hung 
helplessly, face down, unable to do anything but wriggle abortively. Her 
upside-down breasts hung and wobbled towards her chin, the erect, pink 
nipples brushing into Brigette's back.


Proudly, Brigette began to walk around the "arena," gripping Karin's wrist 
with one hand to keep the girl steady, while her other hand pressed firmly 
into the back of Karin's thighs, just an inch below the wide curve of her 
plump, rounded bottom.


As they drew nearer to the audience, Brigette stooped slightly so that 
Karin's net-covered buttocks and thighs were in a direct line with their 
eyes.


She passed the girl along the row of seats, making sure that everyone had a 
long, satisfying look at the sensually quivering cheeks of her buttocks.


Karin struggled frantically, kicking her legs violently in the air, but 
Brigette retained her powerful grip and continued her march around the room. 
She let her fingers wander beneath the brief panties and began to teasingly 
fondle the girl's buttocks. Carefully she tugged the panties down, pulling 
the thin, wispy material over the girl's thighs until she had completely 
exposed the full white cheeks. Karin continued to struggle, but her legs 
merely nailed the air as Brigette continued to torment and humiliate her.


Karin tried to close her legs tightly to prevent Brigette from doing 
anything further to her ex-tremely vulnerable bottom, but Brigette pressed 
her fingers firmly between the large, clenching mounds and succeeded in 
easing them slowly apart, just sufficiently for her to probe inquisitively 
between the cheeks and play insolently with her opponent's bare buttocks.


In spite of her undignified position, Karin reached down and began to spank 
Brigette's own bottom, managing to pull her panties down a little so that 
the deep cleavage of Brigette's buttocks was exposed. She smacked firmly and 
quickly on the taut cheeks, raining blow after blow with the flat of her 
hand on her tormentor's full, rounded globes.


It couldn't be denied that Brigette was definitely in the better position. 
She stooped towards the audience again, this time showing them the slight 
bulge of the pubic mound between the girl's thighs despite her attempts to 
keep her legs tightly shut.


Her fingers tickled their way in between her ripe, protesting thighs and the 
aggressive girl started to prod teasingly at the vulnerable, exposed opening 
of her rectum, bringing small mewling cries from the helpless girl's Hps.


She kept this up for several minutes, tantaliz-ingly, teasingly, as the 
audience watched spellbound at the lewd, obscene spectacle they were 
witnessing.


Finally, Brigette tired of this entertainment and decided to let Karin have 
a chance. She swung the girl down to the floor, turning to face her, knees 
slightly bent as Karin got to her feet again.


The two girls grappled, but this time it was Karin who managed to get the 
better hold, and she was soon squashing her nude bottom into Brigette's 
tender breasts, bouncing up and down on the girl's supple globes, knocking 
the wind out of her.


Brigette panted exhaustedly after a few minutes of this unwanted exercise, 
unable to do anything but lay still and try to catch her breath.


Swiftly, Karin turned herself around so that she was now facing Brigette's 
legs, but her bottom was still spread-eagled on the girls large sensitive 
breasts.


She leaned forward, pulling her panties the rest of the way down her thighs. 
Too tired to resist, the girl allowed her to lift her legs and drag her only 
covering off her ankles. Her eyes gleamed with victory, as she pushed 
Brigette's thighs as widely apart as possible, placing her own legs securely 
between them to prevent the girl from hiding her most intimate parts.


The whole of the girl's crotch was now revealed, not only to Karin, but also 
the the audience of seven who were sitting on the very edges of their 
chairs, savoring every moment of the degrading vaginal exposure.


Karin ran her fingers lightly over the girl's tiny wet slit and then began 
to rub wantonly, insistently at the exposed opening.


Brigette raised herself slightly and managed to wrap her hands around 
Karin's chest. She stretched her fingers so that they came into contact with 
the girl's red, now throbbing nipples and squeezed the buds tightly between 
both forefingers and thumbs. She yelled as the nails dug fiercely into the 
tender flesh of her breasts, but did not relent in caressing the girl's 
moist, ever-widening vagina.


Brigette pulled and scratched at Karin's nipples in a frenzy, stretching the 
erect, pursed buds as far away from the girl's breasts as she could. They 
looked inflamed and angry, stiffening to full erectness under the relentless 
fingers.


The tempo of both girls actions steadily grew faster, Karin becoming more 
daring and insistent as her ringers dipped gingerly into the tiny slit 
between the girls legs. Brigette clenched and unclenched her fists around 
the wobbling, massive swells of Karin's breasts while her fingers worked 
ceaselessly on the center nipples.


At last, abandoning all pretence at disguise, the two girls fell upon one 
another, Karin rolling down onto Brigette's legs and burying her face 
between her thighs. Brigette drew Karin's legs up on either side of her face 
so that her mouth was presented with the girl's most private parts.


Holding tightly to each other's thighs, they began to roll around the floor 
on top of each other, pausing from time to time so that the audience could 
see exactly what they were doing to their respective opponent. The 
spectators began to shout encouragement urging the girls to go on to a full 
penetration of their partner's vaginal slit.


They made a strange obscene sight as they rolled over the deep, thick 
carpet, now sucking and licking in complete abandon between each other's 
wide-spead legs.


You could hear the breathing becoming heavier and quicker from the audience 
as they viewed this exciting, sensual exhibition, the girls building them up 
to an uncontrollable frenzy.


The group applauded them enthusiastically. Lust was burning brightly in all 
their eyes. The men could feel their penis's straining uncomfortably in 
their trousers, and the women squirmed hard down in their chairs, stealthily 
rubbing their thighs tightly together to relieve the sensual tension which 
was making their desire mount and pressure build between their legs.


Suddenly the girls ceased their erotic wrestling, knowing well that they had 
incited the group to an uncontrollable, passionate state, and they got up 
and walked to an empty armchair in the "gallery." Karin sat down, pulling 
Brigette onto her lap and holding her affectionately around the waist.


"Bravo," Bryce said. "That was a very stimulating warm up! Uh-I imagine that 
you do have a main event to follow, Robert?"


"I'd be a very poor host if I didn't," he replied. "Of course, that's not 
all! But I'm afraid the rest of the entertainment is going to require your 
cooperation! All of your cooperation, in fact! I've devised what I think 
will be a very interesting little game..." He motioned them to draw their 
chairs closer to him.


"I want you to all forget any prejudices or preference you may have," he 
continued. "You're all going to pair off in three's. There are nine of us as 
I expect you've noticed. I'm going to put all your names on slips of paper 
and jumble them up in a hat. Then Carolyn will draw them out, three at a 
time, and you have to abide by the selection!"


Greta giggled. "Suppose the three men get paired off together," she 
protested. "That'll spoil all the fun!"


"Well, the odds are against that happening," he told her. "But before we 
start, you must all agree not to argue, no matter who your partners are! 
What do you say?"


There were murmurs of assent to the rules and Robert quickly scribbled their 
names down on separate pieces of paper, folded them twice, then dropped them 
into a hat she already had ready. She shook it vigorously. Carolyn closed 
her eyes, fumbled inside the hat which Robert offered to her and pulled out 
three of the slips. She unfolded them and read out:


"Carolyn, Brigette and Bryce!"


"What a coincidence!" Bryce exclaimed. "I was hoping against hope that I'd 
be in that combination!" He patted Carolyn's knee again, this time keeping 
his fingers firmly on the girl's bare skin. Carolyn, too, was agreeably 
pleased with the pairing, although in her present mood it didn't matter so 
very much to her with whom she landed. Just so long as someone was going to 
satisfy the craving which gnawed, hungrily between her legs. She looked 
Brigette over and thought, this is going to be very interesting. Another 
first in the life of Carolyn White!


"Come on now!" Robert broke into her daydream, urging her to pick out three 
more names from the hat. Carolyn dipped her hand into it and extracted three 
more pieces of paper.


"Greta, Karin and Robert!" she announced.


Robert's eyes sparkled. He couldn't have wished for a nicer grouping. He had 
had Carolyn the day before, and now he was ready for some new sport!


That left two remaining men, Alex, a way-out film director who'd already won 
several awards for his films and Paul, the star of two of his most 
successful movies, together with the last girl, Maria, who owned a small 
antique store and catered to the very rich and eccentric.


"All right!" Robert got to his feet quickly. "Shall we get started?" He 
switched all the lights off but one. The only remaining illumination came 
from a single red spot that hung from the middle of the ceiling. It bathed 
the room with a gentle, suffused glow, casting pink tints over their faces 
and giving them a hellish, Satanic color.


There was no hesitation or self-consciousness as the "teams" formed up. The 
armchairs were dragged out of the way and the thick, soft carpet would 
provide every possible comfort for their revels. The three groups settled 
themselves comfortably a few yards apart from each other and the orgy 
began....


Chapter 3


Just before they started, Robert unobtrusively pushed a button in the wall. 
Instantly, three enormous mirrors were uncovered, set into the walls behind 
pulled back curtains. The sight drew appreciative gasps from the eight as 
they saw themselves reflected in the giant glass.


"You've really surpassed yourself this time, Robert." Greta exclaimed. "What 
a wonderful idea!" Cunningly, hidden lights set into the tops of the mirrors 
illuminated them, so that the reflections were even brighter than the actual 
people. Bryce sat cross-legged on the floor facing the glass with Carolyn 
and Brigette in front of him. His eyes glinted lustfully.


Brigette stretched herself out at full length, her breasts wobbling like two 
generous mounds of white, flaccid flesh with the taut pink buds in the 
center. She lay quietly, her arms at her side, offering the whole of her 
luscious body to the man and girl.


"Now, let's see" ... Bryce ran his eyes leisurely over her fully displayed 
charms, pursing his lips as he stared at the perfectly proportioned curves. 
"I think we should start with these magnificent full globes. What do you 
say, my sweet?"


Carolyn nodded in agreement. She could feel her heart racing in anticipation 
of the erotic feast which was only a few moments away. "Shall I begin, 
Bryce," she asked huskily.


"Yes, my dear, I think you should!" He positioned himself so that he rested 
his head on his hand, leaning forward, his face only a few inches from 
Brigette's large firm breasts.


Carolyn leaned over the prostrate girl and let her hands fall softly onto 
her heaving chest closing on the warm flesh and beginning to massage the 
ample, melting globes. She turned them in her fingers, making the lovely 
hemispheres part. They quivered in vibrant response under her caress. The 
girl worked her hands firmly into the doughy skin, giving Brigette an 
intense, thorough fondling.


Bryce watched the erotic stroking closely his eyes unblinking, darting from 
the subdued reality in front of him to the brighter reflection in the mirror 
a few feet away. Carolyn pushed Brigette's breasts into every possible 
shape, squashing them up into each other and rubbing them lasciviously 
together. She pushed them as far as they would stretch towards the girls 
neck, then swiftly releasing them so that the flaccid, white spheres bounced 
firmly back into their proper position.


Bryce reached out his own hand towards the nearest breast. Carolyn made room 
for him, transferring her hand to Brigette's other breast and contenting 
herself with fondling it with all ten ringers. Bryce let his fingers sink 
into the superb soft skin, making sure that the tips rubbed into the velvety 
nipple, brushing it into full bud, stiff and erect


Together the man and girl toyed imaginatively with Brigette's unprotesting 
breasts. They made the white skin blotchy in angry red marks with their 
remorseless pinching and pulling of the firm flesh. The girl began to pant, 
rolling her head from side to side as the fondling of her tender, sensitive 
mounds went on and on.


Bryce's breath was coming rapidly now and he whispered throatily to Carolyn, 
"Shall we turn our attentions elsewhere?" He surveyed the well-petted 
globes, the nipples were yearning upwards, heavy with passion, and he ached 
to explore this luscious, exciting girl further.


His fingers began to trace a slow, lingering pattern down the middle of her 
naked body until it rested squarely on the white flat skin of the girl's 
tummy.


Carolyn, in turn, began softly kneading the skin on the girl's side, letting 
her fingers tickle slowly and softly downward until they reached the 
sensitive inner side of the girl's thighs.


"Let me get her ready for you," she panted, feeling her own passion rising. 
She eased the unresisting girl's thighs gently apart, revealing once more 
the girl's soft down covered vagina. She parted the pubic hair and ran her 
ringers teasingly over the tiny, open pink slit, making her squirm 
deliciously, pushing her body down into the soft richness of the carpet. She 
was ripe and her body now ached to be taken and she writhed lustfully 
underneath their insistent caresses.


Carolyn moved between Brigette's thighs, reaching underneath the girl to cup 
her hands around the heavy naked warmth of her buttocks. She squeezed into 
the flaccid globes, feeling her fingers sink deliciously into the silky 
flesh of her bottom.


Bryce changed his position so that he was ready to take the girl ... with 
his mouth, his tongue and his teeth! He lowered his face between the warm, 
white thighs, bringing his mouth into wet, tantalizing contact with the 
girl's widespread legs. His nose pressed into contact with her clitoris, 
rubbing it sensuously, while Carolyn continued to finger and explore the 
soft, open crevice between her buttocks.


Bryce opened his lips and began to push his tongue slowly into the pink, 
moist opening between her legs. She began to jerk involuntarily, throwing 
her loins with abandon up toward his searching tongue. She wriggled in slow, 
burning ecstasy, gasping for breath in the heat of her passion.


"Aaggggghhhh, more ... deeper, deeper, please ..." her words came 
falteringly, lustfully as she squirmed under his never ceasing caress.


Carolyn, unaccustomed to this passive role after Jarvis's training, now 
reached up, releasing her hold on Brigette's buttocks and began to 
desperately unzip Bryce's trousers. She tugged them off and started to lower 
his shorts until her hands could close around the gigantic, throbbing staff 
of his penis. She began squeezing it, rubbing up and down it's long, thick 
length with her sensitive fingers.


He shifted a little until his hardened cock rested firmly on one of 
Carolyn's breasts. She guided it until it lay comfortably across her nipple 
and began to rub it sensuously all over the hard, taut bud. He could feel 
the smooth, fleshy head pushing against her soft, rounded breast, the 
resilient nipple brushing into the tiny opening at the end of his penis. It 
was slightly wet from the lubricating fluid seeping from it in his 
excitement.


Carolyn now began to devote her entire attention to her male partner. She 
retained one hand on his erect phallus while the other hand felt the 
hardness of his buttocks and began to caress the firm muscular cheeks. She 
searched for the buttock crease and slowly let her fingers wander to the 
tight, elastic hole of his behind. Then she began shding her fingers 
intimately in and out of his exposed crevice and tight orifice.


He drove his pulsing penis into the soft, supple breast flesh while his 
tongue was still working, darting in and out of Brigette's most intimate 
parts. He wanted to fuck the girl, feel his aching rod pushing deeply into 
her precious slit. But he controlled his lust. There would be plenty of time 
for him to fuck her ... and Carolyn, too, before the night was over.


Meanwhile, Robert, Greta and Karin had lost no time in getting down to 
satisfying their carnal desires. Both Greta and Karin, of course, enjoyed 
the mutual caressing and intimate osculations of their respective bodies, 
but Robert was not content to just sit back and watch, though he did find it 
irresistably fascinating. However, he could feel the swell of his penis 
throbbing against the thin material of his shorts and he wanted to join in 
his little party!


In a moment Greta released her hold on Kar-in's full, sensual body and 
glanced up at Robert -who was standing over them as a master would over his 
slaves. His penis had jerked up into an erection like a tree trunk, pulsing 
wildly against his stomach.


"Ohhhhh, you're so big!" Greta stammered, suddenly losing interest in her 
female partner. She reached up for his hand and began to pull him down on 
the thick carpet.


"Do you want to make love to me," she asked, her eyes clouded with obvious 
lust. "I can feel it down here," she continued as her fingers began to play 
with the tiny opening between her legs. "You want to get inside me with that 
great thing of yours. I'll hold it in me tightly, tighter and tighter until 
you won't want to live for the lovely pain of it!"


He heard her coaxing him in these words and he felt hot as though he was 
suddenly drunk from drinking a full bottle of straight whiskey. He fell to 
the floor covering both of the passion filled gills, his hands grabbing for 
one of each of their inviting, full, flaccid breasts. Greta's hands began to 
run up and down his body, searching every part and every crevice, teasing, 
tantalizing. Her Hps flowed against and all around his loins, rubbing and 
expertly cajoling his penis to even greater heights.


His hands continued to massage and press deeply into the girls' breasts, as 
they writhed under his demanding touch. He could feel the pressure building 
up in his loins as Greta continued her mouthing on his pulsing organ. 
Kar-in's hands wandered over his back, tickling slowly down his spine to the 
crease of his buttocks. She let her fingers manipulate the fleshy cheeks of 
his behind, running her fingers ever so slightly, deeper into the crevice of 
his buttocks and finally finding the tight, elastic hole of his rectum and 
gently began to push her finger deep inside of him.


He knew that he would be unable to contain the pressure that was building in 
his loins, he had to have some release.


Greta sensed the urgency of his passion and released her mouth hold on his 
throbbing staff. She wanted him inside her as much as he wanted to feel 
himself deep in the walls of her body, filling her up to her throat.


Karin did not release her hold on his buttocks, still pushing her finger 
deeper and deeper into the tight, raw orifice of his behind. This clever 
manipulation of the two girls had him aching for the treasure between their 
legs.


Greta moaned, "Now, now. I can't wait!"


He liked to hear her beg for him. He was going to give it to her like she'd 
never had it before. He was going to fill her completely, push his pulsing 
rod so deep inside her that she would scream for mercy.


She opened her thighs wide as he fell heavily on her. He felt Greta's hand 
move down under her thighs and brush against his own as she searched for the 
weapon which was to torment her to delirium. She found it and tickled it 
with her experienced ringers, bringing gasps of momentary frustration from 
his hps. Then she drew it gently between her thighs and placed it against 
the tiny slit of her vagina.


He could hardly contain himself. lie slipped his hand under her buttocks, 
lifting them slightly from the floor and then rammed his erect, throbbing 
cock into her like a piston, in one solid movement, starting from the very 
tip all the way down to the hilt where its broad base disappeared into the 
interior of his loins.


"Aaaaaaggggggghhhhhh! Oh god, I can't stand it." She moaned ecstatically.


She bucked and rolled under him in frenzied lust. He rode up and up into 
her, encroaching even further and further into the very depths of her inner 
belly.


She gasped continuously in a never-ending cry of passion. He filled her to 
capacity, digging up towards her navel, bringing a startled groan from her 
every time he lifted her buttocks and thrust himself inside.


Karin was digging her fingers deeper into the crease of his behind as he 
bore down on Greta. Her fingers slipped in and out as he drove into the 
other girl with a steady, agonising thrust.


He heard her breathing mount to a pitch of high excitement, an excitement to 
match his own. He was about to explode.


"Oh yes, yes ... give it to me now!" she screamed at him.


He concentrated, tensing his loins, slowing down his thrusts to slow, 
deliberate movements all the length of his penis and almost out again. He 
felt a swirling abandon in his loins and gasped uncontrollably. She strained 
her body against him as if she wanted to burn her flesh right through him, 
and then she sobbed and screamed out her climax, digging her long nails into 
the flesh on his back.


At the same time he redoubled his throbbing exertions, feeling his penis 
expand in the warmth of her vagina, feeling its sensation pinpoint down to 
the very tip of his massive rod which seemed to be splitting in two with 
painful intensity.


Suddenly the swirl in his loins became a maelstrom, emptying itself and 
shooting out deep into the very pit of her belly. He rolled off her, forcing 
Karin's finger out of his behind, and the three of them lay exhausted, side 
by side on the carpet.


Alex and Paul had quickly stripped Maria to her underwear, leaving only the 
girl's garter belt and black net stockings on. Before commencing their own 
fun, this threesome had spent some time watching the others. From their 
vantage point, they had an enviable view of the other two groups: their eyes 
resembling those of tennis spectators as they flickered back and forth 
between the equally exciting lustful scenes.


But, the urge to actually participate grew too strong for them to hesitate 
any longer. The men got Maria to undress them. She slowly unbuttoned their 
slacks, toying playfully with their bulging penises as she slid their shorts 
off and the erect, red phalluses burst into view.


She allowed her breasts to rub tantalizing over their bare bodies, and as 
she bent down to help them off with their trousers and shorts, her thickened 
nipples deliberately brushed against the pulsing, heavy rods between their 
legs.


While Alex sat on the floor, Maria knelt in front of Paul and massaged his 
stiff, massive staff, drawing the large rod slowly towards her parted mouth.


Alex, a few inches from Maria's back, ran his hands up the back of her 
thighs, feeling the silky sheen of her net stockings and the smooth white 
flesh between the holes. He touched the clips of the girls garter belt and 
moved his fingers up the elastic stays. Beneath it, as his fingers traced 
further upwards, he felt the soft, supple flesh of her bottom.


He brought his other hand up and together they eased her buttocks apart, 
revealing the tiny, pink tight orifice of her behind. He stared lustfully 
between the parted white hemispheres, bringing his face to within an inch of 
the tiny, tight elastic opening.


Maria leaned backwards a little, pushing her bottom willingly against his 
hand, grinding her hips slightly to make the rounded cheeks press sensually 
into his hands. He held one cheek, caressing it firmly, feeling his penis 
stiffen and shiver in the air as he played voluptuously with the girl's bare 
bottom. His other finger poked at her tiny rectal opening, slipping slowly 
in and out, wiggling it around until it started to slip tightly into the 
tiny taut hole.


Maria, meanwhile, was infuriating Paul's lust by holding his manhood almost 
against her lips, breathing heavily on the inflamed, pulsing rod, but not 
quite letting it touch her lovely mouth.


She stroked it lovingly, watching closely and intently as his penis throbbed 
and jerked madly.


She slipped her fingers down the shaft until they came into contact with the 
loose hanging testicles between his legs. She touched them gently, pushing 
the heavy sac until it swung lightly. She stared in fascination, holding his 
penis up and out of the way, while she amused herself with them.


Paul bore the teasing as long as he could. Then maddened beyond sense, he 
thrust his hands down on her head and forced her mouth to close like warm 
butter over his penis, urging her lips to draw on and suck his infuriated 
cock. He planted his fingers firmly in her hair, holding her head steady, 
pushing the crown of his maleness hotly between her teeth.


She clamped her mouth around the long stem, making loud smacking noises as 
she commenced to nurse on his penis.


By this time, Alex had found his way under her legs, and she could feel his 
fingers teasing at the already damp lips of her vagina. He separated them 
carefully and stuck one finger into the tiny, pink slit, slowly and 
maddeningly working it upwards to the depth of her passage.


She squirmed deliciously. It felt marvelous, she thought. Her mouth was full 
of one man's pulsing rod, and her bottom and vagina were being ministered to 
by another man in back of her. Soon, she mused, they would take turns 
fucking her! She was glad that of all the females present only she had two 
men to frolic with. Although she didn't necessarily object to female lovers, 
her true desires were directed at the opposite sex.


Now, though not for the first time, she had two of them at her complete 
disposal.


The thought excited her and she renewed her attack on Paul's manhood, 
sucking at it so that the man would soon be begging her to let him ease it 
into her, into the deep well between her legs!


Alex had three fingers sunk wetly into her open cunt and was wiggling them 
with skilled alacrity. She could feel her belly, contracting hotly against 
this teasing intrusion, and the walls of her vagina clenched tightly against 
his fingers.


Alex was watching her sucking Paul and the moment came when he could not 
stand this lustful scene any longer. He pulled her away from Paul and 
dragged her body onto the carpet.


He pushed her left leg up, making her draw her knee almost to her chest, 
then fell forward on her. He fumbled with the throbbing organ between his 
legs and aimed it carefully for her thighs.


Maria, however, was not going to let just one man take her. She was ready to 
be taken, but she also wanted to take. She pulled Paul down with her, his 
body laying sideways to her, his thighs open and clasped around her neck.


She refused to give up the hard instrument which was rilling her mouth. She 
continued to suck his pulsing phallus, moving faster and faster up and down 
on this marvelous hard tool as Alex started to ease his aching, 
passion-filled penis into her warm, soft depths. It slid in sweetly, easily, 
like a knife in warm butter. He could feel her bottom against him, the fine, 
sleek mounds of flesh pressing into his stomach. Taking his time, he began 
to fuck her, pushing his cock in and out of the throbbing slit with easy 
deliberate strokes.


His breath began to wheeze in his throat and he spread her thighs farther 
apart, flattening her body down against the carpet with the weight on his 
arms and body. She was a source of pleasure on which he could vent his every 
sexual whim. His head was dizzy and his penis throbbed and enlarged. Its 
very tip seemed to be about to burst. He felt a great exhilarating sense of 
power in his body, mixed with a certain sadism. He lunged at her body with 
all the strength of his loins and all the muscular reflex of his thighs. He 
wanted to split her right up to her navel, to force from her screams of 
anguish and pleasure, to lose the whole of his loins in her belly.


He felt the softness of her cervix with the not tip of his penis as he 
screwed his hips against her and he felt the solid, damned-up weight of the 
flood-tide in his loins.


He began to pant hard and his head rolled from side to side. He thrust 
harder and harder at her until she was buffeted forward along the floor. She 
was trying to moan, to tell him to be more gentle, but her mouth was filled 
with a massive rod of pulsing flesh and she was unable to utter any protest 
what-so-ever.


He felt his penis grow thick and thicker to the point of bursting and the 
great flood tremble at the dam. He tensed his buttocks hard at every forward 
surge, trembling from his heels to his swaying testicles. He crushed her 
soft, white buttocks, scratching the satiny smooth skin with his nails, 
clawing at her flesh, brutally and blindly. He felt that his penis must be 
soaring up inside her into the deepest, softest, warmest part of her belly. 
He groaned in painful ecstasy. He shuddered and tensed his whole body in a 
long taut curve at hers as tne flood of his semen suddenly broke loose and 
rushed in a boiling profusion out through his wildly jerking cock to shatter 
out into her battered womb as he uttered a series of coughing moans which 
sounded like his life's blood spewing out of him.


She bucked against him as she felt his penis give an unmistakable, helpless 
twitch deep within her. She could feel her heart racing faster and her 
intimate walls aching frantically. She sucked even harder on the equally 
fast-throbbing rod which was pulsing in her mouth-Paul's!


It was impossible to guess which one of them came first. Both were obviously 
right on the brink of orgasm, for when she felt Alex explode, Paul's hand 
clutched cruelly at her breasts, giving them a hard, frantic squeeze. Her 
own juices began to flow, and her teeth clamped painfully, 
half-unconsciously into Paul's fleshy shaft, securing it tightly in her 
mouth and throat.


It seemed almost simultaneously that she felt his sperm burst into her mouth 
with fantastic force. She gulped, swallowing instinctively, the hot liquid 
burning her throat as it cascaded down. She worked her hps on his penis, 
sucking with great intakes of breath, draining him completely dry.


With this warm fluid filling her in both orifices, she shuddered 
ecstatically. Her own loins began to tense and she could feel the pressure 
beginning to build from deep within her.


"Aaagggghhhhhh! Don't leave me now!" she tried to cry out.


Just as Alex was about to withdraw from her, she felt her climax about to 
start and she clamped her legs tightly around his waist, holding him there 
for just a moment longer.


"Oh Christ, yes. I'm cumming. I'm cumming NOW ... NOW, I'm cumming. God, how 
wonderful!"


Then she lay completely still, nothing moving except the quick, violent 
tremble of her thighs and belly.


"I can't stop shaking," she murmured, as she tried to regain her breath 
which was labored with passion.


Their eyes glazing, Alex, Marie and Paul let their muscles slowly relax, 
sinking gratefully into the beautiful softness of the carpet, their legs and 
arms intimately entwined.


Nothing could now be heard in the room except for the slow, regular 
breathing of nine temporarily satisfied men and women. In naked groups of 
three, they lolled pleasureably on the floor, half-asleep, trying to quickly 
restore their energies for the further switch-around which Robert had 
promised them.


Carolyn was the first to move. Walking quietly across the room, she tiptoed 
to Robert's side, squatting down beside him. He opened his eyes blearily, 
"What's the matter?" he asked sleepily, completely spent from his frolic 
with his two female partners. The girl's cheeks were flushed, her hair in 
wild disarray, and Robert felt a sudden rush of tenderness for his young 
"protege." She was so terribly young, so very sweet. Her initiation into the 
frantic world of sophisticated sex and brief affairs had scarcely begun. 
Yet, how quickly and easily she had taken to her new life! Like the 
proverbial duckling, he thought.


"Did you want anything in particular, darling?" he asked. "Or did you just 
come over for a talk?"


She nodded. "I just wanted to have a quick word with you, if it's all 
right... while we're all having a bit of a breather." she whispered 
hesitantly. She didn't wait for an answer, but continued. "I just thought 
I'd tell you how thrilled I am at meeting all those famous people. You don't 
know how marvelous it feels, being right in the center of everything. I feel 
as if I've only just been born and I have you to thank!"


He squeezed her ringers tightly. "You are being born!" he told her in a firm 
voice that left no room for argument. "This is the only way to live-among 
the most exciting people in the world. The ones who live for today and tell 
tomorrow to go fuck itself! You've arrived, darling. You belong here, this 
is your true environment, where nothing matters but the immediate 
experience!"


Carolyn could hardly believe that all this had happened to her in just a few 
days. Her body, her mind, her desire had been awakened, and no one was going 
to put that to sleep again. She felt so marvelously complete, so relaxed. 
She reflected back to that first afternoon in this very apartment. She was 
so naive, so pure, so sure that men didn't respect girls after they had had 
them. How dumb she had been! This was the life for her, she was going to 
make it, career-wise- and just make it! It was a delicious feeling and it 
was going to last.


"You'd better go back to your friends now, my sweet." He put his lips to her 
ear and whispered, "And, next time, I hope I get grouped with you, my 
precious."


"Me too," she cried, kissing him fully on the mouth, and walked back to 
Bryce and Brigette, poised and incredibly self-assured for a girl so young. 
Everyone's eyes followed her across the room as her young, supple figure 
swayed invitingly, completely naked and completely uncaring ...


Chapter 4


Life for Carolyn became one whirlwind of parties. Robert had promised her 
the part in the play and before she knew it, she was bound on a plane for 
New York and Broadway!


The price for her success had not come cheaply. She was practically owned by 
Jarvis to do with as he wished, and more than once she found herself being 
passed around his circle of friends with no more thought than you would ask 
someone, "Pass the potatoes, please!" But she actually didn't object very 
strongly to this game of musical beds. Her desires had been awakened and she 
had become quite a proficient lover.


As the plane began its descent into Kennedy Airport, she mused, "Mother 
should only see me now!"


Her relationship with Jarvis had become one of friendly banter and 
comparative indifference. He only paid her special attention when he wanted 
her ... or wanted her to perform for one of his friends. His private little 
whore, that's what she had become.


Nobody seemed to have guessed that her sudden entry into the ranks of the 
repertory company was more than persistent soliciting on her part and an 
eventual recognition of her quite apparent talent. The men took to her good 
looks and the rest of the company found her a good, but inexperienced 
actress. She was unlikely, they felt, to reach higher levels.


She sat back in her seat and daydreamed about the tremendous success she 
would make on Broadway. How could she miss, she pondered. Jarvis himself had 
picked her and assured her the part. She had become a member of the tight 
clique, had participated in his orgies, and had been a good, though now only 
occasional, lover to him.


Her thoughts were interrupted by the captain's voice, "Fasten your seat 
belts for the landing please."


Well, here she was ... New York. She looked out the window as the plane came 
down over Jamaica Bay. In the distance she could see the skyscrapers and the 
cars as they passed hurried-ly along the freeway. Finally the wheels touched 
the end of the runway and she could feel her heart beating faster in 
anticipation of the great things to come.


Robert patted her hand affectionately and said, "Well, there's the big city. 
The dubious mecca for all young actresses like yourself. But, my dear, I'm 
sure that you will find Manhattan very much to your liking. There are so 
many people here that you must meet. In fact, don't forget the little 
welcome party for the cast tonight?"


Forget the party, she thought. How could I forget the party! He had told her 
some of the names of people that were going to be there, and she wouldn't 
miss it for the world.


The drive from the airport to her hotel, a rather inexpensive one on West 
57th Street, seemed to take forever. The sun was shining, but the tall 
buildings seemed to prevent any light from hitting the street. It appeared 
to be a bit dismal, the people all seemed to be rushed, but going nowhere. 
The traffic was heavy and the sound of the taxi horns blared in her ears. So 
this is the music of the city, she thought to herself. I'm not sure that 
I'll get used to this right away, but it's worth it. Here I am, and I am 
going to make it!


Her hotel was far from elegant, but it was cheap. Robert had promised her 
that she would only be there for a short time and then she would find 
something else, or he could help her find more suitable surroundings. She 
knew that he meant that he would find her someone to live with, or someone 
to keep her in a nice apartment, but this didn't matter, not anymore.


She unpacked quickly as she wanted to have plenty of time to get ready for 
the reception party. She didn't feel tired even though she had lost three 
hours during the flight from the West to East coast.


Several hours later, Robert stopped by her hotel to escort her to her first 
New York cocktail party.


"Just be your sexy self, my love, and you'll be the hit of Broadway yet!" he 
told her teasingly.


His eyes wandered approvingly over the low cut neckline of the dress which 
revealed the two white soft mounds of her breasts, showing provocatively and 
invitingly. He let his hands stray over her body in mock inspection. "Very 
nice, very, very nice!" This little bit of play was hardly necessary as he 
had seen her naked more times than he had seen her with clothes on!


Darkness was just beginning to close around the skyline of Manhattan as they 
drove up Park Avenue and turned right on Sixty-Fourth Street. The street was 
tree-lined and rows of magnificent town houses stood in place of the garrish 
new apartment buildings that she noticed were springing up over the city. 
The lights from the windows and the gentle breeze that stirred through the 
trees put her in a festive mood and she knew that everything was going to be 
just fine. She raised her head, tilting it slightly and she looked very 
self-assured, in fact, almost haughty.


The cab stopped at a house just west of Lexington Avenue and Robert helped 
her out.


"Well here's luck," he said half laughingly as he kissed her briefly on the 
cheek. "You look absolutely ravishing tonight, darling. I'd like to be the 
lucky one to get into those lovely pants of yours this evening, but, 
remember, you have so many influential people to meet. Don't let me hamper 
you!"


He was laughing when he said it, but he could feel his loins begin to tense 
as he devoured her with his eyes. Some piece of tail, he mused, then took 
her arm and steered her toward the doorway of the house.


She had had several quick drinks before leaving her hotel to brace her for 
the ordeal of meeting the sort of people she'd really never met before. Even 
Robert's San Francisco group seemed unsophisticated when she thought of the 
fabulous New Yorkers, so carefree, so rich and soooo influential!


The house belonged to the chairman of the board of directors of the company 
which owned the theatre-a Conrad Worthington, who had once written his own 
play which the company had dutifully performed, and who liked to think of 
himself, old bachelor as he was, as belonging to the young, creative set, 
the "in" group. Nobody could say he lacked generosity.


He was fixing drinks for several people who were standing around and 
preferring not to help themselves. A fat, grizzly looking man with grey hair 
and sharp eyes, he listened to everyone's conversation at once, laughing and 
making suggestions and then suddenly coming out with something so absurd 
that no one could possibly take him seriously. The only problem was, that he 
was serious in his interjections. He'd never allowed his interest in the 
theatre to rid him of any of his prejudices which were of the most solid 
Victorian variety. However, he had to be tolerated or the theatre might fall 
down upon the heads of the actors. Everyone drank and laughed, but turned 
away from him when they wanted serious conversation


Carolyn accepted a drink from someone and looked around the room into which 
they'd come. The den, where most of the people seemed to congregate had a 
little garden off the back. The furniture slightly oriental, with silk 
screens on the walls and a staircase on one side of the room, leading to the 
floor above. She walked around the room, drifting from group to group, 
catching snatches of conversation, but so far no one had rushed over to her 
to invite her to join in the conversation. That would be a bit corny anyway, 
she thought.


She felt a thrill of longing and apprehension. Glancing surreptitiously at 
the various speakers, she began to place them. That one would be the new 
off-Broadway star who was making such a name for himself, both in and out of 
the theatre. He seemed a bit gay, but if that was his choice, who was she to 
say it was wrong. Live and let live she thought.


Across the room she spotted Keith Conway, the famous drama critic. How young 
and handsome he was. He'd already traveled over half the world for his 
newspaper and been invited as guest critic to half a dozen publications in 
other parts of the world! Another face she recognized as a character actor 
she had seen numerous times in movies and more recently in television.


They all looked so vital-as if they were really going somewhere, not just 
stagnating and slowly dying in a little provincial suburb.


She turned from the paintings she had been studying when she heard Robert 
say, "I'd like you to meet Carolyn White."


He was approaching with a big, bearded man in a turtleneck sweater. Here we 
go, she thought. This is the beginning of Carolyn White's bid for stardom.


A few hours later and many drinks later, she found herself sitting in a 
corner with the well-known cirtic she had spotted when she first joined the 
party. At first she hadn't heard a word he'd said just out of dazzlement at 
the proximity of a celebrity, but now she was listening and doing her best 
to keep up with him. She was, for the first time in a long time, feeling 
very young and inexperienced, but trying hard not to show it. It didn't seem 
to worry him, anyway. He was content to talk to a willing and, indeed, 
fascinated listener.


More people had come and there was dancing going on in what seemed to be the 
far corners of the room. Actually it was just a few feet away, but the drink 
had lent distance to everything. From time to time she glanced up to see who 
was looking and noticed the many figures swaying thickly together, 
licentiously many of them. There was a lot of undisguised mauling going on, 
on the floor, the divans, the stairway. Everywhere she looked she could see 
people locked in lustful embraces.


Robert was deep in conversation with the bearded man, having made a full 
circle of the room and come back to him. Every once in a while he would cast 
a possessive, checking glance in her direction, but she returned his looks 
with cold indifference and went across the room to find more interesting 
game.


It didn't take her long to realize that in spite of the many famous people 
there, the drama critic was the man with by far the most influence. He knew 
the most people, and his opinion was law for many of them.


She listened intently to every word he was saying, though, by this time, she 
was quite dizzy from the alcohol and the excitement.


His voice went on, a marvelous voice which roamed among the words so easily 
and fluently. She had the feeling that she could ask him about absolutely 
anything and he'd be able to give her a long and detailed answer without any 
hesitation at all. Being a good drama critic must involve so much more 
knowledge and powers of analysis than a playwright ever needed, she 
realized.


She looked up at him and his eyes devoured hers as he talked. His voice went 
on continuing his story, but she could tell that he was looking at her as a 
woman, too. She let her dress move up her thigh a little and his eyes looked 
down at her exposed leg and back again to her face without a break in his 
words.


They drank their liquor and he went on talking while she listened.


"... You ought to meet some of these people," he said. "I'm sure you'd find 
them interesting, and you can never know too many people when you're trying 
to create opportunities for yourself."


Her ears went back to the conversation. This was the sort of language she 
understood immediately.


"I would like that very much," she answered. Her hand brushed his arm as she 
put down her glass, apparently accidentally. She looked into his eyes in a 
half challenge, and repeated. "Yes, I'd like that very much!"


He seemed about to say something more when Robert came rushing over. He 
smiled warmly at her, but his reception by Conway was short of being cold. 
Not to be put off, however, he joined in the conversation with them until he 
was dragged off by someone else. Unfortunately, the critic began to 
discourse on another subject. The chance had been lost... at least for the 
moment.


After a time he put his glass down.


"Call of the wild," he said. "Don't go away." He winked at her as he headed 
for the stairway.


She let Robert see her sitting alone, smiled at him, waited for him to 
return to his conversation and then stood up. She edged around outer corners 
of the room, skirting the body of dancers. She noticed that one girl had 
both hands inside the waist of her partners trousers. Then she began to 
climb the stairs.


Several rooms led off the landing at the top. She heard obvious gasps of 
lovemaking coming from a couple in one of the rooms. Another room had the 
door open and beyond its darkness she saw a thin streak of light coming from 
under a door. That must be the bathroom, she thought. She peered into the 
dark room. There was a bed in the corner and a couple were necking on it. 
They paid no attention to her as she stood outside the door.


She waited in the light of the landing until she heard the toilet flushing 
in the bathroom. The door opened throwing a flood of light across the 
intervening room and the critic came out. She moved forward and he saw her.


"The call of the wild is strong tonight," she said, moving towards him. It 
was more of an invitation rather than a statement.


He accepted the rather ambiguous statement without hesitation. He turned out 
the light in the bathroom and pulled her into the shadow. He kissed her, 
enveloping half her face in his mouth and straining her body to his until 
she was almost breathless.


"Let's make love," he whispered as he ran his lips over her willing face. 
His hands ran over her body, over the white swells of her breasts, closing 
over the soft mounds for a moment and then down her body to cup her buttocks 
in the strength of his hands.


He grabbed her buttocks roughly, pulled her hips towards his and bent her 
backwards.


He drew her towards the bed in the half-darkened room and then saw the 
couple already occupying it.


"Fuck," he said.


She hesitated for a moment, then said, "I'm with someone tonight, I might be 
missed."


He didn't seem to hear her, or else ignored her completely.


"Let's go back to my place-we can have privacy there."


She could feel a burning sensation growing between her legs and she wanted 
to have him make love to her, to totally impale her with his manhood, but 
she realized that if she succumbed now, there may not be another time.


She kissed him, putting her tongue in his mouth and rubbing her hips 
sensually against his stifling penis.


"Why don't we wait until we can be completely alone and we can make love 
properly, without any barriers!"


His passion, however was beginning to mount and he wasn't going to let her 
get away with her teasing so easily.


"I want you now, baby. You want me, too and I'm going to have you if I have 
to screw you right here on the landing!"


He refused to discuss the situation any further. He could barely stand the 
burning sensation between his legs and he was going to take this girl. She 
had teased him long enough and now she was going to get what she had been 
asking for!


He led her across the thick-carpeted landing from which the broad stairway 
ran to one side of the hallway into a suite of rooms beyond the open door 
where they were standing.


There were a few people in this section of the house, but some of the rooms 
were in darkness and he led her through one of the heavy wooden doors. He 
closed the door behind them and pulled her roughly to him, breathing hard.


''Where are we?" she asked softly.


"This is one of the bedrooms." he answered. "I know this place like the palm 
of my hand."


"But won't anyone just come in?"


"Don't worry. If they find someone's here first they'll leave. In any case, 
they won't be able to see who we are."


He took her glass and she heard him put it down somewhere, though she could 
hardly see anything in the darkness.


He came back to her and his lips came moistly down on hers, crushing them 
demandingly. She felt his teeth against hers and then his tongue probing 
between them.


"God, I want you badly," he said huskily. He could feel his penis straining 
against the cloth of his trousers, aching to be freed of this constraint.


He pushed her back onto the bed, kissing her neck and shoulders, while he 
ran down to envelop the fullness of her breasts.


"My clothes," she whispered. "We'll wrinkle them."


"Take them off," he whispered back, though it was more of a demand than a 
suggestion.


Slowly she got up and began a provocative striptease. She unzipped the back 
of her dress, letting it fall sensually over the top of her exposed breasts 
and fall lightly around her hips. Her brassiere did little to cover the 
ample, firm breasts that rose teasingly above the brief covering. She 
wriggled slightly, letting the dress fall to the floor. As she bent over to 
pick it up, her breasts fell loose from their binding until they hung down 
invitingly, full and soft. It was all he could do to restrain himself from 
grabbing out at the swaying mounds, but she moved backward, knowing that she 
was driving him insane with her slowness.


Finally she stood up, reached to unfasten her brassiere, but he reached out 
and grabbed the cloth from her body, and threw her onto the bed. She was 
clad only in her sheer stockings and garter belt, and shoes. He noticed ... 
she was not wearing any panties! God, she must be a hot little bitch!


She felt a thrilling desire to be naked, completely naked, on the silk 
coverlet she could now feel against her bare shoulders and thighs. She tried 
to reach down to unfasten her stockings, but he had her pinned to the bed, 
panting over her, as if he could hardly wait to get inside her.


Suddenly he released his grip and jumped up. In the darkness, she could hear 
rustlings as he quickly undressed. She took this opportunity to remove her 
stockings, kick off her shoes and she lay back voluptuously on the silk, 
feeling like a sexy Siamese cat from the luxury of it. She felt her breasts 
tenderly with her own hands, and the soft firmness of her belly and thighs.


"What luxury," she murmured throatily.


Conway came to her then, his breath coming rapidly. The moment his flesh 
touched hers, she quivered with sensual delight and he gritted out between 
his teeth. "My God, I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked 
before!"


"Please, please, do it, fuck me, fuck me good!" Her passion was 
uncontrollable and she wanted him to quench the burning fire between her 
legs and in her belly.


Their mouths locked together and she rubbed against him, stroking his hard 
cock with her slim fingers, drawing her nails gently over his testicles. He 
gasped a couple of times and his penis jerked up of its own volition from 
her pursuing fingers.


His mouth moved voraciously over her neck and shoulders, down to her hard, 
erect-nippled breasts. He sucked gently at the hardened buds, bringing gasps 
of mixed pleasure and pain from her with his little bites. Then his mouth 
moved away as he slid down her body. His lips covered her with little bites 
on her ribs, below the breasts, on her belly, and his tongue finally began 
to tickle her navel. After this brief exploration, he moved away, following 
the line directly down to the soft down of her pubis. He slid his hands 
under her buttocks and lifted them slightly. She felt his tongue on her 
thighs and the tightness in her belly became almost unbearable.


Her loins were a whirlpool of passion and she opened her thighs with a 
little moan.


Between them he found the warm lips of her cunt flowering open and licked 
them with a tongue which, too, seemed to tremble and tingle. Slowly his 
tongue entered her, its moisture mingling with her own and she slipped 
forward on the bed, moaning and held his head tight between her quivering 
thighs.


He continued to lick in a frenzied lust, and found her clitoris moving up to 
erection. He fastened on it and she began to wriggle her hips in little 
contracting movements as if she were trying to control her passion. She 
pulled his hair gently, her eyes closed in ecstasy. She wanted him now, she 
didn't want to wait, she was too ready.


"It was never like this," she whispered, choking on her words.


Her words seemed to ease the pain of his desire to absolutely rape her until 
she couldn't stand it anymore, and he moved onto her slithering body, 
feeling it warm and soft under him, feeling it quiver helplessly.


"Get on top of me," she breathed. "Fuck me, fuck me until I can't feel 
anymore!"


The drinks had made her slightly dizzy. The effect added to the illusion 
that she was just a personified well of desire, aching and longing. At this 
moment, nothing else mattered, not fame, not riches. Only this lovely, 
swirling, exultantly dizzying nucleus of pleasure between her legs which 
throbbed and pulsated under his attack.


She reached down under her thighs which she drew up gently and he felt her 
cool hand on his prick. Her hand created a shock into his rigid flesh and 
his uncircumcised foreskin ripped back and she gently guided him at her 
vagina until he could feel the moist, flesh warmth against his penis waiting 
for its entry.


"Darling, darling!" she whispered, losing the words in a groan which 
broadened and deepened as he thrust into her.


Her moist heat clamped him tightly inside her and he gasped as he began to 
give quick, aching thrusts into her vagina, thrusts which slowed and 
lengthened as he filled her yielding passage to deeper and deeper depths.


Under him, her body quivered and trembled and her nipples pushed into him 
with a pointed, erect pressure. Her warm belly brushed against his and her 
thighs clamped and undamped, holding and releasing him in waves of flesh 
warmth and air coolness.


"Oh, aaggghhh" he groaned as he felt the walls of her vagina squeezing along 
the length of his cock which seemed to expand and maintain a point just 
below the bursting point.


"Darling, darling," she whispered over and over again as she bucked and 
writhed under him. Her face moved from side to side, deep white marks 
appearing as if by magic on her lips where she bit them in her passion. 
Every so often her mouth came against his and her teeth bit into him as she 
sucked his tongue and forced her own between his Hps, panting warm breath 
into his throat.


With her pinioned by his arm of thick flesh, he thought of how many others 
had had her in just this way, holding her with big, demanding hands, digging 
into her most intimate core with pulsing, stiff rods, producing from just 
such gasps and perhaps movement while they groaned and sobbed out their 
coarse male passion into her slim, delicate girlish body.


He felt a chill course down his spine at the thought and gave an extra hard 
thrust which seared into her and brought forth a throat rasping groan.


"Oooooooh! Yeesssssss! Please!"


Did she ask everyone when they fucked her? The thought excited him. Here she 
was, begging to be impaled by his pulsating staff and he was going to give 
it to her! He lunged again, stabbing into her in a bludgeoning thrust which 
tore roughly deep into her cunt and she groaned and murmured, "Oh god! god!"


He slipped his hands down her sides and slid them under her moving buttocks, 
clasping them one in each hand, remembering that that was the very thought 
he had had the first time he'd seen her earlier in the evening ... to hold 
her buttocks in his bare hands.


They were tensing and untensing, firm, hollowed and then relaxed and flaccid 
around his fingers. He dug into the rounded cheeks with fierce pressure. He 
pulled her hips against him as he thrust inside her again, and he felt her 
pull back her thighs a little more to ease the impalement.


His fingers slipped over the taut, stretched flesh of her bottom and found 
the unconcealed tiny opening between the crease of her buttocks.


He dug into the crease with his finger, finding the tight elastic hole, and 
began to ease it into the unyielding orifice.


"Uuggggghhhhh," she cried. "You're hurting me!" But she was too caught up in 
the ache between her legs to really put up a fight.


He moved his finger, deeper and deeper into the soft warm depths of her 
rectum, bringing new gasps and exclamations from her silently working hps. 
He intruded another and felt the tight resistance slowly give as she screwed 
her buttocks back on his fingers and soon both were moving and circling in 
her and she was impaled in both of her orifices, and writhing in a wild, 
ecstatic abandon under the dual intrusion.


Her legs, on either side of his impaling, were jerking and wriggling out in 
the air in complete, uncontrolled abandon. He felt their warm fleshy 
pressure as they held him tight and then they would move off and she would 
pull them up to her shoulders or fling them out at right angles to her hips, 
moaning and gasping continuously.


Her eyes were closed all the time as her mouth worked and trembled, her neck 
was strained as she thrust back her head in the delicious intensity of her 
feeling.


Keith Conway was aware of no part of his body except his heavy, too-full 
penis which moved deeply in and out of her, lovingly clasped in the 
excruciating warmth of her vagina. He moved his fingers from her rectum, 
sliding them down through the stretched crease of her buttocks and into her 
thighs feeling the soft folds of her cunt clasping around him as his own 
prick moved into her, making the flesh yield and give way as it held his 
organ in a tight, contracting death-like grip. She was whining and the heat 
from her body seemed to envelop him like a warm glove.


"Oh darling, darling," she moaned. Her voice rose on a high, gasping note.


"I'm cumming ... now ... now... I'm cummmmmming!" she groaned and choked, 
full of unleashed passion.


He felt her hot, wet cavern widen, the pressure around his cock relaxed and 
then felt her hot, moist liquid surrounding his pulsating cock in her belly.


Hot and pulsating, he quickened the rate of his thrusts as she continued to 
moan, more gently now. He felt his own passion reaching up to a pin point of 
highly defined sensation at the very tip of his throbbing staff, all 
gathering in the aching head of his cock.


He gripped her buttocks and squeezed with a pulverising pressure, feeling 
her cringe, wanting, in a strange way, to hurt her as he reached up and up 
to that culminating point.


"Oh ... oh ... oh ... aagghhh!" he grunted and groaned and slowed his 
stroke, grinding slowly and deep so that his abdomen smacked firmly against 
the flanges of her vagina and his stiffness reached its farthest point in 
the recesses of her body. He felt himself cumming and pulled back her thighs 
to her shoulders, hearing her moan and applying all the pressure of his body 
down there at his loins and the long aching phallus which drove into her.


With a sudden wet, warm relief which was too much to bear, he shot into her, 
shot and shot into her all the pent-up emotion which had been building up in 
a great overwhelming relief which her warm, writhing body encouraged in him.


Trembling, he relaxed on her and she put her arms around him and lay there 
for several minutes, neither of them speaking.


Chapter 5


The party was still in full swing downstairs as they slowly got up and began 
to get dressed. Carolyn had just begun to straighten her stockings when 
suddenly the light went on in the room, blinding her momentarily.


"A very nice performance, young lady!" a voice said. She could not 
distinguish who it was, because her eyes had not yet adjusted to the light. 
She blinked, and slowly her eyes began to focus on not one, but a group of 
men sitting in chairs around the bed and staring at her naked body. She 
tried to hide her nudeness by grabbing her dress and holding it up against 
her, but it was futile. She started to run for the bathroom but one of the 
men had already crossed the room and was blocking her way. She began to 
tremble.


"Keith!" she called out, glancing around the room, looking for the man who 
had just been her lover. He was no where in sight. He had suddenly 
disappeared!


"Don't think that Keith will help you, sweetheart," another voice said. He 
gets his kicks by letting others watch his little seductions. By now, he's 
downstairs and having another drink.


She stood there frozen to the spot. What were they going to do to her! She 
couldn't believe that they would all try to take her, not with the party 
going on one floor below.


Suddenly, one of the men who had been speaking, a huge, burly man, moved 
toward her.


"Why be selfish, dearie," he whispered. "You seemed to enjoy a good 
screwing, so now it's my turn!"


The other voices chimed in, "Then mine," "Me, next!" She could not count how 
many men were standing there, nor did she have time, because the burly, 
coarse man grabbed her and threw her back onto the bed.


Standing over her, he pulled off his pants and his great penis swung rigidly 
into view. His testicles dangled loosely in a great profusion of black, wiry 
hair, which ran from the base of hjs penis to his chest.


He stood right over the girl, looking down on her soft textured skin, 
flexing his thighs so that his huge massive rod soared out in a tight, 
blood-filled desire over her. Her white porcelain skin lay completely 
revealed and her breasts swung lightly with their fullness.


Her eyes swept dazedly over the enormous genitals just above her, as if in 
some sort of nightmare she understood what was about to happen. She 
struggled to her feet, and faced this crude man pleadingly.


He caught her roughly and swallowed her mouth in his. She began to fight, 
weakly, she was still dissipated by her previous, violent love making. Her 
hands pushed vainly at the big fleshy body that was pressed possesively 
against hers.


His big, rough hands roamed over the soft, mounds of her breasts, crushing 
them, pinching the reddened nipples unmercifully. His hands swept in 
increasing urgency over her shoulders, her back and down to the voluptuous 
fruit of her buttocks. She knew now that she would not be able to escape.


She uttered little cries which were no more than lost whispers. She felt 
helpless to prevent the pain and humiliation which was about to come.


The crowd of men around the bed were breathing heavily. They could feel the 
tension building in their own loins, while they waited their turn at this 
helpless girl.


With a brutal heave, the man threw the girl, once more, back onto the bed. 
She lay there vulnerable, legs apart, crying slightly. He plunged down onto 
her, his body pressing hard onto the voluptuous curves of her flesh.


She uttered a low scream and tried once more weakly to push him off her. His 
hands trembled over the supple softness of her thighs, kneading the flesh, 
grasping it in ripples between his demanding fingers.


His mouth devoured her quivering breasts, biting them so that tooth marks 
were left on her white, flaccid skin, sucking the nipples so that groans of 
helpless horror were torn from her.


He moved up on her, swallowing her full hps with his once again. He pulled 
back her thighs against her efforts to flatten them to the bed and closed 
them under him. The lips leading to the soft, pink channel which was to give 
him brutal delight, were there, unguarded for all the room to see.


His hand went down to his penis, which was jerking convulsively between her 
thighs, brushing the skin of her vagina on way to find the tiny slit of her 
vagina for his entry. His rod with its great, bared head was almost purple 
with blood} as it rubbed teasingly against her vulnerable opening.


She lay there, arms outstretched as if in supplication. Her head was thrown 
back as if she could do no more, and with a quick hip-thrusting stab he 
plunged his huge cock deep .down into her body.


It seemed to enter with a tearing movement as her hips jerked frantically at 
the pain of the sudden impalement and a weird chilling scream grated from 
her hps.


He began to saw into her mercilessly while her body writhed from side to 
side and she moaned continuously in helplessness.


She still tried to push him weakly from her, but eventually gave up and lay 
with her whole body twitching under the pain from the pounding her body was 
undergoing in a blaze of fire between her legs.


The men who had been sitting in the chairs were now standing all around the 
bed, their trousers bulging from the genital pressure beneath.


Under the heavy weight of this crude man, her breasts rose sharply in 
suffocated heavings, her bottom slithered from side to side in an effort to 
relieve the pain of his relentless thrust and withdrawal. Her face was wet 
with tears from humiliation and shame, and every so often moaning with a 
sharp cry of pain. She had never had a man so huge inside her!


His great, throbbing penis slipped in and in with greater and greater ease 
until it was embedded deep in her belly as far as it would go between her 
wide flung legs.


His hands began to move over her body, clutching it all over in his passion. 
He caught her shoulders, her neck, clasped her face and pushed his fingers 
under her buttocks so that he cupped them firmly. He felt forward between 
her legs so that he could touch his own pulsing length of flesh bursting 
into her.


His mouth opened and he covered her wet face with hot, wet kisses. Grunts 
came from the depths of his throat and his tensing and untens-ing buttocks 
slowed to strong, slow pushes. He slithered his knees closer against her 
upturned buttocks as if he wanted to enter farther than was possible. He 
pushed her thighs wider and up over her head so that she looked almost 
unreal in her painful contorted position. Her body was almost bent double 
with her toes touching the mattress back on either side of her head.


He slowed his pushes into her upturned buttocks, grinding slowly, small 
gasps coming from his Hps, until suddenly a long, aching flood of breath 
hurtled from the very depths of his throat and coughed out into the room as 
his fast shooting river of sperm swept up into her battered passage and deep 
into the depths of her belly.


His gasps were accompanied by similar gasps and frenzied expressions around 
the room as he sank exhaustedly onto the girl, letting her legs flop back 
down almost Hfelessly on either side of him.


The other men standing around who were watching the rape of the girl, were 
hot and flushed, all waiting their turn on her helpless form.


Slowly, the first of the ravishers climbed off her body, leaving her 
sprawled and sobbing completely immobile on the bed. Her legs lay spread 
obscenely apart. She had no strength left to even close them.


The indignities to her were far from finished, however. The next man was 
already to take her. Excited beyond the point where the other men could 
control themselves, she was raped several times in succession until she lay 
half-conscious on the bed.


She was then forced to her knees, her buttocks stretched apart. The smooth, 
supple skin pulled aside to uncover the tight unyielding elastic orifice of 
her rectum. One after the other the men forced themselves, with considerable 
difficulty into the back channel of her body.


The girl was almost insane with humiliation and pain, sobbing 
uncontrollably. Why hadn't someone done something to help her? Didn't the 
people downstairs reaHze what was going on, or was it that they just didn't 
care!


She was just beginning to relax, thinking that the massacre of her body had 
been finished,, when a short, fat man walked over to the side of the bed. He 
leered down at her helpless body and began to unzip the fly of his trousers.


"No, no, please ... no more." she moaned. But he ignored her pleas. A lewd 
grin of delight shining on his face.


"Sorry, I was a Httle late for the festivities, but the word's around 
downstairs that you're quite a Httle piece of tail, and I've come to get my 
share."


She looked at him horrified. What would this horrible, fat man do to her. 
She had been violated in every possible way already and she was so dazed 
that another would kill her!


But this man had other indignities in mind for her.


Suddenly there was a movement around her head and she could feel the 
mattress of the bed begin to sink under his heavy weight. His fingers were 
fumbling with her hps, trying to force them apart. She bit the intruding 
fingers and he stopped momentarily.


"You little bitch," his fingers began to force her mouth cruelly open. She 
opened her eyes slowly and saw him kneeling just above her head, his erect 
penis jerking and pulsing.


She was horrified by this fat little man as he played with himself, bringing 
his erect staff to complete fullness and his breath came rapidly.


"Now, my little one, you are going to kiss it, lick it," he breathed 
huskily.


The thought of this horrible little man's penis in her mouth made her feel 
nauseous, and she wanted to SGream. But before she could react, he forced 
her mouth open with his prying fingers and shoved his stiff, throbbing 
phallus against her unwilling mouth.


He lifted her head with the flat of his palm, forcing her face forward so 
that the head of his cock was burrowing between her hps. She tried to keep 
her teeth clenched together, but he was not to be denied, and with an extra 
jfhrust he forced his throbbing penis deep into the warm, wet cavern of her 
mouth. She could feel the hugeness of his prick as it slithered back and 
forth up and down the length of her tongue, filling her mouth completely 
with its thick fleshy hardness.


The man became more incited at the view of his penis being completely 
devoured by this lovely young girl as his hands held her head immobile in a 
vice-like grip.


She struggled against the cruel, obscene rape of her mouth, but it was 
useless as he quickened his thrusts in and out of this orifice. He never 
quite pulled it completely out of her hps and she thought that she would 
choke for lack of air, but he plunged on unheedingly to her stifled moans.


She closed her eyes again, not being able to stand the humiliation to which 
she was being subjected. She felt numb, void of feeling, m.:nb to everything 
that was happening around her. In a trance-like state she heard the man 
commanding her, "Suck it, baby. Suck it, nice!"


She obeyed unthinkingly. She was afraid of the further pain she may have to 
endure if she did not obey his every command. Her hps slowly began to nibble 
at the thrusting instrument, and she choked and sputtered at first until she 
became accustomed to the unn?+ural rape of her mouth. She tried not to think 
about what was happening, but everytime he pushed forward deeper into her 
throat, she could feel his testicles bouncing against her chin in a cruel, 
depraved reminder of what was happening to her.


The saliva in her mouth grew and grew. It was becoming slightly sticky now 
as tiny emissions of fluid seeped from the end of his wildly thrusting cock.


She could feel his hips straining and wriggling below her bobbing head as 
though he were in the last spasmodic thrust of passion before his climax.


"Oh god," she thought. He can't cum in my mouth, I'll be sick!


His fingers were now planted firmly into her hair, forcing her head up and 
down over the end of his pulsating, fleshy rod as though it were just 
another vagina into which he was about to spew his hot sperm, in animal 
lust. His eyes bore down on her watching the flesh of her hps clasped 
tightly around him.


She could feel the stretching and expanding of his cock inside her mouth 
until she thought she could take no more of this massive staff. She moaned 
pitiously, and had never felt so helplessly used and debauched in her life.


She began to suck his throbbing instrument harder, trying to culminate this 
terrible rape of her mouth as quickly as possible. There was nothing else 
that she could do. He was not going to show her any mercy and she knew it. 
She just hoped that he was the last one who would make demands on her 
aching, violated body.


Suddenly, the man jerked his hips, .sinking the full length of his cock deep 
into her gasping throat. She fought to breathe, but it was hopeless as 
suddenly his sperm erupted in the warm wet interior of her sucking cavern. 
Obscenities rushed from his lips as his hot, thick liquid squirted into her 
throat. She sucked and swallowed, draining all of the hot sperm from his 
penis, trying to deflate his rod and relax the pressure in her mouth. It 
seemed to last for an eternity, her mouth was filled with the pungent taste 
of his sperm and lust. Finally it jerked one last long jerk and softened 
beneath her swirling tongue. She lost consciousness and was unaware of the 
soft, slimy fleshy rod as it slipped wetly out from between her lip. The 
fat, Httle man fell backwards on the headboard, completely, sadistically 
satisfied.


It was hours later when she awakened. She looked around the room, confused 
at first, then realizing where she was and remembering exactly what had 
happened.


What had happened to Robert? Hadn't he worried when she disappeared from the 
party and gone upstairs. Evidently not, she thought exhaustedly, or he would 
have come after me. Perhaps, he was involved in a Httle orgy of his own. 
This was some group! She guessed that she had been provided especially for 
the evening's entertainment. Well, she would get her due out of it if it 
took an orgy every night for a year!


Slowly and achingly she walked to the bathroom and washed her sperm-stained 
and bruised body and got dressed. She could still hear music coming from the 
den downstairs, and wondered if the party could possibly still be going on. 
She heard faint giggles coming from several of the rooms on the second 
floor, but they came from obvious love-making and not from the party 
festivities.


After fixing her makeup and brushing her hair, she started down the stairs 
to the first floor. As she reached the bottom landing, she could smell a 
strange odor coming from the direction of the den. She stopped momentarily, 
took a deep breath and realized that it was the sweet, pungent odor of 
marijuana or hash.


So that's what has been going on! No wonder no one came to help me-they 
could all care less!


She walked into the den, completely unnoticed by anyone. Everyone seemed to 
be in a trance, just listening to the music and purring leisurely on the 
"joints" that were being passed around from person to person.


She knew that a lot of people did smoke pot, there were always articles in 
the San Francisco papers about the hippy raids and marijuana, hashish and 
"speed", but she had never really tried it herself.


The room was filled with a sickening sweet smell, and she was still a bit 
dizzy from the drinks, regardless of the gangbang that had taken place on 
her body. She searched through the smoke-filled room to find Robert. She 
found him sitting next to a very attractive brunette and obviously engrossed 
with her charms.


Well, at least he's still here, she thought. She couldn't see any of the men 
who had savagely ravished her upstairs, not even the drama critic.


Perhaps they have left, or else they have some other poor girl cornered in 
another part of the house. This was no longer her problem and slowly, but 
surely, she was beginning to regain her composure after her nightmare 
experience.


She chose a seat next to a fairly attractive man who was just taking a 
"tote" on the cigarette. Unconsciously he passed it to her. She paused for a 
moment and then took a drag of the raggedly rolled tobacco. She held the 
smoke in her lungs for as long as possible. She had learned that this was 
the proper way to smoke a "Joint," cupping her hand around the cigarette and 
losing no more of the precious smoke as was avoidable. The fumes were acrid 
and she had to fight back a fit of coughing. After a few more tries, 
however, she began to get the jist of it and she could feel her head getting 
fighter. A curious, slowing down of time occurred. It required a terrific 
effort just to turn her head from side to side. She smoked the reefer down 
to the last half inch and then crushed its remains in an ashtray.


The man sitting next to her asked, "How does it feel?" His words seemed to 
be coming from a very long way away. Her mouth felt hot and stale. Hundreds 
of important, but disconnected thoughts were flooding her mind, rushing 
through her brain so quickly that she found it impossible to catch hold of 
any of them for more than a moment.


"I'm fine ... okay," she said slowly, falling backwards to rest on one 
elbow.


"I didn't realize it worked so quickly," she murmured.


"It ought to," the man smiled. "It's very expensive stuff, the best you can 
buy!" He put his hand on her knee, his fingers rubbing lightly. "This is the 
first time you've turned on, isn't it?"


She nodded. She felt wonderful, glowing inside with confidence, wisdom and 
tranquility, but she didn't want to talk, she just wanted to sit there very 
quietly and commune with herself.


What seemed to be hours later, a hand was firm on her shoulder. "You're 
tripping too far out, you'd better let me take you home."


She looked up and saw an attractive middle-aged man standing over her. She 
had seen him talking with Robert earlier, but had no idea who he was, and 
she didn't care in her euphoric state.


He gripped her arm and steered her out onto the street. "I didn't expect it 
to knock you out like that! You look half stoned! Where are you staying?" he 
asked.


Carolyn shook her head, all of a sudden she couldn't remember. It had just 
been a matter of hours since she had arrived in New York and so much had 
happened. Now, the marijuana had left her completely uncaring and senseless. 
It was all she could do to even remember, l|er own name.


"You'd better come home with me, in that case," he told her. "I dread to 
think what would happen to you if I turn you loose in that state.


By the way, my name is Bill Sanderson. I saw you with Robert Jarvis, 
earlier, right?"


"I'm okay, really. I feel great." The words reverberated in her head, 
spinning and echoing through her mind in never-ending whirlpools of 
profundity. She looked at the street lights. They seemed to be flickering 
and shining like highly-colored searchlights. Everything was heightened, the 
sound her heels made on the sidewalk, the rustle of her dress as it blew 
softly against her legs. She passed the short walk to Bill's apartment in a 
bewildered, but terrific state of awe. The riotous fairyland of colored 
lights on the passing cars and busses hypnotised her.


When Bill led her into his room, her marr ana intoxication had settled down 
into a blissful, totally relaxed glow that seemed to hover around her like 
an angelic aura. She was growing used to the state of mind it produced now 
and found that she was able to control the effects which it induced. She 
looked around, her eyes taking in the untidy, disordered room. Books were 
scattered everywhere, records, in and out of their jackets, littered the 
floor, ashtrays were full and overflowing and the cheap carpet was burned in 
several places by cigarette butts.


Bill tipped a pile of books off the sofa and sat down next to Carolyn.


"Would you like to hear some music under it?" he asked. She nodded slowly 
and he picked up a record at random from the pile on the floor and slipped 
it onto the stereo. In a moment, she heard strange, discordant sounds 
filling the small room.


"What's that?" she asked. The chords were becoming slowly familiar to her, 
though she was certain that she'd never heard the music before. The notes 
were stretched out to almost infinite length, suddenly cutting off. Harsh, 
driving percussion bit into the silences of the pianos.


"It's Bartok," he said. "The sonata for two pianos and percussion. Do you 
like it?" Again, she nodded. They sat in silence until the record ended. "It 
even sounds better under LSD," he said. "Have you ever tried that?" She 
shook her head.


"You really are from the sticks, aren't you?" he said teasingly.


Despite the bolstering effect of the "pot," she felt her face turning red. 
"I'd hardly say that," she said defensively. "I'm here in New York to do a 
play with Robert Jarvis, and I've lived in San Francisco before that. That's 
hardly the sticks."


"Hey," he said, putting his finger over her lips. "What's this all about. I 
was just teasing you." He rubbed his finger slowly along her mouth, pushing 
it lightly against her teeth.


"Besides, I'm trying to help you, aren't I?" He moved a bit closer to her 
and he began to draw her toward him.


"You know, I like you! I could get to like you a lot more____"


Bill put his other arm around her neck pulling her face down onto his. He 
kissed her gently at first, working his hps against her mouth until she felt 
herself mellowing and responding. His fingers caressed her cheek, curling 
around the lobe of her ear and tickling gently at her neck. Finally he 
pulled his mouth away, giving her a quick gentle bite on the neck.


"There! That's much friendlier, isn't it?" he asked.


He bent down and put another record on. This one was even more advanced. A 
piano, apparently tinkled at random, accompanied by a barrage of 
odd-sounding percussion. He leaned back and put his arm around her again, 
snapping off the fight and leaving the room lit only by the faint flow from 
an electric fireplace.


His arm tightened around her shoulder and he cuddled her in a warm embrace. 
Her apprehensive mood passed as rapidly as it had come. A feeling of great 
tenderness came over her, a feeling of belonging.


He kissed her again, this time forcing her back until she lay full length on 
the sofa bed. He stretched out beside her, one leg resting between her 
thighs.


They kissed deeply, tongues meeting in a wet, intimate merge. Her eyes were 
closed tightly and she could feel the throb of the music pass into her body 
and become part of her desire. She could feel his penis beginning to 
stiffen, pushing through his trousers and pulse gently against her thigh. 
Even through the slacks, she could imagine that it was throbbing against her 
bare skin!


He reached down the front of her dress until his fingers cupped the hard, 
heavy swell of her breast. He squeezed the firm, resilient mound familiarly 
through the thin, scanty covering of her brassiere, rubbing his fingers 
teasingly at the rising bud of the nipple.


She stirred slightly in his arms and her hands left him. He felt her 
brassiere pull away easily as he tugged at it, spilling her milky white 
breasts succulently out of the cups and his other hand groped to pull the 
flimsy covering completely away from her body.


His fingers sank eagerly into her bared, rounded breasts, both hands 
fondling and caressing their fullness. His hands were simply not large 
enough to completely encompass them, so he contented himself with raking 
large fingerfuls of the soft, white orbs, burying his hands completely in 
the small, hard-nippled peaks.


The thrill of handling Carolyn's large nipples, caressing the quivering red 
stalks over and over again, so engrossed him that he was completely unaware 
that she had unbuttoned his shirt and was running her long, skillful fingers 
across his own chest. The sudden tingle as she scratched her nails into his 
nipples made him ttvist and gouge into her mammoth breasts withi, sudden, 
renewed fury.


She played briefly with his chest, then slid her hand downwards, unfastening 
his belt and zipping his fly open. All thoughts of the gang of men she had 
just taken on were gone from her dope-dimmed mind. He raised himself 
slightly, helping her to pull his trousers off. She slid her caressing 
fingers up the inside of his thigh, finally closing them over the throbbing 
bulge of his penis. It pulsed wildly through his thin shorts and she slowly 
pulled them down, lifting the elastic band carefully over his hot, rigid 
staff.


His penis burst gratefully out of its confinement, sticking up rigidly, 
jerking in the air, against his stomach. She gently closed her hand around 
it, beginning to ride the loose foreskin up and down. She pulled the skin 
tightly over the crown, then let it slide back again to reveal the smooth, 
pink head throbbing gently in the air.


Again, she raised the foreskin ... down again ... repeating the action with 
ever faster strokes of her tightly holding fingers.


Bill released one of her breasts so that he could feel the rounded curve of 
her bottom. He worked his hand underneath the girl's body until it closed 
over the cheek of one proudly jutting buttock. He rubbed his fingers all 
over the tightly clothed cheek, glorying in the loose supple feel of the 
beautiful rounded ass.


"Mmmmmmmmm," she whispered into his mouth. She moved her hps a fraction of 
an inch away from his so that she could murmur to him.


"Your cock feels so hard, darling. What would you like to do with it? 
Mmmmmmm?"


He shivered expectantly. Carolyn was rubbing his cock up and down furiously 
and he could see her eyes shining in the faint glow from the fire.


He let a finger steal into the crease of her buttocks, rubbing along the 
warm, wet indentation with firm, lusty strokes.


"You know damn well what I want to do with it." he told her, huskily. His 
voice seemed to be coming from a long way away. It didn't seem to belong to 
him at all!"


Carolyn made her fingers slide smoothly over the very tip of his penis. She 
caressed the crown in a tantalising, slow-motion action, rubbing across the 
tiny opening at the end.


"You want to put it in there?" she asked in a throaty whisper, meaning the 
place where he had been stroking her.


He couldn't trust himself to speak. He nodded urgently at her. She wriggled 
herself out of his arms and jumped to her feet.


"Wait just a minute," she murmured. The marijuana had unleashed a new 
brazen, bold desire in her. She could feel a tightening grow between her 
legs and she wanted to be screwed, screwed properly, endlessly! And ... she 
found herself almost wishing she were back in the room with all those men 
now.


He watched as she slipped out of her dress, letting it fall carelessly to 
the floor. She\ moved slowly, parading in front of him, teasingly. She which 
cut tantalizingly into the soft marble flesh was dressed only in her 
stockings and garter belt of her thighs.


She felt extremely sexy and knew that she was driving him to a frenzied peak 
of sexual desire by her slow striptease. The marijuana, instead of numbing 
her senses the way alcohol did, was actually stimulating her. She was 
certain of it. Everything that was happening to her was enhanced, given an 
increased dimension-a mixture of sight, sound and smell. She could feel her 
senses expanding in a luxurious unveiling of hitherto unknown sensual 
delights.


The pale red glow from the fire gave her bare breasts a tinge of flame-like 
splendor. She locked her hands behind her neck, making them protrude out 
even more prominently. She shook her shoulders slightly and her full firm 
globes v*ob-bled from side to side, swaying sensously in the half fight. She 
posed like that for what seemed to him to be an eternity. Finally she came 
over to him, taking her place on the couch beside his half-nude body.


His penis was jerking wildly against his body, erect and ready, ready to be 
satisfied. The burning sensation in his loins had to be quenched.


She offered her body to him once more, this time without the distraction of 
clothing.


He took her breasts in his hands again, lifting and rubbing them carefully. 
It seemed as if he had all the time in the world. There was not the 
slightest need to hurry. He teased her nipples, pressing them in his 
fingers, flicking them so that they bounced on her white fleshy breasts in a 
slight jiggling motion.


Carolyn returned her fingers to their caressing of his penis, taking the 
thick, pulsing shaft in her hand and massaging it tenderly.


She put his cock between her thighs, squeezing them together firmly on 
either side of the trapped, throbbing weapon. Gyrating her hips in a slow, 
sensual grind, she made his manhood leap heatedly against the firm, soft 
flesh of her loins, the softness of her pubic hair brushing teasingly 
against the head.


His legs were pressed tightly against hers, his penis swallowed up 
completely between her soft, clasping thighs.


He pinched the enormous cherries of her breasts between his thumb and 
forefinger, gently at first, then very hard, until she moaned in pain.


She moved against him, pressing her mouth onto his, kissing him wetly, her 
pink tongue darting quickly against his teeth.


He could feel his penis sliding backwards and forwards against the vee of 
her loins, slipping sexually in a sideways motion up and down on the swollen 
hps of her vagina. Fires burnt brightly in his brain. He felt himself 
beginning to lose all control. Pushing fiercely at her body, he withdrew his 
cock from her thighs, not Wanting to cum now and end their love making 
before he had fucked her the way he wanted to.


He grabbed her arms, forcing her to turn over onto her belly. He lowered 
himself down on her, pointing his shaft between the supple, smooth cheeks of 
her buttocks. He let his penis throb and jerk softly against the tight 
quivering crease and had to fight back the sadistic urge to plunge deep into 
her without any preparation at all.


She moaned softly beneath him, her body bucking slightly against the 
hardness of his manhood. His hands began to massage the softness of her 
buttocks, slowly separating the cheeks so that he could have access to the 
tiny, elastic hole hidden there. He pushed his penis against the tight 
orifice, clamping her supple bottom rigidly apart, hands on both ample 
cheeks, staring down, fascinated by her exposed rear passage.


He took his penis in both hands, steering it carefully into her back 
entrance, and pushed slowly against the resisting opening.


"Aaaaaghhhhh," she gasped. She was still sore from the evening's earlier 
violations against her, but she still wanted him. Her desire had mounted to 
such a height that nothing mattered except that he fuck her ... no matter 
how he did it!


He found the tiny opening and began to ram harder and harder into her 
rectum. His own buttocks clenched and unclenched as he began to drive it 
into the tight, resisting hole as though his life depended on it. His face 
contorted into a raging mask of sudden passion and desire.


She gasped and moaned, but offered no resistance despite the difficulties 
and obvious pain she was suffering. She merely squirmed her bottom back up 
onto his striving cock, aiding him as much as she could.


"Don't worry about hurting!" she gasped. "It doesn't matter. Just get it in! 
Please, please, aaggghhhhhh, darling. Get it in!"


His lust was maddened even further by her compliance and demands on his 
body. He forced the head of his penis firmly up into the pursed orifice of 
her rectum.


The sounds of the cacophonous music seemed to fill his head, the strident 
discords and the relentless, crazed percussion drove him on in his mad quest 
for satisfaction.


He bore down on her, twisting the white resilient cheeks of her ass cruelly 
apart, feverishly kissing her bare white shoulders.


His penis stuck and he had to push harder and with a quick hip thrusting 
stab he worked it into her a little more, inching his remorseless way into 
her tightly gripping buttocks.


Then, at last he penetrated her completely.


With a last buttock flattening shove he drove his cock all the way into the 
clinging orifice, feeling it sink deeper and deeper into her up-tilted 
rectum.


She was writhing in agony underneath him. It hurt like fire, but she was in 
ecstasy ... a lovely, sensual pain tearing through her loins.


He remained fully imbedded deep inside her for a few minutes until he got 
his breat i back. He was dizzy and panting with the heat of the obscene 
struggle he had just gone through. Then, slowly, he began to climb back up 
the hills of his desire, easing his shaft carefully out of her buttocks, 
pausing, then driving it deeply into her again... again... more... and 
again.


He found his rhythm and she began to raise and lower her buttocks under him, 
helping him to give her rectum a long, ecstatic, fucking. He stroked the 
lovely curves of her bottom, feeling intense pleasure grip his body as he 
kneaded and caressed the luscious white mounds hollowing and jerking in 
front of his very eyes.


Carolyn's hands slipped down to, her vagina and she began to insert her 
fingers into the moist vulnerable opening. She could feel his cock through 
the thin membrane as she fingered herself. She could feel him as he surged 
in and out of her tight, fragile rectum.


He could also feel her fingers as they slowly began to move inside her 
denied vagina. They caressed his pulsing knob through the thin layer of skin 
which separated her rectum from her vaginal passage. It maddened him, 
sending waves of hot, violent lust beating through his body. He speeded the 
in and out tempo of his cock into her back passage. It tore viciously into 
the tight, resisting channel, making her groan and moan in masochistic 
urgent cries that begged him not to stop.


"Fuck me ... harder ... don't stop, don't stop, not yet!" she moaned under 
him, as her hips thrust back at his grinding pelvis in lustful fury.


He felt a sudden desire to join her fingers inside her vagina. He left the 
fondling of her buttock cheeks reluctantly and slid both hands beneath her 
thighs, feeling the superbly soft flesh on the inside of her legs.


His hands joined hers and he gripped her wrists tightly to let her know that 
she was to keep her own fingers where they were. Then he began to ease his 
forefinger into the well lubricated slit alongside of her. He could feel the 
intriguing button of her clitoris under his thumb, and he gave the erect 
point an intimate press, making the hardness squash back against the fleshy 
inner Hps of her vagina.


"Oh daddy! Oh god!" she whispered. "Harder ... please... fuck me harder!"


Obediently, he urged his cock even more savagely into her rectum. He could 
feel her breath, hot and sweet on his face.


"That's right, darHng! Oh god, it's so-tight! So fucking tight!" he moaned.


His fingers, working with hers in her open vagina, were suddenly and without 
warning an-nointed with her wet hot fluid cascading around their thrusting 
hands.


"Oh yes ... yesssssss, I'm dimming, I'm dimming now. Fuck me ... don't 
stop!"


He could feel the tightening within nis own loins and he was about to burst. 
Hisv testicles were about to explode. It was impossible to resist any 
longer! The urge to send his sperm shooting deep into her tight rear orifice 
was overwhelming. The engulfing walls of her rectum were clinging tightly to 
his penis and he launched himself violently on an uncontroUable, unstoppable 
trip to eternity.


"Aaaagggggghhhhhh, yes, yes, yes. Here I cum ... now. I'm filling you! I'm 
filHng you!"


She thrust her hips back against him, totaUy impaling herself on his massive 
rod and they rocked out their cHmaxes together.


Maybe it was the pot, she thought, but never before had she experienced so 
intense and so prolonged an orgasm!


His hot, desperate sperm boiled out of him and into her waiting buttocks, 
gushing, jetting, filling her to capacity.


She fitted her hips right off the bed to receive every bit of his tribute, 
clenching her buttocks, clamping them possessively around the thick, 
powerful stalk that impaled her to the hilt.


When he had finished she still wouldn't release his penis, keeping it 
securely jammed into her rectum with a tense locking of her muscles.


Only when his pulsing staff began to lose its stiffness, did she permit it 
to escape her.


She turned over to face him once more. He kissed the softness of her mouth, 
letting the fullness of her sweet, Hpsticked Hps press softly against his 
own.


The music had stopped long ago, but Carolyn's head was still filled with the 
marijuana. It was still working strongly, sending ecstatic, dreamy thoughts 
through her mind. Thoughts of the depraved sexual fantasies that had so 
recently become a reafity to her.


"It's not just the hash that made it so good, was it?" she asked him.


He smiled at her, ruffling her hair affectionately.


"It had better not be!" he answered. "I hope that / had something to do with 
it!"


"Oh, but it makes everything better," she sighed contently. "Music, sex ... 
even just sitting and thinking!"


He kissed her again, and she melted towards him.


They closed their eyes, neither of them wanting to talk. It was enough just 
to lie together, savoring the experience.


She could feel herself starting to drop off to sleep. She forced her eyes 
open. "Bill ..." she asked. Before she slept there was something she wanted 
to get settled, something important, something she might not have the nerve 
to say in the morning.


"Mmmmmmmmrrt," he answered.


She rubbed herself sleepily against him, her arms wound tightly around his 
waist.


"Can I move in here with you?" She waited breathlessly for his reply, her 
heart hammering. It meant so damned much to her. She hated that hotel room, 
though she had not even spent one night there, but she thought that living 
with him would be so much better... and unquestionably, more fun!


Bill opened his eyes and smiled at her.


"If you want to," he said. "If you really want to. But it can't be 
permanent, you know. I have lots of friends ... stay with me for a week if 
you like, see how things go." He looked at her seriously.


"There is a risk, you know," he went on. "I handle drugs and the police...."


She shook her head impatiently. "What kind of a creep do you think I am?" 
she demanded, suddenly beligerent. "I'm not afraid of the police. If you can 
take chances, so can I."


"Okay, okay," he soothed. "But don't say I didn't warn you. Now ... relax!"


A little sullenly, she curled up in his arms again. What did she care about 
the police-she wasn't scared of anything or anybody right now. Nothing could 
ever make her fearful! A renewed feeling of omnipotence surged through her 
and she enjoyed a timeless fantasy of power and glory before finally 
slipping into a dreamless, satisfied sleep.


Bill opened his eyes briefly when he felt her heavy, even breathing. He 
looked at her young, innocent face a little sadly. He wondered how long 
she'd last in the frantic dangerous circle which he himself knew so well. He 
also wondered how long he would continue to survive, and how long he wanted 
to survive....


The next day she went back to her dingy hotel room and started to pack the 
belongings which she had brought with her to New York when she heard herself 
being paged on the hallway speaker. Slowly she walked to the phone, knowing 
that it would be Robert wanting to know how she did last night. She didn't 
want to have to tell him about Bill, he wouldn't approve. After all, he had 
brought her to the East to further her career, for her to meet famous and 
influential people, not to go off and live with a n'eer-do-well, much less 
one who was involved with illegal sale of narcotics.


She wondered if Robert had met Bill or if he had known him from before. 
Evidently that set just kept him around for their supply of pot, hash and 
pills. He really didn't fit otherwise.


"Hello darling," the voice said. "Did you have a good and profitable time 
last evening? I didn't see you around for a few hours-who were you 
screwing?" His voice was calm, but she detected a slightly jealous tone to 
it. That's surprising, she thought to herself, I didn't think he cared who I 
screwed as long it would do me some good and in turn look good for him!


"I had a marvelous time, sweetheart. Met a lot of very interesting people as 
well as some very weird ones. New York certainly has their share, doesn't 
it?" She tried to fake a carefree laugh, hoping that he wouldn't detect that 
she was hiding something from him.


"Well, listen pet, I hate to give you such short notice, but the cast is 
getting together tonight, sort of a get-acquainted shindig, and, of course, 
you should be there. That is unless Samuel Gold-wyn or someone has asked you 
out, promising to take you back to the West Coast and make you a star! It 
always seems to happen that way, you know ... backwards."


She hesitated for a moment and said, "Sure Robert, I'll be there. What 
time?"


There would be plenty of time tonight to tell him about the new living 
arrangement she was contemplating. Maybe he would understand after all, but 
she rather doubted it. She would have to stop by Bill's apartment before she 
left to meet Robert and explain that she wouldn't be able to see him until 
later that night, or maybe not until the following morning. She thought 
about the passionate and brutal, yet tender love she had shared with him the 
night before and she felt a tensing between her legs just from the very 
thought. He was such a gentle lover and she didn't realize that she could 
feel such desire in so short a period of time, but he had aroused some 
hidden feelings that had been lying dormant inside her.


Her packing would have to wait until tomorrow because she barely had time to 
make herself presentable for whatever it was going to be tonight. The 
thought of another party, with a new group of pseudo-sophisticates, out and 
out phonies, with a scattering of some real high rollers was not the most 
enticing thought, but she would have to grin and bear (or bare) it, whatever 
the case may be!


She laughed to herself as she stepped into the shower. So this was New York, 
the big city, the city where she would make it or break it, regardless of 
whom she had to make it with! So far she hadn't seen too much of the sights, 
just the party and the dirty apartment that Bill called home.


She asked the man at the desk to call her a taxi which arrived moments later 
and she was ofi ... off to another festive evening. She said it to herself 
rather bitterly. Last evening was far from festive, unless you considered a 
gang bang a hell of a lot of fun. Some people must get their kicks that way, 
but one at a time for me, she mused.


Robert met her outside the theatre and gave her an affectionate squeeze on 
the arm and led her inside into a large room where everyone else was 
waiting. Some of the faces looked familiar and she wondered sardonically how 
many of them had been in on her gang fuck last evening. Maybe if all the men 
dropped their pants she would be able to tell one from the other. This 
thought struck her funny and she laughed out loud.


"What's so funny, sweet?" Robert asked. "Bid I do something to amuse you?"


"No, it's nothing, really. I was just thinking out loud and it struck me 
funny. Remind me to tell you about it later."


The cast of characters were all standing around trying to impress each other 
wifih their various credits of on-Broadway and off-Broadway performances, 
probably none of which were entirely true.


She turned to Robert, "This whole world is a lot of tinsel, isn't it?" He 
detected a note of bitterness in her tone.


"Really now. What has made you change your mind about theatre people all of 
a sudden? I can remember when you were happy if someone introduced you to 
the Stage Manager of a second-rate theatre."


T guess you're right. Fin just in a bum moocf today. Guess everything is 
happening too fast for a poor country girl like me!"


"You left the country a long time ago, sweetie, say starting when you met 
me!"


When everyone had arrived, Robert stood up and announced that after the 
meeting they were all going to a little coffee house in the Village for some 
relaxation and good jazz.


The Village! She had forgotten to tell Bill that she wouldn't be over 
tonight! Damn! Well, she would do it right after they were through here, and 
that shouldn't take too long.


About eleven o'clock everyone packed into cars and cabs and headed for 
Bleecker Street. She was amazed at all the people that were still walking on 
the streets at this hour, all of them seeming to be in such a hurry. Well, 
she would just have to adjust to this new way. She was glad that Bill didn't 
go at this rapid pace, he took each moment and each day as they came, 
neither hurrying or worrying about what was going to happen tomorrow.


The coffee house was dimly lit and she could hear the faint lilting of a 
clarinet and piano coming from one corner of the room. It took her eyes a 
few minutes to get used to the darkness, but she managed to find a table in 
one of the corners and waited for some of the others to join her.


Robert followed close behind, this time accompanied by a striking brunette 
who looked like she might be one of the dancers in the show if her legs had 
anything to do with it. They sat down and he ordered a coffee and brandy for 
everyone, introducing Carolyn to the beautiful woman who was Sara Gardner, a 
part-time model and actress. The rest of the time she was either married or 
being kept by someone, Robert explained.


She laughed at his light treatment of her rather unorthodox life and told 
Carolyn that it really wasn't exactly how it sounded. Although she had done 
rather well in her marriages, financially that was, she still liked to refer 
to herself as an actress purely from the ego standpoint, somehow it sounded 
better than the ex-Mrs. so and so.


"If there is anyone in town who can show you around from a woman's 
standpoint, Satfa is the gal to do it," he added.


"I'd be delighted to give you the low. down on where to go, where not to go 
and introduce you to some people who would be good for you to meet if you're 
interested."


"That would be a wonderful help. Honestly, I think that it is going to take 
me forever to get adjusted to this way oi life."


"Nonsense," she quipped. "All you need is a lot of guts, keep your legs 
open, and a man with a lot of money and you have it knocked! It's as simple 
as that!"


Carolyn could tell from the look that Robert gave her that this woman was 
definitely one she should become friendly with ... at all costs, so she made 
a luncheon date with her for the following day.


She had a strange feeling about Sara that she couldn't pinpoint, but she 
brushed it off without giving it too much further thought. It was probably 
just because she had met so many different people and she couldn't go around 
thinking that everyone was strange. Besides who was she to cast stones, her 
life was far from lily white and pure.


The next afternoon she met Sara at a small uptown restaurant on Third Avenue 
where they sat and drank martinis for several hours.


"Maybe it's none of my business," Sara interjected, "But Robert is a little 
concerned about your association with Bill Sanderson.... Oh yes, he saw you 
leave with him last night, he doesn't miss a trick, the sly bastard!"


She really didn't know what to say, but it really wasn't necessary as Sara 
went on to clarify her statement.


"You see, I used to know Bill very well and he had a habit of getting other 
people "on the habit" so to speak. Drugs are a dangerous thing, I know," she 
said, showing her some fading needle marks on her arm. "It isn't easy to 
break away from a scene like that. You become so desperate that you will do 
just about anything. Let me tell you what it's done to me! And brace 
yourself, because I'm not going to spare the details."


Her story began by telling Carolyn that she, too, had once been Bill's 
"girlfriend."


"He's a tough boy in his way ... very tough! When I got to know him I was a 
model. He had money and a certain zest for life, and I was crazy about him 
in a stupid way. I could see he was no good, but nonetheless I fell for him. 
He represented a life of fun and "I don't give a damn's." His money was 
coming illegally, this I knew, but I didn't know that he was going to treat 
me like dirt ... that there were many other women, that he'd knock me 
around, that he'd involve me in his "business."


"Even so, I put up with it, hating myself for doing it, but unable to break 
from the0 spell he seemed to have cast over me. At least that was until 
about three months ago when another sweet young thing, like you, came into 
his life and I was on my way out. Not that he wasn't generous, I do live 
very well, but somehow it doesn't compensate."


Carolyn just sat there, listening to what she was saying, not knowing what 
to think, it seemed unreal, but Sara continued.


"It all started very innocently, with a little pot, hash and bennies, but 
when I was ripe, he got me hooked and hooked but good.


"One afternoon when I was desperate for a fix, he introduced still another 
first into my life.


"We drove out to the country to this woman's house who had also developed an 
insatiable desire for the white stuff in order to make a drop. When we 
arrived the woman went to her bedroom to get the money for Bill and we 
followed her up the stairs. She went to pay him (I was getting mine for free 
since I was his girl), and Bill said, "We're getting a little tired of 
money, so we want a little performance."


"I stood there not quite realizing what he was going to insist upon, but I 
saw the fear in the other woman's eyes and recognized the power that he had 
over her. She had been "cold turkey" for about three weeks and she was 
desperate. Something had fouled up the last delivery and she had been 
without for a long time."


So Bill said, "You are going to put on a little show with Sara here," and he 
pushed me toward the woman. I couldn't believe it.


I protested, but he glared at me and said, "Okay by me, but there are plenty 
of other clients on the waiting list and how would you like to do without 
your supply?"


"Everything was happening so fast it was had to comprehend, but I realized 
that he had never been more serious. This was a side of Bill that I had 
never seen and I was scared. Also, I needed a fix so bad I couldn't see 
straight. I had no other choice."


"All right," I said, "what do you want me to do?"


"That's the girl," Bill went on. "Both of you get undressed and get on the 
bed, and this woman will do things to you! Not that she wants to, my love, 
but she needs what I have also," he laughed sadistically.


"I was nauseous and my mind cried out that I couldn't do it, but the craving 
I had developed turned the couldn'ts into musts."


"Finally I started to undress and Bill shouted for the other woman to help 
me and she came toward me and began to unbutton my blouse. The feel of 
another woman's hands on my breasts wanted to make me sick, but I stood 
there and let her fingers wander over my body."


"Bill, the bastard, sat back in an overstuffed chair, savoring every moment 
of this revolting display." L


"The woman unhooked my brassiere and flung it on the bed. We both stood 
there for a moment, then she began to fondle me, pinch the nipples of my 
breasts."


Sara looked at Carolyn, ashamed and hoped that she wasn't completely 
revolting the girl, but making her realize just how depraved this man with 
whom she was about to five could be.


"All right," Bill snarled at me, "let's see what she's got," and I had to 
start undressing the other woman. Her figure was beautiful, even I had to 
admit that and I just stared. She was full breasted, but thin and in perfect 
proportion. I could see why Bill wanted to view her wares!"


"Okay," Bill barked at me, "Lie down on the bed and open your legs wide."


"I was horrified that he would put me through this humiliation, this 
degradation, but I had to obey or I wouldn't get my fix."


"I lay on the bed with this other woman standing above me, completely nude 
also. She grabbed my legs and forced them wide open. I tried to resist, but 
she grabbed my knees, pressed them sharply apart, and exposed every bit of 
raw flesh!"


"I was in tears, completely humiliated." Then the woman said to me, "Don't 
cry, dear, it's not like you're going to be fucked by some vile, hard cock" 
and she began to run her hands over every part of my body. "Then I realized 
that she enjoyed this type of thing and there was nothing that I could do!"


"Get her excited," I heard Bill tell her, and her fingers began tickling up 
and down my thighs until they found my most intimate part and began to work 
on me with total abandon. The other woman was enjoying doing these things to 
me, and as much as I tried to fight it, I was reacting to her touch 
involuntarily! "It's scary when you realize that another one of your own sex 
can stimulate you and make your body ache with desire."


"Her fingers were working on my clitoris, sadistically twisting it until I 
thought I would go out of my mind. I found myself wanting her to do more to 
me, to satisfy the unleashed desire that was torturing me. I looked over at 
Bill and he was sitting there with a sadistic grin on his face and I could 
see the bulge of an unmistakable erection against his trousers."


"Her fingers began to move in and out of my open, moist vagina ... moist 
because I wanted to be satisfied, and the other woman knew it!"


"She's getting all excited ... really hot. Bet she didn't know she had such 
tendencies," I heard the other woman tell Bill. "It's difficult to explain, 
but there is some awful, perverse thrill in being treated this way."


A look of shock came over Carolyn. She couldn't believe that this beautiful 
woman was sitting across the table, nonchalantly sipping a martini and 
telling her the most intimate details of a lesbian experience; even if it 
was forced!


"I know," Sara said, "it seems hard to believe, but it's true and I'm 
telling you 'tBis for your own good."


Carolyn wasn't so sure that Sara wasn't getting some sort of a thrill out of 
telling the story!


Sara continued, "Her fingers were torturing me, exciting me to the breaking 
point, yet I tried to fight it then thought, 'what the hell, why should I,' 
and I began to react to her persistent, eager touch."


"She's opening up wide," the woman told Bill. "She's beginning to enjoy it. 
She'd really be a good screw!"


"Christ... christ!" Bill murmured.


Again I tried to get control of myself, feeling a sudden wave of shame at my 
position in front of him and her obscene studying and fingering of me.


"I tried to force my legs together, but it was no good. I ached with longing 
and I had let my emotions go too far to check them-then."


"She's wet ... very wet," the woman added, and thrust a finger deep into my 
vagina, fingering me roughly and causing me to push my thighs up toward her 
intrusion. Every word the two of them said only added to my desire, my 
longing. She explored every inch of my vagina, and then moved her hands to 
my buttocks. Her fingers were wet from my love juices and she forced a 
finger deep into my rectum. The pain doubled the perversity of the pleasure, 
believe me, and I could no longer help myself."


"Her mouth came down on my breasts, sucked at the nipples and teased the 
supple flesh around them. I was squirming under the disgusting, terrible and 
unbelievable degradation, but I was beyond the point of caring. My body was 
jacknifing beneath the other woman, demanding to be satisfied."


"I opened my eyes and saw Bill standing above me with a camera." He was 
taking photographs of my undulation, my sex-starved body, my passion. I 
watched him go to the end of the bed and lower the camera to get a picture 
of my open, and aching vagina, his face twisted in sadistic pleasure. He 
took several pictures of me while I was caught up in the throes of my 
passion.


"I was completely lost and I couldn't do anything about it. The pressure 
which was growing in my loins was becoming more and more intense. I pushed 
my hips up at the woman, forcing her ringer to work more rapidly inside me 
and finally I couldn't contain myself any longer."


"They watched me while I choked out this perverted climax, enjoying every 
humiliation they had made me suffer."


"I saw Bill coming toward me, the bulge in his pants was huge. I knew how 
big he was, but I had never seen the look he had in his eyes before. I was 
afraid of him... really afraid." -


"He made the other woman leave the room and then took off his clothes and 
walked around like a proud peacock, his penis jerking up at his stomach in 
all its massive, terrible glory, and he began to play with himself."


"Finally, he came at me and began to slap me ... not really that hard, but 
it did hurt and caused a few bruises on my breasts and stomach. I tried to 
avoid his thrashing, but he took off his belt then and began flailing wildly 
at me with one hand while the other was pinning me to the bed."


"I felt sick and rolled over to vomit, but he wouldn't allow it. His passion 
and lust was beginning to mount and he dragged my legs fully apart and threw 
himself on me. He didn't bother with anything except shoving his hard prick 
completely inside me with the first thrust! He was a savage, a complete 
animal. I couldn't believe that his was the same tender lover I had known 
before."


"Finally he finished with me ... his masochism satisfied and he walked out, 
leaving me there to try to pull myself back together and somehow, someway 
get home."


"Not a very pretty story, is it?"


Carolyn was dumbfounded, unable to make any comment at all. She wasn't sure 
whether or not to believe this incredible story or not but it sounded 
plausible. After all, he had not taken her naturally either. She gulped down 
the rest of her martini and ordered another double and tried to comprehend 
the whole, bizarre thing.


She finished as quickly as she could, and shak-ingly told Sara, "Thank you 
for the lunch and the story, I just don't know what to say right now. I'll 
talk to you later."


She walked out into the afternoon sunlight and hailed a cab and headed for 
Bill's apartment in the Village.


She found him at home, sitting around with several of his friends and as she 
looked at the group she wondered if they, too, were in on all of these 
perversions, that is, if they really existed. Bill stood up and gave her a 
warm hug.


"Hi there, sweetheart," he said, "I thought maybe you had changed your mind 
about moving in."


His smile and manner was as warm as it had been the first night and she 
couldn't imagine him beating anyone or forcing them into such a position as 
he had done with Sara.


She pulled his arm and led him into the kitchen.


"Darling, there is something I want to ask you," she stammered.


"Sure, anything, sweet thing."


"Do you know a woman named Sara Gardner?"


"Where did you meet that bitch," he almost shouted at her.


"That's not important, but she told me some strange things about you. Not 
just about the dope, because I knew that, but other things. Are they true?" 
- ;


"Well, sweetheart, you'd have to tell me' what she told you ... which is 
likely to be aivvthing. She is very bitter against me. She's a juhjae, you 
know and beneath all that beautiful veneer as desperate and perverted as 
they come."


"Listen ..." he said, almost annoyingly. "I supply the satisfactions for 
their cravings, I don't create the desire for the stuff, okay? I told you 
this was not a nice business, so if you're going to get all upset and 
nervous about my livelihood, you'd better find another pad."


She didn't go into any details concerning the rest of the incredible story 
that Sara had told her, she wrote it off as sour grapes and bitterness.


In much better spirits she left the apartment and told Bill that she would 
be back that evening with her clothes.


"Bye, darling... see you later."


Carolyn had now been living with Bill for a month. During that time two 
important things had happened to her. First, she had grown steadily 
disenchanted with the set in which he moved. The poets, painters, writers 
and musicians seemed to live in an entirely different world from her. They 
spoke a language she didn't understand, and somehow couldn't learn no matter 
how hard she tried to understand them.


It wasn't just a jargon, of course. Though Carolyn found their "hippie" talk 
peculiarly alien to her, their whole outlook on life, and in particular, 
their attitude toward her, was repellent to her. They weren't at all 
sympathetic, they didn't make any attempt to put her at ease in their 
company. It was quite a change from the set Robert had introduced her 
to-they had accepted her without question.


She was beginning to realize that her predetermined ideas of what life in 
the LSD set was like were very wrong.


They, or at any rate, the particular people she met through Bill, simply 
weren't interested in any kind of success, artistic, theatrical, or 
commercial, they couldn't care less! The fringe benefits of their way of 
love still appealed enormously to her. The drugs, the easy-going attitude to 
sex held a fascination, but their total disinterest in any other aspects of 
life she found oddly frightening. It unsettled her to realize that these 
people, the ones she'd tried to pattern her own personality on, lived only 
for day-to-day kicks.


Their derisory attitude to money and fame she could understand-slightly, but 
total nihilism! She shrank back from so utter a disinvolvement.


She was doing extremely well in the play and was becoming well known among 
the actors and actresses in the Broadway set, but the people with whom she 
associated through Bill seemed to totally disregard her success. She was 
used to the limelight and this attitude she foundjannoy-ing.


She sat at the rickety table glaring ai Bill. He seemed oblivious to her, 
lost in the 'intricate sounds of the music. He was great in bed, she had to 
admit that, and during the month she'd spent with him, she hadn't once had 
sex with anyone else. She could feel her head spinning with 
indecision-should she leave him and find other pastures. It seemed to be the 
obvious solution. Now that she had her foot in the door of the theatre, she 
could easily meet other theatrical people, perhaps not as far out as Bill, 
but the type of person she'd feel more comfortable with.


She decided to wait at least until tomorrow before committing herself to a 
course of action. They were holding a party tonight which would almost 
certainly last until dawn. She would see how she felt after that. Maybe her 
mood of anger and irritability would have passed after a few sticks of 
"pot."


As usual, at their parties, no alcohol would be served. None of Bill's 
friends used it, preferring the less-harmful stimulus of marijuana. A few of 
them, Bill included, planned to turn on with LSD cubes soon after the party 
got going. She hadn't taken a trip yet though Bill kept urging her to. She 
told him (and herself) that she didn't feel ready to plunge into such an 
awesome experience yet, but they both knew that she was simply terrified of 
going under the powerful psychedelic.


She had sat on three occasions with Bill and the way he'd exposed himself 
under the drug and the experience had mortified her. She hadn't ralized that 
you revealed yourself so intimately on LSD, not only to yourself, but 
frequently to the people who were taking care of you. She didn't think she'd 
ever be ready to undergo so shattering an experience. This was the big 
difference between them. Bill's "people" as she called them, did anything 
for kicks, including morning glory seeds, mescalin, nutmeg. A few were 
junkies, hooked hopelessly on heroin and cocaine!


She looked over at Bill again. He seemed to be able to shut himself off 
completely from her, ignoring her presence as if she were a piece of 
furniture. She opened the script to the play she was doing and re-read it. 
It's great, she muttered to herself! I know I'm going to do well. There's 
some great stuff in it. The writing is terrific, the characters come 
alive____


Then her thoughts stopped suddenly, like a slap across the face. Just who 
was she trying to convince!


Carolyn stood over in the corner pretending to read some record jackets as 
the people started to arrive. Not that they paid any attention to her 
anyway!


A few she'd met before gave her a perfunctory nod of a "hi," but most of 
them started immediately to roll home-made "cigarettes," The room was soon 
thick with the sweet, ^lightly nauseous smoke of hashish. They sat - on the 
floor, cross-legged, talking in quiet, but intense voices. Someone had 
brought a set of bongo drums along and he was tapping them softly, 
accompanying a record of "Watermelon Man" which was playing at low volume.


The room filled up quickly. Although there were only about ten of them 
altogether including Bill and herself, the area was so small that it was 
difficult to move without stepping on somebody. Not that there was very much 
movement, apart from Bill occasionally changing the records and periodic 
visits to the head down the hall, they were all content to sit, smoke and 
talk.


She listened to them, heard familiar names being dropped-Ginsburg, Leary, 
Burroughs, etc. She felt excluded from the conversations because, although 
she'd read the work of most of the writers they'd mentioned, they seemed to 
know so much more about them than she did. It was the same with music, the 
drug scene, the artists. They were always one step ahead of her.


"... fantastic new epic poem," a boy on her right was saying. He looked 
somewhat like Bill, the same untidy brown hair, an animated mouth with 
particularly full lips. She stared at him. He was just lighting up his 
second reefer, his pupils already the merest pin-points.


"It runs over one hundred pages," he went on. "It's the best thing he's ever 
written. I'm the only one who's read it so far but I'm sure he'll let you 
see a copy! Hey Dick!"


A blond-bearded expatriate Englishman looked up. "Is it okay if Bill reads 
the poem?" He nodded vaguely and went back to his own conversation.


"Is it going to be published?" Carolyn heard herself ask.


The boy glanced at her, puzzled. Bill visibly suppressed a smile. "Hell, 
no," the boy said. "Why should he want to publish it? He'll probably have a 
few copies made for friends. Who wants to put great stuff like that on the 
market for the squares to read?" He laughed. "Oh, I see! You were just 
kidding. Sorry, it's the hash-for a minute there I thought you were 
serious!"


"What's wrong with publishing anything, anyway?" she demanded, rather 
belligerently. "Unless you're afraid of criticism, why shouldn't you 
commumcate with a wider audience?" She was wound up now, but she could feel 
Bill tugging at her arm in an effort to stop her words. She ignored him, she 
felt adamant about her thoughts and she hadn't even taken a tote on the 
joint yet.


She was glad that she hadn't, because she knew that it was really her that 
was speaking, not the effects of a drug.


"I'm doing something constructive. I'm in a play on Broadway right now! 
Well, come on! Tell me! Why shouldn't I use my talent to make some money and 
be famous?" " :


They were all regarding her silently and she realized that she had been 
almost shou i^g the last sentences at the top of her voice. Even the bongo 
player had paused to look up at her, quizzically. She turned her head away 
from them, slowly lowering herself to the floor. Gradually, the 
conversations were resumed, the bongos began to patter again, the boy next 
to her shrugged at her and started talking to Bill on a different subject.


She picked up a book from Bill's vast collection of paperbacks-most of them 
stolen from unwary 42nd Street bookshops, and pretended to read.


A little later, she heard Bill say: "Well, I think it's time to take a 
little trip!" She saw him walk through the kitchenette, open the small 
refrigerator and come back with three foil-wrapped sugar cubes. He unpeeled 
them, gave one lump to the poet, one to a girl who was across the room and 
popped the third piece in his mouth. They dissolved quickly, washed down 
with a glass of water.


He sat down again, ran his tongue slowly over his hps, then lifted his hands 
in front of his face and watched his fingers tremble slightly.


"Funny," he said. "I always get the shakes after taking LSD. The first 
fifteen minutes are the worst, waiting for the stuff to work." He made 
himself comfortable, slipping a cushion beneath his head and stretched out 
full-length on the floor.


The fellow named Dick pulled an untidy, grubby sheaf of papers out of his 
jacket pocket. She guessed that it was the famous "Epic poem." He began to 
read aloud from it, the bongo player tapping out soft, intricate rhythms as 
an improvised accompaniment. The whole room fell silent. Bill reached out 
and switched the record player off. They all listened intently, straining 
their ears to catch the whispered reading of the poet.


Oh brother, she thought. I've heard some weird stuff before, but this has to 
be the funkiest poem ever!


She unobtrusively made herself a joint. She inhaled deeply, the grass burned 
down quickly. Dick's poem went on and on, casting a hypnotic spell on the 
room. The words made no ordinary sense, but they conjured up a strange 
succession of other world images in Carolyn's mind. She could feel herself 
being deeply moved by the rhythms of the poem, the half-smothered beat of 
the bongos adding to, rather than distracting from their oddly meaningful 
incantations.


She smoked the hash stick right down until it nearly burned her fingers. She 
had taken at least one reefer a night since meeting Bill and she knew the 
state of mind they induced very well. She let her eyes close, relaxing in 
the wonderful feeling of wellbeing that was slowly, beautifully stealing 
over her.


In a moment of sudden clarity, she understood why Dick had no intention of 
trying to get his poem published. It was impossible to put it into words, 
but the knowledge was ultimate, and the reasons beyond question. She wished 
witn;all her heart that she hadn't spoken to them in that stupid, 
short-sighted, and for lack of a better way, "Square" way. If only this 
insight had come to her before she'd opened her mouth. However, that could 
never be erased and she felt (or was it the hashish which was feeling for 
her?) that she couldn't be more certain of anything. She felt as if she had 
betrayed not only herself, but Bill, Dick and all the others who made up the 
unattached group. It was stupid to call them a group, really. They were 
individuals, belonging to nothing and nobody but themselves. That was the 
whole point!


Then abruptly, without warning, Dick stopped reading. The poem obviously 
hadn't been read in full as he still held a thick wad of unrecited fines, 
but his eyes had closed and he slowly let the rest of his poem fall in 
scattered sheets to the floor. He sank down himself curling up in a foetal 
position, his head buried in his hands. The LSD was taking effect!


Bill, too, was beginning to make quiet moaning noises. He lay quite still, 
though his body was trembling slightly. The girl with whom Bill had had a 
brief exchange was also reacting to the drug. She let her head slump 
sideways onto her shoulder. Her mouth opened slightly and her eyes began to 
take on a wide, staring, wondering look. It was very different from the 
glazed, sleepy eyes of the hashish smokers.


She had been disappointed when sitting with Bill on the previous occasions 
when he'd taken LSD because, although later on in the session he had spoken 
freely and animately (too freely, really), his total frankness had been the 
main contributing factor which put her off taking a trip herself.


Bill's outward appearance was so relatively normal. It was the same now. The 
three were clearly undergoing a fantastic transformation of their ordinary 
perceptive powers, but so far as the observers were concerned, they might 
just as well be under the influence of sleeping tablets.


All conversation had faded away, partly so as not to distract the LSD 
takers, and partly because the rest of the people were on hashish and were 
content to enjoy their own, milder, consciousness expansion quietly.


Three hours passed. Hardly anyone had so much as stirred from their places 
on the floor. Carolyn used the time to re-evaluate her thinking, 
reconsidering the prejudices and judgments which made her what she was.


Almost simultaneously, both Bill and the other girl who was on LSD, sat up. 
Carolyn found out that her name was Louise. Louise passed her hand slowly 
over her forehead, stroking the skin gently, a blissful smile spreading over 
her face.


"God, I feel sexy!" she announced in long drawn-out syllables to the room. 
"It's something


I've never done____Had sex halfway through a session, but, oh god!!! I want 
it now! I w^ant it so much!"


Bill's face began to change as he listened to the girl's pleadings. He held 
his arms out wide, intense longing on his face. Louise moved slightly and 
began to nestle closely against him, putting her arms around him, cuddling 
him in a warm embrace. They looked at each other soul-fully, then their 
mouths came closer and closer, until, hps widely parted, they locked in a 
long, lingering kiss.


Carolyn started to scramble up from the floor, eyes shocked and startled. 
Someone grabbed her arm and her pulled her back down.


"Don't interfere!" a voice hissed. "If that's what they want to do, let 
them!"


"But ... that's my boyfriend!" she protested, hardly able to believe what 
was going on. "I can't stand to watch him kiss someone else like that!"


She knew that he had not had another woman since she had moved in and a 
jealous stirring was beginning to upset her stomach. She felt helpless to do 
anything.


"Why not?" The voice belonged to a rather wild-looking stockily built 
character. "Cool it." he said, pinching her arm cruelly, his fingers biting 
into the thin sweater which she wore. "Anything goes here-understand, dippy? 
Anything!"


Several of the others were also looking menacingly at her. She swallowed. 
Bills arms were wound tightly about Louise's neck, his fingers stroking the 
girl's hair caressingly. She lay full length on the floor against Bill, 
pressing her body as close to him as possible. Bill started to push his hand 
up under the girl's sweater, his fingers closing over the girl's breast and 
he began to massage the large rounded globe.


She heard Louise moan softly into Bill's mouth, as his hands passed slowly 
down the girl's back and slid over her buttocks. Passionately, Bill began to 
squeeze the rounded orbs, gradually pushing the girl's short skirt up until 
he exposed her thighs and soft, silk panties to the watching men and women.


They were writhing lasciviously on the floor, their mouths locked tightly 
together, making faint but urgent noises. Bill's hands disappeared once 
again beneath the back of Louise's sweater, fumbled there for a brief 
moment, and then when his hands returned to the front of her sweater and 
pulled it up, her brassiere fell uselessly away.


Her breasts popped lusciously into full view, the nipples beginning to jerk 
up stiffly. Bill's hands found them and he rubbed the firm, white orbs 
soothingly at first. Then his fingers found the erect nipples and squeezed 
them menacingly. Louise moaned softly and moved her body closer to Bill's. 
Her hands ran down his back and over the taut muscles of his buttocks. She 
could feel his penis straining against the material of his trousers, jerking 
and pulsing in an effort to free itself.


Her hands found the buckle of his trousers and loosened it, while her other 
hand found the zipper of his fly and she struggled to release the throbbing 
organ that was constrained inside.


Bill's fingers grew bolder on Louise's breasts. He pinched them hard, 
closing his fingertips over the pink, erect nipples and pressing them 
relentlessly.


Then, he sought more intimate treasures. He began to tug the girl's panties 
down. The deep soft indentation dividing the cheeks of her buttocks came 
lewdly into view. As he pulled the thin silk briefs further down, the proud 
rounded globes suddenly burst into full view.


Bill left the panties folded into a narrow, untidy strip across Louise's 
thighs, quickly fastening his hands once more on the now bare buttocks. He 
caressed them greedily this time pulling the soft white cheeks wide apart to 
reveal her rear passage in all it's naked glory.


His fingers began to explore the center crease, rubbing up and down the 
smooth sleek middle opening until his fingers found the tight elastic 
orifice of her rectum. Delicately holding one cheek firmly in his fingers, 
he felt deeper into the resisting hole with a searching, inquisitive finger, 
working the digit round and round until it started to slip softly into the 
tight rubbery slot.


Louise squirmed, her body shivering at this obscene and degrading caress, 
but she made no protest. Instead, she reached down between his legs and her 
fingers closed around the pulsing hard flesh of his cock. She gripped it 
tightly through the thin cotton material of his protective shorts making him 
groan and pull his hands away from her buttocks just long enough to pull 
them down off his legs and kick them to the floor.


Carolyn sat almost trancelike. The sight of Bill's penis being squeezed so 
intimately in the girl's hands made her want to get up and strike out at 
her. Again, she started to get to her feet, and again was held back, 
restrained by strong, violent hands. She could feel a steady, heated anger 
building inside her. She felt she couldn't sit there another second and 
watch what was happening, but she knew that it wasn't only the pressure of 
the fingers on her arms that was holding her back. Excitement, and the need 
to know just how far the two of them were going to go also kept her there, 
staring wide-eyed at the incredible scene.


Their love-play lasted interminably. The two of them, locked in their 
private LSD-induced fantasies, completely unaware that time was passing. 
They touched the skin of their intimate flesh with timeless fingers, 
caressing and fondling during an eternity of deeply arousing sensous-ness.


Bill's fingers passed around Louise's waist and slowly across her belly to 
the raised pubic mound. He gently parted the pubic Hair/and found the erect 
fleshy bud of her clitoris and began to fondle it, pushing it backwards;, 
toward the lips of her vagina. She wriggled under his insistent touch and 
moaned. A deep passion gurgling helplessly from her throat.


The girl's legs were wide apart and Bill began to move his body between 
them. She grabbed for the erect staff that was jerking against her thigh and 
began to steer it towards her waiting vaginal opening. He was about to lunge 
forward, impaling her with his manhood when she gasped, "I've got to kiss 
it! Please let me, please let me!" Her cheeks were glowing with desire, her 
eyes heavy lidded and hot.


"Put it in my mouth,-let me suck it. Oh God, I want it in my mouth!"


She desperately wriggled herself free from his embrace and took a new 
position, kneeling between his legs. She held his rock-hard prick in both 
hands, looking down at it, turning it, pulling the loose foreskin back so 
that she could thoroughly inspect the throbbing, blood-filled head.


She held the pulsing rod in her fingers, feeling all the way along it, 
holding the balls up and caressing them lightly.


She started to bring his cock to her open mouth but before it slipped 
between the soft waiting lips, she breathed on it, her warm breath heating 
the rod and sending spasms of intense bliss through him. At last she took it 
in. She let his penis penetrate as deeply in her mouth as possible, finally 
closing her lips tightly over the red, fleshy weapon like an elastic band 
and making it disappear from view. Then she raised her head slowly, letting 
it slide wetly from her tight oral embrace.


Then she licked the underside with her tongue while his penis rested on the 
wet, caressing surface of her lips. She stuck her tongue out as far as 
possible, teasing along the bottom of his staff as slowly as she could.


Carolyn could feel a tensing between her own loins as she watched Louise 
manipulate Bill's organ. Strangely enough, he had never asked her to do that 
to him, and that made it seem all the harder for her to bear ... watching a 
strange girl suck him as though she were a starving child in front of all 
these people. She ached with longing for him, but it was a cold, sharp 
desire that bore no relation to affection for him.


The next moment she felt a hand close around the inside of her own thigh. It 
began to run sensuously up and down her leg, the pressure of the hand 
increasing with each stroke. She turned her head.


A young man, sitting on his right, absorbed in watching Bill and Louise was 
caressing her. She did nothing to remove his hand for she, herself, was 
beginning to get caught up in the uncontrollable mood of passion that wafted 
almost electrically through the room.


She let her hand wander to the zipper of the nameless boy's slacks and began 
to massage his organ until she brought him to full erection. Her fingers 
plucked at the zipper, automatically bringing it down and inserting her hand 
through the opening of his shorts. She fumbled his now throbbing cock out 
through the tight gap and began to rub it up and down more and more 
sensuously with each feather-like stroke.


The boy next to her made no sign that he even noticed her action, but his 
fingers pressed harder through the material of her own slacks, feeling for 
the revealing swell of her vagina and then, they tightened on the flesh of 
her thigh, massaging her slowly and deliberately, turning his eyes once more 
to the now completely lust crazed couple on the floor.


He let his fingers gradually steal to the waistband of her slacks and 
unbuttoned them carefully. He reached down inside until he could feel the 
shape of her pubus beneath his hand through the silk of her panties. She 
wiggled under his touch, her desire mounting with each careless massage.


She saw that the girl was still sucking hungrily at Bill's cock, pushing her 
mouth down on the rigid flesh, mouthing it lingeringly, then withdrawing her 
Hps until the tip of his prick almost escaped them. Then she would bear down 
on the wettened rod again to repeat the action.


Carolyn began to massage the perns she was holding in her hand. It didn't 
matter whose it was, she didn't even know the boy's name! She could feel it 
pulsing helplessly as she made a circle around with her thumb and 
fore-finger and rubbed it in even, tight-clenching strokes. A great wave of 
excitement was passing through her, she wanted to be fingered, to be fucked; 
just as the girl with Bill was going to be!


The boy sensed her desire as she moved beneath his touch. He twisted the 
elastic of her panties away and quickly replaced the silken covering with 
his ringers, seeking the entrance to her vaginal slit. He prodded and poked 
at the soft fleshy lips until they opened up for him and he immediately 
plunged two fingers deeply into the wet moist depths, thrusting them roughly 
into the parted hole and feeling the flesh instantly close tightly around 
them. It was strange, because they had still done scarcely more than glance 
at each other.


In front of them, Louise was working Bill's penis up to a frantic pitch. She 
sucked noisily on it, making small wet sounds as it writhed and throbbed 
thickly in her mouth. Suddenly, however, she slowed her movements. Her head 
bobbed up and down more gently now. It was obvious that he was near his peak 
and would soon erupt in her mouth if she kept going much longer. She sensed 
this, but it was too late. Bill gasped with the sweet agony of her warm, 
soft hps around his cock and his hips began to jerk forward uncontrollably 
in her mouth. Obscenities spewed from his lips.


"Ooohhhhhh, yes, baby ... now ... suck it dry. I'm cumming! I'm cumming!'' i


He jerked upwards, his white hot spernr bubbling up into the girl's wildly 
sucking mouth.


When he finally withdrew his penis it was still hard and quivering. It 
showed no sign yet of melting back to a flaccid state. Breathing sharply, 
Louise pulled him full length on top of her, reaching between his thighs for 
the feel of the life-giving staff".


She swiftly positioned it against her wet, aching vagina and with one quick 
flick of his hips he rammed it deep inside her. Her legs snaked up around 
his back, her ankles locking him tightly to her. He began to fuck her slowly 
at first, letting one hand close over a nude, thrusting breast and gripping 
the willing mound lustfully. He started to scratch her nipple, raking his 
fingernails strongly and violently over the hard, throbbing and making it 
flick from side to side on the soft, resilient orb.


Carolyn was aroused to the breaking point. She felt the anonymous boy's 
fingers steadily fingering at her vagina and it was more exciting, in a 
perverse, strange way, than the caress of a lover she knew. She could feel 
his prick begin to jump in her hand and she knew that he, too, was near his 
climax. She knew that neither one of them could delay much longer.


Their eyes were still fastened upon the passion locked couple on the floor. 
Bill was rocking steadily over Louise and he was close to cumming again. His 
body shuddered helplessly on top of the writhing girl, her fingernails 
pressing violently into his back, scratching out her orgasm as her legs 
kicked helplessly out in the air on either side of his plunging body.


Carolyn could see Bill begin to jerk again too and she knew he was sending 
his hot sperm spurting deep into the waiting channel of the girl beneath him 
and it excited her in a wild unex-plainable way. She could feel herself 
reaching the boiling point and she squeezed harder and more violently on the 
nameless cock she was holding in her hand. The boy's fingers were working 
faster and faster in her vagina and she could feel herself go out of 
control. She began to shake as she went into the wild throws of her finger 
induced orgasm. Pushing her body down as hard as she could on the impaling 
hand, her squirming buttocks writhing in ecstasy.


Her fingers slid up and down his cock, squeezing it just tightly enough now 
to feel the spasmodic jerk in her hand as he, too, began to climax.


The sharp increase in all sensual pleasure which hashish gives made her 
orgasm the most intense she had ever known. Warm, hot liquid, seemed to pour 
and pour from her open, pulsing cunt and she sank into a hot, flame-filled 
reverie for several long, long minutes. Tiny mewling gasps of ecstasy rolled 
from her tightly clenched lips.


The boy's two fingers were still engulfed in her and when she opened her 
eyes, the room; appeared to have taken on a strangely different atmosphere. 
The others all seemed to be looking at her. They were no longer talking. 
Bill and Louise had separated from the lustful love-making and the place was 
oddly, unsettlingly quiet.


She felt embarrassed. What was the matter with them all? She looked round 
the room, her eyes travelling over their faces. They were like a row of 
judges, putting her on trial! For what? Her eyes dropped to her hands and 
the hands of the boy who was still inside her.


Her hand rested on the now limp prick of the boy and her hand was covered 
whitely with his warm, sticky semen.


She felt a terrible wave of paranoia overwhelming her.


It must be the effect of the hash she tried to insist. They're not really 
staring at me. It's just an illusion!!


But, the feeling, real or not, refused to be shifted from her mind. It 
seemed their eyes pierced into her, into her very soul.


Thrusting the boy's hand away, she scrambled to her feet, trembling. 
Stumbling, uncaring, over the sprawled bodies, she made it to the door, 
jerked it open, and in a blind, terrifying panic took the stairs three at a 
time. She arranged her slacks and sweater to reasonable order while she ran, 
ran in fear from those searching eyes.


She didn't know where she was going, but no matter what happened, she 
couldn't face them again. It was impossible! The very thing that she had 
feared most, a complete public exposure of herself, had happened. How could 
she have done it, she asked herself tearfully?


The panic welled up inside her again. She had to get out, get some air, do 
anything, but get away from them, from that place.


She yanked open the front door, crashing head-on into the large, bulky 
figure of a uniformed policeman. She cried out, an electric shock flooding 
through her body. The policeman gripped her arm tightly and she looked up 
and saw that two other policemen accompanied him.


"Well there," he asked. "What's your hurry all about. Eh?" He looked down 
sternly into her face, waiting for her reply.


She forced herself to quiet down, to control her pounding heart and nerves.


"Oh, am I glad to see you," she said, realizing that as she spoke her voice 
was quite calm and matter of fact. "I was just rushing out to call you. The 
people upstairs are making an awful lot of noise. I'm trying to study, but 
it's impossible with all that racket going on. I've been up there to ask 
them twice to tone it down, but... well, they just laughed at me. I put up 
with it as long as I could, then I lost my temper and came out to call you."


She lowered her voice, surprised at how calm she was sounding, and whispered 
confidentially to the policeman.


"What's more ... the place reeks of, what do they call it? Marijuana?" She 
deliberately mispronounced the word. "They really are a dirty group!" 
Carolyn had quickly guessed that the law was there to raid Bill's place 
anyway. He had warned her many times that sooner or later they'd catch up 
with him.


("They always do," he would say. "Some fink who wants to get in with them 
will tip them off. It happens all the time.")


Carolyn could hear the words ringing in her head. "You sound as if you don't 
care!" she'd told him, and he'd shrugged his shoulders, dismissing the 
subject as unimportant.


Her words to the officer had been a brilliant spur-of-the-moment story, she 
thought. It had sounded very plausible, too. She congratulated herself for 
her quick thoughts and looked up at the police officer, meeting his eyes 
coolly.


"I see," he commented. He released her arm and turned to his partners. 
"Let's go up and take a look," he said, then, turning back to Carolyn: "We 
were going to pay your friends a little visit anyway. Still, since you've 
made a definite complaint, you'd better come up with us." He stepped forward 
and Carolyn was forced to move back into the hallway.


"Is that really necessary?" she protested. "I don't really want to get mixed 
up with them...."


"Come on." Sandwiched between two of the policemen, she was obliged to climb 
the stairs again. As they went up she realized, of course, they weren't 
likely to take her story at face value and let her go. They'd want to check 
first, make sure she wasn't involved with the people they were about to 
bust.


She had counted her chickens too soon. Her good luck in deciding (Deciding? 
her mind skipped quickly over that) to leave when she did, just a few 
minutes before the raid, was rapidly running out. In a few moments, she'd be 
confronted with Bill and the rest of them.


Without bothering to knock, the first policeman turned the door knob and 
thrust the door open violently. He stepped into the room, revealing Carolyn 
standing behind him. The two other policemen pushed past her and they all 
stood in a frozen tableau, surveying the scene.


One of them sniffed the air loudly. "No need to ask any questions, is 
there?" he said. "All right, the group of you, downstairs. There's a paddy 
wagon waiting to take you to the station."


Bill came forward. "Have you got a search warrant?" he demanded. "I know 
this is practically a police state, but you still haven't got the right to 
burst into a private..."


The policeman waved an official looking document in his face. "Don't be 
difficult," he told him. "We've had our eye on you for a long time. We're 
not completely blind, you know."


"Oh yeah," he sneered. "You'd never see anything if your stoolies didn't 
lead you around like seeing eye dogs!" Then he seemed to notice Carolyn for 
the first time.


"Oh no," he exclaimed. "It's not you! You didn't put them on to us, did 
you?" Carolyn realized a dull, sickening feeling churning in* her stomach. 
Bill's voice was not angry, not accusing, not even contemptuous... just 
weary.


The policeman waited expectantly. When she did not reply, he said, "She says 
she fives downstairs, has nothing to do with you. Is that right?"


Bill's lips moved in a brief, quickly extinguished smile. "Oh yes, sure," he 
said. "She's got nothing to do with any of us." He looked steadily at her. 
"I guess you could call her sort of a student, I think."


The policeman turned to Carolyn. "All right," he told her. "You'd better go 
back, to your room while we get them in the wagon."


Carolyn started to move away. "When we've finished searching the room and 
gotten this group down to the station, I'll come and get your name and a 
statement. May as well do it all tonight."


Carolyn nodded and began to walk down the stairs. They'd left the front door 
open and as she approached it, she broke into a quick run, tore through it 
and down the street, not daring to look over her shoulder to see if she were 
being followed. She heard no whistles being blown, and when she'd been 
running for so long that her breath was being forced into her lungs with 
great, gasping chokes, she slowed down.


Everything she possessed was back in Bill's apartment, but she knew she 
could never go back there again. She was on her own again and the thought 
frightened her. She could always call Robert and stay with him for a few 
days or check back into that dingy hotel. She walked aimlessly around the 
streets, deliberately blotting out of her mind the way she'd betrayed


Bill and his friends. She refused to think about it, focusing her thoughts 
on the immediate future instead.


She'd be all right in a few days. She could aways go to Robert and borrow 
some money, or perhaps get an advance from the play. It wasn't as though she 
didn't have any other friends, but she had been ignoring them while she had 
her little fling with Bill. They might resent the fact that she was coming 
to them just because she now needed something. For the moment, however, it 
was important that she keep away from the police. She was sure that the raid 
and the repercussions would blow over soon, but meanwhile she had to have a 
place to sleep.


She searched feverishly through her brain, trying to remember Robert's phone 
number. The hash had dulled her senses slightly now that it was beginning to 
wear off, but finally it came to her. She headed for the nearest phone booth 
and dialed the number. Her hands were trembling and her body shuddered with 
a wave of fear. She knew that Robert would take her in, of course, but this 
also meant subjecting herself to his rather unorthodox way of life again. 
She felt that she had had enough of this for awhile .... but, she had no 
choice.


She let the phone ring six or seven times before she head Robert's sleepy 
voice on the other end. She gripped the black, shiny receiver tightly, 
trying to keep her voice as calm and casual as possible and began to speak.


She told Robert that she had had a fight with Bill (conveniently omitting 
the part about the raid) and asked if he could put her up for a few days. 
Robert chuckled softly and answered, "Never let it be said that I turned 
away a girl, especially one as beautiful as you, from my bed and board. Of 
course, darling, come right over. I'll wait for you!"


Carolyn breathed a sign of relief and walked to the curb to hail a cab and 
head for Robert's apartment.


Robert sat back in the chair by the phone, thinking how wonderful it would 
be to have that marvelous piece of tail all to himself again! His breath was 
beginning to come rapidly in the anticipation. He could hardly wait to see 
her naked and at his command again. How lucky can I get, he thought to 
himself, and I've already broken her in to my way of doing things. This is 
going to be most enjoyable.


The cab pulled up in front of the East 72nd Street apartment about fifteen 
minutes later and Carolyn got out. She hadn't been seeing much of Robert, 
except at the rehearsals for the play, and she wondered if he was living 
alone or whether he would have a friend or friends there with him. Oh well, 
it didn't matter really, she thought. Just so I have a place to hang my hat 
and eat my meals.


Her hand quivered as she rang the doorbell. Robert greeted her, smiling 
broadly, and a bit too lasciviously, she thought.


"Come in, darling. It's been quite awhile since we've been together 
socially. Ever since you started going with that hippie friend of yours, 
you've been a stranger. Anyway, it's nice to have you back again.


"Would you like a drink, darling. You do look a bit rattled?"


"Please ... yes, I would," she replied, her mind still in a state of 
confusion, but relieved to have a place to stay, at least for awhile.


She drank the drink which he gave her in three quick gulps. The alcohol 
tasted strange, but then she remembered that she hadn't drunk whiskey for 
over a month now. The taste burned her throat and sent a relaxing warmth all 
through her body almost immediately.


Robert's apartment was beautiful. In fact, she had almost forgotten how 
beautiful. It smelled of luxury, money, fame. This is where I belong, she 
thought. Not in a Greenwich Village hovel.


After she finished her drink, she slowly walked around the apartment, 
studying each and every piece of furniture, painting, and finally he eyes 
met Robert's in an honest, frank stare.


"Well, where's the bedroom, my love?" she asked. She knew that this was 
where she had started and this was where she would go on from. Robert could 
feel the tenseness between his legs when he thought that he would have the 
delicious pleasure of her body again.


"Right this way, sweetheart!" and he led her through the door, both of them 
knowing that this would be another night of wild, lustful love.


Robert turned to her for a moment and asked, "But why on earth didn't you 
phone me before? Why did you get involved with a crowd like that?"


She hesitated for a moment and then decided to tell Robert about her brief 
affair with Bill and about the raid. She would need some new clothes and he 
wouldn't understand otherwise.


He listened while she told her story, then said, "Well, you're going to have 
a lot more fun here with me!"


The hashish had finally worn off, but she was feeling more relaxed than 
she'd been for weeks. She knew that it was going to be so much easier for 
her to be accepted by Robert's circle. With them she could be herself, with 
Bill's set, she had been floundering in waters too deep for her.


Now her feet were touching bottom. She felt safe and secure. Not sad at all.


Not really ... that would all come later.


End
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Chapter 1


It was too early to go to bed and too late to get dressed and go out, 
assuming she could think of somewhere she wanted to go, so Lynn Langley 
found herself wandering aimlessly through the house in her nightdress 
half-heartedly tidying up the living room and wondering if she could 
get some money out of her husband, Matt, for some new curtains. The 
night was uncomfortably warm and humid, and she knew that it would be 
impossible to sleep with the hot south wind blowing into the bedroom 
window. Lynn always found it difficult to doze off when her husband was 
away, and these days the TV studio seemed to be sending him out of town 
more and more frequently to film track meets, high school football 
games, boxing matches, and anything else in the sports world which 
might conceivably interest the athletically minded viewers of WRT-TV, 
the local television.


Depressed and feeling a slight headache coming on, Lynn meandered 
lazily into the bedroom and threw herself unhappily on the big double 
bed, her long blonde hair spraying out against the whiteness of the 
pillow. The breeze from the window was hot, but moving air of any 
temperature was refreshing, and she enjoyed the feeling of the wind 
caressing her lightly clad body.


Lynn had the stunning voluptuous figure of a young Greek goddess, and a 
professional photographer would have immediately noticed that this was 
an exceptional-looking girl and reached for his camera. The filmy silk 
nightgown barely hid her high-set widely spaced breasts and the flimsy 
material was translucent, revealing her pointed, rosy-tipped nipples. 
The nightie was tight and form fitted, dutifully following the 
breathtaking curves of her ripely generous figure, flowing over a flat 
smooth stomach down to full firm thighs and the inviting brown patch of 
soft pubic hair up between her long tapered legs. There was no question 
about it; this was a woman worth looking at, and men normally took the 
opportunity to do just that whenever she passed their way.


But on this hot evening, Lynn's smoothly chiseled features were marred 
by a frown, and the restless dissatisfaction she was feeling showed 
clearly in her large hazel eyes. Lynn could not put her finger exactly 
on the cause of her unhappiness because it seemed that everything that 
had ever worried and troubled her in the past was coming back to haunt 
her tonight. Why did Matt have to be out of town whenever she really 
needed him to cheer her up? On a night like this, they should be mixing 
drinks, taking cool showers, and making love until they had tired 
themselves out enough to sleep. Instead, she was alone and love-making 
was out of the question for three more days!


The voluptuously attractive young wife shook her head to drive away the 
bad thoughts which were tormenting her mercilessly and decided to wash 
her face with cold water. Why did it have to be like this? Other women 
managed to forget their premarital love affairs, marry good honest men 
like Matt and then settle down, happy and content for the rest of their 
lives. If she had only listened to what her mother had taught her as a 
child she would never have gotten herself involved with a character 
like Phil Agard to begin with, and she would never have learned to be 
dissatisfied with a fine upstanding individual like her husband. She 
should have gone to her wedding a virgin and not a slightly used kept 
woman with remorse for the past and continual worries about the future.


She washed her face without feeling much better for it and returned to 
her bed, knowing in advance that she would never be able to get to 
sleep as long as she was in this condition. Small beads of sweat were 
already forming all over her body, and she realized instinctively that 
the evening's heat was only half of the explanation, the other half 
being too shameful to admit even to herself. She was aroused, excited! 
She needed some physical satisfaction, and there was none in sight!


Somehow, as the languid, sexually deprived woman sprawled on her bed, 
the thin fabric of her shortie nightgown landed high on the flat 
tantalizing plane of her stomach, exposing the softly tempting darkness 
between her slightly spread legs. Beneath the fine flaxen hair of her 
pubic mound, the warm south wind swept boldly over the thin hair-lined 
slit of her open loins.


And it felt good! She was so turned on tonight that even the delicate 
impersonal touch of the wind was sensual, and she spread her lithe, 
tapered legs even farther apart, baring the whole moist crevice of her 
cunt to the hot breeze from the window. Then, with an abrupt gesture, 
she raised the firmly rounded half-moons of her buttocks off the 
surface of the mattress and slid the nightie up over the rising mounds 
of her breasts. A moment later, she removed the gown completely, 
wanting to let the hot, lust-inciting wind caress her totally naked 
body.


Oh, God, what the hell am I doing, she moaned to herself in anguish. A 
couple of days without my husband, and here I am, acting like a sex-
starved teenager! Lynn, when will you ever grow up?


Then, without warning, a terrible temptation swept over her. It was 
something she had not done since she had married and something she had 
sworn she would never do again, but she knew even as she battled 
against it that the temptation was going to win and her willpower would 
lose!


Tonight she was going to get that old diary out of the desk and retread 
it again!


No sooner had the thought struck her mind than she was on her feet, 
finding the key in her purse and fitting it deftly to the desk drawer 
where she kept her personal papers. Like most romantically inclined 
young women, Lynn had scrupulously kept a diary during her teenage 
years, recording those very special events like her first date, her 
first kiss, and even her first sexual experiences. And even after she 
had gone to work as a secretary at WRT-TV and gotten involved in her 
disastrous love affair with Phil Agard, the president and manager of 
the television station, she had continued to write jotting down what 
they had said and done to one another during the most intimate moments 
of their association. Later, when the affair was obviously going sour, 
she had clung to the diary as if it were her only friend, confiding 
everything in the crude vulgar explicit language which Phil himself 
used and had taught her to use. Her marriage to Matt had brought an end 
to diary writing, and she had told herself on her wedding night that 
all that childish foolishness was now behind her forever. She had even 
considered burning the book to prevent Matt from ever stumbling upon 
this record of sin and degradation, thus finding out just how his 
innocent little wife behaved before their marriage!


But, unfortunately, she had never had the courage to burn it and now 
her hands trembled slightly as she held it before her for the first 
time in four years. She opened it at random:


... I felt my body turning on like an electric light! It didn't hurt 
any more and there was a strange restless tingle running maddeningly up 
and down my backbone as he crushed fiercely into me ... all the nerve 
endings in my body were going off like sirens and my hot gaping little 
cant felt as if it were going to explode. I called his name over and 
over again like a crazy woman and he put his hand over my mouth to keep 
the neighbors from finding out that my boyfriend was not only a married 
man but the director of the Television station. Everybody knew Phil and 
he was always afraid of a scandal!


... And when he really got started, I was rotating my hips recklessly 
from side to side, trying to excite him as much as I could, and deep, 
deep inside my stretched, battered vagina, I could feel his hard 
impaling cock stuck all the way up in me like a sword thrust into a 
sheath, so far in that the thick red tip of his manhood was rubbing 
torturously against my cervix. I never felt so absolutely filled in my 
entire life and my tender little pussy seemed as though it was being 
shattered into a thousand pieces! I treed to hold my shivering, quaking 
body still and not make a complete fool of myself, but the piteous 
groans just kept coming out of my mouth, one after another, and I 
seemed to have lost control over my legs because they were splayed out 
wildly on either side of his long jerking pole, and my whole body was 
bucking and heaving like mad. I couldn't help myself! It was as if he 
had climbed right up inside my cant!


Phil could hardly hide the sadistic grin on his face when he saw that I 
was coming on like an express train. Phil is cruel, really, because he 
makes me cum again and again, even after I'm tired, and he makes me 
lose control of myself completely so that I end up every evening in bed 
with him acting like a lust-driven animal instead of an intelligent 
human being. And it was no different tonight. I could feel the 
fluttering little muscles inside of my cant starting to palpitate and 
nibble at his cock the way they do when I'm getting ready to cum and 
the lips of my convulsing vagina were all dilated and wet while he 
pumped his hot searing sperm into me so savagely that I thought he was 
going to tear me apart.


A tear rolled down off her cheek and moistened the page she was reading 
as Lynn found herself wondering how a well brought-up girl who was 
supposed to know right from wrong could ever have put pen to paper and 
written such awful, obscene? disgusting things. It was bad enough to 
have done what she had done with Phil, but to have written about them 
afterwards!


For a moment, she almost felt that she now possessed the courage to 
carry this horribly incriminating document into the bathroom and flush 
it down the toilet page by page. But instead she read on, possessed by 
a strange masochistic desire to torture herself even more, and she 
flipped through a few pages of the diary to read her recollections of 
another passionate steamy night in bed with the television executive 
who she had served as lover and secretary for a torrid six month 
period.


... Somehow, I'll never be able to forget his cock if I live to be a 
thousand. It's impossible to describe, but tonight it looked just like 
an enormous medieval cannon about to fire. I tried not to look at it, 
but every time I see Phil naked and aroused like that, I can't take my 
eyes off of his groin, wondering how it is possible for that battering 
ram to fit up inside my poor tormented body. Every time he throws 
himself on top of me, I know it's going to hurt like hell when he comes 
pounding savagely into me, and every time I go ahead and let him do it 
anyway. Tonight, he was in a real hurry and couldn't be bothered with 
any of the usual preliminaries ... Without so much as saying hello, he 
pushed me backwards onto the bed with a kind of snarl and climbed on 
top of my naked body like a wild animal in the mating season and I 
could feel his hard chest crushing into the softness of my breasts 
while he probed between my outstretched legs for the tender hair-
covered entrance to my eagerly waiting vagina. I should have been 
happy, I suppose, but somehow this perverse brutality excited me so 
much that I could hardly breathe and I sucked his tongue into my mouth 
and thrust my pelvis up against him, wanting that long fat penis inside 
of me like I had never wanted it before.


It seems crazy to be writing this down on paper, but suddenly I felt my 
body was just an enormous cant! I was a great big unexplored 
underground cavern that had to be penetrated and Phil was the brave 
explorer who was going to march inside of me with his whole body and 
explore every inch of me! I was going crazy and I almost screamed when 
I felt the broad, blood-filled tip of his cock jostle against the 
ragged edges of my vagina, searching impatiently for the opening and 
teasing the tiny pulsating button of my clitoris. Then he found what he 
was looking for and shoved! Every time Phil comes skewering into me, I 
think he's going to split me in two and tonight it was no different. He 
brutally flicked his hips forward with that funny sadistic grin he has, 
knowing that he's hurting me and not caring at all, his long fierce 
cudgel ramming into me to the hilt, so far and so fast that I could 
feel his balls slapping against my backside as he stretched the rubbery 
elastic flesh of my battered abused cant almost to the bursting point.


But the pain went away quickly tonight and when it was almost gone, he 
started sawing in and out of my cruelly stretched pussy as if his life 
depended upon it. Like always, I began to lose control all over again, 
and tingles of happy submission came rushing up and down my backbone. 
My hips started to grind into the mattress as if I wanted to bore a 
hole in it, and I couldn't keep my silly mouth from babbling obscene 
dreadful things in his ear, asking him to Suck me harder and deeper, 
and using other words I can't even bring myself to write down on paper.


Before I could get my wits together, sparks started to fly and it 
happened to me, like always. The moment I felt his fat muscular cock 
get stiff and hard, and the hot sticky cum start pouring into me, 
filling me to the brim, a thousand Any sparks seemed to go floating 
merrily all through my body. My strength disappeared and he creamed 
into me like a madman while I lay moaning on the bed, with my legs 
curled tightly around his back.


Lynn found herself blushing furiously almost as if she were reading 
these shameful phrases aloud to a group of her friends and the young 
wife looked around her empty bedroom in fright, half expecting to see 
her quiet, mild mannered husband sitting in his easy chair next to the 
bed and demanding an explanation. No, there was no question about it, 
she told herself with an effort to firmness, it was too dangerous to 
leave this book in existence. Matt was hardly the type to go prying 
through her private things, but if he should happen some day to 
discover these words, it would be all over between them. Perhaps their 
marriage had been a little dull sexually as far as Lynn was concerned, 
but Matt seemed to be satisfied and happy; and she knew that his sense 
of morality and decency would never permit him to live together with a 
woman who was capable of writing such depraved unholy words as these. 
The book had to be destroyed!


Nakedly, the young wife walked to the bathroom, now determined to burn 
the diary page by page and flush the ashes down the toilet so that her 
descriptions of the last orgies with Phil Agard would be gone forever 
and a whole shameful chapter of her life would be erased completely. 
She perched on the edge of the tub and balanced the diary on one naked 
knee with a book of matches on the other. Trying to keep her courage 
up, she tore out the first few pages and set them ablaze, choking a 
little on the thick smoke which immediately filled the bathroom and 
trying not to yield to the overpowering temptation to read any more of 
this record of degeneracy and sin. Tears running freely down her 
cheeks, she resolutely burned her way through the entire six months of 
her affair with the TV executive, keeping the book upside down so that 
her eyes could not accidentally pick up some stray phrase or passage 
which might set her off again. Then she came to the last entry, the one 
she had written after her last meeting with Phil, the night before she 
had accepted her husband's offer of marriage. She had to see it one 
more time and she knew that rereading what had happened between them 
one last time would give her the moral strength she needed to go ahead 
and finish the job. Her fingers trembled as she held the last remaining 
pages up to the bathroom light.


Phil came by after work as promised. He has always been a little rough 
with me, but actually it was part of the attraction, and I can't deny 
that usually it excites me. But lately he has been growing ... how 
should I say it? ... a little perverse, wanting me to do certain things 
that I could never force myself to do. It's bad enough having a love 
affair with a married man, but Phil seems to want things from me that 
no decent woman would do, even with her own husband. Tonight it was 
worse than ever.


He never even gave me time to undress, and when I protested the fact 
that he was ripping my clothes to shreds, he hit me across the mouth, 
hard, and I still have a red mark there. Then he said that he was tired 
of messing around and told me that a man like him needed some real 
action once in a while. I was so upset that I began to cry and he 
grabbed me by the arms and forced me down on my knees in front of him. 
I was shaking so badly I thought I was going to fall on my face, but I 
managed to get hold of myself, thinking he was only a little drunk, and 
I hung onto his legs while he undressed.


His penis was already erected, and I had never seen it so close before. 
There were long blue veins on the underside, running all of the way 
from the thick black pats h of pubic hair around the thick shaft of his 
cock out to the red, blood-engorged bulbous gland which was swinging 
menacingly only inches from my parted lips. I felt his hands in my 
hair, pulling me steadily closer and he kept telling me to open my 
mouth ... I didn't quite understand, but there was a horrible suspicion 
forming in the back of my mind, a horrible desperate fear that perhaps 
he wanted me to take his penis into my mouth! Then it came to me in a 
flash and I suddenly understood that Phil wanted me to suck him! He 
wanted to use my mouth as a receptacle for his vile thick sperm.


And in the same instant I knew that this was something I could never 
do, not in a million years. Phil Agard had dragged me far enough down 
into the gutter with him, but there were still some remnants of a 
decent woman left in me, and I got all my strength together and pulled 
away from him, screaming like a mad-woman. In surprise, he let go of my 
hair, and I locked myself in the bathroom and sat on the toilet 
sobbing. He swore at me through the door and left ... Tomorrow, I'm 
going to tell Matt Langley that I'll marry him. I don't really love 
Matt, but it's the only way out.


And when she had finished the last page, Lynn was suddenly glad she had 
done it, because the events of that last horrible night with the TV 
executive reminded her clearly what a beast Agard really was and how 
right she had been to decide to leave him and marry a decent man. She 
ripped the final page into tiny shreds and threw them in the toilet, 
watching the fragments of her past life whirl around in circles as it 
disappeared down the drain.


But somehow when it was all over, the girl felt no particular sensation 
of relief. All the written evidence of her evil past destroyed, she 
walked back into the bedroom, still naked, and threw herself again on 
the bed, her long tapered legs slightly parted and her arms cast out on 
either side of her in the classical position of abandon.


The scene would have been an exciting one had there been someone there 
to enjoy it, for the position of her arms caused Lynn's heavy rounded 
breasts to protrude more than usual, standing up free and proud as she 
gazed at herself in the mirror at the foot of the bed. Her mind still 
occupied with thoughts of the shame of her past life, her hands crept 
almost unnoticed down to her turgid little nipples, and without 
realizing what she was doing, the love starved young wife began to 
massage her own lushly ripened breasts, touching the rose-colored buds 
of her-nipples until they became hard and erect, and pointed at the 
ceiling like twin artillery pieces ready to fire. Even as the proper 
moralistic part of her brain began to tell her that this was ridiculous 
for a grown married woman, one of her hands stealthily left the soft 
mounds of her breasts, creeping slowly across the flat plane of her 
tautly smooth stomach into her moistly heated vaginal crevice.


A concealed witness to this depraved scene would have observed sheer 
wanton desire flooding into Lynn's eyes as one outstretched finger 
trembled hesitantly over the thin pink slit of her restlessly twitching 
cunt. People are often good at preventing themselves from thinking 
about exactly what they are doing, and Lynn purposely tried to 
concentrate on something else, hoping to trick herself into forgetting 
about what her hands were really doing to that super-sensitive place up 
between her legs. Deliberately focusing her thoughts on the comparative 
happiness she had found with her simple, religious-minded husband, her 
sensuous hips began to grind inexorably into the mattress as her sexual 
arousal grew more demanding and insistent by the second.


The young blonde-haired woman sighed deeply as electric sparks seemed 
to be jumping from the ragged hair-lined edges of her delicately 
pulsating vagina to her fingers, and her breath quickened noticeably as 
she stimulated the tiny pink button of her clitoris, rubbing her index 
finger over it slowly and sensuously as she deliberately excited 
herself to greater and greater heights of physical passion, knowing in 
her heart that the situation was now out of control and that she simply 
did not have the moral courage to stop this evil impure business. Lynn 
writhed and moaned as if she were being ravaged by some ghostly 
invisible lover, her creamy white legs now skewered wildly apart and 
her fingers boldly invading the throbbing wet orifice of her cunt, 
stroking the cock-hungry crevice into a maddening burning state which 
seemed to be consuming her insides. With her extended middle finger she 
actively stroked the glistening pink clitoris until the sensitive 
pleasure center swelled up in agitation, doubling in size and tingling 
as if it were about to explode like a miniature time bomb.


There was no stopping her now, and the orgasm she needed so badly came 
closer by the minute, attacking her lust-wracked body like a swarm of 
voracious locusts settling on a rich green field. The mounting passion 
could be read even in her normally serene face, now contorted into an 
unrecognizable mask of lust, and she chanted softly to herself as she 
energetically lathered herself into a state of furious ecstasy.


It was just around the corner, only needing a few more deft touches to 
bring it on like an express train, and the half-demented girl had three 
fingers inside of her vaginal cavity now as the orgiastic fluid gushed 
out of her wetly pulsating cunt, dampening the sheet below her and 
filling the room with its pungent distinctive odor. Another touch, 
another caress and ...


The doorbell rang!


"Oh Christ!" she groaned in agony, feeling the release she wanted so 
badly start to slip away from her, slowly but surely.


The doorbell sounded again insistently. Lynn lay still for a few 
seconds cursing this late intruder whomever he might be. and then 
darted for the bathroom to mop away most of the moisture from her inner 
thighs before slipping hastily into her dressing gown. It was nearly 
midnight? she remarked to herself. Who could possibly be visiting her 
at this hour?


Pulling the thin clinging dressing gown over her nakedness, the young 
blonde darted barefoot to the door, making sure that the safety chain 
Was attached before she undid the lock.


"Who is it?" she called fearfully, a recognizable tremor in her voice.


"It's Phil, honey," came the relaxed, easy tones of the television 
executive who was her husband's present boss and her former lover.


"Phil?" she responded in alarm. "But Phil ... I thought ... that is, we 
made a deal when I married Matt that you wouldn't bother me ... it's 
all over between us ... you know ..."


"Will you stop babbling and let me in?" the producer laughed casually. 
"I didn't stop by for romance, sweetie, because I've got other fish to 
try as far as that's concerned these days. I'm in a jam and I need your 
help on a professional basis, so stop acting like a virgin in an ivory 
tower and let me in! Isn't Matt around?"


"You sent him to cover that football game on the Coast," Lynn snapped 
as she undid the safety chain and stepped back to admit him into her 
home, "and you know perfectly well he isn't here."


"Oh yeah, I'd forgotten," Agard replied insincerely as he walked into 
the room and let his eyes run lecherously over the girl's voluptuously 
ripened body, her splendid, lust-inciting figure clearly traced beneath 
the thin clinging fabric of her dressing gown. "Hmmmmmmm, looks to me 
like you're dressed for action pigeon! You got another visitor, maybe?"


Lynn Langley blushed in righteous anger at this lewd suggestion, 
pulling the inadequate garment around her as tightly as she could in a 
vain attempt to hide the contours of her feverishly aroused body from 
the man's practiced eye.


"I'm alone," she retorted flatly, struggling to keep her composure. "Is 
there any law against sleeping in the nude on a hot night?"


"None that I know of, baby," smiled Phil, settling himself uninvited 
into an easy chair and lighting a cigarette without taking the trouble 
even to offer her one.


"What do you want, Phil?" she insisted, standing over him uneasily. "If 
one of the neighbors saw you coming here tonight, there could be a 
scandal. I've got a nice life with Matt now, and I don't want ..."


"Relax, pussycats and let me look at you," Agard drawled with vulgar 
self-confidence. "Goddamn, you're as beautiful now as you were the last 
time I had you flat on your back! You weren't so nervous about my 
visits then, as I recall, and as a matter of fact, I always had the 
impression you looked forward to them. How about a quickie for old 
time's sake?"


'No!!!!!" she found herself saying although in the back of her mind 
another voice was saying "Yes!" with approximately the same intensity. 
You mustn't get involved with this man again, she warned herself. He 
couldn't care less about you or your husband or your marriage! Matt 
would find out and the whole world would come to an end as far as you 
were concerned.


"You said you had some business, Phil," she told him, making a supreme 
effort to keep her voice level and controlled. "Why don't you tell me 
what it is. I'm very tired and want to get a good night's sleep 
tonight."


Lynn knew perfectly well that she was in no position to order this man 
out of her house. Not only was he Matt's boss and in a position to keep 
her husband from ever working in television again, but she lived in 
continual fear that he would open his big mouth and tell Matt exactly 
what kind of a girl he had married, thereby ruining her marriage.


"Okay, baby, although I see a couple of perky little tits underneath 
that robe that keep sending me messages that I can't ignore. But the 
thing is this: we're shooting a television video-tape tonight at the 
studio, and one of the extras just called in sick. Everything's set to 
start taping at one o'clock, and I hate like hell to start re-
scheduling things at this stage of the game."


"And what do I have to do?" inquired Lynn, a little puzzled by all of 
this.


"Just stand in for the extra. I'll pay you the going rate."


"I don't understand," she confessed unhappily, not liking something 
about the situation, but unable to put her finger on exactly what was 
worrying her. "You know perfectly well I'm not an actress, and why are 
you shooting a film at one o'clock at night?"


Agard smiled easily and shook his head like an adult being asked to 
explain something to a simple-minded child.


"You don't have to act, sweetheart," he assured her. "The girl who 
copped out on me was just an extra. All you have to do is stand there 
for a couple of hours and look beautiful. It's an oriental scene and 
you're a slave girl who waits next to the queen. And we're shooting at 
night because it's quiet, and we can work without being disturbed all 
the time. Any more questions?"


Chapter 2


Lynn had said no adamantly, but Phil was a hard person to turn down. He 
had quickly found a way to remind her subtly that her marital happiness 
depended entirely on his keeping his big mouth shut about their wild 
life together prior to her marriage, and Lynn realized that in the long 
run she had very little choice. He had given her five minutes to dress 
while he smoked quietly in the living room and then bundled her into 
his car and driven rapidly to the studio.


From the outside, everything seemed dark and deserted, since WRT-TV 
went off the air at twelve-thirty, but once inside, the young and 
frightened woman found that the studio was alive with activity. Most of 
the technicians were men she had gotten to know slightly during the six 
months she had worked as Phil's secretary. Most of them seemed to be 
surprised to see her for some reason, and one older man who had always 
seemed like the grandfather type lewdly pinched her bottom as she 
walked by him.


"Why's everybody acting so strange?" she questioned her former boss, 
but the executive was busy and he had neither the time nor the patience 
to get involved in lengthy explanations.


"Jon!" he called across the studio to a tall, gaunt, sour-faced 
individual who worked as the studio's make-up man. "Lynn's going to 
stand in for Millie! Get her squared away, will you? She can share a 
dressing room with Kelly."


"Is Kelly in the movie?" Lynn inquired with surprise. Kelly Agard was 
an attractive woman in her early thirties, certainly good looking 
enough to be a professional actress, but this was the first time that 
Lynn had heard of Agard's wife actually playing a role in a video-film. 
But the producer had no time for discussions at the moment, and he 
waved her in the general direction of the dressing rooms and turned to 
confer with the video-tapes director, a squat, mean looking man named 
Lenny who scowled at the world with an ugly cigar protruding from one 
corner of his mouth.


The longer she thought about it, the stranger this whole situation was, 
and Lynn found herself growing more and more suspicious as she walked 
across the set to the dressing rooms with Jon at her side. For one 
thing, she remembered, WRT-TV did not usually get involved with taping 
its own shows; the national networks in New York supplied most of the 
tapes they used except for sports, news, interviews with local 
politicians, and an occasional cultural program featuring a boring 
academic speaker from the university. Yet the set which had been 
erected was obviously intended for a drama of some kind, and Phil had 
said something about shooting an oriental scene with slave girls. Very 
strange!


"Why, Lynn, how good to see you, darling," called Kelly Agard as Lynn 
timidly entered the spacious but cluttered dressing room. The young 
woman had always been shy and ill at ease with Kelly because of her 
former love affair with this woman's husband. Phil had once said that 
Kelly knew all about it and didn't mind, but Lynn had not believed him.


"It's nice to see you, Mrs. Agard," the young wife responded politely, 
studying the well-built brunette as she took a seat and fumbled 
nervously through her handbag for a cigarette. "I didn't know you were 
an actress."


"Oh well, I don't know how much acting talent you need to do this kind 
of thing, honey. Mostly it's a question of having the body for it. And 
incidentally, please don't call me 'Mrs. Agard' anymore. Now that we're 
both in the same business, I think that just plain 'Kelly' will do 
nicely. Actually I'm amazed that Phil was able to talk you into coming 
down here tonight."


This strange conversation was making the young blonde more confused by 
the minute. A good body--which Kelly certainly did have--was obviously 
important for an actress but then so was acting skill! Anyway why 
should Phil have had any difficulty in getting her to accept a night's 
work as an extra for a television film? It didn't make any sense.


"Have a drink, dearie," suggested Mrs. Agard in a hearty friendly 
manner, sliding a bottle of vodka down her dressing table towards Lynn 
Langley. "We've got awhile to wait before they're ready for our scene, 
and I find it helps if you go out there a little bit sloshed, if you 
know what I mean."


Lynn didn't but she accepted the drink anyway, despite the fact that 
Matt disapproved of liquor and would not keep any in the house. Maybe a 
quick slug will clear my head a little, she decided, pouring herself a 
healthy glassful and then adding some tomato juice to make a Bloody 
Mary. Then she settled back to watch as Jon barged busily into the 
dressing room and went to work on Kelly's face, applying rouge and 
make-up to give her skin some color under the bright lights on the set.


"Finish your drink, baby," advised Jon bruskly, nodding in Lynn's 
direction. "I'm going to be ready to do you in another minute. And 
better get out of that dress unless you want to get make up all over 
it."


"What should I put on?" asked Lynn, a little alarmed.


"Who gives a shit?" snapped Jon crudely as he dabbed mascara onto 
Kelly's skin. "Just get out of the dress."


Blushing at the man's vulgar language, Lynn observed that the older 
woman was wearing a dressing gown and cursed herself for not having had 
the brains to bring something like it herself. Here was no sign of 
anything resembling a slave girl costume, and she hated to make a fuss 
over what she was supposed to wear, so she took a deep breath, finished 
her drink to give her courage and then, unzipped the simple print dress 
she had worn, hanging it on a hook behind the door and sitting back 
down in her underwear. It was embarrassing for the modest young wife 
because the brassiere she was wearing was light and filmy, doing very 
little to conceal the tiny brown nipples on her fully ripened breasts, 
and the skimpy pair of bikini style panties were not much better.


"Okay, that takes care of your face," the rude, irritable make-up man 
said to Kelly Agard. "Do you want me to put the body make up on or can 
you handle it yourself?"


"I'll do it," replied Kelly casually, rising to her feet and surveying 
herself in the mirror. "If there are any spots I can't reach, I'll yell 
for assistance." With a calm easy movement, the older woman unzipped 
the housecoat and stepped out of it, stark naked!


Lynn's eyes almost popped from her head as she watched this hardened 
older woman inspect her lushly voluptuous body in the mirror as if she 
were alone in the room, apparently totally untroubled by Jon's 
presence. Kelly had a sensuous body which could easily go to fat if she 
began to be careless about her weight, but at the moment, her figure 
looked firm and desirable, her enormous breasts heavily straining but 
not yet sagging and her buttocks neat and trim from constant exercise.


"A couple more of these flicks, and then I'll retire and let you take 
over, honey," she said to Lynn over her shoulder. "You've really got a 
body worth looking at, and you're at least ten years younger than I am. 
Here, let's have another drink."


Lynn's mind was going around in circles by this point and she numbly 
nodded as the naked, full bodied woman turned away from the mirror and 
mixed the two of them another pair of Bloody Mary's, even stronger that 
the one which Lynn had made for herself a few minutes before. Jon was 
preparing his make-up kit for the next job, and seemed to be completely 
at ease in this small confined room with one woman totally naked and 
another inadequately covered by her brassiere and panties.


"Okay, baby," he informed her bluntly, "Let's put a pretty face on you. 
Wanna stand up?"


Lynn obediently rose to her feet, her hands shyly covering her nipples 
since she knew that the brassiere she was wearing did very little to 
conceal the lush ripe contours of her breasts.


"Shit, you do have a body on you!" he complimented her crudely, 
stepping back to survey the unhappy embarrassed young woman. "I'm glad 
Phil found you because we sure can use somebody with big tits like 
yours and that nice neat little ass! Okay, get over here under the 
light because they're gonna be banging on the door any minute now 
looking for you two broads."


Lynn was on the point of protesting his vulgar language, but she 
reminded herself that this was show business and a real professional 
actress would be quite accustomed to this crude worldliness of the 
make-up men and technicians. Also Kelly did not seem to mind, so she 
concluded that Jon's behavior was probably not unusual. She presented 
herself under the lights, finally deciding that it was childish to keep 
her hands over her breasts like this and forcing herself to let her 
arms hang naturally at her sides. Jon moved deftly into position and 
began painting her face. Out of the corner of her eye, Lynn watched 
Kelly Agard squeeze a little brown paste out of a tube and begin 
rubbing it vigorously all over her body, paying particular attention to 
her sumptuous breasts and full, shapely thighs.


"Keeps your skin from shining underneath the stage lights," she 
explained casually to Lynn noticing the girl's curiosity. "You start to 
sweat out there, and it shows up on the video-tape unless you get some 
of this stuff on."


"But they're not going to see you ... your breasts, surely," objected 
Lynn, a little dismayed.


"Look, you broads can compare notes later," interrupted Jon with a 
savage snarl. "Shut up, Kelly and let me put this stuff on her before I 
have the boss crawling down my neck."


Mrs. Agard just giggled at this rudeness and Lynn fell silent, still 
wondering why it was necessary to keep perspiration from showing on the 
parts of the body which could never possibly be seen on television. Jon 
quickly penciled a little color into Lynn's face and instructed her on 
the way in which he wanted her to wear her hair. Then he presented her 
with another tube of body make-up, threw a small mysterious bag on the 
table, and departed without further explanation!


"What's this?" asked Lynn innocently, picking up the bag and wondering 
if it were intended for her, frankly happy that the irascible make-up 
man had finally left them in peace.


"Your costume's in there," explained Kelly in an offhanded manner. "Put 
it on now and we'll see if they have to make any last minute 
adjustments. Millie, the girl who got sick, wasn't as big in the tits 
as you are, and we might have to let something out somewhere."


Thunderstruck, Lynn opened the bag and dumped the contents on the 
table. Her costume consisted of two pieces, made mostly of rhinestones 
and designed to cover just the nipples over her breasts and the hair-
covered triangle of her pubic zone. Everything else showed! Lynn took 
one horrified look at the outfit and quickly finished her drink.


"Kelly! I can't ... I mean I couldn't possibly ..." she began to 
stammer unhappily, but the older woman cut her off with a gay laugh and 
poured the two of them their third drink of the evening. Feeling the 
desperate need to get control of her nerves, Lynn gratefully accepted 
the offering and swallowed half of it in one quick gulp.


"No problem, baby," Kelly assured her, now sounding a little drunk, 
"it's really no worse than a bathing suit, is it? Come on, this is the 
twentieth century, and anyway, you're going to be a hell of a lot 
better dressed than I will."


"What do you mean," cried the young wife, now seriously worried about 
what she had gotten herself into. "What are you going to be wearing?"


"Exactly what I'm wearing right now," smiled Kelly Agard calmly, 
examining her naked lust-inciting body in the mirror. "What kind of a 
film did you think this was, anyway?"


*  *  *


"All right, everybody, let's try and pay attention and see if we can't 
get this right the first time and save ourselves a couple of tapes. The 
sooner we get it done, the sooner we can all get home to bed," the 
director growled at the company. Phil Agard was moving rapidly around 
the room checking all his equipment to make absolutely sure that the 
shooting would be right the first time at least from the technical 
point of view. The cameramen, acting as if they had heard this kind of 
speech before, were making last minute adjustments to the television 
cameras which would record the scene on tape as well as screen it 
through a series of television monitors which had been set up in 
strategic locations just off-camera. No one seemed to be paying much 
attention to Lynn for which the frightened, half-naked young woman was 
grateful. Before leaving the sanctuary of the dressing room, she had 
managed to locate a large bath towel and wrap it around herself as a 
partial temporary protection against the lustful gazes of the actors 
and camera crews. Naturally, she knew in the back of her head that the 
moment was fast approaching when she would be forced to take off the 
comforting protection of the towel and expose her nearly naked body to 
the lecherous eyes of every man in the room, but the quantity of 
alcohol she had imbibed had had its desired effect, and the young 
housewife was having difficulty in concentrating, finding that her head 
was swimming slightly in a pleasant alcoholic fog.


"Okay Rick, in position!" ordered Lenny the gruff, scowling director, 
and a handsome young man wearing only a loin cloth moved out from the 
sidelines and took his place on the set, standing next to what was 
clearly intended to be an elaborate royal throne. The actor named Rick 
was a tall, slender, and extremely handsome young man with a broad 
muscular chest and extraordinarily light blue eyes. There was something 
about the easy confident way he moved, coupled with his striking animal 
sexuality which made it impossible for Lynn to take her eyes off him.


"Right, now you know the sequence, kid, so try not to screw up!" warned 
the director in the same aggressive bullying tone. "You stand next to 
the throne at attention and when the queen comes in you bow real low. 
Remember, you're a miserable slave, and you ain't never been anything 
but a stupid slave and this lady can have your head chopped off anytime 
she feels like it, so you're respectful, right? Okay, as soon as Kelly 
gets her queenly ass on that throne, she nods at you and you serve her 
a drink from that tray, right? She takes the drink and downs it, but 
she's still hot so she stands up and has you take off her robe, 
remember? After that you know what to do. Okay, let's see if we can get 
through the sequence without somebody dropping their false teeth. Slave 
girl? Where the hell is the fucking slave girl?"


"I'm here," she volunteered weakly as the director glared furiously in 
her direction.


"She's new at this," advised Phil Agard from behind the camera. "Take 
it easy on her Lenny, okay?"


"All right, all right," moaned the ill-tempered director. "Why didn't 
you tell me this was going to be amateur night? Look honey, that big 
handsome slave up there is your boyfriend and you don't wanna share him 
with anyone, including the queen, but she can chop your head off just 
as easy as pie, so when she starts fucking around with your man, you 
ain't in a position to protest, got it? But that don't mean you can't 
look mad once in awhile. And that's all you gotta do, stand there and 
look irritated, and we'll get you an Oscar. Now get out of that stupid 
fucking towel and stand on the other side of the throne!"


This was the moment Lynn had been dreading with all her heart, and for 
an instant she asked herself why in the world she didn't tell this foul 
mouthed, cigar chomping idiot what he could so with his stupid video-
tape and walk out of the studio. Then she caught a glimpse of Phil 
watching her very carefully from behind the camera, and she knew that 
if she lost her head and cost him a night's delay, he would find some 
way to get even with her. He could even fire Matt, despite the fact 
that good cameramen were hard to find, or worse, he could tell her 
husband about her past and thus destroy her marriage.


No, she was in it now and there was no way out, even if it meant 
absorbing some embarrassment. Well, as Kelly had said, it was no worse 
than being in a bikini ... well actually, it was a good deal worse. Her 
brown pointed little nipples were barely concealed by this ridiculous 
costume and it gave her no support whatsoever, so that every time she 
moved, her firmly upthrust breasts bounced provocatively in such a way 
that all the men in the room could see them jiggling up and down on her 
chest. And from the bellybutton on down, she was in even worse shape. 
Supported by a slender golden chain which ran around her waist, there 
was a triangular shaped jeweled shield which inadequately covered her 
pubic zone, but the full fleshy half-moons of her buttocks were left 
exposed and perfectly naked.


But it had to be done and everyone was looking at her expectantly, so 
she quickly dropped the protective towel on a nearby chair and walked 
to the other side of the throne, knowing that her face was reddening 
with shame, but unable to do anything about it.


"Okay, let's roll 'em. Slaves, in position! Kelly make your entrance!"


Realizing that she was on-camera, Lynn drew herself up into a position 
of rigid attention, observing that Rick, the other slave-actor, was 
doing the same. From the sidelines came Kelly, her hair done up 
beautifully and looking as majestic and royal as any real queen. The 
actress was wearing a long robe which covered her from shoulder to 
ankles, and Lynn decided with a sigh of relief that the older woman had 
been merely kidding about appearing stark naked before the cameras. 
After all, what could they possibly do with a film involving a naked 
woman? Even her own costume might pass on television as long as the 
television camera did not focus directly on her and give the TV viewer 
the opportunity to realize that the slave-girl was nearly stripped to 
the skin.


Kelly walked regally forward, turned slowly and seated herself 
deliberately on the throne. For a moment, she simply rested, fanning 
herself with her hand to indicate that she was suffering from the heat. 
Then she nodded imperiously to Rich, the actor impersonating a male 
slave, and he obediently went to a nearby table and presented his queen 
with a golden goblet containing some clear liquid.


The older actress gulped it down greedily, but it was clear from her 
expression that she was still feeling warm. With a slow deliberate 
motion, she untied the strings holding her cloak together at the 
throat, allowing the garment to fall open and reveal the deep 
mountainous swells of her lushly tantalizing breasts. With a horrified 
shock, Lynn noticed that she seemed to be wearing nothing underneath 
the cloak, and the suspicion that this couldn't be a normal TV film 
crept quickly back into her mind. But if this tape wasn't being made 
for broadcast on WRT-TV, what was it for? Certainly Phil Agard could 
not hope to compete with the big national network in New York City, and 
all of this was far too expensive to be done for his private amusement.


But Lynn's scandalized contemplation was interrupted when Kelly rose 
majestically from her throne, her eyes fixed on Rich and her hands 
pulling the cloak away from her overheated stunning figure, thus 
destroying Lynn's last illusions that they were involved in something 
even remotely legal. This film had to be pornographic because the 
camera was only a few feet away from where the actress stood smiling at 
her captive slave, and the electric eye of the mechanism could hardly 
fail to be picking up the lascivious patch of softly curling brown hair 
which masked the entrance to her vagina, and the rounded heavy spheres 
of her shamelessly exposed breasts, all things which no television 
station in the world would ever dare exhibit to the old ladies and 
little kids who tuned in after dinner.


"I am warm!" Kelly announced in queenly tones, glancing at Rich with a 
superior air. "Remove my cloak, please."


Sending a nervous glance at his girlfriend, Lynn, Rich made haste to do 
as he was told, stepping around behind the queen and gently removing 
the robe from her shoulders. When he returned to his original position, 
Lynn had to fight to keep an expression of surprise from showing on her 
face: Kelly was, as she had promised, stark naked, but this public 
display of nudity did not seem to bother her in the slightest, in fact, 
she gave every indication of enjoying it thoroughly, running her hands 
sensuously over the satiny naked flesh of her voluptuously well 
developed body. But the queen was still not satisfied.


"I do not like to be naked when a man is clothed in my presence," she 
ordered calmly. "Disrobe!"


No, no, Lynn was crying inside her head. This can't be true, but the 
slave bowed submissively and unsnapped the loin cloth which covered his 
groin, tossing it calmly to one side and facing the queen just as naked 
as she!


Lynn took a gulp of air when she saw Rrch's genitals so unexpectedly 
revealed, and the director frowned at her menacingly, but did not stop 
the scene. The man's thick white penis was still in the relaxed state, 
but even dangling tranquilly between his legs, the frightened young 
housewife could see why Rich was able to specialize in this kind of 
film. He was huge!


And inexperienced as she was, Lynn could see that the 'slave' was not 
going to be able to remain unamused forever. His long thick cock was 
already quivering and jerking slightly as if he were feeling the 
excitement of being naked in front of this stunningly sensual woman, 
and fighting a losing battle for self-control.


Nor was Kelly giving him any help. Her narrowed eyes fastened on the 
lust-inciting spectacle of his massive sexual organ, she walked 
deliberately toward him, a lewd grin on her face.


"Does my slave dare to become excited in the presence of the Queen?" 
she asked him softly. "I command you to control yourself, or I will 
summon the royal surgeon and require him to remove the cause of the 
difficulty!"


The slave was obviously unsure whether the monarch was kidding him or 
not, but the seriousness of the threat had its effect upon his face. 
But the Queen was apparently supposed to be something of a sadist, for 
she clearly had no intention of allowing her slave to remain unaroused 
for long. By pre-arrangement, Rich was standing with a pillow at his 
feet, and Kelly dropped gracefully to her knees before him. Rich 
struggled to keep his eyes straight and steady, but his internal 
torment was clear.


"Let me see how well disciplined a slave you are," muttered the queen 
sadistically, her soft feminine hands reaching up to take his slowly 
swelling cock between her delicate fingers. To Lynn's startled eyes, it 
looked like a woman holding a baseball bat! Iron discipline or not, 
this direct sexual provocation was obviously too much for the young 
handsome actor, and his massively awakening penis slowly began a steady 
inexorable rise as Kelly tormentingly manipulated it between her hands, 
stroking and massaging the thick heavy shaft and blowing on it gently 
with her full wet lips ovaled.


I don't believe this is really happening! Lynn was trying to convince 
herself that this was really only a bad dream, struggling to maintain 
her composure. She would have like to dash from the set, but basically 
she was intimidated not only by the Agard's and what they could do to 
her life, but also by the fearsome snarling director who really looked 
capable of dismembering anyone who ruined one of his scenes.


But meanwhile, this sexual drama was becoming more torrid by the 
moment. Rich had achieved a massive erection despite the fact that he 
was still standing rigidly at attention, his eyes straight ahead and 
obviously trying to give the impression that all of this was not really 
happening.


Below him on her knees, the queen continued to torment her helpless 
slave, cradling his large swaying balls in her hands with an amused 
expression on her face, and rubbing the thick leathery foreskin back 
and forth over the fat bulbous head of his mighty cock, exposing to the 
tele-camera's prying eye the blood-engorged gland.


"Your majesty ..." the slave began hesitantly, but the words stuck in 
his throat as Kelly slowly but surely drew his massively pulsating 
instrument closer and closer to the red glistening surface of her 
parted wet lips, at the same time carefully pushing the foreskin back 
as far as it would go.


Lynn was frozen in a state of absolute panic. This was the same 
indecent animalistic act which Agard had urged upon her during their 
last night together. It had shocked her so much then that she had 
broken up their love affair and married a different man. Could it be 
that Kelly was actually going to do it in the presence of all these 
people, to be recorded in video-tape?


In another half-second, her question was answered for her ... in the 
affirmative! With a contented purr, the sexually aggressive actress 
trailed the soft moistness of her lips across the flat muscular plane 
of his stomach, coming nearer and nearer to the object of her interest. 
Rich's eyes rolled back in his head as her hot lizard-like tongue 
darted out tormentingly, flickering at the hardened moist surface of 
his cock and causing his hips to jerk involuntarily. Despite her horror 
at the perversity and obscenity of the situation, Lynn found that she 
could still admire the acting skill of the two participants in this 
lewd drama. In her mind, she was half-convinced that Rich was terrified 
of being emasculated by the Royal Surgeon, and Kelly was really a lusty 
savage queen.


Rich jerked again and now there was no question that this queen was 
closing in on him and actually intended to commit this sordid depraved 
act. Lynn had overheard men joking about 'blowjobs' but it had never 
occurred to her that she would ever witness such a thing under such 
morally corrupted circumstances. But Kelly had gone too far now to have 
any thought of backing out.


"You have been a disobedient servant," she informed the trembling male 
slave, her voice now unnaturally low and husky with gathering passion. 
"For your punishment, I am going to suck you dry!" And with a sudden 
skillful lunge, he head dropped forward, one hand snaking around behind 
his back to hold the man's strong flexed buttocks while the other hand 
circled his long thick hardness. With a sadistic chuckle, the woman 
parted her wetly glistening lips and enclosed the head of his cock in 
the warm sanctuary of her mouth.


Lynn swallowed nervously as she watched with horrified fascination, 
uncomfortably aware that the sexuality of the scene was spreading 
quickly around the room like an epidemic of some incurable disease. 
Behind the camera, Phil Agard adjusted his pants awkwardly to hide the 
almost painful erection which had been provoked by what was happening 
before his eyes. Lynn realized that her own little bud-like nipples 
were expanding inexorably and uncontrollably, trying desperately to 
poke through the tightly woven fabric of her costume. To her shame, she 
also felt the orgiastic juices in her body--still seething from her 
earlier self-arousal--were beginning to flow, dampening the smooth 
creamy flesh between her firmly trembling thighs, despite the fact that 
she kept assuring herself mentally that all of this was sinful and 
depraved.


But Kelly was paying no attention to anything except the business at 
hand, sucking away energetically as if her life depended upon it, and 
Rich was slowly losing what there was left of his self-control, his 
hips beginning to jerk back and forth convulsively as the woman's 
tongue lashed his poor tormented cock into a lather of excitement. Lynn 
watched, hypnotized, as Kelly's heavily quivering breasts jiggled and 
danced on her heaving chest while her head bobbed up and down over the 
man's wildly pulsating cock. Her hands on his iron-hard buttocks, she 
was urging him to move, to start pumping in and out of her, wanting him 
to treat her delicately ovaled mouth as if it were simply another cunt 
which could be fucked and abused any way he wanted to. She was inviting 
him to pour the hot sticky liquid from his loins deep into her throat 
and fill her mouth with cum until she overflowed!


The slave had been slow to get the idea, but once he understood 
precisely what his queen wanted, he went to work with rough enthusiasm, 
his hands sliding into her long brown hair as he pulled her head back 
and forth in front of him.


Rich groaned unintelligibly, making Lynn wonder for a moment whether he 
was simply acting or whether this whole business was really starting to 
get to him. After all, film or no film his hard thrusting cock was 
still stuck brutally between the tightly-clasped lips of a real live 
woman who was doing her damnedest to stimulate him to the utmost. 
Perhaps the two of them had already forgotten that this whole scene had 
been organized by Phil and Lenny; maybe they were ignoring the cameras 
and electric lights and were now both lost in a private sexual fantasy 
world of their own where Kelly was no longer a make-believe queen but a 
real one, and Rich was not an actor doing a role but a slave!


As the depraved brunette actress sensed that she was winning her 
obscene battle, Kelly intensified her efforts, sucking his massively 
throbbing cock a little harder and moving forward to take as much of it 
into her throat as possible. Lynn felt certain that she was going to 
start gagging and choking any minute now, but miraculously she 
continued to suck away on it happily with sounds of intense masochistic 
pleasure erupting from her cock-stuffed mouth.


Deep inside the actor's body, great swirling clouds of heat were 
building up as he looked down at the strained contorted face of the 
ripe splendidly-built woman who was kneeling submissively at his feet. 
In the back of his head, Rich knew perfectly well that this was merely 
a scene in a dirty movie, and one for which he could expect to be well 
paid, but like every good actor, the young man had the capacity to 
forget about reality while he was making a film or a video-tape and 
lose himself completely in whatever part he was supposed to be playing.


The hard-bodied, handsome young actor was not in the slightest 
embarrassed at the idea of having this perverse sexual act performed 
upon him in the presence of another woman and a dozen other men; in 
fact, he had very nearly forgotten about them. All he could think about 
at the moment was the searing burning sensation caused by his semen as 
it started to work its way out of the depths of his nakedly pumping 
body, moving slowly at first and then much faster and rushing 
explosively down through his testicles and out the long narrow channel 
in his wildly jerking penis.


He gasped as the spasm hit him with all its force, tightening his grip 
on Kelly's head out of some wild irrational fear that she would pull 
away from him just as his churning hot cum swamped her mouth, spoiling 
everything just when he wanted it to be perfect. The heated white cum 
spurted out of him in long powerful waves, apparently destined to go on 
forever, but the lust-stricken brunette actress made no attempt to 
avoid her degenerate fate.


Indeed, Kelly gave every indication of enjoying it enormously, and Lynn 
watched with dumbfounded amazement as the older woman sucked wildly 
away as he came brutally into the warm wetness of her open throat, her 
Adam's Apple bobbing furiously as she endeavored to swallow every drop 
of the lust-inciting fluid he was pumping so ruthlessly into her mouth. 
Coughing a little as she choked on the sperm, hums and mewls of slavish 
masochistic pleasure emerged from the queen's cum-filled mouth.


As she had threatened to do, Kelly had sucked her disobedient servant 
dry, but it was clear to everyone that she had not quite finished with 
him yet. Lynn's poor mind went into orbit as she realized that this was 
not the end of this torrid depraved drama, but that there was to be a 
second act which would begin almost as soon as the first had finished. 
Kelly never let up for a minute, persistently continuing to run her 
lithe active tongue over his jerking, slowly-deflating instrument until 
she had cleaned away the last remnants of hot sticky cum, but the 
kneeling actress obviously was still far from satisfied.


Using her hands skillfully, the heavy breasted woman began to chaff his 
poor tired cock, pulling the skin back as far as it would go and 
exposing all of the red palpitating gland to the torments of her wetly 
lashing tongue. Lynn could see the surprise on Rick's face as his 
exhausted penis began to react once again to the intensity of the 
stimulation she was giving him, struggling to rise one more time 
despite the fact that he had just finished a powerful body-shaking 
orgasm.


And he was going to make it! Bit by bit, the long heavy shaft of the 
actor's manhood rose to the challenge, straightening and hardening once 
again until it stood tall and proud before him, precisely as if he had 
not had a sexual experience in a month.


"Now, that you have learned your lesson, slave," Kelly grinned at him, 
traces of his sticky white cum still clinging to her lips, "I will give 
you the opportunity to please your queen. Perhaps if your little friend 
watches carefully, she will learn how a monarch is to be treated, and I 
will hand her over to the king for further lessons!"


Lynn blanched at this direct reference to her and noticed that the 
television camera was focused on her face to record her reaction. She 
looked horrified at the notion of being handed over to anyone, which 
was apparently appropriate for the scene they were supposed to be 
playing since even the sinister director managed to smile 
sympathetically in her direction.


"Come!" commanded the queen, lying back on the floor with her legs 
lasciviously parted and her arms stretched out invitingly. "Come and 
show me that you are worth more than a life of slavery. Make me happy 
and you win your freedom! "


His manhood fully restored, Rick wasted no time in complying with this 
depraved order, dropping quickly to his knees between her widely-spread 
legs and allowing his muscular young body to fall forward on Kelly's 
full ripe breasts.


"Oh, that feels so nice!" the queen commented as his nakedly powerful 
body crushed into hers, pinning her helplessly to the floor. Now there 
was no longer any question of queen and slave, but the age-old picture 
of man dominating woman, and the television camera zoomed in to study 
their two lewdly writhing bodies as they sprawled and grappled on the 
floor like a pair of wildly rutting animals. Kelly's fingernails 
trailed ruthlessly across the broad expanse of his back, but if Rick 
noticed the discomfort, he gave no visible sign of it. Instead, he 
expertly slid his hands beneath the two flaccid half-moons of her 
buttocks, lifting her clear off the floor with his bulging biceps and 
gracefully gliding his massively erect cock into her warmly inviting 
vaginal crevice as if they had rehearsed this bizarre movement for 
months.


Rick was taking his time, letting the cameras follow his every movement 
as he ran the heavy, red-tipped rod of his glistening penis torturously 
up and down the length of her widespread cuntal slit, knowing that this 
lecherous maneuver was turning her on and taking the opportunity to 
torment this haughty queen and pay her back for all the humiliations 
she had heaped upon him.


Nor was Kelly slow to react. Her ripely rounded buttocks were rotating 
around in desperate circles while her smooth creamy thighs locked 
around the back of his hard muscular thighs, as if she were trying to 
force him into her shamelessly aroused body by brute force.


"Now, slave, now!" she groaned, giving the impression of being half out 
of her mind with unsatisfied lust, and covering the actor's handsome 
face with wet hungry kisses while her anxiously grinding pelvis ground 
inexorably into his. Obviously, she could wait no longer. The sex-
maddened woman reached down abruptly between their two straining 
bodies, and she caught his thick tormenting cock in a death-grip, 
hauling it forcibly between the hair-lined lips of her hotly moistened 
cuntal opening and driving it into her almost against her will. There 
was no question about it; Kelly was still the queen, and she still 
possessed the power to make this particular slave do what she wanted.


But by this point, Rick was beyond resistance. Accepting the inevitable 
with a cheerful grin, he crashed forward with a violence that made Lynn 
tremble, and both of the actors simultaneously were forced to groan 
aloud as Kelly's warm, elastic-like sheath slipped wetly around the 
pulsating hard shaft of his rock-like penis. A real professional at 
this kind of lewd exhibition, Kelly had achieved extraordinary control 
over the internal muscles of her cunt, and she was able to adapt 
herself easily to a man of almost any size. Rick's massively thick cock 
was unusually big, in fact, he was gigantic as far as Kelly was 
concerned, but actors selected for this kind of work were normally 
larger than average, and the 'queen' was accustomed to handling heavy 
duty equipment, squeezing back at the young actor fiercely and 
attempting to give as good as she got.


The actor's long bulbous cock raced up through the already lubricated 
passageway of her heatedly throbbing vagina, sliding easily through the 
soft yielding tissue as he thrust himself forward with the 
determination to bury his manhood in her narrow clasping hole with one 
bone-jarring brutalizing push. Lynn shuddered involuntarily as she 
observed this wildly erotic and indecent scene, hearing Rick's heavy 
hair-covered balls slap brutally against the upturned, unprotected 
flesh of the actress's ass. She was hopelessly skewered like a chicken 
on a spit, and for a moment, the tables had now been completely turned. 
The queen was no longer in charge of what was going on, and the slave 
was proving with a vengeance that he was man enough to be free.


My Lord, he's actually fucking her, thought Lynn, blushing a little as 
she found herself slipping into Phil's vile vulgar vocabulary and using 
the obscene word in her head. There's no question about it, she 
realized, this is going to be absolutely pornographic! But who ever 
heard of a pornographic video-tape? Where on earth could you sell such 
a thing?


Lynn kept telling herself to be calm and collected, but this entire 
sordid experience was upsetting her profoundly, and her eyes widened 
with dismay as she watched Rick's hard, relentless instrument 
rhythmically appearing and disappearing between Kelly's lasciviously 
widespread thighs. Wondering how she even dared think such a vile 
thought, the young wife tried to imagine what it would be like to be 
taken brutally and publicly in this fashion, fucked half-to-death by a 
perfect stranger while a gang of lewd television technicians stood 
around and watched.


To her eternal shock, she found that the idea excited her enormously, 
even though she was naturally scandalized at the same time with the 
degeneracy and perversity of what Kelly was doing. She tried to 
discipline her wandering mind, but her self-control had been weakened 
by the quantity of alcohol she had imbibed, and helplessly she found 
herself mentally changing places with the actress, stretching out naked 
on the floor to allow the lusty performer to pummel and pound her 
mercilessly just as he was doing to Phil's nakedly writhing wife.


Kelly was moaning constantly and Lynn began to suspect that this was 
not one hundred percent acting simply for the benefit of the cameras. 
No woman alive, no matter what the circumstances, could have taken that 
amount of lewd and unnatural stimulation for this period of time 
without eventually surrendering and becoming aroused. No, those cries 
and mewls of pleasure and submission were too real to be simulated for 
a TV camera. Kelly Agard was becoming more fiercely turned on by the 
minute.


"Ohhhhhhhhh! Fuck it! Fuck it harder!" the brunette groaned, muttering 
all the filthy obscene words that came to mind as she raced towards her 
climax. The actor never gave her a moment to recover, thrusting into 
her with all the strength in his tawny unrelenting body.


"I'm cummmmmmming!" Kelly gasped suddenly like a woman announcing a 
history-making event. "I'm cumming!" she repeated a second time, almost 
as if she were talking to herself, or trying to convince them of some 
incredible fact. Her mouth was wide open with ecstatic abandon and 
instinctively she pulled her thighs even further back, offering up to 
the savagely fucking actor the whole of her pink, wetly clasping 
vaginal slit like some strange pagan sacrifice. A trickle of saliva 
dripped lewdly from the woman's open mouth and her eyes seemed to 
wander around the room, unseeing and glazed, as if she were drugged.


Lynn could hardly bring herself to believe that all this was really 
true and a horrified shudder ran through her aroused body as she 
watched the older woman race up to the heights of an incredibly 
powerful orgasm. A virtual scream escaped from Kelly's lips as the 
spasm shook her nakedly voluptuous frame, and Rick had to struggle to 
hold onto her abandonedly writhing body as the violent climax shook the 
woman's heart and soul.


Nor was the actor far behind her. Despite the fact that he had given 
his all just a few minutes before, the excitement of the situation had 
re-charged his sexual batteries, and the tough internal muscles of her 
wildly milking cunt clamped down on his rampaging cock, forcing him to 
cry out as the hot fiery cum began spurting into the hidden untouched 
recesses of her womb. A sudden hush fell over the room as he creamed 
into her with all his might, practically bending the sweat-drenched 
woman in two as he labored over her, trying to make this a cum she 
would remember all her life.


Kelly's legs went limp all of a sudden, and a cry of total happiness 
and relief issued sensuously from her lips. Rick groaned his way 
through the last seconds Of his orgasm and then collapsed on top of 
her, his body completely spent.


"Cut!" yelled Lenny, the director, chomping on a fresh cigar as he 
signaled the cameramen to switch off their machines. "Looked real good, 
kids," he told Kelly and Rick, who were now gradually disengaging their 
tired bodies from one another. Lynn relaxed a little, her mind in a 
blur and her eyes watching Rick's slowly deflating cock gradually 
withdrawing from Kelly's battered and bruised body. The trembling young 
wife continued to stare at the penis, now soft and glistening. 
Suddenly, she realized that the director was talking to her.


"You did okay for a non-professional, baby," he was assuring her. 'You 
got a good body and a lot of facial expression! We can use you again if 
you feel like picking up some spare change. See ya around."


Lynn looked at him blankly for a moment and nodded dumbly, even though 
she had no intention of ever coming anywhere near this studio again as 
long as she lived. Rick rolled off of Kelly's voluptuous body and sat 
up rubbing his stomach.


"All that fucking makes me hungry," he announced, as if nothing had 
happened.


Chapter 3


"Gosh, it's good to be home!" Matt exclaimed contentedly as he relaxed 
in the big comfortable chair by the fire, sipping his favorite drink, a 
tall glass of cold milk. "Mind you, there's nothing I like better than 
covering a sports event, but day after day of living out of suitcases 
can get a fellow down after awhile "


"How was the game, dear?" Lynn inquired politely, privately wishing 
that they had some liquor in the house so that she could mix herself a 
strong drink. Sometimes Matt's anti-booze morality got on her nerves, 
and if she was going to have to listen to an evening of talk about 
sports--about which Lynn cared little or nothing--a shot would 
certainly be useful. But there was no stopping him once he got started, 
and the dutiful young wife put her chin on her hands and forced a 
bright interested smile onto her pretty face.


"The game was good, but to me winning or losing isn't the important 
thing," explained Matt seriously. "What impresses me is the scope of 
the sports program they have going for those kids out on the coast. All 
the students in this one school participate in some athletic activity 
whether they want to or not, and it's an excellent way of keeping them 
off the streets and out of trouble. Besides, athletics teaches a young 
person about the really important things in life: a sense of fair-play, 
honesty, team work and cleanliness in mind and body! Why one of the 
coaches told me that before the school system started this intensive 
program, they were having real programs with pre-marital sex among the 
high school students, incredible as it may seem. The teachers naturally 
did their best to explain that sex before marriage was unholy and 
immoral, but it was a losing game. But now, with everybody working 
their heads off after school on one of the school teams, they feel that 
the kids are too exhausted to have much energy left for these terrible 
sexual things. It's been a real triumph!"


Lynn tried to smile enthusiastically at the thought of healthy boys and 
girls expending their sexual energies by playing football or running 
cross-country track, but somehow this whole conversation was depressing 
her. How nave could you be? Did Matt really think that they were going 
to be able to stamp out sex with a sports program? The result would 
more likely be that the kids would get so healthy as a result of all 
this physical education that they would want sex more than ever!


But she knew better than to argue the point with her husband. Matt was 
a man of the old school, a tough, bible-quoting, church attending 
moralist, who sincerely believed that sexual relations should wait 
until after the marriage ceremony, and that adultery was the worst sin 
in the book. And Lynn had to agree with him intellectually, but 
emotionally somehow she sensed that there ought to be more to life than 
tiring yourself out with a baseball to avoid temptations of the flesh. 
A shudder of horror ran through her temptingly lithe body as she 
imagined what would have happened had Matt ever gotten wind of Phil 
Agard's little after hours activity. Agard would not have to fire him 
because Matt would certainly quit on the spot, which would be a shame 
because jobs were he hard to find these days and WRT-TV gave him the 
opportunity to do just what he liked doing best.


"Do you like my new nightie, darling?" she inquired, hoping to get his 
mind off athletics and onto sex. After all, they were married now, and 
even Matt's stern sense of right and wrong did not exclude love-making 
between married people. To give him the opportunity of becoming 
aroused, she jumped off the couch and pirouetted in front of him, 
letting the hem of the nightie whirl temptingly through the air and 
exposing for a split second the rich brown softness of her pubic hair 
and the glowing, velvet-textured flesh of her thighs. Matt had come 
home the day after that wildly degenerate evening at the television 
studio, but he had been too tired himself to do much more than go 
straight to sleep. He was scheduled to leave again on another trip in a 
few more days, and Lynn was determined that she was going to get the 
physical satisfaction she needed or die in the attempt.


"Yeah, it's real pretty," Matt conceded without displaying any real 
interest. "I'll be headed down to Saint Louis for the pro game in a 
couple of days, and 1 can pick up some clothes for you if you'll give 
me a list of what you want"


I could tell you what I want, thought the girl darkly, but you can't 
give it to me in Saint Louis! However, she kept her thoughts to herself 
and tried to get the conversation going again.


"Why are you on the road so much these days, lover?" Lynn inquired, 
this time with genuine interest. "At first you used to go away a couple 
of times a month at the most, and now you've got a whole schedule of 
trips lined up for you."


"Dunno," admitted Matt in honest puzzlement. "When I got back from the 
coast Mr. Agard told me that he was very enthusiastic about my stuff 
and he wanted me to cover every important sporting event West of the 
Mississippi from now on, and with an unlimited travel budget. I guess 
he figures that interest in sports is really big in this area and my 
stuff will keep everybody tuned to WRT-TV. But I'm not complaining."


"I am," asserted Lynn stubbornly. "You'll be away from home more often 
than you're here. What am I supposed to do in the meantime?"


"I thought maybe you could join the women's auxiliary organization down 
at the church?" Matt proposed with simple sincerity. "They do charity 
work and have teas once a week and a lot of interesting things like 
that."


Oh God, that's just what I need, the dissatisfied young wife groaned 
internally, but she vowed to herself that she was going to make this 
marriage work one way or another, and she firmly resolved that she 
would call the chairwoman of the charity group in the morning and offer 
her services.


"There's even a bible study group you could join ..." continued Matt 
seriously, "and ..." Mercifully, the phone rang.


"Why don't you get it, hon?" suggested Matt tiredly. "My legs are 
tuckered out."


Lynn nodded and ambled into the bedroom where the phone was located, 
thinking that it was probably one of her friends proposing a bridge 
game or something equally boring.


"Hello?"


"Lynn, this is Phil," came the voice.


"Oh, hi Phil," she replied, caught a little off-guard, and not sure 
whether her husband could hear her or not. "Just a minute and I'll call 
..."


"I don't want to talk to hubby," Agard laughed mysteriously. "I've got 
another job for you baby."


"I don't want another job," she hissed into the phone. "You tricked me 
the other night, but that was the last time. I don't ever want to have 
anything more to do with your dirty business."


"Oh, really?" drawled Agard self-confidently. "Wouldn't you even like 
to see the video-tape we did the night you were with us?"


"No!!!!" she retorted vehemently. "Never."


"That's a pity because the shots of you came out particularly well," 
commented the television executive evilly. "But perhaps Matt would 
enjoy seeing it? We're having a preview tonight for some friends, and 
once he hears that his little wife is an actress ..."


"Phil, you can't tell Matt," she gasped in horror, knowing full well 
that her husband would divorce her on the spot if he learned that she 
had been involved in something like this.


"Sure I can, baby?" sneered Agard. "Just pass me to Matt and I'll 
explain how you helped us out when Millie got sick. I'm sure he'd enjoy 
seeing you in that cute little costume you wore, even if it was a 
little bit revealing ..."


Lynn felt a sickening feeling sweeping over her as she listened to her 
former boyfriend hint what he was prepared to do to enforce her 
continued cooperation. This was blackmail.


"Please ..." she begged him piteously, hating to humble herself in 
front of this man, but knowing that she had no other choice. "Please 
don't tell Matt!"


"Well, baby, we'll have to think about that," Agard laughed. 
"Meanwhile, let's talk about this new role. The distributor saw the 
finished version of Kelly's film and you caught his eye. He wants us to 
experiment with a video-tape sequel with you as the lead, and I think 
that it's worth a try."


"But Phil," she pleaded, desperately worried that Matt could be 
overhearing enough of this conversation to make him suspicious. "You 
know I've had no acting experience not to mention the sex part which I 
just couldn't do, even if I wanted to ..."


"Listen, sweetheart, leave the worrying to me. We've got a plot worked 
out where your inexperience as an actress won't make any difference."


"Phil, I cannot and will not do it!" she told him? trying to make her 
voice sound as firm and unyielding as possible.


"Okay, sweetie, then pass me to Matt, won't you? I want to invite him 
to that screening."


Lynn felt a sinking defeated feeling in her bones that told her clearly 
that Agard had her over a barrel. Her only chance to save her marriage 
now was to make some kind of agreement with him.


"Look, can't we at least talk about it?" she offered, hoping for some 
kind of compromise.


"Sure honey, we can talk all you want," Agard agreed in a friendly 
fashion. "Your hubby's going out of town the day after tomorrow. On 
your way back from the airport stop in and see me."


"Goddamn you to hell, Agard!" she swore at him furiously. "I hate you 
for this!"


"Ciao, beautiful," he laughed at her contemptuously, not particularly 
caring whether she hated him or not. "See you the day after tomorrow."


"Fuck you!" she cursed into the telephone as he hung up, wishing she 
could think of something stronger.


"Who was that, darling?" called Matt from the living room. Obviously, 
he had overheard nothing.


"One of the ladies from that charity organization," she lied, thinking 
fast. "They want me to do some work for them while you're out of town."


"Good idea," approved her husband. "Keep you out of mischief."


*  *  *


"I think we're gonna have trouble," grumbled the director morosely as 
he glanced across the room at Lynn, who was chatting nervously with 
Kelly and sipping her third drink of the evening. "That broad ain't 
never gonna buy this screwing business."


Phil Agard smiled patronizingly at the short squat cigar smoking 
director, shaking his head in disagreement.


"Lenny, you've got to use your head in this business," he lectured. 
"First, I've told Lynn that as a special favor to her all the hard sex 
is going to be simulated for this film, so she thinks she is just going 
to have to pretend to fuck and not do the real thing."


"You're outa your mind!" exploded the director angrily. "How am I 
supposed to do a decent tape if I can't go in with camera for a close-
up every now and then? You might get away with something like that on 
regular film, but video-tape is too damn precise!"


"Cool it, Lenny, I'm way ahead of you," replied the television producer 
soothingly. "Of course it won't really be simulated, but by the time 
that dumb broad finds out what the score is, it'll be too late for her 
to do anything about it. Okay, now let's review the scene. How do you 
see it shaping up?"


The director still seemed to have his doubts? but Agard was the boss, 
so he controlled his irritation and outlined the scene as he envisioned 
it.


"Okay, we decided this was gonna be a sequel to the last film, right? 
Kelly and her slave boy have just finished fucking, but the queen 
really wants to humiliate Rick, so she decides to have his little slave 
girlfriend raped right in front of him, and if he protests, she'll have 
his balls chopped off, so he has to stand there and take it. She calls 
two other slaves, and they come in and work Lynn over and that's it."


"Good, now as you see, Lynn's role in this film is that of an unwilling 
victim who doesn't want all this to happen to her. So her natural 
reaction when she discovers that she's going to be raped will be 
perfect for the scene we're trying to create. The more she screams and 
protests, the more realistic it'll seem on tape. Get it?"


A look of grudging admiration came into the director's eyes as he 
realized the cleverness of Agard's scheme.


"Boss, sometimes I gotta hand it to you," he admitted reluctantly. 
"What did you tell the broad, just so we can keep our stories 
straight?"


"I just explained that we were going to pick up where the other scene 
leaves off," answered Phil easily. "And when the queen orders the other 
two slaves to go to work on her, they're going to climb on top and 
pretend to rape her."


"She didn't object to appearing naked?" wondered Lenny.


"She probably would, but she doesn't know that's going to be involved," 
Agard laughed cruelly. "She thinks she's going to be able to keep her 
little slave girl costume on for the whole bit."


"Boy, has she got some surprises ahead of her," chuckled Lenny 
sadistically. "Sure hope she doesn't run to the police afterwards."


"Not a chance," the producer assured him. "I've got her blackmailed 
about six ways by now. Let's get going!"


*  *  *


"Honestly, honey, there's nothing to it!" Kelly Agard was explaining to 
the nervous young woman as the two of them entered their dressing room 
where Jon awaited them in his usual nasty mood. "Here, let me freshen 
your drink."


Lynn nodded dumbly and decided that getting a little bit tight was 
probably the best strategy for getting through this terrible experience 
in one piece.


"After all," Kelly continued, a convincing soothing tone in her voice. 
"You don't have to do what I did, and you won't even be asked to take 
off your clothing. It's practically no different from appearing in a 
regular film."


"As soon as you've finished with your pep talk, can we get this make-up 
on?" wondered Jon acidly, impatient as always. "You, get your clothes 
off!"


"I thought I didn't have to!" protested Lynn already fearing that she 
had been deceived.


"You don't baby," explained the technician with irritation in his 
voice. "You wear the same costume you had the last time. But the 
camera's going to be on you this time, and it's important that we get 
the body make-up on you right. Come on, get naked, will ya? We ain't 
got all night!"


Deciding that it was useless to argue anymore, Lynn shyly turned her 
back on the make-up man and began nervously getting undressed throwing 
her garments one by one over the back of a chair while Kelly Agard 
watched her with an amused smile. She stopped when she was clad merely 
in a pair of white nylon panties and her brassiere, glancing furtively 
at Jon to see if this would satisfy him.


"Come on, baby, this isn't a girl scout camp," objected the impatient 
make-up man. "Do you plan on cooperating or not?"


Numbly nodding, the unhappy girl reached behind her and removed her 
brassiere, freeing the ripely sensuous mounds of her breasts from their 
confinement If the sight of her lust-inciting brown nipples swollen a 
little from the excitement of the occasion, made any impression on Jon, 
he gave no sign of it; instead, he went busily to work with a tube of 
body make-up which he expertly began spreading over her smooth white 
skin. First, he worked it into her back and thighs, yanking down her 
nylon panties with the impatience of a doctor while he ran his hands 
lightly over the soft twin globes of her warm, nakedly quivering 
buttocks. At last, the make-up man rose again to his feet and stepped 
around in front of her to apply the ointment to her lush young breasts 
and stomach.


"I can't see why you bother putting it on places which won't show!" she 
protested a little petulantly, but Jon merely grunted non-committally 
in response and Kelly giggled. Lynn jerked a little as he took each 
gently swelling breast in his hard hand and briskly covered the soft 
yielding Mesh with make-up before darkening each tiny tingling nipple 
with a special pencil. Lynn knew that her face was burning with 
embarrassment, but every time she opened her mouth in the presence of 
this man, he snapped at her, so this time she wisely decided to remain 
silent.


Her stomach jerked in and out nervously as he dropped once m ore to his 
knees and began spreading the make-up cream on to the surface of her 
stomach.


"A little too hairy down here," he commented suddenly. "Kelly, pass me 
those scissors, will you?"


Lynn thought for a moment that this was one of his crude jokes but when 
the older woman obediently passed him a pair of scissors, she realized 
with a shock that he fully intended to trim away some of her pubic 
hair.


"No ... listen," she began.


"Shut up and hold still," he retorted. "One wiggle too many and I might 
cut off something serious!"


Deciding that never in her entire life had she been quite so 
humiliated, Lynn did as she was told, staring straight ahead of her and 
listening to the clip-clip of the scissors as Jon trimmed away a few 
offending locks of curly brown pubic hair.


"0kay, now get into your monkey suit," he commanded as soon as he 
finished, rising once again to his feet and looking at her critically. 
"Lenny wants the two of you on set as soon as possible."


A few minutes later dressed in her skimpy slave girl costume, Lynn 
walked timidly out to where the technicians were busily setting up 
their television cameras. Before leaving the sanctuary of their 
dressing room, Lynn had considered wrapping herself up in a bath towel 
as she had done for her first appearance on the set, but for some 
reason tonight she felt less embarrassed about being so lightly dressed 
in front of all these people.


"Have you met Rich and Jay?" Kelly asked suddenly, catching her by the 
elbow. Lynn looked up to find herself confronted with two tall burly 
men who looked like professional wrestlers, both of them dressed in the 
same kind of slave costume which Rick wore. They were both mean looking 
customers, but they grinned at her agreeably enough while introductions 
were being made and hands were being shaken.


"How do you do?" quivered Lynn nervously, feeling herself dwarfed by 
these two monsters and wondering if she was expected to 'simulate' a 
love scene with one of them.


"Man, this is gonna be a treat!" proclaimed the man named Rich boldly 
studying the smoothly-rounded contours of her ripe well developed body 
without even taking the trouble to hide his lustful gaze. "Where's Phil 
been hiding you, baby?"


"Well, I normally don't do this kind of ... of thing?" she began to 
explain with an unhappy stammer, but the other man, Jay cut her off 
with a harsh laugh.


"Why does every skin-flick actress have to say the same damn thing?" he 
wondered sarcastically. "Sure, honey, we'll believe you were a virgin 
until the day before yesterday if you want us to! Just make sure you 
put some life into those screwing scenes. Anything I can't stand is a 
cold fish while I'm working in front of the camera."


"Of course," Lynn found herself replying, making a timid attempt to 
appear sophisticated, but wanting to remind everyone that the scenes 
they were going to do were supposed to be pretending, not the real 
thing. "But I've never had to simulate a love scene before, and 
nobody's yet told me what I'm supposed to do."


Rich and Jay exchanged an amused grin as they heard the unsuspecting 
woman use the word 'simulate,' but before either of them could offer 
some lewd comment, the director began shouting for attention.


"Okay, everyone," Lenny ordered brusquely. "Same positions as last 
time."


Out of the corner of her eye, Lynn spotted Rick moving into his 
position next to the queen's throne, and she watched Kelly regally seat 
herself on the throne, again draped in the massive shoulder-to-floor 
robe she had worn during the first sequence. Rich and Jay whispering 
excitedly to one another, both remained off-camera for the moment while 
Lynn took her designated place.


"Right actors, you've been told what to do," growled the rotund 
director, waving his half-smoked cigar in the direction of the throne. 
"Let's get it right the first time! Roll 'em."


The young wife had not the foggiest notion of what she was supposed to 
do, but she imagined that this scene was one in which she simply stood 
still and watched, assuming that someone would surely have given her 
explicit directions otherwise. The television cameras lighted up.


"I am bored," announced the queen imperiously as she glanced at her 
favorite male slave


"Your majesty has only to command," replied Rick obediently, bowing 
slightly as he answered.


"I think it's time that your little friend entertained us," announced 
the queen, jerking her head in Lynn's direction. "What do you say to 
that slave?"


A worried look crossed the slave's face, and Lynn saw him glance 
nervously back and forth between the two women, acting his part 
beautifully. The handsome slave had a fairly good idea of what his 
queen had in mind, and he was thinking feverishly of some way to avoid 
a situation in which he would have to choose between the royal lady and 
the slave girl. Also he realized clearly that the queen was jealous of 
this younger and more beautiful woman. It was a difficult moment for a 
helpless slave, but the queen gave him no time to think of a suitable 
answer.


"Let us experiment! Let us see exactly how loyal she is to you," 
suggested the queen with a lewd grin. "Guards!"


Immediately the two actors Lynn had met earlier entered, both carrying 
spears. They presented themselves respectfully in front of Kelly. Both 
men had jet black hair and smooth muscular bodies which glistened 
slightly under the set lights. Rick's face was open and honest, but 
Rich and Jay seemed a little sinister and cruel. They were both in 
their late thirties and looked tough and ready for anything, on or off 
a movie set. Lynn felt a tremor of fear run through her near-naked 
young body.


"Your queen has decided to reward you for your royal services," Kelly 
announced, raising her arm to point to Lynn. "You may take this slave 
girl and do with her as you desire ... but do it here so I can 
observe."


It took the young blonde woman a moment to realize exactly what was 
happening and by the time she understood, it was too late for action. 
The guards galvanized into action, dropping their spears and sprinting 
across the set to where she stood helplessly waiting. Lynn expected 
that one of them would sweep her into his arms in some typical 
Hollywood embrace, but it was not that kind of film. Grinning like the 
devil himself, Rich hit her like a football player, knocking her 
completely off her feet and wrestling her to the ground as his greedy 
hands roamed over her body.


Suddenly Lynn knew that this had all been a terrible mistake. She could 
not go through with it! Phil would have to understand, and she was 
sorry that they had wasted all that tape, but she absolutely would not 
take part in a scene like this.


"Let me go!" she gasped as the man's heavy body crushed into her. "I 
don't wan ..." but the breath was knocked from her frantically 
squirming body as the other guard, Jay jumped on top of the pile. For a 
moment Lynn lay stunned under the combined weight of the two big men.


The guards wasted no time, going to work on her like a pair of 
professionals, each one rolling off of her vainly resisting body as a 
television camera angled in from above to catch every minute of action.


"We're gonna fuck you till you can't stand up, beautiful!" Rich 
whispered viciously in her ear, keeping his voice too low to be picked 
up by the microphone over their heads. Both of the two guards were 
hardened professionals at making this kind of film and they worked more 
for pleasure than for the money involved.


Lynn's cringing young body froze with terror as Rich reached carefully 
down between her two firmly heaving breasts and brutally ripped away 
the flimsy covering which had shielded her tiny ripe nipples from the 
public. Jay cooperated by thrusting his hand cruelly down along the 
smooth skin of her stomach and yanking loose the frail material 
protecting her soft fleecy pubic hair. She was suddenly stark naked, 
and with a shock she clearly understood why Jon had insisted upon 
applying make-up to all parts of her body. They had planned this from 
the very beginning, she realized with horror, and who knew what other 
lies they had told her as well?


But the two rough professionals gave the violently writhing girl no 
time to contemplate the difficulties of her situation. Rich's cruel 
hands swarmed over the warmly fleshed globes of her naked breasts, 
twisting and pinching her little brown nipples and forcing her to cry 
out with the sudden pain. Jay amused himself at the same time by 
pulling her long blonde hair with one hand the other tried to force its 
way up between her tightly clasped thighs. Lynn's eyes flew open with 
alarm, and she saw the two men on their hands and knees over her like 
avenging angels preparing to punish her for her sins. Their eyes seemed 
to glow with lewd lusty anticipation as they tormented her, and fear 
rushed through her naked body as she realized that there was going to 
be nothing 'simulated' or make believe about this scene. They were 
going to ravish her for the benefit of the cameras and enjoy every 
minute of it. She had been tricked, and she understood at last the 
cunning cruelty of Phil Agard's plan. The more she screamed and 
protested, the better the film would be. She was playing the role of a 
woman being raped by two brutal men, and all her reactions would be 
perfectly natural.


Deciding to fight back in the only way she could, Lynn tried to lay 
absolutely still, making it as undramatic as possible and looking 
straight up at the television camera which was peering obscenely down 
at her. Rich rose up on his knees beside her, his hands busily undoing 
the fastenings on his loin cloth, and the frightened girl got her eyes 
closed just in time to avoid seeing the burly man strip himself 
completely. Let them do what they want, she was telling herself 
unhappily, as she lay unresistingly naked between them. There's no use 
in struggling anymore. They win this round. There's no point in 
prolonging the misery. Let them do their dirty business to her helpless 
vulnerable body and get it over with.


Then she felt Rich's hard hands coursing over her stomach and the girl 
shivered involuntarily. It was not the pain she feared particularly, 
although she knew that this was going to hurt but the thought that 
after they were finished with her she would never be the same again. 
This experience was going to soil and dirty her forever, and she would 
never again be able to look her young husband in the eye.


"Hey, beautiful," commanded Rich. "Open those lovely brown eyes and 
take a look at the present the queen is giving you."


Lynn shut her eyes even more tightly, refusing to cooperate in the 
slightest, but she felt Jay's hands tighten their grip on her hair and 
start to pull, torturing her into obeying their orders. Her eyes popped 
open and Rich rose nakedly up off his buttocks to give her (and the 
camera) a good look at the instrument of torment he was planning to use 
on her.


As her eyes focused on his lust-thickened penis, the girl's face 
suddenly contorted in horror and she could hear chuckles from off-
camera as the technicians laughed at her innocence. His cock was 
monstrous by any standards, thick and blunt like cudgel, and she could 
see in a glance that the actor had worked himself into a real state of 
arousal while they had been abusing her. A look at his face informed 
her clearly that there was no point in asking for mercy. He had every 
intention of brutally ramming that long hard shaft up into her 
frantically trembling vagina, and there was nothing to stop him from 
doing anything he wanted!


By this time, Jay had stripped himself as naked as his partner and 
occupied himself With holding her arms tightly to prevent any attempt 
at an escape. At some pre-arranged signal, both men suddenly rolled her 
over onto her stomach and Rich cruelly spread her long tapered legs 
apart as she struggled to keep her balance. As she felt her tender 
young breasts crushing into the unyielding floor, Rich moved quickly 
and deftly into position behind her, his legs mercilessly working to 
force her knees farther and farther apart despite her desperate efforts 
to clamp her thighs together and protect the defenseless little opening 
to her femaledom. His hands kneaded and tormented the helpless half-
moons of her buttocks, forcing a painful groan from her lips. The 
miserably unhappy young woman ground her teeth together, not wanting to 
give them the satisfaction of hearing her cry out in agony.


"Up on your knees," Jay whispered to her suddenly, his voice as 
impersonal as a stage manager giving instructions to a forgetful actor. 
Lynn had no intention whatsoever of obeying and she stayed where she 
was, trying to cover her face with her hands in the vain hopes of 
somehow managing to spoil the scene for them. Then she felt the manes 
hand slipping beneath her shoulders, and his fingers found the tender 
swollen nipple of her left breast.


He squeezed, hard, and Lynn immediately forgot about her resolution to 
remain silent and motionless. Instead she screamed as Jay squeezed 
again, even harder, digging his sharp fingernails into the softly 
yielding flesh of her breast until she thought she could bear it no 
longer. Hastily, she tucked her knees under her, willing to do anything 
to alleviate that torture, and the next thing she knew, her full 
smoothly rounded backside was thrust obscenely into the air.


They were winning every round, and she realized now that further 
resistance was almost useless. She would have to surrender in the end 
no matter what, so why not make things easy on herself? To them, her 
lush naked body meant nothing anyway. They were not in love with her, 
and she hardly knew them so there was no question of there being 
anything involved here but lust stimulated by the promise of money. She 
was a toy, an object, a plaything to be used, filmed, and then tossed 
aside!


Kneeling above her, the actor named Rich gazed down at the full white 
moons of her buttocks, offered up to him like some depraved pagan 
sacrifice, and he felt his body start to throb with savage 
uncontrollable desire. Rich had participated in dozens of these porno-
films and tapes, and the idea of actually raping a naked young girl in 
the presence of all these people only made it more stimulating for him. 
He had seen many a skin-flick actress in his sordid career, but never 
anything as young and innocent as this one, and the thought that she 
was his to use and abuse as he desired was driving him wild. His sperm-
bloated testicles were burning as if they were on fire, and he could 
not tear his bulging eyes off of the narrow, lust-teasing pink slit 
which trembled helplessly before him.


For all practical purposes, Rich had virtually forgotten that a video-
tape was being made. At the moment he could only think of jamming his 
hot throbbing cock into her tight little pussy, and he realized that he 
could not hold himself back another minute.


But the actor knew from past experience with women that his penis was 
abnormally large and capable of bringing a gasp of pain to the lips of 
the most experienced of females. What his massive hardness would do to 
this tender little vagina was anybody's guess ... and, abruptly, Rich 
did not really care.


Taking his long punishing rod in his hand for better control, the actor 
grinned lasciviously at his partner who was pinning the girl's 
shoulders to the floor and leaned forward, running his long thick cock 
up and down in the narrow moistly pink crevice of her ass. He was about 
to worm his way into her when an even more depraved idea entered his 
perverted mind.


Bending from the waist, the actor planted a wet, open-mouthed kiss on 
the tiny puckered hole of her anus, using his strong hands to pry her 
warmly gleaming buttocks even farther apart as he lapped at her like an 
animal gone mad. Lynn's body jerked forward and she involuntarily 
uttered a muffled gasp at this indecent unnatural embrace.


This man was kissing her backside, she realized with a horrible shock. 
He was sloshing his long fluttering tongue up and down the entire 
length of her widespread cuntal crevice, all the way from the tingling 
pink button of her clitoris up to the tightly-clasped entrance of her 
anus. Was nothing sacred? What kind of an animal was he anyway?


Seeing that he was really starting to get to her, Rich grinned 
sadistically and dropped his face down for another run over the target, 
this time lingering over the straining muscles of her inner thighs, his 
tongue lashing in at the thin red folds of her hair-covered flesh which 
surrounded her tight little pussy. The actor realized that the glands 
deep inside of her frantically squirming young body had already been 
triggered in involuntary action and begun secreting the heated juices 
which were designed to prepare a woman's body for sexual intercourse. 
Like it or not, he told himself cruelly, this chick is turning on. Time 
to bring in the heavy artillery.


Lynn was confused and mystified by all that was happening to her. Since 
this horrid scene had begun, she had been preparing herself for pain 
and mistreatment, but it had not materialized, and now everything 
seemed to be changing. It was humiliating and shameful to be t forced 
into this unnatural and ridiculous position, but there was nothing 
painful about it, and what the degenerate actor was doing between her 
widely-spread legs was quite the opposite of pain; in fact, little 
whispers of forbidden pleasure were creeping inexorably up and down her 
spine every time Rich's tireless tongue wormed its wet way into her 
private parts. She tried hard not to let her guard down gritting her 
teeth and thrashing her head wildly from side to side, but bit by bit, 
her sensually ripened body began to relax.


Rich knew that he had to move quickly and skillfully if he wanted to 
penetrate her without opposition. He and Jay could obviously overpower 
the girl by brute force if necessary, but if she decided to put up a 
real battle, she could make the two of them look really foolish. 
Besides, Lenny was gesturing impatiently from off-camera, urging the 
two of them to get on with it and not waste quite so much of the video-
tape in foreplay. What the viewers would be paying to see was raw 
brutal sex, and not a lot of fooling around, and the director had based 
his career on giving people exactly what they wanted.


A sigh escaped Lynn's wetly parted lips as the man's thumbs moved past 
the soft brown pubic hair covering the blushing pink lips of her vagina 
into the flowering secret cavern itself, and he noted with satisfaction 
that the girl was sopping wet inside.


She's ready to fuck, he told himself contentedly, feeling the muscles 
in her warmly moistened pussy relax a little as he gently massaged the 
soft pink flesh, letting his outstretched middle finger slip inside of 
her pulsating hot tunnel every once in awhile.


Lynn's mind was a whirling mass of confusion. The drinks she had 
consumed in their dressing room were beginning to catch up with her 
now, and she found it strangely difficult to concentrate on her present 
situation and decide exactly what she ought to be doing. For that 
matter, she told herself vaguely, why try to do anything?


Her meditations were interrupted by a new sensation from behind. There 
was a hard unrelenting pressure against her backside, but in her dazed 
state she could not identify exactly what it was and felt no immediate 
pain.


"Mmmmmmmm," she sighed, without really knowing why, feeling this strong 
new presence work its way gently between the flaccid full moons of her 
buttocks while Rich's hands continued to open her up like a blossom 
touched by the morning sun.


Rich gradually moved his hips forward, trying to worm his massive tip 
of his long blunt cock past the sensitive elastic lips of her vagina 
without hurting or alarming her. Once his hard thick shaft was inside, 
the little bitch could scream all she wanted, but at this stage of the 
game, delicacy was very important.


"Aaaaaaggggghhhhh," she groaned, but it was the mindless sound of 
pleasure and nothing more. Encouraged, the muscular porno-actor inched 
forward, angling his heavy cudgel from side to side in order to widen 
the passage.


The queen had stepped down off her throne by this time, drawn by the 
overpowering sensuality of what was happening before her very eyes, and 
Rick, the loyal slave, stood obediently by her side, apparently not 
overly grieved at what was being done to his delicate little 
girlfriend.


"Ooooooooh, OOOooooh!" Lynn was murmuring now, her moans matching the 
cautious maneuvering of the man's massively throbbing cock as he pushed 
gently and easily into her. The girl's cunt was flowering open 
completely now, and she felt there was a serious danger--whether she 
realized it or not yet--that the girl would ruin the whole scene by 
cumming before he got the full length of his hardness totally embedded 
in the warm moist pocket of her naked body, and decided that the time 
for caution was past. This slave girl was ready to be skewered, and his 
painfully throbbing penis was aching with anticipation.


He moved forward again, forcing his knees as far up between her widely-
stretched thighs as it was possible to go, and used his thumb and 
forefinger to guide the long slippery shaft directly into the moistly 
receptive chamber of her tight little cunt.


Experienced and hardened as he was, the man found himself forced to 
groan aloud with pleasure as he felt the soft warm lips of her pussy 
closing tightly over the bulbous rounded tip of his throbbing cock. 
Never in his long depraved career had he felt a sensation quite like 
this one. He expected Lynn to groan or cry out with sudden pain as he 
steadily worked his way into her juicy, well-lubricated vagina, but she 
was already too far down the road to object to anything he chose to do 
to her now.


"Aaaaaaahhhhhh!!!!" she moaned, half in discomfort and half in ecstasy 
as the man surged powerfully into her, pushing the smoothly yielding 
walls of her wetly clasping cunt ahead of him like the prow of a ship 
dividing the waves. Lynn's entire sensually aroused body quivered and 
trembled before the suddenness of this all-out invasion, taken a little 
by surprise. Now she had no further illusions about what was going to 
happen to her; in fact, it had already happened. Lulled by his 
gentleness into a false sense of security, she had let down her guard 
and now she was paying the price.


He was already deep inside of her, buried to the hilt, and any hopes 
she may have entertained of rallying her strength and fighting him off 
at the last moment were now dashed forever. In the presence of at least 
ten people and two television cameras she was being fucked, yes fucked, 
like a bitch in heat.


But her entire mood was quickly changing, and Lynn found herself 
overwhelmed with an unending wave of bitter shame and humiliation. The 
nakedly-writhing young woman was now actually longing for the pain she 
had expected all along, almost disappointed that there was nothing now 
inside of her but sensual pleasure. She needed the pain to cleanse her, 
to punish her for being the kind of whore she had now become!


But unfortunately for her peace of mind, there was no real pain, only 
the violent slap of Rich's nakedly pistoning loins as he ploughed 
repeatedly into the soft twin cushions of her buttocks, balancing on 
his knees and slamming into her time and time again, each savage thrust 
carrying his red-hot poker deep into the untouched recesses of her 
churning white belly.


"Oh Christ! Oh Christ!" she moaned incessantly, feeling as if the stout 
shaft of a baseball bat had somehow been thrust up inside of her 
tortured young vagina, and she fought desperately to keep him from 
conquering her completely, knowing that if he kept up in this fashion, 
she would soon be beyond resistance. But it was already useless, and 
Lynn was thrashed back and forth between the two men, realizing with 
despair that the cruel sadistic porno-actor behind her was going to 
force her all the way to the ultimate degradation. He was going to make 
her cum, right here in front of everyone!


But the futility of her struggles only served to excite her tormentors 
even more as her warmly clasping cuntal muscles tightened around Rich's 
long driving shaft, stimulating him to greater and greater efforts. And 
out of the corner of her eye, Lynn saw the TV camera zooming in for a 
close-up and despaired, knowing that the magnifying lens of the camera 
was recording everything on tape: his hard relentless cock and the 
pink, cruelly-stretched flesh of her cunt clinging tightly to his rough 
leathery foreskin as he pounded in and out of her like a sex maniac.


"Come on, baby," he jeered at her from above, tormenting the white 
moons of her buttocks with his hard demanding hands as he fucked back 
and forth with long punishing strokes. "Let's see a little life! The 
queen wants you to give us a good time."


Her mind said no, but her poor over-stimulated body was no longer 
taking orders from her brain and reacted by doing precisely what he had 
commanded her to. Experimentally at first, and then with real 
determination, she began to rotate her nakedly quivering ass, twisting 
and swinging back against the man who was fucking so ruthlessly into 
her, trying to give him as good as she was getting.


"Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh!!!!!" she was chanting mindlessly, knowing that the 
saliva was dripping from her open mouth and that she was making a 
perfect fool of herself, but unable to fight off the storm of lust 
which was sweeping over her. She was an animal, a passion-driven pile 
of flesh being fucked half to death by a strange savage man and this 
was the bottom of the barrel. There was nothing lower or more depraved 
than this!


She was wrong! They had one last little surprise in store for her. 
Unexpectedly, she felt Jay's hands fumbling at her mouth. What does he 
want? she asked herself blankly. Why is he sticking his fingers into my 
mouth?


"No, no!" she groaned, and this proved to be her fatal mistake. The 
moment the innocent young woman opened her mouth to protest this new 
depraved invasion, Jay expertly flicked his hips forward, burying his 
long invading pole between her wetly trembling lips and holding her 
head rigidly between his hands so that there was no possibility of 
escape.


Disgust and revulsion swept over her and the doubly-penetrated woman 
tried to wiggle free, but these men were real professionals, and she 
only succeeded in exciting them more. Gagging slightly at the 
unaccustomed presence of this large unnatural object in her mouth, she 
could feel the length and the weight of the man's heatedly throbbing 
cock on the softness of her tongue.


Jay's hands were entangled in her hair, and she knew from bitter 
experience that he would not hesitate to hurt her in order to get his 
way.


"Suck!" he commanded harshly, giving her long blonde locks a slight tug 
just to remind her of his mastery. "Suck me like you never sucked 
anyone before!"


Lynn was beyond resistance. It passed vaguely through her head that she 
had broken off her love affair with Phil Agard because he had asked her 
to perform this same vile unnatural act, and yet here she was, doing it 
to a man she didn't even know.


But the tormented young girl no longer had a will of her own, and she 
involuntarily began to do as she was told. Her tightly ovaled lips went 
slowly to work, timidly nibbling at this strange hotly pulsating 
instrument and she experimentally began to make use of her tongue, 
whipping it back and forth over the broad pungent surface of his penis. 
This was the punishment she had been longing for, and she accepted it 
with masochistic joy, knowing that she had finally hit bottom and there 
was nowhere lower to go. They had broken her down to the bottom-most 
level of humanity ... she was worse than the lowest whore!


She tried desperately to think about something else: her home, memories 
of school days, anything to keep from contemplating exactly what she 
was doing at that very moment. But the reality of her situation was too 
strong to be denied. She could smell the heavy sweat odor from the 
man's sperm-filled testicles, and deep in her throat, she could already 
taste the acrid seminal fluid issuing obscenely from the lust-swollen 
cock-head. I'm actually sucking a man's cock! The thought caused a 
sudden jolt of perverse excitement to ripple through her.


"Oh yeah! Oh yeah!" he was grunting almost painfully as he tried to 
bury himself inside of her, working like a demon to finish himself off 
and hardly noticing what was happening to the battered and abused body 
of the woman beneath him. Lynn's subserviently kneeling young body was 
suddenly jerking and wantonly twisting, and moans flowed out of her 
cock-filled mouth one after another without interruption. Her fair, 
naked flesh shone with a fine light layer of sweat, and her long blonde 
hair thrashed back and forth as strange torturous sensations raced 
overpoweringly through her shamelessly aroused body. The depraved 
thought of being fucked halt-to-death by two strange men 
simultaneously, while a roomful of other people looked on, had finally 
gotten to her ... and she was masochistically racing towards the 
wildest orgasm of her entire young life.


Jay caught the mood of intense lust and doubled his own efforts, 
surging in and out of the soft warm hole formed by her ovaled lips and 
watching in a wanton excitement as the wetly glistening shaft of his 
long hard cock disappeared into her saliva-filled mouth. She was almost 
driving him insane with pleasure.


"I'm cumming," she mumbled incoherently, her words distorted by the 
presence of Jay's massively thick penis between her sucking wet lips. 
No one heard her, but a special announcement was hardly necessary since 
it was perfectly obvious to everyone in the room what was happening to 
the kneeling young girl. Her straining, nakedly pulsating body rammed 
itself savagely back into the loins of the man who was fucking so 
energetically into her from behind, and she rotated her smooth rounded 
ass around in vicious little circles as if she were trying to suck the 
cum out of him by brute force.


The spasm hit and all the muscles in Lynn's lust-stricken body seemed 
to go tight and tense at once, causing both men to groan simultaneously 
as her orgasm caught them off-balance. It was customary for porno-
actresses to simulate a moment of ecstasy at the end of the scene, but 
the two actors both realized that there was nothing simulated about 
this. The girl was cumming as if there were no tomorrow!


Nor were they destined to be far behind her. The quantity of saliva in 
Lynn's mouth grew greater by the moment, becoming thick and pungent 
With the emissions of lubricating fluid secreted by the glands in Jay's 
wildly plunging cock. His hands were winding their way into the curls 
in her hair and he was pulling her head brutally up and down over his 
long thrusting shaft as if her face was nothing more and nothing less 
than another tight little cunt into which he could shoot the torrential 
waves of his cum. Lynn could feel his lust-thickened penis expanding 
and sweating until he had Filled her mouth completely, pushing farther 
and farther into the gagging depths of her throat as if he intended to 
try to meet the other brutalizing cock which was pounding into her from 
the other end.


Rich the man behind her, had had a head start. but Jay beat him to the 
finish line by a split-second, ramming his wildly jerking cock into her 
throat until her nose was crushed up against the wiry curls of his 
black pubic hair. Suddenly his massively pulsating cock began to 
explode like a roman candle as he mumbled profanities into the air. The 
steaming white cum poured into her furiously gulping mouth, causing her 
to gag and choke as she did her best to swallow every drop of this 
obscene, degrading drink. It seemed to go on forever as her mouth 
filled with the thickly heated fluid from his loins, and she gulped and 
swallowed like a real slave, her mind almost completely destroyed by 
the shameful degradation of what these men were putting her through.


But then she was distracted by a grunt from behind her, and Lynn felt 
Rich fuck violently into her one last time as far up inside of her 
tormented young womb as he could go and then began spewing forth his 
own hot sticky cum. A warm pleasant sensation flooded over her as she 
felt the semen flowing hotly into her from both ends and for a moment 
the confused girl felt like one enormous cunt, available for all the 
men in the world to batter and pound, a bottomless receptacle for cum! 
The thought triggered her second orgasm? and the second quickly ripened 
into a third.


"Cut!" cried the director and dimly in the distance, Lynn saw the short 
fat man smiling at her happily.


"Jesus Christ!" said Jay gleefully, carefully withdrawing his slowly-
deflating cock from the girl's cum-filled mouth and getting casually to 
his feet.


"Another days another dollar," sighed Rich philosophically, abruptly 
removing his glistening drooping penis from her exhausted body. "Best 
lay I've had in years!"


"This kid's got what it takes," commented Kelly, getting up off her 
throne and lighting a filter cigarette as she hoisted up her royal 
robes to avoid tripping on them. "Why don't we use her in the next 
flick as the lead, Phil? I like making money too much to be jealous."


Lynn said nothing. She was conscious and her mind was slowly clearing 
as the cool air of the studio swept over her naked tortured young body, 
lying motionless in the pool of cum where the two actors had left her, 
too tired and beaten to move, or even to close her widely-spread legs.


Chapter 4


Lynn headed for the bedroom as soon as she heard Matt's car pull out of 
the alleyway and head off down the street, knowing that she was already 
late and hoping Phil would not be angry. She was ashamed of the 
thought, but for some reason, the young wife was enormously happy that 
her husband was gone. He had been home for three days and by the end of 
the second day, she had begun to find his presence almost unbearable. 
Perhaps it was her own guilt feelings, or the fact that she now had 
even more shameful secrets to keep from her husband, but whatever the 
cause of the tension, he had seemed like an absolute stranger to her, 
and the young blonde-haired woman had been delighted to find out that 
Phil Agard had scheduled him for another business trip.


Darting into the bedroom, she began stripping off her clothing as fast 
as she could, wondering how much time she would have to dress before 
the taxi would arrive at the front door and start beeping its horn. As 
soon as she was totally naked, the lithe full-breasted young woman 
rushed into the bathroom to wash, and do her hair and then came racing 
out again to get into the new clothing which Agard had sent over and 
wanted her to wear tonight.


Catching sight of herself stark naked in the mirror, she paused for a 
moment, deciding that it was foolish to run herself into a tizzy. If 
she was a few minutes late, what difference did it make? And she could 
afford to let the taxi man wait, since Agard was picking up the tab. 
She gazed at her sensual young body in the mirror, wondering a little 
over the fact that this body had gotten her into so much trouble. Maybe 
she would have been better off had she grown up flat-chested with a 
flabby lumpish figure that no man would look at twice! It was difficult 
to understand, at least for a woman, how two full ripe breasts, a 
narrow yielding waist, a light brown triangular patch of pubic hair, 
and a pair of long slender legs could arouse men the way they did. To 
her, it seemed like standard equipment and nothing more. The girl 
shrugged, deciding not to worry any more about the mysteries of life, 
and reached into the box which Phil had had delivered to examine the 
dress she was supposed to wear to the presentation tonight.


She held the garment up in front of her and turned her attention again 
to the mirror. It was nothing! Phil had undoubtedly paid a fortune for 
this dress, and there was hardly enough material in it to make a decent 
sized handkerchief. And he had firmly ordered her to wear nothing under 
it but the tiniest pair of panties she could find and absolutely no 
brassiere. Why didn't he simply tell her to come naked and be done with 
it!


Lynn was feeling unusually depressed and irritable as she climbed into 
the skimpy flimsy garment, resolving that if anyone so much as looked 
at her cross-eyed tonight, she was going to give them a piece of her 
mind. For a twenty-five year old housewife, it seemed to her that she 
had an unusual number of problems to worry about. First, of course, 
there was this whole business with Agard and his gang of filthy 
pornographers. Except for asking her to attend this party tonight, they 
had said nothing about the future, but Lynn knew that Phil Agard had 
other plans for her, and that every time she took part in one of his 
lewd undertakings, she was wrapping herself ever more securely in his 
web of sin. If he chose to use the video-tape they had just made as 
blackmail against her, what could she do?


But aside from that, she was worried about her relationship with her 
husband. Matt had come home from his last trip just the same as always, 
and they had gone to bed together as normal. Matt had made love to her, 
patiently and gently as was his custom, but this time, she had felt 
absolutely nothing! Her husband seemed to prefer the missionary 
position, and frequently made love to her while wearing his pajamas, 
and the whole business had seemed faintly tiresome and boring. Somehow, 
everything had changed since that horrible night, and she was now 
afraid that normal sexual relations were no longer enough for her. She 
knew perfectly well that she had been wildly excited that night with 
Rich and Jay, despite the fact that what they had done was wicked and 
perverse. And she realized that the same innocent embraces of her 
husband were no longer turning her on at all. What did this mean?


There was a honking out in the street and Lynn Langley realized that 
the taxi had arrived. Now in a hurry, she slipped quickly into the 
dress which Agard had provided for her and zipped it up the back. The 
garment barely covered the smoothly rounded mounds of her buttocks and 
she realized that she would have to be careful about bending over in 
this kind of an outfit. To top it all, the neckline was scooped 
daringly low, exposing the ripe tempting contours of her high-set 
breasts and the fabric of the dress itself was so thin that the outline 
of each turgid little nipple was clearly visible. Feeling like a cheap 
prostitute, Lynn seized her purse and left the house, hoping none of 
the neighbors would catch a glimpse of her dressed in this scandalous 
fashion.


*  *  *


"There's the girl now," Phil Agard whispered to the tall gaunt man in 
his late fifties who was the biggest buyer and distributor of porno-
tapes and films in the state. "A knock-out, isn't she?"


"She's got all the tickets," admitted the buyer, gazing admiringly in 
Lynn's direction. "I like the innocent girlish look she has, and the 
body is a sensation! Is her hair natural?"


"Yeah, she's a blonde all the way down," confirmed Agard proudly. "It's 
a bitch, isn't it, when you get a really bleached blonde on top and 
jet-black pussy hair! And Lynn's body is smooth and athletic too," he 
added. "None of that wobbly fat."


"And you've got her under contract?" inquired the buyer carefully.


"Yeah, in a manner of speaking," Phil nodded convincingly, thinking 
that he had better sit down with Lynn at the first opportunity and get 
her to sign on the dotted line. "She works for me and nobody else."


"I wasn't thinking of taking her away from you, Phil," laughed the 
distributor, "because my days of making flicks are over. But there's a 
lot of money wrapped up in this contract. If the girl is working for 
you, it'll probably be worthwhile; but if she should decide to quit, 
then we'll both have problems. You know, the business has changed since 
I first started doing films. Nowadays, the kind of person who buys a 
video-tape to play on his television set at home is a different breed 
of cat. He likes a little style, a little gracefulness, and you can't 
palm off some forty-year old lady with wrinkles and a spare tire. He's 
spending good money for a tape and he wants something he can show his 
friends or his girl without embarrassment. But I'd say that our Miss 
Langley here fits the bill perfectly. God, what tits that girl's got!"


"I can arrange a private showing, if you'd like," Phil offered 
gallantly. "After Lynn's had a few drinks, we normally find she's 
pretty manageable, and I'm sure she wouldn't mind showing you the 
merchandise. On a strictly business basis, naturally."


"Naturally," responded the distributor, his voice heavy with sudden 
lust, unable to drag his eyes off the tall blonde woman on the other 
side of the room.


*  *  *


Lynn caught sight of Kelly talking animatedly to Lenny near the bar and 
she walked over to join her. She did not particularly feel like 
conversing with either one of them, but they seemed to be the only 
people in the room she knew, and everyone else seemed to be looking at 
her as if she had two heads.


"Hello, beautiful," the director, welcomed her, handing her a drink and 
slipping his arm into hers. "Well, how does it feel to be the hit of 
the evening?"


"I don't understand," confessed the girl unhappily. "Phil just told me 
that there was a party here tonight, and that it was important for me 
to be here. Why am I suddenly the hit of the evening?"


"This isn't just a normal party," explained Kelly Agard kindly. "Phil 
got together a group of distributors and buyers who are going to handle 
our films and let them have a sneak preview ..."


"Oh God, you mean all these people have seen that ..."


"Yeah, and they loved it," interrupted Lenny, staring boldly down the 
front of her dress as he spoke. "Phil's got a half-dozen good offers 
already, and we've got the financing we need to go ahead with a full 
production schedule. Starring you, naturally."


So that's his game, thought Lynn, her worst suspicions now confirmed. 
But instead of protesting immediately, she decided to bide her time and 
see if there was not some way to avoid becoming Agard's slave for the 
rest of her life.


"Ah, there you are!" called the producer himself from across the room. 
"Lynn baby, come on over and meet an old friend of mine!"


Forcing a smile onto her face, Lynn obeyed and walked up to the tall 
gaunt man who was standing beside her ex-lover.


"Elton, I want you to meet the hottest little number in the skin-flick 
industry," said Agard boastfully. "Lynn, this is Elton James, who's 
going to handle all the distribution problems for our new little 
enterprise. Elton here has the contacts to put you into more television 
sets than Ed Sullivan ever dreamed of. Isn't she lovely, Elton?"


"Certainly is," agreed the distributor, inspecting her as if she were a 
race horse on sale. "I think we're going to make a lot of money with 
this young lady."


"We've learned a lot since Lenny and I started this new venture," 
enthused Phil to his former mistress. "Lenny did a marvelous job of 
directing, even though we've only done a couple of those things. The 
scenes of you and the two guys were simply fantastic! I was ready to 
cum in my pants, just watching it!"


Lynn blushed furiously at this crude compliment, knowing that Phil 
would be enraged if she did not play along with the sales job he was 
doing on this distributor. Without responding, she drained her drink, 
and Phil instantly refilled it.


They're trying to get me drunk as usual, she told herself accurately. 
And why the hell not? I don't seem to have much to say about anything 
any more.


As she was meditating on the unhappiness of her situation, their group 
was enlarged by the addition of Kelly and Lenny. Elton James lit a 
cigarette and cleared his throat for attention.


"Okay, I guess we have all the principals here," he began. "As an old 
and successful hand in this business, and someone who knows the market 
pretty well, I'd like to give you folks some advice for your future 
efforts. Now what we saw tonight showed a lot of promise and talent, 
but there's room for improvement. Video-tape is a lot different from 
regular film, and a television set isn't a motion picture screen, so 
you have to adapt your technique to the medium. Make your scenes 
smaller and more intimate and use a lot more close-ups. You've got a 
marvelous young chick here with good clear unwrinkled skin, so move in 
tight with that camera and let us see what she's got to offer."


Phil and Lenny looked at each other and nodded, neither man being too 
proud to accept advice from a real pro, particularly since he was going 
to make them all rich by purchasing their product.


"Now as far as your action is concerned, you've got a lot of liberty 
because these days practically anything goes," the expert continued his 
lecture. "The standard boy-on-top-of-girl-on-bottom scene isn't too 
effective because the viewer basically can't see anything. What you 
need for this next film is more of the 'sixty-nine' stuff with real 
good close-ups showing exactly what's going on and where. That kind of 
thing really turns a viewer on. And don't be afraid of the wild stuff 
either! You know what I mean, Phil, and if you don't, I'll explain 
later."


Lynn didn't know what he meant by 'wild stuff' and the phrase worried 
her a little. As he spoke, Elton James was strolling across the room, 
forcing the others to trip along behind him if they wished to hear what 
he was saying. From the general direction of his stroll, Lynn guessed 
that he was heading for the bedroom, wanting to hold his conference in 
a little more privacy.


When they were out of the main room and away from the noise of people 
talking, laughing and drinking, the distributor turned and faced the 
group again with more advice. Lynn downed her fifth or sixth drink of 
the evening and felt a little unsteady on her feet, but no longer quite 
so worried about the future. The alcohol was starting to relax her 
body, and she felt less embarrassed about appearing so scantily dressed 
in front of all these people,. After all, all the technicians at the 
studio had seen her stark naked! Why should she be concerned about a 
skimpy dress which showed a little too much behind and bosom?


"Now, there's another point you might remember, Lenny," James lectured 
on, giving the director a friendly smile. "You're not approaching this 
girl's body properly with your camera. You should pan in gently, giving 
the viewer a chance to see all of her, tits and pussy included, and 
then zero in on whatever it is you want to emphasize. And you, little 
lady, have got to learn to hold still a little bit while the camera is 
on you. The film we just saw was beautiful, but during the early 
section of the rape scene, you were jerking around so much that you're 
liable to give your viewer a headache trying to keep track of you."


Lynn longed to explain that she had not known in advance what was going 
to happen to her and had no intention of ever doing it again, but she 
caught a dangerous look in Phil's eyes and decided to keep her mouth 
shut. All he had to do, she knew perfectly well, was to show that film 
to Matt and her entire life would come tumbling down around her ears.


"Now who's going to be your male lead in this next flick?" James wanted 
to know.


"We were thinking about using Rick again," explained Kelly. "He played 
opposite me when we shot the first sequence in the slave girl thing."


"Good, get him, will you? I'll show you a couple of techniques you 
might be able to use."


Lynn helped herself to another drink and lit a cigarette while Lenny 
went out into the main room looking for Rick, who had last been seen 
eating peanuts over by the bar and chatting up the girl who was serving 
the drinks. Lynn had no idea what kind of 'techniques' James wanted to 
explain, but she understood this business well enough by now to expect 
the worst. Rick came in, smiled at everyone, kissed Kelly and Lynn and 
shook hands with Mr. James.


"Okay, now in the clinches, you should always have Lynn's body at an 
angle, otherwise you lose all the effect," the distributor explained.


"I don't follow you," questioned Lenny dubiously.


"Okay, look, we'll demonstrate," offered the tall serious man, reaching 
out and taking Lynn gently by the arm. "You stand here, honey, and 
Rick, you come over here and put your arms around her."


Lynn gulped the last half of her drink, feeling her head fairly 
spinning and hoped that she would not be called upon to do or say 
anything complicated which would reveal to everyone that she was 
already thoroughly drunk. Rick came obediently forward and put his 
muscular arms around Lynn as directed, and the young housewife suddenly 
felt warm and comforted as the handsome actor held her.


"Okay ... now ... well, you really can't see what I'm trying to 
demonstrate this way. Kelly, will you help Lynn slip out of her dress? 
Pretty as it is, it hides too much of what we're trying to illustrate 
here."


Had James told her to take off her dress, the dazzled, intoxicated 
young wife would probably have objected, but the fact that he had told 
Kelly to take it off for her made a subtle difference somehow, as if 
the question of undressing in front of these people was no longer her 
responsibility. She lifted her arms with submissive obedience and 
allowed the producer's wife to draw the dress over her head, leaving 
her clad merely in a tiny transparent pair of bikini style panties 
which offered very little in the way of protection for her modesty. 
Rick decided that he had better undress at the same time, and within 
half a minute, the man and the woman stood facing each other, dressed 
only in their shorts.


"Good, now take her in your arms," James instructed, and the actor 
obeyed, once again putting his powerful arms around the girl's frail 
shoulders.


"Right, now pull back just a little, so that you show this breast 
completely ... Get it Lenny? The way you were doing it in your flick, 
the viewer gets cheated out of seeing her tits during the scene, and 
this young lady has tits worth seeing!" To illustrate exactly what he 
meant, James put one arm around Lynn's creamy white shoulders, turning 
her slightly to one side and then placing his hand boldly on the warmly 
quivering flesh of her right breast, arranging it the way he wanted it. 
"Oh, another thing, have Lynn take off her brassiere at least an hour 
before you start to shoot, or you'll have bra strap markings still 
showing on her skin. Is this boring you, or are some of these 
suggestions helpful?"


"Hell yes," replied Phil Agard enthusiastically while Lenny nodded in 
agreement. "Lenny and I know a lot about television, but not much about 
this kind of work. We're happy to learn whatever we can."


"Good, I'm glad you feel that way because I think the two of you make a 
successful team. Now in the tape we screened tonight, you had an oral-
genital scene, as I recall; but it was supposed to be a rape scene so 
the clumsiness didn't matter much. But in your next effort, you're 
certainly going to want a couple of shots of a blow job where the girl 
is at least a little bit willing to do it. Do you know how to handle 
that sort of thing, Lynn?"


Suddenly realizing that he was talking to her, the young wife blushed 
to the roots of her long blonde hair, but Phil--who knew from personal 
experience what the truth of the matter was--answered for her.


"I suspect that Lynn could use some pointers on this sort of thing, 
Elton," he advised seriously. "You'll find that she's a real fast 
learner." As he spoke he shot her a glance which told her very clearly 
that she had better cooperate or face the consequences. Lynn was too 
overpowered by the circumstances and too woozy from drink to object to 
anything at this point and so she simply nodded, wondering how James 
intended to teach her the fine points of oral intercourse.


"Rick, do you mind putting on a free performance?" inquired the 
distributor of films, as easily as he might ask for a cigarette.


"Are you kidding?" laughed the actor happily. "I ought to be paying 
you!" And without the slightest trace of embarrassment, the tall blond 
actor removed his shorts, exposing himself quite proudly to the two 
women in the room. His penis was in the relaxed state, hanging quite 
naturally between his muscular thighs, but Lynn remembered clearly what 
it had looked like when it was erect and ready for action, and she 
shuddered at the recollection.


"All right, Lynn," Mr. James continued as if he were conducting a 
class. "Now let's imagine a scene for you to enact. Let's say that our 
friend Rick here is a sadist, and he's just beaten you into submission 
in order to get you to allow him to penetrate you orally. You're 
willing to do it only to avoid another beating, but once you get 
started, you really go to town on him, sort of for revenge. Now imagine 
I'm the camera, and please recall that everything you do has to be 
played to me. Okay, down on your knees in front of him, please."


Lynn shot a quick glance at her former lover, pleading with her eyes to 
be spared from this awful humiliation, but all she found in Phil's face 
was mild amusement and the beginnings of a lusty feeling. There was no 
help to be expected from this quarter, and Lynn had come to the 
conclusion that Kelly had some latent homosexual tendencies and 
actually enjoyed seeing a younger and more beautiful woman tormented in 
this degenerate fashion. No, there was no way out. If she refused 
Phil's merest request, he could end all chance of happiness in life for 
her by means of a quick telephone call to Matt.


She went down on her knees, just as Kelly Agard had done the first day 
of shooting when Lynn had made her entrance into this vile depraved 
business. Rick's heavily swaying cock jerked a little as he felt her 
hot breath on the thick leathery foreskin, and he took a step closer to 
move his groin up against her face.


"Good, but the two of you are forgetting where the camera is," James 
reminded them. "I know this is fun, but don't lose track of the fact 
that you're making a movie."


Rick shifted his posture slightly so that the 'camera' could get a full 
view of his long, but still flaccid instrument.


"Good, now go to work, Lynn, but take your time. You've got to arouse 
this man, or he's going to take the whip to you again. And remember to 
keep your face turned so we can see you. Good clear distinct movements, 
remember?"


Oh, this is really too much, the humiliated girl told herself in 
absolute misery. How did they get me into this disgusting position? 
They never gave me a chance to draw the line and refuse to go any 
further, and now it had come to this: lessons in sexual perversion!


And what could she do about it? Nothing, she realized with a growing 
sense of despair. If she angered Mr. James and ruined Phil's chances of 
making this sale, Agard would certainly find a way to get even with 
her. And besides, she would look totally ridiculous if she started 
getting prudish at this point. If she objected to this kind of thing, 
why had she come to the party in the first place, wearing that shameful 
dress? Besides, Kelly had done this terrible business and gone out 
afterward to eat a pizza. If she refused now, they would think she was 
nuts. Besides, even though she found it difficult to admit to herself, 
she was beginning to feel the tingles of lusty excitement starting to 
grow in the base of her spine and shooting into her stomach like little 
shocks of electric current.


So she did as she was told and went to work, feeling the strange 
quivering sensation spread deep in her belly as she ran her full wet 
lips lightly over the surface of Rick's hard muscular groin just above 
the forest of brown pubic hair. With her hands, she reached up and 
grasped his warm limp penis, gently stimulating it by rubbing the 
foreskin back and forth over the red-tipped bulbous glad until she felt 
the organ begin to twitch as Rick became aroused.


Once this process was underway, there was no holding it back, and 
Rick's eagerly throbbing cock popped up as if it had suddenly come to 
life. There was an amused murmur of comment from the observers, and the 
actor flashed a proud grin around the room. Lynn, having some 
difficulty focusing her eyes because of the alcohol, studied the 
massively heated object she held before her like a conductor's baton.


"Come on, baby, use those beautiful lips," urged the porno-actor from 
above her, moving his loins even closer to her face so that his long 
hard penis was aimed at her half-open like a cannon about to fire.


"Go to it, honey," commanded James in a calm voice. "But remember your 
camera angles."


Gradually a change began to settle over Lynn's fogged mind, and a deep 
sense of slavish masochistic resignation began to settle over her. All 
right, she told herself. Do what they want; don't fight any longer. 
Enjoy it if you can, whore!


Her decision made, Lynn leaned forward, her tongue flickering lewdly 
out to touch the lust-swollen head of his impatiently pulsating cock. 
Rick jumped at the sudden spine-tingling contact, and James moved up 
closer, still pretending to be the camera and wanting to see 
everything. The others stood around smoking and drinking, all behaving 
very seriously as if this were a scientific experiment of the utmost 
importance. Lynn circled her wetly darting tongue around the man's 
smooth rubbery flesh, forcing a groan from his lips, and she tormented 
the tiny opening of the gland at the end of his long rigid shaft, 
already moist from the miniature droplets of seminal fluid oozing from 
the interior.


But Rick was a clean person, and to her surprise, she found that there 
was nothing really distasteful physically about what she was being 
obliged to do. Humiliation and shame were both there, of course, but 
she tried to blank out her mind and concentrate on the whispered 
instructions coming from James.


"Use your hands, baby, that's it," he counseled and the trembling young 
girl raised her hands to his thick towering cock. Tenderly she cupped 
the softly swaying balls, pulling on them gently and teasingly. The 
other hand crept to the base of his visibly throbbing penis where she 
stroked the thick brown hair which bloomed in the man's crotch and 
caressed the length of his long hardness while she continued to delight 
him by kissing and licking the blood-filled spongy tip at the other 
end.


"Pull the skin down," advised James, hovering over her like an anxious 
parent and watching as she slavishly obeyed, gently tugging on the 
foreskin of his jerking uncircumcised penis and drawing it down to 
leave the large bulbous tip naked against the softness of her tongue. 
She kissed it with wetly parted lips and then slowly began to insert it 
directly into the warm moist sanctuary of her mouth a little at a time.


"Oh Christ, you're driving me mad!" Rick groaned, the eyes rolling back 
in his head as crazy rippling sensations began racing up and down the 
base of his spine and shooting up to the back of his neck. Rick was an 
experienced actor in sex films, but there was something so extremely 
abnormal about this particular situation that it was turning him on 
powerfully. For one thing, he knew perfectly well that Lynn was not 
just another aspiring porno-star. She was an innocent little girl who 
had somehow gotten involved in this degenerate business by mistake and 
was clearly being held in it against her will and better judgment.


"Suck harder," he pleaded, not knowing whether this was precisely what 
James had in mind or not, and not really caring. "Ahhhhh, Lynn, your 
mouth is like butter!"


Again, the blackmailed young wife did as she was told, feeling the 
excitement slowly mount within her own nakedly kneeling body and 
shivering with masochistic joy at the idea of her mouth being used as a 
receptacle for this man's vile semen. There was something so depraved 
and perverse about the situation that it was impossible not to be 
excited by it, and she could sense that the others were becoming 
steadily aroused as well.


Now she put her heart into it, sucking on him like a woman possessed 
and slashing her tongue agilely back and forth across the tip of his 
thick meaty cock as it rammed relentlessly in and out of her face. His 
hands crept into her hair, and no one was paying any attention to James 
any more or spending any time worrying about camera angles. Eventually 
the distributor gave up trying to give advice and contented himself 
with watching this lurid drama unfold before him.


"It's cumming," groaned the actor, his voice low and husky with 
passion. "Any minute now!"


The two of them seemed like candidates for an insane asylum by this 
point. Rick, his hands holding her head tightly before him lest she try 
to escape at the critical moment, was fucking ruthlessly into her 
mouth, and the girl's hands had snaked around behind him to pull his 
muscular buttocks forward, urging him to skewer deeper and deeper into 
her cruelly-stretched mouth while mewls and hums of passionate 
masochistic acceptance erupted from her cock-filled throat. The rich 
ripe globes of her breasts were dancing up and down on her chest as her 
entire naked body jiggled voluptuously back and forth from the violence 
of the actor's savage pummeling of her delicate mouth.


Then a deep animalistic groan erupted from between his parted lips, and 
Lynn knew that he was summing at last. Her throat gulped as the first 
wave of hot sticky white liquid flowed into her, causing her cheeks to 
billow out like a balloon as he filled her mouth with a never-ending 
stream of his heatedly spewing semen. The crowd around them watched her 
Adam's apple bobbing up and down as she labored not to lose a drop of 
the lust-inciting fluid, her wetly glistening lips forming a tight seal 
around the thick shaft of his wildly ejaculating cock.


"Don't quit until you're finished," warned James, his face almost 
touching hers. "Lick him clean!"


*  *  *


Lynn locked herself in the bathroom, managing to get the door shut 
behind her before the tears started streaming down her face. Plunged 
into the deepest despair she had ever experienced, the blackmailed 
young wife sat on the edge of the toilet and cried piteously into a 
towel to muffle the noise, hoping that no one would overhear her and 
realize how seriously this was affecting her.


Gradually, her sobs came to an end and she faced herself in the mirror 
to do some repair work on her make-up which had been badly smeared by 
her tears and Rick's frantically pistoning cock as it fucked in and out 
of her mouth. What now? she asked herself, studying the reflected image 
of her grief-stricken face and noting that traces of Rick's cum were 
still clinging obscenely to the corners of her lips. Where exactly do 
you go from here?


What terrified the young woman more than anything else was the power of 
her physical reactions to the experiences they were forcing upon her. 
It would be normal for a woman to feel sentiments of shame and disgust, 
and at the beginning, she had been nauseated at the vile and depraved 
things they had asked her to do. But now, all that was changing! 
Despite the perversity and sinfulness of the act she had just committed 
with Rick, she could not find the slightest trace of remorse anywhere 
in her. Instead, her sensually awakened body seemed to have been 
overpowered completely by lust and she shivered, standing nakedly alone 
in the bathroom and recalling every movement she had made a few minutes 
before.


There was no question about it; they had changed her life radically by 
introducing her into this world of bestiality and degradation. Instead 
of feeling dismayed and disgusted, she was excited, stimulated, aroused 
... call it what you will, this girl was virtually beside herself with 
unsatisfied lust!


Someone was banging on the bathroom door.


"Hey, don't take all day in there, Lynn," Kelly Agard called through 
the thin wooden door. "Elton James is going to show us a video-tape 
which has been having a lot of success over on the East Coast. He says 
there's a lot to be learned from it!"


"I'm coming," testified the stricken girl in a low husky voice. "Keep 
your pants on."


"I won't promise a thing!" joked Kelly lewdly as she turned away from 
the door and went to join her husband in the next room. In the 
meanwhile, technicians from WRT-TV had set up a video-tape screen 
system, by which it was possible to take an ordinary video-tape, made 
for television, and project it on a large wide screen so that the 
picture could be viewed simultaneously by a large group of people. The 
other guests had already taken their seats, and Kelly Agard joined her 
husband who was sitting alone on a large sofa in the rear of the room. 
"Taking a back seat, lover?" she teased him.


"Yeah," he responded lustily. "Remember when we were kids, always 
sitting in the back row of the movie house so we could neck without 
being disturbed?"


"I might have known you had something up your sleeve, your dirty old 
man," she laughed at him.


"I've got something up all right," he shot back at her with a lecherous 
grin. "But it's not up my sleeve. Hey, where's the guest of honor?"


"I just called her," Kelly informed him. "She was in the bathroom, 
drying her maidenly tears, or finger-fucking herself, or both."


"Poor kid," Phil Agard sympathized insincerely. "She got excited 
playing around with Rick, and then got left in the lurch without any 
satisfaction."


"You planning on helping her out, sweetheart?" purred Kelly lustily, 
running her fingers through her husband's thick black hair.


Agard chuckled in reply, and then continued seriously.


"Listen, we can't afford to let up on that girl, not even for a minute. 
If she thinks she's scraping the bottom of the barrel now, she's 
mistaken, because I've got big plans for this next flick, including 
some things our Miss Lynn never dreamed of. We've got to keep the 
pressure on, breaking her willpower down bit by bit until she's putty 
in our hands. If we give her a minute to thinly for herself, she'll be 
out of our hands like a light, and we'll be minus the best potential 
porno-actress I've ever laid eyes on."


"You've laid more than eyes on that little girl," Kelly reminded him a 
little sharply. "But I can't quite blame you. If I were a man, I'd be 
climbing all over her like the rest of you."


Phil's face darkened as his wife uttered these words, a new foul idea 
suddenly entering his head.


"That's a thought," he said slowly. "As long as we're breaking her into 
the refinements of life, we might as well experiment a little in that 
direction. You never can tell, it might make an interesting flick with 
the two of you working each other over. When she comes out, we'll sit 
her between us and have some fun with her during the film. Unless I 
miss my guess, Mrs. Langley is plenty stirred up right now, and James' 
film sure isn't going to calm her down any. We've got to keep her horny 
as hell until we're ready to shoot. Lynn's trouble is that she's trying 
to make herself believe that she's a clean living upstanding young 
wife, when underneath it all, she's a whore, and she knows she's a 
whore!"


*  *  *
Lynn put the last finishing touches on her lipstick and hair, adjusted 
the scoop-necked dress to cover as much of her voluptuous body as 
possible, and walked out of the bathroom to join the others for the 
screening of James' film. She knew perfectly well that they were all 
looking at her expectantly, and she kept her eyes carefully focused on 
the ground in front of her, not wanting to lose her balance. The 
alcohol was still very much with her, even though her drunkenness had 
subsided to the point where she was able to operate without appearing 
intoxicated.


The hungrily burning sensation in her belly showed no signs of going 
away, however, and as she walked, her nakedly sensitive thighs rubbed 
together, increasing the state of her excitement by the minute. She had 
never been so turned on in her life, and there was no relief in sight. 
She could hardly go up to the first man she met and ask him to make 
love to her, despite the fact that she was so stimulated now that she 
felt like doing just that.


"Hey, Lynn," she heard Agard's voice from the back of the room. "Come 
and sit with us. We haven't got any popcorn, but there's plenty of 
room."


Lynn blushed as Phil's remark drew the group's attention to her, but 
the idea of sitting in the back where no one could see her was 
attractive, and she sat down between Phil and his wife and settled back 
to watch the movie.


"This should be terrific," Agard advised the two women. "Elton says 
this sequence is the all-time money maker in this field. Keep your eyes 
open and maybe we can learn something."


Lynn felt Phil's hand on her knee as the lights flicked off but she 
reasoned that the TV producer could hardly try anything with his wife 
sitting right there. Someone handed her a drink and she accepted it 
gratefully, despite the fact that she knew perfectly well that she had 
already had more than enough to drink this evening. Both Kelly and Phil 
seemed to be sitting unnecessarily close to her, but she decided to 
ignore the two of them and forget her troubles by watching the porno-
film.


The title of James' tape was 'The Mechanical Man,' and the first scene 
showed a white haired, evil looking scientist working in his 
laboratory. Next to him on a table, the form of a woman's body was 
clearly visible under a white cloth. At first, Lynn thought that the 
girl was intended to be dead, which struck her as rather morbid, but 
when the mad scientist slowly and tantalizingly removed the cloth, the 
viewers saw that the girl was still quite alive. Naked and bound hand 
and foot, she was cruelly spread-eagled on the cloth covered surface, 
with stout cords securing her wrists and ankles to the four corners of 
the table.


"Please, doctor," came the voice on the sound track. "Please, I'll do 
anything ..."


"Silence!" retorted the white coated sadist, grinning at her with the 
expression of a madman, a heavy Germanic accent in his voice. "You 
should be proud to sacrifice your body for science, My girl!"


Clearly in despair, the petite young woman pulled frantically at the 
cords holding her to the table, the tension in her nakedly bound body 
causing her small, widely-spaced breasts to flutter on her chest as she 
struggled uselessly for her freedom. Clearly visible under the 
penetrating eye of the camera was the sparse turf of pubic hair between 
her finely tapered legs, and the cameraman took the opportunity to zoom 
in on this helpless target, giving the crowd a close-up view of the 
girl's narrow hair-lined slit and the tiny rounded button of her 
clitoris.


Lynn glanced at her neighbors, feeling a burst of sympathy for the 
actress who had been selected for this degrading role, wondering if she 
too had been tricked and deceived into participation in this foul and 
degenerate video-tape.


"Pretty wild stuff, eh?" inquired Phil lecherously, returning Lynn's 
glance. "That actress hasn't got half the equipment you do, baby. Look 
at those tiny tits of hers!"


"Practically a boy," agreed Kelly, turning to join in this sordid 
conversation. "Nothing like these big beauties here!"


At first, Lynn thought Kelly was referring to her own voluptuous bosom, 
but the older woman unexpectedly reached out and cupped both of Lynn's 
full, partially revealed breasts in her hands, giving them a squeeze as 
she did so.


"Oh, don't touch me!" whispered the young wife in alarm. She was 
getting accustomed to the idea that every man who came near her could 
touch virtually anything he wanted, but having women take the same 
liberties with her sensually aroused body seemed just a little too much 
to accept.


"Don't be silly, Lynn," Phil corrected her gently. "A gal with your 
looks should be happy to be admired, particularly by other women. Now 
just lean forward a minute ..."


Confused, the young woman did as she was told, not quite understanding 
what the producer had in mind. She soon found out, for as she leaned 
obediently forward, her eyes still following the action on the screen, 
Agard reached deftly behind her and pulled down the zipper on her 
dress, freeing her firmly ripened breasts from their confinement.


"Why did you do that?" the girl whispered, not wanting to attract 
attention from the others in the room. After all that she had been 
through, the thought of baring her naked breasts in a crowded room did 
not dismay her as much as it might have previously, but she feared--
correctly, it turned out--that this was only the prelude to something 
really depraved.


"Because I felt like seeing you, lovely," responded Agard with his 
usual suave manner. "Anything wrong with that? Besides, you're so hot, 
I figured you could use some fresh air. Don't you agree, Kelly?"


"Certainly do," replied his wife, shifting around in her seat so that 
she could survey their captive and the screen at the same time. As the 
top of Lynn's dress fell forward into her lap, Kelly's hands returned 
to the attack, and the young wife felt feminine hands massaging her 
turgid little nipples, tweaking and tempting them into real tense 
hardness. "Hmmmmmmm, if I were a man, baby, I could go for you," Kelly 
assured her crudely.


"Don't please don't Kelly!" gasped the suddenly alarmed young girl, 
wondering how many more surprises she would have to endure before the 
evening was over. "You aren't a ... a Lesbian, are you?"


Apparently not wanting to draw any attention to themselves, the Agard's 
kept their laughter down to a discreet chuckle, but there was no 
question that they found her nave question amusing.


"Kelly likes flesh, baby," Phil informed her with an evil sneer. "Nice, 
warm flesh, and it doesn't make too much difference who it belongs to. 
Isn't that right, honey?"


"Hmmmmmmmmm, I'm not going to admit anything, you dirty old man," Kelly 
Agard retorted saucily, her fingers still lewdly exploring Lynn's 
ripely quivering breasts, tweaking and pinching the sensitively erect 
nipples. "Hey, look at what's happening on the screen!"


Lynn was toying with the idea of resisting the older woman's depraved 
advances, but she realized with despair that no matter what she tried 
to do, the Agard family would always somehow manage to be one step 
ahead of her. So she resigned herself to the inevitable and leaned back 
against the couch to follow Kelly's suggestion and watch the film. She 
was so thoroughly aroused by now that a pair of hands stroking her 
tingling rigid little nipples felt good, and maybe Phil was right about 
it not making much difference whether the hands were male or female.


On the screen before them, in the meanwhile, the scene was becoming 
more torrid and degenerate by the moment. The mad scientist had now 
swung a large and complicated piece of machinery onto the table between 
the girl's widely-stretched legs, and he was busily attaching wires and 
tightening bolts for his experiment, whatever it might be. His nakedly 
terrified young victim was giving a very convincing demonstration of 
being frightened half out of her mind, and Lynn found herself pitying 
the young porno-actress for the unknown torments she was about to 
suffer.


"Goddamn, this is turning me on!" exclaimed Phil, his eyes glued to the 
screen as he moved closer to Lynn, his right hand crossing over in 
front of him to stroke the downy skin of her naked belly. The young 
wife drew her breath in sharply as she found herself being caressed 
lecherously by two different people simultaneously. Where is the bottom 
of the pit? she wondered in a state of drunken confusion. Is there 
anything they can't force me to do? Why am I so weak and helpless?


But there were no answers to these unspoken questions and Lynn observed 
that neither Phil nor his wife were paying much attention to her, at 
least with their eyes, both of them exciting themselves by watching the 
video-screen in front of them.


A sigh of amazement ran through the audience as they saw the mad 
scientist open a large narrow box and remove a large, perfectly formed 
rubber penis. The object was slightly larger than life-size, and the 
actress's eyes widened with sudden horror as she realized precisely 
what this infernal machine was designed to do. She twisted and thrashed 
around wildly on the hard unyielding surface of the table, but the 
professor ignored her completely, giving all his attention to the task 
of attaching this long phallic weapon to a shaft which protruded 
menacingly from the mechanism itself.


The mechanical work done, the mad scientist turned again to his 
futilely struggling victim, running his lecherous hands over the ripely 
available contours of her youthfully firm body, apparently taking 
particular obscene delight in prodding and poking at the defenselessly 
quivering crevice of her vagina.


"Too dry," he muttered, frowning with displeasure over the fact that 
the girl's nakedly resisting body was not cooperating in this nefarious 
experiment. But he quickly remedied the situation, producing a tube of 
special lubricating ointment which he squeezed into her tight little 
cunt, causing the actress to gasp as the cold slippery grease invaded 
the fleshy tissues of her vulnerable pink pussy. As an afterthought, 
the Germanic professor tightened the cords holding the girl's legs to 
the side of the bed, pulling her ankles farther and farther apart, so 
that the walls of her narrow, tightly-clasped cunt were pulled far 
apart, popping open suddenly to reveal the gaping little opening of her 
grease smeared vagina. Then, wiping his hands thoughtlessly on his 
white laboratory coat, the mad scientist began to angle his machine 
into position, ignoring the babble of protests which erupted from the 
molested girl's lips. He forced the huge rubbery point of his thick 
artificial cock between the trembling, vainly resisting lips of her 
tormented young cunt. The girl tried to wiggle away from this depraved 
aggression, but the scientist had already slipped the tapered point of 
the rubber penis inside of her, and the massive instrument was 
sufficiently flexible to bend whenever her hips jerked this way or 
that, and she could not tear herself loose of it.


"Elton told me that the girl was making her debut with this film," 
Agard confided to the two women by his side. "So you see, Lynn, acting 
experience isn't all that important."


"And after the film was over?" questioned the young wife, her voice 
ragged a little by lust and liquor, thinking that the young actress 
must surely have been driven insane by this horrible experience.


"Well ... she went back to work and made another film, naturally," 
explained Agard, not quite understanding her question.


As they conversed, the television producer fumbled with the zipper on 
Lynn's flimsy dress, pushing the thin fabric farther and farther down 
around her hips until the top of her moist, hair-covered pubic triangle 
was visible.


"Please ... please," begged Lynn, her mind whirling with confusion. 
"Don't strip me in front of all these people ... they'll think I'm a 
whore."


"You are a whore, my dear," smiled Kelly. "And if you could only get 
that fact into your thick head, you could relax and enjoy life a little 
more."


"But ..." she began to whimper, but Agard cut her off.


"And you won't be the only whore in the room who's getting rid of her 
clothing. Look around you."


As usual, Agard was correct. In the row ahead of them, one of Phil's 
female guests had been stripped absolutely naked by the men sitting on 
either side of her, and most of the women in the room were being 
fondled by one or more males. Sexual excitement was virtually radiating 
off the screen and infecting the entire audience with lust. This was 
the beginning of an orgy, and there was no question about it!


"You see the value of these tapes?" explained Agard easily, pushing his 
outstretched middle finger steadily into the brown clump of pubic hair 
and searching for the tiny pink point of her clitoris. "You can't just 
call all of your friends and schedule an orgy, even if you're the type 
who likes a little action on Saturday night. But get the right sort of 
people together, and slip one of these films into the video-tape 
recorder attached to your television set and snap! Instant orgy!"


"Ohhhhhhh!" groaned the lust-stricken young wife as Agard's fingers 
found what they were looking for, and invaded the already-lubricated 
hole of her hotly throbbing pussy.


"My, my, it seems that we are all ready down here," Agard commented 
mockingly as he felt the orgiastic fluid oozing slowly from the over-
stimulated girl's wildly excited cunt. "Lift up your sweet little 
behind, dearie, and let's get rid of this ridiculous dress."


"Oh, please," Lynn begged desperately, but the girl was now thoroughly 
in the habit of obeying this man whenever he gave an order, and the 
thought of rebelling never entered her head. She lifted her smoothly 
rounded buttocks off the couch, and the Agard couple tugged from both 
sides, drawing the dress and her panties down off her hips and over her 
smooth creamy thighs onto the floor. She was naked, and Kelly Agard got 
to her knees over the trembling girl, opening her blouse to bare her 
own heavily dangling breasts.


"Hmmmmmmmmmm," the older woman crooned, running her hands lightly over 
Lynn's naked, lushly quivering body.


"Oh, don't, Kelly, please," the young wife mumbled, the alcohol in her 
system causing her to slur her words slightly. "Don't degrade me any 
more! I can't stand any more humiliation! Don't make an animal out of 
me!"


"Oh, but that's precisely what we're going to do to you," responded 
Phil Agard cruelly. "We're going to break you down to the bare 
essentials, baby, and you're going to love every minute of it. Just 
like that little chick up on the screen there!"


Lynn's dazed eyes followed the man's gaze and watched: the sex machine 
was in motion now, and the unrelenting drive shaft was forcing the 
artificial rubber penis inexorably into the girl's defenselessly open 
cunt. The machine was obviously still running in low gear, moving 
gently back and forth with just the broad meaty tip of the cock 
actually inside her tense, fear-ridden pussy. It was clear to the 
viewers that the actress was a little surprised by this tenderness, 
obviously having expected that the fucking machine would fly into her 
like a runaway engine, tearing her to pieces in the process.


The actor playing the part of the sexually deranged scientist was not a 
patient man, however, and he smiled sadistically as he pulled a switch 
on the side of the machine. The engine sputtered and the depraved 
mechanism moved forward, forcing the massive rubber penis a few inches 
farther into the grease-gleaming lips of her wide-split vagina. 
Sounding somewhat artificial as it filtered through the speaker system, 
the girl's scream echoed around the room. Lynn's face grew pale at the 
sight.


"Is that really hurting her?" she quavered, wondering if Agard was evil 
enough to subject her to such a thing and fearing in the back of her 
head that he was.


'Probably," came the cruel laconic reply. "It's hard to get the proper 
effect otherwise. But she recovered and came back for more. And so will 
you."


Lynn shuddered and closed her eyes, wishing she could find some way to 
relieve the burning tormenting sensation that all of this lewd and 
unnatural stimulation was causing in her loins. What made all of this 
worse was the realization that her troubles were caused by her own 
personal weakness. If she had an ounce of moral strength left in her 
body, she would scoop her dress up off the floor, spit in Agard's face 
and walk out of this room. But she was not going anywhere, and she knew 
it. In choosing her to play the part of a slave in her first picture, 
Agard had been cleverer than he knew, since a slave was precisely what 
she had become: a slave to her own wild unquenchable lust!


And the Agard's were doing their level best to make sure that she 
stayed in this deplorable condition. Kelly had torn her blouse off 
completely and was towering over her, bare-breasted, like an eagle 
preparing to swoop down upon its prey. Her husband had apparently 
decided that Lynn was more interesting than the video-tape they were 
supposed to be watching, and had buried his head between the young 
girl's tightly clasped thighs, insanely trying to get his lips up 
against the moistly palpitating flanges of her pussy. Between the two 
of them, Kelly and Phil had managed to maneuver her nakedly voluptuous 
body around so that she was virtually stretched out on their knees, and 
the horrified blonde haired wife found that her sensitive, lush young 
breasts were being noisily sucked by the other woman.


"Oooooooooh!" she groaned helplessly, making a half-hearted and 
unsuccessful attempt to push her away.


Kelly reacted by biting one of her nipples, sinking her sharp white 
teeth into the softly yielding flesh around the nipple until Ellen 
groaned for mercy. As she squirmed in pain, Lynn unknowingly gave Phil 
the opportunity he had been waiting for by spreading her legs. With a 
quick, well-timed movement, the TV producer lurched forward, his hot 
wet mouth coming into direct contact with the girl's moistly cringing 
pussy.


Lynn gasped in dismay and protest, but an electrifying shock was 
already racing through her nakedly ravaged body as the man's long 
snake-like tongue began circling the throbbing tiny head of her 
clitoris. She groaned, but even as she heard the sound she was making 
she knew it was a groan of pleasure and not of pain. By turning her 
head slightly, she found she could still see past Kelly who was happily 
licking her breasts one by one as if they were a succulent pair of ice 
cream cones--to where Phil was hunched on all fours between her 
widespread legs, grinning like the devil himself. The moist pink flesh 
of her nakedly vulnerable vagina was exposed and helpless, available to 
this depraved sex maniac for any foul abuse he chose to heap upon it.


"Mmmmmmmm," murmured Kelly delightedly, lifting her lips momentarily 
from Lynn's warm, glistening breasts. "Am I getting in your way, lover? 
Are you going to fuck her, or what?"


"After awhile," responded Agard calmly, the orgiastic fluids dripping 
obscenely from his lips as he spoke. "First I want to hear her scream 
for it. You having a good time?"


"Yeah, but I'm getting heated up," his wife answered crudely. "And this 
broad isn't gonna be able to give momma what she needs when she wants a 
little genuine loving. Just see that you take care of your family 
obligations, hubby, or I'll be forced to look elsewhere for my 
satisfaction."


"Don't worry about a thing," laughed Phil evilly, dropping his lips 
again to Lynn's heatedly throbbing vagina. "Daddy's always got a little 
left over."


Lynn listened to this incredible conversation with shock and horror. 
Even in her drunken condition, she realized that these were not two 
normal people. They were sadists, professional vultures who preyed upon 
the innocence and guilelessness they found around them the way vampires 
were supposed to suck the blood from their victims.


But she had no time to think about her situation, since both of the 
Agards went immediately back to work as soon as their lurid 
conversation was finished. Placing his palms flat against the tender 
inside flesh of her creamy white thighs, Phil slyly inserted both of 
his thumbs directly into the softly moist flanges of her palpitating 
young cunt. Then, moving slowly and torturously, he spread the ragged 
pink edges of her vagina apart, exposing to his lecherous eyes the 
secret recesses of her voluptuously ripened body.


Lynn jerked, a moan of shame and humiliation forced to her lips, but in 
truth, the thought of trying to escape from this defilement hardly 
crossed her mind. She was too far into this now to back out and her 
restlessly tormented body was practically screaming for satisfaction. 
She had to have sexual release or she felt she would die!


Kelly continued to suck methodically on her ripely swollen nipples, 
sending little currents of forbidden pleasure into the girl's shoulders 
and arms, and Lynn lifted her head off the couch and stared down at her 
own nakedly writhing body in disbelief. She could not quite bring 
herself to believe that this was actually happening to her. It was all 
too bizarre!


Lashing her head back and forth, the sex-frenzied young wife caught 
sight again of the video-tape which was still being projected onto the 
wide screen for the benefit of the other quests, some of whom were 
still watching, while others had abandoned the film in favor of more 
active pursuits.


"No, no, I can't take any more!" the porno-actress on the screen was 
groaning as the long mechanical cock thrust in and out between her 
frantically quivering legs, burying itself almost to the hilt as it 
ruthlessly rammed in and out of her tortured young vagina. The mad 
scientist was beside himself with lewd joy, hovering menacingly over 
her while he stroked the rest of her nakedly sleek body with feverish 
passion. The machine was now in high gear, pummelling the poor, spread-
eagled victim without mercy.


The telecamera zoomed in for a close-up of the action. The sound track 
was picking up clearly the obscene sucking sound made by this: 
artificial penis as it slammed relentlessly into the girl's wetly 
clasping pussy. Despite all that was happening to her, Lynn found it 
impossible to drag her eyes off the screen, her pupils widening as she 
watched the pink fragile skin of the girl's tight little vagina being 
drawn out with every back-stroke of the huge rubber penis, clinging to 
the sides of the glistening instrument as if it were reluctant to let 
go. Then, seconds later, the cycle would be reversed and with another 
metallic grunt, the fiendish mechanism would gear into the forestroke, 
plunging once again deep into the young woman's belly.


It was obvious to everyone that the battered porno-movie actress on the 
screen had resisted as long as was humanly possible; it was also 
perfectly obvious that her resistance was now effectively at an end. 
Already her lithe high-breasted torso was beginning to wantonly writhe 
and undulate in time with the strokes of the machine, and the 
soundtrack was filled with obscenities as she started shrieking all the 
vile obscene words in her very considerable vocabulary.


"Oh fuck! Fuck my cunt! Fuck it harder," she was groaning like a 
creature possessed.


Lynn was trying desperately to ignore the shooting sensations which 
were searing through her own shamelessly aroused body, and she fairly 
glued her eyes to the screen, irrationally hoping that somehow watching 
this salacious spectacle would help her to hang on to her own faltering 
sanity. She looked at the morally depraved porno-actress, wondering if 
she herself in a few months would be entertaining a group of 
degenerates in this fashion.


As she watched, the mad professor on the screen was becoming even 
madder, stimulated beyond reason by the tortures he was inflicting upon 
his helpless young victim. After turning the fucking machine on full 
blast, he stood by the table facing the prying eye of the camera, 
running his fingers lewdly over the girl's naked, wildly throbbing 
little body, inserting his hands beneath her sweat-soaked buttocks and 
teasing her tightly puckered anus ... Timing his movements to coincide 
with those of the machine, he unexpectedly thrust forward, burying his 
thick middle finger in the actress's cringing young rectum.


"Ohhhh!" came the grunt on the soundtrack, and the girl's eyes popped 
open with fright as the madman rummaged around in the tender cavity of 
her backside, the saliva dripping lewdly from his open mouth.


Oh Christ, that's the limit, thought Lynn in shock, suddenly grateful 
that no one at least had ever stooped to that level of depravity with 
her! At least the things which Phil had subjected her to were within 
the realm of the normal. But this was sick! They had treated this young 
actress like the lowest whore on the streets. And yet Agard had said 
that she had recovered and gone back for more!


But the mad scientist was still far from satisfied. A general chuckle 
rose from the audience as they watched the demented man use his one 
free hand to unbuckle his pants. Then he yanked his pillaging fingers 
free of her debased backside and began to crawl up over her on the 
table, his fat throbbing cock dangling menacingly before him.


"Suck!" they heard him say, the vile word faithfully recorded by the 
soundtrack and broadcast into the room.


The independent willpower of the savagely defiled porno-actress was now 
totally gone, if it had ever really existed, and the girl simply opened 
her mouth. The scene was well staged so that the audience would see the 
spongy bluntness of his visibly throbbing cock sliding past the 
softness of her red, waiting tongue.


But despite his madness, the scientist was shrewd. Promptly fucking 
energetically into the soft warm, cavern of her mouth, he carefully 
refrained from drawing himself all the way out, always leaving the tip 
of his hotly swollen cock an inch or two inside her tight ovaled lips. 
The actress closed her eyes in revulsion against this obscene attack, 
but the audience kept theirs open, fascinated by this dual rape of a 
helpless woman by man and machine.


The end was spectacular. After sawing in and out of her savagely for a 
few moments, the professor began to jerk and convulse as if his old 
bony body were undergoing a fit. The girl responded by licking and 
sucking furiously on the short stubby shaft of his cock buried deeply 
in her mouth, sucking voraciously as he and his machine pounded into 
her ruthlessly from both ends. At the same time, it was obvious to 
everyone who watched that the fucking machine was doing its assigned 
job with ruthless efficiency, driving her closer and closer to the 
brink of an orgasm too powerful to be denied.


The man's wildly pulsating cock suddenly burst, like a dam being 
overcome by a spring flood, and the hot sticky semen poured into the 
captive girl's mouth, spurting into her like a firehose while the girl 
sucked and gurgled, obviously making a tremendous effort not to allow 
the smallest drop of the lust-inciting fluid to escape from her wide-
stretched lips.


Tears of masochistic joy could be seen on her cheeks as he creamed 
endlessly into her, and the young woman's body began to jerk and buck 
involuntarily as her own orgiastic spasm began. The very helplessness 
of her situation and the vile debasement to which she was being 
subjected seemed to add fuel to the fire burning in her naked young 
loins, and it was clear to the spectators that she would have flown 
clear off the table at this point had not the leather straps been there 
to restrain her.


The film was not yet over, and the mad scientist immediately withdrew 
his wetly glistening cock from her abused, cum-filled mouth to prepare 
a new series of tortures for this helpless victim. Anything after this 
would certainly be an anti-climax, and Lynn closed her eyes, realizing 
that having watched this lewd drama had only aroused her to a higher 
level of excitement, and finding herself longing desperately to be 
fucked by a man, any man!


"Hey Phil," complained Kelly, lifting her lips from Lynn's super-
hardened little nipples. "Everybody's fucking but us. Let's get with 
it!"


She was right. In grotesque combinations of twos and threes, everyone 
in the room was engaged in some form of sexual activity and out of the 
corner of her eye, Lynn could see Rick and Lenny working over Elton 
James' pretty young wife, while the director himself was occupied with 
the black-haired woman who had been serving drinks.


"Yes please," panted Lynn pitifully, hating herself for what she was 
saying but unable to hold herself back any more. "Please do it to me. 
Come inside of me!"


"No, not like that, baby," mocked the television executive. "Forget the 
girl scout language and ask for it like a big girl."


"Make love to me," Lynn sobbed, knowing that this was Agard's way of 
taking her down another notch.


"You mean you want me to fuck you?" he questioned sadistically. "If 
that's what you mean, why don't you say it?"


"Yes, fuck me, please fuck me," she babbled, her last remnants of 
decency falling away like a sheet.


"Now wait a minute, hot-pants," interrupted Kelly vulgarly. "I'm just 
as turned on as you are, and this gentleman happens to be my husband. 
Wait until I've finished with him and maybe you can have the left-
overs!"


Phil grinned and dived towards his wife, his broad shoulders knocking 
the lust-stricken Lynn off the couch. She fell, neglected and alone, 
onto the floor and curled up immediately into a ball, drawing her knees 
up to her nakedly heaving breasts. They had used her, she told herself, 
sobbing out her misery in the darkness. They had used her like a 
plaything, a talking doll, and when they tired of her, they had cast 
her aside like an old shoe!


They had broken her down to the point where she had screamed to be 
fucked, and then denied her the satisfaction she craved for with all 
her heart and soul. Never in her entire life had she hated anyone as 
much as she hated Phil and Kelly Agard right now. She had to get even, 
to revenge herself, to get back her destroyed honor and self-respect.


Chapter 5


Matt did not have that many evenings to spend peacefully at home these 
days, and the cameraman was genuinely sorry to learn that Lynn had 
scheduled a working meeting of her charity group which was expected to 
last until late. Well, there was an evening full of good shows on the 
television, he decided, so there was no reason to be bored. The 
refrigerator was well stocked with ginger ale, and he decided to make 
himself comfortable in the big easy chair by the fireplace and 
pleasantly kill a few hours until his wife returned home from her night 
of doing good.


After all, since it was he who had insisted that she become involved in 
Church activities, he could hardly complain about the fact that she had 
thrown herself wholeheartedly into doing good deeds for the poor and 
underprivileged. Tonight, they were supposed to be knitting mittens for 
Indonesian orphans and it occurred to the nave young husband that she 
could just as easily knit mittens at home with him. But he wisely 
decided not to interfere. Lynn had been acting so strangely recently!


For example, when he had gotten home from his trip to Saint Louis, he 
had distinctly smelled liquor on her breath, and she had greeted him at 
the door wearing a tight mini-dress which was really far from proper, 
'shocking' would have been a better term! He had no sooner put down his 
things and taken off his hat, when his sweet innocent young wife had 
stripped off her already inadequate dress and hauled him into the 
bedroom practically by force, clawing at his clothing as if she had 
completely lost her mind and her sense of decency. As far as Matt was 
concerned, love-making was a pleasant husbandly duty, one which he 
liked to perform late at night with the lights out, just prior to 
dropping off to sleep. He considered himself a good lover and a very 
virile man, but the subject of sex did not occur to him very often. It 
was just something you did, as far as the cameraman was concerned, but 
nothing to get excited about.


Nevertheless, husbands have certain obligations, and inasmuch as she 
seemed to want it in the worst way, he had allowed himself to be 
wrestled into the bedroom and stood passively still while she stripped 
off his suit (throwing it, he noticed, on the floor, which was hardly 
the way to treat expensive clothing!). Then he climbed into bed beside 
her, covering her face with soft husbandly kisses.


To his enormous surprise, she did not seem to want his gentle embraces, 
and squirmed around so that she was upside down, attempting to put her 
mouth directly on what Matt referred to as his 'genital organ'. This 
was really too much! What had gotten into the girl? Firmly, he had 
pulled her back into the proper 'missionary' position, feeling his 
rapidly awakening penis come to life as he crawled on top of her, 
penetrating her wetly ready vagina as usual.


But nothing seemed to satisfy her and Lynn had thrashed back and forth, 
her long blonde hair whipping him in the face as he did his 
conventional best to make love to her in the approved fashion.


"Harder, harder," she had pleaded with him, her face contorted into an 
unrecognizable mask of lust. "Fuck me harder, Matt! Oh, I need it so 
bad, darling. Fuck it harder."


Never in his entire life had the young cameraman heard such language 
spoken by a well-brought up young married woman, and his erection 
wilted a little from the sheer shock of hearing his own sweet wife's 
voice use these obscene words. But the gyrations of her nakedly panting 
body were too fierce to be resisted, and he quickly regained his 
rigidness and treed to oblige, sliding in and out of her a little more 
rapidly and kissing her under the ear, something he had heard that 
women found hopelessly erotic. But even this bold move seemed to be 
inadequate.


"Be rough with me," she had pleaded, her eyes glazed and unseeing. 
"Hurt me if you want to!"


"But I don't want to," he had replied, perplexed at this strange 
behavior, not having the remotest idea of how to go about hurting a 
woman, even had he wanted to.


Then, unexpectedly, her body had gone slack and she had burst into a 
torrent of tears. Matt had continued to glide gently in and out of her, 
but they both saw that it was useless. Feeling as if he had somehow 
failed, the young husband took his timid orgasm and carefully withdrew 
from her lust-ridden form, deciding that he would probably never really 
understand women.


Later, she had thrown an old robe around her shoulders without 
bothering even to put on her underwear, and flung herself unhappily in 
front of the fire, chain-smoking despite the fact that she knew 
perfectly well it upset him to see her smoke. Matt had taken his usual 
place in the easy chair in front of the fire and told her about the 
high points of the pro game he had video-taped in Saint Louis, but even 
this had failed to arouse any apparent interest in her. Imagine not 
being interested in a pro game!


They ate a quiet dinner without much conversation, and then she bathed 
and dressed to go to her charity meeting. While she was putting on her 
dress, Matt noticed a series of scratches on her back and legs, and 
considered asking her if she had fallen down the stairs, but given her 
strange mood, he decided it would probably be better to say nothing. 
She left without saying goodby.


*  *  *


It came to her in a blinding flash of brilliance as she signaled for a 
taxi to take her to the studio. Agard was blackmailing her into doing 
these sordid roles in his even-more sordid films, and she had falsely 
assumed all along that there was nothing she could do about it. But 
there was! She suddenly realized what had been obvious all along, that 
she could blackmail him right back, in fact, blackmail her way right 
out from under his iron domination. These films were certainly illegal, 
in fact, criminal offenses and an anonymous telephone call to the local 
chief of police would land Mr. and Mrs. Agard in trouble up to their 
ears. She would do this one last film, only if he promised that there 
would be no more in the future. After this, he had to leave her alone, 
because it was obvious that she could not go on fooling her husband 
forever. And Phil Agard was getting careless, scheduling a film at a 
time when Matt was in town, and forcing her to invent that ridiculous 
pathetic story about knitting mittens for the refugees.


Now, she had Phil where she wanted him, she was convinced! They would 
have a little talk tonight before the shooting began and get matters 
straightened out before the first scene. When tonight's work was over, 
she would be a free woman, and she could go home and start picking up 
the pieces of her shattered life.


That was a bad scene with Matt, she thought unhappily, recalling their 
unfortunate attempt at love-making. I'm going to have to educate him a 
little in the fine acts of keeping a woman satisfied. Maybe there are 
some books down at the bookstore that I could leave lying around the 
house.


"This is it, Lady," announced the cabby, pulling up in front of WRT-TV 
and turning on the lights. "Pardon me for asking, but you ain't an 
actress, are you?"


"Why no," Lynn responded hurriedly. "Whatever made you think that?"


"I can't remember where, right now," confessed the cabdriver, "but it 
seems to me I've seen you in a movie."


"Must have been someone who looks like me," snapped Lynn in irritation 
handing the man his fare. "I've never been in a movie in my life!"


"I wonder where it was," the cabby persisted. "I could swear it was 
..."


But Lynn had slammed the door and was walking quickly towards the front 
doors of WRT-TV, wanting to get well away from the man before he 
remembered precisely where he had seen her: a pornographic video-tape. 
This was another good reason to get away from Phil as soon as possible. 
A couple more of these skin-flicks and everybody in town would be 
recognizing her and all sorts of unpleasant complications could arise.


*  *  *


"Is everything ready?" Agard wanted to know.


"Will be by shooting time," confirmed Lenny. "The boys are working on 
the set now and they'll be finished in a couple of minutes. I figure we 
can start taping right after the midnight newscast. That okay with 
you?"


"Sounds fine," answered the TV producer, leaning forward to light his 
wife's cigarette. "You got your lines memorized lovely?"


"You know I do, baby," purred the tough brunette. "But I don't think 
anybody's going to be looking at poor little me in this flick. Our 
little friend Lynn should be the center of attraction."


"Speaking of Lynn, where is she?" Lenny wanted to know. "That dumb 
blonde ought to be here by now."


"She'll be here," predicted Agard confidently. "She knows she's in too 
deep to back out now. And besides that, we've done as neat a job of 
corrupting that chick as I've ever seen. She's still trying to salvage 
her conscience, poor little bitch, but she's gotten to the point where 
she gets turned on only by the rough stuff. And with nobody but that 
flatfooted husband of hers to turn to for satisfaction, I expect she's 
all set and ready to go for our little experiment tonight."


"How much are you going to tell her about the scene we're gonna shoot?" 
Lenny inquired, lighting a fresh cigar.


"Same as last time," instructed the producer. "Nothing, or at least 
nothing true. I don't suppose we can use the story about everything 
being simulated again, so Kelly here can just explain that there'll be 
a simple fuck scene with Rick. I don't think that will upset her too 
much."


"Wait till she sees who her partner is going to be!" laughed Kelly in 
cruel anticipation.


"Oh yeah, how is the big ape, anyway," Agard wanted to know.


"Freddy's fine," responded Kelly. "He's downstairs now looking at 
things and walking around drooling as usual. Good thing he doesn't have 
to remember any lines. I've never seen anyone so stupid in my life. I 
don't think he really understands what's going on, but when we told him 
he could fuck a beautiful girl, he made happy noises, so I guess 
everything is going to be all right."


"Everything's got to be all right," said Agard sternly. "We've got a 
lot of money riding on this flick."


*  *  *


Gene was a happy hippie. He had long dirty hair and sandals, and all 
the marijuana he could smoke, and to top it all off, a job where he 
could sit and listen to records all night and still get paid for it. 
Gene, among other things, was the night watchman for WRT-TV, and his 
sole responsibility was sitting in the control booth until the 
announcer had finished giving the midnight news, and then flip the 
switches which would close down the transmission system for the night. 
Once an hour thereafter, Gene was supposed to walk around the studio 
and check to make sure everything was quiet, and the rest of the time, 
he could play rock and roll records on the studio's turn-table and 
smoke marijuana, the two things he loved best in the world.


Recently, Mr. Agard had been working late in the shooting studio, and 
Gene had been told to stay out, which further reduced his 
responsibilities and gave him more time to indulge in his two favorite 
pastimes. But Gene had a certain sense of duty, and he bravely 
refrained from getting high on marijuana until after the news, fearful 
that if he got too stoned, he might forget to flick the switch and let 
the television studio transmit dead air all night long, a tremendous 
waste of money.


Tonight, unfortunately, Gene was feeling somewhat more reckless. 
Impatiently he slumped in his chair, watching the pro game from Saint 
Louis which was boring him stiff. Suddenly it occurred to him that he 
might like football a little better if he tried watching it stoned, and 
before his scruples could intervene, Gene had a marijuana cigarette 
dangling between his lips.


Ah, look at those funny little men chase that funny looking ball 
around, he thought, feeling his mind slip comfortably out of gear. This 
is going to be a terrific night!


*  *  *


"Well, I can't make any promises, and I assure you that I don't like 
being threatened and blackmailed like this," complained Agard with a 
hurt tone of voice. "After all, there was a time when we meant 
something to one another, Lynn."


Lynn was surprised to find that there was no sensation of triumph 
inside of her, despite the fact that she had expected to feel relieved 
and happy at finally having had the courage to stand up to this man and 
lay her cards upon the table.


"Well, what do you think you've been doing to me all along," she 
counter-attacked. "If threatening to tell Matt wasn't blackmail, what 
is?"


"Oh, surely you never took me seriously, sweetheart," Agard purred, 
making an effort to turn on the charm. "You know that your happiness is 
very important to me! It's just that I think you might be just what the 
doctor ordered. Come on, honey, fess up. Is Matt any good in bed?"


"How dare you ask that question?" she snapped back at him, feeling 
tears come into her eyes.


"That's all the answer I needed," Phil nodded. "A fine fellow, Matt, 
but short on imagination ... I would say. You need more than one man to 
keep you happy, lovely, believe me. I understand girls like you."


"Oh, I hate you!" she hurled at him, somehow feeling that this double 
talking monster was once more getting the upper hand.


"Now you don't mean that, Phil, kissed her chastely on the forehead. 
"Come on now, love, get into your costume. We've got a nice gentle love 
scene with Rick arranged and when you see how lovely you look on tape, 
you'll want to sign a life-time contract with us."


"Just remember what I said, Phil Agard," she sobbed as he gently 
maneuvered her into her dressing room. "If you don't let me go after 
this picture, I'm going to call the police!"


"Sure, sure, honey," he calmed her. "Don't worry about a thing."


Closing the door behind her, a frown immediately creased the producer's 
features, and he hurried down onto the set, his eyes busily sweeping 
the room to make sure everything was in order. The scene they intended 
to shoot involved a torture chamber and the studio's technicians had 
assembled a terrifying collection of whips, ropes, chains and other 
implements of torment. In the center of the set stood the largest man 
any of them had ever seen, gazing stupidly at the cameras and lights 
with an idiotic, bewildered expression on his face.


"How are you doing, Freddy?" asked Agard, craning his neck to look up 
at the monster.


"Uh, okay Mister Agard," drawled the mentally deficient youth slowly, 
turning his massive frame around to face the man who had promised him 
money for the privilege of being able to make love to a beautiful young 
girl. Freddy liked girls, but in his twenty years of existence, he had 
never succeeded in getting even close to one, much less into bed. Built 
like a gorilla and not bright enough to hold down a steady job, the 
poor unfortunate had been digging ditches outside the studio when the 
TV producer had made this stunning offer.


"Good, now I must explain something to you, Freddy," said Phil 
carefully, speaking slowly to allow his words to penetrate the idiot's 
thick skull. "You know Kelly, the nice lady who always talks to you?"


"Yeah!" affirmed the giant stupidly. "Freddy fuck Kelly?"


"No!" corrected Agard hurriedly, wanting to be absolutely sure he got 
everything straight.


"No, Freddy fuck girl named Lynn, but Freddy must obey Kelly. Lynn will 
pretend to be afraid, Freddy and she will tell you to stop and go away. 
But you must not listen to her. Listen to Kelly. Kelly is the boss. 
Understand?"


Freddy shook his head slowly, and Agard ran his fingers through his 
hair in desperation. A few years back the doctors had done an operation 
on Freddy's brain to render him completely docile and unaggressive, 
accurately guessing that someone with his massive strength and low 
level of intelligence could be a potential menace to society. After the 
operation, Freddy had become extremely gentle and lacked any capacity 
whatsoever for anger or violence. Agard realized that if Lynn began 
screaming for help, the big but sensitive jerk might become frightened 
and stop, which was precisely what they had to avoid. He decided to 
make one more stab at explaining.


"Freddy, listen to Phil," he tried again. "We are going to play a joke 
on our friend. Lynn really likes to be fucked by big boys like you, in 
fact she told me so just a few minutes ago."


"Lynn like Freddy?" the giant asked in surprise.


"Lynn really likes Freddy," confirmed Phil evilly, "but Lynn will 
pretend she doesn't like Freddy. Kelly will tell you what to do and you 
must do it, even if Lynn says no, because Lynn won't really mean it!" 
This speech did not make a great deal of sense even to Agard himself, 
but it seemed to satisfy the gorilla who nodded happily.


"Okay now Freddy, you take your clothes and stand over there," Phil 
directed.


"Freddy take off clothes?" questioned the imbecile, who had received 
many a lecture on this subject at the home for mentally deficient 
children where he had been raised. They had always told him to keep his 
clothing on in public.


"It's part of the joke, Freddy," urged Agard convincingly. "It won't be 
funny if you don't take off your clothes."


Freddy nodded dubiously and began removing his pants, clumsily 
attempting to balance on one leg. In the end he had to sit down on the 
floor to deal with the complicated problems of his shoe laces, and 
Agard shook his head in amazement.


"Ready to go?" called Lenny, already perched behind a camera.


"I'm set," chimed in Kelly, emerging from her dressing room. The older 
actress was dressed in a bizarre costume featuring riding boots and 
tight, form-fitting pants, topped by a man's shirt, tie, and coat, all 
tailored to emphasize her voluptuous figure, but conveying the 
impression of a woman who enjoyed cruelty and perversions, with just a 
hint of Lesbianism thrown in for effect. In her hand, she carried a 
whip.


"How do I look?"


"Great, but you're going to scare the shit out of the waitress when we 
go for pizza later," commented her husband. "Where's Miss Lynn?"


"Here I am," responded the girl calmly, appearing at his elbow, dressed 
in an attractive white robe which covered her from shoulder to ankle. 
The young wife was under no illusions about being able to wear this 
pleasant garment much longer, but for the moment, it gave her a warm 
and comforting sensation of being protected.


"Who's that?" she asked in sudden alarm as she caught a glimpse of 
Freddy, who had removed one shoe successfully and was now attacking the 
other one with fierce concentration.


"Oh, just an extra," Phil reassured her hastily. "We thought it would 
be amusing to have a naked giant in the background."


"Oh," mumbled Lynn, not totally convinced. "Well, what do I have to 
do?"


"Okay, now we want your reactions spontaneous, as usual, so just walk 
on to the set with Rick and follow his lead from there."


Lynn nodded and turned to link arms with Rick who appeared dressed in a 
normal business suit. He looked particularly handsome, and the young 
wife found herself becoming excited ahead of time at the prospects of 
being able to make love to this sexy muscular man. They exchanged winks 
and stepped off the set to await their cue.


Meanwhile two technicians assisted Freddy with his underwear, and when 
he was naked, they marched him up to the wall of the set and chained 
him to a large steel post which had erected for that purpose, 
explaining at the same time that this was all part of the 'joke.' 
Freddy smiled agreeably, happy to be liked and accepted by all these 
nice people.


When the technicians stepped aside and Lynn was faintly able to see the 
length and breath of the giant's body, she drew her breath in sharply.


"My God, look at him, Rick," she whispered. "Did you ever see anything 
so huge in your life?"


The male actor knew what she was talking about; Freddy was big all 
over, but the young girl was obviously referring to the giant's massive 
great penis which was bigger in the relaxed state than the average 
man's erection. The monstrous dangling object lolled between his legs 
like an enormous sausage, but he showed no signs of arousal as of yet.


"Don't worry, they've got him chained up," Rick calmed her insincerely.


"Positions, everybody!" bellowed Lenny as the red lights on the 
television cameras went on. Kelly started the action, pacing back and 
forth impatiently, striking the palm of her hand with the short, 
wicked-looking whip which she carried. A technician imitated the sound 
of a fist knocking at a door, and Kelly looked up expectantly.


"Come in!" she ordered in a low throaty voice.


Lynn felt a pressure on her elbow and allowed Rick to lead her onto the 
set.


"Here is the young lady I spoke to you about," announced Rick, bowing 
slightly as he delivered his lines. "I trust she will be adequate, 
Madame?"


Kelly walked critically around Lynn, looking at her from all sides, and 
then spoke sharply.


"Perhaps, but it is difficult to tell when she is completely draped in 
cloth!" she snapped harshly. "Denude her!"


Lynn sighed as Rich expertly began to disrobe her lushly ripened body. 
It had been nice while it lasted, she thought. But by this time, the 
prospect of being naked in front of a group of people did not upset her 
the way it had at first. In fact, she felt a warm sensuous feeling 
start to build up in her loins and the thought that she would soon be 
in Rick's arms appealed to her enormously. The male actor undid a 
fastening at the back, and the long white garment collapsed on the 
floor, leaving her perfectly naked. Kelly continued to study her 
critically, nodding with approval as she touched Lynn's high-set 
pendulous breasts with the tip of her whip.


"She will do. You approve, my son?" she called to the giant idiot who 
was still chained to the wall. Freddy evidently approved, grinning from 
ear to ear, and his cock jerked slightly as the sight of this perfectly 
formed young beauty entered his thick sluggish brain.


"Do me the kindness of chaining her up before you leave," instructed 
Kelly in an imperious tone of voice. "I shall need my energy later for 
other activities."


This confused the young actress. Rick was not scheduled to leave was 
he? And why should she be chained? But she could hardly interrupt the 
scene to inquire about the plot, so she willingly followed the young 
male porno-star to a mat on the floor. Attached to a ring in the floor, 
was a long silver chain which was in turn connected to a dog collar. 
After forcing her gently to her knees, Rick fastened the dog collar 
around her neck.


"Thank you, my good man," Kelly dismissed him regally. "You will 
receive my check in the mail, as usual."


Smiling and bowing, Rick left the set, deserting the startled Lynn who 
was beginning to have severe second thoughts about this whole business. 
Her thoughts were interrupted by the flick of Kelly's whip which sailed 
through the air out of nowhere and caught her on the right buttock, 
forcing a shrill yelp to her lips.


"What? I won't stand for that!" she screamed, deciding to end this 
whole business once and for all. "Touch me once again with that thing 
and I'm going to call the police!" Lynn realized she was wrecking their 
video-tape, but she no longer cared. No one had said anything to her 
about submitting to a whipping. A nice gentle love scene was what Phil 
had promised.


"Call the police, will you?" responded Kelly viciously, still speaking 
in the same throaty masculine voice. And before Lynn could dodge or 
protect herself, the whip flashed through the air a second time, 
catching the tortured girl cleanly across her white tender back.


"AAAaaagggggh!" Lynn screamed in agony, her mind in a jumble. This 
whole business no longer made sense! Why were the cameras still turning 
when she had made a direct reference to calling the police? Why wasn't 
Phil up here trying to soothe her injured feelings and talk her out of 
it?


The whip fell again.


"STOP! Goddamn you!" she screamed. "Let me go! I didn't come here for 
this. They said I would just have to make love ...!"


Inexorably, the whip descended another time, this time angling in from 
the side to flick against the tip of Lynn's sensitive left breast, 
bringing a groan of agony to her lips. The pain seemed to clear her 
mind, and suddenly it all became perfectly obvious why they had not 
stopped the cameras and why they had no intention of stopping them. 
Everything she had said and done this far was perfectly in keeping with 
the character she was unwittingly playing. She was a prostitute, 
tempted in off the street to this torture chamber with the promise of 
money. Naturally she would threaten to call the police. They had 
tricked her again!


But the scene was going ahead rapidly, with or without her consent. The 
whipping had stopped, momentarily, and Kelly was standing next to the 
post to which Freddy was chained.


"Isn't she lovely, Freddy?" the older actress purred, her hand reaching 
down to stroke the idiot's giant genital organ.


"Freddy fuck girl," came the monster's stupid reply. His eyes were 
glowing with lust, and his face bore a happy smile, knowing that he was 
taking part in this elaborate joke. He now remembered clearly what Phil 
had said about obeying Kelly and not the girl.


"That's right, Freddy," murmured the actress in her ear. "But you must 
do it exactly the way I tell you, or the girl will not be happy. Do you 
understand?"


"Freddy un'erstan'" grumbled the giant, straining at the chain which 
held him back. With a quick practiced motion of her hand, Kelly reached 
up behind him and unfastened the chain, freeing the giant from all 
restraint. His monstrously thick cock swaying menacingly between his 
legs, the imbecile hunkered across the floor, his beady eyes fastened 
on Lynn's nakedly ripe young body.


"Now we're going to have a little fun, my friend," Kelly informed the 
intimidated girl sadistically, reaching down to seize her by the hair, 
and waving the whip threateningly over her. "My little boy likes girl's 
like you, and as a good mother, I try to keep him amused. I'm sure you 
don't mind."


"Don't you let him near me," spat Lynn from between gritted teeth, but 
Kelly ignored her completely, turning her attention to Freddy who was 
devouring the girl with his eyes, but not yet daring to touch her.


"You like her, Freddy--darling?" Kelly asked coyly, despite the fact 
that it was obvious from the idiot's eyes that he was entranced.


"Freddy like!" affirmed the monster.


"You haven't seen the half of her yet, my darling," continued Kelly 
cruelly. "Show him what you have to offer, love," she ordered Lynn, who 
shot a hate-filled glance at her and did not move, keeping her knees 
pinned tightly together and her hands crossed across her full, lushly 
swelling breasts. The whip whistled through the air and slashed across 
her back.


"Aaaaaaaggggggghhhhh!" Lynn reacted promptly.


"I told you to show Freddy what you have to offer him," ordered the 
sadistic woman a second time. "Do I have to beat you to death? Your 
situation is hopeless, any dear, and your only hope for salvation lies 
in total submission!"


*  *  *


Oh wow, oh wow, Gene was grooving high and happy on the latest long 
play by the Reckless Climax, the newest and hottest folk-rock-acid-
stoned-soul group from the Farout West Coast. Gene's mind was a 
thousand miles in the blue as he finished his third marijuana cigarette 
and his feet had not touched the ground since the announcer had 
finished the newscast, wished everyone a pleasant evening, and gone 
home to his wife. Gene could care less, and the happy hippy lounged 
back in the padded chair, his mind bouncing from nonsense to nonsense 
like a mouse in a cheese factory, forgetting about all the tiresome 
boring things of this square, unhip, ungroovy universe, most 
particularly, the switch which de-activated WRT-TV's transmission 
equipment for the night.


This was to prove most unfortunate.


*  *  *


Matt stirred into life just as the newscast was ending and realized 
that he had doted off to sleep, his half-finished glass of ginger-ale 
in his hand. News did not interest him generally, and he was not sorry 
to have missed the newscast, and started telling himself that he ought 
to get up and turn off the set. WRT-TV had finished its series of 
programs for the day and nothing more would be broadcast on this 
channel until tomorrow morning when General George, hopefully almost 
sober, would burst into the airwaves with stories and songs for the 
little folks. But Matt was tired, and he decided to rest a minute 
longer before getting up to turn off the set. This too was unfortunate.


*  *  *


"Please ... Lynn had started to say, but she saw the whip cutting 
cruelly through the air again, and squirmed desperately in a futile 
attempt to escape that dreadful sting.


"Agh!" she groaned as the whip found it's mark, raising a welt along 
the length of her creamy smooth thigh.


"Open up, bitch!" Kelly was commanding, and the tormented young woman 
realized that anything was better than the lash again. She timidly 
spread her legs, sitting back and allowing the giant's dim-witted eyes 
to focus on the tiny tight opening almost hidden by the sparse pelt of 
softly curling pussy hair between her long tapered legs.


"Ummmmmmmmmmmm, look at that Freddy," Kelly prodded the stupid youth 
evilly. 'Did you ever see anything like that before? Wait my son, I'll 
show you something even more interesting." She raised the whip 
threateningly. "Turn over, bitch. Show him everything."


As Lynn saw the whip hover over her, fear took possession of her mind, 
and she quickly obeyed, not understanding precisely what she was 
supposed to show but flopping hastily over on her stomach anyway.


"Spread'em!" came the lewd command.


Anguish in her heart, Lynn slowly separated her trembling legs, and 
instantly felt Kelly and the giant crouching down beside her, 
menancingly leaning over her nakedly helpless body. Suddenly a woman's 
hand invaded the delicate flesh surrounding her vagina.


"See, isn't this nice down here, Freddy? UMMMMMMH, how big your cock is 
getting, my fine, handsome son. Lynn would be so happy to have you make 
love to her, Freddy, only she's too shy to ask you for it. Just go 
ahead and fuck her, Freddy. She really likes you."


"Freddy fuck girl?" grumbled the monster dubiously, not quite able to 
convince his sluggish brain that happiness like this was possible for 
someone like him. Kelly guided him into position, her fingers were 
wandering lewdly and the chained young wife shivered with terror as she 
felt the older woman separating the fearfully trembling cheeks of her 
buttocks. A soft finger swept over her tightly puckered little anus.


"Do you know how to do it, Freddy?" whispered the actress lustily, her 
hand kneading and twisting Lynn's soft, smoothly rounded buttocks 
without mercy. "Do you know where to put it, that big beautiful hard 
thing you have?"


No, no, no! Lynn was screaming inside of her head, her hands uselessly 
clawing at the dog collar in a first futile attempt to break away from 
her torturers.


"Of course you do," Kelly continued, in the same sugary voice. "You put 
it right here, in this little round hole. Lynn will really like that, 
Freddy. You'll make her so happy."


The young wife froze with sudden fear. Kelly was not touching her open 
empty vagina as she spoke, her fingers were lecherously caressing the 
tight rubbery ring of her anus.


"Noooooooooo! not there. Noooooo!" she screamed, but Freddy had been 
told to listen to Kelly and do whatever he was told, and the young man 
obeyed instructions to the letter, too ignorant to dream of trying to 
think for himself. Lynn felt Kelly's hands move quickly away, replaced 
almost immediately by the giant's wetly slavering lips as Freddy thrust 
his face into the crevice separating her frantically cringing buttocks. 
The monster had lost control, and he was biting and licking wildly, his 
massive hands pinning her to the floor and his fingers inching their 
way into the warm moistness of her hotly quivering vagina.


The pain was getting fierce and Lynn knew, this time with certainty, 
that she had found the bottom of the barrel at last. Freddy was moving 
in steadily, forcing her knees apart as he opened her up with 
unconscious roughness, his finger now prodding and poling at the tiny 
brown hole, causing the nakedly kneeling wife to jerk forward 
spasmodically each time with the unexpected pain.


"Open up to him," warned Kelly her voice steady and menacing. "Open or 
we use that whip again."


It made little difference in fact whether Lynn cooperated or not, since 
Freddy by this point was taking matters into his own hands. One huge 
finger had already penetrated the fragile elastic ring and he was 
working it around methodically inside the moistly heated depths of her 
rectum. She groaned pathetically and lowered her face to the floor, 
trying desperately to relax her stunned body in order to minimize the 
pain when he came pounding into her. Lynn had never in her life even 
heard of such a thing, and she could hardly make herself believe that 
this sordid sodomy was actually happening to her, Lynn Langley, the 
blonde housewife married to a TV cameraman. But if she had any doubts 
about the reality of her situation, they were soon washed away. Freddy 
added a second finger to the first and began thrusting the two in and 
out of her tightly-clasped anal passage with even greater vigor, and 
Lynn was forced to jerk her naked young buttocks back and forth in a 
futile attempt to escape the pain.


"Come on, my handsome son," urged Kelly obscenely. "Can't you see she's 
ready to go?"


The giant grunted in agreement and jerked his fingers abruptly from the 
tortured anal crevice and grasped his own massively throbbing 
instrument, now fully aroused. Gleefully he moved forward. He was going 
to make Lynn happy and he was proud of his fine big cock, the biggest 
one--they had told him--that anyone at the studio had ever seen. He 
would be able to make her happy with this, they had assured him, and 
Freddy believed that it was true.


Her position was not right, he sensed, and so the muscular giant easily 
hoisted her up on her hands and knees, simultaneously pressing forward 
into her tormented backside with his broad, lust-swollen cock, 
instinctively feeling for the opening.


Given his total lack of experience, it was amazing that he found it as 
quickly as he did. The tight sphincter muscles offered all the 
resistance within their feeble power, but the contest was clearly 
unequal. With the clumsiness which comes with unnaturally great 
strength, he pushed forward, harder and harder, until he felt the tight 
elastic ring of her anus beginning to cave inward. A broad contented 
smile crossed his face as the dim-witted monster realized that he was 
about to have the first sexual experience of his tragic life, and he 
shoved all the harder for joy, ignoring her agonized screams for mercy 
as he did.


*  *  *


It was the screaming which awoke Matt, finally, and he sat bolt upright 
in his chair, thinking at first that it was much earlier in the evening 
than it really was, and WRT-TV was featuring a Western or a murder 
movie. He rubbed his eyes in confusion and focused unsteadily on the 
screen. What was this? He slid off his chair in alarm and crouched on 
his haunches in front of the TV set. No it couldn't be! This was a 
nightmare! Unless his eyes were deceiving him, he was watching a frail-
bodied young blonde woman being sodomized by a giant! But this was no 
nightmare, he was wide awake, and he was really seeing what he was 
seeing.


The television cameraman was stunned for a moment, unable to think of 
any possible explanation for this incredible phenomenon. He checked the 
channel setting and discovered that the set was still tuned to WRT-TV. 
He checked his watch and realized that his station should have been off 
the air a half-hour ago. The only explanation was that some depraved 
television employee was broadcasting this filth on WRT-TV's airwaves, 
for some incomprehensible motive. For the good name of the station he 
had to do something fast, before someone saw this monstrous business 
and called the police. Matt jumped for the phone to call Phil Agard's 
home.


*  *  *


The spasm of pain was unbearable, and the nakedly chained young wife 
twisted and screamed, bellowing so loudly that the technicians, smiling 
lewdly at one another, turned down the sound to protect the ears of 
their future viewers. Lynn's frantically quivering buttocks seemed to 
be on fire, and she wiggled and squirmed like a creature possessed, not 
capable of rational thought and driven only by an overwhelming need to 
free her poor fragmented anus from the tree trunk which had suddenly 
been rammed up inside of it. She bucked back at him with all the 
strength on her nakedly straining body, but her frail muscles were no 
match for the three hundred pound giant of a man who had thrown himself 
on top of her.


"Aaaaaaggggghhhhh, Oh God!" she beseeched, feeling as if this dreadful 
impalement had reduced her to something less than human.


Freddy skewered himself forward another time, drops of saliva drooling 
from his open mouth and onto her white naked back as he instinctively 
established a rhythm and began fucking steadily in and out of her 
heatedly clenched rectum with steady regular strokes. Lynn felt that 
the battle was over, and her strength disappeared suddenly. She 
collapsed forward on her belly, her ripely dangling breasts cushioning 
her against the hardness of the floor.


"Like it, Lynn--baby?" whispered Kelly lecherously, wanting to deepen 
the young woman's torment.


The girl's response was a heart-felt groan as her pain wracked body was 
jerked involuntarily back and forth by the violence of the giant's 
sodomizing thrusts. The pain had not gone away by any means, but it was 
more manageable now and Lynn found her mind clearing somewhat. She had 
to survive, if only to have her revenge on the Agard's for what they 
had subjected her to. She had to live long enough to see them both in 
jail. Her life was finished, though! After this, she could never look 
another decent person in the face again. Now she was running on hate 
alone.


She began to fight back, somehow! She had to show them how much she 
hated and despised them and in a sudden burst of rage, she slammed her 
much-abused white buttocks back against the giant who was savagely 
molesting her. She thrust back again and again, trying to tear his 
great beating cock right out of his groin if she could!


*  *  *


No one answered at the Agard household, and Matt decided that Phil and 
Kelly had probably gone out for a night on the town. Involuntarily, his 
eyes crept back to the grossly degenerate scene on his television tube. 
Incredible, he told himself, his mind searching unsuccessfully for a 
set of circumstances which would explain this strange phenomenon. He 
moved closer to the screen, a tiny bit aroused by the unfamiliar sight 
of a woman being anally raped ... wait a minute, that gal isn't being 
raped, he decided. At first it had seemed as if she were being taken 
against her will, and those screams had certainly sounded realistic 
enough, but now it looked much more as if she were cooperating fully in 
this degenerate sodomistic adventure.


Her lush young breasts were shaking back and forth excitingly as she 
surged to and fro, and the girl's hips were now slamming back 
energetically into the giant's massive groin. Matt had little 
experience with this sort of thing, but all the evidence told him this 
was not a rape. Wait, the camera was moving in for a close-up, and Matt 
stepped nearer to the set, hoping for a clue as to what was going on.


"Hmmmmmmmmm," he said aloud in the empty room. "Pity you can't see her 
face because that is a very attractive woman there. Looks vaguely 
familiar somehow. Ah, she's turning her head ..."


The world suddenly fell in on the young cameraman and his knees 
unexpectedly went weak, forcing him to sit down hard. It was Lynn, her 
lips drawn back up over her ivory teeth and her face contorted into a 
mask of what was actually pain, but which Matt interpreted as passion.


A cold sweat broke out on the young man's face and for a moment he was 
seriously afraid he was going to faint. It couldn't be!


It was! The camera panned in directly on her clean-cut attractive 
features, leaving no doubt about her identity. It was his wife being 
fouly violated on television for everyone in town to see.


Suddenly a great many things began to fall in place in the man's head. 
Agard's strange enthusiasm for sending him away on constant field 
trips; Lynn's unusual behavior, her unexpected interest in knitting 
mittens for refugees until late at night; there were a great many 
questions still left unanswered, but the main outlines of the situation 
were clear. His wife had become something worse than a whore. Matt 
Langley knew his duty.


A great many questions, thought the young sports enthusiast as he 
pulled his battered suitcase down off the closet shelf, but I don't 
really want to know anymore answers.


"Ugggggh!" grunted Freddy as he felt the powerful internal muscles of 
her sphincter close around his wetly pistoning penis. He grunted again 
and found that the increased pressure was doubling his pleasure and the 
giant smiled to himself as he felt Lynn's voluptuous young body start 
to come to life under him. At first he had feared that he was hurting 
her, but now it seemed to his feeble brain that she was enjoying 
herself, just as Kelly said she would.


The chained young wife's body undulated fiercely, her smoothly rounded 
buttocks rotating in vicious little circles, and Freddy's massively 
throbbing cock was tingling with a strange mysterious excitement which 
he had never experienced before. With his huge muscular hands? he 
spread the cheeks of her firmly working ass even farther apart, and his 
eyes almost bulged from his head as he watched the glistening thickness 
of his long rubbery cock as it glided smoothly in and out of the 
tortured receptacle of her rectum. Mistaking the girl's frantic 
writhing and moaning for intense passion, he increased the tempo of his 
stroke, ploughing into her with a maniac's sexual fury and feeling the 
beginnings of a wildly exciting sensation deep inside his own body.


"Ohhhhhhhh, Ohhhhhhhhh Christ!" groaned the girl as she felt him jerk 
convulsively inside of her? and realized that he was now about to fill 
her helpless belly with his hot churning cum, and that there was 
nothing in the world she could do to prevent it. She would have to take 
it, kneeling submissively and chained to the floor in front of him like 
the most humble slave in the world.


"Oh cum, Freddy, cum!" she encouraged him, wanting him to spew his vile 
seed into her nakedly trembling body and get it over with, freeing her 
from the bestial indignity which was being heaped upon her. Freddy 
gurgled like an animal and dug his sharp fingernails into her sensitive 
flesh, trying to force his mammothly swollen hardness even farther into 
the girl's helpless young body, his great murderous cock throbbing for 
an instant and then exploding like a damn.


Lynn thought it was going to go on forever as the huge youth spewed a 
lifetime of accumulated lusts into the unnatural cavern of her anus, 
the hot sticky cum overflowing and forcing its way out of the tight 
nether ring to dribble shamefully down her legs, mixed with the 
orgiastic juices from her own body.


Lynn tumbled forward on the mattress, completely spent and exhausted 
and the big youth collapsed on top of her, gently caressing her hair 
and mumbling childish endearments, convinced that he had finally made a 
woman happy despite his size. Lynn gasped and sighed in defeat, feeling 
his deflated flaccid penis slowly retreating, leaving a trail of cum 
and pain behind it and making an obscene wet sucking sound as it 
slipped out from between the full half-moons of her buttocks with a 
popping noise which could be heard all over the room.


Now, she thought irrationally, now there will be peace. Whatever 
happens tomorrow is unimportant. Now they will take me home and I can 
sleep.


"Okay boys, round'em up!" came a voice from the back of the room, and 
Lynn looked up, thinking that the tape was not yet finished and Phil 
had engineered a second part which would probably be more obscene than 
the first. God, why couldn't they at least halt the cameras for a few 
minutes to allow her to rest! They had no right to start in with 
another debauchery without at least giving her a chance to recover from 
the first one.


Men dressed in policeman's costumes were walking onto the set and once 
again Lynn had the opportunity to admire Kelly's acting skill. The 
older actress looked terrified, as if she were actually about to be 
arrested. Lynn felt vague and dreamy, not particularly caring what 
happened or what wild plot Lenny and Phil had organized so long as she 
was able to rest. Maybe these actor policemen would start on Kelly 
instead of her. They sure looked like real policemen ...


"Okay, baby, on your feet!" ordered one of them, a tall redheaded 
Irishman with sergeant's stripes on his shoulder. More good acting, 
thought Lynn dreamily. He really sounds like a policeman and she 
complied slowly, remembering to face the camera as she rose ...


The camera was stopped. Shaking her head with disbelief as the sergeant 
wrapped a blanket around her shoulders, she saw Phil Agard standing in 
a corner, his hands in handcuffs and Lenny loudly demanding to see his 
lawyer as he was led out of the room. Freddy looked mystified as he 
held out his hands meekly for the cuffs, and Kelly snarled at the 
policeman for pinching her skin as he slid the metal circles over her 
wrists.


*  *  *


"So we got a deal?" smiled Agard, waving his cigar at the lieutenant 
across the desk. I must remember to say something nice about you guys 
the next time I attend a town meeting."


"Yeah, do that," grinned the police lieutenant evilly. "Yeah, we got a 
deal buddy. The police ain't in the business of keeping an enterprising 
businessman like yourself from earning an honest dollar. Incidentally, 
how did it happen?"


"A fluke," explained Agard easily. "The technician who was handling the 
wires forgot to unplug the studio from the main board after we shot the 
live newscast. So when that idiot of a night watchman forgot to close 
down the transmitter, the sound and picture from the studio were 
broadcast normally, just as if we had intended it that way. I 
understand half the town saw it."


"Yeah, but we only got a couple of calls from a few spoil sports. By 
the way, we're going to have to book the kid. We found him smoking pot. 
A little fun and games with girls and television cameras we can get 
around, but smoking marijuana is a serious offense."


"Yeah, throw the book at him," agreed Agard callously. "If the press 
makes any noise, we can always say that the kid was using the studio to 
watch dirty movies and one of them accidentally got transmitted. Not 
our fault at all."


"Right, perfect," exclaimed the corrupt policeman. "We're gonna need a 
story of some kind anyway, and we might as well dump it all on the kid. 
Damn dirty hippies deserve anything that happens to them! Listen, 
before you go, there's one last thing ..."


"Yeah?" asked Agard agreeably.


"Well, some of the boys have taken a shine to the little blonde girl 
who was doing the scene. Well, you know how it is, we were wondering if 
we couldn't hold her here over night and have a little fun with her 
before we have to let her go in the morning. A whore like that 
shouldn't mind a couple of tired old cops climbing on her bones, 
especially since she's getting off scot-free!"


"Lieutenant, she's all yours," Phil assured him with a sympathetic 
smile. It must get boring around the station house and I know the 
boys'll enjoy our little Lynn. Oh, by the way, my check will be in the 
mail tomorrow, don't worry about that end of it."


"And you promised to invite us to your screenings," added the 
policeman, helping himself to another of Phil's cigars.


"I won't forget," promised the producer. "You keep people from 
bothering me, Lieutenant, and I'll do my best to return the favor."


The two men shook hands and went out to get the others from their 
temporary cells. Lynn was led to a back room, still naked underneath 
the blanket they had thrown around her, and the policeman winked at one 
another as the door closed behind her.


*  *  *


The phone was ringing as she let herself into her home the following 
morning, but she ignored it, walking straight to the bedroom to wake up 
Matt. He would probably leave her anyway, but she had to confess 
everything before he heard it from some other source. Who knows? Maybe 
he would understand.


But the bedroom was empty except for the ringing phone and the girl 
observed that her husband's clothing was missing from the closet. In 
the living room, the television was still glowing, a silent message to 
her that he had heard and seen everything.


Too tired and broken to have much of an emotional reaction, Lynn 
wandered back into the bedroom and answered the phone.


"Lynn-baby, this is Phil. Listen honey, everything's been taken care 
of."


"Matt is gone," she informed him dully, feeling completely empty 
inside.


"Yeah, now listen lovely, that accidental transmission last night 
didn't hurt us in the slightest. We're beating the rap as far as the 
police are concerned, and the market for that film we made has just 
gone off the boards. Everybody who saw it wants to see it again and 
those who missed it want to see it to judge for themselves. We'll re-
shoot the last scene tonight and Sammy thinks we can get copies on the 
market by sometime next week. Naturally, there'll be a sequel ..."


"Phil, Matt is gone," she repeated, her mind hardly functioning with 
exhaustion and shame.


"Yeah, I heard you baby, listen now, you don't need him and I think 
WRT-TV's been over-doing this sports bit anyway. You're big business, 
Lynn and you're gonna make big money because we got police protection. 
It's all been arranged."


"I ... I don't want to do it anymore, Phil. Don't you understand? I've 
lost my husband ..."


"And who's going to support you now, love?" asked the producer cruelly. 
"You've got mortgage payments on that house, as I recall and you got to 
keep food on the table, hubby or no hubby. You got one job that can 
keep the cash flowing in, lover, and that's with me, so forget about 
quiting. Now, I want you to get some sleep because we shoot tonight at 
nine."


Lynn felt the beginnings of a dull headache coming on. The policemen 
had worked her over mercilessly last night, and her bones were aching.


"Will you send a cab for me?" she asked.


"Baby, you're a star now," raved Agard. "The cab'll be there at eight 
thirty. Now will you get some sleep? I want you fresh and beautiful 
tonight."


"Yes, Phil," Lynn whispered, knowing it was all lost. "Whatever you 
say, Phil."


The End
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FOREWORD


While bigamy is a criminal offense in countries where monogamy is the only 
acceptable form of marriage, punishment for the perpetrator is at variance, 
the violation falling under such legal categories as fraud, or "offenses 
against family and children". Statistics are not accurate for instance, as 
to the number of bigamous marriages that occur in the United States in a 
single year, nor the manner in which the offender is dealt with, the 
motivating circumstances being of prime importance and the penalty, 
accordingly, left to the discretion of the court.


With annulment or divorce so easily available to western monogamous 
societies today the bigamist seems a ludicrous individual to be sure, one 
who most certainly would have to be a victim of unique circumstances, and it 
is of such a person that Arnold Sinatra tells us in The Varsity Girl.


However, it is interesting to note that bigamy is being openly practiced 
today in western civilized countries by the younger generation, but under an 
acceptable term called group marriage, which embodies a free-wheeling 
approach to sex, a communal practice that most middle-class Americans regard 
as license to engage in adultery. Yet, if we compare, for example, United 
States traditional monogamy and sex behavior with other societies throughout 
history we find it quite unusual. Exclusive monogamy as the sole acceptable 
form of marriage is quite rare, occurring in perhaps one out of four human 
societies.


Most other human groups allow a wider range of sexual activity, and polygamy 
is permitted in most cultures, especially for persons of high rank or 
status. And it occurs among peoples who cannot by any yardstick be 
considered primitive. The Chinese, Mohammedans, and ancient Incas were 
polygamous. So are many African tribes. Under Islamic law a man may marry as 
many as four women; he also, by custom, may keep several concubines or 
"half-wives". In Thailand, the late Prime Minister Sarit Thanarat was widely 
admired for his harem of 150 wives and "sub-wives".


In The Varsity Girl, Mr. Sinatra does not attempt to justify Leo Gaine's act 
of bigamy, nor offer us a discourse on the success or failures of monogamous 
relationship; he simply tells us a very plausible story of one man caught up 
in a web of circumstances and their effects on him as well as those he 
loves. It is a well told and often amusing novel which we, his publishers, 
are pleased to bring you. A tale, we feel certain, that will linger in your 
mind provocatively for some time to come.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


'veiled fascination sparkled in the sandy -haired Rita Gaine's azure-blue 
eyes each time she glanced downward at the massive Alsatian dog lying at the 
feet of his teenage master in her kitchen. She hardly thought it ridiculous 
though others might question her mentality if they knew, but the young wife 
imagined the breath-taking animal to be a living replica of the fabled 
German shepherd in an erotic novel she had been reading, that excitable 
illusion having registered the very first moment she had caught sight of the 
handsome beast at the airport. Now, an imperceptible tremor electrified the 
soft naked contours of her voluptuous, twenty-two year old body beneath the 
short nightie and knee-length summer wrapper, a tiny feverish thrill of 
atomic intensity that she realized was being accentuated by the unsated 
desire her husband Leo had left smoldering inside her. She hoped that the 
flush she felt in her warm cheeks didn't give away the prurient fantasies 
dancing like devils through her sensually oriented brain, and a quick look 
at the awkward boy stretched out in the breakfast nook watching her was 
reassuring.


In fact, his angular, somewhat acne-blemished young face reflected nothing 
as he stared through opaque brown eyes while annoyingly cuffing at a heavy 
forelock of dull, chestnut colored hair. His long legs extended outward from 
the booth to the floor, making her think of hinged stilts ... or an Ichabod 
Crane. She wasn't pleased with herself at her lampooning comparisons, but so 
far, Art Cody, her young husband's lanky, sixteen year old nephew had had 
only a distasteful effect on her, which she blamed on her spouse's 
inexcusable conduct at the homely youth's arrival the night before.


Leo hadn't painted a likable picture of his older sister's son, carrying on 
the way he had in their bedroom, and when he'd finally left for Philadelphia 
earlier this morning she had been more than a little relieved, as well as 
secretly pleased that he would be away for two whole weeks. It was amazing 
how quickly she seemed to find herself the moment she was out from under his 
immediate influence; though for the life of her, she couldn't put her finger 
on any single reason why. Even the ungainly boy decorating her breakfast 
nook had taken on new and more pleasing aspects for her now in her 
twenty-eight year old husband's absence from the house.


Subconsciously, she went through a hair ritual of her own, brushing long, 
sandy-shaded locks behind her shoulders as she set about preparing the 
teenager some breakfast, her smile and sparkling glances constantly 
returning to the handsome reclining animal watching her with ears regally 
erect. She said: "Art, where did you ever find such a beautiful creature? 
He's positively breathtaking!"


"Bruser?" The youth smiled, letting his eyes drop to the dog at his feet. 
"Well, that's a bit of a story, Rita, I've had him since he was a pup. He's 
two now, and he goes everywhere I do ... though I don't believe Uncle Leo 
figures that to be a very good idea, does he?"


The attractive young woman knew exactly what he was referring to, sensing 
embarrassment as the scene from the night before flashed minutely through 
her mind. Leo had been fit to be tied when he'd learned the boy was coming 
for a brief stay. The telegram had preceded his arrival by only a few hours, 
hardly explaining anything except that Art would inform them. At the 
airport, the teenager had, standing there in his indifferent gawkiness, 
seemed at least an inch taller than her nearly six-feet of muscular husband.


"I'm attending a tournament here," Art had said flatly and without looking 
directly at either of them. "Mother decided you could handle things for me. 
We have to pick up Bruser now. Here are the baggage claims, Uncle."


"Bruser?" Leo had questioned. "Who the hell is Bruser?"


"My dog. I never attend a match without Bruser. He goes wherever I do. 
Please...? These are the baggage tickets, Uncle Leo."


"Jesus Christ!" her chisel-faced, grey-eyed mate had embarrassingly swore, 
grabbing the pieces of pasteboard and angrily stalking off. And later, in 
the privacy of their bedroom, he'd been even worse. "Sonovabitch! Can you 
tie that? Elly dumping that queer kid of hers onto us to look after? Onto 
you, really, because I won't be here! Goddamn ... who the hell cares whether 
he's got a chess match or not? The bony-assed pansy! For two cents I'd pack 
him and his mangy hound on a plane C.O.D. right back to Denver...!"


"You'll do no such thing, Leo! My God, what's eating at you, anyway? He's 
your nephew ... and stop saying those awful things about him ..'.!"


"Shit! I don't know how awful they are, but goddamnit they're true! That 
kid's been weird ever since I can remember ... long before his old man died, 
anyway!"


"Leo, you've got to stop this!" she'd insisted, his incredible exhibition 
shocking her. "He's your own sister's son ... and he's going to be treated 
the way a close relative should as long as he's in this house!"


"Bullshit! You treat him, then. He turns my stomach. The flimsy little 
bastard doesn't know what a baseball or football is for, for chris' sakes!" 
her ranting, athletic-minded husband had bitterly carried on. "Chess, 
astronomy, stamp collecting, jack-straws too, probably ... I doubt if he's 
got a developed muscle in his string-bean body. Yeah, on second thought, 
I'll bet my ass he's got one all right ... his goddamned cock!" he'd 
sneered.


"Oh Leo ... please stop will you? The poor boy's bound to hear you! These 
walls aren't that thick you know. Lord, I've never heard you go on like 
this! Now for God's sake, come get in bed and ... calm yourself down ... 
remember, this is our last night together for two weeks...."


"Huh...? So Christ ... he's even ruined that for me," he'd said, tugging at 
his remaining clothes and trying to avoid looking at her. "I'm sorry, Rita, 
but ... but I'm too uptight tonight for sex...."


"T-that's all right, hon. It'll keep until morning. We'll have plenty of 
time before you leave," she'd welcomed, not wanting to add to the sensual 
frustration his home stay had sorely cultivated this time.


This morning, he'd finally decided to have a go at sex, as usual firing her 
right up to the peak of release ... then firing and falling back in full 
retreat. "Oh God ... oh darling! Don't stop now, pleaseeee...?"


"Shit! I can't help it, baby!" he'd choked, jerking limply out of her and 
fumbling off the bed, his reddened face turned away. "It's just no use ... 
that goddamned limp-wristed egghead...! I'm still to uptight...."


"It's okay, Aunt Rita," Art suddenly said, checking the stream of 
uncomfortable retrospect racing through her denied, impassioned young mind, 
but hardly interrupting the sensual coals simmering hungrily throughout her 
whole erotically tormented body. "I've gotten sort of used to being a sore 
thumb. It doesn't bother us anymore, does it, Bruser?"


The powerful animal whimpered up at his youthful master as if in response, 
while a feeling of heart-tugging sympathy for the awkward teenager washed 
through his girlish aunt. The poor darling, he'd undoubtedly heard it all 
... God, how could Leo be so damned heartless? For a long moment, she simply 
looked at him ... at both of them, not knowing what to say, and then without 
realizing it she had crossed the room and was cupping his prominent, 
sparsely bristled chin in the soft warm palm of her hand, lifting his face 
until his unreadable eyes were gazing levelly up into her own.


"We'll have no more of that as long as you're in this house, young man," she 
said, a tiny quiver in her tone from the emotion she felt. "I-I'm sorry if 
you heard things ... but ... but your Uncle Leo hasn't been himself, dear. 
I'm afraid that ... that he's working too hard. You know he had a heavy 
responsibility as western regional manager for Hung-Jones, and lately ... 
well, even I've had all I could do to keep from flying into rages with him."


Art's face broke into a homely, uneven toothed smile. "I understand, Aunt 
Rita ... and no kidding, we don't mind ... I mean, I didn't take any 
offense. You get used to people saying ... well, those things about you just 
because you play chess, or enjoy activities other than sports and chasing 
after girls. I guess that's part of life ... I don't know."


Rita withdrew her hand, smiled somewhat sadly, and went back to placing 
strips of bacon into the electric fry pan, his words raising questions in 
her mind. She began with little inquiries that gently broached the subject 
of girls and his feelings toward them. If what Leo had implied was right the 
boy would certainly have no female interests ... but somehow he seemed to 
cleverly avoid any direct answers, actually reminding her of the handsome 
pharmaceutical salesman she was married to, and she couldn't help but wonder 
if ambiguity wasn't an inbred family trait.


Certainly, Leo's home stay this time had come damned close to completely 
unnerving her, his perplexing behavior leaving her tormented and baffled. 
Things were growing steadily worse between them, but all of it hidden 
beneath the surface and seemingly without a singular basis, as if they'd 
been married twenty rather than just two years. There was little question 
but what their relationship was strained nearly to the breaking point, or 
that probably a less determined wife would have long since tossed in the 
towel, but she had no intentions of giving up the comfortable security she'd 
endured in the building. Besides, she hadn't really stopped loving him, if 
such factors still mattered between modern men and women, and a marriage of 
mellowed toleration appealed to her much more than the rat-race of 
unearthing another male who might well in time be less palatable or less 
financially productive.


Maybe it was a rank and mercenary viewpoint for a desirous young woman at 
the peak of her youthful beauty to take, but certain eye-opening facts in 
their lives together during the six months she had lived with him at college 
and since their marriage had shaped them. As for the customary state of 
frustration he'd left her panting in that very morning, Rita could smile 
inwardly with the narcissism that flowed so hotly in her veins; she'd 
learned early from their physical unions the necessity of self-love in the 
wake of Leo Gaine, and being a romantic as well as a sensually passionate 
girl the rest had developed easily for her....


"It's not that I don't enjoy the company of girls, Aunt Rita," the teenager 
answered in reply to one of her casually phrased questions. "It's just that 
I don't have the time with chess and the other things I like to do, plus I'm 
trying to get ready for college in another year and a half."


"Wait until the right girl comes along. I'll bet you'll change your views 
quick enough then, darling," Rita teased, drenching him with her alluring 
smile that ended up playing over the watchful Alsatian at his feet. "That's 
the way it happens to unsuspecting men with their guards down."


She was trying to draw him out and Art knew it, endeavoring to establish the 
truth or falseness of the things his uncle had been putting him down with 
the night before. He brushed at his forelock and said: "Is that the way you 
caught Uncle Leo ... with his guard down?"


She laughed. "In a way, I suppose. Actually, he was having a bad time of it 
mentally, Art. He was trying to decide whether to give up medicine as a 
career and needed someone to make up his mind for him. I guess you could say 
that I did that, and neither of us are sorry ... he would've made a lousy 
doctor...."


She went on and the boy listened vaguely, mentally categorizing his mother's 
younger brother whom he hadn't seen in a couple of years as a failure for 
throwing away a medical future at his grandfather's expense to become a 
dumb-assed salesman. Simultaneously, his analytical teenage brain 
functioned, thinking that the muscle-bound bastard he called "Uncle" really 
knew how to choose the birds! Man ... what big tits you have Auntie! 
Eagerly, he watched the soft rippling of her lushly ripened curves hidden 
beneath the sheer wrapper and nightie. No brassiere or panties either, he 
felt certain ... Christ! Sandy, his Mom's maid, could stir his crazy cock 
just by provocatively switching her big ass in front of him, but she knew it 
and did it on purpose, so that made the difference. His Aunt Rita didn't, 
and just watching her sensuous movements had made his goddamned prick grow 
as hard as a hand-carved, ivory rock! Man, what a luscious doll she'd be to 
play games with, and he didn't mean chess; but nevertheless, he asked her if 
she knew chess.


"Oh, I play at it, dear, but I'm afraid not up to your standards ... though 
I usually beat your Uncle Leo," she replied, arranging his plate of eggs and 
bacon with strips of buttered toast then approaching the nook to set it in 
front of him.


Man, he could eat her smile! She was something else! "I can teach you a few 
pointers if you'd like to learn," he said, looking up at her as he managed 
to enfold himself into the booth while she went back for the coffee pot, 
then joined him.


"Would you? I'd love that, Art," she said, pouring steaming coffee and 
slipping into the seat across from the boy whose initial angular homeliness 
had seemed to have lost its distaste for her. Then, once more she was 
glancing downward at the huge, beautiful dog sprawled beside them on the 
floor, her aroused subconscious fitting him into the role of Zeus, the 
fabled animal whose exotic, sensuous adventures she was reading in that 
pornographic novel she kept hidden away in the drawer under her lingerie. Of 
course it was all fantasy and physically impossible, but what if it weren't? 
God! She couldn't restrain the feverish shiver of lewd excitement her 
forbidden thoughts sent rippling over her flimsily covered nakedness. And 
then, she heard Art say: "Great! Maybe tonight we can go through a couple of 
reliable offenses and defenses, Aunt Rita. I really should keep active for 
the match tomorrow afternoon anyway. I'm playing a man named Sasha from 
Russia. He's very good. I don't expect to beat him, but I'd like to give a 
fair account of myself."


"Wonderful, darling! We'll plan on that, then ... my first chess lesson...."


Art listened to her melodic voice, smiling occasionally and pretending to 
concentrate on his breakfast, while ,inwardly devouring her every word as 
well as the delectable contours of her chiffon concealed curves. He'd only 
seen her once before, right after she'd married his uncle, but he'd barely 
turned fourteen then and was little more than a numb-assed kid. He hadn't 
even remembered her, except that she had long, sandy colored hair and looked 
like a teenager herself. Man! Two years had made a wild change in one of 
them, and he knew it wasn't the gorgeous girl across from him. He's simply 
grown up! Now, he had to struggle to keep from gaping openly at the smooth 
fleshy mounds of her breasts that the slightly parted wrapper revealed so 
teasingly, a portion of the deep white velvety cleft between them making his 
rampaging cock thump almost painfully inside his pants front.


He tried gearing his mind in another direction, back to his Uncle Leo ... 
that muscle-assed bastard! He'd heard him clearly, ranting and raving last 
night in their bedroom, calling him pansy and queer, the usual tags he'd 
learned to live with because he preferred a chessboard to a gridiron, or an 
astronomical telescope to a ball bat. Even his own mom had her doubts 
concerning his masculinity, he knew, but he'd stubbornly determined not to 
reassure anyone. To hell with it ... all of 'em! Besides, there was a 
certain intriguing satisfaction for him in being an individual of 
questionable tastes, like his dad before him, especially when those tastes 
had to do with sex. Fuck 'em all! That's what his father had written in his 
own hand in the journal he'd kept ... !


"How about this handsome guy, Art? What do we feed him?" his lust-inciting, 
young aunt interrupted his thinking. She was smiling radiantly and leaning 
down to stroke Bruser's big head, the almost see-through wrapper falling 
further open, the gossamery white of her sheer nightie and three-feet of 
distance all that was between his straining eyeballs and the lust fullness 
of her swaying white breasts! Fuck! He could even see the embossed relief 
and pinkish halo of their hardened little nipples!


"What...? Oh ... oh anything.


Yeah ... Bruser eats everything, Aunt Rita," he managed, stuffing his mouth 
full of toast. Christ, he'd lost his appetite ... and his hopelessly 
hardened cock was hopping inside his pants like a hopped-up toad! Goddamn 
... he hoped she didn't catch sight of it ... !


"Wonderful. Then, he and I are going to get on famously, Art," Rita said, 
admiring the open jawed, truly smiling animal-face staring intently up at 
her. God, the handsome creature's deep brown eyes seemed to be searching 
into the depths of hers, she was convinced, a certain devilish glint to 
match her own seething carnality dancing in them. "But ... but you still 
haven't told me where you got him."


The lanky teenager smiled, never taking his hungering youthful eyes off the 
white fleshy curves his uncle's intoxicating girl-wife seemed to be 
unwittingly displaying before him. Then he said: "An army officer who had 
the hots for Mom," purposely slipping in the suggestive word "hots". "He 
wanted to get on the good side of her, I guess, and figured that being extra 
nice to me might be the best way to do it. So ... one day he came to the 
house with Bruser, a gawky, big-footed puppy ... like me. I suppose we were 
two of a kind."


Rita didn't lose her warm expression of excitement as she straightened, 
drawing her wrapper more concealingly across her breasts. His unexpected 
term, hots had surprised her and suddenly she realized that her face was 
flushed once more. "And ... and what happened between your Mom and the 
officer?"


"Oh nothing," he answered, and she watched him use his napkin with natural 
politeness, then lean back in the booth. "Evidently, my Dad set a difficult 
pattern to follow, Aunt Rita. And ... and I like to think that I take after 
him." He seemed to straighten proudly before her, his unhandsome face that 
lingered between adolescence and approaching manhood abruptly setting in a 
virile hardness as he spoke of his father. "Dad ... he loved chess, 
archeology, things like that. I have his stamp collection, you know. And the 
journal he always kept went on for pages on astronomy. That was going to be 
his next venture ... but he died before he could get into it. I-I guess 
that's why I took it up ... because he wanted to." He moved his gaunt elbows 
onto the tabletop. "As a matter-of-fact, I brought my telescope with me, 
Aunt Rita and, if you don't mind, I'd like to find a good vantage point. 
With all these hills around your house I should be able to locate a fine 
one. Would it be okay with you if I took a tramp around now?"


"Why, of course, darling! I ... we, your Uncle Leo and I want you to make 
yourself right at home here, Art," she answered quickly, the depths of his 
sincerity deeply moving her. Lord, there was something unique about him. Leo 
had been so wrong...! "Later, you and I'll discuss your chess match 
tomorrow. It's in Seattle, isn't it?"


"Yeah. The Seattle-Hilton Hotel tomorrow afternoon at three," he said, 
brushing at his unruly, childish forelock. "The truth is, I didn't want to 
compete, but I'm state champion and I have to. Either that or I don't get 
the loot the title offers ... and I want it for college. You see, Aunt Rita, 
I intend to study medicine myself."


"Why, Art! That's wonderful!" she exclaimed, his revelation really moving 
her and the excitement of her response causing Bruser to rise from the 
floor, easing closer to lick her hand. "Honestly, I'm so thrilled to hear 
that! I know that Leo is going to feel the same ... and I can just imagine 
how his father ... your grandfather feels about it! It's absolutely 
wonderful!"


"W-Well ... I ... thanks, Aunt Rita ... but I'm a long way from being a 
doctor yet," he humbly remarked, his grin sheepish. Then he slid toward the 
outward end of the booth to eventually stand erect.


God, he was so gangly and tall, she thought, trying to adjust to his 
youthful sixteen years. Abruptly, she was conscious of staring at his gaunt 
wrists to watch their supposedly telltale movements. Oh Leo! How could you 
even think such things about this poor boy? She moved to stand and realized 
she was warmly wet up between her legs! Damn, she was actually sizzling like 
a lit firecracker inside her moistly throbbing pussy.


"Would you mind keeping Bruser here with you, Aunt Rita, while I cover the 
area for a place to set up my telescope?" the boy asked. "He goes bananas 
when he gets out in open country and, if I have to watch him, I'll never 
find...."


"I don't mind at all," she answered, almost too quickly. "I-In fact, I'd 
love his company, dear. You go ahead and do whatever you want. Take your 
time. Bruser and I'll get better acquainted while you're gone, won't we, 
baby?" she went on, smiling sparkly-eyed down at the handsome grinning 
animal. "But, be careful, Art. It's easy to get lost in this part of 
Woodland Hills. They tell me it's very deceiving, once you go back in a 
ways."


"Oh, I will, don't worry," he said, and she watched him stride off 
cumbersomely toward his bedroom, wondering in her mind why her mystifying 
husband had put him down so with homosexual tags. God, he didn't appear to 
be that way at all ... in fact, the longer she looked at him, the more manly 
and less homely he became ... like ... like the bulge in the front of his 
trousers! It had! It'd been hard! Her fault, of course, but she hadn't 
really meant to ... not at first, anyway. And then, she'd seen him gaping 
hungry-eyed at her nearly exposed naked breasts! But boys or men with 
homosexual traits ... their penises didn't get hard at the sight of a girl's 
body ... did they? Hell no! He was all man and had a very nice bulge to 
prove it!


Tingling excitement fluttered uncontrollably over her feverish flesh, and 
she suddenly realized that Bruser was licking at her knee-the warmth of his 
long moist tongue against her smooth, sensitive skin only increasing her 
arousal. His deep brown eyes were fixed enthrallingly on her face, as if 
once again searching into the very depths of her!


"You are Zeus, right out of that naughty book I'm reading, you devil," Rita 
whispered. "And I've read all about your forbidden, pleasure-bringing 
skills." She laughed excitedly to herself at her fantasy, lovingly stroking 
his huge head, its soft furry feel like rich velvet against the palm of her 
small hand. Oh how she wished dogs really were like the ones in her erotic 
novels, but, of course, such things were impossible. Anyway, she thought, 
I've proved one thing to myself, satisfied that her brief exhibitionism in 
front of Art had been for a good cause. "Your master, darling, is a very 
normal young man, and Uncle Leo is going to be told that in no uncertain 
terms."


But, even as she spoke to the fascinated Alsatian in her soft cooing sounds, 
Rita realized that she could hardly explain to her bewildered husband how 
she had arrived at that conclusion. It wasn't quite feasible that he'd 
understood her little seductive display of a few minutes before, and why 
should she tell him anything anyway? Though ... it had been hard. .,. and so 
big for just a boy! God, the entire front of his pants had bulged out ... !


Bruser listened to her pleasing, gentle sounds and felt the soothing strokes 
of her hand brushing over the crown of his head. The taste of her warm 
sweetness registered on his laving tongue, exciting him, for it was of a new 
and delicate relish to him. Both his master's mother and the woman who 
answered to Sandy were female humans he liked to be with and have pet him, 
but this one with the long, fawn-colored hair was different, and he 
experienced a strange throbbing in the depths of his heavy loins at the 
honeyed flavor and heated yielding feel of her. In her lyrical tones he 
sensed kindness and love, but, more than that, his closeness to her allowed 
his keen nostrils to fill with a racy aroma, a heady scent which inspired 
rather positive responses within his big muscular body.


He pressed his dampened nose forward toward the source of the warmly 
perfumed femaleness, along the smooth satiny flesh between her legs, 
sniffing eagerly. He almost was there when he felt her body stiffen and the 
softness of her hands clasping at his head to raise it upward from beneath 
her covering.


"Look here, Zeus ... Bruser ... young man! Wh-what do you think you're doing 
... as if I didn't know?" Rita whispered once more, but this time felt an 
increased tremor of excitement at his unexpected exploration. He'd sensed 
her erotic heat, of course, just as the German shepherd in the book ... the 
sensuous arousal that Leo had left smoldering inside her! And then, Art 
re-entered the kitchen carrying his telescopic equipment, causing her to 
blushingly straighten upright.


"I think I'll take a look up on that hill behind the house first, Aunt 
Rita," he said, his attention focused on the instruments he was carefully 
arranging beneath his long arms to better handle. "Is there a trail or path 
leading up?"


"Y-yes there is, dear. You'll see it, I'm sure," she answered, trying to 
hide her confusion, finally letting out a little sigh of relief when the 
teenager was gone and she could turn once more to stare at the waiting dog 
still watching her with unwavering interest gleaming in his big round eyes.


The aroused young wife swallowed loudly, unable to ignore the one burning 
question the handsome animal's curious, if lurid, investigation had raised 
in her erotically whetted mind ... just how far would he have gone had she 
not stopped him? She couldn't help but think of several lustful scenes in 
the book, and, as the vision of each one flickered through her mind, lewd 
tension feverishly gripped the intricate depths of her rippling belly. 
Again, sensuous impulses spiraled through her at the very lasciviousness of 
her thoughts ... thoughts that were little less salacious than the phantom 
lovers she mentally conjured, obscenely enjoyed, and totally destroyed at 
will rather than to enter into an actual affair with a live male. Human 
lovers could talk and invariably did sooner or later ... but a handsome and 
devoted dog, with all the thrilling, lustful qualifications of the massive 
Zeus in her erotic book ... God!!


Bruser whimpered then, moving closer to her, and Rita bent over once again 
to take his great head between her slender hands, finally easing downward to 
squat on her haunches as she said, "Would you like to try again, you big 
darling?" She leaned forward, kissing him between the eyes. Instantly, his 
long pink tongue licked out, brushing warmly over her still pursed lips in 
answer, sending torrid sensations of wanton excitement over her. He'd kissed 
her back ... and the way he was looking at her through those avid, almost 
passionate eyes! Damn ... he was more than just a dog ... there was 
something intriguingly human about his masculine beauty!


Trembling, the impassioned young wife straightened and, for a long 
breathless moment, gazed fervidly down at him. At last, her full, 
desire-swollen breasts began to rise and fall heavily, her roused young 
brain racing in blind wantonness as her hands moved downward to nervously 
open the wrapper. Her fingers gathered up the folds of her short, flimsy 
nightie into her palms, then slowly lifted the last concealing veil hiding 
her excitedly pulsating pussy.


The massive Alsatian watched the fawn-haired, heavily breathing girl's 
teasing movements through fascinated eyes, his mouth falling open as he 
began to pant at the sight of her smooth lush thighs being suddenly exposed 
to him. Their white nakedness increased the pulsing fever in his heavy 
loins, both exciting and confusing him. Then he saw that the long tawny hair 
of her head was similar in color to the fringing curls up between her long 
lithe legs. There, he instinctively knew, was the source of the stimulating 
female aroma, the same warm wet opening between her legs that the woman who 
answered to Sandy had called her 'cunt.'


Rita's breathing had become a series of raspy gasps thundering in her own 
ears as she stood there in lewd excitement with pulled-up nightie, widening 
her stance to spread her tremoring thighs so that the intensively staring 
Bruser, less than a foot away from her, could readily see the moistly 
quivering lips of her narrow, pink pussy slit. There it is, you beautiful 
creature, she wildly thought, obscenely holding up her tiny nightie and 
thrusting her flaring hips and rounded buttocks luridly forward in a 
growing, mindless lust.


"Well, baby...? Don't be afraid! C-come closer ... here, darling! This is 
what you were searching for ... Rita's hot, needing pussy!" she goaded 
huskily, thrusting her shamelessly displayed loins even further forward at 
the captivated, unmoving dog before her. Still, he remained motionless, 
staring as if rivet-eyed on her wantonly struck pose, and, though she might 
even wind up hating herself for the forbidden obscenity she hoped would 
materialize, the insanely excited young wife knew she couldn't stop now! 
God, she had to release the pyramiding tension burning almost painfully 
inside her loins and quivering belly! "Oh please, Bruser doll, come here ... 
don't be afraid. It's what you smelled, darling ... me!" she whispered in 
hot sibilant tones. "Come on baby, see for yourself....!"


The tensed Alsatian stood fast, intrigued, yet hesitant to encroach upon 
separate worlds, his sharp sense of smell tormented with the aromatic 
pungency her human need breathed into the room. He saw one hand with 
extended middle finger move downward between her legs ... watched that 
slender white finger separate the fawnish curls as it drew upward along the 
moistened pink crevice to suddenly half-disappear up inside-between her 
cunt's fleshy lips ... then, she was holding it out to him.


"Here darling ... smell it ... taste Rita's wet finger and see what she's 
got waiting for you! Do it ... please? Oh, come here, baby ... !"


He did while she watched in almost reeling eagerness, his cool sniffing nose 
examining her glistening finger, his tongue abruptly darting out to lick the 
viscid moisture away! Oooooohhh. I could never stop now, not even if Leo 
were standing here watching me, the breathless, near-frantically inflamed 
Rita reasoned, the very depravity of her bestial act firing her lustful 
desire all the more. "Come on, lover! My Zeus, that's who you are, and you 
have to do it for me the way he did it for the princess! I'm your princess, 
darling, and you've got to lick my hot pussy for me!" she incanted in 
whispers of lewdness. "Hurry, because I'm a witch, and I'll cast a spell 
over you! I'll change you into a cock, a huge hardened cock too big for 
every cunt in the whole world! Oh God ... do it, babe-do it!" she 
passionately mumbled on, half believing the obscene fantasies darting 
enchantingly through her incited brain.


And then as she watched, the big animal moved forward, the sight alone 
enough to jell her knees! Incredible sensations of untapped sensuality raged 
through her curvaceous young body with the ferocity of a prairie fire when 
she reasoned that he was really going to lick her there up between her hot 
thighs! Oooohhh ... this was no fantasy, not some conjured obscenity of her 
mind, she trembled in thrilling anticipation, lustfully arching forward her 
nakedly exposed, lightly -haired loins further, to better offer her seething 
cuntal split to him! ... God, he was, wasn't he? Oooohhh, he had to or she'd 
go stark raving mad! He had to ... !


And, suddenly, the massive dog did!


CHAPTER TWO


Art's long legs moved at an effortless pace carrying him upward along the 
rarely used path to the crest of the hill. Subconsciously, he selected a 
scrubbrush area ahead as his goal, but consciously his young brain was 
functioning along other lines. He hardly gave a damn if the spot he chose 
would be a vantage point in studying the stars anymore than his dad might 
have; what mattered is that he'd have concealment and an unhindered view of 
the surrounding windows into the choice, upper-middle bracket homes making 
up this semi-exclusive residential area. The juiciest sights to watch, he'd 
learned by comparison over the past year or so, were generally found beyond 
the walls of the comfortably bored almost-rich, and he considered himself to 
be an authority, just as his father before him had been.


He had read and re-read the journals his sire had kept, especially the 
secret ones he'd found hidden behind undusted books on upper, shelves in the 
study his mother kept intact as a memoriam to their love ... or some such 
shit.


Those journals had given Art more insight into his dad's real character than 
any stories his mom could ever possibly tell him. His father had not only 
been a lecher and writer of rousingly obscene pornography for his own 
amusement, but he'd been a practicing voyeur on a grand scale, camouflaging 
his favorite pastime with the accepted guise of amateur astronomy, and he, 
his son, was openly eager to tread along the libidinous pathways of his 
lusty papa, and not doing too bad a job of it, he thought.


At the moment though, it was difficult as hell to concentrate on anything 
except his Aunt Rita. Christ, she really did wild things to him! His 
goddamned cock was still painfully half-hard and throbbing at the mental 
picture her firmly rounded tits had etched into his brain! Those little 
hardened pink nipples ... Jeez! What he wouldn't give to clutch their soft 
warm fullness in his hands just once ... but that was about as far-fetched 
as a world chess match with Bobby Fischer. She was no dumb, hot-box bitch 
like Sandy who went ape whenever he teased her with a glimpse at his naked 
hardened cock. No, his Aunt Rita might be passionate enough with the bastard 
he called, "Uncle", but he couldn't visualize her wanting those lovely white 
breasts pulled and twisted, or getting down between his legs to suck him off 
while he played in the wetly heated split of her pussy with his big toe the 
way their thirty-year-old, divorcee-maid liked to be used.


Damnit, he was suffering another painful hard-on just thinking such things 
... enough to drive a guy right up a frigging tree! Maybe if there was 
enough privacy in that scrub brush he'd ease the tension gnawing at his 
keyed-up groin while he imagined how it would be to play sexy games with his 
young curvy aunt. But he ought to survey the prospects first though; he 
might just come across a daylight scene to help inspire him, the way he did 
at home with the school teacher's new wife across the street. Christ, just 
about any afternoon he telescoped into her bedroom where she was stretched 
out with mirrors and dirty pictures playing "sticky finger" with herself. 
And then, he couldn't help but wonder if his luscious, long-haired relative 
ever fingered the hot little crevice up between her lovely legs, that lewd, 
stimulating thought adding wildly to his graphic teenage reveries.


And at that very moment back at the house, a maddening tremor caused Rita's 
sensually fevered flesh to quiver in lustful excitement as she felt the 
moist coolness of Bruser's wet nose against her sensitive inner thighs, ever 
moving upward with animalish sniffs closer to her flushed vaginal lips! And 
then while she choked back a gasp, the handsome dog's long, abrasive tongue 
snaked searingly out with curled tip to splay open the susceptible puffy 
folds of her hotly throbbing cuntal crevice. It teased at the wet secreting 
mouth of her tight channel opening, separating the curl-fringed lips to draw 
with scorching heat upward between them and end with a flicking stab at her 
little erect clitoris, causing it to pulsate into greater hardness.


Oh damn, he wasn't about to stop either, Rita reasoned elatedly! Again and 
again with no further urging on her part, the powerful Alsatian dog repeated 
his sensational tonguing caresses, raising gasps of erotic intoxication she 
could no longer control from her desire-parched throat as she stood there 
with nakedly trembling legs spread wide in the sun-lit kitchen, her naked 
pussy thrust lewdly forward to Bruser's delicious licking of her excited 
young cunt.


To the massive dog, Rita's femininity was a new world of rare beauty that he 
had hesitated to trespass in its warm gentleness, though he had licked 
several times before the hot, hair-covered mouth of Sandy's greedy vaginal 
opening. For him now, it was as if there hadn't been another human female 
except this one with the pleasant sounding name, a deep feeling he had 
sensed from the moment the fawn-haired young woman had uncovered her 
succulent pussy lips for him to smell and taste. Nevertheless, he remembered 
from those past limited experiences the burning sensation of racing blood 
pounding ruttishly through the veins of his muscular body. The teasing smell 
of the pleasing, smooth-fleshed Rita's body-heat saturated his nostrils as 
he stroked his long eager tongue hungrily up through the resilient pink 
flesh between her widespread thighs. His strong animal-heart beat faster at 
her piquant sexual aroma, the intense fever of her impassioned desire being 
transmitted to his own lengthening penis.


"Oohhh ... ooohhh Goddd! Yes, darling ... that's the way! Tongue it. baby!" 
Rita hissed, spasmodic nerve-responding tremors shuddering continuously over 
her. "Ohhhh ... wait ... wait, lover, stop a moment! Oh, you dream, come 
with ine! Hurry, darling! Let's go in on my bed where we can lock the door 
and have wicked privacy! Come on angel, come with Rita!"


Bruser never left her side, but crowded his big, canine body possessively 
against the warmth of her soft rippling thigh as, she walked, the delicious 
scent of her cuntal secretions feeding his aroused animal instincts. He 
waited, watching her securing the door then go to look out and upward the 
hill where he too, could see his young master disappearing into the brush. 
She backed away toward the bed and quick' began to strip off her silky 
covering, watching him with loving sky-colored eyes that made the blood rage 
as never before through his huge tensed body. All of the time, she continued 
to purr softly and he watched her rounded white curves quiver and sway as 
she climbed eagerly onto the bed ... and then she was lying on her back with 
long white legs spreading open, husky whispers coming to him from her.


"Come on, my darling ... please?" Rita pleaded and patted the bed. "Ooooh, 
you can't desert me now! Don't let me down, Bruser sweet. My God, I'll 
explode!"


With little expelled energy the wolfish-sized dog was up onto the bed, 
striking a photogenic pose of breathless beauty as he surveyed her like some 
conquering brute of the wild. Rita's breathing shortened, catching in her 
throat at the fierce sight of him bestially appraising her now completely 
exposed and vulnerable nakedness. The sexual tension that gripped her was 
beyond anything she had ever known. God, she didn't have to go through with 
it, she wildly reasoned. She could still stop the shameless insanity before 
it went any farther ... just hop up off the bed ... order him down ... 
scream! But then, he was slowly easing forward between her self-parted legs 
... and causing her to open them wider! An almost frightened whimper escaped 
her as she lifted her head, her lust-inspired brain whirling drunkenly when 
she saw his handsome animal-face hovering above her gossamery-shaded vaginal 
mound, and she knew then for certain that it was too late ... ooohhh ... 
eons too late!


Rita heard his throaty whine when he lowered his head, his animal breath 
like a blow-torch taunting the sparse, curling hair down there. Then, his 
cool damp nose brushed against her impulsive, flame-filled inner thighs 
again ... and finally nuzzled the blood-filled lips of her uncontrollably 
steaming pussy! Once more, she heard his sniffing whimper, and she waited in 
near frantic want, her legs spreading even further apart of their own 
volition.


She began to moan with every breath in her for what she hoped would soon, 
very soon, come ... and she couldn't restrain her delighted gasp when she 
felt his cold, wet nose move lower between her trembling ass-cheeks to brush 
unexpectedly down against her wildly puckering anus! That was an eye-opening 
shocker!


"Oooohhh...!" she gasped out at the very moment his incredible tongue 
suddenly splurted between her unprepared buttocks to lick hotly up and down 
the sleek fleshed valley surrounding her snug little anal mouth. Then 
unbelievably, the dog's slippery tongue tip wormed its way into the tight 
rectal opening.


"Aaagghhh ... God! So ... beautiful," Rita stammered, raising her buttocks 
off the bed to give the dog's tongue freer access to her nether channel. 
Enthralled by the lewd titillation, the naked young wife immediately lost 
contact with reality, suddenly unable to calculate or measure. She had 
nothing of equal experience to go by, and all that mattered now was that the 
dog's erotic tonguing never stop. And then she felt his mesmerizing wet 
caresses bringing him upward once more toward her moistly pulsating vaginal 
lips. She shuddered erotically as Bruser drew his tantalizing tongue from 
her tight little annl mouth upward all the way to the tiny vibrating bud of 
her clitoris. Once more he did it, this time his long fiery tongue splaying 
through her yielding cunt flesh, causing her to roll from side to side in 
ecstasy. On and on while she gasped and writhed beneath it. his delicious 
tongue continued to lay open wide her vibrantly enthralled cunt flesh down 
between her tremoring thighs. Without warning them, it drove far up into her 
hotly quivering vagina. She moaned, squirming ecstatically beneath the great 
dog's oral lovemaking, her lust-glazed eyes feeding on the lewd spectacle of 
wantonness they made!


Oooohhh ... no sensual fantasy she had ever conjured in her wildest 
imaginings could equal this, the shamelessly spread-open young woman 
reasoned. Her gasps and choking little cries increased, her 
pleasure-drenched brain slipping deeper and deeper into a captivating void 
of mindless lust she eagerly welcomed! Again and again the animal's searing 
tongue ardently grazed through and over the feverish pussy flesh her 
quivering, upraised young loins offered, from the tightly puckering anal 
inlet, upward through the glistening wet crevice of her hair-covered cunt. 
Then at its peak it hesitated to penetrate the sensitive liquid. flesh and 
flick at her tiny clitoral bud so rigidly quivering there, stabbing at it 
with fiery tongue-tip almost as if he instinctively knew the intense 
pleasure it was bringing her!


"Oooohhh ... you precious beauty!" Rita groaned down at her fierce-jawed 
lover just as he thrust his magnificent long tongue in a fervid, spearing 
twirl once more all the way up into her heatedly quivering cunt. "Ooohhh ... 
so delicious, darling! Your wonderful tongue fucking way up into my hot 
pussy hole! Ummm ... don't stop, my lamb! Like that ... yesss ... make me 
cum, my lover ... ooohhh ... I've got to cum!"


With an animalish little whine of her own Rita drew her knees lewdly back 
further until her desired-filled, electrified breasts were flattened beneath 
them, and reaching down with trembling hands, the lust-charged young wife 
grasped the dog's erect ears to pull his long nose tighter down into her 
wetly pulsating channel! Bruser's whipping tongue raced savagely up the 
inflamed, greedy passage, his dog whimpers blending with her less than, 
human sounds as she responded to his lashing probes up into the hot frenzied 
flesh of her lewdly gyrating loins and upthrusted buttocks.


"Oooohhh ... ooohhh dammmmnnn. my beautiful tongue fucker! Don't stop! 
You're so wonderful! Goddd! Lick the fire out of my screaming pussy, baby! 
You've got to now ... just got to, my precious!"


* * *


Art Cody was no lip-reader, but he hardly figured that to be a requisite in 
determining the extent of what was taking place down on his Aunt Rita's bed! 
He watched through his one eye screwed to the telescope he had braced in the 
crotch of a scrub bush, its business-end bringing up to him a detailed 
performance in unbelievable, crazy wild lust he could never hope to discover 
on another planet! He'd not even had time to set up his tripod, but had only 
brought out the powerful instrument to take a rough survey of the area when 
lo and behold, his knock-out Aunt Rita had been standing in the window 
looking right up at him, but not seeing him, of course, there in the brush. 
The next thing he knew, she was stripping ... getting bare-assed naked and 
climbing on the bed with Bruser suddenly hopping up to join her!


Jesus Christ! Really, he guessed that he'd surmised what was happening right 
then, or at least, what could happen, but it all seemed so far-fetched! This 
was his Aunt Rita, young and beautiful, not hot-box Sandy ... and then her 
curvaceous white nakedness had been so close that it seemed he could reach 
out and touch it! The wanton expression on her lovely young face was as 
familiar to him as a mirrored reflection, but certainly more intoxicating 
for Christ's sakes. Hot sex was the only way he could tag it, hungering wild 
sex ... and who knew more about that passion than he did?


But ... his stunning Aunt Rita? Sweet shit! He'd nearly gone off in his 
pants just watching her get naked, say nothing of what he'd seen since 
Bruser had begun to lick down between those gorgeous upraised and wildly 
spread legs! Imagine it? His very own goddamned dog licking that voluptuous 
doll's delicious little cunt! He could and he couldn't imagine it, even 
though he'd watched the whole mind-shattering show, the front of his pants 
torn open and his long thick cock jerking in painful hardness as it blazed a 
path in the coarse grass, his one hand only occasionally dropping to 
needfully stroke and massage it. The urge for sensual relief inside him had 
fallen secondary to the mind-bending revelation filling his eye and 
calculating young brain. He'd satisfy it all right ... no use wasting a 
single drop of the molten fire building feverishly inside him. He'd already 
developed a gambit to humble her feeble defense, plus several alternative 
moves if his first one failed. His dad would be proud of him ... maybe he 
was at that very moment! But he'd bet his ass that Leo Gaine, his bastard 
uncle, would cringe if he knew, and that helped, too.


Art repositioned himself, reaching down once more to fondly grasp and caress 
the lengthy aching hardness of his lust-thickened penis while he watched the 
incredible performance his naked Aunt Rita and Bruser were staging as if he 
were in the room on the very bed! The whole brain-warping episode had 
unfolded so fast that the teenager still couldn't quite comprehend it, 
except for the nude beauty of his uncle's young wife obscenely positioned 
beneath the hulking, rut-like approach of his very own dog. Christ, he'd 
never realized that Bruser had such tendencies! Or maybe all dogs did if 
they were cultivated, but who'd educated his? Sandy? Why not? She'd had 
plenty of opportunities with him at school, the bitch! Though he wasn't 
really angry ... hell no, not with what he was witnessing and the wild plans 
rapidly taking shape in his lecherous young mind! His dad would understand 
... but his goddamned cock didn't. It ached like an impacted tooth ... and 
then he saw the long blonde hair of his lushly ripened aunt flail when she 
raised her head to watch what was happening down there between her legs. The 
lewdly excited look on her face was one of the most titillating things he 
had ever seen. Lustfully he clutched at his long throbbing hardness and 
massaged it tenderly while he felt his teenaged passion growing at the lurid 
circus unfolding below.


Rita lifted her tossing head higher, trying to gape down between her 
widespread, wantonly drawn back thighs and elevated loins to better see that 
beautiful tongue licking at her cunt. A wild ungovernable excitement licked 
feverishly through her tormented young body at the unnatural sight. The raw 
liquid flesh of her tongue-splayed cunt glistened with a flushed redness 
that fired her passionate excitement beyond memory. And the loving brute's 
long muzzle was wormed right up into her sleek vaginal flesh, spreading her 
pussy-lips wide so that they resembled a devouring pink mouth! Oh God, she 
could actually feel his jaw muscles working up inside her there, his long, 
spiraling tongue like a slippery cock while his opening and closing jaws 
stretched her yielding cuntal passage with sensual pangs of pain-pleasure as 
he thrust deeper into her inflamed belly!


She let go of his ears then, afraid to draw his buried face up any further 
into her because of the danger of splitting her passion-wet cunt wide open 
in her mindless desire! But her withdrawn hands didn't stop the massive 
Alsatian's nose and thrilling tongue. She gasped aloud with a sharp twinge 
of pain as suddenly he thrust his penis-shaped face like a huge furry cock 
farther up into her rapturous cuntal channel, and she tried to grind her 
naked buttocks down into the mattress to counteract his expanding, unhuman 
penetration!


"Oh ... ooohhh God, no farther, lover! You're going to tear me apart!" Rita 
pleaded, choking back a masochistic squeal as he growled in warning, sending 
vibrations along her sensitive inner vaginal walls, through her quaking 
loins, up into the raging heat of her cock-starved belly! It was then that 
she lost all control and began bucking her wildly trembling pussy up against 
the dog's face, the flashes of pain becoming flashes of an almost insane 
pleasure as they rippled through her nakedly straining young body!


A lewd guttural wail, rapidly growing in volume, poured out of her heaving 
chest. "Dear God!" she half-screamed, her long blonde hair flailing wildly 
as the first ripples of ecstasy surged outward from her convulsing young 
cunt. She was going to cum! Ooohhh, sweet lover ... his long handsome nose 
fucking right up into her wetly clasping pussy sheath ... and his loving hot 
tongue flicking like a searing flame against her sensitive cervix!


Once more the shamelessly aroused young wife clutched at his huge head and 
yanked his submerged long face further up into her insanely throbbing 
vaginal channel! Wickedly, she clung to his erect ears and fucked her hot 
little pussy in lustful desperation up onto his impaling muzzle, and felt 
the intoxicating bliss of his magnificent animal tongue slipping in and out, 
driving its fluid fire deep up into her burning pussy.


"Noooo! Oh now, darling! I-I'm cuumiinngg, loweerr!" the obscenely straining 
young wife wailed, mercilessly holding the dog's great head while she fucked 
it in uncontrollable shameless passion. And then, still moaning out her 
ecstasy, she fell back in exhaustion on the bed!


CHAPTER THREE


Leo Gaine had slunk aboard a plane that morning in a keyed-up state of 
ragged nerves. He was haunted by an unshakable feeling of being followed, 
and he had walked aimlessly around the terminal for a half-hour, looking 
back over his shoulder time after time before daring to pick up his ticket 
for San Francisco rather than the Philadelphia flight Rita believed he was 
taking. Of course, he had all intentions of making the Philadelphia meeting; 
he hadn't lied to her about that, but not until he got matters straightened 
out with Jeannie.


Christ! He needed a head shrinker and evidently had for sometime! He still 
couldn't believe that he'd ever gotten himself involved in such a situation, 
or to be more exact, how he'd ever let that goddamned situation come about! 
It was uncanny, absolutely uncanny the way he had managed to fuck-up his 
droll, not unhappy life with such a minimum of effort, to say nothing of 
infecting those around him ... at least those that he gave a damn about. But 
maybe it wasn't too late to rectify things. If Jeannie would just listen to 
reason, hear him out and try to understand. Jesus Christ! All he had to do 
was think of her and he melted inside like a blob of butter on a hot 
griddle! Shit, he couldn't hurt Jeannie anymore than he could Rita! He loved 
them both, for Chris' sake! He was nuts ... or was going to be damned 
shortly at the rate he was going!


Quickly finding an empty seat next to a window, the grey-eyed, chisel-faced 
young husband looked nervously out to see if he could spot his long-haired, 
number one wife secretly watching from some shadowy vantage point. Of course 
he couldn't! It was ridiculous, but he was unable to rid himself of the 
guilty-feeling that she suspected something after the way he'd 
uncontrollably acted all week. Not that he'd ever been any whirlwind in bed 
with her-who could be with the way she dutifully approached sex, like some 
human servicing machine ... but this time he'd been utterly worthless. He 
just hadn't been able to help himself ... fucking and thinking of the other, 
the same way he'd been with Jeannie their first and last week together ... 
loving them both and not knowing where the hell to turn!


She hadn't followed him though, he decided as he ran a big athletic hand 
over his waved wealth of neat, neck-length dark hair; he was making an 
undected departure. He really ought to know that by now, Rita, the beautiful 
angel, she didn't have a suspicious bone in her gorgeous body. And 
goddamnit, he was going to make it all right once more so she'd never have 
reason to! Poor innocent fool, married to a cunt-hound like him, but that's 
the way it was with a guy when he was on the road all the time! Hell, it 
didn't really mean anything, catching a stray piece of tail here and there; 
it was ... well, one of the traveling salesman's fringe benefits, for Chris' 
sakes; like coffee and doughnuts, or cake and ice-cream, a traveling man and 
a promiscuous dolly just naturally got together! But that wasn't quite the 
way Jeannie and he had tied up, was it? That sonovabitching Rogers and his 
company parties! He might just castrate the fat bastard when he saw him in 
Philadelphia if it weren't for the fact that would give away the drunken 
blunder he'd willingly stumbled into after they'd left the wild Las Vegas 
party.


Oh shit, he was about to come unglued was all! What was the legal penalty, 
anyway? The troubled husband had no idea, but there was one, that was for 
sure. He nervously visualized Rita in court asking for the extreme 
punishment as the powerful, whistling jet engines began to taxi the plane 
toward the runway. Then, Jeannie's breath-taking face and tall, ravishing 
beauty was frowning hatefully at him, her fiery onyx eyes showing no mercy 
as she too implored the judge's severest ruling over him...." This court has 
no mercy for the likes of you, Leo Gaine! You have knowingly and 
intentionally destroyed the delicate lives of two trusting, beautiful young 
women, and it is the solemn judgment of said court that you be hanged by the 
testicles while your penis is first decapitated, then severed in slices from 
your filthy body! You will then be confined to the black-box until you have 
bled to death before being ground up bodily as swill for swine ... !"


Jesus Christ! He had dreamed that last night! And all the time the frigging 
judge had been sentencing him, the old bastard had ran his gnarled hands 
over both girl's long tresses ... tawny gold and raven black ... sickeningly 
brushing his lecherous claws downward over the ripe contours of both of 
their beautiful young bodies standing on either side of him, their faces 
smiling vindictively downward at where he shamefully stood between two 
brutal uniformed guards!


Oh Christ! He was sure as hell flipping, the fraught young husband reasoned 
as the plane rose above the clouds into a sun-brilliant heaven. He thought 
of Rita stuck with his queer, gawky nephew and his mangy dog, finally 
deciding their presence would help keep her occupied while he got this 
goddamned mess straightened out with Jeannie! Then, he fell into vivid 
memories no more than three weeks old, exotic visions of Jeannie's 
statuesque, show-girl voluptuousness warmly entwined with his own naked 
flesh that morning after! A shudder racked his handball-fit frame, the 
feeling of virile lust and masculine fear blending within him causing the 
tremulous breath he expelled. "Coffee, sir?"


"What?" Leo jumped, gaping upward at the smiling, blonde-enframed young 
face. "Oh ... yeah ... coffee please, miss. A-A little brandy if you have it 
around, too. The system craves something."


"Yes, sir," she laughed, pouring the small cup and setting it on the trays 
he'd fixed in front of him. "I know what you mean ... great in the morning."


Leo nodded, returning her warm smile. Shit, there it was! This attractive 
young stewardess was doing her cozy come-on, letting him know that she was 
interested, and he'd never even seen her before! Jesus! How could a guy 
explain such things?


"I'll be right back, dol ... sir. Can you wait?"


"No hurry, take your time, baby," he responded naturally, watching her move 
away and leaning out toward the aisle to measure her shapely, contoured 
attributes, momentarily forgetting the depths of his immediate problems. 
Then, all of a sudden a cold chill rippled upward along his spine with the 
frigidity of a polar gust. His glance had suddenly fallen on the gold band 
encasing his third-finger, left hand. He clutched at it with a grasping 
right hand nearly wrenching the telltale ring painfully from the thick 
digit, looking around him guiltily as he slipped it into his coat pocket. 
His brain raced. Christ! Supposing Jeannie had ever seen that! What a dead 
giveaway ... but ... but ... !


Oh Christ!" What in hell was he going to do with this double life 
entanglement?


* * *


"Jeannie Smith Gaine," the tall, sensually-endowed, long-haired wife said at 
the mirror reflecting her lush beauty beneath the see-through black chiffon 
negligee. "Once, it was just Jeannie Smith ... but now I have that new 
owning name! I belong to him by all legal right ... my lord and lover ... my 
sweetie-puss Teddy bear!"


A thrill of pleasure shivered through the curvaceous young woman as she 
giggled and fell backward with flailing, slender arms onto the mussed, 
satin-sheeted bed. Warm tingles of happiness, the nature of which she'd only 
seldom dared to imagine, flushed through her sensuously ripened body. Three 
years ago she would never have dreamed it possible that she could ever 
really give her love to any one man, say nothing of . marrying him ... and 
momentarily, she thought about that.


Three years ago, one Jeannie Smith had been sitting inside a cold, stenchy 
way-station with a fat Indian woman and her sick baby, a frightened, 
ignorant girl waiting for the train and praying to God it would stop in that 
forsaken place. Her sweet papa lay boiled in moonshine on the floor of their 
Kentucky cabin where she'd dropped him with a stick of firewood, and only 
minutes after her younger brother had left that ramshackled hovel swearing 
that he'd never come back.


She'd sat inside that urine-cured way-station with her blood running cold, 
wondering at what precise minute her loving daddy would stumble in looking 
for her with drunken fire in his aching eyes, a hard-on, and rage burning 
his vile tongue.


It had been the first time she'd ever had to waylay his incestuous advances 
because her brother had vowed to kill him if he ever tried to lay a hand on 
her, but that hadn't kept the old bastard from continually advising her of 
the "easy" money she could make in Louisville, and that they "damn sure 
needed it". Still, she'd never given in to him, had never done anything more 
evil than drunk a little corn and smoked a two-cent cigar when she could get 
her hands on one ... nothing memorable until that night she sat in the 
way-station with the Indian woman and her sick baby. Now, it was almost 
incredulous for the reminiscing Jeannie to believe that she had still been a 
virgin, but she had!


That horrible life had fallen behind her the moment she'd climbed eagerly 
onto the train. She had sat beside a huge black woman who laughed often and 
kept bringing out pieces of fried chicken for both of them from a deep 
basket that seemed to have no bottom. Then, when they'd reached Washington, 
the woman had offered her a place to stay while she was finding herself.


The "place" was known as Black Maggie's, an exclusive house, five and some 
tenths miles from Chevy Chase on the Hemstead Road. And who of the 
Washington male elite didn't know about the erotic delights of Black 
Maggie's?" Jeannie had lived there two-months with never a girl or Maggie 
herself, trying to influence her. That first time she had simply grasped the 
hand of the young air force lieutenant and led him up the stairs toward her 
bedroom all of her own accord ... something like the blind leading the blind 
she remembered, smiling to herself as she lay there. His warm baby-face 
smile had melted her, and she'd reacted as naturally as a mother breast 
feeds her child, giving herself to a frightened boy who thought he was going 
to die in Vietnam.


And that had been the turning point, hadn't it? A slug of bourbon and a 
ten-cent cigar (she'd upgraded her tastes) could hardly satisfy the newly 
aroused hunger for physical pleasure she'd awakened inside her, but 
unfortunately neither could the long series of Johns she led to her bed. The 
sensual fire glowing and eating constantly at her inexperienced young loins 
was like a tormenting curse her father might have called down ... or up from 
hell on her, until she sat among the girls in the receiving room in 
provocative near-nothings being ogled and chosen, wondering why when she 
gave herself passionately time and again she could know only nights of 
unfulfilled sensual desire.


A girl named Edith had done it all for her! A voluptuously beautiful black 
young woman who pranced through the house with an air of superiority that no 
one dared to question. Some whispered that she was Black Maggie's daughter, 
but Jeannie never knew that to be true ... only that she was a striking 
ebony lovely whose big dark eyes had suddenly fallen on her, actually 
devoured her for long, long minutes before she'd stood and held out her 
hand.


"Come with me, baby," she'd said, not asking but ordering, and Jeannie had 
gotten to her feet, both of them ignoring the others as they seemed to float 
from the plush room.


Upstairs, Edith had kicked the door closed with the heel of her naked foot, 
then drawn her close inside the powerful arms of her strong, softly curved 
black body Jeannie had hardly dared breathe as she looked up into the exotic 
face. Then, Edith's throaty voice had said: "You're going to belong to me as 
long as you're in this house! You understand that, my white pussycat?"


"Y-Yes...."


"The men, they can't do it for you can they, baby? Almost, but not quite ... 
and then they leave you there going crazy-assed wild in your hot little 
belly." She had smiled, showing handsome white teeth that sparkled like her 
eyes. "Well, here we go, pussycat, 'cause Edith's going to snap you out of 
that coma, going to teach you all about being a woman."


"But ... oh ... I don't know...!"


"Christ, don't argue with me, sweet baby! Climb onto the bed! Strip 
naked-pure first, then get on that bed with those pretty white legs spread 
wide! Your Edith's going to do it for you, hon ... and after that she's 
going to try and make you understand what it's all about!"


God, that night ... that spellbinding night! Beyond the raging ecstasy of 
Edith's knowing, expertly lashing tongue between her tremoring thighs, 
causing incredible spasms of pleasure within the tight crevice splitting her 
feverish young loins. Jeannie had been certain that there was and could be 
nothing more! Utter sensations of unknown rapture had drenched her nakedly 
twisting body with a sudden deluge of ecstasy that had made her a willing 
love slave to the stately black girl. The desire to crawl to her and humbly 
lick the soft fleshy cuntal lips so proudly nestled up between Edith's trim 
thighs was more fervent than any passion she had ever known. And it was only 
by consistent loving and gentle cuddling through long nights that Edith had 
finally reached her and made her understand that all real fulfillment for 
her rested in a man she had yet to meet. She had even taught her to 
experience orgasm with him, or any man, using a dildo belted to her strong 
feminine loins which squirted warm glycerine up into Jeannie's quaking belly 
as she came, making her know again and again the intoxicating beauty of what 
she'd insisted was normal sex.


And it had been! Jeannie knew this now, sensually admitting to the erotic 
truth her beloved teacher had so passionately taught. A world of parading in 
a Las Vegas chorus line had offered unlimited opportunities to prove it, 
both to her own physical satisfaction, and to the delight of the beautiful 
black girl naked Edith who had been found dead months back in that 
Washington whorehouse from an overdose of sleeping capsules.


That beautiful girl, how angry she'd be if she knew the way her white 
pussycat had cried and cried when she'd learned of her death, the ravishing 
brunette thought with tears clouding her almond-shaped onyx eyes, even more 
than she had at the death of her own mother. That exquisite ebony face ... 
it was embedded in the love section of her brain forever, much as her Teddy 
Bear's handsome one had deeply imprinted itself, even when she'd still 
believed that impossible! Edith would laugh at that, laugh warmly at the way 
she dreamed about him, several times awakening to find herself clutching the 
pillow where he ought to have been, wanting to kiss and hold him, the fire 
up between her hot tingling thighs aching for his long thick hardness 
fucking so wonderfully up into her craving belly, or his hungering mouth 
glued to her wildly seething pussy lips the way it had been that first night 
when they had found each other!


Love! That was the only word describing what had happened between them! 
Normal love had swept up Jeannie Smith! Unbelievable, but true! Though less 
than three hours before she'd been swapping her hard-core philosophy with 
some of the girls backstage after being selected for a party following the 
show, the club manager who handled such things grinning obscenely through 
his gold teeth as he told them what to expect and not to try and latch onto 
any permanent births ... or fall in love with their customers. "Especially 
you, Jeannie baby," he'd snickered, her viewpoints no secret around the 
place.


"Don't worry about Jeannie baby. She knows which side her bed is fluttered 
on," she'd quipped back at him in a cold tone she kept in reserve for fat, 
slobbery-lipped men over fifty who thought their dollars bought a girl's 
heart along with her ass. No filthy buck could buy her love she had 
profoundly believed as she stood there listening to his ugly mouth advising 
them that it was a party of business men who were paying big...."lots of 
loot, so all the way, chickies, no 'holes' bared, eh?"


Jeannie had hardly given his instructions second thought. What more could a 
party girl offer than cold carte blanche of her physical treasures, but 
there it ended, for that had become her dedicated way of life until her bank 
account was fat enough ... though God knows, she'd never anticipated Leo 
Gaine....


He was the average male, a little better looking maybe, and with a virilely 
attractive physique when nattily draped, but his kind had never impressed 
her. Usually, they were either an introvert, or married and obsessed with 
the idea that all women envied their wives, the type who usually sported a 
pair of pinching lobster claws for hands. Sometimes, she would get lucky and 
draw a queer. Leo Gaine was none of them: he was some sort of new specie 
whose shy grin almost immediately intrigued her and as well put her on her 
guard.


Their normal evening of drinking and hell-raising as they moved from club to 
club along the strip had done nothing but lessen her automatic dislike 
toward her handsome young escort who was yet to say a suggestive word or 
make a stab at the expected hand explorations. He hadn't even tried to kiss 
her! Instead, he'd just seemed to fascinate her with his every word and 
gesture, the unexpected phenomenon of him quietly building new and 
unfamiliar sensations inside her. Before she'd ever realized it, her 
defensive wall had crumbled, the charisma of him overwhelming her. When he 
did finally gather her into his arms in the back seat of a taxi, she had 
trembled in excited anticipation. He'd kissed her without a sexually probing 
tongue, mouth open and eager, his hot masculine breath like hypnotic 
anesthesia breathing into hers and rousing her own tiny tongue to tease the 
edges of his warm trembling lips.


Her Lover Boy had responded then, gasping aloud as his long, fiery tongue 
had thrust deep into her receptive mouth, and she'd sucked it with rising 
passion, everything that was to come to pass that night inspired from that 
initial moment! How long after that they had stood in the little wedding 
chapel, Jeannie couldn't remember. By that time, they'd both been drunk, the 
rest of their crowd long since happily deserting them, while alone they 
pledged such loving vows as he giving up gambling, which he never did, and 
she tossing away her cigars, which she never could. Stone drunk ... hardly 
the way to enter into a marriage, or was it? God, how dynamically he had 
made love to her that night ... or had it been morning ... daylight...? What 
difference behind closed drapes? Only that they had loved, sucked and fucked 
until both of them were exhausted from cumming; then they'd slept to wake 
'again and love some more! Love, love, love, beautiful, sensual passion so 
joyfully filling her that she'd cried like a child in his arms with 
uncontrollable rapture the equal of which she'd never dreamed possible.


Even now as she lay back enchanted on her bed, the almost naked, long legged 
young woman had difficulty believing it was all a reality, married to a man 
she truly loved and whom she knew loved her, even though once emerged from 
their three-day orgy he'd shown tremulous signs of misgiving. But wasn't 
that what was said of all men once they woke up to learn the ultimate price 
of their Eve's juicy apple? She laughed warmly to herself. Her precious 
Teddy bear darling. He would acclimate, and soon he'd be coming home to love 
her, bringing all his clothes and private things from his apartment in 
Seattle to their little love nest for her to care for and look after. And 
this time, she wouldn't let the tail-end of his week with her take from 
their loving as it had before he'd left. He hadn't been himself, at least 
not the way she'd learned to know and love him, as if his work or something 
was bothering him, and she vowed to smother him with so much love that he 
wouldn't have a moment to think of anything else. That was her full time 
operation now, being his wife and making him happy, because when he was 
happy she knew she could be no other way....


What was that? The raven -haired bride sat up with a start, her partially 
naked curves rippling provocatively beneath the filmy negligee with the 
effort. It was! ... A key rattling in the lock! Teddy bear! He'd come home 
two days early ... !


CHAPTER FOUR


Leo Gaine had arrived in San Francisco with the nucleus of a plan formed in 
his burdened brain. He caught a cab at the airport and gave the driver the 
Hillsborough address where he had stashed his exquisite second wife in sheer 
desperation, once drunken insanity had phased into a torturous hangover, and 
finally reality had horrifyingly followed. He'd had to read the address from 
the back of a letter where he'd scratched it in pencil, and ironically 
enough, the envelope had been a forgotten stamped letter which Rita had 
given him to mail several weeks before. He glanced at the address, 
recognizing the feminine name of an old college acquaintance they both had 
known. Shaking his head, he shoved it back into his inner coat pocket, 
wondering if he was ever going to be normal again.


Christ, it had to work! It was the only thing he could think of, and he felt 
certain the company would advance him the cash. Rogers could swing it for 
him, but he'd yet to figure out what the logical need for such an amount was 
going to be, and, for that reason, he could give that the whole transaction 
had to be kept secret from Rita. Shit, he couldn't let Rogers, the company's 
General Sales Manager, get the slightest inkling of the truth. The fat-assed 
bastard wasn't that trustworthy, and really no friend of his either, but it 
was his business-written record and the way he handled his territory that 
was going to count ... only that was just half the battle. The main and 
roughest part was going to be convincing Jeannie that ten thousand dollars 
in her lovely hand would be worth much more to her than he could ever 
possibly be ... especially when he didn't really believe it himself. But 
what in hell else could he do?


Jesus Christ! Insane as it was, he loved his beautifully proportioned wife 
number two until he ached to the goddamned dregs of his balls, spontaneous 
and mad as their short-lived relationship had been; yet, at the same time, 
he actually twisted up inside at the thought of losing Rita. He'd been 
crazy-assed gone on that gorgeous, tawny-haired darling since the first day 
he'd laid eyes on her at school, a feeling of intense love which had become 
all the stronger since he'd gotten himself into this goddamned mess. Christ, 
he loved them both, but his fucking sanity was at stake! As sure as hell 
he'd wind up in a loony bin unless he put an end to this goddamned dilemma 
now, and the sooner he did it, the less it was going to hurt.


Rita held priority, which was the only way the chaotic young bigamist had 
been able to choose. Besides, Jeannie was a couple of years older and with 
broader shoulders, so to speak. There wasn't any question in his justifying 
brain but what she'd warmed a few beds before his, and had capably taken a 
few bruises along the way. A Vegas showgirl had to have graduated beyond the 
innocent class, though, if it weren't for Rita, none of that would matter a 
damn to him. But his beautiful wife number one did exist, maybe not innocent 
any more, but she had been the first time he'd crawled between her spread, 
warmly loving legs ... and yes, goddam nit, he owed her that priority ... !


His trembling hand fitted the key into the lock, but before he had a chance 
to turn it, the door burst inward and there stood his glamorous, 
breath-taking enigma like some gossamery veiled Aphrodite, unhidable joy 
lighting her beautiful young face, the majestic warm splendor of her sensual 
young body sweeping forward to engulf him with passionate kissing embraces 
... and that was the last he remembered for five solid minutes!


Leo Gaine took the Scotch on the rocks that his stunning, nearly naked 
second wife placed happily in his hand after pressing him into an 
overstuffed chair and folding her generously rounded buttocks down lovingly 
onto his lap.


"Oh, you precious! I could eat you, teddy bear, for surprising me like 
this!" Jeannie passionately whispered, fastening her moistened ripe lips 
hungrily to his for the hundredth time in the short space of minutes. "I 
didn't expect you for at least two more days," she went on, unknotting his 
tie and opening his collar before kissing him again. "A girl could go mad, 
you know, darling, waiting for her lover to come and carry her off on his 
long white steed! Have you missed me? You haven't told me you loved me! Oh, 
don't say anything yet, sweet-face, just kiss your baby!"


Christ, he couldn't speak! He couldn't even think straight with the 
intoxicating warmth of her curvaceous body smothering him, the heady essence 
and exotic taste of her beauty mesmerizing him as it had from the very 
beginning. Her torrid, sweet breath was an aphrodisiac potently melting his 
goddamned brain cells, her tiny love-filled tongue a darting, lashing secret 
little weapon of mind-shattering destruction wildly flitting about the 
inside of his fever-rising mouth.


The hot, fleshy contours of her smoothly rounded buttocks wiggled down 
against the growing thick hardness inside his pants, sending lusty shivers 
racing up Leo's spine. Jesus Christ, he was unravelling! Her long raven hair 
concealed both of their clinging-mouthed faces like skeins of black 
shimmering silk as she clung to him with escaping little mewls and squirmed 
her voluptuous young curves in seductive delight down against his now fully 
erect cock."


"Mmmmmmmm, I love you, teddy bear," Jeannie whispered, kissing his nose and 
eyes, then taking the untouched drink from his hand to set on the stand 
beside them. Fiery anticipation had already crept through her sensuous young 
body at feeling his lust-thickened rod of flesh pressing upward against her 
resilient ass-cheeks. Knowing what it was doing to him, she gently undulated 
her buttocks down against its hot sinewy hardness. It had been over a week 
since she'd felt that beautiful hard male flesh up inside her belly, and now 
she didn't want to wait one more denying minute! "Let's not talk, my lover! 
Do hot fucky things to me first, before I burn right to a cinder! Your baby 
needs that handsome big charger of yours galloping right up into her 
love-wet pussy ... that is, if you still love her. Do you, precious?"


"Oh ... oh shit!" Leo simpered as he lustfully clutched her to him and 
continued running his big hands greedily over the soft, yielding curves her 
negligee so teasingly veiled. The intentions he'd had five minutes before 
were as forgotten as the other wife he'd left behind a few hours ago. And 
then his shapely second wife was slipping off his lap, downward onto her 
knees between his legs and gently spreading them apart to move between.


"I want to be the sexiest and most loving wife you'll ever have, darling," 
she breathed up at him.


"Christ!" Leo heard himself choke out at her spine-rattling words, and then 
he forgot about everything as her long slender fingers unbuckled his belt, 
opened the waist of his pants and unzipped his fly!


What had been a desperately contriving male brain earlier in the day was 
suddenly a libidinous mass of roused nerve tissue inside Leo Gaines' skull 
as he watched and felt the gorgeous, nearly naked girl kneeling between his 
legs slide her soft warm hand inside the cotton of his shorts to slowly 
encircle his eagerly throbbing penis, then bring it out into the cooling air 
with them.


"Oh damn, Jeannie baby!" he gasped, watching the blood-engorged rod of 
hardness jerk inside the soft whiteness of her small, loving hand.


"Mmmmmmm," Jeannie hummed, her passion-lighted dark eyes filling themselves 
on his long thick cock, the memorable size of it causing a tingling 
excitement to ripple through her loins and belly. Hers! This was really and 
truly by all legal right her own teddy bear's cock, and she adored it! "Oh 
darling, it's the most wonderful, beautiful love tool in the whole world ... 
and Jeannie idolizes it!"


"Oh shit!" the hypnotized young bigamist stupidly gulped beneath the waves 
of lewd desire building inside him. The sight of her full, nakedly swaying 
white breasts, with their hardened little cherry-tipped nipples, as she 
subserviently knelt and played between his spread legs, was quickly driving 
him out of his mind. Fuck, nothing else mattered ... except ... and he said, 
"K-keep that up, and it's going to explode right in your fiery little fist. 
Christ!" He watched the tiny drops of sperm seep warningly from the split at 
its tip to her gentle strokings!


"Oh no,, sweet-face, it would never do that to its loving mama," she 
passionately assured him. "It needs me too much ... I can tell."


It struck him then that he'd hardly even gotten to know her in the short 
time they'd spent together. He'd been too drunk from the beginning and then 
had remained that way to avoid the terrible truth of what he'd done. 
Goddamn, he could only barely remember making love to her that insane week, 
and now, suddenly, he was staring down from some erotic cloud, entranced by 
the lewd sight of her small white hand lovingly massaging and stroking his 
throbbing, hard penile flesh, drawing the heavy foreskin up and down to 
cover then expose his moistened cock-head. He knew she must have sucked his 
penis, but he couldn't actually remember it ... not really ... and now she 
was leaning over it, her tiny pink tongue flicking out to lick away the 
drops of escaped cum wetly glistening at its tip!


Oh sonofabitch...! How long had it been since Rita had sucked him ... or he 
had tongued that delicious hot pussy crevice up between her lovely white 
thighs? College ... the beginning, when they'd lived together ... before 
bored complacency ... He gasped aloud, his retrospect failing him as he 
reached down for both of Jeannie's resilient white breasts, releasing them 
from the negligee to cup their lush warmth. He tenderly kneaded them, as she 
slowly lowered her head and her soft, saliva-moistened lips warmly slid down 
over his pulsating cock-head.


Down, down and down, her lovely brunette head lowered, absorbing his thick 
aching cock up into her warm ovaled mouth, her eager little tongue lashing 
and loving teasingly against its rigid, thick-veined flesh. She raised her 
head then, her tightly clasping lips sucking their wet way to its very tip 
while her pleasure-bringing tongue swirled wildly, its end finally probing 
the tiny orifice of his cock-head once more!


Oh sweet shit! Leo's brain silently blurted in its single-tracked 
exclamations. That did it! His pulsating balls were churning like an 
automatic washer going through its cycle ... and they were getting ready to 
pump out the suds! "Jesus! Hold it ... wait!" he rasped, pressing her 
descending, suction-cupped mouth and lips up off his jerking cock almost in 
desperation as he struggled to his feet and began pulling at his clothes.


Jeannie couldn't help but laugh in wanton glee, her dark eyes aglow with the 
impassioned love and desire bubbling inside her sensuously hungering young 
body. She well knew what she'd done to her teddy bear, and she quickly 
sprung to her feet, slipping out of the whispering negligee before nakedly 
dancing toward the davenport and throwing her unveiled white curves down 
onto it with lust-inciting abandon.


"Here 'tis, baby-pie!" she egged seductively with a lewd little undulating 
hip and buttock movement meant only for loving husbandly consumption. "Your 
breakfast, lunch and dinner all warmed up ... even a place to store your 
walking stick if you like!"


"You teasing little bitch!" Leo responded, unable to hold back the salacious 
grin warping his face as she giggled and squirmed in erotic curves of white 
sluttish splendor before him, his enfeebled brain racing aimlessly like a 
rat in a treadmill. Stumblingly, he jerked and tossed the hampering 
imprisonment of her nakedness beyond anything he'd ever experienced. Christ! 
She wasn't just physically absolute ... that would have made her as 
undesirable as a marble sculpture ... she was vibrantly carnal and 
shamelessly eager for sex, as every man secretly dreamed his woman would be. 
Shit, he hadn't been as drunk as he thought! No wonder he'd married her ... 
!


"Oooooh ... what a big hard looking cock you have, Mr. Wolf!" Jeannie 
baby-voiced at him, twisting onto her side and stretching out licentiously 
as he moved toward her, the length of its thick hardness waggling while his 
cum-bloated balls swung with thrilling promise down between his thighs.


"All the better to probe your hot little belly with my dear," he answered, 
falling readily into her fairy-tale game as he threw himself onto the narrow 
davenport facing her.


"B-but it's like a huge, mean tree, and I might have to scream for the 
woodsman to come and cut it down before it hurts me!" she went on, her 
sparkling eyes and taunting half-smile like some injected drug firing 
through his veins.


"Don't be a drag, Cinderella!" he hissed into her teasing, beautiful face, 
his strong arms wrapping hungrily around her.


"That was Little Red Riding Hood, sweet-face," she tittered, kissing him on 
the tip of his nose.


"I don't give a fuck if it was King Kong! Come here you devil's dream! 
Daddy's about to stuff you so full of cock you'll think you were embalmed 
when he's through!"


"You wouldn't dare!"


"No?" he said, his mouth greedily finding hers as he ran his hot hands over 
her silken flesh in blinding desire. He caught the enticing full mound of 
one ripened breast, its firm yet yielding warmth and straining little nipple 
feeding his lust as he mauled it to raise a whimper from her.


Jeannie lifted one leg, wrapping its full, tapering thigh over his, her arms 
winding around his neck, and he crushed her against the back of the 
davenport, his thick throbbing cock furrowing into the wet, hair-lined 
crevice of hot flesh up between her legs. She gasped and clung to him 
passionately, one small hand smoothing down the muscles of his athletic 
back, her full quivering breasts digging into his sparsely-haired chest.


"Oh "daddy wolf, what're you going to do to me ..-, and how soon?" she 
whispered hotly against his kissing lips.


"Bury an old bone as quick as I can find a hole!"


"Oh God, then let me help!" she said quickly, reaching down between their 
nakedly entwined bodies to grasp his pulsating cock-shaft.


Expertly, she guided its sleek mushroom-shaped head forward, separating the 
fleshy folds of her fevered cunt lips. Then, placing it strategically at her 
hotly nibbling vaginal mouth, she clutched at his hip and pulled down with 
surprising strength in an effort to force his long hard penis up into her 
cunt. "Now, teddy bear! Bury it right up in there where it'll be nice and 
warm and safe .,.!,! Oooohhhh lover, fuck it into me! Baby needs it so bad 
... so bad...! Aaaah ... yessss .-. . yesssssssss, that's the way! Oh God 
... deeper, deeper, darling, way up into my belly ... your precious hard 
cock ... slipping right up into my steamy cunt to fill me with your love! 
Oooohhh ... again, again, my darling ... like that! So beautiful ... I can 
feel your swollen balls 'every time against my ass! Aaaahhh ... 
heavenly...!"


Leo's brain reeled in wild excitement at the incessant stream of lewd 
phrases hissing passionately from her beautiful lips as his thick aching 
cock raced up the slippery sheath of her dilated cuntal passage! Sweet 
Christ! Leave her? He'd have to be out of his goddamned gourd! Fuck, he was 
already a borderline case ... what the hell ... but, Jesus, he couldn't lose 
her, he insanely reasoned as she thrust her rounded white hips and buttocks 
forward in eager wantonness to absorb his long bigamist cock deep up into 
the hotly clutching little oven of her belly! Sonovabitch! When the time 
came to face the music, he'd just kill himself, that's all ... but not 
today!


Jeannie moaned pleasurably before him, the amazing tightness of her sleek, 
grasping pussy-channel swallowing his penis with a skilled muscular sucking 
action that he had no recollection of from his lost week, and, now, raising 
a loud groan from the depths of his chest. Christ, where had she ever 
learned to fuck like this ... or did it just come naturally?


She whimpered again, making deliberate little movements which he readily 
understood to mean she wanted to change position. He raised up to let her 
slide excitedly beneath him, spreading her satiny white thighs wide and 
drawing them back for him to fit himself socket-fashion against her naked 
loins, his long thick cock still buried deep in the liquid heat of her 
tightly clasping vagina. Slowly, then, he withdrew his wetly glistening cock 
while they both looked down lustfully to watch. He pulled out the thick 
shaft of flesh until only its blood-engorged head remained inside her 
sucking little pink hole ... and suddenly he couldn't stand it any longer! 
He was going to fuck her until he croaked right there!


The boggle-brained young husband thrust forward, driving his pulsating cock 
up into the hotly seething canal between her beautiful widespread legs.


Only the lust-inflamed rapture of the moment existed! Nothing else ... 
nothing, but the erotic sensation of his long thick hardness ramming deep up 
inside the smooth caressing walls of her cunt ... nothing but the enchanting 
insanity of fucking this delectable female creature who was really his very 
own wife!


He quickly fell into a furious rhythm, thrusting the thick length of his 
heavy penis up into her steaming secret flesh with jarring force, ramming 
and pounding, the profuse flow of her intimate secretions coating and easing 
the way for his every plunge. He could feel its swollen rubbery head 
pummeling her tender cervix, while his sperm-laden balls beat down against 
her tiny naked anus in a lewd tattoo.


Jeannie purred catlike with the pain-pleasure, writhing in moments of 
unexpected brief agony beneath him as the spongy head of his big delicious 
cock battered the soft quaking depths of her yielding belly. To her 
masochistic delight, she realized that her moments of unsuppressed pain were 
inciting his masculine lust all the more, and he began driving harder up 
into her, reaching hidden depths seldom explored. He ground his pelvis 
fiercely against her sensitive loins, flexing his expanded cock-head with 
sadistic throbs at the apex of every in-charge to force groans from her 
throat ... until finally he panted to a halt, and she knew it was to let the 
mounting pressure from his wild fucking subside once more within him.


Little mewling sounds of passionate servitude uncontrollably bubbled from 
her opened lips as she lay there in the hot heaven beneath him. completely 
subjugated to her teddy bear's meagerest whim. She was his love slave, her 
lover-darling's own private whore, she reasoned enchantedly, totally impaled 
on his delicious hard cock probing the intricate throbbing depths of her 
love-hole up between her legs. In glazed rapture, she looked up at his 
handsome face, sensations of super-happiness flushing wildly through her 
tremulous naked body at the trace of sadistic love she read there ... and 
then he was tormentively flexing his blood-swollen cock-head again and again 
to force uncontainable gasps of pleasure from her sensually slackened lips.


His passion-crazed new bride strained greedily up against him, and Leo 
ground harder into her hot susceptible flesh, feeling her arch her 
desire-moistened pussy up to him, lifting both their naked bodies from the 
cushions while she continued to whimper unceasingly, and again he worked 
into a rhythmic, fucking cock-tempo. He sensed her long, trim legs 
tightening and releasing him at his pistoning hips as she began to labor up 
and down the rigid shaft of his glistening white cock with her tightly 
grasping pussy until they'd established a mutual cadence, and her lovely 
head began to toss from side to side, her long raven hair flailing wildly 
like a nun's veil, while her mouth gaped open in a wild abandon.


"Ooooooo ... ooooohh," she began to coo and shiver beneath him. "M-my 
precious love forever! You're driving me mad with fucky-joy! Oooooh ... 
sweet-face ... daddy wolf ... screw your Red Riding Hood until she squeals 
for mercy! Make her your mama wolf ... your slaving bitch! Use her, darling 
... do everything ... anything you want to her! Oooohhh ... now, teddy bear, 
s-slip your finger up into my ass! Please, precious, right now ... do it!" 
she begged impassionedly.


And a new current of goatish lust surged furiously through Leo Gaine's brain 
with the subtle impact of a train wreck, its jarring force vibrating to the 
depths of his boiling loins and the swollen tip of his painfully throbbing 
cock. His big hands groped, reaching in under her grinding ass-cheeks to the 
smooth widespread crevice separating her buttocks while she continued to 
pant upward in short hot breaths into his face, and he fucked his rampaging 
penis relentlessly up into the searing heat of her twitching little cunt. 
Using his outstretched middle finger, the fired-up young bigamist found the 
tight elastic ring of puckering anal flesh. It was wet from the warm seepage 
trickling down from where his solid hardness fucked steadily into her 
cock-stretched pussy.


Jeannie tremored erotically as his fingertip nudged her tight little hole, 
and she felt now the mounting sensations of lewd anticipation beginning to 
rage through her naked body.


To Leo's surprise, she pressed her quivering ass-cheeks back against the 
stiffened invader. Uncontrollably, he pushed hard up into the hotly 
resisting passage, the dimpled ring of delicate flesh opening like a small 
mouth to suck his finger lewdly up inside to his bent knuckle joint. He felt 
her lurch beneath him, almost as if, with a sudden change of mind, she 
wanted to expel the thick, penis-like intruder, and then, slowly, her tight 
resisting little anus relaxed its tension, giving itself to him wantonly.


"Oh God, daddy, I'm never going to let you out of my sight again!" Jeannie 
whispered, as she squirmed her heatedly quivering pussy without shame onto 
his hardened cock and her naked buttocks down joyously onto his finger. "I 
don't care if we have to get welfare, or your baby has to take in washings. 
I've got to have you here where you can love me by the clock at least a 
half-dozen times a day ... say nothing of the nights, precious!"


Leo half-grinned down into her lustfully sparkling eyes, mindlessly wishing 
things could be that simple, yet at the same time refusing to face the 
looming reasons why it couldn't. "You're love-high," he said, his grin 
broadening.


"Oh sweet-face, Jeannie's cock-high, that's what she is! Your magnificent 
prick stuffed way up inside my hot belly is making your baby hallucinate ... 
not to mention your naughty finger playing fucky games right up in my 
asshole. Oh God, darling, I want to smother you in my love!"


And, with that, the overwhelming lush white beauty of her engulfed him 
inside smooth, naked arms that clung and demanded with hidden strength, 
pulling him down until his chest crushed the full mounds of her straining, 
nipple-crested breasts, while her moistened ripe mouth and fiery tongue 
kissed, sucked and laved at his face until he was damned near breathless. 
"Oh lover ... why haven't you got two handsome cocks so you could fuck me 
with one while I sucked the other until your hot cum would squirt down my 
throat?"


"Goddamn!" he blurted, the voluptuous showgirl's lust-probing wish enough to 
wreck his equilibrium. He struggled for leverage, beginning to fuck 
desperately up into the warmly enclosing flesh between her firm young thighs 
once more.


"A a a a ah ... that's my lover ... fucky-fucking his slave-baby with his 
big hard cock!" she sighed like a child gratefully showing her adoring 
appreciation, caressing his face as he half-raised in his distorted 
position. "Oooohh, teddy bear, now ... nowwww ... shove your finger way up 
into my ass as far as you can and fuck me hard ... hard, lover! It's time! 
Make me know you love your little pussy-baby!"


Shit! He was going absolutely bananas from the torment of raw lust firing 
the furnace in the depths of his throbbing loins! There was no question but 
what he'd been drunk when he'd married and lived with her that forgotten 
week, because he'd never, in all his escapades, even remotely known a girl 
to be as hot and abondoned, yet so shamelessly wonderful! What he chose to 
think of as his brain was spinning like a carousel gone berserk when he 
thrust his hand forward, simultaneously increasing the stroke of his 
lust-thickened cock fucking her greedily clasping cunt walls, while, at the 
same time, feeling the smooth rubbery sheath of her tight little rectum 
spasming around the full length of his finger poking to the palm of his 
hand. She choked out a moaning whimper of pain-pleasure, the beautiful 
glazed jewels of her dark eyes signaling up to him all of the erotic 
enchantment his pistoning cock and finger were bringing her.


Then, Jeannie skewered her nakedly rounded ass-cheeks back and down onto the 
distended finger that was searching, thrusting, routing the hot elastic 
depths of her nether channel, openly reveling in its unnatural presence up 
in the soft fleshy inlet of her rectum. At the same time, Leo could feel the 
in and out pistoning of his rigid cock-shaft through the thin membrane 
separating the dual passages. Oh Christ! His balls were going to shatter if 
he didn't blow them out soon!


Mercilessly, he initiated an obscene rhythm between cock and finger until he 
was fucking into her in vigorous unison to her continual groans beneath him. 
She strained her full, gaping thighs as she spread them even wider, giving 
him unhindered freedom to his ravishment of the warm wet flesh so intimately 
centered up between her long, showgirl legs! He sensed his blood-locked 
penis uncontrollably expanding then, growing more and more inside her 
tightly clasping pussy toward that blinding instant when it would burst into 
a wild jerking frenzy with the crazy needling pressure building in his 
bloated testicles.


The young husband gaped down at where his long thick cock was riding with 
glistening white sleekness in and out between the wetly clinging, 
curl-fringed lips of her cunt. His muscular naked body shivered in lewd 
delight at the erotic feel of her fleshy folds clasping like little lips to 
his rigid member as it hammered without mercy up into her quivering little 
pussy. The loud animal grunts that were escaping him were not of his own 
volition when he started to batter into her with longer, harder, quickened 
plunges, while his embedded finger wormed deeper up into the 
now-licentiously-stretched rectal depths. She gripped him tightly over his 
arched back with her firm sleek thighs pressed urgently against his ribs, 
and he heard her begin a husky guttural moaning, as basic and animalish as 
his own. He felt her dancer's powerful thighs opening and closing around him 
as she lurched upward onto his raging cock and then thrust her swivelling 
ass-cheeks backwards to devour his middle finger in the rhythmic cadence of 
his savage assault between her legs.


"Ooooohh ... my teddy bear, darling ... you're superb! Give it to me, 
sweet-face ... all of it, just as hard as you can! Oh damnnn ... fuck it, 
lover, fuck it!" she choked out, driving her hard little heels into the 
solid flesh of his back before raising her long white shapely legs up over 
his broad shoulders to present him with the flat, widespread panorama of her 
naked pink cunt and anus! Her eyes, as did her white, even teeth, clenched 
tightly shut then, her stunning face twisting and straining in a grotesque 
march of lust as her orgasm swept dynamically over her.


"Now...! Oooooh, teddy bear ... baby's cummiinnnggg ... cummmiiinnnggg...!"


As promised, she whimpered, moaned, and began to squeal, but never for 
mercy, Leo crazily reasoned when she pulled her thighs back tighter and the 
salacious splendor of her reddish-pink, hungrily sucking cunt-slit was his 
to use in any manner he chose. She humped her wildly convulsing vagina up at 
his torturously swollen cock with bruising force, her mouth slack and her 
nostrils flaring wide, a near-shrieking cry wringing from her as she fucked 
in wanton desperation. She made one final lunge upward and held her pussy 
impaled on his long, thick hardness, clinging there while the convulsing 
inner muscles of her heated cuntal sheath milked him as he had never been 
milked before!


The sensations of her orgasmic ecstasy opened the sluice-gate to the 
dammed-up cum in his balls! While her passionate vaginal walls released 
their warm gushes of liquid passion around his wildly jerking cock, 
drenching the throbbing organ and flooding back to deluge his balls, he 
sensed his own hot, thick sperm racing the full length of his spasming 
penis. Pleasure wracked his powerful young frame as she writhed and lurched 
in complete abandonment beneath him. His thick burgeoning penis felt as 
though it were being devoured, as the fleshy lips of her cunt pulled 
feverishly at it, and his boiling white sperm spurted from his cock-tip far 
up into her wildly quivering belly.


"Ooooooh ... ooooohhhh ... ooohhhhh!" Jeannie wailed. "Fill me, teddy bear, 
darling! All of it ... I want every teeny drop of your precious cum!"


Leo couldn't make a sound, it had choked in his constricting throat as his 
energy pumped out the nozzle of his wildly ejaculating cock. Finally, with a 
sigh, he slumped forward, collapsing on top of her sweat-streaked body, 
feeling his hot liquid semen blending with her female love-juice.


It seemed incredibly and erotically endless ... until his illegal young 
bride, in exhaustion, gave one last squirming spasm, then twitched to a 
final lifelessness, lying beautifully and contentedly still, her heart 
pounding in her breast beneath him. Finally, she said "L-let's just rest for 
a while, darling, before we try that again. Ooooohh sweet-face, it's so 
wonderful to have you home. Jeannie isn't going to let her teddy bear 
husband out of her arms all day...!"


CHAPTER FIVE


Bruser, the massive Alsatian dog, paced uneasily through the Gaine house the 
remainder of the day. Several times his young master allowed him outside 
within the fenced yard, but the big animal found little solace from the 
unreleased ruttish turbulance churning in his powerful loins. He remembered 
this same torment from the times before with the woman called Sandy and 
could not understand why it had to be. Pleadingly, he had looked up at his 
young master's grinning face and whimpered, only to hear him laugh and 
playfully maul his ears, but instinctively, the mighty dog sensed that the 
boy understood, and, although he did not know the meaning of the sounds his 
master spoke softly down at him. Bruser began to feel that somehow Art would 
help.


Art Cody, in fact, was nervous himself, both tension and lewd anticipation 
constantly gnawing at him throughout the remainder of the day. He found it 
difficult to occupy himself with anything except ogling after his 
breath-taking young aunt's seductive curves so provocatively out-lined 
beneath the white knitted short shorts and halter ensemble enviously hugging 
them. Finally, he had taken up a central position in the living room with a 
book from which he could readily fill his hungering teenage eyes without her 
knowing, although several times she had caught him staring but had merely 
smiled, unaware, he hoped, of the lusting thoughts continually racing 
through his mind.


He could still hardly believe the salacious orgy he'd watched through his 
telescope, especially as he sat there stealing glances at the shapely, 
fawn-haired young woman going about her housekeeping duties. But, whenever 
doubt cropped up to make him wonder if he was losing his buttons, something 
would happen, such as the way he caught her numerous times looking down at 
where Bruser lay at his feet, a partially hidden smile lighting her 
beautiful face and those round blue eyes glimmering like secret planets 
millions of miles off. No, there wasn't any goddamned question but what he'd 
actually witnessed the wildest frigging sex show of his life ... luscious 
Aunt Rita first going out of her skull to Bruser's tonguing up between her 
gorgeous legs before she obscenely used his nose to fuck her hot little 
pussy! Christ, every time he thought of it, his loony cock began to jerk and 
throb all over again. The bastardly thing hadn't really gone down all day, 
and his sperm-bloated balls felt as tight and swollen as a basketball, to 
say nothing of the constant tormenting ache deep in his groin.


The nervously aroused sixteen year old didn't have any set plan of offense, 
even though he'd formed a half-dozen or more in his shrewd calculating 
brain. But, in lieu of that, he was wildly strong in another department 
determination! He knew full well he'd probably never get another chance if 
he passed this one up, and that he'd never forgive himself for the rest of 
his life if he didn't take advantage of it. Christ, he was actually coming 
apart inside just thinking about it ... though he hardly knew what the hell 
he was going to do to her once and if, he got there! It was obvious that she 
was a real hot doll, and that his Uncle Leo evidently couldn't keep her 
happy with his man-cock. That was one of the big things frightening him. If 
Uncle Leo couldn't do it, what the hell could he ever expect to do for her? 
And he didn't want to look like some goddamned pantywaist. Oh shit! He 
didn't give a damn; someway it was going to happen ... had to ... just had 
to or he was going to blow his tube!


Her nephew's uneasiness had caught Rita's eye several times as she moved 
about the house running through daily chores, even though her still 
sensually steeped young mind was hardly on what she was doing. Tiny tingles 
of erotic satisfaction continued to tranquilize her soft belly and 
susceptible girlish loins far into the day, yet at the same time she had 
only to glance down at her animal-lover lying at Art's feet to sense new 
excitement come alive inside her. God, she wasn't sorry in the least for her 
bestial act, and she supposed that made her some sort of animal herself, but 
she knew she would do it again if she had the opportunity ... and what else 
was her conniving visionary brain trying to do but make that opportunity! 
But damn, she had to be so careful with Art right there in the house; he was 
so unpredictable, and as uneasy as a cat looking for a place to potty as 
she'd already discovered.


On further thought as she began to prepare dinner, the scheming young 
housewife concluded that Art's edginess was probably due to his coming chess 
match the next afternoon, which was quite understandable. After all, he was 
only a boy, and he'd said he was to play a man named Sasha from Russia. She 
remembered then that she was to take him into Seattle for the contest and 
mentally decided what she would wear. The poor boy, it must be a strain on 
him, and he looked so awkwardly unsettled ... had ever since he'd been 
there, now that she had come to know him and his mannerisms a little better. 
After dinner, she would spend time with him and try to calm him a bit. They 
were supposed to play some chess anyway ... but God, what would he ever 
think if he knew what she and his handsome pet had done that morning on the 
bed ... and hopefully might repeat, if she could only conjure up a way.


Slipping a small roast into the oven, Rita then poured a Coke over ice, made 
herself a meager pitcher of martinis and joined her young guest in the 
living room.


"Oh thanks, Aunt Rita," Art said as she set the soft drink beside him, then 
curled into a chair across the room, folding her smooth naked legs partially 
beneath her and holding the thin-stemmed cocktail glass in salute.


"Cheers, darling," she proposed and he nodded, sipping with her. "I'm only 
going to spend a minute with you, then I must shower and change for dinner."


The thought of her shedding her short shorts and halter for something more 
concealing disappointed Art, but he couldn't see as there was much he could 
do about it. Then, she fastened her attention onto Bruser at his feet, 
speaking to the eager-eared pussy-licker and that' gave him a chance to 
feast on the white satiny flesh of her full thighs. The way she was sitting 
with both legs drawn up snugly together beneath her enabled the excited 
teenager to see where the fleshy cleft of her buttocks began, even the white 
band of her nylon panties. Her lushly rounded ass-cheeks strained against 
the knitted material of her shorts, stretching the tight crotch strip 
disappearing between her thighs. As a matter-of-fact, the crotchband hugged 
her so tightly there that he could plainly see the indentation of her fleshy 
cunt lips.


He sensed his face flushing and when she suddenly asked him in a concerned 
tone if he was feeling all right, he said: "Yeah ... sure, I feel fine. I-I 
was just wondering if I should change for dinner, too?"


"Heavens no, darling. It's just that I've been working around all day and 
well, you know even girls get a bit sweaty." Rita laughed, sipped at her 
drink and swung to her feet. "I'll only be a few minutes and be back to join 
you. By that time my roast'll need attention."


She started away and the teenager glued his greedy eyes on the voluptuous 
rolling sway to her full rounded hips and buttocks, his mouth dry as he 
gaped after her. Suddenly, she stopped and turned. "There's lots of Coke in 
the fridge if you want it, dear."


"Th-thanks," he replied, her smile damned near melting him. And then Bruser 
was on his feet and whimpering as he stood there watching her.


"What's wrong with him, Art? D-does he want to come with me?" There was 
undeniable hope in her voice.


"No. He wants out again," the boy quickly answered, his lie meant to end any 
sudden ideas she might have gotten. Sonovabitch, he had no goddamned 
intentions of letting them in there alone together!


"Oh ... all right," she seemed to almost pout before disappearing into her 
room, the door closing behind her.


Jesus, Art thought, she had ideas all right. Why the hell else would she've 
let Bruser in there with her? She wanted another go with him ... wanted him 
to lick her hot little pussy some more! Holy Christ, she was the steamiest 
goddamned chick he'd ever heard of ... and he was going to try to get next 
to her? Horse shit! She'd take you on for the prelims, Cody! You better 
stick to your telescope and right hand! In fact, his fuckheaded cock was so 
aching hard at that very moment that he could cry ... !


* * *


Jeannie Smith Gaine sat in the cozy living room of their small Hillsborough 
apartment in her black negligee, a long twenty-five cent cigar clenched 
angrily between her even white teeth, the room clouded with its heavy 
billows of blue smoke. Her almond-shaped dark eyes stung from the three 
stages they had passed through in the last hour, and like her little 
up-tilted nose that was red at the tip, their rims were blood-shot where the 
whites should be, while their pupils were blazing, enraged black embers at 
the moment.


He was gone, the bastard! Instead of coming home two days early as she'd 
joyously thought, the sonovabitch had just dropped by for a fast piece of 
ass on his way to a meeting in Philadelphia, or some such shit! God, she 
couldn't believe it when he'd finally gotten it out after a full ten minutes 
of stammering around.


"Philadelphia! B-but you just got here!" she wailed.


"I know, I know, darling, and you never gave me a chance to tell you that I 
flew in to see you before I had to leave!" he'd flabbered, picking up and 
pulling on his clothes from where he'd thrown them all over the room, while 
she had sat upright on the davenport to stare at him in her nakedness, never 
feeling more like one of Black Maggie's whores since the day she'd left 
there.


"W-well ... well ... well I'll be goddamned!" she'd uncontrollably gasped, 
the first stage, that of the love-struck new bride, passing like the results 
of a cathartic. "Why didn't you tell me, damnit?"


"Jeannie, I tried, honest, but ... well, you had other ideas...."


"And you thought it'd be better to wait until after, right?"


"No! That's not it at all, for Christ's sakes!" he'd blurted, trying to put 
on a sock in a standup position and hopping all over the room. "Oh come on, 
hon, let's not argue like this. Christ, I can't help it if the company...."


"And all the time I thought you had come home to me early ... brought all of 
your things to move in and...."


"Please Jeannie? Don't you understand? I haven't had time, and then this 
emergency meeting in Philadelphia came up," he tried to explain. "I could 
have called you from there rather than flying down here you know, but don't 
you see, I had to be with you and hold you in my arms before I went away 
from you for another whole week or more...."


"You forgot about dipping your wick, Mr. Gaine!" she spat at him, nakedly 
standing and snatching up her negligee from the floor. "Not that you 
couldn't find some ready hole in that burg and accomplish the same ends, but 
this one does still hold a certain new intrigue for you I should imagine."


"Jeannie ... goddamn it, stop that talk will you please?" he begged, hopping 
on one foot toward her, then dropping it to the floor with his sock still 
dangling as he forcefully took her into his arms, and she slipped into stage 
two ... cried. "Oh baby ... damn, don't carry on like this. It's just for a 
week. I'm not off to the Crusades or something...."


"But you should have told me the very first thing, sweet-face ... not let me 
get my heart set on your staying," she insisted in her softened, tear-choked 
voice. "God, I was so happy to see you and have you home with me...."


"All right, I'm sorry, baby. I should have told you the first thing. It's 
all my fault and ... and I'll make it up to you somehow, I promise."


"J-just hurry back home to me, teddybear ... that's all I ask ... and ... 
and keep away from those Philadelphia girls."


"Don't be ridiculous, hon," he'd laughed then kissed her warmly. "You're the 
only girl I care about."


"You better say that if you know what's good for you, Leo Gaine," she had 
said with a smile, pressing him back toward the davenport. "Now, sit down 
there and let me put those damned socks on for you. If you don't hurry 
you'll miss your plane...."


And she had ... actually gotten down on her knees at his feet for a second 
time in a matter of short hours, only this occasion was to put his goddamned 
socks and shoes on him! And it was then, while she was searching for his 
other sock beneath the sofa that she spotted the white envelope with their 
own address scratched on the back in pencil. She had started to bring it 
out, but something had told her not to, and instead she had pushed it 
further back out of sight.


Not until after her darling, sweet-face, teddybear had smothered her in 
kisses, ran his big hot hands hungrily over her several times, then dashed 
out the door, had she retrieved the envelope. For a long while she had just 
sat there staring at it, afraid to venture into the privacy enclosed inside, 
for it was unopened and unpostmarked. It had never been mailed! The 
addressee was female, a Heidi Camp in Nigel, Washington, and written in the 
obvious dainty hand of another female. But more important was the back of 
the envelope where her address was scrawled in pencil. On the flap and in 
the same delicate handwriting addressing the envelope was written the name 
Rita Gaine, 17360 Arroya Way, Woodland Hills, Washington!


H-his sister? Mother? An aunt, cousin, or relative of some description? Oh 
God! She had to know ... had to ... !


Phase three had rapidly followed the reading of that damning letter. She had 
already been too drained for further tears even though the shock had brought 
a limited instant flood, but they were short-lived in the pangs of screaming 
rage ripping at her soft insides. Oh, the lousy bastard! One Rita Gaine, 
like herself, was a Mrs. Leo, and the longer she sat there fuming and 
puffing at the cigar while her mind raced in rampant fury, the heartbroken 
and incensed young woman couldn't help but wonder if and how many more Mrs. 
Gaines there might be!


One thing for sure, she vowed, her lovely teeth clenching to nearly bite 
through the rolled leaves of dark tobacco, that bigamist bastard was going 
to pay right through the nose! He was going to know that Jeannie Smith Gaine 
was one bitch not to be taken lightly!


And with that, the voluptuous brunette showgirl bolted to her feet in search 
of her bottle of Old Grandad. She needed some brain stimulant to help her 
keep her cool while she made her plans. No use charging off half-cocked. 
After all, this proved it for certain; she'd been right in the first place. 
There never lived a man worth his goddamned salt!


CHAPTER SIX


Rita felt comfortably woozy. She probably shouldn't have mixed and drunk 
that extra pitcher of martinis, say nothing of the wine through dinner, but 
she'd known the need of some sort of strengthener to help her exercise 
sensible restraint before she really jammed her foot in the bucket. Art 
might be just a boy, but he was certainly no fool, and for her to take 
another ridiculous chance with his beautiful Bruser could well wind up 
catastrophic for her at best. God, she had to keep her wits and just bide 
her time. The drinks would help calm the rekindled little bed of hot coals 
smoldering intimately in the secret depths of her, too, or perhaps make her 
sleepy as always ... and as a last resort she still had her finger and 
imagination if that became necessary to finally reach sleep.


Art, the darling, was being very patient with her stupidity, explaining 
again and again the reason for this move or another, but when she had no 
interest it was difficult to grasp the progression of the pieces on the 
chess board between them. More magnetically attracting was the handsome dog 
who lay on the floor at their feet with his deep brown eyes constantly on 
her, his tall ears regally erect in that manner of captivation peculiar to 
him, and she could barely keep her roused mind off their naughty little 
party that morning.


"Well, that's a couple of basic offenses, Aunt Rita," Art said, trying to 
concentrate his unreadable eyes on the board rather than the low-cut, loose 
blouse and tiny mini-skirt his uncle's sexy young wife had changed into, 
their style and brevity as teasingly revealing in their own way as the short 
shorts outfit. Christ, the deep fleshy cleft between her firm white tits was 
just about to snap a cord or something in his aching cock, it was so 
goddamned hard. He wasn't certain whether she was wearing a brassiere or 
not, but if she was there sure wasn't much to it. "O-Of course, there're 
many more such offenses, but those I've shown you are the simpler ones."


"Art, you're a dear to spend this time with me, but I think I'm a little too 
dense tonight for deep concentration ... sleepy too, I'm afraid."


Her smile, meant to be warm, was more wooden. From the fucking booze, the 
teenager reasoned bitterly, having seen the same effects more than once on 
his mom. Goddamn, it wasn't going to happen for him, was it? She was just 
two shades away from suggesting they turn-in so that he'd get his sleep for 
tomorrow's match, or some similar crap. All his hopes and plans ... shit, he 
might've known ... and his goddamned guts were knots of aching pressure, his 
numbed prick had been hard so long. But what the hell could he do? ... 
except go into his bedroom and beat the hell out of it!


"Anyway, I think it would be a good idea if you got a good night's rest, 
young man, with the tournament tomorrow, don't you?" Rita suggested, the 
first inkling of a wild idea darting through her liquor-stimulated mind.


"I ... yet ... but it's only nine-thirty, Aunt Rita."


"I know, dear, but you're going to need all your thinking capacities in top 
condition with that Mr. Sasha, right?"


Art nodded. There was nothing else for him to do but agree. Anyway, he was 
going to be around for a few more days and nights, and maybe ... just maybe 
... He began picking up the ivory pieces and placing them in their 
velvet-lined case.


"Would you like anything to eat or drink, dear, before we run off?" she 
asked, getting to her feet.


"No, no thank you. I'm filled up."


"A coke maybe? I think I'll make myself a night-cap," Rita said, stealing a 
glance down at Bruser's ever watchful eyes.


"No, nothing thank you, Aunt Rita," the teenager answered, stretching up out 
of the chair to his full, rangy six-feet and picking up his chess set. He 
realized that his swollen hardness had to be bulging out the front of his 
pants, and this time he hoped to hell she would see it! "Bruser and I'll 
just go along if you'll excuse us."


"Of course, darling. Y-You two go ahead and ... and I'll close up the house 
for the night," the curvaceous, fawn-haired young wife stammered, trying to 
hold onto her smile as her avid eyes caught sight of the unmistakable 
protrusion behind the fly of his trousers. God, this was the second time 
today she had seen it hard like that! Was it her? Or did all teenaged boys 
run around like that all the time. My God!


"Good night, Aunt Rita."


"G-Good night, Art ... Bruser...."


Rita stood there until she heard his door close, then went into the kitchen 
to mix herself a Scotch and soda. Her hands were trembling, and her abdomen 
was alive with gnawing little spasms from the excitement and tension 
fermenting inside her. The knowledge that his virile young penis had been 
hard wasn't doing a thing to lessen her inner tempest either. Lord, it 
looked so big for just a boy, she sensuously thought once more. Oohhh ... 
she was actually wet up between her thighs with the warm moisture seeping 
from between her vaginal lips, dampening the narrow nylon crotch-band of her 
panties. Damn, she was keyed-up all right, but she knew it was her sudden 
inspiration of a plan to seduce the willing Alsatian dog again more than the 
out-lined sight of his young master's concealed erection.


Not that she had reached such baseness where she preferred an animal to a 
human, the feverishly infused girl quickly reassured herself as she 
swallowed heavily from her drink, but good God, she'd certainly never have 
anything of that nature to do with her own husband's nephew ... nor with any 
other man for that matter! Hadn't she built an entire world of erotic 
fantasy around herself for just that very reason? But beautiful lovers like 
Bruser would never cause her a worry ... they were gallantly silent!


Draining the glass, Rita hastily made herself another for the bedroom before 
locking doors and turning off lights. In her room, she began to undress 
slowly, spacing the ritual with sips from her drink. There was no hurry. She 
wanted to give the teenager ample time to fall into sleep before she 
approached his door. The rest, she felt certain, should come off quite 
simply, once Bruser recognized her ... and when they were finished, she 
would just take him back to the boy's room. Art'd never know the difference.


She stripped to panties and brassiere before her vanity mirror, 
narcissistically admiring the white shapeliness of her curved young body 
reflected in the glass. Sexy brassieres and panties were always more 
provocative to her than total nakedness, at least to look at. Especially was 
this sensuous undies set with its lacy sling bra and ultra scanty-briefs in 
what the company called nudette-nylon. Leo had undoubtedly been harboring 
some lusty thoughts the day he'd bought them for her in Hollywood, but by 
the time he'd gotten them home he had evidently thought himself to 
satisfaction ... there'd been little more to it than that for her.


Oh, poor Leo, she thought subconsciously, striking a side pose to better see 
the jutting, pointed contours of her full breasts and smoothly rounded 
buttocks. He wasn't really to blame ... he worked too hard ... God, her pink 
little nipples were as hard as marbles. She could see their embossed tips 
and surrounding halos right through the lacy material ... just as the light 
curls at the base of her belly shadowed the swelling V-shaped mound up 
between her sleek young thighs. And there was a darker shade of wetness 
apparent there too ... Damn, would he be asleep yet?


Art wasn't, in fact, he was a long ways from it as he lie there stripped to 
gangly nakedness and stretched out on the top of his unopened bed staring 
down at his up-thrusting rod of throbbing flesh. He had shaded the small 
bedside lamp with a towel to diffuse the light, trying to keep it from 
showing beneath his door, but keeping enough light that he could still 
lustfully watch the pumping strokes of his own hand, which was the best he 
was going to be able to do this night. He could think of his voluptuous aunt 
though, and the way she had wildly hung onto Bruser's head while he licked 
her fuzzy wet cunt and she humped her beautiful ass right up at his buried 
face! And the teenager did, gently working the thick outer skin of his 
stone-hard penis up and down to reveal then cover its moistened, 
blood-engorged head, completely unaware of the knob on the door silently 
turning or of the barrier inching inward without a sound. Not even Bruser 
who lay on the floor beside the bed casually watching his young master had 
yet sensed the outside presence....


Rita couldn't rid herself of the almost thief-like feeling washing 
shiveringly over her as she moved stealthily along the hallway in the 
darkness, and she had to remind herself twice that she was in her own home. 
She had slipped into a wrapper after stripping completely naked, then gone 
over her story several times if by chance the boy might still be awake or 
she should make a noise to arouse him. She was just looking in to see that 
he was all right and to bid him good night ... or she could say that she 
thought she had heard him call. Yes, perhaps the last one was best, the 
tensed young woman decided as noiselessly she caught hold of the knob and 
carefully turned it.


The unusualness of the dimmed glow that first greeted her peering eyes 
confused Rita, and for a moment she stood there with the door only slightly 
cracked, trying to place its source. There was no lamp in the room to give 
off such an illumination she well knew and curiosity alone was enough to 
make her quietly press the door further inward ... until at first she caught 
sight of a pair of naked feet ... crossed at the ankles ... then thin, hairy 
legs ... knees ... thighs ... and, and ... I-It was his ... his testicles 
and swollen penis! Good Lord! His hand was wrapped right around it, and ... 
he was stroking himself, his hair-covered teenage loins straining right up 
off the bed to his furious pumping fist!


The shocked young wife might have stepped back out of respect for his 
privacy if nothing more had she not been jarred to the sudden watery joints 
of her knees by the lewd spectacle, and before she could regain her 
composure Bruser growled out his greeting! But during that space of fleeting 
seconds before her presence was detected, Rita couldn't resist focusing her 
bugging blue eyes on his long, thickly hardened cock which twice that day 
had tested her mental calculation. She stared at its bloated, fiery head 
being wetly exposed with every vigorous down-stroke of his busy hand. The 
size of his youthful, swollen balls beneath resulted in the sensual 
realization that there was nothing boyish about this youth's genitals.


What should have been repulsion and anger bubbling up inside her at the 
degrading insult of committing his obscene act right there as a young guest 
in her home was anything but, the stunned, gaping wife had to acknowledge to 
herself. Instead, the lustful sight of his angular nakedness and youthful, 
big hard cock clutched so lewdly in his gaunt stroking hand immediately 
created lurid sensations of hunger in her wetly throbbing cunt. The young 
blonde housewife felt her own breathing quicken reflexively with the surge 
of hot blood pounding in her roused feminine veins, and she couldn't hold 
back the gasp which escaped her, giving away her voyeuristic presence to the 
massive Alsatian dog.


To the tail-wagging animal's throaty growl, Art jerked upright into a 
sitting position, his slackened jaw sagging even more at the demoralizing 
sight of his voluptuous aunt standing in the open doorway and staring at 
him! For a moment, he froze there his hand still clutching at the swollen 
rod of hardness thrusting pole-like up from his exposed loins, his opaque 
eyes widening in mortification. Desperately, he looked around him for 
anything to cover himself, but there was nothing! He had stretched out on 
his unopened bed and his clothes were across the room...! To hide it, he 
grasped his naked throbbing cock inside both big hands and leaned forward 
trying to conceal its glistening red knob protruding from his upper fist 
like a tomato!


"Art! I-I-I thought I heard you c-call out!" Rita exclaimed lamely in a 
stammering, choked voice and saying the rehearsed bit she had kept at ready 
in the forefront of her mind.


"Ooohhh ... Jesus Christ!" the boy blurted in a sickened tone as she stood 
there unable to take her eyes off the huge young staff he was clenching in 
both hands as might a standard bearer. The realization that it was 
projecting from both ends of his broad, double hand-span increased the 
feverish impulses of Rita's own secretly nourished desire. And his bloated 
young balls beneath with their fringe of dark pubic hair covering them ... 
good heavens, was he only sixteen? Ooohhh ... she couldn't just stand there 
staring at his nakedness ... and the expression of shameful embarrassment 
twisting his homely face ... God! ... she could readily feel the pain of his 
humiliation!


"I-I'm sorry, Art ... I should have knocked," Rita managed, sensing the warm 
flush of blood filling her cheeks as she backed toward the hallway on 
trembling legs, her small hand groping for the door to close behind her.


"W-Wait! Don't leave, Aunt Rita?" Art almost whined out at her, big tears 
filling his eyes. He wasn't crying, but he knew he was damned close to it, 
and when she paused, he said: "Y-You saw ... saw me doing it, didn't you? 
You did, didn't you..?"


Rita swallowed tightly, the bizarre sight of him sitting there naked on the 
bed and holding his over-grown rigid young penis in both hands was like some 
ridiculous, lusty farce one might see in a mod, off-Broadway theatre. Except 
that the wild effect his natural enough boyish obscenity was having on her 
might not be quite as potent under normal public surroundings. Finally, she 
nodded; lying now would be absurd. "Yes ... I saw ... but I didn't mean 
to...."


"I saw you and Bruser this morning, too!" he spewed quickly before she could 
finish. "I watched you through my telescope from the hill! You let him lick 
between your legs, Aunt Rita! He was tonguing your pussy ... and that's why 
you came here tonight ... to sneak him back into your room and do it again! 
Th That's the truth, isn't it?"


Rita sensed an immediate sinking nausea at the pit of her stomach as his 
nearly sobbing accusations rang like deafening bells in her ears. For an 
instant, her dazed mind reeled and she caught hold of the door edge for 
support. Before her, the room seemed hazy, its pieces of furniture beginning 
to waver and ripple as if they were liquid ... the massive dog, too, who had 
begun to whimper ... and the naked figure coming off the bed toward her with 
the stanchion-like rod of hardened flesh advancing first as might a knight 
with poised lance ... !


Rita didn't faint completely, but for a moment she was witless and felt 
herself being scooped up and carried to the bed. In less than a passing 
minute she was in fair control of herself again and aware that Art sat on 
the side in his nakedness looking frightenedly down at where he'd laid her. 
She worked up a little smile and offered it to him, hoping the silent tears 
streaming down his homely cheeks would stop.


"I'm all right now, Art," she said softly, searching for his hand to 
reassure him. "It was just that ... that for a minute there...." She didn't 
finish. "God, I'm sorry, Aunt Rita! It was all my fault!" he self-accused, 
his tears still wetly coursing down hollow cheeks. "I should never have said 
anything...."


The fawn-haired young wife felt the uneasy catch in her throat at his 
reminder. But at the same moment she had drooped her eyes to see that his 
lengthy rod of manly hardness had lost none of its virile rigidity, and 
immediately felt all the sensuous excitement she had known for hours still 
smoldering warmly in the depths of her own impassioned, erotic zones below. 
She said:


"You did see us ... Bruser and me, didn't you darling?"


The teenager nodded.


"D-Do you hate me ... I mean, for using him that way ..:?."


"Hell no, Aunt Rita! I could never hate you! Honest!"


"You doll ... then why are you crying? No one will ever know that I saw you 
... and you must promise never to tell about Bruser and me. Will you...?"


"God, I'd never tell anyone, I swear it!"


"Then please, darling, stop your crying," Rita pleaded, brushing her slender 
hand over his wet cheek.


"Hell, that isn't it, Aunt Rita ... It's just ... well, dammit, it aches so! 
My crazy cock, it's been so frigging hard all day, even before I watched you 
... you and Bruser. God, Aunt Rita, I don't think I can stand it much 
longer! It feels as if it's never going soft again!"


What should have logically caused disgust, or anger, and at the very least a 
feeling of utter ribald humor in its ludicrousness had no such effects on 
the sensually tormented wife. Instead, his almost pathetic admission struck 
a heated vein of sympathy in the simmering depths of her, his use of the 
four-letter word cock adding mind-blanking lust to the mixed sensations 
tingling urgently in her belly and up between her legs.


She raised to her elbow and gaped down at his thick swollen shaft as if 
actually examining it from a medical standpoint, her greedy, azure-blue eyes 
fixed on the blood-engorged, plum-colored head in its pulsing wetness, and 
then the length of its blue-veined hardness below the heel of his once more 
clasping hand. Oh God ... it was easily as big as Leo's ... perhaps bigger! 
And his teenage balls that appeared to grow out of, they seemed unreasonably 
bloated beyond anything she had ever seen on her husband ... as if anxiously 
waiting to spew out their delicious sperm!


"You ... you poor darling," she heard herself hissingly whisper. "Come up 
and lie down on the bed where you'll be comfortable. Art," she went on, 
urging him with both hands now as rested on the tensed muscle of his upper 
thigh and bony hip, her eyes wide open to watch as she licked out with tiny, 
feverish tongue at the bluish-veined sidewall of rigidly throbbing flesh. 
She continued to hold the broad base of his virile young penis between thumb 
and forefinger as she made one wet swipe up toward its lust-swollen tip.


"Uuuuunnnggg!" the lurching sixteen year old beneath her grunted at the 
unexpected, bone-disolving contact of her hot little tongue with his aching 
penis. Now, his own brain had its turn at whirling while she continued to 
lick upward along its sensitive flesh, and he jerked his head upright to 
watch the lewd performance he would never have believed possible! Sweet 
Jesus! She was actually doing it ... licking his cock! Oh Christ! Would she 
really suck it like Sandy did ... all the way? And then, suddenly she was 
stopping and getting to her knees, her long hair falling around her 
shoulders like a dusky gold mantle. "Damn, Aunt Rita ... please don't stop!"


Her beautiful face was some sort of a mask smiling down at him with greedy 
blue eyes that were gleaming like priceless gems as, with a minimum of 
effort, she shrugged off her wrapper to expose her voluptuous white 
nakedness before him. The nearness of her smooth, satin-skinned curves 
damned near made him choke-up once more, because he knew she had stripped 
just for him ... them ... the two of them there alone exactly the way he'd 
pictured it, but never believed it would happen!


"Does this help, darling? Seeing me naked ... my pussy down between my 
legs?" Rita couldn't resist asking, nor avoid the salacious temptation of 
smoothing her hands wantonly from the flare of her rounded hips upward along 
her rib cage as she knelt upright, luridly cupping her hands beneath her 
full sensuous breasts, lifting and holding them pointedly fixed on him, 
their tiny distended pink nipples like waxen morsels of juicy, bite-size 
fruit.


She didn't even want to know the depths of the forbidden excitement that 
possessed her, nor did she want to think about the after effects of the lewd 
thing she was about to do. The only thing that mattered was that she brought 
relief to the aching young cock straining so lustfully up from his boy-man 
loins, bring him relief in a delicious way that she hadn't known in nearly 
two years except for her own obscene fantasies. But this was no licentious 
fairy tale! It was happening, and according to her own lewd designs now ... 
at this very moment!


"Oh Christ, Aunt Rita, you're so beautiful! I-I can't help it if just 
looking at you like that makes me want to bawl! I can't...!" Art impulsively 
choked out, the tears once more puddling in his eyes.


"You sweet darling! Don't be ashamed. Real passion is often like that ... 
and I'm pleased that you love me naked. Girls always like to know they're 
appreciated. Now, listen to me, darling. You know what I'm going to do, 
don't you? Don't you...?"


"S-Suck my cock?" His voice was a guttural croak of hope.


The lewd statement alone sent wild shivers of feverish stimulation racing 
through her. She nodded eagerly, her smile feeling whorish even to herself. 
"And while I do it, I want you to have Bruser come up on the bed behind me 
... do you understand what I mean?"


"And ... and lick your pussy ... the way he did this morning?" the teenager 
exclaimed, the thought of the salacious act only making his tormented penis 
jerk all the more painfully.


Again, Rita fervently nodded as she climbed between her nephew-in-law's 
trembling legs and stared down at his lust-inciting young cock, the 
realization that both of them were shortly going to experience wildly erotic 
pleasure fanning the glowing sensual furnace within her. She had never been 
more shamelessly aroused in her young life! The warm slipperiness oozing in 
profusion from between her flushed pussy-lips was dribbling downward in tiny 
rivulets, moistening the hot smooth flesh of her inner thighs. Disconcerned, 
she tightly clenched her thighs together, which only caused a ripple of lewd 
delight to surge through her abdomen as her blood-filled vaginal lips 
pressed against the sensitive little stalk of her clitoris hidden between.


She kneeled up over his teenage loins, the wealth of his curling black pubic 
hair directly beneath her face and devouring eyes. She held his length of 
man-sized, upthrusting cock once more inside the enclosure of her fingers 
and palm, her other hand moving eagerly to cup and weight his grandly 
bloated young balls with gentleness. Their fervid heat sent wild, prickling 
sensations of obscene excitement through her, and she was suddenly making 
little sounds of hunger from the depths of her throat.


Rita began to work his thick, clinging foreskin up and down, her glazed eyes 
feeding on what had become the tempting deliciousness of its damp, 
satin-smooth head. Its hot hardened ridges felt like sensuous vertebrae 
under her finger. She was suddenly so young again, so insanely excited 
inside her hungering body by his masculine virility! God, how she had come 
to love cock ... and before her eyes the eager manipulations of her hand 
raised a cloudy little bubble at the slit of its inflamed, mushroomed tip! 
Knowingly, she dropped her head and with a greedy flick of her wetly 
quivering tongue stole the tangy pearl of hot seminal fluid!


Like a potent drug, its sweet manly taste bent her mind, fanning the fires 
of passion eating ravenously inside her abdomen. She pressed her moistly 
ovaled lips down until they slid slowly over its smooth spongy head; then 
she locked them behind its prominent fleshy rim while she licked and teased 
maddeningly with her hot little tongue. Her cheeks sucked inward at it while 
she drew her nails tauntingly beneath the sensitive flesh of his sperm-laden 
balls.


Art groaned out again and again, as he thrust his aching loins upward to 
shove his thick white cock further into the soft warm cavern beyond his 
beautiful aunt's wetly ovaled lips. Staring in happy disbelief, he watched 
her mouth tighten even more around his throbbing hardness, then slip 
downward along its veined hardness until her little nose was actually 
brushing his wiry pubic hair. Nearly the entire long pulsating length of his 
penis was sucked up into the liquid heat of her honey-like mouth now, and he 
stared through incredulous eyes, watching lustfully as she sucked back 
upward to its very tip. A moment later, the nakedly kneeling blonde began to 
lick passionately with her wet little tongue, washing it all over from his 
balls along its underside to the ridge of its pulsing, saliva-moistened 
head!


Rita's quivering belly and too-long neglected, sizzling young cunt was a 
roaring inferno of burning desire. The forbiddenness alone of her lecherous 
act sent frenzied thrills racing through her obscenely positioned, curved 
nakedness. Oh, the almost forgotten delicious taste of lust-filled cock was 
nearly driving her to the point or orgasm by itself, to say nothing of what 
the licking and sucking of his unspoiled teenage genitals was doing to her! 
Now! Now, it was time, so that she too would cum while he squirted his 
seething sperm up into her mouth and throat! And she raised her eyes at the 
same time that her warm engulfing mouth slipped down over his swollen 
cock-head once more, humming around its hot rubbery hardness while her eyes 
signaled to him her want and she began to spread her tremulous thighs lewdly 
apart in shameless anticipation of the Alsatian's long wonderful tongue 
licking at her most sensitive flesh.


CHAPTER SEVEN


Bruser's tormented whimpers had gone unnoticed from the moment the young 
woman, Rita, had stripped away her covering and crawled between his master's 
legs. Remembering what had taken place between her and himself earlier that 
day, the powerful dog had felt the burning heaviness once more becoming 
intense in the depths of his unsated loins at the sight of her smooth white 
body stripped naked. He watched with eagerness the rippling flow of her soft 
curves as she moved into a position that lowered her head while her tapering 
hollowed back arched until her rounded buttocks were high in the air. Her 
long fawn-colored hair which covered her face and puddled on his master's 
naked belly hid from the massive animal the exact reason for her bobbing 
head movements, but instincitvely Bruser knew, and hot racing blood began to 
stream more furiously through him.


His leap up onto the bed was self-instigated and unbeckoned, but the sudden 
spreading apart of the young woman's full white thighs, better revealing the 
succulent pink crevice and the hot fleshy folds up between them, was a 
temptation the mighty Alsatian could not resist. His long, wet tongue 
slavered over powerful jaws as he intently studied the satiny mounds of her 
nakedly elevated buttocks and the tiny puckered orifice centered in the 
smooth valley between her trembling ass-cheeks, not a tongue's length above 
the glistening damp flesh of her warm cuntal slit.


Anxiously and open-jawed, Bruser moved forward.


Art had read his Aunt Rita's signal, but because of the pleasureful 
sensations her wet, twirling tongue and clasping lips were bringing his 
wildly throbbing cock, the youth couldn't muster the energy to choke out a 
command at the panting dog standing on the floor nearby. And then suddenly, 
as if Bruser had read his mind, the huge beast was up onto the bed. The 
teenager saw his uncle's wife, who was slaving down between his legs spread 
her knees out wider, and he looked toward her vanity mirror where he could 
see the whole way-out scene reflected.


Rita abruptly felt Bruser's pressuring weight as he moved forward behind 
her, and an almost frantic anticipation electrified her salaciously kneeling 
body. Hungrily, she sucked at Art's palpitating cock as she tried to raise 
her lewdly offered buttocks higher for the big dog ... and then she sensed 
his sniffing damp nose high against the tingling inner flesh of her right 
thigh! But only for a second ... and then his long wet tongue licked 
erotically up through her inflamed cuntal crevice, and she gasped out her 
wild delight around Art's stuffing cock. She tried to spread her knees even 
farther in an effort to open her throbbing pussy slit to him! His long, 
spiraling animal tongue lunged out with a ravaging possessiveness as it had 
that morning, searing through her liquid inner flesh and flicking like a 
tongue on fire at the greedily clasping mouth of her cunt. Again, the 
slaving young wife groaned out her pleasure around the thick flesh rod she 
was so ardently sucking. God, she was rapturously losing her mind!


And, in the mirror, the captivated teenage nephew watched open-mouthed as 
his pet Alsatian sniffed and lashed out with whip-like tongue to lap over 
and through the pink slitted flesh of his young aunt's naked pussy-crevice. 
Bruser began to lick from the recessed dimple of her puckering little anus 
down to her open, blood-flushed cunt lips. Even to the base of her dusky 
pubic-curls it reached, penetrating there to flick moistly up against her 
tiny clitoral bud. Like an impassioned animal herself, his Aunt Rita moaned 
again and again and again around the thick shaft of his cock, while Bruser 
continued the oral assult of her defenseless cuntal crevice. With merciless 
fervency, his long thick tongue splayed through her wetly quivering pussy 
lips to spread her open in the tenderest parts until she began to twitch and 
spasm above the naked teenager.


Shit, watching through the telescope on the hill was one thing, but being 
this close and an actual part of the crazy orgy was something else again! 
Spellbound by her voracious sucking of his agonized cock. Art watched the 
sleek animal tongue thrust into her glistening, hair-lined flesh, watched it 
flicking at the hotly palpitating little mouth of her cunt, watched it 
ravish her impassioned female genitals. When she groaned in lewd delight, it 
sent mind-boggling vibrations along the length of his almost numbed 
hardness, straight up to his flipping lust-drenched brain!


Then, in the midst of her erotic intoxication, something new happened that 
the wantonly possessed young wife was not prepared for. She tensed 
reflexively as the powerful dog suddenly stopped his delectable licking and 
his trembling muscular body crowded hotly in behind her naked buttocks! Her 
glazed eyes widened and she jerked her mouth up off her young nephew's 
ceiling-pointed, blood-swollen cock as she became suddenly aware that the 
massive animal behind her was rising up on his hind legs, and that his 
strong forepaws were grasping at the soft smooth flesh of her lewdly 
elevated hips! God almighty! What was happening? He ... he was mounting her 
... actually mounting her, Rita reasoned with instant apprehension, twisting 
her head to gape back! And ... and he was! What...? Oh Christ! He wanted to 
fuck her ... just ... just as he would a bitch in heat!


"Art! What's he...? Stop him, Art! Look what he's doing!"


"H-Holy shit!" the youth blurted, staring through widened, incredulous eyes 
at the gross sight of Bruser trying to mount her spread-open lushly upraised 
ass-cheeks, the unbelievable phenomenon totally sapping him in its unnatural 
lewdness. "Christ, Aunt Rita ... he wants to fuck you! Look in the mirror! 
You can see his crazy cock coming out!"


"Oh ... ooohhh no ... I can't let him ... do that to me!" Rita half whined, 
half hissed, her desire-blinded mind whirling with the absolute luridncss of 
such a debasing act. She continued to tremble from the raging fire his 
lashing dog-tongue had built in her hotly quivering pussy. Then, her dazed 
eyes saw the reproduction of their wicked, joined position in the mirror, 
and she groaned in sensuous delight at the salacious spectacle of his brute, 
animal body straddling the spread white moons of her naked buttocks.


Then, she saw it ... gaping in awe at his wetly glistening dog-cock 
slithering forward from its furry sheath! It was almost a scarlet color in 
its dripping, tapered hardness, the pointed end waggling menacingly as it 
began to move closer to probe the slippery crevice of her shamelessly 
aroused cunt. She felt his strong animal-body jerk significantly against the 
unresisting soft flesh of her defenseless buttocks, saw his imposing thick 
length of penis trying to invade the hair-lined lips of her upturned vagina!


Utter fear gripped the obscenely kneeling young wife, but it was a mere 
mental shadow compared to the hungering lust that had taken command of her 
tremulous naked body. She knew she was lost to whatever degrading act was 
necessary to bring relief to her wildly excited loins. She heard Bruser 
whimper and felt his forepaws locking tighter around the tender flesh of her 
curved hips as he thrust forward on his hind legs, desperately trying to 
bury the huge sleek rod of swollen flesh up inside her hotly steaming cunt 
from behind!


With twisted head, she still saw it all in the mirror, then heard her 
husband's nephew choke out: "Jesus, Aunt Rita, help him! He's trying to get 
it up into your pussy!"


"Oh God...! she inwardly moaned, and with a deep-throated sound of 
undeniable want, suddenly ground her buttocks eagerly back in an attempt to 
capture the dog's long heavy hardness. Yessss! She wanted it! Had to have it 
now ... have his wonderfully thick animal-cock fucking into her shameless 
hungering vagina! God yes! She had to have it beastially probing the depths 
of her cum-thirsting belly, his beautiful brute-penis ravaging her human 
cunt before she went out of her mind with the exotic debasement of the 
thought alone!


"No! He can't find the hole! Fucking shit! Help him will you!" Art lewdly 
cried. "You've got to guide it in, Aunt Rita!"


She reached down and back then between her widespread thighs, feverishly 
grasping the slippery animal-hardness to part her silken pussy-hair with its 
tip, directing its pulsing head to the hotly quivering mouth of her hungry 
young cunt! Hardly had she let free of it when the massive Alsatian humped 
forward, spearing her upturned vaginal passage open wider and wider as he 
savagely sent the long thickened rod of still growing dog-cock deep up into 
the excited, squirming hole between her trembling thighs!


"Aaaagghhh!" The guttural groan was ripped right out of her soul!


As the burning shaft raced up into her with a wet, breathtaking charge of 
fierceness, embedding itself to the hilt of her pleasurefully pain-stretched 
passage, Rita watched the mirror with bulging eyes of lustful fascination. 
She had never even fantasied anything so forbiddenly erotic. To be spanked 
perhaps, but never whipped; to be sodomized, but never cruelly hurt; to be 
taken by a group of men at the same time and stuffed full of long hard cock 
at every bodily opening, but never rapingly tormented; yet she had never 
even remotely imagined this fantastic aberration, and now her handsome 
animal-darling's heavy sperm-bloated balls were swinging rhythmically down 
to smack noisily against the back of her thighs.


Almost immediately the big dog began a hammer-like pistoning, his thick 
scarlet shaft going in and out of her wide-stretched pussy with body-jolting 
force.


Rita felt pain rising up with pleasure and whimpered out a begging whine. 
"Ooohhh ... oh Goddd!" Rita pathetically wailed, the rounded splendor of her 
blue eyes staring without seeing as her ferally panting animal lover started 
to fuck more determinedly in deeper lunges up into her tight little cunt as 
she began to move in tempo backwards to meet his powerful, breathtaking 
strokes! Unique sensations of depraved wickedness saturated her sex-crazed 
mind as she humped backward onto the still-thickening cock skewering deeper 
and deeper up into her wetly welcoming belly from behind. Fury seemed to 
propel Bruser's huge brute body battering and thudding with loud fleshy 
smacks against her ardently yielding ass-cheeks! The delicious agony of his 
fierce cock was an unrelenting spear of shimmering pleasure burrowing to 
unreached depths up into the hot intimate sanctuary of her stuffed young 
cunt! And with unbridled mewls of passion, she began to lewdly undulate her 
naked buttocks back at the dog, deliberately grinding her tight cuntal walls 
over the entire burning length of hard animal flesh.


Wails of masochistic joy gurgled up from her parched throat. "Aauuhhh ... 
oohhh ... yesss...! Fuck it, y-you big brute darling! Fuck me like a bitch, 
Bruser precious ... no mercy! Oh God ... ram it up into my hot cunt, darling 
... like that ... ooohhh ... cram my belly full of your wonderful cock!" the 
wantonly writhing wife cried back while her naked young nephew looked on 
from beneath in near lust-blinded torment.


Art still gaped with strained eyes at the debauched reflection unfolding in 
the mirror, and his hand once more clutched his perpetual blood-locked penis 
towering from between his widespread legs. In desperation, he had once more 
began to stroke it, suddenly caught up in an intense fear that it had gone 
too far and too long and that he would never be able to cum ... maybe never 
again ... his poor rigid cock had grown that excruciatingly hard! Yet he 
couldn't tear his eyes from the ruttish sight of Bruser's huge scarlet penis 
slithering like a fucking piston up into Aunt Rita's crazily nibbling cunt 
to its hilt, his bloated dog-balls swinging down beneath the wetly drenched 
curls of her naked, upthrusted loins. And then, the lust-dazed blonde 
suddenly seemed to notice him again, her smoky eyes staring down in their 
wild excitement and sparkling even more, as if she'd just remembered he was 
there!


"Oh my young darling, for-for a moment I-I just forgot everything else ... 
with his wonderful cock fucking so beautifully up ... way, way up into me, 
baby! But now...!" Rita stammered out her lurid words as orgiastic passion 
raged inside her from the mighty dog's furious fucking into her inflamed 
cunt from behind, and once more she looked hungrily down at the teenager's 
long rigid shaft of thick flesh. While his young hand still grasped it, she 
again slipped her wetly ovaled lips down over his pulsing cock-head, 
swirling her little pink tongue in teasing delight for him as her hot, 
clasping mouth locked around it in a soft, fluid pressure. She brushed his 
clutching hand aside then and smothered her own down the rock-hard length to 
the velvety flesh at its base, and then below to warmly cup his young 
cum-inflated balls.


Intending to take no more chances of her stopping or somehow leaving him 
there to go crazy-assed loony, Art began an urgent upthrusting with his 
naked hips, sliding his lust-thickened hardness in and out of her compressed 
lips with a slick, wet sluicing sound as he held her lovely face between his 
hands. Immediately, she began to suck in earnest. He stared, captivated, by 
the puffing and hollowing of her satiny-skinned cheeks as his ever-swollen 
cock fucked in and out of her warm wet mouth, her beautiful long-haired head 
picking up the rhythm to work up and down on his shaft with an absorbing p 
ossessi veness. And simultaneously, her entire voluptuous white body 
quivered in naked ripples from the jolting savagery of Bruser's long 
animal-cock, fucking up into her from behind to goad her wildly on!


Mad! Mad! I'm going mad! Rita dissolutely reasoned at the thought of being 
taken by two unmatchable cocks. The knowledge that both of them were getting 
ready to spew their seething white cum into either end of her naked body 
where it would finally puddle in one belly-filling pool had warped her 
impassioned young mind even more. Abandonedly, she heaved her rotating 
ass-cheeks back hard against the panting Alsatian's furry loins, the teasing 
sensation caused by little wet rivulets of liquid passion dribbling down her 
sensitive inner thighs registering as the tempest in her desire-inflamed 
pussy signaled that her orgasmic bliss was also reaching its peak!


It was going to happen this time! Jesus, yes! the gasping teenager realized 
frantically to the bubbling inferno churning in the depths of his roaring 
balls. She was going to suck the cum right up out of it the way Sandy did, 
because he'd hold her head right there while it shot like a fire-hose into 
her mouth, no matter what they did to him after! Oh shit! Bruser's rampaging 
animal-penis fucking into her cunt from behind was forcing her greedily 
sucking mouth farther down onto his near-shattering hardness until he 
couldn't understand her not choking and gagging on it! The lust-swollen tip 
of his penis was brushing her throat all the way down to her tonsils and 
then some, his wiry pubic-hair touching her little nose every time she 
plunged her voracious mouth down on it!


Christ, this hot beautiful bitch had become more of an animal than his 
slobbering, open-jawed dog obscenely humping his huge, raw-looking cock 
between the widespread white globes of her wildly quivering ass-cheeks! Her 
ovaled red lips were locked tightly now around the almost full length of his 
fuming penis, and she was speeding up her incredible sucking action until he 
knew his goddamned balls were going to be drawn right up through it! Ooohhh! 
Blinding surges of molten heat were building up in the depths of his bloated 
sac as he watched her sluttishly misshapen face drawing ravenously on his 
wetly glistening pole of hard flesh. The muscles in his stomach grew more 
taut and he arched upward off the bed, shoving his wildly pulsating shaft 
even further between the sensational heat of her unrelenting, vacuuming 
lips! He watched the pink ridges pulling out from her mouth, clinging 
greedily to it as she pumped her lovely head up and down on his cock in a 
furious rhythm while rotating and throwing her rounded white ass-cheeks back 
at Bruser in a mindless frenzy of passion.


Abruptly, all of Art's earlier fears vanished and choking sounds rumbled 
gutturally in his young chest. Convulsive spasms tore erotically through his 
loins and abdomen and he cried out: "Oh Christ, Aunt Rita! Suck ... suck it 
hard! I'm cuummiinnggg!"


His cry wasn't necessary for the naked young wife sucking above him; she 
recognized the indications and was ready the second his jerking young cock 
exploded to gush forth its raging jet-like streams of pungent sperm! It 
deluged her mouth and throat with its delicious liquid heat, making her 
cheeks bloat and contract to her greedy swallowing as she took it down into 
her hungering belly in thick gulps, fastening her lips tightly around the 
ecstatically spasming cock so as not to lose a nectarous drop! As his virile 
young balls continued to empty their hot, milk-white cum up into her mouth 
and throat, his big boyish hands clutched at her head, pulling her lovely 
face harder down onto his wildly-ejaculating penis!


The nearly forgotten exhilaration of having a man down in her mouth was 
beyond the wildest of Rita's memories, and the moment her eager little 
tongue had bathed in its hot liquid bliss, her taste buds were fired by its 
thrilling piquancy and her own orgasm swept breathtakingly over her! In 
passionate response, she thrust her quiveringly grinding ass-cheeks back 
harder at her heavily panting Alsatian lover, madly craving the full extent 
of his expanding dog cock charging up into her raging cunt! Not a tendon of 
muscle of her nakedly kneeling body escaped the rapturous seizure, for her 
orgasm had burst like a star-shell deep down in the intimate depths of her 
spasming loins and belly! Her overjoyed brain floated in its sensual heaven 
as she continued to suck and gulp eagerly at the softening boy cock beneath 
her, while her voracious cunt clenched and opened like a second gluttonous 
mouth back between her widespread thighs and nakedly grinding ass-cheeks!


She felt her climactically jerking buttocks tense and relax again and again, 
until suddenly an unprecedented sensation of ultra ecstasy claimed and'raced 
through her like a powerfully charged current, and she cried out 
uncontrollably as her quaking young body erupted in a never-before, follow 
up super-climax! Space, time, motion, nothing existed except the fantastic 
web her orgasm erotically spun around her! Over and over the jagged shocks 
of electrified rapture caused her to twitch and spasm to the earth-shaking 
sensations unleashed in the frenzied upheaval of her wildly throbbing cunt!


Then, Bruser humped forward faster and faster as the big dog began squirting 
his steaming vat of unending animal-sperm far up into the secret folds of 
her intricate belly. And again she came, wailing and clawing at the bed 
covers like some feline animal as she mindlessly slammed her naked 
ass-cheeks back onto Bruser's hotly squirting cock!


CHAPTER EIGHT


Leo Gaine got off the plane in Philadelphia actually toured the terminal 
three times before deciding he should definitely go to the home office. He 
then had three straight shots of Chivas Regal with water, followed by a cup 
of strong coffee before stuffing his bags in a locker and walking out to 
catch a cab. He'd make an appearance; that's all. Good Christ, he couldn't 
sit around and listen to a bunch of shit for a week with what he had tearing 
up his mind. They could fire him if they wanted; he didn't give a fuck! His 
whole goddamned life and sanity were at stake!


And the sickening part of it all was, he still didn't know what he was ever 
going to do! His meeting with Jeannie had certainly done an ass-over-tea 
kettle back-flip! Instead of reaching her with all of the planned bullshit 
he'd rehearsed, she'd effortlessly, drawn him right down between her 
beautiful legs where he'd wanted to be, caressingly draining the fucking 
spinal juices from him with her love ... and worse, he knew it would happen 
again when and if he walked in to face her! Jesus Christ, he was batty over 
that girl!


And he loved Rita! He couldn't anymore break it up between that sweet doll 
and himself than he had with Jeannie! So what in Christ's name was he going 
to do? For sure, he couldn't go on this way ... couldn't afford it in the 
first place, and couldn't stand it in the second! He had to give up one of 
them, but winch one? Christ, it was going to be sticky enough when the loser 
found out, say nothing of the way he himself, was going to feel! Oh sweet 
Jesus! The idea of a company meeting made him want to retch. Maybe, if he 
called Rogers and made up a story. He'd come down with the flu on the plane! 
He was in Philadelphia, but he should go right back the way he felt. He 
didn't want to wind up in any hospital here. Rogers wasn't a bad egg ... 
he'd understand. "Jesus, Mr. Rogers, I'm sicker than a dog and I know it's 
flu. I don't want to cause any problems for you, but I'm susceptible to this 
brutal bug in a bad way. It knocks me out for a couple of weeks. You know 
... a guy wants to be with his wife ... !


* * *


At nine-thirty in the morning, Jeannie Smith Gaine rang the front door 
chimes of 17360 Arroya Way in Woodland Hills, Washington. She had taken an 
early flight, the restless anger inside her tall, shapely body giving her no 
peace.


On the plane, she had only drunk coffee and smoked cigarettes, cigars being 
forbidden. 'venom steeped her tongue. She hoped she would like this other 
wife of Leo Gaine she was about to unload on, but if she didn't that would 
make it much easier. Hate would be more practical under the circumstances.


The door opened to reveal a girl with sparkling azure-blue eyes, vivacious 
young face and a clouded figure behind the yellow wrapper. Momentarily, 
Jeannie studied her. Then:


"Rita Gaine?"


"Yes...."


Jeannie smiled. "Are you his sister? sister-in-law? cousin, maybe? Not his 
mother for sure ... I'm talking about Leo ... Leo Gaine."


"Leo? Yes ... he's my husband," Rita readily answered with puzzled 
expression.


"I was afraid of that," Jeannie replied. "Well ... I'm Jeannie Gaine ... and 
I think we have something in common, darling ... a husband named Leo! It ... 
he might even be the same man. M-May I come in...?"


Rita's wits were not at their keenest as she stood there staring at the 
statuesque, beautiful young woman so chicly dressed and decorating her 
doorway. Her own young mind had known a taxing torment since awakening early 
that morning, accompanied by a physical lameness and certain little bruises 
telltaling the obscene orgy she had silently prayed was one of her dreamed, 
lewd fantasies. But it hadn't been, and neither was the stunning 
raven-haired girl who wore the briefest of mini-skirts and below the knee 
matching fuschia suede boots as if the outfit had been designed with only 
her in mind.


Confused by the other's almost casual personal questions and ridiculous 
declaration concerning her husband, Rita continued to stare at her, making 
no effort to let her in. Finally, she said: "I beg your pardon? Are you sure 
you have the right house, Miss...?"


"Well ... unless there are more Rita and Leo Gaine's living along this plush 
drag, I'd venture a guess that I do have the right place," Jeannie replied 
drily, then reached into the stylish fuschia bag hanging from her shoulder 
to extract the damning envelope. She held it out to Rita. "You might see if 
this is familiar to you ... then we'll go from there."


The fawn-haired young wife, her confusion growing, accepted the offered 
letter hesitantly, almost as if it might possible explode when she touched 
it. Her discerning eyes lingered on the long-lashed dark ones of her caller, 
but were unable to read anything in their scintillating beauty. An 
apprehensive, sinking sensation caught at the base of Rita's soft belly as 
she recognized her own handwriting and the very letter she had written to 
Heidi Camp ... but that was weeks ago ... and she'd given it to Leo to mail 
when he'd left for his Philadelphia meeting!


"H-How did you get this?" Rita questioned suddenly, noting that it bore no 
postmark, yet it had been opened!


"'You do recognize it then?"


"Of course I do ... I wrote this letter! But it was obviously never mailed, 
and yet it's been opened! I-I demand to know where you got it!" Rita 
insisted, unable now to hide the fearful little quivers in her tone as the 
nearly nauseating void expanded inside her.


"I think we better have a bit of privacy to discuss this, Mrs. ah ... Gaine. 
It begins to get tacky in the juicier parts I'm afraid," Jeannie replied 
with a sigh. "May ... may I come in now...?"


Rita had begun to tremble visibly in her mounting inner fear of what was 
about to unfold, but she managed to retain outward composure and stepped to 
one side, drawing the door open wider. "Please ... I'm sorry ... do come in, 
Mrs...?"


Jeannie did, her answering smile humorless. "Gaine, dear, like yours," she 
said, taking a quick glance around the luxuriously furnished living room. 
"But for the sake of confusion, why don't you call me Jeannie, and I'll use 
your first name ... Rita. It's a pretty name. I've always like it. Are ... 
are we alone here?" .


"A-At the moment. My husband ... Leo's nephew is staying with me, but he's 
up in the hills behind the house with his dog," the dreading younger woman 
answered, pointing toward a chair and slowly lowering onto the edge of 
another. "Now ... please ... please tell me ... J-Jeannie. W-What is this 
all about ...?"


Again Jeannie sighed as she crossed her long legs to Rita's appraising, 
uneasy gaze. She began slowly and from the beginning, deciding to make it 
gentle as possible, her first impressions of the sandy-haired young woman 
even more warming than she might have expected. Rita's youthful, peaches and 
cream type of beauty struck Jeannie as being almost innocently virginal, and 
she couldn't help but wonder how those little shell-like ears were going to 
react to the sordid mess she was starting to relate.


From the onset of the horrifying story with all its shocking details to the 
bitter end, Rita sat in what she knew was portrayed stupefaction, while 
within her stunned brain reeled, her sickened mind mentally reacting with 
"Oh no...!" and Dear God, noooo!" Still the throaty voice softly continued, 
effortlessly tearing her secure little world asunder, while simultaneously 
letting her know with unintentional loud swallows the pain that she, too, 
had been and still was suffering.


Somewhere along the way, as Jeannie went on revealing the shamefully cruel 
deceit with which Leo had knowingly beguiled them both, Rita sensed an 
underlying bond drawing her closer to the alluring, softly speaking beauty 
who shared her heartbreaking disgrace, just as she had shared his name and 
bed. And at the same time, the curvaceous, stunned girl couldn't rid herself 
of the sudden conclusion that she was being punished for her own secret 
obscene fantasies, and even yesterday's actual debaucheries. That was when 
she broke down and cried.


For awhile, Jeannie remained silent and unmoving to the other's weeping, not 
that she wasn't sympathetic with the mental anguish Rita was suffering, for 
she felt those burning tears and wracking little sobs almost as strongly as 
she had her own when she'd first discovered the truth. But there were times 
when only a good cry could vent wretched misery for a woman, and this, she 
felt, was certainly one of them.


Finally, Rita raised her head, brushing at her tear-dampened eyes with 
slender fingers. "I'm sorry, Jeannie ... but I-I assume you understand," she 
sniffed, trying desperately to regain control of her emotions.


"To the fullest, dear, believe me," Jeannie answered with a compassionate, 
warm smile as she once more reached into her bag, this time bringing out 
several facial tissues. "Here, hon," she said, easing gracefully to her feet 
and taking a step toward Rita. "Tidy up that cute little nose and go rinse 
your eyes with some cold water. Then, when you come back we can chat about 
the future over some coffee and booze, maybe, huh?"


As utterly miserable as she felt, Rita couldn't help but return the taller, 
ravishing brunette's gentle smile. Something about her self-assurance seemed 
to strengthen the younger wife's confidence, and at the electrifying touch 
of their hands and when she took the offered tissues, that bit of faith grew 
impulsively stronger, as if somehow Jeannie Smith ... Gaine was going to 
make it all right again!


Rita straightened to stand, "I-I'll only be a minute, Jeannie. I want to 
slip into some slacks or something. Please ... make yourself at home. 
There's hot coffee in the kitchen and liquor in the cupboard...."


"I'd rather wait for you, dear, if you don't mind," Jeannie said, sitting 
back down. "Take your time. I've got no schedules to keep. My husband's in 
Philadelphia for a week."


Though meant as a self-addressed quip, Jeannie had forgotten how her hostess 
might take it and was immediately sorry and enraged with her own big mouth 
when she saw the other's blue eyes swimming in new puddles of moisture. Once 
more, she was on her feet to gently clasp Rita's soft upper arms in a 
buoying up embrace.


"I-It's all right, Jeannie, I'm not going ... going to bawl again," Rita 
sniveled.


"I'm sorry, hon. That was kind of a left handed remark to make ... but 
honestly it was home-directed," the shapely wife number-two apologized. "I-I 
guess I've had a little more time to callous in the past twenty-four hours 
than you. Forgive me?"


"Of course ... and come on, let's go to the kitchen," Rita said, smiling 
bravely as she caught the other's hand inside her own. "I can use some of 
that coffee and booze before I do another damned thing!"


They did, with Jeannie's admiration and respect for her fetching young 
counterpart's unexpected mettle rapidly growing. She slipped into one side 
of the breakfast lounge, glancing around the attractive, well appointed 
kitchen and wondering if her lover boy had ever entertained such ideas of 
luxury for her. Probably not, the bastard! She doubted that he'd even 
recognize her unless she pulled up her skirt and spread her legs....


"What do you like to spike it?" Rita asked, setting two steaming cups onto 
the booth-top.


"Big bourbon if you have it, hon ... Old Grandad...?"


"Unh unh. Brandy, Chivas Scotch, some good gin and...."


"Brandy ... and a whole bunch of it. I need it if you don't mind."


"We both need it," Rita answered quickly. "You to replace the energy you've 
burned in getting up here ... and me to help develop those callouses you've 
already started."


Jeannie said nothing as she watched the long-haired girl move away with an 
unhidable, voluptuous grace that suggested perfectly balanced contours of 
body, although they were undiscernible beneath the shapeless wrapper, with 
the exception of her full, rounded young breasts. Yeah, sweet-face lover boy 
sure knew how to pick them ... the sonovabitch....


"There, the coffee-pot and the booze bottle," Rita said, setting them on the 
table and slipping in on the opposite side to uncork the brandy bottle and 
pour sizeable measures into both coffees while Jeannie went back into her 
shoulder bag resting beside her.


"Hope you won't mind a little idiosyncrasy of mine," she said, bringing out 
a long, thick cigar. "Since I was a little girl in Kentucky I've smoked 
these things. Oh, they weren't quite this expensive in those days, but I 
guess I enjoyed them as much. You mind?"


"Of course not," Rita replied, but nevertheless jarred by the sight of such 
a dazzling feminine face with its lovely lip-glossed mouth bizarrely 
contorted by a nearly black cigar. She watched her nip the end off with her 
even white teeth, do away with it in the ashtray, then puff the huge thing 
with indulged skill into not unpleasant smelling fire and smoke.


Jeannie smiled. "Fascinates you doesn't it, hon, a woman smoking cigars?"


"I suppose ... but I guess this is my day for surprises," Rita answered, 
sipping at her potent coffee and trying desperately not to slide back into 
morbidity.


Jeannie read the symptoms and followed up with: "This is Cuban grown, the 
best tobacco available. I carry with me some smaller, extra-special dolls of 
Cuban quality a very nice gun-runner gave me in Las Vegas. You might enjoy 
one later, Rita honey, when you're feeling more yourself."


"Perhaps," the blonde young wife replied, forcing her smile, her tormented 
thoughts rapidly overwhelming her once more. She picked up her cup and 
gulped away a large portion of its too-hot contents.


"Easy, hon." Jeannie half-whispered, her soft smooth hand covering Rita's on 
the booth-top in reassuring warmth. "We're both going to make it, darling 
... and I think in grand style now that I've met you. No kidding, I was 
worried coming up here ... wondering what wife number one was going to be 
like, and if I could reach her even if I wanted to. Believe me, doll, you're 
beyond anything I could have hoped for ... and twice as lovely. Our mutual 
husband may have dealt us a rotten hand, but let's be fair with him as well 
as ourselves. We don't know why he did it, though that doesn't alter the 
fact that he did, and here we are looking across the table at one another, a 
couple of wives sharing a singular husband in a country where that isn't 
considered kosher."


"H-He's a bigamist!" Rita couldn't resist exclaiming, the accusing term 
hanging on her little tongue with the taste of poison.


"Oh shit, hon...! Excuse the expression, but I've had scrumptious dinners 
following cocktails with so-called celebrities, then gone to bed for a wild 
night of loving with men whom I knew were outright murderers! And believe it 
or not, their ... his criminal traits never took a tiny delight from the 
cocktails, nor a minute's savor from the dinner ... say nothing of the 
exotic bedroom entertainment a man like that can sometimes overwhelm a girl 
with!"


"Jeannie! My God! I-I've never heard anyone admit such things! Now ... you 
forgive me if I sound naive and home-spun. But ... but the world you're 
talking about is way beyond anything I know, while Leo ... God! Leo is ... 
well, he's my whole life! Yes! And he has been for two years ... !


"Your life ... or your security, baby? Now don't get up-tight with me," 
Jeannie said. "Just consider what I've said and mull it over deeply. Have 
you been a real wife to him ... like in bed maybe ... all the way? Think 
about it, hon, because when he came to me the pair of you had these two 
years behind you. And don't misunderstand, Jeannie's not putting you down or 
giving him license for what he did to us! But there had to be underlying 
reasons, and in all fairness I don't believe they were those of a handsome 
young guy with a warped brain. Not our Leo, darling. No. He just stuck his 
head down too far in the barrel and has fallen in ... but just you and I 
know that."


Rita could only stare at her. She'd said so much, and all of it, every word 
ringing with truth ... philosophical truth! God! She didn't know about those 
things ... about anything but the sheltering web she'd spun around herself 
and the obscene secret portions of it that she'd played in ... But it was no 
longer secret! Art knew! God yes, he more than knew! He'd been a part of her 
wantonly insane lust along with Bruser ... yet, this morning he'd come out 
of his room smiling and calling her Aunt Rita, as if none of it had ever 
happened!


"If it's okay, Aunt Rita, Bruser and I are going to explore those hills back 
there?"


"Yes ... of course. Art, but be careful ...


"Oh, we will, Ma'am! And I want to let Bruser run and play. He loves it when 
he gets out in open country. "


"Just be careful."


"You bet. Anyway, I'll come back early. I want to go through a few chess 
moves before we leave for Seattle. "


"What time is that?"


"I have to be there at three I guess. "


"Well, come back early for lunch."


"I will ... I will ...!"


But even though the thoughtful teenager had gone out of his way to spare her 
any embarrassment, the fact remained that her irrepressible sensuality had 
reached beyond the fantasy world this time and another person shared her 
lewdly intimate, dark secret! And now had come this incredible nightmare 
that the beautiful, cigar-smoking woman across from her had exposed to 
finally rip her protective, comfortable web to tatters! God, was it 
punishment? Oooooohhhhh ... what was going to happen to her?


"Jeannie...! What're we going to do?" Rita gasped out abruptly, reaching 
across the table to clutch at the other's reassuring warm hand. "W-We can't 
just sit here, drinking to drown our sorrows like a couple of 
has-beens....!"


"The first thing we don't do is panic," Jeannie interrupted with a pressured 
little squeeze of her hand. "And for the record, this gal never consumes 
booze to smother her problems, hon. She guzzles it because she likes it ... 
another trait she cultivated in childhood."


"Oh, I'm sorry again, Jeannie," Rita said, dropping her eyes apologetically. 
"But ... but...."


"I know, baby, and don't worry, we're going to do plenty. Like I said 
before, I've had a little more time than you to hash and rehash this lousy 
mess, and ... well, the more I've gone over it and weighed the facts the 
brighter the picture becomes."


"Brighter? God ... how can you say that...?"


Jeannie held up her hand in the manner of a traffic policeman. "Hold it, 
darling! Let's just listen to Jeannie for a moment. The alternatives are 
these: an annulment on my part; certainly no court would give me any problem 
there, but ... that would expose our husband for the bigamist that he is, 
and quite frankly, Rita, I don't want him prosecuted, or get him fouled up 
with the law. Alternative number two: you could divorce him. The grounds are 
obvious, but the results for him would be the same in respect to the law. 
Now, I can see right off in those frantic blue eyes of yours that the 
thought of you divorcing Leo Gaine strikes you with inconceivable agony ... 
because you really do love him regardless ... right?"


"Oohhh ... yes, Jeannie. God yes, I do love him, the sonovabitch!" the 
distraught young wife replied, her anger mounting.


"Exactly my sentiments, darling. I, too, love the goddamned bastard!" the 
blazing, dark-eyed second wife bitterly exclaimed. "So, there's only one 
charted course we can take from there!"


"Wh ... you mean...?"


The long, raven-haired second wife nodded slowly. "We share him, Rita, and I 
don't believe you'll find that too distasteful once the initial shock of the 
idea has worn off. The fringe benefits alone are enough to make your red 
corpuscles stand up and nudge one another, that as if you're all the 
sensuous gal I think you are. But don't try to swallow it in one big gulp. 
We have a few days to banter it back and forth before the lord and master 
gets back from Philadelphia. I'm staying at the Rancho Inn downtown, and we 
can get together as often as you like....


"Downtown? I'll call and have your bags sent out here!" Rita said, getting 
immediately to her feet. "You're staying right here with me, Jeannie, until 
Leo comes back...."


"Oh Rita, I don't want to put you out "Put me out? Don't be ridiculous! 
Besides, you ... you have as much right here now as I do," Rita said, taking 
the other girl's hand inside her own once more. "And ... and I need you with 
me, Jeannie ... I really do."


The exquisite showgirl beauty swallowed at the sudden tiny lump in her 
throat at her counterpart's almost whispering words and warm pressuring 
hand. Finally, she said: "I think we both need each other very, very much, 
Rita darling."


CHAPTER NINE


Art moved closer to the house and pressed his ear to the exhaust vent while 
Bruser watched him with a cocked head. Now, he could almost hear their every 
word and he held his breath to better listen, careful not to let his 
telescope rap against the brick wall and give his presence away.


He'd caught sight of the tall, beautiful chick in Rita's kitchen while 
fixing his telescope on the different windows of the house, hoping to beam 
in on another lewd scene of his voluptuous aunt who had actually 
super-sucked his screaming cock the night before. Maybe he could catch her 
engaged in some new sexy play or something of that order: Instead, he'd 
caught her crying, and then both women were drinking from a bottle on the 
table and holding hands, for Chrissakes. And on top of that, the luscious 
brunette, whoever she might be, was smoking a fucking cigar!


Shit, he had to know what it was all about ... and some ten minutes later, 
he did ... at least enough to make his eyes bug.


They were talking about Uncle Leo, he learned finally, and calling him 
sonovabitch and bastard! Then, all the crap about annulment and divorce, 
spiced by that one accusing word bigamist, was enough to rattle his balls! 
Good old Uncle Leo was married to both of them at the same time! Holy 
Christ! He didn't know how that was going to affect one Art Cody, but it 
seemed that he should profit somehow from a juicy situation like this, and 
there was really only one way that tickled his lusty young fancy. He liked 
to watch Aunt Rita sucking on the business end of his long hard cock and 
swallowing his hot cum when he shot it up into her pretty mouth, but even 
more now he wanted to fuck it right up into that hot little hole up between 
her gorgeous legs! Except, and he didn't think he was going to dig that 
exception, wife number two whom he learned was named Jeannie, planned to 
move in until Uncle Leo came home ... and goddamnit, that could cramp hell 
out of any future games! He shrugged, then decided to go in right now and 
see what transpired.


Jeannie smiled, offering the teenager a pleasant "How do you do, Art" when 
Rita introduced her as Miss Smith, an agreement they had come to as being 
more proper for the boy's sake. He was a homely and clumsy appearing youth, 
she appraised, with no trace of Leo's physical attractiveness about him, 
though Rita had said he was quite intelligent and extremely likable. Well, 
each to his own taste, but for her money, Jeannie decided, she'd take the 
dog. He was a handsome brute of an animal and from the beginning seemed to 
shine up to her. In fact, he'd walked right over and put his big head on her 
lap, resting it in the snug little valley her joined thighs made beneath the 
short skirt, while she'd smilingly petted it.


"Well now, you're an easy guy to know," she said down at the beautiful dog, 
stroking his huge furry head, then smiling up at Rita who was standing 
beside her gawky nephew. Gently then, she pressed the animal back and gained 
her own feet. "I think what I better do, dear, is run back to the Inn. I 
left some of my things lying around the room. I'll pack them and come back 
out in a cab."


"All right, b-but you will come back?" Rita questioned.


"Of course, hon, but probably not until after lunch. You two have to get 
ready for your trip into Seattle anyway. I should be back before you leave 
though," Jeannie said. "I'll just catch a bite at the Inn."


"Well ... if that's what you want," Rita said. "But there's certainly plenty 
of food here, Jeannie."


"No, I'd rather do it my way, dear," the taller brunette said walking toward 
the living room and front door. "Then, we'll all have dinner together 
tonight. Okay?"


"Fine," Rita replied, accepting the other's offered hand and gentle warm 
squeeze as she went out the door. Yes ... yes, she was thinking as she 
watched Jeannie's voluptuous curves quiver provocatively to her practiced 
showgirl stride, they really did need each other. And then the dark-haired 
beauty climbed into the car she'd rented, showing an ample display of nylon 
covered, full rounded thigh, followed by a little wave before she drove off. 
And those fringe benefits...? Just exactly what had she meant by that...? 
Unaccountably she shivered, and then was amazed to realize that it was a 
shiver of anticipation....


* * *


Jeannie was mellowly tight, but she knew it would take an expert to detect 
it. She'd always carried her booze well. That sweet, bald-headed little 
bartender; he'd really gone all out in his attempts to get cozy, and she had 
delighted in the teasing game, drinking every one of the half-dozen martinis 
he'd set up for her consumption before tripping off to a luncheon she'd only 
picked at. Anyway, Rita hadn't seemed to notice the half-drunkenness before 
she'd left, and Jeannie doubted that Art had that much intelligence. The 
poor ugly gook left her cold, while his beautiful dog was having a much 
pleasanter effect on her, but then she'd always had a way with animals ... 
such as teddy bears, hadn't she.


Well, Rita had said to make herself at home. and she intended to do just 
that, Jeannie mused as she poured herself some Chivas over the rocks in the 
kitchen with Bruser standing close beside her. No use moping around with 
up-tight thoughts of sweet-face driving her into one rage after another. 
Better that she drink his goddamned Scotch and think about all the goodies 
that were going to come out of this after all ... and they might be even 
more exciting than she'd first imagined. God, that lovely sandy-haired 
creature had looked like a living doll in her summery mini-skirt and blouse. 
Enviable calves and thighs ... all of her, perfectly rounded hips and 
buttocks just as she'd mentally pictured her young body earlier ... enough 
to give a lusty girl like herself the tingles even if she wasn't sensually 
edgy.


Booze had a way of doing that to her with its potent stimulant seeming to 
divide its fiery reactions between her head and susceptible loins, hardly 
ever affecting her tongue or the way she carried herself ... just her 
resistance capacity and the hot little glow which invariably began to 
smolder in her lower tummy and up there between her legs....


"Hey!" Jeannie exclaimed with a start, twisting around at the counter where 
she stood pouring herself another drink to see the powerful Alsatian dog 
take a sudden step backwards and look up at her open-jawed, as if he were 
grinning. God, had she imagined it, or had she felt the pressure of his cold 
wet nose right through her nylon panti-hose against her inner thigh? But she 
couldn't have imagined that! There were certain places on a girl when 
touched that she could never be mistaken about, Jeannie reasoned, reaching 
down behind and under her short skirt to feel of the spot. It was wet! "Well 
now ... what gives with you, handsome?" she said, a little shiver of 
excitement rippling over her. "I'll buy your get-acquainted-quick-approach, 
doll, but after all there're some things you just don't do to a lady on just 
first-name association."


She couldn't help but smile down at the massive animal whose big brown eyes 
were focused on her unwaveringly, and then he whimpered as if trying to 
impart some specific meaning to her. She bent down and petted the crown of 
his head and he whined once more, moving close to rub his muscular body 
against the front of her thighs.


"What is it, playboy? Tell Jeannie what's eating at you?" she baby-voiced 
him, feeling the heat of his mighty body radiated against the sensitive 
flesh of her nylon encased thighs, and feeling the heat spreading up to her 
already dully throbbing loins. Damn, she thought, this would never do right 
in the middle of the day, and with not even her bald-headed little bartender 
around. "Look, you better run along and do your thing, whatever that is, Mr. 
Bruser. Jeannie feels the need of a cold shower coming on ... and experience 
tells her that she better not wait too long."


And she didn't, only long enough to drain her glass, drop in a pair of fresh 
ice cubes and drown them in Scotch. She was surprised though and laughing 
lightly when Bruser followed her to the bedroom with adjoining bath where 
Rita and Art had helped carry her things.


"Okay, stick-tight," the raven-haired young woman continued to smile down at 
the dog, closing the door behind him. "If it's a strip show you want then 
you're in the right room." Another roused tremor fluttered over Jeannie's 
voluptuous body at her own words as she began to unbutton her blouse. "Now 
if you just had two legs instead of four, and a pair of nice strong arms to 
hold me with, darling, I'll bet you and I could spark some hot friction in 
jig-time. Yes'm, we sure could, handsome, because little ol' Jeannie feels 
all sorts of wild storm clouds gathering right up there between her tingly 
legs where it gets mighty feverishly wet sometimes ... like right now. Ooo 
... crazy booze! Honey-lamb, I sure enough need that simmering down cold 
shower...!"


With eyes and ears keenly alert, Bruser sat back on his haunches watching 
this pleasing newcomer with the long, shining night-hair stripping away the 
things that hid her natural body. The stirring sight brought to his 
animal-mind vivid mental pictures of the time before, knowing that this one 
called Jeannie like Rita-would be softly rounded and the color of rich 
creamy milk to him. She no longer looked or spoke down at him in her gentle 
tone as he watched her make herself naked. Then, her human female body was 
finally exposed in its entirety and he began to quietly pant. With fixed 
eyes, he watched the full roundness of her smooth curves quiver and dance to 
her movements, the hidden pleasures he knew they contained rousing the 
familiar heaviness in his responding, agitated animal loins. With a 
slavering tongue, he licked at his jaws, instinctively staring on the dark 
curly ringlets of hair shadowing the slender pink crevice up between her 
long smooth legs ... until he moved forward as if she had beckoned him.


Jeannie hardly noticed the massive Alsatian's approach. She was half-turned 
and folding her skirt as she had her blouse, wondering whether to return 
them to her suitcase or lay them temporarily in a drawer. And then, she once 
more felt the shock of his wet nose coolly brushing high against the front 
of her inner thigh!


"God!" she gasped out at the unexpected contact, falling backwards a step. 
Wide-eyed, the astonished naked girl experienced a belated tremor of 
undeniable sensuous excitement, the effects of it immediately growing when 
she saw him following up his initial approach. "Wh ... what've you got in 
mind, lover?" she hissed down at him lewdly, holding her ground and waiting 
to see, but hardly believing it when once more his chilling, damp nose began 
to brush upward along the tensed flesh of her soft inner thigh, and further 
... until he was actually sniffing at her wetly shimmering pussy!


The powerful dog whimpered at the same time that Jeannie gasped: "Go ahead 
if you dare! Go on ... lick it, big fellow!" And simultaneously, she was 
widening the stance of her feet to open her dancer's thighs farther for him, 
while obscenely, she thrust her smooth fleshy buttocks and hips slightly 
forward to goad him on all the more!


The animal didn't disappoint her and Jeannie actually saw it happen that 
first time, her knees nearly buckling from the sensuously ennervating shock! 
His long, pink dog-tongue spurted out with the fire of a flame-thrower, 
reaching back between her opened thighs to the sensitive under-cleft to her 
ass-cheeks, then grazed forward through the silky hair to lave the whole of 
her quivering cunt lips in a sweeping lick that took him half-way to her 
navel, and she moaned without shame beneath the bestial enthrallment.


"Oh damn!" she exclaimed when he did it again. Her legs beginning to tremble 
uncontrollably, the voluptuous brunette sank weakly back onto the edge of 
the bed and sat there, gaping at his eager persistence. He was trying to 
wedge his beautiful head between her partially spread legs, his mouth open 
and tongue lashing out serpent-like! Suddenly, he growled as her hands tried 
to hold back his animal face, almost frightening her as might a rapist 
attacking with the insistence of a twisted mind. But she was no victim! And 
she didn't want him to stop ... not really ... if he ... he would do it! 
"All right! come up here!" Jeannie whispered to him, slithering back up onto 
the bed and spreading her smooth white thighs wide to entice him. "Come on, 
goddamnit! You want to lick my pussy, you handsome brute? Well do it! Come 
on! Come on! Oh God, Bruser, please come and do it...!"


* * *


Before they got beyond downtown Woodland Hills, Rita had already decided. 
She talked briefly with Art about it and he didn't seem to mind.


"The bus will have you there an hour or so early, dear," she said, avoiding 
his expression. "I-I wouldn't even suggest such a thing, Art, but I just 
don't feel well."


"That's okay, Aunt Rita. I don't mind the bus," the teenager lied. "If you 
don't feel up to it, go back home." Whatever she was pulling, it was a 
frigging lie, he thought. But he didn't know that he blamed her, not with 
the problem she had with his multi-marrying Uncle. Shit, he could handle it 
all right anyway. All he wanted was the loot for college, the hell with 
whether he won or lost. In fact, if he lost he'd be better off and wouldn't 
have to make this run again.


Hell, there was plenty of time for him to show his chess prowess....


"Here's the bus station, darling. Are you sure you don't mind?"


"Of course not. I'll catch a cab from the terminal to the hotel."


"Do you have money?"


"Enough. Don't worry about me, Aunt Rita. You just go back home and rest 
until you feel better."


"A-all right, Art, and ... and I'll be waiting for you to come home."


"Really?"


"Of course, goose ... now go on with you ...!"


* * *


The lustful extent of her mounting passion registered with Jeannie as she 
lay there lewdly on her back with firm quivering thighs spread lewdly apart 
in invitation, and her fingertips tracing upward over her flattened stomach 
to the swollen mounds of her lushly ripened breasts. They reached and teased 
at her small waxen nipples raised into marblish hardness as her searching 
eyes glowed hotly at the dog's fierce beauty standing over her!


There was little time to wonder what would happen next, for he dropped that 
handsome head and began to lick out hotly once more, his long, wet tongue 
searing over her desire-tautened belly's quavering flesh! She heard her own 
breathtaking gasp of delight when he did it again and again, then began to 
work higher up her trembling nakedness, until finally he was tongue-bathing 
the tender silk-like undersides of her rising and falling breasts, washing 
up over them to lick at their straining, little nipples! And then, he was 
tonguing her face ... her lips ... actually kissing her, she wildly 
reasoned!


"God!" was all the overwhelmed, liquor-mellowed new bride could manage as 
she lay there in her voluptuously exposed nakedness beneath the aggressive 
brute's seething tongue. Her excited tummy and ever-sensuous loins had 
kindled quickly into a central glow of thrilling lust. Wildly, she thought 
of porno books she'd read and of stag film she'd watched at a party in Vegas 
where a girl was being fucked by a dog. All of them had feverishly aroused 
her at the time, but she'd never even remotely thought of experimenting with 
bestiality, and now as she lay there watching the beautiful animal licking 
downward away from her fire-filled breasts, she couldn't help but wonder 
what she had been missing!


She gaped at him with raised head as he backed down between her long opened 
legs and she luridly spread them wider apart for him, her breathing ragged 
when he lowered his furry face closer to her hotly seeping vaginal split! 
Damn, he was! He had to! His hot animal-breath taunted the curled black 
silky ringlets covering her there! Still, he only sniffed and brushed the 
coldness of his moist nose against her now fervidly sensitized inner thighs 
and along her flushed pussy's blood-swollen lips!


"Oh God! Stop your teasing, you four-legged darling! Do it if you're going 
to ... or maybe you like a little more salacity in your lovemaking!" Jeannie 
urged impassionedly, raising her legs to draw her rounded full thighs back 
obscenely, until her yielding ripe breasts were flattening beneath them.


Jeannie heard his whimper then as she shamelessly stared and sensed the 
contact once more of his hot abrasive tongue with her fleshy, hair-lined 
cuntal lips! She squirmed impulsively under its fluid heat, feeling it 
moving downward until it was avidly licking through the smooth crevice 
between her lewdly upturned ass-cheeks. Her heart thundered in her chest, 
the blood racing fiercely through her veins, and she wanted to shriek when 
that tongue began to lick at her puckered little anus, the hot tip wriggling 
against the tightly clasped opening.


Her gasps were her only commentary to the erotic thrills filling her at his 
tongue's delicious obscenity. They came with her every breath as he played 
there, licking and teasing at her vulnerably exposed oval mouth until she 
was ready to squeal for mercy; then at last his tongue tip was burning a 
path of wetness upward once more toward her moistly smoldering cuntal slit! 
A wild ungovernable passion charged over her sizzling nerve-ends as he 
licked upward along the pink glistening crevice which she watched, then over 
the entire mound of her seething young cunt!


The incredible tongue gradually penetrated like a sawing, fleshy blade, 
splaying open her blood-filled vaginal lips to finally reach her erectly 
quivering clitoris! On and on it continued to butterfly her wetly pulsating 
cunt's inner flesh while she stared down between her drawn back thighs in a 
feverish building lust ... and then the fiery pink tongue suddenly spurted 
in a maddening curl deep up into the receptive hot sheath of her moistly 
hungering pussy channel! "Ooooohhhh ... oh damn!" she moaned, convulsing 
beneath his oral caresses as her lust-glazed eyes gaped down at the 
delectably forbidden spectacle going on between her thighs.


The salacious sight was nearly enough to bring her instantly to climax, 
Jeannie realized, gasping at the intense sensations his long, slavering 
tongue was generating through her sensually aroused body. Time and again the 
dog's tongue licked with merciless greed through her wide-split pussy flesh, 
never forgetting to teasingly flick at her jerking clitoral bud.


It happened then the first time, the gasping young second-wife losing all 
sense of relativity as her orgasm struck with a cataclysmic force, expolding 
deeply within her convulsing loins and abdomen. And then followed the 
overwhelming rapture, the hot release of her fluid orgasmic flow noticeably 
exciting the massive, whimpering dog all the more! Avidly, his laving tongue 
licked in feral excitement through her still spasming cuntal flesh, raising 
guttural moans from her heaving chest as she writhed and squirmed in a 
wanton mindlessness beneath it!


"Oh God almighty!" Jeannie cried as the dog's thick tongue thrust far up 
into her grasping cuntal passage as if to hungrily feed on her spilling p a 
s s i o n-j u i c e s. "Oohhhh ... love-baby ... there's never been anyone 
like you! Aahhh ... you dream ... lick it, lover ... tongue-fuck me like 
that and Jeannie'll flood your handsome mouth again and again!" the 
desire-inflamed brunette promised wantonly.


Infatuated by the unbelievably ecstasy of it all, she ogled her own 
voluptuous, showgirl curves rippling in their lewd intoxication beneath his 
fantastic cunt-licking, the sudden wish that she had her Teddybear's long 
thick cock fucking into her mouth adding to her lascivious passion. And 
then, she remembered and retracted her wish ... the bastard! Better that she 
suck the little bald-headed bartender ... or even the beautiful darling 
bringing her such heavenly joy right now down between her wide-split thighs 
and buttocks! God ... whoever, she'd suck him dry ... make him squirt his 
scalding sweet sperm right down her throat until he drained. The burning, 
creamy feel of it when she swallowed would make her cum over and over as it 
filled her needing, hungry belly to the very brim!


Jeannie's sensuously cultivated brain backtracked then, replaying her 
thoughts as if of its own volition. One of them out of the last few fleeting 
seconds had subconsciously struck a special vibrant cord of super lust in 
her desire-inflamed mind, and as she watched her animal-lover's searing 
tongue deliciously possessing her wetly splayed pink cunt, she knew. But it 
was more than the stimulating sight of his wetly thrusting tongue that 
suddenly stopped the in-built projector of her brain ... it was his 
spectacular animal cock!


A shiver Of previously untapped lust shook the naked young wife, and her 
gleaming onyx eyes widened to the phenomenon of Bruser's thick, flame-hued 
cock wetly emerging from its long furry sleeve ... pressing forward in 
dripping hardness, its scarlet, pointed end jerking rhythmically as it 
continued to tease outward like a slowly drawn weapon from its concealing 
scabbard! Sweet damn! She jerked her head from one side to the other to get 
a better look at it, her long, raven-hair flailing wildly! God, was she 
losing her mind? Or was that really his cock she was hungrily staring at?


Jeannie had never experienced anything equal to the unbridled sensations of 
base animalism suddenly screaming through her! They were beyond the wicked, 
and simultaneously fascinating in the obscene! She had never seen a more 
handsome shaft of cock-flesh, nor one more temptingly mouth-watering! W-was 
it even virginal ... from a human standpoint? Damn, she couldn't help but 
question that with the knowing erotic pleasure the brute had already brought 
her. Rita ... that peaches and cream young angel-face darling? Someone had 
educated him ... and beautifully! But that hardly mattered! She'd never 
known a man who hadn't fucked himself half to death, either!


Suddenly, she reached down to grasp his concentrating, massive furry head. 
God ... how was she ever going to do this...?


* * *


Rita had satisfied herself that she was being stupid to think Leo's cruel 
and scandalous act was her due punishment. Even though Jeannie was 
unquestionably right about her selfish concern with security and being a 
real wife to him ... like in bed maybe ... all the way? that hardly gave him 
license, as the lovely brunette had put it, to do such a terrible thing to 
both of them. Yes, downright wanton though her own lustful acts had been, 
she'd never really been unfaithful to him, and now for the first time since 
she'd learned the horrifying truth, the painfully shocked first wife was 
beginning to enjoy a remorseless sensual pleasure in the vivid memories of 
her own lewd indulgences. Above all, she wasn't sorry; and she realized that 
she would eagerly revel in them all again without guilt at the first 
opportunity!


Maybe she should thank her bigamous husband outright, when and if he had the 
gall to show his face again. Rita thought acidly as she drove toward Arroya 
Way, a meaningful little smile playing across her full sensuous lips. But 
she still loved him ... damnit, yes she did! And Jeannie had honestly 
admitted her love to him, too! Oh, the bastard! Could it actually be that he 
really wanted them both! God, that was a stupid question ... he'd married 
both of them hadn't he? And Jeannie, like herself, had openly said that she 
didn't want to give him up ... which left them one charted course, to use 
the stunning girl's own words again. A harem ... what the hell else could it 
be called?


Drawing closer to her home, Rita once more reviewed Jeannie's puzzling 
statement: "We share him ... and I don't believe you'll find that too 
distasteful once the initial shock of the idea has worn off The fringe 
benefits above are enough to make your red corpuscles stand up and nudge one 
another, that is if you're all the sensuous gal I think you are...." Another 
tiny shiver of excitement fluttered over Rita at the thought. Yes, she was 
all the sensuous gal that the voluptuous other wife thought all right, 
except she'd never actually realized before to what extent. But ... what had 
Jeannie really meant, fringe benefits?


Well, in a minute she would get all of the more rousing particulars ... that 
was Arroya Way directly ahead....


* * *


The excited Alsatian dog had no conception of what the smoothly curved, 
naked young human female was trying to do, but he was not pleased. She had 
forced his head back away from her wetly heated cuntal flesh, moving forward 
onto her hands and knees with full white breasts swaying, causing his heavy 
throbbing hardness to disappointedly withdraw into its protective sheath. He 
growled his disfavor even as she continued to speak in soft imploring tones, 
but she didn't stop until he was pressed down on the bed and lying almost on 
his back. She crawled up beside and partially over him then with her face 
down over his aching loins, her long night hair tumbling onto the hard flesh 
of his belly. Bewildered, Bruser whimpered, and watched as she positioned 
herself so that the glistening, open pink crevice up between her legs was 
very close to his mouth, and that he had only to move his head forward and 
lick out his eager tongue once more!


Frantic emotions were raging through Jeannie's mind and body in her lewd 
position directly above the hairy opening where Bruser's huge, scarlet 
dog-cock had suddenly vanished. Just the thought of the obscenity she was 
about to perform stoked her feverish desire to a white hot flame. Somehow, 
she had to tease his beautiful penis out in all of its wonderful hardness 
once more! God, she had to know ... to taste it ... and she moved her hips 
closer toward his confused animal-face, luridly spreading open her long 
white legs and taking his head to gently guide his cold wet nose back into 
her hotly simmering pussy slit.


His thick tongue slashed through the palpitating crevice instantly, and the 
lushly ripened young brunette moaned as she lowered her cheek to rest 
against his warm, muscular belly, one hand smoothing down to grasp his 
concealed animal-penis. Greedily, she began to stroke the heavy outer flesh 
back and forth, the feel of the hot thickness buried within like a searing 
hardened pole in her curling, soft hand.


The pleasureful licking of his ardent tongue against her steaming cunt while 
she hopefully manipulated his thick, protective cock-sheath back and forth, 
was intensifying Jeannie's sensual appetite beyond all reason. Then 
suddenly, his penis began to present itself once more, the flame colored, 
shimmering tip followed by its unending solid thickness slithering outward 
closer to her breathlessly waiting, tongue-moistened lips ... at last, 
actually brushing against them!


Mindlessly, Jeannie ovaled her lips and allowed the tapered end of his 
fire-filled hardness to slip in between them into the hot, liquid shelter of 
her greedy mouth. Its burning cone-shaped rigidity crept along the length of 
her excited tongue to almost touch the back of her throat before she 
withdrew her head a short measure and began to tongue-love it feverishly. 
Overpowering passion made a sensual whirlpool of her brain at the thought of 
the delicious utter depravity she was committing. The sudden alive taste of 
his moist animal cock caused a shameless relish to ripple through her loins.


"Oooohhhh ... it was even more lusciously intoxicating than she'd expected, 
hotter and harder than any human cock she had ever sucked ... and God. yes, 
it was still growing inside her saliva-filled mouth! The nakedly kneeling 
brunette began to suck its sleek hardness, using the same techniques she 
would use with a man, and she wasn't surprised that he reacted like a human 
male. Hell, all males are the same when it comes to sucking, she thought 
lewdly. She could feel his mighty body reacting with intense yearning, his 
powerful, throbbing loins jerking as they shoved forward, driving his thick 
red cock deeper into her hungry mouth. Exploringly then, Jeannie caressed 
one hand downward along his lower belly until she found his huge, cum-ladden 
balls; she cupped them warmly before beginning to delight them with gentle 
scratching finger tips. It was that titillation which began Bruser's 
instinctive fucking rhythm up into her tightly ovaled lips clasped around 
his massive penis.


The heady intoxicant lust of it all as she mindlessly mouthed and 
tongue-loved the savage, swollen animal-cock with obscenely vigorous up and 
down sucking motions would have obliterated an atomic explosion to her 
deafened senses. Consequently, Jeannie never heard the bedroom door when it 
opened, nor the gasp of shocked surprise the newcomer made!


"Jesus Christ! What the fuck kind of orgy do you call this, Rita?" a 
familiar male voice roared. With a raging reluctance Jeannie sucked up off 
the delicious pulsing hardness filling her mouth and rolled onto her back to 
face the now recognized masculine presence filling the doorway.


It was at that precise instant that Leo Gaine clutched at the door casing to 
keep from collapsing! His shock had been so great when he'd opened the door 
to investigate the unnatural sounds coming from beyond it that he hadn't 
realized it was a brunette on the bed ... not his blonde wife! But now as he 
gaped at the beautiful, sensually slackened face and voluptuous nakedness of 
her, his taxed brain began to scream in horror, not only at the bestial 
sight he'd walked in on, but at the nerve-shattering realization that the 
wrong wife lay there before him in this house ... Rita's house ... !


"Jesus Christ almighty! Jeannie...! What the goddamned fuck are you doing 
here...?"


CHAPTER TEN


At the sight of his bags in the living room, Rita experienced a spontaneous 
vacuum hollowing in the pit of her belly, its confusing impact melting her 
nerves even as it strengthened her rage. For long seconds she stood there 
hesitant to go further, facing the hallway and listening to the sounds of 
their angrily raised voices. As she listened, the knowledge that her lying, 
double-dealing husband had been unmasked for what he was finally, 
revitalized her determination.


A lewd smile crept over her beautiful young face as she moved slowly toward 
the open bedroom door, sensual excitement rapidly filling the empty 
sensation inside her at the controlled dominance of Jeannie's throaty voice.


"So ... the lover's finally come home from the wars, eh? Well, bully for 
you! I'm sure Rita will be happy to see you, darling, just as I am."


"Oh Christ! Don't toy with me, Jeannie! What's happened here ... and call 
that goddamned dog off, will you?"


"He doesn't like you, sweet-face. You interrupted our delicious sucking 
party, and I don't like you any better for that either. You could've timed 
it a few minutes later, after we'd both cum."


"Christ! Now listen to me, Jeannie! You've got to get out of here and right 
now! I don't know what's going on, but whatever it is it won't work! You and 
that goddamned dog ... you were actually sucking his filthy cock! I saw you, 
for Chrissake! Jesus, are you going out of your frigging skull? Where's 
Rita...?"


And to that, the sandy -haired girl replied in an even voice: "Right behind 
you, potentate," the angry words of his accusation racing wildly through her 
mind. Sucking him ... Bruser? Ooooohhhhh ... she couldn't help feeling a 
sudden pang of jealousy.


"Wh-Rita?" her one-time total husband blurted, half pivoting and nearly 
losing his balance. "Rita, honey ... what ... oh shit ... you two have 
really gotten together, haven't you?"


"Shit is a lovely word for it, Leo darling," Rita said, though her eyes were 
on the naked beauty of the lewdly sprawled Jeannie who was on her elbows on 
the bed opposite Bruser, the lurid nature of their interrupted performance 
hardly questionable. God, she had been actually sucking that huge, 
wonderfully flaming cock of his! Oh dammmmmnnnn ... why hadn't she thought 
of that! And then, she heard the man she'd married two years before plead: 
"Now Rita, you listen to me. I can explain my part of this, I swear it...!"


"I'd like to sit and listen to your bullshit, darling, but if you want to 
know the truth, it no longer interests me," she cut him short, the 
telegraphing gleam in Jeannie's dark eyes giving her all the reinforcement 
she needed. "No one's angry with you, daddy ... in fact, you now have a pair 
of wives to take care of. Right, Jeannie love?"


"To the fullest, hon. You've tapped the nail smack on its flat head, in 
fact! Our mutual Teddybear is the proud possessor of two loving wives, both 
young and sexually eager for him to look after, and that's saying nothing of 
our worldly wants. But ... why talk about them at a time like this when I, 
for one, crave lusty sex ... and Bruser does too, don't you, baby?"


Ardently, Jeannie ran her hand over the massive Alsatian dog stretched out 
beside her. The dog whimpered eagerly, an animalish cry which Rita could 
appreciate even in her green-eyed hunger, and she watched the curvaceous 
showgirl roll her white, satin-smooth young body back toward the loving 
brute, smoldering her beautiful face into his heavy loins. Almost before she 
knew what she was doing, Rita was tugging passionately at her own clothing.


"You can join us Leo husband, or jog off to the nearest pier," Rita said, 
stripping away her blouse and provocatively grinning at his open-mouthed 
face. "Your wives hold all the cards, darling, and the best you can do is 
love them when they want you to. Outside of that, you can run ... but where 
will you ever find two girls more willing and adaptable to your bigamy?" 
Then, she laughed as she stood in lacy snug panties and brassiere before 
him, tantalizingly shrugging away the tiny bra as she stared at the obvious 
growing hardness in the front of his pants. "Watch me, lover! I'm going to 
join their party!"


Mad! Both of them! They'd blown their fucking gourds! Goddamn! Never in 
Christ's world could he have imagined walking into a situation like this! 
Not only had they gotten together and compared notes, but suddenly they were 
acting like a pair of warped sex deviates! Jeannie obscenely sucking a 
frigging dog's prick ... and ... and Rita stripping bare-assed to join her! 
Oh, sweet Jesus! His whole goddamned life was suddenly as fucked up as a 
Chinese fire-drill!


And while the knee-sagging, shocked to the bowels husband fell back gapingly 
against the wall for support, Jeannie slaved salaciously in vindictive 
delight as she tongued and licked Bruser's throbbing cock right before his 
repelled eyes. And oddly enough, his stunned expression only added impetus 
to her race toward wild orgasm! But she could hardly concentrate on him in 
her maddening drive, and especially when she saw Rita undressing, stripping 
her clothes away with equal avenging wantonness, until the blonde was 
breathtakingly naked and crawling onto the bed behind Bruser! Jeannie 
watched her snuggling up tightly to the massive animal's back, hugging him, 
with her head just above his where she could watch his fantastic licking 
tongue lashing through Jeannie's wetly splayed, hot cunt flesh.


Impossible! A fucking nightmare! It just couldn't be happening, Leo Gaine's 
whirling brain tried to lie to him, just as the goddamned cunt-licking mutt 
let out a guttural snarl and began to furiously hump until his unbelievably 
huge cock had to be driving right down into Jeannie's soft, receptive 
throat! And Christ, as if that weren't enough to destroy his faith in 
woman-kind, Rita had eased her little hand between Jeannie's gorgeous, 
widespread ass-cheeks and was probing with extended middle finger at his 
second wife's tightly clenched little ass-hole! Bug-eyed he watched the 
finger wriggle and worm, until like a skinny prick, it was sliding eagerly 
up into the warm rubbery depths that he so well remembered! Good Christ! 
Where had Rita learned that!


Jeannie moaned out then, groaning around the suck-crazed dog's cock, and the 
way the brute was jerking and whimpering, Leo knew the sonovabitch was 
shooting his hot savage cum right straight down the back of her lovely 
little throat. Ohhhhhhh ... mother fuck ... his own thick rigid penis was 
throbbing like crazy inside his pants ... !


To Jeannie in her mindless rapture, the thick stream of tangy, seething 
sperm squirting into her throat was unending, flooding back into her sucking 
mouth before she could swallow it away! Over and over, the climaxing darling 
continued spurting into her; then she too exploded, her orgasm carrying her 
right up and away on a magic carpet of sensual bliss ... !


Rita slowly withdrew her finger then from Jeannie's still spasming, 
tight-clinging rectal walls, a passionate shiver rippling over her keyed-up 
naked body at the lewd sucking sound it made when it was withdrawn from 
between her lovely widespread buttock-cheeks. She rolled back away from the 
unnatural pair of lovers and sat upright to smile saucily at their husband 
who still slumped bonelessly against the wall near the door where she'd left 
him, his saucered eyes looking dazed, his generally handsome mouth hanging 
open. Her own gaze lowered then to lock on the unhidable bulge in the front 
of his pants, her acquaintance with its long, thick hardness immediately 
feeding the sensuous desire Jeannie and Bruser's lustful show had set to 
glowing down between her hotly tingling thighs.


"Come on, big daddy, it's your turn now," she said with eyes sparkling as 
she crooked a finger at him and worked her way to sit with feet dangling off 
the edge of the bed.


"Now ... now look here, Rita ... Jesus Christ ... I don't know what you two 
figure you're going to pull, but ... but don't think you can hoodwink me for 
one goddamned minute!" Leo managed in a raspy voice that was anything but 
confident.


"And just who tried to hoodwink whom, potentate?" Rita fired back at him, 
her eyes narrowing angrily as Jeannie sat up to swing around beside her, one 
slender white hand unashamedly brushing away a viscid string of Bruser's 
sticky animal cum from her wet lips.


Jeannie grinned nastily at him, "Could it be that you'd like to press the 
issue, sweet-face, to find out whether the courts frown on these cozy little 
double-dealings or not? Hmmmmmmm, I wonder what the penalty for bigamy is 
anyway? Are you up on that, Teddybear?"


"Oh ... oh shit!" Leo groaned helplessly, realizing that there was no reason 
in the world why they shouldn't nail his ass right to a tree. They had him 
cold and they both knew it! There was no appealing to their sympathy, at 
least not right now ... and maybe never! Fuck, he could see it all, his 
whole goddamned future looming up before him. They intended to make a 
regular shackled slave of him, work him like a bastard to support them, then 
drain his balls over and over between them! He could never stand it, for 
Chrissakes .,. . !


"Let's get nice and naked for Rita, daddy," his sandy -haired wife said, a 
little shiver of erotic anticipation rippling over her deliciously exposed 
curves. "I want to see that big hard cock that's nearly bursting out the 
front of your pants, so let's not be little-boy obstinate any longer, eh? 
Strip for us, darling, and in the meantime your sweet wives will decide what 
we're going to do with it."


"Come on, hon, let's help him!" Jeannie suggested, bouncing up off the bed 
to advance on the immediately shrinking male with Rita right behind her.


Leo Gaine almost frantically imagined they looked like vultures disguised in 
curvaceous female bodies as they attacked, giggling and cooing their 
lascivious plans for him to each other while they systematically plucked the 
clothes from him until he was as stark naked as they were!


"Well ... it's not as big as Bruser's hon, but it'll have to do until that 
darling has a rest," Jeannie lewdly measured, reaching down from where she 
stood beside him to grasp hold of his jerking, thickly hardened cock-shaft.


Leo couldn't help lurching and grunting to the sensitive contact, gaping 
down as his brunette wife began to lewdly stroke its heavy foreskin back and 
forth and reveal the moist, blood-swollen head. And then, Rita was dropping 
to her knees in front of him, her eyes gleaming and her lush young lips 
hungrily parting, the tip of her little pink tongue visible and aimed 
directly at the tiny drop of his seeping sperm beading at his glans' small 
slit! A wild excitement charged through him as he waited, his trembling legs 
suddenly feeling like so much cooked macaroni. Christ, it's been how long 
since she'd done that? ... and then, Rita ovaled her lips after licking them 
wickedly, while Jeannie continued to stroke his throbbing pole of hardness! 
Rita's tiny tongue flicked out to swipe away that bubble and several more as 
his dark-haired second wife luridly milked its pulsating, heavy-veined 
length, squeezing out more and more pre-ejaculate for Rita's lustfully 
licking consumption!


"Mmmmmmmmmm, that's hot and sweet tasting, daddy," Rita whispered, looking 
up at him and smacking her lips. "It makes this little wife want to suck the 
whole load of it right down into her belly!"


"Go ahead, hon! Your turn first and Jeannie'll help. Look!" she said 
excitedly, moving around behind their mutual, head swiveling husband and 
lowering to her own knees. "Now spread your legs, Teddybear ... wider, lover 
... that's it! While you suck him, darling I'll just tongue his balls until 
he goes out of his simple mind!"


And sweet Jesus, he was about to do exactly that! Rita had curled her warm 
fingers around his aching cock replacing Jeannie's and suddenly plunged her 
ovaled soft lips over its swollen head, locking them around it in a 
demanding liquid pressure. He staggered above her lovely head, watching with 
lust-filled eyes her tightly clasping lips encircling it, while beneath and 
between his legs from behind, the naked ex-showgirl was not only wetly 
tongue-lashing his raging balls, but every so often he sensed her beautiful 
mouth opening wide to heatedly suck first one and then the other sperm-laden 
testicle into the warm wetness of her tender mouth.


From the beginning, Leo uncontrollably thrust forward with his naked hips, 
sliding his long thick hardness in and out of Rita's ovaled lips with a 
sleek sucking sound, guided by her hand grasping at its base while he 
clutched her face between his own. Her cheeks hollowed and puffed beneath 
his hands as his burning cock fucked in and out of her greedily, sucking 
mouth, her head working as diligently as were his hips. He wished he could 
see her seductively jiggling breasts, but her long blonde hair hid them from 
him ... and he could only imagine the obscene sight of Jeannie greedily 
licking and sucking his now bloated balls down between his spread legs!


With little less than sadistic ruthlessness, Rita vehemently mouthed and 
pulled at his hardened, ever-growing penis, wanting the flooding gushes of 
his scalding white cum squirting wildly into her mouth and dribbling down 
her throat, but as intense as the passion spurring her luridly on was, her 
rancorous desire to vengefully torment him was greater. Lustfully, he fucked 
into her mouth, his blood-engorged, hot spongy cock-head driving deeper 
toward her yearning throat as he grunted and clutched at her face like a man 
about to blow his mind. She did it then ... pulling her clasping lips off 
his frantically throbbing cock with a jerk of her head, even though she felt 
her own orgasm ready to explode in her hot little cunt. She raised her face 
to smile harassingly up at him.


"Did you like that, Leo love?" she twitted, her eyes dancing to the tiny 
shivers of near-orgasm racing pell-mell within her own quivering belly and 
pleasurefully teased young loins.


"Oh Christ, Rita honey! Don't stop now! Goddamn ... I was just about to...!"


"Yes, I know, daddy," his beautiful, sandy-haired tormentor continued to 
smile nastily up at him as she backed away then got to her feet, "but I 
don't think you should just yet. You know how absolutely useless it gets 
after you cum once, and it has so many more dutiful tasks to perform on your 
eager mates before we're finished with this little conjugal party. Don't you 
agree, Jeannie darling?"


"I think you're being adorably unselfish about it, hon!" his vivacious 
second wife exclaimed, her naked curves rippling provocatively as she moved 
around to join and slip her arm about Rita's slender, hour-glass waist. 
"Which just proves how perfectly harmonious a pair of loving wives can be in 
the sharing of their husband, right, doll?" And with that, right before his 
goddamned eyes, Jeannie kissed her with moist open lips smothering Rita's 
receptive mouth, Jeannie's delicate hand smoothing up along her satiny belly 
to finally cup and tenderly caress one of his number one wife's fully 
rounded, nipple-hardened breasts.


"Oh jumping fuck!" Leo Gaine choked out to the lesbianistic act, his aching 
cock straining uncontrollably as Rita purred and Jeannie went on cupping and 
fondling her resilient naked breast, their tiny tongues obviously stabbing 
and licking at one another! It was no use! They planned to destroy what was 
left of his frigging mentality, and that wasn't going to take long! Shit, he 
needed a drink ... something to restore some spark of sanity in him ... , 
"Hey, Teddybear lover, where do you think you're off to?" Jeannie called 
after him.


"Don't worry, I'm not going very goddamned far like this," he moaned, 
looking down at his nakedness and poling length of blood-locked prick. "But 
you loving spouses will permit me a drink, won't you? Christ, I've got to 
have a bracer of some sort...."


"And Jeannie's got just what the ardorous husband needs, sweet-face," she 
said, advancing on one suitcase and bending down to deliberately display her 
perfectly ovaled, full white buttocks and long, show-girl legs. "It'll put 
the brace right where you're going to need it most lamb ... in your sweet 
cock!"


Both Rita and Leo watched as she returned opening a small, flat wooden box 
containing slender, cigarette-length cigars. "What the hell are they?" he 
questioned.


"The Cuban gems I mentioned to you earlier, Rita," Jeannie answered. "Except 
that these have an added quality. They've been cured in extracted oil of 
cannabis, and believe me, dolls, they're the ultimate in stimulating highs! 
Shall we?"


"Yes!" Rita answered enthusiastically. "Amongst other things I'm getting 
delightfully acquainted with, I've always wanted to smoke pot ... grass, or 
whatever you call it!"


"Shit ... why not?" Leo said, shuddering unexpectedly as Rita reached down 
to lewdly fondle his aching cock once more. "Let's go whole hog!"


"That's my daddy," the blonde wife whom he'd never even known before, for 
Chrissakes, cooed at him, leaning close to peck at the tip of his nose while 
reaching farther down between his legs to warmly cup his churning balls in a 
gentle pressure. "And after, we're all going to have a real love-party ... 
something wild and different! God, Jeannie how will we do it...?"


Watching from one advantageous corner where he'd finally lumbered to stretch 
out and recuperate. Bruser gazed with unwaning interest at the naked humans 
now carrying on before him. The ruttish acts both his warm, white-bodied 
young female mates had performed on the male as well as each other, were 
more fascinating than stimulating at the moment to the prostrate, massive 
animal. A sweet smoky odor had begun to fill the room along with their 
laughter as they huddled close together, touching mouths, all of them, the 
women to the man and the women to one another while all of their hands pawed 
over each other's naked white bodies ... until finally, they were on top of 
the bed, and he got up unnoticed to go out and investigate the noise from 
the other part of the house.


Art saw his big pet trotting along the hallway with wagging tail toward him. 
He grinned and petted the dog affectionately, though he was still a little 
irked at the tournament's postponement for another three days. Bad weather 
had forced the plane bringing the Russian masters down over Iceland, which 
he'd later decided might not be so bad at that. It was going to give him a 
longer stay with his luscious Aunt Rita, and that wouldn't be at all hard to 
take. The entire way back on the bus he'd been thinking about it and 
planning how he'd get around Jeannie's being in the house, his virile young 
cock stretching into a gnawing hardness that was still pushing at the front 
of his pants....


The teenager saw the valises on the floor near the davenport then, 
remembering them to be Uncle Leo's and a sinking feeling caught at his gut. 
But before it could take its full effect of disappointment, loud voices 
mixed with some laughter and graphic four-letter words reached him, drawing 
the youth magnetically toward the open door where he'd carried in Jeannie's 
suitcases!


Now, Rita honey, I want you to look closely at one of those fringe benefits 
I mentioned earlier," Jeannie said, rolling onto her back to lewdly spread 
her long white legs open wide before the kneeling, glazed-eyed girl beside 
her. And while Leo sat cross-legged on the other side of her, lustfully 
watching and grasping his upthrusting, swollen hard cock, Jeannie reached 
down between her full white thighs with both hands to luridly splay open her 
vaginal lips and expose her glistening wet cuntal flesh. "Look tempting, 
baby? Have you ever licked a hot pussy?"


Rita, near-voicelsss in the exotic euphoria the joy-bringing little cigar 
had swept delectably over her excited nakedness, shook her head as she 
looked down at Jeannie's openly displayed cunt, a series of erotic shivers 
racing through her at the lasciviously enticing sight. Mindlessly, the young 
blonde stroked upward along the soft inner-side of Jeannie's satin-sleek 
thigh, until her trembling fingers made soft contact, then began to explore 
and play in the wetly heated pussy-flesh the other still held wantonly 
spread open for her.


"Ooooooooh," Jeannie mewled, squirming her nakedly curving hips and buttocks 
beneath Rita's gentle touch; then she moaned in loud pleasure as she felt a 
fingertip brushing over her tiny erect clitoris. "God, that's heavenly, pet, 
but I wish it were your hot silky tongue!"


Again, Rita experienced tremors of passionate delight rippling over her as 
Leo said in a husky, lust-filled voice: "Go on! Lick that pretty little 
cunt, honey! Christ, I want to watch you do it ... r


"Oh no, sweet-face. I've got other plans for you!" Jeannie said, rolling 
onto her side with her back to him. "Now, Rita baby, you crawl up the other 
way, so your sweet little pussy is right where I can kiss and tongue it 
while you lick mine. And then, Teddy bear's going to snuggle up close to my 
ass-cheeks and you're going to worm that big hard cock of his right up into 
my little ass-hole where you can watch it fuck into me while you lick me 
wild! How's that for starters?"


"Ooooohhhhhhh ... yes! Yes!" Rita exclaimed crawling quickly into position. 
"Hurry everybody! I've never watched anyone being sodomized!"


"Sweet fuck!" Art whispered to himself as he reached down to clutch at his 
own eagerly straining penis, throbbing in wild excitement at all that he'd 
seen so far. to say nothing of Jeannie's obscenely far-out plans for the 
immediate future!


They hadn't even noticed him standing there in the doorway, they were so 
goddamned strung-out and he knew that it had to be pot or something similar 
he was smelling. He watched their naked white bodies squirming and writhing 
into their specific lurid positions, both girls opening their full rounded 
thighs wide for the other, Jeannie's pink wet-split and the smooth hairless 
crevice of her widespread ass-cheeks with its centered little anal hole 
looking directly at him! Then, Aunt Rita's nuzzling face was partially 
hiding that delicious view as her mouth suddenly glued itself to Jeannie's 
hair-lined cunt folds, one hand reaching over to clutch at the brunette's 
lush buttock, the other hand with distended finger moving between to begin 
gently prodding her clenched rectal opening, as if getting the tiny mouth 
ready for Uncle Leo's huge cock that was moving into attacking position! 
Christ, he had to get in closer where he could see this better!


Immediately, Rita felt the rapturous sensations of Jeannie's wildly lashing 
tongue stabbing and lovingly whipping her seething pussy flesh while one 
finger began to fuck in and out of her wetly clasping, fire-filled vagina. 
Then the raven-haired beauty's pursed lips were nibbling softly at her 
jerking little clitoral bud while Rita lovingly hugged at Jeannie's nestled 
head with her own soft warm thighs, nostrils flaring wide at the racy, 
perfumed essence of her female-lover's cunt.


Still unskilled, Rita tried to mimic Jeannie's cuntal play down between her 
legs, ardently tongue-scourging the intoxicating wet crevice's blood-heated 
inner flesh while her outstretched middle finger probed at the tightly 
puckering anal opening before sliding up into the warm, rubbery nether 
channel. And then, as. she saw her husband's long thick cock crowding closer 
in toward Jeannie's tiny anal opening. Rita emitted a quick gasp to the 
sudden unexpected penetration of her counterpart's finger slipping right up 
into her own vulnerable little rectum.


"Christ, Rita! Put it in! Hurry!" Leo rasped. "I've got to fuck some hole 
before I go bats."


Jesus! Art mentally exclaimed, watching his uncle slip his arm over Jeannie 
to greedily grasp one of her full resilient tits and begin kneading the 
smooth white flesh in his big hand while he lustfully pressed his eagerly 
throbbing penis in tighter to her writhing ass-cheeks. The-staring teenager 
saw Rita take hold of the massive cock and slip a good half of the fleshy 
rod between her wetly ovaled lips, obviously slicking it for the tight 
penetration to come! Shit, he didn't care if they saw him or not, the youth 
wildly reasoned, ripping open the front of his pants and releasing his own 
aching hardness which he lustfully grasped with a throaty sigh of relief.


Holding Leo's vibrant, solid hardness with one hand, Rita lewdly pulled at 
Jeannie's pliant ass-cheeks with the other to partially stretch open her 
puckered little rectal opening. God, Leo's penis was never going to fit up 
in there, the young wife insanely reasoned as she stared at the tiny working 
mouth then at the lust-swollen cock-head! Jeannie's hips and buttocks began 
to wriggle urgently, and the sandy-haired girl luridly made the contact, 
pressing and worming the blood-engorged tip into the tight expanding opening 
while Jeannie squirmed and writhed her straining white mounds cravingly back 
onto it. Leo's hips thrust forward to the raven-haired young second wife's 
eager back-movements, until Rita breathlessly watched the hot spear of rigid 
cock flesh skewer its way right up into her tightly resisting anus!


"Oh!" Rita gasped at the obscene, sodomizing sight as well as the 
fantastically erotic sensations Jeannie's glued mouth and stretching finger, 
delightfully rotating deep up inside her own rectal channel, were bringing 
her. She lashed out with her own fiery tongue once more, burying it in the 
profusely wet flesh of Jeannie's steaming cuntal crevice, her nose sometimes 
brushing against Leo's heavy-veined cock-shaft that was beginning to fuck 
with meaning in and out of the grotesquely stretched anus, his velvety 
cum-bloated balls brushing hotly against her forehead with every stroke. She 
watched in impassioned fascination the other wife's pink rectal flesh 
salaciously clinging to the huge sodomizing penis with every withdrawal, 
then vanishing back up inside the sucking passage when he rammed up into the 
brunette's nether depths.


Oh God! The mere watching was driving her mad, and greedily she squirmed her 
own desire-incited buttocks back onto Jeannie's slender finger, mentally 
determined that their mutual husband would have to sodomize her next ... !


A sudden movement registered in Rita's peripheral vision and she twisted her 
head enough to see Art standing there, his handsome teenage cock in his 
hand, and she gasped with lustful joy the sight of him and his beautiful 
cock sent charging through her.


"Darling, you're back! Oh God, get naked quick, Art baby! Aunt Rita needs 
you so bad!"


"What the hell...!" Leo blurted, lifting his head to gape at the boy. "Oh 
shit! What's that fucking pansy think he's going to do?"


"Just what you're doing, daddy!" Rita answered excitedly. "And oh, you're so 
wrong about him; he's a wonderful lover! Come on, Art baby! Get out of those 
clothes and let Jeannie worm that wonderful man-cock up into Aunt Rita's 
waiting little ass-hole! Hurry, darling, hurry...!"


"Oh shit ... why not?" Leo slurred in drugged salacity. "Let's keep it in 
the family, anyway!"


Once more, from his stretched out advantage corner, Bruser focused his big 
rounded eyes with growing interest on the human white bodies writhing and 
straining in utter abandonment on the bed. The sight of his young master's 
nakedness moving up behind the fawn-haired Rita, then Jeannie taking his 
long male hardness to help press it up into the tiny pink hole between her 
widely stretched white mounds, caused the blood to start moving arousingly 
through his veins. He raised his head to better see, feeling the surge of 
heaviness stirring in his powerful loins again at the ruttish gasps and wild 
slapping sounds they made. Then he heard his Rita cry out, and though it was 
a cry of pain, Bruser instinctively knew it was bringing her pleasure and 
she wanted it.


In fact, never had the nakedly slaving, curvaceous young wife ever wanted 
anything more than the long thick teenage cock that was sodomizing her while 
Jeannie relentlessly licked and sucked at her fuming cunt. Oh, what 
tormenting joy, she masochistically reasoned to the unbelievable ass-fucking 
Art was giving her. The eager youth clung to her desire-swollen breasts, 
kneading and pinching their tiny hardened nipples as she licked and sucked 
at the wet burning flesh of Jeannie's open pussy, her glazed eyes feasting 
on Leo's pulsating hard cock fucking up into her female partner's stretched 
little anus with a maddening rhythm!


And then, Jeannie's widespread, intense loins began to tremor and Rita knew! 
Hungrily, the younger wife glued her wetly sucking lips to the other's 
frantic cuntal mouth, licking wildly as Jeannie began to moan into the hot 
crevice of her own madly churning pussy-slit!


"Sonovabitch!" their husband swore. "Now ... now goddamnit! I'm 
cummmmiiinnnggg!"


"Ooooooohhhhhh .,. . me tooooo...!" Jeannie wailed. "Fuck it, darling, fuck 
it...!"


Rita hardly needed their lewd exclamations of passion to set off her own 
climax, for she had been that close since the beginning when Art had worked 
his beautifully hardened shaft up into the depths of her virginal rectum and 
began wildly fucking her there. That and Jeannie's enravishing mouth-loving 
of her fire-filled cunt would have been sufficient, but now as she saw Leo's 
white sticky sperm back-washing from Jeannie's tightly clasping anal-lips, 
it happened!


"Ooooohhhhhhhh Godddddddd! I'm cumming ... I'm cumming!" Rita cried out to 
Art as he fucked with young fierceness up between her flattened ass-cheeks. 
His big teenage cock suddenly began to grow inside her stretched rectal 
walls that were spasming rhythmically as her orgasm devastated her loins and 
belly. She heard him squeal in a cracked adolescent voice as he began 
pumping his fresh searing sperm up into her convulsing nether channel to 
fill those hitherto untouched secret depths of her. She couldn't resist 
licking out at the underside of Leo's softening, sperm-covered cock, while 
lustful visions of their erotic future together flickered vaguely in the 
back of her passionate young brain ... !


Bruser dropped his head onto the plush carpet once more, though the 
heaviness of rut-stirred arousal surged uneasily in his mighty loins. But 
the long sighs and stretched-out naked forms on the bed advised him that it 
was resting time, just as he had sought tranquility for a time. Still, he 
was edgy and he raised his head once more, his keen sense of smell detecting 
the zesty she-aromas above all else. His powerful jaws opened into a panting 
grin. Already, the Alsatian had instinctively come to know human patience 
and even why.


Their female season was unending and he could wait!


THE END
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FOREWORD


In a world in which fraud and deception have become the order of the day-a 
world in which the highest placed public officials corruptly accept bribes 
of every sort, in which scandal, after scandal erupts, merely to be brushed 
aside as the norm-every segment of society has suffered. The persons to whom 
the distraught individual has traditionally turned-the clergy, the members 
of the teaching profession and those of the medical as well have lost the 
confidence of the average person. Like everyone else in this less than 
perfect world, they too have become objects of deep suspicion and distrust.


In many cases, this suspicion is completely unwarranted. The majority of the 
men of the cloth are decent and dedicated. The world is full of inspired and 
inspiring teachers. The medical profession abounds with those who truly 
abide by the Hippocratic oath. But inevitably there are the "few rotten 
apples who spoil the barrel".


It is just such a person whom Paula Dunbar has chosen to describe in her 
brilliant new novel Patty's Doctor. Dr. Smith is by no means the protagonist 
of this fascinating book. He is, rather, the catalyst, the agent which sets 
the events in action and which lead to the terrifying denouement.


Ms. Dunbar writes with skill and objectivity. A less competent, a less 
sensitive writer, might well have turned Dr. Smith into a caricature and 
made of the Richards family-John, Gloria and Patty, whose very existence is 
threatened by the machinations of Smith-an equally absurd and distorted 
picture. It is to her credit that she has seen all of the characters with 
her own deep sympathy-Smith in his evil, the others in their innocence-and 
has described them as they are. She has told it, as the current saying goes 
"like it is".


As a result, all emerge from the printed pages as live and believable human 
beings, whose problems are universal, whose facing up to them awakens a 
responsive chord in the heart of every reader. And such a chord will be set 
in motion by everyone who has faced the terrifying threat of mental illness 
in someone close to them.


While depicting the evil acts of Dr. Smith, Ms. Dunbar by no means condemns 
the practice of psychoanalysis, nor the many thousands of honest and 
dedicated psychiatrists who have brought hope and help and happiness to many 
more thousands. Rather, she vents her anger against those squalid few who 
abuse their profession and exposes them in all their malfeasance to the rest 
of the world.


For this reason we, the Publishers, feel that Ms. Dunbar has done a service 
to the public. We believe that her book is not only a fascinating novel, but 
a true and shocking story which must inevitably have a great impact on the 
American public.


It is the fervent hope of the Publishers that this is so, and that, as a 
result, the effort needed to rid the world of both the inept and the 
dishonest who hide behind the caduceus and the Hippocratic oath will be 
promptly made.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


Gloria Richards clenched and unclenched her hands nervously on the steering 
wheel of the Mercedes she drove slowly and carefully along the narrow 
gravelled road. The car's headlights on full beam showed up every pothole 
and illuminated the trees and undergrowth growing right up to the edges of 
both sides of the country route. It was eerie, she had time to think as she 
concentrated on peering out of her side of the car, trying to locate some 
telltale sign of her daughter's small, foreign sports convertible. Her 
husband, John Bart Richards, peered as best he could into the bush on his 
passenger side of the car, in between quick checks on a road map he held on 
his knees. John had always been the better map-reader of the two, and Gloria 
had climbed behind the wheel automatically when at two a.m. on a pitch black 
night they couldn't stand it any longer and decided to go look for their 
maverick sixteen year old daughter Patty.


"Why?" Gloria suddenly exploded. "Why did we have to have that row?"


John looked at his wife, his concentration on the search abruptly broken. 
The painful picture now came back into his mind of the way in which their 
long-legged daughter had flounced off the verandah of their summer lodge 
more than six hours earlier. Patty had just finished her last swim of the 
day in the pool and was talking about driving over to see some friends at a 
large nearby summer camp for teenagers when her parents decided they 
couldn't put off any longer telling her about the visit they had been asked 
to make that afternoon to the camp. Patty was officially in residence at the 
camp, seeing her parents at the family-owned lodge only at weekends and 
holidays, and the camp director in telephoning to ask the Richards to see 
him was all politeness. But in his office, Peter Sims was quite blunt. An 
outdoors type not given to tactful disclosures, Sims quickly laid it on the 
line that he and the other counselors considered it in the camp's best 
interests if the Richards would withdraw their fiery young redhead.


"There's no point in beating around the bush," he had held up his hand as 
both John and Gloria had half-moved out of their chairs in reaction to the 
"notice-to-quit" announcement.


"Patty is an extremely nubile girl for her age," Sims went on, "to be 
perfectly straight about it so that there won't be any misunderstanding, she 
is sexy, and what she's doing to the male population of this camp wouldn't 
bear telling." He looked at the stunned faces staring at him from the other 
side of the desk, then added, "In fact, the hysteria she's caused among her 
fellow females as a result of her activities isn't something to be laughed 
off easily, either."


When the Richards found their voices they were angry and at first refused to 
accept that truth of their daughter's behavior, but the husky, 
weather-beaten camp director was prepared for their indignation. The file he 
brought out on Patty was well-documented and he read it all to the two 
aghast parents, interrupting himself from time to time to emphasize that the 
camp was not so much interested in sitting in judgement on Patty's level of 
morality as in breaking the influence of her high jinks on the others. And 
to stop this influence she had to go.


"Now you've got it, chapter and verse," Sims finished, closing the file. The 
last straw for the camp administration had been the streaking incident. One 
boy caught running through the camp in the nude had been summarily expelled, 
but almost immediately a phantom trio of girls streaking with nothing on had 
appeared. The three naked girls picked any time of the day to do their 
racing between the bunkhouses, sometimes impudently making a quick dash 
passed the small, log-built administration building. The lightning-quick 
glimpses of the girls that any staff members of the camp caught were too 
brief to make positive identification possible, but for sure one was a 
redhead. Always in the lead, the redhead was tall and well-developed and 
there was pretty well a certainty in Sims' mind that it was Patty. He tried 
organizing several traps, and one day Patty ran literally into the arms Of 
one of the male counselors. Sims, in recounting this particular episode to 
John and Gloria in his office, finished by strongly indicating that at the 
point when Patty was caught in the act she had tried to "buy" her way out of 
any retribution by trying to seduce the counselor.


"The last straw", said Sims, shaking his head. "If she stays on after that, 
every kid would know you can get away with murder in this camp and any 
managing we try to do around here would become impossible."


John Richards looked down the tunnel of light made by the Mercedes' 
headlights and sighed deeply, desperately trying to think of some way to 
ease the tension of the beautiful woman sitting at his side.


"There's no way we could have avoided a fight with that girl tonight," he 
said at last. "Patty being the way she is...." he corrected himself. "The 
way we have made her, it was impossible to expect there would be some 
rational discussion of how she was going to handle things from hereon in. 
Just impossible to register anything serious on her, the only thing that 
would register on her is a good spanking, and she's too old for that." After 
her childish temper tantrum earlier perhaps she wasn't all that old for a 
spanking. The father's lips twitched in anger. "By God, if she doesn't 
smarten up, I'm just going to take her across my i knee. I'll pull that 
little mini-skirt of hers up to her elbows and then I'll wallop that ass of 
hers until it looks like boiled lobster. Oh sure, she can scream and squirm 
and wriggle around all she wants to, but it's not going to stop me. That kid 
is going to get the spanking of her life if she doesn't stop this nonsense." 
He rubbed his hands together almost gleefully at the thought of what he 
would do to his daughter.


"You're a bit late for that," Gloria said bitterly. "Might just as well try 
spanking me. Anyway, I think I've found that damned lake. Have you been 
following the map?"


Gloria cut the engine and with the turn of the key in the ignition she 
switched off the air-conditioning unit at the same time. The humidity of the 
hot July night seemed to take over immediately in the car as she lowered her 
window. There didn't appear to be too many bugs around. The night sounds of 
crickets and other insects surrounded and enveloped the car. Gloria turned 
off the car's headlights and switched on the interior lights so John 
wouldn't have to peer at the map with the aid only of a flashlight. She got 
out of the car and walked a few paces toward the expanse of water in front. 
A full moon just appearing above the tree tops on the far side of the lake 
shed a shimmering silvery highway across the water's peaceful surface. It 
was the first resemblance of peace she had felt since the morning of that 
long, long day. But the feeling was feeble and fleeting, for she sensed they 
weren't going to find Patty here.


"This has to be the lake Sims told us to try," John called out as he too 
quite the car.


Nearly an hour before, when their anxiety for Patty's safety demanded some 
action, they had telephoned Peter Sims, apologizing for waking him in the 
middle of the night. The camp director had been completely understanding 
about their worry but said the only organized activity that Saturday night 
at the camp-a campfire singsong-had ended at 10:30. He hadn't seen Patty 
there. John asked him if he had any ideas where the girl might have gone and 
Sims left the phone briefly, requesting the concerned father to hang on. 
Sims returned to say one of the other counselors thought a certain location 
on Lake Cheboycokee was a favorite with some of the-Sims hesitated for a 
moment-wilder elements of the summer resort area for skinny-dippers, and 
other activities. He didn't spell these out. John got some rough directions 
from the now thoroughly-awakened camp director on how to reach this 
particular beach on Lake Cheboycokee, apologized again and then said he'd 
let Sims get back to bed. Before saying goodnight, Sims reminded Patty's 
father that he and Gloria had agreed to postpone returning to the city on 
Monday until the camp guidance counselor, a Mrs. Mellor, could see them. 
Mrs. Mellor was the staff member best able to advise them where they should 
seek psychiatric treatment for Patty. John confirmed they would both drive 
over to the camp again Monday morning.


The beach in the moonlight showed many signs of previous use but as the 
distraught parents scanned it as far as they could see nothing moved or gave 
any indication of life at the moment. John walked over to the debris of one 
beach campfire and kicked it just to make sure it was cold, then said: "I 
think we should just take in a little more of the beach either way."


"You're right," Gloria agreed. "If we separate we'll get it done faster. You 
check that way."


John went farther than he had intended to, found nothing, then for one crazy 
moment on the way back thought he had. Gloria was already back and standing 
stock-still, pensively gazing out over the water. When he had first seen her 
from a distance John had experienced this crazy jolting turnover in the pit 
of his stomach as for a moment his mistook the tall well-rounded figure for 
his daughter. God, they were alike! Patty had even got the red hair from 
Gloria. His wife was just as voluptuous as when he married her; her breasts 
round and firm and high, her waist so small he could almost span it with his 
two hands. Her hips were full, her legs long and slender. It was no wonder 
that men turned to stare as she passed by. And that was the way men were now 
turning to stare at Patty. And she knew it-and reveled in it. That's where 
the difference lay between mother and daughter. Gloria ignored the whistlers 
and starers, had always ignored them. She'd seemed so beautifully innocent, 
she hardly knew what a sensation she created every time she walked down the 
street. Not Patty though-she'd sometimes put on an act that would shame a 
goddamned tart. She was very well aware that her thighs were rich and full, 
her breasts young and plump and ripe. She picked her clothes to show off her 
voluptuousness. 'See-through blouses, no brassiere at all, the tightest 
possible pants. And then she walked along in the most provocative way she 
could, the firm half-melons of her buttocks swaying sensuously, an open 
invitation to every man who passed. John wondered how many times that 
invitation had been accepted, and once again the name of Doug Lawson came 
into his mind. This name had been mentioned by Peter Sims as a warning to 
the parents of the kind of company Patty was mixing with. An eighteen year 
old long-haired wastrel from the local resort community of Triton Rapids, 
the Lawson reputation was well known to the Richard's. If it was Lawson 
who'd mesmerized Patty ... John smacked one fist into the palm of his other 
with a flat slap as an indication of what he would do to Lawson.


The sound, loud in the night, made Gloria jump, startling her out of her 
reverie.


"There's nothing, is there?" she demanded, not really needing any reply.


"It's a wild goose chase, honey," dully intoned her husband as he reached 
her side.


Gloria scanned the beach and bush quickly, one more time.


"Okay! Let's make it back to the house, fast, and check there." She slipped 
her hand under his arm before moving off.


"Yeah, you're right. We've been away too long."


John now moved swiftly with her back to the car and this time took the 
driver's position as they .were merely retracing their route and there was 
some fast driving to be done. As fast as he drove, however, Gloria still 
kept her full attention on checking for any telltale signs of her daughter's 
car being parked just off the road in the bush. The older woman sat forward 
on the edge of the passenger seat, chin held high and breasts tautly pressed 
against the tight flimsy material of her blouse. This dim outline of his 
wife seen out of the corner of his eye excited John as he hurled the 
powerful car as fast as he dared over the road's almost non-existent 
surface. The thought of his daughter's loveliness passed fleetingly through 
his mind. God, he couldn't blame the Lawson kid for trying. He could 
remember how he had felt about Gloria when they were dating, when she wasn't 
much older than Patty. Christ, there were some nights he thought he would go 
out of his mind, he had wanted her so much. His virile young cock had 
lurched and grown hard beneath his pants, and he'd been embarrassed at the 
bulge there between his legs. There was even one night when he damn near 
lost control-and so had she-and he'd slid his hand under her tight little 
blouse and then under the flimsy lace and nylon of her brassiere, and his 
fingers had closed around the firm and upright mounds of her full young 
breasts, kneading and squeezing them. He'd taken the tiny buds of her 
nipples between her thumbs and fingers, teasing them into little erections. 
He'd even trailed one hand down over the flat plane of her belly, toward the 
little triangle of down that nestled between her legs.


Jesus, there had been raging fires shooting flames through him while his 
whole body tingled and ached and burned in turn. He had slipped his other 
hand under her skirt then and had begun caressing her between her creamy 
white thighs. Gloria had gasped, as though out of breath, and then her voice 
all low and choked had begged, "No, John! No!"


But he'd gone on stroking her, his hands roving over her flat white stomach 
and then going down to the little "vee" shaped patch of pubic hair modestly 
covered by her soft nylon panties. He'd even slipped his middle finger under 
their elastic legband, insinuating it slowly into the moist virginal slit of 
her pussy.


He didn't know what would have happened if Gloria hadn't uttered a little 
scream of horror and twisted away from him, squirming and pushing at his 
hands. She'd been crying, he remembered, and had made him take her home at 
once. For a while, it looked as if things were all over between them. She 
refused to see him for days. Even when she relented, and they started dating 
again, she made him promise that he would never attempt under any 
circumstances to try and "take advantage of her" as she put it, again.


And what a genuine bastard he had felt over the whole thing! Gloria, a 
trusting, beautiful person, had been treated by him as if she were a whore! 
There was nothing false about the promise he'd made to get her to date him 
again. When they later were formally engaged there were times when that 
promise came pretty close to being broken but even then he forced his hands 
to stay away from any explorations that could be called lewd. With a mother 
who had been as puritan as that how could they have raised a daughter with 
the reputation Patty had?


"How, Gloria? How have we managed to raise a little wildcat like Patty?" 
John put his thoughts into words as he expertly swung the big car in at the 
entrance of the driveway to rambling log-built lodge.


"We spoiled her," replied Gloria flatly. "Maybe we didn't intend to, but it 
happened. We gave her everything she ever wanted...."


Her words trailed off as the lodge standing on a slight rise came into 
sight. It shared the cleared acres around it with two log cabins, one of 
which Patty had made her own domain.


"No car and no lights," muttered Gloria.


Lights showed from practically every room of the lodge but Patty's cabin was 
in pitch darkness and the space alongside where she usually parked her car 
was empty.


John steered the Mercedes to its resting place behind the lodge, cut the 
engine and looked at his watch.


"Two-thirty! What a hell of an hour!"


"I need a drink, then some sleep," yawned Gloria. "But let's just give that 
cabin the once-over first."


The hot, moist night air hit them again as they left the comfort of the 
automobile and made their way wearily over to Patty's cabin. Nothing had 
changed since their earlier checks. The one single big room of the cabin was 
in total disorder, as was the custom with any place Patty stayed in for more 
than three or four hours. Clothes made up most of the mess, but mingled with 
the panties, blue jeans, swimsuits and bikinis, shirts, skirts, sneakers, 
socks and pantyhose, were phonograph records, in and out of their covers, 
magazines, and various odd-shaped bits of driftwood culled from the nearby 
lake beaches. But no Patty. The bed was a mess like the rest of the room but 
it was the same disorder the sixteen year old had left the previous morning; 
it hadn't been slept in since.


"I can't stand the sight of this," John said quickly. "Let's get some 
sleep." He moved to switch out the light.


"I'm just going to make up that bed," said his wife, filled with sudden 
determination. "I'm not touching the rest, but the bed is the least I can 
do."


"Can I get you that drink then? I'm taking a hefty scotch up to bed with 
me."


"I want one just as big, believe me-yes, scotch, and with lots of ice, 
please, John."


Gloria finished the bed and then despite her tiredness compulsively worked 
on for a while cleaning up some of the more stark disorder and litter that 
made even walking around the bed difficult. She gave the room one more 
glance from the cabin doorway, sighed, turned out the light and quietly 
closed the screen door. All lights in the lodge had been doused except a 
faint gleam from a low-powered bedside lamp in their bedroom. It took her 
thirty seconds to reach the lodge verandah and the full moon, now high in 
the sky, gave her plenty of light to see her way through inside and upstairs 
to their bedroom. John was in bed, asleep and snoring gently, his drink that 
he'd wanted so badly practically untouched, the highball glass standing on a 
bedside table. Her drink, with all the ice, rested on the vanity table, but 
with the ice almost melted. Gloria took a sip, made a face, decided it was 
just too watery to drink. She shrugged her shoulders. To get a replacement 
meant returning downstairs. Was it worth it? She looked at the bed. John's 
sleep deepened with every snore. No joy there! She decided it was worth the 
trip downstairs and stopping only to pick up John's straight scotch-she 
could, after all, use that for her drink Gloria headed for the kitchen.


John had forgotten to put away the tray of cubes when he'd heard the call of 
his bed and could postpone sleep no longer. With a little smile Gloria took 
the watery mess off the top of the refrigerator and emptied the tray into 
the kitchen sink, turning on the cold tap at the same time. She opened the 
refrigerator for another tray of ice cubes and looked in the cupboard over 
the sink for the biggest glass she could find. Half-filling it with cubes, 
Gloria picked up her husband's almost untouched scotch and measured the 
amount dubiously with her eyes. It would be a good stiff drink, but what the 
hell! It was what she needed to help unwind. She quickly up-ended the scotch 
over her waiting pile of ice cubes in the bigger glass and immediately put 
the drink to her lips to try it. God, it was good! She leaned back against 
the kitchen counter and flicked off the cold tap with her left hand. She 
took another long sip of her scotch and enjoyed the cold from the ice cubes 
hitting her face from the large glass. That cool she'd like to be all over, 
she thought.


The only tidying up to do in the kitchen before returning upstairs was to 
put back the refilled ice trays in the fridge and generally wipe up a little 
spilled water. Her drink was only half finished and she thought of the noise 
she might create in the bedroom, undressing. I mustn't wake John, she told 
herself. Why shouldn't she get undressed downstairs, finish her drink, then 
go immediately to bed? As she switched off the kitchen light and returned to 
the immense lounge of the lodge the idea appealed to her even 
more-especially the thought of getting her clothes off and cooling off some 
more with her drink. This had to be the stickiest night they'd had so far 
this summer.


There was no need of turning on lamps in the lounge to undress by-the 
moonglow coming in through the picture windows was ample. Gloria took 
another long swallow of scotch to finish the drink off except for the 
remains of the cubes. She felt so much better now she debated whether she 
should mix herself a second drink right away, but decided the idea of 
discarding her sticky clothes was more tempting.


She undressed slowly, undoing every button on the shirt-type front of her 
blouse before shrugging it from her shoulders to let it fall where it may. 
Her brassiere was very flimsy, and she freed the rounded peaks of her firm 
breasts roughly by tugging it over her head without bothering to undo the 
clasp at the back. It felt cooler already with only her top naked. Her 
short, denim skirt unzipped over one hip and dropping it to the floor she 
quickly stepped out of it and pushed it with one foot in the direction of 
brassiere and blouse. Gloria stood on tiptoe and stretched her arms as high 
above her head as she could, trying to get coolness to every inch of her 
body. When she needed air, she slumped down and gasped in a lungful, 
slipping her fingers under the elastic waistband of her nylon panties. Her 
creamy-white breasts heaved gently as she took more deep breaths and began 
to ease off her flimsy white panties down over her firmly curved hips and 
long, full-rounded thighs, letting them too fall to the floor when they were 
loose enough between her legs to do so. She stepped out of the panties and 
into range of the full-length mirror on the wall by the door leading 
directly on to the lodge's verandah. Watching her ghostly reflection in the 
mirror Gloria gently massaged away a few tension spots in her hips and upper 
thighs. A slight breeze through the opened screened windows of the room made 
her think how much cooler it would be outside. At first her mind rejected 
the idea of going outside naked but when she thought about it, why shouldn't 
she? They had perfect privacy, and she needn't go any farther than the 
verandah. God, it would be great to feel a breeze, she decided as she moved 
to the verandah door and peered cautiously out. The landscape, bathed in 
moonlight, was still and empty to where the trees and bush began. She opened 
the screen door and stepped out onto the verandah. An immediate sense of 
freedom coursed through her veins. She wanted to stretch on tiptoe again but 
with the angle of the moon illuminating most of this section of verandah she 
needed to find a place less exposed. The wide verandah surrounded the lodge 
on three sides and Gloria decided to move around to the most 
heavily-shadowed deck. Then she remembered they had the swing-couch up on 
that deck-she couldn't wait to stretch out on the coolness of that! She 
needed no more convincing once she thought of the couch.


The garden swing-couch-the target of the silently creeping naked woman-was 
exactly where she thought John and the daily handyman they employed had last 
carried it but any idea of stretching out sensually along its length 
disappeared from her mind. A glowing spot in the bush caught her attention 
as soon as she reached the turn in the verandah and the lodge wall. She was 
so startled she crouched back and down and lost sight of the glow behind the 
verandah railing. It was only when she stood at a certain angle the bright 
spot reappeared and she realized it was caused by the moonlight reflecting 
on something metallic. Now she saw that it wasn't just one spot reflecting 
all the light-there were duller metallic gleams coming from between the 
trees and undergrowth. Then she saw the wheels, and those thin wire spokes 
could only belong to one car-her daughter's Alfa! Gloria stood up straight 
with a small gasp and her right hand went apprehensively to her mouth. The 
second cabin, the cabin on this side of the lodge that was supposed to be 
unoccupied and beside which, almost hidden in the bush, stood Patty's car; 
of course.


She is here!


The conviction surged through Gloria's whole being with a strength that 
carried her without thinking along the rest of the verandah, down the steps 
at the back and sent her racing across the open space to the second cabin. 
Her bare feet were silent on the grass and she paused briefly in shadow of 
one cabin wall to regain her breath. The small log building was in total 
darkness but she heard voices through the open screen window. Voices! They 
were only murmurs she heard, but there were two speakers, and one was 
unmistakably male. Gloria groaned softly and bit her clenched knuckles. What 
was happening? She thought of the security of her bed and John's presence 
and wanted desperately to hide away against his side, but she had to know 
what was going on! Who was in there with her daughter? What were they doing 
in the middle of the night? She had to find out.


Gloria crept around in the shadowed screen door of the cabin. By the light 
of the moon streaming through the windows on the other side of the 
one-roomed cabin the older woman could make out the naked form of her 
daughter stretched out on the bed. A long-haired boy, his quivering buttocks 
white in the moonlight, knelt above her and as Gloria watched, the girl 
tangled her hands in his thick curly locks and pulled his head forward. 
"Oooooooh," she moaned. "Do it, Doug. Do it! Like that! Like you did before. 
DO IT!"


Patty had actually said "Doug! Oh, no! Gloria could never-would never-permit 
this evil thing to happen under her roof. She opened her mouth to scream, to 
order the boy to leave, to insist that Patty dress immediately. But no 
sound, no words came. She stood, her mouth slack with shock, unable to move 
a muscle.


Patty moaned again, pulling Doug's head down toward the snowy mound of one 
full young breast. As Gloria watched he fastened his mouth over the rosy 
nipple and began to suck on it as though it were a sweet ripe cherry.


The young girl squirmed against him, mewling with pleasure as she ran her 
hands through his tangled hair. Then she took his hand in hers and guided it 
to the other milk-white mound. He continued to suck at the tender taut 
nipple, his tongue flicking out from time to time to swirl around the tiny 
quivering button while he cupped and massaged her breast in a teasing 
circular motion.


"Oh, my God! It feels so good! So good!" Patty moaned. And then she uttered 
a sharp gasp as Doug nipped cruelly at her soft sensitive flesh. Once again 
an answering cry rose in Gloria's throat, to remain strangled there. She had 
to stop this obscenity somehow! And yet the shock of seeing the lewd 
ravishment of her own daughter left her paralyzed. For the life of her she 
could not lift a finger, could not utter a sound, could step neither forward 
nor backward.


Instead she stood glued to the spot as if mesmerized, watching in horror as 
Doug's lips began crawling down Patty's writhing body spread before him on 
the coverlet of the bed. Slowly they worked their way along the girl's 
smooth resilient flesh, pausing now and then as he flicked his tongue out 
rapidly to run it across a particularly sensitive spot.


He licked tantalizingly at the small indentation of her navel while Patty 
gasped and groaned, then threw her own arms around his lithe naked body, 
pulling him closer to her aching loins. Her nails clawed across his 
buttocks, leaving red welts in their wake. He cried out with the momentary 
pain that further roused his lust, then trailed his lips along her flat 
white belly until they hovered above the sparse little patch of hair at its 
base.


Once again Patty moaned, once again she tangled her hands in his hair, 
pulling the boy's searching lips back up her recumbent body, now soaked with 
sweat. Once again he fastened them over a tiny throbbing nipple while his 
fingers circled and stroked and cupped her lovely rounded breasts. And then 
his hands left her trembling mounds to trace the soft curves of her naked 
body, to slip down the narrow crevice between the two-pink-capped peaks and 
then across her soft, unresisting belly. As his fingers slipped to the 
little "vee" between her creamy thighs, Patty sucked in her breath.


He teased thrillingly at the hidden treasure there and then his fingers 
began to play with the moist narrow pussy-slit, searching out and finding 
the tiny bud of her clitoris. They caressed it gently until it sprang into 
quivering life, then slipped down to part the excitedly moistening lips of 
her vagina. His middle finger snaked enticingly between them, twisting and 
turning inside the warm clasping cuntal walls. He plunged his finger farther 
into her widespread cunt as a sweet moisture seeped from it, the viscous 
juices drenching his hand.


Gloria, still watching through the screen door, felt a chill of horror sweep 
through her once more. And then her head began to whirl, her body to sway. 
I'm going to faint, she thought, and reached out to steady herself while 
another low moan escaped her lips. The sound of her voice shocked and 
frightened her. What if the lewdly copulating young couple heard her, turned 
to find her standing there and spying on them? What would they do? And what 
would she do if she were discovered?


Once again she willed herself to flee from the spot, to close her eyes and 
blot out this obscene exhibition; once again she found herself incapable of 
moving.


Her heart flailed against her ribs, thumping out a wild savage rhythm as 
Doug's finger continued to fuck deep into her daughter's narrow velvety 
vaginal channel, impaling the girl on the tip of it. Patty writhed 
ecstatically now, her head rolling from side to side, her long red hair 
thrashing about on the coverlet. And then, as he withdrew his finger with a 
sudden twist of his wrist, she gasped and reached for his hand.


"Oh, God! Don't stop! Don't stop!" Patty pleaded, struggling fruitlessly to 
pull his fingers down back to the fleshy lips of her throbbing cunt.


"Like that?" Doug leered above her, his eyes roving lewdly up and down her 
slim trembling body.


"Oh, my God! Yes. Yes, I do!"


"What else do you want me to do to you?" he asked, a cruel sneer twisting 
his lips.


"That's all," Patty moaned. "Just what you're doing. That's all."


"Like hell it is," he said brusquely. "What do you want me to do?"


"I want you to ... to put your ... your...."


"What do you want me to do?"


With a little moan that signaled her complete submission to him Patty said, 
"Oh my God, Doug. I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me like you've 
never fucked anyone before."


"That's more like it," Doug gloated triumphantly. "What do you want me to 
fuck you with?"


"Your cock," she begged. "Your lovely big cock!"


"Okay, baby! What you ask for, you get!" He turned suddenly and from the 
cabin doorway Gloria saw his thick young penis jutting out from his loins, 
stiff and straight as a pole.


Her hands flew to her face and she covered her eyes at the sight. Oh dear 
God! It was so big ... so big! She had never imagined that anyone could have 
a member so enormous. And now he was going to force this huge ... huge ... 
weapon-yes, that's what it was, a weapon-into the tiny moist passage there 
between Patty's legs. Oh dear God! He mustn't! He mustn't! He would kill the 
girl, he would split her in two. She could never take such a mass of flesh 
into her quivering little belly.


No, she pleaded silently. No, don't. For God's sake, don't. But when she 
opened her eyes she saw that Doug had grasped his rock-hard cock between 
finger and thumb and was already guiding it straight toward the glistening, 
half-hidden hole in Patty's pink little pussy. It grazed the softly curling 
pubic hair and parted the long narrow slit. As he pressed the rubbery 
scarlet head insistently against the elastic opening, her pussy popped open 
and seemed to swallow the rigidly throbbing penis.


Patty thrashed beneath him, taking the thick pulsing length deep up between 
her wetly sucking walls until it had almost disappeared. As her young lover 
thrust deep into her, she moved back and forth on his impaling cock, 
rotating her hips and grinding her buttocks into the mattress while she 
whimpered with pleasure.


He fucked in and out while Patty mewled and purred, crushing her lips 
against his, writhing her belly to his belly until the two smacked against 
one another. Slowly but implacably, Doug worked his hands beneath the girl's 
undulating buttocks, encompassing them in his palms, lifting them to press 
her loins against his own. She began a more and more frantic rotation of her 
ass-cheeks as he sent his long aching cock pounding and driving into her 
warm tight cunt, until finally the bloated head brushed against her cervix 
while his balls slapped hard against the smooth rounded half-moons of her 
buttocks.


The young redhead strained against him, throwing her legs around his hips, 
tightening and then releasing them, as his heavy cock continued its rampage 
into the very depths of her soft clutching belly. Her low moans of 
passionate abandon sent now an even more exciting wave of lust crashing 
through him. Suddenly his middle finger reached into the widespread furrow 
between her buttocks, searching along the smooth wet crevice for the tiny 
puckered hole of her anus. He poked and probed at it, then pressed hard 
until, like her little vagina, the hairless nether ring popped open and his 
finger slid into the tight rubbery opening up to the first knuckle joint.


Patty screamed at the pain, and then relaxed as it ebbed, turning to a new 
and ecstatic joy. Now she screwed her buttocks back down onto his finger as 
he twisted and turned it insanely inside the soft fleshy depths of her 
rectum. She began a low and soft moaning as Doug continued this double 
ravishment of her defenseless loins, his iron-like penis moving in and out 
of her clasping vagina like some motorized piston gone wild.


She opened her legs to the fullest as Doug thrust into her with longer, 
harder strokes. Her daughter's teeth, Gloria now saw, were clenched, her 
eyes shut tight, her whole face contorted with lust as she suddenly cried, 
"Oh my God!


I'm cumming....I'm cumming ... Oh, my God!"


Her eyes were glazed as she writhed and twisted beneath the boy. At almost 
the same moment he arched back, then thrust forward in a final desperate 
lunge, gasping out his own climax. "Ooooooooh! Oh, my God! I'm cumming too! 
I'm cumming!"


Their moans seemed to mingle as Doug shot his white-hot sperm deep into her 
belly, as her own orgasmic juice gushed forth to seep down between her 
creamy-white thighs, running in tiny rivulets over her supple young skin. 
The hot wet walls of her vagina clasped and unclasped desperately, milking 
at the jerking organ until the girl was drained of all strength, her legs 
collapsing on the bed to splay out obscenely over the sides. Doug groaned 
one more time, then rolled over, withdrawing his now deflating penis, to lie 
quietly beside her, eyes closed.


There was no sound anywhere except the choked groan of utter horror from the 
dry throat of the stunned mother, before she turned and raced back to the 
lodge.


But the benumbed minds of Patty and Doug registered nothing!


CHAPTER TWO


"One thing I know, we just can't sit still with this going on."


Gloria sat in an alcove seat by the huge stone hearth of the lodge lounge 
and looked at her husband in despair. John stared at her unbelievingly from 
the edge of the leather sofa dominating the center of the room. He looked 
like a man struggling to wake from a nightmare.


"You're sure, honey?" he asked. "Absolutely sure?"


Gloria jumped to her feet with a little gesture of impatience. "Of course 
I'm sure! My God, John, you don't think I could make up a story like that, 
do you?"


John got up too and clumsily reached out a hand towards her. "No, no, I 
don't doubt you, that's not it. Only ... it's just I can't ... I can't take 
it in, that's all, it doesn't seem possible. In the cabin too!"


Right under their noses! Every detail of what his wife had told him went 
round like a tape-recording in his head. Patty, he knew, was well along the 
path to womanhood and her slender, well-developed young woman's figure must 
appear like honey to most men but he still thought of her as his personal 
treasure. Innocent Patty lying there on the cabin bed, her legs obscenely 
splayed out over the bed's sides, the tiny slit of her young pussy lewdly 
put on full view for the benefit of that local long-haired do-nothing 
hippie. What was his name? Lawson, Doug Lawson. And then the way the young 
bastard had exhibited himself proudly, exposing his erect cock, before 
fucking the child almost silly according to Gloria. What an ordeal for 
Gloria, too shocked, too horrified to say a word! It wasn't any wonder her 
nerves were stretched to the limit today, with a sleepless night behind her 
and no solution in sight. Christ, he was' wound up enough himself, and he'd 
only just started to live with the story! Where was the answer to it all? 
What could they do?


"God, I'd like a drink," he burst out. Gloria laughed mirthlessly.


"That's just about the earliest you've ever asked for one," she said. "I'll 
get it. I need one too. Scotch?"


"Yeah. Straight!"


His mind flew back to Patty as his wife left the room, back to the 
tape-recorder in his mind...."Feeling and sucking on her breasts ... both 
naked ... wrapped her legs around him ... climaxed together. " What to do? 
Talk to Patty? That was a joke! There never had been any time she'd listened 
to him. Not since she was old enough to have any mind of her own, anyway. 
Maybe that's when he should have gone out of his way to make sure she stayed 
toeing to the line. The kid had never been spanked. And now it was too late. 
Even so, he longed to haul her across his knees, flip that little skirt of 
hers up and bring his hand down on her quivering white ass until it glowed 
like a red neon light beneath those flimsy nylon panties she wore. He 
wouldn't have cared how she kicked or screamed as he rained blow after 
blow'on her defenseless buttocks. Hell, no! her cries would have been music 
to his ears. He clenched his fists angrily. He would do it yet one of these 
days, he would give her the spanking she deserved, the spanking of her life. 
Only, he thought sadly, it wouldn't do a damn bit of good. Patty would run 
away or something. Where was she now? Gloria had said she heard her come 
into the kitchen first thing in the morning and make some breakfast. Then 
she'd left. The noise she'd made revving up her sports car had been the 
thing that had awakened him. At first he'd taken this as a good sign and 
then he'd seen his wife's swollen, red-rimmed eyes, and Gloria had poured 
out the whole sordid story for him. Unbelievable!


He was still in his reverie when Gloria placed the generous measure of 
straight Scotch in front of him.


"Any ideas materialized?" she asked, taking a sip of her own drink and then 
sitting beside him on the couch.


He smiled his thanks at her as he tried the Scotch but shook his head in 
reply to her question.


"We need help, honey," he said after taking a couple of gulps from his 
glass. "We need professional help and the one ray of sunshine is that we 
have that appointment tomorrow with that camp guidance counselor-what's her 
name?"


"Mrs. Mellor."


"Right. Now there's no guarantee she can do anything but at least it's her 
business to give people advice in these situations. Can you sit tight till 
then?" He put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her close.


"What about Patty?"


"We handle her with kid gloves. We've got to tell her sometime today they 
don't want her ... that she's been expelled from the camp. We don't have to 
mention anything else and that will be quite enough to insist on her staying 
at home this evening and sleeping in one of the bedrooms in the lodge."


John finished his Scotch in one final gulp and stared vacantly at the cold 
hearth grate as he replaced the glass on the coffee table.


"At least, I sure hope to God it's enough."


* * *


Some people maintained Mrs. Florence Mellor kept the most comfortable office 
of any of the summer camp's staff and certainly she herself was one of the 
easiest of people to get along with. A former high school principal, she'd 
taken an early retirement "to get out of a rut" as she herself put it, and 
she had got great joy out of the two summers she'd worked at the camp as 
guidance counselor. She was the first to admit that she had absolutely no 
qualifications in psychiatry. What she lacked in degrees and diplomas, 
however, she more than made up for through the personal wisdom she'd gained 
over her fifty-six years of life.


"I'm very glad to meet you," she told John and Gloria on Monday morning, 
giving each a brief but firm handshake. "Sit down-if you can find a seat!"


Most of the small office was taken up with battered chairs and a couple of 
horsehair sofas with the stuffing protruding. Much of this furniture was 
occupied by papers and books, however, and Mrs. Mellor made room for the 
Richards on one of the sofas by clearing away a stack of folders and dumping 
them on the floor. She indicated with a smile and a slight gesture of the 
hand that the space was all theirs and returned to her small desk pushed up 
against the wall under the one window, swiveling her chair around so that 
she could face them. She became serious.


"Peter Sims has told me his decision regarding Patty and I know there're no 
words to lessen the blow of that news for you," she started off. "What we 
have to think about now is where we go from here, and you're quite right to 
think in terms of psychiatric help." She turned to check an entry in a file 
on her desk. "Your home's in New Bristol, is it not?"


The two parents looked quickly at one another and then John cleared his 
throat and agreed New Bristol was indeed their hometown. "But there's been 
something else happening ... regarding Patty ... we thought it might be ... 
be important." And with an encouraging nod of acquiescence from Mrs. Mellor, 
John poured out the whole story of what Gloria had seen through the cabin 
screen door.


"Well, there's no question you two people are being put through the wringer 
with this development," commented Mrs. Mellor forcefully when John had 
finished his recital. "And there's no question now it's doubly imperative to 
find help quickly." The gray-haired former principal briefly explained the 
limitations of her own qualifications to offer the kind of professional 
assistance that they would need for Patty, but reassured them she could give 
them leads to the right people.


"I'll write down the names and addresses of. the three New Bristol 
psychiatrists I know of," she finished up.


To this point Gloria had remained silent, except to confirm with a nod of 
the head some of the details her husband had recounted to Mrs. Mellor, but 
she had spent the time studying the guidance counselor closely, and had 
decided the woman had a warmth about her, conveyed a feeling of motherliness 
that made Gloria trust her. If she asked a straight question perhaps Mrs. 
Mellor would be straight with her in return.


"Mrs. Mellor? You don't have to answer this but maybe you can help me. Are 
many girls Patty's age this way?"


The older woman looked up from her writing and stared hard at Gloria for a 
moment before replying.


"Yes, as a matter-of-fact there is a lot of wildness, including sexual 
intercourse. With many young girls there's promiscuity and worse, but with 
Patty you're lucky."


Gloria sat bolt upright. "Lucky," she exclaimed. "Lucky! A daughter who has 
no compunction about going all the way at sixteen and you say I'm lucky?"


"It could be worse, you know."


"Oh, sure!" Gloria snapped.


"Patty could be on drugs."


"What d'you mean, 'be on drugs'?" cut in John.


"I mean it could have been that your daughter by now could be a confirmed 
drug addict," Mrs. Mellor told them softly. "Mr. Sims would probably fire me 
if he heard me reveal it but we have uncovered pushers no more than sixteen 
and seventeen right here in this camp. As far as we can tell-and we get 
pretty expert, believe me," the counselor added bitterly, "-as far as we can 
tell Patty is not into drugs. And that, bluntly, is what I meant when I said 
it could be worse."


Gloria had only half-heard the last part of Mrs. Mellor's explanation, her 
mind growing dizzy with what it was expected to understand. First there was 
the memory of the other night when she had watched the young couple in all 
their lewd revolting acts. She couldn't banish the image of the young girl's 
naked body stretched out on the bed beneath Doug, offered up to him for 
sacrifice as though he were some pagan god. She remembered that terrible 
moment when his thick rigid cock had entered the girl's tiny vaginal 
passage, pushing aside the pink fleshy folds of her cuntal lips to disappear 
as if it had been swallowed. She remembered ... and couldn't stop 
remembering-and now this woman was asking her to digest the possibility that 
by now Patty could have been hooked on dope, that maybe there were confirmed 
drug takers among her friends. It was too much to take in. The room began to 
whirl and feeling herself close to fainting heard herself asking, "Please, 
could I have a glass of water?"


She wasn't sure of what happened then except that John held her until Mrs. 
Mellor had returned with the water. She sipped at it, feeling a little 
stronger, but her mind had been dazed, her brain sent spinning, and she had 
difficulty concentrating.


The fog in her mind cleared suddenly when in. the course of a remark to John 
Mrs. Mellor made another reference to "psychiatric help".


"What do you mean, 'psychiatric help'?" demanded Gloria, struggling up out 
of the nest of John's arms. "The girl isn't mad!"


"I know, of course not," soothed Mrs. Mellor. "But she's very troubled, and 
really it's the only hope for the child."


"She isn't really a child," Gloria protested, half to herself, thinking 
again of Patty lying beneath Doug Lawson as he had fucked lewdly into her.


"She's an adolescent, a troubled adolescent," cut in John quickly, trying to 
nip in the bud a needless rift between the two concerned women.


"Yes, you're perfectly right, Mr. Richards," the guidance counselor 
graciously agreed. "Adolescent is much more the correct term. But child or 
adolescent, Mrs. Richards, she is headed for disaster if she doesn't get 
professional advice."


Gloria leaned back wearily against John's arm and nodded her head, feeling 
the effort of speech beyond her. There was some more talk between Mrs. 
Mellor and John but it all passed over her head as all she could think of 
was getting home to New Bristol. It was about an hour's drive. Patty had 
left first thing that morning, getting back the keys to her car on the 
condition that she drove straight home. They had told her they had to go to 
the camp but explained it was to pick up her things. They did have to do 
that also. Suddenly she could stand the small office, the clutter and the 
buzzing talk, no longer. Concentrating all her strength, she stood up.


"John, I want to go home. You'll have to take me now, I need to get home." 
Aware, now, of how rude and abrupt she must sound to the older woman, Gloria 
turned to Mrs. Mellor and explained, "Please try to excuse this, I know it 
must seem terribly rude but there's just no place I...." Mrs. Mellor cut her 
off with a silencing gesture.


"No apologies necessary, Mrs. Richards, it's completely understandable you'd 
want to get home as soon as possible. I tend to drag these talks on too 
long, it's a fault I'm always fighting to remember not to do." She smiled 
and picked up the list of addresses she'd left lying on her desk.


"New Bristol isn't exactly well-endowed with psychiatrists, Mr. Richards, 
but I think you'll find something to help you there."


John took the list and thanked her and with a few more words at the door of 
the office they took their leave of the camp guidance counselor, picked up 
Patty's already-packed things from the reception area of the administration 
building and headed to where their car was parked.


Gloria wouldn't even agree to take the time to search out camp director 
Peter Sims to say farewell.


* * *


Although he drove swiftly once he got on to the highway, it was lunchtime by 
the time they reached the outskirts of New Bristol and the turn off for 
Green Edinburgh, the well-treed suburb where they had lived for the last six 
years.


Patty's car was parked, after a fashion, slewed askew so it blocked the 
entrances of two of the three garages. John didn't bother to garage the 
Mercedes as he intended driving downtown that afternoon to his retail home 
furnishings store on New Bristol Main Street.


"You go in and rest, honey. I can get these things," John told his wife as 
he moved around to the car trunk where Patty's bags were locked away. Gloria 
had with her a small weekend bag of personal items she had brought from the 
lodge before closing it up. John had duplicates of all his personal stuff at 
the lodge.


Gloria had been through the house by the time he'd finished bringing in 
Patty's bits and pieces.


"She's not here, John. I can't find her anywhere."


"There, honey, hold on," sighed John as he dumped the last tennis racket, 
the last hold-all and the last pair of sneakers on the pile at the bottom of 
the stairs. "I'm not surprised she's not here. She took off before we got 
home and I'm just glad she's not somewhere in that car of hers-at least 
she's likely in the neighborhood."


Gloria turned and walked into the kitchen where she had a view across the 
back lot of the house of their nearest neighbors, who happened to have two 
sons about Patty's age.


"Now, she's not necessarily with the Peters' boys either, Gloria," said 
John, following her into the kitchen. The tall redhead went on standing by 
the double-sink, staring out at nothing. "Look, Gloria, if you'd rather I 
stayed home this afternoon I can phone the office and postpone this auditing 
meeting. It's no life or death thing. I don't feel like anything to eat 
myself but I can fix you some lunch and start phoning some of those 
doctors...."


Gloria turned and faced him, putting her hands in his and smiling as far as 
he could remember for the first time that day. "No, I'll fix us some 
lunch-we both need to eat after skipping breakfast this morning-and then 
I'll start in on the calls while you're at the store. You more than did your 
share of carrying the load for both of us this morning. It's time I got a 
grip on myself. Now, where's that list Mellor gave you, let's decide who 
looks the best to try first."


While Gloria got some ham and eggs ready, John read out the list of names, 
addresses and qualifications written down by Mrs. Mellor and discussed the 
apparent merits of each of the two men and one woman. They decided to try 
the woman first and then move on to one of the men if she wasn't available 
or turned out after all not to be suitable. After eating, John got up to 
pour them a second cup of coffee.


"How do you really feel about it," he asked suddenly, putting the 
coffee-maker back on the counter. "Sending Patty to a shrink?"


Gloria considered the question carefully. "Is there any alternative?" she 
said at last.


"Not that I know of," John said.


"But what if she won't go? I mean-it could be a problem."


"We'll face that when the time comes. The first thing to do is get an 
appointment with one of these characters. Then we'll figure out how we get 
dear Patty into his-or her-office." He pushed his coffee cup away and leaned 
back. "But are you sure you're going to be able to handle these phone calls? 
I can still call off that meeting...."


"Now I've eaten there's no problem," Gloria reassured him. "I feel fine 
now." She paused. "Well, as fine as I'm likely to feel in the circumstances. 
So you take off, and I'll let you know, I'll leave a message with your 
secretary if I get into any trouble. Otherwise, just assume I got something 
fixed up."


Still with a great many doubts in his mind about exactly to what extent his 
wife was really recovered from her breakdown of that morning, John collected 
a few papers together in his study and left in the Mercedes for the 
Richards' store, Twentieth Century Home and Recreation Furnishings. It was a 
hop, skip and a jump by the new downtown freeway, and he was in plenty of 
time for his two-thirty meeting.


Meanwhile, Gloria stacked the few dishes involved in their simple meal and 
decided to start work on obtaining a psychiatrist's appointment right away. 
She immediately got off to a bad beginning. All the woman doctor's number 
gave back was a recorded message.


"Dr. Alison Forester's office. This is a recorded announcement. Dr. Forester 
is with a patient at this time but expects to be free at five minutes to the 
hour. Please call again at that time."


Gloria checked her watch and found it was a quarter of three. Okay, she had 
time to make at least one other call, but they had decided that there might 
be an edge in having a woman treat Patty, so Gloria considered she would 
stick with how they originally had seen things and wait on the stroke of 
five minutes of three to come around, getting herself another cup of coffee 
in the meantime.


It was right on the stroke of five of three when the redhead finished 
dialing again but nevertheless someone who had been this route before, 
probably, had beaten her to the punch and all Gloria got was the busy 
signal. She couldn't help slamming the phone down. God, it was frustrating! 
Then she collected herself and became a little calmer. Ridiculous to get 
upset over a busy signal-why, it might be Dr. Forester herself phoning out. 
Then, Gloria couldn't help but get an immediate reaction of resentment 
against the psychiatrist for herself using uppart of the precious five 
minutes that she apparently allowed each hour for calls from the outside.


Gloria went back to dialing the Forester number monotonously for the next 
five minutes but got nowhere, only a repeat of the busy signal, until at 
three o'clock precisely the recorded voice chimed in again with, "Dr. Alison 
Forester's office. This is a...."


The frustrated housewife slammed down the telephone receiver again, only 
this time didn't cool off. She was so angry she misdialed the second 
psychiatrist's number and got some mindless idiot in a record store. When 
she did get through, it was another recorded announcement.


"Dr. Gregory's office. Dr. Gregory cannot accept telephone calls during 
consulting hours. After the three blips, would you please record your name 
and telephone number, and Dr. Gregory will return your call?"


Holding herself back from again slamming the receiver down on its cradle, 
Gloria dutifully waited for the three rapid blips and as calmly as she could 
spoke off her name and telephone number. She even managed a rather plaintive 
"Thank you" at the end.


With the third telephone number Mrs. Mellor had given them-a Dr. Pearson, 
Rodney Pearson-Gloria didn't get a recorded announcement but did find 
herself connected to a message service.


"Dr. Pearson isn't in at the present time," was the harsh, toneless response 
to Gloria's request to speak with him. And as if anticipating Gloria's next 
question, the impersonal voice went on: "He didn't say when he'd return."


Not bothering to hide the exasperation in her own voice, the anguished 
mother asked how she was expected to make an appointment with Dr. Pearson.


"Oh, are you a new patient? There's something from the office on that but 
please hold for a moment...." At least there was now a vestige of something 
human in the voice on the other end of the phone but Gloria seethed while 
she waited for the telephonist to handle the other call or calls that had 
come in.


"Please continue holding," the voice came back on the line. "Yes, there is a 
message from Dr. Pearson's office for new patients. Would you please state 
on paper, in typewritten form preferably, the reason for your wishing to 
become a patient of the doctor, restricting the description of symptoms to 
twenty-five words or less. Do not forget name, address and telephone." The 
voice paused for an instant, then added brusquely: "Got that?"


Gloria didn't wait to reply, but put the phone down, this time with 
deliberate calm. She wanted to yell and scream. That was a luxury she 
couldn't allow herself, however. It was three-thirty and she felt exhausted. 
She'd tried, she really had tried, but she would have to hand it over to 
John after all. There was no way Gloria could face going over that ground 
again.


John was still tied up in his meeting and while she waited for him to call 
her back Gloria mixed herself something stronger than coffee to see her 
through the rest of the afternoon. The scotch-on-the-rocks took the edge off 
her nervousness, though she found herself getting hyper again as four came 
and went and the expected call didn't materialize. At ten after four she 
could stand it no longer and called Ramona, John's secretary.


"God dammit, Ramona, is that meeting still on?"


"Why yes, Mrs. Richards. I'm sorry, I didn't know it was urgent. They're 
meeting in the board room, but I can put you through on the extension if 
you...." Gloria was on the point of backing off, the exercise of merely 
talking to someone having taken the steam out of her frustration, when 
Ramona broke in to say Mr. Richards was in the passage outside. "The meeting 
must have broken off, Mrs. Richards. I'll get him right away." Ramona came 
back once more to say Mr. Richards was going into his office to take the 
call and then John was on the line.


"Gloria? What happened? Did you get anybody?"


"No," said Gloria bitterly. "No, no, there weren't even any replies, except 
one." She related her experience with the answering service and then added 
the details concerning the other calls she had tried to make. John listened 
with growing relief, thinking the situation less bad than her mood had 
originally given him to understand, for he well knew as a day-by-day 
practitioner in the business world just how frustrating trying to make 
contact with someone by telephone could so often be.


"Okay, Gloria," he said as soothingly as he could once she had spilled out 
her tale of woe. "Now listen to me; it's a good thing you decided to call me 
when you did, it was a good try, but often you can get calls through from a 
business office that seem to be impossible when reaching the same connection 
as a private individual. I'll get Ramona to pull out all the tricks she 
knows ... No, no, no, I won't give her any details of what it's about ... 
Now you get to sleep if you can, lie down at any rate, and I'll be on my way 
home just as soon as I've done as much as I can from this end. So hang up 
now and try and rest."


Resting was the least thing Gloria felt like doing at that point and it was 
some time before she stopped pacing the length of the broadloomed lounge and 
even sat on one of the two sofas ranged in front of the fireplace. Once 
immobile, however, the weariness in her arms and legs did take over and she 
fell into a fitful sleep.


The sun was still high in the sky when John got home to find Gloria asleep 
on the sofa in the lounge despite the blare of music from Patty's phonograph 
in her bedroom, indicating that his daughter was home. John sat alongside 
his wife on the sofa and kissed her awake gently. "Well?" she asked 
immediately as her eyes opened.


"No luck." His lips lost the slight smile they had at her awakening.


"I did get through to Dr. Forester. She's just plain full up, says she just 
can't take on any more patients. She did give me the name of a lay analyst, 
not a fully-qualified psychiatrist at all, but I haven't bothered with her 
yet. The other one, the one who wanted written submissions, the reason for 
that I found out, or Ramona found out, is because he has a very narrow 
specialty. Something to do with mental upset due to pregnancy. God, I could 
do with a drink, is there any Scotch in the cabinet?"


"I'll get it!" A much-refreshed Gloria jumped to her feet. "I need one 
myself. What about the other one, the Gregory doctor?"


"Dr. Gregory, dear old Dr. Gregory, Ramona did her best work there. After 
getting the 'Leave your name and number' routine, she traced his home 
telephone number and got his housekeeper, who after a while suggested he 
just might be at one of three clubs. Ramona got him at the second and it 
took all my tact to calm him down when he found I was calling him 
professionally. But he is more than fifty percent retired and definitely 
wasn't about to take on any teenage girls. Thanks."


Gloria gave him his straight Scotch. "I can hardly hear you with that music 
rocking the house," she told him. "I don't know how to deal with her now, 
can you get Patty to turn it down?"


She left for the kitchen to get herself ice cubes and John went to the 
bottom of the stairs in the hall. Gloria heard some shouts and then the 
music quietened, almost went off altogether. John was back in the lounge 
when she took in her drink.


"It's just as well, probably," he said pensively. "Gregory I mean, not 
wanting Patty. She'd only see him as an old fuddy-duddy."


Gloria decided it best not to tell her husband that 'fuddy-duddy' was how 
Patty had described her father only a week before. "What do you intend to 
do?" she asked, taking a cigarette and lighting it.


"Keep trying," John told her.


John sipped his Scotch, cleared his throat and looked sidelong at Gloria. He 
knew his wife sometimes got a little uptight about how much Ramona tended to 
get involved in their private affairs.


"After I bombed out with Gregory," he said at last, "Ramona got into the act 
a little bit. She wasn't being pushy or anything, just concerned."


Gloria gave him a hard, unblinking look, then exhaled a cloud of cigarette 
smoke.


"Oh, and just what did your secretary have to contribute?" she asked 
tonelessly.


"Well, she said it wasn't that she wanted to pry but she could see I was 
worried and not having much luck among the people I was calling and that if 
it were a wig-picker I needed there was somebody her brother highly 
recommended over in Caledonia."


"Do we really have to go that far away? Who is he?"


John took a scrap of paper from an inside pocket. "A Dr. J. Jonathan Smith. 
Apparently has the two top floors of that office tower built south of the 
river last year. You're right, it's better if we can get somebody closer to 
home. Besides, we've got this other woman to check out tomorrow, the lay 
analyst...."


"Tomorrow, tomorrow," muttered Gloria into the remains of ice cubes she was 
jiggling in her glass.


"Now look, Gloria...." There was a note of anger in John's voice. And then 
it softened. "Honey," he said, "I'm doing all I can."


Gloria sighed. "I know," she said softly, eternally grateful that he was 
beside her. "Don't mind me, I don't mean to get bitchy at you! There's 
nothing more we can do today, let me fix you an early supper, you must be 
starving."


For a while in the kitchen, starting to plan the evening meal, she felt 
quite elated. But the high evaporated when she went to check with Patty if 
she would be in to supper. Patty said she had better things to do and 
pausing only to grab up a shoulder-strap purse, ran headlong down the stairs 
from her room and out through the front door to her car. Probably guessing 
her mother would be watching from some window with her heart in her mouth, 
Patty raced the car down the driveway, braking madly to make the corner into 
the narrow laneway of the subdivision, before taking off in a cloud of dust 
in the direction of the highway.


* * *


The following morning, Patty spent hardly any time in eating breakfast 
before she was out of the house again, so John decided to stay home and do 
his phoning, intending to concentrate on contacting Miss Elizabeth Thompson, 
the lay analyst recommended by Dr. Alison Forester, the moment she set foot 
in her place of business.


"Don't call before nine," said Gloria, as John settled in at the telephone 
shortly after eight-thirty. "You're wasting your time now, most of these 
people don't start operating till nine-thirty, ten o'clock!"


"I've got to start sometime, honey, there's no way I can sit still on my 
butt for twenty-thirty minutes reading the paper."


Gloria shrugged. "Well, if you want to waste your time calling an empty 
office, go ahead. I'll go and get on with some work upstairs."


John was luckier than he knew. Miss Thompson operated out of her home and 
she answered the phone on his first ring. But there his luck ran out 
again-there was a two or three month backlog of people wanting to see her, 
she said. "I'm sorry, Mr. Richards, it's impossible for me to take anybody 
else on."


"Miss Thompson," said John in desperation. "Do you know any doctor who's got 
any time? Do you know A Dr. Smith, Jonathon Smith, over in Caledonia, or 
anybody else in Caledonia?"


Miss Thompson was silent for a moment. "Dr. Smith I've heard of, but he's 
quite new, apparently, and he's not a doctor, he's a lay practitioner, like 
me. One thing I do know, there isn't a lay analyst in New Bristol who hasn't 
got a full caseload. There's no one here I could send you to with any chance 
of acceptance. And I can't really help you with Caledonia. Sorry."


Gloria, hearing voices, had stampeded downstairs. Now she slumped into a 
chair as John put the telephone receiver down, crestfallen.


"What is it?" Gloria whispered. "She doesn't have time, either."


"Could she recommend anybody else?"


"Nobody."


"Not even this Dr. Smith, the Caledonia man?"


"She's heard of him. He's not a doctor."


"Does she know anybody in Caledonia?"


"No." John suddenly twisted round in his chair at the telephone table. 
"Look. I'm going to get this address of Dr. Smith or whatever he is firmed 
up and then I'm going to drive over to Caledonia. If he'll see me. Want to 
come?"


Gloria nodded her head without enthusiasm and went back upstairs to her 
housework. John dialed his office.


"Ramona? Hi. Yes, it is. Would be a great day for golf. If I felt like golf. 
No, things aren't any better with Patty and we're striking out all over 
trying to get help. You mentioned yesterday your brother or brother-in-law 
had seen a shrink, er, a psychiatrist over in Caledonia. D'you know anything 
about him? Okay, well, you call your brother and let me know. Thanks. 
Goodbye."


John kept the receiver to his ear and pressed the button on the phone for 
the master bedroom, guessing from the muted sounds he heard that that's 
where Gloria was busy.


"I have that detailed map of downtown Caledonia in the car," he told Gloria. 
"Ramona's going to call me back-can you take it and buzz me in the garage?"


John took time to get himself another cup of coffee to take out with him 
while he looked for the Caledonia map but he was hardly heading out to the 
Mercedes before the inter-com phone in the garage started buzzing. He turned 
on his heel back into the house figuring the lounge phone was closer. 
"Hello, Ramona."


"Hello, Mr. Richards. Look, it turns out my brother didn't see Dr. Smith 
himself, it was a friend of his, I'm sorry. I should have checked before I 
opened my big mouth."


"Does he know anything about Smith?"


"Only that his friend thought him unusual, but effective. It seems he has a 
pretty plush set-up in that tower on the Place Caledonia complex. I got the 
number if you want me to phone him."


"Is he a psychiatrist," cut in Gloria on the upstairs phone, "or a lay 
analyst?"


"Derek just called him 'Doctor' Smith-I don't know." The secretary's usually 
crisp voice became hesitant. "Do you want me to check that?"


Gloria didn't answer. "No, don't bother," replied John. "I think we have to 
go with what we've got. Unless I could talk to your brother? What does he 
do, can I reach him right now?"


"Surely, Mr. Richards. You know Bellamy's Food-a-teria? He's chief cashier 
there. Another John-John Flanders. Three-eight-seven, five-zero, local six. 
But he might be on coffee break right now."


John Flanders must have had his coffee, he was eager to please.


"Sure, Mr. Richards, no trouble at all. He's not somebody I know personally, 
mind you heard of him through a friend."


"But is he a psychiatrist or a lay analyst?"


"If you ask me, they're all lay analysts," laughed Flanders. "Isn't that 
what the couch is for?"


John smiled grimly into the phone. "Yes, Mr. Flanders, could well be, could 
well be, but we do have to get an idea of what his qualifications are, I 
don't want to send my daughter to a quack."


The chief cashier on the other end of the line hurriedly agreed and tried to 
think of something to reassure the worried father. "I do know my friend told 
me Dr. Smith had been engaged in some very interesting experiments lately."


"What the hell do you mean by that?" John asked.


"Well, he's not Freudian, of course," went on Flanders. "Apparently he 
really doesn't belong to any of the other schools that you must have 
certainly heard of."


"Such as...?"


"He's not a Jungian, either...."


Good God Almighty! Now the man was going highbrow-technical, even-on him. 
John impatiently cut off the flow of names-Horney, Adler, Sullivan-being 
shot at him.


"Does he get results?"


"He seems to," the man said.


"All right, that's good enough for me, Mr. Flanders. I'll call him right 
now. And thank you very much."


* * *


Dr. J. Jonathan Smith was reached through not one but two soft-spoken 
secretaries. They took some minutes to locate him and seemed to spend more 
time returning to the line to reassure John they were certain the doctor 
would be imminently available on the job looking for him. John couldn't have 
cared less about the delay, however, when Smith had heard him out and then 
replied: "But of course, Mr. Richards. I would be glad to try to help your 
daughter."


"When can we see you?"


"Whenever you like."


"Are you ... could you make it today?"


"But of course."


John breathed a sigh of relief. "What time?" he asked.


"Whatever time is best for you, Mr. Richards."


"We're in New Bristol, as I said. But we could be over to Caledonia by 
noon...?"


"In that case, Mr. Richards, may I suggest that you and your wife spend a 
pleasant hour or two taking luncheon at one of our excellent 
restaurants-there are two right in the building if you prefer-and then come 
to see me at two-thirty?"


John was taken in completely by the clipped Central European accent Smith 
used to impress his clients. "We'll be there," he replied. "You can bet on 
that."


He cradled the telephone and called out to Gloria. "Where are you? I've got 
great news, honey." He quickly found her in the garden. "I've got great news 
for you." Then he told her.


"Oh, John!" she said. "Oh, John! That's wonderful. It just goes to show what 
happens when you keep trying!"


CHAPTER THREE


Dr. Smith returned to his office from his own lunch just before two o'clock 
and turning to the file folder already prepared by Rosetta Box, his private 
secretary, with Patty Richards' name on it, refreshed his memory from the 
brief notes he had made while talking with Patty's father. This, thought Dr. 
Smith, could be very interesting. Of course, he hadn't learned too much 
about Patty over the telephone, there had been a certain amount of 
incoherence on the part of her father. That was understandable, however-the 
man was distraught, most fathers in Richard's position would be, he 
reflected. He could hardly blame him. He would have felt the same way if 
he'd had a daughter of sixteen.


He licked his lips in lascivious anticipation. Christ! Sixteen! and from 
what Richards had said, the kid was worth waiting for. He had a picture in 
his mind of a slim little thing with a voluptuous body. A regular 
miniature-sized Aphrodite, beautifully-proportioned. Full hips and thighs 
and breasts that were plump little mounds of soft sensuous flesh, tipped 
with tiny budding nipples that quivered an invitation. Dear God! Here he 
was, drooling over them already. Literally drooling! He could hardly wait to 
take one of those rose-tinted tips between his own lips and suck it, 
swirling his tongue around the tender mound. And run his hands over the 
snowy flesh and along the narrow furrow of the youthful cleavage. Jesus! 
Wait 'til she got his treatment! She'd never forget it! And neither would 
he!


He wiped his brow, surprised to find it was wet with cold sweat. He must get 
a grip on himself, he thought. At least until this little charmer was in his 
tender care!


Firmly closing Patty's file and replacing it in front of him on the desk 
with another containing a whole pile of papers, he looked around for notepad 
and pen. He really should finish this talk he had been invited to present on 
an avant-garde television program dealing with science. He had time to do a 
little more before the Richards arrived. He refreshed his memory on what 
he'd already written. "Absolute freedom," said the last sentence, "is the 
'sine qua non' of therapy." He remembered he'd felt a trifle uncomfortable 
immediately after he wrote that, wondering if he was using the phrase in 
quite the correct way. Latin, he thought with some justification, had never 
been one of his outstanding subjects at school. He smiled a little to 
himself as he thought of the large amounts of Latin that adorned his 
"diplomas" and other credentials hanging on the walls of his reception room. 
Oh, well, if he ran it off the tongue quickly, none of his viewers on the 
afternoon women's program would be any the wiser....


"Absolute freedom, especially sexual freedom," he wrote, is essential if the 
individual is to develop normally. We have all seen those uptight, pathetic 
neurotics who have been denied the right to the greatest of all freedoms, 
that of sexual freedom.


"The repressed man or woman is a sick man or woman. Their lives are 
miserable. Yet such suffering is unneeded and unnecessary. Even those whose 
lives have been warped irreparably, it would seem-by an unfortunate and 
moralistic upbringing, can lift their heads and turn, like flowers to the 
sun, to joy and happiness. The secret for such restoration to the full life 
Nature intended for each of her children is a full, vital and varied sex 
life.


"Away with guilty feelings. I say to you bluntly, what could be more pure, 
more natural, more normal than a man and woman reaching climax together? 
What could be more charming, more enchanting than two small children playing 
together-playing with each other, as the world would describe their innocent 
actions-running their hands over each others' naked bodies, the small girl 
exploring her young friend's penis, stroking it, perhaps bringing it to an 
erection, the little boy discovering the marvels of the other's vagina, 
caressing the warm flesh there, between her legs, going so far, even, as to 
insert a tiny finger deep up inside it?"


He paused in his writing, wondering if he'd not gone too far, if he could 
get away with that, even on a self-proclaimed "liberated" TV show. "Away 
with guilty feelings!" he read over.


Christ! That was good! He continued reading his scrawled paragraphs and 
began to feel himself getting excited. He wondered if there was a patient 
around, waiting and ready for his own special brand of therapy.


Therapy! That was as good a name for it as any. One thing about it, nobody 
ever forgot it. And damn few fought it, after he got them over their initial 
inhibitions. Once they were, they just never could get enough of it.


Once again he read over what he had written. "Full, vital and varied sex 
life," he said aloud. He liked that phrase. And by Jesus, he meant it. 
Especially the part about variety. There wasn't anything that the patients 
around here didn't try. "How you want it, every time you want it!" That was 
the motto of the Clinique Place Caledonia.


Unable to stay still in his chair any longer, he rose and walked over to a 
small cupboard in the shelves of one office wall. Quickly removing a pair of 
high-powered binoculars, he twisted around to the window looking down from 
the skyscraper. Yes, there they were again, the beauties! Only one of the 
two girls on the rooftop of a nearby apartment block was sunbathing, but the 
sight of her long slim legs, her fully rounded breasts, her tiny waist sent 
little bolts of lightning flashing through his loins, making his cock jerk 
up into semi-hardness beneath his pants. The other girl, dressed in the 
uniform of an airline stewardess, suddenly bent down to do something to the 
strap of the bikini bra of the sunbather, but got her fingers flicked away. 
Smith now focused in on the taut mini-skirt stretched up and tight over the 
rounded ass-cheeks of the stewardess. God, but she was gorgeous! He wouldn't 
mind sampling that right now, he thought. The outfit she was wearing didn't 
do a damn thing to cool the fire that now raged in his balls. When she stood 
up again she took off her uniform jacket and loosened the frilly blouse 
underneath by undoing every button down to her waist. And her mini-skirt was 
so short it just managed to cover her hips, swinging back and forth over the 
tops of her thighs as she walked back to the rooftop elevator entrance and 
out of sight.


The doctor swung the glasses back to focus in on the almost-naked sunbather 
recumbent on one of the fold-away garden lounging chairs that littered the 
rooftop sun-trap. Eyes closed, she was totally relaxed with one leg slightly 
raised and leaning out and one hand lightly resting on the tiny triangle of 
cloth protecting her crotch. No doubt about it, he really went for the young 
ones. Then he burst into a lecherous laugh. And for the older ones, he 
reminded himself practically anything in skirts, or in hot pants for that 
matter.


Smith licked his lips, remembering with lascivious pleasure the particular 
joy that all-too-brief fad of hot pants had given him. It really was too bad 
so few women anymore were wearing those tight-fitting shorts that out-lined 
the undulating curves of their ass-cheeks and clung to the narrow crevice 
between them.


His eyes roamed around his office, taking in the huge two-way mirror 
allowing untrammeled viewing into the therapy room next door, and then he 
gave a quiet smile as his glance rested on the tried-and-true couch standing 
beneath the mirror. A great idea in its time, he thought. A sign of Dr. 
Freud's genius, making his patients lie down on a couch.


Of course, Freud had stopped there. As with every other analyst Smith had 
ever heard of, the great Viennese man of medicine had merely sat behind the 
couch while the patient relaxed, stretched out before him, and waffled and 
babbled on ... on ... on ... and on. But he, Smith, had gone way beyond 
that. Everybody knew these days that what made people who went to shrinks 
uptight was sex. So instead of letting them talk about it-a long and 
sometimes useless practice-he preferred to let his patients "act" out their 
problems. Let them worry less by "doing" more, was his little slogan. Or the 
other half of his private credo, which he wouldn't want to have had 
published under any circumstances, that expressed his sentiments entirely: 
"You're gaining control when you're filling the hole."


Smith raised the binoculars to his eyes again and returned to his intimate 
study of the girl in the bikini on the nearby rooftop. I'd like to be 
helping your self-control by filling your hole, he thought as he fiddled 
with the fine adjustment of the lenses to compensate for a slow and lazy 
rearrangement of her long slim legs by the dozing girl. There was no telling 
what he couldn't do for the mental equilibrium of that lithesome young 
blonde exposed before him if he could but get her in for an extra-special 
session of his own brand of therapy here on his own couch. The trouble was, 
he'd been leaving too many cases like this, as evocative as this, in the 
hands of his assistants. A sudden thought jolted him-could his staff be 
pulling the wool over his eyes?


Whatever line of speculation his mind might have taken on this thought was 
interrupted as his eyes and attention were sharply concentrated by a lazy 
roll the blonde had started on the somewhat rickety garden chaise-longue. 
Inside his air-conditioned office, Smith had no idea what the temperature 
was under the broiling sun, but it looked pretty sticky as the 
barely-covered hips of the girl jigglingly made their turn while she rested 
the weight of her upper body on one elbow and then finally slithered down 
flat again, this time on her belly.


The watcher with the binoculars drew in his breath audibly as he immediately 
saw that the tiny crotch-piece of her bikini panties had narrowed-up in the 
turn-over and now was tightly pulled up in the crevice between her 
ass-cheeks, pushing them apart slightly but also at the same time almost 
disappearing from sight. She lay supine like that for a moment, as though 
exhausted by the heat, while Smith frantically worked on the binoculars' 
fine focus, then she slowly and with an effort reached behind her and with 
her left hand began trying to slacken off the tightness she had 
inadvertently caused to her bikini bottom in her efforts to turn over. To 
hook a finger under the almost-vanishing crotch-piece of the bikini panties 
she had to raise her hips and lower body slightly from the bed of the 
lounger, pushing her rounded quivering half-melons of ass-cheeks up into the 
sun's glare. Two fingers were now locked under the edge of the flimsy bikini 
material but some tightness or stickiness was still preventing her from 
pulling the narrow band out of the shadowed valley created by the mounds of 
white flesh exposed to the sun. Making a supreme effort, the girl opened her 
legs more by wriggling each leg out to rest them on either side of the 
lounger. Then she could run her fingers back down under the material of the 
panties until the crotch-piece was free and comfortable again. Smith gasped 
out the breath he had been holding, and she, too, seemed to have been 
holding her breath during her hot and strenuous performance because her 
shoulders heaved violently for a couple seconds and she flung back her head 
as though gasping for air. Smith rested his glasses on the window sill and 
did a mental re-play of the tiny strip of fabric popping up between the 
girl's tightening thighs, then slipping enticingly into the crevice of her 
rounded buttocks, even outlining the little puckered opening of her anus. 
Hell, there might be more to come! He wanted to rip her frail garments right 
off her, strip her naked and run his hands over her trembling bronzed 
flesh....


Before he could get the binoculars zeroed in on the curvaceous blonde again, 
the office inter-com buzzed. "Goddamn it to hell!" he blasted out between 
his teeth. "Why can't they leave me alone?"


On the fourth buzz he swore another string of oaths and stormed over to his 
desk, flipping the inter-com switch. "I don't want to be disturbed!" he 
yelled. Then, native caution superimposed itself on animal lust. "What is 
it, Rosetta?" he added lamely.


Rosetta, well-compensated for remaining the butt of her strange boss's 
erratic behavior, was left unperturbed by the emotional outburst that had 
erupted in her ear.


"Sylvia has two people in reception, the two people you were expecting-Mr. 
and Mrs. Richards. Shall I send them in?"


Good God, was it that time already? "Yes, no!" He checked his watch. It said 
twenty-nine minutes after two. There was no way out. Remembering the slight 
accent he adopted, he told Rosetta: "Send them in, in about ten minutes, 
would you, my dear?"


Chuckling at the last-minute resumption of the accent, Rosetta switched the 
inter-com to reception. "Okay, Sylv, show the birds into the waiting room. 
Thanks." Flipping the "off" button and leaning back on her chair, Rosetta 
wondered not for the first time whether the money was worth it, working in a 
mad-house.


* * *


In the waiting room, although it was sumptuously furnished and amply 
supplied with up-to-date magazines, neither Gloria nor John were at ease. 
Unable to sit patiently, Gloria got out of a black leather armchair and 
wandered over to the window. She'd seen the city from roughly the same 
vantage point about eighteen months before when she and John had been 
invited to attend a cocktail party in the tower to celebrate the opening of 
the Place Caledonia complex. A tour had been an optional part of the 
ceremonies, though most of the stores and offices then were nothing more 
than bare concrete and glass. She glanced at her watch twenty-seven minutes 
of three. God! where was the man!


Her casual surveillance of the city scene was arrested by a flash of 
movement and color on the roof of a nearby building. A girl-blonde 
sunbathing in a bikini was twisting her arm awkwardly behind her trying to 
scratch her back. No, she was trying to unfasten her bra strap and 
eventually the two halves of the clasp sprang apart as the elasticated 
back-band contracted. The expanse of the girl's now-totally bared back was 
vaguely exciting. Gloria remembered how hot it was out there. In that heat, 
she must be glad to get rid even of that bit of cloth, thought the waiting 
woman. The nearly-nude blonde lifted her breasts from the bra cups for a 
brief moment, then as she settled back on the lounger more comfortably 
another girl in blouse and skirt appeared in the shade of the rooftop 
elevator entrance. She called from the coolness, but the city hum must have 
drowned her out. She walked over slowly to the sunbathing blonde and, laying 
a hand on the naked shoulder, bent to put her mouth close to the ear of the 
recumbent girl. The blonde lifted her head sufficiently to shake it 
vigorously, her shining mane of hair for a split-second seeming to entwine 
itself in the cascading jet-black locks of the girl in the skirt. Again the 
second girl said something and again the blonde shook her head, but at some 
third comment she merely lay her head back on the lounger. The skirted girl 
stood up and, pulling her short skirt up even higher on her hips, suddenly 
straddled the sunbathing girl and the narrow lounger and bent to fish at the 
edge of the breasts of the nearly-nude blonde for the two halves of the 
bikini back-band. Two golden rivulets scampered over and down the girl's 
buttocks and inner thighs as the shine of her panty-hose reflected the glare 
of the sun. The clasp of the bikini top fastened, the raven-haired girl 
gently bumped up and down a couple of times on the blonde's buttocks, then 
stood and deftly swung a tapering leg back over' the lounger. She picked up 
a robe from another nearby lounge chair and draped it around the blonde's 
shoulders as the sunbather reluctantly shucked on flip-flops and stood. They 
walked slowly towards and into the entrance of the elevator tower, the 
taller, black-haired girl curling her right arm around the other's 
shoulders.


* * *


Rosetta watching the same scene from her office window felt a delicious 
quiver of longing run through her loins as the backs of the two girls 
disappeared from view. Another jolt shook her being, this time a guilty 
start, as she remembered the Richards put in cold storage in the waiting 
room. She checked the time-the office clock said twenty-four minutes of 
three. The old goat.' Still playing with himself, I suppose. She wondered 
who the hell he thought he was kidding with his "I'm so busy" routine. It 
was time for a secretarial-type, reassuring remark to the poor ducks waiting 
to be plucked. Besides, she was curious who these people were that the 
magical reputation of her boss had attracted from New Bristol.


She flung open her door to the waiting room with all the confidence of 
someone in complete charge of things and gave a broad smile of friendliness 
to the first person her eyes lighted upon, a well-stacked woman in her late 
thirties who was in the act of turning from the window. Yes, indeed, this is 
a pigeon who will get the boss's eye, thought Rosetta, as she herself eyed 
Gloria's firm curving breasts and hips with slender waist to set them off. 
She walked three steps into the room and now smiling broadly at John said: 
"I'm most terribly sorry, but Dr. Smith is still in the last stages of 
examining a patient." She turned briefly to Gloria. "If I might prevail upon 
you to be patient for a further few minutes I'm sure the doctor will be 
ready to see you. Thank you." And with a gracious inclination of the head 
and another dazzling smile for both parents the perfect secretary sailed 
serenely from the room.


"John, I'm scared," said Gloria in the silence Rosetta left behind her.


"Why, honey?" asked John, startled.


"I just am, that's all."


"Of that woman?"


"No, no! Well, partly, I suppose."


"Do you know her?"


"I can't put it into words."


"But she's only a secretary."


"It started before her. I can't explain it. It's a feeling, that's all."


"Do you-do you want to go home? Try another day?"


"Well, what do we tell this man?" Gloria waved her arms in exasperation. "He 
doesn't know Patty."


"That's what we're here to background him on."


"Do we have to-is it necessary to spell out everything?" Was she expected to 
go into every detail of that night?


John sighed. "I know the worst burden is going to fall on you, honey, but we 
should tell him everything."


"Even the drugs part?" asked Gloria quickly.


"What 'drugs part'?" demanded John, now perturbed himself.


"The friends of Patty. What Mrs. Mellor told us."


"But there's nothing confirmed about that." He paused as a thought hit him. 
"Is there?" he looked at her sharply. "Is there something . confirmed? What 
have you found out? What has she told you?"


"Nothing, nothing like that!" Gloria sat on the edge of a chair close by 
John and looked him squarely in the eyes. "Oh, John, this man isn't even a 
psychiatrist, an M.D. What makes him anymore different than us? Are we 
expected to confide in this, this total stranger the first time we set eyes 
on him...?"


"Yes, Mrs. Richards," Smith said from the doorway. "And I'll tell you the 
reason why one of the reasons why. It's because nothing you could tell me 
would shock me. I've been the listener of, and the viewer of, some weird and 
perverted things-what the world at large calls 'perverted'-and I'm willing 
to wager"-he concentrated on and succeeded in bringing out the "w" of 
"wager" with slightly "vee-ish" overtones-"I am villing to vager, Mrs. 
Richards, that there is nothing you could tell me that I haven't heard 
already, a hundred times maybe." Dr. Smith deadpanned in mock seriousness 
for two or three seconds as Gloria's blush of embarrassment intensified and 
she squirmed uneasily in her chair. Then the "doctor" unleashed a broad, 
forgiving smile, graciously letting them off the hook he himself had created 
and skewered them on.


"But let us not continue talking of your daughter's future happiness in the 
semi-public domain of the waiting room," he said, stepping back from the 
doorway and ushering them through with a light gesture of the hand. "The 
privacy of my own quarters is the most appropriate place for that."


* * *


Once Dr. Smith had the Richards behind the closed door of his office he cut 
down drastically on the oozing charm, partly because he judged it better to 
appear to be getting down to business but mainly because keeping up the 
formal mannerisms was so tiring. He motioned Gloria and John to easy chairs, 
then sat behind his desk, now all seriousness.


"Mr. and Mrs. John Richards, yes?" He looked once at John and then at 
Gloria, as though challenging them to deny the statement. "Yes, you were 
sent to me by...?"


"It was a Mr. Flanders," said John. "Mr. John Flanders, of New Bristol."


"Really!" Dr. Smith exclaimed mildly. He hadn't the faintest notion who Mr. 
Flanders was and didn't care, as he went through the motions of jotting down 
the name. "And which members of your family have been in analysis 
previously, if any?"


"None," John said. "None at all. Not in the immediate family, anyway."


"You see, doctor, we have only one child our daughter Patty."


"Ah, yes, Patty. One daughter. And with Patty lies the trouble, is that not 
so, Mrs. Richards?" Gloria nodded and from behind his desk Smith ran his 
eyes up and down her voluptuous figure. He wouldn't be giving her some of 
his special therapy, he thought. Not in the least.


"It was our daughter we came to see you about," John said. "She's become 
like a wild thing, as if she'd got some spring coiled up tight inside her."


"How old?"


"Sixteen."


"In general good health?"


"Oh, yes, she's a well-developed girl for her age." John thought just for a 
moment he caught a lecherous grin playing around Dr. Smith's lips, but when 
he turned to stare at him, the man was busy writing impassively on a pad on 
his desk. Smith was merely hoping the kid took after her mother.


"Well now," he said, finishing his note taking. "What precisely seems to be 
the trouble?"


John looked at Gloria, but she had her eyes cast down, hands clasped tight 
in front of her.


"We had a really terrible night with her last weekend," John said at last. 
"In the country. We have a summer place up in the lake country and she has 
her own car now and we thought she'd taken off for the night...."


"And vat vass the young wild thing doing?" prompted Smith, remembering his 
accent. "Drinking, dancing up a storm, perhaps?"


John shook his head. "No, all the time she was in one of the cabins. With a 
boy. Gloria, Mrs. Richards caught her, them, in the...."


"Ah! Flagrante delicto!" the doctor uttered with a flourish, bending forward 
to make copious notes. "Izz zat so?"


Gloria shot her husband a glance. The man was a foreigner, she was positive 
now. Probably from Vienna. Or he could even be Russian, or German. She 
wondered if he had had his training in Vienna or over here. Probably here 
because he was so young. And he's attractive, she admitted to herself. 
Terribly attractive. And then she blushed a little and put thought of that 
nature out of her mind.


"And so, then vat happened?" Dr. Smith looked from one to the other. "Mrs. 
Richards, as it happened you were the one to, er, catch, as your husband put 
it, these two young people, perhaps you would be so kind to give me all the 
details. All the details, Mrs. Richards." The analyst gloated inwardly at 
the thought of how he would make this cock-teasing redhead squirm by 
dwelling on every detail. This interview was going to be fun!


She looked at John with desperation in her eyes and saw that he was staring 
at the floor. There wasn't a damn thing for her to do, she thought 
despairingly, except plunge into the story and try to get through all the 
details with as much composure as possible. She looked directly into the 
"doctor's" eyes, and thought she detected there a sympathetic interest and 
kindliness. Oh God! she thought. I'm being so unfair to this man. Here he is 
trying to help us more importantly, trying to help Patty-and here I am 
making his job more difficult.


Gloria smiled wanly at the man waiting behind the desk and he gave her an 
encouraging smile back. "There have been some incidents at summer camp 
before these ... these...."


"Yes?"...." These sexual relations of the other night."


Smith tapped his pencil on the desk in an impatient tattoo. "Sexual 
relations, Mrs. Richards. Would you care to be more precise about this 
occasion, please?"


Uncrossing and re-crossing her tapering legs, Gloria felt her face grow 
scarlet. "I'll try," she said helplessly. She cleared her throat, searching 
for words, but could find none. She spread her hands wide, shaking her head. 
"It's very difficult," she said.


"But Mrs. Richards," Smith said sternly, "how can I help you ... help you to 
help your daughter ... if you won't speak frankly to me?"


"I don't know," she said in a frightened voice. Her whole body trembled and 
tears sprang to her eyes. What on earth was the matter with her? She knew 
how important it was ... how terribly important it was ... for her to face 
reality. And she made up her mind that she would, she must.


"She was having sexual relations," she said, and then realized she was 
repeating nothing more than she'd said before.


Once again Smith tapped his pencil on the desk. "Yes?" he said. "But with a 
man? Or a woman?"


Gloria's mouth gaped open. Oh, dear God! Did the man know what he was 
saying? He was suggesting some sort of perversion. And what Patty had been 
doing ... God knows, it was bad enough ... but what she had been doing was 
nothing like that! Nothing at all! "Why," she said, "it was with a boy, of 
course!"


"Ah, yes, Mrs. Richards, of course. And can you tell me something more?" 
Once again the long legs uncrossed and re-crossed nervously, flicking 
Gloria's skirt up each time over her thighs. He tapped his pencil against 
his teeth to hide the enjoyment he was getting out of her embarrassment.


"Well...."


"Yes?"


"Well, they were...."


"Yes, I understand what you are trying to say but could you bleeze"-he fell 
back on the European accent-"bleeze be a little more brecise?"


"Yes, of course, Dr. Smith. I'll try." But again she sat, tongue unable to 
pronounce the words, her hands clasping and unclasping on her lap.


"Well?"


"Well, they were both naked...."


Smith bent over his pad, scribbling furiously. "Both naked," he repeated. He 
looked up. "And then?"


"And then ... well, they were both naked...."


"You said that, Mrs. Richards."


"And he was sort of ... sort of...."


"Yes?"


"Well, he was sort of on top of her."


"And then?"


She felt a wild urge to scream. She sat up straight and put one hand to her 
mouth to stifle the impulse. Smith's eyes continued to bore into hers. "What 
do you mean?" she asked softly.


"Vat I mean," he said, remembering his accent again, "is vat happens next? 
Does she ... Mrs. Richards, you must understand, we do have to be perfectly 
frank here. Izz zat not zo?"


She nodded miserably. "Yes," she said. "That's so."


"'very well. Vat happens then?"


Gloria shook her head. "I can't. I just can't," she said.


Smith rose in pretended anger. "How do you expect me to help you? he asked. 
"And your daughter-how can I help your daughter Patty, zat is her name, yes? 
If .you do not help me?"


"I'll try," she said. She opened her purse, took a tissue from it and wiped 
her eyes. "They were having intercourse."


Smith put down the pencil with a gesture of frustration. "Vat kind?" he 
asked in exasperation.


Gloria looked up in dismay. "Why, intercourse," she said. "You know...."


"Mrs. Richards, there are many kinds of intercourse. There is genital, which 
most of us tend to think of as normal. That's the kind in in which the penis 
of the man is inserted into the vagina of the woman...."


"Yes, that was it," Gloria said, blushing now, trying to stop his flow of 
words. "That was what I saw."


But Smith was enjoying himself too much to stop now. "Naturally," he 
continued, lecturing her as though she were a babe-in-the-wood attending her 
first class at school on basic sex education, "naturally there are other 
types of sexual intercourse."


"I know ... I know."


"For instance, there is that in which the male licks or sucks, if you wish, 
the woman's vagina. Or that in which the woman takes the penis into her own 
mouth, sucking on it until the man ejaculates. You understand the term, Mrs. 
Richards?" He wondered just how far he could go in his exposition, how 
obscene he could become. He would love to see the expression on Gloria's 
face when he threw in some of the more vulgar terms used to describe sex. A 
phrase, perhaps, like: "He rammed his cock deep into her cunt"-how would 
that affect her, he wondered. Or what would she say if he talked to her on 
the subject of sodomy? Faint immediately, he thought.


He glanced at John Richards and decided to drop the line of questioning. The 
husband's face was red too, either from embarrassment or in indication of 
the first flush of anger growing. Probably wouldn't be a bad idea to throw 
in some sort of half-apology at this point. He smiled disarmingly and made a 
slight deprecating gesture with his right hand. "I sincerely trust my 
questions are not offensive to you," he said. "It is so important...." again 
the flourish of the hand and the slight trace of a foreign accent, " ... so 
very important that I understand exactly. It is the proven method."


John nodded, placated. "Yes," he said. "I see."


"Now, as for Patty," Smith said. "What other things have you noticed? Her 
schoolwork, for example?"


"She's had problems the whole of the last school year," Richards said. 
"Impossible to keep up with the others, no motivation, that sort of thing. 
You know."


"Yes, I know. Now tell me. Is it that she can't keep up or that she won't?"


"She won't," John said. "She's bright enough. Isn't she, honey?" he asked 
Gloria. She nodded and he went on. "She's really very bright. But she 
refuses to work."


Smith duly noted the information. "Temper tantrums?" he asked. Both John and 
Gloria nodded. "Moody? Yes." After a few more questions along this line he 
looked up with a smile, put down the pencil and folded his hands. "Well, I 
think I have the picture now," he said.


Gloria looked at him anxiously. "Do you think you'll be able to help Patty, 
Dr. Smith?"


He nodded vigorously. "I'm sure I can," he said firmly. "Yes, I'm certain of 
it."


Gloria breathed a sigh of relief. "Oh, I'm so glad. You don't know what a 
load that takes off my mind."


John sat back. "You have no idea, doctor, how worried we've been these last 
few months," he said.


"There you are wrong, my friend. I have had zo many parents coming to me, 
just like you. You are not the first, believe me. Almost mad with vorry 
themselves, zese parents. But I help them, I help the children."


"I only hope you can help Patty," Gloria said.


"Now," Smith made his final pitch. "Of course, she will have to stay here at 
the clinique."


"How long, Doctor?"


"Three or four months, maybe. I do not know yet. I have not examined the 
patient yet. It always depends on the exact condition of the patient. You 
understand?"


"Oh yes, yes."


"And then, of course, we must discuss the other arrangements. Clinique Place 
Caledonia is, I'm afraid, very expensive.


"Doctor," said the father, leaning forward earnestly in his chair, "we'll 
pay anything ... anything ... to see Patty well and happy again...."


"A most commendable attitude, I'm sure," Smith intoned unctuously. "And I'm 
also sure that neither yourself nor Mrs. Richards will be disappointed in 
the transformation you will see take place in Patty while she is with us. 
Now, if you will just come with me, one of my secretaries will explain about 
the financial arrangements. This way, please."


Outside in Rosetta's office, Dr. Smith shook hands with each in turn and 
delivered them into the efficient care of his private secretary. She 
presented them with forms to fill out and when that was finished she handed 
them a couple of illustrated brochures and suggested they read them 
carefully. "The first describes how the clinique is a completely 
self-contained unit occupying the top two floors of the tower in one hundred 
per cent isolation from the rest of the office floors. The second brochure 
will indicate exactly what Patty is to bring with her, what she is forbidden 
to have here, visiting hours. Everything."


"And we're to bring her here on Thursday? Is that right?"


"That's right, Mr. Richards."


"Any particular time?"


"No, Mrs. Richards. Our reception desk is equipped to register new patients 
at any hour of the day or night. So we'll see you at your convenience." 
Rosetta saw them out past reception to the elevator, waiting politely until 
the elevator doors had closed behind them.


The rush of the non-stop journey to ground level accentuated the pang of 
doubt that assailed Gloria immediately on leaving the rarified atmosphere of 
Clinique Place Caledonia. "Oh, John," she said, gripping his arm, "are we 
doing the right thing?"


"I'm sure of it."


"How do you find him ... Dr. Smith?" John shrugged. "Peculiar," he admitted. 
"Yes, he was very ... very frank."


"As he said, there's not much he hasn't heard."


"There's a limit on how much I want to hear."


John grinned at her. "He's the doctor, not you."


"Y-yes. He needs all the facts."


"Well, Patty's now got plenty to give him," John said grimly.


"How frank will he be with her?" Then Gloria suddenly had another thought as 
the elevator began slowing to a stop. "You know, John, that's just where we 
might have gone wrong with Patty." He looked at her, puzzled.


"Maybe we just weren't frank enough."


CHAPTER FOUR


Patty Richards tried playing it cool at the thought of spending a few weeks 
in Caledonia but in reality it was a girl consumed with curiosity who 
followed her parents into the tower complex on Thursday. She'd been 
intrigued by the brochures on the clinic run by Dr. Smith, getting the idea, 
as she was meant to, that it was managed more on the lines of a luxury hotel 
than a place of healing. The alternative, she knew, was incarceration again 
in another of those dumb summer camps with all their dumb games and healthy 
outdoors living. And there was no guarantee with any other dump in the 
backwoods that she'd find anybody like Doug Lawson to entertain her. The 
hotel-clinic on the top of the Caledonia tower seemed a much more groovy 
proposition than a summer of fighting off mosquitoes and the heavy-handed, 
ham-fisted attempts of immature male adolescents to feel her breasts. 
Besides, if she didn't like it here she could always split, couldn't she?


She rode Dr. Smith's private elevator to the top of the tower with her 
parents and followed them over to reception, most impressed. After a few 
moments, Rosetta came out in response to the receptionist's call.


"This is our daughter Patty," said John, as the private secretary gave the 
now-subdued young woman a broad, friendly smile.


"Hello, Patty. I'm Miss Box, Rosetta Box, Dr. Smith's secretary. I'll show 
you to your room. Then I'll tell Dr. Smith you're here."


"Sure," said Patty, shrugging.


Rosetta picked up one of Patty's suitcases and said: "This way." She turned 
to see that John and Gloria were stepping forward too, as if to accompany 
their daughter. "No," she said, shaking her head. "It's better for you to 
say your good-byes here."


Gloria nodded, feeling a pang of deprivation already. Determined, however, 
not to break down, she smiled bravely and put her arm around Patty's 
shoulders, kissing her lightly. "Bye-bye, darling," she said. "We'll come to 
visit you next Thursday." She looked anxiously at Miss Box. "We can visit 
next week, can't we?"


"Yes, of course," Rosetta replied. "On Thursday, from two to four."


"We'll see you then, Patty," her father said, kissing her in turn. And then 
they moved off back to the elevator as Patty disappeared through a door with 
the private secretary.


Her room turned out to have as one whole wall a window looking south and 
west over the city with the other three walls painted in brilliant reds, 
yellows, purples and browns, all the colors following cleverly arranged 
geometric shapes to climax in a whorl like a planet's tail at the door of 
the small bathroom en suite.


"Like it?" asked Rosetta, putting down the suitcase.


Patty looked around at the TV and stereo against one wall. "Yeah," she said. 
"It's groovy."


Rosetta smiled. "Excellent. And now let's go back downstairs for your first 
session with Dr. Smith."


She led the redheaded schoolgirl to the office where Dr. Smith had received 
her parents the day before yesterday. He was seated behind his desk as she 
was shown in, wearing the heavy horn-rimmed spectacles that he'd been told 
improved his air of authority and pretending to write busily with felt pens 
of various colors. Patty's first reaction was not good.


"Zo," he said at last, "vee have a visitor. A very pretty visitor. 'veil, 
veil, zo you must be the little Patty Richards vee have heard zo much about. 
Izz zat not zo?"


"Yaaah," she said, trying to imitate his accent. "Dat is so." He flung back 
his head and laughed, taking off the phony glasses at the same time. He got 
up to come around to the front of the desk, deciding that he should throw 
out any ideas about impressing this girl with the accent. Patty took in the 
young face no longer hidden behind the glasses and the sharply-cut white 
jacket tailored tunic-style that he was wearing, with jeans-type white 
pants. Man, she concluded. This cookie is groovy! Why, he didn't look like a 
doctor at all, certainly not a wig-picker! More like a movie star. Or from 
some rock group. Boy, it was going to be fun if all the doctors around here 
looked like this one!


"Okay, Patty." He took her hand. "Let's start again. I'm glad you found your 
way here all right. Did they look after you out there?" he nodded in the 
general direction of Rosetta's office. "I hope the room I picked out for you 
is okay." He noticed the look of pleasure on the girl's face and decided he 
was on the right track. He pointed to the chair drawn up before the desk. 
"Why don't you just sit down, make yourself comfortable and tell me all 
about it?"


"About what?" Patty asked.


"About what's troubling you."


Patty shrugged. "Nothing's troubling me," she said. "It's mom and dad who 
are troubled."


"Oh?" Smith sat down across from her, staring at her in turn. He licked his 
lips with lascivious relish. Christ! Was this kid ever built! And she didn't 
do anything to hide the fact, either. Her tight little, see-through blouse 
showed off the sweet pink mounds of her firmly plump young breasts, 
outlining the twin buds of her nipples pressing hard against the sheer 
fabric. Her waist was tiny and her hips were marvelously curved. God! Just 
looking at her made his loins ache, his cock lurch beneath his pants. It 
wouldn't be long, he thought, before she was benefiting from his personal 
treatment, one that would do them both the world of good.


He took his eyes off her lovely body and glanced up at her face. It was 
charmingly heart-shaped, and framed by long silken red hair that caught the 
beams of sunlight slanting through the window to shine like burnished 
copper. She smiled at him, her full moist lips curling back slightly over 
her pearl-like teeth. Oh, Jesus! He hadn't had a patient like this in years! 
He licked his lips again at the thought of that lovely little mouth closing 
around his own stiff cock, the moist pink tongue swirling around it until it 
would nearly drive him out of his mind.


Suddenly he realized she was staring at him, waiting for some comment. He 
cleared his throat and drew his face into a solemn-even a stern expression, 
wiping away his lecherous smirk. "Tell me, Patty, my dear, do you know why 
they are troubled?"


She shrugged again. "Who cares? They're just a couple of squares, right from 
cubesville! You say or do anything and they get so uptight you wouldn't 
believe...."


Smith nodded sympathetically. "That I can well believe, my dear," he said. 
"This matter of non-communication between parents and children is a tragedy 
of our times."


Patty took a moment to let the words sink in. Man, he was talking sort of as 
if he were on her side! Well, that was a breakthrough! She gave him a 
puzzled look and then came out with a dubious, "Yeah?"


"The problem is a very prevalent one," Smith assured her. "A difficult 
problem. But not insoluble, you know."


"What can I do about it?" Patty asked. "They're on my back all the time. 
It's 'Patty, never see that Lawson boy again', or 'We expect you back at 
ten-thirty, Patty, don't forget!" She sighed, then pulled a face. "I suppose 
it'll be just the same here," she said. "I'll have to do whatever you say!"


The lively young face turned downcast and Smith moved to reassure the girl. 
"Not at all," he said. "That's the very opposite of how we heal here."


"For real?"


"For real. You see, Patty, we're interested in freeing you-freeing your 
psyche, your inner self, from all the false notions that inhibit you and 
stop you functioning to the best of your ability. And we feel the way to do 
that is to let you do ... in fact, encourage you ... to do whatever you 
want. And whenever you want, too, I might add."


"Yeah?" Patty's eyes opened wide in surprise. "I thought you were supposed 
to be a psychiatrist?"


"Have you ever been to a psychiatrist before?"


"No."


"Do you understand the principles of psychotherapy?"


"Sure," she said. "I know lots of people who go to shrinks, they tell me all 
about it. You lie on couches and talk and talk and talk."


"That's part of it," Smith agreed. "And when you do talk, it's very 
important for you to say exactly what comes into your head. Even if it seems 
a terribly shameful thing to repeat, that word or phrase that popped into 
your head is the one you have to say to your analyst. Does that make sense? 
You must say it in your own words. Some people try to ... to ... well, 
phrase things, you know, so they won't offend the analyst. An example is 
"sexual relations" or "intercourse" when the word the person really wants to 
use is "fuck"


"He gave her a sneaky glance to check whether he had rocked her by using 
that word. She appeared totally unshocked. A good sign she was uninhibited 
and much more amenable to therapy.


His thoughts hearkened back to some of his previous "patients"-including 
some who had been reluctant to submit to him at first. There had been some 
who had actually fought off his advances, scratching and kicking at him the 
moment he trailed his hand over their curvaceous flesh, slipping his fingers 
inside their dresses to caress and stroke their ripe breasts, or up under 
their dresses to crawl teasingly along the smooth skin of their inner 
thighs. He had fucked them all eventually, of course, screwed them silly as 
he remembered with pleasure. But he had been forced to give many of them 
drugs first. A quick but shrewd appraisal of Patty convinced him that there 
would be no necessity of that in her case.


"First reactions are all-important," he emphasized again. "You understand?"


"Oh yes."


"Right. Now, Patty, there are some tests I must make of your reactions to 
various scenes. This is a necessary preliminary to beginning your 
treatment."


Patty nodded. She had read articles from time to time that referred to the 
tests many psychologists performed, showing patients ink blobs on a piece of 
paper and then asking them to tell the doctor what they were reminded of.


"You mean a Rorschach test?"


"Not quite, Patty. But you're pretty close." He got up from his chair. "Now 
if you wouldn't mind sitting here while I prepare the tests ... You make 
yourself comfortable until I get back. It'll only be a few minutes."


He went out, closing the door behind him. She looked around the opulently 
furnished office and played with the heavy table lighter on the coffee table 
beside her, flicking it alight a couple of times. Then she got up to go to 
the window, but a smoggy mist billowed around the building today and there 
was nothing of interest to be seen. On her way back to the chair she passed 
the analyst's oaken desk again, but this time noticed the large book lying 
on it. She flipped open a page and then sucked in her breath! Oh, dear God! 
The book was filled with photographs-photographs of men and women making 
love! She had never seen such a thing before, and the very idea of a book 
apparently full of such pictures sent wild tremors of excitement coursing up 
and down her body. Fearfully she glanced at the door, afraid Dr. Smith would 
walk back in any minute. How long did she have? She ought to close it and 
return to her seat but her curiosity got the better of her and she twisted 
it around so as to open it up fully. On the page in front of her she saw a 
woman's face, her mouth strained in a tight circle around a man's hardened 
penis. She seemed to be sucking on it, and, as the idea registered on 
Patty's brain, she gasped. She had never really believed people did this, 
and yet she had heard some of the girls joking about it in the toilets at 
the camp. And now she was seeing it! Once again the thrills of excitement 
raced through her body as she took in how wide the woman's mouth was 
stretched and wondered how she kept from choking on the enormous shaft. It 
was huge, and her lips were locked on it as though they would never let go. 
A ripple of aroused pleasure coursed through the young girl as she pondered 
its size. It was much bigger than Doug's even, and Patty clasped her legs 
tight together as she wondered what it would be like to have something that 
big shoved up between her thighs.


She flipped guiltily to the next page and stared in shocked surprise as the 
picture proved to be the opposite of what she had just seen. The same woman 
was sitting on a couch with her feet flat on the floor and her legs spread 
wide apart. A man was kneeling between her thighs, and Patty could clearly 
see his tongue curling into the spread lips of her vagina.


The young redhead's mouth gaped at the obscene sight. She had also heard 
about men doing this to women but had never thought the sight of such 
depraved acts could arouse her against her will, as this photograph was 
doing. She could feel the slight moistness between her tightly pressed 
thighs and to try to stop the lascivious trembling of her legs she sat down 
hurriedly, grinding her buttocks into the leather seat.


Hearing a sound outside the door, she closed the book quickly and shoved it 
farther along the desk. She was terrified of being caught looking at it. 
Nobody appeared, however, and she pulled the book towards her again. This 
time she opened it to a photograph of a girl on a bed with her legs wide 
apart and a man between them, his enormous cock sunk all the way up between 
her uplifted legs. The camera angle snowed clearly his hard thick member 
disappearing into the soft, hair-fringed folds of her vagina. It was almost 
to the hilt; only a tiny stretch of it was left showing, wet and glistening. 
The girl's face was contorted into the most depraved ecstasy Patty had ever 
seen.


The excitable sixteen year old had never come across such a picture before 
and she wondered if this was the way she and Doug looked when they made 
love. The thought made her squirm slightly and press her thighs more firmly 
together to hold down the fire mounting deep in her loins.


The aching hunger inside her was beginning to grow and spread upward from 
her stomach to the tingling nipples of her hardening breasts. She could feel 
her breath coming in short labored gasps now and she twisted down again into 
the seat in an attempt to try to extinguish the fire that again grew 
mercilessly between her legs.


Once again a sudden noise distracted her and she closed the book, dropping 
it on the desk as she turned in the direction from" which the sound had 
come. At first she saw nothing except the almost wall-sized mirror. 
Gradually, though, it seemed to light up, becoming opaque and showing 
shadowy figures on the other side. Patty stared in disbelief at Dr. Smith's 
two-way mirror, and then got up and walked over to it to examine it more 
closely. Now she saw it was virtually a window, a window into another room, 
where people had entered and switched on lights.


The figures seemed to come closer and closer, and she could make out a 
couple stretched out on a large double bed. And ... oh, dear God! It was a 
man and a woman and the two of them were completely naked. Her heart skipped 
a beat! Why, she could almost reach out and touch the woman lying 
spread-eagled on the bed!


The man kneeling above her was running his lips and tongue moistly up and 
down her body. He had sucked her heaving breasts into quivering hardness, 
and then he traced a wet, hot path down the flat plane of her stomach and on 
to her inner thighs, while she writhed beneath his flicking caresses like a 
woman possessed.


He had worked her up to a fever pitch and her mouth hung wide open in 
ecstatic rapture while her glassy, lust-smoked eyes stared up into 
nothingness. Now the man placed himself in position over her rapidly rising 
and falling belly, his face hanging within inches of the hair-covered pubic 
mound below. His hands were pressing down on the smooth flat plane of her 
stomach and his thumbs lay pressed into the fleshy outer contours of her 
cunt-lips. Patty sucked in her breath with a loud gasp as his thumbs 
massaged for a moment then pulled slowly outward, parting the soft pubic 
hair and then exposing the moist red slit of her vagina. The dainty bud of 
her clitoris was clearly visible, throbbing into hardness just above the 
stretched elastic opening of her cuntal entrance.


The man's head dropped, his long wet tongue snaking out to flick teasingly 
at the quivering little nub of raw nerves at the top of the slit. The 
woman's body jerked as the electric contact was made and her legs clamped 
tightly together around his head, the soft inner thighs imprisoning his ears 
in a vise-like grip. Her hips began a slow up and down movement in rhythm to 
the probings of his slavering tongue. Soft mewls of animal pleasure came 
from between the woman's clenched teeth as she was caught up in a mindless 
fit of uncontrolled lust, her upper torso writhing spasmodically against the 
mattress.


Patty's body ached and tingled in response to the lewd scene she was 
witnessing. Moisture seeped slowly from her tensed cuntal passage, creeping 
down her firm young thighs. They were tightly clamped together, pressuring 
the soft tufted "vee" between her legs so that the tiny bud of her clitoris 
was rubbed up against the soft moist pillows of pussy flesh that surrounded 
it. The excited teenager felt the blood draining from her head and swirling 
downward as her own lewd desires built within her. Oh God! I can't stand 
much more of this, she thought wildly. Before she even realized it, her hand 
had slipped up beneath her skirt, and along her thighs, then under the 
elastic leg band of her white nylon panties. And then her fingers were 
touching her own moist cleft, parting the pale red-gold pubic hairs and 
grazing teasingly inside the quivering outer lips. An electric shock ran 
through her and she shook her head, "Oh no!" she thought. "What am I doing? 
What am I doing?" She felt a moment's panic once more at the sudden 
realization that Dr. Smith might come in' and catch her as she stroked and 
caressed her own pussy.


But she couldn't stop now. Her entire body was in the grip of the wild 
desire that had been awakened by the obscene coupling of the pair in the 
room beyond. Lewd sounds now reached her ears, and with each grunt of the 
man's voice, her hand moved swiftly among the hot palpitating folds of her 
burning cuntal lips. Oh God! It felt so good! It felt so good!


She rubbed slowly at the tormented little patch of her femaleness between 
her now widespread legs, while thrills raced up and down her body. Her 
breasts were tensed and aching, the nipples taut against the lacy fabric of 
the little brassiere she wore. The moisture of her secret flesh rolled 
beneath the fingers of her still rubbing hand-the tiny red bud of her 
clitoris was now enlarged beneath . her frantic manipulations and stuck up 
from the silky folds of her pale reddish triangle like a little stream of 
pure jOy nestled cosily there. And then she parted the pink, wetly 
glistening edges and an exploratory finger wormed slowly up into her 
throbbing cuntal passage. She slipped another finger into the hotly burning 
cavern, then a third, and the moist tender flesh up between her legs closed 
greedily around them, sucking and swallowing them eagerly up inside. She was 
totally lost, sunk in an abyss of delight.


And then she sensed someone standing behind her! At almost the same time she 
heard Dr. Smith asking, "Izz good, yah?"


The startled young redhead stopped her shameless abuse of her own body, and 
before she could whirl around, before she could think, she felt the supple 
firmness of the doctor's body pressed into her back. His arms slipped around 
her and he began to massage and cup her ripe young breasts in a teasing 
circular motion that caused her to squirm her buttocks back hard against his 
loins. She could feel a stiffness there under his pants and, when he pressed 
forward, she could feel the full thickness of it pressing against her dress 
into the crevice of her buttocks. The thin folds of the bunched material 
grated against her tiny sensitive anus, sending small warning spasms of 
pleasure rippling through her belly and up into the rising nipples of her 
breasts.


And then she felt a hand leave her breast and gently lower the zipper that 
ran down the back of her dress to her upper buttocks. His hands slipped into 
the opening between the parted material from behind, curling around her bare 
mid-section and rising to push the tight restricting brassiere up and away 
from her swollen ripe breasts. His hands cupped the youthfully resilient 
mounds greedily as they came free, trapping the hardened sensitive nipples 
between thumb and forefinger, squeezing until a tiny excruciating sensation 
brought a gasp of surprised pleasure from her open lips. He pushed forward 
with his pelvis, sinking his covered hardness deeper into the split of her 
involuntarily contracting buttocks.


She gasped, then jerked, as one of Smith's hands left her breast to trail a 
slow teasing path down her soft belly and insert itself into the elastic 
waistband of her panties, teasing thrillingly at the sparse patch of pubic 
hair. Patty jerked forward slightly as the hand curled farther down to snake 
its teasing way up inside the tight little opening of her cunt, sending wild 
shocks of pleasure stabbing hotly through her. The rigid thickness of his 
pants-covered cock was now pressed deeply in the perspiration-moistened 
crevice of her buttocks and the throbbing of it had a life of its own. She 
ground back against it, imprisoned licentiously between its pulsing hardness 
and the thrusting finger skewering deep inside her vagina. And then he began 
a gentle rocking motion to which her own body responded.


Through the glass she saw the man in the room beyond slither up along the 
woman's naked body until he was poised above her lips. The lewdly incited 
young redhead gasped as she saw his thick cock slide deep up into the 
woman's open mouth, while she felt Smith's cock jerking under his pants 
against her in uncontrolled excitement. He leaned forward slightly, pressing 
his moist lips against her ear, and whispered, "Bend downward-I want to fuck 
you from behind!"


"Oh, my God!" gasped Patty. Her body seemed to be consumed by fire now and 
she longed to take his hard grown-up penis deep inside her. But the 
suddenness of his approach, the surprise she had felt, held her back. "Oh, 
my God!" she said again. He couldn't, she thought. She couldn't let him!


"Yes," he soothed. "Yes, it's all right. This is good for you, Patty. Don't 
forget that. It's going to help you free yourself of all those inhibitions 
which make a slave of you."


"No!" she said again. "Oh, God, no!"


"I'm your doctor, Patty. You must do what I say. I know what is best for 
you. I, Dr. Jonathan Smith, know what you must do."


The scene in the next room, where the young man labored above the woman, his 
lust-bloated penis spearing up into her mouth, withdrawing, then spearing up 
in again, excited Patty beyond endurance, and she groaned in surrender as 
Smith lifted her dress above her hips to bunch it around her waist, and then 
drew her flimsy white panties down over the firmly rounded cheeks of 
buttocks. A cool rush of air hit her ripe half-moons and then she heard the 
metallic sound of a zipper, as her analyst opened his fly and liberated his 
rigidly thick cock. A moment later he had dropped to his knees to lick 
moistly down the entire length of the perspiring crevice of her buttocks, 
then stopped abruptly to flick the tip of his tongue into the tightly 
puckered ring of her anus.


She groaned again as the tantalizing licking roused new and more thrilling 
sensations, teasing insanely at her. She quivered back against the probing 
tongue, screwing her buttocks in helpless circles around and around in 
response to the incredibly exciting rape of her helpless loins. There was 
nothing in the world like this feeling that seemed to consume the whole of 
her being. As she reveled in wild abandon against the tongue obscenely 
lashing at her rectal orifice from behind, she thought that her entire body 
was going to explode from the lewd tingling joy.


Abruptly it stopped, and Dr. Smith stood to press the obscenely swollen head 
of his penis into the split between her widespread buttocks. And then Patty 
screamed. "Oh, God! Oh, dear God!" He was too big, she thought with sudden 
panic. He would split her open!


Her ass-cheeks involuntarily cringed forward, drawing away from the 
rubbery-tipped cock pressing into her from behind, but it followed, and she 
realized she was trapped between the mirror on the wall and the 
self-proclaimed doctor behind her. She felt his hands close around the tops 
of her thighs, gripping them tightly, his fingers digging harshly into her 
supple white flesh. "I'm going to put it in," he whispered evilly, and then 
she felt the blunt, throbbing head against the tight elastic opening of her 
vagina, felt it begin a slow prodding and working against the wet pouting 
lips, parting them and forcing its way inside the resisting ring of flesh 
that jealously guarded the entrance to her secret passage. Then she felt her 
thighs swept apart as Smith's thick pulsing cock slithered deep up into the 
hotly quivering cuntal passage.


Patty gasped as the rampaging penis penetrating her now burning vagina 
tunneled deep into her belly. She struggled in vain to escape the cruel 
impalement, but Smith had skewered into her all the way up to the hilt. Her 
cunt walls were afire now and she moaned incoherently, as he began to saw in 
and out.


He rocked rhythmically now, panting with his own excitement as he thrust 
back and forth in her moistly clasping vagina. The pain she had felt at 
first had gradually eased and she felt a strange and thrilling pleasure 
ripple through her as she began to move her buttocks lasciviously in circles 
in rhythm to the hard swollen cock fucking into her from behind.


Oh God! the helpless teenager thought. This was good ... it was great ... it 
was groovy!


Smith stood over her bent body now, gritting his teeth as he rammed in and 
out with long hard lunges. Jesus! The kid was great! She was taking it all, 
and screwing back against him, practically begging for more! And Jesus! He 
was ready to give it to her! His balls ached and burned and he was sure they 
would explode any minute, shooting his white-hot sperm deep into her velvety 
little vagina.


He stretched the quivering half-moons of her buttocks wide with his fingers, 
watching the pink folds of wetly glistening flesh clinging tightly around 
the pistoning rod.


A wave of wild and abandoned passion spread through Patty's lithe young body 
as Smith continued to vent his lust in her delightedly clasping cunt. 
Nothing mattered to her now except the obscene pleasure coursing through her 
like a fire out of control. Oh, my God! She wanted this . she wanted this! 
She felt like a slave, bending before him in humiliating shame, and yet she 
wanted it! She wanted to be subjected to every lewd demand he could make!


And then, briefly, the incredible excitement stopped as Smith eased his 
relentless thrusting into her narrow little passage and quickly and expertly 
ripped off her panties completely and then pulled her dress up and over her 
head, flinging it hastily to the floor. Her little brassiere came next and 
she half-stood, half-knelt naked before this lust-crazed creature who stood 
behind her with his thick cock buried deep up in her vagina.


Her young seething body twitched and writhed as she groaned in abandoned 
welcome to the thrillingly punishing instrument sinking deep into her cunt. 
Her face contorted with passion, and now cries of ecstasy escaped her 
tightly clenched teeth. Sweat was pouring from her body as she began to 
strive mightily for the end. And then Smith uttered a long low moan that 
swelled to a shout as he began spewing his hot sperm wildly up into her wet 
slippery vagina.


She moved frantically against him, grinding, her buttocks back desperately 
against his loins, and then she felt her own climax begin. "Oh, my God!" she 
screamed. "Oh, my God! I'm cumming ... I'm cumming!" Small gushes of her 
orgiastic fluid seeped out hotly around the edges of his thrusting penis in 
spite of the tightness of her cunt's grip on it and ran in glistening 
streams down the wide-stretched crevice of her buttocks. The tiny puckered 
anus clenched and unclenched in the moistness of the crack in tempo with the 
groans of her expending passion. And then at last her firm young body was 
drained of everything, as Smith groaned and withdrew his now deflated penis, 
and she slipped forward to lie, spent and exhausted, half on the couch and 
half on the floor before him.


Dr. Smith groaned once more, watching the sixteen-year-old girl with 
complete approval through his half-closed eyelids. Oh, Jesus! What a ride, 
what a fuck! What a patient she'd turned out to be! This was the best one he 
had had since first conceiving the whole brilliant idea of Clinique Place 
Caledonia.


CHAPTER FIVE


Gloria Richards the following Thursday parked in the basement lot of the 
Caledonia tower complex some minutes before visiting hours were due to 
start. She sat anxiously behind the wheel compulsively checking her watch 
every half-minute or so. Oh, how she wished John had not been called away on 
that urgent business trip. She'd known how important it was, otherwise she 
would have taken him up on his much-repeated offer to cancel it. At the 
time, she thought she would be able to cope with the visit alone, but now 
she felt so nervous there was a great reluctance in her legs to actually 
move out of the car.


With an effort of will she told herself not to be so idiotic and opened the 
Mercedes' door. Although there had been no news from Patty, or of her, this 
had been expected in the first week and was nothing to worry about. The time 
had now come to make the elevator trip up to Dr. Smith's domain and visit 
with her daughter in a normal and serene way.


The receptionist looked up and smiled as Gloria stepped out of the elevator, 
greeting her pleasantly. "Your daughter, isn't it? Patty Richards? Will you 
take a seat, please, Mrs. Richards? I'll check if Patty is in her room."


Syliva, the receptionist, had to make three calls in all before she replaced 
the receiver and turned again to Gloria.


"I'm sorry, Mrs. Richards. Patty's just finishing therapy and won't be free 
for another few minutes. Would you like to wait in the waiting room? I'm 
sure it won't be long."


Gloria hesitated. "Would it be possible...?"


"Yes?"


"I'd like to see Dr. Smith if it's possible?" asked Gloria. "While I'm 
waiting, I mean."


"Yes. Well, I don't know whether the doctor is with a patient. Let me check 
with Miss Box."


The girl avoided using the inter-com this time, getting up and walking into 
Rosetta's office to ask the question. She reappeared almost instantly.


"Yes," she said from the doorway. "Dr. Smith is free. Would you come this 
way, please."


Dr. Smith had come out into Rosetta's office to greet his visitor, and for 
the first time, with some disquiet, Gloria saw him dressed in his modish 
tunic-style white medical suit. He is incredibly handsome, she thought, as 
he came forward to take her hand in both of his, oozing charm.


Briefly exchanging smiles with his private secretary, Gloria was ushered 
into the ornate office of the flattering quack and directed to sit in one of 
the deepest and lowest armchairs in the room so that he might enjoy the best 
possible view of her tapering legs. You are a dish, there's no doubt about 
it!, Smith inwardly reaffirmed to himself as he gave her another reassuring 
smile from behind his desk.


"Well," he said, tapping with a pencil on the desktop to reinforce his 
words. "I have some very good news for you. Yes, very good indeed."


Gloria let out an involuntary sigh of relief and smiled in her turn. "Oh, 
I'm so glad," she said.


"Yes, I thought you would be. Is your husband going to be along later? 
Perhaps I should wait before giving the details?"


"No, I'm the only one who could make it today. My husband's away on 
business."


"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that," replied the analyst, the exact opposite of 
what he was thinking. "Perhaps we shall have the pleasure of meeting Mr. 
Richards again next week." He vacated his desk chair, deciding in the 
circumstances he may as well move around to a position nearer the voluptuous 
redhead who in so many ways reminded him of a maturer version of her 
daughter. "Now, your daughter's treatment. Right at the start I must say 
Patty ... I think I can say that I've never had any patient respond to 
treatment quite so ... receptively as your daughter!"


"Oh, that's wonderful!" Gloria exclaimed.


"Absolutely marvelous!" She leaned forward eagerly. "And does that mean you 
can revise ... can you say at this time how long she has to stay here? I 
mean, if she's responding so well she might be able to come home much 
earlier than you expected, mightn't she?"


"Oh, well now, Mrs. Richards, it is a little early for us to make that kind 
of prognostication. It's true that Patty is responding really excellently to 
ongoing treatment, but-you must realize she is at bottom a profoundly 
disturbed little girl. That will take time to cure."


"And the treatment? That will continue, will it not?"


"Oh yes, indeed, yes. In fact, you find me at the moment in the throes of 
deciding whether it is possible to increase her treatment. I think you may 
safely assume that I shall. And I want you to know, Mrs. Richards, that I 
intend to treat her myself."


"It makes me happy to hear that."


"Well, one cannot but take a great interest in your daughter and I feel that 
I should be personally responsible for all her therapy."


"So very good of you, Dr. Smith...."


"Don't speak of it again, Mrs. Richards. The pleasure is mine," Smith said, 
an evil smile twitching at his lips as he airily waved away her thanks.


"Mr. Richards, too, will be so pleased when I...." the relieved mother 
began. But suddenly a slight noise behind distracted her and she turned 
toward the two-way mirror on the wall, the one through which Patty had 
watched the obscenely copulating couple several days before. Lights had been 
switched on in the room beyond, and, just as earlier, the mirror became 
opaque and then revealed dim shadows, slowly growing clearer.


Gloria at first refused to believe her eyes. The glass had become 
transparent and the shadows had turned into all-too recognizable human 
bodies! She gasped. Oh, dear God! The bodies were naked-there was a naked 
man in that room! And a naked woman, too!


"Wh ... what is that?" she stuttered in confusion.


Goddamn it to hell! Smith thought. What stupid oaf had decided on using the 
therapy room at this time? But he must appear calm and in control of the 
situation at all costs. "What is what, Mrs. Richards?" he coolly asked.


"That ... that ... there over on the wall," she said. "That mirror."


Again he cursed the person responsible for lighting up the "treatment" room. 
But there was nothing to do now but make the best of it. That meant brazenly 
admitting just what went on at Clinique Place Caledonia. Okay, he thought. 
Here goes!


"Oh, the mirror," he said. "'very clever, isn't it?"


"Clever!" Gloria half-choked, half-screamed.


"Clever! My God! It's ... it's diabolical, that's what it is!"


"Why not at all, Mrs. Richards. You're letting your imagination run away 
with you. It's merely a medical device providing a means for the therapist 
to measure the progress of certain therapeutic sessions."


Therapeutic sessions! Gloria wondered if her ears were playing tricks. She 
could have sworn this man was calmly defending that ... that room as 
necessary to his business. The blood drained from her face and she went 
dizzy. She struggled to regain control over her body, control over her 
trembling voice, to demand an explanation. No demand would come forth, 
however. Merely a plaintive statement. "But they're naked," she stated 
weakly.


Smith made an elaborate pretence of leaning over in his chair to get a 
clearer picture of the room next door. "So they are," he agreed quietly. "So 
they are."


Gloria turned from the mirror to see the doctor unconcernedly relax back 
into his armchair again. "But ... but ... but...." she spluttered 
helplessly. What was with this man? Why didn't he do something? Patients, 
casually stripping off their clothes before two-way mirrors. And doing 
terrible things to each other, too. Oh, my God! It's too much!


She turned again, and stared, speechless with horror, as the man's hands 
roamed lewdly over the woman's writhing naked form, trailing the length of 
her torso, stroking teasingly at her hips and thighs. A shudder ran through 
Gloria and she closed her eyes for a moment against the obscene spectacle. 
When she reopened them, she saw that the man had cupped the round full 
spheres of the woman's breasts in his hands and was massaging them, his 
fingertips nibbling vigorously at the small brown nipples, coaxing them into 
taut erection.


She shook her head, which seemed to be swimming now, and wondered how on 
earth Smith could let such a wicked act continue. "Doctor" Smith noted the 
disbelieving shake of her head with amusement. This could be more fun than 
he'd thought. In her discomfiture, Gloria's body was twisted round rigidly 
in her chair, the slope of the shoulders curving down through the small of 
her back and around the line of her buttocks to where her dress had rucked 
up over one thigh without her realizing it. A very fetching picture, thought 
Smith, feeling his semi-hardened cock lurch inside his pants. Suddenly aware 
of how much leg she was displaying, she quickly twisted back toward him. 
"Why don't you stop them?" she blurted out with terror-stricken eyes. "Why 
don't you stop them?"


"But why should I?" he replied calmly. "They're expressing themselves in a 
perfectly natural way, are they not?"


"No!" Gloria screeched between gritted teeth. "No! They are not! They're 
disgusting, that's what they are. Disgusting!"


"My dear," Smith said, reaching out and taking one of her hands. "I think 
you're over-reacting. Copulation ... or as we prefer to call it here ... 
fucking ... is the most normal of human acts." During his quick look earlier 
into the therapy room he'd recognized the male patient as Fred Harris, a 
young man with recurring sexual problems. Helping him was not a female 
"patient" but Jenny Jones, a compassionate Mother Earth-type who lent her 
services voluntarily to the clinic as a lay analyst "nurse", always ready to 
open her big heart to ease back any suffering, sexually hung-up member of 
humanity into the mainstream of normalcy. He wished Gloria could meet Jenny, 
but the moment was decidedly not now.


"And you mean you don't stop these people doing what you call ... call...." 
Gloria's tongue gagged at pronouncing the word Smith had used so easily just 
before. "You mean you let them do what they're doing?"


"Right on, Mrs. Richards! Now you're beginning to appreciate what we do 
here. It is the way for these unfortunate people to rid themselves of their 
inhibitions. We honestly name names here, Mrs. Richards, like having no 
compunction about naming breasts as tits, or talking about a man's cock or a 
woman's cunt. It's the therapy of truth!"


Gloria noticed with a shock Smith was holding her hand. She withdrew it 
brusquely.


Dear God! The man was in earnest! She had to get out of here. It was 
disgraceful, utterly disgraceful! Then for the first time since seeing the 
mirror light up she thought of Patty. Patty! Where was Patty? Surely he 
hadn't ... he wouldn't dare! But the image of the innocent teenager being 
violated in this way refused to leave her mind and she closed her eyes to 
try to stem the tears that involuntarily welled up in them. They b-rimmed 
over and spilled down her cheeks nevertheless, and she sobbed openly as she 
asked: "And Patty? Is this the treatment you've been giving her, too?"


"Patty has undergone our standard form of therapy," replied Smith coolly. 
"You understand the procedure, of course, when you...."


"Then the answer is 'Yes'?" cut in the distraught mother, sitting up 
rigidly.


Smith stared at her back, eyes unflinching. "The answer is 'Yes'."


Gloria recoiled as though physically hit. Her eyes stared vacantly as the 
word "Yes" echoed and re-echoed through her mind. Then she started to 
scream. "Oh God! Dear God! No! You can't do that! I don't believe it! You 
can't do it! I won't let you do it! No, and John won't either. Oh my God! 
He'll kill when he finds out. He'll kill you!"


Smith reached out to take both of her hands in his, brooking no resistance. 
"Please, Mrs. Richards, you're hysterical. You must stop this self-indulgent 
performance of yours and begin acting like a mature and sensible woman."


"Hysterical! You call me hysterical!" Gloria screamed, trying to wrench her 
hands free of his grasp. "Well, I'm not. I'm not. But you know what you 
are?" She suddenly sat stock-still again, her eyes blazing. "Do you know 
what you are, Dr. Smith? You are an animal, that's what you are. An animal!"


The door to his office burst open and Rosetta stood on the threshold. "Mrs. 
Richards," Smith said as she began again struggling to free her hands. "Mrs. 
Richards, I must ask you to try to control yourself. I simply cannot 
tolerate this sort of behavior in my office!"


"Oh, you can't, can't you?" she shrieked back. "Oh, you can't!"


"No, I can't, and if you don't get hold of yourself I shall be forced to 
give you a sedative."


"Oh yes?" Gloria spat out, struggling now to stand up. "You and who else?"


"Several of my colleagues." Gloria had half-risen, and over her head as she 
twisted around he looked at Rosetta and gave a nod. The efficient secretary 
went for help.


"You're not going to do a thing to me," Gloria screeched at the top of her 
voice. "Let me-go!"


Smith had only to hold her for a few seconds longer, however, before two 
burly young men in white coats entered the room. "Your secretary called us, 
Doctor," one asked. "What seems to be the trouble?"


"I'm afraid Mrs. Richards is hysterical," he said in cold, clipped, 
professional tones. "There will be a requirement of a sedative to be 
administered. Please be so good as to help Mrs. Richards over to the couch. 
I fear she'll require assistance from both of you."


Gloria screamed again as the two men seized her. She struggled desperately 
to escape as they half-carried, half-dragged her to the couch. As she was 
forced to lie face down on the couch she kicked furiously at one of her 
captors and the heel of her shoe seemed to connect with some part of his 
anatomy. "Goddamn you, lady!" he muttered menacingly, and her moment of 
satisfaction came to an end with her shoes being harshly wrenched off her 
feet and two powerful hands gripping with a steel-like bite at her ankles. 
The other man seemed to be sitting on her back, and she was unable to writhe 
even, and hardly able to breathe.


She could see, though, out of the corner of one eye, and the process of 
filling a hypodermic syringe from a vial that Smith was in the middle of 
turned her heart and belly cold. "Dr. Allen. If you would just lift up Mrs. 
Richards' dress, please."


She felt the weight on her back shift a little and then a coolness wafted 
across her upper thighs as "Dr. Allen" flicked up her dress to above her 
waist. She tried to writhe free again as the other "doctor" asked with 
sucked-in breath:


"Gee, are you going to give it to her in the ass?"


"You're damned right," Smith said, pressing down with all his weight on the 
small of her back, stilling her writhing hips. "It will work faster this 
way. Now, if you, Dr. Allen, can just hold down firmly where I've got my 
hand, I can pull down her panties."


Gasping for air, held fast and humiliated beyond tears already by the 
thought of what an appearance she must be presenting to the three monsters 
above, Gloria braced herself-every muscle in her body tensed-for Dr. Smith's 
next move. She felt his fingers curl under the elastic rim of her panties 
and then draw them down as much as he could with her lower torso pressed 
hard into the leather of the couch. He moved his fingers around to first one 
side of her hips and then the other to ease the tightly-held panties down as 
far as her upper thighs, exposing the two half-moons of her firmly rounded 
buttocks to the lust-filled eyes of the "medical" trio. But the muscles in 
her ass-cheeks were being held too rigidly, too tensely, for Smith to use 
the hypodermic he held in his other hand. Giving the flimsy panties one more 
sudden tug to fix them firmly in the crevice between Gloria's upper thighs, 
Smith raised his free hand as high as he could and then brought it down in a 
vicious hard spank across the unprotected buttocks. Gloria gasped out her 
pain at the totally unexpected assault and unconsciously allowed her muscles 
to relax throughout her body. Smith grasped one now-quivering and trembling 
half-moon of her buttocks and jabbed the hypodermic home before the shocked 
woman could collect herself or realize what had happened. She let out a tiny 
scream of pain as the stab of the needle registered on her numbed brain, but 
this trailed off into a pitiful whimper as she wished suddenly that she were 
dead. Even that would have been better than having been made to submit to 
this complete and utter degradation.


Through the fog that was quickly clouding her brain as the fast-acting 
sedative began its work, she thought she felt the cruel grip on her ankles 
and the heavy weight on her back disappear. She made a supreme effort of 
will and by exerting all her available energy on one elbow managed to 
half-turn her body over to the couch. But the dead-weight of her upper torso 
and leaden legs collapsed her back on the make-shift bed as though she were 
a sack of potatoes.


She felt an overwhelming peace sweep over her then, felt a lifting of the 
terrible cares that burdened her. Voices vaguely registered unintelligibly 
on her mind and she was aware of the door opening and closing and then, 
silence. This was the moment she should seize to escape, a startling moment 
of clarity told her. The sapping of will, the sapping of energy, however-all 
the continued work of the drug immediately took over control again, and her 
eyes closed exhaustedly while the world seemed to whirl around her, closing 
in gently to wrap her in a cocoon of blissful forgetfulness.


Gloria felt something soft against her skin, felt someone fumbling with her 
clothes. But she had no strength to ask, let alone protest. It dawned on her 
that the person-whoever it might be-was pulling down the zipper on her 
dress, was easing her out of it. She felt the soft, cool air again as it 
brushed across her bare back and knew somehow that her dress had been pulled 
down to her waist, bunching up beneath her. She remembered the humiliating 
moment when her skirt had been pulled up and now she twisted slightly, 
groping behind her, touching her buttocks with her own hands, and 
realizing-with another moment of terrible shame-that they were still bare.


The drugged housewife tried to pull her dress-skirt down over her quivering 
ass-cheeks, succeeded for a moment, and then felt it raised again. Once more 
she made the effort; once again she failed. And then she opened her eyes a 
little wider and strained her neck around to see that Dr. Smith was standing 
over her.


His hands slid down over her hips now, and then she knew he was pulling her 
dress right off, just as he had pulled the top down. "Lift up," he whispered 
hoarsely and she did as she was told, too dazed to do more than protest 
feebly and futilely.


She felt his hands against her sensitive flesh as he pulled her little white 
panties down over her slim legs, over her ankles, lifting her feet to slip 
them off. She twisted and turned, trying to protect herself, but in spite of 
her maneuvers, she could do nothing to stop him.


She felt a moment's anguish, a moment's deep shame and degradation at 
submitting to him this way, and then she felt a little thrill of excitement 
shoot through her. It was wrong, she knew. It was wicked and evil and there 
was something depraved about her if she could feel this way. But she 
couldn't help herself! She just couldn't help herself.


She felt Smith's hands on her again and somehow she knew that she was lying 
naked now while he stared at her. It bothered her enormously-it was wicked, 
she told herself again-and yet it pleased her. And in any case, she was too 
tired to resist. She lay stretched out on the couch, not moving. And then 
she felt herself lifted slightly again, but this time turned over on her 
back.


She opened her eyes and saw Dr. Smith bending down over her. "Ah, so now you 
are calm again?" he asked.


It seemed a foolish question, but Gloria tried to answer it. "Yes," she 
said. "I guess I am." She looked up into his face and a shudder went through 
her at the evil leer she saw contorting his features. Oh, dear God! How had 
she come to be trapped here like this, at the mercy of this fiend!


She realized suddenly that Smith, standing by the couch, was stripping off 
his own clothes. His white tunic-style jacket came first ... that symbol of 
his profession of medicine ... and she noticed that he carried it across the 
room and hung it on a hook in the wall there. She thought for a moment of 
trying to escape-and it ought to be easy with him several yards away-but 
once again she found that she had no energy even to lift herself from the 
couch. And then the terrible thought struck that she really did not want to 
escape! She wanted him to ... to ... fuck her ... Oh, dear God! She couldn't 
even admit to herself what she wanted him to do. But the almost hidden 
thought of having him run his hands over her naked body again, over her 
proudly upthrust breasts, over her flat white belly, excited her insanely. 
What on earth had happened? She had never, never felt the insatiable desire 
that now suffused her entire being. And then the truth struck her! He had 
said it was to calm her, and it had actually done that. But it had excited 
her too, in a way that she had never been excited before. She felt that her 
body was alive for the first time in her life, alive and burning with a fire 
that could only be extinguished by her own lewd and wanton submission to 
this man now approaching her.


She gasped at the sight of him. He was as naked as she was, and his 
iron-hard cock stood out in front of him like a steel javelin. Oh dear God! 
In a moment now, he would be slithering it deep up into her hotly waiting 
vaginal passage. And there was nothing whatsoever that she could or wanted 
to do to prevent it.


He leaned down over her naked body, one hand moving from her throat down 
slowly to her creamy-white breasts, tweaking the nipples rapidly between his 
fingers until he felt them harden. The blood began to stir in Gloria's body. 
She was helpless now, so weakened by the drug that Smith had administered 
that she was powerless to resist him. But she was aroused by it too, so that 
now she welcomed every lewd advance he might make, while her body ached to 
be touched gently, so that it quivered with the need for fulfillment he 
could give her.


The gorgeous redhead opened her eyes wider to see her daughter's analyst 
steadily stroking his rigidly throbbing penis. God, It was huge! At the same 
time, he let his other hand roam down from her white trembling breast to 
trail across her belly until it reached at last the soft fleshy folds of her 
now-inflamed cunt. As his hand stroked her body into a flaming sheet of 
desire, she began to writhe wantonly beneath him. "Oh, God!" she moaned. 
"Oh, dear God!"


Smith moved over her now, positioning himself above her lovely body, 
kneeling while he pushed her unresisting thighs apart. He lowered his head 
slowly, and then his hot lips closed over the soft mound at the base of her 
belly. His face disappeared as he planted wet tickling kisses on the tiny 
aperture there, his tongue flicking lizard-like at the quivering opening.


She groaned now, groaned huskily from deep in her throat as Smith's tongue 
continued its maddening licking against her straining pink bud of a 
clitoris. And then he pulled himself forward and slithered up her gently 
writhing body until his face was over hers. His head leaned forward, and his 
tongue edged its way between her two trembling, half-parted lips, sinking 
deeper and deeper into the warm oral cavern.


And then Gloria felt the lips around her throbbing vagina pushed open as 
Smith thrust forward, forcing his lust-inflated cock up into the narrow 
velvety passage. He watched her now with a lascivious grin on his face as 
her face contorted with the pain of his first vicious stab and her lips 
curled back while she whimpered helplessly. His fleshy rod was buried deep 
in the pink throbbing furrow that his tongue had licked to a moist 
receptiveness a moment ago, and now the tight cuntal lips were stretched 
almost to bursting point, their rubbery pink outer rim clasped securely 
around the base of his impaling cock.


Gloria squirmed helplessly beneath him as he plowed deeper and deeper into 
her vainly resisting vaginal passage. The walls of her cringing cunt clasped 
around the skewering cock-shaft like a glove until she felt every fleshy 
ridge. As he began a slow rhythmic probing, her head rolled from side to 
side and her hips began a seductive involuntary grinding motion beneath his 
impaling rod.


Her body seemed to come to life now, as an electric tingle that began deep 
within her womb seeped relentlessly through the raw nerve ends of her flesh. 
She rotated her hips from side to side, her flesh one quaking mass of 
incredibly exciting sensation. She strained against him, her motions 
becoming faster by the second, the tempo of her thrusts more urgent.


The incredibly aroused redhead groaned as Smith withdrew his thick throbbing 
cock with a lewd sucking noise, and then-as suddenly as he had withdrawn 
it-he thrust deep up inside her with all his strength. The full length of 
his rigid cock-shaft sank cruelly into her helpless, defiled vagina, a wet 
flat smack sounding as his belly thudded against her own soft flesh.


The handsome analyst's body dropped down heavily on hers now, mashing her 
full, ripe breasts against his chest. He locked his mouth over hers, sending 
his tongue deep down into her throat while she groaned in unwilling ecstasy. 
He reached beneath her then to the round full cheeks of her buttocks, 
spreading his fingers to knead the warmly yielding flesh and pull the taut 
half-moons apart.


He stared down at her lust-contorted face and a feeling of overwhelming 
triumph swept through him. She was his, by God! He'd fucked the young girl 
and now he was fucking her mother too! Jesus! He'd never had it so good!


He threw his head back and a leering grin spread across his face. And then 
he began making long hard strokes into Gloria's now wet and slippery 
passage, spearing in, then withdrawing the swollen relentless shaft of his 
penis until just the tip was inside her hotly clinging cunt. He thrust 
forward hard again, with his hips until his balls were once more screwed 
tightly up into the wide-split crevice of her buttocks.


Gloria groaned as her helplessly exposed cunt was plundered almost beyond 
endurance. Her body was pinned down and there was no way she could resist in 
the trapped position in which she found herself.


The drugged mother felt the bloated cock-shaft slide up and down inside, her 
warm viscous passage like a tireless piston, while his soft, hair-covered 
balls slapped hotly against her anus with each forward jerk of the 
downstroke. Her womb flared and the quivering lips of her hair-lined cuntal 
furrow flowered open to receive his iron-hard pummeling cock. She stretched 
her fingers out and her lust-guided nails clawed a red streak across his 
flexing buttocks. She pulled him deep up into her now, thrusting her 
fleece-bordered belly up hard to skewer herself thrillingly on his driving 
flesh.


She began to writhe and twist ecstatically beneath him. The drug had left 
her void of all sense of right and wrong; she knew only that she had to have 
the maddening fucking sensation that coursed through her body. Nothing on 
earth could make her stop now. And oh, dear God! She was certain she would 
die unless Smith could fuck her crazy and satisfy her desperate need.


He arched his back, withdrawing slightly, then plunging his cock deep up 
into her throbbing cunt with long cruel jabs. He could feel the hot sperm 
ready to explode now, and with harsh hands he gripped the wide-spread cheeks 
of her buttocks, lifting them up to push her loins insistently against his 
driving pelvis, then rammed his cock all the way up to the hilt inside her 
unresisting vagina.


The lust-driven housewife could feel her insides splitting painfully as the 
head of his deep-sunk cock seemed to flare into a hugeness that threatened 
to tear her womb asunder. And then she felt the white-hot liquid that 
spurted into her burning fire, filling her dilated stomach like wild hot 
streams of molten lava. She felt her own cunt juices seep forth as if in 
answer and she screamed out her delirious joy: "I'm cumming ... oh, my God! 
I'm cumming ... I'm cumming...!"


Her body tensed and arched in the spasm of ecstasy sweeping through her, and 
there was a long moment when all was still, all was silent as their 
orgiastic juices pooled and mixed within her. And then the desperately 
clasping walls of her hotly jerking cunt sucked hungrily one last time at 
Smith's hotly ejaculating cock, until it gave one final spasmodic lurch-and 
stopped.


Smith collapsed across her body, feeling his seemingly endless sperm-load 
still gushing forth around his now-deflating penis, and then he withdrew his 
cock slowly from Gloria's battered cunt and smiled down at her.


He rolled over, sliding from her sweat-soaked body, and began to pull on his 
clothes. When he had finished dressing and had slipped his white jacket over 
his shoulders, he went out to the office of his private secretary. "Miss 
Box," he said.


"Yes, Dr. Smith?"


"I'm afraid that Mrs. Richards is very disturbed. She was hysterical not 
long ago, and I think it will be necessary to keep her here for a while. 
Will you see that a room is made ready for her?"


"Yes, Dr. Smith."


"Good. I'll help her upstairs myself."


"Help her?" Miss Box asked.


"Yes," Smith said, staring coolly into the eyes of his secretary. "I will 
help her." He walked across the room to the calendar on Rosetta's desk. 
"Mrs. Richards was very disturbed," he repeated. "It was necessary to give 
her a very strong sedative in order to calm her. She is still under the 
influence of it." He turned and smiled disarmingly at his secretary. "I'm 
sure she will be all right. It's nothing serious. But it's imperative she be 
kept at the clinic for a while." He smiled evilly. "She must have treatment, 
you know."


CHAPTER SIX


Gloria looked at herself in the full-length mirror on the wall of her room 
and fingered the material of the gown that the clinic provided its women 
patients. The gown was attractive, she thought, someone had had the good 
taste to think of getting good-quality fabric, and it seemed ironical to her 
that here she was in a sanatorium where the doctors were the mad people and 
she was calmly admiring her prison robe. There seemed no escape!


A tap on the door was followed immediately by the entry of two nurses, a 
burly one and another carrying a luncheon-tray, which the young woman put on 
the bedside table.


"I don't want anything," Gloria said.


"You have to eat, Mrs. Richards," the matronly one said, standing by the 
doorway. "You need to keep your strength up."


"What for?" Gloria asked wearily, and then she noticed the tray also held a 
little paper cup with a red pill and a yellow pill inside. Oh, God, no! she 
thought. Oh, God, no! These were more of the drugs they had fed her with 
constantly since her arrival here-the "sedatives" that made her a willing 
tool of Smith's desire, made her accept anything he cared to do to her 
without a murmur. She wouldn't take them, she decided. She wouldn't take 
them!


But she looked up to see the younger nurse approaching her with the pills in 
one hand and a glass of water in the other. "Time for your pills, Mrs. 
Richards," she said with a smile.


Gloria shook her head with fear-crazed eyes.


"Now come, Mrs. Richards," said the nurse at the door, beginning to move in. 
"Let's not have any trouble!"


"No, you're keeping me here drugged. I won't take them!"


"We're not keeping you drugged, Mrs. Richards," the older nurse now said 
soothingly. "It's just the necessary medication Dr. Smith thinks advisable 
for you."


"Dr. Smith!" Gloria shrieked, backing away. "He's no doctor." The truth of 
this statement suddenly hit her like a thunderbolt. He wasn't an M. D. and 
as such had no right to prescribe medication! None at all! And here he was, 
practically forcing her to take every drug under the sun. She stood up and 
threw her shoulders back, erect and proud. "I refuse to accept Dr. Smith's 
qualifications," she said. "He has no right to prescribe drugs for me. And I 
am not going to take those pills!"


Her surge of stamina seemed to keep the nurses at bay for a moment. Then her 
courage drained from her as the matronly one said; "'very well, Mrs. 
Richards. If that is to be your attitude, there's nothing for it but we must 
administer the medication by injection. Would you rather have it that way?"


A spasm of near-panic shook Gloria as she remembered with horror her 
experience with Dr. Smith's hypodermic two days earlier-how the two 
"doctors" had thrown her down on the couch, how her dress had been pulled up 
and her panties down, and the injection of the drugs into her naked 
buttocks. She couldn't stand the pain and humiliation a second time! With a 
half-snarl she lurched forward at the nurse holding out the pills and 
scooped them out of her hand and into mouth and throat in one action, 
grabbing the water afterwards to wash down the ghastly concoction. She fell 
forward on the bed with a sob, letting the empty glass fall to the carpeted 
floor. The younger nurse bent to retrieve the glass and exchanged a look of 
satisfaction with her companion before both of them exited, closing the door 
softly behind them.


Gloria didn't know how long she remained sobbing on the bed, waiting for the 
effect of the drugs to begin. At least they will blot out reality, she 
thought, and make this sexual nightmare bearable. She was grateful for that. 
It must be some sort of aphrodisiac Smith was forcing on her-Spanish fly, 
perhaps, or something similar, Oh, yes, that was it, she thought with a 
shudder. Her mind raced back to her husband, John. Oh, dear God! What if he 
found out how she'd been fucked by Smith? Would he ever forgive her? And had 
they convinced him she was crazy? He wasn't expected home from his 
out-of-town trip for several days, but all the same, he'd probably called 
the house, or his office, by now. Why didn't he come to rescue her from all 
this? Tears welled up again in her eyes and she wiped them away. But they 
refused to be stemmed, and she buried her head in her pillow, sobbing as if 
her heart would break.


The salty warm tears were still streaming unstoppable down her reddened 
cheeks when the door opened again and a white-coated orderly poked his head 
into the room and made a tut-tutting sound. "Such tears!" he exclaimed in 
mock alarm. "This will never do. You've got an appointment in the therapy 
room in ten minutes."


Gloria sat up quickly and wiped her eyes, wondering what appointment he 
meant. Then she heard a quick intake of breath, and turned to see him 
staring at her untouched luncheon-tray.


The broad-shouldered young man's face turned towards her in a cold fury. 
Gloria knew the staff regarded it as a serious offence for any patient to 
refuse to eat the various meals provided and her skin crawled at the thought 
of what kind of retribution this sullen creature would exact from her. "I 
did mean to," she whimpered, "but I forgot it was there."


"You know I'm supposed to report all infringements of our regulations, Mrs. 
Richards. By rights, I should get on the phone to Dr. Smith right away."


"Please don't do that!" Gloria implored, fearful of what new games Smith 
might think of to subject her to. "I'll eat it now!"


"All right, Mrs. Richards, this time I'll forget it. But you only have a few 
minutes to eat and get dressed, so hurry."


Gloria gobbled the semi-cold food down and in spite of herself began to feel 
better as her plate emptied. Also she could feel her body beginning to react 
to Dr. Smith's drugs, the now-familiar little chill of excitement chasing 
itself up and down her spine. She gave the young orderly a sidelong glance, 
wondering if he guessed at the tiny tingle of pleasure starting to quiver up 
between her tightly closed thighs. When her lunch was finished and she went 
to put on her clothes, she thought of taking them into the adjoining 
bathroom to dress. But by then her lackadaisical mood was in the driving 
seat and she couldn't care less about hiding. Why bother? she thought. I'm 
in their hands! And she felt the tingling again course through her body as 
she stripped off the pale-yellow gown over her head and quickly began 
donning her clothes.


The young man stood watching with lust-filled eyes. Jesus! The boss sure 
could pick


'em! He continued to stare with the same lewd expression on his face as she 
shamelessly displayed her voluptuously rounded hips, her flat smooth belly 
and firm thighs and the long swiftly-scissoring legs. He licked his lips 
lasciviously at the fluid motion of her limbs.


He's like all the rest, Gloria thought languidly as she briefly put a brush 
through her hair and smoothed her dress down over her hips, checking her 
reflection in the mirror. "What do you want?" she asked, talking to the 
man's reflection in the mirror. "As if I didn't know!"


"What I want doesn't have anything to do with it, Mrs. Richards," said the 
young man, moving out of her range of sight toward the door. "Come on. Let's 
go!"


The therapy room he led her to was the one adjoining Dr. Smith's office and 
she looked around for the handsome young analyst, expecting to see him. But 
instead she saw several of the other patients sitting on chairs or wandering 
around the room. She recognized Fred Harris and instinctively moved away to 
the farther end of the room, where a blond Nordic-looking young man was 
watching her curiously. She realized this was the teacher of basket-weaving 
she'd met in one of the occupational therapy classes she'd attended. His 
name was Tren Miller.


She waved and moved closer. "Hello, Tren," she said.


He smiled and nodded. "Hello, Mrs.


Richards."


"Gloria," she said. "Call me Gloria."


"I'd be happy to-Gloria," he said. The piercingly blue eyes that accompanied 
the golden hair also seemed to be smiling at her now and for some strange 
reason she felt deeply stirred. The drugs were working and in spite of 
herself she experienced a sudden blaze of fire within her body. Her loins 
suddenly seemed to burn, and she longed to press them tightly up against 
Tren's pelvis.


She stepped forward, her quivering body further inflamed by his nearness. II 
was incredible, she thought. An hour before, he had been nothing to her. And 
now ... now ... !' Now his body was the most desirable possession she could 
think of!


Her acquiescing eyes met an answering flash in Tren's and abruptly he 
grasped her by the shoulders, his fingers digging brutally into her 
milk-white flesh and sending new ripples of excitement coursing through her 
body. He pulled her close, grinding his pelvis up against her loins. She 
felt his bulging penis lurch in his excitement, growing bigger as it pressed 
hard against her throbbing flesh, causing an excruciating pleasure-pain 
sensation.


Oblivious to the other patients around her, she closed her eyes, overcome by 
the joy of the moment. And then he slid his fingers into the cleavage of her 
dress, eliciting a thrilled gasp from her throat. She held her breath as he 
teasingly caressed first one whitely upthrust breast and then the other, 
cupping and kneading them, rolling the twin buds of her little nipples 
between his fingertips until they hardened into taut erection.


"Take this off," he whispered hoarsely, pulling at her dress now. His arms 
snaked around her to undo her zipper. A cool breath of air passed over her 
back as he pulled it down. "Take the dress off!"


At the back of her mind under its shroud of lust Gloria knew very well that 
she was the focus-point of half-a-dozen staring pairs of eyes. There was 
still a vestige of her conscience left to tell her to run now, escape now, 
flee from the coming obscene ravishment of her body. And yet she was 
powerless to obey. She wanted to be fucked-and publicly fucked-in the 
lewdest and most humiliating way possible. In front of all these people she 
wanted to feel Tren's now rigid cock deep up inside her moist slippery cunt.


The drug-crazed redheaded housewife sucked in her breath as arrows of 
burning joy shot through her. For the third time Tren commanded: "Take it 
off!" and Gloria obeyed him like an automaton, slipping her arms out of the 
sleeves, letting the dress slide down to her full ripe hips. With a tiny 
wriggling motion she eased it down over her thighs until it fell to the 
floor. She stepped out of it, clad now only in the fragile lace brassiere 
and thin nylon panties she'd put on. She felt Tren fumbling at the brassiere 
hooks behind her back, felt the wisp of fabric fall open while her lustfully 
swelling breasts sprang free of the tight restricting garment. A moment 
later he was pulling at her panties, inserting his feverishly working 
fingers beneath the elastic waistband. With a sudden twist of his wrist he 
jerked them down until they, too, fell to the floor with Gloria standing 
nakedly before him.


"Oh, God!" she moaned, her body a roaring funnel of fire by now. "Oh, my 
God!" She was aware of the other patients staring at her, their eyes boring 
lecherously into her nakedness, and, yet she was helpless to protect 
herself. All shame, all modesty was gone as her passion overwhelmed her.


She waited for what seemed an eternity, her very flesh crawling with the 
anticipation of the pleasure yet to come, and then she felt herself being 
pushed to the floor. She sank to her knees as Tren sat heavily in the chair 
before her.


Oh, no! This wasn't what she wanted. Not this! She wanted to feel his hands 
running over her hotly quivering flesh, wanted to feel his fingers probing 
at her warm moist cunt, stroking the tiny bud of her clitoris into intense 
arousal. She wanted to take him deep inside her, to clasp his throbbing 
cock-flesh there in her velvety vaginal channel.


She groaned, looking up expectantly into Tren's face, and then she heard the 
metallic rasp of a zipper as he opened his fly and his thick, rock-like 
penis burst forth. She stared in wonder at the stiff swollen rod, its purple 
head throbbing obscenely. At the same time, she felt Tren tangle his hands 
in her hair, pulling her forward until her face was directly above the 
blunt, bloated tip of his penis.


Excited almost beyond endurance now, Gloria scratched her fingernails 
lightly over the pulsating cock-shaft and began to stroke and massage it, 
rubbing the skin back and forth, then slipping her hands down to cup Tren's 
balls lasciviously, cradling their softness in her palms. He groaned and 
thrust his loins forward until his thickly rigid penis grazed teasingly at 
her moistly parted lips.


With a little gasp of delight Gloria puckered her lips into" a hungry oval, 
while Tren lunged forward, plunging his cock into the warm cavern of her 
mouth. She almost choked, but continued to stroke the thick heavy shaft 
until finally the warm moistness of her open lips slid succulently down over 
the firmly resilient sensitive head. And then she began to suck 
tantalizingly on it, her face contorted with pure lust as he sawed 
rhythmically in and out.


His loins tensed and jerked as he realized that the lovely redhead at his 
knees was absorbing almost the full length of his aching cock into her 
throat. The bulbous head throbbed and jumped with the nerve-tingling licking 
of her tongue on every outstroke, and the pink flesh of her lips clung to 
his thick cock as she sucked voraciously, her mind feverish with the 
salacious delight of the act. And then the pressure began to grow in his 
balls. It wouldn't be long now before he shot his hotly seething sperm into 
her mouth-right down into her beautiful little belly!


His rigidly pulsing cock was about to burst and he shoved his loins up hard 
against her face as she hummed and sucked maddeningly. Once again she cupped 
his balls into her two hands, squeezing and massaging their sperm-laden 
heaviness as if to pump their vital hot moisture down into her open throat.


Suddenly Tren felt the white-hot fluid begin to churn inside the bloated sac 
of his testicles and then surge forth along the full length of his impaling 
cock-shaft in a burning jet-like stream. He gasped as it spurted wildly in 
long streams from the jerking tip, making Gloria's cheeks bloat and hollow 
as she rapidly swallowed the thick deluging gushes in a frantic effort to 
keep from choking.


Tren wound his hands in Gloria's hair as she continued to suck madly, 
clutching at her head as he shot his hot semen far into her throat. Finally, 
he locked his hands behind her neck and thrusted his squirting penis even 
farther into her receptive mouth. And then he was empty-he let her head free 
and fall back against the chair as her lips fondled his cock gently now, 
until it fell, limp and deflating, from her mouth.


There was silence as Gloria sank to the floor, exhausted. She curled up in a 
little heap and closed her eyes. She was dimly aware that Tren had stood up 
and crossed the room. When she became fully conscious again she saw the 
chair had been taken away.


A terrible feeling of guilt overwhelmed her. Oh, dear God! What had she 
done! She scurried around the floor to collect her clothes. Tears welled up 
in her eyes as she tried to cover her nakedness as quickly as possible. This 
perverted act-this obscenity! How could she have done it? It was insane. 
Perhaps she was insane, she suddenly thought. Surely no woman in her right 
mind willingly degraded herself before all these people as she had done!


As the thought continued to throb in her brain she turned her head and her 
eyes searched the room. Then her body stiffened and she blinked away her 
tears. Yes! There was Patty, her own daughter, Patty, sitting on a chair at 
the far end of the room. And Tren Miller was now kneeling at her feet. And 
... oh, dear God! Both of them had stripped their clothes off! Both were 
naked!


Looking again, Gloria saw that Patty's slim young legs were spread wide, 
exposing the soft pink lips of her thinly hair-lined little pussy. Just 
then, Tren slipped his hands beneath her thighs, drawing the little 
reddish-gold patch of hair that nestled at the base of her belly close to 
his face. Patty smiled down at him, her body trembling with the excitement 
that pulsed through her. She ran her tongue around her lips, wetting them 
until they glistened as she waited expectantly, her smile growing more and 
more provocative.


Tren gazed hungrily at the moist tight vaginal slit as she rotated it 
sensuously only a few inches from his lips. He placed his palms flat against 
the inside of her thighs, his thumbs resting on the soft fleshy flanges of 
her cunt. Then, with a slow, torturing outward movement they drew the 
delicate pink lips apart, exposing the moist coral slit more fully to him.


Patty moaned, then dug her hands into his hair trying to pull his face into 
her. With a guttural sound like that of an animal, Tren moved forward to 
bury his face between her thighs and the full length of his slippery tongue 
up into the hotly throbbing passage of the girl's expectant pussy.


She gasped, her buttocks jerking forward involuntarily as his warm 
spiralling tongue rotated wildly in the soft palpitating depths of her 
already red-hot vagina. "Aaaaarrrrgh!" she moaned as he withdrew the 
impaling oral spear to send his tongue licking upward, its soft tip flicking 
and circling her quivering erect clitoris. And then his lips enclosed it to 
suck at its bud-like hardness, drawing the warm surrounding pussy folds into 
the cavern of his hot mouth, his tongue continuing its maddening licking 
against the straining pink nub.


The lewdly excited sixteen-year old groaned in mounting sensual enchantment 
as the insanely probing tongue-tip worked its way up and down the length of 
her narrow wet pussy slit. He lifted her slightly, cupping his hands beneath 
her flexing buttocks so that his searching tongue could slide passed the 
elastic-rimmed opening of her clasping vagina and on into the narrow valley 
between her creamy-white ass-cheeks. Patty mewled with pleasure at the 
unbelievably thrilling sensation, purring and whimpering like a kitten.


Her soft wet pubic hair grazed Tren's cheeks as he sent his tongue swirling 
once again into the widespread tightness of her hotly dilating cunt. She 
clenched her teeth with passion now, moaning through them as her hands 
clawed at his hair, trying to guide him closer to the hungrily clasping 
opening of her vagina. And then he slithered his tongue into the pink 
velvety cuntal flesh, flicking at it tantalizingly before withdrawing to 
taunt the coral-colored edges again.


As her mother unbelievingly registered the scene on her drug-befogged brain, 
Patty shifted and raised her body, pushing forward and clamping her hands 
behind his head to force his mouth directly over the tight little hole of 
her cunt. He glued his ovaled sucking lips to the viscous aperture and 
thrust his tongue deep into it. With a sudden shriek of pure ecstasy, Patty 
closed her youthfully supple thighs about his bobbing head, and now Tren too 
felt the lewd sucking performance of her inflamed vaginal passage as his 
tongue flicked deep, deep up into it. Then a tremendous convulsing shudder 
racked her hot young body and she wailed in wanton abandon as the walls of 
her wildly climaxing cunt poured forth their orgiastic fluids, to seep down 
over Tren's still rhythmically flicking tongue.


It seemed a long time before the girl's uncontrollably quivering body had 
spent all its passion, a long time before her excited trembling had 
ceased.-Her mother had half-crawled, half-ran over to her as she slipped 
from the chair to lie curled in a ball on the floor. With an anguished cry, 
Gloria sat on the floor and lifted her daughter's head and upper body as 
gently as she knew how and rested them between her cradling arm and breast. 
Her other hand she used to gently brush away the girl's damp red hair from 
her closed eyes.


Patty felt the soft touch and lifted her face a fraction in a plea for more 
strokes, opening her eyes at the same time. A frown creased her young brow 
for a moment, then she smiled in recognition of her mother. "Hello, mother," 
Patty murmured, nestling more comfortably into Gloria's shoulder. "Are you 
finding this place a groovy trip, too?"


CHAPTER SEVEN


John Richards stared vacantly at the milling throng of people on the ground 
floor of the Place Caledonia tower as he waited for the elevator of Clinique 
Place Caledonia to arrive. It was unbelievable that Gloria could have become 
sick-especially mentally sick-in the short space of time his trip had taken. 
Yet that was the message his office got.


He had immediately called Dr. Smith from New Bristol and then had decided 
there was no alternative but to drive at once to Caledonia when Smith's 
explanations proved far from satisfactory. "I shouldn't do that, if I were 
you," Smith told him brusquely on the phone when he heard John's intention. 
"Our visiting days are Thursdays, Mr. Richards, you know that. Believe me, 
your wife needs every chance to recuperate before you see her then. In the 
meantime, she'll be in the best possible hands, I assure you!"


The elevator doors opened and John was the car's single occupant to the 
first floor of Dr. Smith's menagerie. All was soft muzak and cool 
air-conditioning, plus welcoming smiles from the receptionist, Sylvia.


He ignored her, her face becoming horror-stricken as she realized he 
intended to stride right passed her into Miss Box's office. "Mr. Richards, 
you can't ... ," she got as far as saying before he was out of sight in 
Rosetta's room.


"Please get Dr. Smith for me," he demanded of the startled private 
secretary. "And while you're about it, you may as well start whatever's 
necessary for the discharge of my wife and daughter from this place."


"I ... I'm afraid there's some mistake, Mr. Richards. There is no discharge 
authorized for either your wife or your daughter." Rosetta stood up and 
smiled sweetly at him. "Possibly a misconception you're laboring 
under-didn't Dr. Smith explain the circumstances?"


John slammed his fist down on her desk. "Understand this, Miss Box, I am not 
here to answer questions. Now get me that man, your boss, Smith. And I mean 
now!"


Inside his office, "Doctor" Smith shoved back the desk chair in annoyance, 
rose, then strode rapidly toward the door. This was intolerable, this 
shouting in the outer office. He thrust the door open to reveal his 
secretary gazing fearfully at the menacing form of John Richards.


"What the hell's going on here?" he demanded.


"Mr. Richards...." began the for-once agitated Miss Box; John cut her off.


"Yes, what is the hell going on here?" he directed at Smith. "That's exactly 
what I want to know, Dr. Smith!"


Smith glanced at Rosetta, then back at John Richards. "You'd better come in. 
But you'd be well-advised to drop your apparent animus toward me, Mr. 
Richards. I assure you, I can summon ample assistance within seconds, and if 
I have the slightest reason to feel threatened, I shall have no compunction 
about doing so."


John uttered a mirthless laugh at this little speech and stalked past the 
doctor into the large airy inner office, Smith following him and closing the 
door, but not before exchanging a significant look and nod of the head with 
his private secretary.


"Look, Smith...."


"Just a minute, Mr. Richards," half-snarled the analyst as he made his way 
back behind his desk. "Just a minute!" He play-acted the role of the injured 
party as he went through an elaborate performance of sitting down again at 
his desk. "Now, Mr. Richards, won't you please sit down?"


Smith shook his head resignedly and sighed. "Mr. Richards! I have explained 
exhaustively on the telephone that your wife is not to be disturbed, that 
there may even be some doubt of her being well enough by Thursday for anyone 
to visit her." Smith thought he discerned the first trace of indecision in 
the husband's manner.


He decided to keep up the firm line of resistance. "I'm sorry, Mr. Richards, 
but if you don't believe what I tell you, there's hardly much point in 
talking any further, is there?"


"Only if you tell the truth, Smith," John said, subsiding into a chair.


"I have told you the truth, Mr. Richards," Smith replied with raised 
eyebrows and widespread hands. "I can only go on repeating that fact."


"The truth? The truth?" John jumped up from his chair and leaned forward on 
the desk. "You told me my wife was 'disturbed'. You told me she became 
hysterical and now has to be kept under constant guard-a nut case! Crackers 
... bananas...."


"Those terms are not used at this establishment," broke in Smith 
witheringly. "Your imagination is running away with you, Mr. Richards."


"Maybe you didn't use those words," John admitted. "But that is sure as hell 
what you meant."


"It's quite true that your wife is emotionally ill. I'm sorry to have to 
tell you that but denying the fact won't make it go away."


Oh, Christ, John thought bitterly, how he'd like to punch this smug bastard 
in the nose! But he had to talk to him, he had to find out what was the 
matter with Gloria. Not that he believed she was truly sick. But he had to 
learn more. And the only one who could help him right now was this 
son-of-a-bitch sitting opposite.


He sank back into the chair again, burying his face in his hands. Oh Lord! 
How did he ever get into this mess? And his wife? And his child?


With effort he pulled himself together. "Right," he said in a near-whisper. 
"I'll play it your way, Dr. Smith. Suppose you just tell me what's the 
matter with Gloria?"


Smith smiled to himself, knowing he'd won. He leaned ingratiatingly across 
the desk. "It's not a pleasant task," he said confidingly. "I'm afraid, Mr. 
Richards, that your wife is a nymphomaniac."


"You're a liar!"


The handsome young poseur behind the desk again sighed in mock-reproof. "Mr. 
Richards, if you want me to discuss your wife's condition you'll have to 
control yourself." He pretended to busy himself with files and papers to one 
side of his desk. John sighed in his turn. He felt hopelessly defeated now. 
Gloria? Gloria, a nymphomaniac? She was a a sensual woman he knew from 
personal experience, but a nympho? God, no!


"What makes you so sure of your diagnosis, Doctor?" John asked levelly.


Smith waited a moment, choosing his words carefully. "The first time your 
wife arrived at this office ostensibly to visit with her daughter she 
attempted to seduce me." He paused again. "From what we've observed of her 
actions since then...." He shrugged. "I've told you before we cannot afford 
to relax our guard on her for one moment," he went on. "Because neither man 
nor woman is safe."


"There's not a word of truth in that!" John shouted, springing to his feet 
and advancing menacingly on Smith's desk again. "Not a word. And I'll break 
your goddamned neck if I hear another...."


Smith silenced him with an imperious uplifting of his right hand. "Would you 
prefer witnessing her shocking behavior rather than accept my professional 
report? 'very well, perhaps the sight will convince you." He flicked the 
switch of the two-way mirror. "Remember, Mrs. Richards' mania has been 
lessened by our treatment since her arrival last Thursday." And as he spoke, 
the figures of Gloria and Patty appeared in the room beyond.


* * *


About the time John Richards was stalking through the reception area, his 
wife Gloria was being fetched from her room for her "therapeutic" session. 
She had sat despondently in her room the entire morning, feeling too 
degraded to care what happened to her any more, until the pills she was 
forced to take each day with her lunch began working their diabolical magic 
on her. Yesterday, she'd been dragged away from her daughter before they'd 
had a chance to exchange more than half-a-dozen words, though they had been 
enough to indicate an attitude on Patty's part that blew her mind.


The door of her room opened and the orderly who'd so lecherously watched her 
dress entered. Today she was dressed already, and he was obviously 
disappointed the same performance wasn't about to be repeated. Sullenly he 
said: "It's that time again, Mrs. Richards. Better get down to the therapy 
room." And he turned on his heel to lead the way.


This time the big room alongside Dr. Smith's office was empty-at least at 
first she thought it was, and then she saw the slim girl standing at the end 
of it-her daughter! Patty saw her about the same time, and as Gloria started 
over toward her called out, "Hi, Mom!"


Gloria put a hand on each of Patty's shoulders and from arm's length studied 
the girl's face. Her eyes were glazed and the mother shuddered with 
revulsion, knowing instinctively that her daughter, too, was drugged. Oh, 
dear God! What were they doing to this child in this evil and wretched 
place? Feeling as if her heart would break, she put a hand to her forehead 
in despair. She had witnessed the degradation the daughter had been forced 
to. Her daughter had seen her! In a great surge of maternal love she pulled 
the slight figure of the girl to her and wrapped Patty in her arms. "Oh, 
Patty," she whispered fearfully. "What shall we do, what shall we do?"


The distraught mother heard the door open and others come into the room but 
paid no attention as she hugged and kissed and comforted her sixteen year 
old daughter. She would cradle her against her breasts, protect the child 
against the terrible ordeal that was probably planned for her. Even though 
she might have to suffer in the child's stead, she would sacrifice herself 
gladly.


The room held quite a crowd now, but she ignored everyone, her mind consumed 
with Patty. And then she heard Dr. Allen, one of the young doctors who had 
held her down the first day in Dr. Smith's office. "Why, Mrs. Richards," he 
was saying. "We didn't realize that you had lesbian tendencies!"


The anguished mother rounded on the man as though she had been flogged 
across the back with a cat o'nine tails. Her right hand came up to slap his 
face and he caught her wrist in a grip of steel. "What do you mean?" she 
demanded between gritted teeth.


"There, there," Allen said soothingly. "There's no reason to get upset about 
it. It's just as normal as heterosexuality, you know."


Gloria's face blanched. "You're lying!" she hissed. "Another of your filthy 
lies! You can't believe ... that ... There's no way I would ever touch 
another woman!"


"You're doing it now!" Allen exclaimed, laughing.


"That's my daughter," Gloria said in astonishment. "My own flesh and blood."


"A female, nonetheless. A young example of her sex but unmistakably a woman. 
We have seen it demonstrated time and time again here at Caledonia the 
proclivity mothers have for the love-sexual love-of their daughters."


"You at Caledonia!" Gloria said sarcastically.


Dr. Allen ignored her remark and went on: "Here at the clinic we encourage 
everyone to do whatever he or she may feel like doing. And so we believe it 
is in your best interest, Mrs. Richards-also your daughter's-for you to 
seduce her."


"What? Oh, my God! What?" Gloria shrieked.


"Seduce, Mrs. Richards. Seduce your daughter. Or, as we prefer to state it 
in plain language here, fuck your daughter."


Gloria shook her head, steeling herself to disobey the perverted command. 
But in spite of herself the depravity of the idea sent a wave of lascivious 
excitement rippling through her. She couldn't help her mind dwelling on what 
it would be like, and from the way the other patients were crowding around 
the two women with leering and gloating faces her lusting curiosity was 
widely shared. Once again came Dr. Allen's command: "Fuck her! And fuck her 
good!"


"Oh, no!" she wailed out, but even as she refused she was impelled by 
impulses stronger than her own will to slip her hand into the cleavage of 
Patty's blouse and beneath the flimsy nylon of her white brassiere. She felt 
the round smooth mounds of her daughter's tender breasts and another thrill 
of wicked pleasure swept through her. She had never known that such a 
forbidden act could be so exciting!


She trailed her finger over one snowy mound, finding the tiny bud of the 
pink nipple, teasing and taunting it into quivering hardness. She had a 
sudden urge to take the tiny throbbing nub into her mouth and swirl her 
tongue over it. She wanted to fasten her lips on the proudly erect knob and 
suck the sweetness from it as though it were some small succulent cherry.


In the grip of a sudden passion, she grasped at Patty's blouse and tore it 
from her body, then unhooked the little white brassiere and pulled that off 
too. The girl now stood before her mother with naked breasts quivering in 
the cool air while Gloria trembled with involuntary pleasure at the sight. 
Her head seemed to spin and she felt weak and faint, yet at the same time an 
animal-like lust possessed her.


She tugged at Patty's skirt now, sliding it down over her firm young thighs 
and hips, and letting it too drop on the floor. And then she insinuated her 
fingers beneath the elastic waistband of the girl's skimpy white panties and 
drew them off. She sucked in her breath as she stared at the voluptuously 
naked young figure, at the full rounded spheres of her daughter's throbbing 
breasts, at the little wasp-waist, at the firmly swelling flare of her hips 
and the soft curves of her buttocks. With a sudden impulse, she ran her hand 
over the smooth white skin, trailing it down over the girl's belly to the 
triangle of reddish-silken hairs nestling up between her thighs. And then 
she pulled her close to touch and fondle her with ever-growing delight.


From Dr. Smith's office, John Richards watched with increasing horror the 
whole obscene act through the two-way mirror. It wasn't possible! he told 
himself. It-was-not-possible! This was some visual trick that Smith had 
dreamed up. But as Gloria began to take off her own clothes he gasped in 
agony. He turned to stare at Smith who returned his look impassively. How 
... how ... had this fiend managed to corrupt his wife and daughter in this 
shockingly lewd way?


When he turned back to the two-way mirror he saw that Gloria now had her 
clothes off and, naked, stared adoringly at the naked girl. The lustfully 
aroused mother trailed her fingers the length of her daughter's slim young 
body, pausing to rotate the middle one in a circle over the pinkish flesh 
tones of her flat white belly, while her own nipples hardened spontaneously 
at the electric contact. Her finger traced the flesh farther down, then 
paused again at the patch of sparse pubic hair up between her legs, slowly 
and deftly parting it. And then it dipped between the hair-lined lips of 
Patty's wetly throbbing pussy to search for the tiny knob of her clitoris. 
Her probing middle finger touched it at last, then circled the quivering 
erect nub lightly, while Patty jerked in maddened excitement. And then, as 
the small bit of flesh grew more and more tautly erect, the girl groaned in 
ecstasy.


The horror of the scene sent waves of disgust shooting through John's 
shuddering body. He tried to order his legs to walk away-run away-but he was 
rooted, mesmerized by the lewd sight of his wife's finger probing his 
daughter's pussy. He would kill Smith for this, he vowed. Kill him! He 
whirled around. "You son-of-a-bitch!" he screamed. "You son-of-a-bitch!"


"Come now, Mr. Richards. This is no time for anger," the analyst said 
pleasantly. "We want to help your wife-help her to overcome these 
overpowering impulses she has...." He stepped adroitly backward as John 
swung at him, getting in a glancing blow on his chin. He rubbed his jaw. "I 
wouldn't try any rough-guy tactics, if I were you," the younger man warned.


John swung again, missing this time. Then he found his wrists imprisoned in 
Smith's steel-like grip. "I'm beginning to fear you are as strongly 
disturbed as your wife, Mr. Richards," he said menacingly. "I think you'd 
better control yourself." And he pushed the older man away from him, nodding 
at the same time to two doctors in the therapy room. There was no mistaking 
his meaning; John in reality was just as much a prisoner as Patty and 
Gloria.


The trapped father groaned, then riveted his gaze one more time on the scene 
in the next room. Gloria was still stroking the smooth white flesh of her 
daughter's quivering thighs. Then once more her obscenely searching fingers 
probed at the pink folds of flesh up between her legs. Abruptly she slid to 
her knees and flicked her head forward. Just then, one of the figures 
standing behind her stepped forth, stooping down to slide his strong hands 
beneath her arms, pulling her to her feet.


He whirled her around and Gloria, in spite of her daze, realized that she 
was facing Fred Harris. His eyes were heavy with lust, and his lips curled 
lasciviously.


Suddenly the excitement within her body that had built up from the tiny 
spark earlier into a burning flame seemed to envelop her. She needed Fred! 
She needed a man to bring her to fulfillment just as she had been about to 
bring her own daughter to her trembling climax.


She pressed her naked body up against him, grinding her loins deep into his 
pelvis and feeling the hardening cock-flesh beneath his pants. Oh, dear God! 
It was almost a miracle, as if an unspoken prayer had been answered. With a 
little whimper of pleasure she let Harris lead her across the room to the 
bed. He nodded at it and Gloria, understanding, slipped quickly onto it, 
spreading her slim long legs wide, exposing her own moist pussy to his lewd 
gaze as her daughter watched excitedly.


Almost at once he stripped off his clothes, causing Gloria to gasp at the 
sight of his virile cock, already thickly swollen and hard. In a quick 
movement, he flung himself on the bed, his legs sinuously straddling her 
voluptuous body. With another quick movement he positioned himself above 
her, kneeling, and then shot his hand out to brutally seize one full snowy 
breast. He began to knead it, squeezing the swelling tender flesh between 
his wiry fingers, making it stand out in little ridges. Gloria recoiled at 
the pain and bit her lips as Fred tweaked mercilessly at the tautly erect 
nipple, then closed his strong teeth over the now upright little bud, 
nipping cruelly at it.


His other hand trailed the length of her body, down to the hair-covered 
"vee" up between her legs until his middle finger wriggled between the moist 
fleshy folds of pink skin, seeking the tiny opening that glistened there. He 
felt its spongy wetness beneath his fingertip at last and sucked in his 
breath as Gloria twisted into a provocatively obscene position. Her lips 
were wet and parted, and her magnificent breasts began to rise and fall in 
tormented pleasure, her dark red nipples erect and throbbing. She squirmed 
beneath him now, writhing in passion as his finger plowed forward deep into 
her warm velvety cuntal passage.


In the next room John witnessed the process of his wife's fucking with 
incredulous horror. Here ... Oh, Christ! Here was his modest ... his demure 
glorious wife showing an obsession with sheer sensual need that he had never 
seen duplicated in any other woman. She ... she welcomed this stranger's 
finger-fucking!


Gloria's hand shot out suddenly to seize Fred's thick hard cock and guide it 
to the quivering little entrance of her cunt. With a sucking sound, he 
withdrew his twisting finger and a moment later sent his iron-stiff penis 
plunging deep up into her soft moist channel, the blunt rubbery head plowing 
everything before it until it battered against the cervix.


Suddenly, Fred slipped his hands beneath the quivering half-moons of her 
buttocks, lifting the two rounded spheres up from the mattress. His middle 
finger explored the long smooth furrow between them until it touched lightly 
on the tiny puckered hole of her anus. Cruelly, he forced the tip of his 
finger inside the stretching warm flesh, while Gloria screamed at the sudden 
pain, which gradually ebbed away, fading into a pleasure she had never known 
before as she whimpered ecstatically. Then she skewered her buttocks down on 
his impaling finger until it was buried in her rubbery flesh all the way up 
to his palm.


Gloria murmured happily at this new double ravishment of her wildly 
throbbing loins. Fred speared deep inside her now, quickening his rhythm and 
lengthening his strokes. The hotly swelling penis fucked in and out of her 
wet clasping vagina and sent maddening thrills exploding through her blood, 
and she moved her loins ecstatically up and down beneath the thick pounding 
cock-shaft.


She knew nothing now but the wonderful joy of surrendering completely to the 
lure of the flesh. In her daze, all else was forgotten-her husband, her 
child, the humiliating degradation of being fucked almost senseless here 
before this watching group. Her mounting excitement seemed to flow outward 
from her moist cuntal channel, to spread like spilling water to every cell 
of her body, to set on fire every inch of her quivering skin.


For the passion-soaked woman there was nothing at all but this moment of 
ecstasy as she gave herself in wild abandon to the all-pervading pleasure. 
It seemed that she had reached heights that had never been scaled before, 
and yet the bliss and joy went on mounting until she was sure she would 
explode from it.


Crazed with her approaching orgasm, she finally let out a wild, earthy 
groan. "I'm cumming...." she gasped. "Oh, my God! I'm cumming ... I'm 
cumming ...!" And then, as she writhed and groaned and twisted insanely, her 
warm cuntal fluids seeped forth from her ravished passage and her body 
contracted in a convulsive spasm.


At almost the same time, the thick milk-white semen gushed from Fred's 
bloated balls to spurt deep up into her belly and mingle there with her own 
wetly hot secretions. And then with a shudder so intense that it shook her 
violently from head to toe, her legs played out over the side of the bed and 
she collapsed, while the exhausted Fred slowly withdrew his now deflated 
penis. Then, equally satiated, he rolled over to lie beside her.


CHAPTER EIGHT


"Satisfied now?" Smith quietly inquired of John, flicking off the switch to 
the two-way mirror in his office. "You did more or less say 'show me!'."


At first John was too anguished to say anything. Was there no end to the 
indecency, the utter and complete evil of this man who called himself a 
doctor, He would kill him, he vowed again. Kill him with his bare hands!


He took a step toward the still smiling man, then stopped. Oh, God! What 
good would it do to beat this man? How would that get Gloria and Patty out 
of this place? He had to try to play it cool. Realizing the hopelessness of 
his situation made him reel back as if from a blow. He shook his head, 
trying to retain a grip on reality.


"Is there something wrong, Mr. Richards?" Smith mocked. "You bastard!"


"You simpleton!" Smith rejoindered contemputuously.


"You've done everything possible to that poor woman, haven't you? That 
beautiful woman! Every degrading and obscene thing possible!"


Smith's lips twisted into a malicious smile. "There's one thing nobody's yet 
done to her," he said.


"Impossible!"


"No. I thought we'd save this to the last."


"What the hell do you mean?"


Smith lit a cigarette, puffing on it a couple of times before replying. "How 
do you feel about sodomy?"


"Sodomy? Oh, my God!"


"Well, what's your opinion?"


"You're out of your mind!"


"I didn't ask for your opinion of my mental state."


"Well, I'm giving it to you, gratis." John slumped down in a chair and gazed 
blankly at the now normal-looking wall mirror. "You mean you're going to 
make someone ... someone ... do that to my wife?"


"Why not? It's a perfectly normal form of intercourse."


"Normal!" yelled the distraught husband, springing to his feet. "You call 
that normal?"


Oh, God! The image came to his mind of Gloria spread-eagled face down on the 
bed next door with her quivering buttocks exposed to the view of God knows 
how many others as some depraved animal stuck his thick rigid cock against 
the tiny puckered hole of her anus.


Jesus! He could almost see it disappearing deep up inside while his wife 
screamed in agony at the perverted invasion. "I won't let you do it to her," 
he screamed at Smith. "I won't let you do it to her!"


Smith puffed calmly on his cigarette. "I'm not going to," he said.


"You're damn right you're not!" John exploded.


Smith nodded his head. "No. You are." he said quietly.


Smith's remark at first made no sense to John, and then its import sank in. 
"You-mean-what?" he asked unbelievingly.


"Just that. You're going to do it to her."


John shook his head. "No, Dr. Smith, I'm not." His face contorted in hatred 
for the analyst. "I'll see you in hell first!"


Smith smiled blandly. "You'll do what you're told," he said.


"No!"


"Mr. Richards, do you want your wife to leave here?" Smith asked 
dramatically. "Do you want her released-not now, of course, she's far too 
disturbed still-but eventually? Do you want her back?"


John grasped the idea in all its despicable cunning. "That's blackmail," he 
said. "The only word for it, blackmail!"


Smith shrugged. "Call it what you will, Mr. Richards." He stubbed out his 
cigarette in a silver desk ashtray. "Well?"


"Well what?"


"Will you cooperate, Mr. Richards? Or will you be happy to leave your very 
lovely wife in our tender care indefinitely?"


John stared into the impassive eyes of the madman opposite. God! What a 
choice! How could he get his wife out of here without that fiend's 
cooperation? He looked over at the door, as if estimating distances. Even if 
he managed to make it out of here, what could he do? The only exit he knew, 
the elevator, could probably be locked immobile from Smith's desk. And that 
left only one course. He looked round at Smith again, knowing the decision 
was made for him. Facing the inevitable that there was no other choice open 
to him he managed to mumble, "I'll do it."


"Excellent," Smith said, rising from his chair. "I knew you'd see sense."


"But you'll release Gloria."


"As soon as possible."


John knew the answer was evasive but had no alternative but to rest content 
with it. The future of Gloria and Patty-and probably his depended on it. 
Swallowing with the greatest difficulty and speaking almost inaudibly he 
muttered: "All right, all right. I'll do anything to help my wife."


* * *


Gloria was still lying drowsily on the bed when Smith opened the door to the 
therapy room and ushered John through. The stunned husband was only dimly 
aware of the many other people in the room but he did catch sight of Patty, 
partially dressed now, and his heart skipped a beat. How could he do this 
thing to Gloria and hurt both her and his daughter? Oh God! He couldn't 
humiliate his family this way. He whirled around to face Smith. "I can't do 
it," he said, his lips trembling. "I just can't!"


Smith gave him a contemptuous smile, then fumbled through pockets in his 
jacket. Almost sympathetically he said: "Perhaps these will help?"


John looked down at the two pills in Smith's hand. He grabbed at them 
gratefully, looking around for something to pop them with. Smith also gave 
him a paper cup after filling it to the brim from the water fountain near 
the door. John swallowed the pills quickly and drained the cup. "Thanks, 
Smith."


"You're quite welcome," the man said sardonically. "Quite welcome, I'm 
sure."


The euphoria that almost instantly seemed to take over control of John's 
body as a result of Dr. Smith's pills relaxed his taut nerves and spread a 
feeling of joyous well being through every part of his brain. Things didn't 
seem at all as bad as they had been! A little thrill of excitement jolted 
him at the thought of what lay in store. After all, he never had done 
anything like this before, and he was being forced. At least, he thought he 
was being forced, but now he was aware of another feeling. Now he actually 
wanted to do it!


Gloria was waking up as he approached her, but, dazed by drugs, she had 
trouble recognizing him. It was his touch as he deftly flipped her over onto 
her stomach that seemed to clinch it for her and she smiled languidly, 
murmuring: "It's you, John." She felt her husband's strong hands around her 
ankles as he spread her slim curvaceous legs apart and her belly ground into 
the mattress as she writhed against it. He flung himself onto the bed 
between her wide-open legs and sank to his knees.


His hands snaked out to caress the quivering cheeks of her buttocks, and 
then he spread them apart until the tight little anal aperture nestled in 
the crevice was clearly visible. It seemed to throb in excited expectancy as 
he ran his hand up inside her thighs, to her wet, gaping cunt. And then his 
head dropped to kiss her smooth rounded ass-cheeks while his tongue trailed 
down to lick up into the crack between them.


His fingers probed at the puckered little hole while Gloria groaned. 
Suddenly he barked: "Spread your legs wider." His beautiful wife struggled 
to comply with the command but he wasn't satisfied, seizing her by the 
thighs and pulling until she was afraid she would be split wide open.


She groaned again, as her legs were splayed achingly wide until her toes 
were hanging over the edges of the bed at what felt like right angles to her 
body. Once again John probed at the tight little anal hole and then he 
plunged his middle finger abruptly up into it, while she winced with the 
unexpected pain.


He moved his finger around, digging it in up to the first knuckle, sawing to 
expand the tiny anus while Gloria strained back against him. She had a 
sudden surge of passion for her own husband in spite of the pain he was 
causing her and began to rotate her hips lewdly. Spurred on by her wanton 
abandon, he dug a second finger up into the rubbery opening to join the 
first, while each merciless twist of his hand brought a squeal of pain from 
her, which tapered off eventually into a gasp of delight.


He continued to skewer his fingers up into her obscenely stretched rectum 
and then, as she became accustomed to the probing deep up into her impaled 
anus, the squeals died out completely, to be replaced by little cat-like 
mewls of pleasure.


John plunged his fingers in and out of his wife's rectal passage, possessed 
by the demons that seemed to have taken hold of his drug-saturated body. And 
when, with a sucking noise that both surprised and excited him, he pulled 
his fingers out, the pink, clasping skin clung to them lewdly.


For a moment he stared wordlessly down at her prone form while within 
himself he felt a terrible need grow and take over that demanded he 
humiliate his wife in the most obscene fashion imaginable. Yes, he would do 
what Smith had decreed, but he would get his own particular kind of revenge 
on the doctor by enjoying the moment to the full. He shot a triumphant 
glance over at the wall holding the doctor's diabolical mirror-window and 
then ordered his wife to "kneel up!".


Gloria lay still, uncomprehending. She turned her head back over her 
shoulder, disappointed at the cessation of the delightful thrills that had 
been arcing through her loins. Her John-her own, dear John-had for some 
reason withdrawn the plunging fingers that had been carrying her to such a 
pinnacle of ecstasy, but he was speaking to her, telling her to do 
something. "Kneel," she heard him say, "Kneel up." She felt him stroking her 
buttocks again, awakening a new and different joy in her that she had never 
known before.


"Kneel up!" John ordered once more, and this time she struggled to her knees 
and presented the rounded half-moons of her buttocks to him, wriggling them 
lasciviously in the air. "Take my cock!" John said suddenly. "Take it and 
put it in." Gloria hesitated a moment and then groped for the rock-hard 
length of cock-flesh that now rested against her split crevice. She stroked 
it, curling her fingers around it. It seemed huge to her, too huge ever to 
penetrate the small hole of her anus. Oh, dear God! How could she ever take 
it, take it deep up inside her rectum as she longed to! "Put it in!"


"Oh, no," she wailed. "I can't!"


She felt John's harsh fingers digging fiercely into the tender flesh of her 
thighs. Urged on by the sharp pain, she placed the blood-engorged tip of his 
cock against the puckered little anal orifice. Behind her, her husband 
strained forward, trying to worm his thickly pulsing shaft into the hairless 
opening. Suddenly the brown nether ring gave way before the relentless 
prodding and the bloated tip popped inside, while Gloria groaned at the 
sudden surge of pain. "Oh, God, no! No! It hurts! It's too big! It hurts!" 
But John continued to ram forward with all his strength while he pulled her 
waving hips back tightly against his own pelvis.


As the hard fleshy rod sank deep up into her quaking rubbery rectum, he 
began to saw back and forth until his pistoning cock was totally buried in 
the pink inflamed passage. And now his wife moved backward to meet his 
forward thrusts, turning her head from side to side while her long red hair 
flailed out around her.


John's hugely distended penis sank in up to the hilt now, buried almost to 
the balls in Gloria's tight restricting passage. In spite of the pain that 
still caused her to gasp from time to time, she began to moan with growing 
pleasure. The lewdly submissive sound incited him to make further assaults 
upon her voluptuous naked body, and he trailed his hands over her buttocks 
and back, kneading and squeezing her smooth resilient flesh. His nails 
raised cruel red welts, and yet Gloria continued to moan, finding pleasure 
and ecstasy in the purposely inflicted pain.


John puffed and gasped now, almost out of breath with his exertions. Then he 
began to thrust home with an almost super-human force that drove his pelvis 
into her excitedly yielding buttocks with hard vicious smacks. His 
sperm-inflated balls hung down heavily as if the load of boiling semen they 
carried would explode at any moment.


Gloria felt the sweat dripping from her husband's face as it fell in huge 
wet drops onto her strenuously working back. She shivered a mite with 
pleasure at the measured tingles as she ground back against his pounding 
hips. She felt him filling her in a way he never had before, and it gave her 
a pleasure completely new to her. She wanted only one thing now, and that 
was for John to cum, to spurt his warm thick semen deep up into her forever 
expanded rectum.


Almost as if she'd willed it, John's body jerked convulsively and he began 
to utter strange, lust-crazed sounds. With a final shriek that was a 
half-scream, half-wail, he surged forward one more time as his pounding body 
sent shattering waves of white hot cum spurting into her anal depths. It ran 
through her, filling her even more completely, and then she felt her own 
climax as it mounted to its soul-wrenching explosion. She screamed as she 
felt John's thick white cum trickle out along the length of his deflating 
cock-shaft to run down the crevice of her wide-split buttocks, drenching 
them just as her own fluids seeped forth from her open cunt.


As the spasms and convulsions of the two bodies subsided, the others in the 
room pressed forward. Someone pulled John's spent body off his wife's, while 
another flipped Gloria over onto her back as easily as she had been turned 
over onto her stomach.


As Gloria turned her head, her mouth gone slack, she felt a thick fleshy 
object' against her lips. She whirled her tongue around it and at last, 
recognized it as the hardened cock of yet another of the men in the room. As 
he pushed forward she ovaled her lips in a wide round circle and took the 
pulsing rod deep up into her throat, choking a little at first, but then 
accepting it with pleasure. Her cheeks hollowed and filled as she sucked 
crazily at the blunt and swollen head.


She closed her eyes, letting her tongue rove at will over the rigidly 
hardened penis that filled her mouth. And then she felt someone else's hands 
sliding down her smooth body, stopping to caress her softly throbbing 
breasts. The finger circled one little budding nipple, until it swelled into 
a quivering knob of hardness. She sighed ecstatically as her body seemed to 
take fire once more. Oh God! She had never been so aroused, so thrilled in 
all her life! She stretched out to grasp the head of the man stroking her 
body, tangling her hands in his hair and trying to pull his face down, his 
lips to her tingling skin.


He arched back, breaking away from her, but continued to trail his fingers 
down her nakedly quivering flesh until they finally reached the sparsely 
curling pubic hair at the base of her belly. He paused to tease the tiny 
clitoris hidden there while Gloria sucked in her breath. Oh, dear God! It 
was wicked but she wanted it. She wanted to be fucked to death by all the 
men here. She wanted to give herself completely, wanted to be filled and 
filled again by all the cum in their balls.


As the man hovering over her slid his hands down the firm creamy-white flesh 
of her inner thighs she let her legs fall open obscenely, displaying the 
trembling folds of her pussy to his lurid gaze even as she continued to suck 
hungrily at the thick penis in her mouth. She felt his finger trace the long 
slit there, felt it pause then and slide forward to sink deep up into the 
hungrily devouring passage.


He twisted and turned his finger tip, bringing little mewls of contentment 
from deep in Gloria's throat. And then he withdrew his finger with a sudden 
sucking sound and positioned himself above her. Gloria waited anxiously, her 
nether lips trembling in renewed excitement. And then she felt the blunt 
head of his thickly prodding cock teasing at the entrance to her moist pink 
vagina. She reached out one hand to let it fall on the arched and tensing 
man positioned between her legs. Then, as she dragged her nails across the 
skin of his shoulders he suddenly pressed forward and his rock-hard 
relentless cock swept deep up into the narrow cuntal channel while a shocked 
cry of pleasure escaped her lips.


Still sucking avidly at the penis screwing hotly into her mouth, she let the 
hand fall from the back of the man now ravishing her cunt and felt it land 
on a firm fleshy object-another cock! Her fingers curled lovingly around the 
resilient hardness, cradling the rigidly throbbing length in her palm. She 
massaged it now, pushing the soft, unresisting foreskin back and forth, as 
the desire ran deep within her belly like a torrent once more. She began to 
writhe and grind her cunt wildly up beneath the pummeling cock deep up 
inside her shuddering cunt, grinding her buttocks lewdly into the bed 
beneath her in a circling movement, constricting her cunt muscles to clasp 
the hot impaling pole more securely. She wanted to exploit her situation to 
the limit, to grovel in the hotly seething sticky cum that would saturate 
her insides when it gushed forth.


She ground her buttocks more and more furiously against the mattress, 
lifting her loins to press forward as he sawed in and out of her wetly 
throbbing pussy, at the same time sucking insatiably at the stiff shaft of 
penile flesh in her mouth, swirling her tongue-tip to taunt the 
blood-fattened head that stabbed hotly into her greedy oral aperture. She 
wanted it to shoot into her mouth, wanted to swallow it and feel it pouring 
down her throat until her stomach was as filled as her cunt. She wanted it 
to drench her body both inside and out. As she pumped the jerking cock in 
her hand, she wondered vaguely if perhaps one of the three demanding rods 
she was acting as a receptable for belonged to her husband. But what did it 
matter? All she wanted was cock, cock, and more cock!


And then the cock fucking deep into her ravished vagina bulged and jerked, 
spurting its creamy hot charge far up into her quaking cunt. As her own 
climax crescendoed, the surging semen splashed violently against her 
contracting vaginal walls and dribbled back out of her, dripping from her 
saturated, hair-covered cunt lips down her thighs. The spasm of his jerking 
pelvis massaged her erect clitoris, making her convulse uncontrollably, 
taking the cock in her wildly sucking mouth to the very hilt. It too burst 
forth with sudden violence, flooding her mouth and throat with its pungent 
orgasmic liquid. Her cheeks bloated and hollowed as she swallowed the hotly 
spewing gushes excitedly and she clasped her lips like a tight-fitting ring 
about the spurting cock so as not to lose a single drop of the life-giving 
sperm which dribbled from the corners of her mouth down her chin. Then, as 
he withdrew his deflating penis, she lashed out her tongue in a sweeping 
motion to swipe the stringy viscous fluid trailing from his satiated 
cock-head back into her mouth.


She felt the cock in her hand begin its insistent jerking, but the man 
abruptly pulled it out of her grasp and a moment later shoved it deep up 
into her sperm-covered mouth. Again the violent sawing in and out, with a 
choking thrust that lunged far back into her throat and then as quickly 
withdrew, as she quickly caught her breath. And then she felt yet another 
wild explosion, felt the burgeoning shaft between her tightly ovaled lips 
shoot forth its cream-like jets of churning white-hot sperm, as her own body 
seemed to fragment in a great burst of showering stars, racking her entire 
being with an ecstasy that set her brain whirling madly. She moaned out her 
joy, and then lay motionless on the bed, enveloped at last in oblivion, 
mercifully unaware of her husband, who was staring in stark, lust-distorted 
horror at her still quivering body.


John felt his own brain whirl, felt all his strength flow from his body. His 
stomach churned and his knees buckled. He fought off the attack of dizziness 
as long as he could, but it overcame him at last and he sank to the floor, 
unseeing and unknowing.


CHAPTER NINE


To John Richards' reeling and throbbing head it seemed as if he were trapped 
in a box when he first woke up but as he struggled in panic to free himself 
he realized he was actually in the familiar surroundings of his own car, the 
Lincoln he'd taken on his out-of-town trip and parked the day before in the 
basement lot of the Place Caledonia. He extricated himself from where he had 
been dumped on the floor between the back seat and the front seat and felt 
his head ruefully. God! What a mess he'd made of things!


He painfully hoisted himself up into a sitting position and buried his head 
in both hands now as he tried to relieve the buzzing and sawing within his 
brain that made all rational thought impossible. Oh Jesus! Gloria and Patty 
were still that man's prisoners! His feeling of panic returned, intensified, 
and he brought his anguished face up out of his hands to stare out blankly 
at the garage's concrete pillars as though the way he must go was written 
there. What could he do?


He immediately spurned the obvious answer of going to the police as the one 
course that would automatically guarantee page-one publicity for all the 
degradation that his family had been put through. On top of everything else, 
he didn't want his wife to have to live with a public record of her ordeal 
for the rest of her life. That's why that smug bastard had felt safe in 
dumping him in the outside world again Smith knew the police would move 
cautiously against an ostensibly-respectable "medical" practice, with any 
"investigation" immediately opening up the entire Richards' family's shame 
and humiliation to the new media.


But there was a way, there had to be a way! And while he thought about it, 
it'd probably be better to kiss goodbye the Place Caledonia parking lot too, 
before Smith perhaps changed his mind about the safety of letting him go. He 
eased over into the car's front seat and started the motor. His watch said 
eight-thirty and the car clock showed the same thing-but eight-thirty at 
night or in the morning? Only one way to find out, he thought, and ignoring 
his aching head, took off in a squeal of burning rubber.


It was morning, Caledonia's streets filled with commuters hurrying to work. 
John wondered where you got a drink in Caledonia at eight-thirty in the 
morning-he could sure do with one!-but he was willing to settle for strong 
coffee at a lunch counter with a telephone.


He parked in a shopping center and located the small restaurant serving the 
complex. It was open, about the only thing that was. He took grateful gulps 
of the hot, black coffee some angel in human form served him from behind the 
counter and then moved over to the pay phone. He suddenly realized he still 
didn't know what he was going to do with the apparatus now he'd found it, he 
still hadn't decided on the best course of action. But he did know one call 
he could make right away-he should check with his office.


He had to make the call collect, and between sips of coffee his mind went 
over all the alternatives while he waited for the connection to go through. 
Friends? He had friends, influential friends, but what could some overweight 
businessman in New Bristol do to help, except offer the obvious sympathy and 
recommend the police. And at once become another potential fountainhead of 
gossip about "the Richards' troubles".


His thoughts were cut off by Miss Flangers' voice. Thank God his secretary 
was an early bird! "Thanks very much, Ramona," John replied to his 
secretary's greeting. "And the same to you. Look, I'm sorry I didn't get 
back to you yesterday...."


"I hope everything was all right?" Ramona asked politely. "At the 
clinic...."


"Oh, yes. Yes," John said quickly. "No problem at all. Well," he added, as 
an idea grew in his mind. "It's ... it's not entirely the most satisfactory 
arrangement. That's why I probably won't be into the office at all today. 
Tell me, Ramona, is the stockroom foreman in today Tom Lemmon?"


"Yes. I saw him parking his car."


"Well, would you please tell him to stand by for a call from me? I may need 
his help and about four or five of his men. Some of the younger men. Now, 
are there any messages for me?"


"Well, the switchboard said Dr. Smith left a message about eight this 
morning. It's very cryptic but the operator on duty said he insisted that 
was the whole thing...."


"What, what?" John demanded impatiently.


"'Mrs. Richards' recovery and release will depend on perfect quiet.' That's 
all."


"That's fine, I understand. Anything else?"


"Nothing I can think of, Mr. Richards. Except that the bill came in the mail 
yesterday from Patty's summer camp and the director-a Mr. Sims?-enclosed a 
note, asking after Patty."


"Oh, what did he say?" John asked.


"He hoped she was settling in back at home satisfactorily and said that if 
there was anything he could do to help to get in touch."


"He did, did he?"


"Yes, he sounds like a nice man. But apart from that personal note the only 
correspondence dealt with routine business which I could pass on to 
department heads."


John's racing brain made a sudden decision. "Look, Ramona, will you do 
something for me? Call Sims-the number's in my ... oh, you've got it, 
okay!-call Sims and ask if he will see me urgently. In fact, tell him I'm 
driving out there right now, will arrive, oh, about ten. I'm taking him up 
on his offer to help. Got that? About ten, ten-thirty. I'm leaving now."


* * *


Peter Sims had heard out the desperate father in almost total silence, 
listening to the story impassively and asking merely a couple of questions 
where John had tried to gloss over some of the grosser details of his 
nightmare visit with Dr. Smith. At the end, the camp director had made two 
phone calls, apparently tracking down all he could about the Caledonia 
quack. He hung up on the last call and turned with a sigh to John again.


"You know, I'm by way of being partly qualified in psycho-analysis myself." 
He shook his head. "I sometimes think there're more charlatans in our line 
of work than ... anything!" Sims shrugged and smiled at John regretfully, 
then suddenly became sternly businesslike.


"Everything you've said is confirmed. Or at least it bears up with what I 
found out about this man. And I think your idea is right that the only way 
to get your family back without publicity is to make your own personal 
assault on the devil's citadel." The shirt-sleeved man smiled again. "Only 
if you don't mind me saying it, I don't think you should lead your own 
troops into the attack. I would be more than happy to bust this fraud's 
racket wide open, and I've more than enough young men among the counselors 
here who'll be only too glad to be in on the operation."


"There may be a risk," John warned. "Supposing he's armed?"


"Phooey!" Sims said, rising from behind his desk and walking to the office, 
door. "We'll hit so fast he won't have a chance to try anything. And talking 
of risk-by giving us the opportunity to settle this bastard's hash there'll 
be less chance of someone closer to you, one of your people, leaking the 
whole thing out to some mutual friend later. Now, I'm going to call in some 
of my boys, and you'll see for yourself what they say."


The plan of action finally decided on called for John to again present 
himself to Dr. Smith, this time as a sort of undercover agent. His role was 
to locate Gloria, and if possible his daughter too, and protect them at the 
moment of open assault by Sims' "boys", timed for ten minutes later. "If 
what you say is true," Sims said finally, "and all outside calls must go 
through the receptionist's switchboard, then we can control that before 
there's any chance of him phoning for help. And by the time we've spelled 
out our message to him, he won't be inclined to call for help!"


The receptionist showed no surprise when John stepped out of the elevator on 
the penultimate floor of the tower of Place Caledonia. But Miss Box seemed a 
trifle taken aback as she came out of her office in response to Sylvia's 
call. She allowed as how the "Doctor" was in, but couldn't guarantee he 
would see John "without an appointment". John, as part of the plan, went to 
some lengths to stress that he'd gotten Dr. Smith's message that morning and 
agreed to all the terms implied, therefore it was very urgent that he see 
the doctor.


After a longish wait, during which two burly young men in white coats 
happened to come by with apparently no other purpose except to scrutinize 
him heavily, Miss Box returned and conducted him into Dr. Smith's office.


"Well, come back for more?" Smith greeted him sardonically without 
disturbing his comfortably-settled slump as he relaxed in his chair. "Taking 
a chance, aren't you, Richards? Coming back here?"


Inwardly wishing to punch the man's face to a pulp, John tried to make his 
demeanor obsequious. "You've got nothing to fear from me, Smith. I agree to 
your terms to get my family back." He shrugged. "Why would you need to do me 
any further harm?"


"You're quite right there," Smith agreed.


"You local Babbits do have your limitations. A simpleton quickly becomes a 
bore. Have you said all you want to say?"


John swallowed hard. "I want to ask a favor?" he asked deferentially.


For the first time, Smith looked suspicious. "Okay," he said. "I'll perhaps 
entertain a favor-you've certainly got no rights around here, Mr. Richards."


"Okay. It's just that ... that, can I see my wife for a while ... a couple 
of minutes, before she's ... when she isn't under the influence of drugs? 
Please?"


The doctor looked at his watch. "You'll have to hurry; it's lunchtime, and 
she takes her pills at lunch." He looked quizzically at John. "But what do 
you want to say to her?"


John had prepared for this question. "It's just that I want to reassure her, 
about afterwards ... after she comes out ... I don't want her worrying about 
the future."


Smith slid his feet off his desk and stood up. "You sure are a glutton for 
punishment, Richards. But, if you want to wallow in it, that's your 
business, I suppose." He led the way to the door. "Follow me."


This was an unexpected development for John, the scenario as he had 
envisioned it calling for an aide or secretary to be the one who was 
directed to take him to his wife. But it seemed Smith was taking the chore 
on personally. Ah, well, it was only a slight deviation from his 
expectations.


Smith checked on Gloria's room number with the receptionist and John made a 
mental note of her answer-11C. He also surreptitiously glanced at his 
watch-the ten minutes were almost up.


There was no elevator to the second story of Dr. Smith's domain and the 
staircase lay beyond two glass swinging doors. They should help cut down any 
hullabaloo being heard upstairs, thought John, but one of the doors only 
partially closed-to behind Smith. At the top of the stairs, he again passed 
through first at Smith's bidding-and then the row started, scream upon 
scream from below. Even a duty nurse sifting at a desk along the corridor 
heard it.


Smith had just been on the point of letting go the swinging doors at the top 
of the stairs when the cries echoed up. He looked quickly at John, and his 
face contorted with hatred and fear. "This is your doing, Richards!" he 
hissed. "Come back with me."


Instead John started backing away from him fast, then scuttled sideways 
along the corridor wall, nearly bowling over the nurse as she left the desk 
to find out what the noise was all about. Smith at first made as if to 
follow the store president but changed his mind in mid-stride and instead 
disappeared down the stairs. John began frantically checking door numbers.


He burst through the door marked "11C" and vainly looked for signs of his 
wife. "Gloria," he shouted at the top of his voice. "Gloria!" As he headed 
into the room, his wife dressed in a pale-blue ankle-length gown and 
carrying two pills in one hand and a glass of water in the other appeared at 
the bathroom door.


"Gloria, thank God you're safe!" He advanced to embrace her. The pills and 
the glass fell from her hands and she fainted into his arms.


"Dad!" came a cry from behind him. Clumsily supporting his wife he turned 
around. His daughter in skirt and blue stood in the doorway.


"Dad, what's happening? I heard your shout, I was just down the hall. Was 
Mom in this room all the time?"


John had half-carried, half-dragged his wife over to the bed when he heard 
another voice at the doorway. "Excuse me, young lady. It's a good thing I 
recognized you from the camp."


He turned to find with amazement that Mrs. Mellor was trying to insinuate 
her bulk between the door-post and Patty. She grasped with menacing firmness 
a blackjack in her right hand.


"What in hell's name...!"


"Ah, there you are, Mr. Richards. And Mrs. Richards. Good. Just came along 
to help. Couldn't let Peter have all the fun. Wanted me to 'Look after the 
fort', of all things! I told him I'd be much more valuable here." She 
glanced again at Gloria. "And from the look of Mrs.


Richards I was right, too!"


John backed away from her as she came forward to minister to Gloria, tucking 
the blackjack in her coat pocket and opening the voluminous purse she'd been 
carrying on her left arm. "Never know what you might need when you get into 
one of these mad scrambles," she said, half to herself. "Best to bring 
everything." She noticed John was at the doorway, looking down the corridor. 
"Shouldn't bother going looking for Peter yet, Mr. Richards. He'll find you 
soon enough." She lifted Gloria's head gently and held a phial under her 
nose. "Moments like this, it's best you stay close to home. Meaning in this 
case, I suppose, your kinfolk."


Sims still hadn't shown up when a couple of the camp counselors appeared to 
say they'd been designated to look for Mr. Richards and help him down to his 
car if he'd found his wife and daughter. No, they didn't know where Pete 
Sims was now, but everything was quiet downstairs. Pete had gone around 
announcing to all the patients and staff that the bailiffs had been ordered 
in by Smith's creditors for non-payment of debts! Everybody was "requested" 
to remain at the clinic for a while until a fast inventory had been taken, 
then patients and staff would be free to go. by the time bags had been 
quickly packed Gloria was almost able to walk unaided again, although her 
brain was still befogged by the speed of events and the drugs she's been 
given. The whole party easily got down the stairs to the elevator, where 
Mrs. Mellor suggested Mr. Richards alone look for Peter Sims while the rest 
of the group continue the journey non-stop to the parking-lot where Mrs. 
Richards and Patty could rest and wait for him in the car. John agreed, 
assuring his wife he would be only a moment, and by the time the elevator 
doors had shut on them, Sims himself was coming out of Rosetta's office.


"I broke my journey just to say 'Thanks' and also to say we hope to see you 
again soon," John said in answer to Sims' questioning raised eyebrows. "What 
happened to Smith?"


"Oh, you'd be surprised," Sims chuckled with great amusement. "He's agreed 
it's best he leave town-the state even. I reminded him of one or two things 
from his past. Things that if noised abroad wouldn't get him a license to 
sell candy." He chuckled again. "Especially candy!" He turned to point to 
one of his 'boy's' appearing to be engrossed in making elaborate notes about 
the state and type of the office furniture. "You heard about my little 
caper-being the bailiff?"


John threw his head back and laughed. "Yes," he said. "But why?"


Sims shrugged. "Just to cover tracks. This way everybody goes home happy. 
How Smith closes down shop is his business, as long as he disappears. But 
for patients and staff, innocent and guilty alike, it's a normal 
foreclosing-the place went 'bankrupt', period. Some of the 'analyst's' more 
intimate members of staff-the 'doctors' and orderlies-those I've had a 
little talk with, too, and now they're on their way, each honored with a 
two-man escort as far as some point on the state line. But as far as any 
local people are concerned, there won't be any more publicity warranted than 
whatever usually goes with a routine business failure."


John shook his hand. "That's the silver-lining!"


"Rest easy, my friend," said the camp director, accompanying John to the 
elevator. "You're all going to recover from this. When we meet again, I 
think I'll see a happy family." He winked, slowly, as John stepped back into 
the elevator car. "One where every member has gained considerably in 
maturity."


The automatic doors twanged-to, and John descended to join his wife and 
daughter.


THE END
RWS-346  The Girlfriend's Boyfriend
RWS-346  The Girlfriend's Boyfriend
[aka 'The Promiscuous Roommate']
(Nona Carlson)


FOREWORD


It is with immense pride that we, The Publishers, introduce The Promiscuous 
Roommate, by Allen Chase. It has been a long time since one woman's climb to 
position and the exorbitant price she paid for success have been portrayed 
so honestly, so fearlessly, and with such deep penetrating wisdom.


This is not the first time that the theme of ambition has been used as the 
basis of a novel. There have been many books based on this topic in the 
past. Yet, we feel that the pages presented herein portray a unique 
situation: here, a woman is shown denying morality for the sake of success, 
and we witness her downfall in painful detail as though we, ourselves, had 
encountered her in real life. With unflagging truthfulness and frankness, 
The Promiscuous Roommate outlines the sacrifices of personal relationships 
that Jill Marlin must make in order to gain a privileged position at the 
publishing company where she is employed. We witness the slow disintegration 
of her values, and watch as her peers, many of whom have already undergone 
the same frightful Faustian transformation, contribute to her demise.


If there is a moral message in this book, it lies beneath the superstructure 
of the corporate world which Mr. Chase depicts with such startling candor. 
In the midst of big business transactions, the individual no longer seems to 
have the power nor the will to assert himself, preferring to make ethical 
compromises for the sake of overweening ambition, rather than to act 
according to conscience. The central metaphor or symbol in this work is, of 
course, the machine, which seems to have co-opted the "human" in human 
beings and bent it to some inscrutable technological will of its own. Wilbur 
Kinsby, the strange reclusive publisher, embodies the identity of this 
machine-culture, illustrated in almost graphic Freudian detail, and through 
his actions shows the phenomena of transference of sexuality from the 
physical body to a mindless object.


All the other characters have become, without knowing it, cogs in the great 
corporate wheel, symbolized by Kinsby's sex-machine. The only function as 
long as they serve and are manipulated efficiently by the machine. When they 
are no longer attractive, or no longer fit the company's "image" they are 
thrown out into the cold, as happens to Randi Jordan.


In an age where the race for success and the concomitant problems this wild 
scramble for power presents to those who are either caught up in the 
struggle or are trampled by those who charge inexorably forward, this novel 
contains a message of universal importance. Sex, once a loving act of mutual 
tenderness between consenting partners, becomes a game of corporate chess, 
and the pawns, as unlikely as it may seem, are all of us.


We welcome Mr. Chase's candid portrayal of the dilemmas faced by a large 
segment of our society. Because he has chosen characters with whom most of 
us can identify, we are also grateful for the sympathy and compassion of his 
presentation.


-The Publishers


CHAPTER ONE


"There is no fourteenth floor, Miss," The short elevator boy cast a leering 
glance at the petite, shapely brunette stepping into the lift.


Jill Marlin looked from the acned face of the boy to the row of elevator 
buttons on the aluminum-corrugated wall of the elevator. Soft Musak was 
pumped through a ventilation slot behind the bellboy, and seemed to resound 
from the top of his blue Phillip Morris cap.


"I want to go to the fourteenth floor," she repeated, shifting her. hands 
nervously from her pocketbook to her small luggage case.


She was glad she'd brought all her things in the elevator with her, as she'd 
heard so many stories about thefts in New York. Besides, she would have felt 
almost naked without the two suitcases she'd been traveling with by bus and 
plane all day. Now, as the obscene little bellboy appraised her full, firm 
breasts while he tried to joke with her, she felt a sudden desire to break 
into a hot flush of tears.


"Ain't you new in this building, Miss?" the boy said matter-of-factly as the 
elevator began its ascent.


"This is my first day in New York." She was still out of breath.


"You need any pointers, you know the fella to come to. I know this goddamn 
city like the back of my hand."


"Thank you, but I think I'll do just fine on my own," she nervously replied, 
trying to pull as far across the small rising cubicle as possible, still 
feeling the lewdly searching glance of the boy's eyes burning up and down 
her body.


"That's what they all say," the lift slowed down and the doors opened and 
closed again. It was the fifth floor; they still had nine more to go. The 
boy dropped his eyes from the provocatively jutting twin peaks of her 
breasts to Jill's miniskirted thighs. "It ain't too long until most chicks 
get to feeling lonely, and then ol' slim Jimmy," he laughed hoarsely, "goes 
into action!"


A heavy weight seemed to drop into Jill's tensed, tight little belly. 
Suddenly, it was the fourteenth floor and she was stepping from the 
elevator, wondering if she should tip the boy, but he was following her down 
the hall, mumbling beneath his breath.


"You living in with Randi?" he dropped her bags at the end of the hall, 
turning to her.


"Femme Magazine arranged this place for me. I'm supposed to have a 
roommate." She waited anxiously for him to unlock the door.


"That's Randi, all right," he fumbled in his pocket for a master-set of 
keys. "She's a winner, a real goddamn winner."


He flung the door open and moved ahead of the petite brunette into the 
living room.


"It's a lovely apartment," Jill said, relieved, though she hadn't actually 
looked around.


"If ya don't mind... " the bellboy stood across from her, his eyes taking in 
the lush curves of her youthfully voluptuous body, "I gotta go. Normally, I 
don't do no porter work."


Jill was dropping her handbag to the couch and then raising the drawn blinds 
to let some light from the park into the modernistically-furnished living 
room.


"I said," the small uniformed figure came up behind her, "normally I don't 
do no porter work!"


She turned, jerking back as she inadvertently bumped into the slight figure 
whose face came within short eye level distance of her firm cantalouped 
breasts.


"I suppose you want a tip. That's what you're waiting for, isn't it?" she 
said, abstracted for a moment.


"I get a buck-fifty an hour. That don't include favors," he said smugly.


"How much do you usually get?"


"I take anything. I ain't particular," he shrugged.


Jill fumbled in her purse and found a quarter. She gave it to the boy and 
waited for him to depart, but he just stood there, his limpid brown eyes 
glued to her curvaceous young body. "You know what that gets me in New 
York?" he looked down at the coin in his hand. "It might pay for half a cup 
of coffee!"


She fished another quarter from her handbag. "This should be enough. I 
haven't even started work yet. I really don't have much money," she smiled 
courteously.


"You ever met Randi?" the boy slouched against the door.


"No. Is she nice?" Jill fidgeted uncomfortably, waiting for him to leave.


"That ain't the proper description," he grinned lecherously. "She's a real 
swinger. When Randi's not working she'll either be down at the singles' bars 
on Third Avenue, or up here having herself a time."


"How do you know all this?"


The boy thrust his thumbs into his lapel.


"Word gets around. I got a sharp eye for details. You notice a lot when you 
work the elevators." Jill's head ached and her body was yearning for a cool, 
soothing bath, but for some reason the boy wouldn't go. She wanted to tell 
him to leave, but her reserved, mid-western temperament just wouldn't permit 
her to be quite that rude. He stood slackly by the door, making a quick 
reappraisal of her body, and then glanced across the wide carpeted living 
room to the window overlooking Central Park.


"You and Randi should get along real well. She'll teach ya things ya 
couldn't learn any place else," he said in a lewd, insinuating voice.


Jill dropped to the sofa across the room from him. "Would it be too much to 
ask you to leave?" she said weakly. "I'm really bushed from the plane ride!"


"At your service," he saluted, and turned into the hallway.


Jill breathed a sigh of relief, but suddenly, he was at the open door again. 
"If there's anything ya need, just give me a call. Ask for Jimmy, all the 
broads know me by my first name."


The attractive brunette smiled limply as he pirouetted around and went 
whistling tunelessly down the hall. She rose from the couch and closed the 
door, feeling a rush of cool relaxation flow through her at last. The trip 
from Minneapolis had been trying, with three connecting flights and buses 
she'd taken. It was her first real venture away from her mid-western home, 
and the anxiety she'd felt at the outset of her journey had worn off into 
fatiguing listlessness now that she'd finally reached her destination.


To make matters worse, throughout the trip she'd been ogled at and 
propositioned by one man after another, until she thought she'd break out 
into a desperate scream just to make those obscene-looking men stop 
bothering her. She'd never been aware how lecherous the world seemed to be. 
It was almost as though there was a plot by the entire male population of 
the United States to seduce her... or, at least, to make her feel humiliated 
by the lust-inciting voluptuousness of her lithe young body.


As she'd spent most of her adolescence and college years in West Lake, 
Minnesota, she really wasn't prepared for the sudden change of going to New 
York to begin a job as a secretary for a Manhattan woman's magazine. Yet, 
she knew she had no choice other than to make a clean break from the past if 
she were to be more independent from her mother and older brother, who had 
insisted she attend college at the small community school at West Lake.


Jill smiled to herself as she entered the bathroom and began drawing a tub 
of water. She thought less and less of her brother, Franky, and her mother 
as the hours elapsed since they'd seen her off at the airport. She had an 
exciting job beginning tomorrow morning and a new roommate to meet within 
the hour.


The girl slipped quickly from her clothes and set them on a dressing table 
by the tub, then turned to the full length bathroom mirror and let her eyes 
fall on the reflected image of her lovely young body.


The fluorescent bathroom light reflected against her creamily smooth 
complexion and glowed in the girl's cascading blue-black hair that framed 
her pretty heart-shaped face. The soft light shone on her nipples and seemed 
to catch and dance on the smoothly uplifting orbs of her large full breasts.


Jill turned to the side, casting an admiring glance at her voluptuous 
profile. She looked down to her tautly smooth stomach and the girlish arc of 
her slender hourglass waist, her eyes resting on her flaring hips, then 
tracing a casual path across her long curving thighs down to slim, 
well-formed calves that tapered to thin, delicate ankles. She stood poised 
like this for a moment, her classically sculpted young woman's body catching 
the soft pink reflection of bathroom tile in the mirror and exuding a 
luxuriant glow of good health and youthfully ripe female sexuality all its 
own.


Jill blushed and turned from the mirror, then padded barefoot to the tub.


The bath was half-filled, and she sat down on its edge and lit a cigarette 
from the pack she'd left on the dressing table. Sometimes she felt uneasy 
and somewhat disturbed about her good looks and wished that she had not been 
endowed with such a lushly ripened body; it just didn't match up with her 
reserved personality. Her cool slate-blue eyes did match, she thought, yet 
even then she had been told they too were beautiful and that her dainty, 
almost classical Greek nose and full ripe mouth with its lower lips 
protruding slightly in an almost perpetual little girl pout added to the 
sensuously teasing picture that had caused her so much trouble on the flight 
this afternoon.


She hoped it wouldn't create problems for her at Stewart Publications, 
although she felt a tantalizing little shudder when she thought of the 
vicarious fun she might have in showing herself off the first day in the 
office. She knew what made a difference to men and in college had shyly come 
to realize that a show of smooth white thigh or a flirtatious smile to a 
professor wouldn't hurt in getting the A or B she desired. She wondered now 
if office work would require the same subtly compromising attitudes from 
her. Dropping with a slight splash into the deliciously cool water, and 
looking through the shimmering suds she had made with bubble bath, the 
rose-tipped nipples of her breasts almost seemed to answer Jill's question.


She slid down on the curving tile-bottomed tub, her head resting on the 
porcelain-smooth siding, and raised her legs so that the "vee" up between 
her thighs was exposed, black and silky, through the sudsy water. Her hand 
wandered of its own accord over the gently uplifted breasts, down across her 
submerged, white little belly to the softness of her pubic mound; her 
fingers pressed at it for a teasing moment, circling in a smooth oval over 
the hair-lined cuntal lips, and then slid down to caress her firm full 
thighs.


It was something she'd learned to do to relax herself at college, and 
although she'd known there was nothing wrong with touching her vagina to 
achieve sensual satisfaction, she still had some puritanical hang-ups about 
it. It was better than losing her virginity, she guessed, but even that 
seemed doubtful to Jill Marlin now... times were changing quickly, and she 
knew fewer and fewer girls her age who hadn't parted with their virginity 
with an enthusiasm that was almost shocking to the restrained young girl.


It wasn't that she hadn't wanted to make love to her former boy friend she'd 
left behind in West Lake... there was certainly more to it than that. 
Perhaps, because of her judicious, clear-headed nature, she'd held off when 
a totally passionate response to Bill Sorensen had been what was called for.


As she ran the washcloth over the smooth curves of her body, her mind 
wandered back over the ups and downs of their relationship. Often in 
compromise she would let him reach under her sweater, unfasten her brassiere 
and massage her exposed breasts while they were petting in the living room 
of her mother's darkened house. Once, after her brother and mother had gone 
out for the evening, Bill had caressed her breasts into a warmly tingling 
hardness, had taken one of her nipples in his mouth and sucked. The gentle 
licking of his tongue around it had nearly driven her crazy, and the girl 
had hardly noticed when his hand slipped under her skirt and begun moving up 
between the cream-like whiteness of her thighs.


She recalled now how she had frozen, her hands clenched down against his 
stone-like chest at that moment. There were just some things she couldn't 
permit Bill to do until she felt prepared to accept some of the more 
animalistic aspects of sex. It was not that she didn't respond. Far from it! 
Jill slid the washcloth up over her hips and then down softly through the 
water, until it covered the raven-black shield of pubic hair spanning in a 
small enticing triangle over the sheath of her vagina.


She smiled now as she thought of that first passionate night last summer 
with Bill on the living room couch. His hands kept stroking at her, roving 
the full length of her lush young body over the smooth plane of her belly 
and down to the panty covered softness of her pussy hair. It had felt just 
the way her fingers caressing gently at her cuntal mound felt now, but she 
had squirmed, trying to pull away from his relentlessly searching hand, 
though it had been useless.


Finally, Bill had wormed his outstretched middle finger beneath the tight 
elastic leg band of her panties and found her warmly moist vaginal slit. His 
searching finger had caused a heated tingling sensation she had never 
experienced before, and she had pushed her buttocks down on the couch in an 
effort to escape, but that seemed to have driven Bill on further.


Even now the memory of that night, innocent as it seemed in reflection, sent 
chills of quivering pleasure mixed with an odd repugnance through her spine. 
She had protested, but he'd paid no attention to her; and she recalled the 
metallic sound of his zipper being released and the sudden sensation of his 
hotly throbbing penis against her naked thigh.


That had been the first time she had ever experienced the touch of a man's 
cock and it had momentarily alarmed her... still alarmed her when she 
thought about it, as there had been few times during this summer when she 
and Bill had been so close. She had pulled away, but then his hands had 
rushed to her own, thrusting them around his massively pulsating flesh and 
forcing them to pull up and down on the long thick shaft. Then his finger 
had inserted itself part way in her moistly quivering cunt, and he had been 
encouraged by the warm wetness that dampened the dark shading of pubic hair 
around her slightly swollen cuntal lips.


In an instant he had pulled down his slacks, and she recalled now the huge 
profile of his erect cock seen for the first time in the moonlight seeping 
through the living room windows. She remembered how he had risen over her 
and gently but firmly pulled her vainly resisting young thighs apart, then 
thrust the blunted, lust-swollen head beside the partially open leg band of 
her panties until the heatedly pulsating tip rested on the outer flanges of 
her pussy. He had pressed her fingers around his hardened shaft again; 
without thinking, she had adjusted her panties so that her hand fit entirely 
around the rigidly growing rod of hot flesh and she guided it up toward her 
moistly quivering little vaginal opening...


Jill swirled the washcloth around her cuntal split, splashing water in 
gentle waves against her thighs as she remembered him digging his single 
outstretched finger into her vagina while his long thick cock lay close 
beside, and she recalled how she had lurched back in sudden fear when he 
stretched the fragile ring of her still intact hymen. He had been hunched up 
halfway on top of her, and then he had suddenly tried to roll completely 
over her. But she had clamped her thighs tightly together, trapping his 
rigid shaft of flesh between them, as the thick male organ had inadvertently 
slipped from the warmly moistened threshold of her pussy. Bill eagerly 
pushed forward again, struggling to get the lust-swollen tip into the 
opening of her wetly cringing cunt. Just as he had managed to reinsert the 
head under the leg band of her panties, she felt the hotly pulsating penis 
begin to throb spasmodically out of control. Then she had felt a hot wetness 
flood over her already matted pubic hair and cover her thighs with its thick 
spewing whiteness.


Jill stopped moving the cloth around her loins now, fearing her excitement 
from these memories of the last days with Bill before the end of the summer. 
It was enough that she'd made up her mind to break up with him; she had 
decided there was no use trying to recapture what had passed between them, 
when what had happened was more like an initiation into womanhood than the 
indelible and as yet unexperienced act of love making itself.


She stood up in the tub, stepped down onto the soft bath matting in the 
center of the room, and began toweling herself dry.


Suddenly, she heard a voice.


"Hello... " the high pitched sound came from the living room. "Jill 
Marlin?... I'm Randi Jordan."


"Just a moment!" Jill cried, and hurriedly she massaged herself dry and 
stepped into her bathrobe.


"Take your time, honey. There's no need to rush," the voice was warm and 
friendly, coming now directly outside the door.


The young brunette stood before the full length mirror and quickly brushed 
out her hair over her smooth sloping shoulders and tightened the belt around 
her waist, adjusting the front of it to fit snugly across the jutting 
contours of her breasts. Jill was understandably nervous at meeting the girl 
she'd be living with and working with for the next few months, and she 
wished somehow she'd waited to take her bath until after Randi had arrived.


She opened the bathroom door and went into the adjoining living room.


Randi stood at the center of the white-carpeted room, a cigarette in hand, 
her long platinum-blonde hair flowing in a silvery halo of whiteness over 
her back.


"Hello, roommate," the girl smiled brightly. "I'm sorry if I interrupted 
your bath."


"It's all right; I was just relaxing. It was a tiring trip," Jill said, 
drawing her hands across the front of her robe.


"A drink should help unwind you," the blonde said, moving briskly across the 
living room to a liquor cabinet beside the low-set leather padded couch.


"That would be nice," Jill said, dropping into a form-fitting vinyl chair 
behind Randi.


"I suppose you know most of the junk about Femme Magazine," the tall, 
voluptuously well-proportioned blonde said, removing a decanter of Scotch 
from the small bar.


"I received a letter from Mr. Johnson. He said the magazine is a woman's 
information outlet," Jill said.


"Exactly," Randi turned slightly from the bar. "We're mainly interested in 
promoting women's consumer items... or, bluntly speaking, advertising for 
the women's market. Occasionally we'll throw in an interesting article on 
Women's Lib or something, but we're pretty heavy on the promotion angle."


Randi poured two jiggers of Scotch into tumblers she'd set out on a tray and 
clinked some ice cubes into the glasses. The girl was a few years older than 
Jill, and her tall, ripely matured body possessed a self-assurance and 
smooth feminine grace that Jill found almost threatening. And yet, there was 
an outgoing warmth to her personality that offset the brazen, sex-kittenish 
quality of her movements. Although the young brunette felt nervous at their 
first encounter, Randi had obviously mastered the sophisticated pleasantries 
that one acquired after living in New York. There was a sensual ease about 
her that Jill had rarely seen in the college girls she knew back in 
Minnesota.


"We won't talk about the job now," Randi said, coming up beside Jill and 
handing her a drink. "There'll be enough of that during the coming week."


Randi sat down on the arm rest of the couch facing the pretty young brunette 
and looked at her. She appraised Jill's body in the chair in front of her as 
though she were evaluating a new object of furniture that had been suddenly 
thrust into her living room. But then her expression softened. She smiled 
and drew on her drink. "How was the plane trip?"


"Just ghastly," Jill sighed, relieved to have the silence broken. "I was 
never more aware of how many lecherous men there are in the world. I must 
have had at least a dozen propositions between Minneapolis and New York."


"You're a pretty girl," Randi's eyes danced over Jill's long lithe legs.


"I didn't mean that," Jill defended, "not that I'm pretty. I think they 
would have attempted it with anyone who looked the least vulnerable."


"Perhaps that's part of your charm," the blonde slid one hand down her 
snugly fitting summer sweater to her smooth tightly skirted thigh. "And 
being vulnerable, as you say, can get you into a helluva lot of trouble in 
New York."


Jill sipped on her drink. "I know. I met the elevator boy on the way up to 
the apartment."


"Jimmy! He's a joke. He's absolutely harmless," Randi cried. "It's those 
cool operators you've got to watch for. They'll make you feel completely at 
ease one moment, and the next they'll have their hand down your dress!"


A tiny shudder raced down the length of Jill's spine. There was something 
cheap and vaguely dime-storish about Randi Jordan which had burst out 
suddenly, but then was buried beneath her glittering surface charm. Her 
wide-set hazel-colored eyes narrowed and then grew large, tracing a 
suggestive path across the robe pulled tautly over Jill Marlin's full 
rounded breasts.


"I wouldn't let these things bother you," she smiled softly. "Living in New 
York is more fun than it's trouble. I'll show you the ropes. You can learn a 
few things from me," Randi said, retrieving Jill's glass. "I'll make us two 
more of these."


Jill looked around the spacious living room, accustoming herself to her new 
surroundings. The magazine had certainly set the place up in fine style, the 
young dark-haired girl thought. Beside the plush low-set sofa was a stereo 
set modeled out of expensive-looking oak panels with two large speakers 
radiating in an oval design from either side. The room was furnished in a 
mixture of modern styles, the vinyl butterfly chairs, and the lush white 
carpeting contrasting with the bright primary color abstract paintings hung 
on the wall above the couch. The large ceiling length windows looked out on 
the gathering twilight of Central Park, beyond which Jill could see the 
glittering lights of Manhattan shining like emerald stars in the distance.


"Here's to us," Randi Jordan raised her drink and handed the brunette her 
refill, "and to your new career in New York!"


Jill drank, feeling the warm soothing substance bum pleasantly down her 
throat. "I'd hardly call working as a secretary a career," she laughed.


"That's the way most of the girls I know got into the business," Randi did a 
small turn on the floor in front of her. "It's the best angle I can think 
of. You have the opportunity to test yourself and see whether you like the 
world of business or not. There are lots of distasteful things about the rat 
race, you know."


"I don't understand," Jill sat up in her chair. "In every outfit, even a 
woman's magazine, there are men to deal with. Some nice, some not so nice. 
But you be sure all of them are after the same thing."


Jill's face crimsoned over. "Are they that open about it?"


"In our office you'll run into some real ass chasers!" Randi Jordan walked 
in a small half-circle in front of the younger girl, "but I don't think 
you'll have much trouble if you let them know where you stand right off the 
bat." In spite of herself, Jill was beginning to like her new roommate. As 
they talked she found the racy language Randi used was more a part of her 
relaxed style than something that revealed a moral flaw in her nature. They 
had another drink, and chatted about themselves. Jill talked about her 
interest in literature which had begun years ago in high school, and of her 
interest to do something "creative" in writing or publishing. Randi shared 
some of her own personal experiences with the brunette from Minnesota.


"Somehow, I got sidetracked," the blonde said from the sensuously reclining 
position she'd gotten into on the couch. "It happened imperceptibly, I 
guess. I know I've changed.


When I first came to New York I was filled with the same ambitions you 
have."


"What happened?"


"I don't know. I still have the ambition, but now I'm frankly hunting for a 
husband. The literary part of it is secondary."


Jill laughed, and brushed a jet-black strand of hair from across her cheek. 
"I think I'd better be turning in. After all, tomorrow is my first day on 
the job."


Randi stood up. "My God, I haven't even shown you your room. I suppose you 
thought you were going to sleep on the carpet."


"I assumed there was something more to the apartment," Jill laughed.


Randi Jordan led the way down a darkened hallway extending from the far side 
of the living room past two closed doors and then switched on a light.


"Voila, the bedroom," she smiled, pushing the door open wide to let Jill 
past.


"It's lovely," the curvaceous blonde exclaimed. The room was pleasantly 
decorated with a large king sized double bed, two chairs and a writing 
table. Above the bed hung another brightly colored abstract painting.


"I hope you don't mind my eccentric tastes in art," the Jordan girl smiled, 
moving toward the door. "The masterpieces are relics from an affair I had 
with a painter two years ago. I hear he's doing quite well now. I saw an 
exhibit of his advertised in the Times only a month ago."


"I like it, but I really can't say I understand it," Jill shrugged.


"Darling," Randy smiled as she closed the door halfway and stepped into the 
hall, "I don't even know if the artist knew what the hell he was doing. But 
that's an old story. See you in the morning."


Jill smiled, dropping onto the soft mattress as Randi pushed the door behind 
her and said good night.


Without switching off the light, Jill lay down in the center of the large 
double bed and closed her eyes for a moment. She remembered she'd left her 
luggage in the living room and made a mental note to retrieve the suitcases. 
But overpowering exhaustion suddenly overcame her, more profound now after 
the drinks she'd consumed with Randi, and within minutes she drifted into a 
welcome sleep.


It was some time after midnight she was awakened by sounds coming from the 
hallway. She'd been sleeping deeply and had thought at first it was a dream, 
but it came again, jarring her to alertness. She drew up in bed to a sitting 
position and listened.


Something was wrong in the adjoining room. Muffled noises were echoing 
through the wall and through the door to her bedroom, sounding at once 
high-pitched, then lower, almost pleading and groaning. She sat still on the 
bed, listening. She didn't want to make a fool out of herself if nothing was 
wrong. It was possible that Randi was just having a nightmare, or she might 
be watching a late night TV horror movie. The sounds certainly had a strange 
spooky aspect to them that she couldn't quite picture with a complimentary 
action. There was silence for a moment, and then another noise, this time of 
movement. It sounded as though something were being thrown bodily on a bed, 
but she couldn't be certain.


She slipped from the bed and walked to the door, pressing her ear tight 
against it to see if she could hear anything. The noises were still muffled 
and, quietly, she opened her bedroom door, flicking out the ceiling light as 
she turned the knob so she wouldn't call attention to herself.


There was the unmistakable sound of movement floating through the stillness. 
She thought she could hear whimpering, but still it was impossible to tell. 
Jill Marlin hesitated for a moment, thinking that if there was something 
terribly wrong certainly Randi would scream. Her hand froze to the knob, but 
with a strong effort she forced herself to open the door completely and 
stepped into the darkness of the hall.


A long low moan was suddenly discernible coming directly from the adjoining 
bedroom. Jill moved quietly past the threshold of her own room until she 
stood directly in front of the next chamber. There were still strange noises 
coming from the door without letup, their intensity increasing with each 
passing moment. She pushed against Randi's door, feeling it give a little 
against her gentle pressure and the noises through the opening became more 
clear to her senses. She could discern the sounds of heavy breathing and the 
staccato squeaking of bedsprings punctuated by animal-like grunts and moans 
of pain and pleasure. A thin crack of light rushed into the hallway as she 
inched open the door a quarter inch at a time. The sudden illumination 
blinded her and she could not see for a moment, but the sounds continued 
unabated by her silent and unknown intrusion.


The young brunette's eyes adjusted to the intensity of the narrow path of 
'light Streaming into her face, and the figures splayed out on Randi's bed 
came into clear view.


Her heart suddenly stopped beating, and then after a split second it felt as 
though it had leapt into her throat!


It was Randi and a man was on top of her!


The foot of the bed was pointed right at the door so that she could see the 
man's thick, long white penis disappearing and reappearing with each hard 
cruel thrust he made into the blonde girl. Randi's legs were stretched open 
wide on either side of his wildly plunging body and periodically would kick 
up high in the air and then fold around his driving buttocks, her ankles 
locking tightly behind his thighs, pulling him into her with all her 
strength.


Jill jerked back against the threshold of the door, feeling the blood 
draining from her head, fighting to retain her balance and keep from falling 
backward. Never in her entire life had she seen anything so depraved looking 
as this. Even that night with Bill, the darkness had partially hidden a 
complete view of his stiff throbbing penis; but now, with the unknown man 
pumping obscenely into the blonde girl, there was no way to escape the lewd 
sight. She wondered how a woman could let a man do such a cruel thing to 
her, but Randi seemed to be enjoying it.


In the dim bedroom light coming through the opened door, Jill could make out 
the narrow hair-lined split of the girl's vagina opening around the man's 
enormous hardness like a love-starved mouth. As his wetly glistening shaft 
slid down to the spasmodically contracting lips of Randi's cunt, Jill could 
see the fleshy foreskin on the cock and the bottom of its bulbously round 
head pausing for a teasing moment only to slip back in through the tight 
little vaginal lips once more.


Jill stood transfixed, unable to take her eyes from the strange spectacle of 
love-making in front of her. Mingled with her repugnance she could feel a 
forbidden fascination tingling through her young trembling body. Never in 
all her years had she thought she'd have the opportunity to watch something 
like this going on. Despite her initial revulsion, she found herself 
wondering if it would feel good having something as large and fleshy as that 
skewering into her young virginal pussy.


Jill could see the muscles standing out like velvet cables on Randi's smooth 
inner thighs, and then her legs lifting higher, the long white columns 
spiraling up the man's back. His hands were cupping around her pumping white 
buttocks with a savage strength that cut red bloodless lines into the smooth 
curving resiliency of Randi's flesh. He squeezed the firm rounded moons 
together, forcing the walls of her tightly quivering cunt closer around the 
thickness of his rigidly thrusting penis. Jill strained her eyes and could 
see the soft curls of sparse pussy hair grazing tantalizingly against the 
lust-swollen penis with each in and out stroke.


Randi's nakedly upraised buttocks were grinding faster now, and the groans 
and mewls of pleasure were becoming more desperate as the glazed 
half-comprehending eyes of the brunette stayed glued hypnotically on the 
lewd obscene coupling taking place on the bed. Randi's wild, demonic upward 
thrusts were met with equal fury by the man, whose face, turning to the side 
for a moment, was distorted beyond recognition.


"OYESSSSSSS, Sam fuck me, ram your big wonderful cock into my pussy," Randi 
moaned up into the sandy-haired man's face.


Jill wondered what kind of relationship the man had with the blonde girl. 
Was it her boy friend? Had she merely picked him up off the street after 
Jill had gone to bed? She tried to fix in her mind a description of his 
passion-crimsoned face, but the loud smack of belly against belly resounding 
through the room like tiny distant clasps of thunder distracted her and 
brought her attention back to the wanton motions of their lewdly writhing 
loins below. Randi's legs curled and uncurled in wild ecstatic spasms around 
the man's pumping buttocks, pulling him down into her like a constrictor 
snake sapping strength from its victim.


"Fuck me back, that's right Randi," the man intoned above the girl.


"Yesssss, Sam, I love it, I'm fucking you back just the way you wanted."


Jill stumbled into the darkness. She made her way dizzily through the 
darkened hallway and slipped into her bedroom again. Without closing her 
door she dropped onto her bed, the sounds of sexual intercourse still 
echoing through the corridor into her dazed mind. Her body tingled 
unwillingly from the effects of watching them. The girl could feel a 
rippling wave of pulsating sensation course through the tips of her breasts 
down into her thighs, and she timidly touched one hand to her straining 
right breast, feeling the small pointed nipple harden beneath her gently 
squeezing fingers. A teasing wave of pleasurable warmth quivered out across 
the aureoles of both breasts as her hands commenced to roam of their own 
accord over the fleshy curves of her youthfully aroused body.


Watching Randi and the young man a moment before had gotten Jill Marlin more 
excited than she had realized, and, though she still felt a repugnance for 
the animal-like lewdness of the act of love-making itself, the temptation to 
caress herself up between the legs got the better of her. As though in a 
dream, her hands began to massage the straining whiteness of her breasts, 
trapping gently the trembling little nipples between her fingers, kneading 
and pulling them until it felt as though she would rip them loose from the 
sensuously quivering mounds.


God, she didn't know what had gotten hold of her. Whatever it was, it didn't 
really matter, she thought. Before Randi had come into the apartment, she'd 
wanted to finger herself like this, to still the tension that had been 
building within her eager young body all afternoon. Now, with her roommate 
doing lewd obscene things to a man in the next room, she felt liberated from 
her earlier misgivings. The light from the city shone through the partially 
drawn curtains, illuminating her body as she watched it tremble under the 
ministrations of her own fingers.


Her hands burrowed down her abdomen and groped at the sparse, softly curling 
jet-black pubic hair up between her firm young thighs. She slowly spread her 
legs and watched as the dark blush covering her genitals became silkily 
apparent in the dim half-light of her new bedroom. She could feel her own 
moistly dilating slit palpitating now against the tips of her fingers that 
drew the narrow furrow open, exposing the fleshy lips of her hotly pulsating 
cunt to the cool air around her hands.


Groaning, she thrust her middle finger into her heatedly moistened cuntal 
mouth, sensing the open flanges of her cunt part slightly as though to 
permit her free entry. Her mind raced wildly over the vision of the man 
fucking Randi as she had watched. She could still hear the smack of flesh 
against naked flesh, and the low mewling sounds of passion erupting from the 
blonde's throat, and she recalled the length and thickness of the man's 
glistening cock as it thrust in and out of Randi's hungrily sucking cunt.


"Ooooh, oh, oh," she heard the sharp cries, signaling the girl's approaching 
release from the next bedroom.


The fire in her loins burned more intensely than ever, demanding more to 
feed its lewd hunger. She wormed in another finger, widening her legs 
further apart, then in a low self-surrendering groan drew her legs widely 
apart and upraised her moving buttocks off the mattress. She looked down at 
herself to see her lewdly writhing form with one hand working on the 
stiffening little nipple of her left breast through the parted robe while 
the other fucked rhythmically in and out of her moistly glistening vagina, 
imitating the thrust and counter thrust of a long hard cock ravishing her 
cunt. The vision of her own voluptuously swaying body, the blue robe parted 
to expose the flat white plane of her belly and the soft darkened "vee" of 
her pussy hair, sent renewed tingles of salacious pleasure through her 
trembling cuntal walls.


Jill Marlin's mind went rampant as she gave in completely to herself. She 
heard the heave of bedsprings from the adjoining room accompanied by a deep, 
suspirant groan, and suddenly her mind did a strange thing: she imagined 
herself as Randi, and envisioned her own finger-impaled cunt filled with the 
hot, plunging whiteness of the man's cock that now screwed so furiously into 
her new roommate's wildly clasping pussy. Electric tingles of daring 
pleasure raced through her nerves as she pictured herself under the pounding 
body of the stranger, and a painful surge of lust-drenching sensation swept 
through her white little belly when she realized that the depraved scene in 
the next room was actually something she had wanted desperately for herself 
for longer than she could remember.


"God, oh Christ, fuck me, screw my cunt, fuck it, FUCK MEEEEEEE!" she heard 
Randi's voice sear the air in demonic frenzy.


Jill's face contorted as she felt it coming -- tiny fiery fingers of 
pleasure leaping through her warmly clasping and unclasping vaginal walls -- 
and her whole body vibrated in the first throes of orgasm.


"Arrrrrg, Jesus," the man's voice echoed through the door. "I'm cumming, 
CUMMING!"


The brunette's moistly quivering pussy grew wetter still, the white hot lust 
juices gushing from around her obscenely rummaging fingers and stickily 
covering her hand. She could feel it running in warm slippery rivulets down 
the inside of her trembling thighs to her bending knees.


She stayed in a position with her legs splayed out wide and her robe thrown 
open for awhile, enjoying the last flutterings of dying pleasure that 
coursed through her moistly palpitating cunt. Finally, the last throes 
subsided and slowly she withdrew her fingers from her warmly quivering 
vaginal passage before resting her warm fleshed buttocks down on the 
mattress beneath them, her ripe young body satiated and her mind empty of 
all thoughts. She lay there completely still, her hands resting over her 
damp thighs and the robe still pulled up and to the side of her narrow 
waist.


She didn't stir when the male figure moved from the adjoining room and 
appeared at her open door, nor did she hear Randi come up alongside him.


"She's asleep," the man whispered.


"I could have sworn I saw her standing at the door," Randi said.


"It won't hurt her. She probably liked what she saw."


"Still," the young blonde woman said, "I don't like the idea of breaking her 
in so quickly."


CHAPTER TWO


Jill Marlin had mixed feelings about beginning her first day in New York. 
She was neither a visitor nor a native of the city, and when she recalled 
the events of the night before and remembered how she had fingered herself 
to orgasm as Randi made love to the stranger in the adjoining room, she felt 
a strong desire to leave. But she couldn't turn back now that she'd 
committed herself to sharing the apartment and was expected to be at the 
magazine office within the hour.


It was seven-thirty, and she had less than half an hour to dress and have 
breakfast with Randi before they took the Seventh Avenue subway downtown. 
She pulled on a short light blue summer dress which she knew would expose 
the smooth cream-like whiteness of her thighs to the best advantage, and 
stood for a moment surveying herself in front of the dressing table mirror. 
Despite the restless night she'd spent, her tanned face looked composed in 
the reflected glow of sunlight coming through the curtains.


But there was an edginess to her eyes that seemed keen and sharp, the pupils 
appearing like slate-blue pin-points in the glare.


"You like your eggs and toast burnt, or merely well-done?" Randi was 
standing in the hall outside her door.


"Don't worry about making anything," Jill smiled and turned from the mirror. 
"I'll have some cereal and that'll be it."


The two girls chatted amiably during a brief breakfast, and soon Jill felt 
the nervousness she'd experienced upon awakening vanish. Randi looked 
predictably tired, and for the first time the young brunette noticed tiny 
crow's feet lines spanning almost imperceptibly beneath the blonde's 
hazel-colored eyes.


No mention was made of the unknown visitor of last night, and Jill refrained 
from asking about him. As the two young, pretty girls walked the few blocks 
from their 63rd Street apartment building overlooking Central Park to the 
subway, a pleasant giddiness enveloped the curvaceous brunette. The 
September sky was a bright eggshell blue mirroring her cheerful mood, and 
the normally darkened facades of apartment buildings were enlivened by the 
sight of Lincoln Center, standing in clean whitewashed sunlight across from 
the subway stop.


"This is the part that hurts," Randi laughed as they pushed into a packed 
IRT Express train.


Randi was jostled back away from Jill by the pressing crowd and the brunette 
was thrust sideways behind the closing doors by two teenage boys. She could 
feel their breath grazing against her neck and smooth bare arms, and she 
struggled forward when one pressed his knee against the firm resiliency of 
her barely covered upper thigh.


She pushed back, and then the other boy began to rest his thin adolescent 
form heatedly against her own young trembling body. She thought at once of 
Jimmy, the elevator boy, and wondered if all the men in New York were like 
the boys she'd encountered during her first day in the city.


"I feel it getting hard, Frank," one boy turned to the other, sliding closer 
against her thigh until she sensed a hot pulsating thickness wedged 
obscenely just below the "vee" of her loins.


"I got one a mile long," the fat boy wheezed, thrusting her painfully from 
beside the door as he pushed his groin sharply against her own.


Across the car she saw Randi signaling toward the door. Jill pivoted around, 
unwedging herself from the lewd obscene contact of the two teenage boys.


Abruptly the train came to a halt as the crowd surged around her, drawing 
Jill's body along in an inexorable human tide she was helpless to fight 
against. She saw Randi's smiling face and long platinum blonde hair bobbing 
in the sea of faces.


Finally, the two girls were reunited at the top of a flight of stairs 
looking out on the wide expanse of Broadway and 42nd Street.


"Times Square," Randi said, taking Jill's hand.


There was a sorrowful bleakness to the scene: Scraps of newspaper blew 
across the pavement, and over the garish theater marquees bright neon lights 
flashed advertisements for sex movies. Standing beneath the luridly blinking 
signs were girls who were obviously prostitutes, some of them even younger 
than Jill, offering up their wares.


"They start business quite early," Randi laughed, and they turned, making 
their way down 42nd Street in the direction of the Lexington Avenue office.


Femme Magazine was on the fifteenth floor of a modern glass-walled structure 
that overlooked mid-town Manhattan. The two pretty girls entered early, and 
Randi showed Jill around, pointing out the reception lounge, the main 
editorial office, and the expensively furnished cubicles where the editorial 
assistants worked. The firm occupied the entire fifteenth level of the 
building, and seemed almost intimidating to Jill in its ultra-modern 
plushness. As in Randi's apartment, the walls were hung with abstract 
paintings, and the entire expanse of the central office was carpeted with a 
spongy white rug that seemed to puddle softly around Jill's feet.


"This is your little hideaway," Randi said, showing Jill a small room 
adjoining the executive office.


"It hardly looks like the kind of place a secretary would expect to work 
in," Jill said in amazement.


"The boss, Gary Johnson, likes to have his secretaries live in style. He 
says a secretary is worth three editorial assistants. I actually agree," 
Randi laughed, dropping into an armchair beside Jill's desk.


The young brunette sat down in front of her desk and looked over the large 
IBM typewriter, then leaned back easily in her swivel chair. "It helps a 
little to know you're being thought of as something more than a workhorse," 
she smiled.


"Fm really interested in the publishing angle of the job than the 
secretarial part of it."


"And that's exactly why we hired you," she heard a deep male voice coming 
from outside the door.


Suddenly, a tall blue-eyed man with a shock of dark chestnut hair came 
smiling in through the door. Randi stood up and introduced Gary Johnson, the 
chief editor, to Jill.


"You don't need to worry too much about me," Johnson said with a soft laugh. 
"Fm a kind of hatchet man for the big guy in the downtown office. Wilbur 
Kinsby, the publisher, the fella we take out all our pet peeves on."


Jill smiled and leaned back in her chair. The ruggedly handsome man had a 
relaxed, good-natured air about him that put Jill immediately at ease.


"I guess Randi's given you a quick rundown on what we're up to at Femme 
Magazine, " he said, settling onto the armrest of the chair where Randi was 
seated. "I thought you might be interested in the job because of your 
college background in journalism."


Jill smiled. Actually, she had never taken a journalism course in school. As 
Johnson talked, the lithe, attractively dark-haired girl received the 
impression that he and Randi were closer than she had initially thought. And 
yet, there was antagonism between the two that masked itself in veiled 
comments of personal affection the two exchanged.


"Randi and I have been through all the bullshit at Femme together," Johnson 
said, leaning close to the voluptuously full-breasted blonde and patting her 
gently on the back. "You might say we're the founders of an important event, 
wouldn't you Randi, babes?"


Randi pulled forward, letting Gary's hand fall awkwardly on the back rest of 
the chair. "Exactly what event are you referring to?" she inquired, turning 
her eyes to Jill.


"The old Saturday night orgy. Don't tell me you've suddenly forgotten about 
that?"


"Jill, don't pay any attention to this old lecher! He's the only person I've 
met under forty who might classify as a dirty old man." Johnson looked at 
his watch. "You know, we've been chatting here past coffee break time. I 
haven't shown Jill what I want her to do the first week. I hadn't anything 
special in mind, but you might type up a few articles which have been worked 
up by our staff. That way, you'll get a vague idea what kind of trash we're 
putting out on the market."


Johnson brought in some finished manuscripts and set them on Jill's desk and 
began pointing out irregularities in the master copy. Randi still hadn't 
left Jill's cubicle, and after a moment he rose from beside Jill, crossed 
the room and said something in a half-whisper to the blonde, who abruptly 
stood up and left the room.


"Goddamn Randi," he swore as he sat down next to the young secretary. 
"She'll poke her head into everything if you give her the chance. Not that I 
have anything against the chick. She's just too out in the open for my 
tastes."


Jill edged her chair slightly to the side as she felt Gary Johnson's body 
pressing uncomfortably close against her chair.


"I don't like starting out your first day with a lot of gossip," Johnson 
spun his yellow pencil around on her desk, "but there are some things you 
should know about Randi. Especially if you're going to be living with her."


"She's been very nice to me," Jill tried to sound disturbed though not angry 
at the indirect way the older man was trying to attack her new roommate. 
"I'm sure if there are any problems with our relationship, we'll be able to 
work them out."


"Let's get this straight," he said in a bitter voice. "I'm not spreading 
dirt about Randi.


We're good friends. She and I have been in this racket together longer than 
I care to remember. But people change, and Randi... she's a different person 
than she was three years ago."


Jill's stomach was tied in burning knots, and her temples began to pound out 
the first aching throbs of a migraine headache. What had begun as a 
delightful first morning on her job was becoming an intolerable early 
afternoon. Johnson sensed her concern, and he dismissed the subject of 
Randi, returning to the copy on the desk in front of her.


As they worked together, going over standard punctuation rules used by the 
company and discussing other more or less mundane typographical procedures, 
Jill felt Gary's knee pressing with a strange persistence against her own. 
His hand glided over the typewritten manuscript, pointing out errors to the 
attractive dark-haired girl, while his leg began moving softly back and 
forth from her knee up to the firm smoothness of her thigh beneath the desk.


"You know, it's just about lunch time," he said finally, dropping his hand 
to her tanned forearm in an affectionate manner. "Whaddya say we go out and 
get a bite to eat?"


Jill accepted the middle-aged man's invitation with something akin to 
ecstatic relief. He had been getting to damn close, she thought, and now 
that he was standing up from beside her desk she clearly saw a large 
protuberance pressing against the crotch of his pants. The young girl tried 
to look away, but the size of Gary Johnson's erection couldn't be denied by 
anything she might do. Johnson had obviously become aroused by her presence 
while they'd been working closely together, and whatever thoughts he'd had 
about her effectiveness as an employee for the firm were blotted out by his 
lewd interest in her.


As they descended in the elevator, he didn't seem in the least perturbed by 
the fact that she'd seen him in his obscene, lewdly excited state. She 
wondered if she hadn't been somewhat foolish wearing such a provocatively 
tight dress. As they entered the dimly lit basement restaurant a few blocks 
uptown from the office, a reminder from her rather old-fashioned mother 
reverberated through her mind: "Remember, Jill," the grey-haired woman had 
said, standing over the girl as she'd finished packing for her trip to New 
York, "there really is no such thing as rape. A girl who gets in that way 
receives just what she gets. Men are weak creatures of the flesh. Maybe we 
aren't any different, but it's a woman's advantage not to show too much of 
what she's got. There is only so much a man, even a good one, can take."


Gary ordered drinks and they settled back in a booth in a remote comer of 
the Italian restaurant.


"Do you come here often?" Jill asked, leaning across the table as he struck 
a match for her cigarette.


"I save my visits here for special occasions. When I'm either about to fire 
somebody or give somebody a raise," he chuckled.


"You don't seem like the firing type," Jill laughed.


"No, I'll have to admit I'm not," he smiled as their drinks were brought to 
their table. "I haven't canned anybody for years. We get along fairly well 
at the office, even when I'm feeling like a bastard -- which fortunately 
isn't all the time."


The martinis were especially strong and after a few sips Jill felt the cool 
mixture of gin and vermouth going to her head. She wasn't used to drinking 
in the middle of the day, but she felt funny refusing the mind-dazing 
substance, since she wanted to make a good impression on her boss and didn't 
like the idea of showing, in any way, that she might not fit in. Gary told 
her a little more about the company, and after awhile the conversation 
slipped back, inevitably it almost seemed, to Randi.


"I don't want you to get me wrong. I really like the girl. We've had our ups 
and downs together, but we happen to work well as a team. I think our basic 
conflict is sexual, the old war between the sexes. There's nothing you can 
do about that," he confided, peering through the candle-lit darkness of the 
restaurant at the demurely pretty brunette.


"I can't wait for her to show me around town. She's so experienced in this 
city. I'm still fresh from the sticks, and a girl like Randi can be a 
tremendous help to me," she tried to guide the subject gracefully away from 
the gossipy tone he had set back in the office.


"She'll show you around, all right," he said with a note of sarcasm in his 
voice, "don't worry your pretty young body about that."


Jill felt a spine-grazing shiver of apprehension slide icicle-like down her 
spine. Gary's leg pressed beneath the table against her own, his knee again 
rocking with stubborn persistence against her thigh. The icicle dropped into 
her stomach, melting there, and she reached for her drink. She remembered 
the sight of his large erection barely concealed beneath his pants in the 
office; then recalled the few pointed comments Randi and he had made to each 
other.


"You look like you're a thousand miles away," her new boss waved his hand 
slowly back and forth in front of her pretty face.


"No... I was just thinking," she defended weakly. "I was wondering about a 
lot of things."


"You'd probably make a good writer," he laughed and finished his drink. 
"Dreamers always do. I remember reading an ad somewhere for a writer's 
school using that approach. If you have daydreams or fantasies, why not put 
your wasted energy to good use? That was the point of the ad; it might have 
been a little hard on those daydreamers who don't have any talent, but 
there's more than a little truth in the idea."


"I think I'd fall into the no talent category." A kind of false brightness 
came to her face.


"You know, you're a very pretty girl," he reached across the table and held 
her hand. "I wouldn't want anything to stop you from getting what you want 
out of this job. You're smart too, and brains and good looks don't often go 
together, especially in the business world."


"That's very... nice, very thoughtful of you," she said, drawing her hand 
from his and sitting up with an awkward straightness in her chair.


Gary signaled for more drinks, then looked at his watch. "Would you believe 
it's three o'clock? I'm afraid our luncheon is going to be an all-afternoon 
affair."


"Maybe we should go back to the office and just have some sandwiches," she 
said, realizing with a blush that it was not her prerogative to suggest they 
leave.


"Gino is a little slow today, but he's used to me taking my time. What good 
is our time if we're always in a mad rush? I'm willing to make a day of it 
with you. There's no reason to be caged up in that office when we can talk 
just as well over drinks."


Gary didn't seem aware that she might be in the least hungry, but evidently 
the alcohol he consumed had tempered his appetite. It did the opposite with 
her, hollowing out a gnawing pit of emptiness in her stomach, making her 
drink more than she knew she should. After she had finished her second 
martini, things that had once bothered her took on a softer, less 
threatening aspect. She even let her boss press his leg and touch his hand 
against her soft firmly contoured thigh occasionally, interpreting the 
gesture as coming more from a desire to be reassuring and pleasant than from 
any lewd intentions on his part.


Still though, from moment to moment she found herself drawing away from him, 
pulling back into her soft-cushioned chair as though a central part of 
herself was cautioning her to beware of the older man smiling at her from 
across the table. Finally, their lunch arrived and Jill ate ravenously. The 
antipasto and lasagna were especially good, and after the meal the coffee 
and brandy put her into a mellow mood.


"This is some first day on the job!" she said in a soft husky voice. "I'd 
never imagined a secretary could be wined and dined like this!"


"Jill," Gary's eyes narrowed, "I don't think of you as just a secretary. 
First you're a woman. I hope you don't mind my saying that."


"No-no, I--I, of course... I don't mind," tiny sparks of confusion went 
through her.


"We're having a party, a kind of company thing at the end of the week." His 
eyes dropped to the full, softly shaded roundness of her breasts. "I wanted 
to tell you about it before, but I forgot. Would you like to go?"


The girl paused over her coffee, musing over the handsome masculine presence 
across from her who neither announced his intentions openly to her, nor 
showed the least restraint in explaining himself through seductive gestures 
rather than words. "Of course I'd like to go," she discovered herself 
responding, a thin membrane of will power severing itself from the back of 
her mind, only to reassert itself a moment afterward. "I don't actually know 
any of these people. Do you think I'd fit in?"


"Goddamn it, Jill," he laughed gruffly, "that's the farm girl in you coming 
out. Of course you'll fit in! By the way, I wouldn't mention our discussion 
about Randi to her. I just wanted you to be careful of the girl. She's 
living at high speed, and it wouldn't do you any good getting too goddamn 
cozy with her."


They left the restaurant and returned to the firm for a half hour before 
Johnson closed shop for the afternoon.


On the way home in the subway, Jill and Randi didn't talk, nor did the 
voluptuous blonde girl show her characteristic bright enthusiasm when the 
two girls settled down for drinks before supper in their spacious 63rd 
Street apartment overlooking Central Park. Dusk came early on that late 
September evening, the sky over the tops of distant buildings on the east 
side of Manhattan shading from violet to a deep purple and then turning 
velvety black.


Jill thought of what Gary Johnson had said about her roommate, and wondered 
whether she hadn't been too nice to him, even though he'd made some rather 
vicious attacks against the character of the sexy young blonde. Looking 
across the room now at Randi, she couldn't help admiring the gentle slope of 
the girl's large melony breasts, and the smooth sweep of young white thighs 
that were encased seductively in a pair of tight-fitting summer shorts.


"You have a good day?" Randi finally said, looking up from her drink.


"Just fine," Jill's voice was tense. "I got a little drunk with Gary, 
though. I was kind of surprised about the lunch."


"That's Gary's way of asserting his authority," Randi wrinkled her slightly 
turned-up nose in disapproval. "He likes to impress his secretaries. I'd be 
careful of him, if I were you. His intentions aren't altogether honorable."


"He mentioned something about a party this weekend," Jill stood up from the 
armchair and went into the kitchen. "I wonder if I ought to go?"


"Please do!" Randi said brightly from the living room. "You'll see the line 
up of characters in action, right on down from the publisher to the other 
secretaries."


Jill removed some hamburger from the refrigerator and began shaping the meat 
into small patties, setting them in a large frying pan on top of the stove. 
It was clear to her, from what Randi had said, that the pretty blonde had it 
out for Gary Johnson, just as their boss was equally ill-disposed toward 
Jill's roommate. One thing the innocently attractive girl from Minnesota did 
not want was to be caught in the crossfire between the two of them; but she 
had a feeling that the war of sexes, and the bitter retribution that would 
effect all those who might unknowingly take sides in the affair had already 
begun.


CHAPTER THREE


Nothing could have been more surprising to Jill Marlin during that first 
week at Femme Magazine than meeting the man she had seen making love to her 
roommate that first night in the Manhattan apartment. Sam Borden was a 
thickly set man in his early thirties who worked in the office adjoining 
Randi's cubicle.


When Jill had been introduced to him, a shock of recognition reverberated 
ominously through her youthful body. His blunt, prize-fighter's features 
seemed to light up that Tuesday morning while over coffee in the office 
lounge Randi and he, seated together on a couch directly across from the 
young brunette, began to talk in low, barely audible tones; his eyes kept 
flicking from the blonde to the full cantalouped mounds of Jill's high-set 
breasts. She wondered if he had recognized her, but then dismissed the 
thought as impossible. Both had been too engrossed in love-making to have 
noticed her two nights before in front of Randi's bedroom door.


Jill looked up at the stockily-built man standing over her, recalling the 
sight of his large massively erect cock plunging into her roommate's moistly 
clasping vagina. "I... I guess the job takes a lot out of you. It must be 
hard to find time to write," she struggled hard not to blush.


Sam shifted his weight from one foot to the other. "You're right. At first 
you think about it, and then the thought gets less and less important. It's 
a crying shame so many of us get caught up in the rat race, but you gotta 
eat to live!"


Jill stood up from her chair and faced the window. White puffs of cloud 
scudded across the tops of skyscrapers on the horizon, forming an elusive, 
misty crown over the city. "I always thought I'd be able to learn how to 
write, working with other writers." She could feel Sam Borden's gaze fall 
brazenly against the smoothly uplifting orbs of her breasts as she spoke.


Sam came to the window. "Honey," he said with a slight drawl in his voice, 
"you learn one thing while you're in New York, and maybe it's worth 
forgetting all the other frigging writing experience for it. You find out 
how to survive."


Randi made a humming sound as she refilled her cup from the electric coffee 
pot set on a ceramic table in the center of the room. "You and Gary are 
alike in one respect," she said, her buttocks waggling provocatively beneath 
her salaciously tight-fitting slacks as she approached Jill and Sam standing 
by the window. "Neither of you can stomach the idea of anybody else making 
it. You want to drag everyone else down to your own level regardless of 
whether they want to be down there with you or not."


"Sweet fucking Jesus!" Sam whistled. "What the hell prompted that?"


Randi set her cup on the window ledge. "I'm getting awfully tired hearing 
the same sob story from you two guys," she said, looking steadily at the 
broad shouldered man. "For two years it's been the same thing. Your 
philosophy turns pretty rancid, Sam Borden, especially when I know you're 
thinking about nothing but getting into this sweet young thing's pants!"


"Don't pay any attention to her, baby." He looked unabashedly at the ripely 
large spheres of Jill's breasts. "Randi's just afraid if I put the make on 
you, she'll have to start hunting around for another man."


"Please don't drag me into your personal conflicts," Jill felt the stocky 
man and his girl friend pushing against her from both sides. "I really don't 
like it."


"That's what happens around the office." Randi rested an assertive hand on 
the brunette's shoulder. "The new guy always gets involved. The only way you 
can fight against it is to let everyone know where you stand right off the 
bat. I'm proud of you, Jill. It takes a lot of guts to do that."


The young brunette returned to her cubicle and began to cry. She recalled 
her conversation with Gary Johnson yesterday, and wondered if her initial 
impulse to quit the job before she became embroiled in the office squabble 
hadn't been the intelligent thing to do.


But the remainder of the week was relatively pleasant, and there weren't as 
many confrontations with either Gary or Sam, although she was aware of the 
searing hungry lewdness of their glances when they met in the hallway or 
lounge. The party that Saturday night was going to be an informal gathering, 
but as the week came to a close she found herself thinking about it more and 
more.


The evening of the party Randi and Jill stood in the living room of their 
63rd Street apartment, having drinks before they dressed for the gathering 
later that night. Jill was dressed in a halter and a small half-slip that 
accentuated the sensually swelling arcs of her breasts and hips, while Randi 
was clothed in a pair of tightly fitting white panties and a sheer strapless 
brassiere.


"You should get an excellent glimpse of office politics tonight," Randi 
smiled over her gin and tonic.


"It would be nice to talk to some people outside the confines of the 
magazine office."


"I'm afraid Sam and Gary like to mix business with pleasure," Randi said. 
"They may try to make a pass at you and promise a promotion if you put out 
for them. It's not all that pleasant, but it is interesting."


Jill smiled. "I think I can handle myself. After a week working with Gary 
and Sam I'll be able to take anything."


Randi sprung from the couch and bent down, touching her fingertips to her 
toes, then stretching backwards athletically. Jill's eyes flickered over the 
tall, slim blonde's body, noting how the sensuously smooth curves of her 
legs, thighs, and buttocks seemed to merge one into the other in a 
remarkable aesthetic composition of lithe female grace.


"You haven't met our renowned publisher yet," Randi set her drink on the 
small paneled bar behind her. "Wilbur Kinsby's the man to watch out for. 
Urbane, witty, and full of spunk even though he's in his sixties. In a way 
he's more of a man than either Sam or Gary. Do you remember what Gary said 
about being Kinsby's hatchet man?"


Jill nodded.


"Well, that wasn't far from the truth. Kinsby stays in the background, while 
Gary does the dirty work, so to speak. Just watch him tonight."


Jill dressed quickly for the party, feeling a forbidden tingle of 
anticipation about meeting the head of the company, and watching the other 
employees in action. The gin and tonic she'd had was already going to her 
head, but she didn't realize that the softly glowing sensation racing 
through the tips of her gently upthrusting breasts was due to its effects.


Kinsby had rented out a fashionable west side apartment for the gathering. 
If the offices of Femme Magazine were notable for their plushness, the flat 
over-looking the Hudson River and George Washington Bridge was a model of 
luxury and wealth far beyond Jill Marlin's most extravagant dreams.


By the time the two young roommates entered the spacious living room, the 
festivities were already in full swing. White-coated waiters moved from 
table to table dispensing drinks, while a small band played soft music from 
an alcove adjoining the high-ceilinged room. Beside the expansive fireplace 
Jill recognized the tall, imposing form of Gary Johnson standing next to a 
slim, flame-haired young woman.


Randi led Jill across the large salon to the bar where a waiter with bushy 
eyebrows was listening to a short dark-haired young man.


"I don't care if ya can't make a gin fizz or not," the man said in a New 
York accent, "at least ya should know what the hell a Crimson Angel is!"


The young man turned away, his face darkened with exasperation. The 
bartender shrugged and gazed across the marble-topped table at Jill and 
Randi.


"Two martinis," Randi said in a husky voice.


"I don't know if I should drink any more," Jill brushed softly against 
Randi's arm. "I was stupid to have that gin and tonic back at the 
apartment."


"You'll be a fool not to," Randi laughed brightly, lifting the two martini 
glasses from the tray the bartender set in front of them. "I know I'll need 
more than a few to make the night go smoothly."


Jill shrugged and sipped at the drink Randi gave her with concealed 
satisfaction. She had never cared too much for alcohol, but the nervousness 
she felt this evening made it almost a necessity. Besides, she deserved to 
have a little fun after the difficult week she'd put in at the office.


"We just might have enough luck to meet Kinsby tonight," Randi said as the 
two girls sat down on a couch facing the fireplace, "but usually he absents 
himself from his parties."


"That's strange," Jill said, looking across the room at the well-dressed 
couples who had begun dancing to the mellow tones of the band playing from 
the alcove. "I've never heard of someone not going to his own party."


Randi leaned softly against Jill's bare shoulder. "Not really so strange," 
the platinum blonde's eyes twinkled. "He's actually everywhere. You can 
almost feel his presence."


"Don't be silly," Jill laughed, her gaze following the tall handsome figure 
of Gary Johnson who had left the redhead and was approaching the bar. "How 
could Mr. Kinsby do that!"


"He's got intercom sets, you know, closed circuit TV cameras hidden in all 
the oddest places. If you look carefully behind that potted plant," she 
nodded toward a large earthen pot with an exotic looking flower extending 
several large jungle-like tendrils up against the pine-paneled wall, "you 
can see what I mean."


"I'd rather not!" Jill laughed nervously and sipped on her drink.


"Well, we look right pretty tonight!" a hoarse male voice broke out from 
beside them.


Sam Borden, already slightly drunk, dropped down on the arm rest beside 
Randi.


"And you look rather smashed," Randi dropped her hand casually on top of 
Sam's knee.


"You don't like?" the dark-haired man smiled at Jill.


"To the contrary." Randi ran her hand gently up Sam's thigh. "A little booze 
brings out the best in you."


"You wanna dance?" the short stocky man stood up from the arm rest of the 
couch.


"That's what I'm here for." Randi rose into Borden's arms, winking at Jill 
who moved somewhat restlessly back against the cushion as her roommate and 
the garrulous man walked to the dance floor.


The music grew resonant and mellower still, the lead saxophone breaking into 
a familiar song, and Jill found herself humming quietly along with the soft 
ballad. On the carpet in front of her Randi and Sam were dancing close, 
Borden's hands gripping in a tight hug around the small of the young woman's 
back. The couple moved in a slow rhythmic time to the music, their bodies 
pressing in a lewdly provocative manner against each other. Randi coursed 
her hands over Sam's sides and then sent her fingers down to his hips where 
she cradled the firmness of the older man's swaying buttocks in the cups of 
her hands.


Slowly, Randi responded to the soft sensuous rhythm of the music by grinding 
her pelvis against Sam's groin. Jill began to feel uneasy as the couple 
continued to gyrate obscenely in front of her. They were oblivious to the 
fact that they were being watched, as they had been the first night Jill had 
spent in her new apartment, and they arched their backs and hips in a 
salacious posture of copulation. But the other couples, some of whom Jill 
recognized as copy boys and office girls from the firm, seemed equally 
indifferent to the lewdness of their embrace.


"Interesting, aren't they?" Gary Johnson's voice suddenly distracted Jill 
from her thoughts. The tall chestnut-haired man appeared in front of her, 
holding a drink and a cigarette.


"I had no idea there were so many people working for the company. Where did 
they all come from?" she said as her boss sat down in an armchair beside the 
couch.


"Half of them work at the downtown office," he said, resting his drink on 
the coffee table in front of her. "The other half are either crashers or 
friends of Kinsby. I don't know most of them, but that makes things more 
exciting."


Jill wore a light cotton sleeveless dress that was tightly shaped around the 
softly mounded orbs of her breasts and dropped from their full firm 
roundness in an "A" line to the breath-taking arcs of her hips. She sat up 
comfortably adjusting the short hemline over her shapely thighs, trying to 
appear modest yet bemused by Johnson's stare at the provocative lines of her 
young body. "It's fun seeing people in a social situation after meeting them 
in the office all week. They seem prettier, happier." She set her glass on 
the wrought iron table next to Gary's drink.


"There is a difference," he smiled. "Not only qualitatively, but 
quantitatively. At Kinsby's parties, everybody is a lot gayer and more open 
with each other. By the time the evening's over," he nodded slowly, 
"there'll be quite a few new friendships made."


"You were so busy last week," Jill looked at the large framed man who pulled 
his chair closer to her, "I hadn't time to thank you for the delightful 
lunch on Monday."


"It was my pleasure," his gray eyes twinkled. "I wanted to talk to you about 
our conversation about Randi, but a few important things came up. You 
haven't mentioned anything to her, have you?"


"I've forgotten whatever it was you'd said," she answered, narrowing her 
eyes.


"Tonight you'll have a chance to watch her in action. She's a real hellion," 
he laughed, "and I have a feeling she's taking old brother Sam for a ride."


Out of the comer of her eye Jill caught a glimpse of Randi and Sam, dancing 
closer now if that was at all possible. Sam's arms were extended down to the 
small of the blonde's back and his palms were cupped lasciviously over the 
tight rounded moons of the girl's sensually swaying buttocks.


"Let's dance," Johnson said, rising abruptly from his chair.


Suddenly, as though in a dream, Jill was swept into Gary's arms and led 
gracefully to the center of the room. He had taken Jill by surprise when he 
curled her warmly into his arms, making certain he could feel the sharp tips 
of her full breasts pushing tautly into his chest. In the last few moments 
she had felt he had his eye on her, and she'd tried to ignore it, but she'd 
somehow felt his eyes almost penetrating through even when she wasn't 
looking at him. Gary Johnson was certainly an attractive man, Jill mused as 
they began rocking softly from side to side to the music. But she wasn't 
interested in establishing any intimate relationship with men in New York... 
at least not yet.


Jill tried to pull back, but Johnson's hand tightening on her back held her 
close. She had never experienced a problem like this before, and she wasn't 
certain exactly how to handle it. If she forced her way out of his arms, she 
would insult the man, but God only knew what would happen if they kept up 
their dancing like this.


"Baby, there's nothing in the world to be afraid of," he breathed warmly 
against her cheek. "I'm not all that dangerous."


Jill felt her face flush slightly as he pushed forward, pushing his groin 
against her so that the hard little mound of her cunt was rubbing against 
the top of his thigh. It was then the inexperienced young girl became aware 
of her right thigh making direct contact with something hard and 
protuberant. Breathing wetly into her ear, he ground his loins slowly and 
methodically up and down against her taut little belly.


"Good Lord, do you always dance so close?" Jill's voice was tremulous as she 
tried to force herself slightly away from him.


"It's kind of a tradition," he said almost gleefully, "like lunch last 
Monday. It's how people get to know each other."


"Some tradition," Jill managed to laugh.


"You like?"


"Not especially," she struggled to remain cool.


"I think it's... uh... intriguing. I'm wondering what you'll do next. Will 
you make a scene when I make my next move, or will you keep up the pretense 
of not knowing what I'm doing." He gave a sharp tug against the smooth plane 
of her back.


Jill swallowed hard. She was so shocked by Gary Johnson's sudden lewd 
interest in her that the words just wouldn't come. He had been flirtatious 
at the beginning of the week, but that was a lot different than trying to 
seduce her right in the center of the company party. She wondered whether 
their discussion of Randi didn't have something to do with it. There was a 
vengeful quality in the way he pressed wantonly close to her, as though he 
were demonstrating his male prowess to the throng gathered on the dance 
floor and seated at the tables around the room.


"I'm a very, very responsive guy," he said, "and I can be won over pretty 
easily. You remember our discussion at the beginning of the week?"


"Yes... but what does that have to do -- Her words were swallowed as she 
realized Johnson's intentions, and knew that her own reaction should be 
gauged in terms of her future at the company.


"I think you get the idea." He swung the hardness of his groin strongly 
against her abdomen, grinding his rapidly stiffening penis more insistently 
into the smooth resiliency of her flesh. "You know goddamn well, it feels 
good. Go ahead, say it does."


"If this is an example of office politics, I want nothing to do with it," 
Jill suddenly tensed back from him as she spoke.


Gary wedged his pelvis closer to hers and inched one of his hands down to 
the soft hollow just above her buttocks. "Sexual politics, you might say. I 
can make an eloquent case for myself if you want."


"You've been eloquent enough, I'm afraid," she shuddered, hardening her 
resistance against him as his muscular body seemed to surge around her 
petite, girlish frame.


The couples around were oblivious to the lewd position Gary had forced her 
into. Sam and Randi, a few feet away from them, were swaying back and forth, 
not moving from their rocking stance to the music, their thighs and buttocks 
rotating perceptibly in semblance of intercourse to the full tones of the 
saxophone and trumpet whose harmonic melody submerged the now dimly-lit room 
in a soothing curtain of sound.


"This is a difficult situation," she sighed. "I mean, I don't want to lose 
my job, but I'm not used to being propositioned like this."


"Forget about the offer," Gary said, resting his hand on her softly 
quivering ass-cheeks. "Pretend we're just friends, maybe lovers, if you 
like."


The music stopped and with a tremble of relief Jill broke from her tall 
boss' arms.


"But we're not lovers," Jill protested in a quiet voice.


Gary led her to the bar and ordered Jill another drink. "Just think about 
it. You have nothing to lose if you want me. However," he smiled at the 
bartender and handed the girl her third martini, "there are unforeseen 
consequences if you refuse."


"That's certainly a blunt way of putting it," she remarked as they settled 
on a divan in a darkened comer of the room.


Her mind raced quickly over the alternatives Johnson had presented her with, 
noting that his actions confirmed with what Randi had predicted would happen 
when they'd entered the publisher's apartment. She was already a little high 
from the drinks she'd had at home and the martinis she'd consumed at the 
party, and the alcohol had taken the edge off things. The subject of her job 
and his proposition dropped gracefully from their conversation. As they 
drank and talked, and as Gary Johnson again became the witty, urbane New 
Yorker rather than the blatantly lecherous blackmailer he'd seemed on the 
dance floor, she dismissed her earlier fears as a little premature, or at 
least unnecessary. After all, she was capable of handling him if he got too 
intimate with her, and she supposed it was good for them to be open and 
sincere with each other.


By eleven o'clock the party was going at full swing. Old faces disappeared 
and new ones took their places in the expansive, luxuriously furnished 
living room. Jill noticed couples leaving and entering through a door that 
led to the rear of the apartment, and Gary, who had taken on the status of 
her date for the evening, pointed out to her that the couples were going to 
the back bedroom.


"Just like that? Isn't it a little bold of them?" she said in an astonished 
voice.


"You'll get used to it," he said heavily. "It's not so unusual in New York. 
The publishing world carries on half of its business in bed."


"I've been looking for Mr. Kinsby. Randi said he rarely shows up at his own 
parties." She shifted her leg away from him as he dropped his hand softly 
against her knee.


"Wilber's here." She could see him smiling through the half darkness. "In 
fact, I can introduce you to him if you like."


Without protesting, Jill permitted herself to be led through the rear 
corridor to a large darkened room at the end of the hall. Through the 
obscure lighting she could make out the forms of couples reclining on divans 
and against cushions on the floor. Low groaning sounds could be heard, 
echoing the accompanying obscene wet sluicing sounds of flesh striking flesh 
throughout the chamber.


"This is one place everyone escapes to." He put his arm around Jill's waist, 
drawing her close to his side as they entered the room.


A quick appraisal of the room and the scene sent a shock of burgeoning fear 
through Jill's girlishly ripe body. Some of the figures appeared to be 
naked, and though she couldn't see them clearly, they were obviously engaged 
in various acts of sexual intercourse with one another. She flushed with 
anger and hot tears suddenly brimmed in her eyes. Gary had tricked her! She 
should have known it, but the several drinks she'd had throughout the 
evening had seriously impaired her judgement.


"I want out of here, right now!" she said with more strength than she 
believed she contained.


"Just watch from here," Johnson said hoarsely. "We don't have to do 
anything."


. His hand curled around her back, bringing her close to the muscular 
hardness of his outer thighs and the side of his chest. Her will to resist 
him and leave the depraved scene dissolved momentarily as her gaze swept 
across the chamber. None of the people were recognizable in the darkness, 
yet what they were doing was clear enough to anyone with eyes to see. The 
bodies moved slowly back and forth, the cream-like whiteness of breasts and 
thighs half-shaded and half-illuminated by an infra-red light that filtered 
from the ceiling. A woman at the center of the room was bent over a man's 
outstretched loins and was raising and lowering her head over his raised 
thighs. Looking closer, Jill could see a white fleshy hardness extending 
into the girl's widely ovalled mouth.


Jill had heard about oral sex before, but never in her life had she imagined 
she would get such a glimpse of the obscene act. A numbing fear rose in her 
body as she watched the woman's head bobbing up and down over the man's 
lower abdomen, her lips clasped tightly around his long thick penis. The 
man's cock stood hard and rigid, silhouetted in the soft red light, and Jill 
could see slight tuffs of pubic hair protruding around the edge of its thick 
base. Her eyes, now accustoming themselves to the dim light, focused on the 
details of the young woman's body kneeling over the man. Her breasts dangled 
lewdly over the tight sinews of the man's taut stomach and brushed sensually 
against his hair-covered belly as she raised and lowered her sucking mouth 
up and down over his virile hardness.


Jill felt her balance and equilibrium grow shaky, and she leaned against her 
boss for support. At the same time, Gary Johnson tightened his arm around 
Jill's lower back, while his other hand rose and cupped the fullness of her 
rapidly rising and falling breast.


"Let's sit down," Johnson slurred.


"No, I want to go home. This is enough for one evening," she whimpered, 
feeling the sharp pressure of his fingers digging harshly into her slender 
waist.


They didn't move. It was as though the moment had been extended in time and 
she was caught inside it; try as she might, her fear and shock had sealed 
her feet as if with suction cups to the floor. In front of them on the 
carpet Jill could see the woman circling her hand around the base of the 
man's vigorously upstanding cock as she sucked it in rhythm to her mouth 
sliding up and down on the wet glistening shaft. Jill saw the lean-bodied 
man flex his buttocks and bend his head, his contorted face focused on the 
wantonly exciting sight of the top of the girl's head bobbing up and down 
over the flat plane of his belly. Jill knew it must have been all the more 
stimulating to be able to watch her labor, to see her devouring the long 
length of his hardness, and to hear her obscene mewls of gurgling pleasure 
purr softly from between her working lips.


The girl, who Jill suddenly recognized as the redhead Gary had been talking 
with earlier in the living room, seemed to sense the man's mounting lust and 
began to suck perceptibly harder, drawing her teeth and letting them dig 
gently into the thick resisting flesh as she pulled up. The girl reached 
under his buttocks, an ass-cheek in each palm, drawing his loins up to her 
face as far as she could. Now the nearly bursting cock was plunging in 
almost full length with each powerful stroke, and the rotation of his 
uplifted loins sent his sperm-laden balls careening off her chin. Jill was 
positive the redhead would choke on the massive pole of flesh, but her 
maddening sucking continued on and on.


Jill's entire body was weakening and losing its control through the effects 
of her shock and the stimulation of alcohol. She could feel Gary's hand 
stroking gently at the full tip of her painfully sensitive breast, yet she 
didn't pull away. They were standing now at the threshold to the room, one 
of his arms curving around her small back while the other kneaded her proud 
young breast with rhythmic contractions of his palm.


The tall men drew Jill gently into his arms, running his hand from her 
breast across the fullness of her hips and then back again along her sides 
between their bodies to the quivering mounds again. Then he pressed his 
wetly parted lips on her mouth and wormed the warm moistness of his tongue 
between her teeth. The pleasurable sensations she'd felt when he'd first 
touched her seemed to surge forth now without restraint, and suddenly she 
found herself passionately kissing him back, her hands slipping to his 
buttocks as though with a mind of their own to grasp them flutteringly for a 
moment, and then hold them tighter. His hand slid down her back and seized 
one of her full firm ass-cheeks, drawing its roundness into his palms and 
pressing inward so that her wetly throbbing pussy was pressed against the 
hard bulge in his pants.


"We -- we shouldn't be doing this, Mr. Johnson," she breathed against the 
hardness of his chest.


"Yes, Miss Marlin," he groaned, attempting a sarcasm that sounded forced, 
"we might muss or wrinkle our clothes!"


Jill gazed back at the couple lying on the carpet a few yards away from 
them. Sharp gurgling sounds were being emitted from the red-haired woman's 
throat, while the man broke out into panting sighs that grew louder and more 
brittle in intensity as he approached his wild searing climax. The man's 
tensed buttocks raised and lowered furiously off the carpet as his balls 
slapped with lewd obscene force up against the subserviently kneeling girl's 
chin. Jill could see the redhead's hand slip down his muscularly straining 
thigh to cup the sperm-inflated sac of his ballooning testicles and draw 
them up against the swelling base of his cock.


Suddenly there was an intense intake of air, and a long wailing outburst of 
breath.


"Jesus FUCKIN' CHRIST!" the man expostulated, curving his torso up and 
seizing the girl's flaming hair in his hands, thrusting her moving head down 
over the length of his long hard pulsating flesh.


"MMrnmmmmmmm," the woman mewled, her eyes bulging as she sucked in the 
entire long hard length of his thrusting cock.


The man's chin fell to his chest and he watched her suck him like a starving 
child being fed a candy cane. "Cummmmmmming," he bellowed, upthrusting 
vigorously into the girl's working mouth while his buttocks danced in a lewd 
gyration of orgasming desire a few inches off the soft lush carpet.


Jill turned away, too ashamed to watch the last agonizing movements of the 
two bodies before her.


As she turned to Johnson, she saw another couple from the bordering couches 
slip nakedly to the floor. The new actors in the almost ritualistic drama 
commenced at once to fondle and lick at one another's heatedly aroused 
bodies, and the woman lay down and spread her legs, drawing the rather 
stockily built man's head up between her widespread thighs.


"Take a good look at the new participants," Johnson said. "Do you recognized 
your roommate?"


The wildness of recognition darted in a sympathetic erotic shudder through 
Jill's loins. She couldn't watch any more, she had to get out of here before 
something more serious might happen to her. "I've already seen this 
particular performance, or a variation on it," she said with more wit than 
she thought herself capable of alluding to the act of intercourse she'd 
witnessed in the adjoining bedroom at the apartment Monday night.


"Then, I suggest we stroll down to the next room for a chat." The tall 
gray-eyed man held her dainty chin in his hand and kissed her gently on the 
mouth.


* * *


If Gary Johnson was a sophisticated New York character who oozed charm from 
every pore, Sam Borden was in many ways his boss' polar opposite. Chunky and 
rough hewn around the edges, he was neither as articulate as his superior, 
nor did he seem as intelligent.


Jill watched the man and woman seated across from her, the slanting rays of 
the late morning sun shimmering through the halo of Randi's platinum hair. 
Her long, lithe legs tapering down from the curve of her hips contrasted 
with Sam's short stocky frame, and Jill compared the two of them in a moment 
of unconscious reflection, amused at the contrast they made with each other.


"Sam's in the same boat as I am," Randi came over to Jill and stood by the 
lounge window. "We're both copy editors. But he's got ambitions to be a 
novelist, while I'd just as soon take home my paycheck and forget about 
literature after the job is over."


"Christ," Sam Borden guffawed, coming up behind the seductively attractive 
platinum-haired girl and giving her a lascivious pat on her smooth rounded 
buttocks, "She makes it sound like I'm some sort of intellectual dilettante. 
I haven't put a serious word to paper for six years, much less thought about 
it."


CHAPTER FOUR


There are certain decisions in one's life that don't lend themselves readily 
to explanation. When the passions are involved in the decision making 
process, and when something is held over those lusts of the body so that the 
subject has no choice but to submit to his or her emotions, a peculiar thing 
happens. Jill realized this as she half stumbled down the darkened hallway 
at Gary Johnson's side, even though she tried not to think about it. In so 
many words he had told her that her job was at stake and her future 
promotions at Femme Magazine depended on how she behaved with him tonight. 
She had no overriding interest in keeping her secretarial position at the 
company, but an inexplicable part of her mind rationalized to her that it 
did matter. It was almost as if she wanted to give herself to her tall, 
ruggedly handsome boss and was using the as yet unstated threat as an excuse 
for giving in to him.


As they slipped into a bedroom alongside the orgiastic chamber where Jill 
had last seen Randi and Sam's naked bodies moving on the carpeted floor, 
Johnson flicked on an overhead light.


"You wanted to see Wilbur Kinsby," he laughed evilly, and pointed to a 
painting overhanging a large double bed in the center of the room. "Well, 
there he is!"


Jill looked at the painting of a rather fat, red-faced man, then turned 
away. "Is this some kind of a joke?" her voice wavered.


"It's about as close as any of us can get to Kinsby. None of us have much to 
do with him, although we know he's here, somewhere," Johnson said 
mysteriously.


Jill slowly inched back toward the door, her temptation of a few moments 
before to give herself to Gary Johnson suddenly seeming totally absurd. 
"I... I'm going now. I've had about as much as a person can take of all 
this," she choked, her hand outstretched behind her to grasp the doorknob.


"I'm afraid that won't be possible," he sneered, moving swiftly behind her 
and wrenching her hand from the door.


Jill moaned and raised her head, her eyes tear-glazed. She'd been a fool to 
be taken in by the man's enticements throughout the evening, and yet 
thinking about it quickly she knew she hadn't really been forced or 
seductively pushed into the situation against her will. It was just the 
combination of the alcohol she'd consumed and witnessing the obscene 
proceedings in the next room, plus Johnson's veiled threats that had 
contributed to what was happening now.


She struggled to get past him to the door, but his hand came down hard on 
the smoothness of her shoulder and held her fast. "Please let me go," she 
tried to sound reasonable. "I don't want anything more to do with you."


"Jill, be quiet," Johnson's eyes narrowed as he spun her around to face him. 
She could feel his hot breath grazing on her neck, and then she saw one of 
his hands drop from her bare sloping shoulder to the pear-shaped roundness 
of her breast. "Relax and enjoy what I'm going to do to you. It's sort of a 
ritual every girl goes through. Even Randi's done it!"


Jill stared wildly at his alcohol flushed face and pulled back helplessly 
from the greedy devouring glance he shot at her. "You mean... Randi... you, 
and she...?"


"Exactly!" he laughed. "That might explain our little conflict. But since 
I've broken the girl in she's changed, quite perceptibly, I might add."


Jill lurched backward, but his free hand gripped her neck, sending a sharp 
shooting pain down her upper back, reaffirming the fact that she was no 
match for him physically. When she tried with one last desperate effort to 
pull away, his hand clenched with a painful contraction against the 
searingly pulsating tip of her breast... her vision dimmed momentarily, and 
then she was lifted up from the floor and seemed to be floating in mid-air 
across the room, then falling or being dropped down like a light fluttering 
feather onto the incredible softness of the huge double bed. She spilled out 
on the mattress, her legs and arms akimbo, muttering feverish pleas for him 
to release her; but then he was settled down beside her quivering young 
body, resting back on the palms of his hands.


"Oh God," Jill sobbed and sat up weakly on the bed. "What do you want me to 
do? Just what is all this about?"


Again his hand came down to knead her frantically quivering breast, this 
time capturing her erect little nipple between his thumb and forefinger and 
tweaking it with such force that she moaned in pained protest.


"Don't ask questions," he said with an evil tenderness. "Everything will be 
clear to you as time goes on. Right now, just relax."


She jerked forward on the side of the bed as Johnson's hand let go of her 
breast and tore at the front buttons of her open necked summer dress, 
tearing it down to her waist. His gray-blue eyes lit on her half-exposed 
nakedness, his breath coming quickly as he looked down to where her 
minidress had pulled up over her gently curving thighs.


The gray-eyed man chuckled. "For three years I've wanted a woman like you. 
It's not easy to find one without spending a helluva lot of time, but when 
you sent your snap-shot along with the application form, I knew we had a 
goddamn beauty."


Gary moved his hand down the side of her dress, playing for a moment at the 
hem, then slid up the remaining material all the way up to her hips. For a 
moment Jill felt like screaming, but then she realized it would do no 
good... practically everyone at the party was naked... they would think her 
a fool! There was nothing she could do but endure the large framed man's 
pawing of her voluptuous young body, and hope he'd suddenly lost interest.


But he didn't.


Her hands clutched at his fingers, trying to pry them loose from the grasp 
he now had on the softness of her inner thighs. "Oh no, stop... please... 
stop!" Jill moaned, but the chief editor ignored her pleas, continuing his 
obscene exploration until his fingers were caressing her fearfully cringing 
cuntal mound through the little white bikini panties.


"Now... baby, please open your legs," Johnson whispered lewdly, trying to 
insert his outstretched middle finger under the tight elastic leg band of 
her panties.


The horrified girl sat rigidly on the side of the bed. She was unable to 
comprehend that this vile person was the same man who only a few hours ago 
was warning her of the evil influence of her roommate. It seemed odd that 
he'd done that, but with his confession that he'd once made love to the 
platinum-haired girl, the realization that Randi might have something 
against the senior editor and that his complaints about her might be founded 
on a personal grudge focused with startling clarity in her mind.


"Godddd!" she cried out, pulling away when she felt his fingers brutally 
digging into the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs. He squeezed again, 
sending a razor-sharp slice of pain rippling up her spine. Jill opened her 
legs a little and felt him loosen his grip.


"More!" Johnson commanded. "Wider!"


One of his hands gripped her shoulder and pushed her back so that the 
quivering young girl lay flat on the wide double bed, her dress raised 
completely up over her panties and her long, lithe legs splayed out far 
apart. He shifted his weight downward, now planting his hand over the smooth 
white nylon covering her loins.


Jill jerked up from the impact of his touch, but the vise-like grip of his 
hand now encircling her neck was too great. She fell back, jerking slightly 
once more when she felt his talon-like fingers dig into the soft pliant 
flesh of her buttocks. Then, groaning lewdly deep in his thrust, he yanked 
at the tight elastic waistband of her panties. The elastic snapped and 
almost before the terrified young girl realized what was happening, her 
panties were pulled down to her ankles in one vicious tug, exposing the 
entire secret area of her loins to the panting older man's lewd gaze.


"Oh, God, no, " she gasped at her own nakedness, trying to cover the softly 
curling black pubic hair between her legs with her hands. But it was 
useless. She felt her panties fall from her feet onto the floor, but when 
she reached out over the bed, trying to retrieve them, Johnson caught the 
top of her dress in his fingers, pulling the flared opening completely apart 
and tugging the dress from her back to drop it with her panties onto the 
floor.


"You make it so much harder, honey, than it really has to be," he said in a 
thin, sharp voice.


"It's not everyday I get raped," she snapped back at him, showing more spunk 
than the tall chestnut-haired man thought she had.


"Touche," Johnson said, "but it doesn't have to be like this," he repeated 
as she rolled her head away so that she wouldn't be forced to look at his 
passion-strained face.


Jill knew she had to give in. If it weren't for the fact that an orgy was 
going on in the next room, she supposed she would have been able to 
extricate herself from the situation, but now her protesting screams would 
mean absolutely nothing.


His hands coursed up her trembling young thighs, resting teasingly just 
below her raven-black pussy hair for an instant before they caressed the 
moistly waiting lips of her cunt. She shuddered at his touch, but he 
continued circling his fingers over her blushing pink pussy, spreading the 
wetly pulsating lips wide to expose her clitoris and bringing out the tiny 
pleasure center to thrusting erection.


Jill forced herself to remain still, knowing that she had to accept this 
despicable rape. She wanted to get it over with as soon as possible and it 
would be foolish of her to struggle against him, since he seemed to enjoy 
prolonging the painful process as long as he could.


"Now are you ready to cooperate, or do you think kicking around like this is 
going to take the place of me fucking you?" Johnson rasped in a 
liquor-slurred voice, his fingers continuing their maddening assault, 
caressing her warmly throbbing pussy. She tried to stifle a throaty mewl as 
her love-starved loins involuntarily moved with his finger. She tried to 
force herself to lie still and not react to the slowly building sensations 
that rippled out from her vaginal area... but she couldn't!


"Yessss... yessss... Miss Marlin," Johnson hissed, moving closer and 
straddling her legs as his hands worked over her hotly quivering cunt. 
"Now... reach in and take out my cock."


A low shudder of unexpected lust passed through Jill's struggling belly at 
his demand. She clenched her teeth tightly, fighting with all her strength 
at her unwanted sensuality, yet her will seemed to crumble as he coursed his 
hand over the smooth fleshy folds guarding the entrance to her virginal 
vagina. She could feel soft ripples of electric pleasure quivering in her 
hardening nipples beneath her brassiere, and she sensed the muscles in her 
full firm thighs relax. She rose toward Johnson, stretching out one hand to 
obediently stroke the outline of the large protuberance that bulged along 
his left flank.


"Dammmmmmmn!" he groaned and pivoted his groin closer to her fingers that 
deftly pulled at his belt. He wiggled forward, his stomach heaving against 
her belly, so that the zipper of his slacks was within easy grasp. She 
gripped the metal clasp of his pants, and slid it down slowly. The large 
bulge of his underpants sprang out instantly, bulging with the obscene 
thrust of his eagerly throbbing cock.


Despite her revulsion, Jill Marlin moved her hands greedily inside the white 
clasp of the man's shorts, immediately gripping her hands I around the warm 
pulsating penis that seemed to leap up into the glove-fitting warmth of her 
hand. She squeezed, tentatively at first, and pulled with her other hand at 
the band of his underwear, tugging his shorts and slacks down till they 
clung to Johnson's knees. The entire long length of his thick blue-veined 
cock stood out only a few inches from her eyes, the head swollen angrily and 
it's skin stretched so tightly that it seemed to shine. Her whole reaction 
was inexplicable and incomparable to anything she'd ever felt before. Her 
closeness to his throbbing virility under the bright lights of the bedroom 
gave her a complete view of the thick rod of male flesh in sharp detail, 
making the experience of seeing her boy friend's cock in the dim light of 
her family living room last summer seem pale and inconsequential by 
comparison.


"Let's take off our clothes now, honey," Johnson said, kissing her hungrily 
again. "There's no use messing around any longer."


Without waiting for his aroused brunette secretary to respond, and with his 
cock still thrust into her virginal hand, Gary undid the remaining buttons 
on her dress and unclasped her brassiere, exposing her proud young breasts 
to his obscene gaze. He let the brassiere drop carelessly to the floor, 
still fastening his gaze on her goose-bumped little nipples.


The ceiling whirled above Jill's head until it was blotted out by Johnson's 
leering face moving over hers, his mocking eyes laughing at her glazed look 
of defeat and hopeless acceptance of her position. He kicked his pants to 
the floor and began a slow grinding motion with his pelvis against her 
nakedly upturned loins, rubbing the blunt head of his cock against her 
warmly moistened cuntal lips. The monstrous blood-engorged head traced a 
tantalizing hot path of hungering need up and down the length of her wetly 
glistening slit, probing gently against it until the moist pussy lips parted 
and the sensitive under ridge of his fleshy hardness fit snugly within her 
warm cuntal furrow.


He ground slowly and steadily against her, causing a warm glowing sensation 
that tingled salaciously from the bud of her quivering little clitoris down 
through the swollen vaginal lips and into her warmly dilating cuntal 
passage. The thought that she had already given in, that she had not shown 
much of a fight against the man who panted over her, raced through her mind, 
her resistance had been partially broken down earlier that evening by the 
alcohol and the lust-inciting view of the participants in the orgy, but she 
now realized that she had decided to do this even before she'd accompanied 
Johnson into the bedroom. She had known that his suggestion that they meet 
Wilbur Kinsby, the enigmatic publisher, had been a ruse to get her in 
here... and perhaps, even before that, last week at lunch with Gary Johnson, 
she'd been planning unconsciously to permit herself to be seduced by him.


As the pleasure continued to mount in electric spasms around the muscular 
man's patient probings at her warmly moist vaginal opening, she began to 
rationalize away the need for more struggle against him. Yes, she had known 
before she had even felt his thick pulsating penis through his trousers that 
she would give in. All she needed was some kind of spark to reignite the 
fire that had begun two months ago in her quiet Mid-western home when her 
boy friend had come to premature orgasm and covered her eagerly quivering 
thighs with his too-impatient sperm. But now the desire was more than a 
symbolic need to lose her virginity: It was real, alive with eager lust 
flames that licked furiously through her virginal loins. But still... her 
conscious mind fought against the torment of his hotly teasing probes, 
fighting against surrender to it, although knowing he was only moments away 
from total victory.


"Nooo, nooo, please," she groaned beneath the face that pressed obscenely 
against her tear-stained cheeks, her hips suddenly betraying her resisting 
unconscious mind. Her softly fleshed buttocks moved in small circles, hardly 
perceptible at first, but rotating in slight undulating rhythm to the 
sluicing motion of his cock that rummaged over her hotly palpitating groin. 
The hair on his legs played against the tender backs of the upraised columns 
of her thighs, expanding the lewdly exciting sensation that burned in her 
loins and seared the tingling nerve endings of her ripe young pussy.


Almost reverently then, she lifted her knees up and around the older man's 
strained calves. Her heels hooked behind his knees and with a low moan of 
animal hunger her arms snaked around his neck, pulling his lips wetly down 
against hers. He jammed his tongue into her mouth and she sucked voraciously 
on it, soft mewling sounds escaping through the warmly sucking juncture of 
her lips. She undulated her hungering pussy mound in a few impatient thrusts 
against his hot pulsating hardness, trying to draw it into her wetly waiting 
cunt at once.


"Ooooh," she pled below him, sucking up against his lips as his tongue took 
complete mastery of her mouth.


Johnson used the large rubbery head of his thick cock to part her softly 
curling pussy hairs, meeting only a slight resistance at the hot searing 
entrance to her passage. Pausing for a moment, he nuzzled his lust-swollen 
tip around in a throbbing semi-circle until her tight little cuntal mouth 
suddenly gave and his virile hardness sluiced warmly inside her virginal 
cunt.


"Aaaiiieee! God... stop, you're hurting me!" She jerked and screamed as he 
painfully ruptured at her seal and symbol of virginity, feeling her hymen 
ripping like tissue paper with his next merciless thrust through the tight 
passage. The sensation was sharp and more agonizing emotionally than she had 
expected the loss of her innocence to be... the vicious way her virginity 
was being taken from her did not match with her childhood vision of what had 
once been a cherished, almost religious moment of mutual ecstasy between her 
and her partner.


Her mind was split between revulsion and a kind of pleasurable wonder at the 
way his hotly throbbing cock felt as it wormed its way through the tight 
clasping folds of her painfully stretched cunt. Deep, deep he plunged in 
wildly jerking movements coming from the pit of his loins with a sudden 
animal-like fury that matched the gritting man's lust-contorted appearance. 
Jill groaned, her lips opening and closing spasmodically and her tongue 
running lightly over her pain-tightened lips.


"Ooooh, yessss," he moaned as his cum-filled balls slapped against her 
defenselessly upturned buttocks, her tight little pussy opening wetly for 
him as the impact of his thrust drove her trembling young thighs even wider 
apart.


The length and thickness of Johnson's huge throbbing cock was even greater 
than Jill had imagined when she had first plucked it from his shorts, and it 
seemed now to fill her vaginal cavity completely, brimming out at its base 
from her clinging pussy Ups and forcing her tightly fitting passage wider 
than she thought was humanly possible. She gurgled up at him, suddenly 
wanting to be fucked to the point of being hurt... a strange desire, she 
thought, for the first time doing it... she wanted to feel every ounce of 
her innocent womanhood being subjugated to the cruel impaling thrusts of the 
man she'd known for scarcely a week. It was as though in giving herself to 
him she was erasing a past that had always been an embarrassment to her. She 
wanted to leap into the future, to become a complete woman... and in a 
grotesque way she connected her defilement with a blind, mindless plunge 
into the forbidden pleasure that now awaited her as an adult. It was all an 
insane jumble in her mind, and she hardly cared at this point what motivated 
her to give herself like a whore to the gray-eyed man who fucked so 
thrillingly into the tight clasping portals of her femaledom.


Something had snapped inside her.


She found herself crooning lewd obscenities into Johnson's ear, at the same 
time feeling a delicious relief, as though the years of puritanical 
repression had damned up a flood of lewdness deep inside her. She murmured 
words like shit and fuck and cunt and others that she had made up herself 
from the wealth of slavish lust that had lain dormant for so many years 
beyond her facade of normalcy and middle-class respectability.


"Oh shit, fuck me you bastard, screw me, you fucking bastard," she screamed, 
deliberately digging her nails into his rhythmically pumping buttocks.


Johnson gloated above her, knowing that he had ignited her fire... and that 
he could put it out.


He pivoted up on his knees and elbows above her crazily thrashing body, 
permitting her tight little cunt to suck up and down the pulsating length of 
his rock-hard shaft at will.


"Oh yes, fuck me like that, do it, do it!" she repeated hoarsely, her voice 
rising an octave in delight.


Johnson slipped his hands under her quivering young ass-cheeks, cupping one 
in each hand. The shamelessly aroused secretary flexed and unflexed her 
buttocks beneath his fingers, and he jerked her harder up to his loins, 
feeling her pull her thighs back a little more, the moistly flowering 
opening of her pussy dilating and clasping around his racing cock with each 
cruel thrust and withdrawal he made into her.


Johnson was surprised at the hot responsiveness of the young virgin. She'd 
been resistant at first, but when the little bitch got going, there was no 
stopping her. From the first day she'd stepped into his office, he'd wanted 
to get into her hot little pants. As he squeezed and fondled the naked 
rounded globes, he recalled how Jill Marlin had looked on Monday with her 
miniskirt exposing her firm young thighs and the full points of her breasts 
dancing seductively as he had walked beside her down Lexington Avenue to the 
restaurant.


Slowly and methodically, he slid one hand toward the tight little aperture 
of her anus, resting his extended finger on the sweat- dampened flesh of her 
puckering anal opening. He felt her soft warm buttocks tense up beneath his 
hands when he poked at the moistly unprotected crevice and then felt her 
push back, voluntarily impaling herself on his outstretched finger. With a 
sudden stab he pushed into it, feeling the soft rubbery flesh yielding 
before his attack.


"Aaaaaggghhh!" she squealed up at him, wiggling her smoothly pumping 
ass-cheeks around in his cupping hands.


He thrust forward with his hips, driving his rock-hard cock deep in her 
wetly throbbing pussy and groaned in satisfaction as she came down hard with 
her buttocks, completing the outrageous attack against her defenseless 
rectum herself.


The lewdly grinning man had lodged his finger all the way up to the second 
knuckle within his new secretary's tiny rubbery anus. He wormed it around, 
curling the fingertip so that he could feel the ridge of his own cock 
through the thin membrane that separated the two passages. The defenseless 
young woman rotated her buttocks tentatively on the shaft, gasps of 
pain-pleasure bubbling from her lips as she jerked up and down with her 
hotly palpitating cunt on the thick fleshy stalk of his cock that continued 
fucking incessantly into her. The coinciding rhythms of the dual invasion 
pinioned her tightly so that each thrust and counterthrust of her wantonly 
writhing buttocks seemed to send her naked young torso into buffeting spasms 
of lust-incited fury, her long brunette hair spilling in a wild dark tangle 
over the pillow and her legs snaking lewdly around his gyrating thighs.


"Oooooh, yes, stick your finger up my ass like that, Gary, fuck me, yeeees, 
fuck me," she commanded in a voice that was almost incoherent with desire.


She moved one hand close between the hot convacity of their loins and pushed 
her fingers below until they came to rest on the sac of his sperm-inflated 
balls. They felt soft and velvety, and beneath their fleshy folds she could 
feel the contours of his testicles resting gently against the tips of her 
fingers. She squeezed lightly and ever so softly, caressing the delicate 
ridge between them and moving slowly upwards toward the base of his cock 
that sprang up from the thick coarse hair of his loins like a hammer handle. 
She could feel his own hand with its finger in her anus barely a half inch 
from where her own fingers rested and from moment to moment the two hands 
brushed each other as they continued their erotic pillaging of one another's 
secret parts.


"Jeeesssssus," the older man moaned when she reached down again and gripped 
the balloon-like sac of his testicles more firmly in her hand. He increased 
the strength of his thrusts, driven on by her gentle ministrations, ramming 
the entire length of his pile-driving cock all the way into the deepest 
hidden recesses of her cunt. She could feel the blunt rubbery head strike 
against her cervix as it completed its long smooth stroke. He pulled his 
lust-hardened cock out more slowly than he had driven it in, and the soft 
moist ridges of her pussy gripped his hardness as though reluctant to let it 
go.


"Oooooh, God, oh so good, so goooood," she groaned as though in anguish, her 
fiery vaginal depths hot and moistening rapidly in her pleasure, while the 
rubbery channel of her rectum was filled now with two of his fingers that 
continued fucking her from behind.


Johnson pulled back his head so that he could watch the voluptuous 
small-framed girl's face. It was something her boss couldn't miss, the 
sudden humiliating surrender of her whole being to him who had tom her 
virginity from her in a forced rape-seduction she'd been powerless to fight 
against. A few short hours ago she'd been as pure and virginal as the snow 
that probably covered her small Mid-western hometown at Christmas time, and 
now she was writhing and twisting like a mindless whore beneath him, unable 
to control at all her wild desire to be fucked by his hotly plunging cock 
and sodomized by his fingers. Yes, it was lewd, it was depraved, and he 
couldn't help feeling a strange sense of vengeful power sweep over him. The 
feeling was intensified when he thought of how he would be able to 
manipulate the girl after he was through with her for the night. The power 
that he had lost over Randi, who had now grown too goddamn sophisticated for 
him and had taken up with Sam Borden, was his once more, and it made what he 
was doing to this naive girl trembling in the throes of near-orgasm seem all 
the more delicious and brutally satisfying.


"Oooh, oh, deeper, harder, fuck me, fuck me," she begged, gasping as though 
she were close to death. Wet smacking sounds reverberated through the 
luxuriously furnished bedroom, echoing back to Jill's consciousness as 
though she were confronting the horrified vision of her second self. In a 
dim part of her mind she was aware of the complete depravity of the scene. 
She knew that in the next room people were doing lewd obscene things to each 
other... knew also that giving herself to Gary Johnson was equivalent to 
whoring her body in order to save her job, even though that job wasn't as 
important as the act which would temporarily salvage it. As she peered up 
into Johnson's face, it seemed as though the portrait of Wilbur Kinsby 
hanging from the wall winked at her. She turned her face away from it, 
feeling more naked than she actually was, and gave herself completely to the 
man who fucked into her like a wild stallion.


Her sensual young body was slick with moisture. The area above her eagerly 
quivering breasts was wet with perspiration, and the sloping area of her 
pussy mound was hot with the mingled lust-juices that seemed to spill out in 
an unending flow from her moistly dilating vagina. With each loud slap of 
his balls on the wet crevice of her ass she could feel more of her excited 
secretions pulse out, combining into a sense-picture in her mind with every 
lewd detail of his obscene pummeling body: The double shaft of his two 
fingers worming inside her tightly stretched rectum merged also with the 
incessant jerking of his hotly growing cock until the two skewering shafts 
became one impaling sword up on which she writhed like a stuck squealing 
pig.


"Oh shit, Gary, do it! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she chanted into his 
lust-contorted face. She was nearing orgasm and swung her thighs up higher 
and wound them around his back, waving her wantonly writhing buttocks in 
uncontrolled abandon from side to side and spiraling her cunt up and down 
crazily on his thick ramming cock.


"I'm cumming, I'm cumming," she suddenly cried, locking her ankles in a 
death grip high up on his laboring back. Her nakedly convulsing body shook 
and arched high as she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled Johnson's 
face close to her own.


She felt the muscles of her groin expand and contract, her hotly pulsating 
cuntal lips grasping around his hard-driving cock as a hot flood of orgasmic 
fluid flowed down the wide-split crevice of her ass to inundate his 
sperm-filled balls and his fingers thrust into her frantically puckering 
anus.


The wildness of the naked young brunette's orgasm started an aching pressure 
in Johnson's loins, and suddenly he felt his cum-filled balls explode. He 
pulled his fingers from her rectum and dug his hands into the soft flesh of 
her wildly rotating buttocks and drew her nakedly thrashing body up in 
mid-air as great gasps of passion began spewing from his own throat.


"Oh, Christ, oh!" his voice cracked, and his lips contorted and face flushed 
as his climax ripped through him. His strokes increased to their peak of 
fury; his pelvis smacked like a flat board against her eagerly upthrust 
belly as the first spurt of his geysering hot cum shot out from the head of 
his cock and exploded deep down into the liquid depths of her vanquished 
pussy.


The two of them pulled slowly away from each other. Moments later, their 
limbs still entwined, Jill finally became aware of where she was and 
suddenly she felt the full weight of her lewdly abandoned actions upon her. 
She stood up from the large double bed and began gathering her clothing that 
had been strewn carelessly onto the floor.


"You did just fine, honey," Gary Johnson looked languidly across at the girl 
whose voluptuous profile reflected back at him from a mirror over the 
bureau.


"You think so?" she dropped her eyes coldly onto his flushed body lying 
outstretched on the bed.


There was a strange new quality in her voice that Johnson hadn't noticed 
before, and he drew himself up against the headboard of the bed.


"I'm glad." She spun around, her large melony breasts quivering as she 
dipped to the floor to pick up her panties that had slipped from her hands. 
"I think Mr. Kinsby approves as well." She gazed at the large portrait 
hanging above the bed.


Gary Johnson was unable to see the small droplets of tears forming on Jill's 
brimming eyelids, nor from his perspective across the room could he make out 
her sudden rash of goose-pimples that rushed around the fully ripened orbs 
of her breasts and shot down the smooth naked length of her back into her 
violated loins.


CHAPTER FIVE


Through the last days of September and early October Jill Marlin worked late 
each day at Femme Magazine, typing additional manuscripts and editing extra 
copy. There was no earthly reason she had to do this, but it made her day 
pass quickly and helped her forget her troubles.


On weekends she'd leave the apartment early in the morning and spend most of 
her day exploring New York. The long walks up and down the criss-crossing 
avenues and side streets were inevitably accompanied by thoughts the pretty 
young brunette had tried to escape by leaving the apartment. Had she been a 
terrible fool in letting Gary Johnson make love to her that fateful night at 
the company party? During the three weeks since it had happened she'd 
managed to establish a rather cool and distant relationship with the senior 
editor and his staff, and it almost seemed as though Gary had forgotten the 
incident.


It was doubtful that he'd given the encounter much importance, Jill thought; 
he was probably used to things of that order happening to him, but to her 
the obscene act of submission and her subsequent pleasure that had been 
impossible to conceal represented a dramatic turning point in her life. She 
had changed incalculably, and had grown somewhat bitter. She supposed, in 
the long run, the long-awaited surrender of her virginity was a good thing, 
though she wished it could have happened in a gentler, more loving manner. 
In subtle ways the reactions of people around her had changed too. The 
following week after the party Randi and Sam had avoided her glances, and 
she guessed that they had known she'd given herself to her boss, if not 
through supposition then by hearing it from Gary himself.


Now, as she entered Central Park, the autumn sunlight filtering through the 
red and gold colored leaves and the relative quiet of the afternoon 
transformed the disturbing quality of her thoughts into tranquil musings. 
Leaving the apartment this morning, she'd seen Randi standing in her robe 
with a cigarette and a cup of coffee, peering abstractly out the window. The 
voluptuous blonde, seeing Jill, had hunched up her shoulders as though a 
sudden draft had blown across the room. The gesture seemed to shun Jill, to 
brand her as an outcast, but then her roommate had said in her soft melodic 
voice, "Why don't we have lunch in the park this afternoon. Around two 
o'clock. I've something important to talk to you about."


There had been a strange tone to the girl's short, clipped phrase which had 
steeled the petite dark-haired young woman, perhaps unnecessarily, to their 
meeting which was to take place in a few minutes here at the shaded juncture 
of two paths and a row of hedges that gave onto the edge of the park. Jill 
didn't know why the two of them couldn't talk about whatever Randi had in 
mind in the apartment, but the older girl liked little intrigues and 
frequently played a guessing game.


There was one thing Jill had tried to force out of her mind that had 
occurred a few nights after that party, and maybe the meeting of today had 
something to do with this. On Monday night of the following week, Randi had 
complained of a backache and a splitting migraine, and had asked Jill to 
give her a back-rub. It seemed, at the time, a reasonable enough request, 
and the small-framed girl had come alongside Randi on her large double bed 
and begun rubbing and kneading at the firm smoothness of the blonde's 
nakedly exposed back, massaging the taut contours of flesh along her 
rib-cage on down to the tapering narrowness of her voluptuous roommate's 
waist.


Lighting a cigarette, Jill now recalled how warm Randi's smoothly arching 
back had felt, and remembered how the girl's well-proportioned body had 
begun undulating to the tender ministrations of her working fingers. "God, 
Jill, that really feels good," Randi had turned and smiled pleasurably. 
"Move your hand on down to my ass... yesssss, like that, just squeeze it a 
little and make it feel relaxed."


Jill, dressed in her flimsy white nightgown, had slid her hands down the 
naked white curve of Randi's warmly fleshed buttocks, squeezing and 
massaging the ripe full moons in her hands until a warm tingling sensation 
began to race uncontrollably through her own young body.


"That's enough," Randy had suddenly turned over, facing her. Jill's eyes 
tried to avoid the gently uplifting spheres of her roommate's large 
pink-nippled breasts, but the gesture of shyness called attention to itself. 
"Let me do it to you, honey," Randi had said. "There's nothing to be afraid 
of. We're not lesbians!"


Jill had laughed nervously, feeling her own body commanding her to submit to 
the same thing she'd been doing to Randi. She'd pulled off her transparent 
negligee, dropping it at the foot of the bed and lay face-down beside the 
blonde. She had felt a warning shudder pass through her at the girl's touch, 
but soon relaxed as her soothing hands began coursing with tender erotic 
strokes over the smooth upstanding ridges of her spine, down -- as her own 
hands had coursed -- to the firm raised cheeks of her ass.


"Mmmmmm," Jill had sighed, feeling the relief her girl friend had promised.


Soon the sensations of relaxation were changing perceptibly into gently 
building little tingles of pleasure. Unconsciously, Jill had rubbed the 
silken hair-covered mound of her hungering young pussy into the mattress as 
the magic hands had continued to move up and down the small of her back and 
over the firmly rounded curvatures of her buttocks. She had known, she 
recalled now, that what they were doing was going past the stage of physical 
therapy and entering the limbo of sensuality beyond which there was the 
deliciously forbidden promise of sexual pleasure. Yet she permitted Randi's 
hands to continue on in teasingly insistent strokes over the lush nakedness 
of her buttocks and down for an obscenely threatening moment over the sleek, 
hairless flesh of her inner thighs. Jill had shifted onto her side, and 
suddenly Randi's hand stroked up her back and across her arm to the full 
quivering mound of her left breast, pausing to taunt her warmly tingling 
nipple into hardness with a knowing feminine touch. Then she trailed down 
her ribs tantalizingly as Jill shifted her position until they were facing 
each other.


In overwhelming disbelief, Jill had stared wide-eyed at the voluptuously 
curving body of the girl whose intimate touches were exciting beyond 
anything she believed at that moment a man could offer her... experienced 
touches, educated by a woman's intuition, and informed by a feminine desire 
to have those soft lewd caresses reciprocated in kind.


"Maybe we should stop," Jill had protested while Randi's lushly naked body 
seemed to tremble as it pressed with a salacious and provocative tightness 
against her own.


"We're not doing anything wrong!" Randi had chided softly, her lips parting 
only to emit the words, then moistening from a suggestive swirl of her 
tongue that seemed a lewd invitation to kiss her openly on the mouth. But 
Jill didn't; she had risen from the bed, her confidence in herself badly 
shaken, and had trudged silently down the hall to her own bedroom.


Nothing had been said about the incident, but Jill knew there was a residue 
of feeling about what had occurred that lingered erotically between the two 
of them. Now she looked at her watch and saw that it was after two, and 
Randi still hadn't shown up. She sat back against the park bench, letting a 
cool breeze through the foliage flow caressingly against her back. Her 
thoughts of Randi and her friendship with the girl slowly merged with vague 
questions in her mind about what she planned to do with her job; but as 
always she couldn't bring herself to confront the problem. She knew she had 
to make a decision soon, yet as the days slipped by she had postponed it, as 
though the very act of thinking about it would bring back the painful 
recollection of her lewd shameful submission to Gary Johnson.


Speaking of Gary Johnson, Jill's eyes and mind slipped from abstraction into 
the reality of a man's tall form walking down the path beneath the trees 
toward her. It was the senior editor of the magazine and he was alone. 
Jill's mind suddenly became a jumble of unanswered questions. She felt her 
stomach tighten and her long tapering legs tremble in a premonition that 
also registered in a sudden quickening of her heartbeat.


"I know you've been expecting Randi," Johnson said as he approached her.


"You caught me thinking about you," Jill looked up at his handsome 
sun-covered face.


"That must have been exciting." He dropped down on the wooden park bench 
beside her.


"Not really, just confusing. Probably just coincidental," she said.


"Randi couldn't come. I was at the apartment while Sam and she were there, 
and couldn't help overhearing her talking to Sam," he said.


"Just what is all this about?"


"I warned Randi if she bothered you about anything I'd have her job. I know 
I pushed you a little too far at the company party, and I figured you'd had 
it."


"To tell you the truth, I have," she said, turning toward him, "but what 
does this have to do with you being here and Randi not showing up.


"I happened to eavesdrop on an interesting conversation... Randi and Sam 
knew about us... the two of them got wind about what we were doing at 
Kinsby's party, and Randi's threatening to tell the boss about it."


"Surely what we did was no worse than what was going on in the next room," 
Jill said, recalling the scene in the large orgiastic chamber adjoining the 
bedroom they'd gone into that night.


"Yeah, but there are company rules about stuff like that." He paused and lit 
a cigarette. "Anything goes at Kinsby's brawls as long as everybody is 
properly initiated into the club. Everybody's got to be willing to 
participate."


"I can hardly say I was willing," she said, and then in a faltering tone 
added, "I suppose she's got some kind of little scheme worked out."


"Exactly," he said with an uneasy shift of his weight closer to her. "But 
there's nothing much she can do now. I've got her in a position where she'd 
be crazy if she said anything to Kinsby. Absolutely crazy."


"You mean her job? What difference would it make if he knew?" she said 
rather angrily, resenting the fact that she'd bothered to stay on at the 
magazine after the night of the party.


"I hope Kinsby trusts my word over Randi's. That's the only thing I can hope 
for."


Jill stood up. "I think I'll go home. This whole thing leaves a sour taste 
in my mouth."


"Mine, too." He rose from the bench. "Mind if I walk you back to the 
apartment?"


CHAPTER SIX


Sam and Randi had hidden themselves in the bathroom when they heard Jill and 
her boss' voices out in the hall. Randi, grappling for the light switch in 
the dark, bumped awkwardly against the short thickly built man, and he 
stepped on her right foot. There was a loud smack as the girl lost her 
balance and fell crashing against the side of the tub.


"Damnit, Sam, how can you be so clumsy?" she raised her voice painfully at 
him through the darkness.


He helped the girl up off the floor. "Better leave the light off. We want to 
get some good pictures of this. It would destroy everything if the girl sees 
us," he whispered.


"I wonder if Gary knows what he's doing. It's going to be hard getting her 
going the way she was at Kinsby's again."


"I wouldn't worry about it," Sam Borden lowered his voice. "Let's just hope 
we don't mess up."


Randi sat down on the edge of the tub, making out the dim silhouette of the 
man standing by the sink. "It depends on a lot of things," she said, trying 
to make herself comfortable on the porcelain-topped siding of the bath. 
"Open the door a crack and see what they're doing."


Sam slipped the door gently from the jamb, and gradually wedged it open 
until a centimeter of light shone into the bathroom. Then he closed it 
again. "He's making her a drink."


"I wonder how many it's going to take?" Randi said with exasperation.


"If you hadn't been so goddamned left-handed at the party we might have 
gotten the pictures then," Sam sighed, and crouched down on the floor.


"It was you who got plastered, if I recall," Randi hissed across at him.


"Honey," he reached across the narrow tiled floor and patted her leg, "you 
can't take pictures without film. You were the one who forgot to load the 
fucking camera."


"Open the door and see what they're doing," Randi said.


A crack of light shot into the room and then it was dark again. "He must 
have made a pass at her," Sam turned to the girl sitting on the edge of the 
tub. "She's crying. He's doing okay, though. They're on the couch. Gary's 
got his arm around her and he's kissing her neck."


"How delightful," Randi said. "Has he got her blouse off yet?"


"Christ!" He inched the door open wider. "He's running his goddamn hand over 
her tits and she's not doing anything."


"Does she like it?" Randi asked anxiously. "Like I said, she's not doing 
anything. But she looks excited. She's got this funny habit of trying to 
pull away from him, but each time she does it, he pushes down against her on 
the sofa." Randi could hear a low moaning sound coming through the door. 
"What's happening now?"


"He just kissed her." Sam turned to her in the darkness and then peered 
through the crack. "Now she's kissing him back. It's definitely not rape 
this time. Man, this would make a great movie!"


"With you as star producer and director!" Randi laughed quietly.


"You're wrong, baby." Sam didn't turn from the door. "Wilbur Kinsby's the 
impresario of this production."


"I hope he's dam well satisfied with the work we do for him," Randi said.


"Now he's taking off her blouse," Sam said hoarsely. "He's got it off and 
he's unsnapped her brassiere, he paused and swallowed. "Christ, what a pair 
of knockers she's got. Man, would I like to get my hands on those!"


"Hold your horses," Randy said softly. "What's happening now?"


"He's licking and sucking her tits."


Randi felt a tingling warmth rush feather-like through her loins. She could 
imagine her brunette roommate's full sensuous breasts cupped warmly in Gary 
Johnson's hands, could almost feel the way the chief editor's fingers felt 
coursing over the nakedly full mounds. She raised her hands to her own 
lushly ripe breasts and squeezed one of her nipples through her sweater with 
thumb and forefinger. "What's happening now?" she asked excitedly.


"Jesus!" Sam leaned closer against the door. "What's happening?"


"He's still sucking her tits."


"Does she like it?"


"Well, she's not too disturbed about it. Gary's got a hard-on that won't 
quit. You can see it through his pants."


"God, I've got to see!" Randi stood from the tub and came alongside her boy 
friend.


Randi's eyes took time adjusting to the sudden glare coming from the crack, 
but gradually her eyes focused on the nakedly rounded mounds of Jill's 
breasts that seemed to be shimmering in and out of the older man's hands. It 
was extraordinary, but the girl's hand had slipped down to Gary's thigh, and 
she was running her palm softly up and down his straining pants' leg.


"Incredible!" Sam whistled beneath his breath.


"Like magic," Randi said. "Should I get the camera?"


"No, wait. There's more yet."


If Jill had given in almost willingly this time, it was because she'd begun 
to feel, during the brief hour she'd spent with Gary this afternoon, an 
inexplicable attachment to the man. After surrendering her virginity to him, 
she had an insatiable need to feel wanted and not shunned by him, and now 
that he'd told her of Randi and Sam's blackmailing scheme, in a vague, 
undefined way she felt a sense of solidarity with Gary Johnson that each of 
his warm caresses was transforming into the burgeoning physically charged 
sensation of lust. There was no fear this time when he'd removed her blouse 
and brassiere and begun sucking and kneading her quiveringly aroused 
breasts, nor did she freeze as she'd done before when he asked her to reach 
down and touch his stiffly throbbing cock.


They peeled off their clothes from their bodies quickly, leaving Gary in his 
shorts and Jill dressed only in her seductively sheer white panties. The 
young brunette's hands trailed down his chest and, as she looked over his 
large muscular torso reclining below her full-length on the couch, she 
experienced a sudden overwhelming sense of joy, knowing this time she 
needn't struggle from him, that now she would be the one to do things to him 
while he lay back lewdly to receive her.


"Christ, your hands feel good," he grinned warmly up at the lust-incited 
girl seated beside him on the couch.


"And your body feels delicious, too!" she said, circling her fingers over 
the slight paunch of his otherwise muscularly taut stomach. Her hands came 
down to the waistband of his underpants and with a deft delicate thrust of 
her thumbs beneath the tight elastic clasp she tugged them slowly down, 
pushing one hand beneath his buttocks to pull the shorts all the way to his 
knees.


He kicked them onto the floor.


"Now it's my turn," she said with a little grin, "to rape you!"


"Jesus, you've changed. What prompted this?" he groaned as she trailed her 
lips across the sensitive skin of his stomach while her hands suddenly 
reached and clasped tightly around his lust-stiffened shaft of cock, then 
scraped lightly down its entire length, causing its head to rear up in a 
flicking movement.


"I've been thinking. I have nothing to lose now that we've already... 
fucked," she said bravely and began stroking him up and down in a slow 
tormenting movement that caused his cock to begin pulsating painfully in 
eagerness.


The voluptuous brunette rose up on her knees on the edge of the living room 
couch and hovered nakedly over him on all fours, her face a few scant inches 
from the massively throbbing head of his penis. She held it tightly between 
both hands, stroking it between the flat of her palms in a teasing up and 
down motion that caused his loins to undulate in time to the maddening 
rhythm.


"When you make a decision, you really go all out," he gasped as she 
continued to stroke wantonly up and down on his impatiently pulsing penis.


"I'm a little uncomfortable hanging on the edge of the couch like this," she 
murmured down at him. "Why don't we get down on the floor?"


She pried up his buttocks and quickly he pushed off the cushions, 
half-falling and half-spilling from the couch. She came down beside him, but 
not before she had peeled her flimsy little panties down over her thighs and 
dropped them on top of the pile of his clothes on the lush-carpeted floor. 
Then she resumed her kneeling position above his loins.


A moment later, her head dropped slowly toward his eagerly pulsing hardness. 
Suddenly Jill's tongue flicked forward, the tip boring teasingly into the 
tiny glans opening at the end.


Gary sucked in his breath as he felt the searing contact of her wetly parted 
lips slowly embrace his entire lust-swollen cock-head. Tingling chills ran 
down the back of his spine, and he groaned, thrusting his hips slightly 
upward. She moved her warmly salivating mouth further down, and he could 
feel her lips tightening like an elastic band just below the head, trapping 
it completely inside the warm wet cavern of her mouth.


"Christ, where in the hell did you learn that?" he moaned, raising his neck 
so that he could see her devilishly pretty face working over his hardness. 
The view of her cheeks puffed out over the upper length of his long fleshy 
staff increased the delicious sucking sensation a thousandfold. He groaned 
at the sight of her sucking so hungrily on his cock, her lips ovalling wetly 
over his trunk-like shaft and her cheeks bulging from the size of his 
blood-inflated head.


She massaged the soft resilient flesh of his testicles with one hand and 
stroked the base of his cock between thumb and forefinger with the other as 
she began to suck and bob her head rhythmically up and down. He could feel 
her tongue twirling maddeningly at the apex of the withdrawal, then swirl 
and flutter beneath the heart-shaped curve of the head as she sucked in on 
the withdrawal. He tightened and flexed his buttocks, his head raised, 
watching the black silkiness of her hair rise and fall softly on his belly 
while she bobbed her head up and down below him.


The building pleasure of her soft warm mouth working slavishly below and the 
constant fondling of his cum-filled balls sent a churning swirl of heat 
boiling through his lower extremities -- a heat that found its utmost 
intensity just below the hotly throbbing head of his cock.


Jill could feel his reaction and began to suck his massive thickness a 
little harder, the tips of her teeth digging gently into the rubbery 
resisting flesh, leaving small white trails where they had scraped the blood 
from beneath the surface of the skin. She put her whole self into her 
sucking, loving every inch of his long thick hardness. And this is the first 
time I've ever done it, she thought, yet it seems so natural, as if I'd 
sucked on him before. How did it happen? What makes it so easy for me to 
draw my lips around his wonderfully warm penis and suck and suck and suck... 
Her thoughts trailed off as she moved from her position next to his 
straining thigh without disengaging her tightly compressed lips from his 
cock and subserviently kneeled on all fours between his open legs, 
instinctively sensing that he enjoyed watching her mouth as it slid up and 
down over his wetly glistening penis. Then she pressed in more closely to 
his thighs, playing with her fingers beneath the velvety sac of his 
testicles just below the soft skin of his anus, sucking rapidly up and down 
at the same time.


"Ohhhh, yeah, baby suck, shit, suck my cock!" he grunted as the voluptuous 
brunette continued her lewd sucking below him, her body beginning to glisten 
from the tiny droplets of sexually excited sweat forming over her skin. He 
dropped his head to the pillow, groaning deeply, and tried to blot out the 
fact that in a moment Randi and Sam would be in the room, snapping pictures. 
He wanted to have a go at this achingly pretty brunette at least one more 
time without it being interrupted. But he didn't feel sorry for what would 
happen to her in a few short minutes. He was out for himself, and if the 
nefarious Wilbur Kinsby wanted the photographs for his own depraved ends, 
well, he'd damn well get them...


"Un hunh, suck it, come on, baby, suck my cock," he hissed, half at the girl 
above him and half at the image he had in his mind of Sam and Randi, who 
were probably excited beyond control by watching from the bathroom as the 
naked girl worked her virginal young mouth over his painfully throbbing 
cock. Within his balls he felt a pressure and tightness that responded to 
the moistly clasping warmness of her expanding and contracting cheeks. His 
penis felt as if it would explode any moment like the bursting of a giant 
lead-filled balloon; it stiffened achingly with each successive stroke of 
her talented lips, and he shoved his loins hard up against her contorted 
face, hearing her protesting gurgle that went unheeded in his quest for the 
final end of this torture that was building and shrieking for its spasmodic 
release from his semen-inflated testicles.


And then it came!


His wildly throbbing penis began a sudden jerking motion and spewed with a 
vengeance the hot jets of cum deep into her greedily gulping throat. Jill 
groaned as she continued sucking, and her Adam's apple bobbed in rapid 
rhythm, voraciously swallowing the hot gushing sperm squirting into her 
mouth. She pursed her lips in a tight elastic ring around the jerking shaft, 
swirling her tongue around the pulsating head as he kept up his powerful 
ejaculation.


"Fuck... damnit, keep on sucking," he coughed as he clamped his hands on her 
face, ramming his thick exploding cock convulsively farther, deeper and 
deeper until he felt its hotly erupting head touch the very back of her 
dilating throat.


Jill didn't see the flash of the Polaroid camera as she brought Gary Johnson 
to his wildly orgasming climax. Her mind was fixed only on bringing pleasure 
to the sweat-soaked thrashing male body beneath her on the carpet as Sam and 
Randi entered the living room.


Sam aimed the camera from behind the couch at an oblique angle, catching her 
face midway down the wildly jerking shaft. In another instant he was beside 
her, snapping away, and reinserting new flashbulbs into the expensive land 
camera. All told, he'd gotten about ten shots of her -- most of them good, 
he thought -- before the gradually deflating shaft slipped from Jill's 
mouth. As she continued licking and sucking on the moist rubbery penis, 
Randi came up beside Sam.


"Let's do it this way, Sam," she said, planting her hand firmly on his erect 
cock beneath his pants. "I'm really turned on!"


Borden needed no urging. He dropped his shirt to the floor and then pulled 
down his slacks, exposing the monstrous fleshy shaft of his cock which he 
began jerking lewdly back and forth in his clasping hand.


Jill turned languidly from her chestnut-haired boss and swayed back, gasping 
as she saw Sam. "You!" she exclaimed, looking from the short stocky man to 
Randi and back to Johnson lying on the floor.


"Just relax," Randi commanded, pulling off her sweater to reveal the nakedly 
quivering mounds of her breasts to Jill's startled gaze. "We're going to 
fuck together. Won't that be fun!"


Jill scrambled to her feet, but without waiting a moment longer Sam Borden 
was upon her. The short stocky man thrust her voluptuous young body to the 
floor, pushing down on her shoulder so that she lay out directly in front of 
Johnson.


"It was all made up," Jill shrieked at Johnson. "You rotten bastard! You 
planned all this! You don't even like me! You just want to use me!"


"It's time we put some sense into you," Randi crouched down nakedly on the 
carpet just above her head. The provocatively sexy blonde stroked Jill's 
long flowing hair, making soft cooing noises. "Remember when I gave you that 
back rub? Didn't it feel good? Remember, honey?"


"Get away from me! All of you, get out!" Jill screamed, thrashing back and 
kicking her long tapering legs up at Johnson who jumped to his feet.


"This is my house, and I dare you to tell me to leave," Randi looked 
furiously down at her.


Desperately, Jill struggled against Borden's hands now pressing into the 
sloping area above her breasts and her smooth sloping shoulders. Her heart 
pounded in anger and humiliation, realizing suddenly that Randi and the 
short stocky man had watched her sucking on Johnson's cock.


"Move her onto her side, I want to do this up back," Borden said, sliding 
down beside the struggling Jill as Randi knelt next to the frightened 
brunette and tipped Jill onto her side. The brunette secretary kicked and 
writhed her body helplessly, but the obscene strength of the young woman and 
two men were too much for her.


Through her daze, she felt Borden's fingers sink into the softly curving 
flesh of her buttocks and draw her quivering ass-cheeks apart. She tried to 
keep them tightly clenched together, but she wasn't able to as he applied 
the full force of his strength. Her legs fell open and she shivered as a 
cool rush of air coursed over the delicately sweating crevice of her exposed 
and vulnerable behind.


The wildly trembling young secretary could hear him suck in his breath as 
the tiny puckered ring of her defenseless little anus came into view, and 
she flexed tightly at the inner sinews of her rear passage in a desperate 
effort to prevent the cruel penetration she knew was coming. Her whole body 
stiffened as Sam's hand sank directly into the crevice and his outstretched 
middle finger began probing gently at the fearfully puckering anal opening.


She jumped as the finger mercilessly pushed forward and sank with a sharp 
rasping pain as far as the first knuckle. The short stocky man didn't stop 
there, and without giving her a moment to adjust to the strange unnatural 
presence shoved the finger steadily deeper to the second knuckle.


His nail caught in the soft rubbery flesh lining of the tightly resisting 
walls, sending a momentary harshly biting pain through her. She groaned and 
slithered from her side onto her stomach a few inches up the carpet toward 
Randi. But the effort to escape was useless.


"Oh, don't, please don't. You're hurting me," she moaned hoarsely.


"Sorry about this, baby," she heard Gary Johnson's voice coming from the 
couch. Looking up from her prone position, she could see him sitting on the 
edge of the long divan, signs of a new erection stiffening his long thick 
cock that he held lewdly in one of his hands.


Tears of shame and humiliation began to stream down her cheeks as she 
realized that she was about to be obscenely sodomized by this man she barely 
knew. Added to what she had just done to Gary -- naively thinking that 
sucking his penis was a gesture of affection and tenderness between them 
when all it meant to the older man was a means to this depraved end -- the 
young brunette felt suddenly whorish. The last shreds of her virtue were 
about to be expunged from her... there would be nothing left to retain of 
her former self except memories... memories that were now as indistinct as 
the murmuring sound of traffic coming from several floors below on the 
street.


The knowledge that she had willingly gotten into this situation had now 
weakened Jill's resistance to the point where she found it impossible to 
keep struggling. Her body was growing delirious, and her strength was 
draining fast. There was a solution, but she had avoided it in the first 
startling moments, and that was to give in. To let the three of them do what 
they wished... and to drink in the final dregs of her degradation. Above her 
Jill could see Randi, kneeling a few inches from her face, running an 
extended middle finger up and down the exposed, pinkly glistening slit of 
her own vagina as the blonde watched Borden fondle and prod lasciviously at 
Jill's frantically quivering buttocks. The sight repulsed and fascinated the 
girl... she unconsciously let the whole of her backside go limp, a separate 
sinister part of her mind urging her to let herself be used as Borden 
desired.


She steeled herself to avoid pain. This was the ultimate in humiliation, she 
sobbed, feeling the short stocky man's fingers digging cruelly into her rear 
passage, widening and expanding it mercilessly as he twisted and turned the 
two thick fingers in the tight narrow hole preparing it for his coming 
assault. A slight "swooshing" sound of air accompanied the withdrawal and 
increased the feeling of utter shame and degradation. She allowed Borden to 
force her legs wide with his knees, but flushed deeply as she imagined the 
leering expressions flickering over the hard cruel faces of the two men and 
the woman hovering around her while they peered at her nakedly defenseless 
little anus that Borden would violate brutally in the next few minutes. She 
jerked again when he leaned forward to drop a large drop of spittle from his 
lips to moisten and lubricate his entry.


"Kneel up!" he suddenly commanded in a crude harsh voice, totally confident 
of his obscene power over her.


As he had expected, she complied without hesitation, jerking her hips up to 
a kneeling position, causing her ripely swaying breasts to dance beneath her 
naked torso. Her buttocks were high in the air, completely defenseless 
against the obscene anal assault about to begin. Her tightly clenched anus 
puckered in fear and helplessness.


Sam knelt up behind her and placed his open hands on her cringing 
ass-cheeks, drawing them firmly apart. The length of his hot throbbing cock 
slid up and down the saliva-lubricated crevice, teasing her obscenely, and 
his penis seemed to grow to even greater size from the lewd contact. He 
levered himself up on his arms and pressed slightly with his hips for a 
moment, nudging his rock-hard cock straight into the little opening between 
her tightly clenched buttocks. It was so huge! She could never take that up 
inside her rectum without ripping her belly in half! Before she could jerk 
away the short stocky man's hands dug quickly into her shoulders, pressing 
them hard and flat down against the carpet. She could feel his hairy thighs 
pressing closer, and the probing of his enormous heatedly searching cock 
into her moist puckered anus increased. It felt soft and rubbery at first, 
and then it grew into a hard unresisting bluntness like a wedge being shoved 
into her tiny opening. A deep soul-shattering moan escaped from her 
agony-whitened lips at the deep searing pain as the tightly resisting nether 
ring gave before the unyielding pressure and the round head of his cock 
popped inside with a jerk.


"Aaaaaaaagh," Jill groaned piteously.


It was too big... it was just too much! The enormous blunt invasion of his 
cock pressed steadily forward, and great waves of pain rippled outward from 
it through every fiber of her being. She groaned in anguish as he thrust 
cruelly onward, filling her backside with his rapidly expanding thickness. 
Time became meaningless and the captive young brunette seemed to be caught 
in an eternity of excruciating agony. Jill was afraid to move for fear of 
bringing more pain to it, and her head bent in tearful submission. Her eyes 
widened as his constantly pressing hardness increased the torture until 
suddenly she felt the coarse hair of his loins smack heavily into the 
softness of her cruelly stretched buttocks. The giant trembling shaft was 
buried to the hilt!


Johnson, muttering obscenities under his breath, suddenly jumped up. "Turn 
her over, goddamn it!" he fairly shouted, standing away from the couch 
beside Randi, who was still kneeling lewdly on the carpet in front of Jill's 
head.


The brunette groaned as Sam's stone-hard cock nudged against the farthest 
depths of her stretched anal hole, securing her firmly. Then his hand opened 
under her pain-tautened abdomen and pulling, he dragged her backwards. She 
came to rest, lewdly splayed out with her back against his stomach, her 
squirming young buttocks on his massively throbbing cock like a pig on a 
giant roasting spit.


Johnson fell onto her defenselessly trapped body immediately. He positioned 
himself between her wide-stretched legs and shoved them harshly even further 
apart. In the next second, he had his huge, impatiently pulsating penis in 
his hand, and, skinning back the thick foreskin, guided it directly into the 
tight clasping channel of her moistly lubricated pussy.


"Nooooo," she groaned. "You're hurting me!" Her protests ended in a gurgle 
as the grey-eyed man viciously rammed forward with one mighty thrust that 
buried his long hardness deep up into the quivering depths of her belly, 
joining Sam's cock sunk to the hilt in her rectum. She could feel the 
enormous shafts throbbing side by side with only a thin membrane separating 
them. And then, as if by some secret signal, they began fucking into her, 
thrusting up with long hard lunges that threatened to tear her apart. They 
fell into a mutual rhythm, buffeting her cock-stuffed body between them as 
though she were a rag doll. She grunted in pain and tried to tear herself 
from between them, but her muffled groans and whimpers seemed merely to 
incite them to smack their naked bodies against her with rapidly increasing 
force. The impaled young brunette could feel Johnson's cock pulling tiny 
ridges of her clasping vaginal flesh out with the base of his cock as he 
withdrew for another vicious lunge inside, and the same was true of Borden's 
heatedly pulsating penis thrusting in and out of her rectum.


She screamed and then groaned again, no longer caring about anything except 
to end the pain. But the sound echoed through the room unheeded, until she 
realized that no one was going to help her, and then her piteous pleas 
diminished to a single low whine. There was no one in the world; all that 
existed was the excruciating torture of her anus from the cock behind and 
the large muscularly built man's cruel thrusts from above that shoved her 
even harder down on the invading hot poker of flesh below.


She quieted momentarily when she felt Randi's hand begin to stroke her long 
black hair. Her whines and whimpers became joined by soft mewls of pleasure 
as the blonde finger-fucked herself in lewd obscene rhythm to the girl's 
depraved impalement.


And then the impossible happened! Jill had sunk into a dazed half 
unconscious state, her inner sinews relaxing from sheer exhaustion, when she 
found the pain decreasing. She discovered it didn't hurt so much if she 
didn't try to fight it... when she became certain there would be no more 
pain; she actually began to enjoy it. It was a strange kind of masochistic 
joy, brought on by the helplessness of her position and the obscene thought 
of being used by two men at once while her girl friend watched. But that 
didn't seem to be anything to be guilty about after all the pain she had 
suffered. She moved her hips slightly and found that the motion didn't hurt, 
then began a slow undulation with greater force as she gained confidence, 
causing a lewd thrill to course through her entire lower body. She began to 
move backward to meet the upthrust of Borden's long hard cock plunging into 
her from behind, and then rotated upwards again to receive the whole length 
of Gary Johnson's massively heated penis ramming into her voracious vaginal 
cavern. Her buttocks moved in slow sensuous circles between the two men, and 
her voluptuously naked young body began to twist and writhe in a wild 
abandon.


"Ooooooh," she heard Randi's voice from beside her, "fuck her. Yesssss, 
screw it to her!"


Randi's brain reeled with lewd delight at the vision of her roommate being 
plundered by two men at once. She had never dreamed that watching another 
woman getting it like this would turn her on as much as it did; the thought 
of making Jill lick her cunt while Gary fucked into her pussy and still 
another battered brutally into her rectum stirred her loins, and the blonde 
worked her finger harder and harder up and down the moistly glistening 
cuntal slit.


Jill felt her girl friend's hand caressing her sensitively upraised breasts 
as they brushed against Gary's chest as he fucked into her cunt from above. 
She turned her head and peered over his shoulder and saw the blonde's face 
just above her own.


"Yesssss, Randi. Come, put your vagina next to my mouth," she crooned, 
wrestling the upper part of her body slightly out from between the two men 
and tilting her head eagerly to the side so that her mouth faced directly 
into the blonde "vee" of Randi's loins.


She wet her lips as her roommate came closer and rolled over on one hip so 
that her warmly perfumed cuntal mound was only inches away. Randi reached 
toward her and clamped her hands harshly on the sides of Jill's head, her 
fingers twisting painfully in the brunette's hair at the same time. She 
sensed her girl friend's excitement and it made her rock her hips that much 
harder between the two men. Oh God, she thought, this was the ultimate in 
pleasure that anyone could experience. All the desires that were repressed 
were now going to be simultaneously fulfilled as she was plundered by the 
three of them at her every orifice.


But her thoughts were cut off as the palms of Randi's tenderly working hands 
pressed into her cheeks and her head was pulled sideways until her lips 
brushed over the softness of the pubic mound that gyrated in lesbianic 
eagerness against her face. It felt soft, moist and warm from Randi's 
fingering of moments before. Yes, Jill had wanted to kiss Randi down there 
the evening she'd asked her to give her a backrub, and now it would be done, 
completing the strange circle of lust that was both shameful and 
excruciatingly pleasurable. Randi's hands pressed Jill's face warmly into 
her secret feminine parts, and the skewered little brunette could feel the 
tiny erect nerve of her roommate's clitoris brush wantonly against her lips.


"Mmmmmmmm," she mewled and immediately flicked her tongue from her mouth, 
circling the tip against the moist hair-lined slit. It tasted deliciously 
tangy and warm, like nothing she'd ever experienced before, and Jill 
recalled the sensation of Johnson's cock which had pumped its lewd sperm 
into her mouth as an obscene male counterpart to the tantalizing aroma of 
Randi's pussy.


The two men below her, excited by the blonde's unexpected participation in 
the group rape of the young secretary, began to increase the force of their 
mighty thrusts into her tightly clasping cunt and rectum. They lunged into 
her with deep strokes, their eyes focused on the third actor in the 
lascivious spectacle of unbridled lust, watching Jill's mouth and tongue 
suck and mewl around the blonde's wildly rotating cunt. To their lust-glazed 
eyes, Randi's pussy seemed to dance over Jill's face, her moist pink pussy 
lips fusing and then parting only to slide once more over her open working 
mouth like a separate being with a salacious mind of its own.


"Yesssss, Jill honey, lick my cunt, suck it, stick your tongue into my 
pussy," the blonde girl cried hysterically, her hair flashing in a stream of 
silvery-whiteness over Jill's brunette tresses in a lurid contrast of black 
and white.


Then suddenly, as they watched through lust-dimmed eyes, Randi jerked her 
cunt hard up and down, while Jill thrust her working tongue through the 
moistly clasping lips to the blonde's hot churning vagina. Her eyes rolling 
in sexual delirium, Randi began undulating her roundly plunging buttocks in 
a tight figure "8" pattern, her writhing cunt choking off the girl's 
spasmodic gasps for breath.


"Shit, suck me, suck me, you fucking cunt!" Randi screamed mindlessly down 
at the totally impaled brunette.


A low moan of heathen delight erupted from Jill's lips as the blonde's loins 
buffeted furiously against her face, straining her neck backward in a 
quivering bow that had the resilient spring of a rubber band. "Aaaaagh... 
ooohhhhh," Jill coughed at the obscene picture of her self-inflicted 
humiliation.


"Grooooooobbbbbaaaaaaaool," Randi cried from above, her orgasm flashing 
crimson across her contorted face. Her pussy mound smacked in a frenzy up 
against Jill's wetly sucking lips while her throes of release shook her 
breasts and thighs as though she had been struck by a sudden avenging bolt 
of lightning.


Jill was close to cumming now too, and she wildly sought out her climax as 
she continued her now uncontrollable gyrations on the two rapidly expanding 
cocks fucking into her. She was going out of her mind now. The thought of 
Randi screwing her pussy into her own helpless, lewdly sucking mouth while 
the men fucked her cunt and rectum was just too much. They felt too good as 
they pumped their hotly throbbing shafts in and out of her young contorting 
belly... she had to cum now! Nothing else would do!


"Oh! Oh! Oh!" she chanted, her face contorted in an unrecognizable mask of 
wild abandoned passion.


Borden and Johnson felt her two passages opening around them and warm gushes 
of wet hot liquid flooding around their furiously pistoning cocks. They 
thrust faster, digging deep, deep inside her, feeling the ecstatically 
aroused young brunette jerk between them several times, the muscles of her 
frantically heaving pelvis working and sucking at the two cocks embedded up 
inside her belly as though trying to milk them dry. Her breath came in short 
desperate gasps as she felt them thrust deeply again, their hot twin jets of 
sperm shooting from the tips of their wildly ejaculating cocks into her 
grateful belly. Their juices mingled deep down inside her in a wet pool of 
abandoned passion that Jill never before had known could exist.


The muscles of her drained exhausted body gave way abruptly, and her limbs 
fell obscenely out to the sides of the sweat-soaked carpet. Jill lay still, 
her naked back flat on Borden's chest, and Johnson's spent body splayed over 
her own.


Her heart pounded as though it would burst, and she panted deeply for breath 
several moments, sinking into a half-conscious daze of joy and satiation. 
The obscene picture they must have made, the two men and the woman covering 
her sperm-drenched naked body -- arms and legs all entangled -- ran through 
her head and only increased her lewd pleasure.


She was vaguely aware of Randi standing up, and then felt Johnson shift his 
weight from on top of her. Her eyes focused on tiny pinpoints of light that 
fluttered in the dazed path of her vision up toward the ceiling.


"Welcome to the club," she heard the blonde's voice from behind her.


Johnson said something that was inaudible, and she heard Borden groan from 
beneath her. She had the feeling that her mind had been detached from her 
body and was drifting in some indeterminate space above herself, peering 
down at her naked, ravished form, and laughing cruelly at the strange new 
person she'd become. It was a feeling she knew she would experience again 
because she wanted it to happen again. She had no intention of changing. Nor 
could she conceive of giving up something which seemed more valuable than 
the last shreds of her morality... a morality that now seemed more elusive 
than the sounds of traffic floating up from the narrow confines of the New 
York streets below.


CHAPTER SEVEN


In mid-December Jill was promoted from her secretarial position to an 
assistant editor at Femme Magazine. She knew that her cooperation with 
Johnson and the two other editors had something to do with it, but managed 
to stifle that knowledge and carry on at her job as though there hadn't been 
anything wrong with what she'd been doing at company parties during the past 
few months. Actually, she enjoyed giving herself to men she'd hardly met 
before, even though she knew going to bed with them represented a form of 
prostitution. Her favors were well-received by various businessmen -- and 
occasionally women -- who came to town to transact deals with the magazine 
over advertising copy, and she was appreciated by the management because of 
this.


She had learned a considerable amount about the magazine publishing 
business, and had become a fair copy editor besides. If she hadn't learned 
as much about the literary side of publishing as she'd originally 
anticipated, she had gained some insight into the human motivations that 
propelled important business transactions and which controlled company 
policy. It all had to do with sex, the elemental bond that was inevitably 
fused to power on a larger scale than she'd ever imagined.


Whatever remnants of her earlier view of sex as a gentle reverent act 
between two loving partners had been erased by her new hardened view of the 
world. Sex to Jill Marlin was power, and power meant the ability to 
manipulate people as she wished. Randi had learned that and had passed the 
information along to her apprentice in innumerable ways. The voluptuous 
blonde and the petite, devilishly pretty brunette had grown strangely 
similar since Jill had moved into the West 63rd Street apartment. They were 
still poles apart as far as superficial appearances were concerned, but 
Jill's style of dressing, the manner in which she combed her long jet-black 
hair, and the way she carried herself... with a new sexy lilt and swing to 
her buttocks... was bringing the two women inexorably closer together.


But as their identities merged into two seductive complimentary images of 
sensuous beauty, an inevitable conflict arose between Jill and Randi. Both 
wanted promotion more than the good wishes of the other, and each girl was 
willing to go to any extreme to get it. And so, when Jill received the news 
from Johnson on a cold blustery day in early December that she was being 
promoted to a position equal to Randi's status as assistant editor, the 
blonde was noticeably disturbed.


"I can't see why he did that after you've only been working for the company 
for three months," Randi said to Jill that evening. They were sitting in the 
living room of their apartment having after dinner drinks, and already the 
alcohol seemed to have gone to the young blonde's head.


"It shouldn't bother you," Jill replied to her roommate seated across the 
couch from her, "after all, I'm not moving in on your territory."


"Jealousy has nothing to do with it," Randi gulped on her drink. "I just 
wonder what on earth got into Johnson."


"Maybe he thinks I can do the job," Jill said, feeling her passions aroused.


"What job? You mean bedding down with visiting executives or editing copy?"


"You know what I mean," Jill's face crimsoned.


"Not really," Randi's eyes flashed. "All I can think of is something that 
had to do with... screwing!"


"I wouldn't make reckless accusations, if I were you," Jill replied angrily, 
setting her drink on the coffee table. "You've been known to do the same!"


Randi stood up and began pacing in front of the young brunette.


"At least I'm competent as an editor," she said bitterly. "All you're good 
for is a quick lay."


"Perhaps you should be reminded who I learned it from," Jill finished her 
drink. "That kind of thing doesn't come naturally."


"It did for you," Randi laughed, her voice high pitched now. "I remember the 
first afternoon we all did it together... you, Gary, Sam, and me. You should 
have seen yourself moving that sweet little ass!"


"God, you're vicious!" Jill cringed back on the couch.


"I'm only looking out for my own interests," Randi's voice had softened. 
"There's nothing wrong with that."


"I suppose not." Jill got up from the couch and went to the bar to make 
herself another drink. "But don't bring me into it."


"I can't help it. I'm scared." Randi came up beside her at the small bar. 
"I'm afraid... God, I'm frightened to death I'll lose my job!"


"What do you mean 'lose your job'?" Jill turned to her voluptuous roommate. 
"You're doing fine at the company. There's no reason in the world they'd let 
you go."


"I saw a memorandum on Gary's desk yesterday." Randi's face was pale and her 
voice trembled. "It was from Kinsby. He asked Gary for a complete report on 
my work and a resume on what I've been doing to improve the image of the 
company."


"That's strange!" Jill refilled her glass with gin and soda. "Why would he 
do that?"


"You tell me." Randi shrugged. "Do you know Kinsby? Has anybody you know 
ever met Wilbur Kinsby?"


Jill laughed. "I saw a picture of him once. That first night with Gary at 
the company party."


"Gary has no idea what he looks like," Randi said in a mocking voice. "All 
he gets from Kinsby are phone calls and memorandums, like the one he 
received yesterday."


It was, in fact, true that no one at Femme Magazine had been introduced to 
its publisher, nor did anyone have the slightest idea why Wilbur Kinsby 
chose to wield his influence from an Olympian distance rather than working 
directly with his employees. Even Gary Johnson, the chief editor, was in the 
dark as to the publisher's real identity, and communicated with the shadowy 
figure through messages sent to him by Kinsby's personal secretary, Donna 
Wills.


There were several theories floating around the office explaining Kinsby's 
reasons for remaining anonymous. Some said he had never existed and was 
merely a function of Gary Johnson's bizarre imagination -- that Johnson was 
actually the publisher masquerading as chief editor. Others conjectured 
Kinsby was a composite of several men who were the directors of the company; 
while a few clung to the belief that Wilbur Kinsby had some desperate flaw 
in his past -- or perhaps a disfigured face he was afraid to show to his 
employees for fear of losing his power and influence over their actions.


That evening a week before Christmas, as she sat with Randi in the living 
room of their New York apartment, it abruptly became clear to Jill that 
Kinsby used his employee's weaknesses -- their sexual hang-ups and their 
unruly ambitions -- to further his own ends. How else could the monthly 
orgies be explained? What other reason for instructing Johnson to have a 
memorandum sent concerning Randi's social contributions to the company? And 
then there was the business of promotions, which Jill had to admit were 
arbitrary rather than based on real merit. If she had been given a new 
editorial position at Femme Magazine, it was true, as Randy had said 
earlier, that it had been granted for her prowess in bed and not because of 
her ability to edit advertising copy.


Jill said good night to Randi and went into her bedroom, undressed, and lay 
down to sleep. But sleep didn't come, the conversation of moments before 
played back through her mind with all its open fear, accompanied by Randi's 
frenzy. She felt guilty for moving in on her blonde roommate's territory, 
and confused; and she tried to blot out these thoughts by thinking about 
something pleasant, thinking about sex. She recalled the last time she'd 
made love to a man as though trying to enter through the threshold of sleep 
into the warm embrace of a dream...


Randi and Gary had brought an important executive from a client company up 
to the apartment. After a leisurely dinner, they'd had drinks, turned down 
the lights, and she and the man, an older gentleman with a receding hairline 
and a large bushy mustache, had settled down on the couch. There had been a 
few basic preliminaries... Jill couldn't make love without them... and after 
awhile she had been playing with the man's lust-swollen cock. His name was 
Jimmy Kulik, she recalled now as her hand slipped between her thighs and 
began rubbing gently at her pussy mound.


She'd unzipped the man's fly and pulled the giant red-fleshed penis from his 
pants and had stroked it openly, lovingly before thrusting his warmly 
throbbing cock into her mouth and starting to suck it. Within moments, the 
four of them -- Gary and Randi, Jill and the executive -- had undressed and 
were sprawled out on the living room floor. Gary had followed Jill's lead 
and had moved his head down between Randi's spread thighs, running his wetly 
quivering tongue up and down between the blonde girl's legs. While Jill had 
sucked on Jimmy's blood-engorged penis, she had watched Gary circle his 
tongue over her roommate's ecstatically writhing pubic mound. The young 
brunette had begun sucking harder when she saw her boss dart his tongue to 
the tiny bud of Randi's erect little clitoris and then plunge the extended 
forefinger of one hand into the open receptacle of her moistly glistening 
cunt.


Eventually the four of them had moved into Randi's bedroom where they had 
continued their communal love-making. Exclamations of salacious delight had 
echoed through the room, transforming the almost peaceful air of the chamber 
into a sex-charged atmosphere of abandoned squeals and groans, the four 
nakedly twisting bodies writhing closer and closer to one another, until the 
two couples had literally fused into one orgiastic union that jolted them 
all by its intensity.


Now, as Jill drifted into an erotic sleep, the recollection of sucking on 
the stranger's eagerly throbbing cock while both Randi and Gary did lewd 
things to her moistly pulsating cunt merged into new dream-images. She was 
in a completely white circular room with pillows of bright colors placed 
along the smooth curving walls. From a small opening at the top of a 
glass-domed ceiling a shaft of light, more like a pencil line of 
illumination, shown against her wet glistening pussy mound, bringing warm 
excitations of pleasure throbbing through her impatiently upraised loins. In 
her dream, the young brunette felt as though she were caged. It seemed as if 
the walls of the strange oval structure were pushing against her from all 
sides, pulsating rhythmically with each passionate intake of her breath.


Suddenly, Jill awoke screaming, her head thrashing violently against the 
bedstead behind her. In the last instant of her dream, she thought she 
recalled someone looking down at her through the hole in the concave 
ceiling. A shadow flickered across her bedroom wall, rising from the floor 
until it was caught and dissolved in the soft gauziness of the window 
curtains.


CHAPTER EIGHT


During the week before Christmas several dramatic things happened at Femme 
Magazine. When Randi and Jill reported for work on Monday, the young blonde 
was called into Johnson's office for a conference, and three hours later she 
was standing at the threshold to Jill's cubicle with tears brimming in her 
eyes.


"Fired. They canned me all right." Her fingers jabbed the air and there was 
a strange white incandescence in her face. "Just before Christmas so I could 
spend the holidays looking for another job."


"I-I don't understand." Jill felt the full impact of her girl friend's 
tragedy fall upon her. "It just happened so suddenly. You had no idea!"


Randi Jordan daubed small streaks of mascara running with her tears from her 
cheeks. "God's avenging lightning!" she shrugged weakly. "I'm being punished 
for the naughty things I've done over the past three years."


"That's ridiculous," Jill couldn't help laughing. "You haven't done a thing 
Gary hasn't requested from you in the first place."


"Johnson says Kinsby thinks I'm obsolete," the girl shook her head slowly 
back and forth. "They're trying out a new image, and they want all their new 
women employees to conform to it. I just don't fit in. It's as simple as 
that."


That night Jill helped Randi pack and the next day she accompanied the girl 
to a hotel where she would stay until she found a new apartment. Femme 
Magazine had asked the brunette to move out of the company flat by the end 
of the month, but she preferred to leave immediately. There were too many 
unpleasant memories that went with the place which Randi wanted to erase 
and, if possible, begin life in New York fresh, as if she'd never seen Gary 
Johnson or Sam Borden.


That Tuesday afternoon, when Jill re-entered the magazine office after 
returning from the mid-town hotel where Randi was staying, she found a 
surprise awaiting her. Gary Johnson met the girl in her cubicle and laughed 
as she sat down at her desk.


"You're moving into Randi's office," he said in a funny, distant voice.


"What!" she slid back in her swivel chair, knocking an ashtray from her desk 
to the floor.


"Don't get excited. I didn't want Randi to know you were taking her job. 
Figured there was some tension there already."


"How did this happen? Why do I deserve this?" she said, unable to conceal 
the joy she felt even though it was at the expense of her former roommate.


"Another girl's coming into town to take your place. She'll be moving into 
the apartment just before Christmas. I'm sure as hell glad Randi got out 
when she did."


"Oh," she almost whispered. "That means the new girl will be moving into my 
old job."


"Exactly." Johnson stood in front of her desk. "I've got some more 
interesting news for you. Kinsby called late yesterday evening. He wants you 
to meet his chauffeur here tonight who will drive you out to Long Island for 
dinner at his place on Sands Point."


"Why me? That seems strange... " She wrinkled her pretty nose.


"It sure does," he said, looking past her out the window, "especially since 
none of us has ever met the gentleman."


"Yes," she gulped. "Very strange."


"You must have made quite a good impression on him."


"How?"


"He's seen you. He's got those goddamn closed circuit TV systems rigged all 
over the place."


"I'm sure you'll be interested in what he's like. I can't imagine what I'll 
say to him," she said.


"I don't think you'll have a chance to do too much talking." Johnson turned 
from the desk and went to the door. "Still, I'd like to know what happens."


It began snowing around four o'clock that afternoon, and by the time Jill 
came down from the office and stood waiting in the vestibule of the 
Lexington Avenue building, the tops of parked cars and the trees surrounding 
the mall were dusted with a light covering of whiteness. The flakes swirled 
and spiraled over the walk, forming a ghostly arc between the towering 
skyscrapers and making the passerby of the pavement appear as apparitions 
scurrying from the protection of one building to another.


At a few minutes after five o'clock a Cadillac limousine pulled up in front 
of the arcade that led onto the street and Jill hurried from the building 
and slid into the back seat of the car.


"Miss Marlin, I presume," the driver said in a brisk English accent.


The Cadillac pulled from the curb and began making its way through dense 
late-afternoon traffic. Snow fell more thickly now, and by the time they 
reached the Queens Mid-town tunnel several inches of the white stuff covered 
the road. They entered the Long Island Expressway and awhile later Jill 
could see the snow was several inches deeper on the suburban lawns bordering 
the white-ribboning highway. They turned off at the Shelter Rock Road exit, 
and twenty minutes later the limousine turned onto a gravel road that led 
into a secluded estate. Here, the snow lay heavily on the overhanging 
branches of tall oaks that rimmed the driveway in a long colonnade, and 
topped the eaves of the imposing Tudor-style mansion at the end of the drive 
like white icing on gingerbread.


The chauffeur escorted Jill into a high-ceilinged room at the front of the 
house and offered the pretty brunette a seat until Mr. Kinsby chose to see 
her. Within moments, a young woman dressed in a maid's uniform appeared and 
asked the girl what she would have to drink.


"Mr. Kinsby is anxious that you feel right at home," the woman said, 
bringing Jill a Scotch and soda which she set in a small tray on an end 
table beside the couch.


"I'll do just fine," Jill replied, trying not to sound nervous.


"If there's anything you need," the woman said as she disappeared down a 
corridor leading from the spacious room, "don't hesitate to call me."


The room was elegantly furnished and had high-beamed walls that reminded the 
Marlin girl of a hunting lodge. There was an elk's head mounted above the 
expansive fireplace, and a kind of small balcony encircled one side of the 
room. Everything was arranged with impeccable taste -- from the eighteenth 
century style paintings depicting hunting scenes down to the thick beige 
carpeting and matching crimson divan and armchair. Yet, Jill's general 
impression was one of disappointment; she had been expecting something 
flamboyant and outrageously modern to match the eccentric image in her mind 
of the reclusive publisher.


"How wonderful you could come this evening," she heard a hoarse male voice 
suddenly from behind her.


Jill turned on the couch and saw a smallish man standing by the foyer that 
led into the room. He was somewhat stooped over, and he limped faintly as he 
walked to the center of the carpet. There was nothing particularly notable 
about the man. Somewhere in his late fifties or early sixties, he looked 
like an average middle-aged businessman, dressed in a gray suit with 
matching gray tie. Jill tried to superimpose the face she saw with the 
remembered image of the man in the portrait she'd seen the first night with 
Gary at the company party, but she couldn't. There was something so 
completely unremarkable about him - mediocre, she thought -- that 
comparison, whatever it might have been worth, was impossible.


"I've heard some splendid things about you from Gary Johnson," Wilbur Kinsby 
said, "and I decided it was an absolute must to see you."


"Thank you," Jill smiled, laughing inside at how meek Wilbur Kinsby seemed. 
How perfectly ordinary! She thought. "I've been anxious to meet you as 
well."


"I must seem like a mystery man to most of you at the magazine, but my 
business interests are so extensive I have relatively little time. But I do 
have a few moments free for lovely young girls like yourself."


The young woman servant entered with a new tray of drinks, then moved 
silently across the carpeted floor, only to turn for a moment in front of 
the darkened rectangle of the rear corridor. Her momentary expression was 
waspish, and seemed to take in the entire sweep of the young brunette's 
curvaceous body with a rapid scan of her eyes.


"That will be all, Janice," Kinsby said, his face darkening. His eyes 
brightened as he turned to Jill. "Well, my dear, I suppose you wonder why 
I've asked you out here. I can imagine your young mind conjecturing away at 
what I've planned for the evening." Jill laughed. She was used to 
entertaining or being entertained by visiting businessmen in New York, so 
the publisher didn't alarm her. She even felt a vague disappointment at his 
subdued, almost restrained manners. She'd traveled a long way during the 
past four months from the shy small town girl she'd been, and had come to 
expect the unexpected, had anticipated something more fantastic than the 
meek little man standing before her this evening.


After they finished their drinks, the publisher showed her around the 
mansion. Each room was furnished and decorated in a style similar to the 
living room -- somberly, without flourish, as though Kinsby had deliberately 
kept things subdued. The older man still hadn't answered the question he'd 
posed to her concerning the reason he'd invited her out to Long Island, and 
she supposed there was no answer save for the fact that men of his isolated 
nature occasionally felt lonely, sometimes needed companionship.


"This room is my pride and joy," Kinsby's eyes twinkled as he issued the 
pretty brunette into a small dimly lit chamber. It took Jill a moment to 
adjust her eyes to the lighting, then she saw a strange machine-like 
contraption that was lowered from an upright stand over the bed.


"What on earth is that?" Jill pointed to the device.


"That, my dear," a ripple of lewd anticipation heightened the pitch of 
Kinsby's voice, "is why I asked you here this evening."


"I can't see it properly. It's too dark in here," she said, fascinated by 
the machine.


"It's the first time anyone has seen it. I had it hand made, especially for 
this occasion," he said mysteriously.


She sat down on the bed to get a closer look at the contraption, then jerked 
back when she saw the long thick rubber dildo fastened at the end of an 
aluminum arm.


"I think you get the idea," Kinsby's pupils grew sharp and pointed as he 
surveyed her lush young body sitting on the bed.


"I've heard about these things, but... " her voice trailed off as she saw 
the evil smile flickering across the publisher's face.


"But you never thought you would have the opportunity to experience one 
first hand!"


"Mr. Kinsby," she stood up from the bed, trembling suddenly at the thought 
of being laid out beneath the impaling device, "I think I ought to leave."


"You're welcome to go any time you wish," Kinsby smiled, his normally 
composed face suddenly contorted with obscene delight at the girl's 
predicament, "but remember your job. Remember it's snowing outside... " His 
eyes narrowed as they feasted on the full voluptuous curves of her breasts 
and the smooth rounded firmness of her buttocks and thighs beneath her tight 
microskirt.


Jill thought, I'd be a fool to leave now. It would mean everything I've 
worked for... But I don't know what he intends to do with me, nor if I could 
resist him in a struggle... he's small, but that really isn't the point.


"I always wanted to try out this lovely piece of handiwork on Randi, but I 
grew bored with her," his hand fell lightly on the smoothness of her 
shoulder.


"Randi... I thought she'd never met you! Jill exclaimed.


"Oh yes, she's been here. Several times. But I had to let the girl go. She 
just didn't entertain me any longer."


"And I suppose that's the way you judge most of your employees," she said.


"More or less."


Jill turned instinctively toward the door, but something inside her made her 
stop. She felt Wilbur's hand again on her shoulder and she turned around, 
the decision derived from her helplessness now final.


"All right, I'll let you do it. I'm not willing to lose my job, not yet," 
she said flatly.


"Then down on the bed," Kinsby grinned lewdly, "we'll begin at once."


She dropped onto the wide mattress beside her and looked at him.


"Not like that, my dear," he leered across the taut flatness of her stomach 
to the twin jutting peaks of her breasts, "take off your clothes." Kinsby 
watched as the beautiful young girl pulled off her tight cashmere sweater to 
expose her brassiere-less perfectly rounded breasts. Her warm glowing flesh 
seemed to catch the iridescent glow of the overhead light and reflect it 
back in softer tones. Her nipples were already erect -- whether from fear or 
from exposure to the air, he couldn't tell. Then she slid her tight-fitting 
microskirt down over the ivory smoothness of her buttocks and wriggled 
provocatively from her small white panties, setting all her clothes in a 
neat pile at the foot of the bed.


Kinsby stood back and took in the entire voluptuously curving length of the 
young brunette's body, studying the luscious contours of it as though he 
were a portrait artist surveying his naked model in mute appreciation. He 
noted the slight bulge of her mound of Venus nestled up softly between her 
legs, the subdued shading of her upraised thighs enunciating the curvature 
of her warm-fleshed legs. He could see the firmly rounded swell of her 
buttocks, and they appeared to him like ripely spherical fruits -- small 
melons, he thought with delight. Perfect, everything was absolutely perfect, 
and he could already feel his mind blazing, his heart pounding like a 
kettledrum in his chest as he adjusted the overhead machine so that the arm 
of the dildo was focused over her young pussy mound.


"Now, relax," he smiled, "at first it will be slightly painful, but then 
there will be the pleasure -- that should blot out everything."


Jill peered at the rubber phallus lowering toward her nakedly trembling 
body, noticing that it was sculpted as realistically as any penis she'd ever 
seen -- it was equipped with a huge set of balls that even had realistic 
hair growing on them. She groaned as she took in the entire size of it. 
Suddenly she wished she'd had more to drink; although the two drinks she'd 
had were powerful and had contained a substance that had put her into a 
strangely mellow mood, it just wasn't enough. The huge artificial cock was 
too big; it would rip her completely apart!


"How do you like it, my dear," he gloated as he manually directed the 
monstrous rubber head to a short distance from her silken-haired cuntal 
mound.


"Oh, God, please," she whimpered. "I can't take it. I can't take it."


"Nonsense, my dear. You haven't even tried it!"


"Oh, no, nooooo," Jill begged as Wilbur walked around the machine. In the 
mirror to the side of the bed she could see him adjusting the horrible 
instrument so that the phallus was directed at a forty-five degree angle 
toward her vaginal opening when he lowered it to a level even with her 
nakedly helpless loins.


"You'll like it, Jill, I promise you, there will be nothing unpleasant about 
it."


He took a pitcher from the bedside table, and Jill could see him pouring 
something into the rubber sac dangling from the huge menace of the penis. 
"Warm olive oil, Jill. Just like the hot cum which I can squirt into you any 
time with the control button in my hand. This controls the speed and depth 
of the machine." He held up a small box that looked like a television remote 
control box. It was connected by several long wires to the base of the 
machine.


"We can make it do anything we want with this," he smiled. "All you have to 
do is ask me when the times comes."


He dropped his hands to her thighs, rubbing his palms lewdly over the full 
rounded contours of them up to the fleshy hair-lined lips of her fearfully 
quivering young pussy. Her cunt still was not moist, and Jill clenched her 
teeth tightly together in fear that he was going to hurt her. Instead, he 
reached to the small table beside them and dug his fingers into a jar of 
vaseline. He gently swabbed the lubricating jelly the length of her narrow, 
pinkly glistening split, inserting an extended middle finger up into the 
warm clasping fleshiness of her pussy. He rotated the finger around and 
around, swabbing the vaseline deep into her sucking vaginal walls, preparing 
it for the obscene entry of the poised rubber cock on the piston-like shaft 
above.


"I thought they fucked you more than they apparently have," he smiled down. 
"By the time I had Randi she was much wider than you. But that's good."


Jill struggled to get up, her fear of her impalement and her humiliation at 
being handled by him this way, driving her in a spasmodic leap from the bed, 
but the flat of Kinsby's hand pushed her down again. She fell back on the 
mattress.


"That's more like it," the small middle-aged man chuckled, pulling the huge 
waiting phallus forward and down and pressing the giant rubbery head between 
the quivering fleshy lips of her hopelessly exposed vagina until it was 
poised for entry. Jill tried again to struggle forward, but this time the 
publisher slapped his hand viciously across her face. "Down!" he shouted.


She felt the hard rubber tip of the artificial cock nudging against her 
sensitive vaseline-lubricated cuntal lips, but now she couldn't move! Her 
fear was paralyzing her! Then, momentarily, the machine whirled and the 
penis was a few inches above her cuntal mound; it hung there menacingly.


Chuckling, Kinsby sank into the soft chair beside the bed. It was located 
just below Jill and the machine so that he could have a perfect view of the 
skewering on her young, helplessly waiting cunt. He held the control box 
tightly in his sweating palms, anxious to begin the depraved ravishment of 
the new young woman working for his magazine. What a delightful new 
playmate! He had watched her for four months now as she progressed from a 
virginal Mid-western farm girl into an accomplished sensuous woman; and 
right about now, he believed, she was ready for the final stage of her loss 
of innocence. Such small trifles gave Wilbur Kinsby pleasure.


Jill lay in hopeless defection on the bed, feeling waves of shame and 
humiliation wash over her like some evil tide of foreboding. She gritted her 
teeth, steeling herself to the ordeal ahead, at the same time cursing 
herself for her own evil ambition which had led her into the morass of 
sensuality that had as its final crushing blow her subservience to a 
machine. Looking down she could see Wilbur, small and red-faced, smiling 
anxiously from the chair. In the mirror above the bed she could see her own 
lewdly splayed-out body, her flesh appearing more naked than she'd ever 
witnessed it to be before, waiting, as though in sacrifice, to be fucked by 
the inhuman monster poised mechanically over her.


"Now we begin," he said in a thin, squeaky voice, and switched on a button 
from the remote control box.


She heard a gentle whirr, and saw the thick long rubbery cock begin lowering 
toward her exposed and upraised vagina. Suddenly, the bed seemed to rise as 
the machine-cock descended. She closed her eyes to ward off the sensation of 
first harsh contact, and a second later felt the head of the rubbery penis 
begin a gentle up and down movement along the warm outer edges of her 
quivering cunt, staying teasingly inside the moistly tight split of her 
pussy seconds before pulling out once again.


God, oh Goooooood Goooooood, It's human, the penis is alive!


She was caught unaware by the gentle probing of the machine. She had geared 
her mind to expect something painful and harsh, but this -- God, it was 
different, it was unexpected and subtle and she felt violent shudders 
coursing heatedly along her nerves, their shattering intensity increased a 
hundred times by the rigidity of the position she had fallen into. Her legs 
were splayed out on either side of her in order to ease its entrance and her 
resiliency smooth buttocks uplifted slightly from the bed. Her toes curled 
beneath the tantalizing soft attack and she groaned, crying like a tortured 
saint as she prayed her body would not be hurt -- she feared the pain more 
than the shameful humiliation.


"You will like this," he said, "I know you inside and out. I have watched 
you for months, though you didn't know it."


Small beads of perspiration were breaking on his forehead as his goal was in 
sight. Kinsby knew he would break her will eventually, and his eyes were 
alert for every slight, febrile twitch of her body for the first step of her 
weakness.


Jill sobbed as he increased the speed of the teasing machine. She could feel 
the tips of her ripely full breasts tingling with unwanted pleasure as the 
artificial penis bored with obscene technical accuracy into her rapidly 
moistening vaginal opening, the rush of erotic thrills surging into her 
belly like puffs of steam through a heat conduit. The long urgently pressing 
cock probing at the portal of her young "Nooooo," Jill's resistance ebbed 
with the exquisite maddening pleasure being lavished on her helplessly naked 
form. But she couldn't bring herself to suffer this final indignation, of 
begging him to defile her further, even though she wanted it, even though 
her body demanded the teasing rod to be driven even deeper into her cunt to 
quench the aching hunger that throbbed like licking flames through her 
abdomen.


"Remember your job, my dear," his voice rose in harmony with the whirring of 
the machine, "remember Randi... " She wanted the beautifully vibrating penis 
to begin moving back and forth, fucking into her, yet she knew now, with a 
shudder of hot recognition, that to ask him to fuck her would signal her 
final whoredom and Kinsby's subjugation of another of his employees to his 
will.


"Say it, ask me to fuck you," he whispered, his face reddening and his hands 
trembling in expectation in his lap as he stared at the lust-crazed, 
wantonly writhing female who had been an innocent young virgin only four 
months before.


Jill knew with these last words that the rubbery instrument away. The cords 
on her neck strained out and she flung her long flowing raven-black hair 
from side to side as she felt the rampaging phallus sinking even deeper into 
her hideously stretched vagina, and she fell back hopelessly on her tensed 
shoulder blades. "Stop! Goddddddd, please STOP!" her eyes gaped like 
flashing quarters at Kinsby in the chair.


But the small grinning man was master and torturer and played on her nakedly 
thrashing body as a harpsichordist would lovingly caress the keyboard of his 
instrument, producing dissonant sounds of pain and harmonic strains of 
pleasure at will; the sonata of passion progressed in a wild surge of sounds 
issuing from the girl's throat and wetly sluicing pussy. She tried to push 
up at the thickly plunging penis, unconsciously wanting more, her hands 
coursing over the rose-tipped nipples of her own hungrily quivering breasts, 
tweaking them now that the love-juices of her cunt had begun to flow moistly 
down her frantically trembling thighs.


"Tell me, love, tell me what you want," the taunting red face peered down at 
her, moving his chair closer so that he could reach out and caress her 
smoothly squirming young buttocks.


with as he wished, his for the taking -- but the tyrant publisher in the 
chair wanted more -- he had waited too long to get this little bitch he had 
transformed from the angelic prude she had been into a seductive, erotically 
sensuous woman through the device of the planned seductions made by Gary and 
Randi -- and now, he wanted to watch her final capitulation.


Through a second sense, Jill fathomed Wilbur Kinsby's thoughts, understood 
in an instant of revelation that it had been the publisher's fateful hand 
that had guided her through the eventful autumn in New York City. The 
pleasurable sensations now erupting with erotic fury through her throbbing 
cock-filled loins communicated this, as though her body had a consciousness 
of its own. My God, Jill thought, what's happening to me? WHAT HAS HAPPENED 
TO ME? I can't help it, I can't help it!


He flicked the button again, sending more forceful pulsations through the 
artificial penis embedded so thickly in her clasping cuntal depths.


"Oooooooh," she groaned helplessly.


Jill tried to arch upward and wedge the away. Kinsby pressed another button 
and a warm jet of hot olive oil spurted from the tip of the spongy head, 
lubricating her heatedly impaled passage. The pain eased momentarily, but 
the lewd penetration increased, and she felt as if someone were levering her 
thighs apart to split her tormented body all the way up to her head. The 
huge unbending cock throbbed on, not going any deeper, but patiently 
expanding the moist warm cuntal flesh clinging tightly against it. The 
obscene semblance of a penis thrust teasingly forward a centimeter, seeming 
to stay at the epicenter of her pussy channel for an eternity, sending 
nerve-tingling flutters of wildly exciting sensation up into her taut 
quivering belly. The pain was gradually passing as the obscene pleasure 
inexorably increased; a fire was burning in her that she couldn't control, 
and in the end it was the very thought of her helplessness that weakened 
her.


Jill didn't want to feel good, she had no desire for the pain to be 
transformed into pleasure... she merely wanted the cessation of the 
irritation; but the excited tremor of a moan escaped her tortured lips, 
betraying her submission to her tormentor. She was his to do vagina suddenly 
flicked forward on a signal from the box in Kinsby's hand, and the naked 
brunette gasped from the unexpected intrusion spearing hotly into her 
fearfully cringing cunt. She screamed for the publisher to stop, but he 
didn't. Now she could feel her firm full thighs involuntarily parting, her 
tightly resisting pussy somehow resisting less... and less... until the huge 
cock-head bored into the vaseline-lubricated outer lips of her cunt. Her 
moist vaginal mouth felt on fire and she ached from head to toe from the 
cruel position she'd been forced into, but she could only moan for Kinsby's 
mercy.


But it didn't come.


"God, wait, no -- you're hurting... meee!" The thick rubbery phallus halted 
momentarily. She heard Wilbur's breath expel in a rapid, sinister wheeze... 
and then... "See," he said, cooing at the outstretched form of the naked 
brunette, "I told you it wouldn't hurt!"


"But it does, " she groaned, "it's too -- bigggggg!"


"Let it fuck you. Oh, shit, let it fuck you!" The warmly parting walls of 
her vagina felt as though they were being pulled and stretched publisher had 
designed the machine, had constructed the evil pleasure-giving device to 
overcome his impotency, and in this perverted act of love he became the 
machine! He made it do the things he couldn't; he was sick, as was everyone 
she had met and everything she had done during the past weeks to gain 
prestige at the company -- from sucking on anonymous cocks to lowering 
herself over older women's loins to give them the wild forbidden delights of 
lesbianic pleasure... and now she was paying for it, with the revelation 
that she, like Randi, also was expendable, while the machine would go on and 
on and on...


"Say it!" Kinsby squealed from beside her. "Oooooohhhhhh, it feels 
gooooood!"


"Do you want me to stop?"


"No, goooo onnnnnn!" she mewled, her lips baring back over the gleaming 
whiteness of her teeth.


"Tell me what you want!"


"Give it to me, ram that cock into me!" she demanded.


"No, not like that," he hissed, "you know what I mean."


"Shit, Christ, fuck me, fuck, fuck, FUCK MY GODDAMN CUNT," the words 
exploded like hot bullets from her mouth.


Wilbur Kinsby pressed the button with the glee of conquest, sending the 
huge, hotly plunging artificial penis racing up into her liquid clasping 
depths, dragging the soft clinging ridges of her cunt before it like a 
rampaging bulldozer until it was buried more than half a foot deep in her 
wildly pulsating cunt. He stopped it for a moment at the apex where the 
giant, realistic rubbery head throbbed harmoniously against her sensitive 
cervix.


Jill's mouth opened and closed in unexpected torment, until she gradually 
became accustomed to the fleshy trunk-like shaft embedded deep in her wetly 
clasping pussy. She could feel the huge plastic balls brushing heavily 
against her anus beneath her wide-stretched thighs, and a strange 
masochistic joy rippled ominously through her. Oh God! It was just like 
being fucked by a man, only with this inhuman machine she didn't have to 
worry about hurt feelings or luncheon dates or anything except her own 
pleasure. It was heavenly! Even the pain was erotically pleasurable, and she 
waved her frantically pumping buttocks down against the mattress, bringing 
her full rounded moons up again to suck in the entire length of the plastic 
cock into her shamelessly aroused pussy.


"Is it good, do you like it?" Kinsby panted, now digging his nails into her 
spasmodically quivering buttocks which were raised in anxious supplication 
from the mattress.


He throbbed the monstrously thick cock-shaft again.


"Ooooooo, yessssss, do that, do it again, it's good, soooooo goooooood!"


"Better than Gary? Better than Sam?" he coughed, slowing the rhythmically 
throbbing cock to hear her final admission of depraved subjugation.


Jill suddenly moaned at the reminder of the men who had initiated her into 
this sinister debauched situation. She just couldn't bring herself to say it 
now... there were still some vestiges of pride left in her whored young 
body.


"Do you want me to stop?" he taunted lewdly.


"No, oh, go on!"


"Then you say it. Tell me I'm better than all of the fucks you've had, all 
of them!"


"Ohhhhh, yesssss," she coughed, "you're much better... better than Sam, 
better than Gary or Randi!"


Kinsby grinned an obscene grin of victory. He had her now. She wanted it 
with every sinew of her tortured being, and by God he was going to give it 
to her. He flicked several switches on the box and the bed started an up and 
down motion, throwing her roundly gyrating buttocks up off the mattress and 
then down again with a lewd obscene thump. The arm connected to the motor 
began a back and forth motion in time to the bed, the long thick cock 
fucking mechanically in and out of her stretched, hotly impaled cunt in 
thrusts that traveled its full length. A moist sluicing sound of intercourse 
resounded through the small room and the lewd slap of the artificial balls 
against her white upturned buttocks joined it melodiously. Wilbur licked his 
lips hungrily as he watched the reddish skin of her tight little vagina draw 
back each time on the outstroke of the large artificial penis, clasping and 
sucking salaciously at the shaft as if it didn't want to come out and then 
disappearing inside again with each powerful forward thrust.


Jill groaned out her submission to the lewd sensations racing like 
quicksilver through her mechanically-ravished body. Her toes curled tightly 
against the soles of her feet as she was bucked up and down, sucked and 
fucked relentlessly like a helpless slave by the great, rhythmically 
stroking machine. Kinsby held the control box in his hands as he knelt over 
her, coursing the palms of his hands over the sensitive flesh of her 
wantonly writhing young body.


Jill suddenly felt the rising tide of orgasm beginning deep in her tautly 
quivering little belly. The very hopelessness of her position and the 
debasing ravishment of her body sent rippling fingers of fire dancing 
through the tattered nerve ends of her skin.


Suddenly she gave a low piteous moan and brought her hands down to press the 
thick, wildly vibrating rubber dildo hard into her belly, screwing her 
gyrating ass-cheeks up tight against the round hard rubber ring that kept it 
from going deeper. She opened her mouth wide and let out a scream of animal 
anguish that signified her approaching orgasm.


Kinsby could see the clenching and unclenching white cheeks of her ass begin 
a strong hard spasming against the invading cock-shaft as though it were 
vainly trying to nibble at the alien insertion. Small gushes of her 
lust-juices seeped out hotly around the plunging edges of the vibrating 
penis and ran in glistening pearl-like streams down the smooth 
wide-stretched crevice of her buttocks. The tiny puckered anus clenched and 
opened below in the rivuleting moistness of her passion in tempo with the 
final grunts of her soul-rending climax.


And then the machine came! In wild spurts of hot olive oil, she felt it 
spewing out its load inside her, and she discovered herself screaming, 
"Yes... yes, oh my darling, cum! Cum in me!"


Gradually the oscillations of the machine subsided. Jill could see Kinsby 
standing up and moving around the room, his formerly impassioned face now 
strangely calm, almost languid... as though he were thoroughly satiated.


Jill saw her own reflection in the mirror and turned away, dropping her face 
into a pillow. The despair she experienced was complete as the little man 
curtly told her to put on her clothes. As she dressed quietly her mind tried 
to fathom the enormity of the strange act she had just committed, but she 
found it was impossible.


Kinsby suddenly left the room and she was alone. She finished dressing and 
returned to the living room where the chauffeur was waiting to drive her 
back to New York.


"Ready, Miss?" the tall uniformed man looked at her. "Is there anything 
wrong, Miss?"


"No, nothing," she said.


They walked out through a side entrance to the house into the snow that was 
shimmering brightly beneath a full moon in the cloudless December sky. For a 
moment, as the long black Cadillac limousine pulled out of the driveway onto 
the main road, her mind was clear, and it seemed as though she saw the 
events leading up to tonight in sharp detail, in perspective. Tomorrow or 
the next day, the new girl would be in the office. It wouldn't be long until 
she, too, would be initiated into a way of life that was already becoming 
intolerable to Jill Marlin.


And there would be others who would follow her, just as Jill had followed 
Randi... while the machine would remain, master of them all.


THE END
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Foreword


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many centuries,
and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer for the individual
considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except that he must be true to himself.
The mature individual who has achieved this sort of self honesty and completeness will
be little harmed or affected by the illogical or irrational opinions of others.
In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this truth like an
unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters faced up to their unusual
desires instead of trying to repress them, much of the anguish they suffered would
logically have been avoided.
The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor a
revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the wisest thinkers
through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be true," was Shakespeare's way of
saying the same thing; but it comes to us from still an earlier source, and one which not
even the most rigid moralist can contest... "Happy is he that condemneth not himself
for that which he alloweth himself. But he that doubteth is damned if he eat. "Those
who deny others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to
consider this quote from Romans.
No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this ultimately
will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by looking at the past and
previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief glance backwards will also reveal that,
in such times, honored traditions and concepts were re examined, and many times
discarded. What was considered fact was found to be imagine. In short, the excuse that
"it isn't done" or "it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of
pleasure.
The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We offer no
further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this timely work. We now
suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. A work of art, no matter how
contemporary, should speak for itself.
-The Publisher


Chapter 1


"Honey, would you like some coffee before you leave for work?" Gilda Aimes called up
the stairs to her husband Benson.
"No thank you, dear," Benson Aimes dutifully replied as he grabbed his briefcase and
straightened his tie. He stopped momentarily at the full length mirror in the Aimes'
exquisitely paneled bedroom and inspected the flecks of gray in his prematurely turning
hair. He realized they were the price he had to pay to be the most effective city
prosecutor in the City and Country of Los Angeles, yet he often wondered whether his
long hours and grueling pace were really worth the effort. His hard work in fighting
crime in one of the nation's largest cities had given him a reputation of being "Mr. Law
and Order," but he sometimes found himself wishing he could idle his hours away like
the people he so desperately fought to convict.
"Good morning, darling," he said whisking into the kitchen and gulping down the
coffee Gilda had made.
Although Gilda was more than ten years younger than her husband she made a perfect
mate for the bustling, hard working attorney. She loved Benson as much as he loved
her and centered her entire existence around his happiness. They had been married for
two years and despite the occasional "spat" they and all married couples lived through,
their life together had been a fruitful one. Gilda was a good cook, entertainer and even
though they were childless, she was loyal beyond reproach. There was only one facet to
their relationship which perplexed Benson and that was his wife's constant concern
with their social acceptability.
Gilda Benson had been born of very affluent parents and she refused to consider herself
and her husband anything less than part of the city's elite class of people. She devoted
most of her time to ensuring that they spent their leisure hours in the company of the
'right' people, and though Benson cared little for the social life she craved, her
acquiesced in her demands that they attend precisely the kind of functions and events
which would help promote Benson's career. Gilda knew her social predilections irritated
her husband, yet it seemed her conversation always directed itself to area of high society
and the cultured elite.
But as Benson took his seat and started to flip through the morning's paper, his mind
was far from the social page. Ever since he had given up his lucrative private practice to
become the city's top D.A., Benson had been concerned with only one topic,
Prostitution.
Absentmindedly poking at his scrambled eggs, Benson scanned the paper for anything
which was remotely related to his area of concern. He had become an expert at making
mental notes of governmental and legal news items which were of interest, but on this
particular morning there was nothing in the paper which stimulated him. He had
hoped that there would have been some kind of rebuttal to the blistering attack he had
recently made on organized prostitution via a full column in the paper, but searching
almost frantically for some small indication that people were as morally outraged as he
was with the proliferation of sex in the city, he was left with gnawing realization that
few, if any, cared. Benson folded the paper and violently tossed it on the cupboard as
Gilda looked up in surprise.
"What's the matter, honey?" she asked. "Are you having problems at work again? I
mean, really, I thought you said everything was going so smoothly at the courthouse."
"Look, let's not talk about it, now, huh," Benson said between tightly clenched teeth.
"I'm beginning to think you're like everyone else in this town. Always giving lip service
to my problems, but never wanting to do anything about them."
"Please darling, I'd really like to hear what's on your mind," Gilda said, knowing she'd
best not push the subject, yet unwilling to bow to his vaguely threatening tone of voice.
"I'm sorry honey," he said. "I didn't mean to raise my voice to you. It's just that
yesterday, I got a hold of a name. A name, I'm sure that's tied up with the flesh
peddlers and big time vice organization in this city. The problem is that I doubt that I
can convince anyone that the name I've got has anything to do with illegal bingo
games, much less syndicate level prostitution."
Lighting a cigarette, Gilda looked at her husband attentively hoping to get a little more
information. Although she couldn't believe that prostitution was organized she found
her husband's discourse on the topic most interesting and tasty gossip for the friends
she met for lunch.
"O.K." Benson said, "are you ready for a shock? What if I told you that Barker Tibbett
was the big man in this city's vice ring? Would you believe it?"
Gilda's initial response was a slight, yet audible gasp, but as she tossed the subject
around in her mind, her stunned face started to transform itself into a blossoming
smile.
"Benson!" she said, "have you lost your senses? Why Barker Tibbett is a friend of my
father's. He's one of the most charitable men in the city. He gives thousands of dollars
each year to every benevolent organization in town."
"That's just the point," Benson said vehemently. "Why do you think it's so hard for me
to get any 'big money' to support my drive to clean up this city? Well, I'll tell you. It's
because it's guys like Tibbett and his friends that have the control of the very
organizations I'm trying to destroy."
At this point Gilda wasn't even listening. If Benson wanted to rave on like a lunatic she
preferred he did so at his office. After all, why would a man like Barker Tibbett give all
that money to charity and then try to make more supporting a prostitution ring. The
entire idea was too outrageous for Gilda to even consider.
"Look," he went on, unwilling to stop his tirade. "All of your so called prestigious
friends, people with the political know how, are unwilling to even listen to what I have
to say. They're too gutless to rock the social boat and that's why men like Tibbett have
such a free rein with the power in Los Angeles. I mean, so what if he gives money to
charity? Can you imagine the millions of dollars he makes every year on tourist trade
alone? Sure, he'll give a few piddling dollars to charity to cleanse his image; as long as
he can profit by doing so. This city can make enough money on legitimate tourist trade
and I'll be damned if I'm going to bring my children up in a town where sex and crime
run rampant."
Although Gilda had been daydreaming at this point, the word 'children' brought her
attention back to her husband's harangue. They had both wanted children, but Gilda's
problem was sexual intercourse. She felt that she enjoyed it but not to the extent that
Benson did. Perhaps it had been the graphic way her mother had told her of the terrible
things men did to women, but Gilda felt that sex was something to be avoided if
possible. To her, sex more than once a week was excessive and she knew that once they
had a baby she could cut down their frequency without her husband's objection.
"Look, honey," he said trying a different approach. "I simply wish you'd try to
understand. Too many of the very people you seem to admire and respect have ignored
the problem too long. If the present trends continue, there's just no telling what could
happen to this city, not to mention the entire country."
"Ben darling," she said. "I do try to understand, it's just that I think you might be
barking up the wrong tree."
Sighing and shrugging his shoulders, Benson got up from the table coming to the
conclusion that nothing he could say would change her mind. Good God, he thought, I
know it's not her fault she doesn't understand but Christ almighty.
"Well, have a nice day," he intoned as he gently kissed her cheek and headed for the
door.
"You too," she replied, as he unconsciously slammed the door and raced for the car.
Damn it, he thought to himself as he began the long drive to his office. If only Gilda
and some of her friends could see the things that I've seen in this city they'd sure
change their minds in a hurry. He thought of his wife and the many people like her
who believed that anyone with money and power also had the moral fortitude to use it
responsibly. What an archaic notion, he said aloud to himself.
As his car radio blared out new reports of crime and violence, Benson made the
intuitive, yet his way of thinking, plausible connection between organized prostitution
and the proliferation of garden variety crimes. How could he prove to Gilda and people
like her that his assumptions were valid? Benson knew if he could come up with the
answer his problems would be over. But how?
It was a gamble. That he was willing to admit, but maybe he'd get some results if he did
some private investigating. Massage Parlors brought in the biggest share of the illicit sex
dollar that he knew. Perhaps if he paid a visit to one, it would pay off handsomely in
his attempts to rid the city of the corrupting influences which seemed to surround him.
His thumbs searched for the corners of his eyelids as he regained consciousness from a
10 hour sleep. Massaging his eyebrows, Johnny Proctor made a gallant attempt to stand
upright, but the vast quantity of liquor he had consumed the night before, seemed to
prohibit him from doing so. Finally his tortuous headache took precedence over his
desire to continue his sleep and he stood erect, with his skull pounding to the tune of a
mad drummer.
The cool tap water he splashed on his face was refreshing, yet Johnny knew it would
take time before the handful of aspirin he threw down his throat took effect. Toweling
himself off, he surveyed his dingy studio apartment and lighted his day's first cigarette.
Then, as the silver blue smoke swirled up his nostrils and jolted him back into reality,
he asked himself the question he ceremoniously started each day with. "What in God's
name am I doing here?"
Walking to the apartment's entrance, he knew it would be another sweltering day as he
bent over in pain to retrieve the morning's paper. The mid morning sun, already
blazing, beat down on his sensitive skull and intensified the fire which blazed through
his temples. He quickly closed the door and returned to his only worldly possession of
any value: his water bed. Aimlessly rifling through the daily tabloid and noticing the
emphasis reader's put on human misery and suffering, he thought of his own incredible
story. A story consisting of a series of events which found him making his living by
taking money from the hands of prostitutes and placing it in the hands of a pimp.
The story began when he was only 13 years old and he and a friend took a car for a
tour of his hometown. Regrettably they failed to inform the car's owner that they did so
and he was apprehended for car theft so began a series of arrests that would follow him
everywhere he went.
Johnny inhaled deeply on the cigarette and remembered how strangely his parents
reacted to his arrest. Both his mother and father, instead of chastising him as he had
expected, started to keep him at arm's length as though he were some type of strange
exotic disease. He had stolen the car as a prank, but as his parents became more and
more distant, Johnny began to find his praise and reinforcement from the other boys at
school. In the eyes of his friends, Johnny had become a man. After his arrest his friends
constantly plagued him for a reenactment of the deed and a graphic description of
police brutality. He tried to do well in school, but his image as a daring, wild young
man, full of bravado and spirit followed him everywhere. Many of his friends, most who
were to become criminals themselves within a few short years, revered him and
considered him their leader. Soon his schoolwork took a backseat to his role as a hero
and by the time he was sixteen, Johnny was living up to his image as a hood and was
ready to quit school.
Quitting school, Johnny thought he'd soon go back and continue his education. He
simply wanted a 'time out' and a chance to do the things he always dreamed about. Yet
life in the poverty ridden areas of Los Angeles offered Johnny nothing but an occasional
pool game and the endless stories of exaggeration told by would be thugs and punks.
There existed no one in his environment with whom he could share his thoughts, and
no one to stimulate his curious and active mind. As time went on his popularity began
to fade. He refused to become a part of the drug scene which surrounded him, and
instead of dwelling in his own self pity, tried his hand at a number of part time jobs.
He hoped one day to finish high school and then to on to a large university. But
disaster struck.
One night upon returning home from a job he held at a munitions factory, he received
a phone call from the county coroner who asked him to report to the morgue. Asking
why, he was simply told that they wanted him to make positive identification of two
elderly people who had been driving a late model car and had died instantly upon
hitting on oncoming truck.
Although he had not been close to his parents their death disillusioned him. He had
seen how diligently they had worked to make themselves and their son 'respectable' yet
with their passing; Johnny could only ask himself why. After a number of scavenging
relatives and high priced lawyers ravaged the Proctor's estate, Johnny was left with
hardly enough to pay his month's rent. His dreams of finishing school and enrolling in
college were obliterated and he decided to try his hand in the world of crime.
Johnny's quick mind and amazing physical strength and agility dictated that burglary
would be his first choice. Many of his schemes were very complex and well executed,
but the business was too risky and after less than a year he gave it up. Then an old
friend offered him a percentage of a small neighborhood protection racket, but as time
went on his take became smaller and smaller and so did Johnny's motivation to work.
By the time Johnny approached his twentieth birthday he was living a hand to mouth
existence; making a dollar or two by gambling, stealing and simply playing the role of
the neighborhood flim-flam man. Then, on a New Year's Eve night, he and a friend
decided to hold up a liquor store. They really didn't have a chance to get away with it.
His friend was shot to death in the entry way to the store as they left and Johnny was
caught two hours later hiding in a tool shed a block from the robbery.
Convicted and sentenced to 3 years in the roughest prison in the state, Johnny learned
many things in jail, but not much he could use to make his re entry into society a
successful one. He did however learn that there were both good and bad people on both
sides of the law and it was this knowledge that aided him in his relationship with his
first employer upon his release from prison.
Barker Tibbett was a man who gave huge sums of money to the Los Angeles Convict
Rehabilitation program. Johnny had the misfortune of making Tibbett's acquaintance
one night when his parole officer suggested he stop by the agencies headquarters and
look around. Tibbett was evidently impressed by the young man's intelligence and his
overall aura of confidence and independence. Surprisingly Tibbett offered him a job,
telling Johnny that there was plenty of room in his organization for a young man who
was "aggressively ambitious."
It didn't take Johnny long to see what Tibbett meant. He soon found that Tibbett
controlled the lives of over a hundred prostitutes in every part of the city. They catered
to strictly an elite clientele, and although most of them worked in Tibbett's numerous
massage parlors, some turned a 'number of tricks' on the side. All Tibbett's girls were
carefully watched and were forced to account for every penny they were suspected of
making. If a girl failed to make a 'quota,' or held out some of the money, she could
expect to be dealt with severely. A few of the 'girls' knew each other, but no one person
knew enough about Tibbett's organization to do it any harm.
Having been on the job for less than a month, Johnny knew very little about the
organization and preferred to keep it that way. He had no intention of staying on with
Tibbett past the time he had enough money to enter UCLA, yet he had to admit that
the prospect of making 'big' money in Tibbett's organization did attract him. Each week
it was his responsibility to pick up the girl's weekly receipts, a task which netted him a
clean $300 dollars a week. Soon he would be able to quit and find something more
satisfying, but for now his job would have to suffice.
Continuing to read the paper while he dressed, he noticed an editorial written by a
District Attorney named Aimes. Johnny disagreed with many of the things the article
said, but he did have to admit that Aimes was correct in defining the forces behind
organized prostitution as being 'sinister.' Surely Barker Tibbett was not the kind of man
to be adulated. Yet he dismissed Aimes as some kind of reactionary kook who had little
knowledge of the real life on the streets. Little did he know, as he prepared himself to
make his last two collections for the week, that he would soon join forces with Aimes to
drastically change the complexion of Tibbett's organization.
You fat, little bastard, Saundra Lund thought to herself as she watched her latest trick
bend down to pick up his pants off the floor. He was pathetically drunk and struggled
to keep from falling as he fit his rotund torso into the baggy pants. Saundra was
relieved to see that he didn't need help in fitting his shoes and socks, and she counted
the seconds off before he finally picked up his bill fold. Inhaling deeply on a cigarette,
she watched as he left the crisp $100 dollar bill on the nightstand and headed for the
door. The only thing that mattered was that money the old trick had left, and for it,
Saundra would and had done just about everything.
She hadn't been in the business long, yet she was learning the ways of the 'Johns' she
dealt with. The fat little man who walked from her room was not the first 'John' to
demand something perverse for his money. Some men asked for or demanded that she
submit to cunnilingus or fellatio, but her latest 'date' like many others had subjected
her to anal intercourse and she could still feel the pain from the experience. She tried to
erase from her mind the brutal way in which he had turned her over and thrust his
finger into her tight virginal anal ring, yet she still hadn't conditioned herself to forget
the harrowing experiences her profession inevitably provided her. She tried to force the
painful scene from her mind, but seemed unable to. She remembered screaming in pain
as he slapped her face and started his salacious fingering of her anus and tried to
imagine a job which demanded more from an employee; yet she knew that the only one
she had to blame for her misery and torment was herself.
Then Saundra shuddered in revulsion as she remembered how he had debased her by
shoving his burgeoning cock in her aching rectum. She inhaled again on the filter tip
cigarette considering herself lucky that he had possessed such a small penis. Had it have
been almost any other man she would have been split right up the middle, she laughed
to herself, thinking of the small bump his prick made in his shorts. Now her thoughts
raced to her former husband and she considered the contrast between her well built
husband and the miserable excuse for a man she'd just made love to. Yes, she said to
herself, there was a real man, but the beautiful, 20 year old blonde had to admit that
were it not for Bubba Tibbett, she probably would have never found herself in such a
compromising situation.
Her 'trick' closed the door and left with a big smile on his face as Saundra reclined in
the Parlor's king sized bed and thought of her short, yet event filled history. She flashed
back to her two blissful years in college in her home state of Nebraska where the only
painful experience she encountered was studying all night for a final test. She was
barely 18 at the time, and despite her relative happiness, she decided she wanted to
leave the University and come to the west coast in hopes of breaking into the movies.
She was, after all, a Theater Arts major, and she knew that with her talent and good
looks it would be a cinch to land a decent part and climb the ladder to Hollywood
stardom.
Knowing full well that marriage and a staid life in the suburbs didn't suit her
temperment, Saundra persuaded her reluctant parents to finance her trip to California
with a plane ticket and $200 dollars in spending money. She left Nebraska on a hot,
muggy day and vowed not to return until she had found the fame and fortune she was
looking for.
It didn't take long for Saundra to find that Hollywood was not what it was picture to be
in the magazines she bought at the University bookstore. After months of searching
studio lots and haunting director's offices and tryouts, the only responses she received
were several lewd propositions and numerous suggestions that she made her start in
adult films. She was much too idealistic to get involved with the hard core film makers
and eventually settled on a job as a costume fitter for a large TV producer.
The job was dull and uninspiring, but it did give Saundra a chance to learn a little
about the life she longed to be part of it also allowed her the opportunity to meet the
man she would soon marry..
Bubba Tibbett, an employee of one of the biggest film makers in Hollywood, was one of
the top stunt men in the world. Saundra met him by chance one day as they both stood
off to the side of a filming of a pistol fight between two well known Hollywood
personalities. She had been tired that day and was sipping on a cup of coffee when she
noticed an incredibly good looking man out of the corner of her eye. He stood only feet
away from her, yet seemed totally uninterested in her gorgeously tanned body which
swelled in the revealing bell bottoms and skimpy halter top she wore. His concentration
was directed exclusively on the action in front of them, and as Saundra studied his
leathery, rugged good looks and tall, sinewy body, she guess that he was a cowboy who
got his kicks from watching the filming of westerns.
Finally, as the film was 'canned' and the set started to break up, Saundra got up the
nerve to ask the handsome cowboy for a light for her cigarette. As their eyes made
contact, Saundra knew that the stranger was something special. Immediately she could
sense that he was a strong, yet gentle man; one who'd experienced a lot of life's lessons
possessed the type of maturity she couldn't find in the boys her age. Upon lighting her
cigarette they talked about the scene they'd just witnessed and Saundra was instantly
struck by the way his deep, dark eyes transfixed on her own. Unlike most men she met
who immediately scanned her body as though she were a sure piece of tail, Bubba
seemed much more interested in what she said than what she looked like. It was true
that he'd occasionally steal a glance at her large firm breasts or tight, rounded buttocks,
but he seemed primarily interested in her ideas.
He told her of his award winning work as a stunt man and rattled off a long list of
movies and television series which attested to his credentials. Saundra could feel a
unique thrill of excitement race through her body as they talked and he told her of his
years in Hollywood. He described the changes that had taken place in his twenty years
in the movie industry and seemed strangely relaxed despite the fact that he knew he
was charming the pants off a girl more than 15 years younger than himself. Bubba
could see the innocent vivaciousness of the beautiful blonde as he told her of his past
and as they finished their coffee he invited Saundra to a private screening of a movie he
had recently appeared in.
From that moment on, Saundra and Bubba spent almost every minute of their free time
in each others company. When she wasn't working, Saundra was on the set of a picture
in which Bubba had a part, and when he wasn't working Bubba was trying to persuade
Saundra to 'take a day off and escort him to a party, to the beach or out to dinner.
Those were glorious days, Saundra thought, as she put her classically chiseled features
into a soft pillow and brushed away a small tear which rolled gently down her cheek.
Her mind reeled back to unforgettable days she and Bubba spent riding around in his
convertible in the hills of Hollywood with nothing to do but languish in the warm sun
and dream of their future together.
But soon, Bubba's job threatened to break up their romantic relationship. A big film
producer in Italy was going to make a series of westerns in his homeland and he
wanted Bubba for a stunt man. Bubba found himself in conflict. He didn't want to leave
Saundra, yet he couldn't pass up the unbelievable salary he was offered to go to Europe.
The solution to his problem was simple. He asked Saundra to marry him, she excepted
without hesitation, and they left for Europe, together, in the anticipation of a lovely
honeymoon.
Yet, such was not to be the case. They did spend a few wonderful weeks together as
Bubba taught his lovely young bride the 'art' of making love, but only days after Bubba
started filming his new picture; disaster struck.
Making a perilously exciting jump from a cliff to a moving train, Bubba misjudged the
train's speed and landed between two cars. He almost reached a ladder, but his
momentum broke his grip and he fell to the tracks and was killed instantly.
Saundra flew back to the states in abject shock. Only hours after her husband was
buried an attorney and a man she identified as her husband's brother, came to the
motel in which she was staying. They informed her that despite her husband's vast
holdings in preferred stock, his debts were of such a magnitude that she would be left
virtually penniless. Saundra remembered how surprised she was to learn that her
husband was in debt. Although she never asked Bubba about his financial affairs, she
knew he wasn't a lavish spender. She also knew there was something fishy about the
entire estate proceedings but her misery was so overwhelming that she signed the
affidavit the attorney pushed in her face, without the slightest hesitation.
Yes, Barker Tibbett, the man who had accompanied Bubba's attorney that day, was
certainly a clever man, Saundra thought as she lit still another cigarette. He had put a
fatherly hand on his sister in law's shoulder and told her that he could easily empathize
with her pain and suffering. With a maudlin tone to his voice and a dramatic wave of
the hand, he gave her one of his business cards, telling her that as long as he was alive,
she'd never have to worry about being employed at a well paying job. Little did Saundra
know that Barker Tibbett would slowly transform his brother's wife from an innocent
young bride into a hardened hooker.
Johnny Proctor pulled up along side The Massage de Jour and peered into the stained
glass window which separated him from its lobby. He paged through his collection
manual and found the name of Saundra Lund, the Parlors resident manager.
"Uh, probably like all the rest," Johnny said to himself, as he emerged from his car and
headed into the lobby. "All the broads I've seen this week have been sexually
provocative, but none have been really beautiful. But I guess that just comes with the
profession."
He jaunted into the Parlor's entrance and waited for his eyes to adjust to the silver blue
darkness of the seductively decorated room. When he finally was able to make out the
objects in the Parlor he was astounded by their nature. All the furniture was designed to
look like giant sex organs. Bean bag pillows shaped like scrotums, and ash trays shaped
like vaginas made the entire lobby look like one big sex scene.
Behind the parlor's main admitting desk, which doubled as a bar, was a thick muscled
man with a mustache and shaven head. He seemed to scowl at Johnny's presence in the
parlor and rudely asked him what he wanted.
"Ah, I'm looking for a Miss Saundra Lund," Johnny said nervously. "Barker Tibbett
sent me to pick up the collections," Johnny went on, handing the man the portfolio
which identified him.
Saying not a word, the bald headed man looked at Johnny's credentials and pressed an
intercom button.
"Saundra, there's one of Barker's guys down her for the collection. You better come
down. Have a seat," the ominous figure behind the desk said in a menacing growl,
motioning toward one of the obscenely designed chairs. "Miss Lund will be down in a
moment."
Johnny started to absent mindedly page through one of the many nudie magazines
aligned on a bookshelf near his chair, when his scattered thoughts were interrupted by a
strikingly feminine voice.
"I understand you have something for me. Is that correct?" the voice said as it startled
Johnny to attention.
Even in the poorly lit lounge of the parlor Johnny could see she was the most beautiful
woman he'd ever laid eyes on. He marveled at the fine line of her sculptured nose and
the radiant glow of her tanned and slightly hollowed cheeks. Following the sleek line of
her neck down to her well defined shoulders, Johnny's eyes rested on her smoothly
sloped breasts which jiggled and swayed with every word she uttered. Saundra's
curvaceous hips and firm, high buttocks jutted out from beneath the sheer material of
her dress and confirmed Johnny's initial reaction to her indefinable loveliness.
"Ah, y-yes," Johnny stammered, "I'm Johnny Proctor. I'm with Barker Tibbett's
organization and I'm here to get the week's receipts."
"Are you certain?" Saundra asked sarcastically; obviously pleased with the impression
she had made with the attractive young man.
"Look, goddammit," Johnny said finding her teasing attitude unamusing, "I said I'm
with Tibbett and I've got a lot of work to do." He wanted to slap her face and was
pleased with himself by the way he addressed her until her face dropped its smiling
mask.
"Come on," he said in a soothing tone, "I'm sorry. Let's sit down for a moment and get
a few things straight."
She obeyed him as though she were his well trained puppy, and obediently followed
him to an over stuffed couch. She was surprised and almost gasped with shock as he
offered her a seat before sitting himself. None of Tibbett's other hoods had ever been
polite with her. Most of the people who worked for Tibbett treated her like a common
street walker and many had demanded her services (free of charge), at one time or
another.
"Could we have a few drinks," Johnny said to the bartender as Saundra handed him the
week's collections.
"Ya I'll be with ya in just a minute," the muscle bound man behind the counter said.
"You said your name's Johnny?" she asked as she nervously looked over her shoulder at
the bartender."
"Ya. That's right," he remarked.
"Well, Johnny, I can't drink anything but tea when I'm on duty, so I think you'd best
cancel one of those drinks."
"Hey, that's all right. I won't tell anyone," he said, hoping to relax her.
Wow, this is just too much, Saundra said to herself as she looked at Johnny's young
rugged features out of the corner of her eye. He looked so much like Bubba, and
suddenly she found her interest pick up in the young man seated so close to her. He
couldn't be more than a year or two older than I am, she thought, and he certainly
doesn't speak or behave like the rest of the hoods who work for Tibbett.
Johnny sat close to Saundra and offered her a light for her cigarette, his eyes remaining
glued to her sensuous figure. After a few agonizing minutes the bartender brought their
drinks, rudely setting them on the table with a loud clatter.
"Well, let's see her now; that was a gin fizz for the lady and a double scotch on the
rocks for you," the bartender said.
"That'll be three bucks," he said with his hands on his hips and his eyes on Saundra.
Johnny handed him a five telling him to keep the change and finally a small smile
flickered across the hood's face. He walked away hurriedly and as his egg shaped head
disappeared behind the counter, Saundra worked up the courage to direct a question at
the strange young man next to her.
"Did Barker send you here to tell me Something? I mean is that why you wanted to sit
down and talk to me?"
"No he didn't want to tell you anything, but I did," Johnny said with a charming smile
on his face.
"What?" she asked.
"I wanted to tell you that I think you're beautiful."
Saundra blushed and smiled incredulously wondering whether to consider the young
collector a nut or some kind of wild romantic out trying to hustle all of Tibbett's
women. Embarrassingly she burst into nervous laughter, putting her hand to her mouth
to control herself.
"You must be kidding," she said, her eyes glued into Johnny's the way they once did
with her late husband.
"No, I'm not kidding," he replied with a stoic look on his face. "I see a lot of woman in
the course of a working day, but I've yet to see one as completely beautiful as you are."
"Why, thank you," she said in astonishment. "That's very nice of you to say."
If he had been any one of Barker's other hoods he would just be on the make, wanting
her body. But there was something different about the handsome, virile young man and
she had to admit that his compliment was flattering.
Johnny raised his glass and proposed a toast. "To you," he said, as a wide smile
blossomed across his face and his eyes roamed up and down her long angular body.
"Look," Johnny said, "I just wanted to explain to you that I'm really not like the rest of
Barker's men and that... well... there was just something about you that really attracted
me... and I... wanted to sit down and have a few words with you before I left. I mean,
you understand, don't you?"
"I understand," she said, wanting to believe him, but sorry that Johnny was ready to go.
"You see, the only reason I'm doing this is because I want to go to college and the only
way I can afford to do so is to collect for Tibbett. I mean, ah, it's good money for a guy
my age, don't you think?"
Johnny's voice trailed off as though he were trying to convince himself of his last words,
but then it picked up and he started to talk as though he were under the influence of a
truth serum. He had never been able to talk to anyone before, especially a girl, but this
girl seemed different. She listened and he thought she really understood as he gulped
down his drink and gave her his life story. He told her of his bitterness and his years of
'loneliness as a child. He told her of his brush with the law and how he envisioned his
future. No one had ever heard the story of Johnny Proctor, and Saundra sat in a trance,
listening to his every word, amazed at how closely their separate histories paralleled
each other.
Here was a man who shared something with her, she thought, as he poured out his
years of frustration. She could sympathize with his pain and could see how his personal
losses had affected his life. They were two people who had been unable to master
destinies and yet it was precisely the circumstances which were beyond their control,
which now brought them together.
"Oh Johnny if you only knew how much I identify with your pain and misery," she said
as her hand slipped into his. "If I could only tell you..."
"You can," Johnny interrupted. "Just try and you'll see that I want to hear what you've
got to say."
Slowly, and with some hesitancy, she began, fearing that her new found friend might
not comprehend the words she so desperately had to speak. But as she told Johnny of
her former husband's death and her subsequent life of pain and humiliation, she could
tell by his attentive gaze that she was getting through to him.
"Well, what do you think?" Saundra asked, her eyes glazed with tears.
"Look, honey," Johnny comfortingly said. "It's not what I or anyone else thinks. It's
how you feel that really counts. Unless you can answer that question for yourself, you'll
be lost."
"How do I feel?" Saundra asked herself. It was a question she'd really avoided. Her
longing for her late husband was now gone and she had to admit that the hate she had
for Barker Tibbett was really the disgust she had with herself.
"Well, I feel like a giant load has been taken off my shoulder," she said to Johnny. "It's
almost too good to be true, but it certainly is comforting to have someone to talk to."
The minutes turned into hours and as customers walked in and out of the massage
parlor and Johnny and Saundra continued to talk, the man behind the bar occasionally
poked his shiny head over the bar to stare at the twosome. Although Saundra was the
resident manager of the Parlor, she was obliged to handle customers who specifically
asked for her services. Luckily for Johnny and Saundra, no such customer had visited
the premises, yet the man behind the bar kept an eye on " everything which transpired
between them.
Johnny listened to every word she uttered, yet he couldn't help but gaze periodically at
the creamy smooth skin of her large, firm breasts as they lay half exposed in her
revealing dress. He watched, listened and learned as much as he could about her until
his desire had gotten the best of him. He could stand it no longer and during a slight
pause in their conversation he almost blurted out his suggestion.
"If I... I mean... if you and I..." he said, searching desperately for the right words, "...I'd
like to make love to you," he finally muttered.
Somewhat shocked, yet not offended, Saundra looked up from her drink and saw by his
blushing face that he meant it. Quickly she was able to comprehend it all. He'd
probably never had a steady girlfriend before, and how else could he tell a prostitute
that he cared.
"I mean... I know I haven't known you very long," he went on, "but I think I know you
pretty well and I really like you a lot and..."
Johnny had no idea how cute Saundra found him as he searched for his words.
Suddenly he stopped talking and looked as though he had been deflated by his effort.
He had never told another girl that he cared and he found the embarrassment of
attempting to, very discomforting. He was afraid she'd think he was just after a piece of
ass and that she'd reject him. Silently, he waited for her reaction to his question. He
didn't have the self confidence to act nonchalantly in such a situation and he regretted
the way in which he had blurted out his proposal.
"What's the problem, Johnny?" she asked. "Are you afraid I might say no? Look, after
spending the last two hours talking to you I think I can honestly evaluate the situation.
I may get in trouble, but I know my own feelings."
His face widened into a magnificent smile. He realized he wasn't about to be rejected.
Oh God, he thought, they'd be able to make love. Maybe he would have to wait a week
or so until she had a day off, yet he knew he could wait a life time for a beautiful girl
like Saundra.
"Look," she went on, "I'd really like to get out of here. Why don't we jump into your
car and go over to my place and relax?"
Johnny felt his body tremble, and his mind reeled with the words that echoed through
his ears. She wanted him now! It was all too unbelievable and he sat back in his chair as
though he were dazed.
Saundra, misinterpreting the expression on Johnny's face, turned to him. "Don't worry
about Barker or any of his hoods. I make more money than they think and it'll be no
problem to cover for my time off. I'll simply tell them I worked at night and took the
day off."
"Are you sure everything will be..." Johnny's voice was interrupted by the man behind
the bar.
"I just got a call from a Mr. Pickley, who said he made a reservation with you for three
o'clock. I think maybe you'd better get ready. He'll be over in a few minutes."
Immediately Johnny knew what the man meant. He would now be unable o head for
Saundra's apartment as planned, and the bartender's interruption only reminded
Johnny that Saundra was, despite her radiant beauty, a whore. Yet he really didn't care
what she was, for at that moment, all Johnny wanted was her gorgeous beauty.
His mind raced as he watched Saundra's firm sensuous buttocks move in syncopated
rhythm as she walked toward the balding man at the counter.
"How's business today, Tim?" she asked, obviously attempting to remind him that in
Barker's hierarchy, she had clear superiority over him.
"Oh, it's been pretty good, Saundra," he said, clearly understanding her intention.
"Well, look Tim," she went on, "why don't you just tell Pickley that one of the other
girls would be glad to handle his business. I've got some important business of my own
to take care of." She smiled at him and discreetly handed him a crumpled up twenty
dollar bill.
"But Saundra," he said, "you know old man Pickley. He's your 'trick'. He'll be furious if
he drives all the way over here and finds you've left for the day. What'll I tell him? And
what'll I tell Barker if he finds out? Goddamn honey, you're gonna be in a hell of a fix
if the boss gets wind of this. You know that, don't ya?"
"Tim, I don't care what you tell him. I'm going to take the afternoon off whether he
likes it or not."
Her words echoed in her ears, for she still felt the pain she had received more than two
months before when she had purposely disobeyed Barker and had suffered the
consequences. She intended to leave town permanently when someone told Barker
Tibbett of her intentions. On the night she was going to leave, Saundra received a
phone call from Tibbett warning her that she should reconsider her proposal to leave
since it might be a costly decision. She hung up the phone thinking that Barker's
remarks were vague and idle threats, but as she approached the bus station that night
she was attacked by a gang of youths who beat her and took her wallet. The police, of
course, wrote the incident up as just another mugging, but Saundra knew who had
masterminded the entire thing. It had been Tibbett. He had added insult to her injury
by prohibiting her from carrying out her own free will and stealing the small amount of
money she had made for herself in his flesh factory.
Saundra strode back in the direction of her new found friend and she considered the
danger involved in refusing to play the game by Tibbett's rules.
"What was that all about?" Johnny asked her as she returned with her previously
radiant face now turned an ashen gray.
"Look, honey, I've really got to stay here for a while," she answered. "Why don't I give
you my private phone number and address and you could call me later tonight. Would
that be all right?"
She tried to force a smile, but she trembled as she wrote her number on the back of a
cocktail napkin, and she felt herself unable to control the flood of emotion which
threatened to sweep over her. Suddenly she burst into tears as she clutched awkwardly
at Johnny and sobbed on his shoulder.
"Oh Johnny," she cried. "I really want to go with you, but I can't. You understand,
don't you? You're so sweet, but I think we'd better make it some other time. You'd
better go now," she added, as she trembled uncontrollably and tears streamed down her
angel like face.
"All right," he said, as he kissed her and started for the door. "I hope everything will be
okay." He put her address in his pocket, put the collections under his arm, slipped on
his sunglasses and headed toward his car. On his way out of The Massage De Jour he
felt his desire for Saundra burn hot, yet he knew he couldn't act on his emotions, for if
he dared to, he might endanger not only the lovely girl he was leaving, but himself as
well.
Saundra watched her handsome, muscular friend stride toward the parlor's parking lot;
thinking of the perverse, and thoroughly disgusting way in which she'd be forced to
spend her entire afternoon. She thought of skinny old Mr. Pickley and the bizarre
things he demanded of her.
"All I am is a damn machine for old men who have no way to get a girl except to pay
for one," she almost said aloud. "Oh God," she said, "why couldn't I have met Johnny
two years ago when I was young and innocent, instead of now? A whore selling her
body in a massage parlor?"
Watching Johnny athletically jump into his convertible and start its engine, Saundra
had the instant realization that the best years of her life were going to waste. She had to
find some way out of her situation and she felt the best way to begin was to take a
temporary leave of absence from the parlor, no matter what the consequences. As
though she were moved by bolts of lightening, Saundra ran out of the parlor without
her purse, wearing only a flimsy dress and a pair of ankle laced platform shoes.
Slipping the car into gear, Johnny looked into his rear view mirror for oncoming traffic
when he focused on the figure of Saundra as she ran from the massage parlor with a
frantic, almost uncontrolled urgency.
"Johnny, Johnny, wait," she bellowed. "I'm coming with you," she almost screamed as
she literally ran to meet him.
Swiftly, she opened the car door and threw her arms around Johnny in hungry
anticipation. After a long extended kiss, he pulled back and held her beautiful face in
his cupped hands.
"I don't believe this," he said. "I mean, it's just too much."
"Let's not talk now," she interrupted. "I want to get as far from here as fast as possible.
Please, Johnny, take me home."
They kissed and headed directly for Saundra's apartment, yet neither of them realized
that the moment they left the parlor, Tim, the balding man behind the bar, was on the
phone and would soon be talking to none other than Barker Tibbett.


Chapter 2


The heavy metal locks on Saundra Lund's door clicked as she opened her apartment
door. Johnny Proctor stood back and allowed Saundra to enter first as he followed,
carefully studying the decor of her luxuriant dwelling. He was somewhat surprised to
find her home neat and tastefully furnished with expensive Victorian era objects of an
exquisite vintage quality.
"Why don't you fix yourself a drink," Saundra told him. "I'm going to change into
something a little more comfortable."
She walked into her bedroom, her body a sight for Johnny's sore eyes, as he started to
browse around his surroundings, fastidiously surveying every detail of Saundra's truly
opulent environment. He felt there were so many things he'd like to tell her and so
many more things he'd like to know about her, yet as he viewed the lavishness of her
home, he decided it wouldn't be a good idea to push. He didn't want to appear to be
too inquisitive, yet there was some intangible quality to this girl that really seemed to
stimulate his curiosity.
"Well, how do you like it?" Saundra asked, returning to the living room and wearing
only a sheer, sleek robe.
He didn't answer but instead thought of the countless men that had probably made
love to her in this very apartment. He realized it was none of his business and that her
profession dictated that she must have many men, but still the idea irritated him.
Immediately, Saundra sensed there was something wrong. She walked seductively
toward him and put both arms around his neck as she inserted one of her long, lithe
thighs between his legs.
She knew his penis was still soft, yet she also knew it was filling with blood with every
breath he took. She crushed her lips to his as the faint aroma of her thick blonde hair
filled his nostrils with the burning scent of desire and passion. It had been ages since
he'd had a real woman, and never before had Johnny wanted one like he wanted
Saundra. He took a long, low breath, and gently pulled himself away from her grip. He
simply couldn't help being preoccupied with the thought that this was the place
Saundra did her work and the contradictory thoughts which raced through his brain
only made it more difficult to accept her as a professional love maker. His instinct told
him to take her to bed and make love to her like never before, but at the same time he
thought of the many men who had paid money to screw her in that very place.
"Look, Honey, do you mind if I have another drink?" Johnny said, draining his glass.
Saundra released him from her hold and agreed to pour him another scotch. Her
intuitions told her that he was being reserved for some reason, but she couldn't
understand why. He couldn't have some kind of a sex problem? She asked herself.
Maybe he's just a little shy, she giggled to herself, thinking of how nice it was to be
with a man who wasn't overly aggressive.
Johnny followed her into the kitchen where she poured water over his drink. He
marveled at the graceful movement of her sleek young body, and he tried to remember
if he'd ever made love to such a beautiful woman before.
"Oh, that's fine," Johnny said as Saundra poured water into his glass. "I happen to like
the taste of whiskey," he added, hoping his comment would release some of the tension
he felt in both his mind and body.
"Come on," Saundra said grabbing his hand. "I want to wash off my make up, but I
don't want to leave you for even a second. Would you like to follow me into the
bathroom and watch?"
"No," he intoned blithely. "I think I'll just wait for you in there." His finger pointed to
her bedroom and she nodded her head in agreement and started for the bathroom.
Johnny walked into the bedroom which was tastefully adorned with feminine objects.
Saundra's walls were covered with original works of art, obviously created by unknown,
yet highly talented people. One wall was dominated by a bookshelf stacked with books
by obscure poets and philosophers and he wondered how such an obviously intelligent
girl could put herself under the control of such a low grade character like Barker
Tibbett.
Yet he could no longer think of Barker Tibbett as his mind became filled with
incredibly carnal thoughts. He looked through the corridor which separated her
bedroom from the bathroom and saw Saundra bent over the wash basin. Her long,
finely tapered thighs and full, firm buttocks were plainly visible, as the late afternoon
sun filtered through her nearly transparent robe. His eyes caught her gorgeous breasts
which hung and swayed gently, yet retained their perfectly full shape, as she bent over
to pick up the towel she had dropped. Johnny took careful note of her every feature and
came to the conclusion that never had he seen a woman with such impeccable beauty.
Saundra picked up the towel and her eyes met his gaze as she realized that he had been
staring at her naked breasts. Many men had seen her completely nude before, yet she
found an extra parcel of pleasure in having such a sweet and apparently naive young
man gaze at her in unabashed fascination. She knew he would not be like the others.
She could tell he wouldn't abuse her, but would make gentle and passionate love to her.
"How do you like your job with our dear, sweet and understanding Mr. Tibbett?" she
asked him as her voice interrupted the erotic dream he had fallen into.
"Oh, I've had worse," Johnny said. "But then again I've had better. It's just that the pay
is good, and well, with the economy the way it is and everything I figure I better get
what I can when I can."
"Yes, I know what you mean," she remarked with a heavy tone to her inflection. "I'm
not particularly proud of what I'm doing myself, but I hope to get out it soon. Just as
soon as I have enough money to be independent."
"Look Saundra," he replied. "I've never asked you this, but why does a girl like you get
involved in a business like... I mean..."
"Hold it," Saundra said, now realizing what was bothering him. "I know what you may
think, but there's more to the story than meets the eye. I've told no one this, but what
you and a lot of other people don't realize is that Barker Tibbett is my late husband's
brother! At the time of Bubba's death, Tibbett and an attorney had me sign a lot of
papers which supposedly had reference to Bubba's estate. What I didn't realize, until
weeks after I had signed that battery of papers, is that one of them was a contract in
which I agreed to be Tibbett's employee for a period of not less than three years. I could
have fought the matter in court, but I didn't have a cent for legal aid and beside, Tibbett
threatened to counter sue since he knew my legal battle would place me squarely in
poverty. I didn't want that, so I elected to opt for this," she said, waving her hand
around the room as though it represented her entire life style.
"Why that son of a bitch," Johnny grunted, unable to believe his ears. He felt a fire of
anger build in his body as he listened to Saundra's incredible story. Something about
her sweetness and her innocent vulnerability made her even more attractive and Johnny
could feel his heart beat in heated anticipation.
"But still there must be something you could do," he added vainly. "I mean wouldn't he
settle for alternative service?"
They both laughed at Johnny's seriously intended remark, but the levity of the moment
was broken with his next question.
"Saundra, how, uh, I mean, how many guys do you usually see in a night?" he finally
asked, turning his eyes from her gaze.
This is the clincher, Saundra thought to herself. If he can take this he can take
anything.
"Oh, maybe three, four, sometimes five, but never more than six. It all depends on how
hard I want to work and how much work there is to do."
Wow, Johnny said to himself. She really looks at prostitution as a job. I can't believe it.
"Well, ah, where do you... ah... do most of your work? I mean do you ever come here?"
Finally, his questioning broke through her psychic armor and she surrendered herself to
the emotions which had haunted her all day. She looked tenderly into his eyes and
suddenly burst into a torrent of tears.
"Oh Johnny," she cried with a shudder. "I wouldn't even think of bringing you here if I
had ever had other men in this apartment. This is not a place of business, it's my home!
Please darling believe me!"
Johnny stood upright and gently put his arms around her as she sobbed uncontrollably
in his arms. He guided her to the bed where they both sat in muted silence. As he
brought her close to him she could feel her body relax. For the first time in ages she
recognized a strange warm tingling in her womb and her large, pink nipples hard as
they made contact with his muscular chest.
"I can't honestly say I've ever been in love," Johnny softly intoned. "But if love is
anything like the way I feel right now; I'm in love with you Saundra!"
She wanted to believe in him so badly, yet the maze of emotions which battled for the
fore front of her mind, made it almost impossible for her to reply to his statement.
"What's the matter," he asked. "Am I moving a little too fast?" He started to rise to his
feet as though he were leaving when she frantically pulled at his sleeve and guided him
back down to her side. She had to let him know that she felt the same way he did and
she resorted to the only way she had of communicating to him her desires.
Quickly, yet gently, she cupped his strong, boldly etched face in her hands and sweetly
kissed his lips. This is the right thing to do, she told herself as their lips met and their
tongues started to explore the inner most regions of their mouths. She wanted him and
she kissed him with a slow and erotic gentleness which she hoped would tell Johnny he
was not like the others.
Momentarily they stopped and looked long and lovingly into each other's eyes. Now
she felt she had the courage to say what was on her mind and could reply to the first
honest expression of emotion she had experienced in years.
"Oh Johnny, I feel exactly the way you do. You must believe me darling, you must."
He knew what he must do now realizing that there was no more need for words. He
trapped her tongue between his teeth and delicately nipped on the probing flesh. As he
sucked on her warm, desirous tongue they embraced tightly, almost crushing each other
as the frantic fires of passion burned through their hungering bodies.
With the ease and assurance of an expert he rolled her over on the large bed, his eyes
taking in every inch of her sensuously throbbing body. He could feel his lungs working
for air as the excited quality of Saundra's breathing convinced him that she too was
ready and willing.
"Oh Johnny I want you so much," she purred as his hands lovingly swept over her
voluptuous formed breasts. "I want you more than I've ever wanted anyone."
Their bodies extended together over the length of the king sized bed and as Johnny
again kissed her his hands sought to tease and tantalize every inch of her taunting,
passion inflamed flesh.
She wanted him urgently and she almost screamed with the desire to pull him on top of
her. She sucked his probing tongue deep into her mouth and her entire body shuddered
with the frantic excitement of his every caress.
"Oh my God, Johnny," she moaned. "Don't tease me, I want you NOW!"
Did she say the same things to other men? Johnny's thoughts raced through his mind,
as his cock throbbed with frantic anticipation. He couldn't get 'the others' out of his
mind, but his jealousy only inflamed his already burning desire to bury his heavily
throbbing cock deep in the waiting cavern of her warm, moist vagina. Expertly he
teased the soft blonde outer fringes of her curl fringed pussy as his hand deftly parted
her cuntal lips. He toyed with the tiny pulsating bud of her clitoris and then slipped his
finger along the shivering pinkness of her wet clasping cuntal slit.
"Ahhhh," she groaned as the tip of his probing finger smoothly pressed up into the
moist heat of the openly spread young wetness up between her thighs.
Knowing she wanted him, the thought of the countless other men she had made love to
was moved back into the farthest recesses of his mind as he fondled and massaged
eagerly at her receptively quivering pussy. And now, for the first time, Johnny could feel
her hands reciprocate as her fingers slipped between his legs and she grasped his rigid
cock. He could feel her desperate hands urging him toward her lusting cunt as she
lovingly stroked his rock hard penis which madly pulsated with every beat of his heart.
His urgently beating cock hadn't even touched her cunt, yet he could feel the mounting
pressure in his groin scream for its blissful release.
With desperate haste he ripped off his body shirt, shoes and socks, his finger reluctantly
leaving its sanctuary of warmth. As he squirmed to complete his task, Saundra tugged
on the belt which fastened his slacks and tore at the zipper which housed his virile
young genitals.
"Oh my Lord," she said when his cock sprang from his groin the moment she lowered
his shorts to his knees. "You're beautiful," she gasped as her hand groped for the large
rigid prick. Saundra groaned with almost a perverse sigh of pleasure as she drew the
huge rubbery head over her naked thigh and near to her waiting vaginal opening. For a
moment he paused, as he teased her pussy and then, spreading her creamy thighs
wider, he got to his knees between them and massaged her trembling cuntal lips as he
kneeled nakedly above her. Now Johnny's mouth widened in an ecstatic grin as he
lowered his hips down and his straining young hardness slid gently up into the
clenching warmth of her vaginal folds. Deeper and deeper he slithered it into her
moistly enveloping young pussy until he filled her cunt with his burgeoning cock.
Johnny could sense her entire body writhed sensuously underneath him as the full
length of his hardened cock flesh burrowed its way up into her awaiting vagina.
Saundra moved in perfect time to his gyrating hips, grinding and writhing her buttocks
salaciously about beneath him as light, almost inaudible groans of euphoric pleasure
drained from her throat.
"More Johnny, oh God, give me more," she cried, as she drove herself upward toward a
wildly waiting zenith of sexual frenzy, employing every straining muscle in her nakedly
squirming body to meet the demands of Johnny's huge cock as it fucked rhythmically
into her possessively clasping cunt. Digging her fingernails into the whiteness of his
buttocks, she drew blood trying to pull him deeper and deeper up into her already
widely stretched vaginal furrow. She arched her hips upward with crazed desire to be
fucked deeper and deeper by the man who had suddenly become such a big part of her
life.
In the back of his mind Johnny was wondering how he compared with the many other
men she had let fuck her cunt this way. Did she act this way with all her 'tricks' or did
she honestly find him to be a terrific lover? His uncontrollable jealousy of the other
men felt the strange, yet very real desire to hurt her, to assert his masculinity over her.
Attempting to inflict pain, Johnny plunged his now massive hardened flesh deep into
her hotly clenching loins, using his buttocks like the weight end of a pile driver. He
thought of his huge cock as a tool with which he should punish her as he rammed
upward with pulverizing force into her erotically steaming furrow of passion.
"Ooouuuuhhh! God, darling," she screamed. "Give me more! Give me more!" With
each savage thrust she seemed to beg for more and more of his cock as he drove his
whole lust maddened self far up into her desire drenched depths. He smashed into her,
feeling the heavy rubbery head banging hard into her deeply waiting cervix.
He felt an animalistic urge sweep across his body as he moved to reposition her. He
lifted the quivering flesh of her smooth firm buttocks by cupping his hands beneath
them and she responded by wrapping her legs far up around his neck and shoulders.
She locked her ankles around his neck and raised her now nakedly defenseless buttocks
up in lewd sacrifice to his ceaselessly pistoning hardness. He fucked into her furiously
as with the fingers of one hand as he spread the clenching warmth of her writhing
young ass crevice, stretching the tiny ring of her pinkly twitching anus. She moaned
and squealed as he moistened his finger with the piquant juices of her wetly seeping
cunt and started to slide his finger along the vulnerable and tender flesh between her
cunt and anus. With extreme dexterity, Johnny kneaded the spongy opening, forcing
Saundra to cry out in ecstasy at the bizarre, obscene sensation.
Then, without warning, he slipped the finger all the way into the warmly clenching anal
flesh as she cried out with the mixed emotion of pain and pleasure.
"OOOoooaaahhh!" she grunted as he forced his finger in until the palm of his hand
was pressed flush up against her whitely shuddering buttocks. He could tell by her
reaction that she wasn't virgin there and he rotated his finger angrily around inside
skewering her anal depths with a frenzied passion.
Saundra could hardly believe the delicious, intensely burning feeling of the fucking she
was receiving in both her burning orifices. Her tightly swollen young pussy walls
clasped hungrily around Johnny's thickly, driving cock as it pummeled up into her cunt
from above and her asshole could barely stand the fantastic electric sensation his lewdly
squirming finger shot through her loins. She bucked and screwed back even harder as
her long, slim legs strained and clenched him tighter; drawing him deeper and deeper
into her feverishly undulating womb.
Saundra's thick, luxuriant hair splayed across the bedsheet as she tossed her head back
and forth. She was totally unaware of anything except the raging flood of lust which
rushed over her body. She hissed and groaned through tightly clenched teeth and her
face was a picture of sex crazed frenzy as she crazily tossed and turned her nakedness
around wildly beneath the rhythm of his relentlessly pounding cock. She flattened the
smooth white softness of her buttocks hard up into his groin and convulsively ground
her hips high above the mattress, trying desperately to absorb every inch Johnny's lust
hardened cock could offer. She was lost! A total subservient slave, now to his every
hungry desire and he knew it.
But now, the speed of Saundra's rapidly increasing undulation were becoming more
than Johnny could stand. He continued to fuck his wildly pulsating hardness deeper
and deeper up into her ravenous pussy, yet he knew it wouldn't be long before the
hotly growing sensations in his testicles below burst forth and gave way to his orgasm.
The arm he used for support began to burn with fatigue and he slipped his finger out
from her anus. His heavy, sperm filled balls smacking obscenely down now where his
finger had been and as he continued to plunge into her gyrating pussy he knew it
wouldn't be long before he shot a load of red, hotly building sperm deep up into her
open cunt.
"Oh, Johnny, Honey, I'mmm cummmmming, I'm cumming, now! I'm..." Suddenly her
body gave forth with the wildly bursting torrents of pleasure she had denied herself for
so long. He hardly had the strength to keep his cock buried in her as she bucked and
jerked on his groin like a wild horse gone mad. Her pussy overflowed with her own
orgasmic juices and lathered up and around his heavily skewering prick, sweltering his
tightly trapped hardness in her burning, orgasmic wetness.
As she came, he started to fuck into her with even more speed and intensity. She could
sense the burning hot cudgel in the midst of her ravenous pussy, yet she was totally
drained of strength as he fucked into her exhausted limpness as though she were a rag
doll. The only thought that registered on her mind was that even though many other
men had filled her with cum, only her new found love, Johnny, could provide her with
the most beautiful 'lovemaking experience' she had just gone through.
Now, although he had only seconds left to enjoy the pleasure of her hotly drenched,
young pussy, he cupped her firm curved buttocks as though they were melons in his
hands and fucked mercilessly up into her tenderly enveloping cuntal walls. Then
suddenly his balls exploded like two delayed action hand grenades as thickly steaming
cum shot up and along the underside of his heavily jerking shaft until it burst free deep
up inside her feverishly rejoicing cunt. He shot deep into her writhing belly as her own
wild screams of joy seemed to merge out in harmony with his own low, animal like
grunts of sexual pleasure.
"OOOooo...!" he cried out as he reared back, almost standing upright on his knees. He
slipped his arms up around her back and pushed her body into his as the last hot jets of
sperm filled her openly absorbing little belly to completion.
He slowly lowered Saundra back onto the bed; she being completely fulfilled and he
being drained and exhausted. He gracefully rolled off her sweat glistening body and
they lay together in silence with only the sound of their heavy breathing filling the
room. They were both entirely spent and they languished in the tingling warmth of
their mutually shared orgasm; Johnny knowing that he had fucked her as well as any
man had ever done, and Saundra hoping that Johnny was convinced she really loved
him.
Johnny turned over on his side and looked into her deep blue eyes. She was the picture
of contentment and before his lips made contact with hers, his mind registered the
words he had been longing to hear all day.
"Johnny," she said in a modulated purr, "I love you. Oh God, I love you."


Chapter 3


A sultry cloud of smog hung over Santa Monica Boulevard as Benson Aimes surveyed
the endless array of quick order restaurants, automotive supply outlets, cheap motels
and the brazenly advertised massage Parlors which were liberally sprinkled between
them. The bright orange California sky contrasted starkly with the darkening sky above
it and reminded Benson that he'd have to act fast. He was customarily home no later
than 7:30 or 8:00 and even though he wanted to do a bit of 'private investigating' of the
city's all pervasive sex exploitation scene, he really didn't want his wife, Gilda, to
suspect it.
Benson swung his American compact into the parking lot of a bar called The Fame and
Fortune and checked his watch. "Ummm, seven o'clock," he said to himself. "Sure hope
I'm done by ten or Gilda will pester me with questions I'd just as soon not answer."
Opening his door he was struck by a blast of mid September heat as he walked to the
club's entrance. He pushed open the tattered black cloth which served as a door and
was immediately met by a young woman in a revealing evening gown. Benson couldn't
help but gawk at her enormous breasts which jiggled wantonly in her low cut dress, and
though she had a bit of acne and a pronounced over bite, Benson found the girl
strangely attractive.
"Good evening, sir," she intoned as though she were a recorded message. "How many
will there be? Our evening's first show is just about to get underway."
"Ah... it'll be just me, thank you," he said with a chagrined look on his face. "I just
want to sit down and have a few drinks," he added, hoping his comment would
disguise, the fact that he'd never been in such a club before.
"Would you like to sit at the bar or would you prefer a private table?" asked the young
girl, who couldn't have been more than eighteen years old.
"Well... ah... I think I'll just sit at the bar," he said uncomfortably. The seductively clad
young lady led him to the large horseshoe bar which was only feet from the club's
stage, and as he followed her, Benson couldn't help but smell the overpowering scent of
her cheap perfume and his eyes became transfixed on her firm young buttocks as they
bobbled sensuously underneath the sheer material of her transparent gown.
"Here we are," she said as she motioned to the bartender and walked back to her
station near the door.
"What'll it be," the burly bartender said, transferring Benson's attention from the young
girl to his cold blue eyes.
"Oh... yes..." Benson said, a bit startled. "I'll have a glass of brandy with a water
chaser."
"There's a three drink limit here, buddy," the bartender said. "Just like every other joint
along this strip. You either get three drinks or none. Big overhead in these places," the
bartender added. "If ya know what I mean."
"Oh yes, of course," Benson said, smiling sarcastically. "All right then, give me three
glasses, but bring me three waters also."
Saying not a word, the bartender started to pour Benson's brandy while Benson
surveyed the dark dingy nightclub. All the tables were extremely small, being able to
seat more than three people comfortably. The only visible objects in the club were an
old juke box and cigarette machine which stood in one corner of the room. The stage
was simply an elevated platform which had no doubt been constructed in haste to
accommodate the club for the burgeoning business of topless dancing shows which had
risen up during the middle 60's. Benson's mind whirled with the number of building
code violations for which The Fame and Fortune could be cited, and he wondered why
the police officers on the beat had never made a point of informing the building's
owners that they could be tagged and eventually suspended from operating until they
made the needed improvements. The club was quiet, with only a few men at the bar
and a party number of couples at the tables. Benson could feel his blood rise to his
temples and his heart pound in disgust as he noticed two young men at one table and
whispering in each other's ear. The mincing sound of their speech was audible over the
muffled blare of the juke box. The entire spectacle of the club began to nauseate him
and he considered walking out when the sound of the juke box was abruptly halted and
the lights of the club's small stage were turned on.
"All right! Ladies and gentlemen, if there really are two such species. Now it's show
time! And direct from her last engagement at the Troubador, here is the one, the only;
Carla Ortez and her seven dwarfs!"
Benson was surprised at the appearance of the club's master of ceremonies. He was a
clean cut, ail American looking man in his early twenties and could have easily been
mistaken for a collegiate athlete. Benson wondered how a good looking young man
could force himself to work in such a dive, yet he was even more surprised when he
saw what the young man brought out on stage.
Carla Ortez was a giant woman standing well over six and a half feet. Her long
bleached hair was a stark contrast to her dark eyebrows, and although she was long and
wiry, she had the most enormous set of well curved buttocks Benson had ever seen in
his life. He had to admit she was an attractive girl in a strange sort of way, and despite
her size, she was perfectly proportioned. As she started to dance, Benson's eyes followed
her every movement, but then, the totally unexpected occurred. Something which
forced Benson to direct his gaze away from the stage. A team of midgets, all men and
scantily dressed in tank trunks, ran on the stage and augmented Carla's dancing with
obscene little movements of their own. The show was a little more than Benson had
anticipated and he turned back to his drinks, debating whether to run out the door, or
simply finish the liquor he had purchased and leave without creating the impression
that he had been revolted by the presentation.
Nervously he weighed the alternatives when a voice to his right interrupted Benson's
train of thought.
"Pretty amazing show," the man said, not even looking at Benson, but directing his
gaze into the maze of liquor bottles which were situated along a long mirror behind the
bar.
"Excuse me," Benson said. "Were you speaking to me?"
"Yeah," the stranger replied. "I say it's a pretty amazing show, isn't it?"
"Oh... ah... yes," Benson said, not knowing what to make of the man to his right.
"Yeah... it's... ah... really... kinda bizarre, to say the least."
"You from outta town?" The stranger who was dressed in an expensive three piece suit
toyed with his drink and looked directly at Benson as though he were some hick.
Quickly, despite the fact that the two brandies and the appearance of Carla Ortez had
disturbed his concentration, Benson remembered why he had come to the club and
thought his investigative purposes would best be served if he appeared to be a tourist.
"Yes, that's right," Benson hedged.
"I'm from ah... Stockton. Just in town for a sales convention. Why, you a tourist too?"
"No," the well dressed stranger said, shifting his weight on the bar stool. "I'm a local
businessman. I'm just relaxing and enjoying the show," he added, chuckling as though
Carla Ortez was some kind of freak. "I guess you could say I'm a connoisseur of the
joints along the strip. I've probably seen every act that's been presented in this town."
"Is that right?" Benson asked rhetorically as the wheels in his mind started to churn.
"Say listen," Benson added, "Maybe you could tell me where I could find a little action.
The company wouldn't allow us to bring our wives on this trip and I'm feeling lonely.
You know what I mean?"
The stranger smiled broadly and ordered two more drinks as he edged a little closer to
Benson. "Well," he said, "I've got the number to the hottest little bitch in this area, but
I'd better warn ya. She don't come cheap."
"Ah, well, I appreciate the offer," Benson said, "but I don't know. You see, I've got a
friend at work in Stockton who told me that my best bet was massage parlors, because
they don't charge quite as much as they're run by big businessmen who make sure all
their girls are clean."
"No problem at all, my friend," the stranger said as he guzzled down another drink and
lit a cigarette. "Just walk out the door, cross the street and you'll find yourself on the
steps of The Massage De Jour. It's one of the best massage joints in town," he added.
"And from what I understand it's operated by one of the biggest corporate concerns in
the city."
"Humm," Benson said coyly. "Sounds very interesting. I think I just might give it a try.
How much do you think it would cost me for say an hour or so?"
Although Benson was not terribly concerned with the answer to the question, he did
want to break off his conversation with the stranger gradually, instead of bursting out of
the club as his instincts told him to.
"I'd say you'll probably have to spend fifty bucks, but the girls over there are fantastic,"
the stranger intoned in a whisper. "I mean they are really fuckin' nice," he added, as
though he had to emphasize their beauty.
"Well look," Benson said as he drained his third glass of brandy. "I've got to be going
since I'm expecting a phone call at my hotel around midnight. Can't waste any time
you know."
"Hey, wait a minute," the stranger said. "Aren't you going to have the drink I just
ordered for you?"
"Sorry friend," Benson Aimes said, feeling much more confident. "Why not offer it to
Carla when she's done with her act. From what I can see, I'd say she'll need a good stiff
one when she's done with those midgets."
"Yes sir, could I help you?" said a balding, burly man with a handle bar mustache as
Benson Aimes entered The Massage De Jour. "We offer the most sensuous massage in
town, administered by the loveliest ladies in town," the man intoned, as though he were
a machine.
"Why yes," Benson said; the tone in his voice now noticeably more self assured than
the one he used with the girl who greeted him at The Fame and Fortune. "I was
wondering if I could have the company of one of your ladies for an hour or so."
"Why of course, sir" the man said. "That's why we're here. If you would just leave a
piece of identification with me, I'll take you back to the swimming pool and introduce
you to our entourage of beautiful girls."
Benson had anticipated something like this and handed the man a phony drivers license
which the vice squad had printed up for such an occasion.
"We operate strictly on a time basis here," the man said, directing Benson to the
swimming pool. "45 dollars an hour for the first hour and 25 dollars for every half hour
thereafter. You can either pay the girl of your choice or you can pay me when you
leave. That's entirely up to your discretion."
Benson was led into a huge room, the size of a dining hall, and marveled at the girls
lounging around the room's sunken, heart shaped pool.
"Simply take your pick ah... Mr. Smith," the man said, looking at the drivers license.
"I'll inform the lucky lady of your choice that she can meet you in room ten."
Benson's eyes traveled over the lovely young girls, many of whom were college coeds.
He knew he was involved in business here, yet he was a man, and he couldn't help but
marvel at the gorgeous young women as they struck seductive poses in hope of
attracting his attention. First he considered the tall, slim blonde who looked like a
Swedish movie starlet and then tossed around the idea of interrogating a voluptuous,
nicely stacked black lady. But then his eye made contact with a girl who appeared to be
of Latin or Middle Eastern extraction. She was delicately proportioned yet her breasts
were full and firm and her hips and buttocks had a wantonly fullness Benson simply
couldn't resist.
"I think I'd like that one," Benson said as he pointed to the little girl who was wearing a
green bikini suit.
The man who had escorted Benson in snapped his fingers. "Veronica," he yelled,
directing Benson to the dressing rooms which were located off to the side of the pool.
"I certainly hope you enjoy yourself," the man said politely as he abruptly turned to
leave.
"Oh, I'm certain I will," Benson said. "I'm quite certain I will."
Benson Aimes took the key to room ten from his pocket, inserted it in the room's door
lock, and watched it swing open with a click. He took his suit coat off, sat on the
spacious water bed near the mirror covered room's entrance, and turned on the color
TV to idle away the moments before his young companion entered the room.
He was just getting riveted into the police story on the screen when a surprisingly
heavily accented voice disturbed his concentration.
"Hello there," the voice said. "I'm Veronica. And what's your name?"
Benson could hardly believe his eyes. The young woman in the skimpy bikini was more
alluring in the dull light of the room than she had been at the side of the pool. And
though he was conducting an 'investigation', he couldn't help but feel his Adam's apple
drop toward his stomach as he looked at Veronica's gorgeous figure. She was a small
girl, not more than 5'2", but her wide spaced, heavy breasts and firmly soft hips and
buttocks seemed to burn an image on his already stimulated imagination. Her long dark
hair was cut in a curly fuck and it seemed to make her face appear smaller than it really
was. Her creamy body was colored dark amber and contrasted beautifully with her
shiny white teeth.
"I'm Mr. Smith," Benson said, as he attempted to catch his breath. He didn't know
whether to shake her hand or kiss her cheek, so he simply let the matter hang while he
surveyed her fantastic torso.
"Could I make a drink for you?" she asked, with a well practiced, seductive tone to her
voice.
"Yes," Benson said. "That would be nice." She made a drink for him and brewed a cup
of tea for herself. She explained that it was against house policy to drink liquor on the
job. Now that she had spoken to him, Benson guessed that she was probably Mexican,
yet her features were more Italian in quality.
They said nothing as they started to enjoy their drinks, but the silence .was
discomforting to Benson who, after all, was there to collect information.
"How old are you, if you don't mind me asking?" Benson inquired, knowing full well
she couldn't be over eighteen years old. He didn't want to appear too inquisitive, yet he
had to start his questioning somewhere.
"I'm thirty five going on fifteen," she said with a teasing little snicker on her face. "Any
other questions?"
What kind of weirdo is this guy, Veronica thought to herself. What's he gonna do, ask
me questions all night long?
"Well, how long have you been working here? I mean in places like this," he quizzed
her, hoping his questioning wouldn't alienate her, yet knowing he'd better get some
hard information.
"Hey, what are you anyway, a cop?" she asked with a tinge of bitterness in her voice
Benson couldn't ignore.
After putting her fears to rest, Benson went on to question her for the next hour.
Slowly, she started to trust him and as she broke the house rules and started to match
him drink for drink, their conversation became less stifled and she started to express
herself freely.
Her father had been an American embassy official in Mexico and her mother had been
the daughter of a wealthy Mexican land developer. She came to America after her father
was kidnapped and killed by Mexican terrorists and her mother had taken her own life
in suicide! And things hadn't been better for her in the. States. She told Benson how
she had dropped out of school after her foster father had raped and beat her. She had
gone to work as a waitress in a large hotel in Los Angeles, but soon after her sixteenth
birthday she had met a man who turned her onto prostitution as a way of making ends
meet. She expressed her concern with the migrant farm workers she lived with as a
teenager and expressed her dissatisfaction with the way they were treated in America.
Now Benson was seeing the other side of prostitution's story and the view disturbed,
him. He was truly concerned with this seemingly innocent girl, who found a certain
amount of release in expressing herself to the kindly stranger who had supposedly paid
for her body. She was impressed with the fact that he had not immediately jumped into
bed with her and she knew that the price he was paying for their conversation proved
he was sincerely interested.
"Who are you working for now?" Benson asked, the question catching Veronica off
guard.
"Oh Mr. Smith, please... I can't answer a question like that. You can't imagine what
would happen to me if I were to tell you. But, let me ask you a question. Who do you
work for?"
"If I tell you do you promise to tell no one?" Benson asked.
"You can trust me, Mr. Smith," she said. "I'm not like the other girls when it comes to
keeping a confidence."
He was a fool in doing so, but there was something so wholesome about Veronica, he
couldn't resist the temptation to get as close to her with the truth as possible.
"Well, first of all my name's not Smith. I won't tell you what it really is, but I just
wanted to be as honest as possible with you. I'm a district attorney and I'm attempting
to compile enough information to put away some of the big businessmen who exploit
girls by running these massage Parlors. Maybe you don't think what I'm doing is right,
but in the end I think I will only benefit girls like yourself who lack education. I've
really got nothing against prostitution," Benson added. "I just don't think girls should
have to give all their earnings to the big pimps who run these places."
As he finished, Veronica looked at him with a blank expression, but then, very
suddenly, she hurled herself toward Benson and threw her arms around him.
"Oh, I think you're a wonderful man," she sobbed as her warm, tender body shuddered
in his arms.
Benson was embarrassed by her display of affection, but as he gently tried to push her
away he again noted the striking similarity between Veronica and his wife, Gilda. The
womanly perfume of her dark skin and the luscious warmth of her full, firm breasts as
they pushed into his chest, awakened a tingling between his legs he hadn't experienced
in ages. Suddenly, without warning, Veronica had become an irresistibly sensuous
creature, and his flaccid cock began to rise as the magnetic heat of Veronica's loins
burned through the material of his trousers.
Veronica kissed him again and again and then sprung to her feet with a huge smile on
her face. She had never met a man who seemed so dedicated to doing something for the
underprivileged and she wanted to make love to him. Without a word she put one hand
on her flimsy egg shaped bra which encased her lovely breasts and one hand near the
thin nylon crotch band of her panties. With a quick jerk she pulled her garments off,
exposing the most gorgeous body Benson had ever laid his eyes on. His mouth went
dry as he battled the conflict within him, but his wife wasn't with him now, and Benson
felt somehow deserving of the luscious fruits which stood before him. The tingling in
his trousers had become a small, yet uncontrollable fire and he knew his swollen cock
needed release.
I'll find out what I need to know later, Benson said to himself as he hurriedly downed
his drink. Even though Gilda had never allowed him to look at her completely nude, he
knew her body was identical to Veronica's. She was just too much, and she'd probably
drain him, but he had to have her. He panted as he gazed at her large breasts hovering
over her taut young belly and he marveled at the darkly curling pubic hair which
glistened around the soft folds between her upper thighs. Her velvet thighs sprawled
like dark syrup and seemed to beckon Benson to taste their delicious contours.
"Would you like these?" she said, cupping her voluptuously sloping breasts and
elevating them almost to her chin.
No longer did he think of Gilda, as the brandy and the naked girl inflamed his passion.
She even looked a lot like his wife yet he couldn't think of anything bu Veronica as she
stood before him, offering him a sensuous treat he had never before had the
opportunity to experience.
"Well, Mr. Smith or whatever your name is, I think your pants are too tight," she said
as she looked at the enormous bulge in his slacks.
Saying nothing, he began to strip; his eyes never leaving her silken, coal black young
pussy curls.
I can't wait, Benson thought, as he literally tore his shorts off his groin, freeing his
massively swollen cock. It sprang forward and wavered momentarily, then twitched
uncontrollably upward, aching for the feel of her soft, hair lined pussy mouth. He felt
that he would cum at any second, but he wanted to wait and let it burst forth up into
the delicious young cunt only feet away from him.
"My God," she gasped when she saw his throbbing hardness jutting our from his body.
"It's so big," she said. "Bigger than any I've ever seen before." She knew she was lying,
and though he was large, it was not the biggest she had ever seen.
"Come over here," he said sternly, a tone in his voice he could never use with Gilda. "I
want you now!"
The moment she was within reach he grabbed her and pulled her to him, almost
forcing the breath from her with his strength. Veronica didn't try to resist but instead,
molded her shuddering body to his, pressing one warm, well tapered thigh into his
crotch and pushing her soft, silken pussy into his groin. Now, for the first time,
Veronica could feel the fires of passion rise up in her own belly, and although it was
supposed to be only a job, she couldn't help the desirous feelings for this strange man
which swept over her.
Benson's prick rested firmly against her flat smooth stomach and she could feel the
boiling warmth of its thick rubbery head as it burned into her soft, sensuous skin.
Small, clear drops of lubricating fluid seeped from the tiny vertical slit on his cock's
head and moistened her body as he brushed up against her.
Veronica moaned as his hands explored her delicately structured back. He slid his hand
down to her firm, tight buttocks and cupped both cheeks and jiggled them, sending hot
chills through her heated vagina. He knew that Gilda would never submit to being
touched on the ass, but the hot little bitch in his arms quivered with furious need as his
fingertip explored the tender circle of her pink puckered anus.
"OOOOOuuu," she sighed as his hands explored the soft, nakedly quivering crevice
which separated her smooth brown buttocks. He spread and kneaded the supple flesh of
her ass, sending sharp shocks of pleasure rippling through her womb.
Now he was overcome with the desire for her and quickly his fingers ran along the
moistly waiting hair lined slit of her vaginal furrow and searched for the tip of her hotly
aching clitoris.
"OOOOhhhh," she hissed through tightly grimacing teeth, "I want you now!"
Veronica could hold back no longer. Immediately she turned away from Benson and
fell to her knees on the bed, offering her buttocks back up to him as though they were a
sacrifice.
Benson, still, sitting on the bed, grabbed her waist and directed her back in his
direction. He knew what he wanted and wouldn't be denied. He turned her around and
crushed his lips into hers as she squealed with wanton delight. She knew what he
wanted and was more than willing to give it to him. She kissed him on the neck and
then started to work her lips lower, grazing his hairy chest and working down his well
muscled stomach. She knew she could please him by sucking on his pulsating cock and
swiftly she worked her face down into his hairy groin.
In his ntire life no woman had ever submitted herself so totally to Benson and he felt
mad fevers of lust bounce around his brain as her eager wet lips softly kissed and
caressed at the smoothly throbbing head of his cock.
"OOOhhh," Benson moaned aloud as Veronica parted her full moist lips and gently
slipped the massive head up into her mouth. Her tongue darted out and massaged the
sinew lined shaft of Benson's throbbing penis, sending hot flashes of pleasure down
through his aching testicles. He could barely stand the ecstatic sensations she was
creating in him as she lovingly licked his long rigid shaft. Her tongue started at the base
of his erect penis and worked its way up to the heart shaped head and then Benson
found her mouth nibbling hotly, wetly at its very tip.
Eager to please, she held it by its base, parted her sensuous lips, and sank her mouth
glove like up over almost its entire length. Her mouth distended grotesquely and her
cheeks hollowed and swelled as she began her rhythmic sucking of his cock. She had
sucked many men before, but she never enjoyed it as she did now. She wanted to suck
him until she made his hot, virile male sperm burst out into her mouth and as her head
bobbed lewdly over his pulsating penis, she could tell it wouldn't be long until she had
her wish.
"Oh baby, don't stop," he growled down at the top of her head. "Don't stop!"
Spurred on by Benson's pleas, the young girl sucked more and more of his desire
swollen cock into her wetly sucking mouth, stabbing it with her probing tongue as she
attempted to absorb it all the way back past her tonsils. The fire in her wetly exuding
pussy was now out of control and she knew she'd also fallen victim to their dually
rising lust as Benson's' hips undulated madly below her.
"Aaarrruuuhhhggg," he growled insanely as the unbearable pressure in his scrotum
reached its zenith.
Benson's tortured, lust maddened mind raced like wildfire as Veronica sucked for the
fiery liquid building heavily below in his lust aching balls. Her moaning brought her
own passionate arousal to Benson's attention, and he wanted to please her also, to get
down on her inflamed pussy and taste her delicious young cuntal fruits. He wanted to
languish his face in the soft silken fleece which covered her cunt and dwell in the warm
sweet security which throbbed hotly up between her lean, creamy thighs. This young
girl, who was little more than a stranger, had driven Benson to sex maddened heights
he had never before imagined and he wanted nothing now but complete and absolute
control of her naked body and he mind.
Finally he could stand it no longer and he lifted bobbing head from his sizzling loins.
She stood up straight before him and wore an expression of complete surprise and
frustration as she was denied his massive burning cock in her mouth.
"Kneel down on the bed," he panted, pointing to the over sized water bed as though it
were a dungeon in which he was about to punish her.
Obediently she resumed her dog like position on the bed, offering her firm young
buttocks up to him as though she were his slave and he owned them. He gave her
hardly a chance to get into position as he stood erect, and lowered himself onto the bed,
directly behind her. His enormous, tortured cock pulsated obscenely out and wavered
behind her defenselessly upraised little anus. But then, without so much as a clue as to
what he intended to do, Benson lowered his head down behind her heatedly quivering
buttocks and spreading the cheeks of her ass wide with a soft outward pressure of his
thumbs, buried his face into the hair lined walls of her desire tortured pussy.
"AArrr," she almost shouted as he shook his head back and forth, savagely feasting on
the liquid delight of her thumb spread cunt. His tongue and chin worked violently into
the warmly convulsing depths as his face became implanted firmly into the hotly
steaming furrow. His chin rubbed hard down against her love swollen clitoris while his
tongue licked and swirled greedily at the warmly exuding fluids flowing copiously out
from her audibly panting pussy. He could hear it! God! He could actually hear it
panting as though it had a breath of its own!
As he swirled and flicked his tongue in faster and faster up into her open vaginal walls,
her hips bucked and swayed with more uncontrollable desperation. She knew she was
cumming and she wanted him to share in the ecstatic sensation which overwhelmed her
entire being.
As if he had known her desire, Benson stopped his frantic oral fucking of her and rolled
to the bed on his back. Like an Obedient bitch in heat, she used his ankles for leverage
and extended herself upside down on top of him, again offering Benson's face the
luxuriant warmth of her passion aching pussy. She felt his hungering lips burrow back
up into her sparse, thinly growing pubic hair as his tongue parted and thrust up into
the delicate folds of her hungrily waiting cunt. She sighed in euphoric delight and
reciprocated by positioning herself between his muscular thighs. Below her face,
Benson's cock twitched in anticipation of her lips and again she quickly raised her head
higher and took it with both hands. Without the slightest hesitation, Veronica ovaled
her lips as widely as possible and plunged the massive cock deep up into her warm,
buttery engulfing throat. Her cheeks hollowed obscenely inward as Benson's cock
would withdraw from her madly sucking mouth and then would pouch outward again
as he plunged deep back into her throaty depths. She joyfully sucked at the throbbing
shaft, licking greedily as every last drop of seeping fluid which trickled hotly from it.
Veronica's tender young lips worked lasciviously back and forth over the long, fully
hardened shaft, and the sight of the eighteen year old Mexican prostitute in the
mirrored ceiling as she voraciously sucked his obscenely jerking hardness, brought
Benson to the final edge of his endurance.
Breathing in short, stifled pants, Benson again resumed his lewd tonguing up between
her legs. His tongue shot out in salacious exploration of the pinkly throbbing mouth of
her pussy and he ran it quickly along the soft, hair lined slit of her pussy and he ran it
quickly along the soft, hair lined slit until he found the wetly pulsing entrance. With
furious speed he thrust the entire length of his hot probing tongue deep back up into
her warm moist pussy and nipped his teeth gently into his desperately quivering flesh
of her cunt lips.
"AAAAhhhhh!" Veronica cried out as the tongue seared deep into her burning vagina,
rotating around in small tantalizing circles and then withdrawing and returning with
rapid fire movement. Veronica knew she had only seconds remaining before she'd be
forced to surrender to an orgasmic scream of delight and the more her passion
determined mind thought about it, the harder she ground the open wetness up between
her thighs down onto Benson's greedily working lips.
Benson was ready now and the lewd wet sluicing sound of Veronica's ravenous cock
sucking only increased the speed at which the fire in his groin spread through his entire
body. Deftly, but with vigor, he ran one hand around her trembling ass cheeks and
searched out the tiny puckered circle of her anus. He knew his balls were about to
explode, but before they did he was determined to perform one last, erotically
stimulating violation of Veronica's slavishly working young body. He found the tiny,
tightly clenched hole of her rectum, wetted his finger on her surging female juices, and
teased lewdly at it with the probing digit. That did it!
Unable to stand Benson's tantalizing touch any longer, Veroncia burst into a spasmodic
writhing that signaled the arrival of her long awaited orgasm. She threw her hips into
the air and with his cock still in her mouth, she let forth a muffled scream of surrender
to his finger's rampant action.
"OOOOhhhh... I'm cum...I'm... cummmmmmminngg... Now!"
Although Veronica bucked and jerked in her own orgasmic delight Benson was unable
to hear her. He too had found the experience just too much for his senses and he felt
the first waves of sperm burst out like an undammed river through his rigid, lip rimmed
cock. His testicles jerked wildly between his legs, and Benson's mind turned into a
crazed indescribable kaleidoscope of burning, churning color.
"OOOhhh, I'MMMmmmmmmmm cummmmiinngg toooooo," he bellowed as the
pungent, hotly flowing cum filled Veronica's voraciously sucking mouth with its warm
masculine taste. Like a giant pump, his wildly jerking hardness shot jet after hot thinly
spewing jet of cum gushing into the young girl's artfully accepting mouth. She tried
desperately to swallow it all, but some of the burning liquid escaped the side of her
mouth and trickled down her soft young cheek.
She massaged Benson's scrotum with one hand and directed his uncontrolled flow with
the other, knowing she had done the right thing by satisfying a man who truly
understood her plight.
And as they lay together, and Benson's penis slowly melted to softness, he realized that
the night had been a fact finding bonus. He not only had been able to get a good look
into organized prostitution, but also received a much better understanding of what he
was missing in his married life with Gilda.


Chapter 4


The morning's sun was already beating down on the long strip of asphalt which was
Santa Monica Boulevard and a thin veil of purple smog perched perilously above the
rustling city of Los Angeles, but to Barker Tibbett it was just another day in his
comfortably air conditioned headquarters: The Continental Club. He sat in one of the
lounge's large overstuffed chairs reading the morning paper when his concentration was
suddenly disrupted by the bartender who handed Barker a phone.
"Mr. Tibbett there is a call for you from The Massage De Jour," the bartender said with
a noticeably subservient tone in his voice.
"Thanks, Billy," Barker said, crushing out his cigarette and gulping down some of the
'Bloody Mary' he clutched in his hand.
Barker Tibbett was a land developer, yet the fact that he had accumulated a vast fortune
without 'developing' any land, coupled with the fact that he spent a great deal of his
time in and around various 'joints' on the Santa Monica strip, never seemed to perplex
his many influential friends and business associates.
"Barker Tibbett here," he said gruffly as though someone had awakened him from a
long sleep.
"Hey Boss," the other man on the end of the phone said, "I've got a few things I'd
better tell you. We've gotta couple a little bitches around here that don't know how to
conduct business properly."
It was Tim, the man who helped Saundra Lund manage The Massage De Jour, the
same man who had called Tibbett the moment Saundra and Johnny left the parlor, but
who had found that Tibbett would be out of town until the following day. He talked
into the phone with an urgency which Barker realized was uncharacteristic of him and
sensed he had very bad news.
"Well, goddammit, go on, tell me what's going on over there."
"Well, first of all we've got one pissed off customer in old man Pickley. He's that old
guy I was telling you about who drops about two hundred bucks a week in here."
"Yeah, yeah, I know," Barker said in an irritated tone. "Go on."
"Well, Saundra had him lined up yesterday for a three o'clock. But that new kid you
hired to take the collections came in here and they got real friendly. They sat around
here drinking in the lounge and then took off. I don't know, they probably went over to
her place, but..."
"Why that fuckin' little cunt," Barker said. "Look, I'll take care of this whole situation,
but right now I'm a little busy, so..."
Barker's voice was interrupted by the pleading voice on the other end of the line.
"Wait Boss, there's more I've got to tell you."
"Okay," Barker said, "but let's snap it up, I've got a busy day ahead of me today."
"Last night a guy came in here and gave me an I.D. which said his name was Smith,"
Tim continued. "I don't know why but there was something kinda funny about the guy.
I mean the name was so phony and he didn't really seem like the typical 'tric..."
"Come on," Barker said, "let's get to it!"
"Well, after he left I played back the tape recording in the room he'd used and found
out that he's a District Attorney who's trying to bust up the organization. I've got it on
tape, Boss, if you want to hear it! I mean, he spent over three hours in that room with
Veronica trying to get information out of her so I think he might be serious."
"Did she say anything?" Barker asked, as he looked around the lounge and whispered
into the phone.
"Well, she didn't mention any names, but she sure gave him a nice picture of how the
organization is run."
"You didn't recognize this guy, did you?" Barker asked, already guessing the identity of
the man who had posed as Mr. Smith.
"No, but I've got the tape right here. I could play it over the phone for you if you think
you'd recognize his voice."
Tibbett had met Benson Aimes before at a charity fund raiser their wives had managed
together and although they took an instant dislike to one another, Barker was certain
he could identify the man on the tape if it were Benson Aimes.
"That's a good idea," Barker said. "Play it."
Listening to the tape, Barker sat in the cool, dark lounge as a sinister smile broke across
his face. Unconsciously he broke a pencil in his muscular hand in two as words flowed
from the tape recorder.
"Tell me what this guy looked like," Barker said, after hearing the tape.
"Urn; six foot, well built... and very close cropped hair. A real straight arrow type. Ya
know, looks like he could do endorsements for a bank."
"Very good, Tim," Barker said. "I'll take care of all this. Don't worry about a thing."
"Okay, Boss," the man on the other end said. "I just thought you'd want to know."
"Oh I did, Tim," Barker said. "Believe me, I did." He hung up the phone with a
resounding slam, thought to himself for a moment, and then picked the phone back up
and started to dial another number.
"Hello," Barker said. "Did I wake you up? Sorry about that! Look, I want you and the
'big guy' to get over to the Continental right away. Yeah, that's right. We've got some
trouble and I want to get to work right away to stop it. Yeah, call him up for me and
you guys come on over here, eat some breakfast and then I'll outline the plan to you.
Hey," Barker added, "tell him to bring the Great Dane with him. Yeah, that's right."
Triumphantly lighting another cigarette, a wide smile broke across Barker Tibbett's face
as he thought of Maxy Ried and his Great Dane, affectionately referred to as 'Sugar'.
Saundra Lund had crossed Barker once too often, and despite the fact that he'd been
lenient with her in the past, he was determined to teach her a lesson she'd never forget.
Barker knew that Maxy and Curly Lambu, two of his best men, could be trusted to
carry out his orders to the last detail. He'd have them over for breakfast, give them the
plan, and the problem of Saundra Lund would be taken care of.
But how could he take care of the more pressing problem of Benson Aimes? Then it hit
him! Sure, he thought. Maggie would love to help him in this little caper. She was, after
all, very fond of young pretty women.
Barker, a tall, dark and extremely handsome if somewhat villainous looking man in his
late forties picked up the phone and dialed his wife.
"Good morning, dear," Barker said. "And how are you this morning? No, honey, I
didn't get back from San Francisco until an hour ago," he lied as he paved the way for
his request.
Maggie Tibbett was twenty years younger than her husband. Barker had married her
for her phenomenal looks and the fact that she was essentially bi sexual and therefore,
to Barker's way of thinking, dependable.
"Listen, honey," Barker said, trying to soothe her anger with his being gone all night
long. "I've got a little treat for you if you'd like to help me with a job."
Tibbett went on to detail his plan for his lovely wife. When he was only half way
through it he heard her say ecstatically, "I'll do it, I'll do it."
"Don't forget to load the camera," Barker said, as once again he hung up the phone and
felt a satisfied tingle. He was certain that this time Benson Aimes would be the one
who'd have to cover his ass, to save his face.
Lying in Saundra Lund's bed with his hands folded behind his head, Johnny Proctor
watched a woman scream in delight on the television screen as she won $25,000 on one
of the most ridiculous game shows he'd ever seen. Amazed at the way she conducted
herself, his attentions were divided between the tearful housewife on the screen and the
alarm clock to his left. He knew Barker Tibbett would have a fit if he didn't receive the
collections by noon, yet Johnny was determined to wait for Saundra until she came
back from the store.
They had spent the entire night together, and Johnny was convinced that there had
never been another woman in the world like Saundra Lund. Never before had he
awakened so cheerfully. He knew that any woman who could give him a decent outlook
at the start of the day was the kind of woman he could spend an eternity with, and
settling back into the bed, he felt comfortable with his thoughts. But then he heard a
knock on the door.
"Well, come on in," Johnny said laughingly. "You don't need me to open the door."
"Don't mind if I do," said the short, well muscled man as he barged into Saundra's
bedroom with a sneering smile on his face.
It was Curly Lambu, and the sight of one of Barker's hoods near the comforting
sanctuary of Saundra's bed, annoyed Johnny beyond measure. Threateningly he started
to move from the bed toward Curly when Maxy Ried walked in the door.
"How ya doin', Johnny?" the huge, numb-skulled hood said, motioning toward the bed
and warning Johnny that it wouldn't be wise to get upset by their presence.
Maxy Ried was a mammoth man, standing well over six feet and weighing close to 300
pounds. His only loyalty was to Barker Tibbett, and being one of Barker's oldest
associates, he'd put many 102 of Barker's employees into their place with a broken arm
here and dislocated shoulder there.
"Well, what brings you guys here?" Johnny said, trying to force a smile.
"Barker wants to talk to you, Johnny," Curly, a short, grizzly looking man, said. Curly
moved closer to the bed and turned off the TV with a short, quick punching motion.
"I didn't do anything wrong," Johnny said, hoping he wasn't about to lose his job or
perhaps something even more important.
"No, Johnny," Curly said. "He simply wants to make sure you didn't make any real
mistakes like Saundra did. You understand, don't you?"
"No I don't," Johnny replied, now terribly afraid that the girl of his dreams was in
danger.
"Well, we'll just have Barker explain it to you," Curly added. "Now, get your fuckin'
clothes on and get your ass outta here!"
Obligingly Johnny went into the closet for his clothes. He wanted to warn Saundra of
what awaited her, but he couldn't create a method for doing so. He could wait outside
her apartment, but Barker wanted to see him now! He knew he couldn't leave a note on
her door because Curly and Max would hear her footsteps on the metallic corridor of
the apartment anyway.
"Say look," Johnny said. "You guys don't mind waiting in the other room until I'm
dressed, do ya? I'd like to brush my teeth and get myself together before I head out to
face the boss."
"Yeah, all right," Curly reluctantly said, "but make it snappy. Do you understand, kid?"
"Sure, Curly," Johnny said. "Thanks a lot. I appreciate it."
Curly left the room with Maxy obediently following. Johnny's mind raced as he thought
of Saundra walking back into the apartment totally unaware of what was in store for
her. Suddenly the months and weeks of fear and guilt seemed to overwhelm Johnny
and he felt weak with a trembling fear of what lay in store for his new found love. He
was sick of living the life of a cheap criminal.
Slowly slipping into his clothes, and allowing himself the time he needed to work
things out, Johnny put his ear to the door which separated him from the mobsters. He
hoped he could hear what they had in store for his lovely Saundra.
"We'll take her over to my place," Curly said, as Maxy sat in a chair picking his nose
and playing with the 45 automatic. "And put that fuckin' piece away," Curly said to the
giant. "We don't need that. Johnny's a good kid and he don't intend to do nothin' but
leave here and see the boss."
"Can I fuck her, Curly?" Maxy asked like a child asks for candy.
"You got the dog in the car?" Curly asked Maxy.
"Yeah, Curly," Maxy said. "Just like you asked."
"Well then, both you and Sugar can fuck her," Curly said as he rubbed his two
muscular, hair covered hands together as though he were anticipating a feast.
Johnny was stunned as he stumbled back from the door and fastened his coat. He could
hardly believe his ears. They're going to rape her, he thought as his disgust and
repulsion with Tibbett's organization reached a zenith. He knew what he had to do if
he was ever to make a 'new start' in life. He'd go to the police and spill the entire story
of Tibbett's organization and bust the syndicate. Johnny knew it was a risk, but he also
knew it was the only way he could salvage his soul and hopefully save Saundra from the
debasing scheme Curly and Max had planned for her. The week's collections he had in
his possession would serve as concrete evidence, and would break Tibbett's entire
organization wide open.
"Well, I'll be seeing you guys around," Johnny said with as much bravado as he could
muster as he left the apartment. "Tell Saundra I had a nice time."
"Sure, Johnny," Curly said. "We'll tell her," he added as a sinister snicker flickered
across his face. "You just get that money back to the boss!"
"Sure, Curly," Johnny remarked as he hastened for the door. "But be sure to tell her..."
"I said get goin'! " Curly interrupted with a gruff shout.
Johnny quickly obliged and sped to his car. He knew he had little time if he were to
save Saundra from the dreadful things the two hoods had planned for her. He jumped
into his car, determined to stop them at all costs.
"Well, well, well," Curly said as Saundra Lund stumbled into her apartment awkwardly
balancing two heavy bags of groceries in her hands. "If it isn't the little 'everyday'
housewife all ready to make breakfast for her man."
Saundra froze in abject horror as she stood in the doorway. Oh no! she thought.
Another beating, or perhaps worse, she said to herself as her eyes gazed into the
devilishly smiling faces of the two men comfortably seated in her home.
"Where's Johnny?" she asked, trying to act as though she could scare some sense into
them.
"Now you listen to me," Curly said as he jumped up and struck her across the face,
spilling the bags all over the floor of the apartment. "You use a more civil tone of voice
when you're speaking to me and Maxy here or things will be much worse for you than
they already are. You understand?"
"Y-Yes," she stammered.
"Now, don't you worry about ol' Johnny. He's all right. It's you, you'd better be
concerned about."
"Curly... I... I..."
Never in her life had she felt the kind of terror which enveloped her at this moment.
She didn't know Curly well, but some of the other girls had told her of his insane
cruelty and his perverse sexual nature. He was one of the most feared men in Tibbett's
mob and despite his lack of physical stature he was tremendously strong and used his
strength quite often to beat up Tibbett's girls.
"Shut up," he bellowed as he grabbed her arm. "Come on. We're going for a little ride."
"Where are you taking me?" she asked; her body trembling as his sweating palm
twisted her around the room.
"You'll find out when we get there," Curly intoned, as a small drop of perspiration
dripped down his nose. "Come on Max, let's get a move on," he said, violently
throwing Saundra from the room and slamming the door behind them.
Nervously looking around to make sure no one saw them leave, Curly dragged Saundra
through the apartment's parking lot and literally hurled her into Max's station wagon.
She fell into the back seat of the car as her head made a loud thud as it brushed against
the side of the door. Quickly, Curly locked the door and headed around to the car's
front as Saundra looked into the carrier compartment and was shocked out of her wits
by what she saw.
Positioned in a semi crouch and foaming at the mouth due to thirst, a huge Great
Dane, the largest she'd ever seen, barked and squealed in frustrated bursts, obviously
displeased with his cramped quarters. His fur was a strange mixture of brown, black
and white and his incredibly well muscled body glistened in the morning's sunlight as it
filtered through the car's stained glass sunroof.
"Saundra, meet Maxy's friend, Sugar," Curly said sarcastically as the two hoods jumped
into the car. "You two will be very close friends before the day's over."


Chapter 5


Max Ried's big station wagon pulled into Curly Lambu's apartment complex with a
screech as Curly jumped from the car, unlocked the back door and yanked Saundra
from her seat. Max unleashed his huge Great Dane which immediately bounded from
his cage in the back of the old station wagon and chased an unsuspecting cat up a
telephone pole.
"Come here you goddamn mutt," Max yelled as the dog, still foaming at the mouth and
running off his pent up energy, obediently returned to his gigantic master. "You follow
us, boy," Max said. "We got a two legged pussy you can chase as soon as we get inside."
Curly and Max both laughed and pulled their captive up the stairs to Curly's dingy
little one room studio: Curly pulling Saundra Lund by the arm, and Max pulling 'Sugar'
with a leash he slipped around the dog's massive neck.
The smell of natural gas permeated the room the foursome entered and Saundra was
appalled at the filth which cluttered Curly's living space. Empty beer cans, and assorted
articles of dirty clothing seemed to be everywhere and the kitchen area was a haven of
dirty plates and diverse pieces of left over food. The entire scene was repulsive to
Saundra and she felt her stomach turn as Curly roughly hurtled her into the divan
which doubled as his bed. Her knee hit the side of the bed and she fell to the floor, but
Curly's surly voice commanded her to re position herself.
"Alright," he yelled. "Get your sweet little ass off the floor and plant it firmly in that
bed, and I mean now!"
Well if that's all they want I'm not in such a bad spot after all, Saundra reasoned to
herself. She had screwed plenty of men against her will, and despite the disgust she
connected with anything Curly had to say or do, she knew she could stand for both of
them to fuck her if that was all her punishment was to be.
"Get your clothes off, you fuckin little bitch," Curly commanded her. "You've disobeyed
the bosses orders and now you'll just have to pay the price."
Her mind went back to her evening with Johnny and the beautiful hours of intimacy
they had shared, but she knew she'd have to do as Curly said. Smiling as she
unbuttoned her blouse, she thought her best bet would be to be as cooperative as
possible. Why hell, she thought, I might even put on a show for these two slobs if it
will give me a chance to get back to Johnny unscathed. She looked at Curly and her
eyes made a mental comparison between he and Johnny. Johnny was so handsome, she
thought, as she stacked him up against the sadistic little man in front of her. But then
Curly really wasn't so ugly. It was just the sharp, harshness to his appearance that made
him look like a member of the Gestapo and she knew if she could keep her eyes closed,
she could go through with it.
With a seductively theatric quality to her movements, Saundra began to strip while
Curly and Max sat back in the two lawn chairs which Curly kept in his studio. She
removed her blouse and leather mini skirt and was clad only in her transparent bra and
bikini panties as a lewd little smile spread across her face. She knew she was turning
Curly on by the stubby bulge in his pants and as she wiggled off her panties and
unfastened her bra, allowing her whitely shimmering breasts to billow out across her
chest, she experienced the wrath of Curly's raging voice.
"You think you're pretty damn funny, don't you bitch," Curly said sitting comfortably
in his chair. "You think you're just going to put on a little strip tease for the boys and
that will be the end of it. Well you're wrong you little tramp. Max!" Curly commanded.
"Tie her up!"
Without a word of hesitation, big Max got to his feet and produced four leather thongs
from his pocket. Max walked near the bed where Saundra stood and knocked her into it
with the back of his hand.
Sudden tears of fear welled up in Saundra's eyes as she helplessly watched Max tie her
arms, then her legs to the four bed posts, and she desperately sought the reason for his
actions. She was a prostitute, and they knew it. Why did they have to resort to the use
of force to violate her? But then it all came to her! Barker had given his stooges
instructions to tie her up and humiliate her, but how they were going to fulfill their
plan was still a mystery.
With extreme care, Max tied her naked body to the bed and occasionally ran his hands
over her creamy breasts and thighs as he did so. God she was beautiful, he thought, his
hand resting on her smooth flat stomach just above her dormant vagina. But she'd be
even more beautiful when she had the chance to meet his friend, 'Sugar'. She'll be more
than ready for me once 'Sugar' gives her a taste of his sweetness, Max thought, as he
finished tying her in a spread eagled position, arms and legs spread wide, and looked at
Curly for his final command.
"O.K. Max," Curly instructed the huge, fumbling giant. "Bring the dog over."
Saundra clutched at her throat in complete horror as she listened to Curly's words.
Now she knew what they had planned and a whimper of fear escaped her throat as Max
unleashed the huge dog and guided him to the bed.
Saundra pulled at the leather thongs, attempting to free herself. She could barely twist
her body but was able to look at the knots that confined her. They were made with a
hangman's expertise and she realized there was absolutely no way to escape. She jutted
her firm round breasts to the sky as she tried to break the leather's hold, but the only
thing she pulled was the skin on her wrists and ankles as they burned with her every
tug. Why, oh why, she almost screamed aloud, would these beasts treat her like this for
one small mistake? It was a question she realized she'd never answer as the sniffing
sound of the giant dog came even closer to her exposed and totally defenseless loins.
"You afraid of the little puppy dog?" Curly asked, his face transforming into one huge
smile.
Max sat back in his recliner and watched as his massive pet searched out the scent of
Saundra's femininity. Obscene thoughts raced through his mind and he felt obliged to
comment on the perverse scene which was unfolding before him.
"You shoulda seen her fuck that tall stripper down at the Continental Club last month,"
he said to Curly. "The horny bitch loved it so much, I don't think she's gone back to
men since."
Both men laughed uproariously at Max's remark and fixed their attentions on the giant
dog. God, Saundra thought, how can these perverted bastards go through with such a
thing? It's just too much. Suddenly the image of Johnny Proctor came back into her
mind. She knew if he were there he'd put a stop to their insanity, but she needed him
for more than protection. She vowed to herself, that if she ever got out of the dastardly
experience she'd cling to a righteous man like Johnny and never leave his side.
Now she was actually screaming in fear and she trembled visibly as the huge Great
Dane lifted his head onto the bed and sniffed at the naked flesh of her wide spread legs.
Again she tried to escape, straining with every ounce of strength she possessed, but it
was to no avail. Saundra shuddered as 'Sugar's' long pink tongue danced over the
softness of her perspiring flesh, his nose pressing forward in search of the sweet smell
of her nakedly spread young vagina.
'Sugar' had discovered the .sensuous scent of warm female pussy flesh and he jumped
onto the bed with all fours to capture his prize. He drooled hot saliva onto her
quivering thighs and headed straight for his target. With blinding speed the muscular
dog stuck his nose into the blonde apex of her thighs and took a strong heavy sniff of
her openly spread cunt, his tongue slicing hotly up through the soft golden curls of her
openly splayed vagina.
"Oooohh God," Saundra moaned and tried to turn her head, but she was so weakened
from her constant straining at her manacles that she could no longer fight. It was a
nightmare, she said to herself, yet every time she opened her eyes there was the dog and
Barker Tibbett's villainous stooges.
Curly watched the debasing spectacle he had created and chuckled with glee as he saw
the dog's wet pink tongue dart out at the golden pubic hair of Saundra's naked young
cunt. Gazing at the sight in lewd fascination, his hand went to his groin and massaged
the bulging penis which protruded from his pants. He was delighted with the way the
dog tongued her helplessly writhing young pussy and he took perverse satisfaction in
knowing he was the designer of the entire scene. Now Curly's mind raced with
patented salaciousness as he took his swollen cock from his confining trousers. With a
wide eyed, lustful expression, he sat in his chair and fondled himself as he watched
'Sugar' lap at Saundra's golden quivering vagina.
"What a stupid bastard," Max said to himself as he looked at Curly stroking himself.
He might be one of Barker's right hand men, Max thought, but he's just a fuckin
weirdo to me. All he wants to do is see her scream and cry, but I want to fuck her not
my fist! Fuck him. He may have devised this plan, but I'm going to carry it through!
"O.K." Max said, getting up from his chair. "Go get her 'Sugar'. Get her all hot and
bothered for your old pal Max!"
Max looked in the direction of Curly, hoping not to contradict his authority in such a
situation. He was pleased to see that the depraved little man was beyond himself now
with his selfish debasement. "Great!" Max said to himself. "Now I'm running this show
the way I want it run.
Max felt shiver of erotic electricity race through his body as he watched his pet
slithering his heavy saliva moistened tongue up along the trembling lips of Saundra's
vagina. He saw her horrified expression and took one of her bulbous breasts in his
hands and began to knead the supple flesh, as the long hard cock in his pants formed
an enormous and obscene bulge. He could see her female juices stream from her tight
little vaginal opening and he could tell that in spite of her fear she was getting hot from
her pussy being licked that way. He could smell smoldering heat building between her
legs and resisting his temptation to taste it, he pulled his long rigid shaft from his pants
and began to slowly stroke it and prepare it for his own satisfaction later.
Hungrily Max continued to stroke his enormous cock, and his mind could hardly resist
his instinct to push his dog away and. sample her fruits himself. But he remembered
Barker's orders. The boss wanted the girl fucked by the dog and no one else. But the
boss wasn't here, Max reasoned, so he wouldn't mind if I jumped on as soon as 'Sugar'
was through. With eager anticipation of that moment, Max played with himself and
watched the warm white juices that ran from Saundra's cunt like a small, but rapidly
growing river.
Oh God, please don't let him bite me, Saundra said to herself, as she squinted her eyes
tightly shut. She waited helplessly for the pain of Sugar's' teeth, but instead what she
felt was a weird little build up of her own desire which rushed to her mind and kindled
a strange, masochistic heat in her loins below. She felt a wave of embarrassment rush
over her as, involuntarily, her pussy trembled and quivered as the Great Dane's tongue
sliced teasingly up into her lasciviously moistening vaginal hole. Maybe, just maybe...
she rationalized her shamelessly rising passion, if she let herself go, it would turn the
guys on and it would all be over with soon!
Now her tightly clenched jaw released its pressure and she submitted herself,
uncontrollably to her uncompromising passion. Her tenseness was gone and her
shuddering torso relaxed and nuzzled down into the softness of the musty mattress. Her
hips and soft arching buttocks lowered themselves, followed by the drooling pink
tongue of the hungrily lapping canine. Gasping with a sigh of release as the wet,
probing tongue swept over the tight, tingling flesh of her ignited vagina, Saundra tried
to fight her wild impulses, but her breath was baited and warned her that she was about
to give herself over completely now to her animal lover.
Saundra, now in a semi conscious state of excitement, knew she was no longer
responsible for her lust maddened actions. Oh God, but what if Johnny were to learn
about this? she thought. What if her were to learn how her body now burned with a
wild flame of animal induced passion she couldn't control? Could she ever face him
again if this perverted bestial scene were to conclude in her cumming against her will?
She would be no better than the animals which now surrounded her and no amount of
compassion would forgive her sinful submission.
How desperately she wanted to believe that it was 'just' her body which was
surrendering to the dog's ravenously licking tongue, but the shame of her unquestioned
sexual stimulation haunted her as she jutted her hips up to meet the dog's warm wet
lingual caresses. She tried to stop the raging urges which were building up inside her,
but she couldn't. She wanted the dog to continue because she liked it! She actually liked
him licking her cunt like this while she lay helplessly tied to the bed!
No, Oh God no, she silently screamed out as she looked down between her erotically
heaving breasts. She could see Sugar bury his nose deep up into the golden triangle of
her cunt and she wanted him to stop. But deep down she knew she wanted him to go
on. She knew it was too late!
Max leaned over the bed, looking into Saundra's eyes with a lust crazed stare. He
cupped one of her bouncing, cream white breasts in one hand as he continued to stroke
slowly on his cock with the other. He bent his head down to kiss her hard on the
mouth as his dog continued licking hotly at the steaming, curl fringed furrow of her
cunt. Max worked his tongue into her mouth, yet Saundra was unable to respond,
feeling only 'Sugar's' wetly curling tongue as it slithered farther up between her madly
clasping and quivering cunt lips.
The big dog shoved his nose deeper into her moistness and pushed his cold wet nostrils
deep into Saundra's passion honeyed pussy. Saundra strained once more as if giving
one last, final desperate effort to deter the dog's ambition, but it was a futile gesture and
moments later she relaxed back into the softness of the mattress and resigned herself to
the sexual forces which now dominated her.
"Your tongue, you hot little cunt, I want your tongue," Max said pressing his mouth
down into hers as he continued to stroke himself into greater rising hardness.
Reluctantly she submitted to him, permitting him to suck the full length of her
unresisting tongue deep up into his mouth. Hot Damn! Her mouth was just as soft and
slippery as a cunt, Max gloated to himself. He wanted to torment her, but he knew if
she was to really feel it he'd have to concentrate up between her hot little legs instead of
her lips.
Fear, the fear of ultimate surrender, not that of physical fear, contorted Saundra's lovely
young face and Curly watched with obscene delight as Max kneaded hungrily at the
soft supple flesh of her voluptuously sculptured breasts. He fondled himself like a
depraved wild man as he sensed that the sensuously writhing blonde was unable to
fight off the lewdly rising sexual sensations brought on by the physical indignities she
was experiencing.
He could see she was like a bitch animal ready for fucking and bending forward in the
midst of his own perverse act, he could see the rigid pink shaft throbbing out into
hardness and knew the dog was ready to fuck the young blonde senseless now. But
Curly wasn't ready to give Max the command to order his dog on Saundra's luscious
body. No, he wanted to savor these last moments before 'Sugar' mounted his victim and
fucked her shitless with his heavy, slithering shaft. It would hurt her a little at first, but
the little cunt deserved it. Yeah, he said to himself. That Dane will fuck her hot little
pussy until she faints. With all that cock he'll probably over stretch the walls of her
cunt, but it was just what she had coming, Curly reasoned.
He'd teach Saundra, just like he'd taught so many other young bitches, that she can't
fool around with Barker Tibbett.
But finally Curly could wait no longer. "Max!" he commanded. "Turn her over and get
her hot little ass in the air so 'Sugar' can fuck 'er!"
Like the ever obedient servant, big Max pulled away from the sensuously writhing
Saundra, but not before unloosening the leather which imprisoned her. She was so
stimulated by the dog's licking of her passionately flowing vaginal juices that she hadn't
even noticed her new found freedom when Max ordered her to roll over and get up on
her hands and knees.
"Turn over," he yelled as he slapped her face, awakening her to the reality of his cold,
bony hand. "You're going to take him up from behind just like any other female bitch!"
Saundra mechanically changed her position while the searing heat of lust which 'Sugar'
had inspired, raced continually through her naked body. As her head left the pillow her
eyes made contact with the two men who still patently stroked themselves, yet the sight
seemed to incite her wanton passion to even greater heights as she rolled over and
climbed to her hands and knees like a female dog.
'Sugar' panting and foaming at the mouth, anxiously watched the naked young blonde
get up on all fours. The big dog's body twitched with excitement and his muscular body
shuddered obscenely as he started to mount the curvaceously trembling flesh of
Saundra's nude, upraised ass cheeks. Max helped him into position behind Saundra,
and the two depraved men had their eyes glued to the dog's huge throbbing cock as it
jerked frantically up toward the hotly pulsating little hole of Saundra's cunt. 'Sugar's'
legs strained and quivered as his red angry penis missed its mark once and slid
harmlessly over the open crevice which separated her two wide spread buttocks. But
then, with miraculous agility, the dog found her liquid scented opening and slipped the
tip of his angry cock head up into the open mouth of her desperately clasping pussy.
"Now you're ready 'Sugar', " Max said with a heavily panting voice. "Go to it, fella, fuck
'er belly!"
'Sugar' was beside himself with excitement as Saundra's salaciously clenching pussy lips
literally sucked his giant dog cock up into the greedily clasping mouth of her womb.
The big dog steadied himself with his paws locked tightly around the smooth
voluptuous curves of her ass and then with one hurried thrust, drove his massive prick
deep into her screaming vagina, filling her with every inch of his hard animal muscle.
"OOOOhhhh!" she wailed; waves of tortured pain blasting through her senseless body.
Yet was it really pain? Saundra instantly asked herself as the pleasurable heat of the
dog's massive cock filled the feverishly yearning walls of her pussy. No, it wasn't pain,
she moaned. It was luxuriant, almost comforting, warmth that sent convulsing ripples
of joy steaming through her deeply impaled vaginal passage and she loved it! Oh God,
how she loved it!
Saundra turned her head around back in the direction of the gargantuan dog and
looked over her shoulder at his straining, quivering body. He had a cock which no man
could possess and already she could feel the juices in her womb resume their frantic
flow to even greater and more lewdly stimulating heights. And she knew... knew
without a doubt, that if she wasn't able to uncouple herself soon from the enormous
animal, she'd succumb completely, uncontrollably to his massive prick which throbbed
and jerked violently up inside her deeply impaled belly.
"Please Max," she groaned, "get him out of me before I go mad, pleaseeeeez!"
But big Max hadn't even considered permitting Saundra a reprieve. His lust bulging
eyes were glued to her desire grimacing face.
"You'd better keep your mouth shut bitch!" he grinned and spat down at her. "Sugar
might not like you prick teasing him like that."
Saundra's eyes flashed over the dirty little room she was held captive in. She tried to
think of some way to free herself from her horrible situation, but all she could see was
Max standing above her, obscenely massaging his massive rod and Curly sitting in his
recliner, doing the same.
Max smiled wickedly as he watched her look around the room and his eyes followed
hers to the small stout man in the recliner, who was obviously near the point of
orgasm. He slid his hand over his blunt, rock hard prick and massaged it as it twitched
and bulged in the obscene, lust crazed grip of his fist.
Boy that guy is nuts, Max said to himself as he looked in Curly's direction. He's got no
intention of screwing this lovely little morsel. He just wants to sit in that chair and jack
off like a 12 year old kid. Well, that's fine with me, Max reasoned. If the jerk wants to
waste his energy on his palm when we got this hot looking bitch here that just leaves all
the pussy to me.
Now Saundra had lost sight of the men and the dog as her head rolled and swayed over
the light blue pillow beneath her face. All her attentions were centered on the hot
searing prick which was now sluicing liquidly up into her defenselessly spread cunt
walls, as her obscene animal passion grew in unbearable intensity with each succeeding
stroke. Now there was nothing left but the huge, lust heated animal cock which gorged
her with rigid muscle. The cock filled her like no other ever had, and as her licentious
movements intensified and her buttocks jutted out to meet 'Sugar's' every thrust,
Saundra sensed the end of her battle to inhibit her animal like urges and she
surrendered to the tumultuous heat of her loins once again. The big dog was fucking
her wildly with a cock twice as thick as any she'd known. The sweet combination of
pain and pleasure melted over her passive, but violently gyrating hips and buttocks and
she knew she was cumming in spite of him fucking her for only a few short seeming
seconds. She knew she had to sacrifice herself up to the dog's bestial battering and
finally the overpowering luxuriance of his penis overwhelmed her.
"AAArrrhhhggg!" she moaned, the sounds of her guttural scream coming from deep
within her throat and the violence of her orgasm blasting throughout her like a sexual
tornado.
Her body was simply a tool now for the carnivorous fucking she was experiencing, and
as her orgasm jolted her into helpless submission, her body became wantonly passive
and she fucked back now to end it, end it as quickly as she could.
Now came the inevitable conclusion to the whole perverse experience Saundra had
submitted to. 'Sugar's' last seconds were upon him too and he seemed to respond like
the animal he was to the erotic writhing of the girl below him. His heavy, buttock
flattening thrusts became shorter and shorter until he finally yelped out in greedy
hunger and shot his animal fire deep up into the slavishly fucking back cunt of his
lovely young human receptacle. He shoved all 200 pounds of his muscular body into his
orgasmic effort and jerked Saundra's vulnerable body around the bed like a life less
manikin. She could feel his muscular legs shudder and strain back against the
nakedness of her firm, smooth thighs and buttocks and try as she might, she knew she
loved the feel of his massive spearing cock as it plowed into her deepest recesses.
With every cruel thrust of 'Sugar's' cock, Curly and Max watched on in perverse
fascination. Curly continued to pull on his short stubby prick, relishing the sight of the
dog as he fucked the beautiful woman to screaming orgasm. She was getting her just
deserts, he said to himself, as he lewdly stroked his cock with his tightly clenched fist.
But Curly's animal instincts had not been satisfied. He knew he had humiliated
Saundra beyond belief, but he wanted more. His breathing was becoming heavy and he
knew he couldn't control his mounting passion much longer, but he wanted to put the
icing on the cake.
"O.K. Max," Curly said with bated breath. "Why don't you give the little cunt a taste of
some human cock?"
A wickedly sardonic smile flickered across Max's face as the sound of his superior's
words made music in his head. He knew precisely what Max meant and it was exactly
what he'd been waiting for. Grabbing 'Sugar' by the collar, Max led the panting and
exhausted dog to the door and attached the leash back on his collar. "Good boy," Max
said, as he poured cool water into a pan and watched the monstrous animal lap it up as
he'd moments before lapped away the sweet juices of Saundra's womanhood. Now Max
was ready for his treat and as he approached Saundra's dormant, exhausted figure,
sweat of anticipation trickled down his nose and made his face a lewd mask of obscene
delight.
"Come on you hot little bitch," Max snarled. "Sleepy time is over. Whores never sleep
anyway, you know that!"
Saundra slowly rolled her head to the side and tried to focus her eyes on the hazy sight
before her. Max was kneeling on the bed now and she could see the hotly throbbing tip
of his enormous cock as it loomed above her face. No, this time it isn't a dog, she said
to herself, as she felt Max's fingers tease hungrily into her softly giving breasts. She
tried desperately to focus on the weaving head of Max's massively thick cock as with
one quick motion, he flipped her over n her back, and kneeling near her face, he
offered his heavy hardness to her trembling lips.
"Oh please," she cried and whimpered. "Haven't you had enough of me?"
"Come here, you fuckin little whore," Max said; an undeniable tone of sadism in his
voice. "You really think you're something special, don't ya," Max said. "Well let me tell
you somethin honey, any bitch that fucks an animal and enjoys it like you did, is
nothin' more than an animal herself. So go ahead you little bitch dog and suck my
cock!"
She cried out her own self shame as she listened to Max's words, but she had to admit
he was right. She had fucked back at the giant dog and actually had enjoyed it. He was
right! She was nothing but a whore who enjoyed taking a giant animal's prick every
inch of the way into her gluttonous vagina. How would she ever be able to look into a
mirror or face Johnny after such a debasing episode?
Then, without warning, Max pulled her head to his groin and grinned down at her tear
stained face. She pulled from his grip with her last ounce of energy, but it was to no
avail.
"Suck him," Saundra heard Curly say in an uncompromising tone of voice. Although
she couldn't see him, she could tell by his heavy breathing that the sight of Max pulling
her lips and face toward his obscenely swaying penis, was stimulating Curly beyond
measure. She knew it wouldn't be long before he spent himself in his perverse
fascination, and she prayed for the moment when both hoods would be gone, far from
her sight.
"That's right honey, just put it in your mouth and suck. Nice and easy now," Max said
with a lewd grin on his face.
"Please don't," she pleaded, but her protestations only brought Max's sadistic wrath to
greater heights.
Listening to Saundra's whining, 'Sugar' barked and growled.
"Shut up," Max said to 'Sugar'. "You've had your share."
The big, dumb animal seemed to want to get back in the swing of things, but it was his
master who would now thrill to Saundra's gorgeous flesh. The big dog stopped
growling when he heard his master's rebuke and simply licked his own cock to soothe
the harsh soreness it had received when he fucked it up into the beautiful young
blonde.
"Oh please, Max," Saundra said, as the full ramifications of the perverse act struck her.
"Please let me go now. Haven't you had enough?"
"Does it look like I've had enough?" Max asked, pointing his long, rigid shaft into her
face. "Maybe Curly likes to just watch other people fuck, but I like action honey, and
that's what I want. Now suck my cock, you little bitch!"
Obediently, Saundra sat up in bed, her wrists and ankles still sore from the leather
thongs. She didn't want to do it, but she knew if she refused she'd be in store for the
beating of her life. She sat in the bed, her back flush against the head board, as Max's
hands moved her unwilling head. He pulled her by her long blonde hair and guided her
lovely face to the huge, swollen hardness which obscenely dangled from his groin.
And as her face drew near and Max rubbed the spongy tip of his cock against her
slightly parted lips, Saundra heard Curly explode in orgasm. She looked over and
around Max's hariy, well muscled forearm and saw it and gave a sigh of relief. At least
she wouldn't have to take on both of them at one time.
She had suffered the worst possible degradation by succumbing to the lewd ravishment
of her loins by the huge Great Dane, and knowing that she would achieve her freedom
by performing this one last act on Max, she closed her eyes and brought his cock
submissively to her trembling lips.
Oh God, what would Johnny say if he saw this too, she said to herself, as she opened
her mouth and took the first inch of the smooth penile flesh into her softly ovaled lips.
The piquant aroma of his manhood filled her mouth and nostrils, but she quickly
became accustomed to the taste and slowly parted her lips wider to take in another
three inches of Max's massively throbbing length.
"How do you like it, honey?" Max asked as he sighed and groaned in satisfaction.
His prick burned her mouth with the fires which roared in his groin. His rigid shaft
started to thrust in and out of her cheeks as they hollowed and swelled with every
thrust. Her soft, tender lips distended grotesquely as she took still another 2 inches into
her throat, and she momentarily choked on the man's enormous girth.
But she knew she had to do it, had to see it through to the end if she was to save her
life... and possibly Johnny's too... so she sucked to end it... sucked to atone for the
horrible succumbing of her body and mind to the giant cock of the Great Dane a few
moments earlier.
Then, a few seconds later, as Saundra's throat became accustomed to his abnormally
long thick shaft, the stinging hotness of his prick transformed into a luxuriant warmth.
His enormous organ soothed the inside of her mouth with the fiery liquids which
escaped the firm tip of the deeply probing instrument. His taste and warmth seemed to
become a warm milk, which she needed to nourish her ravaged body. Saundra sucked
him passionately, feverishly now, feeling the massive cock push even deeper into the
back of her throat. It grew harder and hotter and she strained and sucked to bring the
hot milk gushing out into her openly waiting belly below. She momentarily pulled her
face away from the massive organ and grasped it with both hands. Gently, but firmly
she stroked it in a teasing little milking fashion hoping to stroke out with her fingers
and lips the sweet hot cream she desired.
Oh Fuck, she was good, Max said to himself, as he felt his heavy scrotum bounce off
her chin with every thrust he made into her wetly working mouth. Her blonde, flaxen
tipped head bobbed rhythmically over his long glistening shaft and the sensations
which she created were driving him wild.
Although Max had been the instigator, and she had tried to remain passive, Saundra
dropped one hand under his groin to steady his swaying scrotum, and the other to the
base of his mammoth cock, and realized that she was now the scene's director and he
no longer controlled her, she controlled him! As if confirming her thoughts Max
groaned submissively above her and kicked off his trousers which had bunched around
his ankles and shuffled his knees even closer to her gorgeous naked body. He wanted
nothing to constrict his movement and rob him of the ecstatic sensations which the
young blonde's lasciviously working lips provided him.
Now, with Curly's wanton sighs subsiding and Max's fire of lust reaching its raging
pinnacle, Saundra sucked Max's rapidly growing cock with an abandon and artfulness
she had never before employed. She had him! She had him! She knew she had him!
Max looked down between Saundra's huge breasts, which danced and swayed like
beautiful, cream white jelly as she sucked ravenously on his lust swollen cock. He saw
her long, red fingernails gently scraped his vein studded foreskin and her pink full lips
engulf his thick, hard shaft as though she were attempting to devour him alive.
Max was on the verge of cumming, and as he felt his hardened shaft gently slither into
her warm, moist mouth and his mind wandered off in unexplored sensual directions he
had never known existed, a thunderous pounding at Curly's door brought him back to
his senses. The unexpected interruption forced him into the realization that he might
well have to pay for the priceless treasure of his carnal madness as his hugely
burgeoning cock exploded deep back against the slavishly sucking blonde girl's tonsils,
filling her mouth to the overflow with the hot, white liquid of his sperm.
"Alright, open up. This is the police!"


Chapter 6


Hurriedly parking his car and clutching Tibbett's money and payment records in his
arms, Johnny Proctor sauntered into the old granite court house. The huge marble
corridors reminded him of the museums he had visited as a child and his wondering
gaze was caught by the gigantic index of names which hung just to the right of the
marriage bureau's entrance.
"Benson Aimes, Benson Aimes," Johnny repeated to himself as he thought of the
editorial he had read not more than a day before. "He's got to be here somewhere."
"Ah," Johnny's lips moved silently. "Room 302!" Thank God he had come to the right
place.
He stood near the old manually operated elevator for more than a minute; impatiently
waiting for the archaic machine to take him to the man who could deliver him from the
clutches of Barker Tibbett's evil world. He had to see Aimes now, he thought, as he
abandoned his wait for the elevator and ran up the well worn marble stairs to the
building's third floor.
Reaching his destination, Johnny frantically searched the door numbers for Benson
Aimes' office. Finding it, he entered without knocking, totally out of breath and praying
Aimes would be in his quarters.
A pretty, but not overly attractive young lady, obviously taken aback with Johnny's
sudden appearance in the office, looked up from her work and greeted him with a well
modulated tone in her voice.
"Hello," she said. "Is there anything I can do for you?"
"God, yes," Johnny exclaimed, still panting from his quick run up the stairs. "I'd like to
talk with Benson Aimes right away. He's the guy that wrote this little story, isn't he?"
He dropped the tattered editorial he had saved on her desk and stood eagerly near her
side, hoping to gain swift admittance to the author's chambers.
"Gould I tell him who's calling?" the young girl mechanically asked, looking at the
rumpled clothing Johnny hadn't changed since he'd left his apartment the day before.
"Look, honey," Johnny nervously intoned. "He doesn't know me, but if he really wants
to do something about organized prostitution, he'd better take a moment to see me. Tell
him my name's Johnny Proctor and I work for Barker Tibbett!"
"Just a moment, sir," she replied. "I'll tell him you're here." Her long, well manicured
finger hit a button on the intercom and her voice sighed into the phone on her
shoulder.
"Mr. Aimes, there's a young man in the lobby who says he has some very important
information for you. I think you'd better come out," she added. "He seems a little
upset."
"Thanks," Johnny said, taking a seat in one of the hard wooden chairs which bordered
the office.
Two, three, five minutes went by, and Johnny felt like crashing into Aimes' office with
his story of unbelievable vice and corruption when suddenly Benson Aimes emerged
from his office.
"You say there's someone here to see me, Sally?" he asked of his obviously well
schooled secretary.
"Yes sir," she said, pointing to Johnny in his chair.
Not wasting a second, Johnny sprang to his feet, stuck out his hand and introduced
himself.
"Hello, Mr. Aimes! I'm Johnny Proctor and I work for Barker Tibbett!"
"Come in to my office," Benson said as he looked incredulously at his secretary and his
eyebrows arched to his hair line.


* * *


Johnny sat stoically in Benson's office for over 30 minutes detailing every aspect of
Barker Tibbett's business organization. With bated breath he told of the ghastly way
Tibbett treated his employees and armed with the collection record, gave Aimes the
factual information he needed to make a case against the king of the vice lords.
Benson tried to contain the excitement which swept over him as he questioned the
apparently sincere young man, and he wondered why Johnny was putting his life in
jeopardy by coming to him with such startling revelations.
"Well," Benson said, as he shuffled through the manila folder. "This is very interesting.
But why are you coming to me with this? You must know that Tibbett isn't the kind of
man who'd idly stand by and watch you make a shambles of his business."
"Look Mr. Aimes, it's not myself I'm concerned about," Johnny said. "Right now at this
very minute, a couple of Tibbett's hoods are working over my girl because she wouldn't
obey Tibbett's orders. I don't know what's happening to her while we sit here and talk
about my safety, but I'd like the police to find out."
"Does she work for Tibbett, too?" Benson asked, wondering why a handsome young
man would fall in love with a prostitute.
"Yes!" Johnny said emphatically. "But that doesn't mean she enjoys it! You see, what
you don't understand yet is that almost everybody who works for that bastard, does so
out of fear rather than loyalty. I know that my coming here ends my days with Tibbett,
but I came here to help Saundra."
"I see," Aimes said in a calculated voice. He looked at" the young man curiously for a
moment before speaking. "What I have here would be considered solid evidence in a
court of law, Johnny," Benson said. "But I can't promise you anything. If his empire of
vice falls, you may also fall, and I'm not granted the authority to offer you any kind of
immunity. If you hand these records over to me, you'll be on your own."
Johnny breathed deeply and swallowed with difficulty as he considered the ramifications
of his act. He knew Tibbett wouldn't take his confessions lightly, but his concern for
Saundra overrode any fear he had for his own life.
"I understand that Mr. Aimes," Johnny said. "But I want you to send a squad car to the
apartment where Saundra's being kept captive, I know Tibbett's men, and I know
they're going to rape and beat Saundra if we don't do something about it. I'll give you
your evidence if you give her the aid of the police."
Benson Aimes wondered how such an intelligent and attractive young man could get
involved with a prostitute, especially one of Tibbett's women, but then again Johnny
was not the type to be told what to do. Aimes' mind again raced back to the night
before, when he spent over 80 dollars and three unforgettable hours with Veronica. He
had to admit that she was a very attractive girl and not a bad person, by any stretch of
the imagination. Though she was uneducated, through no fault of her own, she was a
warm and loving woman and stacked up well in comparison to Benson's wife, Gilda,
who was frigid most of the time; and usually she had refused to satisfy him in bed. Yes
he had been unfaithful to his wife and although it had been in the line of duty, he knew
there was no excuse for his actions. It was just that Gilda couldn't satisfy him sexually
in the way Veronica had. Their relationship was based more on a long lasting
friendship than it was on their sexual compatibility and as Benson thought of his cold,
uncompromising wife, he began to see the fascination a young man like Johnny could
have with a girl like Saundra who supported herself by making love.
"You're sure these men plan to molest your girl friend," Benson Aimes asked as he
picked up the receiver to his phone.
"Here's the address," Johnny said with an anxious voice, scribbling madly on a legal
pad near his side.
"Get me the Vice Squad," Benson almost shouted into the phone, as Johnny smiled in
relief and handed him Curly Lambu's address. "Yes, O'Connell?" Benson said with a
definite sound of authority. "Send two cars over to 1231 Seaside Plaze, would you?
We've got a suspected rape on our hands. Yes, that's right! I'll be right over to follow
you."
Johnny sensed his hands abruptly stop their shaking when he heard Aimes hang up the
phone. His lungs expelled a sigh of relief, and he was just beginning to regain when
Benson Aimes interrupted his short lived tranquility.
"I'd like you leave this money and these records with me," Aimes said. "That is if
you've made up your mind about forfeiting the information?"
"Consider them yours," Johnny said without hesitation. "All I want is out of that way of
life," he added waving his hand over the incriminating documents.
They rose to their feet and were just about to shake hands when they were interrupted
by the sound of Aimes' secretary on the intercom.
"Mr. Aimes," she said. "It's Barker Tibbett. He says, he must talk to you immediately."
Leaning back into the over stuffed chair and folding his arms above his head, Johnny
became puzzled with the expression of shock which crossed Benson Aimes' face as he
picked up the phone. Johnny knew there was trouble on the other end of the line, but
could not detect precisely what it was until the graying attorney put down the phone.
"Look, Johnny," Benson said in an exasperated manner. "I won't be able to make the
run out to Seaside Plaza. And if you're smart you'll stay as far away from that place as
possible," he added, throwing on his suit coat and snatching up his brief case.
"What's the problem, Mr. Aimes?" Johnny asked.
"I really can't say, Johnny, but I will say I've had about all one man can take of Mr.
Barker Tibbett."
Benson Aimes hurriedly shook the young man's hand and congratulated him on his
courageous act, but as he whirled to the door, Johnny could sense Benson was more
concerned with his own problem that had just come up on the telephone than the ones
which stalked Johnny Proctor.


Chapter 7


No Smoking read the sign above Gilda Benson's perspiring face as she sat in the
luxurious warmth of the sauna bath. It was a lazy Thursday afternoon and the absence
of other club members made her languishing moments in the sauna all the more
enjoyable as she considered the ridiculous warning sign. Thursday was Gilda's day for
exercise; a day when she walked the mile stretch between her home and the small
suburban outlet of Paso Robles. She characteristically spent her Thursday exercising in
the exclusive health spa and relaxing in the comforting heat of its sauna, doing so to
keep her body firm and resilient. But as she thought of her husband Benson, she asked
herself why.
It seemed that in the last year she and Benson had been continually at odds over the
way she spent her time. He hardly seemed to notice her and he felt her preoccupation
in 'high society' was a waste of time. But Gilda knew her concern for society contacts,
would benefit him also. If only he'd listen and reason with me, she thought, as her
voluptuously naked body squirmed in the heat of the bath. If only he could understand
that it was important for him to know the 'right' people, perhaps he'd have more
success in conquering the prostitution ring he so firmly believed existed.
"Ummm that's a little too hot," she remarked, adjusting the sauna temperature. Her
delicately sculptured hand brushed over the warm supple flesh of her breasts, and her
mind wandered from the topic of her husband, as her eyes met her body's reflection in
the sauna's full length mirror. She stretched her long legs out and folded her arms
behind her cascading auburn hair; the hot vapor of the sauna searing her lungs with
tantalizing waves of heat.
"Ummmm, what a body you've got lady," she said aloud to herself in the empty silence
of the sauna, her eyes running up and down her gorgeous figure. She studied the
statuesque contours of her body, observing the firm, full roundness of her large breasts
and the sensuous curve of her hips. Rolling to one side, she viewed her magnificently
designed buttocks, and the way they so perfectly complimented her long, lithe thighs.
She tensed momentarily, her fingers making contact with the tiny buds of her nipples
which capped her huge wavering breasts, and sighed audibly as a tingling sensation
shot through her loins. The sensation was breathtaking yet she knew she shouldn't
indulge herself, particularity in a semi public place. After all, she reasoned, what if
someone were to come in? But the teasing touch of her hand now overshadowed her
concern with propriety and gently, she kneaded the hardening pinkness of her nipples.
"Oooohhh," she cooed as the sultry heat of the bath and her probing fingers began to
ignite her passions. It's the same every time, she thought, gazing into the mirror at her
magnificent body. It began with her playing with her breasts and always ended as small,
warm droplets of moisture formed at the mouth of her vagina.
Yes, it felt so good, so right, but Gilda had listened to her mother, a Bible toting,
sermon spouting woman, for over twenty years, and believed every word the little old
lady said about the consequences of self indulgence.
But her mother's words were drowned out at the moment as Gilda's hand moved down
her long narrow waist and teased the glistening pubic hair between her thighs. The
sensations were wondrous, yet she couldn't understand how her husband, Benson,
could get so outrageously turned on when they made love. He always seemed to be
consumed in a frantic animal desire when they had intercourse. And as she tenderly
touched her throbbing vagina, she wished her husband would exercise some restraint
when they engaged in coitus.
Gilda's fingers searched out her delicate vaginal lips which were buried under the soft
feminine curls of pubic hair, while one hand continued to knead her heaving breast.
She remembered the way Benson's hairy body always seemed coarse as he made violent
love to her and wished he would act more civilized. "If he would just be gentle," she
thought, "maybe I might enjoy it too." Her eyes closed tightly with her last mental
reflection and her finger wormed its way into the trembling lips of her vagina.
Never before had Gilda taken such liberty with herself and the fact that she was
fingering herself in a place where she could easily be discovered seemed to add to her
excitement. In the past her mother's words had always intervened and put an end to
her selfish ministrations, but this time her fingers wandered between her thighs and her
mind blocked out her mother's archaic warning. Gilda's body shuddered with desire as
her vagina slowly foamed with excitement. She vaguely remembered years before, when
her fingers slid over the quivering bud of her clitoris and she'd felt the fire of her loins
reach mammoth proportions, but as she opened her eyes and brought herself back to
her senses, she knew she couldn't let it happen again. Her body started to shake in
small convulsive spasms, but her mind screamed out with guilt. She knew she still had
the power to stop, and tried desperately to do so.
She stopped her finger as quickly as she had started. Pulling her hand from the warmth
of her trembling vagina, she sighed; the embers of her passion still smoldering up
between her young, yearning thighs.
Her unbearable frustration flooded her senses and Gilda knew she had to do something
to relieve her urges. Quickly she stood erect, her large breasts wavering in the delicious
heat of the sauna. She slipped into her nylon bikini panties and filled the egg shaped
cup of her matching bikini top with her huge, jiggling breasts. The whirlpool, she
thought! That's what I need to take away this obscene ache from my body! Her towel
over her shoulder, she opened the sauna's door as it billowed out waves of light, misty
steam, and headed for the comfort of the whirlpool.
The pool was vacant except for two small children. Gilda gingerly lowered herself into
its steamy heat; the swirling water slapping up against the side of her white, firm
buttocks as they strained against the black nylon material of her panties. Waves of
comforting pleasure surged between her thighs and engulfed her bulbous breasts and
she watched them rise and fall to the water line as though they kept time to some
distant rhythm.
"Oh God," she said to herself. "I'm a mature woman and I have to look for satisfaction
in a health spa. My husband spends his days chasing after prostitutes and I spend mine
in a swirling tub of water. There's something perverse in this arrangement!"
Her husband once again began to invade her thoughts and Gilda tried to picture the
kind of women he seemed so bent on rehabilitating. I wonder what whores look like,
she thought, envisioning sleazy painted women in outrageous clothing, strutting around
in seductive fashion. Gilda shivered in disgust just imagining them. Being sexually
violated by literally thousands of men was something Gilda found unbelievable. What
could force a woman to do such a thing? "I have enough trouble tolerating one man.
How could those depraved women permit countless numbers of men to violate their
bodies?"
Gilda was totally repulsed by the entire subject, but though she tried, she couldn't seem
to keep her mind from lingering on prostitution. A whore's sexual orientation is
flabbergasting, she thought, but the fact that most of them give their money to other
men, simply seemed to defy any type of logic. What kind of man would take money
from a prostitute? Gilda asked herself. Certainly a pimp is the lowest type of humanity,
she continued, and that was precisely the reasoning she used with Benson when she
discussed prostitution with him.
Her husband was a fool to believe that a fine, upstanding man, like Barker Tibbett,
could have anything to do with common whores. After all, she concluded, if someone
even uttered such a thing, they'd be accusing Tibbett of being nothing more than a
'pimp' and that supposition was ludicrous.
These thoughts raced around her mind while the soothing warmth of the pool pulsed
over her womanly torso. She knew, without any doubt, that her husband was barking
up the wrong tree. And lying in the luxuriance of the swirling water, Gilda knew he'd
better find another one to bark up before he made a big mistake and totally alienated
Barker Tibbett.
The sparkling gray Mercedes Benz was parked illegally outside the exclusive health spa
as Barker and Maggie Tibbett laughed uproariously as they played the tape recording
Barker had taken from The Massage de Jour. The early afternoon sun beat down on the
roof of the air conditioned automobile as its occupants amused themselves and waited
for Gilda Aimes to begin her long trek home.
"Are you sure she's in there?" Barker asked his lovely wife, as he nervously looked at
his watch. "I hope to hell you know what you're talking about."
"Don't worry, Honey," Maggie Tibbett said to her husband. "I'm one of her best
friends, remember?"
They both laughed again as Barker lit his wife's cigarette and admired her lovely figure.
She was a handsome woman with strong, classically chiseled facial features and a
tanned and athletic body which attested to her love for tennis. Her legs were long and
well tapered and although her hips were narrow and her buttocks small, her large heavy
breasts made it apparent that she was all woman.
"I hope so," Barker said responding to her statement. "I want to make sure we don't
have any trouble getting her into the car." As he finished his Mast words, Gilda Aimes
emerged from the health spa wearing only a halter and tight pair of capri pants. Her
platform shoes made her appear taller than she was and immediately recognizing the
Tibbett's car, she walked toward it go greet them.
"Well, well, funny meeting you here, I'm surprised," Maggie Tibbett said rolling down
the window of the car and smiling radiantly. "I didn't know you came to the spa in the
afternoon."
"Hello Mr. Tibbett," Gilda said with her gaze upon Maggie. "Ya I come down in the
morning on Tuesdays and Thursdays," Gilda said. "Simply because I've got nothing
better to do Until Benson gets home."
"Well listen honey," Maggie said. "Why don't you come with Barker and I? We're just
going to hang around the pool today and sip some gin. I just heard some guy on the
radio say it was going to reach 90 degrees today."
Gilda really didn't know Maggie well enough to lunge into an acceptance, but Gilda
reasoned it wouldn't harm anything to agree.
"Well..." Gilda said, "I don't know, uhh..."
"Oh come on," Barket bellowed, interrupting her in mid sentence. "You'll love it.
You've never been to our place have you?"
The truth was that Gilda hadn't, and she didn't feel she knew the Tibbett's well enough
to spend the afternoon at their home, yet she felt a latent bitterness well up within her.
A bitterness formed by Benson's constant neglect, and Gilda felt she owed it to herself
to solidify her relationship with the Tibbett's.
"O.K. I guess it would be all right," she said, as Maggie opened the door to the back of
the cool and comfortable car.
"Great!" Maggie said as her husband sped away from the curb just as he was about to
be ticketed. "I'll bet the son of a bitch is madder than hell," Tibbett laughed as he lit a
cigarette and referred to the motorcycle 'flat foot' who had just barely missed his man.
Both Barker and Maggie laughed now as Gilda and Barker automatically locked all the
car's door by means of a switch near the radio.
"Probably a safety precaution," Gilda said to herself, as she was stunned into silence by
the way Barker Tibbett referred to the policeman. Although she had only met him
socially, he presented a far different picture to her than she seen before, and as the
threesome drove on to the Tibbetts' home, Gilda became concerned with the nervous
glances both Mr. and Mrs. Tibbett shot through the windows of the car as it left the
busy main street of Paso Robles.
Gilda sat near the edge of the Tibbetts' brilliant blue pool, the surroundings of which
were covered by thick, luxuriant carpeting. She relaxed on a comfortable double sized
reclining lounge, and still thirsty from her stay in the sauna, gulped down the second
drink which Barker Tibbett had made for her.
The Tibbetts sat near a portable executive stand which Barker seemed to take much
pride in. It was a large mahogany desk on wheels which Barker could push or pull to
any part of the pool's surface he desired.
Gilda was impressed with the huge, totally secluded house, Maggie and Barker Tibbett
called home. If only Benson had stayed in private practice, Gilda thought, we'd have a
home this size and with an Olympic size swimming pool, instead of the tiny one we've
got.
The drink she rapidly swallowed made Gilda much more relaxed than she'd been on
the ride to Tibbett's house. The Tibbetts' hadn't said much during the drive and had
been extremely nervous and fidgety. On several occasions, Gilda had noticed Barker
look at his watch and had seen Maggie anxiously cram a tape recorder into her purse as
though she were hiding it from someone. Their behavior had seemed very strange, and
Gilda found something about their actions very mysterious.
But now, as she sipped the icy liquor, she had to admit that things seemed different. In
fact, things seemed very different. She didn't feel ill, but her entire perspective seemed
to change as though she were out of focus, as she continued to drink the contents of
the glass in her hand. For some reason the delicious tingling Gilda had experienced in
her body earlier that morning, was returning to haunt her, and she became somewhat
frightened with the sudden change in her she was experiencing.
"What did you say you called this drink?" Gilda asked Barker as his wife mysteriously
left the patio and returned to the huge, ranch style house.
The threesome had been discussing some trivial topic which really didn't interest Gilda,
before she asked the question, but now as Barker answered it, Gilda knew there was
something strange about the situation in which she found herself.
"I call it 'pink pussy', " Barker said menacingly. "You see my dear, I simply pour a
small portion of sloe gin and mix it with some 'Spanish Fly,' and I've got a 'gin fl..."
"What... What's Spanish Fly?" Gilda asked; her voice audibly trembling.
"You'll find out, Mrs. Aimes. Just give it a few more minutes to work on that sweet
little body of yours," Barker said in a threateningly tone. "In the meantime," he went
on, "I've got something here I'd like you to listen to. It's a tape recording of your
husband. I'd like you to get an idea of just what a hypocritical bastard he really is."
What in God's name was happening, Gilda thought as she saw Barker pull out the tape
recorder, that Maggie had shoved in her purse. With a sudden and violent jolt, Gilda's
head jerked forward to the recorder as she recognized her husband's voice. He was
terribly excited about something, and he wasn't alone, Gilda thought, as she listened to
the tape.
"Veronica is the girl's name," Barker said with a knowing grin on his face. "Your
righteous husband spent 3 or 4 hours with her just the other night. Listen to what he
had to say."
Gilda shuddered in sudden shock as the drink in her hand took effect and the words
On the tape recorder struck her ears at almost the same moment.
"Ahhhhh," the Mexican girl squealed. "You're so big. Give me more, give me more."
Gilda's eyes filled with tears as Benson's unmistakable baritone voice dominated the
tape.
"Oh, Veronica, baby, suck it, suck my cock... suck it."
It was too terribly surreal for Gilda to believe. Her own husband visiting prostitutes
simply to satisfy his animal lust. That bastard! Why couldn't he come to me? That other
woman, whoever she was, was going to put Benson's cock in her mouth, Gilda realized.
Then it all hit her! Benson was seeing prostitutes simply because she, his wife, had been
unwilling to commit the same perverse and foul acts!
What kind of depraved, maniac animal had she married? Gilda wondered. What was it
that had gone so wrong in their marriage? she said to herself, listening to her husband's
guttural groaning, as her imagination painted a lurid picture of the scene depicted on
the tape.
Yet Gilda convinced herself that the important question was why Barker Tibbett was
tormenting her with all this and how had he come to possess the tape?
"Well," Tibbett's voice broke in, "what do you think of your precious husband now?"
"This whole thing is rigged!" she cried. "That can't be Ben," she wailed, pointing her
finger at the recording. But she couldn't even convince herself.
"I know your husband's a weird son of a bitch," Barker went on, making no attempt to
be civil or disguise his contempt for Benson Aimes. "But I can't see why he'd pay good
money to fuck a whore when he's got a fine piece of ass like you around the house."
"How dare you talk to a lady like that," Gilda exclaimed, her face red with outrage.
"You won't be a lady long," Barker laughed as the blood rushed to Gilda's temples, and
she fell back in the large double sized vinyl recliner.
What's happening to me? she thought, as her world took on a plastic, prefabricated
appearance. Her head started to spin and Barker's droning tormenting voice seemed to
blend in with the rasping sound of the tape recording. Gilda detected Veronica's lewd
voice and she felt revulsion in hearing the Mexican girl beg Benson to lick her up
between her legs.
But even though her upbringing told her she was wrong, Gilda's instincts seemed to
take over at this point, and suddenly the erotic ramblings of the tape triggered a nerve
up between Gilda's own slim, well formed young thighs. She could feel warm,
tantalizingly moist and viscous liquid as it seeped out from her suddenly unexplainably
pulsating pussy and covered the pink soft lips of her vaginal crevice. She closed her eyes
and suddenly as the tape droned on and on she could picture Benson kneeling between
her own legs and could feel his tongue agonizingly slither over her aching clitoral bud.
Though her body was rapidly building to a strange, and unexplainable pinnacle of
erotic bliss, her concentration on the imaginary scene was rudely interrupted by the soft
feminine hand which from out of nowhere touched her thigh.
"Come on now honey, I think it's time we get started, don't you agree?" inquired
Maggie Tibbett as her husband sat in his recliner with a huge grin on his face.
Gilda was shocked out of her senses as she opened her eyes and viewed the lewdly
protruding object which dangled before her face. The drug she had taken was now in
effect and everything Gilda looked at was slightly distorted, but the sight before her
eyes was more than distortion. It was absolute perversion!
Maggie Tibbett stood before Gilda Benson, completely naked except for an obscene
instrument buckled around her waist. It took her a few seconds to realize what the
instrument was, but when she clearly saw it, Gilda reeled in surprise and shock as she
viewed her friend and the lustful little look on her face. Strapped around Maggie's thin
almost boyish waist, was a heavy belt connected to a huge, tottering rubbery dildo.
Gilda was awed with the strange juxtaposition between Maggie's shapely, well formed
feminine breasts and the lewd male" dildo hanging between her lithe, smooth skinned
thighs.
"What are you going to do?" Gilda whispered in sudden fear, her eyes searching for
Barker Tibbett in her drug induced haze. "Have you two gone crazy?" she added.
"No," Gilda heard Tibbett bark harshly. "But you'll be the one who's crazy in a few
more minutes. Or should I say sex crazy."
Now Gilda understood. Now she clearly saw their intentions. They had drugged her
and they were going to take advantage of her scattered mind by forcing her to submit to
obscene sexual acts. No, God, they couldn't do this to her! She was a lady, not some
common whore off the streets. She wouldn't tolerate being debased by the two people
that hovered over her.
"If you lay a hand on me," she screamed, "my husband will see to it that you're locked
up behind bars!"
"The only thing your husband is going to see," Barker growled, "is my wife fucking you
silly with that hunk of rubber on her waist."
He took the phone off his portable executive stand, pulled a note card from his pocket,
and dialed the number he read on the card. Gilda's attentions, although badly out of
alignment, were now directed entirely on Barker Tibbett as he dialed the phone number
in his hand. She hadn't even felt Maggie Tibbett put her hand down on her well
contoured thigh and massage the soft, supple flesh with feminine expertise.
"Hello," Barker said with a muffled voice. "Is Mr. Benson Aimes there? Yes... well tell
him Barker Tibbett is calling."
Gilda watched as a monstrous snicker grew on Tibbett's face as he waited for Benson
Aimes to come to the phone. But then she was stricken by the blinding white light of
the drug's secondary stages and she fell back on the recliner in a virtual coma of slowly
growing heat within her.
"Hello, Mr. Aimes," Barker said in a businesslike manner. "This is your old friend
Barker Tibbett. Uh ah, say, your wife is at my house and we're just sitting around here
listening to tape recordings and I was wondering if you'd like to stop by for a drink and
join us. Oh, you're too busy? Well I thought since you liked to spend so much time in
whore houses you might want to come by and listen to a tape I confiscated from The
Massage de Jour on Santa Monica Boulevard!"
Barker heard a muffled silence and quickly handed his wife the phone. Maggie bent
over for the receiver, her large firm breasts wavering as she shifted her weight and stuck
the receiver in Gilda's mouth.
"Say something to him darling," Maggie said in a suggestive tone of voice.
Gilda was not totally under the influence of the drug the Tibbetts' had give her and the
best she could was mumble a plea for help.
"Benson," she said with intoxicated inflection. "Hellppp meee."
With that, Barker grabbed the phone and slammed it down in its cradle. He looked at
his wife and motioned for her to proceed.
Now Gilda began to sob uncontrollably as Maggie Tibbett lowered the back of the
recliner so that it was now like a double bed and positioned Gilda's ripe, melon like
buttocks sensuously on it. Maggie's tan and taut body strained forward and her skin,
appearing almost transparent, seemed to ripple over the firm definition of her body. She
leaned forward unfastened Gilda's top and cupped her nakedly exposed breasts in her
gentle hands. With feminine softness, Maggie gently rotated the large soft spheres
around in small teasing circles as she moaned in perverse fascination at Gilda's
voluptuously curved body. The rubbery dildo between her legs seemed to come alive as
it squirmed lewdly around with every movement Maggie made.
Gilda was totally helpless now, and she knew it. Barker Tibbett was as evil and
depraved as Benson had claimed, yet Gilda couldn't help but relish the heavenly feeling
of Maggie Tibbett's hands as they roamed over her heavily swaying breasts. Totally
ashamed of herself and the situation she had so foolishly fallen into, Gilda whimpered
as the Spanish fly took hold of her senses. She couldn't stop the exotically strange
trembling which rocked her body with Maggie's every caress, and the drug only
augmented the delicious nature of Maggie's caresses.
Suddenly Gilda felt Maggie's body as it leaned downward and her face lowered to her
breasts. She panted heavily as the drug raced through her and Maggie's warm moist lips
made gentle contact with her milk white breasts.
Gilda was losing the battle she had so gallantly fought in tempting to ward off the
drug's passion inducing affect. She could feel herself slipping helplessly into a trance of
lust inspired ecstasy as Maggie's hungering tongue massaged the hardening bud of her
nipple, and the huge rubbery dildo pressed heavily into her knee as Maggie, moaning in
euphoric pleasure, strained forward to suck harder on her sensuous breasts. The dildo
was bigger than any penis Gilda had imagined and she couldn't deny the fact that the
spongy cock seemed to send fiery chills of desire up and down her already writhing
spine.
Never had Gilda allowed anyone to do what Maggie was doing, and though, in the past,
she would have felt humiliation beyond compare, she was now squirming her firm little
buttocks all over the recliner as Maggie sucked and kneaded hotly at the softly
trembling flesh of her breasts.
God, is this really happening, Gilda thought as Maggie completely tore away the flimsy
halter on Gilda's back, allowing her smoothly sloping breasts to billow further out over
her rib cage. Gilda could still hear the sound of the tape recording ringing in her ears as
something supernatural took hold of her and forced her to kick off her platform shoes.
Maggie's hungering, eager mouth danced over the luscious sweet hardness of Gilda's
nipple and teased every nerve in the District Attorney's wife's body. Convulsive spasms
shook Gilda's very soul as she surrendered to the Spanish fly and reveled in the glorious
feeling of Maggie Tibbett's tongue as it poked and pried the warm, quivering flesh of
Gilda's blossoming nipples.
Slowly at first, but then with forced determination, Maggie lowered her face to the
white supple creaminess of Gilda's firm belly. Her moist searching tongue explored
every inch of Gilda's rippling stomach and as Maggie sucked and gently kissed Gilda's
velvety skin, her hands lowered to the tight, pre faded denim slacks which adorned
Gilda's jutting hips. Deftly, Maggie unfastened the lone button which secured them,
and pulling away from Gilda momentarily, she unzipped the tiny zipper which ran
from Gilda's now rapidly moistening loins to the top of her golden pubic hairline.
"Ooooohhh God," Gilda moaned, now oblivious to anything but Maggie's teasingly
probing fingers. She was under Mrs. Tibbett's spell, but it no longer seemed to matter.
Gilda knew she had tried, but there was nothing she could do to halt the passions
which screamed throughout her whole frustrated body. An hour ago, the thought of
another woman touching her like this would have sent Gilda into paroxysms of disgust
and shame, but now she languished in the soft, radiantly blissful heat of Maggie
Tibbett's obscenely roaming mouth.
With her body trembling and her voice moaning uncontrollably, Gilda passively raised
her buttocks off the recliner and allowed Maggie to strip away her slacks, as Maggie's
eyes bulged out at the wondrous sight she exposed.
Gilda's gorgeous hips and firm, supple buttocks were tightly confined in a pair of micro
mini panty briefs. Her full voluptuous vaginal lips were separated by the small cleft of
black nylon material which glistened in the bright sunlight and dipped downward into
her moist vaginal cavern, the thinly curling tips of Gilda's blonde pubic hair curled out
the leg bands of her black flimsy panties and were crushed and matted as the tight
fitting crotch band seemed to smother the delicious pubic triangle back up against her
naked cunt lips.
Maggie Tibbett, her svelte glistening body shuddering with the anticipation, moaned
audibly as her hand stroked the sleek, black material up between the young wife's
thighs and felt the honeyed moistness which began to permeate the thinly protecting
crotch band.
"Aaaaahhh," Gilda groaned in sweet surrender as Maggie massaged the pulsating
vaginal lips through the sheer fabric of the panties. Gilda could still hear the sounds of
Benson and the whore on the tape recorder, but her thoughts were now entirely glued
to the exquisite massage her badly neglected pussy was receiving.
The two or three minutes Maggie spent playing and kneading the silken flesh of Gilda's
vagina, seemed to Gilda like an eternity. She knew exactly what the other woman
wanted, as she heard Maggie's breath come in heavy, coarse gasps as her hands slid up
underneath Gilda's firmly curved, buttocks. Maggie Tibbett gently pulled the scant
nylon material from Gilda's trembling hips as both women cooed and writhed in
unison; Gilda's golden pussy now exposed to the radiant sunlight.
Gilda could no longer lie to herself. She liked what the beautiful woman between her
legs was doing and she wanted more! She was beside herself now with a strange
fascinating frenzy and Gilda could feel a greater tingle of rising excitement race through
her womb as Maggie Tibbett slowly lowered her head down toward her slightly spread
thighs.
Feeling them suddenly tense at her contact, Maggie locked her arms between them, her
superior strength being all that was necessary to spread them even more widely apart.
Then moving quickly, she dropped lower on her knees and put her probing, hot tongue
to Gilda's defenselessly churning loins, spreading the soft blonde pubic hair outward
with her thumbs and flicking her tongue, lizard like, into the moist, flowering slit of
Gilda's vagina.
"Oooohhh," Gilda heard herself scream as she choked back a soul searing moan. She
tried to lurch back from the sudden electrifying contact but Maggie held her naked
loins fast down against the recliner. It was senseless to fight it, Gilda thought; looking
down between her upraised breasts. She saw Maggie, hunched on all fours, down
between her open thighs like a beast of prey, ready to devour her victim. The pink
moist flesh of Gilda's vagina was presented to Maggie's greedily grinning face in
defenseless sacrifice. Gilda lay frozen on the recliner, her humiliation complete, as she
watched Maggie's tongue, another woman's tongue, slowly circle around the edges of
her widespread young vaginal lips.
Oh God it was good, Gilda thought; even if it wasn't her husband who was doing it.
She was ashamed of her body's reaction, yet she no longer struggled to keep control of
her animal like passions.
Raising her head for a moment, Maggie gazed into the moist golden slit and with a
slight outward pressure of her thumbs, spread the soft pink flanges of flesh to her
hungry mouth. She watched it greedily for a moment, then with an animalistic groan,
she dropped her head and buried the full length of her long slippery tongue up into the
warm throbbing walls of the young blonde's expectantly pulsating pussy.
Sensations of forbidden pleasure began to ripple deep down in her belly, and Gilda's
arms lay tensed at her sides while she twisted her lower body around slowly in lewd
erotic bliss. She was slowly becoming an object to be toyed with as the older woman
desired, and couldn't control the delicious sensations which Maggie's sensuously
probing tongue brought her. She had never been so aroused in her life and in the back
of her mind, she thought of her husband, Benson, and wondered why he couldn't
furnish her with the same luxuriant feelings Maggie Tibbett could. Why was it that they
never seemed to provide each other with the satisfaction they both craved? Perhaps it
was that Benson had other women in his life, like the little prostitute which was at the
very moment screaming out on the obscenely droning tape, but Gilda's mind strayed
again from her husband and returned to the wildly building sensations swirling hotly
around up in her tongue filled cunt.
Now, fully aware of Gilda's total vulnerability, Maggie forced her legs even further
apart, exposing the whole of her naked loins to her tongue's assault. Driving her
tongue, in quick stabbing motions, up the warm fleshy passage between Gilda's thighs,
Maggie worked with greater speed to gain the young housewife's total sensual
surrender. She was almost there, Maggie thought but as if to put the final seal on it, she
flicked her tongue into the tight puckered little hole of Gilda's anus which was nestled
just below the opening of her cunt.
Gilda clenched her eyes shut and moaned blissfully as she felt the wet, searing contact
of Maggie's moist probe against the pinkly throbbing little opening. Her lips bared back
over her teeth and tiny goose bumps formed on her belly and breasts, as Maggie teased
again and again at the tight fleshy ring of Gilda's anus with the wetly licking tip of her
tongue. Her buttocks jerked back involuntarily at first, then upward again, sending
spasms of deliciously erotic sensations racing wildly through her raw, quivering nerves.
Gilda was completely in the older woman's control now and Maggie dipped her tongue
into Gilda's tightly clasping cunt, now massaging and stroking the rubbery penis at her
waist as though it were her own.
She wanted to fuck Mrs. Aimes like she'd never been fucked before, and she crooned
softly down at her hotly writhing nakedness, a lewd hungering gleam shining in the
center of her eyes.
"Oh God, I want to you," Maggie murmured, as she stood up and slid Gilda Benson
farther up on the recliner. Gilda felt as though she were in a hellish dream as she
looked at the beautiful, yet wickedly smiling woman and the lewdly swaying plastic
prick which hovered above her. But instead of finding the sight frightful, Gilda was
beside herself with a wild craving lust she had never known before.
"Oooooh, yes, oooh," she whimpered helplessly as Maggie gently slithered her body
beside hers on the huge recliner. "I want you to make me feel goooooood," Gilda could
hardly believe herself say. She looked at the enormous size of Maggie's plastic cock and
its sight sent shivers of devilish delight through her warmly spread vaginal lips. Gilda
let out a slight shudder of apprehension when she levered herself above her,' but
Maggie's tan, lithely sensuous body seemed to glue itself on top of hers as she
rhythmically ground her own nakedness against Gilda's supple white firmness.
"I think it's too big," Gilda said as she felt its hugeness against her belly and
momentarily attempted to pull away. But her body was pinned to the mattress. She
pressed her thighs together, for although she was out of her mind to be fucked, she was
simply terrified by the enormous length and width of the dildo between Maggie's legs.
She tried to resist, but Maggie slithered her fingers between Gilda's thighs and started
to massage the tiny, already lustfully swollen bud of her clitoris. The warm, throbbing
sensations of her fingers totally wore down Gilda's resistance and permitted Maggie to
gently spread her girl friend's thighs far apart.
Maggie Tibbett now writhed her body hotly up between Gilda's defenseless loins and
exhibited her strong, sun browned buttocks to her husband, who had been watching the
entire scene in rapt amusement. As his lovely young wife rolled over on Benson Aimes'
young wife Barker's penis hardened in excitement, and he wondered how long he could
contain himself from fucking both of them.
Triumphantly, Maggie sunk her hips between Gilda's openly splayed legs, the huge
bulbous head of the plastic prick pressing tightly against the soft wet flowering of
Gilda's cuntal lips. The hungry head throbbed down between the tightly clenched
cheeks of her full white buttocks, as Maggie's knees kept the young blonde's thighs far
apart. Maggie's pelvis began a slow grinding motion and her artificial penis rubbed the
warm swollen pubic mound and prodded gently at the moist pink slit of Gilda's cunt.
The huge rubbery head traced a path up and down Gilda's wetly glistening pussy,
pressing gently against it until the full fleshy folds parted slightly and rubbed
tantalizingly against the flesh like shaft.
"Put it in your hand," Maggie said with a heavy seductive tone in her voice. "Go ahead,
you'll like it darling."
"No, please I... I can't," Gilda murmured.
"Take it!" Gilda heard Barker Tibbett growl. "Take it you little bitch or I'll ram
something up that sweet little pussy you'll never forget."
Obediently, Gilda gasped as she guided the hard flesh like prick into the small flinching
entrance to her vagina, using the smooth rubbery head to part the soft blonde strands
of her nakedly pulsating cuntal lips. She dared not moved as Maggie pressed her hips
downward and forced the obscene, cunt stretching tool slowly up into her clasping
pussy.
"Oooohhh," she gasped as the thick ponderous cock head ground its way relentlessly
into her desire slick vaginal walls.
Gilda could feel every wrinkle and striation of the plastic cock as it welled lewdly up
into her pulsing, red hot vaginal walls. Slowly, inch by inch, Maggie gently warmed the
massive cock into Gilda's salaciously waiting pussy, forcing her cuntal walls moistly
apart with each deeper thrust she made. For a moment Maggie remained still, but then
she re adjusted her position and her tanned firm buttocks strained in the mid day sun
as she lurched deeper and deeper up into the wide splayed young woman's hotly
trembling belly.
"Aaarrrgg," Gilda groaned helplessly, but as her tightly constricted pussy began to grow
accustomed to the barbaric invasion, her whimpers of pain began to subside and turned
into low mewls of pleasure. Now Barker Tibbett readied himself for his own assault.
God, Barker thought to himself, Benson Aimes' old lady sure looks fine sprawled out
over that deck bed. She was a perfect picture of lust provoking sensuality with her
blonde hair cascading softly across her heavily swaying breasts, and her lips moistened
and opened slightly, her apple pink buttocks now a deep red with excitement. He
watched as the two women finally kissed and as their lips made passionate contact and
they started to suck the juices from each others mouths, Barker knew he was unable to
constrain himself any longer.
Quickly he pulled his loafers off and with a frantic tug, he ripped at the belt around his
waist and unfastened his pants. He gingerly jumped out of his slacks and pulled off his
shorts, exposing his enormous and already excitedly lubricated penis. It was bigger than
the one Maggie had strapped to her waist and as it dangled obscenely from Barker's
bushy groin, his eyes feasting hungrily on the erotic sight before him.
"All right, get up, both of you!" Barker commanded. Before Maggie's plastic prick could
plunge deeper into Gilda's moist, warm pussy he said, "I'm going to make some
changes."
Barker ordered his wife to lay on her back on the carpeted surface near the swimming
pool's edge. She subserviently did as he said, the long thick penis strapped to her waist,
now glistening with the obscene splendor of Gilda Aimes' warmly cascading vaginal
juices. Then, with total disregard for the fact that Benson Aimes might, at any minute
barge into his home, Barker Tibbett ordered Gilda to straddle his wife with her cunt
just above the giant phallus.
She looked at the triumphantly smiling older man as he strutted around the patio,
giving directions as though he were making some obscene movie. Although her heavily
drugged mind dictated her every sensation, Gilda was tempted to refuse, but as she
looked down at her voluptuous girl friend and the huge rubbery cock which had felt so
comforting in her aching vagina, Gilda knew she'd comply with his wishes. She
straddled Maggie and squatted over the menacing rubber penis. Teasingly, Gilda
fastened her hand around its girth and rubbed its enormous head over and around her
wetly parted vaginal folds. Then, with one quick movement, she lowered herself upon
the giant organ, taking the huge bulbous head a scant ways up into the curl fringed slit
up between her widespread thighs.
"Aaaaaahhh, oooohhh," she groaned, as she felt the beginnings of the lewdly rising
sensations she had so long awaited slam hard up into the nerve center of her skull.
Now, without guilt, Gilda bucked and jerked down on the rubbery mass, sinking her
voluptuously curving hips lower and lower until her cunt smothered the whole of the
giant cock and were flush down against Maggie's silken curled pubic fur. Gilda writhed
around it in ecstasy, feeling the smooth rubbery head grinding around far up inside her
intestines. Her mind was lost in a haze of abandoned passion, when suddenly she was
brought back to reality by Barker Tibbett's voice.
"Lean forward, sweetheart," Barker said moving up behind her. "I'm going to fuck your
snooty asshole!"
The long stroking cock in her wetly heated vagina was all that Gilda thought about, as
she felt her passion soaring to unimaginable heights. But Barker's remark brought her
back down to earth. She was about to do something unnatural, even though she
relished the thought of it, she knew that she had to answer for the terrible desire in her
soul. When Barker spoke, making his desires perfectly clear, her drug deranged mind
had the perfect answer. She was free now and she wanted to experience everything. She
knew it would be painful, but perhaps it would mean the end of her guilt ridden
existence.
"Yesss, Barker," Gilda gasped. Taking Maggie's cock even deeper up into her belly and
leaning forward she hissed, "Fuck my asshole toooo."
Barker needed no further encouragement and without hesitation, he knelt down
between his wife's legs and Gilda's slender calves. His massive organ was fully erect,
and he stroked his hardness in his hand as he leaned close to the tight, excitedly pulsing
little opening up between Gilda's buttocks. Gilda was in a frenzy now, yet she knew
she'd have to be prepared for Barker's onslaught. She reached back with both hands
and spread the whitely sloping moons of her ass far apart. Maggie's cock was pressing
against her cervix, jerking and anxious, and Gilda wanted Barker to add to the
excitement. She could feel his fingers probing her tightly resisting anal flesh, holding,
then giving way, as she leaned down and forced her sphincter muscle to relax. Now she
was ready! Now she was prepared for the most erotic act she had ever had the nerve to
commit in her whole life!
"Uuugghhh," she grunted as his fingertip searched around to the palm of his hand up
inside her rectum and prepared it for the greater entry to come. A foreign combination
of pain and pleasure enveloped Gilda's widely spread loins, and she began to fuck her
open cunt down on Maggie's heavily wavering cock with a furious delight, unable to
wait for her husband's entry into her anus. Within seconds he pulled his finger from
her hotly working rectum and her buttocks were pulled far apart by his thumbs. And
then came the tremendous pressure against the tiny defenseless circle of her rectal
mouth.
"Oooohhh, it hurts," she wailed, yet she gritted her teeth tight and courageously pushed
her hips back to meet Barker's assault. Barker held her by the tops of her shoulders to
keep her ass back against him as he shoved forward and his heavily invading cudgel
barged log like up into her virgin anal flesh. He stretched her to incredible size, her
anal ring expanding outward like a tight rubber band around his giant penis. But he
continued to push forward driving his cocktail the way up into the smooth rubbery
walls of her asshole until his pelvis smacked hard into the softly giving curves of her
buttocks.
"Uuuggghhhhhhhhh... aaahhh," Gilda cried out in frantic delight as the massively
hardened cock powered relentlessly up into her heretofore private young anal passage.
He drove deep into her clenching anus, filling her beyond belief, while Maggie's cock
fucked between her legs. Gilda felt as though she were being ripped in half, yet she
found the obscenely lewd sensations she was for the first time experiencing wildly
exhilarating. Her initial cries turned now from pleading whimpers to abandoned sobs of
ecstasy as she felt both powerful cocks, the real and unreal, buck and jerk deep up
inside her lustfully quaking young belly; She groaned helplessly as the Tibbetts
skewered her like a well paid whore between their nakedly grinding bodies. Man and
wife were separated by only the,thin membrane which divided the twin openings up
between the girl's wide split thighs, yet as they fucked in unison, Maggie fucking her
hungrily pulsating pussy, and Barker, skewering far up into her tightly milking rectal
passage, they all knew their orgasms were close to exploding out from them at any
moment.
Gilda loved the lewdness and wildness of it and she knew there was no turning back.
The salacious scene was stimulating her to indescribable sexual heights and she could
feel the release she had prayed for rapidly building within her. She shuddered and
moaned as the two cocks fucked ceaselessly up into her feverishly writhing loins and
she felt the growing spasms in her belly mount and wrack her with unaccountable
sensations of obscenely coming splendor.
"Oh my God," she thought. "Never have I known anything so deliciously wonderful."
With accelerating quickness, she felt herself soar skyward as Barker drove his cock deep
up into her desperately contracting anus and Maggie shoved the smooth rubbery head
of her dildo to the extremes of Gilda's cervix.
And then it happened! The first white hot blast exploded deep up inside her hotly
sizzling womb!
"Oooohhh... I'm going to... cuummmmmm! Yes... I'm... cummmmming... now!" Gilda
screamed unabashedly, as she rode the powerful wave of sexual euphoria in blissful
stupor.
She rocked and bucked frantically around on the two deeply impaling penises riding
out the full cycle of her cunt flooding orgasm until her body flaccidly gave way to the
total exhaustion which overcame her. But, just as she started to relax and regain her
wits, Barker Tibbett reached the end of his resistance and his cock jerking wildly,
spewed out his thick white cream far up into her gratefully milking rectum.
"Ooooooohh," he groaned from the depths of his soul, as he emptied out his fully
loaded testicles into Gilda's hungrily accepting anal depths. She was accustomed to his
size now and she greedily shoved her buttocks back into his groin as if she were
begging him to fuck into her with even more of his hotly gushing cock. His scrotum
smacked obscenely down against the backs of her thighs as he plunged for the final,
cock deflating time into her cum flooded rectal depths and she had loved every precious
second of it. She might despise the Tibbetts as people, she thought to herself, but as
twin lovers, they couldn't be beat.
Benson Aimes barged into the Tibbett's huge home, walked through the house, and
emerged onto the patio just in time to find his wife slipping into her platform shoes, the
Tibbetts were both half clothed and lazily sipping on some mint juleps Maggie Tibbett
had just prepared.
Benson had rushed from his office after speaking to Johnny Proctor and had driven to
the Tibbett address, not knowing what to expect after hearing his wife's plea for help.
Brilliant rays of sunshine formed diamond like sparkles on his forehead, now covered
with perspiration, as he rushed onto the patio and hurled his sunglasses down on the
portable executive table.
"Have a drink," Barker Tibbett chuckled; sticking a frosty glass in Benson Aimes' face.
"What in God's name has been going on here?" Benson angrily asked as his eyes
glanced over the numerous and assorted garments which adorned the pool's carpet.
"Are you all right, Gilda?" he inquired, his eyes beating threateningly at Barker Tibbett.
"Is she all right?" Tibbett said with an accompanying laugh from his wife. "Why she's
fantastic!" Barker added, his dark, heavy eye brows dancing in the merriment of his
remark.
"What's happened here, Gilda?" he asked sternly. "Thirty minutes ago you call for help
and now you stand there whacked out of your mind on gin, smiling like an idiot!"
"Oh we just had a little party, Benson," Maggie Tibbett interjected. "It's a shame you
couldn't have been here." Her eyes traveled up and down Benson's body as she made
the remark, and looking back into her alluring black eyes, Benson knew what type of
party she was referring to.
"Are youuuu... goooing... ta... take me... home now?" Gilda stammered as she tripped
trying to reach her beloved husband. She knew she had enjoyed the sexual extravagance
the Tibbetts' had provided for her, yet the tertiary stages of the drug she had ingested,
added to the alcohol Barker had furnished made her groggy and unable to respond to
anything her husband did or said.
"What the fuck have you done to her," Benson said, his rage rampantly running
through his body as he stalked toward Barker.
Benson's fist was clenched tightly near his side. And it appeared as though he was ready
to mangle the slightly older man.
"Now hold on a minute there Mr. Big shot," Barker said. "You don't have anything on
me. Your wife just came over to have a few drinks with her friends and listen to a very
interesting tape recording." Barker smiled as he pushed the play button on the recorder
near the telephone.
Although Benson guessed she had heard it, he was glad that Gilda was still knocked out
by whatever the Tibbetts' had given her and was incapable of hearing the lewd and
guttural sounds which emitted from the tape. He just hoped that she'd regain her
senses, and forgive him for his mistake. If she had heard the recording Benson knew
that the evidence he now had against Tibbett, would not only constitute a good case but
hopefully would convince Gilda that he had had to visit the The Massage de Jour, in
the course of his duties.
"Well, you'd better listen to me Tibbett," Benson said sticking a finger into the other
man's belly. "I had a long talk today with one of your men and he's furnished me with
enough evidence to put you away for years. If I were you I'd start spending my time
putting my affairs together instead of spending days like this playing with your wife and
her girl friends."
"You can't fool me Aimes," Tibbett heatedly replied. "My men don't talk to squares like
you. They don't have any reason to. They're too well paid and very happy with the way
I take care of business. So you and your wife get outta my place and take your pipe
dreams with you!"
"Money isn't everything," Benson remarked as he dramatically produced the collection
records Johnny Proctor had furnished him. "You recognize these?" he asked Tibbett, as
the other man's face turned crimson, and cold sweat broke out on his forehead. "One of
your employees forwarded them to me. I'm sure that these, plus a few other little pieces
of information I have at my disposal will give you enough legal headaches to last you a
lifetime."
"Good day, Mr. Tibbett," Benson said, regaining his composure, and escorting his
intoxicated wife out to the car.
As he helped Gilda into their compact, he didn't realize it, but Benson had two forms of
incriminating evidence against Tibbett in his hands. The collection records and his wife,
Gilda, who was to surprisingly furnish him with the incredible story of her outrageous
rape.
The ordeal of the trial had not been easy on his wife Gilda, but as Benson Aimes drove
to the federal courthouse for Barker Tibbett's sentencing, he knew he had done the
right thing in bringing her to the stand.
Gilda had endured the long weeks of the trial, tearfully at times, testifying to the
outrage which had taken place at Barker Tibbett's home. Gilda's testimony, plus the
testimony of Johnny Proctor and Saundra Lund had, (in his own words), brought
Tibbett's 'vice empire' to its knees. Their word in court had also insured that a number
of Tibbett's men, Curly Lambu and Max Ried included, would spend a good portion of
the remainder of their lives in jail.
Benson had to pat himself on the back for the way he had dispatched the case against
Tibbett and though he was quite upset by the way the local press had played up Gilda's
rape, he was proud to say that he had exhausted every possible resource at his disposal
to put Barker Tibbett behind bars. Yes he was glad he had done his job well, but now,
with the case behind him, Benson's thoughts drifted more to the outcome of the trial
and its effects on his wife, rather than its ramifications to Tibbett.
Gilda was certainly a different woman than she had been, and though she had told
publically of the perversions she had submitted to under the Tibbetts' coercion, Benson
couldn't help thinking he owed a lot of his current happiness to the experience.
Although she'd been drugged out of her mind during the entire scandalous episode, she
had awakened from the experience a totally new woman. Now she was sexually
ravishing beyond Benson's wildest expectations and he could only compare her with the
young prostitute named Veronica, he had fucked only months before.
What a bastard he had been to neglect his wife. He had spent years and untold energy
to fulfill his career expectations, yet he really hadn't done much to promote the success
of their marriage. But, now things would be different, he said to himself as he sped
toward the courthouse. Yes, from now on, things would certainly be different.
"Before I commence sentencing," the elderly white haired judge said, "there are a few
things I'd like to say. Those who have testified in this court room and the hard factual
information given the court in this case, indicate to me, and I'm certain, to others, that
the defendant, Barker J. Tibbett is a definite menace to society. It has come to the
attention of this court that the defendant ran an empire based on vice and corruption
and that brute force and intimidation were his modus operandi. May the decision which
I am about to pass down serve as a warning to others of Mr. Tibbett's persuasion. We,
the people in and for the city and county of Los Angeles will not tolerate the likes of
Mr. Tibbett and his underlings and will fight, with all our God given powers, to drive
their evil influences from this land."
"Mr. Tibbett, I hereby sentence you, with the authority vested in me by the State's
Attorney General, to not less than 10 and not more than 30 years in a State penitentiary
of the court's discretion. Sentencing of the other defendants will be adjudicated at a
later date, pending the outcome of their appeals."
"The court is adjourned," he added, "case dismissed."
The moment he had waited for had arrived and as Benson Aimes tried to repress the
smile which flickered over his ruddy complexion, his thoughts turned to Johnny
Proctor and Saundra Lund who had been in the courtroom for the sentencing, despite
Aimes' advice to the contrary.
"I want to thank you Mr. Aimes, for advising the district attorney's office not to press
charges against me. You don't know what it means to Saundra and I," Johnny said as
he looked at the seasoned court room lawyer.
"well I think the whole city of Los Angeles owes you a resounding thank you," Benson
said to Johnny. "After all if you hadn't come to me, I'd still be searching for something
on which to base a case and you two would still be working for Barker Tibbett."
Saundra blushed a deep crimson as Benson's words escaped his mouth, and all three of
them laughed light heartedly as their attentions were directed to the lovely girl's
complexion.
"Saundra," Benson said, "my wife tells me you and Johnny are getting married. Is there
any truth to that rumor?"
Now her blushing face turned a dark red as she remained speechless and held Johnny's
arm securely.
"That's right Mr. Aimes," Johnny said. "I know we've got a long road to travel, but I
think we can make it work. We're going to New Mexico at the end of this month. My
uncle's got a beat piece of land down there and he said I could help him get it back into
shape."
"Well," Benson replied, "you won't have to worry about Barker Tibbett's men following
you. With the indictments my office has on his entire organization they'll be too busy
fighting their court cases to worry about you two."
"We sure hope so," Johnny and Saundra said in almost perfect unison.
They nervously laughed at themselves and then shook Benson Aimes' hand once again.
And as Benson Aimes departed from the courthouse at one exit, and Johnny and
Saundra left by another, all three knew that their brief, but rewarding friendship
signaled a new and better life for each of them.
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FOREWORD


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many 
centuries, and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer 
for the individual considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except 
that he must be true to himself. The mature individual who has achieved this 
sort of self-honesty and completeness will be little harmed or affected by 
the illogical or irrational opinions of others.


In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this 
truth like an unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters 
faced up to their unusual desires instead of trying to repress them, much of 
the anguish they suffered would logically have been avoided.


The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor 
a revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the 
wisest thinkers through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be 
true," was Shakespeare's way of saying the same thing; but it comes to us 
from still an earlier source, and one which not even the most rigid moralist 
can contest...."Happy is he that condemneth not himself for that which he 
alloweth himself. But he that doubteth is damned if he eat." Those who deny 
others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to 
consider this quote from Romans.


No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this 
ultimately will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by 
looking at the past and previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief 
glance backwards will also reveal that, in such times, honored traditions 
and concepts were re-examined, and many times discarded. What was considered 
fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it isn't done" or 
"it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of 
pleasure.


The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We 
offer no further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this 
timely work. We now suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. 
A work of art, no matter how contemporary, should speak for itself.


-The Publisher


CHAPTER ONE


It was a hot summer in Florida and the citizens of Lundville were busy 
seeking relief from the humid heat. Carol Lynn was no exception. She had 
just returned from water skiing. She was a good skier and could ride the 
single ski with ease. It was good exercise and Carol's legs were extremely 
shapely and brown. The trim whiteness of her upper thighs showed from under 
the bikini bottom that she wore. She wore the suit even to the grocery store 
and on her way home in the car. She was mildly disturbed by the fact that 
she was locked out of her house. If only Lee, her husband, were not always 
away on business trips, she would not be alone and expected to handle such 
trivial matters. Then she could get the key from him.


She heard someone pulling up in the driveway of their new neighbors next 
door. Turning, almost dropping her armload of groceries, she saw a tall, 
lithe, slightly older man driving into Mitzi Bramwell's driveway. He was 
also wearing a bathing suit and tee-shirt, and Carol could see how 
beautifully firm and lean he was.


"How's the water?" she called in a warm, friendly voice.


The handsome stranger straightened up immediately and wheeled around to see 
who was talking to him, water still dripping from his body, and he was 
excited and happy. He smiled back broadly as he took in Carol's firm young 
body.


"The water's great," he shouted over to her. "As hot as it is out here, it's 
a real relief. I'm Carter Bramwell, Mitzi's husband. You must be Mrs. Lynn. 
Mitzi led me to believe you were an ... well, an older woman."


"I hope she didn't say anything bad about me," Carol returned. The thought 
of the swapping club she belong to had crossed her mind and she was in no 
position at present to let it be widely known that she was a member. She was 
certain that her own husband, Lee, would fly apart if he ever found out that 
she had been cheating behind his back, and enjoying every minute of it, 
while he was off on one of his frequent business trips.


"No, as a matter-of-fact, she thinks you are the greatest," Carter said as 
he walked carefully over the hot sidewalk in his bare feet. "She's told me 
how you kept her company and helped out with good advice when she really 
needed it. I want you to know, I really appreciate all you have done while 
I've been away. I mean it!"


"Oh, what advice did Mitzi mention?" Carol asked, her fears increasing as 
she recalled how she had tried to persuade the older woman into fending off 
loneliness by joining the local group. She had explained how harmless it 
was, just a little sex between friends. Perhaps Mitzi had even been silly 
enough, in her innocence, to tell Carter how Carol had pointed out that sex 
was the easiest way in the world to remedy the melancholy that a wife feels 
when her man is not home. Maybe he knew about her approaches and was just 
playing, toying with her. At any second he could deliver an angry rebuke and 
say that she had no right to interfere. Especially when that interference 
meant that his beautiful blonde wife would have been expected to willingly 
go to bed with another man. The worst of it was, if Mitzi had told Carter, 
his anger would be all for nothing. For the silly bitch had flatly refused 
Carol's offer to join the group. Mitzi had said something about not being 
"able to betray Carter that way."


"Oh, nothing I can remember," Carter said in his deep masculine voice, still 
puffing a little as he hopped across a space of lawn and approached the 
younger woman, holding out his hand to shake. "I guess the most important 
thing of all was that she had you to talk to. Someone as sensible as you."


"Well, is that all!" Carol laughed, inwardly relieved as she realized that 
Carter Bramwell had not been told a thing. She was also relieved for another 
reason. Standing up close to him, she saw that this Carter Bramwell was even 
more good-looking and sexy than she had thought at first glance. His chest 
was broad, his waist small, and his arms were deeply tanned and brawny, 
powerful and strong. She also noticed by the heavy bulge at the crotch of 
his snug-fitting swimsuit that he was hung like a bull. Lord, if Mitzi 
should decide to come around and tell him about the group, there might just 
be a chance they would join, she thought. The Bramwell couple would be 
excellent material and she knew well enough that fresh talent was always 
welcome. As long as the newcomers followed the rules.


"Yeah, that's all," he assured her after a moment, "but she never did get 
around to telling me you were so good looking." He was obviously distracted 
by Carol's stunning appearance. He estimated her age to be, more or less, 
about five years younger than he and Mitzi were. Even the way Carol was 
standing there holding an armload of groceries, it was easy for him to tell 
that underneath her swimsuit, this young woman was earthy and voluptuous. 
Her full large breasts strained noticeably against the grocery bags, making 
them hard for her to hold. Carter took them from her arms. Her breasts fell 
naturally inside the bathing suit top once again. Christ, he had thought the 
woman next door was some old biddy who had nothing better to do in life than 
bake cookies and talk about the past, not a hot looking young number like 
this!


"Is there something wrong?" Carol asked, smiling to herself. She knew that 
he was trying to guess how she looked totally naked, and probably wondering 
how good a fuck she was too. His eyes were roving over her like hungry 
little animals and he seemed totally unaware of the long silence between 
them. Well, she mused, he might have a chance to find out, and the sooner 
the better.


"No, no, nothing. I was just thinking that you ought to get these groceries 
in the refrigerator. They might spoil in this heat," he said, realizing that 
she must have caught him staring. "I know your husband's away, Mitzi told 
me. I'd like to do you a favor. I mean, something to show how much I 
appreciate you ... how you kept my wife company."


"That would be nice, Carter, but I can handle the groceries. But, I have 
locked myself out of the house. Could you please boost me up to the window?" 
she said with a little wink. She was both amused and excited by him. She 
knew perfectly well why he was fumbling with words as they stood in the 
driveway. Their eyes explored each other and sometimes met in long 
meaningful looks that were like previews of what could happen if the 
circumstances were right. She was enjoying her momentary sexual power over 
him and admitted to herself that she liked the idea of being able to arouse 
Mitzi's virile husband. It filled Carol with a special sense of her own 
appeal and for once she was not at all sorry that Lee was out of town. For 
that matter, she was glad!


"I'll be happy to help out any way I can," Carter enthused, "but first, let 
me carry these packages for you. I'll blaze a trail for you and you can 
follow me."


"Okay, if you insist, you can get them inside for me," she agreed with a shy 
coy smile. When they reached the entrance landing, Carol rummaged in mock 
desperation through her purse. Making one last effort to try and find her 
key. Then she led Carter around to a side window and asked him to help her 
climb up through the open window. As he gave her a lift Carter's strong 
hands felt the softness of her firm young body as she wriggled seductively 
from his arms and shimmied through the open window. Moments later she 
appeared at the door.


"If you'll put them down there, Carter, I'll take care of them later," she 
said as she opened it for him to enter with the groceries. "I'll go turn on 
the air conditioner. In the meantime, why don't you fix us a drink. A nice 
cold one."


Carter's facial features showed clearly that there was a struggle taking 
place within him. Should he take her up on the invitation, which could be 
more than an invitation for a drink, or go home to Mitzi? Surely by now she 
knew he was home from swimming, and was no doubt peering out the window to 
see where he was.


"Thanks, Mrs. Lynn, but I'd better go home before it gets any later. Mitzi 
probably wonders where I am." he answered apologetically, anxious to escape 
temptation, but hating himself for not daring to exploit the attractive 
situation before him.


"Well, suit yourself. Perhaps another time when you're not so rushed," Carol 
purred suggestively. "But please, don't call me Mrs. Lynn. It sounds so 
stuffy and makes me feel much older than I am. Just call me Carol. A man 
like you ought to know what a woman likes to be called." Her voice was low 
and throaty as she stared provocatively at the flustered young husband, then 
walking up to him she placed a light surprising kiss on his lips.


"That's for being such a big help," she said sweetly. "Tell Mitzi I'll be by 
tomorrow for a visit."


She watched him through the window next to the front door as he made his way 
back over the hot sidewalk. She saw him wave and try to explain something as 
he faced the front of his house. Then after nodding towards the house, Carol 
saw him cross back again to her own driveway and wave one last time as he 
disappeared inside the door. She had also been tempted. Tempted to take 
advantage of her neighbor's youthful desire for her. She knew that one wrong 
move now might ruin everything and spoil her chances to get all that she 
wanted in the future. It was better, she decided, to work it so that Carter 
and his wife would become members of the swapping group. That way she could 
get her hands on the muscular older man any time she wanted to and still 
have her share of other men in the club as well. And why not? She had met 
the requirement for membership: she had recruited a person of the opposite 
sex, Bill Watson. There was no reason why she should not enjoy all the 
privileges. It was just damned lucky for her, she thought, that there was no 
rule saying the recruit had to be your own husband. For God knows, Lee, as 
crude and horny as he usually was, would never agree to let another man take 
her to bed. He would never understand that club members never allowed things 
to go beyond the purely physical stage.


Carol's thoughts turned then to Carter Bramwel again and what a great sex 
partner he would surely be with a little practice. It was evident that even 
though he was older, he had not had much experience with real women or he 
would have taken her up on what she had made fairly clear was an invitation 
to take her to bed. She had been with a man similar to Carter, as far as 
experience was concerned, at the last group-sex session the week before. She 
felt a slight electric tingle dart thrillingly between her thighs as she 
remembered that night. She could not even recall his name but she could 
never forget how his eyes had played over her naked well-rounded body as she 
lay waiting for him on the bed. She had felt tiny ripples of desire running 
swiftly over the sensitive nerve-ends of her skin. He had stopped for a 
moment to gaze at her lovely, large high set breasts peaked by the light 
brown nipples. Then his eyes had flicked lower to drink in the delicious 
sweep of her long, gradually rounded thighs. She had watched his hungry 
young gaze probe down between her slightly, and very purposely, spread legs 
to feast on the fleshy pinkness of her vaginal slit glistening wetly in the 
soft pubic hair covering her loins.


"God, I'm getting hot just thinking about it," Carol said aloud, as though 
someone invisible were standing beside her to hear. She turned away from the 
window and started up the half dozen stairs to the living room level, 
shrugging out of her swimsuit top as she went. When she had adjusted the air 
conditioning and felt drafts of cool air pouring over her warm breasts, she 
sat down on the plush down-stuffed couch and kicked off her shoes. It was 
impossible for her to shake the thought of Carter Bramwel and the 
stimulating memory of her recent round of lovemaking at the last meeting. 
She gritted her teeth tightly as she felt the familair feeling of passion 
ripple slowly, then faster and faster through the tips of her nerves.


She could no longer resist the overpowering urge to touch herself and lifted 
her buttocks off the couch to slip the bikini bottoms down over the smooth 
tanned lushness of her thighs. She pictured the exciting bulge in Carter's 
swimsuit and then allowed her mind to flash back to the sight of the 
nameless man at the meeting. He stood over her by the bed with his long, 
thick penis jutting out in anticipation of the fuck she was going to give 
him. Now, as if in a dream, she moved her hands up to her big swelling 
breasts and began to massage them as they shook, searching for the trembling 
nipples and finally trapping them between her fingers. She kneaded them, 
pulling until it felt as though she would pull them loose from the quivering 
mounds. Then she groaned and turned over onto her palpitating belly, 
pressing the erect button of her clitoris tightly against the corded edge of 
the couch. She was hoping to somehow extinguish the fire that was raging 
there. But it was not enough and she found herself burrowing down harder. 
Finally she released her tortured breasts, and groped down between the couch 
and her stomach to fondle the moist, throbbing curls of her pubic hair. She 
opened her legs wider, one knee almost touching the floor and the other 
scissored open and high on the soft couch cushions. She could feel her moist 
little cuntal hole now pulsing hotly against the tips of her fingers which 
drew the thin, narrow furrow further apart, exposing the lips of her 
throbbing cunt to the cool air flooding the room. With a low moan, she sank 
one of her middle fingers deep up into the viscous wet, softly fringed 
mouth. She felt relieved for a moment and held her breath, but it was still 
not enough and her desire flamed higher. The inferno inside her was raging 
more intensely, demanding more, more to quench its lewd hunger. She slipped 
in another finger, moving all the way up on the couch in order to draw her 
knees up under her body to a kneeling position. Her naked buttocks were 
waving salaciously around behind her in the air.


Oh Lord, if only she could have a cock fucking up into her cunt from back 
there now, she yearned, the vision of that last session still racing through 
her lust-fogged mind. It was as if she were there now, down on her hands and 
knees over that young man's loins, stroking his stiff cock with one hand and 
at the same time scratching lightly with her fingernails at the hairy sac of 
his balls and cupping them with her other hand. He had groaned and thrust 
his hips upward involuntarily as the warm wetness of her parted lips closed 
delicately over the throbbing head of his delicious penis. He had reached 
down and tangled his hands roughly in her hair to control the rhythm of her 
sucking motions. Lifting his head a few inches from the pillow he had 
watched his penis filling her mouth and spreading it until her lips were 
thin, a soft lipsticked oval encircling him. She knew that he had been all 
the more excited by the sight of his thickness buried wetly up between her 
eagerly sucking lips.


The maddening stimulation of the memory brought Carol to ever rising heights 
of passion and she slithered her fingers in and out up into the moistness of 
her cunt in time to the picture in her mind. She remembered bobbing up and 
down like a primitive savage on that virile young stranger's gorgeous cock. 
She rocked back on her knees against her fingers, ramming them deeper inside 
her. But it only drove her wilder. In desperation, she withdrew one hand 
from beneath her and reached up over her buttocks to search the soft wet 
crevice. Finally she inserted a finger deep into the tiny puckered anal 
opening between her naked ivory ass cheeks. She gasped as in her haste she 
accidentally nipped a fingernail into the soft fleshy inner walls, sending a 
sudden jolt of pain through her erotically contorted body. She paused for a 
moment, shivering as the slight stinging sensation subsided, and once again 
started the obscene fingerfucking of her asshole and cunt. Her full round 
breasts swung to and fro as she moved. The lust-hardened little nipples were 
brushing sensuously down against the velvety surface of the cushions as they 
danced beneath her kneeling torso. Wonderful flashes of electric sensation 
raced through every atom of her being as she fingerfucked herself and 
continued to picture that night. But now the man whose cock she was sucking 
had a different face! Suddenly she realized that it was Carter Bramwel's 
face, the handsome face of her new neighbor, Mitzi's husband.


The picture in her mind changed, became more exciting, and she imagined 
herself sucking harder. Actually trying to swallow the hardened penis until 
almost all of it seemed to disappear with each lusty thrust he made. Then 
only an inch or so at the base showed white and gleaming outside her moist 
lips. She was flicking her hot tongue over it, giving the head a nerve 
tingling lick on the down stroke and making it throb and jerk as though a 
live twitching heart were beating inside. She could envision the sight of 
her own lips being pulled out obscenely as she clung to the hard flesh of 
his penis and sucked like a starving woman.


In her imagination she could hear Carter's deep, virile voice commanding 
her:


"Suck it, Carol, suck it," he growled, dropping his head back heavily on the 
pillow and forcing her head down harder with both hands until her red lips 
were pressed fully into the reddish brown pubic hair at the base of his 
cock.


"Suck harder!" the lusty man in Carol's mind ordered. He grunted as she 
slaved over him. Her entire body was beginning to gleam from the sheen of 
female sweat forming all over her skin. God, she loved it! She would rather 
suck cocks than almost anything else in the whole world!


She knew that pressure was building in the huge hairy balls. She knew it 
would not be long now. To her, his cock felt like it was filled with hot 
lead and was ready to explode like the bursting of a giant balloon. One that 
would spew its insides for miles in every direction. Carter shoved his loins 
up hard against her face.


Hearing her protesting mumble and not caring, not heeding anything but his 
quest for the wonderful end of his combination pleasure and pain that was 
building higher and higher towards the breaking point.


"Aaaaahhh! Suck it, you bitch, suck, keep sucking!" she heard her brawny 
neighbor gasp as he wound his hands tighter and more viciously in her hair. 
She saw in her mind's eye that his lips were bared back over his white teeth 
as though he were being tortured on the rack by sexual fiends. She felt his 
jerking cock set up a series of wild staccato throbbings that flooded her 
mouth with gush after gush of hot, white sperm, bloating her cheeks outward 
with-each great creamy spurt until Carol was forced to swallow to keep from 
choking as she mewled and crooned over his hotly writhing groin.


"Don't stop, don't stop!" Carter moaned incoherently as he convulsively 
rammed his spurting cock farther and farther down Carol's hungrily 
constricting throat. Oh, she wanted it. Every last drop of all his precious 
liquid sperm. She kept on sucking crazily as he continued to shoot the full 
load deep, deep into her. Then, with one last bed shaking groan, he emptied 
the final squirt of his cum into her mouth, but she went on nibbling at the 
spent cock. Gently, she pulled and sucked until she was certain that there 
was nothing left.


"Oh Christ, Carter, more, I want more cock!" Carol half-shouted into the 
quiet living room, waving her ripely rounded buttocks more wildly than ever 
as she plunged the fingers of both hands into her own lust drenched pussy 
and anus. She fingerfucked herself harder and faster, sinking the wet, 
dually pistoning fingers inside her all the way up to the palms of her 
hands.


Her lovely, beautiful young face was twisted with passion and her cheeks 
flushed a crimson color as she felt it coming, arriving with an almost 
paralyzing current in her belly. She clung hard to the last remnants of her 
sanity. She was teetering on the brink of release, her whole body vibrating. 
Then the hot female juices gushed out around her frantically fucking 
fingers, covering her hands and running down the inside of her quivering 
thighs to the bend in her knees, pooling hotly there as though waiting for 
more.


"Aaaaaahhhh, oooohhhhh!" she gasped, her voice pitching out and 
reverberating from wall to wall of the room. It came from signaling the 
intense bliss she was feeling.


Gradually, the waves of pleasure lessened and became weaker, until finally 
she was afraid they were over altogether. But Carol still wanted more, the 
real thing! She stayed on her knees, bent forward on her shoulders like a 
common slave. She could not bring herself to withdraw the fingers from the 
two upraised passages up between her legs until the last dying throbs of 
orgasm had stilled her body. At last, after what seemed an eternity, she 
pulled her hands back and the fingers slithered wetly from her partially 
satiated cunt and rectum. She then lowered herself down until she lay full 
length on the soft couch and felt her own cum stain pooling where her lower 
tummy pressed against it on the cushion. When she had regained her breath a 
little, she rolled limply over on her side and allowed her thoughts to 
ramble on about Carter for several moments. She relished the mental picture 
she had made of sucking him off and swirling his warm masculine cum hotly 
around in her mouth.


Suddenly, Carol snapped back to reality, realizing with startling force that 
it had all been a fantasy, nothing more. She had not been with Carter, no. 
She had simply let her desire for him shape his face in her mind instead of 
the other man's, the one she had really gone to bed with at the last swap 
session. A brief flurry of anger came over her at her own silly mistake. But 
one thing was for sure now. She had to have that splendid hunk of man fuck 
her and she had made up her mind to do willingly almost anything to 
accomplish her goal. If it meant hurting Mitzi Bramwel, that was too bad. 
The naive housewife was older than she was and had to learn the facts of 
life someday anyway. Particularly when she had such an exciting husband on 
hand to share them with.


Carol's brain began to function efficiently again as a plan began to form. 
Perhaps the answer to how she could achieve what she desperately wanted was 
at hand.


Slowly, a bit unsteadily, she raised herself up to a sitting position and 
pulled up the bottom of her swim suit.


"Hmmm, I guess I'd better call the cleaners in the morning," she chuckled to 
herself as she looked over at the drying little stain on the cushion next to 
her thigh. '"Or maybe I should just leave everything as is. Maybe my pussy 
scent will bring the sexy son-of-a-bitch running over and make things a lot 
easier."


Carol Lynn laughed aloud again, as though at some special private joke. She 
picked up her swimsuit top and rose from the couch. Now she was alone. There 
was no denying it. But not for long. She was confident that soon she would 
be getting all the satisfying companionship she could handle. She found 
herself trying to guess what her husband's reaction would be to the clever 
schemes she was working on. Well, whatever it might be, she thought, it did 
not matter now. He would never have the chance to find out if she could help 
it.


She caught a glimpse of the front yard as she headed towards the kitchen. 
She could see Carter Bramwel standing outside again. Carter had helped her 
out all right, and with more than groceries, and she fully intended to give 
him his just reward....


* * *


CHAPTER TWO


Mitzi Bramwell felt sexy as she tried on the new bikini she had just bought 
on a shopping trip downtown. It was Sunday and she and Carter had plans to 
go to the beach. She wanted to be especially seductive looking. He had been 
extra attentive last night, carrying her into the bedroom and gently 
stripping her, and later in bed he had made rapturous love to her. But then 
strangely enough the lovemaking , even though she had cum, had left her 
feeling the same as always. It seemed that she and Carter could not make 
love without her feeling some kind of guilt after she had cum and it was 
heartbreaking for Mitzi because she would freeze up as soon as she had her 
orgasm and wouldn't let him finish. After Carter had finally slipped off to 
sleep she had cried without knowing why.


Dismissing her worries, she suddenly brightened and peered critically at 
herself in the mirror, giving her long blonde hair a few extra strokes 
before putting the brush aside. Then, pouting out her lush sensuous lips, 
she suddenly felt very wicked and wanted to do something to herself, 
something sinful and sexy like fuck herself with something.


She looked around for something that would be just the right size and shape 
and she soon found it. She picked up the candle that was sitting on her 
dressing table. The wax was soft. She felt an urge to feel the texture of 
the wax with the most sensitive part of her body, the already warmly seeping 
walls of her vagina.


She spread her thighs and slipped the candle under the tight little elastic 
legband of her bikini bottom. Then she sighed and slowly began sliding the 
phallic candle up into her moistly engulfing pussy. She was getting so wet 
and she felt so sexy. She wished that Carter would be with her right now 
when she really needed him!


He never wanted her to do things in bed like what she was doing now. She 
wished that Carter was holding the wax candle and fucking it in and out of 
her. But then he was gone so much! His company had sent him to work in a 
city over a thousand miles away for six months training while she had stayed 
with her mother. But now, he was always gone, too, though he was only thirty 
miles away. But today he was home!


She knew that all she had to do was call out to him to come in and start 
fucking her with the candle, but she couldn't seem to bring herself to do 
it. He was taking his new position so seriously, working so much even at 
home some evenings. She saw little of him during the week and had to content 
herself with their weekends together. But it was silly, she chided herself, 
to worry so much. Everything would work out.


She began to softly sing a little tune she recalled from her childhood as 
she watched the candle slipping lewdly up into her cunt in the mirror. She 
was aware that her body was one of her greatest assets and that she made men 
desire her on sight. Her breasts were full but high and firm, their enticing 
rounded contours a nice contrast to her flat, narrow tummy. Her legs were 
long and perfectly tapered, the soft white thighs sloping down beautifully 
from the gentle swell of her hips. All in all, she supposed she was what 
people call a truly beautiful woman. Perhaps she was too pretty. She knew 
that she wanted him to fuck her in an animal way, totally abandoned and then 
maybe she wouldn't freeze as soon as she came. Maybe if he just forced her a 
little and rape-fucked her! She started to slither the candle harder and 
more salaciously in and out of her cunt at the lewd thought of being 
rape-fucked!


"Honey, what on earth are you doing in there?" Carter called through the 
closed door, a slight edge of impatience in his husky voice.


"Just prettying up a little. Don't worry, I'll be out in a second," Mitzi 
answered low so as not to give away the panting in her voice and fighting 
down her sudden impulse to ask what he had been doing in the bathroom last 
night after she had frozen up on him. But she knew better, for it only 
caused trouble between them when she was bold enough to question his 
actions. His term as an army officer had given him a sense of his own 
importance as well as a kind of strange comfort in having authority.


Carter returned to the kitchen where a cup of coffee he had poured himself 
was only lukewarm now. Swearing mildly under his breath, he poured out the 
tepid black liquid into the sink and then filled his cup again with what was 
left in the still steaming pot. He could not drive out of his mind the 
exciting thought of their young neighbor's, Carol Lynn's, ripe, voluptuous 
young body. For the thousandth time, he pictured in his mind how she had 
looked yesterday when they had talked together, in her driveway. Christ, she 
must be absolutely fantastic between the sheets, he mused, sipping 
distractedly from his cup. Just the thought of her big breasts, plus the 
obvious roundness and exciting fleshy contours he had seen so much of, had 
worked him into such a frenzy last, night that he had fruitlessly tried to 
relieve himself with Mitzi. He should have known better, of course. Once 
again the same frustrating thing had happened. Her body had stiffened and 
she had cringed as usual when she had cum and he was ready to cum up in her 
hot little cunt. That always ruined him!


Now he was glad that he had restrained him self and risen to go into the 
bathroom. It was not fair to Mitzi he realized, but neither was she being 
fair to him. Not as a wife should be to a man. Carol Lynn would never 
freeze-up at the last minute, of that he was certain, because she was 
clearly lonely and probably had all the know how and desire to give a real 
man the. time of his life. Just thinking of the younger woman's potential, 
as he sat there, caused his cock to jerk slightly and come to life in the 
crotch of his trousers.


"Well, here I am, darling," Mitzi said out of nowhere startling the thoughts 
he was having and bringing him back to the moment. She was standing in a 
pretty pose in the doorway, waiting for him to praise her bikini clad 
lusciousness.


"Hi, honey. I was just having some more coffee and thinking, that's all," 
Carter blurted out guiltily, afraid that somehow she had read his thoughts. 
He was not even aware of the look of disappointment that clouded her face 
when he said nothing about how she looked in her new swimsuit. It was one 
she had bought with the money he had given her as a special gift soon after 
his last long out-of-town trip. Worse yet, he had crawled out of bed that 
morning without bothering to give her the long cuddling and barrage of 
kisses that had always been part of the fun of waking up together. All this, 
the very morning after they had so blissfully loved and held each other in 
the dark of the night before even if she had frozen at his last moment, it 
was no reason to punish her.


"What do you think of it, Carter?" she asked after an awkward silence, 
hating herself for giving in to her desire to have him admire her. Gathering 
up her courage she made a half-hearted charade of modeling the new suit 
striking haughty postures and twirling occasionally to make her buttocks jut 
out as she turned.


"It shows a lot," he said timidly. Her spirits fell as she saw that he was 
not really interested and was smiling only out of politeness.


"Darling, about last night...." Mitzi began, hoping to miraculously change 
the mood in the air. Even if it would mean she had to admit that she had 
failed him again.


"Hey, I really think the suit is great! Let's get away to that beach, okay?" 
Carter interrupted, a broad masculine grin spreading his face. He sat up 
straight in the chair, his whole appearance perking with enthusiasm as he 
admiringly surveyed the sight of his lovely wife standing there.


"Carter...."


Suddenly it became clear to her that he was not really interested in going 
to the beach at all, but merely wanted to avoid any conversation about their 
feelings last night in bed. But now, just for once, she was willing to face 
the problem and wanted very much to talk it over with him in adult terms. 
There had to be a solution.


"Carter, please, I want to talk about last night, and all the other nights. 
Maybe we can decide what's wrong," Mitzi said evenly as she struggled to be 
rational and honest.


"I'm afraid I'm in no mood to discuss the matter right now," Carter said 
sullenly, his face darkening once more.


"Well, would you mind if I talked to Carol about it?" the blonde suggested 
meekly, her eyes brimming with tears. "She's a woman and might know how to 
help.


"Oh sure, go ahead! Go tell the whole damned neighborhood that the Bramwel's 
can't get along. Because little Mitzi's afraid of a hard-on cumming up 
inside her, be sure to add that!" Carter suddenly shouted at the top of his 
voice. He rudely pushed away his coffee cup, slopping over some of its 
contents on the table. He stood up and almost knocked over his chair as he 
turned to stride angrily out of the kitchen.


"Carter! Carter," Mitzi called after him, big tears streaming freely down 
her face now. Then she heard through her sobbing the booming sound of the 
front door as her husband slammed it shut.


"Mitzi, I can help you later, but I've work to do right now," Carol said 
reassuringly to Mitzi when she telephoned her.


"I just feel that I need someone to talk to and you're a modern young woman 
who might be able to give me a different outlook on things," Mitzi said 
disappointedly. She was sure Carol could help her and was determined to have 
a talk with her even if she did sound preoccupied. First, she thought, she 
would change her clothes.


"Incidentally," Carol said casually, "I met that good-looking husband of 
yours yesterday and think he is marvelous. Uh, did you ever say anything to 
him about our little talk that day? The one about joining the club?"


"Heavens, no! He would hate me for even daring to think such things," Mitzi 
shuddered.


"Are you sure you're okay for a while?" Carol asked, hoping she'd have some 
time to see Carter alone.


"Actually I need to talk to you right now, very much," Mitzi sounded 
pleadingly.


"With a man like Carter around there's nothing wrong sexually is there?" 
Carol's inquiry was too bold and direct for Mitzi to side-step. Even though 
she wanted to talk to Carol, she suddenly had the feeling that maybe she 
should wait. Maybe she wouldn't understand after all.


"Of course, it's just perfect. More than I can tell you," the lush-bodied 
blonde stuttered over the phone. She was positive that Carol was wise enough 
to catch the faltering uncertainty in her voice and know that she was lying. 
"Maybe, I'll have that talk with you later since you're busy. I think I need 
to be alone now."


"I'm sorry for you," Carol said smiling on the other end of the phone. "I'll 
see you later then."


As Carol hung up her phone she felt a momentary pang of guilt for what she 
was about to do. But the way Mitzi had responded to the question about how 
their sex life was going had confirmed Carol's suspicions, that they did 
have problems. Maybe she could actually help them. She knew she had to get 
Carter fast, before he cooled off too much. She knew it would be best to get 
over to the Bramwel's garage quietly and unseen by Mitzi. She knew that he 
was in their garage, for she had looked out the window earlier when she had 
seen him leaning over the open hood of their car. From the look on his face, 
when he stood up to reach for what seemed to be a tool on the shelf behind 
him, he was upset about something. There had been an angry scowl on his face 
and he had moved like a man whose emotions were boiling in raging fury.


When she reached the edge of the Bramwel's house, she veered right and 
fought her way along through the bushes to the windowless side of their 
place to the garage where she had seen Carter working. She was beginning to 
wonder if he was really worth all this until she rounded the comer and saw 
him. He stood powerful, and strong beside his car, peering quizzically down 
at the engine. God, yes! He was even better than she had remembered.


"Hello there," Carol said cheerfully. "I've just had a talk with Mitzi and 
she seems to be upset. You two have a spat? Is there anything I can do?"


"Huh, oh, hello," Carter said surprised, his scowl soon changing to an 
expression of pleased recognition. By God, yes, there was something she 
could do, he thought. He doubted, though, that things would ever work out so 
that they could do it together. He knew that he should not desire another 
woman so much. Especially when that woman was Carol Lynn, their young 
nieghbor. But damnit, what could anyone expect of him? He was human and 
Mitzi was....


"Carter, I asked if there's any way I can help out," Carol queried again, 
her eyes bright with amusement as she watched the man trying to cope with 
her question. It was perfect! He was just as affected by her now as he had 
been yesterday and she had little doubt that her cunning scheme could 
produce such splendid results and ultimately satisfy everyone.


"Uhm, no. Everything is fine, really," he finally said a bit too 
emphatically. "It's nothing serious. Mitzi just has some adjustments to make 
and there's nothing you can do that I can think of."


"Are you sure, Carter?" Carol asked with a trace of suggestion in her voice.


"Oh yes, I'm sure," he agreed.


"There's something you can do for me, then. If you want to," the brunette 
said softly. "I can't seem to get my car started and it looks as if you are 
quite handy at mechanics. It is such a beautiful morning I was wanting to 
get away somewhere and soak in the sun. By the way you're dressed I thought 
maybe you'd had the same idea."


"Well, actually Mitzi and I were planning on it, until she got so upset. I 
don't know now. I'll be over to help with your car a little later though." 
Carter said as he closed the hood of the car.


"Good grief, no, if you have other things on your mind. I'll just lay out in 
the backyard," she laughed.


"No, I'll be over later. I don't mind at all," Carter said, shaking his head 
from side to side in admiration as he watched the gorgeous younger woman 
fling him a conspiratorial wave of temporary goodbye and pick her way as 
gracefully as possible back along the space between the houses. He wondered 
why she had not simply walked out to the street and up her driveway to the 
front of the house. Then he began to wonder how any husband could justify to 
himself what he was wishing he could do to his neighbor's wife. If it were 
somehow possible. He had to get away for a while and his secret beach seemed 
to be the answer. Perhaps the hot looking Carol might see him leaving and 
want to go too. She'd said as much a few minutes before.


* * *


CHAPTER THREE


Carol saw Carter pulling out of the driveway and he was moving slowly as 
though waiting for her. She smiled triumphantly to herself and walked out 
the back door and waved for Carter to stop. He caught sight of her in his 
rear-view mirror, braked the car to a halt, and leaned his head out the 
window.


"Hi Carol," he said, "need a lift somewhere?"


"Well, I thought if maybe you were going to the beach I'd get a ride with 
you. My tan can use some work."


"Great!" said Carter. "I know a secret little beach you've probably never 
been to. Not many people know about it."


"Oh, that sounds wonderful," said Carol, "but isn't Mitzi going?"


"She's not feeling well, but she'll be all right."


Carter drove fast and in fifteen minutes Carol found herself sitting on a 
beach she had never noticed before because it was hidden from the road by 
tall sheltering rocks.


The electricity that was building up between Carter and his beautiful 
brunette neighbor crackled in the warm Florida sun.


Carter was drinking her in with all of his senses. The easy way she lay on 
the blanket half sitting and half lying down, turned him on. He knew that a 
slight pressure of the fingertips would push her off balance and put her 
flat on her back. Then a slight roll could put his bulging cock in' the 
smooth place between those soft brown thighs. He saw that, although she was 
gazing out at the water, her nipples were hard causing twin bulges against 
the bikini top.


"Mitzi doesn't know...." Carter began to say.


"Don't think of her for a change," Carol scolded, running her fingers 
through his windblown hair as she leaned closer against him, her bare thighs 
sending forth her warm, feminine aroma. "We can talk about that later, after 
I've warmed you up."


He reached down then and took her hand, urging her to face him. Without a 
word, she snuggled closer to him and placed her head on his shoulder as she 
began to tease him with delicate tracings of her fingers on the lobe of one 
ear and at the delicate tracings of her fingers on the lobe of one ear and 
at the sensitive nerves along the back of his neck. He could feel her 
magnificent full breasts pressed against him and could not resist the 
temptation to tilt his head forward slightly to peer down the front of her 
bikini top. What he saw took his breath away! My God, how he would like to 
plunge his hands down the suit and seize those big, beautiful orbs of white 
flesh, squeezing them until she begged for what he had between his legs.


Carol seemed to sense his lustful wish and dropped one hand from behind his 
neck to run her fingertips lightly along his slim hip, little by little 
inching toward his groin. She felt his penis jerking to hardness and he 
involuntarily lifted his muscular arms to wrap them around her, encircling 
her upper body as he crushed her to him tightly and bent his head to give 
the alluring brunette a rough, grinding kiss. She moaned as they held their 
mouths locked wetly together, pressing her moistening pelvic mound hard 
against the lower length of his now lurching cock. The handsome virile man 
reddened slightly and she had to suppress the desire to giggle when he 
flinched and drew back a step, surprised by her boldness and how she was 
beginning to come on with him.


Carter was thoroughly confused because he definitely wanted her, in the 
worst way, and yet he had never cheated with another woman behind his wife 
Mitzi's back. Now, he began to wonder if he had not been a foolish chump, 
for Mitzi was as frigid and frightened just before he could cum as she had 
always been and he was still frustrated.


"Are you satisfied with Mitzi in bed?" Carol suddenly asked in a low whisper 
as though she could see into his mind.


"Well, she's willing," he lied.


"Is she really?" Carol persisted, suspecting the truth and realizing that he 
was probably only trying to protect Mitzi's honor as a wife. And there was 
also the matter of his male pride: No healthy man wanted to admit that he 
was failing to stimulate his own wife enough to overcome her fears of sex.


"No, dammit," Carter confessed sourly. "She's like an iceberg and it's 
driving me crazy. And you are not helping much," he added, "lying here with 
me in that sexy bikini of yours."


"I'll take it off if it bothers you, Carter," Carol cooed, breathing heavily 
into his ear as she leaned against him, straining forward. She reached up 
again and curled her arms around his neck, moving her groin up tighter 
against his until they seemed to be glued together. His cock was already 
painfully hard and he could feel the wetness from the seminal fluid seeping 
from the gland on the thick tip. It smeared against his leg inside his 
trunks until he was certain she could also feel the wetness through the 
material covering their genitals. Then, wantonly, she arched back her head 
and used both hands behind his head to pull down his mouth to hers. He could 
not stop himself and kissed back, greedily, thrusting his tongue deep in her 
mouth. She sucked gently on it, nibbling on the tender spear with tiny sharp 
nips of her teeth that sent chills running up and down the length of his 
spine. At last, he broke the kiss and placed his cheek against her shiny 
brown hair, thinking guiltily for a moment of Mitzi and the shock it would 
be to her if she could see him now embracing the desirable plush body of 
young Carol Lynn, the very woman who had comforted her during his absence. 
In her innocence, his blonde wife would never believe it. There was no such 
thing as marital infidelity, not to her.


"What's wrong, Carter, are you afraid to take on a real woman?" Carol asked 
tauntingly, drawing back a little to gaze up at him, all her silky charm 
smoldering sexily in her coffee-colored eyes. She had him exactly where she 
wanted him and intended to enjoy every moment of exotic pleasure possible 
while acting out her plan for even more pleasure in the future.


"Are you kidding or something?" he bluffed, his masculine self respect 
tottering between pride and doubt. "I was only thinking that we shouldn't 
get so involved so soon."


"Of course," she said. He was momentarily relieved and yet also disappointed 
by her answer. Christ, yes, he was guilty for what he had already done but 
he knew it was impossible to deny that he wanted more, all he could get of 
the enticing, available woman. It fractured his ego to think that perhaps 
she really would be satisfied if he merely sat there on the beach and left 
with nothing but a "later" after all this.


"Come here baby, let me show you my pussy, then you decide," she said with 
feigned nonchalance as her hand went to the bikini string. "Here, just pull 
on these strings and you will be able to see what I've got to offer."


"Sure. Okay!" Carter said sharply. He was not used to taking orders, from 
anyone! In the army he had been trained to give orders. But his legs were 
still trembling and there was still a hardness in the crotch of his swimsuit 
from her teasing words. He sighed under his breath and knelt over her.


Carol didn't wait for Carter to do as she ordered. She pulled the string 
which undid the knot of her bikini but she did not remove the cloth which 
now lay untied over her nakedly waiting young pussy beneath. She grinned in 
anticipation of what Carter's reaction would be, once he saw her like this, 
all bare flesh, the way she liked to be around men. She felt the pleasant 
glow of female excitement spreading like a lovely fever in her stomach.


Carter's thoughts droned on as he searched futilely for the clue to why he 
could not move. His mind labored to dismiss the feeling he had that Carol 
had insulted him and now he strove to rationalize away the shame that he 
felt for being an unfaithful husband to Mitzi. And he knew that if he had 
his way now, what had taken place so far, was only the beginning. He meant 
to go all the way with Carol, both to relieve the frustrating demands on his 
loins and give the teasing, self assured bitch all she had coming to her.


Carol paused and forced herself to think everything over one last time. Then 
she pulled down the brassiere of her bikini and let her fujl large breasts 
with the ripe ruby red nipples stand out like miniature peaks on the whitely 
shimmering mounds. She moistened her fingertips with saliva from her tongue 
and tweaked her nipples with them so that their erect tips shone wetly and 
throbbed slightly from the touch of her own fingers against them. She lay 
shamelessly in front of him as he examined her and then bucked her 
voluptuous curved hips upward, throwing off the bikini bottoms below.


"God! You're-you're undressed. You're naked!" he exclaimed as his eager 
hazel eyes roved over the brunette's deliriously rounded body. He was 
blushing but not so much that she could miss the pleased smile that broke, 
across his face as she lay there displaying herself sensuously wickedly 
before him.


Carter could see that she was just as ready for him to fuck her as he was to 
fuck her. There were little dewdrops of wetness along the pink curl-lined 
lips of her vagina and it was all he could do to keep from planting his lips 
on the moist, wet softness there up between her thighs. Instead, he grabbed 
her up in his brawny arms, crushing her to him as he kissed her fully on the 
mouth and then moved down to tease her ear with his tongue. Tremors surged 
through Carol and she was alive with erotic sensation.


"Hurry, take off your clothes," she said almost pleadingly. She wanted him 
soon as possible. It was a battle to stop herself from reaching out to rip 
off his suit, to strip him for readiness then and there.


"How would you like to fuck me here, now!" she panted. She watched Carter 
lying beside her struggle frantically to get out of his trunks, every cell 
in her being screaming for him to hurry. She was seething with impatience. 
He took his suit off and she could see the well-cut plates of muscle that 
formed his powerful chest. As he peeled down the swimsuit to his hips, 
cursing at the difficulty he was having as he tried to get them over his 
hardened penis. At last he succeeded and the beautiful lust-steeled length 
sprang out and up into full view of her face.


She gasped at the sight.


Carol could not take her eyes from the wonderful cock before her and gazed 
in awe at it jutting out from his groin, the huge head fanning out like a 
majestic cobra head at the end of its striking length. She shuddered against 
her will and lowered her eyes a bit more to the big balls beneath. Carter's 
testicles were larger than any she had ever seen and sagged down between his 
legs like loaded pendulums that ached with fullness.


"God, you're beautiful!" she muttered.


"Thanks, but you are damned good yourself, Mrs. Lynn," he said as he blinked 
his eyes approvingly ,at her. He felt a little more confident now and 
decided that the reward in store would be well worth the prolonged, 
torturous waiting. Her eyes still riveted to his groin, she allowed herself 
to be pressed backwards down into the blanket. They lingered there a moment 
as he cupped her naked breasts in both hands, squeezing them, until he 
squatted down and fastened his teeth harshly into the stiff nipple of her 
swollen left breast. She groaned in painful surprise and attempted to twist 
free from the sudden sharp torture, but his hands held her fast. Then his 
questing mouth roamed from breast to breast, sucking and milking at the 
white quivering softness of them and causing blissful twitches of sensual 
erotic feeling that descended like feathers to the vee of pubic region 
below. She squirmed and pressed closer anxiously, hoping that he would not 
hesitate a second more before he crawled up between her legs and fucked her 
half-crazy with the heaviness of his cock.


"Please, please put it in me," Carol begged, her carefully calculated scheme 
now forgotten and unimportant as she utterly lost control of herself in her 
mind-bending lust.


"Put what in you, Mrs. Lynn? Where?" Carter demanded as his courage steadily 
strengthened.


"Oh, darling, your cock! Put your big cock in my hot pussy. Fuck me, fuck 
me," his young neighbor groaned. Her passion was washing her brain of reason 
and she was positive that she would die if this big handsome bastard made 
her suffer a second longer. She looked down again at the pulsing, 
blood-filled cock head and said, "It's so big, so beautiful. I want it 
fucking inside me now, please! All of it!"


He moved over her and forced her down flat on her back on the blanket with 
all his strength. When she placed where he wanted her, he eased his hands 
under the smoothness of her voluptuously curved young buttocks and cupped 
them. They were satiny and as pleasing to hold as he had expected them to 
be. She was spread nakedly before him on the blanket and he could fuck her 
hot little cunt at will any time he decided to. He thought of Mitzi as he 
grinned over the woman writhing impatiently below him. If only his blonde 
goddess of a wife were just half as daring as Carol Lynn, Carter thought, he 
would be home with her instead of hovering over their nakedly stripped next 
door neighbor as she lay spread out wide, cunt throbbing, like a savory 
feast on the blanket before him.


Carol suddenly hunched up to her elbows and thrust one hand far forward to 
grasp his penis. He moaned and forgot about his wife as he felt the coolness 
of the younger woman's fingers close around the rigid span of his thickly 
pulsing cock, using its length like a handle to pull him closer. His mind 
was fogged with animal lust and he placed his hands on the tops of her 
trembling thighs and leaned his head down within inches of her now moistly 
glistening pubic hair. Her female odor was mind-reeling, a perfume he had 
longed for, and it reminded him somehow of honest earth and blooming 
gardenias. She bridged the full length of her body upwards, searching for 
him, then found his solid shoulders and managed to pull him down over her 
pearl-white and tanned combined nakedness as she opened her legs wide to let 
him fuck into her now. She had to have him fucking her now, that instant, 
and grasped his long hard throbbing cock again with one hand as she parted 
her cuntal lips obscenely with the fingers of the other.


The manhood of Carter Bramwel flared and he powered-himself free of his 
young brunette neighbor's grip and stood up straight with his jutting cock 
in one hand. He was wild with desire now, a brute whose instincts were 
ignited by her raving lewd need to have him. Then slowly, teasingly, he 
guided his cock forward up between her widely splayed thighs, fell to his 
knees, and using the thick rubbery head to part the soft curling pubic hair 
and the fleshy, palpitating lips of her cunt, pushed hard against her. She 
tossed her head to one side as she felt the pressure against the wetly 
waiting edges of her moist cunt. It was too much to take easily and the 
hot-blooded woman winced when the first outward strain against the tight 
elastic opening of her vagina became more than she had expected.


But he thrust heedlessly into her, stretching wide the soft, curl-rimmed 
opening until he was buried halfway up inside her stomach and only about 
three inches of the lust-hardened shaft were visible outside her half-filled 
vaginal hole. He pushed harder then, sliding up into her like a greased 
telephone pole that wanted nothing else but to be rammed deep into the warm 
pink cunt flesh surrounding and engulfing it. She grunted then and her body 
jerked as his heavy, sperm-laden balls collided against the smooth, hairless 
crevice up between the cheeks of her tightly clenched ass. Oooooh God! She 
was getting more than she had bargained for. She had underestimated this man 
and now moaned defenselessly below him, her face showing pain as much as the 
wanted pleasure from the lust-hardened pole sunk deep now up between her 
widespread young thighs.


"Easy, eeeaaasssy," the experienced but impassioned woman pled as he started 
an unrelenting fucking motion up into her cock-filled cunt. She knew, even 
in her tormented state of mind, that gradually the agony would lessen and a 
lewd little sensation of pure sexual pleasure would eventually replace it.


And she was right, for the eager older man's strokings up against her thighs 
and wide-stretched buttocks slowly renewed the raging fire that had only 
fluttered out for a short while in her. She began to meet his thrusts again 
and undulated her nakedly voluptuous torso hotly around on the sand to goad 
him on. The sinews of her muscles flexed lightly under her skin and the 
cords of her belly tensed rhythmically as she received each thrilling lunge 
deep up inside her flame-filled belly.


"Ah, yes, that's right, just right. Keep on screwing me. Keeep onnnnn," 
Carol groaned out as Carter fucked into her faster, prodded to fresh bursts 
of abandoned enthusiasm by the encouragement she obscenely mouthed. He 
pushed his hands down beneath her again to cup her nakedly grinding 
asscheeks in his palms and pulled her open loins up tighter against him. He 
fucked in and out of her as if he were hypnotized, insinuating the rigidity 
of his whole length back and forth in her wide spread cunt slit, sensing it 
grow wetter and more liquid-filled with each stroke he gave her. Her ass 
began a more desperate motion, rotating around in tiny short circles and 
then fucking back up at his pelvis at the same time, until without warning 
she snaked out her legs and locked them high up around his hips. Her bare 
heels were pressed tightly into the firm trim cheeks of his buttocks, 
driving him even deeper and more violently up into the canyon of her nakedly 
open thighs. Her eyes were squeezed tightly shut and yet her hands moved 
downward and finally cupped Carter's heavily driving buttocks. Locking there 
she twisted and fucked back insanely, her firm, rounded buttocks suspended a 
few inches up off the hot sand of the hidden beach.


Carter had no doubt now that he had the upper hand, that his male 
superiority had conquered her and now he had this hot bodied married 
neighbor of his in the best position possible. Hell, he could go over and 
fuck her any time he decided to now, he thought with a pleased smile on his 
face, because it was pretty obvious that she liked cock. Certainly she would 
not be any more anxious to have her husband find out about this than he, 
Carter, would like Mitzi to know about the ecstatic interlude.


"How do you like it, Mrs. Lynn?" he growled down at her as he gave the 
stunning brunette a hard, cunt-splitting thrust up between her nakedly 
pulled back thighs.


"Oooh, ooooohh," Carol wailed, unable to answer or even make her mind work.


Still grinning, he gazed down between her legs and was so excited by the 
lewd sight that he ground his pelvis into the squirming flaccid flesh 
beneath him even more viciously as she moaned continuously. It was a sound 
somewhere between agony and heavenly bliss. He watched his thick cock pull 
her internal pussy flesh all the way out to her flaming wet cuntal lips on 
the backstroke and then push it back in again as he fucked smoothly into her 
on the instroke. Her mouth gaped each time the huge head banged hard against 
her tender cervix, jarring her. Her cunt was filled--full of him, the 
delicate wet flesh of her wide stretched cuntal passage yielding and closing 
as though she had been using her mouth on him, sucking him off.


"Oooh, God, baby, fuck, fuck me! More, more! It's so gooood!" she whined as 
she clawed her long fingernails into the cheeks of his tensely driving 
buttocks, leaving thin, white scratch marks on them. Carter could feel his 
penis expanding and flexing inside her as if it were going to burst from the 
exquisite pleasure damming up in his balls as they smacked bluntly down 
against her anus below. She was still rolling her head on the sandy surface 
in wild, unequivocal ecstasy, her rich black hair loose now and flowing from 
side to side. His iron hrd, stiff cock sawed inexhaustibly into the depth of 
her stomach. The veins along the thick shaft were pulsing with the hot blood 
that engorged them until Carol could feel them standing out and pressing 
against the walls of her vaginal passage. God! This was too good to be true! 
The sense of it rose like intuition from her mind, a mind now reduced to 
sheer animal consciousness.


"Now, darling, now! Work your finger up my ass, oh pleeeease!" she implored 
shamelessly. Carter had never done this before to any woman, let alone 
Mitzi. He was not opposed to learning something new that could really 
satisfy a woman though. He slipped one hand free and reached down below his 
throbbing penis to where his testicles were hanging between his neighbor's 
creamy smooth thighs. They hung like wine sacs above the blanket on the 
sand. Pushing aside his own balls, he placed his powerful hand on the 
wetness of her anal crevice and stretched the full white moons of her 
buttocks wide. He probed with the tip of his middle finger and suddenly 
found her tiny, slightly throbbing rectal mouth. A moist trickle of warm 
male semen and pussy secretions was running down the widely stretched cleft 
and wetting the tight, puckered little hole, lubricating it slightly and he 
searched experimentally for a moment with his fingertip. Then he shoved 
hard, feeling it give until suddenly his finger slithered up to the first 
knuckle joint. Carol cried out and tried to wiggle away, but he pushed 
harder and sank into her up to the second knuckle.


"It hurts, Carter, oh oh!"


For the barest instant, the thought of withdrawing the finger and sparing 
her the pain she must be feeling occurred to him. He hesitated as the idea 
disappeared from his mind, just long enough to convey his uncertainty to the 
gorgeous woman spread-eagled on the sandy beach. Her glazed eyes popped open 
like the shutters of camera lenses and showed the impatience and frustration 
she felt.


"No, don't stop, hurry up, hurry! Fuck it up into my ass! I don't care if it 
hurts me!"


Momentarily amazed, he felt her suddenly begin to fuck her ass up on his 
finger until it was sunk in her rectum up to the palm of his hand, as far as 
it could go. He could feel through the thin wall of flesh separating her 
twin passages the bottomside of his cock, and he began to slide in and out 
of her again, impaling her between the finger and his penis. He attempted to 
maintain the same rhythm for both as she groaned gratefully again. He had 
never believed anything could be this good, this wild and easy.


* * *


As Carter had stopped in the driveway to pick up their neighbor, Carol Lynn, 
Mitzi had been puttering about absent-mindedly in the kitchen, and 
evaluating her marriage with Carter. She had not come to any brilliant 
conclusions, it was true, but at least she had decided to try harder to 
banish her fears and be a woman as well as a wife to him. She loved him, 
more than he knew or believed, and her strongest wish in life was that they 
would solve their problems and be happy. Once again experience the joyful, 
carefree delight that they had taken from each other in the beginning of 
their courtship.


But it might take longer now to start working on what was wrong. Carter must 
be really upset this time, he had been out there in the garage fiddling with 
their car for what seemed an eternity to her. But she was not about to push 
him at the moment. Despite how much she yearned to run out there and fling 
her arms around him and be reassured of his love by a kiss and a long, 
warming hug. He had been touchy since last night. She was convinced that it 
would take some patience for him to settle down and be himself.


Mitzi snatched up the dress from the back of the chair where she had placed 
it earlier. Then she ran out and quickly got into the old 'second' car that 
Carter had been working on, hoping it would start. It did. She thought of 
the private little beach Carter and she knew and she headed there 
instinctively, presuming that was where he had disappeared to.


She soon reached the beach. But when she saw that Carter's car was actually 
parked by the road she sat in the old car for a long time before she dared 
to walk over to the rocks that surrounded the beach. She didn't really know 
what she was going to say to him. But she would think of something.


Blinking, she put her face between an opening in the rock and was suddenly 
stunned with shock. It took her several seconds to adjust her mind to the 
fact that the horrible thing going on was not a dream before her. Carter, 
her own husband, was making love to their neighbor, her girlfriend, Carol 
Lynn! They were both naked and her handsome husband was driving back and 
forth like a demon between Carol Lynn's obscenely gaping legs, right out in 
the broad daylight. In broad daylight! He was making love to her, fucking 
her and his right hand was moving rapidly in an obscene pistoning action 
somewhere lower, somewhere in front of him and down where Carol's "other" 
place would be. From what the astonished housewife could see, they were 
completely, uninhibitedly drowning in erotic pleasure and felt nothing but 
lust. Mitzi fluttered her lashes to clear her unbelieving eyes. She focused 
them with all her strength as she had to be positive that what she saw on 
the beach was really happening. Oh, but God, it was! Carter was having the 
time of his life between Carol's well rounded thighs. He was oblivious as 
she was, to everything, marriage, love, faithfulness, everything! They were 
cheating, like selfish beasts, cheating, fucking and cheating while their 
innocent spouses, naive partners in marriage, were sitting around trusting 
them!


Mitzi felt the stinging tears coursing down her face. How could her husband 
do this, she asked over and over again? Like a word repeated too many times, 
the question became meaningless to her and furious jealousy began to push it 
aside. Her first, immediate impulse was to storm over and attack the nakedly 
writhing pair with a self-righteous rage. One they would never forget, to 
show them how wrong and evil it was to overstep the bounds of marital 
fidelity. But no, that would be too simple. She wanted to pay back Carter 
and that treacherous vamp, Carol Lynn, in a way that would have a lasting 
impact.


Mitzi stumbled back to the old car and somehow found herself back at the 
house. With her shock and anger lending her force, she was like a lion as 
she arrived back in half the time it had taken her to leave. She wanted to 
be alone and decide what she would do.


On the beach, Carter's loins were aching beyond all human endurance with the 
burning need to empty his sperm into the woman writhing and moaning on her 
back on the sandy beach beneath him. Carol was thoroughly out of her mind 
with passion, pitching beneath him in a maniacal frenzy as fucked hotly up 
into her hotly clasping cunt and rammed up into the soft rubbery depths of 
her rectum with his finger. Great torrents of heat were building in his 
balls and he sensed that she too was close to orgasm.


"Oh, oh oooooh, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, oh, nowwww! Aaaah, aaaaahh!" she 
cried out, filling the otherwise silent beach with the lewd crooning sounds 
of her orgasmic agony. Her cum juice flowed out wetly around his heavily 
pumping cock, spilling down into the soft quivering cleft between her 
buttocks and onto his balls. Dazzling flashes of light filled her head as 
she continued to grunt out her climax, her vaginal juices still seeping out 
of her onto the full trembling globes of her uncontrollably jerking 
buttocks.


Suddenly he reached the top, the long awaited pinnacle of his male need, and 
began to squirt his hot, thickly white cum into the uttermost depths of her 
hungrily clasping cunt. Her mind flashed on and off in unthinking sensuality 
as the strong scorching spurts surged hotly up against her womb, filling her 
to overflowing. She clenched her vaginal muscles and milked thirstily at the 
wildly spewing penis until he could do nothing but lie there limply, 
breathing hard in a desperate effort to fill his lungs with air. His excess 
sperm poured out of her in a river-like flow and formed a small pool down 
between her thighs. For a long, long time it seemed to continue, both their 
bodies quivering and throbbing hotly together as they jerked out the last of 
their orgasms.


At last he pulled out of her and his deflating cock made a soft hissing 
sound like a cork popping from a wine bottle as her still hungrily locked 
little pussy lips reluctantly released it. Carol whimpered and ran her hands 
through her hair, her legs trembling, her wet, cum-flooded stomach quaking 
as the last throes of her orgasm weakened and left her drained of strength.


After a long silence, except for their dwindling gaspings of breath, Carol 
slowly took hold of the blanket and pulled herself up to a sitting position. 
Sitting there with her sperm-moistened legs dangling in the sand, she raised 
her eyes and saw that Carter was sitting naked. Then she suddenly snapped 
back to the realization of what their wonderful fuck session was all about.


"Carter, listen to me a minute," Carol said evenly. He shook his head 
violently, like a man trying to come out of sleepiness, and looked over at 
her with a wide grin of satisfaction lifting his loose lips.


"Yeah, baby, I'll listen."


"I just want to say that there's plenty more of this coming," Carol 
promised, "if you and Mitzi will join our local club."


"Huh? What club?" he asked with a look of total puzzlement on his face.


"Mitzi will tell you. If you are interested. You might find it quite an 
interesting pastime," she added with a feminine smile as she got off the 
blanket and kneeling and rubbing her hands together she absorbed the warmth 
of the sand with her cooling body. "You were grand, no kidding, but you'd 
better go home now before Mitzi comes looking for you. Just remember what I 
said, you know, about the club where we all have fun."


Mystified, the tired man rose and put on his swimsuit, wondering about the 
"club" and what his wife had been doing at home while she waited for him. 
Now, now that he and Carol were finished for at least that afternoon, he 
felt less cocky and confident about being able to stroll over and fuck the 
woman next door whenever he wanted to. "Okay, I'll remember.


I'll find out what the hell you are talking about, from her."


"That's good. Do that. Thank you for a great afternoon," Carol said with a 
wicked little tease in her eyes as Carter stood by her putting on his 
T-shirt. Then, without another word they got up looking drained and satiated 
and walked to the car.


CHAPTER FOUR


Mitzi sat on the floor looking at a silent television screen. Her wrath was 
building higher with each passing moment. She pictured the disgusting scene 
of her husband's betrayal with her young girlfriend, and neighbor, Carol 
Lynn. The angry blonde was waiting there, in the living room, because she 
guessed that he would probably come in the front door to keep up the 
pretense that he had been sunning himself on the beach. She was afraid of 
the anger that was brewing inside her. She was afraid she might hurt 
someone.


She found that most of her thoughts, however, were centered around her young 
neighbor, Carol. What was that woman trying to do to her, she wondered. She 
thought that Carol must have some deep resentment within her that was making 
her do this horrible thing.


Her thought turned then to the one other time that Carol had tricked her. 
The younger woman had actually tricked her once into undressing in her 
bedroom so that she could try on one of Carol's sexy swimsuits. Carol later 
told her that seven male members of her club had been watching Mitzi undress 
from behind a two way mirror! Mitzi had been embarrassed to learn of this 
dirty trick but she had not really been angry about it. Until now!


As lonely and desolate as Mitzi had been then, without Carter, the very 
thought of getting into bed with a perfect stranger picked at random, filled 
her with repulsion. She would be hardly more than an adulterous prostitute. 
At the time of the suggestion, she had been bowled over by the idea that 
Carol was actually able to do such a thing.


But the longer Mitzi sat there mulling it over, the more she began to wonder 
if she had not been just as much a fool then as she had today, trusting, 
believing, saving her body for the man she married. Perhaps she had been 
wrong to be so silly and afraid, so bluffed by what she had thought was her 
role as a loyal waiting housewife. Perhaps she should have had the good 
sense to seize on a good opportunity when it presented itself. Why not? 
Carter, her darling husband, was certainly not bothering to be faithful to 
her. She had just seen proof of that, and God only knows how many times it 
had happened before.


"All right, Carter, you asked for it! Now you're going to get it," she 
decided aloud, her fresh young facial features glowing at the revenge she 
had in store for him.


Suddenly there was a noise at the front door and, just as she had predicted, 
Carter appeared in the living room. He had a towel draped over his shoulder 
as he stomped up the stairs to the front room. He flung the towel over the 
top of the railing and blew into his folded hands, finally tossing a furtive 
glance at Mitzi. She gave no sign that she had even noticed his entrance and 
continued to sit there, sullen and uncommunicative, as she stared at the 
color T.V..


They were silent for a moment while Carter cast about in his mind for 
something appropriate to say to her.


"Look, about our little misunderstanding this morning, try not to worry 
about it," Carter generously offered as an opener. It was all Mitzi could do 
to restrain the burst of sardonic laughter that rose in her throat. My God, 
he was actually being kind! Well, she could afford to be kind too if she had 
just come home from a bout of love-making with an attractive neighbor.


"But we've just got to do some serious thinking about your problems, Mitzi," 
he added almost harshly, amending what even he realized might have been too 
much leeway in his opening remark. "But let's forget it for right now, okay? 
By the way, what's for dinner this evening?"


"I really don't know, I haven't thought about it. Why don't you fix us some 
t.v. dinners darling? You shouldn't have any trouble handling that, a big 
man like you," Mitzi said sarcastically. She did not even lift her eyes from 
the television screen, still pretending to be totally engrossed in what she 
was wathcing. Any afternoon soap opera could hardly be more interesting than 
what was happening here, and what would not be very long in coming.


Carter could not believe his ears. She had never displayed outright 
insolence or ever been anything but eager and willing to serve him like a 
slave, except in bed, ever since he'd known her. And now she was just 
sitting there, had not even bothered to look up at him. She would normally 
be flying around the kitchen making something special for their dinner. It 
must be that she was still upset from their tiff this morning, he concluded 
as he sat down in a chair opposite hers. It was only that she felt hurt 
because he had been gone so long and was just waiting for him to say 
something sweet, a few love words to show her that all was well between 
them. But Lord, how should he have known that what started out to be a 
friendly gesture towards Carol would assume such gigantic proportions? 
Carter knew that he would have relented and come home hours ago, had it not 
been for the bout he had with their young neighbor on the beach. But there 
was no way to explain it, no apparent excuse he could give her without 
revealing everything. She would forgive him if she knew what had happened. 
If somehow she could understand how his mind had been taken over by raw 
lust. If she only understood how guilty he felt for having vented his sexual 
needs behind her back.


"Mitzi, come on now. I've already said that it's all right about this 
morning," he soothed. At that, he saw her blue eyes snap up to glare 
hatefully at him as she threw a magazine to one side and leaned slowly 
forward from her seat, taking a long deep breath before she spoke.


"Oh, so it's all right, because you say so," she fumed. He could hear the 
accusation in her voice and sat nervously in his chair, squirming, watching 
her pretty, finely etched face darken with the intense fury she obviously 
felt.


"Sure, honey, it's okay. Why not?"


"Why, why not?" Mitzi asked contemptuously. Then she remembered her purpose 
and deliberately lowered her voice as she went on. "Carter, forgive me, I 
was just jealous for a minute. It wasn't fair and I'm so sorry. Of all 
people, I don't have any reason to blame you."


"What're you talking about?" he demanded, his greenish hazel eyes 
searchingly alert.


"I'm talking about today, of course. When you were with Carol on the beach 
and I saw." Mitzi sighed with acceptance, steeling herself to keep her tears 
back as the vivid picture of him with their neighbor once again blared in 
her brain.


"You ... you saw ... what?" Carter stammered with disbelief but dread that 
she might be telling the truth.


"I saw you and Carol having a little innocent fun together that's all. She 
was spread out on the sand, while you fucked her, that's all," the blonde 
said, managing to feign a little grin of conspiratorial understanding as she 
purposely used the four letter word. Her incredulous husband shook his head 
slowly from side to side, trying to comprehend what was saying. She had 
actually seen him screwing Carol Lynn. She must have! Here she was though, 
talking about the act of infidelity and using that word almost casually. 
Nothing made sense about it. He and his wife were failing together sexually, 
and yet Mitzi could admit that she had seen him fucking like an animal into 
another woman, without falling apart. Most women would. Especially when the 
other woman was Carol Lynn. He began to wonder if he were losing his mind.


"But don't you care, at all?" he asked.


"You know better than that," she answered vaguely, "Didn't she mention the 
local group?"


"Yes, she did, but...."


"Do you mean she didn't tell you about me?"


This was the crucial moment in Mitzi's revenge as she had no way of knowing 
whether the younger woman had told Carter about the two-way mirror trick. 
She just wanted to strike out at him in any way she could. The expression on 
Carter's face, though, seemed to be proof that he had no knowledge of the 
factual truth.


"No, she didn't. She said I should ask you about it. Okay, baby, I'm 
asking," he barked.


"Now don't get huffy, sweetheart," she lied with cold restraint. "But I went 
to one of Carol's little parties just to watch and I got kind of turned on 
and a little drunk and ... well I did a strip to turn the guys on so they 
would be ready to fuck Carol. No one can get in unless they bring another 
person of the opposite sex, so I was safe!"


Carter's face collapsed as if some tremendous magnetic pull were drawing 
down his facial skin to the floor under his feet. He wanted to back out of 
the room, to run, to wipe off what she had said from the mental slate of his 
memory. It was as though the possibility that she was kidding him was the 
only grappling hook he had left to keep from screaming out his jealous rage. 
Not Mitzi! Not his own lovely wife! Not exposing her lovely nakedness to 
strangers! Then the imagined reality of other men watching her, most 
intimate places, blazed through him with all the ferocity and pain of a 
razor sharp knife slicing cruelly through live, sensitive flesh.


He steadied himself with masochistic determination and asked for the grisly 
details.


"How many times have you gone to these meetings?" he asked in a quivering 
voice, "Altogether?"


"Well, golly, Carter, only once! And there were lots of people there," Mitzi 
lied, sorry for him and yet delighting in the effect the lurid falsehood was 
having on her cheating husband.


She only hoped that he didn't ask for information about which she knew 
nothing at all.


"They said I had a great body, one of the best they had seen and they wanted 
me to join the club," she said softly. She saw how artful lying was 
affecting him, his face was bloodless and he was having trouble controlling 
his shaking body. She felt another wave of sympathy for him, but then the 
vision of his hard body standing over Carol's prostrate form on the beach 
took command of her senses all over again.


"Goddamnit, you little slut! I had to get some pussy somewhere. I can't get 
it at home!" Carter shouted. "And now you tell me you've been teasing other 
men!" Carter stunned her by the force of his anger and what he had said 
about her. Oh, if only he knew, she cried inwardly, if only he knew. She had 
wept alone in bed, night after night, yearning for him, needing him 
idolizing him. The thought of letting another man fuck her had never crossed 
her mind. No woman could have been more loving and loyal to her faraway 
husband.


"Tell me, Carter, just how do you get your "satisfaction" while you are 
away?" she thrust. "Were there plenty of Carol Lynn's in all those towns?"


"Plenty, baby plenty!" he boomed in answer.


"Oh...."


"Yeah, only better," the angry husband confirmed. He watched Mitzi wince and 
then sit up bravely, blinking her lashes rapidly for a moment.


"Well, dozens of men have fucked your precious little Carol."


Carter stood up tall, every inch of his lithe form trembling with emotion. 
She was afraid that he was going to lash out and hit her, but she kept on 
with her tormenting game. "Oh, and they fucked her some ways that I couldn't 
believe. They were very inventive."


"You fucking little liar!" Carter yelled.


A strange feeling came over Mitzi and she felt her revenge taking effect. 
"Do you want me to show you how I got naked for all those men, Carter? Do 
you want to see exactly how I did it? Maybe it will turn you on too!"


She began to slowly unbutton the blouse she had changed into after returning 
from the beach. It was wide open in one teasing yank. She opened her mouth 
in a lewd little 'O' and was starting to move her hips. She reached for the 
hook of her fresh, white lace-edged bra and pulled with all her might. The 
delicate under garment gave and ripped free, her naked white breasts 
bouncing like fleshy rubber melons with pink cherries on the tips. Then 
suddenly, she could take the cruel joke no more. She stopped moving and 
began to cry as she dropped miserably to the couch.


"Darling, please, listen to me, let me explain," Mitzi sobbed up at her 
furious husband. But his eyes and ears were shut off to everything but the 
thought that she had been teasing other men. Men who were complete strangers 
to the both of them! She collapsed back on the couch in a frightened, 
helpless heap. There was nothing else she could do, her fair-skinned face 
coloring red from the shame and humiliation of his eyes locked hotly on her 
high, heaving breasts standing out from her open blouse.


"Yes, explain. Tell me how all those nice hard cocks looked while you were 
showing them your hot little cunt!" he said coldly. Without waiting for an 
answer, he looked down at her waist with contemptuous hatred in his eyes. 
Then he sat down beside her and, still glaring, unbuttoned the side of her 
skirt enough to grab the open flaps with both hands and rip it all the way 
down the seam. There was nothing she could say. Her words would sound 
pathetic and useless even to her. She saw him staring at her round 
pale-white thighs, naked now, and watched his eyes flick higher to rest for 
an endless moment on the brief panty crotch that protected her pubic mound 
and the softly trembling vaginal slit below. Suddenly he raised both hands 
and leaned closer, grasping her slender shoulders so that his fingers dug 
deep into the softness of her aching flesh.


"I'm warning you, you'd better tell me if you got fucked by any of those men 
since we've been married?" he demanded steelily, his face within inches of 
hers. Holy Christ, what a chump he had been! After months and months of 
sexual frustration, he had come home to her and believed that his hard-ons 
frightened her. He had been gentle, romantic, understanding ... patient. 
Until today, anyway. And all the time, Mitzi had been pretending innocence 
to worm out of letting him inside her. Hell, she was tired, that was all! 
And no wonder, after all those times she had been teasing every horny 
son-of-a-bitch in town!!!


"Take off your panties, slut! Because I want some of that hot little 
community tail, too!" Carter said ominously. The luscious blonde half lay 
there in shock, her mutilated clothes useless now, like torn paper wrappings 
as she saw his open hand draw back. He was pulling down his swimsuit and 
working his cock with his hand. She tried to twist away from him and rolled 
to one side of the couch. But he reached over to catch a handful of her soft 
blonde hair and jerked her back to him.


"Carter, for God's sake, please listen to me," Mitzi pleaded in vain.


"Sure, I'll listen, after I fuck the shit out of you!" Then he grabbed her 
breast and squeezed the tender skin of her nipple until it burned. She 
fought and struggled now for fear that he was going to do something 
desperate in his rage, kicking and scratching at him with all her strength. 
They were a tangled mass of arms and limbs and suddenly in their struggle 
they rolled from the couch and fell to the thick carpet on the floor.


Mitzi was on the bottom and felt the full weight of their impact against her 
back. Carter raised himself a little and straddled her belly, the fingers of 
one hand locked on her throat as with his other hand he reached down between 
them and tore at her flimsy nylon panties and she felt a lurch in her belly 
as she thought back to all the times she had dreamed of him rape-fucking 
her.


"Oh please, please. Carter, fuck me good," she cried out frantically at the 
obscene idea. In her passion she knew that this time he fully intended to 
rape her. To screw her like she had always wanted him too. Oh God, if he 
only would she could forgive him for his lewd transgression on the beach 
this afternoon, she could forgive him for anything! Then, she felt his 
weight lift slightly and felt his hard cock sliding along her thigh. Big 
tears of rising joy and excitement streamed now in flowing wet trails down 
the sides of her cheeks as she felt him pushing her naked legs apart on the 
floor.


"Darling, I want you to fuck me! I do, I do!" she whimpered. His eyes were 
filmed over with lust now and she felt him drop down to his knees between 
her thighs, holding his thick throbbing cock in readiness with both hands. 
Then, knocking her almost breathless, he fell forward across her body and 
began to hump on her, spearing his blunt-headed penis into her thighs and 
vaginal cleft without bothering to aim. The hard cock hit her once in the 
tender crevice between her vainly resisting buttocks and she jumped as he 
tried futilely to fuck into her there.


"Oooouch, it hurts," she sobbed. Then he found her! The whole length of his 
huge cock fucked between her surprisingly already wet and slippery vaginal 
lips, sinking into her almost insanely. He lunged forward with all his might 
and the monstrous cock riffled up into her open belly all the way up to the 
hilt. Then, he began immediately to fuck into her with hard, brutal thrusts, 
not caring about her as she twisted about hotly, nakedly beneath his 
flailing body. He reached out to the sides of his hips and shoved his hands 
under the backs of her thighs, lifting them up and back until she was bent 
almost double and her knees scraped the carpet over her shoulders. Her 
nakedly rolling asscheeks were split wide and forced high up off the floor. 
She groaned again and again as his long pent up passion slammed into her 
contorted body with long, savage strokes that jarred the full length of his 
hard throbbing cock. His driving groin smacked hard against the plane of her 
upturned buttocks, buffeting her head forward so that they moved along the 
floor a few inches each time he fucked into her open cunt.


Then suddenly, when he was certain he was punishing her brutally, she let 
out a low passionate moan of pleasure from the treatment she was recieving. 
He responded with an extra hard thrust that drove his deeply imbedded cock 
head hard up against her sensitive cervix inside and she was certain that 
her intestines were on fire. To lie beneath her own husband and be fucked 
like the lowest of whores and while he used her to vent his lust out upon 
was a temporary remedy for her hurting. Her thoughts rambled feverishly as 
though all feeling had been ripped free of her nerves. The agony was gone 
and only the sheer animalism and lust remained with his angry fucking. She 
lay unresisting now, passively accepting and responding to his stormy 
passion and lewd use of her nakedly filled cunt.


"How's this for a teasing bitch? Huh?" he groaned, ramming farther and 
farther into her passion-dilated vagina, and spreading the walls wider as 
the thick head drove inward. Then he dropped his hands from her thighs and 
slipped them under the soft white globes of her firm ass-cheeks, cupping 
them tightly and digging his fingernails into her to stress the fact that he 
wanted to hurt and debase her in a way she would never forget.


"I asked a question, whore. How do you like it?" he snarled again when she 
gave no answer. "Huh?" he emphasized with another vicious lunge.


"Ooh, darling, I ... was ... here ... always," Mitzi managed to sigh out 
breathlessly. "I ... was...."


"Here! You fucked other guys here, at home!" Carter shouted finally into her 
face, deafening her, increasing the tempo of his punishing impalement until 
she could not even speak ... explain. It was too late, too late for anything 
but desire and rage.


"Put some action into that little "neighborhood" pussy now!" he commanded. 
She knew that he would not listen to reason, even if she were able to say 
it, and, sobbing, she began a slow mechanical grinding motion of her 
backside, pushing her hips up against his thrusting loins to escape the 
nails digging painfully into her flesh. Her passion and lust grew with each 
additional minute he used her so savagely.


He could feel his orgasm closing in, filling his balls for the second time 
that day. He was going to spew it into her, lovingly, but with anger and she 
was not in the least bit sorry. She deserved it by God, that and more!


She could sense that something was happening inside him. He was going to 
empty his sperm deep into her womb. She dreamed of this moment, with her own 
handsome husband, rutting over her like a wild beast over a bitch in heat. 
She had wanted it, a tender fusing of love with their bodies. A primitive 
attack was What she had needed, this angry, lust-powered onslaught on the 
living room carpet.


He levered higher on her and quickened his thrusts until the pace was 
incredible. He kneaded and dug into her flesh beneath him being concious of 
moans. No, he wanted to fuck her, to fuck her only. This one, his wife, who 
had been teasing other men all the time he had to be gone. His cock expanded 
and throbbed inside her until he thought it would split down the side, 
explode from the anger and hate that reigned over his body now.


Then the expected explosion came. Mitzi cringed under him as she felt the 
first thin hot rush of his sperm begin to empty out deep in her ravaged 
cunt. The thought that he had just a short time ago, done the same thing 
inside her girlfriend, Carol, crossed her mind as she felt the warm sticky 
fluid filling her and causing a sudden sensation of pleasure and wicked 
eroticism to ripple through her.


"Oooh," Carter groaned as he shot the first spurt of his whitely spewing 
male cum deep up into his skewered blonde wife's greedily engulfing cunt.


After a moment of rest, he crawled from between her thighs and saw a trickle 
of his sperm beginning to ooze from Mitzi's openly spread pussy. She lay 
with her eyes closed tightly against reality, her legs still spread 
obscenely wide as he had left them. Her loins were wet and shaking from the 
surprise rape they had been subjected too. She made no attempt to move as 
she heard the somehow obscene sound of Carter's cock plopping back into his 
swimsuit.


"You'd better ask Carol when we're expected at the first swap meeting. And 
don't you forget it, you teasing whore! You got yours, now I get mine!" he 
said almost calmly as he turned and walked off towards the back of the house 
with an expression of smug self-satisfaction on his face.


As she lay there, still dazed, she thought dimly of all the men she was 
supposed to-have taken on. It was ironic, she smiled painfully, for if any 
of them were here now, they could crawl between her legs and fuck her silly. 
She would not resist or even care because nothing mattered now. Her whole 
concept of a normal, happy marriage had been shattered in one afternoon by 
the sight of her husband's naked body laboring over their neighbor, Carol, 
and then the wild experience of the fuck that had just ended. She began to 
wish she could miraculously dissolve into thin air. That way, she would not 
be forced to face the world again.


But she was young, alive, lovely, and she would have to find a way to cope 
with tomorrow and the day after, and the day after that. She rolled over on 
her side and slowly struggled into a position to get up. The pain all over 
her body made it difficult. She carefully rose to her feet and staggered 
across the room to stand in front of the full-length mirror on one wall. Her 
clothes were scattered across the room behind her, some on the couch and 
some on the floor. Her pitifully torn blouse still hung in shreds from her 
shoulders, covering nothing. She studied the blotched of red hot love-bites 
marking her smooth white skin, uncaring, detached, and then reached up to 
gingerly feel her breasts. They still throbbed from Carter's wild caresses.


So this is what a well-fucked woman looks like, she mused, still examining 
her abused form in the mirror. It seemed as if the glass in front of her 
could sense that she was different now. A housewife with nothing left but a 
ravished body. Well, she thought, if all she had left was her body, maybe 
she would just have to use it to the best advantage. She could not see that 
she had any choice.


She turned around, then, and walked back with more certainty to gather up 
her ruined clothes. She was passing the kitchen when she remembered 
something that brought her to an abrupt halt. The nearly naked blonde walked 
slowly over to the breakfast table and leaned down to crumple in her palm 
the note she had left earlier for Carter. Then she slid the pad over and 
jotted down a reminder for herself:


"SEE CAROL TOMORROW ABOUT THE SWAP GROUP"


The air in the bathroom was steamy as she patted her body softly here and 
there with a washcloth, too exhausted to take the care necessary to 
thoroughly bathe herself. When she was finished, she would lie down for a 
nap in the other bedroom. She knew that Carter was in their bedroom, she 
heard him, and wanted to avoid any contact right now.


Her destiny had taken an odd course, a new direction. That day she knew that 
from now on everything would be different. Her husband had a few surprises 
in store for him. Ones that might shock her just as much, but the most 
important thing now was to finally stand up and claim her right to exist as 
an individual person.


* * *


CHAPTER FIVE


The afternoon sun slanted lazily through windows into Carol's roomy, 
upstairs bedroom, throwing an almost blinding flash of light into her eyes 
as the yellow rays glanced off the dressing table mirror. The sun was also 
playing a kind of color tune on Mitzi's long, flaxen hair picking up its 
highlights, sparking them, so that the flowing blondeness seemed to move, 
shifting positions every few seconds.


"It's nice, isn't it?" Carol said as they sat staring at the windows, "I 
can't wait to do some water-skiing."


"Yes, that would be nice," Mitzi replied vaguely. Although she was staring 
at the sunlight, she was not really noticing it. Instead, she was thinking 
of that morning. She had forgotten to wake Carter until after eight o'clock, 
an hour after he usually got up to shave, dress and eat breakfast. She had 
forgotten to make coffee, too, and neglected to remember that Monday was 
laundry day. She had heard the truck whine by their house after only a 
moment's pause to check for the bundle that she would normally have put on 
the front porch. She had found herself forgetting everything. And the whole 
while, the one thing that she wanted most of all to forget remained like a 
bright, flashing neon in her mind.


"Mitzi, now you're certain that you and Carter want to join?" Carol asked 
directly, bringing them both back to the reality of why they were sitting 
there, quietly, in the bedroom. Carol had not been surprised when her 
neighbor had suddenly appeared at the front door, now an hour ago, asking 
almost humbly if the younger woman could spare some time to talk over 
something. Carol had not expected the girl to be quite so agreeable and had 
prepared herself to face anger and accusation. But this was anything but a 
violent reaction on Mitzi's part. They had gone upstairs and sat down to 
discuss the terms of membership in the swap club, calmly, rationally, 
without any actual resistance or defensiveness between them.


"Yes, I'm certain. The last thing Carter said before leaving for work was, 
'Tell her we want to join.' So that's why I'm here, Carol finding out about 
it."


"But what about you, honey, do you want this?" Carol asked, to make certain 
that Mitzi was not bluffing.


"Yes, I want it too," Mitzi answered evenly. The tone of total resignation 
and acceptance in her voice convinced Carol that the beautiful, somehow 
withdrawn girl really did want to experience the excitement of uninhibited 
partner swapping. There was no glinting anticipation in Mitzi's eyes, no 
sign of eagerness to enjoy the bodies of other men, but neither was there 
fear of the unexpected. The two women sat in silence for a moment as the sun 
lowered on the horizon and was less direct on the windows, shadows beginning 
to darken the formality of the expensive furniture and lend a strange 
peacefulness to the bedroom atmosphere.


"Did Carter tell you about yesterday on the beach?" Carol wanted to know, 
her words piercing the shield of silence. She was positive that the woman 
had seen him give at least part of his lewd performance on the sand, but the 
brunette had to hear it from Mitzi.


"He didn't have to ... you know that," Mitzi said. "I saw you together."


"Well, things sometimes happen that way, so don't blame anyone," Carol said 
quickly, protecting herself as well as the couple from unwanted personal 
complications. "It doesn't mean anything more than sex. We took what we 
wanted and let it go at that. I think the group will help you understand 
what I am saying." Her words were vague and sweeping, she knew, but they 
seemed to have the desired effect on Mitzi.


"Oh, I'm not blaming anyone, honest. It may be that your little show on the 
beach with Carter plus the club will help our married life," Mitzi assured 
her, "because it hasn't been what we want, and something has to be done!"


"Good, I'm glad you're finally being sensible," Carol cheered, "and I think 
you'll discover that you will be happier than just working out personal 
problems. Why, you can even have fun."


"When is the next meeting?" Mitzi asked, brushing aside the other woman's 
reference to fun.


"Let's see now, I think we are all getting together Wednesday afternoon. 
Bill Watson's place on the marina this time. His wife, Helen, is so dizzy 
though, that one can't ever trust what she says," Carol grinned. "I'll tell 
you what, I'll telephone you that morning to confirm the exact time and 
place."


"Fine, I'll be expecting your call. But right now, I'd better hurry home and 
start Carter's dinner. After all, a man's stomach has to be kept happy too," 
the blonde quipped vivaciously. Carol was again astounded at how the usually 
moon-struck woman was taking all this, like a real woman. Yet, how Mitzi 
behaved at the get-together itself would be the true test.


Two minutes later, Carol Lynn heard the front door slam shut and pictured 
Carter's pretty wife crossing to her own house. It was growing cooler and 
darker in the room, but Carol's scheme had been a success and now she was 
warmed by the delicious thought of all that would happen at the Watson's 
house on Wednesday afternoon. Then it occurred to her that Carter and Mitzi 
would probably be astonished at what they could learn all in one night. Some 
things she was sure would give Carter a bit of a jolt. But if they really 
did love each other, not even Bill Watson's boastful manner would upset 
anyone. As far as personality was concerned, the man was howlingly 
ridiculous, as boorish as he could be. But then, he was built where it 
counted and always seemed to bring him female partners to a wild, screaming 
orgasm every time he fucked one of them at the meetings, including herself.


Helen Watson joined the group after her husband, but from what Carol had 
heard, that was no fault of hers. The auburn-haired thirty-five year old 
woman had been away visiting relatives when Bill had been recruited. After 
her return home, it had taken her less than a week to find an eligible 
neighborhood male with whom she could enter the swap club according to the 
rules. He was an architect, a young man of twenty-five, and a bachelor with 
no limiting scruples. Helen had said that he had been thoroughly delighted 
with what he had found at the first session he attended with her. A host of 
eager, willing women of all ages and types. In short, a bachelor's dream.


Yes, indeed, Wednesday afternoon was going to be interesting, all right, 
Carol thought.


She looked at her wristwatch and sighed, noting that this was the time of 
the afternoon that her husband, Lee, usually telephoned her from wherever he 
was. It was strange, but he had not been in touch with her for over a week 
and she felt a little uncomfortable at not knowing exactly where he was. She 
rose and started downstairs so she would be close to the telephone, just in 
case. It would be a crying shame if Wednesday were spoiled, if for some 
reason she would be obligated to miss it with the others. Especially the 
Bramwel's, and have to lose out on the fun in store.


* * *


CHAPTER SIX


Mitzi had to admit that she was excited, despite her doubts and the attack 
of jittery nerves that had unexpectedly cropped up in her when Carol had 
called to say that the get together was definitely "on" that afternoon at 
the Watson's.


The Watsons lived in a sprawling seaside shanty. The house had its own 
private dock for small boats. Mitzi had often wondered about what it would 
feel like to live in such a house.


This afternoon a motorboat was buzzing out on the ocean giving the Watson's 
guests a thrilling ride as they were pulled by the boat, skimming along the 
water on their skis.


The skiing was the main topic of conversation as the guests sat down on the 
small dock or in the Watson's living room trying not to drip too much water 
from their swimsuits. They were laughing and gulping down the strong drinks 
Bill Watson was fixing for everyone at the bar.


Carter had been silent on the drive over. But it had been nothing new. They 
had not spoken more than a dozen words in the last three days. He was 
determined to punish her, that much was pretty well established. Now, she 
was resolved to either make or break their relationship. If necessary, with 
the same type of shock he had subjected her to. She would play along with 
whatever was required to break the sexual barrier in their marriage.


She could see him standing close to Helen Watson, a pert-bodied but 
vacuous-faced woman whose age looked to be far less than what it was. They 
were talking animatedly in a far comer of the room and appeared to be 
completely oblivious to everyone else around them. Mitzi felt a sudden 
rising of jealousy but checked it immediately. This was no time to indulge 
in her own emotions.


"So you're Mitzi, eh?" a tall, thin man of about forty said to her as he 
held out a tall glass full of a light-green liquid toward her bikini clad 
body. My God, she thought, what an interesting face he has! He wore a black 
eye-patch and had a thin cheek scar. She accepted the drink without thinking 
and called upon her reserves of compassion in order to muster a strained 
smile to her face..


"Yes, I'm Mitzi Bramwell. Thank you for the drink."


"Hell, don't mention it, Mitzi. I'm Bill Watson. I own a few laundromats. 
Well, you sure must have heard about me from everybody in town," he said 
boastingly, a wide grin lining his face.


"Yes, of course, Mr. Watson. I've heard a lot about you," Mitzi managed to 
lie. In truth, she had never heard the man's name until Carol had told her 
that the meeting was scheduled to be at his house. She did not want to 
offend him, and besides there was the matter of the rules to consider. Carol 
had once again been adamant about the necessity of strictly following them, 
no matter how peculiar they might seem at first. The one rule their neighbor 
had taken extra care to stress was that personalities were not to be an 
issue as far as sex was concerned.


"And that's my little Helen over there, the good-looking broad talking a 
mile a minute to your hubby," said Bill with a wave of his hands towards the 
couple. He was already a little drunk and occasionally wavered close to 
Mitzi, pulling her off balance with him. His one eye was twinkling.


"I know, Mr. Watson. Carol introduced us when Carter and I arrived. She's 
very pretty," Mitzi said.


"Yeah, she's pretty, and a damned good lay."


"What is this we're drinking?" Mitzi inquired in an attempt to temporarily 
divert the direction the conversation was taking. She had taken a few sips 
of the strange substance and could not identify it, but she was no drinker 
and had no real way of knowing if it was a common liquor or not.


"It's just good stuff, honey. It'll make you feel good," Bill slurred as he 
lifted his own glass staring at her with his good eye as he downed the 
drink. The first glow from what she had drunk was hitting her with a 
nerve-tingling prickly sensations and Bill Watson's hungry gaze shot through 
her, confusing her senses.


"Shit, there they go," the one-eyed man announced, delighted as he pointed 
to Carter and Helen walking off arm in arm out the back door.


"Well, the sun's going down," said Bill. "Now we can do some skinny dipping. 
Looks like my Helen isn't wasting any time with that good looking husband of 
yours."


"I hope they have a good time," Mitzi beamed as she nodded and swallowed 
back the feeling of jealousy that automatically rose to her throat. She 
pictured the two of them for a moment frolicking naked out in the warm salt 
water and then she blocked it from her mind and gulped down her drink. She 
loved Carter so much, so deeply, that she was willing to do anything to keep 
him, even if it meant going to bed with some stranger at the party that 
afternoon. Now, though, she wished that her boorish host, Bill, would leave 
her alone so that whomever she was expected to be with would come along and 
the business would be over with. She was strong enough to bear whatever she 
had to do, she thought, but if she was kept waiting much longer, her courage 
would fail her and the whole ordeal turn out to be even worse.


Then she watched Carol drift off with a good looking young bachelor. The 
chic brunette was leading the stranger out the back door toward the water.


"Looks like everybody's getting the same idea, don't it, baby?"Bill said 
with the same hungry look that was magnified by the black eye patch. "You 
know, even though my Helen is a hot little number, you're no slouch 
yourself. Matter of fact, I think I'm gettin' the best deal today." With 
that, he put his arm down at his side and reached out to give Mitzi's bikini 
clad buttocks a playful, intimate pat. Normally, her immediate reaction to 
such insulting presumption on his, or any other man's part, would be to turn 
around and slap the offender's face with all her might. But not tonight. 
There was just too much at stake now and she knew that she had to curb her 
personal feelings, even though it meant having to suffer this man's 
impudence. God knows, she did not want to ruin the whole affair by insulting 
her host. Carter would never even consider trying to work things out, ever 
again, if she embarrassed him by being a "square" in front of all these 
sophisticated, swinging people.


"How's that green stuff in your glass? Feel anything yet?" Bill asked, 
screwing up his face to give her a one-eyed wink.


"It's nice, Bill, kind of sweet," she said sweetly, shaking her long, 
honey-colored hair as she nodded her head up and down to show how much she 
liked it. Actually, she really was beginning to like the strange taste of 
the cocktail and lifted the tall glass to her lips for another drink, this 
time taking down a greater amount than she had been. The stuff was relaxing 
her all over and she felt a warm pleasant glow spreading from her tummy to 
her limbs, and her mind was not filled now with any hints of the thoughts 
that she had been trying to fight off before. She found that she could fully 
admit to herself without shaking inside that Carter was off somewhere with 
Helen, probably alone with the sorrel-haired hostess. He was probably 
getting ready to do to her what he had done to Carol that other day. That 
other day? Golly, it all seemed ages ago.


She swallowed off the rest of the drink and began to wonder which man she 
would draw for the evening's fun. She flushed slightly at the thought but 
could not keep herself from sweeping her eyes around the now less crowded 
room at the guests who were still engaged in conversation and drinking the 
same greenish concoction that she had just finished. Some of the men looked 
awfully good in their swimsuits and appeared radiantly healthy. Several of 
them had been watching her out of the comers of their eyes as they talked 
with their own women. But Mitzi was not sure that all of these people were 
members of the group since many of them looked much too young to be involved 
in a partner-swapping group. She wished she knew the full score about how 
these club sessions were arranged. What was she really supposed to do? 
Whatever, she hoped that too much would not be demanded of her and yet if 
she drank enough at first, she could probably go through with it. It would 
be something she would never' have dreamed of before the shocking events of 
the other day. Maybe it would somehow help to save her relationship with her 
husband and at the same time give him back some of his own medicine.


"Yessiree, I'm pretty damned sure I'm getting the best end of the deal, now 
that I've had a good look at you," Bill said. Mitzi had forgotten about him 
standing so close to her and was startled for a second at the sound of her 
voice. He was still giving her that grin, a kind of grimace between a smile 
and a lustful leer as he ran his eye appreciatively over the full length of 
her curvaceous body. She felt a little shiver run through her as he 
undressed her with his uncovered eye and suddenly it hit her with full force 
what he meant by saying that he was getting the best deal. Oh God, this 
conceited character actually intended to take her to bed!


"I don't understand, Mr. Watson," she said, hoping that he would laughingly 
admit that he was only kidding and her dreadful suspicion would be proved 
wrong.


"Come on, Mitzi, call me Bill," he said as he gave her another, harder pat 
on her firm buttocks. "And what do you mean you don't understand? Didn't 
anyone tell you the rules? First timers make it with whoever's holdin' the 
party. Well, Helen and me's givin' this one and that's why your hubby's with 
my old lady, and that's why you're with me, baby. You're damned lucky, too, 
'cause I'm about the best stud in this whole town."


"Oh, no, I can't," Mitzi protested meekly.


"Hey, you'd better or go tell your husband that it's all off and done!" he 
said threateningly. She was momentarily repulsed by the thought of letting 
this man who liked to brag so much touch her, but then she remembered that, 
like them or not, she had agreed to play the swap game according to the 
rules. And there was Carter. He would only laugh sarcastically and say that 
she was more concerned with her silly fear of sex than doing something that 
might help solve their crippling sexual problems. Not only that, he was 
having his share of the fun, she rationalized, remembering the sight of him 
heading off with Helen Watson. What could she lose? She wasn't a virgin, 
anyway.


"No, you didn't understand what I meant, Mr. Watson. I mean Bill. I only 
meant I can't be like everyone else until I know what I'm supposed to do. 
But now you've explained, so it's okay," she said persuasively, an 
apologetic smile on her face. Slowly, her panic lessened and calm 
resignation once more came over her as she stood waiting for fate to take 
its toll. The tall man seemed to be satisfied with what she had said and 
pressed closer to her, encircling her waist with his right arm as he guided 
her out the back door and onto the wooden dock at the back of the house 
where the Watson's water-skiing boat was tied up. Although she heard the 
sound of voics, Mitzi couldn't see a thing.


"Don't be afraid," said Bill, "the water is shallow by the dock. After your 
eyes get used to it you'll see fine. It's more romantic out here by the 
water, don't you think?"


Mitzi was trying to be brave but still she had a little modesty left and 
making love with Bill Watson could hardly be a grand experience.


Her eyes were growing accustomed to the light though, and she saw that some 
people were swimming in the water in the nude. She noticed that there were 
four or five couples making love right there on the boat dock, also. She 
quickly turned her head, afraid of what she might see.


"Is it all right if I have a drink?" she asked gently as she reached for the 
bottle. He brought her the bottle, waiting impatiently as she hoisted it 
with both hands and drank several generous shots, more than had been in her 
full glass. The liquid flowed smoothly down her throat, cooling it, and she 
could feel it taking hold. When that had settled, she raised the bottle 
again and gulped down some more, grateful for the glowing lightheaded 
feeling it gave her. But there was more than just the relaxing effect. Now 
there was a sort of teasing tickle, a faintly erotic sensation in her 
breasts and pulsing with increasing intensity down in her pubic region.


"Jeez, you really like that stuff, huh? Good, you'll be better later too," 
Bill muttered.


"Where are Carter and Helen?" Mitzi said thickly, the liquor affecting her 
more and more. "Maybe we could join them and have even more kicks."


"Shit, that's a good idea, baby. They're right over there on the end of the 
dock about ten feet away," he pointed, aiming his finger into the darkness. 
"That's where she always likes to take them, so's they can jump in the water 
for a swim afterwards."


The notion of being fucked by this perfect stranger so near to Carter and 
Helen gave Mitzi a weird kind of amusement as well. She felt Bill nudge 
close again and then suddenly wrap his arms around her as he leaned down to 
lock his lips on hers, his tongue probing wetly into her mouth. At first she 
was taken off balance but an unanticipated thrill ran down her spine and she 
began to suck gently on the searching lance, letting her body melt into his 
in the dimness of the dock. She could feel herself begin to tremble from the 
excitement of another man's kisses, even this man's. The last nervous doubt 
faded slowly away. He held the kiss long and hard and she could feel an 
acute jerk where his loins pressed into the softness of her stomach. He was 
getting hard there and she sensed a sudden tensing in her own breasts as the 
tips smashed hard against his chest. Shame no longer pervaded her being and 
she had no desire to defend herself against this complete stranger. She felt 
a warm moisture between her thighs and her own loins began an involuntary 
pushing movement against him.


"Goddam, I sure am ready to screw," he hissed at her after they had broken 
the kiss.


"Me too, right away," Mitzi purred. His words, obscene as they were, 
stimulated her more and the girl was not even ashamed of telling him that 
she was also anxious to start the raw act itself. She reached down between 
their bodies and boldly stroked his throbbing penis, feeling more 
wonderfully wicked and evil than she ever had before in her life. The 
pulsing sensation in her voluptuously sloping breasts moved down her body to 
her thighs and danced there magically for a while as he sharply drew in his 
breath from the excitement of her touch. She was really special, a rare 
treat. He was thankful as hell that Carol Lynn had introduced him to the 
club. Shit, where else could he dig up sweet young pieces like Mitzi Bramwel 
who were just as hot for a good honest fuck as he was and had been all his 
life? He planned to give her all she wanted, and more!


"Get that suit off," he ordered harshly, unable to stand the torment of his 
lust for her another moment. Mitzi's hands trembled slightly as she obeyed 
and unfastened her suit ... and dropped it carefully to the dock. Then she 
reached behind her again and removed her flimsy bra top, sucking in her 
breath as the cool air laved her nipples and caused the rose-colored tips to 
leap to erection. The blonde dropped the dainty swimsuit and then stood 
naked in front of a strange man which sent thrilling chills over her flesh, 
exciting her more along with the drinks and the passion-inciting brief 
contact with Bill only a minute ago. The thought that she would soon be 
lying naked, legs spread wide underneath this man she hardly knew outside on 
a wooden dock, added to the forbidden heat of the adventure. As Bill rapidly 
shed his clothing she felt a tiny spark of amusement at his impatience to 
get at her.


"Give 'em here, baby," he said impatiently. She picked up the suits and 
handed them to him, watching him as he folded the swimsuits and went back in 
the house to put them down. When he turned to come back, she gasped aloud at 
the awesome sight of his great jutting penis. It was much longer and thicker 
than Carter's, and swayed heavily from side to side, despite its rising 
hardness as he walked. It was absolutely fantastic, some kind of miracle! 
She could not believe her own eyes and yet there it was, protruding outwards 
and upwards from his hairy groin like an enormous telephone pole. His 
testicles looked as big as good sized lemons and danced to the rhythm of his 
every step. Mitzi was both astonished and fascinated at the same time by the 
unbelievable spectacle she witnessed. Heavens, did he really think that she 
could take all of such an abnormally huge cock up inside her? Even Carter 
had nearly split her up the middle with his much smaller one when he had 
fucked her so brutally the other day.


When Bill had crossed the short distance back to her, he reached out again 
and began to run his hands over her naked flesh, pawing and squeezing the 
silky roundness until her amazement waned away and passion took over with 
renewed intensity. She stood still, her arms at her sides, trembling all 
over from the wicked sensations coursing through her. He dropped his head to 
one full firm breast, cupping it with one hand, and sucked the hard 
throbbing nipple deep into his wet mouth. She groaned and swayed against the 
dock, almost falling. Her brain was spinning like a top but she had just 
enough reason left to push away.


"Please, Bill, do it to me right here on the dock. I want Carter to see us."


As Bill kissed her hard and passionately, Mitzi glanced out of the comer of 
her eye at the shadowy figures at the edge of the boat dock. As her pupils 
dilated the figures became more and more clear and soon she could see their 
faces.


Even though Mitzi knew they would be out there, her liquor-dimmed mind 
reeled for an instant as her eyes began to adjust and she could focus more 
clearly on the woman who was bending over her husband's loins. Mitzi could 
hear the strange sounds they made, sort of faint wet sucking noises, noises 
she had never heard before. She could not imagine what Bill's wife was doing 
to Carter, but then the couple's form became distinct and she knew. Helen 
was giving him what Mitzi had heard about but never seen. She was giving him 
a "blow job", the term some of the girls in college had used to refer to the 
obscene sexual act. And the two of them were enjoying it so much that they 
were completely oblivious to the fact there was anyone else on the dock.


What if this man wanted her to do the same thing to him? Could she bring 
herself to perform this debasing act without wretching? She wished she had 
drunk more of the pale green liquid to make whatever was going to happen a 
little easier. But, in his haste to take advantage of her young body, Bill 
had put the bottle down somewhere else after taking a final swig himself.


"Come on, let's get with it," her escort hissed under his breath. He pushed 
the beautiful blonde backwards and guided her slowly down on the empty space 
of dock. The touch of its well-worn smoothness across her back gave her a 
charge of new sensation. It felt almost warm and firm, although she had 
expected it to be cold. She squirmed her back against it like a sinuous cat 
and then sensed the weight of this stranger as he lay half over her nakedly 
reclining body. Bill seemed not to care whether or not he was quiet and 
swore appreciatively as he felt the smooth, tantalizing curves of her naked 
flesh pressed warmly against his. Mitzi was certain that Carter and Helen 
could hear them and would suddenly jump up in surprise to identify the 
intruders. But nothing happened and the lewd wet sucking sounds continued 
without letup.


Mitzi waited quietly as Bill pressed his naked angularity closer to her 
softness, his huge cock pressing into her thigh and smearing it with the 
slippery semen that seeped out from the thin, vertical hole on the end. He 
moved his tongue-moistened lips down to her shoulder and began to nibble on 
the smooth white skin, sending a lovely chill through her that raised tiny 
goose bumps all over her. She quivered involuntarily from the sudden 
unexpected sensation and writhed with desire beneath him.


"That's sooo niice," she sighed out, forgetting for that moment that her own 
husband was not more than a few feet away from her. She reached down and 
shamelesly grasped the mammoth cock teasing against her bare thigh with both 
hands. Her slim fingers were not long enough to encircle it but she squeezed 
more firmly until he groaned and twitched against her. Then, edging over a 
few inches away from him, she began to move both hands slowly up and down 
the tremendous length in a teasing milking motion. He groaned again, louder.


"I'm going to screw you silly," he laughed. "You're gonna get this big old 
cock stuck up inside your hot little cunt like you never dreamed, you sweet 
little doll."


Surely Carter had not missed hearing that, Mitzi thought with gratifying 
revenge. He must know by now that she was lying there on the wooden deck 
with this boorish, yet wonderfully equipped man. She let loose a low groan 
herself as Bill lowered his mouth to her now heavily swollen breast and 
nipped down gently on the pebble hard nipple, tugging on it with clenched 
teeth as his eager tongue swirled hotly around the tip like a lizard running 
in tiny tight circles.


When she struggled to regain her senses a little, Mitzi suddenly realized 
that the lewd wet sucking sounds nearby had ceased and that the air was 
still except for Bill Watson's fast panting gasps beside her.


"Come on, Carter, honey, it's nothing but somebody else having fun over 
there, just like us. Let my head go and let me finish sucking you there," a 
high female voice pled. Then there was a short silence and the sound of 
Helen's lips nodding up and down on Carter's cock resumed the same wet, 
slurping tempo as before.


But Bill was obviously not interested in paying attention to anything else 
but the smooth delicious curves of the tender married morsel who was driving 
him mad with her hands and the thought that he was on the verge of fucking 
her half silly with his huge, man-sized cock. His mouth played on with her 
firm, proud breasts, moving desperately from one to the other and sometimes 
pausing between them to lick wetly up and down the narrow valley they 
formed.


After a few more minutes of feasting there, he bent his neck and slid his 
lips slowly down to her nakedly heaving belly. His cock was slipping out of 
her hands as he moved back up on his side to gain better access to her navel 
and smooth flat belly, bringing small gasps and mewls of pleasure from open 
mouth. He shifted lower, then, maddening flashes of indecent pleasure 
trailing after his gently nipping teeth and teasing tongue. Mitzi felt her 
soft creamy thighs being pressed hotly open and she gave no resistance as 
their lustfully aroused host hunched down between their softly trembling 
whiteness. She drew in her breath with a quick gasp as she felt his fingers 
spread open the softness of the curl-fringed lips of her vagina and the 
coolness of the air caressed her up there between her legs.


His tongue flicked forward, the pointed tip darting up to moistly titillate 
the already hotly pulsing little tit of her clitoris. He moved his fingers 
down and parted wide the thin vertical mouth of her cunt as he ran his 
tongue down and thrust it deep up into the palpitating opening.


"Oh, God, yess, that's goood," she assured him in a low moan that filled the 
air. She splayed her legs out farther and pulled back her knees so that her 
nakedly trembling asscheeks were turned up fully to his face. He kept up his 
beautiful cunt licking until he was certain that she was aroused to the 
point where she wanted him to fuck her more than anything else in the world.


"Okay, baby, roll over and get on your hands and knees so I can slip it to 
you dog style," he said brusquely as he lifted his mouth from her fiery 
slit. She wanted to beg him to continue his thrilling tongue fucking but 
obeyed without a word, hoping that he was going to do something even more 
wonderful to her still almost girlish but nevertheless enticingly curved 
body. She raised herself up until she was crouching with all fours on the 
dock longways, her buttocks facing the man behind her. She felt his fingers 
begin to knead her flesh hungrily, crawling over her naked behind and 
finally descending down towards the crevice between the soft white moons. He 
spread them gently apart and searched lower with his fingers between the 
warm, throbbing lips of her pussy.


He pushed into her, moistening the tip of his middle finger from the wetness 
of her pussy secretions and slowly withdrew it to stroke up the crevice 
towards her tiny, virginal anus. He mumbled incoherently in the delirium of 
having this voluptuous young body twisting under the probings of his hands. 
The tip of his fingers, slippery from her vaginal juices, circled tauntingly 
around the tight puckered anus guarding the entrance to her rectum for a 
moment and then dropped down for more of the lubricating moistness from her 
cunt.


After wetting the cringing nether ring again, he suddenly pushed in his 
finger with a sudden unexpected thrust that sank it deep inside. Mitzi 
jerked forward from the unexpected internal pressure and Bill clamped his 
other hand solidly on her hip to prevent her from moving away.


"Aaaaghh," the blonde blurted out, choking back her scream to keep her 
husband close by from hearing proof of her agony. Despite how she was being 
fingered in the rectum by their host, the last thing in the world she wanted 
was that her husband might discover that she was experiencing something 
other than pleasure. Muffled grunts of protest escaped her lips as Bill 
Watson wormed his middle finger deeper and deeper, expanding the tightness 
of her rectum until she thought she would lose her mind from the probing 
invasion of his finger. Then, just as she felt the pain begin to lessen a 
little, she felt his insertion of another finger alongside the first and 
began to ream and stretch her anal passage wider in small teasing rotations. 
There was nothing she could do but kneel there and submit bravely to the 
desires of the man behind her until he was ready to fuck her the way she 
wanted him to fuck her.


"Jesus, I'm going to love this baby. Feels like that tight little asshole is 
as cherry as can be," Bill whispered lewdly behind her as he continued his 
screwing and stretching of her back passage with both big knuckled fingers 
and the thought that he was doing this wickedly obscene thing to her so 
close by her own husband caused further ripples of desire to shoot through 
her nakedly grinding loins.


"Please, Bill, don't stop," she begged softly as she twisted her head back 
to look over her shoulder and watch the man hovering over her defenselessly 
raised asscheeks. "God, his cock was as hard as a rock!"


"Now, don't you worry, sweetie. I'm gonna show you somethin' new," he 
whispered back comfortingly. He threw a hasty glance over at his wife and 
Mitzi's husband on the edge of the dock and grinned when he saw that they 
were both locked in the throes of their own lust, paying no mind at all to 
him and the girl before him. "I'm gonna slip it up your tight little asshole 
and bust it right out the top of your head!"


Mitzi could not bring herself to believe what he was proposing. This lewd, 
devil of a man was going to fuck her differently. She had prepared herself 
for "almost anything, she thought. She had been willing to go along with 
whatever he wanted and had even been eager to let her husband watch him fuck 
her. But this was so exciting. She was losing control of herself! Surely he 
had meant something else. No one, not even Bill Watson would actually make 
love to her there.


Shivering with a fearsome anticipation, she clenched her legs and buttocks 
tightly together behind her in reaction to the lewd, but lust-building 
thought. God knows, his two fingers had been almsot enough to drive her 
insane. If he tried to put his cock in there she was afraid she would scream 
and cum right away just from the thought of where he was fucking her. Then, 
through the haze of her passion, she felt Bill's strong wiry hands drawing 
the cheeks of her buttocks open behind her. She tried hard to relax them 
open herself. But the pressure of his thumbs inserted in the moistly giving 
little crevice did the job for her. They were stretched widely away from 
each other until she could feel the rush of cool air against the tiny circle 
of her anus up between her legs. She sensed the tip of his finger again 
dropping to lubricate its length with her cuntal juices and pull away for a 
moment. Then she felt it once more, and again. The last time, though, he 
moved up to swab her own slippery moistness on the elastic entrance of her 
naked rectum as she flexed the tiny portal open wider in an effort to aid 
the new, passion-driving penetration that she knew was coming.


Sparks of lewdly rising impatience filled her eyes as she realized that he 
had not been kidding and fully intended to do what she suspected. He was 
really going to worm that long thing deep in her sensitive rectum in a 
wicked, forbidden act of lust that she had not even known existed. Mitzi 
knew she would never be the same again and was afraid she would like it so 
much that she would always want to be fucked this way. She pushed her 
backside to him. The attempt was rewarded for he planted the sweating palm 
of his hand on the small of her back and pushed her breasts down hard, 
trapping her between the wooden dock and his surprisingly strong restraint.


He forced her trembling jackknifed legs open wider with his knees, dropping 
his head to her ass cheeks to lick wetly at the crevice between them, 
moistening the exposed tiny hole in readiness for the greater penetration to 
come.


"Lift your ass up higher," the man suddenly whispered again, anticipating 
with satanic glee the taking of this ultimate pleasure from her tender young 
body. He was positive that she had had damned little, if any, previous 
experience in bed with an uninhibited, sexually expert man, and it gave him 
the greatest satisfaction possible to know that he was about to introduce 
the pretty little blonde housewife to the finer aspects of real sexual 
desire and pleasure. But she had to obey him!


Mitzi felt his hand on her hip lift her smoothly rounded buttocks up high in 
the air behind her, waving there in open invitation to the salacious 
deflowering of her asshole about to occur. He anal flesh throbbed in 
defenselessness and she was held wide and helpless, presented up to him so 
that he could now fuck his cock into her at will. Regardless of how good it 
would be, she made up her mind that she would be just as good for her 
husband, Carter, when it was over. If she failed in this she would only 
confirm his belief that she was a silly coward. As thrilling as it was, Bill 
Watson's fucking her back there might convince her husband that they also 
could take joy in marital sex in any way they liked. Maybe afterwards, after 
her sacrifice, they would be happy enough with just each other in bed.


Bill grasped impatiently at Mitzi's hips, holding them steady before him as 
she felt the thick, massive cock head impress itself in the moist naked 
split of her buttocks. She gasped in surprise at the first shocking contact. 
Oh God! God! She moaned inwardly, it never, never would fit. Oh God, had she 
bitten off more than she could chew? She could never take that huge, lustful 
pole up in her rectum as much as she wanted to try. Then, next to them she 
heard a groan of passion from her husband and it strengthened her resolve 
once more to go through with it no matter how much it might hurt at first. 
But, her body jerked of its own accord forward again in another futile 
attempt to move away from him, to delay it for a moment, but the man's hand 
quickly locked harder on her smoothly curved hips so she could not move. The 
hair of his legs brushed teasingly against the insdies of her nakedly 
trembling thighs as his huge searching cock probed along the wide-split 
crevice of her upturned globes. His hands worked down her buttocks until 
once again his thumbs pressed outward to pry open the tight little hole of 
her futilely clenched anus. Then, she felt a probing between the thumbs that 
was smooth and rubbery at first and then became an unyielding bluntness. 
Instinctively, she tightened her ass muscles, then remembering her resolve, 
she relaxed them and the tightly clenching anal flesh finally gave way 
before the pressure and the hard, throbbing cock tip popped just up inside 
her with a quick little jerk.


"Ooooohhh God!" Mitzi gave out a deep moan and then moaned again, and from 
that moment on, the tiny little mewling sounds from deep in her chest did 
not stop. There was no outside world that existed. All that existed was her 
anus and the huge, lust-hardened cock that was forcing it open back up 
between her wideheld thighs. The blunt intrusion of his thick cock vibrated 
through every fibre of her body, pushing the soft rubbery flesh of her 
widely stretched rectal passage in great rippling waves before it. It drove 
into her backside ceaselessly like the bulging girth of an oak tree. She 
moaned in erotic submission with her eyes and mouth gaping open wide until 
suddenly she felt the coarse hair of his groin pressing tight up into the 
naked white orbs of her buttocks. His lustfully pulsating cock was buried in 
her all the way to the hilt and she was Spitted on the throbbing hardness 
like a young lamb being served up for an aboriginal fete. She had never felt 
so lewd in her life. Not even her own husband's angry fucking of her cunt on 
the floor the other day had been this obscene.


Bill Watson peered down like a demented sex maniac at the great measure of 
his huge cock lunging into her. Even in the dim light he could see how it 
pulled thin ridges of her dilated rectal flesh out with the base of his cock 
as he pulled back for another unmerciful lunge deep up inside. Mitzi could 
hear his growls of pleasure floating through the air and found herself 
wishing that there were more light now on the dock so that her own husband 
could see her face and apprise him of the sadistic delight it gave her to be 
fucked in the ass like this right in front of him like a complete stranger.


* * *


Lee Lynn, a distinguished looking man of late middle age, rapped again at 
the door of the Watson house. He had just driven back to Lundville from his 
trip and was surprised to discover his wife, Carol, was not at their home. 
While giving the house a cursory check for some clue as to where she might 
be, he had found a memo pad beside the telephone on which was scribbled 
something about an appointment that Wednesday afternoon at Bill's place. At 
first, he wanted to telephone her there and spare himself an unnecessary 
trip in case he had read the memo wrong, but then, on a whim, he had decided 
to drive over and give her a welcome surprise with his sudden, unannounced 
appearance.


He knocked again. This time the not fully closed door sprang open and he 
heard the strains of upbeat music and a mixture of garbled human voices that 
seemed to rise and fall excitedly. It sounded like a water-skiing party. He 
decided, and remembered the strange assortment of cars parked outside along 
the curb just in front of the house. After a moment of speculation, he 
pushed open the door and stepped quietly inside, turning then to ease the 
door and shut it behind him. He started up the stairs and was about to call 
out when he spotted what was taking place in the back yard. There were eight 
people paired off and in varying states of undress as they fondled each 
other's exposed cocks, cunts and breasts or openly fucked and sucked one 
another. One couple was making it on the couch, another while sitting in an 
enormous lounging chair on the dock, the others were all scattered around 
the dock making love on the smooth wooden planks. "Son of a bitch!" he 
swore.


Lee stood swearing to himself in an undertone as he stood unnoticed watching 
the erotic performance of the men and women before him. It was a damned 
stirring sight to behold and most of the women were attractive, shapely 
pieces, too. He was reminded of the hot secretary he had spent most of last 
week with shacking up in a lodge on the Maine coast, partaking at least once 
a day of her delectable feminine charms. He had forgotten to make his twice 
weekly calls to Carol and, on the drive home, had wracked his brain to come 
up with a believable explanation for his failure to get in touch. But there 
was no great cause to worry, he thought, as his liaison with the torrid 
secretary had not been the first time he had taken advantage of his freedom 
on the road. There had been plenty of other girls, other lies to account for 
his extended absences or the letters and calls she should have received from 
him.


Then he began to wonder if Carol was there, and if so, where? What on earth 
would she be doing at an orgiastic affair like this? He realized that she 
was a hot, passionate little bitch, but she had always comported herself 
around him as though he were the only desirable male in the entire universe. 
Maybe, just maybe....


"Hello there," a vixenish tall raven-haired woman said to him as she strode 
languorously out of the kitchen with a drink in her hand. She was clad in 
nothing but panties and a skimpy bra. Lee could see the dark patch of pubic 
hair showing through the veneer-like gauze of her underpants.


"Hello yourself, doll," Lee smiled. "I'm a friend of Bill Watson's and just 
dropped by to see my wife and maybe stay awhile to have some fun."


"Well, if you're looking for fun, you certainly came to the right place. 
We're having a ball tonight," the half-naked woman purred suggestively. "But 
wait a minute, are you a member of the club?"


"Club? Oh, yeah, don't worry," Lee affirmed as the truth of the situation 
dawned on him. He began to realize that he had unknowingly stumbled in on a 
session of some sort of sex cult or swapping group. The very idea amused him 
so it occurred to him that perhaps his unnecessarily long business trips had 
been cheating him out of exciting sexual escapades right here at home. 
Christ, when he wanted a strange piece of tail while stopping in some city 
or remote sales area, he had to break his ass going through the usual pickup 
routine to get it.


"I was wondering," the woman went on, "because I'm from out of town and I've 
never seen you at any of the meetings. But then, sometimes I forget the men 
I have been with. There are so many."


"Well, I certainly wouldn't forget you, baby," Lee said flatteringly as he 
eyed her lean feline body. "Maybe later, okay? Right now, though, can you 
tell me where a woman called Carol is? She's got shiny brown hair and a 
beautiful chest." The promiscuous looking woman thought for several seconds 
with her fingernail scratching her chin and suddenly brightened with 
recognition.


"Sure, I know her. I met her this evening. I think she's with some guy out 
on the boat dock," she pointed. "Here, have a big drink of this before you 
go back. It'll save time." Lee Lynn took the full glass she offered and 
drank down a few large gulps of the light green liquid, thanked her and 
moved off in the direction that she had suggested. His mind raced with 
curiosity and an inexplicable flood of relief as he approached the back 
door.


"I'll be damned," he chortled as he considered the irony of the thing. Here 
he was, feeling guilty as hell because of the many times he had bedded down 
women behind Carol's back, and all the while she was skipping around to 
local orgies and getting all the cock she needed to keep her content. And he 
had never suspected a thing! So? He was certainly in no position to blame 
her, but he had never suspected anything, and wished she had let him in on 
the deal so they could have been sharing the fun together. And more, if she 
really was with some horny stud, it would take a tremendous load of worry 
off his mind. They could be openly honest about the methods and partners 
they used to satisfy what were after all basic natural needs common to 
everyone.


He crept stealthily outside, slipping quietly out of his coat and loosening 
his tie as he went. It was dark out and he kicked over a partially full 
bottle of the liquid that seemed to be the same as what he had drunk from 
the black-haired woman's glass. Whatever it was, it was agreeing with his 
system and he felt a feverish charge of exquisite pleasure tripping warmly 
through his nerves and eventually centering with prickling intensity in his 
loins.


"What the hell, I might as well have another nip," he mumbled as he stooped 
down to pick up the bottle. Tilting up the decanter like a vessel to his 
mouth, he drank two more substantial slugs and savored the smooth, velvety 
taste as it caressed his palate and flowed down his throat like a thin, 
soothing cream. A piquant spasm of sensuality seized him just as he heard 
the sounds of low moans and wetness echoing through the air. After bending 
down to place his coat and the bottle side by side on the dock, he tip-toed 
quietly up to the doorway and peered cautiously around. It took him only a 
moment to adjust his eyes to the faint moonlight and soon he could determine 
the sources of the strange sounds he had heard a few steps away on the dock. 
There seemed to be two couples, one on each side of him, and he could see 
them just well enough to tell that they were really going at it. They didn't 
seem to care that he was watching. Then he took a careful step onto the dock 
for a better view of this interesting scene. His own desire was beginning to 
charge his loins with a high sexual voltage. The woman to the left was 
draped over the thighs of some powerfully built young buck, sucking his 
rock-hard cock like an expert whore. Although he did not recognize the man, 
the woman looked familiar even in the dim light. He stepped closer to the 
couple on the chance he might be able to identify her.


Hell, it was Helen Watson! No wonder she was going at it with such 
competence and zeal. Lee tittered to himself, as he knew that Helen loved 
sex so much that she rarely talked about anything else and had even subtly 
propositioned him several times when he and Carol had been drinking with the 
Watson's. They had drunk quite a bit at dinner parties and during informal 
cocktail affairs at each other's homes. She was a damned promising appealing 
wench, too, even if she was dumb. He had been afraid to reciprocate with 
interested attention for fear that his own wife would notice. Then he'd 
thought she would make life miserable for him with a tirade of jealousy as 
well as demanding that all his time away from home had to be accounted for. 
This would have cut his fun and freedom considerably.


Christ, if he had known then what he had learned so far tonight!


Now, though he was curious to know what was happening on the other side and 
turned slowly to take the few prudently quiet steps necessary to see the 
action. By God! It was old Bill himself, with his eye patch and his scar 
humping his long body against some poor, sweet looking girl's naked behind. 
Then, his curiosity provoking him on, Lee edged forward another foot for a 
better glimpse of the girl's face. He was sure by the blonde hair that it 
was Mitzi Bramwel, the girl next door, from Carol's description. Carol had 
told him how desperate she was when her husband was away, and how lonely and 
innocent. But she had also told him that her husband was supposed to be home 
now, Carol had mentioned it the last time he had phoned her. Here she was 
though, Mitzi Bramwel, making it with Bill Watson, the biggest blow-hard in 
town. It . made no sense whatsoever.


But Lee was more interested in the girl, not why she was there on the dock, 
and felt his cock jerk and stiffen in his trousers as he stood watching her 
whole body rock like a human earthquake from the inward fucking movements of 
the man behind her. Just the sight of it made Lee boiling hot and he 
suddenly decided on the spot that he had to have a go at her too, right now! 
He hoped Carol was having a blast, a great one, because he planned to have 
one just as soon as he could get his clothes off.


Lee took another man-size belt of the green stuff in the bottle and put it 
down on the dock again, knocking it over in his frenzied haste to get 
himself ready for his share of the thrilling sport taking place. He paused 
briefly to watch the syrupy liquid ooze through the slats of wood on the 
dock.


"The hell with it," he frowned as his hands flew to his clothes and began 
hurriedly to unfasten buttons and zippers.


Bill Watson's pelvis smacked loudly against Mitzi's soft quivering 
ass-cheeks as he grunted and fucked to the depths of her rectum. His mammoth 
balls swung hard down against the moist little hole of her vagina and she 
whimpered, but like the slave she had become, she knelt there in 
desire-driven submission. The pressure up inside her rectal walls was not as 
intense now and a strange masochistic pleasure had taken hold of her, body 
along with the discomfort. She began to push backwards, slowly at first, 
until suddenly the increased sensation it caused gained even more control of 
her and she found herself meeting his fiendish in-fucks faster and faster. 
Nothing seemed to matter now but the agony of the exquisite swirling 
sensations rippling over every inch of her lovely naked flesh. Despite 
everything, there was now only passion in the place of the thought of the 
weird, unusual act. The uncontrollable spasms of delight grew wilder with 
each buffeting slam of his rhythmically fucking cock. She writhed and bucked 
beneath his wanton charges, gasping and muttering the few lewd words she 
knew that came to her anguished, passion-drugged mind.


Bill sensed her sudden lusty need and fucked into her with longer, deeper 
strokes. He tightened the grip on the voluptuously rounded curves of her 
whitely shimmering buttocks and started to pull her back over his thick 
inflated cock like slipping an oil-filled sleeve over a huge muscular arm. 
His eyes still bulged wide at the spectacle of her beautiful body kneeling 
and twisting before him in wild, uncontrolled ecstasy as he drove forward 
with mighty thrusts that fucked deep up into her cock-stretched asshole.


"Gaaaahd!" she groaned helplessly, uncaring, but paused only a second before 
she began to fuck back again in time to the humping man's continuous rhythm. 
Suddenly, Mitzi felt a hand groping out of nowhere at one of her wildly 
jiggling breasts, teasing the sensitive tip with light fingers. A rush of 
surprised delight coursed through her at the extra pleasure and touch. Then 
she was vaguely conscious of someone else moving up to just in front of her 
head.


"Here, baby, here's something else for you!" a passion-thick male voice said 
above her. She opened her blue eyes as though out of sleep and saw a long, 
rigid penis jutting out from the hand that encircled its base, the tip only 
a few inches from her face. It was throbbing and ready but looked far more 
delicious than frightening to her. She actually wanted it, but how?


"Suck me honey, just the way Helen's sucking the guy over there," the voice 
instructed greedily.


"Go ahead, go ahead and suck him while I fuck your asshole!" Bill panted 
excitedly as he labored on behind her.


She knew that this was a moment she should dread, but now, after all that 
had happened lately and so far this evening, it seemed a little silly to 
refuse. She was not even sure what she should do but the stranger's cock 
looked nice and she had already made up her mind to go all the way to save 
her marriage. Across the dock she could hear the sound of her own husband's 
ever building ecstasy and managed to smile to herself as she thought of the 
shock he would receive when he finally saw his own pure little wife being 
fucked by two men from both ends at once.


Mitzi was amazed at her own boldness as she continued to grind her buttocks 
back to meet Bill Watson's heavily pounding fucks into her now hungrily 
engulfing rectum as well as she possibly could and at the same time bend up 
her arm to touch the cock in front of her. With both elbows still supporting 
her, she pulled gently on the throbbing rod with one hand until the unknown 
man responded by moving forward on his knees until her lips were a bare inch 
away from the blood-filled head. She opened her mouth and breathed softly 
against it, allowing her hot breath to flow over the tip with a maddening 
slowness.


"Come on, suck it, suck it now," the blonde heard him groan. She taunted him 
a bit longer and then, as she skinned back the tiny bit of loose flesh just 
below the glans her tongue flicked out, the pointed tip coming into warm wet 
contact with the end of his cock. She circled around the smooth rubbery 
flesh as the stranger moaned and twisted over her from the teasing she was 
giving him. The tip of her slowly exploring tongue found the small vertical 
opening of the gland and darted wetly into it. It was already moist from the 
tiny droplets of seminal fluid seeping out from his rising desire. The sharp 
pungent taste and male odor caused her mouth to salivate and her nostrils to 
flare slightly into greater desire. Her hand slid to the base of the hard 
cock, pushing it aside, and she gently grazed her nails over the soft, hairy 
flesh of his testicles.


She began to place moist warm kisses on the man's penis, beginning at the 
top and tracing a tantalizing path down the full length of it to the base. 
Then wetly back up to the tip she licked again. Mitzi teased longer than she 
knew she should, but she was thoroughly rattled from the heavy cock fucking 
up into her back passage from behind, and even in her dazed state, found it 
difficult to take him voluntarily into her mouth.


But Lee Lynn was unable to wait. With the sudden strength of a bull, he 
reached down with his hands and grabbed two fistfuls of her long flowing 
blonde hair, ramming his loins forward at her face. Mitzi resisted at first, 
doubts springing up wildly in her mind, but it was too late to struggle. The 
thick spongy cock slipped through her wetly glistening lips, between the 
pearly whiteness of her teeth and on into the warm, wet moistness of her 
mouth. She could feel the spongy stiffness rub along the full length of her 
tongue and push itself almost all the way back into her throat. She closed 
her eyes again and wishes that she could swallow the whole of the hugely 
throbbing cock, filling her mouth with its pulsing thickness and protruding 
from her lips like a huge live banana.


"Oooh, yes, that's gooood, but suck harder, please harrrrder," Lee hissed 
down at her with selfish ardor until she began to pump her mouth hotly up 
and down on him, her pinkly ovaled lips tightening for greater suction as 
she drew them all the way back to the desire-swollen head.


* * *


It was taking Carter Bramwel forever to cum. Even though Helen Watson, their 
host's wife, had given him the best blow job of his life, his concentration 
had been interrupted several times by distracting gasps and other sounds 
coming from a few feet away on the boat dock. It had sounded like a woman in 
pain, then sometimes as though she were insane with bursts of flaming erotic 
bliss. And he had heard male sounds, harsh commands and obscene grunts of 
satisfaction that he had been too impassioned to hear clearly enough to 
interpret. Helen was sucking his cock like a whore gone mad trying to get 
him to cum. When that didn't work she would use her hand until her hand was 
sore. She had been doing this for over an hour and a half and Carter knew 
she was groaning and pleading for him to cum in her mouth or to fuck her 
cunt now. Carter was thinking too hard about Mitzi though, and wondering 
where she was. She had gone with him and play-acted, pretending not to get 
ruffled when the regular members got brazen and down to serious business. 
Nor had she made any trouble when he and Helen had left the house. Maybe she 
was getting fucked or, or her cunt licked by some guy right now. God, he'd 
like to watch the guy doing it to her, see her screaming in passion beneath 
the nakedly fucking body of another man!


"Carter, darling, what's wrong?" Helen Watson crooned into his thoughts. 
"God, you're so hard! Why don't you fuck me with it?"


"I-I was just resting a second," Carter answered, blinking open his eyes to 
gaze momentarily at the impatient woman.


"Boy, you must be tired. Look over there at your wife. She isn't tired. Not 
the way she's going at it," she said with a wicked little grin as she looked 
down the dock.


God almighty, it was Mitzi! His wife! She was being fucked like a hot little 
whore between Bill Watson and a man he had never seen before, grinding and 
grinding her hotly clinging little asshole back against one and then bobbing 
her blonde-tressed head forward to get all she could of the other guy's cock 
in her mouth. Carter Bramwel lifted his head and turned on his side to take 
a long, careful look at the nakedly writhing trio, to make absolutely 
certain that his eyes were not playing a horrible trick on him. No, he was 
not hallucinating. He was seeing something really there. His wife's face was 
twisted with lust and her mouth was stretched and contorted almost beyond 
recognition by the girth of the lewd, lust-hardened cock fucking into it. 
There was no doubt in his mind that it was his very own wife being 
sandwich-fucked obscenely between the pair of sex-crazed men. And she seemed 
to like it! And to think, he had been worried about her, afraid that she 
might be off crying or pouting somewhere!


He remembered how jealous he had been when she had told him about being seen 
naked by other guys and how she was actually being screwed shitless by two 
complete strangers they'd never met before tonight. But there was no 
jealousy now. There she was, mumbling and crooning with a wild, abandoned 
sexual ecstasy and he was getting turned on by her moans of passion and her 
nakedly writhing body.


"Oh god, I wish I was getting fucked like that!" Helen Watson groaned as she 
too strained her eyes for a clear view of the lurid, three-way performance. 
When she suddenly swiveled back to Carter and reached out to pull his face 
down towards her yearning groin, he pushed her aside and sitting upright on 
the dock forced her mouth with his hands behind her head down over his 
heavily burgeoning cock.


God, he was getting excited, and he wanted her to suck him while he watched 
the other two guys fucking his wife senseless between them. He wished the 
light were brighter and he could see every detail. It was obvious that 
Bill's cock was unnaturally big and was stretching the helplessly impaled 
Mitzi's tight virginal little asshole to impossible dimensions as the man 
fucked in and out wildly between the smoothly yielding cheeks of her 
buttocks. And the other guy was fucking brutally into her rounded stretched 
mouth, arching up his hips to sink all he could of himself all the way into 
her throat when his wife was thrown forwards by a heavy buttock-flattening 
fuck up into her from behind.


Mitzi's eyes were still closed and she was numb to everything around her 
except the lust-hardened cocks skewering into her at both ends. She did not 
notice the sudden brightness on the dock or hear the snap of the switch that 
caused it. Cranking his head around Carter, Lee Lynn was startled at the 
sight of Carol standing naked and tousled on the dock. Her eyes were fixed 
in disbelief on the three crazed interlocked bodies of Bill, Mitzi and her 
husband, Lee Lynn. The dumbfounded brunette stared at the orgy as if she 
were seeing a mirage, just as Carter had at first. Then she turned slightly 
to toss a questioning, puzzled glance at him and the still hotly sucking 
woman kneeling between his legs.


"Well, what have we here?" Carol asked in a low, conspiratorial tone. She 
was visibly flustered but there was also a hint of gloating glee in her walk 
as she crossed over to sit beside Carter and Helen to watch the wildly 
voluptuous Mitzi Bramwel being fucked half out of her mind between the two 
men.


"Seems you're surprised too, seeing Mitzi like that," Carter whispered to 
Carol. But his big-breasted neighbor merely snorted and slowly shook her 
head back and forth to show that the lovely blonde's behavior was not the 
basic reason at all for Carol's obvious surprise.


"That's Lee, my virtuous little husband, the guy who's screwing your 
virtuous little wife in her mouth. Just in case you didn't know," Carol 
said. "I could kick myself for worrying so much about whether he'd find out 
that I've been getting fucked regularly when he's gone. God, look at him 
go!"


"Hey, you mean you really didn't know who he is?" Helen asked the astonished 
Carter, elbowing him as she giggled over what seemed to be a hilarious joke 
to her.


"I've never met him and...." his speech was cut short by loud thrashing and 
a long groan of agony-like passion from the far side of the dock. They all 
turned to watch intently as the two men suddenly sped up the pace of their 
double fucking into Mitzi's voluptuously curved body. From where he was 
sitting, Carter could plainly hear the rasping sound of heavy, coarse male 
breathing quickening and becoming more and more excited by the second. God, 
he wanted to fuck her now, too. He wanted to make her respond just as she 
was now to show her that he could do just as well. The thought alone of 
kissing and touching her silky white flesh made his loins ache with renewed 
desire.


"Aaaaah," Bill moaned as Mitzi felt her thighs and buttocks swept wide apart 
by one last ass-crushing lunge. The huge, lust-extended cock fucked as far 
as it could go up into her hotly engulfing belly. It began to jerk and spew 
out its fiery-hot liquid deep up inside her. She felt the lewd cum filling 
her asshole with a great rush as it flooded hotly into her, almost drowning 
her bowels. Then there were several convulsive little jerks of his groin up 
against the pelvis-flattened moons of her buttocks. With that, something 
strange began to take place in her own loins, a beautiful, electric, 
thrilling sensation that gathered in her nerves and threatened to burst 
them, building, closer and closer, faster and sharper.


She mumbled around the cock in her mouth and grunted in desperation as she 
fucked back wildly against the one still spewing out its hot, liquid sperm 
deep up inside her cock-filled rectum.


Then it happened for her!


She felt the glorious tremor of her own orgasm sweep through her nakedly 
perspiring body. Her pussy walls flowered open wide with warm flowing gushes 
of the heated cunt fluid of her cumming. Then, suddenly she felt the man 
behind her collapse backwards. His sperm-drained penis popping out of her 
forever stretched rectum with a lewd wet popping sound that all around could 
hear. She still had the other stranger's cock in her mouth and wanted it to 
erupt in her throat and fill her hungrily yearning belly to the bursting. 
She continued to slide her saliva-heated mouth like a warm wet glove over 
the lasciviously thrusting shaft and lick the smooth spongy head with her 
tongue on the outstroke. Any second now he would cum back in her throat, she 
could sense it, and the mere thought brought on fresh waves of lust inside 
her already cum-drenched belly.


She sucked faster to keep pace with his ever-increasing tempo of thrusts. 
Lee looked down at the lust-wild female's beautiful face and plunged his 
cock harder, deep, deep between her 'o'-shaped lips and on down into her 
velvety enveloping throat. Mitzi bobbed her head frantically up and down 
until the long cock began a sudden spasmodic motion. She felt his hands 
shoot forward to press both sides of the cheeks of her mouth tighter to it.


"Ooooh, Christ!" he swore as his cock jerked suddenly like a living thing 
and squirted hot jets of sperm deep in her hungrily working throat. Mitzi 
still sucked, swallowing the gushing cum, her neck constricting with the 
effort. But she continued on, swirling her bruised tongue around the cock 
head to wipe him completely dry. His groans of pleasure slowly simmered to 
less noisy moans of contentment, his hands no longer pressing against her 
cheeks. Then she felt the big penis give one final spurt of the last 
remaining cum that sprayed far back against her tonsils. It was the last of 
the precious load as he pulled it free from her reluctantly releasing lips, 
now appearing like a cream-coated banana.


She had taken on and drained the sperm from two men together but her body 
still wanted more. More cocks to fuck her, more cocks to suck. Her newly 
awakened senses were wonderfully sharp and anxious to enjoy all the sexual 
pleasure she could get.


She continued to kneel there on the wooden dock, supported by her elbows and 
knees as her entire body quivered as though with fever. Thin trails of 
cooling sperm were still running lewdly out of her wide-stretched anus and 
down the whitely trembling insides of her thighs. Several droplets of Lee 
Lynn's cum drained slowly down her chin. She kept her eyes tightly closed in 
order to cling to the little eddies of erotic joy that still ran through her 
from head to foot. She could hear the heavy, labored breathing of the two 
men who had used her nakedly kneeling body to vent out their own pent-up 
sexual desires on. A wanton shudder coursed through her limbs as she found 
herself wondering if they would be able to do it again to her in a few 
minutes.


"Marvelous, marvelous!" Carol cheered as she clapped her hands together in 
applause. Mitzi felt instant pulverizing shock and froze, not daring to 
breathe or open her eyes. Good lord, she had forgotten about Carter! He must 
have seen everything that had happened towards the last for surely he had 
cum long ago from Helen Watson's sucking of him. The blonde had wanted to 
let him watch another man fucking her, but not to half-shock her own husband 
to death with the sight of her rutting between two men like a wild female 
animal.


"Huh?" Lee mumbled as he lifted his head and batted his eyes open and shut 
against the sudden bright light. He had been lying there panting, catching 
his breath with his eyes closed as well, when the familiar sound of his 
wife's voice reached his ears and it immediately occurred to him that she 
might be angry. Hell, she had not even known he was home. It must have 
surprised her to say the least! Here he was with his beautiful young 
neighbor, naked and exhausted.


"I said that was marvelous, darling, quite a show," Carol repeated. "You're 
all to be congratulated."


"Jeez, thanks, Carol," Bill Watson wheezed, grinning from ear to ear. 
"That's a helluva compliment coming from you." The one-eyed man looked from 
face to face, nodding and smiling at everyone as though he alone was the 
hero of the evening and had somehow miraculously designed and engineered the 
very basis of the human sex drive and all of its variations.


At last, Mitzi dared to open her eyes and was further shocked to discover 
that the dock lights were on. Oh no, she groaned inwardly, Carter must have 
seen every vile, shameless detail of the three-way coupling. He must have 
seen her writhing and sucking like the whore he had called her. She could 
not think of any way to prove to him now that she really had been loyal and 
faithful to him until tonight. He had actually witnessed her first and only 
infidelity, but he would never believe it now. God, why hadn't she just done 
it in front of him the normal way with one guy the first time!


Her rectum still throbbing from the wild, animal-like fucking she had 
received from Bill Watson, Mitzi relaxed her legs and lifted herself to a 
sitting position. At first she could not bring herself to face the others, 
but she knew she had to eventually and now was as good a time as any.


After composing her face as well as she could, Mitzi looked across the dock 
and saw Carter, Helen and Carol sitting just as she was on the dock. Helen 
walked slowly forward, with Carter, the usual blank expression on her face. 
She occasionally rubbed the insides of her nicely-formed thighs with the 
palms of her hands in an absent-minded way. Carol was gazing at her, Mitzi, 
and the two other men beside her with a sly, pleased smile on her face. The 
kind of smile a woman often gives when she has been proven right or has had 
the last word in a dispute. As for Carter, Mitzi saw that he was looking at 
her, but not directly, for there was a strange glint in his eyes and he 
seemed to be thinking-yet, strangely obsessed. Although their eyes met, it 
was as though he was not conscious of her actual presence at that exact 
moment.


Mitzi lowered her gaze and was amazed to see that her husband's penis was 
standing up in erection. It jerked every so often from the excitement of 
whatever he was thinking.


* * *


A few minutes earlier, Carter had been in a hypnotic trance. The scene of 
his nakedly writhing wife being fucked out of her mind between these two 
other men, was just too much.


His head could still hear her mumbling, muffled mewls of pleasure and the 
lewd, moist sounds of wetness as they fucked into and out of her from both 
ends. He could not care about anything but Mitzi, her exquisite body, and 
how he wanted to run over on the dock and ram his aching tortured cock into 
her anywhere he could. He was completely berserk with the sheer carnal 
pleasure of the savage fucking she was getting from two complete strangers, 
men he had never seen before this evening. He thought that she must be with 
old sex-buddies who had probably fucked her like this before, maybe even in 
his own bed.


Carter gritted his teeth and felt tiny streams of sweat rolling down his 
forehead as he sat there with Helen Watson's hungry little mouth locked 
tightly around his cock. He wanted to cry, to scream out and yank his wife's 
insatiable body from between them, but he could not move. His cock ached and 
throbbed to be inside her mouth or her warm, clasping pussy instead of where 
it was now. He wanted it jammed up her tight, hot rubbery rectal passage.


Unconsciously, he began to stroke Helen Watson's head over his own bone hard 
penis, sliding her tightly closed lips up and down the length of it, 
following the rhythm of the merciless fucking his own wife was receiving 
right in front of his eyes. Faster and faster he fucked his thick cock up 
into her slavishly sucking mouth, feeling the semen oozing from the tip and 
seep down to lubricate further the lip-fucking action. He saw his wife 
lolling limply between the other two men, allowing herself to be used and 
fucked as they wanted. Then she lost complete control of herself and ground 
and writhed wildly back and forth to receive the full benefit of the dually 
punishing rods. Her firm white breasts jiggled and shook below her heaving 
chest as though they were being tugged on by strings attached to the pink 
stiff nipples.


Carter's orgasm thundered in his balls and began to spread out through his 
groin, ready to explode up into Helen Watson's greedily working mouth.


And then it happened!


His hard cock pulsed and his legs stiffened out straight as the first charge 
of white thick sperm shot out of the end of the tip at least eight inches 
into the depths of her throat. The first was followed by a series of faster, 
shorter spurts that gushed back out of her tightly locked lips from the 
force of the pressure and ran down over his heavily dancing balls below.


"Aaaaggghhh," he groaned only half-humanly as his cumming seized his 
nerve-ends and reduced him to a twitching mass of sinew and muscle.


"Here you have three women, hot to go and you sit there and waste it all in 
my mouth," Helen lifted her cum-smeared lips from his deflating cock and 
teased up at the hypnotized Carter. He snapped up his head with a sudden 
start and looked at her, embarrassed as he suddenly realized that he had 
been fantasizing. He had been reliving in his mind what he had seen beside 
them. He did not even understand why.


"You're not too much good as a member if you don't give us girls something 
back for what you get," Helen teased on, an impish little grin on her face.


"Oh shut up, Helen," Carol said with authority, faking a look of stern 
impatience on her face to lend weight to her statement. "You sound like an 
ass. Besides you obviously don't understand the real reason why Carter just 
did what he did."


"Who cares why? I just want my turn, too," Helen responded, "at least he 
could have done it in a sixty-nine position!"


"He's never seen his wife fucked by another man before and didn't know she 
was capable of enjoying it as much as she obviously did," Carol said. Helen 
hung her head as he turned his gaze to Carol as if for approavl, his frown 
changing to an expression of self-satisfaction when the buxom brunette 
smiled and winked furtively at him to endorse his treatment of the 
hot-pussyed woman sitting next to him.


Mitzi had been just as astounded as Helen when she had seen him manipulate 
Helen Watson's head almost brutally right there in front of everyone. To 
her, it had seemed like he had been in a trance and that she had been, 
somehow, an object in his mind rather than the real person she was, sitting 
there to his side. But Carol's remark about the reason why Carter had 
suddenly lost his senses so openly triggered Mitzi's mind.


Carter said meekly, a sheepish look weakening the strong, clean lines of his 
handsome face, "Believe me, I'm sorry. I guess I lost track. I could see 
Mitzi still doing what she did."


"And it got you so hot and bothered," Carol chimed in. "Listen, don't worry 
about it. Everybody joins the group for a different reason. Sometimes people 
come just for kicks, while others come to work out problems they're having 
at home in bed with husbands or wives. The people with problems usually wind 
up coming for kicks too, later. It all works out." Her voice was soft and 
reassuring, but even though Carter was obviously calmed a little by her 
logical explanation, he still wore the guilty look a little boy has who has 
just been caught with his hand deep in the cookie jar.


"But Helen was right, I was selfish," Carter persisted. Then glancing across 
the room at Mitzi he added, "Now that I think of it, I've been pretty damned 
selfish all along, haven't I?"


"Oh, darling," Mitzi cried as she rose suddenly and hurried across to where 
her distressed husband was seated with the look of dejection on his face 
that often follows a humiliating revelation about oneself. Carol moved 
instinctively to give the blonde room to sit down beside Carter and comfort 
him. She smiled to herself as she watched Mitzi smooth back his hair and 
lean against his shoulder like an innocent kitten.


"I really am sorry, honey," Carter continued to apologize. "I never stopped 
to think about how you felt about sex and everything else in our marriage."


"Oh, Carter, I'm sorry. How can you ever forgive me for what I did tonight?" 
Mitzi sobbed, overcome with shame as well as genuine sympathy for the hurt 
he must have felt while watching her being fucked like a street-whore by 
Bill and that other man. She nuzzled closer and kissed his neck between 
choking sobs of pity and shame.


"Come on, kids, pull yourselves together," Carol interrupted after a moment. 
"People in love tend to get upset at their first session, that's all. Lee 
and I will come over tomorrow and have a long talk with you, won't we, 
love?"


"Of course, but I think we ought to have a little chat ourselves in the 
meantime," Lee grinned coyly at his naked wife. "It seems that we've been 
sneaking around needlessly, while we could have been having fun and games 
together right out in the open."


"Maybe we have been silly, too, then," Carol beamed.


"Hey, what's going on in here, a funeral?" a naked man asked as he entered 
the room. He was about Carter's age, husky but not as solidly and 
symmetrically built, and his facial features were rather bland by 
comparison. "Cindy over there," he pointed, "wore me out for a while. But 
now I'm rested up and ready for seconds, if anyone's interested."


"I am," Helen announced.


"Hold your horses, you'll get your share," Carol broke in. "Everyone, this 
is Tom. He is a very active member in the club," Carol laughed.


Carter saw Tom staring rapaciously at Mitzi and noticed that the man's penis 
was jerking to semi-erection from just seeing her lushly rounded hips and 
firmly sloping breasts for the first time.


"Honey, let's go into the house for a few minutes. I want to talk private," 
Carter whispered softly in her ear, anxious to learn the truth before things 
got out of hand again.


"All right, anything you want, darling," she agreed softly in return, drying 
her eyes with the back of her hand as she allowed Carter to help her up to a 
standing position.


"Where are you going?" Tom asked with disappointment evident in his tone.


"Not that it's any of your business, buddy, but we're leaving to have a 
short private talk," Carter said without bothering to look back as he and 
Mitzi made their exit and turned towards the house. Carter gripped her arm 
about a dozen feet further on and they stopped to face each other a few 
seconds, their eyes only inches apart and filled with questions.


"Mitzi tell me the truth. Have you let other guys here fuck you while I've 
been away?"


"I've tried to tell you. I just wanted to hurt you after I saw you on the 
beach with Carol. I wanted to hurt you, just to hurt you, I lied about the 
men. Honest, darling, it's the truth!"


"And this was your first meeting?" Carter demanded to know.


"Yes, of course, and I've never, never taken my panties off for another 
man," she cried, "not until tonight." Mitzi felt the hopelessness of trying 
to convince him and wept freely now. Her limbs were shaking violently with 
the force of her utter despair. She found it hard to believe that Carter 
reached out his arms to enfold her in his, drawing her close so that their 
naked flesh molded warmly together like one body.


"It's okay, everything is okay now," he sighed with relief as the truth 
flooded his brain and he fully understood why she had led him to believe 
that she had been playing around. Yes, everything seemed to be okay.


"Carter, I want to go home," she said, still sniffling as she gazed up at 
him. My clothes are in the closet there," she said with a tip of her head 
towards the end of the hall. "I'll get them and get dressed while you get 
yours. All right?"


"Yeah, it's all right with mc" he smiled broadly, kissing her on the 
forehead before he returned to find his clothes which were everywhere.


Back in the house, he saw that the remaining pair of women were not being 
bashful about preparing the three willing males for another heated round of 
orgiastic pleasure. Carter gathered up his strewn clothes as quietly as he 
could and was just on the verge of leaving them to their vices when Carol 
raised her head from Bill's flanks and said: "So you're leaving us. Well, if 
things go the way I think they will, we'll have other chances to get 
together soon, I hope, and don't forget about our talk tomorrow."


"I won't," Carter promised. "Have fun. But she never heard his last remark 
as Bill Watson had reached forward and pulled her back down by her long 
brunette hair to his heavily hardened groin.


Mitzi was still smoothing her hair and dressed only in her bra and panties 
when Carter returned with his clothes draped over his forearm. He pulled on 
his clothes. It seemed as though she wanted to erase her unfaithfulness by 
being neat and sweet again, fully clothed.


"Come on, I thought you wanted to go home," Carter urged.


"I'm ready, darling," she replied as she patted her hair once more and 
reached out for his arm. "Are you sure you believe me and you're not mad 
anymore?"


"Yes, yes, you little idiot, I'm sure, but I'm may beat you if you keep me 
waiting any longer. It's been a strenuous evening and I think we need a 
little sleep, at home in our own bed," he smiled as he gave her another 
peck.


As they passed the open entrance to the backyard, they both paused 
automatically to look inside. Things were in full swing again with all five 
of the sex-starved club members on the dock, entangled in each other's 
passion-crazed bodies in wild, crazy positions. It was an unidentifiable 
mass of breasts, thighs, cunts and cocks, so that it was impossible to tell 
which genitals were attached to which bodies. They were accepting and 
feasting on whichever flesh was closest and Carter admitted to himself that 
he felt a pang of regret that he and Mitzi were not going to stay and join 
in on what looked as exciting, if not more so, than what had happened while 
they were still out there, undressed, playing too.


"We'll talk about it tomorrow," Mitzi cooed as though she had read his 
thoughts. Carter tightened his arm around her waist as they made their way 
down the dimly lighted corridor.


CHAPTER SEVEN


The house was quiet the next morning as Mitzi reached out for Carter's body. 
She popped her eyes open and realized that his side of the bed was vacant.


It was then that she heard him whistling merrily in the kitchen, running 
water and cursing good-naturedly at something, something that seemed to 
amuse him. Mitzi glimpsed quickly at the clock on the nightstand and fell 
back with a sigh of relief when she saw that it was twenty minutes yet 
before the alarm-bell was set to go off. It was like him, she thought 
happily to jump out of bed early on a sunny morning such as this. 
Physically, he was a dynamo and nothing seemed to phase his fit, tireless 
body. Now that she was secure in the knowledge that he was there, bustling 
cheerily about in the kitchen, she could relax and just lie there in bed 
without bothering to think.


Not that she could anyway. It was exceptionally hot in the room as she lay 
there.


"Hey, so you're finally awake," Carter greeted her jubilantly as he suddenly 
appeared in the doorway, precariously balancing two full cups of coffee in 
his hands. His white dress shirt was open at the throat and he was in his 
stocking-feet, his cheeks rosy and eyes bright with the elation he obviously 
felt. "Aren't you going to get up and fix my breakfast? It's getting late, 
you know?"


"Oh? Look at the clock and you'll see that it's early," she fired back, the 
beginning of a long suffering but loving smile on her face. "And what about 
the airconditioner, you silly frump, did you even notice that it's not 
working?"


"Damn!" he exclaimed, throwing back his head with his mouth agape, "I forgot 
to turn it on. I meant to, honey. I'm just too happy this morning to think 
of everything. I'm only human, you know, and sometimes I make mistakes."


"Well, I'm human too. And I am burning to de'ath," Mitzi said teasingly, and 
tossing away the sheet. Despite her discomfort, she was happy to see him so 
full of life and cheer. After they had crawled into bed, she had lain awake 
for awhile and dreaded the morning, when they would both be cold sober and 
fully aware of what had actually taken place. But Carter's bright, gay mood 
seemed to lift up the burden of worry and she was truly grateful.


"Here, drink this while I go turn the cooler on full blast," he said as he 
handed her a cup of coffee and then turned to leave.


"Carter...." Mitzi said sweetly.


"Yeah, what?" he frowned, halting dead in his tracks. "Wait a second while I 
turn on some cool air. Be right back and I'll listen all day if you want me 
to."


"I just wanted to say I love you," she shouted out after him as he tromped 
down the hall towards the control panel on the wall just outside the 
kitchen. She heard footsteps stop for a second and then hurry on faster than 
before.


It was ten minutes later and the kitchen was cozy and cool as they sat 
across the breakfast table, sipping on their third cup of coffee. After 
apologizing profusely over and over for neglecting to turn the 
airconditioner on for her. Carter had just sat there gazing at Mitzi with an 
intense, mysteriously rekindled devotion burning in his hazelish eyes. Then, 
hesitantly at first, he had broached the subject of the night before. To her 
relief, he seemed to be anything but angered by the memory. On the contrary, 
his concern for how she had felt during the whole episode seemed to be his 
major interest.


"Be honest, you were half driven out of your mind with two guys fucking you 
at the same time, weren't you, honey?" he asked again as he leaned forward 
in undisguised anticipation of her answer.


"Golly, Carter, you're putting me in a heck of a tough spot," she replied 
softly as she dropped her eyes to avoid his own. "You saw what happened, how 
I acted.


"Man, did I ever! I thought you were going to go crazy any minute," he 
enthused, "and I've got to admit I damned near did too from just watching. 
By God, honey, I always knew, I just knew you had it in you. My only regret 
is that I was so self-centered and demanding that I stifled your natural 
talents to the point where we were both screwed up."


"It was both our faults, really, but now I'm not worried at all," she said 
tenderly. "Last night was just a beginning for us, now that we understand 
each other's needs. This morning, I'm willing to stake my life on a bet that 
we'll still be the happiest married couple on earth a hundred years from 
now!"


"Only a damned fool would take a bet we'll live that long. Especially if he 
knew what a little tigress you are under the right circumstances," Carter 
howled gleefully as he slammed his hand down on the table to punctuate the 
strength of his certainty. Although he had not wholly understood her 
meaning, she threw back her head and laughed with him. Because she was so 
elated to see him coming out of himself. For a while, it seemed that he was 
more of a detriment to their marriage than his absence had been. But now 
that they were able to talk honestly with each other, the future seemed 
wonderfully bright and not the ominous blank that had loomed before them 
only yesterday.


"Yep, I guess you're right again, just as always," Mitzi agreed, giggling 
gaily as her golden hair shimmered in the morning sunlight and she threw up 
her arms in a gesture of defeat. "Even I wouldn't take such a dumb bet."


Carter's pulse leaped erratically in his temple as he looked hungrily at the 
soft deep valley between her lush young breasts. Her robe had come open at 
the neck when she had thrown up her arms and he could imagine how pert and 
pink her nipples were under the fabric of the garment. And an odd floating 
feeling seized him as he remembered how they had quivered and danced at the 
tips of her fleshy white gloves when those two men had fucked into her from 
both ends at the same time on the dock just last night. God, he must be some 
kind of pervert, he thought, for the mental image itself was enough to make 
his penis harden in his pants. Still smiling at her, he slowly eased his 
right hand off the table and reached down to touch his thick, rising length. 
It was as hard as a rock and he thought fleetingly of calling the office to 
say he would be late that morning. Hell, anything could be an excuse to stay 
home long enough for a quick piece of luscious ass.


"Carter, I know I shouldn't be, but I'm glad that things turned out as they 
did at the Watson's last night," she said buoyantly, interrupting his 
stimulating memory of her naked body being fucked within an inch of its life 
by rampantly skewering cocks and the warm, obscenely exciting cum that had 
flowed so hotly from her mouth and her well-fucked rectum.


"Me too," he said suddenly, forcing out the words. His penis was bulging and 
throbbing with the desire to rip up into her soft belly. He had to have her, 
to make her scream out with joy and abandon as she had probably yearned to 
do last night. But there was not time now. Tonight, though, as soon as he 
got home, he would give her a fucking that would make last evening's orgy 
look puny by comparison. He would show his sexy little nymph of a wife what 
a grand thrill a woman could feel with just one cock in her, one big cock 
with the right man behind it!


"Darling, don't you think you'd better get going? You've only got fifteen 
minutes to get to work."


"Wow, you're right!" Carter said as he looked at his watch and darted up 
from the table. Mitzi saw the massive bulge in his trousers and bit her 
tongue to suppress the girlish giggle that suddenly rose to her throat. 
Heavens, it was not quite eight-thirty in the morning and he was already 
hard, she chuckled to herself. Then she began to understand a little more 
why he had been so cheerful and happy all morning. Yes, he was happy because 
they were closer, just as she was. She felt a tickling amusement in her mind 
as she realized the greatest cause of his chipper attitude. Their sesson 
with the swap group had aroused him more than she had thought. But then, 
despite everything, she could not honestly blame him. She was still feeling 
the effects herself, now that she thought about it.


"Listen when Carol and her husband come over for that talk, don't forget to 
ask them when and where the next meeting's going to be," Carter reminded as 
he adjusted his tie and slipped on his coat. "We can't afford to miss it."


"But, darling are you sure we should?" she asked in a serious tone as she 
helped him find the car key.


"Are you kidding? Of course we should! It worked didn't it? But let's 
discuss it later. I've got to run or they might dock my pay for being a few 
minutes late." he said back at her as he descended the stairs three at a 
time. The front door slammed shut and he was gone. The house was silent 
again, as though his departure had stolen the life and personality out of 
the rooms.


She heard the car engine sputter, catch, then roar like a beast from sleep. 
She walked back to the bedroom to watch out the window as he backed out of 
the driveway into the glaring hot street. Then she heard the gears crunch 
into place and saw the car lurch forward, its rear tires spinning wildly and 
fishtailing as it sped out of sight.


The Lynn's arrived shortly after lunchtime. After Carol formally introduced 
Lee and Mitzi, the man whom the blonde now knew was Carol's husband, they 
came in the front door.


"Have a seat and I'll get you both a tall glass of beer," Mitzi said 
graciously as she headed towards the kitchen for three glasses. A few 
minutes later, she and the Lynn's were settled in the living room drinking 
beer and talking amiably about the weather and other incidentals. Finally 
Lee set his glass down on the table next to his chair and changed his 
expression to one of seriousness.


"Well, let's get down to business. Let's get on with what we came over to 
talk about," he said with a straight face.


Mitzi listened with every last iota of concentration she had as he expressed 
what he and Carol agreed were the differences between plain old everyday sex 
and the kind of sex that one could enjoy as the result of an enlightened 
attitude. He explained in intelligent terms that a great majority of modern 
day people were being cheated out of natural pleasure because of fear and 
certain crippling Victorian morals that they clung to. Even though those 
morals were no longer applicable to the pace and mood of contemporary 
living. Continuing, he remarked on the criminal shame it was that certain 
people whom the cripples themselves called "sick" and


"perverted" were driven underground and forced to live as fugitives from the 
irrational wrath of the public. When he paused for a moment, his buxom wife 
broke in and filled the silence with a statement that staggered Mitzi for a 
moment, until Carol noticed and repeated it to drive in her point.


"Yes, it's true," Carol said in earnest, "all three of us, and even your own 
husband, are almost as maimed as the average upright citizen by these stupid 
out dated morals we cling to. Take yourself, Mitzi, weren't you-scared to 
death of a man's penis until last night? Until you found out what they are 
really for?"


"Yes, I guess so," Mitzi admitted uncertainly.


"Yeah, and you found out how to use certain other places you have, didn't 
you?" Lee joked crudely. Then, his face turning back to seriousness again, 
he spoke in support of what his voluptuous wife had said a moment before.


"As a prime example, look at Carol and me. We've been sneaking around behind 
each other's backs to jump into bed with other sex-partners. It's hard 
sometimes to tell each other's thoughts and feelings apart. We've been 
around the world together, been broke and rich together, and yet we were 
still limping along like fools, as far as sex is concerned, until last night 
when we saw each other in action and sat down later, at home to have the 
talk we should have had long before, we didn't even know each other. We 
found out that we didn't have to sneak and lie about sleeping with other 
people. We talked and found all along our one big problem was that we hadn't 
had the courage to be honest with each other. Now we can have our fun 
together and feel free."


Mitzi smiled warmly at Lee hoping that he would truly understand how 
grateful she was for the things he had said. God knows, they must be true. 
Just last night's session at the Watson's had improved her relations with 
Carter so much that they seemed to be happier and more secure in each other 
than ever before. Sex had been both the problem and the means to what seemed 
to be a signpost leading toward an ultimate, hopefully lasting solution.


"Oh, in case you're interested, we'd both consider ourselves lucky if you 
and Carter decide to stay on as regular members in the group," Lee said 
convincingly. "And if your performance last night was any indication of the 
inate talents you have I'd really feel fortunate."


"Feel as grateful as you like, but remember the rules," Carol smirked. "You 
can't become a member until you dig up some willing chick to join you. I 
don't have anything to worry about on that score, if you recall last night. 
I'm already qualified." Mitzi detected a tone of sarcasm in Carol's voice, 
almost a shrewish rasping quality. It was one that she had never heard 
before and sounded like jealousy and the last thing she would expect from 
Carol.


Mitzi's face flushed with color as she allowed her mind to picture again the 
events of the previous night. Lee had rammed his pulsing cock in her mouth 
and she had willingly sucked it, had swallowed his sperm, all of it, and 
then wanted more!


Against her will she dropped her eyes to his groin finally was both shocked 
and pleased when she saw that his trousers were standing up like a tent from 
his pubic region as he stared at her. He was not only looking at her, but 
looking in her lap. His eyes were roving back and forth along the expanse of 
bare thigh that was showing below her short skirt. Then their eyes met again 
and, as if by unspoken mutual consent, they both knew that they would make 
love together when the first chance came along.


"Carter asked me to be sure to find out when and where the next meeting is 
going to be," she managed to say at last her face still flushed with 
excitement and natural embarrassment. "He definitely wants us to attend."


"Great!" Lee grinned, "because last night Carol and I were talking about 
having it at our house. We were thinking about next Monday night, at say 
nine o'clock," he continued after a moment, "I have to get back on my sales 
route by Wednesday morning."


"It should be interesting too," Carol said, "for at least one new couple is 
slated to attend. You and Carter will feel like old timers."


"Well, I doubt that, but as far as I know, we'll be there," Mitzi nodded. 
Actually she was positive they would be there, from how Lee had behaved in 
front of her just now. Her big regret at the moment was that the session was 
not going to be that evening!


Mitzi stood at the huge living room window a few minutes later, waving 
goodbye to Carol and Lee as she watched them head towards their own front 
door. When they were out of sight, she turned and searched around the room 
for something to do, but everything was neat and in its proper place.


"Well, even if I am a budding nymphomaniac, I'm still a pretty good 
housewife," she said aloud in a feminine chuckle. She looked in the closet 
for something sexy to wear when Carter would return home this evening. She 
thought perhaps seemingly innocent housewives were the best nymphomaniacs 
anyway. They had now tasted sexual freedom and there was no denying that it 
seemed to agree with them.


She picked a dress that had a low neckline. It was one that was his favorite 
during the beginning of their courtship at college.


"This will do it," she thought, ' 'Something to make him fuck me crazy." J 
ust saying the word sent a spreading urgency in her loins as she pictured 
him using her nakedly spread body at will.


"Yes, something to make him fuck me good and fast, without a lot of wasted 
preliminaries." she grinned as she closed the bedroom door happily behind 
her.


CHAPTER EIGHT


"God! No wonder I couldn't wait to get home," Carter flattered, sincerely 
meaning every word as he greedily ran his eyes over his pretty wife's 
beautiful curvaceous figure. She had spent almost an hour applying just the 
right makeup and scenting herself with a musky, sexually stimulating 
perfume. The dress had been a cinch to pick out since it was his favorite, 
with the hem cut only a few inches below her panties. It showed an enticing 
abundance of bare white thigh below. .


"Hey, isn't the dress your wearing the one I liked so much in college?" 
Carter asked with hoarseness in his voice. He was unable to keep his eyes in 
one place as they scanned her legs and feasted on the daring amount of flesh 
swelling up naked at her neckline. It seemed to him that her breasts had 
grown larger during the last week, were somehow fuller and riper.


"Yes, honey, it's the same dress," she said in a casual voice.


"Damn, had I known you'd look this good all day, I'd have run home for a 
little fun during my lunch hour," he said, only half-kiddingly.


"By the way what would you like for dinner?" Mitzi purred.


"I want you."


He reached out and grabbed her to him, his lips crushing tightly down 
against hers as he held her in his powerful arms. His tongue sank its way 
between his teeth and slipped wetly into her mouth. Mitzi was not quite 
prepared for anything so sudden that she struggled a second until she 
remembered that she was no longer afraid. She began to suck on his thick 
probing tongue and a whirling sensation came over her as she thought of the 
pleasure in store for her. God, she wanted him, now!


Then, without a word, Carter almost dragged her off towards their bedroom. 
But she was not complaining, she actually felt thrilled by his urgent need, 
the same she had had all day.


When they were in the bedroom with the door still standing open from their 
entry, Carter kissed her roughly again and then pushed her backwards towards 
the bed. The edge of the mattress caught her behind the knees and the force 
of their momentum sent her sprawling flat on her back. His heavier body 
pinned her across the swaying surface of the bed. She let her thighs relax 
at once, allowing his squirming body to lodge between them. His cock was 
trapped in his trousers but tried to force itself out. In desperation, he 
rolled off her and quickly struggled out of his trousers and shorts, pulling 
them over his shoes with one motion. He mounted his weight up between her 
open thighs on top of her again. The whole undressing action had only taken 
fifteen seconds.


His penis insinuated itself up and down against the thin nylon strip of her 
panty crotchband. She could feel the wetness of the hard thick rod sliding 
in its own lubrication fluid against the soft inner hollows of her thighs. 
His head pressed down forcefully against hers, and dropped lower. She felt a 
sharp pain of his teeth biting savagely into her earlobe. She jumped 
reflexively but relaxed again immediately with a passionate sigh when she 
felt he hungry cock head throbbing down between the full rounded globes of 
her whitely curving buttocks.


Carter's pelvis began a slow grinding motion up against her own pubic mound, 
rubbing the sheer nylon band of her panties into the thin pink slit of her 
cunt. The huge rubbery head traced a wet path up and down the length of the 
satiny material until he could feel the full outline of the soft fleece 
lined lips impressed clearly through it. He moved slowly, slowly against the 
restraining band, watching with delight as the expression on her face 
changed from plain enjoyment to a slowly building raving lust. He knew that 
pride no longer, mattered to her. Now she was all woman and capable of being 
ignited by the lightest male touch.


"Get undressed," Carter ordered abruptly, panting as he rose to strip off 
the rest of his clothes. This time, Mitzi did not hesitate and got to her 
feet immediately, reaching up behind her to unzip the dress down the back.


In less than a minute she stood before him stark naked. Her firm delicious 
curves sloped in and out temptingly, and her breasts flushed with the heat 
of her desire.


He reached out and ran his fingertips teasingly over the tips of her nipples 
and she moaned softly.


"Now, get down on the bed on your hands and knees," he commanded, "just the 
way you were last night when Bill and Lee fucked you at both ends."


Mitzi's sense of self was lost in the fire of the moment and she followed 
the lewd orders without a word. When she was kneeling before him with her 
buttocks obscenely thrust out over the edge of the bed, he leaned down to 
kiss the smooth oval globes and bite them with sharp little nips. She felt 
him draw them slowly, teasingly apart until the strain on her anus was 
almost unbearable. Then she winced a little as his finger probed the tiny 
puckered ring.


"Spread your legs out more," he snapped . When she obeyed him, he pushed a 
little harder against her nakedly spread asshole. He was straining at it for 
a moment, and then suddenly the tip popped up inside her, eased a little by 
her own moisture. It did not hurt as much as she had anticipated, not as 
much as it had last night. There was even a surprising little sensation of 
pleasure from the initial penetration. He moved his finger around in the now 
slowly expanding little passage, pushing it back and forth, widening it more 
and more, until she could not help but groan aloud and voluntarily grind 
back on it. She engulfed it teasingly with the tight, clinging little walls 
of her tender rectal flesh and her mouth fell wide open and she began to 
groan excitedly as she wriggled back on the hotly intruding middle finger to 
the palm of his hand, a strong sense of strangely satisfying subjugation to 
her husband sweeping through her mind.


"How would you like my cock in your ass, baby?" Carter asked with a growl, 
remembering from the other night how she liked to be treated with a strong 
hand.


"Yes, darling! Yes, fuck me! Fuck up my asshole like that other man did! 
Please!" she cried pleadingly back to him. She felt him insert a second 
finger, which sent exquisite waves of pleasureful pain shooting though her, 
and then sensed that he was exploring her vagina with the blunt, rubbery tip 
of his cock. Then, he rammed forward with a great resounding sound of 
wetness that drove the full length of it deep up into her open cunt in one 
lunge.


"Ooooooh, aaaahhh," she groaned as he banged to a halt against her cervix. 
He began to skewer in and out of her, setting a steady rhythm as she felt 
the monster growing even larger in her widespread cuntal channel. The giant 
head felt like an unrelenting fist pummeling into her mercilessly and her 
ecstasy climbed higher and higher. Then again, once it was well lubricated 
from the freely flowing juices of her cunt, he pulled out with a wet hissing 
sound and used his free hand to guide the blood engorged penis up to the 
tiny puckered entrance of her anal opening. There the two fingers of his 
other hand were still buried as far up inside as they could go. He slipped 
them out slowly, causing her to gasp when they finally popped free. Then he 
placed the wet, pulsing tip of his cock against the tight, hairless little 
opening and pushed, gently at first, then harder. She gave out a cry as the 
elastic flesh popped open from the steady pressure and the tip of his penis 
slipped just up inside. Then, Carter grunted aloud and fucked mercilessly 
forward until he was sunk in her tightly clinging rectal walls all the way 
up to his hairy pelvis.


"Goddammit, hump back, fuck back the way you did on Bill Watson's cock last 
night," he rasped. She obeyed as well as she could at the moment and ground 
her softly yielding-anal flesh back sensuously on the heavily surging cock.


"Faster! Fuck back faster!" he chanted behind her as he began a slow, 
rhythmic fucking motion up between her whitely quivering asscheeks.


Mitzi's excited body quivered as she moaned, "Fuck me, Fuck me!" over and 
over again.


He felt a sadistic pleasure as his balls smacked heavily below into the 
moistness of her wide-split vaginal crevice. His thick cock sunk all the way 
up her gyrating ass so that only the swollen cords at the base were still 
visible. He wanted to fuck it right up out of her throat!


Mitzi moaned in confusion as she felt him draw out back again of her 
greedily clasping rectal passage, depriving her, then driving his cock deep 
into her wide open cunt below. After a few more thrilling strokes, he drove 
it up her asshole again, deeper and deeper. He began to fuck into each 
passage three or four thrusts at a time as he changed more rapidly, 
alternating at will, until finally he reached down and held the maddeningly 
teasing cock and guided it into her cunt, then her asshole, one stroke at a 
time. It was pistoning into her stomach like two men at once, the pleasure 
of one hole still beating live as he shoved himself up the other hole. It 
was too much, too beautiful!


Carter's balls palpitated with erotic energy, almost painfully, and his cock 
felt as though it were charged with a million prickly volts of electricity 
each time he plunged into one of the nakedly nibbling little mouths before 
him. She was moaning like a she-devil, her lovely face flushed bright red. 
Her eyes were rolling as she panted and fucked back against him even more 
wantonly than she had against the two men who had sandwich-fucked her last 
night. He had her now and she loved it! It was easy to see that he was 
satisfying her more than she had ever been satisfied before, that he was 
taking the place of two men!


"Is it better than last night, you beautiful hot fucking little bitch!" he 
asked with a grunting voice.


"Yessss, ooohhh, yessss," she squealed.


His groans approached the point of loud huffing sounds as he thrust his 
cock's full length into the depth of her widely expanded asshole. His body 
starting to jerk covulsively and his mouth hung open too, and he clawed at 
her waist with clutching fingers. He pulled her ass cheeks wider apart so 
that his long fleshy cock could ram up into her yet another fraction of an 
inch.


"Oh, I'm cumming, I'm cumming," he roared. He felt a moment of bafflement as 
he tried to decide where to shoot off his backed up load. In her asshole or 
up her wet, wanting pussy? Her pussy! Yes! Yes!


Mitzi felt the brief pause and then the sudden withdrawal from her rectum, 
only to be replaced by another fresh slippery thrust into the ravaged wet 
canal of her eagerly sucking cunt. The sensation touched off the wildly 
raging climax that she had been holding back to prolong the pleasure. She 
screamed as the great gushes of blissful feeling ripples through her. She 
could feel his hot, thick sperm filling her stomach and seeping out around 
the pulsing shaft sunk deep up inside her curl-fringed cunt lips behind.


Sensing her climax he drove his spurting cock even deeper up inside her, 
forcing her legs to splay out, her heels waving on each side of his body. He 
fucked up into her one last time and made her gasp as the last ounce of cum 
in his balls emptied far, far up into her erotically quivering b'elly.


He pulled out of her, staggering, and fell beside her already collapsed body 
on the bed with his arm draped over her trembling shoulders. They lay there 
for several minutes, gasping, gradually regaining their senses.


"Carter, darling, that was the most beautiful experience of my whole life," 
Mitzi said huskily. "And just in case you worried, last night was nothing 
close to matching the pure sexual pleasure I felt just now with you."


"By the way speaking of last night, when is the next meeting?" Carter 
grinned.


"I'll let you know in time," she said jokingly as she watched him push her 
playfully aside and pull back the sheet to get into his favorite sleeping 
position.


"Goodnight baby," he crooned. "You can tell me about the coming session 
tomorrow at breakfast."


CHAPTER NINE


"What on earth can be taking him so long?" Mitzi questioned aloud as she 
paced nervously back and forth across the living room. It was already 
eight-thirty and the party next door was definitely on at nine-o'clock. 
Carol had telephoned that afternoon to confirm the time. She had mentioned 
that, with the couple she and Carter were bringing, there would be four 
newcomers to the group that evening. They had chatted awhile about the 
pleasant new prospects in store for everyone.


In fact. Carter was out now leading their new friends back to Lundville from 
where they lived in the suburbs of a larger city about twelve miles away. 
Their names were Marsha and Sam Harvey.


Carter had met Sam at work last week and the two men had hit it off 
immediately. Sam was "a guy who will go places if he's given the chance," 
Carter had said during the full report he had given her of the new friend. 
Evidently the two men had become even better friends late that afternoon 
over beers in a nearby tavern after the office had closed. Sam had confided 
in Carter enough to say that he and his wife of three years were not getting 
along well sexually. The man had shown Carter a picture of his wife and 
Carter had been bowled over by her figure. Then after downing a few more 
beers, Carter had casually made a reference to a possible solution to the 
problem the couple had in bed.


Carter mentioned the swapping group. When the man had not balked but seemed 
interested instead, he had gone on to explain what he knew so far about the 
club and extend an invitation for the Harvey's to attend the next session. 
Sam had lept on the suggestion. He said he would do his level best to 
persuade his wife that it was an excellent opportunity for them. "I'll tell 
her it's a kind of therapy," he had joked with Carter.


Mitzi heard a car door slam shut and ran down the stairs to look out the 
window beside the front door. It was Carter and the Harveys all right. She 
gave her long honey-gold hair a few last minute strokes with the palm of her 
hand as she watched the trio come up the lighted driveway.


"Wow," Mitzi exclaimed to herself, "he's really big and good looking!" And 
he was. He was tall, dark, broad-shouldered and had rugged masculine facial 
features. "It must be her fault if they can't make it in bed," she mused.


Then Mitzi took a long look at Marsha. Even in her caftan, she seemed rather 
thin and fragile, but her face was stunningly beautiful. The nose was finely 
shaped and elegant, her brow high, her lips shiny and soft-looking even in 
the vague light. Mitzi had a moment of doubt, feeling her own face with her 
fingertips to compare her nose and mouth to Marsha's. They seemed up to par 
with the other woman's, The the blonde sighed and with reassured relief 
swung open the front door to greet them.


"Hi," Mitzi greeted, "I was afraid that you'd all run off the road 
somewhere. It was getting so late."


"No, nothing that serious, Mrs. Bramwel," Marsha said sweetly, her voice as 
fine and delicate as her face.


"I'm sorry we're late," Sam beamed, "it was just the heavy traffic." His 
deep voice sent shivers through Mitzi's body.


"Please, why don't you both just call me Mitzi." the blonde urged warmly. 
"After all, we're going to get to know each other pretty well before the 
evenings over, aren't we?" She saw Carter grimace behind their backs at her 
suggestive remark. For once she stood her ground and made no effort to amend 
her words.


"Honey, why don't you get us something to drink, okay?" Carter suggested in 
a low voice.


Mitzi returned to the living room almost immediately with a tray with four 
tall glasses on it full of a pale, green liquid that looked suspiciously 
familiar to Carter.


"Hey, what's this?" he asked, holding up the glass she handed him, examining 
its contents with a puzzled look on his face.


"You know, Carter. It's the same thing we drank last week at Bill and 
Helen's. Something French," Mitzi said with a studied nonchalance as she 
smiled at Sam and Marsha.


"That's what I thought," Carter said quickly, "but where did this come 
from?"


"Oh, I forgot Bill dropped by for a while this afternoon and gave me a whole 
bottle before he left."


Carter laughed and shook his finger at her. wondering to himself if it was 
possible to have too much of a good thing. After a minute, he shrugged and 
said, "Come on, drink up everyone. We might not even make it to the party if 
my little wife here is thinking what I think she is thinking."


"That wouldn't be a big tragedy," Sam said as he drank the last of the 
greenish elixir-like liquid in his glass. "If worse came to worse, we could 
probably have our own party right here. What do you think, Marsha?" The 
handsome man patted his wife's bare knee and squeezed it even though his 
eyes were trained on Mitzi's every movement.


The beautiful woman who had seemed so quiet and shy when she first entered 
the house set her own empty glass down on the coffee table. Apparently the 
exotic liquor was already taking effect on her gently curved body. She was 
staring at Carter as though he were an oasis in the middle of an endless 
desert. Glancing slyly at her husband, she smiled happily and answered, 
"Sweetheart, I don't care where it happens, but in case you haven't noticed, 
the party's about to begin for me...."


"Wow, let's get going before we start dropping our panties right here." 
Mitzi laughed indulgently at the excitement of the two "newcomers" to the 
group. "The others would never forgive us if we kept you two to ourselves on 
the first night!"


A short time later, from the sound of the wild, teasing laughter coming from 
the Lynn's house, the party was in full swing ... and it was a very, very, 
happy laughter indeed ...!


THE END
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Foreword


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many centuries,
and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer for the individual
considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except that he must be true to himself.
The mature individual who has achieved this sort of self-honesty and completeness will
be little harmed or affected by the illogical or irrational opinions of others.
In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this truth like an
unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters faced up to their unusual
desires instead of trying to repress them, much of the anguish they suffered would
logically have been avoided.
The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor a
revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the wisest thinkers
through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be true," was Shakespeare's way of
saying the same thing; but it comes to us from still an earlier source, and one which not
even the most rigid moralist can contest... "Happy is he that condemneth not himself
for that which he alloweth himself. But he that doubteth is damned if he eat. " Those
who deny others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to
consider this quote from Romans.
No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this ultimately
will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by looking at the past and
previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief glance backwards will also reveal that,
in such times, honored traditions and concepts were re-examined, and many times
discarded. What was considered fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it
isn't done" or "it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of
pleasure.
The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We offer no
further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this timely work. We now
suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. A work of art, no matter how
contemporary, should speak for itself.
-The Publisher


Chapter 1


The mid-summer sun sliced through the half-closed Venetian blinds in brilliant streaks
of light, imparting an even more prison-like atmosphere to the monastic dormitory
room. Tina Williams turned over on her stomach on the bed, burying her head into the
pillow against the brightness of a new day. She wanted no more than to return to her
dreams where she was reliving with deep sensual pleasure the scattering of sexual
experiences she had enjoyed for the past two years, ever since her twelfth birthday.
Always first in her mind and heart was her brother, Vince... then the others, boys at
school, men and boys she met on "the strip", on the beach and almost anyplace she
happened to be. They all blended into one in her dream, one magnificent collective
penis, throbbing and pulsating between her quivering legs and voracious little pussy.
The fourteen year old beauty moaned softly and twisted her slender body seductively
into the mattress, grinding her cunt into the downy softness. Then she sighed and lay
back still again, breathing heavily. Opening her luminous, almost feline green eyes, she
blinked her long black lashes and raised a slender, golden tanned arm to shield her
lovely face from the sunlight. Her long chestnut brown hair fell in cascading waves over
the pillow, forming a soft cushion for her head. The starched white sheet was all that
covered her incredibly ripe young body from the soft summer breeze that drifted in
through the blinds.
Tina's lush young body was far more highly developed than her tender age would
warrant. The sheet barely concealed the fully molded contours of the high-set, round
hillocks of her firm young breasts whose cherry-tipped nipples showed so clearly
through the fabric. The sheet then tapered down over her tiny waist to the gently
swelling hips, a satiny smooth flat belly and long shapely thighs. Beyond that were the
breathtaking curved calves tapering down into slender, well formed ankles. Tina was
used to attracting attention from everywhere, from everyone... men and women. She
was not the kind of girl to be ignored.
Her copper colored hair, flaring out on the pillow framed her oval face with the delicate
nose and full, pouting mouth. The young girl sat up in the bed and stretched, the sheet
falling from her generously sculpted young form.
"Oh, Christ! If I don't get out of here soon, I'll go insane!" she murmured to herself,
noting that it was another beautiful California day and that all her friends would be
playing on the beach in the sun and surf while she was stuck in what she considered a
prison.
Actually, St. Gertrude's School for Girls was a highly venerated institution, specializing
in what was euphemistically referred to as behavioral problems. Her father had been
obliged to use every resource available in order to send her to St. Gertrude's instead of
the state reformatory, where she had been assigned by the authorities after being picked
up in Hollywood with a friend who was arrested on a drug charge. Tina was actually
innocent of any drug infractions, a fact which she was able to prove, but she had been
warned before the final "sentence" was issued that if she were ever caught "hanging
out" again on the strip with the unsavory characters she had befriended, disciplinary
measures would be taken. While the teenager realized that St. Gertrude's was probably
better than a reformatory, six weeks was all she could take of the confinement. It was all
right during school, but with the summer in full force, the young girl could simply
stand it no longer. She resolved firmly that if her last ploy, the school doctor, didn't
work, she would escape. She would be a run-away, a fugitive... just like her brother
Vince.
Tina made a little sigh and shook out her long hair. She had a visceral feeling that her
idea about Dr. Parson would work, and if his reaction to her suggestions were any
indication, then her parents should be on their way. It was really quite simple, the
irrepressible girl thought with a certain pride. She had gone into his office with the
perfectly valid request that he authorize her dismissal, and when the kindly man
refused, Tina started to cry. When the tears began to flow from her wide green eyes and
her soft tender body began to convulse with sobs, it seemed a perfectly natural reaction
on the part of Dr. Parson to put a fatherly arm around the girl in consolation. What
happened after that, Michael Parson was never able to explain, but suddenly he found
himself practically devouring her sumptuous young body. Tina responded in such a
way the poor man forgot for a time who he was, where he was and why he was there.
When it was over Tina looked at him, her green eyes sparkling with innocence and
asked simply, "Now can I please go home, Dr. Parson?" He could do no more than nod
dumbly as Tina turned to walk out the door. She carried herself proudly, knowing her
full worth and not inclined to underestimate herself. She had learned early that beauty
like hers made its own rules and was fast coming to the realization that men were all
fundamentally the same.
The irrepressible girl smiled to herself. She would never really go through with a thing
like blackmail, in fact, she truly liked Dr. Parson and knew full well if anyone found
out about what had happened in the office between them his career, at least at "St.
Gerties", would be ruined. She realized that he could not afford to take the chance of
her accusing him of anything and was beginning to feel more sure than ever that she
would be on her way home before noon.
She got out of bed and decided to start packing her belongings... to hell with chapel, to
hell with breakfast, and to hell with all their silly rules! She was going home! Tina
resolved that this time it would be different, she would abide by whatever her parents
said. She had learned her lesson; that's exactly what she would say, the young girl
decided, when her father came for her. And he would come, she thought optimistically,
he just had to!
She had finished packing and had just stepped out of the shower when she heard her
name being called over the public address system in the hall: "Tina Williams, you are
wanted in Sister Catherine's office".
Tina jumped in youthful exuberance. "I knew it! I just knew it!" she cried, throwing the
navy blue uniform over her lush body for what she felt certain was the last time.
Running down the corridor as fast as her curvaceous young legs would carry her, Tina
hoped she would see Dr. Parson before she left. She wanted to thank him, but then
realized it would probably not be wise to confront the man if it could be avoided. The
precocious teenager cursed herself on the way to Sister Catherine's office for not
thinking about Dr. Parson sooner. Even if it hadn't worked, if she hadn't been able to
scare him into getting her release, it would have certainly made things more interesting,
she thought, giggling to herself.
Michael Parson watched from outside his office as she went down the hall, her shapely
buttocks jiggling and bouncing beneath the atrocious blue jumper. He stared
thoughtfully after her, wondering if Sister Catherine would call him in to speak with
the girl's parents. Somehow he felt certain she wouldn't. He had told her that he felt
Tina Williams would be better off at home, having a nice family that cared for her and
he certainly felt the other girls at school would be very much better off, as well. He did
not mention the fact that he too would be better off, but the good sister agreed, noting
that Tina already had many of the girls now walking with sensuously swinging hips and
talking in sexy drawls. Sister Catherine, for all her years in the convent, was not
unaware of the ways of the world. Had that been a knowing smile the nun gave him
before he left her office? the doctor wondered, pulling thoughtfully at his beard. He
shrugged and turned into his office as Tina's shapely form disappeared down the hall.
"She was no ordinary girl, that one," Michael Parson thought, then added, "girl hell...
she's a woman!"


* * *


Marsha and Jim Williams sat across the desk from Sister Catherine while the nun tried
to explain to the distraught parents that their daughter was not being expelled from St.
Gertrude's.
"The court simply stated that she was to stay here as long as was deemed necessary,
whatever that means..." the nun said, smiling reassuringly. "You see, Mr. and Mrs.
Williams, so many of the girls that come to us really don't have loving parents or good
homes. They're the ones that benefit from our work here but a girl like Tina can only
think of what she misses at home. So many parents blame themselves when a child gets
into a bit of trouble, but very often they have done all they possibly could do..." Sister
Catherine found herself very uncomfortably trying to skirt the issue. She simply could
not bring herself to tell the people their daughter was a bad influence on the other girls!
She was wise enough to know when she had met with something she was not equipped
to handle and she fully sympathized with the girl's parents, but after all, they were her
parents. Tina was simply "their cross to bear" and they would have to do the best they
could. She had thought about calling Dr. Parson to speak with them, it was his idea to
send the girl home after all, but without really knowing why, Sister Catherine found
herself very disinclined to do that. He had seemed... desperate somehow, in her office
yesterday...
Marsha sat stiffly in the chair trying not to wring her hands. Oh she had missed Tina,
she missed both her children. That was why Jim had bought the dog, Hans, the massive
German shepherd that sat beside her now on the floor. She was lost without someone
to mother, and the dog had been a great comfort in her lonely days of self
recrimination after their happy family had seemed to suddenly burst open at the seams.
First it was their son Vince, just four years older than his sister, running off to God
knows where after that nasty scandal with the Morrison girl. Everyone knew the girl
had slept with half the young men in Riverside, there was no way she could prove that
Vince had raped her, but his running off like that was almost an admission of guilt.
What really astounded both Marsha and Jim was the fact that they knew he was
innocent of the girl's lurid accusation. She had called him several times at home and
Vince wanted nothing to do with her! It had been a simple case of a bitter young girl
wanting to punish her love for rejecting her. They had no idea of the real reason Vince
left, which was some consolation to the sensitive young man.
And then, before they had recovered from the shock of their son's sudden painful
departure the trouble started with Tina. The poor dear, she missed her brother so
much! They had been very close, Marsha realized, without knowing how close, or in
what way. Also, Tina had developed so quickly and so early... perhaps they had
expected too much of the child. She may have the body and manner of a woman, but
she was only a little girl after all, barely fourteen!
Marsha glanced over to her handsome husband who seemed to be trying very hard not
to appear uncomfortable. He was a wonderful man, she thought, and she had tried so
hard to be the perfect wife for him. Had she succeeded? Was she everything he wanted?
She knew that Jim was somewhat more sexed than she, but he was an artful and
energetic lover and had never made any unchaste requests; she assumed he was
satisfied.
But why was she thinking of that now? How absurd, the woman chastised herself,
absently stroking the massive head of the dog at her feet.
She looked down at the large German shepherd, Hans. He had been so restless lately...
he would be so happy to have Tina around to play with him and take him for walks.
And Tina would be very surprised and pleased to see they had such a fine dog in their
family now! Both the children loved animals, but they had never had a large dog when
they were growing up. Oh yes, it was going to be very nice having her little girl back
home again, Marsha thought, suddenly feeling better and more capable than she had in
months. Hans seemed to give her a sort of strength. She stroked under his smooth furry
throat and he seemed to purr like a cat. Looking down, her eyes met with his, and his
big brown eyes were so human that she was really touched looking into them. Their
beautiful Hans, he was probably the most handsome dog in the world! He had an
affectionate nature and an almost human understanding of all situations. When she
looked into the warm limpid pools of his beautiful eyes she felt instinctively that Hans
loved her – them that is, the two of them, he loved them both.
Sometimes Jim was a little harsh with the dog, but she knew that hardly diminished the
bond between them. Dogs needed a certain amount of domination and direction just
like children, and Hans took ever command without the slightest demur. Often dogs
lost Marsha's respect by their over-anxiousness to please, but not Hans, his stalwart
nature demanded respect, yet he never showed anything but affection for either of
them. She was sure he and Tina would be great friends... just like she was with her
older brother, Marsha thought with a trace of sadness.
She smiled softly to herself and raised her eyes to Sister Catherine, who seemed to be
studying her behind the wire-rimmed glasses. "I was noticing," the nun explained, "how
strong the resemblance is between you and your daughter," she said, wondering how
two people who looked so much alike could be so different in manner. Mrs. Williams
was very prim, almost Victorian, in her dress and speech. Sister Catherine knew that it
was more than maturity that separated mother and daughter. Although Mrs. Williams
had the same lovely features and the full body it was obvious that the woman was not
the type to flaunt herself, even in her younger days. The Lord only knows why Tina's
the way she is, the good woman thought to herself, suppressing a sigh. Her parents
seemed to be absolute paragons of virtue!
Jim Williams had taken the morning off from work at the office to come with his wife
to collect his daughter from St. Gertrude's. Of course they were both glad to have their
little girl back home, but Jim wondered if either of them were quite ready to cope with
their sexy offspring yet. He had heard that they were able to work amazing changes in
"troubled young girls" at the school, and he knew that the means they used were
completely sound. Evidently Tina had turned into a quiet, polite and chaste young girl,
or they had given up on her already. The realistic man suspected the latter. Her father
was in no way blind to his daughter's charms. It was as though she were her mother's
alter ego, they looked so much alike, and were so different. Since she was a baby Tina
had been different, defiant and unruly. When she started going into Los Angeles from
the quiet town of Riverside to seek more exciting entertainment was when things really
got out of hand. Several times he had been called in the middle of the night to come
pick up his then thirteen year old daughter from the police station where she was being
held in the outer office. Thank God she had never been "booked", but the people she
was with were known drug dealers and some of the teenage girls had even been charged
with prostitution. Tina had been strictly forbidden to go to Los Angeles, but then
started the long phase of staying away from school and finally being expelled. He had
been as patient as he could with the girl, perhaps he was too lenient on her, he thought
in retrospect, but after Vince left it all became too much for Marsha to withstand and
he had been forced to take some sort of action.
St. Gertrude's School seemed to be the only solution, short of the state reformatory, and
now she was being sent home from there after only six weeks. The sorely-tried father
was determined that it would be different this time. She had a taste of institutional
living now, and perhaps that would be enough to make her realize that she must learn
to adjust to the rules of society and her parents or she would end up in a place far
worse than the expensive girl's school.
But where was she? In spite of all the trouble they'd had with her in the last two years,
Jim missed his daughter terribly. She could be as sweet as she was naughty, as charming
as she was impudent. If the truth were known, Jim admitted, the girl was the light of
his life. He had always held a special affection for her, since she was a baby, and it
broke his heart to have to send her away, especially with Vince gone too. Jim knew'
that his wife Marsha felt the same way about their son as he felt about Tina so the
name Vince was seldom mentioned around the house.
Jim tried to imagine what Tina's attitude would be when she found them waiting to
take her home. Would she be hurt and angry? Sullen perhaps? Or maybe she really had
changed, maybe she would be the sweet little girl with the big green eyes who used to
sit on his knee and giggle at his stories.
Jim glanced at his watch and shifted in his chair. Why was it taking her so long? Sister
Catherine noted his discomfort and was about to send someone after the girl when
there was a small knock on the door.
"Come in, dear," Sister Catherine said, and the voluptuous fourteen year old stepped
shyly into the office. Tina knew she should act surprised to see her parents, for the
good doctor's sake, and she was not one to underplay a scene.
"Good morning, Sister Catherine," she said, and then feigned a little gasp of surprise
when she saw her parents. She stood dead still for a moment, giving the tears of joy a
chance to well up and catch beguilingly in her long lashes. She had an uncanny sense of
timing, and as they both got up simultaneously from their chairs on either side of the
desk to move toward their daughter she opened her arms to embrace them, saying:
"Mommy, Daddy... you have come to take me home again!"


Chapter 2


Both Jim and Marsha were filled with emotion at the sight of their daughter for the first
time in six weeks, never having been separated from her for more than a few days at a
time. If anything, she seemed younger than when they brought her here that miserable
day last spring, younger and more innocent, Marsha thought, in that sweet little blue
jumper which was definitely not the sort of thing they were used to seeing her dressed
in. Her hair was worn in a severe style very unbecoming to her also, and missing was
her eye-makeup and fingernail polish.
"Oh my baby... my little girl!" Marsha said, holding the full blown fourteen year old
close to her breast. "We've missed you so much darling, so very much."
"I've missed you and Daddy too, Mom, and I promise that I'm really going to try this
time... I've learned my lesson, really I have!" Tina had rehearsed that line and delivered
it with a professionalism that seemed to be instinctive with her. Turning to her father
and pressing her soft young body against his she said; "Oh, Daddy, I'm so sorry for the
trouble I caused... Can you forgive me?"
Jim was so moved with emotion he could hardly speak. "Oh honey..." was all he could
manage, as he held his little girl close to his chest. In spite of himself and the
tenderness of the moment, he could not help but notice that her breasts seemed to have
grown. Are they ever going to stop growing? he found himself wondering.
Tina finally noticed Hans, staring quizzically up at her with his long pink tongue
hanging out. "Well, who is this?" she asked with pleasant surprise.
"He's a new addition to our family, darling," Marsha said proudly, knowing her
daughter would be delighted. "Do you like him?"
"I love him!" Tina squealed and went over to give the dog a big hug. "Oh, I'm just the
luckiest girl in the world!" she effervesced, looking up from one to the other.
Unable to withstand much more of the emotive scene going on before her, Sister
Catherine finally spoke; "Well, Tina dear, don't you think you should start gathering
your things?"
"Oh I have!" Tina replied, then caught herself, "I mean, I have so few of my things
here, it will only take a minute." and she ran back to her room to grab her suitcase that
was waiting by the door.


* * *


Tina sat in the back with Hans' big friendly head in her lap on the way back to
Riverside. The reunited family talked happily, exchanging bits of news and chatting
about old times. Everyone carefully avoided the mention of Vince after Jim informed
Tina that they had still not heard from him. Each member of the family felt his absence
in their own way and each was sure that someday he would come back home, but until
then it was too painful for Jim and Marsha to think about.
When they had settled back into comfortable silence Tina let her mind drift back to her
brother. She knew the reason he left, no one else did, no one in the whole world knew
but her. She felt no guilt whatever, no responsibility for her actions, nothing but
disappointment that he was gone. She missed him more than ever sitting in the back
seat of the car where they had spent so many hours together when they were little on
family trips and vacations. Those were some of the happiest moments in Tina's life,
going to the mountains or the beach with her mom and dad in the front and she and
Vince together in the back, playing games and singing songs.
Now its me and you, Hans, she thought to herself as she stroked his head, his snout,
and gently caressed her fingers across his flickering eyelids.
Hans could feel a fluttering in his loins that he almost never felt with his other two
masters who rarely fondled him in this affectionate manner. There was a stirring in his
testicles as his glands began to respond involuntarily by producing a small amount of
sperm. The furry scabbard containing his penis bobbed slightly and there was a tremor
of excitement throughout his genitals. His large brown eyes glanced excitedly up at the
young girl's pretty face with its long shining hair. His nostrils dilated and he panted
slightly, his mouth narrowly parted.
Tina found the big fur smoothed head resting on her lap very comforting. She felt sure
that they were going to be good friends. She and Vince had both always wanted a big
dog and had envied children who had German shepherds in particular, they seemed
always so well protected and cheerful. Maybe Mom lets him sleep in the house, she
thought. It would be so nice and cozy to have the big dog in bed to cuddle up with, just
like in the old Rin Tin-Tin movies they used to see on Saturday mornings.
The teenager let her gaze wander from the scenery outside to the back of her father's
head. She had forgotten how much Vince looked like their dad – same blond hair and
beautiful blue eyes that seemed to dance when they smiled. They had a lot of the same
mannerisms too, the way they walked and something about their laugh. She found
herself wondering if her daddy was like Vince in bed, too... if their cocks were the same.
Mom was sure lucky if they were, the shameless girl thought. Something about the
thought of her mother making love made her giggle, she was always so proper about
things, Tina wondered if there was a "proper" way to fuck. If there were, her mom
knew about it, that was for sure!
Tina leaned back in the seat and closed her eyes. She smiled softly to herself... Vince
had been the best, there would never be another like him. He had been the one to
awaken her pubescent body to the incomparable pleasure of making love.
She absently stroked Hans' soft fur as she remembered how lovely, how perfectly
beautiful it had been with her big brother. She scarcely noticed that the dog was getting
worked up into a state by her feminine caresses. It was impossible to see underneath
him from where she sat so she did not notice his penis gradually emerging, pink
beneath its furry dark sheath.
Vince... she daydreamed... Vince... just remembering caused that ache between her legs.
She had known full what she was doing when she teased him, walking around the
house in the very least she could get by her mother's eye with, hugging him innocently
at odd moments and rubbing her swollen young breasts into his shoulder. She had
developed a special way of walking that revealed her firm molded hips for him
whenever she knew he was watching...
What girl wouldn't be proud of her premature development, Tina thought. It had been
a natural inclination to tease and taunt and flaunt herself just a little too much, without
ever, consciously at least, realizing that an actual sexual culmination would result.
But it did, one night when Mom and Dad had gone to the Griffens to play bridge.
That night Tina had been parading more tauntingly than ever, going so far as to let the
towel slip as she returned to her bedroom from the shower. And she had seen Vince
looking at her sensuously joggling young breasts with unconcealed desire. Tina giggled
and pretended to be embarrassed, ran into her room.
When she went to bed that night Tina was sure something was going to happen and
part of her knew just what that something was, and wanted it desperately. She had
trouble falling asleep, her young mind filled with expectant desire, and was in a trance
like state, bordering on unconsciousness, when she heard the door opening and saw her
sixteen year old brother moving slowly across the floor.
She watched him in the moonlit darkness, her face hidden in the shadows, so he didn't
know she was coming awake. She felt her brother's eyes peering at her developing
young body, totally naked, stretched voluptuously across the bed. She was glad it was
warm that night and that she thrown the sheets to the floor. She was especially glad she
had decided not to wear her nightie, just in case...
He paused momentarily and approached the bed again. His tongue ran over his lips
and he seemed to be breathing very fast. Tina sensed a certain overheated sweatiness,
even in the cool, darkened room. Her heart seemed to be pounding in her chest, so
loudly it seemed he could hear, and for a reason she did not understand, she felt
desperate fear in that moment.
The seconds waiting for her brother to make an overt gesture seemed to tick on for
hours. Then, finally, he moved stealthily around to the foot of the bed, never taking his
eyes off the generously contoured figure sprawled so limply and enticingly before him.
Her thighs had fallen open so that he could dimly make out the whisps of soft brown
hair that covered the erotic mound of her lower belly. She had drawn one knee up flat
on the bed even with her hip and the smooth white flesh of her inner thigh gleamed
faintly in the silent darkness, luring him on.
She heard her handsome blond haired brother sigh into the stillness of the room, and
although the angle from which she was watching made it difficult to see, she was
certain he had taken the bulge of his jeans in his hand and was gently manipulating it.
The youth seemed to draw in his breath continually as he marveled at the lush beauty
of his sister. She was the purest and most innocent thing he'd ever seen. He had
intended to do no more than this, sneak into her room while she was sleeping under
cover of darkness and at last make some attempt to relieve himself of the insane desire
for her that had so suddenly gripped his being. He could think of nothing else, girls at
school meant nothing to him... he wanted Tina, his own sister!
Lying in the darkness, Tina sensed that by now her brother's virile young cock had
been goaded into rock-hardness. She could imagine the blood throbbing painfully into
its large, rapidly expanding head, tiny droplets of warm seminal fluid already beginning
to seep from the sensitive contracting gland at its tip, smearing wetly against the
interior of his clothing.
"Vince actually wants to fuck me," the young girl thought. "I'm doing that to him!" She
felt very proud of herself and very satisfied.
Then to her amazement, she spied him doing something which set her inflamed young
heart racing madly. For, suddenly, her brother zipped down his jeans, silently opening
his fly to reach inside his shorts and grip an object which – to Tina – seemed
incredibly huge!
"My God," she thought in panic, "What if he tries to put that inside me? It would push
my tongue up out of my mouth! I could never take it!"
But, for the moment, Vince had merely massaged the heavy thick foreskin slowly back
and forth over his jerking cock-head as he advanced around the bed toward her proud
young virginal body. She was trying desperately to feign sleep, but she couldn't repress
a tremor of excitement which struck like lightening through her innocent unfucked
young body.
This was it! This was it at last!
She instinctively sensed that her brother would crawl on top of her and ram deeply up
between her open thighs with his magic instrument, although the older boy was still
not certain what he would do next. He knew he wanted more than anything to bury his
blood-swollen cock-head far up inside her and make her belly heave with delight. But
she was only twelve, he reminded himself. Was her little pussy big enough? And, for
Christ sake, she was his Sister! All these thoughts raced through the young boy's head
in myriad confusion because in spite of his original intent, in spite of how wrong he
knew it was, in spite of the fact that his parents could return any moment, in spite of
everything, he knew what he was going to do. He was going to fuck his sister!
His pants dropped heavily to the floor as he fully exposed his thickly gleaming member.
It was much bigger than she had ever expected, and it quite took her breath away. It
stood out in proud erection over her lewdly spread legs and trembling white body. His
hand fondly caressed it, and would at times swoop down to stroke his testicles as well.
He quickly pulled his T-shirt over his head and threw it to the side, standing a moment
longer over her nervously shuddering body.
Another thought occurred to the youth. For many nights he had dreamed of having his
sister's sweet little pink lips wrapped snugly and affectionately around his pulsating
hard cock, sucking madly. And, finally he could take it no longer. With their parents
gone... he knew what he would have to do. It would be a beautiful sight to see his hard
penis throbbing out its load into her lovely face, her full mouth clinging to his wildly
spewing hardness... if he could fuck her while she was asleep he would be safe from
detection. She'd ascribe it to a dream. But if he shot into her mouth, some would
inevitably dribble down and leave telltale traces on the rest of her luscious body. No, he
would have to fuck her tight, fresh little cunt first, then make her suck his cock some
other night.
Still, he couldn't resist trying one small touch of her mouth before climbing between
her outstretched legs. He knew the risk of losing his load was great, but he just had to
see that sweet mouth around his penis for only a second, he just had to see his dream
come true... to remember forever after, for the rest of his life.
Now he kneeled on the edge of the bed by her head and turned it gently toward his
erect penis. Lights flashed in Tina's head and she didn't know what to do. She had
come so far already... she had to go through with it for something that would embarrass
them both for the rest of their lives...
She could feel his fingers in her long chestnut hair. What was he going to do? Why was
he holding her head like that?
But then suddenly, when her lips were only inches away from the shiny bulbous tip of
his penis, her older brother pushed his young hips toward her upturned face, laying the
wet sticky underside of the throbbing head in the small valley formed by her closed lips.
Then he placed one thumb under her tiny nose and the other on her chin, pulling
slowly outward until his glans pressed softly through her stretched full lips and came to
rest against her bared teeth, her lips forming a puckered furrow along its length. Then
he flexed his pelvis slightly back and forth until small droplets of cum seeped from his
throbbing hard cock-shaft warmly lubricating her pouty lips surrounding it.
Tina was astounded by the taste of her brother's cum. She didn't quite know what to
make of it, but she did know she liked it. She liked the delicate piquancy of it, the
musky masculineness of it; it was exotic and rare and wonderful! She eventually found
herself licking off each new droplet, then swallowing hungrily. Cum was the most
delicious thing she had ever tasted in her young life!
Vince groaned as the tiny darting spear of her tongue flicked out, licking off his 
preseminal fluid as if in a dream. The warm breath from her nostrils blew on the muscular
bridge of his cock and made him quiver all over with desire. Her lovely young body
made him fantastically restless, he had never in his life seen such gorgeous, widely
spaced breasts as those on the heaving chest of his sister.
Looking down into her apparently sleeping face, he could see small rivulets of his cum
fluids running slowly out of the corners of her mouth on either side, dropping like tears
on her rosy cheeks. She was probably imagining she was dreaming, and instinct had
taken over from there. He wanted to shoot right up into that slender white throat and
watch as she gulped it into her, the little adam's apple bobbing up and down with each
new gush of the hotly flooding liquid.
He reached one hand down and gently stroked upward over her rounded snow-white
belly that shone so pristinely in the blue light of the moon. He smoothed over the
magnificence of her voluptuous young breasts, then underneath her firmly molded
throat. She was the most beautiful girl in the world. Far lovelier than anything Vince
had ever seen or ever hoped to see. She seemed to be made for sex. Her whole being
was sexually enticing, he wanted to touch and fondle his sister to his hearts content,
forever maybe, she was so rich in her womanhood.
With the thumb and forefinger of his left hand he reached over and pushed her lips
more tightly against his lewdly throbbing member between them, gently continuing his
slow sawing motion. The other hand moved over her lovely upthrust breast mounds,
tweaking the taut little nipples between his fingers until he could feel them hardening
mechanically under his ardent caress.
Tina shifted slightly under him, unable to repress the soft happy moan that echoed
from her subtly suctioning young lips. Her brother's hard young cock was more
wonderful than anything she had ever tasted and the resilient feel of its rubbery head
between her lips was putting her loins in a turmoil. All logic had fled... all she wanted
was to know more... more!
Suddenly, Vince seemed to pull back slightly, aware that the naked young nymph lying
before him was behaving a bit more awake than could be reasonably expected. His
lurching young rod fell from between her gently nibbling lips and down over her chin,
leaving thin threads of white stickiness trailing behind it.
Tina felt startled as the delectable male organ was removed from her ardently searching
young lips. Her thighs rustled uncomfortably, rubbing in thwarted desire against each
other as she pressed them back together. It was maddeningly difficult to keep up this
pose of being asleep. She was beginning to feel a real excitement and an insidious
warming in her own loins. She could barely control her urge to cry out with her hot,
hungry newly awakened desire.
Vince stroked his fervently throbbing penis thoughtfully, finally reaching down and
running his other hand softly over his sister's increasingly heaving mounds of cream
white breast flesh. And then, his heart pounding savagely in his chest, he found his
dream goal, the moist velvety folds of her virginal young cuntal lips below.
Tina writhed tumultuously and groaned with well aroused lust as her beloved brother's
fingers contracted her insistently tingling pussy mouth. Her body had become
squirmingly alive under the magic attention of his strong hands, which were now
stroking her flesh into a hot sheet of single-minded desire as tiny goosebumps spread
over her sensitive teenage nakedness.
She knew she would never be able to resist him. She wanted him to climb up on top of
her quickly and assuage this terrible new thirst! Quickly! Her body ached for his cock
inside her, filling her up, ached to be touched gently and teasingly as he was doing
now!
So this was what it was like to be titillated until one went out of one's mind with desire!
She understood now how he must have felt as she paraded through the house almost
totally undressed, her vulnerable virginity tantalizing but just out of reach. Because now
it was Tina wanting desperately for her brother to send his penis shooting up inside her
– yes, she wanted him to fuck her as she knew men fucked women and to quiet that
frightening thunder that was building up deep, deep inside her churning loins from that
maddening play of his young but knowledgeable fingertips on her nakedness.
Her tongue ran absently around her moist, tremulous lips, savoring the sticky, pungent
taste of the strange moisture that had painted them so glossily. The fresh young
masculine odor of his cum wafted through her flared nostrils and she breathed it deep
inside her quivering body. It did strange things to her, that odor and taste coursing
through her bloodstream like an aphrodisiacal balm, lighting titillating fires in her tiny
tautening nipples and causing a throbbing in the nerve endings of her hot tight vagina.
She could feel dewdrops of moisture forming between her open legs as the exposed hair
lined lips of her cunt began to contract slowly and spasmodically, palpitating wetly
against each other.
Then, suddenly, she could no longer keep her moans in check. "Oooooh, Vince... oh,
yes... rub me... rub me like that... oooo ooohhh..." Her teenaged brother was at first
startled, then he looked at her closely, to be sure she wasn't dreaming. "I'm sorry,
Tina," he said huskily, "but I want you, I've wanted you forever... you've known that,
haven't you . . did you, Tina? Did you know, and do you want me too?"
"Oh yes, Vince... I want you to teach me everything, I want you to show me... oh, yes,
yes, love me! I want you to!" the young girl cried. It seemed totally natural and proper
to learn about sex from her brother who she had always loved and admired.
"Tina, my own Tina..." he said, getting up onto the bed beside her. His beautiful sister
had said she wanted him. He knew she had not been asleep and was not dreaming, and
he knew that no matter what, he would have her. He would have her before any other
man. It may never happen again after this, but tonight they would not forget for the
rest of their lives.
Tina squirmed in agony, her copper hair flailing on the pillow. She felt helplessly
caught in the deep sharp pricks of lust that were dancing through her young flesh.
Vince was moving between her legs, crouched on all fours above her tender young
body, gently pushing her unresisting lithe thighs apart. He moved between them, his
knees pressed between her ankles and his warm breath coming just a few tantalizing
inches above the hair-covered vee of her spread open pussy. His mouth watered as he
looked down at the becoming little slit rotating sensuously, expectantly, just below his
lips. He stared in lustful fascination at the thinly glistening furrow that started at the
bottom of her smooth white belly and trailed along through the rounded half moons of
her buttocks pressed tightly down into the mattress.
Through half closed eyes, Tina could see her brother's shadowy form crouching
between her opened legs. She could feel the strength of his hands pushing flat against
the softness of her inner thighs, holding them wide apart. Her secret little cunt was
open to him to do as he willed with it. She watched with bated breath as his head
lowered slowly, slowly, and then...
"Ooooooh," she breathed huskily, her pelvis jerking into his face, "Vincent, Vince... oh,
my precious brother!"
His soft groping lips closed over the silky mound at the base of her belly, his face
indistinct in the semi-darkness vanishing entirely from her view in the soft dark fleece
as he wetly kissed her virginal pussy, his tongue flicking lizard-like at her quivering
cuntal opening.
It seemed as if she was no longer able to control herself – to still the raging desire in
any way. Her hands began to move sensuously down her undulating stomach, coming
to rest on either side of his urgently embedded face. Her tentatively trembling fingers
stroked for a moment at the flexing hollows of her inner thighs – then slowly spread
the fleshy hair lined lips of her moist pussy-furrow apart, allowing her brother's thirstily
lapping tongue still greater access to the warm, wetly pulsing vaginal flesh.
She cried out involuntarily as her elbows pressed tightly against her ribs and her head
lolled uncontrollably from side to side on the pillow. Her brother's hot, searing tongue
shot out, its madly flicking tip encircling her quiveringly erect clitoris – and then his
lips were sucking ravenously, drawing the soft warm folds deep into the furnace cavern
of his mouth, his tongue continuing its obsessed licking against the straining pink bud
of her clitoral bud.
Tina groaned from deep in her throat as her brother's fiery probing tongue-tip worked
its way down, down over the elastic rimmed opening of her narrow pussy slit, starting
at her lower belly and pressuring its way down, down over the elastic rimmed opening
of her hotly clasping vagina and into the crevice of her snugly flexing buttocks where it
paused momentarily to do a wet prodding homage to her tightly puckered little anus.
Soft mewling animal sounds escaped lewdly from between her passion-clenched teeth,
and her brother worked all the more hungrily from hearing them. He could feel her
silky young pubic hair brushing tantalizingly against his cheeks and a feeling of deja vu
swept over him. He had for so long dreamed of having his beautiful younger sister
under the ministrations of his ardent twisting of his tongue, it was as if it had all
happened before, as indeed it had, a hundred times in his dreams, ever since she had
reached an early puberty, blossoming into the most delectable girl he had ever seen.
And now, now at last it was really happening and his little sister was loving it as much
as he. Every sound that broke from her throat served to urge him on, and his tongue
drove all the faster as it worked its way up and down her steaming hot crevice. Now his
mind was going just a little wild, and he wanted to hear her begging for it when he
fucked it to her – and she was undoubtedly almost at that point.
He had never seen anyone so hot as his lovely young sister, contorting her voluptuous
body so agonizingly above him. She wanted him, much more than he had realized.
Vince felt her hands clawing at his blond hair, guiding his face toward the palpitating
cunt. He rammed his tongue up into the soft-rimmed flesh, flicking at it titillatingly,
then quickly withdrew it again to tease around the edges of her expectantly eager cunt.
By now her hands were firmly clamped against the back of his head, pressing his face in
deeper. Tina's head had thrust backward as her loins rose off the bed and up against his
urgently licking and sucking mouth. As his lips rounded and covered the clasping
viscous opening, he thrust his tongue deep up into it, bringing a low guttural groan
from his gorgeous sister whose thighs were now closing so convulsively around either
side of his moving head. He could feel the velvety flesh slip moistly around his
extended tongue as the walls of her invaded vagina opened and closed in a depraved
little sucking motion, attempting to pull his face deeper and deeper up into her cunt. It
was as though her thirsty bearded little cunt mouth wanted to pull his tongue out by
the roots and devour it alive. Her heels pushed down against his back, pressing him
into her hungrily engulfing vaginal passage until he couldn't breathe, with her hot wet
cunt like a clinging mask of desire over his face. His nose was pressed tight against the
tiny tingling nub of her clitoris above, breathing in her lust-juiced essence, which was
flowing in passion-flowering abundance. This excited his penis to a hardness he could
no longer control, he had to fuck her now or he would explode all over the mattress.
Tina's loins were in such a combined state of turmoil and ecstasy that every muscle in
her burning young body seemed to be straining up toward the maddeningly lingual
probe that was working so excitedly between her quivering kicking legs. She had never
expected that anything in the world could feel like this, it was as if she were dying,
being consumed by flames of beautiful ecstasy.
Her updrawn legs opened and shut around the wildly tormenting head between them
that was licking so lovingly at her fire-seared vagina. The cords of her neck stood out,
straining ferociously as she pulled with all her strength at her brother's blond hair
mingling with her own chestnut brown pussy hair.
"Oh, yes Vince... suck me... lick me... it's wonderful!" she moaned, splaying her legs
wider and wider over his back to give him greater access to her cunt mouth.
Her brother moaned and held her legs behind his knees moving them gently up to his
shoulders, sliding smoothly up her soft tender body at the same time.
His rigidly throbbing young cock brushed tantalizingly against her wetly tangled pubic
hair as he planted his hands on either side of her creamy white shoulders, with her
ankles now locked tightly around his neck. He could see down between their bodies her
upturned asscheeks exposed with the thin vertical mouth of her curl-fringed little pussy,
so tender and virginal and untouched. Her narrow oval cunt-slit was visibly clenching
and unclenching with desire-heated anticipation, the warm moist furrow held apart by
the pressure of his thighs jammed so tightly up against hers.
Tina felt delirious with desire. She saw her brother, wild now with sexuality, hovering
above her and she could feel the stiffness of his sleek, fleshy hardness lying the full
length of her hotly quaking little pussy slit. God, why doesn't he push it in? she
screamed in her head. Her passion dimmed eyes blinked with emotion in the darkness.
She had to have it inside her... she was aching for it, she would die if she didn't have it
fucking her up inside!
But the jerking head of his cock merely rested throbbingly between her widespread
buttocks, gently insinuating itself up and down, up and down in a maddening tease that
caused her to grind her naked pelvis salaciously upward against it, her hungry young
cunt yearning for its hard, blood-filled tip.
Her pale soft hands reached down underneath the grinding cheeks of her buttocks to
grasp the full length of his stone hard organ and Vince groaned softly above her as she
stroked it softly in mute reverence. She could feel the spasmodic throbbing between her
palms and the sticky fluid that trickled down in warm thin droplets from the blood
engorged head. She guided it ardently up the nakedly spread crevice of her buttocks,
not allowing it to lose contact with her hotly tingling flesh until it was poised like a
cannon barrel between her pulsating vagina's saliva-slickened flanges.
And then the almost passion crazed young twelve year old held it there with one hand,
the other on her brother's buttocks, drawing with all her strength to pull his turgid cock
into her and let it drown the gnawing heat that was flaming out of control within the
boiling confines of her uninitiated belly.
It was all Vince could do to keep from fucking forward and impaling his sister on his
heavily aching cock with one long, cunt-splitting thrust. But he had to wait, it had to be
absolutely perfect for her, he had to be worthy of the prize. Would she suffer
afterwards, or would he in some way be able to make sex better for her for the rest of
her life? He knew it would hurt at first, breaking her hymen, and initiating her into
womanhood. He had never had a virgin before; how should he do it... fast and hard,
slow and easy... ? His hesitation, each moment of delay, was adding more delightful
agony to his sperm churning balls. He decided to fuck her fast and hard and spew out
his white hot semen deep up within her begging young cunt.
They both gulped, and then Tina felt the lips of her blood-pounding vagina being
pushed open. The tight rimmed snugness resisted for a moment and then gave way
under his steady insistent pressure. She wanted to cry out for she had not expected the
pain. Vince pushed and grunted, a tone of regret in his voice for the pain he was about
to cause her. When suddenly the hard rubbery tip met her hymen she thought she was
going to die from the exquisite electricity which coursed through her burning young
flesh. She resisted mechanically, emitting a long low groan of desire from deep in her
throat. Vince moved hungrily and brutally against her. His cock was being squeezed by
her tightly resisting little pussy and in his ears her long scream echoed as if from a great
distance. Shoving his hands under the tautly clenched curves of her buttocks, he
gripped her strongly and shoved forward with everything he had. Her moaning became
a fluttering gurgle of pure joy as the walls of her vagina split wide, then closed in again
to milk caressingly around his solidly plunging penis.
"Ooooooh, Vince, Ahhhhhhhh!"
Suddenly his lust inflamed cock was all the way in to the hilt, his sperm filled testicles
spanking with a lewd sound into the split of her buttocks. He groaned, the cords of his
neck muscles straining with super-human tension. Her legs jerked out wide on either
side of his young body, splaying over either side of the bed and kicking high into the
air.
Her shapely young body was pinned to the bed, impaled on her brother's cock like a
helpless little butterfly in an insect collection. With each jerk the blood-bloated head
seemed to shove deeper into her, even though each time before she felt she had been
filled to the very limit. His outstretched arms pinned her shoulders snugly to the
mattress, his solidly planted knees held her thighs split wide apart. She felt as if her
body were being ripped down the middle and that this giant impaling instrument
embedded in her belly would destroy her, but she didn't care, it was marvelous! His
fiery plunging rod felt as though it might come out her throat as its blood-filled head
bumped her cervix with a mind jarring thump, causing her head to buffet against the
headboard of her bed.
Vince looked down at his sister's face, so contorted with the intense pain and pleasure
of virginal intercourse, she was barely recognizable. Her lips curled back from her teeth,
pleading in incoherent whimpers from deep in her throat. Her arms were outstretched,
palms against his moving hips. Looking between their incestuously coupled bodies,
Vince could see their pubic hair tangled together, the base of his young cock flat against
the hotly throbbing little pussy furrow that his tongue had licked to moist receptiveness
just short moments ago. The snug lips of her desire-seared cunt were stretched almost
to the bursting point, the rubbery outer rim clasped tightly around the turgid base of
his penis like a rubber band.
He held her there for a moment, savoring the illicit, erotic moonlight sight of his own
sensationally beautiful sister impaled on his heavily throbbing cock, lost deep within
her tender untouched little cunt, her curvaceous white belly heaving with emotion and
lustful desire.
Tina squirmed beneath him, feeling the hot searing presence of his hardness deep up
inside her, flexing her cuntal muscles against the hardness which seemed to cause it to
throb into even greater rigidity in her no longer virginal passage. She could feel its
every fleshy ridge and pulsing vein and her nerve endings transmitted its description to
her ecstatic brain in minute detail. She felt as if her loins were going to sing out loud
from sheer pleasure, and yet, at the same time there was the wracking pain... a pain that
was gradually subsiding...
And then it seemed as if it were a live thing moving around up inside her! The hard
rubbery tip pressing against her cervix, the thin ridges along its length, the feel of his
heavy, sperm-filled balls against the crevice of her buttocks, everything seemed to be a
part of her! She was one with it, and in spite of the pain, her tongue began a hungry
licking at her lips. They were covered with his cum and her nostrils flared again,
drawing the pungent odor deep into her lungs, mingling with the feeling of his cock
throbbingly planted in her belly. It seemed to roll together in one great fiery ball of
aching desire and her cunt contracted involuntarily as her body and mind began racing
out of complete control.
"Please, please, please Vince... do it to me... do it!"
Her brother didn't move his body, but flexed his burgeoning cock slightly, causing her
to moan with delight. He flexed again, watching with lustful fascination her desire
contorted face within its frame of moonlit chestnut hair. She whimpered futilely, her
mouth hanging slackly open, her eyes shut tight. Then there was a sharp intake of
breath as he expanded his cock again, intoxicatingly stretching her virginal channel. He
watched as her nostrils began a hesitant flaring in time to the slow teasing throbbing of
his deeply embedded hardness, soft mewling sounds of pleasure slipping from her
lovely full lips.
"Urrrggggghhhh!" she groaned happily, her eyes rolling with primitive desire.
And then her urgent answering throbs began to clutch spasmodically around the head
of his penis as her wetly clasping cuntal flesh undulated rhythmically around his
pulsating member.
Vince could scarcely contain himself as her groans and mewls of pleasure resounded
throughout the room. Her head was lolling from side to side on the pillow as her hips
began an inciting roll beneath his hard impaling cock. He clenched his teeth together to
regain control as he felt her hungry nibbling cunt screwing itself up tighter against his
slim young pelvis.
Within Tina's wide stretched cunt, all remaining pain was giving way to a maddening
electric tingle that began deep in her womb and seeped relentlessly through every raw
nerve ending right down to her toes. It rippled through her freshly awakened cunt like
fire across her thighs and along the full length of her wide-splayed legs and out the tips
of her little curling toes. It worked its way up from her contracting belly through the rib
cage and out the tips of her palpitating nipples peaked into tiny hard buds. Rivulets of
perspiration ran down the sides of the full, pulsating mounds, soaking the mattress
beneath her squirming back.
Tina rotated her hips abandonedly around her brother's young hotly throbbing cock,
groaning with pleasure as she did so. The hotly contracting muscles nibbled hungrily at
the inflamed head. Then the dilated lips of her hair-covered slit pulled tantalizingly
away, sliding moistly down his rod for several inches and then nibbling their way
slowly back up, buffeting her soft cunt curls snugly up against his pubic hair. Her
handsome brother was wide eyed and delighted as her quivering young body pumped
up and down on his rigid cock-piston.
He looked down with his blue eyes filled with lust as her cunt pulled down off his 
cuntmoistened shaft, and then he responded by pushing the velvety folds back up into her
so his moist shiny length was swallowed whole back into her salaciously devouring
pussy. He let her strain against him momentarily, watching with delight the utter
abandon of her features as they contorted with lust. Then her reactions began to come
faster as the tempo of her cuntal grinding became more furious. Her teeth bit hard into
her lower lip and he knew that she was straining to cum. The milking juices of her
vagina were flowing warmly around his cock shaft and there was a wet sucking sound
in the darkened room as he quietly fucked his nakedly spread young sister as though
there were no tomorrow. Her back arched off the squeaking bed, her feet planted flat
on either side of his knees, and her hips began to hump faster and faster until finally
she threatened to buck her brother right off the bed.
"Oh Vince... I... I think it's happening I think I'm... cumming!" she moaned out and bit
down hard on her tongue as her toes curled tightly and waves of lewdly rising sensation
began spilling up through her loins and outward like an invading army through the
open and vulnerable field of her heaving belly. Then, suddenly, with a deep throated
groan, her burning young body began shuddering. Seeping warm cum spewed out from
the throbbing, tightly locked passage around her brother's deeply impaling penis,
drowning him in its sticky warmth and trickling down the crevice of her globular white
buttocks over his testicles which were slapping wildly now down against the tiny
puckered circle of her anus.
With this her brother seemed to go insane. With her body still jerking in the throes of
savage virginal orgasm, he reached back and grabbed her ankles and pushed them back
over her shoulders until she was wound up like a ball with his cock working in and out
of her like a drill. Her knees were forced back over her shoulders to touch the mattress
on either side of her head, and her widespread little pussy slit opened up completely to
his incestuous penis.
Something had snapped inside the teenage boys head. He had no idea who she was, he
didn't care, all he knew was that this was the best fuck he ever had and the boy
thudded his belly against hers with a hard wet smacking noise that sounded like
thunder through the silence of the room. His lean body pressed hard against the full
ripe smoothness of her firm young breasts as he locked his mouth tightly over hers. He
sucked on her tongue furiously and then thrust his own probing tongue deep into her
throat, stifling her passionate cries of ecstasy. His shoulders pushed against the backs of
her calves and kept her locked in the helpless balled-up position as he fucked her with
demented energy, cupping the firm spasming cheeks of her buttocks in his strong hands
and kneading their wriggling fullness, pulling her ass-cheeks wide apart.
By now he was groaning through a series of long hard strokes up into her steaming
little girl cunt which had become wet and slippery from her cumming. He was thrusting
in and out with an urgency that signaled her that his own orgasm was fast approaching.
Tina groaned as her exposed pussy was plundered again and again, almost beyond
endurance. She could feel her brother's burgeoning cock fucking up and down inside
her warm viscous passage like a flesh piston and the hot spanking of his balls against
her buttocks was wildly exciting. Her womb flared and the unresisting lips of her hair
lined cuntal orifice flowered open under his welcome rape of her youthful genitals. Her
fingernails clawed a path of red streaks across his rapidly flexing buttocks as she pulled
him as deep up into her as she could, thrusting her fleece covered pussy up over the
driving hot hardness of his cock like a madwoman. She sucked voraciously on his
tongue still shoving far back into her throat, greedily swallowed his saliva, remarking to
herself how wonderful it was. The pungent odor of their love-making filled the small
dark room, serving to excite her more, and her body struggled to compliment his
rhythm with her own energetic thrashing and humping.
The bedsprings squeaked loudly in the time to their wild brother-sister fucking, and
their grunts, groans and moans reverberated off the walls, mingling with the sound of
sweat soaked flesh smacking sharply against sweat-soaked flesh and the viscous
slamming of his pile-driving organ sliding in and out of her receptively welcoming cunt.
"Oh, oh," he groaned. "Oh... you're beautiful Tina... so hot... love you... so hot... oh my
lovely hot little sister!" He could feel the white-hot cum building up inside his over
heated balls as they slapped hard against his sister's upturned buttocks. He was ready...
ready... he shoved his tongue wildly up into her throat and pulled her widespread ass
cheeks still further apart, grinding his pelvis mindlessly and ramming his spewing cock
all the way to the hilt.
And then suddenly Tina could feel the heat of his fiercely expanding instrument begin
to sputter and jerk inside her, the delicious boiling liquid shooting into her like liquid
fire, ricocheting around in her dilated belly like streams of molten lava from a hotly
erupting volcano. Her cunt clasped his cock ecstatically, reaching a new plateau of
orgasm from the wonderful feeling of his hot sperm shooting up inside her, and then
she answered him by spilling her own climactic secretions for a second time up into the
already drowning cavern of her quivering vaginal passage.
Tina thought it was the most beautiful experience of her life. She wanted it to go on
forever! Reaching frantically beneath her own squirming buttocks, she began to milk
her brother's balls desperately to extract all the wonderful liquid from him she could.
Her legs kicked out, muscles knotted with tension, to either side of the bed. His heavily
emptying cock continued to jerk out its climax, filling her to the bursting and foaming
out between the contracting greedily lips that were so hungrily backhugging his hard
driving cock up between them.
"Oh Vince, you're filling me up with your cum... Oh my wonderful, beautiful
brother..." she moaned in pleasure, the hot, wet flesh of her cunt walls sucking hungrily
at his throbbing penis until it finally gave one last spasmodic jerk, shooting out its 
final drop, and began to slowly deflate up inside her belly.
The insides of her smooth thighs were smeared lewdly with his thick sticky juice. It
trickled in thin white rivulets down into the crevice of her buttocks, forming a dark wet
circle on the mattress beneath where the sheet was also stained with her virginal blood.
The thought of her brother's hot cum inside her was thrilling her beyond measure in a
new feeling of completeness she had never known never known before...
Totally full and content, the satisfied young girl smiled affectionately at her brother,
caressed him and wrapping her hand around his softened penis, forever grateful for the
new world he had opened up to her.
Vince lay beside his sister, ashamed of the incestuous act and yet knowing he would
have to have more. His intention was to have her once and be rid of the insane, sinful
desire but the distraught young boy knew that it was not going to work the way he had
planned. If he stayed around she would become more of an obsession with him... he
would have to have her every night... they would eventually be caught. She could even
get pregnant and give birth to a child! The poor teenager knew he had rubbed
Aladdin's lamp. He would have to leave, she was too much to resist at close quarters...
his little sister was by far the best fuck in the world!


Chapter 3


Tina reluctantly forced herself to return to the present, riding in the back seat of her
parent's car on the way back to Riverside with this handsome, friendly dog resting his
massive head in her lap. She sometimes wondered if that wonderful night had really
happened, it seemed so long ago. So much had happened since then, so many others...
God, it was good to be free again, the cherubic girl thought as she sighed and watched
the countryside sweeping by the window. She had never understood why Vince left
home the way he did, so suddenly without telling anyone where he was going. He had
explained to her that it wasn't right what they were doing, but the amoral little girl
could see no harm in something so beautiful, in fact, she reasoned, the harm was in not
doing it. She found herself becoming nervous and restless when she had to go without
sex. It didn't take her long to discover that other people felt the same way she did, it
was sort of a universal bond, and she couldn't be bothered with all the silly boys at
school who would practically cum just looking at her, not after Vince. That was why
she liked to go with the kids to Los Angeles. Her parents thought she was involved with
drugs, but young Tina had found that drugs only served to disrupt her enjoyment of
sex, although she could hardly explain that one to her prudish parents. Well, she
thought philosophically, that's one good thing about spending time in the "joint", as
she continued to refer to St. Gertrude's School, it made one appreciate the pleasures of
home. If her parents were going to get all upset about her going to Los Angeles, she
would just have to find her sexual entertainment right at home in Riverside, though it
wouldn't be easy. It seemed like everyone in that town knew her father... the young girl
mused, already thinking about where she would go as soon as she could get out of the
house.
Tina tickled Hans' soft furry throat and listened to him purr contentedly in her lap. She
had never heard a dog make such cat-like noises before, and there was a strange sensual
quality to it that sent waves of excitement shooting up into her tremulous belly. She
gulped and shook her long chestnut hair out of her eyes. Having indulged for so long
in her favorite day dream, her pussy lips had begun to tingle frantically, but there was
no way to rub there without being noticed. She tried to casually force Hans' head
farther down toward her cunt in order to embed his nose there and relieve the sensual
itch, but it didn't help. There was too much clothing there between them.
Closing her eyes, the teenager tried not to think of Vince fucking her, but it was
impossible, with her father's blonde head the image of his son's and her sitting in the
familiar back seat of the family car, it was all too much.
She couldn't help wondering if her father fucked her mother the way Vince had fucked
her that night. Looking at the two of them, she doubted it, but still couldn't help feeling
a little tinge of jealousy. No wonder her mother was such a paragon of virtue, the
confused young girl thought in her own defense. I wouldn't have to go about searching
for satisfaction either if Vince were home, or if Daddy... she stopped herself abruptly.
Even to the irrepressible Tina the thought of she and her father was absurd enough to
make her giggle nervously to herself.
Tina wondered if she would ever be able to recapture the magnificent orgasms she had
undergone with her brother. She was promiscuous, but had never found anyone to
equal Vince and the blissful happiness he had given her that night almost two years
ago. If she found someone she really loved, would she become less wanton? She wasn't
sure, but she hoped so. Tina was basically a good girl who had been brought up to
believe in decent moral principles. She didn't want to be "bad" all her life – she just
couldn't seem to find herself. Perhaps when she found the perfect lover she would learn
to control herself and devote herself to just that one other person. But now, she was too
unsatisfied sexually most of the time and, when her desires got worked up by
interesting males, then she just had to have their big hard cocks up inside her.
She stroked Hans' ears and chin absently as she thought.
Tina looked up and out the window. They were approaching the Riverside turn off on
the freeway. Soon they would be driving down the main boulevard, past the library,
past her old school, past all the places that were as familiar to her as her own backyard.
They were places Vince used to take her when they were both little, but being four
years older, Vince had always seemed big and strong to Tina. She remembered the time
when she had been roaring down the "main drag" with a boy in her class in his hot rod,
both of them yelling their heads off and throwing empty beer cans into the street.
When they were stopped by the police, there would have been real trouble for Tina if
her clean-cut older brother hadn't come to save her like a knight on a white charger,
leaving his date and his friends to take her home, gently scolding her and making her
promise never to act so foolish again.
She sighed and withdrew back into herself, continuing to stroke and fondle Hans'
increasingly nervous head. His penis had come out a half a foot, but she couldn't see it,
and the mature male dog was beside himself, not knowing what to do.
As they pulled into the driveway of the split level brick and clapboard house where Tina
had lived her whole life she felt a surge of warmth and security rush through her being
and heard her father's deep voice announce: "We're home, baby."
The young girl took in the comforting sight of the tree lined street, the lawns all
manicured to perfection, each neighbor trying to outdo the other. She saw the San
Bernardino mountains standing protectively in the distance and she breathed in the 
soft sweet air of home. She was going to be good this time, the young girl vowed to
herself... or at least, she was really going to try.
The first thing she did was run up to her room. It was just as she had left it six weeks
ago, except from the looks of things her mother had been cleaning in there again. Tina
was always annoyed by what .she referred to as her mother's "cleanliness fetish", but
she noticed with a feeling of genuine affection and gratitude that her mom had placed a
vase of fresh daisies on her bed-side table, having remembered that they were her
daughter's favorite flower.
Hans had continued to pad around after her upstairs, but she had no objection. He was
a sleek handsome animal, and she had to confess that she found his company pleasant.
Intermittently, as she changed clothes, she thought she spied his big brown eyes
watching her with the intentness of a human male although the girl attributed this to
her imagination. Having spent so long in the girls' school she felt she must be
projecting her own wishes onto the poor animal.
Looking quizzically down at him she noted to herself that he was indeed very
handsome and why did she feel flattered by his interest? And why did her breasts seem
to warm under his gaze? She even found herself thrusting her chest out slightly
whenever she walked past him, and instinctively – just because someone was after all
watching her – she did sort of dress and undress again in a slow, teasing, rather
provocative manner.
But could a dog really get worked up over a girl, a girl person? Tina really didn't
know... could a girl get excited about a dog? She cast her cat-eyes furtively toward the
dog's genitals from time to time and slowly, subtly, found a certain curiosity arising
within her. She had never given any thought to the obvious fact that dogs had sex lives
as well as people, but there was something in Hans' steady masculine demeanor which
made her just a shade piqued with curiosity. So that before long she even found herself
trying to glance under his belly in order to find out just what he was made of.
Not that she discovered anything which satisfied her very much. There was just the
usual angular jut of fur covered sex-pouch, and the soft sway of medium sized balls
beneath. And after a while she found herself giggling as she considered how obscene
and silly she was being.
Tina's bedroom was situated at the front of the Williams' house with the bed shoved
under the window. Tina had always enjoyed stretching out on the quilt her
grandmother had made for her when she was a little girl and piling the pillows at the
foot to gaze on the street, idly dreaming her little girl dreams. She did just that, after
unpacking the few things she had taken with her to St. Gertrudes, knowing even then
she wouldn't be gone long.
She found it very pleasant lying on her bed, looking out over her street and absently
stroking her dog's snout and ears. He was her dog, the girl realized with pleasure! Mom
had said he was the new member of the family and that made him hers. She thought
how much fun it would be to take Hans with her to the beach, how all the kids would
admire the handsome animal and how she would have him do tricks to impress them
with his intelligence. Oh, yes, she mused... they were going to have a great time
together this summer. She felt comfortable and at ease, completely protected from the
outside world and its fears. She had never realized how much her home and family
meant to her before she was sent to that horrid girls school. Tina quickly dismissed all
unpleasant memories from her resilient young mind... that was all over, she was home
now. She felt so relaxed that eventually she dozed off into a pleasant unhindered sleep,
the soft summer breeze gently caressing her soft young body.
She was surprised when she awoke to find that twilight had fallen on their street and
that Hans was ardently licking her outstretched hand from his side of the bed.
"Hans... what..." The door to the bedroom opened with a creak and Marsha Williams
came in, dressed in her usual polyester pants and body-concealing cotton shirt. Tina
wondered how her mom would look dressed in something sexy, something like her
friend Alice Griffith might wear.
"Did you have a nice nap, honey?" her mother asked from the door.
"Oh... yes, Mom... thanks," Tina exclaimed, taking her well-licked fingers just a little
too self-consciously out of Hans' range. She swung her legs down off the bed and
smoothed down the skirt of her sundress as the dog backed off toward the other end of
the bedroom, circled briefly as if arranging a clearing in a primeval forest, and then sat
down, his glowing eyes fastened hotly on his new young friend.
"That's good," Marsha said, striding purposefully in and drawing down all the window
shades before finally putting on the light. Then she stood looking directly at her
daughter for a moment and seemed to hesitate before she finally spoke: "Christina, I
hate to have to start in on you your first day back hon, but . .
Tina sighed. "Oh shit," she thought, looking up at her mother's stern face. "What have
I done now? I haven't even been out of my room for Christ's sake!" She knew that
whenever her mother called her Christina it was something relatively serious with her
so she braced herself for the onslaught of her mother's lecturing, silently vowing to
herself that she would not back-talk, not today at least.
"Well, honey," her mother continued, obviously having trouble deciding how to
approach her daughter on this one. "You probably weren't aware of it but..." she moved
over and sat down next to her daughter on the bed, taking the girl's soft young hand
into her affectionately and gazing intently into her bright green eyes. "Tina, you were
sleeping with the window open, right onto the street and in that little sundress which I
think is too short at best... and... well when did you stop wearing underthings?" she
finally blurted out.
Tina blushed and gulped in embarrassment. She had totally forgotten! Undressing so
quickly, it had completely passed her thinking to put anything on underneath. Had her
mother seen her like that from the street! Tina was too embarrassed to ask.
It was just that she had felt so relaxed in her old surroundings in her own lovely girlish
bedroom, with the easy flavor of the street out side, she had fallen dead away into the
pleasant nap.
"I-I still wear underthings, Mom, I just forgot..." Tina offered lamely, by now deciding
that it wasn't such a big deal after all. She hoped her mother would get off the subject
soon and not go on forever about it the way she usually did.
To her surprise Marsha smiled and gave her a little hug. "Okay then, enough said...
how about dinner? Hungry?"
Tina looked up gratefully at her mother and gave her a big hug in return. "You bet,"
she said, "I'm starving!"
Tina bolted from the bed and went to her dresser to find some panties. Marsha cleared
her throat and said in what she hoped was a casual tone: "One other tiny thing, Tina...
try to remember that Hans is a male dog and they can get excited... okay?"
"Sure, Mom." Tina answered, wondering why her mother would say a thing like that.
For some reason her heart started to beat inexplicably fast. She didn't want to glance at
the giant German shepherd. She just couldn't explain it, but she sensed a certain
tension in the air of the cheerful bedroom. "Oh shit," she chided herself, "I'm
imagining things!"
Arm in arm mother and daughter went down the stairs to get dinner on the table
before Jim got home. Marsha was smiling, but her mind was whirling with a million
questions. "Why in God's name did I say that about Hans?" the confused woman
wondered. She couldn't remember when she had ever before remarked on Hans as a
sexual animal. Why was she thinking these kind of thoughts so suddenly?
Well, no matter. It was time to set the table. She handed her daughter the plates and
remarked once again how good it was to have her home.
Tina set the table, for once without complaining, and after asking her mother if there
was anything else she could do, went into the living room to wait for her father's
arrival.
Hans followed her and sat himself in his accustomed spot in front of the fireplace,
never taking his big brown eyes off her. Tina sat for a moment on the couch, returning
the massive animal's stare, a wicked little smile curling across her lips at the
remembrance of her mothers statement earlier, "male dogs can get excited." Then, with
one eye on the kitchen door and an ear cocked for the sound of her father's car, the
young girl raised both bare feet up off the floor to the edge of the cushion and lewdly
spread her shapely legs, shifting her skirt high up over her thighs. With the lips of her
tender young pussy peeking out from either side of the crotchband of her diaphanous
little panties, she hissed; "Here Hans – come here, boy!"
Hans got right to his feet and bounded over to her, as though he had been waiting for
just that command.
"Wow!" the young girl breathed, smiling broadly... "Wow! Maybe Riverside won't be so
bad after all!"


Chapter 4


Marsha had prepared a special dinner for her daughter's first night home, roast beef
with potatoes and lots of gravy, Tina's favorite meal. Both parents were once again
astounded at how much food their daughter could consume without putting on an
ounce of extra weight, at least not in the wrong places, her father noticed with a certain
amount of pride in the sheer beauty of his daughter's body. He looked from his wife to
his daughter sitting across from each other at the round oak table, cozily situated in the
kitchen. It truly was amazing how much they looked alike, even more so now that Tina
had apparently grown up.
His thoughts drifted back to the long ago days when he and Marsha were young, not
much older than Tina was now, when they first met back in Ohio. She was the belle of
the town, his Marsha. He would have married her anyway, even if she hadn't gotten
pregnant with Vince the first night he had fucked her, but maybe not so soon, maybe
he would have had a chance to sow a few wild oats...
Water under the bridge! he chided himself. There had been a couple of other women
on business trips and the like, but the guilt he had felt afterwards made it hardly worth
the few moments of illicit pleasure he had enjoyed. He knew he was the only man his
wife had ever known – would ever know, and the assurance gave him a great deal of
pleasure. Still, there was a gnawing restlessness deep inside the conservative husband
and father that sometimes made him envy his young son Vince, whom he knew full
well must be sowing wild oats enough for the both of them.
Tina was chattering on about how nice it was to be home, how terrible the food, among
other things, was at St. Gertrude's, and how she had forgotten what a terrific cook her
mother was. She was looking forward to the summer at home, seeing her friends and
doing other things she enjoyed, within limits, of course. No mention had been made of
what she could and could not do now that she was out of school and both her parents
were hesitant to start off by giving the girl a long list of rules. They knew from
experience that Tina would rebel totally if they were too strict with her, yet they knew
they had to keep a firm rein on the girl. Marsha hoped that Hans would help keep her
around the house, and then felt a faint trace of apprehension without really knowing
why.
When dinner was over Tina got right up to do the dishes, to her mother's surprise,
without any coaxing. Marsha was not so naive to think this model child they had
brought home from St. Gertrude's would be around for long, but she was pleased and
willing to enjoy Tina's solicitousness while it lasted. She gladly took her coffee into the
living room to share the evening paper with her husband.
Tina went into the kitchen, none too pleased with the chore ahead, but taking comfort
in the fact that when the dishes were done she would be free to do as she pleased.
Besides, she would end up having to do them anyway, she knew, and it was easier to
simply get them done without the nightly argument with her mother. Besides, with her
mother in the living room instead of standing over her like she usually did, Tina would
have a chance to become better acquainted with Hans. She fed the balance of the roast
beef to the dog who gulped it quickly away, wagged his tail and thanked her with his
soft brown eyes.
When the dishes were done, Hans followed her up the stairs to her room. She took out
a few magazines and records, but found herself restless and bored. The young girl knew
what she wanted to do and a slow secret smile crept across her face as she considered
how she might pleasantly pass the time. And then there was a soft nudge at her feet
and she looked down at the dog panting and seeming to smile up at her. He was
rousing her curiosity, the way he followed her and the way he responded to her not so
subtle suggestion in the living room. She wondered just how much the dog knew...
"Here, Hans," she patted the bed beside her. Hans whined happily and came up to her,
planting one forepaw on her knee and resting his cold wet nose in the center of her lap.
Suddenly there was a raw throbbing feeling in Tina's pussy. She had enjoyed having her
hot young cunt licked a few times in her young life and she liked that sort of thing.
And now, with Hans's nose separated from her cuntal lips by only the thin material of
her skirt and panties...
There was almost an electromagnetic field joining the two of them in that warm central
little hole up between her smooth young thighs. She gazed down into the German
shepherd's fond brown eyes and wondered how much he could understand. Could he
possibly sense that...
But no... that was impossible, a dog couldn't know about those things.
Still, Hans was so handsome, and his face was so intelligent looking. He had a
masculine sturdy bearing as well. She wondered how the little girl dogs in the
neighborhood found him. Did he set their pussies to throbbing when he came strutting
proudly by? She had the healthy suspicion that he was probably quite a heartbreaker.
Just like Vince, she thought, he probably had half the bitches in town hot for him.
Suddenly she laughed at her foolishness and shook his head between her cool, slender
hands. "Are you one of those kind of guys, Hans? Going all over town letting the girls
fight over you? No, you aren't like that, are you?"
And then abruptly, without knowing what prompted her, she reached underneath his
body to feel around for his genitals.
Hans began to whimper and moan hotly into her lap as she found his rather unusually
heavy testicles in the narrow furry scabbard containing his penis. She stroked there
gently and was delighted to discover that this actually excited her. She found her
nostrils flaring and wondered how much stroking would be required for his dog-cock to
begin showing itself from its furry sheath.
She didn't have long to wait, for suddenly she could feel something warm and slippery
sliding softly out into her fingers. Her heart gave a terrific jump and she could hear a
rushing in her ears like that of a tidal wave washing over everything in its path. This
was a dog's penis, very slick and moist, and with not a great deal of resemblance to that
of a man's. And yet at the same time it was fiercely exciting. Perhaps the very illicitness
of what she was doing was serving to excite her so savagely. She could feel a warmth
spreading in her loins as her finger found the liquid droplet of cum that was seeping
forth from the small opening in the tip of his penis.
"Hans!" she gasped. "What in the world are you doing?"
In reply to her exclamation, the handsome German shepherd barked twice and began to
happily lap at her face. Tina giggled and tried to evade his surging tongue, but he was
too fast for her. It lapped hot and wet over her eyelids, nose and lips.
"Hans – no!" she laughed gaily, as if it were a game, but as his tongue tip darted out to
stroke across her open mouth, she felt a forbidden wave of desire shooting through her
loins like a small electric vibration.
"Hans... oh... please..." She tried to back off from him, but suddenly that lengthy red
tongue of his was lapping up across the front of her dress and making her swelling
young breasts bobble from side to side under its heated naughty manipulation. "Oh...
Hans... please, this is wrong... really wrong!"
Suddenly she squirmed away and leaped to her feet, her heart aching heavily within her
pounding chest. She made her way across the room to the bathroom as fast as her small
feet would carry her, hurried inside, and closed the door behind her as swiftly as she
could, shutting out his excitedly whimpering face.
Breathing hotly, Tina grasped her throat and wondered what on earth had come over
the two of them. At first it had been just a game, to see what kind of sexual equipment
Hans had, but suddenly the game had changed and Hans had become almost like a
lover in his approach to her, lapping at her heaving breasts and across her face.
Now she stood shaking in the bathroom and looked at her beautiful form closely in the
mirror to ascertain if any of their depraved behavior had left its mark on her. No, she
was the same beautiful and angelic looking girl, with the long copper colored hair and
the vivid flashing green eyes. Standing back from the mirror the gravity-defying uplift
of her firm young breasts rose into view beneath the thin cotton material of her
sundress. Giving herself a sweet smile of appreciation, she pulled the dress down off her
shoulders so that the full white mounds of her fresh young tits came bursting into view,
their nipples already large and hard from the excitement of the sudden stimulation of
Hans's tongue.
She put a thumb and index finger around each nipple and began twiddling with them.
They were like hard little buttons surrounded by the smooth pink areolas which men
and boys were so fond of sucking.
And then it struck her... what ii Hans had actually lapped at her bare breasts? Would
she have been able to resist? Would she have been able to make herself flee to the
bathroom?
Or would she have found herself enraptured by that moistly darting tongue? Hans had
an exceptionally large tongue, much larger than a man's, of course, and it was not
difficult to imagine such a tongue licking her into a fit of ecstatic rapture – she had
certainly been titillated by a lot less in her time!
And if a tongue like that ever licked a girl's cunt... oh, wow! It would almost make
Vince seem unexciting in comparison.
She pulled her dress back on and sat on the edge of the bathtub, thinking. Should she
dare misbehave with a dog? It was true she had experienced every sort of human male
at her tender age, but wouldn't it be terribly bad to do it with an animal, even such a
fine handsome one such as Hans?
No, she felt she had to draw the line somewhere, she would have to learn to control
herself. From now on there would be no more teasing, no more sexy little games with
Hans. He was after all just an animal. How would he be expected to know she was just
teasing when she fondled his balls? He must be very hurt and angry with her. Why, she
was actually being what the boys at school referred to as a "cock tease" with the poor
dog, a quality she had always loathed in other girls, but one which she could never be
accused of.
She would have to apologize to him immediately. Maybe somehow he would
understand. She would just have to continue to satisfy herself in the usual ways, namely
through masturbation and compulsive misbehavior with men and boys. She wished
there were a man or a boy in her room right now as a matter of fact, she had become so
worked up.
Strangely disgruntled, the frustrated teenager stood up and went to the door, hesitated
momentarily, then sighed and opened it up a crack.
Hans was nowhere in sight. He had apparently left the bedroom. Tina stepped into her
room, closing the bathroom door behind her. She shivered involuntarily, as if brief
chilled. Hans had excited her enough by drawing his thick, wet tongue across the front
of her dress and teasing her firm young breasts. It was too much to consider how she
might have succumbed had she been naked before his lewdly exciting touch. She went
to the bedroom door to close it firmly so the dog wouldn't be able to nose it open
again.
She sat down on her bed to consider. The brief encounter with the handsome beast had
worked her up to the point where she could enjoy a heavenly masturbation session
right now, but there was the possibility of her mom coming in while her fingers were
sluicing wetly up between her legs. That would be terribly embarrassing, and it would
look very strange if she were under the covers at this hour. Her mom would think she
was sick or something and start to make a big fuss.
Well, Tina thought with a certain resignation, looking out on the quiet street, she
would have to go see what she could find outside the protective walls of home. She
knew her chances were slim of finding a suitable partner without going down to the
local hangout which she was reluctant to do, but maybe just the walk would be nice,
maybe it would help quell the fire in her loins that brute Hans had flared.
She threw a sweater over her bare sundress and skipped down the stairs, already in
better spirits. Her good mood was short-lived however, because her father blocked her
way out the front door.
"And where are you going in such a hurry?" he asked good-naturedly in his deep voice.
"Just for a walk, no place special," Tina answered, already feeling the strain from her
parents standing together now as though to lend each other support.
"Sit down, honey..." her father said, clearing his throat and looking very serious.
Tina sat on the couch looking up at her parents, knowing it was going to be one of
those "this hurts me more than it does you" scenes, and sighing heavily, waited wide
eyed for the first blow.
"You know, Tina," her father began, "things cannot be the same as they were before...
er... before you were sent to St. Gertrude's... We have to have some rules around here,
and they have to be... well, they have to be enforced." He looked helplessly to his wife.
"You mother and I have discussed this matter with Sister Catherine and..."
"Sweetie, you're not being punished, you understand," her mother broke in, "but, well,
we can't allow you to go out at night alone! Your father and I both felt that Riverside
was small and safe enough before, but we realized after the trouble last spring that there
are just too many bad influences for a girl your age. Now, there are a lot of nice kids in
this town, and when you make some new friends and when we know where you are
and who you're with, then you can of course go out at night."
"Provided you're home by curfew, of course," her father added.
Tina fought to hold back the tears of anger. "I might just as well be back at St.
Gertrude's! This isn't a home, it's a jail! I said I'd be good! You don't trust me, you hate
me!" Uttering a stifled little sob, Tina turned sharply on her heel, her waist-length hair
swirling around, and hurried back up the stairs. They could hear her sobbing until she
had moved across the landing upstairs and closed the bedroom door with a slam.
For a long time there was a kind of pregnant silence in the Williams' living room. "Oh
dear," Marsha murmured, looking at her husband with raised eyebrows. They both
knew their daughter well enough to expect a dramatic response to anything that might
thwart her desires, but what neither of them knew was how far they could go without
the girl rebelling completely. They both felt as though they had failed miserably as
parents, what with their son running off instead of going to college as his father had
looked forward to and planned for so long. They were willing to admit that perhaps
they had been too easy on both their children, and yet they felt a desperate fear of being
abandoned by their daughter. She had always been influenced by her older brother, and
Marsha knew that in the back of the young girl's mind, she felt that whatever her
brother did was just the thing to do. The thought of her fourteen year old daughter
wandering the streets of Los Angeles, or some other big city sent shivers down her
spine. The fact that she looked eighteen didn't help. She knew that often young
runaways were quickly found, but with Tina, who would know? She looked so much
older!
Jim put a comforting arm around his wife's shoulder. "Now, Marsha, we both knew
Tina wouldn't react favorably, didn't we? She's a smart girl... she'll come around, honey.
Hell, your cooking will keep her home if nothing else!" he said, trying to inject a little
humor.
Marsha gave her husband a weak but grateful little smile and moved over to switch on
the T. V. Staring at the screen without paying the slightest attention to what she was
watching, Marsha wondered if Jim even realized the extent to which his daughter had
gone in her exploits. Was he aware of how incredibly sexy the girl had become? How
could he not be, considering their daughter's unusual development... especially the
breasts. Indeed, Tina was well-developed in every respect, from her hour-glass flared
hips to her smooth, creamy flat young tummy. Obviously the child had no intention of
wearing a bra. Her nipples protruded very clearly through the thin material of that little
sundress, just like ripe little cherries, her mother thought. Marsha felt she had won half
a battle by getting the child to wear panties and thought it best not too far concerning
the bra. Still she worried, with breasts so large, mightn't they start to sag? Yes, she
would appeal to Tina's vanity, suggesting that she might consider the need for support
without mentioning the obvious fact that it was hardly modest!
Marsha sighed and flicked off the T.V. Poor Tina, she thought, a walk would be nice.
Maybe if I asked her to join me we could walk together, the distraught mother thought,
then decided against the idea. Tina was much too angry to be consoled. She glanced at
the clock. Where was Hans? He was never still out by this hour. Had Tina fed him?
She hadn't heard him padding around upstairs since he left Tina's room some time ago.
She decided to go look for him, he really should be in by now, she reasoned.
As Marsha walked through the kitchen it occurred to her that Hans had certainly taken
a liking to Tina. Well, he's a male isn't he? she thought, and then immediately gave
herself a mental slap for thinking such a crude and, even possibly jealous, thought.
What was getting into her? she wondered as she stepped into the coolness of the
evening to call her dog.
"Hans! Hans! Come here, boy!" she called from the back steps. But there was no
answer. Marsha grimaced and pulled her shawl about her shoulders. The evening had
become a bit chilly and there was a rather stiff breeze.
"Hans... Here Hans!" she called again, a trace of desperation in her voice.
And then she saw him – in the vacant lot across the way – copulating like crazy with a
beautiful collie Marsha had never seen before!
Marsha gasped and put a hand to her chest before she determinedly crossed the yard in
pursuit of her own dog. As she approached within a few feet of the busily engaged pair
she stopped short. Her eyes were blazing and she felt a furious thumping in her heart
together with a curious warmth in the vicinity of the juncture of her thighs.
She had, of course, always tacitly assumed that Hans had a sex life, but somehow she
had never expected to see him...
"Oh Hans," she murmured weakly, her fist falling slightly clenched at her side. The big
German shepherd was looking at her with fiercely gleaming eyes, and his stiff red
cudgel could be seen clipping in and out of the confines of the collie's cunt, the walls of
her pussy clinging hungrily along it with every outstroke.
She looked at the female dog's face. The wanton hussy was obviously enraptured over
being attacked by such a fine handsome animal as Hans. Her black eyes glowed like
coals beneath her long lashes, which quivered with emotion as she stood there,
complacently and happily presenting herself for Hans's rampaging use. He had
mounted her from behind, of course, with his forepaws holding tight to her back.
Beneath, his haunches were struggling for support on the leavy ground as his pelvis
worked in and out of the collie's cuntal channel with a fury that held Marsha
spellbound.
She wondered if it didn't hurt terribly to be taken in this way, without any tenderness
whatever, no more than that impaling animal penis sliding helplessly in and out, in and
out?
She closed her eyes and felt for a moment as though she were going to faint. This was
assuredly the most obscene thing she had ever witnessed, and her legs were rooted to
the ground like tree stumps, unable to move. She was an audience of one, petrified into
a human statue as she stood dumbly in the yard while Hans fucked in and out of the
lovely silky-haired collie's tender cunt beneath the light of the early moon. The animals
were surrounded by the familiar sights that Marsha had grown to look at without
seeing, the street lamp, the neighbor's car, the old treehouse, they were all no more
than props for the fantastic sight of her dog and the mysterious stranger who was so
intimately enjoying his favors.
Marsha shuddered, finding her lithe legs shaking and her loins churning in a weird
kind of unaccustomed excitation. She had not infrequently felt a normal sort of sexual
arousal down through the years of marriage, but she could remember nothing as wildly
thrilling and stimulating as watching the obscene animal coupling in the vacant lot.
It was quite obvious that the collie was enjoying it to the fullest. Hans was really a Don
Juan of sorts, Marsha expected, that is among the local bitches. He was handsome in a
sexual way, Marsha conceded, not in the usual doggy way. Hans had a certain
magnetism which must drive the girls wild!
Surprised at her own thoughts, Marsha turned swiftly on her heel, making her way
quickly back to her house. She had to literally jerk herself away from the savage
fascination which had held her mesmerized. She entered the dark kitchen and closed
the door tightly behind her, struggling for breath. She just had to get hold of herself!
Her breasts were heaving madly from the lewd animal display she had just witnessed.
Even now she could still envision the sight of her own Hans rapidly fucking the female
dog, his heavy-laden testicles slapping with a salacious splat into the crevice of the
collie's shanks, his brown eyes gleaming as he looked at his mistress.
Marsha gasped at the thought. Yes, he had been looking directly at her, looked her
right in the eye! Why, it had looked as though he was smiling lewdly at her, with that
long pink tongue hanging out... why, in God's name, would he do a thing like that...
she must have imagined it.
There was an insistent vibrating sensation of glowing energy in her belly, an electricity
in her loins. She flicked on the T.V. once more, but it was no use – she could not quell
the immeasurable stimulation raging inside. She went into the living room where her
husband was engrossed in his paper. "Jim, darling," she said as calmly as she could, "I
think I'm going to bed a little early this evening... would... would you care to join me?"
Jim looked up in surprise at his lovely wife. She was usually so non-aggressive it took
him a moment to respond... but only a moment. In an instant he was out of his chair,
had locked the doors and turned off the lights and was swiftly following behind his
wife's shapely buttocks as she walked up the stairs to their bedroom.


Chapter 5


The atmosphere at the Williams house had mellowed considerably by the end of the
week with young Tina seeming to accept the restrictions imposed on her, at least for
the time being. Marsha held her tongue as much as she possibly could concerning
Tina's style of dressing, and Jim made it a point to spend as much time as he could at
home, knowing a third party helped in relieving the normal tension that occurred
between two females after a period of time.
Marsha had arranged several shopping trips which Tina seemed to enjoy, and they had
even taken in a few movies together, a thing they had not done since both the children
were very small. Still, in spite of the apparent tranquility, Marsha had the distinct
feeling she was living in the eye of a storm, yet she had no idea how or when the
undercurrent of tension would manifest itself.
On Tina's part, she was biding her time.
The spoiled young girl was used to having her way about things and was sure that in
time, she would be able to arrange the schedule to suit her needs. She knew if it got to
the point she couldn't tolerate the confinement, she could always run away, maybe even
find Vince somewhere; he would take care of her, but what if she couldn't find him? In
reality, Tina wasn't quite as daring as her parents gave her credit for. She had seen her
share of the young girls who had taken to the streets, and some of the stories they had
told her were far from pretty. Besides, Tina knew her parents really loved her, and she
loved them in her own selfish way. She also knew in her heart that someday Vince
would return and when he did, she wanted to be there.
Nevertheless, Tina felt she would have to think of something very soon. Although
pleasant in its way, the routine at home, without any sex to even briefly assuage the
burning needs within her accustomed loins, was quickly becoming very frustrating for
the healthy, well-developed fourteen year old. She finger-fucked herself continually at
night, but this was a far cry from the real thing and scarcely left her more relaxed in the
morning. There seemed to be no simple way of meeting anyone, and she wasn't allowed
to go to the beach or any of the old places she used to frequent alone.
As for Hans, he hadn't returned to her bedroom very much since their initial
confrontation. There seemed to be a beautiful collie hanging around, with long silky
hair and a finely pointed nose... the bitch... Tina thought ruefully, she was a beautiful
dog. She often found herself parting the curtains upstairs to look down the street,
where quite frequently Hans could be seen furiously fucking the brazen collie, his
haunches working madly as his big red cock slid in and out of the collie's shamelessly
presented pussy-slit.
And always he seemed to be looking up at the window as he did this, almost as if he
were a human male showing off. When she caught the two dogs together like this, Tina
would find her breath coming in sharp excited gusts. Of course, she should have
assumed that other dogs would find Hans devilishly attractive, she told herself, but why
did the sight of the two dogs fucking excite her so? Perhaps it was because her own sex
life had become so barren of late, and perhaps also it was because Hans was one of the
dogs...
She could feel her belly surging with youthful emotion when she watched them, and in
no time at all her sparse young pussy-hair seemed to be moistening with her vicarious
arousal. Then she would return to her room and rub herself furiously between her legs,
trying hard not to think of the handsome German shepherd. But in no time at all her
feeling with respect to Hans were becoming a mixture of natural female jealousy, lust at
seeing someone else engaging in active sex, and a confusion of other more complex
matters. Because she had rejected him and he had quickly found someone else, she was
as jealous as any girl would be of a fickle beau, and she wanted him to at least come
and visit her again. This was the eternal female reaction since time immemorial for
nothing makes a man as attractive to a woman as another woman's interest in him. So
that even though Tina had no intention whatever of pursuing any conscious bestial
behavior, she still would have liked to have Hans come around to pay obeisance to her
again. That she wasn't doing so, but was apparently purposefully tormenting her with
the collie, only vexed her frustration and sense of being wronged.
So, time and time again lovely Tina was going to bed terribly unhappy and dissatisfied
with the dullness of her drab existence. Hans had withdrawn his attention and affection,
and she was smarting like a woman betrayed. There seemed to be no possibility of
anything happening! She wasn't allowed out on the streets enough to make "new
friends" – and she wasn't allowed to hang out with the old crowd. The situation did not
look good. She was almost ready to return to her old defiant ways.
That is, she was until the fateful morning when she was to learn just how much the
attractive powerful German shepherd could come to mean to her...
It was very early when the voluptuous young girl stirred restlessly in her rumpled bed,
her thighs sticking together slightly due to the cumming she had experienced from her
fingering of herself during the night.
Her white nylon nightie was bunched up almost around her neck and, looking down,
she could see the high twin peaks of her firm young breasts poking up beyond the
barrier of her rumpled nightdress. Her legs were spread wide apart as though in open
invitation to some phantom lover standing at the foot of the bed.
And then she remembered the dream! The dream of herself and Hans in an incredibly
lurid pose! Her breath caught and she bit down hard on her lower lip. And now,
because she traditionally played with herself a little in the morning, she found herself
thinking of him again as she moved her fingers into the rapidly moistening juncture of
her smooth, cum-smeared thighs. She pushed her middle finger up through her soft
pussy hair and on through her sensitive clinging cuntal lips, where she established a
slow, teasing circling rhythm around the clenched little opening to her overheated
vagina. As the vividness of her dream-adventure with Hans flickered through her
impressionable,, lust-saturated brain as though she were watching a slightly out-of-focus
television screen, her flesh seemed to ache all over with perverted anticipation.
Breathing a little sigh of surrender mixed with despair, she withdrew her finger and
smoothed her hands carefully up to her breasts, touching them slightly in guarded
exploration. "Ooooh," she moaned aloud into the stillness of the early morning. They
seemed so tender and full of desire – wouldn't it be nice to have a hot lapping mouth
working over them? Her hands explored farther, coursing their way down again over
her succulently rounded belly and finally up once more between her still open thighs.
Again she groaned as her fingers made tender contact with the lewdly moistening edges
of her vaginal slit. Her fingers probed the sensitive opening, her fingertips becoming
wet and slick from the stickly precoital liquid that was seeping so viciously from it,
anointing the split of her buttocks and the bed beneath.
And then suddenly the door opened and there was her mother, a horrified look
spreading across her beautiful face. "Why – Tina! What are you doing?"
Mortified, Tina quickly withdrew her fingers from her burning little pussy and jerked
the covers up over her heaving white nakedness.
"Why – nothing, Mom, I mean, nothing, Mother... that is... I was just..." Marsha
entered the room with her arms crossed, a stern expression masking her flushing pink
features. Hans padded in softly after her and sat down, looking bored and disinterested,
in one corner of the room.
"Well, my little lady," Marsha remonstrated sharply, tapping her foot. "As you know, a
good girl keeps her hands above the covers." She paused, seemed to think of something,
and then reconsidered. "Well," she said at length, "I was going to take you to the club
with me this morning, but perhaps I'd just better go by myself. Hans will look after
you. You'll find breakfast on the table. Goodbye." And with that the offended mother
went out, slamming the door behind her.
Tina sobbed bitterly as the door closed. Heavy wet tears flooded from her eyes and
trickled down her cheeks. His eyes all sorrow and sympathy, Hans padded over to the
bed and nestled his snout in between the weeping youngster's thighs, whimpering
lightly. She pushed her fingers into his soft fur and began fondling his ears still weeping
copiously. "Is it my fault, Hans? I can't help it. I'm just a normal girl. Can I help it if I
get these wretched desires? Can I help it that my brother fucked me when I was just a
little girl and got me to like it?
Can I help a thing like that?"
Hans yelped sympathetically and let out an understanding bark. Not noticing that the
coverlet was slipping away from her torso to reveal the majestic beauty of her heaving,
pink-tipped breasts, Tina took the dog's noble masculine face in her hands and looked
down at him affectionately. "You understand, don't you, Hans? You're the only person
in this house that does. I'll bet you understand all about females, don't you? I've seen
the way you fuck that collie across the way, you devil."
Hans seemed to grin wickedly, and then suddenly his long pink tongue lashed out
across the width of her breasts, lapping electrically over her already throbbing nipples.
"Hans!" she exclaimed, drawing back. "Why, you – naughty – you – you've got a dirty
mind!"
With this Hans appeared to smile slightly, and the next thing she knew, he had
suddenly leaped up onto the bed and was buffeting around on her legs, stepping
gingerly, as they both heard the downstairs door slam. At once his ears perked up and
he seemed to look at her significantly.
"Ooooooh, Hans, don't look at me like that!" She back off across the bed, deeply moved
and drawing the sheet up after her. Her loins felt as if they were full of butterflies.
There was a deep fluttering in her belly that resembled no other feeling of sexual
anticipation she had ever felt before. Was this it, the adventure she had been searching
for her whole life? With this handsome animal?
"Oooooh, you know I love you, you devil. You made me love you, you good-looking
thing you," she confessed. "But what about my Mom? We're certain to get caught. After
all, lover, we don't know just how long she'll be gone. She didn't say, did she?"
The giant German shepherd stepped carefully across the bed toward her, leaving no
paw print on the sheet. His jaw hung slack, and that enormous long red tongue which
had so titillated her nipple was hanging out of his head wet with saliva. Tina winced
and withdrew into herself. What could she do? The masterful beast was so damned sure
of himself – and of her!
Then abruptly Hans took the decision out of her hands. His knowing eyes devoured
her long chestnut hair, her high-set widely spaced breasts with their throbbing hard
nipples, the soft curve of her pretty white stomach... and then he bent his head and
took the coverlet and sheet both in his teeth, stepping backward quickly and drawing
them off in order to fully expose her breathless nakedness.
"Oh, please... no... Hans..." she protested. "This is wrong... no darling... not like this...
you're a... I'm... ooh... darling..." And then it was too late, for even as she tried to grip
one of his pointy furred ears, his cold nose nudged first one thigh wide open and then
the other. Her legs fell obediently to either side of the disheveled bed. The entire
situation was so mind-blowing, so totally unlike anything she had ever encountered
before in her young life, that she didn't know how to cope with it effectively. All she
could do was lie there, squirming her buttocks back into the mattress, her legs still
spread wide as Hans backed off her, his big brown eyes eating her up voraciously.
Tina was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen in his life, and that unique long
copper hair was not a small part of the attraction he felt. He seemed to be gazing in
intoxicated rapture at her enchanting figure spread open in sacrifice on the bed before
him. Then abruptly his head inclined and he made one long swiping lick up through
the sticky wet crevice which reached from her anus right up to the quivering lips of her
burning young pussy.
"Ooooohhhheeee," she moaned, gripping the big dog's ears. "Oooohh, darling!"
Her mouth hung open in electric bedazzlement in the wake of the enervating shock of
feeling his hot tongue dart along her erogenous slit. Her eyes became glazed over and
deeply smoked with lust. Moving awkwardly Hans positioned himself, as best he could
on the spongy mattress, in between her legs and over her rapidly rising and falling
belly, beneath which dwelt the focal point of all desire – the she pushed her fingers into
the soft fur on the palpitating vagina. Then his snout inclined until it was scarcely
inches away from her throbbing pubic mound. Surrendering at last, the desireweakened 
girl shuddered ecstatically as she pushed her fingers into the soft fur on the
back of his head. "You mustn't, darling," she whimpered, believing just the opposite.
Her hotly seething cunt felt as if it were aflame from the fire-branding lick of his wetly
prodding tongue. In her secret heart she wanted only for him to continue and continue
and continue... this was it... the big one...
And suddenly his tongue was there again, lashing through her molten, lava-heated
pussy like a hot knife through butter. Tina groaned with pleasure that seemed to wrack
her loins and force a shivering thrill outward throughout her burning nerve endings.
That was beyond consideration. Nothing mattered except the fierceness of Hans'
majestic animal's love. She wanted to dissolve into a pool of unfettered lust where she
would know nothing but the unmitigated savagery of that wonderful sensation he was
generating deep up within the shivering whiteness of her needing belly.
Tina sucked in her stomach and choked on he own agonized gasp for air as the tip of
his tongue caressed maddeningly and with infinite knowledge along the moist red slit of
her vagina opened like a flower in spring sunshine before his knowing canine
manipulations. The dainty bud of her clitoris was clearly visible, throbbing violently
into hardness just above the stretched elastic opening of her curl-fringed little cuntal
entrance.
Again it happened his long wet tongue snaked out to flick teasingly at the quivering
little nub of raw nerves at the top of her pussy-slit. Tina's body jerked at the searing
electric contact and her legs clamped snugly together over the smooth fur of his head,
her soft inner thighs imprisoning his pointed ears in a vise-like grip. Then her hips
began a slow up and down movement in lewd rhythm to the probings of his slavering
tongue. Soft mewls of animal pleasure seeped from between her tightly clenched teeth.
The fourteen year old was trapped in a mindless fit of uncontrolled lust and depravity,
her upper torso writhing like a belly dancer's, her firm white breasts dancing and
heaving with emotion.
Tina's mouth opened with a depraved gasp as her pelvis twisted lustfully forward into
Hans' ardently licking face. Her mind felt as if it were exploding in all directions. She
wasn't certain now just who or what or where she was – there was only this marvelous
feeling in her loins that was totally unlike anything she had ever felt before in her life –
a combination of Hans' whiskers against the smooth flesh of her thighs, the occasional
touch of his cold wet nose, and above all the out-of-this-world tongue of his that was
like fever in the blood, an electric cattle prod working over the budding sensitive folds
of her hot young pussy till she thought she would go stark-raving mad with desire.
Her young body squirmed involuntarily in lewd surrender to the nerve shattering
licking of the bestial tongue and mouth so ardently branding her burning, seething
cunt. Her hands cupped her own full tingling breasts and squeezed them hard until she
moaned from the combination of delights she was feeling through out her sensuously
squirming breasts, belly and thighs.
"Oh, God," she groaned as the tantalizing lapping of the immense pink tongue
continued, its hot wet movement threatening to consume her in paroxysms of obscene
delight. Her pussy and loins felt as if they had melted into hot honeyed butter, and her
legs shivered with erotic spasms. She ground her buttocks lasciviously back against the
mattress, screwing her quivering little ass-cheeks around and around in small circles
beneath his fiercely debauching tongue. It was so delicious to feel this exquisitely
depraved rape of her fire-filled young cunt that she wanted to sob from pure joy. There
was nothing in the world, could be nothing in the world like this fantastic tremulous
feeling that was turning her stomach, bones and nerve endings upside down and inside
out. She wanted to wallow in this powerful enslaving sensation of his warm slippery
tongue slicing through the soft wet flesh of her aroused pussy and pushing it up inside
before it. His great slobbering tongue slithered over the naked cuntal crevice of the
writhing teenage gal, driving her wild with desire. She reveled like a heathen in hell in
its lewd tingling joy, until she thought her entire body was going to explode into a
thousand fragments.
"Oh God," she breathed, hoarse with desire. "I like it, Go on, darling, go on!"
She spread her thighs wider in order to give the slaving German shepherd's tongue
greater access, he eyes, glazed dumbly with mindless passion. Her fingers clutched his
soft furry coat, dragging it up in bunches and enjoying the wonderful rich feel of it.
Hans' tail wagged with pure happiness as he lapped hungrily at his mistress' moist
vaginal slit. He had adored her from the first moment he had seen her long, buttocks
length hair and all, and he was delighted to find that she appreciated his devotion as
much as he had expected she would. He lapped greedily at the soft narrow folds
between her legs from which trickled the most delicious liquid-honey he had ever tasted
in his life.
His tongue licked wetly up and down from tender anus to quivering erect clitoris, the
tip of it burrowing slightly into both her cuntal and her anal apertures. The fluted pink
edges of her pussy were an open wound alive with shivering sensation, quivering
maddeningly with every lap. The tiny sensation-bud concealed in her pussy-slit felt
electrically tingly and all ready to burst. His great tongue spread relentlessly through
the soft, hair-covered swelling of her pubic mound until Tina began spewing out low
gargling sounds of ecstatic delirium from deep in her chest. She jerked spasmodically at
his fantastic technique, and felt as if she were dying when his tongue doubled up
lengthwise and attempted to insert itself like a penis into her shattered little vagina.
"Yes, yes... ohhhhhhh, darling... yesssssss... fuck me... oh... like that... 
yessssssssssss..."
She shuddered and chilled from the intense sexual stimulation that only indulging in
something forbidden can provide. Her brain could scarcely imagine anything more
illicit than having her cuntal regions lapped by a German shepherd, and her body
responded accordingly, jerking and writhing under that depraved electric prod. Her
lustful moans alternated with feeble mewls of unnatural pleasure – pleasure that that
slithering dog tongue, dripping with saliva and the secretions of her cunt, was literally
forcing her to enjoy. She grasped his bristly furred ears and tried to draw his long nose
right up into her cunt. With a deep animal sound she kicked her legs back up over her
head and pulled his nose forward into her well-lubricated vagina so that his giant
tongue thrust out and up into her moist passageway like an attacking lizard, ravishing
her upturned young cunt without mercy.
Now wild incoherent shrieks began streaming from her bubbling moist lips, red with
desire, as she could feel her cum hurtling toward her like a great wave from an
unimaginable distance. She pleaded with and encouraged the dumb animal salivating
between her squirming upthrust buttocks, inciting Hans to lick her all the more
furiously until it felt as if his tongue was not soft flesh at all but more like a red-hot
poker illuminating her too-long-denied pussy in the night sky.
"That's it – ooooooh darling!" she moaned. Oh God! I'm cumming! Oh my God it's
wonderful!"
And it was. As her orgasm came hurtling toward her, it was like a ball of fire lighting
up the universe. Her beautiful face contorted with lust; her eyes rolled back into her
head as though she were dying and her head flailed from side to side on the pillow. A
mighty, fire-spitting dragon had come to life inside her loins causing her whole being to
shatter in mindless passion. As she lay frantically gasping, Hans lapped at her fevered
pussy, licking and swallowing her viscous cum as fast as he could. Then, with a low
growl, he withdrew his hot, wetly coated tongue from her vagina and began to tenderly
caress her heaving white breasts.


Chapter 6


Marsha sat alone beside the country club pool, absently watching the swimmers and
sun worshipers, feeling very confused and worried. Tina was almost becoming too
much for her to contend with, although she had actually not given Marsha any specific
problem. The perplexed mother found herself practically wishing that Tina would do
something, something tangible, something she could cope with. Of course Jim was
oblivious to the problem. What problem? she could almost hear him say. Men never felt
the subtle undercurrents, the vague forebodings, that women were subjected to by their
infernal intuitions. Yet Marsha knew full well that her daughter was a sensual and lusty
young lady. With her full upthrust breasts, the waspish waist and flaring hips over
those long brown legs, the girl fairly glowed with sexuality.
Marsha had always prided herself on being straight forward and honest, yet how could
she approach her own daughter and tell her that she was beginning to be affected by
the erotic stimulation Tina was imposing by her very presence! Oh, my God, Marsha
thought, it's true... that's the real problem... my own little baby girl is such a sexy
nymph she's turning her own mother on! It's just too horrible to believe, too perverse
and licentious! The poor woman was near panic, but still she felt a strange sense of
relief in at least having the internal fortitude to admit the truth. Remembering her
shocked surprise at finding Tina masturbating so furiously this morning, her fingers
buried deep up within the glistening wet folds of her vagina, Marsha felt her throat
clench. Although she had no inclinations whatever toward lesbianism, the scene had
certainly been stimulating to the strait-laced wife and mother. She recalled how she had
run downstairs trying to catch her breath after the furious emotions that remarkable
obscene event had aroused in her, she had felt her heart thumping wildly in her chest
without a pause. It had taken her forever to collect herself.
And besides that, there were the depraved responses aroused several times this week
when she had come upon Hans in the street, fucking the life out of that collie, who was
obviously in love. Do dogs fall in love? How absurd! Am I losing my mind? the woman
asked herself. Still, that collie, with her long lashes fluttering with emotion as Hans
gripped her back with his forelegs and ravaged her willing dog-cunt without mercy, had
seemed so... so happy, and Marsha realized with terror that she had envied the dumb
animal!
Oh yes, it was so real, the sexual energy generated by their young daughter was real,
Marsha insisted, she was not imagining it! The confused wife felt a surge in her loins as
she recalled how passionately her husband had made love to her in recent mornings.
Unquestionably he had been stimulated by their busty young Venus too, but he would
never be willing to admit it. Or would he? No, no, it's all too dreadful, too incestuous!
Not knowing what to make of the situation, she tucked her long hair into a bathing cap
and dove into the glimmering pool, swimming furiously lap after lap hoping to exhaust
herself and work out the surging feeling in her belly with the strenuous exercise. While
it was true she was a very respectable woman, this did not imply by any means that she
didn't enjoy sex or that she was a prudish woman, at least not by her standards. But
lately she had been so "turned on" that she had come to really enjoy the rough fucking
she was getting from Jim more and more often now. He too seemed exceptionally
hungry for sex, and the way he had been taking her of late was different somehow,
severely undermining her usual reserve and causing her to cry out with emotion. She
had even found herself thinking of Hans while Jim was fucking up into her openly
spread cunt, actually thinking about a damn dog!
Marsha pulled herself out of the pool and stretched out on a deck chair, hoping to quiet
her mind and maybe even nap in the sun. She closed her eyes, but the depraved scene
with Hans and that collie flashed across her brain for the thousandth time. Suddenly
she felt weak, vulnerable, and exposed, shivering in the warm sunshine. It was all too
much! There was Hans, aroused with the collie as he never seemed to have been
before... there was Jim, aroused as never before, his enormous penis sticking out like a
fence post from the hairy triangle between his legs, his over-sized hairy testicles
swinging gently below, and then there was Tina, who for some reason Marsha knew
was the cause for all the confusion wracking her befuddled brain...
"Why, hello Marsha!"
She looked up to see a form silhouetted against the brilliant sun. It took her a brief
moment to recognize the sexy voice behind the wide sun hat and over-sized Dior
sunglasses.
"Alice!"
The tall, statuesque blonde pulled a chair up beside her friend, looking magnificent as
usual. Alice Griffith was a beautifully proportioned woman in her middle thirties, just a
few years younger than Marsha. Her uptilted breasts were snugly tucked into the top of
her black bikini, displaying their deep cleavage to its best advantage. Her taut,
curvaceous ass-cheeks were peeking out white from the tiny bikini bottom against the
rich golden tan of her long slender legs. Alice was always the hit at social functions with
her vivacious personality and sexy manner, and Marsha enjoyed her company most of
the time. But today she wished she could be left alone to sort out her thoughts.
"Where's Hans?" Alice asked rather abruptly, looking around the club grounds.
Marsha fairly jumped at the mention of the dog's name. Why was Alice asking about
Hans, had she read her mind? And then it occurred to her that it was a perfectly
natural question from the dog's previous owner. She had almost forgotten that they had
brought Hans from the Griffiths!
"Oh, he's at home... with Tina, she's back, you know," Marsha said, wondering if she
were imagining the look of acute disappointment in Alice's lovely face.
"Oh..." Alice said in a vague forced casualness.
Something from beyond the scope of her faculties for rational thinking clicked in
Marsha's mind. Hans! Why was Alice so concerned about Hans?
"You seem rather upset, Alice. Have you really missed him that much?" she asked
pointedly, her green eyes narrowing.
Alice turned and looked at Marsha questioningly, appearing more ruffled, nervous and
ill at ease than Marsha could ever remember seeing her before. Could this be the same
Alice Griffith who was the belle of every ball, the perfect hostess, wife and mother, envy
of all her friends? She was acting more like a moonstruck teenager!
"Marsha, how did...?" Alice crossed and uncrossed her shapely legs nervously.
Marsha smiled indulgently despite a sense of disbelief at her own conjecture and Alice's
apparent justification of her incredible suspicions. "It's all over your face, darling," she
said coldly, not knowing why she was acting like such a bitch. The woman was
obviously distraught. She was immediately sorry when she looked at her friend's face
and saw the big tears falling from behind the expensive sun glasses.
"Oh, Alice, I'm sorry, honey! Come on, why don't you tell me about it," Marsha said
consolingly, feeling terrible for the poor woman.
Alice was sobbing silently, a seemingly endless stream of tears flowing down her wide
cheeks. She took off her glasses and dabbed futilely at her pretty blue eyes. "I... I just
couldn't help it, Marsha... I just couldn't!"
There was a fierce surging excitement breaking through Marsha's loins that she could
not explain. It was as though there were a section of her psyche that had been sealed
her whole life and had been opened by the full realization of what she had just so coolly
implied to her friend. Oh, don't let it be true, she thought, please don't let it! She
sensed something utterly fantastic in the offing, even now her intuition could not bear
to admit what her flesh suspected... it was too impossible to believe!
"All right," Alice said, gaining some measure of control. "I'll tell you."
Oh no! Marsha's mind screamed out, Please don't tell me! "That was one of the reasons
I felt like I had to give him up," Alice began, her eyes glazing over mysteriously as she
seemed to be looking backward into the past. "We were lovers," she said simply.
Marsha gasped and blanched, the unspeakable truth had been spat into the unthinkable
open! How could the woman sit there and calmly admit to the most depraved of all
acts, bestiality!
Alice was staring off in the distance, remembering, unaware that her friend Marsha was
on the verge of collapse. "It was just out of curiosity at first, that day I was right out of
the shower and Hans came into the bedroom... he was so sure of himself, so confident...
the devil... and then it started. I love him, Marsha! Oh, I know it was horribly wicked of
me, but, well, you know how Norman is gone so much of the time and... I simply
couldn't help myself!" Alice seemed to be pleading with her big blue eyes, still not fully
aware of the effect her words were having on Marsha.
Marsha felt as though a hand had gripped her throat and was squeezing it to the fatal
limit. She was speechless, unable to utter a sound. What would she say? There were no
words! Her nostrils were flaring and her breathing was coming in short hot gasps. Alice
was beginning to wonder if she hadn't misjudged Marsha's initial assessment of the
situation. Could it be the woman didn't know? But she was living in the same house
with Hans, surely he must have made his move by now. Alice felt like Hans had
probably made himself known to most of the ladies on the block by now.
"Marsha," she said, looking at the stunned woman staring open-mouthed at her, "I
thought you knew!"
Marsha could only shake her head dumbly.
"Well, no matter," Alice continued, "I'm glad it's out anyway. I was feeling so guilty
and so depraved. And so... well, so lonely for Hans. He really was quite a lover," she
said wistfully.
Marsha had just regained her equilibrium somewhat when Alice made the remark that
sent her into a near state of apoplexy.
"Did you say Tina was home?" She casually asked, to change the subject.
Marsha froze at the sound of her daughter's name. "Tina... Hans... oh my God... I've
got to go home... my God!" Marsha ran blindly from the pool into the bath house,
leaving Alice staring after her. She felt as if she were going insane as she raced madly
for her car, pulling on her beach robe as she ran across the golf course. Her mind was
filled to the limit with a crazy rising crescendo of lust-filled images causing her loins to
come alive with weird staccato reactions. "Tina... Hans... home... together...!" she kept
murmuring like a woman possessed.


Chapter 7


Tina lay back on her bed enraptured by the experience of the most shattering orgiastic
explosion of her life. Totally spent and exhausted, the voluptuous teenager was
breathing heavily, her ripely upthrust breasts falling in shapely unrest on either side of
her heaving chest. They quivered and shook as she breathed, still hard and pointed at
the nipples and tingling deliciously as Hans ran his tongue over them again and again,
lapping at their erect pinkness and prodding them soothingly. Her luscious young body
was gleaming with perspiration under the onslaught of deep emotion and near frantic
lust. Hans, with his well practiced technique in the art of love-making, had left the not
unexperienced teenager weak and shivering with sexual anticipation.
She moaned softly, shutting her eyes and running her fingers steadily over and through
his furry coat. Lurid images of herself and Hans in a variety of immoral poses flashed in
review through her passion blazed mind. There was a warm wetness still between her
thighs that made the tops gleam, and it seemed with each fresh flick of Han's masterful
tongue she felt more out of her head than before, and a copious flood of clear viscous
liquid would seep from her vaginal walls, race achingly down her cuntal channel and
out onto her hair-fringed pussy, and dribble softly into the surrounding mat of auburn
pubic hair.
Hans seemed to smile and then he began stuffing his nose under her body in order to
shove her over onto her belly. A warning signal activated itself from somewhere inside
Tina's subconscious mind. She knew that something really lewd was about to happen,
but she had lost all strength of will and had not the faintest desire to resist. How could
it matter now, after he had made such exquisite love to her with his tongue? What
could be more depraved and obscene than that?
Her resistance was so completely demolished under the magic of that fervidly lapping
tongue which had sent her to such incredible heights of ecstasy that all thought of her
brother had vanished. She had just experienced the orgasm of her dreams! Now she had
found the one who could make her happy, Hans, her precious Hans, had given her
what no man since her brother had been able to give, complete satisfaction.
"Mmmmmmm," she mewled, caressing her new found lover. "What is it my love?" the
wanton teenager asked anxiously. "What – what are you going to do to me now?"
But the big German shepherd merely growled thrillingly and shoved her more exactly
into position. Her quivering young body was now spread-eagled face down on the bed.
And then his huge head lowered again, his thick tongue slithering out into the exposed
crevice between the moaning fourteen year old's white, smoothly undulating buttocks.
"Oh!" she gasped. "Oh! Darling!" She twisted back toward him lasciviously, reaching
behind her to spread the swelling mounds of her ass-cheeks and provide full access to
her tiny secretly placed little anus. His tongue lashed her for another long avid moment
as Tina felt the aching hunger within spread from her abdomen up into her passionswollen 
breasts. She was enslaved by the powerful beast panting behind her, but she
didn't care. She labored, gasping for breath and squirmed achingly against the damp
sheet, pushing the wet, lust-sensitized lips of her pussy down against the mattress as if
to rub out the fire burning there.
Her high generous breasts were brushing titillatingly against the bed as he nosed her up
onto all fours, her long hair hanging lankly down over her back and shoulder. She was
both thrilled and frightened over what she was expecting to happen. The huge German
shepherd was nuzzling into the lust-paralyzed girl's pussy from behind, setting her wild
with desire. If only he'd hurry... but he only pushed his furry elongated face slowly
between her pelvis and the mattress, raising her buttocks to a convenient height. It was
maddening to her the way he was taking his time and she wanted to scream at him to
hurry. But Hans was not to be rushed.
And by now what he wanted was thrillingly plain – so she knelt obediently on all fours,
waiting with her heart beating like a sledgehammer, elevating her spread buttocks and
wriggling them enticingly at him in abject surrender to his animal lusts. His relentless
tongue had lashed her into servile defeat and now she was ready for anything.
And then he came and made ready. For as Tina posed there in suspense, up on all
fours. Hans slowly mounted the spread mounds of her smooth alabaster buttocks, his
forepaws landing on her back and sending a bestial thrill shooting through her loins
like boiling lava from a volcanic fissure.
Now his glistening scarlet penis slid from its furry sheath, dripping precoital fluid
across her legs and the already dampened sheet as he struggled to position himself. The
tapered point slipped and danced in the moist hot crevice of her ass-cheeks as Hans
trembled and jerked, trying to bury the thick lengthening shaft of his gleaming dog
cock within the swollen confines of her waiting cunt.
Sobbing with illicit desire, the passion-enslaved girl looked behind her, shifting her
wriggling rounded buttocks in order to try to capture the dog's lengthening penis,
which was already becoming far more monstrous than she expected. Her cunt was
aquiver with the expectation of what it might feel like and, like a bitch in agonized heat,
she strove to sheath the long red organ within her voracious grasping teenage pussy.
The sharp tip missed initially, slip upward to bump thrillingly against her momentarily
relaxed anus, and almost attempted to enter her there.
Oh my God, she thought, he's going to fuck me in my rectum with that! Uttering a
stifled little cry, she tensed, instinctively trying to evade any rectal penetration. I'm too
small there, my God he'll kill me! She managed to avoid the slick, up-slipping animal
cock, but Hans returned immediately to the attack, thrusting blindly with slavering
mindlessness, the thin point of his hardened penis slipping unsuccessfully underneath
her buttocks crevice into the soft, hair-nested folds of her cuntal lips and bumping
excitingly against her hotly throbbing clitoris.
"Oh! Oh! Darling! That's it! You've found me! Oh darling! Fuck forward!" She
moaned, writhing ecstatically at the prospect of her impending impalement.
The rod of his jerking, jabbing penis contrasted startlingly with the fevered pink of
Tina's passion-inflamed pussy as it spread her cuntal lips wider in his continued frantic
search for the warm wet walls of her expectant vagina. The smooth rubbery head slowly
and teasingly parted the softly curling strands of her sparse young pubic hair, and then
suddenly – miraculously – it was working its way around up within the entrance of her
aching little vaginal passage. The sensuously pulsating walls of her fourteen year old
cunt gave up their instinctive resistance almost immediately and then were nibbling out
to grasp at his hard slick cock attempting to pull it deeper up inside her.
"Oh! Oh!" she croaked hoarsely. "That's it, darling! Oh my God! You're fucking me
now!"
Hans drooled and growled under his breath as his wetly rigid penis slid forward
through her tightly clutching pussy-lips, and then he yelped softly as his pelvis bucked
forward very hard, his furry haunches struggling for possession as his slender pulsating
rod moved deeper up into the moaning helpless love-slave beneath him. He rested his
cheek and jowls against the smooth white of her silky back and let her long hair waft
over his slavering face. Then he began humping energetically in and out with mindless
animal desire.
She was skewered joyously now on the still expanding taper of his stiffly thrusting
penis. Growling happily, he fucked forward, then back again, his penis slipping out
momentarily until the desperate, frustrated girl reached in back of her and, grasping the
slippery organ, guided the point of it back up into her hot pink cuntal slit. She could
feel herself opening like a flower under a hot summer sun as his heavily driving cock
spread her vaginal walls before it like a destroyer's bow cutting through ocean waves.
Her nostrils flared from the savage heat of her lusty desire. There was no denying or
imploring this magnificent wonderful feeling that was creating such turmoil in her
young loins now. She could only go with it, go with the tide, let herself be carried away,
his wondrously pounding hardness buried deep up within the pinkly grasping hole of
her upraised pussy.
A lengthy, drawn-out sob of agonized relief broke from the teenager's tortured lips and
she began to move rhythmically backward to meet the inward fucks of the panting dog.
As his forelegs trapped her waist, she began to undulate her body and move her
trembling buttocks in lewd concentric circles, abandoning herself completely to the
debauchery of the delicious animal fucking she was receiving from behind. Her face
twisted from rapture and her full taut breasts danced tightly beneath her swaying torso,
moving almost in time to the ravishing cock embedded deep up within her warmly
engulfing vaginal walls. It seemed like a relentless hot poker of slick, ecstasy giving
rigidity burying itself up in her openly flaring belly.
Now her breath was coming in tight little gasps and the burning sensations bubbling in
the cauldron of her curvaceous young belly grew in maddening intensity with each
passing moment. Thin trickles of sweat seemed to be running down everywhere along
her hopelessly depraved flesh, running down finally into her navel and her churning
pubic hair to mingle with the slick juices that were lubricating his continuing entrance
and exit from her violently demanding cunt. The moist, hair-lined fringes of her warm
throbbing pussy caressed his fast-moving penis like a starving mouth devouring a candy
stick and she bit down hard on her lower lip in order to stifle her agonized but
delighted groans that seemed to erupt afresh with each new inward and outward fuck of
his heavily spearing cock.
The kneeling fourteen year old was completely out of her mind by now and moaning
obscene encouragement to the hunching beast in back of her through her fiercely
clenched teeth. She was begging him to fuck her harder and faster and to spew his
semen up into her vagina. She wanted to be filled to overflowing with his lewd animal
cum – in her sex-drugged state that was all that mattered in the world. She was no
longer human but rather a shivering mass of perspiring, passion-deranged animal flesh
dying to be subjugated. She revelled in this most taboo of all human behavior, and
ground her buttocks back against his hairy jerking body as if she were just another
female dog lusting for all the cock she could get.
Rivulets of moisture were building up in the crevice of Tina's snugly rotating asscheeks, 
glistening in the daylight of the bedroom as they ran slowly down the backs of
her thighs. Hans buffeted her into the squeaking mattress ruthlessly, until she was
ready to climb the wall in order to quench the raging fire in her convulsively
contracting cunt. She had to cum soon. She had to!
And then she cried out as she felt the first electric burst of approaching orgasm. She
twisted her head from side to side wildly, her face contorting with lust, her mouth
opened in one long continuous drawn-out moan. She screwed her buttocks greedily
back onto the big German shepherd's glistening penis and moaned and thrashed with
delight. The giant animal's tongue hung panting out of his mouth, dripping saliva all
over her back as he fucked furiously up into her. And then Hans' face started
contorting too as he could feel his scalding hot sperm beginning to explode outward
through his pendulously bouncing balls. Bursting out over the bridge of flesh that was
sunk so deep up into the quivering girl's body, it spurted upward into her belly with a
fierce rush that left her filled to the brim with his bestial semen. She could feel his cum
splashing hotly around up inside her in every direction in thick hot squirts, provoking
her own orgiastic upheaval, which came rushing at her like a forest fire in a high wind.
The hot, copiously flowing liquid exploded back out from the tightly locked lips of her
cunt in an obscene mixture of their dual cum and thin trails of the white-hot juices ran
down the back of the long ivory columns of her thighs. Her body shuddered on the
wrack of lust just as the dog was jerking out the final dregs from his cum-drained cock
in back of her. And then, her ass-cheeks glistening with the juices of their depraved act,
she pitched forward on her face, exhausted.
Tina's lust filled eyes glanced toward the door, for some reason having felt a presence
there. It took her a moment to focus, but she soon recognized with horror the waxenlike 
form of her mother standing in gaping stunned shock staring at the two of them.


Chapter 8


The seven miles from the country club to her home seemed to have turned into seven
hundred for Marsha, who found herself stopping at green lights and proceeding at the
reds. It seemed as though the day had turned cold. Marsha was shivering almost
uncontrollably behind the wheel of her station wagon, although she noticed that people
on the streets were walking about in their shirt sleeves.
As she passed the turn to her husband's office she thought about going to him for
consolation, and support, but what could she say? How would it look for her to go into
his office dressed only in her bathing suit and beach robe to tell him their daughter was
fingering herself, their dog was screwing a collie, and Alice Griffith was in love with
Hans. How could she possibly tell him she was worried about Tina being alone in the
house with their dog? How could she explain that her own loins were churning,
burning with a raging fire and exploding outward like a volcano and she had never
been this sexually aroused in her life!
This strange feeling bubbling inside her belly was totally new and had no counterpart
in living memory. It was nothing at all like any of the other feelings she had ever had
with regard to sex. It was by far too flaming, too explosive, and the lustful itch it was
creating was driving her wild! Yet every time she stroked her tormented pussy with a
hesitant finger it only seemed to cause her more anguish. The thing was too
monstrously out of control. She enjoyed sex with her husband... most of the time, what
was this insanity? It was driving her wild, making her crazy, causing her to believe
outrageous stories about Hans and making her think evil things about Tina. Why did
she keep stopping at green lights? She had to get home, she wanted to get home, but
why was she so afraid and why was it taking so long?
Assuming that Alice's half-crazed, obscene admissions had any truth to them, how is it
that Hans had kept his strange talents a secret from her for so long, she asked herself
over and over. Could it be that he didn't find her as attractive as Alice? How absurd,
she thought, how totally absurd to think like this! Although there had been a few times
during their life together when Hans had nudged her in a slightly over-familiar fashion.
He would occasionally rub up against her legs and lick her ankles and so forth, and
truthfully, there had been times when he had tried to force his cold black nose up
under her skirt but Marsha had never thought he was trying to seduce her.
Marsha shivered with agony. If she had been a truly lust-attuned being, she might have
succumbed like Alice, assuming her fantastic story was true, of course.
But it had to be true. Alice would never make up a shameful story like that. In fact,
Marsha wondered how Alice had the nerve to admit to such obscene, depraved
behavior. Disgusting! But, she had to admit, exciting! Her heart raced faster. The
thought of beautiful Alice, with half the men in town lusting after her, having her cunt
fucked crazy by their handsome and lovable Hans...
The aroused housewife shuddered and shut her eyes, almost swerving into another car.
She was shaking so, she thought it wise to try to get a grip on herself before she ended
up smashing the car, or being arrested for running a red light. As she approached a
small park, the quiet green mecca beckoned the overwrought woman and she parked
her car to sit for a few moments under the trees and desperately try to collect herself.
Looking around, it occurred to her for the first time how many women were walking
dogs in the park. There were two standard poodles, a muscular black Labrador retriever,
and even a large German shepherd. Oh God, this was really getting to her, she thought,
wishing for the first time in years that she had a drink. She thought she might stop at a
liquor store to buy a bottle, she and Jim seldom drank and she knew there was nothing
stronger then lemonade at home. The idea seemed to settle her a bit and she had her
hand on the ignition to start back on her way when she saw it: the lovely, blonde
haired, fresh-faced young housewife, pushing a beautiful baby in its stroller, followed
behind by a sturdy German shepherd. Something made Marsha take her hand off the
key and stare at the happy three-some. The young girl must have been no more than a
baby herself, Marsha thought, possibly nineteen or twenty. She was probably the wife of
a young military officer, stationed in Riverside, from some small town in the midwest,
there was such a wholesome look about the girl. Her breasts were jumping beneath the
loose-fitting blouse and her long shapely legs were exposed to their full advantage from
the crisp white shorts she wore. As the lovely girl bent over to attend to her baby who
was fretting in the stroller, her animal suddenly bounded up to her and stuck his wet
nose right in the center of her crotch.
Marsha gasped and continued to stare in lewd fascination at the lascivious scene in
front of her. The pretty young girl actually allowed him to work his nose upward
between the legs of her shorts! "Oooooh, Prince, you mustn't do that!" she heard the
girl say, without making any attempt to stop the brute, and all the while attending her
little baby!
Marsha could hardly believe her eyes and ears! Her heart started its mad pounding
again and she felt the blood rushing to her head. Why, the girl was delighted!
She knew it was all true, everything Alice had told her was true, and evidently, Alice
wasn't alone in her vice. Marsha moaned and stuffed her hand underneath her beach
robe to rub futilely with her fingers at the predatory pleasure tendrils which seemed to
be crawling all over her burning hot pussy. She had to get home! Quickly! Before
anything happened between Tina and Hans! And before she went out of her mind with
lust herself! A drink and a bath would help, she knew. She had to go!
And yet, her eyes were glued to the scene in the park with the girl and her powerful
looking dog. By now the young housewife had shifted her attentions from the baby to
the dog and with the aid of the wind, Marsha could hear her cooing down at him:
"Oooooh, honey... you know what that does to me! You've got to learn that you have to
wait until I tell you though, we can't just fuck in the park or any time you're ready,
baby... you can't lick my pussy in public, darling... no, no, no!" she said gently, giggling
and stroking the dog's massive head the whole time.
Gazing with wide, unbelieving eyes, Marsha found herself noticing what a sleek
handsome animal he was. She could even detect the soft sway of his heavy-laden
testicles beneath his hair encased penis. No doubt he used that too...
The dog looked up lovingly at his mistress and the girl giggled coquettishly: "You devil,
you know I adore you... now you have me so excited we're going to have to go right
home and do some fucking before Hank gets home. See what you've done!" And with
that the girl turned the stroller around and pushed it swiftly out of the park and down
the street with her lover in tow, padding behind on all fours.
Gasping, Marsha started the motor. She would not be able to stop off for the liquor,
there wasn't time. She had no other thought but to get home and stop the burning
between her thighs, some way... any way. If only Jim were home now. Where was he
when she needed him... she needed his long thick cock to ease the throbbing need
inside her... now!
She pulled her station wagon away from the curb with a screech of burning rubber,
made an illegal U-turn and raced through the busy streets towards home.
The house seemed exceptionally quiet when she walked through the hall into the living
room. Without knowing why, Marsha found herself walking stealthily through the
downstairs rooms, without calling Hans or Tina.
It was very unusual for Hans not to welcome her if he was home, yet in spite of the
stillness of the house and the apparent lack of company, Marsha knew intuitively that
she was not alone.
She wandered aimlessly through the kitchen, wringing her hands and wondering why
she was afraid to go upstairs in her own home. Finally she took a deep breath and
headed purposefully toward the stairs with bated breath.
She could hear her heart roaring in her ears as she moved with unnatural stealth.
Did she actually want to catch something amiss? Wouldn't it be better not to know?
But then suddenly it was too late and the entire question had become academic. Far off
in the distance came the muffled cadence of a female's straining moans from Tina's
room down the carpeted corridor...
Marsha scarcely dared breathe as she moved stealthily forward.
But then she heard it again – a lengthy series of deep mewling moans from Tina's
slightly open bedroom door. Impelled by fury, obscene curiosity, jealousy, and heaven
knew-what-else, the woman made her way quickly down the passage to the fourteen
year old's door. Clutching her throat in abject fear and apprehension of what horror she
expected to find, she touched the door slightly and it swung open – to reveal the most
cunt-wrenching display of lasciviousness she had ever encountered in her entire life.
For there, on the soaked, rumpled, squeaking bed were Tina, on all fours, and Hans, his
enormously hardened cock fucking in and out of Tina's hair-fringed pussy, his hairy
pelvis slapping her ass-cheeks rhythmically with every stroke, his forelegs dug firmly
into the higher muscles of her back and his haunches moving at a furious pace. Above
all that, his eyes gleamed in Marsha's direction, his long red tongue, heavy with saliva,
hanging lecherously out of his mouth and dripping all over the teenager's glistening
white back.
Marsha knew she should cry out, but instead she felt a wave of forbidden passion
bursting through the walls of her vagina and flooding downward to her pussy-lips in a
great rush of hot viscous liquid. She felt as if she might swoon away as she staggered
against the door. Meanwhile, Hans's cock continued to slither in and out of the tightly
grasping cuntal aperture of the kneeling teenage girl, the big German shepherd panting
as if he were running a race. Beneath him, Tina's long chestnut hair was flying around
her head and her bouncing breasts were dancing in depraved rhythm to her hoarse
punctuated little gasps of pure abandoned lust.
"Yes, yes... ohhhhhh, darling... yesss... fuck me... oh like that... yessss..." Wild
incoherent groans began streaming from the young girl's moistly contorting lips, ragged
with passion as she babbled and heaved like a bitch in heat, and Marsha sensed
breathlessly that her daughter's climax could not be far off. In between, when she could
get her voice, Tina pleaded with Hans to fuck her faster.
"Aaaaarrrggggg... oh darling... I'm... oh yesss... I'm cumming! Oh! Oh! Oh!" There was
a swift whooshing intake of breath as Tina became convulsed with her animalistic
orgasm, and then Hans's pelvis began jerking violently as the dog yelped and barked,
his hairy balls slapping lewdly up between her thighs, pulling high up into his churning
scrotum as they delivered their fiery hot load across the full length of his penis and on
up into the hot wellspring of the human female's vagina.
Marsha felt as if she were strangling. The feeling in her loins had surged wildly out of
control and before she could even begin to think straight about doing something about
this terrible mess, she had to find a way of calming that flaming forest fire that was
raging out of control within her over-excited belly. Tearing herself forcefully away from
the terrifying debauched scene, she raced down the corridor and into the bathroom.
And then she would have been safe – if Tina hadn't spied her briefly as the girl came
spinning crazily downward out of the most mind-bending orgasm she'd ever had in her
life...
At first the satiated fourteen year old wasn't sure what she should do about the fact that
her mom had caught her and Hans in their illicit coupling. Horrid visions of herself
being separated from Hans flooded her passion-drugged brain. In back of her she felt
the German shepherd's rapidly deflating penis becoming flaccid and slipping slickly
from her gasping cuntal passage. She ground backward onto it to preserve some of its
tingle, but it was no use. Hans was drawing out of her, huffing and puffing for breath.
It seemed like an age before she could get her head together and figure out what to do,
because she was so totally exhausted.
She raised her buttocks up high into the air and wriggled them in the last rapture of her
forbidden self-debasement. The soft pink folds of her cunt seemed to squeeze together,
comforting each other. When she could finally get her face up from the soiled sheet, she
had somewhat sorted things out.
Tina decided the reason her mother had not disturbed them when she caught them was
because there was something disturbing her already, and if she interfered she might be
called upon to admit this. It was Tina's girlish intuition which told her this even though
her reason could find no support for such a conclusion.
What then was her beautiful statuesque mother afraid of? Afraid of a scene with Hans?
She certainly wasn't afraid of making a commotion over a sexual matter with Tina, as
she had done so over her mere fingering herself that very morning. Therefore, there had
to be some deeper explanation: she was afraid of confronting Hans because he might
already be her lover, or she might subconsciously wish him to be. And that would
explain her reticence – she was afraid of Hans as anyone would be if they had
considered him consciously as a lover.
Tina only knew one thing for certain – her mother was acting very strangely, not at all
like the cool and prim housewife she usually was and Tina knew this was the time to
act if she was ever going to get things going her way around the house.
She jumped out of the bed with Hans in tow, wagging his tail and seeming to smile
with expectancy.
"Can you read minds, too, you precious devil?" Tina asked, laughing down at the huge
animal. "I'll bet you've been dying to lick Mommy's pussy! Well, this is going to be
your big day!"
With that the luscious teenager led the dog down the hall towards her parents'
bedroom, her long hair flowing over her smooth shoulders to her dimpled buttocks and
her jouncy breasts joggling with every step.


Chapter 9


Blind with desire, her brain reeling and her body possessed by a need so primeval and
intense it had taken complete hold over her, Marsha rushed to the bathroom to
mindlessly turn on the tub and throw off her clothes, her full ripe breasts heaving
rapidly with her every breath, coming now in short, frantic gasps.
The half expected sight of Hans lewdly fucking her daughter from behind had been the
spark that ignited the roaring, raging fire inside her body that had been smouldering in
her belly for so long. She was absolutely outside herself, the self she knew, and all
consideration of right and wrong, good or bad, was totally irrelevant. Nothing existed
outside the all consuming need for relief that the previously unknown sensations had
triggered in her belly, in her loins, in her cunt, in her very soul. The picture of Tina
and Hans was permanently etched on her brain, branded by the searing iron of her own
base lust.
The slender, auburn haired beauty felt her full ripe body quaking violently as she
stripped away the bathing suit in one swift movement. She faced her voluptuous, firmly
molded body and her finely chiseled face in the mirror and saw the green eyes flashing
back at her, the pupils dilated, the irises almost feline yellow. "Who are you?" she asked
the image staring back at her in the glass.
Even the bestial couple's depraved moanings and groanings seemed to be haunting her
passion crazed mind. She heard the sound of the bed squeaking, saw the tangled
animal/human limbs, deep shaggy brown against pure white on the girl's bed. The
vision caused her thighs to burn and her cuntal lips to twitch in their rising need.
The repressed housewife was far beyond fighting the tingling sensation within her
tortured vagina. As if in a dream her own hands began to involuntarily massage the
straining tautness of her full, melon-shaped breasts, trapping the trembling nipples
between her fingers, kneading and pulling at them until it felt as if she would rip them
loose from the quivering white mounds. She groaned and let her head fall backward,
her long hair flailed out behind her, trailing silkenly over her responsively twitching
buttocks.
Involuntarily, her hands darted down her body on their own accord and groped at the
hotly throbbing little split of her pubic mound, to somehow placate the angrily raging
desire.
She knew she would not be able to continue her own teasing much longer. Her legs
had turned to jelly, her knees were shaking, she was weak with passion. The bath was
steaming as she stepped into the water, allowing her overwrought body to be soothed
by the delightful intoxication of its warmth. She slid down into the hot water and lay
still for a brief moment. Then, almost without thinking, she gave up completely to the
desires of her body, which was seemingly no longer attached to her mind.
Her legs scissored open, one foot lifting to dangle over the edge of the bathtub. She
could feel her moist pussy-slit now palpitating against the tips of her fingers as they
drew the narrow furrow open, exposing the lips of her eagerly pulsating cunt to the
heat of the bath. Then with a groan she sank a middle fingers deep up into the viscous
mouth of her passion-tortured vagina.
Marsha held her breath, relieved momentarily, but not for long. For now the fire
burned more intensely, demanding more fuel to feed its lascivious hunger. She inserted
another finger, and then another, so that finally there were three fingers sluicing lewdly
in and out of her wildly clasping cuntal recess.
The vision in her mind of her own beloved daughter, Tina, being fucked by the
German shepherd drove her on, and she rocked back and forth in the bathwater,
surging up a churning whirlpool of activity, screwing her fingers deeper and deeper up
into her hotly enveloping cunt. She could see in her mind's eye, Hans' glistening red
cock slipping into the wanton teenager's hungrily clutching vagina, sinking through the
soft pubic hair like a well-greased rod – and her gasps began to match the one's she
had heard between the girl and the dog. Her finger became Hans' hotly searing cock,
and suddenly she found that her cunt wanted everything done to it that Tina was
getting. Yes! She wanted to be mounted like a bitch animal, too, wanted to be fucked! If
only Jim were here right now pumping his rock-hard cock into the searing hot little
channel up between her obscenely spread thighs.
By now her fingers were no longer enough – the lust-demented mother had to have
more, but what? In instinctive desperation the fingers of her other hand reached around
behind her, parting the soft crevice of her smoothly undulating buttocks, searching for
the tightly puckered anus within as she leaned her back against the tub and raised her
ass-cheeks from the bottom. She gasped as one finger slid as if magnetized up into the
hungrily engulfing little hole, and in her haste a fingernail dug into the soft fleshy walls,
sending a sharp jolt coursing throughout her quivering body.
Her anal orifice was not as tight as she might have expected, having been so warmly
loosened by the action of the bathwater, so that her finger actually slid into her rectum
with very little resistance. She had no idea why she had penetrated herself in such a
depraved manner. It had been more instinct than anything else. But now she found that
it felt so good rubbing up against the ones sunk deep in her cunt that she would have
died had anyone made her remove it.
As though possessed by a lusting demon, she wormed her ardently raping finger deeper
and deeper up into her nether passage. With each advancing millimeter, the combined
feeling of the fingers lodged in both rectum and vagina became even more
overwhelming than before. She was bathing in a nutrient bath of pure sensuality, her
whitely glistening tits dancing against the surface of the water as she held herself
suspended between the tension of back and feet against the tub to enable herself to
continue at will her lewd double self finger-fucking of her cunt and asshole. Jolts of
electricity seemed to be swarming unceasingly through her fiercely energized loins. She
hung for one unimaginable long moment teetering on the edge of release, her entire
body vibrating with lust, unable to see or feel the hot love juices gushing into the water
from around her ravaging fingers. She could feel her orgasm taking hold of her with a
great roar, like a volcano exploding on a mountain top above a quiet village, or an
enormous tidal wave flashing across the sea and swamping and destroying everything in
its path...
And then suddenly they were there, those two she was imagining, Tina and Hans...
standing there wide-eyed in the open bathroom doorway.
"Tina!" The older woman sat abruptly up in the bath, causing a great commotion in the
water. "What are you doing here? Get out! Get out! Get out at once!"
Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned, or a woman deprived of her climax. Marsha
just wanted to be alone to finish the most beautiful fingerfucking of her life... to finish
her orgasm... to achieve her much needed cum.
But instead she drew her fingers out of her belly immediately, embarrassed, bristling
with rage. How dare they...?
Nor did Tina even bother to throw on a robe. She was as bare as the day she was born
– stark naked from toenails to luscious auburn tresses. Her firm round breasts jiggled
as she moved. Her body was supple and firm, like any fourteen year old's. It was only
her unusual voluptuous development which made her so breath-taking to watch. As she
moved gracefully across the bathroom floor, the soft white curves of her hips bones
glinted in the fluorescent lighting. Her flesh was glossy – exquisitely smooth and
perfect everywhere. At the juncture of her smoothly tapered legs lay the little sparsely
curled triangle of her cunt with its scarcely visible gleam of pink in between. Little
wonder Hans had wanted to fuck her like he had the collie, the housewife couldn't help
thinking somewhat irrationally to herself.
"Hello, Mother," Tina smiled wickedly, moving purposefully toward the bathtub and
falling quickly to her knees beside it. Marsha tried at the last moment to draw the
shower curtain shut, but they were too fast for her. Hans growled a warning and Tina's
hand prevented the curtain from going all the way. "Now Mommy," she grinned
impishly at the startled older woman, "relax. After all, Hans and me have just come to
help you get bathed, that's all. Isn't that right, Hans?"
"I," Marsha corrected... "Hans and I"... then realized the absurdity of worrying about
her daughter's grammar at this point.
Hans' eyes gleamed confidently and his long red tongue hung between his pointed
incisors. Marsha felt her breath catch, and her hands struggled to conceal herself
because now, after all she had heard and seen, she felt sure Hans was no ordinary dog
– rather he had the potential for being almost like a human lover. It was amazing to
consider how many times he had seen her naked and she had never felt at all self
conscious until now. But everywhere she placed her hands they were far less than
adequate covering – for if she put them on her breasts then her soft, still sensuously
throbbing pussy was unconcealed beneath the water, and if she covered her cuntal
"vee", her full heaving breasts remained in full sight of the incited animal.
"But-but you must get out of here at once," the confused woman attempted to protest,
tossing her wet hair over one shoulder.
But Tina sensed the creeping weakness in her mother's voice and the naked young
teenager was already letting the water out of the tub.
"What – what are you doing?" Marsha breathed huskily as Tina flung the bathplug into
the sink and the water started bubbling down and out of the tub.
"Why – we're just going to help you wash, Mom," Tina said innocently. "Aren't we,
Hans?"
"But, but I – that is..." Marsha stared at the suddenly formidable pair horrified,
completely at a loss as to what to do. But what were they going to do to her?
It seemed ridiculous to feel such a prey to a dog and a mere child, but, in her lust
aroused state, the tortured housewife felt totally incapable of handling the situation.
Her breasts quivered and her legs felt robbed of all strength as both time and the water
seemed to run out. And then before the trapped woman seemed to have a chance to say
anything more, Tina was suddenly soaping her hands and then soaping her mother's
breasts in turn. She felt the young girl's slender hands squeezing and fondling her
proud upthrust mounds, making her nipples tingle with a new forbidden excitement.
Gasping for breath, Marsha let her beautiful head fall backward and her eyes shut to
better enjoy the Sensual glory of the talented child's massage. Her voice came weakly as
if from far away: "Oh, Tina... oh... oh... what... what are you doing... to me...?"
"Isn't that nice, Mom?" Tina asked, winking at Hans, who seemed to grin back at his
amazing young mistress. And then her head bent forward and the darting spear of her
tongue snaked out to lick electrically at her mother's erotically hardening nipples. The
older woman quivered and moaned under her child's lascivious oral caress, her nostrils
flaring, her closed eyelids palpitating with emotion. It seemed as if a million butterflies
were fluttering in her belly now.
Tina smiled, her hands passing all over her mother's glistening well-tanned flesh,
fondling her breasts, squeezing her small waist, caressing lingeringly her shivering neck
and shoulders, especially the back of her neck under her long dark hair, tickling her
ears, and then, finally... snaking downward into the dark pubic "vee" that was left
naked and defenseless by the outwardly flowing water...
Marsha winced, gasped and writhed as the emboldened girl's finger slowly inserted itself
up into her salaciously clutching vagina, working around up inside the warm, wet, walls
in tantalizing little circles.
"You like that, Mom, don't you?" Tina breathed huskily into her mother's ear as she
fingered the hopelessly seduced woman.
Marsha nodded eagerly, her eyes still shut, her flesh enjoying to the ninth degree this
wonderful depraving toying. "Mmmmm..." she murmured, helplessly enslaved by this
intoxicating rhythmic delight bestowed by her daughter's lasciviously rotating fingers.
"Mmmmmmmm..." Tina smiled and winked at Hans. He was a bright dog and smartly
took his cue. Just as all the water gurgled out of the bathtub, he circled swiftly around
Tina's kneeling fingers, inserted his head between herself and his first mistress, and
lapped lingeringly at Marsha's full trembling breasts.
"Oooohhh... ooohhh... you..." she moaned, trying weakly to push his head away, but as
her fingers ran up his attractive masculine snout, moving delicately through the soft
sleek hair there, she suddenly felt the most ecstatic thrill flooding her breasts from
softly curved underside to taut nippled peaks.
His wet ministering tongue, seemingly coated with electrically stimulating ridges, ran
the gamut of her heaving breasts and then back again, dragging her nipples along with
it, buffeting them about and then letting them fall back resiliently into place. Marsha
sighed and the sound turned into an endless, high-pitched moan. The maddening
tongue lapping hotly at her nakedly throbbing tits made every part of her body feel
abandoned to the lust-inciting effects of the lewd double titillation. Her nipples tingled
and her pussy moistened rapidly in an endless flood over Tina's licentiously raping
finger. The obscenely besieged older woman could no longer think of anything else.
They had her, and she was glad at last.
"Nice, isn't that, Mom?" Tina asked worming in another finger to join the first up in
her mother's cunt, pushing her seeping cuntal lips apart and working her fingers
experimentally around inside. The big German shepherd continued licking his
mistress's firm, cream-white breasts, nudging them around provokingly, and
occasionally lapping at her ears, eyes, face and throat as well.
Marsha sighed ecstatically as she lay back in total lewd rapture in the bathtub. She had
never been worked over like this in her entire life, and it seemed as if she had died and
gone to heaven. She couldn't remember anything of her past life, There was only this
wonderful honeyed feeling in her loins and the powerful affection she now felt for the
two adorable creatures who were providing it. She laid her head back luxuriantly
against the end of the tub and ran her fingers lovingly in and around Hans' furry ears.
Yes, he was a beautiful animal... beautiful... oooo, his tongue...
"Come on, Mom, let's get out of here and into a nice bed. What do you say?" You
don't want Hans to have to fuck you in the bathtub, do you?' "Fuck... Hans... oh... oh...
that's nice... no... not... bath... oooooohhhhhh..." Tina grinned deliciously with almost
innocent triumph as the passion-drugged older woman repeated her lewd words in an
almost hypnotized manner. Now they had her. Everything was going to be okay.
"Then, come on, Mom, get out of the bath," she commanded, her fingers still playing in
and out of her mother's cunt, not giving up her hold on her for a second. She
whispered in Marsha's ear, "You do want Hans to fuck you like you watched him
fucking me, don't you, Mom?"
"Fuck me... properly," Marsha repeated in a dazed voice. And then there were Tina's
hands in her armpits, lifting her, helping her out of the bath, and Hans' warm tongue
and shaggy coat caressing her shivering long legs. He was lapping the water off her
legs... and she thought she would swoon from the magnetic, mind-bending caress...
They guided her through the connecting door into her own bedroom, and then the
young nymph had a wonderfully obscene idea. Still holding Marsha to give the lust
deranged woman support, she felt underneath Hans, inside his hairy crotch to ascertain
whether or not he was getting a hard-on again. His hair-covered scabbard revealed
nothing, and she wondered momentarily if he might need some help.
"Wait a minute, Mom," Tina instructed her stumbling, automation-like mother. Then
she ordered Hans: "All right, you handsome devil, roll over and play dead."
Hans was good at commands, and did so almost immediately, his legs waving in the air
as if he were a beetle turned over accidentally. Then Tina dropped to her knees and
began teasingly stroking his fur concealed cock and soft hairy balls with her now
experienced young hand.
It seemed no time at all before his pinkly gleaming cock began to show itself. Then,
before he could lose the mood, Tina's head dropped, her long hair wafting teasingly
over Hans' tremoring body, and she guided his rapidly stiffening penis up toward her
wildly ovalled mouth and sucked it hungrily up inside.
Mmmmmm... she thought. Scrumptious. Even more delicious than... I thought it would
be... I knew it had to be nice... and her head bobbed wantonly over the moistly
slickened animal hardness.
Marsha felt dizzy and giddy with sensation. She didn't see how she could possibly stay
on her feet a moment longer. Her loins were a cauldron of boiling rampaging need. She
spread her legs wide in order to insert two of her own fingers up into her cunt to fill the
aching gap left by her daughter's withdrawal. Her mouth hung slackly open as mindjolting 
sensations assailed her, her long black hair hanging down, swaying softly against
her shivering flesh.
"Oooohhh... fuck me... somebody," she found herself moaning in time to her finger's
lewd rhythm, unable to stop herself. "Fuck me..." Tina, a trifle surprised at this positive
reaction, took her mouth off the rapidly expanding animal cock she had been sucking,
swallowing the small amount of animal cum she had managed to glean from its tip. It
was time for the Big Show, and as much as she loved sucking Hans' deliciously
hardened cock, and loved the taste of his semen in her mouth, it was time to think of
her mother for a change.
"All right!" she commanded abruptly, getting to her feet. "Hans' ready and so are you.
Get down on all fours, mother, quickly!" the tone of competent self-assurance in her
voice surprised even Tina herself.
Marsha made a soft moan of protest that was all too feeble, then began slowly,
gratefully dropping to her knees and lowering her shoulders until her full heavy breasts
were brushing sensuously down against the carpet and her buttocks were waving high
up in the air behind her like a lewdly provocative flag. Her fingers were still sunk deep
up inside her soft, hair-lined cunt.
Hans was beside himself and unable to control his canine lust. When Marsha presented
her gorgeous double-mooned ass-cheeks up to him to fuck as he wished, it was as
though he'd been waiting for this moment for years, ever since he'd first come to love
his tall buxom, mistress.
Now at least he was to get his chance at the woman he loved and his tongue hung
hungrily from his mouth as he waited for the go-ahead from his young companion.
And then Tina had released him and he was at her mother's side with a single bound,
his long red penis totally out of its sheath, thick and menacing.
There was a smooth wet suctioning sound as the kneeling woman removed her fingers
from her cunt, and then a sort of mewling as she begged to be fucked.
This is getting better than I expected, Tina thought. She's really hot to go. I'd better
help Hans.
So thinking, the erotically excited young girl grabbed Marsha's two wriggling ass-cheeks
and began slowly pressing them apart and gasping as the tiny puckered circle of her
anus came hotly into view.
A lewdly exciting idea crossed her mind as she watched it pulsating hotly above her
mother's soft curl-fringed cunt. Hans furious with desire to at long last mount and fuck
his voluptuous mistress raised awkwardly up in back of her, struggling for his footing
on the carpet on his hind legs as he locked his forelegs around her sensuously curved
hips. The passion-drugged woman moaned abandonedly with sensual anticipation at
the feeling of the shepard's animal paws on her human skin – a feeling at once
maddeningly illicit and beyond compare. Her hungrily flaring pussy-lips flowed
copiously with her depraved unnatural desire. Why didn't he fuck it up into her? She
wanted to scream out loud.
Torn between the desire to take Hans' huge swinging penis into her mouth or to guide
it into her mother's rhythmically flexing little anal mouth, Tina couldn't control her
eager nervousness. But at long last she had her mother's buttock's spread completely
wide, revealing in full splendor the sinking little brown mole nestling so forbiddingly
within. And then, she was guiding Hans' cock with a little grin on her face up toward
the tightly puckered ring of Marsha's anus. The teenager had heard of women being
fucked in the ass and loving it, and she wanted to see for herself if it worked.
Oh my God he'll kill me, Marsha thought as she felt the warm, wet cock flesh pressing
up into the widespread crevice separating her ass-cheeks and she realized what was
about to happen. But she had lost all will to resist. She just wanted to be fucked now,
on and on forever until she finally released the cataclysmic orgasm she knew was stored
up somewhere deep within. She had to feel it wash over her. If she didn't, she felt like
she'd die of her agonizing sexual need.
And then she felt again the first teasing tickle of the end of Hans' smoothly tapered
penis pressing harder now up against the nakedly exposed mouth of her rectum.
Instinctively her thighs spread wider and she tried to work back onto it. Rectum or
vagina, what was the difference. So long as she fucked! Oh God! She had to have
something fucking up into her somewhere!
"That's it!" Tina cried, urging Hans on. "Fuck her in the ass Hans. Fuck my straight
laced mother! Show her what its all about!"
But Marsha didn't hear any of this. For the dog's cock had begun to sink slowly up into
her obscenely presented little asshole, and it wasn't nearly as painful as she expected.
The hot bath and the fingerfucking of her own self, there had somewhat loosened her
sphincter muscles, making her very relaxed inside.
"Ooo my God," she breathed suddenly back at the animal lover, "I like it, I like it, go
on, go on, darling Hans, fuck it into me deeper!"
But that was merely her initial reaction to the smooth tapered tip slipping through the
outer circle of her anal ring. In another moment Hans had jerked convulsively deeper,
and as the wider part of his cock began to penetrate, she found a heavy pressure
spreading upward through her salaciously trembling belly, making her gasp at the
unexpected discomfort. She had never been fucked in her rectum before, and if she
hadn't been so worked up, she would have never even considered it. Certainly if her
own husband had suggested such a thing she would have been mortified. But the first
part of Hans' penis entering her virginal anus from the back had driven such beautiful,
ecstatic thrills all the way up into her hotly pulsating breasts that she only wanted
more, more until that more changed to the sudden pressure that was like being impaled
on a long fleshy stake.
She clenched her legs and buttocks tightly together, but Tina saw what she was doing
and reached back beneath her thighs to coat her fingers in her mother's desire-drenched
pussy and then shift some of the hot, slippery lubricant to Hans' tightly imbedded cock.
Marsha tried to hold her ass-cheeks close together, but the pressure being exerted
within her anal canal had become too great to resist. Hans' penis was moving up inside
her like a hot entranceway between her legs as he opened her up.
"No - oh, I'm too tight... oh no, don't... Hans... oh darling... easy lover, easy... 
please go easy... it hurrrts!"
But his animal cock continued to press forward through her naked and vulnerable
rectum, and even as her sphincter muscles clenched their trap-like lips in vain resistance
around his heavily skewering rod, it only served to excite him all the more. Then
suddenly he probed hotly through the tight elastic circle and shoved forward with a
savage jerk of his standing haunches. Marsha moaned in lost depravity as tears of
joyous pain and ecstasy fell from her eyes and flooded her cheeks before dropping onto
the carpet.
Giving up all resistance as futile, she relaxed her anal muscles and allowed Hans' cock
to fuck deep into her rectum in the most sensuously unnatural act of love anyone could
imagine. How would she ever be able to face herself in the mirror again after indulging
in and screaming for this ultimate in bestial perversity? Or did it really matter who or
what she let fuck her as long as it felt good?
Hans was certainly bigger than she would have expected of any dog. Although she
couldn't see his obscenely penetrating hardness, it seemed to her flesh-full anus as
though it must be even bigger than Jim's, and this really set her heart to racing. But
why couldn't he have fucked her in the cunt instead of back there? This was so
dreadfully different. She wanted to have her hungrily tingling pussy fucked until she
couldn't ever walk, to have that wonderful blazing orgiastic climax she knew was hiding
deep up inside her flame-heated belly sweep over her, but this... this was going to tear
her to pieces...
She gasped involuntarily protest, then groaned again as Hans' cock wormed up into her
wide-stretched asshole yet another inch, but the sounds echoing throughout her
bedroom went unheeded.
There seemed no escape from the anal attack on her helpless kneeling body. The
gradually expanding intrusion of his swelling penis vibrated through every fiber of her
being, pushing the soft rubbery interior of her widely-stretched rectal channel in great
waves of soft resilient flesh before it. The German shepherd's cock filled her ceaselessly
with its pounding animal rigidity until she could only groan out and sob aloud in
submission, wide-eyed with half ecstasy-half torment, until suddenly she felt the briskly
coarse hair on his loins smacking heavily up between the upthrust cheeks of her
licentiously quivering buttocks. The dog's long, desire hard cock was now buried in her
belly right up to his cum-swollen balls And now Hans began to display some of the
exquisite technique he had become so well known for in their neighborhood. For
instead of merely fucking up into his slavishly kneeling mistress madly, as if he had ran
amok, he began undulating his pelvis teasingly around and working his lust bloated
hardon all around up inside of her, pushing her rectal walls outward, coaxing them,
loosening them, making them more accommodating to his intruding hardness.
Marsha groaned in anguish, hung-up on the end of his stone-hard cock like a pig on a
giant roasting spit. The pressure was dredging helpless tears from her eyes until she felt
as if his ass-filling cock would explode all the way up out through her throat. The
deeply sunk cudgel in her rectum was stuffing and expanding her widely stretched little
anal hole beyond anything the sexually naive older woman would have thought
possible.
Now Hans, panting slavishly, began to fuck rhythmically in and out of her widened
aperture, forcing it open until farther with each instroke and wrenching further sobs of
pain and pleasure from her agonized lips. She had never filled so cock-filled and so lewd
in her entire life. Her whole nether region felt flooded and moist with secretion, and
now Hans was beginning to fuck more swiftly and smoothly, pushing the full length of
his organ up into her long effortless strokes. It pulled tiny ridges of her pinkly rectal
clasping flesh out with the base of his cock as it withdrew for yet another vicious
plunge up inside while Marsha bent and moaned before him like an errant slave before
a fiercely dominating master. All the while, the young organizer of this obscene orgy
was watching the perverse coupling, moving around the room in order to see it from
every imaginable angle. Her mother's body jerked and quivered and her thighs
convulsed periodically as an extra hard thrust seared deep up into her cock-stretched
back passage. She could hear Hans' animal grunts of pleasure floating around them and
thought: I'm giving him that... oh my darling... you made me love you... if only it didn't
hurt sooo much...
And then a subtle change began to take place which astonished the sodomized woman.
For gradually, in the first place of that fierce discomforting pressure her rectum and
loins were beginning to flower outward with obscene little twinges of darting tingling
pleasure. This was not an alteration which took place very swiftly, rather it began as a
fleeting, threadlike sensations, and then slowly blossomed out into greater force from
there.
Hans was now uttering little guttural mewls of pleasure and yelping occasionally as he
fucked in and out of his older mistress' tightly clinging anal walls. His neck was thrown
back in ecstasy and the watching Tina could see his muscles knot as he strained to
unload his churning cum up into her slavishly working mother's hotly clutching
rectum.
Within Marsha's deeply impaled womb, the pressure had lessened considerably and at
the top of his stroke Hans' testicles had finally begun slapping down against her erected
little clitoris at the top of her pussy-slit, sending jolts of pure pleasure wafting through
her entire abandoned body. Crooning with ecstasy, she began wriggling the hotly
clinging passage of her asshole backward over his cock to meet its forward thrust,
undulating her ass-cheeks and swinging her buttocks around in tiny, lewd little rotating
circles. Clasping his cock tightly with the slight throb of her rectum on the outstroke,
the reddish pink skin of her rectum on the outstroke. The reddish pink skin of her rear
orifice drew back with his penis, caressing it avidly each time.
"Ooh! Oh! OH!" she moaned, staccato like, feeling her orgasm well within her grasp
once more. "Oh!"
"That's it, boy! Fuck her good!" Tina yelled suddenly mounting the dog from the rear
as if he were a horse and grinding her hotly aroused cunt down into his shaggy coat, so
that now as he fucked ceaselessly up into her mother's cunt, back-rubbing the teenagers
pussy as well.
Hans whimpered and wagged his tail, delightedly ecstatic. His eyes fixed maniacally on
the movement of his mistress's whitely grinding buttocks and the arching hollows of
her back as she worked back against him, her long hair falling over her face and around
her neck and back as she squirmed lewdly around on his savagely penetrating penis.
Her face rolled from side to side on the carpet as she groaned with ecstasy, flushing red
with the intensity of her effort, her eyes wide with lust. She bucked and churned her
body back against the pummeling dog, sensing that he was about to cum, encouraging
and pleading with the motions of her pelvis for him to end it and fill her hungrily
clutching anus with the burning hot semen of his lewd climax.
Hans seemed to sense his mistress's frenzied need and began smacking her quivering
ass-cheeks smartly on each downstroke and sending a shiver of pure delight up her
spine. "That's it! That's it!" she gasped in a high pitched gurgle. "That's it, darling!
Don't stop!"
He gripped her back and the smooth curvaceous slopes of her nudely grinding hips
tightly with his forepaws and fucked her with all the strength left in him, feeling Tina's
naked young cunt writhing against his back. His eyes bulged wide as he plunged into
her again and again, his huge tongue hanging wetly over her glistening white buttocks,
as he jogged forward with a mighty thrust that seared up into her cock-stretched anus
like burning ecstatic wildfire.
She groaned piteously, "Arrrgghhh," and he flicked it in all the deeper until she was
afraid the hotly throbbing head of it might burst out through her navel. This was the
experience she had waited for her whole life, the one experience that would make all of
existence worthwhile. Forgotten was the strict moral code she'd lived with all her life.
This was it. This powerful, heavenly fucking by this sleek, furry beast.
It seemed to her as if the giant tormenting cock-shaft was continually growing and
threatening to explode far up inside her. If only he would cum... if only...
"OH! OH! Cum! Hurry! I can't take it any longer!" she cried out with masochistic
pleasure mixed with agony as she fucked back against him wildly. Each slap of his balls
against her clitoris sent her one plateau higher on her lofty quest. She was suddenly
reminded of what her father used to spank her long ago with his strong hands, and the
fierce sensation they had sent burning downward into her pubescent loins. Over the
years she had almost totally forgotten that feeling, and now it was returning with a
vengeance.
Hans barked and shoved forward with a mighty asshole reaming thrust that almost
ripped through the walls of her fluttering belly, and then suddenly his pelvis was
shuddering and hurtling hot thick cum high up into her rectum in wave after obscene
wave of liquid fire. Marsha groaned with happiness as she felt warm animal sperm
spraying out in every direction up inside her hungrily absorbing belly. She pressed
tightly back against her pet's hairy loins as he poured his cum far into her clutching
anal passage, filling her elasticized rectum to the bursting point with the hotly squirting
wetness. And then Marsha could feel her own climax come shooting toward her like a
blinding flash of light carrying the force and brightness of a thousand suns. She
groaned and gurgled, and her lips began to froth as her loins churned through the most
magnificent orgasm she had ever had in her life. Her vagina began gushing outward
with hot, quick squirts of this white cum that trickled onto the carpet beneath her cunt.
And then she shuddered madly and collapsed forward in a single long sigh that had
neither beginning or end.
At the same time, Tina reached her own "horsey" climax on top of Hans' back, riding
him furiously and gurgling happily as her pussy spewed forth its moist gushing waves
of heated liquid-cum all over his sleek furry back – and then she too slumped forward,
exhausted, as both she and the dog tumbled off her well-fucked body and onto the floor
at her side.
It seemed like an endless moment before any of them could fathom what had
happened.
Hans got up after awhile and walked around, then went downstairs to the kitchen to
lap up some water from his bowl and eat some dog krispies.
The two females watched him lumber off, huffing and panting for breath. Then Tina
squeezed her legs together deliciously and looked over at the older woman, blushing in
a becoming glow of shock and pleasure at her own bold behavior in leading this
depraved orgy. But she'd known her mom had needed it, and that had helped to spur
her on.
Marsha's smile was warm as she looked lazily across the floor at her daughter, and this
gave Tina some courage. "I-I didn't really mean all that, what I mean is, I'm not really
the sort of girl who feels other girls breasts, if you know what I mean."
"I know you're not honey," Marsha said softly and easily.
She reached her hand across and clasped Tina's arm with affection. "I'm not either dear.
You were just trying to work me up and get me hot and God, I'm glad you did!"
"Are you, Mom? Really?"
"Sure, honey." The satiated woman sighed lazily and let go of the teenager's hand,
rolling over onto her back and gazing at the ceiling with her long legs outstretched, her
fingers playing easily within the soft moist confines of her newly awakened pussy.
"God, I've been a fool all my life, Tina. You know more about life at fourteen than I
ever did. All my life I was afraid of my own body, and took sex in small doses as if it
were snuff and you breathed it into your nostrils to generate a polite sneeze. That was
how a good girl and a respectable married woman should behave, I though. Little did I
realize that the world was passing me by and learning and doing new things I would
never dream of and most important, finding happiness and sheer physical joy in these
new things. I was a fool."
"Then you're not mad at me?" Tina got up on her hands so that her voluptuous firmly
swelling young breasts hung downward.
Marsha smiled again. "Mad at you? For giving me the happiest experience of my life?
I'd be mad at myself first, darling. No, I'm glad you helped me break loose from the
terribly cocoon existence I've wrapped myself up in my whole life. I don't feel any
shame, just wonderful relief I've never known before. Of course it helps to know that
this sort of thing is a lot more prevalent than I ever knew and that I'm not alone.
Honey, you've made me very happy, but we still have one other problem to work on."
Tina smiled knowingly at her mother, a sparkle coming into her eyes.
"Don't you worry about a thing, Mom.


Chapter 10


Driving home in the afternoon traffic was never one of Jim Williams' favorite activities,
but today he seemed to be even more irritated by it than usual. Not that he was anxious
to get home either, which was unusual for the loving husband and father. He found
himself wishing that he were one of those men who stopped in to spend a few hours at
a friendly tavern after work, as he knew several of his co-workers did. But Marsha
would worry if he weren't home at precisely five-thirty and think there was something
wrong if he came home with liquor on his breath. Well, there was indeed something
wrong, the perplexed man said to himself, although he couldn't say what it was exactly.
He had been feeling very restless lately, nervous, and, it seemed, he had developed a
permanent erection! Poor Marsha, she must be wondering what had come over him.
She had been putting up with it quite well, in fact she had even seemed to be enjoying
the nightly fucking and then again in the morning and sometimes in the afternoon on
weekends, but somehow it wasn't enough. Must be middle age, he thought somewhat
sadly, then panicked. What if his cock were on its "last fling"? What if this were the
final rally before the end? No, he consoled himself, that just didn't happen... did it?
But what could it be? He found himself thinking more and more about his son, Vince.
Where was he? What was he doing? And, who was he fucking? Jim hated to have to
admit it, but the last question was definitely on his mind. His son had always been sort
of a ladies' man, not unlike Jim would have been had he not married so damn early, he
thought. Not that he didn't love his wife, he loved Marsha as much, maybe more, than
the day he married her back in Ohio. It was just that as the years passed, he had
suddenly begun to wonder what he had missed. Actually, he mused, it all really started
when they brought Tina back home... he wasn't used to having his daughter around the
house so much. Before she was sent to St. Gertrude's School, he would go for days
without seeing the girl, but now with the restrictions they had issued and with her
always there, well, it was pretty damn hard not to notice her soft, now womanly-shaped
breasts and ass. She was his daughter, but that didn't make her any less noticeable as a
developing bundle of lush feminity. In fact, there was something about the fact that she
was his daughter that gave her the forbidden aura he found so intriguing. That must be
it, he reasoned, it must be a natural, fatherly reaction.
Yet deep in the recesses of his mind Jim Williams knew there was nothing fatherly or
natural about the way he had found himself fantasizing about Tina's hot little tits and
cunt naked beneath him as he fucked his wife. He had been able to put it off to the fact
that they looked so much alike, that Tina, except for her blatantly sexy manner, was the
image of Marsha at that age.
Jim sighed and shook his head. What on earth was he thinking? He knew exactly what
he was thinking – he was thinking about really fucking his delectable young minx of a
daughter. It was mortifying, but he couldn't help but wonder if her young cunt was as
tight and sweet as her mother's had been. The fact that his daughter might not be a
virgin had never occurred to the devoted father, in spite of all the nights she had stayed
out until all hours and the lusty young men she had gone out with.
Jim found himself involuntarily pushing his fingers down onto the lengthening bulge in
his pants. His cock was tingling and he was becoming aroused again for what seemed
like the hundredth time that day. Jim had never troubled to deny to himself or to others
that he had an eye for a pretty leg, but it was getting to the point of absurdity, the way
his cock would twitch every time his secretary had come into the office. It was
shameful! And at lunch, when the waitress leaned over the table to remove the plates he
had to really fight to restrain himself from grabbing the luscious tits thrust so
tauntingly before him.
Lately it had seemed that every woman he came into even the most brief contact with
had been flirting with him! That must surely be a symptom of middle age, the
handsome blonde husband told himself, gently massaging his broadly expanding penis.
"Christ," he muttered to himself, "if it gets any bigger, I won't be able to get out of the
car!" Glancing out the window at a stoplight, he noticed a beautiful dark-haired girl in a
white Porsche pull up alongside his car. She looked over at him and smiled, tossing her
dark hair and batting her long lashes. Jim nearly drove off the street in his excitement;
he was not imagining it! She had flirted outrageously with him! Could she possibly
have seen his swollen cock? Jim smiled, feeling silly and very pleased with himself at the
same time. Unconsciously, he glanced at himself in the rear view mirror and smoothed
his thick blond hair. Did he really look younger than his forty years? Ordinarily he was
not a vain man, but with beautiful girls in sports cars and waitresses in restaurants and
secretaries in offices were going to continue to look at him like that, there might be
something about himself he hadn't noticed before. "No fool like an old fool," he
chastised himself, having a platitude on hand for every occasion.
It was Tina, he admitted to himself, causing this foolishness. He was projecting his
sexual fantasies onto the most innocent of overtures. It had almost seemed as if she
were flirting with him, his own daughter! It had seemed she had become very
affectionate with him lately, but then she had always been a warm, demonstrative girl.
It was part of her charm, and why was he suddenly twisting the most tender father
daughter relationship into something lurid and perverted? Could he be going nuts?
Should he seek help before he did something terrible?
Passing a liquor store, Jim stopped without thinking twice, although neither he nor
Marsha drank except at parties to be sociable. She would undoubtedly think it strange
for him to bring home a bottle, but he didn't care. He really needed a drink. He was
not looking forward to the prospect of another long evening at home with his daughter
flitting about the house half-naked in her shorty nightgown while he had to control his
raging cock until bedtime, sitting in his chair with his paper on his lap.
He drove slowly down the tree-lined, winding street waving to the neighbors in their
yards and thinking idly that he really should work on the lawn this weekend.
In another few moments he had driven up the driveway to his home, not noticing his
wife and daughter peering from Tina's bedroom window, their naked bodies shielded
from view by the diaphanous frilly curtains.
Parking the car, he got out and went up to the stairs to the kitchen. Not noticing his
wife's car, he wondered if she were out, although she generally made it a point to be
home before he arrived from work.
She must be here, he reasoned, seeing that the door was unlocked. Perhaps she had
parked her car on the other side of the house. He hoped that was the case and that it
wasn't in the shop again with the sticky clutch. Maybe he should think about trading
that old station wagon in on something a little more flashy, maybe Marsha would like
that.
Where was she? The house was still as death.
Then out of nowhere Hans appeared, padding silently into the kitchen, wagging his tail
and apparently glad to see him. Jim put his fingers in the dog's sleek soft coat and Hans
rubbed happily against the man's leg. "Well, how's it going, buddy," Jim said down to
him, going to the refrigerator to get the ice for his long awaited drink. Pouring the
bourbon into a glass, he said noncommittally to the big German shepherd, "You seem
in good spirits today. Bet you've been seeing your lady friend, is that it, boy? Well, she's
a fine looking collie all right, don't blame you a bit... no sir."
Hans seemed to grin mysteriously at him with this reference to the beautiful collie,
although as Jim took a healthy drink of his bourbon he wondered if this impression was
only his imagination working over-time again.
And then there was the soft fall of youthful footsteps on the stair. "Oh, Hans!" came
Tina's youthful voice, and despite his best intentions Jim could feel his pulse quicken
and his penis jerk just from the sound of her voice.
Before he could say anything, Hans had bounded past him out of the kitchen and
toward the stairway. "Oh, there's my precious... Dad, has Mom come home yet?"
Thinking quickly, Jim conjectured that his wife must be out shopping. His cock was
definitely becoming bloated with blood, pushing his pants right up to the underside of
the table. His nostrils flared. She is my daughter, he kept telling himself over and over.
My wife is gone, she is my daughter... He repeated the words again and again in his
mind. Still, his cock had a mind of its own and continued to rise. Jim drained his drink
and quickly poured another. This was the first time he had been alone in the house
with Tina since they brought her back from the school. Why the hell couldn't they have
kept her there just a little while longer, until he had a chance to slide gracefully into
middle age, or until she was old enough to go to college or something. Why wasn't
Marsha home? Why did this have to happen today of all days? Finally he spoke: "No
honey, it's me." He wondered if his voice sounded strained. Where was his goddamn
newspaper?
And then she appeared. In the doorway of the kitchen. Clutching nothing but a white
towel around her voluptuously molded young fourteen year old form. His eyes fell
upon her legs, involuntarily devouring them. They were long and smooth and wellmuscled. 
Milky soft flesh a man instinctively wanted to touch, any man – father or not.
The towel seemed only to just barely cover her pubic region, so that her naked thighs
appeared more lengthy and provocative than he had ever seen them before.
Above that, the towel was wrapped tightly around her wasp-like waist, so that her hips
flared very fully. And then still higher up she was holding her firmly swelling breasts in
check with her forearm. They seemed to well up considerably, thrusting upward and
out over her imprisoning arm, out to the sides, ballooning everywhere. Her shoulders
were glossy and smooth. Her beautiful face with the sultry green eyes and the pouting
full red mouth was framed by her long auburn hair that seemed to trail in fine rivulets
all the way down to her ass-cheeks in back.
"Hi, Daddy, I'm glad it's you," she said, her eyes shouting sensuality, and then tiptoed
along on her small dainty feet to plant a warm kiss on his open mouth, her tiny pink
spear of a tongue darting inside for an instant and then quickly darting back out again.
"I thought at first you were Mom back from the store," she said, smiling at her father.
Jim was afraid that in another moment he might lose his voice completely so he spoke
to her while he felt he still could. "Tina, don't you think you should get dressed? Your
mother would hardly approve of your running around like that."
She tossed her long hair over her shoulders and tucked it behind her ear with one
slender hand. "I guess so, but I was just getting out of the shower when I thought I
heard Mom come in and..." She paused hesitantly, licking her lips and looking at him.
"Gee Dad, don't you like me like this?"
His cock felt stiff as a board. He was afraid to get up, feeling trapped to his chair by his
own little girl. "Of course I like you like that... I mean... I love you... er... but don't you
see..." The teasing young teenager saw her father's obvious discomfort and feigned a
slip of her fingers allowing the towel to suddenly unravel and fall to the floor. "Ooops...
it slipped!" she lied, bending over while her well-shaped breasts hung down as she
retrieved the towel. He stared in amazement, his breath coming very hotly as he
watched her taut protuberant nipples pointing forward from the tips of her cream-white
tits. Something seemed to have gripped his throat that wouldn't let go. That auburn
hair had fallen back over her shoulders and seemed to be everywhere. Her long legs
stretched deliciously up to the titillating patch of her sparsely growing pubic curls
within which he could clearly see the glistening pink ribbon of her tight young pussy
slit.
Tina stood up, still smiling, her breasts pointing up again as she drew the towel
lingeringly over her luscious young body. This ploy had worked with Vince and she felt
sure it would work with her dad as well. Even now she could see the same eager glint in
her father's eyes that signalled his imminent surrender. She found herself becoming
very excited with anticipation, wondering how large his cock was, if it was heavily
veined like her brother's, and if it would look the same burgeoning straight out from
his patch of blond pubic hair. She was happy with what Hans had done for her, and yet
her father was so like Vince, and she had been curious about him ever since she
discovered the joy of sex.
Mustering as much innocent sweetness as she could she looked up at her father with
wide green eyes. "Don't you like me, Daddy?" she asked again.
Jim was about to choke, and was desperately trying to clear his voice to speak. "Now
Tina, of course you know... Uh... that is, honey, I..." She barely had the towel secured
around her waist and walked up to him with her upthrust breasts pointing at his chest
to put her hand affectionately on his shoulder. The timorous man felt his mouth water
as he watched his daughter's full ripe breasts jiggle as she walked. Her red, ovalled
mouth opened in a teasing manner, her tongue flickering out wetly to moisten the
fullness of her rich pouting lips. Her eyelashes fluttered and her voice became very low
and intimate.
"How would you like to suck on my titties, Daddy?" the bold teenager said, leaning
forward slowly into the crotch of his pants, gripping the enormously hard rigidity that
he could no longer conceal.
"Tina!" was all the man could manage. His cock felt as though it would burst through
the material of his pants at any moment. His daughter's breasts were the most beautiful
things he'd ever seen in his life! He could smell the youthful scent of her body, feel its
warmth, almost touch one rosy nipple with his face. It was more tantalizing than he
had ever imagined; it was more than he could bear.
"I'll bet you would like to suck on my titties, I'll bet anything you would... admit it,
Daddy... you have such a nice hard cock... Mmmmm, do you think I could see it,
Daddy? I'd just love to see my Daddy's cock..." Jim closed his eyes. He felt as though he
were being consumed inside by a well of sensuality. And as the deep pool covered his
head, swallowing him up entirely until he was blind to any light, he heard himself
plead: "Oh Christ, yes! Yes, baby, pull it out!"
Tina gave him a pleased smile and went to work quickly, zipping down his trousers and
reaching in through his fly into his belly hair and onto the soft sacs of his testicles until
– most grandly of all – her hand touched his gigantic hard cock which took her breath
away with its overwhelming length and breadth.
"Ooooh, Daddddy," she crooned, bending at the waist and lowering her head down so
that her soft, tongue-moistened lips rested tantalizingly on the rubbery bloated cock
head. "You have the most beautiful cock I've ever seen! I never knew my own dad had
the most handsome cock in the world!"
Jim made a sharp gasp for breath before his fingers snaked out automatically to clutch
her auburn hair as she opened her mouth greedily and ran her pinkly ovalled lips
agonizingly up over his pulsating male hardness until the tip of it tapped the back of
her throat. Then she began a low rhythmic sucking that made him strain forward with
pure ecstasy. In all the years of their marriage Marsha had never done this to him,
although he had wanted to ask her many times. Now, his own sensuous young
daughter, their daughter, was sucking his cock! It was too exquisite to stop, it was too
delightful to deny...
He heard his own animal-like panting, interrupted by an occasional low moan as her
beautiful little tongue achingly stroked and licked at the underside of his burgeoning
penis where the long sperm-filled vein was waiting urgently to spew forth its scalding
hot load of stored-up cum. Her fingers traveled like little snakes underneath his balls,
weighing them, cupping them, caressing them, fondling them. Jim no longer cared who
was doing this to him, only that she continue; there was no other thought... only that it
go on and on until he came in her hot little mouth.
Tina knew that her father had lost all resistance. She smiled inwardly to herself, proud
of the fact that once again she would have her way. They were very lucky parents
indeed, the girl thought, to have two children like her and her brother, who were
willing to include them in on their fun. She knew she had nothing more to worry
about, all she had to do now was enjoy. Once Vince got home...
She pulled her mouth away from her father's penis with a softly sucking little pop and
kissed it once again as he tried to keep her mouth on it. Then she forced herself to
stand, her full ripe breasts swaying gently before her.
"It's time to go upstairs now, Daddy... come on..." she urged, taking him by the hand
and guiding him through the kitchen.
Jim could do no more than follow mutely after his daughter as she padded naked out of
the kitchen and up the stairs. She continued to keep him aroused by stroking his palm
with her long nails as he watched her smooth young buttocks undulating nakedly,
sensuously, before him. He felt as though he were on fire with the burning desire she
had instilled in him.
His flaming hot cock swung outward ahead of him, sticking lewdly out of his pants as
he took the stairs after her, and then they were heading for the bedroom he shared with
his wife... with her mother!
Where was she anyway? Where the hell was Marsha? The questions raced like a flash
through his brain, but he knew he no longer cared. He was aware of the possibility of
her walking in at any time to find him and Tina together, but he simply could not
bring himself to care any longer. He had tried his best to be a good father and husband;
he had worked hard all his life, he had done everything according to the rules. Now the
rules no longer mattered. His daughter was the most beautiful and desirable young
woman he had ever seen and the illicitness of the relationship only served to heighten
his desire. It was as though he were turning his back on the faceless authority that had
held him in bondage all his life and this one act would be the consummate rebellion
that would at last free Jim Williams.
She still had his hand as they entered the bedroom and turned to face him, rubbing her
magnificent full-fleshed body insinuatingly against him until he thought he would
burst. Her slender forceful hand came up against the back of his neck and she drew his
head down into a molten, open-mouthed kiss wherein she sucked on his tongue and
her own tongue explored his mouth until he thought he would stop breathing from the
perverse excitement of it all. And all the time her lower body was grinding away against
his exposed loins, rubbing the soft, silken little hairs of her pubic triangle against 
his arching, jerking cock.
"Hurry, Daddy!" she murmured. "I want you to fuck me with your beautiful big cock!"
She began to strip his clothes away, sucking his cock back up into the hot, buttery
softness of her mouth again for a moment as she kneeled to remove his shoes, then
pulling his pants down over his burning loins until he stood naked before her. She
pulled him gently to the floor, urging him to hurry once again.
The carpeting was thick and soft and she lay back and spread her legs as wide as she
could until her hot young cunt stretched wide up between her thighs and became a
softly bearded oval mouth waiting to be fed by his pounding rod of flesh. Jim's back
was to the bathroom so he could not see Hans and Marsha anxiously watching them
from behind the slightly open door. His eyes were fixed on the glistening pink folds of
his daughter's pussy framed by the sparsely curling strands of her chestnut colored
pubic hair. His cock was pounding and throbbing painfully as he lowered himself,
panting with desire, into the opened "y" of her wide-stretched, taut young thighs. He
moved his penis forward until it found the wet, curl-fringed little opening of her pussy,
and sighing with ecstasy, he fucked up into her and felt the warm wet walls of her cunt
closing tighter than her mouth had about his feverishly pulsating penis.
She locked her arms tightly around his back as he began slowly, agonizingly to pump
up into her eagerly welcoming young cuntal passage. Her legs came up of their own
volition and locked around his calves, as though he were hooked onto her against his
will. Tina then winked at her mother over his shoulder as she squirmed and wiggled
her naked little cunt deliciously around on his rod which was sunk up inside her almost
to her cervix. She felt wonderfully filled as she worked her hungrily engulfing cunt up
and down over his belly-filling hardness.
Then suddenly, Hans bounded past Marsha into the bedroom, barking with excitement.
His enormous pink cudgel was sticking straight out from its sheath as he moved
quickly toward the father and daughter on the floor. As if on cue, the dog stepped over
Tina's face so the swinging hardness of his penile shaft was swaying directly down
towards her nose and mouth. "Oh Hans... let Tina have it, lover. Let Tina suck your
cock!" The young girl took one hand off her father's swiftly jerking buttocks and guided
the fleshy tapered animal member right up into her mouth, sucking on the dog's lewdly
distended penis like a woman possessed. She felt she was in heaven, being fucked in the
mouth by the handsome German shepherd while her own beautiful father fucked her in
her nakedly yearning cunt.
Jim grunted with amazement as he saw Hans step over his daughter's face and her
mouth open up to take his rigid red penis into its hot cavernous depths. But he could
not take a stand of opposition. The total depravity of the situation, of himself fucking
his own beloved daughter right on his bedroom rug was an indescribable ecstasy he had
never dreamed possible. He was on the verge of cumming and the thought of his wife
flashed quickly through his mind.
The cords of his neck were standing out and the excruciating feel of Tina's voraciously
clutching little pussy was going to cause him to shoot out up inside her any minute,
when suddenly he looked with lust-drenched eyes to the side to see his wife, totally
naked, stretching out beside them.
"Marsha! Jesus Christ!... What's going... oooooohhhhhh..." Despite his astonishment,
the lust enraptured man could not stop fucking deep up into his beautiful daughter's
tender, hungry little belly. He looked down and could see his cock, slick with her pussy
juices, sliding effortlessly in and out through her softly curling pubic hair which was
teasing against his cock maddeningly on each outstroke. The lips of her cunt were
clasping convulsively around his impaling thickness and all he could think of or want
was to feel his painfully expanded balls explode their searing load of cum deep up into
her hotly churning teenage cunt.
Without stopping for a moment her voracious sucking on Hans's pinkly glistening
animal rod, Tina seemed to smile and her eyes sparkled with delight. She saw her
mother positioning herself, turning slightly to her side, and spreading her legs widely.
Hans quickly began to lap at the woman's hungrily quivering pussy with his long, well
practiced tongue. She began to croon and groan with pleasure as he curled out his
tongue into a long wet spear and began driving it rhythmically in and out of her hot
wet cuntal hole.
Somehow in his groaning lust Jim was able to conclude that the two hot-blooded
women had been in league together but he couldn't be angry. He was rather pleased
with the two of them, in fact, pleased, and very surprised. How had they ever managed
to arrange all this for him? It hardly mattered now, only that by some blessed miracle
they had and he would be forever grateful!
The desire-driven father continued to fuck into his nakedly spread daughter with long,
agonizingly drawn-out strokes, while the beautiful teenager blissfully sucked on the
German shepherd's cock. Hans in turn licked furiously at Marsha's hotly squirming
pussy while her husband snaked out one arm to roughly but sensuously knead her
breasts, twisting and pulling at the firm, full mounds and erotically throbbing nipples
until she was crying out with pure unadulterated sexual joy. They were all connected,
each with the other, each enthralled in his own world of delight as they writhed and
moaned and whined in their collective, lust-driven passion.
At last they felt their separate exploding orgasms all blending into one shattering
unleashed fury of unprecedented carnal debauchery. Tina felt the white hot jets of cum
filling her from both ends as her father and her pet dog flooded her cunt and mouth
with the liquid-hot juices of their release... Marsha was in a lustful frenzy from the
hungry lapping of the German shepherd who was driving her to an orgasm of such
shattering proportions it left her nearly stunned afterwards... and Jim let loose a 
soulrendering climax, uttering loud grunts and groans as he shot his sperm far up into his
fourteen year old daughter's hungrily milking little belly.
The whole bedroom seemed to shake with their multiple orgasms as their hotly gushing
secretions blended and puddled together in almost insane ecstasy until at last they lay
spent, momentarily overwhelmed, entwined like nakedly encircling vines together on
the bedroom floor.


Chapter 11


Vince Williams was glad he had decided to stop in Los Angeles to call his family before
driving to Riverside to surprise them as he had planned. He had spoken to each one of
them on the phone, and of the three, only his sister Tina sounded the same. Somehow
his mother sounded like a different woman, not at all as he remembered from two years
ago. She seemed more alive and vibrant, he could tell the minute she picked up the
phone something had changed her, made her younger instead of older, but he had no
idea what it could be. His father too, had seemed younger.
He looked over at his new bride, Anna. She was the one who had convinced him to
stop and give them some warning of their arrival, pointing out that it would be shock
enough for them to see him after over two years, without the added surprise of a new
daughter-in-law. Vince was very grateful to his wife for bringing him out of his guilt
ridden wanderings by her liberal thinking attitude, and he knew she was right about the
fact that he would have to face his family someday with the truth. Nevertheless, he had
been dreading the inevitable confrontation all the way from their home in Phoenix and
wished he had called sooner. Once he had spoken with them on the phone he had no
further doubt that it was all going to be alright. Could Tina have told their parents
about what happened between them two years ago? He wouldn't be surprised if she
had, but what would surprise him would be their acceptance. Their parents had always
been so moral and straight laced. No, the handsome young man reasoned, that couldn't
be the reason for the apparent mellowing of his parents, but whatever the cause, he was
certainly glad for the effect. For the first time since they started the trip, Vince found
himself actually looking forward to seeing his parents and little sister again.
The thought of Tina had at last lost its sting, he realized with tender affection for his
wife, Anna. What he had thought of as the love of his life had actually been no more
than an adolescent crush which had unfortunately been for his sister, but none the less,
it was at last over. He had finally come to see his sister for what she was, a beautiful
girl, very spoiled, and sometimes loveable. A thousand thoughts raced through Vince's
brain as he passed the familiar landmarks that announced their arrival into Riverside.
Would Tina have changed much in two years? Had he changed? And most important,
would they accept Anna? He had no doubts on the last question, being fully convinced
that his wife was the most lovely girl on earth, perfect in every way. It seemed
impossible to the devoted young man that anyone could be blind to his wife's many
attributes.
Pulling into the driveway of his parents home after his sudden departure two years ago
caused young Vince to feel the grip of apprehension once again, but it was quickly
dispelled when he saw the whole family running outside to meet them. After embraces
and kisses and introductions they all sat down in the living room to enjoy the long
awaited reunion. Vince could tell that his wife, Anna felt like a member of the family
already, and after a very short time things seemed so pleasant and natural that it was as
though Vince had never left. It's just the same, the happy young man thought, except
for Anna and that friendly German shepherd, being with us.
Anna looked around the room at her new family. Mr. Williams, who had suggested she
call him Jim, was so much like Vince she couldn't help but love him immediately. And
both Tina and Marsha were exceptionally warm and affectionate with her; she loved
them too. Even the dog was affectionate, nuzzled now with his head in her lap. Anna
felt that she had never seen a warmer and more loving family. She felt right at home
and wondered how Vince could have ever thought his parents would hold a little thing
like what happened with Tina against him. After all, she is a sexy little thing, Anna
noticed, and the sharp eyed young wife also noticed that Jim had a more that paternal
appreciation for Tina too, when she saw him slip a hand on his daughter's buttocks as
they all went into the dining room for dinner. And God, he looked as virile as they
come. She bet he could fuck her silly just like Vince could do ad she would just love to
find out if she was right. As they sat down to the table she leaned over to whisper in
Vince's ear: "Darling I love your family... maybe we should think about moving to
Riverside. After all, darling, you've been gone two years and I think you might have a
lot of catching up to do."


THE END
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FOREWORD


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many 
centuries, and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer 
for the individual considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except 
that he must be true to himself. The mature individual who has achieved this 
sort of self-honesty and completeness will be little harmed or affected by 
the illogical or irrational opinions of others.


In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this 
truth like an unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters 
faced up to their unusual desires instead of trying to repress them, much of 
the anguish they suffered would logically have been avoided.


The author does not, claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor 
a revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the 
wisest thinkers through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be 
true," was Shakespeare's way of saying the same thing; but it comes to us 
from still an earlier source, and one which not even the most rigid moralist 
can contest...."Happy is he that condemneth not himself for that which he 
alloweth himself. But he that doubleth is damned if he eat." Those who deny 
others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to 
consider this quote from Romans.


No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this 
ultimately will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by 
looking at the past and previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief 
glance backwards will also reveal that, in such times, honored traditions 
and concepts were re-examined, and many times discarded. What was considered 
fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it isn't done" or 
"it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of 
pleasure.


The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We 
offer no further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this 
timely work. We now suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. 
A work of art, no matter how contemporary, should speak for itself.


The Publisher P.O. Box 494 Sausalito, California


CHAPTER ONE


With a shrill scraping sound the shower curtain was drawn back and the 
voluptuous young woman stepped out of the warm trickling shower onto a soft 
shaggy blue bath mat. She lifted her thick auburn hair from her long 
delicately tapered neck and studied her youthful reflection in the full 
length bathroom mirror with an undeniable smile of satisfaction on her face. 
It was hard not to be proud of the wide-spaced green eyes gazing back at her 
in mock provocation. Diane Allen's high cheekbones accentuated her straight 
sophisticated looking nose which gave way to a full generous red mouth. 
Diane took a deep breath, watching her full mature breasts expand with the 
intake of air and smiled again as the chill morning air brushed over her 
pink nipples, hardening them as the July sunshine shone through the open 
bathroom window casting shadows over her curvaceous body. Yes, she admitted 
to herself, it was exhilarating being such a beautiful woman. Diane smiled 
to herself softly as she took both of her nipples between thumb and 
forefinger and toyed with them until they extended a full inch from her ripe 
lust-inciting breasts.


Suddenly a look of disappointment shaded her face as she sighed to herself 
thinking, what good does a body like this do me when my husband is never at 
home to enjoy it? And when he was, he was far too preoccupied with setting 
up his new practice to pay much attention to his love-starved wife. The 
Aliens had moved to Michigan three months prior, and if her memory served 
her correctly, all but a few days she had spent alone. Cliff had promised 
her that when all business matters were settled, lawyers consulted, and the 
last carpet laid in the new Doctors' Clinic, they would go for a one month 
cruise to the Caribbean as a gift to her patience and understanding. But 
could her sexual desires hold out that long? she asked herself in. 
irritation.


Again she studied her youthful reflection. Though she was to celebrate her 
thirtieth birthday in one month, her full curving voluptuous body was every 
bit as firm and taut as a teenager's high set round breasts curving down 
over a slender girlish waist to round luscious hips; a flat smooth stomach 
and full-swelling thighs, breathtakingly curved calves tapering down to 
small well formed ankles.


A look of worried bewilderment clouded her sparkling green eyes and she let 
the long slightly damp hair fall to her milk white shoulders with an air of 
confusion. She stepped closer to the mirror, gazing searchingly at the 
picture of perfection, and almost wished she weren't so lovely. That would 
make it easier to understand Cliff's absence both day and night. He was 
constantly on the plane, flying about the country to settle unfinished 
business and those few precious days that he had to relax were spent in 
bed-snoring! It had been well over a month since he had lain between her 
thighs and fucked her and she knew that no normal young male should go that 
long without making love to someone; especially a dashing blond plastic 
surgeon such as her husband who measured women's breasts all day and pinched 
their stomachs, suggesting with a lewd smile on his face, "How about an inch 
in each breast, Mrs. so-and-so, and may I suggest a stomach lift?" Diane was 
no fool! Those rich middle-aged woman who lived in the wealthy Detroit 
suburb of Bloomingdale reserved only for those with an income of a million 
dollars or more and a butler and maid, would give anything to have a young 
lover like her handsome surgeon husband. But what could she do? His new 
practice would certainly raise their income level a step or two and it would 
be a relief not having to worry about buying a carton of cigarettes or a 
bottle of wine. She remembered with a smile how she'd put Cliff through his 
final years of schooling during his residency in San Francisco. It had been 
difficult at first to walk out onto that stage surrounded with mirrors and 
strip off her diaphonous gowns one by one, but after a week or two it seemed 
to be the only satisfaction she got-and it, too, was vicarious. But a 
stripper in San Francisco can make good money and it was her body that had 
brought them this far. How ironic, she thought to herself, dabbing at her 
damp hair with the plush green towel, that now its my body that's suffering 
from his work.


A quick glance at the clock told her she'd better discard her reverie and 
dress. Her neice, Lois, was due to arrive today. Although it hadn't been 
Diane's idea, she was beginning to welcome the thought of having another 
person around the house, even though it would conflict with Cliff's rare 
visit. Lois was, as far as Diane could remember, a chubby young girl with 
braces and certainly she would not interfere with Diane's few secret little 
affairs. Diane had to admit that she had been unduly jealous of other women 
lately, especially those who received her husband's attention. But above 
all, she admitted to herself, she didn't want her young neice spreading evil 
stories about Diane's affair with the grocery store delivery boy who, of 
late, had been reprimanded for being late on deliveries after stopping at 
2246 Cheerybrook Lane. That would be all she'd need!


The loud ring of the phone jarred her out of her thoughts.


"Hello? Diane? This is Lois."


"Lois, where are you?"


"That's why I'm calling. I'm going to take a cab over instead of you picking 
me up. Mom told me you drove a Volkswagon and Chad won't be able to fit in 
your car, Plus the cage."


What is she talking about? wondered Diane. Cage, Chad?


The teenager noticed her aunt's hesitancy and quickly recovered her 
composure. "Didn't my mother tell you, Diane? I've brought along my dog, 
Chad. He's very well trained and he'll sleep outside if you want."


Diane swallowed hard. What could she say? "That's fine, Lois. We'll make 
out, I'm sure."


A half hour later, a gentle knock on the front door brought Diane stumbling 
hurriedly down the steps of their townhouse condominium.


She opened the door and was met by a lovely black haired teenager with 
tresses that reached down to her waist. Straight pearl white teeth showed 
evidence of braces in their constancy of straightness and perfection. The 
pretty thirteen year old looked as if she'd come off the cover of Seventeen 
Magazine. Lois was one of those girls who always appeared clean and scrubbed 
in every situation, guessed Diane from the neat appearance of the young girl 
who'd just spent three days on a train. Part of this could be attributed to 
her flawless ivory complexion and the few freckles that dotted her perky 
upturned nose. She was dressed very neatly; her mother had made sure of 
that, mused Diane recalling how her older sister was one of those children 
who'd changed clothes at least three times everyday according to mood. And 
judging from MaryAnne's daughter, that trait had been passed down to her 
daughter. Diane remembered her sister MaryAnne reassuring her that Lois had 
been a perfect baby, and there was no reason to worry because now she was a 
perfect little lady. Diane could not believe her eyes! She had expected a 
chubby little dump of a pubescent girl at that awkward age between wearing 
an undershirt and bra, with ice cream stains on her starched dress. No way! 
In the last years she had suddenly sprouted up quite tall for her age, and 
developed small but well-rounded breasts. Lois was perfectly proportioned in 
every way for a girl her age, and then some, thought Diane focussing on the 
enticing young breasts, a tiny waist and flat, flat tummy, and long sleek 
slender legs so well curved and tan. She had bright blue eyes, adding to the 
amazing contrasts of her dark hair and ivory skin and as she spoke, Diane 
noticed her sultry little mouth, void of lipstick yet appealing on its own 
natural merits. Yes, this little girl had certainly grown up since Diane 
last saw her.


"Hello, dear, come right in." Diane stepped aside to allow the teenager 
entrance.


"I'm really sorry if Mom didn't tell you about Chad. I mean," she stammered 
innocently but without conviction, "it's not polite for someone to just come 
visit and bring an animal along." Her broad strong shoulders shrugged 
provocatively as she spoke.


"It's no problem," reassured Diane, realizing that if the dog was not well 
trained and housebroken, there might be some problems from the manager of 
the complex who'd been frequenting the Allen's condominium more often than 
necessary as of late.


"I just couldn't resist bringing him along with me, Aunt Diane. Chad's been 
my friend ever since my ninth birthday and I just couldn't bear to leave him 
back in Wyoming all summer."


Suddenly, being called Aunt Diane made the woman's skin tingle. She resisted 
such titles, thinking them unnecessary and worse yet, they made her feel 
old. "Just call me Diane, dear."


Lois' long tresses jiggled as she nodded her head. Diane could barely keep 
her eyes off the young girl sitting across from her on the couch and Diane 
wondered if the girl was preoccupied with boy the way most prematurely 
developed girls were. Gould Lois still be a virgin? It she was, it would be 
a shock. With a body like that she must have her pick of any of those farm 
boys, mused Diane to herself. Her older sister, MaryAnne had always been a 
prude and Diane wondered if this voluptuous young teenager had been told 
about sex. From looking at the girl, she seemed so innocent and nubile, but 
a sparkle in her bright blue eyes hinted at the preliminaries of possibly 
fingering herself. But at this pubescent age, girls' ideas about sex changed 
so rapidly, and they learned to become secretive about their thoughts and 
experiences. If she's like her mother, thought Diane, she won't tell. But, 
reasoned Diane, the girl had to be thinking about sex; it was only normal at 
her age, and given her development it would be abnormal if she hadn't necked 
and petted and maybe let a boy finger-fuck her at least a few times.


Suddenly there was a scratching at the kitchen door, just feet away from the 
living room where they were seated in the forest green matching furniture, 
its plush pile rubbing against female flesh. The sound gave Diane a start of 
an almost sensual nature. It was a familiar sound-the signal that her young, 
'delivery boy' lover gave when he approached the kitchen door to hand her 
her box of groceries. Diane smile to herself remembering how after the first 
day she had let him fuck her and lick her pussy, she had ordered groceries 
everyday until finally cans of soup, vegetables and fruits were piled in the 
broom closet, over-flowing from the kitchen cabinet and even began creeping 
into the linen closet. The scratching continued.


"That must be Chad!" Lois rose to her feet and headed for the kitchen door. 
With a wide creak it opened and Diane sat with a hidden grimace on her face 
thinking, not only do I have to put up with this little girl invading my 
privacy, but I have to take care of a dog too! But politely she, too, rose 
to her feet and padded to the kitchen in her bare feet.


"Well, this is a good looking dog!" Diane looked down at the big, shaggy 
German shepherd who was looking up at her with mournful eyes. His coat was 
so rough that there was the impression that he'd been locked up in a cage 
for months. His hair looked shaggy and dirty from the long train ride. His 
mouth opened slightly and Diane glimpsed at his full red sensuous tongue.


Lois was on her knees petting the dishevelled animal, stroking his ragged 
coat and scratching him behind his ear.


"He's a lovely dog, Lois. But don't you think he looks hungry? When did he 
last eat?"


An unexplainable wave of affection came over Diane as she automatically 
headed for the refrigerator and searched in vain for a morsel of meat for 
the hungry dog. Finding nothing except a leftover salad, she settled for a 
bowl of cold water to soothe his rasping throat. How cruel, she thought, to 
have this poor dog locked up in that cage for three days with no proper 
attention. No exercising, no affection. Suddenly she remembered the phethora 
of canned goods lining every cabinet in the house and she reached for a can 
of corned beef hash in the far corner of the kitchen cabinet. This should 
meet his fancy, she thought.


Returning to the kitchen door, Diane found the German shepherd sitting on 
the small patio that served as a backyard for the small townehouse. As 
expected, Lois was beside him, talking in low tones in attempt to soothe his 
weary body. Diane found the large dog surprisingly well behaved and trained 
as she watched Lois put him through a barrage of orders as she always did 
before feeding time. "Makes him remember who his mistress is," she'd always 
explained to queries from her friends whose pets were allowed to run loose 
and eat table scraps-or worse yet subsist on jack rabbits and other rodents 
caught on the barren prairies of Wyoming. But Lois had found meaningful 
companionship in her animal friend; he was her sister, her brother, her 
absent father all rolled up in one. It was no fun being an only child and, 
seeing this, her father had bought the animal for her on her ninth birthday.


Diane set the bowl of water and food on the small scrap of grass and waited 
for Lois to give the signal for the dog to come and eat. "He really has good 
manners!" applauded Diane with awe as the handsome animal sat patiently 
waiting for the magic wave of the hand-his signal to get up.


"Thank you, Diane. I taught him everything he knows. I want to be a 
veterinarian or raise dogs when I grow up."


That's sooner than you think, thought Diane, watching the hairy animal's 
nose nustle up into the girl's soft warm neck.


"Okay," said Lois, waving her hand once before the dog's eyes. In a second 
he was at the food dish-sitting! Diane stood in awe, expecting him to devour 
the dish and all, but instead he just sat staring at her body, not even 
looking into her eyes as most animals will do. He stared directly at her 
full ripely swollen breasts. His eyes burned on her deep white cleavage of 
soft smooth flesh, and he didn't move from his spot.


"Okay. Eat!" came an order from feet away. Immediately the dog bent his head 
and was lapping at the water with loud slurps. Next he went for the meat.


Diane was rather awestruck by the way the dog attacked the food. The dog 
seemed to be a wolf, a coyote from the desert that hadn't eaten for weeks. 
His eyes lifted to stare at her as if saying thank you, and she was quite 
stunned by the intensity of his deep dark piercing eyes. They seemed to burn 
holes in her body, so powerful was his gaze. A shiver ran up Diane's spine 
and warmed her flesh as she watched him devour the food, his full red tongue 
licking the dish clean. He looked like more than an animal; he looked like a 
pathetic young man run away from home and deeply grateful for any scrap of 
food that could sustain him.


"He's still hungry," said Lois now standing beside her aunt. "I'll go the 
the grocery store and get him some food-maybe a bone."


"Oh, no. That won't be necessary," interrupted Diane. "I have an account 
with The Super-Mart and they deliver. Just give me a moment and I'll call."


What a stroke of luck, thought Diane to herself. Paul's been ignoring me 
lately, letting that other pimpled faced young junior high school kid take 
over his block. But I know that scrawny brat doesn't work on Tuedays. In a 
flash she was at the yellow wallphone dialing the familiar number, 842-8796 
automatically, in rhythms.


"Hello. The Super-Mart. May I help you?" the familiar voice chirped in 
Diane's ear.


"Yes." she said almost defiantly. "This is 2246 Cherrybrook Lane calling, 
and I would like to have a case of dog food sent over immediately." She 
emphasized the last word as if it were a command.


"What was that? Dog food. What the hell? You got a dog now?"


"Yes, Paul. And he's hungry."


A young voice cackled in her ear. "Oh he is, is he?"


"And send over some big bones, too. Make that the best dog food you have. 
None of the cereal stuff."


"Yes, ma'am."


Diane couldn't help but interpret a hint of enthusiasm in the delivery boy's 
voice. The young wife stared out the kitchen window, her eyes fastened on 
the animal who looked like a timber wolf-the kind you see in zoos. But this 
handsome animal was far more beautiful than any of those sleek beasts. He 
had a large, leonine head with dangerous, evil looking eyes and devilish 
pointy ears that rose up very high and peaked above his massive black skull. 
Even his coloring, carmel and black, added to his awesome appearance. His 
body, even from where it lay on the grass, could be seen to be thickly 
mascular and powerful. There was a strange mixture of brutishness and 
gentility about him. Rather like a strong hateful killer man and a young 
innocent boy. Diane couldn't help but stare. He was at once malevolent and 
yet attractive.


"I've phoned the market and they'll be bringing over a case of dog food 
soon."


Lois smiled warmly. "That's so kind of you, Diane. Chad will really 
appreciate it, won't you Chad?" The dog answered with a wide wag of his 
handsome tail.


"Are you hungry, Lois? Would you care for a sandwich for a late lunch or 
perhaps something to drink?"


"No, thank you, no. I had lunch at the station while I waited for them to 
unload Chad's cage. Lfelt so sorry for him being caged up like that."


"Would you like for me to show you your room? Let's carry your luggage 
upstairs to the guest room where you'll be staying. It has a shower in the 
dressing room if you'd care to shower. I know you must feel dreadfully 
fatigued after that long ride." Diane looked down at her watch. Half an hour 
had passed since her phone call to the market and she wanted to get Lois 
safely settled upstairs before her young lover came to the door. But a loud 
knock at the front door told her she was too late.


Wonder what this means, thought Diane, heading for the front door. He 
usually came to the back door to avoid suspicion from the manager of the 
complex who seemed to be everywhere at once, either trimming the hedges in 
front of 2246 or washing windows in the vacant condominium next door.


"Groceries for you, ma'am." The young dark haired fifteen year old boy stood 
grinning in the doorway, a knowing expression on his youthful face. "Would 
you like for me to take them to the kitchen for...." He stopped when his 
eyes fell on the voluptuous piece of youthful flesh sitting just feet away 
from him. "Why, hello, miss," he smiled generously as he brushed by, 
scarcely touching his Levi covered leg on her bare calf. With a heavy thud 
he set the box of dog food on the mahogany kitchen table and headed back to 
the living room for a better, closer look at the young teenage girl when he 
felt dark piercing eyes burning holes in the back of his head. Diane was 
opening a can of dog food and in her haste, cut her finger on the ragged 
edge of the dog food can.


"Ouch," she grimaced, angry with herself for being so clumsy. Now that dirty 
little son of a bitch is going to get the hots for Lois and I'm going to be 
rummaging around the bathroom for a band aid while he's out there making 
eyes at her and probably if I know him well enough, asking her for a date.


Lois looked up at the handsome delivery boy from under her long dark lashes. 
He was certainly an attractive boy, almost as good looking as her own 
father. She certainly hoped that some day she would fall in love and marry 
someone as nice as her father. Anyone like him would have to be all right.


She wondered if this boy was as well hung like her father, too. For although 
her mother was a prudish woman who held desperately to her Baptist 
upbringing believing that sex was only for procreation, her father was more 
lax in his attitudes and he delighted in sleeping in the nude. Several times 
while she was growing up she had glimpsed at her father's cock and the sight 
had remained imprinted in her mind with an unwielding force. She knew from 
things and conversations she'd had in school that a large cock was supposed 
to bring a woman more pleasure than a small one, and she wondered how well 
hung this boy was. At any rate, he certainly was cute with those dimples in 
his cleft chin and high cheekbones. Probably a football player, she thought 
as she sat silently waiting for her opening, which she knew would come.


"Hello, my name is Paul." He reached for her slender young hand to politely 
consummate their acquaintance.


"And I'm Lois. I'm Diane's neice. Just came in from Wyoming on the train," 
she offered in her sweet syrupy voice that always brought a response from 
young men such as the one standing before her now.


Neice? thought Paul silently. Mrs. Allen never told me she had a neice. She 
told me she was only twenty-five years old. Wonder if her neice is as wild 
as she is? He recalled how on his first delivery to this address, that was 
soon to become a familiar stop, how Diane had come to the door dressed only 
in her bath towel which gaped open at her breasts. From there it had 
progressed to more provocative openings until finally she'd just left the 
door open with a note instructing him to meet her upstairs in the bedroom. 
He remembered now how he'd snuck up the carpeted steps, two at a time and, 
peeking in her bedroom, spied her spread eagle on the double bed with her 
fingers spreading her beautiful cunt wide to his eyes, a wickedly inviting 
grin on her face. Jesus! She had fucked his balls dry in about two minutes.


But this young girl was a dish indeed! He felt his cock jerk in his pants 
and the tiniest spot of cum oozed from the small slit in the tip when he 
caught the sweet peek at her low cut jersey summer top that gaped open at 
the neck line, revealing a young but well developed cleavage. He tried to 
appear calm, but his cock started to swell and the tiny wet circle darkening 
his Levis made him decidedly uncomfortable. He didn't want to be too obvious 
in his desires, however, and he struggled for the appropriate words. Christ, 
he couldn't let Mrs. Allen hear him asking her neice out for a date. She'd 
have him fired from his job as she'd threatened once before when he ignored 
her and sent the other boy on his route.


"How long are you staying?" he asked hopefully.


"For the summer, Maybe just as long as Aunt Diane will have me."


Paul couldn't keep from glancing occasionally at the young girl's ripely 
developing thirteen year old breasts where they bounded from beneath her 
snug blue jersey. She had a body of a goddess and as much as the young boy 
tried not to, he found himself thinking more and more about having her long 
tapered legs wrapped tightly around his back as he fucked into her with the 
force of a bull. If she was just half as good in bed as her aunt, she'd be 
dynamite.


"Would you like," he interrupted his speach to lower his voice and gather 
his courage, "to go out with me sometime?" His voice was now nearly a 
whisper. "There's a drive-in not too far from here where all the kids go and 
if you're going to be around all summer you'll want to make some friends. 
Right?"


"Lois," a sharp angry sounding voice interrupted their conversation. "Would 
you like for me to show you to your room? I'm sure you must be tired after 
your long ride."


"Ah, yes," answered Lois. "I would like to take a shower and change 
clothes."


"Wait here," directed Diane with a sharp look in her green eyes, "I'll be 
right back down to sign the slip." And without further conversation, Diane 
and Lois disappeared through the stairwell and the young delivery boy could 
hear footsteps on the carpet overhead and the murmuring of woman's voices.


* * *


Later, Lois stepped out of the shower and slipped into her terry cloth robe. 
With a deep yawn, she stretched her arms overhead and then collapsed on the 
bed. It was good to be here after those long three days on the train. But 
she couldn't get her mind off the cute delivery boy downstairs. Paul seemed 
terribly nervous and afraid that Diane would hear him, she thought to 
herself considering her aunt's suspiciously jealous reaction. And how much 
he resembled her father!


It had been a lonely childhood, first being the only child and secondly 
never having a father around to cuddle her and read her bedtime stories. She 
remembered how on the train she had caught herself dreaming at night 
occasionally of what she had glimpsed on those rare occasions when she had 
caught sight of her father's cock, rather thick and hanging down between his 
legs large and hard. When she was much younger he used to bathe her and then 
wipe her dry with a big rough terry cloth towel that had dried in the sun. 
Sometimes she'd see him shaving and she had marveled at how he loved to 
catch her peeking through the bathroom door, wathcing his huge prick sway as 
he'd bend over to turn on the hot water.


It was a sad occasion for both father and daughter when she had packed her 
last suitcase. Fondly, she recalled how they had hugged at the doorway. "Oh, 
Daddy, I'll miss you terribly," she'd promised in her sweet sensuous voice.


Then she had pressed her young full body against his in this way, as her 
mother was in the family stationwagon ready to drive her to the train depot. 
And even her father had let down his guard long enough to close his eyes and 
run his hands achingly across his teenage daughter's back. He had smelled 
her deliciously fresh powder scent of youth, and had felt all of her 
voluptuous long-legged slenderness pressing every other point on his body at 
once. She had been warm silken cushions of sensuality and loveliness. Her 
curves had been so warm and full in all the right places ... his head had 
fairly swam and his cock had begun to throb mightily.


And it had all been so harmless. Only her father knew, and her prudish 
puritanical mother couldn't see them. Lois, of course, had been to innocent 
to realize how she had affected him.


Or so he'd thought. He had not realized at all that his daughter understood 
very well what that hard, hot bulge was pressing upward between the juncture 
of her virginal thighs. She had rubbed her pubic curls and little puffy cunt 
lips shamelessly against his thighs, feeling herself becoming deliciously 
aroused from the massive feel of his cock frictioning her cuntal region. She 
had hugged him more snugly, and had kissed his soft cheek again, more wetly 
now, partly with a deep sigh....


"Oh, Daddy," she'd repeated. "It's just not going to feel right without you 
around."


....Until finally he had summoned up the strength to push her away from him, 
his cock pounding hungrily in his pants.


For a long moment, father and daughter had merely stood there staring at 
each other, unable to say anything, her eyes had been smoky and veiled with 
tears. And then he had whirled on his heel and pushed open the front door. 
In another moment she had been down the steps and opening the door to the 
red station wagon.


Lois had slid into the seat next to her mother who was then asking her 
copious questions. "Did you remember to get Aunt Diane's telephone number? 
Did you check with the railroad about feeding Chad? I don't know why you 
have to take that fool dog along with you wherever you go." But Lois had not 
been listening. She had never come so sexually close to her father before. 
In that sudden moment of her departure before the front door, the pretty 
thirteen year old seemed to have stepped up a step into an awkwardly 
different sort of world. Her burning young pussy had been itching terribly 
aroung the desire-swollen fuzz-fringed cunt lips, and she had felt an 
intense urge to fuck it with her middle finger till her belly had exploded 
in fire. She had moved her hips up and back as if to facilitate some sort of 
release against the flimsy nylon material of her bikini panties, but this 
was no good. Finally, flipping her black hair back over her white milky 
shoulders, she had sat down, settling in the front seat of the car, grinding 
her panty-covered pussy back and forth against the soft, sensuous material. 
This had seemed to bring a little bit of relief, at least for the time 
being.


* * *


With sweet thoughts of her dear father, now 1500 miles away, Lois fell 
asleep but awakened later with a sudden start. Sounds, faint and 
unintelligible, had penetrated her sleep-fogged mind and brought her 
instantly alert. She sat up in bed, pulling the sheets down over her legs, 
then set her feet on the floor. The sounds had stopped and she wondered if 
she just hadn't been awakened from a dream. She vaguely remembered falling 
asleep, but the newness of the blue room with its dark green curtains and 
shag rug made her feel as if she were still in dreamland.


Then whispering, muffled voices began again, as though cumming from a great 
distance somewhere in the living room. Must be Diane, she thought, but with 
someone? Who could it be? Certainly that cute delivery boy had left hours 
ago.


She reached down and pushed her feet into slippers and padded across the 
thick carpet. Perhaps it was her Uncle Cliff whom she'd never met. Her 
throat was raspy from the hot train ride and suddenly she felt voraciously 
hungry. Slowly, with a care that was not really necessary, she turned the 
knob of her bedroom door and slipped quietly into the empty hallway. The 
sounds had started again and were more pronounced now, and she had no 
difficulty telling that they were coming from the direction of the living 
room just steps below. Her mind was still numbed from the deep sleep she had 
awakened from and she had trouble focussing her mind on what she should do. 
She didn't want to come pounding down the steps and invade her aunt's 
privacy. A low animal-like grunt startled the young girl and for a second 
she thought it must have been her dog, Chad.


Holding her breath, she moved up the hallway and stood immobile to the 
hallway steps on the landing, just barely out of sight of the people below. 
"Mrnmmmmmmmmmmmm," the sound lolled out from a woman's mouth, and then 
another deeper grunt followed in almost rapid succession. "Ohhh, God, yes, 
yesss," cried a boy's voice, breathing low and impassioned.


Lois stood stock still, indecisive as to whether she should leave or stay. 
It was unmistakably the sound of a couple making love. Carefully, Lois 
peeked her head around the corner of the off-white stucco walls and jerked 
it back suddenly. There was the young delivery boy-the same one who had 
asked her out to a drive-in with her Aunt Diane! Of all the nerve, she 
thought in shock, asking me out and then doing it with my aunt. Who does he 
think he is, anyway? the thought had her so angered that for a moment she 
thought she would start screaming with rage of at least make her presence 
known. But no, that wouldn't be proper.


"Paul, your cock gets bigger and bigger every time I touch it," Diane's 
voice murmured. "And it tastes so good, so round and hard in my mouth. I 
want to suck it and suck it and suck it." Lois recoiled in surprise, her 
breath catching in her throat. Had she heard correctly? She had known people 
did such things but she had always pushed the weird thought from her young 
mind as something that she would confront in her older age.


"Now hold it in your hand, Mrs. Allen," she heard Paul's voice say, low and 
moaning. "Jerk it with your fingers while you lick it. Yeah, oh yeah ... 
that's good."


Suddenly, Lois heard Diane's voice let out a tart laugh that slowly turned 
into a kind of gurgle. God, what was she doing now, her mind raged.


"Tell me you want me to lick it some more, tell me," she heard Diane tease.


"I said suck it, fuck it with your mouth," Paul's voice became more 
insistent, "oooohhh, mmmmm, yes, lick it with your tongue. Swirl your tongue 
around it like you always do."


"Mmmmmggghhh," the wetly sluicing sucking sounds started low and them became 
more and more violent.


"Now raise your ass up," she heard Paul's voice command in the throes of 
passion.


"Let me feel that sweet little cunt of yours, let me fuck you with my 
fingers ... Oh, baby, loosen your lips and let me slide my prick in farther. 
I want to push it down your throat," he blurted out, and Lois bent back, her 
legs feeling slack, but her mind startingly alert to the sounds of lust that 
continued without end. "When I cum I want you to drink it, do you hear, suck 
it and drink it, or I'm never going to delivery groceries to your house 
again."


Lois felt a dizziness float over her, as though she were drunk. She wanted 
to leave, yet she remained pinned to the wall as though she had been bolted 
there. Weird lewd images floated through the young girl's mind, almost as 
echoes of what she had imagined as she had fallen asleep a few hours 
earlier, but now it was actually happening! He was putting his cock inside 
her aunt's full lipped mouth and she must be moving her lips up and down on 
the hotly throbbing head of his prick, sucking on it, the words blazed in 
flaming print across her consciousness. She had to leave, there was no 
question of staying here any longer but she could not. She hated that boy 
for deceiving her, but still she was curious. She stood limply, her long 
black hair cascading over the front of her terry cloth robe and suffered 
with the image of that long thick cock, probably as big as her dear 
father's, plunging into her aunt's wetly ovaled mouth, her long auburn hair 
tumbling over his tanned lean-muscled stomach, his balls probably cradled in 
her hotly kneading hands....


"I'm going to cum, Mrs. Allen, stop, st-st-stop, before I cummmmm!"


Then the moistly sucking sound ceased, and there was a smack of lips and 
another short groan before momentary silence.


"I've been neglected," came the short curt remark from Diane's lips. Then 
Lois could hear her purr teasingly "My little pussy needs some attention 
too. Do you want to suck my cunt, little boy?"


"Sure, lady, anything you say," he said teasingly back.


"Then here it is. Isn't it lovely? It feels good from when you fingered it, 
but I want you to lick it with your tongue now."


"I'll put my tongue down like this ... how is this. I'll suck your clit 
first."


"Yes, lick ... suck my little clit. Oh, oh God, you can fuck me with your 
tongue. God, you lick ... your tongue feels like honey," the woman moaned, 
and then her words ran off into further babbling obscenities.


Lois' heart pounded like a jack hammer until she was certain they could hear 
it across the room. She pressed one hand tightly to her breasts as though to 
dull the sound. But it didn't stop, it lurched on accompanying the soft 
rhythmic sucking of the girl's lips on her young lover's cock. Oh Lord, it 
was awful! She was hypnotized by the lewd wet sound of lips on flesh, and 
she gradually found herself losing control of herself. Recalling the 
daydream she'd had before falling asleep, of rubbing against the huge bulge 
of her father's trousers, she felt a cold shiver run down her spine and warm 
as it neared the "V" of her cuntal region. It was almost as though her whole 
being was palpitating in unison with the couple; and she was moving off away 
from her own body and watching as she gave way to the lewd tingling of her 
cunt.


"Oh, my little darling ... oh, God, lick faster, stick your tongue up my 
pussy ... G-God, it feels so Goooodddd."


Then there was a slight stirring and a rustle from the couch. The first few 
words Paul spoke were unintelligible, but then he said in a whisper: "Ooooh, 
Mrs. Allen, let's fuck. I want to fuck ... you ... right now ... I want my 
cock in your hot pussy."


"Say it again," Diane mewled, "S-say you want to fuck me ... say it aid make 
.ny cunt as hot as you can, so hot it'll suck on your cock!"


"I-I, I'm going to fuck you. That's it, open your legs wide, here, I'm 
coming in. Oooohh."


"Yes, of you feel so BIG, it feels so goddamn good, you beautiful little 
boy. You've got such a nice big cock. Fuck me, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck my 
little cunt like you've never fucked it before. Pretend I'm a cheerleader, 
baby, pretend we're in a car parking on the way home after the football 
game. Oh, fuck me!"


Lois could feel the perspiration flowing freely on her body now beneath the 
softly falling folds of the terry cloth robe. Down below she could feel her 
own hotly throbbing cunt softly tingling, and she pressed her pelvis out 
against the rough stucco wall and began rubbing it against the coolness of 
the wall. But the feeling would not stop. Nothing was clear to her, she 
understood nother-she could not stop that warmly quivering sensation, and 
she felt in one flicker of coherent thought that she would do it! She would 
finger-fuck herself like she'd wanted to do that afternoon after she and her 
father had held and caressed each other.


As though in a dream, her own hands began to involuntarily massage the 
tensely straining whiteness of her small firm breasts, trapping the warmly 
trembling nipples beneath her fingers and kneading and pulling them until it 
felt as though she would rip them loose from the white quivering mounds of 
anxiously wanting aroused flesh. Her left hand began to slide slowly along 
her perspiring body, down the flat plane of her curving sides and across her 
stomach to rest on the thinly throbbing strands of her pubic hair. God, it 
felt good! She'd wanted to do this for some time-too long-and she began to 
rub back and forth, and up and down over the rough terry cloth. She could 
feel her own moistly throbbing cunt palpitating excitedly against the tips 
of her fingers, and she worked them harder, learning new ways of bringing 
herself satisfaction, with each churning of her small slender young hand. 
She could feel the wetness trickled warmly down the insides of her naked 
thighs, flowing freely from her inflamed pussy-and she moved her forefinger 
below the terry robe, then lifted up the him of the garment in her hands and 
held it clasped against the hallway as she touched her now nakedly exposed 
cunt directly with her probing middle finger.


The moaning from within the living room was almost incoherent now as her 
aunt and the young high school boy thrashed hotly together on the couch in 
wild throes of fucking. Fucking, that's what it was. That's what she wanted 
to do! As the wild thought raged through her innocent mind she finger-fucked 
herself. She rubbed her hand against the sparsely haired lips of her own 
cunt, knowing it was not what she really wanted. She wanted a cock, fucking 
her pussy too, a big beautiful cock.


But she moved her feet farther apart on the floor and pressed her fingers 
harder, her middle finger pressing teasingly into the moist open slit, and 
she could feel her cuntal passage expanding; her finger was a cock, her 
father's cock. The obscene thought struck her that perhaps they knew what 
she was up to, and she suddenly felt a dreadful urge to run into the living 
room and throw herself onto the fucking bodies a few yards beyond her and 
fuck with them. But she didn't.


The fire burned more intensely in her hungry young loins. She stuck another 
finger up inside her cunt and began squirming her ass cheeks back and forth 
down over them as though they were the wild plungings of her father's hard 
cock, just as she had imagined. The squeak of the springs from the couch 
became more violent, and she thrust her fingers more desperately into the 
moistness of her unused cunt in time to the provocative rhythm of her aunt 
and the delivery boy fucking in the room below.


The thought that NO, this was wrong, she should stop, she should not be 
spying on her aunt coursed through her mind, but it brought the opposite 
response as she stroked her working fingers even harder into her moistly 
seeping cunt.


"Yes, oh yes!" Diane panted. "Every bit of your young hard cock. I want 
every last bit. I want you to jam your cock all the way into me. Clear up to 
the end of my cunt!"


Gently closing her eyes, Lois could envision Paul's thickly glistening young 
cock fucking it way into her aunt's sucking cunt, sinking through the softly 
curling pubic hair. Her hands became that cock-and her gasps began to match 
that of the wildly fucking couple in the next room. She wanted everything 
that her aunt was getting, she wanted to be fucked and fucked, and her belly 
filled to the bursting point with hot male cum.


"Oh, oh, oh," came the hot, guttural grunting sounds building in flesh 
smacking against naked flesh as they neared orgasm.


Caught up in the frenzy of the moment, Lois let herself slide down to her 
knees, spreading them wide, and leaned forward so she was kneeling on the 
carpeted floor of the landing. Now, her face pressed to the rub, she lifted 
up her robe so her nakedly curved young asscheeks were raised high behind 
her and exposed to the warm afternoon air that wafted over her helplessly 
steaming cunt and ripped her with a new shudder of ecstasy. Her body felt 
like it was ready to burst, and the sponginess of the carpet below her was 
the hair on Paul's chest. The wetly sluicing sound of "Squish ... squish ... 
squish," became clearly and loudly discernible to Lois as her hand firmly 
thrust and ground around up in the slickly sucking flesh of her naked young 
cunt. Now she was arched up over the carpet, fucking her finger in through 
the moistly seeping lips of her cunt from behind while her almost fully 
developed tits hung down, the nipples brushing sensuously against the carpet 
as they swayed beneath her kneeling body.


"Oh, your cock, your big beautiful cockkkkk!" she heard Diane cry out 
between heavily panting groans of ecstasy. "Fuck me ... gooooood ... move 
your cock in me that way ... yes, let it jerk ... Paul you feel so gooooood, 
ahhh ... fuck it in deeper, oh yes."


Electric tingles of pleasure raced through Lois' groin and into her wetly 
flowing cunt, as she imaged Paul grinding his smoothly gyrating buttocks 
between the widespread thighs of her aunt. But now Lois was her aunt and her 
cunt was now Lois' cunt. Oh, it was too much! Her face turned crimson, her 
eyes clouded over with lust-tears, as her body raced toward her first 
orgasm, the orgasm that had lain dormant in her young innocent body since 
she and her father had rubbed against each other's anxiously awaiting 
bodies.


"Like this ... is ... this ... what you mean ... fuck like ... thiiiis!"


"Oh, oh, arrgh," Diane groaned aloud, her throat convulsed in the final 
throes of building lust. "Fuck me harder, haaarder, you, you ... little ... 
twerp. Oh, I love the way ... you ... fuck me ... oh God ... screw 
meeeeeee!!!!!!"


Lois heard the two scream in unison, and she buckled up, her knees pressed 
down firmly on the hallway carpet, and her head somersault like peering back 
up between her open thighs as she finger-fucked herself faster and faster. 
Her whole body was vibrating spasmodically now, and the robe waved over her 
upper torso, inching up the long streams of black hair that spilled over her 
head and onto the carpet. Then, sudden quick white gushes of hot cum juices 
began sluicing from around her rummaging fingers, covering her hand and 
running onto the carpet below. It had begun slowly but now picked up its 
wanton momentum as the delivery boy fucked into her aunt's wetly sloshing 
cunt with mounting fury, their grunts and moans a lewd harmony of 
obscenities.


"Yes ... Oh, Paul ... cummmming, I'm cummmmmmming," cried her Aunt Diane 
through the afternoon sunshine.


"Oh baby, oh lady, here I cum, too, Goddd, arrgh," his piercing scream 
reverberated through the room, followed by another, lower groan signaling 
that the couple's savage orgasm was matching her own.


In one final lurch, Lois arched up over the carpet, her fingers still 
rippling at the wetly flowing opening of her hungrily convulsing cunt. Then 
the feeling subsided. She stayed panting heavily on her hands and knees for 
awhile, her helplessly trembling buttocks still swaying back behind her in 
the air. She couldn't bring herself to withdraw her fingers from her still 
warmly throbbing cunt until the last dying jerks of orgasm had stilled her 
body. At last she heard the couple rise from the couch and, still breathing 
heavily, move into the kitchen at the end of the house. Her fingers 
slithered wetly from her satiated young cuntal lips and she drew herself up, 
holding her trembling hands to the wall for a moment.


* * *


CHAPTER TWO


Diane sat sipping hot coffee from a pottery mug, her long tapered legs 
resting on the edge of the glass-topped end table. Long polished nails 
mindlessly reached for the cigarette box next to the bouquet of daisies. The 
young woman smiled to herself, a broad grin that ended in a tight smirk.


If that delivery boy thinks he's going to start taking out my niece and 
fucking her, he's got another think coming, thought the auburn-haired woman, 
flicking the cigarette lighter several times until a bright high burning 
flame threatened the tip of her beautifully curved nose. Why did life have 
to be such an endless struggle, she asked herself with soul-searching puffs 
on her femininely slim cigarette. Why couldn't she just find one man in this 
world who would be happy to have her with no strings attached, no 
qualitative terms, no job to keep him away forever, no thoughts of money. 
Was it possible?


Scratching, like the sounds of fingernails on a blackboard sent chills up 
her spine. Must be that dog again-probably hungry. Her long flowing gown 
swayed in the coolness of the air blowing from the nearby fan, lifting her 
pink gown in dancing swirls. She smiled at the salacious sensation of the 
breeze on her bare legs.


Dogs, she thought. Dogs don't have these problems. They just fucked in the 
street or anywhere when they felt like it, and nobody waved a marriage 
license over their heads threatening divorce if anyone caught them with 
another male dog or bitch. Diane found herself wondering if Chad had any 
problems out there in the wilds of Wyoming getting a female bitch to come 
play with him. Suddenly, she stopped in her tracks. How did she know it was 
a he? Had Lois told her?


The screen door creaked open with the force of Diane's hand. The familiar 
voice of the apartment complex manager greeted her from over the wood fence 
separating the Allen's condominium from the vacant neighbor's. "Don't you 
know we don't allow pets around here, Mrs. Allen?"


"Well, hello," answered Diane with feigned friendliness. "It belongs to my 
niece and he'll stay out in the back yard."


"Give that damned beast a bath and maybe it'll be all right. We just can't 
have everybody around here having big dogs like that in their apartments. 
Causes too much damage."


Diane waved her hand in agreement and slammed the door shut.


"Well, Chad, looks as if you're going to have to get a good sudsing whether 
you like it or not," she said, looking down at the huge animal. "Your little 
mistress is upstairs sound asleep so if you promise to be a good animal, 
I'll treat you to a nice warm bath. Won't that feel good, pet?" Stooping 
down to scratch the dog behind his perky ear, her long sensuous fingers 
lingered, stroking his thick soft fur. "You are a beautiful animal," she 
purred, not certain if it was voiced for her benefit or for the dog's.


Surprisingly, these were words that Chad understood. He had heard them often 
enough from other ladies back in Wyoming who discovered him sniffing around 
the ranch yards in search of the bitches in heat. For some reason, unknown 
to the animal, they never chased him away with brooms or a shotgun, the fate 
of many of his furry companions; instead he was always treated to the best 
of bones, leftover roasts, and milk. Several times he'd been surreptitiously 
slipped into the back door and treated to delights he'd never known existed. 
He recalled with particular fondness a Mrs. Abelson-the soft blonde hair up 
between her female thighs, her sweet smelling little hole nestling there 
radiating Wyoming sunshine.


And this nice lady who had been so good to him after that torturous ride 
across country, smelled exciting to him too. Yes, a bath would be fine with 
him; it would give him a chance to see just how nice she was going to be to 
him. Lois was a faithful, loyal mistress, but a bit of a tease. Always 
stopping him, laughing at his cold wet nose that nuzzled its way into her 
soft warm neck.


Diane could not repress a sharp twinge of excitement as she made her way to 
the downstairs bathroom with the furry German shepherd lapping at her heels 
and occasionally brushing against her naked legs. The feel of his rough fur 
along her silk-smooth skin sent sensual shivers all hte wya up her soft 
inner thighs and into the auburn hair of her still cum-flooded pussy. She 
felt a bit confused over her excitement. After all, hadn't her lover left 
her just a short time before? To her it remained a mystery-a mystery she 
preferred not to think about or reason with, just experience.


"Well, here we are, you handsome animal," she said as she opened the door to 
the pink bathroom. "I'm going to take a quick shower first and then you're 
next. I'll only be a second." And then out of habit she slipped off her long 
flowing gown and hung it on the hanger on the mahogany door.


Chad's big brown eyes flared at the erotic spell-binding feminine 
loveliness. The smell of sex was still pungent on her curvaceous body. The 
heady scent of her hungering pussy wafted clearly to him and made his loins 
pulse with an insatiable desire.


Diane turned, feeling her cheeks flush hotly as she realized that Chad's 
burning eyes were upon her as she stood there naked before him. She glanced 
into the cabinet mirror, and then looked away. Why should she feel so 
self-conscious? After all, it was only an animal. To dispell her fears, she 
turned and petted him reassuringly on the forehead. "You're some dog. Does 
Lois let you in the bathroom when she takes a shower?"


Chad answered with a muffled whine and licked her hand. Diane stood 
examining her supple, curvaceous flesh in the full length mirror. She ran 
her hands down over the ripe fullness of her breasts, down over her 
hour-glass waist to her full hips and thighs. Finally her eyes rested on the 
softly wafting curls of her cuntal region. Yes, she had a body that no one 
could help but admire.


Smiling seductively at herself, she shook out her long, auburn hair. Then 
she turned away from Chad toward the bathtub, conscious of the full, juicy 
curves of her buttock cheeks which joggled tantalizingly before the dog's 
longing eyes as she moved back the shower curtain and bent over to remove 
the plug in the drain. From this bent over position, Chad, behind her, could 
make out the barest wisps of auburn pubic hair curling out between her 
quivering thighs to the juncture of her smoothly formed ass cheeks and he 
snorted hotly in familiar anticipation.


The plug was tightly lodged in the tub, so tightly that she could not pull 
it loose without first loosening it with twists and turns. Then she turned 
on the water. And in that moment of complete and vulnerable exposure with 
her naked buttocks jutting lewdly back toward Chad's face, the young wife 
had an experience that would have been predicted for a woman of a more 
expansive sexual experience, but which for Diane Allen constituted perhaps 
the most shattering physical adventure of her life-or so she thought.


For, in that moment suspended between time and space, poised with all of her 
luscious tempting nakedness undulating in sexual promise over the tub, she 
suddenly felt the hot swiping lick of a long animal tongue move wetly from a 
point just below her curl-fringed pussy lips, stroking ardently up through 
her cuntal furrow, and up sharply through the cleft in her buttocks to flick 
and tease expertly at her virginal little anus?


"Oooooohhh!" Diane was not quite sure where her groan had come from. 
Certainly there had been no indication preceding it that her loins would 
convulse so heatedly under that initial lengthy stroke of Chad's hot wet 
tongue. One moment it seemed to her that her pussy was quietly somnolent, 
the next as excited as a hive full of honey bees. And all because of a dog 
... a dog she had never seen until a few hours ago ... a dog that belonged 
to her own thirteen year old niece!


Before she could get a grip on herself, this animal repeated his 
cunt-flooding act, this time curling his tongue like a scroll and pushing it 
slipperily up through the auburn hair-lined lips of her hotly burning cunt. 
Diane held onto the edge of the bathtub, afraid of what she might do. She 
had to remain there immobile for a moment to collect her thoughts.


This was not even remotely similar to anything else sexual she'd ever 
experienced. It had always been she who was the aggressor, the one to 
provoke. But now, this dog had her pussy worked up to where it was just 
starting to flow again. But Chad's sudden action worked on her just as if 
she had let out this obscene groan of lascivious delight which came from she 
knew not where.


"Chad-no! Good doggy!" Without a thought as to whether or not she really 
wanted the dog to stop his lewd actions, she reached in back of her and 
tried to push his snout away. But the feel of his cold wet muzzle in her 
fingers and between her buttocks was a second sensation so electrically 
erotic and stimulating that it could not be tolerated for longer than a 
second.


And, in that second, the single-minded dog continued his depraved behavior 
with another hot, wetly swiping lick up through her torrid cuntal cleft to 
flick up maddeningly like a warm, buttery whip at her sensitive nether 
entrance.


A fierce and primitive groan of sensuality escaped Diane's parted lips once 
mroe, but, by now, she had also begun mumbling various incoherent prayers in 
her head, trying to distract herself. In a small way this seemed to work, 
and she managed miraculously to work up the strength from her limbs to push 
herself up from the rim of the bathtub. This also tended to force the dog's 
nose more snugly up between her nakedly exposed buttocks, and the threat of 
him tonguing her asshole set off another wicked little thrill deep in her 
loins and immediate feelings of unexplored desires.


"Get away-oh God, Chad, get away! Can't you see what you're doing to me? You 
mutt! Please, I can't stand this, it's driving me mad!"


Her limbs felt so weak and helpless that she couldn't believe it. It was as 
if she had become paralyzed with some illness in her muscles. But her 
imprecations to the dog seemed to have done some good, for the powerful 
animal now took her seriously and backed across the bathroom tiles away from 
her.


Indeed, Chad was well trained enough to know when a human really meant her 
potest and when she didn't. When he sensed that his beautiful new 
auburn-haired friend actually was serious about wanting a respite, he backed 
off immediately. He had learned through experience as well that it was not 
wise to force the issue with a female who was not quite ready whether she 
knew it or not. A wise dog and well able to play the waiting game, he lay 
down in one corner of the bathroom and stared at her with his muzzle resting 
on his paws and his big dark eyes brooding and thoughtful. He would wait for 
her forever if necessary. But he could tell already by her voice and the 
warmly rising aroma between her legs that she wanted him.


Visibly shaken, Diane managed to straighten up and find her way to a 
standing position. She steadied herself as best she could with one hand on 
the tub, then sat down on its edge until she could catch her breath. She 
would have sat down on the toilet seat across the room but her muscles had 
turned to jelly, and she was huffing and puffing and her heart was pounding 
as if she'd just run the three-minute mile.


"So-you ... so that's what you-do to women!"


It seemed like years before the thousand vibrating pieces her loins had 
divided into came back together again, and even then they continued to jump 
for some time before she could get to her feet again. Still intent on giving 
her niece's dog a bath, she staggered over to the sink to get a brush, 
rubbing her thighs tightly together in an attempt to kill some of the 
terrible pressure that was building between her shivering hot legs.


"You-you sneaky brute," she chastized, only mildly cross and really less 
cross than she thought she should be, shaking the brush at him. "You must 
have done that to many ladies, I can tell. Does Lois let you do that to her, 
too?"


Chad cringed down on the tile and looked up at her with woeful eyes. He 
wanted to please this nice lady who'd fed him and was about to freshen him 
up after that hateful ride, and he couldn't understand her sudden burst of 
anger-her female hole had smelled so ready for him. Was something wrong?


Diane glanced at herself in the mirror. Her face had gone completely crimson 
and she was surprised to see that her nipples had become tautened visibly. 
If that was the effect of a little playful show of affection by a charming 
dog like this one, then that smarty delivery boy wasn't much of a little 
lover after all the trouble she'd gone through with him. Surely the dog had 
meant nothing sexual by it-dogs always licked people when they were happy. 
If she hadn't been in such an unusual position he might have licked her 
face, or her hand. It was natural for her to be demonstrative.


But not so natural for her to be blushing hotly and aroused to the extent 
that her cunt felt as if it were filled with tiny crawling little tentacles. 
She had to get a grip on herself.


"Come here," she said imperiously to the dog, pointing at the floor in front 
of her.


Chad got up obediently and went over to her, standing at attention with his 
tongue panting out. Then he was thrilled anew as his beautiful new friend 
got down on her knees, her milk-white breasts ballooning nakedly against his 
furry body as she began brushing out his snarled and slightly dusty coat.


Diane could not keep back a shiver of excitement as the erotically stiffened 
tips of her breasts brushed back and forth over Chad's shaggy body, his fur 
tickling titillatingly' at the already sensitively puckered little nerve 
buds. Her breasts had always been unusually tender and the feel of his 
muscular canine body against her smooth, naked flesh was totally unlike 
anything the yearning auburn-haired woman had ever experienced before in her 
life. She couldn't label it either. It was not obscene, and yet it was. It 
was warm and affectionate and understanding and love, and all the thousand 
and one cozy things that dogs and humans find together, and yet it was more 
than that. And she liked the feel. Why hadn't she ever had a dog? She'd have 
to talk to Cliff about that when he came home.


"Is that better?" she crooned, her nostrils flaring without her certain 
knowledge, the outer lips of her cunt becoming flooded with moisture as it 
poised in readiness for some obscure, unnamable thing. She ran the brush 
through Chad's rough coat, straightening out the snarls and making it smooth 
and sleek again as it should be. He was just a dumb animal, she told 
herself. He couldn't have any idea what his licking of her responsive pussy 
flesh had done to her. After all, he wasn't a man. But if such a thing, such 
a gesture was so wildly stirring, why deny it?


"There, is that better?" she asked as she finished giving Chad's coat its 
first set of strokes, swinging her long auburn hair back over her shoulder.


Only to have Chad answer by abruptly turning his head and darting out his 
long thick tongue to wash wetly and intoxicatingly across her startled open 
mouth. "Why...!" But before she could finish, his tongue had artfully 
inserted itself between her lush red lips and he was French kissing her, 
licking his long wet tongue all the way into her mouth, licking at her even 
white teeth and all around the sides of her surprised, gasping lips.


She tried to fend him off by gripping the shaggy fur around his neck, but 
instead found herself responding in a way that was wholly unexpected. His 
kiss was so like the young boy, Paul's, except for the size of his tongue, 
which of course, was much bigger-that she couldn't seem to keep herself from 
kissing him back. She sucked on his tongue luxuriously and licked it all 
over with instinctive adoration of its dominating maleness. And instead of 
pulling away, her softly mounded breasts pressed themselves snugly into the 
warmth of his fur, and she felt a wave of warm cuntal moisture shoot down 
from her loins in natural feminine response.


But this was terrible! The urge to lie down on the bathroom floor on her 
back and spread her legs for him-for a dog!-was overwhelming!


Diane was incredulous. She had known she was in a mildly turned-on mood ever 
since the delivery boy had fucked her and licked her cunt just hours before, 
but she hadn't guessed for a minute that desire could be unleashed so 
awesomely like this, with the swiftness and force of a mighty river breaking 
through its own floodgates and spilling forward in a great tidal wave of 
emotion.


It seemed like the kiss lasted forever. She couldn't seem to catch her 
breath. She knew that the wetness from her hopelessly aroused cunt was 
seeping into the already tangled auburn curls of her pussy hair,-but she 
couldn't seem to do anything about it. Her breasts were alive with a 
throbbing that threatened to break her heaving chest and her hard little 
nipples ached to be sucked. Indeed, she probably wouldn't have been able to 
tear herself away if suddenly the water in the bathtub hadn't threatened to 
overflow. As it was, she was barely able to break from Chad's passionate 
animal kiss and rush to the taps in time. Turning them both off, she whirled 
around just in time to keep Chad from pushing his snout up again between her 
openly kneeling legs.


"I know what you're up to now, you nasty dog," she teased, shaking her 
finger at him. "You know just what you're doing, don't you? Well, you're not 
going to go around sniffing up between my legs again-not here. You can try 
it on your mistress, Lois. She's a farm girl and should like it!"


But Chad only whimpered and she realized with a quickening of her 
overexcited heart that she had taken the wrong attitude.


"Well," she mewled, "now you're going to get your bath. Because if you 
don't, that nasty manager of this apartment is going to complain and then we 
are in trouble. Now hop in."


Chad put his forepaws up on the edge of the blue bathtub and with an 
effortless little shuffle characteristic of large dogs he clambored over the 
edge with his hind legs too, to fall with a splash into the soapy warm 
water.


"Well, there's still a bit too much cold in here, isn't there, sweet pet?" 
She patted him on the forehead, "but we'll take care of that right now."


She swore that the big dog grinned, its large tongue lolling out. True to 
her word, she watched him with a cautious look as she pulled the stopper 
loose and waited while some of the water ran out of the tub before turning 
on the hot water faucet to bring the water to a more tepid temperature.


Chad sat quietly watching her from the other end of the tub, his dark eyes 
shining with affection but a hint of confusion shone through them. Had he 
done something wrong? Didn't she want to play with him? Had he done anything 
to disturb her? And her pussy hole smelled so ready and anxious too. But he 
had all the time in the world; he'd wait.


Even though Diane now had some idea of what the German shepherd wanted from 
her, she wasn't quite ready for accepting the reality of her situation. 
Negligently, she had not put her robe back on; she didn't want to muss it up 
with dirty water and soapsuds. Diane went about her mission now, creating 
swirls of churning water in the tub, trying to warm the cold and cool the 
hot. Her naked breasts swayed hypnotically before him, just a tongue's 
length away from his open mouth, and the tantalizing scent of her 
shortly-before-fucked loins was driving the dog mad. Now, as she began to 
soap up a large natural sponge, getting on her knees at the side of the tub, 
the tormented dog's prick jerked and bounced with anticipation, filling 
hotly with blood.


The sponge foamed with lather as she squeezed it. Now she pulled her hair 
back from her face and reached over to her shelf lined with bottles of 
cologne, lotions and creams, and drew a barrette out of her miscellaneous 
dish filled with hair pins and safety pins. "There, now I can really get at 
you, you little beast," she said mockingly.


He would get his bath at last. So she filled the sponge with warm water 
again and again and she ran it over his heavy animal body, squeezing the 
lather out all over him. The water dripped down from his head, over his 
neck, down his back, along his rib cage, over his quivering long tail, and 
finally down along a gleaming scarlet point which Diane gasped as she 
watched it protrouding out from his hairy belly.


She examined it more closely, but carefully neglected touching it. Then it 
finally occurred to her that the reason she had so willingly brought this 
dog that didn't even belong to her into the bathroom to bathe him, was out 
of curiosity. He was such a hansome animal, so mature and masculine looking 
with his sleek rippling muscles slithering as he moved. Now she had an 
inkling of what animal sex was all bout and, for the first time, she 
admitted to herself that she was actually curious, burning with curiosity! 
She would let no mere animal get the best of her; in the end she would be 
the one to triumph.


That was when she first saw it-Chad's gradually hardening penis peeping 
redly from its soft hairy sheath. So that was what a dog's prick looked like 
... then something overtook the young housewife and unthinkingly her hands 
began to soap more and more under and around the furry pointed sheath of his 
loins. In another moment her hands had actually softly cupped and fondled 
Chad's testicles and bumped against his slowly expanding cock.


She was alarmed that animals could have such large testicles, andmore than a 
little alarmed at the way his cock was growing inch by inch. Now she knew 
that he had really wanted to crawl up over her naked buttocks as she had 
knelt over the bathtub and really fuck her. It was not an act of curiosity 
that led her to speculation of how large his cock might be when it reached 
full length in blood-hardened erection. It was already sticking out several 
inches from its furry sheath now.


More and more her hands and fingers came to squeeze and stroke the huge 
animal's rapidly expanding hardness, and with each fleeting caress it seemed 
to grow longer and thicker. Consciously, her hands fondled his animal cock 
and testicles along with the sponge which she was using to wash him. She had 
decided to use the subtle approach, thinking it might be safer since the dog 
was well-trained.


Now Diane was becoming more and more excited. Chad was such a beautiful 
animal-probably has papers, she thought. She admired his handsome proud 
head, his strong sleek muscles, and she remembered the deep kiss he'd given 
her with his long clean tongue.


She had to admit to herself that if a few minutes ago, the gurgling tub had 
not abruptly warned her of passing time and fleeting moments, his long 
lingering kiss may have seduced her.


If an animal has a cock it has to be able to make love, she reasoned to 
herself. It's only natural. And this animal did have a cock-she could 
plainly see that now. My God! Diane was stunned as she watched the huge 
animal's cock grow bit by bit. It's just as big as the young delivery boy 
Paul's, she gasped in surprised excitement as her eyes fastened on the 
thickly expanding pole of animal cock-flesh.


She found herself wondering what it would be like to have such a massive 
animal's cock fucking deep up inside her cunt. Now she felt all fluttery and 
a growing wetness up between her thighs just thinking about it. Ever since 
she'd worked as a stripper in San Francisco she'd had an insatiable desire 
for naked sexual contact, and at times it left her confused and incredulous 
of her own desires. Times, such as now, when she considered the obscene and 
forbidden pleasures of a hardened male cock of any kind fucking her 
delirious, she could barely control herself.


Trying to concentrate on a neutral subject didn't work. She thought about 
the football game she'd watched on television last week with the auto 
mechanic, but all she could see was dogs running, their huge furry balls 
bouncing between their legs with each leap. She thought of her dentist 
appointment tomorrow afternoon, but the drill transmuted into a long, 
pointed dog's cock whirring mechanically around in her wide held mouth.


The trembling woman wondered if Chad had ever actually fucked a woman. Could 
he get emotional about it? Did it feel better to him and make him cum wilder 
than doing it to a female dog? God, I wished that dog could talk, she 
thought. I'd like to ask him what position he'd make me get in if he were to 
fuck me. She couldn't deny that Chad had gotten the best of her by his 
sneaky but expert licking of her pussy when she had knelt down over the tub.


Diane's breath came faster and faster now. There was no way of denouncing 
the warm juices of her cunt flowing rapidly at a truly remarkable rate, like 
spated mountain streams. Suddenly she remembered her young niece, Lois. What 
would she say if Lois were to walk in right now and see her bathing her dog, 
his huge cock protruding out inches from his furry belly with Diane kneeling 
at the side of the tub, nakedly stroking the dog's hardness with the sponge. 
How negligent of me, she scolded herself and rose to lock the bathroom door. 
Now she and Chad were alone and they had all day if they wanted. Lois would 
sleep for hours after her hot shower and no sleep for the past three days. 
The house was hers alone. Whatever she did with this big, beautiful animal, 
would be a secret, a secret to be shared with no one.


The juices were seeping copiously from her so recently fucked pussy now and 
she admitted to herself that she needed it, she needed a male cock inside 
her soon or she'd go crazy from the lewd twitching up between her legs. Oh, 
how good it would feel to have a male's hard thick hot cock sliding wetly in 
and out of her aching cunt. She needed something! She looked up at Chad, his 
long red tongue hanging loosely from his open mouth. "Chad." She voiced the 
word cautiously. His ears perked up and a stream of light shining through 
the parted curtains of the window made his eyes glisten as if they were 
shining in the dark. He knew from her rising sensual smell what she was 
about to say and he needed no coaxing.


Diane smiled broadly, her pearly white teeth speaking for her desires. Lewd 
excitement made her stomach flutter. She didn't care now if anyone heard her 
or could read her mind. It was as if she were back on the stage again with 
all those anxiously panting men with their tongues hanging out of their 
mouths watching her naked cunt and tits as they swirled and ground just feet 
away. A terrifying feeling of wild abandon overtook her and made her already 
quivering breasts rise and fall in heavy gasps. By now Chad's swollen male 
cock had come spinning out of the soap suds to grow even more. Diane's 
long-fingered hands groped and massaged obscenely beneath the dog's belly, 
feeling along the entire fearfully pulsing length of his penis. She was 
quite fascinated at the way his prick tapered up to the tip. A cock like 
that promised a fresh thrill with each new inch of it slithering up between 
a woman's cunt lips and, it was fiercely exciting to the mesmerized woman to 
think that the teasing touch of her own fingers and hand were producing this 
fantastic bestial arousal. She could feel his testicles throbbing in her 
gently cupping palms, and she knew they were churning up inside with sperm, 
hot male animal sperm.


For a second she felt dizzy. She had never fondled and caressed a dog's cock 
before and it was strangely erotic. But it didn't matter; no one would ever 
know. Dogs can't tell on a girl!


She gasped and trembled as his cock continued to burst into greater size. 
Taking her other hand out of the bath for a moment, she reached down and 
pushed her middle finger across the warm, wet lips of her cunt, finding them 
moist and slippery from her own arousal and from the delivery boy's cum who 
had fucked her earlier on the couch. Her curls of pubic hair were drenched 
with her sweet love juices. She was alarmed, but more than that, she was 
excited. She had to find some satisfaction-her sexual cravings were getting 
completely out of hand. She desperately needed-wanted-something shoved up 
between her now hotly quivering thighs-and soon!


Chad whimpered out of neglect and immediately she turned her attention back 
to the dog. "I'm sorry I neglected you for a minute, baby," she crooned, 
both of her hands once more milking his desire-swollen cock and balls. His 
cock looked almost a good six inches long now, and as she ran her thumb and 
forefinger over its slippery length, measuring it, she couldn't keep back a 
yearning sigh at its wonderful slick feel.


"I'll bet you understand how a woman likes to be fucked probably better than 
any human male I've ever met," she murmured softly. "You've got a 
marvelously huge cock there. Any woman would love to have it squirting out 
deep up into her cunt."


Chad whimpered as if he understood what she was saying. The words were 
meaningless, but the tone was the thing. He could tell by her silken purr 
and the way her fingers were stroking his aching cock that she was about 
ready....


"Do you like to fuck women's pussies?" Diane's nipples hardened with the 
sound of her own voice, issuing obscenities that raced through her mind with 
equal speed. She pronounced the lewd words seductively with her tongue, 
loving the wicked sound of the words, fuck and pussy! She tickled and 
squeezed the tip of his cock until a tiny pearl of cum oozed from the tip 
onto her fingers, and the urge to take the dog's cock into her mouth was 
nearly uncontrollable. "It's so big, so huge, so delicious looking! The 
things you're doing to me, you little mutt, you. You sweet thing. You've 
wanted to fuck me ever since you saw my little pussy kneeling over the 
bathtub, haven't you?"


His mouth laxly open, Chad appeared to be laughing, then without warning, 
his long pink tongue darted forward to lick itself through her open lips. 
This time Diane was not surprised and she continued holding the dog's 
massive cock in her hand, massaging it with her fingertips while she 
returned his wet slurping kiss.


Her cunt hair was becoming literally drenched with her honey-like cuntal 
moisture as he thrust his enormous tongue backward in her throat and began 
seemingly fucking her mouth with it. Lifting his foreleg, he pawed her 
nakedly heavy breasts, scratching at her sensitive nipples until Diane could 
not keep back a moan of pure ecstasy.


Her cunt felt as if it were on fire. There was no way to escape these lewd 
desires that coursed through her body. She had to admit it to herself 
now-yes, she loved this exciting kiss! And right now she would have let 
anything that walked and had a cock fuck her any way it liked!!!


* * *


CHAPTER THREE


The afternoon sun was well on its way toward the afternoon horizon in the 
west when Lois finally opened her droopy eyelids to greet the day. 
Stretching her arms languidly over her head, she sat up with a start, 
bracing her lithe body with her arms. Lois shook her head in confusion, her 
eyes scanning the room in one swift movement. Something was missing.


"Chad," she said aloud as if the sound of the word alone would bring him to 
his mistress' feet. "Chad." This time it echoed off the walls, reverberating 
back to her in sheer mockery. I've got to get up, she commanded herself, and 
feed him. Bet he's absolutely voracious by now. Poor dear, being locked 
outside when he's so spoiled by me.


Rummaging through her suitcase, she pulled out a tank top, the blue one that 
made her sky colored eyes look even more startling in their brightness, and 
pulled on her shorts. If it's as hot in Michigan as it is in Wyoming, I'd be 
smarter to wear nothing at all. It wasn't until the teenager pulled up the 
zipper of her fringed cutoffs that she remembered the incident, as she 
defined it, of her fingerfucking herself to cumming while listening to the 
delivery boy fuck her Aunt Diane. Shudders of unquenched memories inched up 
her spine and then reversed directions till they slithered their way to her 
still moist pussy. There was no doubt about it, she'd had her first orgasm, 
and although it was the most delightful sexual experience she'd ever had, 
there was still something missing-a man!


No time to think about that now, she reprimanded herself silently. Chad has 
to be fed and taken for a walk. Poor doggie, being so mistreated.


Without bothering to slip on her sandals, she stealthily padded down the 
carpeted steps, holding tightly to the railing, a gesture she herself did 
not understand. Despite the air conditioning that kept the condominium at a 
cool 68 degrees, Lois felt hot all over-especially in her rosy cheeks-and 
she swallowed, nearly choking at the prospect of greeting her aunt. She 
would not have felt kindly toward anyone who was spying on her and that 
alone raised a tingle of guilt in her empty stomach.


She peeked her head around the stucco wall as she stood on the landing, just 
to make certain that her aunt and lover were still not thrashing around on 
the couch. Good, she sighed in relief, nobody there.


"Aunt Diane?"


No response.


"Hello?" She tip-toed needlessly to the kitchen, only to find it vacant. 
"Hmmmm?" The young girl put a finger to her pouty lip. Wonder where she 
went. No note anywhere.


That's it, she reasoned; she's in the backyard. Lois's polished toenails dug 
into the scatter rug by the sink as she braced her arms on the cool metal 
edge of the sink and, lifting her head, peered out the window into the 
postage stamp yard beyond the patio. No, not a sign of life anywhere.


I know, she said to herself, they're out for a walk. Without bothering to 
check the latch on the door, Lois opened the living room door and was 
greeted with a blast of hot Midwest summer air. "Whew," she mouthed, waving 
her hand before her face as if to fan herself, "this is worse than Wyoming."


Which way to go? That was the next query. Shading her eyes with her slender 
young hand, she peered down the row of brick and dark wood-stained houses, 
row after confusing row, lining the winding suburban street. A half block 
away she spied a small boy riding his red tricycle in circles on the 
steaming asphalt of the family's driveway. It was the only sign of life on 
the deserted Cherrybrook Lane. A wafting breeze caught Lois's black hair, 
cooling her fevered neck as it lifted her long waves with each gust.


"Chad!" she called masterfully, hoping to see him come jumping over one of 
the wooden fences that separated neighbor from smothered neighbor. Stepping 
up her pace, the teenager skipped over the hot sizzling sidewalk, crying 
"ouch" with each step.


"Too hot for you, Lois?" someone called from behind her.


"Paul, what are you doing here? I thought you were working today?" Gingerly, 
she stepped to the side, digging her toes into the spongy grass that tickled 
her sensitive feet with a sensuous caress. God, she winced silently, I hope 
he's not going to say anything about this afternoon. Doesn't matter any 
more, anyway, she sniffed to herself. Not after that comment about taking me 
out and the next minute screwing my Aunt Diane half silly!


With the experience of his fifteen years behind him, Paul casually sauntered 
up to the voluptuous young girl whose blue-black hair glistened in the 
setting sun, creating halos of light through the long waves that cascaded 
over her soft milky white shoulders. "I'm the oldest of the delivery 
boys-been there the longest too-so I don't have to worry 'bout getting back 
to work on time."


Lois's anger melted like snow in July when those dark sparkling eyes of 
Paul's silently seduced her out of her reticence which, even though it 
remained unspoken, was evident just the same. Again she studied his even 
features: the high cheekbones, the wide, generous smile, his straight teeth 
and the dimples in his cleft chin, and she thought of her father back in 
Wyoming. How could two people look so much alike?


"Have you seen my aunt and Chad?"


"Chad?" He shook his head, a loose lock of hair falling in his eyes, 
dripping onto his forehead.


"Chad. That's my dog. Why do you think she ordered all that dog food, 
silly?" Her voice was like honey, soothing and salacious, flowing in long 
sensuous swirls.


Already Paul could feel that old familiar growth rising in his tight Levi 
pants, and he was thankful, for the first time ever, that he was wearing his 
green grocer's apron. The box cradled in his strong sinewy young arms 
created further pressure down between his athletic thighs that by now were 
generating heat coursing throughout his loins.


"Uh, no, I haven't seen, um, Chad." The mouthed words were meaningless, a 
token of etiquette. What he was really interested in was those young, ripely 
developing melon-shaped breasts and that deep young cleavage so tight and 
sexy on her chest.


With downcast eyes, Lois studied a single blade of grass and watched as a 
hillock of ants darted in and out of their sandy home, aimlessly, just 
moving. She could feel the hot tears begin to form in her languorous eyes; 
some predicament, she told herself. My first day in Michigan and everybody 
leaves me, including my own dog.


"Would you like to ride around in my truck?" he beamed. He was proud at his 
age to have a special delivery boy's driver's license. "It's right across 
the street, and maybe we'll see them over near the swimming pool. I know 
that's one of your aunt's favorite places."


I'll just bet you know, thought Lois through the heaving sighs that were 
beginning to build in her chest. But reasoning that Paul was probably better 
than being completely alone in this strange neighborhood, she sniffed loudly 
and, wiping her perky nose with the back of her childish hand, nodded her 
head.


"Come on, kid. We'll find them."


Soon Paul had returned from his last delivery of the day, and the two 
clambered into the Super-Mart truck, its name painted in bold red letters on 
its fresh white panel sides.


"Is this what you do all day?" Lois swallowed hard trying to regain her 
composure.


"That and mark prices on boxes of produce." And look up ladies skirts, he 
added silently. Good thing he'd told Ed before he left that his route was 
spread out over the entire suburb and that it would take him the remainder 
of the afternoon to finish. Six o'clock now, he planned his strategy. I'll 
just tell 'em back at the store that the Simpson's weren't home-that'll give 
me an extra 20 minutes there. Yeah, there's plenty of time.


"So what kind of dog is this Chad?" he asked, with feigned solicitousness.


A German shepherd. The best dog in the whole world. I've had him since I was 
nine years old."


"Hey, hey. No need to sob, baby. We'll find 'em. Nothing gets lost in the 
suburbs-just displaced." With his right arm he drew her closer to his chest 
and he could feel the warmth of her body next to him, smelling fresh, young 
and sweet. How could Mrs. Allen have such a sweet young innocent niece?


"This, this is very kind of you ... Paul." She sat up straight. "We're going 
out into the country, aren't we?" Winding suburban streets gave way to an 
open freeway and she noticed the blinkers of the delivery truck were 
snapping red flashes on the dashboard. Veering slowly to the right, the 
truck followed the narrow strip of the off ramp and came to a halt at the 
crossing.


"Where are we going? My dog certainly isn't going to be around here!" Her 
voice grew stronger and more imperious with each word.


"One last delivery," he lied, berating himself for taking the wrong turnoff. 
But he'd taken it so many times before that it seemed like the natural 
course. In the distnace he could see the red brick structure, so familiar to 
the senior high school boy. Damn! Now the only place we can go is in the 
school yard. Shit! If Ed hears about this, I'm in trouble.


Lois's baby soft tresses tickled his neck with caresses, as if they had 
fingers of their own. No, he had made the right decision after all.


The truck stopped in a wooded area, and branches covering the dry 
summer-warmed ground snapped as the heavy truck slowly jerked to a halt.


"Nice out here, isn't it?" the young boy mouthed nervously, realizing his 
self-created inveiglement. "This is Jefferson High. I'm a freshman here and 
president of my class." It was offered with a smile of pride. And then 
without thinking, "Would you like a beer?"


"A what?"


"Beer. There's some in the Simpson's order. Should still be cold too." God, 
was that a dumb move, he sneered at himself. Now Ed can accuse me of 
sneaking stuff, besides being late for work. What the hell, he reconsidered, 
it'll warm her up a bit.


Lois sighed heavily. "Yes, sounds good. Done everything else today, might as 
well add that to the list."


Snap. The first can was open. "Here's to you," he said with gay nervousness.


With surprising ease, Lois had gulped down two tepid beers and was well on 
her way with the third when Paul squeezed her hard against his heaving 
chest. Lois moaned a tiny sigh as her hands slipped upward around his neck, 
her lips pressed now wetly against his as he maneuvered her clumsily back 
onto the seat of the truck.


Lois was caught off guard, and she was frozen into immobility. Paul's mouth 
was warm and exciting, just as it was in her dreams of her father. For her 
father too, had the same wide mouth. The bewildered young girl found her 
resistance melting. A little surge of longing swept through her and made her 
press her love-starved body against his. His hand dropped and began to 
lightly caress the smooth, bare expanse of her firm young thigh, sending 
little shivers of arousal tingling through her. Her head began to reel and 
her rational senses began to slip away unheeded. The beer was going to her 
head and she knew it.


While his softly caressing mouth infused her with wave after wave of 
pleasure, his hand pulled down the thin straps of her tank top, and began 
immediately to fumble with the clasp of her bra. Still she did not resist, 
as she felt the protective garment fall away, and knew that her ripely 
straining young breasts were free. Instantly, her nipples began to stiffen 
and crinkle in the warm summer air, and Paul's hand closed in on first one, 
and then the other, caressing and tweaking the hard little tips with 
practiced care.


"You're such a beautiful girl, Lois, I think I'm falling in love with you."


She answered with a deep moan of pleasure. Finally some of her daydreams 
were coming true.


"I'd like to spend the entire summer alone with you," he whispered urgently, 
as his hand dropped to the fastening of her shorts. His other hand held her 
firmly at the small of her back, and she was mesmerized by the masculine 
closeness of him. It was a new and welcome experience for the young girl. 
Lois didn't know what was happening to her; she couldn't remember what had 
brought her out here to the countryside or what possessed her to even accept 
the stranger's invitation. All she knew was that she enjoyed it. Her head 
began to spin and she tried to collect her scattered thoughts.


In the dim, beer-soaked recesses of her brain, she realized that he was 
sliding her shorts down over her sun-tanned thighs and long tapering legs 
... then she was naked except for her flimsy pair of panties!


"No, Paul, noooo...." she protested, but even to her own ears, her cries of 
protest sounded feeble and half-hearted at best.


"Now just take it easy, honey ... leave it all to me ... you really want me 
to do this, don't you. Don't you want to learn how to catch those Wyoming 
cowboys and keep them happy?"


His words were mesmerizing, and it was so easy to just lie there and forget 
about everything ... about her dog and her aunt and the strange situation 
she was suddenly in.


Slowly, almost reverently, Paul peeled down the last protective covering of 
her white lace panties, and drew in his breath sharply as the darkly 
delineated triangle of her sparse, thirteen year old pubic fuzz, barely 
covering the thin little slit of her pussy, came into tantalizing view. 
Carefully, he eased them down over her nakedly curving hips, still lower, 
until finally, he discarded them at her ankles. She was completely naked!


Paul was considered one of the most experienced boys in the whole of 
Jefferson Junior high. He had fucked the coach's wife, the English teacher 
and four women on his route with regularity, but he thought he had never 
seen anyone so breathtakingly beautiful as this ripe young girl, so 
innocent-so naive-stretched out a little drunkenly on the seat of Ed 
Patterson's delivery truck. Her whole body was in perfect proportion, from 
the full upswept mounds of her breasts, to the alabaster of her curved hips.


A wave of panic started to swell inside Lois as she fought to gain control 
of herself. She knew that she was stark naked, out in the country in a 
strange town, a strange stare, with a stranger. Yet, her liquor-fogged brain 
couldn't function well enough to tell her what to do. If she were to follow 
the dictates of her prudish mother, she would get up, grab her clothes and 
run for the freeway where some kind, good Samaritan might rescue her. She 
knew she shouldn't have let this happen in the first place, but somehow, she 
was powerless to stop it.


She was swept along on the tide of force which had her in its clutches and 
she was helpless.


But she shivered with delight when she felt Paul's hands on her hotly 
throbbing breasts, cupping the firmly founded spheres, fondling the 
passion-stiffened nipples. Then his hands dropped to caress the warm flesh 
of her hips, finally stopping at the sleek firmness of her trembling upper 
thighs. She drew in her breath sharply when she felt him stroke one hand 
between her tightly clamped legs, and then moaned as his fingers moved 
upward to come into searing contact with the sensitive inner flesh of her 
warm thighs. The first straying wisps of her softly curling pussy fuzz 
grazed invitingly against the back of his hand, and a low moan of pleasure 
escaped her tightly clenched teeth as he began to caress her excitedly 
quivering buttocks.


Involuntarily, she spread her naked thighs slightly in silent invitation, 
and Paul immediately moved his roaming hand closed toward the glistening 
pink lips of her wetly pulsating cunt.


He stared down at the slightly moistened pussy slit, and he could see the 
thinly bearded cuntal lips nestled protectively around the fragile pink 
flesh. Suddenly his mouth was watering as he gently drew aside the fleshy 
outer folds to reveal the small, fluted innerlips which collared the 
petal-shaped opening of her cunt hole. Above, he could just make out the red 
little titty of her pulsating little clitoris. There it was, he told 
himself, once I get my mouth on that she'll go crazy. They always do.


Suddenly, Paul was leaning over her again.


"Now Lois, honey, just think of how good it's going to feel when I put my 
mouth down on your pussy."


"No, Paul, I can't let you do that," she stammered in monsyllables.


Lois struggled to sit up, but found that she couldn't. Her consciousness was 
screaming its objection to what he was saying while her brain could barely 
comprehend what he meant.


"Please, Paul, I've got to go now. Let me up, please! I've got to go find 
Chad." she sobbed, wildly, desperately trying to sit up. But her panicked 
lunges to lunges to get to her feet were futile against the strong 
athelete's greater strength and he eased her back down onto the seat. His 
voice was soft and persuasive, as persuasive as his hands which were once 
again coursing over her nakedly squirming body with caressing, insinuating 
motions.


"Now just lie back, baby, and relax. I'm going to kiss and suck your little 
cunt. I'm going to eat your sweet little pussy. I'll be gentle, you'll love 
it! All women love it! It'll really make you feel good, and you'll forget 
all about your doggie and auntie."


She lay back, her brain rioting with feverish thoughts, hardly aware the 
Paul was once more bending over between her nakedly outstretched legs. 
Again, he drew aside her wetly throbbing cuntal lips, baring the delicate 
throbbing inner walls of her sensitive little cunt. Not giving her a chance 
to protest, he lowered his head still further, until he could inhale the 
feminine, cock-hardening odor of her warmly fragrant cunt juices. Then, 
without warning, his wetly eager young tongue flicked out and moistly licked 
the entire, hotly throbbing little slit of her nakedly spread pussy.


"Aaaaaaarrrrgggghhh, Ohhh, God!" Lois ground her sensuously curved young 
buttocks into the cool leather seat below in a frantic attempt to elude the 
delightfully searing contact between Paul's hungrily licking tongue and her 
own passionately quivering cunt. But the lasciviously licking boy continued 
to flick and tease hotly the wet length of his tongue between her heated 
young pussy lips, swirling the tip of it deep up into her cunt's honeyed 
recesses, tasting the succulent sweetness of her virginal cunt.


"Noooo, please ... don't, stop...." Lois sobbed again, flailing her hips 
wildly as Paul continued to slaver with his mouth at her wetly throbbing 
young pussy. She placed both of her hands on his head, buried between her 
nakedly widespread thighs, and pushed with all her might, but her will to 
resist was rapidly fading. The tormenting sweet licking continued and she 
could hear the lewd, "slurp-slurp-slurp" of his tongue licking hotly against 
her unused little thirteen year old cunt.


Ooooohhhh, God! So this is what Aunt Diane felt like, when he was licking up 
between her legs today, she thought. Why have I been holding off for so 
long? What's happening to me? How can I let him kiss my naked pussy when I'm 
not even going steady with him? But, oooh, he's licking it crazy.


She could hardly believe that it was really happening to her. That she was 
laying naked on the seat of his delivery truck like this, and allowing a 
near-stranger to lick and kiss her cunt. It was exciting her more than her 
own fingers had this afternoon, and she loved it.


But it was all her Aunt Diane's fault. If she hadn't been lying down on the 
couch with this same boy this afternoon, screaming and yelling as he fucked 
and sucked her into ecstasy, she never would be here right now. Yes, if 
there was any responsibility to bear, it fell in the hands of Aunt Diane.


She could feel them ... little wisps of forbidden pleasure beginning to 
swirl around inside the depths of her hotly throbbing cunt. She was enjoying 
this lascivious licking of her cunt by the delivery boy crouched like a 
devouring beast of prey between her widespread naked thighs. She could 
hardly believe the transformation that had come over her sensually awakening 
body. She tried to suppress her pleasure to get her thoughts in order, but 
she couldn't stop herself from crying out in obvious passion when Paul took 
the rigid little bud of her clitoris between his teeth and began to 
titillate it with his tongue.


"Oh God!" she gasped repeatedly, arching her back up off the ground and 
forcing her helplessly aroused pussy up against the tremendous, 
pleasure-giving thrusts of his cunt flooding tongue-fucking.


Her whole shamelessly writhing body seemed on fire now, and all her doubts 
and fears were wiped away. She didn't care about Chad any longer ... he'd be 
back, he always was. He was probably out enjoying himself, so why shouldn't 
she? She was starved for love, for appreciation, for pleasure, and why 
shouldn't she take it when Paul was offering it to her?


"Mmmmmm ... ooohhh...." she mewled passionately, her voluptuous young body 
rippling with the shudders of arousal spasming through it.


The young fifteen year old boy devoted himself wholeheartedly to his 
salacious task. He pressed his face deeper into the hotly steaming split of 
the impassioned young girl's cunt, the warmly perfumed flesh rimming his 
nose and mouth completely. Then, he began to flick his tongue teasingly 
around the wetly contracting circle of her eagerly quivering vaginal mouth, 
feeling the greedy sucking movement trying to pull it into the dark, heated 
depths of her tight young cunt.


Suddenly, he stiffened his wetly slashing tongue and rammed it as deep as it 
would go into the hotly pulsating little hole up between her wildly 
thrashing legs.


"Aaaaagggh! Aaaagggh! Oh God! So gooooodddd."


Lois nearly went insane from the expert tongue fucking. Her excitedly 
quivering pussy walls clung voraciously to his deep-sunk tongue, and her 
nakedly rounded hips and buttocks quivered and shook with the vibrations 
which spasrhed throughout her young pelvis.


She was completely and uninhibitedly aroused now, every nerve ending tensed 
and poised for the second orgasm of her young life. For the first time in 
her life, she was experiencing an all-consuming passion, and she was 
reaching out wholeheartedly for it. She wasn't holding back anything as she 
yearned for the orgasm that she knew would be hers.


Suddenly, her cunt was soaring. She felt as if it had been lifted up bodily 
and was floating all by itself on, soft fleecy clouds, gently undulating, 
drifting towards a place of pleasure, indescribable pleasure.


Then, her whole body, stiffened, suspended in space, as a great explosion, 
which started at the intensely gushing little hole up between her legs, 
reverberated like silent thunder throughout the length of her wantonly 
quivering body, culminating in a blinding flash of ecstasy behind her eyes.


"Oooooh! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" she chanted mindlessly, as her 
passion-drenched hips began to grind and fuck mercilessly up against Paul's 
half-hidden face in her wildly convulsing cunt. Her inner cuntal walls 
milked greedily on the rapidly fucking tongue, and her hands dropped to 
entwine themselves in his hair in an effort to force his head further in 
between her lewdly spread thighs. Never before had she experienced such 
wildly exciting rapture, and as he continued to voraciously tongue-fuck her 
hotly convulsing pussy, she found even more new frenzies of pleasure, and 
she thought she was going insane from the wild, cunt-ripping sensations of 
ecstasy which were taking hold of her young, inexperienced body.


This is exquisite, her brain told her delightfully, and her wildly cumming 
young pussy gushingly agreed. It's so good, being kissed and licked there up 
between my legs ... I don't care that it's a boy I don V even know well, or 
one who has already licked Aunt Diane's cunt today!


Boy, have I got the hot little wench going now, thought the delivery boy to 
himself with a lewd smile. Next time she'll be begging me to fuck her. But I 
don't want to give it all away at once. Make her ask for it the way her aunt 
does, make her beg on her knees for me to punch my cock up inside her hot 
little cunt and fuck her brains out. She'll do it.


"Ohhhh," Diane's thirteen year old niece, Lois, continued to moan in ecstasy 
from the final spasms of her slowly relaxing walls. "Oh, Paul ... that ... 
was so wonderful ... oh."


"Got to get going now, baby," the young delivery boy said as he knelt up 
between her open thighs. "Have to get the truck back of Ed, my boss, will 
have the police out looking for me. Did you like that?" he asked 
rhetorically. "Your cunt tastes so good, so sweet." He wiped his mouth with 
his green grocer's apron. "Better get you back to the house now. Don't want 
your aunt to know about this, okay? If she tells my boss I'm in big trouble, 
baby."


"I ... I won't tell," she mouthed the words as if in a stupor. "I won't tell 
anybody how you licked my pussy with your tongue. Oh," she ground her still 
nakedly spread young pussy lips up at him. "Please fuck me now, Paul. I want 
you to break my cherry."


"Jesus, baby, don't you know I'd love to?" His Levis were soaked from the 
pearly drops of cum that had oozed out from the tiny slit of his cock. I'll 
have Dorothy take care of that later at the store, he thought. She and I 
have to unload this truck tonight and I'll get her back in the cooler again, 
that little nymphomaniac.


"But I better get you home now and get my tail to work."


CHAPTER FOUR


"But I'm not sure I can find my way back to Aunt Diane's house," rebuked the 
confused and half-drunk teenager.


"Just go around that corner and it's the third house to the right. 2246 is 
the address. Can you remember that?" Paul reached for the pen in his ink 
stained apron pocket and was about to scribble the address on a piece of 
crumpled up grocery receipt when Lois slid out of the truck without warning.


"Sure you can find it now?"


She answered with a wave that created a blur before her dropping eyes.


* * *


Just around the corner, behind the secured doors, Diane was still in the 
bathroom with her new canine friend. It had been difficult restraining the 
dog from pawing down the door at the sound of his mistress' pleading calls 
when she had left the house, but Diane's experienced hand had caressed and 
stroked the dog's prick until it was fairly bursting with engorged blood.


The aroused housewife gasped incoherently not knowing who or where she was. 
The powerful beast had her under his spell now and his animal kiss was 
actually making her cunt literally churn with lust. Her hotly quivering 
thighs felt as if they were disintegrating into soft butter, while the 
moisture of her intense arousal trickled out heatedly from her wildly 
tingling cunt walls and lips to soak into her already wetly shining pubic 
hair.


Her hands seemed to be moving helplessly, wonderingly all over the German 
shepherd's magnificent furry body as he stood there so motionlessly in the 
bathtub. Her tremendous breasts felt swollen to bursting and as if they were 
being caressed by hundreds of tiny hands. She sucked lingeringly on his long 
fluid tongue, all the time repeating to herself over and over again: one 
would never know how beautiful animal sex really is unless they had the 
courage to try it. It's one of the most wonderful sexual experiences I have 
had....


Her fingers reached down in the water to release the plug and send the water 
gurgling down the drain. Her cunt was so hot and spasming so rhythmically 
that she didn't know if she could wait a single second without losing her 
mind. Chad looks so clean and fresh now, he even smelled human, she mused 
silently. From the way he was acting all she would have to do is spread her 
thighs in front of him to get him to lick her cunt again. That was the only 
thing that would make her cunt stop itching and twitching as it was now. But 
she was beginning to understand the dog's actions, interpreting them as more 
than innocent probings with his tongue. He knew what he was doing and if she 
guessed correctly, he'd done this to many women before her. And if he tried 
to fuck her with that big beautiful cock of his, she'd let him. Oh God, she 
had to have something that would stop this wildly tickling sensation up 
inside her cunt. It was worse than having to beg that snotty little delivery 
boy to fuck her, that little twerp, she thought with a wicked smile on her 
face.


As the water slowly drained from the tub, Diane was amazed to see how truly 
masterfully hung her niece's dog really was. It was one thing to be 
caressing his prick with her hands when it was partly concealed by all that 
lather and quite another to be seeing it without anything obscuring its 
powerful size.


For the slightest moment she felt a reawakening of her consciousness. Was 
she about to do the right thing? Could he hurt her? She felt like a young 
virgin again and the thought thrilled her to the pit of her stomach. She was 
not certain that her small, only human-fucked pussy could accept the 
lust-engorged cock on this handsome German shepherd.


Her hands reached for the smiling dog and she helped him out over the edge 
of the tub. Gritting his canine teeth, he closed his eyes and shook himself 
dry, his dog legs widely spread to support the swaying of his strong body. A 
warm terry towel wiped his furry coat dry and she smiled as the sunlight 
from the late afternoon sun glistened over his coat. Lois does take good 
care of you, doesn't she?"


"Now hurry, she's gone now. Quickly, lover," she whispered, blowing warmly 
into one of his pointed ears until Chad quivered with hot delight. "Hurry. 
Come with me to the master bedroom. You're going to be treated like a king, 
my dear pet. And in return, you're going to help me quiet down this 
treacherous cunt of mine, or it'll go crazy." She whined the last few words. 
Her hair brush stroked fondly up and down along his sleek wet back, growing 
more urgent and excited by the minute. She had to get him to lick her cunt 
if it was the last thing she ever did!


"Hurry, pet!" she moaned, moving nakedly to the door of the large yellow 
bedroom. Hurriedly, she ran to the open window to draw the curtains closed: 
then she ran back to the bed.


Now that her mind was made up and she was spinning helplessly over the edge 
of obscene and illicit lust, she was in no mood to wait a single second 
longer. She had fought mightily with all her willpower to resist this 
forbidden thing, whatever it was, but it was no use. She had her needs and 
they were driving her mad, and felt totally willing to give in now that she 
understood what it was he wanted. Never once did she think that her husband 
might find out, or that a neighbor might hear her screams of ecstasy. But 
now it was a matter of her sanity: she was about to go insane if she didn't 
have something up between her thighs, soon!


"Up here!"


The anxious young women pointed to the round bed in the center of the room. 
A fuzzy white bedspread swept at the edges of the bedframe to touch the 
floor. The large curved headboard was a series of mirrors, expertly arranged 
so that the lovers could see their own actions reflected in lewd display, 
like a pornographic movie-only it was a real one.


Diane thrilled at the sight of the powerful dog bounding onto the bed and 
Diane marveled at his swiftness and muscle rippling form. He was the safest 
sex object she could have; she promised him nothing, and he promised her 
nothing. It was even and simple.


She jumped onto the bed herself now, her cheeks flushed with excitement. 
What am I doing? raced through her head, but she paid no heed to her own 
warnings. Nothing mattered right now except for the huge German shepherd 
next to her.


"Move over, baby," she commanded, and he did so as she lay down on her back 
on one side of the big double bed. Then she raised up her knees and slowly 
inched her voluptuously curved body over toward the center of the bed. Chad 
leaped anxiously out of the way, clambering over her legs while she got 
herself in position.


At last! At last she was going to get fucked in the wildest, most wickedly 
sinful way she could imagine.. She had bathed him and stroked his huge 
animal cock into hardness and now he owed her a favor. By now Diane's long 
milk-white legs were completely spread open in the center of the bed, and 
she allowed herself a luxury she hadn't tried in a long time, worming two of 
her fingers in between her steaming wet cuntal lips and fucking them deep up 
inside her hotly churning cunt until a stifled groan of desire broke from 
her laxly parted lips that made the huge German shepherd's ears perk up.


That was it, she thought dreamily as she gently fucked her finger's in and 
out of her hotly seeping cunt. This was what she had been waiting for. This 
was what all her unrequited passion had been building up to.


She tried to reach for him as she finger-fucked her hungering loins in a 
frenzy of satisfying lust. Why had she denied herself this illicit pleasure 
before? But those meaningless considerations meant nothing now.


"Chad, please lick Diane's pussy for her, baby. Can't you see it needs it? 
Do it like you did before."


With his ears perked and his red tongue hanging out the side of his canine 
mouth, he merely looked up at her. He'd seen this type before and he liked 
to hear them command him to jump on top of them.


"Lick me," she blurted out blatantly. "Lick my cunt!"


Ah, now she's said it! The big dog, his head tilted, moved forward between 
her wide open legs. With a single long, swiping movement, his snout was down 
arid forward, and then his tongue was snaking out and whipping through her 
moist wet cuntal lips, ripping her soul to shreds.


"Aaaaarrrrgggghhh," she groaned, her beautiful auburn head flailing from 
side to side, her cunt thrust upward to meet his hot, cunt-splitting tongue. 
She had done it now, the final thing! The last thing on her list of sexual 
escapades-and it was wonderful! There was no turning back now. And in a 
sense she must have realized that from the first moment she felt her belly 
trembling when she gazed down into the dark limpid pools of his hot and sexy 
brown eyes. The rest had been courtship, just like with a human. She knew 
now that she wanted him to lick her up between her thighs no matter how 
obscene or illicit it was. Indeed, the very forbiddenness and strangeness 
added to her excitement that was exotic at its extreme. As the big dog's 
tongue lapped through her warmly seeping pussy slit, her glistening cuntal 
lips clung to it like a child's lips on a nipple. The rough texture of his 
tongue served to magnificently bind her tender cuntal lips to it.


And then Chad did something that was so fiercely exciting and intoxicating 
it fairly took her breath away. For all of a sudden he rooted his whole 
long, wet nose right up into her steaming pussy flesh, shoving it in as 
deeply as he could. Then when he'd done that he began fucking it in and out 
of her hotly convulsing cunt with a savagely swift, stacco-like movement.


"Oh! Oh! Oh! Chad! What are you doing to me now? You precious beast!" She 
screamed as he fucked his nose in and out of her wide-stretched cunt with 
fast and accurate thrusts. This was wild, crazy. He left her with no room to 
alter, imprecate, or implore. This was just the most furious, wonderful rape 
of her cunt she'd ever experienced! The mind-drugging, soul-dredging 
sensation of his snout fucking almost up to his eyes inside the openly 
spread cunt sent her half way towards her orgasm before she knew what had 
happened to her.


Diane had never had any experience like this before. Ususally her lovers 
caressed her very affectionately before even considering putting their cocks 
inside her cunt. But this brutish animal was actually fucking her with his 
nose! And she was loving every moment of it!


Frantic with desire, she gripped his ears wildly and tried to force his 
snout all the way inside, up to the bottom of her belly. And all the while 
she was moaning as if she were in a delirious fever.


"Oh! Oh! Aaaaarrrrgggghhhhhhhhhhhh Ccccchhhhaaaadddd!" she crooned, her head 
flailing from side to side and her long hair flying madly around the pillow. 
This was totally the most mind-splitting experience she'd ever had. His 
snout was fucking in and out of her cunt like crazy, making her lust spiral 
higher and higher with each lewd bestial thrust. She could feel the soft 
teasing hairs all around his handsome jaw whisking in and out of her cunt as 
if they would French-tickle her out of her mind. And God, she groaned 
dazedly, his nose is stretching my cunt lips wider than three men's cocks up 
around his eyes! But the pressure on her wide stretched pussy lips did not 
matter now. There was only this wonderful feeling up between her thighs 
which had turned her body to jelly. Only that mattered and nothing else.


Diane knew she was acting like a whore in a floorshow in Tijuana, with her 
cunt walls slipping obscenely up over the dog's crazily in and out, raping 
snout, but she didn't care. It only added to the lewd, perverted enjoyment. 
"Yess," she hissed up to her animal lover, not even conscious of what she 
was saying. The passion-drugged woman squirmed and twisted voluptuously on 
the wildly squeaking bed and thrashed her insanely stretched cunt up against 
her lover-dog's face like a woman gone mad, heaving her firmly mounded 
breasts side to side with lewd desire. The needs of her flesh had taken 
complete control, so that nothing else in the whole world mattered.


The eager dog whimpered with growing need, feeling the nakedly spread woman 
crazily responding beneath him. Occasionally when she glanced downwards 
through passion-glazed eyes she could glimpse his thickening red cock 
slipping ever so slightly, fraction by fraction, from its well-concealing 
sheath, the tiniest drop of milk-white sperm glistening at its red pointed 
tip.


A savage shudder of pure, obscene desire rippled through Diane's hopelessly 
consumed flesh. She was almost cumming now, and the sight of her furry 
lover's enormous nakedly unsheathing cock forced her still higher toward 
that ultimate plateau of sexual ecstasy. The sheer eroticism of her wicked, 
whorish act, made her feel giddy to the point of weightlessness. Here she 
was, lying on her own wedding bed in her own bedroom, being fucked almost to 
insanity by a half-wild animal's nose! But it didn't matter! The terrible, 
frustrating tingle in her loins was being replaced by other equally 
tormenting, fulfilling sensations. And here, at last, was the means, secret 
and discreet for satisfying her lewd desires for as long as her niece stayed 
here with her in Michigan.


Her hotly seeping curl-fringed pussy seemed to be carried away on a tide of 
sensuality. "Chad!" she panted helplessly. "That's it, pet. Ooooh God, 
that's it. You really know how to please a woman's cunt don't you." But 
then, the sound from her gasping throat came in a choking gurgle, so that 
she herself couldn't even identify the strange sounds coming out of her 
mouth as with his nose sunk deep up inside the inhumanly stretched tunnel of 
her cunt, his long sinewy tongue flicked out and licked searingly at the tip 
of her cervix!


"Ooooowwwwaaahh!" she wailed at the lewd, lascivious contact. Her smoky, 
lust-glazd eyes peered down over her handsome canine lover through a veil of 
lewd and lascivious yearning as she felt him licking lasciviously away the 
heated sperm her delivery boy lover had spewed deep up inside her earlier in 
the day. Then her eyes glazed as wave after wave of unbearable pleasure from 
her first orgasm inundated her cock-starved vaginal walks. A spot of 
licentious saliva appeared on her burning lips. Every move of the muscular 
animal's body made her quivering thighs feel as if they had no strength left 
in them. All of her seemed to have disintegrated with weakness from her 
lustful passion. There was a raging conflagration within her cunt that 
dominated her soul totally and without mercy. Frenetic sensations of pure 
desire seemed to be ripping her apart.


And then, withdrawing his long nose tortuously from her slippery cunt, he 
went back to licking it again. Diane uttered a mindless little cry of pure 
heaven as her canine lover's long thick tongue snaked out, curling wetly at 
its tip as it splayed open the fervid, sensitive lips of her lasciviously 
flooded cunt again. And then before she could get her head back on straight, 
Chad had laved his way all the way down again to the very mouth of her 
lust-inflamed pussy, separating wetly the soft, hair-lined folds of pussy 
lips, drawing with a scorching heat upward and in between the hotly swollen 
lips, and then finishing with an agonizingly electrifying twist at the 
delicate little bud of her clitoris!


Diane mewled like a baby, out of her mind with lust. "Aaaaarrrgggg...!" This 
was unlike any other feeling in the world. She wanted him to burn up his 
long animal tongue in it! Pressing her fingers into his soft furry head, she 
goaded him on as his lewdly lapping tongue continually assualted her nakedly 
spread loins. Again and again the handsome animal repeated his burning 
caress, dragging gasps of pure lasciviousness from the sex-in toxica ted 
housewife. His obscenely stroking tongue splayed tnrough the widespread 
crevice of her shivering white thighs, singeing the whole of her nudely 
vulnerable loins which were humping so lewdly up into his face, her soft, 
sparse-curled pubic mound seething with ecstatic pleasure.


"Darling ... ohhhh ... love me to death! Lick me ... Oh God I'm dying ... 
God ... don't stop ... oh ... oh ... Diane will cum in a minute, lover ... 
don't stop ... faster ... faster ... lick ... God ... you 're ... oooohhhh 
baby!"


All the nerve endings in her sex-starved body seemed to be strieking out for 
completion ... but only ... only the wonderful blinding orgasm would ... 
ooooooh, oh ... ohhh....


Diane moaned with anguish, a moan that seemed not to have any end. Her 
entire cuntal region spasmed with burning energy like an exploding sun, and 
opening her sex-drugged eyes to feed lustfully on the obscene spectacle of 
the huge animal's tongue lapping so wildly up between her widely shivering 
white thighs only served to increase the maddening quiver of her belly. She 
groaned giddily, everything inside of her struggling for the climax that was 
now within reach. Her hotly smoldering flesh seemed to be burning up in its 
own juices with each maddening lick and flick of the strange German 
shepherd's well-trained tongue.


Chad licked deliriously, whining the whole time, his tongue lashing her 
naked flesh penetrating deeply through the warm, moist hair-curled folds 
between her obscenely bucking thighs. He slavered thirstily in her 
ever-flowing cuntal secretions, adoring her melodious sighs, and moans and 
groans as they broke about his head in a wave of encouragement. And yet his 
ruttish instincts clamored for still more! Consequently he abruptly 
discontinued his lapping of her hungrily clutching vagina and backed away 
from her on his hairy haunches. Diane wailed with anguish, gasped and drew 
herself up on her elbows, her long auburn hair trailing out in back of her 
on the pillow, her eyes humid and smoky with lust. Her abandoned pussy folds 
clutched and nibbled hungrily after the swiftly departing tongue, but it was 
no use. He was gone!


"Chad, Oh God, where are you going? Please don't stop now!"


But the big German shepherd didn't appear to be listening to the lust filled 
young housewife's pleading words. His eyes blazing with animal desire, he 
continued backing away on the bed ... until she saw it! His huge, upraised 
red animal cock, completely exposed and glistening lewdly in its 
blood-filled rigidity!


Breathless with wonder, her jaw hanging slack, Diane gaped at the gleaming 
red prick that had emerged from its long furry sheath beneath the big dog's 
belly, thick and wet, its tapered end swaying tantalizingly as it left the 
protective sheath in an ever expanding length of hardness.


It was bigger than her husband's or any man's she had ever seen! Diane 
panted wordlessly, her eyes glazed over as she confronted this marvelously 
formed canine cock sliding with such agonizing slowness from its soft fury 
sheath. Her mouth flooded with saliva. She had never been so turned on in 
her life and ready to explode! She was thrilled beyond measure that it was 
her beauty which had aroused this powerful good-looking animal to such a 
fever pitch of lascivious illicit desire that transcended all bounds of 
known propriety and morals.


She realized it now-he wanted to get between her legs and fuck her with his 
big, beautiful animal cock, just as she had been secretly hoping all along. 
And why shouldn't he want to? Wasn't she beautiful? Wasn't she experienced 
at making men love her? Couldn't animals appreciate her body as well as a 
man? And hadn't the dog proved his value as a lover? So why shouldn't he 
fuck her, ram his thickly bloated cock high up into her slippery cunt?


But some residue of mastery was still present in the woman's mind, and 
suddenly she managed to protest in an agonized voice, secretly trying to 
tease the animal. "Oh my darling ... we mustn't ... it's wrong ... forbidden 
... what would your mistress think? No matter how much you want to fuck me 
and I want you to fuck me ... Oh God, I do love you licking my ... but ... 
oh never ... never you fucking me and cumming in me ... oh God."


But even as she stammered out all this awkward denial, she couldn't keep her 
lust-glazed eyes off his still expanding and lengthening animal cock. 
"Oooooh," she squealed, hopelessly thrilled and in the grip of a passion so 
obscene it was un-namable. "Yes, it would be nice and I do love you ... you 
know that now don't you? But how can we ... lover, darling ... how can we 
... oh God, I have to let you fuck me! I can't stand it-I've got to cum with 
your cock in me or I'll go mad!"


And with this, all last remnants of puritan morality and restraint fled, and 
Diane uttered a sharp, hideous cry of anguished desire. If only he had made 
her cum again with his tongue, perhaps she wouldn't be in such need. But it 
was too late now to ponder the imponderable; she was hooked. A mere slave of 
the flesh of his ardent canine whims, as she scabbled on the pillows, 
stacking them high under her buttocks and hips so that soon her open pelvis 
was raised high into the air, and she rested back on her shoulders with her 
glossy auburn hair spread out like a fan around her head.


This position forced the burning hot flanges of her cunt to open up in a 
soft, curl-fringed oval like a small, thinly bearded mouth waiting to be 
tongue-kissed. Beyond the tiny open and vulnerable hole, Chad could see all 
of her urgently waiting wetness, waiting for the plunge of his 
lust-stiffened cock. The woman's eyes glowed with lascivious desire, and 
then she pulled her knees back again until they pressed into her erotically 
tingling breasts, revealing still further the lewdly raising lips of her 
hotly flaming cunt, glistening with molten desire where it lay nakedly 
spread open before him.


Diane raised her beautiful head to look up between her rising and falling 
breasts and open legs at her handsome canine lover, who waited patiently 
with his massive shining scarlet cock bobbing with the instinctual heartbeat 
of his lust. Beyond that lay his heavy, sperm-laden testicles that wanted to 
spurt deeply up inside her waiting belly. "Yes, Chad," she groaned 
shamelessly. "Fuck me now! I'm ready for you to fuck me!" She reached 
between her legs and lewdly stroked her middle finger through her greedily 
throbbing cunt with a savage erotic gesture. "Get in it, baby darling! Stick 
it up in my pussy right now!"


Chad wanted to, but he had been waiting for her to turn over. He had been 
trained to fuck women from behind, his paws clutching their soft fleshy 
curves as they trembled excitedly under him. He was not familiar with this 
new position. But his beautiful mistress was obviously ready and eager for 
him, and his own heart was also beating with a sex-crazed animal heat. 
Perhaps it was all right this hew way!


Chad whined as he moved hesitantly toward her on the bed. And then he was 
mounting heavily between Diane's widespread legs, his canine head panting 
hungrily above hers, as his huge jerking cock swung in toward the steaming 
heat of her open pussy lips ... and finally brushed against it.


"Oh, oh darling ... put ... put it in ... put it in ... yes, hurry before I 
go out of my mind! Diane closed her eyes tightly as if to shut out the 
terrible waves of obscene wonderment that were flooding her nakedly 
quivering flesh. But then her arms were snaking up around his furry muscular 
body and she was hugging him close, her softly moistened lips kissing all 
over his cunt-moistened snout, her tongue stroking obscenely across his. And 
as he answered her with his own licking of her passion-twisted features, she 
reached down beneath him and her cool slender fingers gently gripping his 
slippery hot animal-cock, parting her soft auburn pussy hair with its thick 
point tip, and bringing it warmly up into the hotly pulsating opening of her 
surrendering cunt.


The convulsively gasping woman gripped the dog's swollen cock with a hunger 
born of lust. It felt as hot and hard as a rigid human cock and yet soft and 
wet at the same time. And suddenly Chad lurched forward as if on cue. For 
moments he had felt her moistly clutching cuntal lips kissing his cock, 
nibbling at the fiery red tip like something possessed, and now he could 
take no more. He fucked forward with a primitive, purposeful stroke to 
satisfy his wildly throbbing animal lust.


"Uuuugggghhh," Diane grunted from deep in her throat as the huge German 
shepherd drove his cock deep up inside her. At last! Her loins and brain 
were boiling like they were on fire. His cock rammed up so high into her 
belly she was afraid it would come out of her throat!


Chad was squatting partially on his haunches between his mistress' 
wide-splayed white thighs, humping forward again and again to bury himself 
to the hilt in her hotly steaming cunt. Each time he thrust, his 
sperm-bloated testicles came swinging forward, thumping with an obscene 
moist smack into the smooth widely split crevice of her buttocks. And then 
he began fucking up into her with the staccato speed he had used to fuck her 
cunt with his snout just moments before.


"Urrrggghhaaarrrhhhlll dddaarrling!" she gurgled ecstatically gurgling and 
reeling with pleasure beneath the dog's furious fucking. She felt as if she 
were already cumming, and her throaty cries became one long, endless moan of 
mindless delight as he fucked relentlessly up between her legs into her 
steaming hot cunt. For Diane there was only Chad's deadly earnest reaming of 
her tender pussy, and nothing else. Her passion-dilated cuntal hole flowered 
open to accommodate the dog's huge cock. She would have not denied him 
anything now. She was totally enslaved and vulnerable, a helplessly groaning 
mass of aroused female flesh, living for this thrill-this electric feeling 
of being fucked half-to-oblivion by this powerful German shepherd. Never had 
her cunt been so aroused in all her life, for it was she who had usually 
been the aggressor in sexual odysseys-never the male. But now she was 
defenseless at last and she loved it!


This was sex at its most primitive and basic level, and she wan'ed to wallow 
in it. He was an animal on all fours, fucking her without tenderness or 
patience, but she didn't care. It only added to the thrill of her debauchery 
and enslavement. His lightning thrusts were so mind-bending it made her 
teeth chatter and her head spin. She squirmed and groaned salaciously around 
his thickly dominating animal-cock which was despoiling her sacred auburn 
beauty, feeling the entire blood-swollen length of it as it sluiced wetly in 
and out of her flaming hot cunt.


Getting her breath momentarily, Diane looked down between their lewdly 
entwined bodies to watch fascinated as his glistening red dog-cock fucked 
rhythmically in and out of her soft, curl-fringed pussy mouth, which clung 
to it lasciviously. Her brain seemed to dissolve further with each 
maddening, breath-taking plunge, and she reeled in the blinding light of 
taboo animalism. Kicking out her legs, she wrapped them snugly up around the 
fury muscles of his powerful back, and then began undulating her pelvis with 
a wild salacious grinding motion, meeting his powerful strokes with lewd 
ecstatic abandon and wanton frenzy. Diane wished more than ever that she was 
on stage now, that all her lovers were lined up around the round bed 
watching her as she fucked this dog with a passion she had never shown 
them-including her own husband!


Like one possessed, the naked auburn headed female humped her hotly working 
loins up at her German shepherd lover, sliding forward onto his continuously 
skewering cock as it plunged deeper and deeper into the tortured confines of 
her hotly quivering belly. The dog's furry stomach and loins battered 
mercilessly against her milk-white flesh, thudding resoundingly into her 
lewdly spread cuntal flesh, his enormous blood-engored cock sinking far up 
into the hot fluid inferno of her wildly clasping pussy hole.


Almost unconscious of her actions, Diane rotated her buttocks and her hips 
furiously beneath him with shameless mewls of pure sexual ecstasy, spiraling 
her cunt hungrily up and down around the unbelievable length of Chad's 
instinct-driven cock, a blissful cry of anguished joy breaking from her 
parted lips.


And then she thought her head was going to explode right off her shoulders 
as she sensed her longed-for orgasm coming hurtling towards her. Its advance 
signals splayed through her erotically seething loins like the prickling of 
a million tiny needles, torturing the pit of her sensuously shivering belly 
with the obscene promise of the most shattering cum she'd ever known!


She seemed to be whining endlessly now, straining and yearning on the very 
edge of her climax, only to feel it recede from her yet once again, 
tantalizingly.


"Oh, come on, Chad! That's it, you wonderful dear-oh! Oh! Fuck meeeeee! Oh!" 
Her voice cracked with passion as she slavered ecstatically all over his 
panting canine face, smothering it with burning moist kisses. Her loins felt 
as if they were going to explode into millions of pieces.


Above her, Chad's hotly chugging animal heart raged out of control, hugging 
and puffing with love for his new human lover whose long soft legs were 
wound so snugly around his swiftly moving back as were her arms, now, so 
passionately around his neck. She pleaded with him begged and cajoled as she 
kissed him feverishly, at the same time thrusting her tighly hugging cuntal 
walls up onto his rod of flesh as it fucked faster and faster in and out 
between her thighs. The burning heat of her loins was like a balm to his 
savagely pumping cock, urging him madly higher.


"Darling ... of ... lick my darling ... lick my tongue ... darling ... kiss 
me ... oh lick my tongue ... darling ... kiss me ... oh ... oh ... oh...." 
she Begged, out of her mind with lust, her face almost unrecognizably 
contorted. She opened her mouth to gasp out something else, and just then 
the dog's long, thick wet tongue trust into the cavern of her mouth, 
brushing along her tongue as it moved to the very back of her throat. And 
she sucked it wildly, unbridled bestial passion making her a creature devoid 
of all reason. Her toes turned under and everything in her flesh seemed to 
scream orgiastically. With the German shepherd's tongue in her mouth it was 
as if he was fucking her there as well as in her madly churning cunt with 
his cock below. Sob after desperate sob burst from her ovaled lips ... this 
was it ... it ... there . .'. and then ... then her first spasm of 
flesh-twisting, mind-thrashing orgasm hit her!


Diane whined like a mad woman and tried to fight him off, her pelvis 
thrashing with uncontrollable sensual bliss. Her loins seemed to convulse in 
mid-air, twisting and squirming with excruciating joy, her cuntal hole 
undulating and hugging ecstatically over his swiftly moving dog-cock.


Chad responded by fucking her yet harder, and then he too was 
climaxing-spurting out his hotly scalding animal cum deep up into the depths 
of her insanely writhing human belly.


The dog's tongue withdrew from her greedily sucking mouth and he began 
yelping for joy as she flailed her head from side to side, her face twisted 
with obscene passion. The brightest flash of erotic happiness Diane had ever 
known blew off inside her like a bursting cannon shot, burning every last 
nerve ending in her insanely shuddering body to a frazzle. The lewd 
combination of their human-animal cum trickled warmly back out of her 
rippling womb around Chad's still rhythmically fucking cock, flowing down 
the insides of her taut thighs as she milked her furry lover's cock of every 
last delicious drop of his hotly scalding animal-sperm.


Diane groaned lustfully, her head thick with happiness. She moaned and 
sighed softly, her eyes hot and veiled with passion, her legs jerking 
convulsively as the last throes of her orgasm rippled through her naked 
loins. Then her legs fell weakly apart on the bed on either side of his 
relaxing hairy flanks. Affection and a hopeless sense of enchanted wonder 
flooded her formerly frustrated flesh from the tips of her toes to the very 
ends of her long, lustrous auburn hair.


If this was depraved, it was the most wonderful depravity in the world, she 
thought. She was never going to let Chad go. Shame didn't even enter into 
it. She couldn't remember when she had ever felt so, so relaxed. This was 
the most marvelous tranquilizer in the world. Why had the world withheld it 
from her for so long? When your body has a need, you don't deny that need on 
the grounds of a social taboo. Sex was a food to Diane and she had to have 
it to survive. And this animal-human sex was the most wonderful thing in the 
world to her. She was never going to deny herself of it again for as long as 
she lived.


Chad's cum-drained cock slipped wetly from her semen-flooded cuntal with a 
loud, lewd sucking noise. She looked down affectionately, her eyes full of 
stars, at his glistening deflating cock, heavy with the moisture of both 
their orgiastic secretions, sliding slowly from the auburn curl-fringed 
folds of her exhausted but joyously satiated cunt, the lips of which seemed 
to be clinging after his softened cock as if they would never let go.


A happy warm glow suffused her body, and everything within her seemed 
flooded with pure liquid happiness. She got up on her elbows and took the 
German shepherd's handsome face in her hands.


"That was so beautiful, my darling. Promise me you will always fuck me when 
I want you to fuck me. Promise me you will love me always just as you love 
my dear niece, Lois. I have to have you with me forever. You make love 
better than any man I've ever slept with."


He licked at her face in reply, and then at the undersides of her full, 
heavy breasts. Diane giggled in delight.


"You know what I'm going to do?" Diane tugged at the dog's ears. "I'm going 
to tell your mistress she can have that twerp of a delivery boy in exchange 
for you." The woman's eyes sparkled with lustful odysseys. "And maybe we can 
all have a little party some night. Would you like that my dear animal 
lover? Would you like to see your mistress get fucked by another male? Or 
would that make you become jealous?" she teased with mock concern.


I wonder if Lois is still a virgin, she thought to herself. If she is, I 
can't imagine her having never made love with this precious beast. She 
hugged the animal close to her naked body. Satiated, she fell back on the 
bed.


* * *


CHAPTER FIVE


2244, no 2246, or was it 2248? "Oh, no," sighed Lois to herself, drawing an 
escaped strand of her blue black hair out of her eyes, hoping it was the 
obstruction that would clear her vision. "Why did I have to drink that 
beer?" she chided herself, biting her bottom lip in bewilderment. Now I 
can't even find my back to Diane's house. My dog is gone, I feel terribly 
unwelcome. What else could go wrong? Subconsciously her mind was still on 
the dark haired delivery boy who'd licked and sucked her cunt into orgasm, 
but she refused to admit it to herself.


She closed her eyes against the blurr of row after row of identical 
townhouses, but it did shut out the lightning streaks of color flashing 
beneath her closed eyelids, and when she finally opened her eyes, everything 
was more blurred than before.


There hand to be something different about these houses, her beer soaked 
mind reasoned. Nobody can live in a house that looks just like everybody 
else's. But the watercolor of deep browns and brick shattered her hopes. 
Curtains ... I could tell by the curtains ... they were dark green. Her 
shoulders drooped in discouragement: three houses on that very block had 
dark green curtains. Okay, the mailbox then, she thought, playing games with 
her imagination. No, they were all metal boxes. Nothing special. Cars and 
kids, she thought aloud. That's the only differentiation I can see, but Aunt 
Diane has no kids and her car was not in the driveway when I left the house.


This is the most ridiculous situation I have ever been in in my whole life! 
Getting lost a block away from home. Thirteen years old and I can't even 
take care of myself in the big city.


Arming herself with courage, Lois took a deep breath, shook her head a few 
times to straighten her thoughts and walked directly up the driveway to a 
flowerbox decorated apartment. She knocked loudly on the door.


"Yeah? What ya' want?" Came a voice, unctuous and threatening from within.


"Do you know where Diane Allen lives?"


"Speak louder, can't hear ya'" was the reply from the other side of the 
locked door.


"DIANE ALLEN!" screamed Lois in a shrill soprano voice.


"Never heard of her!" What kind of manner is this? thought Lois. In Whyoming 
nobody would ever think of talking to a visitor from behind a locked door. I 
don't think I like it here, a tiny voice from within her perplexed mind 
whispered. That tiny voice grew in volume until Lois was convinced the best 
thing to do was to pack up her bags and go back to Wyoming. In the short 
time of her one day visit, she'd seen her aunt make love to the delivery 
boy, lost her dog, the most precious being in the world, and let the aunt's 
lover ravish her body. What could possibly happen next?


With downcast eyes, the young teenager approached the next door condomium. 
It, she hoped desperately, would offer more assistance. Something mysterious 
about this apartment brought a smile to Lois' morose face. It was an 
undescrible sensation, one of those feelings born of intuition-completely 
unexplainable. Lois walked slowly up the brick path, measuring her steps.


But what was she going to say to the person who answered the door? I got 
lost a block away from home? I got drunk and let the delivery boy suck my 
cunt and now I'm lost?


On the other hand, if she didn't fine her way home, her aunt might call the 
police, or worse yet, her mother.


It was embarassing, but there was no way out.


So eventually Lois found herself standing at the door about to press the 
bell when she noticed a sign hanging on the open door. BE BACK IN FIVE 
MINUTES.


I've got time; I'll wait, thought Lois, folding her arms across her chest in 
a patient stance. But if the door's open, reasoned Lois, then somebody has 
to be inside. Surreptitiously, she creaked the door open a bit further and 
stuck her head in. The coolness of the air conditioning soothed her fevered 
brain and it felt as if she'd been given an overdose of vitamins. An 
unfounded thrill of excitement raced through her, like someone sliding an 
icecube up and down her backbone.


Puzzled beyond measurement, Lois took the liberty of stepping into the 
hallway. Then she heard a low muffled sound coming from the back of the 
house. So someone was at home after all!


Cautiously, Lois tip-toed the length of the hallway, the peculiar sounds 
becoming more and more prominent all the time, until she could make out the 
distinct words in all of it.


"Oh, Champ, oh God! Don't! You mustn't lick mama's pussy, Don't! You naughty 
dog! It feels too goooood!"


Lois' breath caught in her throat. What on earth was going on back there? 
The sounds were coming from the bedroom off the hallway. Had she heard 
right? She could hardly believe her ears. Oh God, what was this neighbor 
letting the dog do to her? Lois stopped dead in her tracks afraid to move 
forward or back. No, this couldn't be happening to her! Caught in a 
neighbor's house-someone she'd never met-and the woman was making love to a 
dog!


"Oh Champ! Oh, you naughty dog! You've got your tongue stuck all the way up 
into mama's ... uuggghhh! Oh God! Champ, you're driving me crazy with your 
tongue! Fuck me with it! Oh God! Fuck my cunt with your tongue!"


Lois suddenly felt as if an orange had been stuck in her throat. Champ! 
Champ was fucking a woman with his tongue! She'd never heard of such a 
thing. This was crazy!


But his feeling did not prevent Lois from moving swiftly across the hallway 
toward the open door of the bedroom, where she pushed her fingers against 
the partially opened door and watched it slide open wider to reveal the most 
incredibly lewd sight she had ever seen in her life!


For there, on the big four-poster double bed in the middle of a children's 
room decorated with paperdoll wallpaper and raggedy Anne dolls, was a 
beautiful blonde woman lying stretched back on the bed, her legs spread 
crab-like, her full firm breasts quivering tantalizingly and the nipples 
distended with her lust, as a dog lapped his long red tongue over and back 
through her shining wet pussy, drawing her moist dark pubic curls after it 
with every obscene lick!


Lois gasped and fell back into the shadows against the door hinges, her 
fingers moving instinctively up under her shorts to her panties, then inside 
through the snug elastic waistband of her panties to course down through her 
sparsely curling pubic hair.


The moistness of her orgasm from an hour before was still with her and she 
wished that Paul was here now to satisfy the need that had been building 
within her all day. She had to have something inside her cunt!


One finger found the swollen lips of her itching and burning young cunt, 
making a tiny, titillating little circle all around their hypersensitive 
outer edges. She bit down hard on her sultry pouting lower lip, and began to 
move her finger around faster under her panties. This was altogether too 
much. She thoughe she was going to go out of her mind, unable to deny 
herself any longer. First there was the episode with aunt Diane and Paul, 
then Paul's honey tongue, and now this! This woman was deep in the throes of 
a sexual adventure so lewd that Lois' tender young mind could scarcely grasp 
it.


Everywhere she looked, she was getting turned on. It seemed to be other 
people ... and dogs who were having the most fun, and her hot little cunt 
couldn't stand the waiting for a male's cock to ram up inside of her. She 
wondered, if this woman was fucking a dog in the same neighborgood as where 
her aunt lived, maybe this was a common practice. Maybe Chad was fucking her 
aund Diane at this very minute! What a crazy day, she almost laughed to 
herself deliriously, anything can happen today! And I'm not going to stop 
it!


Her mind aflame with desire, the pretty black haired teenager stuffed her 
middle finger up through the pleasantly drenched confines of her slippery 
cunt, working it around. Fierce innervating waves of pleasure seemed to 
inundate her virginal cunt. Her loins felt as if they were boiling over.


Suddenly she saw the beautiful woman pull her knees all the way up so that 
they touched her breasts. In this position the slender hole between her 
smooth milk-white buttocks was rolled upward and presented in obscene 
sacrifice to the animal's savagely licking tongue. Lois watched wide-eyed 
from the doorway as the big animal's gleaming tongue scolled up to thrust 
madly in and out of the woman's hair-fringed cuntal furrow in a lascivious 
imitation of intercourse, then spiraled its way wetly downward to flick 
without mercy at the woman's crinkled little anus.


The woman seemed to be choking on her own moans as Champ's tongue pointed 
and elongated, licking and flicking passionately at her exposed and 
vulnerable nether opening. She no longer delivered words of any meaning, but 
rather one long string of mumbled imprecations, all of them hopelessly 
incoherent with passion.


Lois was trembling violently now. As if in a dream her free hand began 
involuntarily massaging the straining voluptuousness of her virginal young 
breasts. Then her fingers snaked up under her tight tank top into her silky 
brassiere, trapping her trembling nipples between thumb and forefinger and 
kneading them until she was afraid they might rip loose from the quivering 
milky mounds.


A groan of deep-set satisfaction escaped from the thirteen year old's 
sensually parted lips. The fire raging all around inside her loins was 
driving her crazy. And the finger still thrust down between her legs was now 
driving in and out of her wetly sluicing cunt in a maddening cadence.


But this only served to cause the fire to burn more intensely, demanding 
more to feed its lascivious hunger. So she inserted another finger, 
squatting down as snugly onto it as she could. She crammed her fingers into 
the moistness of her cuntal hole in time to the lust-crazed lapping rhythm 
of Champ's tongue along the woman's quivering wet hair-lined hole.


Gasping for air, the hopelessly aroused teenager screwed her fingers in as 
deeply as she could, then began running them in and out of her swallowing 
cunt with a fury that was uncontrollable. The vision in her head of this 
woman having her cunt licked by the big dog only goaded her on to more 
insane heights of licentious desire. Even as she shut her eyes with tension, 
she could still see in her mind's eyes the way Champ's large thick tongue 
stuffed itself in and out of the woman's urgently clasping pussy, sinking 
through the softly curling pubic hair like crazy. Thus stirred, it was not 
long before Lois' hoarse gasps and cries were matching those of the woman on 
the other side of the door.


Yes, she had to admit that she wanted everything this woman was getting and 
then some. Her fingers became in her drunken imagination the big dog's 
lapping tongue, and they split her love starved, unsatisfied young cunt 
right up the sensitive middle. She only wished that it were her own dog's 
tongue fucking up into her searing hot young cunt instead of just her 
fingers. Out of her mind with lust, she moved her other hand away from her 
heaving breasts, reaching down from inside her panties from the rear and 
then working one slender index finger up into the tiny puckered anus between 
her moon-shaped buttocks. She gasped hoarsely as, in a few seconds, she soon 
had two slim substitute pricks fucking in and out of the virginal openings 
of her loins, her pleasure increased a hundredfold.


Lois gasped and choked on her own lust cries as she dually finger-fucked 
herself. She stopped long enough to lift her tank top and brassiere up off 
her firm young breasts, then plunged her fingers back in again with a 
soulful groan. Then she moved up close to the wall until her full-swaying 
white mounds were brushing nipple-first against the textured wallpaper, 
driving the hungering thirteen year old to even greater heights of 
masturbatory bliss.


The young girl's face flushed crimson as she felt her climax coming with a 
great savage roar like a tidal wave of sound and pleasure. She hung 
teetering on the edge of the most beautiful blinding orgasm yet, her long 
blue black her hanging down, her throat straining for breath-and then 
suddenly her entire body was vibrating madly and the white-hot secretions of 
her lust came gushing down around her lewdly plunging fingers, covering her 
hand with its thick-cream like stickiness and then running down her wrist 
onto the carpet below. She could feel it trickling in small thin rivulets 
down the insides of her shivering thighs and over her stiffly bent knees.


For a long time Lois didn't realize how much she was gasping and panting for 
breath through her fantastic shattering climax. Her head seemed to have left 
her body, and perspiration and a post-orgasmic blush broke out all over her 
succulent young flesh. Her eyes seemed to be clenched tightly for ages, her 
head resting lank against the wall, her teeth dug sharply into her full 
lower lip in order to prevent herself from crying out.


Lois remained there gasping for air for some time, her ass cheeks swaying 
langurously in the air. She couldn't bring herself to withdraw her fingers 
from up between her thighs until the lastly dying pulsations of her orgasm 
had departed. When they had, her fingers at last slithered wetly from her 
satiated young pussy and tight-clasping anus, and she shuddered as if with a 
fever.


Still panting heavily, she leaned against the bedroom door and looked in on 
the woman. Yes, she was still there, and now apparently undergoing her own 
terrific, head-blowing orgasm. She had gripped Champ's ears and was drawing 
his nuzzle so deeply between her long smooth legs that Lois, blowing some 
blue black wisps out of her eyes, couldn't really make out whether the dog 
was fucking her with his snout or with his tongue.


Lois clutched her throat as she realized that she was becoming excited 
again. This would never do at all. The thing to do was get home quickly and 
take a cold shower or something.


Trembling, the exhausted thirteen year old managed to tear herself away from 
the illicitly exciting scene taking place in a stranger's house.


But she still had to calm herself down somehow. Her head was all confused 
and befuddled as she made her way down the stairs with the woman's cries of 
ecstasy ringing in her ears: "That's it Champ! Hurry! Lick my cunt some 
more!" and them, "We have to get you home before my husband gets here. 
Quick!"


* * *


CHAPTER SIX


Lois sat mutely on the curb of the suburb street, her mind raging with 
bewilderment and profundities too unbelievable for a thirteen year old mind 
to grasp.


"Something wrong, miss?" Where'd that come from? she asked herself. I 
haven't seen anyone on these deserted streets all day; feel like I'm in the 
twilight zone. Everybody I've met has been into one thing-SEX! I'm not going 
to turn my head. It'll probably be some dirty old man masturbating.


"Are you lost? The voice repeated with an air of concern.


That was the magic word. Lois turned her head.


A paunchy fortyish yearl old man with one tanned hairy arm resting on the 
wooden fence stared at her, a broad smile on his wrinkled face.


"Do you, you know where Diane Allen lives?"


He nodded his head knowingly, slipping one leathery hand under his overall 
strap. "Sure do, miss," he answered with a puzzling look on his aged face.


"You're almost sitting on her door step," he offered with a chuckle. "Lives 
right behind you, HP girl."


"Thank you." At last, thought the voluptuous young girl as she dashed to the 
apartment, the old man's eyes burning holes in the back of her head.


In minutes she was sitting in the kitchen of the quiet condominium, no 
sounds of life anywhere except for her own beating heart which treatened to 
explode.


Her tongue felt hot and heavy in her dry rasping mouth, and she opened the 
refrigerator to find some liquid to quench her thirst. "Beer," she sneered. 
"Nothing but beer."


Upstairs in the bedroom, Lois' beautiful auburn haired aunt stirred lazily 
on the bed. She reached one arm up above her head and stretched, and her 
round uplifted breasts jiggled with resilience on her chest. Then she turned 
her head to study her reflection in the mirror. She chuckled at her own 
image: My God! she looked like a well-fucked whore, her hair dishevelled, it 
cascaded in all directions from her head, her eyes were two swollen dark 
slits, and black streaks of mascara obscured her milk white skin.


But she had had a pleasant afternoon nap, and felt better for it. For after 
an orgasm with Chad's tongue or cock up inside of her, she was no better 
that a whimpering dummy for the longest time until her head and body floated 
back together again.


Diane had realized that such satisfaction could exist in this world. Even 
being a stripper in San Francisco was not nearly as exciting. Anyone could 
get up and take off their clothes and get men excited to the point of 
actually cumming in their tweed business suit pants. That was nothing 
compared to this glorious love making! She was clearly a woman of fantasies, 
but this was beyond a fantasy, it was beyond anything she'd ever dreamed 
existed. And she had Chad to thank for it.


Diane Allen had always prided herself on being the most liberated of her 
female friends, a characteristic and attitude that caused many rifts in 
close relationships. She recalled now, with particular clarity, her roommate 
in college whose extracurricular activities centered around fucking every 
black man on campus, professors, deans and all. She and her roommate, 
Adrian, had been the closest of friends for three years until Adrian found 
out from an unreliable source that Diane had passed through that phase of 
sexual liberation her freshman year. That was the end of that relationship, 
and from then on, similar situations seemed to cause the same schism in 
every woman to woman friendship. But now Diane had a lover who could not 
speak, one who could not spread ugly rumors or cause problems with her 
husband. He was the perfect companion and she loved her new canine friend 
dearly. She would find some way of making her niece stay for the entire 
summer, and maybe, just maybe, forever.


She knew that now she had found a paradise without struggle, without 
competition and angry words, she would keep it for as song as she could.


Combing her fingers exotically upward through her long auburn hair, the 
satisfied woman thought about the long sensual afternoon they had passed 
together. She had needed less priming as time went on to fan her voluptuous 
body into a fire of lust, and had moaned and gasped endlessly as she lay 
naked and wanton beneath Chad's searing wet caresses. How could she ever 
have thought that such a beautiful love could possible be obscene and 
perverted? Then suddenly a flash of understanding illuminated her searching 
mind. Because it made it all the more desirable and forbidden! Because what 
she couldn't have, she always wanted!


What other trick did this darling dog know?


She longed to talk to him, to hear stories of how he'd seduced other women, 
other unknowing women such as herself. How many had he licked into screaming 
submission? Had any ever refused? The obscene fantasies of her canine 
lover's experiences added fuel to her fire and the lips of her shamefully 
relaxed cunt felt all swollen and sultry again waiting for Chad's next 
surprise.


She looked down at the furry beast now where he lay exhausted on the floor, 
all curled up like a little baby. He looked so harmless and enticing. That 
mixture of killer man and innocent little boy. If only humans could be so 
thrilling and sweet! He must have jumped off the bed when I was asleep she 
thought, but I'm surprised that he didn't go looking for Lois. That's one 
consoling thought, she told herself.


He shouldn't be sleeping on the floor, she berated herself for her 
mistreatment of her lover. He deserved better than that.


Chad lay there silently, his eyes half open. It had been a long, long day. 
He licked his lips, thinking of the sweetness of the woman who lay up on the 
bed. She was a hot one! Even better than Mrs. Abelson back in Wyoming. 
Wyoming the name sounded so far away now, thought the dog. He didn't want to 
go back. The train ride would certainly kill him this time, and that 
delicious woman up on the bed would certainly not go to the wilds of the 
west just to be with him. But what was this she was saying now? She was 
calling his name. He chose not to respond. She couldn't be wanting more!


"Chad!" she called again in a silken murmur and patted the bed beside her. 
"Up here, Chad. Come up here by your lover. I want to show you how much I 
love you."


Indeed she did. He had fucked her tremendously with that muscular rigid 
hardness of his until she had thought she was going crazy. Now that he was 
exhausted and couldn't seem to get it up immediately again, she knew of the 
perfect way to repay him.


What she had in mind for her lover was lewd beyond her wildest dreams ... 
that is, up until this afternoon. She had done it to several men, but they 
were human. She was in love with this animal who made her happier than 
anything in the world and now there was no holding her back. Chad had 
already led her into a mood of debauched depravity unlike anything she'd 
every imagined.


She laughed to herself when she recalled one particular show she'd put on in 
San Francisco. Just for a joke she'd taken a rubber tubing, a light pink in 
color, and once all her clothing had been shed from her voluptuous flawless 
body, she -edged to the front of the stage and stuck one end up her open 
cunt and the other in her mouth! How they cheered! They went insane. God, 
she recalled, if only I'd know. I could have made a million dollars if I'd 
had Chad with me! I could have been a star.


But that life was behind her now and she vowed she would never close herself 
off to any taboos again. In fact she resolved to help her young niece. She 
would share with her and teach her not to be afraid of anything, that 
nothing could threaten her womanhood and femininity more than 
abstinence-from anything!


Again she patted the open expanse of bed beside her. "Come up baby."


Even though he was peering at her only sleepily with one lazy eyelid 
upraised, he understood what she was saying. And being an obedient animal, 
Chad did get to his feet and in one smooth motion was beside her on the bed. 
He could tell by her feminine smell that she was up to something and it 
would be good! What a lover she was! All honey and sugar.


He decided to play coy. He loved the way she got all hot and uncontrollably 
desirous. Laying down with his forelegs cradling his muzzle, he stared up at 
her with his large, soulful dark eyes. What now, he wondered mildly?


Diane smiled sweetly and ran her long slender painted fingernails gently 
over his sleek smooth carmel and black crown. "Would you like to turn over, 
darling? Diane wants to pay you for all the pleasure you've given her."


Chad whimpered, not quite sure if he was up for another round; this woman 
was truly insatiable. Wyoming never saw the likes of her!


Suddenly Diane spread her legs and with a lengthy sigh of pure contentment, 
began slipping her fingers back and forth through the crispy auburn curls 
that surrounded her soft wet pussy slit. "Can't you get hard, baby?"


Chad couldn't stand it! Just the sight of her openly glistening cunt sent a 
hot burst of fire to his dog loins. He whimpered with delight and for an 
answer shot out his long tongue to pass it like a hot knife through the 
buttered furrow of her open and hair-line cunt. Diane gasped and stiffened. 
She felt like a puppet of sheer desire beneath that pleasure-tingling lash.


As for Chad, in another moment the moist pink flesh between her thighs had 
communicated its hot fluid desire through his lapping tongue and he began to 
feel his balls quiver with stimulation. His loins seemed to tremble like 
jelly. And in another moment he felt a terrible anxiety to get back inside 
her hot human female flesh.


Diane became quickly enslaved all over again beneath the rhythmic tempo of 
his tongue, her deep gasps racking her voluptuous body from one end to the 
other as his tongue slithered snake-like in and out through the sparse 
auburn pubic hairs of her cunt. She felt as if her cuntal passage were on 
fire from his lust tongue-fucking. She rolled her lovely head from side to 
side, gurgling with happiness as she held his large furry head by the ears 
between her obscenely spread thighs.


And then her gleaming, lust-drugged eyes widened-for there it came! Gazing 
down over her full, widely set breasts, she could see all the way to the 
glistening spectacle of Chad's thick red cock emerging from its long furry 
sheath. The tapered end slipped and danced moistily as it came sliding out, 
a spot of cum already issuing from its tip. And it continued slithering 
hotly from its fleshy fur sheath until it was extended to almost its full 
mouth-watering length.


She got up on her elbows, her long auburn hair swinging down over her 
shoulders and her proud taut breasts heaving with emotion. A licentious 
impulse of uncontrollable bestial desires raged through her nakedly panting 
flesh. She hand never seen anything so beautiful in the world as Chad's long 
hard pleasure-giving cock.


Yes ... she wanted it ... it was thick and red ... coming out now ... and 
she wanted it ... in her mouth ... its thickening cone-like shape 
heightening her excitement frantically!


She glared at his cock breathlessly as the beg animal's wetly glistening 
hardness came dangling out of his powerful loins, her mouth salivating 
erotically. Lust-driving thrills of unnatural lust surged through her 
ardently overheating loins. This was what she had wanted to repay him 
with-at last! But how-how could she get in position on it?


"Chad, lover," the kneeling young woman panted droolingly, her lips 
glistening with saliva. "Come over here, baby," she caressed his large head 
affectionately. Her hypersensitive inner cuntal flesh fairly seethed, 
sending a hot flow of cuntal moisture seeping down into her already damply 
twined pubic curls. Their lurid scene aided the fire in her loins. Her 
nakedly thrusting breasts felt electric with lust and giddy thrills.


"Chad, darling," she pleaded, almost begging now. "Please-lie down, lover. 
Diane wants to love you, too. I want to suck on your beautiful animal cock, 
just the way you sucked on my human cunt."


Diane shook her long auburn hair out of her eyes, feeling as if she were in 
some sort of delirium. Then she got up to her knees, her breasts dragging 
voluptuously along the sheet as she spoke to him in soothing, gentle tones, 
brushing her hand lovingly over his soft sleek fur, her eyes locked on the 
solid pink length of his emerging cock hanging so lewdly beneath his furry 
stomach.


"Roll over!" she commanded, and this time he obeyed. Her heart racing with 
excitement, her leg across his face so that her pussy was directly above 
it-and her face exactly above the pulsating hardness of his immense animal 
cock!


The thought alone of what she was about to drove Diane wild with lust. 
Breathing heavily through ardently flared nostrils, she let her archly 
turned pelvis drop towards Chad's long canine muzzle, spreading her legs 
obscenely wide ... almost immediately his tongue lashed out at her throbbing 
hot pussy for the millionth exquisite time. She moaned with delight as it 
sluiced through the hot pink wetness of her agonized cuntal flesh, then 
lowered her cheek to nestle against his warm hard stomach, her hand quickly 
moving to grasp his swiftly growing cock!


Diane's expert touch made the German shephered tremble with joy, but it also 
made her gasp hungrily as well. She clasped his huge member in her hand, her 
fingers playing it like a flute, manipulating it back and forth, feeling its 
desire-hardened thickness expanding wildly. She must have it now-the 
wonderful flavor of that deliciously lewd canine cock, slithering moistly 
around up inside her hungrily sucking mouth. Her eyes glazed over as if she 
were drugged, her hand still stroking his jerking animal cock. She worked 
the heavily furred protective sheath up and back, groaning contentedly as 
his searing tongue lapped hotly without pause at her desire-enraged cunt. 
Then with a low cry, the lust obsessed young woman parted her lush red lips 
to let the slim tapering dog-cock ease its way into the torrid wetness of 
her greedily welcoming mouth....


Diane groaned with happiness as Chad's cock slithered farther and farther 
back along her tongue until finally it was resting deep up inside all the 
way in her gurgling throat.


At last, she sighed, at last.


She began tonguing his blood-hardened rigidity frenziedly, licking like a 
mad woman as his pulsating canine cock stroked and bumped at the warm wet 
walls of her feverishly suctioning mouth. A sensation of heathen wantonness 
blew outward through her loins and she sucked madly on the lust-quenching 
rod of animal flesh. Her head swam from its heady, musky flavor. There was 
just the trace of sweet male pungency where cum oozed from its squishy soft 
tip, but this only added to the excitement raging in her loins. For the most 
part Chad's cock was nice and hard and warm and thrilling, swelling 
continuously with every ardent lick and suck of her hungrily undulating lips 
and tongue.


Above her she could hear his high-pitched animal whine as he continued to 
lick at her hotly inflamed cunt, and she twirled her tongue around his long 
thick cock, sucking on it as best she could. His powerful body responded 
passionately to her sucking, his canine pelvis jerking forward to bury his 
cock all the way to the rear of her mouth, his heavy cum-filled balls 
bumping softly up against her chin.


Diane's hand brushed along Chad's hairy stomach, finding the softness of his 
balls and cupping them warmly, then tenderly milking them and stroking them 
with her fingernails. Again the masterful dog whimpered, this tantalization 
prompting him to begin an in and out pumping rhythm between the hotly 
sucking oval of her wetly milking lips.


The exotic flavor of his animal cock made her pussy grow more slick and 
warm. She revelled in a mire of sensuality, sucking and licking with 
urgency, her cheeks bloating and hollowing, her smokily veiled eyes glowing 
with desire as down below, between her widespread thighs, the big dog lapped 
avidly at her hotly steaming cunt mouth.


His cock was warm and spicy with the sweet racy flavor of animal semen ... 
while the virile masculine scent of his genitals was driving her insane.


Now the rigidly glistening cock was fucking up into her feverishly bobbing 
face with a perfect rhythm, while his tongue spread ever more deeply into 
the moist eager opening of her hair-fringed cuntal folds. She scraped and 
ripped gently with her teeth, twirling her tongue in artful little circles 
around his pulsating dog-cock, her mind totally befogged by the pure 
licentiousness of their bizarre hedonistic behavior.


What would his sperm taste like, she wondered, once she had an entire 
mouthful of it? She hoped it would be thick and filling, making her hungrily 
waiting belly bloat full as it spurted from the small dilated slit in Chad's 
thick swollen cock-tip, spewing hot jets of spermy liquid down her throat.


Already she had tasted some of it, and she could swallow it all day long.


As for Chad, he was panting as fast as he was lapping at her burning hot 
pussy. He had never known anything so exciting as this strange new woman! 
He'd had women get on top of him while he was on his back and fuck him 
before, but never, never had any of them gotten hot enough to suck his cock! 
She sucked on him better than he imagined she could, milking his aching 
balls with her hands at the same tine as she sucked on his heavy animal 
hardness. And he whined and whimpered as her tongue and hotly ovaled lips 
created lurid waves of escalating sensation within the depths of his 
churning testicles and he knew they had to explode soon, sending sharp, 
stacco squirts of milky hot liquid the entire length of his cock and on into 
her greedily suctioning mouth.


Diane had never sucked an animal's cock before and she was out of head with 
desire. The experience was by far more than she had bargained for. At first 
she had merely wanted to display her gratitude, but the whole affair had 
escalated so that now she couldn't have stopped had her life depended on it.


Totally drugged with her voracious bestiality, the voluptuously curved woman 
mouthed and pulled at Chad's beautiful tasting cock, her loins on fire and 
almost ready to explode.


Yes, she wanted her furry lover to shoot his hot animal cum deep into her 
salaciously sucking mouth! She wanted it to gush on down into her eagerly 
waiting throat and fill her heaving belly to bursting with its molten 
stickiness!


"Arfggghhhhh," she moaned, a scathing tongue of fire seeming to scorch her 
loins. Her stomach seethed, her entire cuntal area glowing. She clutched 
with urgent, cunt-flaring passion at her handsome German shepherd lover's 
sperm-swollen balls, caressing, fondling and milking them for all they were 
worth as she sucked with the greediness born of her fiercely illicit desire 
... her entire body racked with brainless lust ... quivering and shivering 
with hot lewd need ... so lost in her delirious pleasure bent craving that 
she did't notice the bedroom was wide open.


She heard Chad whimper, then yelp through his own animalistic orgasm, 
gushing sperm in hot sticky streams all the way down her hungrily sucking 
throat. And then she began sobbing along with him, pouring her own cum out 
over his savagely lapping face, flooding his snout, muzzle and eyes with the 
hot, lava-like fluid of her loins until his long, animal face was drenched 
with it. She felt her orgasm blowing through in great, overpowering waves 
more mighty than anything that had gone before. This was it, the magic she'd 
waited for her whole life. She gulped hungrily at the animal's wildly 
squirting cock, swallowing all of his thick hot cum that she could before 
the overflow broke around her firmly clasping lips, spilling down her chin 
and onto her white neck in a sticky stream, finally pooling in a lewd circle 
on the bed below.


The trembling young woman continued to suck like that for some time, 
pressing her loins tighter over Chad's ardently lapping mouth until he could 
scarcely breathe.


"Darling," Diane gasped, half crazy with lust. "Darling ... Oh God, I love 
you And she plunged her mouth down again, taking in his already softening 
cock so she could lick and suck it to her gurgling heart's content.


Never once did she raise her head from the bed, for if she had, she would 
have seen her young neice standing boldly in the doorway, unbelieving and 
awestruck.


* * *


CHAPTER SEVEN


I can't believe it! Lois mouthed the words silently, as if by repetition 
they would answer her, explain to her the meaning of this lewd spectacle 
before her. She wanted to scream out her objection, run and grab Chad away 
from her aunt. But she couldn't.


Silently she snuck down the hall and darting into the bathroom, splashed her 
face with ice cold water. A strange coupling of fear and jealousy turned' 
her knees to jelly, and she gripped the edge of the cool sink for support. 
She'd never forget the sight of her aunt's mouth working on that huge prick 
that belonged to her dear pet dog! Sucking ecstatically with her throat full 
of husky guttural moans!


Again the icey water sprayed over her hot cheeks. Her ripely swollen breasts 
heaved with mixed emotion. Taking a deep breath she steathily walked back to 
her aunt's bedroom. She would make her presence known, she told herself, she 
would walk directly into her aunt's bedroom and demand an explanation.


Far down the hall she could hear the sounds of her dog snarling, and as she 
approached she saw his powerful flanks pumping his cock furiously in and out 
of her aunt's mouth. It sent a wild, flashing thrill shooting through the 
young girl's nerves. Her aunt's hungrily working lips and tongue made the 
animal whimper with lust, until finally his loins began jerking and spasming 
out of control, spewing out a scalding hot load as if from an inexhaustible 
source.


Lois watched hypnotized as stream after stream of the visciously gushing 
dog-sperm erupted into Diane's widely ovaled mouth, filling her throat 
faster than she could swallow it. It seemed forever before the semen drained 
cock slipped wetly from her aunt's cum-filled mouth and she seemed to be 
groaning erotically through a really savage climax of her own....


Lois gasped and clutched her throat. She had to leave before she went stark 
raving mad, because watching her aunt with her dog, in addition to 
everything else that had happened to her on her first day in Michigan was 
just too much for her thirteen young years to bear. She had to get back to 
her room and fast, before she went out of her mind with lust. All she could 
think about was her own dog's cock and the way it slid in and out of her 
aunt's anxiously opened mouth ... and of how it might feel if it was being 
stuffed up her own hot, wet and willing young cunt.


Racing down the carpeted hall, her budding young breasts bobbing, their pert 
little pink breasts becoming stiff with teenage desire, she finally made her 
way into the bedroom and she shut the door behind her. Panting for breath, 
she slid onto the bed, one hand under her shorts to rub at her fevered cunt.


She had to think this out. It didn't seem possible that her dog could do 
such a thing. Had he raped her aunt? That must be it, her mind grabbed for 
an answer. But still, she considered, the woman next door was actually 
coaxing her dog to fuck her. Nothing seemed real now ... nothing at all.


Lois reached for a brush to stroke her entangled hair from her eyes, but 
dropped it from her trembling fingers. Her dark eyelashes were fluttering 
just as her belly was.


Maybe it was true what her mother had said about Aunt Diane: she was a 
runaround in high school and had gotten through college only by dating her 
professors. Could it be true? Or was making love to dogs a natural practice 
out here in the Midwest? Twice today she'd seen it happen. Was it just that 
with her small town western upbringing there was a few things her mother had 
neglected telling her?


Lois continued to run her fingers absent-mindedly into the soft, 
hair-fringed folds of her rapidly moistening young pussy, the elastic 
waistband of her panties gripping tight across her slowly moving wrists. The 
heated moisture from her cunt was increasing at a rapid pace, but Lois 
didn't seem to notice, she was so deep in thought. The fact that the clear 
sticky liquid was flooding her fingers didn't quite dawn on her.


The sweet, honeyish feeling in her loins escalated as the confused teenager 
daydreamed on and on. She imagined Paul with all of his clothes off, his 
immense hard cock spirting up dangerously at a sharp angle to his dark hairy 
loins, jutting out at her in lewd invitation. She imagined herself with her 
legs spread widely, welcoming him, her pale soft pussy all wet and slick 
with her excitement, pointing right at his face.


And then he would move forward into her warmly scented circle up between her 
open legs and soft rubbery end of his cock slowly parting the sparse black 
curls around her cuntal mouth before moving into the wetly glistening folds 
of her pussy flesh.


But then suddenly, there was something else in her daydream-yes, her own dog 
that had been fucking her aunt's mouth! His enormous pink cock was sticking 
out a mile and he was slipping it slowly through her eagerly round lips, 
stuffing it all the way down her throat, fucking her mouth just as her new 
lover's long hard cock had broken through her virginal hymen before going 
all the way down into the hungering depths of her cunt ... so that man and 
dog were both fucking her at once in her two gaping holes....


Lois gasped and opened her eyes. Her cuntal hair was all soaked with a warm, 
pearl-colored cum. She drew out the fingers she had been using to fuck 
herself and looked at them startled. Even as she stared at them, she saw her 
hand rising of its own volition to her mouth. A moment later she began 
sucking on them, swallowing all of her own tasty love juices. Her tongue 
licked lavishly around her fingers until she thought she would swoon from 
the heady, heavenly taste of her own cuntal fluids.


She staggered upward to her feet, her breasts heaving irregularly beneath 
the tight tank top. Then, wiping her fingers on her shorts, the teenager 
moved toward the full length mirror and began stripping off her clothes. A 
cold shower would quiet all this strangeness raging through her mind and it 
would be a good way of announcing her presence. First came her tank top 
swinging up and over her head to reveal her resilient white mounds joggling 
within her bra. She pushed her hands in back of her and undid her bra. She 
let it drop to the floor. Her high set white mounds, topped with their 
berry-like nipples and oversized pink crests, sprang free. She gripped them 
in her hands, smiling slightly to herself. Fluttery sensations burst through 
her chest and rippled downward to her wetly throbbing pussy.


Lois' nostrils flared as her hands dropped to her waist to fumble with the 
zipper on her shorts. A second later they too fell in a soft pool around her 
legs. The cotton of her shorts caressed her slender young ankles lovingly, 
and she shivered involuntarily from that soothing caress.


Now her thumbs hooked into the tight elastic waistband of her white nylon 
panties, and she drew them down, watching herself in the vanity mirror.


Enough of this, she thought, I have to get into that cold shower. Towel in 
hand, she ran to the bathroom, but there too, in the full length mirror she 
was confronted with her own image once more. Revolving, she put her hands on 
the moon-like dimpled mounds of her gleaming ass cheeks and dug her fingers 
into their fleshy softness like the talons of a hawk. Her thumbs moved up 
between her buttocks, uncontrollable, deeply into that hot hairless crevice, 
until she remembered the obscene way she had stuck her finger up inside her 
puckering little anus at the unknown woman's next door; blushing, she 
steeled herself and forced her fingers to slide out again.


Then she was facing frontward again and cupped her ripened breast mounds to 
offer them erotically to her reflection in the mirror. They were beautiful, 
she mewled to herself. From what she'd heard, men loved to suck on them. 
Wouldn't Paul?


Her eyes lowered to her own sparse young pubic fuzz. And her long black hair 
touching the tips of her buttocks. That was what all the boys back in 
Wyoming loved. Certainly Paul would like it too.


She was about to jump into the shower when she felt a soft sensual touch of 
fur on her leg.


"Chad!" she gasped, kneeling down to hug her pet as if she hadn't seen him 
for a year. "What are you doing in here, baby?" He buried his muzzle in her 
soft warm neck, letting it slide down surreptitiously until it rested in the 
cleavage of her young breasts. "What have you been doing to Aunt Diane, you 
bad dog?"


The dog could feel his penis filling with blood and sliding out through its 
softly furred container. He was all ready to go again-this mistress was so 
enticing in the nude. He'd never seen her naked before; her mother never 
allowed him in the sleeping quarters of the house. And now he was becoming 
fully aroused at the sight of her glorious loveliness. He wanted to sink his 
big cock up into her belly and hump over her until that moment when he would 
shoot his sperm into her convulsing young virginal cunt.


For the first time since her dear father had brought home the shaggy little 
pup, Lois was suddenly looking at him with renewed interest. To her he had 
served as sibling, friend and protector, but now that the heated flow in her 
wetly throbbing loins had become a perfume, that was stronger than any soap 
or cologne, she gazed at him with mixed feelings: part amazement and part 
curiousity.


She had to admit that she found her own dog savagely exciting. There was 
something marvelously masculine about the way he mastered her aunt, making 
love to her with hard powerful thrusts. The raging fire in her loins 
required satisfaction desperately now.


"Chad what are you trying to do to me?" she crooned into his wet muzzle. 
"Are you trying to seduce your own mistress, you sweet dog?"


Lois could not believe the words that were coming out of her own mouth. All 
doubts were stilled by her rationale: if my aunt found enjoyment in making 
love to my dog, then certainly I will too. What could be more natural than 
to have my pet, my loving dutiful pet, be the one to make love to me for the 
first time?


"Baby, do you want me? Would you like for me to get up on the bed the way 
Aunt Diane did and let you do as you please with my beautiful young virginal 
body?"


Chad answered with a nudge of his wet muzzle on her delicately fresh young 
breasts.


Now on all fours on the bed, her long black hair streaming all over her 
neck, spilling over the pillow and bedspread, shoulders and back, her 
budding young breasts swaying and juggling over the coverlet, her naked 
buttocks waving high in the air in back of her.


Chad drooled as his eyes fastened on her fleshy white ass-cheeks. Growling 
low in his throat with desire, he got up on his hind legs and staggered 
forward awkwardly, his feet digging deeply into the softness of the bed, 
until he was able to clamp his forelegs firmly onto her smoothly muscled 
young back.


The feel of his forepaws on her bare back drove Lois insane with excitement. 
She could feel the saliva growing in her mouth, and her cunt was flowing 
copiously in heady expectation of some lewd behavior. But what? What would 
Chad do to her?


In back of her, Chad's large pointed hardness had emerged red and hot, 
shining and wet. It jiggled and jerked in the air before the panting, 
slavering dog could finally locate the wetly heated cleft between the 
kneeling thirteen year old's buttocks. It slipped and danced in the tightly 
clenched hole, dredging gasps of surprise and amazement from the voluptuous 
teenager mistress. The dog lapped at her back fondly to keep her in 
position, and then began working the slim organ up toward her tightly 
puckering little rectal passage.


"What are you doing you silly dog? You can't make love to a woman there." 
But her words were unheeded as he continued to nudge his way into her 
buttocks. Suddenly Lois felt fearful; this was the first prick she'd ever 
felt being fucked into her and it was in a part of her body she didn't even 
know was capable of making love!


Its touch sent instinctive waves of longing echoing through her sensually 
awakening loins and anal canal in a natural female reaction. She couldn't 
seem to help herself. Despite the fact that she was uncertain of what was 
going on, there was still that feeling of primitive thrill and heady 
excitement that she couldn't seem to deny. It was pure instinct that made 
her buttocks squirm lewdly backwards in search of his prick, instinct for 
her body to want her sizzling anal hole filled. The swollen mounds of her 
breasts were by now throbbing with desire, her nipples had become elongated 
and hard. Her entire loins were aflame with obscene desire, and it was all 
because of her own dog!


Suddenly she could hold herself back no longer. Uttering a savage little cry 
of pure desire and release, she reached around in back of herself and 
grabbed Chad's long animal cock, pulling it forward so that the tip of it 
pressed snugly against her tightly clenched little asshole.


The big dog slavered and gasped, its haunches still struggling for a firm 
position in the softness of the bed. His strong forelegs gripped tightly 
around her naked waist and hourglass hips, his slippery cock sliding 
effortlessly forward through her tight elastic anal ring!


"Aaaarrrggghhh!" Lois gasped as the huge animal cock began to push away her 
snugly fitting rectal walls. In spite of the initial discomfort, she pushed 
her buttocks backward, trying to capture more of the delicious hard animal 
prick. Although this was the first real sexual experience where a male had 
actually fucked into her, she had recognized from the start that it was the 
most wonderful experience any girl could ever have and she wondered why, 
when Chad had been with her for so long, why she hadn't let him fuck her 
before.


His long thick hardness seemed to fill up her very soul as it fucked its way 
slowly through her throbbing, softly resisting nether passage. The 
pleasurable shock of being filled up with Chad's large, pulsating animal 
cock was like nothing she had ever experienced before. Her nibbling anal 
channel wanted instinctively to gobble it up until it disappeared up inside 
her belly with Chad's soft stomach fur bouncing against the marble 
smoothness of her nakedly upraised young asscheeks.


"Ddddarrrlllinggg! My Cccchhhaaad," she whooshed, her breath coming in 
ragged gasps.


She wiggled backward, trying to impale as much of herself on his wonderfully 
exciting cock as she could, but the twinges of pressure she was beginning to 
feel forced her to back off of it again.


Chad was relentless, however. Digging into her bare white back savagely with 
his paws, he grunted, barked, and yelped as he hammered his rigid animal 
hardness forward into her snug rectal passage yet one more inch.


Lois' long black hair hung down all over the bed now, covering her panting 
gasping face. Now that the thicker part of his enormous rod of animal 
hardness had entered her nether passage, the feeling was not near as sweet 
as it had been at first. There was some pressure as he spread her tender 
nether passage with his gradually expanding cock. As moist and slick as it 
was, it was still throbbing with the hard ridges of his swollen veins, and 
she could feel every last iota of their savage pulsing pressure inside her 
futiley resisting rectal walls.


She groaned as the dog fucked forward still further. Now it seemed as if he 
would split her right down the center. Her belly felt as if it were on fire. 
Still, though, she could feel surges of animal-like pleasure overlapping the 
sensation of her anal channel being invaded in a strange new way. She wanted 
this, and at the same time she didn't want it. She couldn't make up her 
mind. It was a feeling of being overcome, and yet within that feeling was a 
fierce, soul-dissolving sort of pleasure that could not be denied.


Meanwhile Chad's saliva was dripping all over her nakedly hunched back, 
flowing down the indentations along her backbone and into the cleft of her 
buttocks. Some of it managed to lubricate his wildly pulsating cock, and 
trickling down that shaft it found its way wetly into the crinkled mouth of 
her anus. As the dog drew back slightly, worming his cock around in her 
squirming hot passage, the pressure seemed to let up and her backside became 
somewhat lubricated.


Then with one powerful thrust of his haunches, he savagely fucked his long 
hard cock up into her tightly resisting anus, burying his cock to the hilt 
in her warm buttery flesh.


"Aaaarrrggghhh," she gargled throatily as his enormous blood engorged cock 
pushed forward into her softly yielding body. He was entirely inside of her 
now, and with an expertness born of long experience, he wormed his slippery 
organ around her nether passage to drag harsh, broken little cries of 
ecstasy from her passion-drenched lips.


That seemed to act as a cue for the passionately engaged German shepherd, 
and now he began squirming and fucking madly into the sex-crazed young 
teenager, ringing piteous whimpers of insane lust from her open and drooling 
mouth.


"Oooohhh, Chhhaaad. Yeeesss," she cried repeatedly. His long merciless cock 
seemed to be growing ceaselessly within her fire-filled belly, and for a 
moment the girl thought it was going to plunge in all the way and come out 
up in her throat with the head of it in her mouth backwards! The resilient 
flesh of her full, firm breasts rippled and jounced from each jarring impact 
of his barrage, their pebble hard nipples rubbing excitingly across the 
satin coverlet of her bed. Overcome now with lewd desire, the helpless 
teenager found herself grinding backward with a mindless lust, pushing the 
wide-stretched moons of her helplessly upthrust ass-cheeks back onto his 
loveslick cock, its pleasure bringing hardness fucking wildly up into her 
passion-inflamed anal passage. By now almost all of the pressure had 
subsided, and as her slavering animal master fucked forward the final inch 
of his masterful, all-subduing cock into her aching nether opening, she 
found that she was again happy when the pressure returned. Indeed, the 
discomfort had evaporated until finally there was nothing but a wondrous 
feeling of joyous surrender spilling outward from her wildly tingling loins, 
a feeling of ecstasy and happiness greater than anything she'd ever known in 
her life! There was a dynamic pressure building in her hotly boiling anal 
channel that had a screaming, fluid urgency all its own ... pressure 
pyramiding toward an incredibly high level of sheer, unadulterated bliss.


"Aaaahhh ... ohhh ... oooohhhhh ... Chhhaaad! You're beautiful ... you're 
beautiful cock ... fuck meeee!" she sighed, groaned and gasped, straining 
sluttishly beneath her canine lover, wallowing in subjugation and bestial 
humiliation. His rampaging pink cock disappeared up into her then came out 
again with her puckering anal lips clutching it like it was sucking. Then he 
fucked his throbbing hardness up inside her tight little opening again, 
bringing sharp cries of ecstasy from her open mouth. She gurgled and gargled 
and thrashed beneath this inhuman maddening fucking that had destroyed all 
her reason.


Lois was vaguely aware that she was straining her lewdly upturned buttocks 
back over his cock in obscene cadence with his blissfully lewd pumping of 
the churning inferno up between her trembling white thighs. The thirteen 
year old was sure of little more than that, as she undulated her hips back 
toward him in small, pleasure-seeking circles ... actually abandoning 
herself totally to the breath-taking fucking she was getting in her 
wide-stretched little rectal passage. Her beautiful head flailed wildly, her 
long, disheveled black hair flying back and forth. Then she twisted her 
wantonly contorted face around in order to look back at his face, capturing 
the intense rapture their all-consuming bestial fucking was providing for 
him. For some reason this seemed to her the ultimate compliment, and she 
suddenly felt blissfully, wonderfully happy! The feeling in her loins was 
too great, too beautiful! Why had it taken her so long to find this 
wonderful moment! It had been right there for all these past years, and 
never once had she thought that her dear pet could actually give her such 
pleasure in this wonderful way. There was a tremendous, ever-expanding 
balloon in her belly that was growing and blowing up!


With growing force, rasping and grunting, the big German shepherd continued 
to fuck his wetly glistening cock in and out of her hotly clasping anal 
walls, shoving her face sidewise down into the bed with every obscene 
forward push. Lois ground her teeth with a mixture of surprise and 
happiness, yearning for him to empty at last his scalding animal sperm deep 
up inside of her waiting bowels. Her desire-confused brain whirled with the 
absolute luridness of their unnatural coupling, while her naked young body 
trembled in its subservient position to the overwhelming mind-bending 
sensations he had set blazing in her passion-incited loins. Then her glazed, 
lust-drugged eyes saw the reflection of their lewdly locked position in the 
vanity mirror, and she groaned happily at the provocative vision. The 
animalistic obscenity of the huge German shepherd straddling the spread 
white moons of her smoothly curved ass-cheeks sent a jolt of unbelievable 
lasciviousness burning through her erotically quivering flesh.


Lois gasped as she glimpsed the breath-taking sight of his long moist cock 
emerging from between her whitely quivering ass-cheeks, then fucking back up 
deep inside again. Chad's whimpering sounds also served to thrill her lewdly 
as his forepaws struggled to hold onto the smooth curves of her naked waist. 
With a low throated moan of ardent surrender his thirteen year old 
love-slave ground her hungrily tremoring buttocks backward over his fiercely 
fucking hardness, her feverish passion driving her wild!


"Fuck me! Oh! Yes! Fuck me in the ass!" she wailed heedless of all morality.


Chad grunted lewdly and in response humped forward heavily, his sperm-gorged 
balls slapping into her nest of wetly soaked pussy fuzz up between her young 
tender thighs. The long spear of his thickly hardened canine cock fucked 
deeply upward into the hungrily squirming hole of her backside.


Lois' eyes bulged as she watched his furious fucking in the mirror, watched 
his scarlet prick slithering upward into her rectal channel with a fierce 
wet rush, burying itself to the hilt in her well-stretched passage. She saw 
and felt his sperm-laden balls in their taut furry sac bouncing down against 
her hotly quivering, still virgin, pussy flesh, and the sight of it almost 
drove her out of her mind with a lewd desire that knew no bounds.


"Oh! Oh! OH!" she cried, her wide blue eyes gasping unseeingly as her wildly 
panting animal lover fucked all the more frantically into her slavishly 
kneeling body. Her head felt like it would explode with every savage, 
breast-rippling thrust, as his long scarlet hardness fucked into her without 
mercy and she tried desperately to match his staccato speed.


Unprecedented sensations of animal lust filled her entire nervous system 
until she wanted to scream out loud. Chad battered her virginal young 
helplessness with a ferociousness born of his bestial lust, his painfully 
huge cock sinking to its immense full length, a relentless shaft of slippery 
joy filling her sensuously squirming belly with all of its wonderful 
hardness!


The young girl rotated her buttocks desperately over the entire length of 
his heavily ridged cock with a masochistic cry of wanton pleasure.


And then suddenly she could feel her first cock-inspired orgasm ever, come 
spiraling upward from the depths of her abdomen, sending jolt after jolt of 
wildly ecstatic sensations surging through her loins. In the mirror her 
passion-glazed eyes could see Chad's long red cock vanishing and reappearing 
up between the wild hungrily grinding cheeks of her nakedly gleaming 
buttocks. His furious fucking was frenetically jerky and swifter than her 
addled brain could cope with! And then ... and then ... and then....


"OH! OH! OH!" she wailed breathlessly. "OH, I'M CUMMMMMING!" Her hotly 
clasping anal flesh clung feverishly to his huge hardness as the big dog 
suddenly began jerking and shuddering, its deeply buried cock squirting hot 
gushes of animal semen to slosh around like liquid fire far up inside the 
hungry little bowl of her helplessly trembling young belly. Her rectum 
clasped hungrily around his cum-slickened cock as she felt spasms of 
unbelievable delight rippling through her teenage flesh totally unlike 
anything she'd ever felt before. Her nether passage sucked and milked on his 
madly spurting cock while the little teenage girl writhed through her own 
rapturous climax, uttering sharp little cries of amazement and happiness, 
her flawless white flesh breaking out with sweat as her rectum swallowed all 
of Chad's thickly flowing animal cum and then sucked upward on it wildly, to 
milk out even more.


"Oh! Oh! Oh! Ooooohhhh! Chhhhaaaad. Fuuuccck Mmmmiee In The Assss!" she 
wailed, her cunt and rectum both gushing out their liquid passion all over 
his sharply fucking cock, his rapidly emptying balls and lower belly, and 
flowing down the rounded cheeks of her trembling young ass, down her inner 
thighs, and on to the coverlet below.


Beside herself with joy, the young girl laid there limply for what seemed 
like hours, until finally Chad's furry body slipped off her smooth young 
back, his sperm-drained cock popping like a cork from cum-flooded little 
rectum. He lay beside her in complete satiation, and neither awoke until 
daybreak.


* * *


CHAPTER EIGHT


Lois awoke early that next morning, not being able to remember when she had 
ever felt so relaxed and energetic. Life had a new meaning for the girl now. 
More Pleasure existed in the universe than she'd ever dreamed possible, and 
it was all hers just for the asking.


Proudly, she approached her aunt in the kitchen, where a scrumptuous 
breakfast of cantalope with berries and yogurt, cinammon toast and 
marmalade, and a big tall glass of cooling milk sat on the patio table.


"Oh, Diane!" exclaimed the young girl, clapping her hands together with joy, 
"it looks delicious. I'm just starved!"


With languid movements, Diane poured herself a cup of hot coffee and settled 
down next to Lois at the breakfast feast. All night long she had 
contemplated and wondered how she should approach the delicate subject of 
Lois and her pet. Some how, some way, she'd find a way to make Chad her 
lover for the entire summer and, after the duration of his visit, she would 
search the pet stores for a German shepherd puppy that looks just like Chad 
and she would train him from infancy to be the best lover in the world. Then 
these painful absences of her husband's would not matter. "Lois...."


The girl set down her fork as if on command. "Yes, Diane?" She took another 
long drink of her milk.


"There's something I want to talk to you about, honey." Seeing the ravishing 
look of hunger on her niece's face, she quickly added, "No, please, go ahead 
and eat." Stammering for a moment to find the appropriate words, she blurted 
out, "It's about Chad ... I...."


"I know," said Lois offhandedly, "you're in love with him. I know because I 
saw you making love to him yesterday."


Diane's jaw dropped a full two inches. "You did? And you're not angry?"


"Of course not. Why should I be? That would be selfish of me, wouldn't it?"


"I had no idea...."


Lois set down her fork with a clang on the metal patio table. "I made love 
to him last night myself. He's enough for both of us, Diane. I'm just happy 
that he pleased you."


Diane could not believe her eyes! Here was her only niece, her only blood 
relative other than her sister, and she was telling her to go ahead and make 
love to her dog? Could this be her prudish sister's daughter? She swallowed 
hard and struggled for the words. "Are you still a virgin, Lois?"


"Well, I was until last night, but Chad didn't do it in my, you, you 
know...."


"He did?"


"Yes, I liked it except I really want to have a sexual experience with a 
male. I mean a human, one," she corrected herself.


Diane rested her soft mature hand on her niece's arm. "I know of a young boy 
you'd love. In fact, you've already met him ... Paul."


Lois' eyes lit up at the name. "You mean you'd let me have Paul in exchange 
for Chad?"


Diane laughed to herself. How simple it was after all her needless worry of 
broaching the subject. "Sounds good." And taking a long thoughtful sip of 
her steaming coffee added. "Let's have Paul over tonight and then you can 
let him fuck you. I know he won't be able to keep his hands off you."


"I know." Lois took another bite of the cool cantalope and smiled 
seductively to herself.


* * *


"This is great meat loaf, Lois, Did you make it yourself?" The hungry young 
delivery boy took another bite of the steaming meat.


"She sure did," offered Diane. "Quite a little cook, wouldn't you say?"


Paul could not understand the ease with which Mrs. Allen had suddenly 
changed her attitude. A generally selfish and jealous woman, she had asked 
him over for dinner, saying there was someone he'd like to meet. But never 
had he guessed it would be that sexy little niece of hers with that sweet 
tasting little virginal cunt. Even though Dorothy at the Super Mart had 
satisfied him in the cooler, he was still hot for that thirteen year old and 
had dreamed about her all night long. What a stroke of luck!


Then he gasped. What was happening now? He looked up at Lois sitting next to 
him, her long dark eyelashes fluttering coquettishly at him....


"I'm so happy it pleases you."


Next thing he knew he could feel her fingers zipping open his trousers and 
then fumbling through the waist band of his underwear to scratch through his 
curly dark pubic hair until they finally closed thrillingly about his 
thickly young pulsating cock.


Paul nearly choked on his meatloaf. He gasped, no longer able to control 
himself. Her thumb passed over the eye of his prick, rubbing off the seepage 
of pre-ejaculate that had appeared there. He glanced up at Mrs. Allen across 
the table, expecting her to jump in anger at this salacious assault on his 
maleness since it was not her hand that was doing such a fine job of 
bringing him to complete arousal. Diane took another sip of her glass of 
burgundy wine, a slight smile on her face.


"Lois," he finally stammered, loving her caress but realizing he couldn't 
stand much more of it without blowing it, hot and sticky into his Levi 
pants.


Lois only giggled and continued her lewd ministrations of his young hard 
cock.


"Well, dears," announced Diane. "I have to go now. Lois, would you be so 
kind as to tidy up the dishes just so Chad doesn't get at them. I'm going to 
run next door." She folded up her napkin and set it next to an empty plate, 
giving Lois a knowing grin. "On second thought, don't bother with them. I'll 
take Chad along with me. Sandra and I have some chatting to do. She babysits 
for dogs and she told me someone wants to sell a big beautiful German 
shepherd by the name of Champ."


After Diane had walked out the door, Paul hungrily gobbled down a few more 
bites of meatloaf. A warm rush of embarrassment flooded his cheeks. He'd 
never seen a girl quite like this one sitting next to him; so beautiful, so 
sultry, so sexy! He felt like he was on his first date! Imagine, he thought, 
me the big stud of the grocery store being turned on by a thirteen year old 
from the sticks of Wyoming!


He looked down at her, her ripely budding breasts seemed to leap out at his 
face from under the tight light pink sweater which perfectly matched the 
rosiness of her cheeks. Her sweater seemed to have come accidentally open a 
few buttons so that her cleavage was really startling. The swelling hillocks 
of her healthy young breasts were of such creamy smooth flesh that it really 
was all he could do to keep from ravishing her right on the spot.


Suddenly she was on her feet. "Would you like to watch television?"


He took the moment to stuff his pulsating cock back into his pants with a 
deep sigh as he watched her jounce into the living room, her long black 
curls bouncing around her back, her surprisingly mature buttocks wiggling in 
a sensual excitement.


He couldn't keep his eyes off her now. His cock had remained huge and hard, 
and was currently throbbing as if it were filled with gunpowder and about to 
be detonated. He pushed back his chair and staggered to his feet, wiping his 
lips clumsily with his napkin and dropped it to the floor. He moved towards 
the lovely figure.


Lois was changing the channels on the television set. "Looks like there's 
nothing good on tonight. Maybe we'll just have to find other entertainment."


Paul felt his blood boil as he approached her. It seemed as if yet another 
one of the buttons on her sweater had come open, revealing yet another 
gorgeously tantalizing expanse of soft warm flesh. Paul was amazed to be 
able to glimpse one of the large strawberry crests on her breasts, for the 
already low-cut sweater had come open that much.


Now she turned on the radio, saying, "Bet they have some real good rock 
stations out here, huh?"


He felt the sweat pouring out on his forehead. His tremendous erection was 
sticky up pointedly in his Levi's, and he was at a total loss as to what to 
do. Should he dance with her or should he try to fuck her right now knowing 
that Mrs. Allen come walking in the door any second and throw a raging fit 
over her jealousy.


But what was she doing now? God, he couldn't stand it much longer. She was 
dancing in time to the rock music, and as she swayed closer to him, humming 
through the music, the next button of her braless sweater came open, and now 
both of her breasts were in fairly plain view right down to the nipples.


"Paul," she murmured huskily, reaching down to grab the point where his cock 
was sticking out a mile. "Don't I have beautiful titties, Paul?"


Paul looked down at her firmly developing young thirteen year old breasts 
out of the corner of his eye, nervously wetting his lips with his tongue. 
This was a dream come true! Lois had such glorious young breasts with those 
oversize nipples that no guy could help but want to suck on them. Then, 
before he knew what was happening she was tattooing the back of his neck 
with her fingernails and drawing his head down, down, down ... until the 
magnetic attraction between his lips and the nipples of her left breast 
could not longer be fought....


"Oooooh, Paul," she crooned ecstatically as his mouth drew in her distended 
nipple and as much of the surrounding breast flesh as he could get, sucking 
ravenously like a baby who hadn't sucked a nipple in days. "Ooooh, Paul," 
she sighed, her eyes rolling upward, her hand reaching down for the 
elongated bulge of his fully erect cock again. "Ooooh, you're sucking on my 
titties like you reallleee wannnt meee to fuck you."


Lois had never had anyone's lips fastened so beautifully on the sensitive 
little nipples of her tits before, and as her new lover sucked hungrily, his 
hand came up to grip her other breast, squeezing it and twisting it. She 
groaned and panted for air. Who would have thought that a boy playing with 
her breasts like this would have such a wild effect on her? Her virginal 
little cunt was flowing in heated anticipation, soaking her sparse young 
pussy-fuzz.


As for Paul, he felt delirious. He had never seen such firmly magnificent 
young breasts before, and the fact that they belonged to an older woman's 
niece and he had already fucked that older woman, made them all the more 
exciting. He sucked, mouthed, nibbled and licked ravenously. Her large hard 
nipple was batted about by his tongue and then nibbled thrillingly with his 
teeth. Lois squeezed the bulge in his pants lasciviously and moaned, her 
beautiful head lying back in wantonness, her shining black hair lying all 
the way down to the top of her curvaceous buttocks.


"Ooooh," she exulted, squeezing his cock hungrily. "I've wanted to suck your 
cock ever since I first saw you."


Paul pushed her back toward the couch until she sat down on it. By now he 
was so out of his mind with desire he had totally forgotten Mrs. Allen and 
wouldn't have cared if she walked in the door right now and watched. All he 
could think about was fucking this little thirteen year old creature.


He propped up her legs so that her skirt fell off the sides of the couch, 
and was surprised to find that she wasn't wearing any panties. Her black 
little pussy fuzz was all wet and seeping the oval wet folds of her spread 
open little cunt looked as shiny as if they had been greased with warm 
melted butter.


"God," he murmured in adoration of the sparse young pussy curls and her 
open, desirable young cunt. It looked even better to him than it had 
yesterday afternoon, and the few glasses of wine had helped too. Lois was 
the most beautiful thing he'd ever laid his eyes on. He cupped his hands 
under her firmly resilient buttocks and drew her loins toward his mouth as 
if her pink little cuntal slit were another wine cup to drink from. In 
another moment his lips were moving through her sparse pubic fuzz and then 
touching her moistly quivering pussy. He slipped his tongue in through the 
hot layers of wet flesh to locate her clitoris, and sucked on it madly, 
dragging little cries, groans and sighs of ecstasy from her deep within her 
lust-constricted throat.


"Oh, oh, Paul! If you only knew how great that feels to my pussy! Oh my God! 
Please! Fuck it!"


This last lewd phrase pushed the mindlessly aroused young man completely 
over the edge of reason. Staggering to his feet to straighten out his pants, 
he unzipped his Levi's and pushed down his shorts as well.


Lois gasped as her fifteen year old lover's virile young cock sprang upward 
out of its confining clothing. She felt as if she were going blind with 
happiness. This was the moment she'd been waiting for!


"Fuck it, fuck it!" she cried, pointing to her wetly throbbing cunt. "I'm a 
virgin, Paul, doesn't that turn you on?"


These words affected him as if she had bit the end of his cock. Dropping to 
his knees again so his loins were even with her hotly writhing little pussy, 
he reached forward and pulled her lewdly writhing little body towards him. 
His excitedly pulsating cock passed smoothly forward between her 
outstretched legs touching wetly against her sleek young thighs, and then at 
last was passing through the warm, moist curls of pussy fuzz covering her 
tight little cunt.


When the rubbery soft tip at last brushed against her hotly seeping cuntal 
mouth, he felt his cockhead would burst. At last! He closed his eyes and a 
million loving little tentacles, undulating and kissing it all over. Paul 
sighed, then cried out momentarily-as she did-when his massive cock head 
fucked up against the soft, tissue paper fragility of her hymen. And then it 
was passing through and up into her virginal cunt, all of the wet warmth of 
her vaginal walls closing about his hardness lovingly.


He looked down and could see his heavily rigid, blood-bloated cock 
disappearing up into her belly, just the tiniest speck of blood dripping to 
the couch. He put his arms around her excitedly undulating hips, and buried 
his nostrils in her scented young hair. Her warm little breast pressed 
strongly up against his chest as he ran his hands all over the exciting 
nakedness of her teenage flesh.


This was the moment he had been waiting for. His pelvis lurched forward, 
embedding his hardened young staff of male flesh deep up inside her tightly 
clasping cunt until their pelvic mounds bumped and ground together, their 
pubic hairs becoming intertwined momentarily before he jerked his hips 
backward again and his wetly glistening cock came sliding out with her 
cuntal lips clinging hungrily to the thickly impaling shaft. Then he gently 
fucked it forward again, burying his hardness in the warm, enveloping 
softness of her vaginal walls again. Her hotly grinding little cunt was snug 
but as smooth and as wet as could be as he fucked in and out of her wetly 
throbbing pussy, their bellies smacking together, his balls bouncing softly 
against the couch cushion.


"Oh Paul, I love you!" she cried, licking his ear and washing it out, then 
taking its lobe entirely into her sultry young mouth and sucking on it. Paul 
sighed and shut his eyes, delirious with happiness. This was the most 
wonderful thing he had ever experienced.


So wonderful, in fact, that he failed to notice entirely the sounds of 
Diane's key turning in the lock.


In another moment, Diane had Chad lifted onto the couch and gotten him up 
into a standing position so that his own glistening pink cock was sliding 
forward out of its hairy sheath.


Lois inclined her head toward him and took in as much of the dog's immense 
cock into her mouth as she could, sucking ravenously as her boyfriend fucked 
her.


By the time Paul had opened his eyes and noticed what was going on, he was 
too far gone to care. And anyway his moral position did not enter into it 
since he was fucking Mrs. Allen's niece on the same couch where he had 
fucked the older woman many times before. He couldn't very well protest then 
if she was sucking on her pet dog's cock. So he merely closed his eyes again 
and continued fucking deep and rhythmically into her openly flowing little 
cunt.


Diane removed her clothes and then sat down naked in a chair as she watched 
her niece being fucked by her delivery boy in her pussy and her German 
shepherd lover in her hungrily devouring mouth. She just sat there calmly 
rubbing her fingers into the slippery wet folds of her pussy. She would want 
to have Chad's long beautiful penis fucking up inside her rectum next while 
she sucked on her little fifteen year old boyfriend's cock, and wouldn't 
that be a surprise for the delivery boy!


Then, moving over by the boy and gripping his sweat-soaked black curls, 
Diane twisted his head around to bring his nose and mouth directly in 
contact with her hotly squirming pussy.


Paul groaned, his mouth salivating and his tongue flicked out hotly to 
penetrate the wet, hotly trickling folds, moving inward swiftly through her 
hair-lined furrow to lick at her vibrating little clitoris. Diane groaned, 
her head falling back with all her long auburn hair falling back over her 
smoothly curved asscheeks. The nearness of her huge hard breasts also acted 
like a magnet for Chad's lengthy red tongue, and he began lapping them 
hungrily in a dual assault of oralism. By now Paul could feel his cum start 
thundering up from his wildly throbbing balls. He groaned wildly, shuddered 
once, and then he was spewing his hotly churning sperm upwards into his 
teenage girl friend's ecstatically rippling virginal cunt-just as Chad also 
began barking and yelping, squirting scalding animal semen down the thirteen 
year old's gluttonously sucking throat.


With cum being poured into her feverishly absorbing little belly from both 
ends, the lasciviously groaning thirteen year old girl reached her own 
orgasm as well, gushing a clear viscous fluid all over the boyfriend's still 
fucking cock as she wailed in rapture around the deeply fucking animal cock 
in her mouth. "I'm cumming, everybody, oh God, I'm cumming out my titties!"


Her mind was spun with ecstasy and she wanted to swoon-but not before her 
hungry little cunt and mouth had absorbed as much cum into her belly as she 
could take.


By their side, Diane was also reaching climax under the mouths and tongues 
of the fifteen year old delivery boy and her animal lover. Diane groaned and 
twisted as if she were trying to get away, then ground her wildly throbbing 
cunt over her delivery boy's face, groaning endlessly as series of 
cunt-splitting orgasms rent her flesh, one on top of the other, from 
toenails to hair ends.


By the time the four of them had stopped shuddering, the two females were 
lying on their backs on the carpet, holding hands and moaning as only 
well-fucked women can moan. Paul looked at the restfully satiated Chad, 
paused momentarily and then stretched out his hand to shake the big dog's 
forepaw.


"We're all one now," he said silkenly, "we're going to have a wonderful 
summer together, all four of us. I'll bring you all the bones you can eat, 
Chad ... and, maybe, I'll even take you down to the grocery store and let 
you get a little piece of Martha's pussy in the cooler with me!!!"


THE END
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FOREWORD


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many 
centuries, and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer 
for the individual considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except 
that he must be true to himself. The mature individual who has achieved this 
sort of self-honesty and completeness will be little harmed or affected by 
the illogical or irrational opinions of others.


In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this 
truth like an unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters 
faced up to their unusual desires instead of trying to repress them, much of 
the anguish they suffered would logically have been avoided.


The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor 
a revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the 
wisest thinkers through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be 
true," was Shakespeare's way of saying the same thing; but it comes to us 
from still an earlier source, and one which not even the most rigid moralist 
can contest...."Happy is he that condemneth not himself for that which he 
alloweth himself. But he that doubleth is damned if he eat. " Those who deny 
others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to 
consider this quote from Romans.


No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this 
ultimately will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by 
looking at the past and previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief 
glance backwards will also reveal that, in such times, honored traditions 
and concepts were re-examined, and many times discarded. What was considered 
fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it isn't done" or 
"it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of 
pleasure.


The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We 
offer no further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this 
timely work. We now suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. 
A work of art, no matter how contemporary, should speak for itself.


The Publisher


CHAPTER ONE


The brisk winter night air blowing in madly from Long Island Sound seemed to 
slap Don Baker in the face as he emerged from the movie theater, his arm 
wrapped protectively around the shoulders of his beautiful blonde fiance. He 
could feel her voluptuous, full-breasted body shivering violently beneath 
her heavy wool coat so he ushered her quickly into the car and turned on the 
motor, then the car's heater. While they sat waiting for the car to warm up, 
he felt her slender gloved hand slip over to his knees where her fingers 
began to trace teasingly exciting circles atop his trousers.


Despite the fact that he was thirty-four years old, the dark-haired junior 
high school teacher still had the sexual drives and instincts of a twenty 
year old and now he, too, began to shiver-but not from the cold! It was all 
he could do to restrain himself, to keep from tearing her clothes off right 
then and there, to refrain from driving his already turgidly excited cock 
deep up into the warmth and moisture of her alluringly enticing cunt. He 
heard Karen Marshall giggle teasingly and, turning towards her, saw the 
unmistakable glimmer of roguish sensuality in her lovely blue eyes. But Don 
was determined not to make the same mistake with Karen that he had made with 
his first wife....


"Shall we stop off at The Grill for a drink, darling?" he asked casually, 
hoping she hadn't noticed the distinct bulge in the crotch of his pants, 
just above where her tender touch still rested on his muscular thigh.


"Yes ... I'd like that," the curvaceous young blonde responded, bending her 
head towards Don to teasingly kiss at the back of his neck.


Summoning all of his feeble self-control, Don shifted the car into gear and 
drove off, arriving about fifteen minutes later in front of an old wooden 
building whose neon sign read "The Long Island Grill" in bright red letters. 
By the time they walked through the door, the terrible aching hardness in 
his cock had diminished somewhat although the ardent fires of desire still 
burned hotly within him. As he removed her coat, his dark brown eyes studied 
the sensuous hills and valleys of Karen Marshall's lovely young body, the 
way her upswelling breasts seemed to fight against the constraining fabric 
of her light wool dress, the way her flaring womanly hips seemed to be 
hugged so tightly by her short, tight skirt, the way her alluringly fleshy 
thighs peeped out from beneath that skirt....


"Pardon me for a minute, darling," Don said after they had seated themselves 
at, their usual table in the corner. "I'll be right back. Just order me the 
usual."


The sexually aroused young man hadn't been gone for ten minutes when he 
returned from the men's room to see his glamorous blonde fiance sitting at 
their table talking to another man! Don had never seen him before but he 
didn't look like a very pleasant character with his black, bushy eyebrows 
and hawk-like nose over a thin-lipped mouth and a rather pointed chin. And 
Don definitely didn't like the way the stranger was sitting so close to his 
sensually enticing young fiance....


Karen looked up, smiling, as she saw Don approach the table. "Darling," she 
said immediately, reaching out to take Don's hand in her own small, slender 
one. "This is my boss, John Grey. John, this is Don Baker."


"Oh ... hi," Don replied, somewhat sullenly. John Grey! So this was Karen's 
boss! God, she had talked about him enough ... almost enough to make a guy 
jealous ... but he was such a repulsive looking old brute ... how could 
Karen put up with him, working with him day after day, depending upon him 
for the good reports that would earn her a promotion in the department store 
where she worked?


"Well ... nice meeting you," John Grey answered, holding out his hand. Don 
shook the offered hand without enthusiasm and was relieved when Karen's boss 
went on to say, "I'll be leaving now ... see you tomorrow morning, Karen, at 
the store."


Don took a long gulp from his drink, thinking that he had been meaning to 
bring the subject up for days and that now was as good a time as any-perhaps 
better!


"Well, darling, what do you think? A June wedding? Or July?" He paused for a 
moment, taking the young blonde's hand warmly between his two strong ones. 
"I know a girl doesn't get married every day ... but you're going to have to 
make up your mind pretty soon so that we can make all the arrangements."


"Yes, you're right, darling, absolutely right," Karen replied with a slight 
coy tremor in her voice. "And as far as I'm concerned, tomorrow wouldn't be 
too soon! But, of course, you must wait until the school year is over...." 
she continued, her eyes blazing directly into his. And then her tone 
softened, almost as if she didn't want anyone else to hear. "I do love you, 
darling. You know that, don't you? I love you so much ... it hurts 
sometimes!"


Don lowered his gaze. Yes, of course he knew. He knew exactly what she was 
talking about. He knew that his excitingly beautiful, sensual young fiance 
couldn't understand why, despite her best efforts, he insisted that they not 
consummate their love for each other until after they were married. But he 
didn't really want to talk about that again ... not now ... she would only 
think he was being stubborn and ridiculous....


"Look, you know I want to do this thing right," the handsome young English 
teacher continued. "I want an announcement in the newspapers, with a picture 
of us-and Debbie, too! How would she like to be included in her mother's 
engagement picture?"


"Oh, darling, I know she'd love it," the sumptuous young blonde answered 
enthusiastically. "She has been begging me for a new father ever since she 
was old enough to realize that everyone else had one and she didn't! She was 
only three, of course, when Bob died. So she hardly remembers him."


Don had vowed time and time again not to be jealous of Bob Marshall, but a 
troubled expression now crossed his handsome young features. It was absurd, 
really, to be jealous of a man who had died ten years ago ... maybe he was 
simply jealous because Karen's first marriage had been so rewardingly 
successful and his had been instead a dismal failure. The ruggedly handsome 
young teacher knew that he was older now, more mature, that Karen was as 
different from his first wife Fay as the sun is different from the moon, and 
that this marriage would not flounder and break apart as his first one had. 
But somehow ... just the fact that there was ever another man in Karen's 
life seemed to make the blood boil in his veins!


Suddenly, Don felt the warmth of Karen's slender hands engulfing his and he 
looked up into her tender, understanding, loving eyes. Her voice was just 
barely above a whisper as she spoke, leaning over so that her hot breath 
bathed his face.


"Darling, forget about Fay. You know I love you ... very much. Very much, 
indeed, and I wouldn't give you up for anything in the world." Don felt a 
shiver of desire race up his spine as his gleaming eyes lowered momentarily 
to appreciatively survey the full thrusting curves of her ample breasts 
beneath her white wool dress. Looking up again, he saw a mischievous glint 
in her eyes and the curve of a smile upon her lush, full lips. How could she 
have read his thoughts so accurately? God, she was really one woman in a 
thousand!


"I love you ... and I warn you...." she crooned softly near his ear, "and 
I'll be faithful to you always. And I'm a lucky woman to have you!"


Don realized that he was really the lucky one. A woman as good-looking as 
Karen Marshall didn't come along every day and he was amazed that she had 
gone for ten years without a husband. With a face and body like hers, he 
wouldn't be surprised to learn that she had broken an entire string of 
hearts from Long Island all the way out to California! He had been dating 
the gorgeous young blonde for six months now but he knew that now she was 
growing more and more impatient with him. Again and again, the subject of 
sex had cropped up in their conversations lately and the handsome young 
teacher knew that his evasive answers were not at all satisfying to the 
hot-blooded, voluptuous young creature he was going to marry within a few 
months.


He had tried to explain to her once that he sincerely wanted to wait until 
they were married before making love to her. Not that he didn't want to make 
love to her now! God, just looking at her was enough to send his cock 
surging up into vibrantly throbbing life! And it wasn't as if he didn't 
enjoy sex! He had managed to screw plenty of different women since his 
divorce, women he had met in various bars or out at the race track. But 
Karen was different. Karen was special. And he didn't want to ruin their 
relationship by being overly ardent, overly eager and demanding, the way he 
had ruined his marriage to Fay.


Over the seven years since his divorce, Don Baker had learned to satisfy his 
admittedly voracious passions on women, he didn't care for ... and 
sometimes, he had even relieved his own sex-driven body's unsatisfied 
passions at night, when he was alone, in the darkness of his bedroom ... It 
wasn't that he wanted to live that way. It was just that he didn't dare risk 
the heartbreak he had suffered before that night he remembered so well.


Yes, Don could still clearly recall the shocking scene that had occurred in 
that modest little apartment he and Fay had rented in Linton, New Jersey 
after they had moved there from North Carolina. They had been married for 
almost two years by then and Don could sense that something was seriously 
wrong between them even before they arrived in New Jersey. He had hoped, 
vaguely, that the change of scene would refresh their wilting relationship 
and restore it to its once glorious happiness. But it hadn't worked out that 
way.


Although Fay still said she loved him, whenever he reached over at night to 
warmly caress her sensuously enticing body, he could feel her draw away from 
him. At first, he thought it was merely that she was working so hard, that 
she was tired at night and wanted nothing more than a good night's sleep to 
prepare her for another day's work. But he could tell, little by little, 
that it wasn't merely exhaustion which inhibited her. It was something else, 
something he couldn't understand. He had never thought of Fay as frigid, not 
after the first explosively exciting weeks of their marriage. And Don had 
wanted nothing more than to continue that enchanting excitement forever ... 
to continue to make mad and passionately stimulating love to his gorgeous 
wife every single night, sometimes two or three times a night!


It was humiliating for the young teacher to remember that horrifying night 
of their final separation. He had come home from work early and was relaxing 
in front of the TV with a-beer, watching the evening news. He had already 
showered and changed, splashing on practically a quart of cologne, and his 
heart began to race madly when he heard her car pull into the driveway. 
Tonight, he had vowed, would be different. He would be patient ... gentle 
... loving ... she would be completely unable to resist his warmly embracing 
charms.


Don felt the familiar tightening in his throat now and he blinked back the 
tears of anger that began to well in his chocolate-brown eyes. As he looked 
back, he could see how foolish he had been to even dream of a reconciliation 
between them, but at the time all he could think of was his sensuously 
proportioned young wife and how very much he desired her and wanted to make 
glorious love with her. So he had eagerly raced to the front door with a 
glass of champagne in each hand, only to be stopped dead, speechless, in the 
doorway. With incredulous disbelief, he stared into his wife's mocking eyes 
and into the defiantly confident eyes of the tall, broad-shouldered man who 
stood by her side. Finally, Fay had brushed past her husband, bringing her 
new-found lover into their apartment to announce that she had decided to 
leave him and to live instead with this strange man in Connecticut.


The stunned young husband had nearly dropped both glasses of champagne and 
barely managed to mutter, "But ... Fay ... I don't understand!"


"Don't you?" she spat back angrily. "Well, let's put it this way, Don," she 
snarled. "I want a man, not a sex-machine for a husband. I want a man who 
knows how to do something besides hop into bed any time of the day or night! 
I'm not a prissy little virgin but then I'm not a sex-fiend, either!"


Too shocked and confused to listen to any more of his wife's tirade, Don 
Baker grabbed his jacket, jumped into his car and sped off to the nearest 
bar. The ugly words seemed to sting into his skin like porcupine needles as 
he sobbed quietly into beer after beer. What had gone wrong? Why had Fay 
objected to his sexual demands? That was what marriage was all about, wasn't 
it? And it wasn't as if she didn't enjoy sex! God, those first weeks they 
were married she could hardly get enough of it!


But nothing Don Baker said to himself that night or since had succeeded in 
easing the mortifying guilt that had wracked his conscience. He had vowed 
that very night as he returned to his empty apartment that never again would 
he allow his over-zealous sex drives to sabotage another relationship with a 
woman. No, if he ever again found a woman he could love, he would have to 
take extra care not to become too overbearing with his sexual demands ... 
besides, there would always be whores around to relieve his frustrations if 
they got too bad....


Now, Don's eyes seemed to light up as he gazed across the table at his 
magnificently proportioned young fiance. Her beauty dazzled him, as it had 
the very first day he had seen her in the department store where she worked. 
Now, he wondered why he had waited so long, practically six months, before 
asking her out to dinner for the first time. Perhaps it had only been 
because he couldn't believe that she was not already swamped with men asking 
her out, more men than she could probably handle!


And Karen, for her part, had been immediately attracted to the ruggedly 
handsome young teacher the first time she saw him walking up to her counter 
at the store. Her eyes had feasted on his strong, rugged frame, obviously 
muscular and lean even beneath his sports jacket and slacks. Holding his 
hands tightly now between her small, slender ones, she wondered vaguely why 
he seemed so reluctant to make love to her. That silly story about the way 
his wife had deceived him had occurred seven years before-surely he couldn't 
still be worrying about that! Besides, his sexual appetite couldn't possibly 
be more voracious than her own! Ever since Bob had died, her love-starved 
vagina had been greedy for the feel of a long, hot, heatedly pulsing penis 
and now she was so close ... and yet so far....


"Ummmm ... yes, I do love you, Don," she murmured, watching the glowing 
light in his eyes as he drank in all of her voluptuously offered beauty. He 
had to give in and make love to her soon! He just had to, before she went 
stark-raving mad!


She had tried in every subtle way she knew to show him that he need not fear 
overpowering her with the potency of his desires. She wanted him as badly as 
he wanted her, so each time she saw him now she would teasingly place her 
hand along his muscular thigh ... or let her fingers grip the back of his 
neck and trace maddening little circles around his ear ... or she would 
whisper close to him so that her hotly urgent breath would bathe his 
handsome face ... and whenever they danced, she would press tightly against 
him so that the straining swells of her ample breasts would be crushed 
against his chest and her thigh would move enticingly and provocatively 
against his ... but nothing seemed to work.


There was obviously something holding him back, a barrier which she could 
not penetrate, some invisible fortress that locked in his natural masculine 
passions. If only she could find the key ... it had something to do with 
Fay, with that idiot of a girl he had been married to ... but it had to be 
more than the awful story of that last evening ... something more 
deep-rooted than that ... after all, she, Karen, was a different woman with 
perhaps more ardent desires and surely Don must realize that!


That Don Baker wanted to make love to Karen as much as she wanted to make 
love to him was apparent by the next man's next remark.


"Karen ... listen ... why don't we get married right away? That way we could 
be together ... really together ... and...." His voice faded and his 
expectant smile fell away as he saw Karen suddenly and almost imperceptibly 
stiffen and glance anxiously around her.


"Don ... you know I love you. But we both agreed it would be best to wait 
until June or July. Remember?" she chided in a sharp whisper. "And keep your 
voice down-remember, I haven't told Debbie yet that we're setting the date 
and I want her to be the first to know!"


Don donned, then leaned forward to kiss his lovely blonde fiance gently on 
the cheek. Despite the warm, loving smile he wore, Karen found herself 
avoiding his level brown-eyed gaze. How could she explain to her 
love-starved young fiance that she had to wait until June, until after her 
impending promotion, to marry him? She loved him, of course, and wanted him 
desperately, more desperately than he could possibly imagine. And she wanted 
to go to bed with him that very night-but not to marry him just yet was 
imperative. John Grey had very openly admitting that her promotion hinged on 
his recommendation, and that he would be more likely to give her a favorable 
report if she would succumb to his advances. Of course, she had no intention 
of actually doing anything with him ... but as long as he believed there was 
a possibility that she would welcome his seductive advances ... and since he 
had to decide one way or the other within two weeks ... Yes, I can stall him 
that long, and then when I have secured that promotion, everything will be 
all right, she mused.


"But darling," Don was saying ardently, "we could tell Debbie tonight, and 
then go up to Lake George for the weekend and get married! What do you say? 
Let's do it!"


"Don ... listen, I-" Suddenly, the waiter appeared with two more glasses and 
Karen paused discreetly. She watched pensively as Don paid for the two 
drinks, her thoughts a dizzying swirl of confusion. If only she could break 
through that mysterious barrier of his, he wouldn't be so terribly anxious 
to get married right away. She took a sip from her drink and felt the warmth 
of the brandy radiate through her sensuous young body and she made an abrupt 
decision to seduce her fiance that night-and to seduce him successfully! 
That was the only way out of this dilemma! He only wanted to get married 
right away, she realized, because the passions burning in his hot-blooded 
loins could no longer be contained! And if that was true, then getting his 
rigidly throbbing cock into her hungry white belly would be no problem!


"Here's to you, darling," she crooned softly, lifting her glass and clinking 
it against his. "Here's to my wonderful future husband, the most marvelous 
man in the whole world!"


Don drank smilingly, his eyes feasting on the sensuous beauty of his 
beautiful young blonde fiance. He didn't understand why she had been so 
evasive about getting married right away, but he trusted her and knew that 
she must have good reasons. Probably, she wanted Debbie to feel involved in 
their marriage plans, to reassure her daughter that loving Don didn't mean a 
lessening of her motherly love. He knew that Debbie liked him and she was a 
marvelous, well-behaved, beautiful child, a younger mirror-image of her 
glamorous blonde mother. But Karen was probably right-it would be better for 
the child if this marriage didn't happen abruptly.


The engaged young couple left the bar a few minutes later, cuddling close 
together as they leaned against the strong ocean wind that seemed to chill 
their bones. Karen's beautiful face was glowing with happy contentment ten 
minutes later when Don pulled the car up in front of her small house and 
again they huddled close together, their arms and bodies intertwined, as 
they walked from the street to the front door, giggling and laughing like 
two teenagers.


"I know you've got school tomorrow, and I've got to go to work too, but why 
don't you come in for a nightcap?" she asked as she slid the key in the 
door.


"Won't we disturb Debbie?"


He's not going to get out of it this time!"


"No, don't worry, darling," she said coyly. "Debbie is asleep by now. Come 
on ... just one nice warm brandy to warm you up for the drive home!"


The handsome junior high school teacher could feel the blood swirling 
through his reeling brain and his cock immediately jumped as if sparked by a 
thousand volts of electricity. "Sure, darling, one nice warm brandy," he 
said, hoping she wouldn't detect the tremor in his voice.


God, she was a gorgeous woman, he thought to himself, as she pushed the 
front door open. Of all the women he had ever seen or known or made love to 
in the past seven years, Karen Marshall had to be the most beautiful and the 
most enticingly desirable. And what a lucky man he was that she loved him 
above all others! Look at her! She may be thirty-two years old, but she 
looks more like twenty-two, and a beauty queen at that!


Shrugging off her coat, she sat down close beside him on the couch so that 
the heated warmth from her thighs seemed to melt the chill in his bones. "Do 
you know how handsome you are when your cheeks are all red from the cold?" 
she crooned seductively, her hand once again reaching down to his 
trouser-encased thigh where her fingers twirled and swirled provocatively. A 
shiver of lust coiled up the young man's spine as he felt her warm body so 
close to his and her lush red lips brushed across his face. He began to feel 
strangely uncomfortable for some reason, and yet alarmingly stimulated at 
the same time. Her lips were cool against his face and yet their very touch 
seemed to sear and burn his skin like a branding iron as he drank in the 
sweet fragrance of her perfume.


"Maybe I ought to get us some brandy," Don suggested lamely. "A little 
brandy for the cold night air."


"I'm not cold," the young blonde teased smilingly as her handsome young 
fiance got up and walked towards the small bar across the room. She watched 
him take the bottle and two glasses, filling each, and she mused over the 
way things were going so far. Hopefully, he hadn't suspected anything when 
she balked at getting married right away and, hopefully, he was becoming 
excited by the obvious and provocative advances she was shamelessly making 
right now! Although alcohol almost always went straight to her head, Karen 
didn't think she was imagining the intensely burning emotion that shone from 
Don's eyes tonight. She wondered if he would once again be strong enough to 
deny those prickling sensations of excitement that she knew he was already 
feeling, perhaps even more strongly than she was feeling them!


"There," he said, moving to where she sat on the couch and handing her a 
glass. He sat down beside her, hoping that the burning in his cheeks was not 
a crimson blush and said in what he hoped was a steady, even voice, "Listen, 
do you mind if I take off my suit jacket? It's getting a little warm in 
here."


"Warm? Ummmm ... go ahead, darling. You can take off all your clothes, if 
you want to!" Don listened to her sensuous giggle and felt another surge of 
vibrant energy running through his already excited cock. Turning to look at 
his fiance's beautiful, flushed face, he saw her little pink tongue dart out 
and play mischievously along her upper lip as she raised her glass to her 
mouth. She sipped at her drink while he did the same, her eyes never leaving 
his face, her vacant hand returning now to its provocative position on his 
thigh.


Somewhere in the back of his mind, Don was aware that he and Karen were 
simply playing a game, that both of their bodies were inflamed with a 
glowing, scorching passion that could not be denied for much longer. It was 
suddenly obvious that Karen was watching, waiting, asking him silently for 
the cue that would allow them to come together, to finally overcome his fear 
of giving in to his natural, human passions. There was no mistaking his 
glazing desire for her ... and she was as aware of it as he was.


Yes, I want her, damn it! I want her right here and now, on the couch of her 
own living room! I want to drive my cock so far into her that she'll split 
in two! His thoughts raced like wildfire through his mind and he felt 
suddenly elated and awed by the new freedom he had allowed himself. Face it, 
he told himself, you want her and you want her now! How long had it been 
since he had touched a woman intimately, shared the true joys of loivng 
sexual encounter? Years ... although it seemed now more like a lifetime.


But did he dare give in to this now overpowering desire that was painfully 
gnawing at his insides and darting through his aching cock? After all the 
years of self-control ... did he dare now to submit to his own wanton 
passions?


They drank more brandy. They talked, their words rambling around each other 
without ever sinking in. They drank still more brandy. She sat so close 
beside him on the couch, the warmth of her sensuous thigh permeating his 
skin through his trousers. Without thinking, he slid his arm around her 
shoulder, encircling her warmly, pulling her closer. She offered no 
resistance. Don kissed his young blonde fiance, long and hard, probing the 
warmth of her mouth with his hotly thrusting tongue.


"Don ... oh Don, I can't stand it! I just can't wait any longer," Karen 
Marshall moaned, gasping harshly when they paused for breath. Her blazing 
blue eyes glowed with swirling lust as her eyes traveled over the muscular 
contours of his body, her breasts heaving and swelling on her chest, her 
nipples obviously hard and taut beneath her dress. Don was tempted. His 
fingers ached to tear off the protective layers of her clothing that had 
always remained between them, his own frustrated desire driving him nearly 
insane.


"Don ... oh, Don, I love you so much! And I want you! You want me, too, I 
know you do!" she cried, her voice choked with emotion.


"Please ... please, Karen, let's get married. Now! Right away!" he sighed, 
holding her warmly soft body close, breathing in the intoxicating aroma of 
her fragrant perfume.


"What does that have to do with anything?" Oh Don, we know we love each 
other and we know we desire each other. I don't understand why we have to 
wait for a damned marriage certificate!" she cried almost angrily, feeling 
tears of pain and frustration flooding from her eyes. She tried to blink 
back the tears, knowing that Don would become upset to see her so disturbed. 
But the many drinks she had already had gave her a boldness and a 
recklessness which she had always lacked before. "God, Don, can't you see 
... can't you tell ... how badly I want you ... long and hot and hard ... 
inside me? I'm going to go ... absolutely crazy ... totally insane ... oh 
Don! Oh, God!"


Don could hardly believe the frank honesty and nearly obscene language that 
had tumbled from her lips in her frustration and pain. A brand new sensation 
of overwhelming excitement flooded through his reluctant body as he finally 
realized what a hot-blooded woman she was. Karen looked into his eyes 
pleadingly, her own stained with tears, hoping that she hadn't gone too far, 
hoping that her plea would hit home and that her frustrations would at last 
be alleviated. He turned to her with compassion in her loving eyes and she 
knew that she had won! At last! At long last it was all going to happen just 
the way she had hoped for so long that it would!


Smiling gently, he took her into his arms and pressed his upper torso 
tightly against hers, his hard throbbing penis pressuring hotly against his 
trousers, his big hands caressing the small of her back and, beneath that, 
her gently rounded buttocks. He pulled her to her feet and held her closer 
still, whispering hotly into her ear, "Oh darling, I want you, too! You know 
I do! You are all I'll ever want in the whole world!"


Don held her close, drinking in her sweet womanly fragrance, no longer 
struggling against his conscience or his fears. Oh God, he had never wanted 
anything more in his life than to feel that those wonderfully upswelling, 
hard-nippled breasts which now pressed so warmly against his chest. He could 
feel his cock pressuring against her soft abdomen and he could almost 
imagine it slipping up inside her body ... drilling up, ever upward into the 
hot, velvety moist channel of her love-hungry cunt ... strong and hard, 
filling her completely with his rigidly throbbing masculinity! He could, 
even now, nearly feel the ecstasy of it rubbing and plunging in and out of 
her wetly clinging loins ... yes ... yes ... yes, at last!


He kissed her again and teased lovingly at her soft, full lips with the 
pointed tip of his tongue. Silently, Karen was celebrating her complete 
victory over her fiance's reluctance. It was going to be glorious, 
magnificent, pure and exquisite ecstasy, all the more exciting since they 
had been denying themselves for so long! Soon his turgidly pulsing penis 
would storm the bastion of her cock-hungry cunt, transporting both of them 
to heights of sheer bliss they had never known before! Oh, to once again 
feel a loving man's mouth at her succulent young breasts ... to feel his 
fingers teasing through the fleece of her pubic mound ... to feel his 
urgently throbbing hardness plunging into her hotly clasping cunt!


His lips were locked on hers now and she let hers open slowly as his tongue 
teased around them, tracing their contours before driving hotly into her 
mouth. Her warm, sweet breath panted gently onto his face as he slipped his 
hand down into the bodice of her dress, where his fingers pried under the 
flimsy fabric of her brassiere. Massaging and stroking at one of the 
maturely ripened mounds that suddenly thrust free of their confinement, he 
moved his exploring fingertips even closer to the already tautened nipple, 
caressing it and rolling it teasingly between his fingers until finally it 
was completely hardened, a tiny distended point pressing into the palm of 
his hand.


"Oh God! Oh yes! Ooooohhhh!" the lust-incited young woman gasped 
breathlessly, the sparks of passion igniting throughout her soft womanly 
body.


Don was astonished as he discovered the high-set round firmness of her young 
breasts, and he explored them with mounting delight and passion. His blood 
seemed near boiling in his veins as he marveled at the luscious shapeliness 
of her body. Her flesh was like velvet to his touch, smooth and satiny and 
her entire body seemed wracked by an intense sexual desire he had never 
found in any woman before. He felt his painfully hard cock jerking against 
the yielding plane of her soft belly and he impatiently reached around to 
yank down the zipper of her short dress. Then, reveling in the intoxicating 
first opportunity to touch her marvelously sensual body, unprotected by her 
clothing, he slowly ran his hands down the length of her slender ribs and 
under her loosened dress skirt to her sensuously flaring hips, then moved 
back firmly over her panty-clad buttocks. Darting sensations of lust surged 
through him as he heard his young blonde fiance moan and gasp with wanton 
pleasure and move even more tightly against him.


Karen was almost beside herself with the urgent intensity of her 
long-starved passion. Her mind seemed to whirl dizzily and she willingly 
melted against the overpoweringly exciting demands of his loving, searching 
hands. God, how desperately she wanted him to bury his long pulsing hardness 
into the starving depths of her moistly flowering vagina! Oh how she needed 
him ... wanted him ... loved him ... had to have him! She had waited so very 
long for this precious, special moment when he would succumb to the 
passionate torrent of his own desire!


"Oh yes, darling! Yes ... touch me ... love me ... do it all to me!" she 
cried whimperingly. "Yes ... yes ... oh yes!"


Karen felt Don's warm hand trailing down over the yielding surface of her 
warm belly, down the sleek muscle of her womanly hip, his fingers digging 
under the clinging soft nylon of her panties. "Ooooooohhhhh!" she moaned 
softly as she felt his fingertips slide downwards, digging gently through 
the softly curling patch of pubic hair to the very lips of her cock-hungry 
cunt. She gasped deeply as they first made contact with the fiery, swollen 
bud of her super-sensitive clitoris. Eagerly, the lust-excited young blonde 
locked her lips to his and her tiny tongue shot like a flame into his mouth 
with all the fire of passionate need built up over the years. Again and 
again, she stabbed into his warm mouth, while he sucked at the tiny sweet 
point of her tongue and taunted her erectly burning clitoris between his 
thumb and forefinger. She felt her knees begin to give way beneath her as he 
suddenly slid his probing fingers down between the moistly swollen, 
hair-framed lips of her already seeping vagina and into that moist mouth of 
love. Gradually, he eased his outstretched middle finger inside, burying 
that rigid digit in the depths of her excitedly and hotly dilating pussy 
with breathtaking gentleness.


"Ooooohhhh! God, Don ... that feels ... so good ... aaaaaaahhhhhh ... 
arugh!" he heard her moan again. He knew now that there was no turning back. 
He knew at that very moment that tonight Don Baker would finally fuck Karen 
Marshall! He felt her hand traveling lightly around his waist until her 
fingers eagerly reached for the pulsing hot hardness bulging in the front of 
his trousers. Then, he, too, gasped as those searching fingers wrapped 
themselves around his prick through his clothing.


"Don ... I love you ... more than anything ... in the world ... oooohhhh she 
murmured hotly in his ear as she felt him hurriedly tear at her clothing. 
Her warm, panting body seemed to glow with passion as he pulled her dress up 
over her head and unclasped her brassiere with fingers trembling with 
long-suppressed excitement. Don's breathing now quickened in lust-incited 
delight as he viewed the magnificent, alabaster-smooth spheres of luscious 
flesh that he had allowed himself to touch for the first time tonight. They 
jutted, high and proud and firm, from her slender torso, contrasting 
dramatically with the slim indentation of her waist. In a renewed frenzy of 
desire, Don tossed aside her garments and pressed his warm moist lips into 
the deep cleavage between her warm and ample breasts.


"Oh, darling, how I love you ... how I've waited for this moment ... darling 
... darling ... oooohhhhhhh!" Karen moaned as she felt his hot breath 
rasping against the soft flesh of her breasts. "Yes, darling, love me! Kiss 
me! Touch me! Drive your big beautiful cock straight into me!" she whimpered 
soulfully down at the face that was kissing and sucking at her warmly 
straining young breasts while his relentless hands peeled her panties down 
to her knees.


Don hardly heard her words now, overwhelmed and completely rapt in his own 
passionate lust. His hands continued to fondle and explore her satiny smooth 
flesh, and she gasped aloud at the electrical, sparking sensations surging 
through her long-neglected body as he stopped to pull her panties down to 
her ankles ... and his hot, moist breath teasingly grazed the feverishly 
swollen lips c f her pouting vagina. She was naked now, completely exposed 
to his lust-glazed eyes and her body felt like it was being engulfed by an 
enormous wildfire.


"Oh darling ... yes ... yes ... make me naked ... love me naked ... love me 
now ... I want to feel you inside me...." she gasped. "Please ... I can 
stand it any more!"


Don's' eyes glowed with a lust-inspired determination now, his flickering 
desire inflamed by her urgent pleading. With one easy motion, he pressed her 
naked body back down onto the couch.


Karen was nearly delirious now with the furious flaming of her passion as 
she felt the soft cushions of the couch beneath her. A new surge of 
vibrantly tingling pleasure raced through her as she felt his warm hands 
eagerly pushing her thighs apart and she knew that nothing could stop him 
now. Nothing! It seemed like heaven when she felt his outstretched probing 
finger sinking deeply into her eagerly pulsing vagina once again, causing 
her to writhe with the exquisite sensations shooting through her. Her 
surrender now was as complete as his as she moaned with a passion-choked 
voice, "Oh Don ... oh yes ... oh God, it feels so good ... ooooohhhhhh ... 
aaaahhhhh...."


It was then that she heard the faint metallic sound of his zipper whirring 
down and suddenly she felt the deliciously hard fleshy bluntness of his 
penis heatedly pressing against her creamy upper thigh. Conditioned by her 
own long years of loneliness, her lush body instantly stiffened at the alien 
touch, even as his urgently digging fingers burrowed deeper and deeper 
between her parted legs and into her moistly quivering cuntal passage. Oh, 
how long had it been? Shooting sensations of pleasure engulfed her, wave 
after wave of intoxicating passion surged wildly through her loins and she 
began to arch her hips up to meet his exploring penetration. Hardly 
realizing what she was doing, only know that she had to feel the hot 
hardness of his manhood, she reached down to firmly clasp his blunt-headed 
instrument and her anxious fingers tightened lovingly around its thick 
bloated length.


Lost in the fiery pleasure he was giving her, Karen instinctively squeezed 
tightly around the rigid pole of pleasure, gasping with rapture as she felt 
its answering throb under her fingers. She quivered with surprise when she 
realized the enormity of its girth, and then an anticipatory thrill of 
sublime delight raced through her naked body. Even in her most vivid 
fantasies, she had never dared to imagine that he could be so thick and 
long, so marvelously rigid and passionately throbbing ... her slender 
fingers could barely encircle this mammoth instrument! Then, as her 
long-unused instincts began to capture her body, Karen began to eagerly 
stroke the column of straining, rock-hard flesh, massaging the thick outer 
layer of skin back and forth to the same lustful rhythm he had established 
with his stiffened finger deep inside the moistly clenching walls of her 
pink pussy.


"Oh, God ... yes ... oh, Don ... oooo-hhhhh ... uuuuummmmm ... 
eeeeiiiiiiiioooo ... I love it ... love you ... aaaarrrruuuuuugggghhhh...." 
the gorgeous blonde whimpered. She had won at last! There was no stopping 
him now! At last she was going to enjoy all that fiery, fierce pleasure she 
knew he could provide to her love-starved body! She had purposely encouraged 
him to venture far beyond the point of no return and she could feel her own 
body trembling passionately, hungrily, in the wildly ecstatic excitement of 
the moment. She writhed blissfully against his plunging finger, rotating her 
naked hips more and more demandingly against his hand, her cunt hotly moist 
from the passionately flowing juices of her arousal. She felt the creamy 
fluid seeping from her swollen vaginal lips between the rounded fullness of 
her satiny-smooth buttocks and she knew that tonight she would finally find 
some satisfaction. Again, her fiance dropped his head to her breast, cupping 
it in his hand before eagerly sucking the tiny, tautly distended pink nipple 
down into the warmth of his mouth.


"Oh yes, Don darling ... uuuummmmm ... aaaaiiioooeee ... yeeeeesssss ... 
God, how I want you inside of me!" Karen moaned breathlessly, knowing that 
he could not now regain control of himself any more than she could, knowing 
that whatever had prevented him from making mad and passionate love to her 
before had been completely obliterated from his mind now, completely 
conquered by the driving force of his own lust and love for her. She 
searched her mind for words to tell him how exquisitely exciting his 
love-making was as his hands and mouth drove her to greater heights of 
abandoned ecstasy, but no words would come. She lay panting softly,'feeling 
the magic of his hotly throbbing cock jerking in her hand, as his warmly 
moist lips played for a long and deliciously delightful moment around her 
excitedly palpitating breasts, his tongue trailing like a lick of fire 
through the deep flehsy valley between as he alternated his attention 
between the twin snowy-white mounds.


It was all the young woman could do to keep from screaming out the ecstasy 
of her passion at the top of her lungs. She quivered with uncontrollable 
pleasure as his warm mouth began to slide provocatively down over her 
tremulous smooth belly, his turgidly pulsing penis moving down along her leg 
as his body wiggled downward. Don no longer had any control over his 
lust-powered emotions as he dabbed his tongue hotly for a moment into hte 
tiny indentation of her navel, raising soft mewls and gasps of pleasure from 
her open mouth.


Again, Karen groped for the words which would describe the fiery pleasure 
now racing headlong through her trembling loins, but it was as if her brain 
was temporarily paralyzed. His lips traveled lower, leaving dizzying 
patterns of indecent sensation trailing after his gently nipping teeth. What 
a lover he was! She felt his broad, flat palms pushing her willing thighs 
further apart as he hunched down on the soft couch cushions between them.


Karen held her breath then. She knew what he was going to do as she felt his 
thumbs slowly spreading open her soft, hair-framed vaginal lips. A quick 
gasp of intense pleasure flew from her mouth as she felt the coolness of the 
air Where it touched her nakedly exposed coral slit and made goose bumps 
rise on the satiny, milk-white plane of her belly. His hot tongue pushed 
relentlessly forward, the wet tip like a burst of flame against the tiny 
protruding bud of her sensitive clitoris, causing it to tingle and swell to 
pulsing hardness. He lowered his fingers to spread the mouth of her nakedly 
waiting pussy wider apart, and then slid his fire-filled tongue down from 
the oily marble of her clitoris, abruptly driving it deep into the moistly 
flushed mouth of the smooth, hotly seeping passageway below.


"Arugh! Oh! Umph! Eeee! Arugh!" she gasped, jerking crazily from the 
exquisite thrill of that sudden wet contact with her pink, wide-stretched 
pussy. And, reaching down, she tangled her anxious fingers in his dark curly 
hair, wantonly pulling his lust-flushed face closer and harder into her 
passion-thrashing loins. His flicking tongue burrowed madly inside her 
greedily hungry cunt, slithering into those hotly seeping walls like a surge 
of flame. She heard herself groaning incoherently as insane spasms of pure 
lust wracked her long-neglected naked body which, she was sure, would feel 
the fulfilling satisfaction of orgasm tonight.


All of Don's self-control had abandoned him long ago as his painfully aching 
cock seemed to demand satisfaction. His tongue continued its erotically 
stimulating work as his nostrils bathed in the sweet womanly aroma of her 
lust-moistened cunt and he knew that he couldn't wait much longer. The hot 
cum in his balls was churning madly and he felt as if it would explode 
through his thick fleshy cock at any moment. Nothing, nothing in the world 
could stop him now as he continued to assault the softly throbbing sanctuary 
of her cunt, knowing that he had to drive his love-spear into her soon or he 
would cum right then and there!


"Darling ... now ... shove your big beautiful cock into me now ... I can't 
stand it any more ... I need it, hot and hard inside me ... oh, please, 
hurry!" she cried, hardly realizing what she was saying as the words seemed 
to tumble from her mouth of their own accord.


Her passionate pleading seemed to trigger his already overpowering lust and 
then suddenly, to her great satisfaction, he was moving up over her, leaving 
her heatedly throbbing cunt alive with a wildfire of passion. He kissed her, 
ramming his fiery tongue deep inside the warm soft confines of her mouth, 
and she sucked hungrily at it, tasting her own pungent pussy juices in his 
saliva. Don rolled on top of his naked blonde fiance, his handsome face 
twisted and flushed with hotly raging desire, his loins vibrantly pulsing 
with the overpowering passion of his lust.


"Oh Don ... drive it into me ... hurry!" she gasped, her long smooth thighs 
spreading even further apart to welcome his lust-powered assault on her 
willingly waiting pussy. Eagerly, he moved to wedge his aching long cock 
into the moistly inviting opening of her vaginal vault while her legs opened 
still wider and her breath, coming in panting spurts, bathed his cheeks.


"God, Karen ... you're gorgeous ... a real woman ... the best ... the most 
beautiful ... I want you so badly ... need you so much ... want to fuck you 
... fuck you ... oooohhhh!" he moaned, the obscenity of his words seeming 
only to drive her to further heights of passionate ecstasy.


Like a man possessed, Don Baker flicked his hips forward and then he felt an 
electrical charge of lust as she reached down to carefully guide the bulbous 
head of his passion-swollen cock into her flowering-open pussy lips which 
seemed to eagerly clasp his thickly plunging hardness with pulsing abandon. 
With one swift and powerful lunge, he buried his turgidly throbbing shaft of 
flesh into her hotly clasping cuntal cavern and felt its blunt, 
blood-engorged head crash against her cervix.


"Aaaaarrrruuuuuuugh!" she gasped as he immediately began to establish a 
rhythmic tempo, lunging in and out of her, pulling her pink moist pussy lips 
out with each outstroke, then burying them back inside her moistly clasping 
channel with every powerful instroke. It was like heaven to the young blonde 
to feel that rigidly palpitating pole of pleasure inside of her, filling her 
completely, rippling the smooth flesh of her moist pussy walls as it drove 
ever forward, stretching those walls almost unbearably. In and out, back and 
forth he drilled as she writhed beneath him and arched her hips to meet his 
every pile-driving thrust into the welcoming warm furnace of her cunt. She 
could feel the powerful pressures of her own orgasm building, building, 
almost ready to explode into a fiery conflagration of exquisite ecstasy as 
his furiously battering cock slammed mercilessly in and out of her, sending 
whirling sensations of prurient pleasure sweeping through her lust-thrashing 
young naked body.


Then, suddenly, she felt that turgid organ lurch crazily within her hotly 
clutching cunt and heard an uncontrollable gasp of ecstasy fly from her 
lover's lips. He groaned and moaned and Karen felt his huge, blood-swollen 
penis surge wildly within her soft-walled womb. And then, with equal 
suddenness, the thick hot stream of his scalding sperm began to spew from 
its jerking head, saturating the already lubricating confines of her madly 
clinging cunt with its viscous warmth. Soon even the creamy-white inner 
sides of her softly pliant thighs showed the thin dribbling streams of cum 
that seeped out from her overflowing cunt and onto the cushions beneath her 
quivering buttocks.


She held him tightly and strained to release her own fiery passions, poised 
as she was on the precipice of exploding passion as she felt his muscular 
body convulse on top of her, while his stiffly swollen penis pumped 
spasmodically into her hotly clasping cunt. She heard his final groan of 
release and then he collapsed on top of her while the fire of her own 
aroused passion still burned hotly in her nearly satisfied cunt. If only he 
could last a few seconds longer ... only a few more moments and she too 
would erupt with the hotly flowing juices of her own dynamic orgasm ... if 
only....


But it was no use. Panting on top of her, exhausted by the exertions of his 
climax, he rolled over, his now limp organ sliding from her still 
unsatisfied cunt with a wet, sluicing sound.


Almost immediately, he began to whisper apologies in a choked, almost shamed 
voice. "Darling ... forgive me ... I'm so sorry ... I didn't mean ... I 
don't know what came over me...."


"Don ... Don," the still smoldering young woman moaned, "lick my cunt again 
... I'm almost there ... please don't leave me like this ... please ... Oh 
God, do something, Don!"


And then it hit him. She hadn't cum yet! He had not even satisfied her! He 
had been selfish enough to obey the commands of his own hot-blooded passion 
and he couldn't even hold back long enough to give her orgasm she had begged 
him for from the very beginning! She was the one who had been wanting sex 
all along and now it was she who remained unsatisfied!


"Yes, darling ... yes ... I'll lick your cunt ... I'll make you cum ... 
don't worry . .'. don't worry...." he panted, sliding down over her to where 
her nakedly exposed pink cunt lay nestled in the golden hair-framed canyon 
between her widespread thighs. "I'll make you cum ... make you cum ... oh my 
darling Karen, I'm so sorry...."


It was only seconds after his fire-filled tongue first plowed in between her 
lust-lubricated pussy walls that her orgasm spasmed convulsively through her 
lust-tortured young body. Wave after wave of the exquisitely ecstatic 
pleasure raced through her like body-jolting shocks of electricity as her 
handsome young fiance feverishly licked and laved at her sweet-smelling 
cunt. "Aaaaarrrrrrr-uuuuughhhhh!" she cried as the mind-blinding pleasure 
she had so often dreamed of captured every nerve-ending of her naked flesh 
as she writhed and thrashed madly in the convulsive glory of her rapturous 
climax.


When it was all over, when she had finally reached that long sought after 
pinnacle of ecstasy, Don moved up along her naked body to hold her warmth 
close to him. Whispering ardently, "I'm sorry ... so sorry ... but it's ok 
now ... you've cum now ... it's all ok...." he stroked the softly flowing 
blonde hair which lay in disarray on the soft cushions of the couch around 
her head. "I love you ... I do love you, Karen ... oh, Karen...."


* * *


CHAPTER TWO


Don Baker went through his teaching duties the following morning like a 
mechanical robot, his mind struggling to concentrate on his lessons instead 
of on his disappointing sexual performance of the night before. When he 
spoke to Karen that night, she had seemed happy and gay as usual, with no 
undercurrent to hint that she had been at all disillusioned about his sexual 
prowess. Still, the haunting fear that he had disappointed her would not 
leave him, nagging at his thought all week long like a headache that just 
wouldn't go away.


He wasn't especially worried that he hadn't seen Karen since that fateful 
Sunday night. She had been working late at the store, taking inventory and 
checking stock in preparation for the next buying season. He knew that she 
expected to be promoted to Assistant Buyer any day now and that the more 
aggressively and eagerly she performed her current duties, the more likely 
her promotion would be. Generally, she only worked two nights a week and saw 
him the other nights ... but not this week. Was it because of last Sunday 
night? Was it because she had, in spite of her reassurances to the contray, 
felt that he hadn't quite measured up to all her expectation? Or was she 
honestly striving for that long sought-after promotion which would mean both 
more money and more flexibility for her?


It was lunch time on Friday and, as per his usual habit, Don settled back in 
a large, comfortable chair in the Teacher's Lounge with his sandwich and his 
newspaper. Immediately, he opened the paper to the entertainment section to 
find out what film would be playing this week at Port Jefferson's only 
cinema house. He saw a new movie advertised, billed as a "compelling love 
story", and he read the review with interest, knowing that romantic films 
were Karen's favorites. He had a dinner date with her tomorrow night ... 
perhaps they could go to the cinema afterwards!


Or, perhaps, instead of a movie, they could go back to his place so that he 
could show her with what expertise and passion he could really make love to 
her! All those crippling fears which had remained in his mind for so long 
were gone now, completely and utterly gone, and her realized that she had 
been right when she said they didn't have to get married before they enjoyed 
each other's naked bodies since they truly loved each other! Yes, tomorrow 
night he was going to repay his sensuous young fiance-in spades-for her long 
and enduring patience!


Just thinking about tomorrow night and the sensual delights that lay in 
store for them both made Don's blood boil and his cock surged upward within 
his trousers as he absentmindedly thumbed through the local newspaper. The 
pages of print appeared before him but his mind focused instead on the lush 
naked contours of Karen Marshall's sensuous young body so exquisitely 
revealed to him in all its satin smoothness last Sunday. The images seemed 
to be engraved in the forefront of his mind ... her nakedly upthrusting and 
pliantly soft breasts ... the golden triangle of softly curling fleece which 
guarded the treasure hidden between her legs ... the softly creamy flesh of 
her buttery thighs leading up to the pinkly glistening fulcrum of her 
femininity ... those fluted, lust-swollen pussy lips which nibbled gently at 
his hotly throbbing cock....


Yes, tomorrow night would be a night to remember for them both, the aroused 
young teacher thought now as he gulped down the last of his sandwich. 
Tomorrow night he would make up for all this time when he had denied both 
her and himself the vibrantly heated passions of their mutual lust!


* * *


Karen Marshall sat in her small office, a hot cup of soup and a sandwich in 
front of her. But she wasn't hungry. She was much too excited and much too 
proud to be hungry. Last night John Grey had finally informed her that her 
promotion had been approved and that, starting Monday, she would be the 
Assistant Buyer for all women's clothing in the entire department store! It 
was a dream which she had cherished for a long time and one which she didn't 
even dare to hope would come true ... and now it had!


Of course, Mr. Grey still showed a great deal of lecherous interest in her, 
hinting not too subtly that she should be extremely grateful to him for 
securing this promotion for her. Well, damn it, she thought, I've worked 
hard for it and I deserve it! Still, she purposedly crossed her legs 
whenever he came into the office, taking care that the hem of her usually 
short skirts did not creep up her stocking-clad thighs so that Mr. Grey did 
not have any more to oogle at while his eyes traveled licentiously over the 
shapely contours of her body as he spoke. She knew what he wanted and she 
knew she wasn't going to give it to him. God, she hadn't even wanted to 
stand next to him last night for that press-release picture and felt a chill 
of dread creep up her spine when he had wrapped his arm around her shoulder, 
drawing the voluptuous frame of her body close to his as the flash-bulb 
popped in her eyes.


Oh, it would be such a wonderful surprise for Don tomorrow night when she 
told him about the promotion! She would break out a bottle of champagne when 
he came to pick her up-and maybe she would even let Debbie have a little 
bit, too! And then she and Don would go out to dinner at some nice cozy 
little restaurant where they would hardly eat a thing, feasting instead on 
the blatent love shining in each others' eyes ... and afterwards they would 
go back to her place again and make love together! Yes, it was going to be a 
very memorable evening, indeed!


Although she was bursting with pride and happiness, and although she wanted 
nothing more than to dash to the telephone right away to tell her beloved 
Don what had happened, she forced herself to nibble on her sandwich instead. 
No, she would save the surprise until tomorrow night ... he couldn't 
possibly find out before then from anybody else because she hadn't even told 
Debbie, wanting Don to be the first to know! And the picture wouldn't be in 
the newspaper until Monday so there was not chance of his finding out that 
way! Oh, he would be so surprised and so happy! This promotion would mean 
more money for them, and it would also mean she wouldn't have to work nights 
any longer! Yes, everything was working out perfectly for the voluptuous 
young blonde....


* * *


Don Baker was about to put down his newspaper when suddenly his entire body 
stiffened, and his eyes focused on a poorly exposed photograph. It was a few 
moments before the full impact of what he saw penetrated into this mind. The 
picture showed a buxom blonde woman standing next to a taller, beady-eyed 
man whose arms were clamped tightly around her shoulder. His fingers 
tightened nervously around the page as he recognized his beautiful blonde 
fiance, Karen Marshall, and her boss, John Grey! The disturbed teacher's 
gaze lowered and he read the caption through somewhat blurred eyes. "Karen 
Marshall, newly promoted to assistant buyer for womans' clothing at 
Hampton's Department store, received congratulations from Mr. John Grey, 
Managing Director of Purchasing. "


There was a small paragraph following, telling of Karen's six-year career 
with the store and the various positions she had held during that time, with 
a very sly implication that Mr. John Grey, Managing Director, had been 
especially influential in her rise to success. Don felt his breath coming in 
tight little gasps and his throat seemed to go suddenly dry. Why hadn't 
Karen told him about this? he wondered anxiously. She knew that her 
promotion was nearly as important to him as it was to her, affecting their 
entire future together in a way! Didn't she want him to know? If so, why? 
Why would she keep such an exciting development a secret from her own 
fiance?


Growing more and more distraught by the minute, Don's cocoa brown eyes 
examined the photograph, noting with a dull sense of pain how closely John 
Grey held her voluptuously sensual body to his own and the way that Karen's 
eyes were looking ... almost fondly ... at him. The newspaper began to 
tremble in his hands as he looked more closely at the wretched face of John 
Grey and his thinning, receding hairline. The picture was poorly exposed and 
poorly printed, but still the lust blazing in his eyes seemed to jump right 
out of the page. No ... no ... it can't be ... this man can't be the reason 
Karen balked at getting married right away! It can't be that Karen ... 
earned her promotion in THAT way ... can it? Karen just wouldn't do anything 
like that ... would she?


The question was simply too frightening and terrible to be considered. And 
yet, it somehow demanded an answer. And he had to have one from Karen's own 
lips. Glancing quickly at his watch, he realized that she might well still 
be out to lunch, but he was determined to try anyway. Rising to his feet, he 
threw the newspaper down and grabbed his books before striding rapidly out 
of the room and down the hallway towards the public telephone.


But the disturbed young man didn't have a dime, so he went into the main 
office and finally found one of the secretaries who had change for a dollar. 
Clasping firmly onto his books, he dashed out into the hallway again, only 
to find the phone booth occupied by one of the other teachers. Damn! Pacing 
back and forth, his mind reeling dizzily with sordid speculations and 
terrible images of Karen's naked body sprawled lisciviously before the 
beady-eyed, sharp-chinned Managing Director, Don could feel the sweat 
breaking out along his upper lip and forehead as he nervously paced back and 
forth in front of the occupied phone booth.


What was taking that damned woman so long? Why did women always have to talk 
so long on the telephone? Couldn't she tell that he was waiting and that he 
was rapidly running out of patience? Don considered tapping on the glass 
booth but then decided against it-each moment of delay in her conversation 
would make it that much longer before he could call Karen! He tried to 
rationalize then, as he waited, trying to tell himself that he was getting 
all worked up over nothing, that his sensuous young fiance would never 
betray him for such an obviously lecherous older man-and one who was 
probably married at that! He knew that he was letting his jealousy get the 
best of him, and that he ought to at least talk to Karen before he let 
himself fly off the handle, but still....


The young woman teacher finally emerged from the phone booth and she had 
hardly taken two steps when Don dashed in, slamming the door closed behind 
him. His fingers trembled as he reached into his pocket for a dime, then 
slipped it down the slot and listened for the dial tone. His entire hand 
seemed to be shaking with a violent tremor as he dialed the number of 
Karen's office phone. A strange voice answered after two brief rings.


"Karen Marshall's office, can I help you?" a sing-song voice asked 
pleasantly.


Don stared blankly at the telephone for a moment, then gathered his wits 
enought to blurt out "I want to speak to Mrs. Marshall. It's very important 
... urgent ... I must speak with her."


He could almost see the woman at the other end of the line smiling 
apologetically as her voice said, "I'm sorry, but Mrs., Marshall is out of 
the office right now. Can someone else help you?"


"No! No, I must speak to Mrs. Marshall," Don said stubbornly. "Do you know 
what time she'll be back? Do you know where she is now? Is there no way I 
can talk to her now?"


"I'm sorry, but Mrs. Marshall is in a meeting with Mr. Grey and cannot be 
disturbed." Don's heart sank to his knees and his heart began to thud wildly 
in his chest. With John Grey! She's probably alone with him in her office 
... with the door closed ... damn her! "May I take a message and have her 
call you back?"


"W-what? Message? No ... no message," the distraught young teacher 
stammered, his voice dropping to something just barely above a whisper.


Suddenly, as he turned and opened the door of the phone booth, a surge of 
anger swept through Don Baker. The hell with her! Who did she think she was, 
anyway? If Karen Marshall preferred that sly-eyed old bastard to a handsome, 
virile guy him ... well, she was welcome to him! There were always plenty 
more fish in the sea, just like his old grandad used to tell him when he was 
a teenager, Don fumed as he strode down the hallway, past the Teachers' 
Lounge, and around the corner to where his own classroom was situated.


There were still twenty minutes left to the lunch period and Don didn't now 
feel like spending it in the company of a bunch of other teachers who seemed 
to do nothing but cluck like a bunch of hens as they ate their sandwiches 
and gossiped about those teachers who were out of the room. Considering the 
way he felt at the moment, just looking at a woman would be enough to drive 
him right through the wall, fist first! And the last thing Don Baker wanted 
to do was to make a fool of himself right there in his own school. Being 
Karen's fool was bad enough as it was....


Then, suddenly, another idea struck the disturbed young teacher. Maybe this 
was all his imagination ... maybe Karen had been faithful to him after all 
... there was one way, readily at hand, to find out-Debbie! On impulse, the 
darkly handsome young man walked down the corridor to the door which led to 
the fenced-in recreation area, which was, at lunch time, always filled with 
fresh-faced young students enjoying the winter sunshine in their heavy wool 
coats, smiling and laughing and gossiping away their lunch hour.


Debbie, Karen's thirteen year-old daughter, was not only a student at Port 
Jefferson Junior High School, but in fact she was in Don's afternoon History 
class. Don knew that the beautiful young girl liked him very much and was 
eagerly anticipating the day when she would, at last, have a new father. 
Perhaps young Debbie Marshall could give him a clue as to what her mother 
was or wasn't doing with this reprehensible John Grey, he thought as his 
almond-shaped brown eyes anxiously searched for Debbie's lovely young face 
among the little knots of teenagers outside. In another moment, he caught 
sight of her long flowing blonde hair and he saw her standing with a little 
group of giggling young girls not far away from the door.


It would just be too humiliating to ask Karen about that man, Don mused, as 
he threaded his way amongst the teenagers towards Debbie Marshall. He was 
sure the girl would understand his concern when he told her about the 
photograph he had seen in the newspaper and would be honest enough to tell 
him if there was really anything between Karen and her boss. If only he 
could get her away from that hard-looking bunch of girls she was talking to, 
even for just one brief moment, he could explain everything and then find 
out....


"Debbie ... could you come over here for a moment?" he asked, his voice 
growing louder and louder to carry over the raucous crowd of teenage boys 
and girls playing cheerfully in the yard.


Debbie's youthful, creamy-skinned face broke into a delighted grin of 
welcome. Ever since her mother had started dating this handsome young 
teacher, Debbie had had a youthful crush on him and often bragged to her 
friends about him. "Sure, Do-I mean, Mr. Baker," she replied cheerfully, 
almost forgetting that her permission to call him Don didn't extend into the 
school building. Her smile faded slightly then as she noticed the worried, 
deeply concerned look on his face. Had she done something wrong? Had she 
inadvertently done something to displease him?


"What is it?" she asked as she moved closer to him.


Don glanced uneasily about him, noticing with apprehension that every word 
of their conversation was being overheard by a tall, buxom girl who stood as 
if rooted by Debbie's side. Don stared coolly at the narrow-waisted, 
well-built teenager, trying to wordlessly express his desire for her to 
leave so that he could speak privately with Debbie. But it was a futile 
attempt. Debbie's obviously older friend stared almost challengingly back at 
him, an almost flirtatious gleam in her blazing brown eyes. He could almost 
feel her narrow-eyed gaze traveling up and down over the full length of his 
muscular young body in a studious, appreciative way. The girl, a sumptuous 
young redhead, was one of the newer students in the school, Don remembered, 
and he vaguely recalled being introduced to her by one of the other teachers 
sometime during the past few weeks.


"I'd like to speak to you-alone," he said finally, beginning to feel 
uncomfortable in the presence of that strange redheaded young girl whose 
eyes never left the lithe lines of his body.


"Sure ... sure," the eager young Debbie replied, innocently unaware of her 
friend's obviously flirtatious eyeing of her mother's finance. Glancing over 
her shoulder as she walked away from the small cluster of girls, Debbie 
called to her older friend, "Back in a minute, Betsy."


Betsy! That's right, Don thought, Betsy Gibbons! She and her family had just 
moved to town ... yes, she was originally going to be in his history class 
but was later transferred. Something about her ... what was it now? Yes, her 
family had moved here because of some sort of secret trouble the girl had 
gotten into where they used to live. No one knew exactly what it was . , . 
but they suspected the fourteen year old had become pregnant! Yes, Betsy 
Gibbons. It all came suddenly flooding into Don's mind now! Vaguely, the 
handsome young teacher wondered whether this girl Betsy was trying to gain 
the sympathy and friendship of innocent little Debbie Marshall and whether 
the impressionable young daughter of his finace might be picking up bad 
habits from this girl. Well, Debbie knew better than that ... she was a 
good, honest girl....


Don had just maneuvered back inside the doorway where the chilling winter 
winds would not disturb them and the lovely young blonde teeager followed 
him. It's really remarkable, Don mused, how very much this young girl 
resembles her lovely mother. The same flowing blonde hair, the same peachy 
tinge to her skin, the same blazing, forthright blue eyes, the same pert 
little nose and even the same lush, full lips. Of course, Debbie did not 
have the lusciously ripe and mature body of her thirty-two year old mother, 
but already she had developed ample, firmly rounded breasts and a strong 
hint of the fully sensual and provocatively attractive woman she would 
someday be. She looked up at the dark-haired young history teacher with 
flagrant admiration and becoming innocence.


"Debbie, listen to me," Don began, suddenly finding it difficult to retrieve 
the necessary words from his brain, "I want to talk to you about something 
serious. But this is just between the two of us, ok?"


"Sure, whatever you say, Don," the girl answered, her expression suddenly 
sobering as a thought recurred in her mind. "It isn't anything ... I've done 
... is it?"


"No, no, Debbie, it isn't anything you've done," Don reassured her, placing 
his large hand on her small shoulder. "It's ... well ... it's about...." 
Again, the words seemed stuck in the back of Don's mind and he couldn't coax 
them out no matter now hard her tried. So he was somewhat taken aback when 
he heard Debbie's childish voice.


"Is it about Mom, then?" The darkly handsome young teacher hadn't expected 
Debbie to broach the subject for him and, again, he searched his reeling 
mind for some way to explain to this thirteen year old about what was 
throubling him. He felt her pensive gaze on his rugged features, her eyes 
soft with the tender, girlish affection she felt for him. Almost without 
thinking, he blurted out precisely what was on his mind, what had been 
uppermost in his thoughts for nearly half an hour now.


"Debbie ... I suspect that your Mom doesn't care as much for me anymore."


"What do you mean?" the perplexed young girl gasped, genuinely stunned by 
what he had said.


"I mean, I'm not sure that she loves me anymore, Debbie. That's why I 
wanted-" But his words were suddenly interrupted by the loud clanging of the 
school bell, calling the youngsters in from their lunch time break. Don 
frowned as he realized that his classroom was about to fill up with noisy 
students, rambunctious from their lunch-hour outside, and that he had to go 
there right away."


"Listen, we'll talk about it later, ok?" he said, trying not to reveal the 
disappointment that had depressed him. Students began rushing past him in 
hordes and herds and he flowed with the movement of bodies until he found 
himself in the familiar confines of his classroom, Debbie Marshall still by 
his side. "How about coming over to my place after school?" he suggested. 
"We can talk about it then, ok?"


To his astonishment, the young girl's face suddenly took on an expression of 
near rapture as she almost mindlessly nodded her head in agreement. "Your 
house? Yes, I'll be there," she answered dreamily as if she had just been 
granted her three most fervent wishes by a miraculous genie. "I'll be there 
and then we can talk ... but don't worry, Don! Everything will be alright, 
you'll see!"


Debbie couldn't believe her luck! She had never ever been alone with Don 
Baker before, even though her dreams for the past several months had been 
full of nobody else but him. To her he was masculinity incarnate, the 
shining example of what a man should be but what most of the teenage boys 
made constant passes at her were not. A real man, a virile, muscular, fully 
developed man with dark curly hair and rugged, strong broad hands. She had 
often imagined him as a movie star ... or a popular singer ... he was 
handsome enough to be a movie or a rock star! As it was, all of her friends 
were jealous of the fact that he was going to be her step-father and she 
couldn't help flushing with pride every time she told someone how that sexy, 
handsome Mr. Baker was going to marry her Mom and then come and live in 
their house with them where she could see him every single day!


Don managed a smile of gratitude as Debbie stood there, basking in his 
appreciation for a moment. Then, suddenly, she mumbled something in an 
embarrassed undertone and hurried out of the classroom where Betsy and 
several of the other girls were waiting with broad, suggestive grins on 
their faces. Don heard the teasing tones of their girlish, clattering voices 
as they moved up the corridor, but he wasn't worried. Don felt sure that in 
this beautiful young thirteen year old girl, he had a strong and faithful 
ally who would help him win back the affections of his fiance, who would 
faultlessly explain to him what had happened between her mother and Mr. Grey 
so that he, Don, could figure out what to do. He knew now that he didn't 
want to lose Karen Marshall, but he had to know where he stood before he 
could formulate a plan of attack to recover her love for him.


* * *


Don Baker had carefully arranged his schedule so that he left school on 
Friday afternoons actually an hour before the end of the school day, since 
he didn't have a class during the last period. And today of all days he 
wanted a little time to unwind, to sort out his thoughts, to relax and try 
to reconsider what he had seen in the newspaper and the conclusions he had 
jumped to as a result of that photograph. Particularly, he wanted to 
straighten out in his mind precisely what he was going to say to young 
Debbie when she came over.


After a couple of quick shots of brandy, Don undressed and stepped into the 
warm comfort of the shower. His mind kept darting back to last Sunday night 
at Karen's place when her naked body had been revealed to him for the first 
time in all its sumptuous beauty. Her skin, he recalled, was a smooth and 
soft as velvet and mentally now he let his hands roam over the softly 
curving hills and valleys of her voluptuous flesh. He warmly remembered the 
excitement of her hotly passionate kisses when her eagerly probing tongue 
had speared so deeply into his mouth and then his own tongue had explored 
the burning hollow up between her fleshy thighs, driving her mad and finally 
to orgasm with his gentle skills. The memory was so clear-he could almost 
feel his own hot breath bathing the sensitive pink bud of her clitoris and 
sense the ripple of exquisite pleasure that crashed through her naked body 
on the couch.


Already his cock was standing out stiffly from his hairy loins just thinking 
about the sensuous allure of her naked flesh and he stepped out of the 
shower, grabbing a towel to wrap around his masculine waist. He'd stretch 
out on the bed and relax for a while before Debbie came, that's what he'd 
do, he thought, glad that he had brought the brandy bottle with him into the 
bedroom. He took a long gulp of the fiery hot liquid directly from the 
bottle and then another before falling back onto the soft mattress and 
closing his eyes. He realized by now that he would probably be half drunk by 
the time Debbie arrived, but what the hell, he thought defiantly. He had a 
damned good reason to tie one on, anyway.


Still, as he lay there, his mind was haunted with images of his voluptuous 
young fiance making love to that disgusting John Grey. Hardly realizing what 
he was doing, Don's hand reached down along the masculine flesh of his body 
to the turgidly standing pole of his penis, still jutting up stiffly at the 
mere thought of the sensuously naked body of Karen Marshall. A crimson flush 
of excitement colored his face as his fingers first contacted that rigid 
pole and he allowed himself to surrender completely to the sensual, carnal 
needs simmering within his naked body. The damp towel lay beside him on the 
bed as his fingers began to slowly massage that erectly pulsing shaft of 
virile manflesh, and electrical shock of excitement crashing through his 
naked loins with each tender stroke.


Now the young man's breath began to come in ragged, panting spurts as his 
hand explored every inch of that rock-hard lance and he could feel his 
entire body shaking with the intensity of his growing passion. His 
excitement was mounting and building with ever increasing rapidity as his 
trembling fingers roughly grasped his massively thick organ and pumped 
heatedly along its corrugated flesh and his mouth opened in a sonorous moan 
of desire. Inflaming images of his last night with Karen began to flash 
through his mind like staccato frames of a silent film, inciting him to 
greater desperation as his hand stroked the fuel of his hotly burning cock.


"Oh, my darling Karen," he sighed as he imagined her slim hips arching up to 
meet his every downward plunge, as his hotly turgid cock stormed into the 
moist clasping channel of her cunt. In a frenzy of wanton lust now, his hand 
began to work faster and faster. He threw his hips upwards as he felt his 
hotly churning cum boiling in his balls, desperately building towards that 
dynamic explosion that would release his passion in a flooding tide of 
ecstasy. His dark curls framed his crimson-flushed face which was now 
contorted with the passionate efforts of his own lust as his 
passion-propelled hand drove him closer and closer to the brink of that 
glorious pinnacle of rapture.


Wailing with the intensity of his aroused passion, Don Baker imagined the 
skewering length of his turgidly excited cock plunging deeply, deeply, 
deeply into the soft-walled womb of his voluptuous blonde fiance, imagined 
the warm moisture of her clinging cunt bathing his rock-hard organ as he 
drove them both closer and closer to their body-devastating climaxes. It 
felt like every nerve-fiber of his naked young body was on fire as his 
buttocks slammed back onto the mattress while his hand continued its 
erotically stimulating work on his painfully aching penis. Straining madly 
towards his building climax, he heard his own low gasps of exquisite 
pleasure as his naked hips jerked ans his naked pole of phallic flesh 
quivered and lurched madly beneath his stroking hand. For a seeming 
eternity, he felt poised in the very precipice of a mind-searing climax and 
he worked ever more furiously, all the while dreaming of the luscious naked 
body of Karen Marshall and how his cock would feel as it slithered into her 
lust-lubricated cunt tomorrow night. He was almost there ... almost there 
... any minute now....


Vaguely, like a distant rumble of thunder, Don Baker heard the front door 
slam. But it was several moments later when he realized what that door 
slamming meant.


Debbie!


He had just managed to cover his nakedly aching loins with the towel when he 
saw her standing in the doorway of his bedroom.


* * *


CHAPTER THREE


Debbie Marshall walked from school towards Don baker's house as if in a 
dream. Her eyes saw the neat rows of houses passing by on her left and right 
but did not register their images as anything but vague, hazy blobs. It 
seemed to the thirteen year old that her feet were hardly touching the 
ground as they carried her down the straight, wide, tree-shaded streets of 
suburban Long Island towards the man of her dreams, the handsome young 
history teacher who was going to marry her mother.


She was somewhat concerned about what Don had said to her earlier that 
afternoon ... that Karen Marshall didn't love him any more. God, her mother 
must be crazy if she didn't! Don was the nicest, most handsome, most 
exciting man the inexperienced young girl had ever known and even if her 
mother didn't love him any more, she, Debbie, did! Every time the girl 
thought about the way his keen brown eyes seemed to smile so cheerfully ... 
the way he looked from the back when he walked down the school corridor on 
his virile, muscular legs ... the way his brown curly hair sometimes spilled 
down over the corner of his forehead ... every time the youngster thought 
about the older man at all it was with a deep sigh of infatuation and 
adoration. Here, in Don Baker, was a true man among men and her mother would 
have to be absolutely crazy to ever even think of giving him up!


At last she arrived at Don's small house at the corner of Oak and Elm 
Streets. She had passed this small white shingle house many times before, 
and although she had stared longingly at it for many long hours, she had 
never dared to ring the bell, had never dared to venture inside. And now she 
had been invited, actually invited by Don Baker himself because he wanted to 
talk to her! Yes, he actually wanted to ask her advice, to treat her just 
like another grown-up! It was all too exciting for words and Debbie noticed 
that her hand trembled as she reached out to ring the doorbell.


She heard the echo of the chime inside and waited patiently. But no Sne 
came. She knocked this time, loudly and continuously, but still Don didn't 
answer the door. Puzzled, the young girl turned the knob, found it unlocked, 
and entered the house. Silence. No-wait-there was some strange, moaning 
sound coming from the bedroom down the small, dark hallway! She walked 
slowly, her knees trembling beneath her, towards that strange and mysterious 
sound. It seemed to be Don's voice ... but it sounded so odd ... almost as 
if he were suffering ... what could be the matter?


Debbie arrived at last on the threshold of the bedroom doorway. What she 
saw, although for only one brief flash of a moment, caused her jaw to drop 
and her heart to pound furiously within her chest. There was Don Baker, 
sprawled out on his bed, thoroughly and completely naked, his muscles 
rippling beneath his skin, his turgidly throbbing cock jutting straight up 
into the air from his dark forest of pubic hair. The innocent youngster had 
never seen a male penis before, except in pictures, of course, and was 
completely awestruck by the enormous size of it. It looked more like a 
menacing cudgel than an instrument of pleasure and she couldn't imagine how 
such a mammoth organ could possibly slide into a woman's vagina without 
ripping her entire body in half! Still, she felt a distinct although strange 
tingling sensation tickling her loins, prickling like a thousand pin-pricks 
at her sweet womanly sanctuary there between her luscious young thighs.


An instant later Don had reached for the towel next to his naked body and 
covered his loins with it. He looked up, staring in bewilderment at the 
helpless youngster in the doorway. The brandy he had drunk, combined with 
the swirling sensuality still spiraling madly through his body, made it 
somewhat difficult for the young man to focus his attention and thoughts on 
the wide-eyed young girl standing in the doorway of his bedroom. How much 
had she seen? Probably nothing ... still, what could he say to her? What 
should he say?


Debbie simply stood still, her eyes downcast in obvious perplexity. Don 
wished he could crawl away, come back later, and start all over again. But 
he knew that was impossible.


"Debbie?" he intoned softly.


At the sound of his voice, the youngster looked up and met his eyes for the 
first time, her own eyes bright with some emotion that seemed to have 
rendered her temporarily speechless. She opened her mouth as if to speak 
several times, before she finally managed to stammer, "I ... rang the bell 
... and knocked ... and I waited for a long time, Don, I really did! And 
then I just came in ... and I heard this strange noise ... like you were 
crying or something ... are you ok? Are you sick or something?"


Don couldn't help but smile at her youthful innocence. He was convinced now 
that she hadn't seen anything ... or that she hadn't understood at all if 
she had seen something. Still, he would have to offer some sort of 
explanation to the obviously shaken youngster about the noises she had 
heard....


The handsome young history teacher suddenly felt a quiver, an involuntary 
tremor deep in his loins, incited by the sight of this cherubic-looking 
innocent young girl. Her slender yet shapely girlish frame, standing so 
awkwardly in the doorway, seemed vaguely exciting, and he felt his cock jerk 
decidedly beneath the towel'....


"Yes, Pebbie, I'm ok. I'm not sick. I must have fallen asleep, that's all," 
he finally ventured with what he hoped would look like a broad smile. He 
tried to appear calm and nonchalant as he concluded, "I guess I was just 
having a bad dream. You have bad dreams sometimes, too, don't you, Debbie?"


"Y-yes," the girl replied hesitantly, sensing that there was still something 
wrong, something unexplained, some strange almost electrical charge to the 
atmosphere.


After all the months of restraining the raging depths of his sexual drive 
with Karen Marshall, Don had become rather adept at disguising his own 
feelings from others. Now, he hoped that the sweetly inexperienced young 
thirteen year old girl would not be able to see through his cool facade to 
the rampantly burning fires that were still blazing through his love-starved 
body. This was the first time, he realized, that he had ever been really 
alone with Karen's daughter and suddenly he felt a great affection for her. 
Still, he was concerned about the effect her presence in his bedroom was 
having on his sensually aroused but unsatisfied desires.


The blonde teenager stood at the foot of his double bed now, and Don could 
feel her warm, girlish closeness, her sweet youthful innocence and 
nervousness at being so close to the ruggedly handsome man who was going to 
be her step-father-and he suddenly realized that he was astutely studying 
her slender yet curvaceous young adolescent body with an interest that was 
far from fatherly!


Maybe it was because of her startling appearance in the bedroom doorway that 
had forced him to abandon his erotic stimulation of his love-hungry organ 
when all of his senses had been poised for that glorious release of orgasm, 
he rationalized slowly. And yet, he had to admit that there were striking 
and beautiful similarities between this virginal young teenage girl and her 
gorgeous mother. He felt his heart begin to pound within his hairy chest as 
he stared with lecherous fascination at the girl's slim young body that was 
already beginning to show the traces of sumptuous sensuality that she would 
develop fully within a few years. And her face, that oval, smooth-skinned 
face, looking so much like her mother's, framed with the same smoothly 
flowing blonde hair and punctuated with the same blazing blue eyes. He 
recalled how, only a few moments before, he had imagined his hard-driving 
cock storming into her mother's slippery, steaming cunt and suddenly 
realized that his vivid fantasies could easily be transferred from mother to 
daughter....


He struggled as he looked at her, aware that if he didn't get Debbie out of 
his bedroom, and soon, he might do something which he would sincerely regret 
later on!


"Why don't you go out to the kitchen and get yourself a Coke while I'm 
getting dressed?" he suggested gently, hoping that the tremulous excitement 
in his voice would not be noticed by the sweet young girl.


After she had gone, Don slipped on a robe, tied it around his slender 
masculine waist, and joined his teenage visitor in the living room. Sitting 
on the couch beside her ripening young body, he once again felt those 
forbidden sparks of lust which he could neither erase nor ignore and a 
sudden awkwardness sprang up between them. He dared not even look at her 
beautiful, youthful face and she, too, dared not look at him. Images of what 
she had just seen in the bedroom seemed to be crashing around in her brain. 
She smiled shyly, barely able even now to believe the scene she had 
encountered in the bedroom-his handsomely naked body writhing up and down, 
his strong hand wrapped around the long, stiffly erect pole of his penis, 
pumping it to even greater girth and length as he moaned and cried out his 
highly aroused passion.


She had been able to figure out what he was doing, having heard about such 
things from her girlfriends, especially from Betsy Gibbons. And she couldn't 
help but wonder why this handsomely exciting man would have to stroke 
himself for satisfaction when her voluptuously attractive mother was around! 
God, it was no wonder he was so upset! Oddly enough, this desperate 
situation didn't seem to worry her. Quite the contrary. His strange 
excitement seemed to be contagious, making the innocent young girl feel both 
nervous and energetic and lewdly excited for the first time in her young 
life! Of course, there had been boys at school, adolescents who had tried to 
touch her firm young breasts beneath her blouse or slide their awkward, 
searching hands up her creamy young thighs ... but Don was different. He was 
a man, a real man! She couldn't take her eyes off of him, especially the 
sight of his hair-covered thighs where they peeked out so excitingly from 
his robe as he sat beside her on the couch. She could almost feel the warmth 
radiating from his hairy, masculine loins and she thought, once again, that 
he was the most attractive and handsome man she had ever seen in her life, 
even more appealing than the sexiest Hollywood movie star!


Don felt the girl's appreciative gaze upon him and a galvanic rush of carnal 
arousal tingled within his loins, a trembling chill of delight flitting 
upward along his spine. He felt his own fragile resistance to the heated 
arousal in his still unsatisfied cock slowly beginning to crumble. He was 
touched by her concern, he was inspired by the beauty of her young body, and 
he was erotically aroused by the idea that a youngster like Debbie could be 
attracted to him


-a man old enough to be her father!


"You wanted to talk to me?" she said softly, breaking their awkward silence 
with her small voice, looking straight into his lust-glazed brown eyes.


Just the sound of her voice sent a new chill of desire cascading along the 
young man's spine. Ever since that night last week with Karen, Don had been 
readying himself for a complete and satisfying sexual experience. Now, 
suddenly, he knew that the time was right! No matter who this girl was, no 
matter that she was a virginal thirteen year old girl-now was the time! The 
brandy he had taken to calm his nerves had lulled him into what felt like a 
waking dream so that nothing could seem too outlandish or unreal to the 
sensuously aroused young teacher.


"Yes, I wanted to talk to you," he said in a low, husky voice. Smiling down 
at her, he looked directly into her eyes. "Debbie, do you know Mr. Grey?"


"Sure. He's Mom's boss," she answered, reluctantly tearing her gaze from his 
virile, provocative body to look into his face. She grimaced with disgust as 
she thought of that horrid man and added, "But I don't like him very much. I 
don't know how Mom can stand working for him, always pushing people around 
and acting like he owned the whole store!


"Debbie ... tell me ... does your mother feel the same way you do about him? 
I mean ... does she ... well, perhaps ... like him a little?"


"I don't know. I don't think she likes him very much but she has to be nice 
to him because he's her boss," the girl answered impatiently. And then, 
suddenly, the full weight of Don's meaning crashed down upon her and her 
eyes opened wide. Shaking her head slowly, she concluded, "I think ... well, 
she hasn't said anything like that to me. Did she say something to you?"


"That's just the trouble," Don answered, feeling now more confused than 
ever. "She hasn't exactly said anything ... but she has been working a lot 
of nights this past week ... and then there was the picture in today's 
newspaper...."


"Yeah, I saw that, too! That was really rotten! She never said anything to 
me about that promotion!" The compassion in the girl's face had now turned 
to blazing anger and she jumped up from the couch. "I'm going right down to 
the store now to find out what's going on! God, I've never known Mom to be 
so mean!"


"No! No ... don't go down there," Don cried, rising quickly to grab the 
girl's slender arm. Startled by the vehement sound of his own voice, he 
added more calmly, "No, please. Stay here with me. It won't do any good to 
confront her at the store. We'll talk to her ... tonight ... or tomorrow ... 
at home."


"Stay? Sure, Don, I'll stay as long as you like," the excited young girl 
responded eagerly.


Sitting down beside him, she whispered, "I'll do whatever you say. Because I 
think you're really the greatest!"


A new thrill of desire ran through Don's unsatisfied young body at the 
ardent sound of her sincere words. This beautiful, innocent youngster was 
once again declaring her affection for him and he felt oddly moved and 
deeply touched. He could feel a surge of excitement ripple through his cock 
beneath his robe in the pulsing torment of his rising desire.


Suddenly, the young man knew exactly what he was going to do. It was evil, 
wicked, forbidden-but he was going to do it anyway! The hell with 
conventional morals and strict code of ethics! Why not do what he really 
felt like doing for a change? He struggled briefly against the maddening 
impulse to rip the girl's clothing from her body ... but it was useless. He 
knew he wanted her and he knew that she felt the same way about him. The way 
her love-glazed eyes stared at him ... the way her trembling little hands 
touched his thigh right now ... God, it was insane, but it was real! Much 
too real to ignore! His conscience was buried now beneath his rampaging 
desire, beneath the uncontrollable passion that was blazing like wildfire 
within his long-neglected loins.


With a tremorous voice, he whispered, "I guess your mother just doesn't 
think I'm ... attractive ... you know, desirable."


The youthfully innocent young girl was dumbfounded. God, Don was the most 
attractive, handsome, dashingly virile man she had ever known! She felt as 
if she must be dreaming as his words echoed like banging thunderclaps in her 
reeling mind. She sat mute, unable to bring the words up from her suddenly 
parched throat, as her mother's fiance began to stroke her cheek gently, his 
smoky brown eyes glowing with some raging inner fire while it seemed to move 
closer and closer towards hers. She knew he was going to kiss her, right on 
the mouth like no one had ever done before, and her eyes closed in delighted 
expectation as she felt the first hard pressure of his moist lips upon hers!


"My God, you're a beautiful girl, Debbie," he whispered hotly, lifting his 
mouth from hers. "Really beautiful ... and it feel so good to kiss you!"


Debbie gulped, feeling a sudden and strange fire beginning to burn down 
between her luscious young thighs. Again, she struggled to speak but the 
words simply wouldn't come. She looked up at him, her passion blazing in her 
azure blue eyes, her lips parted sensuously, her body trembling with the 
force of the erotic sensations rippling madly through it. She could not 
remember a more exciting moment in her entire young life and she wanted it 
to go on forever!


For some reason that he didn't dare question, Don's eyes began to travel 
over the luscious lines of the thirteen year old girl's body. She was 
wearing a white blouse with a "vee" neck and he was sitting so that his gaze 
could easily devour the firmly ripening young breasts beneath where they 
struggled against the lacy confinement of her brassiere. They looked like 
twin peaks of smooth, soft pleasure jutting out so brazenly against her 
blouse and it was all he could do to refrain from reaching over to take one 
of those succulent little mounds in his eagerly hungry mouth! Letting his 
eyes wander further, he studied the smooth, velvety skin of her naked thighs 
where they peeked out from beneath her short skirt, thighs that were now 
inexplicably beginning to scissors open and closed as a crimson flush 
crossed the girl's face. It was when he looked at her beautiful young face 
that the thirty-four year old man knew that he was lost-dizzily, happily 
lost and floundering in the simmering currents of his rampant sexual desires 
that were beginning to leap like electrical sparks between their two bodies.


"Debbie ... I want you to trust me. Just trust me, ok? Can you do that?" he 
whispered softly, seductively down at her. "We'll forget about your Mom ... 
and no one will ever know ... if you'll just trust me, Debbie ... trust 
me...."


The inexperienced young virgin was so excited that she could hardly contain 
herself.


The things this dashingly handsome man was saying were simply more than her 
adolescent mind could comprehend! At first, she thought that the sexy older 
man must be teasing. But then, when she looked into his lust-blazing eyes, 
and then when he had kissed her so passionately on the mouth, she began to 
believe that all of her dreams and fantasies were about to come true. A 
quiver of fear trembled within her belly, mingling with the first tremors of 
a fiery lust, although she couldn't really distinguish one sensation from 
the other right now! She felt him pull her close, felt her small but firmly 
rounded young breasts pressed warmly into his chest like two soft pointed 
pillows.


His words seemed to float about her head like high clouds and she felt so 
excited that she could almost faint! "Trust me, Debbie ... and everything 
will be all right ... I won't hurt you ... we'll never hurt each other ... 
only trust me ... let me do divine and beautiful things to you ... teach you 
... love you ... if only you'll trust me ... trust me ... believe in me...."


Debbie was almost out of her mind with disbelief at what was happening to 
her. Things this good only happened in movies and novels, never in real 
life! And yet, this magnificent man was making love to her! She could feel a 
strange moisture beginning to simmer and seep hotly from between her tightly 
clenched young thighs and she began to wonder again if all this was really 
happening at all! She had been so happy a few weeks ago when her mother had 
told her that Don was going to be her stepfather because he was so sexy and 
so handsome. Even the other girls at school, Betsy Gibbons especially, 
thought that Don was a really neat guy and the handsomest teacher around ... 
and now, here she was, on his couch beside him, and he was kissing her 
again!


The excited thirteen year-old girl felt a new thrill rush crazily through 
her aroused body as Don's wet, pointed tongue began to play teasingly over 
her soft, full lips, prying them apart, darting tantalizingly into her 
mouth. As if that weren't exciting and provocative enough, she suddenly felt 
his tremulous hand start to drift titillatingly down over her belly and then 
moving upwards towards the firm swells of her tempting young breasts!


Don relished the sweet torture of slowly slipping his hand along the lush 
contours of her ripening young body, exploring the flat plane of her lovely 
little belly as his hands slowly slid upward towards the succulent little 
mounds of her young breasts. He let his hand slide slowly, unbuttoning her 
blouse as it went along, still kissing her fervently, and he felt her 
trembling excitedly as his hotly searching hand drifted over her 
brassiere-protected breasts. He knew that he must be insane to go on with 
what he was doing, that this seduction of his fiancee's daughter was 
despicable and forbidden, but it simply didn't matter anymore. He couldn't 
have stopped himself and he no longer wanted to. There was only one 
obsession in his lust-crazed mind-to drive his hotly spearing love-organ 
into the warmly clasping virginal channel of this thirteen year-old girl's 
pretty pink pussy!


Debbie's entire body quivered and trembled with uncontrolable excitement as 
his hand first contacted the smooth, satiny flesh of her breasts beneath her 
flimsy little brassiere. A lightening-like jolt of arousal swept through her 
innocent young body as she saw him smile reassuringly at her, smothering her 
lips hotly with his own. Her brain became a simmering cauldron of newly 
discovered sexual desire as she eagerly returned his fervently passionate 
kiss while his fingers played around the crinkly pink nipple of her right 
breast, rolling it and teasing it into vibrantly throbbing hardness.


"Debbie ... you're such a beautiful girl ... really gorgeous," Don whispered 
hotly against her face as he slipped her light blouse back over her 
shoulders so that nothing stood between him and the nakedly pliant skin of 
her breasts except her lacy little brassiere. Now, as his hand reached down 
and slowly began to stroke her satiny, naked thigh beneath her skirt, he 
crooned softly close to her ear, "Do you like this? Does it make you feel 
good? You don't want me to stop, do you?" he gasped at last.


Debbie froze for one brief instant as she felt his hand take hers and push 
it down to where his turgidly pulsing cock lay beneath his robe. She heard 
him gasp at the wonderful, almost unbearable sensation of her slim young 
fingers encircling that painfully aching pole through the thin material of 
his robe. She had never held a man's cock in her hand before and a new and 
thrilling sensation of excitement raced through her already aroused young 
body and her whole body threatened to explode with frenetically passionate 
excitement. Wild shocks of eager passion went shooting through her virginal 
young loins as her seducer suddenly twisted, crushing the shamelessly 
aroused young girl's body down onto the soft cushions of the couch.


His trembling lips easily found hers once again, pressing against them with 
hotly urgent desire, then slipping down along the soft, velvety flesh of her 
throat to the full upstanding mounds of teenage flesh that bulged 
provocatively over her little lacy brassiere. His heart was beating and 
pounding within his hairy chest like jungle drums and he rasped for breath 
as he lifted himself up on his elbows above her prostrate form. He stared 
down at her passion-flushed face, at the tremulously quivering mounds of her 
melon-shaped young breasts, at the long smooth lines of her lovely legs for 
a long, breathless moment. He could feel the cum already churning hotly in 
his pendulously heavy balls and he knew that this girl wouldn't be a virgin 
for very much longer!


He was, by now, beyond all reason or regret. The thirty-four year old 
teacher was aware of nothing but the gloriously exciting sensations within 
his raging loins. Debbie, too, was beyond all control, reveling in the lurid 
and erotic sensations of warmth left behind by the older man's hungry lips 
and hands upon her willing and half-naked body. The lovely young girl stared 
glassy-eyed at the living room ceiling, her lushly sensual young body 
completely relaxed and resigned to its erotic fate as she waited for her 
mother's fiance's next move. She saw his eyes widening above her as they 
roamed at will over the lush contours of her willing young body and she 
wondered what magnificant and exciting events were in store for her that 
fateful afternoon.


Don smiled above her, appreciatively studying every line and curve of her 
lushly curved young body. He knew that this was an impossible situation, 
that after all these years of sexual restraint it was ludicrous to finally 
let himself go with the sensual daughter of his voluptuous fiance! Still, he 
knew he would go through with it, knew that he would have to satisfy his 
rampantly raging desire that had already inflamed every nerve-ending in his 
ruggedly masculine body. He was vaguely aware of his conscience warning him 
to stop, to run fast and far away from this wicked seduction of a thirteen 
year-old girl ... but he knew that he had long ago overpowered his 
conscience and would seek all the lust-inspired satisfaction he could get! 
Especially since this young girl was not only willing but panting and 
practically begging him to fuck her with her lust-clouded eyes!


Debbie could hardly bear her own excitement, either. She knew that it was 
evil and forbidden and terribly wrong to do what she was about to do-but she 
simply couldn't help herself! She wanted him more than she had ever wanted 
anything or anyone in the whole world. Wanting to feel that thickly turgid 
cock slithering up into the virginal confines of her sweet vaginal vault, 
wanted to feel his hands and lips eagerly traveling over her naked flesh, 
exciting her beyond reason. Her sensual young body now was too aroused to 
pay attention to anything but its own mindless erotic demands and her soft, 
full lips opened invitingly, sweetly uttering words that would forever 
destroy her own youthful innocence and inexperience.


She could feel his hands working at her brassiere clasp even though her eyes 
were closed and then she heard him gasp. She opened her eyes to see him 
staring in mute fascination at her now naked upper body, at her beautifully 
waivering, upthrust young breasts now completely exposed to his burning 
gaze. Unable to control himself any longer in the presence of this 
maddeningly exciting young teenage girl, he reached out to pull at her 
skirt, until he had succeeded in sliding it down over her willingly uplifted 
hips. Next, his fingers slipped into the tight elastic waistband of her 
panties and she felt a new surge of lurid excitement as he slowly, 
tantilizingly, slipped the bikini panties down over the lush swelling flesh 
of her thighs so that now the flat plane of her smooth white belly was bared 
all the way down to the gently, blonde fleece mound of her enticing young 
pussy. His breath rasped excitedly while his eyes darted madly over her 
sensual nakedness, as though unable to believe the magnificant treasure they 
had just revealed.


"Oh Don ... Don...." the young girl stammered mindlessly, not knowing what 
she wanted to say, knowing only that the fires of her own lust seemed to 
burn like a forest fire through her loins. She lay still under him, her face 
radiating a glow of expectance and erotic anticipation as her older lover 
moved back a little to stare mutely down at her roundly pointed breasts with 
their crinkly-skinned, pink nipples thrusting provocatively up toward his 
feverishly excited eyes.


"My God ... Oh Debbie," he moaned and then suddenly his dark head dipped 
downward, his even white teeth fastening gently on the rosy upturned tip of 
her pillowy right breast. He heard her gasp with unexpected pleasure and she 
didn't try to squirm away from his hungrily nibbling teeth as his eager 
exploring hands roamed over her naked thighs and hips holding her firmly 
before him. His hungry lips passionately embraced the softly yielding, 
palpitating mounds, tonguing and kissing the warm vibrantly alive flesh that 
lay so willingly and provocatively beneath his inquiring mouth. There was no 
fear, he knew, within her tremulous body, only a desire perhaps as hotly 
burning as his own. Her flaring hips now began a slow and yet impatient 
writhing against the soft cushions of the couch as she felt a lewdly 
delightful twitch of glorious sensation deep in the fulcrum of her femininty 
nestled between her thighs.


"Yes, Don ... kiss me there ... touch me all over ... oohhh ... yes ... I 
trust you ... and I want you to kiss me and touch me ... and ... 
everything!" the lust-crazed young girl crooned lewdly as she willingly 
reached down to rub her fingertips over the swollen fleshy bulge beneath the 
thirty-four year old teacher's robe.


Don lifted his handsome face from the lush crevice between her sumptuous 
breasts, his hands moving up to tightly clasp those temptingly rising and 
falling mounds, and managed to nod his head vaguely in agreement. He could 
feel the fire in his loins burning even more hotly now, ignited by the sight 
of her creamy smooth breasts billowing out of his widespread fingers, 
rippling lewdly between them like waves of creamy custard.


"Debbie ... I'm going to fuck you now ... and it may be a little 
uncomfortable at first ... but I promise I won't hurt you ... I'll only make 
you feel good ... really good ... better than you've ever felt before ... 
ok?" he gasped. "Do you want me to fuck you?"


"Oooohhh ... yeeessssssss!" came the thirteen year-old girl's passionate 
reply. "Yes, Don ... fuck me ... I want you. ... want you to ... fuck me!" 
She was surprised at the lewd and obscene words that seemed to tumble so 
naturally from her lips. The very lewdness of them excited her even more 
until she knew that she had lost what little control she had ever had over 
what was occurring here in Don Baker's living room. She could feel the warm 
moisture seeping from her sizzling vagina to dampen the swollen, 
blonde-framed outer lips of her pussy and she pressed her long, smooth 
thighs close together to ease the burning sensation that was blazing out of 
control in her virginal cunt. Don's fiery kisses and maddening massage of 
her warmly smooth flesh were turning her entire body into a molten mass of 
quivering desire, filling her with a passion she had never even imagined 
possible before. A tiny mewling moan of prurient lust fell from her moistly 
open lips as the dark-haired teacher seized both of her rounded, throbbing 
breasts and squeezed them lustfully together like two softly billowing 
pillow. She saw the lascivious smile on his face as he watched the two 
turgid nipples meet and then his hotly hungry mouth eagerly enveloped them 
both.


Tiny stabbing pricklings of delicious sensation raced through the tips of 
them as he sucked voraciously at their hardened points. She could feel his 
hot breath moving smoothly over her throat as he raised up to lock his moist 
lips wildly against hers once again.


"Ooooohhhh ... Doooonnnnnn ... oh yes ... oh yes ... oh please ... take me, 
Don ... fuck me ... oooohhhh...." the delerious young girl cried mindlessly 
into his mouth. "Yeessssss! Fuck me! Get naked and fuck me, Don! Hurry!"


The thirteen year old girl was a captive of her own newly discovered lustful 
appetites, a slave to the overpowering surges of hotly burning longing that 
make her entire naked body ache to have him inside of her. There was nothing 
in her reeling mind now but sublime anticipation of the moment when he would 
thrust his virile shaft of manflesh deep into her hungry, virginal vagina. 
For the first time in her life she was going to know what it was like to be 
completely filled and fulfilled by the man of her dreams!


Debbie knew that she simply couldn't wait another moment longer, and she 
reached out to open his already partially opened robe. Maddening sensations 
of mind-blinding lust spiraled through her naked loins and into her smooth 
white belly as her mother's fiance lay beside her on the couch, his strong 
fingers greedily tracing the curves of her tingling young breasts with 
mounting and hungry passion. She tore his robe back over his strong 
shoulders and planted wet, moist kisses on his mature, hairy chest, tauting 
the little nipples of his masculine chest with her moist pink tongue tip.


"Ummmmmm ... uuuumm...." she moaned as her hands pulled open his robe so 
that her fingertips could trail downward over his convulsing belly and 
navel, brushingly teasingly along his skin until they reached the swollen 
bulge of his hot hard penis. Her excited blue eyes feasted on that marvelous 
instrument she had seen for such a brief moment before, reveling in the 
sight of his stiffly arching cock jutting out so straight and hard from his 
dark forest of pubic hair and his pendulously heavy balls dangling down 
between his muscle-rippling thighs. Her fingers tightened around that 
marvelous spear of pleasure, and she delighted in her first real touch of a 
man's penis. His throbbing shaft of vein-ribbed flesh jerked hotly against 
her inexperienced palm as she clenched her fist tightly around his eager 
hardness.


"I've ... I've never fucked before ... but I want to now! Yes, Don ... 
please fuck me now! Please! Now! I can't wait any longer! I want you inside 
of me, all of you, filling me up ... please!" the young girl screamed almost 
hysterically, her eyes ablaze with the fires of her excitedly heated 
passions.


"Yes ... yes, I'm going to fuck you ... I'm going to be good to you ... it's 
going to feel so good ... so good ... yes, Debbie ... yes," her thirty-four 
year old lover crooned hotly against her ear in reply. He had by this time 
forgotten completely about Karen, about everything in fact excpet the 
marvelously exciting feelings racing through his body as the thirteen 
year-old girl writhed nakedly beneath him. All of his former fears and 
inhibitions melted now in the heat of this newfound passion and every last 
shred of his usually diligent conscience was gone. His brain whirled as he 
heard the girl groan huskily while his hand slipped expertly down from her 
straining, lust-swollen breasts to trace the lovely full curves of her madly 
thrashing buttocks.


"Please Don ... please ... do it to me now ... I can't stand it anymore ... 
please, fuck me now!" the young girl cried shakily, her entire naked body 
quivering with the sublime intensity of lust.


The thrill of hearing herself actually say that one forbidden word sent a 
new lewd thrill through Debbie Marshall's naked body, and she reached out 
her arms to twine them tightly around her teacher's neck, pulling her virile 
hairy chest into the smooth whiteness of her rounded young breasts. Her 
hands drifted exploringly over his body, feeling his hard muscles beneath 
the smooth surface of his skin as she eagerly discovered every hollow and 
crevice of him. The young girl now felt his hands prying her thighs apart 
and she joyfully lifted her hips to meet the welcome weight of his mature 
body as he climbed knowingly between her wide-spalyed legs.


Don's handsome features seemed to swim before her lust-clouded eyes as she 
felt the aching hardness of his hotly pulsing penis jabbing anxiously into 
the soft sensitive flesh of her vaginal canyon before it slipped down to 
rest provocatively at the warm moist mouth of her cunt. The lurching head of 
his blood-stiffened cock pulsed maddeningly and tantalizingly against that 
welcoming mouth and the young girl felt a new shiver of quivering lust 
course through her naked flesh.


Smiling reassuringly down at the frantically anxious young girl, the 
dark-haired teacher reached down between them to guide the full length of 
his elongated, 'rock-hard penis to the precise spot of penetration there 
between the throbbing hair-lined lips of her eagerly waiting vagina. She 
closed her eyes now, clenching them tightly shut, luxuriating in the 
tremoring surges of lust that rippled through her loins and up to her smooth 
white belly as she waited in devine anticipation of the moment when that 
spearing rod of granite-hard flesh would enter her virginal vagina to make a 
real woman out of her!


Anxiously watching her face, Don pressed gently forward. Debbie gasped as 
she felt the first pressured contact of the bulbous cock-head against the 
sensitive edges of her wetly heated cunt. It was so wonderful, so 
magnificant! She was really going to be fucked by Don Baker, her idol, the 
paragon of masculinity!


"Yes, Don ... oh yes ... do it to me now! I can't wait ... another moment 
longer...." she panted breathlessly as she felt his pulsating hardness 
slowly pressing in against the tight elastic opening of her hungry virginal 
cunt.


Then, she gasped as she felt that lust-bloated pulsing cocktip slip in past 
the warm moist opening. It didn't hurt nearly as much as she had always 
thought it would. Quite the contrary, it simply felt a little strange as the 
stiffly swollen rod of manflesh moved into her slowly at first, spreading 
and stretching the virginal walls of her lubricated cunt, causing only a 
slight degree of minor pain. The girl winced a little at the sensation of 
acute pleasure mixed with slight discomfort as it seemed to slide forever 
hotly inside of her, filling her more beautifully and more completely than 
she had ever imagined possible!


Above her, Don was lost in the triumphant glory of conquering another virgin 
and his handsome young face slowly changed into a flushed mask of prurient 
lust as he looked down at the helplessly skewered young girl spread-eagled 
beneath him, the entire head of his raging hot penis buried within the 
pinkly pulsing lips of her vaginal mouth. The teacher now felt a sensation 
of infinite power and with a little cry of victory, he pressed forward again 
on Debbie's impaled young body. His weight now smashed her luscious young 
breasts tightly back against her chest as he thrust his hips forward to 
slide his lust-elongated pulsing cock deep into her heatedly twitching cunt. 
He reveled in the feeling of penetration into her tightly elastic cavern, 
his driving piston pushing the soft moist folds of her vaginal walls in 
rippling velvety waves before it were no cock had ever gone before. She 
groaned in shameless rapture as she felt his pendulously heavy testicles 
slam down against the cheeks of her tightly-clenched ass and the blunt head 
of his rigid organ prod roughly against her cervix!


He had done it! She was no longer a virgin!


"Ooooohhhhh ... yyeeessss...." the delighted young girl cried out feverishly 
as she kicked out into the air and locked her slender young arms and legs 
around the older man's naked body. The thrill of actually losing her 
virginity to the idol of all her dreams, to the handsomest teacher in the 
school, to the sexiest guy in town, made the girl's head swim with dizzying 
rapture; the inner muscles of her wetly clasping cunt tensed around his 
throbbing pole of manflesh as she succeeded in pulling his still further 
into her quivering belly.


"God ... you're so tight ... so wonderful ... oooohhhhh...." Don whimpered, 
thrusting his hips uncontrolably downward while the young girl held his cock 
firmly inside the warm moist channel of her convulsively milking pussy. 
Crazy shocks of electrical lust jolted through his groin every time he 
tightened her hot inner muscles around him and he wondered vaguely where she 
had learned to do that or whether she was instead doing it purely by 
instinct. If so, this hot young thirteen year old girl was a born lover, a 
girl born to fuck and he was just the man to give her a fucking she would 
never forget! His straining buttocks bucked madly up and down as he tried to 
bury still more of his lust-propelled rod of phallic flesh in the delicately 
moist walls of his stepdaughter-to-be! He propped his naked body up on his 
elbows and stared down between their bodies, panting heavily with unbridled 
lust as he watched his turgid shaft, shiny with her sweet cuntal juices, 
pisotning into the coral-hued slit of her delicious blonde-fringed cunt.


The sight of her firmly succulent young breasts joggling beneath his 
lust-flushed face, the rosy pointed tips like two pink eyes staring back up 
at him, was almost more than the impassioned young teacher could stand. His 
eyes bulged wider as she gazed with heated fervor at the ragged pink flanges 
of her pussy, the soft, fleshy folds drawing back with each outstroke he 
made, then swallowing in again as he gently thrust forward into her with 
smooth in-and-out rhythm he had established.


"Ummmmm ... how does it feel?" he moaned down at the nakedly writhing young 
girl beneath him.


"Oh ... so good ... so good ... ooohh ... aaaahhhhh...." the thirteen 
year-old blonde moaned in response as she felt the broad, fleshy base of his 
cock exquisitely massaging the erectly throbbing bud of her pinkly 
glistening clitoris. She was lost in a deluge of passion she never knew she 
possessed, flooding over her, submerging her completely beneath the warm 
waves of her own passion. To even remotely consider such an exciting sexual 
encounter would have been beyond the realm of her comprehension yesterday 
but now it was happening, really happening to her and she loved every devine 
minute of it!


Don, likewise, was completely lost to the hot demands of his own passionate 
nature. He knew that the seduction of his thirteen year old 
stepdaughter-to-be was a wicked and forbidden pillaging of her youthful 
innocence. But that simply didn't matter any more. Nothing mattered except 
hungry loins and he knew he wouldn't stop until he had satisfied that 
burning desire to its fullest. His eyes seemed to flutter deleriously as he 
pumped into her again and again, lost in the intensity of his wild, 
ever-mounting excitement as he plunged time after time into the warmly 
clenching cavern of her cunt.


Debbie now reached up to slip one hand around her thirty-four year old 
teacher's neck, pulling his face down to rest in the pillowy softness of her 
succulent young breasts, sensing that he was about to achieve his dynamic 
explosion very soon. Later, when she thought about it, she didn't know how 
she knew that his climax was rapidly approaching since she had never let 
anyone even get his hands into her panties before must less his cock into 
the warm womanly confines of her cunt! But she knew. And she wanted him to 
reach the highest pinnacle of ecstasy within her youthful, tightly clasping 
cunt and she ground her hips in tight little circles to take in ever more of 
his lustfully elongated length of pulsing manflesh.


The lust-inspired teacher labored over her, breaking now into an excited 
series of longer, faster, deeper plunging strokes. His madly throbbing rod 
of flesh pulled almost all the way out of her heatedly clutching vagina on 
the back-stroke, then tunneled back into her until he could feel the 
blood-bloated tip of his cock crashing against the spongy resistance of her 
cervix deep inside. He felt her begin to thrash insanely beneath his naked 
body, and her provocative writhings made him forget everything in the world 
except the whirlpool of animal lust that had taken control of his virile, 
mature body. The wet, flat smack of his strong hips thudding against her 
uptured pelvis resounded loudly through his ears and he dazedly turned his 
head to take one of her erectly throbbing nipples into his mouth and suck 
hungrily on its rosy hardness. His hands slipped down between the couch 
cushions and the pliant white cheeks of luscious ass, and he cupped them in 
his strong white cheeks of her luscious ass, and he cupped them in his 
strong young fingers and palms, kneading the succulent warm flesh in 
rapturous delight as he felt his sperm start to boil deep in his hotly 
churning testicles.


The abandoned young teenager moaned ceaselessly as her face contorted into a 
crimson-flushed mask of prurient lust. She was growing more and more aroused 
with each passing moment as the handsome teacher's long stiff cock stroked 
harder and harder into her heatedly clasping cuntal channel. The guttural 
sounds of their animalistic moans and groans and whimpers mingled with the 
noises of Don's virile shaft of manflesh pounding in and out of the blonde 
teenager's eagerly sucking vagina and seemed to reverberate around the room.


Suddenly, the young girl gasped as she felt the hotly pulsing pole of flesh 
begin to flex and palpitate deep within her quivering young belly. The hard, 
rubbery head seemed to flare out until she was afraid it might tear a hole 
in her belly! It took a moment before the lust-abandoned young blonde 
realized that her olde; love was about to cum, to explode his creamy load 
deep into her sperm-hungry pussy. The lewd thought of experiencing her first 
eruption of cum jetting inside of her made her shiver with forbidden 
delight. Her hands automatically darted down to grasp his driving buttocks, 
pulling him as far as she could into her willing welcoming loins. At the 
same time, she felt her own never before experienced climax coming on with 
the overpowering force of a devastating tidal wave, and she frantically 
waved her undulating ass obscenely from side to side in the air, spiraling 
her warmly excited cunt up and down on his burrowing, hotly-expanding cock.


Suddenly, she felt as if she had lost all control over her madly quivering 
nakedness. A spiraling spasm shook her naked body from head to toe and a hot 
flame of exploding desire seemed to engulf her very soul.


She was cumming! For the very first time in her entire thriteen years, she 
was experiencing a mind-blinding orgasm!


"Oh God ... Don ... I'm ... cumming ... cumming ... cuuummmmiiing! I'm 
cuuuuummmmming!"


Her breathless cry of passion rose to a strangled whine of pure ecstasy as 
her lushly naked body stiffened and began to vibrate insanely, her own 
lust-encited creamy white juices oozing from her quivering channel, drowning 
Don's rigidly impaling organ, in its sticKy sweet warmtn. Sne had never 
dreamed of such an exquisitely ecstatic experience and she let herself go 
completely to the mindless passion of her erotically exciting orgasm.


The dark-haired teacher paused for a moment above her, astounded by the 
beautiful young girl's sudden and vibrant convulsions but then, as she 
finally gasped out the last of her madly spasming first orgasm, the older 
man felt himself lose all control of his own hotly burning passion. 
Frantically, he heaved his hard pelvis down against her, fucking his wildly 
exploding cock all the way to its hairy hilt in the hotly contracting depths 
of her clinging young pussy. With a rush that took his breath away, Don felt 
his boiling sperm erupt deep up into the gorgeous young teenager's 
wide-stretched, almost hairless little pussy-hold, mixing deliriously with 
the churning hot juices of her own heated cumming.


Wave after wave of fire-filled ecstasy roared through Debbie's nakedly 
convulsing body as she felt the first explosion of a man inside of her. Her 
naked body tingled madly with exquisite sensations of fiery pleasure as she 
felt the hot, creamy liquid streaming deep inside of her, filling her 
virginal cunt to overflowing with its warm, sticky wetness. The never before 
expanded walls of her womanly womb clenched and unclenched greedily around 
it, desperately sucking at the older man's jerking organ like a baby's 
hungrily sucking mouth. Warm white juices flowed lasciviously down around 
the teacher's still-lurching prick and dribbled down into the soft, wildly 
tensing canyon of her buttocks, washing over his emptying balls and the 
broad base of his virile manflesh as he tried to sink it even deeper into 
the young girl's hungrily moving belly. Brilliant pinwheels of light 
exploded in the sensuous young blonde's lust-dazzled mind as she panted out 
the seemingly endless orgasm, her lushly naked young body quivering and 
shaking still with the incredible intensity of her passion.


"Oooooohhh ... Don ... ooohhhhhhhh Daddy ... uuuummmmm...." the young girl 
sighed contentedly as, at last, the panting man fell exhausted across her 
naked body. He sighed as he felt the velvety walls of her still-clinging 
vagina rippling excitedly around his rapidly deflating organ still buried 
there. After several breathless minutes, Debbie, too, quivered to stillness, 
her long young legs collapsing like limp spaghetti on either side of his 
naked torso as the older man's tight grip on the tenderly yielding flesh of 
her rounded ass-cheeks slowly relaxed and finally let go completely. The 
young girl's body felt drained of everything, of all energy, of all feeling, 
of all strength as she moved weakly beneath the heavy weight of the 
thirty-four year old man, feeling her warm buttocks slide on the slippery 
excess of passion-inspired juices that had overflowed from her 
passion-ravaged pussy and puddled onto the couch below.


Don slowly and reluctantly lifted himself off of her satiated naked body and 
heard her breathe thickly to fill her lungs with much-needed air. The young 
blonde girl moaned softly as she felt Don's now limp penis pull slowly from 
her still twitching cunt. She sighed with the warm afterglow of her 
successful first sexual encounter and felt the cool air of the room wafting 
over her sweat-soaked nakedness as she stared with undisguised adoration at 
her mother's fiance.


"Well?" Don inquired, very pleased with himself and elated at his own sexual 
success. "How was it? How do you feel, Debbie?"


"Oh Jeepers Don," she began breathlessly, "that was just ... the most 
thrilling ... the most fab ... exciting ... experience I've ever known! It 
was ... spectacular! It really was!" And then a slightly worried frown 
crossed her forehead and she looked away from her thirty-four year old lover 
as she asked with a soft, coy voice, "Don ... was I ok? I mean, did I do it 
right?"


"Don't worry, Debbie," he reassured her with a vivid smile, his brown eyes 
still misty in the aftermath of his unbelievable ecstasy. "You were fine ... 
just fine ... splendid, in fact!"


"Oh Don, I'm so glad! I was so afraid...."


"Listen, baby, you were sensational. And I wouldn't say that if it wasn't 
true!" he laughed. "In fact," he added, his tone becoming deeper and more 
serious, "I want you to know that ... well, that I'd like you to come back 
tomorrow ... and the next day, too-whenever you like! You're a real woman 
now, Debbie, a real woman."


The amazed thirteen year old blonde could hardly believe her ears! Don had 
called her a "real woman!" And he wanted her to come back! He wanted to 
repeat the glories they had enjoyed together that afternoon with her over 
and over again! It felt as if she had suddenly awakened from a brightly 
promising, wildly exciting dream-to find out that it wasn't a dream at all 
but the real thing! He really wanted her, thirteen year old Debbie Marshall, 
to be his girlfriend and lover! Wow!


"Oh Don!" she cried breathlessly, her blue eyes blazing with pleasure and 
pride. "I don't want to leave you ever! I just want to stay right here with 
you forever!"


Her dark-haired teacher laughed. "Well, you'll have to go home for supper or 
Karen will become pretty worried!"


"But that's hours and hours away! Couldn't we do it again before I go? 
Please? Couldn't we ... fuck ... again?"


Her enthusiasm and childish candor touched the very source of the older 
man's soul. She was such a beautiful child, and still, despite this 
experience, so innocent! Destroying her virginity must have been a wicked 
and sinful thing to do ... but, he reasoned, it would have happened sooner 
or later-probably sooner-and it was much better for her to lose that 
precious commodity to someone who genuinely cared about her rather than to 
some insensitive lout of inexperienced young teenage boy! Yes, in a way Don 
Baker had actually done the girl a favor....


"Listen, Debbie, I'll tell you what," the teacher smiled, thinking that he 
was now going to teach her some things she could never learn in school! "You 
can stay for a while longer. But instead of doing the same thing, I'll teach 
you something different, ok? Trust me, Debbie, just trust me."


"Oh, I do, I do trust you, Don! Oh wow!"


CHAPTER FOUR


Don Baker sat smoking a cigarette in his dimly lit living room just after 
Debbie Marshall had left. His mind was still reeling from the dizzying 
pleasures of their first sexual adventure together, with images of her 
smoothly rounded young breasts glistening with the sweat of her exertions 
mingling with pictures of her blonde-fringed cunt eagerly sucking in all of 
his turgidly throbbing cock until they had both reached the convulsive 
height of supreme rapture and exploded their hotly flowing orgasmic juices 
at the very pinnacle of their ecstasy.


Or had it all been simply a dream?


No, it had been real enough. Very real indeed. Too real, perhaps.


Suddenly, the thirty-four year old junior high school teacher began to feel 
the first spasms of conscience filtering into his brandy-clouded brain. 
Debbie was, after all, little more than a child. And Karen's child at that. 
What would she ever do if she found out that her fiance had seduced her 
thirteen year old daughter and had succeeded in destroying her precious 
virginity? Would Karen ever be able to understand that the strain of holding 
back his fervent passions had simply proven too much for him, that his 
raging jealousy and the brandy had combined to drive him completely out of 
his mind with anger and passion when he had suspected that she herself had 
been unfaithful to him?


But ... had she really been unfaithful? Or had it simply been a matter of 
his own vivid imagination? What if ... oh, no! What if ... he had been wrong 
all along about Karen and John Grey? What if he had been all wrong from the 
very beginning-then she would almost certainly never forgive him!


Don took a long, deep drag from his cigarette, then stubbed it out quickly 
in the ashtray. Drawing his robe tightly around his lust-satiated body, he 
dove across the room towards the telephone. Karen would still be at work for 
another hour ... he had to talk to her, had to see her that very night!


* * *


Karen Marshall sat at her desk, concentrating on a list of inventory figures 
which had just come to her attention. It had been a long and grueling day, 
especially after that tedious, two hour-long conference with John Grey 
during which he said little and did nothing except stare gluttonously at the 
voluptuous contours of her shapely young body. Glancing at her watch, she 
smiled and sighed with satisfaction. In less than an hour her long, tiring 
day would be over. She could go home, relax in the tub, enjoy a leisurely 
drink ... and think about the following evening with her beloved Don Baker.


Just then John Grey entered her office, disrupting her peaceful tranquility 
as he loudly slammed the door closed behind him. Smiling lecherously, he 
slipped into a chair next to her desk and reached out with his hot hand to 
touch her gently on her stocking-clad thigh where it emerged so 
provocatively from the short skirt of her hip-hugging dress.


The lovely young blonde's face wore a long suffering expression as she 
watched the wretched-looking man rearrange himself in the chair, his hand 
digging deeply into the pliantly soft skin of her thigh. She could see him 
openly staring at the dark, deep cleavage between her luscious full breasts 
and she felt the hot electrical sparks of desire shooting out from his eyes. 
It was almost as if he were about to reach out and grab one of those firmly 
rounded breasts and she felt a shiver of dread racing up her spine.


"Are you sure you won't come out to dinner with me?" he asked in a husky, 
rasping voice, his fingers digging now deeper into the softly yielding flesh 
of her stocking-protected thigh, as he stared with grim determination 
directly into her azure-blue eyes.


"Look, I told you," she said without trying to hide her exasperation. "I've 
got to get home. I've got a thirteen year-old girl, you know, who has to eat 
and be taken care of."


"You're sure it's not that man I saw you with last week who needs taking 
care of?" he said, a jealous grin spreading across his evil-looking face.


Karen sighed. What difference did it make now if John Grey knew about Don, 
knew that she loved him and that they were going to be married in just a few 
months? She had successfully avoided telling John about Don up to now purely 
for selfish reasons-but now that she had officially secured the promotion, 
John Grey had nothing to hold over her head, no hold on her to force her to 
succumb to his wishes. Not that he had ever had that strong a hold on her 
... she had never actually given in to his continual demands and lewd 
suggestions....


Still she knew that she still needed his support, that his reports on her 
progress would be going to the top management people and that, to a degree, 
her future success still depended partly on John Grey. The reports of the 
buyers she would be working directly under would probably weigh most heavily 
... but she wasn't ready to alienate John Grey just yet. Once she was safely 
married, he would probably leave her alone. In fact, in all likelihood he 
would ignore her completely once she wore that precious gold band, as if she 
didn't exist in his world and never had. God, what a relief that would be!


"Yes, I'm sure it's not that man," she answered finally. "I've told you, Mr. 
Grey, that I have a little girl who I don't spend nearly enough time with as 
it is!" she said, a tinge of impatience in her voice as she realized that 
she was taking much needed time from her work for this idle chatter and that 
if she didn't get back to the inventory figures soon, she would end working 
overtime again tonight! "And if you don't mind, I'd like to get finished 
with this work now so I can get home to her!"


"You're so conscientious, Karen darling," he chuckled. Then, suddenly, all 
of the wicked humor left his face and he leaned forward, his eyes narrowing 
to tiny little slits within his face. "You know, I wouldn't persist like 
this, except that you are so remarkably attractive, my dear. One might even 
say 'voluptuous' would be a more appropriate word. And, frankly, I think you 
ought to be ... well, grateful ... to me for all that I've done for you here 
at the store. You know what I mean, Karen dear. I'm going to feel quite 
insulted if I find out that the fellow I saw you with last week is more than 
... shall we say, a casual acquaintance!"


The sensuous young blonde felt another shiver of dread creeping along her 
spine as she stared steadfastly back into his beady, narrowed eye-slits. No, 
he wasn't playing games. He meant every word that he said. He could no doubt 
make her situation here at the store a very difficult one if he chose to do 
so but despite his powerful position, the shapely blonde had no desire to 
play around behind Don's back, and especially not with John Grey!


"Look, Mr. Grey," she said impatiently, "I appreciate the fact that you find 
me attractive-'voluptuous', if you will-but you know I have a little girl 
because you've seen her in the store many times." Here she paused, took a 
deep breath, her fingers clutched tightly and nervously around a pencil, and 
then continued. "And I'm not a full-time mother to her as it is. We hardly 
have any time together at all. So what little time we do have is very 
precious to me. Can't you understand that?"


But before John Grey could answer, the telephone rang. Karen looked 
uncertainly at it, wondering who would be calling her at this late hour of 
the afternoon. She let it ring almost half a dozen times, determined not to 
answer it, but then, thinking it might be Debbie, she began to reach for it.


"That's right. Answer it, Karen. It just might be your precious little girl, 
you know. Wouldn't want to disappoint the little dear, now would we?"


Anger flushing her beautiful young face, Karen Marshall picked up the 
receiver.


"Hello? Karen Marshall here."


"Hi Karen," Don's voice came smoothly across the wire. "Karen, listen to me, 
I've just got to talk to you. It's really important, Karen" The sensuous 
blonde felt her breath catch in her throat at the first sound of his 
familiar deep voice. She. could see John Grey staring at her with blazing 
curiosity and she felt as if she could actually feel his gaze burning into 
her skin. "Yes, of course. I understand. But I'll have to look up that 
information and call you back later," she said with a business-like tone, 
hoping that Don would somehow understand that she just couldn't talk to him 
at that moment and that she would call him back as soon as she could. She 
was really sorry now that she hadn't told Don the whole truth about John 
Grey before, about how lecherously he always hovered over her ... but it was 
too late to tell him now!


Karen could hear Don sigh deeply into the telephone. "You're with that John 
Grey, I guess. Well, Karen, that's just what I want to talk to you about. 
You know I wouldn't bother you like this if it wasn't really important, 
urgent, in fact. Karen, I-"


Fine. That will be just fine. I'll have that ready for you first thing in 
the morning," the sumptuous blonde interrupted him, praying that the 
ridiculous response would explain everything to him. She wondered vaguely 
what Don meant by wanting to talk to her about John Grey ... but she would 
worry about that later. Right now she had to get off the telephone.


"Yes, first thing in the morning without fail."


"Please, Karen, please listen to me! Please! I love you, Karen, but...."


"Yes, I'm sure you do. First thing in the morning, then, Good-bye now," she 
said and then replaced the receiver in its cradle. Poor Don, he really did 
seem quite upset and exasperated with her. What could possibly have done 
that to him? Smiling lamely at John Grey, she continued, "Just the stock 
clerk about this inventory report. So I'd better get to work on it, if 
you'll excuse me."


* * *


Debbie Marshall walked down the street, away from Don Baker's house and 
towards her own, as if in a dream. Her mind was cluttered with images of his 
naked thirty-four year old body above hers, his thickly elongated cock 
storming into the warmly welcoming channel of her cunt as if it had been 
made to do nothing else. He had wanted her and she had given herself to him 
completely, to the most handsome, wonderful man in the world!


She had reached the corner less than half a block from her house when she 
saw Betsy Gibbons walking down the sidewalk towards her. Her heart sank down 
to her knees. There was no way to avoid Betsy, no way to hurry up to her own 
house and race securely inside before reaching Betsy and her almost knowing, 
leering grin. Betsy was fourteen and always thought she knew everything but 
Debbie knew a little something now, too!


"Hi, Debbie. What's new?" her friend asked with feigned nonchalance. Debbie 
fought the urge to straighten her dress and her hair, forced herself not to 
make any overt sigh that she had so recently left her virginity on the 
handsome teacher's couch in his living room. She tried to wear a casual, 
childish smile as she replied, "Not much."


"Really?" the sensuous redhead said, a hint of knowing humor sparkling in 
her green eyes. "I've been calling you all afternoon and didn't get any 
answer. Where've you been?"


Debbie gulped, her heartbeat beginning already to race as her guilty 
conscience spun madly within her mind. She could feel the blood rushing to 
her face as she smiled lamely at her friend. She knew that Betsy had a crush 
on Don Baker, that she said she would do anything to get into his bed. She 
probably wouldn't believe Debbie had actually succeeded in doing just that! 
She would simply laugh and call her a liar and make all kinds of snide 
remarks about how Debbie's body hadn't really matured yet and all that 
ridiculous nonsense.


"Well, I had some errands to do for my mother," Debbie began nervously, 
"that's all. Just some stupid stuff that Mom asked me to do."


"Yeah? Like what?"


Again, the thirteen year old gulped, as if trying to swallow her 
nervousness. "Oh, well ... I had to stop by and give some things from the 
store to Mr. Baker-he's engaged to my Mom, you know. And then I had to take 
some stuff to the cleaners ... and...."


"Oh! Mr. Baker! Well, that must have been interesting!"


Debbie looked angrily at her friend. She had no right to be so snide about 
Don Baker! Just because she had a crush on him, just because she wanted to 
enjoy with him all the exciting sexual adventures that Debbie had enjoyed 
that afternoon and Don wouldn't have anything to do with her, that didn't 
give her the right to act so damned prissy every time his name was 
mentioned! She could feel a heated moisture already seeping from between her 
sensuous young thighs at the very thought of getting into bed with him again 
tomorrow, both of them once again completely naked and so she avoided 
looking directly into Betsy Gibbons eyes.


"Well ... he and Mom are gonna be married, you know!"


"Sure. Well, listen, what I really wanted to ask you was if you still wanted 
to go bowling with us tomorrow afternoon," her redheaded friend replied 
wearily, as if Debbie's attitude towards the handsome young teacher was just 
too childish for words.


"Uh ... well, no, I can't," the young blonde answered, hoping that the 
tremor in her voice wouldn't be noticed. "Not tomorrow."


"Why not? Got a date?" her friend asked mockingly.


Debbie's face immediately brightened. She did have a date-with Don Baker! Of 
course, she couldn't tell Betsy who the date was with, but....


"Yes. I do have a date!" Debbie said proudly, a creeping sensation of 
discomfort and awkwardness suddenly invading her senses. She wasn't quite 
sure why she was beginning to feel so clumsy and uncomfortable and she 
turned away to walk the half a block to her house to avoid it.


"Oh yeah? A mystery man? Haven't seen you around with anyone lately. Except 
Johnny Mathews. You don't have a date with that ugly little guy, do you?"


"No! And I'm going home now, if you don't mind!" Debbie spat back, hoping 
she could get safely indoors before she had to answer any more embarrassing 
questions. Just as she had reached the house, she heard her fourteen year 
old friend call out.


"Well, if he's got any cute friends, save one for me!"


* * *


CHAPTER FIVE


Don Baker luxuriated in the soothing warm spraying water of his shower early 
the following morning. He had arisen just shortly after the sun, had put on 
his sweat pants and jacket for a nice, refreshing jog around the 
neighborhood in the stillness of the cold winter morning. Feeling completely 
refreshed and invigorated now, he soaped his virile, muscular young body 
from head to toe and reflected on what had happened in his own living room 
only the afternoon before with the thirteen year old daughter of his 
voluptuous fiance, Karen Marshall.


He was both glad and sorry that Debbie Marshall had so willingly surrendered 
her virginity to him. Glad because now he knew the true and undeniable 
depths of his own sexual appetites, and knew, too that it would be futile to 
try to deny them any longer. He was a normal, healthy thirty-four year old 
man with natural, although powerful, sex drives and now that he had accepted 
that fact, it seemed like a great burden had been lifted from his strong 
young shoulders. Karen had been right all along


-they didn't have to be married to enjoy the sensual fruits of each other's 
bodies, as long as they knew that they loved each other and would go on 
loving each other no matter what.


But would Karen be able to continue loving him after she found out what had 
happened between him and her beautiful blonde daughter? That was what Don 
Baker was sorry about. Debbie was, after all was said and done, merely a 
child with the sensually developing body of a gorgeous woman. But, still a 
child, he admonished himself as he recalled the erotically exciting events 
of yesterday afternoon. The next question, of course, was: what was he going 
to do about it?


He would, he mused, certainly have to do something. But what? Debbie would 
surely come over that afternoon, since he had expressly asked her to do so 
before she left yesterday. He could see that he would have to find some way 
to handle that situation ... and he had to do something about Karen, too. If 
he ever told her everything he had done with her young teenage daughter, 
would she ever be able to forgive him? Or would he, instead, lose the one 
woman he had learned to care for ever since his wife had left him seven 
years before? Would Karen be able to comprehend what he wasn't sure he 
understood himself? Could she possibly understand that a strange and 
powerful demon had seized control of his mind and body, that the man who had 
performed all of those sexual gymnastics with her daughter yesterday 
afternoon was half-drunk and not really himself at all but merely the 
monster created by the supression of his own natural instincts and desires?


Perhaps. Perhaps she would understand, he thought as he stepped out of the 
shower and began to towel himself dry. But that still left the problem of 
what to say to Debbie when she came over that afternoon as she certainly 
would. It would be difficult to tell the sensitive teenager that he really 
loved her mother and couldn't therefore, continue with the realtionship they 
had established so obscenely yesterday afternoon. He knew how much the girl 
liked him and admired him and perhaps he could even convince her to keep 
this whole affair a secret just between the two of them....


Yes, there was no question that Debbie was her mother's daughter in more 
than looks. Both shared the same hot-blooded, unquenchable passion for lust 
to an astonishing degree, Don mused as he sat in the kitchen huddled over a 
cup of coffee, having dressed in a pair of slacks and a white, polo-neck 
sweater. Debbie had been completely innocent and virginal yesterday, and yet 
somehow, some peculiar instinct had showed her exactly what was expected and 
needed of her ... how to touch and how to excite the most vulnerable and 
sensitive areas of his strong young body and even how to contract her 
elastic vaginal muscles tightly and hotly around the driving length of his 
impaling spear until they both exploded into one of the most mind-bending 
orgasms he could ever remember witnessing or feeling.


The thirty-four year old teacher felt a deep sense of regret now that he 
hadn't given in to Karen's sexual demands before the other night when he had 
failed her so miserably. He alone had been responsible for both of them 
losing what might have been a beautiful and breath-taking experience and his 
expression saddened as he thought of all the magnificent nights and days 
they could have spent nakedly entwined within each other's arms.


Then, suddenly, Don straightened up over the table, a steel-hard look of 
determination dawning in his bright brown eyes. No, he wasn't going to lose 
that woman! He would go over there, right now, and talk to her ... explain 
to her ... plead with her ... beg her forgiveness ... do whatever was 
necessary to convince her that he loved her deeply no matter what had 
happened yesterday. She was a woman of strong sexual appetites-she would 
certainly be able to understand his and to appreciate the strain of 
suppressing those natural human drives! Yes, he would go over there right 
away, knock on the door, catch her before she went to work, and have it out 
with her right then and there!


He grabbed his heavy winter coat and slammed the door behind him.


* * *


Debbie Marshall was glad her mother had gone to work early that Saturday 
morning. She welcomed the time alone, the time to reflect and to recall the 
marvelously exciting events of yesterday afternoon with Don Baker. She was 
afraid that her excitement and pleasure would be too easily discernible and 
that her mother would ask her why she was so deliriously happy. And, of 
course, she couldn't very well tell her mother that she had been magically 
and marvelously seduced by her own fiance! The girl would have had to make 
up a lie of some sort ... and mothers could always somehow distinguish 
between a lie and the truth.


Now, alone with her thoughts and her morning orange juice and cereal, the 
thirteen year old girl stared out the kitchen window at the ice hanging from 
the branches of the trees, and although her eyes were focused on those grey 
branches, her mind was focused on yesterday afternoon. She vividly 
remembered the excitement of the older teacher's warm hands eagerly 
exploring the luscious curves of her naked flesh. She had wanted him so 
desperately then-and she wanted him desperately still! Yes, she wanted his 
virile naked body next to hers, wanted him to fill her belly with his creamy 
hot cum over and over again until they both fainted away from sheer 
exhaustion!


The teenager's thoughts were interrupted by a knock on the front door. 
Glancing quickly at the kitchen clock, which read eleven-thirty, she 
wondered who it could be. She wasn't expecting anyone ... she had told Betsy 
that she couldn't go bowling this afternoon so it couldn't be any of her 
girl friends. Besides, they didn't go bowling until at least noon, often 
later. So who could it be knocking at the door right now?


Debbie's heart lept up into her throat when she saw Don Baker standing on 
the threshold. As soon as she saw his cold-flushed face and closed the door 
behind him, she threw her arms around his strong thick neck and pulled him 
close against her. Her smooth young lush lips found his and pressed tightly 
against his chilled mouth in a passionately heated kiss that made her body 
quiver with fervent desire. When she finally released him, the young girl 
stared up at him almost reverently, adoringly, marveling at the handsome 
features of his rugged young face.


"God, I wasn't expecting you!" she cried excitedly, breathless from the 
surprise and excitement of seeing him again. "But I've been thinking about 
us all night long! And I can't wait, Don, to let you do my pussy again!"


Surprised by the ardor of her greeting, Don walked, uneasy and obviously 
disturbed, into the living room and took off his coat, throwing it over a 
rack in the hallway as he passed by. He could feel that insane, 
lust-inspired hunger once again creeping into his now rising cock but he 
hadn't really come for that and so he must ignore the bulging sign of his 
lust.


"L-listen, Debbie, I ... well, I really came to see your Mom," he stammered, 
feeling suddenly much older and much wearier than he had felt in a long 
time. How on earth could he explain to this trusting, happy youngster that 
it was really her mother he loved, that they would never again be able to 
enjoy those marvelous heights of rapture they had discovered together only 
yesterday afternoon? For a moment, for one brief instant, the thirty-four 
year old teacher was tempted to simply allow himself one more time, one more 
exquisite moment of bliss, before telling this innocent young girl....


No, that would never do. He must see Karen, and right away, before he lost 
control again, before that demon of long-suppressed lust inside of him 
destroyed all of his self-control.


"I really have to see Karen, Debbie. I have to talk to her ... I have to ... 
to...." Suddenly, the teacher was at a loss for words.


"Didn't I ... didn't I do it right, Don? Didn't you like it yesterday?" the 
young girl replied, a single tear beginning to drip down her lovely cheek.


"Of course I like it and you were fine, just great," he answered 
reassuringly, grasping her slender young shoulder with his powerful broad 
hand. "In fact, I could hardly believe that was the first time you ever did 
it!"


"Oh it was, it was! Oh Don, it was ... wonderful!"


Don looked away. He simply couldn't continue watching those trusting, loving 
blue eyes gazing at him with such fascinated adoration and hero-worship. He 
had come over to talk to Karen, to find out the truth about her relationship 
with this John Grey, to try to salvage the warm and loving relationship he 
and Karen had built up over the past several months. He really did love her 
and he really did want to marry her and he wasn't going to let her slip 
through his fingers without a damned good fight!


"Debbie, where is your Mom?" he said firmly. "I really do have to talk to 
her. It's very important."


"She's not here," the girl responded, sulking.


"Not here? I thought she didn't go to work until one o'clock today?"


"She went in early."


"Why?"


"I don't know," the girl snapped angrily. "She just did! And I don't know 
what time she'll be home, either!"


Don looked away again, this time in exasperation. He couldn't help but see 
the pain in the girl's beautiful young face and although he felt sorry for 
her, he knew her feelings for him were mere adolescent infatuation and that 
she would easily get over it in time-probably within a matter of a few 
hours! If he lied and told her she had been a terrible love partner, she 
would probably be too ashamed to ever make any provocative suggestions to 
him again. But then, on the other hand, he always believed that honesty was 
the best policy and that it would be better for the girl to know and learn 
to accept the simple, unvarnished truth.


"Look, Debbie," he began slowly, "it was all a mistake. My mistake, it 
wasn't your fault." He paused, studying her reaction, hoping that she would 
understand his feelings as well as his words. "I was very upset yesterday 
... I was more than a little drunk ... and I was wrong. I should never have 
done what I did. You're much too young, Debbie ... and besides that, I love 
your mother and I want to marry her. Can you understand all that?"


Unbearable pain registered in the young girl's lovely sky-blue eyes as she 
stared mutely up at her teacher-idol. She felt as if her head were swimming 
in an impenetrable fog, as if her knees had turned to rubber, as if a 
powerful earthquake was shuddering through her belly. Suddenly, she flung 
herself against him, torrent of tears pouring down her flushed young face, 
her arms convulsively clasping around his neck, her body wracked with 
chest-heaving sobs. He tried to comfort her, holding her close and tight in 
his powerful arms, letting his hands trace the smooth flowing mane of her 
hair, whispering soothing words into her ear.


Later on, he wouldn't be able to describe exactly what happened. Nor could 
Debbie. The next thing the handsome young teacher knew, her lips were 
softly, moistly pressing against his once again. He could feel her roundly 
firm breasts beneath her bathrobe pressing against his lower chest and she 
could feel the bulging instrument of pleasure pulsing hotly through his 
trousers against the smooth skin of her thighs. His tongue suddenly darted 
like a flickering flame into her mouth, pushing past her even white teeth 
into the warmly welcoming cavern of her mouth. Her tongue then shot past his 
into the moisture of his mouth and they exchanged a fiery, passion-heated 
kiss that lasted for several long moments.


Don felt a electrical shock of excitement raching through his hotly boiling 
blood as her fingers first contacted his swollen, throbbing organ over his 
trousers and he couldn't contain a gasp of prurient pleasure. His hands, as 
if with a life of their own, reached down to the softly supple cheeks of her 
buttocks and pressed into them, over her robe, to draw her feverish loins 
closer to his own as their tongues worked erotically within each other's 
mouths. It was starting all over again and neither of them could stop it. 
Neither of them really wanted to stop it. Her hand was now eagerly fondling 
his hotly turgid instrument, stroking it, caressing it, fondling it through 
the material of his trousers, sending wave after wave of exquisitely 
torturous jolts of excitement through him, while his hands pressed tightly 
against the rounded resilient flesh of buttocks over her robe.


"Ummmm ... ooohhh...." the young girl managed to moan around her older 
lover's lust-spearing tongue as she eagerly and without hesitation used her 
small slender fingers to draw the zipper of his pants downward with 
tantalizing slowness. Then her hand reached down inside to find the fleshy 
pole of his cock and, finding the treasure it sought, she let her fingers 
encircle that madly pulsing piston, reveling in the hot long hardness of it 
as it grew larger and larger, ever expanding, beneath her titillating touch.


"Oh God ... ooohhh," the young teacher moaned lustfully, pulling his mouth 
momentarily away from hers. "Oh, Debbie ... God ... ooohhhh...." he 
continued to groan almost painfully as the innocent young girl let her 
fingers warmly stroke the engorging pole of his manhood until its blunt, 
bulbous head had become bright with blood. Don slid down backwards against 
the couch and Debbie fell with him, never for one moment letting go of her 
precious treasure, until they were lying side by side on the couch, Debbie's 
robe having fallen open to reveal the warmly succulent mounds of her teenage 
breasts to Don's lust-glazed eyes.


Suddenly, there was a knock at the front door. Both Don and Debbie froze. It 
seemed like only a split-second later that they both saw Betsy Gibbons 
standing at the threshold of the living room!


* * *


CHAPTER SIX


"Betsy! What are you doing here?" Debbie Marshall shrieked, her eyes widened 
with shock, her hand frozen to its erotic position on Don Baker's lustfully 
elongated penis. Don, himself, was numbed with shock, his mouth open with no 
words emerging. Debbie's voice seemed to echo in his mind as she screamed 
"Get out of here, Betsy! Get out!"


"What? And miss all the fun?" her friend replied with a wicked little grin. 
When her reply was not answered, she continued, "You didn't tell me that 
your new 'boyfriend' was Mr. Baker! God, how lucky can you get! You two 
don't mind if I join in, do you? This could turn out to be quite a party!"


The thirteen year old blonde couldn't believe her ears. A twinge of dread 
began to creep into her belly as she looked at the voluptuous figure of her 
fourteen year old friend who was now leaning in a very relaxed manner 
against the door frame of the living room. Surely Betsy wasn't serious! 
Surely she would go away soon! Her appearance so suddenly, intruding into 
Debbie's dream-world of lust, was like a nightmare and Debbie had the 
feeling that if she just blinked her eyes, the apparition in the doorway 
would disappear as if she had never been there.


But it wasn't a dream. And she knew how stubborn and determined her older 
friend could be when she wanted to be. No, Betsy was here to stay and they 
might as well make the best of it.


And then, suddenly, a new thought occurred to the young blonde teenager. 
Maybe it would be a good idea if Betsy did stay! Perhaps, after all, it 
would be even more fun-the more the merrier, as the saying goes! Yes, it 
might be a real 'orgy' if Betsy stayed, an exciting sexual adventure she 
might never have the opportunity to enjoy again! And now was the perfect 
time! Mom wouldn't be home until almost dinner time so they could have the 
house to themselves all afternoon!


The young thirteen year old nymphet smiled wickedly at her thirty-four year 
old lover, whose erectly throbbing penis was still gripped tightly in her 
hand, and bent her head to whisper in his ear. "Don ... listen ... this 
could be exciting! We could have a real orgy! Think of all the different 
things we could do, the three of us!"


Don's first reaction was shock. How could this innocent young girl even 
think of such a thing? It was impossible, unbelievably horrible to think 
that this young girl could even begin to have such thoughts, much less 
actually do the deeds she suggested! Why, this girl had been a virgin only 
yesterday ... and now she wanted to participate in what she called 'an 
orgy'! She was, in fact, growing more and more eager by the moment to 
explore all the sexual anvenues of group sex which neither of them had even 
thought about until a few moments before!


But then ... perhaps Debbie was right! It could be a lot of fun to have two 
young teenage girls at once. He had only enjoyed multiple sex once or twice 
before, he had to admit. And besides that, if they didn't let Betsy join 
them, the girl would surely tell Karen and everyone at the school what she 
had discovered that afternoon and then he would lose his job. But, if she 
was involved, if she too stripped naked and joined in their sexual 
encounter, then it would certainly be in her own best interests to keep 
quiet about it! She might still go out and tell everyone, but then her own 
future would be as ruined as theirs and he felt instinctively that the 
fourteen year old redhead was much too shrewd to do anything which would 
hurt herself.


"Well?" Betsy demanded. "What do you say?"


Don and Debbie exchanged a knowing, almost conspiratorial, look. Yes, they 
would do as Betsy suggested....


It was Don who spoke. "Ok, Betsy. Have it your own way. We don't mind 
sharing each other with you."


The redheaded teenage girl grinned with satisfied pleasure. She had come to 
the new junior high school only a few months before, but for those few 
months she had dreamed of little else but Don Baker. How would he look 
completely naked? What pattern would the hair form on his virile, muscular 
chest? When he got excited, how long and thick and magnificent would his 
cock be and what would it feel like storming up into the lubricated warm 
confines of her own fourteen year old cunt? Every time she had seen him, her 
mind had undressed him and placed him on a bed beside her own naked body, 
his hands roaming lovingly over her soft white flesh, their lips locked in a 
heatedly passionate kiss, her own hands reaching out to explore the full 
length and girth of his marvelously turgid cock! And now all of her dreams 
were going to come true!


Suddenly, then, a new thought struck her. Here was a golden opportunity for 
a real group sex bash like the ones she had read about in those picture 
pornographic magazines ... why pass it up? Why not call in a few other 
selected friends and really give sexy Don Baker an afternoon of fun and 
games he would never forget if he lived to be a hundred years old? Instead 
of going bowling that afternoon, the group of teenage girls could enjoy a 
sport that was much more satisfying and a thousand times more exciting!


She dashed out into the hallway, dialed the telephone, whispered into the 
receiver, then hung up and re-entered the living room triumphantly. "I've 
called up Alice and she's going to get everyone together. They're all going 
to come here instead of going to the bowling alley. So this is going to be a 
real party here this afternoon!" Her voice was breathless with excitement 
and her eyes already glazed with the lust that burned hotly in her loins. 
Many a long night had been spent by the girl dreaming of all of the sexual 
adventures she would like to have, all of the different things she would 
like to do both with men and with other girls ... and here was her chance, 
presented to her on a golden platter!


Both Don and Debbie were rather startled by Betsy's announcement. Letting 
Betsy join them was one thing ... letting all of their other teenage friends 
come over as well was quite another. But what was done was done and they 
might as well make the best of it. Betsy was more in command of the 
situation now than they were and they would just have to follow along as 
well as they could. Besides, they both thought simultaneously, exchanging a 
sly glance, this could very well turn out to be a lot of fun and very, very 
exciting as well!


Betsy walked slowly over towards the couch, deliberately swaying her 
luscious hips in a provocative and seductive manner. Don could feel his cock 
lurching already, anxious and greedy, as his eyes followed her voluptuous 
body as it seemed almost to float towards them. She perched on the couch 
next to Debbie, her eyes fixed on the lust-elongated pole of thick hard 
cock-flesh still gripped tightly in her friend's hand. God, how she wanted 
that hot turgid shaft inside of her sizzling hot little cunt! How she wanted 
its thickness to fuck deep up into her, filling her completely, sending 
blinding sensations of bliss tearing through her naked body, until at last 
it shot out its entire load of creamy hot cum deep into her belly!


But first ... first, she wanted to do something she had read about in one of 
those illustrated sexeducation magazines. After all, she would almost surely 
have another chance to get a long hard cock inside of her, even Don Baker's, 
but it might be a long time before she could find another girl who might be 
willing to....


"Stand up," Betsy commanded Debbie. The young blonde looked at her older 
friend with a surprised, dumbfounded expression, then looked to Don for 
guidance and reassurance. "Don't look at him, just do as I ask. Believe me, 
you're going to like this, Debbie."


But still the young blonde teenager didn't move. It wasn't fear which held 
her back, merely surprise, and bewilderment. What could Betsy possibly want 
with her? Surely it was Don Baker her friend had always been so hot to have! 
What did she have in mind now? Debbie was anxious to explore all of the 
avenues of sex now that she had traveled down her first small byway ... but 
still, she was reluctant to obey her friend until she understood exactly 
what was expected of her.


"Come on, Debbie, I said stand up. If you really were as adventurous as you 
always say you are, if you really want to learn more about sex, then do as I 
ask."


Rising to the challenge, the thirteen year old blonde stood. She couldn't 
imagine what was going to happen next, but whatever it was, she would show 
Betsy Gibbons that she was no weak-willed little kid but could perform like 
a real woman-just as she had performed with Don the day before! No fourteen 
year old redhead who thought she knew everything was going to make Debbie 
Marshall look like a fool!


Suddenly, she felt Betsy's hand sliding along the lapels of her robe, 
pulling the robe apart and over her shoulders until it dropped into a heap 
upon the floor. She could feel Betsy's appreciative gaze upon her smooth 
white flesh, traveling up and down the entire length of her sculpted young 
sensuous body. She heard Don gasp as he took in the curvaceous lines of her 
young body exposed now almost naked to his lust-inspired gaze. Her hard pink 
nipples stood out stiffly at the sudden exposure to the air and the 
delicate, whisping curls of her blonde pubic hair showed clearly between her 
sensuously rounded thighs, poking out salaciously from the barely covering 
split material of her nylon bikini panties.


"Ummmmmm ... yes, you have a lovely little body, Debbie...." her redheaded 
friend murmured appreciatively. Debbie, however, stood a little unsteadily, 
still not exactly sure what was expected of her or what was going to happen. 
Don, still on the couch, could feel a painful aching throbbing in his cock 
engendered by the sight of the thirteen year old's nearly naked flesh before 
him, only inches away from his lust-glazed eyes, so temptingly smooth and 
sensual and young....


Debbie felt a tingling thrill of unexpected pleasure ripple through her as 
she felt Betsy's hands curve around her breasts, clinging to the firmly 
rounded contours of those luscious young mounds, her nimble fingers catching 
onto her erectly protruding pink nipples. Shivers of excitement raced 
inexplicably through her flesh and a soft, gasping sound escaped from her 
lips.


Betsy now began a light yet stimulating massage on Debbie's nipples, rolling 
them provocatively between her thumb and forefinger, moaning softly with 
delight as she felt Debbie's body quiver with lust-inspired sensations.


Don couldn't believe his eyes! He had never seen one girl massaging the 
breasts of another one before, except in those grainy black-and-white films 
he used to watch with his fraternity brothers in college behind closed 
doors. In addition, he was awestruck by the nearly naked figure of Debbie 
Marshall and marveled at how closely she resembled her mother in figure as 
well as in the features of her face. Her breasts were smooth and delicate in 
color, the softly rounded shapes of them balancing out from her slim, 
youthful torso creating a delightful contrast. Her waist was small, almost 
tiny, sloping gradually out to the sensuous flaring of her feminine hips. A 
tiny line of down blonde hair ran from her navel to the top of her white 
lacy bikini panties where it plunged to the top of the triangular 'vee' of 
her partially exposed pubic mound. Exquisitely shaped legs slipped down 
beneath the panties, her thighs especially soft and temptingly smooth.


It was more the body of an idealized angel than that of a thirteen year old 
girl! No wonder he had been unable to resist the temptation yesterday 
afternoon!


Betsy was now guiding Debbie back to the couch, pushing Don out of the way. 
He moved onto the floor close beside the couch, his aching penis feeling 
like it was about to explode from the excitement of what he knew he was 
going to witness now!


Betsy first ran her delicate soft hands over Debbie's softly rounded 
buttocks, feeling the satiny warmth of her skin beneath the nylon of her 
panties. She heard the younger girl begin to moan with lewd delight and she 
knew that Debbie was going to have the thrill of her young life and that 
she, too, was going to become excited almost beyond endurance!


Debbie, wide-eyed with wonder at the chilling sensations of pleasure that 
were already storming through her nearly naked body, looked down at her 
seductress and wondered vaguely what was going to happen next. She knew that 
Betsy was going to try to excite her, to bring her no doubt to the very 
brink of mind-blinding climax, but she had no idea what her older friend was 
going to do to accomplish this. She had always heard that girls making love 
together were doing something evil and sinful and wicked, but what Betsy was 
doing felt so good, so exciting, so wonderful ... with childish innocence, 
she wondered what could possibly be so wrong about something that felt so 
breath-takingly good?


Betsy now reached out and grabbed her younger friend's breasts in both 
hands, placing her slender young body in front of her friend's shapely young 
form. She stared Debbie directly in the eyes with a triumphant, victorious 
glint and smiled.


"Don't worry, Debbie. I've only done this once before ... but believe me, I 
know what I'm doing!" She began to push Debbie gently down onto the couch, 
whispering "Just relax, kid ... just take it easy and enjoy ... before you 
know it you'll be flying so high you'll think you can never come down 
again...." Debbie now felt Betsy's gentle hands prying her sensuous thighs 
apart and a lewd thrill of excitement radiated out from her loins through 
her entire tremulous body. "No wait...." Betsy commanded as she paused to 
slip Debbie's lacy white bikini panties down over the shapely columns of her 
legs. "Now, that's better," the older teenager crooned as she once again 
began to spread the younger girl's thighs further and further apart as she 
knelt on the floor by the couch. "Ummmm ... yes," Betsy whispered 
encouragingly, "Ummmmm ... this is going to be good!"


Don Baker couldn't believe his bulging eyes. His cock lurched and ached 
painfully from the hotly boiling blood bloating its entire length as he 
watched Debbie on the couch, her legs stretched wide to expose the moistly 
glistening plane of her nakedly exposed pink cuntal flesh. Her smooth 
vaginal lips showed brightly in the patch of her blonde pubic hairs softly 
curling around it and her little narrow cuntal slit seemed almost to wink 
enticingly at him. He watched in mute fascination as Betsy knelt to her 
work, pausing suddenly to stand up and fairly rip at the clothing on her own 
voluptuous body until at last she was as naked as her friend.


Again, Don Baker felt his cock leap into newly Vibrant life, expanding and 
growing larger, pulsing more hotly with blood as he caught sight of Betsy's 
nakedly exposed young body. She was taller than Debbie, rather more 
full-breasted, her hips curving out from her tiny waist in a provocatively 
flaring curve.


Her skin was smooth as velvet and she stood purposefully in front of the 
older teacher for a moment, thrusting her pelvis forward so that the flaming 
red hair of her sparsely covered pubic mound brushed seductively in front of 
his nose. And then, suddenly, she turned away from the awe-struck teacher 
and returned to her original quarry.


At the feel of her older friend's body on top of her, Debbie felt a new 
chill or lurid delight surging through her naked body. Her skin seemed to 
burn at the contact of naked flesh to naked flesh and she could feel Betsy's 
full, luscious breasts with their needle-point nipples pressing against her 
own. It was incredible, and yet the touch of Betsy's satiny skin against her 
own, their nipples practically colliding against one another, sent an 
unexpected and powerful charge of electrical excitement through the younger 
girl's body, a powerful charge of explosive ardor she had never experienced 
before, not even with Don Baker yesterday afternoon!


But Betsy did not stay in one position long. She moved down now until she 
was kneeling on the couch between Debbie's wide-spread thighs and deftly ran 
two fingers along the inside of her soft young vagina ... one on either side 
of the delicate jutting mound of her sensitive clitoris.


"Ooooooohhhhh ... aaaaaahhh" Debbie moaned. The touch of Betsy's provocative 
fingers on her tender womanly erogenous zone was more incredibly exciting 
than she had ever imagined it could be. She felt jolts of lightening-hot 
excitement crash through her naked flesh as Betsy began a light, flicking 
motion with her two fingers on the oily marble of her senseitive pink 
clitoris and she heard her friend whispering in a rasping, husky voice.


"That's it, Debbie ... just relax and enjoy it ... it'll get better ... 
believe me, it gets better all the time...." The older teenager continued 
playing with Debbie's naked vagina, now alternating with a circular motion 
in the crimson soft folds. She could feel the lust-moisture seeping from 
Debbie's simmering cunt as she became more and more aroused at the warm 
touching and sliding ... the gentle pressure that was so provocatively 
stimulating ... the steady building of exquisite sensations.


The awe-struck male teacher watched in rapt and mute amazement, bending 
closer to as not to miss one second of this erotic sexual tableau. He had 
grown strangely silent, except for the rasping sound of his breath, as Betsy 
began to become more and more serious about her exploratory adventure in 
Debbie's nakedly exposed vagina. His hand reached down of its own accord to 
gently massage the aching, painfully throbbing length of his long hard cock 
as his eyes feasted on this exciting scene.


Betsy shifted now, pushing herself up between Debbie's legs, brushing the 
pointed mounds of her voluptuous breasts against Debbie's tender inner 
thighs, as she moved her body slowly and sensuously from side to side. And 
as she did so, she began to massage the moistened crevice of Debbie's pussy 
with both of her hands. Gliding up and down on her pinkly glistening cuntal 
canyon.


"Ooooohhhh ... aaaaahhhhhhhhhh ... eeeeeeoooowwww...." Debbis moaned. She no 
longer knew exactly what was happening to her, nor did she care. All she 
knew was the lust-powered sensations of prurient pleasure that had captured 
her very soul. Lewd bolts of pleasure crashed through her body as Betsy 
plunged her busy fingers into the wet opening of Debbie's welcoming warm 
cunt. She was already seeping profusely from the illicit thrills caused by 
Betsy's knowing hands, and she purposely contracted her inner vaginal 
muscles so that with that first powerful plunge of the older girl's fingers, 
she was forced to utter a small cry of pain. But it was a pleasure-packed 
pain, curiously stimulating, and it soon abated into simple and 
unadulterated joy as Betsy began an insistent in and out motion, causing 
small wet sucking noises as she did so.


Betsy's other hand went now to Debbie's softly pliant buttocks and slowly 
manipulated the lush cushions while her serpent-like tongue found the gentle 
indentation of the younger teenager's navel and performed a sensuous 
circular dance within its warm confines.


"Mmmmmmm ... delicious ... oooww


... ooooohhhhh...." Betsy moaned. "God, it feels so good inside of you ... 
so nice and soft ... so tender and warm ... uuummmm," she concluded, adding 
yet another finger to Debbie's hot, pliant opening, plunging up through the 
ring of flesh and through the softness of her helplessly pulsing vaginal 
muscles.


Debbie was nearly wild with the pleasure-filled sensations rippling like 
tidal waves through her naked body. She arched her back at the pressure 
being forced within her loins and a deep hungering quiver shot through her 
belly. She began to flex and unflex the muscles of her legs inadvertently, 
increasing the mounting pleasure in her already burning loins. She was 
aware, through a fog of lust, that her buttocks were being gently squeezed 
and it made her begin to push her sensuous hips further down into the soft 
cushions of the couch at each magnificant thrust of Betsy's hand.


"Ummmm ... I thought you'd like this," Betsy murmured. "I thought this would 
get to you sooner or later. Didn't take too long, either, did it? I bet you 
never thought another girl could make you feel this good!"


"My God, this is the most exciting thing I've ever seen," Don Baker 
stammered, his cock growing more and more restless, more and more painfully 
hard and boiling hot.


Debbie let out a helpless moan of delight ... the passion sizzling in her 
blood was becoming too much for her. She couldn't control herself any 
longer. She felt Don's fascinated eyes on her nakedly writhing flesh and she 
didn't care. She didn't even hear the front door open, nor did she hear the 
excited intaking of breath by the girls who now stood, mute and wide-eyed 
with fascination, just inside the threshold of the living room. She wouldn't 
have cared now if the whole world was watching her, staring as her friends 
and the older teacher stared at her shamelessly undulating naked body, 
stared at her as she moaned ceaselessly now in complete abandonment with the 
rapture of her exquisite pleasure!


Her friends couldn't believe their eyes. Betsy had said they were going to 
have a party wilder than even their wildest dreams ... but this was even 
more incredible and more crazily wild than they had expected. There were 
Betsy and Debbie, completely naked, making love to one another while the 
dark-haired, devinely handsome teacher sat nearby eagerly massaging the 
swollen length of his rock-hard prick! This was going to be a real orgy! The 
girls slowly began to inch forward, silently, drawing nearer and nearer to 
the two moaning, panting girls on the couch, nearer and nearer to the 
salaciously exciting sight of their naked bodies intertwined and glistening 
with the sweat of their exertions.


They all watched in rapt fascination as Debbie's body began to writhe with 
lust-provoked spasms as she bucked and tossed beneath Betsy's steady hand 
... Debbie thought that the hand had almost become part of her insides by 
now, so closely did it mold to the sizzling contours of her heatedly aching 
vagina. Her legs kicked out wide and began to scissor back and forth to the 
motion of her rolling hips. The fire-filled touch of Betsy's tongue on her 
stomach was almost driving her mad. It was so good ... so magnificantly 
marvelous, much better than anything else she had ever experienced. Her 
desire mounted and mounted, her body straining madly towards the glorious 
release of spellbinding orgasm as her teenage friend and Don Baker watched, 
all around the couch by now, fascinated by the lewd and unbelievable sight 
taking place before them.


"My God ... incredible! Oh, and my cock is ready ... so ready for you, 
Debbie," Don Baker mumbled. The thirteen year old girl heard his words, but 
they only seemed to further inflame her desire now. She felt floods of hot 
moisture seeping down between her legs and suddenly Betsy's tongue was 
moving along her stomach ... down ... down ... ever downward to the 
unbearable tension of her taut, oily clitoris, sticking out and pulsing, 
almost begging to be touched. Betsy's lips clamped down around it, sucking 
at it softly as her hand continued to plunge in and out, in and out ... 
around and up in her younger friend's steaming hot passage.


Debbie Marshal was no longer conscious of anything other than the fiery 
passions of her own needs. A low, animalistic growl flew from her parted 
lips ... her head tossed thrashingly from side to side ... her hands 
automatically went down to her older friend's red curly head and held it ... 
held it as Betsy continued to lap and lave at her steadily flowing 
lust-incited juices ... to tantalize and tease her fire-filled loins until 
the impassioned young blonde thought she would explode.


Now Betsy's other hand found the opening between Debbie's buttocks and she 
slowly worked her stiffened finger into the tightness of the younger girl's 
tiny puckered rectum. She wormed it as far as it would go-and this, coupled 
with the other extremely exciting sensations Debbie was being subjected to, 
added an unexpected heightening of the already unbearably thrilling currents 
coursing through her naked body.


Betsy lifted her head from its lewd position at the burning fulcrum of her 
younger friend's sweet womanly sanctuary and pulled herself up so that her 
face was level with the blonde teenager's lush, quivering young breasts. 
Still working her hands into the two straining orifices between Debbie's 
provocatively widespread legs, she managed to double the young girl's body 
so that she could mouth her squirming victim's rosy-tipped nipples as well.


"Ooooooohhhhh ... eeeiiioooaahh...." Debbie cried. She was wild with the 
furious demands of her desire now. She felt the growing sensual delight in 
her loins and knew that there was nothing more in the world for her than 
these body-jolting pleasures. She must have all of this exquisite joy, every 
last moment of it. She felt as though tiny hot sparks were leaping from her 
tautly distended nipples which were under attack by the kneading, sucking 
mouth of her fourteen year old friend. The sparks flew into her innermost 
soul, into her womb, into her madly palpitating genitals, into her puckering 
anus.


It was almost more than she could bear. "Ooooohhh ... aaaaarrrrrruuuuugggghh 
... oooooooohhhhh...." she chanted deleriously, nothing more now than a 
bundle of raw, exposed nerves. She felt the smooth touch of Betsy's skin all 
over her, a new and thrilling sensation she had never felt before. Her skin 
was soft and warm like water ... like the water you dream about ... like 
drowning in a warm ocean of pure pleasure.


Debbie knew that soon she would reach the breaking point. Her entire body 
felt as though it were rising up ... and up ... she had been launched like a 
rocket, gathering speed and momentum all the time! she could hear the 
excited voices of her amazed friends all around her, punctuated by the sound 
of Don Baker's deep masculine voice, but she couldn't make out what they 
were saying and she didn't care! The explosion, that joyous release of all 
her climaxing passions, was on its way now. The sound of her own wailing 
voice hardly even penetrated the blinding fog of her lust and she was 
scarcely aware of her wildly flailing arms and legs or her rolling, tossing 
body, arching and contracting beneath her older redhead teenage friend.


"Arugh! Ooohh! Eeeeeiiiiiiooooooooooo-wwwwuuuurrrrgggghhhh...." she wailed 
mindlessly as relief and joy spread from her loins to the tips of her 
grapsing fingers and her curling toes. Wave after wave of the deliciously 
satisfying rapture rippled through her convulsing body as she felt as though 
she had been lifted to the very apex of sensual pleasure. "Ooooohhhh ... my 
pussy's cummmming! It's cummmmming ... it's cumming out my titties ... 
ooooohhhhh...." she cried out in complete delerium as the orgasmic explosion 
crashed through every fiber of her nakedly thrashing, madly bucking body. At 
last she reached the final and ultimate peak of her pleasure, and she felt 
as if she were exploding into a thousand tiny fragments which would be 
scattered over a thousand square miles from the magnificent force of her 
climaxing eruption!


Finally, she lay quietly on the couch, exhausted, her mind still a reeling 
whirlpool of her mindless lust. Tremors continued to race over her spent 
body. Her hair clung to her head, wetly plastered to her forhead and her 
neck. Slowly, Betsy separated her own perspiration-soaked body from her 
younger friend. The entire adventure had been more exciting than even she 
had expected, and she could feel an aching burning desire in her own loins 
which demanded satisfaction.


Turning to the handsome, open-mouthed figure of her dark-haired young 
teacher, she smiled lewdly and asked with a husky, hoarse voice, "Well, 
teacher-lover, what do we do for our next trick?"


* * *


CHAPTER SEVEN


Don Baker blinked at the voluptuous little fourteen year old redhead's 
unexpected words. She was smiling down at him, a victorious and challenging 
smile, her eyes fixed on the protruding pole of his throbbing manhood. As if 
caught in the midst of a dream, the youthful teacher looked appealingly 
around him, only to discover the lust-glazed faces of half a dozen teenage 
girls staring raptly at him. He had been aware of their presence ever since 
they had come in, but only vaguely, and now, much to his surprise, he 
noticed that they were all absolutely naked!


He felt his restless cock lurch and begin to pulse even more madly within 
his tight-clenched hand as his eyes feasted on their lovely young nakedness. 
He hardly saw their faces as his lust-dazzled eyes explored their 
upthrusting, pink-tipped breasts, their long, tapering legs, the enticing, 
sparsely curled mounds of their pubic fleece which all seemed to swim in a 
dizzying whirlpool, before his eyes. Nothing like this had ever happened to 
the handsome thirty-four year old man before! Never had he been set in the 
midst of so many naked, panting, passionately excited young teenage girls 
who wanted nothing more than to have his hot, heavy cock lunging up into the 
doubtless virginal confines of their pinkly glistening young cunts! They 
seemed to surround him, to stifle and smother him with their sensuous 
nakedness and he hardly knew what do do first!


Betsy suggested something. "Oooohhh, teacher," she crooned, "we're all naked 
here. Don't you think it would be good if you were naked too?"


Her words seemed like a command to her teenage gril friends. Before Don 
Baker knew what was happening, there were hands all over him, pushing, 
pulling, tearing madly at his clothing. He was thrown back flat on his back 
on the floor as all those hands explored his body, tearing at his shirt, 
pulling his pants down over his muscular thighs and legs, turning him and 
plying him and torturing him with their hot breath until he lay completely 
naked and completely surrounded. Electrical jolts of pleasure swept through 
his loins in anticipation of the excitingly erotic adventure which was about 
to take place as their hands wandered at will over his naked flesh, across 
his hairy chest, teasing and taunting his tiny masculine nipples, playing 
across his navel, feeling and fondling his nakedly erect penis and his 
pendulously heavy balls.


And then suddenly it stopped. "Ok, let's get down to business," Betsy 
Gibbons had proclaimed and, as if by magic, all those marvelously exploring 
hands left his tingling flesh and he stared mutely at the young voluptuously 
naked redhead who was now kneeling beside him on the floor. "Me first," she 
said commandingly. "I've been waiting for this moment for an awfully long 
time now!"


"Oh my God," Don murmured as he felt her satiny-skinned body on top of his 
own, her needly-pointed nipples digging into his hairy chest while her hands 
roamed like flickering flames all along his naked body. Her lips clamped 
tightly down onto his, their moist softness pressing hard to his eager lips 
while her tongue shot like a rocket into his mouth. He reached his arms 
around her nakedly alluring body to draw it closer to his as he felt his 
cock soaring upwards against the soft flesh of her sensitive inner thigh and 
he felt, too, the moisture seeping down from her cunt as his tongue lashed 
out into the soft-walled cavern of her mouth.


"Mmmmmmmm," she murmured around his invading tongue as her fingers traced 
enticing little circles around his ear. She felt an intense shiver of 
excitement surge through her body as their mouths locked in a passionately 
arousing kiss, their tongues engaged in mock battle against one another as 
they speared and lunged even deeper into each other's mouths. It was all 
more exciting than she had ever dreamed it would be and she could feel the 
hot hunger burning in her vagina ... it wouldn't be long now before his long 
hot hardness was skewering into her warmly welcoming vagina, filling her 
completely with a hitherto unexperienced joy even more exciting than her 
most vivid sexual fantasies!


After several long moments, Don moved his mouth downward, along the slender, 
sloping lines of her neck towards the twin succulent mounds of her young 
breasts. His hands raced down the sides of her torso, and then back up 
again, until at last his mouth had found its quarry. Like a starving animal, 
his lips surrounded her pinkly taut nipples and began to suck first at one 
and then at the other of those super-sensitive little buds, sending wild 
thrills of chilling delight surging through the teenage redhead's lushly 
naked body. His face glowed with lust as his even white teeth nibbled 
provocatively at those tiny, crinkly-skinned buds so lusciously perched atop 
the twin white mounds of her sumptuous breasts and he could almost feel the 
eyes of the teenage girls all around him seeming to burn into his naked 
flesh.


"Arugh! Ooooohhhh ... uuuummm ... yes, suck ... ooohhh ... yeeeessss...." 
the young redhead moaned as her body grew more and more tremorous with the 
lewd pleasure that surged through it. "Yeeeessss ... oh, God, I want you to 
fuck me ... oooohhh ... how I need your big beautiful cock inside of me ... 
aaaaahhhhh...."


Don felt a new stab of incredible lust at the obscene words of this fourteen 
year old girl. He could hardly believe what was happening to him. Wave after 
wave of flooding desire flowed through his hot-blooded veins as he continued 
to voraciously suck and nibble at the pinkly glistening little buds of her 
sensitive nipples ... how did he get into this position? Hadn't he come over 
here with the intention of talking to Karen, of telling her how much he 
loved her and wanted to marry her? And yet, Karen was the furthest thing 
from his mind right now! All he could think of was the sensuously exciting 
body of this fourteen year old redhead, of the way it would feel to slide 
his massively swollen penis all the way up into the quivering depths of her 
belly! And if he didn't do it soon he would explode all over her thigh!


Betsy, too, was nearly ready to explode with the powerful pressures of her 
hotly burning lust. Her face glowed with pride as the others gathered more 
closely around her, their eyes bulging with undisguised desire. None of them 
had ever seen anything like this before and each of the girls felt her 
breasts and cunt tingling with warm moist desire. Never, even in their 
locker-room chatter after gym class or during their all-night pajama parties 
had they ever conjured up a scene even half as exciting and forbidden as 
this one! Each of them could feel the hot seeping of their lust down between 
their thighs, begging to be invaded by the enormously bloated shaft of 
manflesh which now lay captured between Betsy's tremulous thighs ... soon it 
would be their turn ... soon their hairless, almost virginal little pussies 
would know the ultimate experience that they were designed to know....


Don now slid downward, his loins poised provocatively over Betsy's flaming 
red pubic fuzz as her legs spread wider and wider in willing welcome to the 
invasion that was now imminent. But Don miraculously held himself back for a 
moment, purposely torturing himself now in anticipation of the moment when 
he would thrust powerfully forward and slide his tingling hard cock deep 
into the warmly inviting canyon of her cunt which was now spread wide, pink 
and glistening, nakedly exposed to his feasting eyes. In his secret 
heart-of-hearts, he had to admit that he had always secretly admired the 
voluptuous curves of this teenage girl's body during the past several months 
at school, and that he was glad now that he was going to fuck her ... fuck 
her until she couldn't walk straight! He reveled in the feeling of having 
her naked beneath him, subservient to his will and to the thrusting power of 
his man-cock, and he knew that he was going to enjoy this erotically 
exciting experience just as much as she was-perhaps more!


Now, with an eager and lecherous smile, Don moved again, sliding himself 
down between her willingly widespread legs to feast his eyes once more on 
that soft, pink, almost hairless pussy-flesh nestled so enticingly between 
her smoothly rounded adolescent ass-cheeks. He reached down beneath her to 
grasp those cushiony moons in his hands, squeezing and kneading them so that 
the softly pliant flesh rippled through his fingers. He felt her body 
shudder with lewd delight and he smiled in, anticipation of what he was 
about to do, listening joyously to the girls panting hotly around them. He 
would give them all a show all right....


Betsy was almost delirious now, her loins hotly burning, demanding 
satisfaction, flaming like a forest fire down there between her sumptuously 
spread thighs. Why didn't he get on with it? What was he waiting for? 
Couldn't he tell that she was already nearly mad with the frenzied intensity 
of her blazing desire? She looked down to see his head bending down towards 
the succulent mound of her womanhood and a new shiver of delight spread 
through her naked body as she realized what he was going to do. Nobody had 
ever done that to her before! She had let various boys touch her breasts and 
she had even let one special boy fuck her a couple of times ... and then 
once at that wild party with the spiked punch she had finger-fucked another 
girl until she had cum while her boyfriend had fingered her cunt ... but 
never before had anyone done what Don Baker was about to do!


"Oh yes ... lick me there ... suck my cunt ... oooohhhh...." the demonically 
excited young teenage girl moaned as she saw Don slowly move his face 
forward until his lips were a scant few inches from the copper-colored pubic 
frizz that barely covered the sensitive lips of her vagina. She saw his 
nostrils flare as the sweet odor of her sex drifted enticingly towards him. 
He swallowed deeply, inhaling deeply, as his eyes feasted for just a few 
moments longer on her delicate coral inner flesh flowering open to his 
impending lingual invasion.


While all of the surrounding teenage girls watched breathlessly, Don took a 
deep breath and expelled it softly into the moistly open crevice. Almost as 
if in reply, Betsy Gibbons quivered and a faint groan escaped from between 
her lips. The blood in her veins was simmering now with inflamed lust and 
she could hardly bear the torture of having his fiery tongue so near and yet 
so far, so enticingly poised to do its erotic duty within the sizzling 
confines of her nakedly exposed cunt. Electrical sensations of forbidden 
pleasure rippled up from the depths of her tremoring belly as another low, 
growling sigh escaped from her lips as she felt another rush of the warm 
moist air float tantalizingly over the heated canyon between her willingly 
parted thighs.


Smiling lecherously now, thirty-four year old Don Baker pressed his face 
forward, pushing his open mouth hard against the desire-swollen wetness of 
her heated vaginal slit. The fourteen year old girl squirmed in unabashed 
delight and he tightened his hands on the smoothly rounded moons of her 
buttocks. Then, with one quick lashing flick of his thick wet tongue, he 
slid it between the warm fleshy folds of her provocatively pink cunt.


Her gasp of pleasure seemed to echo all around the room, causing her naked 
friends to crowd closer for a better view of the ravishment of Betsy's 
softly glistening pussy by their history teacher's tongue. They all saw her 
body jerk forward with the first hot, teasing contact, and then an 
involuntary spasm of joy quickly forced her buttocks back hard against his 
kneading hands. Her vaginal passage began to automatically expand and 
contract, clenching tightly around the burrowing length of Don's tongue sunk 
deep inside her quivering hotness. Her breath exploded out into the air in 
small, rasping gasps that turned into tiny mewling grunts as the agonized 
torture of her prurient pleasure took complete control of her naked body.


"My God ... will you look at that," one of the breathless young girls 
exclaimed in fascinated awe at the unbelievable sight of the young girl's 
rapturous pleasure. The ring had tightened in more closely around them and 
several of the girls had begun to eagerly massage their own quivering young 
cunts just as Don's tongue was massaging Betsy's.


Don couldn't believe what was happening, couldn't believe the incredible 
waves of lurid lust that were crashing through his own naked body as he 
worked hungrily at the teenager's widespread cunt, his pink wet tongue 
thrusting and withdrawing, plunging into the vibrantly excited young redhead 
again and again making a wet, sluicing noise with each powerful lunge. Her 
little cries of passion were lengthening out to one low and long continuous 
moan as his tongue suddenly located her hard, madly throbbing clitoris and 
began to suck savagely at the oily little marble of passion. His face drove 
further into the damp, warm canyon, and his mouth sucked and teased at it, 
gleefully tantalizing her with the sharp tips of his teeth, while she 
wantonly writhed and thrashed and churned her pelvis upwards towards his 
fire-filled tongue in a lewd dance of unadulterated desire.


"Oooooohhhh ... yeeeessss ... oh God, suck it ... uuuummmmmmm ... 
eeeeeiiiiiiiii-ooooowwwww ... arrrruuuuuggghhhhhh ... yeeeeesssss," she 
chanted deliriously, her body and mind completely lost now in the swirling 
whirlpools of sensation that arose from the deliciously stimulating sucking 
of her erogenous zone.


Don grinned triumphantly as he felt the lithe muscles of her softly pliant 
buttocks hollowing and contracting spasmodically above his tightly clenching 
hands in an exhibition of wild and untamed animal lust that was unlike 
anything he had ever seen before. Her succulently wet cunt flowed with the 
hot moisture of her passion and it flowered open wider and wider with each 
further second his sucking mouth worked at her wide-stretched slit. Her 
warmly perfumed juices seemed to come in a tidal wave, seeping out around 
his lunging oral instrument and onto his lips as his face sunk even deeper 
in between her soft inner thighs.


Don could sense that the gorgeous young redhead was about to cum. The wild, 
abandoned tempo of her grinding loins told him that it was time to remove 
his tongue and to instead drive his powerful, man-sized cock into the 
softness of her hot little belly so that he could feel the warm throbbing 
walls of her cunt clenching tightly around his lunging hardness when she 
finally exploded into the glory of her orgasm. He wanted to hear her wanton 
cries of exquisite ecstasy and to then fill her with his hotly scalding cum 
until she would never forget this afternoon as long as she lived. All the 
years of suppressing his desire seemed to explode within him now and all he 
wanted to do was to devastate this sensuous young teenager witi the 
magnificent power of his penis, to stretch her so wide she would never even 
be able to feel another prick for the rest of her life!


The luscious fourteen year old redhead felt his thick, virile length of 
turgidly pulsing flesh tingling with anticipation as he worked at her 
heatedly excited loins with his relentlessly sucking mouth. Then, he could 
stand it no longer! He' had to fuck her and right away! There could be no 
more delay! He pulled his glistening face away from the warm wet folds of 
her soft vaginal flesh and slithered up over her, working his hips until the 
long thick pole of his penis was poised erotically over the wide-splayed 
canyon so eagerly waiting for his lust-propelled invasion.


Around him, the group of teenage girls ogled and panted, their hands busily 
working at their own fevered loins, their eyes bulging with fascinated awe.


"Look!"


"Yeah, he's really gonna fuck her now!"


"Betsy is going to be fucked by Mr. Baker!"


"He's really going to give it to her!"


"I can't wait until it's my turn," Debbie cried, her eyes feasting on the 
long hot hard spear of flesh that had only yesterday broken past her 
virginity to drive her to her first and gloriously exciting orgasm.


Don was half crouched between Betsy's willingly parted thighs, his pulsing 
length of manflesh held tightly between his fingers. The flaring, 
blood-filled head was aimed now directly at the soft russet-fuzzed opening 
of her wetly throbbing cunt as his fevered gaze locked on the sumptuous 
mounds of her enticingly upthrust breasts.


All of the surrounding girls held their breath. Only one short inch of space 
separated her excitedly quivering vagina and the heavy purple tip of the 
teacher's long throbbing cock now, and his hands spread her softly smooth 
thighs ever farther apart now so that all the closely crowding girls could 
see the narrow moistly pulsing mouth of her vaginal furnace more clearly. 
His cock jerked painfully and he knew that he couldn't hold back much 
longer, that his cock was about ready to explode right there in his hand, 
that he had to fuck her immediately. But he paused for one brief moment 
longer, staring at one gleaming dewdrop of moisture that had magically 
slipped from the swollen, inflamed head of his pulsating prick, that would 
soon erupt into a streaming hot flood of cum to fill her to overflowing!


Betsy, delirious with the intense passions that seemed to boil hotly in her 
veins, was completely oblivious to the group of her naked friends who 
watched her with such patent admiration. The only thing she cared about was 
the wildfire raging in her loins, now abandoned by that fire-filled tongue, 
but still desperately seeking the satisfaction it craved so insanely. He had 
stopped his fiery ministrations in that moistly wet crevice just as she had 
been on the verge of a dramatic and dynamic climax and now the tender flesh 
that had been so stimulatingly lathed by Don's tongue and lips felt both 
hungry and empty, a burning hole in the core of her soul that begged to be 
filled. There was only one thing she wanted now-a cock, an enormously 
stiffened spear to fill the hotly aching need inside her. Mindlessly, she 
ground her naked buttocks up towards the man above her, silently praying 
that he would waste not one second more before shoving his hard shaft of 
blood-pressured flesh into her impatiently hot womb before she lost her mind 
from painful frustration!


"Yes ... fuck me ... do it to me ... fuck me ... hard ... deep ... fuck me," 
the mindless young girl stammered, quaking from the unbearable frustrations 
that were searing her frazzled nerve endings. "Please ... hurry ... God, 
don't wait ... fuck me now!"


She heard her young friends all around, panting and screaming with joy, 
incredibly excited by the lewd spectacle before them. But she didn't care 
anything about them. The teacher's tongue had ignited a hot streak within 
her body and it trembled violently and shook with the urgent need to be 
filled, filled to the bursting point with the older man's enormously erected 
cock! Another flicker of flame darted hotly through her body as she recalled 
the awesome size of it and her lust now rampaged through her like wildfire, 
scorching every single cell in her body. With wanton abandon, she arched her 
hips upwards towards the instrument of pleasure ready to plunge deeply into 
her, searching with her lust-burning pussy for the monstrous pulsating pole 
of manflesh that was about to thrust hotly up into the deepest recesses of 
her belly.


The awestruck young girls crowded closer and closer to the naked couple on 
the floor as Don pressed the great bulbous head of his aching penis against 
the narrow pulsing opening of her nakedly anxious vagina, the rubbery knob 
tentatively nuzzling the ragged pink edges of glistening flesh. The teacher 
poised above her, then the muscles of his sinewy buttocks tightened as he 
placed his hands again on the softly supple mounds of her naked buttocks 
and, slowly, the blunt-headed flaring cock-tip positioned itself at the 
moist, wide-stretched mouth of her quiveringly hungry vagina. And then, with 
a sharp flick of his hips, the thirty-four year old man forced the chunky, 
blood-swollen head into the hotly pulsing lips of her pussy, inhumanly 
stretching the soft fleshy opening to the bursting point.


A gasp of fascinated awe resounded from the closely hovering group of young 
naked girls, matched by a gasp of incredible pleasure which escaped from 
Betsy Gibbons' lips at the agonizing pleasure of the first intrusion into 
her sweet womanly sanctuary.


"Aaaaahhhh ... ooohhh...." the lust-demented young redhead cried as the tip 
of his lust-enlarged cock submerged another magnificent inch into her hotly 
quivering belly.


"Oooooohhhhh ... my pussy feels ... so good ... so wonderful ... deeper ... 
deeper ... all the way into it ... fill it ... fuck it ... oh . ... oh ... 
arugh ... uumm...." the raving young teenager cried, reveling in the 
sensation of being practically split in two by the massive girth of his 
invading instrument.


Encouraged by her wanton, passionate cries, the dark-haired teacher jerked 
his hips back and rammed forward again, driving the invading cudgel still 
another inch into her tightly clinging cuntal passage that seemed to sheath 
his throbbing thickness like a made-to-order glove!


Don could feel the hot breath of the naked teenage girls who were hovering 
closely over him and although he couldn't see their faces, he knew that each 
one was glowing with lust, that each one was imagining what it would feel 
like to have his turgidly pulsing prick fucking like this up into the warm, 
moist walls of their own precious little twat-holes. Submerged in his own 
passion, he was only dimly aware of hands reaching out to tentatively touch 
him, to feel the hard muscular contours of his thighs and to finger the 
pendulously heavy sac of his balls between his legs. He didn't really know 
what they were doing, but he didn't really care.


All he cared about now was fucking this gorgeous redheaded tease below him 
and so he suddenly plunged forward again with a crushing thrust of his lean 
masculine hips that drove the blood-bloated cock deep into her tightly 
contracting passage, pushing great waves of rippling pink flesh before it!


The fourteen year old redhead could feel her entire naked body trembling as 
the enormous, heatedly pulsing rod of manflesh tore relentlessly into her 
cock-starved belly, crushing her tender inner organs as it drove deeper and 
deeper into the depths of her warmly welcoming pussy-hole. It felt so 
magnificently massive, so brutally forceful, almost as if it had driven 
itself in her all the way up toher throat! And still the courageously 
impaling penis continued to plow into her, shattering her consciousness with 
overwhelming waves of lust-burning sensuality. Her mind seemed to be 
drifting, fading away into a flaming oblivion of pure lust as this huge 
lust-swollen shaft tunneled into her tight narrow channel.


She wasn't a virgin by any means, but then she had never been fucked by a 
real man before. She had never dreamed, even in her most vivid sexual 
fantasies, that there could be such a glorious difference between a man and 
a boy when it came to the cunt-filling size of a penis. But there was a 
difference! She felt as if her entire abdominal cavity had been stretched 
like a balloon until it was about to burst and she loved every depraved 
minute of it!


And then, suddenly, it stopped. With one hard-driving jolt. Don's pelvis had 
thudded heavily down against her while his immense, sperm-bloated balls 
crashed against the wide-stretched moons of her succulent buttocks. The 
amazingly tumid shaft lay completely embedded to the hilt, in her incredibly 
stretched pussy, filling every part of her insides.


Don held still for a minute to let the girl grow accustomed to the mammoth 
instrument buried in her cunt. He stared down at her lust-contorted features 
as the tightly clenching muscles slowly began to relax within her inhumanly 
stretched vaginal passage. He saw that her eyes were clenched tightly closed 
in the agonized pleasure of his assault and at last, they opened and she 
stared blindly up towards him.


"God, you're the tightest little cunt I've fucked in a long time," the 
dark-haired teacher murmured. "Just relax for a minute ... relax," he 
coaxed, tentatively flexing his gigantic cock deep up in her quivering 
belly, causing a new series of erotic sensations to sweep through her naked 
body. , "Ooooohhhh ... so good ... uuuuuuuu-mmmmmm ... God, so big and 
beautfiul ... ooooohhhhh ... eeeeeee...." the young girl chanted mindlessly 
as she felt him flex his powerful thick muscle again deep within her 
love-starving loins.


The naked girls all around began to gasp, each in turn, as Don slowly began 
a smooth gyrating motion with his pelvis, grinding his loins into her 
willingly welcoming genitals, stretching the soft walls of her warm vagina 
until the enormous penis fitted tightly in the sheath of her cunt like a 
piston in a well-oiled cylinder. The girls were amazed, awed and fascinated 
by this sight, by the incredible tableau of his massively rigid instrument 
buried in the tight tiny hole they had seen before. It seemed impossible ... 
and yet....


Suddenly, Don had another idea ... this would really drive her wild with 
uncontrollable passion!


His hands, kneading at the pliantly yielding flesh of her buttocks, began to 
draw those soft twin moons wider and wider apart and then his fingers 
slipped in to the tiny puckered opening of her anus, flirting teasingly with 
the sensitive anal mouth like a tantalizingly flickering flame. Betsy whined 
and cried out with passion and she jerked involuntarily as the outstretched 
finger paused, and then suddenly popped through the tightly surrounding 
nether ring, worming deeply into the tender spongy flesh inside. Tiny gasps 
of unsubdued pleasure burst from her lips, even though the initial entry had 
caused some slight discomfort. That minor pain was almost immediately 
overpowered by new surges of sizzling lust as the finger wormed relentlessly 
in, expanding the tiny wrinkled aperture until the palm of his hand pressed 
flat against her hotly grinding little asscheeks, the entire stiffened 
finger solidly embedded inside her erotically throbbing little asshole.


Betsy began an immediate rotation of her hips to encourage that assaulting 
finger to even greater depths inside her tightly clasping, anal opening. Her 
vaginal passage felt stretched almost beyond endurance and torn beyond 
repair-and yet it was magnificent! AH the more glorious because of the 
probing, wriggling finger now buried deep in her rectum. Wave after wave of 
lascivious pleasure crashed through her naked body as the older man twisted 
his finger almost harshly, stretching and expanding the tender inner flesh 
of her rectal walls until she thought it would almost split from the 
incredible pressure! Already she could feel the pressure of her own passion 
mounting rapidly, building and building towards that miraculous explosive 
climax!


Satisfied now that he had driven her nearly to the brink of insanity with 
the fever of her lust, Don began a thrusting motion in and out of the 
beautiful teenager's moistly stretched pussy with long, plunging strokes. 
His nostrils flared as he fucked eagerly forward from the apex of each 
withdrawal and battered her nakedly responding body back down towards the 
floor with every forward stroke. The panting man held tight to her softly 
pliant buttock cheek with his free hand, causing the supple flesh to ripple 
between his fingers, as he slipped the warm shaft sheath of her throbbing 
vagina back over the turgid thickness of his hotly pulsing cock while the 
finger continued to skewer in and out of her ass in the same rhythmic tempo. 
Groans and gasps of pure animal pleasure continuously poured from her moist, 
parted lips, encouraging him even more, as her hips thrust up to eagerly 
greet his every forward lunge into her doubly ravished genitals.


"God ... yes ... fuck me ... oh fuck me ... deeper ... harder ... yes, into 
my ass ... into my cunt ... oh God ... aaaarrrrrrrr-uuuuugggghhhhhh!" she 
cried mindlessly now, squirming her body lustfully to meet his every 
movement, her eyes open and blurred with the tears of her agonized pleasure. 
On every side of her she could see her naked girlfriends, many with their 
own fingers submerged deep into their heatedly quivering vaginas, a couple 
of others pouring themselves over Don's nakedly pounding body, touching his 
legs, caressing his sperm-filled testicles, watching in rapt fascination at 
the magnificently fucking couple and dreaming of the moment when it would be 
their turn of enjoy this incredible pleasure.


"Yes ... yes ... don't stop ... keep fucking ... fuck meeeee!" she cried 
huskily into the air, rotating her pelvis faster and faster to keep pace 
with the two pistons of flesh and finger pummeling into her loins like a 
well-timed team. Her entire being was now centered around those two 
skewering rods, and nothing else in the world mattered to her-nothing. Not 
her friends who were watching, not even the handsome man who was on top of 
her-nothing mattered at all except the pulsing reality of the hard flesh 
riveting into her hotly simmering furrow.


And Don was equally blind in the exqusite ecstasy of his passion. So 
oblivious, in fact, that at first he didn't even notice the naked figure who 
came to straddle Betsy's writhing torso only inches in front of his face, 
her pinkly glistening pussy widespread before him....


In the sex-crazed group of teenage girls that surrounded the lewdly 
thrashing couple on the floor, Debbie Marshall's dark eyes began to smoulder 
with resentment. The slender yet sensuous thirteen year old blonde had been 
kneeling near Betsy's head and watched with rising anger as the man who had 
made glorious love to her only the day before-and who, in the process, had 
taken her virginity-now plunged and pummeled with cock and finger in to the 
nakedly bucking, straining girl whom she had thought was her friend! And 
they were both loving it, she thought bitterly, remembering how Don had told 
her just before everyone came that he loved Karen and wanted to marry her so 
that their newly established relationship couldn't continue! She recalled 
vividly how he had kissed her yesterday and how he had then thrust his 
virile pole of male cock-flesh into the deliciously clasping warmth of her 
willingly sheathing pussy until they both came in a spectacular and dynamic 
orgasm! Suddenly, the disillusioned girl realized that she hadn't really 
been in love with Don Baker, and that he hadn't really loved her either. 
Still, she thought with anger, they did mean something to each other ... or, 
at least, they should since he had been the conquerer of her innocent 
virginity!


And now there he was with Betsy! Somehow, she had to show them, show them 
both that they couldn't trample on her feelings and get away with it! She 
had to pay them back somehow ... Betsy especially ... she had to show Don 
that she was as much of a woman as Betsy. For a moment, she thought of 
calling her mother at the store and telling her what her precious Don Baker 
was doing right at that moment, but then she realized that she would 
probably get into as much trouble as he would. For several long moments, the 
humiliated teenage girl glowered down at the nakedly fucking couple, at 
their flushed, lust-contorted faces, at their naked bodies slapping lewdly 
against one another, and she suddenly imagined how nice it would be to have 
Don Baker lick her cunt until she came! The very idea made her already 
aroused young pussy flesh begin to throb insanely and she could feel the hot 
juices of her excited lust seeping like a river in flood from between her 
sensuous young thighs. In an abrupt burst of furious determination and 
wounded pride, the young girl slithered over Betsy's head, straddling her 
bucking torso, until the wide-splayed enticement of her cunt was only inches 
from Don Baker's crimson-flushed face.


Meanwhile, Don swept into his teenage lover with a growingly frantic need, 
white she matched his every pounding movement, straining desperately for the 
peak of sensation that was so near, so very near and yet so far! Dimly, she 
heard the excited, agitated murmurings of the naked girls all around her but 
it didn't matter. Don, too, completely engulfed by the straining needs of 
his desire, heard those excited voices as if through a thick fog but even 
the urgent whisperings of those naked teenage girls didn't dim his mounting 
passion. He was too close to that precious moment of mind-searing climax now 
to pay any attention to anything else except the frantically straining needs 
of his own desire-swollen prick!


Vaguely, then, he was aware of a movement in front of him, and he lifted his 
eyes for one brief moment to see the pink moist softness of a willingly open 
cunt pressing closer and closer towards his face. It was another moment 
before he realized what was expected of him as that warmly glistening slit 
moved closer and closer towards him. She wanted him to lick her cunt! The 
passion-obsessed young man didn't even know whose cunt it was, but he knew 
now that he was expected to lick and flick at it with the fiery heat of his 
tongue and his first reaction was to gasp in astonisment. This was just a 
little more than he had bargained for!


"Lick my cunt ... lick it ... make me cum, too," a familiar voice called out 
to him. It was Debbie!


Don gasped in amazement when he realized that it was Debbie whose enticingly 
spread thighs straddled Betsy's body and whose daringly exposed naked cunt 
was only inches from his face. For a moment, he didn't know what to do. 
Should he suck her cunt as she wanted ... or....


But Debbie was determined. Slowly, she eased herself forward until the pink 
fluted lips of her hair-lined cunt brushed against the older man's sweating 
face, until he had no choice but to warmly embrace that sacred offering. Don 
gasped, feeling those wetly parted lips brushing tantalizingly against his 
mouth and as soon as the sweet womanly aroma of her madly seeping cunt 
invaded his nostrils, he knew that he was lost! Eagerly, his tongue slipped 
out of his mouth with a snake-like swipe, tasting the creamy juices of her 
aroused womanly juices and a new thrill of heated arousal swept through his 
already highly excited young body!


It was incredible! the older teacher thought in a flash of momentary sanity. 
He had come over to this house merely and only to speak to Karen Marshall, 
the woman he loved, the woman he wanted to marry. And somehow, he wasn't 
quite sure how, he had become hopelessly and helplessly involved in fucking 
first, thirteen year old Debbie Marshall, and then fucking her fourteen year 
old redheaded friend ... and ultimately, he knew, he would be fucking or 
sucking the naked little pussies of every single naked teenage girl in that 
room, the girls who were now crowding even more closely around, panting with 
the passion of their arousal and taking every opportunity to stroke and 
fondle the naked flesh of his body! Here he was, Don Baker, a respected 
history teacher in the junior high school, furiously fucking one teenage 
girl while insanely licking the warmly welcoming cunt of another! It was 
crazy! Insane! And yet he couldn't stop himself. All those years of pent-up 
sexual desire were now being released in a torrential flood of passion which 
he simply could not control!


Don fought for breath as the cunt before his face pressed tightly against 
his cheeks. He could feel her sparsely curling pubic hair brushing teasingly 
against his nose as he sent his hungry tongue lashing into the warm moist 
slit of her nakedly exposed cunt. He could feel a shudder of fiery desire 
sweeping through Debbie's body as his own fire-filled tongue danced around 
the inner edges of her pubic lips. And then a sudden jolt shook the blonde 
teenager as his oral spear found the oily marble of her sensitively 
throbbing clitoris, brushing tantalizingly against it until she had to 
scream from the glory of her passion.


"Ooooohhhhh ... aaaaahhhhh...." the young girl's voice echoed dramatically 
around the room as her mother's future husband licked and laved at the warm 
tender flesh of her pink pussy lips and the ultra-sensitive bud of her 
quivering clitoris. Yes, this was what she wanted! She wanted nothing more 
than to feel the overwhelming sexual excitement she had felt the day before 
and which she had started to feel this afternoon before Betsy came along to 
butt in! Now she had him where she wanted him, a slave to his own passion 
and to hers! She could feel his tongue now, warm and thick, darting into the 
soft-walled chamber of her womb like an imitation cock, racing in and out of 
her cunt with the same furious tempo he had established in Betsy's sizzling 
young pussy.


Thirty-four year old Don Baker was now no longer able to think or feel, and 
in a near trance-like state, felt the pistoning spear of his heatedly 
bloated cock pummeling like a racing piston into the warmly welcoming cavern 
of Betsy's lust-lubricated cunt while at the same time his own excitedly 
darting tongue lashed and speared into the willingly splayed cunt before his 
flushed face, his nose and lips brushing tantalizingly against the soft 
curls of her golden pubic fleece.


As if in a fuzzy-edged dream, the older man imagined what he must look like 
there on the floor of his fiance's living room, fucking the life nearly out 
of one naked teenage girl while gloriously and eagerly sucking the moistly 
hungry cunt of another! He could feel the redheaded girl squeezing her 
heatedly rippling cuntal muscles around his enormous fleshy pole burrowing 
frantically into her vagina and a new lurid thrill of pleasure raced through 
him, inspiring him to momentarily withdraw his tongue from the tongue-hungry 
cunt before him so that his sharp white teeth could nibble provocatively at 
her hair-lined cuntal lips and the sensitive little throbbing sprout of her 
clitoris.


Both girls now cried and groaned and moaned relentlessly, their voices 
mingling into a symphony of rapturous desire. Inspired by their howling 
pleasure, Don realized for the first time that he actually wanted 
them-wanted them both and all of the other naked teenage girls in that room! 
Yes, he wanted to feel his giant cock exploding deep in Betsy's belly, 
filling it to overflowing with his scalding white cum, and at the same time 
he wanted to make Debbie cum so that her creamy lust-juices would spill like 
a cascading waterfall all over his passion-propelled tongue! He was simply 
drunk on the wildly blazing fire of passion that was surging through his 
hot-blooded veins, and he sucked even more hungrily now at the warm moist 
cuntal flesh before his face. He wanted to feel Betsy's hotly clasping 
cuntal muscles contracting spasmodically around his sperm-shooting prick and 
at the same time he wanted to feel Debbie's warmly clinging cunt likewise 
contracting convulsively around his hotly spearing tongue! What a 
cunt-feast!


Don could feel the cum churning madly in his pendulously heavy testicles and 
he knew he was building towards the end. He began to thrust into Betsy 
harder and faster, battering mercilessly into her warmly contracting cunt. 
His one hand squeezed one pliantly soft buttock cheek while his 
rectum-buried finger skewered in matching tempo in and out of that hot 
rubbery channel as he felt her nakedly writhing and thrashing with untold 
ecstasy beneath him. His breath became hoarse and labored while his hotly 
spearing tongue lashed erotically faster and faster in and out of Debbies 
soft-walled cuntal chamber as her hips thrust forward to meet his invading 
plunge.


The naked teenage girls all around began to gasp and pant excitedly, looking 
down at the slender redhead's madly bucking body being pummeled by the 
handsome young teacher while, at the same time, his fiery thick tongue 
lunged with equal fervor in and out of Debbie's hotly clasping cunt. They, 
too, could tell that the peak moment of explosive climax was approaching and 
they tried to hold their breath ... but couldn't! This was the most lewdly 
exciting scene they had ever seen or even imagined in their most vivid 
sexual fantasies! All of them had seen pornographic picture magazines, but 
even the scenes depicted in those didn't come close to matching the real 
thing now being so salaciously enacted before them gazing awestruck from 
their various vantage points at the writhing, straining trio, they could 
only nod dumbly while their hands began to streak madly into their own 
desire-heated cunts! Each one wished fervently that it would be her turn 
next to actually feel the lust-blinding sensation of a long hot length of 
virile man-flesh storming into their passion-hungry cunts....


The saliva in Don's mouth was becoming thick and sticky from the emissions 
of lubricating fluids that seeped madly from Debbie's hotly clasping cunt 
into the warm depths of his mouth around his lust-spearing tongue. He could 
feel her slender yet sensuous young hips straining and bucking before his 
passion-contorted face almost as if she were in the throes of a powerful 
seizure. Hungrily, he tried to accommodate the fiery demands of her desire, 
sending the fire-filled shaft of his tongue ever faster, ever deeper into 
the soft-walled womb of her womanhood, back and forth, furiously laving in 
that passionately clinging cavity. At the same time, he felt his own 
excitement rising towards the bursting point as he rammed his turgidly 
throbbing pole of flesh into Betsy's tightly clinging cunt while his 
stiffened finger continued its erotically frantic invasion of the redhead's 
darkly mysterious anus. He had never before been raised to such an 
astounding height of exquisite ecstasy and each additional moment seemed to 
bring him closer and closer towards that rapturous pinnacle of glory. 
Sucking madly, plunging frantically with both stiffened shaft and erect 
finger, he felt both girls wriggling and writhing ' and straining with the 
same desperation towards their own glorious heights of climaxing rapture and 
he knew that there was nothing else in the world now except to drive them 
both towards the summit of pleasure which he was rapidly approaching 
himself!


He was fucking into the exquisitely excited fourteen year old redhead now 
with ever more furious strokes and she thrashed her hips wildly to meet his 
twin invasion of her genitals as she felt him at last reach his erupting 
apex of rapture. She thrust her hips hard against his loins as she felt the 
milky white fluid flooding hotly into her wildly constricting cunt. Then she 
felt it dribbling back out of the hair-lined lips of her glistening pussy as 
his bloated testicles slapped maddeningly against the cushiony cheeks of her 
ass, burying his prick in the wildly sucking mouth of her cunt all the way 
up to his pubic hair. She tried frantically to contract her tight little 
cuntal muscles harder around its erupting hardness, milking and sucking at 
it so as not to waste a single drop of the precious hot sperm but still tiny 
droplets of it seeped out and onto her warm inner thighs.


Just moments after he felt his own magnificent explosion beginning, Don felt 
Debbie, too, reaching that glorious, mind-bending height of exquisite 
ecstasy. A wild spasm shook her entire naked body as her hips surged 
frantically forward against his face so that he could hardly breathe. Faster 
and faster his tongue plunged into her madly contracting cunt as convulsion 
after convulsion swept through that passion-filled cavity as the warm moist 
juices of her orgasm began to flow sweetly and hotly around his oral spear. 
He could hear a relentless and animalistic moan pouring from her open lips 
as her tightly squeezing cunt tried to milk his tongue, tried to hold it 
tight in that warmly moist vault while her orgasm seemed to shake the very 
foundations of her being! Don had never known any woman to reach such a 
body-jolting climax before and he marveled at the sublime intensity of her 
exploding passion until at last the convulsive spasms began to subside and 
Debbie's hotly steaming cunt, now satiated and fulfilled, fell backwards, 
away from his cum-streaked face.


Betsy was still straining towards her own orgasm beneath him. She skewered 
her ass up hard against his exploding loins as the still-squirting penis in 
her unsatisfied cunt spilled out its hotly thick cum. And then, suddenly, 
every muscle in her sensuous young body tensed and began to quiver. Her 
climax rippled through her in great sensual waves of pleasure, with hot cum 
flooding out all around the frantically pulsating shaft still buried in her 
cunt to seep out in thick warm rivulets and mix with Don's creamy thick 
sperm dribbling down the sensitive flesh of her inner thigh. She was still 
trembling and convulsing, tremors of orgasmic quaking still wracking her 
naked body, as Don's deflating cock slipped wetly from her drenched pussy, 
letting gushes of cool air come rushing now into the unplugged opening 
between her wide-splayed thighs.


But that was only the first orgasmic explosion of the afternoon. Don stopped 
counting after a while, not really being clearly aware of what was going on 
except that he fucked and sucked one girl after another. His body still 
reacted with pleasure-packed orgasm after orgasm, but his consciousness had 
left him long ago and he was hardly aware of anything except the constant 
erotic stimulation to his well-worn body. His whole world now was composed 
of nothing but cunt ... one pinkly glistening, moistly clinging cunt after 
another to suck and fuck and suck. Somehow, it just didn't seem to matter 
any more.


He wasn't aware of anything at all, not with his conscious mind. That is 
probably why he didn't hear the front door opening and then slamming 
shut....


* * *


CHAPTER EIGHT


Karen Marshall lay in bed on Sunday morning, her eyes wide open, her lips 
curved into a sensuously pleased smile. She turned her head to one side to 
see her still peacefully sleeping daughter, and then to the other side to 
marvel at the ruggedly handsome features of Don Baker, whose face lay close 
to her while his hairy, muscular legs were entwined with her own under the 
blankets. Her blazing blue eyes were focused on the ice dripping from the 
branch of a tree just outside her bedroom window on that cold mid-winter 
morning, but her mind was focused on the amazing events of yesterday 
afternoon.


She had come home early, wanting to take ample time to prepare for a very 
special evening she aniticipated with her marvelously good-looking fiance. 
All the way home in the car, she had been thinking about what she would say 
to him, how she would act, how they would both bubble over with excitement 
as they sipped champagne and celebrated her promotion.


What had greeted her stunned, wide-open eyes as she entered the house had at 
first shocked her into speechlessness. Her mouth flew open in a soundless 
scream of protest as she saw her naked fiance slamming his long hard penis 
into the willingly welcoming cunt of her own thirteen year old daughter 
while at the same time another girl was teasing Don's dangling testicles 
from behind and yet another naked teenager was just positioning herself, 
backing up on all fours, so that Don could lick her soft pink virginal pussy 
flesh! Visibly stunned, the voluptuous blonde mother had shrunk backwards, 
blinking her eyes and then finally clenching then closed as if that would 
wipe out this salacious spectacle taking place in her own living room.


At last, at long last, she managed to scream, a piercing, shrieking wail 
that froze everyone instantly in their lewd positions.


"What the hell is going on here?"


Don Baker was the first one to see his full-breasted fiance whose hand had 
now flown to cover her mouth and whose eyes stared wide in utter disbelief. 
He froze, instantly. His mind raced dizzily. He had to explain to her! He 
had really come over to speak to her, after all, hadn't he? To tell her how 
much he loved her and wanted to marry her! And as she stood there now, even 
more beautiful when she was angry than when she was not, he knew that he had 
to do something ... say something ... she was the dream-woman of his life 
and he couldn't let her go without a fight!


"Get out of here! All of you! Get out this instant!" she shrieked, her 
command ringing and echoing around the now silent and still room.


Immediately, all of the naked teenage girls, Betsy Gibbons included, 
scampered to gather their clothing, to cover their naked flesh, and to 
quietly ease out with downcast heads. Don and Debbie alone remained, naked, 
staring at Karen Marshall. Don's eyes reflected not shame but a grim 
determination. He looked at his voluptuous blonde girlfriend and saw the 
tears beginning to form in the corners of her eyes, as the words suddenly 
began to spill from her mouth in an almost incoherent, steady stream.


"And I thought I loved you ... how could you ... with my innocent little ... 
I would never have believed ... I never even dreamed ... and you, a teacher 
... in a school filled with innocent little girls ... a little baby and you 
went and ... I can't believe ... and me, what about me? ... you wouldn't 
even come near me ... and now...."


As soon as Don Baker heard the words you wouldn't even come near me, he knew 
what he had to do. Jumping up to his feet, he reached forward, grabbed Karen 
by the wrist and pulled her tightly against his naked body. He heard her 
gasp of surprised shock as his powerful arms enveloped her voluptuous body, 
crushing her to him. Before she could speak or protest, his mouth mashed 
down on hers, completely engulfing her softly yielding lips, his tongue 
heatedly spearing between them.


Karen stiffened against him, but only briefly. Her mind raced dizzily, 
swimming with confusion and a suddenly instigated passion. He had raped her 
daughter ... and yet the fiery spearing of his tongue was sending lurid 
thrills of arousal through her own body. This was what she had wanted from 
him for so long! This was the pleasure she had been denied ever since she 
had know him, except for that one brief episode a week before! Why did he 
have to do this to her just now? Her trembling body relaxed against his as 
he slowly forced her down to the floor, his right hand pulling back her coat 
and reaching under her sweater to eagerly grasp at one softly upthrust 
breast.


"Karen, I love you," he murmured, unlocking his fiercly grinding lips from 
hers for a moment. "I love you and I want you!"


"Don ... how can you ... what ... after what you've done...."


"Nevermind what I've done. It's what I'm going to do from now on," he said 
with fierce determination. "And the first thing I'm going to do is to make 
you as naked as we are and fuck the living daylights out of you!"


Karen stared open-mouthed at her suddenly commanding fiance. He had never 
been so stubbornly aggressive with her before ... and she liked it! He was 
finally acting like a real man, with all stirring, blinding passion of a 
hot-blooded animal! She lay completely still and silent, awestruck, as he 
slowly removed her coat, then lifted her sweater up over her head and slid 
her skirt down over her luscious thighs and over her ankles. She now lay 
completely exposed to him, her naked flesh quivering with desire, as he 
slowly reached around to unfasten her brassiere so that her mammoth, 
upswinging breasts were set completely and tremulously free. Immediately, is 
head lowered and he took each succulent mound in his mouth in turn, using 
his fiery tongue to trace maddening little circles around her 
crinkly-skinned nipples until they surged upward with hard, vibrant life. He 
heard her murmur with pleasure as his hungry mouth traveled from one 
succulent mound to the other, teasing the little buds of her nipples until 
she felt as though there were electric sparks shooting from them towards the 
magnet of his tongue.


"Ooooohhhh ... Don ... Oh God, Don, I love you too ... and want you ... of 
fuck me, please ... fuck me Don...." she whimpered passionately, her body 
now a swirling mass of heatedly aroused passions which had lain dormant 
within her for so long.


Eagerly, the young man slipped his hands downward along the flat plane of 
her belly, at last reaching the tight elastic waistband of her panties. 
Moaning with desire, the voluptuous blonde lifted her hips as he slid the 
nylon bikini panties down over the sensuous flesh of her thighs and off over 
her ankles. Now she was a naked as he was and his eyes feasted on the 
marvelously smooth, sculpted form of her curvaceuous young body, the body 
that was now his to do with as he pleased.


He turned flat on his back now on the carpet, his lean muscular body arched 
upward, his long, rock-hard shaft spearing obscenely into the air. He 
reached over, grabbed his lovely young fiance by the shoulders and pulled 
her over on top of him.


Karen Marshall knew what he wanted her to do without his having to say a 
word. Murmuring over and over again, "Darling, I love you ... love you, Don 
... need you ... love you ... and my darling ... I love you so much...." she 
obeyed his silent invitation. Kneeling with her knees splayed wide on either 
side of the male teacher's ribs, she immediately felt his fingertips 
smoothing up her inner thighs to her throbbing tight vaginal lips, spreading 
the fleshy, hair-framed flanges open to expose the moist inner pinkness to 
his lusting gaze. When she groaned involuntarily at his provocative touch, 
his fingers began to work furiously over her tiny erected clitoris, bringing 
it to a harder and harder state until, with a throaty whine of pleasure, 
Karen leaned forward on her knees and grabbed his massively erected cock, 
trying desperately to stuff the hot flesh into the widespread narrowness of 
her welcoming cuntal slit.


"Oh ... it's so big ... so beautifully thick and long ... oooohhhh...." the 
impassioned young blonde murmured as she squirmed her loins over the bulbous 
blunt head of his towering, rampant penis. Her full, rounded breasts swayed 
and quivered as she struggled to jam the thick knobby tip through the puffy 
pink lips of her vagina. Then, her handsome lover reached up and wrapped his 
big hands tightly around her slender waist, watching as she aimed the 
shaft's great flaring head directly under the opening of her cock-hungry 
vagina. When he saw that the position was right, he yanked her nakedly 
kneeling body down over his turgidly thick pole of flesh.


Suddenly, as if by magic, it slipped past the tightness of Karen's outer 
vaginal lips and wedged into the softly yielding sensitive flesh beyond. 
With a low, animalistic cry of sublime pleasure, Karen began to sink down on 
the elongated, fleshy rod of virile manflesh as her handsome young fiance 
drove his hips upwards to slide the mammothly expanded shaft into her like a 
pile-driving piston.


Flattening her knees out so that they pressed against Don's slim masculine 
hips, Karen slid lower and lower on the giant upthrust penis, moaning with 
rapture all the way down. Then, she lifted herself up on her knees so that 
the heavily laden cock, gleaming with moisture from her copious vaginal 
secretions, came whitely into view. With a soul-searing gasp, she drove her 
hips back down again, driving the whole of his pulsating length up inside 
her until it crashed bluntly against her cervix. The beautiful blonde began 
to jerk rhythmically up and down, sliding back and forth over the immense 
pole with increasing speed until she felt as thought she were about to have 
an orgasm simply by her own manipulations.


The sumptuous blonde didn't remember anything too clearly after that. She 
had vague recollections of her passion building, building, mounting ever 
higher and higher until she felt like she would explode into ten thousand 
tiny pieces with the sheer force of her pleasure. She remembered the final 
explosion of her lust, that toe-curling spasm that convulsed her entire 
naked body magnificently so that her hair seemed to stand on end while a 
wildfire of lust raged through her wildly contracting cunt, sucking and 
milking at the hot hard length of Don's deeply embedded penis buried to its 
hairy hilt in her moistly cumming cunt. And she remembered, too, the new 
spasms of orgasm that shook her immediately afterwards when she felt his 
scalding hot cum jetting madly from the thin slit at the end of his cock, 
filling her completely, sending new waves of climaxing pleasure through her 
madly thrashing body as it emptied its full creamy load into her madly 
milking vagina.


And after that ... all of the images of the following events became blurred 
in her memory. She vaguely recalled the mind-blinding sensations of prurient 
lust that had swept through her nakedly voluptuous body as Don's turgidly 
throbbing piston had first invaded the tightly clasping nether ring of her 
anus ... and now, in retrospect, it seemed to the sensuous blonde that it 
must have been while Don was powerfully skewering into that dark rubbery 
passage that her own daughter had shoved her head between the mother's 
willingly spread thighs to furiously lick with her fire-filled tongue at 
Karen's lust-inflamed cunt ... and it was probably later that the tables 
were turned, when Debbie's tightly ovaled mouth clung to Don's hard-driving 
shaft of flesh and Karen's eagerly hungry tongue had laved and flicked at 
the thirteen year old girl's madly sizzling hot cunt....


And now, the following morning, Karen lay naked in her bed, her beautiful 
lover and her sensuous daughter on either side of her. Soon they would 
awaken ... to a new day ... and new sexual adventures ... new dreams and new 
aspirations and new sensations of exquisite ecstasy....


Yes, they were all three going to have a very exciting family future 
together!


* * *


THE END
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FOREWORD


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many 
centuries, and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer 
for the individual considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except 
that he must be true to himself. The mature individual who has achieved this 
sort of self-honesty and completeness will be little harmed or affected by 
the illogical or irrational opinions of others.


In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this 
truth like an unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters 
faced up to their unusual desires instead of trying to repress them, much of 
the anguish they suffered would logically have been avoided.


The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor 
a revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the 
wisest thinkers through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be 
true," was Shakespeare's way of saying the same thing; but it comes to us 
from still an earlier source, and one which not even the most rigid moralist 
can contest...."Happy is he that condemneth not himself for that which he 
alloweth himself. But he that doubteth is damned if he eat." Those who deny 
others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to 
consider this quote from Romans.


No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this 
ultimately will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by 
looking at the past and previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief 
glance backwards will also reveal that, in such times, honored traditions 
and concepts were re-examined, and many times discarded. What was considered 
fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it isn't done" or 
"it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of 
pleasure.


The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We 
offer no further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this 
timely work. We now suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. 
A work of art, no matter how contemporary, should speak for itself.


-The Publisher


CHAPTER ONE


One evening as the Sachettes were preparing for bed, the beautiful blonde 
Marilyn was having one of her petulant tantrums. Bob wondered if he was ever 
going to be able to do anything that would not bring on a tantrum. He spent 
more time on her problems than he did on the business and he no sooner 
thought he had everything going smoothly when like a boat the whole damn rig 
would tip the other way and she would be off again.


"Oh, dear," he sighed. "Now what is it!" He had just had a perfectly lovely 
evening at a party where the men, as expected, kept Marilyn so busy and out 
of his hair that he was able to do exactly as he wished.


Looking down at her husband, who had already bathed, gotten into his 
pajamas, and now lay on the bed, the sheet pulled up, ready to go to sleep, 
she rained her anger on him. "I don't understand you. You just walked around 
with a silly grin on your face!" she said scathingly. "Didn't it make you 
jealous at all? Didn't you want to do something ... drastic?" she asked 
using her entire voluptuous body as she talked just as some people use their 
hands. She dropped her shoulders and pulled back her head so that his eyes 
were forced to folllow the white skin of her throat down to where her 
sequined dress just about covered the nipples of her big boobs. He had 
thought himself so unbelievably fortunate to get this incredibly beautiful 
woman for a wife and she hadn't given him a moment's peace since they were 
married.


"Drastic? Like what?" Bob asked, mildly, his large brown eyes troubled less 
about any problem than about the fact that it did not look as though she 
were going to drop the subject and let him get some sleep. Damn, if I don't 
start paying attention to the bakery, he thought, there won't be any....


"Anything! Something!" she flung her arms out dramatically. "Tell one of 
them off, especially that Lennis guy, or punch him! Maybe even grab me away 
from him and ... and do something to me!"


Bob was patient with her. "What good would that do? Lennie's a good friend 
and I don't think he'd step out of line. May I remind you also, Mrs. 
Sachette, that he uses our bread in his very busy restaurant?"


"Not step out of line!" she shrieked, but throatily so as to maintain what 
she imagined was her seductive quality. "What do you think he was doing out 
there? He grabbed me and kissed me and pawed me and...."


"Well, you seemed to enjoy it." Bob weighed his words. "At least, I'm pretty 
sure you liked it."


Marilyn had not expected that reaction from him and was taken aback, 
momentarily. Then she made a grimace. "Ugh!" she gasped. She reached back to 
unhook her dress and unzip it to the waist. It fell down obediently and she 
then unclasped the half bra, stripping it off savagely, her full, round 
breasts, with their slightly upturned nipples seeming to swell seductively 
as they were released from the easy restraint. "I can see I'm not as 
important to you as a loaf of bread! I bet you wouldn't let him squeeze your 
precious bread like that!"


Bob had to gulp down his desire to laugh because she, of course, saw no 
humor in what she had just said. "Marilyn, I don't know what you expected or 
why but I do know one thing I'm willing to bet that you trapped Lennie into 
kissing you!"


Marilyn turned slowly, provocatively, for her husband, thrusting the 
fullness of her breasts out toward him, as she spat, "Well, at least he did 
something about it!" Then, with a lewd smile, she added, "And, he might've 
done more if I'd given him just half a little old chance!"


"I'll bet!" Bob said dryly.


"You don't think so?"


"No ... I don't!"


"Oh, you!" she spat, turning her back on him again and swiftly stripping off 
her black lace panties.


Bob watched her absently. He supposed that he should be getting all hot and 
bothered watching his wife undress, exposing to him the most beautiful body 
he had ever seen, but somehow he couldn't generate any real excitement 
anymore. Had he been told this could happen before he had married her, he 
would have laughed uproariously. God, this was a woman who had absolutely 
everything! Everything that was important for sexual stimulation, that is.


Keeping her smooth long back turned to her husband, as she picked up the 
shimmering sequined dress to hang in the closet, Marilyn choked out at him, 
"Oh, you dumbbell! You've missed the whole point!"


"What's the point, then ... are you trying to make a mess out of everything 
by trying to get Lennie to take you to bed. What with the complications that 
would result, it sure would cut down on the income you so lavishly spend!"


"No ... damn you ... no!" she flared. "That's not it at all!" Even with her 
face averted and invisible to him, Bob could see the little bottom lips 
thrust out like a pouting child.


After a few moments, Marilyn turned back to face him, her naked body 
inviting him as she walked to the bed, her hips swaying making her loins 
undulate erotically. "It's only you I want, darling! You know I can't love a 
man unless he had dark brown curls and brown eyes...."


"There are plenty of men...." But she was going to have her say. "I was only 
trying to make you jealous enough to ... to take me to bed ... and fuck me!"


It was his turn to be surprised. Damn! There was no telling what she was 
thinking sometimes! He sat up suddenly. "You mean to tell me that you went 
through all that act, the whole rigamarole just so I'd get all horny 
and...."


"Y ... yes...." It was a shameless admission.


"I'll be damned!"


"I was getting desperate!" Marilyn half-sobbed, her eyes beginning to 
glisten with droplets of tears. Pulling back the covers, she crawled onto 
the bed into her husband's arms, her desire for him burning warmly in the 
depths of her soft white belly.


Bob knew that he had been holding back, lately, denying himself and her as 
well, because he had felt pressured not only by Marilyn but by the exacting 
demands of his business. He no longer had to do the night baking but he 
ought to be down there by two in the morning to supervise the beginning of 
the pastries. He had stumbled on one hell of a pastry cook. She did 
exquisite work, but she was always drunk and only he had the authority to 
insist that she keep the planned quantity schedule for each item. 
Fortunately, her work was so good that if he didn't have the right number of 
pecan rolls, he could get a customer to substitute, but constant 
substitutions was no way to run a business.


Huh, strangely, his reaction to his wife's heated overtures were beginning 
to have just the opposite effects of her expectations. It was a real switch, 
he thought ironically. He was turned off! Perhaps, he was sated, like the 
employess at the bakery, who eat like pigs for the first month or two and 
then can't touch even Helen's unbeatable pecan rolls! There was yet another 
possibility and Bob could not have explained it. Maybe her overt advances 
were robbing him of a prerogative, the ancient roll of the male to be the 
pursuer.


As Marilyn nestled her voluptuously naked body into her husband's arms, she 
lifted her sensuous lips to him to be kissed. His head came down to hers, 
and he found her lips, kissing them tenderly, almost religiously. It wasn't 
the kind of kiss she wanted. She wanted a deep soul kiss, a sexy kiss, a 
kiss that would lead to something ... a long, hard, thrusting prick deep in 
her hungering cunt!


Hungrily, her pink, moist tongue darted into his mouth to search, 
questingly, hopefully. Then, as she stiffened her avid, lingual member and 
stabbed it in and out of his mouth, rapidly, several times, she was rewarded 
in her efforts. Bob began to suck on her tongue, gently. She moaned her 
pleasure up into his mouth. Finally, he began to extend his tongue, probing, 
and she knew that he was becoming interested, maybe even interested enough 
to want to make love to her. No, I want more than that, she thought. I want 
him to fuck me like he used to want to, like a real man should!


Boldly, knowing exactly what she wanted and ready to go to any lengths to 
get it, even further than she had already gone, if necessary, she slid her 
hand down into the waistband of her husband's pajamas to search for what she 
hoped would be his already hardened cock. Her fingers found and touched and 
were disappointed.


Bob's penis lay soft and flaccid down along his thigh. Nothing she had done 
or said had aroused him. God, she moaned to herself. What do I have to do 
get him hard enough so he can fuck me with it? With frantic fingers she 
massaged the length of his limp shaft, attempting desperately to bring it to 
vibrant, throbbing life in her hands. Nothing happened!


She made up her mind instantly. She had already thrown herself at man after 
man in an attempt to make Bob half as jealous as she had seen him in the 
past. She had finally asked him in almost abject humiliation to make love to 
her. Yet, his cock was not responding ... to her! Marilyn Connors Sachette! 
Oh my, this marriage business sure had its problems. The only thing that 
gave her the patience, was remembering the patience he had shown her. Well, 
one thing she knew for sure, he had to have an erection ... or else! She 
knew what she could do. She had certainly done it before but disliked it so 
much that it was a last resort. However, the time had come!


Strange, new sensations arced fire in her loins, and she trembled with 
excitement at the thought of what she intended to do. She withdrew her lips 
from Bob's and shifted her position to kneel beside his naked body. Her hand 
was still holding onto the limp flesh of his lifeless cock.


"I'm sorry, darling," Bob apologized, not knowing really what to say. He 
smiled weakly up at her, a twinge of guilt stabbing into his consciousness 
as he realized just how hot his wife really was, how much she wanted him.


Christ, he knew what that was like, yet he was unable to raise a hard-on to 
take care of her. God, he worried, I must be getting in bad shape!


Managing a smile with trembling lips, Marilyn whispered, "Bob, darling. I'm 
going to do it to you and see if I can make it come up, hard, so you can 
fuck me with it!"


He didn't follow her meaning. "What do you mean?"


"I want to use my mouth on you, to lick you down there!"


Her suggestions was so unexpected that his mouth dropped open in surprise as 
her words bounced and rebounded inside his head. She had said, never again! 
"Y ... you want to suck my cock?" He was incredulous, but at the same time, 
he felt a throbbing lurch in his cock.


"Yes," she admitted. "I'll do it because I want you ... so much!" She meant 
it, every word of it!


"Okay!" he agreed readily, feeling the crawling lift of his balls, signaling 
the beginning of arousal. "If ... that's really what you want to do...!"


Frantically, then, she gripped the waistband of his pajama bottoms and 
pulled them down and off while he unbuttoned the top and shed it, tossing 
the garment ... anywhere! He was ready! Christ, was he! He didn't need a 
second invitation as he thought, God, I should have suggested it but after 
the last experience and her refusals....


Bob moved over to the center of the bed, and his wife crawled between his 
legs, her trembling hand reaching out to grip the now hardening shaft of his 
cock. She held it upright in her tiny hand and looked at it, fixedly, 
seeming to fortify her resolve. She was not going to change her mind. She 
was not so selfish that she could not remember the sacrifices Bob had made 
for their marraige.


"Oh, God, Bob. I want to do it right ... for you!" she breathed, as she 
worked the foreskin back to reveal the still pink and as yet, unbloated 
cock-head.


He tilted his hips up, raising it toward her, and her other hand went 
instinctively under him to caress the softly crinkled, sparsely hair-covered 
skin of his scrotal sac, lifting and gently massaging his heavy, 
sperm-packed testicles.


Then she began to lower her head, her lips pursed, to kiss the satiny flesh 
of the tip. Bob jerked, involuntarily, at the searing contact of her warmly 
pursed lips on the sensitive head. Instantly, more blood surged into it and 
it began to pulse to full erection. He looked down to see it throbbing there 
in his wife's hand, as she continued to kiss and fondle it. "God, oh, God!" 
he moaned. "Start sucking on it...!"


His wife's honey-smooth mouth came down over the smooth rubbery head, her 
ovaled lips enclosing the sensitive flesh with warm moistness. Inside her 
mouth, she used her tongue, twirling it in licking circles around the now 
throbbingly blood-inflated head. His massive cock jerked in her mouth, and 
he felt the tingling ache in his balls of complete readiness. He couldn't 
help but be amazed at the speed with which his cock had come alive in her 
mouth. God, it felt good ... out of this world!


Just the very thought of what Marilyn was doing to him, the lewd 
salaciousness of the act, almost as much as the actual intensity of the 
sensations that her mouth was producing in him, gave Bob an added feeling of 
erotic arousal. She held the rigid shaft of his pulsating cock with one 
hand, while the other kneaded his balls caressingly, her fingers 
feather-gentle on him. Meanwhile, overcoming her first natural hesitancy, 
Marilyn began to suck his cock with a steady rhythm, her head beginning to 
move up and down on him, experimentally, as she ovaled her lips tightly 
around it and made of her mouth another hotly clinging cunt. Gradually then, 
she began to take more and more of his length into her mouth and throat and 
she was surprised that she could do it without the adverse reaction she had 
expected. Oh, it's so masculine tasting and nice! And, except right at first 
when I almost gagged, it isn't so bad. Maybe it was the whole situation 
before!


Inside her mouth, her tongue swirled wildly on him now, and he was aware 
that she was trying to put the tip of her tongue into the split at the top 
of his cock. Her hand that was caressing his balls was removed and he 
wondered vaguely what she was going to do to him next.


Tensing his loins, he thrust his cock up into her hungrily ovaled lips, 
feeling it plunge deep into her throat, and as he looked down, he saw that 
almost all of it had disappeared between his wife's tightly locked lips. He 
moaned softly as he began to move his hips in rhythmic counterpoint to her 
bobbing head.


Bob was in a trance of sensual ecstasy. He had never before experienced such 
intense sexual sensations as he lost himself in the complete enjoyment of 
his wife's voraciously sucking mouth. He felt the increase of the speed of 
her moving head and the strength of the pressure she exerted, which seemed 
to make his cock pulse, expandingly, to even greater hardness. Her tongue 
was swirling in a caressing lick of his lust-inflated, almost painfully 
sensitive cock-head on every outstroke. Damn! There's nothing like it! Her 
mouth's like warm, sweet butter! Then he wondered, is she going to suck me 
all the way until I cum? He hoped she would! Christ! That'd feel good, to 
shoot it right into her mouth and have her swallow it for me....


Her face, he noticed, working over him, was changed. She seemed to be in a 
sexual rapture of her own. Her eyes were closed and her breath was coming in 
short, jerky spurts of air through her nose. Then, as he looked beyond, 
downward to where her firmly rounded breasts danced almost lewdly beneath 
her, he saw that her other hand was working rhythmically at the light, 
hair-covered triangle of her loins. She's fingering her own cunt! Maybe she 
will suck me until I cum and fingerfuck herself until she does, too....


More and ever more intense, the overpowering sensations raced through him, 
and his wife's beautiful, halo-like blonde hair attracted him as it spread 
down over his naked thighs, brushing him lightly and adding to the eroticism 
of what she was doing to him. On impulse, he reached out with both hands to 
take some of the long strands, using them to guide her voraciously sucking 
mouth up and down the wetly pistoning length of his cock. Then he began to 
thrust his hips even more forcefully up into her mouth and throat. In 
fascination he watched as a little of the soft pink flesh from inside her 
lips was pulled out with each upstroke, then stuffed back in as her mouth 
slid over the hardened shaft to absorb him, again, on the downstroke. Her 
cheeks were hollowing in and out as she sucked hungrily on his now angrily 
throbbing cock. God! He wanted it to go on forever, but at the same time he 
wished that he knew it couldn't. Already, he could feel the searing burn of 
the beginning of his coming orgasm.


Strangling, incoherent sounds began to come from deep in his throat. He 
could feel it getting nearer for him. It wouldn't be long before he popped, 
shooting his load of sperm deep in his throat. He could feel it getting 
nearer for him. It wouldn't be long before he popped, shooting his load of 
sperm deep into his wife's now greedily working throat. The sweet agony of 
the built-up sensations in him seemed to concentrate in the lust-bloated 
head of his massive cock. He could feel it pulsing, expanding and growing 
larger with every throbbing jerk, as her tantalizing tongue taunted it on 
every stroke. His sperm was battering against the entrance to his penile 
flesh, deep in his balls, demanding its release.


Finally he was able to form words, "Oh God, Marilyn, darling, that's good! 
Keep on sucking until I cum!"


Marilyn heard him. She almost panicked. "Ooooooohhhh!" she moaned aloud, the 
sound muffled and dim from her husband's prick stuffing her mouth full. My 
God ... have I ... sucked on him too long! I only wanted to get him ready! 
I've got to have his cock in my cunt ... fucking me!


With a boldness born of desperation, she made her decision. She had to have 
it and fast! Suddenly, she kneeled upright, her mouth coming off him, 
leaving his cock standing hard and straight and glistening wet from her 
saliva. Her sudden movement had wrenched her hair from his hands, painfully, 
but she didn't care at that point. She hardly felt it.


Surprised and disappointed, Bob growled, "What the hell?"


But she was already moving. She flung herself forward, up over him, her 
thighs straddling his hips, as she reached down to grip the hard, throbbing 
shaft of his cock to guide it straight into her seething cunt. With wild 
abandon she dropped her loins down on him, cleaving herself mercilessly down 
on his spearing shaft as she forced her cunt to absorb and suck up inside 
the whole of his massive cock in one forceful plunge. "Oh, God!" she cried 
out sharply as his cock soared all the way up into her to crash against the 
back wall of her cuntal passage. Her eyes were glazed with passion, her face 
was a study in pure animal desire as she began to lewdly grind her buttocks 
and fuck up and down above him, sliding her clasping, demanding pussy up and 
down the steel-hard rod, fucking herself ... fucking him, for all she was 
worth. The reversal of roles, as she dominated her husband, didn't bother 
her at all. She wanted and she was she was getting! That's all that mattered 
to her.


Faster and faster she rode him, the wildness in her knowing no limits as she 
stroked up and down the thick, lengthy shaft of her husband's cock until he 
began to buck his hips up against her, attempting to match the tempo of her 
pounding loins. Oooooohhhh! That's it! It's going up into my cunt even 
deeper and harder! Aaaaaaaauuuugggghhhhhh!


And then she began her soaring ascent, spiralling to the heights of her 
orgasmic release. She moaned incessantly, wanting it to cum but also wanting 
to remain on that high plateau of arousal. She was in an agony of sweet 
rapture. Her face was contorted. Oh, God, let me cum now! Suddenly she was 
there! She was launched deep into a timeless space where nothing mattered 
but the surging explosion of her orgasm. Her body spasmed convulsively as 
the crashing waves of her release buffetted her, carrying her along in its 
curl to deposit her gently on their bed again where she had collapsed on top 
of her husband, not realizing where she was as she heard her own voice dimly 
screaming, "Ooohhh my Godddddd! I'mmmm cuuuummmmiiinnngggg! 
Aaaaaauuuuggghh!"


Beneath her, her husband was stalled, unable to cum, as Marilyn's body 
stopped moving, and she lay prone upon him heavily. Desperately but 
unsatisfactorily he thrust up into her gently clasping cuntal sheath, but it 
was no good. He had to cum! Christ! I was almost there, ready to pop! 
Wrapping his arms tightly around her, using his legs for leverage, he rolled 
his wife to her back, so that he was now in the topmost position, still 
cradled between her white, firmly tapering thighs. Then he raised himself 
above her, grasped her knees and spread them wide, pushing them back toward 
her chest at the same time. Finally, he shoved his arms into the angle of 
her flexed knees and leaned down hard, mashing her thighs down on the 
fullness of her still orgasmically quivering breasts. The entire plane of 
her cunt was vulnerable and defenseless now and he began to fuck into her 
like an insane man.


Beneath her husband's pounding cock, Marilyn was overjoyed as she knew that 
now she could cum again. She felt it begin for her. Oh, God, I'm almost 
there again! she thought. Then she began to convulse in her second orgasm, 
almost at the same instant as Bob began to cum, his sperm jetting from the 
tip of his cock and ricocheting against the walls of her tightly clasping 
cunt in spurting streams. He slammed his pelvis against the backs of her 
upraised thighs for one, final, bone-jarring thrust, and a loud moan of 
satisfaction tore from his lips. "Ooooohhh fuck!"


Marilyn screamed out her second release that was even more intense than the 
first. "I'm going to ... cuuuuummmmmmmmmmm. Aaaaaaagggggaaaaiiiinnnn! Oh! 
Oh! Oooohhh! Ooooooooaaaaaauuuuuuuuugggggghhhhhh!"


It was Bob's turn to collapse in a satiated heap on top of his wife. "Damn," 
he groaned, his breath heavy and uneven. "You sure do come on strong! That 
was really something, but a little nerve-racking!"


As each of them lay back and pretended to sleep, as good as they felt and as 
pressed as Bob was, knowing he should get some sleep and get to the bakery 
early for a change, neither of them did. As though they shared a dream they 
were sharing a memory of when the problem was just about reversed, when she 
had been the reluctant bride and frigid young wife and he was, from her 
point of view then, oversexed! She must have driven him as frantic as he was 
driving her now! The one thing that was different, though, was that she had 
been jealous when he was driven to finding some small relief by a little 
flirting with other women. Of course, she had feared that his innocent 
flirting might not remain so innocent and she had been very aware that it 
was partly her fault, at least from his point of view!


There had been the time, for example, after one of Lennie's parties, when 
she had really blown up. Her entire mind and body was consumed with furious, 
jealous rage as with flashing blue eyes and a toss of her cloud of blonde 
hair, she had faced her handsome young husband, who stood on his side of 
their big bed calmly undressing. He had just removed his shirt and 
undershirt to reveal his strong, muscular torso.


"I don't care how innocent you make it sound," she had stormed, hunching her 
shoulders and turning her chin in a pretty display of wounded pride, " ... 
the fact still remains that you were kissing her!"


"Oh, hell, Marilyn! Get off my back, will you!" Bob growled. "I've known 
Janice since we were little kids. She's like a kid sister to me. If I'd 
wanted her...."


"But maybe you're having second thoughts!" she pouted and yet was sarcastic. 
"But you're married to me!"


"Damn it, honey, you're jumping to conclusions. It was just a friendly 
little kiss, maybe we both had a little too much to drink. It was kind of 
accidental. I ... she was there and the first thing I knew she was in my 
arms and we were kissing each other," Bob defended, his big brown eyes 
troubled. He sure as hell didn't want something serious, but Marilyn was 
being so childishly possessive. She was a little more selfish than other 
women, probably because she had always been able to get whatever she wanted. 
She seemed all woman, every voluptuous curve of her. It must have been like 
having a charge card on life! Who would refuse her? All of this had made him 
a little wary of marrying her. Yet, the thought of being able to handle a 
woman like her was too much for his pride to refuse.


"Some friendly kiss!" she accused. "I saw your open mouths and your tongues! 
It looked more like a lovers' kiss to me!"


"Oh, Christ, Marilyn! You're making mountains out of molehills! It was just 
one of those things! It'll probably never happen again!"


Indignantly, Marilyn went on, her lip in a pout. "And you had your hands all 
over her!"


She began her own undressing, sitting on the edge of the bed to unhook the 
clasps of her garter belt then rolling her nylons carefully down the smooth 
satiny skin of her tapering thighs and the long curve of delicately sculpted 
calves. Bob Sachette had had just about enough of his wife's irrational 
accusations. Sure he had kissed Janice. She had been making provocative 
little innuendos in conversation all evening long, which Marilyn never did, 
and once or twice, Janice had brushed up against him, her full breasts soft 
and desirable, burning into him like a red-hot poker, where she had touched 
him so lightly. Janice had never married, at least not yet. But, Christ, 
just because he had kissed her, felt the wonderfull fullness of her breasts 
under his hands, then let his hands roam around, down to the lithe tightness 
of her hot, twitching little ass, didn't mean that he was going to jump into 
bed with her! Not that the idea hadn't crossed his mind. It most certainly 
had, but ... He knew he hadn't really given Marilyn a chance. He preferred 
to find some way to solve their own problem than take an all-out risk on 
losing her.


He sat down on his side of the bed, unlaced and removed his shoes, then 
stripped off his socks. Suddenly he decided that he might be playing it 
wrong by being defensive. Marilyn had noticed his hands all over Janice ... 
fine! "She's got a tight little ass!" he said, smiling lewdly over his 
shoulder at his luscious wife. Marilyn turned and stared at him, her blue 
eyes wide in surprise and her petal-soft mouth open. He plunged on. "And the 
most luscious pair of tits I ever had my hands on!"


"Bob!" Marilyn managed to gulp out, her face flaming.


"She had her hands on me, too!" he teased, "or hadn't you noticed!"


"You mean she...?"


"She had hold of my cock!" he chortled, standing up now to strip off his 
trousers.


Marilyn was standing now, too, facing her husband, her pearl-skinned 
shoulders forward, her long fingers spread over her chest in disbelief. "No! 
She didn't!"


"She sure as hell did, and it came up pretty damned fast, too!"


She said in a weak, feminine voice, "You got hard, for her?"


"Damned right, it did!" Bob told her. "It was one of the biggest hard-ons 
I've ever had!"


Turning her back on her husband, knowing that it was not at all possible for 
him to have a hard-on for another woman while married to Marilyn Connors and 
no understanding at all why he was saying such things, Marilyn had pulled 
her real silk dress off savagely as tears began to glisten in her eyes. Bob 
was tormenting her, telling her these things about Janice. Why? And he 
seemed to be enjoying it, too, like he must have really enjoyed pawing her 
tonight. She hung the dark green silk in the closet, then as she hid from 
him, reaching behind her to undo the clasps of her bra, she made another 
accusation. "I suppose you like it?" she half sobbed in mortification.


"You bet I did!" her husband chuckled.


Marilyn slipped her bra off, her full breasts soaring free of the 
confinement, and she felt the cool air of the room wash over them. Almost 
imperceptibly, the areolas were beginning to pucker in tiny crinkles around 
the base of the tiny, berry like buds of her nipples. There was a strange 
tingle of excitement in her that she could never have explained in those 
days. She was furious with Bob for his trespass, taking another woman in his 
arms, kissing and fondling her, making a complete spectacle of himself as 
she had caught them in a dark corner of the unlit kitchen, behind the 
refrigerator. But somehow, his telling her about it was having the opposite 
effect than she anticipated. Instead of making her more angry, she was 
feeling the effects of a definite sexual arousal. His words were making her 
hot! There was that burning little tingle in her loins and the moistness 
between her legs....


She whirled to face him, her eyes blazing, fists on her lovely hips with 
arms akimbo and her high, full breasts jutting out as she threw her head 
back just like a pirate's woman she had seen in a movie once, "Bob, how 
could you!" she demanded. Her handsome, chestnut-haired husband was 
completely naked now. He stood on the other side of the bed, tall, lithe and 
muscular, his dark curls slightly mussed, looking her over with a crooked, 
salacious grin on her face as his eyes swept over the absolute perfection of 
her voluptuous body. She saw that his prick was beginning to throb to 
erection, lifting itself out and away from the tufted dark hair of his 
loins. She chose to ignore it. If he was starting to get any ideas about 
making love to her tonight, especially after she had caught him with Janice, 
he'd better forget about it!


"Let's stop bickering, honey," he placated. "I've just been kidding anyway. 
It really was an accident sort of, because I sure as hell didn't have any 
intention of kissing her or anyone else!"


"Then it was her idea?"


"Well sort of," he h-edged. "She probably had one drink too many and, you 
know, she just sort of fell into my arms and I kissed her. That's all there 
was to it, honest!"


Marilyn refused to be convinced. "So next time you'll just sort of fall into 
bed with her maybe...." She turned her lovely face aside, her nostrils 
twitching. Then she sat down heavily on the edge of the bed and buried her 
face in her hands as she continued, her voice breaking with a little sob, 
"And then ... what happens to us? Where will our marriage be?"


Bob watched her dramatic emotional display with some dismay. Did she really 
think that he was going to be with Janice over one lousy kiss? Already she 
was leaping ahead to the conclusion that their marriage was on the rocks ... 
all because in a weak moment he had held an old friend in his arms and 
kissed her. That was all it was, damn it! Just one little kiss and a feel or 
two! He had to fix it up with his wife, he supposed ... somehow. The whole 
thing could get out of control, then there'd be some real hell to pay! 
Kneeling down on the edge of the bed, he knee-walked across to her and 
smoothed his hands down across her white, velvet-smooth shoulders. He kissed 
the nape of her neck, tenderly. "Listen, honey," his voice was low and 
serious. "What kind of stupid fool do you think I am? I'm not about to crawl 
into the sack with another woman even if I did want to fuck her, which I 
don't. It just wouldn't be worth it! I think too much of you to do something 
like that!"


He thought it was a reasonable argument. His sentiments were right and he 
meant every word he had said. However, his wife had stiffened under his 
stroking hands. Her voice was chiding, "Do you always have to talk so 
crude?"


"No, but I find I can say things better and more sincerely, when I call a 
spade a spade. A fuck is a fuck!" He gritted his teeth. He was tired of her 
prudishness. She knew and used every trick in the book to arouse a man and 
then she tried to turn it off like he was a faucet! Christ, he told himself, 
we've been married almost a year and she still gets her hackles up when I 
use words like cock, cunt and fuck! You'd think she'd get used to it after a 
while!


His cock had come to full erection, hard and alert, lancing out massively 
from his loins, and he moved in closer to his wife's back, allowing the 
underside of the slightly seeping head to rest lightly against her creamy 
satin skin. At the same time, he worked his hands down over her shoulders to 
the mounding fullness of her breasts, his fingers stroking over them with 
feather-lightness before cupping them wholly in his hands. "And, speaking of 
that, honey," he contined. "I'd love to fuck you again tonight...."


"Again?" she gasped. "Why should I let you do it to me again tonight, 
especially after what happened at the party?"


"Christ!" Bob exploded. "Here we go again with the same old crap. I'm 
getting damned good and tired of your using sex just to get what you want 
and as a reward and punishment or blackmail or whatever the hell you're 
thinking! I don't know! And, you were not even listening a while ago when I 
was trying to tell you why I won't crawl into bed with Janice! No, you're 
too concerned about my use of one little four-letter word than my feelings!"


"I heard what you said!" Marilyn stated, attemtping to feel icy. "But I'm so 
upset by it all, I don't know whether I could let you do it to me again....


In spite of her obvious attempt to be dramatically cool, Bob felt his wife's 
nipples harden under his massaging palms, coning out to erection in 
elongated berry-like protuberances. He never had been able to figure it out. 
She was always trying to deny or limit her sexuality, making things 
difficult where no problem should exist. Things could be simple, he thought, 
if you felt like a piece of ass, you went to bed and fucked, but it could 
never be that way with Marilyn! There always had to be a big hassle 
connected with it! Christ, would it never end? The ache in his rock-hard 
cock told him he wouldn't be put off tonight! He was going to fuck his 
darling wife and properly. Anyway, she wants it ... otherwise her nipples 
wouldn't be hard like that!


Firmly he gripped her shoulders and pulled her down until she was lying on 
her back. Then he rolled her over to her side, forcing her to lie straight 
in the big bed as he lay down beside her to take her into his strong arms. 
"Well, we'll see," he said with some confidence. "I think you'll enjoy it 
again tonight, if you'd just let yourself go!"


"It's already so late...."


"So we'll sleep a half hour later in the morning!" With determination, he 
captured her lips, silencing further talk as his mouth welded tight to hers 
to savor the sweetness. His tongue flicked out to probe into the soft, moist 
barrier of her lips and teeth, running it in circles just inside against the 
sensitive lining until her jaw relaxed. Swiftly his tongue darted snake-like 
into her mouth to search and stab with intense, demanding fervor.


Bob's hands were on a quest of their own. They wandered down the smoothness 
of her back to the round fullness of her buttocks where his strong fingers 
kneaded the pliancy of her flesh, gripping her and pressuring her loins in 
tight against his own pulsing shaft. It lay between them, long and solidly, 
pressing into the softness of her abdomen.


Then as his hand smoothed up over her swelling hip into the reversed curve 
of her waist and up over her ribs to find the mound of a full, white breast 
to knead and massage, his fingers rolling the pink, gently pulsating nipple 
to even harder erection, she moaned into his mouth and her tongue joined his 
in a mutual, savoring deep kiss.


He felt her body begin to tremble and he hoped that this would be the night 
when he would be able to bring her to full arousal. It had happened so 
often, almost too often to count even that his wife would begin to respond 
to his ardor and then ... she would hang there, in a state of wanting, her 
desire honed to a fine edge, unable to ascend to the spiraling heights of 
fulfilling orgasm. It was as though she were a mountain climber who tried, 
time after time to scale the mountain of her dreams but was always stalled 
just short of her goal. It baffled him and kept Marilyn in a dither of 
frustration.


Now his mouth, left hers and he squirmed his body down to kiss and fondle 
his wife's breasts, reveling in their magnificent white perfection. His hand 
cupped and held while his mouth engulfed a cameo-pink nipple to suck 
voraciously. Again she moaned softly, "Oh ... oh, Bob ... darling...." 
Marilyn felt the electric tingle of erotic sensations rippling hotly through 
her loins. She wanted it! Oh how she wanted it to go on and on until 
explosive, spasming orgasm overtook her. Oh that feels so good! She shoved 
her breasts up tight against her husband's hungrily sucking mouth, offering 
it, offering herself to him and wanting it all to come to a complete 
resolution ... this time.


The trembling excitement in her body, her movements of giving him her breast 
and the tiny grinding of her pelvis against his naked and massive cock that 
lay like a living log between them, emboldened Bob to try again. He knew 
that if she would ever give him the chance, he would be able to make her cum 
every time, but something perverse in her would not allow him to do it. I 
know damned well she'd be climbing the walls if I could just once get my 
head down there ... between her legs! How right he was, he never imagined!


With extreme care, moving cautiously, he began to move downward, his lips 
kissing, tongue trailing wetly down over the flat place of her belly. 
Pausing momentarily he dipped his tongue teasingly into the tiny well of her 
navel. Then he noticed ... God damnit! She still had her panties on! I'll 
have to get those off first! Gently he rolled her to her back, kneeled up 
and grasped the waistband of her filmy nylon panties. With a deft movement 
he removed them, pulling them down and off. Marilyn's eyes were closed; her 
breath was coming in little jerky spurts; and her hips undulated in grinding 
erotic circles under her. Somehow, she knew that tonight she would be the 
uninhibited woman Bob had always wanted her to be. Her hot anger with him 
had left her to be replaced with tender feelings of love for her husband. Oh 
God, that feels so nice ... to have him take my panties off. She shivered 
delicately. Pretty soon he would be putting his big, hard penis in her and 
... I'll cum! I just know I'll cum ... tonight ... with a real hard orgasm, 
a real one and not a faked one, like I usually do for Bob's benefit! With 
tingling anticipation, she waited for the moment he would crawl between her 
legs and enter her.


Kneeling above her, Bob tossed the wispy nylon panties to the floor 
carelessly. Then using both hands on her knees, he spread her lovely, 
tapering white thighs far apart to expose the whole of her pussy to him. He 
stared down salaciously, seeing the delicate coral slit of her cunt, ringed 
sparsely, with curling golden pubic hair, and peeping out shyly were the 
inner petals of her cunt-lips, dewy-moist from the wetly rising secretions 
of her vaginal passage. Her face, he saw, reflected her anticipation, her 
desire, while below, the slow, rhythmic gyrations of her hips told him of 
her gathering sexual arousal. Damn! She's really getting hot, hotter than 
I've ever seen her!


Now! Now's the time! He knew it had to be now! God knew how badly he wanted 
to fuck his wife, but he could wait. This was the time to do it, if there 
ever was a right time! Slowly, he slid his hands down the soft inner flesh 
of her thighs, rubbing lightly and moving ever closer to his hair-fringed 
goal. Marilyn kept her eyes closed, obviously enjoying the sensations being 
generated in her by his hot, insistent hands. Bob's massively solid cock 
jerked and throbbed achingly with the anticipation of what he was about to 
do. It was only through great effort of will that he suppressed the desire 
to ram his thick, heavy cock deep into her soft, puritanical little belly 
and just fuck, fuck her with every ounce of energy he could muster. Slow 
down! He told himself. Take it slow and easy, damn it! He knew that if he 
could get his mouth and tongue on her cunt just once ... Christ! I know 
it'll change everything for her and for me!


Searingly Marilyn felt the erotic sensations that sparked in her loins, and 
she kept her eyes closed while her husband's strong-fingered hands massaged 
the sensitive skin on the inside of her thighs. Now his hands were there on 
either side of her softly pulsating vaginal lips and she clearly felt it as 
he used his thumbs on either side of her pussy to part the sparse blonde 
pubic curls and expose the smoothly glistening flesh of her open cuntal 
passage. The cool air of the bedroom washed over the tender and highly 
sensitive flesh. Oh ... God! He's never done it like that before, spreading 
me out completely naked, opening up with his fingers all the way before he 
puts it in. She moaned deep in her chest, wanting him to hurry, now, to go 
ahead and shove his penis in her and do it. Oh, why doesn't he put it in?


Then she felt something warm and moist. It was touching her clitoris. It was 
moving hotly and wetly there on her and she gasped aloud as a ligthening 
bolt of intense, unexpected sensation flashed through her erectly throbbing 
clitoris. "Ooooohhhh! That feel soooooo gooo ... gooooooood!" She opened her 
eyes and looked down between her widespread thighs. "Oh God ... no ... NO!" 
she screamed with involuntary horror at what she saw.


Her husband's chestnut curls flared up above her pubic mound, his face 
buried deep up in the open angle of her thighs and he was ... oh my God,! He 
was using his mouth on her. It was his tongue she had felt. It was his 
licking tongue that had caused that wild, momentary, slashing sensation! But 
God, she didn't want that! It was dirty, perverted, animal-like! Savagely 
she reached down to grab a huge fistful of his brown hair. Using his hair, 
she pulled his head away from her cringing cunt. "Stop it! Oh God, stop it!" 
She was almost in hysteria. "I don't want you to do that to me! Oh, God ... 
I never thought...."


Bob extricated her hands from his hair. He was grim and unsmiling, his own 
temper ready to flare out of control. "God damn it!" he growled. "You don't 
know what the hell you want!"


"I don't want that!" she groaned tearfully, struggling to sit up.


"You're so dead set against it, but you don't know what you are missing, 
Marilyn! Every sex manual says it's all right, you know that because you've 
read them too, so why the hell don't you shake loose and enjoy it!"


"I was enjoying it tonight more than I ever did ... until you started doing 
that filthy, disgusting thing to me!" Marilyn complained, pouting her lip 
and letting it tremble delicately.


"There's nothing dirty about it. It's an expression of love, damn it! And I 
love you ... you know that!" he insisted, meaning every word of it. Flexing 
her knees, she pulled her legs up, swinging them over the side of the bed 
and sat up. She refused to compromise her position, clinging to it 
stubbornly.


"All I know is that I think it's horrible! I don't want to go on and let 
you...." She started to stand up.


Her husband gripped her shoulder hard, holding her in place. "Where the hell 
do you think you're going?" he questioned roughly.


"Let me go," she whined. "I'm going to go sleep in the spare room. I don't 
want you to touch me ... or do anything to me!"


Bob's red hot temper raged out of control instantly. "Like hell you are!" he 
roared. "You're going to stay right here! I'm going to fuck you until you 
can't see straight whether you like it or not!"


Marilyn turned white, frightened blue eyes on her husband, disbelieving that 
she was being contradicted. "You wouldn't ... you wouldn't dare!"


"That's what you think, baby! I'm all ready for it. My balls ache like hell 
from waiting and by Christ, I'm going to get a piece of your snooty little 
ass, one way or another!"


Horrified by his threat, his filthy words pounding into her brain, she tried 
to wrench herself from his grasp. She saw his rage-contorted face, his eyes 
flashing a combination of anger and lust, and she knew that he was more than 
capable of carrying out his intentions. She had never seen him in such a 
terrible rage before and she was terrified. Her heart pounded like a machine 
gun in her chest. Her face paled visibly. "N ... no, please, Bob," she 
begged in an agonized, strangling voice.


He supposed it was wrong. First he had been stimulated by the little sex 
games Janice had been playing all evening and then by his wife with her 
deliberately expressive body. On top of that, the argument with her, facing 
her accusations and trying to parry them in good humor had brought them, 
finally, to the beginning of what portended to be a satisfactory sex act, 
only to have her reject him, completely! It was too much for him! His anger 
flared out of control. He had made his threat and by God, he meant every 
word of it! What in hell does she think a man is? I'm all worked up, ready 
to fuck her, trying to make it good for her ... and she wants to call it 
off! Just because I wanted to lick and suck her cunt a little bit! God! I'm 
almost ready to pop now! I've got to fuck her!


In the heat of his all-consuming lust-rage, his ears were unheeding, closed 
completely to her pleas. He didn't care. There was only one thing on his 
mind! A snarling, almost savage animal-like sound exploded from his mouth as 
he wrapped both muscular arms about the smooth white curves of her torso and 
dragged her back bodily to bed. He wrestled her to her back, pinning her 
shoulders down hard to the soft mattress.


"Oh! ... Bob! Bob, darling ... please? You're hurting me!" She was trying to 
win him with her thick flickering eyelashes and her little girl's pouting 
voice. All if did was make him hotter! She may as well have pleaded with an 
inanimate stone wall for mercy as she looked up into the stony grimness of 
his face. Oh, God, he really is going to do it! Panic stricken, she 
attempted to free herself from his grasp one more desperate time!


"Hold still, God damn it, or I'll...." He didn't finish the threat. Bob knew 
his own great strength. He didn't want to hurt her, but by God, he didn't 
want to be forced to do it! Her body writhed beneath him futiley as he 
wedged himself down between her thrashing legs, using the superior strength 
of his own to spread her soft, tapering thighs wide apart. Scalding tears 
streamed from her eyes as she interpreted his meaning. Oooohhhh, he might 
hit me ... beat me!


"D ... don't, please, don't hit m...!"


"Then open your legs, damn it!"


"You're trying to rape me!" she wailed, pouting her lips again.


"Call it what you like, but you're my wife and by God, I'm going to fuck 
you! You're a goddamned cock-teaser and a wife's got no business doing that 
unless she follows through!"


Marilyn suddenly had to face reality. There was no escaping it. Her husband 
was going to do it. He was going to force her to have sexual intercourse 
whether she wanted it or not. "Oooohhhh my God!" she groaned, her thighs 
relaxing slightly. There's nothing I can do to stop him, she realized.


He came down between her trembling white legs, wedging his hips solidly up 
between them, his imposingly massive cock spearing out to make lewd contact 
with the thin coral moistness of her vaginal slit. The bulbous, lust-filled 
cock-head nestled in firmly against the quiveringly fearful cuntal opening, 
and he reached down between them, grasping the hardened shaft to guide it 
directly into her helplessly cringing pussy. Then he flicked his hips 
forward to gore mercilessly up into her with the hardened rod of his aching 
cock, the head of it entering her, spreading her cuntal lips wide to soar 
far up into the softness of her belly. His hardness sliced into her in one 
quick, long thrust, and thin rippling wavelets of her tender cuntal flesh 
were pushed before it, until his sperm-laden testicles in their sac smacked 
up hard against the round smoothness of her nakedly spread buttocks cheeks. 
Bob grunted with the effort. "Ugggh!" Then as he poised above her, his cock 
buried completely in her, he expanded it deep up inside her cuntal sheath. 
"Now!" he promised. "Now you're going to get fucked good!"


Marilyn lay there on her back, her legs spread, her husband's lust-hardened 
cock buried far up inside her now unwanting cunt and felt nothing but 
loathing and shame for what he was doing to her. God, oh God ... I'll just 
have to let him ... d ... do it ... Suddenly she remembered something. For a 
split-second she had touched her clitoris ... before she had known what it 
was. Somehow, she knew dimly that she had been a complete fool. If only she 
had let him go on. But it was too late.


With brutal punishing strokes her husband began to fuck into her, driving 
his hardened flesh in and out of her with insane fury, intent only upon his 
own pleasure now. The sting of her rejection goaded him on and over and 
over, he thought, God damn her! I'll show her! She can't pull that crap on 
me, especially when I know what I was doing was right! Machine-like, he 
plundered her resilient, open cunt, his cock pistoning in and out of her 
without mercy. He knew she would not cum ... it happened so seldom with her 
... but he didn't care. She was frigid, probably the most voluptuous piece 
of frigidity in the country, but the only reason she was, he decided, was 
because her prudishly puritan ways wouldn't be compromised. She just 
wouldn't let herself go! I tried! I tried hard! But she just won't see it 
any other way!


Thundering down on her, Bob drove toward his ejaculation, his anger hardened 
cock cleaving his wife's helplessly heaving belly cruelly, and his pounding 
strokes jarred her as every stroke bottomed in her cuntal sheath, flicking 
past her cervix to ram heavily into the far back wall of her cunt. Beneath 
her husband's frantic body, Marilyn lay woodenly now, allowing him full 
access to her unresponding loins. She hadn't wanted it to be this way. After 
her first anger with Bob had passed and she had begun to respond to his 
lovemaking, she had known it was going to be good for her. It was until he 
had dropped his head down between her legs. Why did he do it and why did it 
... turn me off?


The acid-like sensations of the beginning of his orgasm seared the root of 
his cock. It wouldn't be long now. Slack-jawed, his eyes glassy and 
unseeing, he jack-hammered his expanding cock deeper and harder into the 
softness of his wife's moistly trembling cuntal passage.


Marilyn was beyond tears. There was nothing more to cry about. She had only 
to endure it, wait for him to finish, shoot his sperm into her for his own 
satisfaction, for she knew there would be nothing, absolutely nothing for 
her. Tonight she wouldn't even pretend a response she didn't feel as she had 
done on countless other nights. There was just no reason even for that. 
Suddenly, Bob slammed his cock into her with furious strength. His body 
stiffened and he held himself immobile in her, his back arching as he strove 
to drive the massive shaft of his hardness the ultimate fraction of an inch 
into her, deep up into the softness of her belly. Then he came! Quick thin 
spurts of his hot semen pumped through the tube of his cock to spew from the 
slitted head in spasmodic jets. Almost unendingly, it seemed to him, his cum 
hosed through him until after long moments, he relaxed and collapsed on top 
of his wife. He groaned with a half-fulfilled satisfaction.


Lying beneath her husband, pinned to the mattress helplessly, Marilyn was 
glad that it was over. There was a great emptiness in her, a feeling of 
complete meaninglessness, and now she could only wait for him to release 
her. Consciously she tried not to think. She wanted her mind to be as numb 
as her body. Perhaps tomorrow she would think about it, try to put the 
pieces of the puzzle together.


That night she had left him coldly, taken her douche, and gone to sleep in 
the spare room as soon as she saw that he was asleep. He, for his part, was 
not surprised to find her in the other room in the morning. It had not been 
the first time. But he realized that some solution had to be found and he 
certainly found one!


* * *


CHAPTER TWO


Bob was restless and wanted to turn over in the bed but was afraid that if 
he did, Marilyn would suspect that he could not sleep and would want to make 
love again. It was odd to lie here and recall how cold she had once been. 
Now she was so hot and demanding that it was driving him frantic. It took 
all the spirit out of him! He remembered his vain attempt to lick her cunt 
in the old days and how he had had to rape her to get satisfaction. What had 
happened to those nice cool days? Dear old Uncle Oliver ... that's what had 
happened too!


Good old Uncle Oliver! He was Bob's father's youngest brother and about the 
most understanding uncle a guy could have. None of Bob's relatives had ever 
appealed to Marilyn in the old days. She had always told him that his family 
was much too big for a small family girl to understand, with its rowdy 
openness and its willingness to give when the giving was needed by one of 
its members. He recalled how she used to rave at him because, being one of 
the more successful ones, Bob had loans floating around among his relatives 
with no written records or I.O.U.'s or any of those things that he didn't 
need. She had suspected, he realized, that half of the loans were probably 
forgotten and never repaid. Well, what if they were? He came from a family 
with an open pocketbook. God, her family was as tight with money as with 
sex!


Well, Marilyn was certainly no longer tight with sex! Good God, no! And the 
emotional door that had stood so long between her and his own family had, 
like the walls of Jericho, come tumbling down in a single, final blast! He 
wished he could remember whose idea the final party was at the cabana. Maybe 
if Gabrielle had not brought Mudzie, Marilyn would have come out of it with 
some vestige of normality! Her problem, however, was frigidity, so he had 
gone to his favorite uncle with that problem and Uncle Oliver, who very 
likely was itching to get his hands on Bob's gorgeous wife, had a solution. 
Of course, he had not suggested his own ministration, but naturally Bob had 
asked, "Do you think you could handle her for me?"


Could Oliver handle Marilyn? He said he'd be willing to give it a try. What 
wouldn't he do for Bob? That was true. They decided to introduce Marilyn to 
a side of the family that Bob had kept carefully hidden from her until, if 
ever, she was ready for it. Oliver would host a party at Jack's cabana and 
Bob would bring Marilyn to Oliver's house a couple of days early so that he 
could size up the situation. After all, he didn't know her very well.


"Your Uncle Oliver is hosting a party at Jack's cabana?" Marilyn had asked 
wryly. "I'm willing to bet Jack hasn't heard about it yet," Marilyn had said 
with a twinge of disgust.


"I haven't been asked to bring the rolls yet either. I may never be asked, 
but I'll bring them anyway," he said, wishing she would make some attempt to 
understand that life did not have to proceed by written invitation, R.S.V.P. 
only!


They arrived at Uncle Oliver's house two evenings before the party. Marilyn 
had been reluctant to go. She had never been to a Sachette party, but she 
could imagine what it would be like: rowdy and with plenty of four letter 
words! Then when she arrived at Oliver's and discovered that the party was 
the third night away she was indignant. She had packed for overnight, was 
wearing her cocktail dress and had a sundress to return home in the next 
day.


"It isn't tonight?" she stood stock still in consternation when she 
discovered that they were at Oliver's instead of Jack's cabana and that they 
would not be going out to the beach for a couple of days. Of course, there 
was not much she could say with Oliver and some women sitting there in his 
living room.


"I hope you don't mind if we have a little party tonight, too?" Oliver asked 
her. Oliver had the same dark curly hair and brown eyes that Bob did and 
could not have been more than ten years older than his nephew. It was a 
handsome family Marilyn had discovered at the wedding. It was a large one, 
too. So large that the guest list had stunned her folks. They had told Bob 
to be sure to include all his relatives and then had to be assured that 
these were indeed all relatives.


"Oh, fine," Marilyn answered her host. "I was expecting one," she added 
acidly. The other woman in the room, Dolly, introduced herself warmly before 
anyone had a chance to do it for her. A rather forward thing to do, thought 
Marilyn, but typical of the way the Sachettes lived. She tried to inflict a 
chill politeness whenever she was among this family. They reminded her of 
dogs that needed to be trained, and although she knew better than to expect 
them to learn the proper ways of doing things from her or anyone else, she 
felt that she should be an example of what she believed, at least.


Oliver winked at Bob. He was in high spirits in contrast to his nephew, who 
was by now confused with regrets and yet reaffirmations of his intention to 
cure Marilyn once and for all or end up in the divorce court for trying. He 
had to do something! Oliver, meanwhile, was gleeful. Not only did he enjoy 
solving problems for his numerous nephews and nieces, but Marilyn was an 
incredible dish! She's got the most luscious pair of tits, he noted 
silently, and the tightest little ass I've ever wanted to get my hands on 
... and I'm exactly what she's ready for! He expected from what Bob said 
that Marilyn was going to try to blow the whistle on everything he had 
planned for the evening ... and thereafter, maybe! But he suspected he could 
handle her.


Bob realized that he was taking a dangerous chance. The whole scheme, which 
he had left to Oliver and didn't really know the details of, could backfire, 
blow sky-high, right in their faces, but he was willing to take that risk, 
not with anyone else but his Uncle Oliver in command, to be sure, but if 
anyone could bring it off....


Oliver served his super martinis that impressed even Marilyn. There was a 
stack of Hi-Fi records on the stereo console, the lush romantic music 
furnishing a relaxing background that he hoped would put them in the right 
mood.


"Oh, I just lo-ove Elvie!" Dolly bubbled leaning into a big plush chair, 
kicking a short mini shirt that revealed a pair of beautifully curved legs 
to excellent advantage and had no trouble at all competing with Marilyn, who 
sat more demurely, yet managed to look sexy, on the couch. What gave Dolly 
the edge, thought Bob, was her sincerity. She was openly warm and 
noncompetitive. Marilyn's dress and demeanor were a deliberate tease with no 
intention of following through on the promises she advertised. Her 
incredible shape and beauty were appealing to him less and less as time 
passed.


"I've got some better ones for later on!" Oliver promised.


"Oh, good!" Dolly enthused. "Whose?"


"You'll see!" he grinned and again winked at Bob before turning his 
attention to his new protegee, Marilyn. Damn, she's just oozing sex! he 
thought, still finding her frigidity hard to believe. She sat primly, yet 
her hot pink dress hid nothing at all. She might just as well have been 
naked. It was not difficult to imagine her body.


Bob sat back on the couch next to his wife. He was a little worried, 
somewhat apprehensive. So far he hadn't been able to second-guess what 
Oliver was planning to do. He sipped his drink absently as he watched 
Oliver, who was having trouble keeping his eyes off Marilyn. I wonder, he 
thought, if he isn't too damned interested in Marilyn. Well, interested or 
not, he could be trusted and that's what mattered. How could any man help 
being interested in Marilyn?


Oliver decided to get things moving. "Bob ... I heard a good joke today. I 
mean it's kind of crazy ... from Lucille, if you know what I mean." Bob 
chuckled already and so did Oliver.


"I suppose it's a dirty joke." Marilyn said resignedly.


"I hope so," Dolly giggled.


"Naw," Oliver drawled. "It's just cute."


"It's a Lucille joke," Bob laughed as though that would explain everything. 
"Shoot, Oliver."


"Well, there were these two kids in the hospital nursery, see. Just born not 
more than one or two days before. But they were laying there, getting kind 
of bored. Finally one of them turns to the other and says, 'Hey, you. What 
kinda kid are you?' 'What do yuh mean, what kinda kid am I ... a new kid, 
what else?'


'Naw, stupid,' the first kid says. 'I mean are yuh a boy or a girl?' The 
second kid thinks a minute and then says, 'Gee, I don't know. What are you?' 
So the first kid says proudly, 'I'm a boy!'


'A boy!' the second kid says. 'How do yuh know that?' The first little kids 
looks at the other one real disgusted, you know and he says, 'You don't 
know? Well, wait until the nurse leaves and I'll show yuh.' So finally the 
nurse finishes what she's doing and gets out of the nursery and leaves the 
two kids alone, you know? The second kid say, 'Okay now, she's gone. How do 
yuh know you're a boy?' The first little kid starts to kick at his blanket 
and he kicks and kicks until finally he gets his legs out on top and kicks 
his legs way up in the air. 'Look,' he says. 'Blue booties!'


"Oh, Oliver!" Dolly droned. She could not believe her ears. Never had she 
heard such a mild joke in this family. Bob, too, was surprised. He thought 
Oliver would come on a little stronger considering the effect he must want 
to produce on Marilyn. He had been watching his wife, in fact, out of the 
corner of his eye, he had watched her face harden toward the end of the 
story as she assumed what the story meant her to assume, but now the corners 
of her mouth twitched. She laughed a little even.


"I think that's sweet," she told Oliver.


He turned his attention full on his nephew's luscious wife. "You liked that, 
huh? Well I'm glad someone appreciates my humor around here. Here, let me 
tell you this one." He sat on the edge of the couch and leaned right into 
her ear and started to whisper. Bob knew that Marilyn must be thinking how 
rude it was to whisper in front of others, but whatever Oliver told her did 
make her laugh in spite of her scruples, and immediately he began to whisper 
again. Dolly crooked a finger at Bob and Bob left his seat to go to her. 
Oliver, still whispering, swung around and took Bob's place beside Marilyn, 
who was apparently enjoying the kind of attention Oliver was bestowing on 
her.


"Oliver wants you to tell me about the time you went to the nudist beach 
with him from that chair over there, but you are not to mention that it was 
with him," Dolly whispered. Bob caught on then! Sure! Uncle Oliver was 
ingratiating himself with Marilyn, playing the purist next to raunchy Bob! 
Yeh, he got it! He went to the far chair that had been pulled out of the 
conversation center before they arrived and broke into the whispering and 
soft music with a loud voice. First he laughed and then he shouted Dolly's 
name as though she were twice as far away as she was.


"Dolly! It reminds me of the time I found this nudist beach quite by 
accident. Well, almost by accident. I knew there was one in the area and I 
was with this Broa...." He cut that off and glanced at Marilyn as though to 
remind himself that his wife was there although he was more interested in 
whether she had heard it. She had although he wasn't sure how much she had 
heard so he continued. "I'd never been to a nudist camp, so I thought it 
would be kind of fun. What the hell!"


Bob had Marilyn's full attention now, he realized. Oliver had stopped 
whispering and said aloud, "I never knew about that, Bob. When was that?" He 
said this in an almost disapproving tone, probably meant to express what 
Marilyn would like to have said in a far more vehement fashion.


"Oh, uh, let's see. It couldn't have been too long before Marilyn and I 
became engaged because the friend I went with ... uh ... went into the 
service, let's see...."


"Well, anyway," said Dolly brightly, throwing her brown hair back over the 
chair as she rearranged her shapely legs in a more comfortable position as 
well as a more revealing one. "Who cares about the details? What was it 
like? I've never gone!"


"Who said I went in?" Bob asked with mock innocence to tease Oliver.


"Didn't you?" Dolly's eyes were wide from either alarm or interest.


"Yeah, of course I did and it was the most marvelous experience I've ever 
had," Bob enthused.


"I'm sure it was, dear," Marilyn spoke up. Her face was flushed and her hand 
came up to her chest as a silent warning that if he continued she would 
undoubtedly faint or something. He ignored her looks and gestures.


"You ought to go, Dolly. It gives you a great sense of freedom. I was there 
all day. What a tan! but anyway, speaking of dogs," he continued, pretending 
that dogs was the subject that he and Dolly had somehow been on. "We were 
just lying there sort of looking around at how friendly everybody was with 
each other and this little tiny dog came up. I mean, I've seen plenty of 
Chihuahuas but that had to be the smallest of them all, but you know what 
was really amusing was the owner on the other end of the string. God, was 
she big. A really fat woman. She was so fat and her breasts were kind of 
flat and they were resting on her stomach. Anyway, she came over and talked 
for awhile. She was really crazy about that tiny dog. I couldn't help but 
realize afterwards that the dog was like her turned inside out, you see. 
Tiny, fragile...."


"Vulnerable," Dolly added with a quick glance at Marilyn.


"Exactly!" Bob agreed.


"You were all naked?" Marilyn managed to ask, revealing the only part of the 
story that had made any impression on her.


"Why yes, of course!" Bob said. "That's the only way they let you in."


"Oh," she said in a tiny feminine voice, pouting her lip just a little. He 
was supposed to say that he was sorry and would not talk about such things 
anymore as long as it bothered her. At this moment, Dolly jumped up.


"Let's hear these records Bob brought!" she said, stopping the one that was 
then playing and placing a couple of records on the spindle. Marilyn looked 
wide-eyed at her husband and Bob had all he could do to swallow his own 
surprise and play along with what ever was cooking.


"Oh yeah," he added. "Listen closely now. These are really first rate!" 
Damn! What was on these things, he wondered. Oliver was looking at him with 
humor filming his eyes, which he did not let spill but which he obviously 
yearned to. Dolly was back in her chair and Bob had no idea whom to watch. 
He hoped the interruption was well timed. He could see that Oliver had 
succeeded in winning a surprising amount of warmth from his wife. It might 
not take much more to make her start climbing that walls although getting 
her to admit it was something else.


The record began and all four listened carefully and Bob tried to look as 
though he expected what was going to happen. Oliver must be getting a boot 
out of this, he thought. I'll kill him, the traitor! A slow, rhythmic 
bongo-drum beat came softly through the speakers, gaining in intensity and 
volume then fading to become a background. Bob noted with surprise that 
Oliver had managed to get and keep his arm around Marilyn's shoulders. In 
fact she looked kind of as though ... she thought it belonged there! On the 
record there was a gasp of sharply indrawn breath followed by deep throaty 
breathing that started to come faster and faster. Bob found himself 
breathing faster with it as did the others, probably. Then there was a 
slightly liquid sucking sound, accompanied by a rumbling thump at regular 
intervals, interspersed with a complaining squeak. Christ, he recognized 
this old thing. It had been around the family for ages.


Dolly gasped aloud, "Bob, is that really what I think it is?"


"Well, what do you think it is?" he countered. Out of the corner of his eye 
he noticed Marilyn was beginning to shrink into Oliver's protecting arm.


"Oh, God ... I'm not sure!" she listened, excitement rising in her because 
she, of course, knew what it was.


"Oh, no!" Marilyn cried. "Is it for real? A ... are they actually...?"


"Sure!" Oliver said. "Let's listen. Maybe there's a joke, too, or something. 
A better joke than I tell anyway," he grinned, squeezing Marilyn's shoulder 
with affection. The old fox! First he had let her think that he was in 
sympathy with her and won her confidence. Then once she was accepting that 
they were of one mind, he was gently and gradually going to lead her mind 
over to his true way of thinking. Wow! Bob thought. What other guy could 
have pulled it off?


A woman's voice was murmuring on the record, "Oh ... that feels soooooo 
goooood!" Bob and Oliver felt it begin at the same time. The contracting 
lift of the balls, first, and then the surging, tumid growth as wild blood 
was pumped into the penis and trapped there. Christ, Bob wondered. Am I 
supposed to take Dolly?


Watching Dolly closely, Bob saw her obvious discomfort as she began to 
squirm in her chair. Her breath was a little jerky. The fullness of her 
breasts under her dress rose with her breath, fighting the thin material for 
release. He grinned to himself. Damn me, if she isn't getting hot already! 
His cock was hard and ready inside his pants, and he could feel the slippery 
fluid exuding from its slitted head to be absorbed, wastefully, in the cloth 
of his shorts.


Marilyn was shocked almost beyond reason. It really is a recording of 
somebody making love! It's all so realistic. It couldn't be anything else! 
She didn't want to listen. Consciously she tried to filter it out but the 
persistently driving rhythm could not be ignored. She could not figure out 
just where Oliver stood on all this. He seemed to be listening. Perhaps he 
was being polite because he was also squeezing her arm as though he were 
sensitive and aware of her own discomfort. She ought to speak up and make it 
known that she was not a party to this and disapproved. For now, coming 
clearly through the speakers was the unmistakable sound of nakedly slapping 
flesh on flesh, and Marilyn could imagine the woman's upturned buttocks, her 
wide-spread legs cradling the man who was driving a huge penis deep up into 
her belly. Then suddenly, in spite of her conscious revulsion, she was aware 
of the rising itch of sexual arousal. Her vagina up between her legs was 
moist ... and she didn't want it. God! She did not want to be aroused now 
with everyone here! What kind of game was her husband playing?


Oliver Sachette shot a quick glance at Dolly. Her breathing was quickened, 
and he saw that her glazed eyes were locked on his nephew, Bob. He followed 
her gaze to where Bob's pants were bulged out. There was a big cock hidden 
there just waiting to be used. Christ, he wasn't going to let his nephew go 
without while he took care of the little miss not-so-iceberg. Dolly was a 
great gal, and she was sure interested in her part of the deal. He switched 
his gaze to Marilyn. She was sitting there primly in spite of his warm arm 
around her shoulders, but there were the slight tell-tale signs of 
uncontrolled breathing. Likewise he thought he detected a slight, almost 
unconscious, undulating movement of her hips. He moved his leg just a hair 
at a time until they just touched. She did not move away. In fact, she 
relaxed a little. Oliver thought, Bob keeps saying that she's a cold fish, 
that he can't seem to get her aroused to the point where fucking her is any 
fun for him or for her! He's got her figured wrong, that's all. There's not 
a thing wrong with her heating apparatus ... not a thing. Christ, it's going 
to be a ball finding out what would make her fuck willingly!


Faster and faster, the tempo on the record increased, the bongo-drums 
accenting the rhythm sharply, and the speakers began to swell in colume, 
filling the living room with the obscene sounds. Suddenly the woman's voice 
spoke plainly, "Fuck me! Oh God! Fuck me harder!" Then the tempo increased. 
Faster and faster the slapping sounds of naked flesh on naked flesh came 
through the stereo speakers, and there was the ragged and raspy sound of 
labored breathing as the anonymous couple drove toward their climax.


Then it was there! The woman screamed, "Oh, my God! Fuuuuuccckkkkkkk 
meeeeeeeee! Aaaaaarrrrrdddddaaaaagggghhhi" Each person in the room, 
including Marilyn, was vicariously there on that unseeen bed as the unknown 
woman came wildly to a vagina bursting orgasm.


"Christ!" Oliver spoke first, choosing words that would keep Marilyn unsure 
of him.


"That's almost too real!"


Dolly leaned back against the arm of her chair, her legs stretched out and 
her own hand was stealing downward toward her pubic mound. Her breathing was 
raspy in her throat and she moaned, "Oh! I can't believe what it's doing to 
me!"


"Turn it off," Marilyn said, trying to appear cool and collected but her 
voice unusually strident. "This is absolutely insane!"


Bob didn't look at his wife. He was watching Dolly, wondering how far she 
would go over there and having a much better time than he had expected to 
have tonight. He made no move to shut off the stereo and neither did anyone 
else. The woman on the record was now gasping, "God ... that was good!"


The tension in the room was almost unbearable. Marilyn saw that Dolly's hand 
had stolen down to the slightly curving rise of her pubic mound and that her 
eyes were locked almost hypnotically on the throbbing bulge in Bob's pants. 
Bob, in turn, seemed oblivious of everything else except Dolly. Then she 
felt before she looked, Uncle Oliver's eyes alight with a salacious glow. 
Well, she couldn't really blame him....


The record kept spinning. A different couple on another bed began to make 
love, the sound boosted so that the slithering sounds of caressing hands 
were audible. Then a man's voice came through the speakers, "Suck it good, 
baby!" Against the background of drums, there was the obscenely lewd sounds 
of a moistly sucking mouth.


"God damn, that's unbelievable!" Oliver said, looking at Dolly. He 
immediately jumped up after a quick look at her watch.


"Oh ... oh Oliver, I almost forget!" Then she looked squarely at Bob. "I 
hate to be rude but I have to run. I told Oliver I couldn't stay even this 
late. Now if I could get a lift."


Bob took the hint. "Of course. I'll be glad to drive you. Are you sure you 
have to go so soon?"


"Yes, I'm expecting a terribly important call...."


"Dolly," Oliver said without stirring from his position or lowering his arm 
from Marilyn's almost bared shoulders. "You were a dream to come for this 
long to entertain an old bach like me!"


"No, no, Oliver," she came over to him and kissed him lightly on the 
forehead. "Thanks a bunch for having me. It was so great meeting your 
relatives." She smiled sweetly into Marilyn's face and Marilyn was forced to 
smile back and nod. Things were going far too fast for her to keep up. Bob 
had already disappeared, found Dolly's coat, and brought it in. In a 
twinkling, he had helped her on with it and disappeared into the hallway 
after her while Uncle Oliver was ready to grab Bob's beautiful blonde wife 
by the shoulders if need be. He was holding her tight in his encircling 
arms, tighter than she realized. The long playing record was still going. 
Again, the sounds of wetly slapping flesh and the groan of a bed as well as 
the moans of the participants came through the speakers to them.


"W ... will you please turn that off, Oliver?" she asked.


"Yes, if you really want me to."


"I don't want to hear any more of that awful thing!" she choked. "It's 
horrible!"


Uncle Oliver asked with a grin, "Didn't it arouse you?"


"N ... no!" she lied.


"I was hoping it had, because it did them, you know, or didn't you notice."


She shook her head negatively. She was trying desperately to pull her 
shattered dignity together. Oliver sighed a deep sigh. "It looks to me as 
though your husband is going to be fucking very soon, and I was rather 
thinking of entertaining his wife."


"N ... no! You can't! I ... I won't let you!"


"Do you usually let him have all the fun while you sit around with your cold 
morals?" Oliver took her solidly in his arms, his lips finding hers, so soft 
and delectable and salty from her tears. For she had started to weep, just 
enough to remain gorgeous at it. He kissed her hard, his tongue forcing its 
way through the barrier of her lips and teeth, then darting inside her mouth 
to probe and savor. She tried to escape him, attempting to squirm her head 
aside, to draw her head for back, but he followed, keeping his mouth tightly 
welded to hers. She wanted to scream. It was impossible. Futilely, she 
struggled in his arms, but he held her immobile and helpless.


The inexorable sounds of recorded sexual intercourse still came booming 
through the speakers, the increased tempo telling of another climax coming 
to the unseen couple. Marilyn couldn't help hearing it. She couldn't filter 
it out, neither could she deny her building sexual arousal. It was there ... 
a reality in her! Sharp, searing sensations slashed mercilessly at her 
unwanting loins, and she could feel the warmth of the moisture that exuded 
from her pussy's readying walls. Gradually, against her will, his lips and 
tongue ignited a slow fuse in her. It became erotic, the sexy sensations 
pervading her whole body as not his hands began to roam caressingly over her 
svelte curves. Then one of his hands found the fullness of a mounding 
breasts and she felt the tiny, coral nipple come to erect hardness under his 
taunting fingers, through the fabric of her clothing.


She was a mass of sensual feelings now. It was true that she was angry, 
hurt, and jealous. She believed Oliver about what Bob was doing with Dolly. 
She had seen them exchanging glances. There had been no previous mention 
about Dolly's having to leave early and how come she didn't have her own 
car? Yes, that story had been a lot of rubbish. Dolly was obviously a woman 
... she gasped to herself ... who went after what she wanted sexually. 
Suddenly she became envious of the other woman's honest approach to her own 
needs. Then there was also that sex record, still dinning in her ears. She 
couldn't seem to escape it, as the couple, whose sex act had been recorded, 
came to explosive orgasm, the woman again screaming out her release. 
Unconsciously Marilyn was there with her, on that unseen bed, and her own 
breath became jerky and uncontrolled. All of it, the jokes, the sex record, 
the nudist talk, and Oliver's attentions, his voracious, deep-kissing tongue 
and mouth, his caressing hands all combined to throw a net over her and she 
was trapped in a seemingly unbreakable web of ecstatic sensations that 
coursed through her, charging her and promising her complete rapture. All 
she had to do was follow the dictates of her sexually aroused body. But I 
can't let him just do it to me! If I give in, I'll be no better than the 
Sachettes ... or than Dolly, the shameless little bitch!


There were a few moments of silence from the stereo as the automatic changer 
cycled and the record began over again at the beginning. The sounds beat 
against her in spite of herself. She was that unknown, unseen woman who lay 
beneath a man, taking his cock deep into her cunt while sound engineers made 
a recording of all that transpired. Then Marilyn was kissing Oliver Sachette 
back. Her tongue was a live snake in his mouth as she darted it between his 
lips to search probingly, savoring the sweet-sour taste of his mouth. She 
began to relax into his arms and her tongue flicked in and out of his mouth 
in subconscious signal to him of her readiness as uncontrollably, her desire 
flamed higher and higher with each passing moment. Her high-held principles, 
all the things she had believed in, were being wrenched out of place as her 
body began to dominate her completely.


Maneuvering her body around, Oliver laid her down on the couch. He looked 
down at her and whispered, "You're changing your mind after all, I see!"


She looked around, surprised to find her self stretched out on her back with 
Oliver looking down at her with lewd anticipation.


"No, no ... no! Let me up!" she struggled to rise.


"You know, maybe Bob's right," he smiled rather paternally. "You don't know 
what you want! Maybe it's time you got the full treatment!" He pushed her 
back down onto the couch none too gently. "We'll start by getting your 
clothes off so they won't get in the way."


"N ... no I won't!"


"Then I'll just have to rip them off!" he said, mildly enough. But there was 
a certain authority in his voice that stopped further objection. It was as 
though she had no right to object, as though she were being naughty to do 
so!


"You ... you wouldn't...?"


"Try me and see." He reached for the front of her dress.


"I'll d ... do it," she choked, shrinking away from that big hand.


Oliver Sachette chortled to himself. Damn! It's working! He had only played 
a role and she, somehow, had believed that he meant it! He had hit the 
answer right away. Bob felt too in awe of her. This was a woman who needed 
to be dominated and not just physically, but her mind had to be directed, 
too!


Dociley she submitted to being undressed, her garments coming off one by one 
until she was completely naked, her beautiful body exposed to his lewdly 
avid gaze.


"Damn it, you're absolutely luscious!" His eyes roamed over her, almost 
raping her. Then he ordered, "You can get my clothes off now!"


Marilyn hastened to obey. She didn't know why she was doing his bidding but 
there was nothing in her collection of feminine gestures to cope with this. 
Furthermore, there was something in his masterful way he went about it. It 
excited her, made her want to do it, and all the while in the background, 
persistent as a ticking clock, was the record spinning on the stereo, its 
sounds of raw sex seeming to permeate her whole consciousness. Then only his 
shorts remained and she hesitated, her eyes locked on the huge bulge in 
them. She didn't want to take that final step toward releasing his penis. It 
meant she was just that much closer to the time he would ... Oh, God! Would 
he really do it to his own nephew's wife? And what if Bob came back? But she 
had a sinking feeling that the whole affair had been well planned.


"Strip my shorts off too!" he told her firmly.


She did! Her eyes widened in disbelief. She knew her husband had a big one, 
long and thick, but Oliver's lanced out massive and solid from his lean 
belly ... longer and thicker, yet! His hand went down to it to stroke back 
the heavy foreskin, revealing the shiny, blood-filled head.


"You'll know you've been fucked when I shove this in your tight, little 
cunt!" he teased.


"Oh!" she gasped. "No!"


Marilyn knew she was trapped. There didn't seem to be any way out for her. 
In a few minutes as she visualized it, Oliver would be on top of her, 
kissing, biting, fondling, caressing, and shoving that monstrous thing into 
her as she lay under him helpless and defenseless. But she would resist him 
every step of the way! He could do what he wanted to do with her, if that's 
the way the plan was, but she wouldn't have to like it! The plan didn't have 
to accomplish anything! It was her last vestige of rational thought. She had 
never been so wrong!


The completely unexpected happened! Oliver hadn't planned it. Like all the 
Sachettes, however, he believed that fate was always on his side so that his 
eyes were open to ideas and opportunities. There on the console, he spotted 
a long white gull's feather that Jack's little daughter had brought him from 
the beach last week. What a terrific idea! He left Marilyn briefly, got the 
feather and held it behind his back when he returned to the couch. "Lie down 
and relax, sweetheart!" he told her. "No peeking, now! You're treatment's 
about to begin."


She obeyed, keeping her thighs clamped tightly together. Then her body 
jerked involuntarily at the light tickling touch of something that moved 
inch by tormenting inch up the smooth, sensitive groove between her tightly 
pressed thighs. She opened her eyes to see that Oliver held a long white 
feather in his hand. It was that she had felt. He was grinning down at her 
lewdly as he continued to tease her with the soft edge of it, dragging it 
ever so slowly along the ivory columns of her trembling thighs. 
Instinctively one of her hands darted to her genitals to protect them. She 
knew instantly the havoc that feather would play with her if it ever touched 
her there ... my God!


"I thought you'd like something different!" he growled, catching her hand 
and holding it away from his target in his own strong-fingered hand.


"It's like a torture!" she moaned. "Please ... please don't do that to me!"


"Not really. It'll be more like rapture, so you might as well enjoy it!" he 
asserted. "Now, open your legs!"


"No! I ... I won't let you ... use that on me!"


"Oh, you like things the hard way then!" Oliver released her hand and with 
both his hands on her knees, forced her legs wide apart, forcefully ... 
rather enjoying the hard, caveman role in which he had to cast himself with 
her. "Okay, you little bitch! If that's the way you want ... to be forced, 
I'll force you! You are going to get fucked so hard you'll remember it for 
the rest of your life!"


Holding her quivering soft thighs apart with one hand, he began again to 
titillate her naked flesh with the tormenting feather. Marilyn moaned in 
humiliation as a feeling of helplessness overcame her. She clapped her hands 
over her face, covering her eyes to shield herself from having to watch as 
well as to try to impress on Oliver the shame with which he was inflicting 
her. Marilyn groaned aloud as the tantalizingly light edges of the feather 
in his hands traced tiny circles on the satiny, sensitive skin of her inner 
thighs, going briefly into the hollows on either side of her delicate, flesh 
cunt lips. She wanted to scream in objection to the tormentingly erotic 
torture he was committing, but Oliver's seemingly sudden change to meanness 
and dominating force frightened her. This man seemed to be as temper mental 
as her husband and she didn't want him to become violent! He might hurt her! 
She stifled the scream as it was born in her throat. Oh! Oooooh! My God!


If he had just crawled on top of her and started pounding his big cock into 
her, she could have coped with it by denying it, but denying herself ... but 
the feather! That was something else! He had hardly touched her himself and 
yet her rising passion spiraled out of her control.


The feather in his hand moved relentlessly and now it was going into the 
pulsating, coralline furrow of her pussy until it was between the golden, 
softly hair-ringed lips of her cunt. She gasped involuntarily as it 
generated powerful electric sensations that arced flashingly in her 
unwanting loins.


He twisted the tenderness of the feather around and around, dipping it every 
now and then between the throbbing inner petals, which had begun to flower 
open with the engorgement of trapped blood. As he watched, he saw them 
quiver with excitement and begin to turn to an even darker hue of purplish 
pink. Her body cringed and shivered with lewd excitement and she tried to 
screw her hips down into the soft cushions of the couch to escape it. Never 
... never had she experienced such a lewd, sexy, sensually exciting 
sensation! Ooooohhhh! That feather! He'll drive me crazy with it!


Panting now in short, sharp gasps, she could feel it clearly as he thrust it 
twirlingly in and out of her sensate cuntal passage, igniting ecstatic fires 
of desire she had never known. The sensations leaped and flared in her nerve 
ending like a forest fire racing out of control before a gale-force wind, 
destroying everything in its path. She was sure that the innocent feather he 
wielded was a devastatingly destructive tool of cruel torture, and that it 
would be the source of her complete moral collapse. Then, there'll be 
nothing left, she moaned to herself illogically. She tried to fight back 
against the rising tide of excitement in her loins, attempting to deny the 
existence of the rapture she was feeling just as she had learned to deny the 
presence of a rapacious cock plundering her cunt. But she was helpless in 
the face of that relentless feather.


Unconsciously, uncontrollably, her hips began to undulate under her, 
inscribing tiny, lewd circles of salacious desire. Suddenly she became 
acutely aware of the heated moisture in her cunt. Viscid fluids exuded, 
copiously from the readying walls of her vagina, oozing in droplets of moist 
slipperiness into the pink throbbing slit of her cunt. Nature had prepared 
her generously for the entrance of a long and thick, ecstasy-producing cock, 
one not her husband's but his uncle's! No! God No! I don't want that! I ... 
I can't go through with this! It's horrible! Insane! "Oh, my God, Oliver! P 
... please! I can't stand any more! Please!" she begged in utter 
huniliation, no wiles at her command now.


Oliver would not stop, not yet. He twirled the feather farther up through 
the furrow of her cringing cunt, the teasing tip of it sliding finally 
upward through the sparse golden ring of pubic hair to the erect, throbbing 
clitoris that peeped out from its protective crevice of flesh. He brushed it 
tormentingly up and down the short length of the miniature phallus, 
concentrating on the sensitive triangle of its tumescent head.


Again Marilyn choked back a scream, but this time it was a scream of utter 
rapture she stifled. No! She would not allow him the pleasure of knowing 
that he had won, that he had subjugated her with a tiny, insignificant white 
gull's feather. It played there for only a few moments, then as quickly as 
it had come to her nerve-rich clitoris, the lust-inciting feather was gone. 
She felt it dragging lightly up through the silky, softly curling golden 
hair of her genital triangle, on up across her abdomen and over her flat 
belly to dip twirlingly, playfully into her navel. Then, reversing itself, 
it moved out on a diagonal to the hollow of a groin. With a broad sweep, it 
was suddenly on her breasts, orbiting them in a figure-eight pattern that 
grew smaller and smaller as it moved up the mounding contours of her smooth, 
white breasts ... up and up to the crowning cones of her cameo-pink, erect 
nipples. Oh! Ooooohhh! That feels so good. I won't be able to hold out much 
longer or I'll go mad! God, why doesn't he just hove his big cock in me and 
start fucking me with it! Then she realized what she had thought. She had 
never consciously spoken those words before, even to herself, but they had 
come readily to her mind and ... and ... they felt so good!


Mewlings and whimperings of fully unleashed desire began to come from her 
lips in an unceasing stream of unintelligible throat sounds, as the feather 
in Oliver's hand, still damp from the moistness of her cunt, spun in ever 
smaller circles until it revolved around only one of her hardened nipples, 
playing on the areola first and then on the pink, erect column of the nipple 
itself. Her breasts tingled and swelled with the lascivious sensations that 
burned in them, seeming to spread warmly through her whole body. Her shame 
and humiliation was almost too much to bear. Here was yet another feeble 
attempt to fight against what was happening to her as her mind issued a 
warning, but it was too late. Her body had won. Its wants and desires had 
triumphed over her reasoning mind, and she moved her shoulders to jiggle her 
breasts lewdly against the tantalizing torment of the feather. She wanted 
more and more of it. The battle was lost! The question really was, who would 
win the war?


Even as she fought against it, expending the last of her reasoning mind's 
ammunition, she was aware of the painfully throbbing ache in her loins, an 
ache that she knew now had only one cure. The moisture there in her cunt 
made her even more expectant. Anticipation rose excitedly as she thought of 
the relief that would be hers in the thrusting plunges of Oliver's 
lust-hardened cock. Every fibre of her being was screaming for fulfillment, 
for release in a soaringly complete orgasm. There was no question in her 
mind at that point as to whether he would fuck her or not. She wanted him to 
do it and the sooner the better!


Pride, self-respect, and reason had battled ineffectually to gain control of 
her sensuously writhing body and had lost. Now she was forced to see herself 
as she really was. The image she had finally drawn was that of a young 
goddess starved for love without knowing that it was for sex! She had denied 
her own sensual, vibrant body its true sexuality, a body that wanted real 
love and life and had not been exposed to either. Then she was catapaulted 
suddenly into a situation with which she couldn't cope, and before she knew 
what was happening to her, she had been thrown into the arms of her 
husband's own uncle! Now she lay on his couch while a feather in Oliver 
Sachette's hand was teasing sensually at the taut nipples of her full, 
swelling breasts, a slave to him, to her building passions. He was torturing 
her erotically, arousing her to full sexual response, subjugating her to his 
will as lewdly obscene fires flamed in her loins. She had fought it but her 
mind had deserted the field, leaving her body the victor. So why struggle 
against a gift freely given, the gift of wanton, uninhibited sex pleasure? 
Come! Enjoy to the fullest she was bidden, and suddenly she realized the 
foolishness of further struggle. The rewards for not struggling were the 
greater!


Caressingly her hands drifted to the magnificently sculpted mounds of her 
breasts. Now knowing why, she cupped them upward, kneading and massaging and 
involuntarily pressing their beautiful firm ripeness upward from her 
quivering body, offering the demanding flesh to be taunted and tantalized 
with yet more of the lewd, exciting sensations to which she thrilled. Her 
erect, sensitive nipples throbbed with delight, wanting more and more of 
everything!


As Marilyn's confused mind retreated, releasing her body from conscious 
control, liberating her to the total, depraved enjoyment of the sensual 
yearnings of her love-starved body, she was disappointed to feel the 
taunting tip of the feather leave her throbbing, aching breasts, but it was 
a short-lived frustration as she felt it trace a sensuous path down through 
the gently perspiring valley between the white, full mounds of her breasts. 
It moved inexorably downward, down, down, and down until it arrived again at 
the pulsatingly expectant furrow of her cunt.


She gasped with sheer rapture as it brushed lightly through the golden curls 
of her pubic triangle, pausing momentarily to pirouette up and down the 
short length of her hotly pulsating clitoris. She almost screamed with 
frustration when it didn't stay there. Instead it danced on down to the 
moist, palpitating portal of her cunt, where it probed in and out 
experimentally, with uncontrolled abandon, her hips undulated her loins 
against the curling tip of the feather and she was sure that there was 
nothing in the world to equal the fiery, slashing sensations it produced 
until it moved on, down further, to run in tight circles around the brown, 
nakedly exposed ring of her anus! Her full, rounded buttocks jerked 
convulsively as the tip of the feather nestled in against the clasping, 
rubbery flesh of her rear passage. "Oooooohhhhh!" she moaned ecstatically. 
The sensations the feather produced were unbelievable. "Oh, God! Stop! 
Oliver, please stop! I ... I can't take any more of it!"


Oliver paid no attention. He crouched over her loins plying the white 
feather, watching as she raised her hips up to it, her anus seemingly 
wanting to claim the teasing feather for its own. God damn! She's really 
getting hot! Almost hot enough to fuck! I can hardly wait to get my cock 
into that cute little cunt, but I want to make sure that she's ready for 
anything...! His big cock throbbed achingly and he was aware that it had 
been jerking spasmodically, squeezing a tiny rivulet of clear, viscous 
lubricant from the slitted tip. It wasn't necessary to hold her legs apart 
now as she was spreading them wider herself, her loins searching upward 
undulantly for the feather in his hand.


It was her brain, feeling the overload, that craved release from the torment 
... demanding relief of the frustration of an ecstasy sustained for too long 
a time. But her lust-crazed body demanded mroe and yet more of the 
erotically sadistic tantalization in her loins. Letting go of her legs, 
Oliver reached down with his free hand to grasp the shaft of his throbbing 
cock. He milked the foreskin back, revealing the purplish, lust-inflated 
cock-head. With his thumb, he spread the viscid lubricant over the broad tip 
while his other hand kept the feather moving, searching out her clitoris 
again. Her supercharged nerves could take no more of it. "Stop! Oooohhhhh, 
God ... Stop! Stop!" she screamed. "No more, please! No more!!!!"


"Do you want me to fuck you now?" he asked with a chuckle.


"Yes ... oh, yes, please! I'll do anything you want, but please ... I can't 
take any more of that feather!" Marilyn moaned.


Oliver grinned his satisfaction. Damn! She is ready to do anything, 
everything now! I can do whatever the hell I want to her and she wouldn't 
object!


The agonizing torment was suddenly gone from her frustrated cunt, leaving 
her breathless, and she slowly relaxed down into the cushions of the couch 
feeling a flooding sense of relief that it was all over finally. The 
sadistically teasing feather had raised her to the highest pitch of sexual 
excitement she had ever experienced. Now she began to wallow in a depressing 
sense of shame as she realized that in her desperation she had told Oliver 
that he could do anything he wanted to her. God! I've crossed completely to 
their side! I ... I actually agreed to ... to let him, my own husband's 
uncle, fuck me! And that's what I really want! I want him to shove that 
beautifully hard cock of his in my cunt and fuck me! Yet this time, she was 
no longer horrified and she thought of it in more basic terms, devoid of how 
she "Should" react.


Oliver tossed the feather aside. It had served its purpose! "But you did 
like it, didn't you?"


"Like it? It was horrible ... frustrating!" she moaned in complain.


"So now you're ready for anything. I've decided not to fuck you. Yet!"


A bombshell of disappointment and frustration exploded inside her. After all 
this he's not going to fuck me? Oh, no! He can't mean it! Marilyn groaned 
aloud and she ground her hips undulantly under her. "I ... I can't wait any 
longer, Oliver, dear, dear Oliver! I've got to have it now!"


"Not yet, Marilyn! I told you that I was going to give you the full 
treatment, remember? Well, the best part's yet to come!" His lewd smile 
spread across his face as he anticipated his next humiliating, degrading 
act. Standing on his feet suddenly, he grasped her ankles and hauled her 
bodily down the couch until her hips rested on the low, sloping arm. As he 
positioned her, he grunted, "Grab that throw pillow and put it under the 
small of your back!" She quickly did his bidding. Then he knelt at the end 
of the couch, his head dropping down until it hung just above her softly 
pulsing vaginal opening. Grasping the under sides of her knees, he spread 
her thighs wide and draped her knees up over his shoulders. Damn! He'd never 
seen a cuter, tighter, or lovelier little pussy. Avidly he gaped down at the 
pink, narrow slit. Viscous moisture oozed in tiny rivulets from her open 
cunt lips. God! She's more than ready!


Marilyn looked down at him through the narrow valley of her full, mounding 
breasts, her eyes crazed with a lust she had never known. She could feel the 
palms of his hands hot against the quivering, tender flesh of her inner 
thighs as he held them wide apart. Suddenly she knew his intentions and she 
wanted it, too! She had the insane desire to open her legs even wider to 
allow him full access to her throbbing pussy. After the agony of the feather 
... to be licked there ... would be a piece of pure heaven! It's crazy! 
Everything's turned upside down! To think I've never let my own husband do 
it and now I'm ready and willing to let his uncle l ... lick me or suck me 
... or whatever he wants to do! Watching him, she felt a fascination tinged 
with exultant anticipation ... and a small dash of horror. She was actually 
going to let him do it! Her mind had still not accepted the treason of her 
body completely. Everything she had believed in was being destroyed. Slowly, 
Oliver Sachette's chestnut curls with here and there a single strand of 
white, came down over her loins and she moaned with the ecstasy of her 
joyful anticipation. She wanted it! God! How badly she wanted it!


"Aaaaaauuuuugggggghhh!" she moaned, and her body jerked uncontrollably as 
his moist, heated lips made searing contact with her hotly pulsating vaginal 
orifice. Images were blurred, sounds were muffled, and her heart pounded out 
of control as he planted lewd, moist kisses on the tingling opening of her 
sensation-filled cunt. Still playing on the stereo was the record Dolly had 
started. The second couple was on again and the man's recorded voice had 
just ordered the woman to suck his cock. Dimly, Marilyn thought about it. 
Oh, I wonder if Oliver's full treatment means he'll make me do that? Suck on 
his cock? Oh, God, I couldn't do that! Then she forgot it as she became 
totally involved with what was happening to her, there, down below, between 
her open legs, where Oliver's mouth was causing all those wonderful 
sensations.


Her own hands moved with sensual knowledge up over the twin mounds of her 
throbbing nipples for a moment before they slipped slowly down over the flat 
plane of her belly, coming to rest in her groin on either side of Oliver's 
slaving mouth. Caressingly her fingers stroked herself there from the 
flexing hollows of her inner thighs upward to the fleshy, hair-ringed lips 
of her sensate pussy, kneading and massaging all around them until she could 
wait no longer. Slowly then, wanting more than anything else in the world to 
do it, she spread the pink moist lips of her cunt with her fingertips, 
pulling them to either side to allow his voracious mouth the complete 
liberty up between her widespread thighs. It was something she felt she had 
to do! She wanted to give all of herself to him now! And she wanted 
everything, in return!


She was moaning incessantly with desire. She pressed her elbows in tight to 
her ribs as she reached down to pull her cunt's lips apart for him. Her 
blonde hair was in moist disarray and her head flailed from side to side 
helplessly. She experienced unbridled rapture as his agile, searing tongue 
darted out, its soft tip searching for her palpitant clitoris. Tantalized, 
she felt his lips suck the tiny erectile but into his mouth while his tongue 
licked at it maddeningly without let-up or mercy. Unashamedly now she 
groaned out her ecstatic pleasure, mewling and purling with each new 
searching exploration of his tongue on her over-heated cunt. Slowly he 
worked his mouth up and down the narrow length of her moist, sex-hungry 
furrow, starting at her lower belly and moving with steady licking presure 
on down to the flowered-out opening of her hungrily clasping vagina. He 
stabbed his long tongue into her and moved it in circles just inside the 
thin, vertical mouth for several long moments before it traveled down again, 
down into the crease of her hollowing buttocks, stopping to probe teasingly 
at the tight puckered ring of her anus. Her hips ground wildly into his 
face, begging for more of the same. "Oh! Ooooh! Ooooohhhh! My Goddd!" she 
moaned. "Don't do that ... to meeeee!"


Marilyn's constant moans only drove his tongue faster and faster. He wanted 
her begging to be fucked when he was ready to shove his big, aching cock 
into her. She was already more than ready, he knew, and he wanted her that 
way, practically ready to cum. Then he would be able to bring her to a 
multiple orgasm. That should do the trick. Say, he might go into 
business....


Suddenly she reached out to entangle her fingers in Oliver's dark curls, 
guiding his mouth directly to the palpitating portal of her cuntal passage. 
She pulled him in tight between her wide-spread thighs in close contact. 
Obligingly, he plunged his long tongue into the moist, heated vaginal 
opening, flicking his tongue in and out, then withdrawing it to trace 
erotically around the ragged coralline edges. With lust-crazed strength, she 
pulled him in closer, pressing his mouth tight to the throbbing, demanding 
hole. His lips ovaled to cover the clasping, palpitant orifice, and his 
tongue began to thrust deeply into her in imitation of a fucking cock. A 
low, animal-like moan came from deep in her heaving chest as her warm, 
trembling thighs closed convulsively around either side of his head.


He could feel the moist, satiny flesh of the walls of her cunt as they 
slipped moistly around his extended tongue, and the lining tissues of her 
vagina seemed to clasp and unclasp in a tiny sucking action of its own as 
though her cunt were attempting to pull his lingual member deeper and deeper 
into its moist, warm depths. Her heels dug in hard against his crouching 
back to push him down harder into the fleshy vee of her wide-splayed thighs. 
Christ! He could just barely breathe! His nose was mashed tight to the 
erectly quivering bud of her clitoris above and his tongue drove into her 
wildly below. Goddamn! It was inciting his cock to a throbbing hardness that 
told him he couldn't wait much longer himself. Never before had he been able 
to hold himself back this long. He had to get into her pretty soon or he 
would be spewing his spunk all over the whole damned place!


Bob's wife's body was lost, consumed in the fires of her desire that raged 
sensuously in her. Every fiber of her being was attuned to the 
sex-sensations that arced blindingly, flashingly across her nerve endings. 
Her muscles strained and tensed as she shoved her hips undulantly up toward 
the excitation of the maddening probing of his tongue into her demanding 
cunt. It was magnificent! It was beautiful beyond compare, beyond her 
wildest imagination. It was from out of this world. First the tantalizing 
feather and now, his licking tongue! His sucking mouth was bringing her 
sex-pleasure she had never known existed. Uncontrollably Marilyn writhed and 
squirmed under the insanely licking tongue of Uncle Oliver Sachette until 
she thought she would go mad from the sheer ecstasy he was inciting in her 
love-starved cunt. Her heart was a run-away trip-hammer in her chest, 
pounding there beneath her breasts as she watched him, her fingers laced 
behind his head now, trying to pull the ecstatic torment of his tongue even 
deeper into her flowered-open vaginal orifice. God! It had gone on and on 
for too long, and she hoped it would never stop! Suddenly it did. She looked 
down at Oliver in surprise as he pushed himself back and away from her, 
breaking the grip of her hands laced across the back of his head.


"Okay, sweetheart, I'm ready to fuck you!" It was a statement of fact, but 
for Marilyn, it was her moment of truth. She had known it was going to 
happen, that it had to happen, but now was the time. It had arrived, and 
there was a fragment of reserve resistance left to her. She lay there as if 
paralyzed, her eyes staring at him, trying to understand, as his obscene 
statement ricocheted excitingly inside her skull. There had to be one shred 
of integrity left her!


"C ... can't you just keep licking ... me?" she suggested.


"No! You're going to take my cock in your cunt now!" Oliver said firmly, 
standing on his feet and coming over her where she lay with her hips 
elevated on the arm of the couch, his hips sliding into the acute angle of 
her thighs.. "So take it in your hand and put it in that hot, little pussy 
of yours!"


She groaned at what she thought was the final degradation. Her body quaked 
with both need and shame, but her hand reached out in uncontrolled obedience 
to his words, to pause only an inch away. She stared in dismay at the 
monstrous shaft of hardened flesh, the cock-head fiery red and glistening, 
and she balked, her head shaking her unwillingness to go that final 
distance.


"Do it ... Goddamn it! Take my cock in your hand and put it in now!" he 
roared.


"Oooohhh God!" she moaned. "I can't!"


"Now ... I said!"


She did it. Her hand grasped Oliver long and thick cock, and she guided it 
to the moist, throbbing hole of her cunt, using the bulbous cock-head to 
part the full, fleshy lips of her pussy. She reeled with both fear and 
anticipation.


Flexing his hips as he stood leaning over her, Oliver drove his aching cock 
straight into her with one long, slithering thrust. It gored into her with 
the force of a rutting bull.


"Aaaaooouuuggghhh!" Marilyn screamed as his thick, blood-engorged prick 
speared up into the tight, resilient sheath of her cunt, the full length and 
breadth of it racing far up into her belly until she felt his heavy 
sperm-laden balls smack heavily up against the soft, upturned cheeks of her 
fear-clenched buttocks.


Oh, God! He's bigger than I ... I thought! A lot-bigger than Bob! She didn't 
dare move. He might split her in two with it! He had stuffed her full of 
cock and her vagina felt raw from the brutal force of his entry. She thought 
she could feel every wrinkle in the surface skin of his massive cock as it 
lay sunk deep in her belly like an unpeeled log.


For a moment he held it in her immobile as his breath came raspy in his 
throat. Then deep inside her he flexed it hard, his cock lurching deeper 
into her another fraction of an inch. He held himself above her not moving 
and yet, as Bob's wife began to mewl helplessly beneath him, he asked her, 
"Do you want me to fuck you now?"


"Oh, God, yes! I've waited so long!"


"Then ask!" he demanded.


Marilyn stared at him in utter disbelief. This was the final humiliation 
then! Her hips were already grinding up to him, wanting his big cock to 
start pounding in and out of her, but he was withholding it to make her beg 
for it!


"Please ... do it to me, Oliver!" she pleaded.


"Not that way! Ask me to fuck you!" he hissed.


She wanted it, needed it! Nothing else mattered now! "Ooooh yesss! I ... I 
want you to ... fuck me Oliver! Please fuck me! I've got to have your cock 
in my ... cunt ... fucking me now!" she moaned, feeling herself completely 
subjugated. There was nothing left, no pride, no morals, nothing but the 
thick, lusting cock of Uncle Oliver Sachette sunk deep up inside her now 
hungrily demanding vagina.


As he began to rock above her, using short, smooth strokes, Marilyn's body 
reacted of its own free will. Her complete surrender to the lewd pleasures 
of sex caused further thrills of salacious excitement to spiral the length 
of her body from the tips of her toes to the crown of golden hair on her 
head. Then as she felt the easy tempo of his thrusting cock, she moaned 
wetly up into his mouth and ground her buttocks hotly up to him, countering 
him, fucking him back with all her strength. Her lovely face was contorted 
with the sweet agony of her passion as wantonly, she tried to give back as 
much as she was getting. Suddenly her body convulsed and she began to 
climax! Waves of spasmodic ecstasy swept over her as he continued to plunge 
in and out of her. "Aaaauuuggghhh!" she screamed. "I'm cuuummmiiinnnggg!"


Oliver grinned with satisfaction. "That's the first one!" he grunted, 
increasing his pace and the length of his stroke. "But I'm just going to 
keep on fucking you and you'll just keep cumming!" Then he began to slam his 
cock into her with demon force, goring her with it and showing no mercy. He 
was drawing his thick, heavy shaft out of her, almost all the way, then 
shoving it home in the moist sheath of her cunt until his bloated balls 
smacked up hard against the sensitive, puckered orifice of her anus, in the 
crevice between her hollowing buttocks. His testicles ached with the 
mounting pressure, the need to cum. His head was light and dizzy with 
ever-increasing lust. Christ! I've got to cum pretty soon! He searched for 
one more erotically inciting thing to do to her. He had to do something to 
make her cum one more time, at least, before he came himself, He found it. 
She'll get almost the full treatment!


Slipping his hand down over the smooth skin of her lasciviously gyrating 
buttocks, he used his finger to search out the tiny, crinkled hole that 
nestled there unprotected. He felt the sharp intake of her breath and the 
involuntary jerk of her loins as he found it, his finger circling it 
teasingly. Moistening his finger in the rivulet of warm, viscous fluid that 
seeped from her cuntal opening, he taunted her tiny, sensitive rectal mouth 
sadistically before making his move. "Now, I'm going to shove my finger in 
your asshole!" he grunted hoarsely.


Marilyn had already divined his intentions. She struggled with her breathing 
as vibrant, ecstatic sensations were born in her anew. She wanted it! She 
wanted to be subjected to his every lewdly vile whim. The very thought of it 
caused her to shiver with delight. "Oooooh, yesss! I want it! I want you to 
shove your finger in me ... there!"


"Where? Goddamn it! Where do you want it?"


"I ... in my asshole!" she trembled. Her body, after that first orgasm had 
descended to a lower level of arousal, but now prurient sensations soared in 
her again, and she knew that she would be able to cum again! Never would she 
have thought it possible!


His head screamed with lustful exhilaration as she accepted his final 
degrading act, and his hardened, aching cock felt as though it would explode 
before he ever squirted his cum into her cunt. With unnatural mounting 
excitement, his finger fumbled and thrust at the tight puckered ring of her 
anus before he found it and pushed his finger into it brutally, recklessly, 
feeling the soft spongy walls give way rubberily before his assault. His 
finger had gone deep into her rectum, clear to the palm of his hand, in one 
forceful thrust.


"Oooohhh!" Marilyn gasped painfullly as she was skewered by his finger and 
pounded mercilessly by his rampaging cock.


Goddamn! He'd never had a fuck like this one! He was stimulated beyond all 
reason, his cock seeming to expand and grow harder with each passing moment. 
As she forced her heated cunt up and down his jack-hammering shaft, he 
rotated his finger in her back passage, then began to move it in and out in 
concert with his thundering cock.


Beneath him she moaned almost incessantly. Never had she felt such exquisite 
pleasure-pain in her whole life. Pain seemed to permeate her whole rectum 
from his finger moving inside the deep, rubbery warmth of it, even as 
unbelievable rapture filled her belly. Then the painful agony of his rectal 
entrance began to lessen as she adjusted to its obscene presence which 
suddenly added to the rapturous pleasure spiraling through her. She lifted 
her loins undulantly, attempting to screw her throbbing anus back onto his 
finger at the same time as she tried to absorb all of his wonderful cock 
into her pulsating, demanding cuntal sheath.


Oliver could barely contain his lust any longer. His balls ached with his 
need to cum, and he rammed into her upthrust pussy with insane fury. She had 
accepted his hotly worming finger in her back passage with delight. He 
grinned lewdly as suddenly he pulled his finger out and instantly thrust in 
two fingers together. She screamed beneath him. That's what he squirmed both 
fingers around deep inside the warm, spongy depths of her rectum, feeling 
his own cock plunging in and out of her through the thin tissues separating 
the twin passages of her loins. Slowly her first whimpers of pain subsided 
to be replaced by mewling moans of pure pleasure as her rear entrance became 
accustomed to the lewd, unnatural invasion there.


She had never known such insane ecstasy before, and now Marilyn began 
writhing and squealing in outright, wanton abandon under his double 
ravishment. She was so wild with desire she thought her mind would snap.


Oliver Sachette, pounding into his nephew's wife, had reached the point 
where he feared he would go mad if he couldn't cum soon! God! It had to be 
... now! He looked down to where his big cock was slipping smoothly in and 
out of her delectable cunt, concentrating on the feel of the soft, 
hair-lined folds of her clasping passage as it seemed to cling to his 
furiously rampaging prick that was thrusting into her with pile-driving 
force. Desperately he tried to think of something else he could do to her, 
something that would humiliate and subjugate her even more and at the same 
time spur him on to completion. He couldn't think of anything to do unless 
they stopped. Hell! There's no stopping now come hell or high water! So, he 
snaked a hand down between them to the lips of her cunt and fondled them, 
bringing forth further moans from her, and he could feel the clutching 
muscles of her vagina as it sucked and massaged around the base of his 
steel-hard cock in its voracious desire to swallow all of his outsize length 
and breadth.


With superhuman effort he tried to increase the tempo and deepen his 
jack-hammer thrusts as she writhed and squirmed wildly beneath him, grinding 
up at his cock with feral, rutting energy, her legs jerking out to the side, 
her toes curling, and he knew that she would come to her second orgasm ... 
soon! Harder and harder he buffeted her, suddenly pulling his fingers from 
her back passage with a moist, obscene hissing sound. He came down on her, 
pressing her knees back brutally to bring the table of her magnificent loins 
higher and wider open to his almost inhuman plunges into her completely 
flowered open cunt. Damn! No woman's ever taken all of me ... like she is!


"Oh! Ooohhh! Oooooohhhhh!" Marilyn began to chant under him, her lovely face 
contorted with the intensity of her wild passion. Oliver groaned and 
grunted, grinding hard and deep in his effort to ram his giant staff as far 
into her as was humanly possible. His cock ached for quick release. Now! 
Now! Now! Beneath him he watched as her breasts heaved and quivered, seeming 
to swell before his eyes, the nipples coning out into hard pink buds, drops 
of perspiration forming on her breasts to trickle into the valley between, 
and there was a pink blush of passion on her alabaster breasts.


Then suddenly she was screaming under him as her body convulsed in orgasm 
for the second time. "Ooooh ... my God!" Her voice had an other-worldly 
quality of unreality. "I'm cuuuummmmmiiiiinnnnngggg again! Auuggghh 
gggghhhhh!"


Deeper and faster he pounded his cock into the moist depths of her cunt, 
using all of his strength, and he felt her lurch under him and begin to 
spasm wildly, the walls of her clinging, clasping pussy milking at his 
cock's head feverishly, her breath coming in raspy, short gasps. He sensed 
the beginning of his ejaculation. The burning stream racing the full length 
of his cock to spew far up into the deep recesses of her vaginal vault, 
brought him an almost never-ending, sweet ecstasy as she ground her cunt up 
tight to him to absorb his length completely.


Marilyn moaned aloud with her rapture. Her thighs quivered and her belly 
quaked with the sheer pleasure he emptied in spurts into her, filling the 
tightness of her hotly constricting belly to the brim. She had never known 
that such joy ever existed. She let her legs fall limp shamelessly as the 
euphoric waves of her release flooded through her body, relaxing all the 
built-up tension. I ... I came ... twice! Now all of the shame, the 
humiliation was second in her thoughts. She had been fucked and fucked good 
by a man who was not her husband and she loved it!


God, what a memory it made. Her first real fuck and by Uncle Oliver 
Sachette! As she lay quietly beside her sleeping husband, Marilyn mused on 
the possiblity of switching Bob off for Oliver. Would Oliver marry her if 
she divorced Bob? No. She knew he wouldn't. Whatever Uncle Oliver had done 
to her, he had done for his nephew, and the Sachette loyalty was very high. 
Hmph! Now she wished she had an aunt to sic on Bob!


CHAPTER THREE


That night with Uncle Oliver had been only the first night of their stay, 
too. She and Oliver had finished their evening with another martini and a 
few Sachette family stories before she gave up waiting for Bob to return and 
went to bed. He called all the way from the bakery the next day to tell her 
that one of his bakers was ill and he was going to have to fill in for him. 
He might not be able to get back except for a late dinner, if Oliver didn't 
mind waiting. The day had been filled with shopping and movies and lunch 
with the Sachette women, or some of them. She got back to Oliver's house 
just in time for cocktails. He had started the coals in the brazier out on 
the terrace so that they could cook mushrooms to go with his dreadfully good 
martinis.


"God, I'm glad you got back," he told her. "It was reaching the point where 
I couldn't wait much longer. It's going to be bad enough having to wait to 
eat dinner!" Wow, she looked good!


Whatever she wore seemed to set off her luscious body to advantage, even the 
tailored suit she wore this afternoon. He swept his eyes over her 
appreciatively as she smiled. He also suppressed the desire to take Bob's 
ravishingly beautiful wife into his arms and murmur polite amenities 
directly into her ear, in between kisses. He guessed he ought to leave some 
of the work to Bob. He poured their well-chilled martinis and handed her two 
mushrooms on a prong. "You have to cook them yourself," he told her.


"Have you heard from Bob?"


"He called a little while ago and said he'd be in about ninish," Oliver told 
her. "I suggest we dip into the salad to keep alive and maybe a couple of 
these little puri balls I made."


"That sounds great," she said, her mushrooms sizzling delectably now. 
"Baking comes naturally to the family, I see."


"Yeah," Oliver said proudly. "Those puris are the very devil to make. You 
mix the flour and ghee, which is only a kind of butter, then some water in 
it, knead it, let it rest, flatten out a bit with the rolling pin and pop it 
into hot fat about 350." He laughed. "Naw, Bob was always the one who could 
do the fancy stuff. None of us had his gift for it. Now I'll bet he hardly 
does any baking."


"That's true," she said. "I don't think he cares about it. He likes being 
the gentleman boss!" Oliver raised his eyebrows but said nothing. Marilyn 
sat down now near the brazier, her legs crossed prettily, and he could see 
half-way up her nylon-clad thigh. Remembering the warmth of her smooth white 
flesh, the sexy things he had done with her flashed through his mind and 
caused him some discomfort. He felt the familiar surge of hot blood into the 
flaccid tube of his penis while below it, involuntary muscles contracted and 
pulled his testicles up tight against his body. Damn! She's delectable, but 
I'm still not going to do anything I'd be sorry for later! Oliver was not 
sure that his favor to Bob extended to this evening as well. Of course, 
possibly he was supposed to do whatever he thought necessary in as many 
evenings as it took. He should have straightened out that point. He crossed 
his legs in the opposite chair in an attempt to hide from her the growing 
bulge of his erection inside his pants. Christ! What did Bob have to work 
for and why did it have to be so damned far away? I'm too damned tempted! It 
wouldn't take much....


Marilyn's large blue eyes regarded him levelly as she remarked, "I wonder 
that you never got married, Oliver."


It was actually a question, he recognized. He gave her the answer he always 
gave. "Every large family has to have one or two bachelors. Everyone else 
wanted to get married and I drew the short straw!" Then he laughed.


"I ... I imagine it would be nice ... to have a woman around though ... 
wouldn't it?"


"Well, yes, I suppose so, but...." He was never able to explain 
satisfactorily that he had all the women he wanted and a family that kept 
him plenty busy as it was. "I think I just like the bachelor life." Oliver 
looked at her questioningly, sipping his martini and wondering what in the 
world brought that up.


"You're so ... so...." She stopped, blushing. Then she changed the subject. 
"Do you have everything done for dinner? Isn't there something I could do?"


"What were you trying to say, Marilyn?"


"N ... nothing," she trembled, beginning to hedge. He decided to let it go.


"I'm going to make the salad, but you can't help," he told her. "One reason 
is it's practically finished!" He laughed and got up. His martini glass was 
still in his hand. One long gulp drained it and he stooped to set it down on 
a low table against the house. As he straightened up again, he saw her eyes 
flick briefly over the bulge which his erect penis made in his pants. She 
didn't want to look but her eyes were drawn to it magnetically. Then her 
face flushed again, pinkly, prettily.


"Yeah," he admitted, having read her silent question. "I'm pretty sexy ... 
but so are you! I think it would be out of this world if you and Bob moved 
into town, next door preferably and...." It had been the farthest thing from 
Oliver Sachette's mind to make a pitch like that to his nephew's wife. It 
just sort of came out of him.


She had tears glistening in her eyes when she rose from the chair and placed 
her empty glass on the little table. "Let's go finish the salad," she 
murmured. "I'd like some now," she added in an attempt at brightness.


"That can wait," he said, surprising himself. Suddenly he found that he was 
enfolding her in his strong arms, pushing his hips forward and reaching down 
to the fullness of her rounded buttocks to pull her loins in tight to his 
hardened penis. She felt it hot and stiff against her abdomen. Her body 
slumped against him. Strangely, she did not feel like resisting him, and it 
was true, she had to admit to herself, there had been a vague feeling of 
anticipation working in her. She hadn't been able to identify it for herself 
until she had seen that he had a full erection. Then it had struck her that 
his wanting her, his sticking out big and hard inside his pants ... it had 
done something to her. She had not meant to give in to it. That other time 
there were so many things working against her to make her vulnerable, but 
tonight, she had had only one martini! There was no sex record blaring at 
her, worming its insidious way into her nervous system! If she did it 
tonight ... well ... there was no one to blame but herself!


Then Oliver Sachette's lips found hers. He kissed her long and hard, his 
tongue probing between her lips and teeth tantalizingly. Oh! She loved his 
kisses and she could feel his wonderful hands on her buttocks, kneading 
caressingly while he pulled her in tight to his hard cock. She closed her 
eyes as she felt the initial spark ignited in her loins. Then, like 
previews, fragments of scenes flashed before her eyes, jogging her memory 
about the night before ... memories of his kisses, of his hands on her, the 
agonizing stimulation of the feather, the licking and sucking of his hotly 
swirling tongue, and finally, the marvelous feeling of his massively solid 
cock as it had thrust into and out of her, bringing her to not one but two 
marvelous climaxes ... and it was all so sexy! "Oooooooooh!" she moaned, 
unable to contain it any longer. Things are so changed around now! I don't 
know what I believe any more!


Deliciously exciting sensations began to flare in her loins, and she was 
torn by two conflicting thoughts. The first was a strong desire to break 
away from him and run ... fast! The second one ... the second desire ... was 
to strip herself naked and taunt him sexually until he raped her! Oh God! 
His hands were on the magnificence of her breasts, cupping them, kneading 
and massaging with masterful knowledge until they tingled, and she felt the 
nipples spiking out, alert and erect inside her bra. Oh! It feels so good!


Then, unresisting, she was allowing Oliver to lead her across the living 
room, down the hallway and into his own bedroom. Somehow it seemed natural 
and all right for him to do that. She looked around at the things in the 
room and they seemed to look familiar even though she had not really ever 
seen them before. She felt at home and had to realize that she had come 
there of her own free will, that she was there for only one reason. She was 
going to let her husband's uncle make love to her again because this time, 
it was what she wanted. Yes! She wanted it! She wanted Oliver to fuck her! 
Reflecting on it momentarily, she had known it would happen from the time 
she had arrived this evening so why had she been surprised? Why had she 
tried to deny it? What was this act her body was always putting on ... this 
crazy facade? Her moral guidelines had become inoperative. As a 
matter-of-fact, she couldn't even recall why she had had them! Had she 
become dissolute, willing to commit adultery, almost any time the weakness 
of her body willed it? She had no more answers. All she could think of was 
the promise of joy, the pleasure that Oliver's hardened cock could bring 
her!


As she stood there sorting out her thoughts, trying to find answers that 
were not there and arriving at the same tenuous conclusions, Oliver removed 
her jacket and began unbuttoning her blouse. She helped him, shrugging her 
shoulders at the right time. Her skirt followed, and as it fell to the 
floor, she stepped out of it, kicking it carelessly aside. Next he unsnapped 
her bra and removed it, her breasts bursting forth from their confinement to 
stand out proudly from her chest in full orbed splendor. His mouth was on 
them instantly, kissing and licking at the erect nipples that stood out 
berry-ripe from their crinkling areolas.


She was disappointed when he left her breasts. It was to rid her of her 
panties. They came off in one sweep as he pulled them down over the curve of 
her hips, the smooth taper of her thighs and the svelte length of her 
calves. Uncaring she stepped out of the wispy nylon garment to stand, nude, 
lovely, and desirable before him. "I'm not sure I know what I'm doing," 
Oliver murmured.


"I don't think we can help it," she answered. Her voice was throaty and low. 
She was committed now and she wanted to move ahead to the next phase so she 
said, "Now let's get your clothes off ... quick!" Together they stripped his 
clothing from him, and in a matter of moments, he was standing naked beside 
her, his fully erect cock spearing out, hard as granite, mighty in its 
awesome length and thickness. Marilyn's eyes locked on it, hypnotized, and 
another gust of erotic sensations whirled through her. She gasped, "Oh, 
Oliver, darling, it scares me!"


Flattered, he grinned his satisfaction. "It shouldn't. You took all of it up 
in your cunt last night!"


Marilyn flushed, remembering, as he put his arms around her and moved her to 
the bed. They sat on the edge and he took her into his arms again to kiss 
her deeply, his tongue probing avidly into her mouth. She kissed him back, 
her own tongue jousting and intertwining with his. Slowly then he pressed 
her smooth white nakedness back on the bed until they were lying straight on 
it, side by side, his body pressed in tightly to her. His rampant, hard, and 
throbbing cock was trapped between their bodies, and she could feel it jerk 
against the softness of her abdomen. She noticed that his chestnut curls 
were a little more wiry than Bob's and she ran her fingers through it 
warmly.


"Very touching and very sexy, too!" It was Bob's voice. Her husband stood in 
the doorway of Oliver's bedroom surveying the scene. Neither Oliver nor 
Marilyn had heard the crunch of tires outside the window or the sound of the 
car's engine as he had arrived. Not until he had walked through the entire 
house and found them in the bedroom were they aware of his arrival. Marilyn 
tried to rise, her heart in her throat, but Oliver held her close, not 
allowing it.


"Bob!" she gasped. Her face flamed crimson with shame. She hadn't even 
stopped to think that he might change his mind and start out earlier than he 
expected. Her eyes were frightened orbs of anguish. She didn't know what to 
expect from him.


"Hi, Uncle Oliver!" Bob greeted his relative.


"Hi, Robert!" his uncle answered. "It looks like we got caught in the cookie 
jar, but it's my fault! I couldn't keep my hands off her!"


"Hell, I'd have done the same thing if you'd get off your ass and find me an 
aunt, for Christ sake! And it's not your fault you're so damn generous with 
yourself. We're always pestering you for these onerous favors! Now how about 
asking me for a favor!"


"All right, kid," Oliver answered him. "Hop in, will you?"


The words struck her like a thunderbolt. They arced and flashed in her brain 
as she struggled to understand what they were saying to each other. "B ... 
both at the same time?"


"Sure!" said her husband as he began to tear at his clothes to get them off. 
"Why not?"


"N ... no! You can't! It's not possible!" Marilyn wailed.


"The hell it isn't!" was all Bob said.


"Oliver!" she pleaded, turning her agony-filled face to him. "Y ... you 
wouldn't...?"


"He's the boss, sweetheart! I do what he says," Oliver grinned.


"B ... but ... but...."


"That's the way it's going to be!" her husband told her flatly, stripping 
off his shorts to release his big hard cock to her horrorstricken eyes. Both 
of them! Bob and Oliver together at the same time? Oh my God!


Stepping around the bed, Bob lay down on it, stretching out to his full 
length on the other side of her, his warm, lean and muscular body pressed up 
tight against her back, the hardened shaft of his cock pressing deep into 
the soft, dimpled smoothness at the base of her spine. The sudden turn of 
events was almost too much for her. She couldn't believe that it was really 
happening, and she worked desperately to filter her thoughts and emotions 
for understanding. Her mind was in a whirl. It wouldn't function properly 
and there were no reasons, no rationale. She felt trapped in shifting 
quicksand as she felt herself sinking into complete Sachette-style 
depravity.


Then Bob reached over, grasped her by the shoulders and turned his wife to 
her back, his mouth capturing her lips. Snake-like, his tongue darted into 
her mouth to taste and tantalize. She lay on her back between the two virile 
men, their naked cocks on either side pressing in against the smooth, 
tapering flesh of her trembling thighs. His hands roamed at will over her 
body, seeking and enjoying again all the marvels of her luscious nakedness. 
Against her will she began to respond to him. After all, he is my husband 
and I'm still very much in love with him! And he's got every right to make 
love to me! Momentarily, as she thrilled and tingled to her husband's kiss, 
to his warm, caressing hands sending little anticipatory sensations surging 
to her readying loins, she had forgotten that Oliver was lying there on her 
other side until suddenly she felt the heated moistness of his lips on her 
sensitive breasts.


She lurched with surprise, trying to withdraw her breasts, not wanting him, 
the second man now, to do anything to her. Oliver took his mouth away for a 
moment and Bob told her, "Damn it, I told you we're both going to fuck you 
so just make up your mind to it!"


Bob had never spoken to her before with such finality in his voice. She 
started to say something and thought better of it. It was obvious that there 
was absolutely nothing she could do to change his mind. Her course had been 
laid out for her and she had no choice! Again his mouth captured hers, his 
tongue probing her mouth and throat voraciously while below, she felt" the 
warm moistness of Oliver's mouth on her sensuously quivering breasts. Her 
nipples were hard and spiky, and the areolas puckered up erotically at their 
bases as he sucked each in turn. The spark of passion ignited by her 
husband's hands on her body and by his searching tongue in her mouth was 
being fanned into the tinderbox of her loins, nurtured to glowing life by 
the seeking mouth of Uncle Oliver on the voluptuous mounds of her 
satin-smooth breasts. There was no resisting the heightening flames that 
began to flame through her loins. Pressing her thighs close together, she 
tried to deny the desire that surged through her inflamed body, for even 
though Bob had insisted that both men would make love to her, fuck her, she 
didn't know how they could do it. She had only one vagina!


Then Bob's mouth left her lips, and he squirmed his body down until his 
mouth had leap-frogged Oliver's, who still kissed and caressed her tingling 
breasts. Her husband was now kissing her belly, his tongue dipping into the 
shallow dimple of her navel teasingly. With inexorable slowness, his mouth 
searched lower until it was just above the soft, golden down of her pubic 
mound. His hands reached down to part her legs gently but firmly. There was 
no doubt in her mind what his intentions were. He was going to lick and suck 
at her down there. Then she realized that it was her own husband, after all, 
who was going to to do it, do the very thing she had denied him so long. She 
welcomed it! For she remembered guiltily that his own uncle had done it to 
her last night!


Above, Oliver's mouth left her breasts to weld himself to hers while his 
hands continued to knead and massage her gently throbbing breasts, rolling 
the hard-coned nipples between his thumb and forefinger. Then after a few 
moments, he broke the deep French kiss to use his mouth again on her breasts 
as he took them alternately between his lips, forcing the coral nipples to 
move back and forth rapidly while simultaneously maintaining strong suction 
on them. It was a breathtakingly sensual feeling and she moaned aloud with 
the pleasure of it.


Then she reached down to cup her breasts up to him, offering them almost as 
a sacrifice and wanting more of the same. Suddenly she realized that she was 
responding to both men and that she did want them both! The only problem was 
that she was so inexperienced sexually that she didn't really know yet how 
she could make love to both at the same time. How are they both going to 
fuck me? Unless they ... She shuddered inwardly, unwilling to finish the 
thought.


Bob spread her quivering, unresisting legs apart, his head following, 
delving into the angle of them, his mouth and teeth taunting the soft, 
smooth flesh of her inner thighs. He nipped gently with his teeth, his mouth 
warm and alive on her as his lips followed, kissing her sensate flesh 
hungrily. Finally, his searching lips found the pulsing furrow of her pussy, 
moist from the dews of her vaginal walls, and his tongue moved there with 
avidity, up and down the narrow, female slit, stabbing experimentally into 
her trembling cuntal opening. Unbidden, her hips began to gyrate, undulating 
in tiny circles under her and telling plainly of her mounting desire. Oh, 
God, I'm getting all moist down there and it feels so good! Their mouths'll 
drive me insane.


Shifting his lanky body, her husband moved to kneel between her legs. With a 
thumb on either side of her sparsely golden hair-ringed cunt, he parted the 
fleshy, outer lips of her pussy to expose the inner portal to the core of 
her being. My cunt, she told herself ... my cunt! Secretions of clear, 
viscous fluids formed there in tiny droplets, a trickle of it beginning to 
run down the inner side of her thigh. His mouth came down now, his long, 
agile tongue blazing a passage that soon, she hoped, the rest of him would 
follow. Deep inside her cuntal lips, his lingual member rotated in circles, 
teasing and tantalizing her already over-loaded nerve endings with lewdly 
prurient sensations. A mewling moan of pleasure emitted from her lips as she 
thrust her loins up toward his face and her head began to flail from side to 
side with the intensity of her building passion.


Bob pushed his face down tight into the undulant angle of her loins, his 
tongue lashing excitedly into his wife's open, pulsing cunt, the strength of 
her upward thrusting hips telling him that she was fully aroused, almost 
ready to fuck! Damn! This is different! It's the first time I've ever done 
it to her and she's hot for it, like she'd been getting it all the time! 
Good old Uncle Oliver. Christ! He must have broken her in but good!


He inhaled deeply of the heady perfume of her loins and lost himself in 
savoring her sex juices, the pungent flavor inciting his waiting cock to 
bone-hard readiness. Deeper yet, he thrust his tongue into her pulsating 
vagina as moans of pure pleasure came from her throat almost unceasingly, 
her hips were moving now in rhythm counterpoint to his probing tongue that 
lashed deep into the coralline depths of her cuntal passage. Without let-up, 
showing her no mercy, he plunged his long, agile tongue into her, pausing to 
nip, now and then, at the tender flanges of her cuntal orifice with his 
teeth. But it was his thrusting tongue, a make-shift cock, that brought her 
to even higher levels of ecstatic desire, for now she was a blazing inferno 
of passion. The raging fire in her belly could be extinguished in only one 
way. She had to have a cock in her cunt ... now!


She couldn't stand to wait any longer. She had to have it! Both of them 
wanted to fuck her and that's what she wanted, too! Suddenly she heaved her 
hips up from the bed forcefully, mashing her demanding loins hard into her 
husband's face and moaned in anguish, "Oh! Yes! Yes! Yesssss! Oooooohhhh!"


Bob leaned back away from her, his tantalizing tongue leaving her 
lust-incited pussy momentarily as his face crinkled into a smile of 
satisfaction. "Yes, what!" he asked. "Don't you know the words yet?"


Marilyn remembered the sexual litany Oliver had forced her to use and Bob, 
her own husband, was insisting on the same thing! For answer she could only 
moan in humiliation.


"Do you want to be fucked? Is that it?" he probed.


"Y ... yes ... but, please, Bob, darling, I...."


"Then all you have to do is ask the right way!"


All right! She had done it before when Oliver insisted on it! She could do 
it again, use those terrible but lust-inciting words, beg if she had to, but 
only because it was the only way she could get what she wanted, what she had 
to have more than anything else in the world. Nothing else mattered! "Oh, 
Bob," she whined. "Fuck me, darling! Please fuck me!" Her voice was unreal 
to her. Then, surprised at herself, she went on, "I ... I want both of you 
to fuck me! I want your big hard cocks in me, fucking me hard and long!"


"Okay, Marilyn, baby! You're going to get it just like you want it!" Bob 
assured her, a lewd light shining in his eyes. Then his face dropped again 
to her pulsating, ready cunt, his tongue this time going directly to the 
tiny, erect bud of her clitoris to lick at it maddeningly. She felt herself 
slipping into insane, agonizing pleasure as the crashing surf of the 
sensations buffeting her belly began to build into a tidal wave of ecstatic 
desire. Uncontrollably, her hips moved forward in tempo to her husband's 
licking tongue, and she thrust her hips upward into Oliver's face, wanting 
more and more of everything. She was becoming a glutton for sex! She knew 
that it was only a matter of a few moments until she would explode in a 
frenzy of orgasm. Yet, neither of the two men had touched her with their 
massively solid cocks. They were both ready, their virile, potent pricks 
stood out rock-hard and rampant, and she wanted them now! Oh God! How badly 
she wanted them! Why are they making me wait?


Surprisingly and disappointingly, Bob and Oliver were trading places, their 
bodies sliding along the length of her body, one on either side. God! She 
had wanted Bob, her husband, to start it. His mouth on her aroused genitals 
had gotten her so moist and ready for him! It was a frustrating feeling, as 
though they were teasing her, keeping her guessing, and she was in no mood 
for games. Why didn't they get started on the real fucking part? She 
couldn't help the delicious sigh that escaped her as she felt Oliver's hands 
move, light as a gull's feather, over her cunt, his fingers tracing and 
teasing at her erotically. Then he inserted two, and finally three fingers 
into the moistly warm passage, moving them in and out gently, her cuntal 
orifice stretching to receive the breadth of his fingers with ease. Oh, that 
feels so nice, but I've got to have his big, hard cock in me!


Meanwhile, her husband was kissing her. Instinctively she knew that the 
tangy pungency of his mouth was the essence of herself remaining on his 
tongue as he probed deep into her throat. She liked it and she took Bob's 
tongue fully into her mouth and sucked on it gently and slowly at first, 
then ever more violently while his hands caressed and kneaded the soft, 
melon-like mounds of her throbbing breasts. In a few moments he forced a 
trade as he sucked and nibbled on her tongue. It was all maddeningly 
tantalizing. Her ecstasy was building almost to the breaking point, and she 
was poised, on the brink of her orgasm, full of agonizing, erotic tension. 
In her imagination she felt almost like a space explorer, sitting high atop 
a rocket, waiting to be blasted off into deep space, into ecstatic rapture, 
with the two men who were arousing her almost beyond endurance.


Oliver's strong hands parted her helpless and unresisting legs, and he 
wedged himself solidly between her thighs, his hands now running caressingly 
over the satin smoothness of the perfectly sculpted columns. Then he reached 
down to fondle his massive rock-hard cock. His encircling hand on its shaft 
worked the foreskin back and forth several times over the pulsing, 
blood-swollen head. A few drops of the viscous preparatory fluids spread 
over the fiery silk-like sheen of his cock's head, and when he took his hand 
away, his prick stood put bulkily rampant and ready, its rigid length and 
breadth pulsing wildly with his excited heartbeat. He was ready now to fuck 
his nephew's wife. Fascinatedly he watched Marilyn's hungrily grinding loins 
as he held himself poised over her. Her cunt was flowered open, moist and 
gently throbbing. It seemed to beckon to him, bidding him enter, and he knew 
that she was more than ready to receive him. Damn! She's really hot, hotter 
even than the first time I fucked her!


Sliding both hands under her gyrating buttocks, he felt the warm softness of 
them, the lithe muscles working in his palms as his hips spread her 
trembling, expectant thighs wide apart. Then he was in position over her, 
his lust-inflated cock-head brushing teasingly at the pink slit of her 
cuntal opening. She moaned out her need to him.


"Oooooohhhhh! Now! Fuck me now!" Her obscene words spurred him. He lifted 
her hips, pulling them up toward him easily, the bulbous head of his 
hardened cock going into the moist warmth of her vaginal opening, the 
elastic flesh of the vertical little mouth stretching to take it. He allowed 
only the vast head to go into her for the time being as he stopped short, 
holding himself immobile over her straining loins. He felt the undulations 
of her hips as she tried to absorb more of his lustfully throbbing shaft 
into her hotly seething cuntal sheath.


Oliver squeezed and massaged at his nephew's wife's hips and wide-spread 
thighs while at the same time, he shoved his fully erect cock into her with 
slow even pressure, ranging ever deeper and deeper, and he felt the 
contracting ring of muscles in the walls of her vaginal passage sucking at 
him tantalizingly. It generated sparks of sensation in the length of his 
prick that drove him almost to distraction. With a final flick of his hips, 
he drove his cock the final few inches deep, deep into her writhing belly, 
the head of it nudging her cervix to lodge right up against the back wall of 
her cunt. He flexed it then expandingly inside her and was pleased to feel 
her countering contractions. The walls of her pussy clasped him caressingly, 
and he could feel it the full length of his pulsingly sensate cock. It 
seemed to him her cuntal sheath fit him like a pair of good gloves. Damn! 
She's really nice and tight!


Incessantly his hands caressed and massaged at her quivering white thighs, 
her smooth, flat belly, his thumbs tracing down into the flexing hollows of 
her groin. Finally, he slipped a hand down over the rounded smoothness of 
her moon-like buttocks to search in the crevice for the secret, puckered 
hole that nestled there defenselessly.


Moistening a finger in the viscid liquid that trickled down copiously from 
her vaginal orifice, he sought the tiny, brown ring of her back passage. He 
found it and pressed into its warm sponginess slowly and tenderly. There was 
none of the haste with which he had done it to her the first time. Her body 
jerked convulsively once, then her trembling loins screwed back on his 
finger, absorbing it fully until his palm was pressed flat and hard against 
the working muscles of her softly quivering buttocks cheeks. He heard her 
groan of both pain and satisfaction coming to him muffled as she exclaimed 
up into her husband's mouth, "Oooooohhhhhhh! That's gooood!" She didn't 
understand. It hurt, but it felt so sexy ... and so wonderfully wicked and 
forbidden!


Marilyn's soft mouth worked up against Bob's with the ecstasy of her 
passion. She felt everything Oliver was doing to her below while above, her 
husband's mouth and hands were driving her insane, his tongue in her mouth 
almost imitating Oliver's cock in her seething cunt. Her breasts, under the 
manipulation of his hands, seemed to be a mass of exposed, sexually aroused 
nerve-endings. They were interconnected to all parts of her body, 
transmitting sex sensations along super-charged synapses. Their intensity 
was building to the point where she was sure she would faint if it spiraled 
any higher. Uncontrollably she moved her breasts up against the hard, lean 
muscles of his chest, and her arms went around him to pull him close to her, 
her taloned fingers tearing and scratching at his back in wanton fury of 
unreasonable sex-need.


Every fibre of her being was responding to the two men. The fires that had 
been ignited in her loins were now roaring out of control, threatening to 
consume her, goading her to complete submission. Suddenly she couldn't stand 
it any longer. She had to have more! She had to have Oliver's cock in her 
cunt, surging in and out of her recklessly, the hard length and breadth of 
him fucking into her relentlessly. Oh God! I've got to have it, got to have 
his delicious cock fuck me hard and deep! She could have died from the pure 
joy of it when she had felt Oliver's ponderous cock entering her, spreading 
and stretching her cunt-lips. Then it had paused momentarily before worming 
deep up into her waiting belly. Now the sensations of his expanding and 
contracting hardness elicited involuntary movements of her own, her vaginal 
walls acting on their own, it seemed to suck up his full, hardened length 
into her now greedily quivering belly.


Then as his warm hands had swarmed over her, they had brought her body to 
vibrantly full arousal, his finger slipping into her anus bringing her both 
welcome pain and pleasure at the same time. The thought flashed through her 
mind-Oh! It feels so good and I want it! I've learned so many things so fast 
it makes my head swim! The pain of the unnatural entrance made her jerk 
involuntarily, and she bit Bob's lips, her tongue pushing deep into his 
throat. She had hung on for dear life, trembling from head to foot with 
salacious anticipation. Her greed for them, for the pleasure their big cocks 
would bring her, rose up in her like monster snake coils, taking over her 
body-mind to control her completely.


Oliver knew that she was ready to accept his lust-inflated cock into her 
poundingly, that she wanted him to rock her, plumb her depths, and bring her 
to the dizzying heights of pure rapture. He was ready, too! God! He was more 
than ready, for the painful ache in his blood-swollen cock was almost more 
than he could stand. Beginning then with long, smooth strokes, he began to 
fuck smoothly in and out of her moist, clasping vaginal passage. He didn't 
ram or grind into her. It was just a steady stroking movement that didn't 
hit all the way to the bottom of her cunt yet. He didn't want to rush her or 
hurry himself too much. As he pumped his cock in and out of her, he was 
waiting, waiting for her response that he knew would come pretty soon. Then 
he would give her everything he had! But not yet! Wait! It'll be more fun 
that way!


Her eyes were becoming glazed, and her breath came in shallow pantings as 
the sensations in her loins became a raging, unquenchable fire. The only 
thing that would put out that fire was a soaringly ecstatic orgasm. Her hips 
began to thrust upward to take him, her cunt slithering up the shaft of his 
cock, attempting to take the whole of it deep up into her trembling belly. 
Then she ground her hips back into the mattress on his up-stroke until his 
penis came out of her cuntal sheath almost all the way, just the head of it 
remaining just inside her vaginal portal. This was it! Now was the time! She 
was responding to him, fucking back and Oliver was glad! He couldn't wait 
any longer himself!


Just at the instant Oliver was gathering his body to ram his cock deeply 
into her, Bob broke the kiss of deep passion and scrambled to his knees. He 
glanced at his uncle, cradled between Marilyn's white legs, and said, "Let's 
get her up on her knees so you can fuck her from the rear while she sucks me 
off!"


Concentrating only on the pleasure sensations of her body, Marilyn was not 
aware of what her husband had said or what he planned to do.


Oliver understood immediately. He was disappointed at having to withdraw 
right then, but he did it. After all, it was Bob's ball game here. Quickly 
then, the two men hauled her into the new position. She rested on her knees 
and elbows, the luscious moons of her buttocks waving nakedly in the air 
behind her. She felt frustration and annoyance at the interruption, but she 
smiled her satisfaction as Oliver Sachette knelt behind her, grasped her 
hips hard, and drove his massive cock powerfully into her gratefully 
accepting cunt, ramming with all his might until his ball-laden scrotum 
smacked up tight against her loins and his pubic bone crashed painfully into 
the bones at the base of her spine. He poised there for a moment as he 
savored the delightful sensations in his loins and heard her mumbled 
protest. "Oh, what are you doing to me now?"


Her husband, Bob Sachette, was lying down again athwart the bed. He could 
see her breasts hanging pendulum-like, dancing prettily beneath her kneeling 
body as Oliver began plunging deep into her belly, the shocks of it making 
her jerk and sway. Then she was grinding her hips back at him, countering 
him in his animal-like lunges deep into her clasping cuntal passage. Bob was 
stretched out in front of her now, and he reached out to her head, his hand 
going behind it as he forced her head down toward his rampant, hardened 
prick. Marilyn opened her passion-glazed eyes to look directly at her 
husband's long, thick, lust-inflated cock. In spite of her own needful lust, 
she tried to turn her head aside. Oh my God! Bob isn't going to make me do 
that! Instantly she knew what it was he wanted, but as she tried to pull 
away, he held her head firm in his hand and moved his loins up to press the 
blood-inflated head of his cock against her lips.


"Marilyn!" he told her firmly, "You're going to learn to suck cock now!"


"No, Bob! No!" she wailed. "My God, no! I couldn't!"


"But you will!" he stated. "We've both licked your cunt, so now it's your 
turn to suck cock!"


"That's different!" she started to argue, her lip beginning to pout. She was 
revolted by the idea.


Bob looked at Oliver, who slaved away behind her, caught his eye and said 
meaningfully, "You'll suck it or we'll both stop right now!"


The prospect, the very real fear that they might carry out such a threat, 
leave her in a limbo of extreme arousal when she was just on the verge of 
fulfillment, gripped her hard and she groaned, "Oh, no, not just now. 
Please? I ... I'm almost...."


"So, you suck my cock, okay?" her husband ground out at her. "Roll your lips 
over your teeth and take it in your mouth!" Shoving his hips up at her face, 
the shiny, smooth-as-silk head of his bloated cock brushed against her 
firmly pursed lips. Marilyn opened them reluctantly, not really knowing 
whether the two men would actually carry out the threat Bob had made. She 
didn't want to find out!


He flexed his hips to enter the soft, spongy head into the moist cavern of 
her mouth, and she ovaled her lips to receive it. Heeding Bob's 
instructions, she folded her lips over her teeth as it went into her mouth. 
It was a huge presence that made her feel like gagging, and the revulsion at 
what she was doing suddenly slashed through her. This was something she had 
never expected! But she would have to do it. With an effort, she controlled 
her feelings and licked at the desire-hardened shaft of flesh. Then she even 
tried a few experimental sucking motions. But, God, don't let them stop!


Oliver Sachette, behind her, rammed into her extra hard. Her body was driven 
forward, and without wafning, her whole mouth and throat was filled with her 
husband's pulsing cock. She closed her eyes and sucked desperately while 
Oliver gored her with furious strokes. The wonderfully huge, hard cock he 
drove into her seething cunt almost overwhelmed her with fiery pleasure. 
Faster and ever deeper, he plunged in and out of her, his massive, hardened 
shaft moving in and out of her cuntal sheath with the ease and power of a 
well-oiled piston. It was pure pleasure for her as she felt herself filled 
up, almost beyond reason, by his rhythmically fucking cock.


As he thrust wildly into Bob's wife, Oliver used his hands on her hips to 
pull her in tight to him with each insane plunging stroke. The fiery dam in 
his balls would have to break soon. He could feel his nearing ejaculation. 
The ache in his balls was becoming almost unbearable. Looking down, he 
watched her slaving buttocks. He was fascinated to watch how she pushed back 
at him, the hardened shaft of his big cock cleaving the furrow of her cunt, 
coming out ivory-white and glistening with moisture. It was vibrant, pulsing 
with life, as it slid in and out of the coral moistness of her cunt. Then it 
was buried to the root in her until none of the shaft could be seen. 
Glancing up, he saw that she had her husband's big cock in her mouth and 
that she was actually sucking on it. Damn! She learns fast!


Bob pressed his cock deeper and deeper up between her roundly ovaled lips. 
The delicious, tingling sensations in his balls incited him, and he thrust 
his lust-filled prick into her mouth until it had disappeared completely. He 
looked up to watch as the massive shaft of it slipped far back into her 
throat to the very root, her lips creeping over his length, eating him, 
devouring him, and his hairy loins were pressing against her chin. It was 
all in her mouth. Christ! That feels good! I should have made her suck my 
cock a long time ago!


Marilyn gagged. There was too much of him. She tried to twist her head aside 
to force him to withdraw it, but he held her head tight and straight to keep 
his aching cock deep in her throat.


He could feel the swallowing motions of her throat, and the sensations it 
generated were wild, out of this world. Then Bob knew that he would be 
coming to spewing orgasm soon! The burning sensation at the root of his cock 
demanded it. He had to do something else, something more! Holding his wife's 
head in position over him, he began to plunge in and out of her mouth, 
fucking her there as though it were another cunt. Unconsciously he matched 
the tempo that Oliver had established as his uncle knelt behind her and 
savagely rammed his cock in and out of her over-heated cunt. Marilyn had 
given in to the lewd sensations of the double ravishment. She tried to relax 
her throat muscles so that she could accept all of her husband's 
hard-driving length into her mouth with ease.


Her-feeling of revulsion when Bob's cockhead had entered her mouth almost 
made her feel ill. It had been hard for her to breathe. She couldn't think 
straight. The fear that they really might stop had goaded her to try, then 
with the growing excitement in her loins as Oliver had plundered her 
voraciously moist cunt from behind, she had begun to take more of Bob's huge 
cock into her mouth. After all, he was her husband! Finally, she had been 
able to accept all of it deep into her throat. To Marilyn it was a paradox, 
completely unexplainable. She didn't understand how those things that had 
revulsed her, being fucked by another man, having her cunt licked, and 
sucking cock, she was accepting and even loving part of it ... and wanting! 
Oh God! I'm changing! I'm not the same woman at all! Dazedly she began to 
wonder whether or not the two men would tear her apart as they thrust with 
ever more powerful strokes into two of her body's orifices. Oliver Sachette 
behind her, ramming with all his strength into her demandingly hungry cunt, 
and her husband, Bob, thrusting his massive length up into her mouth. Two 
men at the same time! I just can't believe it's really happening to me!


Then, to Marilyn, the mounting rapture at the very core of her being began 
to explode inside her. Her orgasm was beginning. It would be soon! Dimly, 
she was aware that Oliver, also, was ready to cum spewingly into her 
hungrily clasping cunt. He gripped the smooth rounded nakedness of her hips 
tight to him and was pounding up between her widespread buttocks with 
jackhammer force. He was out of control, his long, thick, hard cock was 
buffeting into her open pussy with a power she had never yet known. She 
hadn't even thought about it in advance, but had she considered the 
possibility, she would have been revulsed and sickened. As it was, she 
didn't have a chance to think about it until it happened. Her husband's cock 
erupted suddenly in her mouth, jetting scalding cascades of viscous, white 
sperm far back against her unexpecting tonsils, which forced her to swallow 
again and again to clear it from her throat and be able to breathe. And 
almost at the same time, she was helpless to do anything. Out of control 
herself as she came to her own release, her orgasmic rapture dimming her 
eyes and muffling her ears. At that instant in space and time there were no 
other realities for her except the cocks of two virile men, one fucking her 
cunt and the other fucking her mouth as though it were another vagina. And 
... she was cumming! "Aaaaaauuuuugggghhhhh!"


Heaving her hips back against Oliver, squirming and jerking expectantly 
against him, her body quivering, she waited for the moment when he, too, 
would shoot his hot, boiling sperm inside her. Faster and faster, harder and 
longer, Oliver slaved away behind her, his cock pistoning in and out 
smoothly until suddenly he was there. With a loud groan of satisfaction, he 
slammed into her as his cock hosed his hot, viscid cum deep into the depths 
of her cuntal passage to splash forcefully into the depths of her hotly 
contracting belly. He held himself rigid, his back arched, as his cock 
pumped it out wildly, and all of his ecstasy was there in the insane jetting 
of his wildly jerking cock.


Within mere seconds of each other, all three came to their orgasms, the two 
men greedily clutched her to them, caressing, massaging, and smoothing her 
with their hands as their cocks bored into her until finally they released 
her sperm-filled body. The euphoric, relaxing waves of orgasm washed over 
them, leaving them satiated, their virile cocks pulsing less and less and 
slowly becoming softer and softer. Behind her, Oliver Sachette pulled his 
deflating penis from her and flopped down on the bed with a groan. When he 
was prone on the bed, Bob shifted to lie straight parallel and Marilyn 
stretched out between the two men.


Now as she remembered that second night at Oliver's, it seemed again as 
though both men lay beside her. Oh how wonderful it had been, she thought. 
Yet she had to sleep! She had to think of something else and fight the 
arousal that was creeping once again over her breasts and into her loins. 
Her husband was asleep beside her, and even if he weren't, he'd never fuck 
her again in the same night. He couldn't. Those days seemed to be a memory 
now. And the irony of it all was that when he wanted her so much, she hadn't 
wanted him! Now she had to roll over and sleep because ... because the worst 
thing she could do ... the very worst ... would be to recall the family 
party at Jack's cabana the following evening. Oh, God!


* * *


CHAPTER FOUR


Jack turned out to be another uncle, a few years older than Oliver. Jack and 
his wife, Christine, as host and hostess in the loose Sachette way, took 
charge of Bob and Marilyn upon their arrival. Drinks were pressed into their 
hands, and they were separated. Everyone, of course, thought that Marilyn 
remembered them from the wedding although she had seen few of them since. 
Arline, a sister of Bob's, and Barbara, a sister-in-law, had taken her out 
the day before, but so far she hadn't spotted them. It was at least a half 
hour of handshaking and smiling and getting hugged in all directions before 
Marilyn saw the banner over the big stone fireplace that stretched over half 
a wall at one end of the room. "Naughty Night", it said simply but in big 
red letters. Underneath, though, was a long table with all kinds of food 
ranging from roasted ducks to caviar with generous baskets of plain rolls, 
pecan rolls, sesame, poppy seed, onion, all of which she recognized as being 
from the bakery. Suddenly she felt conscience stricken. She knew that all of 
the women had done their part, all except her. She had refused to make 
anything, feeling that the bakery goods were all they had any right to 
expect. But ... but ... now she was feeling left out.


Jack noticed the funny look cross her face. "What can I get you, Marilyn? 
Are you hungry?" He had just refilled her drink.


"No ... not just yet. I ... I ... I was just wishing I had brought 
something, that's all."


"Look at the bread!" Jack said in surprise.


"I mean me, not Bob! I ... I didn't understand...."


Jack pulled her into one arm and kissed her on the tip of her soft ear. "You 
don't feel like one of the gang yet, honey ... but that's what this party is 
all about!"


"It is?" she asked confused.


"Trust us!" he said. Jack Sachette had lighter hair than his brother Oliver 
or his nephew Bob.


"How come your hair is so light?" Marilyn asked him. His eyes were brown, 
although they didn't seem as dark as what she thought were Sachette eyes.


"You think my hair is light, don't you remember Dick? He's standing there 
with Bob now. That's not all white hair, some of it's blond. My mother was a 
blue-eyed blonde like you. Dick's got her eyes, too."


As Jack talked on, Marilyn looked around. Things were beginning to loosen up 
as boisterous jokes were told, the laughter and conversation flowing easily 
around them. There were couches and daybeds everywhere and people were 
gradually sitting down. Jack soon indicated a place for them, too, and they 
sat, Jack's arm resting easily around her, his fingers touching and stroking 
her upper arm casually as he explained what this relative did and that one 
there. But Marilyn's eyes were riveted on a tall, dark beautiful woman who 
was enfolded in the arms of a cousin whose name she had forgotten. One of 
his hands was up under the woman's dress and from what Marilyn could see, 
she would have guessed that the woman had no panties on under her 
mini-skirt.


Jack was calling her attention now to a couple lounging on the day bed 
beside the fireplace. "You remember Earl. He's married to Bob's sister 
Annette over there." Jack flung his hand toward the other end of the room. 
Marilyn stared at Earl and the little dark-haired vixen he was cuddling. She 
couldn't believe her eyes! The girl's blouse was open, revealing full, white 
breasts, seemingly over-bounteous for her tiny body. Earl's pudgy hand was 
fonding them, his fingers rolling her nipples to erect little spears. 
"That's Corinne Earl's playing with," Jack went on without batting an 
eyelash. "You've probably never met her because she's been in Europe for 
over a year. She's Dick's oldest daughter."


Marilyn looked away in embarrassment when Jack pointed out another couple, 
"You never met one of my sons either. He's older than Corinne, you see. Dick 
married later than all of us even though he was the next to the oldest...." 
Marilyn was tired of trying to keep it all straight and shocked by what she 
saw. The son whom Jack had pointed out was seated on a nearby chair. His fly 
was open and a redheaded woman with a full, graceful body knelt before him, 
her hands fondling and caressing the massive penis she had just pulled from 
his open pants. The man was a rangy, good-looking younger image of Jack.


Becoming panic-stricken, Marilyn searched the room for Bob. Then she saw him 
standing near the bar, apparently oblivious to the sexual things that were 
going on so openly around the room. There seemed to be only one thing on his 
mind, she noticed coldly. His Aunt Christine was plastered up against Bob, 
her hips undulating provocatively on the bulge of his erection inside his 
pants and Bob's hands were on the rounded fullness of her buttocks, pulling 
her up to him, closely and firmly. Oh, God! Marilyn thought as she watched 
her husband and suddenly realized exactly what "Naughty Night" meant in this 
family. It was a family, all right, one big happy fucking family!


"Well, at this kind of party, which is not too frequent among us, everybody 
comes for just one thing," Jack smiled, his eyes hooded as he looked at her 
with a suddenly lewdly gleaming twinkle in his eyes. "We use it to introduce 
new members, really. It kind of breaks down all the barriers ... you'll 
see!"


Well, the open, uninhibited mood that prevailed in the room had not yet 
caught her up in it! She trembled slightly and started to rise to go after 
her husband but stopped halfway up from her seat when she saw him laughing 
and disappearing drunkenly down behind the back of a couch with Jack's wife. 
She knew now that it was impossible to escape. Suddenly she saw Oliver 
looking at her from the bar. He looked very stern and was pointing a finger 
straight in her direction. Obediently, she sat down. "May I ... may I have 
another...." she held her glass out to Jack.


"Certainly...." He went to the bar and got a drink for each of them. She had 
had it half in her mind to escape but found that her legs were unable to 
move. Didn't she want to go?


Did she have some secret, subconscious desire to stay and ... and 
participate? The Sachette men and most of the sons-in-law were very 
handsome, fun-loving men, kind though somewhat over-sexy ...!


Oh God! Marilyn groaned inwardly. What was becoming of her? Her parents 
would die! God only knew what she would be doing before the night was over! 
Her hand trembled visibly as she lifted her third double of the evening to 
her lips and drank heavily. Another thing she was doing was drinking too 
much. These people mixed such large drinks!


"Want to walk around a little?" Jack asked her, grasping her elbow in 
support.


"N ... no ... well ... y ... yes. I think I'll get something to munch on," 
she told him. "Let me go," she said as he started to rise. She went to the 
heavily-laden table, picked some hot shrimp from a bubbling sauce and pulled 
a leg from one of the shiny-coated ducks and put them on a plate along with 
two carmel coated pecan rolls. Her steps were somewhat unsteady and she 
almost left her drink behind on the table, but she made it back to Jack 
without mishap. He noticed that she had forgotten a napkin and got one for 
her in a twinkling. How does he do it? she wondered. She had it in the back 
of her mind to interest him in eating before he got other ideas. Her heart 
was pounding in her chest like a trip-hammer as she tried unsuccessfully to 
get him to take a shrimp. "I brought an extra pecan roll for you," she said. 
That he took, but in two bites it was gone and his arm was around her again.


Finally he pulled her close and whispered in her ear, "I'll give you three 
more minutes to get rid of that duck." And he kept her close while he waited 
the three minutes.


It was odd how she felt herself pulled into the thing with far fewer qualms 
than she expected. She obeyed Jack and finished her food almost immediately. 
Then she lifted her drink and slugged the rest of it down in a hurry. Why 
didn't she go find her husband and insist upon going home? Had she fallen so 
... so ... where? She couldn't even feel that it was low anymore as her head 
swirled in a haze of alcohol and the other bodies in the room became blurred 
and remote yet suggestive as the phonograph record they had listened to ... 
when was it? Oh God, she breathed a heavy sigh and curled into Jack's arm, 
forcing him to catch her empty glass as it started to plummet to the floor.


She felt him lift her to her feet and walk her somewhere. She was so utterly 
comfortable that she didn't want to open her eyes at all. "Come on," she 
heard him whisper again in her ear. "Start shedding those clothes, honey. 
Uncle Jack wants to see that hot little cunt of yours."


She felt him lift her to her feet and walk her somewhere. She was so utterly 
comfortable that she didn't want to open her eyes at all. "Come on," she 
heard him whisper again in her ear. "Start shedding those clothes, honey. 
Uncle Jack wants to see that hot little cunt of yours." She opened her eyes 
a little. All she saw was a wall and a daybed in front of it. Demurely she 
turned her back and began to lift her skirt up her thighs and over her full, 
rounded hips. Behind her she heard the sigh of a zipper and the rustle of 
cloth. He was disrobing, too. Well, what had she expected?


Yet there was something missing ... a warmth. Why he hadn't even kissed her. 
There was nothing at all like there had been with Oliver. "Come on," Jack 
suddenly cut into her thoughts. "I can't fuck you if you don't take those 
things off." The man about growled at her! Then he came up behind her, his 
hands going around under her arms to capture the rounded fullness of an 
alabaster breast in each. Purposefully he kneaded and caressed the satiny 
smoothness of them, and she felt the hairiness of his chest pressed up 
against the nakedness of her back, and below, the hard heat of his nakedly 
erect penis brushed the small of her back. It was beginning and she couldn't 
believe that she was involved in it. Then suddenly she realized the problem.


"This is a funny thing to do to someone you don't like," she said unsteadily 
to him. Then she turned around to face him. "How come you want to ... fuck 
me if you don't like me, Jack?" They then stared at each other.


Jack was not in the mood for a discussion. This woman was one hell of a 
good-looking broad but she was right about his not liking her as a relative. 
Well, he'd level with her and then they could get down to business. "This 
whole party was designed for Bob," he admitted. "You've been pretty cold. 
Oliver says that's all in the past. Well, it isn't for some of us yet. 
Maybe," he came and held her chin yet did not kiss her. "We can begin to 
pull down some of the barriers this way."


It was true. She had turned down invitation after invitation, sometimes 
without even consulting Bob. Well, yes, maybe this was the way to a 
solution. Her own feelings were still cool toward them. Jack was sitting on 
the edge of the daybed now, grinning lewdly and pushing her dress up to her 
panties as he began stroking the soft white roundness of her thigh.


"Drink it.......come on, some more!" a masculine voice was ordering her and, 
dazed, she found herself trying to obey. Her head and shoulders were being 
raised and supported by a strong arm. She let her eyes flicker open and 
slowly the whirling room full of people in various stages of undress and 
sexual activity began to settle down before her focalizing vision. She felt 
nauseous and was lying outstretched on the daybed. Someone ... a man was 
sitting on the edge beside her, holding her up. She glanced at him. It was 
Jack. For a moment she had hoped it might be Bob or ... or Oliver, at least. 
His gaunt hand held a glass from which she had drunk, and its contents had 
caused her tongue to tingle. There was a pleasant, mild burning at the base 
of her stomach.


"Wh ... what happened?" she questioned feebly, trying to sit upright. , "You 
fainted," Jack told her. "You better drink the rest of this. It's just some 
bourbon."


Marilyn pushed his hand holding the glass away and swung her legs around 
slowly, letting her feet touch the floor. It was then that she realized her 
dress was raised almost to her hips and recalled that Jack had planned to 
make love to her. Oh God! Quickly she tugged at her skirt, covering herself, 
a flush of shame sweeping over her. She said, "I'm sorry. I ... I never 
fainted before in my life. It's all coming back now...."


"Here," Jack said, holding the glass to her lips. "You ought to finish this, 
Marilyn."


She took the glass from him and drained it, the amberish colored liquid 
immediately causing further stimulation in her belly. For Marilyn was 
remembering now what he had said about her coldness. Why she should be 
grateful, she thought, that they were even bothering with her at all! They 
had tried hard to establish a relationship with her for a long time and she 
had repeatedly insulted them with refusal after refusal. What had been wrong 
with her? Somehow, somewhere, Marilyn had lost another self that she had 
been. She remembered. She remembered the cold, proper woman who had 
understood her own powers, especially over men, and had used those powers 
mercilessly. But that other woman had ... had evaporated somewhere and now 
all she had was the lovely body that had brought upon itself so much 
dislike. Well, she knew that she was going to have to struggle to stay and 
take whatever the family had planned for her. But she deserved whatever they 
had in mind and if that meant making love without the love part well ... 
still ... And again she was hesitant.


She put one hand on her skirt-covered thigh and Jack's big one came down 
over it. The unexpected act caused her heart to leap in her chest, seeming 
to bolt upward as if to lodge in her throat. Her breath caught and she gaped 
at him. Then she eased backwards, squirming into the corner of the bed. He 
grinned, his face struggling for an appearance of tenderness, but the tiny 
lecherous explosions sparkling in his eyes belied him. A tremor rippled over 
her as she felt his hand that had been on top of hers resting on her thigh, 
move suddenly to her flat, tense stomach, then inch around her waist as he 
slid closer to her until his face was mere inches from her own. Yet, as 
horrified inwardly as she was, she fought for the resolve she had made to 
accept anything. This night might well be the night that would make or break 
her with Bob's family. Suddenly Jack spoke.


"Hold still, honey. I'm going to fuck you whether we hate each other or 
not!"


Hate? Marilyn stiffened as if she had been submerged naked in a snow bank. 
Her mouth fell loosely open and her eyes widened in sheer disbelief, his use 
of the word 'hate' knifing into her heart and pride. They hated her? This 
man hated her? Then as she stood up at his-bidding, near-petrified, she felt 
his hands slipping around her slender waist again and the strength of his 
powerful arms drawing her tightly against him, his one hand moving down to 
encompass the rounded full spheres of her buttocks while the other quickly 
pulled down her zipper and pulled her dress to the floor. She felt the blood 
rushing to her cheeks in the shame of his hand moving intimately over her 
tensed, fear-stricken body.


"In front of ... all these people?" she asked weakly.


"No one's paying attention to us, honey," he assured her and it was very 
likely true. His hands found and unhooked the little clasp of her bra and 
quickly her great globular breasts bounced free.


Bob! Bob! Help me! My God, where are you? W ... what am I going to do? I 
want to make it up to them but ... She instinctively struggled a little in 
Jack's arms, trying to free herself as he pulled off her nylon panties, but 
she was helpless against his might. Slowly he lowered his head until his wet 
lips completely smothered her soft, trembling mouth, his tongue smashing 
lustfully between her lips and against her small, white teeth. He hugged her 
close, his big hands hot and moving as they pressed into the round, full 
orbs of her buttocks to force her pelvis tighter against him, the throbbing 
bulge of his cock pressing hard against the top of her pubic mound and the 
bottom of her soft belly. An unreasonable and uncontrollable tremor rippled 
over her. Something ... something absolutely impossible was happening inside 
her! Without any warm-up whatever, she was actually experiencing wild little 
sensations of excitement to contrast with the shame she felt she ought to be 
feeling. Her mouth gave way to the rape of his tongue and she sensed herself 
going limp against him as he forced her back down on the bed, his big hands 
covering her erect, full breast, sending further unbelievably lewd 
fermentations spiraling through her.


"No ... no ... stop," Marilyn groaned without conviction.


"Pure sex, huh, Marilyn?" Jack hissed, his hands roving over her 
exploringly. He chuckled lewdly. "That tight little cunt of yours is on 
fire, huh? Makes you want to beg for a cock to fill it? Don't worry, I'm 
going to fill it for you." He leaned into her again. His wet kiss was 
beginning to feel a little more human. She was truly coming alive with 
overpowering, impossible sensations. His hands, his tongue, his body had 
kindled her aflame with desire almost immediately. Never before, even with 
Bob, had she felt so overcome with sheer sensual craving. My God, she had to 
gain a hold on herself! What was happening to her? Was it because of the 
alcohol? Or was it because the whole affair was so public? Maybe she was 
just ... just ... changing!


Then Jack's hands were on the satiny, naked flesh of her leg and moving 
upward, upward to her thigh, the soft, warm flesh of her inner thigh and God 
Almighty! She wanted it there! Oh God!


"Oh Marilyn, honey, you beautiful, luscious bitch! Who said you were 
frigid!" Jack babbled down at where she lay stretched out beneath him while 
his hands smoothed up the silken flesh of her trembling thigh, moving higher 
with each stroke until he let them brush to the very peak of the delightful 
juncture, instigating the sensation of contact as they pressed gently 
against the golden fleece covered lips of her panting pink-slitted little 
pussy. Marilyn groaned and jerked to the slight pressured touch against her 
naked, tingling genitals, her brain desperately fighting to seize a sense of 
control over her rapidly overpowering physical senses. Oh, Lord, what had 
come over her? Would she ever be the old Marilyn again? Would she ever be 
the Marilyn who walked into the party tonight?


Oh, God! Her mind was a whirlpool of confusion. If only she could think 
straight! If only she had time to consider what she really ought to do! 
Maybe she should play along a little and watch for her chance to escape and 
yet ... maybe it was her last chance to prove to Bob's family that she was a 
human being!


"You're so beautiful, Marilyn," Jack whimpered. "I could eat you alive! Do 
you know that?" He went on, interrupting her thoughts as he gently stroked 
her thighs, brushing her golden hair-covered vaginal lips up between her 
legs at the apex of every stroke. Marilyn felt her arms move upward and 
around his neck while her legs opened to him uncontrollably, as if 
manipulated by a separate brain of their own, while her tongue suddenly 
trailed across his lips, little mewls of helpless submission emitting from 
her throat. She felt his thick long finger tracing the thin, pink-furrowed 
line of her exposed cunt and she writhed and squirmed beneath it 
intractably. Her hands caught at his powerful shoulders, their frosted nails 
gouging into the muscular flesh through his clothing. A quick moment of 
repulsion swept her up at her own response even as the prurient spasms of 
unwanted desire raced through her loins and belly while slowly he parted the 
wisps of soft sparse pubic hair and wormed it deeper and deeper up into her 
moist, excited channel, sending shocks of insane delight soaring through 
her.


Marilyn tossed her head and whined throatily in her emotional torment and 
unprecedented craving, a stimulating shock playing along the smooth, exposed 
flesh of her legs, and she twitched and squirmed her buttocks down into the 
softness of the bed, her whimpers changing into an incessant-, helpless 
series of groans as Jack's fingers taunted the sensitive slit between her 
thighs, gently thrusting and probing into it, parting the silken, blonde 
pubic hair and making a sudden electrifying contact with the tiny throbbing 
center of the undesired passion that had swept over her. It lewdly saturated 
her whole being, and she chewed at her lips to hold back the moan of sheer 
delectation mounting ecstatically in her sensuously quivering breasts.


Then momentarily she tried to struggle against him, but he held her as if 
she were a child, smiling triumphantly down into her shame-contorted face. 
Then she again relaxed her struggling, caught up again in the confusion of 
her motives and the hopelessness of her situation. There was nothing she 
could do but lie there in defenseless subjugation while this demented uncle 
explored her soft secret body at will, taking any and all indecent liberties 
with her that he pleased. There was absolutely no way she could stop him and 
even if she could, she would lose in the end, for Bob and his entire family 
might be angry with her and hate her all the more because she had not let 
this man do it to her! And she knew that her betraying body was reacting 
with unwanted desire to the maddening play of his fingers in her vagina, her 
hips actually responding of their own volition in rhythm to his tantalizing 
fingerfucking in the moistly aroused split between her legs.


"Now that's it, honey," he hissed at her. "That's better. Don't try to fight 
me. Enjoy it, honey, like that. Do you see? Your tight little cunt is 
getting nice and wet, and pretty soon you're going to beg me to fuck you, 
aren't you, Marilyn?"


Marilyn couldn't catch her breath. She tried to speak but her words stuck in 
her throat, the sensual shock of his thick fingers teasing around her now 
hotly quivering clitoris causing her to writhe her buttocks down into the 
bed in a vain effort to escape the frenzied spasms coursing over her soft, 
vibrant flesh. "Oh ... oh," she moaned helplessly while he continued his 
clitoral teasing, at last pausing to draw an answer from her.


"Well, am I right, honey? You want me to fuck you, huh?"


"Oh, yes, yes ... anything you say ... only don't hurt me, please?" she 
begged, breathless from his assault, her lovely face a grimace of the lewdly 
rising pleasure deep up in her tortured belly.


"Hurt you?" he said, sounding as though he were half aware of what she had 
asked. "Why should I hurt you? Just fuck me. Fuck me back hard and good, 
huh?"


Again the sound of the lewd, obscene word caused her to react inwardly, but 
oddly enough it was with a sense of strange excitement as he uttered it and 
she rolled her face away from him. "Yes, oh, yes, I'll try," she whispered 
between tightly clenched teeth, trying desperately not to show the effect 
his fingers were having on her.


Jack moved up over her, forcing her face back to him with his hand behind 
her head. He kissed her wetly, his tongue sliding deep into her mouth while 
his thick long finger began to teasingly massage her cunt once more. Marilyn 
groaned beneath him, fighting to keep control of what mental facilities she 
still possessed as the convulsive little twinges of delight began to race 
involuntarily through her loins and belly again. "Let me get my clothes off, 
honey," he whispered.


As he left her, she only lay there with her eyes closed, refusing to think 
unless she screamed out in pure fright. As his body left hers, she felt the 
cool rush of air against her throbbing breasts with their hard, distended 
pink nipples as they became completely exposed to him again. She heard his 
sharp intake of breath, his big hand clutching her breasts hotly and 
kneading, squeezing, rolling the nipples painfully between his fingers until 
finally his warm, wet mouth encompassed one, his tongue flicking and 
worrying the tiny nipple maddeningly. Then he took the other in the same 
manner, his long wet tongue at last trailing down through the deep narrow 
vale that separated them. Her stomach muscles tensed as it slithered down 
her, dipping momentarily into her navel, taunting it while his hands 
continued to caress and stroke her aching breasts. And then his hands left 
her breasts and he was pressing her thighs apart.


Once more she felt a cool gush of air, but this time it brushed against her 
warm, damp thighs and loins, still refusing to allow herself a single 
thought, her eyes clenched securely shut. She felt the pressure on the bed 
while he raised to his knees and she could hear him taking another drink 
from his glass by the bed. For a long time, but she couldn't reason how 
long, she lay there in the darkness of her mind, lost in the torment of her 
thoughts, until his voice reached her, "Come on, Marilyn honey, open those 
beautiful eyes and see how it looks to you, huh?"


She did so agonizingly and saw him kneeling erect between her open legs that 
he had forcibly and obscenely spread open to him completely and obscenely 
spread open to him. His face was twisted in a lewd grin, and she let her 
eyes trail downward over his muscularly powerful torso to the thick, 
hardened penis standing out from his lean loins. Her eyes began to widen in 
mounting disbelief while his licentious smirk broadened and his hands 
lustfully stroked the heavy uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over the 
hard, blood-engorged head. "Look at it, honey! A beauty, huh?" he taunted 
proudly. "Think it'll fill that luscious cunt of yours?"


But Marilyn hardly heard his obscene words. She was too shocked with the 
sight of his huge, already pulsating organ to the point of almost destroying 
any erotic sensations that had possessed her. Yet she couldn't help but gape 
at the massiveness of his penis, its length and thickness causing her to 
stare in awe, while the sight of her own naked, obscenely spread-open thighs 
filled her with miserable shame as once more the helplessness of her 
stituation dwelled in her fogged brain. Then it further registered that he 
was sadistically enjoying this debauchery he was subjecting her to, the 
gleam in his eyes bordering on sexual intensity. Still she stared, her eyes 
seemingly fixed on the inhuman-sized fleshy instrument he was still holding 
and stroking. Its thickness was terrorizing! Good God! No woman could take 
it! It would rip her open! She tore her eyes away from the massive penis, 
rolling her head to one side as he continued to torment her, watching with 
salacious delight the horrified expression of fear that she knew was 
contorting her face.


She prayed that tears would dribble from her eyes to help relieve the ball 
of agony in her throat, but to no avail. Just as she knew that it would be 
useless to appeal to Jack, she knew that her body was going to cooperate 
with him and not her. She had to steel her senses for what she knew was to 
come and she hardly heard his intakes of breath with their implications any 
longer. Her brain was too occupied with the hopelessness of her position and 
the horrifying dread of knowing that there was no escape. She must endure 
his assault, for certainly he was going to rape her defenseless, cringing 
body, no matter how much she begged him not to. There was nowhere to turn. 
She was utterly alone and completely subject to his ruthless lust. Dear God, 
why? Oh, why did this have to happen to me? What did I ever do except marry 
Bob, the man I love?


He dropped his weight upon her then, forcing the breath from her soft, white 
body with a gasp, the hardness of his thick, pulsating cock crushing into 
the tender flesh of her belly, his huge hands once more squeezing her full 
firm breasts so viciously that she cried out with the pain. He eased his 
hold on them and she realized that he did not really mean to hurt her. Then 
suddenly his mouth was smothering hers, his tongue plunging deep into her 
throat in his mounting lust. "You hot fucking little cunt!" he hissed, 
jerking his head up to stare at her. "I'm going to make you beg me to fuck 
me before I'm finished. Yeah, you're going to beg me to bury my cock in that 
snobbish little cunt of yours, so fucking deep up your cunt that you'll 
taste it! Right through to your stuck-up ass!"


Marilyn said nothing, only tried to deafen her ears to his abuse. Dear God, 
it was her own fault! She could not blame him! Then he was moving down her 
body, slithering downward, down until his face was even with her loins, mere 
inches above them, and the shock of what he intended to do caused her to 
recoil in horror.


"W ... what are you? My God! No! Oh no, no, please! You can't ... not that! 
Stop, that's not for just ... just...." She dearly wanted to scream as he 
placed his palm against the soft inner sides of her thighs, pressing them 
apart even more open to his lust-inflamed eyes. She moaned aloud, raising 
her head to stare down between her erect, upthrust breasts and see him, 
mouth open, tongue out, poised between her widespread legs. "Oh, no, please! 
I beg ... you ... don't do that to me...."


W-edged strategically between the soft white thighs, their warm inner flesh 
pressing against him, Jack gazed greedily at the tight pink slit fringed 
enticingly with its flaxen, golden hair, eyeing the two tiny glistening 
pearls of moisture that dampened the little tongue-like pink petals peeking 
out at him from the thin, vertical mouth. As she lay seemingly rooted to the 
bed beneath her, eyes pleading, humiliation nearly complete, she watched 
petrified as with deliberately slow and decisive movements he placed his 
thumbs delicately on the sensitive, fleshy lips of her cunt, spreading the 
soft, blonde pubic curls as the flanges parted almost glutinously, flowering 
open the moist, coral flesh to his desire-filled sight. He was being pretty 
rough, he knew, but that's what Bob had ordered. He wanted his wife 
completely ravaged ... just as much as was humanly possible. Jack figured 
Bob knew what he wanted.


In utter degradation, Marilyn felt the hot wisps of his rapid breathing 
taunt her sensitive vaginal flesh and she moaned in shame, her head still 
upright, her eyes almost refusing to acknowledge the lewd scene they were 
beholding. Then her own breath nearly choked her as she watched his face 
lower into the vee of her naked vaginal slit and felt the full length of his 
long, hot tongue slip wetly up into her shocked and quivering pussy. Her 
lovely, soft, naked body recoiled through reflex, jerking convulsively, a 
loud whimper bursting from her lungs while her buttocks ground vainly 
downwards in her useless effort to evade the perverted outrage he was 
committing upon her defenseless genitals. Her stomach lurched and churned in 
spasmodic confusion and she moaned while his tongue slithered in and out of 
her hopelessly exposed cunt in warped animal-like frenzy.


"Ooooooohhhhhh ... oooohhhhh. Stop ... don't ... please ... oooooohhhh!" She 
groaned incessantly in her debased degradation, her head beginning to flail 
from side to side negatively as she held it raised in humiliated, shameful 
horror, gaping in disbelief at his obscene licking down between her 
widespread thighs. It wasn't happening! It couldn't be! A horrible and lewd 
nightmare, that was all it was! She tried to reason it away, but his tongue 
assured her as it raced in a liquid torrent up into her unwanting yet, 
rapidly dilating cunt. Tiny unwanted spasms of lewd delight were coming 
alive within her whole being from his demented and depraved tonguing of her 
moist, palpitating cuntal slit.


Then his hand moved caressingly up over her smooth white belly to the 
pulsating, firm flesh of one hard-nippled breast, cupping and tormenting it 
with sadistic delight while his mouth and tongue sucked and thrust into the 
widespread split of her loins with wet, obscene sounds that filled the room, 
it seemed to her. She realized that his dulled eyes were locked in twisted 
pleasure on her abased humiliated face until suddenly it struck her that he 
was waiting for a complete destruction of her pride and morals as well as 
her traitorous body. He would settle for nothing else!


She had to fight him ... had to! But even as she waged the feeble attempt, 
in the back of her brain she knew it was useless. She was ensnared! Bob was 
probably fucking Jack's wife and there was absolutely nothing she could do 
alone. Lust was rapidly overcoming her. Oh, God! God! God! Wildly, her brain 
raced in its struggle against his obscene attack while he continued to suck 
and lick insanely at the damp hairline slit between her open legs. She 
fought desperately to keep her wits from melting into the hot, liquid 
ravishment that was creeping up from her loins to completely engulf her, its 
delight telegraphing unbelievable, enraptured sensations in maddening 
excitement through every tiny vein, muscle and sinew of her subjugated body.


Damn! What a goddamned gorgeous, innocent little goddess she was! He raised 
his glazed eyes to fix them on her beautiful, contorted face as he 
unceasingly kept up his wild tongue-thrusts into her tightly clenched 
vagina. He read the completely subjected expression on her face with 
enjoyment. Shit, she was beautiful! And the way she was trying to fight it 
all, that was what made it good. Fight it, you stuck-up cunt! Fight it! 
That'll make it all the better when you collapse! By God, his nephew was 
going to have a wife when Uncle Jack finished with her! Then his lips probed 
and explored until he found the erectile, pulsating button of her clitoris. 
He heard her gasping moan of agonized pleasure as he sucked the thin, 
pulsating nub between his teeth and clutching it tightly, laved his tongue 
over and around it in a series of rapidly increasing circles until 
eventually he opened his lust-hungry mouth wider and sent his tongue 
downward back through the velvet moistened slit to the hot, throbbing 
opening of her vaginal channel.


Marilyn realized that she could hardly, if any longer, control herself at 
all. The erotic sensations had reached beyond her physical or mental powers 
of counteraction. She had become overwhelmingly enraptured with his 
lust-filled tonguing of her cunt, unwantingly so in the beginning but surely 
lost to its satanic delight now. Her own brain had become a turmoil, and her 
feeble power to fight had so diminished that it was hardly even a memory. 
She found herself flailing her head wantonly from side to side as he orally 
fucked her, lashing and plunging his long hot tongue up into her receptive 
and now hotly clasping vagina, while she listened as if from another world 
to her own mewling and whimpering sounds as he continued to swirl and thrust 
his tongue into the warm velvety confines of her moist, passion-charged 
cunt.


Abruptly then, he was raising her legs high, slipping his arms beneath them 
until they were wedged underneath her thighs, pressing them relentlessly up 
until they draped over his broad shoulders, then he maneuvered his hand and 
wrist skillfully beneath the quivering orbs of her buttocks, pulling them up 
to his mouth with captive authority. Marilyn's whimpers of ungovernable, if 
involuntary pleasure filled his ears as he burrowed his hot tongue deeper 
and deeper into the simmering fluid depths between her thighs. She tossed 
about jerkily beneath him and he watched her hands fight a losing battle 
with one another until suddenly they were clenching at his hair in 
desperation, lewdly struggling to press him further and further into her 
loins. Her whimpers became moans, then outright cries of rapture as he 
continued to plunge his tongue deep into the searing, pleasurable depths of 
her delighted cunt.


What little control she had managed to exercise had disappeared, Marilyn 
realized. Now her buttocks were jerking and convulsing of their own accord 
beneath his thrusting tongue that was shooting erotic jolts of never before 
known sensation through her unfulfilled body. And then, and then she felt 
his tongue flick from her vagina downward toward the secret, tiny, puckered 
little hole of her anus! She wanted to scream, but instead, she moaned in 
erotic bliss at the sudden, wet, seething contact of his pleasure-giving 
tongue with the forbidden, sensitive opening. She closed her eyes and licked 
at her lips in sensual enchantment. "Oh ... oooooohhhhhhh ... 
ooooooohhhhhhh," she chanted ecstatically. "Y ... you ... you filthy ... 
filthy man ... ooooohhhhh," she moaned even as she rolled her hips and tried 
in helpless abandon to screw her tormented rectum back up onto his stiff 
probing tongue.


Jack couldn't contain his lewd laughter as he thrust against the snug, 
rubbery opening, raising gooseflesh on her quivering belly and heavy breasts 
as her buttocks jerked and writhed at the delicious sensations racing wildly 
through her whole being. "Ooooohhhhh," she gasped further, again raising her 
head to gape down at his distorted face licking so hotly between her 
upraised thighs. "P ... please stop...." she begged, the horrifying 
realization dawning on her that the words tumbling from her lips were false, 
for she did not want him to stop!


He licked on at her open wet loins while her soft white body trembled and 
spasmed uncontrollably beneath the overpowering assault at the raw nerve 
ends of her pulsating cunt. Her clenched teeth, fists and determination 
could no longer do anything to hold back the wanton throes of sensual bliss 
that had seized complete domination over her. There was no fight left in 
her. He was bringing her intense rapture, the likes of which she had never 
before dreamed! Her voluptuous, sensitive body had secretly cried out too 
long for fulfillment! "Ooooohhhhh ... ooooohhhhhh, dear God! Y ... yes, 
please. Lick my cunt! Suck it! Do things to me...." She moaned lewdly, her 
shamelessly aroused flesh quivering and twitching beneath his long, hot 
tongue. She raised her hips to him, her wet, squirming loins submitting in 
complete servitude. Her hands clutched at his hair as she cried out from the 
very depths of her soul, all else but the bliss of the moment finally 
obliterated from her mind as she tried to pull his face in tighter to the 
throbbing, wide-spread hole between her legs while the near-insane delight 
of lust-filled enchantment captured complete charge over her.


"God damn you, you hot little bitch!" Jack rasped raising up suddenly while 
Marilyn looked dazedly upward into his wetly glistening face from where she 
lay beneath him, stripped naked and helpless in her degrading, obscene 
position. "It's fucking time now, honey. Time to stuff that luscious cunt of 
yours with this throbbing prick of mine, huh? Yeah, honey, you're going to 
get the fucking of your life!"


Reality was slowly creeping back over her, but she couldn't move. It was 
almost as if she were hypnotized with her thighs raised and spread wide 
apart to him, her swollen breasts heaving as she breathed in short gasping 
breaths and her belly quivered and cringed while her eyes locked upon his 
long, thick cock spearing angrily out from his hairly loins. Then he was 
crawling up over her and she started to plead once more, but before she 
could get the words out, another voice, a feminine one said, "That's far 
enough, Jack! Now get off!"


Marilyn's reaction was a conflict, yet she was happy to have the decision 
made the right way for her. Then she heard a heavy, panting sound 
accompanied by a fierce animal growl. Jack swore aloud while struggling to 
get off of her, "Goddamn it, Gabrielle! I was just ready to throw a good 
fuck in her. She's turned on enough now to take on the whole house. Why 
should I get off?"


Gabrielle, a tall, willowy brunette, maybe in her mid-thirties, laughed 
wickedly, "I do, Uncle Jack. It's time for a little exhibition, and you had 
just better have her hot enough for Mudzie here to finish her off. Now get 
off the bed and let's let him have a little fun."


"I don't know, Gabby," Jack hesitated. "Did you ask...."


"Shhhh!" she shushed him. "Of course I did!"


"Well ... all right then," Jack said, pulling well aside.


Marilyn could hardly believe her eyes as all the people she had seen in the 
cabana came trooping smilingly in to crowd excitedly around the bed where 
she lay-. For one brief moment she had thought she might cry for she was 
that happy to be saved from the ravishment she knew was coming from Uncle 
Jack. Yet, instead of crying out to the others for help, she had in her 
shocked surprise not moved a muscle. She remained in her obscenely spread 
position with her legs up to her chest as if fastened there. It had all 
happened so fast that her mind could hardly comprehend its meaning. Then she 
saw that a massive black dog had moved forward and raised up with its 
forepaws on the bed, its great head between her legs, and a new shudder of 
horror and shame rippled through her. In utter fear, Marilyn started to 
lower her legs and roll from the bed, but when she saw the huge shepherd 
bare his. vicious teeth and heard him growl his warning, she dared not move, 
only continued to lie there with her thighs still spread and knees drawn up 
to her breasts, while the beast lowered his head and began sniffing at her 
saliva moistened vagina, his bushy tail wagging, his haunches beginning to 
tremble noticeably.


Marilyn tried to beg help from the naked crowd but nothing would come from 
her constricted throat. The powerful dog was sniffing at her naked vagina as 
the brute's cold nose suddenly rubbed wetly against her tiny cringing anus.


"You see," the tall willowy girl, Gabrielle, said to the others. "I told you 
Mudzie had a preference for fair-haired girls!"


Marilyn, in her shocked, cringing terror, couldn't believe what was taking 
place. Dear God, they all were standing there naked, their faces actually 
twisted in glazed lust, at least most of them were, watching the vile, 
abominable things this horrible beast was doing to her. They obviously had 
no intentions of helping her at all! Had the whole world gone insane?


She jerked spasmodically then, hardly daring to realize that the animal's 
tongue had snaked out to lick wetly up and down the crevice surrounding her 
snug little rectum, the tip burrowing slightly into the outer fleshy anal 
ring. "Oh God ... Oooooohhhh!" she whined aloud, then momentarily decided to 
try and squirm away, but the powerful black animal raised his head, growling 
menacingly as he began to lap with greed at the narrow pink slit between her 
thighs. He ran his tongue wetly the full length of it, from the tightly 
closed little anus up over the fluted pink edges of her cunt to the tiny 
still erect bud of her clitoris. His thick tongue spread through the soft 
fleece-sprinkled flesh like a warm knife slicing through butter. It laved 
relentlessly between her wide-spread legs, pausing only sporadically to 
lunge in a curl deeply into her vaginal passage. She spasmed convulsively as 
she writhed helpless under the dominating beast's tongue, all of the wild 
sensations she had known only a short interval before being quickly revived 
to sweep ungovernably over her once more.


Then suddenly her fear became a secondary emotion within her, sensual 
pleasure racing to the forefront! God ... oh God! She didn't care anymore! 
It ... it was too wonderful ... too beautiful to ignore or fight against! 
Soft mewls of delight erupted from her and suddenly, she found herself 
placing her hands on the massive dog's ears bravely, and with a deep 
animalistic groan of her own, she was kicking her legs back farther over her 
head, pulling his nose forward into her moist, throbbing vagina that was 
presented up to him now like a naked feast. His great tongue shot up the 
velvety channel to depths that Jack had never reached, ravishng her upthrust 
crotch mercilessly, and she couldn't hold back the babbling whines of 
licentious delight that streamed crazily from her lips.


Bob Sachette, fucking heavily between the tightly locked legs of his Aunt 
Christine, was interrupted by a heavy pull on his shoulder. It was one of 
his brothers, Alan Sachette. "Come on, man the show's just beginning! You 
two can fuck all night later!" It was all he could do to pull himself from 
Christine's nakedly writhing body, but intuitively he felt that it must be 
important for his brother to bother him. He had been a bit worried about 
Marilyn's reaction to all this and he suspected that whatever the 'show' 
was, it had to do with her. He was rather excited at the thought of seeing 
others fuck his naked wife. Yet, Bob Sachette in his wildest dreams could 
never have imagined the shit that would greet his eyes as he walked around 
the emptied beds and couches to where everyone else had gathered. Jesus 
Christ! There was Uncle Jack standing naked by the bed, his prick standing 
rock-hard and erect like a flagpole, watching Marilyn ... his Marilyn ... 
her naked crotch completely exposed to the huge dog that was ... was ... 
Christ Almighty, whose fucking idea was this? Gabrielle! It was her damned 
Mudzie there! The fucking black shepherd was licking his wife's cunt and ... 
and Marilyn looked as if she was going out of her mind! Or ... or was it he 
that was blowing his head? Bob gawked at her in stark amazement. Christ, it 
was absolutely incredulous! Wither she had flipped or she was higher than a 
bird on something, drunk probably! The whole damn family was drunk 
apparently. He saw Mudzie raise his great head from Marilyn's wildly 
throbbing vagina and begin to nudge at her with his nose as if he were 
trying to roll her onto her stomach.


"Turn over! Turn over!" Gabby ordered. "He wants you over. Get up on your 
knees! Hurry!" she was instructed excitedly, and to Bob's astonishment, 
Marilyn was complying like some trained slave, the expression on her 
beautiful young face a loose wantonness the likes of which he had never seen 
before. "Yes, like that, like that!" his crazy cousin Gabrielle literally 
sang. "Raise your ass high!" And Marilyn did, getting onto her knees as 
commanded, moaning passionately as she obediently lifted her lovely ripe 
buttocks quiveringly into the air.


Bob gulped aloud, staring in shocked awe while Marilyn twisted her rounded 
white buttocks back toward the animal lasciviously, reaching with her 
slender white hands back to spread the cheeks of her ass open to give the 
brute full access to her tiny, puckered anus. His brain whirled wildly when 
he saw the powerful beast's animal tongue lash wetly up and down through the 
smooth, hairless crevice, his own prick giving a desperate, unwanted lurch 
in his pants at the depraved, primeval sight.


"Oooohhhh ... ooooohhhhh...." Marilyn chanted while Mudzie splayed his long 
thick tongue wetly through the length of her hotly quivering cunt lips from 
behind. Then she found herself trying to widen her knees even further in an 
effort to open the pink gap more to him. His animal tongue thrust up the 
moist coral furrow, penetrating the deep dilated passageway as it ravished 
her crotch in never unceasing, mounting bliss. She moaned gutturally in this 
never before ecstasy as she twisted her head and with blurred eyes thought 
she saw her husband beside the bed, but it was all unimportant, nothing else 
mattered, only the enchanting sensations that were taking place back between 
her upraised ass-cheeks.


Then suddenly, through the haze of her ever increasing passion, Marilyn felt 
the huge shepherd mount her, his soft furry genitals crowding toward her 
trembling buttocks, his forelegs clutching tightly at her hips in the manner 
of a male human. The beast's lashing tongue had rekindled the flame in her 
loins even more so than Uncle Jack's ministrations, and as she turned her 
head, she caught the entire refelction of their obscene depravity in a 
tilted mirror that Gabrielle was holding behind her. The salacious sight of 
the great animal mounting the licentiously spread moons of her own soft 
rounded buttocks, plus the lurid reflections of the other people lewdly 
appreciating, coursing their eyes over her nakedly writhing body, sent 
wildly insane and lascivious sensations of lust-incited rapture racing 
through her lust-fogged mind and body. She saw the image of Mudzie's 
unbelievable glistening, coral penis shoot forth from its long fleshy 
scabbard, wet and hard, the tapered end slipping and dancing like a beveled, 
scarlet length of raw meat in the damp open slit of her cunt, and she felt 
his strong animal body jerk against her in his effort to penetrate her 
vagina with the pointed, thickening shaft.


"Reach back under your cunt and help him, damn it! Help him!" Gabrielle 
commanded as both she and the crowd watched in lewd fascination now while 
they caressed each other's breasts, cunts and cocks hungrily.


With an unrestrained moan, Marilyn shifted her round nakedly upraised 
buttocks in a searching effort to capture the dog's ever-swelling prick, the 
heated passion within her building toward the mind-shattering stage. Oh God, 
she wanted the long slippery organ inside her! She had to have it before she 
went mad with her constantly growing need! She reached back, grasping the 
wet shaft and causing Mudzie to half-whimper, as she guided the pointed tip 
toward the now hungrily sucking mouth of her desire-flushed cunt. 
Immediately he thrust, rammed, and thrust again, spreading her cunt hole 
open wider and wider as he entombed his long animal cock deep up inside her 
hot pulsing passage. Gabrielle watched in sensuous absorbtion, gaping as the 
thick flame-red rod of animal flesh slithered forward with a wet charge 
until it was sunk to its hilt, the hairy, sperm-laden balls smacked hard 
beneath Marilyn Sachette's damp, golden, hair-lined pussy curls.


"Oh! Oh, my God!" Marilyn blurted, her eyes wide and glazed as the beast, 
grunting heavily, fucked searingly into her from behind while she stared 
over at a man's finger moving sleekly in and out of a woman's lovely pink 
cunt. "Oh. Oooohhhh, ooohhhhh," she grunted in heavenly relief while she 
began to move backwards rhythmically to meet Mudzie's powerful, long strokes 
plunging deep into the greedily welcoming depths of her belly.


Bob Sachette discovered that he was holding then releasing his breath 
spasmodically as with gaping eyes, he watched the massive dog bucking 
frenziedly at his now moaning wife's lovely, trembling buttocks, attempting 
to skewer her onto the last remaining inches of the still growing shaft of 
his hard, glistening prick. And to his sickened amazement, Bob felt his own 
cock jerk with unwanting lust at the depraved sight of the huge beast 
fucking forward, burrowing his giant rod of animal flesh, wet and shining 
from Marilyn's cunt juices, deep up into the squirming, clasping pussy of 
his helplessly kneeling wife.


"Fuck! I never saw anything like that!" he heard his Uncle Jack exclaim. 
"Look at the little bitch fuck back. She's coming unglued!"


Bob, in spite of the rising hardness of his penis and the softly teasing 
hands of his Aunt Christine, caressing his firm, sperm-bloated balls, felt 
at the moment like leaping to the bed and ripping the dog from his 
helplessly kneeling wife's body. But instead, he suddenly found himself 
being pulled toward the bed by Gabby, who had handed the mirror to someone 
else. He was beyond resistance at this point, and she pushed him roughly 
down on his back on the bed next to the wildly fucking shepherd and his 
wife, Marilyn. Then suddenly she was straddling over him with her back to 
him, her white rounded buttocks poised teasingly above his lust-incited 
cock. He started to speak but got nowhere. The lovely young brunette had 
clutched his prick and was working its rubbery head into the tiny, gaping 
mouth of her visibly clenching little asshole! He wanted to struggle, but he 
couldn't. The very idea of what she was doing was too much even for him. The 
lust derived from the mere sight of her hand manipulating his rock-hard 
cock-head into the tiny, puckered hole of her anus, manipulating her 
breathtaking buttocks the way she was, squirming her tight young asshole 
down onto his throbbing shaft ... all of it was too much! Then she was 
working her ass with undulated movements down onto his pulsating cock, 
absorbing it right up into the tight, velvety constricting depths of her 
back channel!


"Oh, oooohhhh, oooooohhhhhhh!" she cried aloud in obvious pain-pleasure. 
"Bobby! Booooobbbbbbby! Fuck my ass, darling! Let me lay back on top of you 
... yes ... yes ... and you fuck my ass, Bobby, darling!"


Bob couldn't cope with what was taking place, He lay back fait with the 
lovely physical presence of his willowy cousin on top of him, his aching rod 
thrust to its entirety up the beautiful brunette's asshole. And he'd had 
nothing to do with it! Shit! He was going to lose his mind! Fuck, he was 
lost! His loins were hammering in their desire for release! He might lose 
his mind! And ... and his wife, Marilyn! There she was, Christ Almighty! 
There she was, getting fucked by Mudzie! She was losing her wits, too. 
Christ, he'd brought this on her but he hadn't counted on Gabby....


Marilyn hung as if suspended on an imaginary level of unbelievable bliss. At 
first, the vicious invasion had nearly blinded her with the unexpected agony 
of the massive animal shaft bursting into her, pushing the velvety, 
resistant flesh of her tight vaginal passage before it, until in seconds he 
had thundered it in its entirety deep up inside the warm constricting depths 
of the waiting channel. And as he continued to piston into the softness of 
her upthrust buttocks, she could feel his animal balls swing hard in 
taunting rhythm down against the quivering bud of her clitoris below. She 
was impaled to the hilt on his every growing cock and suddenly reveling 
masochistically in its bestial possession of her needing cunt.


She breathed a moan from her lust-contorted mouth and she began to move in 
tempo backward to meet Mudzie's superb, panting thrusts. His forelegs clung 
to her rounded white hips like powerful furry arms and she undulated her 
body, rotating her buttocks in lewd, concentric circles, abandoning herself 
to the ecstatic pleasure of the animal-fucking this beautiful dog was 
pounding into her from behind. She wished she could see it better, clearer 
than the mirror's reflection was affording her, but she had to be content 
with adding visionary pictures, and the mere thought of their unnatural 
coupling sent licentious exultation soaring through her maddeningly aroused 
body. In the mirror, she saw her large, taut breasts dancing tightly beneath 
her writhing, perspiring torso, moving in cadence with the delightful, 
rampaging, animal prick that continued to grow, grow, grow ... ever growing 
inside her entire cuntal passage up to her belly. She visualized it sliding 
deeper, deeper into the forever stretched mouth of her welcoming cunt from 
behind, a relentless, steaming rod of shimmering flesh lunging into her.


In her lust-dazed state, Marilyn no longer felt human. She was a quivering 
mass of sweating, lust-deranged flesh that wanted to be subjugated. She was 
reveling in the humiliation of being fucked by this splendid panting beast 
and she ground her buttocks back against his hairy, hammering body like 
another animal. Never, never had there ever been anything like it! It was 
sheer ecstasy and ... and there before her lay her husband, naked, with the 
tall willowy brunette on her back on top of him, her beautiful white legs 
spread wide and drawn back to her full, erect breasts, so that her dark, 
hair-lined cunt was completely exposed to her and ... and Bob's long, hard 
cock was shoved right up her asshole!


The beautiful girl's tight young pussy looked up at her invitingly, its long 
pink slit trailing down to her buttocks where Marilyn could see Bob's 
wonderfully hardened cock splitting them, holding them apart, its thick 
length buried to the hilt up her obscenely stretched anus, and her husband's 
heavy balls pulsated before her. Something unbelivably possessive surged 
through her and she couldn't, had she wanted to, contain herself as she 
nuzzled her face downward and into the soft, sweet-smelling cunt before her 
face, while the wild sensations continued to race over and permeate her 
whole lust-filled being. She started her tongue from the tip of Bob's balls, 
taunting the exposed half-inch of the underside of his prick not yet 
swallowed into the girl's anus, through her quivering and open cunt and 
upward, finally sucking the inner lips and clitoris into her mouth 
simultaneously. The voluptuous Gabby had never stopped raising her hips and 
plunging them up and down Bob's plundering cock, and as she continued the 
action she pressed her moist pussy that had flowered open with her splayed 
legs against Marilyn's wildly sucking mouth. Furiously, Marilyn lashed her 
tongue about the sweet, delicious-tasting cunt, her own yet unsated passion 
mounting and mounting.


Bob Sachette had given up trying to fathom how the family orgy had reached 
this point or why in God's name, Gabrielle had brought the dog into it! He 
had only to look at the expression of wantonness, however, on his beloved 
Marilyn's face to know that even if he could, to interfere with the animal 
fucking she was getting would be to drive her out of her mind. She had to 
climax to be truly fulfilled for the first time in her life, or she might be 
forever sexually lost, but oh God, how he wished it was his cock that was 
going to bring her that moment of rapture. And, Christ Almighty! She was 
licking Gabby's cunt as he fucked her in the ass, going right out of her 
mind, just as he himself was losing all control! He couldn't contain the 
groans of pleasure escaping him as he felt the warm soft flesh of Gabby's 
full, flattened buttocks pressing tightly against his loins. He thrust 
upward with her every stroke into the obscenely stretched, tightly puckered 
mouth of her back passage, his eyes locked on his hardened shaft 
disappearing into the tight, wide-stretched pink oval opening between the 
twin white mounds of her quivering, self-punished buttocks. He moaned again 
and watched her raise off from it, gaped with bated breath at the tender 
coral flesh pulling out with it and then being thrust inside as she slammed 
her ass down upon his prick once more. His breathing increased, incited by 
the lewd, lascivious spectacle, and suddenly she began to squirm and writhed 
upon its length thickness in a hotly rolling cadence that made her cunt more 
available to his wife's hungrily sucking mouth. He felt the sudden rumbling 
in his balls announcing the beginning of the end as his cock-head began to 
throb violently deep up inside the warm clasping channel of her rectum.


Gabrielle had watched Marilyn as if hypnotized, her long fingers pummeling 
her own moit, dilated pussy as the beautiful blonde's husband, her own 
cousin, thrust his long thick cock beautifully up her ass in the same manner 
that her own husband often did, while her eyes remained fixed on Marilyn's 
passion-contorted face, sensually enraptured by the absolutely magnificent 
fucking Mudzie was rendering her from behind. She watched the young beauty's 
lovely, taut breasts dancing and swaying beneath her writhing body, keeping 
tempo with the dog's lust-hardened cock skewering deeper and deeper into her 
from the rear, a merciless piston of glistening animal flesh sinking to its 
full depth far up into her soft white belly.


Then Marilyn had lowered her head meaningfully, moving her face downward 
toward her tingling pussy, and Gabrielle had entwined her fingers in the 
blonde's long silken hair, pressing the beautiful desire-filled face in 
toward her genitals and immediately feeling Marilyn's hot, wet tongue, of 
its own volition, begin to lick the moist velvety flesh of her cunt. The 
roundness of her soft flesh sucked feverishly at her clitoris. The length of 
her tongue darted up into her vagina to slash, swirl and lave. Hot breaths 
came in tight gasps against her flushed, sensitive cuntal flesh as she 
rotated her buttocks and crotch furiously on Bob's impaling cock while 
Marilyn was grinding her ass back against the animal shaft fucking wildly 
into her.


The lewd, erotic sight was more than Gabby could bear to watch any longer. 
Her climax was about to erupt inside from the beautiful mouthing of her cunt 
that Marilyn was administrating, and from the ever growing and sodomizing 
prick that was now pulsing furiously with its building sperm up in the 
depths of her delighted rectum. She threw back her head against Bob's chest, 
wailing deeply as the bubble burst and waves of pleasure raced through her 
loins and belly, causing her legs to jerk out spasmodically on either side 
of Marilyn's lovely head buried hard in her suddenly erupting loins. She 
heard Bob choke out a gasping oath beneath her and felt his pumping rod 
begin spewing its white hot lead deep up into her bowels in jets of fiery 
sperm that splashed obscenely around inside her while Marilyn began to utter 
muffled whimpers. Suddenly Marilyn raised her face from her hot spewing 
cunt, and Gabrielle saw her glazed eyes grow round and wide as she began to 
moan.


"Oooohhh ... oooohhhhhh, my God, I'm ... I'm going to ... I think ... 
Something is happening! Yes ... yes! I ... I'm going to cum! I am, God 
Almighty! I am! Ooooohhhhhh ... now ... ooohhh ... I'm 
cuuuuuummmmiiinnngggggg!" Marilyn wailed until her voice died in a strangled 
mixture of sob and sigh, her long golden hair twisting from side to side, 
her head flailing wildly as she began her first delightful spasms of orgasm, 
screwing her smooth, rounded buttocks back onto the thickening, driving 
animal cock with abandoned frenzy.


Bob could see in the tilted wall mirror the reflection of Mudzie, the huge 
dog's tongue hanging loosely from the mouth of his great head, panting and 
dripping its saliva onto the smooth white flesh of Marilyn's back 'while he 
fucked into her salaciously undulating buttocks with feral fury. Then 
Marilyn shrieked once more, slamming her ass back against-the dog prick with 
a frantic jerk as simultaneously he thrust forward and his massively swollen 
cock began to squirt its hot animal sperm deep up into her belly in long, 
hard, jet-like streams. Again Marilyn screamed, and her buttocks began to 
contract convulsively while both Gabrielle and Bob watched the mirror to see 
the combination human-animal, thick, white orgasmic liquid nearly explode 
from the swollen lips of her tightly locked cunt that was still clasping and 
squeezing Mudzie's long, thick prick, thin rivulets of the sticky, white 
fluid running down the satiny white columns of her soft inner thighs in 
wetly cascading quakes.


Oh God, she had never had an orgasm like that one in her whole life. 
Remembering the night of that party, the experience was so vivid that for a 
moment she thought she was there once again. No, she was back in her own 
bedroom, beside her own gravely-changed husband. But oh, what an orgasm she 
had had that one time! It felt as though a volcano were gushing the whole of 
its warmly flowing lava deep up into her almost bursting belly, and then, as 
quickly as it began, it was over. Somehow the dog, Mudzie had pulled himself 
from her and leaped from the bed, and then some other relative of Bob's was 
rolling her limply over on her back and was crawling between her wide-spread 
thighs and had begun driving his lust-hardened cock deep up into her 
animalsperm filled vagina. How long it had lasted she couldn't remember now. 
She could remember though that her own voice was pleading to the naked group 
of men around the bed to fuck her more, four of them at one time! Bob had 
disappeared somewhere, and it wasn't until later and God alone knew how many 
different cousins, brothers, and uncles, that he returned and lifted her 
sperm-flooded body from the bed, dressed her quickly, and carried her to the 
car and Oliver's....


But now ... now that she was sexually awake, what had happened to Bob? He 
told her after that weekend how he had planned with his Uncle Oliver to 
overcome her frigidity by having Oliver rape her or do whatever Oliver 
thought would help. The party, too, had been especially staged by the 
Sachette family specifically to break down the icey barrier between Marilyn 
and the Sachette family and make her into a warm, more responsive wife for 
Bob. Well, it worked! It had not only made Marilyn warm and responsive but 
absolutely avid, just as avid for sex as any Sachette ever thought of being 
or dreamed of being!


Oh, she felt like growling! She had no sooner become the sex fiend that Bob 
had wanted when he had the nerve to go the other way! Now who was it who was 
always making excuses to put sex off until some other, more convenient time? 
For God's sake, he couldn't even get a hard-on without an hour's work! He 
had told her once that he thought she was coming on too strong! Fancy that! 
As usual, she was working herself up into a goddamned sweat over the problem 
and couldn't sleep! With a loud sigh, she bounced off the bed, unconcerned 
about whether she woke him or not. Sitting at their desk in the corner, she 
flicked on the desk light, took a piece of paper from her stationery box. 
Well, as long as the family wanted a new member, let them solve her problem 
like they had all joined to solve Bob's!


"Dear Aunt Christine," she wrote in a large, legible hand and then paused, 
the ball-point pen in her teeth, trying to decide just how to put it. Maybe 
she ought to just ask to see her....


"What the hell are you doing now?" Bob asked sternly, popping up suddenly.


"Writing a letter," she said simply, her mind still on her choice of words.


"Do it tomorrow!" he said impatiently.


"For Christ sake!"


She heard him say something, but she was in no mood to argue with him. She 
concentrated instead on trying to decide where would be a good place to meet 
Christine. She lived so far....


Suddenly Bob was beside her, grasping her elbow and pulling her forcefully 
to her feet. He never behaved like that! He was hurting her arm! She looked 
up into his angry brown eyes, both stunned and frightened. His fingers 
relaxed slightly and for a long time he looked down at her until his eyes 
had softened their glare. Slowly he pulled her against him and 
unconsciously, when she felt the hardening bulge in the crotch of his 
pajamas, she lowered her milk-white shoulders and turned her face slightly 
aside. "What do you want?" she asked trying to feel the old iciness and 
failing miserably.


With a mock snarl he snapped, "A pecan roll!"


* * *


THE END
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FOREWORD


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many 
centuries, and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer 
for the individual considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except 
that he must be true to himself. The mature individual who has achieved this 
sort of self-honesty and completeness will be little harmed or affected by 
the illogical or irrational opinions of others.


In this exceptionally well written novel the author m has cleverly woven 
this truth like an unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the 
characters faced up to their unusual desires instead of trying to repress 
them, much of the anguish they suffered would logically have been avoided.


The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor 
a revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the 
wisest thinkers through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be 
true," was Shakespeare's way of saying the same thing; but it comes to us 
from still an earlier source, and one which not even the most rigid moralist 
can contest...."Happy is he that condemneth not himself for that which he 
alloweth himself But he that doubleth is damned if he eat." Those who deny 
others' sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to 
consider this quote from Romans."


No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this 
ultimately will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by 
looking at the past and previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief 
glance backwards will also reveal that, in such times, honored traditions 
and concepts were re-examined, and many times discarded. What was considered 
fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it isn't done" or 
"it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of 
pleasure.


The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We 
offer no further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this 
timely work. We now suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. 
A work of art, no matter how contemporary, should speak for itself.


-The Publisher


CHAPTER ONE


Porter Haines was a young-twenty eight, attractive-wavy brown hair, hazel 
eyes, straight nose and even white teeth, all packaged in a 170 pound, six 
foot frame-and aggressive-a seven day hustler-real estate agent with the LA 
firm of McKendry and Blake. In fact, some people considered Porter's passion 
for work almost a mania. He was the first one in the office, the last to 
leave. He made endless phone calls, soliciting new listings and trying to 
trade-up previous buyers. Fortunately, Porter had a natural charm and an 
easy gift of gab that kept him from being a total pain in the ass ... 
especially, as far as women were concerned. That is, most women. His wife, 
Nadia, had long since ceased to be charmed; Porter didn't turn it on for 
her-he was too busy pursuing the almighty dollar. Their five year marriage 
was dangerously close to the shoals of disaster. What time Porter grudgingly 
allowed his beautiful wife was usually spent in destructive argument, with 
both of them shouting at each other at the top of their lungs. These stormy 
encounters were usually followed by periods of painful silence, with Nadia 
closing herself off in the bedroom to cry, and Porter sulking into his 
scotch glass, with the accompanying distraction of the newspaper or 
television, or both. Naturally, these cacophonic clashes were not conducive 
to lovemaking, and the Haines encounters in bed were practically nil. Each 
blamed the other for the failure of the marriage. The truth was, Porter was 
married to his job, or rather, his career. A psychiatrist might have 
suggested that Porter's intense competitiveness came from feelings of 
inadequacy acquired as the younger son of a diamond merchant who clearly 
preferred Porter's older brother, Ron. Ron was a gifted boy who did well at 
everything, and it became quite clear to Porter, even at a tender age, that 
in his father's eyes, he was an "also ran" compared to his dashing older 
brother. He didn't realize it consciously, but everything he did was done to 
prove himself, to win the approval of his late father.


He married Nadia because she was beautiful-more beautiful than Ron's wife. 
He was determined to make more money than Ron, to have a better house, a 
bigger car, more prestige. He wanted the best of everything. He was willing 
to work for it. That's why he couldn't see having children-not now. They 
cost money; they tied you down. Nadia wanted a baby desperately. This was a 
source of terrible conflict. And guilt. Her anger, his guilt. His anger at 
her hurt. She had started to drink. He had started to play around, whenever 
it didn't interfere with his work. Hell, he rationalized, it was better than 
facing a bitchy, accusing wife!


It was on a hot, smoggy southern California day, after another of those 
debilitating arguments, that Porter Haines left the house in an angry huff 
and was speeding down Benedict Canyon Drive, when he spotted a young girl 
standing next to a VW bus frantically waving her hands for someone to stop. 
Ordinarily, he would have passed by without so much as a twinge of 
conscience. But for some reason, he slowed down and pulled over to the side, 
bringing his Chrysler Imperial to a halt, about fifty yards ahead of the 
van. The girl ran up to him before he got out of the car.


"Oh geez, what a relief. Can you help me?" she said breathlessly. Porter saw 
that she was very young, probably no more than eighteen. She wore no makeup, 
but she had rosy cheeks and very clear skin. Her dark blonde hair was 
frizzed in a Colette style that was popular with hip chicks. She had on 
skin-tight jeans that were much faded and covered with embroidered velvet 
and calico patches on the knees, crotch and fanny. She also had on one of 
those halter tops of Indian guaze print that shows the dark outlines of a 
woman's areolas. Her breasts were-full and almost pendulous, despite the 
fact that she was so young. When she leaned over to talk to him, Porter 
could see her whole cleavage, which didn't seem to bother the girl at all. 
She was quite unself-conscious.


"What's the trouble?" Porter asked in a nonchalant way.


"The bus-it just conked out on me. I've got to be somewhere, and like, well, 
could you take a look at it maybe?" She was anxious, pleading. She had a 
little-girl-lost look about her that Porter found charming.


"Well, I've got to be somewhere too. I don't know much about those 
things...."


"Oh, please man...." she implored him, looking directly into his eyes. He 
found his cock twitch a little. There was something very provocative about 
this innocent looking kid.


"OK, OK, I'll take a look. But I'm no mechanic, you know," he said, getting 
out of the car. He swore under his breath. He was wearing a light weight 
cream sports jacket and gray slacks. He sure as hell wasn't going to get his 
clothes dirty! He had a house to look at in Brentwood. some widower and his 
daughter. Could be a listing.


Porter climbed inside the dirty van. He was surprised to see that it was 
equipped like a camper, with a makeshift kitchen and a mattress on the 
floor, a mirror on one wall and some crates filled with clothes and books 
and-a baby! Not only a baby, but a mulatto!


His look of bewilderment and revulsion prompted her to comment, "Yeah, this 
is home. And that's Blossom," she said without embarrassment.


"She's yours?" he said incredulously.


"You got it, daddy."


Porter said nothing more at that point. He didn't want to ask the obvious 
question. Instead, he busied himself with the gear shift and the ignition. 
The engine groaned and whined complainingly. He was baffled only for a 
moment. Then a quick look at the gas gauge pinpointed the problem: Empty.


"You're out of gas, eh...."


"Judy. And you're?"


"Porter Haines," he explained.


"What? You're putting me on, man!" she said, breaking into a giggle. 
"Porter? Porter Haines? Aw, c'mon, what's your real name?"


"That is my real name. What's so funny about that?" he said, his face 
beginning to flush with anger.


"Hey, man, don't get uptight. It's just a turn on, that's all. Like, it 
sounds like a character in one of fiction stories they write for chick 
magazines, like Ladies Home Journal or something.


"Yes, well my mother didn't look at it that way." he said curtly.


"Geez, hey ... don't get strung out, man. It's a beautiful day out there." 
she said, trying to smooth things over.


He felt uncomfortable. The girl's appalling lifestyle made him feel vaguely 
guilty for all his material comforts. She was so young, and to be stuck with 
a half-black kid....


"Well, Judy, it seems that you're out of gas. You can wait here until a 
patrol car comes along, or I can drive you to the nearest filling station. 
I've got to get going," he said, opening the door and starting to get out of 
the van. He felt her arm on his sleeve.


"Wait," she said, a note of urgency in voice. "I have to talk to you for a 
minute."


Porter looked at her apprehensively. Her blue eyes were troubled, and there 
was a look of desperation in her face. At that moment she looked about 
twelve years old.


"You see, it's like this. I'm ... I'm ... like, out of bread, you know, 
busted. I can't buy gas, or anything else ... not even food for Blossom. All 
she gets is what's in these jugs ... and that's not enough," she said, 
pointing to her breasts. If the fuzz find me, they'll put me and Blossom 
away .. they'll take her away from me," she said, her voice beginning to 
break. Porter climbed back inside the van and shut the door. He found 
himself wanting to reach out, to take her in his arms and comfort her, but 
he was put off by her story. He wanted to believe it was a con, that she 
couldn't possibly be as bad off as her tale of woe indicated.


"What about Blossom's father? Don't you have an 'old man'?" he asked, trying 
to sound hip.


She shrugged and gave a rueful little laugh. "Blossom's father! Some spade I 
got it on with after a rock concert. I was stoned out of my mind. So was he. 
I don't even know the bastard's name."


"But what about your folks?"


"Look-I ran away from home five years ago. You know why? Because both of 
them were boozers. The old man used to beat me up every day, me, and my 
mother, too. She was so sauced herself, she couldn't even feel it. But I 
did. They probably don't even know that I'm gone. They'll kill me and the 
kid, both. No, Thomas Wolfe was right-you can't go home again."


She was sobbing now, and Porter put his arms around her, comforting the 
teenager mother who seemed like a frail and lonely child.


She had a fragrant smell that was like freshly cut grass and lemons 
sweetened with honey. He felt his cock stir in his slacks again.


"Well, Judy," he said, trying to sound very business-like, "I'd better get 
going. I'll stop at the Shell station up the road and have them send someone 
out with five gallons. It shouldn't take more than twenty minutes before 
you're on your way again."


She looked up at him then, her eyes beseeching him. "Port ... listen, Port. 
I'll give you a blow job for twenty bucks. Or you can fuck me for forty. I'm 
clean-no clap or anything, I swear. Me and Blossom, we need the bread, you 
know?"


"Look, Judy," he said, trying to sound composed, "I'm not that kind of guy. 
You're just a kid, and I...."


She overruled his objections by putting her face up to his and pressing her 
warm ripe lips against his mouth. For a moment, he was immobilized with 
shock, but in the next moment, he found himself responding eagerly, grinding 
his mouth down against hers, his arms tightening around her in a powerful 
embrace.


A surge of pleasure thrilled through him as he felt the soft pliancy of her 
body, and then her tongue darted into his mouth. It slipped past his teeth 
and began to twist around his own lingual organ, whipping up a froth of 
saliva as it swirled around in his mouth. His head felt light and dizzy and 
his lips felt as if they were glued to the young hippie's.


Her full breasts were pressed against him, and he was aware of the large, 
firm nipples creasing the fabric of his jacket. Instinctively, he moved his 
hand around to the palpitating circle of flesh, caressing the firm mound 
lightly with his fingers.


"Ooooohh...." she moaned softly, her voice warm and exciting.


But her words brought him to his senses. He wanted to go on like this, 
kissing and stroking, but he felt it was wrong. He didn't want to accept her 
proposition.


"Judy ... wait a minute," he said, disentangling himself from her, "It's no 
good like this. I've got an appointment, and...."


"Please, Port ... ," she begged, "just a quickie. Forget what I said about 
the money-you can give me whatever you can afford. It's okay."


He stopped her with another passionate kiss. His heart-as well as his 
genitals-had gone over to this pathetic waif who was half child, half woman. 
He would pay her-or rather, help her out. He couldn't bear to think of 
paying, the way one would pay for a whore. She wasn't a whore, he knew that. 
She was just a poor lonely kid who had a rotten life to contend with. He 
wasn't going to make it any more miserable for her. Besides, he really 
wanted her then, wanted to fuck the begeezus out of her.


He felt her fingers suddenly come into searing contact with the throbbing 
bulge of his impounded cock.


"Oooohhhuuumm," he moaned into her mouth, hardly able to bear it, as his 
rapidly palpitating cock began to grow with lustful intensity, swelling 
under the gently caressing strokes of her hand. Already it was straining 
against the material of his pants, and his hands had tightened like vises 
around the girl's trembling shoulders. He thought he'd go mad from the 
excruciating pressure, when all of a sudden there was the unmistakable whir 
of his fly zipper, and his liberated penis leaped joyfully upward and out of 
his pants. Judy's fingers tightened around it immediately, exerting 
exquisite pressure on the tingling surface. She ran her sensitive fingertips 
up and down the pulsing length of it, making Porter grit his teeth with 
overwhelming passion.


"Mmmmmmm ... it feels nice and hard already...." Judy crooned, stroking and 
caressing the lust-maddened shaft unbearably. "Your lovely prick is getting 
bigger and harder all the time."


The lewd words sent a fiery arrow of arousal shafting through him, and he 
moaned again, crushing his lips down once more on her unsuspecting mouth, 
his tongue nudging hungrily against her teeth, forcing its way up into the 
warm moistness of her mouth. His hands delved inside the skimpy halter and 
found the warm quivering flesh of her palpitating breasts. Judy mewled as he 
kneaded the sensitive flesh and pinched the burning buds of her turgid 
nipples. He could feel a drop of warm fluid seep onto his fingertips. He was 
momentarily taken aback, and withdrew his hand.


"Don't worry, I'm not going to lactate all over you," she reassured him. 
Still, he preferred to turn his attentions to her jeans. His hand fumbled 
for the zipper.


"You must be poured into these things," he said.


"Yeah, let's go in the back," she said, starting to get up.


He followed her, taking off his jacket and his tie and carefully placing 
them over the back of the driver's seat. She removed the halter, unzipped 
the jeans and kicked off the sandals she wore. He unbuttoned his shirt and 
took it off quickly, folding it neatly and placing it over his jacket and 
tie. Next came the shoes and socks. She was down to her panties now, having 
wriggled out of her jeans. Porter slid his pants down with his shorts and 
was out of them in one smooth operation. They were both naked then, and 
facing each other.


There was something exciting about being in the young girl's seamy VW bus. 
Porter realized the danger in being caught fucking her, and that element of 
danger intensified his excitement. But he also felt a sense of urgency 
because of it. No time for lengthy preliminaries, for extended foreplay. She 
didn't need it anyway, he could tell. She was ready to fuck.


His excited gaze dropped to the smooth sweep of her hips and fastened on the 
glossy triangle of pubic curls between her cream-like thighs. He thought he 
could just barely see an enticing gleam of her moist pink cuntal slit 
glimmering beneath the curling wisps of pussy tendrils.


His burgeoning penis was hard and intensely alive, every nerve ending taut 
and excited, as he moved toward her until her soft belly brushed against him 
and her fingers once more closed around his throbbing shaft.


"Oh, Christ, Judy...." he suddenly blurted out, "I want to fuck you ... I 
want to fuck you good and hard...."


She got down on the mattress then, and lay on her back, spreading her thighs 
invitingly for him. In a trice he was kneeling excitedly above her, and her 
hands were again tightened around his tormented shaft. She began to draw it 
towards the tantalizing fulcrum of her body. He could feel the velvety 
wetness of her softly quivering outer lips as the hard rubbery head of his 
jerking shaft nudged against them, and he had to force himself to hold back.


"Ooooohhh, yes ... yeeeesss ... fuck me now, daddy...." Judy moaned 
suddenly, her voice coarse with desire. Porter could stand it no longer. All 
the pent up force of his passion rushed out with a single overpowering drive 
as he rammed brutally forward with a flesh-splitting thrust, parting the 
outer lips cramming the hard pounding length of his lust-bloated rod halfway 
up into the tight depths of her cuntal sheath.


"Aaarrrggghhh ... Oh, God!" she wailed piteously, desperately thrashing her 
hips in a frantic effort to elude the cruel impalement.


But Porter, goaded on by nearly maniacal lust, ignored her cry. Instead, he 
heedlessly continued to surge forward, forcing his giant shaft to the hilt 
in her defenseless little belly. He held it there almost interminably. Then, 
with excruciating slowness, he began to flex it in the pulsing darkness of 
her tight vaginal channel.


"Oooooohhhh ... uuuggghhhnnn...!" Judy groaned, as she felt the steel-hard 
pole nudging against the sensitive tip of her cervix. She had never felt so 
full in her life. She felt as if the giant shaft were cleaving her in two, 
swelling with every passing second, and she was almost afraid that it would 
explode inside her sorely palpitating depths.


Porter finally began to withdraw, pulling out his long throbbing cock in one 
swift stroke and then surging forward again.


"Aaaarrrhh ... hhhmmmmmhhh!" she gasped again, as Porter plunged forcefully 
up between her widespread legs again, sinking his lust-inflated cock once 
more to the very base of her defenselessly naked belly. This time, the 
tender resilient inner membrane began to secrete excitedly, lubricating the 
long, lunging penis and allowing it to slip easily in and out of her openly 
spread cunt.


"Mmmmmmm...." she moaned again, a different tone in her voice, as tiny 
pinpricks of pleasure began to form somewhere deep in her loins, and a long 
shiver of ecstatic joy chilled her backbone. Her voluptuously silken thighs 
spread even farther apart, and she locked her legs around Porter's lower 
back. Her arms reached up to clasp him eagerly around the neck, spiralling 
her pelvis upwards to receive his rhythmic downthrusts.


Porter was in a world of his own. He had never experienced anything like 
this before-fucking a near stranger in the back of a grubby VW bus in broad 
daylight, on a smoggy, hot morning ... gave him an illicit pleasure that was 
excitingly mingled with power. He was exhilarated by what he was doing, and 
the wanton act liberated him in a way that he had almost forgotten. Judy was 
so yielding, so provocative, and just as aroused as he was. He had almost 
forgotten the pleasure of fucking a fully responsive female, one who 
returned thrust for thrust. Judy made him feel like a real man, completely 
sure of his masculinity. God, how long had it been since he had felt that 
way with Nadia!


Nadia. She crossed his mind for a moment, and he expected his conscience to 
overwhelm him with recriminations. He half-anticipated that the reminder of 
his wife would somehow make him feel different, would engender feelings of 
guilt and remorse-but it didn't! He felt nothing but the almost overpowering 
pleasure, that he was getting from fucking this frizzy-haired little hippie. 
The eager acceptance of her helplessly aroused little pussy instilled him 
with sensual vigor and made the wisps of passion which were curling around 
inside him burst into furious clouds of red-hot pleasure. He looked down at 
the teenager, whose head was thrown back, her mouth half-open. Her eyes were 
closed, and she was spewing out incoherent words that were the expression of 
her complete arousal. He could feel the hardness of her turgid nipples 
against his chest, as well as the wetness oozing from them. That was the 
only thing that bothered him vaguely, the only tiny source of guilt-that 
small, half-black creature that lay peacefully asleep in her orange crate 
bed. He shot a quick look to the infant, then turned away, remembering 
painfully how much Nadia wanted a child....


"Oh, God-yesss ... that's it ... fuck me like that, daddy!" Judy pleaded, 
her voice indistinct and hoarse with lust. Her wet, naked body was writhing 
uncontrollably on the mattress, and the clinging walls of her inner sheath 
were milking convulsively on his plunging cock, tightening like a vise 
around the sensitive flesh, as he plummeted into her warmly welcoming 
depths. Their two bodies were fused together as one, joined where his long 
rangy cock buried itself in the widely stretched passage of her openly 
throbbing vagina. They flailed and thrashed against each other, the bus 
filled with the lewd, wet, slapping sounds of their love making. Porter felt 
as if he were being driven on by some inner, unknown force that was making 
him strive almost inhumanly for completion with the tortured, lust-racked 
girl beneath him. He thought he'd go mad if he didn't climax soon. His whole 
body felt on fire, every nerve ending taut and frazzled by the effort to 
reach the pinnacle of pleasure.


And then, a few moments later...."Oh! Oh! Oh! My God, I'm ... I'm ... I'm 
... aaahh ... I'm cumming!"


Judy's choked cry rang out just as her body stiffened almost unbearably, and 
then she was thrashing up and down on the mattress, pounding her 
passion-driven cunt up against Porter's furiously pounding cock.


She was mewling and groaning uncontrollably, her entire body caught up in 
the throes of an incredible orgasm. Porter could feel the passionate 
vibrations resounding throughout the length of her feverishly flailing body, 
and her frantic spasms triggered his own release.


The tremendous pressure which had been building up in his balls began to 
explode. His head was spinning, and his body seemed to pass out of his 
control, as a series of convulsive shudders gripped him, making him fuck 
brutally between the girl's wantonly splayed legs.


"Aaaahhhhh ... I'm cumming too!" he-shouted, as his tortured scrotum at last 
released the first hot spurt of his seething male sperm. It rushed blindly 
from the dark hot cavern of his balls and poured out of the pulsating tube 
of his wildly stabbing cock to gush wetly into the hungrily receptive depths 
of Judy's eagerly clasping cunt. It continued to flow in a hot, boiling jet 
of white fluid, seeping into the steaming creases and crevices of her 
voraciously clutching vagina.


When at last, the cumming was over, and he could sense that Judy was 
satiated, he collapsed over her moistly quivering form, covering her with 
his own trembling body. He was filled with an exultant sense of well-being, 
and his mind was wiped clean of all peripheral problems. He didn't care 
about the fact that he had just been unfaithful to his wife by fucking a 
young teenage mother in her Volkswagon bus-home. He didn't care about 
getting to the office late. Right now, he didn't care about anything, except 
that he felt satiated and fulfilled beyond his wildest dreams. It had been a 
long time....


"Where are you going from here?" he asked the smiling hippie.


"Thought I'd check out this commune in Ventura. Some friends told me about 
it," she said quietly.


A frown creased his brow. "And if that doesn't pan out?"


"Oh, well, me and Blossom, we just sort of wing it, you know...." she 
answered, trying to sound nonchalant.


"Look, I've got to get going. But I'd like to see you again. Can you meet me 
tonight at 8:00 on Mulholland Drive? ... that spot behind the Hollywood 
Bowl-the place where everybody goes to...." (He wanted to say "make out" but 
thought that would be a little crass.)


"Oh, yeah," she interrupted, "I know where you mean. Sure."


"Good. Take this," he said, pulling a fifty dollar bill out of his wallet 
and handing it to her. "Get some decent food for yourself-and Blossom. I'll 
stop at the station and get them to send somebody out with a five-gallon 
drum. It'll be paid for, so don't let them con you into paying again. OK?"


"Wow! Far out!" the girl said, her eyes wide with disbelief. She was still 
looking at the fifty when he got out of the van and headed for his Imperial.


CHAPTER TWO


Porter was still turned on at 11:00 that morning when he pulled up in front 
of the well-manicured lawn of the Brentwood bungalow. He had been thinking 
about his exciting encounter with Judy from, the moment he put his Chrysler 
in gear and headed down Benedict Canyon Drive towards his office. What he 
had done was sheer madness. A cop could have come along, or worse, Nadia 
might have driven by on her way to the supermarket-though he thought that 
possibility somewhat remote-she usually didn't leave the house before ten a 
m.


But why had he asked the girl to meet him later this evening? He was really 
courting disaster now. He should have called it a day once the quick fuck 
was over and he had given her the money. Maybe he would be wise to stay home 
and read a good book....


With a practiced eye, he made a quick estimate of the listing price ... 
$75,000, maybe $80,000. The man had said there was a pool. Could go for 
$72,500, with three of the six percent broker's fee going to him. Not bad; a 
nice piece of change.


There was no response to his ringing of the doorbell. That was odd, Porter 
thought, since he had made a specific appointment with the owner, a widower. 
He could hear rock music blaring from a stereo within. He tried the 
door-unlocked. Cautiously, he opened it a ways and stuck his head inside. 
"Hello? Anyone at home?" he called. No answer. He went inside. The living 
room was nicely but modestly furnished, though there were magazines and 
newspapers littering the couch, coffee table and floor, and the strong smell 
of stale cigarettes and charred pipe tobacco filled his nostrils. That would 
have to go, for sure, before prospective buyers were brought around.


He walked into the kitchen. Dirty dishes on the table and in the sink, 
despite a late model dishwasher. Empty cereal boxes and spilled sugar. A 
cat's Utter box desperately in need of changing. He wrinkled his nose in 
sensory protest. In his mind's eye, the price was plummeting steadily, and 
thus, his commission. He would have to get a cleaning service in before the 
house could be shown.


The sliding glass doors to the patio were open, inviting him to wander 
outside. The din was earsplitting. He remembered the man saying that he 
wanted to sell because the house was too much for him and his teenage 
daughter. Obviously, the kid wasn't a willing housekeeper!-Porter spotted a 
pair of arms languidly wrapped around the top of a chaise lounge. The back 
faced him, hiding the chair's occupant from his view. He figured it must be 
the daughter, so he approached gingerly, calling out to her as he made his 
way toward the pool.


"Hello, Miss. I'm the real estate agent with...." He stopped short, finding 
himself facing a young girl who was completely naked on the lounge chair! 
Porter's face flushed crimson with embarrassment. "Oh, I'm terribly sorry, 
Miss ... I ... your father is expecting me," he stammered, thrusting his 
business card at her. He averted his eyes from her naked form, noting the 
small, pert breasts, the trim hips and the dark patch of pubic hair between 
her slim thighs. Her long, dark hair fell in dank, thin strands almost to 
her tiny waist. She was reading one of those Hollywood gossip magazines that 
gave all the "lowdown" on stars like David Cassidy and Elvis and Valerie 
Harper, and she must have had five sticks of chewing gum in her heart-shaped 
mouth.


The girl took his card with a lazy, indifferent hand, showing not the 
slightest sign of embarrassment in the presence of a total stranger, and a 
man!


"Huh. Yeah, Jack said you'd be around," she drawled.


"Jack?" he questioned, noticing the geraniums and the marguerite daisies 
that flanked the patio.


"Yeah, Jack-my father," she said flatly.


"Oh, Mr. Owen."


"Jack Owen. I'm Avis ... Avis Owen. I try harder."


There was a tinge of sarcasm in her voice. Porter decided she was a 
smart-ass kid trying to act grown up. He also decided he didn't like her. 
"Well, Avis, is your father at home?" he asked, trying to hide his 
annoyance.


"No."


"Will he be back soon?"


"I doubt it."


"Is there somewhere I can reach him, then? We had an appointment," he said, 
becoming steadily more irritated.


"He went to the vet. The cat freaked out this morning. Jack loves that cat. 
He got all uptight. He left about twenty minutes ago, I guess. I was 
supposed to call you."


"That would have been considerate," he said acidly.


"Sorry! I forgot," she snapped back.


"Well, thank you anyway. Perhaps you could do me the favor of having your 
father phone me when he returns. You have my card." Porter started to leave.


"Hey, wait a minute. I said I was sorry. Why don't you take off your clothes 
and have a swim while you're waiting," she said, getting up from the chair 
and following him.


"No, thanks!" Christ, he thought, that's all I need-a romp in the pool with 
this little piece of jail bait.


"Then how about a fuck?" she called out. That really blew his mind! He 
couldn't believe the outrageous proposal from a kid who was probably no more 
than fifteen. He didn't even know she knew the word!


"Don't be ridiculous!" he snapped. "I don't 'fuck' little girls!" he said, 
throwing the four-letter word back at her.


His stinging put-down caused her to turn beet-red.


Her dark eyes flashed with rage. "Izzat so, buster?" she screamed at him. 
"Well, let me tell you, asshole, that I'm as good as anybody you'll ever 
screw! Just ask Jack, if you don't believe me. Just ask the old man if his 
'little girl' isn't the hottest fuck around!"


Porter was stunned. "You mean ... you and your father...."


"Two points for you, buster. I was fourteen the first time he balled me. My 
mother was dying of leukemia. It took a long time. He couldn't take 
it-months and months of no action. So, one night ... we got it on. Sort of 
happened accidentally."


"God ... I'm sorry," Porter muttered after a long silence.


"Save it, buster. Jack's good. He taught me everything. And it's not like 
he's a dirty old man or anything. He's only thirty-six, and a good-looking 
dude."


Porter felt himself becoming more and more uncomfortable. He was beginning 
to feel a little sick at his stomach. He had to get the hell out of there.


"Well, I've got to get back to the office," he lied. "If you'll just have 
your father phone me at his convenience, I'd appreciate it."


"If you go now, I'll tell Jack you raped me," she said, her voice 
passionless. She had her hands on her hips, and she was looking him straight 
in the eye, chewing her gum defiantly.


"What? Why you little bitch!" he said, the veins standing out on his 
forehead. "Don't think you can frighten me into screwing you with that kind 
of cheap threat!'


"Just try me!" she spat back at him.


"What you need is a good, hard spanking! You're nothing but a spoiled brat, 
who needs to have some sense knocked into her. If you were my kid, that's 
what I'd do!"


"You and who else? Just keep it up, baby. Jack's gonna get an earful, you 
can bet your sweet cock on that!"


"Now wait a minute. I can give him an earful, too!"


"Do you think for one minute he'd believe you? I've got him so 
pussy-whipped, he'll believe anything I tell him. You haven't got a chance, 
baby," she hissed at him.


The kid was too much. Never in his life had Porter met a teenager like Avis! 
He hadn't been around kids much. She swore like a sailor, yet she looked 
like an angel standing there, with her long dark hair cascading over her 
shoulders. He felt like fucking her, all right, but the whole idea was still 
too repugnant. He'd be out of his mind to get involved with this kid. No 
telling what she would do afterwards.


"Listen, Avis," he said, trying to appeal to her reason. "I'm a married man, 
trying to earn a living. And I work damn hard at it. The last thing in the 
world I need is to have sex with my client's daughter! Besides being 
unethical, it's immoral-and a crime. I could go to jail! Don't you realize 
that?"


"No sweat," she said coolly. "It's just between the two of us!"


"Hah! For all I know, you'd blab it to your father and my boss and anyone 
else who'd listen. That would be just beautiful, right!"


"Cool it, baby. Why do you think I was in the buff when you showed up?" she 
said, a devilish smile beginning to turn up the corners of her mouth.


"You mean, you had me pegged from the first?" he asked incredulously. "But 
you didn't even know what I looked like!"


"So? If you had been a dog, I would have taken your card and let you leave 
on a fast freight. But you turn me on. It's that simple."


"Simple, it isn't. Suppose I did go for ... for what you want. Then what? 
You'd expect me to come here every day, no doubt. Or meet you in the back 
seat of a car! No way, kid. No way! I'm not going to be a patsy for some 
horny, neurotic teeny-bopper!" As soon as he had said it, Porter realized 
that that's just what had happened earlier, with Judy. Wasn't she a 
teenager, just a few years older than this kid? Didn't he allow her to talk 
him into fucking her? He had given her money. Not only that, he had asked 
her to meet him again! But Judy was different. She had done what she felt 
she had to do to get money, right? Still, she had enjoyed it-thoroughly! 
Maybe she needed to get laid as much as she needed the money. But that 
apparently wasn't the problem with this foul-mouthed little brunette. She 
was playing a viscious game, and the odds were stacked against him.


"I promise I won't bother you again ... unless you want to be bothered," she 
said, coming up close to him. Her hand went boldly to his fly and she 
started to massage his cock and balls! "Let me suck you off, then," she 
murmured. "I really want to. Do you like to 69? I love to have my pussy 
eaten."


Despite himself, he was getting very turned on. Her lewd vocabulary sent 
shafts of desire through his body. But he reminded himself again that he was 
really playing with fire if he allowed things to go any further. He tore her 
hand away from his fly. "Cut it Out, Avis! You're nuts!" he said harshly.


"And you're a goddamned fag-an impotent fairy with orange juice in your 
balls. You probably can't get it up with your wife, can you? Yeah, that's 
the real reason-you can't get it up! I've heard about guys like you!...." 
That did it. A wave of rage encompassed him, like a sheet of searing flames. 
He was a mad bull, seeing only the red cape flung at him. His teeth were 
clenched, and his eyes almost popped, as he grabbed the sassy teen roughly 
by the wrist, holding her in a vise-like grip and twisted her arm behind her 
back. He sat down at one of the painted wood chairs around the dirty kitchen 
table and forced the screaming girl over his knees. She bit him on the 
thigh, causing him to cry out in pain. Immediately, he grabbed her other 
flailing arm and pinned that, too, behind her back. Then he shoved her 
forward, so that her head was well beyond his trousered legs.


"I'll teach you not to call me a fag, you prick teasing little bitch!" he 
swore at her. Then his hand came down sharply on her bare, round ass, making 
a loud smacking noise and leaving a red imprint on the ripe buttock.


"Owwwww!" she cried. "Faggot! Lousy impotent faggot!" she railed again, 
giving him the finger.


Down came his hand, smacking the bare tender flesh mercilessly. He didn't 
care about the listing, his job, even imprisonment. He was going to teach 
this hot kid a lesson. A court might just be very interested in her balling 
sessions with her old man-if it came to that.


Red welts were beginning to appear on the girl's punished backside, where 
Porter continued to spank her so hard that the palm of his hand stung in 
protest. She was wailing and screaming and thrashing around on his lap, and 
her movements, combined with the excitement of his punishing slaps on her 
pliant asscheeks, caused his cock to grow into ramrod hardness. The 
throbbing shaft of his inflamed prick strained against the imprisoning 
fabric of his slacks. His breathing was coarse and staccato. He had a wild 
desire to stick his tongue in her little brown anus, which was defenselessly 
available to him. He wanted to skewer it with his cock, until she split 
apart. He wanted to rip open his fly and shove her face down on his tortured 
cock until she chocked to death on it. Impotent! He'd show her just how 
impotent he was!


The rock music raged in his ears, deafening him to her cries. He spanked her 
in tempo with the music, in synchronization with the wild, chaotic beat of 
the primitive composition. Her little buttocks were swollen and scarlet from 
the bruising swats he delivered again and again. Suddenly, unable to control 
himself, he bent down over the screaming girl and ran his wet pink tongue 
along the quivering crevice of her well-spanked ass.


"Aaaahhh! Aaahhh! Aaaahhh!" the young brunette cried, desperately wriggling 
her buttocks in a frantic effort to escape. But there was an unmistakable 
tone of excitement mixed with her terror at his latest assault. Porter 
licked and slavered at her secret place, thrusting his tongue deep into her 
rectum. He was like a man possessed. At that moment, neither the presence of 
the girl's father, nor Nadia, nor the entire LA police force could have made 
him change his course. Her wriggling made his inflamed cock jump inside his 
trousers, and he could feel the wetness in his shorts where the lubricating 
fluid was dripping from the tiny glans.


"You like that, huh?" he rasped as he took his tongue from the girl's 
invaded rectum.


"No ... yes ... yessss!" she answered through her sobs.


"Then see how you like this!" He pushed his middle finger against the tight 
little ring, watching it crinkle defensively under his probing. Then he 
exerted more pressure, ramming the finger forward, forcing it past the 
tightly clenched sphincter into the darkness of her resisting anal depths.


"Aaaarrrrrrrh ... stop! Please stop!" she begged, wriggling her soft creamy 
asscheeks frantically in a futile effort to escape the intruder. But her 
struggles only assisted Porter in burying the marauding digit further in her 
tortured rectum.


"I'm just giving you the finger, sweetie-like you gave it to me! Only I'm 
putting it where it belongs!"


Crudely, he began to rotate it inside her dark channel, making her squirm 
and moan with agony. Finally, he withdrew it, wiping it on the girl's long 
hair, a further humiliation for her.


"Get up!" he ordered her, clenching both her small wrists in his strong and 
lifting her by the hip with his other hand. The girl's face was flushed and 
tear stained. Sweat poured from her body. Her dark hair was matted against 
her cheeks. She seemed barely able to walk.


But Porter hadn't finished with her. Not yet. He was still enraged, and his 
impatient cock cried out for fulfillment.


He shoved her against the cluttered kitchen table and bent her over it, 
forcing her head down on the stained and littered surface. The cereal box 
fell on the floor, along with a couple of spoons. He didn't care. Her face 
was in the spilled sugar. He continued to hold her arms tightly behind her 
back with one hand, while he used the other to release his lust-maddened 
cock. The girl shivered involuntarily at the sound of the zipper. He could 
see half her face. There was terror in her eyes as she felt the hard rubbery 
head of Porter's penis pushing crudely against the tiny defenseless opening 
of her rectum. She knew it was fully erect, because it felt granite-hard and 
unyielding.


"Oh no! Please don't do it there!" she cried. She had only meant to incite 
him to fuck her, or have oral sex with her, she hadn't expected this!


"Nothing to worry about, baby. I'm impotent, like you said." he chided. 
"Lucky for you I can't get it up, right? Otherwise, you'd feel something 
like THIS!...." he said, punctuating the final word with a surge forward 
that sent the thickly pulsing head of his cock up inside the elastic 
tightness of her futilely resisting rectum.


"AAARRRRGGGHHHH! OH, GOD ... PLEASE STOP!" Her voice rang out piteously and 
her whole body shook and vibrated as she made a last frantic effort to elude 
the lust-engorged penis. But it was useless. She couldn't move forward. The 
edge of the table was creasing her lower belly painfully. She couldn't move 
backwards-the real estate man had pinioned her with his powerful body. She 
was a complete prisoner in his hands, powerless to do anything but submit to 
his wanton designs.


Porter stared down at the palpitating length of his impaling cock with 
sadistic satisfaction. The tip of the inflamed head was already inserted in 
the girl's crinkled anus. He knew that she was afraid, and he reveled in her 
fear. It made him feel all-powerful, made up for the insult to his 
masculinity, her brainless taunts and accusations. But he hadn't finished 
with the "lesson" yet. She would learn, for all time, not to fuck around 
with grown men. She might be her father's willing juvenile bed partner, but 
she wasn't a woman yet! And she wasn't a match for Porter Haines!


There was something else, too. He was punishing Nadia in violating this 
foolish, misguided teenager. Oh, how he would love to take Nadia this way, 
to show her he was boss. How many times she had turned away from his 
caresses, had deflated his cock with a cascade of pitiful tears! She wasn't 
much more of a woman than this callow teeny bopper. With every look, ever 
gesture, she made him feel guilty, made him feel less than a man. All she, 
could think of was having a baby, having a baby-as though that would solve 
their marital problems....


A baby! He suddenly remembered Judy. Christ, was she on the pill? It would 
be just like a hippie chick to take chances. Look what happened the last 
time! That would be cute-a paternity suit, on top of everything else! 
Geezus! He couldn't afford to see her again-ever!


The girl was breathing in agonizing gasps. "Stop it, please! You're killing 
me!" she rasped.


"Aw, c'mon Avis. Try harder. An impotent faggot can't do any harm!" He 
gathered his strength and shoved forward again, forcing his huge, 
lust-distended cock further into the virginally tight recesses of her rectal 
sheath.


"Uuuuggghhhnnhh ... aaaggghhh!" she cried again. But he surged on, until at 
long last, he was embedded to the hilt in the girl's sorely abused anal 
depths. He held it there triumphantly, watching the desperate squirming of 
the young girl's lewdly skewered buttocks.


Then he began to withdraw, pulling out his long, rangy rod with a slow, 
tantalizing deliberateness. The tight dry inner flesh clung agonizingly to 
the slowly exiting shaft, causing new pain to flood the girl's lewdly 
impaled loins.


"Oooooohhh ... Ooooowwww ... "she cried piteously.


When just the heavy, blood-filled head was still tightly sunk inside the 
tiny muscular ring, Porter surged forward again, this time without stopping 
and embedded his passion-inflated cock right down to the base in her firmly 
clenched rectal channel. Then he began a slow, laborious in and out movement 
and the girl's tortured rectum finally yielded slightly and allowed him to 
plunge and withdraw with greater ease.


He fucked the brash teenager's widely stretched anus like a man possessed. 
The very licentiousness of the act gave him new thrills of lurid pleasure, 
and the knowledge that he was hurting and embarrassing the strange girl who 
had put him down so much added to his lust-incited passion. The sight of her 
bent and trembling figure filled him with a brutal kind of power, and he was 
determined to get the most pleasure he could from his unwilling victim.


"Move that tight little ass of yours around on my cock, baby!" he commanded 
her, accompanying his obscene order with another hard slap on her bruised 
buttock.


Avis shuddered again. Awkwardly, she tried to rotate the trembling mounds of 
her backside, wincing and gasping with every movement. But it didn't matter. 
Porter was completely carried away by the obscene act he was forcing on the 
helpless girl, and he was very near to climaxing.


His deep thrusts became more convulsive, the tempo of his brutal ass-fucking 
increasing with each lunge. Hoarse, semi-human groans tilled the air, and 
Porter was like a wild dog, bucking and humping against her bruised and 
strained buttocks. Suddenly, he stiffened. Then he began to fuck her with 
hard, spasmodic thrusts. He was cumming!


"Fuck back, you little slut!" he hissed, as he sent spurt after spurt of hot 
sperm into the young girl's anus.


"AAAARRRGGGHHHHHr he cried, as he continued to convulse on the girl's naked 
body, stinging the chafed inner flesh of her rectum with his scalding cum. 
It went on and on. He couldn't stop cumming! Finally, after what seemed like 
an eternity, his spend cock slipped easily out of the girl's flooded 
channel, still partially hard.


He released his hold on the girl's wrists, and noticed that there were marks 
left by his tightly grasping fingers. It alarmed him somewhat. But the 
lesson wasn't over. Not quite. He had something more to do.


"Sit down," he ordered her, taking her by the arm and leading her over to 
the chair. She was trembling.


"Wha ... what are you going to do now?" she asked, her eyes wide with 
fright, "don't hurt me again, please."


"I wouldn't dream of it, sweetie," he said, a cruel leer on his face. 
"You've taken your medicine like a good girl. Now I'm going to give you 
something nice to remember me by ... Scoot forward, and spread your legs."


There was a glint of excitement mixed with apprehension in the girl's dark 
eyes. "No . ... I'm too upset." she protested.


"Nonsense. You said you loved to have your pussy eaten, remember? Or was 
that just bullshit, too?"


"No ... it's true. I do love it, but ... you've been so mean. I'm afraid 
you'll hurt me again."


"I promise I won't-as long as you behave yourself. But if you try anything 
funny, I swear I'll bite your little clit off!" He looked right at her, and 
the girl's look back confirmed that he had conveyed the false threat with 
effective sincerity.


"Besides, I want to see if you know how to cum, the way women do. Can you 
cum for me, Avis?"


"Well, sure. At least, I always do with Jack...."


"Don't mention my competitors, please. It hurts me right here." he said 
sarcastically, pounding his chest with his fist. "Every guy likes to think 
that he's the first-it's time you learned that, too." He was mocking her, 
ridiculing her, and he wondered if she realized it. She must.


The girl was slumped down in the chair, her legs wantonly spread apart, and 
her buttocks halfway off the seat. The crisp dark tendrils of her pussy 
glistened with perspiration. Porter stared into the coral furrow that faced 
him so invitingly. There was one sweet, girlish pussy, he thought to 
himself, though he wouldn't give her the satisfaction of appearing 
intrigued. Actually, he loved to go down on a woman, loved the smell of 
pussy, and the sweetly pungent taste of cunt in his mouth. Goddamn, he could 
feel his cock twitch again!


He used his thumbs to spread "the damp outer lips. The girl shivered in 
anticipation. Her breathing was already becoming shallow. Damn! That bastard 
father of hers had gone down on her all right. He couldn't stand to think 
about it. Without warning, he aimed his extended tongue right for the tiny 
throbbing titty of her clitoris.


"Aaaahhh! Aaaaahhhh!' she gasped, spasming at the first electric contact of 
his lingual member against her sensitized little bud.


"You like that, Avis?" he asked, gloating to himself.


"Ohhh, ooooh yessss...."


He wasted no time in mounting his maddening assault on her defenseless 
pussy, licking and sucking and mouthing the creamy furrow for all he was 
worth. The girl was mewling incoherently, her thighs spreading wider and 
wider to receive his brandishing licker. Porter jammed it into the tight 
depths of her pussy, causing her to cry out aloud. She held onto his hair, 
and tried to pull his face in closer to her pussy. He reached up with one 
hand and began to fondle the pertly upthrust mounds of her small breasts, 
provoking more passionate gasps. Then he returned to her clitoris again, 
laving the throbbing bud with relentless fervor. The girl was trembling 
violently now, and crying aloud in animal-like groans of compelling passion.


"Ooooohhhh, yessss ... suck it ... EAT MEEEEEEEEEE! AAAAHHHHHH ... I'M 
CUUUMMMMIIINNNNGGGG! "


And she was, bucking against his face like a demented vixen, her eyes rolled 
back in her head, her body spasming again and again, filling his mouth with 
the sweet issue of her ecstasy, as her pussy juices creamed his face and ran 
down his chin.


Porter's cock was rock-hard again. He didn't know what to do. He was worried 
about the old man returning. He must have been there about forty-five 
minutes already. He kept licking and sucking at her pussy until the girl 
finally begged him to stop. Then he got up, grabbed a paper towel from the 
holder on the wall, and mopped his face. He was perspiring through his 
jacket, his rigid cock still outside his fly.


Just then the phone rang. Both of them recoiled as though they had been 
stung. Avis walked heavily over to it, trying to regulate her breathing. She 
was still panting when she picked it up after the fourth ring.


"H-hello-o." she said. There was a pause, then, "Oh, I was in the pool, 
Jack." she lied, looking at Porter. "Yes, he came by ... he dropped off his 
card and left ... wants you to phone him. I forgot to call his office ... 
When? ... about an hour? Ok ... Yeah ... ok ... Bye-bye." She hung up.


"Well?" Porter said expectantly. "He wants me to phone your office and ask 
if you can be here in about an hour. Can you?...." she said, a slow smile 
dimpling her flushed cheeks.


"I think so ... if you promise to be a good girl." he said, smiling back at 
her. She came up to him and clutched his cock in her perspiring hand. "How 
would you like a nice, cool, refreshing dip ... in the pool?"


"Sounds great. I could use it." he said, placing an arm around her small 
waist. "There are several things I could use right now...."


"Really," she affirmed, bending her head down over the lust-bloated head of 
his twitching cock and flicking her small pink tongue out like an adder. 
Porter sucked in his breath. "Here?" he asked. He was leaning against the 
kitchen counter.


"You're right. Let's go outside. You can take off your clothes and just let 
it all hang out. Getting sucked off in the sun, when you're lying by the 
pool, is a great way to go ... Stud!"


CHAPTER THREE


Nadia Haines was on her third Bloody Mary. She rationalized that the tomato 
juice had lots of vitamin C in it. There was an unopened letter from her 
mother lying next to a stack of bills and miscellaneous mail. She couldn't 
bring herself to read the contents of her mother's letter. She knew what 
would be neatly scripted on the onionskin paper. Mother's letters were 
always the same: the local weather report, news of family friends, the 
latest obits, and always a thinly veiled inquiry about parenthood. Wasn't it 
time for "a little stranger" to appear on their doorstep? Mother was very 
Victorian. She pretended that the stork brought babies!


Nadia closed her eyes and leaned back against the couch, trying to blot out 
her troubled thoughts. She hadn't meant to lose her temper with Porter this 
morning, but she couldn't help it. She had awakened tired, irritated, and 
depressed, a more or less chronic condition of late. She was on edge most of 
the time, she knew. But so was Porter. As their quarrels became more and 
more frequent, their sex life was diminishing at the same rate. They had 
tried to discuss their problems, but neither of them was willing to admit 
their deepest resentments, though she knew pretty well what was wrong.


Porter was totally selfish. He thought only of his own needs-his sexual 
needs, his need to be better than his brother, Ron, his need to make tons of 
money, and in a hurry. When did he ever think of her needs? Of course, he 
had provided her with a lovely home, stunning clothes and all the material 
comforts. But even that was for show, to impress people with his success. 
The one thing she wanted more than anything else in her world, he denied 
her: a child of their own.


No wonder she didn't want to make love! Porter just couldn't seem to 
understand why she wasn't able to respond to him passionately, despite the 
tension between them. That was a man for you! All they think about is that 
thing between their legs, and the pleasure they get out of sticking it into 
a woman! He ignored the whole reason behind that insistent demand in his 
loins-reproduction.


It's not fair! she thought bitterly, I'm twenty-seven years old, and still 
not a mother. If Porter doesn't want to father my child, why shouldn't I 
find someone who does? Five years of marriage, and what do I have to show 
for it? Frustration ... heartbreak ... and a husband who cares more about 
his work than about his wife!


She took another long swig of her Bloody Mary and shuddered as it went down 
her throat. She was feeling a numbing glow now, and she welcomed it. Yes, 
that's it. Anything to shut off the pain.


She wondered wearily how she'd get through the day. She didn't even want to 
get dressed and go out. She couldn't bear to talk to anyone, not even 
Margaret, her best friend. Especially not Margaret. She was always so 
inquisitive about the personal side of her life, asking embarrassing 
questions that Nadia couldn't bear to answer. Once the phone had rung that 
morning, and she let it ring, figuring that it was probably her talkative 
friend.


She looked around the room. She was usually a capable and efficient 
homemaker, refusing to have a cleaning woman because she felt she could do 
the job better. Besides, being busy kept her mind off things. But now she 
was too depressed to make the effort. She could see the tell-tale layers of 
dust on the lamps and coffee table, the frizzy balls of wool gathering on 
the carpet. So what? she shrugged, downing the last of the vodka-laced 
beverage.


She thumbed idly through the unread morning newspaper, finally turning to 
the classified section. Perhaps she should look for a part-time job, she 
thought. That would get her out of the house for a few hours a day, give her 
something meaningful to do, maybe keep her from drinking so much. She 
realized it was becoming a habit with her, and she found herself carefully 
washing out the glasses, and even driving away from the house to dump the 
empty liquor bottles in roadside trash cans! She hated being secretive. 
Worse, she grudgingly admitted to herself that the problem was getting out 
of hand. But she had to do something!


Nadia's eye was caught by an advertisement in bold face type. She looked 
closer.


"Housewives ... earn extra $$$ in your spare time modeling our glamorous 
at-home fashions. If you are an out-going type, with good face and figure, 
you can be a lunch-time mannequin at one of our lovely restaurants. Fee plus 
sales commission. Only very attractive women between 21 and 35, please. 
Apply in person, after 3:00 p m. daily."


Etc., etc. Nadia got up from the couch, stumbling against the edge of the 
coffee table as she rose. The strong drinks had gone to her head. She took 
the newspaper into the bedroom with her, where she took a piece of notepaper 
from a pad on the bedside table and carefully wrote down the address. She 
didn't want to circle the ad or clip it out-Porter was sure to notice and 
question her about it.


Then she went to her closet, opened the louvered double doors and surveyed 
her wardrobe. After discussing first one outfit and then another, she 
finally selected a light blue dress with a revealing decolletage, which 
showed off her excellent figure to best advantage. The dress was flattering 
without being flashy, she thought, and the color suited her burnished auburn 
hair and light brown eyes, and complimented her ivory skin.


She went into the kitchen and plugged in the percolator. Coffee would be 
ready by the time she finished showering. She would need more than one 
strong cup to bring her down from the buzz. But. if she were stone sober, 
she probably wouldn't have the courage to apply for the job.


Nadia showered and washed her hair, then dusted herself with bath powder and 
wrapped a towel around her head while she drank her coffee and forced 
herself to eat a sandwich. She felt a flutter of excitement course through 
her. And she wasn't nearly as depressed as she had been. In fact, she was 
feeling almost good! She decided to use her portable dryer out by the pool. 
The sun would help dry her hair faster. She thanked God for her naturally 
curly hair.


She never had to mess with rollers and permanents and bobby pins, the way so 
many women did.


As she sat drying her hair, she mentally tried to rehearse what she would 
say at the interview. She had modeled in college fashion shows, and after 
graduation ... not full time, of course. But her husband preferred her not 
to work ... no, that wouldn't do at all! She needed the money ... (Porter 
would die if he found out she'd said that!) Oh well, she would just have to 
play it by ear.


Nadia paid great attention to her makeup, achieving an effect that was 
natural and yet, "model-ish." She generously applied her favorite perfume-it 
had a very sexy scent, and put on her sheerest stockings. Nadia had very 
good legs, and she knew it. Last came the dress. She surveyed herself in the 
full length mirror on the door. Not bad, she had to admit. Not bad at all!


Nadia had butterflies in her stomach as she got out of the small elevator on 
the third floor of the four-story office building on La Cienega. The long, 
broad street was called "Restaurant Row" she knew. Perhaps the restaurants 
mentioned in the ad were nearby.


She found Room 307. The sign on the door read, "Mickey Prince Enterprises" 
in discreet block letters. She drew in her breath, placed a shaky hand on 
the brass doorknob, and cautiously stepped inside.


There were three women sitting on the two red velvet love seats in the small 
reception room. At the back of the room, whose red and white flocked walls 
were decorated with dozens of glossy black and white photographs of models, 
was another door. In front of the door, about five feet away, was a large 
wooden desk, commandeered over by a wispy platinum blonde with false 
eyelashes an inch long and enough makeup for the entire showgirl cast of the 
Lido Revue! The girl's expression was humorless and inscrutable, like those 
of women who sell cosmetics at department stores. Nadia approached her 
tentatively, trying to look confident.


Before she could say anything, the girl thrust a sheet of paper and a pen at 
her.


"Would you fill this out, please. Mr. Prince will see you as soon as he's 
free."


"Thank you," Nadia said, taking a seat next to a tall brunette in a 
skin-tight black cire jumpsuit. The woman was wearing a heavy, cheap perfume 
that pervaded the air around her, and Nadia felt almost sick at her stomach 
the moment she was seated. But there was nowhere else to sit, so she began 
filling out the application.


In a few minutes, the blonde receptionist appeared with a small tray on 
which there was a cocktail glass.


"How about a martini?" she asked, holding the tray under Nadia's nose. Nadia 
looked up at the girl. She was smiling a thin, impersonal smile. Her eyes 
seemed like two black marbles of obsidian glass.


A martini ... before an interview? Nadia thought that very strange indeed. 
She hesitated, then she noticed that there were similar glasses on the two 
Spanish colonial coffee tables in front of the loveseats.


"It's perfectly all right," the girl said, divining her thoughts. "Some 
offices offer coffee; we offer martinis. That's the way the boss wants it."


"In that case, thank you," Nadia said, taking the glass from the tray. She 
was secretly grateful for the potent drink. It would make facing Mr. Prince 
a little easier.


As she sipped, she noticed the two women opposite her on the other loveseat. 
One of them was thumbing through a Vogue magazine ... she was quite young, 
probably about twenty two, with extremely short hair dyed orange-red. She 
wore very dark lipstick that matched her Fu Manchu nails, and heavy green 
eye shadow.


The woman next to her was rather frumpy looking, with an overstuffed bosom 
and heavy ankles. Nadia doubted that she would get the job, poor thing. But 
she gave her points for having the guts to apply for it.


The door at the rear of the room opened. A good-looking woman in her 
mid-twenties waltzed out, wearing a shit-eating grin. She was smoothing her 
print dress. She winked at the receptionist. "Thanks, doll," she said, and 
breezed out of the office, shooting a knowing glance at Nadia as she left. 
Obviously, she had been hired!


The receptionist disappeared into the back office for a moment, closing the 
door behind her. When she reappeared again, she looked in the direction of 
the frumpy woman.


"Okay, Francine ... is it?" The woman nodded her head excitedly. "You want 
to come in now?" said the receptionist, beckoning her into the office. "This 
is Francine, boss," she introduced the woman to the unseen man in the other 
room. Then she closed the door and returned to her desk. "Have you finished 
filling that in?" she called. Nadia looked up. The girl was looking at her.


"Oh, yes ... almost." Hastily she completed the information, signed her 
name, and got up to deliver it to the desk. The martini had effected her 
rather quickly, and she supposed that the lingering intoxication from the 
Bloody Marys contributed to her unsteadiness.


The frumpy woman appeared from the back office in less than five minutes. 
She looked straight ahead, saying nothing, and disappeared into the 
corridor.


The mini-skirted girl-"Bonnie"-was next. She was in the back office for what 
seemed like an eternity, during which time Nadia downed her second martini. 
Finally, the girl came out, looking a bit frazzled but triumphant. "See ya," 
she said flippantly to the platinum blonde, who reacted with a phony smile.


The brunette-who Nadia decided was "The Dragon Lady"-was next. She, too, was 
inside the office a long time.


By the time the woman came out, Nadia didn't care whether she got the job or 
not. She felt completely relaxed, all her apprehensions gone. She was aglow 
from the top of her head down to her toes. The receptionist had become 
warmer too, chatting with her about this and that. Nadia decided that she 
wasn't so cold after all.


"Come on in, honey," said the receptionist, whose name, Nadia learned, was 
Joy.


The man behind the desk in the inner office brightened when Nadia was 
introduced to him. He was an attractive man in his mid-thirties, she 
guessed, with a lot of black ringlets worn rather long. He was tanned and 
broad-shouldered, one of those Hollywood types who has a fetish for physical 
culture, it seemed. You could always spot them, with their perfect, plastic 
looking bodies-over-developed torsos, with narrow waists, concave abdomens 
and trim hips. He was wearing a tailored bush jacket and a white continental 
shirt open halfway to the waist, showing a darkly hairy chest. Nadia noticed 
the tiger's tooth on a chain around his neck, a gold I D. bracelet on his 
wrist, and several rings on his fingers. His nails were manicured 
professionally, no doubt, judging from the clear polish adorning them. He 
was smoking a Nat Sherman cigarette, a long brown one, and there were 
several similar butts in the large glass ashtray next to the cardboard pack. 
She could detect a whiff of Aramis cologne as she approached his desk.


Joy handed him the application. "This is Nadia," she told him.


"Hi, Nadia. I'm Mickey Prince," he said, extending his hand. It seemed to 
her that he held the handshake a bit longer than necessary. She smiled 
warmly, trying very hard to act sober.


"Sorry you had to wait so long. This has been a bitch of an afternoon," he 
apologized. Then, without waiting for a reply, he went on. "I see you've had 
some modeling experience before. That's good, though it's not absolutely 
necessary. If a woman knows how to move well, and how to use her body, she 
can quickly get into it.-Would you mind standing up and walking to the end 
of the room for me, Nadia? I want you to pivot on your forward foot as you 
turn, then pause a moment, and walk back to the desk, o k.?"


"Y-yes ... ," she said, unsteadily. Her head was swimming, and she wasn't 
sure she understood his instructions. But she got up and followed his 
directions, trying her best to walk in a straight line.


"That's fine, just fine, Nadia. Only don't forget to smile," he said, 
"There's nothing to be nervous about."


"Oh, right," she said, showing her teeth in a broad, but brief smile.


"And hold your arms out, when you turn, like this." He got up from the desk, 
and Nadia noticed that he wasn't as tall as he had seemed while seated. He 
did a funny imitation of a woman walking, which made her laugh and helped 
break the ice a bit.


"Now, try it the way I did it. I'll take your hands and walk with you," he 
said, coming up close behind her and placing his outstretched hands in hers. 
"Right foot first, Nadia."


She preceded the man, feeling like an ice skater with her partner. The 
intimacy seemed perfectly natural, under the circumstances.


"Now pivot on the ball of your right foot, Nadia."


She got confused, and put her left foot forward.


"No, the right foot," he said, reaching around and placing hs hand above her 
knee. She was startled by the unexpected feel of his hand on her leg. But 
his business-like tone of voice reassured her.


"Don't think I'm getting fresh. I'm around women all the time, you know. 
It's just part of my job."


"I guess ... I guess those martinis were a bit strong," she fumbled.


"Just put that out of your mind, Nadia. We know the girls are nervous when 
they apply for this kind of job. Better to be a little relaxed when you come 
in than not, right?"


"I suppose...."


"You're going to be terrific, I can tell-but I would like to get you into 
one of our at-home outfits and see how you move in that. This dress is very 
attractive, but it does restrict your movements." He went to a closet and 
began rummaging through the garments hanging there. "We manufacture our own 
line, which is sold exclusively at our restaurants, Nadia. Ah, here we go," 
he said, taking two filmy negligees from the closet. He held them up to her. 
One was shocking pink, trimmed in silver and ostrich feathers; the other was 
a striped chiffon, in shades of green.


"But ... these are almost transparent!" Nadia protested. "I can't model 
these in front of people!"


"Of course you can. You'll be wearing a flesh-colored body stocking 
underneath ... if you want to. Besides, you're only circulating the room for 
a few minutes at a time, along with several other models. What's wrong with 
that?"


"Well ... it's just, so ... so...."


He cut her short. "Look, Nadia. You're a married woman, not a little girl. 
This is a modeling job. You're a natural. You've got the body, the face, and 
that 'X' quality that's so hard to come by in women these days."


"What would that be?" she asked suspiciously


"Call it charisma, call it allure-anything you like. Whatever it is, you've 
got it, honey. You stand to make a good deal of money in this business, I 
can tell you that. Of course, if you're happy just being somebody's 
housefrau, well, that's up to you."


Prince had hit a sensitive spot. She was miserable being Porter's 
"housefrau", and she knew it. If she couldn't be a mother, she might as well 
have some life of her own. It would give her some independence, extra money, 
and a way to fill those long, lonely hours of the day when she couldn't 
resist the temptation to drown her sorrows in alcohol.


"Let's try the pink number first," Prince said, thrusting the garment at 
her. "You can change behind that screen.


"But ... I'm not wearing a body stocking," she protested.


"So? Joy, would you come in her for a minute," he called. The door opened 
and the platinum blonde stepped in. "Help Nadia slip into this, will you?"


Nadia felt reassured by the girl's presence. The two of them went behind the 
screen, where Joy unzipped her dress and unhooked her bra in one operation. 
Nadia looked around apprehensively. "Relax, honey," the small blonde said, 
"Mickey sees women all the time. Just think of it as going to the doctor."


The full-length nightgown was slightly less transparent than the negligee, 
which made Nadia somewhat less reluctant to appear before the entrepreneur. 
It was cut very low in front, exposing a good deal of Nadia's voluptuous 
cleavage, and clung to her body like a second skin, falling gracefully to 
the floor in soft folds. The hem of the gown was also trimmed in ostrich 
feathers.


The negligee tied in a bow at the neck with a silver ribbon. It was a 
beautiful outfit, Nadia commented to Joy, who was brushing her hair.


Pity, she thought to herself, that Porter will never see me in anything like 
this. He could care less!


Mickey Prince's eyes lit up when Nadia appeared, and he gave a long low 
whistle. "Beautiful. Just beautiful. This is the first time I've seen this 
number on anyone. Nobody has showed up who could do it justice-until you 
came along, Nadia."


"Oh ... thank you," she said, smiling shyly.


"Now let's try that walking business again, sweetheart. This time, spread 
the negligee and hold it out as you turn. Then pause for a moment before you 
start walking back, o k.? Got that, sweetheart? And don't forget to smile!"


Nadia did as she was told, following Prince's instructions to the letter. 
She felt elegant in the beautiful ensemble, and smiled more readily as she 
overcame her initial embarrassment.


"Terrific! Just great, Nadia. I want to get some pictures right now." He 
went to a cupboard behind his desk and withdrew a tripod and a Polaroid 
camera, which he placed in the center of the room. He took several head 
shots, then some full length ones, both head-on and profile. Joy waxed 
enthusiastic over each shot, encouraging Nadia to give her best for the 
shots.


"You really photograph beautifully!" she enthused.


"Now take the negligee off, please," the curly-haired man told her. Nadia 
hesitated a moment, and Joy came over arid' untied the bow at the neck and 
quickly took the filmy robe from her.


Nadia was uneasily aware of the man's eyes travelling hungrily down her 
body, taking in the curved outline of her breasts, and fastening eagerly on 
the long expanse of her shapely slender legs. The pantyhose she was wearing 
did little to conceal the thatch of pubic hair between her legs, which Nadia 
had noticed herself, with a good deal of embarrassment. Her ripe nipples 
were also darkly visible under the thin material. She regretted having 
agreed to model it.


"Perfect. Just perfect!" Prince said, taking a few more shots. "Now let's 
get your measurements. Joy, get the tape for me."


"Measurements?" Nadia gulped, her eyes wide.


"Sure. In case we have to alter any of the clothes." Prince confirmed with 
surprise.


"Don't worry, honey, models are all alike to him. He works with them all the 
time. Just like a doctor, I told you," said Joy reassuringly.


Of course! she told herself with relief. I'm just being over-modest about 
the whole thing!


She stood there in the sheer, clinging nightgown, trying to act blase. 
Mickey Prince reached around behind her and placed the tape along her back, 
carefully guiding it around to the front, where he joined the two ends 
between her breasts. Nadia found herself blushing, and a shudder ran down 
her spine. It felt so strange to have an unknown man measuring her bust, his 
fingers brushing against the turgid buds of her nipples. They seemed to 
strain eagerly against his light, almost fleeting touch, and she wondered if 
he noticed.


"Put down 37 for her bust, Joy." Next he measured her waist "-23". Then he 
took her upper hip measurement, across the flat plane of her belly, then 
dropped the tape lower, to circle the curve of her buttocks. Gently, he 
draped his hands around her hips, to straighten .the tape, and Nadia felt a 
thrill of unknown emotion go through. Oh God, what's happening to me? His 
illicit touch felt good on her scantily clad buttocks, and his fingers in 
front, drawing the edges of the measuring tape together, were only inches 
away from the nylon-shielded mound of her genitals. In fact, his knuckles 
brushed against it as he adjusted the tape. "Hips, 35"."


He dropped to his knees to get the inseam measurement, explaining that some 
of the clothes were lounging pajamas. He placed the tape at the top of her 
thigh, on the inside, asking her to spread her legs slightly. This was a 
very crucial measurement, and had to be done just right, he told her. He 
held the tape with his thumb and forefinger, so that his bent fingers 
actually came into intimate contact with her crotch! Nadia jerked back a 
little, and Prince was quick to say, "Oh, sorry, but this has to be exact. 
Even a half-inch off can ruin the line."


He also took a sleeve length measurement, then a final one, from the nape of 
her neck down her back to the floor, placing the tape in the center of her 
buttocks and running his hand on top of it down the length of her body. He 
grew more and more enthusiastic about her potential, continually exclaiming 
about her fabulous skin, her perfect features and her exquisite figure. 
Nadia had to admit that the praise felt good-not to mention Prince's deft 
and light touch as he measured her. She kept reminding herself that it was 
all part of his job, and after all, there was a woman in the other room with 
them. There couldn't be anything too out of the ordinary about what Prince 
was doing.


"O k., Nadia, that's it. You can get dressed now," he said finally. "Just 
tell me what your shoe size is. We like to use the right kind of footwear 
with our line."


"It's 6 1/2 B. But, does that mean that I'm hired?" she asked incredulously.


"I wouldn't have spent this much time with you if you weren't, honey," he 
grinned at her.


"But you haven't told me about the hours or the fee or anything. Where will 
I be working?"


"O k.-it's forty bucks a day ... that means, from 11:00 to 2:00-though 
actually modeling time will amount to a couple of hours, starting at 11:30. 
You get a 20% commission on the sale of every item you model personally. 
That means, if a guy buys two or three of the same outfit, you get 
commission on all of them. That pink job you're wearing retails for $110 ... 
so that's another twenty-two bucks right there for you. Not bad, eh?"


"That seems quite generous," she said nonchalantly, trying to hide her inner 
excitement.


"And there are bonus arrangements, and other fringe benefits...."


"Like what, exactly?"


"We'll talk about that later, o k.? I've got an appointment now. I'll phone 
you in the morning and we can get together for some fittings ... you are 
free tomorrow morning aren't you?"


"Yes ... oh yes. My husband leaves for his office at around 8:30, so I could 
be here around ten, I suppose."


"I'm not sure yet about the time, but you'll hear from me first. Either Joy 
or I will take you to the restaurant, so you can see how things work ... Oh 
Joy, lock up for me as soon as Nadia leaves, o k.? Got to dash."


Then he was out the door, leaving Nadia breathless in his wake. She couldn't 
believe it was all happening to her. Wait 'til Porter hears about this! she 
thought smugly. Then, No. I'm not going to tell him ... not yet! He's liable 
to object to this, too!


CHAPTER FOUR


It was almost 6:15 when Nadia pulled into the broad driveway of her Benedict 
Canyon home. She noted with horror that Porter's car was in the carport. He 
usually didn't get home until 6:30! That was bad-it meant questions, and she 
didn't want to explain her absence at that point.


"Hi-!" she called out cheerily as she walked into the kitchen. There was no 
answer. She put some groceries down on the table and walked into the living 
room. Porter was reading the paper in his favorite wing-back chair. He 
looked up coldly. "Where the hell have you been?" he asked-icily.


"Oh, I'm sorry, Port. Margaret insisted I meet her for a drink at that place 
near the supermarket, and I just couldn't get away from her," she lied. "I 
really lost track of time. I'll have dinner ready in a few minutes-your 
favorite, crab meat and avocado salad."


"Just get me a drink-if there's anything left in the liquor cabinet," he 
snapped.


She couldn't understand why he was so upset. After all, he wasn't expected 
until 6:30, and they usually didn't have dinner until 7:30 or 8:00. His 
sarcastic reference to her drinking hurt her badly.


Silently she took the Johnny Walker Black out of the liquor cabinet and 
poured an ounce and a half into the cut glass tumbler. Then she added a 
splash of water and reached for the ice cubes in the tiny refrigerator that 
was concealed by the brass grating on one of the cabinet doors. She put the 
glass down on a coaster that lay on the lamp table next to the chair, never 
saying a word. Then she turned to go into the kitchen.


"Margaret must have a short memory," he said as she walked away from him. 
For an instant, Nadia froze. "What do you mean?" she said, turning to face 
him. She was beginning to seethe with anger, but she tried her best to be 
casual.


"Nothing-it's just that she phoned here about ten minutes before you drove 
up; said she'd been trying to get you all day. She was worried...."


Nadia sighed heavily. "All right. I didn't have a drink with Margaret. I 
went shopping and decided to have one-one little martini, that's all. What's 
so bad about that?"


"Not a thing. So why lie about something as innocent as that ... hmmmm?" he 
asked, eyeing her suspiciously.


"Because you make such a thing of my so-called drinking, that's why!" she 
blurted out at him.


"If you refer to your incessant boozing as 'so-called drinking', then I 
might as well refer to the way I work my ass off for you as 'so-called real 
estate' ... right?"


Nadia began to tremble with rage. She had meant to keep her cool, but the 
words came tumbling out with all the bitterness and frustration within her. 
She had been so joyous a little while ago ... she had even felt warmer 
towards her husband. But he killed her joy and opened the McGee's closet of 
resentments that crowded-her consciousness.


"Who are you trying to kid, mister? Work your ass off for me? Hah! You work 
your ass off despite me, to prove to your awesome big brother, Ronnie, that 
little Porter is just as good as he is! You work your as off because you're 
money-hungry, because you eat it up, that's why. You work your ass off to 
get away from me!"


"Take it easy, Nadia. You're going much, much too far. A woman who's out 
running around all dolled up the way you are had better be goddamned careful 
about throwing stones!


Now, where the fuck were you all day?"


"I told you-I was home until this afternoon. Then I went out to do some 
shopping and have a drink. I didn't feel like seeing Margaret or talking to 
her on the phone, so I didn't answer the phone. That's the God's truth!" She 
was almost screaming at him now. She knew she was acting shrewishly, but she 
couldn't help herself. She also knew that Porter had a violent temper. She 
was treading on thin ice. But she also felt a little guilty about the 
intimate interview she had had with Mickey Prince. She knew Porter would 
object if he learned that she had applied for a job-much less, a modeling 
job like the one Prince had offered her!


"If I didn't know better, I'd say that you lied because you were out 
screwing around with another man. But then, that's ridiculous, isn't it?" he 
said facetiously, "because we both know that you're a frigid bitch!"


Nadia's feelings were lacerated by her husband's cutting accusation. All the 
feelings she had nurtured about being misused and unappreciated leaped to 
the fore and pushed aside caution.


"I didn't use to be a frigid bitch ... and I wouldn't be now, if you were 
anything but an unfeeling, uncaring ... animal! You treat me like a whore, 
not as a woman you're supposed to, to love!"


"That's a lie, goddamn it! You think any man with a normal, healthy interest 
in sex is an animal! That just shows how sick you are!" he shouted at her.


"If wanting a child is being sick, then I'm glad I'm sick!" she screamed 
back, bursting into tears. "Why shouldn't I drink?-you leave me at home by 
myself all day long with nothing to do but clean house and think about all 
the things that are wrong in our marriage!"


"Yeah-a lot of women would give their eye teeth to be in your shoes, baby!" 
he hissed at her. "And speaking of house cleaning, you don't even seem to do 
that too well these days!"


"I'm very depressed! And it's all your fault! If I had a baby to care 
for...."


Porter broke in furiously. "Shut up about that, Nadia. Why should I have a 
child?-I'm married to one already!" He was enraged, and he gulped down his 
drink in two swallows.


"Ohhh ... you ... you overbearing, selfish ... monster. You pig!" she yelled 
and ran into the bedroom, sobbing hysterically. Porter was right behind her, 
seeing red again. Other women don't think I'm a pig! he wanted to say. But 
he held his tongue. It would be stupid to blow it all by giving Nadia reason 
to feel he was cheating on her. No, pride would have to take a back seat to 
reason. But pride would also force him to make her pay for what she had 
said!


Nadia looked alarmed when she saw him close on her heels. She ran around to 
the other side of the bed, shouting, "Stay away from me! Leave me alone!"


That was the last straw. The realization that his wife was afraid of him 
made Porter furious. It also goaded him in a way in which her words hadn't. 
She looked like a frightened animal, with her hands in front of her face, 
leaning back, cowering before him. So, she thought he was a monster, eh? 
Well, he had never given her any reason to think that before, but by Christ 
he would now!


He cornered her, grabbing her shoulders roughly. "You nagging, whining 
bitch!" he spat out.


"TAKE YOUR HANDS OFF ME!" she screamed, struggling desperately to break 
away.


WHAAP! Porter's hand came down hard across her face, knocking her backwards 
across the bed. Nadia stared at him in dumbfounded horror, unable to believe 
that he had actually struck her. Hot tears of pain and humiliation came to 
her eyes.


"You ... you bastard! You hit me!" she shrieked. "A man who would strike a 
woman ... now I know what you're really like! You really are a monster!"


Porter's eyes blazed with rage. He could have killed her at that moment. He 
knew that what she had said was true-he was being a monster. But hadn't she 
goaded him to that point where he lost all control? He had a wild urge to 
throw himself on top of her and give her the fucking of her life. She looked 
so helpless, so vulnerable, so pathetic lying there with her hands up to her 
face. Finally, after an agonizing moment of decision, he turned on his heel 
without another word to her and walked out of the room and out of the house. 
He climbed into the Imperial, switched on the ignition, threw it into 
reverse and tore away from the garage, his tires squealing all the way. He 
didn't even know where he was going, but he had made a decision: he was 
going to set Judy up in her own apartment; Judy and her half-breed baby. 
Nadia could go straight to hell!


Nadia drank herself into a stupor and passed out, still wearing her lovely 
blue dress.


Porter, meanwhile, had gotten drunker than he ever had in his life, first 
going to a bar for a couple of hours, then making his way up to Mulholland 
Drive to wait for Judy. She hadn't shown up, which frustrated him even 
further, so he resumed his drinking until he was finally thrown out of a 
place on Wilshire Boulevard. It must have been two a m.-when he got home, 
making enough noise to wake the dead-but not his dead drunk wife, who lay 
sprawled on the living room sofa, an empty vodka bottle on the floor beside 
her.


A thin shaft of moonlight illumined the sleeping woman. Porter caught sight 
of her through his bloodshot eyes. Drunk as he was, he felt his cock stir 
inside his trousers as he reviewed the shapely lines of his wife's body. But 
his feeling was one of contempt. "The alcoholic bitch ... Frigid boozing 
bitch!" he muttered under his breath. He moved towards her, stumbling 
against the coffee table. She didn't even stir. Her breathing was coarse but 
rhythmical, indicating deep, intoxicated sleep.


I'll show her just what kind of a monster I am! he said to himself. He 
fumbled with his clothes, tearing them off clumsily. He grabbed his penis 
and stroked it up and down several times, trying to get it fully erect. 
Goddamn it! he swore. The booze was holding him back. Finally his prick was 
rigid as a ramrod. He looked at the inviting swell of Nadia's breasts as her 
chest rose and fell predictably. Then he surveyed her shapely hips and legs. 
She looked like a terribly sexy woman-but she wasn't being one for him!


He leaned down over Nadia and began to reach up under her dress, groping for 
the top of her pantyhose. She stirred a bit and moaned in her sleep. He 
didn't care if she woke up-so much the better; she might as well know what 
was happening to her. He had to show her who was boss. She chinked steadily 
away at his masculinity. Her rejection of him was castrating. He couldn't 
allow that. He was also feeling guilty as hell about Judy and that little 
Owen chick ... he had shown her not to mess with him all right!


Porter pulled his wife's pantyhose down over her shapely legs in a rough 
manner, pulling her shoes off with them. Her dress was up around her waist 
now, exposing the patch of enticing pubic hair to his lustful gaze. As he 
stared at his wife's inviting body, he felt a new sense of power. He would 
have things his way, goddamn it!


He knelt awkwardly on the couch, straddling her splayed legs. Then he moved 
up over her, until his penis hovered above her slightly parted lips; a drop 
of clear dew hung precariously from the end of his cock, threatening to 
plummet onto her lips. Porter felt a new surge of excitement at the wanton 
challenge, and he leaned forward, until the drop of sexual ooze transferred 
itself from the tip of his cock to Nadia's sensual lips. Involuntarily, she 
sent her pink tongue forward to lick the pre-seminal fluid from her mouth, 
as though it were a drop of honey. She moaned softly in her sleep and 
stirred slightly. Porter froze, not daring to breathe. He couldn't decide 
whether to force his penis into her supple and unresisting mouth and make 
her suck him off, or whether to shove his prick into her without ceremony, 
fucking the bejeezus out of him before she knew what was happening. But then 
the idea hit him: that would be too good for her; he wanted her to know what 
was happening!


He began to beat her on the face with his rigid cock, shouting at her to 
wake up. Again and again he pummeled her with his manflesh, on first one 
cheek, and then the other. She responded in her sleep by frowning and trying 
to escape the barrage of blows.


"Wake up! Wake up, you drunken bitch!" he shouted to her. Impatient, he 
forced her lips further apart and shoved his cock into the passive cavern of 
her mouth. He used his fingers to try and close the delicate flesh around 
his stiff impalement. Nadia was blinking her eyes now, though still not 
fully conscious; the alcoholic stupor was beginning to fight back, trying to 
spit his cock from her mouth as though it were an unwelcome rubber hose.


Porter grabbed her by the hair and started shaking her, making her head bob 
up and down around his invading prick. His eyes were wide and filled with 
savagery; the veins stood out on his forehead. His terrible anger had 
aligned with his frustration to make him a madman, heedless of the fact that 
this was his wife, the woman he was supposed to love more than anyone else 
in the world.


"Suck it, bitch! Suck it!" he hissed at her. Nadia came into full 
consciousness then, though she was weak and dizzy from the surfeit of 
alcohol that still resided in her bloodstream. A look of horror crossed her 
anguished face as she came to fully realize what was happening to her, and 
that the brutal assailant was none other than her husband!


"Guaroww, queesssh ug!" she groaned, trying vainly to eject his cock from 
her mouth. Her arms were like jelly, but she tried as best she could to 
strike him. Her blows were totally ineffectual. Finally, in a desperate move 
to free herself, she bit down hard on her husband's cock, provoking a howl 
of pain followed immediately by a sharp blow across the face that sent her 
back into unconsciousness. She went limp under him, frightening Porter. He 
couldn't revive her, and he became more anxious than ever, though his 
anger-and his desire-remained fierce. He carried her quickly to the bedroom 
and placed her on the bed. He knew that she was probably all right, but he 
was frightened at his action. Her arms were at right angles to her torso; 
her legs were spread wide, giving him full and unobstructed view of her 
beautiful bare pussy. Suddenly, he was seized with an unexpected wave of 
tenderness mixed with passion, and he crawled between her legs and began to 
plant fervid kisses on her pussy. She was so fragrant, so sweetly pungent, 
he couldn't get enough of her. He ricked and sucked at his wife's ripe cunt, 
sticking his tongue deep inside her to taste her better. Nadia stirred, but 
she did not regain consciousness. Oh God, he thought, what's wrong with me? 
I am a monster, beating this helpless creature the way I have! God, how I 
want her! I love her! I need her more than anything in the world!


He couldn't contain himself then. Scooting backwards, tearing himself away 
from his unconscious wife's pussy, he crouched over her and guided his 
ramrod-like cock to the mouth of her cunt. Porter was fairly dripping now, 
and he knew it would be only a matter of moments before his straining prick 
burst inside her. He could feel her wet pussy hairs grazing the tip of his 
manmeat, and without further ceremony, he plunged headlong into her steaming 
depths, emitting an animal groan as he penetrated the outer barrier of her 
pussy sheath. Nadia's eyelids fluttered, and her eyes rolled back in her 
head. He planted wet feverish kisses on them, and showered kisses all over 
her cheeks and lips, while he pumped in and out furiously in the clasping 
depths of her unresisting pussy. He was sweating profusely, his liquored 
breath mixing with hers. At some point, Nadia regained consciousness again, 
but she didn't dare open her eyes. She wanted the nightmare to end as 
quickly as possible, and she knew that it would end soon, that Porter was 
very near to climaxing. His deep, hard thrusts had become more convulsive, 
the tempo of his brutal fucking increasing with each passing second. She 
knew that he would soon fill her vagina with his seething hot semen-she 
wasn't prepared for the fact that something had been released in her, and 
she found herself taken over by feelings that she had never expected. Her 
body was responding under the hard, rhythmic thrusts from her husband's 
cock, creating unbelievable sensations of pleasure that emanated from the 
vortex of her cunt through her loins and underbelly and all over her body. 
Apparently, her unconscious, drugged state had caused a short-circuiting of 
the always-present inhibitions that existed during her conscious and sober 
state. Her body-not her mind-was calling the shots now, and the result was 
extraordinary pleasure that she never had anticipated. Porter was completely 
carried away by his own animalistic rutting, and she knew he was oblivious 
to everything except what he was feeling. She didn't want him to know that 
she was conscious, much less, enjoying the brutal fucking he was giving her. 
She was too angry to give him that satisfaction! So she pretended to writhe 
and moan in her "sleep," keeping her eyes tightly closed and leaving her 
arms limply at her sides, while in reality, she was increasing the 
pleasurable sensations in her own pussy.


Hoarse, semi-human groans filled the air, as Porter bucked against her like 
a wild beast, battering her cunt in an outrageous effort to release his 
scalding cum inside her. Nadia tried to mask her own moans of pleasure as 
half-conscious moans of protest, which only egged her husband on.


She was getting closer and closer to the moment of ecstasy, and she knew it. 
The delay was exquisite agony. She was breathing faster and faster and....


Just then, Porter stiffened for an eternal second and then, with the force 
of a giant tidal wave, he began to fuck into her with hard spasmodic 
thrusts. He was cumming!


"AAANNGGGH! AHH ... ARRRGH!" he groaned hoarsely, his body dripping sweat 
all over her crumpled blue dress. But at that moment, Nadia didn't care, for 
she found her own pinnacle of ecstasy, which came, like a rocket burst of 
glorious magic color and fountains of pure rapture cascading from the sky 
all through every nerve end of her body. She regretted bitterly that she had 
to suppress the delicious shudders of orgasmic joy that coursed wantonly 
through her. Porter just might notice, and she couldn't give him that 
supreme gift of knowing that unwittingly, he had satisfied her. She wanted 
to throw her arms around him and hug him wildly. She wanted to wrap her legs 
around his flanks and weld his body to hers. She wanted to shove her tongue 
inside his mouth and feel his own lingual member dance against her own. But 
she could do none of those things, not then. He didn't deserve that, after 
the way he had deliberately abused her earlier. No, that was her little 
triumph!


At last it was over, and Porter's penis grew flaccid inside the murky 
depths-of her sated vagina. She continued to feign unconsciousness until she 
felt him sigh heavily and crawl away from her, falling heavily onto the bed. 
He rolled over and was sound asleep almost immediately. It was then that she 
got up unsteadily from the bed, still feeling the effects of the alcohol and 
the face slapping she had gotten from her drunken husband, and tiptoed 
quietly into the bathroom.


CHAPTER FIVE


Porter awoke the next morning with a monstrous hangover and a bad case of 
guilt. Nadia was not in bed. The scent of bacon and coffee wafted into his 
nostrils, making him almost nauseous. He glanced at the clock: 8:35. Good 
Christ, he was late!


He got up too quickly, almost passing out from the sudden rush of blood to 
his head, which beat like a tomtom with the slightest exertion. He showered 
in cold water, downing several Bufferin and a couple of Vitamin B's. He 
didn't know how he would face Nadia, but he knew he had to.


"Eh, honey ... about last night...." he began, approaching her cautiously as 
she stood leaning next to the kitchen island, "I'm really sorry. That was a 
rotten thing to do. Believe me, it'll never happen again!" He reached for 
her, putting his hands on her shoulders, but she shrugged them off and 
walked away from him.


She was holding an ice bag to her face.


"What's the matter with your face, honey? Is that where...." He couldn't 
finish. He knew he had walloped her pretty hard. Christ!


Without a word, Nadia lifted the bacon from the paper towel and removed the 
eggs from the skillet, placing them carefully on a plate on which two pieces 
of whole wheat toast were already residing. She put the plate down on the 
table next to a steaming cup of black coffee. The morning paper was nearby. 
Nadia was playing the "dutiful wife" to the hilt, he thought, considering 
what had happened during the night. It made him feel worse than ever.


"Jeezus, Nadia, say something-anything," Porter pleaded, ignoring his meal. 
The smell of food only heightened his physical discomfort. Had she made him 
a big breakfast on purpose? "I've said I'm sorry," he went on, "What more do 
you want? I ... I guess I had a little too much to drink myself and I just 
lost my cool...."


"Your breakfast is getting cold," she answered indifferently, and walked 
into the living room with her own cup of coffee, still holding the ice bag 
to her swollen and bruised cheek. She was more upset about that than about 
anything else. It would take at least two or three days for the bruise to go 
away. In the meantime, she wouldn't be able to work for Mickey Prince. He 
might lose interest, thinking she was putting him off, then she would lose 
her chance to model for him and have a part-time career of her own. Damn 
Porter!


As soon as Nadia was safely out of sight, Porter took a plastic sandwich bag 
from the cabinet and scraped most of his breakfast into it, breaking off a 
couple of bites from the toast and leaving it on the plate, along with a 
scrap of bacon and some egg. He buried the bag under some other trash in the 
incinerator, gulped down his coffee, crumpled his napkin and dashed out of 
the house, his head pounding with every step.


He drove down Benedict Canyon Road more slowly than usual, wincing at the 
pain in his head and the queasy feeling in his gut. As he rounded one bend 
in the broad road, he almost dropped his teeth. There, parked in the same 
spot where he had encountered her before, was Judy's van! Shit, he swore 
under his breath, that's all I need this morning. She must have been 
watching in the sideview mirror, for she got out and waved as he approached.


Porter parked behind the van this time, and the teenage mother was all 
smiles as he turned off the ignition. He chose to stay in the car.


"Good morning!" she beamed, leaning into the open window to give him a kiss. 
Porter pulled away from her.


"Where the hell were you last night?" he growled.


"Sorry about that, daddy," she said brightly, "but I got hung up in Ventura. 
It didn't pan out, of course, but Blossom and me got taken care of for 
awhile."


"You mean the way that I took care of you?" he asked sarcastically.


"Hey, daddy, don't come down on me like that! That's a rotten trip to lay on 
your momma!"


"Well, it wasn't much fun waiting for you to show up last night either, baby 
... just me and twenty couples making out in the back seats of cars! 
Besides, I've got a brutal hangover this morning, so if you'll excuse 
me...." .


He turned on the ignition and revved the engine.


"Wait, Porter. Don't run out on me like this. Stay and talk to me awhile. I 
know a super hangover remedy...." she said, grinning at him devilishly.


"Sorry, kid. I'm late for work." And he put the Imperial in reverse. Judy 
ran after him, hanging onto the car.


"Please ... oh please don't go, Porter! Let me see you again!" Her full 
breasts jostled as she ran, and Porter remembered how much he had enjoyed 
her the day before. He also remembered his decision to set her up in a 
modest apartment-followed by the vow never to see her again! She could be 
one hell of a mistress, he knew. But she was too flakey, perhaps. She might 
split without warning. Oh, what the hell, he would give her one more chance 
to prove her responsibility.


He pulled a piece of paper from a pad in his glove compartment, took out his 
Mark Cross pen and wrote down an address. Then he put the words "1:00 p 
m.-sharp!", underlining the "Sharp" three times. "If you're not there in 
time, we'll never see each other again," he warned her.


Judy read the address, gave him a puzzled look and then broke into a smile. 
"I'll be there, daddy. Don't worry, I'll be there with bells on!"


"I hope so," he said tersely, then he drove away.


Nadia surveyed her swollen cheek in the bathroom mirror. The bastard! she 
swore to herself. In addition to a slight swelling, there was the purplish 
cast of a bruise. Her jaw ached. She wanted to get back at Porter somehow, 
despite the delicious and unexpected pleasure he had given her the night 
before when she had reached her surprising climax. He was like a complete 
stranger, demented and deranged with anger and lust. Worse, she didn't think 
she would ever be able to trust him again. He had broken some indefinable 
bond in their marriage by his cruel attack on her, and that tie could never 
be mended, no matter what he said or did.


She decided to shower, then set about cleaning the house, armed with a 
Bloody Mary to fortify herself. She didn't hurry-there was no time limit. 
Hadn't Mickey Prince said he would phone her first? Going to the restaurant 
today was out of the question, of course, with her swollen jaw. She hoped 
she would be able to convince him that her interest was sincere, though she 
couldn't make an appearance today.


The morning breezed past, with Nadia caught up in the much-needed 
housecleaning. She had the faint notion that she was preparing for 
something, though she didn't know what. There was a long, chatty phone call 
from Margaret. Nadia carefully avoided any mention of the job interview or 
of the nightmarish events which followed.


Nadia was vacuuming the living room carpet when there was the loud buzz of 
the front doorbell. For an instant she froze. Good God, who could that be? 
She glanced at her watch-it was ten minutes past eleven. Quickly she turned 
off the vacuum, smoothed her wraparound dress, ran her fingers through her 
hair and went to the door.


She nearly let out a yelp of horror when the face on the other side of the 
door turned out to be that of Mickey Prince! Instinctively, Nadia's hand 
went to her face. The purple bruise had blended with the scarlet flush of 
embarrassment. Prince was smiling warmly.


"Mr. Prince!" she said with a gasp of ... terror.


"Hello, Nadia," he said pleasantly. "I'm sorry to barge in on you like this. 
May I come in?"


"Why ... eh ... of course, Mr. Prince. I was just doing some...."


"Mickey," he said, interrupting her, "please call me Mickey."


"Uh yes ... Mickey ... please come in." Nadia was mortified.


Prince reached for a large black suitcase on wheels and rolled it inside 
with him. "Samples," he explained. "I wanted to try some of these on you and 
pin for any necessary alterations. That way there won't be any delays when 
you start to work. I want to place you in our best restaurant, 'The Wolves' 
Den' right from the beginning. You're going to be dynamite, Nadia."


"But do you always do your own alterations?" she asked, somewhat taken 
aback. A busy man like Mickey Prince surely wouldn't handle menial details 
like fittings ... unless....


"I grew up on Seventh Avenue. Used to be in the rag business before I got 
into restaurants. It seemed natural to me to combine the two. After all, any 
operation featuring good food and beautiful women can't be all bad, right?" 
He grinned at her. He was so confident, it made her feel a bit uneasy. She 
kept her hand up to her bruised cheek.


"Hey, what's the matter with your face, Nadia?" he asked with concern.


"Oh that ... I ... I ran into a cabinet door by accident last night," she 
lied. Hqr heart was beating faster.


"Well, I wouldn't figure you'd do it on purpose!" he grinned good naturedly. 
"Let me see that. We got a lot of doctors in the family. It kind of rubbed 
off on me by association."


"It's nothing, really," she said, drawing away from him. "May I fix you a 
drink?" She was on her way to the kitchen to replenish her Bloody Mary. 
Prince followed her.


"That would be fine," he agreed, "Whatever you're having."


Nadia tried to keep her face turned away from his gaze, but he kept looking 
at her strangely. Her hands were shaking when she poured the vodka into the 
glasses.


"Hey, that's quite a bruise you've got there, Nadia. That cabinet door must 
have really had it in for you!" he teased, touching her face gently. Again 
she pulled away. He could tell she was obviously upset. He knew damn well 
she hadn't run into any "Cabinet door."


Pressing her further, he asked, "And what does your husband think of your 
new job?"


"I ... I didn't have a chance to discuss it with him yet," she h-edged.


"Why not?" Prince wondered aloud, idly sipping his drink.


Nadia didn't know quite what to say. She didn't want to tell him the real 
reason. "Oh, well, he's sort of old fashioned. I thought I'd wait for just 
the right moment, after I had started earning my own money ..".'. "


"You mean he's the jealous type? ... Doesn't want his beautiful and 
desirable wife being oogled by other men?" he probed. "What kind of 
chauvinist is he, anyway? If you were my wife,-I'd be goddamn proud to show 
you off every chance I got. In fact, it would really turn me on to think of 
you parading your charms in front of a lot of other guys, then coming home 
to give me sweet ecstasy in bed...."


Nadia didn't know that happened next; suddenly, she was crying helplessly, 
leaning on Prince's comforting broad shoulder while he placed a paternal arm 
around her waist and comforted her as though she were a small child.


"Hey, I'm really sorry if I said something to upset you, Nadia. Come on, 
tell Uncle Mickey about it," he said paternally, steering her into the 
living room and onto the couch. "No ... I can't...." Nadia sobbed, "it's too 
terrible...."


Prince suppressed a secret smile. He had felt intuitively that the beautiful 
woman had some trouble in her marriage. She was playing right into his hands 
now....


"Look ... it would probably help a lot if you talked about it. Things always 
have a way of working out if you get them talked out," he assured her.


"I know," Nadia sniffed, "but I'm too embarrassed."


"Has he been mistreating you, honey?" Prince asked with solemn concern.


His last remark broke down her resistance. Nadia felt at that moment that 
she couldn't handle things alone any longer. Prince was almost a stranger, 
but because of that, she felt more inclined to talk to him than she would if 
he were a close friend like Margaret. She was so exhausted from the constant 
strain in her relationship with Porter. And she was so unhappy.


"We had a terrible row last night, because I got home a few minutes later 
than I planned to. Porter was waiting for me. Later than night-this morning, 
actually, he came home drunk and ... and ... there was another terrible 
scene. He struck me again...." she sobbed.


"I thought so," Prince added. "What a bastard! Does he treat you like that 
often?"


"No ... last night was the first time ... actually, twice last night. You 
see, he thinks I'm a frigid bitch. I called him a monster ... and a Pig."


"Well, are you? And is he?"


"No, I don't think I'm frigid. It's just that I can't respond to Porter. I'm 
too angry with him. He doesn't give a damn about my feelings or my needs. 
He's really married to his career! He won't let me have a baby."


"Is that what you really want, honey? You know, sometimes people think that 
having a baby is going to solve all their marital problems. But believe me, 
if the problems are serious, a child is only going to add to them."


"Now you're sounding like my husband!" she wailed. Prince gave her a 
reassuring hug. He had to backpeddle fast to win her sympathies again.


"I just mean that it only makes sense for you and Porter to work things out 
first, and then have a dozen kids if you want. Unless you think that the 
situation is hopeless ... Then, perhaps, you should look for another 
husband. After all, maybe Porter is not the right man for you...."


"But ... I love him! At least, I think I do...." Nadia affirmed. At that 
moment, she wasn't really sure. The situation seemed hopeless.


"What I mean is, maybe you need a different kind of man to arouse you...." 
Prince added carefully. "How long have you been married, Nadia?"


She hung her head, embarrassed to admit the truth. Finally, she said, in a 
very small voice, "Five years."


"Five years! And you're still not sexually compatible? Christ, you poor kid! 
You definitely need another kind of man!"


"But I couldn't ... I just couldn't think of...."


"Not even if it would help your marriage?...."


"No! It's wrong! I could never be unfaithful to Porter!" she said 
emphatically.


"Do you suppose he's ever been unfaithful to you?" he questioned slyly.


"Well ... I don't think so. At least, I don't know about anything like 
that-and I don't want to think about it!"


"Sure, honey, I understand," he said soothingly, as he massaged her 
shoulders and her tense neck muscles. He didn't have to say more. He had 
already planted the necessary seed of doubt which would sprout taproots of 
"justification." Things were working out just as he hoped they would.


Mickey's remarks disturbed the troubled beauty. She wanted to change the 
subject.


"Would you like another drink?" she asked, opening her eyes and sitting 
forward on the couch.


"No, thanks. I'm fine. You just sit back and relax. You're all tense and 
nervous. Just close your eyes and forget about everything and in a little 
while, you'll feel much better."


His voice was almost hypnotic, and his Aramis was sensually fragrant in her 
nostrils, as Nadia allowed herself to lie back comfortably against his 
shoulder with her eyes closed. She was trying to blank all her problems out 
of her mind.


Prince continued to reassure her, soothing her in gentle tones like a kindly 
uncle. He looked down at the still quivering auburn-tressed beauty and felt 
desire welling up in him. He had had so many women that most of them didn't 
even turn him on anymore. But this one sure as hell did! He knew he'd have 
to go to a lot of trouble to get her, but man, would it be worth it! She was 
a living, breathing goddess, and she was playing right into his hands!


He deftly massaged her neck and shoulders for a long while, until he had 
established trust with her and he could feel the knots of tension yield 
under his expert touch. Then very casually, he worked his hand lower, until 
it came into breathtaking contact with her palpitating breast. Her breath 
quickened for a moment when he touched her nipple through her dress, but she 
didn't say anything. He could feel the little bud hardening under his touch, 
burgeoning with obvious desire. Her whole breast seemed to strain against 
his palm, and lay warm and throbbing in his hand.


"Oh don't ... please, Mickey...." she mumbled half incoherently. But she 
made no attempt to stop him.


"It's all right, honey," Prince cooed, "there's nothing wrong with it. Just 
relax, and don't worry about a thing." His hand slipped lower, coming to 
rest on her thigh. He felt it quiver under his touch, as he began to edge 
his fingers lower, until they had found the hem of her dress. Then he eased 
his hand under the fabric, onto the bare expanse of her flesh, and let his 
fingers crawl along the sleek sensitive surface.


"No, Mickey, please...." Nadia attempted feebly with a hand placed in the 
path of his. But he patted it gently and lifted it away. Her brain was 
reeling. She couldn't seem to get control of herself. Prince's warm hand 
felt good on her thigh. She felt she should make him stop, but she really 
didn't want him to. If only she hadn't had that second Bloody Mary!


Carefully, Prince edged his fingers upward until at last they came into 
contact with the thin nylon crotchband of her panties. It was wet!


"Now honey," Mickey said again, "this is going to make you feel good. You'll 
really like it, and it'll calm you down so that you won't feel nervous and 
tense anymore...."


Relentlessly, his searching fingers slipped under the narrow legband of her 
panties and came into tantalizing contact with the first straying wisps of 
curling pubic hair. Nadia jerked back as if stung, her eyes flying open in 
horror.


"No, Mickey, please don't touch me there!" she shrieked, trying to pull away 
from him. But his fingers still clung to the sensitive flesh between her 
moistened thighs and his arm tightened around her shoulder, restraining her.


"Listen, Nadia, you like my fingers stroking your cunt, don't you?" he said, 
his voice low and husky. "Don't you? I know you do ... or you would have 
stopped me before now, wouldn't you? ... You would have stopped me before I 
put my hand inside your panties!"


"No! I ... I...." Words failed her. It was obvious that her protest was a 
lie.


"If you didn't like it, you wouldn't be all hot and wet down there, would 
you?" he went on.


A crimson blush spread over Nadia's tear-stained face. She did like it, 
there was no denying that. And Mickey knew it! Oh dear God, what must he 
think of her?


"It's only natural, honey. You're starved for love. Porter is not doing 
right by your beautiful, deprived body. It's time someone thought about your 
needs."


That did it. Nadia couldn't stand it any longer. She was past resisting. 
Prince's last words contained an appeal under which all her remaining 
defenses toppled. He was right-Porter never seemed to consider her needs-and 
that was the crux of the conflict between them, as far as she was concerned. 
Here was a warm and sympathetic man who wanted to give her something for 
herself. Yes, her own flesh was crying out for love and attention. And she 
couldn't fight it!


Prince sensed victory. It won't be long, now, he told himself gleefully. 
Nadia is mine for the taking!


His questing fingers inched forward another millimeter and came into 
exhilarating contact with the pulsating outer folds of her tremulous pussy. 
He could feel the slight throbbing of the swollen outer lips, fringed with a 
thin line of soft hairs. Then, without hesitation, he plunged his middle 
finger up into the moist darkness of Nadia's unresisting cunt.


"Aaaaaggghhh ... Noooooo...." Nadia cried helplessly, wriggling her buttocks 
in a frantic but belated attempt to resist.


She was in a daze that she couldn't break out of. With one part of her mind, 
she realized that Prince was stroking and caressing her vagina, but with the 
other, she realized nothing but the comforting sensations that emanated from 
her aroused pussy; that, and the consoling reminder that he was offering her 
something she badly needed, offering her, too, a comfort and solace that was 
never forthcoming from her husband. And she couldn't refuse that. She needed 
it too badly.


Mickey continued to probe the quivering wet folds and creases of her 
sensitively squirming vagina, plunging deeper and deeper into the warm, open 
flesh. Her thighs spread now, a little of their own accord, and he began to 
ease down her confining panties, leaving them dangling above her knees. Her 
dress was bunched up above her hips, exposing the tingling plane of her 
loins to his hungry gaze. Ruthlessly, his fingers played in the velvety 
softness of her openly spread cunt, making her gyrate and twist with mingled 
feelings of pleasure and conscience.


Suddenly, his middle finger came into contact with the hard little knob of 
her clitoris and began instantly to titillate the erogenous little bud.


"Ooooohhh . , . " Nadia sighed, as she unconsciously slipped down lower on 
the couch. She couldn't believe the little wisps of pleasure that were 
curling around inside her. She was beginning to love Prince's lewd 
fingering! Her writhing, moaning body was ample evidence. The feeble 
warnings in her brain were totally bypassed by the surfeit of sensual 
pleasure she was experiencing.


"Mmmmmmmm ... aaaaahhh...." she gasped again, giving herself over completely 
to her sensuous longings. She was devoid of resistance now. She had no 
option but to acquiesce. Involuntarily, she began to grind her pelvis 
rhythmically against his nakedly swirling fingers, forcing the desire-driven 
flesh against his pleasure-giving digits.


Mickey's fingers, darting and flicking with expert agility, began to tickle 
gently at the tiny fluted inner lips which surround the pulsing, star-shaped 
entrance to her helplessly aroused body. Nadia mewled with new excitement as 
they brushed tantalizingly against the delicate, fragile flesh. Then, 
without warning, he abruptly plunged them into the wet, clinging cuntal 
sheath.


"Aaaagggghhh!" Nadia gasped in mingled surprise and pleasure. Immediately, 
the soft, tender inner walls began to milk voraciously at the dipping 
fingers, closing in on them like a velvet glove. Prince worked his fingers 
smoothly in and out of the hungrily welcoming channel in simulation of 
fucking, filling the room with lewd, wet sluicing sounds.


Meanwhile, his other hand was not idle, but reached inside Nadia's dress and 
cupped first one breast and then the other, provoking more sighs and gasps 
from the helpless frustrated wife. He freed one breast from the shielding 
fabric of her dress bodice, bringing it into naked view for his lusting 
eyes-and mouth. Nadia swooned slightly, attempting another feeble and 
short-lived protest, until his warm mouth enclosed the quivering breastflesh 
and sucked it slowly, drawing the tender mammary in and out of his wet oral 
cavern as though he were nursing on it. Then he took the turgid nipple 
gently between his teeth and bit it erotically, sending more spasms of 
pleasure through the yielding and aroused beauty. He could have done 
anything to her then-probably even fucked her. But he would wait for that. 
By the time he got through with Nadia, she would do anything he 
wanted-anytime he wanted. He would have to play it very cool for now, and he 
was ... but later....


"You like that, honey? You like what I'm doing to you?" he whispered 
coarsely to her.


"Ye-esss ... oh yesssss!" she hissed passionately.


"It's all for you baby ... all for you! You deserve it!"


He turned his attention to her other breast now, while his hand continued to 
fuck her pussy. She was like a madwoman, twisting and flailing wantonly on 
the sofa, her thighs lasciviously splayed, her softly rounded buttocks 
grinding incessantly into the yielding cushions. Hoarse cries of lust 
escaped her lips, but she was beyond caring now. All that mattered was the 
unbelievable spasms of pleasure which were shooting through her with 
lightning speed, emanating from the fiery, tingling zones of her wildly 
excited vagina, and from the aroused breasts which Prince continued to suck 
and lap and caress expertly with his tongue. His mouth and his fingers were 
wonderful givers of incredible pleasure. She had never felt so aroused 
before.


Urged on by the rising tide of her passion, she pounded her turgid little 
clitoris against his hand while at the same time, tried to coax the driving 
fingers further and deeper into her greedily clasping cuntal sheath.


All at once, she felt Prince move down her body, abandoning her breasts. It 
happened so quickly that she hardly had time to react before his head was 
between her thighs and she felt the first searing contact of his tongue on 
her pussy. She was shocked, but she couldn't stop him-even if she had wanted 
too. She was too near to climaxing. Pleasure, in maximum force, had been 
building up inside her. The unexpected and thoroughly maddening touch of 
Prince's tongue on her throbbing clitoris brought her over the edge.


"Oooohhh ... oooohhhh, God! I'm ... cuuuummmming! I'm cuuummmiiinnnggg!" she 
cried insanely, her body flailing and thrashing out of control as wave after 
wave of excruciating pleasure washed over her like breakers on a beach, 
tossing and tumbling her in their foaming wake as though she were a pebble. 
Each wave brought her to new heights of ecstasy. She had never experienced 
anything like the tremendous power of this release, and all the tension 
seemed to ebb from her body, leaving her limp and exhausted. Her head seemed 
to be going round and round and she felt as if she were in some kind of 
limbo, waiting to be put back together again.


Finally, the tremors began to subside, leaving her quivering and trembling 
like an aspen leaf. The room began to spin around her, and she gratefully 
slumped over on the sofa, only vaguely aware that Mickey was getting up, 
asking to use the bathroom. She didn't even notice the huge erection he had, 
nor the way he walked stiffly out of the room. In the intoxicating cloud of 
her diminishing orgasm, she closed her eyes and drifted into a brief and 
light sleep.


CHAPTER SIX


Porter's real estate firm managed an apartment complex in Leimert Park, near 
Crenshaw Boulevard, an integrated area of Los Angeles that was showing faint 
signs of seediness, though still respectably middle class. The buildings, 
known collectively as Precita Court, were one and two-story stucco units 
with red tile roofs and wrought iron grill work that characterizes so much 
of the Spanish-influenced architecture of the twenties and thirties in 
Southern California. It was there, at 124 Precita Court, that Porter saw 
Judy's VW bus parked when he arrived at 1:03 P M. that day. She had kept her 
part of the bargain, all right. Now, he would keep his. That was, if Judy 
panned out the way he expected her to!


She climbed out of the van to meet him when he drove up. She was sporting a 
leather bracelet with-sleigh bells attached! "Told you I'd be here with 
bells on!" she grinned.


That was one thing Porter liked very much about her-her enthusiasm. He 
failed to understand how any woman with the rotten life Judy led could be so 
cheerful. Maybe it was all a mask. If so, she was a damned good actress.


"What's this all about?" she asked innocently.


"You'll see." Porter answered with a grin. She was holding Blossom under her 
arm. Porter looked around, hoping there was no nosey neighbors peeking out 
from behind Venetian blinds. The owner preferred to rent to working people, 
and so most of the building's occupants would be away, Porter knew. There 
was a handyman, Manuel, who had a small studio. But he slept more than he 
worked, especially during the midday "siesta".


They walked up the narrow concrete path flanked by a closely cropped lawn 
until they reached the door of the tidy bungalow. Porter shuffled through a 
dozen keys until he found the one which turned the big brass lock. Opening 
the door, he stepped back to allow Judy to enter the cottage. It was a 
so-called "furnished" cottage, though the furnishings were sparse and shabby 
and fairly depressing. He let her explore the small living room and the 
"modern" kitchen-modern in the 1930 sense, though there had been some slight 
remodeling since. Then she went to the bath, and finally, to the tiny 
bedroom. She came back to the living room with a puzzled expression on her 
face.


"I give up." she said with a shrug.


"Like it?" he asked casually.


"Well, sure. It's great. But I don't understand."


"How are you at decorating?"


"Oh, I'm a whiz. And I can paint like crazy. Actually, with a paint job, and 
a few slipcovers and some pictures, this could be very cozy, quite far out."


"


"No purple. And no black. And none of that psychedelic stuff."


"Naw. That's been done anyway. But I still don't understand, Porter." she 
protested.


"We've been having trouble renting this unit. But the owner is unwilling to 
pay for decorating. I figured you need a place to stay, and you could fix it 
up in exchange for free rent...."


"You mean fix it up so that I can get my ass kicked out of here just when 
I've got it nice and liveable, huh?"


"Not if you play your cards right." he grinned, taking her in his arms. The 
small wriggling bundle came between them. He stepped back a little, 
embarrassed. "Judy, I'm willing to pay the rent and see that you have a 
home. I can't say how long the arrangement will last. That depends, in part, 
on you. I suppose I'm crazy, but I want to do this for you ... I want you to 
be my...."


"Mistress," she said for him. "Gee, that's far out. I've never been anyone's 
mistress before."


"I don't want you out on the road trying to turn tricks for food money. 
You're not that kind of girl, I know that."


"But what about your wife?" she asked sincerely.


Porter's anger flared. "Leave that frigid bitch out of this. She's a wife in 
name only, understand?"


"Yeah, yeah I get it. Okay, we won't talk about your wife...."


"Don't mention her again."


"Sure thing, daddy," she said, nodding her head. She was looking at him 
incredulously.


"Now look, Judy," he said, reaching for his wallet and pulling out several 
bills, "I want you to make a list of all the things you think you'll need to 
get this place spruced up. Also write a shopping list of food, and go get it 
at one of the big supermarkets-these local Ma and Pa operations rob you 
blind. Then take this dough-$110 bucks-to the post office and get a money 
order, which you'll put in an envelope and address to my firm. Here," he 
said, handing her his business card, "here's the firm name and address. 
Don't mail it-. I'll be back later this afternoon to pick it up."


"But you're not going now, are you?"


"Sorry, sweets, but I must. I've got a 1:30 appointment with a new lister. 
Oh, here's a key," he said, taking a duplicate off the large metal ring. 
"Don't lose it. In fact, get another one made. And get something decent for 
dinner ... we're spending the evening together. You can cook, can't you?"


"I'm practically Cordon Blue!"


"Terrific. But no escargots, please. I can't stand the slimy little things!" 
He started to go.


"Porter?" she called after him. He turned, his hand on the doorknob. "I must 
not be much of a mistress if I don't even rate a kiss on the cheek...."


Without a word, he walked back slowly to her, motioning for her to put the 
baby down, which she did. Then he took her in his arms and kissed her 
passionately on the lips, feeling his cock rise immediately as his tongue 
probed inside her tender mouth. She returned his kisses eagerly, running her 
hands all up and down his back. If it hadn't been for his appointment, he 
would have made love to her right on the living room floor. He had to use 
all his will power to pull away from her. Finally, through his coarse 
breathing, came the request, "Don't forget to buy sheets!"


"Stripes, checks or flowers?" she asked impishly.


"Baby, I don't care if they're polka dots, just as long as your beautiful 
naked body is on them!"


Porter approached the Owen residence in time to see two burly police 
officers shove Avis's father into a squad car, while the hysterical girl, 
wearing a bathrobe and leather sandals was being held tightly by the elbow 
under the beefy grip of a stern-faced matron who had the unmistakable look 
of a civil servant in a custodial position. "Good Christ!" Porter said aloud 
to himself. He figured that the worst had happened. He drove by quickly, 
just as Avis was pushed into a dark grey Chewy, then he circled the block, 
pulling up in front of a neighbor's house. The woman was standing on the 
sidewalk, watching the two official cars turn the corner.


Porter got out briskly, pretending ignorance of the situation. He made his 
way up to the Owen door and rang the bell, turning to smile cordially at the 
gaping neighbor. After a few minutes, he placed his card under the door and 
walked down the steps. He smiled again at the neighbor. "I guess they're not 
at home," he said to her.


"No, and they ain't likely to be, either," she snorted.


"Pardon me?" he said, going up to her.


"I'm the real estate agent with whom Mr. Own was listing his house. We had 
an appointment today."


"Issat so?" the woman sniffed imperiously. "So he was fixin' to sell the 
house, was he?"


"Why yes, ma'm. I understand it was too much for Mr. Owen to care for, with 
his wife deceased."


"I dare say. That lazy, good-for-nothing daughter of his never did a lick of 
work around there. But she did a lot of other things for him...."


"I'm afraid I don't understand," he lied.


"Just as well. Nothing for decent folks to discuss anyways. Shameful, the 
goings on in that house. Poor Lila Owen would turn over in her grave if she 
knew. She was a good Christian woman: But that daughter of hers was a bad 
seed from the beginning. It was the Devil's way, all right. But now them two 
got their comeuppance!"


"What happened to them, ma'am?"


"If you'd a been here two minutes ago you'd a seen the two of them being 
hauled off by the law, that's what. 'Bout time, too!"


"But surely they're not criminals. What have they done in violation of the 
law?" he probed.


"You don't call incest a crime, mister?" she asked, eyeing him 
self-righteously.


"Incest? Surely they wouldn't...."


"They not only would, they did ... and plenty!" she hissed.


"But how do you know for certain?"


"Mister, you ask too many questions. If a cat is black, one look will tell 
you so. Lots of people must of knowed, and somebody squealed to the cops. 
Guess they had somebody spyin' on 'em. Caught 'em right in the act!"


"Well, that's terrible! I mean, a terrible thing ... Thank you for your 
time, ma'am. Sorry to bother you."


"Tweren't no bother," she said flatly, as Porter climbed into the Imperial 
and gunned it. He was perspiring, shaking inside. He didn't know whether to 
feel relieved or threatened. What if Avis implicated him during questioning? 
He regretted bitterly his foolish escapade with her the day before. Damn, 
that was stupid of him! What was wrong with him? He was behaving like a 
child instead of a responsible man. It was all Nadia's fault, he decided. 
She was driving him crazy with her castrating treatment of him, with her 
piteous wounded looks, hounding him about having a baby all the time, while 
being a block of ice in bed. Was it his guilt, as well as his desire to hurt 
her that had unconsciously motivated him to become entangled with Judy-the 
mother of a half-black kid? What the hell was wrong with him, anyhow? He 
needed a drink-or maybe a shrink, or both!


He downed a couple of fast martinis at a nearby bar and then headed back to 
the office, where he reported the surprising turn of events to his boss. 
Fortunately, Owen had signed the listing contract the day before. But now, 
with him in the jug, who knew what would happen? The department of criminal 
justice could be counted on to screw things up royally in a lot of red tape.


He made a quick phone call to Nadia. "I'll be home late. I'm having dinner 
with a client in Santa Monica. Don't wait up." He said goodbye and hung up, 
sighing with relief that she hadn't questioned him. Her tone was strained, 
and he knew she was still pissed off at him for what had happened the night 
before. He forced the painful memories out of his mind, plunging into his 
work like a man possessed. He wanted the hours to pass quickly, so that he 
could once again be in the comforting presence of his sexy new mistress. 
Having Judy made him feel important, like a wheeler dealer. Precita Court 
wasn't exactly the Beverly Hill Hotel, but it was a good, safe place to 
start. And Judy was a good woman to start with. Hell, if Nadia was going to 
hold out on him all the time, why shouldn't he have a little something on 
the side? That was his rationale, though somewhere, deep in his conscience, 
a nagging little voice piped, Who are you trying to kid?


Porter let out a long low whistle when Judy opened the door. She was wearing 
a wild crocheted dress that did little to conceal her large protruding 
nipples or the patch of pubic hair between her legs. He could smell her 
cleanly fragrant herb and lemon scent. The sight and the smell of her 
excited him greatly. Judy was smiling brightly, as she did so often. He 
liked her naturalness, her lack of artifice. For a kid who had been knocked 
around the way she was, Judy was not the least bit hard or embittered. She 
was a doll. Being a mother had mellowed away that awful 'teenager' quality 
that so many young girls had. Judy was young and fresh, yet she was a woman. 
A lovely combination, he thought to himself.


"That's the sexiest getup I've ever seen!" he said. "I don't know whether to 
grab you or just stand here and drink you in for a couple of hours."


"A man could get thirsty that way. Why don't you try stepping inside your 
home-away-from-home first?"


"Great idea. And speaking of thirst, I brought something for us to celebrate 
with. Here." He handed her a bottle of chilled champagne. "Do we have 
glasses?"


"Alpha Beta's finest!" she said cheerily. "Only they're just wine glasses. 
Hope that's all-right."


"Baby, I don't care if they're jelly jars. I only have eyes for you. That 
dress!" he enthused, his eyes rummaging hungrily over her well-shaped frame.


"I'm glad you dig it. I made it myself," she said proudly.


"Fantastic. But I dig what's inside it the most."


"Hurrah for the red-blooded American male!"


Judy had prepared an excellent eggplant parmigiana, with garlic bread and a 
crisp salad. She called his attention to the improvements she had already 
made in the dingy cottage, showing him the cans of paint which she had 
purchased on sale at Sears. He loved that. She was smart, and thrifty!


She had even placed candles on the table, which touched him. Looking at her 
in the soft glow, she seemed more attractive than ever. The candlelight cast 
a misty halo around her light brown hair. Her clear blue eyes gleamed. She 
had the healthy glow of youth that was irresistible to him. She smiled as 
his eyes travelled over her face and torso, which the apricot knit 
complimented so well. She obviously dug him looking at her, and his balls 
began to ache for the young charmer.


They drank their champagne slowly, until finally, Judy poured the last of 
the clear liquid into his glass and got up from the table. "Want to join me 
in the drawing room?" she said coquettishly. She moved a few feet away and 
sat down on some large soft pillows which she had brought in from the van. 
There were small lighted candles on the coffee table, too, and jasmine 
incense burning from a long slender stick. Altogether, the effect was exotic 
... and very romantic. The illicitness of their arrangement added to 
Porter's intense desire for the young mother. He moved next to her. Then he 
had a disquieting thought. "Blossom?" he asked tentatively.


"Well fed and sound asleep-at least for a couple more hours," she smilingly 
reassured him.


"A couple of hours?" he asked, his mouth breaking into a slow smile.


"At least...."


Porter could stand it no longer. He grabbed her in his arms and pulled her 
to him. She wiggled sensuously as his mouth covered her lips. She opened her 
lips to accept the slithering probe of his tongue as it swirled its way 
toward her throat, and she teased and taunted his tongue with hers in 
return.


His hands glided up along the slightly curving slope of her sides, 
delighting in the warmth of her flesh radiating beneath the open mesh of her 
dress. His fingers found the broad-based nipples he sought and he squeezed 
them, eliciting a little groan of pleasure from her lips.


In response, her tongue plunged deeper into his mouth, flicking and whirling 
as it pressed forward. He opened his mouth wider to admit her oral invasion 
and his fingers squeezed her nipples again, clamping firmly into the pliant 
mounds of breasts he possessed. She quivered, her pelvis undulating 
suggestively against the side of his thigh. He was fumbling for a zipper. 
She drew away from him briefly. "No zippers, hooks or snaps. We do it like 
this," she said, rising to her feet and beginning to lift the clinging dress 
up over her body.


"You mean, I do it like this!" Porter echoed, substituting his hands for 
hers. In a matter of seconds he had hoisted the enticing crocheted dress 
over her head and tossed it on the sofa. Judy was completely naked before 
his lusting eyes, and he gazed unabashedly at the provocative vision she 
presented in her innocent nakedness.


No longer coyly veiled by the enticing dress, the coral buds of her nipples 
stood hard and erect atop the trembling cones of her large, sleek breasts. 
Porter's eyes roamed freely over them before his glance drifted to the mossy 
triangle that furred the protruding mound of her womanhood. He then began to 
peel away his own clothing, and Judy's sensitive fingers assisted him. At 
last, they were both naked, and she lay back on the pillows, leaning against 
the sofa. As she positioned herself on the floor, he glimpsed the traces of 
sparkling moisture that glistened in the silken curls of her sexual down. 
She was excited and ready for him-a prospect he didn't mind, since the 
alluring invitation she presented had his cock jutting from his loins like a 
flagpole.


He allowed his eyes to rove once more over the length of her satin-smooth 
body as he knelt beside her on the floor. His hands reached out and gently 
caressed the softness of her creamy thighs. Judy sucked in her breath and 
emitted a pleased moan.


Porter's hands tenderly circled over the silky flesh of her thighs while his 
eyes fastened on the sweet knoll of her sex and the exciting pink cleft of 
her pussy. He began to follow his hands with his lips, bending low over her 
until his lips were pressed to the nether mouth of her body. She moaned and 
her pelvis lurched upward, framing his face in the lovely swirls of her 
pubic bush.


Then his tongue curled out from his mouth, washing over her crotch, up and 
down the pink slit of her labia. He began to lap and lave her methodically, 
igniting new fires of desire in the panting young woman. Taunting her, he 
ran the tip of his tongue around the bud of her clitoris, working the 
sensitive pleasure button into a throbbing center of lust. Then his tongue 
once more slid down the moist slash of her pussy lips and speared 
determinedly into the nectar-flooded channel of her cunt.


Whimpering with rising passion, her pelvis lurching with each firm plunge of 
his tongue, Judy buried his face in the sandwiching lips of cunt, which 
trembled with mounting passion. Again and again, he lapped and licked her 
eager pussy, each seductive swirl of his tongue receiving appropriate sighs 
and groans of gratification.


Porter worked her pussy masterfully, his tongue swiping in and out of the 
pulsing lips of plump, excited flesh. He laved his tongue around in the 
slick well of her cunt, sucking and swallowing the abundant flow of natural 
sex fluids that flowed there. From between her legs, the wet smacking sounds 
filled the room, increasing her passion.


Suddenly, she came! "I'm ... going . ... to ... aaahhhh ... I'm cummmming!" 
she gasped, and her body convulsed spastically, as Judy was overcome by the 
savage ecstasy of a powerful orgasm, and she trembled violently, her body 
jerking again and again. She was all gooseflesh and honey, and Porter found 
his own excitement mounting as the young girl came and came on his mouth. He 
bathed her in kisses and tonguings until she almost begged him to stop. 
Then, withdrawing his tongue from the hot, flowing channel of her cunt, he 
gave it one last kiss and slid atop her and between her invitingly 
widespread thighs. She was still shuddering as the turgid length of his 
prick homed into the waiting chamber it avidly sought. Porter lurched 
forward, slamming their pelvises together loudly as his shaft rammed deeply 
inside the delicate folds of her cunt.


The contracting pussy sheath sucked at him, while he screwed his hips 
around, grinding his crotch into hers and stuffing her full of hard, hot 
cock. Judy's mouth opened in writhing pleasure-pain and incoherent groans of 
fulfillment escaped her throat.


Porter lay atop her, locked deeply within the scabbarding tunnel of her 
belly, holding her tightly as the last of her quaking climax ebbed within 
her. She was a soft bed of voluptuous womanflesh beneath him. His cock 
jerked and twitched inside her, anxious for its own release in the deep and 
fiery recesses of her cunt. But he lay there very still, soaking in the 
delicious torment of postponement, caressing Judy as she descended from the 
dizzying heights of orgasmic pleasure.


Eventually, her eyelids fluttered open, and the misty look in her big blue 
eyes was testimony to the satisfaction his mouth had provided. Her hands 
gently ran up and down his back, teasing at the corded muscles beneath his 
skin.


"God, Port," she sighed heavily, "that was so beautiful! You are fantastic!" 
she smiled up at him.


"May I say the same for you, my duck?" he said, smiling back at her.


His mouth met hers and their tongues danced around each other as she 
contracted the muscles of her pussy around his rigid prick, sending shafts 
of pleasure through the thick length of sex-meat.


His hips twitched and bucked upward, sliding his throbbing prick from the 
depths it has penetrated. Then he slammed back into the open channel to her 
belly.


Judy felt the full impact of his lunge, and she grunted with desire as he 
reamed her pussy with his cock.


"Uuuggghhh!" she moaned, as he shafted her once again, burying his massive 
cock to the hilt in her quivering pussy. "God! It's fantastic! Oh, daddy, 
fuck me! Fuck meeee!"


Porter drew back, then he thrust at her again, serving her the full portion 
of his hot meat, allowing the quivering, juicy folds of her pussy walls to 
devour him. The engorged head of his cock jerked and jumped in a positive 
reaction to the pleasure-producing friction that enflamed its sensitive 
surface.


Porter's cock was a huge, hard skewering implement. The lust-filled prod 
stretched the tightly clinging channel of her pussy each time he invaded 
her, packed her. She squeezed him, milked him, clutching at the fiery 
bludgeon that filled the hot recesses of her cunt as though she never wanted 
to be free of it. And she didn't.


Her broad breasts, like two ripe melons, were quaking beneath her lover, 
stabbing him with the insistent nipples that were pressed into his hairy 
chest. She moaned under the increasing assault of his cock. Her body moved 
again, twisting and writhing under him. Her unbelievably tight vagina 
squeezed and sucked wetly at the full broad length of him, sending a series 
of sizzling sensations speeding through his groin. The cheeks of his ass 
were two boulders of driving desire as he slammed in and out of her 
voracious cunt.


She ate him with the lusting mouth between her thighs, wanting to devour his 
manhood, balls and all. Their bodies were perfectly, harmoniously 
synchronized, as Judy returned each thrust of his with an upward lunge.' 
They were even panting at the same tempo, groaning with the same degree of 
inflection and intensity. It was fantastic.


Porter's balls burned as though filled with molten lava. He began to buck 
faster and faster on Judy's willing body, and she complemented the increased 
tempo by matching his movements with her own compatible ones. The globes of 
her firm ass bounced on the pillows beneath her as Porter knifed in and out 
of her accommodating cunt. Judy's whole body was intensely alive with his. 
The hurricanes of lust and desire raged within both of them.


"Oh! Oh, it's so good! So far, fucking out, baby!" she cried, as she dug her 
fingers into the tense mounds of his buttocks, pulling him into her even 
more.


Porter's body was steaming. Sweat dripped from every pore, as he rammed into 
her, pulled back, then rammed her again. Finally, his balls would no longer 
hold back the fiery load they contained. He came, and the flood of heated 
white jism gushed into the steaming receptacle of her eager belly. 
"Oooohhh!" he moaned, as shot after shot of viscous, hot sperm flooded 
Judy's waiting cunt. Porter writhed epileptically on the wildly aroused 
young woman, who milked the heavy jets of release from his groin with 
passionate abandon. Then she was there-again. She was cumming, too! Crying 
out in uninhibited ecstasy, Judy bucked and twisted under her clandestine 
lover as she sought to capture forever the impaling length of his spearing 
prick. She came on his cock, and her grateful pussy juices melded with the 
flooding seminal fluid that poured freely from the handsome real estate 
agent. They were lost in each other, and in the mutual ecstasy that pervaded 
their bodies. They clung together, happily accepting the tremendous pleasure 
they had so willingly given each other, long after the violent tremors had 
subsided and they dwelt in the delicious afterglow of fulfillment. They 
kissed and caressed each other tenderly. Neither of them spoke for a long 
while. Words were unnecessary.


Before Blossom awoke, and before Porter reluctantly showered and dressed to 
go, they had fucked happily again-this time, with Judy on top, and used 
their mouths to satisfy each other in a wild and thoroughly enjoyable '69' 
session. Porter left the cottage feeling ten feet tall. Yes, he mused 
triumphantly to himself, he had made the right decision about Judy after 
all!


CHAPTER SEVEN


The days following her wanton submission to Mickey Prince were sheer torture 
for Nadia. She painfully, recalled his lewd fingering, and her ears seemed 
to be filled with her lascivious moans of pleasure. She couldn't seem to 
focus her attention on anything else, and she couldn't shake loose from her 
memory every embarrassing detail of his manipulations. She remembered how he 
had stayed afterwards, insisting that she be fitted in the shockingly 
revealing lingerie ensembles and clinging pantsuits, though her face was 
constantly flushed with embarrassment, and she wanted nothing more than to 
run from the room and lock herself behind the bedroom door. Mickey had 
prevailed upon her to submit to every change of clothing, speaking to her in 
a reassuring and soothing-tone like a sympathetic counselor. He showed no 
signs of uneasiness in her company, despite the intimate and lewd occurrence 
on the sofa, nor did he make any further attempt to compromise her 
sexually-which she was very grateful for. Still, she wondered if she would 
ever hear from the restaurant owner and agent again. She wasn't sure if she 
wanted to; she didn't know if she could ever face him again. On the other 
hand, the picture he had painted for her as a lunch-time model in his best 
restaurant was a very enticing one, especially in her forlorn and desperate 
state, and she couldn't bear to think of giving that up without ever having 
had a chance to explore her new "career" fully.


Her overwhelming guilt and shame led-her to feel that Prince would never 
contact her again, though he had insisted she would hear form him in a 
couple of days. But why should he phone her, after what she had let him do 
to her? Nadia didn't know what to do. Her conscience was haunted by the 
enormity of her transgression, while her body continued to experience a kind 
of buoyant exhilaration which she had never felt before. At times-especially 
after the habitual fortification with her breakfast Bloody Marys, Nadia 
would find herself thinking almost longingly of the sensual tremors which 
had cavorted up and down her spine as Mickey caressed her vagina and sucked 
on her breasts. She often found herself becoming aroused during those times, 
and was often tempted to put her own fingers in her pubic nest. But her 
enormous sense of guilt and conscience prohibited her from carrying out her 
lustful notions, and she was left with a deep and lingering sense of acute 
physical frustration.


She and Porter had barely spoken to each other since that awful evening when 
he had slapped her viciously and taken her without tenderness or ceremony. 
In fact, he spent less and less time at home, showing no signs of wanting a 
reconciliation. She would have made the effort, though she was still hurt 
and angry with him, but he didn't seem to care whether they made up or not. 
That was the trouble: he didn't care how or what she was feeling, and he 
never really had, she thought bitterly to herself. If he had cared, he 
wouldn't have brutalized her that night, and she would never have submitted 
to Mickey Prince. It was only because she was so upset and depressed over 
that incident that she had allowed herself to be influenced by Mickey ... 
and where had it led her?


Tears welled in her eyes and trickled down her face. She had finished her 
second Bloody Mary and she still didn't feel good. It had been three days 
since Mickey had been to her home and had brought her to that shattering 
climax, and rather than alleviate her problems, the incident seemed to 
create new ones. She buried her face in her hands and wept uninhibitedly.


At that moment, her sobs were interrupted by the insistent ring of the 
phone. Nadia sat bolt upright.


Dear God, who can that be? she said aloud. She couldn't bear to answer, but 
she was afraid not to. She cleared her throat, took several deep breaths, 
and picked up the phone tremulously.


"He-llo?" she answered in a small voice.


"Nadia? ... Is that you?" came a confident man's voice over the receiver.


Her heart jumped in her throat. She turned away, sniffed into a handkerchief 
and said finally, "Yes. Yes, it is."


"Are you all right? Sounds like you have a cold."


"It's nothing, really," she h-edged.


"This is your Uncle Mickey, kid. Can you come to my office today at 11:00? I 
know it's kind of short notice, but I just got a call from my alterations 
woman. The rags are ready, and I thought we'd have a go at them, in case 
there's any last minute stuff to take care of. Then I'll take you to The 
Wolves' Den, so you can see the operation before you start on the runway 
yourself. OK?"


Nadia was speechless. Her brain was reeling and she didn't know what to say. 
How could Mickey call her like that, without the slightest reference to what 
had happened?


"Well, can you make it, toots?" Mickey asked again.


"Mickey, I ... I don't...." she stammered, unable to give a firm answer one 
way or another. She wanted the job badly, it seemed a light in the darkness, 
a chance to get away from her dependency on alcohol; a way to fill the 
lonely hours, and fill them productively. But she wondered whether she 
shouldn't use this phone conversation as a chance to dissociate herself 
forever from Mickey Prince.


"Look, honey," Prince went on hi his best country doctor manner, "we've 
spent a lot of time, and gone to a lot of expense photographing you and 
having these high-ticket garments tailored specifically for you. I know 
you're going to be our most popular model-that's for certain. It means a 
hell of a lot of money for you, Nadia, as well as a chance to meet some new 
people and find out just how much a woman like you can be admired and 
appreciated. I think you need to know that ... for a woman as beautiful and 
desirable as you are, kid, you sure don't seem to be aware of it! Of course, 
if you've changed your mind ... there are dozens of women who would give 
their eye teeth to step into your place...."


No, I can't bear to turn it down, Nadia thought, succumbing to Prince's 
masterul psychological ploy. After all, he has gone to a lot of trouble for 
me, and once I start modeling, I won't even have to see him very often ... 
maybe never. And it is a wonderful opportunity to get away from my 
problems....


"Oh, by the way, Joy will be here to give you a hand...." he added. Nadia 
breathed a sigh of relief. That was just the bit of reassurance she needed 
to wipe away her doubts. Prince certainly couldn't get her in a compromising 
position with his female assistant in the office!


"Okay, Mickey, I'll be there," Nadia said breathlessly.


"Good girl. See you at eleven," he said brightly and hung up.


Nadia sat there for a moment. She was stunned by the phone call. She was 
going to be a model after all! A quick glance at her watch told her that she 
had very little time in which to prepare herself, and she hurried into the 
bedroom to lay out her clothes, then rushed to the shower. Trepidation 
filled her heart at the thought of seeing Mickey again, but he had said that 
Joy .would be there.


She couldn't back out. She would just have to make the best of it when she 
saw Mickey. What happened between them before was all a mistake. If he ever 
tried anything like that again, she'd let him know in no uncertain terms 
just where she stood!


Mickey Prince, noting that it was almost eleven, poured himself a tall glass 
of tomato juice over ice and added a wedge of lime. He carefully omitted the 
vodka, never having acquired much of a taste for liquor. Besides, he didn't 
want alcohol to dull his senses in any way-not with the beautiful lush, 
Nadia Haines, arriving. She really swallowed everything I told her, he 
thought smugly to himself. Still, he had to admit he was a little nervous. 
It was only natural, he consoled himself. Nadia was a rare piece of ass, 
with enough conscience to guide the Salvation Army! He didn't want to slip 
up with her. But he had found her points of vulnerability: booze, 
frustration and fearful insecurity. r Lucky for him she wasn't as 
sophisticated as she was gorgeous.


He heard the door to the outer office open. He pushed the button on his 
quartz digital watch: 11:07. If he knew Nadia, she would apologize profusely 
for being late.


Prince waited for her tentative knock on his door. "Come on in," he called 
cheerily. He got up to greet the apprehensive wife, who was wearing an 
elegant pantsuit whose tailored lines were designed to modify the impact of 
her stunning figure. But even the most severe clothes could not diminish the 
startling sex appeal of the statuesque beauty.


"I'm terribly sorry to be late," she apologized predictably. "I got here as 
fast as I could, but the traffic on the freeway...."


"Don't give it another thought, Nadia," he said, smiling warmly and clasping 
her hand in both of his. She averted her eyes. "You're right on time. How 
about a Bloody Mary?" he asked, going over to the small wall refrigerator 
behind his desk.


"No, I don't think so...." she protested weakly.


"You're not going to make me drink alone, are you?" he said, sipping his 
tomato juice.


"I thought Joy would be here .. , " she said idly, looking around the large 
room.


"She's due any minute now. In fact, I expected her before this. Joy has 
somewhat of a lateness problem. But she's so damned valuable to me, I don't 
dare say anything. She's worked overtime many times for me, so I can't get 
on her case too much when she's late."


"I see...."


"Surely you won't join me?" he asked again, drinking deeply from the tomato 
juice.


"Well, all right. A weak one," Nadia acquiesced.


"Coming right up." Prince mixed her drink with his back to her, putting in a 
double shot of vodka and masking it with a heavy dose of spices and lime 
juice. Then he turned to her, offering her the strong drink with a smile. 
"Try that on for size, Nadia."


"Thank you," she said, sipping from the tall glass. She was so habituated to 
the taste of vodka that she didn't react violently to the strong drink, he 
noticed. Again, things were going according to his lewd plan.


"We might as well get started," he said, going to the wardrobe closet at the 
other end of the room.


"What?"


"The try-ons," he said, pulling some familiar clothes out of the closet. 
Nadai recognized them as the ones she had been fitted, in that day at her 
home....


"Let's do the black job first," he said, handing the filmy nightgown and 
negligee to her. Nadia stood there, clutching the garment to her body. There 
was a painful look on her face.


"Well? What are you waiting for?" Mickey asked, noting her hesitancy.


"Would you mind stepping into the other room?" she asked him, a pleading 
look in her eyes.


"Why? I already know your secrets," he snickered.


"Please, Mickey, I'd rather not undress in front of you," she said, a fiery 
blush creeping up her face.


"Honey," he said in his paternal and concerned way, "you're not bothered by 
what happened the other day, are you?" (knowing full well that she was!) He 
came up to her and put a gentle hand on her hair. Nadia drew back, tears 
beginning to form in her light brown eyes.


"Frankly, yes...."she stated, putting her head down.


"Why, that's ridiculous. You've got nothing to hide. With an exquisite body 
like yours, you should want all the world to see it. Besides, I wouldn't do 
anything you didn't want me to do, Nadia ... you should know that," he said 
smoothly. "But, if it'll make you feel better, I'll go into the other 
office...."


"Yes, please...." she said gratefully.


Nadia prayed that Joy would get to the office quickly. She took off the 
pantsuit, her bra and pantyhose and was reaching for the sheer black 
nightgown, having taken a couple of deep swallows of her Bloody Mary, when 
the door opened suddenly and Prince burst in on her. She gasped, trying to 
hide herself with the nightgown.


"Sorry...." he apologized, "I thought you'd be dressed by now." He walked 
right over to the startled woman, whose eyes were wide with fear. "One thing 
you'll have to learn, Nadia, is that speed is all-important in the kind of 
runway modeling you'll be doing. You'll have to make lightning fast changes, 
right in front of the other models. There won't be time to go looking for a 
private room. You might as well get over that puritanical modesty of yours 
right now," he said sternly, jerking the nightie away from her, leaving her 
naked body defenselessly exposed to his greedy and admiring gaze. Her 
proudly upswept breasts sported stiff and erect nipples.


Prince stood in front of her for a moment. Then, without warning, he 
suddenly grabbed her and began kissing her on the lips, his tongue shooting 
into her mouth between her unresisting teeth. His arms were tight around 
her, and his jacket felt rough on her bare, naked flesh.


"Stop it, Mickey! Stop it!" she shouted as she managed to twist her face 
away from his assaulting lips.


"Why should I, honey? You know you like it. Just let yourself go, baby!" he 
whispered hoarsely. She could feel the massive club between his thighs 
pressing urgently against her bare flesh. His Aramis cologne was 
intoxicating her. Her head spun crazily.


"No, never! I'd rather die!" she shouted vehemently, pummeling his chest 
with her fists.


"Don't give me that shit, baby! You know you loved it when I had my fingers 
up your sweet pussy ... and then my tongue. You loved every frigging minute 
of it, didn't you? Didn't you!"


Nadia blanched, and self-loathing welled up inside her. He was right, of 
course. She had enjoyed his lewd fingering, in fact, she had loved every 
perverted thing he had done to her. No wonder he thought he could get away 
with anything....


"Please, Mickey," she began, trying a different tack, "let me go. It doesn't 
matter if I don't get the job, only please don't touch me any more...."


She gasped as she felt his fingers dip between her creamy thighs, and felt 
the first searing contact of his hand in the gently pulsing outer flesh of 
her trembling vagina.


"Oh, noooooo ... stop!...." she cried helplessly, as his fingers continued 
to probe and search among the wet velvety folds, probing deeper and more 
insistently with each wanton manipulation. Futilely, she tried to clamp her 
alabaster-white thighs together, but it was no use. He was in control; he 
had her in his power-and he knew it.


He was steering her determinedly to the large, black leather couch a few 
feet from them. She could feel his powerful muscles bulge as she tried to 
fight against him. But she was no match for the athletic agent. She was 
already weakened by the strong vodka, and by Prince's artful fingering in 
her hungering cunt. She hated to admit it, but she was attracted to the 
strongly masculine man. Her love-starved body could not be dissuaded by her 
stern and reprimanding conscience.


In an instant, she was flat on her back on the broad leather couch, with 
Prince kneeling above her, his fingers still working frantically in her 
oozing cunt.


"Now, baby, you can't tell Uncle Mickey you don't like it!" he said 
lecherously, his eyes lighting with lust as he stared down at the naked 
woman. "You like it as much as you did the first time!"


"That ... that was a mistake...." she said feebly.


"The only mistake was that I let it go at that ... for your sake. But I'm 
not going to let that happen again, baby ... that's for damned sure. You 
need to get fucked about as much as any woman I've ever known-maybe more so. 
That asshole husband of yours is probably screwing around on the side, 
leaving his gorgeous wife with screaming needs of her own. Can't you see 
that, baby? Don't you know that your whole body is crying out for my hands 
and my tongue and my cock?"


His words sent Nadia into a delirium of anxiety and arousal. She couldn't 
deny it. Her body was responding in exactly the same way as it had a few 
days ago. Although her brain reeled with the enormity of what was happening, 
though disgust and revulsion flooded her mind, her body reacted undeniably 
with sensual tremors of delight. She wanted to deny it, to cry out that it 
wasn't so, that Prince was wrong, but she couldn't. She knew she was 
enjoying it. She knew that deep down, beyond the barrier of her inhibitions, 
she wanted Prince to fuck her for all he was worth. Her cunt ached for his 
stiff cock. She was his for the taking.


Involuntarily, her thighs crept further apart, revealing the moist pink slit 
of her quivering pussy to his marauding digits. Pleasure surged through her, 
lifting her up to a magical plane of ecstasy, and her whole body took on a 
rhythmic churning, as low mewls of pleasure flowed unchecked from her mouth.


"Open your eyes, honey, and see what Uncle Mickey has for you," Prince 
rasped huskily.


A startled gasp escaped Nadia's lips as she opened her eyes and saw the 
huge, throbbing shaft of his fully erect penis, which he clutched obscenely 
in his free hand. She couldn't take her eyes off it. She hadn't imagined 
anything could be so big. It was even bigger that Porter's! It looked so 
powerful and strong, and it was an angry red color from the blood that was 
pumping lustfully through it.


"Mickey, please...." she whimpered piteously, frightened at the grotesque 
size.


At that moment, the door opened, and Joy waltzed in.


Nadia noted her with a combination of relief and mortification. Oh, thank 
God! Now he'll have to leave me alone! she sighed inwardly. But Joy seemed 
totally unembarrassed by the encounter, as though she had expected it. In 
fact, she had-Mickey had confided the intimate details of his first lustful 
conquest, of Nadia, and it was Joy who had helped him arrive at the plan to 
seduce the naive housewife. Joy hoped to gain something from the arrangement 
herself-she was a lesbian who had been attracted to Nadia from the 
beginning. Since Mickey got turned on at seeing two women make love, Joy was 
often a third party in his seductions, though he let it be known to her that 
he wanted Nadia principally for himself; she could have her pick of most of 
the other girls he hired.


"Hope I'm not interrupting anything," Joy said casually.


"Not at all. Fix yourself a drink. Nadia's been hoping you would show up," 
Mickey said facetiously.


Oh God, why doesn't she do something? Nadia wondered desperately.


"Well, it doesn't look as though you need my help ... you seem to be doing 
just fine, Nadia," Joy teased.


Nadia felt like screaming No! No! It's not the way you think it is! But her 
mouth was dry, and the words just wouldn't come out. Instead, she covered 
her eyes with a slender arm and turned to face the back of the couch. She 
coldn't believe that Joy thought she wanted things this way. But what else 
could she think about a woman who was lying spread-eagled on the couch, the 
openly receptive slit of her moist vagina lewdly presented to Mickey's 
wanton fingers, while the man hovered above her, his blood-inflated penis 
outstretched and ready to plow into her. Nadia's last avenue of retreat 
slammed shut. No one could help her now, not even Joy, who probably wouldn't 
believe her even if she did make an appeal to the overly-made up platinum 
blonde. There was nothing she could do!


"Hey, Joy," Prince boomed, "give Nadia a little motherly reassurance while I 
get out of these things."


"Sure, boss," the blonde said, coming up to the couch and sitting on the 
coffee table beside it. Her black eyes had a strange glint in them, and 
Nadia sensed something dark and mysterious in the petite woman.


Joy began to tenderly brush back the shining auburn curls from Nadia's damp 
forehead. Her touch was soothing, her voice caressing. Mickey was standing 
nearby, peeling off his clothes and leering at Nadia with undisguised lust. 
A self-satisfied smile dominated his face.


"Joy ... help me...." Nadia said in a waif-like voice.


"Don't worry, honey. Mickey's not going to hurt you. He knows what you 
need-even more than you do. You'll love it, I know," Joy answered. She was 
rubbing Nadia's arms now, lightly stroking them with her long, polished 
nails, and Nadia's body responded involuntarily to the girl's deft touch, 
though she felt extremely ill at ease with the other woman eyeing her naked 
body. Joy didn't seem to understand her plight either. She was more a 
conspirator than a friend, it seemed. But at that point, Nadia couldn't 
discern right from wrong. She was hopelessly confused, her aroused body 
urging an illicit liaison with her fast-talking employer, while her 
conscience pointed a condemning finger of guilt at her constantly. Before 
she knew what was happening, Joy was lightly and delicately stroking her 
breasts, causing the erect nipples to become even more turgid, with the 
coral areolas puckering distinctly in undeniable witness to the sensations 
within the aroused flesh.


Unable to control herself, Joy suddenly bent over the sprawled beauty and 
placed her warm and hungry mouth on Nadia's upthrust breast. The 
auburn-haired beauty gasped with surprise and shock. Dear God, what was 
happening to her now! First Prince, and then, his trusted assistant! Would 
there be no end to her humiliation?


"I'll do that!" Prince said, motioning Joy away with a wave of his hand. He 
was kneeling above her again, his body, looking like a cut-out from a 
physical culture magazine, poised for action. She drew in her breath sharply 
when she felt the hard, unyielding flesh of Mickey's penis nudge the softly 
quivering outer lips of her vagina. She tried to draw back, but the couch 
confined her. She couldn't close her thighs, because Mickey was crouched 
between them.


"No, Mickey, please...." she begged, and then....


"Aaaaaggggghhhhhh ... Noooooo...." she wailed aloud as Mickey pushed 
relentlessly forward, straining almost unbearably against the fragile 
tissues of her cuntal hole. He hesitated for a moment, then, gathering his 
strength, pushed the engorged head of his distended shaft past the 
protecting petal-shaped opening.


"Oh God ... you're killing me!" Nadia groaned as the giant rod cleaved into 
her unprepared flesh, forcing its way up into the clinging passage. He 
continued to plunge forward, the long hard tube of his cock splitting the 
cringing inner walls with brutal intensity.


"Uuuuuugggghhhhhnnnnn ... aaaaaaaa-hhhhhhh...." Nadia whimpered, her thighs 
cruelly spread, her futilely resisting vaginal sheath assaulted unmercifully 
by the lust-bloated hardness of Prince's hard-driving penis. He'll tear my 
vagina! she thought fearfully as he finally hit bottom, the heavy, 
sperm-laden sac of his testicles slapping lewdly against the upraised 
crevice of her buttocks. She could feel the rubbery head nudging against the 
tender tip of her cervix and she wanted to cry out against the ravishment. 
The knowledge that Joy was watching her debasement added to her humiliation, 
and she wondered again how she had let herself be manipulated in this way. 
Oh, God, what a fool I am, she thought bitterly, biting her lip as Mickey 
began to withdraw, pulling little pink tendrils of fragile pussy flesh out 
with his rock-hard shaft as he withdrew. Then he surged forward again, his 
time burying his long lunging cock to the hilt with one deep hard stroke.


"Aaaarrrhhh ... uuunnnngggg!" Nadia gasped again, as all the breath was 
forced from her body. But at last, her feminine secretions soothed the 
tender passage, and Mickey, feeling the changed response, began to saw in 
and out of her cunt rhythmically, his hands tightened around her hips as he 
labored over her. He began to work on her breasts again, milking them with 
his lips, tongue and teeth, producing sensations of unendurable excitement 
in the frustrated beauty. There was no doubt about it: Mickey was an expert 
lover.


He drove nakedly up between her widespread legs, sinking his 
passion-distended shaft completely in her moistly clinging cunt, and then 
withdrawing almost totally, until just the hard mushroom-shaped head was 
embedded in the tight pussy hole.


And then something happened that Nadia never expected to happen: she found 
that she was actually enjoying the fucking Mickey was giving her!


A deep shuddering tremor shook her body and then it began to roll and churn 
of its own volition. Little sparks of pleasure burst into raging flames deep 
between her legs and her whole body was bathed in a warm flood of intense 
arousal.


At first, out of deep mortification, she tried to hide it, tried to still 
the quivering between her legs. But her desire was more powerful than her 
willpower, and she couldn't contain her passion any longer.


"Mmmmmnnnn...." she sighed, spiraling her pelvis upward to receive Mickey's 
deep thrusts, her heated cunt flowering open in eager acceptance. 
Cautiously, her hands crept up and encircled his neck, pulling him down hard 
on her palpitating breasts, and in a daze, she moved her mouth up to clamp 
on his, her tongue hungrily flicking between his teeth. Passion raged out of 
control in her love-starved body, and she locked her ankles around his lower 
back, and clung to him voraciously. Suddenly, she couldn't seem to get 
enough of his pleasure-giving male body. She wanted to infuse every part of 
him. The heady muskiness of his heated flesh assailed her nostrils and made 
them flare with new-found pleasure. Her being and her senses were united in 
a quest for ultimate satisfaction.


All doubts and fears were forgotten in the mad rush of sensual excitement. 
She had no idea it could be like this. Certainly it never was with Porter. 
She had never responded like this, never felt the wild tremors of pleasure 
she was feeling now. Even the fact that Joy was watching excitedly gave her 
an illicit thrill, and nurtured an exhibitionistic streak that she never 
knew she possessed. She didn't care anymore that this lascivious coupling 
with a man who was not her husband might be wrong. She only knew that 
somehow he had the wonderful key that was unlocking her uninhibited 
responses, and she couldn't feel that making use of that key was wrong.


Their bodies were slapping wetly together in rising cadence. They clung to 
each other in mutual desire, their flesh warm and heated with passion. They 
bucked and rocked as one, united where his lust-maddened cock drove 
incessantly up into the hungrily clasping depths of her eager cunt.


"For a woman who hasn't gotten much, you sure know how to fuck!" Mickey 
rasped appreciatively. His lewd praise gave her an added tingle of 
excitement. Fucking. Yes, that was what she was doing, fucking another man 
... and she was thrilled beyond belief!


Nadia's thoughts took on a kaleidoscopic image of how she must appear-naked, 
perspiring, flushed with lust, her head thrown back, her long russet hair 
streaming over her voluptuous shoulders. Now all her thoughts and feelings 
seemed to converge on the pivotal point between her legs, and she knew 
instantly that she was almost ready to climax. And it was not her husband, 
but another man who would send her to the heights of pleasure. She wasn't 
frigid-as she had feared in the past. She was a full-fl-edged woman, and it 
had taken Mickey Prince to bring it out in her.


Suddenly, all rational thought was extinguished, as a great rush of warm 
sensual excitement flooded over her body, making her feel as if she were 
drifting on the tide of some invigorating sea.


"Ooooohhh ... I'm cumming! Oh, God ... Mickey ... I'm cumming!" she shrieked 
suddenly, not recognizing her own lust-distorted voice. The words seemed to 
hang in the still air above her for a moment before crashing down to resound 
and echo a hundredfold in her ears, reflecting the rise and fall of the tiny 
waves of multiple pleasure crashing around inside her feverish body.


"Ooooohhhh! Ooooohhh! Oooohhh!" she sobbed helplessly, her curvaceous young 
body undulating with the force of her continuing orgasm.


In the back of her brain, she realized that Mickey was climaxing too, and 
then he was pounding against her with unbelievable fury, battering his loins 
against her upraised openly-spread cunt.


"I'm cumming too! Keep fucking ... aaa-nnnggg!" he groaned.


Nadia felt the first spurt of seething hot sperm as Mickey called out 
wildly, and it jetted in a thick stream into the hidden recesses of her 
hungrily milking pussy. Greedily, her inner sheath clutched at the flowing 
fluid, absorbing it all in its heated darkness, and Nadia was filled with a 
strange, satiated peace. The hot, white sperm that poured into her 
helplessly flooded little belly seemed to infuse her with warm relaxation, 
and she was able at last to lie back, breathing deeply and heavily with 
complete satisfaction.


At last, Mickey's twitching cock began to deflate inside her wet steaming 
passage and finally slipped harmlessly from between her legs, leaving her 
empty once more. But she was changed now. She'd never be the same again. 
Mickey had truly liberated her, something that her own husband couldn't do 
... and she wouldn't have missed this for anything. Now, come what may, she 
was forever free from ther shackles of prudery and inhibition, and she felt 
a real debt of gratitude to Mickey. The smile on her lips and the tender 
expression in her eyes told him all he needed to know. Nadia didn't know it, 
but as far as Mickey was concerned, she was ready for anything now ... even 
Joy.


Nadia's eyes were closed, and she slipped into a half-conscious state, her 
body still glowing from the marvelous fucking Mickey had given her. She was 
dimly aware that he was getting up and walking away from the couch.


"Help Nadia get cleaned up, will you, Joy?" she heard Prince say to the 
blonde woman. She didn't see him wink at the slender receptionist, nor did 
she observe the silent gestures that passed between the two conspirators.


Nadia was drifting, without sense of time or space. At one point, she felt a 
towel being applied to her body, rubbing it briskly, then more gently, until 
the soft nubby texture was playing about her skin, provoking delighted 
chills of pleasure in the nerve ends of her flesh. Joy toweled her face, 
arms and belly. Then her breasts, and her legs and thighs. Nadia was 
enjoying the rubdown. There didn't seem to be anything wrong with it.


Joy rubbed the woman's sculpted thighs slowly, tantalizingly, and Nadia felt 
no embarrassment then, though she was still lying on her back with her 
thighs spread wide apart.


Joy's eyes were fixed on the dark russet mat of hair between Nadia's legs. 
Seeping from the pink, pulsing slit of her cunt was a stream of white creamy 
viscosity, the abundantly oozing evidence of Mickey's orgasm. She felt her 
own suppressed desire for the new model well up markedly in her. The strong, 
arousing odor of the recent coupling filled her nostrils, stirring her 
further. She shot another look at Mickey, who had emerged from a brief visit 
to the bathroom. He was still stark naked. He gave her a sign, urging her to 
put her desires into actions, as he tiptoed quietly up to the head of the 
couch, where Nadia was lost in the twilight zone of perfect relaxation. He 
crouched down next to the semi-conscious woman, as Joy inclined her head 
closer and closer to Nadia's wet snatch. Her lips brushed the smooth marble 
thighs and the milky white belly. Nadia stirred, still not fully cognizant 
of what was happening.


Mickey reached down and fondled Nadia's pussy; she smiled softly without 
opening her eyes. She recognized his touch. He used his fingers to spread 
the glistening labia, offering the deep, coral gash to his receptionist.


Joy accepted eagerly. Her tongue swirled out and dipped into the spongy 
moist cleft, and Nadia convulsed with pleasure. "Oh, Mickey," she moaned. 
The well-built man grinned to Joy, whose tongue swooped down with broad 
licking strokes, as she trembling with growing arousal. Each swiping lap of 
her oral digit wiped up the heavy drops of cum, as well as Nadia's own cunt 
juices. Joy savoured the mingled juices. She was in sex heaven.


Nadia began to stir and writhe, still keeping her eyes tightly closed, 
apparently under the delusion that it was Mickey Prince who was 
administering the cunt laving to her. Yet, there was something different 
about the touch. It was softer, gentler, yet very knowledgeable. She began 
to squirm and whimper with mounting arousal, and her pussy started to quiver 
again. Mickey used his other hand to caress her breasts, producing further 
moans of excitement from the newly aroused model-to-be. His prick was no 
longer a limp, dangling hose of sleeping flesh, but a growing length of 
hardened cock.


Joy quivered, fighting the urge to turn around and press her own cunt into 
Nadia's face. She wondered if she would cum merely by eating the other 
woman's pussy. She felt as though she could! Nadia's hips twitched and 
writhed as the blonde's tongue circled with marvelous slowness around and 
around within the quivering folds of her vagina.


The wanton sight of his receptionist sucking Nadia's pussy, knowing that the 
auburn-haired beauty believed it to be him, made Mickey's balls ache with 
desire again. Nadia's full sensuous lips were open invitingly, seeming to 
beg for his yearning cock. He wondered if she would balk at sucking him off. 
That would be something new for her-he doubted if she had ever sucked her 
husband's cock! He decided to wait a few moments longer, until she was too 
far gone to protest. Then he would give her a taste of his meat.


He motioned for Joy to halt her pussy licking momentarily. The blonde 
frowned, and reluctantly moved her face back a bit. Then he whispered to 
Nadia, "Do you like that, honey? Doesn't that feel good?"


"Ooooh yesss, I love it!" she breathed excitedly.


"Would you like to have some more, sweetie?"


"Yesssss ... oh, God, yes! It feels so wonderful!"


"Bet you never had your little pussy eaten like this before, have you?" he 
urged.


"Nooooo."


"Well, if you like it so much, why don't you ask for it...? Why don't you 
beg to have your cunt licked and eaten ... and sucked until you cum!"


"Yesss ... eat me ... suck my pussy ... lick my cunt ... suck me off!!!" she 
cried suddenly, her eyes flying open. Then she looked in horror, realizing 
that it was Joy who had been exciting her with her probing tongue!


"You heard the lady, Joy. Eat her good. Suck her pussy off!" Prince 
commanded. Joy needed no urging. Instantly she was down on Nadia again, 
burying her face eagerly in the beauty's steaming loins, relishing the taste 
of female pussy again.


Mickey straddled Nadia's face and stifled the girl's protest by shoving his 
cock into her mouth. Her eyes were wide with fear, but there was lust 
comingled with her fright.


"Relax, baby-a tongue is a tongue," he said, pressing her ovaled lips 
tightly around his stiff cock. "Oh, you've got such a beautiful mouth, baby. 
I want you to suck my hot prick with it, honey. My cock aches for your mouth 
and your tongue.


Nadia was helplessly pinned under the powerful man. Joy's tongue ran 
feverishly up and down the wet pink slit between Nadia's thighs, sucking and 
swallowing the natural flow of Nadia's pussy, drinking in the musky, saline 
fluids. Her tongue laved within the deep, fleshy cleft of woman sex, as if 
she were unable to lick enough of the delicious cunt. She wiggled the 
probing tip against the protruding bud of Nadia's clitoris, sending shafts 
of pleasure through the tormented woman. It was too much for Nadia to bear.


"Suck it baby, ohhh, suck it!" Mickey urged her, his eyes wild with lust. 
His command prompted Joy to speed up her oral manipulations on Nadia's 
helpless cunt, until the young housewife was overcome with excitement, and 
she began to close her lips around Prince's invading cock and lick and suck 
him inexpertly. She found that she liked the taste of his cock ... in fact, 
she thought it was fantastic!


"Harder, honey, suck it harder and deeper!" he commanded her, pumping up and 
down on her chest, fucking her in the mouth with his huge prick. She gagged 
a couple of times, and thought she would choke to death, but Prince was 
careful not to force his rod too far into her throat. He was writhing and 
panting now, his face a mask of lust.


Nadia, too, was caught up in the passion, fired by the illicit and perverted 
acts that were being forced upon her. Her hips began to rock back and forth, 
and she drove them into Joy's face, fucking the other woman's mouth with her 
hot pussy. The room was filled with wet sucking sounds, as the three of them 
writhed and churned, lost in the heat of incredible passion. Joy's fingers 
were in her own yearning pussy, working her clitoris to the peak of excited 
manipulation. Nadia's cheeks hollowed as she eagerly sucked at the fat 
piston in her mouth. He was so hard and demanding under her tongue and lips. 
Yet the skin on his prick was so soft and smooth!


Up and down her head bobbed, as she sucked on the swollen column in her 
mouth. She soon began to swirl her tongue around and around Mickey's prick, 
which produced excited moans of pleasure from him. She tasted the abundant 
ooze of pre-seminal fluid that seeped from the pinprick mouth of his cock, 
and she found that she liked the taste. She was eager for his cum now, eager 
to discover what a man's cum tasted like. She delighted in the aroused moans 
that came from his throat. Her lips were sheathed tightly around the 
impaling thickness of his shaft.


Meanwhile, Joy's sucking and lapping at her aroused pussy was driving her 
into a frenzy. She bucked against the other woman's face until she thought 
she would go mad....


Her body began to quake, and she sucked violently at Prince's fleshy rod, 
while his lewd suggestions egged her on to greater and greater feats of 
sucking. With a vicious thrust into Joy's face, Nadia came like a thundering 
herd of wild horses, squealing and moaning and groaning around her mouthful 
of prick, her body blasted into the orbit of ecstasy! Her arms and legs 
convulsed with her wracked torso, as she was shaken by tremor of tremor of 
orgasmic delight.


Prince groaned. "Aaahhh ... aaaahh ... aaahhhggggghhh!" he cried, as his 
balls gave up their heavy load of sperm into her sucking mouth. Hungrily, 
she accepted the offering of his seed, swallowing his cum as it poured into 
her mouth in a long, hot cascade. It scalded her tongue with its acrid 
taste, and she loved it. His prick jerked and bobbed inside her mouth, 
jetting out the thickness of his cream. Nadia sucked and sucked, milking his 
balls of their payload. Prince groaned and shuddered and writhed above her 
as she ate him in a way no other woman had.


Nadia was lost in the swirling eddies of ecstasy, oblivious to the fact that 
Joy was cumming as she continued to suck voraciously at Nadia's cunt. The 
platinum blonde had the fingers of one hand in her own cunt and had 
finger-fucked herself to orgasm, turned on by the thrilling feel of Nadia's 
pussy against her tongue and lips.


At last, Joy moved away, and Mickey raised himself from her body. Nadia's 
mouth was dry, and she needed something refreshing to cleanse and moisten 
her palate. As though he had read her mind, Mickey appeared with her Bloody 
Mary. He was smiling as he handed it to her.


"Well, well, well, Mrs. Haines. That was something else! You are one hell of 
a woman, right, Joy?" he said, calling of his receptionist, who was to bring 
a fresh towel for the thoroughly seduced redhead.


"Fan-tas-tic!" Joy agreed enthusiastically.


"Show Nadia where the John is, so she can freshen up. Then we'll pop over to 
The Wolves' Den for a good lunch," Prince said.


"But ... what about the fittings?" Nadia asked.


"We can do that afterwards. I can't wait to show you off to the customers. 
Nadia, you've got a beautiful career ahead of you with Mickey Prince 
Enterprises ... that is, if you're still interested!"


CHAPTER EIGHT


Porter hung up the phone with relief. He dreaded calling Nadia from the 
office-he found that he was running out of excuses. He could hardly believe 
she really swallowed his lies, though she knew he was a demon for work. 
Nadia had always been naive anyway. But what bothered him was that she 
didn't seem to mind. Ever since that night when he had struck her t then 
practically raped her as she lay helplessly drunk, she had grown quite 
remote. She was withdrawn and indifferent with him. At first the had been 
depressed and irritable, but over the past several weeks, she seemed to have 
changed. She wasn't drinking all the time, for one thing. When he questioned 
her about it, she said she had entered some kind of therapy to help work out 
the problem. She seemed to have blossomed, and told him that she was doing 
volunteer work for a local charity during the days. The work sometimes 
required her to be out in evenings, too, which Porter didn't like at all. 
But he figured it was better than having an alcoholic wife. And it made his 
continued absence easier. The weeks had flown by for him. He could hardly 
wait to finish at the office so that he could see Judy. His free time 
centered around the engaging young girl, and he felt very close to her. He 
knew that she had fallen in love with him-he almost regretted that, though 
he had given some fleeting thought to leaving Nadia. But he would never 
marry Judy ... not with Blossom in the picture. He hated himself for being 
such a snob, but he just couldn't have a hippie wife with a mulatto baby! 
What would his brother, Ron, think? Not to mention his boss, or any of the 
people he knew. That didn't fit his strict, middle-class image at all. 
Still, he had never met anyone like Judy before, and for the first time in 
years, he felt like a complete man. She looked up to him in every way, made 
him feel important-which was more than Nadia ever did. Nadia was a nut he 
just couldn't crack, it seemed. But for the moment, he didn't care. He had 
Judy, and that made everything worthwhile....


Nadia lay sprawled on the huge bed in Mickey's luxurious apartment and 
looked out the enormous picture window to the twinkling lights below. The 
deep bed felt like soft billows of cotton candy clouds, and Nadia luxuriated 
in the warm glow that made her flesh tingle following her lover's heated 
attentions. Her body had grown so accustomed to his expert manipulations 
over the last several weeks, and she looked forward to each occasion when 
they could be alone together. Those occasions were once, and sometimes 
twice, daily. Often, Joy would form a trio with them. It was difficult for 
Nadia at first, but one afternoon, when Mickey was licking her pussy 
furiously, his slavering tongue seeking to give her maxium pleasure, Joy 
walked into the bedroom and sat down on her face!


For a moment, Nadia's breathing ceased and she froze into a state of shock. 
She had never realized that anything like this could happen to her! ... 
despite what had taken place in Mickey's office that day.


Nadia didn't know what to do. It was all surreal. But Mickey kept on licking 
and sucking at her heated, openly throbbing cunt, and the sensations of 
pure, passionate arousal continued to urge through her. The inescapable fact 
was that Joy was astride her face, her wet pulsating pussy firmly planted on 
a captive mouth! Joy's soft thighs gripped Nadia's face in a strong grasp, 
holding her immobile. Oh, God, what am I going to do now? she thought 
helplessly, her reason deserting her for a long moment.


She had hovered mindlessly on the edge of indecision ... until a sudden 
piercing thought had shot through her brain like a red-hot arrow. Why stop 
now, after all that's happened? Why not pass on to my friend the wonderfully 
pleasurable sensations that Mickey is producing in me? Didn't she lick me to 
a thrilling climax before? Why not, indeed? The idea of kissing another 
woman's pussy while her lover slavered between her own legs struck Nadia 
with the force of a brass-knuckled fist.


Without giving herself time to think, she had reached out tentatively with 
her tongue and dabbed at the throbbing pink openness of Joy's quivering 
pussy. It felt and tasted amazingly good, and Nadia was rewarded by a 
sobbing moan from the platinum blonde, who began to screw her moistly 
pulsing pussy down on Nadia's now-eager mouth. Again, Nadia reached out with 
her tongue and began to swipe carefully at the wetly squirming flesh, 
dipping her organ deeper and harder into the girl's velvety folds. She found 
that she liked the taste of the other woman's vagina, and inhaled the exotic 
perfume of her redolent cunt.


She stiffened her tongue and burrowed it incessantly into the sensitively 
writhing flesh, tasting the first flow of excitedly secreting feminine 
juices which misted down over her wet, flushed face. Eagerly, she sought out 
the hard little knob of the other woman's clitoris and titillated it 
cunningly between her teeth, nibbling at it as though it were a delicacy.


Nadia sucked and licked ravenously at Joy's grinding pussy, just as Mickey, 
spurred on by the sight of his assistant astride his mistress's face, 
slavered lewdly between Nadia's cream-white, moisture-drenched thighs. Joy's 
softly clenching buttocks were like flaccid mounds around Nadia's chin, and 
her smooth thighs were clamped in a vise-like grip on either side of Nadia's 
face. Nadia moaned with mounting pleasure into the secret warmth of Joy's 
tingling cunt, as the other woman's hands reached down and began to caress 
and fondle her palpitating breasts, tweaking the hardening little nipples 
between her fingers, adding to the tremendous swells of pleasure swirling 
through her.


Nadia was reaching new heights of undreamed-of pleasure. She reveled in 
taking part in such a lascivious trio in a way she had never experienced 
before, and the idea that she was actually licking and kissing another 
woman's pussy filled her with perverted excitement. She had never dreamed 
that she, Porter's wife, would ever get involved in anything like this, and 
certainly not so whole heartedly. But as she reminded herself again and 
again, she was a changed woman now, and her body had become accustomed to 
all kinds of bizarre sex.


Joy was moaning and mewling like a wild animal, she remembered, bouncing 
around on her face with quickening jerks, and Nadia realized that the 
slender receptionist must be approaching orgasm already. Suddenly, Joy's 
body stiffened, and after an eternal moment, she seemed to explode in a 
million fragments.


"I'm cuuummmmiiiinnnngggg!" Joy sobbed her body twisting and flailing almost 
out of control. Nadia's face was drenched with her flowing secretions, and 
she thought she would suffocate from the frantic grip the blonde had on her 
face.


But even as Joy was moaning with passionate abandon, Nadia felt the familiar 
spasm begin to contort her own body. Mickey redoubled his efforts, forcing 
his exhausted tongue again and again into the frenetically clutching sheath 
of her clasping vagina, swirling his lingual organ around inside her with 
maddening deftness.


And then, the moment of ecstasy had arrived for her, too. Her cries of 
intense pleasure were muffled in Joy's still-throbbing pussy, as her whole 
body flailed and gyrated, her thighs in a death-grip around Mickey's head, 
grinding her lust-swollen pussy against his pleasure-giving mouth.


When at last her body was quiet, and she relaxed with the warm flush of 
satiety, she released her thigh-hold on her lover, and collapsed next to the 
woman to whom she had given pleasure equal to that which she herself had 
received....


Yes, sometimes .Nadia could hardly believe that she was the person who had 
once considered herself "frigid". What a joke! If only Porter knew! Her mind 
had enlarged to accept all the variations of physical pleasure available to 
her; she was ready for anything now. Mickey had taught her that anything 
that felt good and exciting between two or more people couldn't be bad, and 
she had come to accept this tenet. She couldn't understand how she could 
have allowed herself to go on as she did before, living a sort of half-life. 
She was absolutely insatiable now, and her sexual appetites were equal to 
Mickey's. They were perfectly matched, sexually, and she noted that they got 
along beautifully in other ways, too. He was obviously proud of his 
protogee, and made no attempt to hide the fact in front of the other models. 
As he predicted, she was a great success at the restaurant, and she found 
that she thoroughly enjoyed displaying her scantily clad body to the lusting 
eyes of the predominantly male clientale. Business had increased-an effect 
Micky attributed to Nadia's appearance there. She was responsible for more 
sales than any of the other girls, and at times, earned more than two 
hundred dollars in commissions and fee during a single lunchtime showing! 
Mickey also gave her her pick of the fashions she modeled, telling her that 
she did more for them than any of the other girls.


He was definitely enamoured of her. But, knowing her situation, he didn't 
press her for a decision. He felt personally that the situation with her 
husband was a lost cause. The bastard didn't deserve her anyway, from what 
he knew of it. Still, Nadia never mentioned divorce. He would play it cool. 
Sooner or later, Haines would have to show his hand.


CHAPTER NINE


Judy was nursing Blossom at her exposed breast when Porter arrived for lunch 
that day. Though he never said it to Judy, the sight of the brown skinned 
baby at her nipple revolted him. He didn't like the idea of sucking the same 
flesh Judy's mulatto kid drank from. He had tried to act interested in 
Blossom; had even held her stiffly a couple of times. She was a cute baby, 
despite her prominent Negroid features. But he couldn't help feeling the way 
he did. He was afraid to be seen in public with Judy, and he knew that he 
wouldn't be able to change that feeling in himself, no matter how much he 
cared for the lovely teenage mother.


But seeing Judy with her baby had done one thing for him: it made him aware 
of Nadia's need for motherhood. He could understand now how important that 
sort of thing is to a woman. She was right-it had been five years, much too 
long. There was no reason why they shouldn't have children. He had a secure 
job, plenty of money and they were both responsible people. He could imagine 
how beautiful a baby of theirs would be, with pure, milky white skin and 
probably Nadia's hair. She would have a son, of course. Nadia was the kind 
of woman who would bear him strong fine sons.


He hadn't meant to say anything. It just popped out of his mouth.


"Judy, I'm not going to see you any more," he said hastily, right out of the 
blue.


The look of pain on her face didn't help him.


"Wh-y, Port? What happened?" she asked with shock and hurt, as though he had 
just put a knife through her heart, which, in fact, he had.


"I ... I think it's best if we don't see each other any more, that's all," 
he said quietly, toying with his plate of spaghetti.


"Did your wife ... does she know?" Judy asked, the tears welling up in her 
eyes.


"No ... at least, I don't think so. But I've hurt her enough already. You 
know that we have tfo future. I'm a married man and you're . ... "


"A runaway kid with a black baby, right? That's it, isn't it?"


"Of course not!" he lied, averting his eyes from her.


"Yes it is. At least, that's a big part of it. I've known for a long time. I 
can tell the way you look at Blossom, the way you act when you hold her...." 
her voice broke.


Porter was squirming. He didn't really want to stop seeing Judy-he was very 
fond of her; more than fond. But it was a dead end street. He had become 
worried, now that the tables were turned and Nadia seemed confident and 
happy in her own right. He decided that he'd rather have the old Nadia back, 
even if it meant severing his relationship with Judy.


"I love you, Port. Please don't leave me now. Blossom and me, we need you," 
she pleaded. He hadn't expected that, and her pathetic entreaty cleaved him 
in two. He reached for his wallet and took out three crisp one hundred 
dollar bills and placed them on the table. "Here. This will help you out for 
a while. I'll take care of the rent for the next couple of months. The place 
is in good shape, so there won't be much to buy except food and gas and 
whatever you need for clothes. You've done a great job with this dump, Judy. 
It's really cozy now," he said, looking that the cheery white walls and 
bright slipcovers and the pictures hanging here and there.


"Keep it. I don't want your charity!" she said defiantly.


"Don't be silly. You need it. I want to give it to you," he protested.


"I suppose you think I 'earned' it, huh? Well, don't you want to get your 
money's worth before you leave?" Men! she thought ruefully. They were all 
the same. They liked having their clandestine little affairs, and told their 
mistresses how great in bed they were, but when the little woman wagged her 
finger, they went running back with their cheating tails between their legs.


"Judy, don't talk like that, please," he begged her. "Don't cheapen what we 
had together."


"What do you think you're doing, throwing down your money as though you were 
at a whore house!" she cried angrily. A cold rage was seething through her. 
She felt betrayed and desperate. Porter had been more to her than anyone in 
her life. He was her best lover, her father, her friend. Now her childish 
dream was evaporating in a cloud of smoke. If they had quarreled violently, 
or had some major conflict ... But no, it wasn't any of those thing ... it 
was Porter's bigotry ... and his lack of courage. At that moment she hated 
her handsome lover.


"How can you go back to her, after all you told me about her ... how she was 
frigid ... how she was a nagging bitch?" Judy asked him, her blue eyes 
filled with tears.


"Let's not have a scene, Judy. I'm really sorry. I didn't want it to end. 
But it's not fair to anyone ... especially to you."


Judy saw through his feeble attempt at consolation. "Get out! Go then, you 
bastard!" she railed, and ran into the bedroom, little Blossom still 
clinging tenaciously to her bare breast.


Nadia was dressing for work when the doorbell rang. "Now who could that be?" 
she said aloud. She walked briskly to the door, annoyed at the interruption. 
She was surprised to see a very attractive young girl with a black baby 
under her arm!


"Mrs. Haines?" the girl asked, eyeing Nadia carefully.


"Why yes."


"My name is Judy ... Judy Turner. Could I come in for a minute? I need to 
talk to you."


"I'm getting ready for work, so I don't have much time ... but come in 
anyway. And who is this adorable little creature?" Nadia asked, smiling 
warmly at Blossom.


"That's Blossom. She's my kid...." Judy stated flatly.


"She's precious!" Nadia said sincerely. "How old is she?"


"Five months now."


"You're so young to be a mother...." Nadia went on nervously, wondering how 
the young woman knew her name.


"Yeah, I didn't mean for it to be this way, but that's the breaks," Judy 
continued, sitting down on the couch.


"I'm afraid I don't understand why you're here," Nadia said, looking at the 
attractive girl apprehensively.


"I guess I shouldn't be, but I just had to find out for myself."


"Find out what?"


Judy hesitated. "You really are a beautiful woman, Mrs. Haines. That makes 
me feel a little better, in a funny sort of way."


"Well thank you," Nadia said, blushing, "but I still don't understand...."


"Mrs. Haines, may I ask you a very personal question?"


"Eh, I...."


"Are you in love with your husband?" Nadia was taken aback. "That is a very 
personal question indeed! Perhaps you'd better come right to the point, 
Judy."


"Yeah. It's the only way to fly," Judy sighed heavily. "Mrs. Haines, I've 
been having an affair with your husband for over two months. I'm very much 
in love with him. He led me to believe that you were ... well...."


"Go on, Judy ... say it," Nadia said stiffly, trying to control the emotions 
that were flooding her brain.


"He told me you were a frigid bitch...."


"Really?" Nadia said archly. Her palms were beginning to sweat.


"I know Porter is a bastard in some ways, but he's the best thing that ever 
happened to me. If you really don't love him, I'd like to get him back ... 
even if it means putting Blossom up for adoption."


"What do you mean?" Nadia asked, fighting back the tears that threatened to 
erupt any moment.


"I know that's his hang-up ... the kid ... because she's half black," Judy 
was beginning to cry softly. Despite her own hurt, Nadia's heart Went out to 
the young mother. Without thinking, she rose from her chair and went over to 
the girl, putting her arms around her and hugging her warmly. They both 
dissolved in tears, crying on each other's shoulders and comforting each 
other as if they were intimate friends. And they were, from that moment on. 
Judy told Nadia the whole story then, confiding in the older woman as though 
she were Judy's mother.


When she had heard it all, Nadia's hurt turned to rage. "Oh, that bastard! 
He wouldn't let me have a child; yet he chose you. Now he's too much of a 
bigot to follow through!"


"Yes, but I don't know for certain how Porter feels about you, Nadia. I had 
thought-judging from the way he was with me, and the time we spent together, 
that it was all over between you two. Now I don't know what to think. You 
still haven't told me whether you're in love with him or not, Nadia."


"I ... I don't know, frankly. I honestly don't know. But one thing is 
certain: Porter Haines is going to pay for the misery he's caused both of 
us!" Nadia said vehemently. "Judy, you're coming to work with me. I want you 
to meet my boss. I think he can find you a good, part-time job. Then we'll 
discuss living arrangements for you and Blossom and maybe ... me!"


CHAPTER TEN


Porter felt strangely apprehensive as he steered his Chrysler into the 
double carport at their Benedict Canyon home. Nadia's care was not there, 
which didn't surprise him. She seemed to be so busy lately, and was home 
less and less. A definite change had come over her, and Porter just couldn't 
figure out what it was. On the rare occasions when their paths had crossed, 
Nadia seemed like a different woman. More mature, more sensual somehow. But 
it did him precious little good. He had decided to try and patch things up 
with her, to tell her he was ready to be a father. That should bring her 
around! He had known all along that a great part of Nadia's resistance to 
him sexually had been because of her anger at his refusal to let her have a 
child. But his ego demanded that he attribute her standoffishness to 
"frigidity". He wouldn't allow himself to believe that he was greatly to 
blame for her reactions. But in a rare moment of truthful confrontation with 
himself, he allowed for some error on his part. His guilt over the affair 
with Judy was nagging at him badly. He really did care for the kid, but he 
was too afraid of criticism to allow it to grow into anything else. Besides, 
he still loved Nadia. He loved both of them, in fact. And he had hurt them 
both....


The house was ominously quiet. Porter felt a stab of anxiety as he walked 
through the door. It was more than a lack of Nadia's physical presence ... 
something else was missing. He began to grow panicky as he walked through 
the tomb-like rooms, unconsciously searching for something, though he didn't 
know what. Then he found it. There, on the kitchen table, was a terse note 
in Nadia's neat script:


Don't wait up for me-I won't be home ... ever.


Good-bye Porter.


Nadia


He was cut to the quick. Never, in his wildest fantasies had he imagined her 
capable of leaving him. His heart beat frantically, and sweat broke out on 
his brow.


He lifted the phone and began to dial. Then he put it down again and raced 
into the bedroom. Flinging open the door of her closet, he saw that all her 
clothes were gone. He went to her bureau-empty; cleaned out. He rushed into 
the bathroom-nothing remained of her personal items. Porter's heart sank. He 
sat down on the bed, rubbing his forehead nervously with a sweating hand. 
His brain was racing. How could she have done this to him? Why? In a moment 
of illucidation, he swore under his breath and got up, racing out of the 
house and into his automobile.


Forty minutes later, he screeched to a halt in front of 124 Precita Court. 
The van was gone. He saw no lights in the cottage. Nervously, he used to key 
to let himself in. One quick survey of the room told him Judy had also moved 
her things out. A look in the closet confirmed his fears.


Porter was beside himself now. His whole world was crumbling rapidly. He had 
rushed to Judy, hoping to find solace in her arms, only to find her gone. 
Surely there was no link between the sudden flight of his two lovely birds 
... or was there? She wouldn't! Porter reassured himself. She couldn't-she 
doesn't know where I live. But of course, he knew that his address was 
easily obtainable for someone who knew about him what Judy did. He swore 
under his breath again. That little bitch! he said, If she's screwed things 
up with Nadia....


The money was gone, too, as he figured. But he couldn't be sure if Judy had 
contacted his wife or not. Maybe Nadia just got fed up. Or maybe .-.. and 
this was a possibility he hadn't seriously considered before ... maybe she 
had something going on the side herself? Painful as the possibility was, he 
had to know. But how? He hadn't the foggiest idea where Nadia was. He didn't 
even know where she worked. Who did? Margaret! Yes, that nosey girlfriend of 
Nadia's would know. Why hadn't he thought of it sooner?


He rushed out of the cottage, unable to bear the sight of it any longer, and 
headed for his favorite bar on Wilshire Boulevard. After frantic trial and 
effort, and several wrong numbers he finally reached Margaret. She was 
surprised to hear his voice.


"Why, Porter, I never expected to hear from you this evening!" she gushed. 
She was prepared for a chatty, meaningless conversation.


"Margaret, I'm kind of pressed for time. Something's come up, and I need to 
reach Nadia. Do you have her work number?"


"Why no, I don't, Porter. Is it anything serious? You sound worried."


"No, nothing serious. I just need to get in touch with my wife rather 
quickly, that's all."


"Of course. She's out a lot, isn't she?" Margaret pried. "Sure seems 
enthusiastic over her boss, too ... that Prince fellow."


"He's a prince?" Porter asked incredulously. , "No, no...." Margaret 
chuckled, "that's his name, Prince ... Mickey Prince. Some kind of 
enterpreneur or something."


"Thanks, Margaret. You're a gem!" he said.


"Don't tell Nadia I said anything!"


"My lips are sealed."


"Hope it works out all right, Porter," she added with a concerned tone.


"So do I, Margaret. So long now, and thanks again."


His hands were trembling when he hung up. He felt the need for a stiff 
martini-a double one! At least he had something to go on. There couldn't be 
too many Mickey Prince's in the phone book. He found what he was looking 
for: Mickey Prince Enterprises. He jotted down the address and dialed the 
number. He recognized the impersonal voice of an answering service operator. 
Dismayed that Prince would not be in the office until after 10:00 the 
following morning, Porter declined to leave his name and hung up. He drank 
himself into a stupor, and almost had an accident on the way home.


He cancelled some appointments the next day, and made his way to Prince's 
office. He identified himself to the wispy blonde in the garrish reception 
room, noting with revulsion the glossy photographs of the runway models. Joy 
feigned ignorance, insisting that there was no one named Nadia Haines in 
their employ. Porter grew angry, just as adamantly insisting that he knew 
for certain his wife was connected with the firm. The verbal battle was 
growing more heated by the moment when Prince walked into the office.


"Are you Mickey Prince?" Porter demanded.


"That's right. What can I do for you?" Prince said calmly.


"For starters, you can tell me how in the hell to get touch with my wife!" 
Porter shouted.


"Sure, Pal. What's her name? Or rather, what's your name?" Prince asked 
sardonically. He decided at once that he didn't like the sonofabitch.


"Porter Haines, Nadia's husband. I know she works for you," he said, holding 
out his hand grudgingly for the other man's handshake.


Prince took the proffered palm, looking directly into Haines' eyes, a sly 
smile on his face. "Pleasure, Mr. Haines."


"This receptionist of yours has been feeding me a line of bull. She claims 
she never heard of my wife," Porter said, shooting daggers at Joy.


"Don't be too hard on her, Mr. Haines. She's been instructed to be discreet. 
Those are my orders."


"What the hell have you got to hide, Prince?" Porter demanded.


"Let's step into my office, Haines. There's a lady present," Prince said, 
putting him down. He really disliked the bastard now.


Prince was maddeningly calm. His movements were slow and deliberate. He lit 
up a Sherman cigarette and offered one to Porter, who declined it. He wanted 
one thing only: information. "Okay, Prince, where is she?" Prince thrust out 
his arm and pressed the button on his watch. "She should be on her way to 
the job now," he said unconcernedly.


"Goddamn it, Prince, you know what I mean! Cut the crap. Just tell me how to 
find her."


"I'll do better than that. I'll take you to her."


"You will?" Porter asked in disbelief.


"Sure. You'll get to see her ... only what makes you think she wants to see 
you?"


"She ... she told you about ... about it?" he asked nervously.


"In a word, yes. And as far as she's concerned, you're persona non grata, 
buddy."


"She'll change her mind about that."


"We'll see," Prince said smugly.


"What makes you so fucking cocksure?" Porter stormed.


Prince grinned and got up from his desk, his poise intact. He made Porter 
feel like a child.


"Take it easy, pal. I merely said, we'll see."


The restaurant was already beginning to crowd up. Porter was raging inside. 
Prince had promised to take him to Nadia. He couldn't believe that his wife 
worked in such a place. Nadia Haines ... in The Wolves' Den? Canned music 
was piped into the room over muted loudspeakers. The patrons were mostly 
businessmen, though there were a few couples in the room. Prince sipped a 
Cinzano on the rocks, while Porter downed a beer. He was still hung over 
from the night before.


Suddenly a lovely young woman appeared wearing a flimsy negligee over a 
sheer nightgown. Her body's curves were enticingly revealed in the clothes, 
and the voluptuous mounds of her breasts bobbed within the frame of the 
low-cut decolletage. Porter swallowed hard. The girl paused briefly at their 
table, pirouetting and displaying a discreet card with the price of the 
garment hand lettered on it. Porter shot a look at Prince.


Two other girls followed her, each wearing a provocative outfit that Porter 
felt should be reserved for the privacy of the bedroom. Good God, what had 
Nadia gotten into? Or was she-as he hoped-working somewhere in a back room, 
assisting the other models?


"Where's my wife, Prince?" he demanded. "Ah, here comes the lovely lady 
now." Porter's jaw flew open as he saw Nadia approach, wearing one of the 
sexiest-and briefest-bra and panty numbers he had ever seen. She was covered 
by a robe sheer enough to read a newspaper through. And she looked radiant, 
totally sure of herself! What had come over her? This wasn't the shy, 
uptight Nadia he had known for so many years. She never even liked to 
undress in front of him! Now, here she was, exposing her near naked body to 
the rapacious gaze of all the lecherous bastards in the room-including 
Prince!


The veins stood out on Porter's temples, and his pulse quickened. He hated 
Prince, but he couldn't take his eyes off his beautiful wife. He had never 
seen her look so provocative, so alluring.


Nadia caught sight of him as she walked by. For an instant she froze, then 
she regained her composure and went on with her modeling routine, as though 
nothing unusual had happened. But she was shaking inside. How had he found 
her? Why had Mickey brought him there?


She didn't go near the table again, and it was all she could do to keep from 
bursting into tears. Mickey went backstage and she rushed to him, throwing 
herself in his arms and demanding an explanation. He told her what had 
happened.


"You'll have to talk to him, Nadia," Mickey said firmly but sympathetically.


"No! I can't! I don't want to!" Nadia protested.


"It's the only way to find out whether you've made the right decision or 
not. You know that, don't you?"


Tears filled her eyes. She put her head on his shoulder. "You're right, 
Mickey," she said quietly.


"Get dressed, honey. Meet us in the private dining room ... the small one. 
And relax, baby. You hold all the cards. I love you, Nadia. But it's up to 
you. Whatever the decision, I'm behind you all the way." And he kissed her 
warmly on the forehead and went out into the main room.


Nadia stood there stunned for a moment. Mickey had never told her he loved 
her before. Now it only made things harder for her ... or perhaps, it made 
them easier. Her brain reeled, and troubled thoughts tumbled through her 
head like Keno balls in a whirling basket. She thought of Judy, and of 
Blossom, who was probably sleeping peacefully at her mother's breast. They 
were at the apartment Mickey had lent them his apartment building in the 
hills above the Sunset Strip ... the same building where her clothes hung 
next to his in his plush penthouse.


She thought of the baby that she wanted so badly, remembering how Porter had 
stubbornly refused her motherhood. Yet he had chosen for his mistress a 
woman with a child ... a child he could not accept because of its color....


She thought of Mickey ... of his kindness and generosity to her ... of the 
way he had liberated her sexually in a way Porter never had. But Porter had 
done for Judy what Mickey had done for her. Was he in love with her? Or was 
he still in love with the woman who had been his wife for five years? And 
was she still in love with him? ... despite all that had happened?


Nadia reached the closed door of the private dining room. She paused, 
drawing in a deep breath. Her heart was pounding inside her chest. Then 
slowly, she placed her hand on the bronze doorknob and gave it a turn, 
knowing that her life would never be the same again.


THE END
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Foreword


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many centuries,
and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer for the individual
considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except that he must be true to himself.
The mature individual who has achieved this sort of self-honesty and completeness will
be little harmed or affected by the illogical or irrational opinions of others.
In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this truth like an
unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters faced up to their unusual
desires instead of trying to repress them, much of the anguish they suffered would
logically have been avoided.
The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor a
revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the wisest thinkers
through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be true," was Shakespeare's way of
saying the same thing; but it comes to us from still an earlier source, and one which not
even the most rigid moralist can contest... "Happy is he that condemneth not himself
for that which he alloweth himself But he that doubteth is damned if he eat." Those
who deny others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to
consider this quote from Romans.
No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this ultimately
will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by looking at the past and
previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief glance backwards will also reveal that,
in such times, honored traditions and concepts were re-examined, and many times
discarded. What was considered fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it
isn't done" or "it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of
pleasure.
The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We offer no
further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this timely work. We now
suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. A work of art, no matter how
contemporary, should speak for itself.
-The Publisher


Chapter 1


Janet Pitman sat back in her hard seat and waited for the lecture to begin. It was her
first class on her first day at State University, and she tried to appear calm and
composed as she glanced back and forth from the clock to her open notebook. Five
minutes to go...
The lecture hall was bigger than anything Janet had ever imagined. Already there must
be over a hundred students occupying the front seats, and there was room for a good
two hundred more farther back. How can they ever teach so many people at once? she
wondered, remembering the classes at her small, rural high school. The biggest class
had been physical education, and there had only been thirty-one girls in it – the whole
female portion of the senior class at Thackery High School in Milltown.
Suddenly, the lights dimmed, just as they did in a theater, and a yellowish white stage
light illuminated the podium. The professor, a stocky, imposing man, marched self
assuredly toward the spotlight, carrying a sheaf of papers in his hand. He set his papers
down on the podium, and gazed out over the earnest, slightly apprehensive faces of his
freshman students.
"I hope you're all in the right lecture hall," he began, his voice sounding gravelly and
unnaturally loud. "I am Dr. Kelsey, and the class is Psychology 169, Freshman Sexual
Education..."
He paused, and a few nervous students stood up and hurriedly shuffled out of the door.
Janet sighed with relief. She would have been too ashamed to admit that she had come
to the wrong room, and she was glad she had studied . the campus map so carefully
before she left her dormitory.
"Fine," Dr. Kelsey nodded, smiling slightly. He rolled over a green chalkboard, and
wrote down the names of three books that were going to be required reading, and seven
more that were optional. Janet carefully copied all the titles down in her notebook, and
waited for the professor to explain the additional requirements of the class.
"As you all know," he began somewhat pompously, "this university is famous for the
magnificent strides we have made in the field of human sexual response in the past ten
years. Our studies go on continuously, and as part of your requirements for fulfilling
freshman sex ed, we are asking that each one of your participate in one or more of
these studies. A list of on-going experiments is being handed out by my assistant,
Andrea Meyers..." He nodded toward a pretty brunette woman of about twenty-five
apparently a graduate student under his tutelage. She walked slowly up the aisle,
distributing yellow lists to all the students.
Janet got hers before most of the other students, and she took a couple minutes to go
over the list before Dr. Kelsey continued with his lecture. The titles were fascinating
and confusing: "Epidermal and Endodermal Response,"
"Sexual Behavior of Primates,"
"Shock Treatment and Inhibition,"
"Inter-Species Copulation". The words were too scientific for Janet to grasp completely,
but during the course of the lecture, Dr. Kelsey explained what most of the experiments
concerned, and he suggested that each student get signed up today, to avoid being
assigned an experiment later on in the semester.
"I know some of you are worried about what you'll be required to do in these tests. Let
me assure you that they have all been carefully and painstakingly designed to be
psychologically and biologically safe. You have nothing to worry about... For example,
the shock treatment experiment involves only mild shock, such as the type you might
receive from clothing you remove from the dryer."
Then, Dr. Kelsey pointed to a row of tables, where graduate students sat with sign-up
sheets. The titles of the experiments they were working on were printed on large cards,
placed in front of each experimenter, and the freshmen were asked to sign up for the
experiment that most interested them.
Janet looked around nervously at the faces of her fellow students. For several seconds,
no one approached the tables, and she was afraid the professor would be annoyed. She
looked over the faces of the ten young graduate students, not knowing quite what she
was looking for, but definitely wanting to stall. There was something ominous about
participating in a sexual education experiment... What if they wanted her to... well, have
intercourse... or something? God, I'm a virgin, she reminded herself, as if her sexual
status was somehow threatened.
She knew that many girls her age – almost eighteen – had had enough sexual
experience to be experts on the subject of intercourse, but she, Janet Pitman, had come
from a strict family in a small town, and she didn't know what to expect at all! For a
moment, she wished she had let her high school boyfriend, Danny Landers, do what he
had wanted to do that night, after the football game... It had felt so good, the way he
had stroked her large, budding breasts through the tight sweater of her cheerleader's
uniform. His hot, rough fingers on the insides of her legs had nearly driven her up the
wall, and she could almost feel the strange, seeping moisture growing between her legs,
just thinking about it!
But she had been a good girl – her father's only daughter, a top student, and active in
school affairs. She had realized her position in the minds and hearts of all the residents
of Milltown, and she had stopped Danny at the last minute... just as he was about to
insert the huge, eager head of his penis right between the virgin folds of her vagina. She
remembered with horror how angry he had suddenly become, and how she had tried to
placate him by jacking him off the way she had seen her brother doing to himself
once... But although it had temporarily calmed him down, Janet's relationship with
Danny had never been the same, and when she had decided to go away to college
instead of attending the junior college in the neighboring town, their romance had
cooled completely.
Suddenly, Janet's reverie was interrupted by the voice of Dr. Kelsey. "I notice some of
you are having trouble deciding what to sign up for... May I give you a few things to
consider? The epidermal and endodermal experiment measures skin reaction, and if you
have sensitive skin or scars, you would be better off with another study. If you grew up
on a farm, or are familiar with animals, you might try the inter-species copulation
experiment – it requires familiarity with animals..."
That was all Janet needed to hear. At home her father had raised dairy cattle, and she
herself had been a champion breeder in the 4H Club in her country. She made her way
through the knots of freshmen now gathered around the tables to the line forming in
front of a friendly-looking young man whose name tag read Lonny Simon.
He smiled when the corn silk blonde approached the table. "You look like you're fresh
from the farm," he greeted, nodding approvingly at her voluptuous, healthy curves.
Janet blushed furiously at his instantly correct assessment of her background, and she
could hardly speak when he asked her for her name, age, and phone number.
"Phone number?" she croaked, "why do you need that?"
"Well, we have to set up special appointments, for the experiments," he explained,
trying to slow the incredible inexplicable rise in her heartbeat. She didn't know what
was causing it, but it was the same feeling she got every time she sensed danger. "M-my
room number is 16, but you can just ask for me at the desk, too..."
"Okay, thanks, Janet," Lonny smiled warmly. "We'll be contacting you sometime next
week... Next?" he said, turning to the girl behind Janet.
When one of the girls in the dorm knocked on Janet's door to tell her she had a phone
call, Janet's heart immediately began to thud, and she knew even before picking up the
receiver that it was Lonny Simon and the sex ed experiment.
"H-Hello?" she whispered uncertainly into the receiver. "Janet? This is Lonny, from
your sex ed class... We're beginning the first stage of our study this week, and I'd like to
know when you'd have about an hour to go through the test..." Janet couldn't force her
mind to think. Her schedule of freshman classes suddenly left her, and she didn't even
know what day it was. "I – um... When would it be convenient for you?" The older boy
on the other end of the line laughed wryly. "I'm stuck in the experimental lab all day
every day, until I get my PhD... Do you have a class after sex ed tomorrow? That time
slot is free..."
"S-sex ed?" Janet repeated, as if she couldn't remember what it was. "Um, okay... I have
two hours off before Western Civ..."
"Great! I'll put you down for right after class, in lab 602, in the biology building..."
"Biology building," she repeated dazedly.
"Yeah, we have to do our tests there, because the psych building doesn't have the
facilities for taking care of the animals... See you after class," he said jauntily, and hung
up.
Janet was inexorably apprehensive the next day in class. She could hardly listen to Dr.
Kelsey's lecture, even though he was talking about the moral aspects of sex and how
they were different all around the country, and Janet had been looking forward to his
lecture all week. Her notes were scrawled and disjointed, and her mind kept wandering
over a collage of images from Milltown... Danny Landers and his probing fingers, her
father's bull Blackie, breeding with Daisy the cow to produce Janet's prize calf, Angie,
when she was only twelve years old. God, for someone who's seen animals copulating
all her life, you're sure being squeamish, she scolded herself, but it didn't help. There
was nothing she could do to beat down the nervousness. When the bell rang and Dr.
Kelsey dismissed the class, Janet had to force herself to stand up and walk out, heading
in the direction of the huge, plate-glass biology building.
In front of the door marked "602" there was another young man, who greeted her
before she had a chance to knock.
"Janet Pitman?" he guessed, covering the doorway with his body to block her passage.
"They're not quite set up in there. I'm Matt, Lonny's collaborator... I have to tell you a
little bit about the experiment before you go in..."
"Okay," Janet shrugged. Matt was considerably shorter than Lonny, and he had a thin,
studious-looking face, that gave the impression of a serious scholar, totally unlike the
open, friendly features of the other graduate student.
"Lonny and I designed this experiment to test human responses to various different
types of inter-species sexual involvement. Do you know what that means?"
Janet had to shake her head.
"Inter-species means between two different species... it's important in animal breeding."
"Oh," Janet said slowly. "I know about animal breeding, but it's all very simple, isn't
it?"
"Simple breeding is, yes," Matt went on. "but some of the most effective inter-breeding
of different species meets the resistance of a lot of farmers, because of their feelings
about sex, and we're testing the possibilities of behavior conditioning to remove this
resistance..." The graduate student's words were too technical for Janet to understand,
but she thought she grasped the gist of what he was saying. He was trying to teach
people not to be afraid to try new ideas... She wanted to tell him that her father was a
farmer and that he'd bred different varieties of dairy cows for as long as she could
remember, but she didn't say anything. Surely the older, better-informed student would
be well aware of anything she, a lowly freshman, could tell him. Instead of speaking,
she patiently listened to the rest of his explanation, and accepted a questionnaire that he
handed her to fill out, before going in the room.
Janet sat down in a chair outside the lab, and began filling in the answers to the
questions. At first, it was easy, and she thought the questions were dumb, but as she
worked her way down the sheet, she found herself blushing helplessly, and her stomach
seemed to have butterflies flitting around in it. The questions were becoming
increasingly more personal, such as "Do you think you are sexy?" and "Do you prefer
oral or anal sex over conventional genital sex?" Toward the end of the questionnaire,
the questions were completely beyond Janet's experience or imagination, and she had to
leave most of the answer spaces blank.
Sheepishly she handed the sheet back to the experimenter, and he silently let her into
the laboratory.
It was like no scientific lab Janet had ever envisioned. There were no test tubes, or
elaborate machines, no work tables, no mad scientists. Instead, the floor was carpeted
with a plush, deep wine colored shag carpet, and the only furniture it contained were
two huge off-white armchairs and a gigantic, king-size bed, with a rich red velvet
bedspread. The walls were papered with a busy, filigree design in red and gold, giving
the spacious room a closeness that was unnerving. The three doors leading into the
room were also covered over with wallpaper, so it was hard to distinguish them from
the walls. Janet sat alone, hardly daring to look around her, until Dr. Kelsey walked in.
He settled into the unoccupied armchair and began to talk to Janet in a soft, low
monotone, just the opposite of the voice he used in lectures.
"I'm Lonny and Matt's faculty advisor," he explained. "This experiment they're doing is
part of a research project I myself am conducting, so I'm asking you for your complete,
objective attention to everything that goes on in here..."
But her attention was distracted by the sudden opening and closing of one of the
camouflaged doors, and she watched with widened eyes as a young, dark-haired woman
entered. She was completely naked, but Janet thought she recognized her as Andrea
Meyers, Dr. Kelsey's assistant.
"Don't mind Andrea," the professor went on, as though nothing was happening. "She's
also part of the study. A very bright girl," he nodded approvingly, and Janet could see
that the older man's eyes were riveted on the girl's voluptuous figure. She was perfectly
proportioned and on her beautiful face was a smile of happy anticipation. She lay back
on the huge, soft-looking bed – completely oblivious to the presence of Dr. Kelsey and
Janet Pitman sitting not ten feet away from her.
"Just watch everything that happens, Janet," the professor droned on, laying his hand
over the back of her chair. The blonde farm girl flinched uncomfortably as the other
two graduate students, Lonny Simon and Mat Cox entered from yet another door and
they too were stark naked!
She averted her eyes and stared down into her lap. The split-second view she had gotten
of their two limp penises, hanging down between their legs was engraved on her mind
screen, and she wanted to remove it, before she could look up. But she didn't have that
opportunity. Dr. Kelsey gently urged her head up, cupping his big, meaty hand under
her chin, whispering soothingly, "Remember, you must watch the whole thing... It's
very important."
Realizing that she really had no choice, at least not while she was sitting right here in
the room with them, Janet forced herself to watch the spectacle that was going on
before her. Lonny and Matt were sitting on the sides of the bed, running their hands
over the sensitive, exposed skin of Andrea's body. Janet could see the girl tense,
trembling as the men's fingertips travelled up and down her torso, lingering
provocatively at certain sensitive areas.
Janet was completely embarrassed, and she tried to shake her long blonde hair down
over her face, so at least the professor couldn't see the fierce red blush that was
suffusing her cheeks. She gasped when Andrea's breasts began to quiver under the two
experimenter's finger's, and she watched in lewd fascination as their nipples sprang up
into visible, turgid, erection. Andrea eased herself up against the headboard of the bed,
posing languidly for the two men who didn't seem to be taking a personal interest in
her body. For a moment, Janet wondered if this was just a routine for them, something
they were so used to doing that it bored them.
Andreas didn't seem to be bored, though, and Janet could see her mouth opening and
closing in anticipation as they began to massage her breasts in tiny teasing circles,
tweaking her nipples into greater hardness. Her legs were pointed straight at Janet and
the professor, and she began to scissor them in and out in her mounting passion. As
they spread ever-wider between strokes, Janet could see the thin slit of her vagina,
nestling like a glistening pink blossom in the soft, dark pubic hair between her thighs.
Her buttocks began to squirm down against the velvet coverlet, and sheer, wanton
desire gleamed in her half-closed brown eyes.
As she sat completely engrossed in what was going on, Janet suddenly realized that she
was breathing harder and her mouth felt dry. Under the expert hands of the two
experimenters, Andrea seemed to be going mad, and as she thrashed about on the now
rumpled bedspread, Janet. could hear her pleading, mewling moans. She was
demanding some kind of release for the excitement her two fellow students had created
in her naked body. Janet squirmed uncomfortably in her chair, feeling the wetness
between her thighs as she wriggled slightly to gain greater contact with the cushions.
The nubby upholstery of the plush chair rubbed excitingly against her tiny clitoris,
through the flimsy fabric of her panties.
With a sudden burst of perspective, Janet realized that what was happening to her was
sexual stimulation. It was the very same feeling she had had with Danny Landers, only
then, it had been his fingers in her virgin pussy and not the salacious view of a
provocative sexual act that had caused the feelings of arousal to course through her
veins. She glanced up at the professor, but he didn't appear to be taking any notice of
her, except for the fact that his hand had slid down the armchair, and was now resting
directly on her shoulder.
Suddenly, Lonny and Matt moved away from the woman on the bed. Janet gasped
aloud in sympathy as she watched Andrea stare pleadingly into their unresponsive
faces. But the brunette was not to be denied... Her voice rose in a high-pitched, frenzied
wail, and Janet instinctively covered her ears to block out the piteous moan.
"Aaaaaah! Oooooooaahhh!"
"No dear," Dr. Kelsey whispered, pulling Janet's hands from her ears. "You've got to
listen to it, too..."
Matt and Lonny disappeared as surreptitiously as they had appeared, leaving Andrea
moaning and twisting on the bed. Tormentedly she began to run her hands madly over
her body, her fingertips dancing over her smooth firm belly and coming to a halt at the
silken dark hair of her pubic mound. Janet could hear her groan as her fingers slipped
downward to the soft, hair-covered lips of her vagina and spread them slowly apart
until the wet pink cleft was fully visible and the glistening mouth-like opening gaped
hungrily. The woman's wanton, grinding movements slowed to a halt as she slowly
inserted her own middle finger into the warm fleshy folds of her cunt.
Janet felt petrified with shock as she watched the woman stroking her bud-like clitoris
while she and Dr. Kelsey were right there in the room. Didn't she sense their presence?
Or was she simply performing, specifically for their benefit? Her agitation seemed too
real, and Janet's own sympathy was too strong for it to be a contrived act. Andrea was
really suffering, alone on the bed, and now Janet, too, began to feel the need for sexual
release.
The professor's hand dropped suggestively over her shoulder, pulling her bra strap
down with it, right through the material of her blouse. Janet tried to push the strap up
again, with her fingers, but Dr. Kelsey again stifled her movement.
"The bed," he whispered. "Keep watching Andrea on the bed..."
Janet felt hypnotized into immobility by the sensuous movements of the woman on the
bed. The writhing brunette had already added her index finger to the other one working
itself inside the warm pink edges of her excitedly contracting cunt. Her legs thrashed
out and her hips rose and fell in time with the deep probing thrusts of her two fingers.
Then, Janet gasped as she saw the woman add a third finger to the invasion of her wet
vaginal passage, widening the surrounding pink lips until they were thin with the
stretching strain.
The shock of the sight brought the tense blonde freshman back to reality, and only the
professor's tight grasp on her upper arm and breast kept her from jumping up and
leaving the room. If the experimenters wanted to know how she reacted to this lurid
scene, they would have their answer, the girl thought, when she bolted from the room!
And this is supposed to be animal intercourse! she thought sarcastically, when she
suddenly remembered that it was an experiment. This was nothing more than
pornography!
Dr. Kelsey seemed to sense her inner turmoil, and he leaned over to whisper. "The test
hasn't even started yet, dear... Please try to be calm and watch what happens... We
don't want to spoil the experiment for the young men, do we?" His patronizing attitude
irked Janet a little, and that there were twenty-five other students participating in the
same series of tests, so it couldn't be all that dangerous.
Defeated, she slumped back into the chair. She tried to imagine what possible
connection the wicked sight of this beautiful woman masturbating could have to her
father's dairy cattle breeding. It occurred to her that maybe she had come to the wrong
place, and that this was some other experiment, but the presence of Dr. Kelsey, and the
realization that Lonny Simon had just left the room told her that she was most
definitely where she belonged. But she still couldn't fathom why she was being made to
watch this private forbidden act.
Andrea was rapidly becoming a crazed sex-demon, her face contorted with the effort of
her frantic manipulations. Janet could see her fingers driving in deeper and tighter into
the pinkly pulsating opening as her head thrashed from side to side on the pillow. Her
eyes were wild With frustration and she continued trying, her hand beating a mad
rhythm against the jogging, heaving cheeks of her buttocks, faster and wilder with each
passing second. Low, animalistic moans were streaming steadily from her lips now,
assaulting Janet's ears with their yearning, needing resonance.
"Oooooo! Mmmmmph... Aaaagghn!"
Suddenly, Janet herself cried out. "Oh, My God!"
The professor placed a restraining hand over her lips, indicating that she wasn't to
speak. But her eyes were wide with terror – Lonny and Matt had both re-entered the
room, this time leading a huge Great Dane dog on a leash!
The woman on the bed also responded with terror, her hand flying to cover her mouth
as she tried to keep from screaming. Janet shuddered in fear as she saw the woman try
to rise from the bed, but she stopped quickly as the dog bared his teeth and growled
from deep within his belly. Lonny and Matt exchanged lewd glances, as they gradually
loosened the leash, allowing the dog to leap on to the bed, straddling Andrea with all
fours.
"Bu-but... They c-can't do that..." Janet stuttered, turning to look the professor full in
the face. "That's wrong!"
To her surprise, the professor merely nodded, as if making a mental note of her
reaction. With a burst of insight, Janet suddenly though she realized what the
experiment was all about... It wasn't Andrea who was being tested for her sexual
responses; it was Janet, herself! The graduate students and the professor were
discovering and cataloging her own reactions to the salacious scene!
Well, she thought resolvedly to herself, they're not going to scare me with their wicked
act!... Maybe I'm just a farmer's daughter, but I'm not that gullible!
She settled back into her chair, as comfortable as she dared, but she couldn't help
identifying with the woman who lay paralyzed on the bed. The words "inter-species
copulation" kept running inexplicably through her head, and she couldn't seem to
shake them loose. "Inter-species"... between human and canine? It's impossible! She was
tense, no matter how much she tried to relax, and she couldn't tear her eyes away from
the new, horrifying element that had been introduced into the room. The thought of
that beautiful graduate student lying naked and defenseless beneath that monstrous dog
sent unexpected shivers of a strange, feverish excitement tingling through her body.
She trembled slightly, completely mesmerized by her thoughts and the scene, and she
didn't even resist when she felt Dr. Kelsey's hand move back down her arm to cup the
softness of her large, firm breast. She flinched uncomfortably, but she failed to dislodge
the suggestive palm; in fact, she felt his fingers pinching together, trapping the nipple
between his thumb and forefinger, just the way Danny Landers had done back in
Milltown. Oh, God!
What's going on?
Despite her apprehensions, the innocent freshman student was amazed to find that after
a few seconds, the professor's roving fingers actually felt good! Her nipple seemed to be
straining outward, right into his fingers, through the thin fabric of her blouse and the
flimsy lacy shield of her bra.
Suddenly, it seemed silly to her that she had been so frightened a few moments ago.
There was a strange fascination in the lewd debauchery of her surroundings and she no
longer struggled against it as she felt herself being drawn into a whirlpool of new
passions. She squirmed down tighter in her seat, feeling the cushion pressing deeper
into the rapidly moistening slit down between her thighs. The nubby pile of the
armchair fabric excited the sensitive lips of her vagina, right through the crotchband of
her panties.
The sudden touch of the professor's hand on her chin brought her attention back to the
sensuous red bed. The monstrous dog was lowering his head toward the helpless
woman's up-turned cunt, and suddenly his tongue lolled out and slid over the tender
pink flesh, all the way from the tight puckered anus to the tiny burning nodule of her
clitoris. The dog's stubby tail trembled as though he had found a wild bitch in heat.
Andrea tensed, trying to squirm away, and Janet watched as Lonny and Matt moved
closer to the bed, restraining her on either side by their presence. The dog dropped his
great head and lapped again, his long flat tongue parting her softly curling hair and
flicking relentlessly between the woman's widespread legs, stopping intermittently to
curl its way deep into her nakedly writhing pussy.
Janet's entire body was covered with goose bumps, and she wriggled around in her
chair, hoping the professor wouldn't notice her agitation. She couldn't believe the
change that was coming over Andrea on the bed. The older girl's terrified squirming
had ceased, and she had begun to raise her buttocks up off the mattress to meet each
stroking lick of the Great Dane's long, saliva-dripping tongue. Then, to Janet's shocked
amazement, the woman – her eyes bulging with desire – reached down and grasped
the dog's head, kicking her legs up to pull the dog's nose deep into her well-lubricated
vulva.
It was as though Andrea had gone mad! Jerking and writhing on the velvet coverlet, she
thrust her pelvis up to meet each ravishing thrust of the animal's giant tongue. Her lips
stretched out, baring her teeth, and Janet could hear her incoherent moans and shrieks
of delight, pleading and encouraging the dumb animal drooling between her grinding
upturned ass-cheeks for more.
But once again, Janet saw that the woman was apparently going to be denied her
fulfillment. Matt was pulling the animal back away from Andrea, commanding, "Back,
boy! Ease off, Thrasher!" Lonny leaned over and whispered something to the woman
that Janet couldn't hear, and then Andrea's face became a mask of indignance and
horror. But in a matter of seconds the expression vanished, to be replaced by a mixture
of resignation and uncontrolled lust. Her apparent resistance had dissolved under the
maddening torture of the Great Dane's tongue and now – Oh, God! She can't! –
Andrea was reaching down to touch the sheath that enclosed the beast's penis!
Janet's heart beat crazily as she watched the brunette woman take hold of the hairy
sheath and begin milking it, first gently, then with increasing confidence. Janet flinched
in fear as the animal began responding, his natural savage lust kindling and jerking his
muscles to life. Andrea labored slowly and carefully, squirming her own buttocks into
the velvet bedspread to further ignite the fires raging in her loins.
A strange combination of pleasure and fear showed on the woman's face as the
glistening wet penis slipped out from its furry casing, dancing and jumping in her hand
as Thrasher began to hump obscenely and squirt tiny jets of semen onto the bed. Then,
Lonny spoke in a clear sharp voice.
"Kneel up, Andrea... Thrasher's coming up..."
The beautiful, lust-driven graduate student obeyed instantly, twisting around on the
mattress until she was on her hands and knees.
Janet's mind was a whirl of confusion of mistrust, but her body was reacting of its own
accord. The insistent aching hunger deep in her belly was getting stronger every
moment she sat there viewing the obscene spectacle. She was breathing harder, almost
gasping for air as she squirmed frantically down against the soft cushion with the
dampened, swollen lips of her burning pussy, trying vainly to quell the newly-aroused
needs that were driving her to distraction. The professor's hands were working expertly
over her heaving breasts, making her feel more distressed, and yet she could not find
the will to ask him to stop. Glassy-eyed, she gazed in abject fascination at the strange
drama that was being enacted before her innocent eyes.
Andrea was kneeling in the center of the bed now, elevating her widespread buttocks
before the slavering face of the aroused beast who had leapt up behind her on the bed.
Matt still held his leash, though, holding Thrasher back until Andrea turned around.
"Let him go, Matt!" she pleaded through lust-contorted lips. "I can't wait any longer!"
Her impassioned plea was answered instantly as the serious-looking graduate student
released the sex-crazed brute. Thrasher mounted Andrea immediately, planting his paws
on her back. Janet noticed for the first time that some kind of cloth had been wrapped
around his forefeet to protect the lovely girl's back from his sharp claws. The dog's
turgid penis quickly found the hot wet crevice between the woman's parted thighs, and
the animal shuddered and humped as he tried desperately to find the opening to plunge
his thick, glistening shaft into.
Wild with desire, Andrea began to rotate her pelvis, trying to capture the dripping
scarlet rod in her starving vaginal cleft as the dumb beast mindlessly thrust forward,
missing the target each time. Again and again the narrow point slid unsuccessfully
down the hair-framed valley, rubbing maddeningly against the woman's distended
clitoris.
Janet held her breath, in agony with the woman on the bed, sharing her frustrations,
wantonly grinding her own pelvis into the fabric of the cushion. Somewhere, deep in
her mind, she desperately wished that she, Janet, not the beautiful graduate student,
was up on that bed, waiting for the huge animal to skewer her on his long, throbbing
scarlet cock.
At last, tossing aside all dignity and shame, Andrea boldly and deliberately reached back
to grasp the canine's long, slippery penis in her hand and guided the point of it into her
pink wet slit. Her body shook and jerked as the strain of the animal's weight was thrust
against her. Thrasher lunged forward, stroking into her, inch after inch of his thick
cock disappearing into her with each new pile-driving thrust of his lean furry flanks.
Unconsciously, Janet let out a great sigh of contentment when she saw that at last the
great cock had slid all the way into the other woman's tortured pussy, spreading the
vaginal lips wide apart. Wasting no more time, the Great Dane began to slam in and
out of the woman's cunt, his relentless power and rhythm making him seem like some
kind of huge furry machine created just for that purpose.
As his forelegs trapped her waist, Andrea began to undulate her body and move her
satiny ass in tiny lewd circles, grinding back rhythmically to meet each forward lunge of
the monstrous dog. Her face was contorted in rapture and her taut, swollen breasts
danced tightly beneath her writhing torso, as the beast pounded into her from behind, a
relentless piston of gleaming red flesh driving deeper and deeper into her hungrily
contracting belly.
Janet's forehead was covered with tiny beads of sweat as the strange scene before her
took more and more effect on her young body and vulnerable mind. Her breath was
now coming in tight, laborious gasps, and her whole body felt as if it had an electric
current running through it, making each nerve tingle with a fiery sensation that was
completely new to her. The casual skirt and blouse that she wore seemed to be
strangling her, and she felt as if she could just strip them off, and join in the
debauchery going on right in front of her.
Is this what's supposed to happen? she wondered briefly. Dr. Kelsey's wandering hands
seemed to be taking more and more liberty with her straining young breasts, and she
didn't seem to have the desire to make him stop. She was sure now that he could read
clearly the inner turmoil she was suffering, and she wondered if this was the kind of
reaction he was looking for. Was he remembering everything she did, to write down in
some notebook somewhere? Was Andrea a willing accomplice in this lewd, perverted
experiment?
The questions whirled crazily through the freshman's brain as she turned her attention
back to the scene on the bed. It was clearly evident now that Andrea was thoroughly
immersed in her task, whether her original sensuality had been play-acted or not. She
was completely mad with lust, and her continuous moans of desire pierced the thick,
heavy air of the room. She had been so poised and beautiful at the beginning of the
experiment... but now she no longer seemed human. She was nothing but a shaking
mass of sweating, lust-deranged flesh, begging to be subjugated and defiled. She was
revelling in her debasement, uncaring, no longer capable of contemplating the nature or
purpose of the test designed by her fellow students. All she could imagine was the
tremendous shaft of animal flesh pistoning back and forth in her roundly stretched
pussy, causing her to grind back against the hairy, jerking body like an animal herself.
Gleaming rivulets of moisture trickled down from the crevice of Andrea's rotating
buttocks, trailing down the back of her thighs, soaking the velvet coverlet between her
straining legs.
Janet suddenly felt the intense gaze of the professor trained directly on her young,
innocently baffled face. She was afraid to look at him, and yet, her consciousness was
being invaded by his stare, his close presence, and the insistent touch of his hands on
both of her firm, mounding breasts. She wanted to squirm away, to shout out at him to
stop, but she was frozen to the chair in abject apprehension.
She tried to keep her eyes focused straight ahead on the jouncing deep red mattress, but
suddenly the perversely coupled pair began to jerk and quake in an even faster rhythm,
and Janet was filled with genuine fear. The woman was thrashing insanely on the bed,
screwing her buttocks back against the dog like a mare in heat bucking against a wild
stallion. Her head shook madly from side to side, tossing her long, dark locks around
her like a dark, evil halo. Her eyes rolled up toward the ceiling as she entered the first
throes of her orgasm.
The huge dog's tongue hung from his mouth dripping saliva onto Andrea's arching
back as he fucked into her desperately grinding buttocks. Janet could see her
shuddering and tensing as she rammed back against the dog's flanks. At the same
moment, Thrasher almost jumped forward, driving his crimson cock deep into her
undulating womb as he began spewing his hot creamy sperm in hard jets deep into the
woman's hungrily contracting belly.
Absolutely mesmerized by the sight before her, Janet gaped as the woman's buttocks
tensed spasmodically and a violent orgasm turned her body into a taut, trembling vise,
squeezing the animal's penis so hard that thick streams of viscous liquid oozed out of
her clenching cunt and dribbled down her thighs in thin, sticky trails of expended
desire.
The dog growled urgently, his mouth and eyes glazed over with the uncontrollable
energy he was exerting. Andrea matched his growls with low, rapturous groans of her
own, and the heady aroma of their mutual orgasm filled the room and almost caused
Janet to cry out.
Andrea's backside glistened, displaying drenched, matted pubic hair and flushed pink
skin as she fell forward on her face, collapsing in utter exhaustion. Above her, Thrasher
regained his footing and stood on the end of the bed, head high, tail wagging happily.
Janet sat frozen in her seat as Dr. Kelsey removed his hands from their teasing position
on her breasts. Lonny and Mat disappeared through one of the camouflaged doors,
leading Thrasher behind them. Andrea remained motionless on the bed, totally
oblivious to the professor and student with whom she was sharing the room.
"What did you think, Janet?" the professor asked aloud, in his gravelly voice.
"I... um, well..." the embarrassed young girl stammered. She wanted more than
anything to leave this room, to get away from the scene of such a perverted and exciting
act as the one she had just witnessed. Dr. Kelsey sensed her desire to leave, and he laid
his hand over her wrist.
"Don't be shy, dear," the professor said gently. "Your feelings are perfectly natural, and
that's what this study is all about... Now in just a few minutes, Matt and Lonny will be
back, to ask you some questions."
"Qu-questions?" Janet stuttered. "You mean it's not over yet?"
"My goodness, no! After this post-test, there will be four more sessions-desensitizing
and resensitizing your attitudes toward sex. I think you'll find the study very
interesting, and I know it will improve your outlook on life and sensuality. I'm going to
leave you now, Janet, but remember, Andrea will be here until Matt and Lonny
return..."
The stocky professor strutted out of the main door to the room, leaving the confused
blonde freshman sitting in her armchair, not knowing whether she should try to talk to
Andrea or not. Oh, God, what is it all about?


Chapter 2


The tall, gorgeous brunette lying on the red velvet bedspread gradually regained her
strength and her breathing returned to normal. She sat up, apparently unaware that she
was completely nude and still carried the lewd scent of dog's cum on the insides of her
thighs and the backs of her legs. She looked around herself dazedly for a few seconds,
and then her eyes rested on the quivering little blonde student, still frozen in her seat.
Andrea Meyers smiled warmly. "I guess you're from Psych 169," she said, pulling
herself up into a full sitting position.
"Y-yes," Janet replied uncertainly. "I'm one of the subjects in the inter-species
experiment."
"You're lucky," the older girl responded. "When I was a freshman, the only experiments
they were doing were dull and boring. I think this one is the most fascinating and
daring in the whole history of sexual research... I'm working on my degree in human
sexual response," she added by way of explanation. "I think you're signed up for the
best study in the whole department right now."
"You do?" The innocent freshman was genuinely surprised.
"Oh, sure! This series of tests will really open your eyes to a lot of fantastic things," the
graduate student enthused. "By the way, are you a virgin?"
The frank candor of the naked woman's question shocked Janet beyond
comprehension. Back at home in Milltown, she had never discussed her sexual status
with anyone, except Danny Landers out of necessity, and her best friend, in strictest
confidence. Sex was just something you didn't talk about casually in Milltown, and
Janet was too taken aback to answer right away. Uncontrollably, she began to blush,
averting her eyes to avoid the older girl's inquisitive gaze.
"Oh, you are a virgin, then," Andrea guessed. "But don't worry about it... You won't be
by the time the tests are over..."
"Wh-what do you mean?" Janet demanded uncertainly. "I thought all the experiments
were safe!"
Andrea screwed her eyes up quizzically. "Sex isn't dangerous, honey! Where'd you get
that idea?... Come over here a minute," she added, patting the bed beside her.
The nervous freshman stood up hesitantly and inched toward the rumpled, cum-stained
velvet-covered bed. She couldn't help but look at the still damp spot of mixed canine
and human lust secretions glistening in a little pool at the foot of the bed. The dark
haired graduate observed her closely.
"Go ahead, touch it if you like," she instructed. "It'll help you get over your
inhibitions..."
Janet bent over, extending a trembling finger toward the sticky clear puddle. It was still
warm to her touch as she slowly flicked just the very tip of her middle finger over the
moist stain.
"Oh!... My God!" she exclaimed, raising her fingertip to her flaring nostrils so she could
inhale the pungent, lust-inspiring scent. "I-it... smells weird..."
"What does it make you think of?" the older girl prompted.
"I-I don't know... Sex?" Janet replied, as if she was only guessing.
"Sure, that's part of it," Andrea agreed. Again she patted the mattress beside her,
indicating that she wanted Janet to sit next to her on the bed. The blonde freshman
climbed up nervously beside the beautiful naked woman, sitting stiffly with her legs
hanging over the edge.
"Not like that, honey... Like this." Andrea reached over and pulled the young girl's legs
up onto the mattress, twisting her body around so she was half-sitting against the
headboard. The graduate student's hands felt strangely warm and comforting on Janet's
bare skin, and the flicker of apprehension that had been growing in her brain began to
subside.
Andrea's voice became huskier and soft, as she began to speak in a low, throaty
whisper. "I just want to test your sexual reactions, honey... I'm going to touch you with
my hands, and I want you to relax and let your mind wander. It's no good to allow
yourself to worry... Just relax... Let your body feel what's happening..."
As she spoke, her hands were rubbing up and down the exposed length of Janet's
young, white thigh, shoving gently at the hem of her skirt, pushing it farther up with
each long, slow stroke. The older girl's fingertips were light, teasing, and Janet began to
relax against her will and better judgment. Inexplicable little thrills were shivering up
her spine, not unlike the thrills she had experienced while watching the dark-haired
beauty and the canine beast engaged in their lewd copulation. The blonde girl even
dared to close her eyes, not thinking about anything but the low, melodious drone of
the older girl's voice.
"That's right, honey... Relax... I'm going to pull down your panties now, but nothing
bad will happen to you... You like my hands on your legs, don't you? I can feel your
skin getting all hot and tingly, just like mine got when Thrasher licked my pussy...
Would you like me to lick your pussy, dear?... Would you like to feel my tongue
between your legs...?"
Even the lewd words and suggestions failed to arouse Janet from the deep, lustful
enjoyment she was feeling, as the graduate's hands slithered closer and closer to her
forbidden triangle, tugging at the elastic crotchband of her panties. The younger girl
even flexed her hips slightly, in an unconscious effort to help the naked woman slide
her panties down over her creamy smooth thighs. She opened her eyes as she felt the
cool, moist air of the room wash over her exposed loins, and it was then that her mind
was jerked back to consciousness.
"What are you doing?" she demanded suddenly, blushing as she noticed the wispy
blonde vee of her pubic mound fully naked before the other girl's eyes.
"It's called de-sensitizing, dear," Andrea explained calmly. "You were doing just fine up
until now... Why don't you just lie back again and relax?... I'm only going to stroke
your little pussy..."
Janet regarded her mistrustfully. This wasn't supposed to be part of the experiment!
Janet was supposed to be talking to Lonny and Matt, now, about the perverted canine
human act she had just witnessed. What was this older student doing? And worse, what
was she intending to do? Did she really mean what she said about licking Janet's pussy?
Oh, God, no! It's wrong! It's forbidden! her distressed mind screamed. No one's
supposed to touch me down there, not until I'm married, she repeated mentally, the
way she had a hundred times before, ever since she had turned twelve. That time after
the football game with Danny Landers she had come close – too close for comfort –
and she certainly couldn't allow herself to give in now – especially to another woman!
And yet... And yet, even as her brain was telling her in no uncertain terms to put an
end to this obscene lesbian stimulation, her body and flesh seemed to be ignoring her
commands.
The woman's hands were snaking through her faint blonde pussy hair now, tickling
lightly over the thin, curling strands. Every so often a finger would seem to stray
downward, below the sparsely covered mound, and tease at the softly pulsing folds of
her untouched vaginal lips, sending shivers of excitement coursing through the young
girl's veins. The moisture that had gathered there in her private place during the
experimental exhibition now seemed to be reheated, re-encouraged, and Andrea stroked
it out from the tiny virginal opening of her cunt to spread over the entire area of her
swelling pussy. The initial droplets were soon joined by more and more of Janet's fresh
young lubricant, and after a short time she found herself undulating her hips slightly,
unconsciously begging the older woman for further stimulation.
Andrea was quick to notice the change that had come over the frightened young
freshman. Almost immediately she slid her whole hand down into the split between
Janet's legs, running her fingers rapidly over the dampening slit that nestled there.
Janet's imagination whirled with visions of the recently witnessed act between Thrasher
and Andrea, and her hips began to rotate involuntarily, in an unconscious simulation of
what she had seen. It felt so good! The poor girl couldn't control or believe the
messages her body was sending to her unaccustomed brain.
She relaxed completely and gave herself over to the delicious torturing sensations that
Andrea's fingers were creating in her most secret parts. It was incredible that such a
salacious, lewd act could produce such delicious thrilling sensations, and Janet was no
match for the erotic stimulation of her most sensitive flesh.
"Oooooooo," she breathed aloud, as Andrea's experienced fingers found the hardening
nub of her clitoris, squeezing and rolling it between her thumb and forefingers.
"Mmmmmmmnnnn..."
"That's right, honey... I knew you'd like it... I knew you'd love to feel my fingers on
your little clit... It's getting so tight, now, honey... And your pussy is so nice and moist...
What does your body want you to do, dear? Listen carefully to what your body is telling
you, and then you tell me..."
"I... I want you to... My body wants to... to... m-make love," she stuttered, through
slightly parted lips. Her tongue felt like a lead weight in her mouth, and her throat was
parched and dry. Her eyes were glazed over with unfamiliar lust, and her brain seemed
to stop functioning, being completely and unnaturally over-loaded with the power of
her passion.
"How, honey?" Andrea prodded, insinuating her long, tapered middle finger just inside
the pulsating lips of Janet's trembling vagina. "How does your body want to make
love?"
"Like that," the freshman replied instantly, shuddering with the intensity of the obscene
pleasure that Andrea's finger caused in her cunt. "Oooooh, God!" the blonde girl
moaned. "Make love to me like that... with your finger..."
The words sounded lurid and illicit pouring from her puritanical mouth, but there was
nothing she could do to control them. Her whole body was shaking spasmodically now,
rocking lewdly with the incredible slashes of arousal that shot through her every nerve.
It was a feeling she had never felt before, not even with Danny Landers, and she
couldn't believe that it was being perpetrated by another woman – a girl only a few
years older than herself, who seemed to read every sign and nuance of her helplessly
aroused young body with startling, lust-inciting accuracy.
Andrea plunged her long slender finger right inside the coralline folds of the freshman's
vaginal flesh. She inserted it carefully but swiftly, avoiding the hymenal membrane that
protected Janet's virginity! She worked it around inside the dark, damp channel,
probing against the tightly resisting wills of the young girl's tender pussy, stroking with
increasing pressure against the soft, yielding flesh.
The blonde girl was bucking up and down on the mattress, and her head was sliding
down into the huge, goose down pillow. Andrea looked up into her innocent, distorted
features, thinking how the mass of golden tresses splayed around her head made her
look like some kind of angel, or cupid, sweetly engrossed in some heavenly activity.
As she watched Janet's wantonly contorting face, Andrea slowly inserted another finger
into her throbbing pussy, listening intently for the girl's moan of acceptance.
"Aaaaaah... Oh, God!" she panted. "Oh, Andrea!"
"Yes, dear... yessss," the dark-haired beauty crooned, laying her face softly against the
girl's perspiring forehead. She planted a soft, butterfly kiss in the corn silk hair framing
Janet's face, and she circled her other arm under the girl's back, to stroke the outside of
her heaving breast through the thin cotton of her blouse.
Janet flinched at the new attentions, but she was beyond protesting. Her pussy was
jerking and the lust-moisture from her dark, hidden womb was seeping in a steady
rivulet all around Andrea's two intruding fingers. The girl opened her eyes and looked
into the graduate student's beautiful face. She let her eyes rove down the woman's lush,
ripened nudity, all the way to the dark curling triangle of her pubic mound, still sticky
with the semen from Thrasher's scarlet penis. For a single lustful second, Janet looked
at Andrea's finger, disappearing into the widely-stretched slit of her own trembling
pussy, and imagined that it was a penis – a long, hard, red throbbing penis...
She imagined that it was going to cum inside her, shoot it's full load of hot, sticky,
viscous fluids right up into her virgin womb, and at that instant, it happened...
"Aaaaahhh!" the blonde cried out. Her whole body seemed to freeze and stiffen just
before the first wave of orgasm came crashing down over her consciousness. She felt her
pussy walls contracting and dilating around the invading fingers of the older student,
and the heated gushes of her fresh young cum spewed out and around the wildly
pulsating opening of her cunt. Andrea's fingers worked feverishly inside the girl's
frantically milking channel, simulating as best she could the jackhammering thrusts of
an ejaculating cock.
Janet's brain seemed to explode simultaneously with her rocking, heaving body. All of
her senses were intensified, and the lights in the close little room seemed to flash like
fireworks, as she felt every square inch of her skin burning as if she was being branded.
The blood rushed hotly through her ears, creating a deafening roar that blocked out
even her own, wanton cries of abandoned pleasure.
"Ooooohhh!!! Aaaaauuuuugggghhh!!!" Andrea's throaty voice continued to purr, urging
the girl on to greater and greater heights of climax, even though Janet could not
understand what she was saying. "Mmmm, wonderful, honey... That's right... just let it
cum... Let your body release everything, my, it's beautiful, dear... Your little cunt is
sooooo beautiful, the way it's cumming... and cumming..."
It seemed like ages before the crashing waves of orgasmic release finally subsided, and
Janet lay gratefully back into the velvet bedspread, exhausted. Andrea carefully re-placed
her twisted little bikini panties and pulled her skirt down delicately to cover them, but
Janet was too drained to notice. She just breathed in huge giant gulps of air, as all her
muscles relaxed into the luxurious mattress.
She didn't even see the lovely, pleasure giving brunette softly step out of the room, and
she was only distantly conscious when Lonny and Matt came in through another door.


Chapter 3


Janet Pitman sat at the desk in her dormitory room and stared out the open window.
Her history book lay open to the first page of the week's reading assignment, but her
mind was in a fog. For two days now, she had been unable to concentrate on any of her
studies, with the exception of the profoundly interesting reading that had been assigned
in freshman sex ed. But no matter how hard she tried to do the reading for her other
classes, the same thing always happened.
Her mind reverted instantly to the plush red decor of lab 602, in the biology building.
In her imagination, she saw lovely Andrea Meyers, kneeling nakedly in the center of
the velvet bedspread while a huge, golden tan Great Dane fucked into her glistening
pussy from behind. Then the now-familiar moisture would gather in her loins, seeping
out to dampen the crotchband of her panties, as she remembered the powerful orgasm
that same woman had induced in her. Her fingers would start creeping down toward
her own crotch area, and she would stroke and probe experimentally between the folds
of her vaginal lips, sending nearly identical shivers up her spine.
Yesterday, she had finger-fucked herself to orgasm for the first time, and today, her
hand dropped uncontrollably to her pubic mound, cupping her wetly pulsing pussy
right through her slacks and panties. She threw her head back and moaned, mentally
counting the days until the next experimental session with Lonny Simon and Matt Cox,
the two graduate students working under her sex ed professor, Dr. Kelsey. She
remembered their whole conversation clearly, and again it began running through her
mind.
First there had been the questions, administered by Matt Cox while she lay on the bed
recovering from the galvanic orgasm she had just experienced. She remembered how
uneasy and nervous she had felt at the time, trying to answer truthfully the intensely
personal questions. She'd managed to respond to most of them without blushing,
mostly because she had heeded the older girl's advice and made a genuine effort to
relax. But as she had gradually become aware of both young men's fixed gazes, roaming
freely over the voluptuous young curves of her womanly body, Janet had become
increasingly ill-at-ease. Finally, she had summoned up the courage to ask them to
hurry, and it was then than Lonny spoke up.
"It appears," he began slowly, "that from your test answers and your reactions to this
experiment, you are responding just like a virgin... Is that true?"
Janet shuddered as she remembered how she had sat bolt upright on the bed, and slid
her feet down to the floor. The way he made the pronouncement, as if it was some kind
of accusation, or something to be ashamed of, made her bristle inwardly, and she stood
up for the first time during the interview.
"I-I... Well, I just don't believe it!" she had stuttered. "What kind of psychology
experiment is this, anyway? I've answered all your questions and I've watched that...
that dog act... What else do you expect me to do?" The flood of indignant words came
flowing out unchecked, and when she paused for breath, she was instantly appalled by
what she had said. Both Matt and Lonny were staring at her incredulously, and she felt
her face growing deep red as her knees threatened to give way under her weight. God!
What kind of a mess have I gotten myself into now?
"Are you finished?" Matt said finally, in a calm tone tainted with just a hint of sarcasm.
"If you'd rather not continue with this experiment, I'm sure Dr. Kelsey could reassign
you to one that would be more suitable to your taste..."
"I-I'm sorry," was all she had managed to say. She didn't remember what the rest of the
interview was about, but her mind mulled over Lonny's final remark.
"I'll be looking forward to correcting your condition for you, Janet," he had said, and
the warm smile on his face had been genuine.
Oh, what did he mean? the girl thought over and over again. Was he talking about her
indignance... or her unwillingness to participate fully in the experiment?... Or was it...
her virginity?!
She looked in despair at her open history book. She knew she wasn't going to get
anything done – not yet, anyway. If only it was already Monday, and she was already
back in the experimental lab...


* * *


To Janet, the days between Thursday and Monday seemed like weeks, and when she
finally went in for the second session of the inter-species study, her mind was refreshed,
and her innocence of the week before had begun to return. She'd almost forgotten
about the weird, frightening, and at the same time arousing sexual copulation that had
been enacted for her, and her inexperienced brain was unconsciously ready to be
shocked again. She would never know just how perfect she was as a subject in Lonny
Simon's and Matt Cox's experiment.
The door to biology lab 602 was closed when she arrived, and this time, no one was
outside to give her instructions. She hesitated at the door a minute, checked her watch,
and looked up and down the hallway to see if there was anyone around. Maybe Matt
would be coming in a few minutes, she decided. After all, she was five minutes early.
She sat down in the desk-chair that was still outside the door, the chair she had sat in
to fill out the pre-test questionnaire a week ago.
From inside the room, Janet could hear strange, muffled sounds, creeping out around
the edges of the door in sporadic bursts, like someone coughing. She shuddered when
she imagined that it was Thrasher again, growling and drooling as he humped lovely
Andrea Meyer's kneeling body. But the sounds were human... Janet leaned her ear close
to the door, to try to determine whether the person was talking, groaning, or what...
"Mmmmmph... Uuuuuunnnnhhh... Oooooooooo!" the voice wailed.
It was answered by a deeper sound, a muffled male voice, Janet thought, but she could
only make out a few words. "... like... you bitch!... your pussy!"
What's happening in there?! It sounds like they're torturing somebody! Suddenly
Janet's natural fear and apprehension were awakened, and she strained to hear more.
Briefly she wondered if the person – she assumed it was a woman – needed help...
Should she open the door?
As if in answer to her imagined question, the wailing voice spoke, and her words were
clear and distinct: "Yesssss, do it like that... That's how I want you to do it to me..."
Somewhere in her consciousness, Janet heard the words ringing with familiarity. Wasn't
that almost what she had said to Andrea, when the older girl had. begun stroking her,
Janet's, moistly dilating little vagina? God, they must be... f-fucking her! Janet tried to
imagine who the woman – or girl – in the room was. Was she another participant in
the experiment? Was she an innocent girl like herself, being hopelessly aroused and
tortured by the expertise of someone's wandering hands – or possibly a thick, lust
hardened cock? Oh, no! What if that happens to me?
For an instant, Janet felt as if she should run away. No one knew she was out here,
yet... They would never have to know. She could just walk out, calmly, and never
return... She could sign up for another experiment, to fulfill her psychology
requirement...
But even as she mulled the idea, Janet knew she was helplessly rooted to the floor. She
wasn't going anywhere, and she knew it. She had looked forward to this all week, and
even though her memory of the last session had become distorted and vague, the tense
anticipation in her tingling body was definite and profound. She sat back down in the
chair, allowing her imagination to run wild, spurred on by the lustful sounds emanating
from the strange biology laboratory.
In a few minutes, the moans and cries from the room subsided, and Janet peeked up
again as she heard what sounded like several people shuffling around and moving
furniture. Seconds later, the door flew open, and Janet looked up to see the slightly
flushed, but still earnest face of Matt Cox.
"Oh, hi," he said, and his voice sounded breathy, as though he was panting. He wore a
white lab coat, but Janet looked down, and his legs were bare.
Oh God! she shuddered inwardly.
"You're a little bit early," the graduate student remarked, "or else we're running late...
Did anyone tell you what this experimental session was about?"
"Noooo," the blonde girl shook her head. She didn't tell him that she had been sitting
outside the door for nearly ten minutes, and that she had gotten an idea of what would
take place.
"Well," Matt said, breathing easier now, "this is the fantasy portion of the test... We
want you to tell us your sexual fantasies..." Janet nodded hesitantly. She stood up, to
enter the room, but Matt hurriedly shut the door and stepped out into the hall.
"They're not quite set up in there... You see, we have a lot of props, sort of, for this
experiment..." He leaned back against the wall in the corridor, and Janet sat back down
in the desk chair.
"Is there a... a questionnaire to fill out first?" she asked.
"No, not this time. This time we just want you to tell us... So we can help you act out
your fantasies..."
"Act them out?" Janet repeated, almost to herself. Her suspicion was aroused now, and
she thought she knew what had just happened to some other innocent young girl in the
lust-inspiring red room. The phrase "sexual fantasies" began to turn over and over in
her mind, although no concrete images sprang up to help her understand. Maybe
there's something wrong with me, she thought slowly. Maybe I don't even have any
sexual fantasies... She looked up helplessly into Matt's studious face. His expression was
blank, giving her no hints as to what he expected. In fact, his eyes were nearly closed,
and he seemed to be thinking of something else altogether.
Inexplicably, this made the farm girl from Milltown slightly angry. He was supposed to
be a scientist, interested in what she thought and said, and yet he seemed to be off in a
world of his own. She suddenly had a totally unexpected image of him being raped, or
seduced, by a gorgeous sex-goddess, who forced him to pay attention to her by teasing
and torturing him with her hands and body. Slowly the sex-goddess took shape in
Janet's mind – a tall, voluptuous shape, with a beautiful face... the face of Andrea
Meyers.
Janet was surprised to notice a twinge of jealousy entering her brain. Why should it be
Andrea Meyers that played the part of the sex-goddess? Why shouldn't it be she, Janet,
who had the power to subdue strong men, just with the influence of her sex?
And then, the freshman's eyes widened with sudden comprehension. This is a sexual
fantasy! I'm fantasizing about seducing Matt Cox! The revelation embarrassed her, and
she looked up fearfully to see if the graduate student had read her thoughts. But he
hadn't... He was still resting wearily against the wall outside the door to lab 602.
A slight knock from inside signalled that the room was ready. Matt stood up away from
the wall, and placed his hand on the doorknob.
"I want you to just sit down where ever you want, once you get inside," he instructed.
"No one's going to talk to you... We just want you to let your imagination wander..."
Then, he abruptly flung open the door, and walked in so fast that Janet couldn't even
see where he was going.
But she couldn't even make herself think about it, as soon as her eyes focused on what
was in the deep red confines of the room. All the lights were turned down, bathing
everything in a dull orange. The bed and the two armchairs were there as before, but
nothing else was the same...
Three naked men posed languidly in different positions. One lay across the bed, one sat
with his leg resting carelessly over the arm of one of the chairs, and the third leaned
casually against the wall, smoking a cigarette. It took Janet a full minute to recognize
the men as her psychology professor and the two graduate students who were
conducting the experiment.
But they weren't in the room alone... Andrea Meyers, also completely nude, smiled at
Janet from one corner of the room, and at her feet sat the calm, compliant form of
Thrasher, the dog who had so wickedly violated her only last week. And there was
another dog, too... a German Shepherd, lounging at the foot of the bed, his tail moving
slightly from side to side across the deep shag pile of the carpet.
And there were other animals!
Janet couldn't believe she was seeing right. Next to Matt Cox, nuzzling up against the
armchair where he sat, was a goat! A real, live, breathing male goat, whose nubby horns
had been wrapped with foam rubber cushions to prevent him from destroying any of
the expensive furniture in the room. And beside the goat was a long, sleek, wild-looking
animal, whose huge brown eyes were glazed over as if he was drugged. His red coat
glinted threateningly in the dim light of the room, and Janet knew immediately what it
was.
A fox!
My God! Daddy used to have to shoot them, when they came around the pastures! She
recoiled instinctively from the lithe-looking beast, but then she noticed that he was on a
chain, securely attached to the wall so he couldn't threaten the domesticated animals
relaxing happily in the room. God! What am I supposed to do? the shocked young girl
thought desperately. She had completely forgotten that this was supposed to be the
sexual fantasy section of the experiment... All she could do was look around her in a
daze, trying to decide where to sit and what to look at.
The humans in the room began to shift their positions, so subtly that Janet couldn't be
sure it was happening. The professor rose slowly from the bed, and went over to stand
by Andrea, who let loose of the leash around Thrasher's neck. Lonny extinguished his
cigarette, and began to approach the spot where Janet was standing, causing her to inch
backward imperceptibly, subconsciously feeling threatened by his nearness.
She backed almost into the armchair where Matt still sat casually, but when she was
within his reach, he grasped her firmly around the waist.
She whirled her head around in startled surprise, but instead of seeing Matt, her eyes
rested on the oblivious goat, whose jaws were rotating slowly, as if in anticipation of
being fed. The animal's protruding eyes were fixed firmly on her quivering form, as if it
was she that he wanted to eat. Oh, make it stop! I can't look! the girl's mind screamed,
but Matt's hands were kneading firmly into her flesh now, pulling her blouse up out of
the waistband of her skirt, She squirmed uncomfortably, but then she became aware
that Andrea was standing in front of her now, her curvaceous nakedness dominating
the scene in its sleek, sculpted beauty.
The voluptuous brunette began to unbutton the tiny pearls that fastened Janet's blouse
in the front, and the confused blonde girl was powerless to do anything about it. She
watched helplessly as the older girl slowly removed her blouse, revealing the heaving
mounds of her breasts, rising and falling within the tight confines of her skimpy lace
brassiere.
She heard Lonny's "aah" of approval, and she cast a worried look in his direction. Then
she heard the soft, firm gravelly voice of the professor, coming from the darkened
corner where Thrasher still sat peacefully.
"What are you thinking about, dear?" he began slowly. "As you look around the room,
what do you want to do...?"
Janet's voice came out as a constrained squeak, and if she hadn't been so shocked, she
would have been extremely self-conscious.
"I... I don't know... I... didn't think... it would be like this... I..."
The professor interrupted. "Lie down on the bed, Janet... Make yourself comfortable...
Relax... Let your imagination wander... When you think of something, let us know...
Your wish is our command..."
His voice sounded hypnotic, almost magical, as Janet unconsciously obeyed his
suggestions. The mattress of the bed was deep and luxurious, more comfortable than
she had remembered it, and from her vantage point lying against the headboard, she
could survey the whole scene at once, as she tried to force herself to think of something
to say.
The professor droned on, almost incoherently, but his words and phrases imprinted
themselves in her mind. "You're a virgin... You've imagined your first sexual experience
for ten years now... Yes, ten years, ever since you were seven years old... You don't
remember that, do you? But you saw a cat, or perhaps it was a fox, on your father's
farm... and you thought... you wondered about his furry penis, and what it did to other
cats or foxes... And you wanted it inside you, even though you weren't sure where it
went... You felt as if you needed it... just the way you need it now..."
Janet's imagination whirled, as Dr. Kelsey continued to call up images of her childhood,
with embarrassing, impossible accuracy. How could he know those things? Those
private things that she herself had never even verbalized? She closed her eyes as the
professor continued, in his soft, guttural voice, probing into her subconscious.
"And when you got older, you imagined it was a boy... You sensed that your body was
made for some young boy... a classmate perhaps... or a neighbor... And the boy would
look at you, and his eyes would smile, and you would get curious... And in high school,
you really wanted to know what it was all about! You could feel it! You needed
something, but you knew it was wrong... And you denied it... You tried to fight it
back... But it tortured your imagination, it wouldn't go away... You dreamed about it at
night, and you thought about it during the day... Now, Janet... We want you to tell us
what it was... Look around you, and tell us what you wanted then... and what you still
want now... How do you want to get rid of your restrictive virginity?...
His silence permeated the room as thickly as his speech had. Janet's eyes flew open
again, and she looked carefully into all the human and bestial faces that were turned
toward her. She spoke in a whisper, hesitantly, in disjointed phrases, as she made an
honest effort to describe the vision that was becoming ever-clearer in her imagination.
"It's a boy – a man, I mean... It isn't the fox that Daddy shot that time... But I think...
Maybe it used to be..." She fixed her gaze on the calm, reddish-gold fox in the corner,
as if she was remembering something far away. The professor had been right, she
mused, although she couldn't even remember the situation... But she had looked at the
fox's penis, poking out lewdly from its hairy sheath, glistening red and wet. And she
had imagined it snaking up inside her, in that mysterious place between her legs...
"No," she shook her head slowly... "Not anymore... It isn't the fox anymore... It was..."
She stopped again. She couldn't say Danny Landers, the boy back home. She hardly
ever thought about him anymore. Her sexual fantasies had expanded immensely in the
past week, even though she had not recognized it at the time... And now... She looked
at Matt, staring intently in her direction, his expression still calm and disinterested, as
though he was thinking about something else.
"I-It's Matt," she blurted suddenly.
The studious-looking graduate student raised his eyebrows, prompting her to go on.
Janet strained to vocalize the fantasy she had imagined just before entering the room...
The vision of herself as a sex-goddess... "I want... to, well, s-seduce somebody, like
Andrea does..."
Andrea's face showed mild surprise, but she knew where Janet's idea of her as a
seductress came from. "I want to... make Matt... n-notice me," Janet stammered, and
once she had said it, she lay back into the bed, closing her eyes again, against the illicit
admission she had just made.
After that, everything was a blur. Janet was semi-conscious of the four naked humans
converging around her on the bed. Thrasher and the German Shepherd stood up and
wagged their tails, but the goat only regarded her passively, and the fox was still
chained to the wall.
Lonny's hands were on her half-exposed body at once, gently tugging at her remaining
clothing, as Andrea lifted her legs and hips off the mattress to help him undress her. In
a matter of seconds she was completely naked, lying mutely under the gazes of the eight
intent eyes, wondering what was going to happen next, and whether she would have
anything to say about it.
Oddly, she felt no fear as she looked from one leering face to the next. The professor
seemed old and kind as he looked down on her, almost like a Santa Claus, telling her
she had been a good little girl. Lonny was deliberate and business-like, and Andrea
seemed sympathetic and understanding... But Matt was still off in the distance, and
Janet wished she could do something to gain his complete attention.
Tentatively, she shifted her position on the bed, thrusting her breasts forward slightly,
and crossing her legs over each other in an alluring invitation to be un-crossed. Lonny
and the professor both glanced at Matt, but it was Andrea who spoke.
"What do you want now, honey," she purred, in her sensuous, suggestive voice... "Do
you want to have sex with anyone?"
Janet was surprised to find herself nodding, but she was so confused by the elaborate
set-up in the lust-inspiring laboratory that she half-way expected her unforeseen
response.
"How?" Andrea prompted, letting her fingers run over Janet's quivering firm teenage
breasts.
"I-I don't know," the corn silk blonde girl stuttered uneasily. "I guess... like the usual
way..." Her breasts strained upward into the other woman's caressing hands, and she
felt her nipples pricking up into Andrea's palms. They were getting so hard that they
almost ached, but the feeling was so new and unfamiliar to her that she didn't know
what to do about it.
Desperately, she tried to put the whole lurid, insidious scene into some kind of
perspective. She remembered that it was only an experiment, and that she had come
here voluntarily, so she shouldn't really be afraid of anything. But what was the nagging
suspicion that still lurked in the back of her consciousness? What was it that prevented
her from giving herself over to the promise of the thrilling sensations the four
experimenters were waiting to create in her?
"P-Please..." she begged softly, not knowing quite what she wanted. Something in her
told her to stop before it was too late, and quit this experiment while she was still
relatively unharmed. But she thought again of how her mind had been muddled all
week, just in anticipation of this very session... If she went away now, would she be
confused forever? Unable to concentrate on anything but sex as long as she lived?
God, what if I'm a nymphomaniac? The thought struck her as funny, and she smiled as
she remembered how she had been afraid that she didn't have any sexual fantasies, just
a few minutes ago. Lonny caught her smile, and he reached down toward her nakedly
trembling hips, sliding his hands hungrily over her smooth, firm flesh.
Janet shuddered at the warmth of the new pair of hands on her body. Involuntarily, she
raised her pelvis up to meet Lonny's stroking fingers, wishing almost against her will
that he would caress the sensitive area between her thighs, and just below her wispy
blonde pubic mound. The light-haired student seemed to read her unconscious desire,
and he pulled and squeezed at the resilient mounds of her ass-cheeks, before raising her
whole lower body up off the bed.
Janet jerked as she felt his hands gliding up the tender crevice between the globes of her
buttocks. She was half-wild with mingled desire and fear, now, and there was no way to
avoid what was becoming increasingly apparent. She was going to be fucked, whether
she liked it or not, and she was going to be fucked in the way that she requested, unless
she continued to hesitate...
She worked her lips and tongue frantically, trying to force herself to say something, so
they wouldn't just go ahead and... and rape her, if that's what they were planning to do.
She looked fearfully into the dark, intense eyes of the other graduate student, the man
who had prompted her to voice her desire to be a seductress...
But Matt was still standing away, seeming to ignore the situation developing on the
bed. He was staring at her just the way the animals were, with passive disinterest, but
careful observation.
Lonny climbed up on the red velvet bedspread now, spreading her thighs open so he
could look at the pink pouting little lips of her pussy, surrounded by silky blonde
tendrils of hair. His eyes gleamed with salacious desire, as his hands leapt forward and
clamped down tightly against her, covering the whole of the junction of her thighs and
buttocks.
"Aaaah-ugh!" Janet moaned, as she tried helplessly to wriggle away. But Andrea laid her
hand against Janet's cheek, stopping her sudden movement.
"Relax, dear... It'll be so much better if you just relax..." she purred into the blonde
girl's ear. Her hands were kneading at Janet's breasts now, and the distraught freshman
was powerless under her ministrations. A third pair of hands had taken their place,
smoothing up the sides of Janet's ribcage, and she looked up hopefully, to see if the
studious graduate had finally joined in the lewd stimulation of her helpless virgin body.
But it was Dr. Kelsey! His large, meaty hands were gripping firmly at her flanks,
running the whole length of her body from her straining, aroused breasts to her
quivering buttocks and thighs, where Lonny had begun to increase the pressure of his
fingers until Janet thought it would drive her wild.
Why is Matt standing off like that? her mind demanded. Hadn't she told them that she
wanted him to... well, do what she wanted him to do? Why was everyone seeming to
pay more attention to her than the one man whose attention she had asked for? It just
didn't make sense. If this was their idea of an experiment to play out her sexual
fantasies, they were completely on the wrong track.
But the farmer's daughter was no longer able to think clearly. Interspersed among her
disjointed thoughts, lewd images were now flashing across her mind-screen. When she
felt the gently probing tip of Lonny's outstretched middle finger teasing at the
moistening folds of her tender vaginal lips, she saw a picture of Thrasher, nosing his
long, slick cock into the split between Andrea's upraised buttocks.
Then, as the professor's large wandering hands sloped down from her tiny waist and
slipped in underneath her firmly-sculpted buttocks, she imagined the warm pressure the
dog must have exerted on the beautiful woman's trembling backside, and the blonde
girl squirmed almost as if she wanted to turn over, and emulate the lewd position the
older girl had taken.
But she opened her glazed-over eyes, to stare directly into Andrea's face, and behind
her, into Matt's calmly approving features. Again, Janet wished fervently that it was
Matt who was being driven wild with lust by the young, voluptuous curves of her
teenage body. The sex-goddess image again assailed her consciousness, and she tried to
reach her long slender white arms up to beckon the dark-haired man to join in.
Her gesture was checked again by the woman, however, who again leaned down to
whisper, "You have to wait. Janet... Wait until he can hardly stand it, too, and then
you'll both enjoy it more..."
For the first time, Janet got an inkling of their strategy. She realized that they were
going to make her wait as long as she possibly could for the thrill of feeling Matt's
hands roaming over her body. They were going to torture her beyond comprehension,
until she would beg and plead with the dark-haired experimenter to fuck her with his
long, hard cock. The blonde girl looked down at that cock now... It was hanging limply
between the graduate student's legs, in sharp contrast to Lonny's penis, which had
sprung up into anticipatory hardness, pressing hotly into the inside of her left thigh.
And she looked down to the private place between Andrea's legs, too, and in the dim
orange light in the room, Janet could see the slight pink shimmer of the older girl's
swelling pussy lips, and she wondered vaguely if her own looked the same way.
She could feel the moisture gathering with increasing speed around the now relentlessly
probing finger of the friendly-looking graduate student. It was similar to the way
Andrea had made her cunt feel, but Lonny's finger was so much thicker... it was so
much easier to imagine that it was a hardened rod of animal penis... Janet began to flex
her buttocks up and down on the mattress, and Lonny gradually increased his finger
fucking motions to match her movements.
Dr. Kelsey was sitting on the bed, now, with his back to Janet's face and his full
attention on her wetly pulsating pussy. He had removed his hands from underneath her
ass-cheeks, making her skin feel vaguely dissatisfied, as if she needed to have some
presence behind her as well as on top. But the professor was apparently studying
something in the way she reacted, something that they needed to know for the
experiment, and Janet resolved to let herself enjoy the attention she was getting, without
worrying about the attention that she imagined was being denied to her.
Helplessly she fluttered her eyelids, as the stabbing thrills of arousal shot through her
young, innocent body. They were so much greater, so much more intense than before,
that Janet felt as if her nerves were being over-loaded, and they 'would explode with any
added stimulation.
Lonny inserted just the first digit of another finger between her stretching vaginal lips,
and the blonde girl moaned with mixed pleasure and apprehension. She knew that
there was a membrane, a tender monument to her virginity, hidden somewhere in the
depths of her dampening vaginal channel. She had felt the pressure of Andrea's finger
against it, just the other day, and she had explored the soft, thin edges of it with her
own finger as recently as yesterday... But now, as Lonny's teasing, tormenting fingers
inched upward into the dark, forbidden passage of her cunt, Janet was suddenly afraid
– afraid that he would destroy the delicate protection of her virgin status.
"Ooooh," she groaned, tossing her head from side to side... "d-don't," she added in a
whisper. "I'm afraid... I don't want you to... to..."
"I promised I'd help you get over your condition, didn't I?" Lonny asked reasonably,
hardly able to disguise his rising excitement. Of all the freshmen he had encountered so
far in the course of the study, Janet was the youngest, the most sincere and innocent,
and he had looked forward to this opportunity ever since he had first laid eyes on her,
that day in the crowded confusion of Dr. Kelsey's lecture hall.
It excited him tremendously to see her squirming and twisting as he jabbed his expert
fingers into her steaming cunt. His cock was like a hot pole of steel, the way it jumped
and jerked with lust, and it was all he could do to keep from ramming it right up her
moist ready channel, instead of following the pre-arranged plan of the experiment. He
looked up from Janet's pleading little pussy for a moment, to rest his eyes on the
indenting waist and flaring hips of his female collaborator, and he thought to himself
that at least he could have Andrea, if the delicious little freshman wouldn't let him into
her fresh little cunt.
His fingers searched for and found the burning bud of Janet's clitoris, already hard and
throbbing with the intensity of her growing desire. He took it between the thumb and
forefinger of his other hand and rolled it gently at first, and then increased his pressure
until he heard the farm girl cry out in pleasure-pain.
"Aaaagh! Ooooh, God!" Janet moaned. "I-I think I'm r-ready, now..." she stammered,
to no one in particular. She opened her eyes to see the lewd, obscene gathering of
beasts and men, closing in around the bed in increasing interest. Thrasher and the
other dog were both panting on the side of the bed, just in front of where the professor
was sitting. Looking down, Janet could see the scarlet heads of both their bulging
penises, slithering out of their hairy sheaths into the lust-thickened air of the sealed
room. She was fearful, for an instant, that the dogs might mount her instinctively, the
way Thrasher had mounted Andrea, but she was dimly aware that Dr. Kelsey was
muttering continuous commands, keeping them at their distance from the salacious
little drama on the bed. The goat had wandered to the foot of the bed, indiscriminately
nuzzling into Lonny's backside, spurred on by the heated sex-secretions that permeated
his instinctively flaring nostrils.
Janet's eyes searched for the fox, the object of her childhood desire, and she found his
eyes, glinting ominously from the corner of the room, even though his body was
camouflaged by the pattern of the wallpaper in the dim light. And finally, the helplessly
aroused freshman looked over to the other side of the bed, where Mat still stood apart,
but she was pleased that he was at least watching more intently now, his eyes riveted on
the slender, curving length of her lewdly spread-out young body.
She tried to look over Andrea's shoulder to the hairiness of Matt's loins, to see if
perhaps she had inspired his penis to life, but her view was completely obscured by the
older girl's provocatively molded body. Janet found herself staring right at Andrea's
heaving, melon-like breasts, and she was surprised to see that the older girl's nipples,
too, were spiking rigidly into the air, with the excitement generated by Janet's tender
young body. For an instant, the freshman felt sorry for the graduate student, because
she felt that Andrea must be getting jealous of all the attention being lavished on her,
Janet. But still the older girl continued to work and knead Janet's incredibly swelling
breasts, squeezing the creamy white flesh through her fingers, making them bulge and
heave into firm, jutting roundness.
"Oooooh," she wailed softly, "... I can't stand it..."
Every muscle in her helplessly trapped body had reached the breaking point, and she
couldn't struggle against the strength of the relentless fondling of her private parts. She
felt as if she was going to cum from this lewd woman-handling, before she ever had the
chance to capture and seduce Matt Cox's attention. Lonny had wrapped his hand
around his lust-hardened penis, and Janet stiffened suddenly in the fear that he was
going to guide it directly between the full, fleshy lips of her straining little cunt.
She tossed her head wildly, brushing Andrea's lovely face with the swinging blonde
whip of her hair. A shudder of electrical shock flashed through her, as she felt the peak
of her excitement rapidly and inexorably approaching.
"Oh, God!" she screamed, piercing the heavy air of the lust-filled room. "Fuck me! Fuck
me now!"
"Is that what you want, dear?" a soft, low voice responded incongruously.
Janet's eyes flew open again, and she knew the voice was Matt's.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she cried, in rapid-fire like a machine gun. "Can't you see they're
driving me crazy? Don't you care?!"
And then, miraculously, everything in the room seemed to disappear – everything, that
is, except a small, sensitive portion of Matt Cox's tanned, compactly muscular body.
Andrea and Lonny seemed to fade into the wallpaper, leaving her flesh burning with
desire, as Matt slowly lowered himself onto the huge, soft velvety bed.
The freshman's eyes were fixed securely on the hairy brown triangle of the older
student's loins. His cock had sprung to life, all right... It was waving obscenely in the
air, like some huge battle standard ready to be carried into action. The blood-filled head
of it was jerking out of the thick, tautened, pulled-back foreskin, looking like a slick,
purple reptile, slithering out hungrily. The thick, muscular shaft of his mature cockflesh
was throbbing perceptibly, twitching and flexing right from its hairy base in his loins.
And just below, urging forward and up with the strength of Matt's massive erection, the
wrinkled sac of his balls hung tightly from the base of his cock, churning and bulging
with the load of cum heating up inside.
Janet gasped with apprehension. She looked frantically around the room for assistance,
but there was none. Men, woman, and beasts, had all been spirited inexplicably out of
the torturous little lust-chamber, and Janet was left alone with the aroused young man,
to act out the fantasy she had described. Oh, God! How did I ever get into this?
She held her breath for what seemed like an eternity, while Matt slowly positioned
himself between her legs, guiding his blood-engorged member toward the pinkly
pulsing slit of her pussy. She jumped with the first electric contact of his cockhead on
her virgin flesh, and she almost cried out with the slowly increasing pressure. It was soft
at first, but as he met her virginal resistance, he flexed forward rigidly, determined to
make the obscene penetration of the freshman's cuntal passage.
"Oh!" she gasped in shock, as she felt the burgeoning head of his cock slip through the
tiny stretched lips of her tight resilient channel. Her legs kicked out to the side
automatically, as if to ease the burden of his hugely unfamiliar presence.
She looked into his face, and she was both secretly pleased and surprised to see it
twisted into a contorted, lustful grin, his teeth flashing in the dim light of the room. He
was relishing the sight of her uncertain struggling, and he could see the strength of her
desire.
"How is it, sweetheart?" he asked in that strange, low voice.
"It... it's too big," she blurted out truthfully, embarrassed, now, that she had ever
thought she could be the seductress she imagined Andrea was in bed. Why am I so
dumb and childish? she chastised herself dolefully. Her cunt was crying out to be filled,
and her whole body trembled with the urgency of her need, and still her mind
hesitated, unable to release its uncertain grip on her carnal desires.
"Too big?" Matt repeated, and she thought she detected the sarcasm he had used the
other day. "Well, why don't you just relax your cunt, then, and I'll push it in slowly..."
Janet tried valiantly to do as he suggested, remembering that she had been able to relax
when Andrea had finger-fucked her. But Matt's cock was so absolutely huge she didn't
see how any woman could take the whole thing all the way into that clenched little
passage between her legs! He was inching into her slowly now, and the intense pressure
on her vaginal walls was almost enough to make her forget just how much she had
wanted to feel it there only moments ago.
Then, "Aaaaggghhh!"
A clear, loud pop reverberated through the room, and Janet felt the excruciating
pleasure-pain as Matt's raging cockhead rammed through her thin, defenseless
membrane.
His head fell loosely back as his loins pressured forward and his thick, rock-hard cock
speared into the futilely struggling girl. It raced into her furiously, the final barrier to its
entry finally removed, pushing the soft, moist flesh of her vagina in velvety waves
before it. Suddenly his pelvis smacked tight into her and flattened her upturned
buttocks with a sharp slap.
Janet moaned in confusion as her vagina felt torn and abused. She had heard about,
and indeed anticipated, the sudden discomfort that a virgin was supposed to feel on her
initial violation. But somehow, the lurid interruption of pain into her new and exciting
pleasure annoyed her, and she actually felt glad that the burdensome symbol of her
virginity was finally removed.
Defiantly, the freshman tried to ignore the burning pain that her ravaged adolescence
left in her. She could feel Matt's thick, hard cock sinking to the hilt in her quivering
white belly, and she felt the hardness of its lust-bloated head pressed tightly against her
cervix. It was as if a white pole of fire had been forced into her, and there wasn't one
tiny ridge of its length that she couldn't feel as it pressed tightly into the soft, tender
walls of her no-longer-virginal cunt.
He lay unmoving above her for a moment, his face directly over hers. She did not stir,
afraid of what might happen if she did, but she relaxed when she felt his hands sliding
tenderly around the curves of her hips and grasp, one in each hand, the rounded globes
of her quivering buttocks. Slowly at first, and then with more power, he began to pump
into her, expanding the wet soft passage with each thrust he made inside her.
Sweat broke out on the earnest graduate student's forehead, as he seemed to push
farther and farther into her until their bodies met solidly. It seemed to Janet that there
was no feeling in her body anywhere except there in her vagina, where the pain of his
initial entry had completely subsided, to be replaced by even more powerful waves of
arousal than she had felt under Lonny's probing.
As he thrust into her with a slow, steady rhythm, Janet became aware that he was
talking to her, and she listened, amazed at what he was saying.
"Christ," he moaned, "... you've got the tightest little cunt I've ever felt... and the most
beautiful, tender young body... how old are you, Janet? Seventeen? God, how young...
Damn! How beautiful... How did you ever keep the boys away, Janet...?"
She could do nothing in response, as she felt his heated cock growing unbelievably
thicker and thicker inside her ravished belly, as he ground continuously into her,
contorted smiles of delight flickering over his passion-distorted face. She could hardly
believe that it had been her body, and her moistened cunt that had caused him to go
nearly wild with desire, and the thought nearly made her burst with pride.
At the same time, she could feel the intense, flaming pressure searing through her loins,
and she knew she would have to find release soon. She began to buck up off the bed,
meeting his ever-increasing thrusts with equal force of her own, feeling the thick, hard
pleasure of his rod of cockflesh stimulating every square centimeter of her sensitive
unaccustomed vagina.
She began to moan incoherently, half in response to his continued murmurings, but
mostly in response to the galvanic waves of pleasure that rolled over her writhing body,
and the promise of even greater floods of ecstasy with orgasm. She strained for it now,
wrapping her long, slender legs around the graduate student's back, pulling his slim,
muscular body ever harder into her demanding loins.
It felt to Matt as if she was trying to bury his whole body between her vise-like thighs,
and the sensation drove him nearly to cumming. He couldn't believe that this innocent,
fresh, young girl who had been so insecure about the experiment, could actually possess
such fantastic, incredible sexual power. It felt as if she was trying to suction the cum
right out of him!
And then, he felt the tingle and then the rumble in his balls, as they prepared to give
way and spew their churning load into her twisting, undulating depths.
"Get ready, honey," he warned her, and then it was upon him. With a deep-throated
moan, he rammed his driving cock deep into the teenager's warm, wet cavern, shooting
the first white hot jets of his lewd sperm into her wide-swept cuntal passage. She
bucked and quaked beneath him, feeling the searing stickiness of the graduate student's
ejaculation, as it splashed all the way up into her cervix, and ricocheted off the walls of
her dilating and contracting cunt.
And then it was there for her!
"Ooooh, aaaiiieee!" she wailed, tossing her head back into the pillow and clenching her
legs tightly behind Matt's straining back. Her whole body shuddered and convulsed
spasmodically as the shocking thrills of her first genuine orgasm split through her body,
causing her vagina to spray lewd showers of her teenage female cum all around Matt's
ejaculating cock. She couldn't control any of her jerking, thrashing muscles, and she
bucked furiously into him, her cunt automatically squeezing and milking the gushing
rod of his penis, as it slammed in and out of her feverishly working passage.
Even when she felt the older student's cock gradually slow down in its thrusts, and the
streams of his cum became weaker and farther apart, Janet's long-denied vagina didn't
stop. It continued to cling spasmodically around the deflating shaft of his penis,
vacuuming urgently to draw out every last drop of his hot burning semen.
"Ooooh, Godddd," she moaned, when the powerful intensity of her climax began to
subside. "Oooohhhh..."
Even after Matt's limp spent cock slipped wetly from her cum-filled passage, Janet could
feel the twitching muscles of her cuntal walls still jerking and undulating, as if around
some imaginary penis, in an effort to keep the orgasm going on forever. But the young,
blonde farm girl was completely overwhelmed by the massive power that had overtaken
her, and she gradually became tired, really exhausted, as she breathed heavily to try to
recoup some of her strength.
Matt collapsed over her, and then rolled off to the side, panting himself with the energy
he had expended. He regarded the girl thought-fully, but he saw that her eyes were
closed, and he didn't disturb her...
Soon, he felt the deep, regular vibrations of her sleep breathing, transmitted to him
through the soft mattress in the experimental room.


Chapter 4


Janet Pitman didn't remember waking up in the plush red interior of laboratory 602.
She didn't remember being escorted back to her dormitory by the friendly, light-haired
graduate student who was Matt Cox's accomplice. What she did recall was the next
morning, when she awoke in her own little dorm bed, a strange sense of forbidden
knowledge filling her entire consciousness.
What am I thinking about? she asked herself groggily. Why do I feel so mature? She
looked around the room, unconsciously expecting to find several pairs of gleaming eyes
staring down at her. But instead, she saw the four faint yellow walls of her tiny
dormitory room, covered with the posters and pictures she had brought with her from
Milltown. And on the built-in desk was the still-open history book, right where she had
left it, so many eons ago.
Wh-what happened? her mind demanded, as she sat up in the small, sea-captain style
bed.
And then she felt the peculiar, moistly dull ache in that private sanctuary between her
legs – and she remembered.
Oh my God! I'm not a virgin anymore!
Suddenly all the lewd visions and images came flooding back to her. She remembered
clearly the beasts and humans crowded into the lustful experimental lab, and the
suggestive monotone of Dr. Kelsey, urging her to act out her deeply buried sexual
fantasies. And she remembered the smooth, titillating expertise of the six hands that
had stroked her and stimulated her until she could hardly stand it, and she recalled how
they had all suddenly disappeared, leaving only the object of her imagined desire, the
long, hard, thick penis of Matt Cox.
Oooooh! she shuddered silently, feeling the tingling sensation in her loins, as her 
nolonger-virginal channel pulsed with the memory of how his cock had felt buried up
inside her. Mmmmm, it was soooo wonderful!
She reached her hand under the coverlet, and felt down to that little slit under the
sparsely curling hair of her pubic mound. It felt hot and damp, and she jerked as her
fingers contacted the tiny phallic bud of her clitoris.
"Aaaah," she moaned aloud'. It was true, then... She really had experienced the ultimate
sensations of carnal knowledge. She had made the transition from adolescence to full
womanhood.
But had she really, she wondered. Her brain was now filled with the picture of lovely
Andrea Meyers, the professor's assistant, kneeling under the assault of the massive
Great Dane... And she remembered that the professor had said there were four more
parts to the lewdly exciting experiment.
"Yesterday was only the first one," she said to herself, as she climbed out of bed and
went over to the dresser. "That means there are three more tests... Three more things
I'm going to try..." To herself, she wondered what they could possibly be. What more
could there be, to follow the complete and total subjugation of her sexual purity to the
studious graduate who had so mercifully robbed her of her virginity?
Janet dressed slowly, lost in thought. Today was Tuesday, and she had another whole
week to get through, before she would go back for the next lurid session with the three
students and their professor. Already her imagination was working quickly, flying back
to the four animals who had looked on so lustfully as she crooned and groaned under
the hands of the four human beings who had conducted the experiment. Would they be
in on it? she mused, trying to imagine how it would feel to have a slender, hard rod of
bestial cock shoving up into her forbidden flesh.
She knew she had missed breakfast, in the dormitory cafeteria, because it was already
8:30. Her first class, sexual ed, was at 9, and she barely had time to get there before the
bell sounded, indicating the start of the lecture.
The blonde farm girl listened with only half-attention to Dr. Kelsey, as he described the
female orgasm in clinical terms, drawing lewd diagrams on the chalkboard, to show
where the most sensitive erogenous zones were located in the female. Janet couldn't
help but compare his descriptions to the actual, fiery sensations she herself had
experienced. Everything the professor said was fundamentally correct, but the freshman
couldn't help thinking that everyone in the class should be given the opportunity to do
it, the way she had done for the experiment, so they could get the real sensual
experience of the idea he was trying to explain.
Again her. imagination wandered back down to the no-longer-sacred place between her
legs, and she shifted her position in the hard desk chair, trying to rub her clitoris
against the seat through her thin little panties. The effect was only mildly satisfying, and
served to kindle the sparks of fire that were growing deep in her belly as she heard the
professor's gravelly voice continuing his description. God, she thought to herself, as she
copied the diagrams into her notebook, I don't think I can listen to much more of this...
She reflected sadly on the date, thinking that she had seven whole days to go until
Monday, when she would again go to the biology building for the third session of the
salacious sexual study. I'll never make it, she thought wryly. What's happened to me?
The elastic crotchband of her bikini panties was damp with desire by the time the
arousing lecture was over. In the two hours that she had free before her history class,
Janet wondered what she could ever do about it, all alone... The thought of stuffing her
small, slender fingers into the excited little hole of her cunt was frustrating, now that
she had felt it filled by the throbbing hardness of a male cock. As she trudged
disconsolately out of the crowded lecture hall, she felt a gentle hand on her elbow, and
she whirled around, to see the beautiful brunette lab assistant following her out of the
auditorium.
"Hi, Andrea," the freshman greeted her shyly. She hesitated, letting some of the other
students pass, as she waited to see what the older girl had to say.
"I was wondering," Andrea said, smiling, "how you felt today... What do you think
about the session yesterday?"
Janet's eyes widened and her face lit up with a tentative, expectant smile. "It was
fantastic!" she enthused sincerely. "I was... just thinking about it, now," she confessed,
"and trying to figure out what the next session would be..." She looked directly at the
graduate student for a hint, but Andrea's dark eyes were sparkling mysteriously.
"Weeell," she began slowly. "I'm not allowed to tell you, but I can show you... See, the
girl that's supposed to come in today is sick, so... We thought we could continue with
you, if you want to... You did very well yesterday, better than any of the other freshman
so far, and Lonny and Matt and I thought that maybe you would be ready to continue,
if you're free..."
Janet tried to sound sophisticated and noncommittal, but the rapturous expression on
her face betrayed her. "I guess I can make it," she said, her voice shaking with
anticipation. She followed the older girl out the side door of the building, across the
lawn to the biology building, and up to the sixth-floor laboratory. The sight of the plain
undistinguished door to lab 602 sent shivers up Janet's spine, as she tried to imagine
what kind of wild, shocking test they had devised for her this time.
Andrea told her to wait outside, and then she disappeared around the corner in the
hallway. She must be going in one of the other doors, Janet thought to herself, sitting
down in the now-familiar desk-chair outside the main entrance. She didn't have long to
wait, this time, before Lonny Simon opened the door and beckoned her to come in.
Janet was oddly let-down when she discovered that the room was empty of all the
animals. The people were there – Dr. Kelsey, Andrea Meyers, Lonny and Matt – but
they were all fully clothed, and the lights in the room were all burning brightly.
"Wh-what's going on?" Janet stammered, instantly embarrassed that she had given
away her disappointment. To them, she was probably just a guinea pig, an experimental
subject, whose feminine desires and needs were nothing more than an object for their
observation. Suddenly she felt angry that she had been tricked into wanting them all so
badly. She stood there in shocked silence, unable to gather her thoughts into a coherent
pattern.
"What do you want?" the professor's voice countered her question. "Last time, we
helped your imagination... but this time, you have to do it alone..."
"I... I don't know," the girl whispered, looking into all their passive, uninspiring faces.
The lewdly clinical lecture, coupled with her own experimental knowledge of the
obscene subject, had built up inside her to the point that she felt she would burst if her
need was not satisfied, but the passive, unconcerned faces of the four older adults only
increased her frustration.
It was Andrea who answered her confused remark. "That's not what you told me in the
lecture hall, Janet... I think you do know what you want..."
Janet looked into the dark-haired girl's beautiful, expressionless face. She tried to find a
hint of malice there, or an indication of intentional cruelty, but there was none.
Apparently the four researchers wanted her to act just the way she had yesterday,
spilling her most private, personal thoughts and desires, until she could have them
fulfilled by one or more of their sexually stimulating ministrations.
But how can I say it? the distraught girl wondered. It seemed so out-of-place – so
embarrassing – to just sit down and talk about her tingling cunt, to four disinterested
listeners. How could she force herself to do it?
Hesitantly, she sat down stiffly on the edge of the huge, king-size bed. She sniffed at the
air, hoping to pick up the scent of the sexual secretions that had been expended only
yesterday on this same mattress, but she couldn't smell anything. Helplessly, she
demurely smoothed her skirt over her trembling knees, and took a deep breath before
she spoke.
"Y-yes," she whispered deliberately, "I do know what I want, but I don't know exactly
how to say..."
"You didn't have much trouble yesterday," Lonny pointed out logically.
"I know, but... but yesterday it was different," Janet replied. "The-then you w-were
helping me... with the lights all turned down and... and... well, you know... t-touching
me and everything..."
Her voice stopped, and the silence in the room was unbearable. "I want you to touch
me," she repeated with more conviction, but she wasn't sure that her request would be
granted.
Dr. Kelsey looked hard into her face. "Are you sure you're ready for it?" he asked
meaningfully. His eyes travelled up and down her stiffly seated form, undressing her
mentally, to show what he had in mind.
"Oh!" Janet cried in embarrassment. Hurriedly she pulled the tight knit sweater she was
wearing off over her head, and loosened the fastener on her skirt. She stood up
delicately to slip the skirt down over her full-rounded hips, and with just her underwear
on, she lay back in the soft, cushiony velvet of the bedspread.
She couldn't bring herself to look at the four staring faces moving in around the bed
again, but in her imagination, she tried to recreate the lust-inciting scene that had taken
place here yesterday.
As if from a great distance, she heard the professor's voice again. "That's better," he said
approvingly. "I can tell what you want... You want to be surrounded by men, touching
you, stroking you, putting their big cocks into your little cunt... That's what you want,
isn't it, Janet?"
"Yesss... that's true." Janet moaned, not truly comprehending the exact words she was
hearing, but understanding the smooth, hypnotic suggestiveness of the voice.
The professor leaned over and laid his fingertips gently on her cheeks, touching them
lightly, then moving down past the slim column of her throat, across her shoulders,
down her arms, along her naked sides. The fingers travelled slowly around the firm
globes of Janet's lace-encased breasts, then spread out to clamp down on each of the
lush mountains of erogenous flesh. Moving slowly back and forth, his hands tantalized
her nipples until they rose into spiky hardness, pressing through the thin fabric of her
brassiere. Every ounce of concentration she had was bent toward the thrilling sensations
that radiated outward from those gentle hands. Then she felt another hand slip down
across her smooth flat belly, inserting the fingers into the tight elastic of her 
pantywaistband. A moment later, the fingers rested lightly on the uppermost fringe of her
wispy pubic hair, then moved down to her naked thighs.
Janet moaned softly, her hips beginning to gyrate on the bed. Ooooh, she thought, it
feels so gooood... It's just what I want... She trembled a little as one of the fingers parted
the soft moist crevice between her legs, spreading it open inside her lust-dampened
panties, and one sharp fingernail touched the nub of her clitoris, bringing it
immediately into erection, stroking it carefully. Janet's hips began to thrust more
demandingly on the lushly comfortable mattress.
"Okay, Janet, reach up now..." she heard a voice command. Automatically she lifted one
hand, and another hand took it, wrapping her small fingers around something warm
and long and hard. She gasped and tightened her grip on the smooth surface of the
sausage-shaped pole in her hand as she felt a finger slide deep into the tight elastic
opening of her cunt, sending wild, electric shocks of pleasure through her.
She squirmed as she felt a hand stripping down her tiny nylon panties for easier access
to her enticing little lust-hole. At almost the same time, the hands over her breasts
slipped down behind her back, finding and unhooking the clasp that barely held her
brassiere in place. Suddenly, she heard the admiring gasps of at least two male voices, as
her lush, melon-shaped female mounds came into view. Almost immediately, the gasps
were quelled by the feeling of warm lips, encircling one of her nipples, sucking and
nipping at the peak. The lips moved away, dipping down to kiss her belly, lower still to
touch the silkiness of her damp pubic mound...
Suddenly something snapped in the freshman's imagination. Her eyes flew open to see
exactly what was going on... She couldn't imagine who was doing all these fantastic
things to her, and she had to find out what was in her hand.
My God! The professor had backed completely away from the bed, and Janet saw that
the fair-haired head of Lonny Simon was buried lustfully in the crevice between her
splayed-open thighs, and her fingers were wrapped tightly around the same cock that
had yesterday sent her reeling with massive sexual power. It was Matt who was leaning
over her breasts, tweaking and teasing her nipples as they strained upward into his
warm, slippery mouth.
Inexplicably, she felt a shudder of apprehension surge through her. Her brain became
clear and lucid for a moment, scolding her harshly for ever allowing herself to be lured
into this compromising position. It was bad enough that she had signed up for this
lewd series of experiments, but it was worse still to succumb to her unnatural desires
and actually beg to have the obscene actions performed on her! What's come over me?
she cried inwardly, as her mind struggled with her body for control of her rampant
emotions. But it was no use.
The tingling sensations in her loins were growing into searing flames, shooting the
length of her naked torso and causing her to twist and turn willfully as the hands and
mouths applied themselves to her sensate skin.
Her glazed eyes wandered over to the side of the room where the professor was
standing, and she watched with dazed interest as the most amazing thing happened. He
was staring at her large, naked breasts, the nipples straining upwards as Matt left them
one by one. Each time she took another gasping, heaving breath, she saw the expression
on the officious professor's face change gradually, from clinical interest to a sort of
confused admiration, and then, very slowly, the transformation completed itself.
She almost forgot what was happening to her as the features of the old scholar's face
became intense and dark, gleaming with lust and personal, carnal interest. His dark
eyes glittered hungrily, just like the eyes the fox had yesterday, as his gaze crossed over
her slender rib cage, her narrow waist, over the slight ivory rise of her belly, resting
finally at the sparse golden thatch of her pubic mound.
His voice was thick and dark, as he spoke slowly. "Tell us what you want us to do, dear
girl... I'm sure you want to experience something more than just stroking and teasing...
Where has your imagination gone since yesterday...?" Although his words were simple
and predictable enough, Janet was sure she caught a hint of desire in his voice, a twinge
of arousal that hadn't been there yesterday, or even earlier today, and it frightened her
to think that the staid, academic professor might have things on his mind-designs that
were not incorporated into the structure of the experimental setting.
Her suspicions were nearly confirmed when she felt Lonny raise up from her seething
pussy triangle, to remark excitedly to Andrea, "Holy shit! The prof's finally getting into
his work!"
The older girl smiled sweetly, and she looked over to the man who had been her
advisor for nearly two years. "By George, Lonny, I believe you're right!"
Janet flinched uncertainly at the unexpected turn the events had taken. What did the
graduate students' suggestive banter mean? Was something going to happen to her,
something that even Matt and Lonny and Andrea had not foreseen? Oh God! she cried
inwardly. Why did I let myself come here again today? Why couldn't I just leave well
enough alone?
But even as the reprimand crossed her mind, Janet's body urged upward, in answer to
her rhetorical question. She knew why she couldn't just leave it alone... Her body
demanded their attention, and there was nothing she could consciously do to avoid
leaping at the slightest chance to return to this little room which had become the site of
such intensely arousing pleasure for her.
She heard Dr. Kelsey speaking again, but his voice was more constrained this time, as if
he was trying to control himself. "Okay, fellows, I think she's had enough
preliminaries... Let her tell you what she wants to do." He looked down at the girl on
the bed, speaking to her while ostensibly addressing the graduate students.
For a few torturous seconds, everything stopped, and Janet felt as if her nerves would
explode, if somebody didn't do something to soothe them.
"Oh, go on!" she whined frantically. "Go on! Do it to me! I want you to... to... suck me
and lick me and fuck me, like you did to Andrea the first time..."
She shocked herself with the lewd requests, but she couldn't deny that she had been
thinking about it all morning. As the two excited graduate students shifted around on
the bed, preparing for their anticipated fulfillment, Janet thought defensively, at least
that's what they wanted me to say!


Chapter 5


Janet gazed down to the foot of the bed where Lonny stood, loosening his zipper and
belt suggestively. His eyes were glimmering lustfully, and she felt strangely defenseless
under his stare. He had been the member of the experimental team she had been most
attracted to, she remembered, when she had first signed up for the series of tests. But
now, his usually friendly face was contorted with need, and she found herself becoming
apprehensive. Everything is so different today...
"Oh!" she whispered, startled by the sudden weight of the graduate student's body,
resting on his elbows right between the wide split of her thighs. She felt the rubbing of
his muscular roving hands as they smoothed over her cringing flesh. She could almost
feel each nerve ending blossoming under his fingertips as they danced along the inner
softness of her thighs. All the excitement she had ever felt before, all the sexual
frustration she had been feeling all morning, had been secretly stored up in some
unknown vault of her nervous system, waiting to be released by the salacious touch of a
man. Tiny goose bumps sprang out over the whiteness of her skin as his hands stroked
magically over her sensitive flesh.
She lay immobile for a moment, her mind struggling to accommodate the pin-pricks of
sensation following the path of his fingers digging info her flesh. Somehow she felt that
they were teasing her, the way they had yesterday, when they had tortured her so
relentlessly with their stroking and manipulations of her erogenous zones. She didn't
really trust them to go through with her fantasies, and yet... Her body was surrendering
helplessly to Lonny's flicking fingers, and she could hardly wait until he would stick his
burgeoning penis right up into her eagerly stimulated cunt.
Her mind droned on as his fingers travelled the rest of the way to the tingling folds of
her nakedly exposed pussy. She could feel the moisture rising there again between her
open legs as the exposed hair-lined lips began a slow, involuntary contraction,
throbbing wetly against each other. Then, suddenly Lonny's thumbs were on the fleshy
ridges, pulling them apart. Janet lay holding her breath, anxious and yet hesitant, not
quite sure whether she or the grad students were in control... It was supposed to be her
fantasy, wasn't it? Then why did Lonny seem to be going ahead with whatever he
wanted to do, before Janet had even described her desires to him?
She tried to mouth a question, or a lurid desire, but the words refused to come to her
lips. Instead, she gave herself over to the exquisite feeling of air rushing over the rising
bud of her suddenly exposed clitoris, destroying her illusion that she was somehow in
control of what went on.
"Mmmmmmm... Oh, yesssss," she moaned softly, as the strained muscles of her body
began to relax and her legs fell limply out to the side. The beautiful thrills of pleasure
were rippling up her now quivering belly and into the nipples of her throbbing breasts,
drowning out the agonizing worry that she was being used, or abused, by the older,
more experienced researchers. Lonny grinned, his eyes dancing with desire as they
feasted on her involuntarily squirming body. Crawling up on the bed, now, the tall,
well-proportioned man crouched on all fours over her white twisting body, pushing her
unresisting milk-white thighs wider apart. He crawled between them until his face was
a bare few inches above the golden down of her genitals. He stared down as she rotated
it sensuously, expectantly, and his mouth gaped open pure, unadulterated lust. Janet's
eyelids drooped to a half-closed position, as she watched him slowly lower his head
closer and closer to the steaming slit of her cuntal vee.
"Oooohhh," she gasped breathlessly, as his mouth suddenly clamped over the soft
mound at the base of her belly. As his tongue licked snaked-like into the moist, tight
ring of her vagina, a shudder rippled through her at the electrifying contact of his thick
tongue with he quivering clitoris.
The student began to work slowly and hungrily, feeling her soft wet pubic hair
brushing tantalizingly across his cheeks. With a wild feeling of power in him, he heard
her groan huskily, from deep in her throat, as the hot probing tip of his tongue worked
its way up and down the length of that narrow wet slit, beginning at the peak of her
pubic mound and flicking downward over the elastic-rimmed opening of her clasping
vagina and into the crevice of her softly flexing buttocks. There it stopped to do a
momentary wet probing homage to the tight brown throbbing hole that lay nestled
below. Of all the beautiful freshman he had become involved with for this study, he
thought she was the most exciting – the most innocent to begin with, and already the
most volatile, threatening to explode under the practiced stimulation of himself and his
partners.
Her groin drove him on faster as he worked his way up and down the steaming hot
valley. Her elbows pressed tightly against her ribs as the searing tongue shot out, its
hard darting tip' circling the trembling erection of her clitoris. As his tongue continued
its maddening licking against the straining pink bud of her sex, he sucked his lips in,
drawing the warm soft folds of her vaginal lips deep into the hot wet cavern of his
mouth. The young girl's hips were now grinding uncontrollably into the bed, soft
mewling sounds of animal passion escaping from between her tightly clenched teeth.
Janet was already ecstatic. She had never in her wildest dreams imagined that anything
could feel so exquisitely beautiful... and this was just the beginning! She was confident
now that they would take her all the way. They would lead her slowly and torturously
to the peak of excitement, as they had yesterday, only this time, they would take her
beyond it, higher and higher, until she reached the absolute limits of carnal rapture!
The two men on either side of the bed, Matt Cox and the professor, chuckled
knowledgeably as they saw the young blonde reach down with her hands and begin
desperately clawing at the longish hair of the graduate student whose face was buried in
her loins, trying to guide his face closer to the palpitating opening of her cunt. Lonny
let her force him more tightly into the steaming crevice, pressing his mouth directly
over the tight little hole in her squirming valley.
As his mouth surrounded and covered the hungrily clasping cleft, his tongue suddenly
snaked out, burrowing up into her straining cunt like a racing lizard. In response to the
maddening sensation, her hips jerked involuntarily forward, burying the flicking tongue
to its roots, and a deep guttural groan escaped from the girl as her soft warm thighs
closed around his head. The blonde teenager's heels pushed down against his back,
pressing his body into the flesh trap until he couldn't feel the wet fleshy walls of her
invaded vagina opening and closing in a sucking motion around his tongue, attempting
to pull it in deeper and deeper.
Unable to tolerate the position she had put him in, the excited student reached up and
grabbed her flailing legs just behind the knees, shoving them up over his shoulders so
that he could breathe. He lowered his head again into her glistening cunt, hearing with
satisfaction her moan of approval for the new position.
"Oooooh, yesssss, that's wonderful..." she breathed, not even opening her eyes.
Lonny's tongue worked like a pile-driver in the flame-searing hole of her upturned
cunt, withdrawing and plunging, making a wet sluicing noise with each eagerly
powerful thrust. Her cries became one long low continuous moan, as he withdrew his
lashing tongue suddenly from inside the warm smooth passage and found the hard
throbbing clitoris and licked voraciously. He moved his face higher up in her cuntal slit
and began to tease and suck at it wildly with his teeth, while she writhed and churned
her buttocks above the mattress in a lewd dance of uncontrolled desire.
"Mmmmmm, aah, mmmmmmmm, aah," she chanted, her body and mind completely
lost to the delicious and obscene sucking of her loins. She wouldn't have known what
she wanted them to do now, even if they had asked her. All she could do was shiver
with the lewd, illicit excitement of actually having someone suck her down there,
drinking the juices of her tender teenage sex. Her cunt flowered open wider and wider,
and her moistness increased with each passing second, as Lonny's mouth worked at her
nibbling hair-lined hole. The cords of her neck stood out with all her strength, as she
pulled the older student's head in closer and harder.
The young blonde freshman was aware of nothing but the mass of exquisite pleasure
centered somewhere deep in her belly, over-powering all other thoughts than the
magnificent pleasure building deep inside of her. She was going to cum! This was it!
She had never dreamed that she would actually be able to cum from this lewd mouth
on-cunt sucking that she had only read about up until now. God! It's incredible!
And suddenly it was there for her. Her body began vibrating uncontrollably, as the
juices of her orgasm oozed around Lonny's deeply thrust tongue, coating it with its
sticky warmth and trickling down the crevice of her white globular buttocks and over
his chin, still pressing hard against the tight brown puckered hole of her anus.
He continued to nibble and suck between her widespread thighs until her body went
limp and then he lifted his head. Her suddenly released legs fell exhaustedly back on
the bed, splaying out lewdly on either side of his panting torso. Janet's heart beat in her
chest as though it would burst, and her head was still whirling with the rapturous
effects of her unnatural orgasm. It wasn't until several minutes later that she
remembered that she was supposed to be acting out her fantasies for a leering group of
university researchers, and she opened her eyes to look around the room.
Her gaze met Dr. Kelsey's first, as he stood near the head of the bed, right beside her
shimmering cheek. He smiled calmly, regarding her through heavy-lidded eyes, as if his
imagination was carrying him beyond the confines of the experimental lab. "You
certainly enjoyed that, didn't you, dear?... But isn't there more to your dreams than
that? Didn't you say you wanted two men, or three? Or more?... Tell us whatever comes
to your mind, Janet. Tell us what you want us to do."
This sounds like some kind of psychiatric exam, Janet thought fleetingly. But just as
instantaneously, she realized that this type of research was what psychiatrists based
their treatments on. Just think, she mused, I'm getting all this incredible pleasure, and
the scientists use it to help psychiatrists' patients... It's amazing! and sooooo wonderful!
She tried to remember what she had hoped would happen during these two hours of
experimentation, so she could say something to the older students, and they would
continue to carry her to even greater heights of sensual ecstasy. The professor's words
echoed in her mind – "two men or three!" My God, the young, impressionable girl
thought, Lonny and Matt, both at the same time... How could a woman possibly do it?
Janet lifted herself to one elbow, and looked directly at her psychology teacher. The
question was forming on her lips, but she couldn't quite utter it. Dr. Kelsey sat down
beside her on the bed, running his hand languidly over her full rounded hip that rose in
profile as she lay on her side. She made no move to stop him, or pull away from his
tender caress. She didn't wonder anymore at his salacious attentions, it was becoming
obvious to her that he was going to take part in this experiment whether it was in the
plans or not. She'd already allowed herself to be used, deliciously used by both the
graduate students, and their female collaborator – why not go the whole distance, and
let the professor take her as well?
As soon as the excitingly forbidden thought crossed her mind, Janet's mouth twisted
into a sly, almost guilty smile. The professor caught it immediately.
"Aaaah," he said knowingly. "I see you're interested in bigger and better things," he
suggested lewdly, standing up so she could see his massive erection standing out from
its base in the unzipped fly of his suit pants.
Janet didn't answer. Her eyes were glued to the professor's penis, jutting out straight
and hard, the veins on the underside throbbing madly. Her eyes flickered over the
rampant cocks of the other two men, standing out from their loins in unfulfilled lurid
desire. How could I have ever taken one of them inside me? she wondered briefly,
seeing that they were several times larger than she had remembered.
"What are you thinking of, my dear?" the professor prompted her impatiently. "This is
your third session – you're nearly half-way through the experiment, now... Isn't there
anything else you want to find out about, before the test is over?"
Janet nodded mutely, but the words wouldn't come.
"Hmmm?" Dr. Kelsey urged, taking his gigantic cock in his hand and waving it at her
suggestively.
"Um... yes," Janet stuttered, shaking slightly, as she became aware that her imagination
was running away with her. What could she say? How could she tell them she wanted
it – needed it – so badly, when she couldn't even be sure of what she wanted, or how it
could possibly be done?
"C-can you do it... all at the same time?" she asked finally, in a small, unsure voice. She
looked again at the professor's hardened penis, standing out straight and throbbing at
her. It looked like a giant oak, growing up from the black underbrush of pubic hair,
poking out through the opening in the front of his pants. Her eyes widened as he began
to stroke the heavy foreskin back, revealing the pulsing, shiny redness of its massive
spongy head.
He stepped toward her, his eyes drinking in the long, slim lines of her legs, the full,
fleshy globes of her heaving breasts, the whiteness of her flat, smooth belly above the
still damp fuzz of her blonde pubic vee. His gaze frightened and attracted the trembling
teenager at once, and she gasped out in confusion.
"Oh, I think I made a mistake... I mean I think it can't be done... I'm not ready yet...
I'm not ready for this!"
"No, my dear," the professor contradicted her gently. "That's a fallacy of puritanical
thinking... If you imagine it, even in your most private dreams, then you're ready for
it... And you've thought about it; you can't deny that you've been thinking about it,
ever since the first day you came in here!"
"No, no!" Janet cried out. "No, I mean it... I never thought... I only imagined what you
suggested... Really, I..."
"I know you'll enjoy it, Janet," Dr. Kelsey said firmly, precluding any further discussion
of the matter. For the first time, in all his professional life, years and years of careful,
painstaking study, the professor was finding himself drawn into the very entanglement
he had spent his whole adult life researching. He was being sexually lured, inexorably,
by the quivering young nakedness of the voluptuous freshman student, who, for the
moment, was completely at his mercy.
Janet lay back into the mattress in helpless submission. Waves of shame and
humiliation washed over her like some evil tide of foreboding. She had gone too far.
She had let herself be tricked into asking for something she didn't really want, and now
she was resolved to suffer the consequences, with as little participation as she dared.
The three exposed penises engraved themselves in her imagination, as they seemed to
be closing in around her on the bed, like some frightening scene from a nightmarish
movie. Oh help me! she cried mentally. I didn't know what I was saying!
"Aaaah, that's better, now," the professor nodded smugly, seeing her look of hopeless
resignation. "We'll just see what Lonny and Matt can do about playing out your fantasy
for you..."
He looked over to his two graduate students, who immediately began stripping off their
clothes, tossing them carelessly in heaps on the floor. She felt the weight of their bodies,
as they positioned themselves on either side of her, sinking into the soft mattress of the
bed. Looking past them, down between the rising pyramids of her breasts she could see
the professor climbing up on the foot of the bed, and she clenched her thighs tightly
together as her gaze fell on his long, thick cock that bounced heavily with his deliberate
movements.
"Now sweetheart," he said somewhat sarcastically, "is that any way to receive a lover?...
Relax and let yourself go... You won't enjoy it if you resist it – and if you don't enjoy it,
our experiment will fail... You wouldn't want to ruin Matt's and Lonny's chances of
getting their degrees, would you?"
When he put it that way, Janet looked fearfully into the eyes of the two graduate
students pressuring into her from both sides. Matt was nodding seriously, as if he fully
believed what the professor had said, and suddenly the freshman girl began to feel
guilty. I don't have any right to wreck their study, she thought sadly, and yet, how can I
ever do what I seem to have asked to? It's just impossible! I know it! She looked again
into Lonny's dark blue eyes and Matt's brown ones. They looked back at her passively,
as if waiting for some direction from her, some assurance that she was willing to
continue with the experiment...
Then, as if on signal, the two students each grasped one of Janet's full white breasts and
began softly pinching the nipples to a throbbing hardness. One after the other, they
bent down and began gently sucking at the rosy, tingling tips and she felt a hand
working at her pubic mound, slowly massaging its way down into the hidden crevice
between her still-clamped legs.
The gentle suction at her tender, sensitive nipples was already driving her mad and
goose bumps rippled along her skin. It was unlike anything she had ever felt before,
and a second later, when she felt her legs being pried open, she quickly lost all will to
resist. She could feel the weight of the professor's body moving up between her wide
splayed legs and she braced herself for the searing entry of his huge, stone-hard penis...
But instead, she felt the long rod of thickened flesh begin a gentle movement up and
down along the sensitive outer edges of her vagina, staying teasingly just outside the
moist, pink slit of her awakening pussy.
Janet was caught unaware by the gentle probing touch of Dr. Kelsey's cock. She had
expected a more violent attack on her defenseless vagina, just because she had noticed
the lustful look in the older man's expression. Now she found herself almost
disappointed by the subtle pleasure that was gradually igniting her body. The
combination of the two men sucking on her captive breasts and the softly titillating
pressure of the professor's cock as its tip moved slowly over the tender, pink flesh of
her vaginal lips was wearing down her resistance, slowly but inexorably, more
completely than any of the previous sessions had. She groaned, feeling the sensitive,
unprotected parts of her defenseless flesh already giving way under the massive planned
assault on all her senses.
She could feel the slit of her throbbing pussy opening wide to the gentle touch of the
professor's cock and her ass-cheeks jerked involuntarily as she felt the smooth,
mushroom-like head slip over her distended clitoris, sending a new shower of tingling
sensations over her captive body. The blonde teenager clenched her teeth tightly
together, as she felt the tiny licking sparks threatening to burst into sudden
uncontrollable flame and devour her in helpless desire. The two men at her sides were
sucking even harder and faster on her nipples, and the long, thick cock of their
professor teased mercilessly at the portal to her vagina.
And then, she felt the dam burst. Her shamelessly aroused body suddenly jerked
spasmodically and began a slow, abandoned movement as she allowed herself to sink
deeper and deeper in the waves of delicious sensation that were coursing through her
body. Every muscle in her body was tensed as she strained her hips upward, toward
that maddening hot probe between her legs. She could feel the full length of the fleshy
hardness sliding up and down her quivering open slit. The jerking head of the
professor's cock rested throbbingly between her widely splayed thighs, insinuating itself
up and down, in a maddening, teasing torture that sent her pelvis undulating toward it,
her hungry cunt searching desperately for the hard, blood-engorged tip.
She had to have it in her!
The professor sensed her sudden submissive surrender, and with a lewdly gloating grin
he whispered hoarsely, "You see? You did want to feel three men all around you, didn't
you? You've got to learn to do what your body says, Janet..." Then, to Lonny and Matt
at her sides, he said, "I can take it from here... She's as turned on as she'll ever get!"
The two graduate students quickly released her breasts and scrambled off the bed. Dr.
Kelsey grabbed her straining legs behind the knees and shoved them back over his
shoulders, slithering up her rhythmically moving body as he did so. His long, stiff penis
grazed lightly against her damp golden pubic hair as he planted his hands on either side
of her shoulders and her ankles locked tightly behind his neck.
Looking down between their bodies, he could see her upraised ass, the expanded
narrow slit visibly throbbing its lips in invitation to his jerking cock. The pressure of his
thighs pressed tightly against hers held the hot moist furrow widely spread.
Janet frantically reached down beneath the rotating cheeks of her ass and tightly
grasped the length of his stone-hard penis. Her small hand could barely surround the
circumference of the thick shaft of flesh, and she could feel it pulsing in her fingers.
This was what her belly craved! This was what she needed!
Carefully, so as not to hurt the precious instrument of pleasure, she gently guided it up
the valley of her buttocks and wedged the fat, throbbing head between the swollen, wet
lips of her pussy. Then, she placed both hands on the professor's buttocks and tried
with all her strength to pull it into her starving pussy, and let it drown the gnawing
heat that was burning her up inside.
The scholar looked down triumphantly at her lust-contorted face. She was just how he
knew she would be, absolutely frantic with desire. He could spot them a mile away,
these inhibited, demure little sex volcanoes, who looked so innocent that nobody dared
to touch them. But when they'd gone through the whole series of five graduated tests,
almost all of them, he was proud to admit, were ready to accept the most bizarre,
potentially humiliating sexual combinations imaginable. And little Janet Pitman was
well on her way to being able to explode with the full volatile fury of her no-longer
inhibited sex.
It was all the professor could do to keep himself from shoving forward to skewer the
squirming little freshman on his aching cock, but he knew he had to wait until she
couldn't stand it anymore. In order for her to realize the full power of her sexual
potential, he knew, she had to be made to appreciate it for just what it was, so she
would be ready to beg for even the most degrading of acts.
Janet gasped as she felt the lips around her throbbing vagina being pushed open. The
tight elastic opening resisted for a moment, then gave way before the professor's loins,
allowing the huge, blood-filled head of his cock to slip just inside.
The older man flexed his muscles, feeling all the agonizing .frustrations of the series of
experiments he had been overseeing since the beginning of the semester. He gasped
aloud in the breathless heavy silence of the red room, as he felt the tight hot walls of
her spasmodically contracting cunt slipping soothingly over the rock-hard length of his
thundering cock. He lunged forward with everything he had, sinking the lust-inflated
thickness of his member into her cunt like a raging freight train, pushing the soft moist
flesh before it in rippling velvety waves, until his balls smacked heavily into the
upturned cheeks of her tightly clenched buttocks.
The blonde teenager's face was contorted with the lustful shock of his first raging stab.
She groaned aloud, at first in mewling helpless cries of surprise and discomfort, as her
body struggled to adjust to the massive presence of the older man's mature, enormously
enlarged cock. Her vagina felt twisted and stretched unnaturally, as though she were
being impaled on a telephone pole as she fought to relax and stretch, both at the same
time. My God! How do other women do it? she thought frantically, as she tried to twist
her body around on the gigantic rod, in order to facilitate his entry. But it was futile.
There was nothing she could do to make her searing vaginal walls accommodate the
huge throbbing cudgel that was forcing itself all the way up to the tip of her cervix.
The scholar smiled to himself as he felt the throbbing pressure exerted against his
buried penis, knowing that her useless struggles would soon become automatic,
involuntary spasms of delight, as soon as she allowed herself to relax and her muscles
naturally adjusted to his thick presence rammed so deeply in her belly. Not moving his
hips, he flexed his huge rod gently, expanding it inside her nearly virginal channel.
"Ooooh," she whispered, her eyes tightly shut as she battled with the fine line between
tension and pleasure.
Dr. Kelsey waited a moment and flexed again, waiting for a reaction to show that she
was becoming accustomed to his monstrous intrusion.
She groaned again, but more softly, as she felt the buried cock expanding and stretching
the narrow walls of her throbbing passageway.
He confidently flexed again, this time setting a slow, teasing rhythm to the throbbing of
his impaling cock. Suddenly, he could feel her urgent, answering throbs beginning
around the head of his penis. He glanced over his shoulder, to catch the attention of the
two naked male students, so that they would know that Janet was finally making the
transition. Andrea was sitting calmly in one of the armchairs taking notes, and both
Matt and Lonny nodded imperceptibly.
The blonde freshman was groaning helplessly now beneath his spasmodically lurching
cock as her hips again began the slow, involuntary roll that signalled the rekindling of
the uncontrollable fires burning deep in her loins. He could barely contain himself as
he felt her hungrily nibbling cunt begin to screw itself up tighter against his pelvis.
Janet felt her body coming to fiery life again. God, he was right! she thought in
amazement. The tension had magically disappeared, giving way to a maddening tingle
that was rapidly spreading from deep in her womb throughout the far reaches of her
raw nerve endings. The sensations throbbed out in waves that danced like fire across
her white skin, from her head to her toes, each time the huge impaling rod lurched
deep in her belly. Her whole body twitched and writhed beneath the motionless
professor and she groaned incessantly, shoving her tongue with a sudden complete
abandon up into the air, groping for his mouth. She could feel his huge, hairy testicles
brushing against her exposed anus between her wide-spread buttocks and a strange,
unanticipated joy rippled through her. I'm actually doing it with Dr. Kelsey! she
thought wildly... Me, Janet, a simple freshman, doing it with one of the leading sex
authorities in the whole country! Even the idea that two male students and their female
collaborator were looking on failed to dim the sudden ecstasy she felt. In fact, their
presence as witnesses actually increased her pleasure, as she waved her hips up toward
the fleshy member of her professor, her vagina dilating in time to its rhythmic beating.
"You like it now, don't you, Janet?" the scholar murmured, sending a particularly
forceful throb deep into the center of her being.
"God, I dooooo... I really dooo," she confirmed helplessly, as she rotated her hips
around the hard fleshy rod. The dilated lips surrounding her pink cuntal slit nibbled
hungrily at his inflated cock, sliding moistly down the rod for several inches, then
working slowly back up, until his dark pubic hair entangled with her own soft curling
fleece and the full length of his penis was embedded in her soft belly.
"Okay, tell me how you want it now," the professor prodded her, pulling his loins a
teasing few inches away from her. He watched with interest as she tried to strain up to
capture his length again as he kept pulling his cock just out of her reach.
"Wh-what?" was all the preoccupied girl could manage to gasp.
"You know, Janet... this is a fantasy test... Tell me what you want."
"Oh, Dr. Kelsey," the needful blonde girl groaned. "I want... just what you said I would
want... I want to be fucked... Fucked!"
"Yesss...?" the professor prompted teasingly. "So how do you want it? What is your
body telling you to do?"
Janet had to force her conscious mind to concentrate on finding the words to describe
the lustful fire that was threatening to consume her entire being now. She wanted to be
fucked, she knew, filled to the hilt with nothing but huge poles of male cock...
Poles?! More than one?! But where would they ever fit? Dr. Kelsey is practically
splitting my belly in two with just his one cock!
"Oh, God," she moaned. "Don't stop! Please don't stop!" She couldn't stand the forced
hesitation of the professor's interrupted thrusts. The burning need deep in her loins
screamed for release from its agonies. Nothing mattered anymore but to still the
maddening hunger within her, and she was willing to go to all lengths to do it.
"Then tell me what you want, dear," the professor repeated, in a slightly annoyed tone.
His balls were aching, too, with the unpleasant break in the stimulating friction
between his cock and her cunt. He felt that he just had to continue his wild jack
hammering into her, but he knew that he had to hold out.
"I want to be fucked by two cocks," the girl fairly screamed, piercing the thick silence in
the room with her high-pitched wail. "I don't care how you do it... I want to feel two
cocks in me, now..."
"Aaaah, that's better," the older man said reassuringly. He slowly withdrew his deeply
imbedded cock until just the tip rested in the tight opening of her cunt. Then, he
surged forward with all his stored up frustration. The thick, hard length of his lust
bloated member sank powerfully into her helplessly upturned vagina. The slap of his
sperm-swollen balls slamming against her buttocks resounded through the room, as he
panted instructions to one of his two male students.
"You heard what she said," the professor barked harshly. "She wants to be stuffed with
cock... Now which one of you is going to stuff her?"
The two aroused students both came forward at once, glancing at each other and then
back at their professor. Lonny nodded toward Janet's flailing head and gaping mouth,
while Matt looked down to the naked white orbs of her ass-cheeks, raising his eyebrows
questioningly, to see if it would be all right.
Receiving no response, from either his professor or his fellow student, the earnest 
darkhaired experimenter knelt up on the bed beside the panting, sweating form of Dr.
Kelsey. Just below the stretched coral lips of Janet's pussy, straining valiantly around
the gigantic circumference of the professor's over-sized cock, Matt could just make out
the dark, clenching elastic ring of the young girl's anus. Inserting his hand carefully
under the flattened upturned smoothness of her nether flesh, the grad student urged
her pelvis up just a little higher, until the wrinkled little hole was clearly exposed to his
view. Then he looked again at his oblivious professor, and back to Janet's enticing little
orifice... He slipped his long middle finger into the wide-split crevice of her asscheeks,
smoothing it up and down the slit hesitantly, deciding how to make his unnatural,
forbidden entry.
Janet was only barely conscious of the gently probing between the soft firm half-moons
of her ass. She had become supremely conscious, now, of the pair of warm hands
kneading and squeezing at both her breasts, the same hand that had stimulated her so
effectively only a few minutes ago. But this time, her nipples were already pebble hard
and spiky, and it made her breasts ache torturously as Lonny continued to stroke and
caress them. with increasing fervor. She looked up momentarily, to see the light-haired
student crouching beside her shoulders, allowing the lust-hardened length of his cock to
spear lewdly out from between his legs.
She jumped involuntarily when she felt him grasp her tiny wrist, guiding her hand to
that heated veined pole that was staring her right in the face. He wrapped her small
hand around it tightly, squeezing his own hand around hers, and smoothing it up and
down along the hardened rod. He grinned lewdly when he caught her cornflower blue
eyes, focusing on his inspiring pole of male flesh.
"Go ahead, Janet," he whispered urgently, "put it where you want it."
"Wh-what do you mean?" the innocent freshman hesitated. There was a glistening tear
of pre-cum, oozing out of the tiny gland slit at the tip of the purplish red head, and
Janet's eyes were riveted to it, mesmerized by its close proximity.
"You wanted to be filled with two cocks," the older student explained simply. "So here's
another one... Where do you think it should go?" He flexed his penis suggestively,
nearly making her loose her tenuous hold of its unnaturally expanded circumference.
The tear of ejaculate slid down the slick, rubbery head and dribbled over the rolled-back
foreskin, before dropping obscenely off his cock to land with a splatter on her chin.
"Oh!" the girl exclaimed, shocked by the incredible heat of the viscous fluid. Her
tongue snaked out between her lips, stretching down toward the point of her chin,
flicking over the surface of her skin until she tasted the hot salty flavor of Lonny
Simon's seminal droplet.
"Right on!" Lonny encouraged her enthusiastically. "I think you're getting the idea!" He
flexed his tightened rod again, only this time, he knelt up to force it right above her
ruby lips, poising there for her enjoyment.
Oh, no, I couldn't possibly! the lust-incited girl was thinking. It wouldn't fit in my
mouth, and besides... it's forbidden... But as the word flashed through her mind, Janet
suddenly realized that she had already gone far beyond simply "forbidden"! She had
witnessed an obscene act of sodomy, and she had been a party to an illicit lesbian affair.
She'd fucked a graduate student, been sucked by another, and now she was allowing
herself to be used by the professor! What harm would it do to degrade herself
completely, in the interests of science? She knew that oral sex was something that some
people did... so why shouldn't she just see what it was like?
Lonny's eyes were watching eagerly as he saw her expression change from one of
hesitating disapproval to wholehearted desire. He leaned over her face even farther,
until the moist slick tip of his cock touched gently at her upper lip, and then she
opened her mouth wide, ovaling it around the whole flaring head. "Oooooaaargh," the
older student gasped, settling into the pillow next to the gorgeous young girl's head. It
was all he could do to keep from ramming it right down her throat, as he felt the
delicious warmth of her salivating mouth envelop his lust-hardened rod.
Janet mumbled something around the thickness of Lonny's penis, but it was muffled by
his unnatural presence in her mouth. She could feel its head slithering up the length of
her tongue, lifting her concentration from the professor's huge penis ramming deeply
into her belly. Her whole body felt as if it was nothing more than a mass of tingling
nerve-endings, and she could barely distinguish between the burning hot flesh thrusting
into her vagina and the searing hard length pushing slowly back into the saliva-slick
cavern between her cheeks.
His eyes glazed over with lust, the muscular graduate student began to jerk his pelvis as
he half-inclined beside her, sliding his long, fat cock in and out of her stretching
mouth, never quite withdrawing it. Janet tried to keep up with his increasingly rapid
thrusts, flicking her tongue tentatively over the hot, swollen head each time it withdrew
to within half an inch of her ripe, moist lips. As she established a delicate, uncertain
rhythm with his violating fellatious cock, the blonde girl became aware for the first 
time of a burning presence in the tiny virgin hole of her rectum.
"Mmmph!" she groaned around Lonny's cock, as she felt what seemed to be a huge log
battering into her sacred nether passage. In reality, it was just the first jointed knuckle
of Matt Cox's middle finger that had forced through the tight elastic ring guarding her
most private channel, but she squirmed away from it frantically, bucking up against the
professor in her inadvertent convulsion.
"Calm down, dear," the older man advised from above, but she couldn't see him for the
thrusting presence of Lonny's pelvis, flexing forward into her unnaturally contorted face
with each massive in-stroke of his slippery hard cock.
Janet twisted and thrashed, in an automatic effort to avoid impalement on the long
probing finger of the student who had taken her virginity. Her frenzied movements
only served to jerk against him harder, though, and she heard a definite pop as the
second knuckle of his finger slipped past the restraining membrane of her anus. She
could feel his fingertip clearly now, and his fingernail was outlined in the ridged inner
flesh of her rectum. As Dr. Kelsey's ever-expanding cock continued to skewer into her
from in front, Janet was sure she was going to be split in half, between the force of the
professor's pile-driving lunges and the student's experimental probing.
But she couldn't protest, as her mouth became moistened with the combination of her
own saliva and Lonny's lubricant, and she had to swallow rapidly to keep from choking.
Lonny looked down with lewd delight at the sweat-glistening body of the captive girl
skewered between his thick cock in her mouth and the professor's cudgel in her pussy.
Unconsciously, he began to follow the older man's rhythm, and he relentlessly sawed in
and out of her mouth, forcing her lips apart with each forward jerk until he felt the
huge blood-filled head of his penis slamming into the slippery nubs of her tonsils. His
hands held her head on either side, as she coughed and sputtered with each of his
thrusts. He watched her tender lips gradually becoming accustomed to the debasing
intrusion, and he smiled at his collaborator, when he saw what the other student was
doing with Janet's cringing little anus.
Matt's unbelievably erected cock was branding into Janet's milky white ass-cheeks, and
she shuddered as she imagined that he was planning to use it the way he was using his
finger, to force up into that sensitive little opening in her nether crevice. But she
thought miserably to herself, hadn't she asked for it, explicitly? Hadn't she wanted to
know what it felt like to be completely and totally stuffed with the hot hard cock-flesh
of two, or even three males?
She was so close to feeling that now, that her whole body tingled in lewd excitement.
The penises bludgeoning into her at both ends were incredibly satisfying while at the
same time lust-inciting, and she felt the involuntary muscles of her cuntal walls
contracting and dilating in frantic anticipation, and she knew it would not be long.
The professor was nearing his own climax, and he cast an annoyed glance at the
studious graduate on his left, whose finger was still two joints up into the dark 
rigidwalled vault of the young girl's rectum.
"You're in my way," the older man hissed. "Can't you do that later? We can't both fit
down here like this..."
Matt was agreeable and compliant with the professor's wishes, but it made him a little
sad to watch the brown ring of her anal elastic poking out as he slowly withdrew his
finger, as if in an unconscious invitation for him to stay. His cock was aching
impossibly, now, and he didn't think he'd be able to wait much longer for release. His
eyes roved desperately over the slickened, sweating surface of the beautiful girl's creamy
skin, as if he was looking for another opening through which to enter her interior,
secret core. Finding none-indeed, both her orifices were incredibly stuffed to the hilt
with the two throbbingly alive cocks of his fellow student and professor – the lust
driven student reached for one of Janet's small hands, placing it around the jerking
circumference of his pole of searing flesh.
She recoiled, automatically, at first, but soon she felt him reaching for her other hand,
too, and he placed it over and around the first. She felt the thick, hot skin between her
palms, and she began to stroke it tentatively, exploring it with her fingers, and even
touching the already moistened tip. For a crazy second, she imagined that she could
stuff it into her mouth, or down into the flowering slit of her pussy, but her
imagination boggled at the overload of information. Every hole is already filled!
The lewd thought suddenly brought on the rising tide of orgasm, beginning deep in her
quivering belly. The very incredibility of her position sparked strange new pulsing
waves of excitement that danced like demons through her shredded nerve ends. The
saliva in her mouth was sticky with Lonny's lubricating emissions, but she continued to
lick and suck at the fleshy staff disappearing into her mouth, her head bobbing madly
beside his straining hips. She sucked for it all to end as she felt her own insides
exploding in a cascade of sparks and meteors, tunneling through her veins like liquid
fire.
As if in response to her own orgasm, the student lying next to her jerked suddenly and
writhed his hips up tight to her face, sinking the full length of his cock deep into her
grasping throat. She groaned around the erupting cock in her mouth as hot, thick
liquid squirted into her throat and she sucked and swallowed, her cheeks inflating and
hollowing from the pressure of the bursting dam of sperm. At the same time, her own
orgasm was flooding in great sensual waves of cum around the jackhammering cock in
her cunt, seeping in warm rivulets out of the vaginal lips clasped tightly around its 
base. It was indescribable and the whole of her crotch felt wet and used beyond belief.
Unconscious tears of joy rolled from her eyes.
Janet was vaguely aware that the cock in her quivering cunt seemed to be getting bigger
and bigger, as the professor thrust forward without mercy. At the same time, Matt's big,
familiar cock in her hand seemed to be getting hotter and hotter, and she knew it was
going to explode soon, and send geysers of sticky cum all over the velvet smoothness of
the bedspread.
It happened all at once.
Dr. Kelsey's semen began to spurt, and she could feel the delicious white liquid
shooting into her undulating channel like burning fire, trickling down the walls of her
contracting vagina like streams of molten lava. At the same time, Matt's pelvis
convulsed like a jackknife, and his burgeoning cock was nearly wrenched from her
insecure grip. The explosive force of the thick white orgasmic streams shot from the
bloated head of his penis into the air, spiralling upward for three feet before splashing
down in heated droplets all over the naked skin of the writhing, gyrating students and
their professor.
The muscles of her cunt clasped greedily around the professor's ejaculating cock, wildly
milking the deep-sunk instrument for all it could produce. Nothing else existed for the
wanton freshman girl, except the heated throb in her vagina, and the still-jerking cocks
in her mouth and hands.
Then, as she realized that all three cocks were subsiding simultaneously, she knew that
it would all end soon. Frantically she reached down to Dr. Kelsey's balls with one small
hand, desperately milking at them in an effort to keep his ejaculate streaming into her
pussy. The other hand she slid down to the base of Matt's still half-hardened cock, to
do the same with his wrinkled sac of testicles. With her tongue, Janet lapped at the
third man's balls, still swinging slowly against her chin, as the final drops of Lonny's
cum trickled down onto the surface of her pleasure-giving tongue.
"Ooooh, more, more," she sobbed incoherently around the deflating cock that was
slipping limply down the side of her cheek. She groaned in frustration as the huge
member in her vagina continued to jerk its completion, filling her womb and foaming
out the contracting fleshy lips around its base, soaking the softly matted pubic hair it
was buried in.
Only Matt's hot penile length held the promise of any further relief for the sex-crazed
young girl. She took it in both her hands again, this time pumping at it furiously,
attempting to build it up to rigid erection again, so she could feel it pulsing up inside
her still excited little cunt. It sprang up lewdly under her now-expert caress, standing
out from its hairy base with all the virility of his original hard-on. She didn't wait for
any foreplay this time, and she nearly yanked Matt up onto the bed, pulling him over
her tingling body, so he could jack-hammer into her still aroused young pussy, feeling
finally the intense satisfaction of warm, moist female flesh around his hot, thick rod.
Together they raced to their second mutual orgasm in as many days, wildly thrashing
and rocking together, oblivious to any other activity in the room.
Her climax hit her suddenly, like a fist in the stomach. Great waves of searing
incomprehensible joy broke over her quaking body and she groaned out her release as
Matt's long, thick, cock pumped frantically into her. A moment later, the graduate
student's penis spat uncontrollably into her, overflowing with its hot spewing sperm her
already cum-filled womb.
Janet's strength was suddenly gone, and she lay limp and panting in the center of the
massive red velvet bed. The dark-haired experimenter lifted himself up off her body,
withdrawing his finally deflating cock with a lewd sluicing sound. Her body was
incapable of any further movement, as she watched the two male students and their
professor slowly retrieving their clothes, and pulling them on again, before they had to
conduct their next experimental session.
Only Andrea Meyers remained passively silent, sitting calmly in one of the over-stuffed
armchairs. She was watching the others with mild interest, but her attention seemed to
be mostly on her notebook. Janet suddenly felt overwhelmingly sympathetic for the
older girl, who had again been forced to watch a scintillating sexual performance in
which she could not participate. The freshman wondered in amazement how the other
woman could stand it, especially when she concentrated on the delicious, fulfilled
sensation that was now pervading her fully satisfied loins. She must be super-human!
the confused freshman thought guiltily. She resolved right then that if she was ever
given a chance to play out her fantasies again in the experimental session, she would
request that Andrea be a part of whatever activity took place.
My God, she thought wonderingly, I'm a lesbian, too! Was there no end to the steady
stream of soul-shattering changes that were coming over the farm girl, with every
passing day that she spent on the university campus?
Janet closed her eyes, but she soon became aware that Andrea was now sitting on the
edge of the big king-sized bed. She didn't look up right away, but soon the older girl's
smooth, soft crooning voice demanded her attention.
"I have to know how you feel, Janet, before you go to sleep or leave this room," she
said. "I want you to think back to the fantasies, the pictures you imagined in your
mind, before the start of this session... I want you to tell me if they have been fulfilled,
and if they haven't, I need to know what things you still have on your mind... Think,
now..."
It was easy for Janet to close her eyes and imagine sexual visions, because her cunt was
still twitching with the after-shock of her galvanic double-orgasm. But when she closed
her eyes and tried to imagine what she still wanted to experience, she drew back in
shocked surprise.
She had pictured a fox... a fox, and a dog... a fox fucking into her wildly clasping cunt,
and a dog pumping into her from behind, into that tiny cringing hole that Matt Cox
had been exploring earlier.
Oh, God! I've gone crazy! the frightened girl thought.


Chapter 6


Janet Pitman sat immobilized on the bed, unable to give voice to the lewd, perverted
picture that assailed her inner consciousness. She looked helplessly at the older girl,
who was waiting patiently for her to speak.
"Well, what is it?" Andrea prompted. "Most subjects, by the end of their third session,
begin to experience a sort of imagination expansion, thinking of things that have never
occurred to them before... For example, Janet, I noticed Matt playing with his finger in
your ass – did that give you any new ideas?" She paused, as Janet's face took on a
serious, reflective expression.
How did she guess? the teenager wondered. If the three students and their professor
were always so accurate in their apparent mind-reading abilities, why did they even
need to bother with the tests?
"Yes, I... I did think of that," Janet answered slowly, "a-and some other things, too..."
"What other things?" Andrea asked, pencil poised and ready to record whatever the
young blonde girl said.
"Welll," Janet hesitated. "They were, um... animal things, like at the very beginning of
the experiment." She blushed as she heard herself saying it, but the older girl didn't
seem to be surprised.
Instead, Andrea scribbled something in her notebook, and then looked up to the
freshman girl for elaboration.
"I th-thought of dogs... and foxes," she admitted softly, hanging her head so her chin
was nearly touching her still sweat-slick chest.
The researcher nodded approvingly, as if this was exactly the kind of response she was
looking for. These innocent types from small towns and rural areas never ceased to
amaze her. Normally, a research subject didn't begin to picture herself in inter-species
copulation until after the fourth or even fifth experimental session, but the supposedly
prim and proper little teenagers from the farm seemed to be so much more receptive
than normal. Why, if Janet was already prepared to have sexual intercourse with a fox,
which was considered the furthest removed from a human being's typical expectations...
My God! Andrea thought to herself, careful not to betray her thoughts by her facial
expression, Janet could go all the way to HORSES!
The graduate student didn't suggest anything to show what she was thinking, but she
hurriedly copied down the notes of the pretty freshman's most recent sexual fantasies.
God, wait til Dr. Kelsey hears this one! she thought excitedly. Janet didn't offer many
specific details of the vision flickering across her mind-screen, and the older girl was too
anxious to talk to her collaborators to pump her. As soon as she had copied down the
basics of the young girl's sexual fantasy, Andrea stood up abruptly and walked out of
the room, leaving the freshman to dress and alone.
Behind the plushly decorated experimental lab was a small, crowded office. Dr. Kelsey
was sitting behind one of the two desks, and Matt Cox was doing some writing at the
other. Lonny Simon was looking over a series of lewd photographs that were tacked to
the wall, to decide which position would be the best follow-up for young Janet Pitman,
who seemed to be progressing so fast.
Andrea burst in excitedly, waving her notebook in one hand.
"Look here!" she nearly shouted. "Look at her newest fantasies!" She tossed the
notebook in front of her professor, who glanced at it quickly, his eyebrows raised in
interest.
"Are you sure about this, Andrea?" the professor asked slowly, in his gravelly voice.
"Positively," the lovely brunette nodded, her cheeks flushed with expectation. "She's just
perfect! I'd bet anything that after the fifth session she'll be ready for – for the new set
of tests!"
Lonny and Matt crowded around the scholar's desk, hastily reading over the notes
Andrea had made. As their eyes travelled down the scribbled page, both their
expressions brightened, as the same idea crept into both their imaginations at once.
"I think Andrea's right," Matt said, nodding. "This is the first girl we've ever had who
mentioned foxes this early in the tests... And nobody has ever thought about two
different species at once before. Christ, I bet we're dealing with a nympho!"
The idea was oddly stimulating to both the male graduate students. They exchanged
meaningful glances, as their imaginations set about formulating a whole new set of
tests, different from any they had already planned before, for any of their normal,
everyday experimental subjects. Dr. Kelsey and Andrea Meyers failed to pick up the
private signals passing electrically between Matt's and Lonny's brains, and as the four
continued compiling data from their observations so far, they slowly forgot about the
excitement Janet's response had initially caused.


* * *


In the red experimental lab, the pretty blonde slowly picked her abandoned clothes up
off the floor and began to pull them on. Her body was completely limp and exhausted,
but she forced herself to hurry, so she wouldn't miss her history class. She sat through
the hour-long lecture passively, barely able to take notes on the information, and by the
time the class was dismissed for lunch, Janet was ravenously hungry.
The dormitory cafeteria wasn't crowded when Janet sat down with her tray. Most of the
freshmen had lunch an hour earlier than she did, so while she didn't always get the best
selection of meals, she always had a place to sit quietly and think, while she ate her
lunch.
Today, she couldn't believe what had happened to her. For some reason, although her
body was completely satiated, Janet couldn't think of anything else but the lust
inspiring experimental lab where she had recently undergone such a radical change. It
had only been eight days ago, she reflected, that she had been in the room for the first
time, and had witnessed the debauchery between the lab assistant and the Great Dane.
Yesterday, she had deliberately given up her virginity, which she had been brought up
to prize above almost everything else, and today...
My God! Today I've been fucked by two different men! And I've sucked cock, and I've
had my pussy licked! What would Mother ever think?
A small twinge of guilt stole into the young girl's consciousness. She tried to beat it
down, telling herself that it was a requirement for her psychology 169 class, and if she
didn't take part in the series of tests, she wouldn't pass the course. But even so, her
conscience insisted that everything that had happened in the experimental situation was
her own fault... Their activities were brought on by her own requests and suggestions,
and if she had been careful, she could have avoided almost everything that had
happened so far. She could have said she imagined something simple, like a kiss, or
another adolescent form of affection... and then they wouldn't have an excuse to tease
and torment her with their long, thick cocks, sending her nerves reeling with the force
of promised orgasm.
But if she had said she only imagined a kiss, when in reality her body was demanding
ever-better stimulation, she would be ruining their experiment. She would wreck all
their results, and make them think they had planned the tests wrong. It wouldn't be fair
for her, a simple freshman from a small town, to jeopardize the importance of the
research going on at the university.
No, she told herself calmly, as she spooned up her soup, I had to do everything I've
done so far... And Dr. Kelsey was right... Nothing has hurt me; I'm perfectly safe and
unharmed. So why should I feel guilty about what I've done?
As if suddenly relieved of further responsibility, the young girl's imagination flew back
to the four red-and-gold papered walls in lab 602. She pictured what would happen
during the fourth session of the obscene series of tests, if they actually tried to help her
act out the lewd imagined sexual act she had confided in the lovely female researcher.
Janet smiled to herself, and her recently ravished loins began to tingle again with illicit
desire, as she stood up to put away her cafeteria tray, and felt the seeping moisture
already dampening the sex crevice between her milky white thighs.
She had two more classes in the afternoon, and all during both of them, Janet could
think of nothing else but next Monday, right after Sex Ed... when she would again be
admitted into that incredible little chamber of rampant pleasure. By the time she got
back in her small dormitory room, the girl's imagination had again run away with her,
and the first thing she did was throw herself down on her little bed, locking her hands
between her legs, filling and pressuring against the split of her crotch.
"Ooooh," she moaned aloud, twisting on the bed so she could kick off her cum-soaked
bikini panties. Her small hands felt cool and insignificant compared to the raging fire
that was burning out of control in her loins, and she wished fervently that she was back
in lab 602, on the huge red bed.
Her slender little fingers sought the burgeoning bud of her erect little clitoris, rubbing
and stimulating it mercilessly, as the fingers of her other hand slipped easily into the
hole between her legs, the warm, still-swollen vaginal lips flowering open expectantly.
"Goddd!... I want to go back there nowwwww," she groaned to herself, as she flicked
and fingered at the whole sensitive area of her cuntal vee. Her little finger had popped
unexpectedly inside the clenched brown ring of her anus, and she suddenly jerked with
the remembered passion of this morning.
"Aaaah, Matt... Do it to me... Do it to me there," she crooned deliriously, sliding her
tiny digit around in the tight dark rectal hole. With her other fingers, she teased and
tickled inside her vaginal walls, feeling the muscular undulation of their involuntary
pulsing. Her mind was aflame with the same lewd visions she had been imagining all
day, grand impossible chains of copulating humans and beasts, joined obscenely in
illicit sexual entanglement.
Matt was ramming into her ass from behind, and a vague hairy dog plunged into her
pussy from in front. The dog's long rough tongue was dribbling and drooling at the
moist throbbing slit of Andrea's coralline cunt, and the beautiful woman's lips were
ovaled around the shaft of the other grad student's cock. Janet licked her lips as she
imagined the pungent flavor of male sperm in her mouth-sperm from a sleek male fox,
pumping frantically above her face.
"Aaaggghhh!" the freshman cried out involuntarily, as her body wracked and quaked
with the visions exploding across her mind-screen. Now she saw a goat, balancing
above her precariously while his rampant penis throbbed out between her own
flagellating pussy petals. Someone's cock was in her mouth, and his mouth was
clamped tightly to Andrea Meyers' seething cunt. The older girl's softly rounded mouth
accepted another dog's cock, and she stroked a human penis in each of her slender
white tapering hands.
Janet's fingers were aching now and she strained and shoved into her cunt and rectum,
pushing relentlessly for her illicit orgasm. She was perspiring freely as she thrashed
around on the small built-in bed, feeling the synapses of her nerves exploding with
electrical shocks. Her mind and body were completely overloaded with sensation and
imagination now, and her uninhibited cries pierced the close stillness of her private
dormitory room.
Suddenly, her brain jumped up with the image of Andrea, Thrasher, Matt, Lonny,
herself and Dr. Kelsey all jerking and writhing with a massively volatile orgasm. She
didn't know that it was her own release overtaking her senses, and she wasn't aware
that she had rolled screaming off the bed, to lie in the center of the little hooked rug on
the floor, ramming viciously with her whole wrist into the climaxing hole of her cunt.
Her body convulsed spasmodically around her own invading hands, and she moaned
and twisted incessantly to release the full power of her orgasm. Finally, one last wail
escaped her passion-contorted lips, echoing resoundingly off all four walls of her room,
assaulting her ears with its shrieking high-pitch.
"Aaaaiiieee! Aaaarrrggghhh!"
"What's going on in here?" a stern voice demanded.
Janet's eyes were still blurry, and her face was dripping with perspiration. Her hands
were still lewdly clenched between her limply twitching thighs. She bent her head
backward, toward the source of the voice.
"What's going on in here?" it repeated. From her upside down view Janet couldn't quite
recognize the housemother of the women's dorm, and in any case, she was too
exhausted to reply.
For the third time, the older woman's harsh voice demanded an explanation, and Janet
rolled over and sat up.
"M-Mrs. Daggett!" she breathed incredulously. She looked down sheepishly at her
rumpled, lewdly aromatic clothing, wondering when the housemother had come to the
door, and how much she had seen of Janet's perverted self-stimulation.
"It sounded like someone was being tortured in here," the older woman explained,
regarding the girl stiffly. "Now suppose you come down to the office and tell me what's
happened!"


Chapter 7


Janet Pitman was miserable. She couldn't remember a single moment in her entire life
that had been more depressing than the moment she had emerged from the
housemother's office. Everything seemed to be caving in all around her, and all because
of that exciting series of experiments she had been doing for her sexual education class.
It just wasn't fair!
Mrs. Daggett hadn't come right out and said that she knew what had been causing the
girl to cry out with such animalistic abandon. But it was clear from what the widowed
woman did say that she had witnessed more of the perverted act than Janet cared to
admit, through the door that she had carelessly left open.
"The purpose for the quiet hours rule is to allow all the students living in the dormitory
time to study," the glinting-eyed woman had begun. "It's absolutely essential that we
maintain this quiet time... and any activities" – here the housemother paused for
emphasis – "that require excessive noise, will have to be curtailed."
Janet had been trembling shamefacedly, trying to beat down her rising heartbeat and to
regain her composure. But with the ecstasy of her self-induced orgasm so nearly past,
she couldn't force her mind to think of anything to say. Oh, how did I get myself into
all this? I was never in trouble back home!
"I won't embarrass you," Mrs. Daggett had continued, "by asking you the cause of that
bestial outburst. But I will take this opportunity to warn you, that the rules of this
dormitory must be followed."
"I-I understand that, Mrs. Daggett," the young girl whispered, and then her
punishment had come.
"To give you a chance to get used to dormitory rules, Miss Pitman," the staid woman
had said, "I will give you one chance. That means you will be on probation for a month
– no late hours, no weekend leaves except on your parents' request, and no
extracurricular activities. That way you'll learn how important it is to follow the
dormitory rules. Is that clear?"
The quivering young girl nodded mutely. Mrs. Daggett gave her a long pink form,
which had to be signed by all her professors, certifying that she had attended their
classes. At the end of her month's probation period, Janet would have to turn the form
in to Mrs. Daggett, to be analyzed to confirm her good behavior.
It was so humiliating! How could she face Dr. Kelsey, whose massive penis had only
this morning snaked up into her squirming pussy, with the degrading punishment form
that he had to sign? And what would happen next Monday, when she was to go to the
lab for the fourth inter-species copulation session? Would she have to have the form
signed then, too?
In a way, all the events of this afternoon and evening had been strangely tied together
by the lewd series of experiments. If she had not signed up as a subject in the inter
species experiment, she would not have found herself thinking about all the weird, lust
inciting sexual positions. And if she had not been thinking about the positions, she
would not have been inexorably driven to masturbate, to relieve the fiery tension her
visions caused in her pussy. And if she had not been finger-fucking herself while her
mind ran wild with passion, Mrs. Daggett would not have had the chance to hear her –
or maybe even see her as she rolled around wantonly on the floor of her dorm room. It
just didn't seem fair!
And yet, that was exactly the way the coincidental chain of events had happened. There
was nothing Janet could do about it now, except abide by the terms of her probation
and hope that she could learn to live with it.
But by the next morning, when the freshman was on her way to class, her hopes were
dashed. In her purse, the folded pink form for her professors to sign seemed to be
burning a hole right through the leather, and her face burned correspondingly, as she
imagined that everyone on campus must be aware of her disgrace by now. She hung her
head shamefully, afraid to look anyone in the eyes, and when she got to the sexual
education lecture hall, she deliberately chose an anonymous seat in the back, where she
hoped that Andrea Meyers would not recognize her.
Dr. Kelsey's lecture subject for Wednesday couldn't have been worse. He was talking
about the values of masturbation, and the history and future of this widespread but
little-talked-about practice.
"The art of self-stimulation is as old as life itself," the professor said, in his gravelly
speaking voice. "I'm sure those of you who have lived around animals are aware of their
frequent licking and pawing of their private parts. People will tell you that this is due to
their natural instinct to keep clean, but if you will observe them closely, you will see
that they get excited by their unconscious stimulation of their genital organs..."
Janet tried to write notes in her binder, but her hand was shaking with insecurity. She
slid down in her chair, hiding her face behind the boy who sat in front of her. Dr.
Kelsey went on with his lecture, explaining how the Greeks and Romans used
masturbation and homosexuality to keep the population down, and how in some
societies self-stimulation was regarded almost as an art form. It was when he got to the
part about the present-day status of masturbation in a changing society that the
freshman from Milltown thought she had heard enough.
She closed her notebook and laid down her pencil, unable to continue to pay attention.
She wanted desperately to get up and sneak quietly out the door, but she knew that she
had to stay until the end of the lecture, to get Dr. Kelsey's signature on the humiliating
pink form. Why did it have to happen now? she wondered. It was as though the whole
circumstance was part of a big master plan, designed specifically to make her feel guilty,
for deriving such pleasure out of the wonderful things she had only recently come to
know.
It seemed like hours before Dr. Kelsey had finished explaining some of the most
common forms of both male and female masturbation. After he had given the students
a few examples of unorthodox methods of achieving self-induced orgasm, the dismissal
bell rang mercifully, and as the other students filed out the back door of the lecture hall,
Janet pushed her way down toward the stage. Dr. Kelsey was gathering his papers
together when the nervous girl reached the podium.
"Aaah, Janet Pitman," the professor nodded approvingly. "I've heard some good reports
on your performance in the inter-species experiment."
Janet blushed uncontrollably. In a small voice she said, "That's partly why I came to see
you."
"Oh?" the man said, raising his eyebrows inquisitively. "Why don't we go over to my
office? We can have a nice, private chat there..."
The blonde girl was too embarrassed to explain the real object of her mission, so she
nodded silently and followed him out of the lecture hall.
Dr. Kelsey's office was in the psychology building, right next to the dorms. At the sight
of her residence hall Janet shuddered nervously, but she kept a few steps behind the
professor so he wouldn't sense her uneasiness. Fortunately, his cubicle was facing the
opposite direction, so as she settled down into the worn leather chair across from his
huge, messy-looking desk, she could look out the window toward the biology building,
where she had learned so much in such a short time.
"Now, Janet, what's on your mind?" the older man asked kindly, pouring himself a cup
of coffee from a desk percolator. He offered her some, but she refused politely, not
wanting to let herself forget why she was here.
"This," she answered simply, pulling the humiliating pink form out of her purse. She
held it out for him to inspect, marking the space reserved for his signature with her
pencil.
"Dormitory probation," the professor guessed instantly. He'd seen many of the forms
before, in his long experience at this institution of higher learning. The system of rules
and punishments meted out by the dormitory officials was not at all to his liking, but
he had gotten used to their strictness after so many years as a professor. He looked over
the blank sheet that the girl had handed him, nodding thoughtfully.
"What did you get it for, dear?" he asked Finally, after applying his signature in the
designated space. "Having a man in your room?" That was the reason most girls got
put on probation, he knew, although last week he would have thought it impossible in
the case of Janet Pitman.
"No, not exactly," she answered slowly. "It was for... making too much noise during
study hours..."
Dr. Kelsey didn't really understand the meaning of her evasive answer, but she could
tell that she didn't want to talk about it. "Oh, having a party at midnight, then," he said
lightly, with a friendly half-smile.
"D-Dr. Kelsey, I was wondering. Does this mean I can't go on with the... experiment?"
she asked hesitantly. "Does someone have to sign for the laboratory time too?" The
fearful apprehension was plainly evident in her voice.
"That depends," the professor mused thoughtfully. He was thinking about what his
pretty graduate assistant had told him just yesterday, about her conviction that Janet
was ready to go on to the next series of tests. He chose his words carefully, so as not to
upset the innocent young freshman with his proposal.
"Andrea and the boys think that you're one of the most promising subjects they've
encountered in a long time, Janet. It seems that your imagination is clear and
progressive, and your fantasies are reaching the point where they can no longer be
accommodated by the structure of the series of tests..."
The scholar's words were almost incomprehensible to the freshman, but she listened
attentively, catching the subtle underlying suggestion of the professor's proposition. My
God, he wants me to do something else, something that's not part of the experiment!
Her brain raced forward instantly, like a pent-up bull suddenly released from his pen,
charging around frantically in search of satisfaction.
"We were discussing a new format for your last two sessions with us... possibly
involving animals."
"But I thought," Janet interrupted hastily, "that the experiment was supposed to be
about animals!"
"Normally, all we do in the five sessions is break down the subject's resistance to the
idea of inter-species copulation. We do this by showing her, through a series of acting
out situations, that she has the potential to appreciate these things built right into her
imagination. That's why we encourage fantasizing before and after each session, to see
how much the subject's attitude's have changed."
Janet nodded interestedly. Already she had forgotten about the degrading pink sheet she
had presented to the professor, and her imagination was careening over an uncharted
course of fantastic sexual possibilities.
"In your case," the professor continued, "Lonny, Matt, and Andrea find that your
fantasies are running far ahead of normal progress, so they don't think you really need
to finish up the original series they had planned. What we'd like to do, Janet," – he
leaned forward in his chair, bracing his elbows on his desk to steady himself – "is use
you in a new series of tests, Inter-species Copulation Part Two. You'd be the first
subject ever to go through this experiment, but for a girl of your obviously colorful
imagination, I think it would be stimulating and satisfying."
"Wh-What would I have to do?" the farmer's daughter asked hesitantly. She had grown
to enjoy the originally planned sessions so much that she wasn't ready to give them up
frivolously.
"That hasn't been entirely worked out," Dr. Kelsey told her. "But next week, when you
come in for your fourth session, we'll do something different..."
Janet could hardly believe her ears. Here she had thought she was ruining the graduate
students' experiment, when actually she was the best subject they had ever had. And
now they wanted her to jump ahead, and try things they hadn't even thought of yet!
But then she remembered the prohibitive dormitory probation.
"What about that?" the young girl asked soberly, pointing to the pink sheet still on Dr.
Kelsey's desk.
The professor merely patted the back of her hand. "We'll take care of that," he
promised.


Chapter 8


As the week wore on, Janet Pitman's new sense of confidence began to wane. The
conditions of her probation had been strictly enforced, and she honestly began to doubt
Dr. Kelsey's ability to get Mrs. Daggett to ease up a little. By Friday, the first night that
Janet would miss the late hours free time that all the other girls were given on
weekends, the poor girl was downright depressed. Sitting alone in the empty dormitory
lobby was no way for a beautiful blonde to spend a Friday night.
She tried to read, as the TV flickered noiselessly, but the huge recreation room was so
lonely that it was eerie. She kept imagining that there were spies lurking in the
shadows, taking notes on her every move, reading her thoughts and desires, recording
them for that horrible Mrs. Daggett. Unconsciously, Janet crossed her legs in protection
of her precious sexual core, cringing there between her thighs.
Oh, God, how will I ever be able to stand this for a whole month?
Her tormented imagination was working overtime, and now she felt the crotchband of
her panties becoming warm and damp and she began to feel increasingly
uncomfortable, as she tried to shift her thoughts to something else. Her book slipped
heavily from her hands, landing with a plop on the cushion beside her, and her head
inclined backwards, resting on the back of the sofa. Her cornflower blue eyes roved
aimlessly around the lobby, seeing nothing but the emptiness of spending Friday night
alone.
"Janet!"
What was that? The blonde girl whirled around and sat upright again. She perked up
her ears, but heard nothing. Am I having a hallucination?
"Janet!" The voice seemed closer this time, beckoning to her like some invisible
conscience. "Over here, by the refrigerator..."
The freshman stood up, looking over her shoulder to make sure that the housemother
wasn't watching. Casually she approached the refrigerator, as if she was just going to
get a coke.
"Who is it?" she whispered urgently, reaching the corner of the room where the voice
had come from. "Where are you?"
"Outside," the man responded, and Janet looked through the louvered windows next to
the refrigerator. It was dark outside, and there was a large, nondescript bush growing in
front of the window, so she couldn't even make out a human form, much less a face.
She squinted and peered through the screen, and then suddenly whirled around to see
that Mrs. Daggett was still occupied at the desk.
"It's okay, Janet," the voice reassured her. "I can see the old witch from here..."
"Lonny!" the girl suddenly cried in a hoarse whisper, finally recognizing the man's
voice. "What are you doing here? Why don't you come into the lobby?"
"Shhh," he cautioned. "I don't want your housemother to know you have company...
We were wondering..."
"We?" the girl repeated.
"Andrea and me... We thought we might be able to have... another session tonight-"
The freshman's mind was in a jumble. Her depression of a few minutes ago had given
way to a strange confusion, as she tried to make sense of what the graduate student was
saying. Another session? Tonight? I thought Dr. Kelsey was going to arrange that for
next week, like we usually do... What's going on?
Aloud she said, "Is this part of the experiment?"
"Sure," the woman's voice answered, speaking for the first time. Then she added, "Sort
of... We're sure you'll enjoy it, and we figured this would be easier than trying to beat
your restriction..."
"Trying to beat my restriction? What do you mean?"
"Well," Andrea continued calmly, "Dr. Kelsey doesn't think you'll be able to participate
in the regular sessions because of that pink sheet with all your classes listed on it... See,
the experiment isn't listed as a valid excuse to be out of the dormitory. So the only way
to get out is to sneak out. Now, when I was a freshman, I stayed in this building, and
all my friends and I had a way to sneak out after hours. You know the door at the end
of the hallway on the second floor?"
Janet whispered back that she did, and listened incredulously while the older girl
explained a clever way of disengaging the alarm that was operated by the movements of
the door. All the blonde girl had to do, Andrea said, was insert a pencil into the space
between the door and the frame, to keep the alarm from sounding. Then she could
easily climb down the fire escape and be free for as long as she wanted. If she was
lucky, no one would check the door, and she would be able to sneak back in the same
way, without ever being observed or missed.
"How about it?" Andrea inquired expectantly.
"I... I don't know..." Janet whispered back. She had to admit that the idea sounded
awfully tempting, compared with the prospect of spending the whole month cooped up
in the recreation hall. At the same time, however, the young girl sensed something
illicit in the daring plan – she wasn't sure that Lonny and Andrea were being perfectly
honest with her. Hadn't Dr. Kelsey assured her, after all, that the experiment would go
ahead as scheduled? And if it couldn't, wouldn't somebody have told her in class today?
Why would they be so stealthy and secretive about it, if everything was aboveboard?
The blonde freshman pondered for a long time. She opened the door to the refrigerator
and pretended to be looking for something, while she listened to the impatient whispers
of the pair of graduate students outside the window.
"Are you going to do it?"
"It's all part of the experiment..."
Janet glanced back over her shoulder toward the stooped form of the housemother, who
was still seemingly unaware that the girl was talking to someone outside the residence
hall. Then she looked back into the bushes outside the window, not seeing, but sensing
the presence of the two anxious graduate students. Why not, she mused thoughtfully. I
was going to start some new experiments anyway... Suddenly, she closed the refrigerator
door with a loud bang, whispering out the window, "Okay, I'll try..."
She didn't even wait for a response from the two older students. She scooped up her
book from the couch, walked rapidly past the hawk-eyed housemother, and mounted
the stairs. The second floor looked just like the third floor, where her room was, so
Janet had no trouble locating the emergency exit at the end of the long hall. She slipped
a pencil in the crack between the door and the alarm button, just as Andrea had
advised, and then, carefully, she tried the latch.
The click of the unused latch was unnaturally loud, causing the girl to jump, but
mercifully no alarm signal sounded. Janet quickly closed the door behind her, making
sure that the latch didn't click shut, and ran down the heavy steel fire escape to the
ground in the back of the building. She hurried around to the front, where she saw
Lonny Simon and Andrea Meyers, waiting anxiously on the sidewalk by a parked car.
"Hop in," Lonny greeted her, holding the door of the old model Volkswagen open.
Janet ducked under his arm and slid into the back seat, feeling the odd impression that
she was being kidnapped. Oh, stop it, she told herself sternly. You know these people
well!
Nevertheless, the blonde freshman began to feel more than a little nervous as Lonny
seated himself behind the wheel and roared off campus as if his old VW was a hot
sports car. It couldn't have been more than ten minutes later when he pulled up in
front of a staid-looking fraternity house, announcing that this was where he lived.
Andrea didn't seem at all surprised, and Janet guessed that the older girl had probably
been here before... but to Janet herself, the idea of going into a strictly male residence
was somehow unnerving, and she began to wish she hadn't let herself be talked into
coming.
Surely this can't be part of the experiment, her reasoning mind told her. If it was, Matt
and Dr. Kelsey would be here too...
Lonny led the two women up the back steps, through the gigantic communal kitchen,
and into a large, well-fitted recreation room. It was at least ten times better than the
meager rec room in the dorms, Janet noted, her eyes widening as she looked at the two
pool tables, a ping pong table, huge stereo system, and an enormous record collection.
There were two color TV's, facing opposite directions, and at least four massive, soft
looking sofas, occupied now by several clean-cut looking young men and their gorgeous
dates.
The men didn't even look up as Lonny led the two women through a curtained
doorway, clearly marked, "No Women Beyond This Point". It must be normal, Janet
mused, for a guy to break the rules here. She followed closely behind Andrea as they
wound their way through a maze of hallways, twisting this way and that through the
old, converted mansion. Finally they came to a door with a lewd calendar pin-up tacked
to the front, and underneath it was a handwritten label: Sex Research Conducted Here
– Enter At Your Own Risk! And although the freshman knew that it was probably a
joke between Lonny and his fraternity brothers, Janet couldn't help being a little
apprehensive. What if the sign was right?
Lonny's room was luxurious beyond comparison, when Janet remembered the shabby
car he drove and the long hours he spent in the lab room on campus. It was dominated
by a circular waterbed, right in the middle of the floor, and the ceiling was covered with
a parachute-like silk hanging which draped down around the waterbed, so it could be
completely curtained off from the rest of the room. The silk curtain was black, and it
began to shimmer and glow fantastically when the older student turned on a fluorescent
light in the center of the ceiling.
"Ooooh, wow!" Janet breathed.
"You like my room, then?" Lonny asked proudly. "I tried to get the professor to set up
the laboratory like this, but he's convinced that red is a more sensual color... But we'll
leave that decision up to you, after you've had experience in both places..."
The grad student's suggestion was clear and unmistakable, and Janet tried to tell herself
not to worry. After all, what did you think he wanted you to come over here for? she
taunted herself. She stood almost mesmerized as she watched both Lonny and Andrea
casually strip away their clothes, until they were both stark naked in the weird purplish
glow of the black light.
"Come on," Andrea urged, coming over to help Janet off with her clothes. "You were
always so anxious in the other sessions..." Janet could hardly help the other woman pull
her sweater over her head or unhook her lacy brassiere. Andrea's teeth and eyes
sparkled demonically in the eerie light, and the freshman began to feel genuinely afraid.
She stood absolutely still while the beautiful nude woman pulled and twisted at her
clothes, until finally, Janet, too, was completely naked.
"Wh-what do we do now?" the blonde girl stuttered, her voice barely above a whisper.
"Well, before we go into animals," Andrea explained, "there's one more thing we have
to do... Do you remember what Matt Cox was doing with his finger, the other day?"
Did she remember? My God, that was the very thing that had gotten her into trouble
with her housemother at the dorms! If her imagination hadn't been totally captivated by
that lewd, suggestive, obscene act, Janet might never have been restricted to dormitory
probation!
"Okay," Andrea nodded, taking her silence for affirmation. "That's what it is... Now you
lie down here," she instructed, pointing to the shiny satin sheets of the waterbed, "and
Lonny and I will take care of the rest."
Obediently, the pretty blonde farm girl crawled up on the bed, exclaiming in surprise at
the way the sealed mattress rocked and swayed under her weight. She knelt up on all
fours, according to Andrea's instructions, her buttocks quivering apprehensively in the
sensual black light. She gasped when the bed rocked with Andrea's weight, and she felt
the older girl climbing up behind her, mounting her just like a dog!
Andrea's full warm breasts pressed softly into the small of Janet's back, their nipples
poking spikily into the young girl's sensitive skin. What was she going to do?
As if in answer, the lovely brunette leaned forward over the blonde's body, reaching
down to cup Janet's swinging fleshy breasts, one in each hand. She began to knead and
squeeze at the girl's heaving melon-shaped orbs, stroking over the pinkly quivering
nipples until they sprang up hard between her expert fingers. Janet felt the blood
rushing through her veins as her heartbeat speeded up automatically, to accommodate
the increase in sensations coursing through her nerves.
Lonny stood close to the round rocking mattress, his eyes bulging in excitement at the
unfamiliar sight. He and his fellow graduates had never before performed the act that
he and Andrea had planned for tonight, because they had never found a subject who
seemed suited for such advanced forms of sex. And now that they were finally getting
the chance to try it, Lonny could barely contain his excitement. The two gorgeous
women tangled together animal fashion on the bed presented an image that was more
than he could bear.
Christ! he muttered to himself. Two broads making love like a couple of bitches in heat!
The mashed lushness of Andrea's huge mature breasts contrasted obscenely with the
hanging trembling flesh of Janet's firm young globes, and it was all Lonny could do to
keep from jumping down there on the bed with them, to feel his blood-engorged cock
sliding up and down in the valleys between the women's ripely inviting breast.
He reached down between his legs, to massage the throbbing length of his massive,
fully erected organ, while his eyes remained riveted on the salacious scene the two
female students enacted on his own bed.
Andrea removed one of her hands from Janet's breast, and moved it down across the
blonde girl's taut, flat belly. She trailed it over the freshman's lightly curling pubic
wisps, insinuating it between her clenched thighs, and pulled them apart gently,
exposing the coral slit of Janet's already excited pussy.
"Look here, Lonny," the older girl panted to her companion, as she leaned back from
the girl's quivering ass just long enough to let the man get a view of the tempting
young cunt that had brought them all so much joy and excitement.
"God, it's gorgeous," the student responded appreciatively. "Hurry up, Andrea, and get
her ready... my cock's about to burst."
Janet flinched at the man's suggestive words. What did they intend to do to her,
anyway? Hadn't Andrea just said they were going to do what Matt had done, in the last
experimental session? Didn't that mean they were going to stick their fingers into her
cringing little asshole? What did Lonny mean about his cock! Surely it would be
impossible for the graduate student to shove his whole, lust-engorged cock into that
tiny virgin hole!
Shudders of apprehension began to quake through her, as Andrea pulled her ankles
apart with both hands, spreading Janet's backside like a giant pair of scissors, until the
freshman could feel the strain in the stretching membranes of both her cunt and her
rectal orifice. She was totally exposed to both graduate students' eager gazes, as she felt
their stares penetrating her very skin.
Janet began to chastise herself for being so gullible. Not only had she allowed her
uncontrollable anticipation of sexual fulfillment to make her agree with Lonny's and
Andrea's wild plans for her, but she had also jeopardized her position in the legitimate
experiment, right when she was on the verge of breaking new ground, trying things
that no other subject had tried before. How could I be so stupid?
It was hard for her to hold herself up, her body was so unnaturally spread. She
trembled and winced as she felt the pressure of Andrea's fingers between her legs,
flicking over the tender flesh of her exposed vaginal opening, trailing a line all the way
from her clitoris to the tight brown ring of her anus.
"What's wrong, Janet?" she heard the older girl ask. "You're not relaxing..."
The corn silk blonde couldn't answer her, as her fingers thrust suddenly deep into her
moistened cleft, bringing another helpless twitch from her body. Janet moaned
involuntarily, as her cuntal lips began to flower open in invitation to be ravished, and
she screwed her buttocks up higher, to allow Andrea to enter her pulsing pink slit.
"Don't worry, Lonny, she'll want it soon enough," Andrea said over her shoulder to the
hungry-eyed student standing by. "I guess she's just not used to the new
environment..."
Janet squirmed and flinched, torn between her own extraordinary carnal desires and her
apprehension of the uninhibited advances of the two graduate students. She tried to
escape the unnatural impalement of the older girl's finger, as it now snaked upward
into her undulating vagina, but her body seemed to be reacting of its own volition,
suctioning against the woman's digit as if to prevent it from slipping out.
"Let it go, Janet," Andrea advised from behind. "You know what we're going to do,
don't you... last Monday you even asked for it!"
"Tuesday," Janet corrected sullenly, but it didn't make any difference. Once again her
impossibly intense sexuality had gotten her in trouble and she resolved to let nature
take its course, and then get out of there as quickly as she could. Everything that had
seemed so beautiful and promising earlier in the week had been twisted and bent out of
shape, until it was no longer recognizable. If only she had had the strength to listen to
her conscience!
Her pussy was trembling helplessly now, dilating and dampening around the graduate
student's teasingly invading finger. She rocked her pelvis back and forth, meeting the
older girl' illicit plunges, wishing with all her will that Andrea would put another finger,
and maybe a third, into her tortured passage.
"Mmmmmm," she groaned, straining around the student's slender probe. "Ooooh,
more... more."
"Yesss, that's better," Andrea crooned approvingly behind her. But instead of
acquiescing, the older girl twisted her hand around, pivoting it on the finger imbedded
securely in Janet's palpitating cunt. She turned her hand until her little finger brushed
against the wrinkled tight surface of Janet's little anus, and then she pushed mightily
downward, forcing her middle finger even deeper in the girl's seething pussy, but at the
same time insinuating her little finger into the clenched elastic nether ring.
"Ooooh, not that!" Janet wailed helplessly. But she couldn't fight it, because her belly
was burning up with the licking flames of desire, and if Andrea removed her little finger
from Janet's asshole, she would also be pulling her middle finger from its sheath in her
cunt.
As the farm girl's hips undulated steadily, in rhythm with Andrea's finger plunging into
her vagina, she felt the increasing pressure forcing into her backside, pushing away the
almost untouched tightly clenched flesh with each forward thrust. She trembled and
cowered in the center of the rocking waterbed, as her concentration centered on the
forbidden invasion of her rectum.
God, a man's penis will never fit in there! she thought again. She wondered how she
had ever managed to take Matt Cox's muscular masculine finger in that private little
sanctuary, only three days ago. Already the tormenting pressure of just Andrea's little
finger was stretching her nether passage beyond belief.
She clenched her legs and buttocks together, feeling her softly rounded asscheeks
squeezing sensually around Andrea's hand. I can't let it go on, her benumbed brain was
chanting. They can't make me do it if I don't want to...
But even as she vowed internally to put a stop to this salacious torture, Janet knew she
was wrong. She knew that she had said she wanted to try this very thing, even though
she had imagined it with a slender stiff animal penis rather than the thick hard
instrument that was jutting out from Lonny's hairy loins. She twisted her face around
so she was looking straight at the man's cudgel now, and she could barely believe her
eyes.
Oh, God! What have I done?
Abruptly, she felt a gush of cool air wash over her tormented backside as Andrea raised
up from her body and knelt on the mattress behind her. She pulled her fingers from the
girl's two private orifices with a wet sluicing sound, leaving Janet feeling empty and
frustrated. She propped herself up on her elbows and looked back to where Andrea was
sitting.
"Wh-?" she began, but then she saw what was happening.
Andrea waved her hand over Janet's nakedly trembling buttocks, indicating to Lonny
that she was ready. The male student eagerly climbed up on the bed beside his
collaborator, sending massive waves rocking over the waterbed so that Janet lost her
balance.
Moments later, she felt the sudden wild slithering of lips, licking all around the smooth
ovals of her buttocks. Lonny was licking and sucking her backside without control,
bringing tiny gasps from her as she ground her groin into the mattress in shock. But
every time she pressed her hips into the waterbed, she set off a chain reaction, as the
waves responded by heaving her right back up against the man's slithery flicking
tongue.
He spread her asscheeks apart with his thumbs and she could feel his tongue trailing
down to lick the crevice between them. He pulled at the soft flesh around her naked
anus and she could feel the strain on the tight puckered hole. She felt completely
helpless and obscenely naked as his hulking form hovered over her buttocks, pillaging
the tiny brown opening with his tongue.
Andrea had backed away from the bed now, and she was watching with the intense
interest she had in all sexual experiments. It pleased her almost as much to see other
people writhing and thrashing in complete ecstatic abandon as it did to feel the
pleasurable stimulation of her own naked genitals. Now she was watching closely for
the moment when Lonny would insert his huge long penis into Janet's forbidden
depths, not wanting to miss a second of the wild, frenzied sensuality she was sure they
would both experience.
Lonny raised his head from the girl's slickly shining backside now and reached out for
Janet's ankles. He pressed them wider apart, until her feet were reaching almost to the
edges of the round waterbed, dividing the circle into thirds along with her naked torso.
She felt his thick finger probing at the puckered little inlet like a teasing needle and she
jerked automatically from the penetration that she knew was coming. He poked for a
moment at the outer edges of the small elastic circle, then shoved forward, sinking his
finger up to the first knuckle.
"That's right, Lonny," she heard Andrea say. "Just stretch it a little more like Matt did,
and I think she'll be ready to take you."
Janet jumped and flinched, her muscles involuntarily contracting around the nowfamiliar 
intrusion in her anus. Lonny's finger was big and hot, and perhaps if she had
had a nice warm penis slicing in and out of her cunt, Janet might have been able to
enjoy the unnatural presence in her rectum. But there was no cock plundering her
vagina, and the girl's attention was riveted securely on the searing impossible entry of
Lonny's finger in her rectum, and her only thought was to get it out.
She sucked in her breath as she felt him begin to move his middle finger around in her
tight anus, sawing it in and out in preparation for what was to come. She moaned and
pressed her face down into the undulant mattress as he burrowed deeper, slipping his
finger in to the second knuckle, and then slowly and methodically twisting it around in
her tightly contracting asshole.
Janet forced herself to relax, in spite of the impossible invasion of her rectum and the
soaring fire burning out of control in her loins. She imagined that if she could
concentrate on her cunt, and the needful ache in her belly, she would forget about
Lonny's lustful intrusion into her most private orifice. Perhaps she could even pretend
that it was her seething pussy he was playing with, teasing and torturing beyond
control.
But she jerked unexpectedly as she felt the student insert a second finger into her
stretching nether channel. She wriggled her pelvis automatically, trying to escape the
added presence, but it only set the water-mattress to rocking, establishing a lewd
suggestive rhythm for his plunging fingers into her ravaged anus.
She was certain now that his monstrous cock would never fit in her unused passage. It
would absolutely split her in two. She tried to cringe away from him, but he pushed her
down tightly into the undulating mattress by placing the flat of his other hand right in
the center of her back. He screwed his fingers into her relentlessly, stretching the tiny
puckered anus until she began to groan with apprehension.
"It's impossible," she moaned into the mattress. "L-Lonny, I think I was wrong when I
said I wanted it " Her voice was a frightened mewl, and the male student responded
kindly. "No, Janet, you weren't wrong... You'll really enjoy it, once you get used to it...
and if you want to try the special experiments, you'll have to get used to it."
Janet had forgotten about the promise of new and more exciting things she would learn
from the new series of tests. For a hesitating moment, she thought that maybe she
wouldn't really want to be the first subject in the new experiments, but almost
immediately, she realized that Lonny was right.
At the same time, she felt the tight elastic ring of her anus clinging to the graduate
student's fingers as he slipped them slowly out. Finally, she heard and felt the pop of
his knuckles, as they slipped with a sucking sound through the rubbery membrane, and
her back passage felt strangely empty, as her cunt did.
Lonny trembled in sexual fervor as he contemplated the stretched but still miniscule
opening of the young girl's virginal rectum. Never in the whole series of experiments
had he fucked a girl in the ass – they had all been too reserved and puritanical to ask
for it, and it was their policy to do only what the girls imagined they needed, to
eliminate their sexual inhibitions. His eyes gleamed wildly as he stroked his hugely
swollen cock, bringing it to its full gargantuan size.
Andrea looked on lustfully, as hungry for the girl's tiny rectum as she was for the
sensation of feeling Lonny's massive instrument worming up between her legs. She was
proud that it had been she who had discovered the adventurous tendencies lurking in
young Janet's imagination, even if the girl was balking now out of apprehension.
Andrea knew it was going to turn out splendidly, and she urged Lonny to get on with
it.
"Don't keep her in suspense, Lon," she prompted him. "Her ass isn't getting any bigger
while you stall around." She knew that her fellow researcher was amazed by the glaring
difference in circumference between his huge organ and the girl's tiny orifice, but she
also knew that the only way to accommodate for it was to forge right ahead.
Janet felt his hands on her hips, forcing them up into the kneeling position she had
taken when Andrea had first begun to stimulate her. Her buttocks waved high in the air
behind her, waving as if in open invitation to the unnatural ravishment about to begin.
She felt him kneel up between her widespread thighs directly behind her, the head of
his huge cock coming to rest in the split of her ass as he positioned himself.
His hands coursed down over her buttocks, his thumbs pressing on either side of the
tiny puckered anus, stretching it widely open. Then, she felt the blunt probing between
his thumbs, soft and rubbery at first, and then growing into a deliberate, unresisting
pressure.
"Oooooh, I c-can't..." she stammered apprehensively, as she felt the tight elastic ring
give way before the pressure. There was a loud snapping sound as the huge head
popped inside her virgin ring with a sudden forceful rush.
"Relax, Janet," Andrea coaxed from the sidelines. "I know it feels strange at first, but
just relax!"
The male student wrapped his hands around her writhing hips and strained forward
again, trying to hold her involuntarily jerking body still at the same time as he
attempted to continue his forward plunge. Slowly, relentlessly, he thrust forward,
feeling every groove of her ridged anal walls giving slightly under the pressure of his
unnaturally thickened organ.
"Unh!" he grunted, with the expended energy of his efforts. "Shit, I'm only halfway in,"
he reported, partially to Andrea, but mostly to himself. Damn, but her little asshole was
tight! No wonder she had protested so much about its miniature size!
Still, Lonny knew that Andrea had been right about how much he was going to enjoy
it. The clenching pressure of Janet's elastic rectal walls was sending shock waves of
pleasure through his body, even though his penis was so trapped that he couldn't move
it. He felt his balls churning with the weight of their load, and he took a deep breath
before plunging forward again.
Janet was crushing down into the mattress, and rocking lewdly with the waves she
created in the waterbed. Her shattered nerves were screaming with horror at the reality
of what was happening to her as she felt the blunt intrusion of his impossibly thick
cock pressing forward with incredible strength, pushing the soft rubbery flesh of her
stretching rectum ahead of it in waves. She bucked backwards and forwards
involuntarily, as he rammed forward continually, burying his rock-hard cock all the way
to the hilt in her unbelievably straining anus.
"Ooooh," she groaned as she felt the coarse hair of the graduate student's loins
smacking into the softness of her buttocks. She felt as if she was being cored like an
apple, skewered on Lonny's huge, stone-hard cock in the most perverted, inhuman way
possible. That's probably why they think they have to do this first, before they let me
do it with an animal, the girl thought wryly. They're probably trying to make me beg
for it.
She remembered the first session of the experiment, when she had witnessed Andrea
Meyers for the first time, begging and pleading to be fucked silly by that huge dog,
Thrasher. Janet wondered if Andrea, too, had allowed herself to be so misused – to be
fucked in the ass – before she had tried the obscene animal copulation.
Finally, Janet's brain seemed to cease functioning, as her whole consciousness became
directed down to her stretching anal passage. Lonny was withdrawing slowly now, for
the first time, and Janet could feel the tightly clenching walls of her rectum clinging
around his huge throbbing rod as he drew it slowly out of the dark, violated channel.
When just the flaring head of his bloated cock was still imbedded inside the brown
puckered ring, Janet felt him shift his weight again, preparing for the next forward
lunge.
"Feel better now, Janet?" she heard Andrea's voice ask from the sidelines.
"A-a little," the struggling girl admitted. It was true, for as Lonny strained forward the
second time, Janet could feel her rectum stretching more easily, and she felt the first hot
drops of the student's pre-cum, squeezing from the tip of his glans opening to lubricate
her clenched passage. She felt her anal walls giving way, slightly at first, but relaxing
nonetheless, to allow for the monstrous entry and withdrawal of Lonny's gigantic cock.
Her back channel felt strained beyond all normal endurance, but she knew she was
becoming accustomed to the unnatural invasion. Tentatively, she tried to dilate and
contract her rectal muscles, feeling a little thrill of excitement with each successful
movement.
Janet's efforts were not wasted on the graduate student. Her voluntary muscular
contractions squeezed suggestively around his burgeoning penis, and he throbbed
automatically in response to her efforts.
"Christ, baby," he panted behind her, "you've got it!"
"What's she doing?" Andrea broke in from the opposite side of the bed. "Is she relaxing
more?"
"Better than that," Lonny grunted, but he didn't explain. There would be plenty of time
for explanations later, but right now he had to ease the insistent ache that threatened to
explode in his balls. Janet was gripping softly now around his buried column of
cockflesh, causing him to groan in ecstasy. His penis tingled with the sensation as he
felt her smooth white buttocks begin a slow, methodical rotation beneath him. He
almost couldn't believe how much she seemed to be enjoying it already, but then he
reminded himself that he was dealing with Janet Pitman, the freshman who never
ceased to amaze him with her sexual prowess.
He gasped and panted as he felt her secret flesh throb and tighten around him like a
warm, velvety second skin. This was even better than he had dared to imagine, the way
the pretty little blonde was responding so completely. Gradually he began to saw deep
into the soft depths of her back passage, establishing a slow, definite rhythm with his
thick, distended rod. He propped himself up on his hands to watch his long, white shaft
pull out, drawing the tiny ridges of her pink clasping flesh with it, and then plunge in
again, shoving forward with full force, until just the hairy base of it was still visible
between her milky soft buttocks.
Janet knelt beneath him, amazed and overjoyed that she had found the way to adjust to
his presence. As she continued to exert the firm, rhythmic control over her nether
muscles, it occurred to her that she might actually be able to get pleasure from this
potentially debasing act. Lonny's cock was plunging all the way to her sphincter on
each forward thrust, and she was sure that she could feel the pressure of it right
through the thin dividing membrane between her rectum and the tip of her vagina.
Experimentally, she tipped her pelvis back slightly, so that his huge rod of cockflesh
rammed down against the membrane, sending shivers of excitement through her loins,
setting all her nerves on edge.
"Aaahh," she breathed in satisfaction, as she rocked her hips back even farther, meeting
the student's next thrust with even greater stimulation. Soon, the undulating rotation of
her pelvis became automatic, moving with each plunge of his massive cock as it
completely stuffed and vacated her rectum alternately.
Andrea climbed back up on the bed now, sending waves rippling through the waterfilled 
mattress. She leaned forward, just behind Lonny's working body, so she could get
a better view of the indecent sodomizing of the teenager's rectum by the huge thrusting
shaft of hard male flesh.
"God, it looks so gooood," the older girl whispered admiringly, as she watched the girl
wildly gyrating around her lab partner's cock. Janet's brown anal ring flowered open
around Lonny's penis, just like the petals of a cunt. Her face twisted from side to side
on the bed and her teeth were bared in ecstatic delight, her tongue flicking out wetly in
time to the increasingly powerful strokes that carried the full length of his long driving
cock into her flesh. Her glazed eyes stared unseeingly around the strangely lit room
glowing like coals in the purplish ultraviolet light.
"Ooooh, oooh, ooooh," she chanted beneath him as Lonny pressed forward as hard as
he could, pulling the soft cheeks of her ass wide apart to allow him to go even deeper
into the tight resistant passageway, reaching far into her shaking belly with each
massive thrust. His eyes were bulging with the spectacle of her young body bucking
before him as his still-expanding penis disappeared all the way up her undulating ass
with each stroke.
"Mmmmmm," she crooned as he flicked again deeper. "Yesss, fuck me, Lonny... fuck
me like that... It's just as good as I imagined it would be!" Nothing else mattered
anymore to the skewered corn silk blonde, as long as she was filled to the hilt with his
rampaging cock.
He pressed tightly against her soft buttocks and rotated the giant blood-filled head deep
in her asshole, his hands crawling over her buttocks and back kneading her flesh like
fresh dough. Her moaning added immensely to his pleasure and as she ground back
against him, Lonny pulled his mammoth organ out almost to the tip of the blood-filled
head, then watched in delighted satisfaction as the frantic girl squirmed back, trying to
recapture the monstrous impaling rod.
But Lonny couldn't wait any longer. His balls ached and throbbed as her hand reached
down under her body and began scraping her fingernails over them in a maddening
teasing motion. Gripping the tops of her thighs, he squeezed with all his strength to
pull her back like a soft warm glove over his pulsing cock and began driving into her
with hard, almost vicious smacks that resounded lewdly throughout the room. His
breath was coming in short puffing rasps and his eyes locked on the whiteness of her
quivering body, slipping over his plunging cock like a tight-fitting boot. He had lost
control of himself and he felt his penis inflating like a balloon, the pressure in his balls
building until he was sure they would burst if they weren't emptied soon.
Janet mumbled incoherently as she waved her ass back against his pistoning cock,
building toward the delicious moment when he would shoot his boiling sperm deep up
into her warm young belly. She could feel a great wetness in the crevice of her ass and
there was no longer any discomfort, only the feeling of being filled, filled as she had
never been before. Once again, as her face lifted from the bed in ecstasy, she groaned
aloud in pure sensuous joy at her new discovery of pure sexual rapture.
And I thought it would be impossible! she marvelled to herself.
Suddenly, the bed rocked with a mighty lunge, as Lonny shoved forward with a final
powerful thrust that almost tore through the walls of her quivering belly. Beneath his
convulsing body, Janet felt the first shooting waves of the hot white liquid shuddering
into her rectum. His huge, bloated balls smacked hard down against her tingling
clitoris, triggering her own release at the same time, and she screamed out her joy as
her own cum creamed out from her clenching cunt, she could feel the hot sticky sperm
overflowing around his still-jerking cock, forcing its way out of the tight nether ring of
her asshole that was clamped tight around the base of his throbbing white cock. The
graduate student groaned with delight and toppled forward, causing another huge wave
to rock the waterbed, and Janet collapsed into the undulating surface of the shiny satin
sheets.
For several long moments the pair lay exhausted, while Andrea beamed happily above
them. God, I knew I was right, she was saying to herself. I knew that little freshman
was a live one, the minute I saw her!


Chapter 9


It was a cold November morning when Janet Pitman emerged from laboratory 602 in
the tall glass-and-steel biology building. Her whole body ached with exertion, but her
mind felt free and refreshed. She had just completed the last of the inter-species
copulation experiments, the climax of an exciting nine weeks of intensive research.
Lonny Simon, Matt Cox, and Andrea Meyers escorted her down the hall. Their faces
were beaming with the knowledge that they had finally achieved what they had set out
to do: they had conditioned a human being – a lovely young girl of seventeen – to
enjoy, and even to crave sexual intercourse with beasts of all sizes and descriptions. It
was the first time it had ever been proven scientifically that such behavioral training was
possible. To them, it meant that they would be assured of receiving their graduate
degrees in the spring. To Janet, it meant that she had found the area of college study
most suited to her talents and desires. And for Dr. Kelsey, it meant that he would have
at least one graduate student sometime in the future, who would carry on the daring
research that the three older students had started.
Lonny smiled down at the pretty blonde farmer's daughter and squeezed her arm
warmly. "Remember that night Andrea and I brought you to my place?" he asked
smiling.
Janet grinned in reply. "Remember? How could I ever forget! You know, when you first
showed up at the window of the lobby, I thought you were kidnapping me or
something."
Andrea laughed softly. "I know. I could tell. You were so afraid that you'd be caught by
Mrs. Daggett that you thought you didn't even want to continue with the study!"
It was Janet's turn to laugh. She recalled clearly how apprehensive she had been,
especially after receiving word from Dr. Kelsey that she had been selected from the
twenty-five freshmen in the original inter-species experiment to continue with the 
lessstructured inter-species copulation tests. She knew she had been frightened and
apprehensive about breaking the rules of her dormitory probation, and yet, when she
had returned from the session on Lonny's huge round waterbed, the only thing she
could think of was sneaking away for more.
"I told Dr. Kelsey about what you two did to me that night," the freshman confessed to
the three older students. "I thought he would be angry or something, but he was really
glad. He said, 'Well, I guess you'll be ready sooner than I thought'."
Lonny nodded. "I know. But we sure had a hell of a time with that craggy housemother
of yours..."
Janet's rapturous expression fell. The episode with Mrs. Daggett had been the only
unpleasant aspect of the whole lewd series of experiments. It had begun innocently
enough, with the older woman disciplining her for making too much noise during quiet
hours. Of course she didn't know what caused me to make all the noise, the girl
remembered ironically. But when the housemother had found out that Janet had been
sneaking out of the dorms on a regular basis, to participate in research sessions with
various combinations of the graduate students and their animals, serious problems had
arisen.
Janet had been turned in to the Dean of Women, who warned her that she could be
suspended from the university for breaking the rules. She'd been put on an even stricter
probation, being forced to stay in even on week nights and having her meals brought to
her in her room. But Dr. Kelsey had devised an absolutely brilliant method of working
around even the most restrictive prohibitions.
Matt chuckled to himself. It had been his idea to enroll Janet Pitman in four more
classes a week, saying that because the girl could no longer spend time on social
activities, she could spend more time on her studies. The professor had agreed whole
heartedly with the plan, and he had gone directly to the Dean of Women. He'd added
Jane's name to the class lists of all the courses he taught, and he had signed the pink
probation slip for every hour she was supposedly in his class.
In fact, of course, she spent every minute of the four extra hours a week in lab 602,
with Lonny, Matt, and Andrea.
First, there had been the animal conditioning test, when her naked body had been
rubbed with a special cream, and she had lain still in the middle of the red velvet bed
while two dogs, a fox, and a goat had sniffed her naked flesh with interest. She
remembered how her cuntal juices had begun to flow, even without physical
stimulation, as she shuddered with the assortment of cold noses and warm animal
tongues exploring her every private crevice and orifice. It had been nearly impossible
for her to control the urge to grab one of the beasts around the torso, and pull him
bodily up onto the mattress with her, to feel his long hot penis stabbing into her
aroused young pussy.
But that had been postponed for the second experiment, when she had teased and
stimulated the Great Dane, Thrasher, the way Andrea had during the very first session
in the series. Her vaginal muscles contracted involuntarily with the memory of his
dripping scarlet cock, throbbing uncontrollably inside her private fleshy walls, just
before he had spurted his spasmodic hot jets of fiery cum all the way up to the tip of
her cervix.
Then there had been the time when Thrasher and his German shepherd companion
Konig had both taken her at once, one in the cunt and the other in her mouth. It was
supposed to be impossible for two animals to react at the same time to the same
stimulation, but Janet had bravely and deliberately stroked and teased Konig's long,
hair-sheathed rod with her hands, making him forget that only inches away the other
canine was pumping his lewd sperm into her seething pussy! God! It had been so
fantastic!
The three graduate students and the freshman experimental subject reached the ground
floor of the biology building. Matt held the door as they filed out onto the campus, the
nippy cold air biting their warm flesh and invigorating their senses.
Andrea shivered inside her thick furry coat. It was the same coat Janet had worn over
her voluptuous nakedness the day she had been fucked by the fox.
God! the young girl thought to herself. That was something else! Her crotchband still
got damp with the memory of the fox's flaming orange, slender penis slithering up and
down the exposed length of her cuntal slit. The coat had protected her from the
animal's long claws and ecstatically bared teeth, but her pussy tingled with the heated
contact with his tapered cockhead. He had cum prematurely, spewing his obscene
bestial semen all over the flowering folds of Janet's trembling vagina, and it had trickled
down between her buttocks, landing in a hot sticky pool in the back of the lining of
Andrea's coat.
I wonder if she ever got the stain out, the freshman thought, looking over to the pretty
brunette graduate student.
Andrea smiled knowingly. She had been thinking the same thought, and she nodded
reassuringly. "You can't see it any more," she said softly, "but sometimes I can smell it,
and it makes me get all nervous and hot inside. I wish I had your guts," she added
frankly. "Then I could have tried more of the experiments myself."
"But you did!" Janet responded, thinking of the licentious chain of writhing sex they
had both participated in just today.
It was a fitting culmination to the long, sometimes frightening and humiliating, but
always intensely interesting series of tests. Janet had lain on a specially constructed 
flatbed, that slid easily underneath the standing body of the goat. She had wrapped her
long, slender legs up over the animal's back, pulling his pelvis hard against her
moistened swollen pussy. With her arms, she steadied the humping dog who leapt up
over her face, pointing his burgeoning red cock toward the alluring little oval of the
girl's ruby lips. It had been difficult, but extremely satisfying in the end, when she had
finally managed to make the dog's member slide into her warm oral cavern, and she
had sucked and licked it to its lurid completion.
Andrea had stood above the dog's drooling mouth, just to the side of the flat-bed, and
Janet had had a close view of the other girl's hot churning cunt as Thrasher drooled and
lapped between her legs. He began by licking upwards along the firm white expanse of
her perfectly sculpted thighs, and his spittle had dribbled down both columns of her
legs. The brunette squatted down a little, so her twitching pussy would be within easier
reach of the beast's frantically hungry mouth, and Thrasher responded immediately.
His long, rough pink tongue slithered out of his panting mouth, to stroke over the
budding erection of Andrea's little clitoris. She had jerked and moaned aloud with the
teasing contact, and she thrust her pelvis forward frantically, accidentally bumping the
flat-bed with her knee. Janet looked straight up into the seething depths of her pussy,
seeing the creamy white lubricating fluids seeping out to land on the dog's slavishly
working tongue.
The heated sexual odor of her excitement permeated the freshman's nostrils, urging her
on in her own efforts with the billy goat, who was still trying to embed his hairy penile
length in her warmly inviting vagina. Janet hunched her pubic mound up off the
platform, so she could feel the animal's penis rubbing between her wetly churning
pussy lips, striving for but never quite achieving complete entry. Finally Janet reached
down with one of her hands to guide the strangely hot rod into her burning slit, and
she felt the whole flat-bed shudder as the goat throbbed forward eagerly with his
penetration.
His cock had felt prickly and warm as it pressured instinctually up through the
undulating walls of the freshman's cunt. Janet began to rotate her hips to establish a
stimulating fucking rhythm, and her mouth unconsciously adopted the same rhythm
around Thrasher's fellatious organ.
The flat-bed rocked gently back and forth as the girl and beasts pushed and drove
toward their lewd, sodomistic orgasm. Andrea, to the side of the platform, twitched and
jerked in time to the heathen beat that had been established.
Her cunt was almost directly in Janet's line of vision, and the sight off the older girl's
frantically responding vaginal orifice as it milked and flowered around Thrasher's
slaving tongue was almost more than she could bear. She urged her pubis up into the
goat's working loins, feeling the hairy sac of his balls slapping into the widely spread
crevice between her ass-cheeks.
Andrea's soft mewling moans mingled lewdly with the drooling, animal pants being
emitted by the dog and the goat, and Janet grumbled uncontrollably around Thrasher's
staccato invading penis.
"Mmmph, nnngh... mmmph, ooooohh, nnnngh..." she grunted, the sounds coming out
muffled by the animal's hotly expanding organ. He rammed it violently all the way back
in her throat until she could feel it stabbing into her tonsils, while his smooth, furry
loins tickled around her nose and outer lips. The salty pungent flavor of his pre-cum
filled her mouth, now, and she began to swallow rapidly to keep from choking.
The goat's massively bloated cock drove inward with wild abandon, and when Janet
looked around the dog's hairy pelvis, she could see the other animal's protruding eyes
glazed over with uncomprehending lust. His mouth worked unconsciously, as if he was
nibbling some female goat's cunt, and his whole body thrust and jerked, almost
throwing him off-balance with each forward plunge.
Thrasher's cold wet nose was buried in the upper folds of Andrea's cuntal slit, pressing
and rubbing over the pebble-hard nub of her clitoris. His tongue continued to thrust in
and out of her pleading pussy as she gasped and groaned with the unbelievable
pleasure. From where she was standing, the graduate student could see the whole lewd
chain of human and animal fucking, spread out before her like a vision from an
obscene sexual fantasy. Thrasher was drooling and licking up between her legs, sending
shivers of electric shock coursing through her nerves. The shocks seemed to be
transmitted through the dog's heaving body, as he struggled to maintain his balance on
his hind legs.
His paws slammed down onto the huge quivering mounds of Janet's firm ripe breasts,
sending ripples of flesh shuddering out in expanding circles. But the pretty blonde
freshman didn't even flinch. Her mouth maintained wet sluicing contact with the
animal's almost-ejaculating cock, and her lower torso was frantically writhing around
the skewering male penis of the lustful billy goat. In a second, Andrea knew, the whole
chain would explode in a soul-shattering orgasm, setting their bodies to thrashing and
quaking, and filling the little experimental bedroom with animalistic sexual cries.
The billy goat set off the dynamite explosion. His hairy body jerked violently, pulling
his two forelegs momentarily off the floor. He landed again with a thud, and Janet felt
the incredibly hot thin spurts of his bestial semen shooting up into her vagina,
splashing at the tip of her cervix and ricocheting back against the walls of her churning
cunt.
Her own reaction was triggered by the strangely inspiring battering of the ejaculating
goat cock, and she felt the erratic contractions of her pussy muscles, automatically
clenching and milking around the animal's organ.
"Mmmmmphhh, uuunngggh," she groaned as the first creamy jets of sperm began to
fill her oval cavern as they spurted from the searing cock of the dog humping her face.
She swallowed voraciously to keep up with his copious supply of tangy cum, and she
had to steady his wracking body with her arms, locked up over his straining pelvis.
Andrea suddenly cried out shrilly, and her standing torso began to gyrate wantonly, like
some pagan priestess doing a fertility dance. Her huge jutting breasts jiggled and rocked
like firm-mounded jelly in a spasmodic, convulsive rhythm established by the ecstatic
release in her belly, as her cuntal walls gave way around Thrasher's lapping tongue and
her orgasmic juices flowed freely over and around his pink oral organ.
Janet could see the other girl's creamy fluids, dribbling and spraying out from her
undulating cunthole. Her own sex slit responded automatically, to the visual suggestion
before her eyes. Even though the billy goat had ceased his rapid-fire pumping into the
depths of her belly, Janet's cuntal walls clutched tightly around his deflating rod, as she
pushed forward to a second powerful orgasm.
"AAAAUUUUUGGGHHHH" she cried out, spitting the dog's spent penis from
between her cum-soaked lips. Her upper body twisted convulsively with her new
freedom, as she clamped the goat's loins down into her pelvis.
"Oooooooohh..." she gasped, feeling the walls of her vagina still twitching
uncontrollably.
The goat pulled back, succeeding with his superior strength in breaking the girl's tight
grip around his back. His hair-sheathed penis slipped wetly from her cum-drenched
vagina, as he disentangled himself from his stance over the specially built platform, to
settle down in a kneeling crouch on the carpet.
Andrea removed the dog's head with her hands, and Thrasher plopped down on all
fours, happily wagging his tail in the air. The two exhausted girls looked at each other
and smiled.
The brunette graduate student looked over to the blonde freshman. "Yes, I did
participate," she agreed, visualizing the obscene sex act they had just completed. "But
my main contribution was discovering out star research subject for the year!" she added
smiling, throwing her arm over Janet's shoulder happily.
To this, Matt and Lonny agreed whole-heartedly.


THE END
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FOREWORD


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many 
centuries, and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer 
for the individual considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except 
that he must be true to himself. The mature individual who has achieved this 
sort of self-honesty and completeness will be little harmed or affected by 
the illogical or irrational opinions of others.


In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this 
truth like an unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters 
faced up to their unusual desires instead of trying to repress them, much of 
the anguish they suffered would logically have been avoided.


The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor 
a revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the 
wisest thinkers through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be 
true, " was Shakespeare's way of saying the same thing; but it comes to us 
from still an earlier source, and one which not even the most rigid moralist 
can contest...."Happy is he that condemneth not himself for that which he 
alloweth himself. But he that doubteth is damned if he eat. " Those who deny 
others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to 
consider this quote from Romans.


No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this 
ultimately will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by 
looking at the past and previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief 
glance backwards will also reveal that, in such times, honored traditions 
and concepts were re-examined, and many times discarded. What was considered 
fact was found to be imagine. In short, the excuse that "it isn't done" or 
"it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of 
pleasure.


The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We 
offer no further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this 
timely work. We now suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. 
A work of art, no matter how contemporary, should speak for itself.


-The Publisher


CHAPTER ONE


Janet Williams thumbed through her magazine for the third time. She was 
beginning to get very worried that something might have happened to Frank, 
her husband. True, things had not been perfect between these last few months 
of their year-old marriage, and he had been spending a lot of extra time at 
the office, but up until now, at least he had called and told her he would 
be late. He should have been home almost two hours ago. Janet was-thinking 
that perhaps she could call the police when she heard his car pull into the 
drive way of their Westchester home.


Jumping up from the chair, she felt a great sense of relief. Glancing in the 
mirror, she straightened her full long auburn hair and pursed her luscious 
lips together to spread her light colored lipstick more evenly. Brushing the 
few wrinkles from her pleated skirt, she opened the door and greeted him as 
he walked in.


"Frank, darling," she said, trying to keep the concern she had felt hidden 
as best she could. "I was getting worried about you. Let me take your coat. 
Supper is cold, but I can heat it up."


Frank said nothing as he brushed past her and poured himself a drink. Janet 
smelled his breath. He had obviously been drinking and tonight, tonight they 
would play their wild little game where he would talk mean to her and end up 
with him fucking her crazy while she resisted as much as possible. She loved 
for him to fuck her like a whore this way and he always began by ignoring 
her. She felt as though she should say something as her part in the ready to 
unfold drama because to make it exciting, it had to be real. They both had 
to play their parts impeccably and she steeled herself to get in the right 
acting mood as Frank obviously already was.


"How did everything go at the office today," she said, hoping that he would 
not notice the already excited strain in her tone.


"Listen," he growled back. "I don't want to talk about the office, I don't 
want anything to eat, and right now, I don't want to have anything to do 
with you."


Janet stood in front of him with her hands folded lightly at her knees. His 
little games with her lately had become more and more realistic, and it was 
taking all her will to fight back the passion that was welling in her eyes.


"Frank," she moaned, hardly able to keep the trembling from her voice and 
playing her part now with rising reality. "If something is wrong, I think I 
should know about it. After all, I am your wife."


Frank slammed his glass on the counter with such force that Janet jumped. He 
lifted up his face and glowered at her.


"My wife," he hissed. "Some wife. You read your magazines, you make your 
dinner, but when it comes to fucking, you're an iceberg. A goddamn frigid 
iceberg. I could get more feeling from a good fuck with a tree. And most of 
the time you're not in the mood. After a hard day at the office, I don't 
need anything to except that juicy little pussy of yours."


Janet's flesh turned to goose bumps at the thought of her husband's lewd 
remarks. She had never seen him act so well before, and she was not sure 
what to do about it.


"Come on, honey," she said, trying to be soothing, knowing he liked her to 
be condescending. "You're tired and worn out. Let's eat and after dinner we 
can talk."


Frank leaned toward her.


"Eat and talk, eh? Well, if that's your solution for your problem, you can 
shove it up your ass."


His harsh words, Janet knew, called for a similar response.


"My problem? What do you mean by my problem?, " she hissed at him, surprised 
that she could actually act so angry so quickly.


"You're the one who came home late. And drunk too, I might add. Marriage is 
supposed to be something sacred, not cheap, the way you seem to want to make 
it."


Her husband said nothing to this, but a strange looking smile came over his 
darkly tanned face.


"Something cheap is what I make it?" he said softly. "Would you like to see 
how much I respect your sacred ideas of marriage?" he said, playing it 
heavy.


Janet put her hands on her hips and stared harshly at him.


"What are you going to do? Find another woman to play with on the side?" she 
teased. "I don't think you have it in you."


"You teasing little bitch," he said casually. "You're the only woman I need, 
but it's about time someone showed you what a real fuck was all about."


He walked around from behind the counter and grabbed her hand tightly. Janet 
winced in pain, and when she saw the deep lust their little game was raising 
in Frank's eyes, she felt a tiny stab of real fear stiffen her whole body.


"Frank, please, you're hurting me. Let me go."


Pulling her away from the bar, he half dragged her to the couch and threw 
her down on it. Standing over her, he quickly removed his tie and shirt. 
Janet was suddenly aware that her husband was ready to try and rape her. A 
look of well-feigned horror came across her face.


"Frank," she whined realistically. "You can't be serious. You can't be."


"Baby," he said calmly, "I've been wanting this for ages. I've got the hots 
right now, and as my wife, it's your job to service me. Are you going to 
take off your snooty little panties or am I going to rip them off that 
goody-goody little pussy of yours for you?"


Janet was impassioned by his domineering actions and dirty words as her 
husband unbuckled his pants and dropped them to the floor, his thick cock 
pressing tightly against his jocky shorts and so long that it nearly pulled 
them away from his body completely.


"Come on, bitch," he hissed. "I'm not going to wait all night. I'm going to 
fuck you now, and this time I don't give a shit whether you're in the mood 
or not."


"Frank, look. You've been drinking and...." she contorted her face in a wild 
mask of fear as though she were trapped by a mad rapist.


"That's right, you cock-teaser," he cut her off. "I've been drinking and 
thinking, and I'm through with both. It's time for fucking. Let's go."


She started to rise from the couch, and when she was on her feet, she made a 
break for the door to make her fear appear more real because she knew they 
would both enjoy it more if she played it well. She hadn't taken two steps 
when her lust enraged husband grabbed her by her hair and pulled her back, 
forcing her head down and kissing her brutally on the lips. She tried to 
keep her mouth closed, but his hair pulling forced it open, and he wormed 
his tongue deeply into her throat. With his free hand he reached around to 
her back and fumbled with her white cotton blouse, pulling the buttons off 
and ripping the clothing from her body. Still holding her by the hair, he 
pulled her away from him, and leered at her voluptuous mountainous breasts, 
tightly held together and pushed up high on her chest by her bra.


"You got great tits, honey," he said lewdly. "Let's see 'em without that 
stupid bra."


"Frank, you're hurting me. Please, stop before...." she groaned.


He cut her off again with another brutal kiss, and his free hand reached 
behind her again, unfastening the bra strap and ripping it over her 
trembling arms. Without their restraining cups, her milky-white breasts fell 
softly to her chest, nipples sex-taut against her will. Still holding her by 
her hair, Frank reached down with his mouth and engulfed one breast in his 
hotly sucking lips, his wetly flicking tongue licking teasingly over the 
bright red tip, feeling its hardness throbbing sensuously between his teeth. 
Despite the fact that Janet was trying as hard as she could to play out the 
game well, she could not overcome the feeling of desire he was creating. 
Even so, she tried to appear very much afraid of him, and she tried to get 
away from his grasp to perhaps tease him into greater and more lewd demands 
on her.


But he was beyond reason. Again throwing her half-naked body on the couch, 
he slipped out of his shorts and exposed his massive blue-veined cock, 
sticking from between his legs like a throbbing blood-filled pole. Janet was 
growing wet between her legs with her uncontrollable lustful desires and yet 
slightly afraid that he might hurt her if she teased too much, and she 
realized that there was no other choice but to submit soon to his sex-crazed 
need. She had no idea what he might do if she chose to resist too long. She 
had to time her submission just right. As he walked over to her, she reached 
to the top of her skirt and pulled at the zipper, hoping that if he saw that 
she was no longer resisting him, he might become just a little bit more 
gentle ... then she would fight again and make him even wilder to fuck her.


The zipper stuck, and it seemed that he had not even noticed that she was 
trying to take it off. He fiercely grabbed her arm and pulled her off the 
couch and forced her to the floor. Lowering his naked body on top of hers, 
Frank pressed his lips tightly to hers, one hand massaging her breast and 
pinching tightly the angry red nipple so hard that she winced in real pain. 
His hand left her breast and roamed quickly down her nude and throbbing 
belly, kneading hotly at his handfuls of her soft belly flesh, his hand 
inching its way slowly to the top hem of her skirt. When his fingers came to 
her cloth protection, he passed over it quickly and rubbed her cunt mound 
fiercely through her skirt, pulling the front of it over her knees and 
thighs. Reaching still farther down with his arm, he placed his hand on the 
inside of her quivering thighs and brought it up to her panties under her 
dress, bunching the bottom of her skirt up around her waist.


For a brief moment he rubbed his hands along the nylon covered slit of her 
vagina, causing her lust-produced vaginal juices to seep wetly through her 
panties and onto his hand.


His face was on her stomach now, one hand caressing her heaving breast and 
pinching her nipple with such tightness that her whole body jerked in 
delicious pain. His mouth was sucking her belly, huge mouthfuls of flesh 
being kneaded by his strong lips. He was sucking so hard that red marks were 
left as he moved his mouth closer and closer to her eagerly twitching cunt, 
still covered by her panties.


Reaching up under her dress to the thin elastic crotch band of her panties, 
he felt a surge of excitement as his hand reached the first wisps of her 
fleecy cuntal hair, and finger-walked itself inside her panties and probed 
into her cum-washed pussy slit. As her hips and ass twitched with the 
lustful pinching of her nipple, he slipped her panties from under her 
buttocks and pulled them to her knees, forcing the bottom of her skirt away 
from her asscheeks on the return motion of his cum-soaked hand.


Janet could feel the fire in her loins burn nearly out of control, but she 
was still afraid that her husband would hurt her. Yet, weirdly, she wanted 
him too, wanted to feel his searing massive rod pulsing in her cunt, but he 
was so aroused by their sexual game that her own lust had been subdued by 
the terrible fear she had of things getting out of hand and of actually 
being rape-fucked beyond their normal bounds. There was no mercy in her 
husband's cuntal probe, only the wet, slippery finger-fucking of his thick 
fingers between her juice-lubricated pussy lips.


Her legs opened as much as they could with her panties around her knees, 
assuming that she could still make him believe that she was momentarily 
through resisting his desire to fuck her.


His mouth reached her thighs, and she trembled her body as his tongue lashed 
out along her pubic hair. Undulating her hips, a wave of hotly licking fire 
coursed through her cunt walls as she thought that her husband was now going 
to worm his tongue up inside her pussy-hole.


"No, please Frank," she whimpered, knowing it would drive him wild. "Don't 
put your mouth there. Not down there!"


Not a chance, baby, thought Frank. He knew that the feeling of his tongue 
throbbing through her cunt and his lips sucking and pressing her pussy lips 
would turn her on, and the last thing he wanted was to make her cum before 
he fucked her. He wanted to tease her tonight, to leave her completely 
unsatisfied while he himself had all the fun. Then, maybe soon, she would 
let another guy fuck her while he watched. God, he'd love that, watching 
another guy fucking the piss out of her beautiful little pussy while she 
screamed in wild delight beneath him. But she'd always refused. He removed 
his face from her hungrily sucking cuntal lips and, worming several fingers 
up into her hotly gushing pussy, he removed her panties from her knees with 
a single stroke. Janet moaned with a combination of frustration and delight 
as his fingers wormed their way deeper and deeper into the slippery walls of 
her cunt passage, his palm cupping her pussy and spreading her cum into the 
soft dark triangle of her warmly curling pubic hair.


She spread her legs farther apart, waiting for the entry of his rock-hard 
penis past her cuntal lips. She wanted him fucking her now, wanted to feel 
his heavily hardened cock thrusting between her pussy lips and reaching to 
her belly, filling her lust-controlled body with spurt after spurt of his 
thick, milk-white sperm. Even though she was wild with desire, it was 
nothing compared to the lust she was feeling in her loins, the lust that 
built up to greater intensity as he increased the speed of his cunt-fucking 
fingers. Her hips undulated as she quivered her body, her mind momentarily 
forgetting that she had not wanted to be fucked so soon. She had wanted to 
goad him on and on into almost screwing her to death.


She began breathing in short, deep gasps as the fire pressed against her 
pussy lips, building to orgasm and satisfaction.


He suddenly removed his fingers, and she cooed softly as she thought that at 
last, she would feel his thick, long penis thrust deep up into her 
impatiently waiting cunt. She bent her knees and spread her legs, offering 
to her husband the pinkly glistening little hole of her hotly yearning cunt 
well.


Instead of straddling her as he usually did, Frank again kissed her brutally 
on the ovaled full lips of her mouth and smiled sadistically.


"Roll over on you stomach, baby. I'm gonna fuck you in the ass."


A wave of shock blasted at Janet's mind. Her husband couldn't be serious. It 
was such an obscene act, so wild and perverse.


"No," she said softly, squirming her hips and keeping her legs open. "I want 
you to fuck my cunt, darling. Please, I need your big beautiful cock in my 
pussy."


Her husband only laughed slightly. Leaning over her, he teased her cuntal 
lips with his finger, barely entering the hot open folds of her cum-gushing 
lips. His finger barely entered her vagina, and as he teased his hand along 
her quivering split, he taunted her.


"You want something in your cunt?" he asked, thrusting his fingers deeply 
into her quickly, and just as quickly removing them.


"Christ, yes, For God's sake, Frank, God, I want your cock in my cunt."


The little-boy smile on his face only added to his taunting.


Yeah, that's what I thought you might like. Tough, he thought. If he kept 
her frustrated enough she would soon agree to letting another guy join in 
and fuck her too.


Grabbing her at her ankles, he twisted her legs, flopping her body on her 
stomach. Still hoping that he would not fuck her in the rectum, she kept her 
legs open and her hotly twitching cunt exposed to tempt him there. She felt 
his fingers lightly stroke her slippery, sucking pussy lips, and wave after 
wave of searing desire raced through her body, concentrating on her cuntal 
lips. She had to be fucked, and the thought of his massive hardness plunging 
into her tiny little asshole was so weirdly odd to her that she put it out 
of her mind as actually being impossible that he would try to fuck her 
there.


Resting on his knees between her spread-eagled legs, Frank gasped with 
lustful delight at the firm fleshy cheeks of his quivering wife's ass. Her 
pink pussy lips were open, and the cum that was lubricating the smooth, 
inner walls was reflecting the lighting like small jewels. The soft, 
curl-fringed lips had throbbed open wide, yearning for the deep thrust of 
his long, thick cock. Lasciviously running his finger along the outer split 
of her vagina, he watched with glee as her body thrashed slightly, expecting 
him at any moment to fuck his cock up into the warm wet folds of her cunt. 
Bending down, he lashed out with his tongue along her cuntal split and felt 
her body stiffen for the expected cunt fuck.


Lifting his head, he grabbed her asscheeks and spread them open as far as he 
could, finding her tightly flexed anus as he probed between the nakedly 
trembling flesh of her buttocks with his fingers. He could see that she had 
constricted her ass muscles, thinking that if it were made to look too 
small, he would abandon his idea and fuck her cunt instead. No way, he 
thought to himself. No way!


Holding his thickly pulsing cock with one hand, he forced the cheeks of her 
ass wider apart and pressed the huge bulbous head of it up into the tiny 
puckered opening of her ass. At first he thought that it actually wouldn't 
fit. God, she had a beautifully tight little asshole. Thrusting his entire 
body forward, he heard her grunt aloud as he popped his heavily throbbing 
cockhead just up inside her vainly straining sphincter ring. Then, slowly, 
relentlessly, he burrowed deeper and deeper into her ass, inch by spongily 
yielding inch, until he had rammed his lust-inflamed pole its full length up 
into her tightly squeezing rectal hole.


Beneath him, Janet squirmed and thrashed in wild frustration as his 
over-sized rod seemed to stretch her anal hole apart, and searing waves of 
wide-splitting pressure shot through her lower body. He had actually fucked 
it all the way up into her back there. And despite the discomfort, like 
constipation, she was feeling in her ass, there was still the lustful fire 
she knew would not be satisfied by an ass fuck. She arched her body up, 
trying to rub her cuntal lips on the floor in an effort to ease the burning 
desire her ass-raping husband had so deliberately created in her cunt. But 
his muscular body kept her flat on her belly, and as he increased the tempo 
of fucking her ass, she whimpered softly, praying for some sort of miracle 
that would quench the hotly burning hunger in her pussy.


Frank smiled to himself as he pistoned his cock down into her tightly locked 
little asshole again and again. God, he thought, she's tight and it feels so 
good. Quickening his deep, inward thrusting, he threw his head back as he 
felt his sperm rise from his testicles and race along the length of his 
darkly buried shaft. Again and again, deeper and deeper into her widely 
stretched ass he fucked his lust-inflamed cock.


"Christ you're tight, baby! Yeah, Yeah. Uh. Uh. Uh. Jesus. Oh 
Jeeeeeesssuuuusssss!"


His hotly waiting sperm gushed wetly out from his cock deep up into his 
wife's desperately milking young asshole. Jet after jet flowed from his 
insanely jerking testicles and poured from his cock through Janet's hungrily 
grinding ass-cheeks, his wife's body thrashing nakedly about in a vain 
attempt to experience some of the sexual release he was feeling. The thought 
of the wild, perverse ass-fuck she was receiving was making her cunt burn 
even more, and her own cunt gushed wetly out into her vaginal walls for the 
fuck that it was not to receive.


Finally she noticed that he had slowed his movements, and eventually he 
ceased them all together. The sense of relief she felt as he slipped out his 
rectum stretching cock was countered by the unfulfilled yearning in her 
cunt, and she hoped that now that Frank had done what he wanted, he would 
turn her over and fuck her hotly waiting pussy-hole.


She was horrified as she turned herself over on her back and watched him 
dress from up between her bent and open legs.


"Sorry, Janet," he said in mock sympathy. "I've already blown my wad. I 
think I'm done for the night. Why don't you use your own fingers in that 
twitching little cunt of yours?"


"You bastard," she hissed. The desire to be fucked to wild, screaming orgasm 
she was feeling made her unable to think clearly.


"Listen," he said, ignoring her and knowing full well she would soon be hot 
and frustrated enough to let another guy fuck her. "I'm going out. I need a 
drink and I don't think I want it here. No need to wait up for me. I've 
really no idea when I'll be home."


He quickly dressed and walked out the door, leaving his sobbing unfulfilled 
wife sprawled lewdly on the floor. How could he have done such a thing? she 
thought, unaware of what he had in mind. What did I do to deserve being left 
so frustrated like this!


Summoning all her strength, she brought herself to her feet and massaging 
her painfully stretched asscheeks. Inadvertently she rubbed her hungrily 
twitching cunt with her hands, and when she realized what she was doing, she 
wrenched her hand away. She had to talk to someone.


Dressing quickly, she called her best friend, Susan Benton.


"Susan," she said when her friend answered the phone. "This is Janet. Are 
you alone tonight?"


"Yes, as a matter-of-fact I am. What's the matter?"


"Can I spend the night with you? Frank and I ... well, we had a fight arid 
he walked out, and I don't want to be here when he gets home."


She hoped Susan would not press her too deeply on the details. Janet didn't 
want to think of what had just happened to her herself, and she was sure she 
didn't want to be alone. Susan was unmarried, and the two girls had known 
each other since high school. She would offer a shoulder to cry on, if it 
actually came to that.


"Why, of course you can stay with me.


And I promise I won't pry into the trouble if you don't want me to. You can 
stay here as long as you think necessary."


After thanking her, Janet hung up. It was only three blocks to Susan's 
house, and on the way, Janet tried to regain control. She really had no idea 
of what she could do to save her marriage, if, indeed, it was worth saving. 
She hoped that perhaps an objective person like Susan could come up with a 
solution.


* * *


CHAPTER TWO


Janet was glad that she had let Susan talk her into taking a vacation away 
from Frank for a weekend. "Sometimes it's good to get away from each other, 
especially if there are problems. Even married people get tired of each 
other," she had said. As Janet, Susan and Tony Morgon, Susan's date for 
almost the entire weekend, sat in a gay, Dixieland band nightclub on Bourbon 
Street in New Orleans, Janet had almost forgotten the terrible humiliation 
that had started as a game less than a week ago with her husband. When she 
had told him that she wanted to get away for a while, he actually seemed to 
think that it was a good idea. He had even brought up the fact that it would 
be good for her to go out and get herself fucked good by another guy and it 
had slowly dawned on her that maybe that was what had been bothering him 
lately. She knew a lot of husbands liked to watch their wives getting fucked 
by strange men and Frank had alluded to it several times in their 
lovemaking. He had skirted around the subject several times but she had not 
paid much attention and had passed it off as the after-math of his passion. 
She had to admit that she had wondered what it would be like sometimes, 
having a stranger's huge, lust-hardened cock fucking deep up inside her. 
Would it feel like Frank's? Could he make her cum? How would it feel if her 
own husband was watching while the guy fucked her crazy? Well, maybe if that 
was what he wanted, she would try her best to make him happy even though she 
would have to push herself to do it. It was so much against all the things 
she had considered right before. God, the thought of another man fucking her 
while her own husband watched made chills run up and down her spine. Well, 
enough of that, what comes, will come!


Watching the people have fun, laughing and singing along with their 
favorites as the Dixieland jazz band played several sets, Janet felt as 
though she were in another world. For the most part, Janet had been content 
to just walk around with Susan and Tony, happy to be in a new city and away 
from the daily chores of being Frank's wife. It was hard to believe that the 
two girls would be leaving the next afternoon. It was like a dream, and 
Janet wished she would never have to wake up from it.


The night was young, and Susan and Tony had started to dance to the music 
almost as soon as the trio walked into the night club, leaving Janet alone 
to listen to the band.


Allen Dana had been watching Janet ever since she had walked into the night 
club. Her high proud breasts, full round face, flaring hips and long shapely 
legs accented by her skirt rising half way up her thighs were exactly to his 
liking, and even though he could plainly see that she was wearing a wedding 
band, he was not about to let a little piece of metal stop him. Hell, he'd 
had his share of married women. Most of the time, women's husbands were not 
nearly as muscular as he was, and very few of the ones he had met had his 
suave. Besides, it was obvious that this girl was not with her husband 
anyway. He finished his drink and walked across the room to Janet's table.


"Good evening," he said by way of introduction. "My name is Allen Dana. I 
couldn't help but notice that you were sitting all alone, and such things 
are not done in a New Orleans night club. Would you care to dance?"


Janet looked up at the man, tanned and very handsome, well dressed and as 
polite as anyone she had met in her weekend in the city. It was true that 
she felt alone with Susan and Tony, and there was nothing about this man 
that seemed threatening. After all, she had come to New Orleans to have fun.


"Thank you," she said, feeling her face flush slightly at the thought that a 
total stranger could be so nice to her. "I would very much like to dance."


In the quickly passing hours, Janet and Allen made small talk about their 
lives. He was a banking executive from Los Angeles spending a short time in 
New Orleans. Janet only casually mentioned that she was married. She did not 
think it would be in good taste to tell the man that she was having problems 
with her marriage and that her own husband had suggested she let another guy 
fuck her.


Finally, the band played its final number, and many of the people left for 
other places as the night club made ready to close. Allen and Janet sat at 
their table for one last drink.


"You know," said Allen softly, "I think you're a very attractive woman."


Janet could feel an illicit thrill of delight ripple through her body at 
being complimented by a strange man who was not her husband. As he lightly 
placed his hand on hers, she felt her chest tighten against her swelling 
breasts, her nipples pressing against her bra. She noticed that Allen had 
sat so his knees touched her half-naked thighs, and the silence and low 
lighting added a touch of sensuality. She looked at him with her deep, full 
brown eyes, and it seemed so natural that she should kiss him that she did 
it without thought, pressing her lips against his, opening them to allow his 
tongue to enter past her teeth and into her throat. Maybe this would be the 
guy, she thought hazily. Well, let's see what happens.


They stood up and started to walk out the door, heading the few short blocks 
to Janet and Susan's hotel. Earlier, Susan had told her that she would not 
be spending the night at the hotel, and Susan had winked at her as her 
friend told her that she could have the room all to herself, if she wanted 
it.


Janet had not known what she meant then, but as she and Allen walked the 
busy street, she was actually glad that her friend had given her that bit of 
information. It was heaven to be held so warmly by Allen, his arm lightly 
but firmly around her narrow waist and her arm hooked around his. Vibrant 
sensations coursed through her body and up between her thighs as she thought 
of actually spending the night with him. She had never cheated on her 
husband, and as a matter-of-fact, was a virgin when she married him. But 
Allen was so gentle and understanding, and with her own husband's off-handed 
suggestion about another guy fucking her, she had cast her morals out of her 
mind.


As they reached her hotel, she turned to face him before walking in the 
door. Holding both of his hands, she let him kiss her passionately, his 
hands creeping along her ribs and resting softly on her full round breast, 
kneading it. She brought her hand to his and pressed it more tightly against 
her body, enjoying the rush of blood racing to her tightening nipples. 
Bringing her hands to his face, she held his head against her sensuous lips 
and thrilled to his tongue worming its way deep into her mouth. A ripple of 
lascivious delight coursed through her body as she was suddenly aware of his 
hand resting on her buttocks and inching its way around to the front of her 
short skirt, reaching to the inside of her thigh and moving along her 
trembling leg toward her now quivering cuntal region. She very much wanted 
to open her legs wide to someone who could fuck her to satisfaction, someone 
who was as gentle as Frank had been brutal that night.


Allen brought his face away from hers and whispered in her ear.


"God, Janet, I need you. I want you. I want to fuck you. Let's go inside."


She smiled sensually at the man, his hand still creeping and rubbing her 
inner thigh, the lustfully whispered words setting aflame strong desires in 
her vagina. His hand on her breast was gently pinching her sex-taut nipple, 
and she could think of nothing but the fact that she wanted nothing more 
than to be fucked by this stranger as her husband had suggested.


She reached out her hands and kissed him again, but suddenly a wave of guilt 
overcame her.


Allen's hands were working her entire body into a state of sexual passion 
that had clouded her sense of decency and morality. It was wrong to even 
think of sleeping with a man who was not her husband, let alone actually 
doing it. The thought of this stranger named Allen actually touching her 
soft and sensuous body while they lay together naked in bed became wrong, 
even though her own husband had suggested it, and with a violent surge of 
will, she pulled herself away from the lightly caressing hands of her 
potential lover.


"No, please, I can't. I just...."


"Janet," called Allen after her as she ran into the hotel. He was left 
standing at the door not knowing what to think. The sensations he had felt 
as his hands ran nearly the full length of her soft and firm legs, and the 
memory of her well-rounded breast easily cupped in his gentle hand had 
forced his penis to swell painfully inside his pants, and for a moment he 
thought that he should perhaps follow her. After all, she had one of the 
most perfect bodies he had ever seen. Even after she left, he could see in 
his mind the graceful curves of her breasts and hips, her easily swaying 
hips, and the firm flesh of her buttocks. Then he thought the better of it. 
Hell, New Orleans was full of women who would fuck him without putting up a 
struggle. He didn't need some cock-teasing bitch. He walked off down the 
street.


Running up the two flights of stairs to her room, Janet quickly opened the 
door and threw herself onto her bed. Burying her face in the pillow, she 
cried silently to herself. How could she have let herself go so far with 
Allen, a stranger she had only met hours ago. Waves of lustful intent were 
still eddying through her body, throbbing desires created by the touch of 
Allen's hand close, so close to her eager cuntal lips, eager for some sort 
of revenge against her husband who had humiliated her. She had actually 
enjoyed his hands running along her legs, his fingers pinching her breast 
and nipple in a way her husband had not done since the first weeks they were 
married. And his kiss ... Janet's lips were trembling still at the memory of 
Allen's mouth bruising firmly on hers, his tongue forcing its way into her 
and unleashing desires that had been hidden for many months, desires that 
Frank aroused but for some strange reason, never satisfied anymore.


Janet tried to collect her lascivious thoughts as She lifted her face from 
the pillow and forced herself to stop crying. She wished Allen hadn't said 
those lewdly obscene words to her. I want to fuck you. The thrillingly 
perverse thoughts that he had inspired in her sexually clouded mind had not 
left her even after she had run away from him, and her nipples ached 
blissfully from his lustfully delightful massaging. Her cuntal area was 
burning with the small droplets of cum he had evoked from her as he ran his 
hand slowly up and under her short skirt, and even as she was thinking of 
how wicked it was that she had allowed him to touch her the way he had, 
there was no denying the fact that physically she had wanted him. If he had 
pressed her into letting him come to her room, she knew that there would 
have been no way that she could have refused his demands.


God, what was happening to her? She had really believed that she could solve 
her marriage problems by letting another man fuck her crazy just because her 
husband wanted her to let one do it.


The blood coursing through her body had covered her with a thin film of 
sticky perspiration in the sultry New Orleans night air, and she felt 
constricted by her tight skirt and pantyhose. She was actually feeling 
exhausted, at least mentally. She thought of her friend, Susan, and how she 
had been able to just walk away with Tony. What could they be doing? Almost 
as soon as she had asked herself, she realized it was obvious. Susan was a 
year younger than Janet, and nearly as pretty. Often in Westchester she 
spent nights with many men. Susan had mentioned many times that she enjoyed 
the sexual freedom of not being married, and she wanted to take full 
advantage of her availability. The thought of Susan offering her nakedly 
spread body willingly and fully to Tony brought a new wave of illicit 
thrills to Janet's curvaceous body. She tried to put it out of her mind, but 
no matter how hard she tried, and no matter now hard she wanted to focus her 
attention on the memory of her dark and muscular husband, she could not 
forget the sight of Allen, tall and blond, his powerful hands creeping to 
her cunt. He wanted to make love to me, she thought. He wanted to fuck me in 
my own hotel room, and I wanted him to fuck me ... and my husband wanted me 
to let him fuck me ... I wish he had been more forceful. If I were given 
another chance, there would be no hesitation. She was ashamed to realize 
that she wanted his heavily throbbing cock fucking deep in her wide-split 
vagina, fearful that she needed to feel his hands roaming over her sensuous 
body, engulfing her breasts, probing her pussy lips, bringing her to her 
full potential as a sexually vibrant woman.


Her obscene and perverse thoughts were torturing her mind. She had to forget 
that such a thing had ever happened. She would go to bed, and hope that in 
the morning she was able to put such illicit pleasures out of her mind. She 
was Frank's wife, and that was all there was to it. With a firm resolve that 
even if her husband wanted her to, never to allow another man to touch her 
the way Allen had, she prepared to undress for bed.


However, even though she had made up her mind that she must save herself for 
her husband, she had not convinced her body. As she removed her tight 
confining blouse, she was surprised with a strong sensual desire piercing 
her body as her hand accidentally brushed past her breast. A wave of 
feverish delight coursed her chest as she gasped at its intensity. She 
barely touched her breast nipples and already the memory of Allen's hand 
caressing her body returned with a totally encompassing passion. Her 
blood-swollen breasts pushed outward against her bra, and she hoped that by 
removing it, she might be able to alleviate these new obscene passions 
forming in her vagina. As she removed the confining cotton lace, her breasts 
became even more swollen, and her nipples ached so that she massaged them, 
trying to relieve the blissful pain. As she brought her trembling hands to 
her heaving chest, she found that her passions were only increased. The fire 
of her loins was building to such an intensity that she was becoming 
frightened. She could feel her cuntal lips becoming warm and wet with her 
lewdly produced lubrication, and she quickly removed her skirt and nylon 
pantyhose to relieve the perverse desires they were creating by rubbing 
against her aching cuntal lips. Her naked thighs rubbing together only added 
to her obscene desires, and she spread her legs open in hopes of relieving 
them.


This is wrong, she thought to herself. I know what I'm thinking, and I must 
become strong. It's wrong to finger-fuck yourself. It's wrong to masturbate. 
Stop now, before it's too late.


Throwing herself backward on the bed, she took deep breaths, heaving her 
luscious and firm breasts with slow and steady rhythms as she tried to 
regain control of her lustfully yearning body. Without knowing what she was 
doing, she placed her hands on the warm mountains of her breasts, caressing 
them gently and trying to think of her husband doing it to her. It was no 
use. She could think of nothing but Allen's hand resting on her chest, her 
own hand holding his tightly against her as he pinched her nipples through 
the thin fabric of her blouse. In sympathetic memory, she pinched her nipple 
and was suddenly pierced with a fervent and overwhelming desire to run her 
hands down the quivering length of her sex-sensitive body. As her fingers 
lightly touched her rib cage, she undulated her hips, unable to remove from 
her mind the sensations that Allen's fingers had sent coursing through her 
body as he came so close to her now trembling cunt. Her fingers ran lightly 
over her nylon panties, and as they came into the first contact of her 
covered vaginal mound, she felt the warm stickiness of her feminine juices 
which had soaked through the thin protection. Reaching further down, she 
cupped her throbbing vagina with her full palm, rubbing her panties in small 
circles against her wanton and cum-dripping pussy lips.


Wave after lustful wave seared through her body as her cunt caressing hand 
inched the wet elastic band away from her constricting belly and exposed her 
dark fleecy mound of tangled cuntal hair. She was pinching her nipple with 
her free hand, massaging her full breast with a violent passion she had 
never felt when she and Frank were in bed together.


Her pussy rubbing hand had nearly removed her panties from her vaginal lips, 
and for the first time she felt the soft wisps of her fleecy cuntal hair. 
The touch of her hand on her pubic mound sent an unbelievably strong wave of 
eager delight through her quivering cuntal lips, and she inserted her 
fingers into the velvety-soft layers of her love-juice soaked vagina, 
reaching underneath her cum-soaked elastic panty band and ripping it along 
her twitching legs, dropping it on the floor next to her bed. Her legs 
opened at her revolving hips, and she bent them at the knees, spreading them 
as far apart as she could, opening her cuntal hole for easy access of her 
fingers. Cupping her hotly throbbing cunt with her hand, she inserted her 
fuck finger past the sucking folds of her slippery, pink pussy lips, 
reaching with her arm so that she could enter the desire-laden passage to 
its fullest depths.


A throaty moan escaped from her lips as a convulsive burning raced through 
her body at her deep self-penetration. She was breathing in short quick 
gasps, and the heaving of her chest pressed her sensitive breasts against 
her massaging hand, forcing the tight, bright red nipple between her fingers 
and sending a powerful wave of fire to her loins.


Her buttocks were grinding on the bed, and she could only think of one 
thought: Allen's lewdly whispered I want to fuck you. I want to fuck you.


She didn't want to stop her self-cunt fucking now. Thrills of obscene 
excitement surged through her loins as she flexed her hotly quivering thighs 
upwards to plunge her fingers deeper into the slippery sucking walls of her 
vagina. Another moan of intense ecstasy escaped her parched lips as her hips 
increased their thrashing against her cum wet fingers deep in the forbidden 
folds of her cuntal lips. Her vagina massaging palm was covering her dark 
inverted pubic triangle with glistening droplets of lust-produced 
lubrication, and her hips were gyrating in rhythm with her revolving hand.


Her open wet vagina was tingling with a burning arousal, and pinpricks of 
total pleasure stabbed through her cuntal region as she lifted her head and 
inserted her sex-taut nipple in her mouth, her tongue lapping at the hard 
tip of her throbbing and heaving breast. Plunging her fingers as deeply as 
she could into the desire moistened hole of her grinding vagina, she felt an 
overpowering surge of lustful delight as she at last came into contact with 
her self-aroused button of her slippery clitoris.


"Ummmmmm...." she moaned softly as she rubbed fiercely the blood-hardened 
knob with her agile fingers, worming another finger into the throbbing folds 
of her undulating vagina. The warm moistness of her lust produced cum seared 
her forearm as she lifted her hips and allowed the sticky warmth to flow 
down her wrist. Her cunt was writhing against her self fucking hand, and she 
pictured Allen's thick, blood-engorged cock plunging in and out of her hotly 
grinding pussy-hole. His urgently lewd words raced through her mind as she 
fucked her passion-slippery cunt up against her hand again and again: I want 
to fuck you. I want to fuck you. I want to fuck you. She wished he were with 
her.


She forced a third and fourth eager finger into the wet, viscous opening of 
her hotly throbbing pussy, thrilling at the building pressures forcing their 
way from deep within her vagina and speeding to her sucking cuntal lips. Her 
vagina swallowed them hungrily, revolving and gyrating rhythmically against 
her cum-drenched hand, her inner vaginal walls contracting tightly around 
the thrusting hardness of her penetrating digits. Ramming them desperately 
against the juice-soaked throbbing hardness of her clitoral bud, she 
spiraled her hips and arched her tingling back as she removed her blissfully 
hardened breast nipple from her mouth and thrashed her body on the bouncing 
mattress. Powerful surges of heated pleasure rushed through her body as she 
increased the tempo of her self-fucking, battering her asscheeks against the 
yielding cushion of her bed, grinding her desire-maddened hotly sticky cunt 
against her plunging fingers like a woman possessed.


Closing her eyes, she pressed her head against the pillow as she felt the 
burning fires build to overwhelming intensity. It seemed to Janet that the 
room was spinning around her, and she suddenly opened her unseeing eyes as 
flashes of light exploded in her mind and her totally thrashing body was 
engulfed by an overwhelming surge of blissful pleasure waving through her 
and gripping her mercilessly in rebounding sensual delight.


"Uh, uh, uh ... Uhhhh ... I'm cuuuummmmmiiinnnnggg!" she chanted mindlessly 
to an imaginary lover as her body jerked and bucked under the incredible 
totality of her self-induced orgasm. Flood after searingly lustful flood of 
sensual ecstasy washed through her thrashing body in continuous succession 
until she thought she would die from the totality of her perverse actions, 
her fingers working her vaginal walls viciously as she drew from deep within 
her depth every drop of hot sticky cum she could produce, until, at last and 
all too soon, it was over, her body slowing its gyrating movements and her 
trembling legs straightened, covered with the hybrid mixtures of her cuntal 
juices and perspiration. Her soft fleshy inner thighs were drenched with the 
seeping cum emanating still from her sex-sensitive pussy lips, her fingers 
wet and sticky with her illicit cum as she rubbed them clean in the tangled 
mass of her vaginal hair. Tremors quivered through her as she withdrew her 
fingers, her still swollen breasts heaving as she tried to regain her normal 
breath. For long minutes she lay motionless on the cum-soaked bed, her legs 
parted as she dwelled on the lascivious thrill coursing through her 
trembling body. As she managed to gain control of her mind, a powerfully 
strong sense of guilt and remorse waved through her.


What would her husband say if he ever found out? She was overcome with fear 
at the thought that he might actually find out that he had married someone 
who acted like nothing more than a common slut, someone who had allowed 
herself like he suggested to be kissed and touched by a strange man, and had 
gone so far as to allow wild thoughts of him fucking her to make herself cum 
with the obscene act of lewd masturbation.


Janet felt the tears welling in her eyes again. What could have possibly 
come over her? What sort of sick, depraved person was she? Now that the 
intense pleasure she had been feeling subsided, she saw herself with naked 
clarity. Harsh reality crimsoned her cheeks in a fierce flush of total 
humiliation. That she had left her husband for the weekend was bad enough, 
but to have succumbed to her own lewdly induced desires, to allow herself to 
be fondled by a strange man, to actually encourage him to press his hands on 
her breasts and eagerly spread her legs so that he could inch his hands 
toward her hungrily yearning cunt, and finally, and most tragically of all, 
to resort to finger-fucking her own passion-flooded pussy and actually 
enjoying it....


She knew she would never feel the same way about herself again. Never had 
she allowed herself to reach such extreme self-induced delights, and her 
only lewd impulse to finger and play with her own traitorous vagina, to 
experience the full extent of masturbation. And she knew that the worst 
thing of all was not that she had wanted her husband to fuck her but Allen 
instead. It had been his throbbing penis she imagined thrusting into her 
yearning pussy lips.


A fresh stream of tears flowed unchecked down her cheeks. It was no use. 
Tears could never wash away the shame and self-loathing she had brought upon 
herself. Nothing could, and she was forced to realize that what had happened 
to her had been her own fault. She sobbed herself to sleep, not bothering to 
crawl between the blankets as her nude body tossed in a fitful, dream-filled 
sleep where hundreds of hotly spurting cocks were splashing their whitely 
spewing sperm all over her nakedly writhing body....


* * *


CHAPTER THREE


Chain smoking her third cigarette, Janet passed along the full length of the 
living room. Knowing that Frank would be home any minute, she kept looking 
at the clock. Time passes so slowly when you wish it would hurry by, she 
thought to herself. She had not seen Frank since she returned home earlier 
in the day. He had already left for work. In a sense, she was actually glad 
that he had gone, as it left her alone to try and regain her self-esteem, to 
compose herself after that horrible night which seemed now to be so long 
ago. It was hard to believe that less than twenty four hours ago she had 
been held by Allen, had allowed him to touch her in that lewd and obscene 
manner, and had resorted to that awful perverse act of finger fucking 
herself. The mere thought of Allen's hands wandering up the hem of her skirt 
and inching between her trembling legs sent shudders tingling through her 
body.


Ever since she had returned home late this morning, she had busied herself 
with routine housework, hoping that by keeping occupied, she would be able 
to hide her fears that somehow Frank would find out that she had done those 
terrible things. She knew he would ask her questions about the trip, and she 
was truly afraid that even though she would say she had fun, trembling in 
her voice would give her away.


But the housework hadn't worked, and in the middle of the afternoon, she 
decided to give up and take a shower. As she stood under the hot running 
water, the relaxing wet warmth on her still aching nude body eased her mind, 
and she got an idea. It had been a long time since she and Frank had gone 
out to dinner together, and she really didn't feel like cooking anyway. As 
soon as she had finished her shower, she called the New York Brown Derby 
restaurant and made two reservations for later that evening. She knew Frank 
liked the Brown Derby. In fact, it had been a favorite of his when they were 
going out together, though she and Frank had been there only once since they 
had been married. She reasoned that it might be a nice start to resume their 
marriage again.


Still, Frank might be late tonight, as he'd had been all too frequently 
before Janet had left on her weekend. She hoped that he wouldn't be.


She had felt so good after taking her shower and making the reservations 
that she decided to get dressed up for her husband. She had a tight fitting 
black dress she wore only on special occasions, and she figured that if 
tonight was not a special occasion, nothing ever would be. Frank often told 
her he liked the way the dress accented the curves of her body, the low neck 
line exposing much of her breast cleavage, and her arms gracefully flowed 
from the sleeveless sides. Fitting her curvaceous body like black skin, the 
dress did nothing to hide the perfect shape of her narrow waist, and 
heightened the gentle flair of her well-formed hips. Hardly covering half 
her thighs, her long and shapely legs jutted from the dress like the two 
pillars of soft, firm flesh they were, and the tan colored nylon panty-hose 
added a distinctive beauty to her lovely calves. Even though she wore no 
bra, and despite the low, sweeping openness of her neckline, the bra was not 
visible. The effects were, however. Her breasts were lifted high and proud, 
their fullness heightened by their being pushed together the way Frank liked 
them. The dress was tight enough against her sheer lace bra to reveal 
slightly her nipples, and she smiled to herself that if she happened to get 
any lustful thoughts, the confining of her dress would have to be removed 
for comfort. Well, if that didn't satisfy her husband, she might as well 
give up all together. She had brushed her hair so that its brown fullness 
gleamed, and she thought the better of touching up her luscious lips until 
they were ready to leave. Have to save something for a little surprise, she 
thought.


She was about to light her fourth cigarette when she heard Frank's car pull 
in the driveway. Right on time for a change. She hoped that he would like 
her idea of going out to eat. She opened the door and greeted him with a 
kiss before he had a chance to realize what was happening. Lifting her mouth 
from his, she held his face and smiled into his eyes.


"Say," he said, noting her sensuous outfit and placing his arms around her 
soft and slightly quivering waist. "I think you should answer the door like 
this more often." Kissing her firmly and passionately on her full lips, 
luscious even despite their lack of lipstick. Lifting his face slightly, he 
added, "Of course, you better make sure that I'm the one at the door when 
you do it."


She smiled sensually at him. "What's for dinner, lovely lady."


She took a deep breath. "I didn't make dinner tonight. I thought we might go 
out for a change. After all," she cooed as she held his face close to hers. 
"It's been a whole weekend since we've been together."


"Go out to dinner, eh?" he said, nothing in his voice indicating whether or 
not he approved of the idea. "Where to?"


"The Brown Derby?" she said, her voice controlled so that none of the fear 
she was feeling would become obvious.


"Say, I like that idea. Yeah, I like that a lot. It's been a long time since 
we've been there." Janet smiled broadly as she realized a profound sense of 
satisfaction. It seemed as if her marriage could be saved after all.


Frank put his briefcase on the couch and poured himself a drink. "And you're 
all ready, I see," he said. "What time did you make reservations for."


"Eight thirty."


"Hummm. Well, it's six now. Of course I have to get ready myself, but I 
think we have time."


A puzzled look came over the innocent full face of the glamorously dressed 
wife. "Time for what?" she asked.


"Come here, honey," intoned Frank, a strangely lewd smile on his dark boyish 
face. "Like you said, it's been a whole week-end. I got sort of lonely with 
you gone."


"Oh, silly," said Janet, trying to sound a little playful. "We have all 
night for that. I thought after dinner...."


"After dinner will do just fine as well, but you look great right now, and 
right now I want you. Come here."


Janet hesitated. True, her husband had not acted the way he had three nights 
ago when he had actually raped her, but there was a time and a place for 
everything, and she felt that now was not the time.


"Hey," said Frank, his face losing some of its boyish charm. "What's the 
matter? Are you trying to tell me that you dress like that for the sole 
purpose of turning me on, and when I'm turned on, you don't want to do 
anything? What happened on that trip of yours anyway?"


"Nothing at all," answered Janet a little too hastily.


Frank narrowed his eyes as though deep in thought. "Yeah, that lean 
believe," he said with a strong hint of condescension in his voice. "I doubt 
that you would warm up to a total stranger if you won't do it for your 
husband."


A surge of anger raced through Janet. "Just what do you mean by that?" she 
asked, surprised at her inner strength.


"What I mean by that, little girl, is that you obviously didn't learn the 
little lesson I taught you Thursday. When I want to fuck you, I don't want 
any lip from you."


"I wish you wouldn't remind me of that night," said Janet softly.


"I'll remind you of it until you learn that I mean what I say."


"And I suppose what I want doesn't count."


"You want it," he said harshly. "You want it as bad as I do, but you're too 
stuck up to admit it."


Janet couldn't believe what she was hearing. In just a few minutes her 
husband had become transformed from a charming man she loved to some sort of 
animal. "Please, Frank," she said, almost whining and trying hard to hold 
back the tears she could feel welling behind her eyes. "Let's go to dinner. 
Then we can talk about this."


"Eat and talk. Eat and talk. That's all you ever want to do," he hissed. 
"I'm not hungry right now for anything except you. And I mean to have you."


He refilled his empty glass and swallowed his drink in one gulp. What was 
the matter with her anyway? She dresses to kill and then practically throws 
herself at him, and when he reacts she backs away. Well, he'd had enough of 
this bullshit! She looked just too attractive to wait. He knew she was 
touchy about making love at times, but he had hoped that he had changed her 
mind three nights ago. That goddamn trip to New Orleans must have put ideas 
in her head, that and that sex-pot Susan. He had tried to remain aloof when 
she told him she was taking a trip to think things out, but in reality he, 
he had been very hurt that she had wanted to go alone. He thought that some 
of her coldness might leave her when she got away for a while, but it was 
obvious now that nothing had changed with her. Fucking frigid cock-teaser! 
He was going to have to show her again.


"Frank," she said, her voice taking on a whining tone he hated so much. "I 
think you better stop that drinking. You know you can't handle all that 
liquor."


That was the last straw. He was going to show her once and for all that it 
was not a wife's job to criticize her husband.


"I'm sick and tired of your constant nagging!" he said, hiding none to 
successfully his hurt behind the sudden snarling fury in his voice. His 
intense hatred shocked Janet, and she fought to control herself.


"If you behaved like a civilized human being instead of like some sort of 
... of ... a rutting animal, I might not nag so much!" she retorted, the 
fury in her eyes blazing with a new-found anger. She had had enough of his 
constant demands. It was time that he learned that she had her own wants and 
needs, and even though she enjoyed sex, she was not some sort of sex maniac 
to be had whenever it suited her husband, and not her.


"You just shut up, you fucking little bitch," Frank hissed as he walked 
closer to her, his face livid with anger and his feet a little unsteady from 
the two strong drinks he had made for himself. "I don't need any lessons on 
how to live from a frigid ice block like you. Any wife that takes off for a 
week-end the way that you did is in no position to say anything."


"It's obvious that a week-end wasn't enough," Janet snapped back, inching 
her way back. She was trying to keep her body from trembling. She had never 
seen Frank so angry, not even that frightful night before the week-end, and 
she knew she might be forced to do something she didn't want to do. He was a 
good deal stronger than she was.


He turned away from her and walked back to the small living room bar to pour 
himself another drink. She took a deep breath as he opened the scotch 
bottle.


"I think you've had enough," she said, trying to make her voice sound 
understanding.


"I'll tell you when I've had enough," he answered harshly. "I don't believe 
you can think at all."


She walked quickly to him and grabbed at the half empty bottle.


"You let go of it, you fucking bitch," he snarled, pulling it toward him. 
She held on tightly, and as he gave it a second jerk, it slipped from her 
hand and fell from his grasp, hitting the tile floor and shattering. A light 
brown liquid formed a little pool in the floor, and flowed toward the rug.


"Now look at what you've done!" she growled, the harsh words forming 
furiously in her throat. "First you come home and pretend to behave like a 
normal person, but now I see you for what you really are. A sex-maniac. A 
lousy, vulgar, drunken sex-maniac. I try to make things nice for you, and 
this is the thanks I get. A soused lout for a husband!"


Frank stared in disbelief at his wife, and what ever feelings he may have 
had in the beginning of self-blame faded to give way to a more intense 
emotion a cold, sharp rage heightened by the alcohol he had drunk so quickly 
on an empty stomach. Her harsh, sharp words pierced his liquor-fogged mind 
like a sharp searing spear, and it was all he could do to control his desire 
to grab her by the throat.. How could she talk to him like this? She was 
acting like some sort of queen talking to her servant.


"... and let me tell you something, Mr. Williams. Sex is the only thing you 
ever think about. Sex, sex, sex! Well, buster, let me tell you I'm not some 
sort of machine that can be turned off and on at your whim. I have my rights 
too."


"Well, you sure act like a machine," Frank broke in bitterly. "You act like 
a machine that's always on off. You talk about me and my behavior, but 
you're like a block of wood. Did you hear that, Miss Know-it-all? A cold, 
frigid piece of wood."


Frank's spiting words were cut off by a stinging slap across his face. He 
stared in stinging amazement as he brought his hand to his cheek. She was 
standing motionless in front of him, her face colorless as her blood drained 
from it.


"You sanctimonious little bitch! I'll show you who's in charge in this 
house."


His strong massive fingers gripped her shoulder tightly, and Janet felt a 
sharp pain shoot through her body. The crazed look of rage she saw in his 
reddened eyes frightened her more than anything else that had happened, and 
she felt a powerful feeling of terror course through her body. Her heart was 
pounding, and suddenly she thought that she had better get away from him as 
soon as possible. There was no telling what he might do in his drunken rage. 
Fighting to overcome the searing pain in her shoulder, she tried to soothe 
him into letting go of her.


"Frank, please, darling. I'm sorry. I didn't know what I was saying. Let's 
go eat and...."


"Food! That's all you want to think about isn't it. Well I'll put a new idea 
into that empty head of yours."


His lips bruised down on hers, and she clamped her teeth shut as she felt 
his tongue try to worm its way into her. Vainly she tried to struggle and 
break away from his brutal wet kiss, but his strong hungry lips were locked 
tightly against her unreceptive mouth, and she could not prevent his probing 
fierce wetness from entering her. The swirling hardness forced its way into 
the warm depths of her mouth and revolved around in her inert organ. With a 
desperate strength, Janet managed to break away from her lust-enraged 
husband's brutal kiss and ran for the front door. He ran ahead of her and 
locked it, pushing her aside and causing her to fall to the floor.


"Now I got you," he hissed, a lewdly sadistic smile on his livid face.


His lascivious taunt cut deep ruts of fear in Janet, and she regained the 
venomous hatred she had tried to control moments before. I don't have to be 
treated like this she thought, as she stood up and walked to her drunken 
husband. She tried to slap him again but he grabbed her hand in midair and 
slapped her, hitting her against her open jaw with enough force so that he 
almost believed that he might have broken it.


Janet flew across the room and fell, pressing her head to the floor. Frank 
stared in disbelief at his wife. He had really not meant to hit her, and it 
was something he had never done. His anger faded quickly as he thought he 
might have actually hurt her badly.


"Janet...." he called out softly, his voice hoarse. There was no answer.


"Janet, honey, are you all right?" he asked, fear causing his voice to 
quiver and tremble. He bent down and touched her, and was greatly relieved 
that she responded to his touch. At least she was conscious. He fought to 
control his rage and forced himself to speak softly. He turned her over on 
her back and was actually greatly relieved when she opened her eyes, despite 
the unadulterated loathing she was able to project from her limpid brown 
pools.


"Why don't you just fuck me and get it over with?" she asked, her soft and 
even voice dripping with disgust and venomous hatred.


Frank jerked back, struck with the harsh cruelness of her words. The bitch. 
He had been genuinely concerned for her, and this was how he was repaid. His 
face contorted into a savage mask of brutal hatred.


"You little cunt, you better believe I'll get it over with. Play games with 
me, will you...."


He pursed his blood-drained lips in bestial fury and reached to the neckline 
of her dress, locking his fingers between the deep cleavage of her heaving 
breasts and pulling it with all his lust-enraged might, ripping her tight 
black dress off her body and exposing her sheer cotton bra and trembling 
legs, quivering frightfully beneath her panty-hose. With another mighty tear 
of his furious fingers, he ripped her bra from her body, and forced her flat 
on the floor, his hands brutally rubbing her breasts and pinching her 
nipples with all his fury. The pain was intense, and Janet let out a shriek 
of agony as a tearing stab of pain raced through her body. Frank brought his 
mouth lustfully on her own warm wet lips in a brutal kiss of hate and 
passion.


Lifting himself off her trembling body, he towered over her as she lay on 
the floor, trying desperately to hold back her tears. Frank smiled 
terrifyingly as he took full sight of her nakedly exposed breasts, creamy 
white and heaving under his angry stare, the bright red nipples becoming 
hard against Janet's will. Whimpering, Janet tried to hide her nakedness 
from her husband's lewdly lustful eyes, but as she crossed her hands across 
her chest to protect her breasts from his glaring look, he again bent down 
and hooked his hand under the elastic waistband of her pantyhose and yanked 
it from her hips, pulling along with it her pink bikini panties and 
revealing her dark quivering mound of vaginal hair and her twitching inner 
thighs.


She was beyond fear now, and she braced herself for what she thought would 
surely be the most degrading thing that had ever happened to her. She held 
her breath and closed her eyes as she saw him unbuckling his belt, 
presumably to drop his pants to the floor for his rape.


She was totally surprised at what actually happened. Instead of his forceful 
weight pressing on her naked body, she felt the sharp sting of his belt 
searing across her already sensitive breasts, and she opened her eyes as he 
raised his hand again for another sadistic crack. This time the beating 
lashed across her thighs, and the stinging tip of his belt whipped at her 
pussy lips.


"Aaaaggghhh!" Janet screamed in terror as another razor-sharp blow lashed 
across her pulsing belly, and still another, leaving bright red welts near 
the throbbing, aching tips of her heaving breasts. She rolled over on her 
stomach, protecting her more sensitive areas from his cruel beating. Still 
another lash seared across her naked buttocks, and she struggled weakly to 
pull herself away from his seemingly never ending blows. Her whole body was 
stinging from his senseless beating, and her throat was dry and choked with 
rattling sobs. There was no escape, and angry red welts were rising on her 
body, he finally stopped and lowered his pants, revealing the huge, 
fully-erect shaft of his lust-hardened cock. Her eyes were glued to its 
pulsing hardness, and she swallowed in terror as she knew he was going to 
rape for real now.


"Now maybe you'll pay a little more attention to what your husband says," he 
said, his voice laden with hatred and anger.


Janet was livid with fear and hatred, but she was too weak to say anything 
to him. She had suffered the ultimate humiliation of being beaten by her 
husband, and nothing would ever make her forget it. This wasn't the man she 
had married. This was some lust-crazed animal, a venomous stranger, 
saturated with uncontrollable rage. What could have changed him from the 
gentle man she once knew? Even though it may have been true that she nagged 
him occasionally, and sometimes refused his attentions, nothing she had done 
could be grounds for this violence toward her.


Her thoughts were cut off abruptly by the realization that his hands were on 
the aching rounded whiteness of her silky buttocks, squeezing and kneading 
the firm mounds of resilient flesh. A shiver of abhorrence raced through her 
and she tried to press her pelvis tightly to the floor to attempt an escape 
from his unwanted penis.


"Don't move, bitch," he barked as though he were talking to a dog. Digging 
his fingers into the warm skin of her soft backside, his voice and strength 
ended her opposition. Not that there was anything she could have done 
anyway. He was much stronger than she was, and she couldn't stand anymore 
pain. She spread her legs and allowed his wandering hands to crudely torture 
the stinging flesh of her thighs and cuntal lips, biting her lip as he made 
no attempt to be gentle while he thrust his massive fingers deeply into her 
dry vagina. His dripping lips were pressing against hers, and he was 
savagely massaging her breast with his muscular hand. The depth of his 
fingers brutally rammed into her unready cuntal folds sent a searing shock 
of pain coursing through her loins, and as he plunged his hand into her 
vagina again and again, she let out another scream of sheer agony.


"Aaaaaahhhhhhh! No! no!" she couldn't stop herself from crying in utter 
pain. He removed his wet mouth from hers and moved quickly down her shaking 
body, and for one brief horrible moment, she thought he was going to do 
something so totally perverse and obscene to her that she didn't want to 
think about it. Was he actually going to suck at her pussy lips with his 
mouth? The thought filled her with horror, but it seemed more and more real 
as he inched his saliva-dripping, hungry mouth farther and farther down her 
pulsating belly, her quivering and slowly undulating hips and finally into 
the fleecy wisps of her darkly curling hair.


But he stopped there. He did not enter the now moistly sucking lips of her 
cunt hole. Instead, he raised himself up and straddled her body with his 
knees surrounding her mountainous blood-swollen breasts. She looked in 
horror as he smiled down on her thrashing head, moving back and forth to 
escape his lewdly perverse grin. Grabbing his turgid blue-veined cock in one 
hand, he held his lust-gorged member over her mouth.


"Suck it, baby," he commanded. Janet felt an icy chill pierce her tortured 
body. He couldn't be serious! He actually wanted her to put his massively 
enlarged rod in her mouth! She nearly swooned at the thought, and she 
squirmed beneath him, her welt-covered breasts brushing against his knees. 
She tightened her lips as he moved the angry red tip of his penis along the 
crack of her mouth, trying to force the mushroom-shaped knob between her 
lips. She twisted her head, but he followed her with twists of his own.


"I said suck it. And you will, too, unless you want me to beat you again 
with the belt."


Visions of agonizing memories flashed through her tormented mind, and knew 
that she did not want him to hurt her anymore. Taking a deep breath she 
opened her mouth, enveloping his huge hotly throbbing penis in her warm and 
wet mouth, and Frank forced his hips forward as he drove his searing rod of 
lust-bloated flesh deeply into her throat, undulating his hips as he pulsed 
his penis in her:


Janet thought she would gag at the depth he had thrust his massive cock, and 
its searing size filled her mouth and gullet. Against her will, she moved 
her tongue along its turgid throbbing length and around the fist sized angry 
red tip, and she had to admit, deep in the back of her mind, that his hands 
resting on her milky-white breasts were actually pleasurable. Even so, the 
full weight of her mouth fucking husband oscillating on her soft belly flesh 
was making breathing difficult, and she was unable to remove his immense 
cock. He had rammed himself so deeply into her that his hair covered balls 
were banging against her chin as he plunged in and out of her opening and 
closing mouth.


She could feel his cock head tighten inside of her lips as she worked his 
offensive throbbing penis to orgasmic frenzy, and his hands left her breasts 
and enclosed her head, forcing her to bob up and down along his firmly 
throbbing cock. Frank was beginning to feel his sperm rise from his 
chin-pounding testicles, squeezed from his dark, kinky haired covered 
scrotum and build to a lust-threatening eruption. It had been a long time 
since he had been sucked to cumming, and it was too bad that his wife found 
the act repulsive. Her mouth was as soft as any cum-lubricated cunt, and her 
lips were grasping tightly on his lust-inflated penis. As he moved her 
wildly nodding head in time with his own undulating hips, he rammed his 
rock-hard cock again and again into her cum-producing mouth, and he gritted 
his teeth and threw his head back in an effort to keep his sperm in his 
penis for as long as he could. The pressures building in his turgid hardness 
were causing him to thrash randomly along his wife's milky mountains, and as 
he felt his sperm finally erupt in her soft, warm wet mouth, he forced 
himself as deeply into her gagging throat as he could, bursting his hot, 
milky-white thick liquid from the crack in his penis. Jet after jet of the 
searing sperm gushed into his wife's cock-sucking mouth, and he thrashed as 
he forced every drop into her that he could.


Janet puffed her cheeks with the incredible amount of semen flowing into 
her, and she had no other choice but to swallow the thick, whitely spurting 
juices in deep full gulps. She wanted to open her mouth and let as much of 
her husband's sperm run out of her lips if she could, but the totality with 
which her husband's turgidly throbbing cock filled her mouth made that 
impossible. His searing fluid was choking-her, and the only way she could 
breathe was to gulp his jetting cum as rapidly as he was shooting it back 
into her gullet.


With an amazing sense of relief she felt his lustfully oversized penis 
shrink to a normal size, and finally he removed it from her mouth, some of 
his sperm still dripping from the tip, and the shrinking shaft covered with 
her spittle.


Lifting himself off his wife, he stood to one side and grinned sadistically.


"Now, that wasn't so bad, was it," he said tauntingly, using a little boy's 
voice she found degrading and humiliating. Janet was about to say something, 
but the memory of her beating caused her to think the better of it. As her 
mouth-fucking husband laughed as he dressed, she turned her livid and semen 
covered face away from him in utter shame. Each time she moved she sent 
painful ripples coursing through her exhausted and welt-covered body. He 
walked out the door without looking at his lewdly sprawled wife gasping on 
the floor. She heard him leave out the front door, and as she heard the car 
pull out of the driveway, she started to cry.


* * *


CHAPTER FOUR


Janet spent a fitful night. She hadn't any idea where Frank might have gone 
to, and she was so afraid that he might come home in a worse mood than when 
he left that every time she heard a car she woke up. By morning, her 
luscious brown hair was a tangled mess, and her full face showed deep signs 
of sleeplessness. Her soft and velvety skin was still stinging from the 
beating she had received, and the welts showed clearly on her creamy white 
breasts and buttocks. She decided that there was no chance Frank would come 
home now. He was probably at work, so she took a shower, something she 
realized she should have done the night before. The warm water felt good on 
her aching body, and by the time she was finished, she was actually feeling 
very relaxed.


She made herself a cup of coffee and as she drank and smoked several 
cigarettes in succession, she tried to sort the events of the night before. 
Her ass-cheeks were still sore from her whipping, and the only way she could 
sit comfortably was to slide down in the kitchen chair with her welt-covered 
legs stretched out in front of her. She still could not make herself believe 
that Frank could have been so cruel for no apparent reason. If he could only 
control his drinking. She had never thought about it before, but now she was 
wondering if it were possible that he had a drinking problem. She had heard 
that sometimes it was not possible to tell about such things until it was 
too late. She wanted to talk to someone about it, and the only person she 
could think of was Susan. She did not really want to burden her best friend 
with her own problems, but she felt that if she did not get some sort of 
help soon, he might very well do the same thing again, or even worse.


The thing was, she had not come home with Susan, who was having such a 
wonderful time in New Orleans that she had decided to stay for another day. 
Knowing Susan as she did, it was possible that she might have stayed longer. 
There was no other choice. She had to give her friend a call.


After several rings, her friend answered the phone.


"Hello," said a sleepy sounding voice at the other end.


"Hello, Susan? This is Janet. I have to talk to you."


"Janet, have you any idea what time it is?"


"Susan it's after nine. Please, Susan it's important. Can we meet 
somewhere?"


"Janet, is something wrong?" Susan sounded very concerned. And why shouldn't 
she? They had practically dated the same people, had the same friends ... 
All that was nearly over now. They were the only two of their college gang 
that still stayed together.


"It's something I'd rather not talk about over the phone. Please, Susan."


"How can I refuse an old friend? I know a little coffee shop in the 
Greenwich Village. I was going to show Tony around this afternoon. Why don't 
you join us. You can come over here and...."


"No, I'd rather meet you in the city. I have some things to do here. Are you 
sure you don't mind, I mean with your friend and all," she said. She 
remembered Tony as the man who Susan had spent nearly the entire week-end 
with. She would not feel uncomfortable having him with them. Actually, Janet 
was rather fond of Tony, in a friendly sort of way.


"Fine with me, if you want to go into the city all alone. I'll meet you 
there around noon." She gave Janet the address of the cafe, and Janet hung 
up feeling somewhat better. She might have gone to Susan's house, but she 
wanted to stay at her own home on the outside chance that Frank might call 
to at least apologize. She thought it might be better for her to call him at 
his office, but he never liked her to do that even when he was in a good 
mood. She didn't want to do anything that might antagonize him further. As 
the morning passed, she realized that Frank was not going to call, and she 
decided finally to take a bus into the city. For the moment at least, she 
wanted to be alone.


* * *


The Village was a happy place in the breezy summer air, and as Janet 
finished her walking around lost in thought, she saw Susan and Tony sitting 
at a table across the street. They waved to her and she walked over to them, 
sitting down and ordering a light lunch. They talked as she ate. After she 
had explained the events of the previous night, there was a long silence at 
the table. Tony was the first one to speak.


"You know, Janet, I don't know your husband that much more than I know you, 
but if what you say about his drinking is true, you might suggest AA."


Janet smiled. She had thought about mentioning Alcoholics Anonymous, but she 
could just see her husband's face at the thought that he, the world's 
greatest lover, might have a drinking problem.


"I might tell him what I thought if I didn't think he would blow up at me. 
He's been so unpredictable lately," said Janet. Her innocent confusion was 
hardly unnoticed by Tony, who could not ignore her up-turned, well-rounded 
full breasts tightly pressing against her sheer cotton blouse, and her 
casually crossed long shapely legs, her well-formed calves exposed nearly to 
her waist due to her short skirt riding up her legs. It was a shame that her 
husband did not seem to appreciate her total sensual beauty. Susan was sexy, 
that was for sure, but compared to Janet, Susan was just another lay. He 
could really enjoy getting into this poor beaten woman's cunt. From what she 
had said about the past actions of her husband, he was letting those 
luscious pussy lips go to pot, a mistake Tony would not make if he got the 
chance. And he was going to make sure he got the chance.


"That's for sure," said Susan. "If those things you've said about him lately 
are true, he could really lay it on you pretty heavy. Frankly, I don't have 
any suggestions."


She looked at her watch and moved in jerky motions as though she were late 
for something.


"Listen, Janet. I have to go. Tony will take care of you I'm sure, and we 
can finish the discussion some other time. I hope you don't mind."


"No, not at all. I rather enjoy being in the city. It's sort of another 
vacation. It's been quite some time since I spent a day here."


Susan left, waving good-bye to her friends. There was a short moment of 
silence when she was gone. She did not really know how to talk to her 
friend's current lover.


"How long are you staying in New York?" she asked by way of breaking the 
ice.


"I'm not sure, really. I'm pretty wealthy, and my electronics company pretty 
much runs itself. All I do is rubber stamp things anyway. I guess a lot 
depends on Susan."


Janet flushed as she thought of Susan virtually living with a near stranger. 
It seemed incredible to her that she had actually brought the man back to 
New York with her.


"Are ... are you ... staying with Susan while you visit New York?" stammered 
the embarrassed dark-haired woman.


Tony smiled, noticing how her bright red cheeks added to her sensuality.


"When we got to New York last night, it was pretty late, and even though I 
had reserved a hotel room, we both thought it better if I spent the night at 
her home."


Janet tried to keep her shock to herself. True, Tony was a young, handsome 
well-muscled man, and Susan was a little looser about who she spent time 
with. Janet wondered how things might be with her and men if she hadn't 
married Frank so early in life.


They finished their eating making small talk, and Tony suggested that they 
continue walking around.


"After all," he said, hoping she wouldn't see that he was unable to keep his 
eyes from focusing on her flaring hips and nylon covered legs, "I did come 
to see New York. With Susan having run off, you can be my guide."


Janet was happy for the distraction. She really didn't feel like going home 
just yet, and it was not like Tony was a total stranger. After all, she had 
come to enjoy his company in New Orleans. He was gentle at a time when she 
needed someone who understood her.


"Sure," she smiled. "I've never been disappointed in just walking around. 
Sometimes it can really help to clear the mind."


The day passed quickly in the city. Janet showed him many of the sights New 
York had to offer, and she was impressed herself at her having been too long 
away from the exciting island that was so close to her home. By six o'clock, 
she found herself exhausted and wondered where the time had gone. It 
suddenly occurred to Janet that it was later than she realized, and that she 
had better be getting home to make supper for Frank.


"E-excuse me, Tony, but I didn't really know what time it was. I'm afraid I 
have to be getting back home. My husband...."


She was cut off by a firm and gentle passionate kiss that took the 
curvaceous wife completely by surprise. What surprised her the most was that 
she did nothing to resist his obvious sexual advance. She had never cheated 
on her husband, and even though Allen had made the same advance to her in 
New Orleans, it was not the same thing as Tony's kiss. She had not been as 
lonely and confused then, and she really felt as though Tony was a friend. 
As he removed his lips from hers, she tried to come to grips with her 
emotions. A strong and powerful surge tingled through her body. It had been 
a long time since her husband had kissed her like that, and she could not 
deny the fact that she very much wanted to have Tony. The memory of her 
husband's brutal beating had left her feeling completely unwanted, and here 
was a man who wanted her very much.


But the thought of sleeping with him, actually allowing him to run his hands 
over her naked body, to cheat on both her husband and best friend, these 
were things that went against her moral character, and she wanted to break 
away and spend some time by herself to reason out her thoughts.


"I'm sorry," she said softly, her voice nearly cracking as Tony's hand came 
to rest gently on her firm buttocks, pulling her hips against his own and 
pressing her body against his muscular chest. "I really must be going."


But there was no conviction in her voice, and Tony could sense it. He knew 
what she needed was not help with her husband, but a feeling of being 
wanted, and he wanted her very much. Her soft heaving breasts pressing 
against his body sent a flood of lusty blood to his loins, enlarging his 
penis in his pants and making it throb with the constraint. He kissed her 
again, and noticed with intense delight that she did nothing to remove the 
hand he had placed in her supple breast. As he squeezed it slightly, she 
gasped, delighting at the feelings that coursed from his massaging hand 
through her yearningly hungry body to her loins. She remembered that she had 
wanted to get back at her husband, and here at last, was her opportunity.


Their deep concentration in each other was shattered as they heard several 
people laughing. They both turned around and noticed that their actions in 
public had brought a small crowd of people to watch them. A flood of shame 
waved through Janet's excited body, and for a brief moment, she wanted to do 
nothing but run and hide from the leering lewd looks of the perverts 
watching her kiss Tony. Tony sensed her shame, and whispered into her ear so 
that the people watching could not hear.


"My hotel is about a block from here. The Americanna. I think it would be 
better if we went there."


Even if she had not wanted to go to his hotel room, Janet knew that it would 
be better than what could happen to her if she had to walk through the 
streets alone after her shameless and obscene demonstration. After all, this 
was New York City. She said nothing as Tony placed his hand gently around 
her slender and swaying waist, leading the way to his hotel room.


Taking the elevator to his suite, the lust aroused wife was beginning to 
have second thoughts about the perverse act she felt so necessary, but these 
faded quickly as Tony opened the door to his hotel and led her in. Closing 
the door behind him, he turned to face her.


"God," he whispered. "I want you so much. I've wanted you since I first saw 
you, but when Susan told me you were married, well...."


The sudden mention of her friend brought some of Janet's senses back, and 
she asked her new lover what Susan would think if she knew what he was 
doing.


"Oh, don't worry about her," he said, grinning in a strangely lewd manner. 
"Susan can take care of herself." She sure can, he thought to himself. I 
wonder what she would think if she knew where Susan had really gone.


Tony's soft and soothing voice seemed to melt away any doubts Janet had 
about letting Tony fuck her. He certainly was handsome, his expensively 
styled hair full and blond and his clothes revealing a well-kept body of no 
older than thirty. Maybe younger.


Janet was about to ask him again how long he was going to stay in New York 
when he placed his mouth fully on her slightly open lips, his tongue gently 
worming its way into the soft wet chamber of her eager mouth. She made no 
attempt to stop him. In fact, after a short while, she inched her own 
lustfully wet organ past his teeth and into his sucking gullet. Drops of 
saliva dribbled down her open mouth, and ripples of sensual delight coursed 
through her body as she responded to the touch of Frank's hand lightly 
running the full length of her love starved body. Reaching down to cup her 
firm slightly swaying buttocks in his strong hands, Frank drew the eager 
young brunette tightly to his hips, and he thrilled with lustful intent at 
the touch of her trembling thighs resting on his blood-engorged penis. Janet 
had removed her hands from his face, and had dropped them along his sides, 
gracefully engulfing his tremendously powerful ass-cheeks in her slender 
palms, kneading them and increasing the pressure her thighs were causing on 
his throbbing cock. At last he removed his lips from hers and pressed her 
head lightly against his shoulder.


"I want to fuck you, Janet. I want to fuck you right now," he whispered, the 
lewdly obscene thought causing the icy shiver to pierce the cheating wife's 
body. She wanted him to fuck her. She wanted to feel his turgid throbbing 
cock in the folds of her hotly wet cunt, and she actually wished that he 
would rip her vaginal slit and enter her belly as forcefully as were humanly 
possible.


"I want you to fuck me, Tony," she gasped, amazed that she could say such a 
thing to a man who was not her own husband. She thought of Allen and how he 
had excited her so much by inching his hand along her inner thigh, and how 
she had allowed her own excited body to take control of her and force her to 
perform that awful act of masturbation. But that had been different. She 
thought then that there might be a possible reconciliation between her and 
her husband. Now she knew better. She felt now that she would never be able 
to get anything normal from that drunken son of a bitch, and she felt no 
shame or remorse at the thought that now she was going to allow another man 
to ravish her tender pink pussy lips.


Tony backed away and led his current lover's best friend to the couch, 
sitting her down and kneeling on the floor, his face buried between her 
knees as he kissed them and inched his warm wet tongue slowly along the 
inner thigh of her spread legs. Crisscrossing her arms around her light 
cotton blouse she removed it in one stroke, her high proud breasts still 
covered by her sheer lace bra jutting from her chest like two milky white 
mountains of soft, resilient flesh. Tony looked up from her knees and stood, 
bending over on the couch so that he could kiss her again as he placed his 
hands on her warm yielding breasts, kneading them softly and pinching her 
hard nipples through the thin protective cotton. Racing his hands from her 
heaving breasts, he moved them quickly to her naked belly and grabbed full 
handfuls of her satiny flesh massaging it as he moved his mouth down her 
slender white neck toward the low, sweeping "U" of her bra, enveloping his 
face in her cleavage. His hot breath blasting from his open sucking mouth 
seared at Janet's breasts through her lacy white covering, and she reached 
her hands behind her back to unfasten her bra, opening it and lifting the 
thin straps down over shoulders, exposing to his hotly eager mouth her 
voluptuous glans.


Tony gaped at the sensual beauty of their firm round fullness as Janet took 
his face and placed it gently on a creamy lust swollen mound, throwing her 
head back as he inserted a love hardened red nipple between his tightly 
pursing lips, a wave of smoldering lust coursing through her twitching body 
and coming to rest at her burning entrance of her love-juicy cuntal lips. He 
had already placed one of his hands on her nearly undulating hips, fumbling 
for her skirt zipper, and when he had found it, pulled it down the length of 
her dark linen covering, opening it and exposing to his lustful steely gaze 
her quivering oscillating panty-covered cunt.


Janet slid down from the couch and laid her nearly naked body on the floor. 
Tony stood up from his crouching position and quickly removed his clothes 
until his blood-engorged cock was no longer confined. Fully released from 
his constricting pants, his massive thick penis jutted from his hair-covered 
balls like a turgid skewer, and Janet smiled with anticipation as she tried 
to imagine its cunt ripping thickness inside her. She had never seen a cock 
so huge, and for one brief moment, she was certain that it would not be able 
to fit inside her quivering and cum-laden cunt lips. The angry red mushroom 
shaped knob was already beginning to pulse with alarming power, and as Tony 
laid down next to Janet's trembling nude body, it brushed across her soft, 
creamy belly flesh, sending a searing wave of illicit delight rippling 
through her spine. Goosebumps covered her milky flesh, and she shivered 
violently as Tony placed his hands on the heaving mountains of her breasts, 
trapping her love-hardened nipples between his tightly closing fingers. As 
he brushed his mouth on her luscious, slightly opened lips, she instantly 
drove her tongue past his teeth and wormed her deliciously wet organ deep 
into his gullet, gasping strongly as his hands slowly left her blood-swollen 
breasts and inched their way along her quivering belly flesh, creeping 
dangerously close to her undulating pussy lips, but stopping deliriously 
close to her tangled vaginal mound of dark cuntal hair, probing with the 
fore-finger into the delicate pucker of her belly button as he removed his 
face from hers and licked her revolving neck with his sandpaper like tongue, 
sucking luscious mouthfuls of flesh as he made his way slowly to her breast. 
As he finally sucked his way along the top of her enlarged breast, Janet 
breathed deeply as she felt his tongue lap at her love sensitive breast 
nipple and his hand finally enter her cum-wet cuntal hair, and Tony engulfed 
her twitching nipple and inserted his fuck-finger into the wetly warm folds 
of her revolving cunt at the same time. Janet convulsed her entire body 
violently as wave after lustfully searing wave raced through her thrashing 
body like a blue-hot fire of agonizing delight.


Reaching along his nearly still body, she ran her hand along his muscular, 
hairy chest and down along his body until she felt his coarse, rough pubic 
hair, and as she touched the throbbing tip of his massive penis, a drop of 
pre-seminal fluid burned her arm, sending ripples of obscenely wanton desire 
speeding throughout her violated body. Inching her hand farther down his 
hotly vibrating shaft, she shivered with delight as she noticed that his 
blood-gorged cock was too large for her to enclose it totally with her long 
fingers.


Stroking its turgid length from its fist sized tip to the sperm-bloated 
balls nestled in his hair covered scrotum, she felt her cunt-fingering lover 
shake with lustful appreciation. Moving her hand along his shaft more 
quickly, she could feel his penis throb menacingly as she knew she was 
causing his balls to produce a searing, torrid flood of milky white, thick 
cum, a flood she wanted in her cunt more than she wanted anything else.


Tony had shifted his body so that her cock stroking actions dragged his 
oversized member across her tender twitching legs, and forcing her thighs to 
part in hopes that he would ram his enraged penis into her yearning cuntal 
lips. His fuck finger had been joined by two more digits, and his cunt 
plunging hand was turning her pussy lips into a cum-drenched, 
well-lubricated chamber in preparation for his long-awaited fuck, and as she 
spread her legs still further apart, Tony forced a fourth finger into her 
sucking love-juicy cunt, biting more firmly on her lust-hardened breast bud, 
shifting his mouth from one to the other, inserting its wanton hardness in 
the hotly sucking softness of his mouth.


Janet arched her hips to increase the depth of Tony's cunt fucking hand as 
she increased the speed of her sperm producing hand stroking his own 
undulating seething cock. The fires of her quivering cuntal region were 
building to almost uncontrollable proportions, and she wanted his burning 
shaft in her before she flooded his hand with her sticky cum. She did not 
want to be masturbated by his desperate hand, she wanted to be fucked by 
him, wanted to feel his torrid blood bloated penis surging inside the gushy 
folds of her love-starved cunt.


"Please Tony," she whispered, gasping for breath between the words. "Fuck 
me. Fuck me now. I can't wait."


The lewdly spoken words excited her even more, and she felt her cuntal cum 
build to still more pressure against her massaged cuntal lips. It had been a 
long time since she had been brought to such a sexual fervor, and the 
torture was delightful. Her husband had never thought to excite her the way 
this near stranger was doing, and she found the agony of total arousal more 
pleasurable than anything she had ever known.


Her hips were thrashing against Tony's fucking hand with deliriously wanton 
abandon, but as she moaned in increasing climax, he suddenly removed his 
slippery fingers from between her thrashing thighs, pulling his burning cock 
from her hand and lifted himself on his knees, placing his upraised body 
between her spread thighs and looked down at his illicitly acquired lover. 
Placing his hands on both her tightly enlarged breasts, he kneaded their 
resilient flesh, the angry tip of his cock barely brushing along the open 
chamber of her cuntal hole, its naked touch forcing Janet to move her hips 
down and attempt to engulf it in cum-drenched folds of her hotly aroused 
pussy. Surrounding her sex-tight nipples between his massively powerful 
fingers, he constricted his fingers quickly and sent a boiling wave of 
savory delight seething to her twitching cunt, and Janet forced her legs as 
far apart as she could, opening her cum-covered pillars of soft flesh, 
offering to his burgeoned penis the ability to thrust deeply into her 
gushing pussy chamber.


With a single violent push, Tony rammed his blood-aggravated torching rod 
into her dolorous passage, its immense size splitting her cuntal hole to the 
extreme lascivious limits and sending a searing wave of churning delight 
coursing through her writhing torso, a blue-hot flame of desire burning in 
her cuntal region forcing her to scream from her parched lips in intense 
animal fury.


"Aaaagggghhhhh!"


Reaching up with her hips, she locked her legs tightly at her ankles, 
trapping his lust-expanded skewering spear deep in her cuntal folds, her 
thrashing lower regions undulating slowly and deliberately in unison with 
the totally deep plunges of his lewdly erect member engulfed by her hot wet 
cunt. The full weight of his body brushed down on her as he felt his sperm 
bloated balls slap against her dripping cuntal slit, and each plunge into 
the depths of her lubricated pussy, the suction caused by pockets of 
slippery love-juice exciting both of them as his movements increased in 
tempo.


Thrust after broiling, torrid thrust sent the turgid cock deeper and deeper 
into her swollen clitoral bud, and Janet's mind was aware of nothing save 
the plunging of Tony's cock ramming into her with turbulent, bustling 
convulsion.


Janet arched her arms and laid her trembling hands firmly on his bobbing 
ass-cheeks, digging her nails into his undulating flesh, pressing him down 
tighter on her thrashing body, trying to increase the depth his burly, 
swollen cock had penetrated in her honeyed syrupy cuntal folds, savoring the 
piercing torridness that was waving through her voluptuous mountains of 
breast flesh, her taut nipples aching as they rubbed searingly along Tony's 
muscular hairy chest.


Each inward thrust of Tony's torching cock in the depths of her throbbing 
jerking cunt was matched by a reeling outward thrust of her wildly churning 
cunt, and her hips spasmed around the fiery pillar of masculinity enveloped 
between her lusciously drenched pussy lips. Excruciating shooting pains of 
agonizing delight coursed through her body as he writhed her body again and 
again against Tony's wantonly abandon fucking hips.


Tony felt as he had never felt before, the sensual cum-laden softness of her 
cuntal chamber holding his corpulent penis firmly in her cock-sheath, and as 
he thrust with a belly-wrenching ramming, he felt his sperm rise to his 
penis tip in threatening explosive power, knowing that her wild thrashing 
was bringing his turgid cock to near eruption with his plunging. His spear 
was being squeezed from his aching balls with their constant slapping 
against her slippery cuntal slit, a slit that gushed with her ever-mounting 
amount of cum as they brought each other to a violent eruption. Pressure 
built against the crack of the tip in his penis with each plunge matched by 
her ball-hitting outward thrash, and he constricted his cock muscles to hold 
back his flood of sperm for as long as he could.


Janet's jerking body was exciting him, and the bobbing of her palpitating 
cunt was searing his pubic region with her lusty lubrication, smearing his 
coarse dark hair with the juices from her quivering pussy lips, sending 
lascivious waves of sensual spasms racing through his body as he knew he 
could hold back his hot, thick jets of semen no longer. With a violent final 
total thrust of his powerful hips, he reached into her cuntal chamber as 
deeply as he could and erupted his milky cum in a surge of passionate 
maddened explosion.


At the same time, Janet felt the fiery pressures of her pulsing, twitching 
cunt burst in a flood of hot delicious cum, coursing from her pussy depths 
and gushing forth to meet Tony's seething cock so deep in her vaginal 
chamber, surging from her pussy lips and flowing around his turgid column 
plunging in rapid, jerky stroke between her sensitive cuntal folds. No 
longer able to control her cunt muscles, she arched her hips as Tony sent 
his shaft deep within her vagina, and as her sticky cum gushed out of her 
cunt, a loud throaty moan was emitted from her parched lips.


"Aaaaiiiieeee! I'm cccuuummmiiinnngg!. '"


Thrashing her body beneath her lover's writhing hips, she squirmed 
violently, spasm after delightfully scorching spasm churned in her 
voluptuously foaming body, turbulent palpitations searing her totally as she 
felt Tony's hotly eager sperm rush from his thrashing cock and flood her 
cuntal hole with its torridness. Her hips twitched in mindless abandon, and 
she thought of nothing except the illicit lover violating her cunt with a 
sexual totality that her husband had never been able to do. Again and again 
she arched her locked hips upwards, still undulating her cunt against his 
flooding cock as she sought to draw every drop of his hot, thick, 
milky-white semen that she could. Gasping for breath as she twitched her 
drenched hips against his aching balls, she breathed in low, throaty moans, 
desperately trying to keep her breath in the sensual totality of her 
husband-cheating fuck, a fuck that was doubly cheating, as she allowing her 
best friend's lover to bring her to such a delicious orgasm.


"Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh."


Slowly, the couple became more deliberate in their movements as they ceased 
their rapid tempo and eased the violence of their fucking. Tony's turgid 
cock was beginning to shrink slowly, and he removed his penis from her still 
jerking cunt, lifting his body as he kissed her on the open lips, arching 
his hand along her quivering belly and kneading her soft stomach flesh, 
sending even more spasms coursing to her cum and sperm drenched cunt. 
Continuing his hand still farther, he palmed her sticky cuntal hair and 
inserted a finger along the outer slit of her gushy pussy on a sexually 
vibrating after play. Kissing her again, he rolled his body off of hers and 
rested on his back while they took deep breaths to regain their senses after 
their incredible fuck.


For a long moment there was silence, broken only by the sound of panting. 
Janet had forgotten what it was like to be fucked by a man, to be really 
fucked by a real man. She thought of her husband's beating and forced 
perverse anal and mouth intercourse, and she shivered with shame at the 
memory of those actions. But right now, she was still in the passionate grip 
of her lover.


She never thought that she could have gone through with it. If she had 
thought yesterday that today she would have allowed a near stranger to fuck 
her the way she had just allowed Tony, she would have flushed in shame. As 
it was, she really could feel no remorse at the thought. In fact, she felt 
no remorse at the thought that she had just fucked her best friend's lover. 
Nothing mattered now except Tony, and she decided that as long as he were 
around New York, her husband could fuck himself. She didn't need him 
anymore. He spent too much time away from the house as it was. For that 
matter, Susan could always find another man. If Susan had really cared about 
Tony the way she let on in New Orleans, she would not have run off the way 
she had. Yes, thought Janet, with Tony in New York, she could really find 
out what she wanted from life instead of her husband telling her.


* * *


CHAPTER FIVE


Susan knew exactly whereto find Frank. She knew his habits, mostly from what 
Janet had told her, but also from meeting him once in his office for lunch. 
The company he worked for was very high-pressured, and often the management 
asked its workers to stay late after hours. To entice this procedure, they 
had a little kitchenette and a sleeping area. Frank often took his lunch in 
the office, preferring to use the facilities provided. Susan took the 
elevator to the top floor, and sure enough, there was Frank, quite alone, as 
she had expected. He looked deep in thought, and she startled him slightly 
as she knocked on the door. Obviously he was not expecting anyone. Good, she 
thought. Very good indeed!


He looked up and for a brief moment failed to recognize the curvaceous 
blonde woman standing at the door. Then he smiled as he recognized his 
wife's friend, a girl he had known ever since he had married Janet.


"Am I interrupting anything?" asked Susan, her voice revealing that she 
would not leave even if she were.


"No," sighed Frank. "I was ... I was just thinking about a work problem." He 
didn't want to tell her that he was really thinking about the beating he had 
given his wife the night before, but he didn't feel like telling her that.


"How wasteful," laughed Susan. "I just happened to be in the downtown area, 
having lunch with Janet, and I thought that as long as I was around the 
building, I may as well drop in and say hello to you. It's been a long time 
since we got together."


She had finished lunch with Janet. The words pierced Frank's mind. How much 
had his wife told Susan? There was nothing in her voice to reveal how much 
this pretty little blonde knew about their problems. He watched her as she 
poured herself a whiskey sour, looking up from the company bar at the 
dark-haired executive. "Want a drink before you get back to work?" she asked 
in a teasing voice. Frank nodded, unable to take his eyes off her breasts. 
Had she unbuttoned the two top buttons of her blouse on purpose? She didn't 
seem to care that her cleavage was clearly showing, and from where Frank was 
sitting, it looked as though she was not wearing a bra.


Mixing a whiskey sour for him, Susan handed him his drink and sat down on 
the couch next to him, turning her shapely body to give him a full view of 
her curvaceous waist and flaring hips. His eyes riveted on the openness of 
her blouse, and she talked as though she did not seem to care that he could 
see her parted breasts.


"Is work getting you down?" she asked, sipping her drink and gazing intently 
into his eyes. When he looked up to answer her question, her face was mere 
inches from his own, and the look she was giving him made Frank sure that 
she had come to his office for one reason. He stood up, feeling somewhat 
uncomfortable. He may be having problems with his wife, but to actually 
think about fucking her best friend....


"Oh, work's okay," he said, walking to the other end of the room in an 
attempt to be casual. Sipping at his drink and looking out the window, his 
mind raced with lewd thoughts. He had always found Susan attractive. He 
liked her long, straight blonde hair and her full high cheeks. She rarely 
used lipstick, and when she did, as she was now, it was flesh-colored and 
made her luscious lips all the fuller.


He turned from the window and faced her. She was still sitting on the couch, 
her arm draped over the back, sipping on her drink and looking over the top 
of the glass at the confused young businessman.


"Well, is there something else on your mind getting you down?" she asked in 
mock amazement.


"What makes you think something's getting me down?" he retorted, not putting 
as much force in his voice as he would have liked. How much did she know?


She stood up from the couch and walked over to him. He would have liked to 
back away, to be alone to think through his problems with his wife, but she 
pressed him into the window as she threw her arms around his neck and looked 
deeply into his widening eyes.


"Women have a special intuition about when men are feeling down," she 
whispered. He was about to tell her that he had to go back to work and she 
had better leave when she pressed her mouth against his surprised lips, 
turning her head and pulling him forward against her. No need to think that 
Janet is having all the fun, she thought to herself, and if Frank knew that 
his wife was spending time with someone who would undoubtedly take her back 
to his hotel room, he might rush out of here. Then I'd never get him.


Instinctively he wrapped his strong arms around her slender hips, his 
fingers reaching out to grab at the swaying buttocks pressed against his 
thighs and pull her closer. Susan thrilled with delight as she felt his 
growing bulge rub against her tense thighs.


"I hope you're not thinking about your stupid job now," Susan whispered 
hoarsely.


Frank couldn't believe that this was actually happening, and the excitement 
he was feeling clouded his thinking. He couldn't resist moving his eyes over 
the full, voluptuous curves, resting with lewd intent on the open valley 
between her mountainous breasts. It was obvious to him by now that she had 
deliberately opened her blouse, knowing that he would be unable to resist 
her milky-white mounds.


"Susan I ... I have ... have to get to...."


She silenced him by putting a long, slender finger gently across his lips, 
and as she removed it so that she could kiss him again, she felt him shiver 
as she moved her hand down his yielding body and trailed it lightly over the 
throbbing writhing bulge of his cock. He seemed to come alive with her 
touching, and even though he wanted to push her away, he was caught in a 
grip of sexual longing. He realized that there was something in this little 
blonde cunt that he would not be able to find in his wife. She had seemed so 
cold and frigid lately, and Susan was like a hotbed of sexual desire. Her 
cock-rubbing was igniting his whole body as she pressed her caressing hand 
tighter against the burgeoning member trapped in his pants. She had reached 
down still further to his crotch, engulfing his aching genitals with a 
gentle squeeze.


Susan backed away slightly as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse, opening it 
and pulling it over her tanned arms. He had been right. She was not wearing 
a bra, and her breasts greeted his steely gaze with two bright red nipples 
that were already tight with torrid lust. Frank stared with bulging eyes in 
disbelief as she unzipped her skirt and dropped it to the floor, watching 
with excitement as the flimsy garment cascaded over her smooth, slender 
hips. He gaped in amazement as she stepped out of the skirt and stood there, 
wearing only the briefest pink bikini panties she could find, and she walked 
to him again, fondling his swelling cock and pulling at the zipper of his 
pants. He couldn't believe what was happening. He was in a secluded part of 
his office and wife's best friend was stripping and fondling his cock. 
Suddenly it was too much for him. With a savage moan he pushed himself away 
from her and unbuckled his pants, dropping them to the floor and sighing 
with relief as his enormous seething cock was released from his confining 
pants. Wearing his underwear, he walked to her and kissed her harshly, the 
jutting spear-like rod behind his sheer cotton briefs pressing lightly 
against the warm wet cum-stained panties she was still wearing. Her smooth 
naked back responded to his lightly rubbing fingers by arching backward and 
thrusting her nude belly against the cloth covered tip of his lust-engorged 
penis. He shivered with lascivious abandon as she reached inside his 
stretched elastic band and wrapped her warm, slender fingers around his 
throbbing turgid penis. As she pulled his convulsing cock lightly, he 
slipped his hands into her panties and grasped her slightly undulating 
asscheeks, moving his hands slowly around her twitching body and implanting 
his kneading fingers in the soft fleecy mound of her blonde vaginal hair. 
With a downward movement of his lust-quivering hands, he pulled her panties 
over her hips and moved them down her long legs to the floor.


Moving away from her lustfully sweating skin, Frank was completely in awe at 
the beauty of her lewdly naked body. Merely gazing at her luscious full 
milky-white breasts topped with bright red sex-taut nipples was almost 
enough to make him cum without any further inspiration. He had never seen 
such perfectly roundand firm glans, and Susan seemed to take a delirious 
delight in having him admire her the way he was. It was something his own 
wife, Janet, had never done. Closing her eyes, Susan moved her head from 
side to side as she ran her well tanned lush arms along her hips upwards to 
her mountainous tits, massaging them slowly and teasing his eyes as he 
watched her hands enclose her sex-hard cherry red nipples. Arching her back, 
she thrust her slender waist forward, pointing at him with the soft fleshy 
chancre of her belly button, surrounded by the smooth alabaster white of her 
stomach flesh. Her hips flared outward gracefully, the sharp points of her 
pelvic bones covered by soft folds of voluptuous skin, meeting gracefully at 
her thighs and forming the two corpulent pillars of her firm, tenuous legs, 
pressed together loosely, accenting their coming joined at her ambrosial, 
savory cunt, clearly defined against her light, creamy pubic region by its 
even lighter fleecy golden vaginal hair. As Frank's lust-aroused, bulging 
eyes drank in the seething beauty of her lasciviously radiant Venus mound, 
his burgeoned cock threatened to pierce his shorts, and he thought he would 
go mad if he could not suck her delicious looking pussy right away. He could 
wait no longer. With a violent jerk of his sweating palms, he removed his 
confining briefs and tossed them aside, allowing his enormous, burly penis 
to expand to its full, blood-engorged length, lustfully swollen at the eager 
anticipation that here was a woman who would satiate his wanton sexual 
appetite totally and without reservation. He thought of how Janet would not 
even allow him to gaze at her dark-haired cunt, and she did not like Frank 
to kiss and lick at her vaginal area.


But as he watched Susan undulate her honeyed hips against the air, trying 
rather successfully to arouse him to sperm-foaming torridness, he knew that 
she wanted him to do that thing he loved to do most.


"God, Susan, I want to suck you. I want to eat your pussy so bad...."


"Well come on, lover," she whispered. "What are you waiting for?"


Walking to her, he knelt down on his knees and breathed deeply the heady 
aroma of her searing cunt, inhaling with delight at the seething scent of 
her cum-dripping cuntal hole, and reaching his lewdly hungry face forward to 
kiss firmly her soft tangled mass of cunt hair. Spreading her slightly 
throbbing legs, Susan opened her cuntal passage to his warmly turgid tongue, 
and as he licked with wanton craving at her syrupy cuntal folds, a low 
throaty moan ripped from her mouth, and she sank to the floor in a slow, 
graceful movement, turning her body so that Frank could easily enter her 
vagina between her burning thighs and she could lap at his enraged penis 
with her torching palpitating mouth, savoring with sexual glee the first 
drops of clear, boiling pre-seminal juices emitting from his fist-sized 
mushroom shaped tip.


Grabbing his turbulent spear like cock in both hands, she ran her tongue 
around the angry red tip of his thickly blue-veined penis. It was like 
heaven having Frank's white-hot penis in her mouth, and she inched her 
tongue along the full throbbing length of his shaft, enveloping his hair 
covered balls totally, lapping lewdly at his sperm-bloated scrotum. She 
could feel his massive cock writhe with convulsions as she bobbed her head 
along his thick turgidness back to the flaming tip and plunged his cock 
totally into her gullet, closing her luscious lips around his manliness 
tightly in frenzied delight. She loved to suck cocks, enjoyed tremendously 
the thick sperm gushing from a churning pillar of rock-hard muscle into her 
sucking mouth, and she bobbed her head rapidly to hasten his sperm eruption.


Ripples of searing flames coursed through her body as she felt Frank's hot, 
wet tongue slide along the slit of her open cuntal chamber, barely entering 
her pussy as he licked her inner thighs so close to her cunt that she 
pulsated her spasming hips, trying to press her budding clitoral slit 
against his mouth and force him to enter her cum-wet pussy.


Frank was teasing her with his tongue, knowing that if he moved too quickly, 
that blissful moment would be over too soon. Opening his mouth as wide as he 
could, he placed his lips along her pink, dripping vaginal lips and massaged 
them by gnawing at her cuntal hair, running his welcome tongue along her 
sticky cuntal crevice, barely entering the valley of her pussy. He could 
feel her press her naked body down on his mouth, and it took all his will to 
prevent total entry. After all, he wanted to eat her as much as she wanted 
him to, but he was not going to let her control this orgasm. He thrust his 
tongue in a little, tasting the hot sweetness of her love-juice gushing from 
between her cuntal lips. He could feel her twitch in eager anticipation of 
his full thrust, a thrust that he was holding back for as long as he could. 
He was being brought turgidly to uncontrollable undulation by Susan's deft 
mouth gently pressuring the thick vein webbed underside, making him mewl 
with ecstatic delight from the unusual sensation, and her head was pumping 
wildly on the churning softness of his sperm-laden balls, reached 
miraculously by enveloping the total length of his thick, hot penis in her 
warm wet mouth, lapping out with her tongue and touching his scrotum with 
it. He wondered if he would be able to hold her back. He had never felt so 
excited in his life, and he forgot everything he had been thinking about 
before Susan-walked into his office. His job, Janet, the problems with his 
marriage and drinking, everything faded into a melted memory, heated by the 
fact that Susan was sucking deliriously on his throbbing cock, Susan who was 
actually enjoying the act he had forced his wife to perform, Susan who was 
beautiful and sensual and desirable, and who wanted him to suck her cunt as 
much as he wanted her to suck his cock. She was his wife's best friend, but 
that didn't matter! Nothing mattered to him then, except the piercing thrill 
he was feeling race through his body and resting at the tip of his cock, a 
thrill that was being caused by Susan's tongue and mouth bringing him to 
blissful and total sexual pleasure.


Her knees were clamped tightly around his head and he could feel her 
delicious nakedness twitch and thrash from his inching wet organ plunging 
into her cuntal folds. He felt that she was guiding the rock-hardness of his 
steel-like cock into the very depths of her gullet, and he wondered that she 
did not gag on his sex-bloated length. Her breasts were thrashing against 
his knees, and the sex-taut hardness of her nipples rubbed against his legs, 
sending still more ripples of wet fire coursing to his threatening cock, 
throbbing so deep in her mouth. He could feel the fluted edges of her hotly 
churning cunt suck inward at his mouth and tongue and a thrill of lewd 
pleasure tremored through him. For what seemed like an eternity, he held his 
tongue at her vaginal lips, poised for the sudden lunge into her depths that 
he knew he would not be able to hold back much longer. Finally, he could no 
longer stand it. Taking a deep breath, he thrust his tongue as deeply into 
her cunt as he could, and he felt her entire body thrash delightfully at the 
sudden and total depth of his penetration. His tongue was huge and thick, 
and for one brief moment, Susan thought that he had somehow been able to ram 
his cock into her while still keeping it in her mouth. It was heaven, having 
a cock in her mouth and a tongue in her cunt that actually felt like a cock.


With a savage, muffled growl, he rammed his turgid tongue into her deep, 
wet, warm cunt, and he felt her legs tighten fiercely against his head, 
thinking perhaps that he might remove it if she did not keep him between her 
thrashing legs.


A moan of lascivious guttural delight emitted from her cock-filled throat, 
and the searing pain he had caused by his cuntal lapping sent wave after 
wave of blissful, seething fires coursing through her body, the hot 
pressures pushing against her cunt lips with such ferocity that she thought 
she would die if she did not cum soon.


"Uuuuuummmmmpppppfffff!"' She wanted to remove his undulating cock from her 
mouth and scream in total delight that he had finally entered the wet depth 
of her cuntal folds, but she also wanted to keep his searing mass in her 
mouth. He was undulating his hips against her face, adding to the force with 
which she was bobbing her head along his scorching mass, her head hitting 
and slapping against his unbelievably full ball sac.


Frank was incensed with an overwhelming lust he couldn't control. His arms 
had encircled her thighs, and he was drawing her closer and more tightly 
against his face, forcing his tongue deeper and deeper into her sucking 
cunt, reaching inward with his tongue and lapping as much of her cum as he 
could, waiting for the flood he knew would soon come. Her painfully 
stretched walls clung desperately to his inserted member, and he shivered 
with boiling delight as he felt her tongue envelop his heavy, bulbous head, 
her lips running the full length of his throbbing cock, burying it deep in 
her mouth.


Susan thought his cock could have gotten no larger than it had when she 
first inserted it in her mouth, but she was wrong. With each sucking bob of 
her thrashing blonde head, his already blood-gorged penis seemed to increase 
Still more, and each beat of his lust-speeding heart sent a fresh supply of 
lewdly-heated blood to his engorged, throat fucking cock. She delighted in 
its fullness, filling her mouth to such completeness that she had to puff 
her cheeks to handle his massiveness. Her head was rhythmically matching the 
undulating of her cunt around his mouth, and she was convinced that Frank 
must have had two cocks. She had never felt a tongue that was so large and 
firm, and she had never been penetrated to such depths by one.


Her softly secreting inner membrane was closing like a velvet glove around 
his naked tongue, and a spasm began to contract in response to the rhythm 
they were creating. His thrusting tongue was matched by her bobbing head, 
and the undulating of her hips was matched by his throat ramming thrusts. 
The slippery pole of his cock in her mouth was sliding along her cunt-like 
sheath, and her lips moved along it as though her whole head were like a 
tight, wet vagina, enclosing more and more of his cock as she moved her head 
with increased tempo. Her hands had grasped tightly his twitching thighs, 
pulling still more of his hotly churning cock into her mouth again and 
again, the full length sliding into her and withdrawing, sliding and 
withdrawing.


Even as Susan thought that Frank might have had two cocks, Frank had never 
felt a cunt that was as blissful as the one his mouth was fucking. His wife 
never fucked him like this, and it was wonderful. Susan was thrashing like 
some sort of wild, untamed animal, lewd, beautiful moans muffling from her 
cock filled mouth and he felt her tighten as his thrusting tongue touched 
erotically against the soft flesh of her cervix, and the sensitive clinging 
walls of her inner cunt locked tightly against his rapidly attacking and 
retreating soft, golden moons of her ass and he was holding her tightly 
against him as though he thought she was a wonderfully sex-fulfilling Venus 
who might disappear if he let go of her.


Frank moaned through passion-clenched teeth, his thighs squirming in ecstasy 
as almost alive fringes of her writhing cuntal hair undulated and thrashed 
in rhythm with his cunt sucking tongue. His face was contorted with lustful 
passion and his eyes were half closed, dimmed with lascivious pleasure. The 
thin rivulet of sticky, hot cum trickled from her sucking pussy lips and 
down his chin and neck, burning as it collected in a tiny seething pool in 
the hollow of his neck.


Susan was breathing in hard, panting gasps, and her eyes were pressed 
tightly shut as she bobbed her head fiercely along Frank's turgid aggravated 
length, and she could feel his searing throbbing cock pulse threateningly, 
palpitating fully as his semen was brought to the boiling point in her 
furiously fucking mouth. The anguish in her sucked cuntal lips was 
excruciating, and she bucked and jerked her hips firmly against his 
cum-washed face, writhing and churning with the full force of her frenzied 
hips.


Undeniable waves of completely uncontrollable pleasure were building up 
inside of him with the force of a typhoon, and Frank knew that he would cum 
soon in her wildly cock-sucking mouth. He didn't want to. He wanted to feel 
her warm and wet lips around his thick cock for as long as he could, but he 
also wanted to feel the tremendous release he knew was coming. He wanted to 
explode his sperm bursting cock in Susan's soft, hotly moist mouth, wanted 
to feel the hungry clasping of it as he shot his hot, burning load of cum 
deep into her gullet, and he wanted her to climax too, to drink her flood of 
sticky sweet cum wash against his face and into his cunt-sucking overworked 
lips.


Frank tensed his thrashing thighs and arched his hips to force his near 
bursting cock as deeply into Susan's gullet as he could, pulsing his muscles 
and constricting them as he felt his out of control flood explode with a 
volcanic eruption of milky-white thickly hot lava of sperm, and as he gushed 
jet after turgid jet of his feverishly sought semen into her hungry mouth, 
he felt her creamy-white, sweat glistening thighs tighten harshly around the 
sides of his cunt-sucking face, and suddenly his mouth was awash with the 
sweetly wet, slippery hot juices he had worked so hard to draw from her 
fluttering cuntal lips.


Susan bobbed along his searing length crazily, her mouth tearing futilely at 
the tortured shaft of his penis, milking furiously at the spurting column, 
as her wildly secreting inner walls emitted a shower of fine slippery warm 
mist which bathed his lapping tongue in welcome moistness. She was moaning 
unintelligibly, her hands clutching like claws at his asscheeks, tugging at 
the moons of soft, sex-tightened flesh, her cunt slapping wildly and wetly 
against his face, held tightly against him as his hands forced her firm 
buttocks tightly. The wild, uncontrollable rocking of her orgasm-wracked 
body triggered his own climax, and his exploding prick felt as though it was 
being yanked away from its deeply tufted base.


"Uuuuuummmmmpppppfffff!"


Muffled sounds, pussy-constricted noises flowed from Frank's mouth as he 
felt her tongue lap every drop of sperm he could send into her mouth, and he 
opened his own cunt-sucking lips and let her clear, sweet feminine juices 
pour into his mouth. He was in another world. His body was crashing insanely 
against her thighs and breasts as the floodgates of his pent up sperm were 
unloosed and gushed unchecked into the hungrily welcoming cavern of Susan's 
writhing mouth. His head was spinning and his mouth was mixed with her cum 
and completely incoherent obscenities. Floods of pleasure washed through 
him, crashing through his body streaming into every nook and cranny of his 
being, her mouth flooding cum infusing him with new pleasure. There had 
never been anything like this climax ... it was something new and unknown 
... something that only Susan had been able to induce. Susan continued to 
bob her head feebly along the length of his wildly ejaculating prick, 
coaxing more of the white, thick foam from the darkness of his balls, 
encouraging him to shoot it far into her warmly wet receptive gullet, 
puffing her cheeks and oozing out her mouth between her tightly pursed lips 
and along his exploding shaft, covering his dark pubic hair in the same way 
her own seething cum was gushing from between her lips and smearing into her 
blonde cuntal hair.


At last it was all over, and his rapidly deflating cock slipped from her 
still lapping mouth, and he could feel her cuntal muscles relax from the 
totality of her orgasm. Susan slumped beside him, gasping for breath deeply 
now, as the air-restricting penis was no longer in her mouth, her breasts 
heaving as she took huge gulps of air.


"Well, lover, how did you like that?" she moaned between breaths. Her lips 
were still covered with his milky sperm, and she ran her tongue along the 
outside of her lips to drink in the final drops dribbling down her chin.


"Christ, that was fantastic...." Frank gasped, and he meant it. He had never 
been fucked like that before, and had never dreamed that fucking could be so 
total and exhilarating.


"Even better than with Janet?" Susan hinted casually.


Frank reeled at the mention of his wife's name. Janet! A stab of anger 
coursed through his still burning body. Cold, almost frigid Janet. She would 
have never done anything like suck him the way he wanted to be sucked, the 
way Susan had. She knew nothing about what sex meant, what it was to be a 
real woman the way Susan did.


"Much better than with Janet," Frank had to agree. The thought of Janet 
actually letting him kiss, let alone suck at her cunt simply could not form 
itself in his mind, and even when he had forced her to suck his cock that 
night, he had not gotten as much pleasure out of it as he had only moments 
ago from Susan's wildly fucking mouth.


"How soon do you have to be back to work?" asked Susan slyly.


"What do you mean?"


"Well," she teased, standing up and moving her naked body closer to him. "I 
thought that if you had a little time left before you had to go back to 
work, you might like to see what my cunt fucking was like."


Not completely against his will, Frank felt his aching cock swell again, and 
as he pressed his body against Susan's, he shivered as her slender fingers 
brushed teasingly along his stiffening cock, and he inserted his fingers 
near the already moist folds of her cunt.


No way, he thought, that Janet could ever fuck twice the way this woman 
could. He made a mental note to make sure he became a little more friendly 
with Janet's ex-college roommate.


Brushing the desire-laden tip of his hardened penis along the dripping slit 
of Susan's cuntal lips, he again forgot his job for the moment, and again 
became lost in a world of total sexual fulfillment.


* * *


CHAPTER SIX


Janet was whistling a little tune that she made up as she went along with 
it. Looking in the mirror and applying the dark eyeliner to her eyelids, she 
was amazed at how beautiful she thought she looked. Adding a little mascara, 
she felt better than she had in a long time. Brushing her full, wavy dark 
brown hair, she was already feeling like a new woman. It was obvious in the 
way she looked, the way she was dressing lately, even the way she was acting 
toward other people. She was more open, more friendly, even to total 
strangers she would occasionally meet on her frequent trips to the city to 
see Tony. It was almost a miracle that Frank hadn't noticed her change in 
mood, but then Frank seemed to be in another world these past few days. He 
was noticing nothing about her, which in a way, was very good, as it left 
her more free to go to New York without having to answer a lot of 
embarrassing questions. In another way, it was disappointing, as she would 
have liked to share her new feelings with her husband, but right now she 
cared about no one except Tony. Frank had seemed to lose all interest in 
her, and as long as she had Tony to go to, she really didn't care. At first 
she had been a little miffed at his preoccupation with other things, and for 
a while, she was actually mad that he was coming home late almost every 
night, but as long as she could count on his being late, she had no 
reservations about spending a little extra time with Tony. He had become her 
whole life for the past five days, and she was almost sorry that she had 
stolen him away from Susan. But, she thought to herself as she brushed her 
new linen pants and matching blouse, Susan was a very attractive, beautiful 
woman, and she would have no trouble finding another lover. Actually, the 
truth was, she really didn't care all that much that she had stolen her best 
friend's current lover as long as Susan herself didn't seem to care very 
much. Tony had not mentioned her at all since the night she had spent in his 
hotel, and she was never at his room when Janet went there. Someday soon she 
would have to invite him to her home, and the thought that she might be 
taking a chance at having Frank come home unexpectedly and finding them 
together added a thrill that coursed through her body. It was too bad that 
he had called her earlier in the day and told her that he was unable to see 
her because of a board meeting that he had to attend, but he promised her 
that he would call her the moment it was over. Having nothing planned for 
the day, she decided that it might be a nice thing to pay a visit to her old 
friend. She hadn't seen Susan since having lunch with her five days ago. In 
fact, she had almost lost touch with her, something that she had never 
allowed to happen ever since she had known her.


Walking the few short blocks to her friend's house, she took a deep delight 
at the pretty neighborhood the two girls lived in. Susan had never had any 
money problems, coming from a family as rich as the Bentors were. A stab of 
envy pierced her, but the thought that she had Tony made up for a lot of 
envious feelings. "You can't have everything" she thought to herself, 
smiling as she walked the four steps to her friend's front door.


There was no answer to the bell she rung several times, and Janet decided 
that since she was an old friend and Susan usually kept her front door 
unlocked, she might as well go in and see if her friend was busy in the back 
part of the house.


The thought that her friend was not at home plagued her mind. She should 
have called first to make sure, but it was too late to think about such 
things now. If she wasn't home, she would just have to return home for a 
boring day. There were no noises that Janet could hear, which could only 
mean one of two things. Either Susan was out in the back yard working on her 
garden or she was not at home. Walking through her friend's house, she came 
closer to the bedroom, and she thought she could hear a muffled moan or a 
sigh of some sort, and it seemed to be coming from the bedroom. Janet froze 
and listened. Should she go in and investigate or leave quietly. She really 
thought that she ought to leave, but Susan did usually leave her door 
unlocked and she might be hurt and in need of help.


Determinedly, Janet walked softly toward the door, and saw with relief that 
the door was nearly half open. It was dark in the room, however, as the 
curtains had been drawn and Janet braced her eyes so that she would be able 
to see in the dark better.


Peering into the dimly lit bedroom, Janet could barely suppress a scream of 
hysterical shock, but the two naked bodies grotesquely inter-locked on the 
huge double bed were in no condition to hear her muted cry. For a few tense, 
electrifying moments, Janet was unable to make sense of the bizarre, lewdly 
bestial tangle of naked flesh that was writhing and bucking only a few feet 
from her horrified gaze, but as her eyes became more accustomed to that 
half-light, her eyes bulged in perversely disgusted amazement at the 
wantonly brutal reality of what she was actually seeing. It was Susan and 
Tony, lewdly stretched out on the bed, their bodies wetly glued to each 
other, and they were sucking at each others genitals.


Janet could hear a deep maniacal moan of unrestrained lust coming from Susan 
as she lewdly crouched wantonly over Tony's dark muscular body, her face 
buried between his strangely undulating hips. Tony was laying on his back, 
and Janet could make out clearly the huge length of his massively swollen 
pillar of rock-hardness, burgeoned beyond belief, thrusting up from the 
dark-haired, lust bloated sac of his testicles. A peculiar shiver shook 
Janet's quivering body as she took in the lascivious sight of her best 
friend's lewdly naked buttocks and the wet, turgidly pulsating crevice 
barely visible between her legs. She was kneeling astride Tony, her smooth 
thighs gripping and trapping his head mere inches from her glistening cunt. 
Her lips were planting wet, slurpy kisses around the dark matted base of his 
lust-hardened spear-like cock.


"I'm going to swallow that cock of yours, lover," said the lewdly nude dark 
haired girl. "I'm going to suck that lovely cock of yours until it shoots 
all that hot, thick cum into my mouth, and I want you to do the same to my 
pussy. Eat me, Tony, eat me 'till I cum in your face."


Janet's head was swirling as she heard her friend's obscene words, and she 
stared transfixed at the sight of Susan's luscious, ripe lips as they 
teasingly decended to graze the red, glowing tip of Tony's hugely inflated 
cock.


"Mmmmmmm...." she heard her friend moan and she watched with tear brimmed 
eyes as the desire-bloated hardness throbbed and quivered as Susan's mouth 
flowered open wildly and closed over the enormous fist sized bulbous head, 
her dainty lips and mouth clashing stridently with the thick, purplish 
column of his lust-engorged penis. Susan's eyes were closed in delicious 
delight, and her face was contorted in a broiling lewdly gluttonous 
satisfaction as she forced the steel-like hardness of his rod through her 
tightly pursed lips into the soft, warm buttery confines of her mouth.


Tony removed his face slightly from her honeyed cuntal lips and grunted in 
total satisfaction at the perversely obscene act.


"That's it, baby," he growled in a throaty tone. "Suck it. Suck my cock like 
that."


Tony grunted as his own hands reached up to encircle the satiny globes of 
Susan's tight little ass, and with a swift, forceful wrench of his powerful 
hands, he forced the throbbing moons apart and brought her glossy thighs 
down over his face, inserting his tongue between the quivering lips of her 
cum-glistening cunt.


Janet recoiled at the sight of the perverse act. Horror and anger mingled in 
her hotly aroused blood, and she could feel herself flush a bright red in 
heated disgust at the thought that Susan, her friend, and Tony, her lover, 
were so lewdly performing such an obscene and perverse act. It was bad 
enough that she had been forced to do that with her husband, but to actually 
see two people kissing and sucking each other, down there, was almost enough 
to make Janet feel sick. It was a horrible sight. How could they do such a 
thing to each other, and how could they be enjoying such a filthy act. But 
as she watched Susan's lips close tightly around Tony's sex-tightened cock, 
Janet felt a sympathetic surge of lust wave through her hot-seething body. 
Tony had never let her do that to him, had never even suggested that she 
might want to do it. Not that she would have allowed him to suck her cunt, 
and the thought of a man's penis in her mouth filled her with a profound 
sense of revulsion. How could Susan engulf such a turgidly bloated mass of 
flesh as Tony's thickly blue-veined penis? She wanted to run away and leave 
them together to perform their disgusting act alone, but she couldn't move. 
Her eyes were riveted to the obscene sight, to the two gyrating naked bodies 
crawling over each other in their unnatural fornication.


Susan's mouth was working frantically at the saliva-dripping thickness of 
Tony's fully erect cock, licking and sucking at its seething hardness like a 
hungry child, nibbling greedily at the thick, veiny pillar of muscled flesh, 
madly rubbing her swollen breasts against his flat belly as she lay on top 
of him, her fingers tangling convulsively amid the matted wisps of his pubic 
curls.


Janet couldn't take her eyes off the familiar face of her beautiful 
girlfriend, now contorted and stretched over her lover's hotly throbbing 
cock, her head bobbing up and down crazily as her ovaled lips slid smoothly 
along the wet swollen shaft. She couldn't turn away from this obscenely 
delightful vision, from the lewd, licentious scene transpiring before her. 
She gazed in amazement as the gleaming, pulsating flesh of her lover's 
blood-heavy cock disappeared from her sight into the wetly warm hole formed 
by Susan's full, luscious lips. She continued to suck and slaver over his 
corpulent penis like a greedy child lapping an ice-cream cone, kissing the 
rubbery head and running her tongue with remarkable agility around the hard 
wet tip and lapping up and down along the searing length of the long 
palpitating pole, hovering over it momentarily only to enclose it again and 
engulf it in the warm, cunt-like sanctuary of her oral cavern, filling it to 
the bursting point with the smooth hard texture of his rock-hard, 
throbbingly alive member.


Tony's own groans were muffled now, and Janet could see that her lover's 
face was buried between the sweat glistening thighs of her friend's 
quivering legs, his face crushed tightly against her wet, nakedly pink 
cuntal spread. His mouth was pressed into the ambrosial, warm, quivering 
valley between Susan's wildly spread thighs, and Janet saw that his dark 
dart of his tongue was lashing out deftly at the twitching cuntal lips 
embedded in his face, his thickly wet member flicking at the pulsating slit 
of her hotly sucking vagina, his hands gripping tightly against her firm, 
roundly-smooth moons of her ass flesh, pulling her satiny lush buttocks down 
on top of him even tighter, mashing her cum-glistening slit firmly against 
his" hungrily sucking mouth. His tongue shot agily into the hair-fringed 
narrow slit between her legs, licking hotly at the cuntal folds of her 
thrashing pussy and lapping at the lubricating cum she was pouring into his 
mouth from her flowered vaginal opening. Susan was moaning softly as she 
sucked and licked around the massive column of his mouth spearing prick, her 
provocatively rounded ass-cheeks squirming and thrashing with delight over 
Tony's grotesquely swollen cock.


Janet's face continued to stare with a dumbfounded contorted expression. She 
didn't know what to think about the obscenely wanton sight. She was frozen 
into immobility by the lewd sight of her lover's massive cock being sucked 
by her friend's churning mouth, and the thought of Tony's tongue ramming in 
and out of her openly-presented pussy was almost too much for her to 
believe. She couldn't believe that people did such things, not the normal 
people she knew.


Tony continued to play at Susan's blonde covered pussy slit with the thick 
wet length of his tongue, sending his turgid throbbing muscle into the 
dripping cuntal folds of her hotly seething vagina, teasing it unmercifully, 
and forcing his stiffened pulsing rod into the steaming, wet hole of her 
hungry, grasping orifice.


"Ohhhhhhh ... Ohhhh...." Janet heard Susan mumble deliriously, her throaty 
moans muffled around the saliva-coated head of his bulbous penis tip, her 
tongue continuing to lick lavishly at the drops of clear pre-seminal beads 
forming at the angry red head of his lustfully burly cock.


Janet was hypnotized by the sight of her girlfriend's lewd expression. It 
was so lascivious and full of pleasure, as her mouth dropped down to enclose 
the warm, pulsing cock once again that Janet involuntarily tightened her own 
lips and thighs at the sight. She saw Susan's hips grinding and writhing her 
wet, open crotch against Tony's mouth, her passion squirming cunt spreading 
wide to engulf his nose and mouth, swallowing his tongue deeply and totally 
into the wetly hot chamber of her vagina, forcing him deeper into her 
clasping depths.


Janet was filled with a strange dizziness and a mounting anger as she 
watched the obscene impassioned scene. A cold sweat broke out all over her 
body and her stomach started heaving with a tense mixture of fury and raw 
sexual excitement. She tried to imagine what it would be like to have a 
man's tongue in her cunt, to feel the soft, thickly stiff wetness ramming 
between her pussy lips. She shuddered when she remembered Frank forcing her 
to swallow his thickly hot penis before, and she had found the act 
sickening, but was it only because he had forced her? Susan was smiling so 
lewdly that Janet believed that she was actually enjoying what Tony was 
doing to her, licking and lapping her twitching cuntal lips, forcing his 
tongue into the warm folds of her vagina, slurping her cum and making her 
produce more.


A strange tingling sensation rippled through Janet as the enticing thought 
of what it would feel like to be in Susan's place, stretched out in bed with 
Tony, her legs tightly trapping his head between her thighs and opening her 
cunt to the warm probing of his searing, wet tongue as his cock throbbed in 
her mouth, pulsing threateningly with turgidly heated lust. A thought kept 
stabbing at her brain. Tony is my lover, she thought. She repeated this 
thought to herself as she watched Susan's tongue slid along the entire 
length of Tony's thickly expanded rod, her lips grazing the dense curly dark 
hair of his sperm bloated sac, and again enclosing its burgeoned length 
almost to the hilt in her saliva dripping mouth, which was forming a hot, 
wet sheath around the surging penis. Susan's lower body was twisting and 
bucking in a crazily frenzied manner, wildly jerking as Tony stabbed at her 
cuntal chamber over and over with his wet, pink tongue, piercing her vaginal 
spread violently in wild stabs smashing through her tight little cunt and 
bringing her to orgasmic frenzy. Janet could see his teeth nibble furiously 
at the throbbing bud of her sex-hardened clitoris, and Susan was rocking 
wildly as Janet imagined she felt tidal waves of sensual pleasure washing 
through her enraptured torso. Her entire pelvis was aflame from his expertly 
darting tongue and she passed on her sexually ecstatic frenzy to him by the 
cock engulfing sucking that she was giving to his convulsing penis.


Tony's eyes were closed tight as he experienced the mounting pleasure 
glowing from his lust-enraged cock. Susan's wet, tightly-hot mouth seemed to 
drive up his temperature and tease his sex-demented cock in a wild agony, 
and his penis felt as though it was being tormented by a million 
needle-sharp wires her fingernails gently raked the boiling reservoirs of 
his sperm laden balls. There was a rushing of pressure in his fist-sized 
angry red tip, and he knew that Susan was ready to cum, even as he was ready 
to explode his milky-white sperm into her cock-sucking mouth. His loins were 
aching to blow open and flood her cunt-like mouth with the thickly-hot jet 
of his cum, and he tightened his penis muscles to hold back the flood for as 
long as he could, lapping at her cunt and bringing her own boiling fires to 
complete and total climax.


He arched up from the bed, his thick distended cock thrusting and plunging 
into her wildly cock-sucking mouth, feeling the full length of it swell 
against the warm softness of her tongue and the roof of her pallet until a 
countless number of bursting sensations flew through him at once. All his 
lust-encouraged strength seemed to sear through him at once, gathering 
together at his penis tip and forcing a violent, delirious passing through 
his spurting penis.


Janet watched with wanton horror as she saw his sperm flood into Susan's 
mouth and burst from between her cunt-tight lips around the slippery shaft 
of Tony's mouth-fucking penis, and she felt an uncontrollable spasm of 
lustful hunger as she watched Susan gulp the milky liquid, her throat 
bobbing up and down as she allowed his cum to pour into her gullet. With a 
savage scream, Tony gripped Susan's head with his trembling hands, tearing 
madly at her hair, and feeling his balls erupt with scalding passion, 
ramming his blood-bloated cock like a powerful piston, with all his 
lust-crazed strength into her throat as deeply as he could.


Susan whimpered as her mouth closed tightly on his wildly pulsating length, 
her cheeks puffing and hollowing to an obscenely lewd balloon, filled with 
Tony's thickly hot, milky white sperm gushing deep into her throat and 
spewing voraciously from her sucking lips. Her cheeks filled and were 
emptied in a gulp, only to be refilled again by Tony's grotesquely flooding 
cock, the white liquid creaming like a river endlessly flowing into her 
mouth and into the depths of her gullet.


Instinctively, Janet gulped and swallowed with her friend as she watched 
Susan drink the final drops of Tony's jetting wash of sperm. And then, Janet 
watched with a furious spasm of envy as Susan's own thrashing body stiffened 
like a tight bowstring, and she began to shiver violently, crashing the hot 
perspiring force of her hotly seething loins tightly down against Tony's 
entrapped face, grinding her orgasm heated cunt against his incredible 
pleasure-giving tongue that was still darting and probing incessantly into 
the hot, pulsating cuntal depths of her lewdly open pussy. Susan's moans of 
orgasms were muffled around Tony's still semi-erect prick, lapping furiously 
at the drops of sperm that were still on his red bulbous tip, but Janet 
could see a crimson blush redden her friend's face as wave after wave of 
intense pleasure undulated her body, making her quiver and thrash wildly 
from head to toe. Her thighs were like a vise, tightly gripping Tony's 
cunt-lapping tongue, and as she pressed her bucking hips tighter down on his 
already cum-covered face, her hips were sent up sharply as Tony forced his 
tongue deeper and deeper into her thrashing cuntal membrane, sucking from 
her pussy her orgasmic juices as she washed his face with a fine, wetly warm 
mist of sticky, clear cum, her secreting cuntal lips open and allowing her 
bursting lubrication to flood along Tony's lewdly grinning mouth.


At last, the orgasmic jerks of the naked bodies began to subside, and there 
was only an occasional quivering twitch showing from their wetly perspiring, 
glistening flesh. Janet watched as Tony's cum-drained cock slipped from 
Susan's still hungrily clinging mouth, and they fell back together on the 
bed, panting to regain their breath, their chests heaving with the uneven 
gulps of air they took in.


For a long moment there was nothing but utter silence. As her wits came back 
to her, Janet felt a strong surge of envy and jealousy. That should be me 
lying there, she thought to herself, not Susan. I'm the one that should be 
satiated, not Susan!


Anger coursed through her like a fiery wind, and the thought that Tony had 
actually lied to her popped into her lustfully aroused memory. Tony was her 
lover! Janet was aware of a strange emptiness between her thighs, a strong 
feeling of being left out, and she did not like it. She didn't like it one 
bit. She broke away from her frozen position and burst the door open fully.


"You cock-sucking son of a bitch!" she hissed suddenly. "I'll make both of 
you pay for this!"


Susan and Tony sat upright on the bed and stared in horror at the sight of 
the furious woman dashing into the room towards them.


* * *


CHAPTER SEVEN


"Janet!" gasped Tony, his face glowing bright red with startled surprise as 
the angry figure of his mistress. Susan was staring in livid, embarrassed 
horror, her eyes widening as she tried to hide her face from Janet's intense 
stare. "Janet, please believe me ... I had no idea. I mean...."


"How could you?" Janet hissed, her blazing eyes darting from one nude figure 
to the other. "As soon as my back is turned...."


She stopped, unable to think of anything to say. What could she say? After 
all, she was the one who had been cheating on her husband, and it was her 
who had stolen Susan's lover, not the other way around. She was suddenly 
overcome with a deep sense of worthlessness and emptiness, a feeling of 
total numbness depressing her entire being.


"Janet, honey," soothed Tony, leaping up from the bed and coaxing her to sit 
on the bed next to him, his hand stroking her full, lush hair.


"There, there, Janet, everything's alright. Don't cry...."


Almost as soon as he had touched her, Janet's anger and depression subsided, 
and her feelings towards her cheating lover were melting with his honeyed 
soothing words. Helplessly, she leaned against his naked shoulder, 
delighting in the strong masculine power he was radiating to her. He was so 
protective, so reassuring, and she needed him so badly.


"Oh ... Tony...." she whimpered into his shoulder, releasing her pent-up 
tears which had been gathering since she first barged into the room after 
watching her friend and lover sixty-nining on the messy double bed. Then she 
had felt alone and totally unwanted, but as she allowed her emotions to be 
reached by Tony, a new surge of strength was flowing into her trembling 
body.


Tony was whispering caressing words into her ear, and he was beginning to 
lull her into a wonderful feeling of relaxation, and as she noticed that he 
was smoothly unbuttoning her blouse a shiver of sensual delight rippled 
through her throbbing body. As he deftly slipped off her outer covering and 
moved his fingers skillfully around her back to the fasteners of her bra, 
she felt her pussy lips tighten lewdly, and she noticed a burning fire 
between her twitching thighs. She was starting to produce her feminine 
juices and she wondered how she could control her growing lust. She had 
never fucked a man with someone else in the room, and she couldn't very well 
ask Susan to leave. And suddenly, as she watched with lustful intent, Tony 
was unzipping her skirt and opening it to expose her pantied cunt. Her bra 
slipped down over shoulders, and without thinking, she stood up from the bed 
and removed her panties, offering her cuntal regions to the man who had been 
able to soothe her to such a relaxed state. She didn't care that Susan was 
watching her as she fell comfortably into Tony's strong arms, his hands 
caressing and massaging her naked swelling breasts, pinching her hardening 
nipples and sending waves of turgid fires coursing through her hungry body.


She was aware that Susan was sitting upright on the edge of the bed, 
watching them closely and not knowing what to say. She was not angry at 
Susan anymore. Tony would take care of everything. As though she were in a 
dream world, she felt his hands wander lazily along her nakedly quivering 
satin smooth flesh, creamy-white thighs, and she smiled as she felt them 
pried apart, the cool rush of unexpected air on her hotly cum covered pussy 
lips sending a wave of luscious delight coursing through her entire body. 
Obediently, she allowed her thighs to remain open, soothed by the 
wonderfully light touch of his gentle fingers on her sex-sensitive inner 
flesh and lulled by the sweet lascivious words he was whispering in her ear. 
She gasped as she felt his fingers brush lightly on the softly squirming 
outer flesh of her gushing pussy folds. She didn't mind that he was touching 
her there, and she didn't pull her body away from his probing fingers. She 
liked his cunt piercing, and she closed her eyes as she felt his body slide 
off the edge of the bed and his hot breath sear her heaving swollen breasts, 
burn at her constricting belly flesh, and finally, seethe at her twitching 
cuntal lips, inching along her open, undulating inner thighs. He was going 
to-kiss her there, between her legs. He was actually going to put his mouth 
on her throbbing pussy lips, just like he had done to Susan not more than 
five minutes ago. He was going to send his tongue into her cuntal folds and 
she wanted him to do it. She wanted to feel as sexually excited as she had 
seen Susan. All her instinctive objections to the perverse act of letting a 
man kiss her cunt faded as she felt the hotly wet tongue reach into the 
sensitive folds of her outer cunt, and a rush of delirious delight raced 
through her lewdly nude cuntal opening as she felt his hot, turgid breath 
flowing into her chamber. There were still some reservations, sub-conscious 
inhibitions that were brought to the surface as he licked at her tangled 
cuntal moss of her pubic hair, and she whimpered faintly heard protests.


"No, Tony," she mewled, unable to resist pressing his head tightly against 
her quivering seeping cuntal slit. "Please, don't make me want you to do 
this."


Tony lifted his head from between her rapidly constricting and releasing 
thighs.


"Now, Janet, honey," began Tony in a slow, patient voice, "I'm going to lick 
your pussy, and I'm going to do it because I know you'll love it. It's going 
to make you feel so good when I run my tongue along your hot, juicy little 
slit that you'll never want me to stop. It will make you feel as good as it 
made Susan."


He had kissed and sucked Susan's cunt and now he was going to do the same 
thing to her. A wanton thrill of lascivious pleasure coursed through her at 
the lurid thought of Tony's seething tongue plunging between her wet cuntal 
lips, thrusting into the open depths of her boiling vagina, and the picture 
of Susan thrashing mindlessly on the bed with Tony's face rammed deeply into 
her cunt just minutes before ... Yes, she wanted it ... she wanted her pussy 
licked the way Susan's had been ... she wanted to be wildly excited, 
turgidly feverish, to climax the way Susan had climaxed, the way she had 
seen her do.


"Yes, yes, Tony," Janet gasped quickly as Tony fingered her dripping cunt, 
barely inserting his fingernail between the quivering slit. "Do it to me, 
lick my pussy the way that you licked Susan's."


"Are you sure it's what you want?" teased Tony as he ran his finger lightly 
along her hotly sucking cunt, his hand palming her full vaginal area. He was 
sending waves of delirious intense fires searing through her body, and she 
was forcing her hips downward against his hand. She wanted to feel something 
deep in her cunt, and Tony was torturing her with his light finger fucking.


"Yes, Tony, for God's sake, eat my pussy!"


Without a moment's hesitation, Tony shifted his body and placed his powerful 
hands around her soft smooth buttocks and forced them apart, moving with 
them her gyrating thighs and opening fully the valley to her cum-glistening 
pink pussy lips. He was becoming erect again in anticipatory pleasure as he 
saw the moistly throbbing furrow of her wantonly thrashing pussy, the thin 
dark-haired fringed outer lips, her clitoral bud swelling with blood-heated 
desire, the reddish tip becoming hard with her sensually aroused need and 
pulsing wetly beneath the gleaming wisps of her pubic hair.


Gently he placed a finger and thumb against the rapidly palpitating flesh of 
the turgidly parting flanges and firmly drew them apart, parting the gushing 
softness of her glistening cuntal hair and revealing the sensuously soft, 
hotly wet pink flesh of her fragile slit. It was moist and smooth and 
tantalizingly close and there was a distinctive film of glowing moisture 
emanating from her lightly secreting inner flesh, glistening and wet on her 
shiny silky surface of her widely parted thighs. Tony reveled in the heady 
aroma of her secreted feminine juices, and he breathed the ambrosial air 
deeply, its honeyed scent filling him with a new and fresh energy as he 
opened his mouth slightly and touched the outer fringes of her cuntal slit.


With a torturing slowness he reached out with his stiffened tongue and 
wormed the wet organ deeper and deeper into the fleshy folds of her gyrating 
vagina. Janet had never felt such turbulent, blissful anguish, and she felt 
as though her entire cunt was on fire, burning out of control as Tony rammed 
the full length of his turgidly thick tongue into the gushing chamber of her 
pussy passage. A piercing gasp wrenched from her hoarse throat and shattered 
the silence of the bedroom.


"Aaaaahhhhh!" Janet screamed, jerking her sweat-glistening body wildly 
against the cunt-sucking mouth piercing her sweetly secreting inner walls, 
her clitoris spasming with involuntary twitches as she was forced to 
constrict and relax her muscles around Tony's deeply enclosed tongue. She 
jerked her body away with sensual surprise, but Tony held her firmly against 
his face and reached into her soft, tender folds again, ramming his tongue 
deeper into her hotly flickering hole, lashing it gently along her wet outer 
flesh and again piercing her cuntal depths. Janet felt torching ripples sear 
the entire length of her spine, and she squirmed slightly from the agonizing 
contact Tony had made along her blood-hardened clitoris. But she did not 
pull back as the sensitive flesh became accustomed to the strange touch of a 
wet, naked tongue. Tony became engrossed with his task, moving his face 
tightly against the warm, churning valley of her openly throbbing pussy, 
pushing his steel-like tongue deeper and deeper into the soft recesses of 
her twitchingly alive cunt. He rammed the tip of his hungrily sucking organ 
far into the boiling depths of her delicate, pinkly gleaming folds, sucking 
and teasing at the squirming flesh and blowing gently far up into the 
cum-drenched, dark chamber of her writhing cunt, causing her to grind her 
hips firmly against his pussy-violating face.


Janet was in heaven, feeling a sexual experience like none other she had 
ever known.


After the first shocking contact when she had pulled back in obscene horror, 
she began to actually enjoy the all-encompassing sensations, and powerful 
waves of pleasure began to take hold of her, curling around inside her 
tongue-fucked cunt, making her push her loins further forward against Tony's 
vagina licking, and causing her to spread her voluptuous, creamy-white 
thighs even further apart. She could feel her cuntal passage contracting 
tightly around Tony's tongue, contracting and opening with a rhythm that she 
thought could only happen with the penetration of a thick cock in her 
vagina, her cunt trying to suck in the smooth, wetly hot organ that was 
ramming her cuntal folds as it teased playfully around the hungrily clasping 
inner walls of her widely open, vibrantly receptive pussy.


"Oh, God ... mmmmmmnnnnnnn...." she moaned ecstatically as Tony's throbbing 
tongue suddenly found the expanded hard bud of her already lust-hardened 
clitoris and began to dab tantalizingly at it, trapping it between his teeth 
and teasing the tip with his wildly flickering tongue. Janet thrashed her 
glistening naked body crazily on the bed, grinding her softly clenched 
buttocks into the mattress, clamping her pulsing thighs tightly around 
Tony's head in a convulsive moment as she tried to keep him from pulling his 
face away from her quivering cunt, desperately trying to force his lush, 
cunt-fucking tongue deeper into her pussy.


Tony worked like a man possessed between the thrashing girl's lewdly 
outstretched legs, working slavishly inside her wetly turgid vagina with his 
warmly smooth tongue, thrusting it deeper and harder into her pulsing pussy 
lips, making a lewd, wetly sluicing sound as he sucked at her secreting 
feminine juices, lapping at them as he wormed his teeth in her tossing 
convulsive cunt. He could feel the smooth, satin soft flesh of her grinding 
buttocks tighten against each other, and contracting forcibly as she ground 
her lust-maddened vagina up against his cum-coated face, allowing him to 
thrust his slippery tongue further into her warm, gushing cuntal flesh. Her 
turgid, wetly-pulsing inner cuntal walls flowered open and -rimmed his nose 
and mouth even more, and he could feel the softly curling tendrils of her 
dark pubic wisps grazing across his furrowed brow. He continued to slaver 
greedily at her churning, throbbing cunt while above his face he could feel 
her body twist and gyrate in a lewd dance of hungry lust-maddened desire.


Teasingly, his tongue nibbled at the tightly clasped edges of her pussy 
orifice, and then he stiffened his furiously probing organ and rammed it 
piercingly far up into her seething, heated inner depths. Janet's body 
tensed totally as a searing stab of lascivious pain shot through her entire 
nakedly thrashing body, coursing through her being and building up into an 
intense cry of wanton delight.


"Aaaaaaiiiiiiieeeeee!" she screamed, her hips flailing wildly as his thickly 
pulsing tongue plunged deep into her churning cuntal depths. It felt so 
vibrant and alive inside of her that she thought she might have been pierced 
by his thickly throbbing cock, and her desire-maddened inner sinews 
contracted tightly and began an eager pumping of their own against his face. 
Tony continued to pump his tongue in and out of her undulating hips in his 
lewdly lascivious imitation fucking. Janet's madly writhing sheath continued 
to milk the ambrosial pleasure-giving organ inside her, and her excitedly 
secreting inner juices were flowing down copiously over his face, drenching 
it in a warmly wet sticky mist, almost cutting off his breath completely as 
she ground her lust-heated vagina against his feverishly working face.


Susan was watching the wild scene with growing excitement. At first, when 
Janet had stormed into the room, she had been terrified, and she had no idea 
as to why her friend was so upset. She had not been able to make any sense 
out of her babbling. Susan was at first afraid that not even Tony would be 
able to calm her down, but as soon as she saw her lover putting his arms 
around her, she knew that everything would be all right. Tony had a 
remarkable talent for handling people. She hadn't really minded when he 
started to lick and suck her friend's pussy, as she had just orgasmed, but 
now that she had regained both her composure and breath, she felt ripples 
course through her newly aroused body, and she was watching eagerly as Tony 
pierced her friend's cunt again and again with his tongue, a tongue that she 
knew was able to arouse any woman. A familiar searing fire was building in 
her body as she watched the thrashing couple on her bed, and she felt the 
hotly wet juices secrete from between her tightly clasped cuntal lips and 
trickle down her pressing thighs. Her eyes widened as she saw Janet gasp and 
thrash for breath, and Susan's breasts were swelling painfully as she 
shivered at the lewdly delicious sight of Tony ramming his turgid tongue 
into the pink, throbbing folds of Janet's pussy. The overwhelming thrusts of 
his lips in her cunt brought a feverish wave of lust-heated fires to Susan's 
cunt, and she spread her legs apart in an effort to feel along with Janet 
the piercing thrusts of her lover's frenzied organ. Suddenly she was the one 
who felt left out. She felt as though the bouncing couple had forgotten all 
about her, and a stab of envy coursed through her naked body. What the fuck, 
this was her bedroom, and Tony was her lover. Why should Janet have all the 
fun? Maybe Tony's face and tongue was occupied, but Janet was laying flat on 
the bed, her mouth going to waste, and right when Susan felt that she needed 
something hot and thick in her secreting cuntal flesh. She inched herself 
toward the entwining couple on the edge of the bed.


Janet was barely aware of the movement on the bed, and hardly noticed that 
Susan was moving closer to her wildly shaking head, but she thought that the 
other girl was going to hit her, or what was worse, pull her away from Tony 
now that he was sucking and licking her pussy instead of Susan's, but as she 
mentally braced herself for that, it didn't happen. Suddenly, Janet felt a 
warm wetness on her face, grinding down tightly over her nose and mouth. For 
a moment, everything was blocked out, and then she realized what had 
happened. Susan had actually sat on her face, opening her wet cuntal folds 
over her friend's mouth, straddling her the same way she had placed her own 
thighs around Tony's cunt-sucking mouth, and she was expecting Janet to eat 
and lick her pussy. Janet wanted to turn away for a brief second, but Susan 
had planted her thighs and cunt firmly around her mouth, and there was no 
escape from the lewdly perverse act she was expected to perform. A strong 
feeling of disgust waved through her body as she thought of actually kissing 
another woman's pussy. It was wrong. Or was it? She had already come a long 
way, letting Tony kiss and suck her own cunt, why not go all the way and try 
for an even further sexual arousal and satisfaction. Why not indeed? An 
illicit thrill of delight shot through her and then, without another 
moment's hesitation, she opened her mouth and rammed her tongue deeply into 
the' inwardly sucking folds of her best friend's cunt. She was rewarded with 
the loud, piercing sound of Susan's delirious moan, a soft mewl of 
lascivious pleasure at the thought that she was going to have her cunt 
sucked and licked again in such a short time, and by her best friend.


Janet sucked deliciously at Susan's cunt. It felt surprisingly good to sink 
her teeth deeply into the turgid, hotly slippery folds of another woman's 
pussy, and she continued to probe and dart with her tongue and teeth into 
the depths of the other woman's churning flesh, burrowing into the wetly 
pulsing recesses, titillating the small seething button of her clitoris. 
Susan's thighs were like a wet vise around her face, and the softly rounded 
cheeks of her buttocks were like air pillows engulfing Janet's head and 
face. Janet moaned softly into the cunt on top of her face as she felt her 
friend's hands reach down and gently caress her blood-swollen breasts, 
squeezing the rock-like nipples between her firm and soft hands, kneading 
the globes and making them burgeon even more, sending ripples of searing 
fire from her pinching of the bright red tips between her thumb and 
forefinger. Janet's body was alive with a thousand thrilling sensations 
coursing from a thousand different directions all at once and meeting at her 
cunt with a terrific, ever-mounting pressure of lust-sought cum pressing 
against her tongue-lashed cuntal lips. Janet shot her tongue deeply 'into 
Susan's wildly gyrating pussy just as Tony was engulfing mouthfuls of her 
own cuntal flesh, ramming his thickly working organ on her own gasping cunt 
down below.


Tony was working slavishly between Janet's lewdly out-stretched legs, goaded 
on by the sight of Susan's lasciviously positioned cunt astride his 
mistress's face like some sort of pagan maiden, and the air was resounding 
with the wet, slurping sounds of the double sucking and licking, added and 
mixed with the ever-mounting sighs of orgasmic frenzy.


Janet's body was almost totally alive with mindless sexual pleasure, and she 
was coming close to the long-awaited excruciating point of climax. She 
thought she would die if she had to wait any longer for the flood of cum to 
wash from her cunt. She could barely believe that she was laying there, 
naked in front of two people, stretched out on her back, allowing Tony to 
slurp at her twitching cunt between her lewdly parted legs like a greedy 
animal, and that Susan had planted her churning cunt tightly against her own 
wildly licking and sucking face, that she was actually enjoying the 
deliciously-scented pussy pulsing in her mouth. She could hardly believe 
that such a perverse act could feel so totally encompassing and blissful. It 
was unlike anything she had ever experienced before, or had ever imagined in 
her wildest dreams, and she felt an amazing sense of totality and belonging, 
a strange oneness with her lover and her best friend. She loved kissing and 
sucking her friend's writhing pussy as much as she thrilled to having Tony's 
broiling tongue ram again and again into the gyrating folds of her seething, 
boiling cunt, and she knew that she would burst into orgasm soon, and that 
it would be an unbelievably intense release when she and Susan flooded 
together. And that moment was almost, deliriously, excruciatingly there.


* * *


CHAPTER EIGHT


Frank quickly glanced around before opening the door to Susan's house. His 
carefulness was something of a habit, as he usually came to visit her after 
work, before he went home to his frigid wife. Lately she had not seemed to 
mind that he had been coming home late. At least he was consistent about the 
time he did come home. Today was something special, though. He had managed 
to get off from work early by reorganizing the things he had to do. He had 
found that he could do much of the things that had to be done right in his 
own home. The constant trip every day into the city was something of a pain 
in the ass, and if this latest project worked out as well as he thought it 
would, he would be able to spend more time at home. Not that he wanted to be 
with his ice-cold wife, but they did live very close to Susan, and spending 
more time at home meant that he could see her more often. Not being able to 
see her was the only drawback to their affair, and he wanted to surprise her 
with his latest bit of news. At least she would be happy, unlike his wife, 
who he knew would greet the news with a casual shrug of her shoulders.


He wished things were better between him and Janet, but he knew that to try 
and force a reconciliation would do no good, especially the way she was 
behaving lately. Sometimes during this past week he had thought she was 
living in another world, Frank wondered if this were because of the brutal 
beating he had given her. He had not really felt sorry because of that. She 
had no business nagging him about his drinking. She was the major reason he 
had come home drunk. He couldn't face the thought that she always wanted to 
wait until night for sex. Hell, he wanted to fuck as soon as he got home 
from a hard day at the office. Well, that was water over the dam for the 
time being. Susan was occupying a major part of his time now, and he really 
didn't feel sorry for his wife. Her problems were mostly her fault, and if 
she couldn't come around to his way of thinking, she could fuck herself, 
something she was probably doing a lot of lately. She certainly wasn't 
fucking him.


As he opened the front door to Susan's house, he hoped she was home. He 
didn't want to waste any time, not with his cock swelling in his pants the 
way it was, every time he thought of Susan. Creeping lightly through the 
house, he walked slowly toward her bedroom. He wanted to surprise her, 
especially if she was taking a nap.


Coming closer to the slightly ajar door, he thought he heard a loud raucous 
voice, a voice he recognized as Susan's high-pitched tone.


"Ooooooohhh ... Oh God, I'm cumming, I'm cumming."


Frank stood frozen, the color draining from his face and his body trembling. 
What the hell was going on? Who could be in there with her? Frank doubled 
his massive fists as a wave of blinding jealousy swept through him, and he 
was about to barge into the bedroom in heated anger when another shriek from 
Susan stopped him.


"Oh God, keep sucking my pussy, Janet, don't ever stop. I'm ... I'm 
cumming!!! Aaaaiiiiieeeee!!! "


Frank nearly fell over as he felt all his strength pass from his body. His 
head was pounding in a wild rush of complete disbelief. Janet??? His wife??? 
What could she possibly have to do with this? He had to find out what was 
going on in that bedroom. His legs moved as though by themselves, and as he 
entered the semi-dark bedroom he blinked his eyes to make them accustomed to 
the darkness. For a long, terrible moment, he couldn't make out the tangled 
jumble of arms and legs, sweating male and female flesh bouncing and 
thrashing on the huge double bed. Susan's bed, but as his pupils widened and 
he was more able to see, he saw, with a mounting rage of total disbelief, 
that Susan was wildly waving her arms in the air, her long blonde hair 
tangling as she threw her head back, her golden tanned breasts jiggling 
obscenely as she ground her hips fiercely against the mouth that was sucking 
and slavering between her legs. And as he followed her thrashing body down 
her curvaceous body, he numbed in utter shock. She had planted her 
undulating cunt on Janet's mouth. There was no doubt about it. That was his 
wife who was stretched out so lewdly, sucking and licking greedily and 
hungrily against Susan's wildly gyrating pussy, and some stranger Frank had 
never seen before was groveling bestially between Janet's widespread thighs, 
tongue-fucking her own wildly, nakedly receptive cunt.


Frank simply couldn't believe what he was seeing. He couldn't believe that 
this was his own sweet, innocent, frigid young wife, actually taking part in 
the lewdly perverse act of a three-person fuck, a fuck that included his 
mistress and some total stranger. That she had actually opened her creamy 
thighs and was allowing some man to kiss and suck her vagina while she 
herself was licking and eating her friend's pussy! The room seemed to swim 
in front of his eyes as he stared without understanding what he was seeing. 
His mind registered Susan's frenzied cries of lascivious delight as she 
ground her writhing hips tighter and tighter against his wife's cunt-fucking 
mouth, undulating her thrashing cunt as she flooded Janet's face with a 
tumultuous wash of sticky-sweet, hotly turgid cum, gushing from her 
palpitating cuntal lips and seething over Janet's face. Sexually exhausted, 
Susan tried to lift her trembling body from her friend's vagina-lashing 
tongue, but as she tried to slide her sweat glistened naked body off Janet's 
mouth, she reached up with her hands and enveloped Susan's swollen breasts, 
grabbing Susan fully and holding her tightly against her nearly totally 
enclosed mouth. Frank was staring in sheer disbelief as Janet arched her 
body and forced her tongue as deeply into Susan's already excited cunt as 
she could, gripping her friend's quivering breasts and kneading them so that 
she might bring her lewdly nude body once again to another broiling orgasm. 
Janet was clinging desperately, pulling her friend down over her still 
hungry, searching mouth. Frank could see his wife's long pink tongue lash 
out at Susan's dripping cuntal slit, darting in and out along the sensually 
soft outer lips, lapping each rush of feminine juices as wave after hotly 
moist wave scorched her face. Janet's face was flushed with exertion and 
coated with Susan's exotically scented fluids, and her tongue was 
continually thrusting into Susan's inner secreting cuntal walls, her hips 
still locked tightly around her friend's face as she strove for yet another 
orgasm. She was grunting and panting lewdly, gasping for breath as she 
thrashed her honeyed pussy madly against Janet's spear-like tongue, her 
breast nipples re-hardening as she could feel her recently released fires 
again build to aggravated, excruciatingly blissful torture searing through 
her body once again as her friend refused to end her frenzied tongue 
fucking. Frank thought he had seen enough he knew he couldn't take any more 
of the revolting scene and he had to rush into the room right then and put 
an end to the obscenely perverse actions on the bed....


But he couldn't move. He was frozen to his spot in abject horror, his heart 
quickening its tempo and sending surges of hatred and jealousy at the sight 
of his wife's spastically jerking naked body. She was completely controlled 
by overpowering tremors that were racing the full length of her creamy soft, 
sweat-glistening flesh. Her breasts were like jiggling mountains, tossing 
with the bucking she was giving her thrashing torso, and the massaging Susan 
was giving her thrashing torso, and the massaging Susan was giving them, 
kneading her milky-white fleshy glans and pinching her sensitive nipples, 
even as Janet was reaching up and caressing Susan's wildly flaying mounds. 
Her thighs were grinding up furiously against the slurping face of the man 
who had rammed his mouth firmly between her jostling legs. Frank could see 
the strange man's pink, thick tongue dart and lash viciously at his wife's 
writhing cuntal lips, her pink cuntal folds twitching viciously around her 
dark, cum-drenched pussy fringe, her hips jerking and bucking tightly 
against the man's face, his hands holding her soft ass-cheeks firmly against 
his tongue, forcing his face further into the passion-heated morass of her 
throbbingly heated vagina, and the tightly teased mounds of her lusciously 
moving buttocks were spasming upwards as she writhed her lust-tormented cunt 
around the man's desperately hungry mouth, twitching each time he rammed his 
steel-like, hotly wet tongue into her seething, boiling cuntal hole.


Suddenly Janet could hold back no longer. Muffled sounds forced their way 
around Susan's gyrating hot little pussy in lustfully lewd grunts of sheer 
animal pleasure. She thought she would burst if she didn't cum right away, 
and even though she wanted to prolong the delicious sensations searing 
through her body, the turgid seething fluids of her tongue-induced orgasm 
were building up in volcanic eruptions that threatened to flood Tony's face 
with a tidal wave of boiling juice. She just had to experience the ecstasy 
that was hovering so close to her wantonly thrashing cuntal lips.


"Oh God, Tony darling, keep licking my cunt ... God Tony, don't stop! Don't 
stop! Don't ever stop!"


The lewdly obscene words tumbled from her own slurping mouth as her body was 
seized with an overpowering sense of pounding sexual bliss, and she was torn 
apart as the first corpulent wave of orgasm swept through her, washing aside 
everything but the consciousness of total sexual ecstasy.


"I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm cummmmmmiiiiinnnnngggg!" she chanted like a 
madwoman possessed, and Frank gaped in total amazement at the sounds, his 
mouth hanging open, his head reeling and throbbing from the vile words his 
wife was screaming out, his brain dazzled by the sight of her flailing and 
thrashing on Susan's double bed in unabashed wanton lust.


Her hips, as if of their own accord, were jerking frantically, possessed by 
a rhythm produced by Tony's crazily whipping tongue, and her body was 
totally aflame in an all-consuming fire that grew and grew until it burst in 
a million searing atoms that plowed through her churning body, each of which 
was a pinpoint of blue hot, excruciating pleasure. Her hair was a tangled 
mass around her hotly flushed face, and her nearly closed eyes rolled 
obscenely and unseeingly, glazed with all-enveloping lust and delight. There 
had never been anything like it in Janet's life. Her body was like an atomic 
inferno out of control, blazing total sexual energy searing into every iota 
of her aroused being, and she pressed her undulating hips in a final 
downward thrust against Tony's exhausted tongue as he licked the last 
remnants of her cum from her wet, writhing cuntal slit.


"Mmmmmmnnnnn...." she moaned as she allowed Susan to slide from her face, 
totally exhausted though still moving her milky thighs together. Her inner 
tremors began to ease and the flames of passion were beginning to die down, 
leaving her body quivering and trembling with an aftermath of exotic 
arousal. A thin trickle of Tony's saliva and her orgasmic juices streamed 
gently down over her silky-skinned thighs, coating Tony's face with a 
gleaming mask of mingled fluids, her legs finally releasing his flushed head 
from between her vise-tight thighs. She took several deep breaths as she 
heaved her breasts violently.


"Oh, Tony, that was so good, better than I would have ever imagined," she 
crooned happily, closing her eyes contentedly as Tony nestled beside her. 
She meant it. She had never believed that a man sucking and licking her cunt 
could have aroused her the way Tony had done, and she wanted to start the 
action all over again.


"Please, Tony, lick my pussy again," she whispered.


Her happy words of lust unleashed the terrible storm of Frank's burning 
anger. The lewd scene he had just seen that had held him transfixed was over 
now, and he was able to burst into the room, his face livid with rage and 
fury.


"What the fuck is going on here?" he demanded wildly, his eyes ablaze with 
anger and rage, darting from one lewdly naked body to the other, the nude 
figures on the bed staring dumbfounded from the bed at the madman standing 
over them.


"Frank!" It was Janet's voice that first broke the silence, her words 
trembling and shaking in a high-pitched tone.


Frank glared at her. "Yes, it's me, Frank, your husband, or have you 
forgotten that we've been married for over a year?"


His voice was cold and hateful, and Janet was trying to think of words that 
would calm him down. She remembered what happened the last time he was this 
angry.


"Please, darling...." she began timidly, shrinking her body from his 
searing, livid gaze.


"Don't you darling me, you dirty little slut," he snarled, his words hissing 
from between his tightly clenched teeth. "I saw what you were doing, letting 
this ass-hole son of a bitch here lick your pussy like that ... I saw you 
cumming from his sucking like a two-bit whore with his head rammed between 
your legs...."


"Frank, honey...." This time it was Susan, speaking as though his bursting 
into her bedroom was the most natural thing in the world.


"And I don't want to hear anything from you, you perverted little 
two-timer," he rounded on his mistress, advancing menacingly towards the 
bed. His fists were doubled and his face was flushed as he glared at Tony, 
ready for him to protect himself. Tony was a shade larger than he was, and 
just enough more muscular that Frank might have been afraid of him if he 
weren't so angry.


"Hey, Frank, come on. Take it easy," drawled Tony, lying casually on the bed 
and smiling at the enraged husband.


"And you, you sick bastard, I ought to beat you to within an inch of your 
life. My wife and my girl both, you dirty son of a bitch!"


Tony almost burst apart laughing, but Janet stared at her husband, and a 
wave of sudden understanding coursed through her nakedly shivering body.


"Your ... your girl? You mean ... you and Susan...." her voice trailed off 
as she began to put the pieces together.


"That's right, Janet," smiled Susan as she walked over to Frank and enclosed 
him with her arms. A flush of heated blood turned Janet's cum-covered face 
bright red with intense anger. How dare her husband call her a cheating 
two-timer when he himself was cheating on her, cheating with her best 
friend. So that's what he was doing here, at Susan's home, and that's also 
why he had been coming home late.


"And just what were you and Susan doing while my back was turned?" she 
asked, her voice dripping with venom, anger at his mindless double standard 
making her feel strong enough to stand up to her husband. "I suppose you and 
she spent the hours you had together playing Monopoly."


"I don't think what we were doing is any of your goddamn business," Frank 
hissed back. He was trying to be oblivious to Susan's hand unbuckling his 
pants and dropping them to the floor, exposing his jutting cock thrusting 
forward from between his hairy powerful legs.


"Why? Did you keep losing because she wiped you out with brothels on Baltic 
Avenue?"


But Frank was not listening to her. His body was becoming calmed and soothed 
as Susan lashed her tongue in his ear, her hands coursing down his no longer 
angry body and rested lightly on his burgeoned penis. Before he could push 
her away, she dropped slowly to her knees and lapped the bulbous head of his 
thickening cock with her stiff, warmly wet tongue, and he found his hands 
moving like they had minds of their own along the soft, sensually smooth 
curves of her curvaceous body, palming her swollen breasts and delighting in 
the feeling of her rock-hard nipples in his hands. She had placed her 
slender fingers between his legs, teasingly moving them up to his suddenly 
trembling loins.


"For God's sake, Susan...." he said, but he could not even make himself 
believe it. God, she could be a sexy bitch when she wanted to be. And she 
always wanted to be. She had never hesitated to suck his cock, even those 
infrequent times when he was almost too tired to have her do it. Susan was 
purring to herself, fabulously rubbing her lithe body against his, and with 
a broad smile on her lewdly luscious lips, she opened her mouth and engulfed 
the total length of Frank's thickly swollen penis, swallowing his granite 
hardness between her saliva-dripping lips and ramming his turgid mass deeply 
into the warm wet confines of her cunt-tight gullet.


Janet stared in astonishment, anger flooding her already red cheeks. How 
could Susan do such a thing? Frank was her husband, and she was not done 
telling him what she had to say. Well, she'd soon put a stop to that....


As she took another step to her mouth fucking husband, she felt Tony's 
restraining hand on her naked shoulder.


"Not so fast, honey," he laughed, bouncing off the bed and turning her 
around. "Don't forget about me!" His big strong hands were moving along her 
nudely trembling body, grasping her firm, round ass-cheeks and drawing them 
tightly against his up-thrusting, spear-like cock. But Janet hardly noticed 
his lascivious actions on her quivering body. She was transfixed by the 
sight of the cock-sucking not more than three feet away from her, her 
widening eyes glued to the sensuously blissful couple, her husband and her 
best friend, mindlessly unaware of anything and everything around them 
except the lewd act they were performing. Frank had already closed his eyes 
and thrown his head back, his hands gripping firmly on the blonde head of 
Susan's curvaceous body, pressing her tightly against his undulating hips as 
he rammed his blue-veined, piston-like cock into her ovaled mouth. Susan 
also had her eyes closed, her mouth sliding up and down along the slippery 
pole of manly flesh deep in her wet oral caverns, bobbing her head the full 
length of the throbbing, writhing heat deep in her mouth. It had become so 
blood-enraged that she never dreamed that she would be able to fit the 
entire burly mass of cock in her oral cavity. But she had, and the feeling 
of his bloated shaft in her mouth was wonderful. She had always loved to 
suck his monstrous penis, and she never tired of having him explode his 
thick, hot sperm into her mouth.


"Oh, baby, I love to suck this huge cock of yours," she whispered loudly, 
and Janet couldn't believe her ears and eyes. Susan had somehow been able to 
engulf her husband's corpulent penis with her mouth and was actually ramming 
it deep enough into her throat that she was able to nibble at his 
sperm-bloated ball-sac with her stretched lips. It was as unbelievable to 
Janet as when she had seen Susan do the same thing to Tony.


Frank was making lewd, low, throaty, animal grunts of pleasure as wave after 
wave of irresistible bliss washed over his confused, lust-wracked mind. He 
sprawled awkwardly against the armchair in the room, leaning back in it and 
spreading his legs as Susan fell to all fours and crept between his legs 
like a hungry animal eating his cock greedily.


Despite the hardness his penis had already attained, Susan could feel it 
swell even more, the lust-heated blood pulsing through his burgeoned mass 
with throbbing power, bristling with the wisps of pubic hair that rasped at 
the inner walls of Susan's palate.


For a moment, Susan removed her wetly-warm mouth from the spasming shaft and 
looked into Frank's blissfully mindless face, his expression changing from 
one of sheer and total lust to that of a child who has just had a favorite 
toy taken from him when Susan stopped her tremendous sucking.


"You want me to suck your cock, don't you, lover?" she teased, her hands 
rubbing lightly along his lewdly outstretched legs, inching toward his 
ball-laden sac, grasping the scrotum lightly and squeezing it. "You don't 
really care about who sucks your wife's cunt as long as you can have me lick 
and suck that massive pillar of yours."


It was true. He no longer cared that a total stranger had been sucking and 
kissing his wife's hot little cunt, that she had allowed another man to ram 
his head between her twitching naked legs and thrust his tongue into the 
folds of her cuntal lips. He didn't care any more. The desire-maddened blood 
was searing through his half-naked body and filling his thickening penis, 
turning it into a massive cylinder of crazed lust, drawing from his seething 
body all his anger and replacing it with a wanton hunger for her mouth 
around his turgidly aroused, thickly grotesque penis. There was only one 
thought on his mind now ... to have Susan place her cunt-tight luscious lips 
around his surging vibrant cock, to have her suck his penis the way she did 
best, and the way she wanted to, the way he wanted her to. It was almost 
sickening, having watched her make his wife eat her pussy the way she had, 
but as she placed her full, voluptuous lips around his immense column, all 
other thoughts faded from his mind.


The all-encompassing feeling of Susan's warm mouth closing in on the 
turbulent angry red tip of his pounding cock while his wife watched from a 
few feet away caused a jerk of sensual excitement in his torso, causing him 
to throb his prick firmly in front of him, sending the pulsing bloated 
length deeply into Susan's gullet, her throat hungrily awaiting him. He 
moaned audibly as Susan reached forward with her head and enveloped the 
mushroom-shaped tip of his penis against her lips. He felt the warm lip 
stick painted surface of her opened lips graze gently against the sensitive 
skin of his churning penis head and all thoughts, all rationale drained from 
his mind as her softly enfolding lips closed warmly and moistly over his 
maddened, rock-hard cock. He opened his glazed eyes and watched with 
ecstatic delight as the tight luscious circle of her red mouth stretched 
around his burgeoned penis and enveloped his fist-sized tip, her tongue 
inched its way along the swollen base. He could feel her pink, warmly-wet 
organ swiping around his boiling hardness, causing it to leap and revolve 
around in her mouth. Her lips were buttery and smooth, and they clung 
tightly to the sex-taut column of flesh like a warm elastic ring. He could 
feel her sliding lips massaging along his throbbing, slippery mass, eagerly 
taking as much of his blood-swollen penis as she could, drawing him into the 
hot moist cavern of her throat, surrounding him with her agile, tender, 
fleshy lips.


"Oh God ... Oooooooo...." he sighed lewdly, his whole body tingling with 
wave after wave of writhing, churning pleasure.


Susan began to suck greedily and hungrily on his burgeoned penis, engulfing 
his thick, searing mass into the hollow of her puffed cheeks, ramming his 
spear-like shaft into her throat and nibbling at his hair-covered ball sac 
with her luscious lips, trying to suck the eagerly sought nectar from the 
depths of his testicles as her mouth continued to milk the palpitating 
pillar of his throbbing cock. Her fingers danced lightly over his straggling 
strands of pubic hair and circled the base of his thickly sturdy cock, her 
hands cupping and stretching the swollen sac, her tongue licking and curling 
around the blood-hot shaft deep in her.


Through lust swimming eyes, Frank was slightly aware that there was a new 
movement on the bed, and he tried to focus on the strange man moving 
threateningly toward his naked wife, channeling his lust-ridden mind from 
the stream of his own total excitement to try and see what was happening to 
her. He stared in speechless amazement at the sight that greeted his 
half-opened eyes only a few feet away. His wife's lover was running 
his-hands along her silky smooth flesh, guiding them with lascivious delight 
down her breast cleavage, pinching her sex-tight, rock-hard nipples with 
such force that Janet was almost thrown off her feet as a wave of torturous 
pain seared through her nakedly trembling body, and Frank watched in utter 
disbelief as she flowered her undulating thighs and allowed the love-swollen 
man to inch his wandering fingers along her creamy-white thigh and enter the 
softly gushing folds of her hotly steaming cunt. He listened in complete 
shock as Janet emitted moans of sensuous, lascivious pleasure, and Frank 
tried to make himself believe that this was actually happening. Was that his 
frigid wife, a woman who never wanted to fuck him, allowing another man to 
do those things to her pussy? It had to be. She was allowing that man to 
enter her yearning and quivering pink cuntal lips with his lust-stiffened 
fingers, probing between her flowering pussy and ramming his thick digits 
into the softly receptive folds of her throbbing vagina, cupping her cuntal 
region with the whole of his hand and massaging her inverted triangle 
harshly, drawing her secreting feminine juices across her glistening pubic 
hair. Janet was panting heavily, heaving her breasts with her full, deep 
gasping breaths as the man finger-fucked his wife's widely parted cunt. What 
was the man going to do? What was she going to allow him to do? He would 
almost believe that she would do anything after he had seen her sucking and 
lapping voraciously at Susan's twitching cunt, though he never would have 
believed she could do such a depraved thing if he hadn't seen it with his 
own eyes.


Janet was only dimly aware that her husband was staring at her, but she 
didn't care. She was being hypnotized by the gentle probing of Tony's 
thrusting fingers, firmly forcing her cuntal lips apart and worming their 
way into her cuntal depths, reaching for her hotly secreting vaginal walls 
and plunging deeper and deeper into her hotly clasping clitoris. For a 
moment she closed her eyes, but opened them again as she heard her husband 
lewdly moan in sheer lustful delight. She watched with a strange obscene 
mesmerism as she saw Frank's bloated prick disappear totally into Susan's 
widely receptive mouth, and by the ramming undulation her husband was giving 
his hips as he thrust his over-sized cock into her eager gullet.


For a brief moment she was brought away from the depraved sight as she felt 
Tony's broad, rock-like thickness against her pear-shaped ass-cheeks, 
spreading the moons of flesh apart like a giant wedge. Her skin tingled at 
his warm breath blowing gently on her nakedly exposed neck as he knelt 
behind her nude body on all fours, and she mewled incessantly as he began to 
assault the tight chancre surrounded by her tightening ass-cheeks. He took 
little bites of her revolving buttocks, forcing his thumbs brutally between 
the mounds of soft, resilient flesh and pulling them apart, exposing her 
anus to his deeply ramming tongue. Her mind was in a state of extreme 
turmoil. He was going to suck at her ass, actually going to place his mouth 
between her fleshy orbs and enter her tight ass-hole with his thick, hard 
tongue. She couldn't believe that he was going to do such a filthy, perverse 
thing. It was more obscene than when she had allowed him to slaver at her 
cunt. But she made no effort to stop him. She had learned much about sexual 
pleasure in such a short time, and she began to enjoy the lewd sensations 
she was feeling as he blew again into her ass-chancre, his hot breath 
entering her hole and whipping around between her parted legs and forced its 
way into her throbbing cuntal chamber, sending searing waves of lascivious 
desire coursing through her body along her curved spine and bringing ripples 
of wanton lust to her goose bump-covered skin.


She opened her eyes in surprise at the intensity of the sensation and 
suddenly she was watching her husband and his lover again. Frank had flexed 
his loins, dragging his lust-enflamed eyes away from the perverse sight of 
his wife nakedly straddling the other man, and was watching with greedy 
intent at the sight of tongue around the incredibly swollen tip of his cock, 
sending turgid fires of sex-maddened lust He rammed his burgeoned member up 
and into her lewdly open mouth, feeling every nerve sear with the scorching 
heat of her crazily lashing tongue around the incredibly swollen tip of his 
cock, sending turgid fires of sex-maddened lust seething through his burning 
body. His hands dug into Susan's wildly thrashing hair, the edges of her 
long blonde silk touching his thighs and flooding his arching, stiff body 
with a fresh eager wave of lewd sensations that penetrated his entire being 
and threatened to consume his naked body with an all-encompassing flame of 
animal passion, throbbing and pounding at his mind with a broiling anguish 
that he hoped would never end. Susan was bobbing her head along his slippery 
pole, swallowing the full length of his purple cock and filling his loins 
with a white hot passion that seared at his tortured body, yet still Susan 
sucked and licked at it, biting his shaft with tantalizing little bites, 
burying her face in his groin until she knew he would flood her mouth with 
his hot thick cum soon.


"Yes, Susan, that's it. Suck it. Suck it 'till it spits," he commanded 
hoarsely as he felt his almost terrifyingly intense fires rush to the end of 
his prick and build in a pressuring, mounting wash of sperm against the tip 
of his cock.


Frank's wild words spurred Susan on even harder, and she increased her 
cock-sucking tempo with renewed vigor, delighting as she felt his 
blood-expanded penis throb with the threat of volcanic explosion, and she 
wanted desperately to force his sperm into her mouth. She felt as though she 
couldn't wait for it any longer, and she lashed out at his thrusting shaft 
viciously, milking it with the tight lips she had forced over his large 
cock. His throbbingly alive penis seared the inside of her mouth, ramming 
against her hollowed cheeks and pushed its way into the soft confines of her 
throat. Susan gagged for a moment, and then moved her warm moist mouth 
quickly to his reeling tip, and she felt his mass tighten and stiffen as she 
knew that there would be only a few short moments until he blew his wad into 
her yearning mouth. She braced her naked body as she slid her mouth once 
more along the burly pole in her gullet, and as she nibbled at his ball sac 
once again, she noticed that his legs suddenly became taut, his thigh 
muscles constricting as he felt his fiery sperm rush along his churning cock 
and, with a violent burst of tidal force, explode into her mouth with 
lava-like heat.


He gasped and inhaled deeply, emitting a groan as he flooded his lover's 
cock-sucking mouth with his seething sperm, jetting stream after stream of 
such incredible volume that Susan was forced to puff her cheeks to entrap 
his wash of boiling white cum.


"Aaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrhhhhh ... Keep sucking it, baby, keep 
suckiiiiinnnnnggggg...." he shrieked, churning with an avalanche of 
pleasure, as his lava-like semen splashed into her gullet, her throat 
advancing and retracting as she sought to swallow every jet of his sperm as 
it cascaded in a seemingly endless river of thickly warm syrup, his huge 
passion-exploding prick shuddering at each incredible pulse of jetting 
spray. Susan worked hungrily, swallowing and slurping as he emptied his 
reservoirs into her lovely ovaled mouth, until at last it was all gone. He 
felt the rapid deflation of his passion-heated prick inside her soft buttery 
mouth as she refused to allow him to remove it from her greedy gullet, not 
letting herself believe that it could be all over for the moment, lapping at 
the final remnants of his dripping sperm from his drooping and useless cock 
as he relaxed totally in the overstuffed armchair.


Janet had not wanted to miss a single moment of her husband's lewd 
mouth-fucking, not wanted to miss any of Susan's incredible cock-sucking, 
and the wild ejaculation of Frank's boiling sperm into her grotesquely 
distorted mouth. It had been incredible, watching them like that from only 
three feet away, nothing at all like seeing them from the bedroom door as 
she had watched Susan and Tony, and she felt an almost sympathetic orgasm at 
the final gasping her husband had emitted, piercing the near silence of the 
lurid bedroom. She was surprised to find that she didn't think such an act 
was disgusting or perverse any longer, and she almost wished Tony would ram 
his purple veined cock into her own mouth and erupt his sperm deep in her 
gullet. For a long minute she was held transfixed as she watched her husband 
and his lover heave and pant deeply to catch their breaths.


And suddenly she was aware that Tony was still probing the soft sensuous ass 
flesh, looking with his fingers for her tightly clasped anus, fingering 
between her buttocks as he inched his face between her widely separated legs 
and forced his mouth upwards, nibbling at her quivering inner thighs as he 
crept nearer and closer to her trembling cuntal hole. At first she thought 
he would repeat his cunt lapping, and she braced her body for his expected 
searing penetration into her hot little cunt with his thick, pink organ.


But Tony had another idea. Spreading her rounded buttocks violently, 
wrenching them painfully away from each other, he rammed the torching mass 
of his searing tongue firmly between her ass-cheeks and into her tight anal 
chancre, tearing it open with the steel-like hardness of his over-worked 
tongue. Janet shivered as an excruciating pain shot through her lower body. 
She had never expected him to enter her tight ass-hole, and the throbbing 
ache was more than she could control. A loud shattering scream forced itself 
from her hoarse throat, and she nearly collapsed in torturous pain.


"Aaaaaahhhhh!! Nooooooooo!! My God, Tony, not there, you'll split me in 
half," she shrieked. Her delicate young ass was suddenly impaled on the end 
of his jerking prick like a delicate butterfly, and she ground her tormented 
backside forward in a desperate attempt to escape the cruel pain of his 
brutal pole jamming up between her thighs. The pressure of his huge rod 
lodged in her backside drove excruciating pain up the length of her spine 
and through her entire body as she pitched and tossed, trying to dislodge 
the embedded spear of his naked hardness.


But her struggles were futile. Tony screwed the rest of his thickly 
throbbing head into her tightly resisting back passage and kept on surging 
violently forward, forcing his hardened, blood-filled cock deeper and 
deeper, inch by agonizing inch into the tightly squeezing little rectum.


Frank sat up abruptly as Janet's piercing cry of agony rent the air and for 
a moment, he couldn't believe what was happening as he looked around wildly, 
still in a daze from the after effects of his huge climax. Then he fully saw 
his wife, lewdly crouched over, her naked backside openly presented to her 
lover, and his thick, obscenely-glistening prick sunk half-way into the 
tightness of her quivering anus! Frank stared wild-eyed at the lewd sight, 
unable to believe his eyes. Janet was mewling with pain, her eyes 
half-closed, and Frank's first impulse was to rush over to her and help her 
escape the crushing, flesh-splitting pain. But he couldn't. He just sat 
there, watching his wife being fucked in the ass by another man, powerless 
to do a thing. There was something about the sight of her helplessly pinned 
body, nakedly spread out and defenseless against the other man's onslaught 
that struck a deep sadistic chord within him ... something about which made 
him just sit there and calmly watch his wife's agony. There was a pitifully 
beseeching look on her pain-distorted face, and Frank couldn't deny that the 
debasing position she was in, her complete slave-like helplessness, gave him 
a little thrill of perverted pleasure.


She deserves to be fucked in the ass like this, he thought, she deserves it 
for cheating on me. The cruel thought cavorted around in his dazed brain and 
vaguely he tried to quell it, but it was no use. His wife was being punished 
for letting another man fuck her and he was glad ... glad that she was 
suffering for adulterous transgression.


With a wild groan, Tony fell forward, sinking his thick, lust-hardened rod 
of flesh completely up to the hilt in Janet's cruelly stretched back 
passage. She was in agony, barely able to comprehend what was happening. Her 
rectum seemed to be scraped raw, her spine burning from the intense abrasive 
pressure. She could feel her lover's long stiff cock twisting and rotating 
inside her, stretching her anal sheath unbearably, flexing and growing with 
irresistible power. Then with another deep hoarse moan, he began to 
withdraw, his retreating just as painfully grating as his brutal entry.


He rammed mercilessly forward again, stretching the tender membrane of her 
rectum unbelievably, until at last it began to ease around the pulsing 
thickness. And then the pain subsided, and as he continued to fuck 
rhythmically into her openly-spread ass, she felt the first warm waves of a 
wild, slowly mounting pleasure. Desperately she fought against it. She 
couldn't be beginning to enjoy this obscene ass-fucking, not while her own, 
unaiding husband was watching from a few feet away, she just couldn't.


But she was! It was obvious that her body was rebelling against the 
repressive thoughts of her mind, that her helplessly aroused flesh was 
beginning to react with unashamed pleasure to the deep hard fucking that 
Tony was giving her. She couldn't hide it any longer. She didn't care that 
her husband and her girlfriend were watching her shameful acquiescence. She 
couldn't help it!


"Ooooooohhhhhhhh!! " she moaned ecstatically through her tightly clenched 
teeth, pushing her flattened ass-cheeks back against Tony's 
forward-thrusting pelvis, reaching back with her hands and spreading the 
softly-fleshed buttocks to allow him to enter the tight chancre of her anus. 
She screwed her hot, fiery anal sheath back on his driving cock, enjoying 
the lewd and perverse sensations flowing through her body, enjoying the 
feeling of being subjected to the totally lust-controlled actions of her 
ass-fucking partner.


Frank couldn't believe his eyes. This couldn't be his timid, innocent little 
wife, a woman who may as well have been half-virginal, afraid to try 
anything new. She didn't fit in with the image he had of her. Surely this 
wasn't the same woman who had actually resisted his ass-fucking a week ago. 
He would never have believed it if he hadn't come to Susan's house! First 
she had taken a lover, then she had allowed herself to become part of a 
wanton, cunt-sucking trio, and now she was actually enjoying the ass-fuck 
this man was giving her. Never in his wildest dreams would he have thought 
she had it in her, but the wild scene in front of his eyes destroyed forever 
those misconceptions. She was being fucked in the ass and loving it, 
actually enjoying the lewd action with the strange man. So that was the 
score. She didn't like it when her husband did it to her, but let some other 
guy try something and she fell all to pieces. A blush of anger reddened his 
cheeks.


He stared at the two fucking people. Janet was voluntarily offering her ass 
to this guy, spreading her buttocks openly and flaring them brazenly to the 
man's spearing penis ramming into her tight little ass, allowing him to 
thrust his turgid, thick cock into the ring of her anus, and suddenly it was 
Frank who felt left out of the sensuous proceedings. Watching them, he could 
feel his deflated cock swell again, and his blood course through his body, 
throbbing to his now expanding cock from the sight of his insanely excited 
wife. He should be in there, fucking viciously into her, having her writhe 
against his prick, not screwing some stranger's!


Janet was teeming with a million different sensations. For the first time, 
she was sure, she felt really and truly alive, alert to all the 
possibilities her totally alive body had to offer, and she fucked back 
happily against Tony's pleasure-giving cock screwing mercilessly into her 
rectum. She had totally forgotten about her husband, glowering at her from 
the softness of the armchair....


"Janet honey, it's me, Frank...." his voice was low and tense, and Janet 
hardly heard it in the mindlessness of her fuck.


"Frank?" she moaned softly, hardly able to make the words come from her 
throat. "What...? "


"Roll over honey," he commanded forcefully. "I want some of you too."


Janet wanted to tell him to fuck himself. He had cheated on her the same way 
she had cheated on him, but she had not accused him of it. He was the one 
who was supposed to be angry, and now he wanted to fuck her, now that he saw 
that she was capable of doing anything she wanted.


But she couldn't do it. Tony had aroused her to the point that she didn't 
care what happened to her. If Frank wanted to share her with her lover, that 
was all right. The more cocks in her, the more she would enjoy this 
incredible fuck. In fact she actually wanted his penis in her. Imagine! To 
be fucked in the ass and the cunt at the same time, to feel Tony's massive 
turgid penis ramming into her ass with brutal force, pressing her ass-cheeks 
firmly against his powerful stomach as he thrust and forced his cock deeper 
and deeper into her anal passage, and at the same time feeling Frank's 
searing cock plunge into her inner depths, pulsing in her cuntal chamber and 
ripping her vagina apart with this thick, purple-veined penis. The thought 
was almost too much for her to comprehend, and she had to experience it. It 
was something even Susan had not been able to bring herself to do. Almost 
mindlessly she spread her legs and let Frank ram his already thickly swollen 
cock into her tender pussy lips, plunging and thrusting his stretched member 
between her wrenched gushing cuntal folds. She may have been enjoying Tony's 
ass fucking, but having a man's burgeoned cock in her trembling cunt was 
like being in heaven, and she felt her desire-whipped flames of passion sear 
through her body and race to her palpitating cunt, pressing with a million 
tons of pressure against her pinkly-throbbing pussy lips. She was thrashing 
her body madly and mindlessly, first thrusting her nakedly quivering hips 
backward against Tony's ass-screwing burly penis, ramming it deeply into the 
hotly clasping tunnel of her anal passage and arching her undulating hips 
forward along the slippery, seething pole of her husband's enormous cock 
plunging into her boiling cuntal depths. Again and again she thrashed her 
body along the doubly skewering poles piercing both her writhing ass and her 
churning cunt, her buttocks slapping against Tony and her blood-swollen 
breasts pressing against Frank's hairy chest. It was wonderful feeling being 
fucked by two men at the same time, and the double screwing was bringing her 
fires pressing against her cuntal folds with such a a savage fury that she 
thought she would explode into a million pieces if she didn't cum soon. She 
could feel the turgid rush of her feminine juices race through her pubic 
area, lubricating Frank's wildly cunt-fucking cock, spurred on by Tony's 
incredible ass-ramming penis, each man thrusting his lust-swollen member 
deeply into their respective passages, each one trying to reach the other's 
thrusting cock, fusing at a point in the sexually excited belly of the 
double-fucked wife. It was a beautiful feeling having two men ram their 
cocks into her, and Janet closed her eyes and tossed her head back as she 
felt the rush of totally wanton sexuality sear through her cunt and, 
finally, burst from her heatedly aroused pussy lips like a tidal wave, 
flooding her husband's throbbing penis and creeping along her wildly spread 
thighs, violently thrashing hips and trickling around to Tony's 
ass-skewering cock, making his pole slippery and allowing it to enter her 
brutally stretched anus with more ease. Tony seemed to notice his cock 
slipping in and out of her ass with greater efficiency, and he gritted his 
teeth as he felt his sperm rush from his wildly thrashing scrotum and course 
through his incredibly long and thick shaft to his tip, held there by an 
amazing constriction of his lust-enraged muscles and supreme will until, 
taking a deep breath, he could hold it no longer. With a sudden, violent 
inward thrust of his nearly erupting penis, he allowed a shriek of delight 
to flow from his throat and his cock erupted his thick, hotly churning sperm 
between Janet's buttocks, his seething semen cascading along her flaring 
ass-cheeks and increasing the lubrication on his tightly held penis, 
allowing him to slip in and out of Janet's incredibly tight anal passage. 
Again and again he jetted his milky-white cum into her thrashing buttocks, 
ramming his cock deeper and deeper into her anus, plunging his fist-sized 
cock tip as far into her as he could, emitting his sperm nearly the full 
length of her rectal passage.


In front of her, Frank was thrashing his naked body wildly, his wanton fires 
building up at the tip of his cunt-fucking penis, his cock throbbing and 
reeling with amazing thrusts as he sought to match Tony's writhing actions 
with a torching, seething orgasm of his own, and as he rammed his cock again 
and again, deeper and deeper into Janet's cuntal depths, he pursed his lips 
and brushed them forcibly against Janet's thrashing face, meeting her 
luscious lips brutally as he thrust his tongue deep into her throat and 
exploded his cum into her cunt like a surging jet of seminal wash, spraying 
her pussy hair with his milky-white sperm.


And suddenly, everything was all over. Tony collapsed to the floor, and 
Frank sank to his knees, utterly exhausted by his mouth fucking and cunt 
orgasm. Janet weaved on her feet, a million sensations searing through her 
body, her anal chamber aching from the blood-engorged size of Tony's cock, 
and her cunt throbbing and shooting excruciating stabs of pain from their 
being sucked and licked by Tony and stretched enormously by her husband's 
immensely expanded penis, her luscious full lips opened, their nerve endings 
sensitive from sucking at Susan's quivering cuntal lips and the bruising 
kiss Frank had brutally rammed on them. Never had she ever had such a 
totally fulfilling orgasm, and she stood when she was certain she was unable 
to stand. Smiling to herself, she realized the situation she was in. She 
looked around the room. Susan was laying on the floor, lewdly sprawled in 
front of her large chair. Tony had collapsed in a crumpled heap behind her. 
Frank was a pile of quivering flesh, gasping at her feet. She alone was 
still standing. She had taken them all on and had beaten them. There would 
never be any doubt in her mind that she could satisfy any man, and she was 
certain that she would be able to take anything her husband cared to dish 
out now.


* * *


CHAPTER NINE


Janet smiled to herself as she walked down Fifth Avenue. True, it was sad 
that Tony had been forced to return to New Orleans, but after all, he did 
have responsibilities to his company. Janet had to admit that she was sorry 
to see him leave. For the week after he and Susan and Frank and her had 
first gotten together, there were many more such parties, sometimes attended 
by other friends of Susan, both men and women. In a way, it was really 
better, since everyone knew Tony would have to leave soon, but Susan's other 
friends all lived in the New York area, and most of them could be counted on 
to stay around for some time. In fact, Janet was going to visit one of them 
now. She didn't really think that her husband would mind. In fact, Frank 
seemed almost a new man since that wonderful day when he had barged into 
Susan's bedroom, and it seemed to the both of them that sexual freedom was 
the only way that they could save their marriage. Janet thought that was a 
wonderful idea, and she shivered with an illicit thrill as she walked into 
the thirty story publishing building to add some strength to her 
relationship with Frank.


Harlan Niven was waiting for her in his secluded office at the top of the 
building. He was one of the people that had attended a party at Susan's 
house, one that had been invited by Frank. Harlan and Frank had met at a 
businessmen's convention, and the two men became fast friends. Harlan had 
been to the last three parties Tony had managed to attend before he had to 
leave, and Janet had found him quite an exciting man.


"Good afternoon, Janet," said the young executive. "How's Frank?"


"Fine, Harlan," she answered, lighting a cigarette. "He told me to say hello 
when I saw you."


"Yes, well, can you tell him for me that I'm sorry I couldn't come to the 
party at Susan's house two nights ago. I had some work to do, and you know I 
wouldn't miss one of those parties unless it was really important."


"I know," she said demurely. "And believe me, I missed you. That's why I'm 
here today. I just couldn't wait until the next party tomorrow. You will 
come, won't you?"


Harlan smiled, unwilling to take his eyes off Janet's sensually curved body. 
Her breasts had been pulled together by her tight bra, forming them into 
well rounded apple shaped globes, thrusting from her out stretched chest. 
Her skin-tight slacks did nothing to hide the flair of her curvaceous hips, 
and her cuntal area was clearly defined by her taut denim clasping firmly 
around her thighs. She knew that slowly revolving her hips the way she was 
would really make Harlan forget about his work, and she noticed with glee 
that his cock was already growing large in his pants, forming a mountainous 
ridge of flesh in his pant leg, throbbing under his confining cloth. Janet 
walked over to him and laid her hand on the mass of flesh.


"How long before you have to be back to work?" she asked softly, stroking 
his immense cock.


"Not for a while," he answered, smiling as he unbuckled his pants.


* * *


Frank was working at home, glad that Janet had something to occupy her for 
the rest of the day. He had grown to really enjoy having his wife around 
more and more. Actually, that was part of the problem with bringing his work 
home with him. She had been like a woman possessed lately, and it was all he 
could do to satisfy her sexually and earn a living besides. He was surprised 
that he never noticed how sexy she really was.


Well, he thought as he opened his briefcase and removed a large folder of 
papers, she's gone into the city today, more than likely to see Harlan, and 
he would be able to get some work done.


No sooner had he opened his folder than the door bell rang. He thought it 
might be a salesman, and he was in no mood to talk to one, but he was 
pleasantly surprised to see Susan standing at the door with two beautiful 
friends.


"Good afternoon, Frank," Susan cooed, winking as she walked past him into 
his living room. "Is Janet home?"


Tony smiled to himself. That was a loaded question if he ever heard one.


"No, Susan, I'm afraid she's not," he answered. She knew damn well where 
Janet was. Even though he was addressing Susan he was looking at her two 
friends. One was a blonde, like Susan, though her hair was shorter and her 
breasts were not quite as full. Her hips were a little slenderer, and she 
was wearing a skirt that covered only the top half of her shapely thighs. 
The other girl was a dark haired woman, like his wife, and she was wearing a 
tight body shirt, tight enough to show that she was wearing no bra 
underneath, her already sex-taut nipples forming bumps in the cotton skin 
covering. She was also wearing tight fitting denim jeans, and although Frank 
did not like jeans that much, this girl really looked good in them. Neither 
of the girls could have been older than twenty three, and they were both 
eyeing Frank with the same lustful intent that he was using on them.


"It's really a shame that Janet isn't here," teased Susan, walking through 
the house and making herself a light drink. "I wanted her to meet my two new 
friends, Frank," she said pointing to the blonde, "this is Laney. Standing 
next to her is Andria. I met them in my dancing class, and I thought you 
might like to meet them."


Frank made a mental note to himself. This would be the last time he brought 
his work home from the office. No work, no money. It was that simple. Still, 
he was at home now, and they were very pretty ladies, and his cock was 
expanding inside his pants, a fact the three women seemed to notice with 
delight.


"I told them," said Susan, "that there was a man on this block who I thought 
would be able to handle three women at once. They didn't believe me, so we 
made a little bet."


"Well," said Frank, already unbuckling his pants, "I think I might want a 
little piece of that action."


THE END
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FOREWORD


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many 
centuries, and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer 
for the individual considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except 
that he must be true to himself. The mature individual who has achieved this 
sort of self-honesty and completeness will be little harmed or affected by 
the illogical or irrational opinions of others.


In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this 
truth like an unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters 
faced up to their unusual desires instead of trying to repress them, much of 
the anguish they suffered would logically have been avoided.


The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor 
a revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the 
wisest thinkers through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be 
true, " was Shakespeare's way of saying the same thing; it comes to us from 
still an earlier source, and one which not even the most rigid moralist can 
contest...."Happy is he that condemneth not himself for that which he 
alloweth himself. But he that doubteth is damned if he eat." Those who deny 
others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to 
consider this quote from Romans.


No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this 
ultimately will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by 
looking at the past and previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief 
glance backwards will also reveal that, in such times, honored traditions 
and concepts were re-examined, and many times discarded. What was considered 
fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it isn't done" or 
"it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of 
pleasure.


The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We 
offer no further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this 
timely work. We now suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. 
A work of art, no matter how contemporary, should speak for itself.


-The Publisher


CHAPTER ONE


Yvette patiently waited for her fourteen year old twin sons to finish their 
breakfast, if that were possible. As the two curly, dark-haired boys wolfed 
down an enormous pile of griddle cakes each after already finishing their 
eggs and bacon, their amused mother watched, recalling the many years of 
forcing them to eat anything at all. Years ago they didn't like vegetables, 
they didn't like fish, they didn't like fruit, and they didn't like meat. 
Then they began to differentiate. They liked string beans but they didn't 
like lima beans; they liked apples but they didn't like pears, etc. That was 
the stage they had just passed through. It had taken two hours a meal to get 
enough in their stomachs to keep them barely alive, or so it seemed to 
Yvette, who had often been tempted to wrestle them to the floor and shovel 
the food in through a funnel. Now she barely put the food on the table 
before it was gone. They certainly had changed.


But then, she thought, studying their hard young bodies as they sat in the 
morning sunlight in the breakfast nook, they had grown tremendously in just 
one year. Working with weights had helped considerably. The well-tanned arms 
that emerged from their white tee shirts were beginning to display their 
developing biceps with certain movements they made.


Yvette sighed, pulling the edges of her pink dressing gown together over her 
full, rounded breasts. It was hard to remember sometimes that they were 
growing young men now and that she had to remember to dress more carefully. 
At times like now, when she did suddenly become aware of their masculinity, 
it startled her and made her self-conscious. Her dressing gown seemed too 
tight around her hips and full thighs. Her long body seemed too slender for 
her big boobs ... oh God, she could feel her nipples stiffening against the 
pink satin of her gown. She clutched the garment more tightly around her. 
Then she glanced up and saw that Neil had stopped eating for a moment. He 
had just averted his eyes from her and his crooked little smile made her 
blush. There was a frustrating erosion in her relationship with the twins 
lately. The knowing little smiles, the arrogant expressions on their 
formerly open and trusting faces, their deliberate disobediences were all a 
new experience for her. Phil kept telling her that it was normal, but it 
continued to bewilder her.


Their interest in sex seemed to have developed at the same time. At least 
that's when they began papering their clubhouse with naked pinups. She was 
too ashamed to tell Phil about that! He had a fifteen year old daughter who 
was the sweetest, purest little girl that Yvette Morris had ever met. How 
Phil had managed to raise a daughter like that in this day and age was more 
than she could figure out. Kathy Hoffman was a chaste, blonde, blue-eyed 
beauty who seemed to Yvette to be just the opposite of her own sons. That 
was at least part of Phil Hoffman's attraction for Yvette. Phil's wife had 
died five years ago, and he had raised a paragon of a child all by himself. 
Yvette could not help but feel that he might be the man to straighten out 
her boys. And speaking of Phil, he should be along at any moment, Yvette 
noted.


"Come on, boys," Yvette said when they had finished and were about to turn 
the breakfast table into a playroom. Joe was aiming his syrup-covered plate 
at Neil. "Joe!" she shouted sternly.


"Oh, Ma! I'm not going to throw it. You must know that by now!" Joe 
retorted, a cruel edge to his voice.


Yvette recalled what Phil had told her and stilled her anger as best she 
could. He insisted that children this age couldn't help their nasty 
attitudes and that it was better to overlook it. Phil insisted that his 
daughter, Kathy, was the same way although Yvette found that difficult to 
believe. "You might accidentally drop it," Yvette told Joe in measured 
tones.


"Yeah, right on his head!" Joe laughed, his attention turned back to his 
brother.


"Let's split," Neil suggested and then looked at his mother with mock 
patronage. "I'll take care of this trouble-maker, Ma!"


They both burst into laughter and Joe chased Neil through the screen door 
and in a mad rush that seemed as though it would take the door off its 
hinges. Like two mountain goats, they butted each other toward and into 
their clubhouse. Their raucous play was hardly compatible with the nude 
women pasted all over the walls there. It was impossible for Yvette to 
understand them. If only she dared tell Phil about the sex and the pinups 
and all that! If the boys were a year or two older, she would be unafraid to 
ask her boyfriend's advice, but she was sure that boys did not ordinarily 
become interested in sex as young as fourteen. She was frightened that Phil 
would steer clear of marrying a woman with such abnormal children! He kept 
telling her that his Kathy was as much of a problem to him as her boys were 
to her, but he didn't know the whole story!


Yvette started to clear the breakfast nook. She was feeling terribly 
vulnerable and unsettled. When she and Doug had divorced a few years before, 
she anticipated no problems whatever. The boys were good in school and 
unbelievably calm about the divorce. Of course, they still saw Doug when he 
was in town. She had always considered it fortunate that he did come to see 
them, that he seemed to enjoy seeing them. She had to give him credit for 
being a good father. If only he had been a better husband. If only he could 
have been content with one woman. Suddenly Yvette thought again of her boys 
and the early interest in sex they were showing. Perhaps they were like 
their father that way! Except for their green eyes, they were more like her 
physically. They had her skin tones, her features, and her mousy hair, which 
on herself she bleached and colored silver. Maybe they were like their 
father in the early development and strength of their sex drives! She used 
to think they would be engineers like their father. They had his math 
ability even though it no longer showed on their mediocre report cards.


She knew they were nothing like her mentally. Neither of them could draw or 
had any interest in the arts, whereas that was Yvette's field. She and Phil 
worked together for a small company, a wholesale distributor of prizes and 
premiums, doing their catalogues and advertising. They both did the drawing 
and the writing. In fact, Phil was her boss although neither of them paid 
much attention to that, doing the work interchangeably. But Phil was good at 
his work! Yvette really admired that man! Her whole body now glowed as she 
thought of him. He would soon be here, too, after dropping Kathy at the 
church where she would go to Sunday School and then sing in the choir after 
that. As she ran the hot water in the dishpan, she wondered what would 
happen if she married Phil. Would he be able to get the boys to go to Sunday 
School? She found herself chuckling aloud at the very thought. How would he 
handle them? She could not imagine any more than she could imagine being a 
mother to a fifteen year old girl. Yet marriage was certainly in the air.


Another thing that was strange, now that she thought of it, was the fact 
that sexy Phil had such a chaste daughter while she, reticent Yvette, had a 
pair of sex-minded sons! She knew better than to deduce that males are sexy 
and women are not. Good God! Once she got started there was no holding her. 
She knew this about herself. Once Phil managed to work his way past her wall 
of reticence, he was well taken care of! But if he did not push, they would 
not get started at all!


She was in the process of emptying the dishpan and rinsing it when the 
doorbell rang. She pulled her robe together again quickly, retying her belt 
while moving toward the living room. Carefully, she peeked around the opened 
aoor. It was Phil Hoffman wearing an amused smile, his blue eyes dancing, 
and his brown hair that was usually combed neatly straight and back, ruffled 
by the wind. "I can't get over how you open that door," he told her with a 
grin. "You look as though you're afraid I'm going to rape you right here on 
the porch ... hmmm," he continued with mock seriousness. "That's a thought!" 
She shut the door when he was inside and he waited until she had. He had 
learned not to try to kiss her when the door was open and the neighbors 
might see. Phil was ostensibly a mild mannered man, but there was nothing 
weak about him and nothing that bowed to the neighbors. He saw no reason why 
he shouldn't kiss her wherever he chose ... a friendly kiss, of course. But 
now, he drew her to him, possessively, before she could say anything, his 
lips finding hers without difficulty and pressing hard, his mouth wetly 
opening to hers, tightly grinding her lush lips and mouth almost savagely to 
his own. Yvette felt herself go limp, unrestrainably responsive as always to 
his fervent kisses, but when the soft eagerness of his tongue bid for entry, 
she gently caught herself, pushing free.


"No, Phil, honey, we can't," she gasped, breathing heavily.


"Why not? It's Sunday morning. Kathy's in church and the boys are...?"


"In the clubhouse. They just finished breakfast."


"They won't be in for hours, you know that. But we can be careful. We'll 
lock the screen so they'll have to yell to get in, and I won't get 
undressed. How's that? Honey, I'm hot for you!"


"Phil, I'm asking you not to, please? I know the kids won't be in but...." 
She was searching for a way to tell him that she felt she ought to be an 
example to her children, that maybe that's what they needed right now ... 
especially now.


"Yvette, don't you love me?"


"Yes, you know I do. I ... I adore you."


"Well then?" he was asking her with that relentless gaze under which she 
could never remember what it was she wanted to say.


"It ... it's just not the time," she said finally.


"Time?" he asked quietly. "Time is something no one has enough of ... for 
love." He took his arms from her and went to the cabinet under the lamp 
beside the couch. He reached inside, behind a stack of magazines and pulled 
out a bottle of scotch. "Someday those boys are going to find this," he told 
her, taking the bottle into the kitchen for a glass. "If you're really 
worried about it, why don't you lock it up?"


"I keep meaning to find another place for it," she told him, following at 
his heels into the kitchen. "But I have nothing that locks up."


"Tell you what," he suggested. "I'll design you a bar with doors that lock 
if you'll get the boys to build it. I'm scared to death of hammers."


She laughed. "What shall we tell them they're building so they won't put a 
secret door in that they can use?"


Phil filled his glass with ice and scotch. "Do you want one of these?"


"Not at this hour of the morning," she told him. "The very thought of it 
turns my stomach. I don't know how you can do it!"


"Well," he sighed heavily. "I don't know either. It's a habit I picked up a 
few years ago. Not a bad one, really. One scotch lasts me all day. Funny, 
isn't it?"


Yvette could always tell from his tone of voice when whatever he said 
referred in some way to Laura, his dead wife. When he had mentioned that 
there was not enough time for love, she knew he was referring to her. Off 
and on he accompanied his morning scotch with a remark of its being a habit, 
an oddity of his. This was the first time that he referred to how long it 
had been a habit. Suddenly Yvette realized that 'a few years ago' would very 
likely coincide with his wife's death, too. Did he still love Laura? Was she 
a ghost between them ... forever? Was she, Yvette, asking to be hurt? Did 
she love him? Yes, she felt certain that she did. She was attracted in so 
many ways, yet maybe the biggest way was that of a moth attracted to a 
flame!


But, oh God, she could no more resist him than she could stop breathing, for 
he seemed to kindle a prurient desire inside her the equivalent of a forest 
fire, once he kindled her. It had certainly never been that way with Doug, 
but he had been so fast and urgent and impatient!


"Just what did you have in mind for us to do this morning?" he was asking 
her, interrupting her thoughts. "Maybe you'd like to work on the new 
catalogue for the newspapers. That's about what it would take to get my mind 
off you-know where!" He held his glass toward her in a toast.


"Oh you silly!" she replied, searching his calm face to see if he were upset 
or disappointed or agreeable. She could tell nothing. "You would make a good 
poker player," she said.


"What do you know about poker?" he asked, showing no expression still.


She had to laugh again because he knew she didn't play cards. Phil clapped 
his glass down on the sideboard beside the sink and reached out quickly 
before she could answer and drew her up to wrap his strong arms around her, 
crushing her softness against his chest. He nuzzled her hair, kissing the 
nape of her neck. "Someday I'm going to tell you how I know what you have in 
your subconscious mind when I come over on Sunday morning," he muttered 
between kisses. "Someday," he promised.


"Subconscious?" she said quizzically. She sensually shivered at the 
beginning tingles which his loving grasp and closeness always caused her, at 
the tantalizing flutters of desire which rippled through her flesh whenever 
he was this way, truly loving and sincere, his feverishly demanding, 
hardened body generating the lust of his loins by his mere touch! "No, Phil, 
please! Let me go!" she breathed heavily, as if gasping for air when he 
refused to concede, holding even tighter to her. Now he was walking her, not 
back to the bedroom, but towards the screen door. "What are you doing?" she 
whispered strongly.


"I'm locking the door, that's all," he said coolly while he reached up 
behind her and dropped the little hook easily into the eye. Then he moved 
her back into the hallway, just out of sight of the door. His big hand began 
to move in small circles along the back of her gown, over the satiny 
material, until he felt for the usual thin bra ridged strap and found none. 
Then he let one hand move slowly around to the front, toward her full 
rounded lush breasts, but not quite, and he kissed her with heated, 
moistened lips all along her slender white neck and upper shoulder, pushing 
her silver hair aside with his nose. He thought about her erotically pointed 
firm breasts with their hardened berry-like nipples, how they begged to be 
sucked and loved when she was aflame with passion, and his long, heavy cock 
excitedly swelled in his tight pants, the tension beginning to lustfully 
grind in his balls, causing them to dully throb. He could barely contain his 
desire to possess this breathtakingly beautiful woman who was such a mixture 
of virtuous timidity, and in bed an utter wanton! Her habit of virtuous 
timidity was very comfortable to work with, but it sometimes took severe 
breaking into when inconvenient ... like now. It was like laying a virgin 
every time they made love. She started off like an innocent girl who had 
never experienced the delights of fucking and was hesitant to learn, then 
winding up like an insatiable whore!


She had been driving him crazy for so long now, that he was sure they ought 
to get married. Christ, Kathy needed a woman to turn to sometimes, and 
Yvette knew next to nothing about boys, judging from some of the remarks she 
made. Take this business of hiding the scotch in the living room. Unless she 
were hitting it more often than she admitted, he was almost certain there 
was some missing from time to time, but he wouldn't say anything. She had 
too many hang-ups to guide a couple of boys.


All she'd know how to do is punish. He had become accustomed to more 
free-swinging females since Laura. Yvette guarded her lusciously gorgeous 
body with an almost furious intensity up to a certain point, and then she 
capitulated with a still more furious intensity of unbelievable raging 
desire once her most precious possession was given to him. Maybe for the 
boys' sakes, he thought, I ought to marry her. He chuckled almost aloud. 
Then it occurred to him in a more serious vein that maybe she would be less 
apprehensive of sex if she were married.


A good many of his hours away from her he spent dreaming of nothing else but 
fucking her lately, of slipping his long, hard, aching cock deep into her 
moistened tight pussy and cumming with surges of his white, hot sperm 
filling her quiveringly soft belly! Slowly now, determinedly, he tilted her 
face to his, sensing that she was breathing raggedly, and although unwanted, 
that her inner passions were once more unfolding like a spring flower in the 
morning sun. Her lips were trembling, half resisting his, but ever 
succumbing. They were lushly wet and parted, her eyes closed in the rapture 
she couldn't deny. He kissed her heatedly while she moaned beneath the 
fervent pressure of his opened wet mouth. Then, following one brief panicky 
moment in which she trembled all over and whimpered aloud, Yvette fell 
limply against him, trembling, savoring his masculine lips and taste, 
darting her tongue forward to meet his ravaging one that was slashing into 
the warm, wet cavern of her mouth. Her full, high-set breasts with their 
hardened pebble-like nipples, dug into his chest through his sport shirt and 
her gown as she ground them against him with a sudden hunger, and at last 
Phil knew that all was well and damned promising!


Yvette sensuously quivered, her suddenly flushed tingling flesh unable to 
resist the teasing temptations of Phil's inciting embraces, even as she knew 
she couldn't all along, her inflamed mind abruptly thinking of the times 
before when she'd submitted to his fulfilling male virility. She felt her 
passionately moistening loins sensorially responding, her hotly dilating 
vagina filling with the secretions of her uncontrollable, sudden desire, and 
into her mind came the lascivious remembrances of how his lean, muscular 
buttocks had moved pistoningly so that his wonderful, rock-hard penis could 
soar up and down, in and out, of her trembling, moistened pink cuntal 
channel, the way it too often felt when her own fingers did it ... or the 
way her little hand slid his foreskin back and forth, the girth of his huge 
cock hot in her tiny hand, making him whimper with delight!


Futilely she told herself to stop thinking about these things as Phil went 
on massaging her trembling, intimate flesh, then hugged her tightly to him, 
urgently kissing her with his fiery opened mouth. Her churning belly quaked 
erotically with a series of fluttering sensations as the salacious images 
continued to parade through her mind. She pressed against his hardened male 
flesh, unable any longer to control her aroused curvaceous body's reactions 
to him, and a sensuously tender palpitation began in her secreting cunt, 
until she could almost feel her lover's penetration again! Subconsciously, 
she wrapped her arms around his neck while she whimpered subjectively, 
pulling him closer to her and simultaneously arching her wet pubic mound 
against his swollen loins, feeling his huge, enrapturing hardness through 
her thin gown and his tight pants, his huge, beautifully long, thick cock, 
which she knew was that life-giving rod of hardened flesh that was straining 
in its need for her at that moment!


"Come on, honey. Let's see what's under the gown!" he hotly whispered, his 
scotch-scented breath against her face.


"Ooooohhhh, Phil!" she gasped in a halfhearted protest.


He was already tugging at the flimsy, slippery belt holding the pink gown to 
her body. Then it was open, her feverishly naked, smooth flesh quivering and 
palpitating against his muscular lean strong body, pressed tightly to him, 
nevertheless, as he continued to kiss her with lust-filled fury, flattening 
and spreading her lips open until she uncontrollably splurged her tiny 
tongue deep into the hot male shelter of his mouth. Then a frightened, 
beautifully dancing excitement came alive at the very pit of her turbulent 
stomach! For suddenly, she felt herself being lifted and transported down 
the hall toward the bedroom, as if she and her Phil Hoffman were one 
individual, her body readily moving with his rather than against it, her 
long-gone resistance leaving her nothing tangible to fight with or against. 
Then she floated downward onto the cloud of her bed, his male pressure 
following until they were both stretched out.


His hands began to eagerly explore her sensuously incited, naked curves, 
caressing the swelling fullness of her firmly rounded breasts, and Yvette 
felt their hardened nipples tingle as she breathlessly watched his face 
lowering to them. She sensed his mouth, wet and hot, engulf one to heatedly 
suck at it, and then his white teeth worrying it to the point of blinding 
ecstasy!


"Oooohhhh, please Phil! I can't stand it! Stop! No!" Yvette begged, sensing 
the inability of her mind and soul to cope with his takeover of her 
ungovernable body. But she never wanted him to stop, not really, and Phil 
Hoffman knew that. He'd been there before. To Yvette it was as if she had 
never spoken, but she couldn't admit, even to herself, her joy that he paid 
her no mind. His hands prowled over her silken-skinned ribs and downy belly, 
brushed the dark pubic hair until she prickled and his taunting made her 
half-heartedly try to squirm away. Still his hands followed her, at last 
splaying the tender, moistened flushed lips of her pink little cunt, as he 
sometimes did with his mouth and tongue. The memory of those times sent 
confused sensations through her brain, but before she could organize them, 
she was forced to groan aloud, suddenly unable to contain herself with his 
extended finger in her seething cunt. Suddenly, too, she found herself 
writhing upon it! "Oh ... oooohhhh, God, Phil," she excitedly gasped. "Oh 
darling, we shouldn't! You know we shouldn't! Someone might come! The 
boys...."


"Nobody will come, honey. By the time they tried to beat the screen door 
down, we'd be up and dressed." Christ, you'd think your life had to stop the 
minute you had kids, he thought, not really giving a damn at this point, his 
throbbing cock in the state it was. Hell, he'd fuck her right there and now 
if the President of the United States stood over the bed! Goddamn, she was 
so beautiful with her silver hair and big brown eyes and silken body! He 
began then to tug off his clothing, removing his shirt over his head, then 
his pants, not bothering to get off the bed and hoping she had forgotten 
that he promised to leave his clothes on. She said nothing and it took only 
a minute for the discarded garments to fall down onto the floor in a 
crumpled heap. Then he rolled on top of her, straddling her in a kneeling 
position she was familiar with, his long, thick blood-engorged cock 
menacingly standing out from his hairy loins. He smiled warmly down at her, 
caressing his hands over her quivering, rounded full thighs and lushly 
upthrust breasts.


Christ, he marveled as always at her mind-blowing curvaceousness. He always 
did when she was lying naked and subjectedly exposed beneath him. Sometimes 
he couldn't believe it when he looked at her. She was that beautiful! Her 
face was ovaled, and the big brown eyes gave her an air of innocence which 
definitely fit her spasmodic reluctance and at the same time made his 
conquest all the more enticing. Her long silver hair was fine and silky, 
hanging over her shoulders like a teenager. He knew from the dark color of 
the hair on her pubic mound that she was naturally dark, but the silver was 
good for her. It brought out a sweetness, he guessed. Her flesh felt 
unbelievably satiny when they made love and her breasts were incredible, 
soft, lovely white mounds with rosebud nipples. Then between her long, 
symmetrical legs was the soft, dark pubic down covering her moistened pink 
vaginal flesh. Even at that moment, in the morning light, her cunt glistened 
with a wet silverish droplet clinging to one tiny pink lip, her sexual 
excitement secreting the gems which formed like honeyed dew on her silken 
pubic hair. He could even see her trembling little stiffened clitoris shyly 
peeking through the wet, petalish folds of her pussy-crevice, palpitating in 
excited hardness. Not even one blemish marred the flat evenness of her 
quivering, smooth-planed belly, which was uncontrollably quaking as she 
writhed expectantly beneath him, tossing her lovely head from side to side, 
excitedly whipping her radiant face back and forth. It reminded him of the 
spun glass he had seen on Christmas trees.


Yvette tremulously felt the hot, throbbing hugeness of his hardened penis 
press against her soft, tingling inner thighs. She spasmodically jerked, a 
soul-searing moan escaping from deep in her chest as she arched her slender 
neck and ground her naked, rounded white buttocks down against her opened 
gown and the bed beneath her, feebly endeavoring to somehow escape his 
taking of her exposed, passion-incited moist genitals, even as she wanted 
him to. "No, no, no...." she whimpered, gnashing her teeth, hissing the 
negative word through their even whiteness, sensing it emptily ricocheting 
against the walls of her skull.


Once more, he dropped his hot, wet mouth to her sensuously trembling 
breasts, cupping each firmly upthrust white mound with a hand, then sucking 
their tiny hardened nipples teasingly deep into his warm mouth, one after 
the other.


"Oh, God," Yvette moaned, knowing that she should try to regain control of 
herself, but knowing as well that she didn't want it to stop now. It was too 
late. As much as she desired to resist, there was that point at which she 
switched from prude to wanton, and she was almost there. Yes, yes, it was 
too late.


His fiery wet mouth began a gentle, nerve-tattering nibble along her white 
shoulders, causing goose-flesh to race over her smooth, sensitive skin. She 
uncontrollably shivered from the sudden, erotically stimulating sensation, 
and then his hot, hard body was easing off of her, lying beside her while 
his strong, caressing hands stroked teasingly light over the soft, satiny 
firmness of her quivering belly and trembling full thighs, as he teased his 
wet lips and laving hot tongue along her sensuously aroused curves. His 
liquidly taunting, fevered mouth grazed wetly downward in the wake of his 
hands to the flat plain of her softly quaking belly, tonguing, momentarily, 
in the dip of her tingling navel, raising soft mewls and gasps of hissing 
pleasure from her dry throat. The struggle was over for her and they both 
knew it. She suddenly wanted him, had to have him hot and throbbing with his 
hardness thrusting into the dilated moistness of her seething vagina. Then 
she felt her tremulous white full thighs being pressed gently open and she 
offered no resistance even as he hunched down between them.


With a convulsive gasp, Yvette sucked in her breath as she felt his thumbs 
pressing outward and spreading the flushed hair-lined lips of her 
desire-infused pussy excitedly open, the coolness of the room air brushing 
over her sensitive, wet inner flesh with an intoxicating whisper that sent 
chills of delight racing along her spine. Abruptly his searing tongue darted 
forward, its flicking hot tip moistly teasing against the tiny bud of her 
pink tingling clitoris, sending further shudders of rapture charging through 
her now passionately writhing hips and rounded white buttocks. She moaned 
audibly, feeling his fiery laving tongue slither wetly downward through the 
flaccid pink flesh of her opened vaginal crevice and suddenly slip heatedly 
deep into the moistened secret flesh of her warmly pulsating cuntal passage!


Yvette crashed back to moral sanity with that sensualistic shock of 
momentary obscenity that snapped something inside her. "No! No, not that, 
Phil!" she shiveringly gasped. Her arms encircled his head and pulled him 
upward over her body toward her warm, pliant mouth. "Kiss me here, darling, 
on the lips," she begged. "Make love to me ... right! I want you to ... to 
make love to me, darling, but ... but right!"


Phil didn't resist. He allowed himself to be maneuvered up the length of her 
soft trembling body, in spite of the lustful urge to suck up every sweet 
flowering droplet of her delicious cunt juices and brush his hot tongue 
against her pussy lips with yearning licentious heart. Damn, this was the 
one flaw with her, he thought, as he once more pressured his wet, hungry 
lips onto hers. In spite of her Victorian hang-ups, she was an unknown 
phenomena in bed, once you swindled her there, better than any goddamned 
woman he'd ever known. Yet, he'd been unsuccessful any of the times they had 
been together in trying to teach her the erotic delights which mouth against 
cunt and lips around cock could produce. Damn, he wanted this beautiful 
woman to do the same to him, to see her head roll wantonly from side to side 
as he tongued the velvetish hot flesh of her sweet nectared cunt, and at the 
same time, have that butter-soft mouth of hers stuffed suckingly with his 
hard, aching cock. The very thought of it, Christ, the goddamned very 
thought of it made him tense in his virile loins. Just kissing her on the 
mouth made him want to cum inside her there, to shoot his hot, thick white 
sperm into her slender gulping throat as he had into other throats and heard 
their mewls and pleas for more!


"Darling, please don't be angry," she huskily whispered, breaking his train 
of lust-incited thoughts, her tremulously long-legged, passion-aroused body 
sensually undulating beneath him now in its need. "Please, I want you now, 
Phil darling, and you know that, don't you? You have me so hot that I've got 
to feel your big hard cock inside me! Oh, damn you, Philip Hoffman! You just 
think you're the boss all around, don't you!"


He grinned exultantly at her as she meant him to, the fire of his own 
burning desire flaming in his eyes. "Damn it!" he throatily rasped. "How 
beautiful you are, honey, when you get to the point of wanting me, of 
needing me!"


She began to shiver under him, her hot full thighs rubbing hungrily upward 
against his lean, hard loins. "I'm human, darling. I can only take so much 
and then I ... I go mad! I can't stop! I have to have you hard and deep and 
... and way, way up inside my hot cunt and belly! Oh, darling, do it now! 
Fuck me now, my lover, now!"


Hoffman, in lust-filled hunger, drew her closer to him, encasing the soft, 
white cheeks of her rounded smooth buttocks in his big, warm clutching 
hands. She glued her lust, tongue moistened lips to his, slipping a hand 
down between them to eagerly grasp his long, throbbing, fleshy hardness, 
shudderingly surprised as always at her own lewd wantonness when she did 
this, and as always, rousingly excited by his cock's enormous size. God, she 
could feel its pulsatingly heated impatience in her small clasping fingers 
and it delighted her. Instinctively, she began to licentiously massage the 
thick layer of skin back and forth, hearing Phil choke with her cool contact 
of hand and sensual stroking manipulations, feeling his hot, wet mouth fuse 
harder against hers in a show of excited appreciation. She strained the full 
length of her trembling, desire-filled body to him, lasciviously grinding 
and undulating. Then, she spread her quiveringly tingling shapely white legs 
and thighs wide, guiding his lust-stiffened cock until it was poised against 
the moistened snug mouth of her seethingly needing cunt, the thin, 
hair-lined opening to her innermost sensuous desires relaxing in its 
anticipation of his entrance. Panting, she kept a firm grip on his bulbously 
aching cock, drawing it yet tighter into her, sliding the blood-engorged tip 
up and down incitingly through her wet, pink inner flesh between her flushed 
pussy lips, until its rubbery, palpitating cock-head rested tightly against 
the warmly nibbling little mouth of her passionately glistening cuntal 
entrance.


"There, Phil ... right there! That's where I want you, my love! Right 
there!" Yvette gasped.


Hoffman lunged forward, his lean hips thrusting heavily as he drove into her 
wet, widespread pussy and felt the smoldering rubbery passage walls possess 
his vibrating cock, absorbing his naked surge like an omnivorously sucking 
pit of quicksand. Yvette rocked in passionate cadence under him. 
"Uuuuhhgghh," she groaned, wantonly arching upward against the heavily 
filling thrust of his hardness, trying to take more of him, while he levered 
his long, thickly poling cock to the full length of her hotly absorbing 
pussy. It was feverishly hot, lustfully wet, and mind-blowingly tight, as 
though his had been the first cock ever to fuck into her delicious eager 
cunt, its zealously spilling secretions letting her take him easily, wetting 
his path and allowing him to soar deeply into her. He charged her lustily 
until his entire rod of rigidly inflamed genital flesh was in, its 
rubber-like head brushing her cervix, his churning, sperm-bloated balls 
thudding against the smooth hairless crevice separating her nakedly tautened 
buttocks.


Hoffman, lust-inspired, moved still harder, flexing his thick, hardened cock 
as she joyfully whimpered, imbedding the pistoning length of it deeper into 
her frantically quivering belly. "Oh, Christ!" Phil raspingly choked out, 
grinding his blood-pulsing, rock-hardened penis mindlessly into her, feeling 
the hotly moistened cunt-flesh straining to meet his lust-fired fucks into 
it until her salaciously grinding loins and rounded, heaving buttocks were 
inches off the bed. He angled his furiously driving hips to establish an 
almost obscene battering rhythm, while she opened and closed her long, 
whitely clasping legs around his waist, frenziedly laboring to climb his 
long, solid pole of hardened cockflesh, her wildly streaming hair flailing 
back and forth in lewdly abandoned surrender to their enrapturing fucking.


"Ohhhhh, Phil! I love you! It ... it feels so good!" Yvette passionately 
whimpered into his ear, then licked at his lips, his nose, his eyes with her 
tiny, wet, lascivious tongue. "Ooooohh sooooo gooooodddd!" She expelled 
another hissing gasp as he began to work around and around inside her 
intensely excited vagina, massaging the fervidly tingling walls with his 
magnificently long hard cock, stirring her overwhelming sexual sensations 
into one breathtaking concoction of pure, mind-shattering, lust-filled 
passion! Deliriously, Yvette held him tight to her, with her slim shapely 
legs clamping onto him, her smooth, strong calves crab-like around his lean 
hips, slackening them for a provocative second and them clamping harder to 
heave her wet, naked loins up to meet his downward lunge, her fiercely 
seething cuntal channel devouring his hardened length with an almost 
devouring voraciousness.


In his own blinding arousal, Phil continued to surge thoughtlessly into her 
like a stallion at stud, he vaguely thought, until he was certain that her 
passion-inflamed cunt was going to absolutely devour his cock, and then his 
balls would explode from the crazy pressure of his impending climax! Goddamn 
it, as sure as hell, he was going to cum soon or lose his fucking mind! He 
could not hold back much longer! His blue eyes blurred and his mind whirled 
as he increased his speed and stroke, drubbing into her demon-like, his 
balls whacking wetly with a hollow sound against her upturned ass. For some 
reason then, Yvette thought of her former husband, Douglas, maybe because 
she had begun now to babble incoherently, something she had never done with 
him, but Doug had never made her know such total ecstasy, either. He was 
always too much in a hurry! She drew her knees up in excited proflicacy, 
raising her salaciously widespread loins even more abandonedly to her 
lover's brutal fucking, and her moistly splayed, blissfully filled cunt 
bucked with animal furor upward against his thrusting, pulsating hard cock, 
riding the length of hot glistening penile flesh as though she never wanted 
it to end! "Oooohhhhhh! Ooooohhhh! Oooooohhhhhh!" she gutturally chanted 
from deep within her excitedly heaving chest. "Ooohh God, Phil! Give me 
more! Hardddeeeerrrr!"


Neither of the naked lovers, lost as they were in their lust-incited fusion 
of passionate flesh, noted the sharp intake of breath that came from the 
open doorway behind Phil's driving asscheeks. Alert for the shaking of the 
screen door in back, Phil took no notice of the quiet opening of the front 
door. They were totally oblivious to the young figure standing frozen in 
horrified shock, the tender features drained of blood, the lips that 
strained shut to choke back a shriek of incredulous disbelief!


* * *


CHAPTER TWO


Kathy Hoffman was not very zealous about attending Sunday School this 
Sunday. Ever since the Reverend Midener had taken over the teenagers for 
Mrs. Olighetti, who was having a baby, she rather dreaded it. With Mrs. 
Olighetti, the class had had a lot of fun discussions about different 
characters in the Bible and what they would be doing and thinking if they 
were alive today. The older woman let the class do all the talking and 
surmising. She might set up a situation and ask what David or Peter or Mary 
would do in such and such a circumstance, but she did not contradict their 
perspective. She did not try to force adulthood on them.


The Reverend Midener, on the other hand, had no truck with anything but "the 
truth!" He considered himself an enlightened man, as he told his 
congregation over and over again, and he knew that the teens in his care had 
a great deal to learn about adult life. He was convinced that he was the 
person to teach them. Life ahead had never looked so dull to Kathy. Last 
Sunday, for example, they talked about life in a business office ... or 
rather the Reverend Midener talked about it. There was something about all 
the stealing that goes on and a monologue on why people steal that put Kathy 
just about to sleep. She could remember the title of the boring lecture 
because she stared at it on the blackboard for almost two long hours. He had 
called it "The Psychological Reasons For Stealing and The Sociological 
Reasons For Not Stealing." He wasn't half as bad in church, perhaps because 
the kids could play games with each other in the choir loft and weren't 
watched by his eagle stare!


As Kathy neared the Sunday School room in the basement of the church, she 
was feeling something she had never felt before, the temptation to sneak 
away. Why couldn't she and that nice lady her father was dating, Yvette 
Morris, and her father all go on a picnic on nice Sundays like this? Of 
course, there were those twin boys who made her uneasy when they looked at 
her. They looked like the kind of boys who would love to get their hands on 
a girl and paw her to death, kissing her with their mouths open even ... and 
... and sleep with her. An electric feeling rippled through the flesh of her 
thighs and melted away. She opened the door to the teen room. There was not 
a soul there! How different from the days of Mrs. Olighetti, when everyone 
wanted to arrive early and be ready when she came. Now everyone showed up 
late and some had dropped out completely. The subject was on the board. 
Kathy moved warily into the empty room to read what it said. "Projection-The 
Sin Of Seeing Others In Your Own Image!" Kathy gasped. It went completely 
over her head. Furthermore, she knew the Reverend Midener would not make it 
any clearer. Oh, God, she thought, there must be some better way to learn 
about life! Suddenly, on an impulse, she ran out the door and upstairs and 
finally outside and into the street.


Ralph Palmer was just arriving. His father was letting him out of the car. 
Kathy darted behind the corner of the hedge to avoid his seeing her. She 
wanted to get away without anyone seeing her. Ralph considered himself her 
boyfriend, at least on Sundays. He went to a boys school during the week, 
and he adored sitting next to her, brushing his leg against hers, even 
cornering her in the choir room when they were putting on their robes. Kathy 
suspected that the only reason he went to Sunday School and belonged to the 
choir was to get to see some girls, especially her, she admitted to herself, 
blushing.


She tried to be modest about herself, but she was well aware of her own 
beauty. She looked a lot like her dead mother had when the latter was 
fifteen. Kathy had seen pictures of her, her pert face framed by soft blonde 
curls, her mother's short and Kathy's fashionably long, each for their own 
era. The most noticeable difference was the color of the eyes. Her mother's 
eyes had been gray and Kathy's were blue like her father's. But both she and 
her mother had the same up-thrust nose and lush, full lips. Her father had 
also given her a slightly darker skin instead of the pearly white skin of 
her mother, and Kathy had her father's higher cheekbones, which he claimed 
descended from an Indian grandmother in their lineage. She wondered if that 
were true as with Ralph's disappearance inside the building, she was able to 
come out from behind the hedge and stroll toward the bus stop three blocks 
away. High cheekbones were sensuously provocative, or so her envious 
girlfriends told her. Well, that wasn't all she had, she realized with 
another blush. She was thinking of her heavily developing breasts, roundly 
pointed mounds with peaks of tiny raspberry-like nipples, a contrast to her 
best friend, whose breasts looked as though they were never going to come!


Something her friend did have, though, that she wished she had were rounded 
buttocks. Unconsciously, Kathy ran her fingers over her backsides. The 
clefted arch was still that of a younger girl, boyish and giving her walk a 
feline litheness that was more pleasant to see than Kathy could know. There 
were many boys at school after her, especially when the word got around that 
she would not make out in the back seat of a car or anywhere else. She knew 
that made her a challenge to their little egos and a badge that Ralph Palmer 
all but wore on his sleeve! The stuck-up dope! There was no way she could go 
to a boy's school and contradict him and she knew no one else who went 
there!


Kathy Hoffman was still a virgin and planned to be one until she was good 
and married to exactly the man she wanted. She came from a respectable 
family, and she was sure her mother would have been horrified to hear the 
way the girls at school talked these days! Kathy didn't even dare tell her 
father about it! No one seemed to understand why she wanted to hang on to 
her virginity, either. But she could see no real reason for giving it up, 
especially when the price might be losing her father's respect. He had 
spoken frequently of her mother's high moral standards and chastity, and she 
knew that Yvette was very self-controlled. That was easy to see. Being the 
kind of woman that her father wanted her to be was of the utmost importance 
to Kathy. It would absolutely kill her to lose him! Why one night she had 
even dreamed ... but that was a silly dream ... and not very nice either. 
The bus was stopping for her and she must stop blushing!


At last, she got off the bus at Yvette's corner. The house was only a couple 
of houses from there. It would be good to be with them. She didn't think her 
father would mind if she cut Sunday School this once. In fact, he had been 
very understanding about her aversion to the Reverend Midener's boring 
talks. He had not suggested that she cut the class, but he had not told her 
not to, either. He must be expecting it!


Yvette's twin boys saw the beautiful blonde girl approaching. The minute 
they recognized her, they fell over each other to get to the front yard in 
time.


"Hi, Kathy!" Neil shouted.


They certainly looked like a couple of roughnecks! Kathy felt herself 
stiffen, but she responded politely. "Hi," she called back with a weak 
smile. She had no idea which of them had greeted her. They were identical, 
and even her father had not yet learned to tell them apart, he said.


"Come on with us," Joe offered, his eyes mischievously alight.


Neil gave his brother a shove. "Dope!" he said seriously.


"No ... no, thank you," Kathy said. "I ... I have to see my father about 
something."


"Go right in," Neil told her, coming closer to the fence and smiling 
politely in turn. "The door's open."


"Yes ... yes, thank you," she said, thinking this must be the nice one. She 
went up the steps of the house and was about to ring the bell when she 
looked to the side and saw Neil looking at her, a sweet smile on his face. 
She smiled back, turned the knob of the door and opened it. She had been in 
the house many times before, but never without ringing the bell. Her 
uneasiness made the hallway look foreign to her. She was almost afraid to 
walk and she proceeded stealthily. On her way by the living room, she 
glanced in, but there was no one there. From the living room doorway she 
could see through the arch that the dining room, too, was empty. The first 
door on the other side of the hall was closed, but on the way to the 
kitchen, there was a second door that was open, and without thinking, she 
automatically looked in as she started by.


A harsh, throaty groan stopped her in her tracks, followed by a woman's 
voice, slurred and desperate in a pleading whimper that Kathy had never 
before heard!


"Ooooohhhh God, Phil! Give me more! Haarrrddddeeeerrrr!"


His daughter paled, her hand rushing to her wide-open mouth, her body 
suddenly rigid with uncertainty. Yvette sounded as if in mortal agony, as if 
she were being tortured, and yet she was asking for more! Kathy 
instinctively reached for the handle of the door to close it carefully, but 
as her fingers grasped the cool metal, she froze again. There was a groaning 
male choke!


Good Lord, what was going on? What was Yvette doing with her father? The 
choke was replaced by rhythmic slapping sounds as though someone was being 
hit continuously across the face with a wet hand! She seemed unable to make 
sense of it even though in the back of her mind she really knew! It was as 
though she didn't want to know and wasn't going to let herself find out! 
Breathlessly she stood in the doorway, trying to make up her mind what to 
do. Should she go in? Should she look more carefully to be certain they were 
all right? Before she could look again, she sucked in air and softly pressed 
against the door frame, looking only at the frame opposite her eyes, not 
daring to swerve them and unable to move away. The noises were becoming 
clearer to her senses. She could discern the sounds of heavy, rushed 
breathing and the staccato squeaking of bedsprings punctuated by animal-like 
grunts and moans of pleasure. The light streamed through the filmy curtains 
of the room. Kathy knew that if she looked, she would see well!


There was a squeak from the door. Her heart stopped and she dared not 
breathe. Surely they must have heard it. But no, for there were still the 
strange noises coming without a letup, their intensity increasing with each 
passing second. She screwed up her courage again, and gradually turned her 
eyes toward the bed. When she did, she paled, sucking in her breath once 
again in horror! There on the bed was the beautiful silver-haired Yvette, 
locked in an obscenely naked embrace with her own father!


She took a step backwards, feeling that she would faint from the shock of 
viewing what was going on before her eyes. She wanted badly to rush into the 
room, to tear her father from the woman's body, but she couldn't. She wasn't 
even able to voice the scream which welled up in her tender young throat! 
She tried to blot the lewd scene from her vision, but she was riveted to the 
spot, her hands clutching the door jamb as a blind man clutches his cane, 
and she could only watch in revulsion at the ravishment of a woman's 
more-than-willing, nakedly perspiring flesh by ... by her own precious 
father!


The foot of the bed was pointed directly at the door in which she swayed, 
and Kathy was able to see her father's thick, hard glistening penis sawing 
in and out of Yvette's wetly clasping vagina with cruel thrustings on either 
side of the woman's tremulously heaving body. Periodically, the lovely woman 
would kick her long white legs high in the air then re-wind them around the 
man's hard driving buttocks, pulling him deeper into her open cunt with all 
of her might. Kathy could clearly see the tensioned muscles and cords 
standing out on Yvette's soft inner thighs as she struggled whorishly to 
force the rigidly thick shaft of his driving penis deeper inside her, while 
his hands harshly cupped her white, nakedly quivering buttocks with almost 
cruel gripping strength, cutting red, bloodabrased welts into her smooth, 
satiny flesh. Lewdly, her father squeezed the resiliently rounded cheeks 
together, forcing the walls of her wetly glistening, pink vagina obviously 
tighter around his long, hardened penis, and Kathy stared in wretched 
amazement at the thinly parted pubic hairs of Yvette's dark pussy teasingly 
grazing against, the bulging, sperm-filled ridge which ran the huge length 
of her father's solidly battering genital shaft.


The awe-stricken girl waited for Yvette to scream out in protest or to fight 
back against the horrible obscene rape she was being subjected to by this 
monster she had always worshipped! Neither happened. Instead, Yvette's 
lovely white legs quivered straight out in the air once more, then wrapped 
python-like back around his narrow waist. Her hands slowly slid down his 
sweat-gleaming body and came to rest on his shallow, hollowing buttocks. The 
slender fingers spread, whitened from the pressure, then gluttonously 
pulled-him into her, while below, her wet, pink loins and vaginal crevice 
milked and bloomed open in hungry acceptance. It salaciously swallowed the 
whole of his rigidly plunging cock with each greedy upward jerk, while small 
piteous pleas of passionate supplication rolled from her lust-slackened 
lips.


Then to Kathy's abject horror, she heard an unearthly low gurgle erupt from 
Yvette's slender white throat as the woman's rounded, slaving buttocks 
slowed from their wildly licentious scramble for completion to begin an 
emphatic convulsive series of jerking upwards against her father's 
glistening, lust-hardened penis. At the same time, he groaned above and 
ground with obscene viciousness down into her hungrily milking vagina! The 
wild-eyed young fifteen year old was struck dumb by the carnally arousing 
sight of his thick, fleshy rod of wet, throbbing cock-flesh, and the sudden 
appearance of white foaming sperm pouring from his girlfriend's lewdly 
splayed cuntal hole, the sticky, hot-looking fluid completely filling her 
womb, then cascading down to soak her trembling thighs and widespread 
buttocks. Viscid rivulets spilled downward through the wide crevice to fill 
the tiny puckered hole of her pink, hotly working anus and onto the wrinkled 
pink gown beneath. The couple lasciviously spasmed against one another for a 
long moment, then lay exhaustedly still.


Philip Hoffman panted, then collapsed over Yvette's obscenely spread 
nakedness as might a life-drained corpse, while she whimpered and 
passionately writhed again on the bed.


"M ... more, Phil ... oh God, darling ... you know how I get when I'm like 
this! Give me some more of your cum, darling Phil! I'm on fire for you 
inside!"


"Didn't you cum? I thought you did," he desperately wheezed.


"Yes, but only once. Ooooohhhh, I've got to cum again, darling!"


Kathy could stand no more. Their climaxes had released her from her 
horrified state of shock, and she turned, stumbling blindly out into the 
kitchen with tears of confusion and bitter resentment pouring down her 
beautiful soft cheeks. How could they do such a thing? How could they be so 
filthy ... her own father ... and right in Yvette's own house with the twins 
around and apt to come in just as she had? The woman had to be crazy! 
Burning in Kathy's mind were Yvette's last words, her pleas for more of this 
punishment. Her father had warned her that men would try to get their hands 
on her if they could, but she could see right now that it was not always the 
man who was to blame. She had certainly been wrong about Yvette, she 
realized with a pang in her heart. She had been very fond of the older woman 
that her father was considering marrying. Marry? Would he actually marry a 
woman who behaved in the very way he forbade his daughter? There is a way to 
behave before marriage and a way afterwards, he kept telling her, but he and 
Yvette were not married!


The young teenager walked to the kitchen door and looked out at the 
clubhouse in the back yard without seeing it. The only stable world she knew 
had suddenly fallen into ruins. She tried to think of her mother and 
wondered if between her mother and father there had ever been such ... such 
fleshy lewdness. Oh, she knew about sex, but somehow the reality did not 
coincide with the cool, clean, chaste kissing and embracing that she had 
associated with her parents. The lewd stuff, the getting undressed and all 
... that was something the cheappeople did. She had always refused to so 
much as look at pictures of such things! She had even refused to take sex 
education class because she had heard ... oh, it was so hard to be 
different! Her father had always said, maybe she had to be different 
sometimes! But now look who was talking! Look who the heck was talking! 
Kathy felt a fresh flow of tears on her cheeks, and afraid of being heard, 
unlatched the screen door and stepped onto the back stairs.


She felt as though she were standing in a deep pit of sucking mud, sucking 
like quicksand! She thought of the business world where according to the 
Reverend Midener everybody stole. She thought of school where everyone 
cheated and lied. She had thought her father was the one refuge of ... of 
something worth living for! But he was nothing but a whoremaster unless ... 
unless he couldn't help himself. Could that be possible? Was this the first 
time he had been trapped? Or was this really the reason he came here so 
much? There were so many things to think about and her tortured mind could 
not absorb them all at once. She couldn't think. She couldn't stop thinking. 
She couldn't believe, but she couldn't disbelieve. And it was all a mix-mush 
in her head. She tried to forget it all for now but immediately the memory 
of the shockingly depraved sight returned, bringing with it fresh, bitter 
tears of anguish to stream down her lovely, heartbroken face. What could she 
do? Where could she go? She was only fifteen years old!


Neil Morris was the first of the twins to spot Kathy on the back porch. He 
and Joe had been hard at work taking down pictures and putting up the stupid 
posters their mom had bought them for their clubhouse. Posters of Mr. Spock 
and lions and, God, even poetry were her idea of what a guy wanted. Christ! 
Well, they came in handy right now because it was reasonable to assume they 
would do more to impress Kathy Hoffman than pictures of nude women! Neil had 
drawn short straw so that Joe got first crack at her while Neil went looking 
for Harry, who was old enough and always willing to buy them their booze. 
But right now Neil was still there, helping clean up the clubhouse for the 
big adventure, the rape of Kathy Hoffman. He looked again out the window at 
the lonely looking figure on the back steps. "Hey, what's with her?" he 
muttered in surprise.


"What?" Joe asked, running to the window, afraid that maybe Kathy was 
leaving or something.


"Looks like she's crying," Neil said, fighting a twinge of conscience.


"Probably her old man laid her out," Joe offered. What else made a girl cry? 
Outside of getting raped, if he wasn't careful, he warned himself. Raping 
Kathy was one hell of a thing to try, considering his mother and her father, 
he thought, but that's what put the zip into the idea! Christ! What a laugh. 
But he had no intentions of pushing her. He just wanted to turn her on if he 
could, make her come for it even. Hell, he was no expert. He didn't dare 
push when he wasn't sure of what he was doing. About the only advice he had 
ever picked up from Harry was to go slow. What the hell else would he dare 
do? If she didn't rape him, he doubted that there would be much raping going 
on!


"Maybe we ought to go get her now," Neil suggested.


"We? What do you mean, 'we?' " his brother asked with a grin.


"Well, it would sure look funny if I just walked away," Neil told him.


"What do you mean, look funny? Both of us don't have to be sorry she's 
crying. Maybe you didn't even see her," Joe said. He wanted to do this 
completely alone. A guy stood a better chance that way. They had already 
agreed that two of them might frighten her too much.


"Yeah, well, I'd kind of like to know why she's crying, that's all," Neil 
balked.


"Yeah, well you know what you'd think if I hung around after drawing short 
straw!" Joe argued reasonably.


"Okay! Okay! I'll go. I'll go after you're talking to her."


"Promise?"


"Hell, I promise!"


"Okay," Joe said, starting out the door. by the time Joe had reached Kathy, 
who was staring off into space and consequently did not notice his approach, 
the terrible pain of anguish which had been clenching around Kathy's heart 
like an ever tightening noose was beginning to loosen, melting into a 
simmering, seething hot fury Of resentment against Yvette. Yvette was trying 
to get pregnant! That's what she was trying to do! She was trying to rope 
her father against his will. Obviously he had changed his mind about 
marrying and the evil woman had thrown herself at him. Such sluttish 
behavior looked just like the behavior of desperation. That's why she wanted 
him over and over again! Hadn't she asked him for more?


"Hi, Kathy," Joe said, assuming an air of timidity. "I saw you crying," he 
continued, looking sympathetically sad. "I thought maybe I should come over 
and see if I could help."


Kathy felt oddly cheered by his approach. She had never gotten to know the 
twins very well. They seemed to her like typical roughnecks with no interest 
in anything but fighting and sports and arguing, but now the sexless nature 
of these interests gave the boys a youthful cleanliness in her eyes that was 
comforting. For in choosing Yvette as the scapegoat, Kathy had taken into 
consideration the common knowledge that boys remained uninterested in sex 
longer than most girls did and it might therefore be true that there 
wouldn't be any sex at all if it weren't for girls! Wasn't it Eve who 
tempted Adam in the Garden of Eden? The Reverend Midener had given one of 
his interminable lectures on the idea that sex had nothing to do with the 
original sin, but it had all been so confusing that Kathy could not 
understand a single word of it and therefore simply didn't believe him. For 
Pete's sake, the whole world knew that without sex, we would all be in 
Paradise!


"It's nothing," she sniffed, answering the twin.


"I'm Joe," the boy offered. "Nobody can ever tell us apart."


She tried to smile. He seemed so unbelievably kind at this moment. She felt 
a tremendous need to burst into tears right on his shoulder. The twins had 
strong looking shoulders, both of them. She tried to wipe away her tears.


"Hey, come on over to the clubhouse, if you want. It's a great place to go 
when you're mad at someone, especially a parent," Joe suggested. "At least 
you can sit down and no one can see."


It would be good to sit down and to avoid her father and Yvette for a while 
until she could get it all together, she thought. She was beginning to feel 
a little better, and yet she had trouble looking Joe directly in the face. 
There was something about the boy that both frightened and intrigued her, 
especially now when she was being forced to take a fresh look at the 
horrible world she lived in where there was no refuge, it seemed, for the 
pure in heart. She glanced at him briefly. She felt a curious fluttery 
sensation in her stomach at the fiery gaze from his intense green eyes. Why 
did people with green eyes often frighten her? Yvette's brown eyes had 
taught her there was a kindness in them, but, of course, that was where she 
had been tricked as well as her father. She felt safest with blue eyes, 
but....


"I ... I think that would be nice," she finally agreed. After all, what else 
could she do? At fifteen, she was a prisoner of her age, a minor in the eyes 
of the law. She remembered when her mother had died how her father used to 
get drunk. She couldn't even do that! Not that she would do such an 
unlady-like thing. She walked with Joe toward his clubhouse.


Joe was excited. Christ, that had been easy! His heart was beginning to beat 
wildly and he felt a sudden and surging force of what he recognized as 
prurient desire lancing through his belly from his lusty young cock, which 
was already beginning to ache and grow half-hard with the thought of what a 
few hours all alone with Kathy might produce if he could carry it off. He 
looked at her eagerly as they walked, gazing with hidden lust at her, at her 
high, rounded breasts that were barely restrained by her white Sunday 
blouse, at her slender, smoothly curving waist and firm arched buttocks, 
thin like the models, so inviting under her blue cotton skirt. His youthful 
cock strained arousedly against his pants, his mind churning with ideas on 
how best to continue. God, he suspected it was going to be harder than he 
thought to keep cool very long!


As they went to go in, Kathy felt the touch of Joe Morris when he lightly 
brushed against her as he opened the door. She felt a strange heat surge to 
her skin and hoped that she wasn't blushing. It was strange feeling this 
kind of all-over attraction for this boy. She had had crushes on boys but it 
had never involved down ... down between her legs like that and a kind of 
desire to ... to reach out with her breasts. Kathy was frightened. She had 
felt this tingling glow before, but it was always with her father and she 
belonged to her father. But maybe she didn't any more! Could that be it? She 
was almost on the verge of crying again and stood in the doorway unable to 
move her feet. Suddenly she began to tremble.


"Hey, kid, what's the matter?" Joe asked. "No one's going to bite yah! Come 
on in!"


"It's ... n ... not that, Joe," she muttered, not sure what was wrong with 
her at all.


"Jeez, you look like you'd lost your best friend, Kathy," he said now, 
coming to her with a look of concern. He took her by the arm and led her to 
the couch. She was startled by how close he had come in his analysis. That 
was just what was wrong! She had lost her father, her best friend, and the 
whole world and this boy could tell! "Here," he was still talking. He was 
pouring liquor from a bottle into a glass ... two glasses. Oh my! "Have one 
of these," he was saying. "Then you'll know why parents drink when they have 
problems. Poof!" He snapped his fingers. "No more problems!" He grinned at 
her.


She took the drink hesitantly. She was not supposed to drink. Did she dare? 
"I ... uh


... don't you have any coke?" she asked.


"Naw," he told her, sitting comfortably at a distance away so she wouldn't 
get suspicious. "Doesn't your father approve? Ma would kill us if she knew," 
he winked. "Yeah, she likes to keep all the goodies to herself. Funny 
parents are like that, isn't it?"


The goodies? Is that really what was behind the locked door into adulthood? 
The goodies? Joe Morris was no dummy. Kathy had already seen that. And it 
was certainly true that adults did not seem to have anywhere near the number 
of problems kids did. The kids at school talked about their problems 
constantly. All her father and Yvette ever talked about was advertising and 
layouts and approaches. Kathy sipped lightly at the drink. Jeepers! It was 
like fire! She glanced at Joe out of the corner of her eye, at the size 
gulps he was taking, and tried to copy him. Wow, it sure burned. Every drink 
she took seemed to surge up the whole front of her face as though it were 
spreading burning fingers up under her skin. It was kind of interesting once 
you got used to it.


Joe knew better than to sit right next to Kathy or put his arm around her or 
anything like that. He made a point of sitting as far away as he could. 
Beside the old couch was a crate with a radio. He flipped on a good station, 
turned it low and then tapped his fingers on the couch arm in tempo to the 
music. "Man, that's bad!" he sighed and shut his eyes as if the only thing 
in the room was the music. All the time he was telling himself to be 
patient, calm, and let the liquor do its work. He didn't know what the hell 
was wrong with her but she sure seemed ready to try out new directions. He 
opened his eyes just a slit and watched her through his thick lashes. She 
was looking around the room at the goofy posters. Not much to look at. Maybe 
it wouldn't have hurt if they'd left a nude or two up there ... some of the 
more covered ones.


Kathy was trying not to show how much she enjoyed the drinking. As she 
neared the bottom of her glass, she actually felt disappointment that it 
would soon be gone. She wanted to ask Joe what kind of liquor it was, but 
she didn't like to disturb his mood. It was very surprising to see him 
carried away by music. It did not at all fit the image she had of him 
before. He was not a young roughneck at all. In fact, he was a darned 
good-looking dude. She saw the weights in another corner of the room and 
couldn't help glancing at his arms. No, they were not puny like most 
fourteen year old boys. Suddenly he was getting up and reaching down by his 
side of the couch. He was pouring more liquor into his glass, and she was 
able to see the label. It was scotch. Now he was reaching for her glass. 
Automatically she tried to resist, but she did want some and found herself 
holding out the glass as though her arm didn't even belong to her. In fact, 
it was beginning to feel as though ... like ... well, when she was swimming 
in the ocean she'd crouch down and float just her arms on the top of the 
rippling water so that they moved the way the water willed and not her at 
all. She felt like floating now and so she lay back and floated blissfully 
on the music. She changed her position, drawing her legs up in under her 
chin and clasping them, her cotton skirt falling more open than she realized 
to show a wide expanse of tender, white full thigh and the hidden mound of 
her pussy, daintily tucked behind the confines of a pair of thin, pink 
panties. She didn't notice Joe's sharp intake of breath at the provocative 
exposure, at the way his fingers suddenly trembled as he handed back her 
glass, full. She didn't see the bulge that rose sharply in the crotch of his 
pants. She didn't notice anything at all except the growing exciting tingle 
which was filling her entire young, curvaceous, untouched body, a sensation 
reaching so deep inside her that she couldn't imagine its bottom!


"How ... how do you feel now?" Joe rasped.


"Oh, wonderful, Joe!" she sighed and leaned against the pillow that served 
as a back to the couch, only to misjudge the distance and fall awkwardly too 
far. Joe instinctively caught her drink and then sat beside her to help her 
with his free hand. He pulled at her, his arm around her shoulder. "Oooops," 
she giggled and tried to straighten up but found she couldn't very easily 
and that what she really preferred doing was staying right there, nestled in 
his protective warmth. "Oh, I like this, Joe!"


"W ... what do you like?" the. amazed boy asked, afraid to believe his ears. 
He settled in beside her now, scarcely able to believe that she was actually 
snuggling into his arm.


"Everything! The scotch! Your clubhouse! Y ... you! I mean, I was so 
miserable and there you were," she hastened to explain. Still, she admitted 
to herself, she was leaning on him and it felt very, very good. "You ... 
you're a very understanding person," she admitted falteringly, whimpering 
just a bit at the memory, very slight now, of her pain. She was letting him 
cradle her in his arms, her mind still confused and uncertain, but ... but 
she was so happy!


Suddenly she became aware once more of the teasing physical sensations in 
her virginal, teenage flesh. Never had she felt she belonged to her father 
in quite the same way as this. Never had she felt like floating right into 
him and through him and around him. Oh God! She found herself using the word 
with a slightly new meaning. Oh God, it felt good, this exciting, twitching 
sensation beginning deep within her soft young belly and innocent virginal 
loins, the same sort of vibrant feelings that she had always suppressed but 
which now seemed so right. Her tight, unviolated little pussy secreted tiny 
droplets of warm lubrication which moistened her flimsy pink panties down 
between her legs and caused her to open and close her rounded full thighs in 
a gathering rhythm, matching the tempo of the music on the radio. She 
trembled with a vague realization that there was something inside of her 
trying to escape through her soft, satiny flesh, a mysterious other self 
that wished to take over and do things that she did not really think she 
should do....


Joe was very softly caressing her, stroking her smooth trembling shoulder 
through the sleeveless hole of her blouse. He was thinking of rounded, lush 
white breasts with their hardened little nipples pressing nakedly against 
him. He let his warm smoothing hand lightly slide along the velvety skin of 
her arm, sensing the electrifying effect it was having on the girl, the 
erotic quickening of her pulse from the alcohol, and knowing how sensuously 
worked up she was. How he longed to throw a fuck into her that would explode 
her young tenderly quivering belly with his hot, thick cum! A girl who was 
worth the trouble for a change! The carefully scheming boy, in spite of the 
careful warnings to himself that patience was the best policy, couldn't 
contain his lust any longer, and he brought a nervous hand around to 
tenderly cup and massage her pliantly firm pointed breast through her thin 
blouse and bra. Kathy reflexively stiffened, sharply gasped, and 
convulsively began to knead his shirt. Still, she made no initial effort to 
pull away, her mind now drawn uncontrollably back to the licentiously 
provocative spectacle of her father and Yvette.


Joe grinned widely to himself. He was sure Neil could never have pulled it 
off. For Joe was now convinced that he had won, that this curvaceous doll, 
an entire year older than himself, was all his for the plucking. He 
continued to stroke her erogenously tingling breasts, incitingly rubbing 
mVthumbs over her hardened bud-like nipples, his swollen, eager cock 
straining inside his tight pants like an imprisoned animal seeking escape 
from its cage.


Then suddenly, in a clear moment, Kathy realized that she was being carried 
away, floated by some force other than her own will. Did it help to fall 
into the same ways as her father and his girlfriend? What was she doing? Why 
was her body suddenly betraying her? Was her anger and bitterness toward her 
father any reason to give up her precious virginity in a mindless, drunken 
orgy. What about her vows to save herself for the man she would truly love? 
Above all, what would her mother think if she could rise from the grave ... 
or if she were looking down from heaven? "No! No, Joe, let me up! Stop it!"


He tried to hold her closer, soothing her as before. "Kathy, it's all 
right," he whispered.


"It is not!" she screamed. "I don't want you to do this to me. You ... you 
might someday be ... be my brother!"


"Just let them go right ahead and have all the goodies themselves, is that 
it?" he asked bitterly, still holding tightly.


"No, Joe! Let me go!" She jerked upright, heavily gasping for breath, her 
head still dizzy and her face flushed, not from anger but from her own 
confused desire.


Joe gaped at her for a moment, completely taken by surprise. It was his 
first experience with rejection this far along in the game. He had gained 
supreme confidence that she was helplessly and hopelessly ensnared, and a 
tantrum of frustration billowed inside him. For a moment he fumbled 
wordlessly, then, the burning young lust flaming in his loins and aching 
hard cock took command. His balls churned heatedly as he reached out and 
grasped the anxious child, pulling her back down onto the couch with him, 
pinning her there with the weight of his strong young body. The fiery 
emotion that surged through his veins, totally robbing him now of his so 
carefully thought out seduction, was unknown to him. He had never felt so 
fiercely driven. Immediate, temporary insanity and unreasoning animal-like 
drives were in control and not as deeply hidden as he hoped. Bitch! he 
thought. You're not going to get away so goddamned easily as that! I'm going 
to fuck the shit out of you and I will whether you want it or not! Christ! 
Wouldn't Neil laugh! He tightly clamped his hot, wet mouth down over hers, 
ignoring her struggles, forcing her frightened lush lips wide with his harsh 
spearing tongue, sending a lustful probe driving deep into her soft, warm 
mouth.


Terrified, Kathy tried desperately to fight back, but each writhing motion 
only crushed her tenderly yielding body more beneath the angular lean 
strength of his, and she could feel now the meaningful hardness of his young 
penis pressed against her nakedly quivering thighs where her skirt had 
ridden up. She was absolutely helpless beneath the powerful arms and body of 
this younger boy, but maybe it only seemed that way because of the 
alcohol....


The lust-crazed boy seemed to be losing all control, throwing off the last 
of his pretenses by harshly forcing both her tiny hands over her head in one 
cruel, tight grip, and with his other hand, he jerked her thin blouse open, 
not caring at all that a button popped. He had to have her, the little 
bitch! Christ, she had led him on and on! He was sure, too, that once she 
felt his cock inside her that she would melt and be all for it! Wasn't that 
what Harry said? You had to get your cock in! He hooked his fingers 
nervously into the flimsy pink lace of her bra between the full, white twin 
mounds of her restrained breasts and yanked downward, the sheer material 
easily giving way before his eager assault, the succulently rounded dunes of 
satiny flesh with their tiny, ruby-nippled peaks fully exposed to his 
fevered gaze! Excitedly he clutched them, pinching one dark nipple and then 
the other until each stood out firm and erect. Then with a groan, he 
greedily engulfed one of her sensuously quivering breasts with his hot, 
eager young mouth, paying no heed to her gasping cries of protest and 
shocked fear. He voraciously licked at her chaste, resilient breasts, his 
now aching hard cock nearly bursting with demanding desire.


Kathy's shuddering, soft body twisted and heaved beneath the lascivious fury 
of his fiery tongue. Why didn't she scream when she had the chance? Yet what 
for and who to? Did she want her father rushing in and playing the outraged 
hypocrite? She must smell of the alcohol which he had forbidden her. Then 
there were her own physical reactions to all this, which were not entirely 
contrary but responsive to the pure teasing delight of his moistly hot lips 
on her nakedly trembling breasts and to the pruriently arousing effect of 
his carnally inciting embrace! Faster and faster his hot, hungry mouth and 
wetly seething tongue sucked and licked her sensuously pulsating skin, 
setting her nipple-stretched breasts afire with his oral branding. Then his 
ravishing hand quickly dipped down to catch the thin waistband of her little 
pink panties beneath her ridden-up blue skirt, viciously tugging at them, 
harshly shredding the thin pink substance away from her squirming, rounded 
full buttocks and thrashing white legs.


Again Kathy tried to resist, but she couldn't, overcome by both his 
lust-fevered strength and her own slackening willpower. Then, before she 
knew what was happening, her tiny moistened panties were dragged down over 
the jackknifing knees and triumphantly thrown to the floor. She was 
shamefully exhibited, save for her skirt which was bunched up around her 
waist from her struggles and her blouse draping open in disarray, her 
heaving, nakedly full breasts and the sparse, blonde pubic curls adorning 
her most intimate parts completely exposed to his total view!


The sight of her narrow, pink-tinted virginal cunt separating the flushed, 
hair-lined lips so demurely withdrawing between her full white thighs sent 
Joe wild with renewed lustful desire. Christ, he'd never seen anything in 
this world so absolutely breathtaking! His cock screamed and his balls 
wailed in agonizing want! In passion, he let his fingers crawl over the soft 
puffiness of her silken-haired pubic mound, at last parting her full satiny 
young thighs with determined inexorability, simultaneously cupping and 
squeezing her swollen, hot, moistened genitals in one hand while he wormed 
his body securely between her widespread legs, almost losing his mentality 
to the downy soft lushness of her wet pink loins beneath his clutching hand.


"Ooooohhhhh!" Kathy cried out, flailing her blonde hair as she felt his 
masculine possession of her moist secret parts. "Stop it, Joe! Oh, stop it!"


He might have stopped had he been able to. In the hazy depths of his mind he 
knew that what he was doing had its dangers, yet he had never known such 
blinding, uncontrollable desire. He was truly unable to stop his insane 
rape. He didn't want to stop and had never learned to say 'no' to himself! 
He couldn't stop until he'd buried his swollen hard length of pulsating cock 
deep up inside her virginal little belly and spewed it full of his boiling 
sperm in its needful release! Frantically, he dug at his own trousers, 
lewdly drawing them down and slipping out of his shorts at the same time, 
his rock-hard young cock jutting out from his dark-haired loins with 
throbbing, fiery-headed anticipation.


Kathy, in ever-mounting dread, her head raised, her eyes gaping, saw it 
also, its blue-veined, bulbous knob excitedly oozing drops of its young 
seminal lubrications, the lewdly salacious sight inspiring her to try to 
tear herself away, but she could only thrash insanely, futilely under the 
heaving weight of his lust-maddened young body. She wildly stared at his 
hard, jerking penis, unable to think of anything except that she must not 
take its hardened shaft inside her. She was going to have to scream if he 
insisted or she couldn't get away.


"Kathy, Kathy, I've got to have you!" Joe choked, gaping excitedly down at 
her. "I ... I don't know what happened but ... but I can't help it! Just one 
fuck, Kathy ... just one!"


"No! No!" she whimpered, the foul word and its meaning racing negatively 
through her dazed brain. She no longer knew what was affecting her more, the 
alcohol or the prurient waves of desire inside her and her own hot, 
girlishly excited pussy that quivered with a physical hunger that her brain 
could not understand or control. She wanted him, wanted a boy, a man, anyone 
now to bury his long thickened hardness deep inside her sensually prickling 
belly! She wanted it! Oh, God, she wanted it so badly!


"Kathy, I can't wait!" Joe hissed, levering his reddened, tip-moistened 
shaft of swollen cock-flesh between her forcibly spread thighs, down where 
his lustful, probing fingers were still licentiously teasing at her wetly 
inflamed cuntal flesh. He fought animalistically to pressure his aching cock 
into the tiny hymen-guarded mouth of her tight, hair-lined vaginal crevice, 
his every determined movement sending spasming sensations racing through her 
young passion-infused body as his cock-head rubbed her tiny, palpitatingly 
erect clitoris. Still, the near helpless teenage girl tried vainly to resist 
the overwhelming temptations coursing through her erotically heated 
bloodstream, and even as her wet, feverishly inflamed young pussy ground 
upward in its own betrayal, she frenziedly reached down and grasped his 
thick pulsating cock in her tiny hand in a desperate last-ditch attempt to 
save her carnally traitorous body with its lewdly rising desires from 
destroying her virginity. She frantically squeezed his rigidly throbbing 
penis, the first penis she had ever fingered, not realizing what she was 
doing, only trying to avoid by any possible means the entrance of his hard 
pulsing length of cock-flesh into the unviolated mouth of her passionately 
seething young vagina.


Surprised, Joe at first didn't even know what was happening when it did. 
Then he screamed, "Damnnnnn! Nooooo! Shit! I'm 
cuuuuummmmmmmiiiiiinnngggggg!"


Her eyes wide with astonishment, Kathy continued to cling nervously to his 
lasciviously jerking penis while he began to pump his hips uncontrollably. 
She was absolutely hypnotized by the sight of this foreign, animal-like body 
gyration that she was in no way capable of comprehending. She gaped, 
captivated by the thin, hot jets of white seminal fluid spurting from the 
opened slit in his blood-red penis tip. The long squirting emissions soaked 
her white tingling thighs and the soft blonde pubic curls between her legs, 
coating the entire area of her genitals and running down the smooth crevice 
between her trembling white buttocks to the couch below. Then suddenly, Joe 
collapsed, his full weight falling on top of her, letting the last of his 
cum drain from his deflating cock onto her still chaste young pussy.


At last he sat up, not looking at her but easing over to stand on the floor, 
his long, boy's legs trembling. He faced her, his rapidly wilting penis 
glistening with the wet sperm from his climax, his handsome young face 
twisting into a childish pout of self-righteous indignation. "What a 
miserable thing to do to a dude! You ... why you're nothing but a 
cock-teaser!


You work me up and then...." He spat on the floor in front of her.


A surge of humiliation and shame threatened to bring tears to Kathy's eyes 
again. She felt the full sting of his lewd, degrading insult. It was part of 
the school lunchroom fund of knowledge that no one could avoid. Finally the 
tears came, filling her eyes and choking her throat. The loathing which 
glared in his frustrated eyes was mirrored in her own confused mind. Her 
head was sensually whirling with the chaos of her still intense desire. She 
hated herself for allowing her body to get so. carried away, yet, for some 
inexplicable reason, she despised herself, too, for not having fulfilled its 
passionately burning need.


Willfully ignoring him as if she had been terribly wronged, Kathy reached 
down and scooped her tiny pink panties from the floor beside his feet and 
began to wipe shamelessly at her nakedness, opening her legs to clean the 
warm white liquid from her sperm-drenched pussy and trembling inner thighs, 
the erotic tingling pain in her loins almost as much a sore reminder of what 
had happened as the persistent ache in her heart. She finally stood, 
averting her tear-stained eyes from Joe and tried to smooth out her skirt, 
then wrapped her tattered blouse around her nakedly exposed breasts.


Finally it dawned on him for the first time what he had done. "Hey!" he 
said, worried. "Where do you think you're going like that?"


"What am I supposed to do?" she retorted, sniffing. "Stay here the rest of 
my life?"


"You wait here," he snarled, harshly grabbing her arm.


She twisted boldly, violently, biting his hand as hard as she could! His 
howl was only dim in her ears as she broke free of him, staggering toward 
the door. He clutched at her m vain. She was already running into the yard, 
her full white breasts bouncing and swaying freely through her torn blouse!


* * *


CHAPTER THREE


Now that Phil had gone to pick up Kathy after church, Yvette vowed that it 
must not happen again. It was a terrible risk to allow him to make love to 
her with the boys apt to come in at any moment. She shivered at the painful 
thought, but then the memory of Phil's hardened penis thrusting time and 
time again into her hot needing belly made her tingle warmly. The memory of 
how she had writhed and twisted under his masculine ravishments sent 
tantalyzing, sensual shocks of excitement racing through her. She swallowed 
and gazed down at her quiveringly naked curves, at the way the gown had been 
thrown aside on the floor during the second time she and Phil had 
entrancingly fucked, then back at the snowy rose-capped crests of her 
breasts, her flat, still cum-filled stomach, and the dark, silken, pubic 
hair which still glistened wetly with the secretions of them both. She 
squeezed her dreamy eyes shut, quivering from her intensely erotic memories, 
feeling oddly unsatisfied on the one hand, strangely guilty on the other.


The beautiful silver-haired divorcee was troubled by the amount of prurient 
fire and lust that raged in her body and seemed insatiable. It had occurred 
to her lately that her desires were sharpening more and more and even 
getting out of hand. It was getting so she needed an army to satisfy her. 
Something always seemed to be missing, to be not quite enough, no matter how 
many times Phil tried. Once he pushed her to the awakening point, she 
couldn't stop herself from becoming excited to the point of animalish, 
maddened desire, of needing not a man but men to quench the flames of 
passion which raged through her sensuous body at such times. Although she 
tried to fight her own reactions as long as possible, all Phil had to do now 
was to touch her, expose his long, thick, hardened cock, and she wilted to 
his demands, capitulating totally, and finally becoming aggressive with her 
needs.


Yvette Morris was raised with strict puritanical codes that no longer 
protected her but did infuse her with the guilt. Her experiences with Doug 
had been relatively mild because he was not particularly interested in 
arousing a woman, only in getting his own satisfaction. But with Phil, a new 
fire had been kindled. With him she had experienced her first orgasm and 
since then it was as though her body blindly strove to make up for lost 
time! She was becoming a hungry, insatiable woman, cumming and cumming and 
cumming ... and wanting more! Phil had stayed with her as long as he could 
today before having to leave to pick up Kathy. Yet even in all that time, 
with all that attention, she was still ready to cum again! The tide of 
passion seemed to be immense in her seething loins, and as she gazed down at 
herself, it seemed as though her wet pink-rimmed vaginal lips were 
palpitating through their lustrous covering of dark curly hair, still 
wanting more and more and more! She sighed, wondering if she would get any 
worse and if she should go see a doctor. One of the things she had better do 
now, she decided, was to take a cold shower.


She jerked up quickly before she could change her mind and, pivoting her 
ripe hips on the warm sheet where they had lain, she swung her slender feet 
to the floor, grabbed up the pink gown in a low swoop and tied it around her 
just in case one of the twins could see her from the door as she made her 
way to the bathroom. In fact, she thought, the screen door should be 
unlocked now. It would be just like them to want to come in just when she 
was in the shower. She changed direction and entered the kitchen.


Good God! she thought as she rushed to the breakfast nook. Kathy Hoffman, 
her clothes torn and disheveled, was hunched into the breakfast nook, her 
head on the table and a half-finished glass of milk in front of her. The 
poor child looked as though she had been in an "accident, but why was she 
asleep instead of seeking help? Her eyes were puffy and inflamed from crying 
and ... and where was Phil? Oh, my God! Yvette was suddenly panic-stricken. 
Oh, my God! Was Phil all right.


"Kathy!" she called loudly, touching her arm with just enough pressure to 
awaken her. "Kathy, dear Kathy, wake up! Tell me what's happened? Are you 
all right? Is your father...."


"Daddy?" the child whimpered at first, but then coming more fully awake and 
seeing Yvette, she pulled away from her with a grimace of horror. "Go away!" 
she screamed. "Don't touch me, you ... you...." And she started to cry 
again. "Where's my father," she demanded in between sobs. "Daddy!" she 
called loudly.


Startled, Yvette pulled back. There was the crazy thought in the back of her 
mind that maybe the child had seen ... Oh God! But how? Phil had locked the 
door. She quickly investigated the back screen. It was open!


"Where's my father," the child demanded again more harshly.


"He ... he's gone to pick you up, Kathy. He thinks ... thinks you're at 
church. How did your blouse get torn like that?"


"It's just a button missing." She pulled the front together with her hand, 
but she could not hide the fact that her bra was gone. Her dark nipples 
showed through the thin white material and her soft breasts moved liquidly 
when she pulled the material.


"Kathy," Yvette demanded, noticing all this. "I want to know what has 
happened! You've been attacked in some way. You don't go around without 
bras!"


The child would not answer her but looked away, and a chill began to steal 
over Yvette's spinal column. Inadvertently she glanced out the window toward 
the clubhouse. They wouldn't! Surely they wouldn't physically harm a little 
girl! They wouldn't touch Kathy ... her bra gone!


"Kathy!" Yvette rushed to her but the child still pulled away. "Kathy, did 
Joe or Neil ... have anything to do with this?"


Kathy's face only reddened. She was unable to answer the direct question and 
her silence spoke more than she could have with any words. Yvette's mind was 
in a blank turmoil of indecision. She had no idea of what to do or what to 
say, especially to the boys.


"Kathy," she begged. "You've got to tell me what happened so that I'll know 
what to do!" Still there was only silence. "If ... if you want, there's a 
sweater in my right hand bottom drawer." Yvette again looked out the window. 
Had they been involved? She was sure Kathy would have spoken up in their 
defense if they had not. She stood a moment helplessly pondering, wondering 
how best to handle the situation. One thing she had to do was find out what 
had happened. It looked as though she was going to have to do that through 
the boys, but of course they would defend themselves. Could Kathy have 
started trouble in any way? It hardly seemed likely. Suddenly Kathy was 
speaking.


"I don't want your old sweater, Mrs. Morris. I don't want anything that has 
to do with this family." Her voice began to rise in pitch until it was quite 
shrill. "You're all alike! All any of you can think of is sex! Sex!


Sex!" She fairly screamed the last word. By the time its echo had died from 
the kitchen, Yvette had turned and bolted out the back door.


Neil and Joe were ready for their mother. They knew she would come 
eventually and that there was no sense in hiding or trying to put it off. In 
fact, they agreed, it was the wiser course by far, to own up to at least a 
part of the truth. Neil was not involved except for the liquor, but he would 
stand by his brother at least as far as he could! So they were waiting. The 
Scotch had been removed completely and hidden in the hold in the old apple 
tree on the other side of the yard. They were waiting, listening quietly to 
the radio when Yvette, still pulling herself together in the same flimsy 
pink robe, appeared at the door of the clubhouse. It occurred to her 
somewhere in the back of her mind that she ought to have tried to call Phil, 
but judging from the girl's attitude toward Yvette, the chances were she 
would get out the sweater after all and go home. She would be fortunate 
indeed if she ever saw Phil anywhere but at work again, but she couldn't 
worry about those things right now. Dark images of what had transpired 
between Phil's teenage daughter and her teenage sons haunted her and were 
becoming worse with each step. By the time she reached the clubhouse, her 
fears of their having raped Kathy, of bestially assaulting her tender, young 
flesh had reached proportions that took her breath away, and she had to 
steady herself against the door frame before she could enter.


They were sitting there quietly, both of them, and she couldn't move herself 
into the room. She stood there, reading their faces, which were both turned 
to her, waiting for her to accuse or ask or whatever she was going to do. 
They wanted the upper hand and there was no way she could keep from giving 
it to them because she was going to have to speak first. She silently 
studied their green eyes, their father's green eyes. It was Joe. Joe was the 
ringleader in this one. No matter how close they were, neither was a martyr 
and Neil's eyes were signaling his own innocence in spite of himself. Then 
Joe took her by surprise, knocking down her defenses, her forming 
strategies.


"Is ... is Kathy all right, Ma?" He really did look concerned.


"No. No, she isn't," she said as sternly as she was able. The speaking at 
least freed her to walk again and she entered the room, cleaning off one of 
the crates as she passed it, using it to sit down opposite them. Then Neil 
spoke up defensively.


"It wasn't his fault, Ma! It was Kathy's own fault!"


"In other words, you had nothing to do with it. Is that what you wish to 
make clear, Neil?" she asked pointedly. She hated this trait of indirectness 
he had, of washing his hands in such a way that you couldn't accuse him of 
dumping you to save his own skin.


"Haven't you talked to Kathy?" he asked, his eyes wide with innocent 
surprise. Yvette decided to ignore him. It was such a minor point when so 
much more might be at stake.


"I want to hear Joe's story," she said, turning her full attention to her 
guilty son. Joe didn't seem to know where to begin. "Neil, go over and sit 
where I can see you on the steps and don't move until I call you, do you 
understand?"


"Ma, I want to...."


"You heard me! Were you here when all this happened?" She turned and looked 
at him now. He dropped his eyes quietly to the floor. "Then go sit there and 
wait!" He shuffled toward the door. "You are not, under any circumstances, 
to enter that house, understood?"


"Yeeeesss," he grumbled, leaving.


"And now, Joe...." She could afford to sit and study him. He was quiet for a 
long time, his head hanging above his folded hands. Finally he glanced up at 
her, at where she had to hold the pink satin robe together over her bulging 
breasts, and averted his eyes again as though ... as though ... Then it 
struck her like a thunderbolt out of the heavens! In one probably innocent 
glance, he told her whose fault it was! In what way she was to blame, she 
wasn't quite sure, but she realized immediately the significance of her 
dress. Her sons were not boys any more, they were young men. Yet she was 
forever lounging around the house in just a bathrobe, and an ill-fitting one 
at that! Oh God! Still she reasoned in her self defense. That did not 
justify hurting Kathy!


"Ma," Joe began softly. "Kathy came out here from the house and she was 
crying...."


"From ... the house?"


"Yeah," he looked up. "I figured she had a fight with her father or 
something but...."


"But what, Joe?" Yvette felt absolutely frozen to the crate on which she 
sat. Kathy? Had Kathy seen anything?


"But ... well ... she was acting kind of ' ... of funny!"


"Funny? Please speak ... speak plainly, Joe. Tell me what you mean," she 
ordered him.


"Well, Christ!" He got up and almost flung himself against the window that 
looked out over the yard toward the apple tree. "She came in and the first 
thing I knew she was crying on my shoulder. Then she wasn't crying. She got 
me all worked up. I ... I ... don't know what happened then!"


Yvette could see that her son was crying. How could she explain to him what 
happened then? She knew! Oh God, how she knew! Oh, the poor child! He had to 
learn to keep away from that point beyond which he lost control ... like she 
had to learn to do.


"She ... she's a cock-teaser, Ma," he ventured, not sure how his mother 
would take his use of the term.


But Yvette at this point was too much in sympathy with his problem to notice 
how he expressed it. Yes, a cock-teaser! Just like Phil was when you come 
right down to it! Of course, Phil followed through, but you couldn't expect 
a fifteen year old girl to do that! Still, she had to learn how far you 
could lead a boy on and where to stop! Oh God, how she wished she had some 
guidance at this point, some really intelligent guidance that understood the 
terribly forceful drives she felt and which the twins had apparently 
inherited. "Wh ... where was Neil?" she managed to ask more by way of saying 
something than actually caring.


"We were getting ready to split when she came so he just went ahead. I guess 
he didn't think I'd need protection!"


It occurred to Yvette then that if the boys had planned anything like this 
or had initiated the problem, they both would surely have been in on it. A 
rape would have been much more successful with two of them. "A strong boy 
like you doesn't need protection, Joe. Don't give me that! Against a girl?"


"Oh, Ma! You know what I mean! I mean I don't know! I don't know anything 
and ... I ... I'm feeling ... Look, Ma, here!" Quickly he unbuckled his 
belt, pulled it from the loops of his waistband. She gasped and then her 
breasts felt as though they had been set on fire ... by her own son? He 
handed her the belt. "You can beat me if you want to, Ma," he said softly, 
and then before she could raise a single word from her constricted throat, 
he had dropped both his trousers and his shorts and stood there before her, 
completely unabashed, with his obviously excited, hard-as-a-rock cock 
jutting out from where the very beginnings of his dark pubic curls were 
beginning to grow. Then very, very slowly, as though he didn't quite want to 
do it, he turned around. In spite of herself, she couldn't take her eyes 
from the jutting cock as it rotated around his young body and disappeared on 
the other side. Then placing his hands on the window sill, he leaned, 
pushing his little white ass-cheeks toward her.


Oh, good God! She couldn't move! She couldn't speak! Never in her life had 
she felt such a fierce burning, especially in her loins. She found herself 
wondering, crazily wondering, if this was what she was after ... if it was 
her own son she needed ... if he would be the one who could satisfy her! Oh, 
what thoughts! Oh, what a horrible idea! Somehow this whole thing had become 
uncontrollable. Neither of them were in command. Some other strong power was 
directing ... surely that was it! Yes, she would beat him! She had to beat 
him! He deserved it! He certainly deserved it but ... but so did she then! 
So did she! He was looking around at her now, wondering where she was, what 
she was doing, why she wasn't hitting him. And she was still sitting on the 
crate, all kinds of energy surging through her body but not daring to move. 
If she did ... if she did....


Slowly he came to her, his eyes every bit as intense as she felt. He opened 
his lips as though to say something and then suddenly he was holding her 
soft face and his lips were tightly crushed on hers, his thick cock brushing 
under her breasts, his tongue forcing its way between her clenched teeth. 
Then he seemed to be all over her, and never in her life had she fought so 
hard just to remain still, never mind push him away. He was pulling her up, 
up on her feet. Where had she been that she had not noticed that already he 
was as tall as she! This was her own son, she kept telling herself, placing 
her hands between them and pushing weakly against his strongly developing 
chest. Suddenly they were tumbling down on the couch and in the tussle her 
gown opened. Instinctively she struggled onto her stomach to hide herself 
but then she felt the satin material riding gently, tickling up her legs and 
her buttocks until she knew her white, shimmering ass-cheeks were a 
quivering spectacle for her son! He sighed as he breathlessly kneaded their 
soft resilience.


"Oh, no, please! Please don't!" she gasped, almost too weak to press her 
trembling thighs together in an attempt to hold back the squirming body 
which was lodging itself between them. His thickly poling cock was trapped 
in the smooth crevice of her trembling white buttocks, and she could feel 
the wetness of his hard, growing cock sliding in its own fluids against the 
soft inner hollows of her sensitive thighs. His head dropped to her neck and 
she thought she heard him whisper, Ma, but he bit her gently, making her 
mewl in spite of herself, then he sank triumphantly between her long, 
shapely legs as she automatically kicked out in a confused reaction against 
the experience, his fleshy penis embedding itself against the white, rounded 
mounds of her lushly quivering ass.


Yvette Morris felt as though her whole world was crashing down around her 
and yet, at the same time, a brand new vibrant, exotic world was opening up 
to her. Every nerve in her body was alive. She couldn't believe it! Try as 
she might, she could not recall a single reason why she should object. She 
knew they were there but she couldn't grasp them. She could only feel the 
unbelievable ecstasy of his young, hot, rotating penis forcing itself 
against her closed pink vaginal mouth and the tender satiny fronts of his 
thighs moving teasingly against her, probing and flicking at her still 
moistened cunt in a tormenting way. Her subconscious mind did try to fight 
the sensually inciting, twisting, grinding motion, but it was becoming too 
strong for her to resist at all. Her motherly instincts were shattering, all 
control slipping away as the unwanted sexual heat rose even stronger within 
her. By this time she was like a human furnace, ignited once that day by 
Phil Hoffman and only banked a few times and then he'd gone. Her son, Joe's, 
teasing, taunting cock was all the fuel needed to set the blaze of lust 
roaring to new heights. Her smoothly arched hips and tremulous buttocks were 
betraying her already. He knew! He had to be able to tell! Besides, she 
couldn't speak! She could no longer say, stop! Her ass was slowly moving in 
tiny undulating circles, hardly perceptible at first, but ever moving. The 
searing fire that had rekindled in her scorched body licked out between her 
legs, crying to be drowned by the tormenting rod of hardness slithering 
lewdly in her wetness. The soft silken thighs which had been pressed tightly 
against his invasion fell loosely away, and her aroused loins ground 
desperately into the mattress, her tautened muscles still flexing in a 
half-hearted attempt to obey some hazy moral code she vaguely remembered and 
guarded the pink, wetly pulsating entrance of her hot, flowering cunt by her 
own fourteen year old son!


"On the floor, Ma! On your hands and knees on the floor," Joe was rasping. 
She let his arms guide her down to the floor, knowing all the while that the 
power giving in to this obscene ravishment should be defeated now if ever, 
yet she did as she was told. When down on the floor, she even thrilled to 
feel his hands grip her slender waist and jerk her rounded white buttocks 
licentiously high in the air, while at the same time his other hand guided 
her head to comfort on the mattress. Was there any many who could care as 
deeply as a son? There was the secret of her weakness perhaps. Her body was 
only a helpless, sensuously incited beloved toy to be filled by his hot, now 
virile young sperm, but surely, a very special toy!


Joe was kneeling behind her, his lean hips pressed tightly to the smooth 
open crevice of her nakedly undulating ass. He held his thick penis at the 
moistened elastic opening of her glistening pink cunt, and he watched with 
gleaming, lust-filled eyes as the petal-like, wet inner lips contracted and 
palpitated with unwanted desire while he ached all over from the lascivious 
thought of his lovely mother kneeling like this in abject servitude to be 
used as he wished. His heavy youthful cock jerked slightly, as though unable 
to contain itself when her tiny puckered anus came into view above the 
moistly flowered opening of her hungry vagina, and for a moment, Joe was 
tempted to try to take her there in that little, pinkish, recessed hole, but 
the thought passed from his mind as he felt a small dewdrop of hot seminal 
moisture forming on the end of his tortured cock. He had to fuck her now. 
Harry said it was done in the asshole sometimes, but he was too hot to 
experiment and he didn't want to risk turning her off!


He moved forward, slipping his knees as far up between her helplessly 
quivering thighs as he could go, letting his pulsing cock-head gently part 
her soft, dark pubic hairs. Then the warm, velvety folds of her hot nibbling 
cunt closed wetly over the sensitively tingling tip of his penis. He flexed 
his buttocks, feeling all of the frustration he'd built up over the past few 
months, watching his mother's breasts and the movement of her thighs out of 
the corner of his eye! It was with incredible relief that he surged forward 
into the warm, clasping flesh of his groaning mother. He gasped aloud 
through the silence of the shabby clubhouse as he felt the tight seething 
flesh of her moistly contracting cunt slip soothingly over and then enclose 
all of his rock-hard length when he thrust into her.


"Oooooohhhhhh!" Yvette moaned beneath her young son as he surged along the 
smoothly yielding walls of her absorbing vaginal channel, her naked body 
trembling sensuously before his jarring assault. She reflexively thrust 
back, salaciously wet and open, his long, thick penis sliding easily through 
the warm, moist secretions that flowed from her cunt. Oh, how ... how was 
she allowing her son, with his hard, lust-infused cock, to fuck obscenely 
into her from behind? And how ... how was she masochistically liking it? Her 
breath was one long moan as she droned out her emotions, and her face was 
turned sideways now so that she could look back with passion-glazed eyes at 
what he was doing to her. Her tongue-moistened lips opened and closed 
fish-like in the humiliation and shame that hovered on the borders of her 
consciousness, ready to tear her apart, she knew, when it was all over. But 
it felt as though the uncontrollable feelings surging through her would 
never really end. It would never really be all over!


Yvette could feel her son's hot, throbbing hardness growing inside her 
hungrily inflamed pussy, its giant head seeming like an unrelenting fist 
pummeling into her quivering belly, and she strained under him, arching her 
nakedly thrusting buttocks back against his rigorously driving assault, 
moaning incessantly on the crumpled mattress, her body a mass of 
electric-like tingles, saturating it half in pain, half in pleasure. 
"Harder, Ma! Fuck back harder!" Joe chanted as he looked down at his aching 
thick cock stuck salaciously in the hot, straining cunt of his helplessly 
kneeling young mother. She obeyed, in her masochistic debasement, wanting to 
be torn apart, wanting to be ripped, and great huge waves of delicious 
sensation raced erotically through her, her desire-fevered mind like an 
expanding balloon, growing, growing, ready to burst into a thousand colored 
pieces.


"Yes, yes, yes!" she gasped heedlessly, all thoughts now centered on her 
insanely building orgasm, her sensorial release from the power of her 
uncovered wells of passion. Entranced, lost in the reverie of her intense, 
wanted bliss, she didn't see the new shadow appear in the doorway as her 
other son walked in. Neil could not believe what he saw. Shit! He had 
wondered why he had not heard Joe wailing from the strap. Christ! Look at 
them go! And his sweet, hot bitch of a mom was eating it up!


Neil didn't ponder long about the why's or wherefore's. As he stared with 
bulging eyes at the perspiring, abandoned duo fucking on the floor against 
the couch, he knew he couldn't stand it for long without joining in. After 
all, it was his mother, too, wasn't it? He had as much right to her as Joe, 
didn't he? Share and share alike was the twins' motto anyway and Neil was 
damned if he wasn't going to get some of that lovely, curvaceous, naked body 
that had been teasing him around the house with its loose tits and its 
swaying ass. With quick, trembling hands, he stripped off his clothes and 
then came over to them, holding his heavy fevered testicles in his hand 
while his other lewdly grasped his already throbbing, rock-hard cock.


Ripples of shame momentarily skyrocketed through Yvette's vibrantly aroused 
flesh as she looked around and stared at the naked, approaching form of her 
other son, at his thickly swollen cock! Oh no! Both of them, she thought 
unreasonably, mustn't be contaminated! Oh, God, it was the end of 
everything. In her mind she tried to break away, but her ass still surged 
toward Joe as with ever-increasing force he thrust his cock into her 
passionately burning cunt. She found that she only obscenely grunted and 
could make no serious move to extricate herself from the licentious trap she 
was in.


"Ma's the best!" Joe grinned proudly up at his brother. "There's no woman in 
this whole world like Ma!"


"Yeah," Neil breathed, huskily.


The boy came over to stand beside his mother's head, his wet-tipped penis 
jutting forward like an angry red beacon-light until it was suddenly against 
her forehead. She knew she should turn away from him, should cry out to him 
to go away, but she couldn't. The rest of her sensuously quivering body, 
still churning wildly from Joe's solid length of pulsating cock-flesh, was 
betraying her entirely with the intense breathtaking sensations it was 
generating into rationalizing that after all, she mustn't play favorites! 
Yvette could only kneel there, bent lewdly before him while Joe fucked 
animalistically into her from behind, feeling the stickiness of his hot 
seminal fluid against the softness of her skin, feeling the unyielding 
surface of Neil's moist, rubbery cock-head sliding over her face, dreading 
and yet ... not dreading the words she knew were about to come.


"Please, Ma," Neil begged, glancing enviously at his twin brother behind 
her, "Please suck my cock!"


Yvette tried to make herself ignore Neil, for his own good, she thought, and 
yet how could she reject him when she had accepted his brother? She had no 
idea what she ought to do and her mind was having the same trouble focusing 
that her eyes were having. She quaked with the horror of the entire 
situation. The idea of even sucking a cock had always been deplorably 
disgusting to her. She had never allowed either her husband or Phil to take 
such liberties with her, and to let her own son do it was ... was ... but 
no, for some strange reason, it was not revolting. It was not revolting at 
all! Nothing about Neil, nothing about her own sweet sons could possibly 
revolt her. She mustn't let Neil feel that she wanted him any less than Joe, 
who was obscenely fucking into her from behind, her seethingly excited cunt 
flowering wider and wider open to accept his precious, sensuously inspired 
cock. Her whole body was grinding in rhythm to his pumping loins in a wild, 
naked dance of licentious desire.


"Ooooohhhh," she groaned as if mortally wounded.


"I'm waiting, Ma," Neil pouted. "Suck me!"


"Oooooohhhh," she mewled, too out of control to find it. He understood and 
with fingers fumbling with her chin, lifted her head off the couch until she 
felt a hot, spongy, wet sensation pressing against her lush, frightened 
lips. The sudden shock made her clench her teeth frantically together as she 
would with anyone, but he was too hot to be denied and struggled against her 
closed mouth, parting her firmly tensed lips slowly, until she realized that 
it was Neil and willingly opened them. His hardened cock crushed throbbingly 
through her soft, moistened lips and into the hot, wet cavern of her 
saliva-filled mouth, the thickness of it slithering up the length of her 
tiny tongue, filling her mouth completely with its thick, fleshy hardness.


Neil, in his lust-incited state, began to slowly fuck his cock in and out of 
her obscenely distorted face with his hands held to her head in a vise-like 
grip, their palms pressed hard against her ears. Somewhere in the back of 
her mind, she struggled against the depraved rape of her mouth, but it was 
only mental, and he quickened his long, thick cock thrusts to match those of 
his twin brother's fucking into her from behind, never pulling his hard 
fleshy penis all the way out, but leaving a slight part of the rubbery tip 
beyond her lips in the hot moist shelter of her mouth. "Suck, Ma! Suck," she 
heard him command from somewhere above her, and she did, automatically, her 
lips nibbling at his thrusting rod of thick, hardened genital flesh. She 
coughed and sputtered, gaggingly at first, until she gradually became 
accustomed to the alien invasions of her mouth. Then she tried not to think 
of what she was doing but only for whom she was doing it. His sperm-bloated 
testicles bounced against her chin and there was a boyishly masculine odor 
of semen around his loins that filled her nostrils, not as unpleasantly as 
she had anticipated.


Behind her, Joe could feel himself building toward a dynamic end. He began 
to fuck into her faster and harder, thrusting mercilessly against the wildly 
dancing cheeks of her nakedly quivering ass with his lean driving hips, his 
strong young hands gripping hard her slender arched waist, squeezing the 
satiny, flaccid flesh into random shapes. His lips bared gaspingly back and 
unable to close his mouth, Joe stared down at her sensuously bucking white 
body and lasciviously bobbing head, the contrast of his brother's long, 
sperm-swollen cock disappearing into the stretched ruby-redness of her 
widely ovaled lips shooting chills of lightning-like sensations along the 
length of his spine. He pulled at her rounded, widespread buttocks, 
stretching the twin mounds of resilient flesh as wide apart as he could and 
watched his own thick palpitating cock disappear between the moist pink lips 
of her voraciously clasping cunt in an exciting contrast of lust provoking 
color. "Christ!" he swore. "Christ!"


And behind him, unseen by the others, yet another shadow swayed. Kathy, once 
awake, had found the-empty house to be silent as a tomb. She had never felt 
so alone in her life, so confused or so wretched. She sat at the kitchen 
table a while longer, then got up and tried to call her own home, but there 
was no answer. Several times she tried with no luck. Maybe he had another 
whore he visited after this one, she thought unreasonably, sitting at the 
table and pouting. Neil looked as though he were planted on the back steps 
now so she dared not cry or make any noise that might attract his attention. 
She was lonely, but not for one of the Morrises!


The longer she sat, the more confused the day appeared to her. Perhap she 
was being punished because she had not gone to Sunday School! At any rate it 
was done and the problem she now faced was that of assigning guilt for those 
things she could not possibly be responsible for. She had seriously believed 
that Yvette Morris had raped her father, that her father had fallen into a 
trap from which he could not escape. On the other hand, she herself had been 
accosted now and she knew how strong a boy could be. Yet she also knew that 
it was possible, if you really wanted to, to break away! It was not fair, 
after all, to blame Yvette. Her father had to be at least equally guilty. 
And wasn't Yvette punishing Joe right now? Didn't that show whose side she 
was on?


Yet ... yet, she thought, because there was one more aspect that rankled on 
her mind. Yet was it fair that Joe take all the punishment. Was it really 
all his fault. She had ... oh, she had ... helped! She had not pulled away 
at the very beginning when she should have! Again she put her head into her 
hands and tried to clear the muddle of her brain. It was only a few minutes 
later that she looked up, and longing to go to Joe's protection, looked out 
of the window to find that Neil had disappeared. Yes, she would go over to 
the clubhouse and admit to Yvette that it was not all Joe's fault. She would 
t tell the story exactly as it happened. Whatever Joe's punishment was to 
be, she must, in all fairness, share it! It was a very idealistic fifteen 
year old child who stepped over the threshold of the clubhouse.


She scanned the room, her eyes coming to rest on the most unbelievable sight 
she could even imagine! Great God in Heaven! Yvette and her own son, Joe, 
were fornicating just like the dogs in the street! And Neil had just removed 
his clothes, was just reaching his mother's face with his hardened rod 
jutting out in front like a lance being lowered for the charge. Kathy's 
heart leaped in her throat. She almost screamed out from the unbelievability 
of the shockingly obscene spectacle she was witnessing! How much worse this 
was than anything before! A thousand times worse ... and she started to 
shake uncontrollably and cringe from the utter debauchery that was taking 
place in front of her! To support her rubbery knees, she leaned against the 
frame of the doorway. How could any woman ever possibly be part of this 
orgiastic horror. She blinked, the numbing effects of the alcohol had not 
completely worn away yet. She found that her mind was still infused with the 
memory of her own arousal and of Joe's lusting fingers teasing hotly between 
her open thighs. She found herself against her will listening and staring. 
Yet instead of the total revulsion she had experienced before in seeing 
Yvette a slave before her father's salaciously naked desires, a strange and 
light-feathered quivering began deep between her young, wetly tingling 
thighs. It was almost as if everything had finally culminated to where she, 
too, was actually being drawn to such depravity, as if she too were enjoying 
it!


Yvette had never felt so gloriously used and fulfilled in her life. She 
sucked slavishly with her mouth and worked her rounded full buttocks behind 
in a furor to end it as quickly as she could. In all the time that Kathy had 
been standing, watching, the older woman did not notice. She loved it! She 
loved every minute of it, but she must bring it to a close so that she could 
treat it all rationally, with her mind instead of her passions! Kathy, of 
course, saw only the vigor with which the woman behaved. Why, she seemed 
little more than a whore, a slut of the streets. Her whole lustfully 
inflamed naked body was jerking and twisting between her two sons, a 
sandwich of cock-impaled, salacious flesh contorted with passion. Her 
eagerly sucking mouth moved ceaselessly on Neil's hot, pulsing cock, and 
Joe's throbbingly thick penis fucked into her from behind, making her 
resemble an untamed animal that was writhing in the throes of an epileptic 
fit. Her forehead was covered with a light coat of glistening perspiration 
that had broken out beneath her disheveled long silver hair. There was 
nothing now which could not stop her race to fulfillment and she knew it.


Kathy was afraid as she watched transfixed that for some adverse reason she 
was becoming excited rather than appalled, and she was right! Suddenly she, 
too, began losing the last vestiges of control, which had so narrowly 
managed to stop her from losing her virginity not too long before, and her 
still-dazed mind, beclouded by the lasting effects of the Scotch as well as 
her pent-up emotions, placed her beyond all rational thought or action. Her 
hotly incited, vibrant flesh was entirely separate from the bonds she might 
have wished to place upon it. She stared in lewdly provoked fascination as 
Joe worked animal-like in the pink wide-spread tightness of his mother's 
wetly clasping cunt, and she could see the contortions of Neil's face as he 
mercilessly fucked his mother with his hard cock in her eagerly sucking 
mouth. Kathy was trembling more violently than ever now, shuddering in a 
rapidly rising aura of sensual passion to the gasps of pleasure and the lewd 
couplings she saw, the obscene performance igniting the smoldering sparks 
which the Scotch had never let die. Her sensitively brushing thighs wettened 
with secretions from her tinglingly seeping vagina, and she desperately 
clamped her legs together as if to choke off the warm flow.


Finally, as if in a dream, Kathy's own hands began to involuntarily massage 
the swollen, straining fullness of her own nea-rnaked breasts, letting her 
blouse fall away to expose the lovely, firm, white, berry-topped mounds, and 
she trapped her young, desire-hardened nipples between her fingers, kneading 
and pulling at them until she felt as though she would rip them loose. She 
groaned excitedly, no longer able to stand on her long quivering legs. She 
allowed herself to slide down and lean against the wall just inside the 
door, once more squeezing her prickling, satiny thighs together in a futile 
attempt to control the sweeping fire that had suddenly begun to rage there.


Again her hands, against her will, smoothed down her erotically stimulated 
body and up her blue skirt, lifting it as high as it had been when Joe 
Morris had almost penetrated her tight virgin cunt, and her slim young 
fingers groped at the sparse covering of her soft blonde pubic curls. Her 
naked white legs uncontrollably scissored open, and she could feel her own 
hotly moistened vaginal crevice now palpitating against the tiny tips of her 
slender fingers as she drew her passion-heated, narrow pussy mouth open, 
exposing to the warm air of the room her wet, pink cuntal flesh. With a 
mewling sigh which could have been heard by the others had they been 
listening, she sunk one long middle Finger deep into the viscous moistened 
mouth of her feverish vaginal passage, and she tightly held her breath, 
relieved for a moment, but only a short moment. The growing kindled fire 
burned more intensely, demanding more to feed its lewd hunger, and she 
slipped a second finger into the moistened seething channel, drawing her 
knees up and splaying them wide.


The sights and sounds of the nakedly writhing mother and her two sons 
obscenely coupled together drove her on, and she rocked back on her knees 
against her lewdly buried fingers, skewering them deeper into her feverishly 
secreting pussy. She could see Joe's hard thickly glistening cock slipping 
wetly into his mother's greedily clasping cunt and Neil's saliva-moistened 
penis sinking deep into her ovaled sucking mouth like a greased rod, and her 
own hands became that rod, while her throaty gasps began to match those of 
the racing trio of licentiously attached, nakedly writhing bodies before 
her. In her alcohol-inspired lust, she wanted everything they were getting. 
She wanted to be fucked! Her eager fingers weren't enough as her lustful 
thoughts centered on the thick ravaging cocks plundering her father's 
girlfriend, and she knew she had to have more, but there was nothing, 
nothing but her fingers!


In desperation, Kathy reached back over her full, rounded white buttocks 
with her other hand, searching in the wet smooth crevice, at last finding 
and slipping a probing finger deep into her puckered little anus between the 
quivering twin mounds. She gasped, as in her haste a fingernail dug into the 
soft fleshy walls of her sensitive rectum, sending a sharp jolt of needling 
pain through her young writhing body. She waited a moment and then took up 
the rhythm of the others again, her upper body braced against the wall. Her 
firmly exposed breasts jounced like dunes of jelly, their tiny hardened 
nipples swaying sensuously while titillating charges of darting pleasure 
grazed her raw nerves as she continued staring with passionate eyes at 
Yvette and her two young sons. She felt herself reaching some high forbidden 
peak, some pinnacle of unknown bliss, never dreaming that she was racing 
toward a climax, an orgasm, along with the others. She didn't know what it 
was, but she had to have it, and she strove with lewdly pumping fingers to 
attain it!


"Oh, deeper! God! Fuck me deeper!" Yvette Morris obscenely moaned. She 
gasped as if she were close to drowning, her lovely curve-endowed body sleek 
from the perspiration of her feral, untamed gyrations, while her head 
uncontrollably flailed as she savored the masculine deliciousness of her own 
son's cock pounding hard, thrusting relentlessly into her now hungrily 
sucking mouth. She was nearing her orgasm, and she swung her sensuously 
undulating body back at Joe in totally debauched wantonness, heaving her 
voraciously clasping cunt back onto the long convulsing rod of the boy's 
aching cock, while she sucked the one in her mouth with a desire she never 
realized she possessed. The saliva in her mouth grew and grew, becoming 
thick and sticky from Neil's minute emissions which seeped from the end of 
his intensely pulsating cock into her hotly sucking oral cavern. She could 
feel his strong hips writhing and straining before her bobbing head as 
though he were in the last spasmodic throes of a convulsion, and his fingers 
twisted tighter in her hair as she slipped her mouth back and forth in 
mounting blind lust over the end of his thrusting, fleshy instrument. He 
fucked back as though her roundly clasping mouth was another moistly 
clutching cunt into which he was venting the wrath of his young animal lust. 
She could feel his solid thick shaft of genital flesh stretch and expand 
inside her voraciously sucking mouth until there was no room left, and 
moaned piteously around it as though it were trying to thrust forward hard 
enough to meet the other hard, driving cock charging deep into her from 
behind.


Joe heard her moans and it drove him into greater desire. He ran his hands 
from the smooth, hollowing cheeks of her firmly rounded ass, down the satiny 
columns of her full trembling pubic hair which held and throbbed around his 
aching penis like a tight rubbery mouth. He pulled his head back so that he 
could watch his mother's profile, at her sudden and incredible surrender of 
her whole being to Neil and himself, at the way she had abandoned herself to 
her wild, suppressed desires to be fucked and to suck in return. Her lovely 
face was wildly contorted with raw passion, her lush lips ovaled around his 
brother's throbbing thick cock, as still greater and more desperate sounds 
came robot-like from deep in her savagely heaving chest.


Then Neil jerked suddenly, as though stuck by a pin from behind, writhing 
his hips up tight to her face, sinking the full length of his hard thrusting 
cock deep down into her gasping throat. She fought to breathe but then his 
balls erupted, squirting his hot, thick cum into the warm, wet interior of 
her crazily sucking mouth with thin, liquid jets which shot into her like 
the rush of raging water through a small kitchen spigot. Yvette sucked and 
forcibly swallowed, her cheeks grotesquely inflating and deflating 
continuously from the pressure of his gluttonous flow of seething white 
sperm. It lasted for a seeming eternity, her mouth filled with the 
incitingly pungent taste of her son's semen and passion, and then it jerked 
a long last time, softening finally beneath her fervently swirling tongue. 
Her controllable senses were gone, and she was hardly aware of it. Then she 
heard the grunt from behind her.


She had nearly forgotten about Joe. Now she felt her hot aching thighs and 
trembling buttocks swept wide apart in one last crushing rush as Joe, wildly 
fucking into her now, had shoved his boyish, expanded hard cock as far as it 
could go into her passionately screaming cunt and began spewing his hot 
sticky liquid deep up into her womb. His mouth opened wide, gasping a loud, 
uncontrolled "Ahhhhhhh!" as she felt his scalding lewd cum fill her vaginal 
passage with a torrential pressure, flooding her scorchingly and deluging 
the depths of her hot quivering belly until she thought she'd burst. There 
were several convulsive jerks of his pelvis against the soft cheeks of her 
tingling buttocks, and then he fell forward over her back, exhausted and 
satiated.


Even as Yvette felt the twin ravaging cocks pumping their hot loads into 
her, her omnivorously palpitating vaginal walls suddenly began to 
spasmodically contract, desperately, milking at her son's wildly spewing 
cock and spilling a luxuriant flow of orgasmic secretions to mingle with his 
river of molten cum. She cried out, "Oh God! I'm 
cummmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmiiiinnnnnnnggggggggggg!" She thrust her convulsing loins 
back at Joe with wanton force, screwing herself hungrily onto his still 
pistoning young cock, her nostrils flaring as one long gasp of breath 
raspingly escaped from her heaving lungs as though she had been hit in the 
stomach with a powerful fist. She collapsed under them then, her body 
quaking uncontrollable sensations floated her down gently from the peak she 
had reached.


Still unseen and unheard by the door, young Kathy's face colored crimson as 
she felt herself about ready to explode. She was both frightened and 
ecstatic. She hung for a moment, teetering on the edge of erotic, 
breathtaking release, her whole lithe, half-exposed body vibrating as hot, 
passion-spilled secretions gushed from her dilated vagina, covering her 
rummaging hands and fingers to run in viscid prickly rivulets down her slim 
white inner thighs to the floor below. A piercing wail of blissful release 
reverberated from her, though she wasn't aware of it at the moment, lost as 
she was in the savage fury of her first orgasm. And she stayed on her 
nakedly exposed legs that way for a moment, her tremulously spasming young 
buttocks still swaying in the air, unable to bring herself to withdraw her 
lust-drenched fingers from her open vagina until the last dying throbs had 
stilled in her quaking teenaged body. But as her sanity slowly returned, she 
opened her clenched eyes and stared over at the couch again, stark fear 
gradually replacing the delightful sensations still filling her quivering 
young flesh. Sitting up in such a way that her matted pubic hair wetly 
glistening in the light through the doorway, she forgot all about pulling 
down her skirt before the startled stares of three pairs of eyes.


* * *


CHAPTER FOUR


Yvette had lain under the heavy spent bodies of her sons, their sweating 
flesh oozing over her supple nakedness in collapsed satiation. She had felt 
Joe's deflated penis withdraw from inside her fever-flushed pussy, her still 
clasping vagina flooded and used as had been her sperm-coated mouth. A long 
sigh of drawn-out relief had breathed from her heaving chest as she had 
closed her eyes and had slowly drifted into a semi-comatose state. Then she 
heard the long moan. She struggled to raise herself from the tangle of 
bodies, her startled eyes opening wide as she realized that the scream was a 
female's! It was Kathy!


"Kathy!" she moaned in shocked humiliation at the horrifying thought of 
Phil's daughter seeing her like this, obscenely naked with her own sons and 
with her exposed vagina and gasping mouth still filled with the wetnesses of 
sperm and secretions from the loins of her fourteen year old children. She 
opened her lips in shame, unable to speak, hearing only faintly the distinct 
sound of Kathy's tearful cry, "Daddy!" Yvette was too paralyzed to move 
except to jerk her arm up and cover her mortified face, collapsing in a 
sobbing, helpless heap back down onto the floor. There was nothing else to 
do, her face reddening from the terrible humiliation of Phil's child's eyes 
locked coldly upon her degraded and used body. But, Yvette corrected her 
observation, those eyes were hot and fevered, not cold.


The initial shock of being discovered abruptly cleared, and she realized 
that Phil's daughter had not been standing in the doorway gaping with 
loathing horror! The young, curvaceous mother flung her arm away and looked 
again, fully realizing now that Kathy was staring back at her in a mirrored 
reflection of her own fright and humiliation, that she was on the floor with 
her naked white legs high and splayed wide, her slender young fingers caught 
in the tender crevice of her wet, pink vagina! Kathy's cry had not been one 
of terror, it had been one of orgasmic release! She had been watching Yvette 
with Joe and Neil and had been finger fucking herself! "Oh, Kathy!" Yvette 
mumbled, finding somehow the strength and courage to crawl from beneath the 
sprawled naked bodies and totteringly stand. The child was following her 
movements but again she cried pitifully, "Daddy!"


Kathy's eyes trailed the length of Yvette's white trembling curves, coming 
to rest at her full, wet thighs where thin, sticky trails of the lewd sperm 
Joe had just pumped into her could still be seen glistening. The salacious 
reminder made her shiver inside, and Kathy clutched at the door frame for 
support, rising to her own wobbly feet, feeling the moistness of her own 
climactic juices spill down her legs in a distorted caricature of Yvette's 
condition. She couldn't think of anything to say, any excuse for her own 
mortification or any words for the obviously abject woman.


Suddenly, the full significance of the situation dawned on Yvette. My God, 
she thought. He could put her in jail! What Joe had done to Kathy and both 
twins had done to her as well was what she had allowed them to do, all faded 
into insignificance beside the complicity of Kathy Hoffman. How in God's 
name could all of this be justified to Phil? It couldn't, Yvette realized. 
There was no way he could be expected to accept all this even if he 
understood it! She thought or rather she tried to think of the steps she 
must take. In the first place, she mustn't expect Kathy to face her father 
alone ... she mustn't ... she must ... oh God! There was nothing in her 
brain. Nothing she knew how to do. She must get a drink and clear her head. 
She must take control but control of what? Like a mindless zombie she passed 
Kathy and stepped through the door of the clubhouse, automatically pulling 
the robe around her out of long habit.


At first Kathy could only think of her father and what he would say or do. 
She had never known him to be angry, but she didn't want to hurt him! And 
she didn't want him to be hurt by anyone else! She could not imagine 
anything more abhorrent than what she had seen yet somehow she was 
completely and inextricably involved. How? She had finger fucked herself and 
that was surely shameful enough, but her guilt seemed to her to go deeper 
than this. Why? Should she have tried to stop them? But they wouldn't have 
listened to her, would they? Maybe her sin was watching what was not her 
business to watch. Maybe she should have gone back to the house when she saw 
something so personal taking place. Then she thought with a start that she 
should not have watched this morning either when her father and Yvette were 
making love! Nor should she have leaned on Joe's shoulder. Now that she knew 
what arousal was all about, she felt deeply ashamed. It was all her fault, 
every last bit of it!


Yvette had not looked well when she had gone past her a moment ago. She had 
to talk to her! Above all she didn't want her taking the blame! Kathy, too, 
turned away from where the twins were still recuperating from their 
unbelievable orgy to run into the house. "Yvette!" the child called into the 
house even before she reached the screen door. Then she saw the lovely 
silver-haired woman with the telephone suspended half-way to her ear. 
"Yvette, don't!" she called. Yvette stared at her, her big brown eyes blank 
and uncomprehending.


"I ... I forgot what I was going to do," she said smiling faintly, replacing 
the phone in its cradle. Then she turned and walked into the living room 
with the same zombie-like appearance. Was it that bad? Kathy watched Yvette 
reach into a table beside the big chair and pull out a bottle. Was what had 
happened really so horrible? Is this what happened to you when you let your 
own sons fuck you? Yvette looked shocked, and Kathy grasped for some kind of 
answer for she could not unravel it all herself.


First of all she had watched her father and Yvette making love. It seemed so 
long ago now ... and so unimportant! They had a right to make love! They had 
every right to make love! Kathy knew her father wanted to marry Yvette. If 
Kathy had not made such a mountain out of a molehill, she would not have 
become involved with the twins and Yvette would not have tried to punish 
anyone and they would not have caught her and started what she now knew was 
an uncontrollable reaction in the body....


The telephone rang. Yvette was pouring herself a glass of scotch and seemed 
not to even hear the ring. Kathy picked up the receiver. "Hello," she said 
faintly.


"Hello. Is that you Yvette? I can't find Kathy...."


"Daddy!" Kathy shouted then. She had completely forgotten how worried he 
would be.


"Kathy, where have you been?"


"Right here. I tried to call."


There was a long pause during which Phil swallowed the turbulent emotions 
that begged expression. Ever since he was a child he had known how to take 
his time to swallow anger and fear before speaking. "Everyone's all right, I 
take it?" he asked finally.


"Daddy...." Kathy started hesitantly.


She didn't know what to say. There was something wrong with Yvette, yet how 
should she begin to explain? "Daddy!" she found herself beginning to 
whimper. "Daddy, it's all my fault!"


"What? What's all your fault? Honey are you all right? I'm way the hell out 
at your grandmother's house! Is Yvette there?"


"Y ... yes," the child reported but skeptically. The woman in the other room 
was blankly sipping something brown from a kitchen tumbler.


"Good! Now, listen to me," her father said softly. "Just say in one simple 
sentence the first thing that comes out of your head. Do you understand? 
Whatever the problem makes you say."


Kathy thought a moment and the pain in her heart seemed to grow. Her throat 
felt choked with tears. "I ... I saw you and Yvette, Daddy. I ... I'm sorry 
and then, I ... I wanted ... wanted Joe. I really did ... oh, Daddy, I'm 
sorry!" She started to cry. The tears poured forth in torrents. Her chest 
and shoulders heaved. And suddenly Yvette was beside her.


"Oh, baby, baby, what is it?" she asked. "Sweetheart, what's the matter?" 
She took the receiver from Kathy's hand. "Hello?" she said in a questioning 
voice.


"Yvette! What the hell is wrong with her? Is she hurt? Is someone hurt?"


"No," Yvette answered him calmly, as she came more to her senses at the 
sound of his voice. "No, it ... it's a sexual problem," she stammered.


There was a long pause. And he said quietly, "Yvette, fathers are 
notoriously unreasonable about their daughters' virginity. I ... I wish you 
would talk to her ... reasonably. Tell her, tell her for me it doesn't 
matter. I mean, using your body for pleasure, using your body to ... to 
straighten out your head the way they say it does now ... it's ... it's like 
eating, you know? Please let her know it's all right. Christ, it's my own 
damn fault! She saw us together, she says. Did she tell you that?"


"N ... no. Wh ... what did you say, Phil, about straightening out your head? 
With sex?"


"Well, some expert says you should do what you want. I don't know if it's 
true. Besides it doesn't make any difference. Hell, I love Kathy. Just as 
long as she knows how to take care of herself ... I don't know how to handle 
it, Yvette!"


"Oh ... oh," she said, still numbly. "Don't worry, Phil. I'll think of 
something."


"It'll take me a while to get there. I'm way the hell out at my mother's. I 
thought she might have come here. Couldn't get anyone on the phone so I 
drove out. You've got things in hand there?"


Yvette looked down at her scotch. "Yes ... yes, I think so, Phil."


' 'All right. See you in a jiffy. Love to Kathy and thanks a million. I love 
you, sweetheart!" he said softly.


"I love you too, Phil," she blurted. "See you soon!" She hung up the 
receiver and started to cry. She looked around. She could hear Kathy crying 
too. It was coming from the bedroom. She'd best go comfort her and do as 
Phil asked.


Phil was so relieved to know that Kathy was with Yvette. He left his 
mother's as soon as he could get away and hurried to the street where his 
old Dodge was parked and got in. His mind was relieved but it was also 
confused. Yvette had sounded none too reassuring. What had gone on back 
there in the little time he had been gone? When he had left, everything had 
been bright and cheery with Yvette smugly satisfied on the bed after a long 
and enriching fuck. He thought she would go to sleep while he went for 
Kathy. But then Kathy had apparently decided to play hookey from Sunday 
School. Well, he couldn't blame her. Midener was okay for adults, although 
Phil felt that he was even a little heavy in his sermons. He was a 
pessimist, too, in an indirect way. The whole world was one big rotten apple 
to Midener with one tiny good spot, himself! He started the engine, then 
slowly pulled away from the curb, then headed for home.


Phil Hoffman loved Yvette Morris not only physically but emotionally and 
mentally and any other way there might be. He really did want to marry her 
in spite of her odd aversion to sex. He didn't know what caused that either, 
though he supposed it was her upbringing. She was wonderful to work with, 
and the sex thing was the only thing barring him from making a concerted 
effort of have her marry him. He wanted a full, completely sensual woman, 
not one which had to be turned on with a Mickey Finn or something before she 
was willing. That had been the problem with Laura, with Kathy's mother. She 
was so hard to get near to love, and he had wasted years after her death 
condemning himself for not having tried harder.


He knew Yvette was not cold. Once she was excited, nothing turned her off. 
He could fuck her all night long, and she'd wake up in the morning with her 
hand around his cock begging for more before he had a chance to wake up. 
Well, he was certainly trying hard to break up the cold front that came 
first. He figured that with a little patience, it would disappear. He was 
hoping that having to help Kathy with her problem would help. It sounded to 
him Tike maybe Joe got into Kathy's panties. It was hard to imagine. She was 
so much like her mother ... so cold. He was glad that he had managed to be 
reasonable about it. His emotions had almost exploded at the very thought of 
any male near his daughter, but now his reason was beginning to convince his 
emotions. After all, she was a red-blooded human being, he hoped. So was 
Joe, and Kathy was a beautiful kid, if he did say so himself. Christ, maybe 
she had had both Joe and Neil. He'd never seen just one of the twins alone. 
Too, it could have been Neil. Kathy didn't know the difference between them 
any more than he did. He chuckled to himself. Yes, he was feeling much 
better, more and more reasonable about it as time wore on. Well that was 
healthy. Can't blame the kids for liking what we like ourselves!


The twins had lain together on the floor of the clubhouse for some time 
after Yvette and Kathy left. At first they were merely catching their 
breath. Then a rather overwhelming somnolence permeated their bodies and 
they almost dozed off, a glistening tangle of arms and legs. Never in their 
lives had they known anything so completely fulfilling. Whereas the fact 
that they had used their own mother so lewdly ought to have shamed them, it 
seemed only to make them feel that much more enriched. Both of them had been 
eyeing her for some time. She was a hell of a lot more inciting than 
pictures! And to think they had done it! Actually done it! Instead of 
getting all excited and having to jack off, they had really fucked her! Both 
of their fourteen year old heads floated in the same swirling, liquid dream 
of ecstasy for many, many minutes after that fuck!


Then slowly a normal everyday reality began to clear the honeyed air. The 
boys arose from their torpor and catching each other's eyes began to giggle 
and then laugh. Joe reached for Neil's fingers and they squeezed each other 
back and forth to keep the laughter going. But just as a train finally 
disappears down the tracks, eventually no more laughter could be pressed out 
of the situation and they rose from the hard floor and began to dress.


"Let's change the pictures back," Neil suggested.


Joe stared for a moment at the lion and Mr. Spock, both of whom seemed to be 
surveying the mousy-haired teenagers quite serenely. "Yeah, but let's just 
add them to the posters," Joe said. "Hell, they're the only witnesses we've 
got! Who else would believe it?"


That only started the laughter again, at least for a few minutes.


"Harry'd never believe it," Neil said suddenly, not really wanting Harry to 
know as the boy considered his older friend's attitude toward 'cunts' as he 
called them.


"Naaawwww," Joe answered, feeling some of the same hesitation himself.


"No sense even trying to tell him then," Neil continued. He was watching his 
brother's face carefully although trying to avoid being seen doing this.


Joe looked up and caught Neil's eye. "I ain't talking to nobody!" he said 
firmly. "Ma is ... well, Ma is Ma, that's all!"


His brother broke into a relieved grin and started pulling their joint 
collection of nude pictures out of the box into which they had thrown them 
earlier. "Yeah," he said. "Ma is pretty special, and she's ... kind of ours, 
you know?"


"Yeah, I know," Joe said softly. "It's funny. I keep thinking we should feel 
guilty or something, but I don't. Do you?"


Neil was quiet for some time while he tried to figure out why he felt no 
guilt or shame either. "The way I figure it," he said finally, "if there was 
anything wrong with it, Ma wouldn't have done it. She must have figured it 
was important to do. What do you think?"


"I suppose," Joe murmured thoughtfully. "Yeah, that sure sounds right!"


As Yvette Morris made her way toward the bedroom where Kathy seemed to be, 
the sobbing inside stopped while at the same time, the distraught woman felt 
another dizziness take hold of her entire being and again she couldn't 
remember what it was she was in the process of doing. All she could recall 
was how the awful pressure had abated under the onslaught of the opiate 
liquor. She started back for the living room suddenly, as though someone had 
called, and a kind of unsteady calm returned to her. She sat beside her 
empty glass and for a moment rocked, her arms around her naked legs which 
she had drawn up onto the couch. Her gown fell loosely open yet she felt 
nothing except the terrible guilt she bore, the horrid knowledge! She 
unfolded her hands and reached again for the bottle, but it was empty. She 
had to have more, she thought dreamily, and she stood, wavering now from the 
effects of her need more than from what she had already consumed. She 
staggered into the kitchen and found another bottle of scotch in her broom 
closet, under the dry mop. With almost superhuman effort she quickly 
uncapped it and took a draught straight from the long cold neck of the heavy 
bottle.


Her fingers were getting numb and she was dimly aware that she would have to 
find someplace to sit down before she fell down. Her mind was filled with 
utterly despairing thoughts. She felt unclean ... filthy! She lurched toward 
the bathroom, now overwhelmed with the need to be clean of the horrible sin 
which seemed to be coating her with a thin film of shame both inside and 
out. Frantically, she tore at the chrome handles of the bath, shedding her 
gown as the hot, steamy water cascaded into the tub, the rising vapor 
enveloping her in a heady mist. There was something ... something familiar 
... something important in the clean water that rose ... As she stood, 
watching the water rise, clutching the side of the tub to keep her balance, 
she looked down at her body, and, strangely, the loathing she expected to 
feel was replaced by emotional indifference and a confused study. Her 
breasts, imprinted by Joe's strong fingers still palpitated, but not only in 
sexual excitement. It seemed only yesterday that little hands, little 
fingers had reached up from splashing in the running water to catch at her 
hanging breasts. She remembered with a jolt how she had slapped those hands! 
Slapped them hard and red! She recalled the uncrying, startled green eyes. 
Then the image was lost. Her pubic hair with the dried youthful sperm and 
the inflamed tender pink cuntal lips, which Joe had so abandonedly 
manipulated with his young, hot, hard cock ... was it defiled? She couldn't 
think! She dazedly thought of the strange unleashed desires that seemed to 
have been long repressed within her, and again she saw the little fingers 
reach up from the tub and grab at her breasts. Oh, God, all she knew was 
that her two sons in a few moments had done what neither her husband nor 
Phil had ever done. They had brought a great hunger, a boiling passion to 
the surface and fed it, lanced it, destroyed it ... satisfied her in a 
bigger way than ever before. The little hands so long ago ... if only she 
hadn't slapped the little hands! She could have taken them away and kissed 
them. She had felt guilty about that slap for a long time....


Yvette stepped into the hot liquid, submerging her body with gentle, 
cautious care. With the water surrounding her white firm thighs, she stayed 
kneeling, feeling the healing cleanliness against her raw vagina. The wet 
heat of its contact that usually stirred up desires that made her shake with 
pleasure, today, after the first smart, caressed her with a magical sense of 
understanding. She couldn't resist letting the smooth plane of her loins 
kiss at the surface of the water. It was like a kiss of gratitude in her 
dazed mind. Then with her hands on the sides of the tub for support, she 
leaned forward with her legs slightly spread and her firm globular buttocks 
arched up like a round, delicate end to her sloping back, the crevice formed 
by her two big cheeks slightly parted. She could feel the heat pulling at 
the smooth, mousy tips of her pubic hair and very gradually she lowered the 
soft lips of her vagina again into the sensationally hot water. She felt as 
though she were lowering herself into a gigantic font, not of forgiveness 
but of acceptance and understanding, which ran back along her crevice to 
tease at her anus too before her entire groin was immersed in the pleasant 
heat of the bath. Again her clitoris became erect and she felt ... she felt 
somehow that it had all been necessary and that in the long run, it would 
turn out for the best!


* * *


CHAPTER FIVE


Yvette toweled her well scrubbed body until it glowed as pinkly as it could 
glow! Her brain still reeled a little from the scotch, but other than that 
she felt very good indeed. Whatever she had done, she was now convinced that 
it was healthy and that she had saved herself and her precious twins from 
some horrid psychotic hell that had been awaiting them in the future with 
gaping jaws! Yes sir! It had been the right thing to do! If they did it, 
then it must have been necessary to do! She was not sure Phil would see it 
that way, especially with Kathy involved, but Kathy had only been involved 
as an uninvited guest. She could not be responsible for everybody else's 
children and their capricious appearances in private places! She had all she 
could do to attend properly and healthily to her own children. However, she 
recalled a trifle guiltily, she had promised Phil that she would talk to the 
child about something. What was it he wanted her to tell Kathy now? Oh, God, 
she still could not think straight. The bath had done wonders for her in 
some ways, but it would take another glass of scotch to clear her brain. She 
dropped the soiled pink robe into the clothes hamper, tied the towel around 
her sarong style, and emerged from the still steaming room into the cool 
hallway.


She remembered that the scotch was still in the kitchen. This time she would 
make herself a nice drink with lots of ice. How good the day felt now! In 
fact, life had never felt so good for as long as she could remember. As she 
took the ice tray from the freezer, she noticed and enjoyed the way her 
fingers stuck to the bottom of the tray. She enjoyed the sound of the ice 
falling into the sink as she ran water over the bottom of the frozen 
container. There were birds in the apple tree because she heard them 
chattering back and forth. She dropped the cubes of ice into her glass from 
high in the air, just to hear them fall against the glass and each other. 
She poured more scotch than she really meant to, but the gurgling sound of 
the liquid and the dropping of the ice as thin supporting layers of each 
cube melted was so very pleasant to hear. Where was Kathy? Then she 
remembered that the child had gone into the bedroom. Perhaps she was 
sleeping.


Yvette tiptoed into the still sunny room. Kathy was sprawled across the bed, 
obviously still in the frustrated, pain-wracked state that Yvette had 
escaped, and the older woman's compassionate, maternal heart leapt toward 
the distraught girl. "Poor Kathy," she mumbled, startling the teenager so 
that she bolted upright and jumped from the unkempt bed.


"Oh, I'm sorry, Yvette. I didn't mean to use your bed! I didn't notice, I 
guess...."


"Of course, you didn't, dear. Now don't you worry about a thing. If you want 
to lie here, that's perfectly all right. Just let me straighten it up a 
bit." Yvette pulled the wrinkled top sheet toward the head of the bed with 
her free hand, and Kathy unconsciously helped her from the other side of the 
bed. Together they pulled the comforter and the pillows into some semblance 
of order. "Just lie back down on the comforter, honey," Yvette told Kathy 
reassuringly. "It's easier than a sheet to launder!" But Kathy still stood 
nervously to the side, and Yvette herself sat down, sipping at her scotch. 
Again her brain was becoming just a little thick, but it was a comfortable 
thickness with all the warmth of a firm sense of security.


"Yvette?" A distant voice was calling to her. "Yvette, I'm truly sorry!"


The child was standing by the bed, nervously knitting her fingers. "There's 
nothing to be sorry for, Kathy," Yvette tried to reassure her. "We are all 
human, and there are some things that ... that are beyond comprehension," 
she ended lamely. That's a cop-out, she thought with a brief and light 
twinge of self-disgust, but she was unable to figure out just what it was a 
cop-out from! There was a vague warning gnawing at the fringes of her 
consciousness that she had better stop drinking. Her mental faculties were 
not improving with all this scotch. She felt a weight then on the bed beside 
her, and the warm, sweet-smelling body of Phil's teenage daughter pressing 
around her. It was the child's arm she felt through the rough towel. 
Suddenly she felt guilty for the strong smell of scotch that must be on her 
breath and she placed her drink on the nightstand to her right.


"I've wanted to talk to you, Yvette," Kathy's voice came closer and then she 
felt the soft silky hair on her chest above a weight that leaned on her 
breasts. Yvette in her turn put her arms around the young girl. She was such 
a sweet thing and she must surely be confused. Maybe if she could encourage 
the child to talk....


"Honey, please talk. Please say anything you want." Then Yvette remembered 
hazily that Phil had said everything was all right. "Your father isn't upset 
by anything that happened. He couldn't be. How could he? He ... he does the 
same things. We all do!"


Strange warm feelings began to stir in Kathy. He did the same things! But he 
had never touched his daughter like Yvette had touched her sons! He never 
had, but ... but...."Yvette, do parents ... I mean, do you think my father 
... Do all parents want...."


Yvette's lips moved and she squeezed Kathy warmly, but for a moment no words 
would come. "I ... I don't really know, Kathy," she finally said. "But maybe 
I can find out for you. It ... it depends on circumstances probably."


"Daddy wants to marry you, doesn't he?" the child then whispered.


Yvette gulped. "Time will tell about that, I suppose." Marrying Phil did not 
seem crucial right now, for she could sense the frustrations and the fears 
and the uncertainties that were still rankling in Kathy's mind and flesh. 
She pressed her more tightly against her full white breasts and into her 
taut, roughly toweled belly. There were so many emotions that could not be 
calmed by words, so many questions that could not be answered by logic. 
Yvette knew! How well she knew that Kathy had only stirred herself into a 
frenzy of frustration with her finger-fucking and had left herself there 
like a broken ship on a shoal....


Kathy said, "I ... I think I could love you very much, Yvette. We are a lot 
alike, aren't we?" she asked tremulously. At this moment she glanced down 
and unwittingly glimpsed the mousy triangle of pubic hair where the 
too-narrow towel had ridden up. In an electrifying instant, she recalled the 
older woman's beautiful naked body that she had now seen twice before. She 
found herself wanting very much to see it again. Was it all right, she 
wondered to herself breathlessly. Was the Reverend Midener wrong about the 
world and its people and its sins? Just because he went around calling 
everything a sin! That didn't mean it WAS a sin, did it? A strange, hot 
tingling was continuing to grow in her warm girlish belly as Yvette spoke.


"We're both women, Kathy. We both like...." She was going to say men but 
something made her change her mind. "Sex," she finished unexpectedly. Kathy 
was staring down now at where she had seen her father's long, hard penis 
inside the exposed pink vagina, parting the moist, hair-lined lips which 
were now so entrancingly hidden by the softness of her pubic hair. Yvette's 
hair down there was the very same color as the twins' hair. Kathy found 
herself talking then, saying aloud what she seemed to need to say. "I 
watched you with Joe and Neil, Yvette, and I got just as excited as you did. 
I watched and watched and finally I couldn't stand it, just like you can't 
stand it. I finger-fucked myself until I made myself cum. I sat right there 
and watched you being fucked from behind by one twin and sucking the other 
twin at the same time and spread my legs and...."


"Kathy," Yvette whispered. "Don't! You are exciting yourself!"


"Oh, Yvette, we are alike! I thought I'd explode, it felt so good. And ... 
and I wanted both of the boys then, Yvette. I wanted one to stick his big 
hard penis in me like he was thrusting it into you, and I wanted the other 
to shoot his hot, white sperm into my mouth, too! I wanted them! I'm just 
like you, Yvette!"


Yvette swallowed hard, trying to clear the stupor from her brain caused by 
the alcohol, trying to concentrate on what Kathy was saying, what she felt 
and thought. Vaguely, she knew that the child was in some way reaching out 
for a mother, yet her words were lewd and they struck fire in the older 
woman, sending a thousand butterflies fluttering in her belly. Her breath 
was getting more difficult to draw into her lungs. She realized that in 
spite of her satisfaction and the Scotch, her nakedly rounded hips and 
thighs were actually throbbing as Kathy relived the scene in the clubhouse. 
The images of what she had done and what Kathy had done were swirling 
through her mind in a tornado of delirious pictures. She knew she had to say 
something, something reassuring because it seemed to her that Kathy was not 
really making statements at all but was asking some kind of question, some 
big question....


"It's ... it's a very natural feeling, Kathy. It's natural for you to want 
that. In some countries of the world you would be married by now. It's a 
gift really, a gift in your flesh." She pulled back a little from the girl 
so that she could better see her. Yvette was totally oblivious to the towel 
that was loosening from her voluptuous body, but she did notice the firmly 
curved body in the disheveled blouse and skirt. She mumbled, "May ... maybe 
we had better try now to forget about it for a while." She forced a smile to 
her lips.


"Forget?" Kathy was asking, disappointed. "Why forget if it's a gift?" she 
asked puzzled.


Yvette almost laughed out loud at herself. It was true. She had just 
finished praising something and now she was advising that they forget what 
they were praising! Good God! Would her befuddled brain ever be the same 
again? She grabbed the girl again and finally did laugh, catching Kathy into 
the laughter with her. They hugged one another as tightly as they could and 
started to rock on the bouncing, unstable mattress until finally Yvette's 
towel gave way altogether, and very softly and easily, the young girl 
started to pull it away, all the while admiring the exposure of white, 
ruby-nippled breasts, firm stomach and tiny waist, and the rest of the pubic 
triangle, whose hairs were the same color as the twins'. Yvette's silver 
hair was a dye job! Well, so what! In a rush of emotion, Kathy squeezed the 
older woman exuberantly and then before Yvette knew what was happening, 
Kathy removed her own blouse with a yank that popped another button. Then 
she immediately stood and pulled her skirt and panties down off her lovely 
legs so that she, too, was completely naked.


Yvette stared at her, her face flushed with incredible feelings of love that 
were not entirely without sexual content. Then Kathy embraced her again, 
pressing her face to one swelling white breast as if she were a baby. She 
felt her own hard nipple on the firmly pointed mound touch the child's cheek 
and a sudden, spasming surge of closeness, of warmth and passion, washed 
through her. "Oh, love me, Yvette," the child was babbling almost 
incoherently. "Love me! I so need you to love me, too!"


Yvette once more hugged her, and as she felt the fevered and trembling young 
flesh next to her own hot skin, she burst into joyousness. Of course! The 
child wanted to be as close as the twins! Kathy wanted a mother the way the 
boys had a mother! It was understandable, but she was no longer a child! 
Still, the woman's body did not necessarily mean a woman lived inside. Poor 
thing! She needed to be held and rocked. But there was no denying the fact 
either that a woman's body had a woman's sexual drives! But Yvette murmured 
endearments into the blonde hair which was nestled to her rising and falling 
breasts, stroking Phil's daughter's quivering back, rubbing Kathy's naked, 
satiny skin, feeling the tiny circumference of her waist, admiring the 
blonde pubic hair and young vaginal mound shamelessly exposed and open to 
the cuddlings of her father's girlfriend!


Naked they were. Naked to their emotions and souls as they were to their 
bodies, and both knew that the world was a little less terrifying, a little 
closer to being acceptable in spite of the Reverend Midener and his 
evil-tinted glasses! With a soft, moaning hiss, Kathy slightly crouched a 
bit more, spreading her shapely slim legs on the bed. Yvette couldn't help 
but clearly view the curvaceous teenager's enticing pink cuntal lips peeking 
through her lovely silken curls of light pubic hair, her white, soft, inner 
thighs a startling contrast to the swollen coral hue of her trembling, wet, 
cuntal crevice. Yvette took a deep breath, an inexplicable sensation 
tingling in her belly as if she was aroused by the lewd sight of the child's 
still virginal pussy, and she couldn't understand it, anymore than she could 
understand much of anything else that had happened that day, at least in a 
way that she could explain. She shook her head, trying to sweep away the 
dizzying influence of the scotch, end the unwanted stimulations which were 
rising in her sensually aroused loins.


"Oh, love me, Yvette," Kathy repeated in a muffled voice, her head still 
pressed to the one swelling warm breast. "Oooohhh," and then she spasmed, 
all the images of the day relighting the insane fires of her physical being. 
She began to tenderly tongue the woman's hot, pliant breast, kissing the 
soft, satiny flesh, light-headedly seeking the turgid little nipple which 
had once sustained her.


"Kathy, what...?" Yvette shrugged from the contact of the child's warm wet 
mouth to her erogenously sensitive skin, unable to break away as she should, 
wanting only to clutch the child closer and feel the lithe young teenager 
gasp and then close her lust moistened lips over the erect palpitating 
nipple, Kathy sucked, sucked voraciously as a lover might, nipping the 
hardened bud with her tiny, white teeth and then running the tip of her hot, 
moist, pink tongue over its now throbbingly rigid peak. "Mmmmmm," she 
passionately crooned. "Oh, Yvette, Yvette, I love you...."Her young body 
convulsed from the honeyed taste of the delicious resilient mound between 
her ovaled lips, and she sucked hungrily, lost in the reverie and warmth of 
the lusciously trembling white breast upon which she was feasting so 
delightedly. The various couplings she had seen still bellowed lusting fire 
through her system, her goaded young flesh yet unsatisfied from the 
ever-increasing build-up of the day's sensual events. The love she felt for 
the woman she expected to have as a mother ran rampant. No bounds appeared, 
no restraints, nothing but total and complete surrender!


Yvette rolled her head from side to side, her liquor-dazed mind a whirlwind 
of mounting passion. In a futile gesture, she forced Kathy's face up, her 
tingling nipple breaking from the suction of her sucking lips with a soft, 
wet sound. She cradled the child's head between quivering hands and said in 
an oddly moaning voice, "I ... I get excited when you do that and we can't 
... we can't do anything!" Her breath was ragged and gasping, while her 
whole being trembled with the ache of love, and yet not to love so utterly 
was to forget that they were women, perhaps Phil's future wife and his 
daughter! She stared with blinking eyes into her companion's blue ones, 
seeing the gleaming spark of passionate love and devotion there, and her 
warmly incited belly rippled sensuously with unwanted desires. "No ... we 
can't," she whispered, trying to convince her own alcohol blurred mind as 
much as Kathy's.


Kathy licked her moist, red-rimmed lips, hungry for more. "Why?" she asked 
simply, pain glistening in her wide eyes.


All Yvette could think of now was how she had regretted slapping the little 
hand in the tub.


Oh, God, she didn't want to hurt Kathy! Whatever the child's needs were....


"We're both alike, Yvette," Kathy was continuing, firm in this opinion. "I 
know if I love you, you must love me!"


"But we're...." Yvette choked, for Kathy was already slipping out of her 
grasp and moving closer.


"Kiss me, Yvette," Kathy said, harshly breathing. "Kiss me!"


A tortured moan erupted from Yvette, but she couldn't stop herself from 
responding. Her desire-moistened lips found Kathy's with an agile, soft, 
knowing possession, and her warm, wet tongue fluttered with forbidden 
hesitancy into her receptively waiting mouth.


Kathy, in spite of her Sunday school and her former ignorance, was in a 
fiery torment of unfulfillment. She ardently trembled all over with the 
abnormal taboo of the situation, and she sucked at Yvette's invading sweet 
tongue, kissing back hard, a lover's kiss, a kiss she would normally have 
given to ... to one of the twins! She reached upward to touch and caress the 
quivering, full breast she had unwantingly left with her eager mouth, 
feeling the warm wetness her saliva had given its erect, straining nipple, 
and her tender, slim fingers caught the trembling bud to roll and squeeze in 
a delicately understanding way that only a woman could know. Yvette gasped 
momentarily, closing her eyes, as the new passion-inciting sensation coursed 
through her.


"Oh ... oh, no, darling," she mewled. But she voided her own denials by once 
more unrestrainably kissing her lovely stepdaughter-to-be, only stronger, 
erotically aroused with fervency and a glowing physical aching which burned 
deep in her impetuously excited loins. She lay frozen against the soft, 
smaller feminine body pressing hotly, undulating against hers, a dry and 
strangling choke in her throat as she slavered with her urgent tongue, 
feeling Kathy's sharp teeth and velvety inner cheeks. The child's small, 
soft hand gently stroked her palpitating, naked breasts, pausing to taunt 
her stretched, prickling nipple again, then she began trailing her trembling 
fingers lightly down over the older woman's sensuously naked curves, 
shifting her position on the bed until they were lying facing each other.


In overwhelming perplexity, Yvette stared wide-eyed in the waning light at 
the heavily breathing form of Phil's nakedly squirming daughter whose 
intimate touches were both exciting and revolting her in equally stupefying 
proportions, the combined effect of the two emotions leaving her barren of 
any power to act. "Ooooooh, Kathy, oooooh!" she whispered, the girl's 
supple, slightly lean hips quivering hotly as they pressed with intensely 
spurred desire against her own nakedness.


"Shhhhh, Yvette," Kathy passionately sighed. "Just relax and love me." She 
brought her other warm slender hand up and affectionately touched Yvette's 
cheek. The woman lay breathlessly still while the delicately loving fingers 
ran down to her tremulous lips and moved gently along them in a knowing 
sensitively feminine caress, and then over her small chin to the long, 
smooth neck. The grown woman gasped and shivered fervidly beneath the 
spider-like tracing fingertips.


"You're so pretty, Yvette," Kathy sighed. "I've always admired you, 
especially when I've seen you naked like today," she admitted, "I certainly 
can see why Daddy's in love with you. Have ... have you been fucked by many 
men, Yvette?"


Yvette was jolted by the lewd question with its shocking, forbidden word and 
meaning. At first she didn't know how to answer or if she should answer at 
all. But what did she have to be ashamed of? Besides, Kathy had seen 
everything that day. "I ... I've only had my ... my former husband, your 
father and ... and ... you know." She groaned with the obscene omission, 
which only seemed to steep her sensuously infused body in further entrancing 
passion.


"I haven't had any cocks in me, yet," Kathy admitted as though she were 
talking about arithmetic assignments. But then her voice slurred thickly. "I 
haven't yet, but I will, oh God, I will!" She took her hand, the one which 
had been lightly touching the older woman's face and brought it down between 
her own parted, quivering wet, thighs. A roaring tide of lust-provoked 
arousal swept blindingly over the lovely young teenager. She dug her 
unsatiated firmly sinewed hips into the soft bed and before Yvette could 
stop her, she obliviously began to lewdly stroke her hand up and down her 
light, hair-fringed, vaginal crevice between her white, satin-soft inner 
thighs. "Yes...." she dazedly moaned in a coarse voice as her urgent fingers 
luridly parted her coral-tinged pussy lips and once more slid inside the 
warm velvety depths of her hot vibrant cunt. "Yes, down there, down in my 
cunt ... oooooohhhh, I can feel a cock pumping inside me already. Oh, God!"


Yvette sucked in her breath in stunned shock, her eyes bulging as she saw 
her semi-naked daughter-to-be jerk her sparse, hair-covered young loins 
upward to expose more of her moistened pink vaginal mouth, her slim eager 
fingers worming in and out of the small wet mouth with a regular beating 
rhythm. She stared, both repelled and enamoured for some inexplicable 
reason, unable to tear herself from the wildly licentious display. "Oh, my 
God, Kathy!" she groaned, reaching her hand down in an effort to still the 
salaciously flying fingers, but Kathy kept on as if demon-propelled, and her 
father's girlfriend felt her own trembling hand being drawn across the soft, 
blonde pubic curls and the wet, pulsating flesh, causing her own intensely 
excited cunt to tingle with lascivious arousal.


"Oooooohhh, it's so wonderful, Yvette. Please don't stop! Keep on, keep on!" 
Kathy pulled her little hand free then, pressing herself a bit closer to her 
lover, lewdly angling her lower body in such a way that her flushed wet 
loins and quivering white buttocks were arched and splayed so that Yvette 
could have full access to her seething, moist pussy, undulating her youthful 
fire-filled hips with abandonment, her tingling cunt secreting its hot 
passion-juices to wash over Yvette's hand. The twins' mother tried to stop 
the forbidden lewd act but she couldn't. It was as though she had been 
bewitched, and she began automatically and pervertedly to stroke Kathy's 
tender pussy, running her finger lightly through the virginal valley of raw 
pink flesh as the girl shuddered and gasped for air. With her legs spread 
and buttocks raised from the bed, Yvette could even see the child's 
puckered, tiny hairless rosette that was her anal opening and reflexively 
moaned from the provocative revelation. This was depraved, morally wrong and 
sick! But she was growing more exited by the second, more sensuously excited 
by Phil's daughter's acts and curvaceous young body. Perhaps because it was 
Phil's daughter....


Then Yvette was unable to comprehend what was taking place. Again, Kathy's 
hand moved to the older woman's throbbing breast and her face nestled 
against her other titillated, pointed mound, her tender, child-like lips 
closing over the hardened nipple with ever-increasing intensity. Yvette 
sensed her breasts grow painfully rigid, and she uncontrollably gave in, 
letting her incensed crazed body follow up, rubbing hard against the 
curvaceous teenager's supple hot flesh with her own flaming loins and lewdly 
racing hand. Kathy's thighs parted still more and she rolled over so that 
her smoothly shaped legs were tightly entwined about Yvette's, the soft down 
of her pubic hair brushing warmly, while Yvette continued to knowingly rub 
her fingers up and down the velvet-like, moistly warm crevice of her young 
virginal lover's sensuously incited pussy. Then Kathy's own hands were off 
Yvette's breasts and were coursing over her full, rounded buttocks, pulling 
them licentiously apart to stroke the sensitive little anus so delicately 
with her tiny caressing finger. The mother trembled and moaned from the lewd 
and unknown desires seething in her passion-rekindled loins, for Kathy was 
moving her probing, exploring fingers around to her cunt with taunting 
feather-like strokes, and Yvette was unable to restrain from arching her 
tremulous buttocks and let one long leg slowly rise and bend in response. 
"Kathy, we have to stop!" But her plea died in a strangled mixture of 
sensual sob and sigh, her flesh pulsing with incited lust as her perverted 
fingers responded with still more fevered motions, sliding in and out of 
Kathy's moistened, tight vagina, massaging her tiny, erect clitoris with 
avid thumb and forefinger.


Her hand now whipping madly in the older woman's hot lubricated flowering 
cunt, Kathy cast all thoughts of right and wrong away, and she let her 
tongue trail between Yvette's upthrust, firm breasts, nibbling with her 
sharp teeth at the diamond-chip nipples and soft satiny skin. The mother 
quivered ungovernably as goose bumps raced over her smooth skin from the 
unexpected erotic delights, and she tried once more to protest in feeble 
words, but she seemed unable to voice anything except a long, moaning sigh. 
Then the teenager's hot liquid tongue was sliding down over her trembling 
belly, and Kathy ground her lips and mouth for a moment to the woman's 
navel, raising soft mewls and gasps from the naked victim's opened gasping 
mouth. Again, Yvette sought to stop her, but it was as if she had been 
paralyzed, for as Kathy moved lower, maddening patterns of indecent, 
fantastically intoxicating sensations trailed after her gently nipping 
teeth, and the silver-haired beauty felt her quivering, full white thighs 
opening still wider to the delicious onslaught of fingers which were so 
lovingly thrusting in and out of her hot clasping pussy.


As her lovely teenage lover began to shower hot moistened kisses on her 
quivering soft thighs and then higher on the flushed, puffy mound of her 
sensitively swollen genital flesh and pouting wet, hair-lined lips between 
them, Yvette's gasping breath caught in her throat and constricted there 
momentarily. She inched her trembling long legs even wider apart as if hands 
were lewdly forcing them, allowing the girl to reach the soft, fuzz-rimmed 
outer lips of her desire-inflamed pussy. A great shudder of never-before, 
pleasurably obscene sensations coursed through her as Kathy's tiny, hot 
tongue found her ragingly quivering clitoris and gently sucked it up into 
her warm, wet mouth. Simultaneously, a wave of revulsion ran through the 
woman as she realized the enormity of their forbidden perversion ... woman 
with woman! But the intense sensual stimulation, the knowledge of their 
common love for Phil and "their need to reach other, their need for each 
other, heightened by a little too much scotch, was too overwhelming for 
Yvette's feeble opposing forces.


Kathy extended more of her tiny, wet, pink tongue, teasing the folds of 
Yvette's wildly sensual, hot crevice and then sucked delightedly at the 
quivering, liquid warm flesh as Yvette arched off the bed in an involuntary 
action, rotating her soft, nakedly rounded body upward toward her lover's 
hungrily grazing mouth. The teenaged child found that instead of wondering 
doubts, she was experiencing a triumph of erotic discovery from the thrill 
of the wetly exciting mouth-genital contact. Remembering what she had 
overheard in school, about the girls who practiced the act and openly 
bragged about it, she lashed out in a torrent of craving want, invading with 
completely felt freedom, forgetting where she was or who she was, only that 
she was drinking ambrosia and smelling sweet musk from the dilated, hot, wet 
pussy of her father's girl.


Yvette raised her head to watch in lewd captivation as Kathy nestled her 
lovely sucking face into the hollow between her open thighs. She sensed the 
girl's soft passionate kisses on her fervid skin, on the tender intimate 
creases, the hot expulsions of her breaths. Mostly, she felt the tiny magic 
tongue licking her wetly inflamed cleft, simply licking in long morally 
destroying strokes from the top of her cuntal crevice to the bottom, not 
entering but bringing her to a writhing, lifting of her loins with each slow 
up-lick of teasing girlish tongue on sensitive labia. Her tiny clitoris 
hardened even more as it peeked out further to enjoy a taunting tickle from 
Kathy's loving lips. Yvette passionately hissed and rolled her dazed head 
slowly back and forth on the pillow as Kathy reached up with both small 
hands to enticingly play with her now throbbing, straining breasts, while 
the child's impish, hot tongue became still hungrier, licking everywhere in 
her wildly throbbing pussy, thrashing like liquid fire in the combination of 
saliva and cuntal secretions. Her belly rippled and her loins spasmed 
wantonly, pressing with vibrantly salacious tension to bring that wonderful 
tongue tighter into the quivering center of her being!


Never breaking the fervent, lapping contact with her eager young mouth, 
tongue, and lips, Kathy moved around on the bed again, gasping air in short 
surges. Even her nose was buried, immersed in the licentious depravity of 
her starved lovemaking in her soon-to-be-mother's wet, steaming cunt. Now 
she was stretched out alongside Yvette, her shapely, trembling legs splayed 
wide, invitingly before Yvette's lust-filled eyes. The silver-haired mother 
gazed half-mesmerized at the proffered enticing triangle of juvenile, 
moistened pubic hair undulating a few inches from her desire-slackened 
mouth, enshadowing the swollen, blood-filled vaginal lips of the teenager. 
It seemed to her that the erotically lewd sight was sublime and beautiful. 
She once more brushed her own eager fingers over Kathy's moistened, flushed 
cuntal area, and this made the young girl tremble, more little droplets of 
gem-like secretion appearing along the intensely flowered lips of her 
quivering, teenaged cuntal crevice. The intimate flesh felt softer and 
hotter to Yvette, and she quaked with the impassioned desire to kiss it. But 
she couldn't. She couldn't!


But to her shocked amazement, she found herself covetously clutching at the 
beautiful child's naked white buttocks and drawing her head closer to the 
tender well of her little lover's pent-up passions, her face tangling in the 
blond wisps of pubic curls with anxious desire. All her flimsy resistance 
melted in lust and love. Her lush, moistened lips and tongue burrowed into 
the soft flaccid folds of the virginal pussy, licking molten swaths all the 
way from the child's tiny, puckered anus to her seethingly lubricated cuntal 
hole and then up, up to her tiny, quivering clitoris. She swept back and 
forth through the hot velvety flesh, flicking her eagerly laving tongue 
several times against the palpitating erect, tiny clitoris, then toward the 
round, viscous-covered opening of Kathy's snug, hymen-guarded vagina, 
plunging in far enough to feel her intact maidenhead and the rippled walls 
of heated virginal flesh which nibbled and milked voraciously at her tongue. 
Then she withdrew to taunt her urethra before traveling up the satin-smooth 
vale between her lush white buttocks, returning to the tiny crinkled mouth 
of Kathy's pulsating rectum with excited wantonness. "Ooooooh! It's so 
wonderful! Faster, Yvette, faster!"


Fitting her wide-spread loins down over the older woman's plundering mouth 
and lips by raising her own hips, Kathy pressed her incited glistening pussy 
against the wildly flaying tongue with inhuman demand. As she did so, she 
furiously lashed back in the woman's delicious-tasting cunt, her own 
yet-unsatiated passions mounting and mounting, her bill-like fingers 
plucking as might a bird at the strainingly expanded little nipples until 
finally she took one hand away and salaciously sought, then penetrated her 
father's girlfriend's tight nether ring, the dimpled hole of her anus, 
venturing tenderly into the warm, soft, fleshy passage. Immediately she 
commenced a stimulating sawing motion in and out in the manner of a small, 
slender penis that sent a wild trembling through her gasping companion. All 
of Yvette's untapped, unrestrained fury was loosed upon the child's 
delicious nectared cunt then, and she choked and gasped as she strove to 
bring Kathy to the same orgasm that she was nearing!


This time the shadow in the open doorway was somewhat larger, for instead of 
the child witnessing the adults, this time it was Phi!


Hoffman who stood there. He had stopped for a beer and had two so that he 
was in a fine, mellow mood when he entered the house. But one incredulous 
glimpse into the bedroom destroyed his smiling mood and paralyzed his face 
temporarily into an expression of shock. He stopped short, the air bursting 
from his lungs, his body weaving from shock at the pure degeneracy of the 
carnally impossible scene. In unblinking awe, mumbling incoherently under 
his fevered breath, Phil was engrossed to the point of stupor by what he saw 
obscenely depicted on the heaving bed. It couldn't ... it just couldn't be 
his daughter! And Yvette? Christ almighty! They were insanely wrapped in a 
lover's embrace! In a lesbian coupling! Sucking each other's cunts, of all 
the damned idiotic things!


* * *


CHAPTER SIX


In spite of a long habit of waiting until he cooled off before speaking or 
acting in an intense situation, Phil Hoffman had no idea how to control 
himself before this. He stared incredulously at the sight of Yvette's 
salaciously bobbing head almost completely engulfed by his own daughter's 
blonde silken pubic fleece and undulating hips! The woman's lascivious 
tongue was swirling into the young, moist pink cunt like a ravaging flame of 
fire, licking at the edges of her firm vaginal slit, nipping them, teasing 
them, sliding her wide-open lips from erect pink clitoris to tenderly 
clenching anus. And his beloved Kathy ... her eyes glazed with an ecstatic 
film of youthful lust ... sent a shiver through both Hoffman's and Yvette's 
bodies as the teenager's distorted face gyrated against the greedily hungry 
wet passage he'd enjoyed fucking that very morning! Phil's head threatened 
to burst from the mind-shattering salacity, from the lewd noises of mewlings 
and moanings the two females were luridly expelling in their prurient bliss. 
He groaned, his mind irrational and a shambles as he continued to stare at 
the impossible nightmare. Just what had his daughter been doing when he 
thought she was in Sunday School? She certainly didn't resemble any 
greenhorn! He'd never imagined such incestuous, rampant abuses actually 
happening, and now he realized that all of Yvette's puritanical behavior was 
so much shit, that her avoiding his kissing her vagina was very likely 
because he was the wrong gentler! It was all too obvious that she was a wild 
and insatiable lover when it came to another woman! And how did his daughter 
get into this? His eyes frosted with tears of hurt and outrage!


The damn bitches! Damn them all to hell! He'd punish them! He had to strike 
out and soothe his own misery and mortification! He'd fix them! He'd fix 
them both, sure as hell! He stripped off his own clothes with lightening 
speed, intent on extracting his vengeance by fucking Yvette like the tramp 
she was. Kathy, he'd take care of later, if he could ever bring himself to 
speak to her again! Right now, his confused mind ablaze with irrationality, 
he ran naked across the room, his hardened, fully erect cock, incited easily 
by the obscene spectacle, leading the way. Boiling over with anger, Phil 
Hoffman clambered onto the bed. "Fuck!" he barked hysterically. "Look here, 
you lesbian bitches!" he shouted.


Yvette's and Kathy's performance came to a breath-gasping halt with his 
sudden violent presence. The older woman looked up and saw her lover 
kneeling over her, legs wide, his menacing cock like an iron cudgel 
thrusting out from his angry loins and a merciless leering grin she had 
never before seen on Phil, contorting his open mouth into a satanical twist. 
Her face was glistening wet from her labors, and her voice echoed the terror 
and humiliation which suddenly gripped her. "Phil!" she wailed.


"Yeah, it's Phil, you slut!" He began to laugh again in a raucous and 
contemptuous way. "And I'm going to fuck you, Yvette, like you've never been 
fucked before in your entire life, do you hear me? You're going to get it 
like you deserve, slut!"


Yvette's heart felt as though it would burst with anguish, seeing Phil like 
this, being with his daughter like this, naked and shamelessly groveling on 
the bed, yet all explainable, or she had thought it was ... somehow. "Oh, 
Phil! Phil! I ... I love you so much." It was all she could think of to say.


Phil stared at her. He couldn't believe his ears! How did she dare? "Who in 
hell are you to talk about love!" he roared.


Kathy had been so frightened, she had frozen into the warmth and wetness of 
Yvette's pacifying cunt. Now she could not be still. She had never seen her 
father angry like this, and it terrified her, but she could not let Yvette 
take the blame. "Daddy, please! Yvette didn't want to! She did it for me!"


"For you? Damn!" He snapped his eyes onto his petrified daughter who was 
nonetheless braving his fury. "Damn!" he hissed again confusedly between his 
clenched teeth. He was beginning to feel exasperated with himself now that 
he did not hold himself in control. At this point, he didn't comprehend much 
of anything, but a delicious indifference to the morality of the situation 
began to creep over him. She loved him? Is that what she had said? He looked 
at Yvette, then at his naked daughter, and he suddenly realized that it 
didn't matter in the least if his Yvette was getting satisfaction from his 
daughter, as long as it wasn't another man! Oh how much better he was 
feeling as his anger ebbed away! He could even think again! It could be that 
Kathy had accomplished with Yvette exactly what he needed. If Yvette were in 
the hot, passionate throes of being an uninhibited woman, he wasn't going to 
object! And didn't she say she was in love with him? Had he heard right? He 
felt his penis throbbing and his balls suddenly aching with a new intensity, 
causing small drops of seminal emission to ooze anticipatorily from his 
pulsing cock-head, wetting his long, hard foreskin covered shaft. "I want to 
fuck you, Yvette. I want to fuck you right now, but ... but because I ... I 
love you, not because I'm angry!"


"Oooooohhhhh, Phil...." panted Yvette.


"No, Daddy!" Kathy cried out. "Fuck me, Daddy! Please!" she gasped, begging. 
"Please? You love me too, don't you? Oh, please love me, Daddy! I ... I 
always wanted you to...." She squirmed around so that she was on her hands 
and knees, her beautifully slim young buttocks spread invitingly and 
lasciviously before him, the wetness of Yvette's saliva and her own 
secretions making her satin-soft inner thighs and slightly opened pink cunt 
lips gleam with excitement.


"But you're a ... a...." Yvette started to say.


"Oh, Daddy, please! I'm so hot for a man, and I'm never going to be without 
one again, but the fir...." Kathy started to admit that he was the first one 
and then a second sense warned her that if he thought she was a virgin, it 
would probably deter him.


Phil groaned. His head felt like a spinning top! If there was one thing he 
could hope for Kathy, it was that she know how to love. Maybe ... maybe more 
than anything else, it would help her find the right man. Maybe she wouldn't 
settle for less love than his. Maybe he was just rationalizing too. Maybe he 
was looking for excuses for what he had secretly wanted for so long. Yvette 
seemed to be waiting very objectively for his decision. In fact, she was 
even smiling the way ... the way she might smile if Kathy wanted a lollipop 
against his will. She was smiling as if to say, "What are you going to do?" 
She knew he wanted to give in and it didn't seem to be a terrible thing to 
her at all! Without objections from anywhere, he was pure putty. He slid on 
his knees over behind his lovely daughter and fingered the generating heat 
of her wet, pink cunt that Yvette had so joyously moistened with her 
love-hungry tongue and mouth. His throbbing cock made jolting electric-like 
contact with the young silken pubic curls covering her slim folding of 
glistening vaginal flesh, adding to the delicious feel of his rubbing 
fingers suddenly taunting her quiveringly erect tiny clitoris and tight 
cuntal hole, causing her to undulate passionately in tiny circles with her 
hips and trembling buttocks raised licentiously in the air, moaning 
feverishly in anticipation.


All she could think of was that her father had given Yvette his cock and now 
finally he was giving it to her! Like Yvette, she was receiving his love! 
Kathy was beside herself with smoldering youthful desire which her 
mother-tobe's loving tongue and her own physical unfulfillment had effected. 
The inner mounting of tension from all the provocative build-up she'd seen 
and been part of that day made her whimper as devilish tingles of unhidden 
lust rippled over her still virginal flesh. She squirmed back against Phil 
in unknowing, eager passion as he inserted his finger farther up inside her 
hotly sensitive young pussy, within the small membraneous mouth of her 
tautened hymen, thrusting into her tensely seething wet channel while making 
simultaneous contact with her tiny palpitating clitoris.


The salacious view of Phil's huge hardened cock poised at the mouth of his 
daughter's tight, virginal little cunt, and the still developing white 
beauty of Kathy's resiliently trembling buttocks, raised and readily 
waiting, plus the pink crevice parting them, made Yvette quiver with an 
unexpected gasp of lustful captivation. The fleshy rigid tip of Phil's 
penis-head sliding up and down through the velvety moist crevice of Kathy's 
pussy now, the underside of his wide hard shaft wet and glistening was 
hypnotically fascinating as always for her. Her mouth dropped open while she 
watched his daughter work her sweet buttocks tightly around his penis, her 
toes straining against the bed for proper leverage as she pushed her tight, 
soft-haired young cunt slowly but bravely back toward his throbbing, thick 
cock. Finally, Phil leaned forward and spread Kathy's anxiously quivering 
young buttocks lustfully as he guided his thick, trembling cock forward, its 
rubbery pulsing head parting the flushed, softly hair-fringed lips of her 
tender, girlish vagina, making her groan when she experienced the first hard 
pressure against the tight, elastic opening of her unstretched young cunt. 
He was pushing less than gently. The euphoric state he was in did not allow 
him to notice the hymen. He expected difficulty. She had never known a cock 
the size of his. The twins were only kids!


"Uuuuggghhhhh!" she grunted out as the fiery, wet tip wormed in, harshly 
widening her moistly resilient passage until she felt as if her expanded 
soft thighs were splitting apart from the unexpected but bearable strain. 
"Uuuugh, uuuugggghhhhh!"


"You're hurting her," Yvette could not resist warning.


"Oh, don't stop, Daddy, please!" Kathy pleaded. "Please don't stop!"


Then Phil Hoffman, goaded almost to the point of ferocious frenzy by her 
crying desire, drove his huge lust-inflated cock heavily into the once 
undefiled, child-like cunt of his own daughter, spearing her wet, 
desire-inflamed channel without the tenderness or regard he meant to give 
her, ripping away her taut little hymen as if it were nothing but a cobweb 
that fell unnoticed. His plunging rod of hotly poling flesh slid up into her 
tightly resistant vaginal tunnel with a plowing fury, pushing the soft, 
moistened pink walls of her conquered pussy in rippling waves before it. 
There was no stopping him, until with a wet resounding slap of his 
sperm-bloated balls against the underside of her upraised cuntal crevice, he 
buried his shaft of lust-hardened cock-flesh deep, deep within her young 
quaking belly. He lay unmoving for a moment, his chiseled face contorting 
licentiously with the sheer, raw pleasure of her tight virgin hole, clasping 
hotly around his thickly pulsating cock like a warm, honey-dipped fist. And 
at the obscenely debauched sight of her helpless and naked white body bent 
lewdly before him, the entire throbbing length of rigidly aching penis 
entered and enclosed in the wet velvety sheath of her excitedly cock-stuffed 
young cunt.


Kathy felt a white-hot agony like an explosion searing her virginal loins 
and shocked, cringing belly, while her soft, sensitive flesh was suddenly 
one mass of living fire from her father's unexpectedly brutal onslaught. She 
was momentarily stunned insensate, unable to stir from the intense pressure 
of paralyzing pain, and there was silence then, save for the moanings which 
came bubbling from her own mouth and the harsh ragged breathing from Yvette, 
who was watching with anxious wonderment. Then Phil flexed his huge virile 
cock inside her, and the tormentedly stretched length and breadth of her 
completely impaled vaginal passage jerked with a knife-like torture. With 
great exertion, however, she controlled any more temptations to moan or 
groan. She could sense that her father was in a whole other world than this 
one.


And that was true. Phil Hoffman was for a moment back with Kathy's dead 
mother. He was doing it the way he had long wished he had done it with her. 
Perhaps if he had been harsher and surer of himself, she would have loved it 
more. God, how much of our youth we waste on uncertainties and ineptness! 
Now it felt as though he were making up for all that wasted time in some 
crazy irrational way! He started a slow rocking motion between Kathy's 
trembling and weakened thighs, and she spread her legs further apart in an 
effort to relieve some of the unbelievable pressuring agony, experimentally 
flexing and unflexing her inner cuntal muscles as his long, thickly hardened 
cock continued to fully pack the tight wet hole he had furiously opened up 
between her widespread legs. She gently wriggled and contorted her hips, 
determinedly, wondering through the haze of genital pain how her mother had 
ever stood her father's rupturing her hymen that first time, but as Phil 
started to fuck into her slowly with his long burgeoning penis, in and out 
of her tightly clinging little passage, little by little the original 
breathtaking pain subsided and in its place came miraculous flames of rising 
desire. Almost immediately a coating of warm perspiration bathed Kathy's 
naked flesh and her body began to twist and writhe without her conscious 
control, bucking back against his thrusting hard loins, as if demanding more 
of his pleasure-awakening, thick penis, more and longer strokes. Phil 
complied feverishly, moving above her and cupping each ovaled, white buttock 
with his strong gripping hands as he drew his lengthy cock nearly out of the 
teenager's suddenly eagerly clasping pussy on the backstroke and then 
plunged forward again into her uplifting buttocks sliding hotly up her 
ever-widening cunt channel until his balls slapped harshly against her naked 
pink genital flesh as he filled her with harder, buttock-battering strokes. 
She closed her eyes, her tongue slavering around her lush lips and low hums 
of velvety bliss emitted from her hot throat as fervently she began to 
understand the magic of fucking. There was no longer the slightest thought 
of pain or resistance, and she surrendered her soul and mind to the 
delicious sensations of bending slavishly in front of her future mother and 
before her father to let the wonderful man fuck her as he willed.


Her once tender, girlish vagina gaped wider now, in greedily inflamed 
response, swallowing the whole of Hoffman's lust-hardened cock that he was 
furiously pumping into her very seething core, and he quickened his jolting 
thrusts, making them hot, pulsating and deep, the jarring penetrations 
causing her to thrash and open the sensuously steaming plane of her 
heat-moistened loins still more to the pistoning surges of his huge, 
throbbing cock. This was it! Oh, God! It was so good! She turned her jolting 
head slightly, smiling at her naked mother-to-be and exchanged glances, 
split-second glances which told them both that they were forever just alike 
now! And the handsome Phil Hoffman saw that exchanged look and smiled to 
them both for it seemed at this moment that all of his problems were solved 
for all time and the whole world was just the way he wanted it to be!


Yvette relished the salacious thought. A tingling heat raged in her own 
wetly pulsating pussy as she watched Phil's only child being beautifully and 
thoroughly fucked for the first time in her life by her own father. She 
moved so that she could put her trembling hand across the saturated mound of 
her own throbbing, moist cunt and shamelessly she began to finger fuck the 
quivering pink cleft and tiny clitoris in time to the drubbings which Kathy 
was ravenously accepting from her father's mercilessly pounding cock. Yvette 
churned her voluptuously curved hips, flitting her fingers like summer 
lightning over her vaginal flesh, and then she leaned forward uncontrollably 
and nuzzled her tongue-moistened lips onto Kathy's hotly opened mouth. In 
response, Kathy lowered her head down to the widely exposed flesh of 
Yvette's near hair-hidden cuntal opening and once more began to ardently 
suck at the puffy hair-lined lips which were thrusting up to meet her mouth. 
Simultaneously, as she sucked, Kathy rode the superbly expanding penis of 
Phil Hoffman, her breasts dancing and quivering like jelly under her, and 
faster and faster she licked her father's girlfriend's tiny palpitating 
clitoris and moistened velvety pussy, her quaking buttocks writhing in 
maddening salaciousness, while Yvette excitedly watched the loving teenager 
being buffeted by her father's immense, swollen hardness. It spurred her own 
passions on wildly, her sensuously burning flesh fired with lust which she'd 
never dreamed possible. They were certainly a family, a truly loving family, 
and nothing could ever split any of them apart. That much was now clear.


Suddenly Yvette felt the pressure of another gentle hand, which, becoming 
bolder, elatedly rolled the curvaceous woman over onto her stomach. It was 
Neil ordering her up to her knees, in the same lewd position Kathy was in. 
Yvette responded in smiling subservience, pressing her desire-quivering hips 
and yearning loins backward at him, her lush, moistened mouth gaping 
wantonly open, her alcohol-glazed eyes hungry coals of lust in her quest for 
satisfaction. She groaned and squirmed almost frantically, the pink, liquid 
flesh of her cunt wet and hot from the loving girl's saliva and her own 
sensually spilling secretions, all tantalizingly displayed before the young 
boy as she capitulated her anxieties and doubts in one roaring tumult of 
erotic frenzy. Neil knead in close behind between her open thighs.


The twin gaped at his mother's glistening inner-cunt lips throbbing with 
flushed, tremulous passion, then he groaned at the sight of the quivering 
white mounds of her full, rounded buttocks, groaned as they were offered up 
to him, while her pink, slightly parted, hair-rimmed pussy throbbed visibly 
back at him in sensuous anticipation of the fuck it knew it was to receive. 
The weight-lifting fourteen year old moved forward awkwardly, his swaying 
balls heavy with their lust-filled sperm, and he pried his mother's 
resilient satin-soft buttocks wider with his fingers and thumbs until she 
was nakedly unprotected and defenseless, completely exposed before his 
blood-thickened cock. Nearly mesmerized, Neil lowered the pulsing shaft of 
hardness until its unseeing eye was fixed on her tiny, puckered anal 
opening, the recessed pinkish little hole shimmering beneath its viscid 
coating that had seeped down earlier from her vagina, and he gave no thought 
to preparing her further, delighting lasciviously on the overwhelming 
anticipation of its tightness as he stretched the sphincter ring lewdly with 
a probing finger. Anyway, Harry told him that sodomistic pleasures were 
better derived unannounced, he thought, and grinned lustfully to himself. He 
knew he wasn't big enough to do any harm, anyway.


Without further warning, the strong boy flicked his strong hips forward, 
worming his swollen, rubbery cock-tip into the violently resisting little 
anal opening, causing Yvette to wince in surprised shock as she felt the 
tiny mouth of her rectum being forced open, its tight elastic lips fighting 
to refuse the harsh pressure, while the unexpected pain nearly shattered her 
mind, making her gasp out a high-pitched squeal of agony. "No, Neil, no! Not 
there! Put it in my cunt! Fuck me like a ... a man!"


But Neil had been told to expect opposition at first, and he reveled in the 
intoxicating bliss of finally getting to carry out this dream. He had had a 
good belt of scotch with Joe in the clubhouse after they had hung the nude 
pictures back on the walls and now the alcohol fired him as he pressured 
forward again, inching the entire head of his excitedly pulsating cock into 
her obscenely expanded hole. More and more he savored with licentious relish 
the clenching grip of the soft, rubbery channel as it closed over his 
pressing thick cock like a custom-made glove of seething flesh. His mother 
tried to pull away but her attempts were futile. She was so impaled on his 
thick cock that with his clutching hands on her quivering buttocks, she 
could do little more than vainly wriggle. Neil grinned down excitedly at his 
throbbing penis slipping slowly but certainly, inch by torturous inch, into 
her tightly resisting little asshole, knowing that it probably hurt 
somewhat, but then, it was supposed to at first! He almost laughed aloud in 
his salacious pleasure as his thick, hard cock moved forward, inescapably 
into her.


Yvette felt him thrust his sinewy thighs and hips until she could barely 
think through the wall of obscenely agonizing torment he was causing her! 
She began to push back, hoping that this would lessen the agony, and she 
opened her thighs, stretching her rounded, white buttocks to his inhuman 
young cock until she thought she would die! Dear God! How could her own son 
do this to her? The blunt mushroomed head of his penis was burrowing into 
her virginal spongy-fleshed rectum, sending wave after wave of pain through 
her! All sense of normal reason left her and when he flexed again, she 
flailed out her legs awkwardly on either side of him in her face-down 
position, making a wild attempt to gain some kind of relief, until blindly, 
she rocked backward and impaled herself fully upon his throbbing loins and 
thickly hardened young cock, her long white legs bolting high in the air 
before her, widely stretched, as she howled with the full impact of the 
salacious impalement up into her inhumanly expanded rectum. She 
spasmodically jerked as she masochistically pressed back and down onto his 
pulsating, sodomizing cock, her brain reeling with the absolute salacity of 
her performance, forcing her son to lean back on the bed behind him for 
support, and for one brief instant, they both became immobile.


Then, crooning with delight, the lust-charged child flicked his strong hips 
upward and began to fuck slowly, rhythmically, and mercilessly into her 
obscenely stretched nether hole. At first the pressure was nearly 
unbearable, even to him, with her ovaled white buttocks almost sitting back 
on his loins, his hard impaling cock the only support for the panting 
obsessed mother, but it soon adjusted into an erotically tight and warm 
fleshy sleeve which threatened to draw the sperm out of his churning balls 
with the forcible suction of a whirlpool. He thrust upward again and again, 
listening to her wail out, and his long, aching cock tingled with fire, his 
cum beginning to boil in his raging balls. Christ, he wanted to feel his 
torrent of semen surge into her beautiful white, once virginal ass in the 
ultimate subjugation of his voluptuous mother!


Yvette sensed her saturated wetness between her nakedly opened buttocks and 
that the pain was becoming weirdly enjoyable with every new thrust of her 
son's hard cock into her responsively absorbing rectum. She found that she 
was now pleasurably squirming downward with lustful back-thrusts of her own, 
heaving and undulating her body, moving her thighs in tiny lascivious 
circles, unable to halt the maddening excitement which was beginning to 
reach her through her torment. A violent shudder of passion rippled through 
her wet loins and quivering belly as she fully realized that she was being 
horrendously sodomized by her own son and that she was obscenely enjoying 
it! She placed her stretched forward legs on either side of the gasping 
Kathy's still pumping body, which was facing her, and started to move up and 
down licentiously over Neil's hardened penis in compatible time to his 
thrusts, mumbling unintelligibly, dizzyingly numbed by her increasing growth 
of animal lust and desire. She couldn't feel any more of her initial pain, 
only the saturating wetness and Neil's magnificent cock pummeling her now 
passionately tingling rectum and smoothly widening anus. She leaned back 
still more against the boy's broad chest, heaving harder and turning into a 
crazed woman of insane feral abandonment, her teeth bared, her full white 
breasts jiggling like supple mounds of resilient putty.


Kathy was watching and moaning in concert with Yvette as her whole young 
vibrantly naked body surged back to meet her father's cramming, rock-hard 
penis still emphatically soaring into her delightedly tight, wet pussy. Her 
desire-incited eyes were a few scant inches from where the boy's hardened 
cock was lewdly expanding his mother's quivering white buttocks and driving 
rapaciously into her smoothly stretched anus. She could see every lurid, 
exciting detail, every rigid line of the moist, long cock, glistening wet 
with secretions, drawing out the ragged pink edges of his mother's sphincter 
ring on the outstroke, then disappearing inside again as he flexed upward. 
She was totally absorbed by the obscene spectacle of Neil screwing his 
curvaceous, naked mother from behind and beneath, and the mother lustfully 
riding his devil-cock in masochistic joy.


Suddenly Phil's blonde little daughter uncontrollably leaned forward and 
nuzzled her lovely, passion-contorted face once more into the soft, 
sweet-smelling pussy beckoningly exposed before her, liquidly embracing the 
older woman's seething nectared cunt again with her lust-wet mouth, starting 
her tiny pink tongue from the tip of Neil's bloated testicles and taunting 
the half-inch of exposed white cock shaft not swallowed into Yvette's 
pulsating anus, then upwards, sucking the flaccid, velvety inner lips and 
wet, pink vaginal hole, finally tickling her tiny clitoris, wallowing lewdly 
in the pleasure of her wild, desire-maddened body as it soared for climax 
under the long, thick, pounding hard cock of her father behind her.


Joe Morris, who had been watching the unbelievable spectacle ever since he 
and Neil had come in, was further charged by the incredible salaciousness of 
Kathy's tonguing of his brother's balls and cock while she sucked his 
mother's cunt. Violent spasms of lust surged through his throbbing, 
alcohol-fired loins as he peered with wide, licentious eyes, and his 
unsatiated passion rose to new heights until he could barely breathe. "You 
... you want a little more cock, Kathy?" he hissed in his ecstasy. "You want 
a little more inside you now?"


"Oooooohhhhh," the teenage girl mewled in piteous desire, for at that moment 
she was too delirious to know what she wanted beyond that unquenchable 
thirst for more ... more ... more!


"Raise your head, Kathy," Joe ordered, moving between her and his mother. 
"Raise your head and you can suck my cock." He placed both his hands behind 
her head and lifted it gently off his mother's pussy so that her face and 
mouth were poised directly in front of the palpitating, blood-filled head of 
his penis. He pushed forward slightly, his buttocks pressed back against the 
cushions of his mother's breasts behind him, until his thick, rubbery 
cock-tip was between Kathy's slightly parted, cunt-moistened lips. He 
groaned as he felt the soft, slick surface of her lips and satiny cheeks 
brush teasingly against the sensitive skin of his pulsing cock-head, and he 
waited for the sudden cry of protest and the fight he was sure she'd give 
him, but none came.


Instead, her head pressed forward of its own volition and the girl's lush 
lips dropped eagerly open. He watched with unbelieving libidinous eyes as 
the tight, round oval of moistened lips closed over his cock-shaft, clasping 
him smoothly in a close pressure of warm, elastic suction. She began to suck 
him with moist, nibbling .oral flesh and her tiny eager tongue licked and 
curled around his hard, throbbing cock as though she had done this a 
thousand times before, and all the hunger churning in her battered vagina 
was seethingly gusting through her body to her mouth. Joe groaned above her 
flailing head and strained to slide forward more of his thick cock, feeling 
his mounting excitement with pained intensity as she took as much of him as 
she could into her young, tender mouth, surrounding his hot, wet flesh with 
the warm moisture of her saliva and the velvety roughness of her lapping 
tongue. He pressed his hands on either side of her obscenely hollowing 
cheeks and jerked forward, wanting her to make him cum and swallow his sperm 
so that she would know later that he had bent this delicious snob completely 
to his will, that he had dominated her after her escape from him earlier.


He flexed his shallow buttocks lewdly around against his mother's full, 
jutting breasts, as though he was attempting to crush her soft, yielding 
mounds instead of Kathy's pride. He watched as his hard, young cock 
disappeared achingly into the girl's salaciously clasping mouth like it was 
another hungry cunt, as insatiable as the one being fucked by Phil Hoffman. 
He could feel all of himself, every raw nerve he possessed pulsating and 
throbbing between her hot, sucking lips and into the moist cavity and warmth 
of her saliva-filled, teenaged mouth, the pressure building in his churning 
testicles slapping against Kathy's chin as she worked, completely lost in 
her burning passion, and his cock seemed to inflate and lengthen beyond 
anything it had ever done before.


The raging desire deep inside Kathy's belly and inflamed loins was a rabid 
storm as she rolled her trembling, ovaled young buttocks back against her 
father in a wanton circular movement, constricting with her young sleek cunt 
muscles, clutching tightly at the hot, fleshy pole of hardness boring 
relentlessly into her. She wanted to exploit it to the limit, to saturate 
her conquered womb with his hot sticky sperm until it spluttered out of her 
glutted milking young cunt to dribble down her already thickly covered 
thighs. She wanted to grovel in it, and she sucked ravenously at the hard 
cock in her mouth, her cheeks lewdly concaving with Joe's every thrust. It 
was the first time she'd ever tasted cock, of course, and she explored it 
with her liquid tongue hungrily, swirling her tonguetip to taunt the rubbery 
blood-fattened head, hotly stabbing into the tiny orifice. She wanted it to 
shoot into her mouth, to swallow the boy's lewd hot cum and feel it pouring 
down her throat until her stomach was as filled as her lust-inflamed cunt. 
She wanted to drench her naked body inside and out and forever blot away 
what she had been and what she had considered so holy just a short time ago.


For long, unending moments the five naked lovers raged in their gasping, 
writhing orgy, each straining every fiber of their passion-driven beings 
toward their separate orgasms, the only sounds, groans and mewls and sighs 
of burning flesh-seared desire, and the wet slappings of nakedly perspiring 
body against body. It seemed as if it would go on forever, and 
then...."Aaaaaaaa!" Neil cried out in a squealing, inhuman voice. "Oh, 
Christ! I'm cumming ... cummmmmmiiiiinnnnngggg!" He suddenly stiffened with 
his huge wet cock pulled almost free of his mother's hungrily clasping anus, 
the puckered reddish skin pulled out around his thick bulbous cock-head, and 
then he levered one last time with a mighty brutal lunge, still yelling out 
his climax, and Yvette felt as if her son's hard cock was ramming all the 
way through her sensuously quivering belly and bowels and would come 
bursting up out of her throat and mouth like a squirting lance. Great, 
roaring tides of white sperm suddenly flowed seethingly into her 
forever-stretched rectum as he jerked convulsively, the hot, gushing fluid 
filling the madly undulating woman's soft, quaking belly, inundating her 
trembling asscheeks and setting off her own fierce orgasm.


Yvette's rounded white buttocks contracted uncontrollably over his driving 
hard penis as she was torn apart by the intense erotic bliss of her 
sodomy-incited climax. She screamed, thrusting her lovely ass down onto his 
jack-hammering, wildly spasming cock as it jerkingly ejaculated, while her 
stomach continued to quake and her long, white legs trembled, her brain 
spinning with the ecstatic dynamics of her sensual release. Then she saw 
Phil Hoffman's lean buttocks flex tightly together as he arched his back and 
gripped the throbbing ovaled ass-cheeks of his lustfully fucking-back young 
daughter. Yvette knew that this was his moment, the time when her lover 
would discharge his heavy load of seething cum, only this time it wasn't in 
her, it was in his lovely daughter, whom he was so beautifully fucking, and 
this realization only added to her blissfulness for some inexplicable 
reason.


Then, suddenly, Kathy got her wish! At the same moment her own 
mind-shattering climax commenced to crescendo, the heavy pulsating cock 
fucking her breathlessly from the rear bulged convulsively, spouting its 
fiery hot sperm up into her greedily milking, once virgin little cunt. Phil 
Hoffman's raging semen splashed violently against the inflamed velvety walls 
of her orgasmically clutching passage, drizzled back out of her, spilling 
from her saturated young cunt-lips against his smoothly thrusting loins. His 
heavy, churning testicles massaged her tiny erect clitoris, causing her to 
convulse spasmodically forward, submerging Joe's thick cock into her 
hungrily sucking mouth to the very hilt. It, too, burst forth with a sudden 
explosive violence, flooding her eager mouth and gullet with the delicious, 
pungently sweet male liquid in a manner she had not dreamed possible, her 
satin-soft young cheeks bloating obscenely as she swallowed the deluging 
gushes excitedly, clasping her ardent teenaged lips like a tightly fitted 
ring around Joe's wildly spurting cock so as not to lose one single drop of 
his life-giving sperm. It flowed lewdly from the corners of her mouth in any 
case, down over the dimple in her small doll-like chin and she darted out 
her pink tongue in a lashing snake-like motion to swipe the sticky string of 
viscous fluid back into her mouth as Joe's deflating penis pulled limply 
from her sperm-coated lips and he gaspingly collapsed over on the bed.


Kathy madly then skewered her hungrily grinding young buttocks back onto her 
father's furiously squirting cock in her throbbing fire-filled pussy until 
with a wail between gnashing teeth, she felt her own shuddering young body 
explode in a further burst of showering stars, wracking her entire being 
with an agonizing ecstasy that sent her brain whirling madly, and she felt 
herself falling forward to the cradling lap of her mother-to-be, her 
father's now flaccid penis slipping from her wet clasping pussy with a 
moistly sluicing sucking sound.


It was not until the last orgasm was finished and they all lay licentiously 
spread open in shameless abandonment, their soaked pubic hair and pink 
vaginal flesh and genitals glistening temptingly in the half-light of the 
afternoon that anyone became aware of the insistently ringing telephone.


Finally Phil Hoffman raised himself groggily from the bed, swung himself 
onto the floor and managed to find the interfering instrument. They all half 
listened in a peaceful state of dazed somnolence.


"Oh, Mom, I'm sorry I forgot to call. Well, I ... I uh ... got hung up, 
that's all. Yeah, she's all right!" The voice on the other end of the line 
must have talked for a while. A fly was buzzing around on the ceiling, its 
path followed by four pairs of half-interested eyes. "Oh, no, Mom," Phil was 
speaking again. "She just decided to ... to go to another Sunday School, 
that's all!"


* * *
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Foreword


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many centuries,
and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer for the individual
considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except that he must be true to himself.
The mature individual who has achieved this sort of self-honesty and completeness will
be little harmed or affected by the illogical or irrational opinions of others.
In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this truth like an
unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters faced up to their unusual
desires instead of trying to repress them, much of the anguish they suffered would
logically have been avoided.
The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor a
revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the wisest thinkers
through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be true, " was Shakespeare's way of
saying the same thing; but it comes to us from still an earlier source, and one which not
even the most rigid moralist can contest... "Happy is he that condemneth not himself
for that which he alloweth himself. But he that doubteth is damned if he eat. " Those
who deny others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to
consider this quote from Romans.
No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this ultimately
will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by looking at the past and
previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief glance backwards will also reveal that,
in such times, honored traditions and concepts were re-examined, and many times
discarded. What was considered fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it
isn't done" or "it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of
pleasure.
The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We offer no
further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this timely work. We now
suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. A work of art, no matter how
contemporary,' should speak for itself.
-The Publisher P.O. Box 494 Sausalito, California


Chapter 1


Mark Williams fumbled through his pockets for the keys to his bungalow before leaving
his car. Traffic in Chicago had been worse than usual, and he was really in no mood for
the small problem he was having in finding the key amid all the loose change and
dollar bills he found he was carrying. He knew his wife, Diane, would have heard his
car drive into the driveway of the plush cabin-motel and would be waiting at the door
for him. At least he hoped she would. It would not surprise him one bit if she had
packed her clothes and gone back to their small home town in Kansas. As a matter of
fact, he almost hoped that she had. This trip was not anything like they had expected it
to be. They had wanted a second honeymoon, and when Mark's company sent him to
Chicago to learn management training, he thought he might be able to mix a little
business with pleasure. Diane had jumped at the chance to get out of the small town,
and Mark was glad to have her along. But now, he really wasn't sure what he wanted.
He found that he was changing his mind. First he would hope she was still there, and
then, a second later, he thought that it might be better if she really had left.
He found his key and cursed softly to himself as he walked to their cabin, lighting a
cigarette against the wind. Lately, he had actually been dreading any confrontations
with his wife. There was no telling what she would do from one moment to he next,
and he had just about reached the limit of his endurance with her. Taking a long drag
on his cigarette as he walked up the sidewalk leading to the front door, he tried to
reason out the problem they were having. For a moment, he smiled to himself as he
remembered a better, happier time. The vision of his twenty-four-year-old wife came to
him, and with it, all the memories of the early part of their one year marriage. He tried
to blot out the awful thought of what had happened with them only last night. Mark
had approached his lush, beautiful blonde wife with all the tenderness and love he felt
in his heart, wishing to express it in the most meaningful and intimate way, but they
had once again been disappointed. Rather than rejection or denial, Diane had acted as
though she was actually bored with him, and she had responded out of her sense of
duty rather than any love she might have felt. Mark had lately found that fucking his
wife was becoming a chore rather than a pleasure, and his mind could not accept this.
Sex with his wife was something that was totally foreign to his nature and desire. He
wished he could think of something, because he loved her more than anything else he
could think of.
It was because of his love for her that he was so at odds with the problem, a problem
that seemed to stem from the fact that his wife had been a virgin when he married her.
Her mother had told her that only when she found the right man would sex be
something wonderful and pleasurable. He had heard her tell him many times that she
had believed her mother, that she had always wanted to save herself for the man she
wanted. Mark wished he could have met her mother, to talk to her and straighten her
out about that idea. Even so, it was mostly out of respect that he had allowed her to
have her way when they were first dating. She had loved her mother so much that it
somehow didn't seem fair to even begin to tell her that her mother was old-fashioned,
that her mother's ideas were no longer necessary. As far as Diane was concerned, the
old woman could do no wrong, and when mother had died, that idea had become even
more entrenched in Diane's mind. Diane could remember the lovely stories her mother
had told her of how she and her husband had met, how they had loved each other at
first sight and how they had never said one unkind word to each other. Diane loved to
hear the stories again and again, and she listened carefully until they had became
engraved in her mind and she could repeat them from memory.
The woman would tell her young daughter how' someday she, too, would meet the
right man, fall in love and live happily ever after, as though she were expecting her
daughter to live in a story-book world.
Diane never forgot those stories, and even though she had dated a lot of boys in college,
she held out for her "Mr. Right". She had developed very early in life, having
blossomed into an exceptionally lovely and voluptuous young lady. She was used to
attracting a great deal of attention and admiration with men, but she remembered her
mother's lessons and had refused their pantings and gropings. Her mother had told her
that most men were after only one thing, and that she would have to protect herself
from them. She would know when the right man came along.
And then she met Mark. As soon as she saw him, she knew that he was different from
all the other men she had been seeing. She could sense something special about him,
something that told her that he was not like all the others. She had just graduated from
college and was working in an insurance company where Mark was the "man on an
upswing". He had all the makings of an executive, and his ready charm and easy smile
had swept Diane off her feet. From her first date with this man, she knew that she
would always love him. She found herself opening up sexually for the First time in her
life, and the feelings gave her sensual fluttering sensations, even though they came from
the most innocent of caresses.
And then one night, one warm summer night, she and Mark were having a picnic in a
field just outside of their town. They had been sitting together, each lost in deep
thought, but the feeling of each other's warmth was making them a little giddy. Diane
was feeling especially close to Mark, and his strength gave her a feeling of protection
that was enhanced by the two glasses of wine she had consumed earlier in the evening.
For some reason she found the feel of his hands stealing over her body delightfully
vivid, thrillingly electric. Her mellow mood and peaceful state made it easy when she
felt him reach back up under her sweater and release the catch on her brassiere, and
when he slid the sweater up to present the white, shimmering mounds of her full,
naked breasts to his hungry gaze, she felt no sense of violation, but rather a sense of
pleasure and delight in the new sensations of excitement and anticipation. Then, she
felt his fingers up under her skirt, sliding over the smooth, silken material of her bikini
panties. A low moan of half-conscious pleasure broke from the young virgin's wetly
parted lips as she felt the first delightful pressure against the sensitive mound up
between her legs and her thighs fell open limply, automatically, to give easier access to
the caressing hands that were sending sharp little darts of wild pleasure through her
fire-washed body. Mark's patient fingers were at the elastic leg band of her panties,
worming under the confining elastic as the tip of his outstretched index finger dipped
like a burning knife into the moistly heated channel of her cunt up between her legs.
Diane moaned with the knowledge that she wanted that finger fucking her deep up
inside her hungry young vagina, wanted to be made love to!
And then she looked over at Mark and saw him burning with love and desire. Her
heart froze within her breast as she saw the look of sheer lust that was twisting his
features, making his handsome dark face look almost like that of a total stranger, and
the things that her mother had told her came flooding back into her memory. Mark
was no different than any other man, and he, like all the others, was after only one
thing.
The frightened young virgin pulled herself away from his grasp and quickly forced her
passion under control. Surprisingly, Mark did not become angry, and she knew that he
was, after all, different. He had always respected her wishes after that, attributing them
to virginal shyness, and he was even touched by the fact that she was so adamant about
waiting until they were married. He had never expected to marry a virgin, but he found
himself delighted by the sound assurance that his wife would have been fucked by no
other man before him, that she would be his alone, pure and chaste.
And then came their, wedding night! Diane had been lost all day in the thought of her
first night with her husband, caught up in a romantic dream world of storybook
pictures, lovely tender words and gossamer flowing white dresses. When they were
finally in the secluded little cabin in the mountains, after the long day and the wild
reception, she was giggly and very excited about what was to happen to her. But there
was something wrong. Mark was drunk! She had never seen him like this. It seemed
their friends had brought every imaginable sort of drug to the party after the wedding,
and Mark had tried a little of everything. He was a monster she had never seen before.
But she decided that whatever happened, she would never forget it. In fact, she had
decided that she would further arouse his passion with a little teasing of her own. The
thought that she could send him insane with her body made her teasingly playful.
Diane dashed into the small bathroom, shivering with excitement, and stood leaning
against the door to keep it closed. She heard Mark call out her name, bellowing like a
sex-starved moose in the darkness of the cabin, and she smiled to herself at the strange
sound and the absurdity of the situation. She did not want to stay in the bathroom, but
she was having too much fun teasing him to move away from the door. She felt the
pressure of the door being pushed open and heard Mark call her again. "Christ, Diane,
what the hell are you doing in there?"
"Just a moment, I'm getting undressed," the giggly young bride said, and then slowly
began to take off her clothes. She found the beautiful pink negligee that she had bought
for this special occasion, and realized that wearing it would probably increase her
husband's passion. She closed her eyes and tried to picture the face of her raging, 
lustdriven husband with this sheer gown to protect her.
She stood for a long moment in her nuptial attire before stepping out of the bathroom
like a lamb to slaughter. She wanted to be taken by him in the most animal way,
wanted to be fucked in a way that would release all the love she had been holding in
her heart for just this moment. Mark's drunken eyes bulged from his head as they took
in the ravishing vision standing before him. He had never seen Diane naked before, and
the thin material of the pink negligee left nothing to the imagination. An inarticulate
animal sound came from his lust distorted throat, and he lurched forward, crushing her
sensually trembling body to him. His saliva covered mouth smashed down on her,
pressing her lips painfully back against her teeth.
Diane cried out in pain and surprise, but Mark heard it as a cry of passion and began to
tug at the sheer gown that stood between him and his goal, finally succeeding in
ripping the flimsy material from her quivering body and ruining it forever. His hand
dropped to her naked breasts and his ovalled lips closed around the tiny virginal tips of
her nipples. She gasped in blissful pain as his teeth sank in tightly against her
unblemished flesh. Diane fought against the pain, fought to understand, and then
suddenly they were on the bed. For the first time since she had left the bathroom she
opened her eyes and forced herself to look, allowed herself to see it... her husband's
erect penis!
It was massive! The virginal bride stared with a horrified fascination at the enormous
thing that she was supposed to take up inside her body. She saw her husband
positioning the obscenely swollen shaft before the tight little virginal opening, and she
knew it would never fit.
"Oh, Mark, please... it's going to hurt. Please be careful!" she squealed to the lust-driven
stranger crouched above her quivering form. And yet, she hoped that it would hurt. She
wanted to experience everything.
And then with an animal groan he drove his wildly throbbing cock into her wantonly
spread young cunt without preparation, without mercy, aware of nothing but his own
need. The impaled young girl's shrill cry pierced into the night, but Mark continued to
ram his long hard penis further and further into her widely stretching cuntal walls with
each stroke, oblivious to the agony he was causing his young bride.
Diane struggled vainly against the pain and shivered in tingling excitement. She
remembered everything her mother had told her about what would happen with her
husband on her first night, and she hoped that it would all come true.
Then to her amazement the first trickles of painful pleasure began to radiate out from
her plundered cunt as it became more and more used to the alien presence inside. She
had stopped struggling blindly against the pain and had discovered that it became more
tolerable if she let her inner vaginal muscles relax, and a burning feeling of lust swept
over her, searing lewd associations into her brain. An obscene knowledge of her own
body started to form along with a feeling that she was involved in something passionate
and wanton... and she was beginning to love it!
Mark was both the romantic knight in shining armor and some sex-depraved animal,
and she wanted to shout, to scream for him to continue with the pleasurable
ravishment of her body. She felt the possibility of some great final orgasmic goal within
her and suddenly she was aware that she was feeling something she had never felt
before.
But then suddenly Mark roared and she felt his body stiffen as his wildly jerking penis
grew in spasms up inside her heatedly throbbing vagina, and his cum, hot and
unending, shot up into her, filling her belly with a burning wetness. A compelling
lewdness swept through her hopelessly aroused body, a new feeling that she had never
dreamed possible. At that moment Diane felt herself teetering on the edge of an abyss
and she felt she would gladly do anything for the man writhing on top of her if only he
would take her to the peak, if only he would fuck her long enough to make her cum!
She felt hotly alive and tingling with this unholy electricity causing her hips to grind
lewdly upward toward his rapidly fucking cock in an alien, animal way as she reached
for something... some vague promise of cumming.
It was then that Mark grunted and his body relaxed, pressing all his weight drunkenly
onto her nakedly trembling breasts. He heaved one huge sigh, and blissfully passed out
on top of his beautiful young bride, her unfulfilled little belly flooded with his heated
semen.
At last he rolled over and began snoring loudly while the unsatisfied young woman lay
naked and alone on the bed, a great wetness between her thighs and a burning anger
combined with a deep sense of frustration sweeping over her. She was angry and hurt,
knowing that he had failed to satisfy her. She had offered herself freely to him, and he
had used her for nothing but a nameless, faceless receptacle for his hotly flooding
semen. Everything her mother had told her had been promised, and then taken away
from her. She had been given a glimpse of what was possible, but she knew that she
would not be receiving it for that night. She could feel a tear forming in her eye, and
she brushed it away. What was wrong? Was it something she had done? She could not
believe that this was all there was to sex with her husband.
In the passing year of their marriage, Mark had performed very well in bed, as though
he were apologizing many times over for his failure to satisfy her on her wedding night.
She had been pleased to find that there was really nothing wrong with either him or
her, and for a long time, there were no further problems.
But lately, in the last month and a half, the same thing had been happening. Mark
would fuck her in a strange, animal way and leave her unfulfilled. At first she thought it
might be because his job was making him tired, but soon she came to realize that there
was something missing in their marriage. She loved Mark more than anything, but she
began to think that perhaps she had made a mistake in being a virgin when she had
married him. She knew that many of her friends in college had slept with their
boyfriends, and their sex lives were making them very happy. Diane began to think that
perhaps it would be good for their marriage to find out how another man made love.
She had brought up the topic to Mark this morning before he went to his training
sessions, and he had become so angry at the thought that for a moment she was
actually afraid for her life. She had never seen him so jealous before, and she realized
that she had made a mistake in even suggesting something like that. She found that she
was almost completely unable to function during the day, and now that it was time for
Mark to come home, she could feel a tightening apprehension at the possibility that she
would have to face him. She had heard his car driving into the motel parking lot, and
now she was watching him walk slowly up the sidewalk to their front door. She ran her
hands through her hair and smoothed the wrinkles of her dress. Diane wanted to make
sure that she looked her very best when he walked in the front door, hoping that he
would not be as angry with her as he had been when he left for his session that
morning.
Even before he had put his key in the door, Diane opened it for him. She wanted to
show him that even though she might have said something about wanting to know how
another man made love, she loved him more than anything else in the world.
"Well, we're pretty anxious to see our husband, aren't we?" he asked in a sarcastic tone.
"Been thinking about how I might stack up against another man?"
"Mark, please, don't start anything. Dinner is almost ready and you must be tired," she
said, trying to calm the fiery anger she could see burning in his eyes. There was
something in his voice that told her he was in no mood for talking, but she wanted to
try and explain to him that he had not understood what she had said that morning.
"You bet I'm tired. Tired of having you think I'm not good enough for you," he said in
an icy voice that sent shivers along Diane's spine. He reached out to touch her, his
hands beginning to roam over her perfectly molded body, pulling up the edges of her
loose-fitting dress to reveal the full ripeness of her panty-clad hips.
"Mark, not now... not in the living room! You just got home. We can talk about this...
Please!" she pleaded vainly, trying to squirm away, her honey blonde hair falling over
her face.
"Just be quiet, Diane!" her husband commanded sternly and with a coldness she had
never heard from him before.
He pulled her dress over her head and threw it angrily to the floor, then unfastened the
straps of her bra. For a moment he stood before her, staring at her soft white breasts,
but when she started move away, he reached out and grabbed her by the arm. "Just
stand there and be still, goddamnit," he snapped with a fury that made her freeze in her
step.
The jealous young husband pulled her against the wall and shoved his hands under the
tight elastic waistband of her silken panties and rolled them over the ripe curves of her
hips until she was completely naked, her satiny flesh shining lustrously in the evening
sun. Diane stood perfectly still facing her husband, afraid to say anything for fear of
what he might do.
Mark gazed at her for a long moment, his breath hissing in his throat as the full impact
of his wife's sensual beauty burned on his brain. His excited eyes moved lustfully over
her lush ripeness, drinking in the delicate shading of the curves and hollows of her long
alabaster thighs reaching up to the finely molded hips and luscious proud breasts. She
was the most sexually exciting woman he had ever seen, and looking at her now, he
seethed with anger at the thought that she might want to offer her body to another
man. She was his, and he intended to make her very aware of that fact.
Mark slowly let his hands follow his eyes and trailed them hotly down his wife's
quivering body, his fingers sliding slowly along her trembling thighs and easing gently
back and forth along the soft crevice between them. His hands pressed upwards,
travelling cautiously, tracing a slowly narrowing circle over the milky-white flesh until
with a sudden electric contact they brushed against the first softly curling hairs of her
pubic mound.
Despite his bluntness, Diane found that she was responding to the sensations sweeping
through her body. Her pelvis jutted forward in a sensual reaction to his exploring hand.
The young wife closed her eyes and willed her legs open as she pressed her buttocks
against the wall for support.
Mark withdrew his fingers, not wanting to force his passage prematurely. His strong
hands reached around her and slid under her softly curving hips, cupping her satiny
buttocks and caressing them until they began to flex around in a slow, sensuous circular
motion.
Diane was delighting in her reactions. Maybe it was because it was in the living room,
but she wasn't sure. And she didn't care. It felt so good, so wonderful! She had lost all
control. Her breath caught in her throat and her mind was reeling under the
maddening ecstasy of her husband's touch! Once more his hands slid upwards and
moved with a sudden directness to her softly curling pubic hair, his warm palm
pressing flat against the moistly throbbing flesh of her vaginal mound, his masculine
pulse merging with the rhythmic beat of her throbbing cuntal lips up between her legs.
He felt no resistance and gently pressed his outstretched middle finger up between her
sensitive cuntal lips, sending a spasmodic wave of bliss through the young wife's love
hungry, trembling body.
"Ohhhhhhh... ahhhhhhhh..." Diane moaned, hardly able to believe it was her own
voice that was gasping out the lewd moan of sensual pleasure.
Mark began to move his middle finger in a slow, teasing, circular motion up inside the
wetly gleaming channel of her pussy in ever widening sweeps, spreading the moist
tendrils of her pubic hair and stroking the pulsing lips of her blood-swollen cunt.
Working upwards, his fingers finally came into contact with her erect little clitoris.
"Ahhhh God! Ooooohhhh..." Diane moaned, her mouth falling slackly open. Her long
legs bucked up from the delightful thrill of his touch as he teased his finger over the
vitally sensitive little tit of her vagina, driving bolts of pleasure through his wife's now
sensuously twitching body. It was incredible! Mark felt the hot center of her loins
flexing wildly, almost begging him to fuck her. His eyes stared at the enticing pinkness
of her openly receptive pussy, fascinated by the way her outer pussy lips formed a fleshy
collar around the faintly contracting petal shaped vaginal hole. The sight of her tender
delicate pink folds was driving him wild with passion.
He knew he was close with her but still not there, and a part of his rational mind kept
warning the young man to control himself. But the thought that she might think that
another man could do things to her that he could not drove him insane with passion.
The last spark of reason was suddenly drowned in a flood of ungovernable lust as he
looked down at the mouth-watering feast spread open before him.
"So you want something new, eh?" he said as he fell impulsively to his knees before his
nakedly standing wife and buried his head between her widespread thighs, shooting his
tongue snake-like into the warm depths of her cunt.
"Aaaaaaiiiieeee! Oooooohhhh!" Diane moaned as she felt the first searing contact of
Mark's long wet tongue against her helplessly open vagina. She looked down in
horrified disbelief as the obscene spectacle of her husband's dark hair rammed lewdly
between her thighs. She could not believe that he was so depraved as to think that she
had meant that she wanted something as depraved and perverse as this and she
desperately tried to squirm free, but she was held against the wall by her husband's
vise-like grip while his tongue snaked up into the naked curls of her fearfully cringing
vagina, wide open now to his perverse attack. "No... don't... please don't do that to me!
It's so ugly... oh, please!" she sobbed as he stabbed his long tongue wetly up into her
defenseless cunt mouth. Diane struggled to free herself, seeing her husband turning
into some sort of debased animal, some sort of monster that she had never seen before.
She had no understanding of what was driving him to such perversion. "Why do you
have to humiliate me like this? Why must you ruin everything for us?"
At last the young wife managed to tangle her fingers in his hair and yank his obscenely
dripping face from between the wetness of her cringing thighs. In an instant she had
slipped from his iron grip and had moved quickly to the side. She looked down at him,
still kneeling, his face towards the wall.
"You don't understand. You really don't understand, do you?" she screamed as she ran
to their bedroom and locked the door behind her, throwing herself in almost silent sobs
onto the bed.
Mark rose slowly to his feet and walked to the bedroom door.
"Diane, let me tell you that if you're even thinking of letting another man fuck you, you
can forget it. If you can't fuck your husband, I don't think you can fuck anyone!"
Through her sobs she heard him walking through the house and slam the door as he
left. Then she heard the car driving out of the driveway, and she felt the icy chill
loneliness, as though he had left her forever.
"Oh God," the confused young wife groaned. "What can I do? How long can we go on
like this?"
She loved Mark, loved him more than anything else in the world, but she knew that she
could never make him understand that it was not his fault that he was not satisfying
her. It was her own lack of experience. But there had to be a way. As long as he
thought that he was incapable of satisfying her, he would continue to act as depraved
and obscene as he just had. The thought that she had to do something to save her
marriage kept creeping into her mind, and the only way she could save it was to take
another lover, someone who could satisfy her curiosity about what it was like to be
loved by another man. She found the thought repulsive, but there was no other choice.
And she knew that her husband would never believe her if she just told him that she
had done it. He would have to see her in the arms of another man. It was the only way
out.
Her thoughts drifted to her mother and of all the things she had been told by the wise
woman. Making love with the right man was a beautiful experience, but after a while
there were no surprises left. Then she remembered that even though her mother had
told her that sex was wonderful with a husband, she was an only child. If her mother
had loved her father so much, she would have had more children. But she hadn't.
Diane began to think that what was happening to her marriage had happened to her
mother's. Her mother and father had simply grown bored with each other.
At least now, the times were different. In a small Kansas town, a married woman taking
another lover would have caused a scandal that no one would be able to live down.
Here in a large city like Chicago, it would be considered a matter of course.
That was it! Diane resolved that she would have to prove to her husband that she loved
him, loved him enough to actually let another man take her to bed, and the only way
she could prove that was to make him watch.
A smile came to her lips as the thought of adultery burned in her mind. She wished
that there were some other way, but she knew that there wasn't. What was it that he
had said just before he left? If she couldn't fuck her husband, she couldn't fuck anyone?
Well, she would show him. She would prove to him that she was as much a woman as
she had been when they were first married.
Pulling her thoughts together, she rose from the bed and took several deep breaths,
collecting her thoughts and wondering what she could do to put her plan into action.
She knew that the only way to relieve the pain in her heart was to prove to herself that
Mark was the only man she would ever need. But she would never be able to believe
that until she allowed another man to do that thing which she had never dreamed
possible. She decided that perhaps she could use a swim. After all, they were paying for
its use. And maybe the swim would clear her mind and offer her another solution to
her problem. As she changed into her swimsuit, she began to think that she would just
put every thought out of her mind and think about it later.


Chapter 2


"Are you ready yet?" asked Alan Roberts as he re-entered the living room. Karen, his
twenty year old blonde sister, pulled herself away from the window where she had been
watching Mark Williams racing to his car. She could see by his masculine walk that he
was a very exciting man, and she would really like to invite him to her own bungalow.
He seemed as though he would be a lot more fun than the stiff-necked people who
lived in the motel.
"I was just watching the man that moved into the cabin on the other side of the pool,"
Karen said as she looked at her brother. "If you would pay a little more attention to the
people that come in and out of this place, you might have noticed his little wife."
Alan walked to the window and looked out at the empty pool as he talked to his sister.
"For your information," he said casually, "I have noticed her. I think she might make a
nice addition to any film I make. A very nice addition indeed," he said thoughtfully.
"It's just too bad that they don't seem to be as free and open about sex as we are."
"If you had half the talents you say you have, you would be able to show her that she is
but just doesn't know it."
Alan turned to face her, his face clouded with a rage he was finding harder and harder
to control. He did not like the suggestions she had been making lately that he was not
the 'ladies man' he thought he was. He prided himself on the fact that his films
contained scenes with women who never dreamed that they could do the things he
asked them to act in. The Roberts had encountered no end of difficulty finding a place
to live that allowed them the freedom they felt necessary. In addition to their dog,
which went with them wherever they went, they needed a place that was big enough to
have a dark room. They also felt that they had to be careful about who they made
friends with. There were a lot of people who felt that their sexual activities were not
welcome. The tall, slender blonde moved away from the window and walked to their
dog, a collie they had affectionately named Abdul. She began to pet the large animal as
she watched her brother stare out the window.
Alan was feeling very comfortable in his position as a carefree young man. His father
had been one of Chicago's wealthiest real estate dealers before he had died, leaving his
son and daughter with a huge fortune, a fortune that Alan found he could live from
without doing a day's work. Both Alan and Karen were used to the finer things in life,
having been given anything they ever asked for, and now that they no longer had to
ask, they found that they could buy those things that were not given. Alan was very
pleased with the way things had worked out for him. He knew that if his father had
ever realized what was going on between him and Karen, he would have been cut off
without a red cent. Alan found that his father's death had hardly made any impression
in his feelings for the old man, but when he learned that he and his sister were named
in his father's will, he was actually glad that the man had died. He rarely saw him
anyway, and felt no personal loss at the man's passing.
Once their father had died, Alan and Karen found that living in the old man's huge
house had been more an inconvenience than a luxury, so they sold it and moved into
the city, taking up permanent residence in the plush motel. Despite the restrictions of
loneliness, the setting provided him the freedom to peruse his interests.
Never having had to work for a living, Alan had developed a deep interest in
photography, and with the help of his sister, Karen, had gone to great length to capture
the bizarre on film. Karen was as sexually free as he was, more so at times, and he
found that there were a great many people who would pay good money to see her on
film. She had become his greatest subject, and lately, he had found that their dog,
Abdul, made an interesting addition to his films. He had trained the dog to have a
preference for human females, something that Karen found very much to her liking. In
fact, she had often remarked that Abdul was a better lover than most men she knew,
Alan included. She was as jealous of the dog as most other wives were of their
husbands, and she was becoming more and more reluctant to share him with their
friends at the orgiastic parties the couple was fond of hosting. Alan didn't care. As long
as she would perform for him and allow him to film her a often as was necessary, she
could do anything she wanted.
Alan was about to turn from the window when he spotted the bikini clad form of Diane
jumping into the pool. His eyes almost left his head as he noticed several strands of her
pussy hair teasingly curled out from under the leg band of her bikini. He pursed his lips
and shook his head.
"That's one hot little cunt that moved in across the pool," he mused, as much to himself
as to his sister. "I could really enjoy getting into her tight little pussy."
Drawing the curtains, he finally managed to pull himself away from the window. His
longish black hair curled slightly around his neck, and his deep brown eyes had a false
warmth that put other people at ease. He smiled over to his sister. She was two years
younger than Alan, only twenty, but there were times when she seemed to be a great
deal older. She, unlike her brother, was remarkably fair, with creamy, alabaster skin and
long silky blonde hair. Alan had always thought that his mother had taken another
lover and Karen was the result. Perhaps that was why she never seemed to be anything
like his father or him, Alan reasoned. There was a sensual, mysterious quality about her
that did not at all match the finely chiseled features of her body. She was a woman of
blatant contrast, offering to whoever watched her the choice between a finely refined
woman and a lusty girl who would do anything with anyone. That was why she was so
popular on film. Men watching her could make her into anything they wanted. Karen
looked over to her brother.
"You keep saying things like that, but I'll bet you never even make a pass at her. You're
too content with watching me fuck Abdul," she said in an offhanded manner.
"And I suppose you think you really want that husband of hers?" he shot back. "As
long as you have Abdul, you can't think of anything else."
"I won't have you talking about Abdul that way," she said defensively, stroking the
large dog as if to soothe him from what her brother was saying. "What I like is my own
business. As long as you get to make your movies, what do you care?"
"I don't care," he answered. "I'm just beginning to think that maybe we should include
a little fresh blood in the films. You can't last forever, you know."
"Don't tell me that you're thinking of getting that new couple to star in one of your
films," Karen said as she vainly tried to keep herself from laughing. "I can tell just by
looking at them that they're members of the 'straight and narrow path' club. You have
to remember, not all people are as free about sex as our friends. Besides..."
"Quiet... I'm trying to think," Alan cut her off. "What can we lose by sending out a few
feelers, just to see what they think? We might even make a little money on the deal. I
have some connections that would pay a great deal of money for a filmed orgy with
Abdul, and I'm always looking for new people."
"Talk, talk, talk," taunted Karen as she continued to stroke the contented collie. "All
you do is play with words. I'd like to see a little action."
Alan managed to control the mounting anger he was feeling at his sister's words.
Taking a deep breath, he felt a seething rage flow from his body.
"How about a little bet?" he asked Karen. "I'll get that hot number up here if you
arrange it so I can film you and her husband."
Karen stopped stroking Abdul and thought about the proposition. She had been
thinking about trying to seduce the handsome new resident ever since she had seen
him. Something like what her brother was proposing might make things a little more
interesting.
"It's a deal," she said, looking directly at her brother's eyes.
Alan was looking at his sister, but he was really thinking about getting into the tight
little cunt of the young woman across the pool. He could feel his cock lurching in his
pants just from thinking about her. Ordinarily his sister was the best lay he could think
of, but lately she had come to prefer Abdul to him or anyone else. He had tried to
threaten her by saying that he would kill the dog if she showed too much interest in
him, but she knew that without the dog, his films would never sell, and in the end, his
threats had fallen on deaf ears. She was not a woman who could be told what to do,
and Alan found that in the long run, it was easier to let her have her own way.
With a sigh of finality, he decided that it was time to get down to the business at hand.
"Isn't it about time we started filming?" he mentioned to change the subject. "I want to
use what's left of the sunlight for this."
"I'm ready whenever you are," she said, returning her gaze to Abdul, who was sitting
patiently waiting for his chance to hump his master's sister.
Alan moved away from the window and walked to his equipment. He looked through
the viewer to make sure that everything was in place. He was going to be in on this
one, and there would be no room for mistakes. Checking the light and positioning of
the automatic movie camera, he started the sound recorder. Everything was working
perfectly, just as he knew it would be. When it comes to making films, he thought, I
really know what to do.
"I'm going to share in the fun for this one," he said as he began to remove his clothes.
Karen shrugged her shoulders. "Suit yourself," she said. She tried to sound casual, but
Alan had to laugh in delight as his beautiful sister tore frantically at her clothes. He
knew that this thing she had for Abdul was stronger than any dope habit he ever had!
He watched in undisguised enjoyment as more and more of her beautiful body came in
to view. Jesus, she was beautiful! Karen had her blouse off and was fumbling behind
with the clasp of her brassiere. It finally came loose and she flung the flimsy halter away
from her impatiently, allowing her high, full breasts to swing free. Her brother took in
the lush ripeness greedily, watching her as the tiny nipples instantly leapt into erection.
The almost silent sound of the movie camera told him that he was capturing her every
movement on film, and judging from the expression on her face, he could tell that he
was about to make one hell of a movie.
She kicked free of her skirt as it fell to the floor in a loose pile around her ankles and
she was now wearing only her skimpy bikini panties.
Alan watched avidly as her thumbs hooked in the elastic waistband and in one smooth
motion pulled the flimsy briefs down to her ankles. When she straightened up again,
she stood before him completely naked, attempting to hide nothing from either the
camera or his gaze. Her skin was a rich creamy color, set off by the perfect triangle of
sparse blonde pussy hair over her pubic area. With every movement the sleek muscles
of her belly and thighs rippled sensuously, causing the light to play in ever changing
patterns over her voluptuous body.
Alan was never able to hold back a gasp of awe as he beheld his sister in her nakedness.
She was all any normal man could ever want, and Alan, who had fucked her many
times, never liked to consider himself a normal man. It had been one of the greatest
pleasures to turn his sister into a lustful, sex-hungry woman for his films, and he prided
himself on the fact that he was able to do the same with almost any woman. He
wondered if he hadn't gone too far with Karen, though. After all, she did prefer Abdul
to him. Well, he would let her have her fun, and soon enough he would be fucking that
hot little number across the pool like she had never been fucked before. Alan's thoughts
were interrupted by Karen's voice: "You want Abdul to fuck me now? Please, let him
fuck me right now."
Alan wasn't sure if she was saying those things for the film or because she really meant
them, but he decided that he would play along.
"You mean the both of us, don't you, baby? You mean me and Abdul together, right?"
he said in a jeering voice.
"That's right, but what are we waiting for?" she demanded impatiently.
"You'll get what you want," Alan said. He knew she was waiting for him to command
the dog to mount her, but first things first, the depraved young man reasoned,
motioning her to him and settling comfortably back in a chair. "Suck, baby," he
commanded as he pointed to his long thick rod and grinned lewdly at her.
A look of lust passed over Karen's beautiful face. She'd sucked his cock many times
before and had always found it enjoyable. Now the thought that she was going to be
fucked from both ends filled her with an excitement that she had not had in a long
time. Besides, the near prospect that the young girl would soon be fucked by the large
collie had taken hold of her mind, and she found that she was losing control.
She bit her lip and walked slowly, seductively, across the room toward her brother. She
heard her breath coming in short quick gasps and for a brief moment wondered how
they had come to this perversity in their relationship. Was it all his fault? Was it hers?
It didn't matter. She loved what was about to happen to her and the only thing that
mattered was that she could once more feel her beloved Abdul's long hot dog-cock
inside her feverishly throbbing pussy. She dropped to her knees before her brother, her
face now a mask of passion. Alan straightened his legs as she approached, and spread
them apart so she could move between them, sliding down in the chair so that his
buttocks were resting on the forward edge.
As Karen crawled between his knees, Alan tangled his hands in her long blonde hair
and gently pulled her head down, grinding his crotch against her face so the young girl
could feel his hardened erect penis pressing forward toward her full, ripe lips.
"Put it in, baby," her brother hissed through clenched lips. "Take my cock and suck it
until I cum all the way down to your beautiful hot little belly."
The young blonde hurried to do so, anxious to please him and herself as well. She
began to skin back the thick fleshy shaft so that the lust-swollen head popped out from
the thinly covering foreskin a few scant inches from her eyes. Then his fingers were at
her lips prying them open so that the soft spongy flesh of his cock rubbed lightly
against her teeth. With a shudder, the nakedly crouching girl stared down the entire
length of his long rigid penis. She had forgotten how huge it was. It was incredibly
large!
The luscious girl hesitated for a moment, delighted at the thought that her mouth was
to be used as a hungry receptacle for cum by her brother. He noticed that she had
slowed her movements, and he twisted her hair again. As her mouth automatically
opened, the thick pole of hot flesh rammed forward into the moist saliva of her mouth.
She could feel the full length of her tongue inside, the tiny droplets of lubricating fluid
seeping from it and filling the warm cavern between her cheeks with a warm pungent
masculine taste.
Alan's hips began a slow undulation on the chair, his eagerly throbbing cock fucking
wetly in and out of the kneeling young woman's mouth with a lewd, wetly echoing
sloshing sound as he guided her head with his hands wrapped tightly in her hair. He
leaned down to watch the puffing of her cheeks as he pushed his lust-thickened cock far
up between her ovally clasping lips, his grin widening each time he heard her grunt as
he rammed it deeper up into her hand trapped face. It was an exciting pleasure – the
hard-boiled bitch being held tightly between his two hands while his saliva-glistening
penis fucked its way in and out between her straining red lips, causing her to groan in
submission between his legs below. Then he looked up and made a signal with his head
to the huge collie.
"Okay, Abdul," he grunted. "Let's see you climb on top of that big beautiful naked ass
and fuck the hell out of her hot little cunt!"
The dog had been increasingly nervous over the last few minutes. He had gotten to his
feet in excitement as Karen began undressing, the sight of her beautiful naked body
causing the blood to begin rushing through his veins in tingling anticipation. He had
mounted her many times before, and he was becoming impatient with having to wait.
He wondered in his animal mind if he would once again have the chance. But he knew
he must wait for a signal. His master had trained him long ago to remain still, ready
and waiting until the order was finally given. But it was difficult, and his front paws
shifted excitedly, his ears slanting alertly forward as small whining sounds came from
his massive throat.
The dog watched, perplexed, as Karen crawled between his master's legs, and he knew
that it could only mean he would have a longer wait than he wanted. The sight of her
swelling white buttocks pointed back in his direction was almost more than he could
stand. He could see the soft tuft of hair high up between her thighs that masked his
hoped-for goal, and his sharp nose detected the faint odor of musky feminine arousal
juices coming from those familiar depths.
And then, finally, the signal! The big animal heard his master's passion-distorted voice
urging him on towards the swelling half-moons thrust back towards him in open
invitation.
Abdul moved slowly forward, knowing just what was expected of him. He moved up
behind the laboring girl, his head extending cautiously as he pushed his nose up
between the nakedly crouching blonde's firm white thighs. Karen's entire body
shuddered as she felt the first long-hoped-for, wet touch against her waiting nakedness.
Alan also waited in expectation. The full length mirror on the other side of the room
gave him a perfect view of his sister's voluptuously raised buttocks and he watched
avidly as he pet approached closer and closer. Karen started to mumble some words of
encouragement to the dog around the thick shaft of Alan's cock and for a moment he
felt the pressure lessen around its bloated length.
"Keep sucking, Karen," he commanded, delighting in the fact that for a while he was in
command of the situation. He grinned in triumph as she obediently went back to her
slave-like sucking, looking lecherously down as his long hardened penis continued to
fuck rhythmically in and out of her widely ovalled mouth. The very sight of it caused
his loins to tense and jerk into her face until it looked as though he were sinking the
full length of his monstrous rod all the way down her throat. Almost all of it seemed to
disappear with each hard thrust he made until only a little stretch showed white and
glistening, protruding from between her lips.
Alan looked back up at the mirror just in time to see Abdul's thick tongue snake out
and lick wetly up the wide split crevice between Karen's buttocks, the tip burrowing
slightly into the tiny ring of her anus. The kneeling girl's body jerked as if from an
electric shock as the hot dog-tongue dug into her most sensitive flesh. Then Abdul
began to lap the narrow pink slit up between her thighs in earnest. He ran his tongue
wetly the full length of it, from the tiny sensation-bud of her clitoris, up the fluted pink
edges of her cunt and over the tightly puckered anus. His great tongue spread through
the soft hair-covered swelling like a knife through hot butter. It flicked relentlessly
between the girl's widespread thighs, stopping sporadically to curl its way deep into the
quivering vaginal opening. Karen's whole body was trembling in wanton excitement
and Alan could feel her mouth tightening in spasmodic rhythm around the head of his
swollen hardness as she began to put her whole heart and mouth into the sucking of his
cock.
The lust-maddened girl started to moan incoherently, the sounds bubbling out
obscenely and wetly from where her lips clasped tightly around Alan's throbbing cock.
All the while the giant dog-tongue continued to thrust relentlessly up Karen's moistly
spread cunt, and she reached desperately behind her with one hand to spread the ivory
globes of her buttocks in order to give the salivating beast full access to her tiny
sensitive anal ring.
He tongue lashed her for another long moment, and then the giant animal began to
crowd in hard against her. What he wanted was plain, and the moaning girl obediently
raised her naked asscheeks even higher, bending before the panting dog in abject
surrender while her face remained firmly anchored to her brother's huge penis that
fucked relentlessly in and out of her mouth.
Alan watched spellbound in the mirror as his huge pet mounted Karen's passionately
offered buttocks and locked his powerful forelegs around her slender waist. Dripping,
the glistening long scarlet penis slipped from the hairy sheath under the animal's belly,
the tapered point slipping and dancing into the hot, wet cuntal crevice below as the dog
trembled and jerked, trying to bury his gleaming shaft in the kneeling girl's body.
Sobbing in desperation, Karen shifted her round buttocks in a half-crazed effort to
capture the lengthening dog-cock, trying to sheath the scarlet organ in her tightly
contracting cunt. The sharp tip missed and slid up to find a momentary haven in her
anus, then attempted to enter. But Karen gave a little cry and tensed her rectal mouth
automatically to evade the sliding prod. Having tasted success, Abdul returned
immediately to attack and thrust blindly, the thin point sliding unsuccessfully along the
entire length of her wetly heated cuntal channel. The hot scarlet of the jabbing canine
penis contrasted lewdly with the fever-pink of passion-inflamed genitals of the young
girl as her cuntal lips spread open under the relentless pressure of the still unhoused
dog-cock rubbing so madly between them.
In final desperation, Karen reached back with one hand to grasp the slippery organ and
guide its heavily throbbing tip to the thin, vertical little opening on her moistly
pulsating vaginal slit. Sensing victory Abdul rammed forward, parting her pussy lips
wider and wider with each forward thrust of his long, thick animal penis. Alan watched
in awe as the huge collie humped wildly and buried his huge red shaft deep up into the
squirming girl's hotly grasping cuntal passage. The massive organ slithered forward
with a rush until it was sunk to the hilt, the hairy balls swinging below in the open
space created by her wide-spread thighs.
Karen gave a low moan of blissful release as Abdul began fucking rhythmically into her.
The quivering girl undulated her naked buttocks in lewd circles, abandoning herself to
the delicious animal fucking she was receiving from behind. Her face was contorted in
rapture, and her large taut breasts danced beneath her writhing torso, moving in time
to the dog's skewering cock, a relentless hot poker of glistening flesh, burying itself
deep up into her warmly engulfing belly.
Each powerful thrust from the slaving animal behind rammed the girl's lewdly writhing
body forward onto Alan's lust-swollen cock. The girl's passion-drugged mind began to
wander. Nothing mattered but that wonderful long animal penis fucking up into her
burning pussy and her brother's hotly pulsating cock in her mouth, sucking and licking
it until he came. The submissively kneeling girl began sucking to please, running her
tongue wetly around and around the desire-swollen shaft and flicking her tongue tip
teasingly into the tiny open slit at the end of the smooth, rubbery head. She could feel
his penis throbbing as if it had a life of its own, and she knew it would erupt any
moment into a great gushing fountain of white hot cum that would spurt into her
mouth and throat in a never-ending stream. Then she would concentrate on the
incredible sensations she was receiving from the fiery cock of her animal lover behind.
Karen's head bobbed up and down slavishly over the thick shaft of flesh, sucking to
draw the thick milky semen from it as her brother twisted and groaned above her,
raining obscenities down on top of her blonde head and watching with delight the
stretched oval of her full young lips straining at his penis as though it were a popsicle.
The girl worked on and on, pinned between the two rutting males, the man in front
and the dog behind, the very helplessness and humiliation of her position beginning to
cause strange masochistic sensations to grow erotically in her churning belly.
Alan's face writhed in pleasurable agony as Karen's tongue made the head of his cock
jerk and throb like some chained animal wanting to be free. He watched hypnotized as
the flesh of her lips was pulled out grotesquely on the outstroke, clinging to the saliva
coated shaft of his penis as she sucked hungrily, all her concentration now on the task
before her. Looking over his sister's laboring shoulders, Alan stared with obscene
delight into the wild animal eyes of his own dog as it fucked relentlessly into the
spasming female body before him. It was almost as if his wildly pulsating cock in her
mouth was somehow connecting him to the unnatural coupling of his sister and dog
and an obscene thrill shot through his mind.
"Suck it, baby. Suck it," he hissed, closing his eyes and pretending for the moment that
it was the honey-blonde across the pool who was hunched like this before him.
Goddamn, he'd like to have her here, ramming it deep into her little throat. By God,
he'd shove it all the way down to her tonsils when he did get her and then pump his
cum down her throat, filling that little belly of hers until she burst.
Without warning, Alan's pelvis began pistoning wildly, each tremor ramming his long
rigid cock deeper and deeper inside Karen's voraciously sucking mouth. The gasping
girl could feel his lust-thickened hardness throbbing against her cheeks and tongue, and
she knew this was it. He was going to cum in her mouth!
And she wanted it. She wanted to swallow every delicious drop as she sucked hungrily,
desperately, her mouth salivating as it never had before, while sharp bolts of forbidden
pleasure shot upwards from her animal-filled cunt.
Her brother groaned above her, flailing his head and ramming deep into her throat,
while he held her lust-controlled face in the prison of his hands. Suddenly his cock
began to jerk and a second later it spewed gushes of thick white cum deep into her
throat. Karen groaned as she continued to suck and her Adam's apple bobbed quickly
up and down, trying to keep pace with the spewing sperm that jetted rhythmically into
the warmly gulping confines of her mouth. Clasping her lips like a tight little elastic
ring around the ejaculating member, the beautiful young woman swallowed madly,
swirling her tongue around and around the swollen cock head. She wanted to suck him
dry, to empty him. His groans of pleasure spurred her on to greater effort. It went on
and on and she thought it would never end, until finally the hands clamped at the sides
of her head fell away, and the giant throbbing cock gave one last spurt and slipped
loosely from her cum-flooded mouth.
Karen went completely out of her mind now that she was able to concentrate on the
wild sensations that Abdul's cock was pounding into her. Looking back over her
shoulder at the hunching animal, the wildly excited young beauty called back lewd
exhortations.
"Ahhhh! Fuck harder, faster! Come on, darling, fuck your Karen... cum in me... I want
to feel your beautiful hot animal cum...!"
The obscenely swaying girl was no longer human but a quivering mass of sweating lust
deranged flesh that begged to be subjected. She was revelling in being screwed by this
panting beast and fucking back at him like a wanton whore, even if it was in front of
her brother and the camera he had running, and she ground her body back against his
hairy jerking loins like another animal.
Alan continued watching the salacious spectacle in fascination, his thick depleted cock
lying limply on his thigh. Tiny rivulets of moisture were building in the crevice of the
girl's nakedly rotating buttocks and they glistened in the light as they ran slowly down
the backs of her straining thighs.
Suddenly the unmistakable signal of sensual fulfillment sprayed through Karen's
seething loins like the prickling of a million needles, gnawing at the base of her belly
with the lewd promise of frenzied orgasmic rapture. The sex-maddened girl moaned
helplessly as she neared the jagged edges of her mounting climax and rammed back
even harder onto the long wet cock that fucked mercilessly into the gratefully devouring
little hole up between her wildly bucking thighs.
Abruptly the passion-stunned girl raised her head to wail out a guttural animalish groan
from deep in her throat. Her glazed eyes grew large and unseeing.
"Ahhhhh, ooooohhh, God, lover, I can't stand it! Oh God, fuck me, fuck me with your
beautiful cock!"
Then her voice died in a strangled mixture of sobs and sighs as the first wild spasms of
her orgasm struck, and she shrieked, thrusting her wildly convulsing loins back against
the raging dog-cock in a desperate lunge. Abdul responded with a heavy forward cunt
reaming stab just as his huge hardened cock began to jerk around up inside her
hungrily convulsing young belly and spew its hotly foaming animal sperm in liquid jets
up into her contracting cunt.
Again the sex-maddened girl screamed out, her tautened buttocks reacting convulsively
to the lewd animal explosion filling her raging belly and loins. Her head was flailing
wildly in her final bliss and her blonde hair whipped from side to side in a cloud. A
lewd combination of human-animal liquid passion trickled warmly from the nakedly
kneeling girl's still sucking cuntal mouth and dripped in white pools onto the floor
below her. Then the exhausted girl groaned softly and fell forward onto the carpet,
Abdul's softening penis slipping loosely from her flooded cunt with a lewd wet sound.
For a moment, the huge dog hovered over her, panting to catch his breath and then his
massive head lowered and he began licking the remnants of cum from the girl's still
spastically twitching young tender buttocks. Karen made low, throaty moans as she felt
the hot tongue worming its way between the valley of flesh formed by her still
quivering thighs.
And then the room was still except for Karen's exhausted panting. With a surge of will,
she pulled herself from the floor and walked over to the camera. Placing her lips close
to the still humming machine, she raised her head and looked directly into the lens and
carefully mouthed a crude 'fuck you' to the camera.
"Perfect. The absolute perfect ending," Alan said, switching the camera off. "The perfect
ending to a really great film. Better than if you had actually said the words. And now,
what shall we do about getting that couple across the pool in here?"
For a long moment, Karen was silent, still trying to catch her breath. Then she looked
at her brother.
"Why don't you concentrate on the wife, and leave the husband to me. I think it would
work better if we worked separately rather than as a team."
"Sounds good to me," said Alan ruefully. "Only let me know when you plan to have
him here. Even if he doesn't want to be in the movies, I want him on film. It could be
even more fun if he doesn't know."
Karen smiled and nodded. "Same thing for the girl too, I suppose," she said.
Alan nodded silently as he pulled the film out of the camera and went into the
darkroom to develop it. Left alone with Abdul, Karen found that a lewd smile was
coming to her face.
"I think she could really get to like you," she said to the large dog. "Especially when she
learns what a lover you can be."


Chapter 3


Mark was sitting in the session room of the large insurance training center, but it was
impossible for him to concentrate on the lessons being given. He found that his mind
kept drifting to the argument he had had with Diane the night before. For the first time
since they were married, they had slept in separate beds, each feeling that it would be
better to avoid the other. He sat with the tip of his pencil lightly touching his lips,
trying to think of a solution to the problem of their marriage. He felt that it might have
helped if he and Diane had talked to each other before he came to the session this
morning, but the door to her bedroom was still closed and locked when he had left. He
had made up his mind that he would apologize for his actions the night before, but she
had made that impossible with her absence. He knew he would have to face her when
he came home later that day, and he was turning over in his mind what he wanted to
say to her.
Finally, the morning lessons ended, and Mark joined several other executive students in
a lounge for coffee. Some of the friends he had made in his class noticed that he seemed
a little removed.
"Hey, Mark, what's the matter?" asked John Martin, one of the more aggressive
students. "Things at home got you down?" Mark wanted to tell him that it was none of
his business, but he knew that he had to talk to someone. He wished he knew what he
could say.
"Oh, nothing, really," he said, turning away so he would not have to look directly at
John. "Just a little spat with the wife this morning. I can handle it."
"If you want my advice," continued John, oblivious to the fact that Mark wanted to
drop the subject, "you should shake up the little woman a little. Let her know that she
can't push you around."
"That's right," added Bob Herbert, another student. "I keep my wife in line by screwing
around on the side a little. Just enough to let her know that if she fucks up, I won't be
out in the cold, so to speak."
Both Bob and John thought a funny joke had been made and were almost doubled over
in laughter, but Mark thought that it was one of the crudest things possible. He had
never given a thought to cheating on his wife, and the thought of actually spending
time with another woman filled him with a revulsion that he could not understand. But
then he began to think that he had heard his wife, his own Diane, suggest almost the
same thing. Could it be that his friends were right? Taking long drags on his cigarette
as he sipped his coffee, he tried to understand the conflicting thoughts in his mind. On
the one hand, he loved his wife and would never think of doing anything to hurt her.
On the other hand, his wife was not giving him the satisfaction he knew she could, and
it was almost deliberate on her part. She was actually withholding herself from him
while she hinted that she might like to see what another man was like. As the thought
of his wife's hinting passed through his mind, an angry scowl came over his face, and
he began to think that his friends might actually be right. Perhaps if he could relieve
the frustration his wife was causing him, he could approach her in a way she would find
more appealing. After all, if she wanted to take another lover to learn things, he could
certainly do the same.
His thoughts were interrupted as Ester Rey joined them at their table.
"Good morning, future vice-presidents," she said in a happy voice, giving Mark a very
obvious wink. She sat down next to the confused young husband, and it seemed to him
that she was making no attempt to keep her knee from brushing against his.
"Good morning, Ester," chimed Bob, leaning forward in his chair closer to her. She
seemed not to hear him as she continued to stare at Mark. Even though he had never
thought of being unfaithful to his wife, it might be worth it with Ester Rey. Even
though she was no Miss America, she was reported to be like a fucking machine in bed
by both Bob and John. Even though company employees were not supposed to become
involved with other company employees, Ester made it certain that she had no respect
for that rule. Bob had made it certain to tell Mark that Ester was not one to kiss and
tell. And she did a lot more than kissing. As the executive secretary for Mr. Wolf, the
president of the insurance company, she found that she had pretty much a free hand in
her extra-curricular activities, and she made very good use of her free time. At the
moment, she was pressing her knee tightly against Mark, and when he pulled it away
from her, he could feel her hand resting on his leg and inching closer and closer to his
crotch.
Against his will, he could feel his cock lurching in his pants, and it took a great deal of
effort to take her hand off his leg. The last thing he needed now was another problem,
and he could see that Ester was giving him just that. The morning session had been
boring enough, and he knew that the afternoon session would be even worse. It always
was. It would be hard enough to concentrate without the teasing Ester was giving him.
Heaving a sigh of resignation, Mark looked at his watch and noticed that it was almost
time to be getting back to his lessons.
"I'm sorry, but I have to get back to the class," he said to everyone at the table, looking
specifically at Ester.
"I'd like to talk to you after you're finished for the day," Ester said, resting her head in
one hand and giving Mark a look that told him more than her words did.
He smiled at her and said nothing, hurrying out of the room so that the prominent
bulge in his pants would not be noticed.
The rest of the day passed slowly for the promising young man. As she sat in the
classroom, he began to doubt that he was actually cut out to become an executive vice
president. As the lecture about cost projections droned on, Mark found that his mind
was wandering. He could not come to terms with why he really wanted to become a
vice-president anyway. Could it be for the money? No, he thought. He was making
more than enough now. Perhaps the prestige. He put that out of his mind as well. With
the additional prestige came more pressure, and that was something he never wanted.
His mind drifted to Diane, and he realized that he was actually doing it because of her.
Not because she had pushed him to it, but because he knew that it would be better for
her to be married to a vice-president than a simple salesman. Here he was, beating his
brains out for her and she didn't seem to appreciate it. After all, wasn't it a wife's duty
to help her husband climb higher on the social ladder? Diane was doing anything but
that. She didn't even seem to care how his sessions were going. All she could think
about was taking another man. She really didn't act as though she cared about him at
all.
When the sessions were over, Mark hurried out of the building and hopped in his car.
He made a special point to avoid Ester, who he could see standing outside of the room
where the classes were held. Fortunately, the traffic was light, and he arrived at his
bungalow in ten minutes, rather than the twenty minutes he had expected. Once again,
as the day before, he found that he was sitting in his car, attempting to avoid facing his
wife in the hopes of collecting his thoughts, and once again he found that it was
impossible. He wished that he could think of something to say to her. Besides, the
memory of Ester's hand creeping along his leg came back to him, and he found that his
cock was once again growing in his pants, making his thoughts become more and more
confused.
With a moan of frustration, he quickly got out of his car, but rather than walk directly
to his bungalow, he decided that he would walk around the grounds of the motel. They
were very well kept up, and he thought that a walk in the warm afternoon sun might
help him relax and clear his mind. Soon he found himself behind his cabin next to the
pool. He gazed into the shimmering reflections. He wondered why he had never used it
in the time he had been staying there. He was considered a very good swimmer in
college, and he knew that the water would be very relaxing. Come to think of it, there
never seemed to be anyone in the pool. It seemed like a large waste of money to be
paying for something he never used. He decided that perhaps things would look a little
better if he spent some time in the pool, and decided that he would change into a
swimming suit right away and work off some of the aggressive frustration he was
feeling at the moment.
Entering his cabin he found that Diane was not at home. He was a little surprised to
see that she was not there, but perhaps it was for the better. After all, he was in no
mood to see her just now. She might even come home while he was swimming and
decide to join him.
Quickly changing, he hurried back outside and jumped into the clear still water.
Instantly, he knew that he had made the right decision. The water seemed to relax his
tightening muscles, and after swimming a few laps, he rested with his body in the water
and his arms on the edge, kicking his powerful legs every so often to take advantage of
the soothing effects of the buoyancy. He was all alone in the pool and was beginning to
enjoy the solitude. For a long while he remained perfectly still, his eyes closed and his
mind a total blank. For the first time in months he felt at rest with himself.
Then he heard someone jumping into the pool at the other end. He opened his eyes
and noticed a woman swimming toward him. Even though she was partially hidden by
the water, he could see that she was beautiful, and he wondered why he hadn't seen her
before. She was not the type of woman a man could easily overlook. Through the
breaking water, he could see that she was wearing a very skimpy bikini, the bra top just
barely hiding her firmly ripened breasts. As she came closer, he could see that her
breasts jutted forward in a high, taut curve... and her long blonde hair moved from side
to side as she glided gracefully through the water.
The woman pulled herself up to the edge very close to Mark, and he watched with
increasing interest as she shook her head to clear the water from her eyes.
"Hello," she said casually. "I'm Karen. I happened to notice that you were swimming
and thought I might join you. Do you mind?"
"No, not at all," Mark replied, looking at her full, innocent brown eyes. "By the way,
I'm Mark. Mark Williams. I haven't noticed you around the motel. Are you new here?"
The beautiful blonde seductress smiled and looked down into the water. "No, not
really," she said in a sweetly innocent voice. "My brother and I, well, we like to keep to
ourselves a lot. But what about you? I haven't seen you here very much either."
Mark winced at her question. He wondered how much he should tell her about himself
and Diane. "We... we aren't here very much of the time. I'm attending sessions to
prepare me to become a vice-president, and my wife tours the city a lot," he said. "As a
matter of fact, that's where she is now," he added, hoping that she would not ask him
too much about what Diane might really be doing. Suddenly he was becoming a little
angry that she wasn't at the bungalow, and if he found out that she was doing anything
else but sightseeing, well...
"Oh, then you're alone for the time being," Karen asked, her eyes widening. "So am I.
My brother is away on business, and I got a little tired of staying in the cabin all alone.
How would you like to come in for a drink?"
Her bluntness took Mark completely by surprise. The truth was, he was thinking to
himself that it might be really nice to visit her, but he never thought that she would
come right out and ask him to her apartment. At first, he thought of telling her
something in the way of a refusal, but he found that he could not take his eyes off her
full, luscious breasts, and after all, his wife wasn't at home at the moment. He looked
up from her breasts and noticed that she was giving him a very seductive smile. She was
really asking him if he wanted more than just a drink, he knew, and even though he
really didn't want to cheat on his wife, the things that his fellow students had told him
about how to handle his problem flooded through his mind. It wasn't his fault that he
was so frustrated. God knows he had tried to please his wife. If she would only meet
him at least half-way, he would never even think of another woman. She was all he
really needed, but the past month and a half had been very hard for him.
"Thank you," he found himself saying before he realized it. "I'd like that very much. I'll
just go in and change and be..."
"Oh, you'll do nothing of the sort," she told him as she pulled herself out of the pool.
"It's a warm enough day for what you're wearing."
Mark found that his eyes were wandering over her ripe body, drinking in the sultry
sensuality that she seemed to radiate. She allowed her eyes to play boldly over his face
and then brazenly let them fall to the bulge in his swim suit.
Feeling a little guilty, Mark pulled himself out of the pool.
"How long have you lived here?" she asked as though she were trying to make
conversation as they walked to her cabin.
"Uh... just a few days. I'm being paid by the company while I go through their training
sessions," he answered, unable to take his eyes off of her swaying breasts.
"How do you like it?" she purred, leaning forward a little to give him an unimpeded
view of her magnificent cleavage.
Mark felt himself smile at her obvious come on. "Well, like I say," he said, fighting to
keep his voice under control, "I'm not here all that much. I guess it's all right though."
She returned his smile. Mark felt a twinge of guilt at being so obvious with his
neighbor, but he took care of it by reflecting back to the events of the last two days. He
found that the thoughts of Diane were making him angry. It was her fault that he had
been thinking about cheating on her. If she didn't think that he could satisfy her, she
would just have to expect that he would find someone who did. Besides, she hadn't said
anything really definite, and if he did happen to change his mind, he could always just
leave.
There was a wonderful sinuous motion to her provocative body as she walked, the same
grace and ease he had noticed when she had been swimming. He allowed her to get
ahead of him slightly and allowed his eyes to focus on her hips as they swayed gently
before him. There was something very strange, very mysterious, very special about this
woman who combined both angelic sweetness and earthy sensuality... she was lovely.
They walked into her cabin and within minutes, Mark found himself inside a bungalow
built exactly as his own. It gave him a feeling of comfort, He sat down on a large couch
facing a well-stocked bar. Karen went behind the bar to fix the drinks.
"What would you like?" she asked him.
"I don't really know," he said. "How about something special?"
"I know just the thing," she said, reaching behind the bar and producing a large bottle
of greenish liquid. "A friend of ours brought this from France. I forget the name, but
it's really quite good. My brother tells me that it's very hard to find in the country."
Without waiting for a comment from Mark, she filled two glasses and handed one to
Mark. "To new neighbors," she said, raising her glass. "Friendship," Mark responded
and swallowed the light green fluid. It was very pleasant, very smooth, Mark thought,
and sweeter than any drink he could think of. Immediately, he felt a warming effect
throughout his body. He drank a little more.
"How do you like it?" Karen asked.
"It's unusual... very nice."
"Most of our friends like it very much. My brother had to turn all of Chicago upside
down to find a place that sold it. I believe it supposed to be an aphrodisiac," Karen
stated casually, a strange smile playing over her lips.
Mark choked a little on his drink and raised his eyes to her in surprise, thinking that he
really didn't need an aphrodisiac with her sitting so close and looking so seductive. He
could tell that his first impression of her had been correct. She was coming on to him,
and he quickly drained his glass. He held up his empty glass for more.
"Why don't you fix the next round?" she asked. "I think I'm going to dry off." She put
her glass on the bar and walked into her bedroom while Mark moved behind the bar
and re-filled the glasses. He put a little more in his this time, admitting to himself that
it had a very nice effect. Perhaps the little extra would rid his mind of the feeling of
guilt he had about cheating on his wife. Already he was feeling light-headed and a
"don't give a damn" sensation was spreading over him. The combination of the swim
and the drink was making him feel a lot better than he had in a long time. He took a
hefty slug from his glass and walked out from behind the bar. Then his thoughts were
cut short by Karen's voice coming from her bedroom.
"Why don't you put on some music while I change?" she said. The shock of hearing her
voice made Mark realize just how much the drink had affected him. He mumbled an
okay and walked over to the record player. It was right by her bedroom door, and he
couldn't help but notice her movements through the half-open door. He stared in
amazement as he saw that she was changing her clothes.
For a moment he felt the warm flush of embarrassment come to his face coupled with
the still remaining feeling of guilt. He fumbled for a quiet jazz record and put it on.
The music filled the room from unseen speakers. He didn't want to act like a peeping
Tom, but Christ, she must have known that he would be able to see her from the
record player. Otherwise she wouldn't have set it up that way. Or at least she would
have closed the door.
Mark quickly took a large drink from his glass and allowed his eyes to wander around
the room.. He could feel the cares that had been weighing on him ever since the night
before seem to be magically flowing from his body, so smoothly that he had hardly
noticed the change. He marveled at the effect. It was as though his senses were wrapped
in a soundproof blanket of heightened awareness. There must be something to what
they said about the drink after all.
He looked up again in time to see this strange girl he had followed home pull her bikini
bottoms from her legs and drop them to the floor. His cock lurched in his pants as her
voluptuously curved body came into view. She was moving slowly, almost theatrically as
if she knew his eyes were on her. But even so there were no lewd or obscene
movements on her part. She didn't need them: the natural sensuality of her lush body
was enough in itself.
As the alcohol-crazed voyeur watched breathlessly, Karen turned her back towards him
and bent over to pick up a sheer gown from her bed. The fully rounded moons of her
buttocks presented themselves to his eyes as she bent over, and the leg bands of the
panties she was slipping on rode up along her ass-cheeks as she straightened to slip into
the gown.
The mesmerized young husband watched with bated breath as his beautiful neighbor
walked across the room to a closet, her tightly rounded buttocks jiggling slightly as she
moved. It was a graceful easy walk that reminded Mark of a stalking, sleek panther.
There was a lithe suppleness about this strange girl that dripped of sex and forbidden
pleasures. He could not judge her age, but she seemed to be both very young and
ageless.
One thing was very sure to him. He was having no feelings of guilt about cheating on
his wife anymore. In the back files of his mind, he remembered that this was infidelity,
but it was as much Diane's fault as his. Perhaps more. If she weren't so unresponsive
and teasing to him, he would be home where he belonged.
His mind droned on, the subversive green liquid he had been drinking rationalizing
away any remainder of guilt he had when he had walked into the luscious blonde's
cabin. The straying young husband watched Karen more intently now as she turned
back from the closet dressed only in her panties and the sheer open gown, her long
lithe legs shining silkily in the soft light of the afternoon sun.
It suddenly occurred to him that he'd like to pull her panty crotchband aside and fuck
her like that. He had never fucked a woman with her panties still on, Diane preferring
to be completely naked. Perhaps that was the trouble. His own wife said that she
wanted something new, but she was never willing to go through with something
different with him.
This woman was different. Her every movement shouted that she would try anything
once, and many more times if she liked it. She knew how to use her body, and there
would be no hesitation with her.
The nervous young husband wiped his face with the back of his free hand. He could
feel a strange warmth flooding his face as he stood wearing only his swimming trunks
and watching the nearly naked young woman in the bedroom. Walking to the bar, he
quickly poured himself another drink and swallowed it. He needed it now; the painfully
swelling erection in his swim suit had risen almost to its full height. The tight
restricting material hurt, and no matter how he arranged his swollen cock, he could do
nothing to relieve the pressure.
"Mark," he suddenly heard from that excitingly throaty voice in the bedroom, "please
bring me my drink."
Behind the bar Mark jumped slightly at the unexpected sound, almost knocking his
glass to the floor. He had been too immersed in his own half-drugged thoughts to be
prepared for the sudden summons.
"Mark?" she called out. "Are you still there?"
"Y... yes," he stammered back. "I'm still here. I'm pouring it now."
"Well, hurry. It's lonely and dry in here."
The flustered young man tried to hide his fully erect cock in his swim suit. How could
he walk into the room like this? It was just too obvious. He would have preferred to be
a little more subtle. He picked up the two drinks and headed for the bedroom. No
thought of resisting remained in his mind now. There was only the twinge of self
doubt. Would he be able to handle this hot cunted little bitch?
Karen looked up at him as he came into the bedroom and smiled slowly. Mark noticed
that the open gown came just to the tops of her thighs and was being held closed only
by resting on her erect breast nipples. Glancing further down, he noticed that she had
shed the panties while he had been pouring the drinks. The cleavage of her breasts
showed without any impediment.
"Mmmmmmmm," she purred as she sipped her drink. "I was getting thirsty in her. I
like the way you pour drinks."
"I've been practicing on myself," Mark answered, raising his glass towards her. He
suddenly felt that he was no longer nervous, and instead of the twinge of self doubt he
felt a self-confidence that he had never experienced before. He felt marvelous, as if he
had finally found that strength that his wife was sapping from him, a strength that had
been dormant for the past month and a half that he had been married to Diane, a
strength that had once been used but was now lying fallow within his being. He knew
that making love to this woman who stood before him almost naked was going to
change his marriage, and for better or worse, he wanted her. He wanted her now.
Karen lowered her eyes for a moment to the bulge at the front of his swim suit. Her
smile deepened and two dimples appeared in her cheeks.
"I can tell we're going to like each other," she said with a twinkle in her eyes. "I can tell
we're going to like each other a lot."
"I was wondering if you noticed," he said, feeling confident in his re-awakened
assurance.
"How could I help but notice. You're a man."
She settled herself back on the edge of her huge bed, leaning back on her elbows. The
short robe rode up her full sensuous thighs and fell open, exposing the soft silky down
of the pubic mound at the base of her smooth white belly. She patted the bed next to
her, indicating that he should sit down.
"Suppose you tell me a little something about yourself," she said after he had settled in.
"I really know very little about you. Other than the fact that you look like a good
swimmer."
Mark found that he was at a loss for words. What could he tell her about his life or
Diane? He was groping for the correct words when she said, "No, forget it. It's not
really important. We can talk later, after we find out things about each other that are
probably more interesting."
"Suits me," he told her, reaching over with one hand and tracing tiny circles with his
nails over the whiteness of her stomach.
"Ohhhhh, I see you're brave as well. At first, in the pool, I wasn't sure that you would
want to come to my cabin."
"That was years ago," he smiled at her, feeling his face flush from the liquor. "Shall I
get you another drink?"
"I have some of the same stuff in the room here. In that cabinet," she pointed to a
corner of the room. "I think you'll find everything you want. Even ice, if you want."
Mark hopped from the bed. Taking her glass from her hand, he glanced down at her
thinly bearded vaginal lips clearly visible up between her slightly parted thighs. It did
not make him at all uncomfortable to look at her like this, and a pleased smile crossed
over his face as she opened her legs a little more. She was clearly excited. Mark could
see the first tiny dewdrops of moisture rising between her vaginal slit as she exposed
herself to him. He hurried with the drinks, the impatient heat of his own body rising
rapidly.
When Mark returned to the bed next to her, his seductress had pulled open the robe all
the way, exposing her large full breasts and their ripe pink nipples.
"Christ, you're beautiful," he muttered, staring down at her seductive nakedness with
the drinks still in his hands. He could see that her eyes were dilated a little from
excitement, and it was ah he could do to keep from dropping to his knees in front of
her and locking his lips to her sweet little pussy at this very moment. But he held
himself back, sensing that she wanted more. This woman would know what making
love was all about, and she wasn't the kind one just jumped on top of and rammed it
into without preparing her well. The reward she offered should definitely be well worth
the torture of waiting.
"You're pretty good yourself," she whispered as she reached for the drink he was
handing her. "I think you're a very handsome man. How many other women have you
had? Besides your wife I mean." She asked the question as though it were the most
natural thing in the world.
"Enough to know what to do," he said, leaning over her and kissing her lightly on the
lips to accent his words. "And how to do it," he added as he pulled away from her
slightly.
She took his drink from him.
"Here, let me put the glasses on the table before we spill them."
The aroused young man handed her his drink and she quickly put the two glasses on
the small table resting next to the bed. Then he leaned over her again, pressing his lips
tightly down on hers. She arched up and curled her arms around to pull him down on
her, and one of his legs jammed tightly between her open thighs. She was wonderfully
supple and soft, and her voluptuous body was glued against his as though she were a
part of him. Her thigh moved up against his groin, scraping against his painful
hardness as he ground his lips hungrily into hers. He could feel the wetness from the
seminal fluid that was seeping from the lust-swollen tip of his excited penis. It smeared
against this swim suit, and he wondered if she could feel the dampness through the
material.
Her thighs continued massaging against him with a practiced thoroughness until he
thought the head of his cock would explode. It was jerking now as though he would
cum at the slightest extra pressure.
Mark thrust his tongue far into her mouth, and she sucked gently on it, nibbling with
sharp little bites of her teeth that sent chills running the length of his spine. To escape
for a moment that overpowering teasing sensation, the lust-controlled young man
pulled his lips away and placed his cheek against her hair, the thought of his wife
entering his mind. He tried to imagine how shocked she would be if she could see him
now, stretched over the almost naked body of their well built neighbor. No matter what
she might have said about thinking of taking another lover, she would never believe
that he might do it.
"Is your wife good in bed?" Karen suddenly asked as though she had been reading his
thoughts.
"Sometimes. Not lately," he answered. He would rather she changed the subject.
"I'll teach you some things she might find interesting," she whispered softly into his ear.
"Come on. Take off that swim suit. You won't need it."
He suddenly realized that she was quivering beneath him, and that her thighs had
parted even more and were pressing impatiently on each side of his hips.
"You want to fuck me, don't you?" she asked breathlessly, in a tone that let him know
she already knew the answer.
"Yes, by God yes," he answered, the lewd words exciting him even more as he heard
them coming from her throat.
"Then tell me. Tell me what you want to do!"
"I want to fuck you!"
"How?" she moaned under him.
"Deep, up and hard. I want to fuck you like you've never been fucked before."
"God. Oh, God," she moaned, almost throwing him from her squirming body. "Get
your suit off before I die."
The passion filled young man rose from the bed and began pulling desperately at his
swim suit. A slight tinge of self-consciousness came over him as he dropped the suit to
the floor and stood over her as she lay naked on the bed waiting for him, his cock
standing out in full erection in front of him.
She had already lifted her body slightly and pulled away the flimsy gown, leaving her
completely naked. She looked up at him standing starkly nude above her, and her eyes
riveted on his long hard penis proudly out in the air. For a long moment she watched
its throbbing blood-filled head and then said: "It's huge. I want to feel it deep inside
me, twisting around deep in my cunt. Oh God, I want you to fuck me with it!"
The now panting Mark lay down on the bed beside the beautiful naked woman,
dragging her over to him with his strong arms. He moved one hand down to her
smooth rounded buttocks, cupping their beautifully shaped firmness. Her naked young
body was warm and soft against him as she raised her face to him and locked her
mouth to his while her hand searched down between their bodies, groping towards his
rock-hard penis.
Mark could only gasp as her cool fingers closed around his stiffness, and he pressed his
head forward to moistly return her kiss. Her odor was maddening, a perfume he could
not recognize, but it reminded him of a dark, untamed wilderness. The now panting
woman now crushed the full length of her velvety body against his and ground her
pelvis tightly into him. Then she twisted almost frantically and pulled him over on top
of her, opening her legs wide to take him between them.
On the other side of the wall, Alan Roberts sat, grinning lewdly from ear to ear,
watching through the small opening he had made in the wall. His movie camera was
already running. He held his hand camera ready to photograph the nakedly writhing
pair on the bed. He knew from experience that they could not see him, even though
they were as plain to him as if he were in the same room with them.
Damn, he thought, his sister was really fantastic in bed. She was better in bed with
other guys than she was with Abdul. Watching her fuck men with that hot little cunt of
hers was almost as good as doing it.
In mounting excitement Karen crushed Mark to her and ran her hands searchingly
down over his hard young body, eagerly exploring all of him. His cock was resting hard
against her thighs, pressed into the narrow crevice of her hair-lined vaginal slit. She
arched her body for a moment levering both her and Mark up off the bed with the
strength of her back and, reaching down under her buttocks with both hands, she
pulled her wetly throbbing pussy lips slowly apart, giving his penis greater contact with
her moist, sensitive flesh. Then she relaxed, dropping her nakedly quivering body back
onto the bed, his rigid member trapped tightly between her thighs.
This new pressure against his aching cock shot pinwheels of sensation through the
young husband's reeling mind. He forced his hands underneath the shoulders of the
beautiful woman lying trapped beneath him and ran them e down the soft curves of her
spine moving almost imperceptibly as she undulated her body up against him in a slow
teasing rhythm. Her tautened muscles rippled sinuously just under her velvety skin,
indicating the powerful strength hidden in her lush young body. The cords in her
thighs tensed against his hips, and he wondered how her legs would feel later when
they wrapped around him in passion, when he had his long thick hardness planted
deep up inside her hungering belly.
"Jesus, you feel nice," she whispered, and squirmed her smooth flat belly close up
against him. Her nails scratched slowly across his back leaving small red welts in their
wake.
Mark pushed his hands farther down beneath her, once again cupping her soft warm
buttocks in the palms of his hands as he pulled her naked vaginal plane up tighter
against him. He undulated his body slowly, sliding his hardened shaft of flesh up and
down her widespread slit, sensing her growing hotter and more aroused with each
passing second. Karen's hips began a more desperate rotation up against his loins until,
without warning, her legs snaked out wide on either side of his body and her calves
locked tightly against the backs of his thighs, pulling him closer to her.
"Now! I want it now! Fuck me. Fuck me now!" she moaned into his mouth, her eyes
clinched tightly shut, her pelvis grinding with a savage impatience.
The gasping young husband started to move but she beat him to it. Her hands came
down between their merged bodies and circled around his hotly throbbing cock,
guiding it between the hair-lined lips of her desire-moistened cunt. Mark groaned above
her as he felt her slither his cock-head up and down the soft warm flesh up between her
legs, parting her silken pussy hair with the pulsating blood-filled tip of his penis. The
blonde pubic curls grazed teasingly against the head of it, forcing it to an even greater
hardness until it ached from the excruciating pressure.
He couldn't hold back for another second!
Wildly aroused, Mark flicked his hips forward with a sudden powerful thrust that drove
his thick rigid cock into the hotly gaping mouth of Karen's pussy with a flesh-splitting
force.
"Aaaaahhhh," she moaned beneath him, and he felt the warm elastic-like cuntal sheath
slip wetly up over his rampant penis. His desire-swollen cock-head entered her tight
little pussy with a slight pop, as though she were a virgin being fucked for the first time,
but he instinctively sensed that she could control her vaginal muscles and make it this
tight every time. He knew he wasn't going to let a woman like this get away for very
long, and mentally vowed that this would not be the last time he fucked her hot little
cunt!
His long thick cock pushed up her warmly waiting pussy to the full depths of her belly.
She was almost too tight to fit at first and caused his rigidly throbbing member to ache,
but her hot clasping passage soon became moist and slippery from her cuntal secretions
and he fucked in and out of her more easily.
In his excitement, he rammed forward like a bull and felt his cum-filled balls slap hard
against her upturned ass-cheeks. Karen screamed below him, a low animal scream of
pain and ecstasy, and twisted momentarily to escape the sudden unexpected pain. Her
cry of protest only excited him more and he thrust harder, screwing his pelvis tighter
into her loins and cunt hair so that there was no escape for the helplessly skewered
young blonde.
The triumphant young man lay still for a moment to let the pain of his sudden thrust
subside, proud that he was able to hurt her in that way. He gained the upper hand
because he knew that he had hurt her, and she could not hurt him back in return. It
was his confidence returning, a confidence that had almost been shattered by his wife.
'Mark revelled for a moment in the power he possessed over this beautiful woman,
impaled nakedly beneath him, and he flexed the hot pulsing rod of his cock a little
deeper, bringing another low moan from between her tightly clenched teeth.
Christ, that guy's really fucking the shit out of her, Alan mused from his vantage point
in the other room as he watched the hard fleshy cock of his young neighbor disappear
to the hilt between his sister's widespread thighs. He wondered with a half-cruel smile
on his lips what his wife would think when she saw the pictures he was taking. Then an
obscene thrill rippled through him at the thought of ramming it into that Diane's cunt.
She was going to get it good, and he wished he would be able to see the young man's
face when he watched her get it.
In the bedroom the lust-inflamed Mark began fucking his thick fiery cock like a
madman into the voluptuous squirming flesh beneath him. Karen strained back now,
arching her hungry loins up at him in spite of the pain, lifting them both a few inches
off the squeaking mattress with the strength of each of her answering upward thrusts.
She moaned ceaselessly beneath his pounding body, opening and closing her legs
around his hips as she worked her pussy up and down along his rigid cock in the
chanting rhythm of intercourse as old as mankind itself. Her mouth gaped wide open,
her head flailing from side to side on the mattress in wild abandon.
"Aaaaaahhhhh God, it's good, it's good... ! Stick your finger up my ass! Make me
scream! Make me scream when I cum!"
Mark obediently reached down between her nakedly thrashing buttocks as he continued
to piston relentlessly in and out of her wetly clasping cunt. His hand explored the deep
crevice with the tip of his outstretched middle finger for her tight little anus.
Suddenly he found it!
A small rivulet of warm moisture was running down in the damp crevice between her
buttocks from her cunt above where his long hard shaft was fucking so mercilessly up
into her. It had moistened the tiny puckered hole, lubricating it slightly as he probed
experimentally with his fingertip. He pushed harder, feeling it give a little and then
suddenly the elastic nether ring gave way completely and his finger slid in up to the
first knuckle. The lewdly impaled girl jumped forward, almost crawling on her back
across the bed to escape the first blinding pain.
"Ooooohhhhh, yesssss, yesssss! Hurt me, hurt me more!"
In spite of the pain she felt he suddenly began screwing her frantically squirming
buttocks back on his impaling finger until it was sunk in to the palm of his hand. He
jiggled his finger inside, rotating it around in her warm buttery rectum. Through the
thin wall that separated her tight young cunt from her anus, he could feel the underside
of his own cock fucking in and out of her vaginal passage and he began to match the
rhythm with his extended finger, skewering her between the two as she groaned
underneath him. His nail momentarily caught the tender flesh of her anus and she
jerked, but then she recaptured the rhythm, opening her legs wider over the bed to give
him greater access to the ravishing of her loins.
The excited young man could feel his pulsating cock growing and expanding inside her
wetly clasping pussy until he was sure it would burst from the inexorable pleasure
building in his testicles as they slapped against her nakedly trembling buttocks below.
The pleasure was just too incredibly intense and he knew he couldn't hold back much
longer; she had to cum soon. To excite her even more he rose a bit higher on her so
that the top side of his long thick cock was scraping her clitoris with every stroke.
"Uh... uh... uh... uh..." she chanted out, digging her nails into his sides. Her fingers slid
lower and desperately clutched at his nakedly pumping buttocks in an attempt to pull
him even deeper into her. Her passion-wracked body twitched and writhed beneath his
long smooth strokes, her face contorted with lust, mouth working, nostrils flared, soft
deep moans coming from her throat. Mark could feel her warmly quivering cuntal flesh
holding him in, sucking and pulling at his hot, almost bursting cock. He rammed into
her from his very toes and went the last inch of his thickness plundering into her wildly
clasping pussy, pulling a fresh ecstatic grown from her lips with each new thrust,
making her open eyes stare up at him with a lust-glazed look.
"Aaaaaagggggghhhhh... wonderful, wonder... aaagggghhhh..." she gasped and raised her
smooth rounded buttocks up off the bed to give him more leverage as he fucked into
her with all the strength of his hips and thighs. His loins moved in and out of her
nakedly gyrating pelvis, aiming at that hot clasping chasm in the center, pistoning in
with strong muscular regularity. Despite the shortness of his own breath, the thought of
being able to hold her under such a spell spurred him on. He watched her face,
glorying in his power to draw different expressions of passion from it while he moved
over her as if he were some kind of mechanimal fucking machine responding to
invisible fingers on its keyboard.
By now Mark's loins were aflame, consumed with a fiercely burning desire which swept
through him in great hot gusts of passion and pleasure. He gasped and quivered as he
fucked into the curvaceously writhing body below, revelling in the feel of her flesh, her
beautiful flesh, the supple flesh of this sensuous woman.
"Oooooohhh... aaahhh... hard... harder... fuck me harder!" Karen cried out, her desire
seemingly insatiable. She begged and pleaded, gasping as if she had burst her throat.
She was nearing her climax and her body had become something demonic, her legs
spread wide as she twisted and contorted, urging him on. Mark was amazed at how hot
her body felt and watched in amazement as she whipped her head wildly from side to
side, her mouth open in complete abandonment. She swung her hips and thighs up and
clasped his waist in a vise-like grip, pulling him deeper and deeper into her convulsing
young cunt with each powerful thrust of his loins. The handsome and triumphant
young man made one last mighty stab into her wetly convulsing vagina and let his
white hot seminal fluid surge deeply into her belly.
"Oh Jesus... I'm cumming... aaaarrrrgggghhhh!" he moaned. The woman groaned
beneath him as she felt the warm searing flood of his hot liquid sperm jetting deep up
into the waiting depths of her love-starved vagina. A delicious warmth spread through
the whole inside of her sperm-hungry belly, a warmth that rapidly became a billowing
ball of flame that made her cum again. It went on for a seeming eternity, but finally he
gave one last final groan and collapsed on her gasping body. With the last of his
strength, Mark rolled slowly from the satiated woman beneath, his rapidly deflating
penis slipping with a lewd swishing sound from her cum-soaked vagina. Side by side
the two lay breathing heavily on the rumpled bed.
From the other side of the wall, a pleased and excited Alan gently stroked his own fully
inflated penis. He had all the film he wanted, including some very good stills, and he
knew that they would show everything. He was pleased with the addition they would
make to his lurid collection, and some of them would bring him a pretty penny. In his
specially built room, he could hear the panting couple clearly, and he watched the
various meters on his filming equipment to make sure he was capturing everything that
was still going on in the room. Now all he had to do was wait until the guy left so that
he could fuck his sister and allow her to relieve the pressure that was still pressing in
his burgeoned penis.


* * *


Diane stared out of her window toward the cabin across the pool with her lips pursed
in deep thought. She had come home from a tour of the lovely city of Chicago just in
time to see her handsome husband walk into the cabin with the lush blonde neighbor.
Her first reaction was to run out and ask him just what it was he thought he was doing,
but she decided that it would be better to wait a little while. She wanted to make sure
that she was not jumping to the wrong conclusions. When he did not come out for a
long time, she knew what was going on. Diane had confidence in her own body, but
she could recognize the sensual beauty of her neighbor. For a short while she was
seething with anger, mostly because Mark had actually beaten her to taking another
lover. Diane knew she would have to do the same thing to him, and she decided to go
him one better. She had seen her young husband going into the house with the lush
blonde. Now she would have to arrange it so that Mark actually watched her as she was
fucked by a man. Diane had noticed that the beautiful blonde was living with a man.
Perhaps it was her husband. Perhaps not. But Diane knew that he was the man she
wanted to fuck her while her husband, Mark, was watching.
She decided that she would act as though she had seen nothing. She did not want to
make Mark suspicious about the fact that she knew what he had done. That would spoil
the surprise she had in store for him.


Chapter 4


The following morning Diane was sitting in one of the pool side chairs, allowing her
mind to wander through several ideas about how to get back at her husband. Mark had
gone to his session after a rather quiet breakfast. She listened as he tried to make up
some story about why he was late in coming home the night before and she had
pretended to believe him. Neither of them wanted to talk about what had happened two
days ago, and as far as Mark was concerned, Diane had forgotten all about it. But she
knew better. He had humiliated her, and then he had gone into the bungalow, of their
neighbor yesterday afternoon. It didn't take any imagination for her to realize what had
happened in the cabin across the pool. Diane found that she was staring at it,
wondering if Mark had fucked the blonde on the floor somewhere or at least had the
decency to take care of her on a bed. She could not help smiling at the thought of her
husband writhing and thrashing in bed with another woman, probably thinking that at
last he had found the woman of his dreams. Well, if he could fuck their neighbor,
Diane thought as she relaxed in the warm late morning sun, so could she.
A teasing smile came to her lips as she tried to think of a way to get her cheating
husband to actually watch her cheat back on him. The more she thought about it, the
harder it seemed. And yet she had to do it. Perhaps she could arrange for Mark to come
home for lunch and catch her in bed with another man. He would certainly be angry,
and she wondered if she would be able to stand up to his wrath. It would not be easy,
but she would do anything to save her marriage. Even go to bed with another man and
have her husband watch.
She was surprised that she did not feel angry about what her husband had done to her
last night. She could not even feel jealous of the young blonde living across the pool. It
was as though they had both come up with the same idea about what was missing in
their marriage. For a short moment, she thought about having him fuck her, now that
he had tried someone new, but she quickly put that thought out of her mind. He was
having his fun, and there was no reason why she shouldn't have hers.
The more she stared at the cabin across the pool, the stronger her conviction was that
she should walk over and knock on the back door. She knew that the man who was
living with the lush blonde was home. Diane had seen her leave, and had watched all
morning to see if the man left. He hadn't. Taking a deep breath, Diane relaxed her
nervous body and reached a decision. She would go over and introduce herself. She
knew that her body was in as good shape as it had been in college, and there was no
doubt in her mind that she would be able to arouse the young man who lived there.
And if he was the blonde's husband, he might be a little more receptive if she told him
that she seen her husband and his wife enter his bungalow together. He might want a
little revenge of his own, making the victory twice as sweet.
Diane's lithe body glided around the pool, and with a final breath to calm her down,
she knocked on the door.
Inside the cabin, Alan Roberts was in his special room, making sure that his camera
equipment was in its proper place. In his perverted mind, he was planning to make his
approach to Diane later that afternoon, when Karen came back from another
photographer. Alan had made as much money as he had in a year renting his sister to
the other photographer for the morning, and he thought that the money was worth
waiting to get into Diane's hot little cunt. He wanted Karen to be with him as he
fucked Diane. He would need someone to make sure that the cameras were working
properly. At his feet, Abdul was panting in the heat of the morning, his mouth open
and a look of apprehension on his face. The huge collie was never happy when Karen
was away, and she had been gone longer than she ever had before. Alan looked down at
his pet.
"What's the matter, Abdul?" he asked as he took a break from his work to stroke the
huge canine. "Do you miss Karen? Well, if things work out like I think they might,
you're going to get a little change in your pussy. Would you like that?"
Alan wasn't sure if Abdul looked happier because of his soothing voice or because he
actually understood what he was being told, but the change was evident in the large
dog's actions. He rose from his back legs and pressed his long-haired body against his
master. "I just have to make sure that everything is in its proper place. You wouldn't
want me to miss getting anything, would you?" As if to answer his master's question,
Abdul made a whine and wagged his tale. Alan ceased the petting of his beautiful dog
and resumed his work, but he was interrupted by the sound of knocking at his back
door. He cursed to himself at not being able to work in peace, and for a moment
thought of making believe that there was no one at home. Then he thought the better
of it. It would really do no great harm to stop work for a while.
Walking from his room, he forgot that he was wearing one of his many cameras around
his neck. And he almost forgot everything else when he looked through the double
glass doors that faced the pool. A smile split his face as he noticed the bikini clad body
of Diane Williams knocking again on his back door.
"Well, this is a surprise," said Alan as he pulled open the door. "I was just saying to
myself that it was about time I took a walk over to your place and greeted you and your
husband. You are the new people here, aren't you?"
Diane was instantly put at ease by the man's friendly manner. She had wondered what
she would say to him when he opened the door, but it seemed as though there would
be no problem at all. "I was thinking the same thing," she said, smiling as she looked
into his deep, dark eyes. "I guess what they say is true about great minds thinking
alike."
Alan threw his head back and grinned broadly. "Oh, I wouldn't really consider my
mind great," he said in a false modest tone. Diane noticed a slight movement behind
him, and she turned her head to see a large collie creeping cautiously into the living
room.
"Oh, what a beautiful dog," she said, removing her eyes for a moment from the
handsome man who had answered the door. "Is he yours?"
"He sure is, and I'm pretty proud of him. His name's Abdul, and he's been with me for
years."
Diane lowered her body and held out her hand to Abdul, and Alan found that he was
staring at her full, lush breasts barely held in place by the woman's skimpy bikini top.
"My name's Alan, by the way. Alan Roberts. I've been living here for about three
months with my sister. I don't think you've met her."
"No, I haven't," answered Diane truthfully. "I think my husband may have, though.
He's a little more outgoing than I am." She stood up and was a little surprised to feel
the cold wet nose of Alan's dog brushing against her inner thigh, sniffing very close to
her crotch. "I'm Diane Williams. My husband and I have only been here for three
days."
"Well, welcome to our little place," said Alan in a friendly voice.
There was a moment of silence that was broke only by the sound of Abdul sniffing at
Diane. Alan stooped down to pet the dog, his hand coming very close to the soft flesh
of Diane's right leg.
"Abdul must sense that you're a very friendly person," he told her. "He's not usually
this receptive to strangers." Unless they're female, he added to himself.
"I notice that you're a photographer," said Diane as she walked into the living room
past Alan. "I wonder if you could show me a little of your work."
Alan wasn't sure what he should make of this lovely blonde. From what he had
thought, she was something of a prude – but she was acting like anything but a prude
right now. She was acting in a rather teasing manner, and he liked it. It would make his
filming a lot easier.
He could sense that she might be a lot more fun than he had ever dreamed.
"I'm not sure that you would like the type of work I do," he said as his eyes burned
through her skimpy bikini. "I'll show some photos to you if you'd like, though."
"I'd like that very much," answered Diane, noticing that the bulge in the young man's
pants was growing larger with each passing second. She could not help but smile at
what she knew he was thinking, and she wondered what he would say if he knew that
she was thinking the same thing; that she wanted him to fuck her as soon as possible.
Alan shrugged his shoulders. "Well, have a seat on the couch and make yourself at
home. You can keep Abdul company while I get some of my better stuff," he said,
motioning to the couch. Diane nodded a silent thanks and sat down. Abdul followed
her through the room and tried to force his large body between her thighs. As the
young woman watched Alan leave the room, she began to wonder if she had made the
right decision. It was still not too late to back out now. She had never given a serious
thought to cheating on Mark as she had led him to believe, and coming over to this
bungalow was more of a whim than a well thought out plan. It was lucky, though, that
he was a photographer. That would make getting the proof she needed easier. Unless he
was some sort of artistic photographer. She had heard stories that some photographers
were actually afraid of naked women. Judging from what she had seen of the man
however, she sensed that there was nothing he would be afraid of. And the bulge in his
pants showed that he was as interested in her as she was in him.
Still, she could not get the thought out of her mind that she was actually going out of
her way to cheat on her husband, even if it was only for revenge. A strong twinge of
guilt raced through her body, and as she looked down at the dog still trying to sniff at
her crotch, she began to think that it might be better to be an animal of some sort. At
least then there would be no inner conflict about things that had to be done.
Looking around the room, she noticed the bar. She decided that she could use a drink.
Ordinarily, she never touched liquor, but she felt that she needed something to help
calm her down. She had never done anything so wicked before, and she could feel the
goosebumps covering her skin at the thought of what she was about to do.
Opening the liquor cabinet, she found a bottle of a greenish fluid and several glasses.
"Would you like something to drink?" she called out through the cabin. She heard Alan
mumble something, and since she couldn't tell if he had said yes or no, decided that she
would pour him a drink and let him make up his mind when he returned. She filled
two glasses with the green liquor and sampled it. It was very sweet, and she found that
it instantly made her relaxed and a little giddy. Returning to the couch with her glass in
her hand, she took long drinks and stroked the dog, delighting in the sensations his
long soft fur was making in her fingers.
Alan was busy trying to organize the photos of her husband and his sister. Diane's early
arrival had caught him completely off-guard, and he was not exactly sure how he would
be able to put his plan into action. Things were moving just a little too fast for him, and
he knew that he would have to really get things together if he wanted to capture
everything on film. He decided that he would have to talk to Karen if he could salvage
any of his plan. He made a quick phone call to the studio where she was working for
the morning, and soon he was talking to his sister. He explained what had happened
and how he thought he could make the best of it.
"... Oh, come on, after the ride you gave him last night he'd probably swim Lake
Michigan for you... Of course, I think you can get him to do it. Just play it by ear. You
know what I want... That's the good girl. I know you'll be able to pull it off. See you
soon."
He hung up the phone and decided that he could trust his sister to help him out.
Things might work out better than he had planned after all. Now all he had to do was
get Diane ready. He scooped up several of the stills he had taken the night before and
walked back into the living room. He was pleasantly surprised to see that she was
drinking the liquor he had bought in France. This was going to be easier than he could
have imagined. It was almost too easy. There was no challenge. But who needed
challenge with a hot looking cunt like that sitting on the couch.
"I took the liberty of pouring you a drink," said Diane when she saw Alan return to the
room. "I hope it's something you like."
"I was going to offer you this very drink," he told her as he picked up his glass from the
bar. "I brought some pictures for you to look at. Like I say, I don't think you'll like
them."
He handed her the pile of pictures and watched as she set her glass down on the small
table next to the couch. His eyes were riveted on her face as she looked at the first
photo. He had no idea what she would do, but he never expected the reaction he did
get. Instead of looking worried or concerned, a huge grin came across her face. There,
before her were the photographs of her own husband lost in the throes of passion and
locked in a lewd embrace with the beautiful blonde she had seen take him into this
bungalow.
In a flash, everything she had thought about doing raced through her mind and she
knew she was doing the right thing with the right man. If he could do work like this all
the time, she would show her cheating husband a thing or two. Even though the photos
were erotic, she had never seen such workmanship, and she knew that she had found a
very talented photographer.
Diane was gasping for breath as the full lustful impact of the photos burned into her
liquor-hazed mind. Her eyes were fixed with a strange intensity on one particular
photograph that showed her husband's swollen penis disappearing deep up into the
wetly glistening vagina of the beautiful blonde.
"They're... incredible. Simply incredible!" she exclaimed as she felt herself become
aroused from looking at them. "How did you ever... Did they know?" she asked, her
appreciation hardly hidden from her voice.
Alan was shocked at her appreciation, but he decided to play along with her. "Of course
they didn't know. Do you think your husband will like them?"
Diane felt a warm sensation passing through her body. This was better than she could
have ever hoped. Looking again down at the obscene photographs of her husband
wrapped in the arms of the woman in lewd sexual embrace, Diane knew that she had to
go through with her plan. If her husband felt the need to have this much fun on the
side, there was no reason she couldn't as well.
"I think Mark will be absolutely livid when he sees them," she said, her eyes sparkling
with a teasing playfulness. "Do you think you could do the same thing with me... and
you?"
Alan couldn't believe his ears. He could tell that she was coming on to him, but he
never expected that she would want him to photograph her. She was as outgoing as
most of his old friends, and more outgoing than some of them. And now she was
actually asking him to fuck her and make a record of it. There could be only one
reason. She wanted to get back at her husband. He could see it in her eyes. A
photographer has to be able to recognize many expressions, and Alan could see a deep
hurt in Diane's eyes, even though she was doing her best to hide it.
Well, what the hell? If she wanted him to fuck her and take some pictures, he was more
than willing to take her up on it. He had been planning to do it all along. This way,
both of them would have fun. He doubted, though, that she really knew how much fun
she was in for.
"Do you think I might be able to buy these pictures?" asked Diane as she felt her head
swimming with the effects of the liquor she had been drinking, and even though she
was still feeling some twinges of guilt, the strange drink was covering them up.
"Oh, I don't know," teased Alan. "I've never really thought about selling these. I was
thinking of using them in a magazine or something like that. I don't think you have
enough money to pay for them what I would be asking."
Diane lowered her eyes to the dog still sniffing at her crotch. She wanted those pictures
very badly, and the thought of having them printed in a magazine was totally repulsive
to her. She wanted to be able to wave them in her husband's face.
"Of course," continued Alan as he leered at the girl, "if you wanted to offer some small
token of your appreciation, I think I could accept that."
Diane was finding it hard to think about everything that was happening. She wanted
the pictures and she wanted to get back at her husband as well. But there were still
doubts in her mind that she could go through with it. She would be selling herself for
the pictures and revenge, and that would make her nothing more than a common
whore. And after it was all over, she would be just as bad as her husband. She would
not be able to tell her husband that he had done something she hadn't and she knew
that he would hold it over her head.
But there was something depraved and evil about this man, something Diane had never
seen in a person before. He was completely different than anyone she had ever met, and
the idea of having him ravish her body was beginning to look very good to her. She
would show her love for her husband by lowering herself as much as she could. Once
Mark found out what kind of a man Alan was, he would realize that she loved him
enough to allow this man to fuck her. It would be an all or nothing shot. Once she was
committed, there would be no backing out. She hoped that she was not biting off more
than she could chew.
"I'll do it," she said, taking another deep drink from her glass and draining it.
"I thought you might," said Alan as he finished the liquor in his glass. "You didn't fool
me one bit, coming over her dressed like that. Now suppose you get your pretty little
body into the bedroom. Everything is all set up. I leave it that way to save time."
His new, harsh manner frightened Diane a little, but she had made her decision and she
would stick by it. She slowly rose from the couch and headed for the bedroom. She
heard the door close behind her and turned to see that she was locked inside with Alan
and his dog.
"Does he have to watch?" she asked, pointing to the dog. At first she had thought the
dog was pretty, but there was something about him now that made her feel uneasy. She
wished she knew what it was.
"Of course," Alan replied. "He might feel left out otherwise. Anyway, what's so bad
about having a dog watch? You're not afraid of him, are you?"
Diane smiled as she looked at the floor in thought. It really was a little silly to be afraid
of being watched by a dog. Taking a deep breath, she resolved that she would be able to
go through with it now.
"Okay, let's get to it," Alan said in a casual voice. "Take off that bikini and get set for
the fuck of your life." With that, Alan began to remove his own pants while he kicked
off his shoes.
Diane hesitated for a moment. The firm resolve she had had when she was walking
over here was beginning to slip. She was now faced with the gut reality of having to go
through with it. There was a big difference between saying she wanted to do something
and actually doing it. Even before she had entered the bedroom, there was still time to
back out. Now there was no choice. He would never let her out of the bedroom now,
she thought. It was too late to change her mind. In only seconds Alan was standing
before her naked, his thick hard cock already standing out from his belly like some live
animal. He turned to face her with a lewd grin on his face and began stroking the heavy
foreskin back and forth over the hard bulbous head.
"Not bad, eh Diane?" he smiled, obvious to the fact that she was staring at the huge
cock. Diane could see a sadistic gleam in his eyes that had never been there before.
"Is your husband, Mark's, cock as nice as this? Bet you wish he had something like this
to cram up your little pussy!" he said as he continued to stroke his glistening foreskin.
For a moment, Diane found that her thoughts were drifting back to her wedding night,
when Mark had been drunk and taken her in a rage of animal passion. She had loved to
have her body ravished then, and she was beginning to think that there would be no
reason not to love it now. Her eyes were fixed on his swollen flesh shaft that he held in
his hands.
How was it possible for such a slight man to have such a thick penis? She wondered to
herself.
Alan stood for a moment longer as he gazed into her eyes with a burning stare. He
began to move slowly toward her, his big throbbing penis aimed at her like an
advancing spear. He could sense that there was the first traces of fear in her eyes, and
he wanted to make sure that he got to her before she tried to make a scene and ruin
everything.
"Are you going to take that bikini off, or do you want me to do it for you?"
Diane stood motionless. This was it, but she found that her courage was beginning to
fail her. She wished she had drunk more of that greenish fluid.
Angry at her hesitation, Alan reached out and with a quick jerk drew her nearly limp
body against him, cupping her beautiful young face in his palms. With an evil
triumphant leer he pressed his wet lips down over hers and thrust his long tongue into
the depths of her mouth. She was taken completely by surprise with his actions, and
she instinctively tried to pull away. If only he weren't so crude, so coarse. She could feel
his hard naked penis digging into her quivering stomach, and it sent a strange sensation
racing throughout her body.
"Come on, Diane," he breathed into her mouth. "You came over here for this, and you
want it as bad as I do."
The reality of his words burned into her brain and seemed to make her numb. She was
only dimly aware of his hands leaving her face and snaking around to snap the back of
her bikini top. With one quick jerk he pulled it off and Diane felt the rush of cool air
against her suddenly naked skin with a gasp. She heard the man mutter a loud sigh of
appreciation as the top fell to the floor and her full white breasts burst free. Alan
dropped to his knees in front of her as she swayed above him, hooking his fingers in
the elastic band of the bottom part of her swim suit and pulled it quickly down over her
softly rounded buttocks before letting it fall on the floor in a useless heap.
He was right, she thought as she felt his hands strip her. This is what I came for, and I
really do want it. I want to be fucked by this animal.
Now there was nothing left. She stood nakedly before him while he kneeled panting in
front of her. The young wife swayed dangerously, overcome with the combination of
the alcohol and the shock of Alan's crudeness. Then she felt his wetly heated lips
pressing tightly into the sensitive flesh of her belly just above her softly curling pubic
hairs.
The sudden wet contact of his tongue teasing wetly into her navel sent a weird
unexpected chill racing the length of her spine, and she automatically reached forward,
locking her hands in his hair to keep from falling. Alan mistook this for a sign that she
approved of his action and dropped his lips to her lower abdomen, spreading her soft
pussy hair with his thumbs and flicking his tongue lizard-like into her moistly flowering
vaginal slit.
Diane jumped from the sudden electrifying contact with her tiny budding clitoris, and
losing her balance, fell back against the bed. She continued to fall and the edge of the
mattress caught her behind her knees. She sprawled flat on her back, her legs opening
wide as she landed.
Alan followed her with his face pressed tightly against her pussy lips, and as she kicked
to close her legs he clamped his palms against the soft insides of her thighs and held
her legs spread wide apart. For an instant, Diane's eyes were wide open in terror as she
thought of the time her husband had tried to do this very thing to her, and she could
think of nothing except that she had found it totally repulsive to her when he had tried
it. She struggled to close her legs, but it was a hopeless one-sided battle. Alan was not
nearly as gentle as her husband, and he was far more desperate. Looking down through
the deep cleft between her high upstanding breasts the young wife could see him
hunched on all fours between her widespread thighs grinning up at her like a beast of
prey ready to pounce on some fear-stricken victim. Her naked vaginal flesh was
presented up to his leering face in defenseless sacrifice. As she lay frozen on the
mattress, she watched Alan's tongue slowly circling his lips in nervous preparation for
the ravishment about to take place. Diane had never dreamed that when she came to
his house she would be treated with such humiliation. All she wanted was to be fucked
to get back at her husband, not to be treated like some sort of slut. Oh God! This was a
million times worse than when Mark tried to lick her there, and she had been able to
stop her husband. She could feel the fear of what she had gotten herself into racing
through her body, and she silently screamed, wanting to escape. Her new found fear
held her frozen flat on her back, her nakedly trembling legs spread wide open.
Again he placed his palms flat against the insides of her thighs, his thumbs resting on
the soft fleshy flanges of her fearfully cringing cunt. Then with a slow torturing
outwards movement he drew the thin pink lips slowly apart exposing the moistly
quivering slit to his merciless gaze. He was delighting in the fact that he now had the
upper hand. He would show this teasing bitch that when she came to his bungalow, he
was the boss. He looked greedily for a moment at the pulsing cuntal opening for a
moment and then with an animal-like groan dropped his head into the warm throbbing
walls of her pussy.
The horrified young wife jerked, a soul-searching moan escaping from deep down in
her chest while her buttocks ground down into the mattress in a futile attempt to escape
this maddening assault on her helplessly exposed cunt.
"Oh God! Aaaaaahhh!" she whimpered under his perverse attack. Her head was up off
the mattress watching this nightmare in utter disbelief as his head began rocking up
and down in greedy feast between her widespread thighs below.
"No! It can't be. It can't be." she groaned over and over to herself in undisguised
humiliation. Diane's head fell back on the mattress and flailed helplessly from side to
side as his tongue began lewdly fucking in and out of her involuntarily dilating vaginal
lips. Alan's hands groped up over her flat little belly and dug harshly into the soft
warmth of her breasts, his fingers rolling between them in unrelenting fury. As his
mouth and tongue worked animal-like over her wide-spread cunt, his eyes remained
open, watching in arrogant delight the contortions of her face up through the whitely
quivering mounds of her breasts. He was waiting, for the first signs of her body's total
surrender to his tongue and lips.
Diane lay frozen in abject submission to the depraved outrages he was subjecting her
helplessly trapped body to. There was nothing she could do, and she fought to keep
back great tears of humiliation and shame welling in her eyes. Random pictures of her
husband flickered through her mind as she listened to the vile wet sucking sounds Alan
was making as he licked and sucked her wetly pulsating vagina. Oh God, if she could
only live the last half hour over again, she would never even think of cheating on her
husband. She realized that in her quest for revenge she had gone too far, and there was
nothing she could do about it. This depraved man was shaming her as she had never
thought possible, humiliating her beyond her wildest imagination and there was
nothing she could do but lie beneath him and accept any degradation he wanted to
force on her without so much as a scream in protest. And it was all her own fault. She
had brought this all on herself. Oh God! Why couldn't she have been more
understanding to Mark and his needs? Why did she think that by lowering herself to
this level she could get back at her husband? Why had she thought that she could
handle the situation and make this man bend to her will? Diane had never felt so alone
and helpless in her entire life.
Alan kept his eyes locked on his victim's beautiful face as he continued his torturing
tongue-thrusts deep up into her warmly quivering cunt. He watched the helpless eyes
fight to hold back the tears of shame with cruel satisfaction. The poor little bitch. So she
thought she could tease him, did she? Well, he would show her. Before the day was
over she'd be begging him on her knees, pleading him for more.
Chuckling to himself the man brought his hands down and pushed them under the
backs of her knees. He lifted her legs and pushed them up over her voluptuous young
body so the kneecaps touched her breasts and exposed her whole vaginal plane to his
lustful gaze. This would get her, he thought, grinning as he flicked the tip of his tongue
into her tightly puckered anus, nestled just below the gaping mouth of her hair-lined
cunt.
The unexpected wet searing contact with the sensitive rubbery opening brought a low
long moan of humiliated anguish from Diane's tortured lips. She clenched her eyes
tightly shut and her lips bared back over her teeth from the electric sensation that went
racing out of control through her sensually awakened body.
"Ahhhhhhh, God. No. Please don't!" she whimpered, trying desperately to screw her
buttocks back down from the hotly flicking tongue licking without mercy at her
helplessly puckering little anal ring. Alan's only answer was a lewd chuckle and a
further stab of his tongue-tip up into the tight fleshy ring.
"Aaaaaaarrrrrrrggghhhh, " Diane moaned again as small goosebumps of erotic pleasure
rippled across her heaving belly and softly quivering breasts. To her growing horror she
began to realize that in spite of her terror and revulsion at the obscene things Alan was
doing to her, tiny wisps of strange delight were starting to ripple deep down in her
belly. She began to feel the first flickering thoughts that perhaps she had made the right
decision after all. She could sense that something wonderful was happening to her
body, and she could begin to like what Alan was doing to her if he weren't so
humiliating about it. Even so, she tried to suppress every bit of the lewd sensation
building inside her plundered body.
Alan looked up in surprise as he felt her go cold and dead on him. What the hell had
happened? He could sense that she was on the verge of surrendering completely to his
skillful tongue attack. One look at her set determined face was enough to tell him that
he would get no response from her even if he cut her cunt to pieces!
A blinding flash of rage went through the young man's cruel mind. She was beginning
to try and get the upper hand again, and that was something he could never let her do.
He almost reached out to hit the tightening young housewife, but then an idea came to
him.
"Abdul," he called sharply as he turned back to face the large dog.
Abdul alertly responded. Earlier he had obediently gone to one corner of the room to
lie down, knowing that his master seldom liked to be disturbed at times like this. All
the same, it had upset the handsome animal as he watched his master strip the clothes
from the beautiful woman who had come into the house. The huge dog could
remember the delicious scent of her crotch through her bikini panties, and it had taken
every ounce of training he had received to hold himself back. Nevertheless, Abdul had
indeed forced himself to lie quietly while his master dropped down on his knees, his
head plunging towards that warmly scented hole up between his new friend's full white
thighs. The dog was a little confused by the conflicting odors of fear and sex in the
room, but things like that were nothing new to him.
Abdul leaped to his feet when he heard his name called, not sure what the man wanted,
his ears pointing forward expectantly, his muscles bunched tightly waiting .for a
command.
"Get over here," Alan snapped, "and lick this little cunt right out of her mind." Alan's
fingers spread open Diane's wetly throbbing pussy lips for the dog to see and moved
out of the way so the big animal could crowd in between the determined girl's now
rigid thighs.
Diane lay stiffly still, staring at the ceiling, aware that Alan had stopped mouthing her
cunt and ass but determined to pay no attention to anything else he might do. Suddenly
a wetly burning sensation of unbelievable proportions burst at the lips of the girl's
vagina and sent a bolt of pleasure careening insanely over her shuddering nerve-ends.
Her back arched automatically and a low gurgling moan came from her lips. Then it
happened again, even more overpowering this time, causing her muscles to spasm
uncontrollably.
Diane looked up in awe, searching for the source of this incredible stimulation that was
tearing through her body and saw to her horror Abdul's long wet tongue shoot out for
a third time and bury its burning wetness far up into the sensitive folds of her wetly
fluttering pussy. The dog licked on and on, his huge tongue parting the soft pink
vaginal flesh as if it were soft melted butter, digging deep, deep into the fearfully
cowering young wife's most intimate recesses.
Diane could no longer hold back her tears and she sobbed helplessly before this
unnatural attack, and suddenly, in spite of all her determination she felt her sensually
awakening body begin to desert her. Her buttocks jerked involuntarily towards that
beautiful licking tongue which was sending helpless waves of delicious sensation searing
over her raw nerves.
"Oh... no... no... I can't. I can't!" She cried as the cruel realization of her loss of control
suddenly hit her with its full impact, bringing further cries of shame and humiliation at
the thought, not only of this perverted act being forced on her, but the even more
frightening and shameful realization that her traitorous young body was suddenly
enjoying it. She clenched her teeth and fought with all her will against the flashing
sparks of sensation between her legs that threatened to burst into sudden uncontrollable
flame and devour her in helplessness. But it was a losing battle and she knew it as the
big dog continued to lick ceaselessly at her naked cuntal flesh.
And then... after a long moment of desperate struggle within her tortured and confused
mind the dam burst.
The young girl's shamelessly aroused body jerked once and then began a slow
abandoned grinding movement up against the hotly thrusting tongue. Her hands
reached up automatically to seize the great collie by the ears and pull his long slippery
tongue deeper into her quivering widespread cunt. Forgotten were the thoughts of her
revenge, forgotten was the humiliation. All that mattered now were the delicious shafts
of pleasure racing through her flesh like tiny lances of an unbelievably beautiful fire.
Alan stood by the bed lewdly stroking his thick pulsating penis as he grinned down at
the moaning young woman's surrender to the dog's obscene licking of her tight little
pussy. He watched in delight as Abdul's relentless tongue sliced through the soft blonde
pubic hair, moist now from the obscene mixture of vaginal secretions and canine saliva.
Diane's hips ground up into the animal's face above her in a mindless hypnotic rhythm
of lust. She was lost now, Alan gloated while he excitedly watched the lewd wantonness
contort her lovely face. He knew it would not be long before he had his own cock in
that tight little cunt, before she would be screaming for it, begging him for more. Alan
couldn't help but smile as he watched his dog lapping the beautiful girl into
whimpering submission. He had seen it happen again and again. Women found that
there was no way they could resist the thrill of Abdul's tongue piercing the soft folds of
their sensitive cunts.
As Abdul's wetly lashing tongue continued to pierce relentlessly through her heated
cuntal flesh, each thrust brought a deep throaty moan from the young girl on the bed
above him. Diane thought it would never end, and she hoped that this sensual heaven
would go on forever. Each hot burning swipe of the searing tongue seemed to last an
eternity, making Diane aware of every fraction of an inch that it slid into her
convulsing flesh. She could feel it start far down her anus, then thrust deeply into the
hot dripping vaginal slit on its way up before digging maddeningly over the tiny
sensitive bud of her palpitating clitoris. To the passionately moaning girl it felt as if
each touch of that wonderful animal tongue was charged with some unholy electricity
that was almost more than her newly aroused nerves could bear.
Diane could sense that she was nearing orgasm. She had to be. There had to be an
eventual release from these impossibly demanding sensations that Abdul was licking
into her helpless loins. Yes! Yes! She could feel it. It was going to happen. She was
about to cum. She could feel the fragile bubble growing deep up inside her quivering
belly. With just a few more swipes of that beautiful scorching tongue...
But suddenly, it stopped. Diane looked up in shock as she became aware that the
delicious licking of her lewdly grinding cunt had stopped, and she saw Abdul being
pulled away by the collar. Alan was cursing the eager dog, demanding that he abandon
her frantically quivering pussy.
"Get out of there, you son of a bitch!" he snapped. Diane could see the animal's huge
scarlet penis protruding in expectation from the hairy sheath below his belly, and a
strange feeling of fear came over her. God! Oh God! she needed it, wanted it, wanted
something to quench this burning fire up inside her passion-aroused vagina. She
twisted helplessly in sensual longing on the mattress, moaning and fighting the insane
urge to dig her fingers deep into her own hungering vaginal flesh.
"Why? Why did you pull him away? Please you have to let him finish. You have to! I
was so close... so close!" she begged in delirium.
"Don't you worry, you little cock teaser," Alan leered. "I have just the thing you want
right here between my legs."
"God! Hurry... Hurry!" Diane pleaded, hardly knowing what she was saying, aware
only of this new need, this new craving that had invaded her body and made her a
stranger to herself. She pressed her thighs tightly together to try and confine the fire
that burned within, but the pressure against her passionately swollen cuntal lips only
made her groan in increased frustration. Abdul made one final lunge towards her, his
own passion further ignited by the pleading tone of her words.
Alan took hold of the dog again by his collar and opened the bedroom door, almost
throwing the aroused creature out as he slammed the door again.
"That ought to keep him out of my way," said Alan as he grinned lewdly at the
writhing girl on the bed. He watched with glee as she pressed and rubbed her thighs
together, and noticed that there was nothing she could do to herself to end the blazing
fires she was feeling in her loins. For a brief moment he listened to the pathetic whines
of Abdul from the other side of the door, but he consoled himself with the fact that the
huge dog would get his piece of cunt soon enough. Right now it was his turn.
Alan walked towards Diane, his eyes blazing. Despite her need, the wildly excited
young girl closed her eyes for a moment to shut out the humiliation she was still
feeling. His piercing eyes seemed to increase the feeling of shame burning with the
same intensity as the fire in her loins. No matter how unnatural, she thought, it would
be better to have the dog.
"Okay, baby, it's my turn now. I'm gonna fuck you like you've never been fucked
before," Alan breathed hoarsely as he inched still closer to her trembling form. Diane
lay still, her thighs opening and closing, her own breath rasping painfully in her throat.
Once again her eyes fixed on the huge pole of hard flesh jutting from her neighbor's
belly, and her stomach quivered and heaved as though it were already sunk deep inside
her. She lay hypnotized as that huge pulsating organ approached closer and closer,
paralyzed like a bird frozen with fear before the slithering attack of a snake.
Alan bent down over her nakedly trembling lush body and fastened his teeth sensually
into the nipple of her heaving right breast. The sobbing young blonde groaned and
attempted to twist away from that sudden sharp torture, but his hands held her tight,
playing over her soft thighs and hips. As his lips roamed wetly over the whitely
palpitating mounds, a blissful twitch descended feather-like to her loins below and the
half-smothered girl began a slow grinding of her hips into the mattress beneath her.
"You came over here to get it," Alan chortled as his lips slithered over the most
sensitive parts of her body, his eyes hard with passion mixed with greed, "and I aim to
give it to you. You're too good for the dog. I'm gonna see to it that you twist and
squirm when this cock of mine sinks into your belly. You want it and you know it."
Diane froze under the prodding of his lewd and obscene words, and they aroused her
even more. But she still struggled within herself against this final surrender. She had
never dreamed that she would become so passionately aroused, and she was afraid to
make the final surrender to this perverse man.
"Spread those legs, baby, I'm coming in," Alan leered in triumph over her, and
knowing she had no other choice, quivering in both fear and the burning sensation
raging through her loins from the dog licking, the helpless young wife spread her
thighs obediently. Alan levered up over her, his arms still, his hands on her shoulders.
He thought with a lewd smile that his hidden camera was capturing everything, every
pleading sound she made, every facial expression. He knew that the film he was making
would bring him not only a great deal of money, but the fame and recognition he
deserved.
Reaching down with one hand, he guided his eagerly throbbing cock forward with his
fingers and used the thick rubbery head of his penis to part her soft, hair-fringed
vaginal lips. The terrified girl turned her head to one side on the mattress, closing her
eyes with a shudder as she felt his throbbing cock-head make contact against the
sensitive outer flesh of her pussy. She held her breath for what seemed like an eternity,
not daring to breath, lying still in utter submissiveness before him. It was out of her
hands now. She had made her decision long ago... never dreaming that it would lead to
this. There was nothing she could do against him. She was completely at his mercy.
"Aaaaahhh," she breathed as she felt his harsh pressure nudging against her tight elastic
vaginal opening.
He pushed into her harder.
"Ooooohhhh," she moaned again as the lust-swollen tip slipped through, cruelly
stretching her vagina until Diane felt as though her thighs would split apart from the
relentless pressure. With that sharp searing pain all the accumulated passion raced from
her system, and she wanted nothing else but to escape the painful impalement that lay
ahead.
"God! You're too big. You're hurting me. You're hurting me!" Diane was suddenly
screaming almost at the top of her voice. Wide-eyed with passion she saw Alan grin
almost sadistically above her. Oh God, he was killing her and she was loving it. She
tried to brace herself against the pain shooting through her loins, but she found that it
was more blissful than anything she had ever known, and despite the agony, she hoped
he would continue. She had to feel his long thick cock ramming up deep in her aching
cunt. She had to feel it now!
Alan was just as aroused as she was. He had to fuck her, and the quicker the better.
And with that he fell forward, his weight smashing her full firm breasts back against
her chest. In the same moment he thrust his hips forward and his long thick cock tore
into her tight little cunt like an out of control freight train, pushing her moistly heated
vaginal flesh before it in rippling waves, sliding in with one smooth stroke until with a
loud smack his sperm-laden balls smacked into her tightly clenched ass-cheeks.
"God! Oh God!" the tortured girl cried beneath him. She had never been so filled in her
life, and his hotly throbbing cock felt as though it had ripped her vagina into a
thousand tiny pieces. He had fucked into her without mercy, without concern for the
pain she might feel and now his long impaling rod of male flesh lay sunk deep in her
pain wracked belly, filling it to the bursting point. There wasn't one tiny fleshy ridge of
that burying pillar that she could not feel as it pressed tightly into her, enveloped in her
moist warm vaginal sheath like a sword that had been sliced cruelly into its helpless
victim's belly. Diane lay still, afraid to move because of the pain it might bring, aware
that Alan was hovering motionless above her. Neither made a sound for a long moment
until suddenly the tensed young girl felt a throb deep up inside as Alan flexed his lust
thickened penis, jerking it another inch up into her seething vagina.
"Uuuuuuhhhh," she grunted breathlessly, her face contorting with the fresh addition of
blissful pain. "Aaaaaahhh," she groaned deeply, the cords of her neck standing out
starkly.
"Like it?" Alan grinned down in lewd delight as the tortured girl twisted her face into a
tormented expression.
"I asked if you liked it," he snarled again as he once more flexed his thickly throbbing
penis.
"Oooooohhhhh, yes, yes," she cried, her words controlled by the searing lust she was
feeling.
"Beg then," he hissed in a low voice. "I want you to tell me what you want me to do."
"Beg you for what?" Diane asked, totally unable to think against the flooding passion
that clouded her mind.
"Beg me to fuck you, now!" And again he throbbed his pulsing cock deep up inside her
belly.
"Aaaaaaahhhhhh, God. I can't. Please, I can't say it."
Diane fought with all her courage to escape this final humiliation, knowing it would be
the ultimate surrender, something she would never be able to live down. She had never
thought that she would be used for this humiliation, and she fought to keep the last
shred of pride left to her. She had thought that she would be the one to make him beg,
but she could see now that she had been wrong.
"I told you to beg, bitch," he commanded. "I'm tired of this shit. Beg!"
She cringed before the savage fire burning in his eyes, and with each flexing of his
throbbing cock up deep in her quivering cunt, the passion raging in her vagina
increased.
"Oh God," she sobbed helplessly, her resistance totally broken by the searing blissful
pain. "Do it to me. Do it to me now."
"Not like that. I want you to tell me to fuck you," he demanded.
"Fuck me! Oh God, fuck me!" she hissed through tightly clenched teeth, her tears
gushing from her eyes as she spat out the lewd obscene words. Her humiliation was
complete now, and she knew that she would never be able to live with herself again.
She wished she had never come, never thought of getting back at her husband. And yet,
despite the humiliation she was feeling, she knew that she had to be released from the
burning passion raging deep in her vagina. There was no hope. Nothing mattered but
that huge fleshy shaft buried deep up inside her throbbing vagina. She would have to
surrender completely to give herself the pleasures he promised. She wished she were
dead.
Alan sensed the loss of the last remaining ounce of resistance and self-respect left in his
neighbor's soul. If she can't take it, she shouldn't tease, he thought to himself.
Clamping his wet lips suddenly right down over her mouth he began a slow little
fucking motion up between her widespread thighs. He could feel her tight narrow pussy
passage widening slightly with each short smooth stroke, and he knew it shouldn't take
long now to turn this cock teasing bitch into a raw squealing mass of helpless desire.
He had sensed this by the way she had responded to Abdul's tongue. This little bitch
might think she could handle herself around other men, able to arouse men other then
her husband, but she would have to learn that when she did that, she would have to
take what came to her. He would give her a lesson she would never forget. If she had
waited and allowed him to seduce her, he would have been a little more gentle. But she
had attacked his pride, and he could tell right away that she was not used to things like
that.
Diane's body began to involuntarily react. There was no longer any reason to fight the
lewd flames of desire coursing through her veins. The battle had already been lost, and
even the humiliating thought of her total surrender to his heavily skewering cock sent
perverse chills running along the base of her spine as she felt the slow rhythm of Alan's
long thick cock fucking wetly up into her now hotly flowering cuntal flesh. Her whole
body nakedly twitched and writhed beneath him, and she groaned incessantly up into
the moistness of his mouth, shoving her tongue with sudden abandon deep into his
throat. Low hums of passionate servile acceptance spilled form her in torrents as her
face contorted with passion, mouth working, neck straining, nostril flared, a light sweat
breaking out on her forehead under her now disheveled blonde hair.
Alan slipped his hands down her sides and slid them under the naked globes of her
sensuously moving buttock, digging his fingers harshly into the soft warm flesh. He
remembered with lust-inciting clarity the sight of her knocking at his back door as she
had come on to him, and the realization that he had taken the matter out of her hands
drove him to greater frenzy. Her pumping young buttocks were flexing and unflexing,
jerking under his fingers as he pressed them tighter against the soft flesh. With a groan
the man pulled the moaning wife harder up against her loins and felt her thighs open a
little more in response, her moist cunt flaring open wider still to receive his pistoning
cock deeper and deeper up inside her belly.
The cock-impaled young wife realized the pain was gone now, and her legs on either
side of the madly fucking shaft were jerking and quivering in uncontrolled abandon.
She kept her eyes closed and worked her tongue feverishly up into his mouth, all the
while mewling out soft pleading sounds of velvety pleasure. In her neck and thighs the
tendons stood out hard and tense as she writhed in complete wantonness beneath her
tormentor, nothing in her mind but the delicious sensation of lying beneath this
stranger who was doing exactly what she had hoped he would so long ago... and now
she wanted to give back to him the pleasure he was giving her.
Slaving above her, Alan moved suddenly into longer smoother strokes that brought his
rigidly pulsating cock almost all the way out of her tightly clasping vagina on the
outstroke. Then he began thrusting forward into her eagerly uplifted buttocks until he
could feel his balls slap harshly against her unprotected anus. To cause the young wife
still more humiliation, he slid his hand down over her frantically pumping buttocks,
searching for her tiny puckered anus cradled so invitingly below. He found its muscular
warmth and could feel the puckering little anal mouth working rhythmically with the
movements of her buttocks as they ground hotly up against his loins. With a quick jab
of his outstretched middle finger he pushed in hard, feeling the soft rubbery flesh yield
before his attack.
"Ooooohhhh," the surprised girl gasped, the sound tumbling from her lips in painful
protest. Alan thrust harder, taking a strange pleasure in her sounds of pain.
"Aaaaaaaahhhhhh!" She groaned louder this time at the further outrage against her
defenseless rectum, but there was no respite. Alan worked his finger around inside,
stretching her hot spongy flesh wider and wider as he ground into her. He inserted
another finger and felt the last resistance give way as he rammed his extended fingers
into the soft warm depths, listening with delight as the twisting girl's sharp cries of pain
slowed into gentle whimpers. Gradually, she began to moan with pleasure as her anus
slowly became accustomed to this unnatural invasion.
Alan smiled lewdly and triumphantly into her wetly sucking mouth as he felt the now
delirious young wife begin tentatively screwing her buttocks back onto his fingers while
he probed around inside her tightly clasped rectal walls. She was now helplessly
impaled between his massive throbbing cock in her vagina and the two fingers shoved
tightly into her rectum. Mewling beneath him, she began twisting and squealing in
utter abandon under the double ravishment of her loins.
The now heavily sweating man slid his other hand up from under her rhythmically
pumping buttocks to the point where his lust-thickened cock was fucking wetly in and
out of her tight young pussy to feel the soft hair-lined folds of flesh clinging to his
pistoning hardness. He fondled and played with her moistly quivering pussy lips
without slowing his jackhammer strokes, while he brought wilder passion-twisted
contortions to her face. He was almost going out of his mind at the feel of her widening
vaginal passage flowering open wider in greedy desire as her hot little cunt tried to
swallow the whole of his long thick hardness.
Alan quickened his thrusts while the girl's sex-maddened body undulated wildly
beneath him, making each new stroke hot and pulsing and deep. She was getting ready
to cum, there was no doubt about it as her legs jerked up on either side of him, her
back beginning to arch. Then, with a loud wet popping sound he slipped his fingers
from her rectum and put his hands behind her knees, forcing them up and over so that
her kneecaps were pressed tightly down into the mattress on either side of her head,
rolling her into a helpless ball of primordial lust. Her wide-stretched young pussy was
completely open to him now as his pile-driving cock fucked deeply up into her hot
fleshy cunt.
"Uh, uh, uh," the wild-eyed wife chanted rhythmically beneath him, her face contorted
in an unrecognizable mask of completely abandoned passion. Muttering obscenities, the
laboring Alan quickened his stroke, grinding hard and deep, boring far up into her
secret hidden recesses, searching out the most secret corners of her womb. Her large
fleshy breasts below heaved and quivered and their tiny hardened nipples seemed so
elongated now that they looked as though they were about to pop from her flesh.
Suddenly the nakedly moaning young woman shivered under him! He looked down
and saw her glassy-eyed, a blind, frightened half-comprehending stare.
"Oh God," she moaned, "Aaaahhh! God! I'm coming... cumming... aaaaaaahhhh!" And
then he felt her wildly twitching cunt flare wide and a warm wet flood gush out around
his heavily pistoning cock. Alan fucked her faster, digging deep, deep up inside her
rippling belly, wanting her to remember this all her life. Bucking madly, the wailing
girl, mouth open wide, jerked up towards him several times, her lust-driven cuntal lips
nibbling and sucking at his thick pistoning penis as if she were trying to milk him dry.
This added stimulation drove him to new heights of passion, and he made one last
desperate plunge into the mass of convulsing pussy flesh beneath him. Suddenly he felt
an explosion deep in his drum-tight balls as a burning stream of molten sperm shot
madly up the full length of his wildly jerking cock, jetting far up into her wetly
quivering cuntal passage. Their combined juices mingled lewdly for a moment far up
inside her womb and then gushed out white and thick around the base of his still
heavily ejaculating penis.
Diane shuddered one last time, lost in the joy of at last reaching orgasm, feeling as
though she had been rocketed to some fabulous new universe, all shooting stars and
fiery suns. She hung in the magic land for a moment and then wet suddenly limp, her
legs splaying obscenely out on either side of Alan's still pumping form. The ecstatic
young wife's naked body was beaten and bruised as it had never been before, but she
felt as though her old self had returned to her. She lay for a long moment in her private
world, until she realized who it was that had created this paradise. He was the stranger
she had wanted. The other man she had needed to save her marriage. She had
succeeded. She did not care anymore about getting revenge on her husband.
She raised her head and looked at the man laying on top of her, his thick penis still
buried deep up inside her palpitating vagina. A feeling of warmth came over her as she
realized that she had been able to accomplish her plan after all. She thought of what a
comical picture she must be making right now with her legs obscenely spread and her
breasts smashed flat by his weight that lay upon her like a smothering rock. She had
just been fucked and fucked good, just as he had told her, and all she wanted right now
was to be left alone with her thoughts. She was actually surprised that she felt no guilt
about cheating on her husband. She closed her eyes and began to drift off into a blissful
sleep.
Alan looked down at her and smiled. He was wondering how he would get her to stay
until her husband and his sister could return, but it seemed as though he would have
no problem after all. She was taking care of that all by herself. He gently got off the bed
and raced to his room on the other side of the wall to make sure that his camera had
captured everything. It had. And there was still film to spare. Perfect, he thought to
himself. Now all he had to do was wait for Karen to come home. He knew she would
be able to handle everything from now on. He smiled to himself as the thought of
Diane's husband's rage-filled face would be caught on his film. He wondered what
would be going through his mind as the young man found out what his wife had been
doing behind his back. Lighting a cigarette, he propped his feet up on a small chair and
prepared to wait.


Chapter 5


Mark couldn't remember a time when he felt happier, he was thinking as he sat in his
morning session. Everything seemed to be going very well for him now that he had
found a woman who knew what sex was all about. As much as he loved Diane, he had
come to the realization that she was not giving him everything he needed, but as long
as he could just walk the thirty or so feet necessary to get to Karen's cabin, everything
would be just fine, just fine indeed.
The morning passed quickly for him, and he found that he was more attentive to his
lessons than he had been since they had started. When they were over for the morning,
he decided that rather than stay at the building, he would go home and eat lunch with
his wife. As long as he was feeling happy, he decided that he might as well share his joy
with his wife. Perhaps they could work out some of their problems together. He might
even tell her that it would be all right for her to take another lover. After all, if it
worked for him, it could very easily work for her.
Walking out of the class room after the morning sessions were over, he saw that Ester
was waiting for him by the door.
"Hey, handsome, what are you doing for lunch?" she asked him as he tried to avoid
her. "I thought that we might be able to get together and talk about your future in the
company."
Mark thought for a moment about taking her up on her proposal, but he thought the
better of it. He really didn't need what she had to offer, now that he had found Karen,
and he knew that no matter what he did, she could still make trouble for him. He
decided to play it safe and leave her alone.
"Sorry, Ester," he said, trying to avoid looking into her eyes. "I think I'll go home and
have lunch with my wife. Maybe another time."
A look of hurt passed across Ester's face, but it quickly changed to a smile.
"I admire a man who is that loyal to his wife," she said, still smiling, and Mark thought
he could detect a hint of seductiveness in the twinkling of her eyes. Tough, he thought
to himself. She can get all the men she wants. Maybe she should work on Bob or John
again. I don't need further complications at the moment.
He left her standing in the hallway and quickly walked through the building. Outside,
the city of Chicago was alive with thousands of people on their way to lunch. Mark
shut out the noise of the afternoon rush and walked to his car. He was about to get in
when he heard a voice calling his name. He spun around and saw that Karen was
standing right behind him. A smile broke his face as he saw that she was slowly
walking toward him.
"Well, this is a surprise," he said as she came closer. She was wearing a short halter top
and very short denim shorts. Her long silky legs moved with incredible grace and ease.
"I was just thinking about you," he told her.
"And I've been thinking about you all morning," she lied. "I was thinking that you
might like to have lunch at my cabin. And I won't take no for an answer."
Mark couldn't believe his ears. This was better than he could have ever hoped. He was
used to getting his way with women, but he never thought that a woman like Karen
would literally throw herself at him. His idea to have lunch and talk with his wife
vanished like thin smoke in the wind. He could see his wife any time. A woman like
Karen was not one to be kept waiting.
"I think I'd like that just fine. How on earth did you find out where I'd be?" he asked,
thinking that he had never told her where his sessions were.
"I have my ways," she said, turning her head and giving him a smile that told him the
whole topic was irrelevant. "I'm here now though, and that's all the matters. My car or
yours?"
Mark was actually delighting in the straight forwardness of the woman. There was no
beating around the bush with her. She got right to the point.
"I think we'd better take my car," he told her. "I have to be back here this afternoon."
Karen nodded slowly as she walked around to the passenger door.
The drive to the motel was silent, but Mark felt none of the uncomfortableness that can
come with such situations. Karen's free and easy manner completely put him at ease.
Just being with her was an electrifying experience and conversation was not necessary.
Taking a short cut that Karen knew, there was little traffic to slow Mark's skillful
driving, and in no time at all, they were at the motel.
"What about your wife," Karen asked in a matter of fact voice. "Don't you think she'll
see us together?"
"Let her see," answered Mark. "Besides, I don't think she's home anyway," he lied. If
she was at home, she would never expect him to be here and she would not be looking
for him. He could always say that he had decided to have lunch with his neighbor.
There was no need to tell her any more than was necessary.
Opening up the front door, Karen led Mark into her living room.
"Why don't you make yourself comfortable while I fix a little something in the
kitchen," she said, leaving him alone in the living room. Mark sat down on the familiar
couch and glanced around the room. He was actually feeling right at home. There was
something in Karen's manner that made him feel more than welcome.
Suddenly, he heard what he thought was a whine. He turned his body on the couch
and noticed a large collie sitting by the bedroom door, pacing nervously as though he
wanted to get into the room. That was odd, he thought to himself. Karen had never
mentioned having a dog. Mark bounced off the couch and went over to pet the huge
animal. "I didn't know you had a dog," he called out to Karen. "He's beautiful. What's
his name?"
"Abdul," said Karen as she re-entered the room carrying a drink in each hand. It was
not the same drink he had had before, and he was a little relieved. No matter what
happened here this afternoon, he would still have to function when he returned to his
lessons.
Abdul watched as Karen sat down on the couch. He seemed unable to make a decision
between staying by the bedroom door and walking over to Karen.
"That's odd," she told Mark as he sat down next to her and took a glass from her hand.
"Usually he's very glad to see me. He always comes over to greet me whenever I come
home. What's the matter, precious?" she said, leaning forward and extending her hand
to the panting collie. Abdul leaped to his feet but remained by the door.
"Maybe something's wrong in the bedroom," suggested Mark, knowing that sometimes
dogs act this way when someone they love is hurt.
"Oh, I don't think so," answered Karen. Alan must have kicked him out while he
screwed your pretty little wife, she thought to herself, and he just wants to get his share.
"I guess he just doesn't like to be left alone. By the way, did I tell you that my brother
is a photographer?"
"No you didn't," answered Mark. He was beginning to wonder what she was driving at.
It wasn't like her to make conversation like this. He was beginning to wonder if he was
actually going to get a chance to fuck her before he had to get back to his sessions. She
seemed to be wasting time, stalling about something.
"Well, he is. Would you like to see his studio?"
Mark couldn't figure out what sort of game she was playing, but he decided to go along
with her. He really didn't have much choice.
"If you don't think he'll mind. Some people are touchy about things like that."
"Oh, I don't think he'll mind," she said, lowering her head and looking up at him,
smiling out of one side of her mouth. "It's that door right there, the one next to the
bedroom. Just open it up. He might even be in there."
A number of thoughts passed through Mark's mind as he walked across the room
toward the door. Despite Karen's seductiveness, she was teasing him in a way he didn't
like. Why would she bring him to her cabin like this if she didn't intend to fuck him?
She must know that he really wasn't interested all that much in her brother. He
couldn't believe that he had read her intentions wrong. She was playing with him, and
he didn't like it. For a moment he thought of just telling her what he was thinking, but
he decided that he would play her game for a little while longer. It might be that she
was leading him up to something that was better than he could imagine, and he wanted
to give her all the time she needed. Not too much time, thought.
Putting his hand on the door knob, he turned it and pulled the door open toward him.


Chapter 6


Alan was chain smoking only his second cigarette when he heard Karen and Mark enter
the bungalow. He had been watching Diane for all that time, smiling as she lay on the
bed, breathing to regain her breath. Good ol' Karen, he thought. Her timing was
perfect. He knew she would see Abdul by the bedroom door and would be able to
figure out what had happened, and what she would have to do to continue his film.
Through the door, he could hear Karen and Mark talking, and he could sense the
feeling of apprehension in Mark's voice. The poor boy must have an erection at this
very moment, and he smiled at what must be running through the confused husband's
mind right now. He was probably thinking that he was being made a toy. Well, let him
think that. It wasn't all that far from the truth anyway. He was just finishing his
cigarette when he heard Mark start to open the door. Looking up from his peep-hole,
he smiled at the confused looking young man.
"Mark, Mark Williams. Glad to meet you. Karen has told me all about you. I'm Alan,
Karen's brother. Come in, come in."
Mark stood at the open door, his mind racing with a million conflicting thoughts. What
the hell was going on here? It seemed as though he was expected. Karen wasn't going
to fuck him after all. She couldn't have brought him here just to meet her brother, but
what ever the real reason, Mark could not see it.
"Uh... good afternoon... uh... Alan. Uh... Karen tells me you're a photographer," the
young man stammered.
"And she tells me you're quite a lover. I can see that she wasn't exaggerating. But of
course, I knew all along," Alan smiled as he lit another cigarette. "Would you like to see
some of my work."
"Yes," answered Mark before he had a chance to think. There was something
mysterious about this man. His smile put Mark at ease, but there was something wrong
with his face. Even though Mark couldn't put his finger on it, he could sense that Alan
was playing with him more than Karen was. Whatever was going on, Alan and Karen
were obviously in on it together, and Mark wanted to know what it was.
"I thought you might. In fact, I was ready for you. I've had these pictures ready for
some time."
Alan handed Mark the pile of stills he had taken of the young man and his sister the
day before. Mark took them without letting his eyes leave the smiling younger man. He
wanted to see if there was something in his expression that might give him some clue as
to what was d happening. It was no use. He let his eyes rest on the top picture. ḋ
Alan grinned lewdly as he watched Mark's reaction. He was not disappointed. The
young executive's eyes opened wide and his mouth fell open. He obviously couldn't
have been more shocked if the earth had fallen out from under him.
He was staring at a graphic picture of his naked body locked in an embrace with the
writhing naked form of Karen! For a moment, his mind was a complete blank. He
could feel the blood leaving his face, and he felt that he had to sit down for a moment.
Finding an empty chair in the studio, he slowly lowered his trembling body, his eyes
fixed on the top picture. There was nothing he could say, nothing he could do. He
looked at the second picture, and saw to his horror that it was just as lurid as the first.
Quickly glancing at the rest of them, he finally looked up at Alan, who was smiling and
watching him with a strange smile of glee on his face.
"Where... where did you get... these?" the young man stuttered, not wanting to believe
that he had been seen cheating on his wife.
"Now that's what I call a stupid question," said Alan, smiling broadly and lighting
another cigarette, offering his pack to Mark. Mark seemed not to notice, and Alan
shrugged his shoulders and continued to smile. "Where do you think I got them? I told
you I was a photographer. A damn good one, as you can see. If you like, you can have
those. It's easy enough to make copies. A man of my talents should have no trouble."
Mark shook his head as though he were waking up from a dream. There could only be
one use for these pictures. This perverted photographer was going to show them to
Diane. He was going to be blackmailed. "How much do you want for them?" asked
Mark, bracing himself for the worst.
"The pictures or the negatives?" asked Alan, delighting in his power over the confused
young man.
"The negatives, damn it!" shouted Mark. "How much do you want for them?"
"You know, that's exactly what your wife asked me. I'm glad to see that she and you
share the same appreciation for fine art."
Mark couldn't believe that he had heard correctly. Had this man actually shown these
filthy pictures to Diane? It couldn't be true. Why would he do something like that?
"Do you expect me to believe that Diane has already seen these things?" asked Mark.
He was trying to sort through his mind and come to a conclusion about what was
happening. If it were true that Diane had seen them, his marriage was as good as
finished. And so was his future with the company. The president of the insurance
company had made it clear that he would tolerate no scandal among his employees.
The way Diane was acting lately, it was very likely that she would reveal to the
president that Mark had been screwing around.
"You can believe what you want," answered Alan. "Diane seemed to think that they
were very good pictures. So good, in fact, that she wanted to have some of the same
taken of her... and me."
Mark could feel his anger boiling inside him. He wanted to strike out at the man,
wanted to wipe that stupid leering smile from his face. This couldn't be happening to
him. The whole thing was absurd. What had Diane been doing behind his back?
"I don't believe you," said Mark as he took a deep breath to calm his nerves. "I don't
believe that Diane has seen them, and I believe even less that she wanted to have some
made of her."
"That's what's going to make you a good business man," said Alan as he turned away
from Mark. "You don't believe anything until you actually see it. I like that. The proof
is in the pudding, as they say. Have a look for yourself," he said, pointing to one of the
peep-holes. Mark moved faster than he would have liked, but he had to make sure.
Placing his right eye at the hole, he gazed at the bedroom.
At first his eyes were not able to make anything out clearly, but soon he saw that it was
indeed the bedroom where only yesterday he had fucked Karen. Everything was the
same, except for the bed.
There, totally naked and with a calm, contented smile on her face, was the slowly
revolving form of his wife, Diane!
For a moment, Mark was afraid to breath. It was true! Everything Alan had told him. It
must be. Diane didn't look as though she was very sorry about what she had done. In
fact, judging from the smile on her face, it looked as though she was very pleased with
herself.
Mark pulled his face away from the hole and burned his gaze at Alan. His mouth
opened as though he wanted to say something, but he could not think of any words.
Everything was happening too fast. Alan was looking at him with a blank face as
though he were waiting for whatever the young man might say. Finally, Alan decided
that he would carry out the rest of his plan.
"I'll bet you thought your wife was sweet, pure and wholesome. Well, my friend, I have
a little surprise for you. Would you like to see what your wife is really like?"
Again Mark opened his mouth, and again he found words failing him.
"I can see that you do," said Alan without giving Mark a chance to answer. "One of the
best things about this room is that you see people as they really are. Suppose we watch
your wife together. I think you might enjoy the little treat."
Without another word, Alan pressed his eye against his own peep-hole. He decided that
he would not tell Mark that his cameras were still running. There was no need to push
his luck. He did not want to risk having all his expensive camera equipment broken by
a rampant husband.
Mark said nothing, but pressed his eye to the peep-hole. He had to see for himself. He
would accept nothing less.


* * *


Out in the hall, Karen was listening to the conversation between Mark and Alan. She
was smiling to herself, proud that she had correctly read the clues her brother had left
her. She was kneeling down and stroking Abdul as she listened. The dog was incredibly
restless, and his dog-penis was once again extended. It was very obvious to Karen that
he wanted to finish what he had started with Diane. When she heard that Mark and
Alan had finished talking, she knew it was time to let Abdul back into the bedroom.
She opened the bedroom door and the dog almost ran to Diane.
On the bed, Diane was just beginning to wake up from her light sleep. Every muscle in
her body ached, and it took her a few moments for her to realize where she was. Then
she remembered. She had allowed that dog, that big beautiful dog to lick and suck her
pussy, and then Alan had fucked her in the most incredible way she could have
imagined. She tried to sit up, but found that she was too exhausted. She fell back on the
bed, visions of what had happened to her passing through her mind. Despite her pain,
she was feeling very content. She could have slept all day, but she knew that she had
better get up and go back home. She wondered where Alan was, and then reasoned that
he had left when she had drifted off. She lay in the bed for a long moment as she tried
to put back together her scattered thoughts. She had never been fucked like she had
been with Alan before, and she was anxious to have Mark now that she knew what
pleasures could be obtained with a little change.
And then she heard a slight noise at the door. She lifted her head and thought she saw
the door close. What was happening? she asked herself. Everything was still in the
room, and then she heard another noise. It sounded like an animal whining. Picking
herself off the bed, she looked near the door, and saw Abdul sitting, looking back at
her. A smile came to her lips as she remembered the sensations his thick hot tongue
had created in her loins. At the moment, Abdul was making no move towards her. It
seemed as though he was uncertain about what to do.
Diane and Abdul stared directly into each other's eyes for a long moment. The lovely
young wife sat completely still, as if mesmerized by the gaze of the big dog standing
across the room, then cautiously reached out a hand. Abdul sensed that she wanted him
to come to her and walked next to the bed. Diane patted the huge animal on the head.
Instantly he moved closer to her, standing on his hind legs, his paws , on her breasts.
Before she knew what was happening, his warm moist tongue quickly darted out to
brush hotly against her lips, causing a shudder to rush through her body. In a natural
reaction, Diane pulled away, more out of surprise than revulsion, and looked deeply
into his huge brown eyes. She took his handsome head between her hands and pressed
her lips tightly against his wet nose.
In the other room, Mark was completely and utterly shocked by what he saw. Could
that be his wife? His own sweet Diane kissing a dog like that? He blinked his eyes to
try and blot out the vision, but when he opened them again, he saw that it was true.
His wife, sweet innocent Diane, was some sort of sex-pervert. He would have never
believed it even if she had told him herself. Watching it made it seem all the worse.
Diane was feeling a little shakey. She thought that she could use another drink to calm
her still edgy nerves, but she did not want to leave the bedroom. Just the sight of the
huge dog brought a glowing fire in her belly, and she tried to sort out the feelings she
was experiencing. She was thinking about how unnatural it was to feel this way about a
dog, even a dog as skillful and wonderful as Abdul, but she could not help herself.
Every time she closed her eyes, she could remember the sensations his tongue had
caused in her vagina, and she would give anything to feel them again.
"Oh... Abdul... what is wrong with me?" she asked, looking at the dog. Her voice was
very soothing, and even though Abdul had been excited, he sat down and waited,
sensing that Diane might not want him. "Is there anything wrong with me?" Diane
asked, as much to herself as to the dog.
Abdul watched the young woman's every move as she tried to pick herself off the bed.
He could smell the piquant aroma of fluid heat from her human beauty just as he had
tasted it in her mouth. He wanted to move towards her but he was confused, both by
her apparent hesitation and the fact that his master had not given him the command.
Diane looked at the incredible animal as she finally pulled herself fully off the bed. She
began to speak to him in a gentle crooning voice and her female sexual aroma grew
stronger and stronger until Abdul felt a powerful throbbing in his heated flanks. At last
she sat down on the bed again, drawing his eager head into her lap so that the hot
musky fragrance rising from up between her resilient warm thighs permeated his
animal senses.
"Oh, you handsome dog, you," Diane smiled, cradling the hairy head. He seemed to be
much more than just a dog. There was something human and elegant about him, but
he was still a beast and she was enchanted by the base, rank lust that gleamed from his
large brown eyes.
The young woman's head was still reeling from her sleep, but her sexual excitement
burned on relentlessly. There was nothing that could diminish the fire, nothing but to
have a male bring her to completion – and there was no other male but Abdul. She
smiled to herself at what was passing through her mind. "You want to fuck me, don't
you? Yes, I thought so. Well, I want you to. I guess that deep down inside, I'm as much
an animal as you are," she moaned, twisting in her nakedness absolutely aflame with
desire, a total seething wetness between her legs. She found that she actually wanted to
be fucked by Abdul. She had seen some of his talents. She wanted to see more.
Mark sat perfectly still, the blood draining from his face and his mouth hanging open.
His wife's words were burning in his mind, but their meanings didn't make sense. She
was talking to this animal, this beast as though she were actually going to let him fuck
her. Everything he had ever thought of his wife was being washed away by what he was
watching now. He glanced over to Alan. The strange young man was watching
everything as though it were nothing new to him. Mark could feel a burning anger that
his wife was standing naked in front of this stranger, but he was too numb from shock
to do anything about it. He tried to rise from his seat, but found that his legs would not
support his weight. In utter resignation, he resumed watching.
The huge collie sensed the lovely young woman's arousal, and it was all he could do to
keep from mounting her right then and there. Her nakedness was increasing his own
arousal, and he was torn between his natural desires and the need to wait for a
command. She was teasing him by holding his head so close to her vagina, but still he
held himself back. He gazed at all the hidden secrets he had come to know with the
other women, and his trained eyes riveted on the sparse golden triangle partially hiding
that hot little crevice between her legs he remembered so well from less than an hour
ago.
Diane lay back on the bed, feeling that she would go completely out of her mind with
the burning passion she was feeling. Her thoughts reeled from the feverish sensations
raging within that seething fluid channel up between her legs. She pressed her body
into the mattress, her trembling thighs spread partially open, her fingertips tracing up
over her rib cage to her full tingling breasts until they found the small hardened pink
nipples and fiercely fondled them. All the while her eyes searched the burning eyes of
Abdul as he waited and whined on the floor next to the bed.
The dog felt a throbbing wild quiver in his powerful loins, increased by the torrid
craving in Diane's eyes, but still he waited. And then he could wait no longer.
Suddenly he was on the bed in one leap, poised like a statue as he looked down at the
anxiously waiting woman, ardently surveying her exposed nakedness, and then he
lowered his head towards his goal. Diane heard his .little whine and felt his cool wet
nose brush against the flame-filled flesh of her inner thighs.
"Ah... Aaaaahhhhh..." she moaned and lifted her hips up toward the big dog. He
whimpered again as he sniffed, and in near frantic passion she parted her legs wider
and pulled her knees back to her breasts, unable to keep back the sudden gasp as she
felt his damp nose move lower and brush wetly against her tightly puckered little anus.
"Aaaaaarrrrrgggghhhh!" she cried the minute his irresistible tongue shot deep up
between her wildly spread buttocks to lick excitedly up and down the smooth length of
the fleshy split around her anal mouth. Diane lost track of all time as the blissful
titillation went on down between her thighs, knowing only that she never wanted it to
stop. She felt the wet searing licking move up over her pulsing cuntal lips, tracing the
thin hair-lined edges until they lapped over her hotly tremoring clitoris. Again and
again he did it, his fire-filled tongue spreading through her softly yielding cuntal flesh
like a warm knife through soft butter. The tongue lapped on and on, at last lunging like
a darting curl far up into her deliriously craving vaginal mouth! The lust-crazed girl
moaned, spasming with sweet ecstasy beneath the oral loving, her sex-glazed eyes
lustfully feeding on the incredibly obscene spectacle taking place between her
widespread thighs below.
"Oooooohhhhhh..." she would cum a dozen times, the lewdly sprawled young wife
giddily moaned, the long thick tongue sending incredible sensations throughout her
hotly smouldering nakedness. Her gasping mewls increased as again and again the
scorching wet tongue grazed eagerly through and over her quiveringly upraised loins,
from her tightly puckered little anus upward through her moistly glistening pussy
crevice and at its peak stabbing in through the heated outer flesh to flick maddeningly
at her tiny palpitating clitoris, fanning the growing flames inside her like a billows.
Diane, in her erotic intoxication did not know or care how long it went on without let
up, only that it continued as the heavenly tongue licked on and on, causing her to
whimper and squirm beneath it.
Suddenly Diane froze in horror, her whole body going rigid, at the sound of the
bedroom door opening. She looked up to gaze in stunned amazement at the intruder.
She recognized the blonde woman as the girl in the pictures with her husband.
"Excuse me," said the young blonde. "But that's my dog, and I want him. If you're not
careful, he might do something to you you might not like."
Diane shrieked and sat up on the bed. This new person was going to ruin everything.
She had wanted Abdul to fuck her, was counting on it, and now it seemed as though it
would never happen.
"What are you doing here?" Diane asked the blonde intruder.
"I happen to live here," was the reply, "and that's my dog. Now you give him to me."
Diane could feel a mounting rage seething in her belly. This blonde was going to take
away her lover, and that was the last thing Diane wanted.
Alan was grinning from ear to ear, but Mark was still in a state of shock. Karen and his
wife were fighting over... over a dog. He had been staring in total disbelief while the
huge animal was licking and lapping at his wife's pussy, but this was just too much. He
felt as though he was watching a complete stranger. That woman in the room couldn't
be his wife. This had to be some sort of nightmare. His wife would never do something
as perverse and depraved as actually allow a dog to fuck her.
Quickly, silently, Alan checked the meters on his recording equipment. It was one thing
to have film of a woman getting fucked by a dog, but to have two women fighting over
the animal... that was something he never thought he would ever film. This film would
bring him enough money to live comfortably for the rest of his life.
Diane searched through her mind for something to say. She looked directly into the
other woman's eyes and drew herself together.
"You're not being fair," she said to the young blonde. "You took my husband away, and
now you want Abdul as well."
"Who's talking about being fair. If you treated your husband like he wants, you'd have
him and you wouldn't have to need Abdul. You're very beautiful, but it seems as
though you need a little lesson on sex." And her hand reached out and settled gently on
Diane's naked breast. The startled young woman could not keep from drawing back
and she gasped at the unexpected tingling contact. She was reminded by the erotic
signals running through her just how close to having an orgasm she had been, only
seconds before Karen's arrival. If this girl hadn't come in she would have had the
second orgasm in the same day, and now...
"Get out of here," she hissed at Karen. "You can have Abdul when I'm finished with
him. You can get him any time you want. Why don't you let me have him just this
once?" she pleaded. She looked quickly to the dog and wondered why she made no
move to remove Karen's hand from her breast, whose tantalizing fingers were now
sliding gently over her once again hardening nipples.
"Yes," said Karen, not paying any attention to the pleas of the girl, "I can see that you
could use a few lessons on how to handle different forms of sex."
Karen held the dog's head in her hands and looked into his large brown eyes. "Abdul...
fuck!" Diane was vaguely aware that Karen was leaning closer and closer to her face
and that her hand was bringing sharp flashes of pleasure from her rapidly ballooning
breasts. What was it about this strange person that seemed to confuse her thoughts and
make her so aware of her own body? She looked at Karen and tried to understand what
sort of woman she was, but it was impossible. He mental image of the young blonde
would form nothing definite. Her voice was slow, steady and soothing, and it had an
ethereal, other worldly quality. She could see how it would be possible for Mark to be
taken in 'by her. Her charms were deep and mysterious.
And then Diane could feel the heavy weight of Abdul pressing down on top of her. She
had forgotten that Karen had given him the command, and the poor dog had been so
aroused that now there would be no stopping him. For a brief moment, Diane was
knocked breathless by the sudden addition of weight, but then, she regained herself,
and she raised her head to see that Karen was quickly taking off her clothes.
"W... what are you doing?" Diane asked as Karen pulled Abdul off of her.
"I told you that you could use a few lessons in sex, and its time for the first."
"Oooooohhhhh," was all Diane managed to say, more and more aware of the raging
fire inside her unfulfilled loins. She made no objection as the beautiful younger blonde
lay down next to her, but to her surprise Karen positioned herself so that her head was
at the opposite end of the bed with her face next to Diane's wetly throbbing vagina and
her own loins lay less than a foot from the confused young wife's lust-opened eyes.
"No. I want Abdul. I don't want this. I won't lick you."
"You'll do it and like it," answered Karen. "And if you're a good girl, I'll let you have
Abdul as well." Diane sobbed in confusion and frustration. She had been so close with
Abdul, and now she would have to start all over again. Somehow, she thought that she
would never be able to reach the same heights with this woman that she had with
Abdul.
The dog watched intently. He had gone to the corner of the room when Karen had
pulled him off, wondering if he were being punished for something. And then his dog
mind told him that he had done nothing wrong. He was' very aroused by the sound of
heavy breathing coming from the two naked women on the large bed. They lay on their
sides, facing one another, and he could see the one he had been so feverishly licking
just a few moments ago raise her leg, bending it at the knee with her foot resting on the
mattress so that he could clearly make out her thin little hair-fringed vaginal slit. And
then his mistress gently slid her hand down between the beautiful open legs and her
fingers worked slowly into the wetly heated slit. They played there for a moment before
she withdrew them, and then her lovely face slowly lowered to the other girl's wetly
shining pussy crevice that he had so lovingly licked to near gushing arousal earlier.
Karen was no stranger when it came to making love to another woman. She had done
it many times before while Alan had filmed her. This time, however, there was
something different. She didn't know what it was, but she had an overwhelming desire
to bring Diane pleasure. Perhaps it was the feeling that she was helping the young girl
to save her marriage by showing her something different. She knew that Alan and Mark
were watching, and Karen always performed best when she had people watching her.
She thought of the strange thoughts that must be running through Mark's mind as he
viewed this with her brother. Whatever the reason, she could not remember ever having
wanted to taste and love a pussy as much as she did now. Her eyes feasted on the
harrow pink ribbon of flesh between the blonde-fringed cunt lips and she rested her
cheek on the hot trembling flesh of Diane's satin thigh, close enough for her lips 
and nose to be tickled by the wispy silken strands of pubic curls. It was as though
everything had been planned by some great fate, some power higher than all of them
put together that drew the five of them, Alan, Mark, Diane, Abdul and herself, to this
very spot.
All the while, Diane was feeling something she had never felt before. Her belly and
cunt were seething with desire. Oh, this lovely creature, this beautiful woman, was
going to lick the burning need from her pussy! Diane had never in her life even
dreamed that she would allow such a thing, but she had learned so much that day, and
she wanted to learn more. She wanted to learn everything there was, all for her
husband. She knew that she would never displease her husband after this day, and she
wanted whatever was going to happen to her.
She watched as Karen's blonde head nestled lovingly deep down between her
widespread thighs and then... Yes! She was nearly overcome with the incredible erotic
tremors that rippled through her vibrant young body at the magic wet contact with her
burning cuntal lips. Karen began to lick in long, rushing strokes, all the way from the
bottom of her vaginal crevice to the top, not entering her cunt but causing Diane to
thrust her loins eagerly forward with each tantalizing caress against her wildly sensitive
pussy mouth.
Karen's own fevered loins began to come alive with tongues of lustful flame as her lips
pressed hungrily deeper into the succulent warm pussy flesh of the squirming young
wife. Immediately her mouth became open and hot, all stabbing tongue as it invaded
the smouldering liquid flesh beneath. Ardently her eager tongue lashed out at the tiny
erect clitoris, then back down again, darting everywhere inside Diane's hotly writhing
pussy. The young wife's delirious moans of happiness and lurid wet slushing sounds
filled the room as Diane's passion-flowing vaginal secretions mixed hotly with Karen's
saliva.
Diane moaned and writhed in rapture at the warm fluttering mouthing and tonguing of
her burning cunt, ripples of marvelous sensation spasmodically twitching her tautly
curved body.
Panting explosively, the passion wracked young woman spread her legs open as wide as
possible and ground her steaming loins lewdly upward to bring some of the magic
tongue tighter up into her wide-splayed cuntal mouth, her hot thighs closing on her
head. She could hear Karen gasping down between them, sucking the air in short
surges, but never breaking the fervent contact of her lips and tongue. Even her nose
was buried... immersed in the tight pink folds of Diane's now salaciously grinding
pussy. After the wonderful tonguing Diane had received only moments ago from Abdul
it didn't take the moaning young beauty long to reach the very peak of erotic height.
All at once the building pressure inside her spasming belly and convulsing loins erupted
in unbridled passion.
"Aaaaahhhhhh... Ooooohhhhhh... Aaaarrrrgggghhhh! I'm cccuuummmiiinnggg!"
Her entire body quivered wildly beneath Karen's face as she twisted and wrenched
herself wantonly while the other girl moaned ecstatically down into the wetly
convulsing cunt against her mouth, yet never losing contact with her hotly flickering
tongue locked tight to Diane's hotly tremoring clitoris.
"Oh... Oh... Karen... wonderful... more... more..." Diane continued to chant, lost in the
shimmering waves of delight flashing in unending ecstasy through her lush young body
while Karen writhed and groaned wetly up between the older woman's wetly locked
thighs.
Alan couldn't believe that his sister could show such passion, but he was glad that she
had. He was also glad that he had thought to put some extra film in the camera. He
wouldn't have missed filming this for all the world. Glancing over to Mark, he could see
that the young husband was steaming in a furious rage, and Alan knew it would not be
long before the man would rush into the room. Then his film would be complete.


Chapter 7


Alan was almost bouncing up and down in his seat, his childlike joy bubbling through
his system. He had never seen anything like what was happening in the next room, and
he had proof on film. He couldn't have made a better film if he had planned the whole
thing, he thought, and he was glad that his sister had known what to do when she
arrived home.
By sharp contrast to Alan's glee, Mark was seething with anger and a deep sense of
revulsion. He was watching his wife, his sweet, loving Diane perform the most vile
sexual acts he could think of, and she was doing it without so much as a protest. Each
time he heard her moan in pleasure, each time her body twitched, Mark could feel a
stab of shame searing through his body. She was humiliating him with her lewd and
perverse actions, and so was Karen, for that matter. To think that he had fucked her
only yesterday without knowing what type of woman she really was. The thought of
what he had done with her began to sicken him, and he could feel his stomach all tied
up in knots at the memory.
In his rage, Mark forgot that Alan was in the same room with him, watching the lewd
and perverse sight. Mark's hands were gripping his seat, his knuckles turning white as
he pressed his fingers tighter and tighter into his chair. He fought back a scream of
blind rage. He knew one thing, though. When he was home with Diane, he would fix
her. He would fix her good.


* * *


Karen's naked body was beginning to boil as her head worked slavishly between her
beautiful neighbor's shuddering thighs. She could feel her own excited vaginal muscles
clutching and releasing of their own volition as the hotly throbbing area between her
legs became saturated with her liquid passion. It was clear that something was going to
have to be done about her own needs soon, but she hated to give up the obscene
delight she was receiving from Diane's endlessly cumming cunt. Thrusting her tongue
deep up into her neighbor's hungrily devouring pussy, Karen slowly rose to her knees,
spreading them to climb up over the young woman's exquisitely curved nakedness,
turning and positioning herself backwards over her so that her naked cunt and
widespread thighs were directly over Diane's face. Diane whimpered under her, and
Karen waited patiently to see what her response would be to the moist hungry pussy
mouth poised invitingly near her open mouth.
To Diane the sensual display of Karen's pinkly glistening cunt lips only a tongue's
length away told her what was expected of her, and it was what she wanted to do, but
she was having difficulty breathing, no longer sure whether she had cum or was
cumming, she had climaxed so many times. Her very strength was sapped by the
constantly spiraling sensations that ripped periodically through her erotically trembling
body. Her heart pounded, her mind seemed to float on clouds of bliss, nothing
mattered to her but the endless ecstasy...
The large collie had been watching the two writhing bodies on the bed with growing
interest, his well-developed animal senses making him keenly aware of what they were
doing. Now, as he watched his mistress crawl up on her hands and knees, her face
buried between the other girl's widely split thighs, his eyes locked hungrily onto his
familiar Karen's upraised buttocks. It was almost as if their nakedly spread beauty had
called him. The huge animal's nostrils were filled with the hot scent of passion flowing
from between the two women's lewdly writhing bodies and new life stirred in Abdul's
hairy loins as he rose to his feet and moved pantingly toward the bed.
Both girls felt his weight as he jumped up next to them, but only Diane could see his
handsome face as it moved to sniff hungrily at Karen's exposed genitals. The black wet
tip of his nose actually touched the blonde haired girl's tiny puckered anus.
"Oooooohhhhh God! Is that who I think it is?" Karen gasped, her mouth breaking
contact with Diane's wetly raging pussy for the first time. She gasped a lung full of
much needed air.
"It's... it's Abdul!" Diane gasped, her heart leaping at the sight of the big animal.
Karen shuddered passionately. "He's sniffing my asshole isn't he?"
"Yes," hissed Diane, feeling her excitement lewdly mount at the spectacular view above
her.
"Aaaaaahhhhhh... that means he... he... wants to fuck me..." Karen gasped out. "He
always starts with... Aaaarrrggh!"
The crouching blonde never had a chance to finish as Abdul's long tongue snaked wetly
up to her lust filled loins. She trembled before its laving heat as it teased with hot
curling flicks up into her moist cuntal flesh and stabbed deliciously at her budding
clitoris.
From below, Diane watched in amazement as she looked up at Karen's hair-shadowed
loins, the thin pink lips of her wetly gleaming pussy only inches away., Abdul's huge
tongue seemed to blot out the light as it fucked insistently up past the tender outer
flanges, sinking deep up into the inner warmth. Karen jerked above her from the
ecstasy of the dog's preparatory caresses and then gyrated sensuously back against the
huge stabbing tongue.
"Oooooohhhhh, Jesus... reach up and guide his cock into me, Diane," the girl lewdly
cried. "I've got to have it... got to..." Diane looked back over her head on the bed but
the dog's penis was nowhere in sight beneath his belly, so she reached back to
cautiously grasp its hairy sheath with her fingers, feeling the thickening hardness
growing excitingly inside. While she crooned soft, reassuring sounds to the dog, she
tenderly massaged the heavy animal cock, gasping as the scarlet cone-shaped shaft
suddenly emerged, warm, wet and glistening.
The panting animal immediately mounted Karen's upraised hips, working in close on
his hind legs above Diane's face, his huge cock dancing madly in the passion soaked
crevice between the lewdly offered buttocks.
"Oh, please Diane! Help him... help him fuck into me!" Karen begged feverishly,
obscenely undulating her ass-cheeks back in search of the hardened spear of animal
flesh, wanting desperately for it to fill her hotly sizzling vaginal passage. She tried to
look back between her legs to watch, but all she could see were Diane's nakedly swollen
breasts, then her frantic eyes found the dresser mirror and she could see it all reflected
as she watched Diane's hand guiding the pointed rod of animal flesh toward her pink
wet cuntal passage. She felt Abdul's forelegs grip tightly around her naked waist, then
sensed the first searing contact with her hungrily clasping pussy mouth.
"Go, Abdul! Fuck Karen. Fuck... fuck... fuck! Oh God! Fuck me!" Karen hardly
recognized her own voice, hoarse with an all consuming lust.


* * *


That was the last straw! It was all Mark Williams could stand. His own wife a part of
the sickening perversion he had been watching. With a low cry he rose from his chair
and walked out of the room, feeling his anger mount with each step.
As he made the short walk to the next room, he hoped that he had been watching
something that wasn't real. Opening the door to the bedroom, he could see that it was
indeed real. More real than he would have ever dreamed. There, on the bed, was his
wife, nakedly sucking behind Karen's upturned buttocks. And Karen... his mistress...
was allowing her dog to fuck: the living daylights out of her. Worse, he had heard her
plead for it, actually beg for a dog-cock in her hotly aroused cunt.
For a moment all Mark could do was stare at the writhing couple on the bed. It was
even worse than when he had been looking at them through the peep hole. For a
moment he could feel his heart stop at the sight, and then he took a deep breath as he
cleared his throat.
Abdul was the first to notice the young man enter the room. A feeling of fear came over
him and he quickly jerked his throbbing animal hardness from Karen's churning pussy
depths.
"Abdul! What's the matter? What's wrong?" Karen cried, and then she too saw the
glowering man standing in the doorway.
Diane was still writhing on the bed, but as she felt Karen suddenly come to a halt, she
too looked up from the bed to see who had come into the room.
She felt an icy shiver race along her spine as she looked into the glowering eyes of her
angry husband.
"So," he said, walking closer to the bed. "This is what you meant when you said you
wanted something a little different. Human males aren't good enough, right?" he said as
he pushed the dog a way. "Small wonder you don't find me as exciting as you used to."
Diane opened her mouth, but she found that she could not say anything. Karen
shuddered at first, then she remained calm.
"Why don't you let her have her fun?" she asked as she walked over to Abdul and
petted him. "She let you have yours. " Mark spun around, his face still livid with rage.
"You just shut up, you perverted bitch. You're worse than she is. You were actually
fucking that dog. I... I can't even bear to look at you," he hissed.
"Afraid that you're not as good as Abdul, lover?" Karen said, raising her eyebrows. She
could see that even though Mark thought she was some kind of pervert, he did not feel
confident to stand up to her. She knew that she could hold her own against any man,
and she was certainly not afraid of Mark at the moment. Not with her brother right in
the other room watching everything, ready to step in if things got too much out of
hand.
Sensing that he could not frighten Karen, Mark turned back to his wife.
"Have you got something to say, dear sweet Diane?" he asked, his almost whispering
voice dripping with the venom of his hatred. Diane drew back from her attack, totally
unable to face her husband. If only she could tell him, make him understand that she
had done all this for him. She closed her eyes and fought to hold back the tears she
could feel welling behind her eyes. But she knew that there was no defense for what she
had done. She had lowered herself far too much. She had become the worst form of
sexual pervert she could think of, and she would not be surprised if her husband beat
her to within an inch of her life and then left her. In fact, she almost hoped that he
would. Then she would feel punished for doing the awful things she had done.
"I take it you don't have anything to say," hissed Mark as he watched his wife cower on
the bed. "Well, I have something to tell you. I'm going to show you what it's like to be
fucked by a man, just in case you've forgotten." And with that, he began ripping off his
clothes. Diane watched in utter horror. He was going to fuck her while Karen was
watching, and there was nothing she could do about it. She tried to raise herself from
the bed and leave the room, but he grabbed her by her long hair and pulled her toward
him.
"If you try and tell me to forget it after what I've seen you do, I swear to God I'll kick
your ass all the way to New York City," he seethed. Then the enraged young man fell
forward to her, his lust-swollen penis standing out in front of him like an avenging
sword.
Diane didn't know what to think. She wanted to talk to Mark, wanted to try and calm
him down, but she could see that he would never listen to reason. She was completely
at his mercy now, at his mercy in front of Karen. It was the worst humiliation she had
ever felt, and she knew that she deserved it. She deserved to be treated like the lowest
whore. After all, that's what she had become.
With merciless strength, Mark pried open his ashamed young wife's trembling thighs
and forced his body between them. Then without the least preparation he rammed his
swollen cock all the way to the hilt inside her fear-tautened belly and began fucking
into her at once with long hard strokes.
Diane felt no physical pain since her already flooded cunt had been well prepared by
both Abdul's tongue and then Karen's. But Diane felt a terrible pain in her heart as she
looked at her husband's hate-filled act. She had not wanted to give herself like this. She
wanted to give herself to him passionately, lovingly, and alone.
But in spite of her fear and sadness the sobbing young wife could not control the
automatic reaction of her trembling genitals. For almost the entire day she had been
worked to a fevered pitch, her pussy brought to a quivering hunger by various tongues
and mouths that only a huge male cock could satisfy, and there it was, right now,
ramming deep up inside her, thrusting and pumping. In spite of herself the guilty
young girl felt her arms and legs automatically reaching up to snake around her
husband's powerful young body, pulling him tightly against her as her hips began a
wanton grinding up against his thrusting loins.
Small passionate whimpering sounds tumbled from between her tightly clenched teeth.
Christ, her husband thought above her as he looked down at the now sensuously
twisting body of his newly aroused young wife. He had never seen her like this, not
even when they were first married. Her eyes were glazed and unseeing, her fingers
clutching spasmodically at his shoulders and her tight little cunt milking and nibbling
at his painfully swollen penis. Jesus, and he had only just started to fuck her!
Passion began to take the place of rage in the mind of the surprised and pleased young
man, causing him to ram into his moaning wife with a will, stroking all the way up to
the end of her wetly sucking pussy so that he could feel his balls pounding hard against
the smooth upturned flesh of her buttocks.
Alan Roberts watched from his special room, and then decided that he would rather be
in the room with them. Checking to make sure that his cameras were working properly,
he stepped into the bedroom. Then a lewd, cruel grin came to his face. Abdul still had
not relieved himself, and Alan decided that all this watching was not fair to the aroused
dog.
"Okay, Abdul, you've been after her cunt all day... go get it!" he commanded, indicating
to the struggling married couple on the bed. "Fuck! Fuck that sweet little bitch!" The
confused animal moved slowly toward the bed, uncertain but recognizing the meaning
of the last words he had heard. He knew he was supposed to mount the female, the one
whose pussy he had lapped so recently, but how? There was already a man on top of
her, blocking him from his long-sought goal. He looked back in uncertainty to his
master to see if he had misunderstood the order, but Alan repeated the command.
"Fuck her, Abdul, fuck!"
In confusion, Abdul knew no other way to follow the order but to remove the man who
was mounting the woman he was to have. He leapt with one bound onto the bed and
growled at the ardently involved man. It took a moment for the preoccupied Mark to
notice the blood-chilling sound, but then he turned his head to find himself face to face
with the huge snarling collie. He froze for a moment, knowing he should let the dog
have whatever it was he demanded so persuasively, but he was lax to give up the
marvelous fucking he was getting from his incredibly turned on wife.
"Turn her over!" yelled Alan crudely. Without understanding about what was
happening except the real threat of the dog growling so menacingly at him, Mark did as
he was told. Wrapping his arms around his wildly fucking young wife, he rolled over so
that she ended up on top of him, straddling his throbbing hardness.
"Mark? What...?" asked the wife, amazed to suddenly find herself on top.
"Take it easy baby, there's a friend of yours up here who wants to have some fun too,"
Mark told her thickly. All at once he realized what it was that Alan was suggesting they
do and great roaring sensations of lust thundered in his veins as the whole salacious
picture came into his mind. "Come on, baby. Lift your ass a little higher. Higher!" he
commanded, and he placed her in position with his strong hands. He then looked
directly into the eyes of the dog and said: "Okay, boy, come on. We'll fuck her
together!"
Diane was puzzled at first until she felt Abdul's forelegs start to circle her hips and the
soft fur of his belly rubbing against her naked ass-cheeks, and she knew he had
mounted her. She could imagine the huge, dripping tapered penis sliding out, preparing
to fuck her. He was going to fuck her in the ass!
"Oh God! Yes! Yes! Fuck me in the ass, you beautiful animal. Fuck me hard!"
Mark could not believe that his wife was saying those things, but he was too wrapped
up in his passion to really care. Again and again he rammed his cock deep into her, his
mind controlled with a raging, boiling passion.
"Oh, Mar... oh Abdul...!" Diane choked out as she felt the animal's searing hardness
trailing through the widespread crevice between her vulnerably open buttocks. She was
aware that Mark's cock was thrusting up paralyzingly up into her from below. "Oh,
please, lovers, don't hurt me!"
Mark was almost out of his mind with pleasure as he fucked up into his cringing young
wife's wetly clasping pussy. "Just hold on tight and relax," he told her. "He'll find what
he wants... something tells me this is not new to him."
And then she felt it! Diane felt the beveled, needle-like tip of the collie's cock catch in
her rectum and worm just up inside. She sucked in her breath, remembering from
watching the animal fucking Karen's cunt that he was not gentle. Abdul humped
forward... again... again... and again... his huge hardened cock grinding further into her
defensively puckered anus with each merciless thrust, sending waves of pleasure-pain
screeching through the wailing young woman's overloaded nerves.
"Aaaaaaahhhhhhh," the shocked young wife gurgled, her head flailing helplessly from
side to side. She tried to shake the punishing lance from her obscenely stretched
rectum, but the huge dog's firmly clutching forepaws made that impossible. Oh God,
there was nothing to do but endure it... to endure both of them, dog and man, fucking
into her painfully distended passages at the same time!
If it hadn't been for the flames of passion that Alan's and Karen's earlier fuckings had
awakened in her hotly raging belly it would have been unbearable. But then to the
amazement of the hopelessly trapped young woman, the pain started to recede and a
strange sensation began to invade her doubly filled loins. An animal-like hungering
wildness came over her as she could feel the two cocks, one human and one animal,
fucking into her simultaneously. Moaning and whimpering in a crazed building
passion, the wild-eyed young woman tried to move with the double fucking tempo as
the two males began to ram up into her in matching rhythm, their lust swollen cocks
disappearing in syncopation deep up inside her wetly searing holes.
"Aaaaahhhh, sweet lovers! Yes! Fuck me... fill me with your hard cocks!" the lust
dominated young woman begged frantically.
Alan Roberts could not help grinning with obscene delight as he watched the lewdly
locked trio writhing madly on the bed. He knew that even though it was not exactly
what he wanted to happen, it made no difference now. His own penis had been
throbbing wildly in his pants and he looked around for his lovely sister so that they too
could take part in the film. But when he called her over from where she had been
standing watching the fantastic three-way display, he could tell by the look in her eyes
that something had happened to her, she had somehow changed! Something made him
go to her, drawing him like a magnet, and rather than ram his luring cock into her as
he had wanted to, the young man found himself wanting to talk to her, alone...
Meanwhile, Diane knew that her orgasm was not far away and she ground her hungrily
pumping ass-cheeks frantically back against Abdul's hairy loins at the same time
pounding her pelvis down hard against her husband's long thrusting penis fucking up
into her from beneath. She wanted them all to cum together... Then Abdul whimpered
behind her, his powerful body quivering in ecstasy, and his boiling sperm began to
shoot bullet-like up into Diane's tightly clasping rectum.
"Oooooohhh... fuck me, fuck me hard!" the beautiful young woman cried in wild
abandon. "Aaaahhh, oh! I can feel both your cocks so good inside me! Aaaaahhhh!
Faster! Harder!" Her unseeing eye grew wider and wider... until it happened!
"Now... AAAAAHHHHH! I'm... I'M CCCUUUMMMMMIIIIINNNNNGG!"
Once more Diane felt Abdul's scorching jets of animal-cum flooding her backsides in a
never-ending stream up inside her belly while enchanting spasms of joy rocketed
through her insanely convulsing loins. She could feel every contraction of the long thick
cock as it fired its load of seething animal cum deep up into her greedily milking little
rectum.
Then Mark groaned beneath her, swearing obscenely as she plunged her wetly-sucking
cunt down onto his thickly towering penis. The transformed young wife held her
husband's cock completely absorbed inside, moving her hips in furious little circles
while his huge pumping shaft began spitting out its fiery surges of semen far up into
the hidden recesses of her feverishly absorbing belly.
Diane held it fast, imprisoning her husband's cock tightly within the hot clutching walls
of her pussy, sucking and pulling at it, her own orgasmic secretions pooling with his as
spasm after wild spasm of joyous sensation engulfed the young beauty's furiously
twisting body.
And then it was over. Diane collapsed forward on her husband's heaving chest as the
last of his sperm drained from him into her. Abdul fell back away from her still
quivering buttocks and stood still for a moment, not knowing what to do, his huge
scarlet, cum-drained dog-cock already sinking back up into his belly. The young couple
lay alone, unable to speak, their breath rasping harshly in their throats.
They had forgotten all about the other people in the room, the couple that had brought
them together in this strange and rewarding manner. Alan and Karen had turned to
walk quietly from the room, sensing that they wanted to be alone with each other.
When Alan saw that Mark and Diane were finished, he re-entered the room, feeling
something that he had never felt before. He was actually glad that the almost estranged
couple had once again found each other. His face was no longer cold and twisted with
perverted lust, something he had never before understood, and he was glad about it. He
wondered if it could be because he had witnessed the power that love really had in his
neighbors. He somehow knew that things between him and his sister would never be
the same. Perhaps he would never fuck her again. He knew that Karen was also feeling
something different, and he wanted to talk over these new and exciting sensations with
her. He was not even sure what he would do with the film he had made of Mark and
Diane.
But all that was for a later time. Right now, he wanted to be friends with Mark and
Diane. That is, if the young couple would allow that.
Mark lifted his head from the bed and looked at Alan standing in the doorway of the
bedroom. For a long moment, neither of the two men said anything. Mark was almost
uncomfortable having another man watch him lying naked on a bed with his wife, but
he was too exhausted to feel anything but the pleasure his wife had given. Finally, Alan
spoke.
"I... I don't know what to say," he stammered as he lowered his head.
Mark couldn't help but smile at the once arrogant young man. "Well, I have something
to say," he told Alan as he rose from the bed. "I want to thank you for giving me back
my wife. I don't know how you did it, and frankly, I don't care. All that matters is that
Diane and I will be able to work out our problems now. That means a great deal to
me."
Alan found that it meant a great deal to him as well, and he walked over to the bed and
shook Mark's hand.
"And now, if you'll excuse us," said Mark as he dressed quickly, "Diane and I have a
great deal to talk about."
"What about your afternoon sessions?" asked Diane.
"I think they can wait," said Mark. "My wife means more to me than any executive
position. Besides, I don't think missing one session will make any difference."
Diane felt a warm glowing come over her as she followed her husband across the pool
to their own cabin. She knew that she would never lose Mark again.
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FOREWORD


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many 
centuries, and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer 
for the individual considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except 
that he must be true to himself. The mature individual who has achieved this 
sort of self-honesty and completeness will be little harmed or affected by 
the illogical or irrational opinions of others.


In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this 
truth like an unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters 
faced up to their unusual desires instead of trying to repress them, much of 
the anguish they suffered would logically have been avoided.


The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor 
a revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the 
wisest thinkers through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be 
true, " was Shakespeare's way of saying the same thing; but it comes to us 
from still an earlier source, and one which not even the most rigid moralist 
can contest...."Happy is he that condemneth not himself for that which he 
alio wet h himself. But he that doubteth is damned if he eat. " Those who 
deny others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised 
to consider this quote from Romans.


No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this 
ultimately will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by 
looking at the past and previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief 
glance backwards will also reveal that, in such times, honored traditions 
and concepts were re-examined, and many times discarded. What was considered 
fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it isn't done" or 
"it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of 
pleasure.


The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We 
offer no further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this 
timely work. We now suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. 
A work of art, no matter how contemporary, should speak for itself.


-The Publisher P.O. Box 494 Sausalito, California


CHAPTER ONE


The door slammed and she was left alone. Sally Johnson was relieved that her 
husband was gone.


Sally had been married for two months to Ted Johnson and to the eighteen 
year old girl the two months seemed like two centuries. She certainly had to 
admit that none of her expectations of marriage had been met during the time 
they had been together. She was frustrated and unhappy to say the least.


Frowning, she passed the hall mirror and stopped momentarily to look at 
herself. At eighteen, she was a beautiful young woman with dark brown hair 
that flowed softly around her delicate shoulders in large natural waves and 
framed the refined features of her young face. She had huge long-lashed 
brown eyes that at this moment resembled those of a wounded fawn.


Her fine straight nose extended down to full sensual lips that were pursed 
in a pout at this moment. Wonderful soft olive skin completed the portrait 
of a fragile exotic young teenager.


She was dressed now in a light terrycloth bathrobe. The whiteness of the 
towelling robe contrasted sharply with the golden olive skin and the fabric 
clung snugly to her full upthrust breasts, tapered down to her small belted 
waist, then flared out in soft gathers around the long slender tanned legs. 
The robe did little to conceal the fact that she was a very well 
proportioned woman with a slim but curvaceous figure that never failed to 
win admiring glances wherever she went. Yet, oddly enough, she -eyed herself 
with contempt as she gazed at her reflection in the mirror.


The young wife didn't like getting so much attention from men. it made her 
uncomfortable and tense when they whistled at her, as if she were some kind 
of a freak. Her ample breasts seemed to jut forward in almost obscene 
swells, no matter how demurely she dressed. Sometimes I think I'd have a 
cleavage if I wore a turtle neck sweater, she thought miserably. And yet the 
troubled young woman knew that she should be proud of her body, pleased at 
the admiring glances it elicited, but she was possessed by a terrible 
distorted image of herself, a paradox born of her childhood conditioning.


Sally had been raised in the Sunnyside Orphanage for Girls in Thompson, 
Utah. Her mind flashed suddenly back to the miserable childhood days when 
she had been sent to the horrible institution after the death of her 
parents. She was only four years old then, and she had hated the cold gray 
building from the moment she had first laid eyes on it. An icy chill rippled 
through her body as scene after scene of life in the orphanage where she had 
spent her entire childhood invaded her mind with vivid clarity. Being forced 
to get up early on freezing winter mornings, standing in line in the drab 
cafeteria, with a cold metal tray waiting for a bowl of gray watery oatmeal. 
Even now, when she saw the color gray, a rising tide of nausea almost 
overtook her.


And worst of all-the strictness of the repressive individuals who ran the 
school-a brother and sister alliance that was like something from a horror 
movie. Mr. and Miss Bittenton-oh, God, could she ever forget them. Miss 
Bittenton who took such pains to lecture the impressionable youngsters on 
sexuality as they approached adolescence, warning them of the dangers and 
heartache that came from love with a man.


"If you marry, girls," she would say, "you must be very careful. Men are 
beasts, filthy beasts with nothing but carnal lust on their minds, and a 
lady, a real lady, never submits to such things. It is your duty, of course, 
to procreate. That is the burden that God has given to women. But you must 
never let yourself be touched by animal sensuality or let the man know that 
you enjoy it in any way, or you will burn in the fires of hell as surely as 
I'm standing before you. I have never married, and I am proud of that fact, 
I hope you girls will follow my example and take up meaningful social work 
instead of flinging yourselves into the arms of drooling filthy men."


Mr. Bittenton was even worse. He appeared to hate women and treated the 
little girls like they were all temptresses flaunting their evil bodies at 
him. He was proud of the celibate condition he existed in.


Although Sally knew in the back of her mind that the preachings of these two 
frustrated individuals were ridiculous, outmoded and sick and that their 
attitude toward sex was wrong, those early lectures had had a tremendous 
effect on her. Night after night in her narrow cot in the orphanage 
dormitory she had had terrible nightmares about men-men who were intent on 
raping her, grinning lewdly, leering like degenerate madmen, ripping her 
clothes from her tender young body. She woke up crying and screaming from 
such horrible dreams more times than she cared to remember and, as a result, 
her fears were cemented deep in her unconscious now, so deep that she found, 
after two months of marriage to Ted, that she might never be able to forget 
them-try as she might.


Moving away from the mirror, she walked into the living room and flopped 
down on the couch. She picked up a magazine and flipped through it, seeing 
nothing, trying to relax and ignore the tormenting thoughts that ran through 
her troubled brain. Disinterestedly, she tossed aside the magazine and 
glanced at the photograph on the coffee table. The photograph pictured a 
happy couple. It was Sally and Ted's wedding photograph showing a lovely 
young wife and a smiling, handsome groom.


Ted Johnson was tall, nearly six feet with a lithe muscular body and a 
rugged, handsome face. He was dark-haired with flashing black eyes and in 
the photograph at least, there was a gentleness in his expression.


After completing high school at the orphanage, Sally had won a state 
scholarship to study art in Salt Lake City. One night one of the other 
students had invited her to a party and she had met Ted. To the naive young 
woman, Ted Johnson seemed like a prince from a story book, gentlemanly and 
courteous, nothing at all like what they had told her at the orphanage. They 
had started dating and within a few months they decided to marry.


Ted had a good position working for Wilson Farm Implements and Sally had 
decided to continue her studies at the art institute. Ted made a good salary 
and combined with his commission checks, they were soon able to buy a lovely 
home just out of Salt Lake City.


Sally's artistic gifts had allowed her to furnish the house in a charming 
and inexpensive way. She had taken great pains to furnish the house 
attractively trying to erase the memory of the ugly environment that had 
been her only other home. She let her eyes wander around the room to the 
soft muted beige and brown carpeting and the mushroom colored sofa. On the 
wall were some burnt orange graphics of her design and many plants gave the 
room an air of living things. Materially, her life was almost perfect except 
for Sally leaned back against the sofa and shut her eyes, trying to blot out 
the ugly feelings that suddenly surged out of her subconscious. She was 
remembering the hours before Ted had slammed out of the house. Before he had 
left he had ... taken her against her will ... indeed, practically raped her 
... yes, raped her in the crudest manner possible. Her slim body shuddered 
from head to foot as she once more saw her young husband lurching angrily 
toward her, stark naked, his huge bulging penis angrily erect and pointing 
at her in a menacing manner. She hated the way it looked. It was ugly and 
shameful. She had always insisted that he turn out the lights whenever they 
made love. But, that morning ... yes, it had been in the morning!!! He had 
been drinking while he was packing and then it had happened.


"Oh, God," she murmured, as hot tears began to trickle down her cheeks. "Why 
does it have to be like this? Why is it so horrible-so disgusting and 
shameful?"


She loved her husband-yes, usually he was kind and generous and he was a 
handsome man. Sometimes when she was alone, just thinking about him would 
make the skin along her arms tingle excitedly and her loins would grow 
strangely warm, as if a tiny fire had just been lit. And sometimes, though 
she tried desperately to resist it when it happened, her vagina would grow 
involuntarily moist ... so moist sometimes that the soft material between 
her legs would become very damp from the mysterious secretion that flowed 
from some secret source inside her private walls. Yet, whenever this 
happened, she became embarrassed and remembered her earlier conditioning 
about "carnal lust". She would immediately get up and change her panties 
then and try to busy herself with other activities.


The troubled young woman knew in her heart of hearts that it was silly to 
react like that. She had read enough to know that sex was not wrong, in 
fact, it could be a beautiful experience between two people. She was willing 
to go along with that. But sometimes Ted wanted to do strange things to her 
... her vagina ... and lick it with his tongue! Though she was not afraid of 
him doing it ... it seemed somehow shameful and obscene ... not quite 
natural.


In the beginning it hadn't been so bad, and even though she had lain in 
near-total passivity while her young husband made love to her, Ted had 
seemed satisfied enough.


He told her he loved her and he didn't care if it took her a while to break 
through her fears, because she was worth waiting for. Yet, lately, things 
had gotten worse, not better, and she felt nothing when they had sex. She 
had been avoiding it of late as it was such a nothing experience for her.


Without Ted's knowledge, because she felt embarrassment discussing it with 
him, she had purchased some books on sex from the college book store. She 
had read a couple of the books and had tried to relax as they told her. 
Somehow the relaxation during the act was not enough. She did not experience 
the orgasm that she kept reading about. Somehow she could not let go 
completely, even though she knew this letting go of her anxieties would 
allow her the breakthrough she so desperately needed to alleviate her 
dissatisfaction and frustration.


Time was running out for their marriage she was sure. She had never seen Ted 
so crazy as he had been the last few days and now he had just stomped out of 
the house. They hadn't had sex for a week and he had wanted to before he 
left for Ogden. Ted had planned on going to one of the branch offices in 
Ogden to see his customers and was going to be spending the night away from 
home. The previous night when he had touched her ... she had said, "please, 
darling ... I'm not feeling well...." He had turned over angrily without a 
word but the tension was so thick it almost smothered her.


The next morning, still not speaking, they had gotten out of bed and gone to 
separate rooms. She went into the den to do some art work and he had gone 
into the kitchen, slamming things around as he made his breakfast.


About 9:00, unable to concentrate on her project, she had decided to go in 
and talk to her husband. She walked by the kitchen and noticed a half-empty 
bottle of vodka and a can of tomato juice sitting on the kitchen table. 
Don't tell me he's started drinking bloody mary's already, she thought.


Sally held her breath as she sat on the sofa in the now quiet living room 
and vividly remembered the terrible scene that had taken place before her 
husband had departed. She could scarcely believe it had actually happened, 
but it had, and the memory of it haunted her now like a horrible nightmare.


At ... 9:00 a.m....on a Monday morning ... it had happened ... just a few 
hours ago....


* * *


"Christ almighty," Ted Johnson mumbled to himself as he clumsily jammed a 
small overnight bag with clothes for his forthcoming trip to Ogden. I've got 
a beautiful wife but that's it. She's like fucking a sack of flour! Of 
course, that is when she allows me near her. Two months of marriage and no 
letup in her "reserve". Jesus, here I am sucking back bloody mary's and it's 
nine o'clock in the morning! If this keeps up the company's going to send me 
to Alcoholics Anonymous, not Ogden, Utah, on business!


His quarrels with Sally over sex and been getting more and more frequent 
lately, and the previous evening, when he had tried once to make love to 
her, she had responded by telling him she was sick. Well, he was sick, too! 
Sick and tired of this sham of a marriage. What the hell did I get married 
for? I might as well jerk off myself as stick it to that unresponsive cunt. 
He was tired of placating her now, tired of listening to a million excuses 
and tearful references to her girlhood at .the orphanage. He needed 
release-a climactic release-or he felt he was going to explode.


"Maybe she needs to see a fucking psychiatrist," he growled, throwing some 
socks into his small bag, "or maybe I do. Christ, if I don't need one now I 
will soon at the rate I'm going." He paused in his packing and went to the 
dresser next to the bed and took a deep swallow from the half-full bloody 
mary he had left there. He sighed as the strong liquor coursed down his 
throat. Although he didn't like the idea of drinking so much so early in the 
day, he had to admit it relaxed him and gave him the strength he needed to 
cope with his mounting marital problems.


He stiffened noticeably as he heard the bedroom door open. He knew it was 
Sally, and he could feel his inner tension begin to mount again rapidly as 
she entered the room. Keep hold of yourself, man, he cautioned himself, 
knowing he was growing quite drunk. Don't say anything you'll be sorry for.


"Have you finished packing?" Sally asked as she approached the bed...."Can I 
help you with anything?"


"No ... thanks ... I'm fine ... just fine," he mumbled defensively, avoiding 
direct eye contact with her.


"Are you drinking vodka . , . at this hour of the day?" she asked a little 
nervously, eyeing the half-filled glass on the dresser.


"Yeah, I've been drinking." Ted struggled to keep his composure, but he was 
well aware of the thinly disguised note of disapproval and concern in her 
voice.


"Ted, it's not good to drink so early-in the day ... don't you think...."


"No, I do not think, and what's more ... I don't give a shit what you 
think," he growled, cutting her off in mid-sentence. "I need something to 
relax me, that's all. Christ knows I'm entitled to it after what you've put 
me through."


"Ted," she said, "don't say that. I know it hasn't been easy, but I'm 
trying, you've got to believe that."


He wanted to believe her, he wanted to once again take her in his arms and 
comfort her and tell her everything was all right, that he could wait as 
long as necessary for her to get over her anxieties. But he knew it would be 
a lie. He was sick and tired of waiting, of having no sexual outlet, tired 
of being the dutiful husband!


He glanced over at her. She looked like a little lost child. How could he be 
angry with her when she looked like that? He couldn't for the simple reason 
that he still loved her, loved her so deeply that it made his frustration 
all the more difficult to bear.


"Darling, I'm sorry," he said finally. "I just don't know what to do any 
more. The job's taking up so much of my time, the bills are piling up ... I 
feel like I'm going crazy...."


She looked so vulnerable standing next to him, so young and innocent that 
the handsome young husband was surprised to find himself suddenly enfolding 
her supple form in his arms and embracing her tenderly.


"Ted ... oh, Ted, darling," she whispered as she pressed her head against 
his muscular chest. "I don't want you to go away ... I love you ... so 
much."


"And I love you too," he mumbled drunkenly.


The scent of her perfume filled his nostrils like a sweet drug, heightened 
because of his consumption of the bloody mary's. How wonderful it was to 
hold her close like this and to feel the firmly rounded mounds of her 
luscious breasts pressed against his lithe body. His arms circled her slim 
frame and, to the drunken man, it was like holding a gossamer angel in his 
arms. It would be so nice, he thought, so nice to have a good fuck before I 
leave. He wanted to take her to the heights of pleasure he knew she wanted 
and burst through the walls of her fears.


Why not? he thought. Why wait for another time? She seems willing for a 
change and Christ knows I'm nearly dying for it!


Slowly he began to increase the ardor of his embrace, to hold her tighter 
and kiss her lightly on the hair. Then he took her face in his hands and 
with infinite tenderness he bent down and kissed her warm pliant lips, 
trying to communicate the love and male passion he felt for his beautiful 
bride. To his delight and relief, this time she responded openly, lovingly 
to his kiss, and it confirmed his intention to try once more to fuck his 
ravishing wife before he left for Ogden.


Still holding her in an ardent kiss, slowly he let his hand travel gently 
down the tapering line of her back until it came to rest on the curvaceous 
half-moons of her buttocks, covered by the thin cotton of her nightdress. 
His palm slid across the light material and he became pleasantly excited as 
he traced the outlines of her tight panties beneath the nightgown encasing 
her firm rounded ass-cheeks. His passion mounted as Sally made no attempt to 
pull away from his massaging caress. His prick began to stiffen inside the 
pajamas he still wore. It pressed hotly against his thigh as it grew thicker 
and longer by the minute.


Sally, responding lovingly to her young husband's caresses, found herself 
getting more and more aroused as Ted rubbed the contours of her ass. She 
nestled her warm body against his, still kissing him, returning his warm 
caresses in kind.


But inside ... her mind was a seething torrent of terrifying images. Vivid 
pictures of the orphanage loomed up and the fact that she was pressing her 
body against him only seemed to confirm the warnings she had been given as a 
child. Only whores responded like this. It was right that she felt nothing!


Oh please, she prayed inwardly, please don't let this happen again. I want 
to love him and I want to be a good wife ... let me go all the way....


Ted's hand was sliding along her leg now, at the same time pulling her thin 
nightdress upward. In the next minute he had slipped his fingers under the 
lacy hem and was inching them up beneath her dress forward towards her 
panty-covered pussy. She was beginning to tremble with passion now, and 
little thrills of anticipation seemed to creep over her skin as his fingers 
crept closer and closer to her most private parts. His hand was getting 
closer and closer ... it was crawling up her inner thigh!


Oh, let it be good ... this time ... let it happen ... she prayed.


Frightened at what was happening to her body, involuntarily the young 
teenaged wife pulled away from her amorous husband.


"Oh, Ted ... please not now ... I don't want you to be late getting 
away...."


Furious at this turn of events Ted grabbed her back in his arms ... this 
time she was not going to back away at the crucial moment.


Seeing her husband's angry face, turning purple now with rage, she tried to 
inject some calm into the potentially explosive situation.


"Ted ... I'm sorry ... I thought that ... maybe...." she trailed off 
apologetically.


But her enraged husband was past caring how she felt now. Her sudden jerking 
away had made his alcohol-soaked brain broil with anger. She was leading him 
on and leaving him in the lurch ... Why, she was making a fool out of him, a 
fucking idiot, and he wasn't going to take it another minute ... he wanted 
her ... that was the fact ... he was going to take her ... that was the 
other fact!!!


His entire body was vibrating with a mixture of throbbing desire and 
frustrated anger. He pushed her down on the bed, then climbed atop of her 
resisting body and began to cover her face and neck with kisses. As she 
groaned out her protest, Ted began grinding his strong hips into her soft 
belly. His long thick cock pounded angrily in his trousers, pulsing like a 
drum against his thigh. He was consumed in a torrent of raging passion, 
heightened by the excess of vodka and having undergone sexual denial for so 
long.


He was through waiting now ... He was going to fuck the living daylights out 
of her ... she couldn't shut him off like a tap ... he wasn't a machine!!


He pressed his searching mouth onto her trembling lips, kissing her like a 
frenzied beast while she struggled, helpless beneath him. Gently forcing her 
clenched jaws apart, he suddenly snaked his rigid searching tongue deep into 
her mouth, twisting and rotating it lewdly in the warm cavity. Still pinning 
her down, he moved his free hand up between their tightly pressed bodies and 
began to unbutton her nightdress, exposing the ripe melons of her unfettered 
breasts.


"Lift your arms up," he commanded hoarsely and he pulled the thin nightgown 
over her head.


Her firm young breasts grew tense and goose pimply as their areolas quivered 
into an involuntary state of erection under his leering gaze. With a low 
groan of lustful desire, he moved his mouth down the silken skin to the 
milk-white pliant mounds and began sucking and nibbling on her nipples 
voraciously while under him, Sally moaned in she knew not what ... fear ... 
or desire???????


The touch of her warm sensual body, which had been denied him for so long, 
sent spasms of desire surging through his throbbing loins. He felt like he 
could never get enough of her full lush breasts, and his gaze shifted avidly 
from one to the other, while his lips alternated pulling greedily first at 
one erected nipple, then the other.


Waves of shame swept over Sally's body as the old childhood conditioning 
came back to haunt her. Here it was morning and her husband was drunkenly 
sucking on her naked breasts. She pleaded for Ted to stop then. But he was 
now deaf to her entreaties, thoroughly engrossed in making a breakfast of 
her ripe glistening breasts. A strange tingling sensation she could not 
identify coursed through her chest. Knowing there was no way out she tried 
to relax her tense body so she would not be hurt when her husband had his 
way with her.


Ted was shaking now with pent-up desire and his lewdly working lips slid in 
one flowing motion from her heaving breasts down to the golden skin of her 
abdomen. He ran his tongue snake-like along the velvety softness of her 
flesh until his hotly questing mouth reached the material of the little 
black bikini panties she wore.


"No, please, Ted ... not that ... please ... no," his young wife moaned out.


But he was not to be stopped. Impatiently, he reached out and twisted her 
body around, pulling her to him so that she could feel the giant cock 
throbbing hotly through the material of his pajama pants.


Then he let her lay back on the bed, protected only by the tiny black 
panties, while he -eyed her appetizing body hungrily. Never taking his eyes 
from her luscious form, he slowly began to remove his own clothes, first 
unbuttoning his blue pajama top so that his strong tight-muscled chest and 
shoulders were completely naked. Then, tossing the top aside, he pulled the 
draw-string on his pajama pants. The mere thought of at last satisfying his 
long-suppressed sexual needs caused his desire-thickened cock to jerk 
frantically against the thin material of his pajama pants.


With a lewd grin at Sally, he began to pull down his pants so that the full 
potency of his eagerly lurching cock and cum-swollen balls were presented 
naked to her startled gaze. The sight of his hard-lusting staff lurching out 
so menacingly in full erection made his wife gasp and she instinctively shut 
her eyes to banish the terrifying member from her view.


Seeing her respond with closed eyes to the exposure of his virilely pulsing 
hardness made Ted more determined than ever. Leaning across her prostrate 
form, he reached down and grasped the tight crotch band of her bikini 
panties, and with one tug he yanked the fragile garment down so that the 
delicious mound of her dark pubic triangle was revealed before him. The 
sparse cuntal hair shone a tempting golden-brown and the sight of his wife's 
creamy nakedness sparked uncontrollable flames of lust in Ted's hotly 
burning body. With a few jerks he pulled the tiny panties down her sleekly 
contoured legs while Sally turned her to the pillow.


Finally, she was completely naked.


"Oh, God," she moaned, trying to cover herself with her hands. "Oh, no...."


The wildly aroused young husband grasped his wife's tightly clamped together 
legs and forced them apart so that the moist pink flesh of her vaginal slit 
was revealed to his drunken gaze. With a grunt, he lowered himself onto the 
bed between her splayed limbs and, spreading the soft cushions of her 
vaginal lips apart with his thumbs, he buried his face in her defenseless 
pussy. Abruptly he flicked out his tongue and ran it wetly up and down the 
length of her warmly perfumed pussy furrow.


The shock of this sudden action made Sally jerk her head back. It was 
unthinkable to her that he could inflict such a thing on her especially when 
he knew how disgusted she was by it, and she tried desperately to squeeze 
her legs together to prevent her passion-crazed husband from exploring her 
private regions. But she was powerless against his burrowing head.


He flicked his tongue up and down her blushing red slit, each wet. assault 
sending fresh sensations throughout Sally's body. His eagerly questing mouth 
soon found the fleshy little bud of her clitoris, and with salacious relish 
he began to suck and bite on that tender nub, trying to make it harden, 
hoping to rouse his beautiful shy little wife into a state of wild throbbing 
desire that would match his own. The little phallus-like button 
involuntarily grew hard from his insistent oral probes and in spite of her 
feelings of shame, Sally began to feel new sensations.


But she was not going to submit. She began to resist his wild licking with 
more determination and tried to push him away. Suddenly her hands reached 
down to clutch fiercely at his dark hair. She pulled at his locks angrily 
... how dare he do this to her!!


Ted howled in surprise and pulled away from her.


"What the hell do you think you're doing?" he shouted.


His mind seethed with uncontrollable passion now and her resisting only 
turned him on more and made him more determined than ever to fuck the 
daylights out of her!


His massively pulsating cock jerked in excited need for release, and, with 
an evil gleam in his eye, the passion-driven young husband suddenly gripped 
his wife's hips. Almost before she knew what he was doing, he had turned her 
over onto her stomach. Then he slipped his forearm under her belly and 
pulled her loins upward so that his uncomprehending young wife had to prop 
herself up on her elbows.


He gripped the throbbing thickness of his frantically lurching cock. His 
eyes glazed with lust, Ted grabbed the fleshy globes of his young wife's 
buttocks, massaging the creamy skin as he did so. He began to trace his 
middle finger down the crack between her asscheeks and over the tight brown 
hole of her anus until it found the firmly clenched entrance to her vagina.


A smile of anticipation played across his lips as his hand slowly began to 
explore her pussy from behind.


Sally shuddered from head to foot, mortified with the overwhelming shame of 
her situation. Ted had pushed her into the most humiliating position 
imaginable, propped on her knees and elbows like an animal. A beast ... just 
like Miss Bittenton and Mr. Bittenton had said, a panting, lust-crazed 
beast!!!! This was the man she had married!!! Oh, why hadn't she listened to 
them ... why had she married?????


Slowly his extended middle finger began to worm its way up into her tensely 
contracted vaginal passage, and she quivered as she felt it burrow inside 
her cunt. With a gasp, she realized that he was going to take her this way, 
from behind, just like a drunken savage. In the next second she cried with 
surprise as Ted shoved his finger all the way inside her dry tight cunt and 
began to prod and rotate it around inside to lubricate his entry.


But Ted was fiercely determined to succeed in his quest. He had been held at 
bay long enough! He rammed his rigid middle finger hard up into the farthest 
recesses of her soft-walled vagina as his young wife continued her feeble 
protests. She tried to pull away but Ted easily tugged her back, gripping 
her tightly by the shoulder with his free hand while he began to 
rhythmically finger-fuck her with the middle finger of his other hand, in 
and out, in and out, until finally the yielding walls of her cunt began to 
widen and release involuntarily their warm vaginal fluid.


Satisfied that she was wet enough, he withdrew his finger from her cuntal 
depths and took hold of his huge distended penis, pulling back the soft 
foreskin to reveal the red swollen cock-head, and then guided it carefully 
between her ass-cheeks until it was poised directly at the tensed waiting 
entrance of her cuntal sheath.


"No ... no ... Ted ... oh please...." she murmured, in vain.


But it was no use. With a grunt of passion, the lusty salesman thrust his 
hips forward with a jerking motion, burrowing his eager cock halfway up his 
wife's tightly clenched cunt. The force of his entry almost bumped Sally off 
the bed!


Ted leered down glassy-eyed and then lunged forward again so that his lewdly 
throbbing penis penetrated up to the hilt into her wet pussy. Her fiercely 
tightened vaginal muscles clamped around his hard-driving cock in a vain 
attempt to expel the invader, but it was totally useless.


Slowly, Ted started to fuck her, in and out,-each thrust stretching the 
spongy walls of her pussy wider and wider.


Sally hung her head forward, her dark hair cascading damply over her face as 
Ted began to drive into her in a steadily increasing tempo. Her kneeling 
young body felt his huge swollen balls swinging and slapping against her 
buffeted hips. She could hear his lewd groans and heavy breathing behind her 
as he rotated his pelvis in a circular motion, forcing his rock-hard prick 
in and out of her helpless moist pussy.


Just as she thought she could endure this scene no longer, a strange thing 
began to happen. Unable to resist his powerful onslaught, she began to 
surrender, and as she did, a totally new feeling started to ripple faintly 
through her impaled young body. Out of the depths of her shame and 
embarrassment there arose a burning warmth and excitement that grew in her 
loins like a rose unfolding from its bud. She had never experienced anything 
like it before, not even in their gentlest lovemaking. It was as if her 
newly awakening body was beginning to melt in warm waves of undulating 
pleasure that, mixed with the shame of his assault, produced an irresistible 
gnawing of unfamiliar desire deep inside the cock-skewered young wife. For 
the first time in her life she wondered if she could experience the real 
pleasure of sensuality the way the sex books she had purchased described. 
Perhaps ... perhaps she might even have an orgasm!!


"Oooooooooooooooooohhhhhhhhh,'' she moaned as the thrilling new feelings 
began to envelop her.


"Oooooooooooooooooohhhhhhhhhhhh,'' Despite her feelings of shame, her naked 
young body's needs began to force her to grind her hips back against Ted's 
forward-thrusting cock. She dug her knees into the mattress, gritted her 
teeth, in the beginnings of overpowering passion.


Her mind still struggled, terrified of letting go so completely, but her 
kneeling body, jolted out of its long passivity by Ted's fucking, began to 
move involuntarily in a slow inexorable rhythm as it sought satisfaction of 
its basest instinctual hungers. Every inch of her ripely contorted young 
frame was tingling now with steadily mounting lust and she began to moan out 
loud, her body thrashing out of control in an unexpected wave of human 
sensuality.


"Oh, Christ ... honey...." Ted groaned, feeling her squirming beneath him, 
for the first time returning some measure of his excitement.


"Oh ... yes ... that's it ... do it ... oh ... you're beautifulll ... 
ohhhhhhhhhhhh, yes...."


He became ecstatic as her moans slowly grew into grunts of obscene arousal 
and she ground back against him. His thickly swollen cock became charged 
with rampant lust as he drove deeper and deeper into her wetly heaving 
cuntal interior. White-hot sperm began to surge in his bouncing testicles as 
he rammed into her with the precision of a jackhammer.


Kneeling before him, her body jerking in perfect sensual rhythm with his, 
Sally began to experience velvety warm flashes of heat galloping wildly 
through her writhing loins. Her ravishing young body trembled with raw 
animal passion as delirious thrills consumed her for the first time in her 
life. Her wetly throbbing cuntal passage grew unbearably hot and pounded 
with an incredible need. She felt herself on the edge of a staggering sexual 
breakthrough, about to fall over the brink into a bottomless sea of 
irresistible, forbidden delight. She thrilled with happiness to think that 
at last her moment of complete release was suddenly here, despite 
everything....


At last she would be fulfilled as a woman!!!!


But in the next moment Ted began to cry out with the approach of his own 
orgasm.


"I'm cummmmmiiiinnnnngg," he moaned wildly, "Oh ... ffffuuucck ... I'm 
cccccccccuuuummmmmmiiiiinnnngggg ... fffuuuck!"


Sally was shocked back to reality by his obscene excited cries, and her body 
quivered when, in the next minute, his raging load of thick hot semen 
exploded in convulsive spasms into her violently clenching pussy.


It was happening too fast!!! The young wife suddenly found herself 
completely disoriented, and the ecstatic pleasure she had felt only moments 
before suddenly fled as quickly as it had come....


He's an animal, a voice cried out in her head, an animal ... the voice of 
Miss Bittenton ... and a selfish animal at that, another voice said....


She felt as if boiling lava were squirting into her loins and spreading 
throughout her inner body. Cuuuummmmiiiinnngggg ... He was cumming inside of 
her body....


"Noooooooooo," she cried, protesting against the torrent of hot cum her 
triumphant husband poured into her from his rapidly jerking 
penis...."Nooooooooo!"


Ted rammed his massively ejaculating cudgel back and forth until its rhythm 
abated naturally and the last drop of his white sperm had jetted into her. 
Then, slowly, he pulled away as Sally fell forward in an exhausted heap on 
the bed. Something had happened at the last minute, something he had been 
too excited to comprehend. She had been responding incredibly and then at 
the last moment he had been unable to prolong it.


:'Sally?" he said softly...."Sally?"


"Oh, Ted...." she cried, her face turned away from him, "it's no good ... 
it's just no good...."


Ted's expression immediately soured. He felt a strange letdown after his 
initial pleasure. His efforts had been in vain. He had fucked her, yes, and 
had a full release, but now, seeing his wife once more miserable on the bed 
he knew she had not been brought to a pinnacle as he had.


"Christ," he said wearily, rising from the bed. "What's the use?"


He climbed off the tousled bed and started from the bathroom. Hearing the 
ringing of the telephone he called out, "I'll get it on the hall phone."


"Hello."


"Hello yourself ... this is your old buddy Sam the man...."


"Sam ... Jesus Christ ... how are you ... where are you calling from?"


"I'm just great, fella ... and I'm calling from the lobby of Center Hotel in 
beautiful Salt Lake City ... I've got a layover here, for a couple of days 
... I'm flying now with Lakeland Airways ... thought I'd call up my old pal 
and see if he wanted to go and get drunk for old times sake...."


"Sorry, man ... I'd love to, but unfortunately I've got to go to Ogden in 
about an hour, overnight trip ... maybe some other time ... I'd sure like to 
see you...."


"Sure, Ted ... I'll be here again for certain ... I'll give you a call...."


"Okay, Sam ... take care of yourself ... catch you next time...."


"Bye," Ted felt a stab of regret as he hung up the phone. Sam Newton had 
been his best buddy in Vietnam and he hadn't seen him in a couple of years. 
Well, he didn't have time to think about it now. He had to get showered and 
shaved and head north to Ogden. He didn't want to be late. This sale meant a 
lot to him.


He washed and dressed hurriedly and with a glance at his wife picked up his 
overnight bag and slammed the door as he left the house.


* * *


CHAPTER TWO


Ted got in his car and switched on the radio as he drove off. He listened to 
the music for a while and switched the buttons around to various stations 
and finding nothing satisfying to his ears, finally turned it off.


His thoughts went back to the morning. Sally had seemed like she was on the 
brink of something. He cursed himself for having had an alcoholic breakfast 
and cumming too fast. Boy, if I could have held off for a little longer she 
would have cum too, I'm sure. Jesus, I don't know what to do about this 
situation, he thought desperately, his mind a mass of seething conflicts.


Christ, I don't even want to think about it again. I've gone over this same 
territory so many times I can't be objective about her anymore.


He let his mind wander to the phone call from Sam Newton. What a great guy. 
They had been together for two years in Vietnam.


Although the war was hell somehow being with Sam had made it more bearable. 
He was a big jovial man and they had spent two 'R and R' leaves together, 
one memorable one in Sydney, Australia and the other in Hong Kong. We sure 
did a lot of hell-raising and fucking on those leaves, he remembered fondly. 
He remembered one outrageous nignt at a big hotel in downtown Sydney when 
they had almost been thrown out of the hotel because Sam was roaring up the 
hall of the seventh floor naked. He had explained that he had whores in two 
separate rooms and was trying to satisfy them both as the two women refused 
to share a room. The management had given them rooms at the opposite ends of 
the corridor and for a while a drunken, naked Sam was roaring up and down 
the hall with his huge swollen penis in his hand, alternating between the 
two whores.


Ted smiled to himself as he remembered those days. That was a few years ago. 
He guessed it was about three years since he'd seen Sam. Sam was a hell of a 
good pilot but he was such a boisterous type, Ted knew that he had lost a 
few jobs. He would do anything on a dare. Ted wondered idly, how he was 
going to make out in quiet Salt Lake City....


He thought about his friend as the miles flashed by and then about his wife 
and then the thoughts began to intermingle. What if ... ? No ... it was too 
bizarre. His best friend fucking his young wife ... why he must be nuts even 
thinking about it ... must be the aftermath of my drinking bout this 
morning, he thought.


But the thought persisted and by the time he arrived in Ogden a definite 
plan was taking shape in Ted's mind.


He pulled up to a phone booth just before he came to his company's branch 
office. This is a little too intimate for office eavesdroppers, he chuckled 
to himself.


He parked his car and walked over to the phone booth. He called the operator 
and asked her to get him the Center Hotel in Salt Lake City. He deposited 
the correct coins and waited for an answer.


"Mr. Sam Newton, please," he asked.


"One moment, sir."


"Hello, Sam Newton speaking."


"Sam ... it's Ted."


"Why, Ted ... I thought you were going out of town."


"Yeah ... I'm calling you from Ogden ... I've got a little proposition ... 
are you still running 'Sam's Stud Service'?"


Sam chuckled loudly, "Whenever I get the chance ... it's 'have cock, will 
travel'-you know me, Ted." Both men guffawed lewdly. "What did you have in 
mind?"


"Well ... I've got a very shy wife ... we've only been married two months 
... and it's not exactly fuck city around our place ... I know she wants it 
but she's got all these hang-ups about sex ... she's only eighteen ... but 
I'm getting kind of impatient ... I'm tired of fucking a sack of flour ... 
soooooo, I was kind of thinking on the way up here ... you know, since you 
don't know anyone in town ox anything ... that with your sexual prowess ... 
you know, the legendary Sam Stud ... might be able to do something for an 
old buddy ... what do you say?"


"Anything to help out a pal ... but I can't just come on to her cold. Can 
you give me some kind of opening...."


"Well, I thought of a little plan on the way up here. Our yard needs some 
attention-I thought if you knocked on the door and told her you were looking 
for work and offered to clean up the yard, that would probably work. She's 
pretty sympathetic and if you gave her a sob story she'd probably make you 
something to eat and give you a room in the basement or something. It would 
be up to you to use your considerable ingenuity after that ... What do you 
say?"


"You know me-I'm a bundle of imagination ... leave it to me ... I'll loosen 
up that little wife of yours...."


"You're a great guy, Sam. I won't be back till tomorrow or the next day. I'm 
sure you'll managed just fine. By the way, don't wear one of your $400 suits 
when you call to do the yard work...."


Both men hung up laughing uproariously.


* * *


CHAPTER THREE


Shaking herself free from the memory of her husband's recent unsatisfactory 
sexual assault on her, Sally got up from the sofa and walked into the den 
and switched on the stereo. At least she had a free day while he was on his 
overnight trip to collect her thoughts and plot a course for her life. At 
this moment she was not sure her future plans would include her young 
husband!


She sat down at her drawing board remembering that she had a project to 
finish for her art class. She tried to concentrate on the exercise but found 
her mind wandering off to her husband. He had left a little while after 
their unhappy encounter, and nothing was settled. Things remained at an 
impasse so that it looked as though their marriage might fall apart 
completely. Yet she also knew that something had happened to her during the 
course of the fuck-For a few rapturous moments, a sexual awakening-the likes 
of which she had never experienced before-had occurred. Maybe, with a little 
more time, she could really let go and experience an orgasm. With surprise, 
she realized that the crotch of her panties had become moist, probably 
because of her detailed recall.


Quickly she got up from her drawing table, feeling a little embarrassed, to 
change her panties. No point sitting here anyway, she thought, I'm too 
uptight to concentrate.


But as she stood up the doorbell rang.


Who could it be? She wasn't expecting anyone....


"Bzzzzzz ... the bell rang again insistently. Oh, for God's sake I'm coming, 
she said to herself.


She hooked the night chain on the door before opening it slightly. She found 
that the visitor was a tall handsome man about 30 years of age, around her 
husband's age.


The man was dressed in work clothes. She guessed he must be one of the 
tradespeople from the neighborhood.


"Yes?" she said crisply.


"Excuse me ma'am," the blond stranger said politely, with a friendly smile, 
"Is your husband home?"


"No ... not at the moment," Sally replied, somewhat cautiously. Ted had 
warned her often about being careful of strangers in the neighborhood, 
especially since the crime rate was going up steadily, even in their 
suburban area.


"Oh, that's too bad," the young stranger said. "I'm in kind of a tight spot. 
I know it's not proper for me to be knocking at your door like this ... but 
I'm just looking for odd jobs in the neighborhood."


Sally noticed that he spoke quite well for an odd jobs person. His face was 
extremely handsome, and masculine with bright blue eyes and browny-blond 
hair. His handsome angular features made him look like a young Greek god. 
Opening the door a little wider she noticed that he was quite lean, with an 
extremely well-muscled body revealed by the black T-shirt and tight blue 
jeans he wore. His feet were clad in brown suede boots. Despite her initial 
distrust of her visitor, the young wife found herself fascinated by the 
good-looking man and curious to know more about him. His face was so 
pleasant and sincere that it allayed any fears she had.


"Do you live in the area?" she asked. "No ... I'm on my way to Oregon to get 
a job. I've been hitchhiking, but my luck hasn't been so good. I had to get 
a bus from Colorado out to here and my money's nearly finished. To tell you 
the truth I haven't had a square meal or slept in a bed for two nights."


"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that," Sally said sincerely.


"Ma'am look, I'm really desperate for some money, maybe I could clean up 
your yard or your garage or something to earn some money for my bus fare to 
Oregon. I got a sure job to go to up there."


"Wellll ... I don't know ... We do need to have some work done on the yard, 
but...."


"I noticed your lawn needs cutting and I thought I'd just ring the bell and 
ask ... could I talk to your husband when he gets back?"


"I don't think he'll be back tonight." The young wife immediately regretted 
her last remark. Although she had no real reason to mistrust this handsome 
man, she knew a woman alone without a man in the house was in a very 
vulnerable position.


"Ma'am look, I'm really desperate for some money, can I just do the work and 
come back when your husband comes home to get paid? I can sleep in the park 
down the street tonight, and believe me, by tomorrow afternoon your yard'II 
look like a showplace."


"I ... I'm not sure," Sally said nervously. She felt a little silly being so 
standoffish with the young man. After all, his story made sense, and he 
seemed sincere. What harm could there be in letting him work on the yard? 
Still, she had heard stories about strangers ... She looked searchingly at 
the man, as if trying to make up her mind whether or not to hire him, and he 
smiled back at her so winningly that suddenly all her suspicions appeared 
utterly ridiculous.


"Oh, I suppose it will be all right," she said finally. "When do you want to 
start?"


"Right now," he replied cheerfully. "The sooner I get to work, the sooner I 
can get some food in my belly."


"I don't think it's a good idea to work on an empty stomach, why don't you 
come in and have a sandwich ... it's no trouble."


"Ma'am, I don't know if it would be proper ... with your husband not here 
and everything."


Sally smiled at him warmly. There was definitely something about him that 
inspired her trust. He was so polite and gentle and a really nice man just 
down on his luck.


"I'm sure I can trust you," she said. "Come on in. I've got hamburger and 
salad. A decent lunch should make you work better."


"Well, to tell you the truth ma'am, I'd sure appreciate it."


"Then please come in ... by the way," she asked as she opened the door to 
let him in, "what's your name?"


"Sam ... Sam uh ... Smith."


"I'm Sally Johnson."


"Please to meet you, Mrs. Johnson."


"Oh, please, don't call me 'Mrs.' that sounds silly ... just call me Sally."


"That's real nice of you, ma'am, Sally, I mean."


Sally laughed happily, completely secure with the handsome man now, and 
rather pleased to have some company to divert her attention from her 
problems.


"The kitchen's this way, Sam," she said, walking past him down the front 
hall. "Follow me."


Sam watched her intently as he walked behind her down the hall, his eyes 
riveted to the swaying ripe half-moons of her buttocks, while a bemused 
smile played on his lips. Well, Ted, old buddy, that wasn't difficult at all 
... she's absolutely gorgeous ... I can't wait till I've finished my yard 
work ... He almost laughed out loud ... $45,000 a year and I'm mowing lawns. 
Well I'm sure it will be worth it. Besides the exercise will do me good.


For the rest of the afternoon Sally tried to busy herself with her art work 
while Sam worked diligently mowing the lawn, trimming the bushes, and 
generally cleaning up the yard. He seemed to know a great deal about 
landscaping, and the beautiful young woman couldn't resist glancing through 
the living room window now and then to watch him, fascinated, while he 
worked. He had stripped himself of his T-shirt, and Sally found herself 
staring at his trim athletic build, his tanned skin gleaming with 
perspiration. He was taller than her husband, and was lean like Ted and 
there was a classic beauty to his body so striking that the naive young wife 
could hardly keep from staring at him. She was oddly compelled by the young 
man and, hardly aware of it consciously, her thoughts kept turning again and 
again toward him. Finally, she invited him to dinner and they dined together 
on steak, baked potatoes and salad, chattering warmly back and forth.


"Well," Sam said, as he finished the last of his coffee, "it's pretty late 
and I should get out of here so the neighbors won't gossip."


"Oh, don't worry about the neighbors. I hardly ever see them anyway."


"Yeah, but it's getting dark, and it's only proper for me to go. Your 
husband wouldn't like it if he knew I stayed past dinner with you all alone. 
I got to get my sleeping bag from the bus station anyway, and then get a 
place in the park."


"Sam, I just thought of something ... We have a spare bed down in our 
basement. It would be warmer than the park. I'm sure my husband wouldn't 
mind."


"Gee ... I'm sure tempted. It'd be better than a park bench, that's for 
sure."


"Then it's settled. I'll leave the back door unlocked while you're getting 
your things, and you can just go right in. Then I'll make coffee tomorrow 
morning before you start work."


The young man glanced warmly at Sally, then looked down sheepishly.


"Sally ... you've been real kind to me. Aren't many people would be so kind 
to a stranger the first day. I ... just want to say thanks."


"You don't have to thank me," the young wife replied. "Believe me, you're 
helping us by doing the yard."


Sam glanced up at her, and for a moment there was a vivid second of contact 
between them as their eyes locked. Sally felt herself blush slightly as 
strange tingling sensations fluttered over her skin.


"Well," Sam said finally, shyly tearing his eyes away from her. "I guess I'd 
better be moving on. I'll see you in the morning ... and thanks again."


"Good night, Sam," she said, rising to walk with him to the door.


Sam almost burst out laughing as he walked out the front door. I might as 
well go back to the hotel and have a drink, he thought to himself. He walked 
down the block and round the corner where he had parked his late-model 
rept-a-car. I guess it would take about an hour and a half to get from the 
bus station and back he calculated. I'll just go and finish up some business 
with the gorgeous little cocktail waitress back at the hotel while I'm 
picking up my "sleeping bag". He did laugh aloud this time as he swung the 
expensive car back towards Salt Lake City.


At ten o'clock that night Sally sat at her drawing board, sipping a glass of 
wine. Normally she almost never drank, particularly when she was alone, but 
tonight she had been feeling oddly excited and decided that a little wine 
might calm her down. She had had quite a few glasses now as she had started 
dinner. Strangely, though, no matter what she did, the restlessness 
persisted.


I wish Ted would come back tonight, she thought as she stared at her art 
work without much interest. There's so much to be settled between us, and 
I'd feel better if he was here with me and we could talk it out. The way 
things are they're pretty much unacceptable to both of us, she thought. I 
know I'm to blame for being uptight but I think he could have some 
consideration of me as well. She desperately wanted her marriage to work, 
for she loved Ted deeply and wanted their life together to be a happy one.


Suddenly, disgusted with her lack of attention to her work, she reached up 
and shut off her extension lamp and started walking towards the stairs, 
pausing to pick up her glass of wine and the bottle.


"It's useless trying to get any work done, tonight, she decided. I'll just 
go to bed early and read. She climbed the stairs toward the second-floor 
bedroom. I'll just put everything out of my mind and relax. Tonight might be 
a good night to read one of my sex manuals!"


She wondered if Sam had returned from the "bus station" yet, and whether he 
was already in the basement. Despite her early suspicions she had to admit 
that she found him quite a pleasant young man, very easy to talk to, full of 
interesting stories about places he had been all over the country.


Of course, she couldn't deny he was quite good-looking as well, with a body 
just as good as her husband's and she was surprised how often her mind kept 
returning to the image of him working in the yard, bare-chested, his tight 
jeans clinging to his sturdy legs, his blond hair glistening in the sun. And 
yet, even as she thought about it, a part of her chastised herself for 
dwelling so unnecessarily on his appearance. Was she some kind of 
sex-starved suburban housewife acting like a kid the first time a handsome 
man came to the door?


She paused at the bedroom door, her mind once more a bewildering maze of 
conflicting emotions. Maybe I'm losing my mind, she reflected grimly ... I 
don't know what I want anymore. Oh God, why does life have to be so 
complicated?


She flicked on the lamp by the bed and the room was basked in a soft glow. 
She gazed fondly at the room she had so painstakingly decorated. She had 
decorated the entire room in white. White walls, white carpeting, white 
bedspread and even some white acrylic graphics on the walls. This was the 
young art student's favorite room, and as she entered and closed the door 
behind her, she began to feel calmer right away.


She turned on the radio and switched around on the dial until she found a 
classical station. The symphonic music was very soothing to the young woman 
as she moved around the room, turning down the covers of her bed, fluffing 
up the pillows, and preparing herself for a quiet evening alone. The young 
wife felt secure and cozy in her pleasant little bedroom world, and soon all 
her worries began to fade away.


A shower would be nice, she mused, as she slowly unbuttoned her dress and 
pulled it up over her shapely body. She hung the garment carefully in the 
large walk-in closet, then went into the large black-tiled bathroom 
adjoining the bedroom. Standing before the full-length mirror she removed 
her brassiere, folded it neatly, and placed it on a low stool. Then she slid 
her fingers under the waistband of her tight pink panties and wriggled them 
down over her gently blooming hips and tanned tapered legs, bending over to 
step carefully out of them and then placing them on the stool with the bra. 
Now totally naked, she paused to gaze at her lush body in the mirror.


The bright bathroom light made her skin seem to shimmer a translucent gold 
color, while the cherry-red tips of her breasts tensed and pushed out like 
two taut little sentinels in the center of those youthfully firm orbs. 
Although she was somewhat embarrassed to have such a ripely formed body, she 
remembered how often Ted had raved about her beauty and said he was the 
luckiest man in the world to have a wife with her looks and figure, and that 
she should be proud of her body.


He's absolutely right, she thought to herself as she let the palms of her 
hands caress the rounded melons of her breasts a moment before sliding them 
down to the nipped-in line of her waist, I shouldn't be so shy about my 
body.


After tying her long dark hair with a ribbon, she turned on the shower, 
waited until the water was just the right temperature, and then stepped 
inside. The warm jets of water splashed lightly down onto her supple young 
body, running in little streams along the flowing curves of her flesh as she 
began to rub herself from neck to toes with a bar of scented lemon soap, 
covering herself with a thick lather.


"Mmmmmmmmnnnnn," she sighed, "this feels heavenly...."


She slowly relaxed, thanks to the soothing warmth of the water coursing over 
her lush body while the wine she had drunk earlier began to have a fuller 
effect on her. The innocent young woman found herself rapidly growing more 
and more mellow as delightful tingling sensations rippled through every part 
of her wetly glistening body. She soaped her smooth young form over and over 
with the sweet soap, luxuriating in the gentle euphoria that glowed in her 
brain and the cascading warmth that flowed through her. Soon, her soap 
covered hands reached down to the soft triangle between her smooth golden 
hips and she began to gingerly rub her pussy flesh with lather. 
Surprisingly, there was an immediate unexpected response in that private 
area, like little bursts of pleasure, as her soapy hands explored her cuntal 
orifices. Quickly, she pulled her hands away, startled by the unusual 
response there and feeling vaguely ashamed of herself.


She remembered that Miss Bittenton had been particularly harsh on the 
subject of self-gratification-masturbation as she came to call it later-and 
had spent hours lecturing the girls about the mental and physical dangers of 
exploring one's most secret recesses.


"It is the single most disgusting thing a person can do," she had told the 
young school girls, "one would be better to go blind than do such awful 
things to oneself!"


As a result, young Sally had vowed never to let her animal instincts get the 
best of her like that, and she promised Miss Bittenton never to manipulate 
herself in such a lewd manner. Thus far, she had never been tempted, but 
now, with the unusually pleasant reaction she had experienced when she 
placed her lathery hands down there, she wondered if Miss Bittenton hadn't 
been wrong about that, too. The young woman remembered, too, that the books 
she had read had explained masturbation, stating that there was really 
nothing wrong with it, and that it might even be helpful in allowing a woman 
to explore her sexual nature. But Sally had ignored the books, for to her, 
doing such a thing was dirty and sinful.


Yet now, wanting desperately to free herself from her fears of sex, she 
became quite curious to try it. After all, it couldn't hurt, could it, just 
once? Still, it was a very daring thing for her, and the more she thought 
about it the more disturbed she became about the idea and the more anxious 
about the consequences. Finally she decided to put the entire thing out of 
her mind and just to spend the evening reading as she had planned. She let 
the water rinse off the soap, and a few minutes later she stepped out of the 
shower, turned it off, and wrapped herself in a thick towel.


Once again, as she began to dry her vaginal area, there was a recurrence of 
the irresistibly enjoyable sensations she had felt earlier, and it was all 
she could do to pull her hands away from her private recesses and finish 
drying her body. Placing the towel back on its rack, she opened the bathroom 
door. Immediately her naked flesh was bathed in a waft of cool summer air 
from the bedroom. Her tanned glowing skin grew goosepimply, and she shivered 
pleasantly from the contact of the cooler air on her freshly showered body.


As she walked back into the bedroom she could hear the radio playing a 
rousing overture. She recognized the 1812 overture and the pounding music 
seemed to match the pounding of her heart in her gradually arousing body.


She walked over to the dresser to select a negligee, and as she opened the 
drawer, her eyes immediately settled on a short nightie of sheer black lace 
that Ted had given her on her birthday. She had tried it on only once but 
had been so ashamed of the way it made her look, so strangely alluring and 
she thought, cheap, that she hadn't worn it since. But tonight she felt 
compelled to slip it on, just to see what it would be like. Giggling a 
little, still feeling the effects of the wine, she slipped the sheer supple 
garment over her head and let the soft folds adapt themselves to her body. 
Glancing in the vanity-table mirror, she was surprised to see how different 
she looked. Almost ... almost like one of those girls in a girlie magazine. 
Her initial impulse was to take it off immediately, but the young woman 
realized that would be silly, prudish, and if she was every going to grow up 
sexually she would certainly have to let herself be a little daring now and 
then.


With determination she walked to the bed and curled up comfortably against 
the pillows, then took several long reflective sips of her wine, listening 
dreamily to the music. Within a short while the young wife had become rather 
tipsy, although she was hardly conscious of the fact. All she knew was that 
she felt quite pleasant, and her body was glowing with a delicious kind of 
warmth she had never known before.


Maybe I just needed to get off by myself like this for a while, she thought, 
just get away from everything.


The music on the radio continued playing. It was something different now. A 
slow sensuous piece, with a steady throbbing undercurrent of drums. Ravel's 
Bolero, she suddenly realized. That's it. She had always like that 
composition and, setting her glass on the nightstand, she stretched out on 
the bed and listened, her eyes closed, as the slow thumping rhythm filled 
the room and permeated her brain. Her alcohol-fogged mind seemed to drift on 
a cloud high above the earth. She felt so light, so lovely. And always in 
the background, the insistent pounding of the music.


Almost without realizing it, she stretched her negligee-clad body 
provocatively on the bed, slowly undulating it in time to the music. Her 
mind seemed to fill with strange images as her tipsy imagination began to 
take hold of her. She imagined she was on a tropical jungle beach, in the 
shade of a palm tree, a primitive goddess alone in paradise. Oh, how 
wonderful it was, how delightful her sensuously writhing young body felt as 
she lay on the bed, drifting in fantasy. Her short black nightie had bunched 
up above her hips now, and unconsciously she let her hands wander down and 
lightly finger the white smooth flesh of her hips, then drift up across her 
abdomen. Lazily she untied the ribbons of her lace nightie and let it fall 
away from her firmly molded breasts, still imagining herself on an isolated 
Polynesian lagoon. The soft breeze that fluttered in through the curtained 
windows played on her velvety skin like a thousand little feathers brushing 
over her, increasing the languid excitement that pervaded her. Her 
fingertips brushed curiously over her upthrust breasts, and immediately the 
berry-tipped orbs were flooded with enchanting warmth. Anxious to increase 
her new-found pleasure, she began to massage the pliant mounds with the 
palms of her hands, growing subtly more and more aroused as the music picked 
up tempo to match her quickening pulse.


Although the innocent young bride was not aware of it, her body was slowly 
awakening, awakening to needs and hungers that had been suppressed far too 
long. As her exploring hands pressed sensuously against the ripe fullness of 
her breasts, they began to trigger reactions in nerve-endings all over her 
body that had lain dormant for many years. A faint heat began to churn in 
Sally's loins, and her heart beat faster and faster. Soon the young woman 
was running her hands up from the sculpted columns of her thighs to her 
quivering breasts and shoulders, then down again, over and over, increasing 
the euphoric sense of lewd sensual pleasure that enveloped her with the 
steadily rising force of a flood. Her breath came more and more quickly as 
the music built up its subtle barbaric pace, and soon her hands were 
crawling hypnotically down to the golden-brown triangle of her pubic patch.


Suddenly, as her hungrily curious fingers first touched the hair-lined split 
of her pussy, an electric thrill of high voltage excitement shot through her 
body with the force of a thousand volts of unleashed energy. She gasped as 
this unexpected stab of heat shot through her tingling body, immediately 
bringing her back to reality. She pulled her hands away from the trembling 
pussy-furrow, overcome with shame as she realized that she had begun to play 
with herself down there.


What's happening to. me? she cried inwardly. Dear God, what am I doing?


She struggled desperately to resist an overwhelming impulse to plunge her 
fingers upward into her vaginal sheath. It was wrong, wasn't it? Sinful and 
shameful? Yet the music kept pounding its merciless beat into her 
drink-clouded brain, and her body, operating independently, it seemed, 
surged with the desire to be satisfied, demanded that she bring her rising 
passion to completion.


"No ... no...." she murmured aloud, "I mustn't let myself do such sinful 
things...."


But it was already too late. She was possessed now with newly discovered 
animal lust, and the sensual beast in her had to be appeased! She found her 
hands moving, almost of their own volition, down to the warm little slit 
nestled between her thighs. Guilt and shame tore through her brain like 
bolts of lightning, but there was nothing she could do to stem the tidal 
wave of uncontrollable craving that threatened to inundate her voluptuous 
young body. "God help me," she cried, desperately. In the next moments her 
hands had clamped themselves feverishly on the exposed lips of her cuntal 
furrow, and she began to rub the pink moist folds of flesh, driven by erotic 
needs too long denied. With a last deep groan of anxiety, she suddenly 
surrendered to the onslaught from within, and began to finger herself in 
total abandon, discovering for the first time her erogenous zones, now 
caring only to satisfy the whims of her sexual desire.


"Mmmmmmmmmmnnnnnnnnnnnn," she moaned, as her vaginal flesh blazed with 
new-found joy.


"Mmmmmmmmmmmmmnnnnnnn ... yes ... oh ... yes...."


Her fingers, as if possessed by sexual radar, greedily closed around her 
clitoris and began to prod and massage the tiny little bud of flesh until it 
hardened and throbbed erectly. At once, hot maddening ripples of delight 
tore through the innocent young wife's loins as waves of warm pleasure 
rolled through her body like distant thunder, heightened by the driving 
sensuous music of Bolero still playing on the radio and building to its 
frantic climax.


Oh this is wrong ... wrong ... wrong ... wrong ... her mind screamed, but it 
was too late. She was caught now in a torrent of unbridled ecstasy as strong 
as cascading water bursting suddenly through a disintegrating dam. As if 
trying to make up for all the years of frustration, her body began to 
shudder madly in its hunger for pleasure, yearning for more thrilling 
forbidden excitement and hypnotically forcing the helpless young wife to 
continue twisting and prodding her hotly throbbing little clit with lustful 
abandon. There was no way Sally could fight it, and her sleekly tapered legs 
began to thrash and kick as her body undulated in sheer rampaging passion on 
the bed.


Finally, as if drawn by a powerful magnet, her fingers slipped downward away 
from the wildly aroused clitoris and travelled toward the eagerly expectant 
entrance to her cuntal interior. Her pussy flesh had grown hotly moist now, 
responding frantically to the sudden release of animal lust, and as her 
fingers reached her cuntal ring, she realized that it was already drenched 
with vaginal fluid.


"Aaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh!" she cried aloud, in submission to the steaming 
passion that enveloped her completely. She plunged two fingers deep into the 
wetly pulsing flesh of her cunt, pushing them up into the receptive widening 
canal until they were all the way in. Then, driven on by a force that 
transcended her fears and guilt, she began boring her fingers in and 
out-creating staggering jolts of unbelievable pleasure in her lust-possessed 
body.


She was so captivated by her self-induced passion that she failed to notice 
that the door to her bedroom was, at that moment, being slowly opened!


Sam stood in the dim light of the hallway leering in at the incredible sight 
of his friend's wantonly splayed young wife finger-fucking herself on the 
bed. A salacious smile played across his lips, and he silently reached down, 
unzipped the front of his tight blue jeans, and withdrew the rapidly 
thickening shaft of his cock, slowly jerking it up and down while Ted's 
wife, totally unaware of his presence, worked steadily closer to her climax.


"Ooooooohhhhhhhh!" she groaned deliriously on the bed, carried away by a 
staggering crescendo of self-induced pleasure.


"Uuuuuuuunnnnnnnngggggggggg" Suddenly the walls of her vaginal interior, 
driven wild by the rotating plunging activity of her frantic fingers, began 
to palpitate frenziedly and issue forth a sweet stream of hot female fluid. 
Sally's loins burned with a stimulation that surpassed anything she would 
have thought possible in her wildest dreams, and in that moment she knew, 
without a shadow of a doubt, that she had reached orgasm.


Like a beautiful bird soaring aloft into heaven, the young wife catapulted 
over the brink of ecstasy into a rapturous bliss as her hands flailed 
upwards into her wide-open, drenched and cumming cunt! She laughed and 
moaned aloud in utter triumph, scarcely believing how fabulous she felt as 
her body shook uncontrollably with blasts of searing pleasure. Her head 
flailed back and forth on the pillows, her long brown hair flying in every 
direction as she cried and groaned with utter wanton abandon.


Oh, she wanted the sweet feeling to go on and on....


She was cumming!!!! Cumming for the first time in her life!!! 
Cuuuuummmmmiiinnggg ... and to think that she had done it herself!


Finally, her passion began to ebb. Soon she lay still on the bed, breathing 
heavily, her eyes closed in contented satiety while her body throbbed softly 
in the lulling afterglow of her titanic release. She had finally done it, 
finally let go enough to experience an orgasm, and she knew now that it was 
possible.


Then, suddenly, she heard the bedroom door slam with a thud as it flew open 
and banged against the wall. With a gasp of alarm she turned and cried out 
in shock. Sam was standing in the doorway, his huge cock completely erect 
and jutting out from the front of his opened jeans.


"You don't intend to keep that nice pussy all to yourself now, Sally, do 
you?"


* * *


CHAPTER FOUR


"Sam!" Ted's startled bride exclaimed in alarm, hastily covering herself 
with her scanty revealing negligee, "what are you doing here?"


"Thought you might be lonesome without a man," he replied, slowly closing 
the bedroom door behind him. "I saw the light on up here and thought you 
might have use for a nice fat cock in that tight cunt of yours ... I see I 
was right."


"How dare you speak to me that way!" the shocked young wife cried out. "Get 
out of here or I'll call the police!"


The handsome young man's only reply was to smile pleasantly at her, his 
thick sensual lips drawn back over his white teeth in an amused fashion. The 
young wife was shocked now to realize that her trust in the young man was 
obviously a mistake. He had taken her in completely. Maybe he had had this 
in mind all along. He was standing just inside the bedroom with his hard 
stiff penis jerking lewdly toward the young woman's body like a snake about 
to strike.


"I ... I don't understand, Sam," Sally stammered nervously, "what's wrong? 
Are you drunk or something?"


"No ... I'm not, but I see you've been indulging a bit," he remarked, eying 
the empty wine glass on the night table and the half-full bottle beside it.


"Don't you know it's not good to drink alone ... especially if you're 
horny?"


Sally felt icy chills shiver over her flimsily clad body as he continued to 
stand there leering at her. She was speechless.


"There was no need for you to stuff your fingers up your pussy when I've got 
this big cock of mine all set ... I mean, just look at the way it's jerking 
around. It can't wait to slide up inside you."


"I should call the police," she said, instinctively backing away from the 
intruder, her hands clutching at the sheer black lace of her nightie, her 
eyes wide with shock.


"Well, don't you think that would be rather foolish ... I mean how would you 
explain the fact that you invited me in and made lunch and then dinner, and 
then said I could stay the night ... I mean, do you think that's a very 
credible story for the police?"


Dumbfounded, Sally continued to stare at him in shocked disbelief as he 
stood at the edge of the bed, his cock still stiff as a log and jutting 
straight out from the front of his unzipped jeans.


"What do you want with me?" she said finally, in a small shaky voice.


"Well ... I should think that would be obvious, don't you ... The same thing 
that you want-a good fuck. After all, I'm not blind to the fact that you 
were fluttering the curtains and staring out the window this afternoon while 
I was working ... you were dying for it then, so let's not play games," he 
said calmly.


Sally blushed a bright crimson, the words striking her to the quick as a 
little voice told her he was right ... but she hadn't wanted it to go this 
far. Dear God, she was a married woman. What if ... what if Ted came back?


Slowly he began to undress before her, slipping the T-shirt over his head 
and tossing it to the floor, then pulling his tight jeans down over his lean 
hard hips. The young woman realized that he wore no underwear as his hugely 
throbbing cock and balls were at once totally revealed to her startled gaze. 
His enormous prick was much larger than her husband, Ted's, and his 
testicles, swaying lewdly beneath his thickly distended shaft of male 
hardness, seemed to be the size of tennis balls. Within a few moments her 
youthful seductor had slipped off his boots and jeans and stood near the 
bed, naked, his well-muscled body gleaming in the soft light of the bedroom.


The horrified young wife became conscious that the radio was still playing, 
somehow the symphonic music made a sharp contrast to the hopeless situation 
she found herself in. She winced in shame, overwhelmed by the hopelessness 
of circumstance, cursing herself inwardly for being so foolish as to trust 
the young man, wishing her husband would come home.


He sauntered around the room, checking out the furnishings, arrogantly 
displaying his well-sculpted body to her terrified gaze, taking his time 
before he made his move. Then he turned to her, one hand gripping the 
mammoth girth of his cock, and smiled again.


"Now baby, I'm going to fuck you till you can't see straight ... you know 
you want it too!"


The young wife instinctively clutched the lacy garment tighter to her body, 
frozen with shock.


"Please," she murmured softly, "don't do this. I'll give you anything. Do 
you want money? I'll give you whatever I have."


"No, sweetheart, I don't need money right now. I need some hot pussy wrapped 
around my prick. And you want it too, don't you? You want my fat cock in 
your cunt, don't you?"


Sally closed her eyes tight shut and turned away from him.


"Don't turn away, baby, I want to hear you say it. I know you want me to 
fuck you, and I want to hear you say it!"


The young wife felt the hot tears burning her tightly clenched eyes. Why was 
this happening to her? What had she done to deserve this? It was unthinkable 
that something like this should happen to her ... in her own home!


"Didn't you hear me, Sally? I said say it ... say you want me to fuck you!"


"Sam, please ... I can't!"


"Yes you can. Come on, say it. Underneath that prissy little surface I know 
you want it. Remember I just saw you with your fingers in your cunt. Now say 
it!"


The young wife knew she had no choice but to do as he said. The maddening 
part of it all was that he was doing everything so calmly ... almost 
politely, except for the obscene words.


He was right, there was no need at all to use force. She had gotten herself 
into this compromising situation by being a trusting little fool!


"Come on," he prompted again.


"I ... I want you to fu ... fu ... fuck me. I want you to fuck me," she 
whispered.


"Now really, Sally, you can do better than that. Say it like you really mean 
it...."


"I want you to fuck me." Suddenly the words came tearing loose from her 
throat. "I want you to fuck me!"


"Not bad ... not bad, now you're getting into it," Sam walked slowly toward 
the bed. "Now take off that lacy little number you're wearing and let me see 
your body completely naked."


Slowly, her hands trembling with shame, Sally removed her sheer nightie and 
placed it carefully next to her on the bed.


"Good," the young seductor stated matter-of-factly, but growing more rapidly 
excited as she ob-eyed his commands. "Now stretch out that lovely body of 
yours on the bed and spread your legs apart so I can see your cunt real 
good."


The young wife extended her quivering limbs and spread them slightly, easing 
her body back on the mattress until she was lying prone.


"Wider, Sally, that's just not good enough to see anything." Suddenly he 
picked up both her ankles and splayed her legs as far as they would go.


"Ooooohhhh," Sally cried with embarrassment and shame at this humiliation.


He stood now at the foot of the bed, staring lasciviously into the fully 
exposed slit of her pink moist pussy, still pulsing from her recent 
masturbation. His lean young body shook with excitement to see the 
vulnerable young wife of his best friend spread-eagled obscenely before him 
and, with a deep growl of lust, he clambered up on the bed and thrust his 
full length on top of Sally's trembling form. His face was just above her 
own, an amused smile playing about his lips. That was the worst part. He had 
her, he knew it-and she knew it.


"Now, Sally, why don't you try to relax a little and we can have a really 
enjoyable time. There's no need to tense up like that."


Moving forward, he pressed his weight against her full rounded breasts 
bringing them flat against his own muscular chest. He thrust his hips 
downward at the same time, deftly ramming his rigid bloated cock against the 
wetly resilient flesh of Sally's vulnerable pussy slit. He reached down and, 
with one firm move, positioned his lurching cock at the already stretched 
entrance to her cunt. Then, with a second thrust of his hips, he drove its 
rigid thickness deep into her moist throbbing cunt like a raging bull, 
pushing the hot soft flesh of her vaginal walls in rippling waves before it. 
There was no stopping the rudely impaled cock until, with a loud slap, his 
balls smacked against the obstruction of her tensed and trembling thighs.


"Oh ... noooooo," she cried out beneath him, stunned and mortified to be 
taken so quickly, to have his relentless cock-shaft advancing with no 
preparation into her cringing pussy, spearing her rudely. His huge cock lay 
burrowed deeply in her belly, filling every part of her cuntal sheath. She 
was so moist from her feverish finger-fucking only minutes earlier that she 
was helpless to resist the lewd intrusion. It was as if her cunt welcomed 
his obscene girth, craved it, despite her shame and indignation. She was 
being betrayed by her own body now, unable to control her physical reactions 
at all.


Sam lay still for a moment, then suddenly clamped his eager lips down over 
her tightened mouth as he began a slow rocking motion between her clenching 
shuddering thighs. The already heated cuntal passage widened greedily with 
each smooth skewering stroke as Sally gritted her teeth, her loins burning 
with shame and wanton desire.


She cursed herself, again, for trusting the stranger so readily, but there 
was nothing she could do about it now. Why had it happened, why, oh why? she 
demanded inwardly. Although everything in her conscious mind struggled 
against it, her body began to respond hotly to the increasing frenzy of his 
lustmaddened fucking. Already she was experiencing faint throbbings of 
carnal pleasure, feelings she had begun to unleash in herself only minutes 
before, and now it was too late to hold them back! Her body craved release, 
and made no moral judgments on how or why it happened. Fully aware of the 
bitter irony behind her situation, Sally twisted-her face into a strange, 
perverse smile as Sam began to lunge into her with increasingly rapid 
strokes, thrusting his iron-hard shaft in and out of her responsive cunt.


Her body began to twitch and writhe now, freeing itself of Sally's conscious 
control, as she involuntarily breathed groans of pleasure into the moist 
cavern of Sam's hungry mouth. Passion raged like a forest fire through her 
lust-conquered frame and her nostrils flared heatedly. A light film of 
perspiration broke out on her forehead beneath the soft disheveled strands 
of silky hair.


"I knew you'd like it, baby," Sam grunted as he drove into her deeper. "Let 
yourself go with the flow, baby ... move with it...."


With a moan of surrender, Sally realized that he was right. At least if she 
submitted to him totally, body and mind, it might ease her guilt. Slowly, 
hesitantly at first, she began to consciously rotate her pelvis, each move 
drawing Sam's huge lurching cock deeper and deeper into her wetly clasping 
cunt. Suddenly her cuntal flanges were acting on their own, sucking like a 
baby's lips drawing in a peppermint stick, drawing his mighty prick greedily 
up inside her tremor-shaken body. Her hands flew up and gripped his 
well-muscled shoulders, her fingers digging desperately into his sun-tanned 
flesh, hanging on with passionate intensity while the hot moist walls of her 
vagina flowered open to receive his battering cock blows.


There was no resistance left in the young wife now. She had drunk too much 
wine, was too numbed with the shock of the sudden turnabout situation, too 
sexually excited from her earlier finger-fucking to do anything but eagerly 
submit to the pounding thrusts of her seductor's rampaging penis. Her legs, 
on either side of his impaling rod of flesh, were jerking and quivering in 
uncontrolled abandon. Her eyes were closed and her tongue slavered wetly up 
against her mouth as small sounds of velvety pleasure rumbled up from her 
throat. She couldn't believe the searing flames of passion that were 
rippling through her naked twisting young body. It seemed impossible that 
under these circumstances she could experience such ravishing thrills, but 
it was true! It was real!


Finally a great wave of blazing forbidden excitement tore through her 
ravaged limbs, blasting her anxieties away in an explosion of unbridled 
lust. She was being fucked mercilessly by a total stranger in her own home! 
And she loved it! It was shamefully, obscenely true. She loved it!


Sam labored hotly above her, tormenting her with lunging strokes that 
brought his long thick cock almost all the way out of her wetly clasping 
cuntal inferno on the backstroke, then thrusting forward hard, battering her 
tender flesh with the force of a sledgehammer on an anvil. He quickened his 
pace as she thrashed her body wildly beneath him, then he pressed his hands 
behind her knees, pushing them up into a jackknife position so that they 
were crushed against her breasts, so that the plane of her seething crotch 
was wide open to the pile-driving thrusts of his cock as he smacked madly 
into her.


"Uuuuuhhhhh," she moaned depravedly beneath him, her face contorted into an 
unrecognizable mask of bestial passion. The young wife's body was throbbing 
madly with unbelievable excitement. Radiant bursts of heat exploded in her 
loins, causing every inch of her skin to sizzle with ecstasy as she gasped 
in the throes of wanton passion.


Sam groaned in obscene enjoyment, quickening his strokes even more, grinding 
deep and hard into her drenched cunt so that his blood-swollen cock drove 
far up into the hidden untouched recesses of her womb. His huge heavy 
cum-laden balls, slapping roughly against her upturned anal crevice, grew 
hot with their churning load of semen.


He was going to cum soon, cum like a cannon, and so was she. He could tell 
from the way her gasps and cries of ecstasy were becoming more and more 
frequent. The galvanic fire in his testicles had reached the bursting point 
now, and he knew the moment was at hand.


"Shit! Ooooohhhh, fuck ... I'm cumming!" he roared with savage intensity.


"Uuuuuuunnnnnnggggggg!'' Beneath him, Sally quivered helplessly completely 
out of control, her perspiration drenched body flailing distractedly, her 
head tossing shamelessly from side to side. She was nearly incoherent with 
the rampaging pleasure she was experiencing, as her wildly clenching cuntal 
walls quaked with a colossal passion. She was cumming again! Even more 
intensely than she had a few minutes ago! This handsome, young stranger had 
taken her to heights of barbaric pleasure she had never known existed.


"Aaaahhhhh!" she shrieked, as the force of her orgasm tore through her body.


Sam felt her hot cuntal depths opening and closing around him crazily as he 
gushed jet after jet of thick scalding semen into her drenched interior. Her 
vaginal secretions flowed hotly around his wildly jerking penis, mingling 
her sex juices with his own. Wave upon wave of white cum squirted from the 
parted glans of the young stranger's cockhead, welling headlong into the 
tormented young wife's writhing, welcoming channel. He twisted his muscular 
body and bucked his hips, draining himself as she lunged up toward him, the 
lips of her involuntarily contracting cunt sucking at his cock as though 
trying to milk him dry.


Sally moaned a long, steady moan of passion as she felt herself bathed in 
the luridly warm pleasure that enveloped her as Sam gushed the last of his 
surging load into her madly palpitating cunt. Then finally it was over. 
Slowly Sam withdrew his deflating cockshaft and collapsed next to Sally on 
the bed. The young wife lay inert, totally exhausted, her mind a raging 
mixture of confused emotions. She had been fucked by a complete and utter 
stranger and yet her body had responded hungrily, greedily, like a thirsty 
man gulping down great draughts of cool water. She shuddered as she fully 
realized the horrible depravity of what was happening to her, unable to 
comprehend how it happened or why.


... And then she thought ... what if Ted found out? Little realizing that 
her loving husband had engineered the little caper!


* * *


CHAPTER FIVE


The sex-ravaged young wife fell into a numbed sleep shortly after the 
exhausting orgasm she experienced from Sam's wild fucking, and did not 
revive until the bright morning sunlight came pouring through her bedroom 
window the next morning. As her large brown eyes fluttered open and she 
gradually became more awake, she suddenly remembered with a shudder that 
tore through her tanned naked body, all that had happened the night before. 
Yet she was alone on the bed, and at first she wondered if the incredible 
incident hadn't been some sort of insane nightmare. Perhaps she had fallen 
asleep and imagined the whole thing. Maybe the wine ... ? But as her mind 
became more alert, she heard noises in the kitchen on the floor below and 
knew instinctively that what had happened was no dream. It was real tooooo 
real!


She sat up in bed, nervously clutching the sheet around her lovely young 
form and glanced around the room. The daring black lace negligee she had put 
on so impulsively lay in a crumpled heap next to the bed, and the sheets 
were disheveled where her young seducer had spent the night sprawled out 
next to her.


Dear God, she thought miserably for what seemed like the hundredth time ... 
why me, why is this happening to me?


Maybe Ted would come home early, but how could she tell him about what had 
happened. Sam was right-given the circumstances of his presence in the 
house, who would believe her-it was the perfect set-up.


Feeling the situation hopeless she threw the sheet aside and got out of bed. 
She was going to have to face it regardless!


Her only comforting thought was that she felt the young man did not want to 
do any physical harm to her. He certainly didn't rely on violence to further 
his aims ... he had a subtler approach!


Within a few minutes she had washed and dressed herself in the most demure 
fashion possible, determined not to wear anything remotely seductive in the 
hope of keeping her young assailant at bay. She put on an old pair of jeans 
and one of her husband's old sport shirts.


The result was that she looked almost like a child in her brother's clothes.


Despite her contempt for Sam's method of seducing her, she was also aware 
that something had happened to her last night that was undeniably exciting. 
For the first time in her young life she had experienced not only the 
titillating pleasures of her body, but also her first full orgasm-not only 
one, but several, each more overwhelming than the last. It troubled her 
deeply that such an incredible awakening should happen to her under such 
humiliating circumstances. How was it possible that she could experience 
something so wonderful in the arms of a total stranger? Was life such an 
unfathomable paradox that it allowed her an extraordinary breakthrough only 
under this condition?


She paused as she reached the bedroom door, her mind once more a maze of 
conflicting emotions, hesitant to go downstairs and face the stranger that 
had tricked her into hiring him as a 'yard boy'. But she knew there was no 
choice, and squaring her shoulders with determination, she went out into the 
hall and descended the stairs. She was surprised to detect the familiar 
smells of breakfast cooking. The delicious aroma of fresh coffee permeated 
the house, and the crackling sounds she heard could only be bacon sizzling 
on the griddle. Reaching the entrance to the kitchen she stopped short, her 
mouth hanging open in astonishment, at the sight that greeted her eyes.


Sam was seated at the kitchen table, stark naked, sipping coffee and 
devouring a huge plate of eggs, potatoes and bacon, and at the stove, also 
stark naked, save for a short apron tied around her waist, was a young 
woman, a complete stranger!


"Hi, baby," Sam said cheerfully as he glanced up at the wide-eyed young 
wife. "This is Tina, a friend of mine. I brought her back with me last 
night."


"Hi," the woman said casually, as she lifted some bacon from the pan with a 
fork.


Tina was a tall woman, nearly five-seven, with a voluptuous figure, and a 
pretty heavily made-up face topped by a huge bouffant of platinum blonde 
dyed hair. Her fully curved young body was tanned from the sun and shone 
with a coppery gleam. Her ripely rounded breasts were absolutely enormous 
and thrust out like two huge fleshy spheres coming to sharp points where 
they poked against the material of the top part of the apron. Her waist was 
narrow where it gave way to the swelling bloom of her hips. She seemed 
completely at ease, as if she had lived in Sally's house all her life, and 
went on with her cooking as if nothing at all unusual were happening.


She had met Sam in the cocktail lounge of the Center Hotel where she worked. 
She was always game for a party and when Sam had explained what was going on 
with his buddy and his wife she had been really intrigued. So intrigued, in 
fact, that she had decided to take the day off work.


"Hungry, sweetie?" she asked the young wife, who stood at the entrance to 
the kitchen as if paralyzed. "I can cook up some eggs real fast for you."


"Sure, she's hungry," Sam remarked with a chuckle, "after all the fucking we 
did last night ... who wouldn't be???"


Sally blushed with shame at his remark, although Tina giggled and gave the 
flushed young wife a knowing wink.


"I'm not hungry," Sally said weakly...."I'll just have some coffee."


"Sure, help yourself ... it's on the table," the statuesque blonde said.


The young wife began to move hesitantly toward the kitchen table, where Sam 
sat staring at her mischievously.


"Why don't you take those clothes off first, Sally," he said, grinning, "be 
like the rest of us ... it's a hot day ... too hot for clothes...."


"I ... I don't think so...." Sally answered, instinctively clutching at the 
top button of her husband's sport shirt.


"I think it would be a good idea to take them off ... you'll be much more 
comfortable...." Sam said meaningfully, looking her right in the eye.


"Yeah ... you'll feel better...." Tina chimed in.


Sally knew she really had no choice but to strip. With trembling fingers she 
began to unbutton the large shirt she had been trying to conceal her ripe 
body under. Both Sam and Tina stared with lascivious interest as the young 
wife slowly removed first the shirt and then her jeans, hesitating when she 
got to her undergarments and then finally taking them off as well until her 
slim young frame was completely naked. Folding her clothes carefully, Sally 
placed them on a kitchen chair and then walked to the table, her gleaming 
golden skin tinged with pink from embarrassment as the two intruders 
continued to ogle her lustily.


"Well, you sure weren't leading me on when you said she was cute, Sam," Tina 
chirped. "Why sweetie, you got a figure right out of a magazine."


Trying to ignore the others, Sally sat down with as much modesty as possible 
in the situation, and poured a cup of coffee. As she sipped the hot liquid, 
her mind came fully awake and she glanced around the kitchen. She was 
shocked to see that the place was a mess. Cracked egg shells lay scattered 
around the counter along with papers, coffee grounds, and garbage. A surge 
of anger flashed through her brain as she realized how thoughtlessly they 
had gone through the place, invading the privacy of her home, and turning 
the kitchen into a pigsty. The young wife always prided herself on the 
orderliness of her surroundings, and she was surprised to find herself 
growing furious at the intruders not only for the sexual degradation that 
had forced her into, but also for the rudeness they displayed toward her 
environment.


Funny, she thought to herself, I'm almost more unhappy about what they've 
done to my kitchen than what they've done to me.


"How are you feeling this morning, Sally," Sam inquired politely, almost as 
if he were an invited guest.


"All right," Sally replied without looking at him.


Although she hadn't thought about it until now, she realized that despite 
the fact that her mind was torn with anxiety, her body felt refreshed and 
rested, as if the carnal side of her nature had been quite satisfied by the 
moral outrage she had suffered.


"Ready for more?" Sam queried, smiling.


"More? What do you mean?"


The young wife set her coffee cup down abruptly, wondering what further 
mischief the handsome stranger had in mind for her. Wasn't it enough that he 
had fucked her in her own bedroom, and that he and his vulgar friend had 
made a mess of her kitchen? Why didn't he just go away and leave her alone?


"You don't think last night was it, do you?" Sam went on as Tina sat beside 
him and began to wolf down a huge breakfast. "My dear, the day's just 
started ... isn't that right, Tina?"


"Sure, Sam, anything you want ... just let me finish my breakfast and I'll 
be up and ready."


"Okay, baby ... and then let's have a little action ... I want to get my 
prick stirred up a little. Hell, I've been up for two hours and I haven't 
had a hard-on yet."


Tina quickly finished her breakfast and then turned to Sam, "what shall we 
play, honey?" she teased, "little Tina's got the whole day off to play with 
the big kids ... now what shall we start with?"


"How about licking out Sally's cunt? After all that finger-fucking she did 
last night and all that cock-fucking that followed it she must be kind of 
sore ... how about it?"


"I like that game, Sam ... I'll be happy to."


She glanced with a broad smile at Sally, who sat as if frozen in her chair. 
Sam was asking this woman to ... to make love to her! The young wife was 
totally shocked by the idea, unable to believe that he could possibly be 
suggesting such a thing. Nothing was more shameful to her than the idea of 
two women having sexual contact. After all, it was something only discussed 
in whispers behind closed doors. In fact, she had often thought that such 
things actually never happened, that they were only dirty stories made up by 
sick people to amuse their corrupt minds. But now ... this young stranger 
was actually asking his voluptuous blonde girlfriend ... to make love to 
her! An icy shiver of shame rippled through her naked young body.


Tina, on the other hand, took Sam's suggestion with no noticeable trace of 
concern. Now twenty-four, she had been involved in just about every kind of 
sexual scene imaginable since she had run away from her rural Kentucky home 
at the age of fourteen. The curvaceous blonde had shacked up with one man 
after another in order to keep herself fed, finding that her great face and 
figure were all she needed to get by. She drifted around the country working 
mostly in cocktail lounges where she found the tips good and she also found 
she met the biggest selection of men. In fact, she had run into Sam in the 
bar of the Center Hotel. Jesus, what a handsome hunk he was, she thought. 
When he had suggested the little party she had jumped at the chance.


Even though she had only known him for a day, she liked the aura of 
excitement that Sam had. As for his suggestion that she lick out Sally's 
cunt she was all for it! Making love to men, women, anything, didn't bother 
her in the slightest. It was all the same, and she enjoyed just about all of 
it. In fact, she actually relished the idea of sexual intimacy with the 
obviously shocked young wife, for she found Sally quite attractive in an 
exotic way. Indeed, the young wife's trim little body had aroused her from 
the minute she had come into the kitchen.


"Well ... where's the action going to take place ... the living room?" Tina 
asked.


"Hell no, right here is fine," Sam replied. "Let's clear off the table. 
Immediately he and Tina started picking up the breakfast things from the 
table. When everything was off, Sam grabbed a sponge and wiped the table.


"Okay Sally, get up on the table. Seems like a good strong table to me. It 
should hold both of you real well. Climb up, baby."


The startled young wife went cold with shock as she realized that Sam wanted 
her to climb onto the kitchen table, the old oak table that she and Ted had 
found in a country roadside antique store, and lie there completely naked on 
her back. This is madness, she thought, total insanity! But she felt forced 
to comply. She rose meekly from her chair and climbed awkwardly up onto the 
solid wood table.


"Nice, that's real nice," Sam said as she lay back, tense and anxious, on 
the tabletop. "But spread your legs, so Tina can see what a real nice cunt 
you've got."


Sally shut her eyes as a wave of utter humiliation shivered through her 
prostrate form. Slowly, she spread her legs wide as Tina rose from her chair 
and sauntered around so that she could see the exposed pink flesh of the 
young woman's reluctantly proffered vaginal slit.


"Isn't that a nice one, Tina?" Sam asked, his eyes bulging with anticipation 
as his long thick penis stirred lurchingly to life.


"Real nice, yeah. You got a nice pussy, you know that?"


Sally couldn't believe the lewd obscenity of the two of them. They were 
examining her as if she were a piece of meat in a butcher shop. She wanted 
to scream in anger and outrage, but she knew that it would be a senseless 
act.


"Okay, Tina, hop up there ... and give me a good show ... I want to jerk off 
watching you."


Smiling slyly, Tina eased her lush jiggling body up onto the table until she 
was kneeling between Sally's tensely parted legs. Her eyes were riveted to 
the faintly pulsing split of pink flesh nestled in the young wife's 
hair-fringed pubic triangle, and little tingles of warm anticipation 
fluttered over the blonde's crouched body as she lowered her head down to 
the warm perfumed furrow of the brunette's cuntal area. She flicked her 
moistly searching tongue out experimentally and dabbed at the fluted folds 
of vaginal flesh. Sally's body jerked involuntarily at the contact of the 
blonde woman's snake-like probe with her fearfully quivering slit, and her 
hands clenched into two tight fists held rigid at her sides as she sought 
desperately to keep from shouting her outrage.


Tina ran her licking tongue up and down the full length of the exposed 
crevice, while her hands gripped the firm flesh of the young wife's tanned 
curving hips. Her own handsomely endowed body was responding with lewd 
excitement as she lapped greedily at Sally's vaginal lips. The blonde's 
cuntal interior began to glow with a pleasant warmth, and the nerve endings 
all over the skin pulsed in lurid anticipation. She increased the fervor of 
her oral manipulations, gliding her wet extended tongue up and down, up and 
down, savoring the distinctly feminine aroma that wafted up into her 
nostrils.


Soon she found the bud of the young wife's clitoris, pulsing softly with 
involuntary arousal at the voluptuous blonde's artful tonguing. She began to 
massage it lewdly with her lips, teeth and tongue, finding just the right 
sensitive spot that she knew would provoke waves of lusty pleasure, even 
though the reluctant brunette was obviously struggling to resist. Sucking 
greedily at the little penis-like protrusion, she let her hands move 
adventurously upwards, sliding over the young wife's smooth golden skin 
until they came to rest on the heaving mounds of her ample breasts. 
Continuing to suck voraciously at Sally's clitoris, she now began to squeeze 
and stroke her breasts as well.


The obscenely splayed young wife was shocked to find that once more her body 
was reacting totally against her will. Her clitoris had become quiveringly 
erect thanks to Tina's deft licking and it throbbed with steadily mounting 
passion. Her breasts, growing more stimulated by the minute under the gentle 
kneading of the blonde's hands, began to palpitate lewdly, straining with 
excitement while the nipples hardened to the texture of thick rubber. Little 
waves of perverse pleasure began to wind through Sally's body, despite her 
fearful determination to remain as detached as possible from the humiliating 
experience. Just as she had found herself, the night before, transported by 
Sam's skillful fucking to a netherworld of unbridled sensuality, so she now 
discovered that her newly-awakened guidance of Tina's torrid seduction. She 
couldn't let herself surrender, she couldn't. How could she face anyone 
again once she had submitted to the passionate advances of another woman? 
She would be breaking every known social taboo, and it didn't help to remind 
herself that she had been forced into it! She had to maintain her pride, 
didn't she? Her self-esteem? What would be left after this?????


Yet even as she thought these things, a steadily mounting blast of forbidden 
pleasure was churning in her hopelessly excited loins. The tide of 
unaccustomed thrills that had swept her away the night before began once 
more to swell in her aroused young body. Tina's tongue was sucking madly at 
Sally's clitoris and sending bursts "of throbbing warmth through the 
confused brunette's hotly pulsing cuntal interior. She could feel herself 
growing moist, even though it was the last thing in the world she wanted. It 
was as if her wildly responding young body were demanding that she surrender 
now, that she let herself react and even return the obscene attentions that 
the big blonde was lavishing on her. Without realizing what she was doing, 
her hands suddenly fluttered down to stroke the thick mass of Tina's teased 
hair.


"God forgive me," she murmured as she realized she was once more being drawn 
helplessly into a whirlpool of depravity, "forgive me for what I'm doing ... 
I can't help myself!"


Meanwhile, Sam stood nearby, his eyes bulging lustfully as he stared 
intently at the sight of the beautiful blonde woman he had picked up in the 
cocktail lounge tongue-fucking his best friend's wife while he stood by 
still pretending to be a handyman. Nothing excited him more than the sight 
of two luscious females wriggling together in mutual female ardor, and his 
enormous cock was stiffened to the limit, straining like a red-hot shaft of 
tubular steel as it jutted forward from the matted tangle of his blond pubic 
hair. He reached down and grasped the swollen rod with his hand and began to 
jerk its aching hardness smoothly up and down while his huge hairy testicles 
bounced lewdly beneath.


"Suck her good, Tina," he growled excitedly as he pulled at his painfully 
erect cock, "suck her till she can't see straight."


Suddenly Tina darted her wet questing tongue into the tightly clasped 
entrance to Sally's passion-wracked cunt.


"Oooooooohhhhhhhh," the hotly aroused young wife found herself crying out as 
she experienced, for the first time, the maddening thrill of another woman's 
obscenely exploring tongue to her love-hungry cunt. Tina flicked the darting 
tip into her flaring vaginal depths, causing jolting flashes of luxurious 
pleasure to surge through the brunette's involuntarily writhing body as the 
blonde woman's serpentine tongue slid along the wet walls of her fevered 
pussy.


Finally, too overwhelmed with blind passion to resist anymore, Sally 
surrendered with a deep sigh of animal lust, and gave herself fully to 
Tina's greedy probing, opening her legs wide, pulling her knees up, giving 
the full access to her wildly throbbing cunt. She no longer cared that she 
was being shamelessly tonguefucked by the wanton blonde woman or that Sam 
himself was watching the perverted spectacle with bulging eyes. She had no 
choice but to submit, for the torrent of febrile excitement was too strong, 
too overwhelming to be held back by her passion-distorted mental protests. 
No, it didn't matter anymore. The only thing that counted to her now was 
losing herself completely in the rising euphoria of delicious sensuality 
that billowed around her like an engulfing fog.


Tina pressed her skillful little tongue even deeper into the fluted wet 
pussy flesh, ramming it far into the quivering vaginal cavern, whirling and 
rotating her stiffened oral member with intoxicating speed while Sally 
ground her heated trembling flesh upward into the blonde woman's face and 
fought back a shrill scream of ecstasy as the full force of her newly 
unleashed eroticism once more took full possession of her mind and body.


"Mmmmmmmnnnnnnnn," Tina moaned, her hunched ripe body bathed in 
extraordinary waves of shamelessly rippling lust as she feasted on the young 
brunette's perfumed cuntal flesh.


Suddenly Sam, who had begun to increase the rhythm of his self-gratification 
to a frenzied tempo, called new suggestions to the two women.


"Swing around, Tina, so Sally can suck you off too!"


Immediately the blonde woman backed away from Sally's wetly palpitating 
pussy and quickly swung her body around, positioning her throbbing hot cunt 
directly over the young brunette's mouth so that they could share their 
mutual excitement. Then, supported on her elbows, she bent down and 
continued to lick voraciously at the warm succulent slit below.


At first Sally was frozen with shock as she realized what was expected of 
her now. It was one thing to passively submit to another woman's oral 
ministrations while she was helpless to resist her intensely awakened body 
re sponses, but this! To actually put her mouth and tongue on Tina's naked 
vagina, now hovering over her face menacingly, was beyond her comprehension. 
That was too much. She couldn't do it.


"Come on ... come," Sam coaxed, pumping wildly at his thickly swollen penis, 
"Get your hot little tongue into Tina's cunt ... don't be so selfish!!!!"


"Closing her eyes, and fighting back the resurgence of shame, Sally opened 
her mouth and timidly pushed out her tongue as Tina lowered her moist eager 
cunt onto her face. At first the young bride recoiled from the slightly 
tart, feminine love juices she tasted as her tongue nervously probed at the 
hotly throbbing flesh of the blonde woman's vaginal lips. But soon her 
former compelling desire returned, recharged now by Tina's tormenting little 
tongue fucking so wantonly in and out of her wet cuntal depths. Shyly she 
began to explore the warm quivering furrow, rimming her tongue around the 
delicate strands of pubic hair lining the soft pink cleft. Finding the 
gently pulsing clitoris, she brushed her tongue lightly over it and was 
startled to feel the little bud respond eagerly as it hardened with 
excitement.


"Uuuuuuuuuuunnnnnnggggggggg," Tina moaned as Ted's inexperienced young bride 
nervously continued to lick her lustily throbbing clitoris. The blonde woman 
increased her own activity, plunging her stiffened tongue fervently in and 
out of the hot convulsing folds of cuntal flesh beneath her face.


Aroused now beyond all control, Sally broke through the last remaining 
shreds of her resistance and began enthusiastically ramming her wet little 
tongue deep into Tina's heated vaginal interior.


The handsome pilot masquerading as a handyman watched lasciviously as the 
two sensual young females gyrated their gleaming young bodies against each 
other, their hungry mouths crushed against each other's passionately 
throbbing cunts as they moaned and writhed in lewd delight.


"Oh, yes...." Sam cried, jerking wildly at his heavily bloated cock, "Suck 
it ... suck it...." he yelled, at the sight of the two women.


Sally was submerged now in a sea of swirling ecstasy as she drove her tongue 
upward into Tina's moistly clasping cunt, greedily exploring every inch of 
that succulent interior. The blonde moaned in sheer savage delight as her 
heatedly pulsing cuntal walls began to expand and contract with increased 
intensity as hot flashes of excruciating pleasure jolted through her 
wantonly twisting young body. She knew her climax was not far off now, and 
she redoubled her efforts by plunging her lewdly darting tongue deep into 
Sally's wet clutching vaginal depths.


"Aaaaaaagggggghhhhhh," the desire-crazed young wife groaned, as she 
frantically undulated her golden gleaming body up and down on the smooth oak 
table, her cuntal interior ablaze with uncontrollable lust. She felt as if 
she were sinking into a pool of hot velvety softness, threatened by an 
impending tidal wave of unbearable pleasure. She was cumming ... oh yes, 
cumming again with a great rush of sweet aching happiness!


Both Sally and Tina were transported on an incredible vortex of wildly 
heaving orgasm as wave after wave of heated delight consumed them. Moaning 
steadily in the crescendo of mutual orgasm, they drove their madly licking 
tongues in obscene abandon far up each other's wet frothing cunts.


"Cum ... cum...." Sam cried as he frantically pumped his cock, "fuck ... 
fuuuuuuuccccccckkkkkkkkkk."


Suddenly he reached his own pinnacle of excitement and shot forth a jet of 
thick scalding sperm from his hotly swollen head of his hand-jerked penis. 
An endless stream of squirting whiteness arched out from his lurching rod of 
flesh and splashed down onto the kitchen floor, forming gleaming pools on 
the tile.


The seething climax seemed to go on forever, and Sally let herself be borne 
along, a willing victim of the torrential thrills that wracked her body and 
mind. Soon however, Tina pulled away from her, breathing heavily, and sat 
back on her haunches.


"My, my, my," she sighed luxuriously, "that sure was nice."


"Yeah, sure was," Sam chimed in. "Sally, you're doing fine for a late 
bloomer."


The ravished young wife was unable to reply, for her brain was still reeling 
from the force of her shattering climax. She was roused from her stupor as 
Sam moved a chair and Tina climbed down off the table.


* * *


Unknown to all three, Ted Johnson had just driven up to his house and 
looking in the kitchen window had watched the incredible scene, mouth agape 
as his young wife deliriously ate a strange blonde woman's cunt. He knew his 
friend, Sam was inventive but how had he gotten his wife to perform such an 
act?????


Not wanting to break in on the orgy-just yet-he decided to bide his time. He 
went out to his car and decided he would park it down the street before he 
sneaked back into the house. He wanted to observe all the emotions his wife 
was registering as alien tongues and cocks invaded her previously uptight 
cunt. Christ, from what he had just seen, old Sam certainly had not lost his 
way with women. He couldn't wait to see what was in store next ... and that 
big buxom blonde was sure a hot number ... Hhhmmmm ... We'll see what 
happens!!!!


* * *


CHAPTER SIX


"Pick up a couple of bottles of Scotch and some vodka," Sam was saying to 
Tina a couple of hours later. "Let's have a real nice party for your day 
off."


Although Sam was still naked, Tina had dressed in tight-fitting Levi's and a 
snug white blouse tied just beneath her voluptuous breasts. Sally, sitting 
expectantly on the living room couch, wore no clothes, for Sam had told her 
to remain naked.


"I'll be back real soon," Tina chirped as she went out the front door.


"Make sure of that, baby," Sam called after her, "I'm dying for a drink."


He closed the door and sauntered arrogantly into the living room, his 
sensual lips curled back in a smile as he glanced at the young brunette on 
the sofa.


"Don't fuck much either, from what I can see. Christ, baby, you've been 
squealing like you never had it before."


Sally winced visibly as he spoke, and a wave of shame surged through her 
mind. Yet she knew that in a sense he had put his finger on the one real 
sore point between her and her husband. She had never been able to let go 
with Ted the way she had with Sam, and even Tina.


I'm no better than a whore now, she thought bitterly to herself, behaving 
like cheap trash in my own home and ... and enjoying it!! Oh, dear god, yes, 
enjoying it!! I must be sick, really sick to behave like this with strangers 
... complete strangers....


"You know," she said after a long silence, "my husband could come back at 
any minute. What are you going to do if he does?"


"Why don't you let me worry about that, Sally? I got a kind of instinct for 
that kind of thing ... besides didn't you say that he was expected back late 
tonight?"


"I'm not sure ... it could be anytime."


"Well, then, I guess we'll just have to have as much fun as we can today. 
You know, make hay while the sun shines, right? Right?"


"Whatever you say." She was tired of resisting him now. There was nothing 
she could do until Ted returned, and she was so numbed and bewildered by the 
intensity of her enforced sexual experiences that she barely had even the 
inclination to protest anymore.


"That's what I like to hear, baby. You women are all the same. Uptight and 
prim until you finally get a big cock inside you ... May as well make it 
easy on yourself." He slumped into an upholstered armchair and began to 
absently toy with his thick-fleshed cock.


"Don't you think I have a nice cock?"


"Yes," the weary young wife said without feeling.


"You sure don't sound enthusiastic. Hell, honey, you can work up more than 
that, can't you? Tell me how much you like my cock ... Come on...."


"I ... I like it, Sam ... I like your ... your cock...."


"You like the way it worms around your cunt?" There was a strange gleam in 
Sam's eyes, an obscene gleam that made the young wife grow tense and wary 
again.


"What's it feel like inside you? I want to know ... it gets so big and 
stiff, doesn't it, like a big pipe, an iron pipe ... what's it like?"


"I ... I really can't describe it, Sam...."


"Sure you can ... I got to know ... I got to hear it ... I want you to tell 
me ... come on now, be nice, tell me what it feels like...."


The young wife swallowed hard and realized that once again she had no choice 
but to tell him.


"It ... it feels ... it feels ... good ... it feels good inside me, Sam," 
she said in a low voice, icy blasts of humiliation coursing through her 
naked young body as she struggled to get the obscene words. "Sometimes ... 
when you ... you come into me ... and it feels so ... so big ... it makes me 
feel like I'm ... like I'm in the ocean ... or part of the ocean ... like 
the waves ... just floating...."


"Oh, shit, Sally ... don't make me laugh ... cut the poetic bullshit ... 
that's not how it feels ... it feels like you're a slut, doesn't it ... and 
it makes you feel good?"


"Well ... yes ... sometimes...."


"Tell me ... tell me how it makes you feel...."


"Like a ... a slut ... like a cheap whore...."


"And you like it?"


"I ... well ... I" She couldn't answer him ... she just couldn't ... How 
could she admit that she enjoyed such shameful activities.


"I asked you if you like it?"


"Sam ... oh ... yes ... yes, I like it ... I like it...."


"Wonderful, that's just wonderful." His cock, which up until that time had 
been in a state of semi-erection, began to stiffen into its thickly rigid 
fullness as they talked, and Sally realized that he had been making her 
speak so lewdly precisely to excite himself. "You know what I like, Sally? I 
like to get sucked off ... You like to suck cock?"


"I've ... never...." The young wife's heart was beating like a jungle drum 
in her chest, and her breath came faster and faster as she struggled to tell 
the young man that she had never sucked on anyone's penis before, and had 
never even thought of doing such a thing. Surely he wouldn't ask her to ... 
to do that to him. Hadn't she been degraded enough????


"Never sucked a cock before, huh? Well, it's real nice, I'm told ... real 
nice ... Looks like this is going to be your first time."


He stood up arrogantly, his hugely distended column swaying up and down as 
it jutted out from his groin in eager erection. Sally knew at once that he 
was going to make her take his thick penis in her mouth, and the idea made 
her mind reel in disbelief, while her vulnerable young body pressed back 
into the soft upholstery of the sofa almost as if trying to disappear. Sam 
began to move slowly toward her like a sly tomcat approaching a frightened 
canary, his tongue flicking out and running over his lips in hungry 
anticipation.


"Sam ... please ... don't make me do this...."


But Sam's only reply was to laugh, mockingly, at the startled young bride. 
Finally, he stood in front of her, his legs wide apart, his massively 
swollen cock pointing out at her from his loins like some giant log, his 
bloated testicles tightening like prunes in lusty expectation.


"Pucker up, baby," he said, cheerfully, "cause this little prick wants to 
get in your mouth ... now come on...."


"No ... no please!" she cried out anxiously.


But Sam couldn't have cared less how much she protested. She had started out 
protesting the other two times as well and had ended up loving it. He was 
confident that cock sucking would prove no exception to his reluctant pupil.


He reached out, took her arm, and pulled her off the sofa, pushing her down 
to her knees to kneel before him. She tried to twist her face away so she 
wouldn't have to stare at the lurid sight of his hotly throbbing cock and 
balls so close to her face, but he pushed her head around with his hand and 
forced her to face it.


"No ... no ... please ... no...." she whimpered.


"Stop acting like a baby ... wrap your mouth around my cock!"


Sally knew she had no alternative but to do as he asked. His enormously 
thickened penis waved obscenely in front of her terror-stricken eyes as Sam 
slowly pulled back the soft foreskin to reveal the pulsating ruddy head that 
seemed to leer at the anxious young wife like the eye of a demon. How could 
she take such a shamefully huge thing into her mouth and actually suck on 
it? Once in a while, she remembered, her husband had hinted to her that he 
would like it, and she had always refused to even consider such a 
humiliating thing. Surely this was the most disgusting thing a woman could 
do. Her lips tightened in fear at the prospect of taking his lust-thickened 
penis into her mouth.


"Come on, Sally," he said, once more pushing her face closer to his swollen 
genitals, "suck it ... suck my cock."


Closing her eyes to blot out the horrible sight, Sally opened her mouth and 
locked her lips around the tip of his obscenely extended cock. She was 
initially surprised at the velvety texture of the huge cock-head, although 
there was a gagging sensation in her throat as she took it into her mouth. 
Timidly she let her trembling lips suck on his passion-bloated hardness, 
struggling to please her seductor. Suddenly Sam gripped her head with both 
hands, and shoved his thick swollen cock halfway into her resistant oral 
cavern, grating his penile flesh over the sharp edges of her teeth.


The young wife gasped and gagged again, shocked to feel the tremendous bulk 
of his cock-shaft shoved between her lips. She closed her mouth around it 
and began to suck and lick the massive intrusion, although she had little 
idea of exactly what to do to satisfy Sam. After the initial trauma, 
however, she was amazed to find that the texture and sensation were not 
altogether as loathsome as she had expected. In fact there was something 
intriguing about the fleshy rod, something that almost made her want to suck 
it eagerly. Inwardly she reprimanded herself for being so lewd and shameless 
in her thoughts, yet it was undeniable that an instinctive desire was 
beginning to take hold of her, a strange craving that she did not 
understand.


Sam thrust again, this time forcing the entire length of his hotly excited 
penis all the way into her mouth and halfway down the back of her throat. 
Again the shocked young wife gagged in tense resistance. Yet once she 
adjusted to its enormous thickness, she found that by relaxing her throat 
muscles she could continue to suck on it with a minimum of discomfort.


"Suck harder," Sam grunted as he began to thrust his hips back and forth 
slowly, working the thick rigid member in and out of the tightly clutching 
circle of her lips.


Trembling with fear and shame, Ted Johnson's kneeling young wife did her 
best to comply with the lustful demands of her seductor. Her eyes closed in 
the hope of erasing from her consciousness any awareness of the debased act 
she was being forced to perform, she tried to keep the muscles of her mouth 
and jaw relaxed to accommodate the fleshy protrusion of his thick-girthed 
column of flesh.


Involuntarily, her throat contracted, producing a gagging sound as it tried 
to expel the unwanted intruder, and the humiliated young bride felt slightly 
faint. For a moment she reeled unsteadily on her knees, almost overwhelmed 
by a wave of dizziness, and she would have fallen over if Sam had not 
maintained his vise-like grip on her head.


"I'm getting tired of waiting, Sally," his voice had an edge on it now and 
the terrified young brunette felt her stomach turn over at his calm but 
somehow threatening tone. Steadying herself by leaning her trembling hands 
against the corded columns of his thighs and breathing a silent prayer for 
help in the humiliating ordeal, Sally again began tentatively pulling and 
sucking on his lust-distended cock, sliding it in and out of the puckered 
oval of her full lips. Her jaw ached from the effort of holding her mouth 
open wide enough to encompass its rubbery thickness but, reminding herself 
that she had no choice, she did her best to relax and as Sam had said 
earlier, "make it easier on herself." Fighting down her queasiness, she 
pulled experimentally on his thick rigid penis, gradually relaxing into a 
steady bobbing rhythm in time with the thrusts of his lean hard pelvis.


Once she had made the first gesture of relaxing, she was surprised to 
discover that, although she still felt the act was shameful and debasing, it 
was not, in actual fact, as repulsive as it had always seemed to her. Except 
for the gagging sensation that occurred each time the heated tip of his 
cock-head plummeted headlong against the fiercely resistant muscles of the 
back of her throat, and the recurring sense of humiliation she felt when 
sudden mental flashes reminded her of the degradation to which she was being 
submitted, she found the texture of his throbbing blue-veined cock inside he 
virginal cavern of her mouth not really that unpleasant.


Out of curiosity and the desire to hasten the completion of her ordeal, she 
began working in earnest to satisfy Sam's warped sense of enjoyment. Her 
tongue slid wetly over the sensitive underside of his blood-engorged shaft, 
of enjoyment. Her tongue slid wetly over the sensitive underside of his 
blood-engorged shaft, tracing an uneven path along the veins that stood out 
from the smooth flesh.


"That's really great, Sally," Sam groaned, rotating his hips obscenely as he 
savored the feeling of her slick heated tongue against his lust-swollen 
prick. "You're going to make a first class cocksucker."


His lewd words made Sally cringe inwardly with renewed shame at her 
situation. She experienced a sudden vivid image of herself as she might have 
looked to an imaginary third party in the room (and in fact, did look to her 
husband crouched in the hall watching the whole scene) kneeling on the floor 
of her living room, stark naked, before the figure of a strange man whose 
huge penis was plunging heedlessly, throbbingly, in and out of her mouth. 
Strangely, however, the fantasy-image also aroused unexpected twinges of 
excitement in the ravaged young wife's consciousness. From some deep recess 
of her unconscious mind, far beyond her control, began to come other equally 
sexual visions, all of them of herself und Sam, and sometimes Tina, 
copulating wildly in every imaginable combination and position. The unbidden 
images flooded her with warm erotic feelings that surged excitingly through 
her naked kneeling frame.


Carried away by their sensual force and scarcely knowing what she was doing, 
Ted's wife began sucking on her seductor's now rapidly plunging shaft with 
instinctive expertise, as though she had been doing it all her life. Her 
tongue whirled deftly around the swollen cock, up to the tiny opening at the 
tip, then all the way down until she felt the wiry softness of the curling 
pubic hairs at the base and his hard wrinkled balls slapping against her 
chin. Her hands began involuntarily squeezing and kneading the taut 
hair-covered flesh of his muscular thighs, and little moans of pleasure 
escaped her lips as her head, still gripped by his powerful hands, bobbed 
back and forth like a rubber ball.


Sam groaned with satisfaction and threw his head back in a grimace of 
delight as he responded to her increasing ardor. Possessively he wound his 
long fingers in the curling tendrils of her thick brown hair, manipulating 
her head any way he wanted to increase his pleasure.


Looking down at the kneeling form of his best friend's wife, he felt a 
thrill of pride at the transformation-that was once again taking place in 
the prim girl who knelt before him. He could feel in the trembling of her 
hands that she was beginning to get really horny ... just like last night. 
Her hands were beginning to dance over his naked thighs and hips like 
butterflies. He could hear the little gasps and moans of erotic arousal that 
escaped from her throat with each thrust of his heatedly excited cock. Her 
tight pink pussy was probably creaming already. He smiled to himself at the 
thought, and gripping her head more firmly, he held it in place so that he 
could increase the rhythm of his lustfully impaling strokes.


His appraisal of the young wife's state of arousal was far from inaccurate, 
for Sally, to her shame and amazement, was falling prey to ripples of 
salacious delight coursing through her loins. Despite her moral outrage at 
Sam and the things to which he had forced her to submit, once again her body 
was betraying her. A. tantalizing sensation seemed to emanate from the 
little crevice at the juncture of her thighs, and she could feel a warm 
passion-induced moisture seeping out of her heatedly throbbing pussy. She 
squeezed her thighs together, but found to her dismay that this only 
intensified the feeling. Oh god, she thought despairingly, what's happening 
to me? How can I possibly be ... enjoying this? It's disgusting!!!


Suddenly the pace of Sam's movement increased sharply, and a low animal-like 
groan burst from his lips. His grip on her hair tightened and instinctively, 
Sally knew that his orgasm was about to overwhelm him.


"Aaaaaaaaaaaggggggggghhhhhhhhhh'' he growled forcing her head down onto his 
pulsing shaft of cock-flesh as the first jet of creamy-white cum spurted 
lewdly into her mouth. Once again the young wife gagged uncontrollably and 
struggled to escape the steaming liquid that spouted forth in hot gushes, 
but her resistance was futile. With herculean strength, Sam pulled her 
forward so that his furiously throbbing cock was jammed all the way against 
the back of her throat, and she could smell the pungent male' odor of his 
swaying testicles. Stimulated by the intensity of his release, the young 
brunette found herself suddenly gulping down the scalding cum as though it 
were soda, sucking greedily at his ejaculating prick as though she wanted to 
drain him to the very dregs of his orgasmic passion. The tickling sensations 
between her legs was almost unbearable now, and she writhed uncontrollably, 
grinding her knees into the thick pile of the carpet until they were red.


Finally it was over, and with a great sigh of relief, Sam released her. 
Sally sank back onto the carpet, shaking with the effort of her labors and 
with her own hotly inciting but still unrelieved desire. She huddled in a 
heap on the floor, numb, aware only of the agonizing ache between her 
quivering thighs and the fire that raged unquenched through every part of 
her being. Suddenly she became aware that she was being watched, and looking 
up, she saw Sam, still towering over her, grinning down at her knowingly. 
Feeling herself flush with embarrassment, she hastily averted her eyes.


"Don't worry, baby, your hot little cunt'll get fucked soon enough," he 
said, grinning at her.


"Hey, anybody home?" The now familiar sound of Tina's voice echoed 
cheerfully, followed by the sound of the back door slamming.


"Well, well, well," Sam said delightedly, looking past her into the kitchen, 
"looks like we've got company."


Startled, Sally turned to follow his gaze. Tina had indeed returned, but she 
wasn't alone.


* * *


Startled as much as his young wife, Ted scrambled up from his vantage point 
in the hall when he heard the back door open. He was shocked to see that the 
blonde woman had picked up a man. He had been so engrossed in the picture of 
his beautiful, shy wife sucking Sam's cock wantonly and deeply into her 
throat, he had forgotten to watch for Tina.


Still not ready to join the scene, he quickly jumped up, without being seen 
by the others and hid in the den.


He'd make his entrance, he decided, when the time was ripe!


* * *


CHAPTER SEVEN


Sally struggled dazedly to her feet as Tina and the male newcomer entered 
the hallway. The thoroughly confused young wife made no attempt now to cover 
her nakedness, for she had been subject to so much outrageous behavior in 
the last few hours that it seemed futile to make a gesture of modesty in the 
face of so much shameful perversion. Yet a deep foreboding came over her 
vulnerable young frame as the strange man drew near.


He was tall, in his mid-thirties, with an extremely powerful well-built 
body. He was dressed in a faded blue denim shirt that was open nearly to the 
navel revealing a dark curling mat of chest hair. He wore extremely tight 
black denim trousers that clung like a second skin to his muscular hips and 
legs, flaring slightly at the bottom around the black boots he wore. The 
stranger's face was rough and craggy, plainly of working-class character, 
with a strong chiseled nose, coarsely sensual lips, and bright blue eyes 
that seemed to pierce right into Sally's soul. His black hair was flecked 
with silver, thick and coarse, curling around his ears in a longish fashion. 
Sally guessed he was Spanish or perhaps even Indian in origin.


"Well, who the hell's this Tina," Sam inquired, making his way over to the 
newcomer.


"Tina picked me up in the liquor store ... said you were having a party ... 
oh, by the way ... my name's Jack ... Jack Fuller," the newcomer stated, 
never once taking his eyes off Sally's gleaming body.


"Well, pleased to meet you, Jack ... I'm Sam ... and this is Sally ... Sally 
is learning a few new techniques in the sex department ... if you get what I 
mean."


The newcomer, Jack, winked knowingly at Sam. "I'll be glad to be of 
assistance if I can," he chuckled.


"This is turning into a real party ... let's all get acquainted and have a 
drink ... Tina, get some drinks together while me and Jack get to know each 
other."


"Sure, baby," the voluptuous blonde said as she sailed into the kitchen. 
"What's everybody drinking?"


"What's the order, Jack?" Sam asked.


"Scotch, man ... I always drink Scotch ... straight."


"Okay, Tina ... scotch all around," Sam called.


"Should I help Tina with the drinks?" Sally asked meekly.


"No, baby," Sam replied pleasantly. "Tina's the cocktail waitress around 
here ... you stay here with me and Jack. "You wouldn't believe it, Jack, but 
this little number can suck cock with the best of them ... first time too, 
she says. She's sure good-looking too, don't you think?"


"Yeah, you can say that again," Jack replied. Staring hungrily at Sally, the 
powerfully built man reached down and stroked the huge mound his ample 
genitals made in the crotch of his skin-tight trousers. The young wife 
couldn't keep herself from glancing down as he did this, and she realized 
with a shock that he also wore no underwear, for his semierect cock pressed 
against the thin material of his pants like a thick piece of rubber hose, 
clearly out-lined.


Suddenly Sam indicated to Sally to go ahead of the two men into the living 
room. The naked Sam and the swarthy newcomer sauntered in behind her, and 
immediately Sam sprawled on a big easy chair.


"Stretch out on the couch, Jack, and relax, make yourself at home ... We can 
have a real nice party this afternoon ... Sally's husband won't be back 
until late tonight."


Jack stretched out on the couch, boots and all, soiling the light-colored 
upholstery immediately. Sally, who stood nakedly awkward in the center of 
the room, winced as she watched the muscular stranger grinding oily stains 
into the material. Both men noticed her reaction.


"The little lady seems pretty fussy about keeping the house clean ... good 
thing she's not so fussy about what cocks she sucks ... come on over here 
and suck my cock again while I'm getting acquainted with Jack. It makes me 
feel real good when you do it."


Sally stood as if paralyzed. Surely he wouldn't treat her like this in front 
of a total stranger ... in her own house....


"I said come over here, Sally, don't be shy because we've got company ... 
Suck my prick ... Maybe Jack would like some cocksucking too after awhile 
... show us your cock, Jack...."


Jack laughed crudely and promptly stood up, unbuttoned and unzipped the 
front of his tight pants, and yanked them down over his muscular hips. Sally 
gulped anxiously and realized that her suspicion that he wore no underwear 
was completely true, for at once Jack's obscenely pulsing cock and balls 
were totally revealed to her shocked gaze.


"Check her out, man," Sam said, Laughing, "she can't believe how big you 
are, man. I bet her mouth's just drooling ... Well, first come first served, 
friend, you'll have to wait your turn ... come on over and suck me off, 
Sally, baby ... and you Jack ... why don't you take your clothes off ... 
we're all going to stay naked so we don't have to waste time dressing and 
undressing."


"Great idea, man." Jack said happily, as he began to take his pants down 
again.


"Here, Sally, you kneel down between my legs here and kiss my prick awhile."


Burning with shame, the young wife did as she was told, kneeling down in 
front of Sam and taking his cock in her mouth. His thick-fleshed rod was 
soft now, and still wet from his recent ejaculation. It was easier for Sally 
to encompass it in her mouth and, grateful for the fact that at least it 
wasn't swollen like a steel piston, she began to absorb herself in sucking 
it, even exploring it with her mouth. Strangely, she found that by directing 
her attention totally to it she could shut the horror of her situation out 
of her mind. Soon, nothing existed for her except the column of limp pulsing 
flesh between her lips as she sucked at it and caressed it. Sam moaned 
happily as she explored his genitals, and slumped forward in the chair. 
Dimly she was aware of their conversation.


"What do you do for a living, Jack?" Sam inquired.


"Drive a truck ... in fact, I left my rig down at the liquor store ... I got 
pretty turned on talking to that sexy Tina and when she said there was a 
party ... well ... here I am."


"Well it was nice you dropped by ... that Tina is so goddamn friendly it's 
unbelievable." Sam squirmed around in lewd pleasure as Sally continued to 
suck at his steadily rising cock.


He gripped her head and pressed her face flat against his groin, grinding 
his hips in a slow rotary motion, "this woman does a real good job for an 
amateur ... I'm telling you, Jack!!!"


The muscular newcomer laughed and stretched his naked body out on the sofa, 
absently fondling his genitals with his hand, while he watched Sally's naked 
back and buttocks hunched over between Sam's legs.


"Yeah, Sam, this is the life ... Say, how'd you happen to be here anyway? 
She is a friend of yours???"


"You'd never believe it, man ... not in a million years ... but I think it's 
safe to say it was a lucky break...." Sam chuckled loudly.


In the next moment Tina entered the room with a tray of glasses filled with 
Scotch.


"Well, everyone, drinks on the house," she said as she approached them.


"Great service," Sam said. He pushed Sally away from his warmly throbbing 
cock and took a glass half-filled with amber-colored liquid from the tray. 
"Give Sally a drink too," he told the blonde.


"I ... I'd rather not drink," Sally murmured from her position on the floor.


"Come on, honey ... everyone else is ... you better too...." Sam said 
authoritatively.


The young wife pulled herself to a sitting position on the floor and took a 
glass of straight scotch from Tina. The platinum blonde felt a twinge of 
pity for Sally as she gave her the glass. She had drifted around men plenty 
but somehow Sally was different. Tina was surprised to feel a kind of 
sisterly affection for the inexperienced young wife, and she winked at her 
in the hopes that it might soothe some of the inner conflicts the young 
brunette was experiencing. Sally caught the young blonde's quick gesture of 
comfort and was both surprised and grateful at the same time. Up until now 
she had been repelled by Tina despite the fact that her enforced oral 
copulation with her had been unexpectedly quite exciting. But now, in her 
confused state, the brief flash of warmth and encouragement meant as much to 
Sally as a wealth of extravagant praise. She smiled shyly back at Tina, 
hoping to convey her heartfelt thanks, but the other woman had already moved 
away to give Jack a drink.


"Drink up, Sally," Sam said, bringing the young woman abruptly back to 
reality. Complying immediately, she sipped from her glass and immediately 
choked as the hot undiluted scotch coursed down her throat. She rarely 
drank, and never anything so strong. Her naked body shuddered from it, and 
she was very reluctant to drink more.


"Come on, baby, drink it all ... we've a long day ahead of us ... it's good 
for you."


Sally looked up at Sam dismally. I might as well, she thought resigning 
herself to the fact that all the others were drinking. She brought the glass 
of scotch once more to her trembling lips and took a larger swallow.


* * *


Ted was in the den with the door locked. I hardly think they'd notice me 
right now anyway, he thought. It had all happened so fast he hadn't had a 
chance to call Sally to tell her that he had completed all his business in 
Ogden early. Besides, with what he had arranged with his friend, Sam, he had 
preferred to surprise her with his return. He certainly had not expected an 
orgy. He had assumed that Sam would have finished fucking his wife last 
night but he was not the least bit annoyed about the turn of events. Even 
that new guy that the blonde had picked up at the liquor store was okay with 
him. Anything to get Sally's head turned around as far as their sex life was 
concerned.


Whew, it seemed like things were going pretty well. The way Sally was eating 
that big blonde's cunt and then sucking Sam's cock ... well, he would never 
have believed it if he hadn't seen it with his own eyes. His cock was 
starting to throb just thinking about it.


The others in the living room were so engrossed in drinking right now they'd 
never think about him. Besides, he wasn't due back until late tonight ... 
he'd be safe to indulge in his voyeuristic activities for the time being.


He had never known how much he could get off just watching. But seeing the 
blonde's tongue swirling around in his little wife's tight juicy cunt was 
really exciting to him. He imagined how the rigid oral member felt darting 
in and out and swirling around the tender flesh. He was dying to get in on 
the action but for now ... he was content to watch....


* * *


Rock and roll music filled the living room of the Johnson house. Loud 
raucous driving music!! The curtains and shades were all drawn, and the room 
was lit by lamps, though it was only around two in the afternoon. Jack lay 
stretched out on the sofa, and Sam lay sprawled on his back on the carpeted 
floor while Sally was licking his naked muscular body from head to foot with 
her eager tongue. Tina, now naked again, was dancing in the center of the 
room, grinding her hips furiously to the lurid beat of the rock music. All 
of them were really drunk.


The effects of the liquor had long since taken their toll on the sex-ravaged 
young wife for her mind was now tingling with alcoholic euphoria, and her 
body which had experienced a life-time of sexual thrills in one day, was 
excitedly alive and rippling with erotic pleasure. She was actually licking 
and sucking hungrily on Sam's toes, well past the point of being troubled by 
her conscience, after all the activity of the past twenty-four hours.


I'm a hot little whore now, she thought as she ran her tongue greedily up 
the handsome man's inner thigh, a real whore ... and I love it ... I love 
... it so fuck all of your lectures at the orphanage, Miss Bittenton ... you 
see where they got me ... I'm licking the naked body of a strange man ... 
not even my husband ... Ohhhhh I do love it....


"Wow, Sally's really going to town," Jack remarked drunkenly as he watched 
the ravishing brunette madly licking Sam's body. "It's getting me super 
horny, man ... super horny ... When do I get my turn?"


"Coming up, man," Sam mumbled as Sally began to suck under his armpits with 
hungry fervor.


Still dancing frantically in the center of the room, Tina found herself 
growing a little annoyed about everyone ignoring her. Yet she knew better 
than to let it show. No matter how she tried to avoid it, she was growing 
horny as hell and needed satisfaction. Her loins burned with the need for 
release, and her cuntal interior was already nearly drenched with fluid from 
the erotic excitement she induced in herself by dancing. And then she 
remembered something she had seen in the kitchen, in the refrigerator when 
she was getting the drinks. Her scotch-fogged brain sizzled with delight as 
the idea began to form in her mind. The men were ignoring her, preferring to 
get their kicks with Sally, so that left her free to get her own kicks any 
way she wanted.


The others in the room were completely oblivious to Tina's thoughts at the 
moment, for Sally was lustily absorbed in licking Sam's throat and 
shoulders, much to the obscene pleasure of the two men. Sam lay back while 
the previously shy inexperienced young wife voraciously licked him with her 
mouth and tongue. He lay back passively, his lean muscular body rippling 
with steadily mounting pleasure as Sally continued her lewd oral 
ministrations. Jack ogled the lurid sight hungrily, his enormous cock 
stiffly erect and aching almost painfully with torrid desire. The strapping 
truck driver grew hotter by the minute as he watched the fabulous brunette 
slithering over the other man's tightly muscled body, her mouth and hands 
exploring his lean frame like a female sex machine.


"Hey, come on, Sam," he growled drunkenly. "It's my turn now ... my prick's 
jerking like mad to get inside that cunt."


"Okay, man," Sam replied lazily. "She's all yours...."


Hungrily, Jack strode over and touched Sally on the arm. He pulled her off 
Sam's wetly glistening body, and pushed her down on her back on the carpet. 
The sight of her supple translucent flesh made him tremble with an 
excitement that shuddered through his powerful frame like bursts of 
explosive lightning. His enormous cock lurched like a long-necked monster, 
ready to rush into the secret cavern.


"Now that's what I'd call a nice pair of tits," he grunted as his eyes fell 
leeringly on Sally's quivering upthrust mounds.


Sally was so drunk and numbed now that she was no longer human. She was a 
sexual animal, totally possessed by the cravings of her flesh. Her ripe 
young breasts throbbed hotly under Jack's hungry gaze, and her pink nipples 
rose to taut hardness. Jack straddled his legs on either side of her hips, 
then knelt, bending down so that his thick lips closed around first one 
softly pulsing breast, then the other, sucking and biting at the tender 
upthrust mounds. At the same time he reached around with one hand and thrust 
his outstretched middle finger straight up into her heavily moistened cuntal 
passage, making the drunken young bride groan with pleasure. He wormed his 
finger around in the fiery hot vaginal channel fiercely, but no matter how 
he drove his finger upwards, no matter how hard he sucked her pliant 
breasts, she only moaned with ecstasy, lost in an alcohol fog of surging 
desire.


Suddenly the swarthy truck drive pulled away, leaving Sally's pyramidal 
nipples erect and excited from his furious sucking and her deserted cunt 
blazing with unsatisfied passion.


"Sam, turn her over," he said excitedly, "I'm going to give her a special 
treat."


Quickly Sam bent down and gripped Sally's hips with his hands, forcing her 
to turn over on her stomach, while his eyes eagerly drank in the gleaming 
gold of her skin. The inebriated young woman lay on the floor, her stomach 
and breasts pressing into the soft pile on the carpet, her firmly rounded 
buttocks quivering from the streams of excitement that flowed without 
diminution throughout her sex-hungry body.


Jack stood at her feet, while his thick monstrous cock, long and muscular, 
grew even more erect and jerked lewdly at the sight of her exposed buttocks. 
Then he stopped, took both of Sally's ankles, and pulled them apart, 
splaying her legs wide. An idea had been forming in the back of his mind, a 
way of really turning on the ravishing eighteen year old who lay expectantly 
on the floor before him. He dropped to his knees between the young woman's 
legs and ran his hands roughly over the long tapering lines of her trembling 
calves and up inside her sleek young thighs to the hotly moist vee up 
between her legs. The shadowy cuntal cleft up between her thighs were deep 
and inviting, and Jack growled in rising excitement as he ran the edge of 
his hand down the smooth crease of the young wife's vulnerable ass-cheeks, 
parting them slightly so that her tiny puckered anus was visible to his 
lewdly gaping eyes.


Sally shuddered as she felt the muscular truck driver probe her anal 
crevice. No one had touched her there before, except Ted the day he left. 
Now suddenly she wondered anxiously if Jack had the same thing in mind.


The older man leered down at the beautiful woman and slowly drew aside the 
smooth white globes of her buttocks. She instinctively clenched them 
together, but he held on to the curved orbs, forcing them apart. At that 
moment, Sally realized that the swarthy truck driver was not only going to 
take her from behind but possibly ... in the anus!!!! A moan of protest 
rumbled up from her throat, cutting through the thick fog of sensual frenzy 
that had enveloped her.


"Don't get excited, little lady ... if you don't fight it ... it'll be 
fabulous ... believe me...."


He pushed one hand down and thrust experimentally at the puckered little 
anus with his stiffened middle finger. The young wife jerked forward and 
cried out in surprise as she felt his finger begin to intrude slowly into 
her tightly resisting nether ring. Oh, please, she cried inwardly, not this 
... oh, god , ... not this!! She pressed her pelvis hard into the rug, her 
buttocks tensing together to escape Jack's finger being thrust into her 
rectal depths, but her gesture was useless, for he burrowed forward again, 
sinking the finger to the first knuckle.


"Uuuuuuhhhhhhh" she gasped as he skewered his finger into her tight little 
rectal hole, sinking it in up to the second knuckle. She groaned aloud. With 
a deep grunt, she relaxed her sphincter muscles and let him do as he wished, 
steeling herself for the discomfort she knew would follow and hoping it 
would not last long.


With his free hand, Jack began to stroke his heatedly swollen cock, 
preparatory to sticking it into the beautiful young wife spread-eagled on 
her belly beneath him. He pulled the thick foreskin back with his thumb and 
forefinger, exposing the huge bulbous head, and aimed the length instrument 
directly at the tight puckered hole now partially stretched from the 
rummaging of his middle finger.


He opened her trembling buttocks again with his thumbs, withdrawing his 
finger and leaning forward to drop a large gob of spittle to lubricate his 
entry. Then he leaned forward, pressing the whole of his body against her 
back. His massive pulsating cock slid along the perspiration dampened 
crevice until the tip rested against the tiny throbbing hole, shining wetly 
from his spit. Then levering himself up on his elbows, he pressed slightly 
with his hips, directing his desire-swollen prick straight into the tightly 
clenched opening. He bore down on her, forcing his huge cock-head forward 
into her cringing little anus.


Sam, who had retreated to the armchair once again, watched in lewd 
fascination as the impaled young wife groaned and writhed on the floor. His 
thick erect penis was pounding with excitement and jerked straight up in 
maddened lust. Never taking his eyes from the obscene sight of the muscular 
truck driver boring his massive cock between his best friend's stretched and 
trembling ass-cheeks, he gripped his rigid cock with his hand and began to 
pump it up and down eagerly. He wanted to fuck her again, and his time would 
come soon, he knew, very soon.


"Ooooooooohhhhhhh" Sally gasped as Jack's hotly inflamed penis finally 
hammered its way right up into the expanded depths of her rectum. Now, 
miraculously, it was in all the way to the hilt. She shuddered spasmodically 
for a moment and then lay still to ease the discomfort of the foreign 
intrusion. It was completely useless to resist any further.


"What a wonderful tight ass-hole you've got, baby," Jack grunted, "just the 
way I like them."


He reached down, grasping her firmly rounded hips in his hands, and pulled 
her up on to her knees. Then he began to fuck in and out of her searing 
virginal ass-hole with long smooth strokes.


Sam, riveted to the scene, was jerking frantically at his lewdly excited 
penis, nearly out of his mind with perverted delight.


Tina, meanwhile, had retreated to a dim corner of the living room, and was 
also watching the anal impalement of the young wife. Her own corrupt sense 
of pleasure was thrilled by the depraved scene she was witnessing. Then she 
remembered about the refrigerator. She walked in the kitchen and opened the 
vegetable compartment. She took out a" long thick cucumber and shut the 
door. She sat with he back leaning against the kitchen sink, slumped forward 
so that her pink glistening little pussy was completely exposed, and brought 
the green thick tipped end of the cucumber directly to her vaginal opening, 
rotating it around and around over the hotly excited flesh.


Suddenly she thrust the cool waxy cucumber upwards into her cuntal interior.


"Mmmmmnnnnnnnnnnnnnn" she groaned excitedly as the thick vegetable slid 
easily up her lust-moistened cuntal walls, "uuuuuuunnng"


She began to thrust the cucumber in and out of her proffered pussy, slumping 
further down and pulling her knees up to give he: easier entry, driving the 
waxy vegetable phallus all the way up until it slammed against the 
shuddering flesh of her cervix, then pulling it all the way out with a wet 
sluicing sounds. She continued to fuck herself with the vegetable with 
mounting frenzy until a voice said, "how would you like a real cock up that 
wet cunt????"


Dazedly she looked up and saw a really handsome man about thirty with a 
giant cock bulging out of his pants.


"Whaaaa ... who the hell are you?" she asked still continued her fucking 
with the cucumber.


"I'm Ted Johnson ... this is my house and I like to be hospitable to my 
guests," he said, unzipping his pants and pulling them off.


"Unnnnnnnggggg," the blonde groaned with ecstasy as he quickly stripped off 
and reached over to her and took the cucumber out of her throbbing cunt and 
pulled her on top of him ramming his hardened thick member deep into the 
receptive cunt.


Back in the living room, Sam suddenly lunged from the armchair, too excited 
now watching Jack's hugely stiffened prick driving into Sally's boiling 
young rectum with frantic strokes, he wanted to join the orgy.


"Hey, Jack, turn her on her side so I can join in, huh??"


'Sure, man, the truck driver," replied with a laugh. Locking his hands 
tightly to Sally's hips, he rolled to the side, pulling her hard against his 
chest. His throbbing cock was still embedded deep up inside her hotly 
quivering anus as she lay full-length on her side.


Sam wasted no time in pulling the lovely young wife's free leg up so that it 
dangled over Jack's thighs, and her pulsingly hot vagina was helplessly 
exposed just above the ruddy stalk of Jack's penis. Then he grasped his 
painfully lusting cock, swiftly positioning himself on his side facing the 
inexperienced young bride, and rammed forward with all his youthful 
strength, his long hard thickness slipping quickly into Sally's wet 
stretched cunt.


"Uuuuuuunnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnhhhhh" she groaned as its heatedly throbbing length 
slithered up into her cuntal depths, joining Jack's cock, already buried in 
her burning rectal channel, only a thin membrane away. The impaled young 
wife lay gasping and groaning, sandwiched tightly between their huge 
skewering penises like so much sandwich filling, with only the narrow wall 
of tissue between her anus and her cunt to separate the two thrusting 
members. She was face to face with Sam, his lust-glazed eyes staring into 
hers as he gripped her shoulders for support. Then he kissed her with his 
wet sensual lips and began to fuck with renewed fervor into her hotly 
penetrated pussy.


The young pilot drove into her frenziedly while Jack burrowed with 
unrelenting thrusts into the hot depths of her ass-hole. After a few moments 
they developed a natural rhythm, buffeting the tender young body between 
them.


Meanwhile, in the kitchen nearby, Tina and Ted were fucking like dogs on the 
kitchen floor. His thick stiffened cock driving far up into her wet 
receptive cunt and rotating it wildly inside. Her body shivered with 
excitement, and she tossed her bouffant mane of blonde hair feverishly 
groaning with pleasure, her eyes rolling unseeing.


With a soul-searing moan of lust, Ted drove his cock far up into her pussy, 
up practically into her belly, while her loins churned with a steaming 
sexual heat that was driving her crazy.


"Oh ... yessss," she groaned through clenched teeth ... yes ... yes ... fuck 
me ... fuck me...."


Sally on the living room floor was beginning to feel once more the now 
familiar churning of reawakening passion. The forbidden thrill of pleasure 
that had taken hold of her many times now in the past day suddenly began to 
rise again from somewhere deep in her belly as the two strange men continued 
to fuck her. Her skin began to ripple with a flowing warmth and her 
alcohol-clouded brain reeled, pulling her away from the shocking reality of 
her double impalement into a raging torrent of bestial enjoyment. Every 
nerve-ending in her body came alive as the swirling tides of passion swept 
through her entire being. She was being mercilessly fucked by two strange 
men in her own living room, and now she began to relish it, thrill to it, 
squirm her body in pure sexual response to it! Shamelessly she began to 
return Sam's wet kisses, clamping her lips feverishly on his, eagerly giving 
vent to the wanton lust that now took complete hold of her once again.


A raging hurricane of adulterous delight welled from the depths of her soul 
and charged her with renewed sexual energy. She began to gyrate her hips 
lewdly backward to meet the barbaric thrusts of Jack's rigidly knifing cock, 
and then forward again to let her sex-greedy cunt swallow the whole of Sam's 
thick plunging prick. She undulated wildly between the two males, one 
swarthy and hairy, the other lean and sinewy, her hips rotating and heaving 
against them.


"Fuck me ... fuck me gooooooooooodd" she heard herself scream, brazenly and 
shamelessly...."fuck me mooorrreee"


Urged on by her obvious change of attitude and lust-inciting cries, two men 
began to fuck her harder and more abandonedly. All three of them groaned in 
animalistic excitement and howled a bizarre cry of heated orgiastic 
debauchery.


Tina, meanwhile was close to orgasm as Ted plunged his wetly glistening hot 
cock in and out of her seething cunt. He held her firmly full breasts 
squeezing them with torrid pleasure making every inch of her body quake with 
obscene thrills. Suddenly she groaned deeply as her lust-driven cunt began 
to explode with sizzling delight, as if bombs were going off inside, bombs 
of soft, piercing flames that spread to every part of her obscenely jerking 
young body. She was cumming, cumming with a torrent of female secretions 
that gushed out of her thoroughly fucked cunt in warm streams and dripped 
softly on the tiled kitchen floor.


"Ooooooohhhhhhh," she hissed in luxuriant, shameless passion, "Ooooohhhhh 
... Jesus...."


And then Ted was cumming too, his cock jerking wildly inside the cocktail 
waitress' cunt spasming hotly in giant gusts as his white hot sperm gushed 
in waves in the already drenched pussy.


Then, suddenly he was completely spent and they both lay naked and exhausted 
on the cool kitchen floor. In a few moments Ted stood up and took Tina by 
the hand motioning for her to remain silent and he went back into the 
carpeted hallway to watch the debauched spectacle in the living room.


Through lust-dulled eyes they watched the double fucking of Sally.


The young wife was out of her mind with pleasure now, and she began 
squealing with mounting excitement as the heat in her uncontrollably 
thrashing loins reached new heights. Her madly throbbing cuntal walls 
secreted a sweet gushing fluid, evidence of her nearly insane delight, and 
she began to scream.


"I'm cumming ... cuuummmmiiinnngg" Her wantonly writhing body was delirious 
with ecstasy as orgasm after orgasm rolled like a reverberating thunder 
through her wet exploding cunt.


Sam and Jack both sensed her overpowering excitement, and it inspired them 
with renewed strength. Their two massively inflated cocks became charged 
with raw male power as they fucked into her from both sides, searing the 
twin channels of her belly like mighty cannons, sharing the triumph of her 
orgasm between their rampaging bodies.


"Uuuuuunnnggggg ... sshhhitt," Sam groaned, as his sperm-bloated testicles 
contracted and then began to erupt under the intolerable pressure.


"Eeeeeeeee ... aaaaaahhhhhhhhh"


And suddenly he was there, spurting wave after wave of white-hot cum into 
Sally's furiously quaking cunt, emptying himself with deep guttural moans 
wrenched from deep in his throat. Behind the squirming young wife and his 
violently cumming friend, Jack held off as long as possible, preferring to 
be the last to shoot his load. Yet the lewdly excited cries of orgasm from 
Sam and Sally charged him with such overwhelming passion that he could now 
wait no longer, and he began to plunge his massive cock into Sally's 
greedily clenching anus like a jackhammer. The heavy force of his thrusts 
buffeted the others as he drove on and on like a wild bull. His enormously 
swollen balls could no longer hold his churning semen, and the thick boiling 
cum suddenly travelled up the massive length of his cock-shaft until it 
burst through the parted glans into the dilated interior of Sally's rectal 
depths, filling the young wife with a radiant burst of wet heat that even 
further enhanced her throbbing delight.


The three-way orgasm seemed to go on forever, until finally Sam pulled his 
cock from Sally's drenched pussy and collapsed exhausted on the floor, 
leaving only Jack to complete his last few hard strokes until he, too, was 
drained of his sperm. Then even Jack was still lying on the floor with 
Sally's body still pressed tightly to his.


It was all the sodomized young wife could do to remain conscious after the 
overwhelming experience of her double fuck. Nothing so shattering had ever 
even remotely happened to her before, and her naked young body was still 
bathed in the lascivious glow of her experience. She could feel Jack 
withdrawing his limp rod from her stretched and seething rectum, leaving her 
lying alone on her side on the soft carpet.


* * *


CHAPTER EIGHT


Stretching lazily, the truck driver had another swig of scotch and said, 
"Much as I'd like to hang around ... my rig's still down at the liquor store 
... I better haul ass out of here...."


"Why don't you hang around?...." Sam said hospitably.


"Nah, I really got to get moving ... can't afford to be unemployed."


Gulping down the last of the straight scotch, the swarthy truck driver got 
up and lurched out of the front door back towards the liquor store where he 
had left his rig. What a day, he thought to himself, smiling as he swayed 
down the street of the suburban neighborhood.


Sally was nearly delirious from all the drinking and wild debauchery she had 
indulged in. Her thick long brown hair was a tangled dis array, and her eyes 
glittered with a bizarre kind of satisfaction. Through the dim lit room she 
thought she recognized the naked form of her husband Ted in the hallway. She 
must be really far gone, she thought. Her husband was up north, in Ogden on 
business.


"Hey, where's Tina ... ?" Sam queried, looking around the room, "I haven't 
seen her for some time...."


"I don't know ... maybe she went upstairs to bed...." Sally offered.


"Why don't we do the same thing ... I'm getting carpet burn from fucking on 
the rug ... come on...."


Wearily the young wife pulled herself to her feet and made her way through 
the living room toward the stairs. By the time she entered her bedroom, she 
found Tina lying there, her young body sprawled lewdly across the bed. But 
she was not alone. Her husband, Ted, was burying his head in Tina's eagerly 
proffered pussy, and sucking her glistening cunt-lips with zestful abandon 
while the curvaceous blonde squealed and wriggled excitedly.


Sally's mouth gaped open as she watched them. When had he come home? Did 
this mean he had been watching her? Oh, God!!! But then nothing seemed to 
matter as Sam came in behind her and embraced her, clamping his hands on the 
firmly resilient mounds of her breasts and rubbing them strongly, at the 
same time grinding his pelvis against her smooth white buttocks.


"I'm going to stick my cock up your ass now, baby, the way Jack did," he 
whispered in her ear...."I haven't had my prick up there yet."


As the horny young man rotated his hips behind her, she could feel his penis 
begin to stiffen as it rubbed the tender place where her buttocks met her 
thighs, and despite her weariness and the shock of finding her husband home, 
she began to anticipate the excitement she knew she would experience when he 
entered her and began to saw away at her anal canal. Suddenly her 
alcohol-clouded brain began to crave having the bestial young man fuck her 
from behind. Her lush young body quivered from head to foot as she began to 
wriggle her ass-cheeks lewdly back against his rapidly hardening cock-shaft. 
Her conversion had been so total in the last day that she now greedily 
welcomed the possibility of yet another explosion of animal sensuality, 
longed to have Sam's thickly distended cock rammed up inside her loins, 
whether in her cunt or in her ass-hole. What did it matter now???


Suddenly Sam pushed her forward so that she fell onto the bed next to Tina 
and her husband Ted and yanked her legs wide apart.


"Oh, give it to me, Sam, shove it up my ass ... hurry ... shove it in...." 
she found herself moaning, in spite of the fact that her husband could hear 
her. He glanced over and urged on by his wife's obscene commands began to 
suck at Tina's wet cunt with renewed insane vigorous licks.


Sam smiled to himself, knowing his breakdown of defenses and anxieties of 
the formerly innocent young bride was now complete. His friend Ted should be 
happy. Sally was screaming for it now!


His cock was stiff as steel with desire and jerking frantically straight out 
from his dark tangle of pubic hair, aching to thrust into the tiny brown 
opening between Sally's undulating buttocks. With no further preparation, he 
suddenly threw himself on top of her and snaked his hand down to position 
his obscenely lurching staff at the puckered anal entrance. Then with a 
forward flick of his hips, he bored into it, forcing his swollen cock 
halfway up her hot rectal channel. Her seething ass-hole felt as if it were 
on fire. He shoved the thick length of his cock all the way in to the hilt 
with a grinding lunge that elicited a deep grunt from Sally.


Suddenly he began to fuck her, in and out with firm hard strokes driving 
into her with jackhammer force rippling at her burning anal passage with his 
monstrously impaling cock driving it like a madman up into her constricted 
anus.


Next to them on the bed, Ted had suddenly pulled away from Tina's hotly 
pulsing cuntal slit. His massive penis was stiff as a board now, and he 
scrambled up and knelt with his knees on either side of the blonde's face. 
Then, gripping his blood-engorged cock, he shoved it into her mouth. Tina 
used to such frenzied sensuality, immediately began sucking on Sally's 
husband's enormously thick rod with great skill, as her throat opened 
hungrily to encompass its massive bulk.


"Ooooooohhhhhh ... suck it good ... suck me off ... suck it...." Ted groaned 
as the voluptuous blonde cocktail waitress pulled mightily at his 
lust-swollen hardness, causing shivers of barbarous passion to shoot through 
his loins.


"Tina, you're a fabulous cocksucker," he screamed.


Beside them, Sally Johnson writhed on the bed as Sam drove his rigid cock up 
into her tight rectal channel, slicing in and out. He gripped the young 
wife's soft shoulders fiercely as he lunged his hips back and forth with 
superhuman force. An unexpected shudder tore through Sally's body announcing 
the welcome transformation from discomfort to pleasure-and soon it came 
again, the churning sensation in her loins that she had come to crave, the 
shivery ripples of pure sexuality, the fantastic sprays of delight that 
always heralded the release of her baser instincts! Her cries turned to low 
moans of unmitigated pleasure. It had happened again, she had transcended 
her shock and re-entered the world of radiant ecstasy-brimming with 
happiness she suddenly threw her head back and screamed.


"Oooooohhhhhhh ... yes ... fuck me ... fuck me ... fuck me in the ass...."


And then Sam began to inch Sally down the bed, nearer Tina, and Sally needed 
no urging. Excited beyond all reason, she drove her tongue deep into Tina's 
hotly moist vaginal interior, whirling and rotating it with complete 
abandon.


Meanwhile her husband pumped his bloated penis in and out of Tina's hungrily 
sucking mouth, clutching her thick platinum tresses and grunting with raw 
animal passion. The fury of the four-way orgy mounted, and each could feel 
the approach of yet another climax, even more intense than all that had come 
before. Tina ground her moisture-drenched cunt i p into Sally's eagerly 
licking tongue while her hands roved freely over the muscular naked body of 
the other woman's husband who drove his lust-swollen prick deep into her 
throat. Sam, at the same time, lunged forward with incredible strength 
driving into the young wife's hotly pulsating rectum with insane fervor.


It was the recently innocent young wife who reached climax first. As she 
groaned incoherently into the seething wet furrow of the blonde's cuntal 
flesh, the beginnings of her orgasm came shooting out from everywhere at 
once. The others were only seconds behind, the two men groaning deep 
primeval moans of savage pleasure. Sam rammed mightily into Sally's 
receptive cum like a berserk garden hose. At the same time, Ted ejaculated 
wildly into Tina's gulping mouth, spraying her oral chasm with his hot male 
essence as her cheeks hollowed and expanded to drain him dry.


Slowly their passion subsided, and one by one they slipped, deliriously, out 
of their positions to collapse exhausted in a disordered heap on the bed. 
For a long time there was not a sound to be heard as the wearied debauchees 
sank into a heavy stupor provoked by their sexual excesses.


* * *


CHAPTER NINE


Sam sat up first and looked over at Ted. Ted winked and Sam winked back. He 
reached over the back of Sally and patted Tina, motioning silently for her 
to get up. He had done his duty for his friend and now he knew that Ted and 
Sally should have some time to themselves. Besides he hadn't fucked Tina all 
day and she still had the rest of the night off to spend in his hotel room. 
Wearily, he clambered off the bed and Tina followed. They tiredly walked 
down the stairs to the living room to pick up the clothes they had strewn 
around.


Quietly they dressed and left the house.


Finding herself alone with her husband. Sally began to grow fearful. What am 
I going to say to him, she thought and she started.


"Oh, Ted, this guy came to the house to do some work in the yard and then 
forced me and said he would tell you that I invited him and...." she rambled 
hysterically but Ted put a finger to her lips to quiet the babbling young 
woman.


"Listen, it doesn't matter to me ... the sordid details ... I mean ... the 
important thing is ... you looked like you were enjoying it ... for the 
first time ... let's just leave it at that ... are you hungry?"


"No ... I think I'd like to take a hot bath."


"I'll start it for you," her husband said, getting up from the bed and going 
to the adjoining bathroom. "Sally...."


"Yes?"


"I love you."


* * *


Sally sighed as she sank back into the hot tub, surrounded by glistening 
bubbles from her bath oil. Her luxuriating young body, weary from the 
constant sexual diversions during the past day, eagerly welcomed the calming 
pleasure of a long, relaxing soak. The shame the young wife had felt so 
recently seemed to fade away like magic as she languidly soaped her 
curvaceous body letting each stroke wash away the memories of the past day. 
Sighing happily, she finally finished her bath and stepped out of the tub.


Standing before the large bathroom mirror, drying herself with a thick 
towel, she remembered that her journey into the world of sex had begun just 
after she had left the bathroom. Suddenly, in rapid montage, all the day's 
events seemed to replay themselves in her mind. She remembered Sam's arrival 
at her front door, looking so handsome and sincere. And then the orgy with 
her husband-an orgy that had lasted for hours-not forgetting the double 
impalement by Sam and the truck driver that Tina had picked up. She couldn't 
help feeling a certain amount of warmth toward them all.


Replacing the towel on its rack, the young brunette stepped out into the 
bedroom. Ted, who was in bed glanced up as she came into the room and looked 
startled. For a moment Sally didn't understand his reaction, but then 
realized why he had such an odd smile on his face. She was completely naked. 
Normally she put on a robe or negligee when she had finished bathing, but 
she hadn't even thought about it this time. She realized with a start that 
she no longer was ashamed of her nakedness. After the past days, how was 
that possible? She had been completely naked with total strangers. In the 
back of her mind she realized that perhaps she had learned a lot more than 
she thought.


"You look incredible," Ted remarked as his widened eyes traveled up and down 
the full length of her tanned young body, lingering on the pointed upthrust 
mounds of her softly pulsing breasts and slowly taking in her full curving 
hips and tapered legs. He couldn't help but notice the change in her, not 
just the fact that she was standing completely nude before him with no 
apparent shame, but there was an aura about her-a sense of womanliness and 
allure that had been the one missing element before. There was no doubt 
about it, she was a different woman now, vastly different from the 
frightened creature he had left before the business trip.


"Sally, I've never seen you so beautiful."


"Thank you," she said softly, her voice taking on a pleasant, somewhat husky 
quality he had never noticed before. "You look awfully good to me, too."


Ted laughed softly and threw back the covers, revealing that he, too, was 
completely naked. Sally glanced down in unabashed admiration at his slender 
muscular form. The young couple exchanged warm smiles, and their eyes locked 
together fully and directly, establishing a steady current of unspoken 
affection and love. Immediately Ted's thick cock began to lurch into 
erection until finally it stood up proudly from the furry tangle of his 
pubic hair, swelling with eager desire.


His young wife gazed openly at his hotly pulsing genitals, and a teasing 
smile crossed her lips.


"I thought you'd be tired ... doesn't look like it," she remarked slyly.


"To tell the truth, I was, but not now." He rose slowly from the bed, never 
once taking his eyes from the stunning vision of his wife standing like a 
shimmering Venus before him, no longer frightened and trembling, but sure 
and confident. "I thought you'd be tired too ... after all you've had a big 
day."


"Not at all...."


As if drawn by the magnetism of their steadily mounting passion Ted and 
Sally moved toward each other, breathing faster and faster as lusty passion 
began to ripple through their naked young bodies. Finally they stood face to 
face and suddenly reached out their hands and clasped each other in a 
feverish embrace, their lips meeting hungrily as they showered each other 
with hot kisses. Ted slid his hands down to the softly curving roundness of 
his ardent wife's tanned hips, then upwards over the trembling plane of her 
stomach, until they came to rest on the resiliently pulsing flesh of her 
taut breasts. He massaged them hungrily, reveling in the silky smooth 
texture of those ample mounds, no longer cold with resistance but 
quiveringly hot and alive. He squeezed the little buds of her nipples with 
his thumbs and forefingers until they stood out proudly erect.


In response, Sally's hands dropped down to grip the rigid girth of her young 
husband's thick, and deftly pulled away the soft covering of velvety 
foreskin, exposing the purplish blood-filled head that pulsed in lustful 
anticipation. Then, in a sudden, unexpected move, she dropped to her knees 
before him and took the throbbing head into her mouth, avidly closing her 
wet glistening lips around it.


"Uuuuuuunnnnngggghhhh," Ted moaned with pleasure as she took his cock all 
the way into the moist interior of her mouth. Gently, tantalizingly, she 
moved her head up and down, swirling her tongue around his desire-bloated 
little glans while her teasing fingers closed around his huge swaying balls 
and kneaded them softly. Closing her eyes, the sensually-awakened young wife 
savored the delicious sensation of having her husband's hot rigid penis in 
her mouth as it slid up into the farthest recesses of her expanding throat.


Ted gripped the curly tresses of her soft brown hair in ecstasy, scarcely 
believing that his formerly shy young wife was rapidly becoming everything 
he had ever hoped she would be. His mind became filled with lewd erotic 
thoughts as he fantasized all the delightful love-play that was possible 
between them now ... love-play that could even include other couples! Sally 
began to increase the tempo of her eager sucking, fondling his balls 
enticingly as she brought her delighted husband quickly to the point of 
seething arousal. He began to plunge his excited penis in and out of her 
yielding throat, while she gripped his tautly flexing buttocks with her 
roving hands and kneaded them rhythmically as he thrust his pelvis back and 
forth in growing frenzy.


"Oh Christ, baby," he moaned suddenly, "let me fuck you ... it's been so 
long...."


Sally eased her lips off his hotly swollen penis and stood up. They were at 
the very edge of their wide double bed, and suddenly, with a deep guttural 
growl, Ted seized her satiny shoulders with his hands and the two of them 
fell backwards, consumed by a swelling tide of aching sensuality. He quickly 
arched his body over her, positioning himself so that his knees were between 
her legs. Then, supporting himself with one hand, he gripped his lustily 
throbbing cock in the other and placed it at the quivering entrance of his 
reclining you wife's extended cuntal slit. With a grunt, he lunged forward, 
thrusting his rock-hard cock-shaft deep up into her moistly contracting 
cunt.


"Aaaaaaahhhhhhhh," Sally moaned in delight as she felt her husband's rigidly 
hardened prick slide all the way into her welcoming cunt. Quickly she twined 
her tapering legs high around his back, giving full and total access to her 
love-craving cuntal interior, and reached her eager hands around to knead 
once more the hard half-moons of his buttocks, pulling and stretching them 
apart lewdly as he began to thrust his hips up and down and around in a 
torrid fucking motion.


The lust-drenched young bride was overwhelmed as her naked husband's thickly 
swollen spear traveled in and out the length of her wetly palpitating cuntal 
sheath. This was a thousand times better than anything she had experienced 
with Sam, Jack or Tina! A magical radiance seemed to envelop her from head 
to foot, and she reeled delightedly in the knowledge that at last she and 
Ted could experience sex in a fully open way. Flashes of pleasure rippled 
through her naked throbbing body as Ted drove his massive cock all the way 
in up to her belly, pulled it out again and then lunged forward, until he 
buffeted against the thrillingly hot hard wall of her cervix. She screamed 
out shamelessly, reveling in the sheer honest pleasure of the fucking.


Looking up, she could see his head thrown back, his handsome face contorted 
with lust, and the sight of his mounting passion aroused her even more. 
Accommodating her warmly quivering body to his, she began moving against his 
writhing frame like a wild creature, twisting her pelvis in sheer abandon, 
and grinding hard against the stocky base of his shuddering cock.


It was incredibly intense, even more intense than what she had experienced 
before, but the newly awakened young bride reveled in it, groaning with 
delight, her curvaceous young body tinglingly alive from head to foot, 
surging with hot flashes of ecstasy. She knew in that delirious moment that 
her shyness and embarrassment were a thing of the past.


"Oh ... yes ... yes ... fuck me, Teddy...." she screamed passionately.


Hungrily, she reached up with her hands and grasped his head, pulling his 
mouth down onto hers. Her wet snake-like tongue darted over his groping lips 
and against the hard white wall of his teeth, which parted eagerly as his 
own thick tongue shot forward to meet hers. Greedily their hot oral spears 
mingled in raging passion, as though they could never get enough of each 
other. Sally's thunderingly aroused husband pulled her moist palpitating 
tongue into his mouth, sucking it until she felt it would be sucked into a 
vacuum, but it felt wonderful, wonderful.


Slipping his arms beneath her hotly responding body, Ted gripped his wife's 
supple flesh, and their two fucking bodies began rolling deliriously all 
over the bed. So tight was their embrace that their thrashing bodies seemed 
cemented together as they heaved shamelessly on the straining creaking bed.


"Oh, baby ... it's so gooood ... so fucking goooooodddd."


He forced her thighs up and apart as far as they would go so that he could 
sink his wildly plunging cock as far as humanly possible into her wetly 
pulsating pussy. Sally, reveling in her lewdly splayed position, used all 
her strength to lift her creamy-white buttocks even higher. It thrilled her 
to the very core of her being, being fucked like this.


"Harder, darling ... fuck me ... harder ... ooooohhh do it ... stick it in 
there...."


Ted hammered into her wetly grasping pussy like a savage. He knew for once 
and for all that Sally had changed, changed miraculously into a creature of 
sheer lusty excitement! At last his eighteen year old wife was awakened to 
the pleasures of the flesh, and he knew their marriage was saved. Not only 
saved, but well on the way to being completely satisfying for both of them.


Their fevered bodies rocked excitedly to and fro, each craving complete 
union with the other. Deep inside the delighted husband's heavy testicles, 
he could feel his boiling sperm gather achingly, painfully, within his 
churning loins like a volcano about to erupt. Sally, also, sensed 
uncontrollable spasms of radiant pleasure sizzle through her hot cuntal 
depths, spasms that made her thrashing legs tremble and her entire young 
body quake in gasping ecstasy.


Suddenly their bodies soared out of their conscious control as the first jet 
of white-hot cum shot out of Ted's madly jerking cock and travelled deep 
into his enraptured wife's raging belly, while the two of them shook in the 
throes of their torrid orgasms. It was all Sally could do to cling tightly 
to her ejaculating young husband. Her hotly perspiring body was lost in a 
seething storm of ecstasy, vastly more intense than what she had experienced 
with the others. It was beautiful, incredible, wildly erotic. Elec the waves 
of sexual energy shot through their rocking bodies as if they had been 
struck by lightning.


Shrieks of wanton pleasure rang out in the bedroom as their tumultuous 
orgasms went on and on. Finally, their bodies trembling with the intensity 
of their blissful shameless fucking, Ted emptied the last bubbling gush of 
his boiling semen into her wetly frothing cuntal canal ... and then ... it 
was over.


They lay on their bed, entwined lovingly in each other's arms, their bodies 
bathed in a sumptuous afterglow from their galvanic copulation.


Both knew a new day was dawning for their marriage.


* * *


THE END
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Foreword


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many centuries,
and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer for the individual
considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except that he must be true to himself.
The mature individual who has achieved this sort of self-honesty and completeness will
be little harmed or affected by the illogical or irrational opinions of others.
In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this truth like an
unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters faced up to their unusual
desires instead of trying to repress them, much of the anguish they suffered would
logically have been avoided.
The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor a
revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the wisest thinkers
through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be true," was Shakespeare's way of
saying the same thing; but it comes to us from still an earlier source, and one which not
even the most rigid moralist can contest... "Happy is he that condemneth not himself
for that which he alloweth himself. But he that doubteth is damned if he eat." Those
who deny others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to
consider this quote from Romans.
No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this ultimately
will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by looking at the past and
previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief glance backwards will also reveal that,
in such times, honored traditions and concepts were re-examined, and many times
discarded. What was considered fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it
isn't done" or "it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of
pleasure.
The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We offer no
further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this timely work. We now
suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. A work of art, no matter how
contemporary, should speak for itself.
-The Publisher


Chapter 1


Sarah Bellamy gave her long, blonde hair a few quick strokes that left it shining in a
huge curl on her shoulder. It gleamed against the cornflower blue of her modest
travelling suit, the one her mother had bought her at the last minute before her trip in
an effort to patch up their shaky family relations. Lois Bellamy had never been truly
convinced that her two lovely daughters were the sluts their father said they were,
anyway.
The mother stood now in the ornate, old-fashioned Oakland railroad station, waiting
for her seventeen year old daughter to make her final boarding preparations. The
Amtrak train stopped in Oakland for only ten minutes, and Sarah had to have
everything ready before it arrived.
As the beautiful, voluptuous figure of her younger daughter emerged from the ladies'
room, Lois Bellamy shook her head sadly. This is no kind of life for a young girl –
travelling here and there all the time, moving every three years to Germany, or Georgia,
or halfway around the world! At least her husband, Major Steven Bellamy, had spent
his last two assignments in San Francisco, so that Sarah had had a chance to go through
her adolescent years all in the same place!
Claire, their older daughter, hadn't had it so lucky. She had been thirteen when they'd
moved to Georgia, and sixteen when they'd been transferred to the Presidio in San
Francisco. She had finished high school the following year and then her father had
shipped her back to the military academy. "Since they're accepting girls now," Major
Bellamy had said, "Claire might as well go back there and learn some discipline! Christ
knows she needs it!" He hadn't said anything more, but Lois and Claire and probably
even young Sarah all knew what the man was talking about.
"Well, Mom," the younger daughter smiled bravely, "I guess that's everything..." There
wasn't much else she could say, without risking another flare-up of their tense little
family's emotions. Even though Lois had driven Sarah to Oakland alone, leaving Steven
back at the Presidio, the heavy, undefined influence of the powerful husband and father
permeated all their family relations.
"I guess so," Mrs. Bellamy said, giving Sarah a little squeeze around the waist. "Tell
Claire we love her, darling, whatever Daddy says... And don't forget to give her the
Christmas present..." The mother's eyes wandered off into the distance as the loud
clatter of the arriving train brought back memories of the years she had spent moving
from here to there, dragging her gorgeous young daughters along just to keep the little
family together. And now, they hadn't even seen their older girl in three years!
"I will," Sarah promised, brushing her mother's cheeks with her soft teenaged lips.
The last thing Lois said to her blonde daughter as Sarah climbed aboard was, "Don't
forget to change at Los Angeles!"
Through the double glass of the window by her seat, Sarah nodded that she wouldn't. It
wasn't as though she had never been on a train before. When the Bellamy's had lived in
Germany, the two young sisters used to take train rides of two or three hours, without
any adult supervision. But mothers are always the same, I guess, the seventeen year old
thought diplomatically, waving to Mrs. Bellamy as the train slowly pulled out of the
Oakland station.
It was eight-thirty in the morning, and as Sarah looked around her, she noticed that
most of the other passengers were still rumpled and confused by sleep, as a porter
hurried through the car offering orange juice to those who stirred. God, they must've
come all the way from Seattle, Sarah thought sympathetically, remembering the train
rides from her childhood. But she quickly shook the thoughts out of her mind. She was
going to be on the train for a long time herself, today. She was going all the way to San
Antonio, Texas.
Suddenly, the blonde girl's thought turned to the unseen Texas town she was going to
visit. It still felt strange to realize that Claire Bellamy no longer lived in San Francisco
with their family. How can my own sister live in San Antonio, Texas?
Sarah remembered how, three years ago, her older sister had been forced to enroll in
the Eastern Military Academy, as one of only five girls admitted that year, it had been
entirely Major Steven Bellamy's idea, and it had been entirely the result of an incident
that had happened during Claire's senior year in high school. Sarah had never learned
what that incident was. Her parents had considered that fourteen was too young for her
to hear about such things. And since then, there had been only silence where her older
sister was concerned.
I bet all that happened was Claire lost her virginity, the blonde girl decided for perhaps
the hundredth time. What else would cause their strict military father to go into such a
blind rage and condemn his older daughter to such a boring social fate as a disciplined
military academy? Although Sarah herself was still a virgin, and intended to remain that
way until she married, she didn't condemn girls her age who weren't. Why, if she
counted, she would probably have found that more than half the girls in her class at
Lowell High School were no more virginal than their mothers, and Sarah was no doubt
clearly in the minority.
But that wasn't the way Major Bellamy saw it. He still imagined that his young,
beautiful daughters were as pure and innocent as he had always expected girls to be
when he was in high school. He didn't make the connection between the fourteen year
old whores he fucked in high school and his own daughters. He probably thinks sex
only happens in the slums, the seventeen year old mused. It was the only possible
explanation for his treatment of her older sister.
Claire Bellamy had always been the more confident and vivacious of the two daughters.
In the first place, she was four years older than her pretty little sister, and she learned
very soon that Sarah depended on her for entertainment and companionship. Then,
too, there was something about the way Claire looked – her shining dark brown hair
that was exactly like her father's, her long, lithe body that was firm and compact rather
than full and rounded the way Sarah's was, and the lively sparkle of her brown eyes,
that made everyone who knew her look to her for direction.
It was truly a stroke of unprecedented luck that popular, active Claire Bellamy was
Sarah's own older sister. The blonde girl didn't know what she would have done
without the brunette, especially when they had first moved to San Francisco five years
ago. It had been Claire who had gone out and met all the people who eventually
became the girls' fast friends, until, of course, Claire had been sent back East.
Actually, Sarah mused, for the first time, Claire has just the type of personality that
would be perfect for the Army! She was a born leader, and people loved to follow her.
But no... the younger sister thought. That's impossible, now...
Although the Bellamy's hadn't seen their older daughter in three years – since the first
Christmas she had come home from the academy – Sarah had written to her
religiously, determined not to let a few thousand miles destroy their close sisterly ties.
That was how Sarah had found out the things she had never told her parents about her
older sister, the things that would surely have alienated their strict father even further.
There was that General's son, for one thing... and the group of football players in the
shower... Oh, God, the pretty blonde thought silently, no wonder she kept being
restricted to the campus! After her first year at the academy, Claire Bellamy had flunked
two courses, and she wasn't allowed to return home for the summer until she had made
up the courses. By the time her courses were complete, the brunette Major's daughter
didn't even want to come home to San Francisco, even to see the lovely little sister who
depended on her so much.
The second Christmas it had been the same story as the first summer. Claire had been
forbidden to leave the academy, because of disciplinary action for something that even
Sarah never found out about. By the summer of her sophomore year, Claire Bellamy
was no longer welcome in her father's house. Sarah had saved up her money and tried
to get her permission to visit her Aunt Gelda in Kansas, but Major Bellamy guessed
immediately that she planned to meet Claire there, and forbade it.
After her third year at the academy, Claire was dismissed. It wasn't an academic
dismissal, the letter to her parents explained; the lively brunette was simply unsuited to
military life and discipline, and it suggested that Major and Mrs. Bellamy enroll her in
some state college to finish her education.
Ooooooh, the blonde girl shuddered, remembering clearly the day that her parents had
received the letter. Steven Bellamy's face was literally purple with anger, and he spent
the whole afternoon on the phone, to his friends all over the country who were in high
enough positions to do what he wanted done. God, I was scared for Claire that day!
By nightfall, Claire's fate had been determined, without even the slightest word from
the girl herself. She had been stationed in San Antonio in the Army, as a Private with
the most despicable duty assigned to a woman. One week later she turned twenty-one,
and she began to fight for a discharge.
Sarah remembered the early letters Claire had written from San Antonio – full of
misery and depression, but without the slightest hint of remorse. Whatever she had
done at the military academy to get herself kicked out was probably intentional, Sarah
decided, since she had been forced to go there against her will. But at first, during last
May and June, it seemed that life on the Army base was even worse than the academy.
Later on in the summer, Claire's letters started to mellow out, and by fall, Sarah
detected the return of her sister's unquenchable zest for life. Claire even started writing
about coming to San Francisco on her first leave, since the transportation would be free
now that she was in the Army. But Sarah couldn't wait the whole year for her sister's
first leave... She took her Christmas money from Aunt Gelda, her grandparents, and her
Uncle Miles, added it to her small savings, and bought herself a round-trip train ticket
to San Antonio.
It was the first day of Christmas vacation from school, and although Sarah didn't
especially look forward to spending Christmas away from her parents, she was clearly
excited about the prospect of seeing the older sister she had been forbidden to see for
exactly three years.
Major Bellamy had been against the proposed trip from the start, but against his better
judgment, he had let his wife persuade him to let the girl go. "After all," Lois argued,
"what can happen on an Army base?"
"Plenty!" the irate father had bellowed, but he remembered a second too late that he
had always extolled military life for its moral virtues. "I mean..." he stammered, "you
never know what will happen the way they've liberalized the Army these past few years.
Some of those damn young faggots are even wearing beards, now!"
"Now, Steven!" Lois had protested, laying her hand on her husband's shoulder. "Sarah's
almost eighteen now, and she'll be going away to college next year anyway... It won't
hurt to let her have a little taste of travelling alone... remember when they were children
in Frankfurt!"
"Yes, yes, damn it, but it couldn't be helped then!" He shook his well-formed brown
haired head on his powerful neck. "I tell you, Lois, you don't know what these kids are
like today... Girls are nothing but goddamned street whores and these hippies don't do
anything but take drugs and fuck!"
"Steven!" Lois recoiled in horror at his use of the shocking obscenity. She had never
heard him say it before, even when they had had all that trouble with Claire three and a
half years ago.
The military man had instantly regretted his loss of control. Part of the reason he
prided himself on his success in the Army was precisely because he had such great
reserves of self-control, and swearing in front of his wife was inexcusable.
"Forgive me, Lois," he mumbled. "I shouldn't get so riled. Let Sarah take her damn
trip... but if anything happens to her, Lois, I'm warning you, if anything happens to
Sarah in Texas... that'll be the end of this family. I'll disinherit you all, and leave
everything to Brad's son. At least he has a sense of discipline."
Lois had ignored the threat, remembering only the fact that Steven had agreed to let
Sarah take the trip she had her heart set on. The mother had to tone her excitement
down, so that her husband wouldn't suspect that she, Lois, had as much interest in this
trip as the wide-eyed blonde seventeen year old, but she had managed to sneak out with
her daughter to go shopping for a nice, easy-care wardrobe of winter clothes for San
Antonio. Oh, if only I could persuade Steven to stop condemning Claire, Lois had
thought, then we could all take this trip together!
But the worried mother had settled for buying a nice set of underwear and lingerie for
her older daughter, since she didn't know what sort of outerwear the Army regulations
permitted for women. She'd tucked the package secretly into he younger daughter's
suitcase, so her husband wouldn't suspect that she was ignoring his strict censure of the
girl.
The train was clattering down the California coast south of the Monterey Bay, and
Sarah Bellamy walked back through the cars to the lounge. There were several young
people laughing and drinking sodas at the small restaurant-booth-like tables, probably
kids about Claire's age, going home from college for vacation. The blonde girl made her
way primly by the raucous young people, smiling slightly at the appreciative whistles of
the boys. Even though she still held firmly to the strict morals her father had brought
her up to cherish, Sarah had gotten used to the unnatural attention men of all ages paid
her. She was aware, somewhat embarrassedly, of the firm, ripe, over-development of her
voluptuous young body, particularly the upper portion of it. At thirteen, Sarah had
worn the same bra size as her seventeen year old sister – 34C – and now, seventeen
years old herself, the blonde's huge full breasts strained the seams of even the large 
Dcup bra she had to special-order from some of the downtown stores in San Francisco.
No matter what kind of deliberately modest clothes she wore, there was nothing Sarah
Bellamy could do to conceal her mature, arousing figure.
She sat down inconspicuously in one of the corners of the smoky lounge, and ordered a
hot chocolate from the polite young waiter who seemed to materialize out of nowhere.
He brought the drink almost instantaneously, winking suggestively as he set it down
only inches from the blonde's delectable breasts.
"First time you've been on the train, Miss?"
"It's the first time I've been on Amtrak," Sarah responded, blushing slightly as she
always did when she met a man. Oh, God, if only Claire was here! she would always
think, imagining how in minutes, her brunette older sister would have the whole
lounge car rolling in the aisle laughing, and moments later, all the young men would be
proposing hotly in her ear. My God, Sarah thought to herself, when Claire left she was
my age, and three guys had already proposed to her! I bet by now she's had twenty
different offers of marriage... going to a boys' college like that!
The young blonde teenager was so lost in her own thoughts that she failed to notice the
handsome young man who slid into the booth next to her as soon as the waiter had
judiciously left. The tiny cocktail tables were so close together, that if Sarah even leaned
slightly to the right, she would brush her arm across the stranger's bicep. Even though
it was the middle of December, the man wore no outer shirt, and Sarah guessed he
must have been on the train all night, judging from the way his clothes were wrinkled
and clinging to his firm muscled, well-formed body.
Sarah glanced quickly into the man's eyes, to confirm her suspicion that he was staring
at her. "Hi," she whispered, which was the boldest thing she had done in a long time.
But her imagination was still full of her older sister Claire, and she was unconsciously
doing what she imagined the older girl would have done.
"Hi, yourself," the man responded in a deep voice, sounding much older than he
looked. "Going far?"
"Texas," the blonde responded, taking her hot chocolate cup in both hands and sipping
carefully from the steaming surface.
The man's eyes lit up suddenly, and for a moment, he dropped his come-on and
exclaimed, "No shit? You're not putting me on?"
Sarah shook her head almost imperceptibly over the hot chocolate.
"Well, how do you like that?" the older man smiled. "The prettiest girl on the whole
damn train, and she's going to Texas!"
Sarah didn't see what the stranger was marvelling at. In a twenty-two car passenger
train there were bound to be several people going to Texas, and she didn't know what
was so remarkable about herself being one of them.
"Well, I'll be goddamned," the man was saying. "You wouldn't be going to San
Antonio, would you?"
Now it was Sarah's turn to drop her jaw in surprise. "Why, yes," she breathed, "I am!"
Then, after a pause, the reason for the man's excitement dawned on her. "Are you
going there, too?"
"I sure as hell am," he responded, laughing heartily as he raised his finger to summon
the waiter. "Whiskey sour, and... another of whatever she's got for the little lady," he
told the young waiter, who looked longingly at the blonde girl who seemed already to
be taken.
"Hot chocolate," Sarah said quickly, "but I've hardly started this one..."
"Well, I have a feeling that you and I are going to have a lot to talk about... what did
you say your name was?" he asked suddenly. "I'm Gilbert – Gilbert Hoyt."
"Sarah... Bellamy," the blonde whispered, losing her courage now that the excitement of
the coincidence had worn off.
"Bellamy... Bellamy," the handsome man repeated musingly. "Where have I heard that
name before?... Oh, well, it doesn't matter. Are you travelling alone?"
The girl nodded silently, as she felt her boldness becoming more and more remote. She
tried to ease inconspicuously away from Gilbert Hoyt's table, but she accidentally
shoved into the occupant of the table on her other side, a man about the age of her
father who appeared to be napping in the relative comfort of the booth.
"Unnh," the man groaned, opening his eyes to stare up at the mounding firm
protrusion of the teenager's provocative left breast. "Millie, is that you?" he said
slurringly under his breath. A big, bony hand snaked up eerily from the side of his
semi-reclining body to reach for the erotically rounded breast. Oh, God, he's drunk! the
young girl thought in horror, recoiling instantly in the other direction, nearly knocking
her hot chocolate over as she leaned right into Gilbert Hoyt's huge powerful chest.
Through the thin white T-shirt he wore, Sarah could feel the rock-hard ripples of his
well-developed muscles, and she was embarrassed that she had noticed how masculine
they seemed.
"Oh, Gilbert, I-I'm sorry... I d-didn't mean..." She glanced fearfully at the occupant of
the seat on her left, whose glazed over eyes were still staring leeringly at her trembling
young form. She tried to straighten herself up in the narrow seat provided for her table,
but she was surprised to find that the handsome man on her right failed to release his
grip around her slender shoulder.
"That's all right, Sarah," the friendly young man said calmly. "I'm glad I could help
you..." The frightened blonde was too nervous to look anywhere but straight, ahead,
then, but even then her blue eyes only met the dark suggestive gaze of the young
waiter, who was staring undisguisedly at the gorgeous young girl. Sarah tried to twist
her head around to look out the window, but Gilbert's powerful shoulder prevented any
movement in that direction either. Oh. God! she whispered to herself. Daddy was right!
Men are just animals... and I shouldn't have come on this trip alone!
For the next fleeting moment, Sarah tried to convince herself that everything would be
all right in two days, when she would arrive in San Antonio and meet Claire. But what
could she do until then? How could she avoid the leering pairs of eyes that seemed to
come out of nowhere to bore burning holes mentally through the front of her light-blue
silk blouse, undressing her right to the flesh with their lustful gazes? Oh, God, if only
Claire was here! she thought again.
Summoning all her strength, the pretty blonde teenager removed Gilbert Hoyt's arm
from her shoulder and sat up straight. She gulped down the remains of her hot
chocolate and announced that she was going to the dining car to get some lunch.
"You can't do that," Gilbert said abruptly. "You have to sign up for a reservation...
which I already did, for two," he added proudly. "I was hoping you'd join me for
lunch..." The poor girl's head was spinning with conflicting emotions and impressions.
The way she felt now, she knew she wouldn't be able to eat anyway, any more than she
had been able to eat the breakfast her mother had prepared for her back in San
Francisco at six this morning. Seven hours without food was a long time to go, she
knew, but her mind was in such a turmoil that she didn't know what o do.
Forcefully, she made herself concentrate on the problem as clearly as she could. Of the
three directly threatening gentlemen, the waiter, the drunk, and Gilbert Hoyt, the least
dangerous was obviously Gilbert. But at the same time, back in her seat in the
passenger car, Sarah had not been bothered by anyone at all, except the kindly old
porter who had been serving orange juice when she had boarded in Oakland.
Obviously, the correct thing for her to do now was return to her reserved seat in the
passenger car and hope that when they changed trains this evening in Los Angeles the
drunk and the waiter would stay on this train. Then, she reasoned, she would have only
Gilbert to contend with, and it would be night-time anyway.
"Thank you," she said calmly in response to Gilbert's original invitation, after too long
a pause. "But I think I'll just get a sandwich... I'm pretty hungry right now..." The
handsome brown-haired man nodded knowingly, and Sarah was sure he could read all
her fearfully anxious thoughts. Still, the friendly smile never faded from his face and he
responded matter-of-factly.
"Dinner, then," he said. "We have a two and a half hour layover in LA, and that'll give
us time for a nice meal off the train. Let me tell you, Sarah, the stint from LA to San
Antonio is a long haul... You will appreciate the chance for a break!"
"Okay... okay..." the blonde teenager replied absently. Putting off the problem was
almost the same as solving it, at this point, and at least she could call her mother from
LA if anything really terrible happened. She tripped back through the rocking railroad
cars and heavy sliding doors until she came to car 1411, where she had two whole seats
to herself. She bought a sandwich from the old smiling porter, but it was only half
eaten by the time she fell asleep.
To her surprise, Sarah didn't awaken when the train screeched to a halt in the Los
Angeles terminal. She might have even missed her connection had not Gilbert Hoyt
searched the entire train until he found her seated in the car only two cars up from his.
He shook her by the shoulder and aroused her, helping her out with her carry-on
luggage and making it impossible for her to beg off dinner.
As it turned out. however, dinner with the lively, insistent young man was nowhere
near as ominous as the blonde girl had imagined it would be. Gilbert was nothing like
the high school boys she had dated with her father's grudging consent. He seemed to be
much more at ease, and less suggestive than the guys she knew. He was more like the
sophisticated guys Claire used to go out with when she was a senior in high school.
Sarah found herself relaxing noticeably during the dinner, and when she found out that
Gilbert Hoyt was a private in the Army stationed at the very same base as her sister, the
blonde girl was genuinely anxious to see him again.
"That's exactly where I'm going right now, Gilbert!" she exclaimed over dessert. "My
sister's been stationed there since last May and I'm going to visit her..."
"Your sister?" the young man repeated incredulously. "You mean you have a sister
who's a WAC?" From his experience, Gilbert thought of WAC's in the same way he
thought of spinster aunts and old-maid schoolteachers. They were efficient enough in
their work, but outside of their work, they were nobody to mess with. The thought that
this lovely young creature from San Francisco could possibly have a sister who was in
the Army was totally contradictory to anything he had ever thought about the women
in the Army.
"Well, I guess so," Sarah answered uncertainly. She still wasn't exactly clear on Claire's
status in the military. She new that the only reason her sister had enlisted at all was at
her father's insistence, and Sarah wasn't sure that that made Claire a regular WAC or
what. "She works in the dental section," the teenager explained irrelevantly.
Suddenly Gilbert slammed his fist into the table, sending the small, dishes of caramel
custard leaping into the air. "That's where I heard that name before!" he exclaimed, so
loudly that several of the other patrons in the fairly nice restaurant turned around to
stare at them. "It was two months ago, when I went to have a filling at the infirmary...
The chick who did the cleaning and stuff was a WAC with "Bellamy" on her name tag."
His dark eyes sparkled speculatively. "I remember how I was going to ask her out, but
the dentist looked at me like I was some kind of rapist or something..." Gilbert
chuckled softly. "Christ, your sister acted like she was one fine piece, too... no offense,"
he added as an afterthought, his gaze wandering back to the voluptuous curves of the
young blonde. He couldn't really remember what the older Bellamy girl looked like, but
he knew she must have been something else or he wouldn't have bothered to look at
her name tag. His brain reeled at the thought of a family with not one but two
gorgeous-looking delectable young girls, and the idea of their both being together a
thousand miles from their parents had a definitely erotic suggestion to it.
Hell, he thought to himself. The sister is bound to meet Sarah at the train station, and
then I'll be able to escort them both back to the base!
Shit, what a great Christmas this'll be!


Chapter 2


"Claire!"
"Sarah! Oh, God, darling!"
"Claire, you look fantastic!"
"How was the trip?"
Gilbert Hoyt stood quietly in the background while the two Bellamy sisters laughed and
cried into each other's arms. He concealed a smile of recognition when he caught sight
of the older Bellamy girl, remembering instantly the firmly rounded curve of her sexy
little buttocks, outlined provocatively even through the straight simple skirt of her
WAC uniform. Her short, curling brown hair fell alluring over the soft, pixie-like
features of her sensual face, and his cock stirred uncomfortably as he saw the way she
squeezed and pressed up against the younger blonde girl. Christ, he'd like to have
traded places with either one of those girls right then!
Claire led her sister over to the car she had waiting. It belonged to a bunk-mate of hers,
Dee Withers, and the redhead was waiting behind the wheel when the two joyful sisters
came up.
"Dee, this is my sister Sarah, and Sarah, this is my roommate, Dee... I just know you'll
love each other. Sarah, Dee had a little sister who's seventeen, too" As always, Claire
jumped right into the center of things, getting everyone acquainted and at ease.
The blonde sister turned around tentatively as Claire loaded her small carry-on bags
into the back seat of Dee's car.
"I was with... I mean, I met a guy on the train, Claire..." Sarah said nervously. Gilbert
seemed to have disappeared, and Sarah hadn't even said goodbye to him or found out
which barracks he stayed in.
"Oh, wonderful!" Claire enthused. "Is he nice? Where was he going?"
"Here!" Sarah exclaimed. "He was standing right behind me..."
"Well, then, he must be back inside the station. We have to go get your suitcase
anyway. We'll find him, Sarah," the brunette said efficiently, taking Sarah by the arm
and leading her back into the station. But even before they got inside, Gilbert Hoyt
strode out confidently, carrying a large light blue suitcase with the initials "SB" on it, as
well as a small, crumpled duffle bag that was obviously Army issue, "Why, he's a
soldier!" Claire gasped, seeing instantly the look that the older man gave her younger
sister. "I'm in the Army, too," she said by way of introduction. "My name's Claire."
"I know," Gilbert winked. "You cleaned my teeth two months ago."
For a fleeting second, Claire's forehead wrinkled in concentration, as if she was
searching her vast memory bank for some remembrance of the handsome man who
seemed to be so interested in her sister. None came, but she flashed a quick, brilliant
smile anyway. "Of course! You're uh...?"
"Gil... Gilbert Hoyt... I had a filling done, too..."
"Oh, of course!" Claire repeated, still vague as to what the man was like. But Sarah was
such a little prude – or at least she had been three years ago – that Claire was sure any
man she was attracted to would be safe.
"Well, come on, Gil," Claire said brightly. "My friend Dee has a car and if you don't
have to report for an hour or so, why don't you let us drive you back to base? We're
going straight there anyway..." Gil glanced at the open Jeep that was sent to the train to
meet any soldiers who didn't have any transportation back to the Army base. He looked
at Dee's old but enclosed Ford sedan, and the decision was easy. "Okay, Claire, you
talked me into it." He looped his arm around Sarah's sister's waist, and with his other
arm, he encircled the blonde by the shoulder, marching proudly between the two most
gorgeous chicks he had ever seen in his life. And they're sisters!


* * *


Claire popped down beside her sister on the wide, soft motel bed. Her dark eyes were
shining as she watched the younger girl slowly unbutton the blouse she had worn for
nearly two days, except for the short time she had been able to sleep on the long train
ride. God, Sarah had really grown since Claire had gone to the academy. Her whole
body was filled out maturely, like some starlet in a porno flick, but her frame was still
slender and dainty, just like her fragile personality. Shit, if only Sarah had gone through
what I've been through, the curly-haired brunette thought wistfully.
Aloud, she said, "Did I ever tell you about the time that...?" But then she stopped short.
In all probability, Sarah was still ? virgin, although no girl in that fantastic body should
be allowed to remain pure. But the seventeen-year-old blonde still lived at home with
their tyrannical father, so it was hard to imagine a situation in which Sarah would have
the opportunity to enter full mature womanhood. Lord knows it had been hard enough
even for hot-blooded Claire to find ways of avoiding her father's censuring regulations,
although she had, naturally, found ways of getting around them. But Sarah was
definitely the more timid of the two Bellamy sisters, so it was doubtful that she would
have the courage to ignore her father's commands.
Sarah pulled the clinging light-blue silk blouse away from her soft, slim shoulders,
revealing the bulging white lace cups of her sexy brassiere. Claire sucked in her breath
automatically, with a combination of envy and appreciation. Even she had not imagined
that Sarah would become this voluptuous. God!
Instinctively, the brunette reached upwards to touch the firm fleshy orbs, but Sarah
turned away suddenly, as if to avoid the embarrassing gaze of the sister she had not
seen in three years. Something about Claire's presence in the little motel room while
she was undressing made her nervous, almost as if there had been a man in there
watching her. It was silly, she knew, but still, she couldn't shake the feeling. Claire
seemed somehow different, not that she was in the Army, and completely self-sufficient,
independent of their parents. It was almost as if the older girl was wild and untamed,
suddenly released from a restrictive prison of orals and social values. The seventeen
year-old couldn't verbalize the uneasy feeling she felt, though, so she merely continued
to undress, with her pretty curving back to her twenty-one year old sister.
When Sarah turned back to her suitcase finally to get a bath towel, she was shocked to
see that Claire, too, had removed all her clothing!
"Wha-?" the blonde girl said, her voice barely above a whisper.
Claire smiled prettily, the way she smiled when she was showing a man she was
interested. "You've grown up," she said simply, "and I guess you could say I'm ready to
appreciate it..." Sarah didn't like the suggestive tone of her sister's voice at all. She
sensed with the accuracy of youth that there was something sinister on her gorgeous
sister's mind, but she couldn't bring herself to realize what it was.
"Claire, what do you mean?" her voice was quavering.
"I mean... Wait a minute, Sarah. Are you a virgin?"
"My God, Claire!" the girl exclaimed. "You know I am!"
"Good... I mean... Well, have you ever had an orgasm?" Claire's frankness was shocking
to the high school girl, and she recoiled instinctively. This was just the way she had felt
on the train... But Claire was her own sister! Sarah didn't say anything.
"I guess not," Claire said. "Well, I was going to tell you about the time I first got it on
with a woman, but I decided, well, to show you."
"Claire, I don't understand!" the blonde fairly screamed. This was so totally unexpected
and unnatural that Sarah couldn't even be morally offended. All she could do was stand
there and gape, while Claire changed positions on the double bed, patting a spot beside
her own naked body.
"Come on, honey, sit by me. I want to tell you something..." Dumbly, the seventeen
year-old girl followed her sister's, instructions. She was so used to doing anything
Claire told her to do as a little girl, that even the ominous request seemed almost
normal, but Sarah was anything but relaxed.
Claire rolled over slightly to make room for the younger girl, her hands reaching out
tremblingly to her blonde sister's rapidly rising and falling chest. Her fingers began to
anxiously flutter over the untouched sensuous flesh of Sarah's mounding breasts, as
delicious tremors of excitement shuddered the older girl's frame. God, she was going to
enjoy this as much as she ever enjoyed going to bed with a man...
Claire was what some people call AC-DC. She couldn't help it, nor did she have any
desire to. The cruel months of being cooped up in the seven-room girl's dormitory at
the military academy had taught the pretty brunette to take it where she could get it,
much as being in prison would have. Now that she was in the Army, Claire had had
the opportunity to meet a lot more men, but it was still sometimes difficult for her to
find time alone with them. Life on the base was so controlled, you almost had to go
into town and rent a motel room to get any privacy.
"Claire, please..." Sarah murmured in a voice that was almost a whimper. Strange
electric sensations were shooting through her from the places her sister touched, but the
young girl didn't know what to do. She didn't like to tell Claire to stop, not when she'd
only been in San Antonio for two hours and she hadn't seen the older girl in three
years!
"Oh, Sarah, honey... You know I wouldn't hurt you, don't you? Or has Daddy been
filling your head with all those lies...?"
"Daddy never talks about you," the blonde responded miserably. She was beginning to
get an idea why, but she didn't want to think it. Not about her own sister!
"Well, Sarah," Claire said musingly, her voice faraway and dreamy, "let me tell you
about something that happened at the academy. Remember when I had to stay there
during the summer after my freshman year?"
The blonde girl nodded slightly, her head rocking back into the soft pillow so her hair
splayed around her like a golden halo of innocence. Her lips were very pale and soft
and they trembled like leaves in the wind as she listened to her sister's story.
"You want to know the real reason I had to stay there? It wasn't those dumb courses I
flunked. I could've passed those tests in less than a week..." Sarah's mind drifted back
over the tens, perhaps hundreds, of letters she had received in the past three-and-a-half
years. Their lurid revelations and lewd tales always brought on a gnawing, indefinable
pain like a torch flame in her little white belly, and she sensed that Claire's story was
going to be one of those. The brunette had done everything, Sarah knew, so she would
certainly have some lust-filled experiences to relate in person.
"Okay," Sarah shivered, her body growing warmer by the second with Claire's
incestuous stroking.
"Well, the week before final exams they call dead week, because they're not supposed to
have any activities or anything. The guys are all restricted to their dorms, and the girls,
well, there were only five of us. You can imagine how lonely it was to be eating all
alone in that grubby old mess hall after all the guys were done... We weren't even
allowed to study together. We had separate sections of the library!"
"What if you needed a book?"
"Oh, they had people that would go get books and stuff for you," Claire responded off
handedly. It was just like her scholarly little sister to think of something like that! "But
can you imagine how frustrated we got? Without any cocks for a whole week?"
"Oh, Claire, don't talk like that!" Sarah protested.
"I'm serious, Sarah," the brunette went on, ignoring her sister's intervention. "Finally
another girl and I snuck out the window in the bathroom – it was the only place that
they didn't have bars across, because they figured it was too high up for us to climb out
anyway...
"We went across the yard to the men's dorm, and knocked on the window of a guy we
knew – a cadet from Florida. He let us in through the back door, because he was the
dormitory monitor and they gave him a key. Well, anyway, I went into one of the dorm
rooms and my friend went into another... We didn't even know the guys that were in
the rooms...
"The room I went in was occupied by a Navy Admiral's son – he was a lot more
handsome than the General's son I wrote to you about. His name was Karl, and we
started necking and petting – God, Sarah, I was so horny I didn't even ask him his
name until afterwards! He was pretty hot himself, and he started grabbing me all over,
and before I knew it, my panties were so wet I was creaming all over this guy Karl's
bed. He knew he had it made right then, and I was just about ready for anything.
"Then, all of a sudden, I see this huge cock! God, Sarah, it was just about the finest I'd
ever seen – and I'd seen a few in San Francisco before Dad put me in that academy. It
was so big and smooth and hard... I guess I'd just never really looked at one close up
like that before. Always when I fucked a guy we were trying to sneak around and hide
from someone... Well, this time, it was my trip, you see. Like I started it, and I could do
just about anything I wanted with this big dude. He was handsome as hell, too...
"So, the first thing I did, Sarah, was I started sucking his lovely huge cock! It was so
great! When he came in my mouth it was like thick, fresh cream sliding down my
throat."
Sarah flinched uncomfortably when her older sister described the creamy taste and
feeling. Was that really what it was like to suck a guy off? The blonde girl remembered
the hot chocolate she had drunk on the train when she first met Gil Hoyt. God, I
wonder if his penis would taste like that, she caught herself thinking, and then abruptly
her imagination was jerked back to her older sister's story.
"I swear, honey, it was fantastic. For a long time after that I couldn't get enough cock in
my mouth – honestly! That's why I stayed back east all summer, because all the young
recruits kept coming to look over the campus, and I'd be right there waiting with my
mouth hanging open. Of course, I let Karl fuck me, too; my pussy was about to burst
with all that energy I'd been storing up all week. But later on, that summer, actually, I
learned to cum from just sucking a guy's cock until it came in my mouth, you know? I
could get off just from the taste of that hot cum gushing down my throat."
Claire stopped and took a deep breath, her brown eyes roving expectantly over her
younger sister's tense young nakedness. Her voice was softer and more melodious,
almost sultry, when she continued. "So anyway, Sarah, I liked male cum so much I
figured I just had to have a taste of female cum... And, darling, I just can't wait to taste
your lovely virgin cum!"
"Claire, no! My God, what's happening?" the young blonde teenager cried out in shock.
The obscene story of her older sister's exploits at the 99% male military academy was
inciting enough; did she have to go on and make lewd suggestions about Sarah, too?
But the naked brunette smiled knowingly. Even if Sarah was sexually backward
compared to her sister, Claire knew that she would bring the beautiful blonde girl
around. Why, if Gilbert Hoyt was planning to fuck the pretty girl from San Francisco,
wouldn't it be better for Sarah to have just a little bit of experience beforehand? Claire
continued to massage her sister's mounding breasts and stroked her hands down over
her smooth, translucent skin, feeling her begin to squirm hotly around beside her.
"Climb over me and kneel down upside down on top of me with your face over my
pussy, honey," the brunette girl instructed.
Her naked flesh covered with tiny quivering goosebumps, Sarah sighed softly and
followed her sister's instructions and climbed over, kneeling on all fours with her head
just above Claire's lewdly undulating belly and her knees spread wide on either side of
her sister's head below.
"That's right," the older girl whispered hotly. "Now, I want you to do just what I do,
and that way you can taste me while I taste you... When I kiss your cunt, you kiss
mine... When I lick your little clitoris, you lick mine..." She took in the creamy smooth
beauty of her sister's total nakedness cowering there uncertainly – the full swaying
breasts that teasingly brushed their nipples across her bare abdomen, the firm slightly
trembling thighs that blended so smoothly up into a gentle curve with the smoothly
curved crease of her asscheeks hardly inches away from Claire's face.
Claire looked up into the warm inviting slit of her own little sister's pinkly fur-lined
pussy nestled there only inches away from her moist full lips, and she felt a knot in her
stomach as it tightened with anticipation. Christ, I've waited for so long to get my
tongue up inside Sarah's delicious little pussy. I don't care if it is forbidden! She has to
learn sometime, doesn't she? And I finally have the chance to teach her!
With a soft mewling purr rolling from her lips, Claire reached up and locked her hands
around the smooth delicate curve of her sister's back and gently pulled the nakedly
trembling pussy slit down toward her suddenly hungrily watering mouth. Sarah
hesitated at first, jerking away instinctively as her conscience screamed at her to stop
this incestuous wickedness before it was too late; but a simple reassuring word from
Claire was enough to ease the sudden tension, and Claire could feel her sister's flesh
surrender in her own grip as those slim perfectly-sculpted hips moved closer to her face.
A visible, rippling shiver raced through the young blonde's body as Claire made that
first sensation-charged contact with the sparse hair around Sarah's warmly quivering
young cunt lips. Claire sighed audibly, closed her brown eyes, and pressed her lips
tightly against her sister's warmly perfumed furrow. She felt the younger girl tense
again, her thigh muscles hardening in the first wickedly erotic heat of incestuous
lesbianism!
Timidly, her heart pounding savagely beneath the soft feminine flesh of her breasts,
Sarah followed her sister's example and lowered her own lips until her head was resting
against the firm flatness of Claire's abdomen and her cheek was brushing against the
gentle mound of her now softly throbbing pussy. She paused there, afraid to think, to
question... What is this weird exciting thing that Claire wants me to do?... Oh, what
would Mom and Daddy think?
Claire delicately touched her pale moist lips to the fragrant, curl-fringed cleft between
her sister's thighs, sensing the wild, vibrating shivers of fanning passion that just her
first touch was sending through her kid sister's squirmingly panting nude body. Sarah
imitated her sister as she had been told, and when Claire began to sensuously caress the
hot pink folds of her widely spread young cunt, she followed with the same, her lips
and tongue tentatively brushing her sister's naked vaginal lips in mindless mimicry.
"That's right, Sarah," came the older girl's muffled encouragement between tonguing
caresses. "You're doing just fine... I love to feel you lick me there!"
Sarah tried not to think of what she was doing, only of the powerful effects her sister's
lavings were having on the flaming desires that had so painfully tied her very insides
into taut knots. Claire's frenzied mouthings between her wide-splayed thighs grew more
and more frantic, and she reciprocated without hesitating this time. Like the older girl,
she burrowed her tongue between Claire's pink, moistly quivering pussy lips and found
the warm inner recesses of her damp, fervent slit and her tongue wriggled teasingly
between the soft fleshy walls. Claire's tongue seemed to be moving at some inhuman
speed, and Sarah found her whole body writhing and squirming as if an electric wire
had been touched torturously to her naked cuntal dampness. Claire's snaking, probing
tongue wormed slipperily in and out of her narrow pink passage, prodding the sensitive
walls of her virginal pussy with lizard-like darting thrusts that brought a shiver of
forbidden excitement to her spine each time her tongue brushed over the now eagerly
pulsing lips of her vagina.
The young blonde knew for the first time then what was coming now, and her brain
was reeling insanely with an impossible combination of ecstatic anticipation and
shameful dread. She was rapidly losing control of her body to her older sister's skilled
tongue-fucking up between her thighs, and it would be only moments before she
became a screaming, writhing bundle of rampant nerve-endings the way her older sister
had described in her long, lewd letters to the young innocent teenager. Oh, God! Why
can't I keep my senses? What's wrong with me?
Claire held her arms locked around the small of Sarah's back, forcing the girl's writhing
cuntal heat tightly down against her own probing, sucking, nibbling lips. Of all the
seething, oozing cum that the older girl had tasted in her vast sexual experiences with
both men and women, she thought that there was none anywhere so near as sweet as
the seeping virginal juices that were being squeezed out from her gorgeous little sister's
hungrily awakening young cuntal walls.
"Ooooh, Claire... Y-you were right," the blonde moaned above her sister, her warm
breath washing tantalizingly over the older girl's opening spread vaginal mound. "It
feels soooo good! My God, it feels good, Claire. I like it... I love it!"
The older Bellamy sister's lips searched every pore, every hidden crevice of the younger
girl's softly yielding cuntal flesh, snaking hotly up into the tight warm cleft of her
unused vagina, nibbling teasingly at the young, untried bud of her eagerly quivering
clitoris. But Sarah was not the only one getting excited by this incestuous passion. Now
the young girl's feverish, timid lingual caresses were building their own delicious heat
in Claire's experienced loins, and she could feel her own orgasmic crescendo rising in
steady rhythm with her sister's. She gripped Sarah's naked hips tighter and ground her
whole face into her hotly quivering pussy, ramming her long, teasing tongue far up into
the young girl's voraciously clasping cuntal sheath.
Sarah could feel the strange, indescribable build-up of heat seeming to rise from the pit
of her whitely quivering belly, but she didn't know that it was the signal of her
approaching climax. She found it harder and harder to think clearly enough to follow
her older sister's example, and her pink moist tongue plunged spasmodically in and out
of Claire's heated pussy, seemingly without direction from her brain. And then
suddenly, without warning, Sarah's last reserve of decency seemed to shatter in a
million pieces and she locked her long legs tightly around Claire's neck and face. "Oh
God! God! God! God! Claire, that feels soooo fantastic when you lick my pussy like
that! I can't... I can't believe it!"
They were locked together now in an obscene, incestuous tangle of supple intertwining
nudity and shivering, frenzied flesh, a wanton, forbidden embrace that might have
come straight from the island of Lesbos in some mythological era. Their lips and
tongues brought each other wave after crashing wave of profanely salacious ecstasy as
they suctioned and licked at each other's lewdly palpitating young pussy holes. Sarah
was without thought of morality or decency now as she sucked and kissed and licked
just as her older, experienced sister was doing to her own wildly inflamed cunt and
within seconds, they were lasciviously ground together as one, a sobbing, gasping tangle
of sensual femininity.
Strangely, Claire was the first to arrive at that painfully sought-after pinnacle of sexual
release. "Ooooh, shit!" she wailed into the heated moist air of the lust-inspiring motel
room. "Sarah, I'm cumming! Keep sucking me there, keep moving your tongue fast
inside my cunt... oh, fast! I'm cumming!" Her body thrashed like a gaffed serpent
beneath her sister's unfelt weight and Claire grasped with her sharp painted nails the
smooth, voluptuous curves of her kid sister's creamy naked hips and held her loins
tightly in place against her ravenously sucking and nibbling lips. She sucked hard and
fast and furiously, without pausing for breath until her lungs were about to explode, in
a frantic effort to make her sister cum, too. She wanted more than anything for Sarah to
cum around her hotly swirling tongue too, so the seventeen-year-old would stop
thinking of the carnal pleasures of sex in the same light that their father had taught
them to think of it. And now, the young blonde was smashing her pelvis involuntarily
down into her sister's working mouth, and Claire knew that she only had to bring her
to the edge. Only a few more seconds... She's almost there...
"Aaaaooouuu! Aiiiieee! Oh, yes, Claire! Oh, yes!" Sarah cried out in ecstatic passion.
"My God, I'm cumming! I know it! I'm cumming, too, Claire! I'm cumming tooooo!"
Their upside down nakedly grinding young bodies were fused together as if they had
been struck by lightning, the whole, smooth length of unbroken curves and hollows of
their two voluptuous figures ground tightly and moistly together in a wanton
incestuous fusion of their frenzied, mutual orgasms. Their naked thighs and bellies
trembled and quivered in unison as the final pangs of this salacious union shivered out
of control inside them, still locked tightly together in the last dying throes of their
frantically shared lust.
Finally, still quaking feverishly, they fell apart like two halves of a mold, Sarah's
reddened face a mask of rekindled shame and anguish while her sister just smiled that
suggestive, mysterious smile that she wore when her imagination was poring over new
and untried ideas.


Chapter 3


It was only a short distance from Sarah's motel to the Army installation just on the
edge of San Antonio, but the blonde girl decided to take a bus anyway, until she
learned the tricks of getting in and out of the lightly guarded base. Gil Hoyt had
advised it before Dee Withers had dropped him off yesterday, and the redhead herself
had agreed that it was the best thing to do until she learned her way around.
It was early, barely nine o'clock, when the uncrowded bus bearing Sarah Bellamy was
cleared to enter the installation. The seventeen-year-old alighted near the enlisted men's
mess the way her sister had instructed her to, but her sister's redheaded friend had not
arrived yet. Sarah looked around confusedly, trying to guess which of the identical
barracks housed her sister and Dee Withers, and wondering which was the temporary
home of Gilbert Hoyt.
The pretty young blonde sat down on a green painted bench and began to read a
remnant of the newspaper she had brought with her from San Francisco. It was three
days old by now, but she hadn't had the time to read it on the train, and since she
didn't have the slightest idea what to do on the mysterious Army base, she figured she
might as well stay outside. That way, if one of the three people she did know came by,
they would at least see her!
By ten, the seventeen-year-old traveler was worried. Dee Withers was supposed to have
met her at nine, and now Sarah didn't know what to do. A small hexagonal check
station was located just at the entrance to the Army base, and the confused girl made
her way back the way the bus had come, to ask the man at the gate how to find
someone on base.
The guard was a friendly young officer, a Lieutenant who had graduated from the same
academy where Claire Bellamy had gone to school. He recognized her name
immediately when Sarah gave it, since at the time, there had been only five women on
the whole campus, and Sarah's sister was by far the most sensuous and exciting of the
five.
He seemed surprised that Claire was stationed here. "You're kidding!" he exclaimed
when Sarah told him. "I'll have to look her up!" He winked lasciviously, and the
seventeen-year-old had a pretty good idea of what he was thinking about.
"Yes, how do you look someone up on this base?" the girl asked quickly, grateful for a
way to change the subject and get the information she needed both at the same time.
"The directory," the young man replied, reaching for a gray telephone-book book-sized
folder with names written so small that you would almost need a magnifying glass to
read them. "Well, I'll be damned!" he said to himself, finding the barracks and room
number of C. Bellamy and D. Withers. "Old Claire really is here! What a break!" He
happily showed the blonde girl how to get to her older sister's room, cautioning her to
avoid officers, but assuring her that nothing really terrible would happen if she was
caught on base. "Just tell them you're looking for Claire Bellamy, and I'll bet they let
you right on through," he grinned lasciviously.
Sarah followed his directions to the faded green quonset huts to which the privates in
the WAC were assigned. The long, low buildings seemed to be completely deserted
except for some tired-looking women dressed in plain dark green dresses who seemed
to be cleaning up the dormitory rooms. The blonde girl felt conspicuous dressed in
street clothes the way she was, but she hurried past the group of women without
looking up. A strange muffled sound attracted her attention as she passed the building
where her sister supposedly stayed.
Standing on tiptoes, the pretty blonde teenager was able to peer above the edge of an
open window, with no screen or glass to separate her from what was happening inside.
And what was happening inside was something to see!
"Oh!" the girl gasped, involuntarily. "Oh, my!"
A young girl, her trim and busty figure struggling to assert itself through the loose
fitting modest uniform of the Women's Army Corps was lying on her side on a low, flat
regulation bunk. Beside her, a large Irish setter with a gleaming red coat drooled
hungrily, as if he was waiting for the girl to give him something. For a few seconds
Sarah didn't recognize the voluptuous redhead whose skirt was inching up magically
over her perfectly-shaped thighs. But then the younger Bellamy daughter sucked in her
breath again and glanced over to the door.
Two small nameplates were affixed to the door jamb, "C. Bellamy," and "D. Withers".
Both names were followed by a series of numbers and small schedule cards that were
supposed to show where they were at all times. Dee Withers' schedule card said she was
supposed to be in a veterinarian training class from ten-thirty to eleven-thirty. This is
veterinarian training? the teenager thought curiously, as she stood on her toes again to
see what her sister's bunkmate was doing.
"Oh, Lord!" The lovely redhead lowered a plate of food under the setter's nose and she
curled her long, slender legs up under her on the bed while he sniffed it, before
devouring it in a huge gulp. For a moment, Sarah almost relaxed enough to knock on
the door and ask why Dee hadn't come to meet her at the mess hall, but what
happened then nearly took the innocent young girl's breath away!
Dee Withers began to unbutton her blouse while the sleek Irish setter looked on. She
moved anxiously, almost tensely, and Sarah got the distinct impression that the redhead
was planning to do something forbidden, something wild and wicked, and definitely
against Army regulations. But the inexperienced young girl had no way of guessing
what this lewd forbidden thing was.
Claire Bellamy's roommate wasn't even wearing a bra, and her full breasts swung freely
from her stiff cotton uniform as she eagerly stripped away her blouse and skirt in turn.
Sarah could see their twin rich swells and the soft pinkness of her large firm nipples,
and she couldn't help being reminded of yesterday afternoon, when her own sister had
taunted and tantalized her by sucking her own huge fleshy tits.
As Dee slid sensuously out of her thin nylon panties, the spying teenager gasped again.
The redhead's back was to the window, but her firmly curved asscheeks were quivering
with anticipation as she hurriedly removed her loafers, stockings and skimpy white
garter belt, standing, finally, completely naked in front of the drooling beast and the
voyeuristically watching eyes of the sister of her roommate.
"Oooooh, Red," Dee crooned softly, unaware that there was anyone outside to hear her.
The cleaning crew had been through early today; it was Monday, and they always
started at this end of the barracks on Mondays. The redheaded Private had snuck back
to the small room right after her morning detail at the mess hall, completely forgetting
her promise to Claire that she would meet Sarah in front of the building and take her
around the" base for an informal tour. On Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays the
curvaceous redheaded roommate of Sarah's sister had her veterinary science class, and it
always afforded her the opportunity of 'stealing' the Irish setter for an hour or so,
before the dog would be missed by his civilian owner, who brought him to the base
specifically for the classes.
Now, the big dog and the young WAC were seemingly alone in the small double room
where Dee slept, preparing for another of the lustful, exciting encounters they had been
having for the past three-and-a-half months. They had never been observed by anyone
before, and there was no reason to suspect that they were being observed now. But
Claire Bellamy's young blonde sister was clinging to the window sill as if frozen, unable
to tear her saucer-wide eyes from the scene in the little room.
Dee's whole body, from her high, proudly jutting breasts to the soft sparse auburn
triangle of her pussy hair, was trembling as she crouched slightly and beckoned the
animal toward her. But the sleek Irish setter stood his ground and watched her intently,
his tail wagging in a slow constant rhythm, his tongue dripping loosely from between
his potentially fierce jaws. Timidly, the confused redhead, her breasts quaking in
trepidation, kneeled before the large drooling dog, giving the blonde sister of her
roommate a splendid view of her heart-shaped buttocks and the firm whiteness of her
thighs and legs. She couldn't understand what had gotten into Red, what was holding
him back.
She lay back on the bare floor, her green eyes locked intently on the deep chestnut
sheen of the dog's underside, and began hesitantly to caress her own naked breasts, her
fingertips tweaking in tiny teasing movements the soft pinkness of her nipples as they
erupted suddenly into quivering peaks of eager young flesh. In the fast-swelling fury of
her pent-up passion, Dee's legs scissored open and closed in a slow rhythm, exposing
the thin pink slit of her already moistened vagina nestled enticingly there between the
ivory whiteness of her firm young thigh columns. Sarah could see all of her curvaceous
nakedness as she lay there writhing in eager supplication on the smoothness of the
floor, her tautly clenched asscheeks grinding down into the linoleum as she worked
herself into a smoldering passion of savage desire and blind lust. Her eyes were glazed
over with the unseeing haze of sheer, wanton carnal hunger.
Oh, God, Claire's sister thought to herself. Is this how I looked yesterday, when Claire
had her tongue... up in my pussy? Were my eyes all wild and staring like that? Oh,
God! Her small hands slipped from the edge of the window sill momentarily, and she
fell back on her heels with an almost undetectable plop.
Inside the tense barracks room, Red, the Irish setter, instinctively perked up his ears
and looked toward the window. There was something there; he knew it. Something was
wrong today and his young, temporary mistress was in too much of a heat to be aware
of it. But the self-preservational instincts of the sensitive, powerful animal were too
acute...
A low rumbling growl emerged from his chest, causing the young red-haired WAC to
look up in alarm.
"Red, what's wrong? Is somebody coming? God, what's gotten into you today?" Dee sat
up from the floor, her face a mask of consternation and frustration, as she followed the
taper of the dog's nose in the direction of the bare square window. There was nothing
outside; she could see that from the floor. What had caused the dog to ignore her so
completely today, when usually he was so responsive and eager to fuck her like the
animal he was!
Slowly she stood up from the floor, her breasts heaving with the need to be touched
and her long-denied pussy burning out of control between her legs. With a puzzled,
almost disdainful look on her face, the young WAC went to the window and actually
stuck her head out, looking up and down the long, narrow alleyway between the
barracks.
"See, Red? I knew there was nobody there!" she said aloud to the dog, and outside the
window, the crouching form of Sarah Bellamy sighed in relief. She had heard Dee's
confused shuffling and absent-minded talking just in time to slide down close to the
building so the WAC wouldn't see her if she looked out. God, what if her sister's
roommate caught her here, spying like some kind of peeping Tom? What would Claire
think?
Dee looked down at Red's tensely waiting body, and slowly lay back on the small bunk,
beckoning to the beast with outstretched hands. Sarah could hear her groans as her
fingers made sudden contact with the moist slit up between her thighs, and her knees
came up of their own volition, her toes curled under and gripping the soft wool of her
Army blanket beneath the softer cushion of a small, furry rug that she had placed under
her back.
Then, with a husky, deep groan that sounded almost as if it had come from the dog,
she let her legs splay apart and tauntingly exposed the whole of her openly glistening
cunt to both Sarah Bellamy and the wily Irish setter. Her fingers slowly spread her
inflamed pussy lips apart until the wet tenderness of her ripe young cunt was fully
visible and the hungrily little mouth of her pussy quivered fitfully with her increasing
passion. Sarah could see the rounded crescents of her firm buttocks, and between them,
in the fervent cleft of her vulnerable nakedness, her tiny puckered anus was just barely
visible below the pink distended lips of her visible throbbing cunt.
Sarah could barely hold back a cry of excited disbelief as the young, lusting roommate
of her older sister inserted her outstretched middle finger into the hotly glistening
pinkness of her writhing pussy and stroked the tiny titty-like erection of her aching
clitoris. The blonde at the windowsill was afraid to breathe, lest a gasping cry of
agonizing, unfamiliar arousal burst from her lungs and alert the dog to her continued
presence. But God! Dee's sensuous masturbation was driving the teenager insane! Her
frantic caresses had increased in rhythm, and her probing fingers worked themselves
deeply between the wet pink edges of her tightly contracting cunt lips, slowly widening
them until it seemed that her whole hand would be sucked up inside the depths of her
hungrily seething vagina. She slipped her index finger in and out wetly between the
lust-moistened edges and her legs jack-knifed tightly back, her knees pushing her
swelling breasts and her softly rounded buttocks rising and falling in the growing
buttocks rising and falling in the growing rhythm of her savage passion. Her whole face
tightened into a distorted mask of furious burning lust, and her teeth tightly clenched,
she hungrily pushed three of her stiffened fingers into the wetly burning mouth of her
sex-starved cunt. They slipped up into her pussy with a moist little sucking noise that
Sarah could hear clearly from her position just outside the window. Then the sound was
followed by a whole series of soft, moaning cries as her raging passion was abated for
just a moment by the welcome entry of her salaciously fucking fingers.
That was scarcely enough for the young WAC now, and she stared yearningly at the
huge Irish setter, unable to figure out what was causing him to delay. His head was
lowered slightly toward the bed, and his eyes were fixed on the growing pink wetness of
her naked loins just a couple of feet away. Dee writhed frantically on the small little
bed, rumpling the carefully folded and tucked in linen as her own driving fingers
fucked passionately into her aching pussy hole with a frenzied fury that arched her back
high off the bed like a tautened bowstring. Suddenly, she seemed to remember
something, and her eyes widened and then rolled wildly in her head...
Frantically, she jerked her legs back against her firm young breasts as far as they would
bend, and beckoned to the huge animal with one hand, her fingers still moist and
glistening with her own love juices.
"Come on, Red... Come fuck Dee, now!" Sarah could hear her muttering clearly, her
voice hoarse and raspy with her inflamed desire. "Oh, hurry, Red, hurry and fuck my
hot little pussy! I can't wait!"
His tail wagging eagerly, the shiny deep sienna dog trotted quickly over to the bed, his
eyes sparkling with what could only be called lustful anticipation. Forgotten were the
sensitive urgings of the animal's instinctual radar detection. There comes a moment for
every animal when his unabated lust takes over, and the pleading human voice of his
temporary mistress had triggered that moment in the powerful Irish setter.
He lowered his thick furry head down into the hotly seeping furrow of Dee Withers'
upturned cunt, and his tongue lashed out teasingly and licked away the drops of warm
wetness from the pink flesh of her quivering young pussy, from the tightly puckered
ring of her unprotected anus to her eagerly pulsing clitoris.
"Ooooohh, God, Red!" the young girl moaned as though life itself were draining from
her. She threw her feet so far back up over her head that Sarah almost thought she
would do a somersault backwards!
"Yesssss, lick me, baby... Lick me there in my cunt, Red!"
Standing on her toes outside the window, Sarah watched in undisguised fascination as
the towering sleek form of the dog called Red hunched over the bed to the naked
WAC's warmly perfumed pussy as if he had found a new mate. In a way, of course,
that was what the setter had indeed found, a fresh human bitch for his enjoyment,
every bit as responsive to his powerful urges as the bitches of the canine realm. In fact,
Dee was almost better than the mates of his own species...
He loved her soft, white naked femininity, her wailing moans from his skillful, well
trained movements, and her almost bestial cries of abandonment as she felt the power
of his relentless pelvic thrusts. For a fleeting moment, Dee jerked away instinctively, but
a short growling noise from Red brought her immediately to her senses again, and he
began greedily lapping at the narrow pink dampness of her cuntal cleft, his long
searching tongue flicking continuously up between her widespread legs, curling deeply
up into her greedily quivering vaginal wetness.
Sarah could see the powerful range of emotions sweeping over the girl's tautly
contorted face... a wild, untamed passion from the depths of depravity she had allowed
herself to sink into during her restricted life in the barracks. But above all, Dee's face
reflected lust! Pure, undefiled, unbridled animal lust! An emotion that spans the ages,
transcends time itself. It was like watching some unearthly, almost inhuman,
transformation before Sarah's innocent blue eyes. The redheaded WAC seemed to be
fighting some inner battle that the blonde couldn't define, like a person possessed by
demons whose inner reserve – her conscience, or perhaps her soul – struggled to keep
from surrendering to this beast of all animal passions – bestial love!
But it was a losing fight from the beginning, and the lovely roommate of Sarah's sister
gave herself wholly and unconditionally to this powerfully masculine male animal like
the ravenous bitch in heat that she had . become. Her hands sought the animal's ears
and she pulled his mammoth head into the smoldering dampness of her cuntal slit. Her
legs kicked out and back high over her head as his giant probing tongue thrust
lasciviously up the clenching passageway of her throbbing pussy. She moaned so loudly
in complete and abject subjugation that Sarah wondered why the whole base was not
suddenly aware of her certainly forbidden activities. Wild, incoherent mumblings and
curses spat from her lust-tightened lips as she pleaded and demanded at the same time,
coaxing the ponderous male beast into the one act that she knew would save her from
the burning cruel agonies of her female need... God, she wanted him to fuck her... She
wanted him to fuck her with his big beautiful animal cock so badly!
The wantonly writhing young WAC groaned as if unable to understand why this huge
male animal was keeping form her the thing she needed so desperately. Bewilderment
crossed her face again and again. What's gotten into him? He wasn't like this last
week... Has someone discovered me, and done something to Red? Oh, God! A piercing
wail escaped the redhead's lips as she threw her head back against the small rectangle of
her fur rug on the top of the flat Army mattress.
But then the great beast of a dog lifted his tapering head and nuzzled at her belly
menacingly, pushing and prodding at her naked trembling hips. At first Dee watched in
confusion, but then her whole face seemed to take on a glow of lustful anticipation as
she rolled over onto her belly and knelt on all fours, with the animal's thick wet tongue
slithering between the eagerly quaking cheeks of her firm, crescent-shaped buttocks.
With a whimpering sigh of encouragement, she ground her naked asscheeks back at
him salaciously, one hand groping behind her to spread her soft yielding flesh and give
this savage male beast complete access to her love-starved little vaginal hole.
At that moment, the girl straining upwards outside the window was scarcely aware of
what she was doing. Her left hand was still grasping firmly at the narrow windowsill,
and her eyes were firmly riveted on the salacious spectacle taking place in the tiny
room. But somehow, her right hand had eased downward, gripping the hem of her skirt
and pulling it back up over her slender, girlishly rounded hips, exposing her sheer pink
pantie-clad buttocks to whoever might be walking in the alley behind her. Then, she
inched her small right hand right up under the tight elastic crotchband of the lust
inspiring little panties, feeling with youthful wonder the heated dampness that was
growing there.
It's almost like yesterday, she mused thoughtfully. The strange, previously unknown
fires were beginning to be rekindled in her hardly used young loins. Her small hand
probed unconsciously up and inside her thin moist panties and she recoiled instinctively
at the first searing touch of her own wandering finger against her hardening little
clitoris. "Oh, my," she whispered. It feels just like when Claire touched me there!
Deliberately, but without taking her staring face from the window, the blonde
seventeen-year-old began to stroke lightly up and down her own heated vaginal furrow,
drawing her tickling fingers lightly over the soft, moist flesh, feeling the electric charges
surging through her the way they had yesterday. Her legs and thigh muscles seemed to
melt like butter under the tantalizing caresses of her own intrusive digit, and Sarah
gripped the windowsill for dear life as she felt her whole young body begin to quiver
with ferocity to match the writhing girl on the mattress.
The huge animal leapt upon the bed behind Dee Withers and began to jerk and quiver,
a whimper of need coming from deep in his powerful chest as the naked young redhead
ground her asscheeks lewdly back at him in a frantic effort to suck his hard animal
rigidity deep up into the wet confines of her hungering cuntal depths. His long scarlet
penis was thrusting blindly in animal passion, its tapered, glistening tip rubbing against
the erect little nipple of her clitoris, and Sarah could hear the totally naked young WAC
gasp in pleasure-pain with every electrifying contact. Finally, in desperation, Dee
reached back with a sobbing gasp and grasped the slippery crimson shaft with her own
trembling fingers and guided it swiftly into the pink wetness of her aching cuntal slit.
Her softly yielding pussy flesh opened up and slipped tentatively around his trembling
cock-tip, and Red took two trembling steps forward against her whitely kneeling form,
sliding his penis right up between her desperately devouring cunt lips... He was in!
God, he had fucked it up inside her!
"Ooooooh, Jesus!" the girl outside the window sighed aloud in undisguised envy. Her
slender little finger was no substitute for that long, sliding dog-cock that she could
clearly see shoving forward into her sister's roommate's hungrily writhing little pussy
hole, and Sarah began to moan in unconscious abandon as she thrust her whole hand
up inside the soaking crotchband of her pink nylon panties to stroke it up and down
her own desire-swollen vaginal crevice.
Inside, Red felt the moist warmth of Dee's cuntal flesh close around the end of his
savagely jerking cock, and the huge male beast snapped his powerful loins forward and
fucked his long animal penis home all the way up into the soft surrendering wetness of
her eagerly yielding. pussy. With a slithering wet rush, it surged forward into her hotly
clasping hole until he was buried to the hilt, his heavy balls swinging forward to smack
hard up between her widespread inner thighs.
Sarah could hear her moaning over and over again, and she was sure that someone on
the huge Army base would be able to hear the noise, and maybe even come to
investigate. With the animal's forelegs locked tightly around her slender waist, the
young red-haired WAC started moving her whole trembling body and thrusting her
naked buttocks back at the dog in lewdly grinding circles, totally abandoned now to the
forbidden bestial ecstasies of animal-fucking. Sarah could see her face being contorted
savagely as if in intense pain, so great was her rapturous relief at feeling the male
animal's long hard cock in her love-starved cunt. Her firm full breasts swayed beneath
her as she kneeled, dancing in perfect rhythm with each long impaling thrust of the
dog's huge scarlet penis ramming deep up inside her vaginal slit from behind. Her head
was tossing from side to side over the meager fur rug below her, and Sarah could see
that she was biting her lower lip to hold back the scream of ecstatic abandonment that
she obviously ached to empty from her lungs.
"Oh, God," Sarah moaned in sympathy from her precarious stance outside the window,
as she saw the golden beads of perspiration that were running down Dee's spine and
into the furrowed crevice of her nakedly rotating buttocks, glistening with the mirrored
light from the single bulb in the ceiling.
Suddenly, the redhead cried out, too loudly for safety, and Sarah glanced around
anxiously, afraid that she, too, might be observed in the lustful position and ordered to
leave the premises. Luckily, the blonde girl was able to see no one, and she turned her
lewd attentions back to the room.
Dee was obviously in the maddening throes of her long-awaited orgasm, and she was
fucking back so insanely that Sarah wondered candidly how her hips managed to stay
intact. A strange, bestial sound coughed from her throat, and she rammed her grinding
asscheeks back viciously against the animal's furry loins just as he gave a shuddering,
savage lunge forward and began spurting out his thickly gushing dog sperm far up into
her hotly swallowing cuntal mouth!
As Sarah watched from just out the window, her right hand frenetically working at her
moistly pulsating young cunt lips, Dee's naked buttocks began to contract
uncontrollably, signalling her own furious orgasm. She managed to muffle all but a
choking gasp as she fell forward in a shuddering heap on the small rug on the bed, her
twitching vaginal flesh gleaming moistly in the light. Red's distended scarlet penis slid
lewdly from her cuntal grip with a loud, wet sluice and seconds later, his head dropped
forward to lick away the traces of his sticky animal cum from the naked redhead's
quivering thighs. At that moment, Sarah clenched her lips tightly shut, as she felt her
first self-induced orgasm shuddering through her tense young body, nearly causing her
to lose her precarious grip on the window sill of her sister's barracks room.
She felt the heated flow of her own hotly flooding young cunt juices trickling out
around her salaciously imbedded fingers, dribbling in a lewd trickle down the inner
flesh of her trembling soft thigh. Involuntarily, a barely audible whine escaped the
seventeen-year-old's lips, and this time, both Red and his sometime mistress looked
toward the opening.
"What was that?" Dee said, loud enough for Sarah to hear.
But the blonde girl had dropped her head from the square window just in time, and
when the redheaded WAC peered out window for the second time, the young blonde
was racing down the alleyway, back toward the guarded entrance to the Army barracks.


Chapter 4


Major Steven Bellamy slammed his fist into the table, and his wife jumped
automatically from the noise.
"Steven! What's wrong?" Lois gasped in a fearful voice. Her husband hadn't been
himself since their blonde younger daughter had boarded the train for San Antonio,
and now the pretty blonde middle-aged woman was worried for his sanity, "You know
Goddamned well what's wrong!" the Army officer bellowed, standing up from the
dining room table in the modest Victorian-style house that the Army provided for
himself and his wife in the beautiful wooded Presidio installation. "That God-forsaken
daughter of yours hasn't called in three days!"
Lois knew he was referring to Sarah, who had promised to call home immediately upon
arrival in Texas, The mother herself had been worried, too, as any mother would, but
she realized that since the train trip was supposed to take nearly forty eight hours, there
was no reason to be upset if Sarah hadn't called yet. In fact, today would only be the
seventeen year old's first day in the Texas town, and she may not have seen her sister
yet. In any case, Lois thought, Steven shouldn't be so angry so soon, and her first duty
as a wife was to help him calm down.
"She just got in yesterday, dear," the blonde wife said soothingly. "I don't think we
should worry until after this evening... For all we know, Sarah may not have found
Claire yet, and..."
"We should be grateful if she doesn't find Claire," the irate father broke in. "I just don't
understand how you could let that girl go visit that sluttish sister of hers, anyway!" At
this, Major Bellamy's wife cringed away in hurt and horror. To the mother, her older
daughter was nowhere near a slut; she never had been and she never would be, as far as
Lois was concerned, and she felt mortally wounded every time Steven referred to her
that way.
Of course, the mother thought, Steven has his reasons, too...


* * *


It was summer in San Francisco, and Major Bellamy was going to take his wife and his
two lovely teenaged daughters for a cruise around the bay, using the boat he had been
loaned by the Presidio's Officer's Recreation Hall. Claire was seventeen then, just about
to enter her senior year in high school, and gorgeous little Sarah was thirteen, at that
giggly adolescent stage of crushes and puppy love.
Lois, his wife, and her sister, Gelda from Kansas had prepared a lovely picnic to take
along, and the man smiled happily as he watched the four gorgeous women scurrying
around the house and kitchen, getting everything ready to go. Christ, he thought, I
must be the luckiest man on this base. I've got the most beautiful wife and the sweetest
daughters... and all they want to do is please me!
It had been almost a year since he had been stationed in San Francisco, and the Major
thought the west coast city was just about the best place he had ever lived. He had
already put in a request to be allowed to stay there for three more years after his current
commission was up, so that eventually, he would be able to retire there and live in the
quiet luxury of the foggy city.
His wife was thrilled with the social life there, and both his daughters seemed to be
getting along well in school. Claire, as usual, was a little flighty and unable to settle
down to her studies, but she seemed to be progressing normally for the vivacious, lively
teenager that she was. Sarah, on the other hand, was the star pupil in her class at the
junior high school, and Steven looked forward to seeing her in high school, as the top
student of the whole institution. He hoped at the same lime, however, that the young
blonde's budding interest in boys was only a passing fancy, and not the full-time
occupation it had become for her older sister.
The Major, his wife, and her sister walked slowly down to the waterfront where the
enlisted boatman had moored the modest yacht that the Bellamy's were going to use.
When Steven turned and called to his daughters, however, only the younger one came
running, her smooth cheeks flushed pink with the energy of her exertion.
"I'm ready, Daddy," she panted, with an endearing smile on her lovely face, her blonde
pig-tails curling luxuriously over her shoulders. The enlisted man at the helm of the
boat nodded approvingly to himself, thinking, If I'm still here in two years' time, that
little blonde is going to have trouble on her hands!
"Where's your sister, Sarah?" the Major asked anxiously.
The thirteen year old blushed guiltily. In actual fact, her innocent young mind had no
way of comprehending what her older sister was doing, but just the urgency of Claire's
voice had tipped Sarah off to the inherent danger in whatever it was.
"Hurry, now, Sarah," the older girl had panted from behind the bushes. "Go tell Daddy
I'll be right there!" Then she had let out the most unearthly wail Sarah had ever heard
in all her young life, and she had run away scared, without even trying to find out what
Claire was doing behind those bushes.
"Sh-she'll be right here, Daddy... She s-said she was coming," the blonde girl
stammered uncertainly, the smile fading from her lovely, girlish features.
"Where is she now?" the strict father demanded. Something in his young daughter's
quivering voice made him uneasy, and he could already feel his blood rising in his
overly imaginative brain where either of his beautiful daughters was concerned.
"O-over there," the trembling thirteen year old pointed, sensing with the instinct of
youth that Claire was going to be in some pretty serious trouble. A little bit too late, the
blonde girl changed the direction of her finger, hoping to throw her father off the track
for a few extra minutes, but Major Bellamy had already strode off in a growing passion,
leaving his wife standing wonderingly in the dark sand of the waterfront.
"What's he up to?" Gelda asked, setting down the picnic basket in her hands.
"I don't know," Lois replied vaguely. She looked down at her still-panting younger
daughter. "What was Claire doing, dear?"
"N-nothing... I-I mean I don't know... Honest, Mother, I only heard her for just a
minute and she was... well, crying, like, and she told me to hurry and tell you she
would be right here..."
"Crying?" the mother repeated in alarm. "Is Claire hurt?"
Sarah shook her head absently, although she couldn't have explained how she knew her
older sibling wasn't hurt. But the thirteen year old still had the inexplicit feeling that
Claire was in danger, and she couldn't bring herself to meet her mother's intense gaze.
Finally, Lois drew up her shoulders and said stiffly to Gelda, "Keep Sarah here, Sis...
I'm going to go see what's going on!" She marched off after her husband, leaving the
blonde girl alone with her aunt.
What the mother found was almost too painful to remember. Her husband was several
paces ahead of her, and he reached the spot in the woods a good thirty seconds ahead
of her. As Lois hurried up to the shady, cool park-like area of undergrowth, her ears
were assailed with the growing wailing sound of the voice that was barely recognizable
as that of her older daughter.
"Aaaaiiiieeeee! Unh, oh, God, Frank... Oh, Godddd!"
Steven Bellamy turned around and sputtered toward his wife. The Army Major's face
was crimson with rage. "This is nothing for you to see, Lois!" he panted. "Go back to
the boat!" He paused, and his wife did not move. "Now!"
Lois shuddered fearfully away from her husband. She had never seen him this mad in
all their married life, although periodically since then he had worked himself into anger
bordering in severity on this first of his shocked rages. The powerfully built officer
lumbered threateningly toward the bushes, separating the shiny dark green leaves just
enough so he could see the lewdly opened mouth of his daughter's glistening vagina,
clinging obscenely around the gigantic black cock of an enlisted man, whose naked
black ass was stuck up in the air with bestial abandon, as he fucked furiously into the
trembling creamy flesh of the Major's daughter.
"You Goddamned bastard!" the irate man bellowed, so loudly that even the towering
trees shuddered with the reverberations. "Get your fucking ass up off my daughter!"
His hands flew forward desperately, yanking with inhuman strength at the frightened
black man's body, literally pulling him away like a sack of potatoes or a meek
undisturbed animal. His huge, blood-engorged penis popped lewdly from the Major's
daughter's hungrily pulsing pussy, and the brown-haired girl looked up in undisguised
fright, her eyelids fluttering to keep back the sudden onrush of tears and her full red
lips trembling uncontrollably.
Frank Parker, the twenty one year old GI, cowered behind the meager protection of
another bush, too frightened and shocked even to try to retrieve his clothes from the
ground next to his secret young girlfriend. He stared with his huge white saucer eyes at
the irate Army officer as he yanked his daughter up off the ground by the arm,
sputtering obscenities like puffs of smoke from his burning angry brain.
"You goddamned whoring slut!" he shouted at the nakedly quivering girl, knocking her
blouse from her small hand as she tried to hold it up to cover her voluptuous
nakedness.
Then the angry Major turned to the black enlistee who was still crouching behind the
bush, unconsciously holding his unfulfilled penis in. one hand. "Get your ass out of my
sight, GI, or you'll be in the stockade until hell freezes over!"
Frank started to open his mouth to ask for his discarded uniform, but Steven Bellamy
bellowed again, "You deaf, too?" and threw him just the baggy green pants to his
uniform. The black Private was out of those woods in less than a minute. But it was not
the last of the incident for the pretty daughter of the Army Major. She was whipped as
she had never been before or since, but her mother intervened to keep her father from
doing any permanent damage. The planned cruise around the bay was off, of course,
but Sarah was sent to the zoo with Aunt Gelda, while Steven, Lois, and Claire worked
out the tense arrangement that they all lived with for a year.
"I... I'm sorry," Claire stammered, her eyes dry now and her senses gradually recovering
from the humiliation of being spanked by her father at her age.
"We know, honey... We know." Lois said in a trembling voice, squeezing her older
daughter around the shoulders. "But you must see our position... Daddy's an important
man on this base, and we just can't have..." She didn't need to go on. It was the same
lecture Claire had been receiving from the age of seven, when her father had been
promoted to Captain and she had been warned to act like a proper little Captain's
daughter.
"I know, Mother," the seventeen year old said miserably.
But her father was not so easily convinced. "Who else have you been letting fuck you,
Claire, while my back is turned? What other bastards have you been putting out for?"
His words stung, but the girl refused steadfastly to cry any more.
"No one," she whispered, trying to convince herself that it was true. But just last week
it had been Bill Sorenson from school, and even back in Georgia, she had given up her
virginity to the son of the base Commander who was eight years older than she was. It
had been one man after another, ever since she was barely sixteen, and even in the
depths of her shame and humiliation, the hot-blooded girl could not muster up the
guilt that she knew her father was looking for.
Steven Bellamy didn't challenge his daughter's lie. It wasn't that he wanted to spare
Claire's feelings; it was more that he wanted to spare his own. There was something
lusty about his older daughter – some defiant nature in her personality, that dared
anyone to try to tell her she was wrong. It was so close to his own character that the
father couldn't even recognize it. He understood the love-hate bond between them
intuitively, and he knew that there was no point in trying to get her to change.
But at the same time, the Major was strong-willed, too, even more so than his lively
young daughter, because he had had more experience in asserting his will. He wasn't
going to be able to put up with the knowledge – or the reminder – that his first-born
was a slut, and he had to figure out a way to get her out of his mind while at the same
time maintaining the necessary illusion that his family was happily intact.
It was then that the three older members of the Bellamy family worked out the plan
that was to be their way of life for a year, until Claire was safely graduated from high
school. It consisted mainly of keeping the older girl out of her father's sight; otherwise,
they were to live as normally as possible.
When young Sarah came home from the zoo with her Aunt, you could have cut the
tension in the Major's home with a knife.
By the middle of the following school year, life at the Bellamy's had settled into a
routine – Claire studiously avoiding her father, but carrying on normal family
relationships with her mother and sister.
But when it came time for the seventeen year old to begin applying to colleges, the old
conflict arose again, and there was another session between father and daughter, which
resulted in Claire's banishment from the house.
"Daddy, I just want to be a receptionist, or something," the pretty, opinionated
daughter said.
"Receptionist, hell!" her father replied. "Receptionist for some pimp, no doubt..."
"Well, anyway, I don't want to spend the rest of my life in some dumb old college!"
Claire said stubbornly, tossing the leaflets and pamphlets across the table to her
progenitor.
"No... no, I guess you don't!" the man mused, and idea forming in the back of his
mind. "You don't even have enough self-discipline to make it through a college anyway,
do you?"
Claire thought she was being clever by avoiding her father's trap. She thought that if
she said she did have enough self-discipline, her father would challenge her to prove it
and then she would be trapped into enrolling into some institution of higher education.
So she shrewdly said, "No, Father, I don't think I have... so there's no point in me
going to college anyway..." But Steven Bellamy had had the last word. He used his
influence to get his daughter into one of the prestigious military academies of the East
Coast. He told Claire that when she finished military training, he would consider
accepting her back into the family.
But Claire's record at the military academy was already past history. It was Sarah who
was on her parent's minds now.
* * *
Lois Bellamy looked at her husband, a familiar pleading expression returning to her
grief-stricken eyes. "Steve," she said softly, in a voice that was almost a whisper, "I can
understand your feelings about Claire, but... but we mustn't try to punish Sarah for it.
Sarah's almost a grown woman, now; in half a year she'll be eighteen, and she'll be able
to come and go as she pleases without our permission. Don't you think we better..."
The blonde mother's voice trailed off in thought, as she looked deeply into her
husband's dark brown eyes.
"Lois," he said evenly, his voice controlled but full of warning, "I'm not trying to
punish Sarah for what Claire's done with her life. I'm trying to protect Sarah from
falling into the same kind of degenerate life-style that Claire did. Christ, woman, she's
your daughter, too. Don't you give a shit what happens to her?"
"Steve, please," the mother begged. "Don't talk about them that way... I can't help it,
Steve... I-I know I'm being a s-sentimental fool, but... but I still love them both... Yes,
Claire, too, Steve, and... and." The pretty blonde couldn't go on. Her perfectly formed
features wrinkled in distress as she blinked quickly to keep back the tears. She had
never gone this far with her husband before. She had never come right out and said
that she loved their older daughter, even though she had hinted that there was still
some motherly concern there for her. But now, her lower lip trembling uncontrollably,
she had said the unspeakable, leaving herself vulnerable to whatever her strong-willed
husband cared to do.
But, surprisingly, he didn't raise his voice. His huge, masculine body was relaxed and
comforting as he came over to stand beside his wife of twenty two years. "I know,
Lois... I know. And I have to admit that I love Claire, too, though not in the same
unconditional way you do. I love her for her independence, her willpower... her
leadership qualities... But I despise her immoral activities. And that's all it is, Lois. I
won't allow a woman in my house if that woman doesn't have any more pride than to
become a... a common street whore. Not any woman, Lois, and I don't care if it does
happen to be our daughter. That's why I don't like to see poor little Sarah go there
alone. Claire's going to fill her head with those obscene ideas she has... and Sarah's not
like Claire... I hope," he added wryly, his dark eyes dull and full of the painful memory
of four years ago. He would never have admitted it to his wife, but Major Bellamy still
had nightmares about discovering the black man fucking his daughter behind the
bushes in the Presidio woods, and it still made him literally sick to think about it. But
that was something a woman would never understand. Woman were tough, regardless
of their soft exteriors, and they could forget things at will if the thoughts interfered with
their original impressions of someone. But a father was different. A father always had a
special, loving concern for his daughters, particularly the oldest one, and a father's love
for his daughter died hard.
That was how Steven Bellamy's paternal love for beautiful, seventeen year old Claire
Bellamy had been put to rest, with the cruel, irreversible discovery that the girl was
impure. And now the tough-talking Major was privately quaking in his boots, hoping
against hope that his younger daughter, now seventeen herself, would not follow in her
older sister's forbidden footsteps.
Lois leaned gratefully into her husband's shoulder, silent tears running slowly down her
cheeks. At last, the mother was beginning to see some ray of hope breaking through the
clouds that had shadowed the ill-fated little family, although she told herself realistically
that it could never be the same as it had been. Four long years had passed since that
horrible summer, and neither she nor her husband really had much idea of what their
first-born had grown up to become, except from the ominous letters that they had
received from the administrators of the academy.
But Sarah will tell us, Mrs. Bellamy thought, daring to let the anticipation creep back
into her thinking. Sarah will let us know all about Claire, and then we can all get
together again!


* * *


Monday evening, Sarah met Claire at the mess hall. The older girl had gotten off work
at the dental clinic at five, and she had gone directly to the long building where she was
supposed to meet her sister for dinner. As she approached the pretty blonde she held up
a blue card and waved.
"Look here, Sarah! I got you a pass for dinner... so you can come inside and eat with
me – and it's all legal!" Her lovely, pixie-like face crinkled into a smile, and she hugged
her little sister excitedly. "And then I can borrow Dee's car and drive you back to your
motel, and if it's still early enough, I'll come in and... well, give you your next lesson
before I have to be back on base!" The curly-haired brunette was so excited that Sarah
needed only to smile, and Claire squeezed her lovingly. "So... how was your day with
Dee? Did she show you all around? How did you like each other?"
At Claire's mention of her roommate, the blonde girl blushed uncontrollably. How
could she tell Claire what she had seen? How could she explain that Dee had not only
forgotten to meet her, but had inadvertently given her the shock of her young life in the
process?
"Well...?" Sarah began hesitantly. "I think I must have gotten here late, Claire..."
"Nonsense! Dee gets off the morning shift at nine, or just after. Did you miss the bus I
told you to get, or what?"
"No, I... I think I took the right bus." Then she smiled sheepishly.
"Obviously I took the right bus or I wouldn't be here. But I didn't see Dee come out,
and I waited until ten..."
"Why, that's crazy!" Claire exclaimed, leading her sister into the mess hall where they
stood at the end of a line of enlisted men and women who were picking up their trays
and silverware. "So you didn't see Dee at all, then."
It wasn't exactly true, but Sarah couldn't possibly admit that she had seen her sister's
friend, even if it was kneeling lewdly in front of a dog, who was fucking obscenely into
her pussy from behind. Even with the recent excitement of her first two orgasms fresh
in her mind, Sarah wasn't ready to start repeating lurid stories the way her older sister
did.
"So what did you do all day, then?" Claire probed, after the blonde girl had shaken her
head. "Did you see that fellow you met on the train? Gil? He seemed like a nice guy.
Did you see how well-hung he was, Sarah? My God..." the brunette lowered her voice
to a suggestively hoarse whisper, "when he came up to the car with us yesterday, I
thought his cock would burst right out of his pants! He had the biggest hard-on I've
seen in a while. And I bet he just can't wait to stick it up your nice little cunt!"
"Oh, Claire, stop!" Sarah begged, her face burning with shame and embarrassment. In
fact, she had looked for Gilbert Hoyt today, but only by walking passed the barracks
and reading the lists of names and numbers at the front of each row. It was no surprise
that she hadn't found Gil's name, but it had been a good way to kill the afternoon.
"Well, anyway," Claire said smugly, "they're having a show on the base here
tomorrow... a kind of rock-and-roll concert, and I think you should invite Gil to take
you. That way you can get to know him better!"
Sarah looked up interestedly. Her impression of the Army, from the way her father
talked about it, didn't include such contemporary activities as rock concerts. Of course,
she and Claire had never been permitted to go to any of the teenage-oriented functions
on base while they had both lived with their parents anyway, so it wasn't surprising that
they hadn't found out that such things were going on. But asking a man to go to a
concert with her, that was something Sarah Bellamy would never consider in a million
years.
"Oh, come on, Sarah!" the older girl chided, as they sat down at an unoccupied table
for four. "You live in San Francisco, Sweetie; haven't you noticed how times are
changing?"
Sarah blushed but didn't reply. Her imagination was filled with the obscene spectacle
she had witnessed this morning, and she thought about her sister's words, "times are
changing." Was is possible, she wondered, that living with her Puritanical father had
really warped her perception, and made it impossible for her to see things that were
going on right before her eyes? She had always thought she knew what was happening,
but that she was making the free choice not to participate. But now, for the first time,
the blonde seventeen year old began to truthfully question her morals. Was she really
letting life pass her by, just by closing her eyes to what her father didn't want her to
see?
"Oh, God!" Sarah exclaimed suddenly, her fork held in mid-air with a bite of lasagna
on the end. "Oh, my God, Claire!" Her mind was suddenly back in the woods in the
Presidio, and her ears were ringing lewdly with the wailing voice of the older brunette,
echoing from somewhere behind the low, dark green shrubs.
"Sarah, what is it?" the older girl exclaimed in consternation. "Are you all right?"
Sarah saw herself four years ago, running frantically down to the pier where the enlistee
had brought the boat for their family, and she remembered how Aunt Gelda had
suddenly hustled her off to the zoo. Nothing had been the same in her family since
then, but she had never really known why. Recently, she had figured out that it was
probably something to do with her older sister's morality, or lack of it, that had caused
the rift in their family... But now, now Sarah thought she had found the key – the
specific event that had been Claire Bellamy's downfall.
Her blue eyes glinted with a faraway look as she turned to her older sister.
"Claire, do you remember that day, the first summer we were in San Francisco, when
Daddy was going to take us all on a boat ride in the bay? Aunt Gelda was there, and
Daddy called to us to come..."


Chapter 5


It wasn't the first time Dee Withers had gone AWOL. In fact, it was a fairly common
practice for the redheaded WAC and her brown-haired roommate to stuff each other's
bunks with newspapers during bed-checks if they weren't going to be in that night. Lots
of GI's and WAC's did it – it was a simple, almost foolproof way to get off base for one
or two nights a week, when there was something important to do in town. Of course,
sometimes people did get caught at it, and then there could be serious repercussions,
but so far, neither Dee Withers nor Claire Bellamy had been discovered to be AWOL.
Anyway, tonight it was a perfect setup for the redhead and the two Bellamy sisters. Dee
had a date with an older man in town – a married man, who would have had to rent a
motel room, except that they could now use Sarah Bellamy's. And Claire had arranged
for her sister to go to the rock concert with Gil Hoyt, and it would be easier for him to
sneak into the women's barracks afterwards then it would be for him to try to sneak off
the base. So once again, the familiar trick was being put to good use.
It was late afternoon, and Dee's duffle bag sat packed by the door so she could pick it
up and run before anyone noticed whether she had been back to the barracks or not.
Sarah was swinging her long, slender legs under the redhead's bed, while her older
sister sat on her own bed, her face animated by what she was saying.
"So anyway, Sarah, as soon as it gets dark, I'll take you argued the back of the men's
barracks, and I'll show you where we look into their showers. Hell, we might even see
old Gil, getting ready for his big date with you! God, you can't believe what a stroke of
luck the shower situation is... we only found out about it last week by sheer
coincidence. See, Dee has this dog... It's not really hers, but she sort of watches it on
some days during the week... I don't know what the arrangement is exactly..." Sarah
looked away at the mention of Dee's dog. The younger girl did know what the
arrangement was – precisely – and she was still shamefully embarrassed by any
reminder of what Claire's roommate had done with the Irish Setter only yesterday.
"Anyway," Claire continued, not noticing her sister's discomfort, "last week Red was
here with both of us, and we decided to take him on a walk around the base. We didn't
have a leash or anything, so we just followed him, and do you know where he took us?
Right to the men's showers! It was fantastic! You go around right by the fence in back
of all the buildings, and there are absolutely no guards or officers anywhere! And the
windows to the showers are so low down you can look right in, and they open to let the
steam out and you can see inside even with all the water on! God, Sarah, I've got to
take you over there... You'll see some of the finest cocks in the country, I guarantee it...
Why there's this one dude, a short little guy, no taller than you, but his cock – Christ!
It looks about eight inches long, without an erection even! I've been trying to find out
who that dude is, but... well, he doesn't wear a name tag in the shower, of course..."
The brown-haired girl could have talked for hours about her favorite subject, and her
big brown eyes glistened speculatively as she contemplated tonight's run to the men's
showers. It would be all the more fun with Sarah along too, because the seventeen year
old was so wide-eyed and innocent that she should really get a charge out of seeing so
many naked men all at once. Why, Claire herself could hardly wait!
It was getting almost dark enough by five-thirty, so the Bellamy girls hurriedly threw
their coats and scarves over their sweaters and slacks, and Sarah followed Claire to the
site of the lust-inspiring unintentional strip show that the WAC had become
accustomed to watching every night. Sarah had to admit that the slippery nudity of the
muscular bodies of the enlisted men in their showers caused a now-familiar little tingle
to race through her quivering white belly, but she tried to keep her salacious, prurient
interest to herself, feeling odd pangs of conscience every time she caught her
imagination wandering back to the newly-introduced subject of sex. It was happening
too suddenly and too quickly for the young Major's daughter to handle, even with her
older sister's enthusiastic guidance and tutelage.
Sarah was almost hesitant to accompany Gil to the rock-and-roll concert. It wasn't that
she doubted his desire to go with her, but it embarrassed her that her older sister had
arranged for the date without even asking her first. The blonde might have felt better if
Claire had decided to come along, but the brunette only smiled knowingly and hustled
Sarah and Gil out the door.
"I've got some other things to do tonight, Sarah," she whispered conspiringly into her
sister's ear. "I've got to go back to the showers and wait until that little dude comes
along..." When Sarah and Gil were safely out of the way, Claire stretched out as
languorously as the flat Army cot in her room would allow, and removed her sweater
and silk brassiere. Her fingers stroked idly over the soft white flesh of her firm, pear
shaped breasts, while her imagination wandered back to the men's showers, and the
short GI with the mammoth cock. Maybe I am as bad as Father tells Sarah... she
mused, thinking of the things her little sister had reported about their home. It seemed
to the older girl that their father showed no signs of ever coming around to her way of
understanding, even if the father and daughter were so similar in basic personality.
Oh, well, the brown-haired nymphet thought carelessly, Daddy can't do anything to me
now, anyway... So I can be as sexy as hell if I want!
"RRrrrrrooowf!"
At first, the bark of the dog didn't register in Claire Bellamy's brain. But seconds later,
the incongruity dawned on her. What's a dog doing on the Army base?
Still half naked, she stood up from the bed and peered out the small square window in
her room. She held the blanket to the side and squinted into the darkness, but she saw
no one, and certainly no sign of a dog. And then, Claire heard the rhythmic slapping of
something against the door. Red, Dee's Irish setter, was wagging his tail right into the
corner of their room, emitting low growls from his chest.
"Oh my God! the Major's daughter exclaimed. "What're you doing here?" she asked the
dog, opening the door a crack so he could slip past. It was strictly against regulations to
have animals in the barracks, but Dee and Claire had broken that rule before, and she
felt she owed Red that much courtesy after all he had done for her last week in leading
her to the men's showers.
Claire sat back down on the bed and addressed the anxiously pacing dog. "Dee won't
be in tonight, Red, so I guess you'll have to talk to me... I can't take you out on walks
the way she does, though. How'd you get back on base, anyway? I thought your owner
was a civilian..." It didn't bother the friendly brunette any that Red just continued to
pace without appearing to respond to what she said. She didn't really think he would
understand what she said anyway! Still, she knew that Dee's arrangement with Red's
owner was for her to take him on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday mornings – and
here it was Tuesday night! That really doesn't make much sense, Claire realized. If Dee
had been expecting to dog-sit for Red tonight, she would never have agreed to switch
places with Sarah. So Dee must not have known that Red was coming...
"Did you run away or something, old boy?" Claire asked the shining chestnut-colored
beast in a friendly voice.
Red was sniffing expectantly at Dee's bunk, as if he thought he could make her appear
by imagining long enough. In his animal imagination, he recognized Claire's scent as
that of a friendly female, but it wasn't the scent he associated with this room. He
nuzzled his long tapering nose into the small furry rug that Dee Withers kept on top of
her scratchy Army blanket. A long whining groan emerged from his chest.
"Hey, Red, I'm sorry!" Claire exclaimed, feeling instinctively that the sleek dog was
being let down. "Dee didn't know you were coming tonight, or I'm sure she'd have
stayed home!" Her brown eyes were fixed securely on the canine's smooth, slightly
tousled coat, and her mind was whirling confusedly as she tried to put him at his ease,
the way she always did with human people.
Her small hand reached across the narrow gap that separated her bunk from her
roommate's and alighted behind Red's drooping ears. "Look, I don't know what Dee
does to make you happy, Red, but I'll do my best... Maybe we should call your owner
and tell him you're here... huh?"
For the first time, the huge, well muscled dog seemed to be conscious of Claire's
presence in the room. The noises from his chest stopped, and his mouth fell open
automatically, letting his long, pinkish tongue hang out tentatively. His eyes seemed to
bore through the Bellamy girl's skin.
Oh, God, look at the way you're looking at me! she thought smiling. If you weren't a
dog, I'd think you wanted to fuck me!
A dollop of canine saliva splattered on the bare linoleum floor, as if in response to
Claire's salacious idea. Maybe he's reading my mind! she thought, tearing her eyes from
the sleekly well-formed dog to look down at her own body. Oh, God, I'm almost
completely naked! she remembered suddenly. She looked back into Red's penetrating,
almost human eyes. It seemed as if he really was thinking, back in the recesses of that
dog-brain of his... It seems like he's day-dreaming, actually! Claire told herself, slightly
amused by the thought.
"Is that what Dee does, Red?" she asked slowly, not really believing the lewdly
provocative idea. "When she has you over here, boy, does she... well, you know... take
off her clothes?" Claire ran her hands over her silky nakedness, demonstrating mutely
to the dog what she was talking about. Her face held an animated, inquiring expression,
as if she really expected Red to speak up in response.
He was that kind of a dog, she reflected, the kind that had almost a human personality.
He could be excited and happy, or sad and disappointed, depending on the same types
of expectations that humans had. With all her vast experience with men, Claire could
sense somehow, that Red's disappointment was somehow related to his sexual
expectations – though, logically, the brown-haired girl would never have imagined that
such a thing could be the case.
"I don't know, Red, I just don't know," she said softly, standing up to remove her
tightly-fitting slacks from her smoothly rounded young hips. She wriggled and
undulated her pelvis sensuously as she squirmed out of the garment, carefully watching
Red's reaction.
Plop! Another drop of dog-spittle landed on the floor.
With just her skimpy, bikini panties shielding her from total nudity, Claire sat back
down on the edge of the bed. She watched Red closely, replacing her hand behind his
ears and scratching gently. Unconsciously, the setter's tail began to wag again, slapping
rhythmically against the metal of Dee's bed-frame, and Claire looked over to her
roommate's bunk.
"Maybe you'd be more comfortable over here," she suggested, shifting her position so
she was sitting in the middle of the other bed. The furry rectangular rug was softer on
her skin than the gray wool Army blanket anyhow, and Red would probably be more at
ease in a more familiar situation. "Come on," she encouraged hesitantly. "Hop up on
the bed!" She patted the flat mattress beside her, keeping her other hand behind Red's
ears.
The Irish setter waited a few seconds, his deep brown eyes jumping from Claire's face
to her hands as he rapidly made a decision. He knew it wasn't Dee when he leaped up
on the bed, but he also knew that whoever it was was friendly, and that was all he really
needed to know.
He buried his long, tapering nose in the alluring vee between Claire's tightly pressed
legs, forcing them apart firmly as he picked up the scent of her recent private arousal.
The WAC squirmed with mingled surprise and apprehension, but Red didn't raise his
head from her wispy-haired little cuntal triangle. My God! That wet thing was his
tongue darting down between my legs! She could feel its animal-quickness where it had
electrically brushed over the narrow crotchband of her panties just over the hot moist
hardness of her miniature clitoral erection. Red knew she was erotically aroused, all
right, and he was acting like the virile beast she thought he must be!
His hot probing tongue had seared her like a flaming brand of fire... and he slashed it
downward again, caressing the lust-swollen lips of her throbbing pussy through the
sheer quasi-protection of her nylon panties. She waited a few more seconds, leaning
back on her elbows to further expose her enticing female pubic mound, and the strong
masculine dog did it again!
Then that's it! Claire thought dazedly. That's what Red does to Dee... As though to
punctuate the revelation so there could be no mistake, he drew the pinkly salivating
length of his heavy tongue between her slightly splayed thighs and over the full
pungent length of her cuntal furrow, sending a fresh wave of excitement and wondrous
discovery up her naked spine.
"Well, you certainly are a regular Casanova, aren't you, Red?" Claire asked the beast, as
her imagination whirled insanely. She looked deeply into his dark perceptive eyes,
remarking inwardly, God, he's really almost human! His response to her near-naked,
enticingly excited female body was human enough, as he continued to burrow his head
into her barely accessible vaginal vee, while the girl marvelled at the wildly forbidden
thoughts racing through her brain. They were salacious! They were forbidden!
But, damn it! It's possible! Dee must do it all the time! the daring side of her nature
argued. Hell, why not give it a try? She'd done practically everything else in her young
life of twenty-one years – more than most people ever do in a lifetime. What possible
further harm could it do if she tried this ultimate act of perversion and strictly illegal
sensuality?
Trembling with the passionate fury of her newly-conceived notion, Claire stood up
before the powerfully muscled male animal, her legs just slightly spread apart, bare feet
on the cold linoleum floor. With one hand, she eased back the damp crotchband of her
nearly-transparent panties so that the full pink slit of her wetly young quivering pussy
was exposed to this strange and wondrous animal. She was offering herself to him, like
some pagan sacrifice out of history.
"Is this what you came for, then?" she purred seductively. "Come on, boy, it's all
yours... All the hot, wet pussy you can lick, Red..." Her whole body was shaking with
the lewd awareness of what she was doing. She had done some pretty wild and crazy
things before, but this was the wildest imaginable!
She waited impatiently for him to make his move, easing back the wet crotchband still
further as she urged him on with low, hoarse whispers. For a moment, she thought it
had all been an accident, that this magnificent creature had merely chanced to nuzzle
down into the warm wet slit between her eager young thighs. But three times!? No, it
was impossible! Red was serious... This was for real!
Claire caught herself purring like an animal with rapturous delight as the Irish setter's
long, thick, reddish tongue curled out from between his lips and seared the fervently
quivering lips of her inflamed pussy. Darting about promiscuously, it caressed the
pouting pink folds of her vagina, splaying apart the damp folds of her soft moist flesh,
surging upward as if with a mind of its own, and finally resting for a frantic instant on
the throbbing nerve-laden bud of her clitoris. She didn't need to urge him now. She
climbed back underneath him on the bed where he still stood shakily, and he continued
uninterrupted his hot invading thrusts, his tongue probing wantonly up into the very
mouth of her ravenous, hungry vagina as she held back the sheer nylon of her panty
crotchband for his wickedly salacious lavings.
Finally, Claire managed to let herself relax a little, as she gently and lovingly pushed the
great sleek beast's head from her moistly palpitating cuntal slit. "Wait a minute, Red,"
she murmured softly. "I've got another idea... just wait half a second." She looked
deeply into his longing brown pools, and it seemed that she caught a sparkling glimmer
of comprehension. God, he could even understand human speech, she marvelled.
Maybe he's not really a dog at all, she thought, smiling to herself, but some handsome
prince under a spell!
Well, I know how to break that spell! the voluptuous brunette thought in satisfaction as
she rolled down her cunt-soaked panties and tossed them aside. If a kiss would wake up
Sleeping Beauty... a nice healthy fuck will certainly bring this dog around!
"Okay, now, handsome," she addressed the Irish setter. "I'm ready now." Her body was
completely naked and glistening with the excited perspiration of her very first
sodomizing encounter,, and her legs scissored excitedly in anticipation. "Just keep
licking my hot pussy like you were doing before!"
Hesitating a brief moment longer, Red looked again into Claire's dilated pupils, seeing
the same kind of arousal he was used to seeing in Dee's eyes. Slowly, he lowered his
head once again into the fragrant heat of her naked cuntal slit, and his tongue lashed
out in a frenzied darting thrust that seemed to slash into the young brunette's vaginal
softness like a bullwhip. She jerked and tensed from this sudden forceful contact. She
knew she could still stop this salacious act; it wasn't too late, yet. But Claire Bellamy
had no desire to turn back now; this was something new, something totally wicked and
perverse, and nothing was going to stop her from trying it, not even the realization that
her own sister was right here on this very base, and she could easily tell their father.
The shapely brunette shivered with delight as the curling fiery length of Red's animal
tongue began to lick her wildly, while its hot pink length began to snake up over the
slightly rounded curve of her smooth belly, moving upwards toward the soft supple
mounds of her trembling young breasts. Her nipples were hard and fully erect in
feverish expectation.
With her whole body alive with frenzied emotion and uncontrollable trembling, Red
licked lightly over the full heaving mounds of her breasts, and then returned to the hot
beckoning wetness between her shivering ivory thighs. She could hear the low animal
moan issuing from his throat again as it had when he had arrived, as he lowered his
tongue to her cunt once more. She whimpered helplessly as she felt the surge of his hot
bestial breath on the sensitive moist folds of her vagina. He started in on her again, his
dripping pink tongue seemingly seeking the source of her pungent, musky aroma, as it
coursed over her goosebump-covered thighs and then drove in between the pouting,
blood-filled lips of her lustfully aroused cuntal crevice. Her legs splayed even wider
apart below him, and she could feel her heart pounding noisily in her chest as she
waited expectantly for more of his deliciously stirring caresses.
"Oooooh, God!" she gasped when his thrill-giving animal tongue brushed magically
over her moistened pussy folds. "Red, you're as good as a man any day... My God, no
wonder Dee loves to have you around!"
She felt his searing dog-tongue cut through the puckered pink lips of her vagina as he
drew its full fiery length upward through the quivering crevice of her cuntal slit; then
from the tightly-clenched little ring of her anus, burning over the trembling, eager lips
of her pussy crevice, to the wantonly ecstatic little bud of her clitoris. Again and again,
he repeated this, each time more devastatingly arousing than the time before, until
Claire was a helpless moaning creature of wantonly pulsating flesh, and she knew she
had to have total, fulfilling release, or else she would go out of her mind!
"That's it, Red! Just keep licking me, boy! God, don't stop for a second!" the naked
WAC moaned huskily, her whole body a mass of wildly tingling nerve-endings from
this wonderful animal's skillful tonguing. The frantic tempo of her whimpering cries
steadily increased as she slipped into semi-consciousness from the fervent, punishing
caresses the dog's lewd and thickened lingual member was giving her between her
widespread thighs. His tongue stroked back and forth again and again, from the tautly
puckered little orifice of her anus, ever upward and down again through the smooth
furrow of her smoldering pussy-slit. Every single licking caress hesitated at the
palpitating node of her wildly quivering clitoris, and her breath caught in her lungs at
every savagely erotic touch down there. She was burning up alive with her own wanton
animal lust! She had to have a cock inside her! She just had to!
This lewd oral spectacle might have gone on for days for all Claire Bellamy knew,
because she hadn't the vaguest conception of time or of anything else, for that matter.
Nothing occupied a single cell of her brain except this fantastic animal's fervent, lingual
caresses. She could think of nothing else but the sheer, wanton lasciviousness of his
long, bestial tongue driving deep into the splayed cuntal moistness of her frenzied
pussy.
"Mmmmm, that's sooooo goooood, Red," she whimpered over and over mindlessly as
his thick hot tongue curled perversely up into the very depths of her hotly clasping
cunt. Her knees were pressed tightly against the soft yielding flesh of her breasts as she
held them there with her arms so that he could have all of her... all of her... every fleshy
pore of her flaming, lust-filled cunt!
Red was intensely enjoying the excitement of lovemaking with this human female.
There was something different about her – not just the natural unfamiliarity of a
stranger. The setter sensed that there was something erotically sensual in this human's
being, something that was making him feel like performing for her, as if he was going
to be judged. Maybe it was the girl's uninhibited range of experience that was somehow
permeating the dog's consciousness, but he didn't know. All he knew was his own
intense awareness of her arousal, and his own uncontrollable instinct to please, to make
her whine and wail and squirm and beg for more.
Still standing on the bed between her widely-splayed legs, Red stepped back a foot or so
and stood eagerly, his long tongue dangling from his jaws and his tail wagging in eager
anticipation.
Claire did not open her eyes for a few seconds, still expecting him to resume his
wondrously skillful lavings; but when he did not bring his licking tongue back to the
still-unsatisfied cleft between her shivering thighs, she looked between her knees
imploringly. "What's wrong, Red? Why did you stop?" she cried weakly, her voice
heavy with passion. And then she knew.
His huge scarlet animal-cock had slipped wetly from its furry sheath beneath his sinewy
belly, and it was almost fully exposed, its long, crimson length jutting out from his fur
covered underside, its tip dripping lewdly as it dangled below his stomach expectantly.
Claire's brain reeled! Animal-fucked! God! Forbidden sodomy! Have I really come this
far since Daddy threw me out of the house? My God! But as her thoughts began to
clear and the gnawing agonies of her unquenched passion began to clutch at her
writhing insides, Claire Bellamy knew what she wanted; Red's heavily throbbing, deeply
fucking dog-cock!
She lay there confused and more than slightly frightened as the huge beast stepped
from between her widely-splayed legs and began to nuzzle her powerfully along the
outside of her hip and thigh. Oh, she thought muddledly, I guess I should turn over. .
like a dog would do it... Again Red nudged her there, a deep husky growl coming from
his throat, causing the supine young WAC to cringe in apprehension. She didn't have
to be asked twice, though... she really wanted to do it now; she truly wanted to feel his
swollen scarlet canine cock up inside her! She wanted to know the feeling of his thick
creamy animal cum exploding in a savage burst into her quivering belly! She was utterly
and completely lost in the forbidden revelry of this lewd sexual adventure, and there
was no way she would allow it to stop now.
Claire lowered her long, smooth bare legs to the flat little mattress, and then, smiling
luridly at her anxiously waiting animal-lover, she rolled onto her belly and raised herself
up onto her knees, her breasts and face resting in the center of the furry rectangle of
Dee's soft rug. Inside her reeling imagination, Claire could picture the panting, virile
animal poised there behind her lewdly upthrust naked white buttocks, his eager gaze
taking in the soft feminine curves of her ass-cheeks and columnar thighs. She knelt
there for what seemed like an eternity, trembling in expectant, longing anguish until
finally Red's long wet tongue joyously parted the pouting, fleshy lips of her vagina with
one long, delicious, laving stroke that caressed her from the forbidden wrinkled hole of
her anus, down through the moist, steaming furrow of her pussy and then electrically
over the super-sensitive bud of her throbbing young clitoris! One slithering hot swipe of
his pleasure-giving, lust-inciting tongue, and Claire was lost again in the fathomless
pool of bestial desire!
The brunette WAC ached just to reach behind her naked buttocks and spread apart the
lips of her fervently-aroused vagina to give the powerfully-muscled male animal even
greater access to her cunt, but she was determined to let him do it his way – and God!
He does it well enough! she thought excitedly. She could feel his hot lingual caresses,
splaying open the lips of her madly-inflamed pussy, licking wetly over its quivering
fleshy folds as it probed delicately at the hidden orifice of her tautly-puckered anus!
Holy shit, she had felt some wild crazy things in her frantic, excitingly illicit days as an
adult woman, but she had never felt anything like this! She was going insane with the
mind-bending flood of emotion that surged through her kneeling nude body like an
electric shock! Jesus God! Isn't he ever going to fuck me with that long, gorgeous
animal-cock of his? "Ooh, Red, I swear you're killing me!"
The lust-filled woman was gasping for breath as the powerful masculine animal drew
his thick burning tongue deftly through the full fiery length of her wet, smoldering
cuntal slit, and she strained to press her knees further apart to allow him even greater
entry to her throbbing flagellating pussy lips.
Amazingly, Red seemed to know precisely what he was doing. He was apparently not
satisfied with the prospect of simply fucking her; he wanted to see her properly and
irreversibly aroused, first! It was incredible, but there could be no other logical
explanation. Claire could see that his tapering dog-penis was still poking lewdly out of
its furry concealment and dripping slowly with excitement, but still he continued his
agonizing lavings with his long, thick tongue, sweeping ravenously through the heated
fleshy crevice of her cunt and flicking deliberately at the lustfully throbbing bud of her
erected clitoris. But then, the twenty one year old brunette felt the sleek dog stir behind
her, and looking into the small mirror on the bare wall, she could see that he was
positioning himself to mount her. Oh my God, he's actually going to do it! she
remarked mentally in her amazement. And she was going to let him do it, too. She was
going to let him fuck her like the fornicating she-bitch that she was!
Every muscle in her straining body tightened as the powerful male beast's strong
forepaws suddenly grasped at the curvaceous softness of her nakedly jutting hips, his
body grinding in tightly behind the upthrust nakedness of her yielding buttocks.
Claire could see the two of them if she twisted her head back around for a wildly
exciting glance in the wall-mirror. Every inch of their lewdly entwined human and
animal bodies was reflected obscenely in the light of the single bulb, and the brunette
private found herself gasping excitedly at just the image of their bestial coupling! Red's
massive, dark balls were swinging lewdly to within centimeters of the pale quivering
nakedness of her obscenely waving buttocks, and as the beast shifted around to bring
himself down into position, she could even see the coralline ridges of her own
glistening cunt, oozing the viscous juices of her arousal as they mixed with the thick
saliva that dripped from Red's long, laving tongue.
The woman's lips were half-parted and she gasped in short, heaving lungfuls of air at
the magnificent sight of his crimson, glistening penis as it emerged totally from its furry
sheath beneath his belly, menacingly long and fully erect, the tapered end bouncing
around as he maneuvered his haunches to get himself in just the right position to enter
this incredibly beautiful human female. As he stirred and hunched behind her, Claire
Bellamy moaned in ecstatic anticipation at the wildly wicked sensation of his scarlet
dripping cock probing around in the steaming crevice of her savagely-ignited cunt. He
began to hump viciously, his belly hard and tight against her upturned ass as the
hugely-distended length of his cock sought lustfully the desirably-splayed lips of her
waiting, trembling vagina.
Red's forepaws were tightly gripping around the smoothly curving flesh of her nude,
upthrust hips, and he growled savagely as he thrust his hunches forward in his
desperate, instinctual desire to sink the crimson tapered end of his blood-swollen cock
right up inside her. Claire could see every frantic thrust and every eager plunge in the
mirror behind him as he drove forward time and time again in a mindless, bestial
frenzy, trying to ram his dog-cock into her woman-cunt.
Now the voluptuous brunette was squirming enticingly beneath the crushing weight of
the Irish setter's strong body, her naked buttocks grinding back wildly in an effort to
snare the end of his jerking penis and capture it inside her hungering pussy. Fucking A!
She was completely insane with maddening lust for his canine hardness and she had to
have it or she would go screaming up the walls in despair.
Desperately, hungry with her lustful passion, Claire reached back between her lewdly
splayed thighs, and with a groaning whimper, she grabbed hold of his slippery wet
animal-cock and pushed it right against the gaping hot mouth of her ravenously needful
pussy. There was no hesitation on Red's part now. With a single, savage motion he
humped forward obscenely, and drove his aching cock between her grasping fingers and
then down into the hungrily writhing flesh of her naked cuntal orifice!
Momentarily paralyzed in rapt fascination, Claire stared into the mirror behind her as
the flaming scarlet taper of Red's erected dog-cock slammed viciously into her with a
powerful lunge that sank its whole burning length to the furry hilt right into the
furthest depths of her seething vaginal cleft. The huge setter's dark, heavy balls slapped
against her loudly as they swung back and forth, smacking into the soaking pubic curls
beneath her damp, clasping slit.
"Oh, Jesus!" the brunette gasped. "Oh, shit... fuck me, you bastardly dog! Fuck me hard
and fast! Red, you're beautiful, your cock is beautiful, I can't stand it... Oh, fuck me!"
Her perfectly straight white teeth were clenched, her eyes closed in a frenzied passion as
her bestial canine lover began to pound into her excitedly with deep, punishing lunges
that scorched their painful way right up into the pit of her belly. Claire could see
everything when she managed to open her eyes and look into the mirror, her whole
body rhythmically jolting from his every bone-jarring thrust. She could see his long,
scarlet cock pistoning into her from behind as she ground her naked buttocks backward
in matching lustful rhythm, meeting his powerful, punishing thrusts so that each one
sank all the way to her spongy cervix between her lewdly clasping vaginal lips. Wild,
untamed emotions raced illicitly through her brain as she thrust backward onto his
ever-hardening tapered shaft, every single magnificent lunge burying it deeper and
deeper in a lascivious skewering movement that seemed to drive into her very belly. His
aroused body slammed against hers with all the fury of his uninhibited animal passion,
his enormous organ relentlessly boring to the core of her being in driving lunge after
lunge of pure pleasure. Unintelligible whimpers of pleasure and pain pouring from her
lips, Claire ground her rotating buttocks back at him with obscene frantic passion,
hungrily nibbling at the hard, glistening shaft of his animal-cock with her ravenously
pulsating pussy lips.
"Ooooooooh, Rrreeeeedddd!" she cried, "God, you fucker, you're gorgeous! Oh,
yyyeeeessss! Aaaaaahhmrnmmmnnn," she groaned, as a million tiny pin pricks of
salacious ecstatic delight were tingling into her flesh all over her writhing body at once,
and though her eyes were fully open now, she was seeing only colors and flashes of
light instead of the things that were in the room. It was as if she had been drugged, and
was watching a lust-inspiring light show to the accompaniment of the pounding pagan
beat of savage music, keeping time with the primeval rhythm of the animal cock that
was plundering into her from behind.
As the brown-haired, sodomizing sister of Sarah Bellamy watched the obscene flashes of
light before her lust-dazed eyes, the blonde girl herself rocked and swayed in the strong
arms of the friendly GI, her own blue eyes assaulted by the real-life light show in the
auditorium at the Army base.


Chapter 6


The pulsing light-show on the screen above the band reminded Sarah of when she had
first moved to San Francisco. She had been only twelve, then, but Claire had invented
some clever lie to get them both out of the house so they could sneak out to Winterland
to see the Tower of Power and some of the other famous rock bands that were around
the Bay Area at the time. It had been a long time, though, since Sarah had attended her
last concert, because without Claire living at home, the younger girl hadn't had the
courage to tell lies or disobey her father's orders. She had almost forgotten how much
she used to enjoy the bands and the light shows; in fact, she hadn't even been certain
that they were still given.
But the small auditorium downstairs in the recreation hall was crowded with writhing,
twisting youths and delicate blue curls of smoke rising relentlessly toward the ceiling.
There were about twice as many men as women, and normally this would have been
the cause for no small amount of alarm in the seventeen year old girl, but somehow,
being with Gilbert Hoyt made her feel safe. It was strange, when she thought about it,
that she should feel safe around a man she had so recently met, when usually it took
her weeks to determine whether she could become friendly with the someone, male or
female. And it was ironic, too, that so far in Sarah's two full days in Texas, Gilbert Hoyt
had been the only person who had not in some way threatened her sexual morals. The
first night, it had been her own sister, and the next day, there had been that strange
illicit encounter between Dee Withers and the Irish setter. My God, Sarah thought, Gil
might be the safest one around here!
She looked up at the tall, handsome GI who stood just behind her in the darkened
auditorium. His hands were resting absently on her shoulders, and his brown eyes were
glazed over with the haze of the marijuana he had so boldly smoked right out in the
open on the way over.
It made the blonde girl shudder to think about it. She wasn't naive enough to think
that the use of the mind-altering drug didn't exist among people like herself and her
sister, but she was still frightened enough of its illegality to realize the dangers of
smoking it right out in the open on a strict Army' installation.
"Oh, Gilbert, no!" she had whispered in alarm, when she'd seen him pull the thin
hand-rolled cigarette from his pocket. She'd seen joints before – even once in her own
house, before Claire had been sent away to the academy. But never in her young
innocent life had the girl ever dared to smoke it before; in fact, she had never even
knowingly been somewhere where other people were doing it. But now, the GI was
recklessly licking the joint as they walked across the base to the auditorium.
"It's safer here than inside," he said calmly. "It'd be better to have the shit in my lungs
than in my pocket, in case they have a guy searching you at the door!"
"They wouldn't!" Sarah exclaimed, but even the Puritanical teenager knew they would.
It was something her own father might have dreamed up, in an effort to further base
security.
"You got a lot to learn, baby," the friendly soldier had smiled, casually pulling a
cigarette lighter from his pocket and holding it up to the joint. "Want a hit?" She shook
her head. The sweet smell of the burning herb struck a forgotten chord in her memory,
and she wondered vaguely if perhaps she had smoked it before, and then passed out or
something so she wouldn't remember it later. She didn't exactly trust a man when he
was stoned, and it made her shudder to think that she, too, might be swept under the
influence of the powerful depressant. Oh, hurry and get it over with, Gil, she pleaded
mentally, glancing furtively over her shoulder as they walked among buildings and
barracks that could easily have been occupied.
Just across the street from the auditorium, the soldier shoved the rapidly burning out
roach of the joint between the frightened blonde girl's lips.
"Here, suck it in, Sarah," he instructed, his voice already thick and rough.
"N-no... I can't..." she sputtered fearfully, but that tall, handsome GI was too strong for
her.
"Come on! Just one hit never hurt anybody... You'll have to learn sometime, anyway!
Now take the smoke all the way down in your lungs, and then hold it there as long as
you can. Go on, Sarah... What would your sister think if she knew how scared you were
acting?"
"You don't know my sister that well," Sarah retorted, but in her mind, she admitted
that he did. It was easy to know Claire; she was so open and vivacious, it only took a
minute or two of being around her to realize that she was the adventurous type, the
kind of girl who would try anything once, and some things a thousand times! I wonder
if Claire really does smoke marijuana or take drugs? the younger Bellamy girl thought.
She probably does.
The thought was slightly depressing to the blonde teenager, but at the same time, it
made Gilbert's insistence seem completely natural and right. Why not just take one
teeny little puff? What harm could it do, anyway?
Hesitantly, the pretty California girl inhaled just a little of the hot burning smoke into
her lungs. It felt like it would make her whole chest explode, it was so hard to keep
down, but Sarah tried valiantly to do it right. It would be utterly senseless to risk
getting busted without even finding out what it was like!
As soon as she blew the cloud of thin bluish smoke from her heaving lungs, the soldier
took the burned-out end of the marijuana cigarette and popped it casually into his
mouth, paper and all. "This is the way to get rid of the evidence," he said, grimacing
slightly as he chewed the last remains of the illegal little joint. His laugh rang out
raucously as he grabbed Sarah's hand, then, and fairly dragged her across the street to
the auditorium.
Once inside, the whole atmosphere of the pounding, savage beat of the music and the
pulsating shapes of light against the walls and screen brought back the nearly-forgotten
memories of San Francisco, in the early days of the hippie era. Sarah forgot completely
that she had taken that deep inhaling drag on the marijuana cigarette, and allowed her
consciousness to be overtaken by the music and the lights, as she and her new friend
made their way up to the front of the room.
God, you wouldn't believe this was an Army base, the seventeen year old said to herself.
Except for his haircut, Gilbert looked like any other well-formed man – exactly the type
of guy her older sister Claire would go out with. And all the people in the auditorium
were people just like herself – only a little bit older, perhaps – people who liked rock
and-roll music and dancing whether they were enlisted men in the service or college
guys on the outside.
In a burst of sudden, fleeting perception, Sarah Bellamy got an inkling of the striking
differences between her parents and people of her own age. Her conception of the
Army was her father's conception – a disciplined, organized force of dedicated men
whose purpose was to obey orders and follow rules strictly. But Sarah's sister Claire,
and this young man Gilbert were also members of the Army, and they were just normal
people like herself, with the same natural interests!
Oh my God! the girl whispered over and over to herself. Oh my God! What if Claire is
right about me? What if I am just doing what Daddy tells me to do, without thinking
about it myself?
On the face of it, it certainly looked as if the older Bellamy girl was right. After all,
Sarah argued mentally, this is the first concert I've been to since Claire left home, and
that's because Daddy won't let me go! Oh my God!
"Hey, baby!" Gil's masculine voice cut into her thoughts. "Don't tell me you're zonked
out on just one tiny hit like that! I've been trying to get your attention for five
minutes!"
Sarah shook her blonde head thoughtfully, "I-I'm sorry, Gil," she said. "I was just...
thinking... but it's really weird..."
"Yeah, well," the older boy laughed "It looks to me like you were just spacing out! You
must be really sensitive to that dope – even though it is pretty fantastic shit! It's the
fastest high you can get around here – comes straight in over the border and they drive
it right across the state to us, usually on the same day!"
Sarah didn't know what her date was talking about, but she had to admit that her brain
did feel a little numb. When she closed her eyes, she could see the strange, flickering
patterns of lights on her eyelids, flashing in time to the music, the same way the lights
on the walls were. It felt... it felt as if she could see with her eyes closed... as if the light
was so strong, that it could shine right through her closed eyelids to her brain... But
when she opened her eyes again, she saw that the room was still dark and clouded with
smoke. Is it possible? Could I really be... stoned?
She turned back and looked over her shoulder again into Gilbert's widely-dilated pupils.
The serene smile of complete enjoyment on his lips gave him the appearance of a
statue, and the blonde girl decided, Well, he's certainly feeling it! Then she paused... Do
I look the same way Gil does?
It made her shiver to think that perhaps, after all her seventeen years of believing just
what Major Steven Bellamy taught her to believe, perhaps... maybe there were other
things to think about as well.
Gilbert Hoyt gave her a little squeeze from behind. "Enjoying the band? I think they're
pretty good, for guys from California..." And I think you're pretty good, too, for a girl
from California, he added mentally. Actually, Sarah was pretty good for a chick from
anywhere. Gil didn't know where he'd seen tits so fine as this little teenager had, and
the classic beauty of her face and carriage made her seem almost like some kind of
golden-haired goddess. She had those long, slender legs that were characteristic of the
beach-goers, and even thought it was the middle of winter, Gil started to imagine Sarah
in a bikini, flashing that body of hers around Corpus Christi, or some other easy-going
beach area.
Jesus, he thought dazedly, I'll probably get to see this gorgeous little body tonight! He
had completely forgotten the arrangement Sarah's older sister had made for the girl to
spend the night on base, while Dee Withers went into town to stay in Sarah's motel
room. Shit, if Sarah was going to be on the base tonight, and he was, too... Well, hell,
how many women's barracks had he already spent one or more nights in? More to the
point, were there any women's barracks he hadn't stayed overnight in? Christ, it'll be a
Goddamned cinch! Claire Bellamy sure had her head screwed on right.
Gilbert looked down at Sarah's lithely undulating body as she danced unconsciously to
the music. Her huge, firmly-molded breasts were jiggling shiveringly as her body
swayed back and forth, and through the tight knit of her sweater, the GI thought he
could see the erect little buds of her nipples, straining forward through her clothes. 
Shit, he thought to himself, she must be getting turned on and she doesn't even know it!
The idea excited him, and he visually tore away that obscenely fitting sweater and
ripped off whatever sexy undergarment she might have on underneath. The palms of
his hands tingled as he imagined how he would cup them around her enormous mature
breasts, and he licked his lips at the thought of sucking her teenaged soft nipples into
even greater hardness. Christ, she might even be a virgin! It didn't seem possible that a
sister of such a lively girl as Claire Bellamy could be a virgin, he realized, but at the
same time, there was something about Sarah – an aura of innocence – Jesus, it gave
him a throbbing hard-on just to think about it!
"Hey, baby," he whispered hoarsely into her ear, "let's be cutting out of here!"
"Why?" the shocked blonde girl asked. She was enjoying herself more than she had in
years – in fact, more than she had since her older sister had been banished from the
family home. The farthest thing from her mind was the salacious idea that Gilbert was
thinking about, and although the hard beat of the music was sensual and provocative in
its own savage way, Sarah was merely responding to it automatically, without realizing
what was the cause for her response.
"Oh, baby, don't tell me you don't know!" Gilbert grunted, pressing his pelvis forward
into her smoothly rounded buttocks, giving her a feel of the massive, rock-hard erection
he had. "You may be as innocent as a babe in the woods, but I can tell that something's
getting to you..." His voice was low and menacing, and he flicked his hips forward
again, to punctuate the lewd meaning of what he had said.
Sarah's whole body jumped forward automatically from the searing hot touch of his
hardened rod of male flesh, as he rammed it against her through the front of his pants.
"Oh, Gil!" she exclaimed, turning around in alarm. "I don't know what you're talk –"
Her eyes fastened on the bulging zipper of his fly opening.
"Oh, no?" he asked, grinning lewdly. "Give me your hand..." The young blonde looked
around her fearfully. The auditorium was so crowded that there were people less than
two feet away from them in all directions, and unless they were deaf, they must have
been hearing everything that Sarah and Gil were saying. Fortunately, however, most of
the people were in the same state of consciousness that the teenager and the soldier
were, so if they did hear, they probably thought it was normal. In fact, several couples
had dropped to the floor already, their lips locked in fervent kisses while their hands
roamed freely over each other's bodies. God, this sure wasn't the Army that Sarah's
father knew!
Sarah's eyes momentarily met Gil's. "Give me your hand, baby," he repeated, forcefully.
The apprehensive girl hesitated only a fraction of a second longer, and then slowly
extended her hand. Then her whole body jerked suddenly, as if she had been struck by
lightning. Gilbert Hoyt had put her trembling hand right over the giant bulge of his
penis!
She sucked in her breath, as the dark-eyed GI looked lustfully into her saucer-wide blue
eyes.
"Come on, baby, let's split!" he said again, and his voice was even darker and more
insinuating this time. Sarah Bellamy didn't dare hesitate.
"Uh, okay, G-Gil," she whispered, her hand still pressing lewdly over his massive
erection as if she had forgotten it. But her sensitive fingertips were trembling as the
soldier slowly rubbed them up and down over the front of his pants, pressuring them
into his distended penis at every rock-hard position. He hugged the seventeen year old
close to him as he pushed their way through the crowds of people in the small
auditorium, and once they were out in the crisp cold air, he suddenly released her.
"Your place or mine?" he asked simply.
The innocent blonde knew very well what he was talking about, but for a moment she
faltered. Did she want Claire to know that she was confused by Gil Hoyt's behavior? Or
did she want to risk the certain dangers she would encounter if she went into the man's
barracks with the insistent GI? Either way, I'm stuck! she groaned inwardly in despair.
"M-my place," she said finally. Surely Claire would know what to do!
But upon opening the door beside the names "C. Bellamy" and "D. Withers", the
young blonde was in for a shock. Before her eyes she saw the image of the Irish setter,
Red, humping obscenely over the nakedly jerking form of...
"CLAIRE!"


Chapter 7


Claire Bellamy looked up, her expression shocked for just a split second, and then her
face settled into a resolved look of candor.
"Oh, hello," she said, pulling herself up shakily into a sitting position. "I thought the
concert wouldn't be over for an hour or so..."
"Yeah," Gil replied, his eyes bulging out of their sockets as his drug-dazed brain tried to
comprehend what the older Bellamy girl had been doing. "Yeah, me and Sarah, here...
We left early, because... because..." He seemed to have forgotten the reason for their
hurried, frantic exit. He looked over at Sarah, who stood frozen in the doorway, her jaw
hanging open nearly all the way to her chest.
My sister! she was thinking. My own sister!... And I thought Dee Withers was... well,
perverted... My God! My own sister! Her brain was still reeling with the mixed effects
of the tiny toke of marijuana she had taken and the rocking beat of the loud music still
ringing lewdly in her ears. Now the added stimulus of finding her older sister going
down for – a dog was almost sending the young girl out of her mind. I can't believe it!
I must be dreaming! her benumbed mind kept insisting.
"Well, it doesn't matter," Claire said casually. It didn't seem to bother her at all that she
was completely naked in front of a near-stranger who was supposed to be her younger
sister's date. It didn't even bother her that Red was still pawing her leg whiningly, his
dripping dog-cock sliding forward unfulfilled from its hairy sheath with every
instinctual motion he made. "Come on in and close the door, though," the nude
brunette added. "This is sort of against regulations..." Sarah stood statue-like, without
giving the slightest indication of doing what Claire asked.
The older girl's voice sounded annoyed. "What's wrong, Sis? Are you stoned or
something? I said, close the door – I don't want to get caught like this!"
Still the blonde stood frozen in the doorway, and finally, Gilbert Hoyt went over and
carried her bodily into the room, shutting the door carefully behind him, after checking
to make sure the coast was clear.
"Snap out of it, baby," he said in a commanding tone, but his voice still had that waver
of shocked uncertainty, as his eyes darted quickly back and forth from the naked
brunette to the obviously excited dog who was still drooling on Claire's perfectly shaped
thigh.
"She'll be all right," Claire said finally, standing up from the bed to go over to where
Sarah was sitting. "You just didn't know what to think, did you, dear?" she said kindly
to her younger sister, while Gil looked on in unconcealed amazement. "Well, I'll tell
you, I didn't know it was possible until just tonight, honest! And I think... well,"
Claire's brown eyes met Gilbert's for a moment, her face taking on an expression of
apology, "I think it's something every girl ought to try..."
"Oh, God, no!" Sarah said suddenly. "Claire, that's terrible, awful, unthinkable, despic-"
"Shhh, shhhhh, dear," the brunette whispered soothingly, her hand falling to Sarah's
stooped shoulder to stroke lovingly. "Everything's all right, don't get all upset. I know
it's hard for you to make up your mind about things, the way you've been thinking
what Daddy tells you for so long... But don't worry, Sarah, I did it... And you can too..."
The young blonde girl was shocked beyond belief. Did Claire really mean what she
said? That fucking a dog was all right? Oh, God, it's impossible!
But the older brunette just continued to pat Sarah's shoulder comfortingly, as if she was
unaware of the teenager's continued agitation. Claire began to talk to the flabbergasted
GI who had seated himself on her bed, right next to the still-salivating Irish setter. "Did
you get Sarah stoned or something, Gil? She seems to be acting a little bit out-of-it..."
"Well," Gil said, "I only gave her a dinky little hit of some weed, just before the
concert... I don't think that could've done it..."
"I'm okay!" the girl broke in suddenly. "It's just that... that... well, you understand,
don't you?" she said helplessly to both of them at once. It was inconceivable to her how
the other two people in the room could be acting so casual about the most obscene,
perverted thing she herself had ever witnessed. It was one thing to see Dee Withers
letting herself be taken by the dog while watching the salacious act through the
window, but it was entirely another thing when it was your own sister, and you actually
walked right into the room, before they even stopped doing it! God!
Claire nodded thoughtfully to her little sister, and then looked speculatively toward Gil.
A glint of highly forbidden salaciousness crept very slowly into the older girl's brown
eyes. "Yes, I understand, Sarah," she said, a little too loudly. "It must be hard for a
virgin to comprehend what was going on..." She looked straight at Gilbert Hoyt when
she said this, and he understood that it was meant for his benefit.
It made the GI's cock leap to hear the answer to the question he had been pondering all
night, and he winked meaningfully toward the older girl as she spoke.
"Yes," he agreed, his own voice unnaturally precise and clear, as he followed Claire's
lead, "I guess it would be hard for a girl, if she didn't know what she was missing..." He
didn't know exactly what Sarah's sister had in mind, but he could tell by the
conspiratorial look in her eyes that she had something in mind. He didn't dare hope
what he wished it was, but he didn't know Claire Bellamy well enough yet to realize
that her imagination was probably even wilder than his!
"Sarah, it's too bad, dear," Claire said soothingly, "but I was going to get Red all
warmed up for you when you got back, and you're early... Why did you come home
early?"
"Oh, God, Claire!" the younger girl burst out. "What are you talking about? Gilbert
brought me back here because... because... well..." Her face flushed a deep crimson, and
she hung her pretty face down and let her long, shining blonde hair fall forward to hide
her embarrassment. She felt as if everyone was against her – yes, even Claire, too! –
and she wished she had listened to her father and never boarded the train to come to
San Antonio. She looked from her voluptuously naked older sister to the frankly
admiring soldier who was watching every move that either girl made with the intense
interest of a lion stalking his prey, waiting for just the right moment to pounce, as soon
as either one of them was off-guard.
"Don't worry, Sarah, Claire'll take care of everything," the older sister said
comfortingly. "I wouldn't dream of keeping everything for myself, dear." She patted her
younger sister behind the back, indicating that she wanted her to stand up. "Come on,
dear, take your clothes off... I'll let you go first."
"FIRST!" Sarah fairly screamed. "Clothes?" Has Claire lost her mind, or am I the one
that's crazy?
Gilbert Hoyt was thinking the same thing, and his face became a blank mass of
confusion, and he wondered if Sarah's sister had already forgotten that he was here.
These chicks are really weird, he commented mentally, shaking his head. One's like
some kind of nun from a convent and the other's like a fucking street-whore! All he
could do now was watch, and maybe Claire would give him some kind of clue about
what was going on!
"Well, yes, darling," Claire was saying simply. "How do you expect Red to get into your
cunt if you don't take off your clothes?"
Oh, Jeeeesus! I don't expect him to get in my... my vagina!" the blonde cried
desperately. "Please, Claire, stop teasing me!"
"I'm not teasing you, Sarah," the brunette said softly. "I swear to you, dear, it's for your
own good. Don't you remember the first night you were here? Didn't you like to feel
my tongue up in your pussy? Don't you remember how you were thinking it would be
so much better if it was a nice big cock? Well, Red's got a nice big cock..." Gilbert Hoyt
couldn't believe his ears. Shit almighty! These Goddamned chicks are dykes, too! He
couldn't decide whether it was the marijuana or the spacey Bellamy girls, but he knew
his brain was whirling, and his cock was throbbing painfully against the zipper of his
pants, demanding release.
"Oh, hell!" he muttered to himself. The girls were too involved with each other to
notice him anyway, and the damned dog was just lying there drooling... He stood up
and jerkily stepped out of his pants, letting the full-blown erection of his penis spring
forward lewdly to jutting freedom, and he fondled it with one hand as he sat back down
to watch the rest of the show.
"Oh, Claire, Claire," the teenager was wailing, shaking her head from side to side, so
her long, golden hair was shimmering enticingly in the light, "I don't know what you
want me to do, but... but oh, God! I just couldn't do it with a dog! Claire, I just
couldn't. It's so wrong, and so evil!"
"Darling," Claire answered her patiently, "who's talking now, you or Daddy? I know
Daddy thinks it's wrong and evil and all that, but... but what do you think, Sarah?
Don't you secretly want to feel a nice hard cock inside you?"
The blonde girl listened mutely as her older sister bored straight through to her heart.
Yesterday, when she had been watching this same dog taking Dee Withers from
behind, hadn't she wished, secretly, that she had been the one kneeling nakedly on the
bed? Hadn't she even slid her own little hand up between her legs, to quell the strange
tingling ache that developed there as she witnessed the illicit sodomizing act? Wasn't
Claire right, then, about Sarah being influenced by their tyrannical father's opinions?
"But what can I do, Claire?" the girl asked with a tone of quiet resignation. She looked
up innocently for instructions, as if in tacit agreement with whatever her older sister
prescribed.
Claire nodded smugly and winked at the GI, noting with satisfaction the gigantic,
blood-hardened cock that he was rubbing lewdly in his hands. "First of all, take off your
clothes..." Gil nodded his approval, and turned his attention to the trembling blonde.
Dropping her eyes in shame, Sarah hesitatingly reached for the bottom of her sweater,
and with a sobbing sound from deep in her throat, she pulled the garment over her
head and stood there silently, waiting for the further debasement that inevitably had to
result. She stole a look in Red's direction, and she shuddered inwardly when her eyes
met his. God, he was watching with the same rapt attention that Gil was! A shiver of
fear coursed down her spine.
"That's fine, dear," Claire said approvingly, "but there's still more to take off." She
stood back to look at her younger sister critically, and Gilbert Hoyt reached up from
the bed and grasped her tightly around the waist. She fell laughingly into his lap, her
softly rounded buttocks feeling red-hot suddenly where she contacted the searing rod of
the GI's penis, still protruding upwards from his lap. "Oh, my God!" she exclaimed,
"hurry up, Sarah, I don't think Gil can wait!"
The soldier positioned Sarah's vivacious brown-haired sister directly over his throbbing
cock, so it pressured comfortably up between the silky inner softness of her thighs, and
the older girl squirmed delightedly with the unexpected pleasurable sensations. But her
concentration was still on her little sister, and she looked back up at Sarah. "Go on,
dear, take off everything..." Sarah knew it was hopeless to try to stall any longer. She
reached behind her and unhooked her thin lacy brassiere and let it fall to the bare floor
without bothering to stoop to pick it up, shivering as the chill of the room bit into the
firm white mounds of her breasts. Her nipples suddenly jerked into taut firmness, and
jutted out like tiny peaks from the rich swelling curve of her naked breasts. Her hair
trailed down from one shoulder over the pink-crowned orb of her breast, partially
hiding the distended nipple. She began to ease down the tightly-fitting fabric of her
slacks, wriggling sensuously as she slid them over the voluptuous curve of her hips and
thighs, before rolling them down over her columnar legs to step delicately out with her
feet. Now only her lacy, almost sheer white panties remained to shield her from total
nakedness, and she looked down ruefully over the trembling mounds of her breasts,
hesitating one last second before her humiliation was complete. Her eyes were glazed
over with disbelief as well as the marijuana, and suddenly, as if she was in a hurry to
finish, she grabbed the elastic top of her panties, and yanked them down over her long
supple thighs, and then free of one leg. She pulled the skimpy garment off of her
remaining ankle, and then she stood there completely nude, one hand instinctively
covering her pelvic vee, and her other arm folded protectively over her unnaturally huge
breasts, just barely covering the taut nipples. She felt very, very naked, and the lustful
stares of the man and the dog made her feel even more so!
"Okay, fine," Claire said in an almost businesslike manner. She wiggled sideways until
she slid off the soldier's lap, and Gil gasped in disappointed surprise. Claire smiled
swiftly up at him in reassurance, continuing, "Now Gil's going to take off all his
clothes, too!"
Sarah instinctively looked down at the floor, but the enlisted man looked strangely at
the blonde girl's sister. This is really freaky, he said to himself, but the brown-haired
girl's face was calm and insistent. Well, hell, all right then! Gil retorted mentally.
Christ, I'm already half-naked anyway... and maybe she's going to let me pop Sarah's
cherry, instead of that dog...
Hurriedly he doffed his shirt and kicked off his heavy boots and yanked his socks over
his feet. Sarah was still staring at the linoleum floor, but Gil pulled off his T-shirt
anyway, looking from one sister to the other. Okay, girls, I'm naked now, he thought,
looking down proudly at his huge, slightly pulsating cock. And my balls are aching! he
added mentally.
Claire winked her silent appreciation to the still-confused soldier, and stood up to go
over to where her naked blonde sister was standing. "Are you ready, Sarah?" she
whispered, jerking her finger in Gil's direction. "Would you rather make it with a man
first, and then try Red later on?"
The blonde teenager nodded mutely. It wasn't much of a choice, but it was certainly
less terrible to allow a human being to stick his big old thing up between her legs than
it would be to let a dog do the same thing! Sarah couldn't understand how her choices
had been narrowed down so much, but she was oddly grateful that Claire wasn't going
to make her kneel down before that great, threatening Irish setter.
"Okay, then... Just go over there," Claire pointed to Gil again, "and wrap your fingers
around his cock, just the way he's doing now... Then you sort of stroke your hand back
and forth, so you can feel the foreskin sliding over his cock head, and wait until you
can feel the lubrication seeping out the end..."
"P-please, Claire... I-I can't do that... I hardly even know him!"
But her sister remained firm. She practically dragged the young blonde over to the
soldier, and she actually placed Sarah's tiny fingers around the throbbing girth of the
man's cock. Shit! Gil mouthed silently. I could just about cum right now!
But curly-haired Claire wasn't done yet. She looked up into the GI's staring eyes and
said, "Now you should kiss her, Gil... you know, sort of get her warmed up." Claire
indicated Sarah's breast, and the soldier needed no more direction. His lips, closed on
the turgid pink nipple, and his tongue quickly found the hard little tip. He toyed with it
as his lips sucked fervently on the large, fleshy mound of her breast. He opened his eyes
and looked down the valley between her mountainous orbs, and suddenly he sucked in
his breath. Claire Bellamy had her hand between Sarah Bellamy's thighs! And it was
inching right up toward that virginal little pussy slit that the older girl had promised to
him! Holy shit! These sisters really are dykes!
Gil felt the younger girl quivering as his lips caressed her soft yielding flesh. She was
getting turned on fast – just like he had suspected back at the rock concert. He looked
down without taking his mouth away from the delicious soft pinkness of her young
breast, and he could see Claire's artful fingertips tenderly caressing Sarah's vulnerable
and uncovered vaginal slit, sensuously massaging the nerve-laden bud of her clitoris. He
heard the older girl's voice as if through a filter. It was garbled and sing-song, like a
tape recorder going backwards, "Go ahead, Sarah... go ahead and show him a good
time..."
"Claire, I couldn't... I can't!" she protested, but between words, she moaned out the
sheer pleasure of having the soldier sucking on her breasts.
"Sure you can, Sarah... You can do anything you want to... Forget about Daddy..." Gil
felt his heart pounding in his chest like a beached fish. This was it! It was almost going
to happen! He was just about to fuck the first virgin he had had since... Christ! He
hadn't had a virgin since he was fourteen!
"Go on, Sarah," Claire said again. "Just kneel on the bed and Red will jump right up
after you..." Red? Gilbert Hoyt's mind repeated. Red? I thought Sarah wanted a man!


Chapter 8


The flabbergasted GI looked over at the impetuous brunette WAC, as Sarah Bellamy
stood trembling in her voluptuous teenage nakedness. The fearful blonde didn't react
immediately to her older sister's directions, and now she was almost grateful that Gil
seemed to have something to say to Claire. It would give her a few seconds to think, if
that was possible anymore!
"I thought –" the soldier said huskily, but Claire interrupted him hurriedly.
"Don't worry, Gil," she whispered as she guided Sarah over to the single bed. "This is
just the way it has to be done... You wouldn't understand; you're not a girl..." She
didn't feel like trying to explain everything to the confused young man who was
supposed to be her younger sister's date. She bustled around like some kind of movie,
but to Gil, it seemed a lot more lewd and obscene than any movie he had ever seen!
Claire physically positioned her beautiful blonde sister in a face-down reclining position
across the white furry coverlet that Dee Withers had over her bed. She pulled the
teenager's ankles apart at the bottom, exposing her nakedly glistening cuntal slit to both
the Irish setter, Red and the lusting, excited soldier who was waiting to find out what
Claire had in mind. Sarah whimpered apprehensively as the older girl snapped her
fingers to the dog.
"Oh, no, Claire... please, no... I just couldn't!" she shrieked, sitting bolt upright on the
bed.
Claire's brown eyes glinted mischievously, as she looked from one confused face to the
other. This was her show, now, and she knew it. it was up to her and her alone to
determine what the outcome was going to be, and he lustful WAC was resolute in her
decision. This was going to be the most fantastic, licentious, incredible, orgy she had
ever participated in, and everything was going to be absolutely perfect.
"All right, Sarah," she said finally, her brow wrinkled in salacious concentration. "You
can suck him off, if you like..."
"My God! You have to be joking! I can't... I've never..."
"Sarah," Claire said firmly; "Don't say you've never done it. You did it to me,
remember? Don't you just feel like you need to taste Red's gorgeous dog-cum in your
mouth?"
The astonished soldier couldn't believe what he was hearing or seeing, but he sensed
the lewdness of the older Bellamy girl's plan. Something told him just to be patient, to
wait, and everything would turn out to his satisfaction. Even if it didn't, he thought he
was going to get a hell of a show watching!
He'd seen plenty of perverse obscenity before, in his years as an enlisted man all over
the world. But Sarah Bellamy was actually going to take that Irish setter's cock right
into her sweet little mouth – Christ! This is fucking incredible! Instinctively, he stood
up to help Claire to calm her little sister. He laid his rough masculine hand on her
softly trembling shoulder, pushing her down again into the hard flat mattress of the
Army cot.
"Lie down, sweetheart," he almost sneered. "I'm sure your sister knows what's good for
you..." He smiled over in Claire's direction, and she nodded approvingly.
The brunette snapped her fingers again to Red, and this time, he leaped obediently up
beside the still-pinioned form of the quivering teenaged blonde. Gil urged Sarah's head
toward the sleekly shivering animal and Red instinctively climbed up higher until his
belly was almost level with her unwillingly turned head, and the blonde nearly cried out
in innocent apprehension. It's not right... she kept repeating to herself, over and over...
But even as she thought it, another part of her brain was wondering, Or is that just
what Daddy would say? Oh, God, why can't I make up my mind?
Sarah studied the furry underside of the big animal's belly, her mind recording but not
really believing any of the things that were happening to her. She reached out
cautiously to touch Red's belly, and the long scarlet taper of his animal-cock slid
glistening out of its hairy sheath. God, he was still hard and erect from that awful thing
he had been doing with Claire! The young girl stared at the lewdly dripping penis
without moving; it was now several inches beyond the fur covering of its pulled-back
foreskin. At the base of the sheath, the dog's huge swollen dark testicles dangled
menacingly.
"Don't just lie there, Sarah, put it in your mouth!" Gilbert encouraged from the
bedside. He relished the ideas that Claire seemed to be hatching every minute in her
incredibly fertile sexual imagination, and he was more than willing to help. Claire was
sitting on the opposite edge of the bed, a thin smile of premature success crossing her
tense, excited face. Oh, please, Sarah... Don't back out now. You can do it, I know you
can... Just don't back out now... Forget about Daddy and all those terrible things. All
you have to do is take that lovely animal's cock into your mouth!
Sarah's drug-dazed mind struggled fiercely to concentrate on something else, as if
ignoring the scene that was unfolding around her would make it go away. She tensed
every youthful muscle in her naked young body to fight the wicked, forbidden
commands that were being made of her, but she felt herself being inextricably drawn
into the trap. Her eyes were still riveted securely on the big red dog's belly, and her
fingers slowly, gently, tentatively, hooked around the lengthening shaft of his crimson
slippery cock. The massive dog made a husky noise deep in his powerful throat as her
fingertips touched him there, and the girl thought frantically, I've got to do it now... I
can't back out... Oh, God, how can I do it?
"What's holding you up, dear?" Claire asked from the side of the bed. "All you have to
do is lift your head up a little... Red's cock'll fit nicely between your fresh little lips. Oh,
do it, Sarah, and stop stalling around!" Gil was nodding violently with every word that
the older girl spoke, and he wasn't just following Claire's lead this time, either. His
Goddamned cock was aching like hell, and his balls weren't getting any lighter while
Sarah Bellamy hesitated.
The blonde shivered under the double criticism of her sister and her date, and slowly,
she began to stroke the fur-covered hard-on of Red's cock as it slithered completely out
of its fleshy fur-sheath. Its nearly translucent tip was hardly more than an inch from her
lips, though she had not moved her face at all.
"Suck it, for fuck's sake, suck it!" Gil growled from behind her head.
Closing her eyes, Sarah did as she was told. Pushing aside all thoughts from her
spinning brain, she opened her lips slightly, and let the tapered tip slide into her
mouth, over her trembling lips whose very touch seemed to kindle fresh new stirrings
of lust in the great sleek beast. The scarlet cock snaked back over her tongue with a
familiar pungency that startled her at first, until she remembered that the animal had
been mounting her own sister when she had first entered this room tonight. She could
taste the sweet vaginal juices of Claire's young cunt on the powerfully throbbing cock
of the Irish setter! Red responded with a quivering of his strong, muscular haunches
that sank his dog-cock deep between her trembling lips, into the velvety tightness of her
throat, nearly gagging her with its" sudden ravishment of her oral passage.
"Okay, Sarah, baby, lick it now... lick it like you'd like to lick my cock," Gil instructed
from behind the bed. "He'd probably get off if you rubbed his fucking balls, too..." This
time, the GI didn't even need to look over to get Claire's approval of what he said. The
brunette was leaning forward and smiling smugly. Everything was going exactly
according to plan.
Red had followed his commands without hesitation, and he never once even thought to
question what the soothing-voiced brunette had told him to do. But now his canine
instinct told him that this new young woman was feeling some kind of hesitation, some
kind of insecurity, and he wondered in his bestial way if he was doing what was
expected of him. In the past few months, he had come to associate this particular box
like barracks room with the monumental sensation of orgasmic release, much as
Pavlov's dogs had been taught to salivate at the sound of a bell. It didn't really matter,
ultimately, just who the particular female human was who was assigned to satisfy him
at any given moment, and Red's animal mind relaxed, as he gave himself over to the
fresh sensations that were spiralling outward from the young teenager's mouth.
Sarah followed her instructions to the letter, too, swirling the tapering end of Red's 
dogcock in her mouth with her tongue, rubbing his swollen balls with her fingertips.
Amazingly enough, she was discovering to her surprise that she could do it all as she
was told without the tremendous revulsion that she had expected to feel. It was getting
easier by the moment to do anything that Gilbert Hoyt or her sister told her to do. But
the beautiful blonde was so busy pondering this new awareness that she thought not at
all of her nude buttocks thrust up so voluptuously in the air as she knelt up on the bed.
It wasn't until she felt the tightening grip of hands on her smooth trim thighs that she
realized the full extent of her naked vulnerability there. And she knew it wasn't her
sister, because Claire was still sitting at her side; she could see her out of the comer of
her eye. My God, it's Gilbert! And now his lips were on the insides of her slim bare
thighs... and he was kissing her there! Nobody, except her older sister had ever done
that, and now this soldier was doing it while Claire herself was watching! The worst of
it was the recurring sensation she had tried to deny to herself for several minutes now,
the warm, glowing feeling in her belly that she had shared so far only with Claire.
Sarah Bellamy was becoming aroused; this lewd act was turning her on!
The naked blonde nearly screamed a moment later when Gil's hungrily exploring lips
found the fragrant dampness of her cuntal slit, its musky scent drawing him like a
magnet, rousing a fierce hunger in his loins that he knew he could answer in only one
way. He had to fuck her. Sarah wriggled convulsively as his tongue laved at the moist
furrow of her naked, upthrust vagina while his lips nibbled at the throbbing bud of her
clitoris. Christ, this young chick is really getting hot... and I'm going to have to stick it
up her pretty damn quick! the GI groaned inwardly, as his thick wet tongue burrowed
into her creamy moist vaginal passage.
Sarah opened her mouth to cry out in protest at this new and unexpected ravishment,
but the sudden relaxing of her tightly ovalled lips only brought on a spasm of frantic
thrusts from the animal's strong haunches that drove his distended penis deeper into
her mouth and throat. She was trapped, hopelessly, and she was totally helpless!
There was an urgent movement behind her, and the young blonde ached desperately to
see what was happening. But it was impossible for her to twist her head that far... Oh,
God, what's going on?... And then she felt it! Gil's lust-incited cock was pushing its hot
rigidity right into the warm wet crevice of her unguarded vagina! He drew the head of
it salaciously along the pink moist folds of her pussy-flesh, actually enjoying the shivers
of fright and confusion he was causing throughout the innocent young woman's naked
skin. Damn, he wanted her... Christ, he needed her! He needed to fuck her!
"Ugh, shit, Sarah," he managed to growl behind her, "you've got to put my cock in
your cunt, baby!" His voice had a harsh tone she had not noticed before, and it was as
if some new menacing personality had taken control of his body. When she made no
move to comply, Gil repeated his command, even harsher and more threatening this
time. Sarah knew it would be fruitless to resist. Claire was right there, still sitting on the
bed, and if she had made no move to stop the soldier by now, it must mean that it was
all part of the older girl's illicit plan. This was it for young Sarah Bellamy, and she knew
it. This was the end of her long and tenuous virginity.
There would be no moonlight and tender kisses, the way her father had led her to
expect – no handsome prince on a dashing white stallion swooping down to carry her
off. No, this was more Claire's style – just a hard, vicious ravishment at the hands of a
near-stranger and a powerful, bestial dog! Oh, God, how did I ever get myself into this?
she moaned to herself. And how will I ever be able to look at myself again? The young
girl could hardly bear the shock and humiliation of this moment, being fucked between
these two male beasts, both ends brutally assaulted, and Claire here to witness it all.
At the third and harshest command of the muscular GI, Sarah finally reached back and
grabbed the swelling, bulbous head of his huge swollen cock and slipped it up against
the small puckered lips of her cuntal opening. Before she could even think of what was
going to come next, Gil slammed his long turgid pole of lustful flesh into her with all
his pent-up savage passion. The incredible force of his cock ripped into the tightly
constrictive channel of her virginal cunt with a fury that tore through her thin
protective hymen, boring relentlessly into her virginal orifice until his whole cock was
buried to the hilt inside her. She gasped out with the sudden, quick pain, and a million
stars seemed to flash across her vision as compulsive throbs of unexpected agony
rocketed up her naked spine and into her brain.
"Fantastic, Gilbert! Fantastic!" Claire's enthusiastic encouragement came from
somewhere in the room, but Sarah could feel that her sister's weight was no longer on
the bed. Sarah's brain was reeling with a thousand different sensations at once, and she
was powerless to sort them out. The totally unprepared for pain of Gilbert's masterful
assault had faded rapidly, almost as quickly as she had become aware of it, and in its
place was an even stranger feeling, a growing awareness of something that was at once
both new and familiar. His deep lunging strokes, each one skewering her deeply and
relentlessly in an ever more violent series of thrusting, movements, were fanning the
flames of her newly discovered womanhood in her loins, and try as she might, she
discovered that she could not hold back. This wild, lascivious triangle she now formed
with Gilbert Hoyt and the Irish setter was causing strange and wonderful things to
happen inside her, weird fluttering sensations that seemed to take over her whole body,
as the powerful drug she had smoked a few hours ago had seemed to take over her
mind at the pagan rock-and-roll concert. She hated herself for giving up so easily what
she had jealously guarded for so long, but she was powerless to resist: her body was
now taking control of her mind.
Sarah thought for a fleeting instant that she was only imagining this whole incredible
experience, that it was only a wild extension of the marijuana inspired hallucinations,
when suddenly, she felt her legs fly into the air and the room seemed to spin beneath
her. Gil had pulled the helpless girl out of her kneeling position, his huge, blood-filled
cock still imbedded tightly inside her cuntal grip, and he had rolled under her as he
twisted her around. It seemed at first to be an impossible maneuver, but somehow it
worked. Red's scarlet tapered dog-cock slipped with a reluctant sluicing sound from
Sarah's ovalled lips as the big animal looked up from his reclining position in obvious
surprise, a snarling growl on his menacing, drooling jaws. When Sarah finally realized
what was happening, she was on top of the GI, riding him like she would ride a horse.
Gil had given no thought at all to the husky animal that had been beneath the nakedly
fucking girl. Human passions came first, he had thought wordlessly, and he had
decided that he wanted to see the no-longer-virginal blonde form below, so he could
watch and feel and taste those magnificent breasts of hers as she leaned forward over
him, firmly impaled on his rigid, upthrust cock. He would have preferred it if she had
made more noise about it. He liked the screamers, the real gut-rippers that cried and
begged and pleaded. But this one was no second-rater – not by a long shot! He lunged
on his rigid pole upward and pushed himself deeply into her, holding on to her slender
hips and pulling her down at the same time. The blonde teenager's eyes bulged with an
overwhelming rush of agonizingly mixed sensations of pleasure and pain, while her lips
parted, but only to let a whimpering moan escape them.
Sarah's mind was numbed from this sudden fresh assault, and she tried desperately not
to scream from the wickedly wanton sensations she was feeling. She wouldn't give him
the pleasure of seeing her cry... She couldn't.
Gilbert Hoyt was intensely enjoying impaling this creamy-skinned, blonde-haired
young woman on the length of his massive cock. Christ! What a fantastic fucking bitch
she's turning into! That freaky sister of hers must really know what's going down,
man... Sarah's squirming around like a real nympho, and she's practically a virgin! Her
hips and ass were beginning to grind back responsively to his forceful thrusts, just like a
real pro! His hands grasped the slender trimness of her waist above the gentle curve of
her sloping hips that moved up and down in time with the skewering upthrusts of his
strong eager loins from below. With a grin of undiluted sadistic revelry, Gil eagerly
watched as her young, voluptuous breasts bounced enticingly as her breathing increased
steadily into a series of short, gasping mouthfuls of air. His powerful hips pounding
upward over and over again, driving his heavy, throbbing cock farther and farther up
into the hot smoldering wetness of her tightly clasping cuntal passage, right into the pit
of her innocent white belly!
"Like that, baby?" he asked between the savagely impaling thrusts, his teeth locked into
an evil lewd grin.
Sarah nodded her head tearfully. What else could she do? She really did like it – she
was enjoying it very much. It had been painful at first, when he had first entered her
virginal pussy, but now... Now the sensations .were becoming more and more erotic
with every upward thrust of his immensely rigid cock. She looked down at him,
catching his eyes openly for the first time since he had so powerfully entered her, and
she felt herself tightening skillfully her own ass-cheeks in some unlearned, primeval
gesture that made his hard fucking even more wildly ecstatic. Now she began to fuck
up and down on the end of his lust-swollen hardness as though this were only one of a
long series of lewd and lustful experiences she had had with men. Her mouth opened
slightly and her lips trembled, "Ooooooh, yyeeeessss... G-god, keep fucking me...
Mmmmnnn, your cock feels sooooo goooood in my cunt!" Her voice rose in pitch until
her words ricocheted lewdly from the four close walls of the room, "Oh, fuck me! Fuck
me! Fuck me more!"
Red had watched this entire scene in growing confusion and fast-rising anger. His
intense brown eyes reflected his thoughts like a lake might mirror an on-coming storm.
First, the strange roommate of his usual mistress, the one with the pleasing voice, had
teased him and encouraged him to enter her human female lust-hole from behind. But
then, for some reason – probably the intrusion of the others – she had pushed him
away, leaving him unfulfilled and frustrated while the human beings had talked among
themselves. And then, there had been the strangely inhibited attentions that the blonde
woman had paid him, with the strangely new and wonderful arousal of using her lips
on his burgeoning cock-rod while he fucked it frantically into her mouth. The sleek
Irish setter couldn't understand why then, she, too, had removed her mouth from his
hotly throbbing cock, to roll over and knock him from his supine position below her
softly sucking lips.
As he watched the second, innocent female humping wildly over the human male, Red
could see the man's thick human cock being deeply implanted in her from below in
that strange position, her love-juices starting to dribble out and stain the rigidly pulsing
shaft of the GI's cock. It made the dog salivate to watch how' Gil's slippery penis was
glistening lewdly with the sweet sensual fluids of Sarah's fresh young lubricant, and his
eyes were riveted on the sight as securely as his nostrils sucked up the pungent, lustful
scent.
Red's chest suddenly resounded with a booming, low growl... Inches from the tautly
clasping pink cuntal flesh of the light-haired human female, his eyes caught the
beckoning, bobbing, wrinkled brown ring of her tiny, virginal anus. The massive animal
felt his dripping scarlet taper beginning to ease once again out form its furry sheath.
There was no way it was going to be unsatiated this time. The animal's instincts would
take care of that!
Waves of erotic passion were coursing through Gilbert Hoyt's sweating body as Sarah
suddenly and unexpectedly lurched forward and let the swollen nipples of her bare
breasts brush enticingly over his strong-muscled naked chest. His powerful fingers ran
up and down over her nude torso, exploring and feeling every inch of her supple young
nakedness.
She should have noticed his shifting gaze, the look of disbelief on his face, but her eyes
were hardly more than two smoky-veiled slits now and she noticed nothing until she
heard a hoarse cry from her older sister, and then the aroused blonde teenager felt
something powerful gripping at her nakedly shivering ass-cheeks. It was Red, the Irish
setter! Her whole body smashed down into Gil's in fright.
"Hey, watch it," the soldier complained. "Relax, sweetheart, he's not going to hurt
you... He just doesn't like a prick-tease, and you wouldn't want to make him mad,
would you?" He had not eased up his relentless skewering rhythm for a second, and
Sarah could scarcely manage a single word of reply, let alone an argument. "Lean down,
baby, and stick your ass out where he can see it... You don't want him to bite you, do
you?"
Sarah was bewildered and confused for just a moment, but when she felt those strong
forepaws encircling her hips, there was no doubt left in her mind. He was already
starting to mount her there! God, he was going to... to fuck her in the ass! Sarah had
no time to scream out a protest, for just as she took in a huge lungful of air, Red's
tapering cock, still moist and rigidly erect from his twice-interrupted fucking, caught
the tautly-puckered hole of the young girl's rectal ring. Without a second's hesitation,
he fucked forward with the savage strength of his muscular haunches, and sank his
virile rigidity into her futilely resisting anal hole. Now she was impaled on two cocks,
one from the thrusting human below driving deep upward into her cuntal slit, and the
other from the massive beast whose scarlet throbbing taper was now deep in the
recesses of her wriggling ass.
"Aaaaaah, oh, God!" she cried out, whirling her head around quickly to see with her
own eyes whether it was really true. Her long blonde hair swirled around like a golden
halo with her sudden frantic movement, and her eyes bulged when she saw what she
was feeling. She was hopelessly entrapped, skewered there, and Gilbert's grip on her
hips assured that there would be no way out but to stay and finish this lewd and
forbidden trilogy.
An incessant series of moans came from Sarah's lips as she vainly tried to maintain a
steady rhythm between their disjointed, unsynchronized assaults. But she had to finally
resign herself to being buffeted between them at their will, just a loosely dangling 
ragdoll for their undeniable male passions and pleasure. Slowly, gradually, their lustful,
ravishing thrusts began to merge as one, and their grunts of pleasure and growls of
enjoyment fused into one rhythmic, humping staccato beat as her pain at the vicious
new ravishment began to subside. She could feel a telltale wetness drenching the insides
of her thighs and oozing out over his widely splayed ass-cheeks. With an unintelligible
cry of abandon, Sarah ground back against her new animal-lover with a passionate
vengeance, his sperm-bloated canine balls slapping lewdly into the upturned wet furrow
of her cunt just below. She was totally and hopelessly gone now, impaled mercilessly
between these two powerful masculine assailants, and her whole body began to tingle
with a lascivious masochistic excitement of being so totally abused in this wildly erotic
way. There was no more pain now, even in her unnaturally stretching rectal hole, and
Sarah felt the raging flood of her newly discovered female desire, and she knew that she
was fast approaching her first real orgasm. This wasn't going to be the incestuous
release that she felt from her sister's fingers or lips... It wasn't going to be her 
own selfinduced climax while she watched someone else do the salacious things she secretly
wanted to try... This was going to be the real thing, the mind-blowing explosion that
Claire so often talked and wrote about, the kind of orgasm that only a strong, savage,
lust-driven male animal could give her!
And now she had not one, but two such desire-aroused males pounding into her!
"Oooooh, God!" she shrieked, and the piercing sound made her startled sister whirl
around in anticipation. "Jesus God! Your cocks are soooo beautiful! Oh, Red! Keeep
Ffuuuuccckkkkinngg, you animal! Gil-Gilbert, oh, God! I'm about to... I can feel it...
Aaaaaaiiiiiieeeee!! I'm-I'm cccuuuummmmiing!" The super-heated blood from her
ravished loins rushed to her spinning brain, and she felt the first primeval savagery of
womanhood, as her unnaturally stretched orifices clenched involuntarily around the two
rhythmically beating cocks that seemed to stuff them to overflowing. A flood of torrid
release gushed up into her rectum from Red's wildly thrusting loins, as he let go the
tension he had held through two unfulfilling, teasing unions. There was no stopping or
even stalling him as every rippling contraction of his long tapered dog-cock sent
another fresh gushing spurt of his thick rich animal sperm rushing deep up into her as
her asscheeks clenched and unclenched alternately, greedily sucking up every precious
drop of his burning liquid until there was no more, until she had milked the powerful
beast dry. But her aching, clasping cuntal channel was not to be denied. Hardly a
moment later, Sarah heard the soldier below her gasp for air, and then he thrust up into
her so viciously that all of them, the dog included, buckled convulsively up into the air
above the powerful man's arched back. Savagely and relentlessly he slammed his male
hardness into her body as she moved her hips around him in small concentric circles.
Thick, fiery streams of his warm, viscous sperm blasted their way into the untouched
depths of her undulating belly, as her vaginal walls dilated and contracted involuntarily
around him.
For another few moments, the three of them seemed permanently fused together,
somehow bonded by the orgasmic intensity of their savage passions, but Red finally
pulled away and Sarah collapsed off her human lover with a sigh of heartfelt relief.
Before she closed her eyes and drifted off into a restful sleep, she saw her older sister
hovering over Gilbert Hoyt like some insatiable goddess, and from faraway, Sarah heard
what she said.
"I'm glad you like my sister, Gil... I knew she'd be a little nympho, but I just had to
prove it to her first... But now I'm ready for some real action, soldier, and I'm hoping
you'll be able to oblige!"
For an answer, the perspiring, darkhaired GI pulled the young, lecherous brunette
down on top of him, and ground his fierce, demanding lips hard over hers, sucking so
forcefully that Claire could feel her whole mouth being vacuumed back into the man's
slippery oral cavity.
"Mmmmm, mph!" she purred appreciatively until he released her lips. "Right on! I
think I'll let you lick my pussy first!"


Chapter 9


"Steven! Steven!" Lois Bellamy shouted into the kitchen on the day before Christmas.
"Here's a letter from Sarah – and there's a note enclosed from Claire!" The Major
wasn't as obviously excited by the arrival as his wife was, but still, he was anxious to
hear how his innocent young daughter was faring in the clutches of her salacious older
sister. He looked up from his morning coffee with a mildly interested expression on his
face. "What's she got to say, dear?"
Lois opened the envelope hurriedly, ignoring the dozen or so Christmas cards that had
arrived with the same delivery.
" 'Dear Mom and Dad,' " she read, looking at her husband. " 'I'm really enjoying my
stay here in San Antonio, and seeing Claire on the Army base has started me
thinking..."
"I'll bet it's started her thinking," the Major scowled. "That sluttish sister of hers is
enough to start anyone thinking!"
"Steve, wait... Listen to what she has to say!" Lois protested looking back to the
feminine scented stationery," 'I guess I never really appreciated all the different things
the Army has to offer, Daddy, just like you always said. Claire's gotten settled down
here, and she says she's really glad that you made her enlist. She does all sorts of
different projects, and she meets some great, patriotic people who are very dedicated...
You see, Steven?" the mother beamed happily, "Claire's not doing anything to Sarah at
all!"
The Army Major had to admit that so far, the letter was indeed highly favorable to his
way of thinking, and if what Sarah was writing about Claire was true, then it was a bit
of lucky good fortune that they had allowed their younger daughter to make the long
trip.
"Oh, Steven, listen to this!" Lois burst out, "she says she's going to enlist just as soon as
she gets out of high school! Imagine, Steve, both of our gorgeous daughters, serving in
the Women's Army Corps!"
Steve Bellamy nodded thoughtfully. "What's the note from Claire got to say?" The
blonde mother fumbled in the envelope for the scrap of memo paper that Sarah had
enclosed in her letter. She read slowly," 'Dear Mom and Dad, I'm sorry for all the
things I did that made you think I was bad. The Army has taught me the things I
needed to know. Won't it be wonderful when Sarah gets out of high school and can
join me here in San Antonio? The people I work with on base here can hardly wait
until she comes back!' " Lois and Steve looked at each other and shrugged. "Well, it's
like I always said, Lois," the Major said finally, "the Army will shape anyone up, even a
headstrong girl like our Claire! And I'm sure it'll be an enlightening experience for
Sarah, too..."


* * *


In San Antonio, Claire Bellamy got off early on Christmas eve. Sarah was there at the
door of the medical facility to meet her, and the sisters hugged each other and smiled.
"Do you suppose Mom and Dad got our letter yet?" Sarah giggled.
"Probably," Claire replied. She slid her arm down from her sister's shoulder and
grasped her small hand firmly. "But we don't have time to talk about it now... Gil's
meeting us at twelve-thirty, and Dee says that Red's owners have lent him to her for the
next two days... God, can you imagine, Sarah?"
"I can imagine," the young blonde said lustily, "but I can't wait!"


THE END
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Foreword


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many centuries,
and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer for the individual
considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except that he must be true to himself.
The mature individual who has achieved this sort of self-honesty and completeness will
be little harmed or affected by the illogical or irrational opinions of others.
In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this truth like an
unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters faced up to their unusual
desires instead of trying to repress them, much of the anguish they suffered would
logically have been avoided.
The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor a
revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the wisest thinkers
through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be true, " was Shakespeare's way of
saying the same thing; but it comes to us from still an earlier source, and one which not
even the most rigid moralist can contest... "Happy is he that condenmeth not himself
for that which he alloweth himself. But he that doubteth is damned if he eat. " Those
who deny others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to
consider this quote from Romans.
No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this ultimately
will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by looking at the past and
previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief glance backwards will also reveal that,
in such times, honored traditions and concepts were re-examined, and many times
discarded. What was considered fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it
isn't done" or "it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of
pleasure.
The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We offer no
further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this timely work. We now
suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. A work of art, no matter how
contemporary, should speak for itself.
-The Publisher P.O. Box 494 Sausalito, California


Chapter 1


Anyone driving down the winding tree-lined road known as County Trunk M could not
help but notice the impressive green and white sign, "Tri State Breeders"; and below,
inscribed in smaller letters, "We take care of your business with no bull." On this warm
June afternoon, the sign creaked on its warped leather hinges and knocking
rhythmically with each wafting breeze against the hand-hewn grey, weathered fence
post, gouged out another season in witness to the success of the age-old establishment.
Step on the accelerator, and with a peek to the right, the Tri State Breeder's corporation
enfolds itself in a series of freshly white-washed frame buildings. The largest of the
three, majestically set on a grassy knoll surrounded by well-trimmed shrubs and
flowering perennials with Hummingbirds and Monarch butterflies thickening the air,
housed the one-girl office where the farmers in the surrounding area came to pay their
veterinary bills and, when the company's owner was away, flirt with the pretty blonde
haired secretary of the company who functioned as gal Friday, bookkeeper and, in dire
emergencies, vet's assistant when all the vets were out on call.
In back of the office, far enough away from the veterinary quarters to satisfy the rigid
regulations of the health inspectors, was the creamery which distributed Tri t State's
milk products, including their own special brand of ice cream that brought children
streaming on their bicycles from the small farm village, only three miles up the oak-tree
lined country road.
Down the knoll from the office was the barn with hollyhocks growing inch by inch
toward the sky along the well fertilized walls. In bold green letters, as verdant as the
spring countryside itself, "Tri State Breeders" was written on the broad side of the barn.
Inside its earthy smelling, cement interior, a series of straw-softened pens separated by
iron gates housed the young male Holstein bulls who, when the leaves turned gold and
red, would be sold to farmers to perpetuate their own well-bred stock of Holstein cattle.
Now, in the freshness of the June sunshine with the cumulous clouds hanging low and
cottony in the sky, the small herd lolled in the barnyard, swatting with their tails at flies
buzzing annoyingly about their ears and eyes.
Springtime and business was booming!
Karen Ashley, the blonde-haired secretary of the breeders corporation whistled as she
typed up the invoices, wincing and shaking her head over the price increases the
farmers would have to cope with now that Don Suthers, the company owner had built
that new pole shed next to the barn. At times she felt it unfair that the farmers would
have to pay for the expansion of the company, but then it was not her place to defend
the customer. The AM radio that buzzed with static on the low shelf next to her metal
desk – next to the ivy slip swimming in water that she hoped would take root – was
clouding her thoughts, interrupting her reverie with bits and pieces of the afternoon
news and stock reports.
Her charm bracelet tinkled against the old wooden radio as she reached over her happy
face calendar to turn the radio off. She had better things to think about – more
pleasant, she hoped – now that her daughter was back with her for the first time since
she'd graduated from diapers.
Oh, it was not a permanent situation, she realized disappointedly, but then seeing her
daughter for five minutes would be better than no contact whatsoever – and that's
exactly what she'd had for the past fourteen years since the courts ruled her an unfit
mother. And all because her rich, snobbish husband paid off the judge. Oh, Karen's
eyes narrowed as she thought about her husband and what she'd do to him now if only
she could get her hands on that bastard! Her fists clenched and her knuckles turned
white, but there was nothing she could do about the heartache she'd suffered for the
past several years... except forgive. To calm her nerves, she took a deep breath and
erased the "m", the third error she'd made on Mr. Thompson's invoice. It was nearly
four o'clock, she sighed, and time to go home anyway.
Time to go home and play mother, she smiled to herself as she cleared off her desk,
piling up Mr. Suthers mail on the right hand corner so he would be sure to see it in the
morning in case she might be late for work. With a flick of the wrist, she tore the June
9 page from the desk calendar and threw it in the brimming wastebasket, a habit
formed over the eleven years of her employment at the breeders. It helped tick off the
lonely days for the women who had not married since her heartbreaking marital
experience fourteen years ago. Oh, sure she'd had her affairs, she smiled mischievously
to herself, dusting off the top of the metal filing cabinet; there was Ed Carson she'd
joined a bowling team with, and before him Ralph Peterson who dumped her .as soon
as his wife came back from a three month's stay with her mother... and there had been
others before them, too. But nothing lasted, nothing filling that gaping need for
fulfilling love, and so she'd silently resigned herself to a life of solitude, but cheating on
her celibacy vow now and then when the opportunity presented itself... usually in the
carnified form of a traveling salesman or milk inspector.
And then there were the children. Mr. Suther's boys, in particular, who kept her
hopping with their youthful demands which usually manifested themselves in a plea to
'please, please, let me see the bulls in the barn. Let me feed them... Daddy won't care.'
They were such dears! She always gave in. Occasionally one of the boys from town,
having ridden to Tri State's creamery a few cents short, would pop his sweat trickling
head in her office door and beg for a nickel or dime so he could indulge in his ice
cream fantasy, so it was not as if Karen had no friends. A well respected and attractive
woman for her thirty years, she had her share of attention whenever she needed it.
The door latch clicked shut as the blonde haired woman flung her bag over her
shoulder and headed for the road. It was not out of necessity that Karen chose to walk
the mile distance to Johnson's Trailer Camp where her two bedroom trailer, decorated
in simulated wood panelling and semi-valuable antiques, sat nestled in the far corner of
the fifty-trailer camp under a wispy frail tree. She'd planted it herself, determined to
bring a little of the country to her doorstep, but after months of abuse as the boundary
line for territorial male dogs, it was losing its leaves. Just one more attachment gone,
she'd reasoned wearily, knowing that when the mood hit, she'd replace it with another
Russian Olive tree. Replacements and substitutions seemed to be a way of life for
Karen.
On the highway now, with the afternoon sun burning in the sky and the clouds
gathering in the east, Karen trotted along the side of the road, mindful of the raspberry
bushes and elderberry shrubs budding green. In another few months she'd be picking
them on her way home from work, stuffing them in her lunch bag and preserving them
in glass jars for the winter months. Life was getting too predictable for the woman.
A blue chevy ground to a halt and a door opened. "Would you like a ride home,
Karen?" It was Ralph Peterson, leaning his greying head out of the passenger's window
of the same car she'd kissed him in many times on many a summer afternoon.
"No, no thank you, Ralph," she said coyly, not wanting to seem aloof but feeling that
way nevertheless.
"Hey, what's the matter, Karen? You ain't said two words to me since your kid came
here from the west coast. You too good for old Ralph, or are you spending all your time
with that young vet, Gary?"
You son-of-a-bitch, she thought. Go back to your wife and leave me alone. But instead
she said, "I'm sorry, Ralph, but I just haven't had time for much since June's been with
me. Now if it's okay with you, I'm just gonna keep walking and you keep on driving
and never the twain shall meet." She bit her lower lip in self recrimination as she
watched the blue chevy speed off in a cloud of dust. Snobbery was one thing no one
could accuse her of and least of all, Ralph Peterson. But, darn it, she just couldn't help
it!
Why did men always have to be so, so competitive? Like they were doing you a favor?
Why couldn't they just forget about sex for awhile? Just because she was a single
woman... hmph!
That's the same way Robert was and it was part of the reason why they'd gotten a
divorce after just nine months of marriage.
But in that time she'd discovered the old 'lipstick on the collar' joke, was not so
laughable. Good God, how many times had the sight of smeared red brought tears to
her eyes. That bastard! she thought, the tears brimming to her eyes as she thought
about the unhappy circumstances of her marriage to the man who had the nerve to call
her an unfit mother! And all because of a blood test... a stupid blood test, she thought.
God, if I'd have known they could tell who was the real father of my baby, would I
have chosen Robert as a husband? No, way. It was his money; that's why I lied to him,
but he had no reason to take my baby away.
True, she admitted to herself with a sniff from blackened memories, she had married
Robert for convenience, to give the child she was carrying a name, when the real father
was killed in an industrial accident before they had a chance to wed. Christ, but she'd
been dumb in thinking Robert would make a good husband. Blearily, she cast her
memory back fourteen years to the days of their whirlwind courtship.
As Robert had testified before the judge, he hadn't really understood it then – there was
this beautiful girl, Karen Ashley, who had persistently ignored him... and then suddenly
they were married! Any jerk, he'd insisted, should have seen that he was being played
for a sucker! But hell, he had only been a raw kid, still in his senior year at Holman
High School. How could he have known?
Karen's folks had come to the Midwest from Florida, and the gorgeous young blonde
had at once become the most sought after girl in school. Robert, along with a lot of
other kids, had had hot pants for her from the first moment he had set eyes on her
voluptuous body. He'd managed to make a couple of dates with her, but he hadn't been
able to get a third; she was already dating some of the college men, from the teacher's
college nearby. Unknown to him, of course, he told the judge, she had already been
carrying the child whose real father was doomed to die in a logging truck crash. And
then suddenly...
 – Robert hardly knew what had hit him! 
 – Karen was available.
He had taken her to a drive-in movie... and had been pleasantly surprised when she
allowed some heavy petting. But on their next date, the same week, she had said that
she didn't feel well and didn't really want to go out. "Couldn't we just... well, maybe go
for a ride in your car, Robert?" she'd pleaded.
He had agreed at once. He had been driving the family's white Oldsmobile. God, but
he was proud when his dad let him use the car... he liked to show it off... and of course
he was crazy to show off Karen, too! They had cruised the streets of Holman, stopping
at a drive-in hamburger stand that was a favorite hangout for the high school crowd,
and Robert's chest had swelled with pride to be escorting the most beautiful girl in their
senior class. He hadn't given a second thought to why she should suddenly have fixed
on him: the fact that she was there was enough for him. He'd even told her what a
gorgeous chick she was and blown his cool a couple of times.
It hadn't taken him long to find out. As they drove home away from the hamburger
stand, Karen slid across the seat and cuddled up close to him. "Robert," she whispered,
"let's drive up into the hills... where it's nice and quiet... okay?"
His pulses began to hammer, and the inexperienced boy had taken a worried look at his
fuel gauge, making a quick estimate of the distance and a mental calculation of the
money he had in his pants pocket, and then regretfully discarded the exciting idea. He
laid it on the line to her, straight. "I don't have enough gas... or money, Karen," he
said. "But if it's quiet you want... and maybe a little privacy... I know a place pretty
near."
Burying her face in his shoulder, she murmured. "Whatever you like, Robert. You're
the man. It doesn't have to be the hills... just as long as it's real private!"
The judge had raised his eyebrows when Robert related that last sentence. It was the
clincher fn the case, along with the blood type test.
His hands were shaking, so he said, as he drove out of town past the turn-off to his
home. Jesus, he'd thought, does she know what she's saying? Does she mean what I
hope she means? Real privacy could lead to real screwing – not just the heavy petting
she allowed last time they'd dated!
Hell, he was getting hot just thinking about it!
The whole area was planted in corn, the field bordering the highway with only an
occasional farm house standing tall over the trees. Robert finally turned onto a dirt road
to the right, stopped at a high gate, got out of the car, unlocked a padlock, and then
drove through to park the Oldsmobile in a clearing stacked with plows, rakes, sacks of
field corn fertilizer and pesticides. When he switched off the car's lights it was almost
pitch dark, and hardly a sound penetrated the thick foliage surrounding them.
"This private enough, Karen?" he asked hopefully.
"It's great, but... how come you had a key?" the girl asked.
"We're on the back side of my old man's property," he said nonchalantly. "Our house is
just down the road a ways. It's all going to be mine someday.
"That's when her ears perked up," he later told the judge on that cold, cruel day in
April fourteen years ago.
"Do you want to raise corn like your father does?" she'd asked.
"I guess so," he'd shrugged. "My granddad started this farm and so I guess it'll be up to
me to carry it on when Dad's gone. This farm land is worth a lot of money, you know
that?" he'd asked with a smile. "I'm gonna make lots of money some day, Karen. Lots
of money."
She had come easily into his arms then, her face lifted for his kiss. He kissed her
tenderly at first, and then as her lips parted he thrust his tongue hungrily into her
mouth to probe and savor the taste of her. Her avid response astonished him. With a
little moan, she pressed herself hotly against him, the mounded hemispheres of her
breasts crushed against him. He felt the slight tremor of her flesh that seemed to him to
signal desire, and he pulled his head back momentarily, straining to see her face
through the darkness. Her eyes were closed, her full lips still parted. Jesus, she was hot
for him!
His hand reached out, found and encompassed one of her breasts, his fingers trembling
kneading and massaging the firm ripe flesh as his lips sought hers again. "God, Karen...
you're so lovely!" he mumbled into the hot moist cavern of her mouth.
She moaned again, and her tongue snaked tentatively between his lips. He sucked on it
gently, then more voraciously as Karen became bolder, searching and teasing the inside
of his mouth. Below, the blood surged hot and thrillingly through Robert's loins, and
his throbbing cock jerked up stiffly against the tight, confining material of his pants. He
shifted uncomfortably in the driver's seat, his hand dropping to his lap to move his
swollen cock to a more comfortable position... and then drifting to the girl's warm
smooth thigh, easing itself up under her skirt to the wisp of nylon panties sheathing her
secret area.
"No, please, Robert! I'm not really..." she panted up into his mouth, shrinking away
only slightly her objection not entirely convincing as his hand continued to wander
searchingly over the curves of her thigh and hip.
"Karen!" he choked hoarsely. "My God! I've got to have you! I'm so hot! I've got to... to
fuck you! I love you... so much!" This part he didn't tell the judge.
She pulled away from him then, smoothing her skirt down with one hand. "I-I-I like
you, too, Robert... but love... and sex... they're for marriage..." She turned her head
away from him.
"Couldn't you learn... to love me too?"
"Maybe... Yes, I think so. But we can't, well – you know, we couldn't do it before we-"
"Before we got married?" he interrupted hoarsely.
"That's it." She was facing him again now.
"But, Karen – if we were sure."
"How could we ever be sure?" she asked.
"Christ, Karen!" Robert burst out. "I've loved you for months already! Ever since you
came to school the first day after you moved here!"
The boyish confession of love came from a heart brimming with youthful romance and
sentimentality, but in truth Robert was suffering from that common confusion of love
with sex; it was his stiff rod of flesh aching for carnal knowledge of her that was
provoking his words and the judge seemed to understand fully.
Gathering her into his arms again, he kissed her with masculine force, as if the intensity
of his love could be gauged by the strength of his embrace – then more tenderly as she
melted against him, her breath coming now in short panting gasps. As his hands moved
over her body, she responded to him more and more until finally his searching fingers
slipped between her thighs... and her legs parted slightly to allow him access. God! He
went almost insane with desire! Now he knew that she was aroused too... ready to be
laid... and he could scarcely wait as he fondled and massaged the moist warmth of her
cunt through the thin nylon barrier of her panties.
"Robert! Oh, no, no, we mustn't!" she gasped. But in his state there was no stopping
him. With a boldness born of his desperate need, he reached up for the elasticized
waistband of her panties and pulled them down over her curvaceous hips and thighs.
Again her voice firmly told him no – while her actions as plainly said yes. He didn't
have to work very hard to get the flimsy garment off: she raised herself to help him and
he hadn't been aware of it.
"P-p-please, Robert, we mustn't... I've never..."
"I love you! I love you! I love you, Karen!"
Robert was clumsy, inexperienced. She managed to guide his middle finger to her
clitoris, and when she was ready to be had she helped him to get his erect cock into the
right position – after he himself had tried and failed. With just the right amount of
surprise, she exclaimed over his size and virility. "Oh, Robert! It's so... so hard and so
huge! It'll hurt me! No-no-no... please!"
Blinded by passion, proud of his virile cock and certain that he was the first, he had
gone into her then with a rush of youthful vigor, jackhammering his virgin cock deep
into her, fucking her like a rutting young bull as he concentrated on his own enjoyment
and the need to cum to the exclusion of everything else. Yet had he been with it, he
would have known that he could not possibly have been the first: Karen, although her
cunt was firm and tight around his hard cock, was not a virgin... and she was too
knowledgeable, even though she tried to hide her experience behind a facade of demure
innocence. This too, was heard with hungry ears by the judge. The lust-inflamed boy
had been had – he was far too callow, too raw, and he had fallen into the age-old trap.
A trap the judge had seen woven many times before by desperate young girls in search
of a husband – any husband to remove the stain of illegitimacy.
Karen exploded into orgasm under his fucking loins, screaming out her pleasure to the
darkness of the corn field. "Oooohhh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh... God, Robbbbbert! I'm
cummmmming! Oh, aaaggghhh!"
His own ejaculation erupted not far behind her soaring, rapturous ecstasy, the liquid
fire of his sperm shooting from the head of his cock deep into her quivering belly.
Christ! He had never felt anything like it before in his life! It was new and strange and
wonderful... and he loved her for it. "Oh God, how I love you, Karen!"
There were other nights of clandestine sex, wild, carefree – and careless – in the back
of his father's oldsmobile near the corn field. Then, only three weeks later, told him:
"Robert! You keep saying that you l-l-love me... and of course I love you too... only now
we've got to do something about it."
"Do something? Isn't fucking enough?"
"We've got to get married. I'm... I'm... Oh, Robert. I'm going to have a baby!" she said
all in a rush.
"My God! How do you know? Are you sure?"
"Of course I'm sure. Nature doesn't l-l-lie."
And so, within another two weeks, Karen and Robert were married. There had been the
expected family recriminations, but in the end Karen had moved into Robert's family
home and the young couple had set up housekeeping. Only three weeks later, Mr.
Ashley, Robert's father, died of a stroke.
Robert had accepted Karen's explanation of a premature birth when June was born
seven and a half months after their marriage. After marriage, she turned off to sex, so
he'd told the judge and one night when he came home drunk and she started her
incessant nagging, the truth came out – June wasn't his baby. Oh, she'd denied it the
next day, but not soon enough to stop his decision to pack up and move. The kid cried
all the time and the more she cried, the more Karen nagged. An endless cycle of
madness, so he'd told the judge, and when Mrs. Ashley, Robert's mother, agreed to take
care of June until Robert could move to another town, he'd agreed. He loved his
daughter, even though it was Ashley blood running in her veins, and somehow it
righted the hurt Karen had caused him by lying to him. Under the circumstances it
didn't take much convincing to get the judge to see things Robert's way. Karen was
declared an unfit mother and Robert sold his father's farm and moved to the city,
taking his mother and June along with him. For the past fourteen years, June grew up
believing she was her father's daughter, not her mother's child. And so she'd been
raised with a deeply imprinted prejudice against her mother whose name was only
whispered in the Ashley household, like the breath of Satan himself. In the interim,
Karen had moved away, wiping the slate of her life clean. She'd taken a job on the
other side of the state, then moved to the farm area where she now lived and worked. It
was not until three months ago that she'd heard from Robert now living in Oregon, in
the form of a telegram saying his mother had died and he was being sent to South
America for six months to oversee a construction sight in Bogata, Colombia, and could
she take care of June while he was away.


Chapter 2


Oh, what a relief it will be to spend the afternoon alone with my daughter, thought
Karen joyfully to herself. For the past month, since she'd heard from Robert, she'd been
saving her money to lavish June with the feminine things her daughter deserved after
all these motherless years.
With a smile on her lips, she reached up to open the trailer door. She tugged but it
wouldn't open, so she twisted it a few times, cursing the obdurate lock that had a habit
of swelling and sticking in hot weather. Still it would not loosen. No doubt about it; it
was locked from the inside.
Now why on earth would June do that? I told her I'd be home by four-thirty. She's in
there... Oh, the poor dear is probably tired: maybe she's asleep. I knew I shouldn't have
given her the key, she berated herself with a grimace.
Losing her patience now, she pounded on the door, but brought no response from the
girl within. The windows in the front of the trailer were far too high, even when she
stood on her tiptoes. But wait a minute... what about the window to the bedroom?
Spryly, she braced her toes against the cement drainage ledge that kept her trailer from
flooding during the spring months and, straining her fingers on the ledge of the
window raised herself up so that her curly blonde hair graced the screen, her nose being
only inches from the partially open window.
Her nostrils flared unexpectedly. What is that? She sniffed. My God, that's... that's
marijuana! My daughter, my little June is in my house smoking pot! The smell stung
her nostrils, as a brief flash of one of her affairs with a Mexican migrant worker fleeted
through her mind.
Still she could see nothing because of the blue plaid curtain pulled half-way closed, an
act of foresight, no doubt, thought Karen. Well, at least the neighbors won't see.
Silently, then, she leaned further over to the side to peek in the open space between the
curtain and the trailer.
No! Oh, God, no! she gasped, resisting the urge to rap on the window, break it down if
necessary. As if the pot wasn't shocking enough, there sat her chestnut-haired darkeyed 
daughter in all her sensuous teenage loveliness on the edge of her unmade bed,
bra-less but wearing the sheerest wisp of black nylon panties and smoking a joint! She
held one shapely, tanned leg nakedly extended so that Woofer, Karen's pet poodle
could cling to it with his forelegs wrapped around, furiously pumping his little hind
quarters while the scarlet length of his stiffened animal cock protruded from its furry
sheath and rubbed obscenely up and down against the smooth white flesh of June's
lower leg!
For a long moment – or perhaps several of them, Karen wasn't sure now – the young
woman was so shocked at the lewd sight that she stood there staring at the incredible
spectacle, while June giggled and puffed, taking large drags on the marijuana and
holding the potent smoke deep in her lungs. The intake of breath made the girl's
nakedly exposed young breasts blossom forth in their full upthrusting firmness. But
more sordid than all was the way she was taunting the black-haired dog Woofer with
her leg, her daintily tinted toe tips teasing at the dog's swelling testicles as with open,
panting mouth he humped like a wound-up toy, until suddenly his animal sperm began
to issue in wild white spurts, drenching June's lovely smooth skinned flesh.
That was all it took! Her face livid with rage, Karen pounded on the window and when
that brought no response from the girl within, she clawed at the screen in a rage of
shame. My God, what kind of a daughter was this, anyway? Oh, it was Robert's fault,
the bastard! He always had the morals of an alley cat... I should have expected this.
"Let me in, June! Goddamn it, unlock the front door!"
The front door creaked open and Karen stormed through, slamming the door against
the wall, knocking a knic-knac off her end table in the fury of her rage.
"What do you think you're doing, young lady?" Karen spat. "My God, I can sure tell
you're your father's daughter!"
"Oh! Oh Damn! I thought you..." the nearly naked teenager exclaimed, bolting to her
room in the back of the trailer. She hated shouting; she'd heard enough of it all her life.
"Don't try to explain, June! I saw it all with my own eyes!" Karen hissed. "Look at you!
Naked as a little slut your leg drenched with... with... and smoking pot, no less! My
God! Is this what that no good father of yours taught you?"
"Oh, Karen...!" the erotically proportioned teenager gasped, tossing the nearly smoked
joint into an ashtray and burying her face in her hands, her mid-back length, chestnut
hair almost hiding her face and arms. Quiveringly, her naked young breasts responded
with rippling spasms to the sudden sobs escaping her, and then she turned throwing
herself onto the couch face down her smooth, curved body racking convulsively with
the noisy weeping coming from it.
Karen didn't know what she had felt at that exact moment, anger and shock had been
so pronounced inside her. But there had been a strong sensation of incredulous sensual
arousal too, not only at the unspeakable scene of little Woofer wildly rutting against
June's extended, goading leg, but at the sight and proximity of the teenager's
unblemished and sun-tinted nakedness... or almost nakedness, for she could see the
flared roundness of her daughter's bikini-whitened hips and buttocks speaking out
around the thin black nylon panties. Something had stirred feverishly inside Karen, but
she had forced herself to ignore it.
"What am I to do with you?" she spat down at the tapered white back of her own
daughter. "I... I don't know what is going to come of this. I'll have to think about it.
Does your father know about your behavior?"
"Oh, please leave Daddy out of this... please!" June's muffled, sobbing voice came from
the couch. "Oooooohhhh... I feel so bad! I-I'll leave right away if you want me to...
Mother," she croaked, lifting her head from the couch just high enough so that she
could witness the changing expression on Karen's face with her last carefully
pronounced word.
Mother... she called me mother... thought Karen, My God, how long have I craved to
hear that word! Something else happened inside Karen Ashley at that moment, and
perhaps it was the simple knowledge that she did not want to hurt her daughter. Or
was it a true feeling of warmth for the teenager who lay prostrate and miserable on the
couch.
M-O-T-H-E-R, she mouthed the word to herself again and fell to her knees beside her
sobbing daughter in her intoxicating white nakedness. Karen forgivingly held her
daughter's small warm hands inside her own, but even now she could rid herself of the
thought that the vivacious young girl was too much like herself in certain unforgivable
ways.
Karen shook her head to herself as if trying to rid her mind of the recurring lurid scene
she had witnessed earlier in the young girl's bedroom... her own daughter! The mental
reflections still caused feverish stirrings in her loins which she couldn't begin to
understand. Subconsciously, she stared out the window, watching her neighbor, Mrs.
Riley, hang her wash out on the Johnson Trailer Camps clothes line.
Oh my dear Lord, I hope no one saw June. I've worked so hard trying to build a
reputation for myself in this community and it doesn't take much to get the tongues
wagging, she thought, watching Mrs. Riley turn her head in the direction of Karen's
trailer. Had she seen or heard? Time would reveal the answers to that, and many many
other quandaries as well.
She was about to make out her grocery list when the phone rang.
"Karen?"
"Yes." She instantly recognized the voice of Don, her boss, throaty and impatient as
usual.
"Listen, Karen. We've got a small emergency on our hands. Both Jim and Gary are out
on call. Seems there's an epidemic of hoof-and-mouth disease spreading over the
countryside and we need somebody to give the young bulls immunization shots right
away. We got too much money tied up in them bulls to let 'em drop dead."
"Yes, Don. I'll change my clothes and head back to the office. Anything else?"
"Yeah. If you see my kid, Joey, would ya tell him to get home? He's got a scouts
meeting he forgot about."
That Joey, thought Karen, replacing the receiver on the cradle. I wonder what it would
be like raising a boy, she smiled to herself and shook her head. Such a handsome little
darling he was, with those deep brown eyes and almost silky, blondish-white hair that
would surely darken soon. No matter what he did she just couldn't get angry with him.
Sure, he was as mischievous as the next twelve year old boy, but there was an innocence
about him, a wide-eyed enthusiasm for life... and she was really putty in his hands, she
knew. He could do anything – take nickels and dimes out of her change purse, change
the hour hand on her desk clock – anything that would normally rise her ire if done by
any other child. Oh, but he was a little devil. Maybe she was born to be a mother. At
least she'd do a better job of raising a child than her ex-husband had with June!
Sometimes when her lonely life started falling in on her, Karen would have a strange
desire to run up to Joey and throw her arms around his neck and hug him to pieces!
Naturally, she'd never given in to the intoxicating urge, and for obvious reasons;
misunderstanding parents or nosy neighbors like Mrs. Riley might well mistake her
intentions, never believing that she was only trying to give vent to her ardent motherly
feelings that had swelled to unsatisfied proportions over the years...


* * *


This time she drove the mile distance, turning by the fair grounds and speeding to sixty
miles an hour over the bridge and up over the winding hills till she came to the bold
green and white sign, a landmark for her over the pass eleven years. She smiled warmly
to herself as she slowed to second gear and guided her Chevy over the unpaved gravel
road, carefully avoiding the ruts that had washed out with the spring torrents.
Unlike three-fourths of the U.S. population, Karen Ashley sincerely enjoyed her work at
Tri State Breeders. Who other than Don Suthers, the goodhearted vet, would have given
her a job with such variety and responsibility. Why, he'd told her many times he didn't
know what he'd do without her help.
And it was true. Who else would give up an afternoon with a daughter they hadn't seen
since infancy to come out here and give shots to a bunch of young bulls? Not many,
she thought confidently as she headed for the office, key in hand, mentally preparing
herself for the task ahead.
June... she couldn't get her daughter out of her mind. Karen shook her head in despair:
no, she didn't want to think about that now. It would only make those funny feelings
on the inside of her thighs start tickling her again, and she didn't need that! She'd
sworn off men since that rotten creep Ralph Peterson jilted her for his frail, anemic
wife. How much could one woman take?
Let's see... I'll need syringes and needles... one for each... there's, um... three, five... and
then Goliath. That makes six syringes and needles. Rubber gloves, serum... should be in
the refrigerator in the storeroom.
Busily, she gathered up her apparatus and headed for the barn, cherishing the
responsibility of the task ahead. Whistling joyfully to herself as her tennis shoes raised
clouds of hot summer dust she imagined what it would be like to be an animal doctor.
In fact, she liked animals even more than people, she decided spontaneously. Once an
animal respects you, he doesn't change his mind, she reasoned with an antisocial air,
remembering the string of insensitive men in her life. Why, if she had room in her tiny
trailer she'd have cats, a couple more dogs, hamsters, maybe even a goat tied to the
dying tree that shaded her kitchen window.
Sure enough, she grinned, there's Joey's bike. Probably playing with the animals again.
Well, the little devil was just going to jump on his bike and hightail it home before Mrs.
Suthers came out here and threw him into the family station wagon and dragged him
home.
The barn door creaked open and she peered in to see the line up of young bulls in their
pens, contentedly munching the sweet smelling alfalfa between sips of sparkling water
that ran directly from the creek a quarter of a mile up the road. Unlike most barns, this
one was exceptionally clean, being swept and hosed out every day. But then that prize
herd of Suthers bulls deserved the best! And they got it! All were registered with the
state agriculture department and had a list as long as your arm of prize-winning
ancestors.
With slow careful movements, Karen pulled on her rubber gloves before swabbing the
hind quarters of the first bull with alcohol. Gingerly, she fearlessly stepped into the pen,
mindless of warnings Don had showered on her about being careful in approaching
these temperamental animals who's first response would be anger... not curiosity. Males
were like that, she reasoned silently. Always afraid somebody is gonna take something
away from them.
Big cow eyes turned to stare at her, almost pleading in their watery orbs... and those eye
lashes! My God, what she wouldn't give to have eyelashes that long! She couldn't help
but love these big, dumb animals.
She hated to do it, knew it must hurt like the dickens. In fact, the first time she'd
witnessed Don giving an animal a booster shot, she was sure she'd lose her breakfast as
she watched that big, heartless needle stab mercilessly into the thick hide. But with
experience, she'd learned that a quick, hard jab would be far less painful than a slow,
probing one. So, with clenched teeth, she pumped her fist a few times to sharpen her
strength and get the adrenalin flowing in her curvaceous body before executing the final
blow.
The bull kept chewing, his only acknowledgement of the pinprick in his hind quarters
being a slight kick of his heavy hoof in the direction of the irritation. Gathering up her
medical kit, careful to put the used needles in a plastic bag so as to not contaminate the
sterile ones, she wiped a bead of perspiration from her forehead, tucked a wisp of
blonde hair behind her ear, and headed for the next pen.
It wasn't until she had only two needles left that she noticed Goliath, the prize of all
prize bulls, was not in this pen. Damn, she puckered her mouth in a frown. I'll bet Joey
has that animal out in the barnyard. How many times do I have to tell him he has to
ask for permission: That little sweetheart is in for it this time! Wait til his dad hears
about this. She knew she wouldn't tell on the blond haired little boy, but it made her
feel more like a mother to assume an authoritarian air with the child. Besides, she loved
the way he pleaded with her when the final threat was made.
In silent tennis-shoe steps, she spryly leapt over the bulls' tell-tale droppings, and seeing
Joey behind the feeder almost cried out to the boy – but stopped dead in her tracks. It
was a double-take for the curvaceous blonde in her tight Levis and plaid blouse, vet kit
in hand. For a long moment, she stared back of the feeder, her discerning eyes
saucering with shock. Again, something hot and all-engulfing suddenly flushed through
her body as abruptly she sensed her cheeks shading toward a heated scarlet at the
appalling sight she was witnessing!
There was Joey Suthers, in clear view of her horrified eyes, his boyish mouth loosely
open, his jeans and shorts shoved bindingly down around his forward thrusted hips,
letting the innocent-faced young bull, Goliath, obscenely lick over his nakedly exposed
young cock! God, had her whole world suddenly turned upside down?
In stunned fascination, Karen suddenly felt immobile, momentarily unable to do
anything but stand there in the smelly barnyard and gape at the unbelievable sight of
twelve year old Joey offering his naked, boyish loins to the bull's soft wet animal tongue
which was busily laving over the entire area of his obviously excited young cock!
Yet she could visualize another boy whose name she couldn't even remember letting his
young dog perform the same lurid act on his hardened length of youthful male flesh...
the very first time she had ever seen a boy's naked cock! And even as she jarred back
from the lewd memory to the reality of the moment with anger and repulsion
beginning to well up inside her, Karen sensed the same excited seeping of cuntal
moisture beginning to dampen the narrow crotch band of her snug nylon panties, just
as it had the first time all those years ago!
Swallowing tightly, the infused young woman clutched at her throat, her confused mind
emotionally racing in a combination of maternal anger and unrestrainable feminine
arousal. Certainly, he had to be reprimanded and made to understand that such a lewd
act must never happen again, her spinning brain was wildly advising, but she must do it
with tact... not degradingly... mustn't frighten or shame him in any way.
Joey was too engrossed with his lustful little game to even hear her clear her throat, or
walk up behind him.
"Joey!" Karen throatily hissed, glaring with censuring eyes down at the utterly surprised
teenager. "Stop that this instant! you ought to be ashamed of yourself!"
As if the animal had taken a snapping nip at his boyish rod of flesh, Joey leaped back,
his head swiveling, his dark eyes gaping up in astonishment at the set, stern features of
pretty Mrs. Ashley!
"Ooooooh, man!" he groaned, his good-looking face already beginning to crumble into
a fearful expression of horrified embarrassment. Immediately, his exposed stiffened
hardness started to wilt like a heat-softened candle while he tugged at his shorts and
jeans in mortified desperation.
"Joey," gasped the young blonde. "I can't believe you'd do such a thing to Goliath," the
both aroused and incensed woman reproved, her eyes magnetically fixed on the
vanishing length of his surprisingly thick boy-cock. "I-I simply can't believe you 
would do such a nasty thing. Does your mother know about this?" demanded Karen, her
hands on her hips in an authoritarian stance that would have intimidated the czar
himself. God, what had come over these children?
The shamefaced youngster groaned miserably, his tear-brimmed eyes cast downward as
he finished zipping and rebuttoning his faded Levis. "Karen... I-I'm sorry... honest I
am." Joey could do little more than groan in his humiliated discomfiture. Damn, what
could he say? She'd caught him flat-footed with his pants down and Goliath licking his
cock like crazy. And he'd thought he was alone there... safely alone. Man, this was just
about the worst thing that had ever happened to him in his twelve years. Christ, why
had he been so dumb as to get caught?
"Joey," snapped Karen. "Listen to me..." she hissed harshly down at him, perplexed
with the sudden twinge of near-sadistic pleasure she was feeling at the boy's tearful
helplessness.
"I promise Karen. I will never do it again."
Karen stared at him threateningly, tormenting him, as uncontrollable mental flashes of
his exposed young cock flickered excitedly in her brain, its graphic appearance
seemingly etched there! My God, what was happening to the youth of America, she
wondered. First I find my one daughter doing nasty things with my pet Woofer, and
now this!
Subconsciously, she sensed the increased warm wetness that had seeped from within the
soft heated flesh of her sheer panties was saturated with cuntal moisture. She could feel
the snugly hugging wisp of nylon damply brushing between the smooth, full thighs and
against the curl-fringed lips of her curiously incited pussy. God! What was coming over
her, anyway? No... no! She didn't want to know, nor even to question its existence.
Whether she was ready to admit it to herself or not, Karen was purposely intimidating
the helpless, frightened boy before her, but to what extent and reason no one in the
universe could have at that moment explained to her. She released a long, methodical
sigh, as if making some grave judicial decision. "Okay Joey, I won't tell your father or
your mother, either. I know it would hurt them to know you've been doing such nasty
things... and to Goliath, too." She paused there, hoping her softened tone and
meaningful words would have an effect on the shaking twelve year old, the surprised
expression on his good-looking young face advising her of the agony of hope he was
experiencing.
"That's a promise, then?" she warmly whispered, offering the sniffing boy an excited
smile.
Joey broke into a slow grin, rubbing at his sniffling nose with the back of his hand. "I
promise I won't do it with Goliath again."
"That's fair enough, Joey," she warmly said, squeezing his arm in an affectionate little
gesture. God, how she'd love to hug him tight to her right then and there.
His baby blue eyes, moistened with the tears of his promiscuous desires stared up at her
then. "You're a beautiful lady, Mrs. Ashley. I like the way your hand is so warm. I'd
like it if you could touch me like Goliath did. There's nothing wrong with a human
touching me, is there?"
"Uh," Karen cleared her throat, her sex starved imagination racing like a runaway
computer. "Uh, Joey?... I think we should go into the office and talk about this."
Oh God, help me, but I think I'm going to let him talk me into something no man has
been able to for a long, long time.
"Do you really want to, darling?" Karen was saying as she held him so tight he could
hardly breathe while all the time she kept stroking the top of his head.
He nodded his head immediately, still looking up at her flushed, pretty face. Damn, his
cheek was right against her tit... so big and soft, and he could feel it rising and falling
faster... could even feel her heart beating! Man, his cock was getting hard again!
"You poor baby," moaned Karen, cuddling the twelve year old boy closer to her,
smelling the earthy aroma of his sweaty hair that shone golden in the late afternoon
sunlight. "Is it that hard for you?"
"Sometimes it hurts when I can't cum..." he mumbled, dry mouthed now as he felt the
older woman's hand still smoothing over his legs and... and moving closer all the time
toward his stiffening cock.
"God!" Karen repeated, totally lust-struck, unbelievable plans of her own adding
forbiddingly to the delicious tremors rippling through her vibrantly quivering young
body. "Would it make you feel better if I touched you down there? Do you think that
would make some of the hurt go away?" She kissed him on the top of his head. "Huh,
would it baby?"
He swallowed... hard as Karen bent down to kiss his smooth cheek, while her stroking
hand moved hotly over his body until she actually felt his young boy cock inside his
Levis. It was hard!
"Ohhhhhh, Mrs. Ashley, that makes it feel much better." he managed, the contact of
Mrs. Ashley's warm hand right over his hotly tingling hardness sending crazy feelings
of excitement buzzing through him. "Ohhh, that makes it feel soooo much better.
Please don't stop, Mrs. Ashley," he begged.
"But this has to be our secret, honey. You can't tell your mother or father, okay?"
"Oh, I wouldn't do that!" he said, looking down and watching her soft white hand
fondling and rubbing his hidden rod of flesh until for a minute he was afraid he might
wet his pants.
She kissed him again, but this time twisting his young face upward until her lush,
moistened lips found his, her tiny tongue slipping through to tickle his mouth. At the
same time she squeezed and stroked his boyish hardness bulging so lewdly at the front
of his jeans, the memory of its sizable length and thickness still vivid in her sensuously
fired mind. She let go of him and stood up then, walking towards the office to turn the
lock, and let them into the secret backroom next to the employees rest room, complete
with a couch for her comfort on days when she was under the weather with female
complaints.
"We don't want your Dad to come in here and see us, now, do we?" Her hands shook
as she reached for the door knob to the darkened back room with a single army blanket
covered cot and a light switch being the only adornments in the otherwise void and
silent room, other than a locked door that connected to the creamery storeroom.
With the door closed behind them, Karen stared down at the young boy for a moment,
nervously shifting her weight from her right foot to her left, automatically blocking out
the rational part of her brain that kept screaming for her to stop this nonsense before it
got out of hand. But the lust crazed half of her huskily ordered, "Now... stand there and
take your jeans and shorts off..."
"But what about you, Mrs. Ashley. Aren't you gonna take yours off too?" he asked with
pleading eyes.
"Why... I... ah... yes, Joey, I am," she said decidedly with a salacious grin.
Immediately he began to unbutton and unzip.
He wasn't afraid, and that surprised Karen. God, she was more frightened than he was!
She stood unmoving as he let his faded jeans slide down his young legs and then kicked
them away. Then, he looked up at her as if wondering why she wasn't doing her part,
but her eyes were fixed on the obscene-looking tent his white cotton shorts made with
his blood swollen erection poking straight out from his boyish loins. God, she had to
see his cock naked again!
"Y-you want me to take your panties off, Karen?" she heard him ask, the question
stroking flint-like sparks of new sensations through her.
"If you want to, Joey... yes... anything you'd like baby," the nearly frenzied young
woman half-whispered, her sensually gleaming eyes still fastened on the front of his
expanded shorts. "But first... take yours off... so Karen can see your... your hard little
cock!"
Joey didn't know what was going on inside him! As mind bending as it'd been with
Karen touching him, he knew that when he finally saw her pussy he'd go crazy. Karen
was the most beautiful girl in the world! Besides, she wanted to see his cock... and he
wanted her to!
Karen watched in spellbound fascination as the half-naked boy before her unabashedly
pushed his shorts down, letting them drop to the floor and exposing to her clear, eager
view the nakedly hardened length and thickness of his handsome young cock. Her eyes
almost smarted as they gaped at its red-tipped beauty, the head still partially concealed
inside the tender sleeve of its foreskin... and his tight swollen testicles below snuggled
up against its wider base as if it were all one immature unit! Not more than a
sprinkling of gossamer-like peach fuzz covered the soft leanness of his lower belly. And
then, the aroused twelve year old was moving toward her, his stiffened rod of flesh
waggling when he walked, and that too erotically fascinating her! He leaned forward
and she felt his young, warm hands moving up under own Levis and then down,
snapping open the top button and snaking his chubby fingers down under the elastic
band of her panties. God! He was actually going to do it!
"Can't we get on the bed, Mrs. Ashley?" Joey's excited young voice came up to Karen as
she stood there trembling, the feel of his youthful hands that had unzipped her Levis,
letting them drop to her ankles before rolling down her panties over the curve of her
hips and thighs while she hugged him tightly against her heaving breasts made her
wildly stimulated brain reel.
"Yes... yes, whatever you say, you little darling... just what you want, baby," she hissed,
kissing him once more first and feeling the tip of his lust heated hardness brushing
between her lower thighs. She couldn't have maintained the salacious passion boiling in
her loins now even if she had wanted to. Leading him to the bed, the tremoring blonde
woman crawled forward and lay down on her back, her legs only slightly parted, the
upper portion of her full white thighs still tremoring from his touch. "Go ahead, baby,
do whatever you want to do. Later, I'll touch you some more so you won't hurt so bad,
is that okay?"
"Oh, that would be great, Mrs. Ashley. I'm sure that when I touch your pussy I'll feel
much better." Joey hadn't thought it was possible to fire him up any more than he
already was, but he'd been wrong! Man, she had to be the most beautiful woman in the
world... and... and she was just lying there waiting for him to play with her pussy! Oh
man, his cock was going to break right off it was hurting so hard! He climbed onto the
cot and knelt between her ankles, looking up at her pretty open mouthed face watching
him. "You'll have to spread your legs wider apart... so I can get up closer," he said
huskily.
Karen saw that he, too, was trembling as she spread her thighs wide open to him,
knowing that he could clearly see the hair-sprinkled mound of her pussy now, just as
she could see his rigid young cock jutting out from his hairless loins, she caught the
gleam of boyish excitement in his dark eyes as they gaped down at the completely
revealed intimacy between her parted legs, the sight of his young lust feeding her own
lecherous hunger even more, and obscenely she spread her thighs even wider, lifting
her buttocks from the bed and reaching down to pull up her shirt that was half covering
her belly.
"Lie down on your belly, baby, with your face right up close to me so... so you can see
everything!" Karen cooed, unable to keep the heat of her overwhelming passion from
her voice. "T-that's right, darling... like that. Now... is it as nice as you thought?"
Joey was speechless. His face hovered only a few inches above the soft blonde pubic
curls fringing her beautiful cunt... pretty Mrs. Ashley's very own cunt! His breath
caught in his throat as he eagerly studied every inch of the secret area.
"Well, is it, baby?" Karen pressed, her head raised so that she could watch the boy's
every movement.
"Man, yes... it's terrific, Mrs. Ashley!" Joey exclaimed marvelling at the narrow pink
crevice that started at the bottom of her smooth white belly and trailed down between
her widespread thighs through to the smooth untanned ovals of her buttocks... and the
tiny, puckered pink anus centered there!
"Go – go ahead, darling... don't be afraid!" Karen lewdly insisted, unable to wait any
longer. "Spread it open with your .fingers so that you can see everything!"
Damn, she was even hotter than he had expected, the incredulous twelve year old
thought as his heart pounded in his chest and his nostrils flared at the heavy perfumed
aroma her wet pussy was breathing up at him! Man, he had to see every secret of it... to
feel and taste it! He lay the palms of his hands on the inner sides of her softly quivering
thighs. With his thumbs touching the fleshy, hair fringed lips of her pussy and feeling
her spasm to illicit contact he breathlessly began to draw them apart, spreading the
silken curls and opening the moistly clinging pink folds before him! Finally, its flushed
and glistening layers lay completely exposed to the youthful greed of his excited eyes.
He drank in the lust inciting spectacle, his young loins and belly a raging inferno, and
he ground his desire-swollen cock down feverishly into the mattress.
Joey gaped at the rounded wet opening of her pink pussy hole, and as he stared it
seemed to twitch a little, like a hungering mouth. Then he saw a little hardened button
of flesh above, pink and quivering, the very spot he'd been looking for.
"Do it, baby! Do it for Karen! Don't be afraid... put your finger right up inside the little
hole and then do it!" she rasped heatedly, raising her buttocks from the bed and
suddenly feeling the delicious shock of his young finger slipping wetly into her tingling
cuntal mouth, then upward into the clutching passage of her lust inflamed cunt!
Joey lowered his face, his eyes glued on the sight of his middle finger vanishing so
lewdly right up inside the hot moist flesh of her cunt, and pursed his mouth to kiss
each one of the hair lined pussy lips. Again, the aromatic tang of her incited genitals
raced up to his brain! He stabbed out his tongue until it made fiery contact with the
moist, velvety cuntal flesh, the smooth warm liquid feel of it sending crazy chills up and
down his spine, its spicy taste and smell causing him to flare his nostrils. "Ohhhh
Goddddd! I-it feels so nice darling! Yessss... do it! Lick it all over for Karen... and keep
your finger way up inside me!"


* * *


Woofer kept leaping against her leg as June darted from the living room to her
bedroom to pull on the clothes that lay in a lewd heap beside the iniquitous bed.
"Damn," she hissed to herself, how stupid of me to let Karen see me. Now I don't
know what's gonna happen. With Gramma gone, there's nobody for me to stay with;
I've just got to talk to Karen and ask her to forgive me. Besides, I know she's been
waiting to take me out shopping and there are a lot of things that Gramma wouldn't
give me that I know Karen would. Christ, if she really feels as remorseful as she says,
she should be a sucker for my wants!
The bicycle ride to Tri State Breeder's took only ten minutes, being downhill most of
the distance over the winding road that followed the river for a short way before leaving
the water bed to curve its way inland.
The wind slapped her face and the bugs blinded her vision, but she didn't notice. Her
mind was elsewhere on her mother. I wonder, mused June to herself, if all those awful
things that Gramma and Daddy said about Karen are really true. They claim she's
nothing but a money-hungry hussy who lied and cheated her way into the Ashley
name, but she doesn't seem to be such a horrid person. Everybody has hard knocks in
life. It's hard to believe such things about one's own mother.
When she finally reached the white frame buildings, glowing banana yellow in the late
afternoon sun, June locked her bicycle to the tree and headed for the barn, knowing the
nature of her mother's emergency telephone call. She peeked in the barn only to be
answered by a herd of young bulls anxiously pawing the ground of their straw-softened
pens. No sign of Karen there, she headed back to the office.
No one answered her timid knock on the door and for a brief moment June considered
her mother may have been too upset still to talk to her. Damn, I didn't mean for it to
happen. How the hell was I supposed to know that stupid dog would get off on my leg?
And the marijuana... well, I've been smoking that stuff for the past three years and if
she doesn't get off on it, well tough!
She nudged the door open, careful so that it would not creak on its unoiled hinges and
peeked her head inside. Signs of her mother's presence echoed throughout the empty
room; there sat her purse open on the metal desk bearing her name plate "Karen
Ashley" in bold gold letters on a flat black background, her scarf was carelessly thrown
over the back of her desk chair along with a plastic bag of dirty syringes. But where was
Karen?
Tip-toeing, she snuck to the door of the restroom marked "employees only", just in
time to hear a low moan. Good, God, was her mother sick? She leaned sideways, her
ear flush to the door. No... there was another voice... younger, anxious... almost a
whine. Accidentally, she leaned too hard against the door and it opened just a peek –
just enough so that she could see her mother lying on the bed with a blond curly head
between her legs.
"Ooooohhh-Goddddd! I-it feels so nice, darling! Yessss... do it! Lick it all over for
Karen... and keep your finger way up inside me!"
It wasn't that June was shocked by her mother's actions, for she'd been hearing about
her notorious mother for the past fourteen years; it was the hypocritical way the
luscious blonde was lying there with her snooty white belly, her shapely legs spread
wide and crab-like that really angered her. And she had the fucking nerve to bitch me
out when Woofer got carried away with my leg! Who the hell does she think she is,
anyway? God damn! And there was that blond haired little snot – what was his name,
Joey? with his middle finger shoved right up her pretty blonde cunt and his face was
almost buried in it! She could see his young tongue wiggling and licking in Karen's
pink, wet pussy flesh when she leaned a little harder against the door. God, she couldn't
help but wish it were her own, remembering how the dog had sent chills racing up and
down her spine only an hour before.
Unconsciously, the curvaceous teenager smoothed her hand down over her belly to
pressure against the soft sensitive mound of her own pussy, easing lower to gently
stroke its passion flushed lips. She sensed the hot moisture seeping from between them
to dampen the thin strip of her nylon panties between her full firm thighs, as she
continued to watch the unbelievable, lust charged show. Man, if you could only see
yourself now, Karen. And you were putting me down a while ago! Ha! Never had June
imagined her prudish, lying mother could get so hot, and she couldn't help but wonder
if little boys weren't her secret passion! It only made sense since her mother prided
herself on virtue, guarding it like it was the Holy Grail itself. June knew such women
existed – and it might even explain why Karen didn't go out with many men her own
age. Could her mother be one of those women who hid behind her front of Miss Priss
and then changed personalities entirely? Like the big righteous act Karen had put on
her that morning. But boy, did she have her down cold right now! Things would be
different now, vowed June with a rightful vengeance!
Over and over the clever coercing remarks replayed in the young voyeur's mind as she
watched the lewd spectacle unfolding in the next room, the sight of Joey's naked white
buttocks rhythmically working up and down as if he were fucking the mattress with his
lust hardened cock making her smile to herself in spite of her own mounting
excitement.
Suddenly, Karen's hands were reaching down to clutch at Joey's head between her legs,
and June heard her begin to moan, her fingers twining in his silky, light blond hair.
Karen was pulling his face tighter into the open crevice of her pinkly glistening pussy
until his young nose was actually buried, and the incitedly aroused teenager wondered
how he could breathe! She could almost feel his searing tongue lashing around wildly,
exploring the other woman's secret flesh... and then June knew he was licking her
clitoris by the way Karen trembled all over and her breaths came in ragged, grunting
gasps!
Uncontrollably, June eased her own lewdly caressing hand beneath her skirt, and as she
watched her mother's lovely head begin to toss back and forth on the pillow, she tugged
the passion drenched crotch band of her nylon panties to one side, exposing the blood
swollen cunt lips to the cool air. With one hand she held the moistened strip of her
panties secure and arching her hips lewdly forward, she eased her middle finger in
between the soft, hair edged folds into the sensitive wet flesh of her pussy. Immediate
sensations of lust filled delight rippled through the young voyeur's susceptible loins and
belly as she began to gently stroke her clitoris in harmony with the lewd scene being
enacted on the bed before her.
Damn, in all the episodes when she'd seen her mother naked in the past few days –
and every time June had been amazed at what a beautiful body her mother had. In fact,
though she was only now becoming aware of it, what was visible of Karen's rounded
thighs and lewdly spread open white nakedness, was suddenly exciting her much more
than Joey's eager tongue-fucking had on her imagination.
"Oooooh," Karen impassionately moaned, grinding her naked buttocks down into the
softness of the bed as she writhed and squirmed. Then, she raised her seething loins up
to him while pulling his beardless face even tighter into the hair framed wet pussy flesh,
her tingling cuntal walls opening and closing in a moist sucking action around his wild
little tongue which he had thrust up into her there to join his probing middle finger!
Dear God, the nearly mindless, lust filled woman whimpered within herself, his babylike 
tongue felt so good thrusting and swirling and wiggling up and around between
her widespread thighs! And then, it was licking again, up through her sensitive pussy
slit to her throbbing clitoris. Inconceivable rapture overflowed inside her hungrily
wanting body. Mind shattering sensations of pleasureful delight sent tremors of lust
rippling over the nerve ends of her naked flesh as she felt Joey's hungry young lips
inside her there, encircling the tiny erect bud to begin to gently suck!
"Oooooohhh... little darling... my baby... sweet, young lover... Karen loves you...
Oooohhhh yesssssssss... lick and suck it for Karen, honey! God yessss... lick and suck it
for her honey! God yessss... lick and suck it for Karen!" A tremendous sensation of
elation charged through Joey at her words. She loved him! She really loved him! And
man if he could only cum too, but he hadn't been able yet, and he'd sure tried enough.
He'd heard the older guys say the hurt always went out of their guts after they shot off,
and he couldn't figure out why he was unable to... it seemed like he was old enough.
Man, he'd bet Mrs. Ashley could do it for him if she wanted to! He raised his eyes to
lock on the older woman's ecstatically contorted face. Her blonde head still tossed back
and forth, but slowly now at a set tempo, her hands caressing and clutching in his hair,
and the thought occurred to him that she was trying to move his mouth down to the
tiny twitching hole where he had just withdrawn his finger! Damn, how he wished she
was all naked so he could simply reach up and feel those huge soft tits, play with their
little hard nipples! He'd never touched a girl there before.
Abruptly, Joey felt Mrs. Ashley drawing her legs up and folding them back, then
finding his hands to place them behind her knees as if to hold them there, and the
sudden movement raised the whole flat plane of her cunt up higher and wider to his
slavering mouth and tongue! Man, he'd never even imagined a sexy wild sight like that!
Her entire ass was right below his face and spread wide open before him! Now he could
clearly see the tiny puckered hole of her anus as well as he could her wetly seeping
cunt, and there wasn't one little hair around it! She was as smooth as satin from the
bottom of her pussy to the tightly folded ring of her rectum!
"D-do that for me, Joey darling! Please... lick it!" he heard her hissing plea and saw her
gazing down between her jackknifed legs at him with eyes wildly gleaming. "Please,
little lover! No one ever has, but I want you to! Lick... lick your Karen's little anus for
her!"
Joey could only stare at her. He had never seen the secretary look the way she did at
that moment, her beautiful face almost grotesque, yet so exciting to him! All of it was
far beyond anything he'd ever imagined when he played with himself at night in bed,
and lots of times he'd thought about sticking his tongue in a girl's asshole but he'd
never believed it could really happen! He couldn't imagine that any girl would ever let
him! And now, here was Mrs. Ashley begging him to! Man, she was the most beautiful,
wonderful person in the whole world.
The forbidden pleasure that was in command of Karen's helpless body at that moment
was, as well as being unprecedented and blinding, highly spiced with lecherous and
sadistic desires which the young blonde had no desire to fight against. Satan, himself,
played in her seething belly and loins, as she watched her curly headed darling's
subservient reaction to her obscene request. Nothing she could say or suggest seemed to
frighten him, in fact, he appeared more than eager as she tried to study his young facial
expressions! She lay back on the bed and waited, the realization of her totally obscene
position beneath the twelve year old's virile lust feeding her own lewd passion.
She felt it then! Yesssss! Yes, the fiery wet contact of his tongue tip with her sensitive
little anus, the maddening thrill almost making her scream out in frantic excitement.
Bravely, it laved and probed at the secret, puckered opening, setting off lecherous spirals
of rapture to course through her trembling, lust filled body, the likes of which she had
never known. No, there had never been such irresistible, sensuous pleasure alive inside
her! Then, Joey's stiffened young tongue was thrusting back up into her cunt, and she
almost welcomed that, at the same time realizing he loved her pussy more! The
beautiful young darling!
"Ooooooohhhh... if only she dared... had the courage to really follow through with it!
She wanted to! Right then... yes... but... but...
"Damn! My sweet little lamb... turn around, darling! Get upside down over your Karen
so that your handsome young cock is up here where I can be nice to it! Hurry, baby!
Bring it up here to me!"
Joey Suthers never hesitated in repositioning himself up over Mrs. Ashley's nakedly
prostrated body.
Man, was she going to do it for him?
His breath hitched in his throat as he squirmed around above her, his desire swollen
cock aching so painfully now that he was sure he would scream when she touched it...
but he didn't. He spread his legs over her face so that his naked genitals were poised
lewdly just above her mouth, never losing the contact of his fervent tongue with her hot
moist pussy, always remembering and licking at the secret little bud.
Mrs. Ashley was writhing beneath his slaving mouth and tongue in her cunt, and he
felt her soft, warm fingers curling around his throbbing rod of cock flesh, tugging it
gently downward away from his belly, her other hand moving up to hotly cup and
caress his prickling balls! Desperately, he waited, his tongue lashing feverishly back and
forth through the pink liquid heat of her curl lined cuntal slit...!
Never before had she wanted so desperately to have a cock that close to her face. Just
the perverted thought of stooping to such debasing lewdness had always bothered
Karen... but this hardened white arrow of innocent male flesh was not the same! She
felt no repugnance, but instead, an almost breathless desire to kiss and love it!
Minutely, she examined the rigid member, measuring and fondling, guessing that its
blood pounding length from the tip of its purple hued head to its puffy, hairless base.
And his rounded young balls cupped in the palm of her hand were like a warm,
resilient sponge!
Fascinated, Karen drew the sleeve of white foreskin back to nakedly expose his cock's
thick swollen glans, the tiny split as its tip oozing wetly from the youngster's
excitement. Oh God... if only she dared! Again, she curled her entire hand around its
hot pulsing hardness, the heat from it seeming to sear along her arm to the desire
hardened tips of her still clothed breasts as she began to stroke in flustered desire. She
lovingly squeezed his soft, velvet like testicles and traced her forefinger at the same time
back through the smooth crevice between his hard-tensed young buttocks to the little
opening of his anus to tenderly finger and caress it. She sensed him jerk convulsively to
the erotic touch, a little moan escaping his mouth pressed hotly against the sensitive
wet flesh of her churning cunt!
Oh God... God! She was going to lose her mind! She felt Joey's boy mouth seemingly
glued to the clasping little opening of her cunt, his tongue madly lashing and swirling
up into and against its seething walls as if in lewd rhythm to her hand massaging his
throbbing young cock! Ooooohhhh... she wanted to... yessss, so badly... but... but...
God, she was afraid... afraid! C-could he cum that way? And... and what would it taste
like? Would it taste different from a grown man's cum? Ooooohhhh.
Then, she saw it for the first time – the tiny pearlish drop of moisture beading at the
baby like split in the tip of the twelve year old's blood filled cock head! Her mouth
suddenly went dry, then watered, the very sight of the captivating little bubble of white
fluid setting off a series of violent, ecstatic spasms deep inside her quaking belly.
She was... was getting ready to... to cum... for the first time in months!
Frantically, the blonde woman began to kiss the underside of Joey's hotly pulsating
hardness smoothing her soft moist lips along its feverish length down to his semen
bloated balls, the urge to suck them into her mouth almost maddening... but she didn't!
Instead she worked her lips back up to its vibrant tip and, stabbing out her eager pink
tongue licked greedily at the tiny split, the pearlish drop of his immature pre-cum
spreading pungently over her taste buds, completely destroying all thought and reason!
With a sudden mindlessness, Karen raised her head to plunge his straining boy
hardness into her mouth, locking her lust wet lips in an ovalled pressure just behind the
smooth coronal rim of its rubbery head. She moaned with the intensity of her rising
orgasm as she sucked and lashed her tongue frenziedly over the spongy cock, holding it
with her mouth alone as she reached down between her upraised thighs to grasp his
young head once more and pull his joy bringing mouth tighter into the wide split
crevice of her cunt, now on the very tip of its exploding orgasm...
Damn... damn! She was sucking it at last!
Joey guessed Mrs. Ashley was going to cum by the way she was quivering and jerking
beneath him, pulling his face right up into her hot, open cunt until he thought he
might drown in its ever increasing wetness! If only she'd done it before! He was sure he
could cum too if she'd just started to suck sooner! He fastened his lips right around the
hard little bud of her clitoris, and clung there, pulling and licking at it mercilessly while
the humming feel of her groans around his burning cock made him want to screech
with delight right up into her clutching cunt! It seemed as if he were desperately trying
to edge over a mountain top, and if he did, the hurt in his guts would suddenly be
released, but he couldn't quite reach that illusive peak.
And from her hidden voyeuristic advantage, young June, lustfully watched while she
hand-fucked two slender fingers up into the moistly clutching hole between her
trembling thighs and frantically stroked her straining clitoris with the forefinger of her
other hand holding aside her panties. She watched in lascivious fascination the sight of
her mother sucking Joey's cock while he buried his face between her wide-spread white
thighs, knowing that his crazy tongue was either thrust right up into Karen's throbbing
cuntal passage, or eagerly caressing Karen's now wildly palpitating clitoris! Oh, sweet
mother... you gorgeous bitch! If only I had a camera to show you what you look like!
But the impassioned, lewdly positioned teenager knew it would be of little use to her at
that moment as the enrapturing sensations of orgasm began their mounting ascension
inside her. Her face flushed as she sensed it rising... rising... ever rising with a force that
overwhelmed her. She hung for a moment teetering on the brink of release, her whole
sensuous young body vibrating... and then, the viscous, hot fluid flooded down over her
rampaging fingers, coating her hand warmly and running in lust peaking rivulets down
her soft, trembling inner thighs, while she bit into her lower lip to keep from groaning
out her cry of ecstatic bliss.
A moment later, Karen heard Joey's almost pleading whisper, felt it in the raging hot
core of her loins, but ignoring it, she held the boy's head fast, grinding her convulsing
pussy with obscene lechery up against his helpless mouth and face! Like an array of
bursting stars, her orgasm swept over her and she moaned aloud the frustrated hardness
of her jerking cock in her mouth!
"Oh God, Joey, keep going with your tongue," she groaned. "Don't stop, lover, I'm
cumming!" Clutching frantically at his bobbing blond head, blindly writhing her hips
and buttocks with impassioned lust, the climaxing woman again hungrily sucked and
nibbled at his incapable cock, even long after it had fallen soft in despair inside her
mouth! Finally she let go of his head and realized that he was trying to crawl off her,
but she was still holding onto his limp young cock with greedily ovalled lips.
Karen released her new boy-lover, but reluctantly, even the force of her climax hardly
lessening the hungering passion which still smoldered hotly in her tremulous belly and
loins. She sat upright in the bed and drew Joey over to her inside her hugging arms,
kissing his handsome young face which was glistening with her cuntal secretions, and
with her tongue tasting the flavor of her own loins there.
"Oh my little darling, you were so beautiful!" Karen cooed joyfully, kissing and licking
at his cunt moistened lips. "You made me so happy, Joey love... but you... you didn't
cum! Have you ever...?
"N-No... but I try! I don't know why I can't..."
"Ooooohh, you poor baby," she mewled, stroking the hair from his forehead. "Karen
will make up for that tomorrow, okay baby? I'll do anything you want tomorrow."
Again the blonde kissed him warmly, then eased back to brush at her own dishevelled
hair. "Tomorrow I'll suck it until you cum... right in my mouth. Would you like that,
child?"
His dark eyes widened with excitement. "Man, yes... tomorrow..."
"Oh, my little precious, I'd love to do it right now for you, but I've got to get home,
baby."
"Wonderful, Mrs. Ashley. I love you!"
"Oh, my pet," Karen cooed, the vibrant sensations of sensual pleasure he had brought
her still warmly tremoring inside her... and oh God, how she wished they could do it all
over right then, but she daren't take the chance. She knew that Gary, one of the vets,
would be back to the office to raid the storeroom of vaccine and needles.
"Can I bring somebody with me?"
"Ah, well... that would be nice. Yes, Joey, I think I'd like that," she grinned with a
faraway look in her eyes.


Chapter 3


June was still trembling from the side effects of her orgasm when she turned to stagger
out the door of her mother's office. A rattling in the back room startled her
momentarily before Gary, the youngest of the Tri State Breeders vets, pummeled out
the door of the storeroom, heedless of the young chestnut-haired girl who was just then
smoothing her skirt, a startled look on her guilty face.
"Who're you?" He wanted to know who this beautiful young girl was, the girl with the
flushed face and dishevelled looking clothes.
"Uh, oh..." she stammered in embarrassment. "I didn't know there was anyone here..."
It was unconvincing at best and they both knew it.
"I-I'm June Ashley and I was out in the barn looking for her but she wasn't there so I
came up to her office here and..." she said in one breathless phrase, edging backwards
toward the door with slow measured paces.
Gary wasn't positive, but he could guess that something was going on here. Sure, he
knew about June; God, how many times had he been forced into listening to Karen's
ramblings about her long lost daughter. But Christ almighty, he'd never have guessed a
dried-up prune like Karen could have such a gorgeous daughter. Too many times he'd
tried to score with the company secretary, always to be refused in a humiliating shrug
of her shoulders, brushing him off like dandruff from a black sweater.
"And your mother, where is she now?" Gary asked, his eyes never averting June's
frightened looking blue orbs that darted from the door behind which her mother lay
half naked with her boss's twelve year old son, to the front door of the office.
Damn her, thought June with a vengeful flash of consciousness, always playing goodie
goodie behind closed doors. Well, if this man finds out she's back there sucking off that
little brat, it's not my fault!
"I-I don't know where she is " And then advancing a step. "Who are you anyway?"
"I'm Gary... one of the vets," he said, stepping toward the lovely brunette, his closely set
brown eyes sweeping over the sexy teenager from head to toe and back again. He
tugged at one end of his mustache and walked toward her. "You're hiding something,
now what is it?"
"Only my virtue," she smiled salaciously, noticing the big bulge in the handsome vet's
trousers.
"You got any left, honey? Your mother sure as hell doesn't." June's smile broadened as
she caught the sexual implication of his words. "What gives you that idea?" she replied,
walking right up close to him until the firm tips of her full rounded breasts were nearly
brushing his muscular chest through the shirt he wore.
Oh, it felt good to have a man's hands touching her. God, ever since she'd arrived at
this dumpy little town she'd been as horny as hell. What difference did it make if her
mother was on the other side of the door? She couldn't hear anyway; she was too
preoccupied with that little blonde kid's twelve year old balls to care about anything
else.
"A shot in the dark, baby," Gary leered, his thin lips stretched in a sly, one-sided grin
that had intrigued her from the first moment she'd seen him come bounding through
that storeroom door.
God, it was crazy, but she didn't care who he was. She felt his hands suddenly on her
upper arms, warmly squeezing as he drew her closer against him until she could feel the
yielding mounds of her full bra-less breasts flattening against the hardness of his chest.
She was hardly sensuously aroused, his unexpected embrace following too soon after
the mind boggling climax she had only minutes before experienced, but then his big
hands were smoothing down her back to boldly cup the ovalled half moons of her
buttocks, pressing her belly and loins snugly to his, and her inner reactions immediately
did an about face.
June made no motion to discourage the vet. God, she'd been waiting for a man's hands
to touch her for too long. Gary was virile, wild... like the sudden feel of his masculine,
rising hardness pressuring against the soft give of her fluttering belly!
And then, he bent down and kissed her, his shaggy mustache tickling her chin as he
opened his mouth and spurted his tongue into hers to be teased and sucked. She did,
circling her arms upward around his neck and clinging tightly, beginning an intuitive,
barely perceptible undulation of her hips, loins, and soft belly against him, and at the
same time tasting the sweet flavor of recently smoked marijuana.
"What's that I smell on your breath, lover?" she cooed teasingly. "Does your boss know
about that?"
Gary wet his lips. "You play dirty pool, honey. Any time you really wanna get dirty,
you just let Gary know. Okay babe?"
Jesus! June had experienced a lot of come-ons in her fourteen years, but this was the
most provocative and well timed yet!
He kissed her again, but this time June broke the kiss and the intensity of their embrace
when his hand began to move around between their tightly pressed bodies to work its
way up beneath her skirt. She pressed herself back away at arms length and smiled up
at him. "Come on, man! Not here. All in due time, lover! Let's not get stupid, eh? My
mother might walk in any second," June whispered in a promising tone. "Wouldn't be
good for your position here, now would it?"
"You sexy little armful!" the tall mustached man asked with a lustful look in his eye.
June could hear rustling on the other side of the door so she cut it short with Gary.
"Look. I gotta split now, but 1 promise I'll be in touch soon. These cow towns aren't
my style. A girl can get pretty bored, if you know what I mean..." she smiled. June was
out the door and headed back for the trailer house before Gary had a chance to protest.
The ride back was up hill, in more ways than one. Ethically and morally, she didn't
know which was proper. Should she defend her hypocritical mother and play her games
for the next two weeks before going back to Oregon, or should she do whatever her
mood willed? Well, shit! What chance had her mother ever given her? She didn't wait
for any explanation before accusing her of perverting that frumpy little Woofer. The
suppressed revenge she'd felt for her mother exploded in that decision.
June pedaled faster, her heart beating like a triphammer within the confines of her
fourteen year old chest. Why not let loose and have a good time and, if Karen didn't
dig it, well too bad for her! She'd smoke dope and fuck anybody she damn well felt like
fucking.


* * *


It was quite a few moments before Karen found herself capable of facing her young
daughter back at the trailer. The sensual effects of her forbidden act with little Joey
Suthers continued to linger both physically and mentally long after she had sent the
twelve year old on his way home to his scout meeting and staggered, on weak legs, to
her car. The incredulous part was that she felt no sorrow or shame, not even a measure
of repugnance for what she had done to seduce the young boy into. Instead, her mind
was too taken up with the promise of tomorrow when she would have him again and
the almost maddening anticipation of what she would do with him. She had only to
remember the poignant taste of Joey's handsome hard cock and the way it had felt
filling her mouth once she had gotten up the nerve, to immediately fire her right back
up toward heated excitement.
God, she had to get herself under control. Letting her daughter see her so flushed and
upset would never do. God only knew what lurked in that child's mind; such a quiet
girl she was, but that look in her eye that told all! Now she knew the extent of her
daughter's sexual looseness, yet she herself could hardly condemn her now, could she!
Well, she'd find a way to keep her daughter occupied and out of trouble. Maybe even
get her a job for the next week in the creamery... now that would be ideal. Might even
give her a few extra moments to explore the wonders of Joey Suthers!
The two Ashley females spent the night watching television and eating popcorn, barely
a word exchanged as the evening movie ended and the station news took its place. Not
that it mattered to Karen whose thoughts continued along the line of little boys, not
really caring when the heroine didn't get her man at the end of the film. Time and time
again, vivid memories and mental pictures of little Joey moved to the forefront of her
mind, sensuously exciting her, along with the clamoring thrill of anticipation of the
next day.
Whatever had come over her... God, it was unbelievable! Nobody had ever been able to
rouse in her such lustful passion and excitement as that darling boy had lovingly done!
She had let him... no, almost made him... commit lewd acts, acts as sexual and obscene
as what she had finally done to him... perversions she had always thought of as being
depraved... and it had been so heavenly! No, she was not sorry, nor ashamed... perhaps
a little frightened, yes... fearful of possible discovery, but not so afraid as to let that
apprehension interfere with the forbidden plans racing lecherously through her brain as
she began to concentrate more and more on Joey.
Karen's mind remained in this tremulous state throughout the night. Even as she talked
to her daughter, and salted the popcorn, the tingling sensations between her legs had
persisted and she knew that her sheer panty crotchband was again saturated with cuntal
moisture.
Everything seemed to be going smoothly between the Ashley daughter and the Ashley
mother – even when Karen casually suggested June might get a job to earn some extra
money by scooping ice cream at the creamery. Julia, Don's wife who normally ran the
shop on Mondays through Thursdays wanted some time off to herself, and wouldn't it
be ideal for mother and daughter to work so close as well as to live together at long
last?
Once the suggestion was aired, June twitched nervously in her seat, but then it was as if
something very decisive, almost calculating, had snapped her mind to the positive side
of the suggestion. Yes, she would like that, she nodded in acquiescence. And before
going to bed, both of them had apologized for the argument they'd had the day before,
and the loving words they exchanged before retiring for the evening had left Karen in a
warmer frame of mind.
As for June, well, she'd already made up her mind; she'd go ahead and do whatever her
mood dictated, but at the same time try to maintain peace in the household before she
would rejoin her father in Oregon. Yes, she'd scoop ice cream if that's what Karen
wanted, but that didn't mean she'd like it! And if that groovy guy, Gary, she'd met not
too long ago, was hanging around it would be bearable...


* * *


The morning dragged by for Karen, but smoothly so. June seemed unusually happy and
cooperative when her mother showed her how to operate the cash register and
instructions on how to compute taxes. Lunch was pleasant enough, although June
seemed a bit restless, watching the door of the ice cream shop every time the tinkle of
the doorbell announced another customer. It appeared as if she was watching for
somebody familiar to pop through the door.
When, at last, the clock struck four, Joey Suthers popped his head in the office door.
"Well... hello, Joey," she greeted them with rehearsed adult coolness, her eyes falling on
the dark-haired boy avidly licking an ice cream cone standing behind Joey. "Why, I was
just about ready to pack up and head home, Joey."
Joey's young dark eyes stared up at her in growing wonder, while the older and bigger
boy began to immediately fidget. "But you told me to meet you today and you said it
would be okay if I brought along a friend... remember?"
Karen let her smooth brow furrow as if she were trying to remember, intending to play
the scene to the hilt and put them off guard right from the start. It was going to be her
little party and she meant to dominate it. "Oh yes... I do remember now, Joey."
Joey swallowed. "Yes, ma'am," he managed, avoiding the sudden concerned expression
on the other boy's face. Suddenly embarrassed, he realized he'd neglected to make the
vital introduction. "Mrs. Ashley, this here is my friend John."
"Glad to meet you, John," Karen nodded, piling up the desk's scattered accoutrements
and tearing off the day's calendar date. With cool and calculated movements she
couldn't help but let her eyes rivet on the good-looking, teenage face that gave vent to
her suspicions that the two had well discussed what had happened yesterday and what
they could look forward to today.
"Well, boys, could I get you something to drink? A Coke or Seven-Up perhaps?"
They looked at each other and shook their heads in a mutual silent communication.
"I hope you don't mind, but I'm going back to the creamery a second to grab a cup of
coffee. You boys make yourselves comfortable and just as soon as everyone leaves, we'll
have our little party. Is that okay with you darlings?"
"Yes, Mrs. Ashley." It was John who spoke this time, moving to the side so he could see
past his friend to watch Karen's voluptuously rounded curves ripple and sway as she
left the room... Jeez, what a pair of legs she had! He'd never seen her wear anything
that revealing in the several times he'd come out to the creamery with Joey to get an ice
cream cone or play with Goliath.
"Hey, do you think we're going to have a party, really?" he harshly whispered to his
young companion. "If you're shittin' me I swear to God above, Joey, I'll..."
"Honest! She really did! She sucked mine yesterday..." The conversation was cut short
as Karen sauntered through the door, having used the opportunity to slip off her bra
behind the coffee machine in the creamery – a cautious gesture, but not cautious
enough to avert the eyes of her daughter who, witnessing the event, knew something
was astir.
"Well, boys, here I am," she announced to avoid the embarrassment of overhearing
more of their conversation. She'd play it cool, she decided, even though she hadn't
planned it that way, but the urge had been irresistible once she'd opened the door and
seen them standing there. God, they were almost like little toys for her to play with!
"Ah, it feels good to sit down," she cooed, relaxing in her desk chair, making no motion
to correct her skirt which had hiked up, well aware that most of her naked white thighs
were on complete display before their young, eager faces. With a slow, almost elaborate
movement, she crossed them, the sight of John's widening brown eyes letting her know
that he'd caught a brief glimpse of her wispy black panties.
For a moment John could only stare at the seductively dressed Mrs. Ashley, the
realization that she didn't even have a brassiere on hardly letting him concentrate on
anything else. Jeez, he could almost see their little hardened nipples, right through the
thin material of her blouse. He'd even seen her black panties when she crossed her legs!
They made small talk – mostly in monosyllables – as Karen waited for her daughter to
leave work and head on her bicycle back to the trailer while Karen 'finished some last
minute business' as it had been explained minutes before in the creamery. When at last
June peeked her head in the door, announcing that she was going home, Karen sipped
the last of her coffee.
"I'm just enjoying my afternoon pick-me-up," she smiled at June. "Don't wait for me,
honey, go ahead home and eat. There's some meat loaf left over from last night in the
refrigerator." A girlish wave of her hand, she curtly dismissed her daughter. When June
was well out of sight, Karen uncrossed her legs and glancing over at Joey couldn't help
but see the young length hidden in the front of his faded jeans. A passionate thrill of
warm delight rippled through her loins and she sensed the inevitable wetness seeping
down between her flushing cuntal lips against the thin snug nylon of her panties. God,
she'd wasted enough time already, she decided excitedly, getting to her feet and slowly
approaching the younger boy first. While both boys almost breathlessly watched, Karen
bent down and kissed Joey's smooth beardless cheek and took his hand. Then it was
John's turn and she felt the hot flush fill his face as she also grasped his hand.
"Now, my darlings, we're gonna have our little party in the back room of Karen's office.
What do you think of that?"
When June was halfway down the gravel road and well out of sight, headed for the
highway, she made a quick u-turn thinking, who does she think she's fooling, anyhow?
I know what she's going to do with those little boys. God, it should be even better with
two boys – wonder what little tricks she'll teach Joey today. Only one way to find out,
she laughed, pedalling back for the creamery, knowing full well that Gary should be
checking in about now for any emergency cases. And God, if she got horny like she did
yesterday watching her mother and the young boy, it would suit her just fine to have a
man there with her. Let her mother have the kids – she wanted a man!
This time she parked her bicycle in back of the office, far away from her mother's view
of the parking area. Surreptitiously, she sneaked in the creamery door which she had
kept open with a folded piece of cardboard directly above the latch. It opened easily.
Earlier that day, in her spare moments, she'd explored a bit and found that the door to
the storeroom opened directly into the storeroom where her mother and Joey had
indulged in their sexual forays the day before, and if her guess was right, today's show
should be twice as good!
June was piling empty ice cream cartons that had been blocking the storeroom door in
the corner when she heard the tinkle of the doorbell. Damn, all she needed now was for
Don Suthers, the owner, to come bounding through that door, and her name would be
mud.
"Hey, sexy, what's happening?" It was Gary, dressed in denim coveralls, a giant grin on
his handsome face.
"I was just getting ready for the show..." whispered June harshly, piling the last of the
cartons in a near toppling stack.
"Show? What are you talking about, girl?"
"Shhhh!" she put her finger to her mouth. "We have to be quiet or they'll hear us."
"Who are you talking about? Who'll hear us?"
"My mother and her young lovers, that's who."
Gary scratched his untidy mustache. "You mean your old lady's been playing around
with kids?" His voice was thick with curiosity.
June nodded, wiping her dusty hands on her skirt. "That's right, lover. You're just in
time for the show and if you're a real good boy, you might have a show of your own."
"Hey, come here, you little chick," he whistled, motioning with his hand. "Did I ever
tell you about my show biz days? Ain't nobody can put on a show like Gary."


* * *


Carefully, Gary and June had rolled up the bamboo shade covering the window part of
the door separating the creamery's storeroom from the door in the rest room. They
discovered that if the lights were out in the storeroom they could catch a perfect
glimpse of the single bed cot on the other side of the door. All they needed to protect
their privacy was no light, a problem that was quickly solved by Gary's ingenuity. With
industrious hands, he'd pulled the couch from the corner of the creamery's kitchenette
where the few employees prepared and ate their lunch, and placed it directly below the
exposed window so they could close the door light tight while they watched the lewd
tableau that was about to unfold before them.
"Just tell me one thing, baby," said Gary as he thumb-tacked a piece of paper over a
strip of leaking light. "This bein' your mother and all, what's your trip?"
"My trip is that she's been accusin' me of things, making me feel cheap and sluttish,
when she's been gettin' off on little boys." June's eyes narrowed in accusative silence
and she turned to reposition the cushions on the couch.
"I think I understand. But right now I wanna get to understand you. Come over here,
you little dish and tell Daddy all about it."
Christ, but he was good looking; by far the best she'd seen in this hick cow town.
Revenge was near.


* * *


Karen had waited until she was certain her daughter would be well on her way home,
not wanting to risk exposure. God no, not when it was the boss's son she was about to
seduce!
By four forty-five she judged the coast was clear for what she didn't know. She had
nothing to gauge by as she had never done such a thing before in her life... never even
entertained the idea of having such lustful intentions. What had happened with Joey
the day before had been spontaneous, but this forbidden episode she herself had
planned! Yet all of her carefully thought out approaches were presently a muddle in her
sensuously incited brain! She was IJOJ only confused, but in truth, once more as
frightened as the two boys were... maybe even more so!
"Shall we retire to our party room, boys?" Karen heard her own unsteady voice as she
faced them in the center of the room. "Shall... shall we just... all undress together?"
"Jeez," blurted John. "Y-You really mean it, don't you?"
It was Karen's turn to swallow hard. God, she didn't know what was happening! Yes...
yes, she really wanted to... had to! She couldn't let them go away from her now
without... without... "Are you afraid, John... or don't you want to?" she whispered.
"I'm not afraid!" Joey abruptly said, pulling his t-shirt over his head and began to
unfasten the front of his jeans. "You promised, Karen! Remember? You said you'd
make it cum for me right in your mouth!"
"Oh... oh, you little darling!" Karen passionately gasped, immediately reaching for the
youngster to hug him tightly against her, knowing that he had broken the ice for all of
them with his youthful sincerity! "Yes, I promised and I never break my promises.
Come on, let's go into Karen's play room, shall we?"
The three stepped into the empty room. "Okay, but let us watch you first!" Joey eagerly
said. "I've never seen a girl undress all the way, have you, John?"
"I... no... not all the way," the boy managed, still unable to fully believe what was
happening.
"All right... all right!" Karen whispered, the continuous stirring in the front of his tight
pants lecherously goading her on. "You both stand right there and watch... while Karen
gets naked for you...!"
And they did, their young eyes anxiously fixed on her curvaceous loveliness as she
slowly began to expose it to them. They watched her slender fingers work nervously at
the pearl-like buttons of her blouse, neither of them aware of the uncontrollable
expression of wantonness tugging at her moistened lips as she opened the garment and
slipped out of it to reveal the pink-nippled softness of her breasts. Then, her skirt fell
away, down the long white columns of her shapely legs to her feet, and she stood there
in nothing but the snug-fitting nylon of her black bikini panties!
The two lush white mounds of her breasts swayed and rippled provocatively to the
sensual undulations of her flared hips as Karen rolled the silky panties down, her
dimpled navel winking at the open-mouthed boys, and the small bowl of her lust
inciting movements. They saw with youthful excitement the sparse blonde triangle
between the tanned whiteness of her slightly spread thighs, her entire naked pussy fully
exposed before them! They could even see its moistened, pink crevice at the peak of the
golden crested arch formed by her smooth long legs!
Stripping to sudden, delightful nakedness before them had been to the now wildly fired
Karen like shedding any inhibitions she had ever known! Slowly, she bent down to pick
up the clothing at her feet, her smoothly ovalled buttocks slightly spreading with the
effort and calculated to be lewd. The obscene positioning gave the boys a fleeting
glimpse of her pouting, hair-fringed cunt as well as the tightly puckered pink anus
centered in the deep crease between the tautened moons of her full, satiny buttocks.
"Jeez... jeez!" John gasped, his lust infused teenage brain still unable to cope with what
his smarting eyes were witnessing, he just couldn't believe it! Was it actually
happening... Mrs. Ashley, the secretary, standing there stripped bare assed naked... and
smiling at them now? Was it actually happening...? He stole an almost frightened
glance at his friend and wondered why the kid didn't burst out crying! Christ, he was
taking off the rest of his clothes as fast as he could... then... then grabbing onto his
hardened cock right in front of her.
John realized then that the look on his younger friend's face was that hurtful expression
a guy sometimes got when he had a wicked hard on and it had been all knotted up
inside his pants. Shit, his own cock had begun to throb like a toothache.
Karen's craving lechery had suddenly reached that salacious level where nothing but
wanton and obscene passions were directing her every move and word. The young
woman had never known this feeling before, but she was mindlessly certain she would
again and again! She actually sensed the lustful twist to her smile and knew that her
eyes were luridly gleaming as she let her pink tongue ease out to suggestively moisten
her full parted lips.
"And what about you, John?" her husky voice sounding to Karen as if it might have
come from another person. "Aren't you going to show Karen your handsome cock?"
She smiled again to ease his discomfiture. "It must be hard and hurting inside those
tight pants. Why don't you take them off and let me kiss it for you... like this...!"
Open-mouthed the older boy stared as the curvaceously naked woman slowly lowered
to her knees, then sat back on her haunches and said to Joey, who was still grasping his
rock-hard cock: "Bring it here to me, baby. Let's show John how we take the hurt out of
these aching, hard beauties!"
Karen had lain in the darkness too long the night before, lecherously reliving her short
delight of mouthing Joey's young, stiffened cock, to hesitate even for a moment this
time. What anxiety she had known yesterday was long gone today! First she grasped his
throbbing young boy cock, curling her fingers around its blood-hardened length and
pressing back the sheath of its easily manipulated foreskin. Joey grunted, his young
naked frame lurching to the warm contact of her soft hand with his sensitive genitals,
while the impassioned, kneeling wife eagerly stroked it and watched the tiny slit at its
swollen head for that clear drop of boy nectar to appear. When it finally seeped out,
there was no way Karen could have held herself back! Hungrily, she leaned forward,
her tiny tongue licking out to capture the tender droplet, then swirling around the
spongy flesh before she ovalled her lips to slip smoothly over and absorb his straining
hardness vanishing up and into her sucking mouth!
John gasped aloud at the sight! Shit, he'd been sucked by one of his girlfriends, but
never like that... not the lewd way Mrs. Ashley was doing it! Jeez, Joey was standing,
almost leaning, right on her, his thighs pressing against the soft give of her firm white
tits! And now, she had her hands behind him, cupping his ass cheeks. Christ! Three
fourths of his cock had disappeared right into her mouth... and she'd begun to move
her head back and forth, her cheeks going in and out as his small hard rod smoothed
like a working white piston between her ovalled lips! And then Joey's hips began to
work. He was actually fucking her in the mouth!
As if suddenly possessed, John began to pull at his clothes, and out of the corner of her
eye Karen watched him shed them! In seconds he was naked, a perfectly formed,
masculine young boy, his longer, thick cock poling out erectly from his dark-haired
loins, his obviously swelling balls hanging with lewd promise between his strong hard
thighs! Oh God... he... they both were spellbindingly handsome! Even as she continued
to suck the now frenzied young Joey, Karen motioned for his teenage companion to
move closer, and when he was within reach, she moved a hand up and coiled her
slender fingers around the amazing thickness of his longer male hardness, immediately
beginning to stroke it!
Karen felt John's inevitable jerking beneath the sensitive contact of her warm soft hand.
She pressed back its foreskin, straining her eyes to view the bulbous, rubbery cock head
with its baby-like slit, but there was no escaping seepage there yet. Ardently, she sucked
at her younger lover's throbbing length, suddenly aware of his hands locking in her
hair, the very thought of what she was doing sending an almost masochistic sensation
to join with the others racing continually through her nakedly impassioned body. With
John, she smoothed her hand and fingertips tauntingly back to tease the silky black hair
curling over his lower belly at the widened base of his erotically swollen cock. Then, she
moved her hand downward between his legs to weight and cup the sperm-filling sac of
his youthful balls! God, they were so big for a boy! She played there while she sucked
and caressed Joey's pulsating hardness with her avid little tongue, then slowly she eased
a finger back and upwards along the fuzzy crevice between John's buttocks, until at last,
she found and began to tenderly stroke the sensitive little mouth of his tight anus.
"Jeez! Come on, Joey... give me a chance!" the older boy suddenly gasped out. "You
already had some yesterday! Come on...!"
It was Karen who finally made the decision and slowly sucked her lips up and off Joey's
straining young cock. Leaning back, holding both of their rigid cocks in her hands, she
smiled up at them.
"All right, darlings, let's get up on the bed. I've got an idea where we can all play
together... but you've got to promise to be gentle... at least in the beginning. Want to?"
"Anything!" John choked out. "Only... will you suck it for me later... please?"
His boyish plea sent wild thrills racing through Karen and she leaned forward to kiss
his cock tip, then lick it before slipping her lips down over it, immediately aware of the
broader thickness filling her mouth. For a moment, she sucked it for him, then eased
off to look up into his face. "Next time, I'll do it all the way for you, darling," she
whispered. "But what we're going to do now is something I thought of last night, and I
want to try it. Okay?"
"Y-yes, Mrs. Ashley," Joey quickly exclaimed. "You're the most wonderful woman in
the world."
"Yeah!" agreed John.
"Oh, you sweet children. Now come on with you. Let's all get up on the bed and fuck
together."


* * *


"Shhhhh now... we've got to be very quiet or they'll hear us," June instructed the long
haired Gary as they stood in the storeroom on top of the couch. There was only room
for one at a time so June went first, bending over so that Gary could see the fullness of
her curvaceous buttocks in the slim light emanating from the room on the other side of
the door where her mother was climbing on the bed with the two boys, June wondering
how the three of them could possibly fit on such a small cot.
Gary watched as the teenager kneed her way on top of the back of the couch, her firm,
full buttocks, encased tightly in thin peekaboo nylon, fully exposed at eye level beneath
her short, hitched-up skirt. Christ, that was a luscious young ass, he appraised, feeling
his heavy length of cock flesh give a reflexive jerk inside his tight coveralls. He couldn't
resist the temptation to cup both big hands over their tensed round smoothness... and
then they were gone and she was smiling down at him with a gestured finger across her
lips.
"For God's sake, be quiet, you hear?" June said, leaning down and placing her hands on
the muscles of his arms and he nodded. "It's your turn for a peek."
She ducked and Gary raised himself up to take a look at the goings on on the other side
of the wall.
"Christ!" he choked out at the sight in the next room, but June's soft little hand
clamping over his mouth muffled most of the sound.
Fuck! He couldn't believe it! There was his boss's kid, Joey, and that bullish friend of
his, John – both stripped to their naked balls with Karen Ashley as naked as they were?
Goddamn! She was on her knees and actually sucking the kid's hardened little cock
while at the same time stroking John's... and... and then, she was changing over to suck
John's... licking it first... and slipping those lush ovalled lips right over the head of it
while she held it at the base with two fingers. Shit! And he'd begun to wonder if that
dumb broad even knew what sex was!
Suddenly, the blonde bitch was getting to her feet and he got his first look at her
voluptuously shaped buttocks, the rounded curves of her hips and full thighs. All three
of them were moving toward the bed and she was saying something but he couldn't
hear what, June was breathing so damned hard next to him. Mrs. Ashley half turned
then, and he saw her full upthrusting breasts with their little hardened pink nipples!
Christ, they were the most beautiful tits he'd ever seen, so goddamned round and full!
Greedily, he let his feasting eyes rake down over her naked whiteness, her tiny navel
and the sparse blonde growth of curls between the tanned firmness of her slightly
spread legs, her whole naked cunt in clear view! He could even see the dampened pink
slit between its hair-framed lips!
"B-Beautiful, isn't she?" June faintly whispered, but Gary was afraid to answer, scared
that his voice would sound like a clap of thunder! The whole fucking thing was too
much to take in, or comment on, in the short moment they'd been watching... the
warm feel of the soft young body pressed meaningfully against his, the fresh perfumed
smell of June's hot, girlish breath against his cheek, and the goddamned lust-inciting
spectacle unfolding right before them! Shit, his cock was straining like a trapped animal
inside his pants!
The pair of young, erotically charged voyeurs watched from their vantage point as the
boys in the next room climbed onto the bed, their stiffened rods of penile flesh wagging
obscenely with their movements. Then, both waited, looking to Karen as if for
instructions as she too kneed her way up onto the bed to join them. Both June and
Gary stared, crowded side by side, through lust-incited eyes at the naked young woman,
with her firmly set white breasts hanging and swaying provocatively, moved on all fours
between the two boys, smiling from one to the other, "Now, darlings," her husky voice
came through the door to them, "we're going to try an experiment... all three of us
together! You lie down on your back, John... you're the biggest... and I'm going to get
on top of you."
Lasciviously fascinated, June watched, her breath coming in short, heated hisses. Her
intensively aroused young body was alive with smoldering sensations racing back and
forth through her soft belly and vibrant loins, not only from the lurid scene she was
watching through the door window, but from Gary's big hands which had reached
around to cup and massage her nakedly tingling breasts beneath the pullover she wore.
She felt his hot hands and strong fingers pinch and roll her small, tingling nipples into
little firebrands of prickling delight, while her blonde mother proceeded to straddle
John, her thighs spread wide so that her exposed, wet pussy was hovering directly above
his upthrusting young cock!
"Look! She's going to fuck him!" Gary lewdly whispered into the chestnut haired
teenager's ear. "Get a load of the expression on his face... like he might come unglued
any second!"
"Shhhhh... mother might hear you," June whispered, meaning to nudge him with her
dropped hand, a thrilling jolt charging through her excited curved body when she
realized that she'd brushed his hardened cock! She heard him gasp and felt his hands
spread out to clutch tighter the firm resilient mounds of her breasts. She looked up at
him, and her desire-filled eyes telegraphed their message. She half twisted and raised
her face while he bent down to hotly kiss her, his burning tongue racing into her
mouth to duel with her own!
When they broke their fiery kiss, June whispered, "Let's get naked, darling," her hand
again searching the front of his jeans to find the long thick hardness straining there.
Unhesitantly, she began to caress and explore his blood swollen cock with her fingertips
while he harshly panted in her face. "Come on, let's hurry and we can play... and fuck
while we're watching them."
It didn't matter somehow that this was their first sexual experience together; in fact, it
only added to the spontaneity of the moment. There were no if's or and's in either's
decision to get on with it.


Chapter 4


On the other side of the door, Karen was in her glory, although she wasn't quite sure
what wicked imps had inspired the salacious act she was about to perform with her pair
of boy lovers, or whether it had been one of her lewd dreams of anticipation the night
before, but the lustful vision had so lecherously intrigued her that she knew she had to
try it! Yes, she wanted to suck them, too, and have them shoot their virile young sperm
into her mouth for the first time in her life so she could taste and swallow it down into
her raging hot gut! Oh God, she wanted these gorgeous young guys every obscene way
she could think of... but right at that moment, she wanted them this way!
"You lie right there for awhile, Joey lamb, and watch when I put John's hard cock right
up into my pussy! Watch closely, darling, so you learn," hissed Karen, raising her loins
and taking John's hardened length of hot flesh in her possessive hand, positioning her
wet, nibbling cuntal mouth directly over it while she manipulated its pulsating tip to
the feverish lips of her hungrily throbbing passage.
"Oh jeez!" the older boy gasped out as he too watched with lifted head, gaping between
her hanging white breasts at the lust firing picture of his cock going up between her
legs. He heard Joey whimper as if it were hurting his cock Mrs. Ashley was placing, and
then she was looking down at his face.
"Now, darling, I'm going to fuck you!" she cooed, her blue eyes swimming like moist
pools of glazed wantonness at the feel of his young cock head almost penetrating her
hotly craving cuntal wetness. "Then, Joey's going to join us. Are you ready?"
"Cripes, yes! Do it, Mrs. Ashley! Hurry before I explode!"
Karen leaned down, kissing the young boy's trembling lips and smelling the fresh
sweetness of him, as suddenly she plunged her voracious cunt wetly down onto his
upthrusting rod of flesh, absorbing it all the way to his young, sperm swollen balls
inside the seething and clasping heat of her lust inflamed cunt!
"Uuuuggghhh!" John exploded in pure physical pleasure, feeling the liquid warmth of
her throbbing cuntal sheath greedily devouring and sucking at the total length of his
rock hard cock! His breath had burst from his lungs with the dynamic sensations she
had sent convulsively through him! Immediately, those same crazy impulses began to
grow more intense as she lifted and lowered her full white hips and rounded buttocks
in a lewd rhythmic tempo, each resounding slap of her nakedly ovalled asscheeks
against his lean flesh an ecstasy all its own!
"Do you love it, little darling? Am I fucking you good?" Karen whispered in burning
salaciousness, her mouth inches above his as her hotly clenching loins fucked up and
down on his pulsating young cock. She drew her knees tighter forward on either side of
his rib cage as his rock hard cock flesh prodded and massaged the sensitive wet walls of
her simmering cunt with the obscene movements of her impassioned desire. "Answer
me, baby! Is Karen fucking your handsome, sweet cock good for you?"
"Uuuuhhh, yeah, man, real good!" John half whimpered, knowing in his mind that if
she kept it up much longer he'd cum for sure! "B-But... you better slow down... or I'll
shoot, Mrs. Ashley. I-I can't help it!"
"Oh, we don't want that... not yet, darling!" Karen gasped, immediately ceasing her
fucking motions and levering her long legs back straight on the outside of his. Then she
slowly lowered herself down on him, her full breasts flattening and overflowing against
his young hairless chest,, her desire-contorted face just above his own. She kissed him,
then said to Joey, "Now, Joe love, it's time for you to join us! Crawl behind me between
our legs... that's it... right up close so that your little cock is next to John's. Closer,
baby... yes, that's the way... now rub it against Karen's pussy lips until it gets all moist
and shiny...!"
"What's he going to do?" John choked, feeling the weight of his buddy as well as Mrs.
Ashley's hot, naked body on top of him... then Joey's hard cock rubbing against the
underside of his own as he used it to probe at the already spread-open cunt lips stuffed
with his prickling hardness!
"He's going to join us, little lover!" Karen licentiously whispered. "You're both going to
fuck Karen's hot pussy at the same time!"
On the opposite side of the wall and peering eagerly through the glass of the door stood
the orgiastic trio's now naked audience. Without speaking, June and Gary breathlessly
watched the lustful positioning of the three naked bodies on the bed sandwiching into
their lewd places at Karen's directions, her intentions obvious!
"Christ... she's going to let them both fuck her at once!" Gary finally hissed into June's
ear.
"Or is it she who's going to fuck them together?" the panting daughter whispered back.
"L-Listen, babe... you watch while I play... and you can tell me what's going on," Gary
huskily suggested, moving his hands down from around her firm smooth breasts to her
soft belly and then further until he came to the dark silky curls of her yielding pussy
mound. Christ, she felt like velvet down there! Gently, he caressed the fleshy area
beneath the dark curls while she panted raggedly in his arms, her buttocks working
excitedly back against his thrusting cock. He let one hand move downward into the vee
between her hot thighs... brushing lewdly over her pouting cunt lips, and dragging his
middle finger slowly upward to trace its thin slit before he finally spread it apart and
eased inside to her tiny, hardened clitoris where everything was wet, warm and
quivering.
"Ooooh, baby!" June hissed. "Do things to me... please...?"
"Y-Your wish is my command, pussy girl!" he answered as she realized that he was
lowering himself to his knees behind her, wild thrills stabbing at her tremulous belly
and loins at the thought of what was coming next.
And through the wall opening, June saw her blonde mother's hands moving back on
either side of her lush, widespread white buttocks, her slender fingers clasping lustfully
at the pair of hardened boy cocks between her open thighs, one half buried beyond the
splayed pink folds of her hair fringed cunt and the other trying to join it. Lewdly,
Karen's buttocks began to work backward in undulating little motions as she tried to
worm Joey's slender cock up into her wet, glistening cunt on top of John's. God, she
could never do it. It was impossible! And then, June heard Karen's guttural little groan
as, to the lust-infused teenager's amazement, Joey's bulbous young cock head wedged
up into her obscenely stretching cuntal lips and began to inch forward! She watched the
hardened young rod of flesh slide wetly along the thicker white length of John's rigid
cock, the two boy's swollen balls finally pressed against one another; both shafts of
hardened male flesh fucking together right up into her luridly expanding cunt mouth!
"Ohhh, Goddd, that's it, darlings, that's the way!" Karen cried. "Both together! Fuck me
good, my little lovers! Fuck your Karen's hot cunt!"
June trembled all over at Karen's salacious plea and the sight of the pair of young,
hardened cocks beginning to slowly fuck in and out of her almost grotesquely stretched
loins! God! What would it feel like to have two of them fucking into you at once? Like
having a baby? "They're doing it, Gary... both of them fucking into her cunt together!"
she whispered hotly down at the boy kneeling behind her, hardly worried any longer
about Karen overhearing them.
But Gary was too intrigued with the enticing young female standing before him...
almost enough to make him blow his nut right there! He watched a tremor ripple up
the smooth white columns of her legs as she spoke, and over the ovalled mounds of her
asscheeks to climb the satiny flesh of her tapered white back. His cock responded with a
riotous convulsion, telegraphing lustful excitement from his cum bloated balls to his
brain. She was the replica of a sexy fold-out in a man's magazine, from his vantage
point. A photographer would tell her to twist slightly to the right of left, so that those
tight pussy lips with their silky hair would be just out of sight... but the whole mind
boggling scene was visible to him as she stood here with her shapely legs spread wide!
Gary reached up hungrily and placed his big, hot hands on the smooth spheres of her
lust inciting asscheeks, cupping and caressing them, feeling her soft flesh like warm
rubber ridging between her fingers as she whimpered with desire. Christ, what was it
about chicks' asses that could drive him ape, anyway? Goddamn, he couldn't remember
the last doll who'd set him off like this! With his hands, he eagerly spread apart the
lush, firm cheeks of her buttocks, until he could see the darkened tiny circle of her
puckered little anus. Fuck, there wasn't one hair to mar the smooth, sexy beauty of it!
His breath lumped in his throat.
June felt as if she'd been launched with a rocket ship under her! Spaced-out sensations
were soaring through her at the lewd manipulations her new lover was performing with
her buttocks. God, she'd never had a man like him, a real stud who knew how to make
it with a girl, she bet, not just try to shove his hot, hard cock into the first hole he
found open. But to spice it all with the lewd scene taking place on the other side of the
door was almost too much. While lovable Gary was sensually exploring her buttocks,
her mother was going nothing short of mad absorbing the pair of boy cocks fucking up
into her wide-split cunt, moaning and groaning as she slaved lustfully between them,
first caressing and loving John's cock beneath her, then reaching back as best she could
to run her hands over Joey's buttocks while she cooed obscene words of encouragement
back to him, all three of them perspiring and gasping as they wildly fucked! Wow, what
a sight... enough to make a girl envious! What was that? G-Gary's tongue... hot and
wet... yes, he was licking up and down between her asscheeks held apart by his thumbs.
Damn, she'd lose her buttons, watching the wild show before her while her new lover's
tongue moistly taunted the deep cleft between her quivering buttocks, then licked and
probed at her tiny anal lips, adding new lustful fuel to the smoldering passion burning
between her thighs! The dark haired young vixen spread her legs farther apart and
pressed her buttocks back at Gary's lewdly buried face and enrapturing tongue, while
she gaped at Karen and her boy lovers in gasping desire. She watched Karen's long legs
and lush white buttocks working as she mindlessly humped her hungry loins onto their
rigid young cocks fucking simultaneously up into her omnivorous cunt! God, it was
unbelievable the way she was fucking them... and she was so beautiful, June had to
admit, despite the ill feelings she felt for her mother otherwise, the rotten, lying bitch
that she was. If only her father could see his ex-wife then, they'd both have a good
laugh.
Damn! Damn! It was just too much! June couldn't stand to watch anymore without
having some herself! She craned her neck to look back and down at the long-haired vet
naked on his knees behind her, his hands spreading open her trembling asscheeks
presented so lewdly to him, while his hot wet tongue continued to torment her tiny
anus and the hair fringed lips of her tight cuntal mouth. "Oh. lover," she breathed
passionately. "Do it now. Put your cock in my pussy while I watch. Hurry, honey,
please!"
In the other room, Karen had begun to murmur almost incoherently as she writhed her
fuming loins and hollowing white buttocks onto the pair of searing cocks fucking wildly
into her from above and below. Never had there been anything to equal these
masochistic sensations fervently burning within her! Her hotly glowing cunt felt as if it
were stretched all out of proportion – that thought alone wildly thrilling her maternal
passions as she intuitively compared the pleasureful pain to that of childbirth! She
watched John's young desire filled face beneath her as the boy fucked up into her cunt,
watched him grinding his teeth in his own mounting lust while she squirmed and
jerked between him and his buddy in wild abandon!
"Oh, my little lovers... it's heaven! You're fucking your Karen so beautifully! Don't stop!
Fuck her hard, darlings... hardddd!" she groaned, rotating her loins frenziedly around
their soaring young cocks pounding up into her loins as she stretched her long legs in a
dozen last incited positions to heighten all of their sensations.
June turned from the vent then to look down again at Gary, her face flushed with the
lewd excitement of playing voyeur as well as the lurid thrills the long-haired, mustached
vet had kindled in her trembling belly. She reached down to draw him by the arms
onto his feet, her eager eyes fastening once more on the thick hardness of his lust
engorged cock, a tremor of desire rippling over her naked curves at the hugeness of it.
God, it was a handsome, maddeningly huge thing. She'd never dreamed he, or any
male, could ever have such a cock on him! It... it looked almost too heavy even for his
muscular body. And beneath were his bloated, hair covered balls swinging promisingly
between his legs. Then, she gazed lovingly at his cock's flat, almost bludgeon-shaped
head, dimpled at the purplish tip with its tiny split! Oh man... she'd suck it for him,
too... but not now... now she had to have it burning right up inside her!
"Now, baby! Do it now!" June sensuously begged. "I want your hard cock fucking right
up into my hot pussy!"
"Christ!" Gary rasped. "B-But we can't watch if we do...!"
"Yes, you can watch, lover! I-I'll turn around and bend over!" she eagerly suggested, her
dark, vibrant eyes dancing with lewd excitement.
"Goddamn, baby... can you take it that way? I-I don't want to hurt you...!"
"You won't, not if you take it easy at first... I mean, don't fuck it into me like a
madman," she hotly whispered, reaching down to caress his pulsating hardness with her
small, warm hand, letting it slip along the wide, lengthy rod beneath his resilient, 
cuminflated balls. "Hurry, lover, let's try!"
Gary couldn't restrain the guttural grunt from his sperm bloated testicles, then moving
back to curl possessively around his swollen hardness once more. Christ, she was
something else, like no chick he'd ever had. And to think she was that snooty Karen's
daughter. And with that body... fuck!
June kissed him quickly, just a peck on the lips before swiveling around and bending
over, until her naked buttocks were perfectly positioned and Gary gaped down at their
lushly rounded white beauty. He eased in closer toward their inviting firmness while
she spread the shapely columns of her thighs and calves wide apart, bending agilely
until her fingers grasped her ankles to help support her lascivious stance. Her ripely
swelling breasts hung forward, her long dark tresses brushing the couch and her eyes
wide as she stared upward between her legs, sensually watching from her upside-down
position.
Gary could see the dampness at the top of her smooth inner thighs, and the slightly
open mouth of her mind bendingly tight cunt, pink and moist and waiting in hungry
anticipation of his solid, throbbing cock. Her puckered anal opening seemed to be
beckoning to him between the buttocks so roundly stretched.
"Christ!" the vet hissed half under his breath, grasping his hotly throbbing cock length
in his hand and moving in even closer to her, straining to resist the masculine desire to
fuck it to her as hard and as fast as possible. Then, her whimpers came up to him and
he finally introduced the rubbery end into her wetly coated cuntal mouth, feeling its
youthful tightness expand before the bulbous head that never stopped moving forward
from that point! Even holding himself back, Gary continued a consistent, slow
penetration almost sadistically, and she didn't wince or cringe before him, only
continued to watch from her inverted bird's eye view until it was nearly submerged in
gradual, tormenting inches into the very depths of her warmly receptive cunt... until she
finally gasped out a long choking groan that he was sure the people in the next room
were going to hear.
"Y-You okay, baby?" he rasped down at her holding motionless as he realized he hadn't
even given her a goddamned second to get used to it. "D-Does it hurt?"
"Y-Yesss... God, yes!" But I'm all right, lover! Don't stop. Oh, God, don't stop, ever!
Fuck me, Gary, baby. Move it in and out! You know... do it, hon, fuck it...!"
Wild sensations ripped through Gary at her response. Shit, she was going to be a great
fuck. Her greedy little cunt was like two hands clutching at his aching cock! He leaned
back to better view his entry, and slowly eased his pulsing hardness back out of her
tightly clinging cunt, then into her again, his naked body inclined back from her at
both ends, reaching toward her only at his lust fired loins. The girl felt his buttocks
hollowing as he pushed in until his desire tormented cock had completely vanished,
buried deep up into her squeezing cunt so that there was only his hairy pelvis left
flattened against the yielding view of her straining asscheeks.
He leaned to one side then to see her face. She seemed in another world in her
obscenely bent over position! Her mouth was open and he could hear her low,
continual murmuring. Abruptly, she began to rotate her naked young hips, pushing
back at him so that she was nearly lifted off her feet and left dangling in the air on the
length of his fiercely hardened cock, her firm girlish breasts dancing licentiously to her
lustful movements.
Christ, he thought, he'd flip for fucking sure! His fingers clutched with unconscious
savageness at the tender flesh of her hips, feeling the velvety softness cringe beneath his
pressure, and leaving red marks on her baby-like skin when and wherever he moved his
hands. He shuffled in toward her so that his legs were in the arch made by her
widespread thighs and all the weight of his lust inflamed body focusing in his raging
loins was forced against her buttocks as he fucked his huge cock deep... deep up into
her moistly contracting cuntal channel.
Gary couldn't believe it! Never had there been a chick like this! Shit, he was a stalwart
man, but he could fall in love with a doll like this beauty bent obscenely before him...
and maybe he was! Yeah... he wanted to fuck her every day for the rest of their lives!
At first, June wasn't sure but what she'd let her lustful desire warp her rational mental
facilities! She'd over-estimated... or, almost... her physical capacity! Oh man! His huge,
searing cock must be as big as a horse's! He'd wormed it all the way inside her
steaming hot passage, and it was pressing... gouging into her! She gritted her teeth and
dug her nails into the thin flesh of her ankles while the pressure of his entry fought a
losing battle against the lascivious thoughts raging through her teenage brain...
thoughts of her absolute passive position before him... like a slave... and the mental
picture of her lover's huge dominating cock fucking up into her!
Damn, sweet damn, she had to stand it just a little longer... until her throbbing cunt
became used to it... and then, it'd be beautiful! She knew it would... it absolutely would!
She gnawed at her full lower lip as Gary fucked incessantly in and out of her wanting
cunt, until gradually the torment lessened as her eager pussy walls expanded before the
possessive impalement of his obscenely thick hardness, and he began to sense a lustful
combination of both pain and pleasure.
Being fucked the way she was... God, it was almost like Karen submitting
simultaneously to both Joey and John! Yeah, here they were, almost like to helpless
slave girls – mother and daughter – being taken by their masters! That lewd
comparison sent new sensations of blissful delight charging through her submissive
young body. Then, the singular thought of Gary ravishing her cunt from behind, the
way he was, caused the trembling girl to undulate her upthrust buttocks in rhythmic
abandon back onto his heavy young rod of throbbing cock flesh fucking up into the
very depths of her soft white belly!
"Oh damn, Gary baby... it's good dammmmmmn gooood!" June sensuously gasped. "So
groovy, lover! Give it to me... fuck me so I'll stay fucked! Make me your chick! I'll... I'll
do whatever you want... just tell me... only fuck me good, darling! Harder... harddder!"
And on the bed in the other room, Joe was caught somewhere between an agony and
an ecstasy! His swollen cock had never ached so in his life and he couldn't hold back
the unreasonable tears streaming down his cheeks to drip onto Mrs. Ashley's white,
hollowed back! He scarcely had to move to thrust his painful hardness up into her cunt!
John's bigger, commanding cock was carrying his right along with it, as if they were
glued together, and the sensations roaring through his belly and loins were almost
ripping him apart. His cum swollen balls ached as if they were on fire as he felt her
burning cuntal walls clasping and sucking at his tortured cock! It felt raw, almost as if it
had been peeled like a banana, yet the bubbling fire inside it prevented him from
stopping, demanded that he keep fucking with all his might.
The secretary was actually screwing both of them at the same time, that was the thing!
And he was looking right down at the soft white mounds of her widespread buttocks,
between them actually, at the lewdly working little hole of her anus, watching it in
fascination as his burning cock was carried right up into her hotly grinding woman's
cunt again and again, until the tingling pressure in his inexperienced young loins was
becoming unbearable! Crap, he might yell right out! Yeah... blow his lungs as loud as
he could... except that the sight of Mrs. Ashley's feverishly pursing little asshole so
intrigued and invited him... made him want to finger it, touch it, see what it felt like...
and he did...!
Karen almost immediately felt the extra erotic contact... sensed the tender size of the
youthful finger brushing her tiny anus so exploringly there. Her breath heaved from her
chest. The teenager boy beneath her had long since fallen into a continual loosemouthed 
series of tell-tale groans. Lustfully, she ground her full, swollen breasts around
against his naked chest, kissing his open lips lecherously while she fucked him with her
cock hungry cunt. Ravenously, she labored down onto his thrusting young hardness, as
well as the junior cock being sucked up into her from behind!
Her mind moved with mindless precision around behind her to grasp Joey's hand
playing between her full fleshed buttocks. She caught it and singled out his caressing
middle finger, holding it almost vise-like until the slender digit was pin-pointed with its
tip pressed just inside her tightly clenching anal mouth.
"Do it, darling! Don't be afraid!" she gasped. "Do it, Joey baby... shove your finger right
in... all the way! That's it... go ahead... right up my little asshole! Ohhhhhh!"
Gary gaped blurry-eyed through the door window as the two boys were being wildly
fucked by Mrs. Ashley. The chick bent over obscenely before him had been right. Her
mother had been the aggressor! His vision was half-glazed by his own lustful stabs into
his dark-haired chick's voraciously grasping cunt, yet he could see enough of the
lecherous orgy to increase the churning in his aching balls like a fire set beneath him.
"W-What are they doing, lover?" June choked up at him. "Tell me what that bitch
mother of mine is dong."
"Fuck... they're shaking their gourds, pussy girl! Both of them are fucking her like
crazy... and Joey's finger-fucking her asshole. She made him do it! Christ!"
"Oh, God," June moaned, the mental vision of what it must look like and feel like
multiplying her own passionate sensations until she felt as if she were edging toward
mindlessness. "Do... do it to me, too, baby! Please... do it to me, too!"
In and out, Gary fucked, his coarse mind reeling with carnal lust at her lewd plea... his
cock bursting into her as if she were some ripe fruit, and her tender young cunt
instinctively relaxing before his plunge, then swallowing up his long thick length and
holding it fast in a hot, hungry clutch of excited inner muscles! He saw her slender
arms tense as she supported her weight with her hands still clutching at her ankles.
She'd begun to groan incessantly and he was grating his own teeth. His gleaming cock
seemed obscenely swollen and red, aching unbearably with unfulfilled desire, and it
thrilled him to feel her soft belly giving way before his pistoning fucking.
In unhideable lust, Gary stretched June's helplessly upturned buttocks wide apart with
his fingers, watching the moist pink folds of her cuntal flesh clinging tightly around his
thundering hardness below. Sliding one finger down along her anal crease, he
lubricated it with her warm cuntal secretions before easing it back up to probe
obscenely at the small interfolded circle of her anus. He felt her nether opening
automatically tense to resist the lewd invasion, and he pressured his finger forward until
it popped the tiny hole open with its persistence. Slowly and agonizingly, the finger
slipped up into the young brunette's cringing rectal depths while she moaned beneath
him in a wanton stream of tortured delight! Christ, he thought, one of these times he'd
fuck her there with his cock... and goddamned soon, too, before she forgot!
"Oooohhh, ohhhh, lover, lover! Auuuggghhh... yes, yessss, do it! Don't stop! Fingerfuck 
my asshole, baby!" June gurgled licentiously, thunderous sensations rippling
through her curvaceous white body at the slow and unnatural penetration into her
futilely protesting rectum. Oh mother... it felt like a small baby cock sliding into her
there... and then he was moving the finger around, routing the hot, spongy flesh of her
unnaturally stretched back passage, causing even wilder impulses of lust to charge over
her quivering young body.
In the next room, John could think only in momentary spurts. He knew that his brain
was cock bound, that any thought rushing to mind was completely controlled by the
spine-melting heat and sensations raging from the tip of his aching hardness to the top
of his skull! His sperm bloated balls throbbed with unbearable heat. He couldn't hold
back the whimpers bubbling up from deep inside his chest. He thought of his mother
and the harsh face of his dad, but only fleetingly, for the raging inferno about to erupt
from the very depths of his young loins was burning away all other thoughts and
sensations.
The beautiful face just above his enframed in the long golden hair was hotly panting
down at him. He realized then that his hands were pushing little pebbles into his
palms! Then, the warm, lush lips came closer, closer until they were wetly kissing his
mouth, and he thrust his tongue back up to meet hers! The taste of Mrs. Ashley, the
feel of her soft, curvy body spread like an engulfing blanket of supple hot flesh over his
own nakedness... his unbelievably hurting cock buried right up between his legs, with
her moist, seething cunt clasping and milking at it... everything, all of it... too much!
More than he could understand! Not a chick... but an adult! Shit... shit, he was going to
cum in a minute... any minute... any second!
Watching the lewd triple fuck, Gary felt nothing less than savage in his ruttish salacity.
He looked down in sadistic fascination to see his thick middle finger disappear up into
the soft hot depths of June's rectum, the gripping sphincter muscle clinging tightly to it.
Moving it around inside the heated, rubbery channel he could feel his own thick cock
through the thin separating partition of flesh, feel it fucking into her clutching cunt,
while she worked her rounded asscheeks back rhythmically onto the two fucking shafts.
Her smooth white hips undulated in lurid little circles as she gave herself completely to
the older teenager's brutal fucking.
June had fallen under a spell of total lust-crazed excitement. The delicious pressure
building rapidly now inside her steaming loins and quivering belly was overwhelming.
She was going to cum! Her lover's long thick cock and obscenely plunging finger were
going to make her explode inside at any second!
"Oh... ohhhh, h-harder, darling, harderrrr! Oh God, fuck hard!" she begged. "Unnn,
lover, I-I'm going to... yesss, I'm going to cummmmmm!"
Her guttural words alone were enough to trip Gary's climax! He pulled his thrusting
finger from her rectum, the abrupt extraction causing a lewd hissing sound. Clutching
at her taut, smooth hips, he jerked her back onto his battering cock, feeling her
trembling thighs and asscheeks sweeping wider apart before his furious, buttock
flattening barrage as he felt his boiling sperm pumping up from his throbbing balls and
raging along the tiny canal toward the jerking head of his cock in brain-shattering
sensations!
For June, orgasm had already begun, the great battle bursting inside of her, just as
Gary's beautiful big cock fucking maddeningly into her from behind began squirting its
wild scalding load deep up into her eagerly clasping cunt! It splashed deliciously around
inside her and she could feel it foaming back out her cock-stuffed cuntal lips to drench
the pubic hair of his strong pelvis and dribble down to saturate his heavily pumping
balls!
She heard him groan and curse as she screwed her straining buttocks back onto his still
spewing length of male hardness, and she bit at her lips to contain the cry of release
rising in her throat. Again, she felt her impassioned loins and belly burst with what
seemed an inexhaustible array of tiny burning embers and she couldn't hold back a
frantic whimper as the very life seemed to drain from her... until she thought she was
going to tumble forward onto her face.
But Gary held her, gaping through the door at the sound of Joey's choking cry, the look
on the kid's face letting him know what was about to happen, and he had to see that
before they pulled on their clothes and got out of there so as not to be discovered. June,
breathing raggedly and trembling all over, straightened up and snuggled close inside his
hugging arms, their naked, perspiration-coated bodies pressed tightly together as they
watched the obscene finale in the next room.
On the bed, young Joey felt like screaming! His agonized sensations were that intense!
He had no control over his aching hardness that John was carrying furiously up into
Mrs. Ashley's hot, clutching cunt hole with his rapid fire thrusts upward from beneath,
or he might have broken away and rammed his head against the wall until the racing
convulsions beginning in his painfully tenses loins went away! Shit, was this it? Was he
going to cum... or was he going crazy?
Karen knew, not only from the twelve year old's choking cry, but from the throbbing
spasms of his swollen baby cock frantically fucking into her! She could feel his whole
upper body clinging flatly on the top of her back now, shuddering as he reached down
around her, his small hands joining John's from beneath to clutch at her swollen,
tingling breasts. His youthful pelvis flattened and splayed even wider the cheeks of her
lewdly grinding buttocks as she lay sandwiched between the two boys, possessing and
fucking them with lust-maddening passion.
"Oh, my little lovers... cum in Karen together!" she wantonly gasped out at them. "Try,
darlings... all of us... now... cum... together in me!"
They did, or nearly so, whimpers and groans accompanied with the lewd sounds of hot
naked flesh slapping together filling the room as they writhed and jerked in orgiastic
climax, the lustful performance gradually slowing into a heavy and exhaustive, strained
silence...


* * *


On the other side of the door cuddled June and Gary, mouth open in gaping disbelief.
After long heated moments, June finally broke the spell. "That bitch," she hissed. "Can
you believe that? She's got some nerve making me feel like a cheap slut for playing with
that damned dog of hers, and there she is, fucking two little kids!" June's eyes narrowed
with hatred. "She'll pay for it. Hypocrites always get caught in the end."
"Calm down, baby," soothed Gary, winding his arm around her naked white shoulders
as soft as velvet. "Why don't you come home with Daddy tonight, baby?" He nuzzled
his nose in her ear, licking at her ear lobe with tantalizing swirls of his still hot tongue.
"Come home and play house with the big boys."
June choked back the tears welling in her dark eyes. "Yes, I think I will," she
announced with calculated coldness. "We have some plans to make."


Chapter 5


For Karen Ashley, the day had flowered brilliantly and she had greeted it without the
slightest twinge of conscience. Only the busy little sensual impulses so recently born
within her stirred in continual agitation, reminded her in vivid mental pictures of the
lustful pleasure her little darlings had brought her the afternoon before. Those tiny
sensations, plus a certain soreness at the sensitive mouth of her cunt assured her that it
had happened to the very detail her quickly excited mind reflected.
It was almost incredible to the glowing young woman that she felt no trace of shame or
guilt this morning at her forbidden seductions, but rather, a near uncontrollable desire
for new conquests as her brain reeled to lecherously visualize all the little boys she knew
who came into the creamery contemplating sexual possibilities with each and in what
manner she would take them to feed her new delicious craving. But God, she mustn't
get careless and make a mistake, for if any one at the breeders found out, God... oh,
God, she couldn't even stand to think about it. And June... what would she think if she
knew her mother was having an affair with two little boys, even younger than her
daughter. No, she didn't want to think of those horrifying thoughts.
Oh, I slept so hard, I didn't even hear June come in last night, thought the blonde
haired woman, slipping into her bathrobe hanging on the back of the chair. Just as well,
she reasoned, I went to bed at nine-thirty. Oh, I know the girl needs some time to
herself to make friends here, if she's going to stay with me through the summer, but I
do wish she'd tell me where she was going.
"June!" called Karen happily, sauntering toward the kitchen to put the tea kettle on for
coffee. "June, come and join me for breakfast, dear."
No answer.
"June, we have to get going if we're going to go shopping, dear," she called out, setting
the tea kettle on the electric stove. "The stores open at ten..." she said, heading for the
small bedroom next to the bathroom that was to serve as June's bedroom in the
cramped quarters of Karen Ashley's trailer. "... and it's a full hour's drive to " She
stopped short, her gaping mouth surveying the tidily made bed that June obviously had
not slept in the night before. "Oh, my God, where could she be? Oh, she couldn't have
run away. The poor baby has nowhere to go!"
After an hour of waiting, Karen hopped in her car and headed for the Tri State Breeders
where, hopefully, June would be at work, forgetful of the fact that Karen had reserved
this work day for a trip to the city for a day of shopping, lunch, and mother-todaughter 
talks that would erase those years of silence for the both of them...
"No, ain't seen her, Mrs. Ashley," assured Don Suthers, busily filling out the day's
schedule on a black board hung in a far corner of the one girl office. "Thought you two
were gonna go shopping today, Karen."
"Yes, Don, we were – at least I thought so," said Karen nervously wringing her hands.
"It's not easy trying to raise a daughter when all those ugly years of separation make it
seem so damned impossible." Her voice was high and strained, the anguish and worry
imprinted on the furrows lining her forehead. The guilt pangs creeping up her hot and
cold body weren't putting her at ease any, either, as she stood there facing the father of
the twelve year old boy she'd seduced the day before. She couldn't look him in the eye.
Could she ever again?
"I-I think I'll have a look around the grounds, Don. Maybe she's down in the barn; she
loves animals, you know."
"Good girl, you got, Karen. All the boys seem to like her and, if I'm not imagining
things, Gary's got his eyes peeled for her too. She did a damn good job of running the
creamery. My wife sure appreciates having a little time to herself, too..."
He talked on and on, but Karen wasn't hearing anything he said, except for... "Gary's
down in the barn if you want to ask him if he's seen her."
"Thank you, Don," she muttered at last, letting the screen door slam on its hinges, and
she headed for the barn.


* * *


Gary peeked out one of the sun blanched windows of the barn with June standing
tightly pressed behind and against him trying to see over his shoulder, while Goliath
remained in the background.
"It'll work perfectly, June!" Gary whispered to her. "She'll have to pass through here on
her way into the barn," Gary said, easing back from the cracked window of the feed
room. "All we have to do is grab her when she comes in the door. You – you really
want revenge, don't you, June." It was a statement, not a question.
The embittered, chestnut-haired girl glared up at him, her little pink tongue slipping
out to lick at her lush, wet lips. "Yes, I do. I'm getting sick and tired of her games."
Gary grinned in his usual style. He reached out and enfolded her tightly against him
inside his strong, muscular arms. Her firm breasts dug in nipplish hardness into the
solid flesh of his chest through her jersey and his T-shirt. He kissed her open mouthed,
his tongue slipping between her receptive lips to lock with hers. They held it for a
moment, while Goliath, in his pen nearby watched, pawing the ground.
"Damn, but that was great last night, baby. Wonder what your mother thought when
you didn't come home last night."
"That bitch, she probably didn't even notice. I'll bet you anything she didn't even know
until this morning. She was probably too busy finger-fucking herself to pay any
attention. No wonder Dad dumped the bitch."
"Now, don't talk like that about your mother," chided Gary as June pressured her
quickly aroused loins tightly up against his swelling hardness, making lewd, little
undulating motions as his big hands dropped to caress and clutch at the ovals of her
rounded buttocks. "After last night?" she teased, smiling up at him. "God, I thought I'd
drained the sap right out of your bones, lover!"
"Not me, baby."
"Good... I want you to be in tip-top shape for my mother, that boy hungry bitch... and
remember, I'm boss today."
"Okay, it's your show, babe," Gary whispered, hotly brushing his lips over hers. "Just
hope I don't blow it before my little honey gives me the green light."
"You won't, after what I watched yesterday in the rest room," June said.
"I'd better get Goliath ready for his debute, " said Gary, heading for the bull pen where
Goliath contentedly slopped at the water dish. He laughed, reluctantly letting free of his
fourteen year old bombshell, even as his ever-ready cock began to strain hurtingly in its
imprisonment. Man, she was really, really something else this little fireball... and the
way she'd fucked him all last night, even when he'd doubted he'd had a drop of cum to
muster up after his go with her.
"You're gonna have the time of your life, old boy," Gary greeted Goliath, as he untied
his chain fastened bull pen. "This is gonna be a happy day for you, fella. Time you get
some practice before somebody buys you and sends you out in the field to fuck all them
good-lookin' heifers. He led the good natured animal to a freshly cleaned pen that was
waiting for the summer season of new births to fill its void. He looked up in time to see
June frantically waving her arms in the air. Karen must be on her way!
With backs flat against the wall, the two culprits rushed for the feed room, sneezingly
filled with gunnie sacks of animal fodder.
"June," Karen's voice echoed through the barn as she opened the top of the French style
doors, wincing at the white wash that was dusting her hands. "June, honey, are you in
there? Where have you been baby?"
And then, Karen's suddenly whirling mind couldn't comprehend what was happening
to her! She was being engulfed by a huge man... or boy... not an unfamiliar face, whose
strong arms were effortlessly picking her up off her feet, his hand clamped tightly over
her mouth! She felt her legs kicking futilely in the air, her hands clawing at the one
covering her mouth so that she could scream, but her struggle seemed useless.
"Drag her over there by Goliath," a female voice, another familiar sound ordered once
she was inside the building! He did, and she bounced on a mound of hay, but in that
gloom it was long seconds of staring upward before she could open her mouth to gasp
at the sight of Gary, the vet... and... and her own... daughter... June!
"Wh-what's the meaning of this?" Karen spat angrily.
"Shut up, you bitch!" June's un-daughterly voice spat down at her. "From here on out,
dear Mother, we're gonna have a little openness and understanding that you're always
talking about. What a joke! You're playing mother! Ha! Now I know why Daddy
dumped you."
"But I –"
"Don't talk until I tell you to," hissed June threateningly, "or I'm gonna let you have
it." She waved her clenched fist in the air.
Good God, how could her own daughter do this to her? But the unbelievably vicious
tone to June's voice made her blood run cold. She strained to look up into the girl's
deep, brown eyes... saw them dilated and knew she was probably smoking marijuana.
Though... though, that was a thing in itself, certainly not the reason for her being
dragged in here this way!
"Cock! That's all you want is cock, isn't that right, Karen? I watched you yesterday with
your little boy lovers. Gotta admit you were pretty good, Karen, letting those two little
boys fuck you at the same time... making little Joey stick his finger up your asshole. Is
that how I came into this world, Mother?" sneered the hateful daughter.
"Oh, June... no..."
"Shut up! You're gonna get it today, Mommie... all the cock you can handle."
And then Gary was stripping her as she whimpered in fear-filled, overwhelming shock
as her clothes were being stripped off of her! Gary pulled and jerked at them, making
her toss on top of the pile of hay like a helpless rubber doll, until she was finally totally
naked, her two strippers breathing heavily down above her as she lay on her back
looking up at them... and then June's face reappeared wickedly, glaring down at her.
"I wanted to be close to you, Karen. I really wanted to be close to my real mother after
all these years. I even let you insult me because of that stupid dog of yours, God, how
was I to know he was going to squirt his cum all over my leg? But no, you had to make
me feel bad, like dirt... just the way you should feel for being such a hypocrite. Now, for
Daddy and me, comes retribution, Karen, angel. Goliath has a surprise for you, Mother.
" Gary's lewd under the breath chuckle reached Karen as she cringed with near petrified
shame in her vulnerable nakedness on the pile of hay, beneath their vicious and lustful
eyes! Suddenly she realized what was going to happen.
"Oh, God, no, oh... no... anything but that." Karen couldn't help but fix her attention
on the young bull now pawing at the ground, his flaring nostrils obviously picking up
the scent of her heated cunt. Oh God, he was... was getting... aroused! God, he was
getting an erection that was not only huge, but frightening just to look at! And then,
she saw it... the impossible thing that poked from the long haired sheath of his groin.
The thick trunk of his lance hardened pointed scarlet cock beaming out from
underneath his belly! A terrifying shudder chilled the trapped young woman's stripped
flesh. She gasped out, drawing her thighs reflexively together in protective tightness, her
mouth dropping loosely open in awesome disbelief!
June, too, was seeing the inhumanly large column of hardened cock flesh for the first
time, the sight of it whipping her breath away. It couldn't be for real! He'd split a heifer
wide open with that enormous thing! Holy shit, maybe she'd better reconsider...
Goliath was moving forward, his rope leash dangling loosely from his neck, as his thick
pole of hardened animal flesh pulsating beneath his belly. He lumbered his way around
to stand at Karen's feet, looking down at the woman's locked ankles while she gasped
up at the menacing sight of him in growing panic.
It was obvious to both Gary and June that the animal was ready for action, and they
exchanged a gasped look of disbelief at the size of the animal's cock. No wonder he was
such a prize animal!
"Oh... oh my God, June, please!" Karen breathlessly pleaded. "Have you lost your
mind? Th-Think what you're doing to me!"
"Like you thought about me that day and every day for the past fourteen years...
especially when you accused me of being a slut!" June, vividly remembering once more,
spat down at her. "Go ahead, Goliath, fuck her!"
The bull lowered his head and a strange sound spilled from his throat. It was obvious to
all three of them that the bull was ready to do what he'd been bred for.
"You got to spread your legs apart, Mrs. Ashley," Gary exclaimed with enthusiasm, as
he leaned down to part them against her desperate resistance.
"Nooooo... oh no, please don't!" Karen whimpered in trembling dread, her gaping eyes
fixed on the bloated rubbery point of the bull's cock. "Help me, June, for God's sake,
you're my daughter!"
But instead, both of the culprits dropped down on either side of Karen, pinning her
arms beneath their weight, then reached down to offer helping hands as they each
caught one of her legs behind the knee, assisting in spreading and drawing them back
and apart. The blonde woman cried out and Gary clamped his hand over her mouth as
the unprepared pink crevice of her blonde, hair-nestled pussy burst into clear view
before them.
"Bing those long legs back and higher, Mother!" June hissed into her mother's face, her
young dark eyes feasting on the closeness of Karen's rounded, white breast so near to
her own face. " I want you to have the full benefit of Goliath's cock!"
In absolute panic, Karen gaped at her daughter through terror widened eyes. Could it
be actually happening to her... this horrifying rape at the hands of her own teenage
daughter? Was it the pot she smoked that made her behave this way? She couldn't
think as suddenly her restrained legs were levered obscenely up and back until her
breasts were flattened, her knees nearly touching her shoulders. Her face contorted in
anguish as muscles all through her trembling body seemed painfully stretched. The flat
plane of her vulnerably exposed loins was now presented up to the shuffling young bull
in defenseless offering! Oh God, her drug-blinded tormentors wanted the bull to
plunder and ravage her however his bullish mind chose.
"June, please, think of what you're doing... certainly I've done nothing that warrants..."
"Yeah, what are you gonna do, Karen?" chided Gary meanly. "Gonna tell Don? Well,
what's he gonna think when he finds out you been fuckin' his little boy?"
She knew her defense was shaky at best. There was no point in trying to make excuses
for her behavior and she knew it. She was guilty and now she would suffer the
consequences of her wanton behavior.
Excitedly, June watched with glee as the bull sniffed at her mother's lewdly displayed
pussy. He pawed the straw his big cock growing bigger by the second, as if in
preparation for the assault on the cringing pink pussy crevice before him.
Karen looked down through her widespread thighs, watched in awestruck dread the
advancing instrument of torture waving under the belly of the bull, just inches from her
luridly exposed loins. Her eyes locked on the incredibly huge cock about to fuck into
her unready cunt and rip up into her in vicious and vengeful rape! God, it was going to
tear her apart... and there was nothing she could do about it... only lay there and let all
of them use her in whatever obscene way they could think of.
They all watched in fascination as the bull dropped to his knees, his big brown eyes
staring lovingly at the pink crevice of Karen Ashley's cunt. They waited with bated
breath for the dumb animal's next move. None of them certain of what would happen
in the end... even young June herself, the instigator of the dreadful plot.
"Good, God, he's going to do it! He's going to lick her cunt!" gasped June.
"Do it, Goliath," urged Gary. "Suck her cunt. Lick it for the boy hungry bitch! Make
her cry out! Go ahead, Goliath!"
Unhesitantly, the young bull worked backwards on his haunches and dropped his head,
his teeth abruptly nibbling into the soft white flesh of Karen's belly! His breathing
began to sound harshly as his wet thick tongue taunted her flinching navel, then began
following the soft path of light gossamery gold hair down to the fleshy outer lips of her
recoiling pussy. He quickly spread the resilient, hair-fringed folds with his cold black
nose, and with a greedy liquid suck of his fat rubbery animal lips, drew the tiny pink
bud of Karen's clitoral bud wetly up into his mouth! He nibbled at it with the sharp
tips of his broad teeth, feeling it immediately jerk erect to his sensuous taunting.
The restrained fear-stricken young eyes tightly shut against the spontaneous whirlpools
of sensation that went stabbing wildly through her sensitive loins and soft belly. She
gasped against Gary's hand clamped over her mouth, inwardly fighting with every
ounce of strength against the immediate betrayal of her sensual body. She tried to think
of anything to distract her thoughts, but she couldn't think of anything... even the evil
things her own daughter was subjecting her to!
Goliath's wet tongue had snaked forward, burrowing up her tingling cunt channel like
a serpent! The impulsive cock rippled shatteringly along her spine to the base of her
skull, finally saturating her brain to spread back through her now nakedly tremoring
body once more. Her unprotected loins lurched involuntarily forward, sucking the
flicking tongue inside her dilating cunt from its roots! Once again, sensuous lust began
to irresistibly take charge, driving all fear and obstinance from Karen's susceptible
passionate body!
Vaguely, she realized how quickly and easily her so-called resistance had been wiped
away by the young bull's burning, salacious tongue... yes, even his imbecilic repugnance
could fire her passion until she would go mindless! Oh God, she was lost... no better
than an animal herself!
He raised up then on his knees and with a faraway look in his brown eyes, Goliath
stared at Karen's widespread loins that were beginning to undulate searchingly below,
her now hungeringly roused pussy trying to find that long thick inhuman cock that was
going to fill her suddenly craving body and quench the fires of lust burning there again.
Both June and Gary in mounting excitement gaped as the bulging head of Goliath's
huge hardness came closer and closer to Karen's cunt, the bull having rested the weight
of his mammoth body on his knees, leaving his hind quarters free to move safely
without so much as touching Karen. They watched as Goliath moved his pointed cock
around for a while, splaying the layered pink edges of pussy flesh as he tormentingly
insinuated it between them. Then, with a sudden flick of his mid-bulk, he forced his
blood-filled cock head into the round, elasticized opening, visibly stretching the tight,
resisting lips almost to the bursting point!
Karen tossed her head wildly as Gary clamped his hand harder over her mouth to
muffle the scream shrieking from her throat!
A nasal "Aaaaaauuuggghhh!" gushed from her nostrils, her blue eyes glazing with the
pressure.
But Goliath hardly heard her or cared as both June and Gary clutched her wide-held
legs in a tighter grip and with a crushing thrust he easily fucked his massive bull cock
deep up into her desperately resisting cuntal passage, pushing fluid ripples of raw pink
flesh in waves before it!
Karen jerked convulsively as the enormous penile length raced up into her shocked
belly like an impaling tree trunk, its solid pointed head battering and ripping at every
inch of tender flesh before it, bursting the breath from her to stuff the expanded core of
her cuntal channel until she was sure she could feel it jabbing and throbbing between
her breasts! Tears streamed uncontrollably from the corners of her eyes to dampen the
wisps of short, blonde hair at her temples with the momentary pain between her legs as
she realized there was nothing she could do to stop him! Unhesitantly, the lust-crazed
bull began to fuck in and out of her, never looking at her face, his bugging bull eyes
fixed vacantly on her wide stretched cunt where his bull cock was fucking in furious
rhythm up into her.
Karen felt his massive, sperm-filled balls, as big as grapefruits, smacking flatly up
between the uptilted cheeks of her buttocks and at the same time fucking a lewd,
rhythmic tattoo down against her tiny unprotected anus, suddenly raising incredible
impulses to crawl upward along her spine! Oh God, if she ever lived through it, she
would never forgive June for this debasing, brutal outrage! And then... she felt a small,
soft hand caressing the sensitive flesh of her right breast, her leg being relieved of the
pressure restraining it so that the resilient mound could peak beneath the warm,
stroking little hand!
Without opening her tight shut eyes, Karen knew it was her own daughter churning
the sensitive flesh, gently squeezing and kneading it, teasing its tiny nipple to send new,
lewdly charged excitement racing throughout her captive body! And then, Gary released
her other leg to massage her left breast... until suddenly, both were wildly tonguing and
sucking her breasts, right between the earthy-smelling body of Goliath and Karen! She
held her legs back on her own volition, so that the third member of the ludicrous orgy
could fuck his animal cock right up into the building heat of her widely stretched cunt!
It was reaming and smashing in a cadence in and out of her pain-lessening cunt,
kindling a fire of friction that could only flame and burst into overwhelming ecstasy
before it was finished!
"It's heavenly, isn't it, Karen, baby?" June's voice suddenly hissed up into her slackened
face. "All that wonderful cock stuffing your hot pussy hole? Answer me, Karen... isn't it,
Mother?"
"Y-yes... yesss... oh God, yesss!"
"That's my girl... my cock happy Mother," June continued while she lewdly massaged
and caressed the woman's swollen white breast. "But this is only the beginning, Mom.
We've got more for you, so that when you cum it'll be like the whole universe
exploding! You want that don't you, Karen baby... all the cock you can get!"
"Oooooohhh... oh... God yes! Use me! Do anything you want with me! I'm sorry, June,
for everything I-I've ever done...! Just make me cum... all of you... as many times as you
can...!" Karen whimpered pathetically in overwhelming lust, lifting her cock impaled
cunt higher to meet Goliath's massive hardness, its huge blood bloated head gouging
into her fire-filled belly with breathtaking pleasure.
"She's ready now!" June exclaimed over to Gary in lewd excitement, both of them
quickly getting on their feet to pull at their clothing as they continued to watch
Goliath's horrendous cock wetly fucking into her! Then, in the delirious feeling of her
young nakedness, the chestnut-haired girl looked at her lover, her eager eyes dropping
to admire his solid length of protruding cock flesh, and she raised her eyes to smile at
him in anticipating excitement. "Tell Goliath to stop now, Gary. Make him lie on his
back so that cock lady here can straddle him."
"Christ, babe... can she take that bull that way? I mean..."
"Don't worry, lover, she can take it all right, and then some!" June assured him. "That's
one thing you haven't learned about pussies yet, hon, they'll stretch twice their size
without hurting. Christ, she fucked two boys at the same time, she can take it."
Gary's one-sided grin obscenely covered his face. "It's your revenge, chick, I'm just
being used."
"Huh! You poor stud, you!" June warmly teased, knowing he was just waiting to play
his planned part. "Get with it, Gary, I can't wait for the finale."
The vet did as she bid, coaxing the big dumb animal to roll over on his back and
slightly to the side, so that Karen could sit on his haunches and still get that big bull
cock stuffed into her hungry belly. Even less resistance came from the blindly
impassioned young woman the moment her inflamed, stretched pussy was suddenly
emptied of its pleasure-bringing length of thick hardness. In salacious hunger she
crawled astraddle the mountain of flesh sprawled on the hay, greedily clutching at his
great tower of cock flesh to place its bulging head and mindlessly plunge her wide split,
feverish loins down onto the huge glistening hardness to refill her hungering cunt and
raging belly!
"Unnnnggggg!" Karen chokingly sighed in wanton desire, her hips and extended
buttocks working obscenely down onto the overgrown rod of bull flesh in a waggling
absorption. She'd cum soon! Her simmering loins were a volcano of building pressure...
"Now it's your turn, lover!" June hissed at Gary. "Crawl right up in there nice and
close! I want to place and watch that big cock of yours fucking her in the ass! But first,
you better let me get it ready for you!"
With Gary kneeling up behind her, wedging his way between the slowly spreading flesh
of Goliath's huge legs to expand Karen's already wide open white thighs unmercifully,
both June and her lover gaped at the grotesquely stretched pink mouth of the blonde's
now slaving cunt. For a moment, they watched the massive shaft fucking wetly up into
her as her taut, smoothly rounded buttocks pumped lewdly up and down in
omnivorous hunger. The mass of blubbery flesh at the thick base of the bull's shining
rod was moist from Karen's cuntal secretions spilling over him to dribble down and
coat his cum heavy balls. Her tiny, crinkled ass so pink and defenseless was already
damp and gaping from the position she was left in.
June moved her slender middle finger over one ovalled ass cheek into the smooth
crevice, tracing it downward toward the sensitive puckered lips until she touched it. She
felt it working beneath her gentle caresses, then tightly resist her applied pressure,
finally giving way as the scheming brunette pressed persistently, her finger slipping
obscenely up into the soft rubbery depths. New gasps broke from Karen's slackened lips
in a surprised stream of tormentive delight.
"Oooohhh... yess, babbies... like that... use me... do it!" she gurgled at the unexpected
intrusion up into the warm, spongy channel of her rectum. "Don't stop... all the way!
Shove it way up my ass!"
"Christ!" Gary blurted, his hardened cock beginning to achingly throb as he watched in
lust-filled fascination.
June's own breathing fell to raggedness, wild sensations of hot desire racing over her
naked flesh as she felt the spongy heat of Karen's inner rectal muscle start to clutch at
her routing middle finger buried to the very palm of her small hand. And now her
mother was frantically skewering her toiling white buttocks back onto it as she began to
whimper and moan in lewd abandon.
June glanced excitedly up at Gary. "Join me, baby!" she hotly whispered. "Put your
finger in, too!"
The vet didn't need any prodding to take part in the lurid act, and as June drew her
finger nearly out of the stretched ovaled mouth of Karen's little anus, Gary's pressed
against it, the tip working beyond the sphincteral lips, and together they thrust up into
the feverish, rubbery depths! They both heard Karen's choking bleat and felt her naked
body lurch forward before their obscene invasion, but that hardly lessened their lewd
rectal assault. Unmercifully, they finger fucked deep up into her hot rectal channel,
rubbing and massaging the tight, grasping walls, the fells of each other's lustfully buried
finger as well as Goliath's huge cock charging up into her cunt lasciviously firing both
naked people.
While Karen gasped out June suddenly reached for Gary's thick veined cock, gesturing
with a quick nod of her head. Together, they withdrew their buried fingers against the
withholding suction pulling at them and the muscular youth kneed up closer while the
naked, chestnut haired girl manipulated his swollen cock length with her hand. Near
breathless at the feel of his long thick rod in the young girl's tiny hand, Gary watched
as June rubbed the tip of it against Karen's moist cunt lips where Goliath continued to
thrust up into her own down plunging loins.
"Hold her still for a minute, Goliath," June commanded the dumb animal. "Now,
Mother, put your ass in the air... higher!"
Karen did, heavy gushes of breath passionately bursting from her lungs, causing her
hanging breasts to heave above the retarded youth lying naked in under her, the weight
of them a delightful sensation, just as his huge hard cock had become as it crammed
unendingly up into her burning loins and fervently churning belly. She had no idea
what was happening... what they were doing to her, but powerful waves of pleasure
filled her lust charged body in the knowing that there would be some sensuously lewd
action!
"Now, when I press it open, you push, hon!" June ordered, working the tip of Gary's
swollen cock into the tiny anal lips centered between Karen's widespread, taut buttocks.
Then, June, using both hands to grasp into the smooth, white oval of Karen's ass
cheeks, pressed at one and pulled at the other, straining the twin mounds wildly apart
until the slavishly positioned blonde's inflamed little anus popped open like a flash.
"Now, lover, shove! Fuck it right up into her!"
Gary raged, feeling as if he were on a tremendous high, unable to handle his own
throbbing cock! He kneeled even closer and thrust forward, watching the expanding
oval of her tiny asshole stretch and give before the thick rubbery head of his pressuring
rod, the painful tightness making him wonder if wasn't going to rip off his foreskin!"
"Auuuuuuggghhhh," Karen screamed, unprepared for this obscene assault. "Stop! Stop,
you'll hurt me."
For a moment, Gary hung there, only his cock head penetrating inside the salaciously
stretched opening to the depths of its coronal rim.
"Do it! Fuck into it! " June panted, her lust-incited eyes ablaze. "Goon lover! Fuck her
ass... now! Now!"
Karen no longer wondered what was coming next! She knew the moment she felt the
relentless pressure of his hardened bulbous head pushing painfully against her once tiny
anus, and she gaped unseeingly while it brutally wormed into her there in splitting
agony. Torment spread through her like raging fire to burst from her throat!
"Aaaauuuuggghhh... ooohhhh... my God!" she choked, twisting frantically in an effort
to spit his cock from her cock hungry anus, but it was useless! Her every move seemed
only to impale her deeper, for with every buck and lurch, Gary's merciless rod of flesh
skewered that much further into her desperately expanding rectum!
"Hold her!" Gary charged.
Gaspingly, Karen twisted to look back at the vet clutching at her thighs, worming his
burning hard cock slowly up into her helpless nether passage without respite! Then
June pulled her down tighter to Goliath, forcing her luridly spread buttocks higher into
the air to unwillingly help the searing rod fucking into her there! It's throbbing head
tunneled through the warm spongy flesh before it, until finally with one furious,
buttocks flattening lunge, he had sunk the length of it deep into her!
Karen struggled for breath, mindless now with the pressure, God, she'd never be the
same again with the way their huge cocks were ravaging her helpless channels!
Suddenly, Goliath gave a deep throated "mooooo" and began to fuck up into her once
more, along with Gary's brutal sodomizing! She tried to hold herself in a deathly
stillness between them as they began to saw mercilessly in and out of her! In and out...
in and out, unceasingly their cocks fucked and withdrew, until she began to sense their
hot thicknesses rubbing against one another, separated only by the thin, fleshy
membrance dividing her cunt and rectum!
"Unnnhhhhhh, oooooooooohhhhhh, oooooohhhhhhhh!" Karen moaned out helplessly,
the incredible pressure becoming pleasurable! She began to move back and down with
her cock stretched passages seething in offered welcome to their hard young cocks!
"Fuck her, studs! Fuck it to the bitch!" June goaded them on, her young brown eyes
fixed in lustful passion at the obscene sight of their raging lengths of hardness soaring
wetly up into the stretched, intimate holes of her mother's beautiful, naked body!
The dark haired girl knelt in her own exciting nakedness with her tingling thighs
spread conveniently open, one small hand caressing the firm white mounds of her
hardened nipple breasts, while the other gently stroked between the flushed lips of her
curl-lined cunt, fingering her straining little clitoris in its warm wet bath of desire
released juices. Her sensuously fired eyes were fixed but a scant few inches from the
pair of cocks – human and inhuman – fucking into the pinkness of Karen's wet cunt
and expanded rectum. This was all her very own doing! A feeling of revenge almost
glowed hotly inside June as she gaped in open mouthed desire at the rhythm of fucking
the males had at last struck between them. She saw the hair fringed edges of Karen's
pink inner cunt clinging to Goliath's immense hardness pulling down out of her, then
disappearing when he thrust wildly up into her soft belly with his animal cock. The
same lewd sight was visible with Gary's long, thick cock sucking out of her rectum,
tugging the tight coral ridges of her tightly clasping anus with it, only to vanish again
as he lunged until his semen bloated balls drubbed into the smooth crevice between her
milk white ass-cheeks! Oh God! Had a bitch ever been more thoroughly fucked, the
curvaceous young girl almost covetously thought.
It was then that June crawled on hands and knees through the hay to face her passion
fired mother. Karen's breath was bursting from her lungs, the full white mounds of her
pink nippled breasts rippling and quivering before the savage fucking Goliath and Gary
were pounding into her. Her long blonde hair hung in disorder, strands of hay
interwoven in its golden softness, as suddenly, her blue eyes seemed to focus in
momentary recognition.
"Oh... oh, darling... it's so wonderful... and I love you... for... doing this... to me," the
gasping woman whispered. "Heaven... just heaven."
June got to her feet and spread her legs to move closer in over the bull's face, her eyes
gleaming in lust. She spread her thighs wider and partially squatted in an obscene
position watching the slow, understanding expression coming over Karen's face. With
both small hands, her knees slightly bent in her lurid stance, June spread open the
fleshy lips of her steaming pussy, exposing the moist pink flesh of her inner cunt with
all of its raw enticement to her mother's eyes.
"Lick it, Mother!" the teenager hissed, thrusting her naked young loins closer. "Lick
and suck my cunt! Do it!" Mind destroying impulses of lust screamed through Karen's
intensively charged body from the ravaging cocks burning up into the very core of her
being. Long past, she had lost all control, reveling in the pain-pleasure they were
drenching her in, convinced that there was nothing left to strike a new note of thrill
within her but she was wrong! The naked sight of her daughter's rounded hips, her soft
white belly and thrusting firm breasts jutting forth as the obscenely slaving young
woman raised her head, was like the sweetness of frosting poured over the cake! She
hungrily stared at June's dark, curl fringed loins between the smooth rounded whiteness
of her spread thighs, and the delicious young cunt her daughter held splayed open for
her was like a delectable, butter-fried fillet of irresistible prime flesh! Only for a moment
did Karen visually digest the intoxicating sight, her eyes riveted on the vibrant, tense
clitoris and the pink, flowered petals of inner lips which seemed to quiver as did the
small mouth of the younger girl's shimmering cunt!
She reached out then, smoothing her hands upward along the backsides of June's
trembling thighs to the fleshy mounds of her full buttocks, and clutching them to draw
the girl closer, Karen buried her face into the moist, aromatic crevice, feeling the warm
viscid moisture as she sucked and nibbled at the tiny clitoris, sensing June's spasming
hips give themselves passionately to her! Eagerly, the mind bent Karen laved the entire
area with her licking, lashing tongue, while the punishing lengths of swollen, hardened
cocks continued to race deliciously up into her hotly throbbing channels, and June's
hands came down to wind into her hair. She thrust her stretched tongue up into the
hotly clutching cunt, tasting its delicate, passion tainted secretions, then flicked her
tongue tip into the little split of her urethra before returning the quivering hardness of
her tiny clitoral bud to suck and lick the now gasping girl toward climax!
Clutching at the soft luxury of blonde hair her strainingly positioned body quaking
violently, June felt the almost immediate impulse of shattering climax welling up inside
her from the wide open, hungering mouth glued to her splayed cunt! Tongue, tongue,
tongue everywhere easily tripped her orgasm, nearly gelling her bent knees as she clung
to the head and buried face, wild convulsions of sensual enchantment screaming up
through her naked loins and belly to the whirling mass of her brain!
"Ooooohhh... I-I-I'm cumming! Ooooohhhh!" she wailed, but never released the head
lewdly clutched between her spread, trembling legs as again and again the lashing
tongue and sucking lips carried her through a series of vengeful, mind bending
orgasms. "Oh, Mother," screamed June. "Oh, Mother, it feels so goooooood. I love
you, Mother!"
And with those words, Karen tore herself free and gasped out loud: "I love you too,
baby. Ahhhh... fuck me harder! Your cocks are splitting me open... but I love it! Give it
to me... faster... harder!" she obscenely begged, urging them on as she mentally pictured
their total ravishment of her body, the salaciously debauched vision driving her toward
a thunderous vortex of climactic ecstasy! Furiously they fucked while she licked at her
cunt smeared lips, the mounting, entrancing bliss of it, the hands savagely gripping and
clutching at her naked flesh lustfully enslaving her as she lay completely and helplessly
impaled from behind and below! Her impassioned brain reeled on the verge of oblivion.
Nothing else in the universe mattered but the tremendous wave of undertowing ecstasy
about to suck her down in exploding rapture...!
"N-noooooooww! Oh... ooohhh Goddddd! Do it, please, shoot in me at the same time!"
she begged of the man and animal, mindless of who or what was fucking in her!
Gary began to mouth foul obscenities while simultaneously Karen felt the thick boiling
liquid of his raging young sperm shoot deep up into her back passage as her own
orgasm frantically seized her, sending wracking spasms of wild erotic pleasure sweeping
through her! She could feel every squirting contraction of his long, thick cock as it
jerked out its load of hot cum deep up into the depths of her intimate rectal organs!
Then, Goliath began to make strange rumblings in his throat, thrashing his legs so that
June had to hold them as to avoid kicking Gary. Karen thrust her trembling buttocks
and still spasming loins down hungrily, her breathing heaving from her lungs as his
huge, animal cock began spitting an animalish stream of thick, hot semen up into the
furthest recesses of her quaking belly! She felt her own orgasmic fluids blending and
puddling with his, an almost insane convulsion of enchantment overwhelming her as
spontaneously she began to cum again, as if to bring down the final curtain in a
dynamic convulsion of lustful joy!


Chapter 6


When it was all over, when the last spasm had passed and the last of the sperm flooded
Karen's satiated cunt, and dribbled down her thighs, she rolled over to face her
daughter, tears brimming in her eyes. "Oh, baby, my dear little June. What has it taken
for us to realize we really do love and understand each other," she sobbed. "Forgive
me... it's... it's just that I want you to be a lady... something I've never succeeded at..."
June's soft fourteen year old hand smoothed the hair from her mother's forehead, a tear
welling in her own eyes, a rush of emotion overcoming her in an unexpected gush of
love for the woman who had brought her into the world.
"Mom, I love you too. We have a lot to share, you know," she smiled beaming up at
Gary who was stroking Goliath in gratitude for a fine performance.
"We sure do, you Ashley women," he said.
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Foreword


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many centuries,
and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer for the individual
considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except that he must be true to himself.
The mature individual who has achieved this sort of self-honesty and completeness will
be little harmed or affected by the illogical or irrational opinions of others.
In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this truth like an
unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had. the characters faced up to their
unusual desires instead of trying to repress them, much of the anguish they suffered
would logically have been avoided.
The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor a
revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the wisest thinkers
through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be true," was Shakespeare's way of
saying the same thing; but it comes to us from still an earlier source, and one which not
even the most rigid moralist can contest... "Happy is he that condemneth not himself
for that which he alloweth himself. But he that doubleth is damned if he eat. " Those
who deny others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to
consider this quote from Romans.
No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this ultimately
will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by looking at the past and
previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief glance backwards will also reveal that,
in such times, honored traditions and concepts were re-examined, and many times
discarded. What was considered fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it
isn't done" or "it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of
pleasure.
The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We offer no
further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this timely work. We now
suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. A work of art, no matter how
contemporary, should speak for itself.
-The Publisher P.O. Box 494 Sausalito, California


Chapter 1


It's incredible," said Lori Filbert as she looked at the huge Victorian mansion in the
oldest, most fashionable section of Atlanta. Her wide open, azure blue eyes betrayed her
excitement as she gazed at the towering structure, and she pulled her long, lush blonde
hair away from her eyes so her view of the impressive house would be in no way
impeded. As her boyfriend, Bruce Johnson, walked along the winding sidewalk to the
front door, she found that the beauty of the place left her almost speechless. "How can
you possibly afford renting it?" she asked as she hurried to follow him.
"That's the most beautiful part," said Bruce as he turned around to face her. "It only
sets me back three hundred dollars a month. I couldn't pass up a deal like that. The
rental agent said it needed a little fixing up. That's why he was willing to let me rent it
so cheaply. Wait until you see the inside."
Lori stood behind him as he fumbled through his pockets for the front door key. Finally
finding it, he tried to insert it in the lock. He was having some difficulty, and finally he
released his small frustration. "Goddamn lock," he hissed in a whisper. "If it was built
like you, this key would just slip in with no problem at all."
"Bruce!" exclaimed the twenty three year old blonde, her full luscious lips breaking into
a grin in spite of herself. "What if the neighbors should hear you saying things like
that? "What would they think?
"Fuck 'em," said Bruce as the key finally slipped into the hole and the door unlocked.
"Let them think what they want. I'm not about to change just for a lot of stuffed shirts."
Swinging open the huge oaken door, Bruce made a sweeping gesture with his hands
and an exaggerated bow. "Would the fair damsel care to enter and place her fate in the
hands of the owner of the house?"
Lori tried to stifle a giggle, but she often found Bruce amusing, and now, since she was
already happy, she could hardly hold back her laughter.
Moving to Atlanta from Dayton had, at first, filled Lori with a great deal of
apprehension. She had lived all her life in the small city of Dayton, and moving to the
much larger city of Atlanta was something she had never dreamed about less than a
month ago. She had left Dayton in a blizzard, and when she found that the Southern
city was as warm as a beautiful spring day, she knew she had made the right choice in
coming with Bruce. As she walked into the huge front room past Bruce, her eyes
drinking in the old and stately beauty of the house, she heard him close and lock the
door behind him.
"Now I have you where I want you," he said in a low, almost threatening voice. "Just
you try and get out here with your virginity intact."
Lori's long heavy blonde hair cascaded down to frame her lovely fine-boned face, which
she had highlighted by just a hint of make-up. Her deep blue eyes were set like Alpine
lakes against her creamy rose-tinted complexion, and she opened them wide in mock
terror as she spoke in a little girl falsetto voice.
"No, please, kind sir! I beg you. Think of what my mother would say. How can you
ravish such an innocent young girl as myself?"
"I'll show you how," he said, his voice changing from the joking tone to one of
seriousness. Reaching out to her, Bruce circled her sensuously curved waist with his
arms and drew her passionately against him. As their lips met, all kidding was placed
aside as their bodies melted together in a long, thrilling kiss.
"Urn, lover," Lori breathed in a whispering tone. "Do that again." She drew in her
breath sharply as her lover's right hand slipped under her dress, sliding for a moment
over her satiny thighs, moving slowly up toward the soft, curl-covered "vee" of her
pussy mound above. For a moment her legs clamped tightly shut, not to protect her
modesty, but as a natural reaction to the sensually burning power of his touch.
"Why don't you show me what the bedrooms look like," Lori breathed into his ear.
Bruce said nothing. Rather, he continued his wandering hands closer and closer to her
trembling vaginal lips. Finally: "Maybe you're right. It's sort of late, and I hate sleeping
on floors."
He led her to the bedroom on the ground floor, and she walked immediately next to
the bed. Without another word he reached around behind her back and unzipped her
dress. Reaching down, he began to draw the dress upward again, this time baring Lori's
firm graceful thighs as the dress snaked up over her body. There was a slight problem
working the material up over the voluptuous swell of her breasts, but she lifted her
arms to help him, and a second later, the dress was off. Her hair settled down over her
shoulders like a cloud of fleece. The luscious blonde was left wearing only her lacy
brassiere, white bikini panties and pantyhose. She pulled her brassiere off herself.
Bruce allowed his hands to wander over her smooth soft flesh, cupping her breasts from
underneath which quivered as the girl's body swayed from her lover's rough handling.
The young man stared hungrily down at the perfect full mounds of cream-soft white
flesh, noticing that the cooler air in the room was already making the pale pink nipples
harden with sensual excitement. With a stifled groan, the young man bent a little lower
and buried his head between the resilient roundness, then began to eagerly slide his wet
lips over the hard, cherry-like little tips, nipping lightly with his teeth.
"Aaaaahhh," his girlfriend moaned in helpless pleasure, letting her hands move into
Bruce's thick jet black hair, pressing him even more tightly against her sensitively
palpitating breasts. Bruce then slid slowly down to his knees, never letting his lips leave
his lover's naked flesh, until finally his neck was bent up at a sharp angle. Hooking his
fingers in the narrow elastic band that girdled her hips, he pulled down, slowly working
her panties and pantyhose together down over her richly flaring hips, pausing for a
moment as her thighs began to be bared, to reach up and lightly caress with his
fingertips the sparse golden fleece between them.
The young woman had already kicked off her shoes, and in a sudden impatience Bruce
pulled down on the material in his hands, wanting to get the disrobing over with.
"Uuuummmm. Be careful," Loris said. "I don't want you to tear them."
"Fuck them," Bruce whispered with passion. "I'm making enough now to buy another
pair. Twenty more if you want." Without saying another word the excited young man
buried his burning lips into the smooth flesh just below her belly button, causing her
stomach muscles to suck in from the sudden wetly tickling shock of his touch. The
nakedly stripped young woman swayed for a moment above her boyfriend, her fingers
tangling reflexively in his hair, half in defense, half in delight, as the young man's hotly
working lips slid lower and lower over her belly, finally nibbling at the top of her softly
curled pussy hair.
"Do you think we should be making love even before we're settled in this new place,"
she asked shakily. But her words were swept away as Bruce did not answer. Rather, he
slid his hands around to seize her by the hips, his thumbs pressing hotly into her tender
belly. For a long moment the young woman stood in near indecision. She had been
living with Bruce for almost a year now, but there were still times when she could not
forget the lessons her mother had taught her. Still, she knew what he was going to lick
her up between her thighs, and the memories of all the other times he had done it
waved through her mind. She wanted to experience that pleasure again, wanted to feel
his tongue down there, between her legs. And then, as his wet, hot organ came into
contact with her hotly aroused cunt lips, her mind was made up for her. A hot flush of
passion swept over her body, partly fueled perhaps by the thrill of being so far away
from home for the first time in her life. She stood still in trembling anticipation as her
lover's teasingly questing lips pressed tighter into her vaginal hair, reaching at last the
top of her anxiously quivering cuntal slit...
"Christ!" he exclaimed suddenly, pulling his mouth away. "I gotta get out of my clothes
before I lose my mind." Lurching to his feet, the passion-crazed young man began
tearing desperately at his clothes, leaving Lori standing alone and naked, disappointed
for the moment, but knowing that his coming cunt sucking would be well worth the
wait. The anticipatory tingling high up between her thighs changed to belly-twisting
frustration.
To try and relieve her anxious, impatient sensations, the naked young beauty fastened
her attention on Bruce as he quickly shed his clothes, appreciating for the thousandth
time his strong chest as it was bared before her. He was a good deal taller than, her five
feet three inches – more than six feet – but she liked the way she was able to nestle
into his arms, and remembered that when they were both naked his penis pressed
deliciously into her belly, igniting hungers there so strong that she was almost ashamed.
Bruce was fumbling with his trousers now, and finally ripped them down over his legs,
kicking them almost boyishly into a corner, then stood up to face her, wearing only his
shorts. Lori could see that his penis was already hard, pushing the material out from his
loins like the white beak of some exotic bird. Finally, looking Lori straight in the eye,
Bruce pulled his shorts down, his rigidly erect penis spring free, bouncing gently in
front of her fascinated gaze. The lovely young woman blushed at her own boldness and
looked quickly away.
"What's the matter, don't you like it anymore?" he asked with a slight laugh, and then
laughing no more, he started toward her, passion written all over his face. Lori expected
him to take her in his arms again, but instead the desire-flamed young man pushed her
backward toward the bed, causing her to lose her balance as the mattress caught her
behind her knees. With a startled cry, the young blonde tumbled back on the bed, her
legs opening automatically as she tried to fight for balance, unconsciously baring the
narrow pink slit between her legs Without a word he was on her, pulling her legs
around so that she lay lengthwise on their new bed.
"Please, Bruce, fuck me gentle," Lori pleaded, but she could see by his face that lust had
made him a stranger to her. Looking down at the beautiful, naked young woman
spread-eagled below him, the young man reached forward with a groan and dug his
hands greedily into her tender body, letting his strong fingers knead her smooth soft
belly, leaving light scarlet marks on the tender white flesh. Lori groaned in a delightful
combination of pleasure and pain as Bruce began to roll her sensitive nipples into
pebble-hard little buds between his thumbs and forefingers, sending a long thrill of
excitement waving through her body. Even though she would like her lover to be more
gentle, to take a little more time with her before he fucked her , the now hotly panting
young woman felt her body responding to the rough stimulation. She looked up with
passion-glazed eyes, beginning to lose herself in his touch, her naked curves beginning
to slowly writhe beneath him.
Then his hands were gone, and Lori looked down to see Bruce sitting half on his
haunches, one hand next to her on the bed for balance, while with the other hand he
held his massive cock and placed it against her desire-flushed pussy mound, parting the
soft blonde hair with the blood-bloated tip, and worked it eagerly up between her
throbbing young cunt lips.
My God," she moaned, "that feels sssooo good." Raising her head up off the bed, the
impassioned young woman stared down at the massive rod of pulsing male cock-flesh
poised against her openly spread pussy lips, mesmerized by the way the smooth
bulbous head flattened against her moistly trembling cunt flesh. Oh, how she wanted
that marvelous pleasure-giving shaft to fuck her full of abandon ecstasy, bring her to a
peak of final fulfillment. If only he wouldn't just fuck her and cum... with growing
despair the young woman saw how her lover's penis was already swollen almost to the
bursting point-how the whole length of it throbbed and jerked as if it had a mind and
desire of its own, as if he were already about to cum.
"Take your time, oh please don't hurry," she begged. "Make it last for me, Bruce." But
the young man was past all hearing as he stared down at the tender, curl-fringed flesh
beneath, seeing his cock-head already slipping into the needfully dilating vaginal
opening that would soon house his entire, painfully aching hardness.
With an inarticulate cry, the young man let his full weight fall forward, his cock fucking
deep up into the softly clinging hole below, letting his hips drive it slowly and
relentlessly into the desire-heated depths up between Lori's legs.
"Oh, Christ," he moaned, feeling as if his cock were going to explode immediately,
knowing how much he wanted the sweet agony of shooting his hot sperm up into her
sensuously trembling young belly. And Lori too felt the pulsating member slide up into
her more than willing vagina, for a moment and then seeming to fill her with a wild,
beautiful electric shock of ecstasy.
"Uuuuuuuunnnnnnnhhhhh," she moaned, her quivering thighs falling open wider to
welcome the wonderful intrusion. Perhaps being in a new city had released all of her
inhibitions, but the delighted young woman realized she had almost cum with the first
hard push. Maybe tonight... Oh God, maybe! "Make love to me, Bruce," she moaned,
"Make love hard and long."
The powerful young man hovering above her drew his cock part way out oh her
hungering cuntal depths, ready to thrust it deep once again to bring her the relief she
so desperately needed. Then his body froze and a look of agony came over his face. "I-I
can't," he gasped. "I'm... I'm going to cum... can't hold back." To her horror, the excited
young woman felt Bruce's burgeoning cock already trembling in her, beginning to
spasm, too soon. All too soon!
"Please, Bruce, try," she begged, but it was useless. With an inarticulate cry, the young
man fell forward, once again ramming his heavy spear far up into Lori's receptive cunt
just as his hot white sperm began to sprout from his incredibly swollen head.
"Can't hold... I'm cumming now," he cried as his back arched, holding his prematurely
spurting member buried deep up inside Lori's body.
"No, please no," Lori wailed in despair, her hips thrashing as if she were trying to work
her lover's rigid penis in and out of her pussy all by herself, knowing that in just
another few seconds she would have the orgasm she so desperately needed, the orgasm
that had been denied her for so long now. Churning and panting, the desperate young
woman tried to make it come true, but it was hopeless. With a final groan, Bruce
collapsed heavily over her body, pinning her motionless with his exhausted weight.
Already she could feel his depleted penis shrinking into uselessness up inside her
desperately clutching vagina. Her body too, gave one last frantic shudder, but then
surrendered in despair, lying in shimmering frustrated need on the bed. The frustrated
couple lay that way for several moments.
"I'm sorry," Bruce panted, his voice barely above a whisper as he raised his head,
unable to look at Lori straight in the eye.
"Sorry," she said in a bitter voice.
"Sorry... of course that makes everything better..." but then she broke off as she saw the
hurt look on Bruce's face. "I didn't mean that," she said quickly. "I... I guess I don't
know what I'm saying sometimes." Reaching up tenderly, the lovely young blonde
began caressing Bruce's head, soothing him as if he had been the disappointed one.
They, lay quietly together for a while, he having rolled off her now, until he finally
drifted asleep. It took the toiling young woman quite some time to work the blankets
and sheets down so that she could cover him, and then she too crawled under the
covers. The young woman closed her eyes and tried to sleep, but they soon popped
open again. While she had been engaged in comforting her boy friend, Lori had not
noticed her own need, but now that she was lying still in bed, the nagging demanding
hunger was once again making itself felt.
Nervously the young woman shifted her legs, pressing her thighs together as if trying to
smother the fire that continued to smoulder up between them, threatening to burst into
flame at any moment. But the added pressure only forced her sensitive vaginal lips
against one another and actually increased her frustration. Half-stifling a moan of
desire, the young woman felt one hand sliding down over her naked belly underneath
the sheets as if it had a life of its own. She knew what she was going to do, and she also
knew that she would not be able to stop herself. She had tried that so many times in
the past months, but it had been no use then, and would be no use now. Inch by
trembling inch her hand descended, until it was resting nervously on her soft-curled
pubic mound. The confused young blonde knew this was wrong, but her body cried out
for release, and bit by bit, the only thing left in her fervored mind was the reality of
those ready fingers poised so near to her aching need.
Not conscious that she had moved, the raggedly breathing girl suddenly felt her fingers
pressed hard against her fevered cuntal flesh, all her fingers at once massaging in a slow
soothing movement, touching herself first here, then there, almost crying aloud as a hot
bolt of sheer bliss radiated up from her grateful cunt.
Becoming more selective, the young blonde slowly worked her forefinger into the hot
wet slit, moving it upward with agonizing slowness, stroking the sensitive inner surfaces
until finally it poised right over her expectantly throbbing little clitoris, then pressed
down hard on the tiny sensation bud. Lori's entire body jerked as if someone had run a
heavy charge of electricity through it, her back arching and mouth and eyes wide open.
For a moment the young woman held frozen in this position as if she had turned to
stone, but then she settled back down on the mattress as the first incredible spasm
passed. Her buttocks began to slowly revolve as she circled her middle finger lightly
over her clitoris, teasing herself, working up to what would follow. From time to time
the maddening finger slid lower along the wet slippery slit, dipping experimentally just
up inside her steaming pussy opening, wetting itself with the fresh secretions of her
passion that babbled there, then back up again to stroke her painfully swollen clitoris.
Thus Lori worked herself up to an unbearable passion with her torturing finger. With a
groan she opened her sleek white thighs wide and jammed her middle finger far up into
her hungry cunt, sighing with relief as she felt herself partially filled.
But it was not enough. Compared to the great rod of flesh that had been so deliciously
rammed into her vagina such a short time ago, the panting young woman knew that
her one finger was ridiculously inadequate. Desperately she inserted another finger,
worming them around in a wild pattern as far up into her burning vaginal depths as
she could reach, then beginning to slide them rhythmically in and out, her hips rising
to meet them in an obscene motion as old as man. On and on she thrust, her head
beginning to twist and turn on the pillow as her passion mounted, her eyes half-closed,
staring out unseeingly beneath her silky lashes. Once Bruce groaned and rolled over in
his sleep and the startled young woman froze, certain that she would be caught in her
lewd act, but a few seconds later he was snoring once again, deeply anesthetized by sex.
Feeling her cunt flowering open in greedy desire, the emboldened young woman put in
a third finger, then fucked them lewdly into, her shuddering loins for a seeming
eternity. In and out the rigid fingers flashed, wet and gleaming from her heated vaginal
secretions. Finally, the lewdly twisting young blonde felt it coming, her desperately
needed orgasm. It grew far up inside her heaving belly like a building tidal wave, bigger
and bigger until she knew it would break over her in exquisite bliss any moment. But
the straining young woman was unprepared for the white-hot bolt of energy that shot
up from her contracting womb to expand her already swollen breasts, then back down
again to ricochet wildly over her spasming loins. She had to stuff her free hand in her
mouth to keep from screaming out her ecstasy while her hips jerked up hard against
her pounding fingers, once, twice, three times, again and again, her stomach muscles
sucking in convulsively. The climaxing young woman was dimly aware of a warm
slippery flood gushing out over her hand as her climaxing womb released its long
stored up passion. Then, with one last shudder, it was over, and Lori's lovely body
collapsed back limply into the mattress, her fingers slipping wetly from her still
vibrating cunt. Right then, the temporarily satisfied young woman wouldn't have cared
if her boyfriend woke up to stare at her in disbelief as she lay gasping in pleasure, her
face radiant with fulfillment, her taut, wide-set breasts rising and falling quickly with
her labored breathing.
But bit by bit the guilty reaction set in. She had once again been unable to stop herself.
She had allowed the needs of her body to win out over those things she had been
taught were wrong. Every time she did it, she could think of nothing but the fact that
she was being punished for how she and Bruce were living. Nothing Bruce ever said
made her totally convinced that living together before they were married was a perfect
idea. She could feel slow tears trickling from her eyes, turning them into blue liquid
pools as she tried to sort out the many things she had learned in such a short time.
Lori's parents had been simple country people, and very religious, trying to raise their
only child within their code. They had never been cruel or capricious, but they were
convinced of the divine rightness of their beliefs. Dayton, Ohio had provided the
perfect ground for their beliefs, many of which centered around sex, or rather the lack
of sex. Lori was taught by her parents about the properness of sex with the right man,
and a little more. All the boys she had ever dated were first presented to her parents for
their approval, and they were allowed to take Lori only to the most respected of places.
Sex was something forbidden in the Filbert household. By the time Lori had become old
enough to go to college, she was thoroughly ignorant of the pleasures of choosing and
dating men she really liked, and had a deep rooted fear of "pleasures of the flesh", as
her father had often called sex.
Not that there were not many men who wanted to date her without her parent's
approval. She had physically matured more rapidly than many of the girls in her high
school, and there were many men who were eager to take advantage of her innocence.
They only served to reassure her that those things her parents had told her were true:
Men are after only one thing with a woman, and when they got it, they would leave.
Those few times proved to Lori that she would allow her parents to pick her husband.
They seemed to be the only people in the world who were concerned about her well
being. When she finally left for college, she was truly her parent's child.
College had been the most drastic change in Lori's life. For the first time she was away
from the guiding influence of her parents, and for the first year, she did little but study,
not trusting many of the boys. It was primarily because she studied so much that she
earned the reputation of being cold and frigid. She had no idea how to act around boys,
and since no one knew her background, no one was willing to take the patience with
her need to help her break out of the cocoon in which she had wrapped herself.
There was also the question of virginity. Lori believed that she should save herself for
the man she married, something the few friends she had in college could not
understand. For the most part, the girls she knew were more than eager to jump into
bed with their boyfriends, and Lori thought that for the most part, they were nothing
but cheap whores. She kept her opinions to herself, however, believing that what a
person did was his or her own business. If that's how her friends wanted to lead their
lives, it was alright with her. Just as long as they did not try to force their beliefs on her.
Once, after two years at college, she had gone out with a boy who bragged to his
friends that he could break down her defenses. If Lori had been more experienced with
men, she would have seen what he wanted right away. As it was, she soon found herself
imprisoned in his arms behind the gym, one of the college "Lover's lanes", panting with
desire as the young man expertly slid his knowing fingers over her trembling young,
beautiful body. His touch generated in her unknown feelings, feelings which invoked in
her a primeval need, untapped until now. For a moment, it seemed as if the young man
would make good his brag, but at the last minute, horrified by the knowledge that she
was being brought to the ragged edge of helpless physical surrender, she had pulled
herself away. She ran to her dorm room and locked the door, refusing to come out for
almost two days. Her undeserved reputation on campus soared higher and became even
more unfair. She was branded as being a heartless tease, when all she really needed was
to have someone love her, but it was hard, so very hard when she did not know how to
react in the presence of boys. For a very long time in college, Lori felt as though she
would become old and unloved.
And then she met Bruce Johnson. Bruce was two years older than she was, but had
dropped out of college for sometime, traveling the country and learning things that
cannot be taught in a class room. Finally, however, he came to learn the necessity of a
good education and had returned to school, doing better in his studies than anyone else
in his class. He was tall, dark, good looking, but most important, he had come across
many girls like Lori. He knew that they needed patience and understanding, and unlike
many of the men Lori knew, he was actually comfortable with her. They had met in the
one class they had together, and as far as Lori was concerned, it was love at first sight.
Bruce had an easy going manner that made Lori feel no pressure at all. Bruce had often
told her that he had never seen any woman as beautiful as Lori, and he meant it.
Although Bruce had fucked several women, they had been little more than short term
affairs. In Lori he found that very special quality he had never before known in any
other girl, something that cannot be described, only felt. Despite his unusual aggressive
manner, it was a full month before he even tried to kiss her. It was a long passionate
kiss that let the both of them know they were destined for each other. Lori had at last
found someone that she could truly love, and who would love her in return.
One warm spring night, as the couple was nearing graduation, she and Bruce were
lying on the grass behind one of the class room buildings, each lost in their own
thoughts. They had Finished their studying, and Lori was lying on her back looking at
the stars in the clear night air. Suddenly, Bruce bent over her and placed his lips tightly
against hers. It was such a natural act that Lori did nothing to resist, even though she
could sense in his kiss that told her something special was about to happen. Something
did. Without a word, Bruce began fumbling behind her back in an effort to remove her
bra. Rather than tell him to stop, Lori actually helped him, and in an instant, Bruce was
nibbling and sucking at the ripely rounded mounds that she so willingly exposed to
him. Perhaps it was the feeling of spring in the air. Maybe it was just time for this to
happen to her. What ever the reason, Lori felt as though it was the thing she wanted
most. She had come to trust Bruce more than she had ever trusted anyone else, and she
wanted to show him her trust. She did nothing as Bruce began to slip a finger inside
the elastic leg band of her panties, and actually opened her legs as far as her
constraining dress would permit to allow his middle finger to go even deeper.
A feeling of erotic apprehension waved through her body as Bruce wormed his
intrusion higher and higher up inside her tight cuntal depths, stretching wide the
reluctant opening. By the time Bruce was working her panties down over her feet, the
wildly aroused young coed was past knowing what was happening.
She knew that if she told Bruce to stop, he would. But she did not want him to stop.
She was thrilling in the lascivious sensations searing through her virgin loins, and she
no longer cared about right or wrong. She was so overcome with pent-up lust that she
didn't even notice Bruce pulling down his pants to release his already erect cock-shaft.
Then, suddenly, there was a sensation of weight, and the delicious stroking of her eager
young cunt changed into incredible pain. Looking up suddenly, the aroused young
virgin saw Bruce's manly form hovering over her, his hips pressed tightly into her own
agonized loins. Some last bit of control kept the young blonde from screaming out into
the night as Bruce's mighty shaft of lust-driven male flesh tore through her fragile
hymen, searing her loins with agony. Blissfully, it was short, and in mere seconds, it
actually felt good. In a haze of overwhelming lust, she somehow found that Bruce had
coaxed her into straddling his loins while he lay on his back, so that Lori had to slide
up and down on her lover's impaling cock. She had never felt such blissful sensation
that burst unexpectedly in her penis-filled cunt. Her eyes opened wide in shock and the
young girl let out a little yelp, jumping off Bruce's body, his huge gleaming shaft
slipping out of her cunt and fearing up like an angry white cobra.
"Wha... what's the matter?" Bruce asked. "What happened?"
Lori at first couldn't hear him, her mind fogged with amazingly strong feelings that she
found totally delightful.
"I... I don't know," she said through her panting breath.
"I feel funny... feel strange inside."
Bruce smiled at her, smiled a knowing smile that put her completely at ease for some
reason.
"Silly, you just had your first orgasm," he said softly, looking into her eyes.
"Really?" she responded. A pleased smile came over her face and she lay down next to
her lover.
"Hey, come on," Bruce said in mock sternness.
"You may have had your orgasm, but I haven't." He gently pulled her back on top of
him. "Now get back on top of me and don't stop until I've filled your belly with cum."
Lori blushed at the sound of his words, but her first orgasm was so wonderful that she
was willing to do anything he said, and was rewarded with a second orgasm as
wonderful as the first.
They made love many times after that, and although for a brief moment Lori felt very
badly about having missed out on the wonderful feeling for so long, she was so filled
with love that she held no grudge against her parents. She fully expected to marry
Bruce after they graduated, and she saw nothing wrong in letting him make love to her.
And then the night that Lori thought Bruce was going to ask her to marry him, he
completely shocked her by suggesting a trial marriage instead. Lori didn't know what to
say. Even though Bruce had explained to her that it would allow them both a great deal
of freedom, it went against everything she had ever been taught. To actually live with a
man... without being married... Lori found that she was torn between conflicting ideas.
It was unholy to do what Bruce was suggesting. It was bad enough that she had fucked
him without being married, but she knew that she would be living in sin if she did as
he asked.
But stronger than her morals was the love she felt for Bruce, and the love she knew he
felt for her. He had opened up a whole new world for her, and she would never cease to
be in his debt for that. And even though she knew that he could leave her any time he
wanted, she could do the same to him, should the feeling of love ever die. She finally
reached her decision. She agreed to his suggestion. She had learned so much in college
so far, she decided to take the biggest gamble of her life. It was something she had
never regretted. Never until now, that is.
Lately, Bruce had been failing to satisfy her, cumming before she could reach her sexual
peak. She began to search through her mind for a possible explanation, and she could
only come up with one: even though he said he still loved her, he was fooling himself.
It was something Lori did not want to face, especially since she found that she was
more in love with him every day.
Lying in bed next to her sleeping husband, she once again began to cry. She had heard
him say many times that he was not the jealous type, but Lori knew that it was just
something he said to make her happy. She knew that if he ever caught her with another
man, he would go into a rage that would stand up to any husband. If she could make
him jealous somehow, she knew that he would return to his old self. But the thought of
another man made Lori shudder. She wanted no other man but Bruce, and she knew
she would never be able to let another man fuck her, not even to save her relationship
with Bruce.
Finally, sleep released the young woman from her mental torture, and she drifted into a
dream of conflicting images, Bruce becoming two men who looked the same but were
totally different.


Chapter 2


Bruce sipped on his highball as he looked out the window at his new city. Behind him,
his sister, Missy Johnson, turned her head slightly and looked at him out of the side of
her eyes.
"Something wrong, Bruce?" she asked, a teasing smile coming to her face.
At first, Bruce didn't hear her. His mind was on the night before, when he had cum too
soon and failed once again to satisfy Lori. Like many men, he blamed himself for his
sexual inadequacy, although he could not think of why he had changed. When he had
first fucked Lori, it was one of the most beautiful experiences he had ever had, and for a
long time after that, things were working out very well between them. He knew how
hard it had been for her to actually live with him when she wasn't married to him, and
he both respected and loved her all the more for it. Damnit! If she loved him, she
would try her best to reach orgasm when he did. That must be it, he thought. She was
reverting to her old morals. Something must have happened to make her believe that
her life had become sinful. He had been thinking about marrying her for some time
now. Perhaps that would change things between them. She would no longer feel guilty
about making love to him if he were her husband.
But now he could feel a burning rage building inside him at the thought of marrying
her. Not because he didn't want to, but because it looked as if she were forcing him
into it. There was definitely something wrong, and he would have to talk to Lori about
it.
"I asked you if there was something wrong," Missy repeated.
Bruce spun around and looked at his sister. For a moment he couldn't believe how
things between him and his sister had worked out. He knew she had been living in
Atlanta, but he never dreamed that when the chemical engineering company sent him
to the cultural center of the South he would be living next door to her.
"No, nothing's wrong," he said meekly. There was no conviction in his voice, and Missy
could sense that there was indeed something bothering him. "Job got you down?" she
asked, a condescending tone edging her voice.
"I don't start that until tomorrow," he told her. "Right now I'm just sort of biding my
time."
"Well, if it's not your job, then it must be Lori," said Missy as she sipped again on her
drink. The dark-haired woman could tell that she hit a nerve when she mentioned Lori
because her brother stiffened. He turned away from her to avoid looking at her, and he
could feel his face redden. "That's it, isn't it? That cute little blonde pussy is making life
miserable for you, and you don't know what to do about it." Bruce could feel all the
frustration of the past few months coming to a. head, and even though he did not want
to get into it with Missy, he knew he had to talk to someone.
"She makes me so... so... so tense. She's trying to trap me into marriage, and I just don't
know what to do about it."
"Maybe she's just a little nervous about moving to a strange city. From the little you've
told me about her, she probably thought Dayton was too fast. She's going to have to
change if she wants to stay in Atlanta. You've been screwing her for what, a year now.
If you can't bring her around after all that time, I think you should put her on a bus
and send her back home."
"Missy, please. I love her and I want to marry her. I just don't want to be forced into
it."
Missy gave her finely chiseled face a casual toss, her long dark hair rearranging itself on
her shoulders. Every time Bruce looked at her, his cock gave a little lurch in his pants.
Her sleek body was literally screaming to be fucked, and the way she flaunted her
luscious breasts at him let him know that she knew it. If she wasn't his sister...
"It's going to get worse when you go to work and she's left all alone in that big house,"
Missy continued. "Maybe she'll get a job, but I can't think of anything she's suited for."
"All right," said Bruce, wanting to end the conversation. "What would you suggest?"
"Get her a little something to keep her company. Something she can take care of. A pet,
say. If she had something she could mother, she might not feel the need to trap you
into marriage."
Even though Bruce did not like the tone of her voice and the way she was talking about
Lori, he had to admit that her suggestion made sense. Lori liked animals, and it would
provide her a release for the tension she must be feeling. He knew she still felt
uncomfortable about living with him before they were married. Bruce returned his gaze
to Missy, and was a little surprised that she was looking at him with her mouth turned
up into a teasing smile.
"Just what kind of pet?" he asked. "Goldfish?"
"No, silly. A dog. You have the room in that house for a dog. Besides, this is a fairly
large city, and a dog might come in handy for protection. It's a lot cheaper than buying
a burglar alarm."
"Well, I don't know..." Bruce liked dogs, but the thought of having one meant that he
would have to be taken care of, and visions of chewed slippers and shedding dog hair
passed through his mind. Still, if Lori was willing to take care of it, it might be worth a
try.
"Look, I'll tell you what," said Missy as she saw her brother's hesitation. "It so happens
I have a dog. Your house is as big as mine, and you can see that mine causes me no
problems."
Bruce was pleasantly surprised. As soon as she told him she had a pet, he began to look
around for evidence of the animal. There was none.
"What kind of dog do you have?" he asked, thinking that it must be very small.
"I have a German shepherd," she said, noting the surprised look on his face. "Why
don't you take him home for a while and see how he works out for you. I've grown...
uh... rather fond of him, but I would be willing to let my brother and his girl have him
for a while. Just on a trial basis, you understand. If he works out for you, you can get
one of your own. If he doesn't, you just give him back and you're out nothing."
Bruce thought quickly, and decided that it sounded like a good idea.
"Where is this dog?" he asked. "I'd like to see him before I make up my mind."
Downing her drink, Missy smiled and then called out: "Colonel!"
Bruce heard a thunderous barking coming from upstairs.
"My God!" exclaimed Bruce as he heard the dog running down the stairs. "Are you sure
that's a dog and not King Kong?"
Missy smiled at his little joke. "I assure you, even though he's big, he's very well
behaved... and trained. I trained him myself."
The barking grew louder and more excited as the beast came running down the stairs.
Finally Colonel entered the front room where they were sitting, and Bruce saw that he
was a beautifully marked dog. Colonel went bounding over to where Missy was sitting
and began licking her hands ecstatically, joyously wagging his massive tail and uttering
little pleasure-filled whines.
"He really likes me," said Missy as she pulled her hands away from his mouth and
stroked behind his ears. Just then the dog saw Bruce and froze for a moment. Yet there
was nothing hostile in his actions. Rather, it seemed as though he had been shown
something that totally captivated his interest. And then, with a graceful proud stride,
the huge animal sauntered over to Bruce and began inquisitively sniffing his clothes.
Finally satisfied the strange man was friendly, he lashed out with his huge tongue and
licked Bruce's hand and then thrust his head up underneath it, forcing Bruce's hand up.
"Well," said Missy as she walked over to pet her animal. "I think he likes you."
Gingerly, she reached out and scratched the dog behind the ears again, and instantly
the huge German shepherd sat back on his haunches, a half-foolish look of pleasure
coming over his face. From the way Missy was looking at the dog, Bruce could sense
that she had indeed become very fond of him. Even though he and his sister had never
been all that close, he had never known her to like dogs. Well, people change.
"You can see how friendly he is," said Missy after a short silence.
"Yes, I can see that," Bruce answered in a dreamy tone of voice. The young man had
become totally captivated by the big animal, who was giving little sighs of pleasure, eyes
half closed, as Missy continued to stroke his ears. Breaking out of his half-trance, Bruce
shook his head. "Okay, I'll take him. For a little while at least. Are you sure he'll like
Lori?"
"He'll love Lori. You can count on that. And I'm sure Lori will love him." As she spoke,
another dreamy smile came to Missy's face, a smile that seemed as though she was
thinking of something a million miles away, something very pleasurable. She finally
looked up to her brother. "Now, how about a little more drinking to celebrate. Your
new home, your new job, your new pet, a family reunion. Let's unwind a little. I have
something a bit stronger than what we've been drinking."
Bruce followed willingly enough. As soon as Missy stopped her rubbing, the big dog
looked up at her with an expression of regret on his face, then got up and tagged along
after Bruce, his massive, beautiful head just inches from Bruce's leg. It seemed to Bruce
that the dog was intelligent enough to know he was going to be visiting the new man
for a while, and was more than eager to make friends with him. Bruce experienced a
feeling of pleasure at being able to make friends with the dog so easily. Just the idea of
having this great dog walking along docilely at his side fulfilled a strange sense of virile
mastery – man the conqueror with his loyal companion. After failing to satisfy Lori in
the past few months, it gave Bruce a new and vibrant feeling, and he could feel his
confidence returning. There was something to having the dog after all.
"Here we go," said Missy as she pulled out an interesting looking bottle from behind
her built-in bar. "A friend of mine made this himself. If you like it, I'm sure I can get
him to make some for you."
There was a loud pop and a small cloud of green smoke curled out of the opening as
Missy pulled the cork out. Carefully, Missy filled two glasses with a cloudy brownish
substance and then waited a moment for the sediment to settle at the bottom of the
glasses. "To a new life," she said as she handed her brother a glass and raised her own
in a toast. Bruce touched his glass to his sister's and sipped at the drink. He could tell
right away that this was something that by all rights ought to be banned. It was good,
very good, and it had a kick like a Missouri mule. Choking a little as he felt his throat
become numb, he said in a hoarse whisper: "They don't make stuff like that in Dayton."
Missy threw her head back and laughed.
In a short while, both brother and sister were feeling a little tipsy, and their
conversation wandered from topic to topic without any continuity. Bruce was feeling
very giddy, and he was finding it hard to think.
"Are you sure he'll like Lori," he asked, weaving his body as he sat in an old, ornate
overstuffed chair.
"Brother of mine, if he doesn't like Lori, I'll move out of Atlanta and you'll never see
me again."
Bruce laughed at her little joke. "Say, listen," he said as he tried to get up. "I think I'd
better be going. Got to take care of the little woman. Gotta show her Colonel as well. I
don't want to be carried out of here."
"Sure, I understand, I'll go get his leash. He likes to take walks. In fact, he likes
anything you want to do with him. I'm sure you and Lori and Colonel will get along
just fine.
In a short while, Bruce was weaving the short distance from his sister's house to his
own. He thought it must be a funny sight, the huge animal straining at the leash and
pulling a man who could just about stand. Even though it was early in the evening by
this time, he knew he was going to have some hangover. And on his first day of work
too. Well, what the hell? he thought. He had to unwind a little, and besides, he might
not feel all that bad tomorrow.
As he walked up the front sidewalk to his door, Lori came out to meet him.
"I'm glad you're home. I was beginning to get a little worried, but I didn't know who..."
She stopped as she saw that he was leading a dog into the house.
"Where on earth did you get him?" she asked in a surprised voice.
. "Missy gave him to us. I thought you might like a pet while I'm away at work."
At the sound of Lori's voice, Colonel perked up his ears. During the walk, he had
appeared a little confused, but now he had a happy expression on his face, and he
pulled tighter on the leash. For a long moment, girl and dog looked into each other's
eyes and then Colonel raised up on his haunches, placing his front paws on Lori's
shoulders, licking her face with his long pink tongue.
"Why, Bruce," she said, her voice dripping with total delight. "He's beautiful.
Absolutely beautiful." Bruce smiled as he heard the pleasure in her voice, and all at
once he began to feel better. Missy must have had something after all.
"We can only keep him for a little while," Bruce explained through his thick voice.
"Missy wants him back after a few days. If he works out, we can get another."
Bruce could see right away that things were going to work out. Nothing more needed
to be said as Lori and Colonel got to know each other. There was a little something that
happened which Bruce, in his drunken state, found rather amusing as he led Colonel
through his new home. The huge animal placed his nose tightly up between Lori's
thighs, sniffing and nuzzling as. he pushed her loose skirt right up to the "vee" between
her legs. Lori too found it somewhat amusing, but there was nothing she could do to
make him stop. Finally, Bruce reached out and pulled him away by his collar.
"Naughty dog," he said, fighting to keep his balance. "It took me long enough to get up
in there. You're going to have to wait."
Lori looked a little confused as Bruce pulled the dog away from her, but she shrugged it
off as his training from another person. Missy must have made the dog extremely
friendly, and there was really nothing wrong with that. Lori would enjoy having a
friendly animal .around the house.
If she had only known how friendly.


Chapter 3


The next day was the first day of Bruce's new job. He left for work early in the
morning, and even though Lori was happy to see that they were starting out a new life
together, she soon found that she was bored. Over her second cup of coffee, she felt
lonely. It would have been nice if Bruce could stay home all day, but it was only an
unreal fantasy. She felt very much like a wife to him, especially now that they were far
away from home and living like man and wife, but there was still something missing.
For a brief moment, she shuddered as she thought that he might not come home that
evening, and then she put it out of her mind. There was no doubt, really, in her mind
that he loved her as much as she loved him. This problem they were having in bed
must be just a temporary thing. It had to be! If only he would talk to her about it.
Finishing her coffee, she looked around the house. Even though it was in very good
repair, it had not been lived in for some time. Dust and dirt had built up over the
months of it's vacantness, and she decided that she would busy herself with some very
necessary cleaning. Perhaps the work would take her mind off her feeling of loneliness.
Certainly nothing would be accomplished by just sitting and wishing for things to
happen.
She glanced in the corner of the kitchen where Colonel was lying. The lovely young
blonde looked fondly at the huge animal, and was once again feeling happy. Having
him with her made her fell less lonely. For the first night that Colonel stayed with
them, Bruce and Lori found that he was really well behaved, intelligent and well
trained. He had spent most of his first night getting to know his new home. Even
though Lori had had him for less than a day, she was beginning to think of him as her
own, and she knew that she would be very unhappy to give him back to Missy. Of
course, it was too soon to tell if the dog's presence would clear up Bruce and Lori's
sexual problem, but that lovely young blonde was willing to give it as much time as was
needed.
Even though Colonel was large, he did not seem to be unhappy with staying indoors.
The house was so large that he could get himself playfully lost, and even though in time
he might get to know his way around the old large house, there was still plenty of room
for him to run without destroying anything. And then, too, there was a nice park only
three blocks away.
Soon, Lori was busy with getting everything ready for cleaning. She had pulled down
the curtains and had moved much of the lighter furniture into one room. The house
was not too large for her to take care of by herself, but she could see that at the very
least, it would occupy her until the end of the week. She was grateful that she would
have Colonel to talk to.
She was humming a little song to herself to make her work go faster when she heard a
knock on the front door. Answering it, she saw a tall, dark-haired woman.
"Good morning," the dark woman said. "You must be Lori. I'm Missy, Bruce's sister.
May I come in?"
For a moment, Lori was a little put off by this interruption, but she had heard very little
about Missy from Bruce. Brother and sister had never been very close, but now that
they were going to be living next door to each other, that could very well change.
Besides, Lori would have to make new friends. Where better to start than by next door?
"Sure," answered Lori, stepping aside and motioning Missy into the living room. "I was
just cleaning up, and I could use a break."
From the little Bruce had said about Missy, Lori was not exactly sure how to act. Missy
had been the "black sheep" of Bruce's family, but that was all Lori knew. The young
blonde could sense a strong aggression in the older, dark haired woman, but she
seemed to be warm and friendly as well. Lori decided that she would just take matters
as they came. Lori did notice that Missy moved with a forceful manner. She was tall
and elegant, and she carried her undeniable beauty with all the assurance that she knew
how to arouse men. She was rather mysterious as to how old she was. Bruce had told
Lori, but the young blonde had forgotten. She made a guess at twenty-eight or nine. For
some reason, Missy chose to live in her large house all alone.
"I just thought I would come by and see how you were doing," Missy said, looking
around the house as she found an empty chair and sat down. "I also wanted to see how
Colonel was working out."
Lori was about to tell her when the large fog came bounding into the living room. Lori
figured that he must have heard Missy's voice and came to greet his mistress. Lori
watched with her mouth hanging open as Colonel immediately placed his head between
Missy's slightly spread legs and pushed his nose as far up her skirt as he could. She was
even more surprised when Missy actually held his head there by scratching him behind
the ears. The dog seemed to be pressing between Missy's thighs as tightly as he could,
and the older woman made only a minimal effort to hold him back.
"Well, Colonel, did you miss me?" Missy asked in what sounded to Lori like a strangely
seductive tone. "Are your new friends treating you okay?"
For a moment, Lori seemed to be ignored, and she allowed her eyes and mind to take
in more of her new neighbor. There was something very sexually provocative about
even the simple moves Missy had made. While not as full breasted as Lori, the taller,
older woman had a lithe sensuousness to her model shaped body that cried out a
promise of sensuality. Her lovely face was framed delightfully by her rich, full almost jet
black hair, and her deep black eyes added to her allure. They were large and slanted,
and seemed to promise as much sexual satisfaction as the rest of her body. Lori thought
that if she were as innocent and inexperienced as she had been less than a year ago,
before she started living with Bruce, she would have felt very uncomfortable in the
presence of this older woman. Missy had a very worldly nature about her, something
that Lori could not quite define. Nonetheless, she decided that she would give Bruce's
sister the benefit of the doubt.
"Colonel appears to be fairly happy here," Lori said to make conversation.
"I hope so, lover," Missy said as she removed her look from the dog and looked at Lori.
"I'd hate to think you people might abuse him. This dog has managed to work his way
to my heart. Sometimes when I'm alone, I don't know how I would survive without
him. You'll get to feel that way too, soon," she added with a wink. "Now, how are you
and that lover-brother of mine getting along? Things as good in other parts of the
house as they are in the kitchen?"
"I'm not sure what you mean," said Lori, turning her head away slightly and feeling
herself blush, although she couldn't tell why.
"The bedroom honey," Missy said with a strangely erotic smile. "Bruce likes his women
active."
Lori was shocked by the things Missy was saying, and as she found an empty chair
opposite of the older woman, she shifted her weight uncomfortably, feeling ill at ease
suddenly in the woman's presence. The still slightly innocent young woman could not
take her eyes of the strange scene of Colonel burying his head deeply between Missy's
thighs. A friendly dog was one thing, thought Lori, but there was something a little
strange about Colonel's seeming insistence. And the fact that Missy seemed to actually
enjoy having Colonel's head so close to her private parts made Lori a little more
uncomfortable. True, Missy did not open her legs anymore than she already had, but
she did not close them either, and she was still holding Colonel's head against her inner
thighs, her ear-scratching motions moving the huge head up and down under her dress.
The two women made some small talk, and Lori finally ended their conversation with
the excuse that she wanted to get back to her work. If Missy noticed that Lori was
feeling uncomfortable, she gave no indication.
"I understand honey," Missy said as she walked out the door. "You want to make
things look good for that man of yours. You play your cards right in this house, and
you'll get your rewards in those smaller rooms upstairs."
The bedrooms, Lori thought to herself. She flushed as she allowed her to think about it.
Missy's straight forward manner about sex was unlike Bruce's, and as the older woman
finally left the house, Lori leaned back against the door. Now that the seductive dark
haired beauty was one, Lori felt as if a great weight had been lifted from her shoulders.
She closed her eyes, and then opened them, and she noticed that Colonel was sitting
facing the door. It seemed as if he had a sad expression on his face, and the young
blonde thought it was because he had just seen his mistress leave. Lori bent down and
began petting the large animal, and he went right between her knees, trying to force his
handsome head as far up her skirt as she would allow. For some reason, Lori hesitated
before she pulled him away. Finally, she decided that she had to return to her work,
and she stood up and walked back to the living room. Colonel followed her, looking up
with a sad and disappointed expression on his face.


* * *


Missy sat in her living room, a teasing ache still quivering in her loins. She smiled to
herself as she thought of her excuse to Lori about why she had really visited her. As
soon as Missy had entered the cute blonde's living room, Missy could sense that the
obviously innocent young girl would never understand that the real reason was because
Missy had missed Colonel's immense cock the night before. It was almost like having a
husband away on a business trip instead of at home and in bed, fucking all night until
the sun came up.
Lighting a cigarette, Missy sat back in her chair, and allowed her mind to wander. She
found that she was reliving the beautiful first time she had found out about Colonel's
unusual properties.
She had just moved to Atlanta and, despite her ability to get along on her own, was
feeling lonely. Her second day .in the city, she had decided that she needed a pet,
something to keep her company. One of the local pet stores had sold her Colonel, and
the clerk told her that he would fit the bill.
"With this handsome animal around," he said with a strange leer on his face, "you will
never be lonely."
Missy found out later that day just what he had meant. She had been sun bathing in a
very secluded patio of her house, lying on a beach towel, wearing only her bikini
bottoms. The discarded top was lying beside her. She was basking in the warm southern
sun, and was so relaxed that she had almost drifted asleep. She allowed Colonel the run
of the house while she tried to decide what she wanted to do with her life, and she had
all but forgotten about him. But he had not forgotten about her. Silently, the big dog
stared at the lovely half-naked woman from the patio entrance only a few feet away.
Her flesh sensed his presence and looked around, starting a little when she saw him.
"Why, Colonel. You little sneak, walking up to me like that." Missy's soft throaty
reassuring voice encouraged the big animal to come nearer and he stopped right next to
Missy as she rose half up on her elbows, then reached up with one hand to rub his
head. The motion of her arm made her taut full breasts move sensually and catch the
dog's attention. Without hesitation, Colonel lowered his huge beautiful head and then
his long thick tongue shot out to lick hotly over the ruby-tipped mound so near.
"Oooooohhh," Missy gasped involuntarily as that thick wet tongue sent little shivers
running over her sun-sensitized flesh, making her nipples rise into hard little buds of
desire. Without thinking, the dark-haired beauty pushed Colonel's head away. "Come
on, lover, don't you think we should get to know each other a little better?" she said.
Colonel backed away for a moment, slightly discouraged by the stern tone of his new
Mistress' words. But he began to whine excitedly, his front feet doing a little shuffle that
moved him nearer and nearer to the lovely taut-nippled breast he had already tasted.
Seemingly unable to control himself, the big shepherd licked out once again, laving his
moist tongue over the same breast, and then turned his attention to the other one.
When Missy crossed her hands over her breast to fend off the dog, Colonel snuffled a
hot trail down over her belly and then began to sniff excitedly at Missy's skimpy bikini
bottoms, letting his nose slide all over the stunned woman's scantly covered loins.
Say, you're a real eager beaver, aren't you?" Missy said, half in alarm, half in awe. She
was sitting up now, drawing away from the dog's persistent attentions. For a long
moment Colonel stared with unmistakable hunger at the almost naked female body
before him. Missy had seen that look in many of her boy-friends, and a slow look of
comprehension began to come over her face.
"Well, I'll be damned..." she started. She had been wondering how she was going to
meet men in Atlanta, just someone to satisfy the throbbing in her loins every now and
then, and it dawned on her that she may own what she was looking for.
"No wonder that clerk gave me such a funny look when he sold me to you. He knew
what kind of dog you were."
Already the lovely brunette was beginning to savor the shock waves that were coursing
through her body from his breast licking, and she could feel the first hints of vaginal
fluid seeping against her bikini bottoms.
"You sure are a handsome fucker," she said to the clearly excited dog. "And you sure
can lick a tit." Slowly an incredibly lewd idea was taking possession of the lovely 
darkhaired woman, one of the most lewd yet exciting ideas she could ever remember having,
and she had had her share. Basically a warm person, despite her often cold approach to
men, she was always willing to try something new in the area of sex. Only once had she
been disappointed. Just before she had left Dayton, she had found a man almost twice
her age. He was a brutal drunkard, and he treated Missy more like a slave than an
individual person. But he would stop at nothing for sexual satisfaction, and Missy had
learned many things from him. She had also mistaken pure physical satisfaction for
romantic love, and had stayed with him for longer than she would have liked. Finally
leaving him, she had moved to Atlanta without a word of explanation to him or her
parents. But she had made several stop-overs between Dayton and Atlanta, continuing
her licentious training with a seemingly endless succession of men, learning and
teaching as she went along, but never again mistaking physical need for romantic love.
She had thought that she had tried everything there was to try, but she could see now
that she was wrong.
Half closing her lustrous eyes, the sensual woman lay back on the beach towel, letting
her arms move down to her sides. Then pressing them in, she squeezed her sleek
breasts together, making them peak up together like miniature cherry-capped
mountains.
"Okay, big boy," she crooned up to the dog. "You got 'em." She didn't have to say it
again. Colonel moved forward eagerly, dipping his head to let his cold nose thrust
inquisitively into the deep cleft between the taut white mounds, and then once again his
massive tongue shot out, licking wetly over the soft resilient flesh below.
"Aaaaaaahhhh," Missy breathed out blissfully. "That's some tongue... what a wonderful
tongue. Why didn't I meet you years ago?"
She arched her back a little, pressing her throbbing breasts upward, moving them in
little circles, trying to help Colonel's big tongue as it trailed hotly over her palpitating
flesh. "Oh, lover, lick 'em hard. Make my breasts hurt," Missy moaned. Her legs were
slowly writhing, her heels digging into the towel as Colonel licked on. Closing her eyes,
letting her head roll aimlessly back and forth, the panting young woman let an army of
fantasies invade her mind. For long moments she imagined vast hordes of men crowded
around her, each one straining forward to slide his hot grasping mouth over her
shivering nipples. But then she suddenly realized she didn't need fantasy. What though
could be more exciting or satisfying than her new German shepherd standing over her,
his huge tongue dipping into her soft breast, driving her to a frenzy.
Reaching up, Missy gently took Colonel's head in her hands and began to guide his
muzzle over her nakedly quivering flesh, first one nipple, then the other, then
underneath to stroke up and over onto the pebble-hard sensitiveness of the tips. With
each hot burning swipe of that pleasure-giving animal tongue, Missy could feel an
answering spasm deep down between her legs as the wildly erotic sensations radiated
outward from her tortured breasts to pluck maddeningly at her hungry loins. She could
feel the hot juices building up inside her vaginal slit, beginning to drench the narrow
thick crotchband of her bikini bottoms.
The hot secretions bubbling deep inside Missy's still covered vagina began to become
apparent to Colonel as well. A heavy, rich, musky smell began to permeate his sensitive
nostrils, further exciting the eagerly licking animal. For a moment he was unable to tear
his attention away from the softly quivering breasts beneath his lashing tongue as Missy
held his head down tight against their trembling curves. The lovely brunette was 
halfmad with passion and desire now, writhing and moaning on the towel below the
eagerly licking dog, little choked gasps escaping through her clenched teeth. It might
have gone on endlessly, but, finally, the heady seductive odors that wafted up from
under those tiny bikini bottoms proved too much for the big German shepherd.
With a whine of exasperation, Colonel pulled his head away from Missy's grasp and
began to nose at the moaning woman's partially covered loins. Desperately the excited
shepherd licked at the wispy piece of cloth, trying to get at the maddening essences
beneath, his huge tongue spilling over and rasping across the tender flesh in the
hollows of Missy's loins.
To the sensually writhing brunette, this proved even more exciting. Rolling her nipples
harshly between her own fingertips, the moaning young woman ground her hips down
into the patio, tantalized almost beyond endurance by the long pink animal tongue
licking over and around her screaming pussy depths, fended off by her single remaining
garment. For just one second Colonel nosed aside the tight cloth, his nose pressing into
the softly curled pubic hair, but the material slid back fast to block his access to her
sweet-smelling cuntal depths.
"Oh God," she moaned, reaching down to slide her fingers beneath the restraining
material., She had rolled the elastic leg bands down her long, sleek thighs when she
suddenly realized where she was – sunning herself right out in the open. Even though
she was not a prude, she preferred to be in a place a little more private.
Staggering to her feet, the raggedly breathing brunette removed the bikini bottom and
then started inside, pressing her aching thighs together to keep the sensual feelings alive
as she walked. She made no attempt to hide her nakedness, and continued to squeeze
her nipples as she entered her house.
"Come on, lover," she called needlessly. Colonel would have followed her anywhere at
that point. For a moment, the lovely naked woman stood in the middle of her living
room, trying to decide where she should go. Then she saw it; a large thick carpet at the
other end of the room. Missy headed for it.
Standing right in the middle of the plush green rug, the still trembling brunette once
again ran her hands along her body, revolving her hips and moaning with almost
mindless passion. Her body was revolving slightly as she further aroused the breast
licking dog. Brown was her color, from the rich cream of her skin to the lustrous thick
cloud of hair that spilled down over her slender shoulders, making the perfect frame for
her dark, sensually beckoning eyes.
"Come here, lover," she called again softly, her voice husky with the lust waving
through her body. She stood waiting as the dog came nearer, then, slowly sinking to
her knees onto the thick, red rug, the lovely naked woman took the dog's massive head
in her hands. He licked her face for a moment, then once again darted his thick hot
tongue out to her firm-pointed breasts, but Missy pushed him away for a moment and
lay down full length on the plush carpet, her lovely coloring blending into the soft
material. Drawing up her legs so that her knees were slightly bent, Missy let her thighs
fall wantonly open, baring the passion-drenched slit nestled high up between her long
and graceful legs. Reaching down, the excited woman slowly pulled apart her pussy lips,
exposing the glistening pink flesh within.
"Lick it, Colonel," she hissed. "Lick my cunt like you licked my breasts."
She wondered if he understood what was expected of him. So far he seemed to be a well
trained animal, and intelligent as well, but this could be asking too much of him.
Hardly daring to breathe, the panting woman watched his big head move closer to her
throbbingly naked pussy. For a long moment, the dog just stared at the seething moist
feast spread before him below, then his nose thrust forward inquisitively, sliding up the
tender flesh of Missy's inner thigh.
"Aaaaahhhh!" she gasped out from the sudden shock of that cold wetness against her
naked flesh. She gritted her teeth to keep from crying out in tortured frustration as the
nose swept lightly over her pussy hair, barely touching the needing cunt lips below. Oh
God, she thought to herself, she needed more, much more if she were not going to go
completely out of her mind. Then suddenly without warning Colonel's tongue shot out
to dart lizard-like in between her waiting pussy-flesh, splaying out wetly over her soft
pubic mound, digging insistently between the desire-swollen outer lips to trail a line of
fiery bliss into the moist inner pinkness.
"Oooooooohhhhhh," Missy half sobbed, her lovely body spasming into an arched curve
as the first wild shock of that invading tongue rocketed through her writhing body.
"Aaaaahhhhh... aaaahhhhhhhhhh," she moaned again as time and time again that
mighty tongue lashed out, sliding wetly the full length of her palpitating little pussy slit,
starting at her tiny puckered anus below, and trailing up over her clenched vaginal
opening to finally end with a nerve-shattering swipe over her erect and blissfully
throbbing clitoral bud. Again and again Colonel licked at her glistening wet nakedness,
driving the sex-maddened woman to heights of passion she had never known before
"Aaaarrrrhh... God... I love it. I love it," Missy moaned deliriously. "If I had only
known... only known." Her softly flexing thighs spread mindlessly open to expose
further her burning cunt to the slaving animal, but that was not enough. Drawing up
her knees so that they pressed tightly against her breasts, the naked woman rolled
herself into a quivering ball of primordial lust. At the same time she reached desperately
down and taking the massive head, pulled it hard against her screaming convulsing
loins, wanting his tongue to plunge deep, deep up inside her burning pussy.
But her new position had also spread wide her ass-cheeks, and the fascinated Colonel
was presented with a new target: Missy's tightly pursed little anus. Licking lower, the
beautiful animal began to torture the rubbery opening, even managing once to dig his
wet tongue slightly inside. His desire-ridden mistress went nearly insane with this
delightful new assault, her whole body jerking and lunging on the rug while choking
gasps of sexual need bubbled up from deep in her chest. Bit by bit her delirious ravings
fell into a rhythmic chant, keeping time to the dog's wonderful lickings up between her
wide-split crack.
"Uuuuuuufihhh, oooooohhhh, ooohh," she moaned. "Keep licking... feels good... make
me cum... going to cum... harder, faster."
Eagerly the big dog licked into the aromatic feast below, his senses filled with the rich
taste and smell and sight of this nakedly aroused human. Little by little a fierce burning
was growing in the animal's own loins, brought to life by the writhing woman who
begged and pleaded under him, half-buried in the sensuous softness of the plush rug.
Harder and harder the big animal stroked his tongue into the sex-slippery cunt so
shamelessly offered up to him, at the same time growing more excited himself.
"Ah, yes, yes, yes... That's it... make Momma cum. Keep it up... another second or
two..." The dark-haired beauty was moaning and twisting in completely abandoned lust,
feeling a wild pressure building, building far up inside her belly, stroked to life by
Colonel's lust-firing tongue. All these years of orgasms, ever since she had reached
puberty, and especially since she had left her home town, her whole lifetime of sexual
experience told her she was about to cum, was about to cum like she had never cum in
her entire life before. Powerful, spasms began to seize her sex-wracked body and she
was letting herself go with it when – suddenly to her horror she felt Colonel's head
wrenched from her grasp and her quaking cuntal flesh knew a terrible absence.
The shocked young woman raised her head questioningly to see what had robbed her of
her orgasm. "Wha... what's the matter, Colonel?" she asked pleadingly. The big animal
was backing slowly away from her, a confused look on his face. "Come on, Missy
pleaded, "come back and do it to Momma. Come on, honey, just a little more and I'll
cum and..." Then she saw it – his cock! As the young woman stared wide eyed at the
furry belly of the German shepherd, she saw his huge penis slowly emerging from its
hairy protective sheath, needle-pointed and delightful-looking. Longer and thicker it
grew as the dog's excitement increased, until finally it stood out huge and rigid, a drop
of viscous seminal fluid gleaming jewel-like at the very tip, a glistening promise of the
animal's potency.
"My God!" Missy whispered in her shock. She had seen a lot of cocks in her life, but
nothing she could remember even came close to matching this. It was huge! Missy
found herself wondering if a woman could take such a thing like that without being
split in half. But the most fascinating thing about the mighty penis bared to her gaze
was its obscene scarlet coloring growing out of the dog's pale-furred belly like the stalk
of some wonderfully large plant. And that cock was meant for her! She knew it! And
she wanted it! Colonel had aroused while licking her cunt and it looked as if he wanted
to use that huge weapon on her as a claim of his reward.
This was much more adventurous than the brunette had bargained for. Not so much
actually getting fucked by the dog. She had almost expected it when he started licking
her pussy. But she could not believe the sheer size of his dog-cock. Even as she looked
at the thing, she could not believe what she was seeing. And then she found that she
had no other choice but to believe. Her aroused pussy was clamoring for more
attention, something to push her over the edge into the orgasm. "Colonel, lover," she
whimpered, her mind in a turmoil. God, what a beautiful cock. How would it feel
driving hard up inside her belly? she wondered. Wider and wider the young woman's
eyes grew as she stared at the wonderfully large cock dangling and dripping just a few
feet away from her, crazy images beginning to flicker through her mind of that hairy
body possessing hers, locked to her in totally encompassing embrace. Just then the
German shepherd whimpered pleadingly, and that did it. Colonel wanted her – his
need was as great as hers!
With a little moan of abandoned lust the sultry brunette rolled over onto her hands and
knees, her full rounded buttocks swaying provocatively before the animal's hungry gaze.
."Fuck me, lover," Missy moaned back over her shoulder. "Fuck me with your big
beautiful animal cock." Staring in trembling anticipation, Missy watched Colonel move
hesitantly forward, approaching her lewdly offered ass-cheeks. Once again that cool
nose slid between her naked thighs, checking, checking. What was he waiting for? Was
he sure what she wanted? Suddenly the last coherent thought was torn from the
crouching woman's mind as Colonel's tongue lashed out again, splaying through the
pinkly quivering slit that waited before him, digging deeper and deeper this time up
into Missy's wetly flowering vagina, preparing the way for his ultimate penetration.
Missy's breath caught in her throat and she no longer felt that his cock was too big.
That wonderful tongue had once again captured her, making her the dog's willing slave.
Dropping down on her elbows, her head pillowed on her arms, the moaning gasping
woman knelt in wanton lust before the licking slavering animal, aware only of the
raging need flaring out of control deep up between her thighs. On and on the dog
licked, eight, ten, a hundred times, she never knew. Then suddenly she felt paws on her
back, his strong hairy forelegs locking around her tiny waist as the big dog easily
mounted her buttocks. She could feel his hind legs dancing in close, the first touch of
his hot swollen penis sliding in through her trembling thighs. But he was too low!
Desperately the moaning Missy spread her knees apart, opening her thighs wider to the
dog's advance, wanting that mighty organ to pound up inside her frantically convulsing
vagina. Slipping and dancing, the sharp tip slid tantalizingly over her swollen cuntal
lips, searching for its hot humid goal. It seemed as though he was not totally used to
fucking human women.
Sobbing desperately, Missy shifted her buttocks from side to side, trying to trap
Colonel's penis with her hungrily nibbling pussy, but it was no use. Once the tapered
tip caught at the entrance of her rectum and tried to enter, but in instinctive fear Missy
twisted away from the undesired impalement. She wanted that dog-cock deep up inside
her cuntal folds, and she would be satisfied with nothing less.
Looking to one side, Missy could see what an obscene picture they made in the full
length mirror across the room. It was a delightfully lewd scene and the sight of the
dog's bright scarlet cock against her own fever-pink pussy-lips sent another wave of
lascivious desire rippling through her helplessly writhing naked body.
Colonel hunched in a little closer and this time his blindly thrusting cock slid
underneath to rub maddeningly up and down inside the young woman's hot wet cuntal
slit, the whole top side of his massive red shaft swallowed by her rich black pussy hair.
"Aaaaahhhhh... Oh God!" Missy cried out in frustration as that powerful dog penis
teased the full length of her warmly secreting pussy, torturing her already aroused
clitoris to a new and blissfully painful hardness. This was driving her mad! she thought
to herself, and sobbing in frustration, the panting young brunette reached back under
her body to take Colonel's penis in her cool fingers, guiding it firmly up towards her
waiting vagina. The eager dog whined as he felt the pressure around his throbbing cock
but he let her guide it right up to the passion-drenched entrance to her vagina.
"Fuck me now... hard... Fuck, Colonel!" Missy begged, and the well trained dog
complied.
Sensing he was now at his long sought goal, the huge dog only did what his age-old
instincts dictated. He fucked forward! He surged ahead on his powerful legs, driving his
gleaming scarlet shaft like a relentless spear deep up into the softly waiting depths open
before him, never stopping until his hairy balls slapped hard against Missy's aching
clitoris. Then, as soon as he knew he was all the way in, Colonel began to fuck dog
style, driving rapid machine-gun bursts up into Missy's quailing cunt.
Missy's eyes opened wide in shock as that first thundering thrust tore all the way up
into her pussy. She grunted, not knowing whether it hurt or felt good but knowing it
would take a little getting used to. Colonel, however, gave her no chance. Bang, bang,
bang, he pounded into her aroused body, sinking a little deeper each time into her 
lustmoistened cuntal flesh.
"AAAAAAAGGGGHHHHHH!" Missy moaned in agony, her last inner defenses
crumbling before that lustful and relentless attack. She tried to crawl forward on the
rug, mindlessly trying to escape the agony that threatened to tear her loins wide open,
but Colonel danced along with her, his forelegs holding tight to her waist. An angry
growl came from his throat and she knew he wasn't about to let her go.
Missy had known a lot of cocks in her life at that point, but never before had she felt so
filled, so able to feel every inch of a huge fleshy pole as she did now, stretching her to
the bursting point, digging to depths no man had ever reached before. It was clear to
her that she was going to have to stick it out and suffer under this agonizing fucking
until Colonel emptied his massive balls far up inside her heaving belly, his passion
finally spent. And yet while the pain was more intense than any she had ever felt
before, the passion it aroused was just as intense. She wanted to feel the blissful agony.
It was proof to her that she was being fucked like she had never been fucked in her life.
Still, in an effort to relieve the pain she spread open her thighs a little wider, hoping to
give the desperate dog a straighter easier path up into her cunt, at the same time trying
to relax her vaginal muscles so that she might open up more to his lustful instinctive
thrusts. And it worked! The pain eased and the passion increased, and Missy was swept
with a searing wave of bliss that now controlled her writhing nakedness.
"Aaaaaaahhh," the young lovely moaned in relief, her contorted features softening. For
long moments she crouched before the furiously humping animal, content that the pain
was lessening, and then, it began to feel so gooooood. Little by little Missy's eyes glazed
over in a blind stare of passionate acceptance as she crouched in helpless submission
before her animal lover. Without warning, almost as if they were acting on their own,
her hips began a mindless automatic motion back against the lewdly invading dogpenis, 
first in little circles, then in hard jarring thrusts straight back into Colonel's
straining loins while she mewled and moaned in lascivious pleasure.
My God, Missy thought. She'd really been missing out on a lot all these years. What
power and wild animal strength this big dog had as he poured his molten flesh into her
delighted body!
The faded memories of all the cocks she had had in her life flashed through her lust
inflamed mind, and she could think of none that compared with Colonel's. The dog
was a genuine fucking machine, pounding into her with all the vigor of a lust-driven
stud and the power of a lion.
The satiated woman tried to look back under her kneeling body to watch that scarlet
rod of dog-flesh pounding up into her twitching cunt, but all she could see was
Colonel's hairy balls swinging lewdly down between her thighs with one hand, Missy
circled her fingers around Colonel's hot slippery penis as it flashed in and out between
her sensitively throbbing cunt lips, feeling it slide far up her shuddering pussy. At the
same time the lewdly excited woman ground her knuckles gratifyingly into her own
moist cuntal flesh, savoring the meeting of the dog-cock and her own wildly pulsing
vaginal lips.
Looking once again over toward the mirror, the sweating, panting woman felt a rush of
all-encompassing pleasure wash over her as she looked at the lust-inciting picture they
formed together: She, darkly tanned and naked, and this madly humping animal, his
long red tongue lolling out from between his fangs as he fucked her like the animal she
had become. The thought of the very uniqueness of what she was doing added new
dimensions to the erotic signals radiating out from Missy's plundered cuntal depths. It
was too different... so totally different, she thought while the ever-growing lust-pleasure
spread throughout her shamelessly used body.
"Oooooooooohhh, ooooooohhhhh, ahh," she chanted out each time she moved her
buttocks back against Colonel's hard-driving loins. Never, never ever had she felt so
passionately involved in being fucked, the sex-crazed woman dimly realized, completely
enraptured by the wonderful animal fucking she was receiving from behind. One last
time she looked at the mirror, fascinated by the sight of her own soft pink inner pussy
flesh pulling out of her vagina with Colonel's cock on the outstroke, only to be
pounding back up inside as he once again jerked forward. Dazedly she faced back
forward, lost in lust, her mind wandering, the only reality in the world being that huge
fucking machine thundering up into her eagerly accepting cunt. Cock, cunt, cock in
cunt, she allowed the lewd and obscene thoughts to race through her mind as she
finally fixed her thoughts on that huge vicious dog-cock, that delightful scarlet shaft,
that incredible giver of pleasure.
Sensing his new owner's arousal, Colonel redoubled his efforts, encouraged into a new
energy by the complete acceptance of the woman before him, jolting her forward each
time he thrust up into her hotly clinging cunt.
"Uuuuuhhhnnnn," she grunted each time his powerful loins thudded against her
flexing ass-cheeks, his huge fleshy pole seeming to penetrate up through her body until
it felt as if it were going to pierce clear up through her belly. Bracing herself as best she
could, Missy opened her thighs still wider, stretching her whole pubic area until she
thought she would split wide open, spreading herself to a degree she had never thought
possible so that she could gain the full benefit of the animal's enormously enlarged
shaft, reveling in the feel of that heated rock-hardness smashing past her tender pussy
lips on its relentless journey up into her most secret depths.
The dark-haired beauty was slowly turning into a raving sex-starved maniac, moaning
and cursing and pleading with the slaving animal to fuck her like she'd never been
fucked before. Yes, yes, her orgasm was almost here now, but she fought it off, wanting
it to last as long as possible, wanting to build up to a peak so high that it would take
her forever to come down from it.
"Fuck me, Colonel, fuck me! Fuck me with your big cock! Cum in me... cum in me...
fill me with your dog cum."
The twitching, writhing, panting young woman was all but unrecognizable now, her
face distorted into a twisted but somehow oddly beautiful mask of pure unadulterated
lust. All her sexual fantasies were being fulfilled – she was being used and enslaved
beyond her wildest imaginings. The sheer lewdness of the act made her flesh quiver
with forbidden delights while she let her mind wander on the totally arousing nature of
the act she was performing. Never had fucking seemed more lust-filled, more carnal to
her as she made her body a willing receptacle for the thrusting red penis of the brute
animal who fucked her as if she were only another animal. Yes, her basic animal nature,
needs existing since the dawn of man, had triumphed today, she thought dizzily as she
humped before her furry lover like any female beast of the jungle.
Driven almost mad by the pummeling of her clitoris by Colonel's balls, Missy reached
back desperately with one hand in an attempt to soothe the wonderful agony between
her legs, the tip of her middle finger pressing down hard on the desire-swollen little
nerve button. That was the final trigger her sex-flooded body needed, and the stunned
young woman suddenly felt as if a heavy fist had thudded into her stomach as all her
muscles contracted in a wild delightful spasm, her buttocks flexing and hollowing as her
clenching pussy began to suck and pull on Colonel's throbbing cock.
"Aaaaaaaauuunnnhhhh!" she moaned, half-blinded by the power of her long-awaited
orgasm. The shaking young woman was dimly aware of her animal-lover's bloodengorged 
cock swelling to greater and greater dimensions under the obscene
stimulation of her powerfully milking vagina. Suddenly the dog's searing animal cum
began to jet far up into her innermost depths, flooding her with that delightful warmth
she knew so well. The gasping woman had a split second to think how different it was
from a man's orgasm – more like one powerful squirt that seemed to tunnel a molten
path right through her quivering insides, and then this last realization exploded her
mind in a great flare of colored lights as she started to cum all over again.
Colonel held tight to the crazily bucking woman as she gurgled out a long moan of
sensual pleasure, all the time emptying his sperm-bloated canine testicles into her wildly
gyrating body as she knelt before him in total bliss. Missy wailed and thrashed as she
pressed her hungrily milking vaginal mouth back against the spurting animal cock as if
afraid to let one precious drop of the lustful fluid escape. The thick white liquid gushed
out from around where her madly working cunt clasped tightly around Colonel's
jerking member, running in sticky trails down her convulsing thighs to drip onto the
plush red rug below.
Finally, one last powerful shudder passed through the sobbing young woman's
exhausted body in final release and she fell limply forward onto the sperm-soaked rug
to lie in a sodden heap, Colonel's fast-shrinking cock slipping wetly from her pussy
with a lewd sucking sound.
For long moments the panting woman lay still, her face buried in the dog's soft fur,
trying desperately to regain her breath. Then she became aware of a strange titillation
against her buttocks, and lifting her head to look in the mirror, she saw that Colonel
was slowly licking their combined sex-juices from her naked loins, his tongue sliding
over her ass-cheeks to dip obscenely down her still oozing cuntal slit, the big animal
obviously savoring the exotic tastes of spent passion.
Missy let her head drop wearily down onto the rug as Colonel's gentle lavings soothed
the last dregs of sexual frustration from her much-used body. She opened her thighs as
wide as possible to let his cleansing tongue reach the very top of her aching slit,
soothing rather than exciting her this time, seeming to heal her ravished cuntal-flesh.
At last her animal lover had licked her clean and lay down gratefully beside her, his big
head resting fondly on the swell of her buttocks. For nearly half an hour they lay that
way, relaxing, feeling the warmth of one-another's now so familiar bodies. Finally Missy
rolled over and sat up, patting the big animal affectionately on the head.
"You've got a job for life, lover," she said. "All the steak and doggy biscuits you want."
And then suddenly she returned to the present. The power of that memory had been so
strong that for a moment she could not remember what day or year it was. She had to
shake her head to clear her mind. She felt as though was waking up from a wonderful
exciting dream. So exciting, in fact, that just thinking about that day so long ago had
aroused her loins. If Colonel had been in the room with her then, there would have
been no way she could resist having him fuck her.
And now he was staying with Bruce and that sweet innocent young thing he said he
was in love with. What was her name? Oh, yes. Lori. Missy smiled to herself. Having
Colonel around would really change her mind about a lot of things. At least Bruce
wouldn't complain about how she was trying to trap him into marriage. Now he would
have something else to worry about. After getting fucked by Colonel, Lori would
probably want the dog instead of Bruce.


Chapter 4


With a deep sigh, Lori folded and piled up the curtains. Nothing she did seemed to take
her mind off of what had happened that morning. She could still feel the tinglings in
her loins every time she moved, and her mind was fogged by sexual need. After Bruce
had left for work that morning, the young blonde thought she might be able to forget
what had happened by immersing herself in work. It had proved futile. Finally, she
decided that she would just think through the events of the morning and try and come
to some sort of conclusion.
Ever since she and Bruce had moved into the new house, they had been having
problems in bed. Not that they didn't have them before they moved to Atlanta, but Lori
had thought that once they were in a new setting, Bruce would be able to control his
ejaculations and wait until she came. And then she had decided that she would give the
new setting a chance. It hadn't helped. They had been living there for nearly four days
now, and it was still the same: Bruce would cum and leave her unsatisfied.
Often, after he had fallen asleep, she would have to resort to using her fingers to have
her orgasm, and this always left her with a feeling of shame. True, they had talked
about the situation before, but this morning they had had the worst argument since
they had been living together. The pretty young blonde woman, sitting in her living
room amid the still dirty curtains, could remember all too well what had happened, and
there was no way she could put it out of her mind.
She had been lying in bed. For some reason she had awakened earlier than usual, and
she found that nothing she did could get her back to sleep. For nearly an hour she lay
very still in bed, occasionally looking over to the sleeping, snoring Bruce. For the first
time in her life, she was feeling a strange and overpowering sensation; she was horny,
and she wanted to be made love to. She had tried to put this thought out of her mind,
afraid of what she was becoming. After all, she was still not married to Bruce, and the
thought of having sex with a man she was not married to still troubled her.
Then, turning in his sleep, one of Bruce's arms fell across her body, pressing heavily
down against her breasts. They had been sleeping in the nude, something that didn't
happen too often. Lori still had reservations about sleeping naked with Bruce, but then
she had been very glad because there was nothing between her sensitive little nipples
and his hairy arm but sensation. Despite herself, the young blonde felt her body
moving a little, working her breasts up against the weight above, feeling little tickles of
pleasure seeping down into her body.
She must have moved a little too much, because Bruce was suddenly awake, his eyes
open and staring at her. Turning toward his lover, he pressed the front of his body close
to hers, and let his arm snuggle around her body, his legs bending forward a little. Lori
turned away onto her side, facing the same direction as he was only because it was
more comfortable. Bruce snuggled up to her, holding his girlfriend protectively in the
curve of his body, one hand knowingly cupping her breast.
Sitting in the living room reliving the memory, Lori could almost feel his hand there
once again, and she caught herself as she found that her own hand was taking the place
of his. Quickly, she wrenched her hand away from her body, but there was no stopping
the memory of that morning from entering and re-entering her mind, and once again
she drifted dreamily back into thought, thought so real she actually believed it was
happening all over again.
His naked hand on her breast felt like fire and she was terribly aware of the soft
fleshiness of his penis pressing gently into the sensitive hollow where her buttocks
joined her upper thighs, only an inch or two from her already moist pussy. For several
minutes she lay still and rigid, then couldn't keep her buttocks from pressing back a
little into her boyfriend's flaccid penis, delighted to feel its soft hotness press a little
farther up into the sensitive crack. At the same time she ground her left breast down
against the hand that was now beginning to squeeze it. The young blonde was surprised
to find that her breathing was growing faster as she worked herself against her lover's
body, tantalizing herself in a way she had never done before.
Then she felt it, a stirring high up between her thighs. His penis was growing hard...
pressure was growing against the narrow slit between her buttocks, unmistakably
worming up toward her waiting cunt. Rapidly losing all sense of caution, the desperate
young woman pressed back harder against Bruce's growing rigidity, all the time sliding
her nipple lightly around over the palm of his hand.
And yet, all this time, Bruce acted as though he did not want to fuck her. His actions
seemed as though they were being performed by a man whose mind was a million miles
away. Her obvious motions against him seemed to break him from the trance he was
in, however, and now he was aware that he had an erection and that it was shoved
somewhere up between Lori's ass-cheeks. He began squeezing her breast with more
certainty now, the pebble-hard nipple digging into his palm. His face was pressed
lightly against her skin, her warm sweet-smelling flesh exciting him. It was a way he
had often told her that he was excited by her, one way out of many.
"Good morning, honey," Bruce breathed into her ear, and then began to worm his
swelling cock up between her thighs, aiming its blood-engorged tip up toward the soft
curly mound he knew lay ahead, In a second he was burrowing a hot path up into her
waiting cunt, already sopping wet and eager for him. With something like wonder he
felt his sensitive hardness rub slowly through that warm moist little cleft, gentle little
spasms running over his surprised loins.
"Nice way to wake up," he whispered seductively in her ear, lashing out lightly with his
tongue.
"Uuuuummmmmm, that feels so good," Lori moaned back, arching her lower back a
little so that she could feel more of his swollen cock up between her hungry thighs.
Bruce was rubbing a little harder now, his cock quickly swelling to an almost painful
hardness. Several times she felt the hot bulbous tip slide across the moistened opening
of Lori's vagina but it didn't slip in, since his madly rubbing shaft was nearly at right
angles to Lori's hotly eager cunt. At the same time she was moaning, "Oh, please,
Bruce, put it in... put it in."
Sliding down in the bed and moving his upper torso away from his lover's back, the
young man soon had himself placed in a better position to enter and thrust up a little,
sensing his trembling cock-head to catch at the very entrance to her offered vagina, but
again he did not go in. Rather, she could feel it skid away to jab roughly at her tiny
throbbing clitoris.
"Aaaaahhhh," she moaned, jerking from the wild stimulating touch, loving that spongy
hotness rubbing over her vibrating little sensation-bud. Really eager now, Bruce
rammed one knee between Lori's trembling thighs to force her legs open slightly, and
then reaching down with his fingers, began trying to stuff his aching cock up into that
hungry little channel. It was slippery going, she was so wet down there, and it didn't
help that, maddened by all the fumbling over her excruciatingly sensitive cuntal area,
Lori began uncontrollably jerking her hips.
"Hey, take it easy, damn it," Bruce snarled, and for a few seconds Lori did her best to
obey. With a grunt Bruce managed to push the head of his cock part way up inside her
waiting vagina and then thrust forward firmly, and his huge fleshy penis slid up into
the hot wet hole, smoothly, without any pulling at the tender inner walls. They were
that slippery with Lori's freely flowing moisture.
"Ooooohhhh," they both sighed out together as finally Bruce's mighty shaft lay
embedded its full length up inside her quivering little belly. For a long second they lay
still together, frozen by the agonizing pleasure of the penetration they had both been
working for.
Lori felt as if some hotly pulsing electric machine had suddenly been turned on up
inside her, sending wave after wave of breathtaking pleasure throbbing through her
tender insides. And Bruce had the sensation that he was all thick, blood-hardened cock
from his waist to his knees. Without even moving he could feel his penis throbbing and
growing and realized that he could cum just from lying there. Lori sensed this as well,
and begged, "Please, Bruce, try and hold it for a while if you can."
"I'll try," he answered and sounded as though he meant it. "Just don't move for a bit,"
he suggested. He hoped that if he just let himself soak for a while deep inside her
warmly enveloping cunt, the edge would eventually go from his nerves and he could
fuck the hell out of this pretty little blonde the way he used to. Unfortunately, the
young man shifted a little to find a more comfortable position and his massive rod of
flesh slipped upward into her tender loins another inch. That was too much for Lori,
who had been dutifully trying to hold motionless despite the thudding flutters caused
by that cock shoved up her from the back.
Giving up their desperate struggle for self-control, her inner vaginal muscles started
working, clenching and unclenching rhythmically around Bruce's lust-engorged penis.
"Uuuuummmmhhh," he moaned, biting his lower lip. "Will you stop that, for Christ's
sake. You're making me cum."
"I... I can't help it," Lori moaned and then to make matters worse her buttocks began a
mad machine-gun-like jerking back against Bruce's loins. With this extra motion, not to
mention the snug way his aching cock was trapped between her soft voluptuous thighs,
Bruce had had it. He could feel the old familiar explosion deep down in his swollen
balls as his sperm started the mad uncontrollable race up along the fully burgeoned
length of his cock-shaft.
"Aaaaaahhhhh," he moaned. Lustfully rolling Lori over on her stomach, her legs still
straight and clamped together, he loomed above her, his massive Cock disappeared up
between her milk-white thighs, pinning her flailing form to the bed. "Christ almighty,
here it comes," he said as though he were glad. Suddenly his arms stiffened, palms flat
against the mattress and his back arched, so that he was bent like a bow, his agonized
face glaring up at the ceiling in unrestrained lust.
"No, no, no," Lori sobbed, struggling on her belly beneath him, but she knew it was no
use. The first hot gush of his semen jetted up into her needing cuntal depths, but filled
her with a frustrated hunger rather than the completion she so desperately sought.
Again and again that erupting pole jerked and twitched up inside her, for a minute
making her hope that it might push her over the edge and start her own orgasm, but
then suddenly, almost without warning, it was over, and Bruce collapsed with a wet
smack on her back, pressing her down into the mattress so that for a moment she
couldn't breathe.
After a few seconds she felt her satisfied lover pull his still half-hard penis from between
her trembling thighs and the unhappy young woman was aware of every potentially
lust-quenching inch of it as it slid wetly out, then dragged over the back of her leg,
leaving a sticky white trail behind it. Even after she felt his weight leave her, Lori
continued to lie on her stomach, not wanting Bruce to see the tears of frustration
rolling helplessly down her cheeks. But he could not miss the helpless motion of her
hips as they ground mindlessly down against the mattress, seeking the fulfillment that
had been so near.
"Lori, I... I'm sorry..." Bruce started to say, and then clamped his lips tightly together,
remembering what he had mentioned to Missy several days ago. "Hell, no, I'm not
sorry. Why should I be? You're the one who should be sorry. I think you're acting like
this to force me into marrying you. I wouldn't put something like that past you."
For a moment, Lori couldn't believe her ears, and she turned over onto her back and
looked at him. "What was that?" she asked in a voice barely above a whisper.
"You heard me," he said as he looked down at her. "I think you're still holding those
stupid ideas of your parents. You think that you can trap me into marrying you because
I feel sorry for you. Well, you got another think coming, baby."
Returning from her memory to the real world, Lori could feel her insides fluttering at
the unsatisfied feeling from that morning, feelings that had never left her. Bruce had
showered and left for his job in record time, not even bothering to give her a good-bye
kiss as he left. In fact, after he had accused her of trying to trap him into marriage, he
had said nothing more to her, acting as if she weren't even there.
She could feel large tears rolling down her cheeks as she remembered how his words
had burned into her mind. Could it be possible? Was she making him cum too soon
deliberately? All in an effort to trap him into marriage?
With a firm resolve, Lori decided that it wasn't true. She had learned many things in
the time she had been living with Bruce, things she would never have learned if she had
followed the type of life her parents had wanted her to lead. Thank God they were
dead, she thought. They would never approve of what she was doing now. One of the
things she had learned was that sexual partners had to satisfy each other. Making love
was a give and take situation, and Bruce lately was doing all the taking. It wasn't fair.
She had trusted him completely, changed her whole life around for him, done
everything he had asked her to, and she had never once thought of trapping him into
marrying her. It would be nice if he did marry her, she thought, but she loved him
enough to let him make up his own mind.
Then a feeling of deep guilt passed through her mind and body. Yes, it seemed as
though he had really made up his mind. He didn't love her any more. He had lost the
patience with her on 'which their earlier love had been based. Now she understood. Her
parents must have been right after all. Give your body to a man who is not your
husband and he'll use it for a while and then leave you like a rat jumping off a sinking
ship. Again she could feel large tears of frustration and confusion rolling down her
cheeks. What had she become? She had allowed herself to live in sin with a man and
had actually enjoyed it. But she had learned that sex was something wonderful and
beautiful...
She honestly didn't know what to think. She would have to have a long talk with Bruce,
that was for sure. In the past they had always been able to talk about things like this,
and they had managed to solve their problems.
She was finding thinking hard at the moment, however. Allowing her mind to drift
back to the morning had rekindled a deep and strong sensual feeling in her body and,
along with her confusion and frustration, she was finding that they were becoming even
stronger. Two years ago she would never have thought about releasing her own sexual
feelings herself, but living with Bruce these past few months had taught her how to do
that as well. She could remember how shameful she had felt the first time she had
fingered herself, but she was learning that a woman must be satisfied as well as a man,
and if Bruce wouldn't satisfy her, she would have to do it herself. One thing was for
sure. She would never be able to come to any conclusions with her mind and her body
at odds the way they were right now.
Stalking over to the chair, Lori decided that this would be as good a time as any, and
sat down heavily. Her anger had diminished somewhat, and she was more and more
aware of the frantic signals her unfulfilled little belly was sending out, signals she had
been trying to ignore all morning. Now that she had decided to release them, she felt
that at any moment painful cramps might double her over as her love-starved insides
shuddered and twitched. Resigning herself to her actions, she quickly stripped and was
soon totally naked in the living room of her house. She again sat down in the chair and
slid down so that her buttocks were resting on the forward edge, her body curved
forward. She hesitated for a moment as she looked at her pussy, and then decided to go
ahead. After all, she was alone and no one would know. Besides, she had done this
before, and she knew that there was really no reason not to do it. Finally her hand
dipped with decision, her forefinger sliding between her mentally aroused cuntal lips,
and she was a little surprised to find that they were already well lubricated. She could
sense that this time would be unlike all the others, perhaps because she had waited so
long to release her pent-up frustrations. With fascination the young blonde stared down
at the way her slender finger pushed aside the thin pink ribbons of flesh, delving deep
into the moist little slit. She found she could make the sensations constantly change and
grow by rubbing first here, then there, by fondling the thick full cuntal lips, and best of
all, by slowly revolving her finger around and around the outer periphery of her now
erect little clitoris.
"Mmmmmmmmm!" she moaned as she pushed gently right on the center of the hot
little nubbin. It was almost as if it were an electric button that shot high voltage
through her helpless body, she found herself thinking. For several minutes the dreamy
eyed young blonde fondled and played with the aching flesh up between her thighs, her
long shapely legs stretched out in front of the chair, slightly opened.
But she knew what she liked best was to have her pussy filled, and so, hesitantly at first,
she passed her wandering middle fingertip over the softly petaled opening to her vagina,
looking down as she did so that she could actually see it push aside the tight muscular
opening and slip a little way up inside her cunt. From the first, she knew that one finger
would not be enough – experience over the past few weeks had at least taught her that
much if nothing more – so she put two fingers together and somewhat crudely shoved
them far up between her widespread legs. They went in easily, since she was so aroused
and wet from her memories, and the now panting girl started sawing them in and out,
finding that she got some additional excitement from the lewd wet sucking sounds they
made as they slid up as far as they could go into her desire-swollen vagina. Still, it was
not far enough. Compared to Bruce's huge cock and the way it had stabbed up nearly
to her womb, Lori's fingers were just not enough, something that only aroused her
more without giving her the total satisfaction she wanted.
Lori's head was lying back against the top of the chair, her eyes half-closed while she
savored the growing ecstasy in her cunt, when she suddenly saw from under her lashes
a stealthy movement by the door.
"Colonel!" she called out sharply, stopping her fingers for a moment. "I thought I'd let
you out. Go upstairs and lie down for a while!" While she had been working around
the house, getting the place cleaned up, she had allowed Colonel the run of the
neighborhood. He seemed to know it pretty well. But now in her frustration, she must
have forgotten to let him out. The big dog had his handsome head stuck around the
edge of the door, wondering what was going on in the living room. "Go on, get out of
here. I'll let you out in a little while," Lori ordered again. Quickly the head was pulled
back around the corner and she could hear his nails clicking as he meandered to God
knew where. There was something about satisfying her needs in front of a dog that Lori
found strangely repulsive.
With a grateful sigh, Lori once again sent her fingers sliding in and out of her
hungering pussy, but seeing Colonel's head had spoiled the effect. Try as she might, the
lovely naked blonde could not get the same burning desire she had been working to.
Just a few seconds ago she was on her way to orgasm, but now her fingers didn't seem
to be doing the job. She decided that she needed a third finger and inserted it, but even
though it made a thicker mass going up into her more and more disinterested cunt, at
the same time she was not able to get them deep enough.
"Damn, damn, damn," she moaned aloud. Was she going to fail even herself? God, she
hoped not. Her belly was screaming for release even if her fingers were not able to
provide it. She was more determined than ever, now that she had made up her mind to
satisfy herself. The pretty young blonde got up from her chair and walked nakedly into
the kitchen, her heavy taut breasts swaying sensually from her purposeful stride. She
looked around the room, and finally went to the refrigerator. Opening the vegetable
drawer, she smiled as she saw a huge cucumber.
She had been saving it for a salad later in the week, but right now she wanted it for
something more important than garnish. She stared at the waxed skin of the huge green
vegetable for a moment, and then made up her mind. She had to be satisfied, and she
was holding in her hands that very thing which could do it.
All this time Colonel was watching her through the door, although he was keeping far
back in the living room as he had been commanded. The sight of her naked loveliness
plus the rich odors of obvious feminine arousal that permeated the air around her,
rising in almost visible waves from her thoroughly soaked vagina, were beginning to
have a predictable effect on the well-trained animal. As long as he had the run of the
neighborhood and could see Missy as often as he wanted, he was happy, but today he
had been kept in the house. He needed release and he could see that this new woman
could give it to him. But something warned him to be cautious. He could sense that
this woman was different from his mistress. Still, his eyes followed the lovely naked
blonde as she walked back into the living room, holding the long, thick cucumber in
front of her like some sacred relic. The dog stole to the living room doorway and
peeked around just in time to see Lori sit down once again in the chair in the same
position as before.
For a moment the beautiful naked girl sat lost in deep thought, her legs lewdly parted
to expose her blonde-fringed pinkness below. Her fingers grasped the cucumber tightly
as she slowly began to realize that this was totally against everything her parents had
ever taught her, but at the same time she knew it would be much better than all of her
fingers. And the vegetable was so damn big. It would have to hurt. Even Bruce's cock
had never been as big as the cucumber. But what's the use, she moaned to herself. She
had to be satisfied, and there was no other choice. She positioned the dark green
instrument right up against the entrance to her moistly seeping vagina. Without giving
herself any more time to think, she moved, forcing the smooth blunt tip a short way up
inside, gasping a little at its unexpected coldness. Then she slowly began to rotate the
hard blunt dildo around and around, working it up into her steaming pussy like a
screw, bending forward in fascination to watch it disappear inch by inch into the tight
wet little opening.
"Aaaaaaaahhhh," she moaned out as she felt her cunt gratefully accepting the strange
impalement, a powerful tremor running through her loins. Finally, somehow, most of
the deep green cucumber was sunk up inside, just enough of the green shaft sticking
out to provide a good grip. Wrapping her fingers around the lewd protuberance, the
young blonde woman began experimentally moving the cucumber in and out between
her blonde-rimmed pussy lips. Just a little at a time, her deep blue eyes big and dreamy
as she ground lust into her body with this fucking tool.
Bit by bit the trembling young woman was able to discover that if she moved the
cucumber in certain ways she was able to experience strange tremors of pleasure that
she had never before even imagined might exist. Oh, God, she thought, if this were
only something she could tell Bruce, then he might do the same things with his hot,
throbbing, live cock. But no. Even though she loved Bruce, she could never tell him
about the things she did to herself.
Lori felt as though she were grasping a handle to her insides. Twisting the cucumber in
a rotary motion, she was able to press its thick, blunt tip up against the sensitive
opening to her womb, deep inside, causing sharp and almost painful bolts of ecstasy to
make her belly quiver. When she had aroused herself to a state bordering on blind
madness with this technique, the gasping blonde decided it was time to go for the
whole ball of wax – orgasm. Pulling the cucumber out almost its full length, the hard,
darkly-colored surface slippery with her warm vaginal secretions, she suddenly rammed
it far up inside, as far as it would go, almost as if she were trying to hurt herself.
For an instant it looked as if the lewdly splayed young woman had indeed broken
something inside as her eyes opened wide in surprise and her abdominal muscles
tightened in shock, her long silky legs jerking out stiff and trembling as her ass-cheeks
clenched. For almost a full thirty seconds, the beautiful young blonde hung motionless
on the edge of the chair, her fingers shoved right up to the mouth of her vagina, the
thick green cucumber nearly vanished inside. Then, "Oooooohhhhh," she moaned
deliriously, her body coming to life, tortured almost beyond endurance by that hard
invading presence buried so far up inside her tender belly.
Immediately her fingers jerked the cucumber out half its length and then rammed it
back in again. She built up an uneven tempo, jerking the green spear out, holding it
there for a moment as her body prepared for the onslaught, screaming in wanton
desire, and then with a heavy thrust she would bury it up inside her wetly quivering
cunt. Slowly the tempo increased until the blissful substitute penis was a flashing streak
of green reflections drumming in and out of the sobbing young woman's sucking cuntal
depths. Lori's head was twisting wildly back and forth against the back of the chair in
passion, her eyes shut, long blonde hair whipping across her flushed and sweaty
features. Farther and farther her legs fell open until they were a wide "vee" splaying out
in front of the chair. With wonderful certainty the panting young woman knew her
orgasm was almost there, could feel its awesome potential building, building far up
inside her throbbing belly. Drawing in a choked breath, Lori shifted her grip on the
wonderful substitute cock that was to bring her to completion, ready to push herself
over the edge with one last series of hard passionate thrusts, eyes still tightly closed.
Then her whole body went rigid with shock and fear as she felt the unmistakable touch
of something cold and wet against her knee, accompanied by a warm breath.
Lori's eyes flew open in terror, so certain was she that she had been caught in her most
secret of actions, the cucumber still buried blissfully deep up in her pussy, its sleek
green length protruding back out by itself as the frightened young woman's hands flew
out to grip the arms of the chair.
"Colonel!" she cried out in a combination of fright and relief. When her eyes had been
closed, the big animal had crept unseen up between her splayed thighs, driven past the
point of caution as he saw this lovely naked woman so obviously thrusting into herself,
the maddening exhilarating smell of her passion filling the room with a heady aroma
the lusty dog had come to know so well with Missy.
"Colonel!" Lori said again, more sharply this time, at the same moment trying to
struggle more erect in the chair, but the cucumber buried deep in her cunt plus the
dog's presence between her awkwardly spread thighs made it difficult to maneuver.
Making one hand on the arm of the chair leave to clutch desperately at the impaling
vegetable between her legs only made the struggling worse, and the young woman lost
her balance, falling back heavily in the chair.
"Damn you, Colonel," she said a third time. "What are you doing here? Get out of the
way and let me up." But Colonel only whined eagerly between Lori's spread white legs,
too near her passion-drenched cunt to force himself away now. While Lori lay back in
the chair struggling for balance, the aroused German shepherd could not resist moving
his head forward until it was only inches away from the lust-arousing loins before him,
so that he could sense the heat emanating from the widespread pink slit. Automatically
his long tongue shot out to drink those juices, stabbing into the soft pink flesh just
above the visible stump of the cucumber, then working down underneath toward the
little pucker of her anus.
Lori threw her body hard against the back of the chair and felt as if she had been
touched with a live wire. Wave after wave seared through her body at the initial contact
of Colonel's hot wet tongue against her aching pussy lips, and her desire to get up was
driven from her mind by that thick, soft, living piece of flesh sliding over her nakedly
displayed loins. Looking down in wonder, stunned at the intensity of her body's
reaction to the dog's lewd tongue, the young woman could only stare as the big animal
did his best to lick over and around the cucumber still imbedded in the depths he so
desired to invade. Gently Colonel opened his mouth wider and firmly took the hard
shaft between his teeth, pulling and tugging as the glistening green spear slid slowly
and excruciatingly out of Lori's trembling loins.
"Uuuuuuuummmffff," Lori moaned as her already aroused body spasmed from the slow
withdrawal. Her intention of once again ordering the German shepherd away
disappeared like a puff of smoke as her tortured mind temporarily stopped functioning.
"No, no, Colonel," she whispered meekly as the cucumber fell to the floor. Like a wild
bird before a snake, the paralyzed young blonde watched that huge furry head poised
once more over her suddenly empty cunt, wanting to stop this almost fascinating cunt
licking but helpless to move or cry out.
"Aaaaaaahhhhh," she sobbed, her back arching in shock as' once again the long thick
tongue shot out, this time to bury itself up inside her soft vaginal opening, seeming to
send a million tiny fire-tipped needles shooting through her aroused and vulnerable
body. Before she could recover her control the darting tongue flickered over her
shuddering loins again and again, taking the breath from her lungs.
"No, no... no... this can't be... can't be..." she moaned so softly that she almost could
not hear her own voice, unable to do more than writhe helplessly in the chair, her
fingers digging into the overstuffed arms. Could this be happening to her? Was this dog
actually licking and slavering her nakedly offered loins? She had never even heard of
anything like this, but she knew it went against everything her parents had ever told
her. It had to be wrong. And yet, it was so wonderful... so beautiful. Again and again
her conscience told her she should not allow this to happen, but it was such an
overpowering feeling that she could not make herself believe it was wrong. She had
done so many things so far that she had considered wrong before, allowed Bruce to
fuck her, lived with a man who was not her husband, she had even gone out of her way
to fuck herself with the hard thick cucumber in and out of her aroused cunt. Should
this be any different? If anything, it was better... better than anything that had
happened to her before, and she wanted it.
By the time all these thoughts had sorted themselves out in her mind, it made no
difference. That curling, dipping, thrusting tongue had complete control over her
wantonly cringing body, lapping molten fire into her pussy with each loving stroke.
Yes... yes, why fight it? Only a short while ago she had made the decision that she
would do something about her sexual frustration, and this was the answer she was
looking for. Colonel would become her substitute cock!
"Oh, Colonel... honey..." she heard herself saying. "Do it to me. Lick... lick... oh please,
lover... make me cum." There was nothing left of her resistance, and her hips started a
slow grinding up toward the dog's pleasure-giving tongue, thrusting her steaming cunt
lewdly forward, her heels digging into the carpet beneath to give her more leverage.
Out and in, in and out, wetly flashing that long thick tongue started down at Lori's tiny
little anus, gliding hotly over the quivering mouth of her vagina, splaying aside her
fever-pink cuntal lips, slicing through the soft moist flesh to finally rasp maddeningly
across her achingly erect clitoris. On and on, again and again, Colonel licked tirelessly,
happily at the soft hair-fringed treasures spread so wantonly before him, savoring the
hot musky taste and odors, trying to slip his hungry tongue as far as it would go. The
handsome animal was happy, happy that he would be able to know his lovely
temporary owner the same way he knew his beloved mistress next door.
Lori seemed to have gone crazy above the slaving animal. Continuous choking mewls of
abandoned pleasure streamed from her half parted lips and her buttocks churned wildly
in the chair, lashed into frenzy by the long tongue slicing deep into her most secret
parts. Flailing, thrashing, moaning, the completely conquered woman twisted beneath
her animal-lover in servile acceptance, welcoming his long pink tongue into her
innermost depths, totally lost in the ecstasy which had finally washed away all the years
of her moral training.
"Aaaaaahhhh, aaaaahhhh, aaaaaahhhh," she chanted mindlessly, each moaning
utterance coinciding with a burning swipe of Colonel's incredible tongue. She knew she
was going to cum, that nothing could hold it back now. A throbbing force had taken
possession of her belly, just waiting for the moment when it would sweep through her
entire body, making her a helpless puppet, pulled by the age-old strings of culminating
passion. The gasping young woman's eyes slowly opened to stare unseeingly up at the
ceiling, a faint terror lurking there in the deep blue depths, the final remnants of her
parents telling her what was good and bad. But she pushed it aside and it was replaced
with the burning ecstasy of her lust. Growing relentlessly, this irresistible passion inside
the trembling young woman stretched itself thin for a moment, seeming to fill her belly
with a shuddering tension that would have to burst or split her wide open.
Then suddenly, seemingly without warning, the orgasm that the young woman had
been three times searching for exploded through her like fireworks, searing her insides
with white-hot bolts of pure sexual energy. A long low wailing moan hissed from
between tightly clenched teeth and her screaming loins thrust upward one last time as
her legs held her whole body rigid in an attitude of shuddering tension. She didn't
move beyond that, she just held herself there, the cords of her slender neck standing
out sharply through her creamy white skin while the intense and incredible explosion
went on and on deep up inside her spasming body. It was an endless moment for the
climaxing young blonde, without time or spacial reference, infinity and eternity melted
together in the silent explosion that swept away the accumulated sexual frustration of
months of inadequate sex.
When it was finally over, Lori's whole body went limp as if someone had cut her
strings, and she slid out of the chair to collapse in a gasping heap in front of the
surprised Colonel. The handsome German shepherd reached down to try and continue
his eager licking at Lori's sweet-tasting cunt, but she slumped forward a little,
unconsciously hiding her precious pussy form the disappointed dog.
"P-please... got to... got to get my breath," she begged the aroused dog. It was over for
her now. She had received what she had wanted for so long – complete release. Lori
marveled at the strange way her body felt, limp and weightless, tingling and relaxed, a
wonderful, blissful combination of conflicting sensations blending together in total
satisfaction. It was as if she had been given a new body, one she had never known
before, a re-birth that cleansed the twisted tensions of her frustrated sex-life and left her
with a crystal pureness.
Resting part of her weight on Colonel's powerful neck, the still trembling young
woman rose unsteadily to her feet and wobbled over to the cupboard, opening a
temporary make-shift door and pulling out a bottle of bourbon and a glass. She rarely
drank, but Bruce liked to have a little something around the house. She knew she was
going to need something strong to calm her mind down before she would be able to
return to work, though, and she poured herself a tall, neat drink and sipped on it
without hesitation. In less than a minute she had finished the first, and she poured
herself another, this time taking a little more time to finish it. She wanted to sort out
the conflicting thoughts that were running through her mind.
Holding her drink, she again sat down in the chair and reveled in the warming,
soothing effect the alcohol was having on her. She delighted in the relaxing sensations
flowing through her veins, and she threw her head back and allowed her body to return
to normalcy. Fortunately for her present peace of mind, the young woman's absorption
with her own thoughts had kept her from seeing the unhappy Colonel standing close
next to her, staring up in despairing need as his huge scarlet penis slid disappointedly
back up inside the furry sheath beneath his stomach. The sight of that massive dogcock, 
bared nakedly in obvious response to her own preceding arousal, would probably
have been too' much for the satisfied young woman to take.
As it was, though, there was enough to think about. She allowed her mind to wander
naturally over the last few events, and she decided that she would go into the bedroom
and think about them there, away from everything that might distract her. As she sat
on the edge of the bed, still holding her drink, she tried to make herself feel guilty
about what she had just done. She had allowed, actually begged, a dog to lick and slaver
at her cunt, and she had enjoyed every sweeping movement he had made with that
organ. She knew she should think of it as wrong, but she couldn't. It had felt so
wonderful, so blissful, and nothing that wonderful could possibly be wrong. She had
learned many things from Bruce, and one of them was that good sensations were meant
to be enjoyed. If having Colonel lick her pussy wasn't a wonderful sensation, she
thought with a smile, then she didn't know what was. Every time she closed her eyes,
she could see in her mind's eye the sight of that huge, wet, warm tongue lashing out
against her aching pussy lips, filling her whole pubic region with a fire that she had not
known since her first orgasm with Bruce so long ago. No, nothing that gave so much
pleasure could even be considered wrong, no matter what her parents or other people
thought. Perhaps it was considered unnatural because it was so pleasurable. It seemed a
shame to Lori that many women would never experience the strong, overpowering
sensations she had just felt because they were afraid of something they considered
"unnatural". It was natural for humans to want happiness, and Colonel's thick tongue
had made Lori more than happy.
Besides, what harm could it possibly do? No one need ever know, and it could very well
save her relationship with Bruce. She would never be frustrated with Colonel around,
and she wouldn't be acting as though there was something missing anymore. One thing
was for sure, she would do anything to have an orgasm like that again.
Looking fondly at the dog, the satisfied young woman felt a profound affection for the
animal, she knew she could not exactly call it love... or perhaps she could. She really
didn't know. She did know, however, that she would be loath to give him back to
Bruce's sister, Missy. A smile came across the blonde's face as she thought about the
older, darker woman. Missy must know what kind of a dog Colonel was. Perhaps some
sort of an arrangement could be worked out between the two women.
"Oh, Colonel," she cried out, slipping down from the bed to cradle the dog's handsome
head against her still naked breasts. Colonel naturally started to lick the proud soft
mounds, but Lori pushed him away. "No, no," she said with a loving smile on her face.
"I don't want to be greedy. Too much of a good thing and all that. Besides, I have work
to do. I have to keep my thoughts together," never considering in her innocence that
the dog might have needs of his own.
Then another thought hit her. She had been letting Colonel run wild' in the
neighborhood.
More than likely he had been going home and licking Missy's cunt. Well, that would
have to stop, at least for the time being. Colonel had been given to her for a while, and
Lori had no intention of sharing him unless she had to. And right now, she didn't have
to. No more running free in the neighborhood.
"All right, lover, you stay in the house from now on. If Missy wants you, she'll have to
come and get you. I have a lot of lost time to make up for. You and I are going to be
spending a great deal of time together right here."
Her determination set, the naked young woman got dressed and returned to her work,
feeling better and more alive than she had in months, and knowing that the future had
nothing but good times in store for her.


Chapter 5


Missy paced back and forth in her living room, occasionally looking out of her front
window at the passing traffic. For the last three days she had been miserable. At first,
when she had allowed Bruce to "borrow" Colonel, she had been a little apprehensive
about leaving him in the same house with Lori. The pretty young blonde was bound to
find out what kind of dog he was sooner or later. Then, when Lori had let him have the
run of the neighborhood, the lovely dark woman was suddenly glad. Colonel would run
no farther than next door, and he and the seductive Missy would fuck like minks for
much of the morning, and sometimes in the afternoon. Missy's sexual appetite never
seemed to be satisfied, as many men had found out, but as long as she had Colonel, she
never worried.
But lately the big dog had not been coming around. At first Missy thought that it was
because he had found another woman in another part of the neighborhood, but Missy
made it her practice to know the sexual preferences of the people on her street, and
none of them would be able to satisfy the arousing animal. That left only one possible
solution. Lori was keeping him indoors, hoarding him all to herself.
Missy could not believe the greed of her brother's girlfriend. After all, she had shared
Colonel with the innocent young blonde. There was no reason why the act shouldn't be
reciprocated. Besides, Colonel belonged to Missy, not Lori.
The more she thought about it, the more frustrated and miserable the elegant dark
haired woman became. She finally decided that she would put her foot down and
demand that Lori at least share the huge animal. Depending on how things turned out,
she might even ask for the animal back. Friendship was one thing, but imposing on a
person was another, and Lori was definitely imposing.
Her mind made up, Missy decided that she would take a little walk next door to see
what was happening. She made sure she had her key to her brother's house, the one he
had given her when he and Lori had first moved in in case anything should happen.
Maybe something really was wrong and she should look in on them.
Missy wasn't the only one who was miserable. Colonel lay curled up in one corner of
the living room with his head in his forepaws. For the past three days, Lori hadn't let
him out of the house. He loved to just run through the streets for several hours a day.
But he really missed Missy, and as long as Lori kept him in the house, he wondered if
he would ever see his mistress again. The worst part of all was that he was becoming
upset with staying with Lori. At least once a day she would have him lick her, only to
stop and send him away just as his own needs were making themselves felt. Missy
derived as much satisfaction from taking care of him as she did having him take care of
her. His dog mind wandered to happier times with Missy, and he found himself
wishing he were with her.
There was a slight noise at the head of the stairs, and the large beautiful animal raised
his head as Lori came to the top of the landing.
"Morning, handsome," she called out happily. "I'm taking a bath, and then we'll spend
a little time together. Would you like that?"
Colonel, of course, couldn't understand the words, but he did catch her tone of voice. It
was soothing and very arousing to his well trained ears. Besides, he could see that she
was wearing nothing but a half-opened robe, open enough down the front of her body
so that a good deal of her lush naked flesh showed through. Even though he was
dejected at not being satisfied with her, Colonel was instantly aroused, but by the time
he got to his feet and started up the stairs, Lori had entered the bathroom and closed
the door. With a sigh of frustration, he returned to his corner in the living room and
settled down for a dull wait.
He was almost asleep in the large silent house when he heard a rattling at the front
door. Immediately his ears perked up. Could it be a robber? He tensed his body and got
ready to spring as the door opened. In a flash his expression changed from tense
apprehension to one of total pleasure. Missy was walking in the front entrance. He
leaped over to her and stood up on his hind legs, licking Missy's hands which she
obligingly held out to him.
"Hi, lover," she said in delight. "Where's Lori? Gone for the day?"
The dark-haired woman held her breath and listened for any sounds that would tell her
if Lori were home. Try as she might, she could hear nothing. She had decided that she
wanted to talk to Lori, so she walked over to a chair and sat down to wait. Colonel
followed close behind her. As soon as she sat down, Colonel pressed his head tightly
between her slightly spread legs.
"Saaaaaay, we're pretty eager for a little pussy, aren't we?" she said as she stroked the
huge head behind the ears, forcing his fur to rub up and down along her soft inner
thighs. "Lori been treating you okay?" she asked, her voice becoming a little softer and
less controlled. It was obvious by Colonel's actions that there was nothing wrong. Lori
was just too selfish to share her gift. Well, with the cute little blonde gone for the
moment, Missy couldn't see anything wrong with enjoying Colonel a little. After all, it
had been a whole three days. Then too, his thigh rubbing was stimulating Missy's long
empty cunt, and she knew from past experience that she would not be able to resist
being fucked by the eager dog very much longer. Why prolong the inevitable? she
asked herself. It could very well be that Lori would be gone for a very long time.
Besides, it was her dog. Why shouldn't she enjoy his special talents? Colonel didn't
seem to care where they had their fun.
"Okay, okay," she said laughing as she felt his long tongue trying to reach her familiar
pussy lips. "I agree with you. Why should we waste valuable time?" Already Missy
could feel little tremors in her belly at the excited thought of what she and the eager
German shepherd were going to do. Feverishly the excited woman began pulling at her
clothes, wanting to strip away all the barriers between her waiting flesh and her canine
companion's impressive array of equipment. It was just like old times, having the
excited dog watch her body slowly bare itself before him, his whole body alert and
upright, his pointed ears cocked forward. He knew he would not be disappointed this
time.
Finally, standing in all her naked glory like the goddess she was, her skin glistening
from her excited arousal, Missy stretched out her arms and spoke softly, seductively to
her loveranimal. "Come on, Colonel... let's make up for lost time."
The huge dog seemed as though he could not believe his good fortune, but then he
moved like a lover possessed. Quickly the big dog leaped over to her, his cold wet nose
running over her lovely naked form, searching out all over again. Satisfied that he was
not being teased as he had been for the past three days, he firmly planted his ass on the
floor as if to say, "Let's get on with it. I've been waiting a long time for this."
Knowing what was running through her dog's mind, Missy felt a hot flush of lust sear
through her at the totally invigorating thought that she was about to be fucked by her
lover once again. She wanted to make it. extra special to celebrate his long absence.
"We're going to do something a little different this time, lover," she said in a husky
voice to Colonel. "I think you're going to like what I have in mind." With that the
lovely young dark-haired beauty slowly spread her legs apart, still standing, and at the
same time thrust her hips forward so that her darkly curled loins hovered invitingly
right in front of the animal's waiting muzzle. Holding her breath, Missy watched his
massive head reach out lustfully towards her seething pussy. She flinched a little and
shivers waved along her spine and up and down her thighs as once again she knew the
tantalizing touch of the cool nose against her naked flesh, stirring her glistening cuntal
hair.
Then, just as she knew it would, the long hot animal tongue lashed out from Colonel's
mouth and splayed wetly over her quivering vaginal lips.
"Uuuuuummmmmmmm," moaned Missy through her tightly pursed lips as searing
sparks of desire seemed to bounce up from between her legs. Almost at once her
swollen little nipples started to harden in response to the maddening wet caress of her
vagina below. Moving her hands slowly up along her sides, the aroused woman cupped
her quivering breasts, massaging the stiffening tips into pebble hardness as her 
animallover began to lick in earnest at her cunt below.
"Jesus, how did I ever survive these last three days?" Missy asked herself. She knew that
she would never let anyone have Colonel again. Once she was finished with him now,
she would take him back home, and to hell with Lori. Breathing harder now, the
panting woman worked her legs open a little wider, doing all she could to open her
quivering cunt as much as she could to the lapping dog's huge wet tongue, wanting it
to dig deeper and harder up into her naked pussy flesh. Colonel could sense what she
wanted and did his best to comply, turning his head to one side so that he would be
able to lick right up into her dark hair-fringed vagina above, her pink wet cuntal lips
parting willingly before his determined attack.
Looking down in hard breathing fascination, Missy gazed at the wet, hot organ push its
way through the tender sensitive folds of her cunt, searing far up inside before finally
slithering back out and up, with a nerve-tingling lick, over her aroused and hardening
little clitoris, then it reached out to start its exciting progress all over again from far
back between her shuddering thighs, extending almost all the way back to her anus as it
began again its maddening trip.
Looking more and more like a pagan goddess, the beautiful young brunette stood in full
naked abandon before the huge beast crouching up between her widespread legs.
Gradually her body began to rotate above the waist in a slow sensual movement, her
hands still gliding in voluptuous circles over her passion-swollen breasts while her head
twisted slowly from side to side so that the thick dark mane shifted sensuously from
one tanned shoulder to the other.
"Uuuummmm... Colonel... lover... too much... too good... more... more... I want you...
all of you," Missy moaned mindlessly. This was the best she had ever had, made all the
more exciting by the fact that she had gone so long without it. It was the most
wonderful tonguing imaginable. If only I had the money, I'd set him up and have him
do this to a million women. They'd pay thousands for this, she thought to herself. Jesus,
the feelings were so strong, so overwhelming! Already her legs were trembling so badly
she wondered how long she could remain standing. She hoped it would be for a long
time. She wanted to continue this sweet torture forever. It was too bad she would
eventually cum. That would end this heavenly bliss.
Each shattering swipe of Colonel's skillful tongue was opening up her vagina more and
more, so far, in fact that the slavering animal was able to thrust his curling tongue-tip
directly up into the hot wet little passage. This arousing new assault brought Missy up
on the top of her toes as she felt the dog burrow into her sensitive inner channels.
Moaning mindlessly, the agonized woman reached down to take the dog by the head,
gripping his ears in an effort to pull his lust-inciting tongue even deeper into her
shuddering cunt. Gasping as she leaned forward, the maddened woman saw that
Colonel's massive cock was already beginning to emerge from inside his furry loins,
swollen into fully aroused hardness, teased into life by the wild stimulation of licking a
naked passionate young pussy. A great happiness swept over the love-starved dog and
for the moment his frustration of the past few days was forgotten.
Missy stood above him, frozen into immobility for a moment despite the frenzied
working of the dog's wet tongue between her thighs, staring at the huge scarlet spear of
dog-cock. She knew that in a few minutes she , would once again have that massive
penis sunk to the hilt up in her hungry vagina, just as soon as she came under the wild
lickings of his searing tongue. That was the way it had been before, and that was the
way it could be now. But she had been without the dog for so long that she decided
that she would go all the way with her sexual celebration. She had thought about this
off and on, and now she wanted to go through with it. This would be very different, she
mused, just as she had promised her lover.
Below her, Colonel stopped his licking, his mind in tune with his mistress, and looked
up questioningly. Never taking her eyes from that glistening penis beneath his furry
belly, now over half exposed, Missy pushed his big head away from her warmly
secreting vagina and began to lower herself to her knees next to the German shepherd.
Colonel looked confused and whined unhappily, not wanting to be deprived of the
exotic taste of the sensuous perfumes that poured in such bountiful quantity from that
tender warm slit up between those silky human thighs, but Missy began to speak softly
to him, reassuring him with the sound of her words.
"I told you we were going to try something a little different," she said. "Now be a good
lover and lie down."
Even though this was something Lori would say, there was something in Missy's voice
that told the aroused dog that he would not be disappointed. Still, he could understand
only the sounds of the words and not their meaning. He remained confused but
decided that he would trust his lovely naked mistress. He wondered if he were being
reprimanded for fucking Lori, and he wondered if he might be receiving punishment
for being away from Missy for so long. What ever punishment he might receive though,
he knew it would be fair. He was finally lying full length on the rug, his head half
hidden between his paws, waiting to accept whatever Missy might deal out to him.
Missy couldn't keep from smiling at his child-like expression as he looked up at her
with big brown eyes of hope and pleading. Dropping gracefully to the carpet herself,
Missy squirmed around until her hips and loins were positioned right next to the dog's
head, her own face right by his hindquarters. The next part was going to be the hardest,
she thought. If she could only make him understand what it was she wanted.
"Roll over, Colonel," the naked beauty said through her panting breath. At the same
time she gave him a little push and sure enough, he went right over onto his back, his
hairy penis-sheath wantonly exposed. Drawing one leg up, bent at the knee so that her
thighs once again opened to bare her still-throbbing pussy slit between, the love
starved young woman wiggled her lush lips in close against his muzzle as he lay facing
her, almost pressing her cunt into the dog's now eager-looking face.
"All right, lover," Missy cooed. "Take it from the beginning." Her voice choked with
excitement. "Lick me. Lick my cunt."
That was all Colonel wanted to hear. Once again that massive head buried itself deep
up between his lovely mistress's lewdly parted thighs so that his tongue might lap at the
warm secretions flowing so freely from her pouting cunt. As the first lick seared into
her loins, Missy found herself paralyzed from the sheer ecstasy of it, unable for several
minutes to move or even think coherently as the well-remembered flood of sensual bliss
drew tight every nerve. Then she remembered what she wanted to do and looked down
hungrily at the shrinking sheath that hid Colonel's half-erection. Yes, the gasping
woman thought as her hips jerked uncontrollably under the dog's eager lingual caresses,
she wanted to bring that giant scarlet cock all the way out. She would not be satisfied
with the half-way measure in which it now existed. She wanted to make the animal cum
with her own hands, to draw the hot sperm from his hairy balls to jet lewdly out from
the tapered tip.
The very thought of wanting the dog as satisfied as she was sent a ripple of lascivious
delight waving through Missy's hotly aroused nakedness, and added to the thrill she
was receiving as his scorching, tongue dug wetly between her vaginal lips like a hot
knife through melted butter. Gasping, Missy slid one of her hands up over the dog's
hairy belly, gliding it sensuously deep down into the softness of his loins, letting it
wander over the thin-velvety skin before finally her searching fingers moved to the lewd
bulge of the animal's hairy penis sheath, squeezing firmly at the full potential hardness
inside.
Colonel whined loudly under his mistress's hot stimulating touch, feeling his penis
jerking uncontrollably deep up within his own belly. Sensing the dog's reaction, the
increasingly excited girl lay on her side, so that both arms were free of her weight, and
moved a second hand up to join the first, using them together to squeeze and knead at
the hairy cock. With a feeling of lust-filled triumph the aroused dark beauty could feel
the hidden penis inside begin to stir and grow, and she waited breathlessly, hoping for
the appearance of that excitingly pointed tip. Impatient, Missy reached back with one
hand towards her canine lover's flaccid balls and scratched lightly with her fingernails
over the sensitive surface, bringing another pleased yelp from the surprised dog.
This was a totally new and unexpected turn of events for the aroused animal. Thus far
he had done nothing to human females except lick their cunts and ram hiss massive
cock up into the tender little mating hole that rested so high up between their lovely
thighs. But now he liked what his mistress was doing to him. He could have both
sensations at the same time; could lick and savor the warm, rich juices gushing from
her tender pink vagina while at the same time bathing in pleasure himself. Eagerly the
happy animal continued to lick at the pungent cunt-flesh throbbing so hotly under his
lashing tongue, spurred on by this new stirring in his powerful loins. This renewed
attack on her cunt registered on every one of Missy's screaming nerves but never once
did she slacken her delightful methodical massaging of Colonel's loins.
As her fingers continued the gentle caressing, she could feel a strong surging inside the
soft-furred covering and she knew it would be only a few seconds before she saw the
first scarlet evidence of her animal-lover's arousal.
Yes, oh God yes, the mindlessly aroused young woman thought to herself, her breath
catching in her throat, here it comes. Here it comes! And the dog's cock she had so
busily been bringing to life shot out with a smooth wet rush, glistening brightly in the
late morning light. Despite all her experience, the staring young naked woman couldn't
help watching in wide-eyed fascination as the throbbing penis grew and grew under her
constantly working fingers until it had reached the mammoth size she knew so well.
Moving her fingers slowly down from the hairy sheath, she placed them around the
naked cock itself, finding it wet and slippery to the touch, the scarlet dog-cock
lubricated with its own juices. With a look of total sexual fascination the panting
brunette seized the throbbing penis directly and began sliding her hands slowly up and
down its searing length. Another yelp of pleasure broke from the dog's throat at this
new sensation, but the trembling animal never once stopped licking at the ever
flowering opening before his bobbing mouth. He was having his cake and eating it too.
For Missy it was also a special occasion. True, she had missed Colonel all this time, but
she wanted to make up to him for what she had put him through by giving him to Lori.
She could sense as soon as she entered the house that Colonel was not being sexually
satisfied with Lori, that his dog-cock was probably aching from his arousal with the
lovely blonde, only to be ignored. She would show her animal-lover how sorry she was
that she had placed him in such a situation. Her eyes fastened on the thick beveled
penis trapped so tightly between her working fingers as she rhythmically pulled and
jerked, sliding the moist scarlet skin back and forth over the hot rigid core between,
wanting to be able to see that hot animal sperm gushing forth.
What would it be like? she wondered. She knew what it felt like as it flooded her hotly
aroused cuntal passage, but to actually see the shooting milky-white sperm pour over
her hands... that would be a sight to behold. The mental image burned in the young
woman's lust-crazed mind as she pumped madly on that huge fleshy animal penis. And
when it would happen, she wanted to cum too – wanted to join her lover in one long
wet orgasmic upheaval, both of them writhing together in total ecstasy.


* * *


In the upstairs bathroom, Lori was blotting her silky smooth skin tenderly and lovingly.
The very touch of the warm, wet sponge against her skin reminded her of Colonel's
thick, hot tongue running all over her body. For a moment she stopped her washing
and allowed her mind to wander to the vivid memories of Colonel's cunt-licking. Now
that she had Finally decided to do something about her sex life with Bruce, everything
seemed to be different. She and Bruce had hardly quarreled since she had found out
about Colonel's special properties, and as a result, Bruce seemed to be less and less on
edge. Again blotting her breasts, she shivered as the sponge dripped warm soapy water
over her sensitive nipples, making the bright-red buds come alive with a half-erection.
The mere thought of Colonel sent shivers through her naked wet body, and she decided
that she would hurry up with her bath. She could not wait to have the handsome dog
lick at her cunt.
Slowly, sensuously rising from the bath like a Greek goddess, a vision of loveliness, the
water dripping from her perfectly curved body, her long blonde hair held on top of her
head by a simple metal clip, she hummed a little song to herself. In the quietness of the
nearly soundproof bathroom, her voice seemed to fill not only the room but her mind
as well. She stretched out her long, sleek arm and reached for a towel, proud that she
had taken the bath for her animal-lover. She wanted to present herself to Colonel as a
perfect package of sensual delight.
Sliding the towel slowly down over her smooth flat belly, Lori savored for a moment
the final delight of her bath, hesitating for a moment before finally dropping the towel
to her loins and teasing lightly at her golden triangle of pubic hair, rubbing the water
away, yet at the same time doing far more. Already she could sense the sensual
moisture building up inside her vagina, not only from the towel against her nerve-filled
cuntal area but also from the knowledge that in just a few minutes Colonel's lust
quelling tongue would once again be slipping deep up into her quivering wetness.
The very thought of the delightful scene she was anticipating with her animal lover
began to spark mad little flecks of unbalanced passion in the young woman's mind, so
she hurried her final moments in the bathroom, suddenly anxious to begin a day of
sensual fulfillment. Putting on her dressing gown over her milk-white nakedness and
carelessly tying the belt in front, Lori walked out the door into the hall.
Suddenly she stopped dead in her tracks. She thought she heard a sound coming from
the living room. She held her breath and strained her ears to listen. It sounded like soft
moaning! There was someone in her house! She tried to remember if she had locked
the front door. Surely if someone had entered the house, Colonel would at least bark.
The huge beast was enough to frighten away even the most determined robber. There
was only one possible explanation. Something had happened to Colonel.
Lori could feel her heart stop at the very thought. Not only because her life might be in
danger, but also because she might have lost the greatest lover she had ever known.
Taking a deep breath, she walked slowly down the stairs, her ears straining to catch any
sound that might be made. As she came closer to her living room, the moaning became
louder, and Lori's heart was beating so loudly that she thought whoever was in the
house would surely hear her.
And then she heard a sound that could only have come from Colonel's throat. He was
still in the house! That thought alone made Lori feel very happy and reassured. But
there was something about that sound. It was not one of pain or torment. The animal
actually sounded happy! And that other sound. There! She heard it again. It was a
woman's voice, and it sounded just as happy as the dog's.
Lori felt her fear leave her, replaced by a strange wonder. She had to find out what was
going on. She had to! She inched down the stairs and turned her head toward the
source of the sounds in the living room. Then her wonder turned to anger, and the
young woman froze in shock, her eyes opening wide as she stared in utter disbelief at
the lustful scene before her.
In the soft late morning light of the room, Lori at first saw only a tangle of gleaming
human flesh and soft, light brown fur, but a second later she realized it was Missy's
naked body lying half on its side, one leg lewdly bent so that her wantonly opened
pussy was positioned right over Colonel's dark muzzle, while at the same time the big
animal was lying on his back, his thick scarlet penis trapped tightly between Missy's
wildly pumping fingers, his tongue lapping greedily up into Missy's clasping pink cunt!
Lori had no idea how long she stood there, frozen into immobility by shock and horror.
She wanted to move, wanted to stop the horrible thing happening right before her eyes
but somehow she just couldn't. It took the confused young woman a long while to
dredge up from the lower depths the reason for her paralysis, but finally it burst over
her in a wave of shocked understanding.
It was Colonel's penis! Although the willing animal had licked her to orgasm many
times, the young blonde woman had never before seen his massive cock in its fully
aroused state. Usually her eyes had been closed as she writhed in mindless ecstasy
under the dog's lashing tongue and it never occurred to her that her pet might be as
aroused by their intense sex-play as she was. But there it was right in front of her now,
huge, glistening, scarlet, ending in a throbbing, tapered point; and worst of all – in the
hands of another woman!
This last realization finally wrenched Lori out of her trance and she called out sharply,
"Colonel!" To her surprise,, the huge dog did not move. In fact, he acted as if he didn't
hear her, but kept up his wild licking of the pinkly glistening slit so near his muzzle,
not about to give up the tremendous sensations Missy was stroking into his lust-fired
penis with her nimble fingers. It was Missy, however, who reacted, surprised by the
sudden sound of another voice in the house that she had thought empty. Twisting her
head around but never losing her grip on that huge throbbing cock, the lovely dark
woman gasped out once, "Lori!" She spoke it as though it was a real struggle for her to
get the word out. She was panting, her beautiful fine-boned face transformed by the
passionate licking she was getting from below, her large dark eyes shining like
shadowed stars. Then her head turned back as she obviously let herself slip once again
down into the sensual ecstasy she had been enjoying before Lori's entrance.
"Missy, you get out of my house and leave Colonel alone!" Lori shouted as she bounded
down the stairs.
"Can't," Missy moaned, obviously forcing the words from her throat. "Too late... we're
going to cum... few more seconds... "
"Not with my dog, you're not," Lori shouted.
"He happens to be mine, or did you forget," said Missy, each syllable sounding like a
major effort. "Besides, if you care about him so much, why don't you want him to
cum?" She gasped as the wonderful tongue below stabbed hotly up into her streaming
pussy, and then turned her attention back to the huge fleshy dog-penis that throbbed
between her fingers like some powerful engine.
Lori was stunned by the question Missy had asked. It took several seconds for her to
understand just what Missy meant, and then she furrowed her brow as if in deep
thought.
"Colonel... cum...?" For some reason it never occurred to her that the dog might need
satisfaction too.
"Of course, you silly blonde," Missy managed to moan. "What the hell do you think
I'm doing to his cock, pushups?" Then Missy made no more effort to talk but allowed
the wonderful flames of passion Colonel's tongue was spearing into her welcome cunt
take over her whole body while her hands coaxed the hot semen out of her animallover's 
hairy balls. To hell with the fact that she was being watched.
Missy had no way of knowing the effect her last words were having on the
dumbfounded young blonde. At first, Lori was shocked by Missy's rude sarcasm, but bit
by bit it dawned on her that the older, darker woman was speaking the truth. She had
been completely selfish with her furry lover. She had thought only of her own needs
and had never once considered his own. She felt ashamed and she turned her head
away from the sexually enticing performance taking place in her living room, her face
flushing at the thought that she could have been so self-centered. And then she thought
of Bruce, how she had demanded that he satisfy her and not even giving a damn that
she might be satisfying him. Lori's anger and jealousy for Missy quickly turned to a
deep and profound admiration. At that moment, Lori felt closer to Missy than she had
to anyone in a long time.
As the pretty young blonde watched the sexual spectacle taking place on the floor in her
living room, she found that there were other thoughts racing through her mind. Total
nudity was something virtually forbidden in her parents' home, and as a result, Lori
had seldom seen a naked woman before. In fact, except for a occasional shower in
college, the only naked female body Lori had ever seen was her own, a reflection in a
mirror or an occasional glance at her nakedness as she lay in bed. Now, as she watched
the panting, moaning, living reality that writhed on the floor before her, she could
sense the reality of smell and sound as well as the sight of the soft, inviting, naked
female flesh.
Lori found that her wide open eyes were fixed on the older woman's lushly formed
figure, and she was able to see part of one high-set rounded breast silhouetted against
the darker background of Colonel's glossy coat. The nipple on that breast was swollen
now, jutting out pinkly, brought to pebble-hardness by the passion that swept through
her body. Such a long, slender back, Lori found herself thinking, a gracefully curved
expanse sweeping down from slender shoulders before it swelled again into
voluptuously flared hips. Somehow it was those hips, the magnificent buttocks that
drew Lori on, the rounded half-moons, slightly pulled apart now by Missy's widespread
thighs, so that Colonel's tongue might find easy access to her quivering pussy. Every
now and then Lori could see the dog's long pink tongue splay back between Missy's
milky-white thighs to lick at the farthest recesses of her loins, making the soft rounded
buttocks jerk and shudder in sheer ecstasy.
Without quite realizing it, Lori found herself pulling back her robe and letting it drop
to the floor, baring her body, her lovely young body. There was nothing about her
actions that seemed strange to her, nothing that conflicted with the morals her parents
had tried to teach her. Everything seemed right and proper to her now. Slowly, the 
fullbreasted blonde started forward.
The first warning Missy had that the young blonde had changed position was when she
felt gentle hands gliding over her back, slowly moving down toward her spasmodically
clenching buttocks. Even so, the panting darker woman did not look back, not wanting
to take a chance on spoiling whatever magic was happening. She was sure that
something good was about to occur. The gentleness of the hands told her that. Too
much was happening now for her to pay all that much attention to any one part of it.
Her loins burned like fire, brought to a peak of delirious excitement by Colonel's
thrusting tongue such as she had never known before. At the same time, the great cock
in her hands let its own overpowering pleasure be known to her by the way it jerked
and trembled under her touch. Yes, yes, she could tell that it would soon be spurting its
hot load out into the room, gushing out total fulfillment before them all. And now...
now... those loving gentle hands behind her were now working insistently downward
between her quivering buttocks, low down, near her pleasure-washed cunt, searching,
searching. Almost unbelievingly Missy felt her innocent young neighbor's fingers begin
an experimental probing at her rectum, teasing around the rubbery little opening as if
they were trying to decide what to do.
"Aaaaahhh," the eagerly writhing brunette gasped out as she felt a sudden hard pressure
against her anus. Automatically her loins bucked forward away from the sudden hot
sensation that convulsed her already shuddering loins. Could this actually be
happening? she thought. Her doubt was immediately washed away in a sweeping wave
of searing bliss as that finger came back once more, this time to push knowingly up
inside her hot rectal depths, just a little way at first as the sphincter muscles
instinctively fought the hard penetration.
"Oh, God," Missy moaned out suddenly as her whole lower body seemed immersed in
a hot, all-enveloping sensation. Coupled with Colonel's wild lickings at her quaking
cunt, the finger that now began to worm relentlessly up around inside her sensitive
anus drove Missy to the very brink of orgasmic frenzy. The amazed woman felt an
obviously naked body move close up against her back, two bare breasts dragging
stiffened nipples over her ultra sensitized flesh. The finger plunged deeper, bringing
another moan from the blissfully tortured woman's chest. She almost lost herself then,
almost slipped down into a world of private ecstasy, but one last spark of intent in
Missy's mind reminded her that she still had a job to do. Opening her glazed eyes, the
moaning woman once again focused all attention she could muster on her hands, on
the fingers still wrapped tightly around the massive throbbing dog-cock only inches
away.
Summoning up the last of her strength, Missy once again began pummeling the huge
red shaft that jutted up like a red rocket from the dog's hairy belly below. Every stroke
she made as she slaved over the throbbing penis only seemed to make the slavering
beast – whose massive head lay between her own wide-splayed thighs – lick all the
harder, digging his thick wet tongue deeper and deeper up into her pleasure-wracked
cunt, filling her with hot darting shafts of delight that seemed to shoot all the way to
the top of her head. Fighting against the seductive paralysis of this unbelievable
stimulation, enhanced now by the searching finger in her ass, Missy redoubled her
efforts, jerking and pumping at the blood-engorged animal penis in her hands with all
her strength, chanting out mindless mewling sounds as she worked like some Roman
slave of long ago. Staring in fascination at the brightly colored penis before her, the
half-crazed young woman knew it would be only a matter of seconds before it would
begin to spew out its charge of thick hot cum. It was trembling in her hands like a live
snake, and Colonel's loins were jerking uncontrollably, his upturned legs kicking out in
helpless reflex as his orgasm approached.
One... two... three more powerful tugs at the massive dog-penis and that was it!
Suddenly the huge penis began to vibrate and the hairy balls below swelled to incredible
size and tightness. Missy could actually feel the searing semen rushing madly up the
length of the hotly throbbing cock as it sought release. At the same time, the dog's last
spasmodic tongue-thrusts into her own lust-heated cuntal depths seemed to touch off a
white hot sunburst far up inside her twitching belly, joined by a second nova as Lori
behind her thrust a second blissfully punishing finger far up into her crazily tingling
rectum. Before her the moaning woman's own orgasm snatched her away to another
world, yet she was able to see finally thick white semen jet out in a long gush from her
dog-lover's immensely swollen cock and spout up into the air to cascade back down
over her naked body, covering her belly and loins with hot sticky flecks of cum. And
then she was gone.
Lori stared in amazement as she felt the beautiful naked body before her suddenly go
rigid and then begin to buck and jerk in a series of powerful contractions. Hot slippery
fluids gushed back over her hand from Missy's cunt as it began to contract madly. The
younger girl could actually feel her writhing neighbor's internal muscles working
against the fingers that still disappeared wantonly up into her rectum.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeee!" Missy gurgled out once as her stomach muscles
sucked in sharply, her buttocks clenching powerfully together in a series of quick jerks.
To the watching Lori it seemed as if something would have to give, that somehow
Missy was going to split in two from the obvious power of the forces at work deep up
inside her spasming belly. For a second the younger girl felt a moment of jealousy,
wishing it could have been her who was experiencing this sexual upheaval, but just as
quickly she pushed the thought from her mind and drove her fingers as far up inside
Missy's soft rubbery anal depths as she could, the knowledge that she was adding to her
neighbor's passion causing strange little tremors of excitement to run through her own
loins.
On and on it went, the scarlet penis spurting under Missy's spasmodically clenching
fingers, the big dog whining and yelping, his head trapped between Missy's twitching
thighs, and Lori holding on for all her life behind. Finally Colonel lay quiet, his cock
slowly beginning to shrivel back up into his belly. Missy gave one last shudder and
collapsed gasping against Lori, unquestionably exhausted. The younger girl pulled her
finger out of Missy's asshole, marveling at the slight popping sound they made as they
withdrew. For long moments there was no other sound in the room other than Missy's
labored breathing, then Colonel struggled to turn over and got shakily to his feet. The
large dog looked down at the two naked females still sprawled on the floor and then
walked over to a corner in another part of the room to lay down contentedly. A
moment later Missy managed to turn her body so that she was facing Lori, who blushed
as she met the older woman's eyes.
"I... I really can't believe I did that," Lori stammered. "It was something I never thought
I would ever do."
Missy silenced her with a wave of her hand. "Don't worry about it," she told Lori.
"Sometimes those things just happen."
For another long moment there was nothing but the sound of heavy breathing as Missy
fought to catch her breath. Each woman was lost in thought, and they were laying so
that their heads lay at opposite ends, their bodies parallel, head to toe, but they were far
enough apart so they could see each other's faces. Missy moved her eyes slowly along
her younger companion's body, drinking in all the sensual beauty of her full breasted
form. She had known that Lori was beautiful, but seeing her naked like this proved it
even more to her. Damn, she thought to herself, how beautiful and tender she is.
Because of their positions, Missy could see clearly the golden triangle of Lori's pussy
hair. Missy couldn't see any more than that because the young blonde had her thighs
pressed tightly together, as if she were nervous about being naked in front of another
person but not knowing what to do about it. Missy smiled as she thought about how
Lori must feel with her brother, even after all this time.
"I'm sorry I came into your house," Missy said finally, "but I just couldn't stand to be
without Colonel. When you started keeping him in, I got very lonely."
"That's... that's all right. I understand. He's... quite a... lover." Lori felt more than a little
ashamed about confessing this in front of Missy, but she reasoned that the older
woman must have guessed everything by now. There was no point in trying to keep it a
secret any longer. Especially after what she had just done.
"I knew you and Colonel would make out just fine, once you got going. Frankly, I was
a little surprised that it took you so long to find out, although I was even more
surprised that you actually did it at all. I really didn't think you had it in you. Living
with a man who is not your husband is supposed to be for people a little less prudish
than you seem."
"I know what you mean," Lori answered, amazed at her sudden frankness. "But I really
wouldn't need Colonel if... if... things were a little better between Bruce and me."
As soon as she said it, Lori was amazed that she could say such a thing to someone who
was almost a total stranger. But there was something abut Missy that told Lori that she
could open up and talk about what was on her mind.
"Ahhhh," said Missy with a knowing smile. "Bruce mentioned that there were problems
between you. Is there anything I can do to help?"
"I... I don't think so," Lori stammered. She was making a very real effort to be casual,
but it was not easy for her. Despite the fact that Missy was trying her best to be
friendly, Lori was not used to being asked in front of another woman like this.
But it was becoming hard for Lori to think of Missy as another woman. Having been an
only child, Lori found that she was beginning to think of Missy as an older sister,
someone with whom she could share her problems.
"If you would let me try and help," said Missy, "I might be able to do something. It
sounds to me as though you're selling yourself a little short. There's no reason to do
that. You're a very beautiful woman, you know." Lori felt her face flush as she heard
these words, and she closed her eyes, a little embarrassed. And then she felt the hands
of the older woman gently caressing her breasts, moving slowly from one perfect pink
tipped nipple to the other. It was a very soothing massage, and Lori could feel all her
tension melt away with the kneading. She kept her eyes closed and arched her back,
pressing her breasts tighter into the hands of the older woman as she sucked in her
breath at the feather-like sensations Missy was causing with the running of her fingers
over her voluptuously naked flesh. It seemed like the perfect thing for the older woman
to do. It was a soothing, relaxing massage, and Lori could feel an easy delight waving
through her body, calming her tormented mind.
"Doesn't Bruce make love to you when you want?" Missy asked, her voice barely above
a whisper. Lori was becoming lost in the sensation of her breast massage, and it took a
long while for her to answer.
"No, that's not it," she said finally. "He makes love to me every day. Sometimes two or
three times. It's just that... well... he doesn't do it long enough."
"You mean he cums too soon, can't hold it back until you have your orgasm?"
"That's exactly it," said the lovely naked blonde, surprised that she was able to speak so
frankly about her problems with Bruce. Her mind was becoming detached from her
body as she noticed that Missy's hand massaging her breast was becoming bolder. "I
know he wants to satisfy me, but he just can't."
There was another long silence, and Lori again arched her graceful back, pressing her
breast tighter into the opening and closing palm of the older dark-haired woman.
"And so you decided to let Colonel fuck you, to take Bruce's place."
Lori stiffened, pulling her breast away slightly from Missy's caressing fingers. "Fuck me?
You mean he can actually do that, too?"
"Of course, silly," Missy said in a quiet, understanding voice. "I've known a lot of men,
but Colonel is the best lay I've ever had. Why do you think I was so eager to see him
again? I really missed him after you started keeping him indoors."
"I... I had no idea," said Lori in a thoughtful tone, again relaxing her body and allowing
her breasts to once again be massaged by Missy's gentle fingers. Her head was spinning,
and the picture of Colonel's huge scarlet cock flashed into her mind. She could
remember vividly the sight of Missy's hands pumping up and down on that massive
dog-penis, stroking and loving the tapered glistening cock.
"Well, that will have to change," said Missy. "You really don't know what an orgasm is
until Colonel gives you one."
At first the thought of having the massive dog fuck her was totally inconceivable to the
young innocent blonde, but the more she thought about it, the more fascinating it
became. Besides, she was beginning to experience the first symptoms of advanced lust
as the older woman's naked body stirred slightly next to her, her palm causing her lush,
full breast to tingle as it wandered over the coral-hued nipples springing out against her
fingertips. She found that her eyes were fixed on the dark-colored triangle of pubic hair
so close to her face, wondering what tender moistness must lie up between the lightly
clenched thighs. Again, as earlier in the day, she found that she was thinking thoughts
that went against her strict moral training, but she found that she could not put them
out of her mind. Having Missy's hand on her breasts like this was so soothing, so
relaxing, so... so good. Nothing that felt this good could be considered wrong.
"You do want to feel Colonel's cock rammed right up between your legs, don't you?"
For a moment, Lori felt her body tighten again. Could she actually do such a thing?
The whole concept of actually being fucked by a dog had never occurred to her, but he
more she thought about it, the more delightful it began to look. She could remember
how large his penis had looked. Could a woman actually take such a thing between her
legs without splitting in half?
"I... I don't know... I've never thought about it," she said.
"It's better than you could possibly imagine," Missy crooned. The older woman was also
feeling the growing feelings of lust smoldering in her belly. God, how she wanted to
know the body of this lush ripe blonde lying beside her. She wanted to see this sweet,
still innocent young woman turned into a raving animal. "Tell you what. I'll lick your
pussy until you're ready for him."
"Lick my pussy?" Lori asked, her voice sounding as though she were in a half-dream.
Missy's breast massaging was relaxing her more than she thought, and she was finding
it hard to think.
"That's right, and you'll love it. I know you will. Bruce licks your pussy, doesn't he?"
He sure does, thought Lori to herself, and it was one of the most wonderful feelings she
could think of. Could the older woman actually match Bruce's skillful tongue? Without
waiting for an answer to her question, Missy slid her hand away from the naked blonde
woman's breast, letting it trace a hot trail down over Lori's already trembling flat belly
to come at last to an agitated rest in her crisp golden cuntal mound. "Open your thighs
a little," said Missy as she let her hand work lower to slide between the firm young
thighs that were still clenched, and with a little upwards pressure she helped Lori open
the path to her hidden vagina. Missy almost gasped aloud as she saw the tender pink
cuntal lips bared so close to her hungry gaze, framed in their gilded setting. Eagerly her
head moved forward, intent on the promised feast.
Lori was suddenly abhorrent of what was happening, and then just as suddenly
fascinated by it. Her head was swimming with sexual fantasy as she felt her lovely
naked neighbor's head working between her partially open thighs. Looking down, Lori
could no longer see the expression on Missy's face, only the smooth white curve of her
throat under her chin, for Missy's features were now lost between the soft silky flesh of
her own thighs. For one long moment Lori stared at the brunette's ripe Firm breasts,
pressing lightly against her own belly, which was quickly rising and falling in time to
her ragged breathing. My God, she thought, Missy is really going to lick my cunt. And
I want her to! I want to experience everything she has to offer.
Lori could no longer feel as if this was wrong. She had never in her whole life imagined
that someday she might be lying like this, about to let another woman thrust her
tongue up into her vagina, but now it seemed so right. Missy was so much wiser than
she, so understanding.
The older woman seemed to know just what to say, just what to do. Besides, she had
allowed Colonel to lick her cunt, something she would never have thought possible less
than a week ago. It felt so wonderful having Missy's lips teasing and kneading against
her pussy, and all the air was driven from her lungs as she felt the older woman's hot
breath pour searingly over her nakedly exposed vaginal lips. Gasping, the young blonde
found herself thinking that if Missy's breath felt so good, how would it actually feel
when she lashed out with her tongue... and then she was unable to move as that
thought raced through her mind. She wanted to feel Missy's hot wet tongue worming
through her vaginal passage, wanted to have her pussy licked by this older, lovely,
naked woman. The gasping blonde was very aware of Missy's face working deeper and
deeper between her now unresisting thighs, and now she could feel the lush dark
woman's saliva-moistened lips poised right up against her pulsating cunt.
Lori could feel a shock wave of delight searing through her as Missy's tongue pressed
lightly against her pussy opening, and she opened her eyes in amazement. She found
that she was staring at Missy's pussy poised mere inches from her lust-filled eyes.
Despite her inexperience it was not hard for the young blonde to tell that Missy was
highly aroused. Tiny beads of vaginal moisture glistened on the inside surface of the
half-parted cuntal lips, and for a second she was not sure if she could see a deeper
excited pulsing over the pink-petaled vaginal opening. How would it taste if she put her
own lips against that well-soaked entrance? she wondered. And then every thought was
washed from her mind like the flash from an old-style camera as Missy's tongue at last
darted out and stabbed deep into her own cunt.
"Aaaaaahhhhh," Lori gasped out as that first searing contact shot a blast of burning
flame far up inside her belly. Her whole body jerked, first away, from instinct, and then
forward so that her cunt thrust automatically against the slippery little mouth pressed
so tightly against it. Missy didn't waste a second. Instantly she started worming her
slaving tongue up into the moistly shuddering slit, running it furiously up and down
the whole heated length, pausing only for a second on each lust-inciting trip to probe
delicately at the trembling blonde's rapidly flowering vagina, knowing that she mustn't
hurry too much. It would be better to take her time, she knew. Lori might be willing to
learn, but there were still remnants of the moral training she had received.
And then, to her own amazement, Lori found that her own thighs were opening wider
of their own accord, instinctively welcoming the attacking tongue, baring before it her
now wide-splayed cuntal slit, wanting it to dig far, deep up inside the hotly clamoring
depths. Demandingly, the young blonde's loins jerked forward, trying to entice the little
pink messenger of bliss deeper, all thoughts of resistance quickly gone. But the more
experienced woman shoot withdrew for a moment before once again letting her tongue
shoot out, this time to graze Lori's sensitively throbbing clitoris.
"Aaaaahhhh, God, oooohhhh," Lori moaned, no longer able to remain silent. Her
breath gushed from her lungs as once again Missy began to run her tongue up and
down the full length of her pussy slit, playing teasingly over the opening of her
hungrily contracting vagina. Oh, how the young blonde wanted that desire-giving
tongue up inside her, like a thick writhing cock.
Suddenly Missy deserted the hot liquid depths, holding back one tantalizing second
before lashing out her tongue to stab hard against her young friend's quiveringly erect
clitoris, making the writhing blonde cry out in wild abandon, unable to control at all.
That darting jabbing tongue ran wildly in little circles around her almost painfully
palpitating sensation bud, then to her further amazement and delight Missy began to
suck at the little button, circling it with her lips in tight embrace, and at the same time
nipping lightly with her teeth.
Then once again the omnivorously ravishing tongue slid down the steaming valley of
her blonde-fringed cunt, darting around, shooting finally far up into her wantonly
aroused vagina, then licking broadly over the whole flat-splayed area of her writhing
pussy, teasing again at the blood-engorged clitoris. Tongue... tongue... that wonderful,
blissful tongue was everywhere at once, driving new and incredible sensations of delight
into the quaking cunt before it.
Squirming and moaning to the rapturous mouthing of her burning cunt, Lori mewled
and cried out as rippling waves of wild erotic delight seared through her body, forcing
her into a twisting curve. Beginning to pant explosively, the moaning blonde opened
her legs as wide as possible while at the same time thrusting her steaming loins forward
to get maximum contact with the burning little lingual spear. Although Missy too was
gasping aloud, her own loins burning wantonly with the lust-charged knowledge of
what she was doing to the once innocent young blonde before her, she never once let
her mouth lose contact with the sweet seething mass of cuntal flesh, giving one last
mighty thrust up into Lori's vagina while at the same time vigorously shaking her
lovely dark head from side to side.
That last lascivious effort was the final trigger needed to set off Lori's impending
orgasm, releasing at last the intolerable pressure that had been building up deep inside
her softly convulsing belly.
"Ooooohhhh... aaaaaahhhh... Good, Missssyyy! I'm cuuuuuuuuuuu...
aaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh!"
The young blonde's last maddened cry choked off into a gurgling moan as sexual
ecstasy deluged her nakedly spasming body, sucking in her sleek stomach muscles again
and again as wave after wave of hot relief buffeted her screaming insides into a mindless
frenzy. Jerking, trembling, writhing, the delirious young woman was lost in a timeless
world of endless pleasure while her convulsing cunt gushed forth a hot stream of
fragrant pussy secretions that nearly choked the still wildly tonguing Missy. But still
Missy never lost contact with the throbbing depths before her until the last quiver had
passed from her young lover's shuddering body.
Waiting a moment until the younger girl had gotten her breath back a little, Missy
finally pulled her head from between her satiny thighs. "Roll over on top of me," she
urged up at the sex-groggy Lori.
"Wwwwhhhaaaa...?" Lori moaned out, not fully hearing. Missy repeated her request
and then urged the young blonde with her hands until finally Lori was positioned over
her, knees on either side of the darker woman's face so that her own blonde-rimmed
pussy was right over the lips that had so recently sucked it to orgasm, while looking
down at Missy's own openly offered cunt. "Now do the same thing to me," Missy
purred.
"Lori was so overcome with sexual pleasure that she responded without hesitation. As
the blonde gazed at the pulsing reality of Missy's pussy, the lips pulled apart by the
widespread position of Missy's legs, she lowered her face against the dark-curled
mound, letting her tongue shoot out lizard-like to spear into the seductive depths
below.
Lori felt the woman under her stiffen with shock at the first hot wet contact and choked
a gasp in her throat. Lori needed no further encouragement, and she went to work with
a will, her mouth fastening hungrily to the quivering loins below. The young blonde
found herself savoring the sweet taste of Missy's cunt, such a strange medley of flavors,
at the same time syrupy and tart, like all her favorite candy bars rolled into one.
Struggling to learn, Lori lapped excitedly, picking up from Missy's frenzied reactions
what pleased her the most.
From across the room Colonel began to show signs of renewed interest as he saw the
two pinkly glowing female bodies so wantonly tangled together. At first he paid only
slight attention when his mistress had tongued Lori, but then when Lori crawled on top
so that her well-rounded buttocks were poised invitingly high in the air, the big dog's
ears picked up. He had never seen his mistress like this, but now he remembered all the
times he had been aroused by the blonde girl's loveliness while he speared his tongue
deep up into her sweet-smelling little slit. Those tantalizingly raised half-moons proved
too much for the lascivious German shepherd and he quickly got to his feet and padded
silently over to the two intertwining women.
The first intimation Lori had of the dog's presence was when she felt his cool nose
sniffing up between her slightly parted thighs.
"Wha... what's that?" she blurted out, for the first time breaking contact with the
pulsating cuntal flesh beneath.
"It's Colonel," Missy answered, a little disappointed that the wonderful mouth was no
longer licking her cunt. She had already seen the dog's handsome head above her own
face as he sniffed at Lori's fully exposed pussy. His black nose moved in closer to brush
lightly over the young blonde's tightly puckered anus.
"Make him go away," Lori moaned. "I want you all to myself."
"You have to remember to be less selfish, right? I think he wants to fuck you."
"But I want you to fuck me," the young blonde sobbed. "I want you to lick me to
orgasm."
"For Christ's sake," Missy said in exasperation. "Can't you tell whey you have it made?"
Looking up along the dog's belly she could see that already his penis was sliding out of
its hairy sheath in all its glistening scarlet power, growing larger and redder with each
passing second. A moment later the eager animal had mounted Lori's shaking back and
Missy freed one of her arms to take the swollen cock between her fingers, thrilling to
the familiar hot slippery feel, the same as she had experienced the very first time she
had guided it into her own eagerly waiting cunt so long ago.
"Okay, Colonel, fuck Lori just like you fu fuck me!" Needing to be told nothing more,
the excited animal danced in closer, locking his strong forelegs tightly around Lori's
slender waist while Missy gasped in delight below as she saw the huge animal-cock
poised directly over her face, its beveled tip only half an inch from the blonde's gaping
pussy mouth.
And then Lori decided that she wanted to be fucked by this hairy beast. She closed her
eyes and tried her prepare her vagina for the splitting pain she knew would come. "Oh,
please, Missy," she moaned. "Let him do it to me. I want his dog-cock in my cunt."
Trembling, she tried to look back down between her legs to see what was happening,
but all she could see were the twin mounds of Missy's passion-swollen breasts. Then
she felt the first hot searing contact of the massive dog-penis that would soon impale
her, and her desire washed through her body like a tidal wave. And then she knew
more than ever that she wanted to be fucked by the huge dog. "Oh yes, yes, yes... I
want it... fuck me, Colonel, fuck me!" The panting girl raised her buttocks high, as high
as possible, spreading her legs at the same time to open her lust-hungry cunt.
It wasn't a moment too soon. Feeling his needle-tipped cock catch at the opening to
Lori's gaping pussy, Colonel instinctively rammed forward, burying his dripping cudgel
in one slithering rush far up into the kneeling girl's hot little cunt. Animal style, he
never gave the girl a chance to become accustomed to his huge presence, but began a
fierce pumping of his powerful loins, thrusting his cock mercilessly again and again into
the soft flesh before him.
"Uuuuhhhh," Lori grunted in stunned surprise. Never before in her whole life had she
been so filled. It felt for a moment as if something would have to tear open inside her
to make room for the massive invading cock, but the blonde girl's vaginal muscles soon
became used to the jack-hammer fast intrusions into her lust-filled cuntal depths.
Wantonly her sleek buttocks set up an answering rocking motion to meet the fiery
challenge. It began to feel good, better than anything the innocent girl had ever
experienced before. She barely had the presence of mind to once again bury her face
between Missy's thighs, realizing that she had a duty to perform there.
Below her, Missy gratefully felt the blond woman return to the avid sucking of her
tingling pussy, as she herself stared wide-eyed all the while at the giant scarlet dog-penis
flashing in and out of the younger woman's juicy cunt, pulling tiny tendrils of moist
pink pussy flesh out with it on the out-stroke and then ramming them back up inside
as the big animal crashed his hips forward stroke after stroke. Opening wider and
wider, Lori's vagina voraciously tried to swallow every inch of that mighty cock, right
down to the hairy balls that slapped with machine-like regularity against her tenderly
swollen clitoris. And Lori knew that she was almost, delightfully, there.


Chapter 6


Bruce found himself watching the clock day as he sat in the private office his company
had given him. He was happy in his new job, and he made friends quickly, but today,
he could not keep his mind on his work. Something about Lori had been bothering him
for the past few days, ever since the argument about marriage. From that morning, she
had seemed all too happy to have him leave the house in the morning, making sure that
things went smoothly and swiftly, At first he thought it might be because she was
taking another lover, but he put that thought out of his mind. Lori would never do
something like that. Then he reasoned it was her way of making up. She hurried him
out of the house because she knew he was embarrassed about not being able to bring
her to orgasm, and she did not want him to feel more uncomfortable than he already
did.
That was it! he told himself. And he knew now what he should do about it. It was really
the only decent thing to do, and he could kick himself for not doing it long ago. He
would marry her! She was not trying to trap him into marriage. He was simply
avoiding it, and it was ruining their relationship. He loved her, and now he would
prove it.
That was why he was watching the clock. He wanted to make sure he didn't waste one
second of his lunch hour. He wanted to rush home exactly at twelve and propose to
her. He would have liked to do it sooner, but his boss, although a nice enough man,
understood nothing of the romantic desires of people, and would never let him go
home early.
At last it was twelve, and Bruce was out of his building like a bat out of hell. Racing
home through the light noon-time traffic, he made it to his house in record time, and
he could not hide his smile as he opened the front door and stepped into his living
room.
Instantly he was aware of alarming sounds, sounds that seemed to arise from some sort
of struggle. An especially loud sobbing groan filled the young man with the direct
impression that something was very wrong. Without stopping to think, Bruce blasted
into the living room and then stopped dead in his tracks, stunned by the wanton
spectacle before his staring eyes.
It didn't take him long to realize there were two women obviously locked in a Lesbian
embrace, or that a huge German shepherd was busily fucking one of them from behind,
and as his eyes became more and more accustomed to the dimmer light indoors, the
shocked realization hit him like a ton of bricks.
The dog was Colonel, and the two women were his sister and the woman he loved and
wanted to marry.
He let loose with an uncontrolled roar of rage and horror, and the effects were
immediate on the trio before him. Colonel was the first to react. Sensing that he might
be in a lot of trouble, the huge dog for the first time in his life deserted a pair of
buttocks in mid-fuck, backing away with his tail between his hind legs, his penis
shrinking quickly back up out of harm's way. Missy stopped her cunt-licking but said
nothing. Lori raised her head and stared in horrified disbelief, her mouth hanging open
as she raced through her mind to try to think of something to say. Finally she started to
get up.
"Hold it, lover," snapped Bruce, and the young blonde froze, sensing from the sound in
his voice that he meant everything he said. "Just what the hell do you think you're
doing?" Bruce sputtered. "No wonder you were so anxious to get me out of the house
this morning, not to mention all the other mornings since Colonel came to us. I'm
going to take that dog and have him scattered all over Atlanta."
"Sorry, brother of mine," said Missy as she moved to a sitting position. "You even make
a move toward that dog and I'll have him turn on you. He's mine, remember. Lori
made the mistake of thinking he was hers as well, and I set her straight. You don't want
me to do the same thing to you, now, do you?" And then she marched right up to the
surprised young man and thrust her face close to his. Bruce was about to make some
violent rejoinder when he became suddenly aware that he was standing inches from his
naked sister. For years, as she had developed, he wondered what she looked like naked,
and now he knew. Wonderful. Simply fantastic!
Seeing all the initial hostility drain from her brother's face as his eyes glued themselves
to her breasts, now brushing the front of his shirt, Missy decided to press the advantage
she was enjoying over her confused brother. "So, lover,"-she said, letting her voice
become seductive, "You complain that Lori doesn't satisfy you, she complains that you
don't satisfy her, but at least she does something about it. She's doing all this for you,
you know."
Lori couldn't believe what she was hearing, but she was still too shaken to say anything.
She had never thought she was doing any of it for Bruce, but as long as Missy said
something that might calm Bruce down, she was all for it. She was in no mental
condition to defend herself.
"For me..." Bruce began. "I don't under... "
"Of course you don't understand, lover boy," Missy said smilingly. "That's because your
head is full of shit. You're afraid to make a commitment to the woman you love, and
your stupidity is making the both of you miserable."
"What are you talking about?" Bruce said, trying to gain his balance. His voice began to
crack, though. He knew Missy was telling the truth. It was the same truth he had come
to realize less than an hour ago.
"I'm talking about that hair-trigger cock of yours."
'Missy forced herself not to smile as Bruce's mouth fell to the floor in shock. She knew
that she was treading on thin ice, and that she would have to time everything just right.
At any moment Bruce might think his sister was pushing him too far and might do
something everyone would regret. The older woman turned to Lori. "Honest to God,
the two of you almost make me sick. You look like adults, but you act like children.
You blame everything on each other, when you should be sharing the blame."
"W... what do you mean?" Lori managed to ask, fighting to hold back the still-welling
tears in her eyes.
"I think you need a little practice in fucking, and don't give me any shit about the
practice you've already had. Now the both of you pay attention," Missy ordered, giving
the fascinated Bruce several little shoves that brought the backs of his knees up sharp
against the edge of the large chair in the living room. The confused brother fell into it,
and in one graceful movement dropped to her knees right in front of him.
"The way I figure it, neither of you have ever thought that Bruce might be able to get it
up more than once. Let's give him a shot and see what he can do with this possibility."
And before the two lovers knew what was happening, Missy reached forward and
boldly unzipped Bruce's fly. All of a sudden long cool fingers were extracting the
amazed young man's penis through the opening. With gaping mouth, Bruce saw his
cock lying in his sister's palm, pulsing gently as it began to quicken to life.
"Say, the kid wasn't bullshitting," the smiling brunette said. "Now let's see how long it
takes you to cum." Still sitting transfixed in his chair, Bruce watched in disbelief as the
jerking slowly lowered her dark head towards his penis, which was jerking larger with
each passing second. A moment ago he had been almost ready to kill, and now his
sister, a woman whose sheer beauty and sensuality had always seemed to be an
unobtainable dream was clearly about to put his cock in her mouth. Lori was also
shocked and watched in speechless awe. She knew that by all rights she should stop this
action, but after all that had happened to her in the past few days, it seemed only
natural. Her own mouth began to salivate sympathetically as she watched Missy do
something to Bruce she had never had the courage to even think about.
"Hey, wait a minute," she heard Bruce say, but then his voice choked off as his lovely
sister's tongue shot out and stabbed against the tiny opening in the head of his cock.
Under that maddening stimulation his throbbing penis burst into full glory, rearing up
like an angry cobra.
"Mmmmmmm, I think it likes me," Missy said, and then opening her lips she slid them
moistly over the now swollen purplish head and began to suck the tip of her now
willing brother's cock. Staring down in amazement the surprised young man looked in
awe at the beautiful dark head poised over his trembling loins. He knew he could
probably just reach down and push Missy away, but at the moment it seemed like an
impossible idea. Instead his eyes closed as erotic feelings of sensual pleasure began to
shoot upward from his hotly trapped penis.
"No... we shouldn't... I shouldn't." He found that he could not complete his thought.
Even though Lori was watching, the young man reached down to wrap his hands
tightly in the thick lustrous hair that spilled over his loins, and with a jerk he pulled
Missy's lips down farther onto his pulsating cock-shaft. To hell with Lori, he thought.
After what he had caught her doing, watching this would serve her right. For her part,
the gaping young blonde stood watching in appreciative awe, not knowing what else to
do. She had been through too much already to be all that bothered by what was
happening before her. What was mostly annoying her was the unfulfilled feeling deep
in her hungry loins which had been rudely deprived of the lust-sating dog-cock only
moments ago. Staring .hungrily at Bruce's desire-thickened cock disappearing up into
Missy's ovalled mouth, Lori found herself wishing that somehow it were being thrust
up into her own wanting pussy instead.
The whole little scenario didn't take long, perhaps less than three minutes, and then
true to form, Bruce could feel the familiar bliss-filled churning in his balls.
"God!" he half-shouted, "I'm cumming already! For the love of God, don't stop sucking
my cock!" Then his blood-engorged penis began to vibrate as the hot jets of sperm
rushed its swollen length. This was not the first time in his life the young man had had
his cock sucked, but it was certainly the most enjoyable, and he was unprepared for the
incredible sensation as Missy sucked madly on his spurting member, working him to
heights of passion that were almost unbearable. As his head arched back in ecstasy he
was able to see out of the corner of his eye the almost ludicrous picture of Missy's
cheeks hollowing again as she sucked with all her lust-inflamed strength. It seemed to
go on for an eternity and then the depleted young man slumped back in the chair, his
exhausted cock deflating in Missy's mouth. The smiling sister let the limp penis slip
wetly from her mouth and licked the last traces of hot sticky sperm from her lips.
"Not bad, if you were trying to set a new record," she said wryly. Turning to the
confused Lori she added, I can see what you mean. A girl like you would have to be
really experienced to keep up with something like that." Her words deflated Bruce, who
thought she was making fun of him, but the lovely dark woman got lithely to her feet.
"Now it's time for round two," she said. Even though he had just cum, Bruce could not
help staring at the beautiful sleek body now standing nakedly in front of him. For a
moment his sex-glazed eyes couldn't decide whether they wanted to focus on the high,
proud, ruby-tipped breasts or feast on the softly shadowed pussy that nestled up
between Missy's smooth ivory-white thighs.
Moving closer to the still-seated young man, her hips swaying provocatively, Missy
reached out for one of his hands and then pulled him unresistingly to his feet, his eyes
still hazed with the force of his recent cock-sucking. As soon as he was standing before
her, the exotic beauty moved closer still and began unbuttoning his shirt. Even before
she had pulled the garment completely from him, the brazen sister leaned forward and
traced her stiffening nipples in tiny circles over his naked chest. Immediately the
gasping young man felt a faint lurching in his again aching loins. There was no longer
any thought of resistance as she began undoing his belt, and before he knew it his
trousers were in a heap around his feet.
"Come on, get those shoes off," Missy ordered, and he obeyed. Bruce was now standing
wearing only his shorts, and while his penis, poking through the opening was not quite
erect, it was also not as shrunken and lifeless as it had been a moment before. His
lovely sister began to work the shorts down over his hips, letting the elastic band rub
across the end of his still dripping cock. Once the thin garment was down around his
ankles, Bruce automatically kicked them free, his reviving cock now at half-mast as he
stood completely naked. Without a word Missy moved into his arms so that Bruce
could finally feel the full, sensuous, naked length of this desirable woman against his
own trembling flesh. He pressed his lips down on hers, and for a long moment their
tongues met, darting together inside the moist caverns of their mouths, and then she
was slipping down, her soft flesh sliding lingeringly over his until she was again on her
knees before him. Reaching forward, Missy took his cock in her hands and placed it
gently in the valley between her large taut breasts, then, sensuously, provocatively, the
experienced woman pressed the soft mounds together, trapping his penis between their
seductive warmth, and began voluptuously working their tender beauty back and forth
over his ever growing cock.
From a few feet away Lori watched, fascinated by the smooth competent manner with
which Missy managed her difficult lover. The younger girl was learning all right, and
vowed that from now on she would never be afraid to use the beauty of her body to its
full advantage.
"I think we can begin again," Missy said. And sure enough, Bruce was acutely aware of
the huge throbbing cock that disappeared between his sultry sister's high-mounded
breasts. Never had it felt so big – never had he been so aware of its hardness.
Wondering what this incredible brunette would do next, the young man was totally
unprepared for her next words.
"Right, lover," she said moving back a little so his cock leaped free from her
imprisoning breasts, and sweeping an arm grandly toward Lori, she ordered, "Go fuck
your girl." For a moment neither Bruce nor Lori moved, but their eyes met, shock
registering on each of their faces at these totally unexpected words. Then suddenly the
raging need in the young blonde's unfulfilled cunt overflowed to sweep her body in a
wave of hot lust.
"Oh, Bruce," she hissed, her voice almost in a whisper as she fought to keep her lust
from being so obvious, "fuck me. Please, fuck me now." And with that she lay down on
the rug, her legs wantonly parted and her graceful arms held upward invitingly. Bruce
stood in dumb shock, wondering how his day had ever managed to turn out like this.
Looking down in amazement at his shamelessly aroused girlfriend, ready to fuck him in
front of another person, he began to realize that he definitely didn't know her as well as
he thought he did.
There was a lot more to her than the timid faithful young woman he had imagined her
to be, but one thing was sure: she was ready to fuck. And so was he!
Quickly Bruce positioned himself between Lori's long widespread legs, holding his erect
penis in his hands as if it were something he was going to beat her with.
"Oh, lover, fuck me, fuck me hard," Lori pleaded, her asscheeks grinding down into the
carpet. Needing no further encouragement, Bruce fell forward onto her soft needing
body, worming his cock up against her ready eager cunt slit until the aroused blood
swollen head popped up inside her hungry vagina. From the very first thrust, the eager
man knew he had a real tiger on his hands, a mewling, straining, clawing she-wolf who
made anyone he had ever known look like an old maid.
After only a few seconds of frantic action Bruce was beginning to wonder if he would
be able to handle Lori's long suppressed needs all by himself. Damn, she's really a hot
little ball of sex today, he thought. She had even been fucking a dog when he came into
the room.
That's when the idea hit him, at first making his head spin as the fascinating thought
seared through his thoroughly aroused mind like a thunderbolt. The very strangeness of
the plan he was forming caused the young man to stop short of his fucking, stunned by
his own imagination. Could he do it? Lori, twisting passionately below immediately
noticed that he was no longer plunging his thick, hard penis up into her seething
depths, and asked pleadingly, "God, Bruce, don't stop now. Fuck me. I want to feel you
inside my belly."
"Don't you worry, honey," he answered hoarsely. You'll get all the fucking you can
handle, but first I want you to wrap your arms and legs around me." Lori obeyed
without hesitation, and then gasped in surprise as Bruce quickly rolled them both over,
until she was sitting on top, straddling his loins with his hotly throbbing penis impaling
her cunt. She had only made love with Bruce in this position once before, but she could
tell that this time it would be totally different, and the pleasantly surprised young
woman began lifting her buttocks up in the air and then sliding down on Bruce's lust
rigid cock, delighted at the new sensations she could work into her fiery cunt. Then she
felt Bruce's strong hands pulling her shoulders down while his loins pushed her hips
high in the air.
"Missy!" the young man called, "get Colonel over here!" The dark haired woman
hesitated for a moment, but then the first faint glimmer of understanding came over her
face, changing to a lustful smile as she realized what Bruce had in mind.
"Wha... what are you doing?" Lori asked in surprise.
"This is gonna be a twosome," Bruce answered. "Colonel is going to have some fun
too." Still the confused young blonde did not understand, but a second later she felt a
familiar cold nose sniffing at her buttocks as Missy led the nervous animal up to her
wantonly raised ass-cheeks. From the way the animal's nose was digging urgently up
between her thighs, the young woman knew he meant to fuck her, but there was only
one place he could do it.
"Bruce! God no! You can't have him fuck me in the ass! He's too big. He'll split me in
half."
"Now relax, honey," Bruce soothed pantingly. Don't forget, you were a virgin in your
cunt once. You'll get used to it. In fact, you'll love it." The highly aroused young blonde
braced herself against the first piercing thrust, and Bruce held her in a tight embrace,
and then Colonel's hairy forelegs settled once again around her quaking waist, pinning
her from behind.
"God, Colonel, don't hurt me... please... don't..." the young woman pleaded. But it was
too late. There was no stopping Colonel now. He had already been cheated of this
luscious morsel once and now she lay helpless beneath him. The big dog moved in
closer, shuffling forward on his hind legs while his bright pink tongue lolled excitedly
from his mouth. Already the watching Missy could see his huge scarlet penis sliding
wetly from under his belly, ready to thrust up between the buttocks of the young
blonde pinioned wantonly below.
Lori felt the hot tapered point trail over her quivering buttocks, then slip into the 
widestretched crevice between her ass-cheeks, finally catching for a second at her 
tight little rubbery anus.
Sensing that pointed presence jabbing threateningly at her vulnerable anal opening, the
trembling young woman tensed, knowing that there were never any gentle moves from
Colonel. And sure enough, as soon as the big German shepherd sensed an empty
opening before him, his powerful loins jerked forward, worming the tip of his
monstrous cock just up inside the tight nether ring. Immediately the excited animal
began his usual machine-gun like thrusts, pounding into the cringing white buttocks
ahead.
Bang! Bang! Bang! The huge cock thundered forward, each mighty thrust driving it
another inch into the writhing blonde's hot rubbery ass. She held stock still for a
moment, her eyes widening in shock and pain, almost paralyzed by the terrible agony
that tore into her skewered ass.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhh," she screamed, "he's killing me. He's too big! Bruce! Help
me!" Her lover's only answer was a mighty thrust of his own swollen penis up into her
momentarily forgotten cunt below, sending incredible waves of sensation flooding
through her sandwiched loins. For a moment this new stimulation made Lori forget the
searing presence tearing apart her tender rectum, and the desperate young woman
decided to let the one fight the other. She found that by screwing her cunt as far as
possible on Bruce's penis, she could almost cancel out the pain in her rectum. And in
another few seconds she began to receive little messages of pleasure from Colonel's cock
too as her anal muscles slowly relaxed and stretched, allowing the big dog easier access
to her rectal depths.
After a few experiments, the increasingly happy young woman found that the two huge
cocks pounding up into her innermost depths were now fucking into her in perfect
synchronization and she pressed back to meet their rhythmic forward rush, feeling as if
some great molten ball of fire was filling her belly, only to wane and then fill her once
again.
"Oh, lovers... cocks... beautiful cocks... fuck me... fuck me hard..." the suddenly raving
young blonde moaned out.
And standing only a few feet away the still naked Missy felt her temperature rising
rapidly as she stared at the fascinating trio so near. Slowly her fingers groped down her
belly to slide over her pussy hair before finally digging up into her hot cunt below. For
a moment the excited brunette was tempted to end it that way, to bring herself to
orgasm with her fingers, but somehow that didn't seem enough, confronted with the
living image of the three bodies locked tightly together on the carpet. Impulsively Missy
dropped to her knees right beside Bruce's head and then crawled close, lifting one knee
and placing it on the other side of him so that her steaming loins were poised right over
his face and her back was to Lori.
At first Bruce didn't know what was happening, and he only knew that the light was
blotted out by some great hovering shadow. And then he slowly became aware of the
moistly steaming cunt poised so near, its narrow ribbon-like cuntal lips gaping open
hungrily showing the slippery pink flesh within. For a moment he just stared in
amazement, but then he heard Missy's voice breaking his trance: "Come on, lover boy,
eat it. Suck it like a raw oyster." Bruce blinked his eyes as the blatantly offered feast
slowly lowered itself to him and met it with his lips, opening them to suck in the tender
cuntal flesh while his eager tongue shot out to bury itself wetly up into Missy's openly
flowering vagina, causing such a bolt of sensual bliss to shoot through her gently
flexing loins that her head shot back and then began to twist wildly from side to side,
the thick dark hair flying in a rich cloud about her lovely face. Lori suddenly found
herself confronted with Missy's whitely rounded ass-cheeks, looming right under her
face, and after a little confusion lowered her head to try and lick at Missy's tiny
puckered anus, showing so clearly in the wide-split crack of her buttocks, but it was
almost impossible because her whole body was pitched forward every time Colonel and
Bruce rammed into her from behind and below. Strange delightful pleasure seeped into
the pinioned young woman's whirling mind as she was buffeted like a rag doll between
her three panting companions, a mere object for their collective lust.
Lying on the bottom of it all, Bruce delighted in the gift of Missy's tender, sweet
smelling cunt, an unbelievable addition to the feel of Lori's pounding body above him
and the wired sensation of Missy's dog's cock moving against his own deep within her
loins, only a thin membrane separating the two rampaging male organs.
The four bacchanalian celebrants were unaware of how much time they spent locked
together in their pleasure-filled tableau, filling the room with desperate gasps and the
lewd wet sluicing sounds of passion-filled orifices. And at the center of it all was the
lovely, previously innocent Lori. Never before in her whole like had the blonde girl
been so filled. Her whole nether region was stuffed with cock, her face buried against
Missy's ripe buttocks. How could this ever end? she wondered. How would it feel when
those massive threatening penises began to spew their hot loads up into her totally
receptive body? Suddenly her thoughts were interrupted by a choked moan ahead as
Missy began to climax, driven to a wild frenzy by Bruce's furiously lapping tongue, her
hot pussy juices gushing down over the groaning man's upraised face. Lori could feel
the older woman's buttocks jerking against her cheek, spasming in primordial release,
and then Missy was gone, collapsing forward onto the rug in a moaning heap.
Filled with a strange vigor from her dark-haired friend's powerful orgasm, the wildly
aroused young woman crashed back against the two cocks behind, her lascivious
wigglings finally pushing Colonel over the edge so that all at once the big dog began
emptying his animal sperm far up into the hot clutching depths of her quivering belly.
The hard hot jets seemed to touch off some delicate trigger inside the already half
maddened blonde girl.
"Oh God, fill me, lovers," she cried out. "Fill me with your wonderful cum." Lori jerked
back wantonly against the sprouting dog-cock several times, wantonly drawing the
milky liquid from it, choking it with her rectal muscles, finally making it give up in
weary exhaustion, all the life drained from it. As the German shepherd's shrinking
scarlet cock flopped uselessly from the tight little pucker of her anus, the young blonde
now found herself alone with Bruce, his lust-engorged penis still invading her wildly
aroused body. Knowing that her own orgasm was only seconds away, the sex-crazed
woman began to raise her suddenly freed buttocks high in the air so that almost all of
her lover's thickly gleaming penis slid out of her steaming pussy before she crashed
heavily back down again, as if to drive the huge pleasure-giving shaft all the way
through her body.
"I... I'm cumming, Bruce... cumming... cumm... AAAAHHHHH...!"
The tired young man smiled up as his beautiful blonde girlfriend sobbed out her
passion above. "I've been saving this for you," he said in tender glee, and then his own
sperm shot up from the sanctuary of his balls to race the length of his pistoning cock
before finally mingling far up inside Lori's churning vagina with her own gushing
cuntal secretions. For endless moments the young couple strained together in final bliss,
joined by the hot life-giving cum that flooded out over their tightly locked loins. When
it was over, their arms remained locked around one another in loving embrace as they
were finally joined together in mutually shared bliss once again.
And then Bruce held Lori's shoulders and pushed her away slightly. "I almost forgot
why I came home for lunch," he said. "I've been doing some thinking and I've decided
that it really isn't all that fair of me to ask you to do something you really don't want to
do."
Lori looked at her lover with confusion in her eyes. What could he be talking about?
she thought to herself.
"I... I don't understand," she said, a feeling of apprehension clouding her voice. "You
know I love you and will do anything you ask."
"That's what I thought," he said with a broad grin splitting his boyish face, "so I've
decided that I want to marry you. If you still want to get married, that is."
At first Lori couldn't believe her ears, but then as the realization of what he was saying
dawned on her, she too broke out into a happy smile, a smile that she could not have
prevented even if she had wanted to.
"Of course I'll marry you," she said when she was finally able to speak. And then she
reached out and planted a long, deep kiss on her lover, and time seemed to stop for the
young bride to be. She might have kissed him forever had she not heard a giggle
slightly behind her. Releasing Bruce, she turned her head and looked at her future
sister-in-law, who was smiling as much as she was.
"Well," said the still-naked Missy. "I never thought I'd be this happy for my younger
brother. This calls for a celebration."
"By the way," said Bruce as he pulled Lori tighter against his powerful body.
"Something's been bothering me a little. Knowing how you feel about Colonel, I'm a
little surprised that you let us have him. I should think that you would never let him
out of your sight."
"Well, lover boy," said the older darkhaired woman, "When you told me that you were
having problems with Lori, I thought you could use a little help. Looks like I made the
right decision."
"You sure did," said Lori. "And I hope you won't mind if Colonel and I keep up the
friendship we've made."
"Mind!" said Missy. "I should say not. In fact, I think we should include him in the
festivities now." And with that Missy joined the loving couple, planting her body
between them.
"Colonel," called out Bruce as he, Lori and Missy lowered themselves to the floor.
"Come over here. You're as much a part of this little family as anyone else." And the
big German shepherd yelped in joy and bounced across the room to his newfound
friends.
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RWS-401  Mother's Animal Lover
RWS-401 Mother's Animal Lover
by Stephanie Jackson


Chapter 1


Field's Pedigrees wasn't what Stella Burnside expected. The forty year 
old divorce had picked the dog breeder's name out of the phone book, 
and she expected to find a pet shop, or at least a kennel, at the 
address listed in the yellow pages. Instead, she found a sparkling 
white, old-fashioned wood-frame house, nestled calmly in the center of 
a residential block, looking no different from any of the other houses. 
The voluptuous black-haired woman checked the envelope on which she had 
jotted down the address, and she reviewed the directions that the young 
man had given her over the phone. Then she squinted carefully at the 
address over the green wood door to the white house. It all checked out 
-- this pleasantly homey looking house must be Field's Pedigrees, even 
though there wasn't so much as a sign outside.


It's a wonder they do any business, the gorgeous divorced woman thought 
as she mounted the gray-painted steps to the front door. It occurred to 
her that maybe she'd better go somewhere else to buy a watchdog. But 
that man sounded so nice on the phone! Stella had deliberately 
postponed several other errands that she had to run on her day off, 
just because she was anxious to meet the dog breeder. He was young, she 
could tell by his voice, and he had sounded positively charming! The 
magnificently proportioned woman couldn't put off the chance to meet 
another handsome young man.


She pushed the buzzer beside the door, and found to her relief that 
there was a small bronze plaque above the doorbell, saying, "Field's 
Pedigrees - Please Ring". There were two other doorbell buttons, and 
Stella guessed that the large old house had probably been divided into 
apartments. But how could anyone raise dogs in an apartment?


Her silent question was met with the sudden presence of a tall, 
athletically proportioned man, who seemed to materialize in the 
doorway. He had come around from the back of the house, and Stella 
turned slightly to talk to him.


"Is this Field's Pedigrees?" she asked politely.


The young man's eyes were resting uncontrollably on her abnormally 
large firm breasts, which were insufficiently hidden by the jacket of 
her lime green pantsuit. It was a few embarrassing seconds before he 
answered, "Yes ... yes, it is. I'm Matt Fields."


Stella was somewhat taken aback. You're Matt Fields? she repeated to 
herself. The man on the phone sounded young, but not this young! The 
dark-haired man who had just introduced himself couldn't be over 
twenty-one, if that! He was wearing a casual "Keep on Truckin'" t-shirt 
and a pair of cut-off jeans, and his manner suggested a man who was 
barely out of his teens, still retaining the boyish exuberance of his 
adolescence.


He smiled as he came nearer the gorgeous woman. "You must be Mrs. 
Burnside, the lady who called," he said. "The dogs are out back, if 
you'll follow me ..."


Stella followed the magnificently muscular young man out to the back of 
the lovely old house. The huge, dirt yard was partitioned into three 
separate areas, each complete with a running area and individual dog-
houses for the animals in that section. Matt immediately led the 
fantastic-looking divorce past a pair of beautiful Samoyeds and a 
family of three slender elegant Afghans to the largest area of the yard 
which was populated by German Shepherds of all sizes and descriptions.


"You said you wanted a guard dog?" Matt asked, when they had stopped by 
the gate in the fence.


"That's right," Stella nodded. "Since my husband left me, my daughter 
and I have had to move into an apartment, and, well, we just don't feel 
safe, all alone there," she confided, eyeing the handsome young man 
sideways. God, he sure was good-looking. Stella wondered how her 
daughter Jacqueline would take to a gorgeous guy like Matt Fields. It 
just might be worth it to invite him over for dinner or something, just 
to give it a try.


There was definitely something wrong with Jackie, Stella reflected. She 
hoped sincerely that her own stormy marriage to Phil Burnside hadn't 
been the cause of her eighteen year old daughter's unnatural fear of 
men. Since the divorce a year ago, the mother had devoted all her 
energy to helping her daughter adjust to their new life.


It wasn't that Jackie wasn't pretty! Lord no! Jackie Burnside was voted 
homecoming queen of her high school class last year, only she turned it 
down because she was too embarrassed to wear the revealing formal that 
the queen traditionally wore. The lovely, blonde teenager had the 
greatest pair of tits since Stella herself, but for some reason -- 
perhaps because of Phil's constant leering and crude remarks -- 
Jacqueline Burnside was ashamed of her body. Even though her father had 
been gone thirteen months already, the pretty blonde still hadn't fully 
adjusted to her own maturity, and now the black-haired mother was 
worried.


But, God, Matt looks like such a nice man! she said to herself. I 
wouldn't mid going to bed with him myself! Her eyes wandered to the 
faded worn crotch of his cut-offs, and she could just discern the 
outline of his sleeping penis. It seemed to bulge unconsciously out to 
the right, as if there wasn't room in his pants for both his balls and 
his cock, and the hot-blooded older woman gasped internally. Jesus, 
what he must look like with a hard-on!


Matt was nodding and smiling into her face, totally unaware of the 
scheming thoughts of the older woman. "I can see how you would feel 
safer with a dog," he said. Shit, she must have guys climbing in the 
windows with a body like hers! But he kept his private thoughts to 
himself, and let her into the large pen. "Most of these are two years 
old," he explained, "from the best litter Roxie here ever produced. We 
kept them all, instead of selling them as puppies, just so we could 
train them ... These three males ... King, Kaiser, and Klamath -- are 
your best bet." He snapped his fingers to three perfectly marked black 
and tan dogs, who came running to their master on signal. Matt 
continued to explain just exactly what the dogs were trained to do and 
what they were trained not to do, as Stella Burnside looked them over 
scrutinizingly.


She'd had a dog as child, back in Florida, but when her family had 
moved first to Los Angeles and then to Sacramento, their large boxer 
Fred had to be left behind. Since that time, and all through her ill-
fated marriage, the woman hadn't even given a thought to owning a dog, 
and now, she didn't know quite what the was looking for.


All three German Shepherd brothers stood wagging their tails and 
looking up expectantly at their visitor. Their eyes shone brightly as 
if they knew inside that this female human held an exciting promise for 
one of them, and they were silently competing for the honor. King and 
Klamath nudged irritably at each other's shoulders, their long pink 
tongues drooling with anticipation. Kaiser, slightly bigger than the 
other two, stood apart, quivering at an angle to his litter-mates. His 
deep brown eyes watched intently Stella Burnside's every move, and when 
he sensed that she was going to lean down and pet someone, he lurched 
forward to make sure he would be that one.


"Oh, my ..." the black-haired woman laughed. "You're a friendly boy, 
aren't you! Oh, my, yes!" She looked up at Matt, who was watching 
proudly from the gate. "Would a dog this friendly be any good as a 
watch dog?"


The athletic-looking young breeder smiled indulgently. "Oh, sure ... 
Kaiser there is just the dog I was going to recommend for you. He's 
super with the ladies -- trained as a bodyguard!" He looked up 
insinuatingly. "But he's very cautious around men. Do you have any sons 
or ... or ... well, men around?"


Stella shook her head and pressed her still youthfully smooth cheek 
into the German Shepherd's face. She caught the suggestive tone of the 
dog breeder's question, but she figured that Kaiser wouldn't object to 
her own private guests. Why, if she decided to buy this lovable 
watchdog, then she could just keep her men friends out of his way. The 
whole purpose of having a job was to keep unwanted males away from her 
and her daughter's small, relatively inexpensive apartment.


It was actually more for Jackie's sake that Stella wanted to buy the 
dog anyway. After the divorce, the forty year old mother had had to go 
back to the job she had left nineteen years earlier, when she had 
married Phil. It wasn't the sort of work that was suited to a woman of 
her age, but her voluptuously preserved figure had persuaded the 
manager of the "Double-X Theater" that Stella was still capable of 
pulling in the customers. What she did was sell tickets in the all-
glass booth out in front of the movie theater, her brief costume luring 
men in off the streets to view the X-rated pornographic films that were 
shown inside. The hours were late and awkward -- 2PM to Midnight on 
weekdays, and 4PM until 2AM on weekends. Although she drove her 1969 
Porsche, which she had won in the suit for divorce, to and from her 
job, Stella worried about leaving young Jacqueline alone in that 
apartment building. Anything could happen to the beautiful eighteen 
year old, and then she would be even more afraid of men than she was 
already!


As for herself, the concerned mother thought, just knowing that the dog 
was there at home would make her job that much easier. But she did hope 
that Kaiser's wariness of men wouldn't prevent her from having her own 
guests come in!


But how could she ask young Matt about that, without seeming to be some 
kind of dirty old lady hustler? Of course, in this particular case, she 
was peripherally interested in the handsome young dog breeder himself, 
but it wasn't always that way. The image of Stella Burnside as a cock-
hustling slut was a conjecture of Phil Burnside's imagination and no 
one else's. It had been Phil who had imagined that all his old college 
buddies were after Stella's body, during the early years of their 
marriage. In fact, that was why, when Jackie was almost four, the 
Burnsides had broken ties with all their old friends, and bought a 
house in Carmichael, a suburb North of Sacramento.


Things had settled down for two or three years, and then Phil had begun 
imagining that Stella was seeing his neighbors, or fooling around with 
her friends' husbands. In the quiet, residential neighborhood where 
they lived, Stella Burnside was far and away the most gorgeous looking 
woman around, with her striking jet-black hair and her animated, 
perfectly featured face. That was not to mention the exaggerated hour-
glass of her figure. Even after having Jackie, Stella had a smaller 
waist than a teenager, and her magnificent breasts were the whispered 
talk of Carmichael. She had long, shapely show-girl legs, flowing 
gracefully from her erotically curved hips and buttocks, and she always 
dressed to perfection, in clothes that showed off her assets nicely.


Any man in Phil's position as this incredible creature's husband would 
have been watchful, it's true. But Phil over-reacted. He took to 
locking Stella in the house all day while he was at work at the Board 
of Equalization, just to make sure that she didn't go out shopping 
where someone might see her and get ideas. Then, he began accusing her 
of sneaking around behind his back, meeting men he knew and men he 
merely imagined ... And there was nothing the raven-haired mother could 
do about it!


When Jackie was twelve, and her young breasts were beginning to bud, 
Phil had taken an inordinate interest in his daughter's development, 
transferring some of his paranoia about his wife to the delicate blonde 
figure of his daughter. He'd drive Jackie to school, thereby missing an 
hour of work, and then he'd take a late lunch so he could bring her 
home, too. He imagined that the leering young adolescents in the junior 
high school where she went had only one purpose in life, and that was 
to get inside Jacqueline Burnside's sheer pink panties. No wonder the 
girl was afraid of men!


Finally, Phil had insisted that Jackie be enrolled in a girls' high 
school, which was where she attended tenth and eleventh grades. It was 
this forced near-imprisonment of her daughter three years ago that had 
pushed Stella herself over the edge. In all the sixteen years of her 
marriage up until then, she had been scrupulously faithful to her 
husband. She had never so much as looked at another man, even though 
she was ware of Phil's meandering. Once, he had even laid a sexy little 
secretary at an office party, while Stella was right in the next room! 
The black-haired beauty had gone to get a cigarette out of her purse, 
and as she passed the cloakroom door, she'd heard the unmistakable 
whisperings of her own husband, and she'd flung open the door to find 
him naked from the waist down, his long, thick penis sluicing in and 
out of the damp pink cunt of a young blonde secretary, a girl who 
couldn't have been must older than Jackie!


Stella had prudently refrained from making a scene at the party, and 
she even decided to let this one instance of Phil's infidelity pass, in 
the interest of preserving her family unity. But then there had been 
another occurrence, not two months later, when he had taken Stella and 
their daughter to dinner at one of the fancy restaurants downtown. The 
gorgeous mother and her pretty daughter had been excited by the chance 
to dress up, and Phil was in better spirits than he had been for some 
time.


Stella had even dared to hope that her husband was finally getting over 
this ridiculous jealousy and over-protectiveness, but as soon as they 
arrived at their reserved table, she had realized the reason for her 
husband's exuberance. Their waitress was a petite, well-built redhead, 
and the way she unashamedly fluttered her heavily made-up green eyelids 
at Phil Burnside could mean only one thing. And sure enough, after Phil 
had taken his wife and daughter home, he suddenly remembered that he 
had left his checkbook behind at the restaurant, and he drove all the 
way back into town to retrieve it. Stella didn't tell him that his 
checkbook was still in his jacket pocket when she hung it up for him 
after he went back to the restaurant.


But internally, that night marked the change for Stella Burnside. 
Jackie was miserable in the girls' school that was halfway across town, 
and the sensual mother could no longer pretend that her husbands' 
concern was just his male protective instinct. She began to go out with 
other men, when Jackie was sixteen, knowing that it would only be a 
matter of time before Phil found out. Mostly, her dates were daytime 
affairs, with men much younger than herself, because men who were her 
age were all working. A couple of times she had even made it with high 
school boys, all the time imagining how they would be perfect for her 
daughter Jackie.


It was also around then that Stella began to notice Jackie's strange 
reaction to men and even boys her own age. She got frequent phone calls 
from boys, and yet she almost never went out. Last year, when Phil had 
left, Stella transferred Jackie back to the public high school for her 
senior year, in the hopes that it would help the lovely blonde girl to 
adjust to the fact that she was an attractive female on the brink of 
womanhood who would have to learn to associate with members of the 
opposite sex. It was at the public high school that the beautiful 
daughter of Phil and Stella Burnside had been elected homecoming queen, 
only to turn down the honor.


When Jackie graduated from high school last June, Stella had dreams of 
sending her to college, where she would be able to meet scores of 
handsome, eligible men. But it had been too expensive for Stella to pay 
the fees and tuitions at the state colleges and universities, because 
although Phil was still liable for support payments a long as Jackie 
was in school, the reality of the matter was that little money came, 
and even it was irregular. That was when the gorgeous divorce had 
moved with Jackie to a small apartment where all the utilities were 
paid, and that was when she herself had gone back to work.


Going back to work was what emphasized the need for some kind of 
protection, whether it be a man or dog. Jackie's schedule at American 
River Junior College, a tuition-free institution not far from the 
Burnsides' new apartment, was almost the exact opposite of Stella's 
work schedule. The young, perfectly proportioned blonde had classes 
from 8 in the morning until 3 in the afternoon, and often as much as 
five full days would go by when the mother and daughter wouldn't see 
each other at all!


And if Stella couldn't be around to look after Jackie, she at least 
wanted to have someone who could. A smart, loving German Shepherd who 
was trained as a watchdog and bodyguard would be the perfect companion.


The raven-haired beauty looked again into the dark intelligent eyes of 
the sleek two year old named Kaiser. A low grumbling vibration shook 
the large dog's chest, and Stella hugged his strong-muscled body close 
to hers, so she could feel the rumble through her ribs. Something told 
her that this puppy would be the one -- Kaiser was exactly the dog she 
and Jackie needed to have around.


She raised her eyes to the proudly watching young dog breeder. Matt was 
a veterinary student at Davis, the University campus near Sacramento, 
and he sincerely enjoyed the way his carefully-raised dogs seemed to 
charm their way into his customers' hearts. He'd been raising dogs for 
five years, since he was only sixteen, and he knew that dog breeding 
was exactly the right career for him.


"Yup," he said heartily. "I think Kaiser here is yours, Mrs. Burnside 
... I can tell he already adores you!" Not that any man alive wouldn't 
adore her, he thought to himself. A guy'd have to be blind or stupid to 
be unaware of what Stella Burnside has to offer!


Stella stood up and ran her hands down over the front of her lime green 
jacket, to smooth out the wrinkles. Her vivacious green eyes twinkled 
suggestively and she subconsciously lowered her eyelids as she slowly 
approached the young, t-shirt clad dog breeder. "How much will it be, 
Mr. Fields?" she asked, her voice a low, husky purr. "And how can I pay 
you?"


Matt Fields was flustered. Considering all the time and expense that it 
had taken to raise and train Kaiser from a puppy, his normal charge 
would have been $250, but something about the way the older woman was 
talking made him think she was making an alternate suggestion. But 
surely she's not ... I mean ... she looks too refined to be a ... a ... 
He couldn't bring himself to complete the thought, not in her striking 
overpowering presence. But what did she mean "How can I pay you?" if 
she wasn't thinking of an alternative to money? His young, finely 
sculpted face flushed slightly, and he felt his penis stirring in his 
cutoffs when he finally replied. "Kaiser is $250, ma'am ... but ... but 
..."


Stella's face fell. Two hundred and fifty dollars! That's two weeks' 
take-home pay! When she'd come out this morning with the intention of 
buying a good watch dog, she'd withdrawn all her money from the bank, 
thinking that it would surely cover the price of a dog. But all her 
money was just over $80, and she wouldn't even get paid again until 
Friday. "I-I'm sorry, Mr. Fields," she stammered, but her eyes were 
still glinting speculatively, "I didn't realize a dog would cost quite 
so much."


"He's purebred, Mrs. Burnside," Matt explained sheepishly, as if he was 
embarrassed about his asking price. But he knew that professional 
kennels could ask up to $500 for a trained German Shepherd puppy, and 
he only sold dogs as a hobby. "I have his papers in the house, and you 
get a week's supply of food, a regulation leash, and a free book on pet 
care ..."


Stella nodded as he spoke. "Maybe I could pay on time ...?" she 
suggested, almost as if it was a question. She was afraid that this 
young man was too innocent and inexperienced to realize what she was 
hinting at, and rather than take the direct approach and proposition 
him outright, she decided to be subtle, and let him suggest whatever he 
had in mind.


"Yes, yes, we could do that," Matt said quickly, pulling from his back 
pocket a squashed pack of cigarettes. It was the first time he had 
smoked since Stella had been here, and she was a little surprised to 
see a man so young lighting up a cigarette. Of course, he was a few 
years older than Jackie, the older woman reminded herself, and she had 
seen Jackie smoke on occasion, particularly when the blonde teenager 
was nervous. Maybe Matt Fields was nervous now, she reflected, and took 
advantage of the situation.


"Perhaps, Mr. Fields, I could get you tickets to the theater where I 
work -- the Double-X ..."


The dark-haired student looked at her suspiciously. This check works in 
a porno theater? Christ! She really needs a dog, if she's not a fucking 
whore! His cock leaped up in his cut-offs, and he was sure that by now 
his erection was completely obvious to the older woman. Maybe she IS a 
whore! He looked at her scrutinizingly, his dark brown eyes examining 
her whole lithe body for some kind of subconscious clue as to her 
occupation. But to his surprise, the young student found none of the 
mannerisms that he associated with the prostitutes he and his college 
buddies had visited, not too far from where the Double-X Theater was 
located. Stella Burnside just stared back at him languidly, her green 
eyes flickering provocatively. Christ, what does she want? the dog 
breeder wondered. He didn't want to offend her ... but at the same 
time, he wanted to make the sale.


"I ... um, it's okay, Mrs. Burnside, about the tickets to the theater 
... I'll tell you what ... Could you give me a down payment now, and 
then $25 a week until it's paid off? That way, well ... you can take 
Kaiser with you now, and ... and ..." He didn't know what else to say; 
she had put him under some kind of spell. Just last week a man had been 
over trying to knock the price down on one of his Afghans, and Matt had 
refused. But something about Mrs. Burnside seemed to put him on the 
defensive, while at the same time, making him want to go all out to 
please her.


Wow! Some chicks really have what it takes ... he thought as he went 
inside for Kaiser's papers and a bill of sale. He found himself 
wondering about Mrs. Burnside's daughter. Hadn't she said she lived 
alone with her daughter? Hell, she must be about thirty-five or forty, 
he mused, even though she's built like eighteen! So her daughter could 
be anywhere from ten to twenty, roughly ... His brown eyes sparkled 
when he handed her the paper to sign. Stella Burnside would be coming 
to see him once a week to make the payments, and sometime, she might 
even bring this daughter she talked about. Hell, any girl with Stella 
Burnside for a mother would have to be built!


Matt grinned inwardly as he handed Stella Kaiser's leash, and helped 
her carry the food to the car. He'd be looking forward to next Friday 
all right -- that was for sure!


It was nearly three in the afternoon when the voluptuous divorce led 
the eagerly exploring puppy up to the second floor of the apartment 
building that was to be his new home. At least the owners of the 
building permitted pets ... They had to, because Stella had heard it 
rumored that they had four dogs of their own, even though they lived 
out in the suburbs and not in one of the apartments they operated. Now 
that the Burnsides had a dog, four out of the five families on the 
second floor had pets of some kind, and so far, the animals had caused 
no problems.


Jackie wasn't home from school yet, so Stella fixed herself a Scotch 
over and sat down to watch an afternoon game show. She took Kaiser off 
his leash, and let him wander around the one-bedroom apartment and 
small sun-deck that overlooked the swimming pool. Before she'd gone out 
this morning, Stella had bunched up some old blankets in one corner of 
the deck, intending to make a sort of bed for the dog, but Kaiser 
merely sniffed at the blankets and came inside to curl up on one end of 
the day-bed, which served as Jackie's bed at night.


Oh, well, Stella thought, he'll get used to sleeping in his own bed 
eventually ...


She left the television set going, noiselessly, and went into the 
bedroom to take a nap. She'd slept only four hours last night as it 
was, and Jackie would surely be home soon, so she wouldn't sleep too 
long. She left a note on the refrigerator for her daughter, explaining 
Kaiser's presence, so Jackie wouldn't be alarmed at seeing a strange 
dog in the apartment.


But Stella must have been emotionally exhausted, because when her 
lovely blonde daughter did arrive, the older woman didn't even wake up 
to Kaiser's growls.


"Oh! Eeeee!" Jackie squealed upon opening the door. "Wh-what are you 
doing here?" She was addressing the dog, forgetting, for a moment, that 
it was her mother's day off and that she should be home somewhere. The 
tall, well-proportioned blonde shivered into the corner of the tiny 
kitchenette, bumping backwards into the refrigerator in her fright. 
Kaiser came toward her, wagging his tail happily as soon as he 
recognized the same scent he had picked up from the day-bed. Whoever 
this jittery female was, he knew that she belonged here just as much as 
the older woman did who had so recently bought him from his former 
master.


"Ugh, go away ..." Jackie whispered fearfully, until she felt the 
refrigerator door handle with her elbow and whirled around to see the 
note. Her eyes widened and her face relaxed as the eighteen year old 
coed read what her mother had written. Then she looked back at the dog, 
noticing, for the first time, what a really spectacular animal he was, 
a perfect specimen of his breed. His markings were absolutely 
symmetrical, and his coat was shiny and sleek. His eyes were friendly 
and expressive, and all at once Jackie bent down to cuddle him.


"Ooooooh, there's a gooooood boy, Kaiser ... I'm sorry I yelled at you, 
boy. I just hadn't met you yet, had I? ... Good dog, Kaiser ..."


The black and tan dog nuzzled up close to the sweet-smelling younger 
girl, reflecting, to himself, the similarity between this new human and 
the one who had retired to the other room. At the same time, he sensed 
that the blonde girl who was stroking him was young -- perhaps too 
young -- but there was a gentleness about her nature that the older 
woman didn't have. Instinctively, Kaiser knew that this female was more 
like him, for at two, he was still a lively, exuberant puppy. 
Impulsively, he thrust out his long pink tongue, running it along the 
inside of her wrist to show the affection he already felt for her.


"Ooooh, what a friendly dog you are!" Jackie cooed. She'd never had a 
pet, partially because her father hadn't liked animals that much, but 
she had always felt at ease around the dogs and cats that her 
girlfriends owned. Her native apprehensiveness prevented her from being 
the kind of person known as an animal lover, someone who goes around 
gushing over every dog or cat that comes along, but still, Jackie felt 
a kind of kinship with the animals she knew, and she could feel a 
kinship rapidly developing between herself and this new dog, Kaiser.


"Did Mother feed you yet, Kaiser?" she asked, noticing the huge bag of 
dry dog food on the kitchen sink. "Are you hungry?"


Kaiser merely wagged his tail and hung his tongue out as he followed 
the pretty new mistress toward the sink. It was till September, and 
Sacramento was warm this time of year, so it wasn't surprising that 
Jackie wore no hose, just a pair of sandals and a conservative, but 
alluring summer dress. The German Shepherd stroked his face across her 
bare calf, growling unconsciously with the silky soft smoothness of her 
tanned skin. Jackie twitched when his cold dog nose contacted her 
summer-warm leg, and she instinctively pulled her leg away.


"Oh, what are you doing, Kaiser?" she asked in annoyance. "My, God ..."


Instead of moving away at her reprimand, the Shepherd nuzzled in 
closer, letting his tongue lap up her leg past her knee, his head 
insinuating itself up her dress!


The startled blonde girl dropped the dish she'd gotten down from the 
cupboard and jumped to the other side of the room. "Kaiser, no! NO! Did 
they train you to do that?" When she asked it, it was merely a 
rhetorical question, intended to make the animal feel guilty for his 
lack of prudence. But as soon as she heard her own words, she grabbed 
the note from her mother again.


"Kaiser is a watchdog and bodyguard," the note said, "and he's supposed 
to like women ..."


"Like women?" Jackie repeated aloud. "Like women how?" As she looked 
down into the eyes of the dog that was watching her so intently, a cold 
shudder of apprehension gripped her. She stood absolutely still as the 
dog boldly approached her again, this time sticking his head right up 
the front of her dress, snaking his long dog tongue out to lap at the 
crotchband of her panties!


"Oh! ... Oooooooh ..." Jackie shivered. When she stepped forward, 
Kaiser stepped backward, his head still embedded between her trembling 
virgin thighs. When she stepped back, Kaiser stepped forward ... He 
followed her that way all the way into the living room, where the 
blonde teenager sat down in front of the soundlessly flickering TV set, 
trembling at Kaiser's touch.


She didn't realize that the fact that the TV was on meant that her 
mother was home. She had gotten so used to Stella's being gone to work 
by the time she came home from the college, that it was always a 
surprise to walk in and find her mother here, puttering around the 
house or fixing dinner. Today, however, her mother was asleep, and to 
Jackie, she might as well have been at work.


"Oh, God, Kaiser ... Oh, God, you can't do that ..." Jacqueline was 
whispering to the friendly dog. "Didn't they teach you not to do that? 
Oh, God! How can I make you stop licking me?" Her big, blue-green eyes 
were dilated fearfully as she lay back on the cushions atop the 
mattress of the daybed. The eager German Shepherd puppy leapt up beside 
her, his nose still buried in her secret, forbidden loins as he slurped 
his tongue in and around the crotchband of her panties, tasting the 
faintly sweet flavor of her untried femininity.


Jackie had never felt a man touch her there before, let alone a dog! In 
fact, the only person who had ever stroked her warm sexual slit had 
been Jackie herself, during one of her infrequent, guilt-ridden 
masturbation sessions. She knew it was wrong to touch herself there, 
but sometimes she just had to do something, and her father's strictness 
had banished any other thoughts from her pretty, inexperienced young 
head.


But now, something totally unexpected was happening to the innocent 
teenager. She was feeling the flickers of arousal that she had felt 
when her own small fingers played between her vaginal lips, and as she 
looked down at the dog who was causing them, she could see his 
thickening red penis slipping ever-so-slightly out of its well-
concealed sheath, the tiniest drop of semen appearing on its bright, 
gleaming tip. Kaiser knew what he wanted, but he had been carefully 
trained to please his master or mistress, and he was waiting for some 
kind of sign from the young girl that it was okay to go ahead.


Jackie, however, was too confused to give any clear signals of any 
kind. The sheer, unprepared for eroticism of the situation that had met 
her at home this afternoon was making her almost giddy, unable to think 
straight about what she should do. Surely this was wrong ... to let a 
dog lap up between her legs. And yet ... and yet it felt so good! Her 
father couldn't say she was a slut or a tramp -- she wasn't letting a 
man touch her private parts. Kaiser was just an animal, a mindless 
beast with no intention of harming her or degrading her. Oh, God, what 
can I do? What SHOULD I do?


She watched the handsome dog with forbidden eagerness, her eyes ablaze 
and a sheen of licentious saliva coating her naturally red lips. Every 
move the muscular animal made caused her knees to tremble, as she lay 
into the softness of her own little mattress with the huge German 
Shepherd at her side. Unimaginable sensations of frenetic lust stabbed 
into her up between her thighs, as she realized that Kaiser understood 
what he was doing to her. He was aware that his tongue was lapping 
dangerously close to her burning pussy slit, so moist that it was 
almost dripping into the damp crotchband of her panties.


"Aaaaaaahh ..." Jackie sighed, as the beautiful darling's long thick 
tongue curled underneath her silken panties to slide wetly between the 
fervid, sensitive lips of her passionate virgin pussy. Before she knew 
what was happening, Kaiser's tongue had laved its way up to the mouth 
of her desire-inflamed vagina, drawing upward to encounter the 
mysterious electrical bud of her clitoris.


"Ooooooh, God ... fan-taaasss-tic!" the teenager gurgled ecstatically. 
She pressed her fingers into his furry head as his lewdly nuzzling nose 
assaulted the most inner recesses of her secret being. Kaiser repeated 
his lingual caress, drawing gasps of wild, intoxicated pleasure from 
the innocent teenager, singeing her vulnerable young loins as she 
unconsciously pushed her whole pussy mound up to him. His deliciously 
lustful licking of her erotically steaming vagina was rapidly causing 
her to sink into an entirely unknown world of carnal bliss, driving her 
wild with the mind-bending sensations from his long, eager tongue.


Kaiser himself could hardly contain his excitement. The household near 
the center of town where he had spent both his two years of life had 
only been occupied by an occasional girlfriend of his master or his 
master's roommate. He'd had precious little chance to lick and suck the 
sweet human nectar he had so accidentally discovered that he liked, and 
somewhere back in his dog-brain, he had been looking forward to the 
time when he could actually embed his scarlet penis right between some 
human woman's legs. Usually, when he had gotten friendly with a woman 
who came to buy a dog, the woman's husband had jealously guided her 
away, and Kaiser had subconsciously developed a repugnance for human 
males, with the exception, of course, of his master and his master's 
roommate.


But now, this gorgeous blonde woman was completely alone, and there 
wasn't a trace of man-scent on her bed, a fact which made Kaiser 
ecstatic. He licked enthusiastically through the sparse blonde wisps of 
her pubic hair as she uncontrollably reached down with her own small 
hand to hold her panty crotch aside to afford him better access to her 
seething cunt. His blood raced hotly through his veins, and his pink 
dripping penis extended even further from its dark enclosure. The 
delicate scent of her rousing loin-spill, flowing outward from her 
virgin cunt filled his keen nostrils and made them flare. He stroked 
with increasing urgency and ardor the moistened, silky pink flesh 
between her sensuously spread thighs. His strong German Shepherd heart 
beat wildly at her fresh feminine odor, as she now moaned continuously 
in time to the long, swiping thrusts of his tongue.


"Oh, God, Kaiser ... ooooohhhh, Godd! ... It feels soooo good ... It's 
so fantastic to feel your gorgeous tongue on my pussy, Kaiser ... Oh, 
yes! OH, YESSSS!" She hissed through passion-clenched teeth, her eyes 
tightly shut, her neck muscles straining as her beautiful blonde head 
lolled back, rolling all of her long, cornsilk hair over her shoulders 
and back, sliding it sensuously over her firmly rounded teenage 
buttocks. A blue vein throbbed ardently in her temple as all of her 
healthy young being gave itself over to the sheer, exquisite joy of 
having her cunt lapped by an animal with such a marvelous instinctual 
understanding of the human female body.


"Just keep licking, boy ... keep licking my pussy, you wonderful dog! 
Oooohhhmmmm ... Oh, aaaahhh, I can't wait ... I know I'm going to cum 
from your tongue, Kaiser ... I can feel it ... Oh, God, don't do 
anything but suck me there! Kkkeeeeep sucking ... Lick me, Darling!"


Every nerve ending in her body seemed to scream out for completion ... 
completion in the form of her first, real, blinding orgasm!


Unconsciously she strained for it, forcing her young, seething pelvis 
right up into the black and tan dog's nose. Her naturally ruby lips 
bared back over her pearly white teeth, as she uttered guttural, 
animalistic growls from the depths of her diaphragm.


But then it stopped! The delicious, tantalizing, tormenting tongue-
fucking stopped! The lewdly splayed out girl opened her clear turquoise 
eyes in agony, as Kaiser stood up on the day-bed, and perked up his 
sensitive ears. There was a noise coming from the bedroom ... There was 
someone moving around on her mother's bed!


Jackie sat upright, fearfully pulling her dress back down over her lust 
moistened panties.


"Mother? Is that you?" she called bravely, in a quivering voice. Kaiser 
leapt down off the couch and trotted eagerly toward the closed door of 
the bedroom, his tail wagging proudly in the air. Oh, God, I should 
have known! It's Mother's day off!


Chapter 2


"Jackie, darling, is that you?" Stella Burnside's sleepy-sounding voice 
called from the other room. Kaiser growled involuntarily at his new 
mistress's voice, and he thumped against the closed bedroom door with 
his tail. "Oh, yes!" the black-haired divorce said suddenly, reminded 
of the new member of her family by the thumping of his wagging tail. 
"Jackie, have you met Kaiser? He's going to be our new Daddy, aren't 
you Kaiser?"


The door to the single bedroom in the small apartment flung open, and 
the voluptuous mother appeared in a long, flamingo red dressing gown, 
the filmy material of which clung alluringly to her maturely rounded 
curves. She had let her jet black hair down for her short afternoon 
snooze, and now it hung in a long shining cape all the way down her 
back.


Jackie Burnside was blushing uncontrollably as her mother walked in. 
She realized fully that she had almost allowed herself to give in to 
the sinful carnal pleasures of the dog's lewd, sodomizing tongue 
sluicing up and down between her youthfully heated legs. And all the 
while her mother had been right there in the bedroom, perfectly able to 
hear every grunt and moan ... every wail of rapturous desire. Oh, God, 
the girl groaned inwardly. How could I forget it was Mother's day off? 
She shook her head and dared not look up. And I almost let him do it! I 
almost let Kaiser lick ... oh, God ... I almost let him suck my pussy!


The blonde teenager automatically scooted over on the day-bed to make 
room for her mother to sit down beside her. She focused her clear, 
blue-green eyes on the silent TV set, pretending to be absorbed in the 
afternoon movie as her hands crept down to smooth her skirt down over 
her rumpled panties and trembling tanned thighs.


"How was school, honey?" the older woman said absently, sliding in 
beside her daughter. "I'm sorry I didn't wait until you got home before 
I went out to the breeder's, but I phoned him first, and he said he 
would be out this afternoon, or something ... I think he's a student, 
too, just like you are ..." She glanced sideways at the girl, her 
expression, as always, hopeful that something might spark the 
teenager's prurient interest.


"Oh --?" Jackie responded disinterestedly. "That's okay ... I mean 
about not taking me with you. I'm sure I couldn't have picked out a 
better dog than Kaiser." She smiled calmly at the still eagerly 
quivering German Shepherd who had planted himself between the firmly 
curing calves of the two gorgeous women. Her small hand crept down to 
pat him lightly on the head, but the subtle pressure of her fingers 
behind his ears signaled something more than just familial affection 
for the newcomer.


"No, I don't think you could have," Stella answered, her green eyes 
fixed on her daughter's small hand on Kaiser's head. A tiny flickering 
hint of salaciousness flashed across the mother's mind, but she 
discarded it almost as soon as it occurred to her. Not Jackie, she 
thought. I've heard it about some women ... but not my Jackie! But it 
would have been fun to meet the dog breeder, I think ..." Her whole 
face sparkled with anticipation as she introduced her favorite subject 
-- young men!


Jacqueline shuddered. She could tell already that her mother was going 
to launch into one of her "get-out-and-meet-some-boys" lectures. It 
always started the same way, with Stella telling her about this or that 
boy whom she had met recently. Then she'd go on about how nice he would 
look with Jackie, and how fantastic young men could make you feel. 
Recently -- especially since her father had left them -- Jackie's 
mother would even hint about sex, and intercourse! It made the poor 
teenager wince!


Stella sensed her daughter's reluctance to discuss the handsome young 
dog breeder, but she was determined to have her say anyway. Now that 
they had Kaiser for protection, there was no reason in the world for 
Jackie to continue her unnatural avoidance of all men. "Honestly, 
honey, he was the nicest young man! He had dark, wavy hair -- not too 
long, about to the bottom of his ears. And his eyes! God, darling, he 
just had the most fantastic dark brown eyes ... I could just tell, 
looking at him, what a stunning couple you would make ..."


"Oh mother, stop it!" the eighteen-year-old said irritably. I've met 
the nicest man myself, she said to herself. A nice man dog ... Her 
naturally cherry lips curled at the corners into a silent, private 
smile, as her fingers scratched again behind Kaiser's ears.


"Jackie, just hear me out!" Stella exclaimed, holding her ground. The 
ex-wife of Phil Burnside was a headstrong, iron-willed woman, and she 
fully intended to do exactly what she thought was best for her troubled 
young daughter. And anyway, the mother consoled herself, it wasn't as 
if she was trying to get Jackie to do anything. All she wanted to do 
was get the young girl to listen!


"Okay, Mother," the blonde girl replied sullenly. "But if you're going 
to try to fix me up with a date again ..." She didn't finish the 
sentence. She didn't have to. Stella knew well enough what the pretty 
blonde teenager was referring to. It was that ill-fated blind date she 
had arranged for Jackie last summer.


Gary Starkoff was a football player who had graduated from high school 
in June, in the same class with Jackie. He'd taken a summer job in his 
father's stationery store, two doors down from the Double-X Theater, 
and like every other red-blooded man in the area, he had become 
immediately infatuated with the magnificently proportioned older woman 
who sold tickets in the glass booth out front. He'd invent excuses to 
walk by, and when the stationery store closed at five, he'd come over 
to talk to Stella between movies. A couple of times, she even gave him 
tickets to see an especially exciting feature, like the time Candy 
Knockers came to the stage in person.


Stella had never personally had anything to do with young Gary 
Starkoff, although Lord knows she would have liked to. He was one of 
those Eastern European broad-faced, husky types -- a strapping big boy 
with maturely broad shoulders and an endearing, almost innocent smile. 
His eyes were intense, cadet blue, his hair was sandy blonde-brown, and 
he lumbered around like a kindly bear.


One night, he had heard Stella answering the phone which was hooked up 
to the ticket booth, and he had gasped in disbelief when he heard her 
say into the receiver, "Yes, this is Mrs. Burnside ..."


When she hung up, Gary croaked, "A-Are you Jacqueline Burnside's 
mother?" Around school, Jackie Burnside had a king of prudish, hands-
off reputation, and Gary Starkoff couldn't believe that the open, 
friendly ticket-seller could possibly be related to the standoffish 
classy chick who had been his classmate. But as he looked again at the 
dark-haired mother in the glass booth, he recognized the fine 
proportions, the statuesque beauty, and superb curves of the blonde 
girl in his high school class. It was incredible.


"Why, yes, Gary, I am!" Stella had replied in a pleased tone. She lost 
no time in setting up a date for the young man and her daughter, 
thinking to herself that if any boy could get through to Jackie, 
charming young Gary Starkoff should be able to!


Gary had decided to take Jackie to a drive-in movie. The blonde 
teenager knew that her father would have flatly refused, but Stella was 
absolutely thrilled, and sent them off immediately.


At first, Jackie thought that Gary was polite and thoughtful, but early 
in the second feature, his hands began to wander sensuously over her 
firm, youthful curves, pausing suggestively over the large, rounded 
mounds of her nipple-peaked breasts. Unconsciously, the teenager's tiny 
pink nipples spiked up hard under Gary's fervent caresses through her 
tightly fitting sweater, and she shuddered convulsively with the 
unwanted, unexpected sensation.


"OOooooh ..." Jackie moaned over the muffled sound of the movie. Gary 
had surreptitiously turned the volume down, so they couldn't really 
make out what was being said, but the hum of the sound track made a 
pleasant background to conversation for the teenager's encounter. 
Gary's experienced fingers found the hem-line of the young blonde 
girl's sweater, easing it up so he could stroke and massage the smooth 
tanned skin of her flat belly and slender, indented waist. Jackie 
groaned and squirmed away, knowing in her mind that what the just-
graduated high school senior was doing to her was wrong and forbidden. 
But strangely, her body didn't seem to agree with her mind's 
conclusions, and she found herself leaning toward the football player's 
strong-muscled chest while he continued to run his hands over her 
tingling virginal flesh.


When the dusty-blond boy's face zoomed in close to hers, so close that 
she could feel the hot rasps of his breath, Jackie could hardly force 
herself to turn away! Every fiber of her young, inexperienced being was 
tense and taut with anticipation, and she arched her neck so that her 
full, ruby red lips were parted sensuously just below Gary's freshly 
shaved chin, and she didn't even resist when he clamped his hot mouth 
down over hers. His long, wet tongue shot lewdly between her surprised 
lips, and his cheeks suctioned voraciously until she thought that her 
whole mouth would slide right down his throat!


The excited, youthful athlete held the kiss for what seemed like hours 
and his hands grasped firmly the thin jersey of Jackie's light sweater, 
yanking it roughly up over her shoulders until it encircled her neck 
like a bulky, bunched up necklace. His big, roughly calloused hands 
were at her bra hook immediately, groping frantically to release her 
full female mounds from the confines of the skimpy white brassiere her 
mother had bought for her deliberately. It was only then that Jackie's 
turquoise eyes flew open in dismay, and she jerked against the youth's 
firm body.


"Mmmm ... MMMMPH!" she sputtered into his hotly clasping mouth. "Oh!" 
she gasped, pushing against him with both hands to free herself from 
his intense, dangerous grip. "Gary, don't ... Oh, God, please I ..."


The young football player grinned menacingly as Jackie looked down and 
saw that her upper torso was almost naked. Her slinky blue sweater was 
bunched up around her neck and her brassiere was hanging precariously 
from the heaving fleshy orbs of her lushly ripened breasts, threatening 
to fall off completely as soon as the last hook was loosened. 
Instinctively, her small hands flew up to cover her virginal exposure 
and pull her sweater down, but the sudden movement only served to 
release the last tiny hook-and-eye of her bra clasp.


"Oooooooh...Ooooo nnnooo," she wailed shamefully, as the filmy garment 
fell to the car seat, revealing the painfully distended melons of her 
breasts to the young boy's lustful gaze.


"Jesus Christ!" Gary sputtered. His cock was growing impossibly inside 
his jeans, and he yanked his fly zipped down desperately when his eyes 
first caught the sight of Stella Burnside's daughter's firmly mounding 
breasts. To himself he remarked, I bet they're as big as her old lady's 
tits! In his comparatively vast experience, the hot-blooded high school 
football player had seen a lot of girl's tits -- and, yes, even some 
grown woman's adult breasts, too -- but never before had he laid eyes 
on quite so fine a pair as Jackie Burnside's. He released his blood-
filled cock from the confines of his pants and began stroking it 
automatically, skinning back the thick foreskin to expose the shiny, 
purpling head.


Jackie gasped again when she saw what her companion was doing. She 
tried to pull her sweater down again, but she was trembling so badly in 
her apprehension that she succeeded only in half-covering her body, and 
one heaving breast still protruded lusciously from under the bunched up 
blue sweater. Her eyes were riveted uncontrollably on the youth's 
hugely blood-engorged penis, and she recoiled fearfully when he took it 
in one palm and shook it at her.


"You like my old cock?" Gary rasped lewdly. "You want to taste my head 
... or would you rather I stuck it up your tight little cunt?"


His obscenely crude words made the innocent young girl wince, but deep 
inside her belly, she felt a strange lurching of arousal, almost as if 
her body was responding of its own volition to what the young boy was 
saying and doing. Aloud, Jackie said nothing -- she was speechless in 
her aroused confusion, but her mind whirled insanely. Oh, God, did 
Mother know he was going to do this? What did she think I would do? Oh, 
God! What would Daddy think? I just can't let this happen! I can't ... 
but ... but what can I do?


"Come on, Baby," the youth prompted her, gaining boldness with his 
increased arousal. He could feel his whole pelvis beginning to rock 
with the rhythm of his own masturbating strokes, and the nearness of 
the beautiful, inaccessible teenaged blonde was almost making him cum. 
Christ, he had to stick it to her! He longed to tear that short summer 
skirt off her slender rounded hips and am his throbbing erection right 
up her pussy, but he knew that it would take too long. His eyes rested 
on the frightened young girl's mouth, and he hunched his hips up off 
the car seat as he pulled her shoulders toward him with his free hand. 
"Oooooh, shit, Jackie! You've just got to suck my cock! My balls are 
aching like hell!"


The blonde girl jerked back, as her breasts swayed crazily over Gary's 
muscular chest. "Oh, n-noo! I-I couldn't!"


"Jesus Christ, girl!" the young boy sputtered angrily. He reached up 
under her skirt and yanked down the wispy thin nylon panties from her 
hips and buttocks, not even stopping when he heard them tear with his 
hasty carelessness. His thick, masculine fingers were working at the 
softly fuzzy mound of her young pubis, and Jackie moaned and groaned in 
a combination of forbidden arousal and irrational fear. It wasn't long 
before Gary's invading fingers were playing at the involuntarily 
moistening lips of her virginal cunt, separating them teasingly and 
tickling up between their soft, coraline dampness.


"Oooooaaaaah," Jackie shivered, letting her body slide down on the seat 
so that Gary could better reach her twitching, tingling pussy flesh. 
Her mind was totally numbed by the ecstatic, electric sensations that 
seemed to be coursing through her body, and she could feel herself 
slowly slipping into the bottomless abyss of forbidden, lewd pleasure, 
that was sure to lead to her ultimate downfall.


But suddenly, there was a blaring of trumpets from the speaker that 
still hung forgotten over the car window, announcing the intermission. 
One after another, several lights flickered on to guide movie-goers to 
the snack bar or the exits, and Gary Starkoff looked up in annoyance.


"Well, fucking hell!" he growled. "You God-damned little prick-teaser! 
You knew the show was almost over, didn't you?" he asked accusingly. 
"You fucking well knew that all you had to do was stall around like 
some kind of damn virgin and then you could leave me with a fucking 
hard-on ..." His deep blue eyes flashed angrily, and he started the car 
engine even before Jackie had a chance to retrieve her discarded 
garments.


There were tears in her eyes as Gary sped toward her home, and her 
poor, unaccustomed cunt was twitching involuntarily in unsatiated 
anticipation. She had never known that such intense need could exist 
between her own two legs, and for the moment, she was almost ready to 
accept her mother's contention that sex was what made the world go 
around. But as the unfulfilled and angry youth neared the apartment 
that Jackie and her mother had rented, the blonde teenaged girl 
suddenly felt relieved, as she realized just how near she had come to 
giving up her chaste status to a boy who was really more a friend of 
her mother's than her own.


"God, that was close!" she thought to herself that night, as she 
fingered herself to orgasm in the living room before her mother got 
home from work. She tried to imagine that her small thin fingers were 
Gary's huge round ones -- or perhaps even his cock, which she had 
gotten a glimpse of in all its full, erected glory in the darkness of 
the car. For the first time that night, Jackie remembered dreaming 
about a boy -- as her sleep-visions were filled with huge, blood-
engorged penises.


Now, nearly two months later, Jackie still couldn't forgive her mother 
for causing her such confusing, frustrating embarrassment as she had 
inadvertantly caused by arranging the date with young Gary Starkoff.


"Oh, Darling ... Gary just wasn't very mature ... But Matt Fields is 
the most charming and polite young man. I'm sure he's a student -- and 
he has his own little dog breeding business. I'm not trying to make you


marry him or anything, you know ... I'm just asking you to meet him!"


"Oh, Mother, I know!" Jackie sighed with a wan little smile. But 
inwardly, she was thinking, If he wanted to meet me he would meet me 
himself ... and Mother wouldn't have to go around trying to catch him 
for me! It always made her a little bit jealous instinctively whenever 
she realized that probably all the boys her mother brought home 
ostensibly for her would actually prefer the older woman. It had been 
that way with Gary Starkoff, anyway, for after the ill-fated "date" 
with Jackie Burnside, he had made several deliberate passes at Stella, 
going so far as obtaining a fake ID so that he could take her to a bar 
one night after she got off work. The black-haired mother had fended 
off the younger boy's passes for the sake of her daughter, but the 
knowledge was still there. Men just like Mom better! Jackie thought 
defensively. So there's no point in me going out with Mother's friends! 
Besides, she thought consolingly, as her eyes wandered back to the 
strong, eager German Shepherd, I have another friend now anyway!


"Okay, Jackie ..." Stella said with a tone of finality. "I won't make 
you meet him, but I just might invite him over sometime ..." Her 
catlike green eyes glinted speculatively, as she recalled the 
deliberate arrangement she had made with the dark-haired dog breeder to 
pay once a week for the gorgeous young dog. Surely Matt wouldn't mind 
coming to the apartment sometime, to pick up the payment! And this 
Friday was as good a time as any ...


It was easier to arrange than even the shrewdly conniving divorce 
imagined. On Thursday evening, she saw Matt Fields while she was 
working at the Double-X!


"Hey, Mrs. Burnside!" he called jovially from the other side of the 
street. She still actually did sell tickets to the hottest sex theater 
in town! He ran across the street to greet her.


"Why, hello, Matt," she said softly, her lovely mouth curving into a 
smile. It was in the middle of a movie, so there were no men gathered 
around the theater the way there usually were. The curvaceous black-
haired mother stepped daintily out from the glass booth for a moment, 
to let the younger man feel her heady presence in her brief, revealing 
working costume. "I was just thinking about you," she added soberly.


The curly-haired dog breeder's eyes lit up. "You were?" he asked, his 
voice betraying his excitement. He could feel his heart beginning to 
pound and his penis stirred restlessly in his pants. Christ, this dame 
was something else!


"Yes," Stella responded. "It's about tomorrow ... You see, I get paid 
tomorrow, but I also have to work until two in the morning, so ... 
Well, I think you would have to go to my apartment and pick the money 
up from my daughter ... She'll cash my check at the bank for me and 
then she can pay you ..."


"Oh ... is that all?" Matt replied a little sadly. He did wonder 
briefly what Mrs. Burnside's daughter would be like, but he couldn't 
conceal his disappointment that he wouldn't have the opportunity of 
meeting the older woman alone. She had that magnetic, sexual quality 
about her that boys Matt's age hardly knew about, except by watching 
old movies. Most women Matt's age were more independent and practical, 
having lost that seductive aura that Mrs. Burnside displayed so 
voluptuously.


Stella looked up at him through the corners of her eyes. Her maturely 
alert ears had picked up the tone of regret in the young man's voice, 
and for an instant she thought to herself. God, he's so young and 
virile ... If it wasn't for Jackie, I'd take him myself! She glanced 
into the glass booth and looked at the clock. It was almost eight, and 
the second film didn't start until 9:15. Normally, the voluptuous 
ticket-seller took her dinner break in the theater office inside, but 
... Oh what the hell! I might as well go out to "dinner!"


She smiled at the brown-eyed young man who had sold her the dog. "Tell 
you what, Matt," she said, "I get off in a few minutes for dinner ... 
Would you like to share it with me?"


"Shit, yes," the college student burst out, before he knew what he was 
saying. It didn't matter that there were very few reasonable 
restaurants in this part of town, or that he had just eaten dinner 
himself. The chance to be alone with Stella Burnside was absolutely 
overpowering, and like tens of young men before him, Matt Fields was 
reeling mentally with the forbidden possibilities.


Stella was a light eater, and bought an apple and a Scotch-and-soda 
from the proprietor of a bar next door to the Double-X. Then she led 
young Matt up the back staircase of the dark, dingy theater, to a 
small, partitioned off cloak room, which was labeled, "Female Employees 
Only."


"This is the woman's lounge," Stella said wryly with a little smile, 
"but at the moment, Ginger and I are the only women employed by the 
Double-X, so when I'm here, it's mine, and when she's here, it's her's 
..." She hung up her light summer coat and sat down beside her guest on 
the low, hard couch.


Through the thin, plaster-board partition, Matt could hear the muffled 
sounds of the movie filtering in through the thick smoke of the theater 
.


"Aaaaaah," a woman's voice was purring, "It's sooooo biiiiggg!"


Matt looked up at his hostess with a lewd twinkle in his eyes. He made 
no secret of his huge hard-on anymore, and he even boldly loosened his 
pants to give himself room to breathe. Stella planted her sensual, 
heavily-scented body only a hair's breath from his firm-muscled thigh, 
and his whole body twitched with her nearness.


"Aaaauugggh ... Jeeeesus!" a male voice groaned from the theater. 
"Uuuggghh ... uuuunnnhhh ..."


Stella smiled again. "I bet you'd like to see the movie, wouldn't you?" 
she whispered.


Matt gulped, and grunted, "I can think of something I'd rather see!" 
His eyes fastened on the low-cut neckline of her brief costume, and his 
mind tore away the obscenely arousing garment.


"Oh?" the seductress prompted, arching her back so her huge breasts 
were thrust even further forward, looking as if they were going to 
burst right out of her shimmering red hostess dress.


"Yes!" the college man growled, and his big, masculine hands groped 
forward uncontrollably, dipping into that deep vee and grasping tightly 
to both her gigantic, firmly fleshed female mounds. "I'd like to get a 
load of your fantastic tits!" He roughly pulled them out of the tight-
fitting bodice of her costume, lunging forward with his head to suck 
first one taut brown nipple and then the other. His hands dug into the 
soft white flesh of each quivering breast, pulling them up and all the 
way out of the alluring red outfit.


"Oh, my! Matt!" Stella squealed in amazement. It wasn't that she was 
shocked or surprised by his sudden aggression, but she hadn't exactly 
been prepared for it. Usually, when she was dealing with a young man, 
it was Stella herself who had to take the initiative. But this dark-
haired dog breeder seemed to know more than he was letting on, and the 
gorgeous divorce was instantly admiring. God, it's a good thing I 
didn't send him home to Jackie, she thought to herself. He'd have 
scared her off for sure!


Stella reached back and let down the short zipper that held her skimpy 
dress together, to subtly help the dog breeder with his arduous task. 
Her huge breasts swayed and bobbed with their mutual effort, and she 
knew that they were enough to give Matt -- or any other man -- a hard-
on with precious little else required. Her long, shining black hair 
assisted the opulence of her full, perfectly proportioned contours. 
Although she was massively build au balcon Stella Burnside had the 
tiniest, girlish waist which flared outward into a full firm pair of 
hips that were just made for bedroom games. If Phil hadn't been so 
preoccupied with "protecting" his former wife, perhaps he might have 
had time for some of those bedroom games himself. But as it was, young 
men doted on her motherly proportions every bit as much as she adored 
their hard young muscles, and the voluptuous divorce often remarked on 
the good fortune she had had to be free while she was still enticing 
enough to enjoy it!


Matt began reflexively stroking himself, his young mouth hanging open. 
The grunts and groans from the movie screen were still filtering into 
the small, makeshift cloak room, and combined with the sight of the 
most magnificent female body he had ever seen, the obscene love-sounds 
were enough to make his balls ache.    "Oh, Jesus God!" the curly-
haired student mumbled, his mouth capturing one luscious breast again 
as his eyes feasted on the sight of her nakedly wispy cuntal vee. By 
looking down through the corners of his eyes, he could see the thinly 
lipped little slit of the older woman's vagina, moistening slightly 
with her shimmery liquid secretion.


The gorgeous theater ticket-seller was completely naked, now, although 
in all honesty, Matt couldn't see how she had managed to shed her 
clothes so fast. His hands were all over her as her body strained and 
worked while he rubbed her buttocks in teasing little circles, gently 
pressing apart the two full white moons as he moved his fingers upward 
to the tiny puckered circle of her tightly clenched anus. He pulled her 
whole body almost on top of his, as he worked his hand up into the 
satin-like softness until his fingers came in hot wet contact with the 
soft dark curls of her pubic hair that was already slick with the 
juices of her rising desire.


Her slim, perfectly-shaped hand slid down now, between their half-
reclining bodies, to grasp the fully distended length of his thick, 
throbbing penis. Her experienced fingers wrapped sensuously around its 
girth and began to stroke slowly in teasing, tightening strokes, 
causing his firm young buttocks to jerk spasmodically with the 
sensation. Her brain reeled at the massive energy that she knew was 
contained in this enthusiastic student's genitals. She had to have it! 
She had to taste ...


Abruptly, she bent her head, and Matt pushed against the back of her 
shining black hair to position her eagerly lustful face. He felt her 
huge breasts smashing out along the firm length of his muscular torso, 
as he placed both hands behind her head, pushing her face toward his 
wildly palpitating cock. Then he groaned as the softly lipsticked 
surfaces of her mouth brushed against the sensitive head of his penis. 
Her lips opened limply and her head inclined downward. Suddenly Matt's 
heart raced with anticipated delight. The tight rounded ovals of 
lipstick-mouth enclosed snugly over the tightly stretched outer skin of 
his cock and he groaned and lay his head back in the meager cushions of 
the couch.


The older woman's hotly working tongue began swirling around his aching 
cock and almost made it boil over with cum right from the beginning. 
Her lips were soft and smooth like saliva-moistened pillows of flesh as 
they clasped tightly in a snug, elastic-like ring over his burning rod 
of desire-hardened flesh. He could feel her lips above him, a sort of 
pained intensity moving down his penis and taking as much of it into 
her throat as she could. She seemingly surrounded him with the hot 
moist warmth of her saliva and the tender inner flesh of her tongue. He 
pressed his hands on either side of her hollowing cheeks, pressing 
inward to draw her slick inner cheeks even tighter around his hardness.


The moist nibbling pressure grew in his overheated balls as her tongue 
licked and curled on his cock. It seemed as if all the burning hunger 
in the older woman's pussy was now concentrated in the furnace of her 
mouth. Matt groaned incoherently with the intense sounds of the movie 
on the other side of the thin dividing wall. He wanted this beautiful, 
black-haired woman to make him cum and he wanted her to swallow it deep 
down in her lovely belly as his hardened flesh slid more slickly 
through her opened lips. His eyes opened and watched lewdly as he saw 
his glistening rod disappear into her ovally clasping lips as if they 
were a tight, hairlessly devouring cunt. He could feel every nerve 
ending in his body pulsating and throbbing within the moistly working 
cavity of Stella's warm, saliva-filled mouth.


She sucked ardently, heavily, keeping his cock hungrily trapped despite 
his occasional jerks, burying her face into his loins with her nose 
deep in his wiry pubic hair. Occasionally, she licked down at his soft, 
sperm-filled testicles, thinking how much more she could make them 
harden and grow, and then fell back to sucking in a mindless delirium 
of ecstatic wonder, making little mewling noises of sheer, 
unadulterated delight. The pressure building in Matt Field's balls was 
becoming unbearable, and as he watched the beautiful, feminine face 
suck so passionately, his cock seemed to inflate and lengthen beyond 
anything it had ever done before.


Holy shit! he thought. Christ but this chick is a cocksucker! In all 
his rowdy, college-boy experience, the university senior had never been 
given head the way this voluptuous older woman was giving it to him 
right now, and he couldn't believe his incredible luck not only in 
meeting her earlier this week, but in having set up a series of weekly 
payments, so she would have to meet him over and over again. Shit! It 
was just too good to be true!


Suddenly, there was a fiercely rippling shudder passing through his 
loins -- and a lightening flow of liquid white sperm shot from his 
balls along the hard, blood-bloated ridge of his cock, all the way up 
into the gorgeous woman's desperately gurgling throat. He gripped her 
head tightly between his hands and shoved his cock gaggingly all the 
way back in her mouth. She groaned as the first thin needle of hot 
white spray struck her tonsils, then swallowed hungrily as it continued 
gushing wetly into her mouth. His cock jerked wildly, but Stella 
managed to hold on. The hot, fiery liquid spurted all the way down to 
her hungrily absorbing stomach and she gulped for more. Her cheeks 
stretched and bloated as she couldn't swallow fast enough to keep up 
with his virile offering. Her throat worked gluttonously to get every 
last drop, sputtering to keep from choking on the whitely cascading 
sperm as he emptied the contents of his balls relentlessly into the 
depths of her thirstily working gullet.


Matt's body quivered and a long, ecstatic sigh broke from his lips as 
he again imagined himself shooting his semen down the voluptuous 
brunette's throat. God, she could sure suck good! He pushed his fingers 
through her thick, shining black hair, bracing himself to keep from 
shuddering right off the couch and onto the bare floor.


Stella would not let her new young lover's delicious organ slip from 
her lips. She continued to suck and lick off every last drop as it 
gradually diminished, extracting every last bit from the tiny hole in 
its tip. Tiny thin trails of white cum seeped from her liquid-bloated 
mouth and ran down to her chin. It seemed as if her handsome young 
lover's cock was going to deflate right down to nothing ...


But then, surprisingly, his penis began to thicken again in the soft, 
slippery furnace of her mouth. She licked it and bit at it gently, 
taking delight in being able to bring it back to life again. "Oooooh, 
God, Matt," she groaned, "God, your cock is soooo wonderful ... Just 
let me lick it and make it all big and hard again, Matt, darling ..." 
The desire was quickly rekindled in his boiling balls as she continued 
to suck ever so ardently. She teased her sperm-slippery tongue around 
and around it until it was restored to its full strength and power, and 
then the rejuvenated instrument fell wetly from her mouth, a thin 
string of milk-white jism hanging between. Her smoky green eyes 
fluttered open, hot with desire, and she looked up at her young lover 
as her ears were assaulted with the lustful sounds of the movie being 
shown behind the thin partition. Through dilated, lust-ridden pupils 
she saw Matt's handsome, youthful face and the wonderful hard muscles 
of his achingly attractive young body.


"Oooooh, let me feel your lovely cock," she crooned, reaching for him 
as she leaned back off his body and sprawled beside him on the thick 
mass of her long black hair. Her legs spread automatically to reveal 
the hot, wet mouth of her desire-glistening cunt as she slid sensuously 
down the couch until she was in a full reclining position.


"Oh, God, Matt, fuck me with your gorgeous cock! Fill my cunt like you 
filled my mouth with your delicious hot sperm!"


The astonished but eminently pleased young student wasted no time as he 
turned over and came to rest directly between her eagerly spread 
thighs, his enormous cock waving around like a divining rod looking for 
water. His thighs moved between hers. There was no need to prepare this 
voluptuous older woman -- her pussy was already moist and waiting. He 
could feel the thin, vertical opening of her cunt, throbbing with 
desperate hunger for his cock, as he guided the thick length of 
masculine muscle toward her through her curling black pubic hair which 
was thoroughly soaked with her passionate secretions. Then the head of 
his penis touched her soft, wetly throbbing pussy lips and moved on 
through with a single long, smooth stroke born of youthful desire, 
until he rammed it all the way up into her cervix. He had fucked a lot 
of girls and women before, but every new cunt was like a just-
discovered treasure, and Stella Burnside's tight vaginal opening was a 
tantalizing gold mine. The smooth wet walls of her cunt clasped around 
his cock like a slick seal skin, undulating firmly around it and 
driving him crazy.


"Mmmmmmm, God, Matt," the older woman crooned lovingly. Her whole body 
seemed to be singing as she felt her muscles tensing into taut cords to 
be plucked by the powerful flesh of Matt's cock. Her entire insides 
fluttered with butterflies and opened wide to receive his cockhead 
deeper into her womb. She groaned and murmured incoherently as he 
fucked her savagely, gritting his teeth with desire. Her body humped 
eagerly, voluptuously, with his and moved with abandoned, 
uncontrollable jerks when the thrill became too much for her to bear.


"Screaming Jesus!" she breathed up into his face. "Just keep fucking me 
like that, Matt! GODDDD! It's sooooooo goooooddd! Sooooo lovely and 
smooth!" She groaned with ecstatic agony, her arms wrapped tightly 
around his neck, her hips grinding furiously as he threw the meat to 
her, the huge whiteness of her massive breasts squashing out between 
them on either side of their chests.


Matt plunged his huge cock up and up, deeper and deeper into the soft 
warm cavern of her belly, feeling her cunt flower open before his 
savage onslaught as though she had never been fucked before.


Stella's wildly steaming flesh jerked and twisted while she moaned 
unceasingly, her features contorted with furious passion. Her mouth 
worked wordlessly and her nostrils flared with an untamed, animal 
desire which took hold of her body as if she were having an 
uncontrollable spasm. Her forehead glistened with sweat as her vagina 
arched upward through ascending levels toward the blinding light of her 
rapidly approaching orgasm. "A aaaahhh, God, yeeesssss," she moaned up 
toward the ceiling as young Matt Fields slithered his strong, sinewy 
hands under the wildly pumping cheeks of her buttocks and cupped them 
tightly, raising her up off the bed in order to sink his hard driving 
thickness still deeper into her passion-drenched cunt. He threw it to 
her with all the strength of his hips and thighs, and the smooth, 
hungrily moving walls of her cunt clasped and unclasped like a 
heartbeat all around his hotly bursting cock. He fucked into her from 
the tips of his toes, ramming every last inch of his long thick penis 
up through her shudderingly accepting hole and dragging a fresh 
ecstatic moan from her lips that resounded through the small room like 
the cry of a wounded animal. Her nostrils snorted wildly and her eyes, 
now opened wide, gazed glassily and unseeing as he fucked desperately 
into her open body, a deep, burning desire raging lustfully in both of 
them.


Matt pulled his head back, his neck muscles straining, and closed his 
eyes, as he concentrated on the supremely engulfing feeling of her 
slippery clutching cuntal muscles, gripping tightly around the 
expanding girth of his rampantly invading cock.


From the other side of the partition, low guttural growls reached the 
ears of the two illicit lovers. "Mmmmm, ughn, ughn... aaaaaah!" Matt 
could imagine what was going on in the movie screen, but he knew it 
could be nothing compared to the sheer wanton ecstasy of fucking into 
this impossibly voluptuous older woman's eagerly clasping cunt!


She twisted and writhed beneath him, unable to control her body or the 
wild desire that coursed through her. Her body ached to be humiliated 
and fucked silly by her handsome young lover and her face contorted 
wildly with passion as her cunt struggled desperately for climax. Her 
lips bared back over her teeth and fervent moans echoed from deep in 
her violently heaving breast. Her arms, which had been wrapped tightly 
around Matt's neck, now slithered down so her long, painted nails dug 
into the dog breeder's pummeling buttocks as they pounded heavily up 
into her desire-flooded loins.


Lewd wet smacking sounds resounded through the tiny cloakroom with each 
vicious, pile-driving hump up between Stella's openly spread legs. Matt 
ran his hands from the smooth, hollowing cheeks of her ass down to her 
thighs and between them to the soft, passion-soaked pubic hair around 
her cunt to feel the greedily clinging lips of her wet flesh that 
clasped ecstatically around his cock like a snug, avidly sucking mouth. 
Her cunt was running with moisture which overflowed wetly down the 
wide-split crevice of her ass. Her whole body flamed with passionate 
perspiration and gyrated wildly, ravenous for sex and nothing but sex. 
It seemed to Stella as if the entire world began and ended within that 
central core of her belly. She existed only for that flame of sensation 
in her vagina, from which everything else spiralled outward in ever-
widening circles of delight.


Her head flailed against the hard back of the couch, sending her long, 
shining black hair flying like a dark lustful flame. Her mouth opened 
in a long, ecstatic moan and she became something crazed and inhuman as 
she churned and squirmed in the grip of pure lust, spreading her legs 
back until her knees pressed lightly against her taut brown nipples, 
feeling the upholstery soaking beneath her buttocks and cunt from the 
profusion of sexual juices gushing from her burning loins.


"Ooooooohhh, GGGOOODDDD, Matt! Ddddeeeper!" she wailed, as the woman on 
the movie screen behind the partition let out a similar, echoing 
scream, "AAAAAUUUGHH ... Ooohhh!"


Stella raised her open thighs up higher on his body and wound them 
voluptuously around his back, moving her naked hips from side to side 
with uncontrollable abandon and spiralling her vagina up and down 
crazily along his rhythmically pistoning cock.


"Ooooooohhhhh, my darling, I'm almost THERE!" she gasped hoarsely. "I'm 
... I'm ... AAAIIIIEEEEEEE! CCUUUMINNNG!" She suddenly squealed with 
such a high pitched gasp of intensity that her ankles locked in a death 
grip behind the student's heavily perspiring back. At the same time she 
wound her arms tightly behind his neck and mashed her mouth into his, 
shoving her tongue all the way up into his throat with wild abandon. 
Matt could taste the pungent, male flavor of his own cum on her tongue, 
which he had spurted into her mouth just a few minutes ago. Her back 
arched and she held tightly to him ... and suddenly, he pushed her legs 
up roughly, rolling her body into a tight fleshy ball of writhing sex, 
fucking into her with mindless ferocity which drew hoarse gasps from 
her helpless lips.


Her hotly clinging vaginal walls were quivering and jerking insanely 
around his cock as her whole insides seemed to erupt, spewing their 
juices all around his hard-driving cock. Her cum cascaded down the 
widespread crevice between her upraised ass-cheeks, flooding wetly into 
his testicles as they slapped lewdly against her tiny puckered anus.


Even though she had sucked him dry just a few moments ago, the wildness 
of Stella's female orgasm started the slow aching pressure in Matt's 
groin, and he gripped the cheeks of her rotating buttocks and squeezed 
with furious strength, feeling her cringe as he began to gush jet after 
jet of hotly spewing cum into her widely stretched vagina.


"Oh, Christ!" he muttered aloud, as the viciousness of his strokes 
increased automatically so that his pelvis smacked like a wooden paddle 
against the splayed open lips of her cunt and his rhythmically jerking 
cock pumped deeply down into the throbbing recesses of her thirstily 
absorbing belly.


And then a series of wild, violent shudders seemed to hit them both at 
once. It was as though their mutual ecstasy had triggered a sort of 
second orgasm in each other, and the obscenely coupled mother and dog 
breeder rocked and moaned, along with the salaciously joined pair on 
the movie screen which they couldn't see.


"Mmmnnnggghhh ..."


"Aaaaahhhh ..."


"Uuuunnnhhh, oh, shit ..."


"Ooooooooo ..."


Chapter 3


Across town from the Double-X Theater, Jackie Burnside sat at the 
dinette table with a Western Civilization book spread out before her. 
She had fallen behind in her reading this week, especially since her 
mother, Stella, had bought the handsome, lithe guard dog and brought 
him home to live with them. Kaiser was curled up under the table in a 
semi-sleep state, his big shapely head resting comfortably against the 
teenager's slender bare ankles. And although nothing untoward had 
happened between the blonde girl and the black-and-tan dog since that 
first afternoon, there was still a discernible tension between them, a 
sort of mutual bond building gradually until one day or night soon it 
was going to explode.


The TV was on, and the young coed could see the picture by merely 
twisting her head so she could peer around the short wall that divided 
the dining area from the living room. Strangely, the program was some 
kind of documentary on the history of man's best friend, and several 
times Jackie found herself leaning on her palms, watching the scenes of 
domesticated canine pets with their masters and mistresses. Once, 
during a sequence about police dogs, Kaiser even raised his head at the 
sound of a bark from a member of his own breed. It was intensely 
interesting to both dog and girl alike the way the beasts and their 
human owners seemed to take to each other, and the lengths to which 
either would go to protect and preserve the other.


Jackie was aware of Kaiser's hot breath on her ankles, and she reached 
down under the table to scratch the dog's sleek neck with her slender, 
long-nailed fingers. "We'll be just like those dogs and people, won't 
we, boy?" she murmured softly, and then turned her attention back to 
her reading.


But no matter how hard she tried to force herself to keep her attention 
on the book, the teenage student's mind seemed to wander. First, she 
saw a picture of a Roman lying on a low slab of marble in the book, and 
that reminded her of what her professor had said about Roman orgies. 
Supposedly, the Romans were a lot more "liberal" about sex than people 
gave them credit for, although most of the freedom was for men only.


Still, Dr. Landing had given a rather vivid description of a typical 
orgy, and apparently it wasn't uncommon for a person to have sexual 
relations with two, three, or even four different people in a single 
night. Often there would be entertainment, too, with pretty young slave 
girls performing incredible unmentionable acts with each other, and 
sometimes, although there weren't many accounts of it, there would be 
sodomizing relations between a human slave and a dog or other inhuman 
beast.


That, of course, turned Jackie's imagination to the sleek furry 
creature lounging at her feet, and she remembered the guilty illicit 
association she had almost allowed on the first night Kaiser had been 
here. Just thinking about it made her smooth young thighs tremble, and 
she could feel the narrow crotchband of her white nylon panties 
becoming hot with the seething warmth of her churning vaginal channel. 
Slowly, but inexorably, tiny glistening droplets of her virginal 
lubricating fluid seeped out from between the delicately self-
flagellating lips of her tender pussy, to be absorbed in the fabric of 
her panties.


Uncomfortably, the tall, gorgeous blonde girl shifted in her chair, and 
accidentally let Kaiser's head slip from its balance against her 
ankles. A low growl erupted from the dog's deep barrel chest, and he 
gradually stretched his front paws forward and pushed himself up to a 
stance. His nose seemed to stiffen and his ears perked up as he 
responded instinctively to the stimulus that he couldn't yet identify. 
He peered up over the flat wooden seat of the chair, and his big, brown 
eyes were focused directly into the darkened valley between Jackie's 
unconsciously twitching thighs.


The scent! It was the scent of the fresh young virgin's silent arousal 
that had attracted the dog, causing him to fully awaken himself from 
his half-nap to give all his attentions to the female who 
subconsciously beckoned. His sensitive, muscular body recorded the 
vibrations of Jackie's silent trembling, and his keen nostrils flared 
with the sweet musky odor of her cunt. Deliberately, he ran his chin 
along the flat seat of the chair, forcing with his nose and face the 
girl's luscious thighs apart.


"Oh! Kaiser" Jackie cried out, pushing the chair back from the table so 
she could look underneath. Her face was red with shame and 
embarrassment, as she saw how her short skirt had been shoved 
completely up around her waist, and she realized at the same time that 
she had been day-dreaming again instead of reading. "Nnoooo, not 
again," she moaned.


Ruefully, Jackie looked back at the book and reflected that she had not 
even finished a page all evening. It was nine o'clock, and she hadn't 
made herself anything for dinner, although she had made certain that 
Kaiser was well fed as soon as she got back from school. Now, the young 
blonde girl felt the now-familiar heat radiating from her tortured 
loins to fill her whole tense young body with a sensual glow, and the 
dog's rasping breath washed over her panty-clad loins under the table.


"Oh, God, oh God," she moaned over and over again to herself. She 
didn't have the strength or the will to push Kaiser away, but at the 
same time, her over-worked imagination spun with the combined visions 
of Roman orgies and salacious sodomy and herself, in various untried, 
obscene positions. Her mind flew back to that night at the drive-in 
with Gary Starkoff, and it made her shudder even now in remembered 
horror to realize how dangerously close she had come that night.


Again, she looked down at the reverently nuzzling beast between her 
quivering thighs, and she thought that in some fantastic, twisted way 
it would be less dangerous to take Kaiser as a lover than it would be 
to have a human lover.


"God!" she said aloud. But it still seemed to be true ... In the first 
place, Kaiser would protect her -- he was doing that already. And then, 
the faithful dog would always be loyal, where a relationship between 
two humans could easily crumble, just as the marriage between her 
mother and father had. There would be none of the whispered 
insinuations about her involvement, either, the way there had been 
about her mother when they had lived in Carmichael.


"My, God! Jackie exclaimed again. It seemed almost too perfect to be 
true!


She turned her speculative, blue-green eyes to the big brown ones of 
the German Shepherd, and her lovely face relaxed into a sly, 
anticipating smile. She felt rather than heard Kaiser's growl of tacit 
agreement, and slowly, she stood up from the wooden chair and tiptoed 
into the living room, with the big, eager dog following so close at her 
heels that she nearly tripped trying to keep from stepping on him.


His long, rough pink tongue had slipped out of the side of his mouth, 
and long, dribbling drools of his animal saliva dropped on the carpet 
as he waited by Jackie's bedside. The pretty human female was throwing 
the backrests off her single day-bed, pulling it away from the wall the 
way she did every night before going to sleep. Hurriedly, she tore off 
the fitted slip-cover, revealing to Kaiser's gaze for the first time 
the shiny pink satin of Jackie's coverlet, and just underneath it, the 
smooth, silky sheen of her white satin sheets.


The cool feel of the fabric reminded the blonde girl that she was still 
a virgin, that it wasn't too late to back out, and for a fleeting 
moment, she wondered if what she was doing would be right. After all, 
Kaiser was just a young innocent puppy, really, who responded to his 
instincts without any conscious thought. Would she be corrupting him, 
by allowing him to participate in her lewd sodomizing fantasies? And in 
addition, there was the nagging question of what would happen to her. 
Could she lose her virginity to a dog? What she had seen of Kaiser's 
penis the other night was nearly as long as she remembered Gary 
Starkoff's human penis, but she way sure that it was not nearly so 
thick as the young football player's organ. Would Kaiser's dog-cock 
slip safely up into her virgin womb without disturbing her virginity? 
Or would she really be giving her most precious possession by 
succumbing to the overwhelming unnatural desire to feel Kaiser up 
inside her untouched pussy?


Oh, no, I can't let it happen, she thought, standing upright with the 
sheet still in her hand. It would be wrong ... Of course it's wrong ... 
I don't know what made me think I could do it ... with a dog ... or a 
man, or anyone! God, what would Daddy think if he knew the things that 
are going through my mind?


The guilt-ridden young teenager looked sadly at the eagerly trembling 
young dog who was waiting patiently by the bed. She looked through the 
archway into the dining room, where her Western Civ book was still open 
on the dinette table, and she glanced at the TV, where the dog show was 
just ending.


"I-I'm sorry, Kaiser," she whispered in a throaty voice. "I guess I 
just got carried away ..." She started to remake the bed, slowly, 
reluctantly pulling the smooth satin sheets and quilted satin coverlet 
back up over the mattress. But a wet, cold pressure against the backs 
of her firm tan thighs halted her careful deliberate motions.


"Kaiser!" Jackie exclaimed in frustrated exasperation. "I said, 'No!'" 
But when she whirled around to see the big, innocent brown eyes of the 
young German Shepherd staring pleadingly up into her own, the beautiful 
blonde immediately softened, bending down to run her hand along the 
puppy's smooth, strong back. "Oh, I'm sorry, boy ... I just don't know 
what to do!"


As if in answer to her rhetorical question, Kaiser nuzzled tighter 
against her slightly parted thighs, causing her to lose her balance and 
fall forward across the bed. He eagerly leapt up beside her, mounting 
her lightly clothed body in an almost sexual fashion as he leaned his 
head down so close to her burning cheek that she could feel his hot 
breath washing over her smooth skin. Slowly, her small hands crept up 
to the sides of the animal's perfectly symmetrical face, and she opened 
her lush red lips with her tiny, quivering pink tongue -- only to have 
his long, saliva-moistened lingual member slurp out to touch it with a 
burning caress of a French kiss!


The teenager gasped, trembling all over. For the first time, she got an 
inkling that perhaps she wasn't in complete control of her relations 
with the huge friendly German Shepherd puppy. Maybe it was Kaiser who 
was actually entertaining all the salacious ideas, letting her think 
that she was alone in having the forbidden thoughts. God, is this what 
Mother meant when she said Kaiser was trained to look after women? Did 
she mean look after women like that?!


As Jackie looked deeply into the pools of Kaisers eyes, she realized 
that there was no turning back. All of the deeply welling frustration 
of her virginal arousal was swirling in her sexually ignored young 
loins, boiling ... churning ... toward the mouth of her virginal cunt. 
She couldn't keep herself now from exchanging these small, fervent 
kisses with her new pet, and he whimpered with a low sensual growl that 
seemed to shoot up right between her legs.


Jackie leapt up off the bed, throwing her light summer skirt carelessly 
away from her body, and then applying her small slender fingers to the 
dainty buttons that held her thin cotton blouse in front. As she 
removed the garment with unconsciously heated sensuous movements, 
Kaiser's long tongue slipped wetly from between his powerful jaws, 
dripping with excited secretions, as his lithe young body inched close 
to the edge of the slick satin bed.


The girl he was watching was kicking off her high platform sandals 
hurriedly, clattering them on the carpet and bare floor like Dutch 
wooden shoes. Then, she arched her back so that her huge, softly firm 
breasts jutted proudly into the air like two gigantic, brassiere-
encased pyramids, as her fingers found the clasp of the lacy 
undergarment and hastily released it. Her enormous heaving female 
mounds burst free of their filmy prison immediately, swaying enticingly 
downward as Jackie leaned over to hook her thumbs into the waistband of 
her thin white panties.


She could feel the moisture of her own arousal in the narrow crotchband 
of her nylon panties as she slowly eased them down over her firmly 
rounded young buttocks. Slowly, with unconscious eroticism, she slid 
the thin undergarment down the smooth, columnar length of her shapely 
thigh, watching intently the dog's eagerly attentive face. One by one 
Jackie raised her bare tan calves to slip them out of the legbands of 
her bikini panties, until finally, she dangled the thin fabric from one 
big toe, letting it swish the air before she dropped it on the floor.


Kaiser could hardly contain himself as his excited senses recognized 
her female need for him. The piquant aroma rising from the fluid heat 
of her human loveliness filled his nostrils just as he had tasted it 
from her mouth, intoxicating him wildly. Jackie did not sit back down 
right away. Instead, she swung her long blonde hair over the smooth tan 
skin of her back, feeling the way it made her flesh quiver with 
anticipated excitement. The aura of her untried sexual desire was 
growing stronger and stronger, and it was sweet and sensual in Kaiser's 
flaring nostrils.


His flanks began to throb powerfully as the lovely human teenager 
seated herself on the edge of the cool satin sheet-covered mattress. 
Immediately, the handsome beast saw his chance, and he moved in between 
her naked thighs to rest his head on her lap. The hot, spicy fragrance 
echoing from her loins fled up between her warm, creamy soft thighs and 
saturated his animated sexual instincts.


"Mmmmm, Kaiser," Jackie breathed, laying her head back on the bed as 
she stroked the dog's great handsome head on her nervously trembling 
virginal thighs. "God, I just can't believe it ... You're such a mind-
blower, Kaiser boy ... You know that, don't you?"


And she sighed to herself as she realized that it was true. Kaiser was 
much more than just a magnificent guard dog. His potential was truly 
staggering, as she responded subtly to the indefinable aristocratic 
quality of his masculinity. She saw that she was completely enchanted 
by this fine, almost human male, and she thought that he was probably 
aware of it as well. He knew she had hesitated in sitting down because 
she was afraid of what he was doing with the coolness of his nose at 
this very moment.


Jackie gazed down at him and smiled. His animal eyes were filled with 
affection -- yes -- but there was more, too. There was also that 
devilish lustful expression that Jackie had seen in human men's eyes a 
few times before, too. It was the way Gary Starkoff had looked at her 
at the drive-in, and it was the way some of her Mother's boyfriends 
regarded her when they were first introduced.


The poor teenager groaned as her brain swam with all kinds of confused 
feelings and emotions. She knew for sure that she was sexually aroused. 
Even though she was still a virgin, she had experienced this same 
tense, quivering sensation a few times before, although she had never 
satisfied it in any other way than self-masturbation. The very thought 
that she was about to let herself succumb to the impossible intensity 
of her sexual desire filled her with apprehension, and it was all the 
more fearful when she thought that she wasn't going to be giving her 
virginity to a human male -- she was about to make love to a huge, 
eager dog!


But there was nothing else that would end this mad, seething feeling in 
her loins -- nothing but sex, and God! She was aflame with lust and, 
lascivious virginal yearning, even though she had never experienced 
just what it was that she needed! There was a total, engulfing dampness 
between her legs, making her inner thighs all sticky and shivery, and 
there was no way she could deny it. There was no doubt that Kaiser had 
sensed it all along, in his instinctive brutish way.


The large German Shepherd sensed his mistress's helplessly rising 
emotions. He, too, was unsettled, but he recognized her anxiety as the 
same that all human females experienced -- at least all the human 
females he had ever had, and that included four or five at the dog 
breeder's as well as two others from next door. The curvaceous young 
contours of her female flesh made him pant with open jaws as he saw in 
her elaborate, sensual beauty all the hidden secrets that he had come 
to love and enjoy with the other female humans he had met.


His hungry eyes focused in particular on the golden pubic ringlets 
partially hidden between her soft warm thighs, wherein nestled the 
thin, warmly heated little crevice he remembered so clearly from the 
first afternoon when he had licked her so fervently there.


Jackie smiled down at him warmly but tremulously. Something throbbed 
violently in the leaden, bull weight of Kaiser's urgent loins and he 
suddenly began to lick pantingly at her thighs and calves, sliding his 
big, handsome head down off her quivering lap.


"Ooooooh, KKkkaaaaiiiser," the teenager crooned softly down at him. 
Purest sensuality seemed to be churning within her long-denied virgin 
loins and she thought again of the handsome young men her mother had 
tried to set her up with. Why couldn't they have turned her on as 
wonderfully and obscenely as this gorgeous German Shepherd puppy was 
doing?


Suddenly her hands came up and cupped her nude breasts, which seemed to 
be aching with their own weight from her nipples outward. She massaged 
the hotly swollen mounds and her tiny, pink nipples began to enlarge 
and throb out like tiny rubber pencil erasers. Jackie felt as if she 
were a raging inferno. Her breasts seemed to ache every bit as much as 
her loins.


"Ooooaaah ... I ... I can't d-do it ... B-but ... aaaaaah," she 
whimpered, taking his face in her hands again. "I'm scared, Kaiser. I'm 
afraid ... that, that it will hurt ... God, you're soooo gorgeous, boy 
..."


The excited animal's eyes gleamed and its penis began sliding out of 
its furry sheath again. Not long now and his beautiful young mistress 
would let him do the things he so ardently wanted to do -- in his dog's 
mind he was sure of it. Still, he had to wait until she was ready ... 
He knew he had to get her going until she would literally beg for his 
animal cock.


Jackie had never known the equal of this lewd, feverish sensation which 
had made such a furnace in her young belly. The seething, fluid little 
channel of her cunt seemed to be raging with unquenched desire, but for 
what? Her own short, panting breaths did not seem real to her. Now, as 
she lay back on the pink satin quilt with her trembling thighs spread 
nakedly apart, her fingertips wandered upward over the silky softness 
of her ribcage to the huge, sensually swollen mounds of her breasts, 
and she squeezed them until they hurt. Her fingers found the tiny, 
bone-hard nipples and pinched them narcicistically, imagining that her 
fingers were the digits of some imaginary human lover.


And then her eyes glazed over smokily and she gazed down the side of 
the bed, her eyes searching the burning ones of her handsome dog lover, 
waiting and whining in aroused frustration.


Kaiser felt the pulsating quiver of his enlivened, powerful loins at 
the obvious torrid craving of his naked teenage mistress. Her savage, 
animal need was present in her burning turquoise eyes as well as in 
that marvelous scent which wafted up from her cunt like warm winter 
chestnuts or something equally sweet. His heart pounded in his broad 
young chest at the sight of her long, golden hair fanned out on the 
pink coverlet beneath her beautiful head. The waiting was becoming 
unbearable.


"Mmmmmm, God, boy, come up here, now ... Come up here with your new 
Mommy," came the girl's heated murmur. "Kaiser ... Oh, Kaiser, I want 
to feel you next to me, just like before ... Only this time, I want you 
to do it to me! YES! I want you to do it to me with your penis, 
Kaiser!"


A great breath of relief echoed from the big dog's excitedly heaving 
chest, and then he took one effortless leap and was onto the bed, 
momentarily poised like a God over her spread-open legs. Jackie's 
breath caught in her throat as she watched him so urgently surveying 
her naked and voluptuously exposed virgin flesh.


It's not too late, Jackie! an urgent voice inside her head insisted 
threateningly. You can still stop this ... this depravity! Her lovely 
young face took on a pained, concentrating expression, as she tried to 
tell herself that she could and would put a stop to this dangerous, 
forbidden union, before it was too late!


But for eighteen year old Jacqueline Burnside the moment of retreat had 
already passed. Before her inexperienced mind was capable of realizing 
it, the decision had been made, and Kaiser lowered his head and licked 
out with his hot, wet tongue over the smooth white flesh of her 
nervously convulsing belly!


"Mmmmmnnnn," she moaned ecstatically, her eyes rolling back up into her 
head, "Oooooh, darling Kaiser!"


Her groans deepened in helplessness as she felt the fierce, mind-
shattering delight of his hotly curling tongue, and then she got 
herself together enough to raise herself up on her elbows, her long 
blonde hair swinging around so that she could watch him as he lapped 
upward over the small round basin of her excitedly tingling stomach. 
Higher and higher he licked at her shivering young flesh, until at last 
he was licking at the smooth, sensitive round undersides of her lust-
swollen breasts -- and then creeping upward over them to her now almost 
bursting nipples.


"Ooooooh, that's fantastic, Kaiser ..." she groaned without shame, her 
hands coming ecstatically up and around to grip his furry head as he 
prolonged this ardent devotion. His fervid tongue caress flicked wetly 
at the pink erogenous tips again and again, until Jackie felt as if 
they were being touched by a live electric wire, and maddening spasms 
of desire made her body jerk and twitch.


By now she was so far gone that her feverish brain had become a blank 
to everything but the wonderful sensations his adoringly lapping tongue 
stimulated in her helplessly fluttering belly. Kaiser whimpered from 
deep in his throat, and her impassioned eyes fixed lovingly on his 
features. Then his own big brown eyes raised to meet hers in a kiss of 
sight older than time, and a glow seemed to hang between them like a 
bridge. Jackie waited breathlessly, unable to speak, unable to move, 
her lips parted and gasping, a helpless love-slave before the ferocious 
sensuality of the furry dog-beast. He moved slowly upward to lick at 
her open and willing young mouth.


"Ohhhhhh, mmmm," she gurgled into his parted jaws.


Kaiser could feel his blood boiling fiercely as it rushed along through 
his powerful body.


She tasted the delicate pink spear of his tongue in her mouth, lapping 
at it and loving its sweetness that was so hot and urgent, and all the 
while faint mewling sounds of worship broke devotedly from his throat.


He saw now that her eyes had shut ecstatically as she lay there beneath 
the dominating, enervating caress of his hungry tongue, even though she 
continued to return affection for affection with her own small pink 
lingual organ.


Instinctively, Kaiser sensed that it was time. Suddenly, his intense 
tonguing ceased and Jackie felt the bed give way from his moving 
weight. She opened her eyes to find him positioning himself between her 
slightly spreading legs!


"Oh, my God!" she inhaled, as her eyes and nostrils flared. It had 
taken forever for her to accustom herself to the thought that she might 
allow herself to be brought to orgasm by the animal's fervent 
ministrations, but now the sight of himself positioning his haunches 
between her legs suddenly renewed her virginal fear. "No, Kaiser!" she 
stammered in a high-pitched voice. "Down, boy! Down!"


She tried to take his handsome face in her hands but he made a low 
growl that sent a thrilling shiver of fear through her loins. 
Everything inside her screamed Rape! I'm going to be raped of my 
virginity by a dog!. Her breathing came in sharp, punctuated gasps, her 
mind spinning crazily out of control. The nakedly trembling teenager 
could not seem to control herself as her legs, as though by their own 
uncontrollable volition, fell mindlessly open. Oh, no! she thought 
frantically again. I've got to make him stop!


Lifting her head again and breathing more raggedly than ever, young 
Jacqueline watched Kaiser poise his beautiful head above the obscenely 
offered deliciousness between her fully flushed tan thighs. There, in 
the center of the split was her spinning blonde pubic mound, fairly 
soaking with all the juice that her vagina was spewing out in warmly 
trickling waves. And centered in that, the thin, hair-fringed lips of 
her pussy, slick with her sexual need, waited ecstatically for the 
burning lap of his tongue or whatever other pleasure-giving organ he 
cared to use.


The memory of what they'd done earlier in the week raced through the 
blonde girl's hot, feverish mind. Intoxicated with unsatisfied lust, 
she heard her own almost animalistic whimper, and then she felt her 
flesh get hot as Kaiser slowly lowered his nose in between her 
trembling thighs, his ragged pants scorching her sparse blonde pubic 
curls like flames from a blow-torch.


Jackie groaned and closed her eyes, continuing to groan incessantly and 
without letup. It was too late now, for sure ... Too late! her lust-
dazed imagination screamed.


His cool wet nose brushed moistly against the flaming flesh of her 
inner thigh, and a gasp broke chokingly from her throat. The blood-
heated lips of her lust-flooded pussy trembled in heart-stopping 
anticipation, frantic with desire. Kaiser whimpered as he sniffed hotly 
at her exposed loins, and somehow, it seemed to make the prospect of 
actually fucking into her all the more exciting. Her tense young thighs 
fell open wider still, and she drew them back up slightly.


Suddenly, the coolness of the German Shepherd's nose moved lower 
between her legs, pressing apart the soft resilient cheeks of her naked 
buttocks and brushing wetly against the tiny puckered circle of her 
exposed and vulnerable anus.


"Oooooh, God, Kaiser," she breathed, helplessly trapped by an obscene 
emotion that had no name. There was a swift, whooshing intake of 
breath, and then her entire body felt as if it was glowing with a halo 
of passion, as the dog's irresistibly searching tongue splurted out 
between her widely spread buttocks to wormingly lick up between the 
lewdly tingling cheeks of her ass, finding her snug little anal mouth 
and burrowing its tip deeply into the tight elastic ring.


Jackie sighed away into a dream of bliss that had no beginning or end. 
How long the delightful titillation went on down there between her 
hopelessly spread ass-cheeks, she could no longer measure. All she 
sensed was that Kaiser's animal tongue never stopped swirling into the 
almost bursting little crevice of her buttocks. She felt his wet, hotly 
searing adoration flooding upward from her rectal mouth all the way to 
the thin, hair-lined flanges of her cuntal folds, and then at last -- 
Oh, God! -- to the tiny, trembling erection of her barely concealed 
clitoral bud.


Jackie shivered delectably as his tongue drew ecstatically along her 
clinging and throbbing cunt-lips. The burning moisture of it flashed 
upward over the full length of her excruciatingly aching virgin pussy, 
then back again, until finally it spread through her softly yielding 
cuntal folds like a hot knife through butter.


Agony wracked the inexperienced teenage girl. She knew that she was 
twisting and turning on her small, satin-sheathed bed, her fire-filled 
breasts heaving sensuously from side to side, but she seemed to have 
lost control of her own body. The puppy's lapping tongue on her flaming 
cunt was all that mattered or existed in the world, and he seemed to 
control her movements completely with the sluicing of his long, thick 
animal tongue. Blissfully, he continued splaying open the hotly 
welcoming flesh of Jackie's fresh young cunt, subconsciously aware that 
he was being given an opportunity that no other man or beast before him 
had ever had. Finally, with a lunging invading curl of his tongue far 
up into the fiercely clutching heat of her deliriously craving vagina, 
Kaiser dared to explore where no one ever had.


Jackie moaned with lust-wracked anguish, her beautiful head with her 
long, wheat-colored hair flailing from side to side, her mouth opened 
in a constant moan that seemed to be continuous. Her entire cuntal 
plane spasmed with her fresh burning energy beneath his oral caresses, 
and occasionally she opened her lust-hazed eyes to take in the 
incredibly obscene spectacle of the dog's tongue, lapping so wildly and 
adoringly between her legs. Just the sight of it made her become even 
more excited by the lascivious vision of her own debauched downfall, 
but as always, there was the hidden knot of apprehension, that would 
surface just as she was about to give in.


I can't do this ... I must be dreaming! she told herself fearfully, but 
before her dilated pupils Kaiser was swiftly and surely lapping her 
desirous loins. The lewdly spread blonde teenager moaned giddily from 
the intense sensation imparted by Kaiser's lapping tongue, sending her 
through a volcanic fire of erotic sensation. Her hotly smoldering young 
flesh seemed to be burning up in its own boiling juices with each 
maddening lap and flick of the instinctively working canine tongue up 
between her legs.


Jackie's mewls escalated wildly, intermingling with her moans, groans, 
and whines. Her sensually ignited mind had slipped into a hot salacious 
bath in which she seemed to be luridly drowning. Again and again, the 
dog's scorching tongue sliced and swirled through her young, overheated 
loins, driving her wild with anguished, burning ecstasy.


The helpless blonde lost all track of time. Her erotic, hedonistic 
intoxication with this wonderful, delirium-producing laving was all she 
existed for. The heavenly, unimaginably worshipping tongue lapped madly 
through her wet, passion-drenched, seething blonde young pussy, until 
she could only whimper and squirm like some sort of animal herself. She 
was like a thing possessed -- possessed by this demonic bestial lover, 
enslaved by her aching desire to be used by her German Shepherd lover 
who so adored her female flesh! God! she whispered to herself. God, all 
I want is sex, sex, sex! I'm just like Kaiser and ... and Mother!


Aloud, she crooned toward the handsome dog's face, reaching down with 
her hands to clutch his furry ears as he worked ravenously between her 
legs. "Mmmmmm, Kaiser, lover! Oooooh, you're my only lover, boy ... my 
true love ... Mmmmmm ... I'll never have a man, no, never! I'll never 
need a man, Kaiser! All I'll ever need is you!"


She wailed gutturally as he lunged his long, thick lingual organ again 
and again, curling once more up into her feverish clutching cuntal 
channel. Jackie didn't know if she was dying or going crazy from the 
wild, ecstatic, convulsive sensations that were rocking her whole young 
being, body and soul, with each sensual sluice of Kaiser's flaming 
tongue. "Oooooooh, Kaiser, never stop licking me, honey ... Just keep 
licking me forever and ever ... Aaaaahhhh!" Her pleading came out as a 
long, prolonged hiss, and she frantically drew her knees all the way 
back to touch her erotically tingling nipples in order to give the dog 
greater access to her widespread cuntal mouth.


Kaiser's whines continually mingled with hers as he licked deliriously 
at her, his tongue lashing out like a whip inside her love-starved 
vaginal slit, penetrating deeply into the thin, hair-fringed folds 
where it gaped up at him through her obscenely upraised buttocks and 
arched-back legs.


Oh, how Kaiser adored this exotic odor and the taste of her young 
female passion, the keen aromatic spice on his tongue and nostrils 
serving to enrage his mighty canine loins. Though he had experienced 
human female passion before, in his dog's mind he thought he had never 
known so fresh and young a woman as Jacqueline Burnside, and the 
excitement of being the first male ever to experience her was almost 
overpowering for the young German Shepherd puppy.


He basked and slobbered hungrily in her ever-growing love-juices, 
adoring the bright blue pools of her eyes and her melodious, whimpering 
voice which was so warm and soothing and alluring, and which first 
bespoke to him her pervading innocence.


He adored her lovely face, and the way it glowed with incensed passion 
as she looked at him. The soft curves of her nakedly tanned body were 
something else he worshipped proudly, doting especially on the 
magnificent jutting mounds of her firm, gorgeously curved breasts. It 
was little wonder that he loved licking at her hot, urgent sexual core, 
where his instinctively expert tongue was able to magnetically draw 
gush after gush of hot liquid proof that she adored him too. So he 
excitedly tongue-flicked her curl-fringed moistness, and felt the 
strong urge in his ruttish, lust-driven loins clamoring for more.


Abruptly, with a rumbling growl, Kaiser suddenly stopped his tongue-
fucking and backed away from Jackie's seething vaginal plane.


"Wha -- ?! Kaiser, what's wrong?!" the anguished girl demanded, raising 
herself up on her elbows, her long, blonde hair fanning out in back of 
her. Her eyes were humid and smoky, hungrily watching as her virgin 
cunt-lips softly undulated against each other, desperately trying to 
find the swiftly removed tongue.


"Did I do something wrong, boy?" she pleaded plaintively. "I'm sorry 
... I didn't mean it, Kaiser. Please keep licking me, boy ... God, I 
need you!"


But Kaiser didn't appear to be listening to her ardent love commands. 
Instead, eyes blazing with bestial lust, he was backing away from her 
half-raised position, revealing gradually to her glazed-over eyes ... 
his cock! His gorgeous animal cock!


Breathless with wonder, her jaw hanging slack, Jackie gaped at the 
glistening hard sexual organ that was slowly emerging from its long, 
furry cocoon, wet, pink, and thick, its tapered end swaying 
tantalizingly as it left the protective sheath in an ever-expanding 
length of scarlet hardness.


0h, God! It was bigger than she remembered! Jackie panted wordlessly, 
her eyes widening in disbelief as she confronted this amazingly huge 
animal cock slipping so agonizingly slowly from its hairy brown sleeve. 
She had never in her life imagined that she could be so turned on and 
ready to explode, and it was doubly exciting to know that her arousal 
had not been caused by some horrible, lewdly conniving man, but by this 
innocent, and knowledgeable dog!


God! Oh, God! For the first time in her protected young life, she knew 
that she wanted to feel a cock up inside her unused young pussy. And 
she could tell that Kaiser wanted to do the same thing ... just as she 
had suspected on that first fateful afternoon that he had lived here.


But some remnant of forgotten civilization seemed to nag and tug at the 
teenager's heart-strings, as she again felt the agonizing reluctance to 
let herself carry this wickedly forbidden act to its logical 
conclusion.


I'm still a virgin ... I think ... It's not too late ... But... but I 
can't stand this teasing! My pussy feels ready to explode, if I don't 
cum pretty soon! And, ooooooh ... The only way I can cum is with 
darling Kaiser!


"Ooooh, yessss, Darling!" she cried aloud to the hesitating dog. "I 
neeeeed you, lover boy! I need you!"


She couldn't keep her eyes off his still-expanding and lengthening rod 
as she sat up and stretched out her slender tanned arms in welcome.


"Come to Jackie, Kaiser darling! Come to Jackie like a good boy ... I 
just can't wait ..."


Then, something seemed to snap in her consciousness, and uttering a 
sharp, piteous moan of anguish, she plopped back down on the damp satin 
sheets, her distended breasts heaving with unfulfilled desire. Her eyes 
were opened, staring unseeing at the ceiling, as she heard Kaiser 
pacing restlessly in front of the bed. She raised her head slightly, 
and seeing that his penis was still growing to utterly impossible 
proportions, she frantically piled her satiny smooth pillows underneath 
her squirming, aching buttocks, propping herself up so that Kaiser 
would be able to slide his long dog-cock into her easier. The gorgeous 
young blonde's eyes glowed with lascivious desire, and she pulled her 
legs back again until her knees touched her erotically inflamed 
breasts, revealing the obscenely raised mound of her hot virgin cunt, 
steaming and glistening with molten desire as it lay nakedly spread 
before him. She raised her golden head to look down the valley between 
her firmly throbbing breasts toward her animal lover, who was waiting 
so patiently with his enormous, glistening red cock pulsating and 
throbbing like a rhythmically straining heartbeat, beyond which lay the 
heavy, love-laden testicles that would soon be spurting deep up inside 
her hungrily waiting belly.


"Oooooh Hurry, Kaiser, hurry!" she groaned shamelessly. "You've got to 
fuck me, just like a man! I can't wait for you to fuck my cunt, you big 
lovable beast!" The crudeness of her own words shocked the unaccustomed 
teenager, but she no longer cared about appearances or her former 
opinions of things. All she wanted was to ease the incredible aching 
need between her legs, and Kaiser's burgeoning rod seemed to be the 
only way to do it.


She reached down between her thighs to stroke her greedily pulsating 
vagina in a fiercely erotic gesture. "Oh, hurry, lover!"


Kaiser's heart pounded wildly with crazed animal heat. He wasn't used 
to fucking women in human, face-to-face fashion, but it was obvious 
that that was exactly what young Jacqueline Burnside wanted him to do. 
To his bestial way of thinking, it hardly seemed possible that he could 
fuck his long penile hardness into her this way, but he slowly came 
back toward the bed, realizing that he would be able to watch the 
gorgeous lust-contortions cross her beautiful young features this way 
... And he would be able to suck and lick her huge, firm human breasts!


Positioning himself carefully, he made his way toward her spread apart 
legs. He mounted easily between her quivering thighs, his head panting 
above hers, feeling the steaming moisture of her open cuntal lips as 
his fiercely excited and jerking penis brushed against the sort fluid 
heat of her outer vaginal lips.


"Aaaaiiieee ... oh, my!" Jackie squealed, shutting her eyes tightly as 
if to close off all entrance of guilt during this terrible obscenity. 
She hugged her animal lover tightly, though, and her soft, naturally 
red lips kissed all over his furry face as his own tongue lapped out to 
lave her lovely features. Her small hand ventured down below his belly, 
between their lewdly joined bodies, to find his huge animal cock and 
press it warmly against her throbbing clitoris.


"God, it's hot!" she exclaimed suddenly, as if she'd been burned 
unintentionally by the molten iron bar of Kaiser's huge hard penis. 
"But I want to have it inside me, Kaiser," she added resolutely. "I 
have to have it inside me!"


Boldly, she placed his tapering slickened cockhead against the 
reflexively pulsating lips of her virgin pussy, and the dog felt the 
moistly clutching grip of her young cuntal flesh nibbling at his penis. 
All he did was what came naturally and instinctively to a hot-blooded 
young animal. He shoved forward eagerly with a savage, purposeful 
fucking stroke.


"Aaaaaggghhh! Nnnnnnoooooo!" the girl suddenly shrieked. "Oh, Kaiser 
... Oooooooaaaaaiiiiieeeee!" Her wails trailed off into a series of 
short, uncontrollable sobs, as the unprepared teenager felt the sudden, 
unexpected pain of her delicate hymenal membrane giving way before the 
animalistic onslaught of the eagerly fucking puppy. Kaiser could sense 
the discomfort in his beautiful young mistress, and in his simplistic, 
adoring mind, he felt genuinely sorry that he might have caused her any 
pain. But at the same time, his body pummeled on of its own accord, 
driven by an even more powerful instinct than his desire to please his 
mistress. He continued to sink his long, throbbing animal organ into 
the upraised pussy-slit of his young blonde mistress, even as his 
throat rumbled with sympathetic outpourings of consolation.


Below him, Jackie could feel the shuddering vibrations of Kaiser's 
firm-muscled body, keeping unconscious time with her own, 
uncontrollable sobs.


"Oh, Kaiser, darling ..." she croaked; "I know you didn't mean it ... I 
know you couldn't help it, darling ..." She threw her arms over his 
powerful neck to show that she didn't blame him for the discomfort his 
first rapid entry had caused her. "It's okay now, Kaiser. Honestly," 
she whispered. "It doesn't hurt any more ..."


In a way, she noted to herself, it was quickly becoming true. As the 
powerful German Shepherd continued to work his red cock around in her 
cunt, burying it deeper inside her hotly throbbing young belly, Jackie 
could feel the pain subsiding almost magically, to be replaced by an 
even more intense pleasure than what she had recently known.


"Aaaaaahhhhmmmmnnn," she sighed ecstatically. Her throaty sounds became 
one endless gurgle of mindless delight as he fucked unremittingly into 
her no-longer-virginal pussy. She could no longer force her mind to 
form words and sentences, for Kaiser wouldn't understand them anyway 
... All she could do was fuck, fuck, fuck! Her passion-dilated cuntal 
passage opened like a flower in the hot summer sun, and there was 
nothing she could deny him now. She was totally open, vulnerable, and 
enslaved, helplessly spread out before him as she enjoyed the electric 
thrill of being fucked silly by a lustful dog.


The rapid staccato of his thrusts was something that could not be 
altered or implored for a single instant, so that the young teenager 
had to ride with it and do the best that she could. Kaiser was not a 
human lover, who might be persuaded to do something for her ... This 
was an instinctually erotic beast -- an animal on all fours fucking 
into her with a lightning thrust so mind-bending that it made her teeth 
chatter and clatter in her head like loaded dice.


He must have fucked her fifty times in succession while she was still 
trying to acclimate her human brain to the fact that he was actually 
fucking her, for the first time she had ever been fucked in her whole 
young life. Like the muscular and powerful animal that he was, his 
soul-searing dog-fuck reamed her young belly like a piston in a 
powerful engine. Jackie cringed and whined beneath his savage, 
automatic invasion, her mind blanked out by her own carnal lust, the 
very hearth of her womanhood aflame with a desire that had no 
counterpoint in her whole living memory.


Heights and depths of unholy ecstasy competed with each other within 
the battleground of her flaming young blonde cunt. All she could do was 
moan and squirm salaciously around the magnificent beast-cock that was 
despoiling her gorgeous blonde beauty, offering her cunt selflessly up 
to him on the altar of their new-found love.


When she could get her wildly impassioned breath, she managed to look 
up to watch with lewd fascination the redly glistening dog-cock 
pistoning regularly in and out of the soft, curl-fringed lips of her 
clinging vaginal mouth. It slithered in and out of her widely-split 
young pussy with wet, breath-whipping charges, fucking its way up to 
the very top, then back down again, with her cunt-walls clinging to it 
like hot liquid rubber. Kaiser's heavy, sperm-bloated testicles slapped 
heavily against the small puckered mouth of her anus down between her 
luridly spread young ass-cheeks, imparting a wild, additional thrill of 
lust as well.


Her brain jarred fiercely with every maddening, breast-shivering lunge 
as she reeled in the blinding pool of taboo sodomy. It amazed the 
teenager the way the glistening length of his cone-shaped penis 
pistoned so deeply within her own tight vagina, and she kicked her legs 
out to wrap them around the furry muscles of Kaiser's strong young 
back. Then, rhythmically, she lifted her loins in a wildly salacious 
grinding motion to meet his driving strokes with obscene, ecstatic 
abandon. Wildly, crazily, she humped her gorgeously rounded pelvis up 
at her animal lover, sliding forward onto his continually skewering 
cock as it lunged deeper and deeper with heavenly delight into the 
tortured confines of her hardly-used pussy. His hairy animal belly and 
loins battered her relentlessly and without mercy, thudding 
resoundingly into her taut, lewdly spreading cuntal flesh, his huge, 
lust-bloated penis sinking full length into the fluid inferno of her 
wildly clasping cuntal passage .


With shameless, drunken mewls of pure joy, the lust-intoxicated blonde 
teenager rotated her buttocks furiously, grinding the undulating walls 
of her vagina hungrily around the hardened length of his piercing 
animal penis, a blissful wail of enravished lust breaking from her 
open, drooling lips.


And then the signal came, the unmistakable, but as yet unknown signal 
of approaching orgasm. It sprayed through the young girl's erotically 
seething loins like the prickling of millions of tiny hot needles, 
gnawing at the inner base of her sensuously quivering belly with a 
lascivious promise of the first real climax she had ever known.


Over and over again Jackie moaned and whined, continually approaching 
the steep cliff of her elusive orgasm. She strained beneath her panting 
dog-lover, watching his thick red penis fucking furiously into and out 
of the blonde fringed hole between her eagerly twitching legs. She 
gasped with agony, her eyes bulging as she raced toward her first 
genuine orgasm.


"Ooooh, yyyeeeessss ... fuck me, Kaiser ... Like that ... just like 
that ... I'm going to cum from your fucking ... Ooooooh ..." Jackie's 
mouth drooled sexually all over his panting face, covering it with hot, 
wet kisses as her loins felt ready to explode in a million tiny pieces.


Kaiser's puffing animal heart raged with desire for the beautiful 
blonde mistress he was fucking, whose soft, tan legs were wound so 
tightly around his swiftly moving back, as were her arms now wrapped 
around his neck. She whined a low, pleading moan as she feverishly 
kissed him as no other human woman had ever done, simultaneously 
thrusting her eagerly clasping pussy walls up over his rod as it drove 
faster and faster into her. The burning heat of her vaginal channel 
clung greedily to his savagely pumping cock, urging him on.


"Ooooh, God!" Jackie panted through gritted teeth. "I can't stand it! 
I'm almost there! ... Ooooooh, I'm almost there!"


The lust-drugged young blonde opened her mouth ardently as the dog's 
long, thick tongue thrust into the heat of her moist oral cavern, 
brushing her tiny pink tongue as it surged forward into the depths of 
her throat. She sucked his tongue wildly, unbridled bestial passion 
seeming to possess her. Her toes curled downward as every nerve seeming 
to possess her. Her toes curled downward as every nerve in her 
hopelessly aching flesh seemed to strain endlessly towards the most 
impossible, mind-shattering, fantastic climax. With his tongue in her 
mouth, it was as if she were being fucked orally as well as vaginally. 
Sob after joyous sob broke forth from her ardently strangling lips as 
she felt her whole being heave closer and closer to the moment of 
release.


Suddenly, it hit her, and all at once the entire apartment rocked with 
the piercing shriek of the teenager's orgasmic wail.


"Aaaaaaiiiiieeeee!!! Aaaaaaauuuuuuuuuugggghhhhhh!!!! ... 
Kkkkkaaaaaiiiser! I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm cummingcummingcumming!"


Her pelvis contorted with wild uncontrollable sexual bliss as her loins 
seemed to convulse in mid-air, and everything about the lewdly entwined 
beast and girl twisted and sobbed with excruciating joy. Her vaginal 
passage seemed to constrict and undulate automatically around his 
rapidly thrusting dog-cock, sucking his hotly scalding animal cum right 
up from his heavy churning balls.


His tongue withdrew from her greedily sucking mouth and she flailed her 
head from side to side, her face distorted with passionate lust. The 
wildest flash of erotic sensation that that she had ever known or even 
imagined shot through her like cannon balls, with every fiery spurt 
from Kaiser's heatedly hosing organ. The obscene combination of their 
animal and human cum trickled warmly out from her hungrily clasping 
young cunt, falling in a tiny hot pool on the white satin pillow just 
below the teenager's loins.


Jackie's first real orgasm seemed to last for hours, as she felt the 
intensity of every last drop of Kaiser's sperm as it splattered up into 
the unused depths of her vaginal receptacle. Her cunt seemed to twitch 
incessantly, even after his deflating cock had slipped wetly from her 
truly satisfied love-hole, and it was all she could do to roll off the 
pillows and lie face down in her own, no-longer-virginal bed.


"Oh, thank you, thank you, Kaiser," she whispered to her canine lover, 
before closing her eyes to doze off in a late-evening nap.


Chapter 4


At twelve forty-five, Stella Burnside quietly let herself into the 
apartment she shared with her daughter, but she was totally unprepared 
for what she saw in the living room. She noticed at once that all the 
lights were on, and the quiet conversational tones of a late-night talk 
show were audible coming from the television set. At first, Stella 
thought that perhaps Jackie was just up watching TV, but one glance 
into the living room told her otherwise.


Her beautiful, innocent blonde daughter was stretched out nakedly on 
the crumpled satin sheets of her single bed, her sleeping face settled 
peacefully in a calm, satisfied expression. Beside her, his huge, hairy 
head resting on the soft mounds of the girl's buttocks, lay Kaiser; the 
strapping German Shepherd guard dog!


As soon as he heard Stella's light footsteps, the big loving dog raised 
his head suspiciously, but recognizing the scent and rhythm of his 
older mistress's step he settled back down into his fleshy pillow. His 
nostrils flared unconsciously with the renewed wafts of Jackie's musky 
sweet sex-smell, and he shifted slightly on the day-bed.


"Mmmmph ... Kaiser, what -- ?" the girl mumbled, opening her eyes to 
the dog's subtle stirrings. And then she heard her mother. "Oh, no!" 
she shrieked aloud, her hand flying up to her mouth as she sat up 
instantly.


"Are you awake, dear?" Stella asked pointlessly, from the doorway to 
the living room. "How was your evening?"


"Mother!" was all the distraught young girl could say. She sat up 
hurriedly, pulling the pink satin quilt up to inadequately cover her 
nakedness, and Kaiser acquiescingly leaped down off the bed to go and 
nuzzle Stella's nylon-stocking-clad leg.


"Yes, Jackie... I didn't expect to find you up ..." the raven-haired 
woman replied. Her mature, feminine imagination was mulling amusedly 
over the possibilities of the awkward situation her lovely teenaged 
daughter was in. When she had first bought the dog, Stella remembered, 
she had noticed Kaiser's peculiar fascination with human females, and 
she even recalled having been suspicious that he might try to do 
something with Jackie. She had discarded the titillating idea then, of 
course, but now ...


I wonder ... I just wonder, Stella thought, hiding a smile. Jackie was 
naked, there was no question about that. And Kaiser had been lying 
across her bare, firmly rounded ass-cheeks, with a satisfied expression 
on his dog-face. The bedclothes were rumpled, and the air was heady, as 
if ... as if something was going on in here! Look at the way Jackie's 
clothes are strewn all over the floor! It was totally unlike anything 
Stella's prim and proper daughter had ever done before.


The black-haired woman looked inquiringly into her blonde daughter's 
embarrassed face. She said nothing, and it was Jackie who finally 
spoke.


"I ... I guess I fell asleep watching TV, Mother," she explained 
illogically, "Kaiser was just ... just resting with me, I guess ... Oh, 
Mother, I don't know what to say!"


"You don't have to say anything, dear," the older woman said kindly. 
"In fact, I'm actually pleased ..." She didn't say or hint what she was 
pleased about, or even whether she knew what Jackie had done a few 
hours ago, but she sat down on the girl's bed, a speculative expression 
on her sly, almost conniving features. "You see, I had something 
planned for tomorrow, and I was wondering ..." The mother paused and 
looked around the strewn little living room. "If you would be able to 
help me ..."


Jackie looked suspiciously into her mother's deliberately blank face. 
Self-consciously, she wrapped her shiny pink quilt around her naked 
young body, sitting up straight to hear what Stella had to say. "Help 
you?" she inquired finally. "How, Mother?"


"Well, do you remember what I told you about paying for Kaiser on time 
-- once a week?" The blonde girl nodded. "The first payment is 
tomorrow, but I'll be at work. So, could you cash my paycheck for me at 
the bank, and then pay Matt when he comes over?"


"Matt?" Jackie repeated. In her mind, she already sensed that this was 
going to be another one of her mother's little "Meet-a-man" schemes. 
But this time it will be different, the teenager thought smugly. Let 
Mother introduce me to whoever .she wants to ... I've got Kaiser, now!


"Matt Fields is the dog breeder I told you about, honey," the older 
woman replied dreamily, her pleasantly filled vagina palpitating at the 
recent encounter with Matt in the lounge of the Double-X Theater.


"Oh, yeah," Jackie said expressionlessly. "Okay, I'll pay him ... but 
... but I won't try to look like the Queen of Sheba for him ..."


"Jackie! Have I ever --?" Stella exclaimed with exaggerated innocence. 
But her expression softened when she belatedly caught the tone of 
indifference in her daughter's voice. Something really has happened 
here tonight! the mother told herself. And it just might be... Good 
Lord, my own little Jacqueline!


*  *  *  *  *


"Oh, fuck, man, will you just come on!" Matt Fields shouted to his 
roommate, Greg. "I can guarantee this broad's daughter is not going to 
be a dog. Christ, if you only saw the way Stella was built, you 
wouldn't even be arguing!"


Tall, blond-haired Greg Sullivan emerged from his bedroom in an 
embroidered Western-style shirt and dark brown brushed denim pants. 
"Look, Matt, I'm not trying to screw anything up for you, but why 
should I give up a date that's a sure thing, for some half-assed chance 
to make a chick you haven't even seen yet?"


"Jesus, man, man, I'm telling you, this chick's mother is fucking 
built. Tits like watermelons, man, and the firmest little ass ..." Matt 
made an obscene shape in the air with his fingers, and Greg smiled 
indulgently.


"Yeah, okay, I believe you ... But hell, I thought all you had to do 
was go over there and pick up the money ..."


Matt reached into his back pocket and pulled out his wallet. He reached 
into the money section and pulled out a folded over envelope. "That's 
what I thought, too, Greg," he said, opening the envelope." But just as 
I was leaving last night, Mrs. Burnside gave me these." He held out 
three tickets to the Double-X Theater, specially stamped and dated for 
this evening's premiere showing of a new film from Argentina, that 
promised to be the hottest attraction since "Deep Throat."


Greg reached over and took the tickets, nodding to himself. "Three 
tickets, huhh? You're right, it does look like she was expecting you to 
bring somebody along for her daughter ... And this lady works at that 
theater? Shit, some guys have all the luck!" He handed the tickets back 
to his friend, speculating aloud, "Well, at least it means that the 
daughter is eighteen, so we couldn't get sent up for statutory ..."


"Then you'll come?" Matt interpreted his roommate's change of attitude 
excitedly. "I swear to God, Greg, if the daughter's a dog, I'll let you 
have a go at old Stella, and I promise you won't be sorry!"


Greg got up and smiled. "I guess that's all a guy could ask for, Matt," 
he said. He flicked on the TV to watch the end of an old movie while 
the young dog breeder got ready for what was likely to turn into the 
most exciting evening either of them had ever spent. It was just 
getting dark on the late summer's evening when the friend's climbed 
into Matt's Mustang and headed toward the outskirts of town where the 
Burnside's apartment was supposed to be.


"I swear, Greg, this chick has got to be good!" was the last thing Matt 
said to his companion as they mounted the stairs that led to Mrs. 
Stella Burnside's door.


Chapter 5


But Matt Fields wasn't quite prepared for the shock of seeing Stella 
Burnside's daughter for the first time. When the apartment door slowly 
opened a few seconds after he had confidently rung the buzzer, both the 
curly, dark-haired dog breeder and his blond friend and roommate 
inhaled sharply, exchanging meaningful glances.


Holy shit! Greg's look said to Matt. Is this girl real?


Matt's expression said wordlessly, Oh, Christ, I didn't know she'd be 
this fantastic!


Jackie noticed their silent, subtle eye-contact, and interrupted them 
sweetly, "Can I help you? Are you Mother's dog breeder?"


"I ... um, yes, I am," Matt stammered. Christ! And I thought her old 
lady was something else! The pretty blonde eighteen year old was 
wearing a thin, short dress, made out of some kind of slinky fabric 
like jersey, and it seemed to cling precariously to her voluptuous 
young curves. The neckline was modest, but the buttons seemed to have 
casually loosened themselves, so both Greg and Matt could clearly see 
the huge, tanned mounds of her firm, young breasts protruding above the 
top of her lacy brassiere. Her legs were long and gorgeously golden, 
and it was obvious that she wore no stockings at all. If it hadn't been 
for Kaiser's eagerly joyful presence at the young girl's slender ankles 
and calves, Matt vowed seriously that he would have raped her on the 
spot. God! No wonder they needed a guard dog!


Kaiser's tail was wagging happily at the sight and scent of his former 
master, but he instinctively growled at Greg's presence. Greg, the dog 
remembered from his life at the breeder's, was the boyfriend of the 
first female human he had ever licked to orgasm, and Kaiser still felt 
a reserve of uneasy anxiety whenever he encountered his ex-master's 
roommate.


"Well, come on in," Jackie invited them finally, when she was able to 
get their attention. Their open-mouthed gaping was something she had 
gotten used to in the years since she had turned thirteen, and she knew 
that the only way to deal with it was to wait until they had their 
senses. Besides, she felt safe and secure with Kaiser right at her 
side, even though she knew that the dog must still feel some loyalty to 
his old master.


"Thanks," both Greg and Matt mumbled in response to the gorgeous 
teenager's invitation. They followed her trance-like into the small 
apartment, sitting down on the day-bed which had only yesterday been 
the site of Jackie Burnside's deflowering.


"Mother left the money," the girl explained, going into the bedroom for 
the cash she'd gotten at the bank after school. When she returned, she 
held out the two crisp bills, a $5 and a $20, in the direction of the 
two young men, and suddenly she laughed. "Oh, my," she giggled. "I 
don't even know which one of you is Matt Fields!" Her turquoise blue 
eyes sparkled gleefully as she sat down in a rocking chair across from 
the day-bed. "I'm sorry, I forgot to introduce myself ... I'm 
Jacqueline, Stella's daughter ... Jackie, for short ..."


The curly-haired man smiled and said, "I'm Matt, and this is my 
roommate, Greg Sullivan ... We thought ... Well, your mother gave us 
tickets to the theater for tonight ... Would you care to join us?"


Jackie sighed. So Mother did try to set up a date! I should have known! 
Aloud, she said, "I'm not busy tonight, but ... Well, I know that my 
Mother probably asked you to show me a good time, and all that. And 
honestly ... you don't have to take me out just for my Mother's sake 
... I'm really quite happy by myself." Silently she added, now that I 
have Kaiser to look after me!


Both young men immediately protested and denied that Mrs. Burnside had 
had anything to do with their invitation to young Jackie. Greg, 
especially, took the lead and explained hurriedly how he had 
practically twisted Matt's arm to get him to let Greg come along 
tonight. Matt didn't admit that the situation was almost exactly the 
reverse, but he did wish he hadn't promised Greg that he could act as 
Jackie's date. Shit, if he'd imagined she was even half as foxy-looking 
as she was, Matt would've agreed to take her out himself, the way Mrs. 
Burnside had hinted last night.


Although the blonde teenager wasn't fooled by the two young men's hot 
denials of her mother's involvement, she did finally agree to accompany 
them to the sex theater where her mother worked. She had only been to 
the Double-X once before, and that was last year, right after her 
mother had been re-hired, and before the interior of the theater was 
remodeled. She hadn't stayed for the show, then, either, and the idea 
of seeing what really went on there sounded interesting.


She rode to the Double-X in the front seat with Matt, while Greg kept 
up an animated conversation from the back seat. It made her shudder 
inwardly when they rounded the corner onto the street where her mother 
was displayed in a glass booth like a piece of meat for sale, and for 
an instant, she wished she had not allowed herself to get talked into 
coming.


But surely Mother knows they were going to bring me here, Jackie 
consoled herself. She did give Matt the tickets, after all! She 
couldn't understand why her mother would want her going to a place like 
the sex theater, but then, she didn't really understand most of what 
her mother thought or did. It was as if the black-haired mother and her 
golden-haired daughter were opposite ends of the spectrum, with totally 
different goals and morals.


Stella Burnside's whole face lit up when she spotted her young college 
student lover leading his friend and her own daughter Jackie toward the 
popular movie theater. She excitedly let herself out of her glass booth 
for a moment to welcome them to the show, and she beamed silently to 
her young innocent daughter, thinking that tonight might be a turning 
point for her. "I'm so glad you decided to come, dear," she whispered, 
squeezing Jackie's hand. "I just know this movie will have special 
interest for you ..."


Jackie looked quizzically at her mother, but Matt and Greg hustled her 
past the stills and into the dimly lit cinema. It wasn't too crowded 
yet, but the way the two ushers were laughing and rubbing their hands 
together indicated that they expected to see a sell-out crowd here 
tonight, for the opening of "Cecilia's Surrender," the hot new feature 
film shot on location in Argentina, without any breaks in the action. 
It was an entirely new concept in movie-making, and critics from all 
the newspapers were already crowding into the special section roped off 
for members of the press.


To Jackie, the theater seemed a lot more exciting than it had seemed 
when she had been here before. In the first place, the standard, semi-
comfortable, velvet theater seats had been replaced by comfortable 
couches, where people could be seated in parties of two, three or four 
in intimate comfort. A balcony had been added, to provide enough 
seating, and the furniture was grouped like chairs around a night-club 
table, so that people could talk quietly to each other during 
intermissions without disturbing others.


One of the ushers led Jackie, Matt, and Greg over to a plush green 
couch against one wall, just behind the area reserved for the critics. 
He leaned down and whispered to the blonde girl that it was the best 
seat in the house, and that any daughter of Stella Burnside's certainly 
deserved it. Jackie smiled prettily when the usher backed away and left 
them alone.


It seemed like no time until the house lights began to dim, and a 
spotlight appeared in the center of the stage just below the wide-angle 
movie screen. A man's voice sounded boomingly over the PA system, 
introducing the special attraction for tonight, Cecilia LaFruta, in 
person, the star of the incredible new film, "Cecilia's Surrender!"


A low accompaniment of Latin-sounding music rose from somewhere in the 
wings, and soon, the black spangled curtains in front of the screen 
began to rustle and shimmer, as though there was some whirlwind force 
rippling over them. In seconds, the whirlwind force was revealed to be 
an unbelievably young-looking Latin girl, dressed entirely in red and 
black. Her hair, which was long, thick, and curled voluptuously around 
her shoulders like a fur stole, was a flaming, sequined red, and it 
shone like real fire in contrast to the golden tan of her skin and the 
shiny black patent leather of her abbreviated, bikini brassiere. Her 
naked torso seemed to have been painted with some kind of sheer, 
shimmery glitter, for with every sensual undulating movement she made, 
her whole belly seemed to glow with the reflected light from the 
spotlight which was on her. Inches below her glimmering waistline, the 
girl wore a short black skirt, hung with long, spangled fringes which 
swayed and brushed against the floor. Through the illusory black shadow 
that the fringe created. Jackie, Matt, and Greg could see the girl's 
high-heeled Spanish riding boots, complete with heavy silver studs 
which gleamed in the dark.


As she approached the microphone, the audience hushed, and you could 
almost feel the intake of air as they all held their breath.


"Good evening, lay-dees and gentle-men," the soft-spoken girl said in 
her exotic accent. "I am pleesed to come here, in the United States. I 
hope you weel enjoy my new mo-vee ... I am verrry happy to welcome you 
tonight ..." As she spoke slowly and carefully, her intense dark eyes 
were glittering with sensuous moisture. The spotlight that was focused 
on her gradually drew back, making the girl seem smaller and smaller as 
the circle of light got bigger. Slowly, the black spangled curtains 
began to slide away from the screen, and the spotlight faded to a 
faint, orange glow. Then, incredibly, Cecilia LaFruta suddenly appeared 
to grow to absolutely enormous proportions. The girl herself stood 
alone on the stage, but behind her, her image appeared on the movie 
screen, dressed in exactly the same clothes she was wearing tonight! 
The huge filmed image began to sway softly to some unheard music, and 
below her, in miniature real life, Cecilia danced lightly off the 
stage, leaving the whole theater mesmerized by her sensuous motions on 
the film.


The green velvet couch where Jackie sat wedged between the two college 
boys suddenly gave a little lurch, and all three occupants looked up to 
see a smiling Stella Burnside sliding in next to Greg. "This is the 
first showing of this movie," she whispered to the tall, well-built 
blond youth, "and I always sneak in to see the first showing ..."


Greg smiled obligingly, thinking to himself, Shit, this broad is twice 
as far-out looking as old Matt said ... Sitting between the older woman 
and her daughter the way he was, Matt's roommate could feel his loins 
beginning to tingle already, even though the movie had hardly begun.


The movie house was filled with the soft background music of the movie 
soundtrack, and the huge, sensually swaying image of Cecilia LaFruta on 
the screen gradually shrank, to reveal the setting of the film. The 
girl was dancing to herself in some kind of dressing room, as if she 
was preparing to go out on a stage any minute. In the upper right-hand 
corner of the screen was a faintly blurred suggestion of prison bars, 
indicating that the erotic young girl was being held captive, perhaps 
by the people for whom she was preparing to perform.


The camera zoomed in on the prison bars, showing them to be in a small 
window, and on the other side of the bars, two black glinting eyes were 
staring lustfully at the captive slave. Greg inhaled sharply, as did 
several other members of the audience, but his gasp was more than just 
the realization that the girl on the film was in danger.


Someone's hand had planted itself down right over the growing bulge of 
his penis!


"Aaaugh," he groaned in a hoarse whisper. "Wha --?" He tore his eyes 
from the screen, and looked at the two gorgeous women on either side. 
Both Jackie and her voluptuous mother were intently watching the movie, 
but Greg looked down and saw that the hand over his pants' fly belonged 
to Stella. Jesus Christ! he thought to himself ... She's supposed to be 
Matt's chick ...


The girl on the screen seemed to be unaware that anyone was watching 
her, and she continued dancing with increasing wildness, as though the 
music in her head was reaching some kind of crescendo. She whirled and 
spun around in the tiny dressing room, sending the long black fringes 
of her skirt flying like a black cloud around her perfectly shaped 
thighs and buttocks. Her flaming, glittering red hair whirled out from 
her head, completely obscuring the beautiful mysterious features of her 
face as she rocked and undulated in a frenzied spin, nearly causing 
herself to lose her balance. The tension in the audience was reaching a 
heavy peak with the pounding beat of the music that filled the theater, 
but still Cecilia spun on and on, around and around ... and around ... 
Oh, God, and around ...


The camera focused on the lasciviously watching eyes again, and the 
small-boned but voluptuously proportioned girl collapsed in a heap on 
the floor of her jail-cell dressing room. She heaved and panted 
audibly, her small olive hands reaching up to push her hair out of her 
perspiration-glistening face. Slowly she stood up again, and 
miraculously, the shiny, black-fringed skirt had gone, lying at her 
feet in a harmless dark pool of fabric and fringe. Underneath, the 
slave-dancer wore only the tiniest shiny triangle of leather panties, 
although her skin seemed to be painted with some kind of shimmery, 
lust-arousing paint which created a sheen all over her entire body. She 
began her dance again, to the obvious delight of the on-looker, but 
this time she moved more slowly, with exaggerated undulations similar 
to a bellydance.


Stella's wandering hand squeezed firmly over Greg's no-longer-
concealable erection, and her whisper assaulted his ears above the 
background music of the film. "Oooooh, it's getting sooooo big already, 
just like last time ..."


Last time?! Matt's roommate repeated to himself. Hell, I only just met 
Mrs. Burnside a few minutes ago ... He looked sideways at the black-
haired seductress, trying to divine what was going on in her mind. Does 
she think I'm someone else? Matt maybe?


An "Ooooohh" rose from the audience, drawing Greg's attention back to 
the film, where the Latin girl was now removing her tight leather 
brassiere, to release her magnificently huge golden-nippled breasts, 
letting them stand out proudly in the imaginary privacy of the jail-
cell.


Greg gulped in the darkness. Now he was really becoming lost. Stella 
was stroking and squeezing his cock wildly, and the girl on the screen 
was stripping down to nothing. His balls throbbed hotly, building and 
growing with their overload of orgasmic liquid.


Cecilia was squeezing her nudely exposed breasts in her hotly working 
young hands, and her moans came clearly over the speakers. Her slender, 
delicate fingers came up to tweak at the pulsating, blood-hard 
erections of her nipples as she began to rub her lovely tanned legs 
together, causing the meager triangle of her patent leather panties to 
slide slowly down over the studded black boots to the floor. Her pubic 
hair was barely discernible on the screen, a sparse, fleecy vee of red-
gold curls, glittering like the rest of her young body with a healthy, 
lust-inspiring sheen. She fell backwards onto the only piece of 
furniture in her cell-like dressing room, a low flat bed that doubled 
as a chair, bench, or couch. Her hands flew down to stroke and tease at 
her delicately exposed genitals, drawing a gasp of passion from the 
audience as well as from the man in the movie, who was watching from 
the other side of the window.


The young girl's buttocks were twisting passionately against the 
uncomfortable-looking couch, and she groaned and panted aloud as if she 
hadn't been fucked properly in years. Jackie's young heart went out to 
the girl, who couldn't have been a day older than Jackie herself, and 
almost unconsciously, Stella Burnside's daughter folded her own hands 
across her lap, pressing down into the warming split between her legs. 
Matt Fields sensed her movement and pulled her closer to him, shifting 
his body slightly so that his growing penis was pressing into her firm 
young thigh.


To hell with Greg, the dark-haired dog breeder thought. He didn't 
really want to meet this gorgeous little chick anyway ...


On the other side of the eighteen year old blonde, Greg's breath was 
hitching spasmodically in his throat. Stella Burnside, his good buddy's 
latest lay, was still massaging his groin maddeningly, and she had 
begun to coo into his ear, her perfumed breath tickling hotly at his 
sensitive inner flesh. He wanted to say something -- at least point out 
that he obviously wasn't whoever she seemed to think he was -- but he 
knew if he said anything at all it would be a lewd invitation to fuck.


The young girl on the screen lay back ecstatically, her desire-hardened 
breasts pointing skyward and hardly even jiggling. Her fingers 
slithered in and out of her openly spread vaginal mouth, which was 
glistening up between her widespread legs, still encased in the long, 
high-heeled Spanish boots. Sharp little cries began to break from her 
full-bodied red lips, as her lovely head strained back so far that the 
camera picked up her hair as it flailed under the bed.


Before long, Cecilia was writhing lasciviously in the grip of her 
obscene, imprisoned display. Her hands ran all over the delicious 
contours of her sleek young body, then plunged again into the 
bottomless well of her eagerly working young cunt. When she caressed 
herself, her hands moved with the power of pure lust, dancing 
erotically over the flat shimmery expanse of her belly and digging 
greedily into the exquisite roundness of her belly and digging greedily 
into the exquisite roundness of her firm young breasts. She groaned and 
pulled her knees up until they were almost touching her breasts, the 
juices from her hotly glinting cunt moistening the flat mattress below. 
Her fingertip crawled like a spider into the soft, hair-covered lips of 
her young vagina, spreading them apart until the wetly pulsating inner 
flesh was obvious to the camera and the audience. She groaned again as 
she plunged her fingers deeply into the boiling cauldron of her lust, 
its oval, fish-liked mouth opening hungrily. Her face contorted as she 
violently fingered herself right in front of the glinting eyes of her 
jailer as well as the eagerly watching eyes of the audience. A gasp 
rose from the movie-viewers, as her tiny, tightly flexing young anus 
lifted upward into the light, puckering open slightly as if with well-
used practice.


Greg gaped with disbelief as Cecilia stroked her pussy flesh, swiping 
up fingerfulls of moisture to spread down into the crevice between her 
widespread ass-cheeks, her tiny clitoris standing out high and hard 
above her desperately working hand. By now, the college student could 
feel his penis almost boiling over with little drops of cum at its 
head, and his testicles felt as if they were being tightened in a vice. 
His eyes rolled frustratedly in his head, and a streak of perspiration 
broke out on his forehead. Stella was still massaging his cock, but she 
hadn't made any further move. For a moment, Greg was afraid he might 
slip and groan out loud from the pain building in his overheated loins, 
and his balls felt like powder kegs ready to explode.


The girl on the screen fingered her anus and then returned to the wetly 
gleaming slickness of her open vagina. Her hungrily probing fingers 
worked up inside the pink, wet folds, widening them with each wet 
sluice. Then she slipped two fingers smoothly in and out, groaning 
excitedly all the while. Her legs jackknifed back again, knees pressed 
tightly against her youthful breasts and her soft rounded pelvis worked 
demonically all around her finger-fucking young hands.


Her facial muscles tightened and strained after an almost impossible 
pause. Clenching her teeth agonizingly together, she thrust a third 
finger alongside the others in the hungry pink folds which easily 
swallowed all three with a greedy wet sucking sound. A soft purring 
moan of pleasure broke from the red-headed girl's lips as she writhed 
with desire. Her fingers drove faster and faster, the rapid rhythm 
forcing grunts of savage, primitive passion from her beautiful young 
face.


Her body flesh seemed to glow almost red, burning for orgasm. Beads of 
sweaty desire glistened across her fevered young brow as her lovely 
head lolled from side to side on the flat bed, her long red hair flying 
out behind her in frustration at her inability to reach climax. She 
strained after it urgently, her fingers pistoning up inside her open, 
exposed cunt, her groans increasing in urgency just as her dance had at 
the beginning of the movie.


Suddenly, both on the screen and inside the movie theater, there seemed 
to be a standstill of time. The wickedly spying jailer in the film 
softly unlocked the door and let a huge German Shepherd bound into the 
cell!


Cecilia's eyes widened in genuine terror, and she jerked the back of 
her hand against her mouth, but the movie didn't stop. Her scream 
pierced the heavy, anticipating air of the theater like flash of 
lightning, and beside Greg and Matt, Jackie slumped into the couch.


"K-Kaiser ..." she whispered to herself, her big innocent blue eyes 
glued firmly to the movie screen. She saw clearly the girl in the 
film's sincere, unaffected horror, and she somehow wanted to tell her 
that it was going to be all right. But, God, how could she talk to 
someone in a movie? Is this... is this what Mother meant when she said 
I would find the movie interesting. Jackie stole a glance at her 
mother, on the other side of Greg Sullivan, but the hazy, dilated-pupil 
look in Mrs. Burnside's eyes told the young girl nothing. Did Mother 
know that there was going to be a dog in this movie? Does she know 
about me and Kaiser?


The blonde teenager could discern no clues from her mother's 
expression, and she didn't look down, or she would have seen the older 
woman's hand as it slowly, silently began to tug at Greg's fly zipper. 
The college senior jerked suddenly from the first cool touch of 
Stella's pleasure-giving hand on his naked sensitive penile flesh, but 
he dared not speak.


The girl on the screen was sitting up in quivering fear, her hard young 
breasts shaking titillatingly beneath the lustfully snarling dog. The 
huge beast who looked so much like a bigger version of Kaiser lowered 
his nose between the shivering young love-slave's soft, coffee-colored 
legs, spreading the curling red hairs in her crotch and sniffing at her 
fully aroused vaginal mouth. His tail wagged and trembled as though he 
had located a bitch in heat, and Cecilia moaned in stark terror. She 
cried out in a high-pitched wail as the animal's lizard-like tongue 
shot out and trailed up the entire crevice between her thighs, its tip 
flicking teasingly at the tiny, defensively clenching anal ring.


The red-haired Argentine girl tried to squirm away, but the massive dog 
was unrelenting. He raised his head whenever she moved, snarling 
menacingly until she checked her motion. He lapped at the narrow pink 
slit of her cunt, running his salivating red tongue over the pinkly 
pulsing flanges of her vaginal lips to the tiny, sensation-primed 
pleasure button of her clitoris. She moaned and sighed as his great 
tongue spread through the soft hair-covered swelling of her pubis, 
dragging the fleshy folds of her pussy after it.


He licked mercilessly between the young girl's widespread legs, 
stopping sporadically to curl more deeply through the walls of her 
vagina, when a fierce, piercing cry broke from her throat to literally 
make the windows shudder. She jerked spasmodically, helpless in the 
grip of a lust too obscene to be believed, as the great dog licked and 
sucked at her raging loins.


Greg couldn't suppress a shiver. His eyes glazed over as he panted 
uncontrollably, watching this amazing display of unspeakable lewdness. 
He'd wondered once or twice, he remembered, whether his roommate Matt 
ever considered training any of his dogs to do that to human females, 
but he had never really taken the idea seriously. Now that he was 
seeing it in the film -- which had been shot continuously without 
interruption so there could be no question of the realism -- he thought 
again that it was possible for women to respond to animals, and he 
resolved to talk to Matt about it later. Right now, however Stella's 
expert hands were stroking up and down on the incredibly hardened 
length of his fully exposed penis, making his pelvis twitch 
involuntarily as she skinned back the heavy foreskin covering his 
slickening cockhead.


The redhead on the screen had stopped her frightened sobbing, and the 
only noises she emitted now were soft, sex-pleading mewls, that echoed 
lewdly throughout the avidly watching audience. The German Shepherd's 
thickly slithering tongue moved mercilessly up and down between her 
thighs, drawing cries of ecstasy where before there had been abject 
terror. She raised her hands, holding them in indecision for a moment, 
and then dropped them with a helpless moan to grip tightly behind the 
dogs ears.


A deep, guttural groan of desire rumbled from her throat, and suddenly 
she jerked her legs backward in order to give the animal greater oral 
access to her seething pussy. She pulled his tapered nose forward, up 
inside her well-lubricated vaginal mouth, and his enormous tongue 
snaked out even deeper up into the moist, steaming passage, ravishing 
her eagerly accepting cuntal walls without mercy.


Wild, incoherent shrieks echoed from her young lips, pleading and 
encouraging the German Shepherd who was salivating between her upthrust 
thighs. He worked savagely, like the beast he was, instinctively 
following his animalistic urges.


The three younger occupants of the green theater couch gasped in 
unison, as Stella looked up amusedly to see what was the matter.


The German Shepherd's glistening red penis was slowly emerging from its 
furry animal sheath, and the camera had zoomed in to accentuate its 
foreboding, expectant progress!


He lifted his nose from the pleading Argentinian girl's genitals to 
lever her onto her stomach. Her resistance to the huge beast seemed to 
have waned under his maddening dog-tonguing, and she was helplessly 
doubly enslaved -- locked by her captors in the tiny, cell-like bedroom 
and trapped by her wild, insurmountable desires to feel the dog's cock 
in her raging young cunt. Her quivering body subserviently knelt on all 
fours on the bed, as the animal nudged her upward before his waiting 
penis.


Greg twitched noticeably as Stella teasingly squeezed even tighter 
around his burgeoning penile rod, drawing his attention from the movie 
screen back to his own urgent erection. She could feel her own insane 
need building inexorably in her quivering loins, and she felt that she 
just had to see the young college student as he responded automatically 
to her expert genital caress.


On the screen, Cecilia reached back and spread her creamy-white 
buttocks to open them like a curtain from her delicately throbbing 
rectal lips, giving the dog's tongue greater access as he worked at her 
lingually from behind. She still wore the heavily studded leather 
boots, and the huge German Shepherd seemed to respond to the scent by 
crouching right up close on his haunches, so that his whole body was 
supported by the small-boned girl kneeling on the bed.


He nuzzled into the lust-paralyzed girl's crotch, pushing his massive 
head between her pelvis and the bed. Stella's eyes widened with 
excitement, as she thought to herself what Jackie must be thinking 
right now. I don't think I was wrong, the mother remarked to herself. 
What else could it have been ... Matt told me that Kaiser doesn't like 
men, but Jackie had certainly had some kind of activity last night ... 
Stella smiled almost gleefully when she imagined that the girl on the 
screen was not Cecilia LaFruta from Argentina, but rather her own 
lovely blonde daughter Jackie, and she whispered mentally to herself, 
That's it, Jackie honey ... I knew you wouldn't turn out to be an old 
puritan like your father!


Cecilia -- or Jackie, whichever girl it was -- was kneeling obediently 
to elevate her ass-cheeks in abject surrender. The dog's long, 
relentless tongue had lashed into her servile helplessness, crushing 
her initial resistance with its vigorous and unremitting attack on her 
sensitive young sexual organs. She was on all fours and the German 
Shepherd now mounted the smoothly spread cheeks of her ass, placing his 
forepaws on her sleek young back. The glistening, scarlet rod of his 
penis slipped from its furry sheath, dripping milky white animal cum 
from its tip. The tapering point slipped and jerked, trying to locate 
the tight little anal hole in order to bury the thick, hard shaft into 
the helpless young love-slave's rectum. As it slipped menacingly about 
on her naked flesh, Cecilia cried out as if she were being branded by a 
scalding hot iron.


But even as she cried out, she was still looking back, and trying to 
capture with her upraised buttocks the length of the dog's love-shaft. 
Like a bitch in heat, she strove to scabbard the long, pinkly 
glistening organ in her voraciously flagellating vaginal mouth. But the 
dog seemed bent on denying her. All he wanted was her tiny little anus. 
The sharp tit of his cock missed its mark at first, but then it slid 
upward again, trying again to enter.


The Argentinean girl on the screen sobbed piteously, as she writhed 
before the great beast that was trying to skewer her rectum. Finally, 
it must have been a mistake on the dog's part, his throbbing red rod 
slipped into her starving, passion-inflamed pussy, and she sighed over 
and over as he shoved instinctively forward.


Oooh, that's it! Stella was saying to herself in silent encouragement 
to the movie. Fuck right up into her cunt, Kaiser ... Fuck right into 
Jackie's virgin cunt! She shifted sideways on the couch so that she 
could grasp Greg's cock with both her hands now, manipulating him as 
though he was nothing more than a lustful erotic toy designed for her 
pleasure. He gasped uncontrollably as she stroked his thick, hot 
hardness, no longer caring whether Jackie or Matt knew what was going 
on or not.


The dog on the screen growled, and Cecilia reached back, trying to keep 
his slippery penis from sliding out of her vaginal mouth. But she was 
unsuccessful, as the German Shepherd slid off her polished leather 
boots and inadvertantly pulled his flaming rod of canine flesh out of 
her frantically undulating cunt-walls.


He lunged forward again almost immediately, but the audience knew from 
the close-up of the expression on Cecilia's face that the huge German 
Shepherd had finally succeeded in his intentions. He had rammed his 
long, dripping dog-cock right into the girl's wrinkled anal ring! It 
slithered forward with a wet rush until it was sunk to the hilt, his 
sperm-filled testicles swinging below her and smacking heavily into her 
wetly dripping pubic hair. A moan of relief broke from her contorted 
lips, as she began to move rhymically backwards to meet the thrust of 
the panting dog. His forelegs wrapped tighter around her smoothly 
curved hips, and she undulated her body in tiny lewd circles, 
abandoning herself to this delicious, searing animal fucking of her 
rectal passage. Her face turned toward the camera, and the audience 
could see that all fear and pain were gone, and in their place, only 
delirious rapture remained. Her desire-swollen breasts danced slightly 
beneath her sensuously writhing torso, moving in time to the 
mercilessly skewering cock of the dog as it slid deeply into her from 
behind, a relentless hot poker of lewdly glistening flesh burying 
itself deeply and excitingly within her.


Stella's breath was coming in tight, frantic gasps, and the burning 
sensation bubbling in her belly was almost too much to bear. She felt 
as if her eyes would burst right out of her head. The wild fluttering 
in her loins increased savagely in intensity with each prolonged moment 
that she watched the teenager on the screen being ravished as she 
imagined her own daughter must have been ravished last night. The 
excited heat of the audience around her communicated itself and bathed 
everyone in perspiration. She could feel sweat trickling down her belly 
and mingling with the moistly trickling perfume at her pubic curls. She 
squirmed her vagina down harder against the cushion of the couch, 
stroking furiously on the college student's throbbing cock at the same 
time. She bit hard on her lower lip, struggling to hold back a groan of 
sheer, unadulterated passion.


Jackie, on the other end of the couch next to Matt, was breathing 
heavily as she stared abjectly at the flickering movie screen. She 
didn't remember where she was or with whom ... She could feel Matt's 
eagerly wandering hand tracing slowly up the insides of her silky naked 
thighs, but in her titillated imagination, she thought it was Kaiser, 
licking up toward her cunt the way he had last night. In her so 
recently stimulated mind, the young daughter of Stella Burnside had 
never imagined that anyone -- a dog or a man -- could possibly stick 
his hugely erected cock right into that tiny puckering channel of her 
rectum, but now that she was seeing it with her own eyes, it seemed 
like an exciting, and enticing possibility. She could already feel her 
ass-cheeks twitching, as she dreamed how some time she and Kaiser would 
actually try what the girl in the movie was doing right now.


Matt's fingers contacted the tiny hard bud of her clitoris through her 
panties at exactly the same time that Stella whispered hotly into Greg 
Sullivan's ear, "Oh, honey, let me taste your gorgeous cock!"


"Shit!" Greg spat out unconsciously, looking up apprehensively to make 
sure no one had heard him. But everyone in the theater, including the 
other two occupants of the green couch, was avidly watching the film, 
and Greg groaned again as he slid down to let Mrs. Burnside lean over 
his loins. He curled his fingers into her long, thick black hair, 
gripping her head and forcing her mouth down over his throbbing, blood-
bloated cock. Her hand cupped his sperm-heavy balls affectionately, as 
her brain spun deliriously.


Dizzying sensations swam through her lust-ridden brain like hot lava, 
as she gagged and gurgled over the young near-stranger's delicious 
hardness, lapping at the underside and all around it. She swirled her 
tongue all over the swollen veins, as his healthy testicles pumped 
pulsating blood furiously into them. Her eyes closed with ecstasy and 
her nostrils flared, as she forgot that she was supposed to be watching 
a movie, at her place of employment.


Greg tried to stifle his groans, but he had lost control of his body. 
Christ, he thought, that's her daughter sitting next to me ... God! But 
then he amended it, Oh, well, it's Matt's affair, anyway, not mine ... 
I didn't know what these chicks were like!


He opened his eyes again to look at the movie, and the obscenely 
swaying body of young Cecilia kneeling before the rapidly hunching 
German Shepherd. The Argentinean girl had gone completely out of her 
mind now, and she was shouting in Spanish to the dumb beast through 
desperately clenched teeth. She was begging him, literally, to fuck her 
harder, to spew his burning hot cum deep up into her greedily yearning 
cunt. She wanted to be filled with his animal semen, as she twisted 
like an animal herself before his powerful assault. She was just a mass 
of trembling, desire-deranged flesh, pleading to be fucked and 
dominated by the dog on her back, its heavily hardened cock pistoning 
mercilessly in and out of her young rectal passage. She was actually 
reveling in the humiliation of being fucked from behind by an animal in 
front of a movie camera, and she ground her buttocks salaciously back 
against him.


Greg couldn't tear his eyes away, but the building pressure in his 
sperm-laden balls was becoming excruciating, as Stella sucked 
ravenously on his bulging young cock, practically devouring him alive 
as her own loins tingled excitingly.


Cecilia's long red hair was flailing wildly as the furious beast 
thundered into her, and Greg had the strangely erotic impression that 
the movie on the screen was somehow real, and happening in obscene 
conjunction with Mrs. Burnside's oral sucking on his heatedly sensitive 
penis seemed to be part of the movie on the screen, and it made his 
balls churn and nearly boil over to think about it.


Suddenly, there was a fierce cry from the lust-possessed red-head in 
the movie. She threw her head from side to side screaming in combined 
torment and delight. It was obvious that she was hurtling through the 
most soul-shattering orgasm ever, as she bucked viciously back against 
the dog.


The huge animal's tongue lolled wetly from his mouth as he fucked 
wildly into her backside, and his saliva dripped into a pool that had 
formed in the smooth estuary of her youthful back. She rammed her 
nakedly quivering buttocks back hard, sobbing and laughing at the same 
time as she felt the first hot jets of his thick animal cum spurt 
deeply into her greedily clasping rectal channel.


Greg watched in licentious fascination, feeling his own urgent need to 
cum pressuring impossibly in his balls. He clutched his fingers into 
the black-haired woman's cheeks to press them tighter around his 
inflating cockshaft.


And on the screen, Cecilia's smooth round buttocks contracted 
uncontrollably, signalling the orgiastic upheaval of not only her 
quivering, flagellating vagina, but her tightly locked anal passage as 
well. Thick, white liquid oozed from her rectum, spreading all over her 
sensuously quivering ass-cheeks, thin trails of sticky dog-cum that ran 
down back of the olive columns of her thighs. Her buttocks shone, 
displaying soaked pubic hair down bellow, and pink, exhausted rectal 
flesh, just above, as she pitched forward on the mattress to land on 
her face.


The dog's slowly deflating penis slid from her semen-flooded back 
passage with a lewd hissing sound that echoed reverberatingly 
throughout the dead-silent movie audience, and Greg Sullivan had to 
hold his breath to keep from groaning aloud.


I can't cum in her mouth ... Shit ... I've got to hold back ... he was 
saying over and over to himself, but he knew even then that nothing in 
the world could stop the incredible flood that was threatening to break 
the dam in his balls.


And then it happened. The steel spring in his balls uncoiled, spitting 
out through the burning head of his cock while Stella continued to suck 
without pausing, squirting upward through her greedily locked lips and 
back down again.


Greg moaned and bucked like a horse as the juice of his loins squirted 
out this way and that, painting the walls and roof of the gorgeous 
woman's mouth, striking with burning heat back against her hungrily 
working tonsils.


Mrs. Burnside sucked endlessly, in a sweet, prurient dream of ecstasy. 
It was something she had always craved, and especially now since her 
divorce, she enjoyed the pungent flavor and heat of a young man's cum. 
As the last spurt of his milk-white orgasm struck the back of her 
throat she suctioned in her cheeks voraciously, to vacuum every last 
drop from the glans opening of his slick young penis. Then she raised 
her head from his steaming, satisfied loins, and stood up quietly.


The movie was almost over, she knew, and she had to be out in front 
selling tickets to the next show before the crowds started lining up 
outside. At the exit to the showing room, Stella paused to look back at 
her daughter, wedged happily between the two young men, and she smiled 
knowingly. Jackie's going to be all right, after all! she exulted. Matt 
and Greg will never leave her alone now!


And it was a good thing, too, because there was a certain male that 
Stella was interested in now, too, a male animal who had been 
responsible for Jackie's demise.


Chapter 6


The lights in the Double-X Theater flickered on uncertainly at the end 
of the passionate full-length film. The three squinty-eyed young 
college students sat numbed for several seconds, the same thought 
flashing through their minds. They had all actually seen young Cecilia 
LaFruta in person, before the movie had begun ... They had seen the 
girl who let herself be ass-fucked by a dog!


What was that dainty but voluptuously proportioned teenager doing now? 
Had she brought the German Shepherd with her from Argentina? Were they 
both backstage now, perhaps in a position equally as compromising as 
the one in the film? God!


As Jackie slowly looked around her, she saw that many of the other 
members of the audience were still sitting frozen, mesmerized by the 
salacious movie they had just viewed. Some had that dazed, drugged look 
in their eyes, as though their minds were still back in the cage-like 
dressing room where Cecilia had performed in the film, with the huge 
furry dog fucking into her backside while she knelt subserviently 
before him.


The blonde coed shuddered and sat up rigidly, smoothing her clinging 
skirt down over her unconsciously trembling thighs. Her own clear blue 
eyes were dilated widely with private lust, for during the film, Matt 
had subtly worked his fingers all the way up to her crotchband! A few 
times, he stretched the elastic of the leg-holes of her panties, so he 
could slip his big, masculine fingers into the steaming valley of her 
so recently initiated pussy slit. It had been all right when the 
theater was darkened -- Jackie had to admit that having Matt's fingers 
playing on her sensitive erogenous flesh was the only way she would 
have been able to sit through the entire erotic foreign film. Now, 
however, with Greg Sullivan and all the other people in the audience 
able to see what had been going on, Jackie's former modesty returned in 
an embarrassed rush, and she tried to sit up normally and deny the hot 
arousal of her young genitals.


"Well, what did you think of the movie?" It was Matt who spoke, 
breaking the heavy silence among the three youths.


Greg nodded in vague response, gulping in relief that he had had time 
to slip his deflated cock back into his jockey shorts and zip the fly 
of his brushed denim pants. "Yeah, it was far out," he said, but 
privately he added, And Mrs. Burnside is even more far out than the 
flick!


"Those German Shepherds are really lover boys when they get started, 
aren't they," Matt continued, this time turning his gaze to Jackie. "I 
know; I've raised a lot of dogs ... and I could just tell that some of 
these bigger animals got all hot whenever they got near a woman." He 
stared hard at the teenaged daughter of his voluptuous customer, his 
deep brown eyes seeming to pierce right through her consciousness to 
her innermost guilty thoughts.


Jackie began to blush uncontrollably. Does he know? Does he know what I 
did with Kaiser last night? Her first agonizing thought was followed 
immediately by another, even more insidious one. Did Matt deliberately 
train Kaiser to do that? Oh, God, don't let it be true! What if I've 
been ... TRICKED by this friend of Mother's? And even as the first 
suspicion of betrayal crossed the young blonde's quick-witt, she 
realized that if there had been any underhandedness concerning her 
strangely sodomizing affair with the handsome German Shepherd, then her 
own dear mother Stella Burnside would have had a hand in it.


Oh, my God! Mother deliberately planned this whole thing ... She 
figured it all out right down to the movie, just to make me give in!


Her young head spinning with thoughts of revenge, renewed apprehension 
about her two attractive companions, and a certain amount of 
unsatisfied arousal, Jackie forced herself to stand up. Her voice was 
stiff and formal; "There's another show in a few minutes, you guys, so 
we better clear the theater ..."


Greg looked up in surprise. "What's wrong, Jackie?"


"Nothing ... but I think I better get home ..."


"Home?" Matt repeated incredulously. "I thought you'd come with us for 
a while!" He grasped the girl's arm as all three of them made their way 
through the throng at the theater exit. As they passed the glass booth 
where Stella was busily taking money and handing out theater tickets, 
Matt stopped and went over to talk to her.


"All right if we take your daughter out tonight, Mrs. Burnside?" he 
asked in a friendly way.


Black haired Stella smiled her assent.


*  *  *  *  *


The three young college students were still out when the voluptuous 
divorce quietly opened the front door to her apartment. She didn't 
really expect to find them there, but it was well after 2AM, and it 
wasn't like Jackie to stay out quite this late. Still, for the hot-
blooded mother, the girl's absence was an encouraging sign, and Stella 
began to hum softly as she hung up her light summer coat and began to 
undo her short costume.


Kaiser growled involuntarily as he awoke from his pleasant nap on young 
Jackie's musky-scented bed. He climbed down onto the floor and followed 
his new mistress' humming voice into the kitchen, nuzzling up against 
her silk-stocking-clad legs and licking playfully at the flesh of her 
firmly-sculpted thighs. All that the gorgeous older woman wore was her 
underwear, a black lacy decollette brassiere, shadowy black nylon 
panties, and a brief but ruffled garter belt that held up her long, 
smooth stockings.


The young dog had never seen real women's underthings before, because 
most of the females he had known at Fields' Breeders had been the young 
ones, who shunned the traditional forms of femininity. For some 
inexplicable, instinctual reason, the sight of the curvaceous black-
haired divorce in her most private underwear was impossibly exciting 
to the young puppy, and his long pink tongue slipped from his drooling 
jaws as he nosed his head up between Stella's legs.


Stella smiled down at her new pet, breaking off her soothing humming to 
inquire, "Oh, so you think you're a human man, do you, Kaiser?" Her 
tone was mildly joking, and she wasn't at all prepared for what the 
young dog did next.


Kaiser sluiced his tongue right up over the nylon-covered mound of her 
pubis, and all the way down through her panty-covered vaginal split!


"Oh my God!" Stella breathed. "My God, I was only joking!"


But the eager German Shepherd continued to lap at her insufficiently 
hidden sexual area, while the mother stood flabbergasted in the 
kitchen. Visions from the movie she had just seen tonight mingled with 
her imaginary suspicions about her daughter, and she put two and two 
together.


"Why, of course!" she exclaimed. Her mind flew back to the back yard of 
the big white house in central Sacramento, where Matt Fields lived and 
ran his dog breeding business. She remembered how the dark-haired 
college student had explained Kaiser's preference for women, and 
dislike for men. She remembered the way Kaiser had nuzzled her, when 
she was trying to decide which of the three German Shepherd brothers to 
buy. In her imagination, she saw the look on her young daughter's face 
just last night, when Kaiser had been resting his head across her 
firmly rounded young ass-cheeks. In her imagination, Kaiser's 
expression looked exactly like the expression that the dog in the 
Argentine movie wore, with that lustful, animalistic anticipation 
sparkling in his big, soulful eyes.


"Oh, my gorgeous, delicious little pet!" Stella sighed, moving from the 
kitchen to the hall, and down the short hall to the privacy of her 
bedroom. Kaiser followed faithfully, almost like a magnet, as the 
sexily built woman moved erotically in her scant undergarments which 
were such a fascination for him. She threw open her bedroom door, and 
Kaiser leaped up excitedly on the bed, already anticipating what his 
older mistress had in mind. But the black-haired woman had her own way 
of doing things.


Slowly, almost torturously, she began to unhook her brassiere, so that 
the hugely pendulous orbs of her breasts gradually throbbed into the 
puppy's eager view. Then, swaying silently to some music that seemed to 
be playing in her brain, the woman stripped off her thin nearly 
transparent panties, so that the young German Shepherd began to drool 
at the sight of her moistly glistening cuntal vee.


Kaiser began to bark excitedly, and the thick red velvet bedspread 
began to heave up and down with his eager jumping.


"In a minute, Kaiser, in a minute," Stella promised softly, as she 
arched her back and gripped the black elastic garter behind her left 
thigh. Her magnificent breasts jutted proudly upward, their brown 
nipple peaks wrinkling tautly in the cool night air of the bedroom. She 
leaned over as she gently rolled her illusory stocking down her long, 
perfectly shaped leg, causing her gigantic tits to swing enticingly 
forward, and Kaiser leaped off the bed in the hopes of getting a 
slurping taste of their sweetness.


"Ooooh, good dog! Good dog!" the gorgeous divorce laughed to the eager 
animal. She hurriedly sleeked down her right stocking, daintily pulling 
it off her toe as she raised her leg clear up to her heavy set breast, 
revealing again the pinkly glimmering furrow of her excited and 
exciting cunt.


Kaiser drooled and growled as the voluptuous older woman carefully lay 
back on the soft velvet covering of her queen-sized bed, her eyes 
sparkling down at him suggestively. But he couldn't wait any longer. He 
leaped up on top of her before she had even gotten comfortable, and 
lapped at her nipple crowns with his long, wet dog-tongue.


"Why you lecherous young man!" she cried in mock horror. "You can't 
wait half a second, can you?" But her cunt was still twitching with the 
unfulfilled arousal she had experienced while sucking young Greg 
Sullivan's cock, even as she was watching a movie about a beautiful 
beast very similar to Kaiser himself. She stared wonderingly into his 
handsome German Shepherd face, the expression in his large round eyes 
altogether too sexy and human. She felt as if they were laser beams 
burning into the soft hairy mattress of her pussy. God, they were 
twinkling seductively!


The temptation to go right ahead with the eager young dog was too great 
for Stella to ignore, or even postpone. She felt a small ripple of 
excitement in her belly as she reached forward to stroke Kaiser's sleek 
coat, feeling his hair tickle teasingly across her fully upthrust


He accepted her enticing invitation. Again the length of his hot, moist 
tongue swept over the sensitive hardness of her nipples, and it didn't 
stop there. The voluptuous theater ticket-seller gasped excitedly as 
his long, thickly working flesh curled its heated wetness over the 
smooth resilience of her nakedly tingling skin again and again.


Her breath caught desperately in her throat as she felt herself 
beginning to respond, just the way her own young daughter must have. 
She watched as the pinkly glistening length of his tongue grazed over 
the erect, berry-hard nipples on her nakedly swelling breasts, the 
feverish sensation rapidly increasing. She could almost see the large 
secondary mounds of her areolas gradually expanding under their 
delicate load of her tautly hardened nipples.


The simmering sensations raced through her like a raging forest fire, 
causing the moisture seeping from her now warmly flushed cunt-lips to 
flow even faster, dampening the tops of her thighs and the velvet 
bedspread underneath. For a moment, Kaiser seemed to hesitate, but then 
he whined and worked forward, to wedge her long legs apart with his 
snout, pushing his cold, wet nose up between them right to the 
expectantly quivering lips of her pussy mouth!


"Oooohh, God! Kaiser, I didn't guess! I wondered ... and now I know! 
You handsome little devil!"


Kaiser responded warmly to her throaty encouragement. Trying to work 
his nose in still further, his nostrils keenly aroused by the musky 
scent of her excited womanhood, he pressured roughly into her 
widespread loins, causing her to jerk upward on the soft, sensual bed.


Once more his hot tongue darted out provocatively, licking mercilessly 
at her nudely reclining body. Wild emotions swamped the raven-haired 
woman as she stared deeply into his brown eyes, while his tongue 
continued to lap lovingly at her nakedly jutting breasts. God, he 
seemed to know exactly what to do ... Almost as if he had been 
deliberately trained to do it!


His large, lapping tongue suddenly started working downward over her 
softly trembling flesh, down over her soft belly, swirling wetly and 
excitedly into her navel and then downward again. He licked and lapped 
down until finally the tip of his nose was sniffing right between her 
helplessly quivering thighs, as if he could smell the intoxicating heat 
of her desperately surging cunt.


Even mature, imaginative Stella Burnside was amazed and incredulous at 
the young dog's performance. She couldn't believe that she herself 
could get so excited so quickly, just from the tonguing of her loins by 
an eager German Shepherd puppy. It was easy to see why young Cecilia 
LaFruta responded so hotly to the dog in the movie, and Stella could 
even understand why her formerly virgin daughter might get turned on by 
a dog. But the hot-blooded, experienced older woman had never in her 
fully-lived life ever imagined that she herself might be so susceptible 
to the lingual caress of a dog!


But maybe that's why it's so exciting, she mused to herself. It IS 
forbidden, after all ... illegal ... unnatural ... Oh, God, and sooo 
fantastic!


Aloud, she spoke to Kaiser, as if she expected him to understand her 
words. "I didn't know what to think last night, Kaiser, when I found 
you and Jackie lying together like that ... But I know now, don't I, 
boy? You were teaching Jackie the things she needed to know, weren't 
you, you lovable little devil! ... Well, I must say, Kaiser, you 
succeeded where I failed, with Jackie, anyway ... And I'm glad of it, 
too ... Ooooh, you gorgeous creature!"


She propped herself up and took his handsome face tenderly in her 
hands. "Come on, boy, show me what you did for Jackie ..."


The piquant fragrance of her mating heat fired the young dog's loins. 
He sensed a relationship between this woman and his recent young 
conquest, a relationship that promised a similarly pleasing encounter. 
He recognized the rising aroma of Stella's female sexual arousal that 
was so close to the scent of Jackie's virginity. He would have to lick 
her there, between her legs, to find out if they both tasted the same. 
His snout wiggled and sniffed toward her hotly burning vaginal crevice, 
picking up the fierce potency of her sexual aroma, moist and wetly 
pulsating with its bright promise. He could detect the shivering ripple 
of excitement passing through her huge breasts and splendid hourglass 
hips, tremoring onward into her loins and then passing out through her 
legs. The pointed tips of her nipples quivered before him like 
lustfully shaking jelly as he roamed her body with his eyes. He stared 
hard into the sensuous triangle of her soft pubic curls, so much 
thicker and darker in color than her daughter's. Underneath, he could 
just make out the sultry, hungry-looking lips of her moistly gleaming 
pussy mouth.


"Ooooh, come on, Kaiser, boy," Stella groaned, stroking his furry head 
back behind his ears. "You can tell I'm ready, can't you? The dog in 
the movie didn't seem to have any trouble.


Kaiser's eyes gleamed as he caught the intensive charge of lurid 
sensuality emanating from her huskily moaning throat. Her eyes were 
fastened on him, and she noticed that he seemed to be as lustfully 
aroused as she was. She wondered why he didn't just get on with 
whatever it was he was planning to do.


"Please, lover-boy," she begged. "I want you to lick my cunt, like the 
dog did in the movie ... Come on, Kaiser ... What do you want me to 
do?" The green-eyed woman stared wonderingly into the perfectly-formed 
creature's eyes, and she was sure she could see them smoldering in 
desire. But at the same time, she found no clue, no hint, as to what he 
expected her to do.


M-maybe, she thought, I'm supposed to kneel down like a she-bitch ... 
But Cecilia didn't kneel until the very end! It annoyed her to be 
placed in a position where she didn't know quite what to do next. With 
a human man it was easy; she knew exactly what turned them on, and she 
could drive them absolutely crazy with desire. But with Kaiser, Stella 
felt almost like a teenager, as she groaned endlessly beneath the wet, 
searing caresses of his hotly loving tongue. She watched with feverish 
eyes his every incredible, passion-surging lick, wondering breathlessly 
how she could ever have missed such delicious excitement as this, when 
she had thought that she'd tried everything.


"Oooh, God," she moaned "just do it to me, Kaiser, baby. "She curled 
her long-nailed fingers ecstatically around his ears. Her voice came 
out with a mewling, pleading tone as she stroked his big, sensuously 
moving head, while he continued to lick at her large, lavishly exposed 
breasts. And then her breath began to shorten with frenzied 
anticipation, as Kaiser's head gradually dropped, his tongue tracing a 
lurid path downward over her belly.


"Mmmm, oh come on, boy hurry!" she gasped, spreading her thighs even 
further apart to expose the thin vertical oval of her cuntal mouth. 
"Goddd! You've got to lick my pussy, baby ... Lick my pussy like you 
licked Jackie's last night. Mmmmmnnn, oh, hurry!"


There was nothing in her wildly lascivious experience as a swinging 
divorce to compare with this. What maddening thrill would the dog 
think of next, to drive her absolutely insane with furiously burning 
lust? Dazed with unsatiated desire, Stella raised her legs to draw them 
obscenely back until her knees were flattening the soft yielding flesh 
of her passion-swollen breasts. Her cunt was open and vulnerable to 
anything that the impetuous puppy wanted to do to her. Uttering a 
little cry, she felt his cold wet nose brushing ice-cube cold against 
her flushed cuntal lips and upraised thighs. Suddenly she had felt it, 
the first contact of his devilishly intoxicating tongue with her hotly 
aching pussy.


Impulsively she squirmed beneath the fluid heat of his lick as it moved 
up and back from her vagina down through the smooth hairless valley 
between the tensed mounds of her full-moon buttocks. Her heart pounded 
like a tidal wave against the sides of a dam, fervid blood racing like 
hell's fire through her veins. His sizzling animal tongue glazed over 
the sensitive area around her tight anal mouth, its worming tip 
burrowing like a beaver into the tiny puckered hole.


"My God, Kaiser, you do know what to do, don't you?" the black-haired 
mother groaned, her eyes closed tightly as her head strained backward 
so her long hair splayed around her face like a satanic halo. Her flesh 
was swamped with this marvelous feeling of the dog's obscene tongue 
working with fiery natural skill on her sex-drugged body, as she moaned 
and whispered her frenzied encouragement. "Ooooh, yyyeeess, that's 
fantastic, Mmmmnn ..."


Again he taunted her tiny puckered anus, until finally she felt his 
tongue tip burning a fiery wet path slowly upwards toward the 
smoldering lips of her sensuously squirming pussy mouth! The lips of 
her cunt felt all swollen and sultry, as if they were sucking inward 
and then puckering outward again for a kiss. A tremor of madly 
impassioned animalism washed through every nerve-ending in her satiny 
flesh as he swept his tongue wetly along the moistened coral crevice 
between her lewdly spread buttocks and thighs, then down the entire 
length of her hair-fringed vaginal slit. From the babyish pucker of her 
snugly clenched little asshole, it traced mercilessly up over the pink, 
desire-fleshed edges of her excited cuntal lips, and at last flicked at 
the hypersensitive pleasure button of her tiny, erect clitoris.


"Oooooh, Goddd! GGGOODDD!" the voluptuously inflamed woman moaned, 
lifting her head higher, her long black hair trailing back, in order to 
better witness the obscene behavior Kaiser was exhibiting between her 
lewdly drawn-up thighs. Seething stabs of mounting lust saturated her 
naked womanly flesh at the sight of his moistly curling tongue as it 
moved over the sensitive mouth of her now crazily twitching vagina. He 
worked over her endlessly, and she gasped as the thick length of his 
fluidly fleshy tongue spread incredibly deeply through the flowing 
dampness of her pussy folds. He had all the expertise of any human male 
who'd ever licked her flaming cunt.


The ecstasy continued to escalate, higher, higher. Stella felt as if 
she was swimming right up into the starry summer stratosphere, her 
ovaries about to burst all over her aching loins. She'd heard about 
dogs and women, of course, and tonight she had actually seen the act 
performed in all its lewd permutations on the screen at the Double-X. 
But never before had she actually imagined that someday -- tonight! -- 
she would ever indulge in it herself, and with the dog she only had for 
five days, at that.


"Ooooh, I'm so glad I picked you out, Kaiser ... God, what if I'd 
gotten one of your brothers? Then I'd never be feeling this ... this 
gorgeous, wonderful ... Aaaaaggghh, Kaiser! AAAAaaahhh ..." She moaned 
on and on while Kaiser's tongue continued to splay open her glistening 
pink cuntal flanges, pausing finally when he knew she was looking, to 
stab forward like a corkscrew into her wetly overheated vaginal 
channel.


"Ooooh, Baby Kaiser!" she gurgled. "You dddaaarrrrling dog! My God, 
I've never felt anything so gggooorrgeous in all my life!" Her sensuous 
curves convulsed spasmodically beneath his unbelievably lurid pussy-
lapping, and her mind drifted back to the theater, in the darkness 
where she had sucked Greg's hotly branding young cock. Suddenly she 
imagined the full, hard length of his burgeoning penis as it had felt 
throbbing in her mouth, and she hungered for the taste of his creamy 
virile jism squirting down her throat. Just the taste of it had nearly 
made her cum in the movie theater, and now she imagined tasting it as 
the same time that Kaiser was lingually caressing her loins. God! How 
incredible!


"Mmmmn, yeeeesss ... That feels soooo good, Kaiser ... Oh, yes ... Keep 
licking ... Stick your lovely tongue right up there, Kaiser ..." Stella 
breathed huskily, her sensuous voice spurring the dog on to even more 
intense lapping.


She lifted her simmering loins and quaking ass-cheeks, grinding them 
strongly against the wild, wet swirling of his animal mouth. "Oh, 
that's right, Kaiser! That's it! ... That's it ... Ooooh, yes, I do 
love you, Kaiser ... Mmmmm, lover ... Oooooaaah ... Just stick your 
tongue in as far as it will go ... oh, yes ..."


She reached down between her widespread thighs, grasping his furry head 
in order to pull his long snout tighter into her wetly throbbing pussy 
passage. His firebrand tongue fired into the hotly seething passage 
like a cauterizing iron, his animalistic whimpers matching her own 
desirous mewls as he hungrily lashed and tongue-fucked her blood-
engorged cuntal flesh with a skill and ferociousness no man had ever 
shown her.


"Oh, Jeeeesus, you're driving me wild!" she hissed through tightly 
clenched teeth, her beautiful head and long hair flailing from side to 
side on the red velvet bed, her huge breast bouncing all over her chest 
and upper belly. Her eyes gaped from the licentious pressure of his 
kiss at her burning loins. The sight of him licking at her was so 
obscene that the sheer illicitness of it sent her hurtling higher 
toward her brain-rattling climax.


Kaiser could feel his flanks and loins pulsating ruttishly from the 
musky scent of her sex heat that was flowing all over his nose so 
liquid and slippery with desire. He sensed a wilder fire inside of her 
than even the fire he had discovered in the innocent blonde form of her 
daughter last night, and this intensity of lust made his blood pulse 
furiously through his powerful body. The soft whiteness of the older 
woman's flesh and the heated fumes of sexual excitement that generated 
from the warm, hair-lined crevice into which he lapped his tongue made 
him feel a fierce urging to do more than just simply lick at her 
deliciously upward grinding cunt.


The hot pink flesh between her legs communicated its flowing wet desire 
to him and he felt a wild stimulation which infused him with new 
fervor. His loins began quivering with urgency, urgency to get inside 
of her. Stella was enslaved by the rhythmic tempo of sensual gasps 
beneath the powerful animal's fabulous tongue, fucking so snake-like up 
inside her insanely inflamed vagina. She rolled her head from side to 
side in cadence, gurgling with delight, still holding Kaiser's furry 
head by the ears between her lewdly upraised thighs. Her brain was a 
lust-drugged universe in itself, hopelessly dominated by his hungry 
licking of her sweltering loins. She lifted her head, panting dreamily 
-- and then she saw it.


Stella Burnside's gleaming, desire-drugged eyes widened at the 
glistening spectacle of the dog's thick red cock emerging from its long 
furry sheath. Hard and moist, its tapered end slipped and danced as it 
continued slithering hotly from its fleshy scabbard beneath the puppy's 
belly.


"Oh, my God, Kaiser!" the divorce exclaimed, gaping at it lewdly. "Are 
you actually going to ... to fuck me with that magnificent dog-cock?" A 
licentious impulse of unblinded animalistic desire raged through her 
nakedly trembling flesh, an obscene, mind-crazy desire which fascinated 
the voluptuous woman beyond belief.


His cock was so beautiful, so huge and enticing. Never had a human 
penis held such incredible fascination for her. As it slithered 
relentlessly forward, her excitement was heightened, by its long, thick 
crimson hue, thickening like a cone flaring from its beveled tip.


She stared at her pet's wetly gleaming hardness dangling down from his 
powerful loins, her mouth salivating erotically as if she intended to 
suck it. Maddening thrills of unnatural desire surged through her 
overheated genitals as her lips and tongue unconsciously prepared for 
their most licentious visitor.


Stella stroked Kaiser's big head lovingly as her sensitive cuntal flesh 
sparked wildly from the damply matted black curls under the dog's 
laving tongue. Her nakedly thrusting breasts seemed to quiver 
electrically with the lewdness of her private desire and anticipatory 
excitement.


"Now, then, Kaiser," she said to the aroused young beast. "I just want 
you to lie down here ... This is something they didn't do in the movie 
... All you have to do is relax, and let Stella take care of your 
gorgeous hard cock ... Mmmm, good boy, Kaiser," she instructed, through 
her delirium-hazed imagination. She crawled to her knees, her huge 
breasts hanging down over the bedspread and ballooning with their 
swinging weight. Kaiser backed off her tingling body, unaware of what 
she wanted him to do, but she continued to stroke his sleek soft coat 
lovingly, restoring his confidence in her willing compliance. She kept 
her eyes locked on the solid length of red flesh, emerging so 
attractively below his furry belly.


Kaiser was surprised that the beautiful older woman didn't kneel up on 
all fours, the way he half-expected her to do so that he could more 
easily thrust his dog-cock into her vagina. Instead, however, she was 
cooing adoringly to him, and he whimpered in confused response, his 
mating hunger continuing unabated. But then she gave a command that he 
recognized: "Roll over!" and he did just that.


"Ooooh, yeeesss, Kaiser ... Perfect!" Stella exulted, crawling over him 
to position herself with her pussy just inches form his face. She eased 
herself forward, at the same time dropping her naked thighs all the way 
back, and placed her face directly above the huge exciting hardness of 
his animal cock.


Frantic emotions raced through the keyed-up divorce. The thought alone 
of what she was about to do was driving her mad with desire. Breathing 
heavily through her flared nostrils, she pushed her arched pelvis down 
toward Kaiser's handsome face, spreading her legs. His nose drew inward 
as if by magnetism toward the wetly throbbing heat of her openly 
yearning cunt and almost immediately, his tongue lashed out, making her 
moan with pleasure as it sliced up into the pink wetness of her 
deliriously agonized vaginal flesh. Gibbering mindlessly she lowered 
her cheek to rest against his warm, hard belly, her hand quickly 
grasping his rapidly expanding cock.


Once again Kaiser sensed the pulsating blood in his loins as he tasted 
and sensed in his nostrils the heated aroma of the woman's wide split 
cuntal channel. He could feel her wonderful fingers on his loins, their 
affectionate touch making him tremble with excitement. The urge to 
close his eyes and give himself over to the warm wet sweetness of her 
seeping pussy carried the young dog into a realm of unheard-of rapture.


Stella gasped hungrily as she clasped his amazingly huge cock in her 
fingers, feeling its lust-hardened thickness growing even as she 
manipulated it with her hand. She looked at it ravenously, imagining 
the taste of his deliciously obscene animal cum, and the feel of his 
penis slithering wetly in her hotly salivating mouth.


"This is it, Kaiser, boy," she murmured, her eyes glazing over as if 
she was drugged, her hand jerking his animal penis lovingly. She worked 
the heavy protective sheath back and forth while his hotly searing 
tongue licked at her maddeningly enraged cunt. Then, with a low, lust-
inspired moan, the obsessed woman parted her lush warm lips to let the 
slender tapered dog penis ease into the torrid moisture of her greedily 
welcoming mouth. It slithered in slipperily, wetly, until finally it 
rested all the way back in her rapturously gurgling throat.


Stella sighed ecstatically. She brought her tongue into play 
frenziedly, licking hungrily as the delicious animal penis stroked in 
and out of her mouth. A sensation of wanton relish raced through her 
loins as she started sucking madly on the delicious tasting animal 
organ. Mmmmmmmnnn! Oh God! It's so incredible! It was as delicious as 
any man's cock she had ever tasted in her life. It seemed to swell and 
harden with every single mad swipe of her pinkly caressing tongue.


She could hear Kaiser's high-pitched animal whining as he continued to 
lovingly lick at her hotly inflamed pussy, and she began to suck and 
twirl her tongue around his long thick member in order to repay the 
unbelievable pleasure he was imparting through her passion-soaked 
loins. His powerful body responded passionately to her ardent sucking, 
his canine pelvis jerking forward to force his penis all the way to the 
back of her mouth. His heavy, sperm-laden balls bumped softly against 
her chin as her hand brushed along his belly. Finding the smooth 
tautness of his testicles, Stella cupped them warmly at first, then 
gently kneaded and teasingly stroked them with her fingers. Again 
Kaiser whimpered, this added titillation making him start a pumping 
fuck-rhythm between her hungrily ovalled lips.


The exotic taste of his animal penis made her loins swarm like a 
beehive. She reveled in a swamp of sensuality, mouthing and tonguing 
him with increasing urgency, her cheeks hollowing passionately, her 
eyes glowing with unchecked lust. Below, between her widely-spread 
thighs, he continued to lap avidly at her cunt. His cock was 
deliciously warm, and spiced attractively with the sweet raciness of 
animal sperm.


The shining smooth cone of his expanding penis fucked up into her face 
with perfect rhythm, while his tongue sluiced ever deeper into the 
eagerly accepting opening between her shivering thighs. She nipped and 
gently scraped his cock with her teeth, swirling her tongue in 
provoking little flicks over his throbbing organ, her mind totally 
fogged by the bizarre, licentious hedonism of her immorality.


Mmmmmnnn, what is his lovely animal cum going to taste like? she 
wondered silently. She could almost imagine it, squirting up from the 
tiny dilated hole of his glans to spew in hot liquid jets down her 
starving throat. Kaiser's lustful pants were shaking the whole bed, and 
Stella couldn't help thinking that it wouldn't be long, now, before all 
her prurient questions would be answered.


Kaiser's thickly turgid dog shaft felt as though it was thrusting into 
an actual clutching vagina, so warmly did his mistress's mouth meld 
around it. And at the same time, his nose and jaws were inundated with 
the heated musky aroma of her human female sex, and his long lapping 
tongue reached far up into her undulating vaginal channel, teasing 
sensually at the fleshy tip of her cervix. His great rocking chest 
emitted low, uncontrollable growls with every rasping breath that he 
took, and in his bestial mind, he knew that he was nearing his climax.


Stella had never sucked a man so vigorously in her life. Steeped in the 
voracious animalistic pleasure of the lewd situation, the voluptuously 
curved woman mouthed and pulled at Kaiser's penis, waiting for his dog 
cum to shoot scathingly into her suctioning mouth to drip down her 
throat and into her wildly heaving belly. Her own hips and pelvis were 
quaking tremulously above his licking and sucking mouth, and she could 
feel her loins boiling and ready to climax.


God! Oh, God! It's almost there ... al-most ... there ... she chanted 
inwardly, as a raging tongue of fire seemed to scorch through her 
belly. She clutched lovingly, urgently, at the handsome German 
Shepherd's swollen testicles, feeling through the thin membrane the 
churning of his heated canine semen as it prepared to explode into her 
mouth. And Kaiser's almost ready, too! she exulted. Oh, more, more, 
more, deeper ... mmmm ...


Stella didn't hear the key turning in the lock, and she didn't hear 
Jackie's softly tip-toeing footsteps in the hall.


Chapter 7


"Shhhh" Jacqueline whispered to her two male companions, "Mother may be 
asleep ..."


"Okay," one male whisper responded, "we'll wait out here until you 
check."


Matt Fields grinned triumphantly to Greg Sullivan, and the two of them 
sat down in the darkened hallway outside the Burnside's front door. 
Jackie left it closed, but unlocked, so that the two college seniors 
could come inside with her as soon as she determined that the coast was 
clear. Kaiser should present no problem to the healthy young men in 
this case, since one was the dog's trainer and former master, and the 
other one was at least familiar to him. But all three young people had 
decided that it would be better if Jackie went in alone first, just to 
see what the situation was.


After all, it was three-thirty in the morning, and to all intents and 
purposes, it was the longest that Jackie had ever stayed out on a date 
in her life. Furthermore, it was the first and only time she had ever 
done quite what she had done tonight, although from now on she knew she 
wasn't going to be so puritanical. Matt and Greg had driven by a liquor 
store not too far from the Double-X and picked up some gin and mixers 
as well as a couple six-packs of beer. Then they had taken the still-
hesitant young blonde back to their house, just to meet young Jackie.


After a few drinks -- her first alcohol since she had refused her 
mother's offer of wine once -- Jackie felt a little more at ease with 
her mother's young friends, and she freely discussed the things that 
went on in the movie. Almost unconsciously, her slender young hand 
reached forward to touch behind Klamath's ears as she spoke, and 
gradually, imperceptibly, she began to get physically excited by the 
things she was saying.


"Oh, yes," she slurred daintily, "I know that G-German Shepherds have a 
great attraction for women ... and I feel the same way about my own dog 
... you know, Kaiser -- the one you sold to Mother," she added by way 
of explanation.


"Yeah?" Greg prompted lasciviously. "You mean, you and Kaiser have a 
... a sexual relationship?" Exactly six beers in the space of an hour 
and a half made the student quite blunt, and a lot less nervous than he 
had been at the theater.


"Well, sort of," Jackie demurred, but she didn't blush. "It's only been 
since last night ..."


Through her alcohol-fogged haze, the eighteen-year-old didn't feel the 
secretive shame and embarrassment with the two young men that she had 
felt last night with her own mother. Perhaps the presence of the two 
young dog-brothers also subtly put her at her ease, because they were 
both so much like her own pet.


She didn't have any idea how long she talked to the two students whom 
her mother had befriended, but she remembered the point at which they 
professed not to believe what she was saying with the idea of getting 
her to prove it.


"Oh, come on, Jackie," Matt said with pretended derisiveness. "You 
expect us to believe you've done what Cecilia did in the film? God, I 
thought you were some kind of virgin ..."


"I was," Jackie insisted, "but it doesn't mean I haven't fucked my 
dog!"


"Well, I don't believe it," Greg said point-blank. "I don't think it's 
possible; that movie was just trick photography ..."


Jacqueline Burnside, the formerly prudish young girl who had turned 
down the honor of serving as her high school homecoming queen, stood up 
giddily and began to strip out of her clingy dress. She giggled when 
she realized that she must be drunk, but the realization didn't stop 
her from continuing with her lurid plan. Both Matt and Greg watched 
with bated breath as she boldly removed her brassiere, letting her 
unbelievably huge teenaged breasts heave into freedom. The two 
roommates exchanged glances when she applied herself to her thin, lust-
dampened panties, sliding out of them with as little emotional effort 
as it required to brush her teeth.


"Holy shit!" Greg sputtered uncontrollably, when Jackie stood proudly 
in the middle of the living room in all her naked splendor.


The girl was undaunted. "Okay, I'll show you how I've done it ... Do 
you want to see?"


"Hey, Jackie," Matt interrupted nervously. "I think you might be a 
little drunk ... Are you sure you know what you're doing?"


"Of course I do!" the girl snapped back, and neither Matt nor Greg 
could muster up the will-power to prevent her from giving them an even 
more incredible show than the movie they had just seen. They watched 
mesmerized, as the now-adept teenaged girl knelt in position before 
King's eagerly twitching loins. The two students' eyes bulged when 
Jackie gave herself over completely to the lewd fucking of the strange 
animal into her pussy from behind, and they couldn't believe it when 
both Klamath and King mounted her at the same time, one of them shoving 
his long red canine cock into her welcoming cunt, and the other humping 
into her mouth while she gurgled in rapturous excitement.


All that was hours ago now, when Jackie tip-toed into the living room 
of her small apartment, preparing to pull the day-bed out from the wall 
and fold the covers down. But as soon as she quietly closed the front 
door behind herself, she felt that there was something strange going 
on. Where was Kaiser? Why hadn't he come bounding to the door to meet 
her?


The blonde teenager crept down the hall, listening for sounds in her 
mother's bedroom. Was Kaiser sleeping in there tonight? Carefully she 
turned the doorknob, hearing the latch open so she could quietly push 
in the door.


"Mother!" she gasped, her hand flying up to cover her mouth when she 
saw the sixty-nining sodomy in the center of her mother's huge 
sensually made bed.


Stella didn't even see her daughter then. Nor did Kaiser, the animal 
she had purchased as a guard dog. She heard her lover whine and then 
yip excitedly into her flaming cunt, and then she could hold out no 
more. The torrential waves of her orgasm ripped through her loins, as 
her human female cum gushed uncontrollably all over the dog's passion-
drenched mouth and nose. She slammed her mature, voluptuous body down 
against the puppy's eagerly licking tongue, nearly overwhelming him 
with the galvanic, unexpected power of her release.


At the same time, Kaiser's own loins instinctively lurched upwards, and 
Stella gripped tightly on his quivering, churning balls. His flanks 
pumped furiously up into her beautiful, voraciously sucking face, as he 
felt the load in his balls boil over. His whole crimson cock-shaft 
jerked spasmodically in her mouth, and suddenly it was spewing out its 
scalding cum like a geyser from deep in his sperm-laden testicles.


The dog moaned into the still-twitching walls of Stella's cunt, as 
stream after stream of his viscous sperm erupted into her mouth from 
the unceasing hose of his cock, filling her oral cavern faster than she 
could swallow it. It came thick and fast, almost in one continuous jet, 
firing the hot-blooded woman through another mind-blowing orgasm. 
Sensual bliss exploded heavily throughout her burning loins over and 
over, until finally she felt his panting tongue slide exhausted from 
her satiated pussy. Finally, too, his dog-cock was drained of all its 
heated canine semen, and she raised her brunette head for the first 
time in what seemed like hours . . to gasp and then smile when she saw 
her young daughter watching at the door.


"Oh, Jackie ..." she gasped through dog-cum-stained lips, "you're home 
... I hope you had ... a good time."


The blonde girl was too stunned to speak. Her alcohol-drugged mind spun 
with feelings of jealousy and confusion, as she imagined that her 
mother had taken her private lover away from her, just like she had 
always imagined that her dates would have rather spent their time with 
the older woman. But at the same time, now, the teenager felt a stab of 
pure, burning lust shooting through her tingling young flesh, lust that 
was inspired by the rocking, exploding orgasm that she had just 
witnessed inadvertantly. Instantly she forgot her two new friends, 
waiting patiently outside the door to the apartment. Kaiser rolled over 
on the bed so he was up right again, and he let out a little yelp when 
he recognized his lovely blonde mistress.


"I've had quite a nice time, as you can see," Stella said, finally. 
"Would you care to join me?"


"Oooooh, yyyeeesss," the teenager cooed immediately, falling forward 
onto the bed in desire-heated arousal. "Let me play with Kaiser with 
you ..." She quickly undressed for the second time tonight and 
immediately applied herself to Kaisers genitals.


In virtually seconds Jackie was able to manipulate the dog's penis into 
excited hardness again, much to their mother's approving amazement. My 
daughter's certainly learning fast, she said to herself. In no time 
she'll be ready to please everyone in every way, just like her mother! 
she added, referring to herself. If there was anything she wanted for 
Jackie, it was the ability to make men happy, so that the young blonde 
would be able to enjoy life as much as Stella herself had.


''My God, dear," Stella said aloud, "you sure gave him a fantastic 
hard-on ... What shall we do first?"


"Don't you want to fuck him, Mother?" came the girl's surprised 
response. Stella was taken aback, but not so much that she didn't agree 
to Jackie's observation.


"Well, of course, honey, of course ... Will you stick his gorgeous cock 
into my ass for me?" Internally, the older woman couldn't get over the 
miraculous change that seemed to have taken place in her daughter, and 
she could hardly wait to see the extent of the transformation. Dear 
Lord, it's going to be great to have a daughter as interested in living 
as I am ... She could already imagine some of the intensely exciting 
things that the two women, herself and Jackie, might be able to do for 
some appreciative man. The possibilities were positively staggering!


"Sure, Mother," Jackie replied to Stella's request. She lovingly 
grasped Kaiser's thick hardness and aimed it towards the pinkly waiting 
slit of her mother's soft, hairless asshole. She cooed affectionately, 
slightly jealous still, but tenderly massaged his large, animal cock.


Then suddenly his cone-shaped erection emerged like a red hot branding 
iron, glistening and wet, and Kaiser began to mount the older woman 
from behind, working the slimly pointed tip of his organ up at her 
anxiously waiting rectal passage.


"Oh, help him get it in, Jackie," the mother begged feverishly, her 
upthrusted buttocks squirming obscenely backwards in search of his 
cock, struggling to fill her sizzling anal passage. Jackie rubbed the 
swollen mounds of her top-heavy breasts into the dog's gleaming fur and 
helped him position his haunches better in order to fuck the long, 
black-haired woman. Her slender hand guided the heavy rod of animal 
hardness toward the pink wetness of her mother's love-inflamed nether 
channel, moistening it even more with his lubricants and then placing 
the tip of his cock right at the lips of her tightly clenched little 
asshole.


His strong young forelegs were gripping tightly around her naked waist 
and hips, the moist tip of his cock sliding effortlessly forward into 
her hungrily absorbing rectal walls.


"Ooooh, yessss ... God, Jackie, this is just what they did in the 
movie!" the older woman crooned, squirming back delightedly on Kaiser's 
eager penis as it immediately began to race in and out of her rectum. 
The young canine was overwhelmed by the presence of both his new 
mistresses in the room at once, both naked, and both lavishing him with 
attention. It was almost more than his recently aroused loins could 
bear, and he fucked forward with instinctive ferocity, slamming his 
sleek hairy belly into the curvaceous brunette's whitely upthrust 
buttocks.


Outside the salaciously occupied little apartment, Matt Fields and Greg 
Sullivan stood patiently, but they were beginning to wonder what was 
keeping their exciting new friend so long. All she was going to do, she 
had said, was check to see if her mother was asleep, and if she was, 
Matt and Greg could come inside for a little continuation of what they 
had already seen at their own house. But although it was only ten 
minutes since the blonde girl had disappeared into the apartment, to 
the two aroused young men it seemed like eons, and they quickly agreed 
to go inside themselves to investigate.


Stella's unmistakable moans were coming from the bedroom, and both 
college students headed straight for the slightly open door.


The gasped in unison at what they saw. Stella Burnside, that amazingly 
gorgeous divorce, was down on her knees in front of Kaiser, just the 
way the girl in the movie had been. But what was more amazing was that 
pretty blonde eighteen year old Jackie was crouching behind Kaiser, her 
hungrily licking tongue lapping eagerly at the dog's balls!


"What the hell ...?" Greg said aloud, but his words didn't even disturb 
the two lasciviously engaged women.


"Fucking A!" Matt responded incredulously. "No wonder she was taking so 
long ... For a moment, the two lustfully excited young men stood there 
in amazement, but it didn't take long for the curly-haired dog breeder 
to recover his senses. He looked at his roommate, saying, "Well, man, 
what are we waiting for?" His dark eyes focused lewdly on the 
teenager's enticingly upthrust buttocks as she knelt below the dog's 
haunches, and then he let his gaze wander to the head of the bed, where 
Stella's lipsticked mouth was gaping open as she moaned and gasped out 
her lustful arousal.


"Yeah, right on," Greg agreed belatedly, as the western-style shirt and 
denim pants fairly flew off his rippling-muscled body. He kicked off 
his shoes and socks, stripped off his t-shirt, and he was already 
leaping on the bed before he had managed to rip down his jockey shorts, 
revealing his hotly rigid hard-on in all its naked majestic glory.


Both Jackie and Stella looked up at the sensation of Greg's added 
weight on the bed, and Jackie flinched slightly when she felt his warm 
hands working in the soft white flesh of her ass-cheeks. Lovingly, but 
urgently, he caressed her tender, untanned flesh, nudging his hardened 
cock into the glistening wet cuntal slit below.


Jackie's first impulse was to cry out her objection, no, please don't 
do that ... I only fuck dogs! But her lips and tongue were deliciously 
occupied at Kaiser's churning balls, and she could only mewl out around 
them. Anyway, she thought in her intoxicated brain, maybe I ought to 
just see what it's like with humans ... it might be almost as good as 
Kaiser ...


Greg wasted no time in steering his lust-stiffened penis into the 
softly yielding channel of Jackie's unconsciously receptive cunt, 
feeling her enveloping warmth as it closed in on him. Shit, if s like a 
fucking oven in there, he thought to himself. No wonder the dogs like 
it! He sighed aloud as he shoved forward into the almost virginal 
blonde, letting her feel the first human penis she had ever 
experienced.


Matt could see the moist pink edges of Stella's daughter's cunt 
nibbling eagerly on the hard rock-like base of his roommate's penis, 
and he could hardly contain his own excitement. He was already stroking 
his own massive hard-on, but no matter how much he wanted to stand back 
and watch the lewd human-canine chain that was forming, the clamor in 
his balls demanded release. "Stella?" he whispered to the dark-haired 
woman impaled on the dog's cock in her ass. "Would you mind ...?" He 
didn't finish the question; rather, he held up his burgeoning penile 
rod for her to see, and she nodded her affirmation instantly.


Her belly was still full and warm with the salty animal sperm that her 
pet had squirted down her throat, but already her appetite for cum had 
been whetted, and she wanted to taste Matt's sperm again, too. She 
leaned over slightly, balancing her weight on one hand, as the dog 
breeder climbed up on to the gigantic red bed and slid his legs 
underneath the woman's hugely swaying breasts. Kaiser looked up 
fiercely when Stella moved, but he almost instantly recognized his 
former owner and trainer, and his instinctive growl stopped as quickly 
as it had started.


Matt's heart was beating like horse-hooves at the racetrack as he 
rammed his blood-laden rod of flesh between the older woman's parted 
lips. He forced it back immediately, all the way against her tonsils, 
and she began at once to suck and pull on its fleshy length, running 
her tongue over it expertly, and titillating the sensitive surface with 
her grazing teeth. Matt couldn't help but push more and more of it 
between her soft, sensuous red lips; the semen in his balls had been 
roiling heatedly all evening, and he was relieved for the opportunity 
of release .


Stella closed her eyes in abandon, feeling intensely the slick, long 
hardness of Kaiser's penis as it plunged automatically into her 
provocatively dilated anal passage, lubricating it with his pre-cum and 
stretching it just like a little used cunt. Her hips rocked back to 
meet his involuntary thrusts, and her little clitoral bud began to 
tremble in harmony with the arousal of her rectum. Her nostrils were 
permeated with the pungent, youthful odor of her young lover, and she 
gave herself over wantonly to the pleasurable task of sucking his cock 
again.


From the foot of the bed, Greg screwed rhythmically into Jackie's 
tightly gripping young pussy, his cock almost ready to explode in her 
greedily suctioning cunt. His eyes bulged when he saw what she was 
doing to the young German Shepherd, swirling her tongue around his 
golf-ball sized testicles even as his cock slid in and out of her own 
mother's asshole. He saw his roommate, too, pumping furiously into 
Jackie's mother's mouth, as he had done only hours ago in the darkened 
movie theater.


Christ, he thought to himself, Matt was sure right about this broad and 
her daughter! He could feel a spasm of orgasm jerk his pelvis, and his 
last coherent thought was, Shit! Two guys, two chicks, and a fucking 
dog!


The tumultuous rumble in the depths of his balls broke forth in hot 
spurts of trickling seminal fluid spurting into Jackie's undulating 
pussy. She thrust her flaring hips back and squeezed rhythmically on 
his ejaculating cock, coaxing every last drop of his desire-quenching 
liquid from his draining balls while she continued her frenzied licking 
of her dog-lover's testicles. In her imagination, Jackie was squeezing 
the cum from Kaiser's balls right into her own pussy, and almost as if 
in confirmation of her fantasy, she felt the dog's sleek body stiffen 
as he prepared to shoot his load into her mother's clenching and 
unclenching back passage.


"Oooh, Christ! I'm almost cumming already!" came Matt's voice from the 
head of the bed, as his grotesquely engorged penis seemed to fill 
Stella's mouth completely. The young dog had already begun 
spasmodically shooting his sperm into Stella's ass, causing her to be 
thrust forward even harder against Matt's loins, and incredibly, the 
young dog breeder began to empty his fiery semen into her mouth.


"Aaarrgh! Keep sucking!" the dark-haired student commanded roughly, as 
his salty sperm flowed freely between her lips and gushed unchecked 
down her hotly clutching throat. The arousing flavor was enough to 
trigger the older woman's orgasm, and she convulsed and rocked as she 
concentrated on taking every drop of his life-giving fluid into her 
mouth and throat. Her pussy pulsed wildly, cunt-lips flagellating each 
other as her rectal walls clutched and dilated around Kaiser's still-
spurting penis. The galvanic double orgasm of her ass and her cunt 
nearly knocked the erotically excited woman off-balance, as the whole 
bed creaked and swayed with the massive weight it was holding.


Vibrations ricocheted through all five bodies, and Jackie could feel 
the magnificent contractions of her first human-induced orgasm. She 
could feel her cuntal walls gripping tightly around Greg Sullivan's 
humanly pumping penis, and her slickly undulating inner flesh was 
acutely aware of every hot jet of cum that he shot into her. 
Uncontrollably, she let out a wail as her tongue left Kaiser's balls 
momentarily, "Aaaaaaaiiiieeee!! III'mmm cummmmmiiing!! Ooooh, it's 
soooo good ... aaaaooooohhhh"


Seconds later, the satiated German Shepherd bounded gleefully off the 
lustful hotbed of sex and panted as he walked around the room. On the 
rumpled, cum-stained velvet bedspread the four humans collapsed over 
each other in sheer exhaustion, their perspiring, lust-twitching flesh 
seeming to meld and blend as they gradually drifted off to sleep in the 
cool early morning air.


*  *  *  *  *


The sun rose at six on that Saturday morning in September, and when it 
did, the four occupants of Stella Burnside's bedroom had been asleep 
scarcely an hour. Although the curtains were opened, and the east 
window was letting the sun burn across the bed to warm the nakedly 
sleeping bodies, not a single one of the peaceful love-makers stirred.


The front door was still ajar, the way Matt and Greg had left it 
carelessly on their little expedition into the apartment. But Kaiser 
was faithfully guarding it, as he had been ever since the humans had 
fallen asleep. He loved them all dearly now, and he wasn't going to let 
anything happen to a single one of them!


The End
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Foreword


The realm of sexual expression has remained one of controversy for many centuries,
and undoubtedly will remain so for many more. There is no answer for the individual
considering any particular form of sexual outlet, except that he must be true to himself.
The mature individual who has achieved this sort of self-honesty and completeness will
be little harmed or affected by the illogical or irrational opinions of others.
In this exceptionally well written novel the author has cleverly woven this truth like an
unseen thread throughout the entire work. Had the characters faced up to their unusual
desires instead of trying to repress them, much of the anguish they suffered would
logically have been avoided.
The author does not claim this concept of opinion to be solely his own, nor a
revolutionary thought. To the contrary, it has been expressed by the wisest thinkers
through the ages. "This above all: to thine own self be true," was Shakespeare's way of
saying the same thing; but it comes to us from still an earlier source, and one which not
even the most rigid moralist can contest... "Happy is he that condemneth not himself
for that which he alloweth himself. But he that doubteth is damned if he eat." Those
who deny others sexual pleasures by quoting the Scriptures would be well advised to
consider this quote from Romans.
No doubt this era could be called the age of sexual enlightenment. That this ultimately
will be for the benefit of all mankind is obvious merely by looking at the past and
previous ages of enlightenment. But even a brief glance backwards will also reveal that,
in such times, honored traditions and concepts were re-examined, and many times
discarded. What was considered fact was found to be fancy. In short, the excuse that "it
isn't done" or "it's shameful" will no longer suffice in denying man a specific form of
pleasure.
The author has published many volumes of contemporary fiction with us. We offer no
further comment, except our extreme pleasure in presenting this timely work. We now
suggest that you read it and draw your own conclusions. A work of art, no matter how
contemporary, should speak for itself.
-The Publisher P.O. Box 494 Sausalito, California


Chapter 1


"Hi, Jon," Alice called, hearing the front door slam.
"Hi, honey, sorry I'm late but I stopped down at the corner market and Fred Johnson
got talking about all the burglaries that have been happening in the area lately and I
just couldn't get away."
"Oh, that's okay, we're having a cold dinner tonight anyway... what did Fred have to
say?"
"Apparently there's been a gang of teenaged boys going around and just cleaning out
everything they can carry out of the houses. A widow over on Elm Street was robbed at
gunpoint in broad daylight. It used to be the suburbs were a safe place to be away from
all the big city crimes... now all the creeps have come out here. Have you seen anyone
suspicious in the neighborhood recently?"
"Well, you know now that you mention it over at the park behind the elementary
school, I've seen a lot of teenaged boys after school. One of the women down the street
told me that she doesn't like her toddlers playing in the playground anymore because
there's too many big kids there to hassle them."
"It's really getting heavy around here, I hope you don't open the door to the strangers
during the day."
"So far no one has bothered me here during the day but sometimes I feel a little uneasy
being here on my own."
He sighed, "It's sure getting to be a big problem living anywhere these days. The joys of
modern civilization!"
"Would you like a glass of wine while I finish dinner?" Alice inquired.
"Yes, that would be great, I had a rotten day today... that new salesman we hired is
practically illiterate and going over his sales reports was like trying to decipher
hieroglyphics. It's a good thing he can sell or I'd get rid of him in a second."
Alice went into the kitchen and before picking up the local newspaper Jon watched his
wife disappearing into the kitchen. She was young, only just turned twenty-two. Long
wavy golden blonde hair cascaded down to frame a truly lovely fine-boned face,
highlighted by a pair of huge green-grey long-lashed eyes set like emeralds against her
creamy rose-tinted complexion. She wore a pair of faded jeans which complimented her
lithe, long-legged figure and the faded denim shirt she wore on top did nothing to hide
the lush ripe body underneath.
Jon picked up the local paper and started reading.
"Nothing but more depressing news about robberies," he said disgustedly to Alice as
she came back into the living room carrying two glasses of chilled white wine.
"I know, here," she said, handing him the wine.
"Hey, wait a minute... here's something," he said excitedly.
"What is it, Jon," Alice asked.
"Listen to this... free to good home... fully housebroken... obedient... friendly German
shepherd... wonderful pet... owner leaving country... forced to give up beautiful
animal... call Mrs. Ethel Ownell... PA6-4137... Alice, that's the answer, a watchdog...
and it's free... can you imagine... those dogs cost a couple of hundred at least... I wonder
if it's still available?"
"Oh, Jon, I'd love to have a dog here during the day... call her, right now."
Jon got up and dialed the number given in the newspaper.
"Hello, Mrs. Ownell... my name is Jon Saxon and I'm calling about your ad in the
Centinel... about the German Shepherd."
"No, there's just my wife and I and we do have a very large back yard so the animal
would have lots of room to run... yes, yes... fine let me get a pencil and I'll write down
the address... I can come tomorrow night after work to see the dog... sure... fine... thank
you very much... I'll see you tomorrow night."
"Is it still available?" Alice asked.
"Yes, it sounds like the deal of the century... he's had all his shots... is a good housedog
and she said he especially likes women so he'll make a great pet for you."
"Oh, I can't wait... can I go with you tomorrow to look at him?"
"Of course... I don't want to get an animal that isn't going to fit in with both of us...
we'll go there right after work tomorrow."
Happily, Alice went back to the kitchen to finish preparing the light meal she was
fixing. She shook up the dressing she was going to put on the shrimp salad and took
the French bread out of the oven. She set the table and poured some more chilled wine
for them.
"It's all ready, dear," she called.
"Coming."
They sat down to the light summer meal.
Both were anxious to retain their lean bodies and were therefore watching calories.
Neither of them were in the habit of eating heavy, stodgy evening meals and felt much
better for it. They were both determined not to become comfortable, fat, old married
folks caring about nothing but their next fattening meal. The couple enjoyed an active
social life and wanted to look their best.
"Anything good on television, tonight?" Jon said, getting up to clear the dishes off the
table.
"I don't know... maybe there's a good movie... I'll check."
"It doesn't much matter to me tonight... I'm kind of wasted... let's have another glass of
wine."
He poured two glasses and took them back to the living room and plopped down on
the couch beside his lovely young wife.
Alice got up to turn the television on and suddenly Jon got up too. Reaching out, he
circled the young beauty with his arms and pressed her violently to him. As their lips
met, they melted together into a long passionate tongue searing kiss.
"Oh, Jon," Alice gasped, "want to run through that again." She drew in her breath
sharply as her husband's right hand slipped between her pant clad thighs. For a
moment her legs clamped tightly together, not to protect her virtue, but in involuntary
reaction to the burning power of his touch.
"Oh, Jon, I missed you today," she breathed again, and her body seemed to go limp
against his. Without a word he reached under her shirt and began stroking her back. In
a second he had the front of her shirt unbuttoned and had flung it on the couch.
Reaching down he unzipped the tight jeans and began drawing the trousers downward,
baring his wife's firm tapered thighs and finally getting the denim pants down to her
knees. She obliged him by stepping out of the confines of her pants and the young
beauty was left wearing only her lacy black half-bra and bikini pants with her deep
golden hair hanging around her shoulders in a golden cloud. The brassiere was the next
victim for the pile of clothing rejects.
Once again the young man reached behind his willing wife, unsnapping her brassiere
and then pulling it impatiently forward, down over her arms, letting free the firmly
rounded breasts which quivered a little as the young blonde's body swayed from her
husband's handling. The young man stared hungrily down at the perfect full mounds of
soft creamy flesh, noticing that the cool air in the room was already making the pale
pink nipples harden involuntarily. With a stifled groan, the young husband bent a little
lower and buried his head between the resilient roundness, then began to eagerly slide
his wet lips over the hard berry-like little tips, nipping lightly with his teeth.
"Ooooooohhhhh... Jonny," his wife moaned in helpless pleasure, letting her hands
move up his strong muscular. back to work lovingly into his thick brown hair, pressing
him even more tightly against her sensitively palpitating breasts. Jon then slid slowly
down to his knees on the living room rug, never letting his lips leave his wife's naked
flesh, until finally his neck was bent upward at a sharp angle. Hooking his fingers in
the narrow elastic band that girdled his wife's hips, he pulled down, slowly working her
panties down over her richly flaring hips, pausing a moment as her thighs began to be
bared, to reach up and lightly caress with his fingertips the sparse golden down up
between them.
The young wife had already kicked off her shoes, and in sudden impatience, Jon pulled
down hard on the material in his hands, wanting her to be completely naked
immediately.
Without saying another word the excited young man buried his burning lips into the
smooth flesh just below his wife's navel, causing her stomach muscles to suck in from
the sudden shock of his touch. The young woman swayed for a moment above her
husband, her fingers tangling reflexively in his hair, half in defense, half in delight, as
the young man's hotly working lips slid lower and lower over her belly, finally nibbling
at the tip of her softly curled pussy hair.
"Do you think we should do it in here?" she asked shakily, almost as if she hoped he
wouldn't answer, and he didn't.
He slid his hands around to seize her by the hips, his thumbs digging into her tender
belly. For a long moment the young wife stood in indecision. She knew what her
husband seemed about to do. He was going to lick her down there between the legs!
Never in her young life had anyone ever done that to her, and some part of her mind
warned her that it was wrong, depraved. All her sexual conditioning told her to pull her
husband's head away from her this instant, but at the same time a hot flush of passion
swept over her body, partly fueled perhaps by the wine that simmered in her system,
but she didn't care. She stood still in trembling anticipation as her husband's lewdly
questing lips slid lower into her vaginal hair, reaching at last the top of her anxiously
quivering cuntal slit.
"Shit," he exclaimed suddenly, pulling his mouth away. "I've got to get these fucking
clothes off before I go crazy." Lurching to his feet, the frenzied young man began
tearing desperately at his clothes, leaving his wife standing alone and naked,
disappointment and relief playing games within her head. The anticipatory tingling
high up between her thighs quickly changed to a burning desperate frustration.
To take her mind off what she considered obscene and unnatural thoughts, the naked
young blonde goddess fastened her attention on her husband as he rapidly shed his
clothes, appreciating for the hundredth time his strong chest as it was quickly bared
before her. He was over a full half foot taller than her and she liked the way she was
able to nestle into his arms, and remembered that when they were both naked his penis
dug deliciously into her belly, igniting hungers there so strong that they made her feel
almost embarrassed at her lust.
Jon was fumbling with his trousers now, and finally ripped them down over his legs,
kicking them unceremoniously into a corner, then stood up to face her, wearing only
his shorts. Alice could see that his penis was already hard, pushing the material out
from his loins like a gun barrel ready for action. Finally, looking Alice straight in the
eye, Jon pulled his shorts down, his rigidly erect penis springing free, bouncing
springily in front of her fascinated gaze. The young wife blushed at her own boldness
and looked quickly away.
What's the matter, don't you like him... he likes you..." Jon said with a lewd little laugh.
He started toward her, lust written all over his face but the woman pirouetted
coquettishly just out of his reach, pretending shyness.
"I'm going for a walk," she teased as she ran squealing and laughing down the hall to
the bedroom with Jon in hot pursuit, his huge erect prick swinging as he ran. Alice
expected him to take her in his arms again, but instead the desire-inflamed young man
pushed her backward toward the bed, causing her to lose her balance as the mattress
caught her behind the knees. With a little startled cry, the young blonde tumbled back
on the bed, her legs opening automatically as she tried to regain her balance,
unconsciously baring the narrow pink slit between her legs to her husband's hungry
gaze.
Without a word, he was on her, pulling her legs around so that she lay lengthwise on
the bed. He crawled up between her thighs, then, poised over her for a moment.
Alice felt a little disappointed that he was not going to eat her cunt as he had started
out to do in the living room but she could see by her husband's face that lust had made
him selfish. Looking down at the beautiful blonde woman, spread-eagled obscenely
below him, the young man reached forward with a groan and dug his hands greedily
into her tender body, letting his strong fingers knead her smooth soft belly, then slide
up to squeeze her palpitating breasts. Alice groaned in a combination of both pleasure
and frustration as her husband began to roll her sensitive nipples into pebble-hard little
buds between his thumbs and forefingers, sending a startling thrill of excitement
shuddering through her body. Even though she would like her husband to be more
gentle, to take a little more time with their foreplay, the panting young wife felt her
body responding to the rough stimulation. She looked up with passion-glazed eyes,
beginning to lose herself in his touch, her body beginning to slowly writhe beneath
him.
Then his hands were gone, and Alice looked down to see Jon sitting half back on his
haunches, one hand next to her on the bed for balance, while with the other hand he
seized his massive cock and placed it against her desire-flushed pussy mound, parting
the soft blonde hair with the blood-bloated tip, and working it in between her
throbbing cuntal lips.
"Oh, Jon, it's... it's sooooooo... goooooooood." Raising her head up off the bed, the
impassioned young blonde stared down at the mammoth rod of throbbing purplecolored 
flesh. Oh, how she wanted that marvelous pleasure-giving shaft to stroke her
full of wanton ecstasy, bring her to a peak of final fulfillment.
If only... oh dear God... if only... this time... oh please... with growing apprehension and
predictable disappointment, Alice saw how her husband's mighty prick was already
swollen almost to the bursting point... how the whole length of it throbbed and jerked
as if it had a life of its own, as if he were already about to spurt his goodies.
"Take your time... please... take your time... make it last... oh make it last for me," the
anguished young woman begged.
But the selfish young man was past all hearing as he stared down at the tender flesh
beneath, seeing his cock-head already slipping into the needfully dilating vaginal
opening that would soon house his aching member. With an animal-like grunt, the
young man let his full weight fall forward, pressing deep into the softly clinging passage
below, letting his hips drive his throbbing penis slowly and relentlessly up into the
desire-heated depths between his wife's legs.
"Jesuuuus Kerist..." he muttered, feeling as if his cock were going to explode
immediately, knowing how much he wanted the sweet agony of shooting his hot sperm
up into Alice's trembling little belly. And Alice too felt the pulsating member slide up
into her more than willing cunt, hurting for a moment and then seeming to fill her
with a welcome burst of excitement.
"Unnnnnngggggghhhhhhhh... ooohh," she moaned, her quivering thighs falling open
wider to welcome the wonderful intrusion. Perhaps the wine she had had with dinner
had released some of the young wife's usual inhibitions but the delighted young woman
realized she had almost cum with that first hard contact with her clitoris.
... Maybe tonight... maybe... just maybe... "Make love to me, Jon... do it to me... hard...
oh, do it to me!"
The powerful young man hovering above her drew his cock part way out of her
hungering cuntal depths, ready to thrust it deep once again to bring the pleasure and
relief she so desperately needed. Then his body froze and a look of agony came over his
face. "I... I'm going to cum... I can't hold back... I'm going to shoot it..." To her horror,
the excited young wife felt her husband's burgeoning cock already trembling in her,
beginning to spasm, too soon, too soon!
"Jon," she gasped, "try and hold it... just a little while... just a while longer... try..." she
begged, but it was no use.
With a choked grunt, the young man fell forward, once again ramming his heavy
weapon far up into Alice's receptive cunt just as his white-hot sperm began to spout
from the incredibly swollen head.
"Shit... I'm cuuuuuummmmiiinnnggg," he bellowed as his back arched, holding his
prematurely ejaculating member buried deep up inside his wife's body.
"No... no... not again... oh my God..." Alice wailed in despair, her hips thrashing as if
sheSṠwere trying to work her husband's rigid prick in and out of her pussy all by herself,
knowing that in just another few seconds she would have had the orgasm she so
violently needed, the orgasm that had been denied her for so long. Churning and
panting, the desperate young blonde wife tried to make it come true, but it was useless.
With a final groan, her husband collapsed heavily over her body, pinning her
motionless with his dead weight. Already she could feel his deflated flaccid cock
shrinking into uselessness up inside her desperately clutching cunt. Her body too, gave
one last frantic shudder, but then surrendered in despair and anger, lying in simmering
frustrated need on the bed. The two, husband and wife, lay that way for several
moments.
"I... I'm sorry," Jon panted, finally raising his head, but unable to look his deprived wife
straight in the eye.
"Sorry," she began bitterly. "Big fucking deal... you're sorry... and I'm desperate!" She
turned her body away from him angrily. He rolled away too and in a few brief
moments she heard the sound of his snores. This enraged the beautiful frustrated
woman even further. Finally, she crawled under the covers and closed her eyes to try
and sleep, but she was too sorely disappointed and outraged at the now too familiar
turn of events to sleep. The more she tried to calm down, the more the nagging,
demanding hunger between her legs made itself felt.
Anxiously, the young wife shifted her legs, pressing her thighs together as if trying to
smother the fire that continued to smoulder up between them, threatening to burst into
flame at any second. But the added pressure only forced her sensitive vaginal lips
against one another and actually increased her frustration. Half-stifling a moan of
desire, the young woman felt one hand sliding down over her naked belly underneath
the sheets as if it had a life of its own. She knew what she was going to do and feeling
that she had no choice, she didn't try to stop her hand.
Inch by inch her trembling hand descended, until it was resting nervously on her soft
curled pubic mound. The confused blonde knew this was wrong and tried to will herself
to stop, but her body was crying out for release, and bit by bit, the only thing left 
in her fevered mind was the reality of those ready fingers poised so near to her aching 
need.
Without the realization that she had moved, the raggedly breathing sexually thwarted
young blonde suddenly felt her fingers press hard against her fevered cuntal flesh, all
her fingers at once massaging in a slow soothing movement, touching herself first here,
then there, almost crying aloud as a hot bolt of sheer bliss radiated up from her grateful
cunt.
Starting to strike up a rhythm, the young blonde slowly worked her forefinger into the
hot wet slit, moving it upward with agonizing slowness, stroking the sensitive inner
surfaces until finally it poised right over her expectantly throbbing little clitoris, then
pressed down hard on the tiny sensation bud. Alice's entire body jerked as if someone
had run a heavy charge of electricity through it, her back arching and mouth and eyes
opening wide. For a moment the young beauty held frozen in this position as if she had
been turned to ice, but then she slowly settled back down on the mattress as the first
incredible spasm passed. Her buttocks began to slowly revolve as she circled her middle
finger lightly over her clitoris, teasing herself working up to what would follow. From
time to time the maddening finger slid lower along the wet slippery slit, dipping
experimentally just up inside her steaming pussy opening, wetting itself with the fresh
secretions of her passion that bubbled there, then back up to stroke her painfully
swollen clitoris. Thus Alice worked herself up to an unbearable passion with her
torturing finger. With a groan she opened her sleek white thighs wide and jammed her
middle finger far up into her hungry cunt, sighing with relief as she felt herself partially
filled.
But compared to the great rod of flesh that had so deliciously stretched her cunt such a
short time ago, it was not enough. The panting young wife knew that her one finger
was ridiculously inadequate. Desperately she inserted another finger, worming them
around in a wild pattern as far up into her burning vaginal depths as she could reach,
then beginning to slide them rhythmically in and out, her hips rising to meet them in
an obscene motion as old as time. On and upward she thrust, her head beginning to
twist and turn on the pillow as her passion mounted, her eyes half-closed, staring out
unseeingly beneath her long silky lashes.
At one point Jon groaned and rolled over in his sleep and the startled young woman
froze, certain that she would be caught in the desperate act of self-fulfillment, but in a
few seconds her husband was once again loudly snoring, deeply anesthetized by his
own satiated fulfillment.
Feeling her cunt flowering open in greedy desire, the emboldened young blond put in a
third finger, then fucked them lewdly into her shuddering loins for a seeming eternity.
In and out the rigid fingers flashed, wet and gleaming from her heated vaginal
secretions.
Finally... finally and gratefully, the lewdly twisting young blonde felt it coming, her
desperately needed orgasm. It grew far up inside her heaving belly like a roaring tidal
wave, bigger and bigger until she knew it would engulf her in exquisite sweet release
any moment. But the straining young woman was unprepared for the white-hot bolt of
energy that shot up from her contracting womb to expand her already swollen breasts,
then back down again to ricochet wildly over her spasming loins. She had to stuff her
free hand in her mouth to keep from screaming out her ecstasy while her hips jerked
up hard against her pounding fingers, once, twice, three times, and then incredibly...
four times... her stomach muscles sucking in convulsively. The climaxing young woman
was dimly aware of a warm slippery flood gushing out over her hand as her climaxing
womb released its long stored up passion. Then, with one last shudder, it was over, and
Alice's lovely body collapsed back limply into the mattress, her fingers slipping wetly
from her still vibrating cunt. Right then the satisfied young wife wouldn't have cared if
her insensitive husband woke up to stare at her in disbelief as she lay gasping in
pleasure, her face radiant with fulfillment, her taut, wide-set breasts rising and falling
quickly with her labored breathing.
She waited for the guilt feelings to settle upon her. Once again, she had been unable to
stop herself, the young woman thought. She was top angry though for any feelings of
remorse to ruin her satisfaction.
What am I going to do, she thought? I didn't get married to have to masturbate myself
to orgasm every night. There seemed to be no answer, Alice thought in growing
despair. She was on a treadmill, a motorized treadmill, and somebody somewhere was
speeding it up. She felt like a hamster.
The young woman knew in her rational fashion that masturbating was perfectly healthy
for a normal young woman but at the same time, she was hard put to struggle against
her childhood conditioning.
Alice's parents had not been religious fanatics or anything. Just modest, God-fearing
people, trying to raise their daughter to be a "good Christian." They were strict and
tried to enforce the golden rule in the home. The area in which they had been most
strict was in regard to sex, or rather the lack of it. Alice always had the impression from
things her mother said that she hated sex and only submitted under duress to do her
wifely duty. Her parents forbade Alice to date until her senior year in high school, and
then only until nine-thirty in the evening.
At the same time, her parent's deeply ingrained prudery made it impossible for them to
tell her anything at all about the facts of life. The word "sex" was only mentioned in
hushed tones as if it were somehow obscene and only to be used as an example of what
not to do. In her school district her parents had campaigned against sex education in
the classroom so as a result, their daughter grew up totally ignorant of her own body.
Several times some enterprising boys that Alice dated managed to start fumbling and
groping before she had to be in at the ridiculously early hour. They made attempts to
fondle her budding young breasts or to slide feverish inexperienced hands up her dress.
It was less a knowledge of what the boys were trying to do than an automatic revulsion
to their strained panting and lust-filled ridiculous boyish expressions that caused the
young teenager to fend them off.
Her life began to take on a more realistic approach when she enrolled in college. There
was no college near her home town so she was sent off to a large state university and
admonished before she left to watch out for boys who were just after one thing. By this
time she was in the full bloom of her ravishing maidenhood. She became something of
a prize to the horny young studs on campus. They all pursued her with a passion and
the first year was something of a distressing revelation to the inexperienced young
student. Were all men such animals?
After she somehow got through freshman year with her virtue intact, feelings began to
change for the beautiful young woman. In junior high school, one of Alice's young
girlfriends had told her about how big men's things were and how they shoved them up
your hole and how much they hurt. The young friend had embellished the details to
make them as horrifying as possible as youngsters are wont to do to maximize the
shock value and Alice had always remembered the horrifying description. But now, for
the first time, the radiant blonde found herself occasionally thinking that having
something in her vagina might not be such a bad idea after all. Strange tingling
yearnings inside her heretofore ignored cunt were beginning to increase in their
frequency and intensity. The feelings demanded some kind of attention.
Perhaps the confused young blonde might have fallen victim to one of the smart-talking
horny young bucks around campus if she hadn't had another thought in her mind. If
she had retained any of her parents moral ideas it was the one that said a woman must
save her virginity for marriage. Time and time again Alice saved herself by desperately
clinging to the idea that she must have this precious cherry of hers to offer the man she
would eventually take as her husband.
Locked in the arms of some strong young student, panting with desire as the young
man expertly slid his knowing fingers over her trembling young body, Alice would pull
away at the very last second, horrified by the knowledge that each encounter brought
her a little nearer to the edge of ultimate physical surrender. Around campus, Alice's
beautiful face and body became legendary but the word went out. You better just look
buddy, and be content with that. Alice didn't put out!
If any of these men had taken the initiative with her and used some psychological
warfare on the vulnerable young woman they might have gotten somewhere. But most
of them were impatient and did not realize that this supposedly ice cold blonde was in
reality a raging inferno of lust. Her body craved to be touched and fondled and at night
in her single bed she dreamed of the moment when one of the big pricks that had only
been felt outside her clothing would fill her yearning pit fully.
And then she met Jon. Jon Saxon was almost ten years older than Alice. He was at that
time a math tutor. He was tall and good-looking, and smoother and more experienced
than the other males on campus and therefore had his share of young women. Once
look at Alice was enough to convince Jon that she was what he wanted. At first Alice
thought he was too old for her and her inexperience was a little embarrassing to her but
Jon was gentle and kind and soon she could plainly see that he was no ordinary
fumbling college boy. Here was a man.
The couple knew within a few weeks of their first meeting that they were destined to
spend their lives together, a state of affairs that removed Alice's last natural
psychological protection against the temptations of lust.
One hot summer night Alice and the young math tutor were lying on the beach not far
from the campus protected from prying eyes by a natural screen of rock. Jon had
removed Alice's brassiere, not for the first time. However, in the past, this was about as
far as it ever went. Jon delighting his future wife by nibbling and sucking at the ripely
rounded mounds that she timidly exposed to him. Maybe it was the hot summer night,
maybe it was just about time, but the whole thing got completely out of hand. A couple
of times before, Jon had gone so far as to slip a finger inside the elastic leg band of
Alice's panties, once even working it part way up inside her incredibly tight little
virginal opening. The first time Alice had ever felt this happen had almost stunned her
by the intensity of the feelings awakened in her long-denied body, but at the same time,
she became frightened and made her anxious young boyfriend stop.
This time the excited, if slightly apprehensive, young virgin did not stop the intruding
finger, but instead, writhed and moaned on the blanket on the beach as Jon wormed his
middle finger higher and higher up inside her tight cuntal depths, relaxing, stretching
wide the reluctant entrance. By the time Jon was working her panties down over her
feet, the wildly aroused young student was past knowing what was happening, and
didn't notice Jon pulling down his pants to release his already erect cock-shaft. Then,
suddenly, there was a sensation of weight, and the delicious stroking of her eager young
cunt changed into incredible discomfort.
Suddenly, looking up the terrified virgin saw Jon's manly form hovering over her, his
hips pressed tightly into her own agonized loins. Some last bit of control kept the
young woman from screaming out into the night as Jon's mighty rod of lust-driving
male flesh tore through her fragile maidenhead searing her loins. The experience was
short. The excited Jon was cumming after several long hard stabs up into the virgin
depths engulfing her freshly violated cunt with the first hot flood of sperm she had ever
known.
Alice was at first overcome by shame for what she had done, or rather, what she had let
happen to her. Vowing to never again become involved in such an obscene activity, the
young coed was chagrined to discover herself, just a couple of weeks later, once again
spread-eagled below a panting and thrusting Jon. Whether she liked it or not Alice had
been launched on her sexual life as a mature woman. But still the young woman held
on to her antiquated beliefs, convincing herself that this was different, even if somehow
sinful.
She rationalized that Jon was the man she was going to marry, and being influenced by
some of her more daring and uninhibited roommates, the eager young blonde said to
herself that a simple piece of paper such as a marriage certificate could never make her
love for her man any righter than it was just now. But that's as far as it went. Never
would the young coed have even let the thought enter her mind of sleeping with
another man.
Presently another problem was manufactured for the lovely young student. She was
starting to like it! The second time she made love it no longer hurt, but, to her
amazement, even felt kind of good. For the next two or three weeks, Alice dutifully let
Jon make love to her, gaining warm satisfaction out of the obvious pleasure her
boyfriend got from the act, and a few pleasurable sensations for herself. But then one
day after Jon had coaxed her into straddling his loins while he lay on his back, so that
Alice had to slide up and down on her lover's impaling cock, the young woman had
suddenly been stunned by an incredible sensation that burst unexpectedly in her cock
filled cunt. Her eyes opening wide in shock, the beautiful young blonde had let out a
little squeal and jumped off Jon's body, his huge gleaming shaft slipping out of her cunt
and rearing up like a ropey white cobra.
"Alice... what the?" Jon exclaimed. "What's going on?"
"I don't know... I felt really funny for a second... like flashbulbs were going off or
something..." Alice said in confusion. "Something really weird just happened to me."
To her further confusion, Jon started laughing.
"That was an orgasm, baby," he chuckled.
"Really?" Alice responded. A pleased little smile came over her face and she lay down
with a sigh next to her future husband.
"Hey... hold on... didn't I hire you for the whole afternoon?" Jon said teasingly.
"You've had your orgasm, but I haven't had mine... now get back up there on my cock
and don't stop until you milk it dry."
Alice blushed at his lewd words and at the sight of his huge member so nakedly
awaiting her, but did as he asked, being rewarded with her own second orgasm just as
Jon began pumping his hot semen up into her ever more receptive womb, in those days
Jon had been a strong and untiring lover, bringing Alice to orgasm time after time.
But for some reason this state of affairs all changed after their marriage. For reasons
that neither of the young couple could put their finger on, Jon became a trigger cock,
too hasty. He seemed to be genuinely unable to hold back his orgasm until his new wife
had hers. In the year since they had been married, Alice had had just two or three
climaxes, just enough to tease her, remind her what she was missing, but not enough to
still the raging need that grew day after day up inside her cum-starved depths. All these
horrible thoughts and more passed through the young wife's mind as she lay in
hopeless despair in the bed. She didn't know how much longer she could fight the
powerful desires that coursed through her sensual young body, and, at the same time,
she hated herself for being the victim of these desires.
She still loved her husband as they got along in all ways but this one most important
area. Lately, faint thoughts of leaving Jon and at least escaping the terrible torture of
sleeping next to his powerful body unfulfilled, had come to haunt her. In despair, she
put the thought from her mind, but it kept coming back on its own, warning her that
something would have to be done soon, or she would go completely crazy.
Finally, sleep released the young woman from her mental torture, and she lay stretched
out beside her husband, once again an unsatisfied wife.


Chapter 2


Alice Saxon lay in bed waiting until her husband had left for work. When she heard the
garage door slam, she dejectedly clambered out of the big double bed and went down to
the kitchen to fix a cup of coffee. Memories of the previous night's unsatisfying sexual
experience flooded over her once again. She was cross and irritable as she sat down at
the table to wait for the coffee to percolate. She glanced over the headlines in the
morning newspaper. The stories almost exactly duplicated those of the previous night...
more robberies and a mugging on a street only three blocks away from the Saxon's own
home.
Then she remembered their appointment that evening after Jon returned from work to
go and see the dog. I've come to a fine state of affairs when the biggest event in my life
is getting a dog, she thought self-pityingly. Well, she thought, at least it will be some
company around her for me and hopefully some protection against these burglars
around here. I wish something a little more exciting would happen. I really 'feel like I'm
going to go completely bananas sitting in this house day after day with no one to talk to
and nothing to look forward to. Maybe I should look for a job. She picked up the
newspaper again and turned to the want ads section at the back. Sadly, the want ads
column in their small community featured only two job offers, one for a refrigeration
mechanic and the other for a nurse/companion which was a live-in position. Feeling
even more dragged down by the deflation of her slight hope in doing something to get
herself out of the house, she hardly heard the sound of the mail being dropped through
the slot in the door.
Finally the coffee was ready and Alice got up from the table and poured herself a cup of
the steamy liquid. She restlessly picked up the cup and started to take it into the living
room. As she passed the hall she saw the mail lying on the hall floor. She bent over to
pick it up and saw that two of the letters were window envelopes and therefore bills but
one of the pieces of mail bore a California postmark. There was no name on the
envelope just a return street address in Los Angeles that she didn't recognize. As the
letter was addressed to her she quickly tore it open wondering who it was from.
She took the mail in and threw it on the coffee table settling down on the couch to read
the letter. She quickly scanned the one page letter and found that it was from her
college roommate, Sally Martin. Apparently Sally had just got a divorce and was coming
east and thought she would stop by for a couple of days to visit her old friend. She was
to arrive on Wednesday and she had a rental car so there would be no need to pick her
up.
Alice smiled happily at the unexpected news the letter brought. She was very fond of
the unpredictable Sally. Somehow the news of her divorce didn't surprise Alice very
much. As she remembered, she had married a man much older and very rich. Alice had
never met him as Sally had married him in Bermuda when she was there on a short
vacation. Alice laughed to herself about the part that said, don't worry about picking
my up because I have a rental car. It was just like Sally. She gave the impression of not
being able to take care of herself but in fact she was a highly organized and capable
individual. She was independent to the point of being fanatical about it. Alice wondered
if her independence wasn't what sparked the divorce. She certainly couldn't imagine her
spirited beautiful friend being satisfied with one man and especially not an old codger
no matter how rich he was.
I better get the guest room ready, she said to herself, pleased that she had a household
task that she would enjoy doing for her friend. She went upstairs and changed into her
jeans and a blouse. In a different, happier frame of mind she whistled around the guest
room, changing the sheets and dusting the furniture.


* * *


Jon Saxon eased his car into the parking lot of the Lixington Calculator Company
where he was employed. After he and Alice had decided to marry, he wished to do
something more lucrative than math tutoring so when the job at the calculator firm had
come up, Jon applied and was accepted. At first he was in sort of an advisory capacity
for the setting up of new programs but presently his superiors noting his drive and
efficiency made him the head of the sales department. He did not actually do any direct
selling but rather acted in the capacity of an overseer and guiding force for the
department. Sometimes Jon felt like little more than a glorified clerk, doing all the
various verification and follow up work for the sales personnel.
He walked into his office and sat down at his large desk. Wearily, he looked at the
never-ending mountain of paperwork awaiting his immediate attention. Unable to cope
with the demands immediately, he went over to the coffee machine and poured himself
an extra strong cup of coffee and took it back to his cluttered desk. He sat down and his
mind drifted off to the previous night.
He couldn't fathom the problem. What in the name of Christ was the matter with him,
he thought bitterly. In all the time that he and Alice had been going together, they had
no problems making love, and now, all of a sudden, this. Like most men, Jon hated to
put the blame for sexual inadequacy on himself, and had been looking for some time
for a way to lay at least most of it on his wife, and little by little, he was beginning to be
successful, at least in his own twisted mind. It was her fault that he couldn't hold back,
somehow, he tried to reassure himself.
No matter how much Jon tried to misdirect the blame for his inadequacy he knew in
his heart of hearts that he and he alone was to blame. His wife was a passionately
responsive young woman and he wasn't satisfying her. The was the truth but somehow
it was almost too painful for him to contemplate. He knew that he should seek some
help or advice possibly professional in this area but in a way, to Jon, it would have been
like admitting that he was less than a man. He continued to believe that the problem
would someway rectify itself.
The day passed rather uneventfully for the young sales manager, He was finally able to
get down to his many reports and worked doggedly right through his lunch hour.
Before the young man realized it was time to go home. He tidied his desk and put on
his jacket and walked out to his car.
Oh, I almost forgot, he said to himself. Tonight is the night I go and see that dog.
Maybe that will cheer her up a bit, he thought. Seems a little strange that someone
would be giving up an expensive pet like that but then, I'm not going to complain if
they choose us to have the dog.
Jon had always been fond of animals as a boy and now that they had a house it was the
perfect time to acquire one. He knew Alice liked the animals as well as she had always
reacted favorably to their friends' pets.
Pulling into the driveway, he could see Alice sitting on the couch in the living room.
She rose and opened the front door as he got out of the car.
"Are you ready to go over and see the dog?" Jon asked.
"Yes, but there's some other news, first," she said excitedly.
"Oh, what's that?" he inquired.
"You remember Sally Martin... she's Sally von Bucher now or maybe she's gone back to
Martin," she said rattling on and wrinkling up her forehead, "anyway she's coming here
to see us for a few days. She'll be here day after tomorrow. She's just got a divorce and
was visiting some people in the east and thought she'd stop by and see us. Isn't it
wonderful?"
"Yes, that's great... I always did like Sally... great sense of humor..." And what a
fantastic body, he thought. I'd love to make it with that hot little cunt. I wonder if she
still looks the same... like some exotic gypsy that would just as soon tear you apart in
bed as look at you. Staying with us for a few days, hmmmmmmm... he thought.
"Okay now let's go over and see this beast that's to be my new protector," Alice chirped
climbing into the front seat of the car.
Jon was very grateful for this sudden turn of events. With Sally coming, Alice had really
cheered up and this diverted her train of thought from their unsatisfactory sex life
although he was not so naive as he knew that it was still near the surface. He felt like
he'd been giving a reprieve. If everything worked out all right with the dog then that
would occupy her tomorrow and then the day after that her friend would be here.
Things were definitely starting to look up.
"Did you bring the address, Alice?"
"Yes, it's 186 Park Crescent... I think you should turn to the left at the next corner."
"Here we are," Jon said, "now don't be disappointed if he's not what we want. Now that
we've decided to get a dog we can always look around for another pet."
As they approached the stairway of the modern duplex the young couple heard barking
which grew more and more excited as the Saxon's neared the front door. For a second,
Jon became a little concerned about the noise. He hoped for Alice's sake that the dog
wasn't vicious. Maybe the animal was bad-tempered that was why these people were
trying to get rid of him? But his fears were without foundation. He knocked on the
door and as soon as the door opened, a huge, beautifully marked German shepherd
came bounding out and began licking Jon's hand ecstatically, joyously wagging his
bushy tail and making throaty little pleasure-filled animal whines.
"Good evening, I called you last night about the dog. My name is Jon Saxon and this is
my wife Alice."
"Yes, come in, I'm Ethel Ownell... please excuse the boxes and everything but we are in
the process of moving and we're having all out things shipped. This is my husband,
Roger. And this is King."
Alice thought she noticed a trace of wistfulness in the way she introduced the animal.
Like she really didn't want to give it up. She noticed the man standing in the
background glowering at the dog and there was something a little strange in his manner
with the animal especially as the woman seemed to really adore the big shepherd.
Just then, the dog saw Alice and froze for a second, not hostilely, quite the contrary in
fact, but as if he had just seen some new sight that totally captivated his interest. And
then, with a graceful proud stride, the large animal pranced over to her and began
inquisitively sniffing her clothes until he seemed satisfied and reached up and licked the
newcomer's hand and then thrust his huge head upwards butting right into the vee
between Alice's thighs.
"Stop it, King," the man called Roger suddenly roared.
"Oh Roger, he just wants you to pet him," Mrs. Ownell said. Jon reached down and
scratched the dog behind the ears, and immediately the German shepherd sat back on
his haunches with a half-silly look of intense pleasure coming over his face that made
both Jon and Alice burst into spontaneous laughter.
"He certainly is friendly enough." Jon said to Roger.
"Yeah, that's for sure," Roger said his eyes narrowing. His wife turned to him and shot
him a quick look which neither of the Saxons caught.
Obviously the Saxons were becoming completely captivated by the big animal, who was
giving little sighs of pleasures, eyes half closed, as Jon continued to stroke his ears.
"Why don't you sit down and have a drink," Ethel said. The young couple followed
them into the modern duplex, making their way carefully around the obstacle course of
piled up boxes and crates that littered the living room. As soon as Jon stopped rubbing
the animal, the big dog looked up in comic regret, then got up and tagged along after
them, his massive beautiful head just inches from Jon's leg. The young sales manager
experienced a feeling of pleasure, having successfully made friends with this powerful
handsome creature. Alice, seemed to be enchanted with the dog as well. It definitely
seemed to the young wife that the man called, Roger, did not like his own pet and she
couldn't understand this at all. King seemed like a wonderful, gentle pet and from the
way he had barked as they approached the front of the house, he was probably a very
capable watchdog as well!
Ethel went to the refrigerator and brought out a bottle of wine and then went into the
cupboard and got out four glasses pouring some of the red liquid into each glass.
"We've seen several people for the dog," Ethel said, "but King seems to like you best.
He's really a wonderful pet and we want, to make sure he goes to a good home. I just
couldn't bring myself to sell him but I did want to make absolutely certain that he does
get a good home. He seems to like you, Mrs. Saxon!" the woman said, looking at Alice
directly in the eye which for some strange reason, made the young blonde feel a little
uneasy and for no reason at all, she blushed, suddenly.
Roger came over and picked up his wine glass and appeared to take little interest in the
proceedings. They all had the general impression that Roger just wanted that dog to get
the hell out of there and soon but no one could figure out why.
Maybe he just doesn't like dogs, Jon thought. Does seem a little odd, though, beautiful
specimen like that.
King had moved back over to his mistress again and suddenly Roger stood up and said,
"I don't wish to be rude but we do have a lot of packing to do tonight so if you want to
take the dog..."
Jon and Alice looked at each other. She nodded happily and he instantly replied, "We
would be very happy to take him are you sure we don't have to pay anything for him?"
"Absolutely certain," he said reaching down and picking up a brown bag. "There's all
the information about his shots, a leash and some other stuff in here. You're welcome
to it all."
"Thank you, very much. We'll see that he is in a good home. You don't have to worry
at all." Jon said.
"Yes, thank you, again," Alice said standing up and noticing for the first time that Ethel
Ownell had tears in her eyes.
"Come on King," Ethel said hoarsely leading the way out of the living room.
"Is he okay in the car?" Jon asked.
"Loves to ride in cars," Ethel answered. And sure enough, when the three of them
arrived next to Jon's car, Ethel opened the back door and King jumped in to perch on
the back seat, his head nearly scraping the roof. Jon and Alice slid in and Jon started up
the car.
"Best of luck... goodbye King," Ethel said, obviously moved by the moment.
"Best of luck to you in your moving," Alice called back.
When King saw that Ethel wasn't coming with them, he turned around on the back
seat to look out the window as his former mistress faded away into the distance and
whined excitedly.
"Come on King, don't make me feel like a kidnapper," Jon said nervously. King soon
stopped whining, but, all the way back to the Saxons the big dog lay on the back seat,
his head half hidden between his paws, looking like a frightened immigrant.
Alice got out of the car and went into the house and Jon pulled the car into the garage.
He opened the back door for King and went into the house.
Suddenly, King seemed to forget about his old mistress as he saw Alice in the living
room, just removing her coat. The sudden transformation in the animal was incredible.
From sheer defection, his doggy mood changed to one of sheer joy. The animal
bounded up to Alice and placing his paws up her shoulders, kissed her face with his
long pink tongue.
"Oh, Jon, he really seems to like me."
Jon was more than a little relieved at the way things were working out. He was certainly
happy that he had seen that ad. His wife and the new dog were certainly getting to
know one another.
There was another little incident when King placed his nose hard up between Alice's
legs, pushing his nose right up into the vee between Alice's legs, pushing his nose right
up into the vee between her thighs, sniffing and nuzzling, and he didn't seen about to
quit. "Stop it, King," Alice scolded, but for a moment it didn't seem to do any good.
Finally Jon had to come up and pull the dog away by his leather collar. "He sure is a
lady killer," Jon joked. Little did he know!


Chapter 3


Alice was out in the back yard when she heard the front doorbell ring. She stopped
long enough to deposit the flowers she had been picking on the kitchen counter and
ran for the front door.
"Sally,"
"Alice... I got here a bit sooner than I thought... the man I spent the night with was
getting a little heavy so J split a lot earlier than I had planned... you look great..."
"And you... you look stunning... divorce must agree with you... come on in to our
humble home..." The tall elegant, beautiful brunette picked up her expensive case and
followed Alice in the house.
"This is nice," Sally said sincerely, But Alice felt suddenly a little embarrassed at the
small house. She knew her friend was used to much more luxurious surroundings and
she felt like such a provincial at this moment. Sensing that her friend was a little
uptight, Sally put her arm around her and at once everything was fine between them.
The affectionate gesture bridged a wordless gap between the two women and no further
words were necessary.
"Here... let me take your case to your room, Sally... and then we'll sit down and have a
cup of coffee."
"Fine... I'll just go and deposit myself in the kitchen."
Alice dropped the case in the bedroom and opened the window. She turned and went
downstairs reminding herself to put a bouquet of fresh flowers in the room.
"Coffee, tea... juice?" Alice asked.
"Coffee is fine for me... I stopped for breakfast on the way. I almost consumed the
entire restaurant I was so hungry after fucking the night away. Too bad these men have
to become so possessive," she said enigmatically.
Alice was genuinely fond of Sally, having known her for so long and being able to sense
her innate kindness and warm friendly almost sweet nature. But, at the same time, Sally
was unabashedly sex-oriented and her conversations often, in the past, had the more
innocent Alice blushing in embarrassment and at this moment it was no different. The
wry, and humorously cynical way in which she talked about her sexual encounters took
a little for the shy woman to get used to. There was also a certain electricity in the air
when Sally was present that unnerved Alice, that was somehow tangled up with sex!
Even a gesture like picking up her coffee cup assumed an air of sexual provocation
when performed by Sally.
While not as full-breasted or lushly curved as Alice, the taller and more experienced
woman had a panther-like sinuousness to her elegant lithe body that screamed of ripe
sensuality. In a lovely face framed by a cascade of thick jet-black hair, Sally's eyes only
added to her allure. Large and liquidly dark, slanted upward a little at the outside
corners, they seemed to hold secrets of the universe in their depths.
If Alice had known how her husband felt about the wildly sexy Sally she might not
have been so happy about her coming to stay. But Alice was a trusting soul and
although she knew very well that her friend had no scruples about screwing around
with a married man, the thought never occurred to her that she and Jon would ever...
ever... wind up in bed.
All at once there was a loud scratching on the back door.
"What the hell's that?" Sally said looking up from her cup.
"Oh, that's King," Alice said going over and opening the kitchen door. The second the
door was opened the huge dog bounded into the room.
"Wow... that's what I call a stud... look at that crowbar hanging under his belly... this
dog must be the hit of the neighborhood."
Alice blushed crimson, and involuntarily her eyes dropped to the heavy furry sheath
that dangled beneath King. Even the young blonde wife had to admit that King was
"built" The two women went on talking and then Sally got up to pour herself another
cup of coffee. The first indication the lovely brunette had of King's presence back in the
kitchen was when she felt his cool damp nose slide up the inside of her naked thigh
under her dress. For just a second Sally almost dropped both the coffee cup and the
coffee pot. She looked like a startled child.
"Sorry, Sally... I forgot to warn you about that... it's his only bad habit we've picked up
on so far... we only got the dog a day and a half ago... and we haven't been able to
break him of the habit yet." Alice could not stifle a laugh but then, to her
embarrassment, she saw that Sally was making no overt moves to discourage the big
German shepherd who continued to sniff higher and higher up under her dress.
Then Sally turned her head around languidly, and said, "Haven't you been serviced
recently, baby... you're turning to pussies now?"
"King," Alice spoke sharply as she realized that, for' some unearthly reason, she was
becoming more upset that she should. She wished her friend wasn't quite so lewd.
As soon as he heard the sharp tone in his mistress' voice, King looked up sheepishly,
drawing his nose out from under Sally's silky dress.
"He's okay... don't worry about it... where did you get this dog?"
"Believe it or not there was an ad in the paper. He was free. This couple was leaving the
country and they just wanted to make sure he went to a good home. It seemed to be
the woman's dog more than the husband's in fact, he really seemed to dislike the dog
for some reason. I can't understand how you could dislike King. He's a wonderful
animal. Maybe the man just didn't like any dog because he acted like he couldn't wait
to get rid of him."
"He's truly a magnificent animal. You're lucky to get him."
The two women discussed various people from college and where they were and with
whom and then Alice told Sally that she had not as yet done her marketing. She asked
Sally if she wanted to go with her but the dark-haired woman begged off and said she
would rather take a nap as she had had very little sleep the previous night.
"Okay, Sally, I'll be home in a couple of hours... everything's really easy to find around
here... if you need anything just help yourself."
"Fine, thanks... I'll just have a shower and lay down I think... see you later."
As Sally turned to walk up the stairs, King stood watching, ears alert and erectly
forward, all his attention locked on the new friend of his mistress. There was something
in Sally's manner that powerfully drew the animal to her. For a moment he seemed
about to follow her upstairs, but something warned him that, for some reason, Alice
would not approve, so he went back to lie down once again by the kitchen door. It was
a long time before the dog was able to settle down. He turned and fidgeted and sighed
until finally he found a position that suited him.
Hearing the car door slam and his mistress drive away, King jumped up with a start
and went up the carpeted stairs. Loping forward, he quickly approached the guest
room. The bedroom door was slightly ajar, so King pushed it open with his, nose and
cautiously stepped aside, stopping once again as he saw Sally several feet away.
The jet-haired beauty was on the bed now, clad only in a pair of see-through bikini
underpants. Her bra lay on one side of the bed and her open suitcase lay open on the
floor. Silently the big dog stared at the lovely woman lying half-naked only a few yards
away, her naked flesh shining softly in the daylight of the room. Sally seemed to sense
his presence and looked around, starting a little when she saw him. "Oh, King... it's
you... you startled me." Sally's soft throaty voice encouraged the big animal to come
nearer and he stopped right next to Sally as she rose half up on her elbows, then
reached up with one hand to rub his furry head. The motion of her arm made her taut
full breasts move sensuously and catch the dog's attention. Without hesitation, King
lowered his huge beautiful head and then his long thick tongue shot out to lick hotly
over the rubber-tipped mound.
"Jesus... King..." Sally gasped involuntarily as the thick wet tongue sent little shivers
running over her sensitive flesh, making her nipples rise into hard little buds of desire.
Without further delay, the dark-haired woman pushed King's head away.
Momentarily discouraged by the sudden gesture, King backed away but he began to
whine excitedly, his front feet doing a little' shuffle that moved him right back to the
lovely taut-nippled breasts he had already tasted. Seemingly unable to control himself,
the big shepherd licked out once again, laving his raspy moist tongue over the same
breast, and then turned his attention to the other one. When Sally crossed her hands
over her breasts to fend off the big dog, King started sniffing a hot trail down over her
smooth belly and then began to sniff excitedly at Sally's tiny panties, letting his nose
slide over the stunned woman's scantily covered loins.
"Hey, what kind of dog are you, anyway?" Sally asked, to no one in particular. She was
in a sitting position now, drawing herself away from the dog's persistent attentions. For
a moment King stepped back, stymied, whining eagerly and starting with unmistakable
hunger at the almost naked female body before him. A slow look of comprehension
began to come over Sally's face.
She remembered the ad in the newspaper that Alice had told her about, No wonder the
man hadn't wanted the dog. Probably the reason the woman didn't want to sell him... is
that one doesn't usually sell one's lover!! It was incredible but the way this dog was
behaving... he had clearly had a human lover... and he had been encouraged... King
simply did not seem to want to take no for an answer. And suddenly Sally was thinking
maybe she didn't want to say no!
Slowly an incredibly lewd notion was taking possession of the lovely recently divorced
brunette, one of the most obscene she could ever remember having and that was saying
a lot in her sex-drenched existence. She refused to let anything stand in the way of a
new sexual experience. It was there for the taking... and this lover was not about to kiss
and tell!
Half closing her lustrous dark long-lashed eyes, the sensual woman lay back on the
bedspread letting her arms move down to her sides. Then pressing them in, she
squeezed her taut breasts together, making them peak up together like two berry-tipped
mini-mountains.
"Show me if you are a king... lick me..." she ordered the dog. She didn't have to say it
twice. King moved forward eagerly, dipping his head to let his cold nose thrust
inquisitively into the deep cleft between the taut white mounds, and then once again his
massive tongue shot out, licking wetly over the soft resilient flesh below.
She arched her back a little, pressing her throbbing breasts upward, moving them in a
little circles, trying to help King's big tongue as it trailed hotly over her palpitating
flesh.
"Oh Jesus... lick my tits... harder... lick my tits harder... make them hurt..." Sally
moaned.
Her legs were slowly writhing, her heels digging into the soft mattress as King licked
on. Closing her eyes, letting her head roll back and forth, the panting young brunette
let an army of fantasies invade her mind. For long moments she imagined packs of dogs
crowded around her, each one straining forward to slide a hot sucking mouth over her
shivering erect nipples. But then she realized she didn't need fantasy. What thought
could be more exciting than an actual German shepherd standing over her, his huge
tongue dipping into her soft breasts, driving her to a frenzy.
Reaching up, Sally gently took King's head in her hands and began to guide his face
over her nakedly quivering flesh, first one nipple, then the other, then underneath to
stroke up and over onto the pebble-hard sensitiveness of the tips. With each hot
burning swipe of that pleasure-dog's tongue, Sally could feel an answering spasm deep
down between her legs as the wildly erotic sensations radiated outward from her
tortured breasts to pluck maddeningly at her hungry loins. She could feel the hot juices
building up inside her vaginal slit, beginning to soak the narrow thick crotchband of
her bikini panties.
The hot secretions bubbling deep inside Sally's still barely covered vagina began to
become apparent to King as well. A heavy, rich, musk smell began to permeate his
sensitive nostrils further exciting the eagerly licking animal. For a moment he was
unable to tear his attention away from the softly quivering breasts beneath his lapping
tongue as Sally held his head down tight against their trembling curves. The lovely
brunette was half-mad with passion now writhing and moaning on the bed below the
eagerly licking dog, little choked gasps escaping through her clenched teeth. It might
have gone on forever, but, finally, the heady seductive odors wafting up from under
those tiny see-through panties proved too much for the mammoth German shepherd.
Whining excitedly, King pulled his head away from Sally's grasp and began to nose at
the moaning woman's partially covered loins. Desperately the excited shepherd licked at
the wispy piece of nylon, trying to get at the maddening essences beneath, his huge
tongue spilling over and rasping across the tender flesh in the hollows of Sally's loins.
This proved even more maddeningly erotic to the sensually writhing brunette. Rolling
her nipples harshly between her own fingertips, the moaning young divorcee ground
her hips down into the bed, tantalized almost beyond endurance by the long pink
animal tongue lapping over and around her screaming cunt, fended off only by her
single remaining garment.
For just one second, King nosed aside the tight cloth, his nose pressing into the softly
curled pubic hair, but the material slid back fast to block his access to her sweet
smelling cuntal depths.
"Oh King, King," she moaned, reaching down to slide her fingers under the wispy
material. She was just starting to work it down over her hips when she realized where
she was... in her friend's guest room... and the bedroom door was wide open. Not one
to be prudish, the gasping young brunette decided nevertheless that perhaps it might be
a little wise if she got up and locked the door before Alice came back.
Staggering to her feet on rubbery legs, the raggedly breathing highly aroused brunette
crossed the room to the door and pushed the button in on the knob to lock it.
Confused King followed her nakedly swaying breasts to the door. He didn't know what
was happening but then she was coming back.
For a second, the lovely half-naked woman stood in the middle of the guest room, not
knowing quite what to do. She decided she wanted to do what she had set out to do but
that it would be better to do it on the floor. Making up her mind, hurriedly, the still
trembling brunette once again hooked her thumbs in the elasticized waistband of her
bikini panties and pulled down, all the way down to her ankles, bending over gracefully
as she did so. With one kick the panties flew to the floor and Sally was now completely
naked, her lovely sleek body's perfection highlighted by the twin rosy-peaked nipples
that tipped her breasts and the rich dark vee that stood out like a beacon between her
thighs. The rich cream of her skin was perfectly framed by the lustrous thick cloud of
coal-black hair that spilled down over her slender shoulders.
"King," she whispered, her voice husky and seductive. She stood waiting as the big dog
came nearer, then, slowly sinking to her knees on the shag carpet, the lovely naked
woman took the dog's massive head in her hands. He licked her cheeks for a moment,
then once again darted his tongue out to her firm-pointed breasts, but Sally pushed him
away for a moment and lay down full length on the carpet floor, her body trembling
slightly. Drawing up her legs so that her knees were slightly bent, Sally let her thighs
fall wantonly open, baring the passion-drenched slit nestled high up between her long
graceful legs. Reaching down, the excited woman slowly pulled apart her pussy lips
with her fingers, exposing the glistening pink flesh within.
"King... lick my cunt now... lick my cunt like you licked my tits... lick me..." she
begged.
Would he do it? she wondered. Would he thrust his powerful tongue up into her hot
cunt the way he had let it lash into her breasts? Hardly daring to breathe, the panting
woman watched that big dog head move closer to her defenselessly naked genitals. For
one agonizingly long moment, King just stared at the hot moist feast spread out below,
then his nose thrust forward inquisitively, sliding up the tender flesh of Sally's inner
thighs.
"Aaaaaaaaaaagggggggghhhhhhhhhhhhh" she gasped out from the sudden shock of that
icy cold dampness against her naked flesh. She clenched her teeth to keep from
screaming out in tortured frustration as the cold nose swept lightly over her pussy hair,
barely touching the needing cunt lips below.
More... she thought to herself, I need more... much more if I'm not going to go
completely out of my mind. Suddenly as if hearing her prayers, King's tongue shot out
to dart lizard-like in between her waiting pussy-flesh, splaying out wetly over her soft
pubic mound, digging insistently between the desire-swollen outer lips to trail a line of
fiery bliss into the moist inner pinkness.
"Oooooohhhhh, aaahhh, aaahhh," Sally half sobbed, her lovely lithe body spasming
into an arched curve as the first wild shock of that invading tongue rocketed through
her waiting body.
"Uhhhh, eeeooowww... eeeooww... oooooooohhhhhhhhhhhh" she continued to moan
as time and time again that mighty rasping tongue licked out, sliding wetly the full
length of her palpitating little pussy slit, starting at her tiny anus puckered below, and
trailing up to her clenched vaginal opening to finally end with a nerve-shattering swipe
over her erect and painful-throbbing clitoral bud. Again and again King licked at her
glistening nakedness, driving the sex-maddened woman to heights of passion she had
never known before.
"I never imagined anything could be like this... I never dreamed... King... King... oh lick
faster... lick me..." she moaned almost unintelligibly. Her softly flexing thighs spread
apart to open her burning cunt still wider to the slavering animal, but that was not
enough! Drawing up her knees so that they pressed tightly against her breasts, the
young brunette rolled herself into a quivering ball of primal lust. At the same time she
reached desperately down and taking King's head, pulled it hard against her screaming
convulsing loins wanting his tongue to plunge deep, deep up inside her burning pussy.
Suddenly King was presented with a new target; with her new position Sally had also
spread wide her ass-cheeks and King was now avidly fixed on the woman's tightly
pursed little anus. Licking lower, the big animal began to torture the rubbery opening,
even managing once to dig his tongue slightly inside, The helplessly writhing woman
went nearly mad with this obscene new assault, her entire body jerking and lunging on
the floor while choking gasps of sexual need bubbled up from deep in her chest. Bit by
bit her delirious ravings fell into a rhythmic chant, keeping time to the dog's depraved
lickings up between her wide-split crack.
"Oh... make me cum... lick me harder... harder... Oh I love it... Kiiiiinnnnnnggggggg!"
Rising to the occasion the big dog licked into the aromatic feast below, his senses
saturated with the rich taste and smell and sight of this nakedly aroused woman.
Gradually a fierce burning was growing in the animal's own loins, brought to life by the
writhing woman who begged and pleaded under him half-buried in the sensuous depths
of the long turquoise shag carpet. Harder and harder the big animal stroked his tongue
into the sex-slippery cunt so shamelessly offered up to him, at the same time growing
ever more excited himself.
The dark-haired beauty was moaning and twisting in completely abandoned lust,
feeling a wild pressure building, building far up inside her belly, stroked into life by
King's lust-firing tongue. Her sexual barometer told her from long experience that she
was about to cum... and cum like she had never cum before. Powerful spasms began to
seize her helpless body and she was letting herself flow with the sexual energy.
Suddenly just when she felt she was a hair-breadth away from her coveted orgasm she
felt King's head wrenched from her and her quaking cuntal flesh knew a terrible void.
The startled brunette raised her head questioningly to what had robbed her of her
orgasm.
"King... what is it... what's wrong?" she asked pleadingly. The huge dog was backing
slowly away from her, a confused look in his big brown eyes.
"Just a little more King... make me cum... lick me some more... don't you like my
cunt?"
And then she saw it... his cock! As the young woman stared wide-eyed at the furry belly
of the big German shepherd, she saw his huge penis slowly emerging from its hairy
protective sheath long and scarlet, needle-pointed and menacing. Longer and thicker it
grew as the dog's excitement increased, until finally it stood out huge and rigid, a drop
of viscous seminal fluid gleaming jewel-like at its tip, a glistening promise of the beast's
potency.
"Good Christ!" Sally gasped. She'd seen a lot of giant cocks in her life, but never
anything to rival this. It was fucking gigantic! Sally found herself wondering if a woman
could take a thing like that inside her without being split apart. But the most
fascinating thing about the mighty organ bared to her gaze was its obscene scarlet
coloring, growing out of the furred belly like the barrel of a toy gun. And that cock was
meant for her. She knew that for certain! King had become aroused while licking her
cunt and now it looked as if he wanted to use that huge weapon on her!
This was much more than the adventurous brunette had bargained for. Certainly, she
thought to herself, it was an erotic first to let this handsome brute lick her cunt, but
now this! My God, it was just too, too totally depraved!
At the same time, Sally's wildly aroused pussy was clamoring for more attention,
something to push her ever the edge into her orgasm. God, what a beautiful cock. How
would it feel driving hard up inside her belly? she wondered. A cock was a cock wasn't
it?
The young brunette's eyes grew wider and wider as she stared fixedly at that mighty
obscene shaft dangling and dripping just a few feet away from her, crazy images
beginning to flicker through her mind of that hairy beast's body possessing hers, locked
to her in totally depraved embrace. Just then the German shepherd whimpered
pleadingly and that was the decisive factor. King wanted her... his need was as fervent
as hers!
With a little moan of surrender the sultry brunette rolled over onto her hands and
knees, her full rounded buttocks swaying provocatively before the big animal's hungry
gaze.
"Oh, baby, fuck me," Sally moaned over her shoulder. "Fuck me with your big dog's
cock... stick it in me..." Staring in trembling anticipation, Sally watched King move
hesitantly forward, approaching her lewdly offered ass-cheeks. Once again that cool
nose slid between her naked thighs, smelling his human lover. Would this human be
acceptable to the lusty beast? Suddenly the last coherent thought was torn from the
crouching woman's mind as King licked out with his tongue, splaying it through the
pinkly quivering slit that waited before him, digging deep, deep this time up into Sally's
wetly flowering vagina, preparing the way for his ultimate penetration.
Sally's breath caught in her throat and she no longer thought of the right or wrong of
what she was doing. That wonderful tongue had once again captured her, making her
the dog's willing slave. Dropping down on her elbows, her head pillowed on her arms,
the moaning, gasping woman knelt in abject depravity before the licking slavering
animal, aware only of the raging need flaring out of control deep up between her
thighs. On and on the dog licked, licking, licking, licking!
Suddenly she felt his paws on her back, his strong hairy forelegs locking around her
tiny waist as the big dog easily mounted her buttocks. She could feel his hind legs
dancing in close, the first touch of his hot swollen penis sliding over her trembling
thighs. But he was too low! Desperately the moaning Sally spread her knees apart,
opening her thighs wider to the dog's advance, wanting that mighty organ to roar up
inside her frantically convulsing vagina. Slipping and pulsating, the sharp tip slid
tantalizingly over her swollen cunt lips, searching for its hot humid goal, but women
are built differently that female dogs and the big German shepherd seemed to have
trouble finding a comfortable fit.
Frantically, Sally shifted her buttocks from side to side, trying to trap King's penis with
her hungrily nibbling pussy, but it was no use. Once, the tapered tip caught at the
entrance to her rectum and tried to enter, but in instinctive fear Sally twisted away from
the unwanted impalement.
Sally by looking to the side could see what an obscene picture they made in the full
length mirror across the bedroom. The mirror was a little behind her and she could not
help noticing the lewd contrast of the dog's bright scarlet cock against her own fever
pink pussy-lips that so desperately wanted to be parted for his invasion.
King hunched in a little closer and this time his blindly thrusting cock slid underneath
to rub maddeningly up and down inside the young woman's hot wet cuntal slit, the
whole top side of his massive red shaft swallowed up by her rich dark pussy hair.
"Aaaaaaaahhhhhh... now... now... now..." Sally cried out in frustration as that powerful
instrument teased the full length of her warmly secreting cunt, torturing her already
aroused clitoris to a new and painful hardness. This was driving her insane! Desperate
now with frustration, the crazed young brunette reached back under her body to take
King's penis in her cool fingers guiding it firmly up towards her waiting vagina. King
whined as he felt the pressure around his throbbing member but he let her guide it
right up to the passion-drenched entrance to her cunt.
"Fuck me now... fuck me... fuck me... fuck me hard... King..." Sally begged.
The dog sensing he was now at his goal's mouth, only did what his animal instincts
dictated. He fucked forward! He surged ahead on his powerful legs, driving his
gleaming scarlet shaft like a relentless red spear deep up into the softly waiting depths
before him, never stopping until his hairy balls slapped hard against Sally's aching
clitoris. Then, as soon as he was certain he was all the way in, King began to fuck 
dogstyle, driving rapid machine-gun bursts up into Sally's quivering cunt.
Sally's eyes bulged in shock as that first thundering thrust tore all the way up into her
pussy. She grunted, not knowing whether it hurt of felt good but knowing it would take
a little getting used to. King, though, gave her no chance. Ram, ram, ram, he pounded
into her unprepared body, sinking a little deeper each time into her lust-moistened
cuntal flesh.
"Aaaahhh, aaahhhhhh, aaahhh..." Sally moaned in animal-like sounds trying to cry out
her agony, her last inner defenses crumbling before the relentless beast's attack. She
tried to crawl forward on the rug to escape the agony that threatened to tear her loins
wide open, but King stuck to her, his forelegs holding her fast to her waist. An angry
growl came from his throat and she knew he wasn't about to let her go.
Sally had known a lot of cocks in her young life, but never before had she felt so
completely filled, able to feel every inch of that huge fleshy pale-skinned and naked, and
this madly humping animal, his long tongue lolling out from between his fangs as he
fucked her like in an animal frenzy. Just the very thought of the unnatural bestiality she
was indulging in added new dimensions to the erotic signals radiating out from Sally's
plundered cuntal depths. It was so... so... perverted, she thought, revelling in the
filthiness of the act while the ever-growing pleasurely lust spread throughout her
shamelessly used body.
"Aaaahhh, aaahhh, aaaaahhhhhhhhh... aaaaaaahhhhhhh" Sally chanted out each time
she moved her buttocks back against King's hard-driving loins. Never, never, had she
felt so passionately involved in fucking, the half-crazed young brunette dimly realized,
completely enraptured by the wonderful dog-fucking she was receiving from behind.
One last time she turned to look at the mirror, mesmerized by the sight of her own soft
pink inner flesh pulling out of her vagina with King's cock on the outstroke, only to be
pounding back up inside as he once again jerked forward. Dazedly she faced back
forward, lost in lust, her mind wandering, the only reality in the world being that huge
fucking machine thundering up into her eagerly accepting cunt. Cock, cock, cock. Cock
was all that mattered; that huge vicious dog-cock, that obscene shaft, that incredible
scarlet giver of pole as it stretched her cunt to the bursting point, digging to depths no
human had ever reached before. It was apparent to Sally that she was going to have to
stick it out to suffer under this agonizing impalement until King emptied his savage
animal balls far up inside her heaving belly, his passion finally spent.
Wracking her brain for a way to ease the all-consuming pain, the desperate young
woman opened her thighs a little wider hoping to give King a straighter easier path up
into her cunt, at the same time trying to relax her vaginal muscles so that she might
open up more to his cruel instinctive thrusts. And it worked. Almost immediately the
pain eased as Sally stopped trying to fight the irresistible probe sliding mercilessly up
into her wide-stretched cunt.
"Oooooohhhhh... ooooohhhhhhhh... ooohhh," the young brunette moaned in relief, her
features softening. For long moments she crouched before the furiously humping
animal, content that the pain was lessening, and then... then. It began to feel good.
Little by little Sally's eyes glazed over in a blind stare of passionate acceptance as she
crouched in helpless submission before her bestial lover. Without warning, almost as if
they were acting on their own, her hips began a mindless automatic motion back
against the lewdly invading dog-cock, first in little circles, then in hard jarring thrusts
straight back into King's straining loins while she moaned and groaned in lascivious
pleasure.
It's amazing, Sally thought. What power and wild brute strength this big dog had as he
poured his molten flesh into her wildly responsive body. Compared to even some of the
strongest men, Sally had fucked recently, King was a fabulous fucking machine,
pounding into her with all the strength of a lust-driven Brahma bull.
The well-stuffed brunette tried to look back under her kneeling body to watch that
scarlet rod of dog-flesh pounding up into her twitching cunt, but all she could see was
King's hairy balls swinging lewdly down between her open legs, each sharp slap giving
her additional jolts of wild pleasure. Reaching back between her thighs with one hand,
Sally circled her fingers around King's hot slippery penis as it flashed in and out
between her sensitively throbbing cunt lips, feeling it slide far up her shuddering pussy.
At the same time the lewdly excited woman ground her knuckles gratifyingly into her
own moist cuntal flesh, savouring the meeting of her own genitals and the powerful
dog's.
Looking once more over toward the mirror, the panting, moaning woman felt a rush of
obscene pleasure wash over her as she looked at the depraved picture they formed
together. Sally past her tender pussy lips on its relentless journey up into her most
secret depths.
Moaning and cursing and pleading with the slaving dog to fuck her like she'd never
been fucked before, the raven-tressed beauty was gradually turning into a raving sex
crazed maniac! Oh yes, her orgasm was almost here now, but she delayed it, wanting to
build up to a peak so high that it would take her forever to come down from it.
"Fuck me... King, oh King... fuck me with your big dog's cock... cum inside me... fill my
cunt with your dog's cum..." The twitching, writhing, panting young brunette was all
but unrecognizable now, her face distorted into a twisted but somehow oddly beautiful
mask of pure unadulterated lust. All her sexual fantasies were being fulfilled... what
would be left now? Her flesh shivered with the forbidden delights while her mind dwelt
on the terrible nature of the sex act she was performing. Never before had sexual
relationships seemed more lust-filled, more carnal to her as she made her body a willing
receptacle for the thrusting red penis of the brute animal who fucked into her as if she
were another animal. Yes, her animal nature had triumphed, she thought dizzily as she
humped before her furry lover like any beast of the jungle.
Driven almost mad by the pummeling of her clitoris by King's balls, Sally reached back
desperately with one hand in an attempt to soothe the wonderful agony between her
legs, the tip of her middle finger pressing down hard on the swollen little nerve-button.
That was the final trigger her sex-drenched body needed, and the stunned young
woman suddenly felt as if a heavy fist had thudded into her stomach as all her muscles
contracted in a wild delightful spasm, her buttocks flexing and hollowing as her
clenching pussy began to suck and pull on King's throbbing cock.
"Cummmming... aaahhh, aaahh... aaaaaahhhhh..." she moaned half-blinded by the
power of her own long-awaited lover's blood-engorged cock swelling to greater and
greater dimensions under the obscene stimulation of her powerfully milking cunt...
Suddenly the dog's searing animal cum began to jet far up into her innermost depths,
flooding her with that obscene warmth she knew so well. The gasping brunette had a
split second to think how different it felt from a man's orgasm. More like one long
powerful squirt that seemed to tunnel a molten path right through her quivering
insides, and then this last realization exploded her mind in a great flare of flashing
lights as she started to cum all over again.
King held tight to the crazily bucking woman as she gurgled out a long moan of
sensual pleasure, all the time emptying his sperm-bloated canine testicles into her wildly
gyrating body as she knelt before him in unashamed depravity. Sally wailed and
thrashed as she pressed her hungrily milking cunt back against the spurting animal
cock as if afraid to let one precious drop of the lustful dog's fluid escape. The thick
white liquid gushed out from around where her madly working cunt clasped tight
around King's jerking member, running in sticky trails down her convulsing thighs to
drip onto the shag carpet below.
Finally, one last powerful shudder passed through the exhausted young woman's
ravished body in final release and she fell limply forward onto the sperm-soaked rug to
lie in a sodden heap, King's fast-shrinking cock slipping wetly from her pussy with a
soft lewd sucking sound.
For long moments the panting woman lay still, her lovely face buried in the big dog's
soft fur, trying desperately to catch her breath. Then she became aware of a strange
titillation against her buttocks, and lifting her head to look in the bedroom mirror, she
saw that King was slowly lapping up their combined sex-juices from her naked loins,
his tongue sliding over her ass-cheeks to dip obscenely down into her still oozing cuntal
slit, the big animal obviously savoring the exotic ripe taste of spent animal passion.
Sally let her head drop wearily back down onto the rug as King's gentle lickings
soothed the last knots of sexual tension from her much tortured body. She opened her
thighs as wide as possible to let his cleansing tongue reach the very top of her aching
slit, soothing rather than exciting her this time, seeming to heal her ravished pussy lips.
At last her animal lover had licked her clean and lay down gratefully beside her, his
great head resting fondly on the swell of her buttocks. For nearly a half an hour they
lay that way, relaxing and feeling the warmth of one another's now familiar bodies.
Finally Sally rolled over and sat up, patting the big animal affectionately on the head.
"You're some fantastic animal... but we can't let your mistress know about this... you
better go downstairs and I'll have to sponge off this carpet... come on, King..." Sally
went into the adjoining bathroom to get a sponge. Hastily throwing on a robe out of
her suitcase, she covered up her still tingling body.
She was just mopping up the last of the cum from the shag carpet when the door
opened.
"Hi, did you have a chance to rest?" Alice inquired brightly.
"Uh... sort of... I was just cleaning up some water I knocked over..." At that moment
Alice noticed King on the other side of the bed.
"King... what are you doing up here... he hasn't been bothering you, has he, Sally?"
"No, he hasn't been bothering me at all!"


Chapter 4


That evening the three former school friends discussed past football games and exploits.
Sally, tired from her afternoon's wild fucking with the Saxon's dog, excused herself to
go to bed. Somehow it was a little uncomfortable between Jon and Alice since they were
now alone and forced to confront their problems. They too opted to go to bed, carefully
avoiding any physical contact.
Jon climbed into bed and crept way over on the other side of the large bed and Alice
turned her back after saying goodnight and remained on her side. As always in a few
minutes Jon was fast asleep and snoring. Alice was not so fortunate.
At four a.m. the young wife was still lying starey-eyed awake. She had been lying like
this for several hours unable to close her eyes. Sleep just wouldn't come and the more
she craved the welcoming relief the more wide-awake and alert she felt. She just lay
there growing tenser and tenser.
Alice was horny. She desperately needed to be fucked!
There seems to be little likelihood of that happening, she thought bitterly. She was
further embittered by Jon happily and obliviously snoring next to her, his whole body
the picture of rest and relaxation. His arms periodically flopped across her body as her
husband changed position in his sleep and Alice would try and push the big lump away
furious that he was so comfortable while she was racked with insomnia.
Feeling her husband stir next to her, Alice looked over hopefully to see if he was awake,
but his eyes were still closed. Then, one of his arms fell across her body once again, this
time pressing heavily down against her breasts. It was a warm night and both husband
and wife were sleeping naked. Alice was happy that she was stark naked because there
was nothing between her sensitive little nipples and that hairy arm but the wild erotic
stimulation she so desperately craved. Despite herself, the young blonde felt her body
moving a little, working her breasts up against the weight above, feeling little trickles of
pleasure seeping down into her body.
At the sudden subtle movements, Jon suddenly opened his eyes, not quite fully awake.
Turning toward his pressuring wife, he pressed the front of his body close to hers,
letting his arm snuggle around her body, his legs bending forward a little. Partly
because she was embarrassed about initiating it and partly because it was more
comfortable, Alice turned away from her husband, lying on her side facing the same
direction as he and automatically Jon snuggled up to her, holding his young wife
protectively in the curve of his body, one hand unknowingly cupping her breast.
Alice loved the physical contact but at the same time was tortured almost beyond the
breaking point. His hand on her naked breasts felt like a branding iron and she was
terribly aware of the soft fleshiness of his penis pressing gently into the sensitive hollow
where her buttocks joined her upper thighs, only an inch or two away from her already
moist pussy.
Frightened, Alice lay still for several minutes absolutely rigid but finally couldn't keep
her buttocks from pressing back a little into her husband's flaccid penis, delighted to its
soft hotness pressing a little farther up into that sensitive crack. At the same time she
ground her left breast – she was lying on her side – down against the hand that
sleepily cupped it. The young blond wife was surprised to find that his breathing was
growing faster as she worked herself against her husband's unknowing body tantalizing
herself shamelessly.
Was it too much to hope for? Was his flaccid penis actually becoming hard?
It seemed so. She hadn't imagined it. There definitely seemed to be a stirring high up
between her thighs and pressure was growing against the narrow slit between her
buttocks unmistakably worming up toward her waiting cunt. Rapidly losing her fear of
waking him up, the desperate young wife pressed back harder against her husband's
growing rigidity, all the time sliding her nipple lightly around over the palm of his
hand.
"Mmmmmmmmmmm," Jon groaned sleepily, raising up his head a little and looking at
the back of Alice's head. Alice instantly froze again, feeling like some kind of a stealthy
pervert resorting to trying to arouse a sleeping man to grant her satisfaction.
But Jon, letting his head flop back down on the pillow, knew what was happening.
Aware that he had an erection and that it was shoved somewhere up between his wife's
asscheeks, he decided not to let it go to waste. He was not oblivious either to the
pebble-hard little nipple digging into the palm of his hand. Sleepy as he was the young
man fully realized what a beautiful woman Alice was and he realized also that they were
both naked, her warm, sweet-smelling flesh pressed sexily and tightly against his own
loins. Also, Jon had been having a wet dream, perhaps brought on unknowingly by
Alice's pressure against his loins, and all of a sudden he felt really turned on. Stretching
his head forward, he kissed his wife on the shoulder.
"Uuuuuuhhhhhhh... Joooooonnn," she moaned, and almost acting of their own
volition, her buttocks ground hungrily back against his rapidly hardening prick.
Jon wormed into his wife's ear with his tongue and then began to snake his swelling
cock up between her thighs, aiming its blood-engorged tip up toward the soft, curly
mound he knew lay ahead. In a second he was burrowing a hot path up into her
waiting cunt, already sopping wet and eager for the fuck she had been dying for. With
something like wonder he felt his sensitive hardness rub slowly through that warm,
moist, little cleft, gentle little spasms running over his surprised loins.
"Do it to me," Alice moaned arching her lower back a little so that she could feel more
of his swollen member up between her hungry thighs. Jon was rubbing a little harder
now, his cock quickly swelling to an almost painful hardness. Several times he felt the
hot bulbous tip slide across the moistened opening of Alice's vagina but it didn't slip in,
since his madly rubbing shaft was nearly at right angles to his wife's eager cunt. At the
same time, Alice was moaning.
"Jon... please... stick it in... stick it in me... now..." Sliding down in the bed and moving
his upper torso away from his wife's back, the young husband soon had himself placed
in a better position to enter and thrust up a little, sensing his trembling cock-head catch
again at the very entrance to her beckoning vagina, but not go in. Rather, it skidded
away to contact roughly at Alice's tiny throbbing clitoris.
"My God..." she moaned, jerking from the wild stimulating touch, loving that spongy
hotness rubbing over her vibrating little sensation-bud. Really eager now, Jon rammed
one knee between Alice's trembling thighs to force her legs slightly open, and then
reaching down with his fingers, began trying to stuff his aching cock up into that
hungry little tunnel. It was slippery work, she was so wet and slick down there, and it
didn't help, that maddened by all the fumbling over her excruciatingly sensitive cuntal
area, Alice began uncontrollably jerking her hips.
With a grunt Jon managed to push the head of his cock part way up inside her waiting
vagina and then thrust forward firmly with his huge fleshy penis slid up into the hot,
wet hole, smoothly, without any pulling at the tender inner walls, they were so slippery
with Alice's freely flowing love juices.
"Aaaaaaahhhhhhhh," they both sighed in unison as finally that mighty shaft lay
imbedded its full length up inside Alice's quivering little belly. For a long second they
lay still together, frozen by the agonizing pleasure of the penetration they had both
been working toward. Alice felt as if some hotly pulsing electric machine had suddenly
been turned on up inside her, sending wave after wave of breathtaking pleasure
throbbing through her tender inside. Jon felt like he was all thick, blood-engorged cock
from his waist to his knees. Without even moving, he could feel his penis throbbing
and growing and realized that he could cum just lying there!
Unfortunately Alice sensed it too.
"Please... Jon... hold off... let me cum... please..."
"Okay... okay... I'll try," he answered. He hoped that if he just kind of let himself soak
for a while deep inside her warmly enveloping cunt, the edge would eventually go from
his nerves and he would then be able to fuck like a real Trojan. Unfortunately, the
young husband shifted a little to find a more comfortable position and his massive rod
of flesh slipped upward into those tender loins another inch. The feeling was fabulous
for Alice, who had been trying to barely breathe so as to be able to prolong her
husband's performance as long as possible.
Despite the thudding fluttering feeling caused by the cock being shoved in from the
back, she was afraid to move for fear of recreating the same old scene. That scene where
her husband started cumming in two seconds was becoming all too familiar to the
beautiful young wife.
Giving up their desperate struggle for self-control, her inner vaginal muscles started
working, clenching and unclenching rhythmically around her husband's lust-engorged
penis.
"Ummmmm... uuuuu... uuuu..." Jon moaned, biting his lower lip. "Oh... it's... sooooo
gooooood!"
Alice moaned back with the dreaded premonition that it was going to be all over soon.
In that instant, her buttocks began a mad machine-like jerking back against her
husband's loins. With this extra motion, not to mention the snug way his aching cock
was trapped between his wife's soft, voluptuous thighs, Jon had had it. He was about to
shoot his wad prematurely again! He could feel the old familiar explosion deep down in
his swollen balls as his sperm started the mad uncontrollable race up along the fully
burgeoned length of his cock-shaft.
"Jesus... aaaauuuuuggggghhhhhh," he moaned. Rolling Alice over on her stomach, her
legs still straight and clamped together, he loomed above her, massive cock
disappearing up between her milk-white thighs, pinning her flailing form to the bed.
"Shit... oh fuck... I'm cuummiinng," he roared.
Suddenly his arms stiffened, palms flat against the mattress and his back arched, so that
he was bent like a bow, his agonized face glaring up at the ceiling in unrestrained lust.
"No... no... no... it can't be..." Alice sobbed, struggling on her belly beneath him, but
she knew it was no use.
The first hot gush of his semen jetted up into her frustrated cuntal depths, but filled her
only with a hunger rather than the completion she so sought. Again and again that
obscenely impaling pole jerked and twitched up inside her, for a minute making her
hope that it might kick her over the edge and start her own orgasm, but then suddenly,
almost without warning, it was over, and Jon collapsed with a wet smack on her back,
pressing her down into the mattress so that for a while all she was concerned about was
being able to breathe.
After a few panting seconds she felt her satiated husband pull his still dripping penis
from between her trembling thighs and the unhappy young woman was aware of every
potentially lust-quenching inch of it as it slid wetly out, then dragged over the back of
her legs, leaving a sticky trail of white cum behind it. Even after she felt his weight
leave her, Alice continued to lie on her stomach, not wanting Jon to see the tears of
frustration rolling down her cheeks. But he could not miss the helpless motion of her
hips as they ground involuntarily against the sheet, seeking the fulfillment that had
been so near.
"Alice... honey... I'm sorry," Jon started to say, and then clamped his lips tightly
together, feeling guilty and becoming angry at his wife because he felt guilty. "Hell no,"
he blurted out. "Why should I be sorry. I told you to hold still and then you had to
start writhing and twisting. Why didn't you just lie still? If you had, I could have made
it."
"You selfish son of a bitch. How dare you tell me to lie still. What the hell do you think
I am, a receptacle or something. From now on you can just go and jerk off in a garbage
can. Lie still, indeed! I've just about had enough of your two second fucks. It's about
time you started thinking about someone besides yourself for a change."
Alice lay on the bed, still face down, stunned by her outburst of bottled-up outrage
which had just come pouring out of her in her frustration. This whole sexual charade of
one-sided pleasure for Jon had been going on for so many months that there was
nothing left inside the unhappy young woman but a vacuum, a vacuum of misery and
despair.
However, Alice was not nearly as stunned as Jon. He was completely astonished by his
shy, young wife's outburst. Heretofore she had borne the brunt of his anger quietly. It
seemed like things were about to take a turn. A turn for the worse as far as he was
concerned. The young, premature ejaculator took a shower in record time and then
stomped around the bedroom getting dressed while she just lay there, her head turned
toward the wall, wishing the affair would just come to an end and she would find
herself transported to a desert isle somewhere far from the problems of her marriage.
An inferno of raging fury began building up inside Alice for the way her husband had
tried to turn the tables on her, trying to make her feel guilty for his own gross
inadequacy. But it hadn't built to its full head of steam until after Jon had stalked stiffly
through the living room, ready for work, early as usual, and gone out the front door,
slamming it behind him.
"That fucking bastard!" she suddenly cried out, abruptly sitting up in bed. "That dirty
rotten fucker!" For a moment the angry young woman sat there, then she jumped to
her feet.
Her flashing eyes and heightened color made her look like some goddess in her cream
white nakedness.
"I've had it with him... who needs it?" she muttered aloud, something finally snapping
inside her. In this one moment of rebellion, about a half a lifetime's inhibitions were
swept out of her mind. Wasn't she entitled to some sexual satisfaction, she thought
bitterly to herself. After all, she was a married woman and shouldn't have to go through
life half out of her mind with frustration! If she was hungry she had something to eat,
she reasoned, and she swore to herself, in this moment of truth, it was going to be that
way with sex too! She was bound to fulfill herself with whatever she needed to do to
satisfy her long neglected needs.
This newfound confidence in herself, did not mean that the enraged young wife had
made up her mind to find a lover... those inhibitions were still firmly tucked into her
faithful little mind. No, it merely meant that she was going to have to do it herself...
again... she was going to have to cum on her own terms... she was going to have to take
the responsibility for her own orgasm!
Walking over to the chair in front of her dressing table, Alice decided that this would
be a good time to start, and sat down heavily having made her decision. Now that her
anger had vented itself a little, the frustrated young blonde realized what frantic signals
her unfulfilled little belly was sending out. She felt that at any moment painful cramps
might double her over as her love-starved insides shuddered and twitched. Sliding down
in the chair so that her buttocks were resting on the forward edge, her . body curved
forward, Alice looked down at her pussy and elected to go ahead. After all, who would
know? But still, her hand hesitated a second before she was able to make it reach down,
but finally it dipped with decision, her forefinger sliding between her cum-slippery
cuntal lips. With fascination the young wife stared into the mirror and saw the way her
slender finger pushed aside the thin pink ribbons of flesh, delving deep into the moist
little slit. She found she could make the sensations constantly change and grow by
rubbing here, then there, by fondling the thick full cuntal lips themselves, and best of
all, by slowly circling her finger around and around the outer periphery of her erect
little clitoris.
"Aaaaaahhhhh... ooooohhhhhh," she moaned as she pushed gently right on the center
of the hot little bud. It was almost as if there were an energy center there shooting high
voltage shocks through her helpless body. For several wonderful minutes the
pleasurably-engaged young blonde fondled and played with the aching flesh up between
her thighs, her long shapely legs stretched out in front of the chair, slightly opened.
But she knew what she liked best was to have her cunt penetrated, and so, hesitantly at
first, she passed her questing middle fingertip over the softly petaled opening of her
vagina, looking down as she did so that she could actually see it push aside the tight
muscular opening and slip a little way up inside her cunt. From the first, she knew that
one finger would not be sufficient... experience over the past few weeks with her
masturbation had taught her that... so she put two fingers together and shoved them far
up between her widespread legs. They went in easily, she was so aroused and wet up
there, and the panting blonde started sawing them in and out, finding that she got
additional excitement from the obscene wet sucking sound they made as they slid up as
far as they could into her swollen desire-crazed vagina. Unfortunately that was not far
enough. Compared to the way her husband's huge penis had stabbed up nearly to her
womb, Alice's fingers were plainly inadequate... but at least... she knew that there was
no danger of their cumming prematurely!
Alice's head was lying back against the top of the dressing table chair, her eyes half
closed while she savored the growing ecstasy in her cunt, when suddenly she was able
to see from under her long lashes a stealthy movement by the door.
"King!" she called out sharply, stopping her fingers for a moment. "You go back
downstairs!" The big dog had stuck his handsomely marked head around the edge of
the door, wondering what was going on in the bedroom. "Go on out, King!" she
ordered again. Quickly the big head was pulled back around the corner and she could
hear him padding down the hall on the carpet.
As soon as he left, Alice sent her fingers sliding once more in and out of her hungering
pussy, but somehow the dog's intrusion had spoiled the effect. It was like being caught
with your fingers in the cookie jar!
Try as she might, Alice could not get the same burning pleasure from the act as she had
done before. A few minutes ago she had known she was on the way to orgasm, even if
she wasn't in a hurry, but now, her fingers just didn't seem to be doing the job.
Impatiently she inserted a third, but even though it made a thicker mass going up into
her more and more disinterested cunt, at the same time she was not able to get them in
so deep.
"Oh, I want... I want so to be fucked," she moaned aloud. Was she to be frustrated yet
another time? Jesus, she hoped not. Her belly screamed for release even if her fingers
were not able to provide it. Determined, now that she had made up her mind to handle
her own sexual problems, the young blonde got up from her chair grim-faced and
walked nakedly into the adjoining bathroom, heavy taut breasts swaying sensually from
her purposeful stride. Opening the vanity cupboard drawer, she rummaged around
inside for a moment, frowning in concentration and obviously trying to make a
decision, then straightening up with a white plastic object in her hand. She had bought
the battery operated vibrator to be used as a muscle relaxor but she knew that it could
be also used as a substitute penis. Excitedly, she picked up the mechanical substitute
lover and never let her mind dwell for too long on the lewd thing she was about to do.
All this time King was watching his mistress through the door, although he was
keeping obediently out of her bedroom. He had made a trip down to the far end of the
hall and found that the door to Sally's room was still locked and no sounds could be
detected from within so he had come back to his mistress.
The sight of her naked loveliness plus the rich odors of obvious feminine arousal that
permeated the air around her, rising in almost visible waves from her thoroughly
soaked vagina, were beginning to have a predictable effect on the oddly trained animal.
He had had that one experience with Sally but instead of satisfying the big dog, this
had made his hunger for human women burn all the more furiously. He had been so
used to having relations with his former mistress at all hours of the day and night until
her angry husband had caught them in the act. But something warned him into being a
little more cautious. He could sense somehow, how different his new mistress was from
his former completely amoral mistress and from her friend sleeping down the hall.
Still, his eyes followed her eagerly as she walked back into the bedroom, holding the
thick white plastic object in front of her. The dog stole to the bedroom doorway and
peeked around just in time to see Alice sit down once again in the chair in the same
position as before.
The beautiful naked blonde sat lost in deep thought for a moment, her legs lewdly
parted to expose her blonde-fringed pinkness below. Her fingers grasped the vibrator
tightly as she slowly began to realize what an obscene thing she was doing. And
besides, it was a full foot long and might hurt her. But oh God, what the hell, she
moaned to herself and positioned the white plastic instrument right up against the
entrance of her moistly seeping vagina. Without giving herself anymore chance to
think, she switched on the button and the machine started humming, and she shoved,
forcing the smooth white vibrator tip a short way up inside, gasping a little at its
moving buzzing entry. Then she slowly began to rotate the hard blunt instrument
around and around, working it up into her steaming pussy like a screw, bending
forward in fascination to watch it disappear inch by inch into the tight, wet, little
opening.
"Yes... oh... yesssss... yessss," she gasped aloud as she felt her cunt gratefully accepting
the strange impalement, a powerful tremor running through her loins. Finally about
half of the long thick vibrator was sunk up inside just enough of the thick shaft sticking
out to provide a good grip. Wrapping her fingers around the lewd protuberance, the
blonde young wife began experimentally moving the vibrator in and out between her
blonde-rimmed pussy lips, just a little at a time, her eyes big and dreamy as she ground
into her cunt with this obscene tool.
Bit by bit the trembling young woman was able to discover that if she moved the
vibrator certain ways she was able to experience strange tremors of pleasure that she
had never before even imagined existed. Oh God, she thought, this was only something
she could tell Jon, then perhaps he would be able to do that same thing with his hot,
throbbing, living cock... but no, if he ever tried anything like that he would cum in one
second instead of his usual two!
Alice felt as if she were grasping a handle to her insides. Twisting the vibrator in a
rotary motion, she was able to press its bulbous tip up against the sensitive opening to
her womb, deep inside, causing sharp and almost painful bolts of ecstasy to make her
belly quiver. When she had aroused herself to a state bordering on blind madness with
this technique, the gasping young wife decided it was time to sprint for the ultimate
goal... "the big O"... orgasm. Pulling the vibrator out almost its full length, the hard,
brightly-colored surface slippery with her warm vaginal secretions, she suddenly
rammed it far up inside, almost as far as it would go, almost as if she were trying to fill
her entire lower body.
For an instant it looked as if the lewdly splayed young woman had broken something
inside as her eyes opened wide in surprise and her abdominal muscles tightened in
shock, her long silky legs jerking out stiff and trembling as her asscheeks clenched. For
almost a full ten seconds, the beautiful young blonde hung motionless on the edge of
the chair, her fingers shoved right up to the mouth of her vagina, the thick white
vibrator nearly vanished inside. Then she moaned deliriously, her body coming to life,
tortured almost beyond endurance by that hard invading presence buried so far up
inside her tender belly.
"Assuuuuuggggghhhhhh," she groaned.
Immediately her fingers jerked the blunt vibrator out half its length and then rammed it
back in again. She built-up an uneven tempo, jerking the white spear out, holding it
there a moment as her body prepared for the onslaught, screaming in lewd desire, and
then with a heavy thrust she would bury it up inside Her wetly quivering cunt. Slowly
the tempo increased until the substitute penis was a flashing steak of white reflections
drumming in and out of the sobbing, gasping young woman's sucking cuntal depths.
Alice's head was twisting wildly back and forth against the back of the chair in passion,
her eyes shut, long blonde hair whipping across her flushed features. Farther and
farther her legs fell open until they were a great vee splaying out wide in front of the
chair. With wonderful certainty the panting, young wife knew her orgasm was almost
there, could feel its awesome potential building, building far up inside her throbbing
belly. Drawing in a choked breath, Alice shifted her grip on the obscene substitute
penis that was to bring her to completion, ready to push herself over the edge with one
last series of hard passionate thrusts, eyes still tightly closed. Then her whole body went
rigid with shock and fear as she felt the unmistakable touch of something damp and
cold against the inside of her knee, accompanied by a warm breath.
Alice's eyes flew open in terror, so certain was she that she had been caught in her
shameless act, the vibrator still buried obscenely deep up in her pussy, its ridged length
protruding back out by itself as the frightened young woman's hands flew out to grip
the arms of the chair.
"King," she blurted out in a mixture of anger and relief. While her eyes had been closed
the big animal had crept unseen up between her widespread thighs, driven past the
point of caution as he saw his lovely naked mistress so obviously thrusting something
into herself, the maddening, exhilarating smell of her passion filling the room with a
heady aroma the lusty dog had come to know so well.
"King!" Alice called out again, more sharply this time, at the same moment trying to
struggle more upright in the chair, but the vibrator buried deep in her cunt plus the
dog's presence between her awkwardly splayed thighs made it difficult to maneuver.
Taking one hand from the arms of the chair to clutch desperately at the impaling
vibrator between her legs, only made the struggling young woman loose her balance,
and she fell back heavily in the chair.
"King... get out of here... right now... come on King!" she ordered a second time.
But King only whined eagerly between his mistress' spread white legs, too near her
passion-drenched cunt to force himself away now. While Alice lay back in the chair
struggling for balance, the titillated German shepherd could not resist moving his head
forward until it was only inches away from the lust-arousing loins before him, so that
he could sense the heat emanating from the widespread pink slit. Automatically his
long tongue shot out to drink in those juices, stabbing into the soft pink flesh just
above the visible stump of the vibrator, then working down underneath toward the little
pucker of her anus.
The effect on Alice was as if she had touched a live wire. She stiffened in amazement,
her desire to get up temporarily driven from her mind by that hot, wet, living piece of
flesh sliding over her nakedly displayed loins. Looking down in wonder, stunned at the
intensity of her body's reaction to the pet's lewd tonguing, the young woman could
only stare as the big animal did his best to lick over and around the vibrator still
imbedded in the depths he so desired to invade. Gently King opened his mouth wider
and firmly took the hard shaft between his teeth, pulling and tugging as the glistening
white shaft slid slowly and excruciatingly out of Alice's trembling loins.
"Aaaaaauuuunnnngggghhhhhhhh," Alice moaned as her already aroused body spasmed
from the slow withdrawal. Her intention of once again ordering the German shepherd
away blew up like a puff of smoke, as her tortured mind temporarily stopped
functioning.
"No... no... King... don't..." she whispered weakly as the vibrator fell to the floor still
buzzing slightly. The paralyzed young blonde watched the huge furry head poise once
more over her suddenly emptied cunt, wanting to stop that impending obscenity but
helpless to move or cry out.
"Eeeeeoooooiiiiiiwwwwww," she sobbed, her back arching in shock as once again the
long thick tongue shot out, this time to bury itself up inside her soft vaginal opening,
seeming to send a million tiny fire-tipped needles shooting through her vulnerable
body. Before she could recover her control, the darting pink tongue flickered over her
shuddering loins again and again, taking the breath from her lungs.
"No... this is impossible... what's happening, dear God... no..." she gasped out, unable
to do more than writhe helplessly in the chair, her fingers digging into the upholstered
arms. Could this actually be happening to her? Was her own dog actually licking and
slavering at her nakedly offered loins or was it all part of some shameful dream? Again
and again her conscience told her to sit up in the chair and push the dog away, but her
treacherous body refused to obey. No, no, no, this wasn't right, her mind screamed out,
this was depraved, unnatural! But then she remembered the obscene act she had been
performing only moments before, the very nadir of depravity as she fucked the vibrator
in and out of her shameless cunt. How could this be so much worse? Was it because
the animal was alive and his big yellow-flecked brown eyes were looking up at her even
as his tongue buried itself up into her spasming vagina?
By the time all these thoughts had begun to sort themselves out in the moaning young
wife's mind, it was too late. That curling, dipping, thrusting tongue now had complete
control over her pitifully cringing body, lapping molten fire into her pussy with each
loving stroke. Why fight it, she thought finally. Only a short time ago, she had made
the decision to do something about her deprived sex life, short of sex with another man,
and maybe this was the answer. At least King would never be able to inform on her.
"Oh King," she heard her voice moan. "Do it to me... lick me... lick my cunt with your
tongue... oh lick it... lick it..." The last of her resistance gone, Alice's hips started 
a slow grinding up toward the dog's pleasure-giving tongue, thrusting her steaming cunt
lewdly forward, her heels digging into the carpet beneath to give her more leverage.
Out and in, in and out, wetly flashed that long thick dog's tongue, starting down at
Alice's tiny little anus, gliding hotly over the quivering mouth of her vagina, splaying
aside her fever-pink cunt lips, slicing through the soft, moist flesh to finally rasp
maddeningly across her achingly erect clitoris. On and on, again and again, King licked
tirelessly, happily at the soft hair-fringed treasures spread so defenselessly before him,
savoring the hot musky taste and odors, trying to slip his hungry tongue as far up into
his mistress' fluttering pussy-mouth as it would go. The handsome beast was happy,
happy that he would be able to know his beloved new mistress in the same way as he
had with his old one and the other lovely brunette down the hall.
Alice seemed to have gone crazy above the lapping animal. Continuous choking groans
of abandoned pleasure streamed from her half-parted lips, and her buttocks churned
wildly on the chair, lashed into a frenzy by the long tongue slicing deep into her most
secret intimate parts. Flailing, thrashing, and moaning, the completely lust-crazed
woman twisted beneath her animal lover in complete acceptance, welcoming his long
pink tongue into her innermost depths, totally lost in the ecstasy which had drowned
her long years of inhibited deprivation.
"King... King... King... King..." she chanted each moaning utterance coinciding with a
burning swipe of King's incredible tongue. She knew she was going to cum, that
nothing could hold it back now. A throbbing force had taken possession of her belly,
just waiting for the moment when it would sweep over her entire body, making her a
helpless victim, pulled along by her captor's passion. The gasping young wife's eyes
slowly opened to stare unseeingly up at the ceiling, a faint terror lurking in their deep
blue depths, some ancient instinctual hidden monster that would emerge from her
distant past to turn her into a quivering mass of helplessly reacting female flesh.
Growing relentlessly, this irresistible force inside the trembling young blonde stretched
itself thin for a moment, seeming to fill her belly with a shuddering tension that would
have to burst or split wide open.
Then suddenly, seemingly without warning, the orgasm that had eluded the desperate
young wife twice already today exploded through her like fourth of July firecrackers,
searing her insides with white-hot bolts of pure sexual energy. A long low wailing moan
hissed from between her clenched teeth and her screaming loins thrust upward one last
time as her legs held her whole body rigid in an attitude of shuddering tension. She
didn't move beyond that, just held there, the cords in her slender neck standing out
sharply through her translucent white skin while the incredible explosion went on deep
up inside her spasming body. It was an endless moment for the climaxing young
blonde, without time or spacial reference, just going on and on in a kind of silent
explosion that swept away the accumulated frustration of months of unsatisfying sex.
Finally it was over. Alice's whole body went limp as if someone had punched her, and
she slid out of the chair to collapse in a gasping heap in front of the surprised King.
The handsome German shepherd reached down to try and continue his eager licking of
his mistress' sweet-tasting cunt but she slumped forward a little, unconsciously hiding
her treasures from the disappointed dog.
"Oh King... it was wonderful... just wonderful," she breathed to the dog. It was over for
her now. She had what she had wanted for so long... complete and total release. Alice
marveled at the strange way her body felt, limp yet weightless, tingling yet relaxed. It
was almost as if it were a new body, one she had never known before, newborn,
cleansed of the twisting tensions that her frustrated sex-life had let distort.
Resting part of her weight on the dog's powerful furry neck, the still trembling young
wife got unsteadily to her feet and wobbled out to the hall and down the stairs to the
living room. She walked over to the bar and took out a bottle of brandy and a glass. She
knew she was going to need a good stiff drink before her mind started clicking into gear
once again. Alice poured two ounces of the amber liquid into the glass and drank it
straight down without a breath, choking and coughing for a moment as the alcohol
seemed to carve its own trail down her throat.
Happily, the young blonde felt a soothing warmth seep through her veins, and by the
time she had finished a second drink with her coffee, her insistently clamoring thoughts
had slowed to a dignified quiet flow. Fortunately for her peace of mind, the young
woman's absorption with calming herself had kept her from seeing the unhappy King
standing close behind her, staring up in despairing need as his huge scarlet penis slid
disappointedly back up inside the furry sheath beneath his obvious response to her own
preceding arousal, would probably have been too much for the young blonde to take!
As it was, there was enough to think about. Not forcing her thoughts, the lovely young
blonde remembered with a start that she had a house guest and that she was nakedly
drinking coffee and brandy in her living room. What would Sally think? Quietly she
went back in the bedroom to sit on the edge of the bed, chin resting thoughtfully on
the palm of one hand. Alice knew she should be wracked with guilt, but curiously,
there was only a vague feeling of wonderment. Each time her conscience started to
attack, it was quickly put down by the memory of the unbelievable orgasm that had
swept over her grateful body only minutes before. And the musing young woman was
fully aware that the orgasm owed its special nature to King's wonderful tongue; of that
she was certain.
As far as her mind was concerned, it was fine... everything was wonderful... she had
now had her orgasm... why question the source? Her need would always be there, and
now that she knew of her pet's willingness to well, lick her cunt... why not make use of
it? It wasn't as if she were being unfaithful to her husband, although some little voice in
the back of her head kept trying to warn her that it just wasn't natural. It was not quite
right to have sexual contact with a dog!
But then another voice said: What harm could it possibly do? No one would ever know,
and maybe it would keep her with Jon. Why this very morning she had almost decided
to leave him. She was getting nothing but heartache and frustration from the union.
Suddenly the young blonde's jaw set determinedly. One thing was for sure! She'd do
almost anything to have more orgasms like the one King had licked into her, and if that
was she only way she could cum... then she'd do it... again and again.
Looking fondly down at her dog, the satisfied young wife felt a sudden rush of love for
the big dog come over her. How could the dog's natural reactions to her need be
wrong, she asked herself. After all, Jon had brought the dog here so she would be
protected and if she got a few extra benefits out of the arrangement, so what? All she
knew was that she felt wonderful!
"Oh, King," she cried out, slipping down from the bed to cradle the dog's handsome
head to her still naked breasts. King naturally started to lick the proud soft mounds, but
Alice pushed him away. "No... no King," she said. "That's it for today... no more,
doggy... Never considering in her innocence that the dog might have needs of his own.


Chapter 5


Remembering that she had a house guest, Alice pulled herself out of her reverie and the
naked young woman walked towards the bathroom and took a relaxing, cleansing bath,
feeling better than she had in months. Finally dressed she went downstairs and put on a
fresh pot of coffee for Sally.
"Good morning."
"Hi, Sally, did you sleep all right?"
"Like the dead... I haven't had a night's sleep like that in years... it's so quiet around
here I can hardly believe it. I'm used to sleeping in a noisy apartment right downtown."
Alice smiled. "Well out here in the suburbs you won't have that to worry about. What
do you feel like doing today?"
"Frankly, nothing! I'm just enjoying jumping off the treadmill for a few days. Is that all
right with you?"
"Sally, anything you want to do is perfectly okay with me. I don't have anything
planned. Oh, there is one thing. This morning I have to get my hair cut and set. I've
already changed the appointment twice so I'd better keep it. Do you want to come
downtown with me?"
"No, I'll wait for you here. I'll just hang around and read or something," the glamorous
brunette said, suddenly seeing the flash of fur go by the back door. It'll probably be
more like or something, she thought to herself.
"Alright, then, I'll try and get Maurice to hurry up today. Sometimes he gets carried
away with his hair creations and you have to wait for hours. I shouldn't be more than
two though," she told her friend.
"Well, whatever, I'll be perfectly happy here. I'm here for a rest... maybe I won't even
get dressed today."
"You go ahead and be laid back as you want, I'll see you later... bye."
"Bye, Alice... see you later."
Well, this is an unexpected treat, the young depraved brunette thought. I'll have some
more time with that luscious hunk of dog I discovered yesterday. A couple of minutes
later the sex-obsessed young woman was at the back door. The first thing she spotted
was King, who saw her at the same time. In a flash the big dog was up on his feet
galloping over to the door. The big dog could see that the young house guest had on
only a robe, partly open down the front so that part of the lush naked body underneath
showed through. He stood on his hind legs and began to excitedly lick Sally's hands
which she obligingly held down to him.
"Hello big dog... want to come in and play?" she asked. Feeling a little silly talking to
the dumb animal, the sexy brunette starting walking into the hall and up the stairs. The
temptation, silly or not, was too great and a moment later she was leading the gaily
romping King down the hall to the guest room.
Once she had the big animal inside her bedroom, the beautiful brunette closed the
curtains. It was a warm day so she left the windows open for a little fresh air.
"Alright, you big hunk," she said, turning towards the huge dog. "Let's get down to it."
Already Sally could feel little tremors in her belly at the exciting thought of what she
and the eager German shepherd were going to do. Feverishly the excited woman began
pulling at her robe, wanting to strip away all the barriers between her waiting flesh and
her canine companion's impressive array of equipment. Somehow it added to the young
woman's excitement to see how avidly King watched her body slowly bare itself before
him. The big dog stood as if he were on parade, his whole body alert and upright, his
pointed ears cocked forward.
Finally, standing in all her naked splendor like some marble goddess from days of old,
Sally called out softly to King. "Come on, King... come over here to Sally."
King hardly needed the invitation. Quickly the big dog loped over to her, his cold wet
nose running quickly over the lovely naked form before him, searching out all her
proud curves and secret hollows. Then he stood back, as if to ask, When are you going
to lie down?
Sally felt a hot flush of lust run through her seeing the question in the dog's eyes,
knowing that she was desired by a dog. The totally obscene knowledge that a dog
wanted to fuck her!
"Come on boy, we're going to play a new game today."
With that the lovely young brunette slowly spread apart her legs, still standing, and at
the same time thrust her hips forward so that her darkly furred loins loomed invitingly
right in front of the animal's waiting muzzle. Holding her breath, Sally watched that
massive head reach out tentatively towards her lusting dog-desiring cunt. She flinched a
little and shivers rippled up and down her thighs as once again she knew the tantalizing
touch of cool nose against her naked flesh, stirring her close-curled pubic hair.
Then, just as she had hoped, the long hot animal tongue snaked from King's mouth
and splayed wetly over her trembling pussy-lips.
"Uuuuuuuuuhhhhhhmmmmmmm," Sally moaned through half-parted teeth as darting
hot sparks of desire seemed to ricochet up from between her legs. Almost at once her
swollen little nipples started to harden in response to the maddening wet caress below.
Moving her hands slowly up along her sides, the gasping woman cupped them under
her quivering breast, massaging the stiffening tips into pebble hardness as King began
to lick in earnest at her cunt below.
"Jesus... why didn't I discover dogs before?" Sally moaned. "I've fucked everything else...
and this is the absolute end... aaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh." Breathing harder now, the
panting woman worked her legs open a little wide, doing all she could to open her
twitching cunt more to the lapping dog's driving hot tongue, wanting it to delve deeper
and deeper up into her naked pussy-flesh. King obligingly did his best to help, turning
his head to one side so that he could lick right up into the partially hidden vagina
above, her wet pink cuntal lips parting lewdly before his determined onslaught.
Looking down in hard-breathing fascination, Sally watched the saliva-covered tongue
push it hot way through the tender hair-fringed folds of her pussy, searing far up inside
before finally slithering back out and up, with a nerve-tingling lick, over her sensitively
trembling little clitoris. Then reached out to start its lewd progress all over again from
far back between her shuddering thighs, extending almost all the way back to her anus
as it began again its maddening trip.
The lovely young brunette stood in full naked abandon before the huge canine beast
crouching up between her widespread legs, looking more than ever like a pagan
goddess. Gradually her body began to rotate above the waist in a slow sensual
movement, her hands still gliding in voluptuous circles over her passion-swollen breasts
while her head twisted slowly from side to side so that her thick dark luxurious mane of
hair shifted sensuously from one pale shoulder to the other.
"Oh, King... you wonderful animal... you're too much... almost too much for me... I'm
going crazeeeeee." This was almost more than the young brunette could stand. It was
twice as erotic as the previous day. It was the most wonderful tonguing imaginable.
God, the feelings were so incredible! Already her legs were trembling so badly she
wondered how long she would be able to remain standing. A long time, she hoped,
because she wanted this sweet torture to go on forever, or at least until she came, which
sure as hell was going to happen soon. If there were only some way to prolong this
ecstasy.
Each shattering swipe of King's expert raspy tongue was opening up her cunt more and
more, so far in fact that the slavering animal was able to thrust his curling tongue-tip
direct up into the hot wet little passage. This new assault almost brought Sally up on
the top of her toes as she felt the dog burrow into her sensitive inner surfaces. Moaning
incoherently, the agonized woman reached down to take the dog by the ears in an effort
to pull his lust-inciting tongue even deeper into her quaking cunt. Gasping as she
leaned forward, the maddened woman saw that King's great cock was already beginning
to emerge from inside his loins, swollen into fully aroused hardness, teased into life by
the wild stimulation of licking a naked passionate young woman. A great happiness
swept over the love-starved dog and for the moment his frustration with his mistress
was forgotten.
Sally stood above him, frozen into immobility for a moment despite the frenzied
working of King's tongue between her thighs, staring at the great scarlet spear of dog
flesh. She knew that in a few minutes she could once again have that massive member
sunk to the hilt up in her hungry cunt, just as soon as she came under the wild lickings
of his talented tongue. This was the way it had been before and that was the way it
could be today. But there was a streak of perverse adventurousness in her quick mind.
Yes, it could be different this time. Just a little different.
Below her, King stopped his mad licking, sensing the change in the young woman's
mood and looked up questioningly. Never taking her eyes from that glistening penis
beneath his furry belly, now over half-exposed, Sally pushed his big head away from her
warmly seeping loins and began to lower herself to her knees next to the German
shepherd. King whined unhappily, not wanting to be deprived of the exotic taste of the
intoxicating perfumes that poured in such bountiful quantity from that tender warm slit
up between those silky human thighs, but Sally began to speak softly to him.
"Lie down, King... lie down, boy."
This was the command that Alice, his mistress, would give the big dog when he was
romping around too vigorously, and at first he thought he was being reprimanded.
Whimpering unhappily, he dropped his head sadly and his penis retracted back up into
his belly, apparently wilted by the new development. He was then deciding that he
didn't like humans so much after all! At first horrified by the sudden disappearance of
this vital appendage, Sally realized at once what was bothering the big animal and
began to speak more encouragingly.
"King... lie down... it's okay... come on... good dog, lie down here... come on boy."
Gently the naked young brunette pushed King down, still murmuring soothingly,
"Good dog... good dog."
Finally the big German shepherd was lying full' length on the rug, his head half-hidden
between his paws, still not sure whether he was being reprimanded or not. Sally
couldn't keep from laughing a little at the child-like expression on the big dog's face as
he looked up at her with big golden eyes full of hope. Dropping lithely down onto the
carpet herself, Sally squirmed around until her hips and loins were positioned right next
to the dog's head, her own face down by his hind quarters. The next part was going to
be the hardest, she thought. If only he could understand what she wanted...
"Roll over, King, now... roll over," the naked young beauty urged. At the same moment
she gave a little shove with her hands and sure enough, he rolled over on his back, his
hairy penis-sheath prominently displayed. Drawing one leg up, bent at the knee, so that
her thighs once again open to bare her still-throbbing pussy between, the adventurous
young divorcee wiggled her lush hips in close to King's muzzle as he lay facing her,
almost pressing her cunt into the dog's questioning face.
"Okay King... do it... lick me... lick my cunt... oh King... lick me 'til I cum..." That was
all the encouragement King needed. Once again that massive head buried itself deep up
between his beautiful human friend's lewdly parted legs so that his tongue might lap at
the warm secretions flowing so freely from her pouting cunt. As the first lick seared
into her loins, Sally found herself paralyzed from the sheer ecstasy of it unable for
several minutes to move or even think coherently as the well-remembered flood of
sensual bliss drew tight every single nerve ending. Then she remembered what she
wanted to do and looked down hungrily towards the now shrunken sheath that hid
King's temporarily dormant doggy penis. Yes, the gasping woman thought as her hips
jerked uncontrollably under the dog's eager lingual caresses, she wanted to bring that
giant scarlet shaft in all its obscene lustful hardness out of hiding. She wanted to make
the animal cum with her own hands, to draw the hot sperm up form those hairy balls
to jet lewdly out from the pointed tip.
The depraved nature of the young divorcee's desires only added another perverse thrill
to the others already chasing through her shamelessly positioned body as again and
again her animal companion lapped hungrily over and through her aching pussy
mound, his scorching tongue digging wetly between her vaginal lips like a knife
through hot butter. Gasping, Sally slid one of her hands up over King's hairy belly,
gliding it sensuously deep down into the softness of the dog's loins, letting it wander
over the thin velvety skin before finally her questing fingers moved to the lewd bulge of
the animal's hairy penis sheath, squeezing firmly at the potential hardness inside.
King whined loudly under his part-time mistress' hot stimulating touch, feeling his
penis jerking uncontrollably deep up within his own belly. Sensing the dog's reaction,
the increasingly inciteful brunette lay on her side, so that both arms were free of her
weight, and moved a second hand up to join the first, using them together to press and
knead at the hairy protuberance. With a feeling of lust-filled triumph the shameless
divorcee could feel the hidden shaft inside begin to stir and grow, and she waited
breathlessly, hoping for the appearance of that excitingly pointed tip. Impatiently, Sally
reached back with one hand towards her canine lover's flaccid testicles and scratched
lightly with her nails over its sensitive surface, bringing another sharp howl from the
surprised and pleased King.
This was a totally new and unexpected turn of events for the big animal. So far his
whole sexual repertoire with human females had been solely to lick their cunts or to
ram his aroused penis up into the tender little mating hole that nestled so high up
between their lovely thighs. But now he liked what this beautiful house guest was doing
to him. He could continue to savor the warm rich juices gushing from her tender naked
pinkness while at the same time he bathed in the pleasure himself. Eagerly the happy
animal continued to lick at the pungent pussy-flesh throbbing so hotly under his
lashing tongue, spurred on by the new stirring in his powerful loins. This renewed
attack on her private parts registered on every one of Sally's screaming nerves but never
once did she slacken her obscenely methodical massaging of King's loins.
As her fingers continued the gentle caressing, she could feel a strong surging inside the
soft-furred covering and knew it would be only a few seconds before she saw the first
scarlet evidence of the dog's arousal.
Oh here it comes... oh yes... the young woman thought to herself, her breath catching
in her throat, here it comes. Suddenly, the dog penis she has so busily been bringing to
life shot out with a smooth wet rush, glistening brightly in the light. Despite all her
sexual experience, the staring Sally couldn't help watching in wide-eyed fascination as
the throbbing organ grew and grew under her still working fingers until it had reached
the mammoth proportions she knew so well. Moving her fingers slowly down from the
hairy sheath, she placed them around the naked shaft itself, finding it wet and slippery
to the touch, the scarlet flesh lubricated with its own juices. With a look of totally
obscene fascination the raggedly breathing brunette seized the throbbing member
directly and began sliding her hands slowly up and down its burning length. Another
sharp yelp broke from the dog's throat at this new sensation, but the trembling animal
never once stopped licking at the ever-flowering opening before his snout. His was the
best of two worlds.
Many times in her young lust-filled life, the wanton beauty had engaged in what she
considered the ultimate obscenities but the very depravity of what she was now
indulged in... actively pumping a dog's cock while the dog licked below into her cunt
filled the panting staring woman with wicked feelings of sheer carnal abandon. Her eyes
fastened on the thick beveled organ trapped so tightly between her working fingers as
she rhythmically pulled and jerked, sliding the moist scarlet skin back and forth over
the hot rigid core beneath, wanting to be able to see that hot animal sperm gushing
forth.
What would it be like, she wondered? How much cum did a dog have in those giant
hairy balls? From the quantity of it that had gushed from her own cunt when King had
jetted into her before, she thought there would be plenty. Plenty of boiling hot white
dog's cum!
The salacious questions kept burning in the young woman's lust-crazed brain as she
pumped madly on that huge fleshy animal prick. And when it Finally happened, when
King finally came, she wanted to cum too... wanted to join her bestial lover in one long
wet orgasmic upheaval, both of them writhing together in the guest room joined
together in wonderful unnatural fucking ecstasy!


Chapter 6


Alice walked out of the hairdresser's, happy that for once she had had her hair coiffed
beautifully and in record time. Her hairdresser had a date or something in the city and
was trying to rush through his appointments so Alice had spent about half her normal
waiting time in the salon.
She went over to her car and got in, not able to resist the opportunity of checking
herself once again in the rear view mirror. She looked beautiful and not all of it had to
do with her new hairdo. Some of it in fact was due to her dog.
It was a warm day and Alice removed the light jacket she was wearing before driving
off. She shivered a little as the corduroy jacket brushed lightly over her high-swelling
breasts, immediately bringing the sensitive little nipples half-way erect. She marveled at
how such a simple act could have so much hidden sensuality in it. Yet since this
morning when her dog had taught her just how strongly her body could react to touch
and feel, the happy young blonde had never ceased to marvel at the things that had
happened to her body in that incredibly short space of time.
Feeling her body really becoming aroused she ground her buttocks down in the driver's
seat. Already she could sense the sensual moisture building up inside her cunt, not only
from squeezing her thighs together as she drove but also from the knowledge that
within a few minutes she would be home and perhaps if Sally were upstairs resting or
reading she might be able to steal some time with King. How divine to have that lust
quelling tongue once again slipping deep up into her quivering wetness.
The very thought of the lewd scene she was anticipating with her huge pet began to
spark mad little flecks of unbalanced passion in the young woman's mind, so she drove
as fast as possible, breaking the speed limit even, suddenly anxious to begin her
shameful debauchery.
She was really wildly and damply aroused by the lime she reached home. She drove the
car into the driveway and didn't even bother to put it in the garage and raced into the
house. Hearing no sound downstairs, she guessed that Sally must be taking another
nap. Good, she would be able to have some time with King.
Racing around to the back door she opened it and stood at the door and called.
"King... come on boy... come on... come to mama!"
She remained by the back door, holding it open for several seconds, expecting the dog's
eager entry, but there was no response to her call. Then the lovely freshly-coiffed
blonde went a little way out into the yard and called again.
"King... come here... King, Kiiinnng" No response!
Thoroughly perplexed by now, Alice decided she'd better check the yard and see what
was wrong. To the young woman's surprise she didn't see King anywhere. She even
walked down towards the basement checking to see if he could be down there. Nothing.
Well, what the hell was going on? The dog didn't come and yet the gate was locked.
My God, what if I've lost him? What would I do? Maybe someone stole him. I think I
better check and see if Sally heard anything strange. Maybe she's just reading upstairs,
she won't mind if I disturb her. This is really serious, she thought, a worried frown
wrinkling her beautiful brow.
Obviously distressed about the apparent disappearance and possible theft of her new
pet/lover, Alice ran back into the house, down the hall and up the stairs. Halfway up
the stairs she heard a sharp yipping sound. Things were getting stranger and stranger!
Reaching the top of the stairs now and rapidly walking down the hall to the door of the
guest room, Alice again heard the sharp yipping sound this time accompanied by a low
moan. Without knocking, the worried young blonde swept open the door and walked
into the room, looking around fiercely, then the young woman froze in shock, her eyes
opening wide as she stared in disbelief at the depraved scene before her.
In the soft light of the room, Alice at first saw only a tangle of gleaming human flesh
and soft brownish fur, but a second glance showed her Sally's naked body lying half on
its side, one leg lewdly bent so that her shamelessly opened pussy was positioned right
over King's dark muzzle, while at the same time the big animal was lying on his back,
his thick scarlet penis trapped tightly between Sally's lewdly pumping fingers, his
tongue, the tongue that had also tasted Alice so recently, lapping greedily up into Sally's
clasping pink cunt!
Alice didn't know how long she stood there, frozen into immobility by shock and
horror. She wanted to move, to step the horrible thing happening right before her eyes
but somehow she just couldn't. It took her confused young mind a long time to dredge
up from its lower depths the reasons for her paralysis, but finally it burst over her in a
wave of shocked understanding.
It was King's penis! Although the willing animal had licked her to orgasm only this
morning, the young wife had never before seen his massive member in its fully aroused
state. Her eyes had been closed as she writhed in ecstasy under the dog's lashing tongue
and it had never even occurred to the innocent young woman that her pet might be as
aroused by their illicit sex-play as she was. But there it was, in front of her now, huge,
glistening, scarlet, ending in an obscenely sharp tapered point; and worst of all... in the
hands of her old college roommate.
This last realization finally snapped the bond that had held Alice still and she called out
sharply, "King!"
To her surprise the big dog did not move, but kept up his wild licking of the pinkly
glistening loins so near his muzzle, not about to give up the tremendous sensations
Sally was stroking into his lust-fired penis with her nimble fingers. It was Sally,
however, who reacted, surprised by the sudden sound of her friend in the guest room.
Twisting her head around but never losing her grip on that huge throbbing cock, the
lovely woman gasped out once, "Alice!" It seemed an effort for her to get the name out.
She was panting explosively, her beautiful fine-boned face transformed by the
passionate licking she was getting from below, her large dark eyes shining like
shadowed stars. Then her head turned back as she obviously let herself slip once again
down into the sensual ecstasy she had been enjoying before her friend's premature
arrival home from the hairdresser.
"Sally, you leave my dog alone," Alice cried out in anguish.
"It's too late," Sally gasped back, "I'm going to cum in a minute."
"No... no... you can't... he's mine... he's my dog... leave him alone."
"Then why don't you treat him better?" Sally asked, turning her head once more to
look at her blonde former roommate. "Even if you don't care about me, what about
King? Don't you want him to cum?" she gasped as the wonderful tongue below stabbed
hotly up into her streaming pussy, and then directed her attention back to the huge
fleshy dog-cock that throbbed between her fingers like some powerful motor.
"What do you mean?" Alice asked in wonder as the full meaning of her obviously more
experienced house guest's last words seeped into her stunned brain. "The dog... cum?"
For some reason it had never occurred to her that Sally might have planned the dog's
own satisfaction also.
"Of course," Sally moaned back. "What do you think I'm doing to his cock, using it as
a handle?" Then Sally didn't want to discuss it any further but just to let the wonderful
flames of passion King's tongue was spearing into her welcoming pussy take over her
whole body while her own hands coaxed the hot cum up out of her bestial lover's hairy
balls. To hell with her friend, she was still the prudey little bitch she was in college!
But the groaning young brunette couldn't possibly have known the consternation her
last words had created in that young prude's overstimulated brain. Bit by bit at first and
then with an overpowering realization Alice knew that her old friend was speaking the
truth. Oh, how selfish she had been with her darling King, she realized. This morning
she had enticed the royal animal to see to only her needs while never imagining he
might have needs of his own. In a way she had been as thoughtless as her own
husband, maybe more, because Jon and she could communicate their needs verbally
while the intelligent animal was alas, dumb. The young beautiful blonde felt a sudden
rush of affection for her old college roommate, believing her to be a slut at times while
right now she was proving something to King that his rightful mistress had been too
thoughtless to even consider.
Not too surprisingly, Alice's slow appreciation of her old friend opened her mind to
other possibilities. The young wife had seldom seen a naked woman before except for
Sally when they had roomed together but certainly not in the lewd and enticing
position before her now. This was quite a different thing from a quick flashing body
before a shower in a college dormitory. Quite, quite different than the panting,
moaning, living reality that writhed on the floor of her guest room, a reality of smell
and sound as well as of soft inviting, naked female flesh.
Since Sally was turned away from her, the young blonde let her eyes linger over the
brunette's lushly formed figure, able to see part of one high-set rounded breasts
silhouetted against the darker background of King's glossy coat. The nipple of that
breast was swollen now, jutting out pinkly, brought to pebble-hardness by the passion
that swept through Sally's body. Such a long slender back, Alice found herself thinking,
a gracefully curved expanse sweeping down from slender shoulders before it swelled out
again into voluptuously flared hips. Somehow it was those hips, the magnificent
buttocks that drew Alice on, the rounded half-moons, slightly pulled apart now by
Sally's thighs widespread, so that King's tongue might find easy access to her quivering
genitals. Periodically Alice could see her dog's long pink tongue splay back between her
friend's milk-white thighs to lick at the farthest recesses of her loins, making the soft
rounded buttocks jerk and shudder in ecstasy.
Unbelievably drawn by the scene, Alice found herself pulling at her clothes, and letting
them drop to the floor, baring her own lovely young body. Somehow it seemed almost
sacrilegious to be dressed here in this room while the two creatures before her remained
locked together in complete rapture. Slowly, then, the full-breasted blonde started
forward.
The first inkling Sally had that her old friend had second thoughts about the scene was
when she felt gentle hands gliding over her back, slowly moving down toward her
spasmodically clenching buttocks. Even so, the panting brunette didn't look back, not
wanting to risk the chance of spoiling whatever magic was happening, for she was sure
it was something magical. The gentleness of the hands promised her that. Too much
was happening now for her to pay all that much attention to any one part of it. Her
loins burned like fire, brought to a peak of painful excitement by King's thrusting
tongue such as she had never known before. At the same time, the great dog's cock in
her hands let its own overpowering pleasure be known to her by the way it jerked and
trembled under her touch. Yes, yes, she could tell that soon it would be spurting its 
hot load out into the room, gushing in obscene fulfillment before them all. And now...
now... those quivering buttocks, low down, near her pleasure-drenched cunt, searching,
searching. Almost unbelievingly Sally felt her supposed prudish ex-roommate's fingers
begin an experimental probing at her ass-hole, teasing around the rubbery little opening
as if they were trying to decide what to do.
"Ooooooooohhhhhh... Jesus..." the eagerly writhing brunette gasped out as she felt a
sudden hard pressure against her anus. Automatically her loins bucked forward away
from the sudden hot sensation that convulsed her already shuddering loins. Could this
actually be happening? Her doubt was immediately banished as that same probing
finger came back once more, this time to push knowingly up inside her hot rectal
depths, just a little way at first as the sphincter muscles instinctively fought the
unnatural penetration. And to think that she came to Alice's strictly for a rest. She'd
actually thought she'd be bored to tears but knew the rest would be good for her!
"Ooooohhhh, Aaalliiiccce... oohh, darling." Sally moaned out as suddenly her whole
lower body seemed immersed in hot all-enveloping sensation. Coupled with King's wild
lickings at her quaking cunt, the finger that now began to worm relentlessly around up
inside her sensitive ass-hole drove Sally to the very edge of orgasmic insanity. The
astounded young woman felt an obviously naked body move close up against her back,
two bare breasts dragging stiffened nipples over her ultra-sensitized flesh. The finger
plunged deeper, bringing another moan from the blissfully tortured woman's chest. She
almost lost herself then, almost slipped down into a world of private delicious ecstasy,
but one last spark of intent in Sally's mind reminded her she still had something to do.
Opening glazed eyes, the moaning woman once again focused all the attention she
could muster on her hands, on the fingers still wrapped around the massively swollen
dog-cock only inches away from her.
Gathering up her last reserve of strength, Sally once again began pummeling the huge
red shaft that jutted up like an obscene Roman candle from the dog's hairy belly below.
Every stroke she made as she slaved over the throbbing organ only seemed to make the
slavering beast who's massive head lay between her own wide-splayed thighs lick all the
harder, digging his thick wet tongue deeper and deeper up into her pleasure-wracked
cunt, filling her with hot darting shafts of delight that seemed to shoot all the way to
the top of her head. Fighting against the seductive paralysis of this unbelievable
stimulation, enhanced now by the searching finger in her rectum, Sally redoubled her
efforts, jerking and pumping at the blood-engorged animal penis in her hands chanting
out strange animal-like sounds as she worked at her obscene task. Staring in fascination
at the scarlet colored member before her, the half lust-crazed young divorcee knew it.
would only be a matter of seconds before it began to spew out its lewd charge. It was
trembling under her fingers, and King's loins were jerking uncontrollably, his upturned
legs kicking out in helpless spasms as his orgasm approached.
One, two, three more powerful tugs at the dog's cock and it was there! Suddenly the
huge penis began to vibrate and the hairy balls below swelled to incredible dimension
and tightness. Sally could actually feel the hot semen rushing madly up the length of
the pulsating member as it sought release. At the same time, the dog's last spasmodic
tongue-thrusts into her own lust-heated cuntal depths seemed to touch off a white hot
sunburst far up inside her spasming belly, joined by a second as Alice behind her thrust
a second punishing finger far up into her crazily throbbing rectum. Before her the
moaning brunette's own orgasm snatched her away to another world, she was able to
see finally the thick white semen jet out in a long hot gush from her dog-lover's
grotesquely swollen cock and arc up into the air to spray back down over her naked
body, covering her belly and loins with obscene sticky lines of cum. Then she was over
the hill.
Alice stared in amazement as she felt the beautiful naked body of her friend suddenly
go rigid and then began to buck and twist in a series of powerful contractions. Hot
slippery fluids gushed back over her hand from Sally's cunt as it began to contract
madly. The young blonde could actually feel her writhing friend's internal muscles
working against the fingers that still disappeared obscenely up into her ass-hole.
"Oh, oh... Alice... I'm... I'm... cccccuuuummmmiiiiiinnnngggggggggg!" Sally gurgled
out once as her stomach muscles sucked sharply in, her buttocks clenching powerfully
together in a series of quick jerks. To the watching Alice it seemed as if something
would have to give, that somehow Sally was going to split in half from the obvious
power of the forces at work deep up inside her spasming belly. For a second the young
blonde felt a moment of jealousy, wishing it could be her who was experiencing this
sexual upheaval, but she pushed the thought away quickly and drove her fingers as far
up inside Sally's soft rubbery rectal depths as she could, the knowledge that she was
adding to her friend's passion causing strange little tremors of arousal to turn through
her own loins.
On and on it went, the scarlet penis spurting under Sally's spasmodically clenching
fingers, the big dog whining and yelping, his head trapped between Sally's twitching
thighs, and Alice holding on for dear life behind. Finally King lay quiet, his penis
slowly beginning to shrivel back up into his belly. Sally gave one last shudder and
collapsed back gasping against Alice, obviously exhausted. The young blonde pulled her
fingers out of Sally's anus, marveling at the slight popping sound they made, as they
withdrew. For long moments there was no sound in the room but Sally's labored
breathing, then King struggled to turn over and got shakily to his feet. The big dog
looked down at the naked women still sprawled on the floor and then walked over to
the corner and lay down contentedly. A moment later, Sally too, moved turning her
body so that now she was facing Alice, who blushed as she met the other woman's eyes.
"I... I'm sorry... I'm not sure what came over me..." Alice started to apologize but 
Sally immediately interrupted.
'Don't apologize... sometimes things have to happen... what you did was a very
spontaneous loving thing..." Neither said anymore for a while but both were lost in
their thoughts. They were now lying so that their heads lay at opposite ends, their
bodies parallel, both of the women on their sides facing one another, head to toe, but
not so close that they couldn't see one another's faces. Sally slowly looked her old friend
up and down. She had always known that Alice had a pretty good body, but now faced
with the naked reality of it she was stunned. In college she had always been, so modest,
always donning bathrobes etc. anything to try and hide herself.
But now... seeing her again... Damn, she thought to herself, what a really beautiful
tender young woman! Because of the positions they were both lying in, just opposite
her face was the silky golden triangle of the blonde's pussy hair. Sally couldn't make
out much more than that because Alice had her thighs locked firmly together, obviously
slightly nervous about being naked in front of someone else, but not knowing what to
do about it, particularly in view of what had just happened between them.
"Sorry about spiriting away your dog... but you did tell me to help myself to anything
around here," Sally joked.
Alice chuckled, the ice broken. "That's okay..."
"When did you discover that your new dog had hidden talents?"
"Why just this morning... he came in... when I was... well, he came in... and started
licking me."
"My dear Alice... I always thought you were such a little prude at school... nice... but
prudey... I must say... I'm absolutely delighted that you are discovering your sexuality."
"It's kind of a matter of necessity, I mean... I didn't start this because I'm such a
hedonist or anything... it's just that..."
"Oh, I get it... little Jon's not so hot in the sack, huh? Doesn't he ever fuck you? He
must be crazy if he doesn't. Most men would give their right arms to be married to
someone like you. You do know you're very beautiful, don't you, darling?" As Sally said
these last words one of her hands reached out and began gently caressing her young
friend's breasts moving slowly from one to the other of the perfect pink-tipped mounds,
never fast or hard, but just gently gliding.
Alice automatically sucked in her breath at the first feather-like sensations Sally's gentle
fingers stroked into her voluptuously naked flesh. For an instant Alice almost pulled
away, but somehow that seemed silly after what she had done to Sally only short
minutes ago. And besides, it felt... it felt... wonderful Not wanting to think too much
about what was happening, the young blonde blurted out an answer to Sally's last
question, wanting to have something to occupy her alarmed mind for the moment, even
though she didn't like talking to anyone about her personal problems with Jon.
"No..." she gasped, her voice rather labored, "He does make love... it's just that... he
can't... he can't do it for very long."
"Oh, one of those selfish fuckers, huh?"
"Not... exactly." Alice answered, forgetting for the moment that the exploring hand at
her breast was becoming bolder. "I don't think he can help it, really."
"You mean he can't hold back, cums prematurely?" Alice nodded bashfully, and Sally
went on. "So this morning you had a bad scene with Jon and discovered that you had a
dog who could fuck you better."
"Fuck me?" the young blonde's eyes flew open in amazement. "You mean he does that
too?" For a second Sally thought she was kidding but the surprise in Alice's long-lashed
blue eyes was too genuine.
"Of course. What do you think I did yesterday afternoon while you were out? This
beast is the best fuck I've ever had in my life and believe me I've tried them all. You
mean to tell me you didn't fuck with him this morning?"
"No," the young blonde answered in horrified'" wonderment. Her head spinning
dizzily, she couldn't keep from her mind the obscene image of Sally's hands wrapped
around King's huge scarlet penis, the penis she had seen for the first time today.
Suddenly she was acutely aware of her friend's fingers on her breasts, playing, stroking,
loving and coupled with the totally obscene mental picture of what it must look like
when King was fucking her undeniably beautiful friend, a sudden hot flood of passion
was triggered into full flame within the young woman's trembling body. She looked up
into Sally's eyes, eyes that had now assumed an almost hypnotic intensity.
"We're going to have to rectify that," Sally said quietly. "We're going to have to see that
King fucks you."
The brunette was beginning to experience the full surge of advanced lust as she looked
at the beautiful naked body of the young innocent wife lying next to her, her palm
tingling with the lush feel of those taut firm young breasts, feeling the little coral-hued
nipples spring out against her fingertips. Once again she looked over at the golden
triangle so near her face, wondering what tender moist treasures must lie up between
the tightly clenched thighs. "You do want King to fuck you, don't you? You do want
that big dog's cock rammed up into your cunt?"
Alice felt her breath coming faster and faster despite herself. What was her friend
suggesting to her? Her thoughts floundered for a moment, twisted by the now fabulous
sensations from her breasts as Sally's stroking grew bolder. "Oh... I... I just couldn't...
he's too big... oh... no..." From the faltering way she answered Sally knew that she had
won. Alice, too, wanted to be fucked by the dog.
And Sally... she too wanted to fuck Alice... how she desired that lush young body. How
she wanted to get to really know this fabulously ripe body, revel in seeing the young
blonde turn into a raving animal instead of the shy young prude she had roomed with
at college.
"You just have to be ready for a cock as big as King's, but don't worry, I'll help. I'll lick
your cunt until you're ready for anything."
"L... lick my..." Alice gasped out. My God, what was happening?
"Yes, sweetheart, lick your juicy cunt. Can you imagine how good that'll feel?"
Not waiting for a response, Sally slid her hand away from her friend's breast, letting it
trace a hot trail down over the blonde woman's already trembling young belly to come
at last to an agitated rest among her crisp golden cunt curls.
"Come on, Alice," Sally murmured seductively, "open your thighs so I can see your
cunt. Just bend your top leg a little." Not hesitating for a moment the lust-driven
brunette let her hand work lower to slide between the firm young thighs so close, and
with a little upwards pressure she helped the confused young Alice to open the path to
her genital treasures. Sally almost gasped aloud as suddenly she saw the tender pink
vaginal lips bared to her hungry gaze, framed in their gilded setting. Eagerly her head
moved forward, intent on the promised feast.
"Oh, Sally, we mustn't," Alice moaned, but she hardly knew what she was saying. All
the time her mind was focused on the incredible image of King, her beloved King
fucking into her body. Could it really be done? Could a dog really fuck a woman? The
questions were suddenly driven from her fevered mind as she felt her beautiful friend's
head working between her partially open thighs. Looking down the young wife could
no longer see the expression on Sally's face, only the smooth white curve of her throat
under her chin, for her neighbor's features were now lost between the soft silky flesh of
her own parted thighs. For one long moment Alice started at the brunette's firm ripe
breasts, pressing against her own belly, which was now quickly rising and falling in
time to her ragged breathing. My God, she thought. Sally was really going to do it.
Sally is going to eat my cunt!
Alice knew it was unnatural, knew that this was perverted. Never in her whole life had
she imagined that someday she might be lying like this, about to let another woman
thrust her tongue up into her pussy! But for that matter, never had she imagined until
this morning that she would let a dog do the same! That didn't matter, the confused
young blonde thought. She had to stop this obscene act, had to cry out before once
again she let herself slip into a sea of depravity. But before she could utter a sound, all
the air was driven from her lungs as she felt Sally's hot breath pour searingly over her
nakedly exposed genitals. Gasping, the young wife found herself thinking that if just
Sally's breath felt so good, how would it actually feel when her tongue licked out and...
then she had to push the thought from her mind as her whole body started to shake
uncontrollably in a shuddering mixture of shame and desire. Unable to move, the
gasping young woman was aware of her tormentor's face working in deeper between
her vainly resisting thighs, and now she could feel Sally's saliva-moistened lips poised
right next to her pulsating cunt, Desperately Alice looked around for something to
motivate her to scramble to her feet and run from this guest room, but the only thing
that met her staring gaze was Sally's pussy poised mere inches away from her
wondering eyes. Staring in fascination, the innocent young blonde could not help
examining this, the first feminine pussy that she had ever seen besides her own. Despite
her inexperience it was not hard for the young blonde to tell that Sally was already
aroused. Tiny droplets of vaginal moisture glistened on the inside surface of the half
parted cuntal lips, and for a second she was not sure whether she could not see a deeper
excited pulsing over the pink-petaled vaginal opening. How would it taste if she put her
own lips... but quickly Alice put the obscene thought from her mind. That was the last
rational thought she had, because suddenly Sally's tongue darted out and stabbed deep
into her innocent young friend's upturned cunt.
"Aaaaaaahhhhh... Salllleeeeeeee," Alice gasped out as that first searing contact shot a
blast of lewd flame far up inside her belly. Her whole body jerked, not away from the
obscene contact but instead forward so that her cunt thrust automatically against the
slippery little mouth pressed so tightly to it. Sally didn't waste a second. Immediately
she started worming her working tongue up into the moistly shuddering slit, running it
furiously up and down the whole heated length, pausing only for part of a second on
each lust inciting tip to probe delicately at the trembling blonde's still tightly closed
vagina, knowing that she mustn't hurry too much, best to bide her time. Sally had eaten
a lot of cunts in her decadent young life, but this was the sweetest ever, and she wanted
to prolong her eager lapping as long as possible.
To her amazement, Alice felt her own thighs open wider of their own accord,
instinctively welcoming the attacking tongue, baring before it her now wide-splayed
cuntal slit, wanting it to dig far, far up inside the hotly clamoring depths. Demandingly
now, the young blonde's loins jerked forward, trying to entice the little pink messenger
of bliss deeper, all thoughts of resistance quickly gone. But the more experienced
woman withdrew for a moment before once again letting her tongue shoot out, this
time to graze Alice's sensitively throbbing clitoris.
"Ooooohhhh, God, oohh, ooohhhhh," Alice moaned, no longer able to remain silent.
Her breath gushed from her lungs as once again Sally began to run her tongue up and
down the full length of her pussy slit, playing tauntingly over the opening of her
hungrily contracting vagina. Oh, how the young blonde wanted that desire-giving
tongue up inside her, like a little twisting cock.
Suddenly Sally deserted the hot liquid depths, holding back one tantalizing second
before lashing out her tongue to stab hard against her young friend's quiveringly erect
clitoris, making the writhing blonde cry out in wild abandon, unable to control herself
at all. That darting jabbing tongue ran wildly in little circles around her almost
painfully palpitating sensation bud, then to her further amazement and delight Sally
began to suck at the little button, circling it with her lips in tight embrace and at the
same time nipping lightly with her teeth.
Then once again the omnivorously ravishing tongue slid down the steaming valley of
her blonde-fringed cunt, darting around, shooting finally far up into her helpless cunt,
then licking broadly over the whole flat splayed area of her writhing pussy, teasing
again at the blood-engorged clitoris. Tongue... tongue... frantic licking tongue
everywhere, driving new and incredible sensations of delight into the quaking flesh
before it.
Squirming and moaning to this rapturous mouthing of her burning cunt, Alice moaned
and cried out as rippling waves of wild erotic sensation pulled her body into a twitching
curve. Beginning to pant explosively, the moaning blonde opened her legs as wide as
possible while at the same time thrusting her steaming loins forward to get maximum
contact with the torturing little lingual spear. Although Sally too was gasping aloud, 
her own loins burning lewdly with the lust-charged knowledge of what she was doing to
her once-innocent young roommate, she never let her mouth lose contact with the
sweet seething mass of cuntal flesh, giving one last mighty thrust up into Alice's vagina
while at the same time vigorously shaking her lovely dark head from side to side.
The last lascivious effort was the final trigger needed to set off Alice's impending
orgasm, releasing at last the intolerable pressure that had been building deep up inside
her softly convulsing belly.
"Ooooo... Sallleee... Ooooooohhhhh... God! I'm, I'm... ccuummmming!" the young
blonde's lust maddened cry choked off into a gurgling moan as sexual ecstasy deluged
her nakedly spasming body, sucking in her sleek stomach muscles again and again as
wave after wave of hot release buffeted her screaming insides into a frenzy. Jerking,
trembling, writhing, the delirious young woman was lost in a timeless world of endless
pleasure while her convulsing cunt gushed forth a hot stream of fragrant love juices that
nearly choked the still wildly tonguing Sally. But never once did the beautiful brunette
break contact with the throbbing depths before her until the last quiver had passed
from her young lover's shuddering body.
Waiting a moment until the blonde had got her breath back a little, Sally finally pulled
her head from between the satiny thighs. "Roll over on top of me," she urged up at the
sex-groggy Alice.
"Huh?" Alice croaked, not fully comprehending. Sally repeated her request and then
urged the young blonde with her hands until finally Alice was positioned over her,
knees on either side of her young friend's face so that her own blonde-fringed pussy
was right over the lips that had so recently sucked it to orgasm, while the young wife
found herself looking down at Sally's own openly pouting cunt. "Now suck me... like I
sucked you. Eat my cunt and make me feel good..." Alice didn't move, but just hovered
over her friend, gazing down in captivated fascination at the dark-fringed cunt waiting
below, waiting for her own mouth to dip towards it. Could she? Could she actually
stick her tongue into her friend's cunt? Could she commit the act that until just a few
minutes ago seemed as remote from her as flying to the moon? All her conditioning
told her no, despite the fact that she owed the lovely woman below her as much
pleasure as she could give. But that wasn't the factor that finally turned the balance. No,
it was the living pulsing reality of pussy itself as it lay in open moist invitation below,
the lips pulled apart by the wide-spread position of Sally's legs to reveal all the softly
glistening secrets inside. Those seeping pink depths cried out for something to bring
them to life, and what better than Alice's own tender lips and tongue. With a final
groan of defeat, the lovely blonde woman dropped her head and let her tongue shoot
out lizard-like to spear into the seductive depths below.
Alice felt the woman under her stiffen with shock of the first hot wet contact and a
choked gasp echoed from her throat. That was all the encouragement Alice needed and
she went to work with a vengeance, her mouth fastening hungrily to the quivering loins
below. The young blonde found herself savoring the sweet taste of Sally's cunt, such a
strange medley of flavors, at the same time syrupy and tart, a little like the taste of
Indian curry. Struggling to hear, Alice lapped excitedly, picking up from Sally's frenzied
reactions what pleased her the most.
From across the room King began to show renewed interest as he saw the two pinkly
glowing female bodies so lewdly tangled together. At first he had only paid polite
attention when Sally had tongued his mistress, but then when Alice crawled on top so
that her well-rounded white buttocks were poised invitingly high in the air, the big
dog's eager ears perked up. He had never had his new mistress, or never even seen her
in this, his favorite position for human females, but now the German shepherd began
to remember all the times he had been aroused by human women while he speared his
tongue deep up into their sweet-smelling little slits. Those tantalizingly raised 
halfmoons proved too much for the lascivious dog and he quickly got to his feet and
padded silently over to the two intertwined women.
The first intimation Alice had of her pet's presence was when she felt his cool nose
sniffing up between her slightly parted thighs.
"What's this?" she blurted out, for the first time breaking contact with the pulsating
cuntal flesh beneath.
"It's King," Sally answered, a little disappointed that the wonderful mouth was no
longer licking at her eager cunt. She had already seen the dog's handsome head above
her own face as he sniffed at Alice's obscenely displayed genitals. His black nose moved
in closer to brush lightly over the young blonde's tightly puckered anus.
"Make him go away," Alice begged her friend.
'Why, Alice?" Sally asked, surprised. "I think he wants to fuck you."
"Fuck me. Oh, no... he can't... it wouldn't be right."
"Oh, don't be such a prude," Sally said a little tartly. "You done a lot of other things
that aren't nice... but they felt good didn't they? Wouldn't you like to have that big
dog's cock deep inside your cunt? Besides, I don't think he's going to give you the
chance to say no."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, he usually starts by sniffing, and then he just goes right on to licking..." Sally
suddenly began to become interested in the impending ravishment of her innocent
young friend. Waves of lewd excitement shot through the other woman's slightly
perverted brain as she realize what a marvelous view she would have from here as King
rammed his heavy cock up into Alice's vulnerably positioned vaginal slit. Right above
her face! Before the fascinated brunette could finish her sentence, King's familiar tongue
shot out to splay itself lovingly over his misstress' damp-curled pussy slit, licking with
one hot swipe clear up to her rectum. Alice jerked in reaction above and a sobbing gasp
came from deep in the whimpering blonde's chest.
"Oh, please... Sally... don't let him do it to me... It's not... It's not right... oh please...
Sally..." She tried to struggle away still full of apprehension, but not wanting to miss the
expected lewd show, Sally wrapped her arms tightly around the young blonde's hips
and thighs so that she couldn't move.
"Oh, Jesus Christ, Alice," Sally said in exasperation. "Don't you know you've got
everything going for you?" Looking up along the dog's belly she could see that already
his penis was sliding out of its hairy sheath in all of its glistening scarlet power,
growing larger and redder with each passing second. A moment later the eager animal
had mounted his mistress' shaking back, and Sally freed on of her arms to reach back to
take the swollen organ between her fingers, thrilling to the familiar hot slippery feel, the
same as she had experienced the very first time she had guided it into her own eagerly
awaiting cunt.
"Okay King, fuck your mistress just like you fucked me." Needing very little
encouragement, the excited dog danced in closer, locking his strong forelegs tightly
around his mistress' slender waist while Sally gasped in delight below as she saw the
huge animal-cock poised directly over her face, its beveled tip only half an inch from
her young friend's gaping pussy mouth.
"Oh... oh, no... no, nnooooooo... puhleeze" the frightened Alice moaned, trying to shift
her hips away from the hot unnatural probe. Trembling, she tried to look back down
between her legs to see what was happening, but all she could see were the twin
mounds of Sally's passion-swollen breasts. Then she felt the first hot searing contact of
the massive spear that would soon impale her, and all her fears suddenly washed away
in a flood of lewd desire. Yes, now she knew it, she knew it! All that had passed before
had mainly been the preliminaries. This was going to be the main event! All along,
secretly she had wanted King to fuck her! Now was the time and she couldn't be afraid
anymore. It was out of her hands.
"Oh... yes... do it... fuck me... King... fuck... me... fuck me... fuck me... oh King... I want
your big dog's cock!" The panting young blonde raised her buttocks as high as possible,
spreading her legs at the same time to open her suddenly hungry cunt.
It wasn't a moment too soon. Feeling his needle-tipped cock catch at the opening to
Alice's gaping pussy, King instinctively rammed forward, burying his dripping cudgel in
one slithering rush far up into the kneeling blonde's hot little cunt. Animal style, he
never gave the woman a chance to become accustomed to his huge presence, but began
a fierce pumping of his powerful loins, thrusting his cock mercilessly again and again
into the soft flesh before him.
"Uuuuuuuuunnnnnnnggggggggghhhhhh." Alice grunted in stunned surprise. Never
before in her whole life had she been so filled. It felt for a moment as if something
would have to tear open inside her to make room for that massive invading cock, but
the blonde wife's vaginal muscles soon became used to the jack-hammer fast intrusion
into her lust-filled cuntal depths. Wantonly her sleek buttocks set up an answering
rocking motion to meet the fiery challenge. It began to feel good, better than anything
the shy wife had ever experienced before. She barely had the presence of mind to once
again bury her face between her friend's thighs, realizing that she had a pleasurable
duty to perform there.
Below her, Sally gratefully felt her blonde friend return to the avid sucking of her
tingling cunt, as she herself stared wide-eyed all the while at the incredible, unbelievable
giant scarlet dog cock flashing in and out of her friend's juicy cunt, pulling tiny
translucent streams of whiteness' from the moist pink pussy-flesh out with it on the
pullback and ramming them far back up inside as the big animal crashed his hips
forward stroke after stroke. Opening wider and wider, Alice's vaginal voraciously tried
to swallow ever inch of that mighty shaft, right down to the hairy balls that slapped
with machine-like regularity against her tenderly swollen clitoris.
All three of the lewdly fucking trio fucked on oblivious to the outside world. Fucking
towards their respective orgasms which were certain to be imminent.


Chapter 7


Jon had left the office early that day. He had a splitting headache and decided that his
job just wasn't worth all the aggravation he had been putting up with lately. As he
drove home he thought that perhaps that could be what was wrong with his sex-life.
Alice's angry words of this morning were etched on his brain and he had thought of
them all day long.
Perhaps it was his over preoccupation with his job that left little time for anything else.
Well, if that was it, he sure wasn't going to ruin his marriage over it. He would just tell
them that he needed an assistant or else he would find alternative employment.
Nothing was worth being this miserable about. Suddenly he was anxious to be at home
with Alice. To tell his beautiful wife that he was sorry that he had been such a miserable
accusing bastard and he was going to try and make it up to her. Passing a florist on the
way home he stopped and bought a bunch of red carnations. She'll like these he
thought, as he sniffed appreciatively at the aromatic flowers.
Then he remembered that they still had a house guest. Well, maybe they could all go
swimming this afternoon over at the country club. It was still early afternoon and God
knows it was warm enough. What a hit he'd be over at the club bringing those two
gorgeous women, he thought. One beautifully blonde and the other exotic brunette
made a fabulous picture and he knew he would be the envy of every man there. He
hoped Sally was up to it. She had seemed really tired yesterday and had retired very
early. Oh well, Alice always liked to go so maybe just the two of them would go. It
would be a good opportunity to be alone with his wife to apologize for his actions of
this morning.
Although the car was in the driveway there didn't seem to be anyone at home when Jon
opened the front door. But before he could even call out he was aware of strange
sounds from within his house, alarming sounds, almost like someone struggling. A
particularly loud sobbing groan filled the young man with the direct impression that
woman was in pain. Jesus, what if one of those burglars he had been reading about
broke in and was holding his wife and her friend hostages. Without stopping to think,
Jon heroically rushed inside and up the stairs to where the sounds were coming from.
He got to the guest room and stopped dead in his tracks, stunned by the obscene
spectacle before his staring eyes.
It didn't take him long to realize there were two women obviously locked in a perverted
embrace, or that a huge German shepherd was busily fucking one of them from behind,
but after a second look the shocked husband came to a sudden sickening realization.
One woman was his beloved wife, the dog was King and the woman on the bottom was
none other than Alice's old college roommate!
"Jesus... Alice... good Christ... what's going on?"
All three of the fuckers on the floor turned as one toward the interruption, frozen in
shock. Neither said a word until Alice, twisting her head as far back as she could, was
finally able to make out the identity of the intruder.
"Oh God," she shrieked, "Jon's home."
His instinctive roar of horror and rage had immediate effects on the trio before him.
After Alice's scream of horrified recognition, King was the first to react. Sensing
instinctively that he was in a lot of trouble, the big dog for the first time in his life
deserted a pair of human buttocks in mid-fuck, backing away hurriedly, his penis
shrinking quickly back up out of harm's way, then he dodged behind the bed, trying to
make himself as small as possible. Alice scrambled quickly to her feet and looked
around frantically for her clothes.
"You stay right there," Jon commanded and the young wife froze, sensing from the
sound of her husband's voice that he meant everything he said. "What the fuck's going
on here?" Jon roared. "Is this why you wanted a dog? Not for protection against
burglars? I can't believe anyone could sink to these depths." Jon's face wrinkled in
disgust. He glanced down at the cringing animal once and then back up at his petrified
wife. "We're going to get rid of that fucking dog immediately. I'm taking him right to
the pound to be put away."
"Oh no you're not," another voice rang out. Surprised, Jon turned around to see that
Sally had gotten to her feet unnoticed while all his attention was turned toward the
attentions of his adulterous wife and his perverted dog.
"You're not taking that dog, anywhere, you asshole," Sally snarled, marching right up
to the surprised young man to thrust her face close to his. Jon was about to make some
angry reply when he became suddenly aware that he was standing only inches from a
remarkably beautiful naked woman, and just a few minutes before he had wondered
how she would look naked. Now he knew. Fantastic!
Seeing all the hostility drain from her friend's husband's face as his eyes glued
themselves to her breasts, now brushing the front of his shirt, Sally decided this was the
time to press her advantage if an ugly scene was to be avoided. "So, big boy," she said,
letting her voice become a little more seductive. "You complain about what your wife
does for entertainment on her own time without ever stopping to think whether or not
she might have some pleasure coming to her. You sure you do your best to entertain
your wife so that she doesn't need outside stuff?"
"Well... I..." Jon began.
Sally knew she had to be careful of her timing. Any moment now the cornered husband
might go back on the offensive. Turning back to Alice, Sally said, "I think both of you
two babies need a little sex education. In fact, I think Aunty Sally is going to be giving
instructions starting right now."
Giving the fascinated Jon several little shoves that brought the back of his knees up
sharp against the edge of the bed so that he fell heavily on it, Sally ordered, "Now
watch this."
Before either husband or wife knew what was happening, Sally reached forward and
boldly unzipped Jon's fly. All of a sudden long cool fingers were suddenly extracting the
amazed young man's penis through the opening. With gaping mouth, Jon saw his cock
lying in Sally's palm, pulsing gently as it began to quicken into life.
"My you are fast," the smiling brunette said. "Let's see how long it takes you to cum."
Still sitting transfixed on the edge of the bed, Jon watched in disbelief as Sally slowly
lowered her dark head towards his penis, which was jerking larger with every passing
second. A moment ago he had been really enraged, and now a woman whose sheer
beauty and sensuality had always seemed to him to be an unattainable dream was
clearly about to take his cock in her mouth. Alice too watched in shocked awe. She by
all rights should be sickened and horrified watching another woman do this perverted
act to her own husband, but somehow, strangely, it seemed natural. Her own mouth
began to salivate as she watched Sally do something to Jon she had never even dreamed
about.
"Hey, what the..." she heard Jon say, but then his voice choked off as his lovely captor's
tongue shot out and stabbed against the tiny opening in the head of his cock. Under
that maddening stimulating his throbbing penis burst into its full glory, rearing up like
an angry cobra.
"Mmmmmmm... need some attention, do you boy?" Sally said, and then opening her
lips she slid them moistly over the now swollen purplish head and began to suck the tip
of her willing victim's cock. Staring down in amazement surprised young man looked
in stunned fascination at the beautiful dark head poised over his trembling loins. He
knew he could probably just reach down and push Sally away, but at the moment it
seemed like an impossible outrageous notion. Instead his eyes closed as erotic feelings
of sensual pleasure began to shoot upward from his hotly trapped penis.
"I... don't think... it's not..." he began, knowing that Alice was watching, but then with
an incoherent groan the young husband reached down to wrap his hands tightly in the
thick lustrous hair that spilled over his loins, and with a jerk he pulled Sally's lips down
farther onto his pulsating cock-shaft. To hell with everyone. And to hell with Alice!
After what he had caught her doing she should have to watch this!
For her part, his gaping wife stood watching in appreciative awe. She had been through
too much already today to be very upset by what was happening before her. What was
mostly bothering her was the unfulfilled feeling deep in her own hungry loins which
had been rudely deprived of the lust-satiating dog-penis only a few minutes ago. Staring
hungrily at her husband's desire-thickened rod of flesh disappearing up into Sally's
ovalled mouth, Alice found herself wishing that somehow it were being thrust up her
own wanting cunt instead.
The whole little scenario didn't take long, maybe less than two minutes, and then true
to form, Jon could feel the familiar bliss-filled churning in his balls.
"Jesus... oh Christ," he bellowed, "I'm cummmiiinng. Don't stop sucking... oh suck it
all."
His blood-rigid cudgel began to vibrate as the first hot jets rushed its swollen length.
This was the first time in his life the young man had ever had his cock sucked and he
was unprepared for the incredible sensation as Sally sucked madly on his spurting
member, working him to heights of passion that were almost unbearable. As his head
arched back in ecstasy he was able to see out of the corner of his eyes the almost
ludicrous picture of Sally's cheeks ballooning out from the pressure of his gushing
sperm and then hollowing again as she sucked madly. It seemed to go on for an
eternity and then the depleted young husband slumped back in the chair, his exhausted
penis deflating in Sally's mouth. The smiling brunette let the limp organ slip wetly from
her mouth and licked the last traces of hot sticky sperm from her lips.
"A new record for the hurdles," she said wryly. Turning to Alice she added, "I see what
you mean. You'd have to be in the Olympics to beat the cum off the mark." Her words
deflated Jon who thought she was making a fool of him.
"Let's see if we can't get the old boy ready for the next event," she said.
Even though he had just shot his wad, Jon could not help staring at the beautiful sleek
body now standing nakedly before him. For a moment his tortured eyes couldn't decide
whether he wanted to focus on the high, proud, dark-tipped breasts or feast on the
softly shadowed pussy that nestled up between Sally's smooth ivory-white thighs.
Moving closer to the still seated young husband, her hips jutting forward provocatively,
Sally reached out for one of his hands and then pulled him unresistingly to his feet. As
soon as he was standing before her, the exotic beauty moved closer still and began
slowly unbuttoning his shirt. Even before she pulled the garment completely from him,
the brazen seducer leaned forward and traced her stiffening nipples in tiny circles over
his naked chest. Immediately the gasping husband felt a faint lurching in his tired loins.
Even though he knew he should resist, Jon made no move to stop Sally as she began
undoing his belt. Before he knew it his trousers were in a heap on the floor of his guest
room.
"Get rid of your shoes," Sally ordered, and he did immediately not bothering to untie
them, just kicking them off. Jon was now standing wearing only his shorts, and while
his prick, poking through the shorts, was not exactly erect, it was also not as shrunken
and lifeless as a moment before, his lovely seducer began to work the shorts down over
his hips, letting the elastic waistband rub across the end of his still dripping cock. Once
the thin garment was down around his ankles, Jon automatically kicked them free, at
last standing completely naked, his reviving cock now at half-mast.
Wordlessly, Sally moved into his arms so that finally Jon was able to feel the full,
sensuous, naked length of this desirable woman against his own trembling flesh. He
pressed his lips down on hers, and for a long moment their tongues met, darting
together inside the moist caverns of their mouths, and then she was slipping down, her
soft flesh sliding lingeringly over his until she was on her knees before him. Reaching
forward, Sally took his cock in her hands and placed it gently in the valley between her
large taut breasts, then, sensuously, provocatively, the experienced woman pressed the
soft white mounds together, trapping his penis between their seductive warmth, and
began voluptuously working their tender beauty back and forth over his ever growing
penis.
From her vantage point Alice watched, fascinated by the smooth competent manner
which her friend managed her difficult husband. The young blonde was learning, all
right, and vowed that from now on she would use her magnificent body to her own
advantage.
"Okay let's do it again," Sally said. Sure enough, Jon was acutely aware of the huge
throbbing member that disappeared between his sultry neighbor's high-mounded
breasts. Never had it felt so big... never had he been so aware of its pulsating hardness.
Wondering what this incredible brunette would do for her next trick, the young
husband was totally unprepared for her next words.
"Okay you're hard again," she said moving back a little so his cock leaped free of her
imprisoning flesh, and sweeping an arm grandly toward Alice, she ordered.
"Go fuck your wife and do it right."
For frozen seconds neither Jon nor Sally moved, but their eyes met, shock registering
on each of their faces at these totally unexpected words. Then suddenly the raging need
in the young wife's unfulfilled pussy overflowed to sweep over her entire body in a wave
of red-hot lust.
"Okay Jon... come and fuck me... fuck me good and hard, this time."
With that she lay down on the rug, her legs lewdly parted and her graceful arms held
upward invitingly. Jon stood in dumb shock, wondering how his day had ever managed
to turn out like this. Looking down in amazement at his shamelessly aroused wife,
ready to fuck him in front of her friend, he began to realize that he definitely didn't
know her. There was a lot more to her than the timid faithful young woman he had
imagined her to be, but one thing was sure; she was hot to fuck and Christ knows, so
was he!
Quickly Jon positioned himself between his wife's long widespread legs, holding his
erect penis in his hands as it were a fleshy club.
"Oh, fuck me... fuck me... I want to be fucked," Alice cried out, her ass-cheeks grinding
down into the carpet. Needing no further encouragement, Jon fell forward on that soft
needing body, worming his cock up against her readily pulsing slit until the blood
swollen head popped up inside her hungry vagina. From the very first thrust, the eager
husband knew he had a new woman on her hands. She was like a panther, a straining,
clawing cat who made everyone else he had ever been with seem like a tame house cat
in comparison.
After only a few second's of frantic action Jon was beginning to wonder if he would be
able to handle his wife's long suppressed needs all by himself. Damn, she was a hot
needy fuck machine today. Whew, then it hit him. He remembered that when he had
first arrived home she had even been fucking their new dog!
The idea rushed over him at first making his head spin as the obscene thought rocketed
through his thoroughly aroused mind like a thunderclap. The very depravity of the plan
he was formulating caused the young man to stop short in his fucking, stunned by his
own audacity. Could he make it happen? Would it work? His wife, twisting
passionately below immediately noticed that he was no longer ruthlessly plunging his
cock up into her burning depths, and asked pleadingly, "What's the matter... Jon... for
God's sake, don't stop now."
"I'm not stopping, I just want you to wrap your arms and legs around me." Alice
obeyed without hesitation, and then gasped in surprise as Jon quickly rolled them both
over, until she was sitting on top, straddling his loins with his hotly throbbing penis
impaling her cunt once again. Never having made love in this position before, the
pleasantly surprised young wife began lifting her buttocks up in the air and then sliding
down on her husband's lust-rigid rod of flesh, delighted at the new sensations she could
work into her fiery cunt. Then she felt Jon's strong hands pulling her shoulders down
while his loins pushed her own hips high up in the air.
"Sally," the young husband called. "Get King over here." The dark-haired woman
hesitated a moment, but then the first faint glimmer of understanding came over her
face, changing to a lewd smile as she realized what her friend's husband had in mind.
"What's going on...?" Alice asked panting.
"We're going to have a three-way with the dog!" Jon gasped back. Still the confused
young woman did not really understand, but a second later she felt a familiar cold nose
sniffing at her buttocks as Sally led the big animal up to her obscenely raised ass-cheeks.
From the way the animal's nose was digging urgently up between her thighs, the young
wife knew he meant to fuck her, but everything was filled back there except...
"Oh my God... you're not going to let him fuck me in the ass... he's too big... oh God,
no... he'll tear me in half... no, no, no..."
"Now take it easy, honey," he panting husband coaxed. "Remember, your cunt was
virgin once, too. You'll love it after a little while."
The suddenly terrified blonde struggled to get up but her husband's tight embrace held
her fast, and then King's hairy forelegs settled once again around her tiny waist,
pinning her from behind.
"Oh please... no... not up my ass...
King... Jon..." the young wife pleaded. But it was too late. No one in the room would
have had the courage to pull King away now. He'd already been cheated of this luscious
morsel of human flesh once and now she lay helpless beneath him. The big dog moved
in closer, shuffling forward on his hind legs while his bright pink tongue lolled
excitedly from his mouth. Already the voyeuristically absorbed Sally could see his huge
scarlet cock sliding wetly from under his belly, ready to thrust up between the buttocks
of the young wife pinioned defenselessly below.
Alice felt the now familiar hot tapered point trail over her quivering buttocks, then slip
into the wide-stretched crevice between her ass-cheeks, finally catching for a second at
her tight little rubbery anus.
Sensing that pointed presence jabbing threateningly at her vulnerable anal opening, the
shaking young blonde tensed, knowing there were never any gently moves from King.
And sure enough, as soon as the big German shepherd sensed an available cavity before
him, his powerful loins jerked forward, worming the tip of his monstrous cock just up
inside the tight little rubbery anus.
Sensing that pointed presence jabbing threateningly at her vulnerable anal opening, the
shaking young blonde tensed, knowing there were never any gentle moves from King.
And sure enough, as soon as the German shepherd sensed an available cavity before
him, his powerful loins jerked forward, worming the tip of his monstrous cock just up
inside the tight little nether ring. Immediately the excited animal began his usual
machine-gun like thrusts, pounding into the cringing white buttocks ahead.
Bang, bang, bang, the huge cock thundered forward, each mighty thrust driving it
another inch into the young wife's hot rubbery depths. She held stock still for a
moment, her eyes widening in shock and pain, almost paralyzed by the terrible agony
that tore into her skewered belly.
"Aaaauuuggghh, aauuuuggghhh," she screamed. "He's killing me... stop him... get him
out of my ass... make him stop it." Her husband's only answer was a mighty thrust of
his own swollen penis up into her momentarily forgotten pussy from below, sending
incredible waves of sensation flooding through her sandwiched loins. For a moment this
new stimulation made Alice forget the bestial presence tearing apart her tender ass-hole,
and the desperate young woman decided to let the one fight the other. She found that
by screwing her cunt as far down as possible on her husband's penis, she could almost
cancel out the pain in her rectum. And in another few seconds she began to receive
little signals of pleasure from King's cock too as her anal muscles slowly relaxed and
stretched, allowing the big dog easier access to her rectal depths.
After a few experimental positions, the increasingly happy young woman found that the
two huge cocks pounding up into her innermost depths were now fucking into her in
lewd synchronization and she pressed back to meet their rhythmic forward rush, feeling
as if some great ball of fire was regularly filling her belly, only to wane and then fill her
once again.
Standing a few feet away the still naked Sally felt her temperature rapidly rising as she
stared at the obscene trio so near. Slowly her fingers groped down her body to slide
over her pussy hair before finally digging up into her hot cunt below. For a moment the
excited brunette was tempted to end it that way, to bring herself to orgasm with her
own fingers, but somehow that didn't seem adequate, confronted with the living image
of the three bodies locked tightly together on the carpet of her guest room. Impulsively
Sally dropped to her knees right beside Jon's head and then crawled close, lifting one
knee and placing it on the other side of him so that her steaming loins were poised
right over his face and her back was to Alice.
At first Jon didn't know what was happening, only realized that somehow the light had
been blocked out by some great hovering shadow, and then slowly he became aware of
the moistly steaming cunt poised so near, its narrow ribbon-like cuntal lips gaping open
hungrily showing the slippery pink flesh within. For a while he just gaped, but then he
heard Sally's voice.
"Come on Jon... eat me... eat my cunt..." Knowing now what was expected of him, Jon
saw the lewd feast slowly lowering itself to him and met it with his lips, opening them
to suck in the tender cuntal flesh while his eager tongue shot out to bury itself wetly up
into Sally's openly flowering vagina, causing such a bolt of sensual bliss to shoot
through Sally's gently flexed loins that her head shot back and then began to twist
wildly from side to side, the thick dark hair flying in a rich cloud about her lovely
exotic face. Alice suddenly found herself confronted with her friend's whitely rounded
ass-cheeks, looming right under her face, and after a little confusion lowered her head
to try and lick at Sally's tiny puckered anus, showing so clearly in the wide-split crack
of her buttocks, but it was almost impossible in that position because her whole body
was pitched forward every time King and Jon rammed into her from behind and below.
Strange exotic pleasures seeped into the pinioned young woman's whirling mind as she
was buffeted like sandwich filling between her three panting lust-crazed companions, a
mere pawn in their game of collective lust.
Lying on the bottom of it all, Jon delighted in the gift of Sally's tender, sweet-smelling
cunt, an unbelievable addition to the feel of his wife's pounding body over him and the
weird sensation of his new pet dog's cock moving against his own deep within her
loins, only a thin membrane separating the two rampaging male organs.
The four sex-crazed celebrants were unaware of how much time they spent locked
together in their obscene tableau, filling the room with desperate gasps and the lewd
wet sluicing sounds of passion-filled orifices. And at the center of it all was the lovely
previously innocent Alice. Never before in her whole life had the blonde wife been so
totally filled. Her whole nether region was stuffed with cock, her face buried against
Sally's ripe buttocks. How would it all end? How would it feel when those massive
threatening penises began to spew their hot loads up into her totally receptive body?
Suddenly her thoughts were interrupted by a choked moan ahead as Sally began to
climax, driven to a wild frenzy by Jon's furiously lapping tongue, her hot pussy juices
gushing down over the groaning man's upraised face. Alice could feel her friend's
buttocks jerking and trembling against her cheek, spasming in primal release, and then
Sally was gone, collapsing forward onto the rug in a moaning heap.
Getting a second wind from viewing her dark-haired friend's powerful orgasm, the
wildly aroused young wife crashed back against the two cocks behind, her lascivious
wigglings finally push King over the edge so that all at once the big dog began
emptying his animal sperm far up into the hot clutching depths of her quivering belly.
The hard hot jets seemed to touch off some delicate trigger inside the already half
maddened blonde wife.
"Oh God... fill me with your cum... fuck it into me... do me... do me."
Alice jerked back against the spouting dog-cock several times, wantonly drawing the
milky liquid from it, choking it with her rectal muscles, finally making it give up in
weary exhaustion, all the life drained from it. As the German shepherd's shrinking
scarlet member flopped uselessly from the tight little pucker of her anus, the young
blonde now found herself alone with her husband, his the only lust-engorged penis still
invading her wildly aroused body. Knowing that her own orgasm was only seconds
away, the sex-crazed wife began to raise her suddenly freed buttocks high in the air so
that almost all of her husband's thickly gleaming penis slid out of her streaming pussy
before she crashed heavily back down again, as if to drive the huge pleasure-giving shaft
all the way through her body.
"I'm, I'm... I'm cumming... I'm cummmmmmmiiinnng... aaahhhhh."
The tired young husband smiled up as his beautiful blonde wife sobbed out her passion
above.
"I've still got something for you, baby," Jon said with tender glee, and then his own
sperm shot up from the sanctuary of his balls to race the length of his pistoning cock
before finally mingling far up inside her wife's churning cunt with her own gushing
love juices. For endless moments the young married couple strained together in final
bliss, joined by the hot life-giving cum that flooded out over their tightly locked loins.
When it was over, and they lay still at last, their arms remained locked around one
another in loving embrace as they were finally joined together in mutually shared bliss.
Suddenly, Jon let out a small chuckle.
"What is it, Jon," Alice asked.
"Well, I was just thinking that I thought on the way home that we might all go over for
a swim this afternoon. This isn't exactly what I had in mind."
"Well, it's what I had in mind," Sally exclaimed moving a little nearer to the now
smiling couple. Warmly they opened their arms to her, but before she slipped into the
loving embrace, the beautiful brunette looked back over her shoulder.
"King... come here and join us... you won't be welcome at the pool but you're sure as
hell welcome around here."
The big German shepherd came bounding over with happy bark of joy. He was loved.
He had a whole new family that appreciated his talents.
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Chapter 1


Maggie Fenderson had always wanted a theatre of her own. She had directed at least
one production in every little theatre in every city that bordered on the town of
Hargrove and was tired of making do with what other people considered adequate
dressing room space or adequate storage or adequate lighting, etc. It was a tall dream
for a woman with little money. Directors in little theatres work on an honorarium
system and the money rarely covers expenses. Maggie had always had to do something
else to support herself and her daughter from scooping ice cream at soda fountains to
clerical work at the bank. But she let her dream be known, and finally, someone
thought of her in a will. Old Jonas Black left his Hargrove warehouse to her along with
enough money to start her with a few lights, some paint and lumber and lots of hope.
Musicals were the most expensive shows to put on, but they also brought the largest
houses. When Maggie sat down to plan her season, she knew that she must begin with
a musical, but the royalties alone were far beyond her reach. Then she had a bright
idea. There was a lot of musical talent in Hargrove and in the cities surrounding it. She
would stage an old fashioned minstrel show, like the ones she started out in years ago.
For Maggie, although her dyed red hair and her pert, curvaceous figure would have
fooled anyone, was forty-five years old. She remembered the minstrel shows that used
to be so popular around, although no one much younger than she seemed to recall. But
if she could get boys like the Easter Brothers, providing she could keep Johnny Easter
sober, to dance in her show she knew she could draw a full house every weekend.
Her own fifteen year old daughter, Jo Ann, was ready for the stage, too. In fact, Maggie
was starting to think about getting an agent for her. She was a pretty little natural
strawberry blond, very sweet and almost unassuming, but when she opened her buttery
little mouth, the deepest, sexiest, most melodic tones would waft out and shiver right up
Maggie's spine. She could imagine what effect Jo Ann's voice must have on men! Nor
was she far wrong about that! The Fenderson Company was not very deep into
rehearsals before Jimmy Easter had been charmed irremediably by Jo Ann and could be
seen gazing at her from the wings or from the house at any time he was not dancing
himself.
The twenty three year old Johnny Easter noticed her, too, but he had been more or less
commandeered by the producing and directing mother, Maggie, in an effort to keep
him sober enough to do his act. His kid brother, Jimmy, was nineteen and so had the
better chance, anyway, but his own jealousy could not help but interpose in the guise of
brotherly advice.
"What foh do you want to bother with white girls, Jimmy? Don't you know youse goin'
to get hurt, thas all?"
Jimmy's English was not as black sounding as his brother's. Indeed, their parent's
English was not as black sounding as Johnny's. Johnny had had a rough time with a
white employer as a kid and had a chip on his shoulder as far as white people went. He
did not want to sound white but as black as he could sound. "Look who's talking!" his
brother Jimmy grinned.
"I know what Ise doin', brother. Politics. I lay for politics."
But Jimmy Easter paid no attention. There had begun to be some response on Jo Ann's
part. He was sure she had begun to sing some of her songs, the love songs, directly to
him, and though he would never tell Johnny about it, she had finally suggested that
they hide in the theatre after rehearsal tonight so they could get a chance to talk
together. It was perfectly safe to stay because the guard dog was not really a trained
one. Maggie had cut expenses by simply getting a big black German Shepard that she
brought to the theatre at night herself, and since Blacky, as they called him after their
benefactor, Jonas Black, knew Jo Ann as one of his mistresses, he would not only let
them stay in the theatre, which a trained guard dog would not, but he would guard
them against other intruders!
After all the lights were turned off and everyone had gone home, the building was so
dark that Jo Ann could not imagine how Blacky could ever find an intruder. When she
thought it was safe, she found a dressing room light that could not be seen from
anywhere outside and put it on.
"Let's sit here in the wings where it isn't so bright," she suggested to her dancing
friend. "We can sit on these curtains."
Yes, everything was at Jo Ann's suggestion. He didn't push himself on her. In fact, he
had never dreamed that she would be at all interested. He was accustomed to having all
kinds of girls interested in him the way girls are in performers, but Jo Ann was a
performer herself and capable of magnetizing any boy or man she wanted. Yet she had
chosen him. She had asked him to stay in the theatre with her. She had suggested
where they sit. And she had put her arms around his neck almost immediately.
The old warehouse-turned-theatre was completely still for some time after the young
girl's beautiful white arms had snaked around the black boy's neck. It .was almost as if
even the mice had been hypnotized into silence by the new drama opening that night in
their old playground. Suddenly a deep moan issued from the folded up drapes off stage
left and there was a suggestion in the blue velvet folds of material of a half-hidden
movement. It was almost dark where the sound issued from, but there was a single
shaft of dim light from a dressing room that shone upon something white. It was pretty
little Jo Ann's face, twisted in uncertainty. Another moan issued from her lips as the
figure of the nineteen year old boy hovered over her.
"Oooooohhhh, Jimmy, I think we should stop." Her melodic voice was shaky and
breathless.
Jimmy looked down at the beautiful blue-eyed girl, unable to move. She was only fifteen
and he was crazy about her, and this had already gone much further than he had
expected. He was a little frightened. He had thought that they would just steal a hidden
kiss but one thing had led to another. Now she lay panting and twisting beneath him.
He had never seen her like this before. He had never seen any girl quite as hot as this.
Of course, he had not had that much opportunity yet with his job and his dancing. But
what girls he had known had never been aroused this quickly. He could only believe
that Jo Ann really cared as much as he did. She lay writhing beneath him, her moans of
passion exciting him as he had never been excited before. He could feel his hotly
pulsing prick forming a great bulge under his thin trousers. He felt helpless against its
desperate throbbing, and the desire to take her right there on the blue velvet curtains
raced through his entire body. He could feel the warmth of her flesh, smell her
intoxicating female odor. Her voluptuously firm body pressed up against him caused a
scorching tingle deep in his loins.
Jo Ann reached out for him and clasped him tightly, desperately. He could hear her
heavy breathing. The tenderness and love he felt for her made his longing even
stronger, and he gasped, "God, we've got to stop this right now, Jo Ann, or it'll be too
late. I can't stand it much longer."
Her answer was a low animal-like moan deep in her throat. Her soft white hands
clasped his young black neck and pulled his face down against hers so that their cheeks
caressed while her hips pressed against him, rubbing up and down against the hard
protuberance of his erected aching cock. With a joyful feeling that they were one person
rather than two, he buried his warm lips in her soft neck and moved his strong hands
quiveringly down the smooth flesh of her upper back until they were hidden
underneath her between her dress and the curtains.
He pulled her ripe young body up hard against him as his lewdly exploring fingers
reached the beginning of the outward flare of her hips. His shaking hands moved down
over the softness of her flesh until they were cupping her firmly rounded asscheeks in
sensual ecstasy. He forced her hips into his, crushing her loins against his rock hard
prick until it hurt him, torturing himself. Her ass was smooth and hard as she strained
against him, then she relaxed and the twin white mounds swelled out into his big
hands.
"Do you love me?" he found himself whispering, wondering where he got the nerve to
pray for so much, for he was praying.
Her arms moved tighter around his neck in reply and she kissed him so hard that his
full sensuous lips were crushed back against his teeth, and he could hardly breathe.
"I love you," she whispered softly. Jo Ann Fenderson's whole being thrilled with the
words as she said them.
She had dreamed of this moment ever since she had first seen the Easter Brothers
dance, a time so long ago she could not even remember when. But she had always
thought of them as never touching ground, as though gravity had no control over them.
She had always been entranced by the younger one especially. He was the one who had
always emanated the gentle innocence of an angel. Now here he was at just the right
time! What if her mother had started the theatre while Jo Ann had still been just a
skinny kid, like she was last year! But her angular body had blossomed out with perfect
timing, and she had watched it blossom, too. Many nights in the privacy of her room
she had taken her clothes off and excitedly looked in the mirror to see how her breasts
had swelled out high and firm and to marvel at the silky sheen of softly curling red
pubic hair that had made its appearance as a little sensuous triangle up between her
long shapely legs.
From the very auditions for this show, she had seen Jimmy Easter watching her. She
was not sure at first what he meant by it. She always felt his eyes on her while she sang,
but she had been careful. At first she had been downright cool and unresponsive, as if
she didn't care whether he existed or not, even though her heart was beating like a
triphammer. She didn't want him to get the impression that she was going to be some
easy conquest. She knew instinctively that he would t never respect her if she did. No,
she let him come after her, convincing himself little by little that this seemingly
unattainable creature was the only girl he could ever possibly want. Then she let him
see that he was wearing her down until finally, tonight, she had been unable to resist
any longer.
They had sat down together in the dim light from the dressing room on the velvet
curtains and she had reached up. Then he had taken her in his arms and kissed her
hard on the mouth, a deep burning passionate kiss that she had felt echo clear through
her whole being. Her body had responded in a way that had amazed her and in a few
minutes they were lying on the drapes pressed tightly together, writhing against one
another as their accumulated frustrations came to the surface. She knew that she should
be even more careful now, that she could ruin the whole of her carefully laid plans to
capture his heart, but she was helpless now, ruled completely by the growing fire that
burned up between her firm young thighs, brought to life by his big strong hands as
they ran up and down her body with growing urgency.
Jimmy's fingers slid over her now hotly throbbing white tits and moved down the
roundness of her hips to the resilient firmness of her thighs. They began to work at the
hem of her dress, pulling it up slowly until he could feel the soft silky fabric of her little
panties. She moaned gently under his insistent touch and pulled him tighter against
her. It was then that she felt the sudden shock of something cool and damp being
shoved against her unprotected belly, accompanied by a low puzzled whine. She looked
up quickly and could just barely make out that Blacky was trying to force his big doggie
head in between her body and Jimmy's. He was whining and seemed very upset by
their frantic movements, but the girl had no time to understand him now.
"Go away, Blacky. Go take care of the theatre. Go on," she hissed, barely able to
recognize her own passion-distorted voice. The black dog, unaccustomed to harsh
words, slunk back into the shadows. He moved back at least out of the light and sat
back on his haunches as he worriedly watched the young couple go furiously back to
their activities.
Jimmy Easter's searching fingers had found the tight elastic leg band of her panties and
gently but persistently pushed his outstretched middle finger up inside until he could
feel her soft pubic mound. She wriggled under his touch knowing that she should stop
him but straining her body toward his obscenely probing finger all the same. Slowly he
tugged the skimpy panties down until the young singer's cuntal mound lay completely
exposed to his every wanton caress.
Inside the tight confines of his trousers, his hard prick was throbbing wildly. He forced
one of his hands to leave the smooth perfection of her young body and began to tug at
the zipper of his fly. He had to free his pulsatingly rock-hard demanding shaft. He had
to have release from this sweet torture. Immediately! The urgency of his passion had
become unendurable and his swollen cock gave an involuntary jolt, moving up sharply
toward his belly as he released it.
"Oooooooohhhhh, no, darling," – she called him darling! – "we have got to stop. It
isn't right. Now... but I can't." Jo Ann moaned softly as the young dancer's bloated
prick came into view, but at the same time she couldn't take her eyes away from the
black desire-thickened staff as it jerked upward. It sent a bolt of frantic desire racing
through her such as she had never felt before. She had necked and petted with other
boys, but it had never gone this far. She had felt the stiffness of their aroused young
cocks through their trousers or jeans, but she had never before seen a fully erected prick
and she marvelled at the size of Jimmy's had grown to in his excitement.
She turned on her side with her dress bunched up above her waist and her panties
tangled down at her knees, presenting her smooth white young body in the eerie light
to his eager gaze. The she reached around behind him and pulled him toward her until
she could feel the heated hardness of his blood-filled cock jerking against her naked
stomach. A thrill of delicious sensation shot through her loins as the huge spongy head
pressed deep into her soft flesh.
His big black hands began again to dance down toward the intimate crease of her wet
young cunt, and he began to slowly finger her pubic mound, searching for the little
hair-lined lips of her cunt. His finger strayed across the hard little button of her clitoris.
He began to massage it gently with his middle finger while Jo Ann moaned and writhed
her body furiously under his touch.
"That's really super," she breathed indistinctly from below. Her own lily white hand
dropped down to seize his big black throbbing prick, and she heard him give a sudden
gasp as her slender fingers closed around the heated flesh of his throbbing young cock.
He began to rock his hot body back and forth against the pressure of her hand, and his
breath came in short laboring gasps. One of his hands groped downward desperately
and he quickly, brutally, thrust his index finger deep in between the quivering wet lips
of her virginal little pussy. She gasped in pain and shock at the sudden intrusion.
"Oh slower! It hurts, Jimmy. Do it slower!"
But by now the young dancer was deafened to her pleas by the rasping of his own
heavy breathing. He continued the punishing action of his extended finger as he thrust
it more and more quickly in and out of her tightly clinging cunt like a small fucking
cock. Jo Ann struggled against the pain for a moment but then she felt it lessen as her
cunt began to open and become lubricated. Her lubricants were beginning to flow in
response to the thrusting presence deep within her aching loins. Then she became
afraid that he would puncture the precious virginity she had so carefully protected, and
she tried to push him away but the weight of his body prevented her.
His blood-engorged prick was jerking and throbbing wildly now as it fucked in and out
of her tightly clenched hand. Jimmy felt that he couldn't wait. He was about to cum
and he wanted to ram his wildly pulsating cock deep into her devouring belly. He had
to have her and have her now!
Both Jimmy and Jo Ann were totally oblivious to the presence of the huge German
Shepherd as he sat nervously just a few feet away. Small puzzled whining sounds were
coming from his throat. His ears were sharply pointed forward and quivering, and his
front legs kept shifting uneasily under him. If he could only decide whether or not the
boy was hurting his mistress, he would tear him apart. But Blacky was familiar with all
the people in the production, and he sensed that his mistress liked this young human in
particular. But the frenzied writhings of the young couple, the sharply increasing moans
of the young girl to whom he was so devoted, and the unfamiliar musky odors of
human sex that emanated from Jo Ann's aroused young body were almost more than
he could stand. He started to move forward but then halted, remembering his mistress
had ordered him away. He sat down nervously once more on his haunches, unable to
stop his body from slowly inching forward, his eyes riveted on the young couple locked
so lewdly together before him.
From deep in her throat, Jo Ann had begun to cough out a strange velvet medley of
sounds until Jimmy didn't know whether he was hurting her or if they were due to
growing passion. With a great effort he slowed the rhythm of his finger fucking and
tried to force her over onto her back so that he could take her as she should be taken.
"Noooooo, Jimmy. We mustn't do that! We mustn't do that now! Please!"
In his pent-up passion, the panting youth ignored her pleas and forced her over until
she lay completely open, exposed and vulnerable and shimmering white in the faint
light. His painfully throbbing cock was about to burst, and he made an attempt to pry
her fingers from his thick shaft so that he could begin fucking her at once. She
desperately tightened her grip around his eagerly jerking cock, not wanting to let it
loose to plunge into her defenseless cunt. He pulled back away harder, and she could
feel the hot hardness of it slowly slipping through her hand.
She heard him gasp, "Damn it, damn it! I'm going to cum! I'm going to cum now!" as
her fingers slid over the sensitive flesh of his hard rounded cock-head. She could feel a
sudden hot flood cover the palm of her hand as his hips thrust wildly forward in
thwarted passion. She could feel the jerking muscles in his cock as they spasmodically
contracted, shooting forth his white hot sperm so that it ran from between her fingers
onto the curtains. Just then Blacky got to his feet, goaded beyond endurance by their
final struggle, and he began to bark loudly and continuously. The sound echoed sharply
through the empty building.
"Quiet, Blacky! Quiet," Jo Ann hissed desperately as with one weakening thrust Jimmy
flopped forward onto her, his rapidly deflating prick slipping out of her hand. She was
sure the noise the big dog was making would bring the police to investigate and quickly
she pulled on her own clothing, urging Jimmy to do the same. "We'd better get out of
here anyway," she mumbled while she pulled her panties on. "Stay!" she ordered Blacky
sternly as she and Jimmy, both of them feeling a mixture of shame and disappointment,
slipped out the back stage door into the night.
Jimmy tried hard to apologize to her as they neared her house, which was only half a
block away, but the words stuck in his throat. He was crazy about Jo Ann, but after all,
he had not been the one to start it, and he hadn't, after all, finished it either.
"Bye," he said as they reached the door. "Your mother won't say nothin' about your
being out?"
"Oil, it's all right," Jo Ann smiled. She could sense something was amiss in him. Most
boys wanted to hold a girl's hand when they walked along. Maybe she had disappointed
him, and thinking back, she could understand that. "I'm sorry if I... if I..." She reached
up and pecked him on the cheek before he could suspect she was going to and then was
gone into the house.
Jo Ann had just closed the door behind her when she heard a strange groan with an
unearthly pleading tone to it as though someone were being tortured. She stopped still
with surprise. Her first thought was that while she was busy playing with Jimmy in the
theatre, some fiend had broken into her home and was assaulting her mother. For a
minute she thought of sneaking back out and getting Blacky. Then the pleading voice
spoke again.
"Oh, God! Yessssss! Yesssssss! Do it to me like that!"
It was her mother again, and her voice slurred in a desperate pleading tone Jo Ann had
never heard before. The confused young girl paled in the darkness as a new and
disturbing thought came into her mind. The man was obviously hurting her mother,
but it didn't sound as if it were against her will, the way she was almost crying for him
to continue. Yet perhaps he was one of those men who enjoyed hearing women beg. Jo
Ann stood breathlessly in the hallway trying to make up her mind what to do. She
didn't dare call the police or anyone else unless she was certain what was going on.
How she wished she had brought Jimmy in with her!
She took a deep breath and tiptoed up to her mother's bedroom where a thin crack of
light gleamed along the bottom of the door. Moving the glass handle very carefully, she
let the door swing slowly into the room until she could see what was going on inside.
The fifteen year old child could not believe her eyes!
The bed was near the door, so near that Jo Ann was sure she would be seen opening
the door, but she wasn't. Her mother was lying nakedly spread-eagled in the center of
the bed so close that Jo Ann could have reached out and touched her... well, almost.
The older woman's red head was rolling back and forth on the mattress, her face
contorted in ecstasy. A very black man was kneeling between her widespread legs,
running his lips and tongue moistly up and down her wantonly trembling body. The
man had obviously sucked her mother's heaving tits into quivering hardness and then
traced a wet hot path down to the flat plane of her jerking stomach and inner thighs.
Her mother writhed beneath his flicking caresses like a woman possessed, with her
hands tangled tightly in his hair, pulling his lips greedily to her hungering flesh. It was
a moment before the girl outside the room could see enough of the man's face to
recognize him as Jimmy's brother, Johnny Easter!
Her heart skipped a beat. She recalled now that her mother had said she was going to
have to think of some way to keep Johnny happy and off the bottle so that he would
show up for his performances. Johnny had a bad reputation lately for getting drunk and
skipping scheduled appearances. It was what kept the brothers from the big time, but
Johnny steadfastly refused any kind of help. He wouldn't go to AA or a psychiatrist or
even a regular doctor. Jo Ann knew that the Easter Brothers were a crucial element in
her mother's show, but was the show worth making love to a man you did not love?
The fifteen year old leaned forward, gripping the side of the door frame until her hands
ached, completely incapable of movement. The stunned young girl knew she should
sneak away. She tried to blot the shocking picture from her mind but she couldn't. She
had to look. The obscene spectacle was mesmerizing her. Her mind rebelled at
watching a man toying with the naked, squirming body of her own mother. It was
depraved and lewd, but she could not turn away. She found to her amazement that
there was a certain wicked satisfaction in watching this pagan scene. Her mother was
beautiful, she thought, as she gazed intoxicated rapture at the nakedly enchanting figure
spread in sacrifice on the bed before her. She was already forty-five years old, and her
voluptuous white tits were still as firm as a girl's. Her waist was slender and swelled out
into beautifully rounded hips and thighs of a mature woman. Her red hair lay in a pool
of stark contrast with the white pillow and one black hand that rested momentarily
beside it.
Johnny had worked the older woman up to a fever pitch. Her mouth was hanging open
wide in ecstatic rapture and her glassy lust-smoked eyes stared up into nothingness. He
placed himself in position over her rapidly rising and falling belly, his face hanging
within inches of the dark-haired pussy mound below. His hands were pressed down on
the soft swell of her stomach, and his thumbs dug into the fleshy outer flanges of her
cunt lips. Jo Ann sucked in her stomach with a gasp as she saw his black thumbs
massage the passion-swollen pink flesh for a moment. The he pulled outward slowly,
parting the sparsely curling hair and exposing the moist, red slit of her mother's cunt.
The dainty bud of the older woman's clitoris was clearly visible, throbbing into
hardness just above the stretched elastic opening of her cuntal entrance.
Johnny's handsome black head dropped, his long pink wet tongue snaking out to flick
teasingly at the quivering little nub of raw nerves at the top of her slit. Her mother's
nakedly squirming body jerked at the electric contact, and her legs clamped tightly
together around his head, her soft inner white thighs imprisoning his ears in a vise-like
grip. Her hips began a slow up and down movement in rhythm to the probing fuck of
his wetly slavering tongue, and soft mewls of animal pleasure came from between her
clenched teeth. Caught in a mindless fit of uncontrolled lust, the beautiful woman's
upper torso writhed like a belly dancer's as she lay back naked and panting on the
mattress.
As she watched her mother twisting lustfully under the depraved sucking of her loins,
Jo Ann's mouth gaped in disbelief. Her own torso began an involuntary swaying in
time to that of her mother's as the older woman's body squirmed in lewd surrender to
the nerve-shattering licking of the tongue and lips glued to her insanely throbbing cunt.
Jo Ann was suddenly aware that her own wetly pulsating pussy was still burning in
unfulfilled passion from the furious action of Jimmy's finger up between her legs only
minutes before. Without knowing how it got there, she found her own hands cupping
the aching mounds of her tits, trapping the hardened sensitive nipples between thumb
and forefinger through the thin material of her summer dress. Her fingers began
squeezing until a tiny excruciating sensation brought a gasp of surprised pleasure from
her own lips. She pushed closer to the door so that she could better see the lewdly
exciting spectacle going on within.
Then Johnny's lips began crawling up her mother's squirming body. They worked their
way up slowly, pausing now and then at soft sensitive spots for a quick flick of the
tongue that would bring further moans of delight and frustration from her mother's
tightly clenched teeth. It was then that Jo Ann could clearly see Johnny's long thick
cock protruding from his groin. It looked to Jo Ann like a burned and gnarled stump of
a tree, and stood out from the curly black pubic hair covering his powerful belly. His
hard cock was enormous, and Jo Ann shuddered as she saw it pause momentarily over
her mother's little cuntal opening. The peering young strawberry blond girl thought
that the naked man was going to stick it in and begin fucking immediately, but he
didn't. Instead, he slowly slid all the way up the older woman's slippery sweat-soaked
body and straddled her passionately quivering tits, then sat back slightly on his ass,
pushing the soft resilient mounds flat against her chest.
The great black lust-thickened cock stood straight out from his belly with its swollen
rubbery head but a few inches above the helplessly trapped woman's gasping mouth.
Johnny reached one hand back behind him and with a quick flick of his wrist shove his
outstretched middle finger deep up between her wide-open legs, skewering it into the
pink, moist flanges of her cunt up to the flat of his palm. She jerked as he rotated it
around inside, teasing the wet sensitive walls until the frantic woman panted and
gasped, breathing a moan of surrender to the lascivious plundering her body was
undergoing.
Jo Ann could see her mother try to squirm away from the teasing torture, but Johnny's
knees were holding her shoulders and arms pinned tightly down against the mattress.
She was completely at his mercy. A lewd sadistic grin lined his lips as he reached down
with his free hand and rubbed the underside of his massive cock-head in a slow teasing
circle around her wetly parted lips. A second later, her tongue flicked hungrily out from
between her teeth, licking at the tiny opening in the head. A thin string of white pre
cum seeping from it stretched across her open mouth. She strained forward, the cords
in her neck standing out, trying to suck the mocking instrument into her mouth. But
Johnny laughed above her and kept it just out of reach, allowing only the tip of her
pink tongue to lick up and down the underside. The naked older woman moaned and
strained until Jo Ann could feel herself struggling with her in her mind.
The teenager's breath was coming in time to her mother's gasps beneath the thick
teasing prick. The muscles in her own body were taut as bowstrings as she reacted
involuntarily to the lewdly exciting scene before her. Slowly the young girl's right hand
left her tit to trail a slow, teasing path down her soft young belly. She jerked as it slid
into the elastic waistband of her panties to rub thrillingly at the sparse pubic hairs
rising from the vee up between her thighs. One of her fingers played for a moment,
then suddenly curled down into the moistly ready slit up between her legs, the same slit
where Jimmy's fingers had been so thrillingly stroking only minutes before. Her
fingernail scraped gently at the tiny bud of her clitoris, sending it springing into
quivering life.
As she breathlessly watched the lewd scene inside her mother's bedroom, Jo Ann jerked
forward as her own searching hand curled further down her loins, parting the soft lips
of her cunt to insistently snake its way inside the tight elastic opening of her virginal
little cunt sending wild electric shocks of pleasure stabbing through her. She ground her
pussy down hard against her own impaling finger and her body began a gentle rocking
motion in time to Johnny's hand fucking into her mother's shamelessly undulating
right in front of her.
Suddenly, Johnny, in what looked to Jo Ann like a brutal action pulled Maggie's head
up off the mattress and thrust forward to ram the lust-swollen head of his prick deep
into her gaping mouth.
There was a deep gurgling in her mother's throat and Jo Ann held her breath as she
watched. She was certain her mother was going to choke from the sheer size of the
massive organ buried between her wide-stretched lips, but the older woman only began
hungrily sucking at the great black pulsating shaft, groaning as though she had waited
all her life for this lewd feast. Johnny rose to his knees, and with one hand still holding
her head up by the red hair and the other once again sunk deep into her wetly gaping
cunt, he began buffeting the doubly impaled woman's body cruelly up and down the
mattress. Jo Ann watched horrified fascination as her mother's tightly ovaled lips sucked
with all their might on the huge cock fucking into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed on
the outstroke and expanded obscenely on the instroke, and her eyes were glazed with a
wild, ecstatic film of animal lust that the young girl had never dreamed existed. Its very
rawness brought a low moan to her own lips, her tongue circling them nervously as she
felt the juices of her own tight little pussy increase their flow up between her legs,
drenching her thrusting palm with a warm moisture.
Now through the haze of her own half-seeing passion, she saw her mother's rounded
mouth inside the room voraciously sucking at the growing black stalk of inflated male
cock flesh sawing into her buttery mouth. The thin elastic rim of her lips clung to it as
though held there by unseen fingers. Johnny grinned lewdly above her as he fucked
into her willing mouth and watched her lust-contorted face suck and lick at his
throbbing cock like a child devouring a chocolate bar. She had freed both hands now
and placed them behind his swaying black ass, one cheek in each hand, and was pulling
his loins maniacally to her. Jo Ann could see saliva dripping from the corners of her
mouth and running in tiny rivulets down her hollowing cheeks. Her mother was clearly
revelling in the cruel humiliation that the older member of the Easter Brothers'
Dancing Partnership was subjecting her to, a masochistic light shining strangely in her
lust-glazed eyes.
Unfamiliar thrills of wicked pleasure were coursing through the hotly aroused young
teenager's entire being as she watched her mother succumb to the depraved sucking of
Johnny's thick black cock. She discovered that her own lips were ovaled as if she, too,
were sucking, and the lewd imagery caused her hips to begin lasciviously circling in
rhythm to her own hand fucking into her burning cunt. To the teenager's lust-crazed
eyes, Johnny's heavy, pummeling shaft seemed to disappear completely into her
mother's face as he drove forward with hollowing asscheeks like a pile-driver with each
fuck until the coarse hair of his loins brushed the tip of her white nose. Her sperm
tightened balls danced beneath, slapping in unison against her upraised chin with each
hard thrust.
Good God! Jo Ann thought dimly. He's going to strangle her. He's going to cum in her
mouth, and the hot, sticky stuff will choke her! He'll kill her!
But as the horrified girl watched, Johnny yanked his wildly jerking cock suddenly from
his mother's sucking lips and held the huge dark tip about two inches away from her
face. With an expiring groan from his lust-contorted lips, his prick began spewing white
hot cum directly into her wide-open mouth. The hard, quick spurts streamed from it
like milk from a cow, filling her mouth to the brim. The passion-crazed older woman
swallowed voraciously, not wanting to lose a drop of the lust-inciting fluid. Her throat
moved in and out lewdly trying to keep up with the wildly ejaculating sperm spewing
into her face.
Jo Ann groaned at the obscene picture of her mother's self-inflicted humiliation as
Johnny's black cock throbbed out its last remaining spurts. Thin strings of the sticky
white fluid ran down from the tip of his prick to her wetly glistening lips, linking them
in an obscene spider web of sexual connection. Then suddenly, instinctively, Jo Ann
withdrew from the doorway. She thought that what she would like to do is sneak back
into her bedroom. Yet she was afraid to stay in the house. It was ironical, really. As
much in love as she was with Jimmy Easter, she was deathly afraid of his big brother,
Johnny.


Chapter 2


Jo Ann headed instinctively back to the theatre. At least there she would have Blacky's
reliable protection. The confused teenager knew she should be shocked and horrified by
the lewd and sinful scene she had just witnessed between Johnny Easter and her own
mother, Maggie Fenderson. Yet she knew that her mother was only trying to keep
Johnny from disappearing with some other woman on a drinking bout. What made him
do those things? He had such a wonderful talent. Why he and his brother could be at
the very top of the entertainment world already if the man could only solve his
problems, whatever they were. She sighed and slipped into the dark theatre. She had to
giggle for a minute, too, as she heard Blacky's tail thumping somewhere as he
recognized his mistress's scent. Soon his nose was in her hand and the two of them
made their way to the folded curtains and Jo Ann saw that she had forgotten to put out
the dressing room light! Well, she would put it off in a minute and snuggle down to
sleep beside Blacky on the folds of the velvet curtain. But first she had to figure out
what was going on in her newly blossoming little body!
Twice tonight she had been brought near the peak of sexual fulfillment only to have it
cut off before she had realized complete gratification. This was the first time in her
young life that her virginal young body had ever been so wildly aroused. And she felt as
though she were lying on a bed of nails! She needed release! Maybe it would help if she
did something about it herself. She began to pull off her clothes as she had done many
times before when she was by herself, never fully realizing why she had done it, only
knowing that there was something sensuously exciting about the feeling of the air on
her budding young body.
In a few seconds her clothes were in a pile beside the curtains, and she collapsed
backwards on the velvet with a half-stifled moan of unfulfilled passion. Her tiny young
nipples were standing out like two berries topping a bowl of cream in the light from the
dressing room. The fine reddish blond hair that barely covered her virginal pussy was
only a suggestion of a fire in the eerie light. She began to rub the palms of her hands
slowly and sensuously over her naked body from the flat plane of her taut little belly to
the tiny tips of her proudly upthrust tits. Her thighs ground together in a slow hypnotic
rhythm, causing sharp new thrills to shoot lightning-like through her hungering young
cunt.
Uneasy, Blacky sat on his haunches a few feet away. He started several little sharp
motions forward but checked himself each time. This night had been full of new and
strange emotions for him, too. He had seen his beloved young mistress in a new light.
They had been together for almost a year now, and she and her mother were all he
knew and loved. They had romped and played together, and he understood that when
they left him in this big place at night that it was his to protect. He protected it for
them. There had been times when he and his young mistress had curled up together in
sleep. He had licked her face in his happiness, and she had thrown her arms around
him and held him close.
Tonight, though, he had seen her change as she lay on the clothes with the young man.
A strange passionate wildness had emanated from her that aroused some dark longings
in his animal heart as he smelled the heavy pungent odor of her sexual arousal. He
watched her now as she writhed on the velvet curtains before him, and a low halfwhine, 
half-growl emanated from his throat.
Jo Ann didn't notice this at first. She had been letting the obscene images of her mother
and Johnny Easter drift excitingly through her mind. She knew she was only putting it
off. She knew that in a few seconds she would once again plunge her fingers deep up
into her madly burning pussy and stroke in and out until blessed relief came. But she
sensed somehow that it would never be the same as having a real prick thrust into her,
to feel a domineering male body hovering over her, driving her to heights of passion
that were impossible any other way. Her fingertips were just sliding up her thighs,
dancing teasingly over the soft curling hairs of her pubic mound, when she heard that
strange sound come once again from deep in Blacky's throat. She looked around in
surprise.
The huge German shepherd had gotten to his feet and was approaching her. His
massive head dropped once toward her loins, then he looked up at her questioningly.
For a moment there was a blank look of surprise on the girl's face, but this slowly
changed to an expression of shameless lust as she remembered the ecstatic look on her
mother's face as Johnny had kissed her cuntal flesh. Nervously she wet her lips and
raised up on her elbows, her knees drawn up and wide apart. She nodded with her head
toward her hotly throbbing cunt, then put her finger down and pointed to it.
"That's all right. Lick it, Blacky," she said in a hoarse whisper. The huge German
shepherd lowered his head to the now panting girl's warmly perfumed pussy and began
sniffing. His tail wagged and trembled as though he had found a bitch in heat. The
naked young girl moaned in shock as the cold nose suddenly made contact with her
tiny puckered asshole. Then Blacky's long warm tongue snaked out and licked wetly up
and down the crevice around it. the tip burrowing slightly into the fleshy rubbery
clasped hole.
A bolt of fire shot from her nakedly offered loins throughout Jo Ann's entire young
body, and the strong erotic sensation was like nothing the lust-driven girl had expected.
For a moment she tried to squirm away, but Blacky moved forward and began greedily
lapping the narrow pink slit up between her thighs, he ran his pink tongue wetly the
full length of it. from the tight closed pucker of her asshole, over the fluted pink edges
of her cunt, and up to the tiny sensation-centered bud of a clitoris atop her pubic
mound. His great tongue spread through the soft, hair-covered swelling like a child's
tongue licking an ice cream cone. It flicked relentlessly between the girl's widespread
legs, stopping sporadically to curl its way deep-into her most sensitive flesh. The
beautiful young girl jerked spasmodically as she squirmed under her loyal dog's oral
fuck of her love-starved little cunt.
Jo Ann looked down in amazement at that slithering thick tongue licking so thrillingly
into her. She raised her hands, holding then in indecision for a moment above her
squirming body, then dropped them to grasp the dog's big black ears. With a deep
animal sound she lifted her knees even higher until they were pressed against her tits
and pulled his nose forward into her quivering cuntal lips. His long slippery tongue ran
up her moist passageway like a red carpet of welcome being unrolled, and the sexcrazed 
teenager began trembling in a forbidden rapture as incoherent moans streamed
from her lips. She pleaded with the big dog to lick faster and deeper and encouraged
him with her wantonly writhing, upturned ass. Blacky worked like a savage beast, some
ancient rutting lust of the wild driving him.
Time seemed to disappear for Jo Ann and she never knew how long the delicious
licking of her wildly quivering pussy went on. All she saw was a universe of brightly
colored shooting stars spinning through her passion-numbed mind. Then suddenly the
maddening tongue was gone! The shamelessly aroused teenaged girl looked up in
disappointment and raised herself to her elbows, lowering her legs.
"What's the matter, Blacky?" she asked in a shaking voice. "Do it some more. Please!"
She reached down with trembling hands and parted the saliva-wet lips of her dripping
young pussy, offering it once again to the big animal's tongue.
Instead he backed away a stop or two, moving swiftly so that she could see his cock.
She stared open-mouthed as its hardness emerged from its hairy sheath, wet and thick,
the dripping tapered end swaying in an ever-growing length of reddened hardness.
God! It was as big, maybe bigger than Jimmy's.
Blacky wanted to fuck her! His need was obviously just as great as her own. The naked
young girl was shocked at first by the very forbiddenness of the spectacle before her
but, at the same time, she felt in her insanely lusted mind a tender pride that her
responding young body had fired her devoted pet to this point.
"Oh, Blacky, Blacky," she moaned in a mindless sexual delirium, her sensual young
body alive with a screaming need for love. "Let's do it! Let's!" Quickly she rolled over
onto all fours, elevated her tingling white ass and bending before the huge animal in
abject surrender. Utter lust saturated her brain. Her obscenely offered cunt was a well of
molten fire. The aroused animal hesitated a moment as if he, too, doubted the rightness
of what was about to happen. The helplessly impassioned girl was beyond all rational
thought now as she looked beyond her nakedly exposed rounded asscheeks toward her
handsome animal lover and begged piteously.
"Oh, Blacky, come on, Blacky! Mount me. baby. Please fuck me!" She reached back
between her thighs to stroke her pussy in a lewd goading gesture "Now, baby, now!
Fuck me! Please fuck me before I lose my mind!"
Her pleading gestures and the intoxicating smell of her wantonly offered pussy
triggered an automatic response in Ins animal heart and the big Jog hesitated no longer.
He quickly mounted the nakedly spread mounds of her ass, his paws on her back. The
glistening scarlet prick slipped further from its sheath, dripping in readiness. A moment
later, the tapered point was slipping and dancing in her wetly heated cuntal crack,
causing tiny whimpers of lewd impatience to come from both of them. The excited
animal trembled and jerked, trying to bury his long thick rod in her body. Sobbing, the
desperate girl looked back, shifting her rounded little ass in an effort to capture the
lengthening shaft. Like a bitch in heat she strove to sheath the long scarlet cock in her
wetly hungering cunt. The sharp tip missed and slid up to find the momentarily relaxed
asshole and attempted to enter there. With a little cry of automatic fear, Jo Ann tensed,
evading the bending unslipping prod. He thrust again blindly, the thin point sliding
unsuccessfully beneath into her soft hair-lined crevice where it scraped against her
sensitively erect clitoris.
The frustrated girl reached back between her thighs and desperately searched for his
slippery animal hardness. Feeling its wet heat beneath her fingers, she parted her
already matted pussy with the end of it and pressed it into the eagerly pulsating
entrance to her devouringly hot cunt.
"Ooooooooohhhhhhh, Blacky! It's so hot and hard!" Jo Ann moaned in a weird
combination of fear and excitement. She wondered for a moment if she could take it up
inside her small wet hole. "Ooooohhhhhh, I've got to! I've got to! I need it so bad!" she
sobbed half to herself. "Now! The tip's just inside!" she exhorted the dog. "Do it,
Blacky! Stick it into me and fuck your darling!"
The dog instinctively fucked forward the instant he felt the moistly clasping pussy flesh
surrounding the sensitive tip of his lust-engorged animal prick. The powerful German
shepherd sand his long pulsating animal cock into the obscenely offered pink wet hole
of his young mistress' upthrust cunt. He kept fucking forward, paying no attention to
her little scream of pain and her frantic effort to crowd forward away from the long
invading lust-inflated shaft. His hardened canine prick slithered forward with a wet
rush until it was sunk to the hilt inside her tight virginal pussy, his hairy balls swinging
below her wet pubic hair.
"Aaaaaaaaggghhh!" Jo Ann gasped out as the unbelievable first penetration of the dog's
massively hardened cock tore painfully through the delicate tissues of her forever lost
hymen. Her face contorted with unexpected pain, but before she had even a chance to
acclimate herself to the unaccustomed presence that seemed to be splitting her loins in
half, the black dog began to automatically fuck rapid-fire into her pain-wracked pussy.
The helplessly kneeling young ex-virgin writhed and twisted before the powerful lunges
of the searing dog cock that fucked deep into the hitherto unused depths of her
passion-filled belly walls, stretching her tight little cunt wider and wider with each
powerful thrust.
Then a moan of relief came from the naked little girl's contorted lips as the pain
gradually began to change to pleasure. She started to move rhythmically backwards to
meet each thrusting fuck of the panting dog's long slippery cock. As the forelegs
trapped her tiny waist she began to undulate her body and move her ass in lewd circles,
completely abandoning herself to the wonderful fucking animal. Her face was contorted
in rapture as exquisite sensations flooded through her. Her full taut tits danced tightly
beneath her writhing torso moving in time to the skewering cock of the dog as it slid
deep into her from behind, a relentless hot poker of glistening male dog flesh burying
itself in her clasping, hungry belly walls.
"Oooooooohhhhhhh! Oooooooooooohhhhhhhhh!" Jo Ann cried gutturally, her breath
gushing from her mouth. "Oooooooohhhh, God, it's so big!" The nakedly kneeling
girl's eyes opened wide as the brute fucked rapidly into her from behind. "Oooohhhhh!
Oooohhhhh! Ooooooooooohhhhhhhhhhhhh!" Jo Ann had started to chant in time as
she and Blacky moved rhythmically toward each other. The dog's savage muscular body
rammed and thudded resoundingly between her nakedly widespread asscheeks, his
vicious cock a merciless piston of glistening animal flesh sinking to its full depths deep
into her soft white belly while she rotated her tender young ass furiously back against
the fucking animal like a hungry bitch in heat.
Jo Ann was almost out of her mind with passion now. Moans tumbled from her desire
tautened lips as she moved in cadence backwards to eagerly meet each of Blacky's
searing fucks into her quivering cuntal well. She felt his forelegs clinging to her hips
like furry arms and the mere thought of the depraved nature of this unnatural coupling
sent a wild excitement rippling through her sensually aroused young body. She turned
her head and began moaning lewd encouragements over her shoulder.
"Oooooohhhhhhh, Blacky! Oh, lover! Fuck me harder! Harder! Go faster! Cum in me!
I want your cum inside my cunt."
In the wildness of her new-found joy she wanted to be filled with the animal sperm of
her loyal companion. Nothing else mattered. She was no longer human but a quivering
mass of sweating, lust-deranged flesh that begged to be mastered. She revelled in the
dog's fiery power over her as she crouched in animal-like submission before the panting
beast and ground her nakedly gleaming ass back against his jerking hairy body. Tiny
rivulets of hot moisture were building in the crevice of her wildly rotating asscheeks
and the light from the dressing room glistened on them as they joined to run slowly
down the backs of her thighs and onto the blue velvet below.
Then suddenly a choked scream started from deep in her throat, her glazed eyes opened
wide and unseeing, and her head twisted from side to side wildly, her strawberry blond
hair whipping across her back. In the beginning throes of her orgasm, she screwed her
asscheeks greedily back against the black dog like a demented creature. The giant
animal's tongue hung from his mouth wetly as he fucked even harder into her nakedly
waving ass from behind, saliva dripping from his mouth onto her sweat-streaked back.
"Aaaaaaaaggggggghhhhhh, Blacky! I'm cuuuuuuuummmmmmmmiiiinnnnnnngggggg!"
She screamed again and fucked back frantically just as Blacky jerked forward and his
thick animal cock began jetting its sperm in hard spurts deep up into her wildly
clasping drinking cunt. Her rounded little ass began contracting uncontrollably as her
own orgasmic upheaval tore through her quivering belly like a killer quake. A stream of
thin white liquid suddenly oozed form her convulsing cuntal lips where they clasped
tightly around the hot animal prick and then ran down the trembling columns of her
soft white thighs. Her back view was a glistening display of soaked reddish pussy hair
and raw pink flesh as she pitched forward on her flushed face exhausted, the long
scarlet dog cock slipping from her mauled hole with a lewd sucking sound.
Blacky stood over the prostrate form of his raggedly breathing mistress, his deflating
cock rapidly withdrawing back up into it dark hairy sheath. In a last obscene gesture,
he lowered his head and his long thick wet tongue shot out once again and licked
hungrily at the white liquid oozing from her still quivering cunt. He licked until there
was no more. The girl stirred beneath his hot wet probings, then rolled over slowly as
the loyal pet moved forward to lick at her beloved face.
"Oh, Blacky," she sighed and threw her arms around his massive neck, "that was
wonderful." The large animal lay its head on her still passion-hardened tits as she
lovingly stroked his furry body. Jo Ann felt fulfilled, complete, like she had never felt
before in her whole life. She felt a warm aura of love and trust glowing about her and
Blacky and about her mother and everyone! Her mother? Jo Ann smiled to herself. Her
mother must be finished with Johnny Easter by now. It was time to be getting home to
bed!
She sighed and dressed herself languidly, and then, after giving Blacky one more long,
hard hug, she put out the dressing room light, and sliding along the wall to the stage
door, slipped outside, where the chill night air awoke her from the romantic reverie she
was in and hurried her home.
She breathed a heavy sigh of relief to see that her mother's bedroom light was out and
to find that on sound save the ticking of her mother's clock broke the stillness in the
little house. Johnny was gone, and her mother was undoubtedly asleep. She certainly
worked a long hard day, the fifteen year old thought of her mother. She worked in
Long's Drugs during the day, held rehearsals at night, and kept Johnny out of trouble.
Jo Ann could not help but smile over this last. She was no longer sure whether or not
Maggie considered Johnny a chore.
Reaching her own room, she only partly closed the door. Between her and her mother
there was only one alarm clock so they kept it in the kitchen so they both could hear it.
That way there were two chances against oversleeping. Quickly, Jo Ann stripped her
clothing from her very weary body and tossed it carelessly on a chair, her enchantingly
curved young body reacting with delight to the soft feel of the air on its nakedly pearly
surface once again. She was heading for nudism, she thought, somewhat delighted with
the idea. She was just about to turn toward her bed to fish her nighty out from under
her pillow when she noticed herself in her full-length mirror and was unable to keep
from pausing to admire the ripe sensual curves of her body. She was much fuller every
day, it seemed, much more rounded, like a full-grown woman but with the firm
unsagging flesh of youth. Her skin was supple and shone like porcelain, completely
without blemish. She became so enraptured with her own reflection in the mirror that
she didn't take notice of a shadow that moved across the gap of the partially opened
door.
Johnny Easter moved slowly and quietly as he peered in and stared at the nakedly
beautiful figure of the young girl who was his prey. He had looked in earlier when he
was finished with Maggie, but the kid hadn't been in her room so he had invited
himself to sit in the darkened living room with a bottle of whiskey until she came
home. Now his heart was pounding and he could feel the bulge in his trousers
becoming bigger and bigger until in a matter of seconds it had reached full erectness.
He let his big hand go down to feel the stiff pulsing rod as it jerked against the
material. Slow down, he gloated silently to himself. You just wait a few minutes, man,
and you'll have everything you want. Christ this hot little bitch will come begging, just
like her mammy done. The thought of his eagerly throbbing cock buried inside her
tight teenage pussy made it almost impossible to control himself, but he hadn't been
drinking long enough to lose his grip. He tried to concentrate now on just watching her
naked movements.
He gazed at her beautifully rounded asscheeks as she bent over the bed to reach for
something under the far pillow. She had full firm asscheeks which were very slender at
the start under a slim waist and then billowed out and rounded into smooth perfect
thighs. Her rear view looked deep and enticing for there was a warm looking shadowy
cleavage between her fleshy asscheeks which opened slightly as she bent forward and
revealed the darker point of her tiny asshole. He watched the muscles of her thighs
tensing as she moved. They seemed to flow in a sensually continuous motion.
She straightened and turned a little. What a lust-inciting profile! Her tits were proud,
high and full, white mounds of firmly ripe flesh above a belly flat as a board. He could
now make out the pouting pink lips of the soft flesh over her cunt. His cock jerked in a
lewd eagerness as he watched with lust-filled eyes. God, she was the most fuckable
female he'd seen in years and she avoided him like poison. Of course, she didn't avoid
Jimmy, but what the hell, a white bitch was a white bitch! Jimmy couldn't have her
anyway, at least for keeps, so what the hell difference did it make if his older brother
got a little of the same white tail?
He unzipped the fly of his pants finally and pulled out his stiff black throbbing prick
and began to stroke it. He could hardly make up his mind. Should he rush in and take
her right there on the floor or wait a little and savor the anticipation? He hesitated, 
his breath coming rapidly. Christ, he didn't want her to scream and bring her old lady
running in. Well, he knew the game being played here was to make the show a success.
Hang on to both Easter Brothers or the show will go down the drain. The sets of hands
holding him down was better than one set, wasn't it? Well, he was going to have her no
matter what she thought of him... even if she screamed bloody murder... he'd have her
before her mother could fall out of bed!
He fantasized now about how he hoped it would be. He could just picture the look on
her face as he cam toward her, the fear, the horror, and the utter uselessness of her
struggle against him and his big hard black cock. He would hold her down
unmercifully, let his hands wander all over that voluptuous body, knead her proud
young tits until she screamed out in joy and pain. And finally, finally, with her begging
him to fuck her, he would push his long thick bulging black shaft up into the furthest
depths of her white belly and screw her until she couldn't walk for a week.
You snotty little bitch, he thought to himself, hearing in his alcohol-hazed and reeling
mind the throaty melodic love songs she sang to his brother and not to him. Well, you
won't think you're such hot stuff when I'm through with you. You won't be too good
for Johnny Easter then. You won't be too proud for anybody! The tall dancer couldn't
wait any longer. He pressed his cock back into his trousers and, noiselessly opening the
door all the way, he slipped inside the young girl's bedroom.
Jo Ann was just about to slip her nighty over her head when without fully realizing
why, she froze. She had a feeling someone was watching her. She was afraid to do it,
but she turned slowly. Then she saw Johnny standing there and he was saying
something about conditions of staying with the show. She didn't know what he thought
he was doing there or what he was talking about. She only wanted to scream, but it
stuck in her throat, and only a hoarse gasp came out.
"...so I thought I might's well have two of you keepin' me from leavin' you lil 'ol
show," he was saying now.
The frightened teenager used her nighty in a futile effort to cover her nakedness, but
Johnny stepped quickly forward and pulled it from her hands leaving her ripe young
body completely exposed again. He leered at her, his eyes devouring every part of her
nakedly trembling flesh. Her eyes were wide with fright and it was a moment before
she could think clearly.
"Get out of here! Out of here now! If you don't get out, I'll call my mother!"
"Honey, if you call your mammy I sho' will get out and none of you folk will see me
for three months! I don't need your goddamned show..." He held up his bottle to his
mouth with one hand and watching her with one eye, reached out with the other hand
and flicked one big rough finger insolently against a tiny pink nipple causing it to
automatically quiver into hardness. She jumped back, rage and fear mingling on her
face.
"Don't you dare do that," she sputtered. He noticed that she carefully kept her voice
low. He laughed and did a little tap step and the scatter rug in answer.
"If you hurt me," she warned him in a stage whisper. "If you do anything at all to me,
I'll make sure everybody knows. I'll make sure you're punished. You can't break in here
and get anything you want!" But her voice was quivering with a sense of defeat. She
could see the way he drew his lips back in a bit white-toothed grin that she was not
going to win.
"Will there be a show, Jo Ann. or won't there?" he asked nonchalantly.
She stood trembling, unable to believe that she had been caught up in this. Sure, he
wouldn't do this to his own brother.
"Haven't you... haven't you thought of Jimmy?" she asked, almost in tears. She knew it
was very possible he would walk out on the show. He had done it before. And she
knew that the Easter Brothers were going to be the biggest draw they had for her
mother's minstrel show. Without them, they might not draw enough people to pay for
this show, never mind help to put another one together.
Johnny saw from the hopeless look on her tortured young face that he had won, but he
wanted to hear her say it. He wanted to hear it from those lovely trembling lips.
"Come on, tell me," he said. "You want me to stay... here in this room... right now?"
"I... I'll do it," she said in an almost inaudible voice.
"Not good enough," he sneered. "You'll do what? What do you all want Johnny to do
to you?"
"I... I'll..." but she couldn't get the horrible words out even though she knew what he
wanted.
"Okaaay!" he grinned and nonchalantly turned toward the door, waving his bottle
goodbye at her.
"No! No!" she almost screamed, her resistance completely broken. "I'll do it! I'll say it!
Please fuck me! I want you to fuck me!" She advanced a half step toward him, one hand
held up pleadingly, no longer conscious of her shameful nakedness.
"Well, I'm glad to hear that, baby," he said, a big delighted smile stretching across his
dark face. "Johnny Easter's always happy to help out a little white gal whose frustrated
and horny. Tell you what you do, hear? You just lie down on that bed and I'll be along
to take care of your needs... just a second."
Jo Ann moved tremblingly and despairingly toward her bed and lowered herself to it.
Although staring at the ceiling fixedly, she could not help seeing out of the corner of
her eye that Johnny was stripping the clothes from his body. They fell in a loose pile
around his feet. She was just beginning what he expected to be able to do after just
being with her mother when she saw his massive cock, looking twice the size it had
appeared a while ago when her mother's lips had been ovaled around it. It jutted stiffly
out from underneath his powerful belly. It was monstrous as it jerked up to throbbing
life against his stomach. He saw her looking at his bloated prick and chuckled.
"You all like that, honey? Just be patient, and you can have all you want, anywhere you
want. How's that?"
Johnny was having the time of his life. By God, he wanted to fuck the girl, sure, but he
wanted to humiliate her, too, toy with her, make her pay for the way she flirted with his
little brother when she had no business... And she didn't flirt with Johnny!
Seeing her ripe young body lying there naked and completely helpless, more beautiful
than he had ever imagined, he moved to the bed and sat beside her, one big black hand
pinning her to the mattress. He let his other hand roam freely over her perfectly curved
tits, lightly pinching the berry-like nipples, and down over the firm flatness of her belly.
Then his fingers teasingly ran down the supple flesh of her thighs, first on the outside
of the leg and then tauntingly, slowly, demandingly up the inside to finally squeeze the
ripe plumpness just below her loins. She froze in horror, her entire body stiffening
under his repelling touch. Oh God, she thought, I can't let him do this to me!
Yet she knew that it was already too late! She wished that he would rape her and get it
over with, but he continued to sadistically taunt her unwanting body. Once again his
hand moved over her proudly upthrust tits kneading and pinching mercilessly, and now
his other hand cupped her soft red pussy hair up between her long trembling legs. His
fingers worked insistently through the sparse pubic curls, spreading the lips of her
fearfully cringing, cunt until he found her tiny hidden clitoris. He massaged it expertly
until it stood up involuntarily from the obscene leasing.
"You like it, little white bitch?" he asked in his humorous way. She refused to answer as
a powerful, unwanted sensation rippled through her naked young body.
Oh, God! she thought to herself. She had expected pain and suffering, but she hadn't
expected or wanted it to feel good. Naively she wondered if it was because he was
Jimmy's brother. She clamped her legs tightly together fighting automatically against
the forefinger that continued to torment her clitoris. Now another finger was searching
for her tight cuntal slit and, finding it, pushed and prodded at her resilient cuntal lips
until it eased slowly, teasingly into her soft warm wetness. She writhed in complete
helplessness under the maddening touch, trying to avoid the outstretched finger, but it
just pushed harder until it slipped all the way into the moistly warm cavern up between
her legs.
Johnny could feel her tight cuntal walls squeezing round his finger, and he slowly
stroked it in and out of her until he could feel her fleshy layers begin to lubricate. He
grinned in lewd satisfaction down at her terrified face, wanting her pussy to be wet and
open and eager when he finally fucked his long thick hard cock up into her white belly.
As she pressed her naked young body away, tightly into the mattress, the helpless
teenager felt as though she were suffocating. She could feel his hotly thrusting finger
forcing itself further up between her legs, could feel the hard flesh of his calloused hand
scraping against her tender inner thighs. There was a wild ungovernable excitement
beginning in her, just as it had begun with his young brother Jimmy, as Johnny's finger
fucked teasingly in and out of her wet cuntal flesh, probing and flicking at her pussy
like a giant cat playing with its helpless victim. Her mind fought against the torment of
the merciless probe, fought against surrender to it.
"Nooooo, nooooo, please, Don't," she groaned beneath the triumphantly grinning
dancer as her hips rose up in a quivering eagerness, betraying her resisting mind. Her
smooth rounded little asscheeks moved in small circles, hardly perceptible at first, but
moving. There was a new reality growing in her, a reality that was the searing fire
starting to burn deep in her abdomen. Flames were licking out from between her legs,
flames that could be extinguished by the frightening great black cock projecting out
from between her tormentor's legs.
Suddenly her trembling young thighs, which had been pressed tightly together in
defense, fell loosely open. He pulled his finger with a wet sucking sound from her now
dripping cunt and laughed as she moaned in disappointment.
"Hold on, honey chile," he said, grinning. "You'll get all the cock you want and more."
Crouching on all fours over her slowly undulating body, he moved around on the bed
like a huge black spider and pushed her firm unresisting thighs wide apart. He crawled
between them his knees pressed between her ankles and his face panting a few inches
above the hair-covered vee of her loins. His mouth watered as he looked down at the
succulent feast sensually rotating just below his lips. Saliva dripped from his open
mouth to mingle with her cuntal lubricants in the narrow pink slit that started at the
bottom of her smooth white belly and continued down to her quivering asscheeks
pressed tightly into the mattress.
Through half-closed eyes, Jo Ann could see the massive male form crouching like a
giant panther between her open legs. Her mind was a battle-ground of conflicting
emotions. If she didn't watch too closely, could she pretend it was Jimmy? But no, she
knew she loathed this man, now all the more, and should recoil from his every hated
touch. But her body seemed independent from her brain, almost as if it had deserted
her in a mindless quest for sensual gratification. It was only her mind that held back,
and she could feel that too being pulled down into the abyss of passion beneath his
clever demanding hands. Why not? something inside her screamed. Why not enjoy it?
He was going to fuck her anyhow.
She could feel the flat palms of his sweating hands pushing against her softly trembling
inner thighs, forcing them further apart. Oh God, it was as if it were happening to
someone else, and she watched in fascination as he lowered his black head slowly,
slowly, and touched.
"Oooooohhhhhh!" she jerked as his moistly heated lips closed wonderfully over the soft
mound at the base of her belly. His sweating face disappeared from her view into the
soft fleece as he planted wetly tickling kisses on the still tight hole, his tongue flicking
like an obscene lizard at her quivering cuntal opening. Oh God! It felt so wonderfully
naughty. No wonder her mother had been so rapturously excited when he had done the
same thing to her. The naked teenager moved her helplessly automatic hands down
over her sensually throbbing white tits and slid over her rippling stomach until they
came to rest on either side of his black lips. Her fingers stroked softly for a moment at
the flexing hollows of her inner thighs and then to her own wonder, slowly spread her
hair-lined pussy lips apart, allowing his hungrily devouring mouth with its wet red
tongue and brilliant white teeth complete access to the hungriest reaches of her cunt.
"Oh, God! You mustn't! Don't! Stop!" she pleaded, knowing she would die of
disappointment if he did stop the incredibly thrilling oral rape.
Her head rolled uncontrollably from side to side on the pillow and her elbow pressed
tightly against her ribs as though she had to hold herself against splitting apart as his
hotly searing wet tongue shot out, its flicking tip circling her sensitive little reddening
clitoris and bringing surge after surge of wild unbelievable pleasure through her
passion-twisting body. Johnny's strong lips sucked hard, drawing fleshy warm folds
deep into the hot cavern of his mouth, causing Jo Ann to groan huskily from deep in
her throat as the mercilessly probing tip licked it wet tormenting way up and down the
length of her narrow wet slit. The maddening attack started at the lower belly and
pressured its way down, down, over the elastically-rimmed opening of her cunt hole
and into the crack of her flexing ass, where it stopped momentarily to fuck like a
stabbing dagger into her tightly puckering asshole. Jo Ann's hips ground uncontrollably
up off the squeaking bed now as soft mewling animal sounds escaped from between her
passion-clenched teeth.
The triumphant dancer worked hungrily as the little white singer's pubic hairs brushed
tantalizingly against his cheeks. There was a feeling of power in him now with this
proud little bitch squirming under his tongue, completely at his mercy, and ready to
beg to be fucked and damn well meaning it this time! It was all too obvious that she
was loving what he was doing to her. Her groans drove his tongue to fucking faster and
faster as it slithered its way up and down her steaming, blazing cuntal slit. He wanted
her begging him for cock when he was ready to fuck that into her, and she was almost
there now. He'd never seen any woman get this hot before, not even this little bitch's
mother, and that was saying something! Yeah man! Little miss hot-pants needed it bad
and she was sure going to get it! This was just the beginning!
His mind began to form weird erotic pictures of the positions he could put her in and
the crazy things he could do to her desire-wracked body for he sensed she was too far
gone now to fight anything he did to her. He chuckled obscenely as he felt her hands
clawing at his hair guiding his face to the wildly palpitating sucking yaw of her cunt.
He ran his tongue into her hotly quivering flesh, flicking at the tight cuntal hole for a
moment, and then quickly withdrawing to tease once again at the lust-swollen pussy
lips.
The passionate young girl's heels pushed down against his back pressing his heavy body
into the fleshy trap up between her legs until he could hardly breathe. His black nose
was smashed tightly against the tiny hard clitoris above, his flaring nostrils breathing in
the sweet odor of the lubricating juices that were now flowing in abundance. It incited
his cock to a hardness that he could no longer control. "I'm going to have to fuck you,
honey, or I'll cum all over the mattress," Johnny managed to say, his voice muffled by
the trembling pussy flesh surrounding his mouth.
Her shamelessly aroused young body lost in the fire of the moment, Jo Ann barely
heard the words. Every one of her muscles was tensed as she strained her hips upwards
toward that maddening movement that was bringing such ecstasy to her cunt. Johnny
was not just the greatest dancer she had ever seen, he was a magician, a god almost. She
had never expected it would be so joyous with him. Though still she preferred Jimmy...
still... Oh the thought of taking Johnny's lust-bloated cock into her incited her further.
Her updrawn legs opened and closed around the tormenting head that was licking
gluttonously at her flame-seared opening, and the cords of her neck stood out like
velvet-covered cables as she pulled with all her strength against the kinky black curls of
his head.
"Oh! Oooohhh! Allggghhh!" she moaned loudly, splaying her legs wider to give him
greater access. In her concentration on the exquisite pleasures flooding up from her
tongue-impaled loins she was only vaguely aware that he was changing position for he
couldn't stand it any longer. Grabbing Jo Ann's long lithe legs behind the knees, he
shoved them roughly back against her shoulders while he slithered up her sweat-soaked
body. His lust-hardened cock brushed against her wetly dripping cuntal lips, sending a
jolt of pleasure rippling through his aroused body as he planted his hands on either side
of her shoulders. Immediately, as if she had been fucking all her life, the naked
teenager's ankles locked tightly behind his neck, enabling his greedy eyes to look down
between their bodies and see her upturned cunt completely exposed to him. The wetly
moist furrow was held wide apart by the pressure of his thighs against hers and her
narrow red cunt-slit was visibly throbbing its fleshy pink lips in open invitation.
The passion-wracked girl could see a big black shadow hovering over her and could feel
his huge heated hard cock throbbing the full length of her cuntal furrow. His jerking
black cock-head was resting in the light between her wide-spread asscheeks, insinuating
itself up and down, up and down in a maddening tease that caused her to twist her hips
and dip her yearning young pussy down toward it in a desperate search for its hard
blood-filled tip. She had to have his long hard prick in her! Her belly screamed for it!
In the frenzy of her need she reached her hands down underneath the grinding cheeks
of her ass and grasped the full length of his stone-hard prick. Her tightly closed fists
stroked it in anticipation and greed. She could feel a hot spasmodic throbbing against
her palms and a sticky fluid that oozed in driblets from the blood-inflated head. She
guided it up her hungering cuntal slit, not letting it lose contact with her sensitive flesh
until it was finally poised between the lubricated flanges of her wetly waiting cunt. She
held it there with one hand and placed the other on her ravisher's naked black ass,
drawing with all her strength to pull it into her and let it drown the gnawing white heat
that burned out of control in her belly.
Grinning in lewd delight above her, Johnny couldn't believe that the hot little bitch was
putting it in herself. She who had been too proud to even consider him a half hour ago
was now willingly, desperately guiding his own rigid cock into her desire-drenched
loins. It was all he could do to keep from fucking forward at once and impaling this
squirming hot slut on his aching cock, but the desire to punish her and the other
teenage girls of her kind for all the times they had shit on him by their disdainful looks
and obvious scorn once he stepped off the stage overcame that desire. He would never
let her forget how she had become just another quivering bundle of passion-wracked
flesh under his powerful dominance. She would know he had shot his cum into her,
deep up into her white belly. He could taunt her with it later, the next time he fucked
her, because he knew she was not going to let such a good thing get away from her. He
would fuck them both, maybe every night, mother and daughter, maybe at the same
time. The lewd thought caused him to involuntarily flick his hips forward.
"Comin' in, honey chile," he almost sang.
Jo Ann felt the pressure against her throbbing cuntal lips. The elastic tightness resisted
for a moment then gave way before the hard relentless pressure. The pain was harsh,
and she automatically resisted for a moment, emitting a long low groan from deep in
her throat. The sadistic dancer liked that. He liked hearing her protest. Again he shoved
to get even a deeper groan. He wanted to hear her scream for mercy. Suddenly he could
stand it no more. He rammed his hips forward with everything he had, sinking his lust
inflated cock all the way to the hilt inside her tight little opening. He could feel his
cum-filled balls slap against her frantically squirming asscheeks as they tried to screw
themselves deep down into the mattress in a futile attempt to escape the sudden cruel
impalement. Her legs jerked out wide on either side of his big black wiry body, splaying
over the edges of the bed, kicking helplessly in the air.
"Aaaaaahhhhhh, God! You're too big! Noooooo! Noooooo! Don't move it.
Aaaaaagggggghhhhhh!" Jo Ann screamed, thrashing about like a white butterfly pinned
to a display board. She groaned and begged him not to move it as he flexed his hotly
throbbing hardness, then began sobbing piteously as he continued to flex his huge
pulsating shaft, each jerk making the massive cock-head fuck deeper into her tortured
flesh. Johnny's outstretched arms pinned her shoulders tightly to the mattress while his
widespread knees held her frantically trembling white thighs far apart. The raging pain
of the sudden entry ripped her mind from the warm cocoon of lust and passion that
had dominated her while Johnny's obscenely wet licking tongue lapped its lewd magic
between her legs. She felt as though her body was being torn down the middle and that
she had been ripped in half from this hotly throbbing pole of flesh embedded so deeply
in her middle. The fiery black shaft felt as though it was coming out her throat as its
blood-inflated head pressed hard against her cervix. Her head had been buffeted harshly
back against the headboard of the bed by the sudden brutality of his entry. Now all the
fears she had earlier, before Johnny's seducing tongue had lapped her into panting
submission, came instantly back to her. She twisted under the strong dancer, trying not
to look at the triumphantly grinning teeth above her.
Over the lascivious grin, Johnny watched her through slitted eyes. Her face was still
contorted with the pain of that first vicious stab, her lips curled back from her teeth and
incoherent pleading whimpers coming from deep in her throat. Her arms were
outstretched in desperation, palms pressing against his hips trying to hold back his
blunt cock-head pressing against her womb like a relentless steel ram. Johnny began to
gloat as he held the helpless young girl in this humiliating position "What's the matter,
never had it in this deep, little girl? Or ain't you never had it at all?" He laughed
harshly and looked down again to see where his curly black pubic hairs tangled with
her soft reddish blond wisps. The base of his thick fleshy vein-ridged cock was buried
deep inside the pink throbbing hole that his wet tongue had licked to moist
receptiveness only moments ago. He could see the tight quivering lips of her cunt
stretched almost to the ripping point, the pink, rubbery outer rim clasping tightly
around the great shaft of his cock.
Savoring the spectacle of this proud little bitch impaled so helplessly under him with his
massive black cock buried deep in her white little belly, Johnny held her there for a
moment. Yes, she would remember him for a long time, remember how he had made
her want him with everything she had. He was going to give her a fuck she would
remember as long as she lived.
Beneath his black bulk, the pathetically trapped girl squirmed nakedly. She could feel
the hot searing pain of his sudden blunt entry tearing cruelly at her insides. She flexed
her cuntal muscles in an attempt to ward off the huge invading cudgel, but the
throbbing of her internal sinews only seemed to cause it to plow deeper and deeper into
her vainly resisting hole. Her cringing cuntal walls clasped around it like a rubber
glove. She could feel its every fleshy ridge and pulsing vein on the cock as her nerve
ends telegraphed its monstrous form in minute detail to her muddled mind. Lewd
images began to form there as the hard rubbery tip pulsated against her cervix. She
became intensely conscious of his warm leathery balls hanging in the sensitive crevice
of her ass. Oh yes, yes, his prick was real, it was alive inside her and beating like a
hummingbird's heart. A strange excitement began to grow in her once more. It was all
a part of her. She was one with it.
The consciousness of that great throbbing cock lodged deep in her soft white belly
continued to dominate her young mind. Despite the pain her tongue started once again
to circle sensuously around her pouting lips. To her shock, her pain, the humiliation,
the lewd thoughts, and awareness of Johnny's merciless entry all began to roll together
into one great fiery ball of aching hunger for more. Panic flashed through her mind.
God! What was wrong with her? Was she already some kind of whore who would let
herself become the willing plaything of the brother of the boy she was to like? Her
mind struggled valiantly, but her sensually aroused body deserted her.
As she felt her devouring cunt clamp down hungrily, involuntarily, around the
maddening lust-inciting shaft, she groaned in helpless defeat. It was almost as if she
were an unconcerned bystander watching something happening to another person. She
fought to control herself but it was no use, for her wetly heated cunt contracted again,
harder this time.
Gleefully, Johnny felt the throbbing pressure exerted against his buried prick. He had
waited for it patiently, hovering motionless over the cute teenage singer's naked white
body until she became accustomed to the thick presence rammed so deeply into her hot
little cunt. Now he flexed the swollen member gently, expanding it inside her but still
not moving his body.
"Oh," she whimpered through bared teeth, fighting the fine line of pleasure-pain as she
tried to remember Jimmy.
Johnny waited a moment and then flexed again, watching her contorting face below,
her mouth open, eyes clenched tightly shut.
"Ooooooohhhhhh!" She held her breath as the buried cock expanded, more, stretching
the narrow little hole so that it seemed the gasping walls must crack.
He flexed again and again, setting a slow teasing rhythm to his throbs. He watched her
nostrils begin a slow hesitant flaring in time to the beat. Soft mewling sounds of
pleasure came from her open mouth in time to his taunting ministrations.
"Oh, God, oooooohhhhhh God," she moaned, her helpless voice beginning to pick up
some of the throaty tonal quality of her singing voice.
He could feel her urgent answering throbs begin again around the buried head of his
prick as her wet cunt flesh began a soft opening and closing around his swollen prick.
He did not move but continued the slow rhythmic throbs into the skewered young girl
beneath him. He could hardly contain himself as her groans of pleasure resounded
through the room. Her head rolled uncontrollably from side to side on the pillow, and
her hips began a slow involuntary roll beneath his thick impaling rod. Johnny was
forced to clench his teeth tightly together as he felt her hungrily nibbling cunt screwing
itself up tighter against his hairy groin.
The nakedly exposed, gleaming white body of Jo Ann Fenderson was coming to life
now. The pain was receding and slowly giving way to a maddening electric tingle that
began deep within her womb and seeped relentlessly through the raw nerve ends of her
flesh. It rippled through her trembling cunt and out the hair-lined lips, dancing with all
the fire of the Easter Brothers across her trembling thighs and then shooting down the
full length of her splayed legs to circle around her toes, making them curl tightly
against the bottoms of her feet. Pleasure worked its way up from her contracting belly
through her rib cage and out to the tips of her erect little nipples which were peaking
into tiny hard buds now, sensitive even to the touch of the air in the room.
Jo Ann could feel the last of her will power slipping away from her to join her body in
treacherous surrender. She was lost now. There was not way to fight this heat inside
her, this rigid thing of living flesh that mated with her own awakening desires. Nothing
mattered now, nothing existed, there was no world but the shattering reality of the
overpowering waves of sensation rippling through her sexually ripening young body. It
didn't matter now who the man was crouched leeringly between her straining thighs.
All that mattered was the feeling, the glorious sensation, the presence of that hotly
pulsating cock bringing a new life to her loins. It was good inside of her, far better than
any pleasure she had ever experienced before in her life. She wanted it deeper.
Stretched as she was, the completely aroused girl rotated her hips desperately from side
to side around the fleshy deeply sunk, blood-bloated cock, her tightly stretched cunt
dilating in time to its rhythmic beating, and its beat inside her cuntal hole was
becoming a part of her being. She and the man above her were one mass of fleshy
sensation, merged together by their mutual lust. He had crawled inside of her! He was
part of her! So be it!
Johnny's grin was wide as a whinnying horse as he felt her pelvis begin hungrily
screwing up the full length of his rock-hard cock. The tiny contracting muscles inside
her cunt were nibbling now at his lust-swollen cock-head. With each thrust he fucked
into her, the dilated lips of her hair-lined pink slit pulled tantalizingly away, sliding
moistly down his hot rod of flesh for several inches and then sliding slowly back up
again to press her soft pussy curls against his pubic hair, embedding the full length of
his stony cock deep into her ecstatically rippling belly. Still he remained immobile,
resting above her with his big black hands on either side of her delicate white
shoulders, his knees pressed into the mattress. He let her eager young body wantonly
pump up and down at will on his rigid piston that held them fused together.
A faint memory of his brother crossed his mind and disappeared. He looked down,
marveling at her nakedly exposed perfection twisting so passionately below him. The
muscles in her taut young stomach worked in rippling patterns with her every move.
Her proudly ripened tits jutted straight up from her body, swollen from the sexual
arousal that now completely dominated her, and he could not take his eyes from the
coral-tipped twin mounds that thrust up at him. They were, he thought, sticking
straight up like a pair of whipped cream covered sundaes just as if she were standing up
instead of lying on her back.
He studied where his wetly glistening cock disappeared into her fleshy, hair-lined cuntal
lips that tucked in neatly between her smoothly gleaming thighs. He could see his
gleaming black shaft's slow withdrawal pulling the delicate soft ridges of her pink
cuntal flesh out with it as she screwed her firm young ass down into the mattress. He
watched his re-entry pushing the tender folds back into her belly again as his long thick
lust-bloated length was swallowed whole back into her voracious little maw. He let her
strain against him for awhile, watching the utter abandon of her labors as a mindless
ecstatic smile played across her buttery little lips. She had a sort of absent-minded look
in her eyes as if she were trying to see something inside that she couldn't see from
without. Her motions became faster by the second, the tempo of her fucking up against
him becoming more urgent. Her teeth bit hard into her lower lip.
The hot fluid excitement of her milking cunt was flowing more heatedly than ever, and
he could hear the wet sucking sound of the fucking motion made by his prick. He knew
the nubile fifteen year old was straining to cum. Suddenly she thrust sharply up at his
cock, burying it deep inside her convulsing belly. Her back arched a foot off the
squeaking bed, and her feet planted flat on either side of his knees against the mattress.
"Oh, God, yes, yes. I'm cumming. I'm cumming. Aaaaaagggggghhhhhh!" Her naked
young body began vibrating uncontrollably under him as she screamed. Her orgasmic
fluids oozed from her throbbing cuntal hole, drowning his impaling lust thickened cock
with its slippery warmth before trickling down the crevice between her writhing
asscheeks where it covered his sperm-bloated balls that were pressed hard against her
tiny brown puckered asshole.
Johnny Easter went berserk as she groaned out the last of her orgasm against his pelvis,
her wanton little body still jerking spasmodically up against him. Then he reached back,
grabbed her ankles, and pushed them brutally back over her shoulders until her knees
were on each side of her head and she was rolled up beneath him into a tight round
ball of helplessness. Her dripping widespread pussy split up between her gleaming
thighs was now completely open to his desire.
He withdrew his deeply embedded cock until just the black lust-swollen tip of the head
rested inside her quivering cuntal flesh. Then he fucked forward with all his stored up
bitter strength. He had waited to destroy this little white bitch. She had had her fun and
now it was his turn. The fully throbbing length of his excited prick sank cruelly into
her defenselessly exposed cunt. He could hear the wet smack as his belly thudded
against her loins.
Dropping down heavily upon her, his powerful black body mashed her full ripe white
tits tightly back against her chest. He locked his saliva-covered mouth over hers and
thrust his wetly dripping tongue deep into her throat, stifling the low animal moans
forming there. His shoulders pushed against the backs of her smoothly rounded calves
keeping her locked in that helpless position as he fucked his lust-hardened cock into
her. Reaching around beneath their nakedly thrashing bodies he forced his hands
between the mattress and the full white cheeks of her ass, cupping the pliant half
moons in his spread fingers and kneading the soft warm flesh. He began a series of long
hard strokes into her streaming cuntal hole, wet and slippery now from her climax,
fucking her with a violence and fury he hardly knew existed in him.
As her nakedly exposed cunt was plundered almost beyond endurance, the nakedly
trapped girl groaned helplessly. He was driving her hard back against the headboard
with each jackhammer thrust, and she could do nothing from her hopelessly contorted
position. Her arms were pinned down at her sides by her own updrawn legs. She could
feel this pulsating cock-head sliding up and down inside her warm viscous passage like
a leather piston, and the hot slap of his cum-filled balls against her asshole sent
maddening chills through her. He womb flared and the resisting lips of her hair-lined
furrow flowered open to receive eagerly the delicious rape of her raw moist cunt.
Suddenly her hands forced themselves from under her legs and snaked around Johnny's
back and a second later her fingernails were clawing a red-streaked path of wanton
desire down to his nakedly, flexing black ass. The sex-maddened teenager pulled him
deep and thrust her rounded little belly up hard to skewer herself deliriously on the
driving hot flesh of his pumping cock. She sucked voraciously on the thick wet tongue
that was shoved deep in her throat and in her lewd excitement she greedily swallowed
the saliva that flowed down from it. The tobacco and alcohol odor of his breath incited
rather than repelled her, so mindlessly deep was her passion, and her shamelessly
aroused body began to meet his pounding lunges with its own impatient fucking
rhythm of lust.
The old bedsprings squeaked loudly in time to the two tightly entwined bodies of black
and white struggling wildly against each other. Sounds of deep straining gasps and
moans filled the stale air of the room, mingling with the noise of seat-soaked flesh
smacking sharply against sweat-soaked flesh and the thick wet slurp of his pile-driving
cock fucking in and out of her tightly clasping devouringly gripping cunt.
"Hot bitch, hot bitch, hot bitch," Johnny chanted, each word succeeding the other like
the successive taps in a dance routine, while his blood-filled cock ceaselessly fucked with
long cruel jabs far up into her cock-hungry little belly. He could feel the cum boiling up
inside his heated balls as they beat against her frantically squirming ass. He was ready
to explode! Then he was exploding!
'You... you fucking little white... cunt. I'm cummmiiinnnggg!" he groaned suddenly and
shoved his tongue far down her velvet throat. With harshly kneading fingers, he pulled
the widespread cheeks of her ass hard up against his grinding pelvis and fucked his
wildly jerking cock all the way to the hilt into her milking little pussy.
As the lust-inflated head of the deeply embedded shaft suddenly flared into a hugeness
that threatened to tear her womb wide asunder, the wildly excited young girl could feel
her insides splitting painfully. As the buried nozzle began to spurt, she could feel his
white hot sperm shooting into her like burning fire, ricocheting around inside her
dilated stomach like streams of molten lava. The very pores of her cunt clasped around
it, triggering her second climax, as once again she spilled her own heated fluid
excitement into the already drowning cavern of her quivering wet pussy.
Driven insane by the lewd explosion, she couldn't let it stop! Reaching around under
her squirming ass with both hands, she began to milk desperately at the heavily
dangling balls pressed hard against her asscheeks. Her legs kicked out, quivering
uselessly in the air on either side of the bed as the wildly pulsating prick continued to
jerk out its completion. She felt her insides still gushing forth around his now slowly
deflating prick. It seemed endless, but then she, too, gave one last jerk and quivered to
a limp stillness, her legs splayed out lifelessly on either side of his fatigued body. Her
arms were outstretched, dangling doll-like over the edge of the bed, and her tired belly
was filled to the bursting point with their lewdly mixed cum.
Johnny Ester lay in an exhausted stupor on the motionless body of the naked teenage
girl beneath him for long moments. Then as he recovered his strength he slowly pulled
himself off the ravished young singer, his cock sliding from her battered cunt like a
weary snake slipping out of his hole for a last look around before bed. Johnny could see
the wetly matted hair of her well-fucked furrow glistening wetly with a trace of burning
embers in the soft light, and the insides of her white thighs were smeared obscenely
with their mingled fluids which dripped in tiny rivulets down her asscheeks forming a
dark wet circle on the mattress below.
But her immediate need was satisfied now and she was beginning to remember how all
this had started, how this vile man, who knew that she belonged to his own brother,
had forced himself on her, and forced her to submit her clean young body to feed his
insatiable lust. She sensed his eyes upon her and looked up sharply with growing hate
replacing her previous expressions of helpless lust. Yet more than what he had done,
she was bothered by the fact that her own body had deserted her! The shame of her
own passionate response to her ravisher swept over her and she immediately looked for
someone, something to blame. She was too young to fully realize the tremendous
depths of her own sensuality, and she chose to believe that this twenty-three year old
dancer had hypnotized her or had some secret skill in his hands to turn her into the
jabbering mass of lust-driven flesh she had been only minutes before. She had chosen to
be fucked by her dog. That had been a matter of choice. But Johnny Easter, who, she
realized now, had been drunk, or almost drunk, had forced himself upon her just as he
may have forced himself upon her mother. She hadn't thought of it that way before.
She had thought her mother was trying to keep Johnny happy and sober and in the
show. Now it occurred to her that maybe it was Johnny Easter in command!


Chapter 3


Blacky never knew what it was that made him so nervous that night. After making love
to his young mistress, he was satisfied as he had never been, and yet he couldn't sleep
but paced nervously around the empty theatre. The place had been dark and silent for
some time, and he began to wish that Jo Anne had stayed, had gone to sleep on the
velvet curtains, where he could take care of her and guard her from the frightening
unknowns outside. A sense of desertion grew and swept over him. There had been a
new kind of trust and love between him and his young mistress, and he felt doubly
betrayed now by having to spend the night cooped up in this old warehouse all by
himself. Finally as the morning light became distinct through the dirty windows that
ran around the building up close to the ceiling, the big black dog stopped his pacing
and his ears pricked forward alertly as he heard slow steps coming toward the stage
door. Even before the fumbling with the lock and before the big door swung open,
Blacky recognized the light footsteps of Jo Ann, but he also sensed the tension that he
immediately saw also when she opened the door and stood there, her usually happy
face curiously dull and expressionless. Even so, the dog had his usual first impulse to
leap forward and show his joy at seeing her, but this morning he held back, stopped by
something unfamiliar in her manner. He felt uneasy and his animal mind connected it
with the night before and wondered why she was not as elated as he. In his confusion,
the handsome animal slunk around her and headed out into the field next to the old
warehouse.
He could not know that Jo Ann was still reacting from the shame and shock of her
forced affair with Johnny Ester. It had been some time before she had been able to get
out of bed. Her whole body ached from the strain of the distorted sexual positions
Johnny had forced her into, especially the tender area between her legs. She felt that her
poor cunt had been so bruised and battered that she would never be able to make love
again. Indeed, she did not know if she would ever want to. Johnny may not have taken
her virginity from her when he violated her so brutally, but he had robbed her of her
child-like innocence. She would never again make love with quite the animal-like
joyfulness that had previously characterized her brief experience with sensuality. She
now had the knowledge of evil, the initiation into the world of men.
Jo Ann, too, felt somewhat guilty as she opened the stage door to give Blacky his
breakfast and let him out to run for awhile. She couldn't look him in the eye. She could
not help feeling that she had betrayed his loyalty. Her mind was too numbed by the
previous night's events to notice at first the dog's reaction to her, and a kind of delayed
surprise came over her after the handsome animal had walked wide around her,
obviously avoiding her. She watched unbelievingly as he headed out the door and
vanished into the sun-drenched field. While she checked his dish, filling it with fresh
meat cubes and then filling his big water bowl with fresh water, she realized that her
self-absorption with her own mental pain was cutting her off from the one being in the
whole world that she loved next to her mother. She stood frozen for a moment in
indecision and then darted into the field. She could not go to school without making
up.
"Blacky! Blacky!" she called, her voice beginning to break with pent-up emotion. Where
in the world did he go? Then as she looked anxiously around, she saw him. He was
running toward her, cutting a path through the old dead and living weeds and
overgrown grass that made a jungle out of the field. He had heard her voice calling him
and a glad light began to shine again in his eyes. Running in the other direction, he had
almost turned a somersault when she called as with a powerful twist of his body, he had
begun to run back toward the theatre. He saw her begin to run toward him and in a
moment they were together. He leaped up and put his big paws on her shoulders and
began licking her face. She threw her soft young arms around his powerful neck, and
he could taste the salt of her tears. They settled down right where they were, secure
once again in the closeness and trust of their relationship. Jo Ann lay on her back, her
head pillowed on the great animal's powerful body, while the terror and despair of the
night before slowly faded from her resilient young mind, until finally her mother called
her for breakfast.
It took all day at school for Jimmy Easter to summon up enough courage to go over to
the theatre right after school instead of waiting for rehearsal after supper. He had felt a
deep sense of guilt over trying to take advantage of the fifteen, year old girl after
yesterday's rehearsal. Oh, he had told himself just as he had then that it had not been
his fault, that she was the one who had suggested they sit down on the curtains and
that she had put her arms around his neck and drawn him toward her, but after all, he
had done a lot of seductive dancing and casting of smiles her way and surely she had
read the vibrations that had poured from his young heart. Hell, he had certainly
fumbled his attempt to seduce her! By the time he'd gotten home, he was convinced he
would never seen her again, especially since she had called it off so quickly.
But then, the dog had started to bark, so of course she had wanted to stop. It was his
damn foolish pride that was leading his mood into such gloomy directions, that's all. So
he finally resolved to find her after school at the theatre or the house, and ask her
forgiveness. It wasn't quite that easy, however. Once the theatre and Fenderson house
were in sight, he got cold feet and leaned against a tree a couple of hundred yards away
just watching the place. What if Maggie Fenderson was home, he thought to himself.
He knew the director had a job but didn't know her hours. If she should overhear what
they were talking about, who knows what she would think.
Then a really terrible thought occurred to him. What if Jo Ann had told her mother
about last night? He knew he would die of shame if Maggie accused him of trying to
seduce her daughter. Just thinking of the flame-haired director made him tongue-tied
and nervous unless he was up on that stage where no one could knock him down no
how! But being around Maggie was upsetting anyway., and he understood why. She
was... well... sexy! Jo Ann's mother could really turn a guy on. There had been times,
even now, when to his horror he would begin imagining how Maggie Fenderson would
look naked. He pictured himself running his hands over those big ripe tits, and his
virile young cock started to swell in his pants. With a terrible effort he tore his mind
away from these lewd exciting thoughts. Damn, it felt almost like incest to be thinking
this way about the mother of the girl he was sure he was in love with.
What turned him toward the theatre after he had plucked up his faltering courage and
started ahead again was the fact that he noticed the stage door open, and he
remembered that Jo Ann let the dog out in the morning-and then again right after
school when she usually played with him a little, too. So he moved toward the theatre,
trying to keep his mind off the fact that he and Jo Ann had been passionately locked
together last night there when he saw a quick movement and heard a low warning
growl. Blacky's fierce head appeared above the grass, his ears sharply alert. Then the big
dog relaxed as he recognized Jimmy. Jo Ann's head popped up next and then it was
that she surprised him.
"Oh, Jimmy, I'm so glad to see you!" she cried, obviously enraptured.
Jimmy just stared at her incredulously. She seemed to have forgotten that it had
happened. She wasn't angry. She wasn't hurt. She wasn't embarrassed. Perhaps she had
put it out of her mind. He ought to, and yet, something about just forgetting it
altogether sort of stung his male pride.
"I... uh... well, I kind of figured..." he stammered, shifting uncomfortable from one foot
to the other. "I kind of thought after last night.
She looked up at him a bit darkly at first because her most vivid memory of last night
was not of him but of his big brother! Then she was genuinely puzzled for a moment
because how would he know about that? Johnny might rape Jimmy's girl but face to
face, he babied his little brother and everyone knew it. It was un-likely that he would
taunt Jimmy with anything he had done to Jo Ann. There was also her affair with
Blacky, but there was no way anyone could know about that. Finally understanding
crept in. She blushed less from what she had done with him than from the fact that she
had forgotten!
But Jimmy didn't know why she blushed. He thought it was embarrassment and that
she was nicely trying to forget...
"I'm really sorry," he blurted. "I didn't mean to go that far."
Now she got up and faced him. "There's nothing to be sorry about, Jimmy. I meant you
to go that far and... and... well, it so happens that I liked making love to you. Please
don't be sorry. Please?"
There was nothing Jimmy could say... absolutely nothing. His heart was in his mouth.
If they hadn't been standing out in he open field he'd have her locked in his arms that
minute and be giving her one of the longest, most passionate kisses she'd ever had.
Suddenly he noticed that she was looking away and that there were tears in her eyes.
"What's the matter, Jo Ann?" he asked.
"Come on, Blacky," she called the dog instead of answering him directly. Then she said,
"Let's go in the theatre, Jimmy, because I'm going to have to tell you something. I have
to." The tears began coming harder. They walked quickly to the stage door and as they
were entering, closing the big door behind them, she continued. "I wish I had let you,
Jimmy. I wish we had gone all the way. I wish we had stayed here and I had never gone
home. I wish you had been the first... man to have me, because now..." She couldn't
continue as sobs began to shake her vibrantly young body.
"W... what do you mean?" Jimmy asked haltingly, his joy at .her previous tender words
tempered by an abrupt fear that he was about to hear something he didn't want to. A
horrible suspicion was forming in his mind. "W... was there someone else... af... after I
left!" He had to force the words out, a terrible jealousy making him feel sick to his
stomach.
Jo Ann had to tell him, but she wanted to tell him without revealing to him who it had
been. "Somebody who was drunk, Jimmy, somebody who had been with my mother
was in the house when I got home and... and he made me do awful things. Oh, Jimmy,
it was terrible!" the distraught young girl said, her body shaking with shame and grief.
"You don't hate me, do you'? I had to do it. He forced me!"
Each time she said this some of the guilt she felt for her shamelessly passionate reaction
to Johnny's loveless caresses dropped away from her. She was beginning to remember
only Johnny's threats, his alcoholic breath, his terrible strength, and the pain he had
caused her. Deep in her unconscious mind she was building a mental defense which she
could reinforce by sharing it with Jimmy. Then her own wild response would be buried.
She would never have to admit that Johnny had aroused her as she had never been
aroused before, not even to herself. No! It was rape. She had not enjoyed it! She was
blameless!
But she had not expected the strength of Jimmy's response. His face twisted as his
jealousy channeled into rage and hatred.
"Where is he? Where is he, the dirty son of a bitch?" he choked out, his first curling
and uncurling, as they responded without any interference from his brain to the natural
urge to pound someone's face in, preferably the man responsible. "I'll kill him! That's
what I'll do! I'll kill him! I'll get a knife and cut his rotten balls off, that's what I'll do!"
"Oh, no, Jimmy, no! He's a grown man and he's big and mean. He'd kill you!"
"I'm not afraid of him. Who is he?" Jimmy snarled, rage his complete master. "Them
cops come... I'm not afraid of them neither!" he sobbed. "Who is he? You hear me ask,
Jo Ann? Who is he?"
"Oh, no, Jimmy!" Jo Ann wailed. "You'll get us all in trouble that way. Can't you see?
What would people say about me? It would tell the whole world what's happened if you
do anything crazy like that, and I just couldn't stand having people know."
Yes, Jimmy could see the truth in what she said, and his anger cooled down. He stood
for a moment irresolutely shifting his weight from one leg to another. His anger had
cooled. Now he was curious. Who was she talking about? Was it anyone he knew? He
suspected that she would not tell him now for fear that he would carry out his threats
against the man's life, but maybe she would tell him later on once she saw that it didn't
matter to him anymore, at least not enough to do violence.
"But what will we do?" he asked in confusion. "We can't just let him get away with it,
and what's to keep him from doing it again? Did you tell your mother?"
"N... no, not yet," Jo Ann said, tears once again coming to her eyes because she was
afraid to tell her mother. Her mother would probably see the show fail than let her be
hurt. If she told her mother what Johnny had done, Maggie might not wait for him to
leave; she might throw him out first! "Please, Jimmy, just for now I wanted to tell you. I
wanted to tell somebody who would understand. I can't think about other things. I..."
And she sank down in a heap on the curtain again, but this time in a heap of dejected
misery, her shoulders shaking from silent sobs.
For a minute, Jimmy stood irresolutely, not knowing what to do. Then he awkwardly
knelt and pi t his arm around the distraught girl's shoulder and she clung to him
fiercely. Finally he sat down beside her, brooding disconsolately with her, his arm
around her shoulder and her head resting on his chest. He was thinking he was
supposed to be home now working on routines with his brother but he couldn't leave
her, not like this. Blacky came over and sat down with them, against Jimmy's leg in
fact, his big handsome body adding a measure of strength and resolution to the boy's
will. Jo Ann reached out and ran her hand affectionately up and down the dog's back.
"Oh, Jimmy, what can we talk about to take my mind off what happened?" She turned
so that her head was now lying in Jimmy's lap. She smiled up at him. "I know you'll
protect me if you're around, Jimmy, won't you? I feel, you know... secure with you!"
Jimmy's young heart leaped in his breast. A few days ago this would have been beyond
his wildest dreams. The girl he loved, white or not, was curled up in his lap, looking up
at him with her big blue eyes and asking him to protect her! At that moment he would
gladly have tackled... tackled his own brother for her and Christ! Johnny was strong! As
he looked down at her, she shifted to a more comfortable position, and he could see her
proudly upthrust tits sway as if they were alive inside the thin material of her dress. She
was obviously not wearing a brassiere, and her peaked little nipples were all too evident
through the flimsy material. The top two or three buttons had been left undone, and his
warm glowing brown eyes moved hungrily down her firm cleavage, imagining the
creamy flesh that lay just out of his sight.
Then horrified, he realized that his restlessly stirring young cock was swelling in his
pants as he stared down in sex-starved hunger at this lovely creature lying so intimately
against him. Sweet Jesus, he thought. Her head was in his lap, and she couldn't help
but feel his growing lust-filled stiffness. He tried to move so that her head was on his
thigh, but it was too late. She, too, felt the burgeoning staff inside his pants, and her
eyes widened in surprise. Then a tremendous tidal wave of tenderness swept over her as
she interpreted this as forgiveness.
She had been brutalized last night, used as the helpless receptacle for the lust of a
heartless savage. She had responded in lust, but without true passion and feeling. Now
she was lying in the arms of someone she loved, someone for whom she could feel
passion without shame. She sensed that this was the opportunity to wipe out the
meaningless degradation of the night before by giving herself unreservedly to Jimmy.
She knew he loved her and that in spite of the differences older people might not
accept, they belonged together. She felt a stirring deep inside herself, almost as though
her insides were opening up. It was different than what she had felt with Johnny and
even different than what she had felt with Blacky. It was the possibility of the mating of
two minds and personalities rather than just two bodies. She wanted all of the
handsome young black dancer, the most gifted boy she had ever known, sitting above
her, and she wanted to give all of herself in return.
As Jo Ann's eyes reacted to the feel of his jerking prick under her head, Jimmy had
flinched inside. He had expected the shock that had registered on her lovely young face
but watched in amazement as her eyes slowly softened. A moment later, she was
looking up at him in open invitation as she slowly raised her arms to him. "Oh, Jimmy,
please make love to me, darling," she said with that marvelous throatiness he loved in
her singing. He could hardly believe his ears. The first thought that flashed through
having some king of reaction to her horrible experience with the man last night.
Despite the terrible ache in his own loins he loyally fought down the temptation to take
advantage of this beautiful teenage girl offering herself so freely to him.
Jo Ann looked up, sensing the hesitation in him. "Oh, I mean it, Jimmy. I want you. I
need you, now. Oh, Jimmy, Oh please! Take me, darling... fu... fuck me!"
Jimmy's head whirled. He swallowed hard. He could feel the warmth of his own flesh
and blood pulsing all over his body. His last reservations melted in a flood of passion
that would erupt whether he willed it or no. He uttered an inarticulate cay and threw
his arms around the lushly ripened girl beneath him. Their lips met in a long kiss, their
tongues darting wetly and twining around each other. Tenderness and passion moved in
his head and body as he pulled his black lips away from her white ones and stood up,
helping her to her feet.
"Hey, man, are you sure?" he babbled.
"Oh, yes, darling. I want you. I want you desperately... please!" She whispered against
his ear, tickling the lobe with her pink tongue.
Then down her lovely white neck he brushed his lips, over her beautifully molded
shoulders to the deep cleft between her full white tits. His fingers began to fumble with
the buttons of her dress. He managed to unfasten it and let it drop to the floor. She
stood there proudly, clad only in her panties, her high proud tits free of any
confinement and so beautiful in their freedom. Jimmy's breath was coming rapidly as
he devoured every inch of her young voluptuous body with his eyes.
Gently, Jo Ann took his head in her hands as he began to move his mouth over her
naked flesh, kissing the pink points of her tingling tits. He sucked gently, hearing her
sharp intake of breath and feeling her trembling thighs pressed in invitation against his
own.
The beautiful young singer pulled him down once again onto the soft curtains. Could
any two brothers be more different, she thought.
"Take off your clothes, Jimmy," she murmured. "Please let's do it all naked, both of us!"
Her daring words excited him beyond measure, but still he hesitated. "Y... you mean
you want to make love right here in the theatre?" he asked. "But what if someone
comes like your mother?"
"My mother won't get home from work for another hour. There's no tech rehearsal
today because she hasn't given anyone a key to get in. They won't be starting the lights
until tomorrow." She paused. "Please don't worry. Blacky will warn us anyway." She lay
back, waiting and aching for him to be inside her, loving her and satisfying her as that
foul brother of his never really had been able to do. She wanted to be loved, not just
fucked.
Once he was able to cast his doubts and hesitations aside, it took Jimmy only a few
seconds to shed all his clothes, and he stood above her looking down in undisguised
hunger at her white nakedly quivering body while his virile black young prick perked
uncontrollably up against his stomach. This was the first time Jo Ann had ever seen it
in daylight, and it looked somehow larger now. He lay down beside her and began to
run his hands over her ripely budding body, stroking every curve, every hollow and
swell. She shivered, her legs scissoring together as he reached inside the tight elastic
waistband of her panties to stroke the high point of soft hair-covered flesh up between
her thighs. She wriggled under his urgent touch as he stripped away the last flimsy
covering from her perfect little body. They lay there a moment clinging to each other,
their fingers and hands exploring each other as though they had never touched before,
savoring every delicious minute.
"Oh, darling Jimmy, you feel so good," she whispered. "You... you're driving me wild,
do you know that?"
His hand was then rubbing the sensitive flesh along her inner thighs, his fingers
searching for the tiny pink layers that protected her cuntal hole. His thumb found her
erect clitoral bud and rubbed it harshly, bringing gasps of pleasure and passion from
her lips. He began to slide his finger in along her wetly throbbing cuntal lips, teasing as
she undulated her ass and raised her hips so that his fingers would be forced inside her
aching orifice. With infinite tenderness he wormed one finger into her tight little pussy,
wriggling it gently, tantalizing her, causing moans of desire to tumble from her
trembling lips. Lubricants began to flow from her hotly aroused cunt until she was
completely moist and aching to be fucked.
"Oh, God," she begged. "Don't make me wait, Jimmy. Do it now." But he ignored her
pleas and continued his fore-play, wanting her at maximum fever pitch before he finally
took her completely. He began to suck her hardening nipples, giving them sharp little
bites which brought loud moans of pleasure from her lust-contorted lips. Her smoothly
flaring hips began to revolve under his caresses slowly at first but then with increasing
force. Her hand slid down between their tightly pressed bodies searching for his hotly
throbbing prick that she knew lay hidden between his thighs. Her fingers closed gently
around the shaft of his thick heated instrument causing waves of passion to swirl in his
loins like the twisting funnel of a tornado.
As he slid his face down from her softly quivering tits until it rested between her silken
thighs, he felt her clitoris growing hard under his sensitive fingers. Gently, he nibbled
on the warm soft white flesh of her inner legs as she pulled her knees up toward her
chest, presenting him with an unobstructed view of her blushing cuntal crack. His
ovaled wet lips found her rigidly erect clitoris and sucked it hard up into his salivating
mouth, bringing gasps of passion from her lips as his wet tongue simultaneously thrust
into her moistly heated cuntal opening.
'Oooooohhhhhh, darling, yessssss, suck me like that," she moaned huskily. "I'm going
out of my mind. " Jimmy continued tongue-fucking her tight little pussy until she was
tossing uncontrollably under his lewd touch and could hardly catch her breath in her
passion. Her fingers were entwined in his hair, holding his mouth strongly in against
her grinding young cunt. His tongue was buried deep in the moistly throbbing hole as
she bucked like a trapped animal up against his relentlessly stabbing tongue. Jimmy
knew that the naked teenage girl was ready to be fucked, and he could hardly control
his own mounting passion as he withdrew his head from between her shuddering
thighs and slid up her fully aroused body. They both writhed and jerked their sweating
young bodies in a carnal hunger so strong that it was almost frightening as they clung
together in wetly passionate embraces. Then after a seeming eternity, Jo Ann drew back
and looked up at him, her eyes showing the agony of her sexual desire.
"Make love to me now, Jimmy!" she said. "I want you inside me. Fuck me! Fuck me!
Please! Now!"
Jimmy could barely think. He could only react. Rolling her over onto her back, he slid
in between her widespread trembling legs. Her hot white flesh was like a marvelous
pillow, hollowed, hillocked and satiny-soft, trembling like a leaf in a storm as she placed
his lust-hardened cock against her wetly waiting cunt. He let his throbbing cockhead
nudge against the warmly moistened folds of her cunt for just a moment and then with
one smooth thrust of his lean boyish hips fucked forward until his excitedly pulsating
prick was buried to the hilt in her tender, delectable little pussy slit.
"Oh, yes... yes, oh, Jimmy! Your hard cock feels soooooo big and soooooo good!" She
continued to gasp and moan, writhing under him, calling out his name as if she were
being tortured on the rack as he slowly began fucking in and out of her tightly clasping
cut. So wonderful was the moment that they kept their eyes open so that they could see
the exquisite pleasure written on each other's faces.
Jimmy Easter buried his viriley hardened cock right up into the heart of her pulsing
young cunt, going in so deep that his loins around its base rubbed harshly against the
reddened folds of her outer cuntal flesh. The skin of his wildly excited prick felt as if it
were being torn back from the hard central core as her tight little pussy pressed vice
like around his stony shaft, squeezing with an ever increasing pressure.
The pretty little strawberry blond singer was eagerly squirming now beneath her agile
young black dancer. She pulled her full firm thighs back and up, rolling herself into a
ball on which he rolled, thrusting in and up as she swivelled lasciviously below him, her
knees pressed tightly into her tits.
She was infecting him with the extremity of her passion. Her moaning was an
exquisitely sweet agony now. He drew his rock-hard cock almost completely out of her
and fucked it in again and again with a resounding driving series of quick deep jabs.
Her wet sensuous lips opened to him, inviting him down, and he kissed her hard,
thrusting his tongue deep into her throat like a fucking cock while his madly pistoning
shaft filled her cuntal hole to the fullest. As he drew away gasping, he could feel her
hands pushing him gently, exerting pressure against his body. He followed her
directions and rolled over on his back taking her with him so that she straddled him,
taking his hard thrusts between her kneeling thighs like the dagger of a gladiator.
Sitting on his loins now, speared upward by his viriley throbbing bloated prick, she rose
and fell on him like a woman riding a bucking stallion without a saddle. Her strawberry
blond hair fell across her face like a veil caught in the wind, and a few strands of the
shimmering cascade stuck to her open mouth as she gasped in passion. He stared up at
her to see her features contorted in an uncontrollable lust, changing with every
powerful upward fuck of his prick. Her sensually swaying tits bobbed up and down as
the naked teenage girl fucked down hard, her ass flattening against his abdomen and
thighs with every down-thrust. Jimmy raised his knees behind her so that they acted as
a backrest to her ass for he was going out of his mind with lust now, and he rotated his
hips upward, watching her pink-fleshed cunt travel up and down his stiff pulsing shaft.
He reached down and caught her quivering asscheeks from behind, cupping teem in
delicious black handfuls of soft white warm flesh. A moment later, he found the tight
rubbery hole of her ass and thrust his outstretched middle finger in so hard that it
caused the kneeling singer to jump forward in an effort to escape the rough
impalement.
"Oooooohhhhhh! Aaaaaahhhhhhgggggg!" she gasped out from the sudden pain before
relaxing her rectal muscles. But then she tentatively settled back on his extended finger,
taking more and more of it up into the warm buttery depths of her rectum as she
continued riding motion.
Just like the liquid fire of a volcano about to explode, Jimmy's cock and balls were a
wetly heated blaze. He wanted to fuck his boyish cock further into her than was
humanly possible, wanted to pierce her heart with his hard fleshy weapon on every
maddening thrust into the grasping heated wet walls of her young cunt. As these lewdly
exciting thoughts and desires filled his mind, he could feel the blood rushing to the
lust-swollen head of his fiery prick and he knew that he was on the brink of the
ultimate explosion.
Kneeling above him the sex-maddened young reddish-blond continued to fuck furiously
down on his long hard cock, her usually melodic voice a long chanting whine. He knew
that she, too, was about to climax. She could not hold out much longer if he continued
his hard rhythmic impalement of her wetly contracting cunt. Then, miraculously, she
stiffened, her blue eyes wide and unseeing as her passion overwhelmed her.
"Aaaaaagggggghhhhhh! Aaaaaarrrrrrggggghhhhhh! I'm cumming! Oooooohhhhhh, I'm
cumming! Now! Oh, now!" she gasped out, then began convulsing on top of him. Her
orgasm seemed to have taken her unaware, as if a switch had suddenly been thrown.
She choked and choked again and then fucked her nakedly kneeling white body down
onto his thick throbbing black cock with a tremendous slam as if she wanted to devour
it completely with the hungrily chewing mouth up between her legs. Then with an
animal cry she remained impaled there, as if on that final thrust his weapon had pierced
the heart of her passion and it was now slowly draining out of her like blood. She
trembled all over a moment and then sank down exhausted, still on his lust-hardened
prick, her head hanging forward limply.
The young dancer, though, was driven to new heights of passion by the lewd spectacle
of her orgasm. He dug his bony black fingers into her tiny white waist and forced her
cunt up and down as he fucked upward into her belly. His lips were twisted with desire
and perhaps a little cruelty as he forced her to ride his rigidly pulsating cock once again.
His thick fleshy vein-ridged pole seemed to have expanded to frightening dimensions as
if it were some flexible container under tremendous pressure. Then, with a groan, he
felt his sperm rushing up from his cum-bloated testicles into his prick, boiling and
seething, reaching for explosion. In the last agonizing moment, his face burned and his
teeth ground together like even white millstones. His neck arched as he thrust in deeply
one final fuck, and he roared with satisfaction as his virile young sperm gushed hotly
up into the open depths of her cunt.
While kissing him wildly as tears of joy and gratification streamed down her face, Jo
Ann fell forward. It was some time before either of them spoke. Slowly his prick
deflated in her until with a soft little sigh, she rolled from his body, their mingled 
fluids of release gushing wetly from her stretched cunt.
"Oh, Jimmy," the nakedly satisfied girl managed to breathe out. "You're so wonderful.
We have to do that again and again, day after day, month after month," then shyly,
"year after year."
Jimmy was thinking that what she said called for some kind of affectionate laughter but
all he could do was gulp. At the moment he was out of it, he knew, because he had
never cum so hard in his young life. But he continued to caress her and she him,
oblivious to the world around them, as confident as if they were hidden away in a motel
room rather in a big theatre with an audience of one.
And yet while the young couple lay so happily in each other's arms, the audience,
Blacky, had crept off to the side in misery and confusion. He had felt the same
emotions of excitement and alarm when Jo Ann and Jimmy had started to make love as
he had the night before but this time he knew better than to interfere. Still, it was
difficult for the big dog to control himself as Jo Ann's nakedly lovely young body
emerged from her clothes. It was now to him just as much a symbol of hoped for sexual
gratification as it was for Jimmy. Eager little whimpers came from his throat as he saw
and heard the naked young girl twisting in passion under her teenage lover. The
tortured animal lay on the floor several feet away from the young couple, his head half
hidden between his front paws. He was still like this when finally Jo Ann glanced over
and saw him.
"Blacky," she said, concerned. "What's wrong, boy?"
As she called his name, the German shepherd's head raised alertly and she in turn
partially disentangled herself from Jimmy's arms and stretched out a hand toward the
dog.
"Come here, Blacky," she called, guessing that he felt lonely and rejected. Blacky stood
up and hesitantly approached, not sure what was in store for him. But as his young
mistress began to stroke him and speak softly to him, all his trepidations vanished.
"Oh, poor Blacky," she crooned, forgetting that they were not alone. "Oooooohhhh,
Blacky's jealous, aren't you, lover? You know you're going to have to get used to Jimmy
and me making love. But that doesn't mean that you and I can't make love, too, like
last..." Her voice died away as she sensed Jimmy's horrified reaction next to her. She
glanced at him and the whites of his stunned eyes were almost as big as his teeth.
"W... whaaaaaat!" He gasped incredulously. Jo Ann started to lie but knew that the guilt
on her face was already giving her away. Almost defiantly she confessed.
"I let Blacky make love to me," she admitted, not daring to look at him again.
The boy could only splutter as he began to realize that there were vast areas of this
amazing girl that he had not even begun to explore. At the same time he felt a spasm of
lewd sexual excitement shoot through him at the forbidden thought of that big dog
humping over the beautifully naked young girl. He wondered how they did it.
"Well, what's so terrible about it?" she asked. "I don't see what's wrong with it," she
continued, supposing that his silence was evidence of condemnation. "And... and I'd do
it again if I wanted to!" There was still no word from Jimmy, and she finally worked up
the courage to look over at him. To her surprise, there was a strange glitter in his eyes
and even more amazing, his depleted cock was showing signs of rejuvenation as
obscene pictures ran through his mind of this creamy-skinned white girl and that huge
hairy beast locked together. Some of his obvious sexual excitement transmitted itself to
her, and an insanely lewd and daring idea began to form in her mind.
"Want to watch?" she asked coquettishly. Jimmy was too stunned to speak for a
moment, but nodded his head up and down slowly.
"Okay!" the strangely excited young girl said, sitting up on her haunches next to
Jimmy. "But there's something else I want to do, too. I want..." The awe-struck boy
hung on her words. "I want to suck your cock while Blacky does that to me," she said
breathlessly.
Jimmy fell back on the blue velvet curtains. His brain was benumbed by too many crazy
images at once. His eager young cock immediately reared up like a flagpole before the
wildly sensual girl. She wasted little time in moving next to his prostrate body and
kneeling over him. She passed one of her slender little hands over his already twitching
belly.
"Are you ready, Jimmy?" she whispered, the words exciting both of them. She watched
him nod yes again, his eyes never leaving her flushed young face. She sat back on her
heels and looked at his impatiently throbbing prick. She was very surprised at her own
boldness, really, but she wanted to do something special to pay Jimmy back for the
tremendous satisfaction he had just given her. But there was more to it than that!
She had never thought of sucking a man's prick before last night when she had watched
her mother's lips sliding up and down Johnny's thick shaft, and the lewd thought
coupled with the unnatural image of being fucked again by the dog sent wicked chills
rippling up and down her spine. Some instinct made her begin slowly, and knowing it
would be a pleasurable torment for him, she leaned forward again and gently ran her
wet tongue down the hollows of Jimmy's neck and onto his broad young chest. She
nipped gently at his small male nipples, not sure that they would respond. To her
pleasant surprise they did, and she could feel him twist slightly from the strange
sensation. She didn't know much about the male body, but she was eager to learn
everything!
Her wetly licking pink tongue began to work lower and lower over his lean young belly
and, at the same time, she reached down with one hand and grasped his hotly hardened
prick between her fingers. She knew how sensitive her own navel was so she ran her
tongue tantalizingly around inside his until she felt his stomach heave and jerk. She
clutched his warmly pulsating cock more tightly in her fingers, drawing back the
foreskin in a teasing motion that brought moans of wild delight from his lips. Finally
she moved further down his body and pushed his legs apart, kneeling on all fours
between his thighs, facing him. Strands of her long pinkish hair swirled in a puddle
across his belly as she continued the gentle skinning back and forth over his viriley
stiffened prick. Her lips were a bare inch away from the lust-swollen cockhead when
she opened her mouth and breathed softly against it – allowing her hot breath to flow
over the throbbing tip with a maddening slowness.
"Oh, Sweet Jesus, suck it now, baby," he groaned. She looked up, smiled happily as she
saw his passionate face, and then lowered her strawberry gold head again.
Flicking quickly out, her tongue came into a wetly searing contact with the head of the
boy's cock. She circled it about the smooth rubbery flesh as he groaned and twisted
from the sweet torment she was subjecting him to. The tip of her searching pink tongue
found the tiny opening of the glans at the end and darted wetly into it. It was already
moist from the tiny droplets of seminal fluid seeping through from his rising
excitement and the sharp pungent taste and heady male odor caused her mouth to
salivate and her nostrils to flare in a wanton hunger.
As she cupped his pulsing young testicles gently and graced her nails tantalizingly over
the desire-tautened scrotum, the beautiful teenage seductress watched his face for a
reaction. Her other hand was placed at the thick base of his cock where it soared from
the kinky black pubic hair that sprouted from his loins. Pinching the heavy shaft
between her thumb and forefinger, she pulled the loose skin down hard until the large
throbbing head that shone pinkish with blood in spite of his dark skin stood nakedly
alone against the softness of her lips.
Jo Ann began planting moist warm kisses around it, beginning at the wildly pulsating
tip and tracing a path down the full strong length of it to the base and then wetly back
up to the tip again. She was dying to take the warmly throbbing shaft in her mouth,
but first, she raised her head to look back over her shoulder toward the big German
shepherd who was sitting on the floor only a few feet away.
As he saw his beautiful young mistress crouched over the young boy, her naked white
asscheeks partially raised, that tight pink furrow he knew so well glistening wetly up
between her sweet-smelling thighs, the dog was having much more difficulty controlling
himself this time. His animal instinct told him to rush forward and mount her, but his
training held him in place. Then Jo Ann was looking straight at him and he sensed his
young mistress was about to summon him. Seconds later, she raised her asscheeks high,
undulated them in silent invitation, and with one hand signalled him to come closer.
"Here, come here, Blacky. Here!" she urged in a passion-thick voice. "Get up here and
fuck your Jo Ann." She reached back and parted her wetly glistening pussy lips with a
trembling hand. Blacky needed no urging. He slunk forward at once, his belly low to
the ground, his tail twitching in eagerness.
Jimmy watched dumbfounded as the animal moved closer, his canine prick sliding out
from its hairy covering. The black boy couldn't believe the size of it. Jo Ann was on her
hands and knees now, her naked body well above the boy's. He had a clear view down
between the valley of her tautly swaying white tits and could see the dog's hair-fringed
target up between her thighs. The dancer's breath caught as Blacky mounted the girl's
smooth young back and locked his hairy forelegs around her tiny waist. The dog's
massive cock had reached its full throbbing length now and it danced and jerked in the
soft cleft between the girl's legs, searching for the cuntal entrance. Jimmy's bulging eyes
locked on her hand as it reached back and gently guided the scarlet canine shaft into
the narrow hair-lined cuntal slit. As soon as Blacky sensed he was at his goal his hairy
loins jerked forward and his bright red cock disappeared from Jimmy's view as it buried
itself deep up into the kneeling girl's hotly waiting moistly throbbing pussy hole.
Jo Ann was knocked forward from the shock, her lips pressing hard against Jimmy's
tingling cockhead. Her eyes were glazed and unseeing from the dizzy mixture of
pleasure and pain that Blacky's sudden entry pounded into her body. The mesmerized
young boy could see the heated red shaft of the dog's animal prick pounding again and
again into that voracious little slit up between her thighs.
Unable to stand it any longer, Jimmy reached down and with a gurgle deep in his
throat, tangled his black hands in Jo Ann's red-gold hair and thrust his loins up with
the strength of a bull.
She automatically resisted for a moment, but it was too late for the thick spongy head
fucked past her moistly parted lips, past the whiteness of her teeth and into the warm
wet saliva of her mouth. She could feel its hot rubbery hardness run the full length of
her wet tongue before embedding itself deep in her throat.
She closed her eyes and tried to keep from choking. Suddenly, as she felt the heated
tube of flesh throbbing like a second heart between her ovaled lips, saliva filled her
mouth. She hollowed her cheeks around its thick shaft and made a tentative little up
and down movement with her head.
"Sweet Jesu', your mouth is like fire," she heard him murmur as he began a slow
rhythmic undulation of his hips up into her face. "Tighten your lips and suck harder,"
he hissed from below, his voice hoarse with lewd excitement.
But her mind was still on the wild animal-fucking she was getting from behind and it
was a moment before she could respond to Jimmy's bidding. A new feeling of
excitement began growing in her body at the mean debasing thought of being impaled
between two demanding cocks at the same time. She began to suck demon-like, her
head bobbing like a cork in rough water, swishing her tongue with a vengeance around
and around the hot throbbing head sliding in and out of her lightly compressed lips.
She sucked to end it, wanting the exquisite joy of being fucked into a sweet oblivion by
Blacky humping into her from the rear. The masochistic joy of being used like a dirty
whore permeated her body and brought mewling permissive sounds from her lips
locked tightly around Jimmy's thrusting, fucking cock. They were going to pump their
white hot sperm into her, the man and the animal, pump it up into her until it ran
from her cock-stuffed mouth and pussy in sticky trails of blissful sensation that had no
equal in the world. And when that happened she would cum too, would explode in a
great eruption of passion like a great fountain.
Jimmy was groaning beneath her nakedly kneeling white figure, his wet swollen cock
sliding in and out of her lovely young mouth with a loud sucking sound as he guided
her lips up and down on his stone-like shaft, his hands still entangled in her long light
hair. He could see her cheeks hollowing and expanding beneath him, her head bobbing
on the end of his hard cock, while her whole satiny body quivered with each powerful
jolt of Blacky's long plunging cock fucking into her tight little cunt from behind. Sweet
Jesus, the whole thing was unbelievable! As long as he lived, Jimmy would never forget
this incredible moment. The girl he so desired was irrevocably his in spite of everything,
his slave, welded to him by shared secrets. He knew that all of her would be available to
him now, any time he wanted her. She would suck him or lay down and spread those
beautiful white thighs wide open to receive his hotly pistoning cock or he would lick
her pussy and play with her beautiful tits. Her tits! He could see them swaying in front
of him now.
He took his hands from her hair and excitedly fumbled beneath Jo Ann's shuddering
body, reaching down to her ripe swelling fullness. God, he thought, they felt like
buoyant globes of warm putty, so firm and resilient. They overflowed his hands as he
lifted and kneaded and squeezed them until she began to whimper around the stiff cock
in her mouth. He tweaked and rolled the elongated little nipples until they were as hard
as polished stones. As he clung to them his eyes misted over in lust, and he shoved his
viriley throbbing lasciviously hardened black cock upward into her hungrily ovaled little
mouth, his thick black lips twisting in passion with each thrust.
Jo Ann's brain reeled ecstatically at the delicious thrill of sucking her young lover's
thick cock. Her body was alive with sheer sensual bliss even though she hardly felt
human, more a mass of sweating, lust-deranged flesh that wanted somehow to be
subjugated. Jimmy was now lewdly pulling at her aching tits in alternating fashion, as if
he were milking them, a strangely obscene act that increased the galvanic sensations
spiraling through her loins and belly a hundred fold. Oh, how she was revelling in the
joy of sucking her beloved Jimmy's cock, of sucking a cock for the first time in her life,
while her darling Blacky fucked her so beautifully from behind.
How hard the lust-crazed young girl ground her ass against her animal-lover's hairy,
fucking body and felt the tiny rivulets of moisture building in the heated crevice
between her asscheeks. She could sense the slow trickle of sweat down the backs of her
inner thighs while the mounting pressure in her loins signalled that something fantastic
was going to happen soon deep inside her tautly rippling belly. Meanwhile she tasted
and sucked wantonly at the ever-expanding cock in her devouring mouth while the
thought of it suddenly ejaculating, shooting its thick white cum deep into her velvet
throat sent her wild with anticipation. She wanted it! Yes, God! Yes! She wanted it to
cum and fill her mouth so that she could swallow it right down into her belly. She
wondered if it would be hot, hot like the feel of his heavy balls in her hand? Oh, she
was going mad with desire swirling through her!
Jimmy Easter gaped with bugging eyes at his voluptuous white girl friend's moisture
filled mouth clasping so greedily around his ever-growing prick sawing relentlessly into
her face. The thinly stretched rims of her lips clung as if she feared he might suddenly
pull it away from her. He grinned salaciously while he fucked her innocent young
mouth, watching her passion-twisted face as she sucked and licked his hardened rod as
if it were some wonder she had never seen before. He stared over her shoulder into the
brown canine eyes of her huge pet as the humping German shepherd fucked
desperately into her hungry cunt. He realized that no one would ever believe him if he
told them that while this lovely teenaged girl had sucked his cock, her German
shepherd had fucked her savagely from behind, plunging his long red animal-shaft up
to the hilt in her tender young pussy. Jesus, his brother would say he was lying or
dreaming. His brother might believe it of... of... A temporary freeze shot down Jimmy's
spinal column as he stood on the brink of putting two and two together. He knew of
his brother's affair with Maggie. Could he be the man who had raped... But the feelings
surging through his young hot body blotted out further thought. There was time for
thinking later. Now it was time to live this crazy hallucination, if that's what it was.
Well, it might be a dream, he half thought, just another wet dream that used to come to
him in the night. But no, he was wide awake all right! There was no doubt about that,
no doubt about the huge animal face he was looking at, the pink lips pulled back over
the canine fangs, the tongue hanging loosely from the dripping mouth and stringing
saliva on the smooth hollow of Jo Ann's narrow waist. No doubt about the wild light
glittering in those strange animal eyes, no doubt about the dog-prick humping into the
spread-open pink slit of that hot little cunt like a pile driver, no doubt about that
powerful hairy body smashing against her obscenely presented asscheeks, driving her
forward onto his own cock until he wondered why it didn't choke her.
Like a wanton whore, she was sucking it, and the thick, pummeling fucking lusthardened 
rod sensuously fused her face to his black groin. No, he had never been more
awake in his life, he thought happily as he fucked hard with hollowing asscheeks,
driving his burning shaft deep into her greedy little mouth and throat. His pubic hairs
brushed the tip of her little nose while his sperm-bloated balls were going to be sucked
right up through the hole in the middle of his cock as though two scoops of chocolate
ice cream could slip through a straw. Great swirls of heat were building in the secret
depths of his cum filled testicles as he watched her lust-warped face working hungrily
over his sweating loins. The muscles of his stomach tightened until they felt as if they
might snap as he arched upwards, pushing his long pulsating cock even further into her
sucking wetness. He gaped at the pink ridges of her inner lips that pulled out from her
mouth, clinging greedily to his fucking cock as she pumped her head and her ass in one
continuous motion, like a rabid animal gone mad. Sweet Jesus, but it was time! He was
going to cum! Strangled noises forced their way up from somewhere deep inside. A
moment, now... wait...
Jo Ann, too, could feel it coming. She wanted his virile young cock to explode in her
mouth. She wanted to swallow his cum and feel it running down her throat. She sensed
it swelling convulsively and a momentary shock of breathless anticipation raced through
her, making her suck madly.
"Now! Now, I'm cuuuummmmmmmmiiiinnnnngggg!" Jimmy gasped. "Oh, Jesus! Suck
it hard!" His hips began to chum, but he kept his eyes on her face, watching her
sucking lips as his prick swelled to unbelievable dimensions and a burning stream of
white hot sperm rushed the whole wildly jerking length of it. It burst!
Vaguely, Jo Ann heard him mouthing obscenities as his exploding cock ejaculated hot
spurts of pungent liquid which flooded her mouth and throat. Her lovely young cheeks
ballooned and contracted as she swallowed his liquid fire in hungry gulps. Tightly
fastening her mouth around the pumping organ, she sucked furiously while his virile
young cock continued to gush into her. The ecstasy was even greater than the excited
girl had expected and, with the first hot taste of the sharply flavored seminal fluid, her
own climax was triggered. With a liquid choking scream she thrust her nakedly
churning asscheeks back at her panting animal lover to capture the last burning inch of
his huge shaft inside her inflamed cunt hole. Every muscle in her frantic young body
seemed to contract and she had an almost overwhelming urge to double up as she felt
an erotic spasm of rapture tear through her loins and belly.
As her cuntal muscles opened and closed in a powerful milking rhythm, she continued
to gulp at the hotly gushing cock in her mouth. Her ass tensed to a rock hardness and
she gurgled another wailing scream as her body finally reached that final moment she
had been waiting for. She seemed to exist in a timeless, motionless world, drowning in
the unbelievable bliss of her orgasm as her nakedly kneeling young body was rocked
again and again by powerful spasms of release.
Then Blacky began to spew his steaming load of animal sperm deep up into the deep,
dark, hot and clasping walls of her wildly contracting belly. It seemed like one long
uninterrupted hot jet of fluid, and again the lust-crazed girl climaxed, moaning and
fucking back into the animal cock frantically... She tried to hold Jimmy's softening
prick between her still sucking lips but was forced to give up when Blacky began
emptying his sperm-laden balls into her devouring cunt hole and she opened her mouth
to cry out. The depleted young dancer rolled away from the obscenely matched duo and
watched in stupefied amazement as her rounded asscheeks kept convulsing
spasmodically. He struggled nakedly to his feet and stood swaying, seeing the combined
human and animal cum gushing out from her tight young cunt like a waterfalls, the
snug little hole still clasping and squeezing like a hungry mouth around the dog's long
red stalk of flesh. Streams of the fluid white heat continued to trickle down the smooth
trembling flesh of her inner thighs until finally the exhausted girl collapsed forward,
breathing heavily. The sight of her nakedly glistening ass caused Jimmy's limp prick to
give one last gallant jerk.
Wondering if she was at last satisfied, the wide-eyes youth stood above and stared at the
panting girl. She seemed to have a bottomless drive for sex, and he wondered how any
one man could ever hope to satisfy her. The big dog had stepped back from his fuckedout 
mistress, his giant scarlet cock sliding once again back into his hairy belly. Jimmy
was surprised to find that he wasn't jealous of the big dog but, instead, felt grateful that
Blacky had helped him handle the voluptuous bundle of demanding female flesh that
lay before them. It looked like they were going to be permanent partners in fucking like
he and Johnny were partners on the stage. Johnny? Some vague thoughts about Johnny
returned, something he had thought about while he was fucking her, but he couldn't
remember what it was. Well, it would come to him sooner or later.


Chapter 4


At rehearsal that night the Easter Brothers were on top of the show like Maggie had
never seen them. Their usually rapid feet barely touched the stage at all. The toes of
their shiny black shoes looked as though they covered the wings of hummingbirds in
flight rather than the feet of men. Every time their bodies spun, the amazed director
could swear that they spun twice to the same beat during which they used to spin once.
God, if they kept this up, her show was going over the top for sure and the theatre
would have a good solvent start, a rarity in little theatre.
There was one aspect of their performance, however, that made Maggie uneasy, even a
little frightened. She was very familiar with a special glint that Johnny's eye had, a
lascivious, intimate glance that he would throw in her direction as he danced, usually.
But tonight she noticed, not without trepidation, that his leering glimpse was being
caught by her little daughter instead as she sat in the front row of seats, waiting her
turn on the stage. Relinquishing her working seat in the back of the theatre, Maggie
moved protectively down front and when one of his lewd looks fell upon the child, the
woman glanced quickly to see if Jo Ann had noticed. The child blushed and looked
away and Maggie froze. There was something terribly guilty about that blush, terribly
guilty! Could it be, she wondered. Could it be they had slept together? She wouldn't
put it past Johnny to try anything, but would Jo Ann do that? For God's sake, she was
only fifteen years old!
Well, Maggie thought with despair. She herself had already begun sleeping with boys
then. She could hardly remember when she had not been sleeping with boys, in fact.
Yet she couldn't help but remember the heartaches and eventually the ridicule when the
word had begun to go around that she was an easy lay. Had times changed enough?
Were people more understanding now about the physical needs of men and women?
She rather doubted it in spite of all the sex publicity. And Johnny Easter was... well... a
little too experienced, in Maggie's opinion, for a young girl to handle.
But then the worried mother noticed Jimmy Easter, noticed that he, too, had glances for
Jo Ann, but not quite of the same idolizing sheep dog variety that she had noticed on
other nights. Furthermore, Jo Ann was returning to him something... something... that
was certainly not modesty or embarrassment. It spoke more of a firm, well-tied mutual
understanding. It was a step farther along the road from the old innocence. That was
for sure. Now, Jimmy, Maggie mused, was a nice boy. Whatever Johnny's hangup was,
Jimmy seemed to be without it. The younger brother took people as they came and got
along fine with almost everybody. Johnny had a great big chip on his shoulder against
white people. It was obvious that he had been hurt one time or other. She was hoping
that their relationship would help him in that as well as helping him stay off the bottle
and on the stage, where he belonged.
But Maggie knew that Jimmy didn't need any help, at least as far as personality
problems were concerned. Of course, it might be kind of fun to see if there was
anything he didn't know... oh, Maggie Fenderson, she scolded herself! As old as she
was, she still couldn't look at a man of any age and not wonder about his naked body
and the size of his prick and what he knew about fucking! But it was sometimes hard to
keep her mind from Jimmy's strong young body and how good his hardened cock
might feel, knowing that as young as he was he could cum time after time! Damn it!
How could she blame her daughter for such interests when she had them so strongly
herself... and possibly about her daughter's own boyfriend!
Jo Ann was waiting for the Easter Brothers to finish their act. Then after the chorus of
end men, she had a number. Meanwhile, it was difficult forgetting this afternoon. It had
completely erased last night! Yes, all she could think of now was Jimmy and Blacky,
remembering every delicious sensation, every passionate moment. She sensed that she
had reached some kind of point of no return in her life. Things would never be the
same, and in a way she had her beloved dog to thank. He was the first who had shown
her what sensual pleasure could really be like. And, of course, Jimmy! Her heart
warmed with passionate young love as she thought of him and watched his agile, strong
male body as it tapped and spun through his number. She supposed in a way she even
owned something to the sadistic brother dancing with him. It was hard to believe that
Johnny was the same man when he was up there on the stage. It was as though the
devil had dropped his pitchfork and sprouted angel's wings. Out of the corner of her
eye, the young girl noticed a movement. Her mother had come down front. Selfconsciously 
she smiled at her mother, who seemed to be watching her rather than the
stage. Jo Ann raised her eyebrow quizzically.
"Let's go right home after rehearsal," her mother whispered, her smile strained. "There
are things to talk about besides theatre."
Afterwards, sitting together in the Fenderson living room, Jo Ann's head was still full of
Jimmy Easter. It had been agony to tell him that she couldn't see him after rehearsal
tonight. Even Blacky had approached the young people expectantly just as soon as
Maggie had given her director's notes as to what was successful and what needed
improvement for the next day. Jo Ann had laid her hand consolingly on the big dog's
soft head and although she could swear he looked disappointed, he seemed to
understand. She and Jimmy had let the dog out for one last romp in the field before bed
and then the boy had walked Jo Ann the short distance to her house where Maggie
seemed to be waiting for her on the porch.
Maggie had told Johnny that tonight was out, that she and her little (stressing little)
daughter had things to do, and the young man had stormed out of the theatre as soon
as his number was over. She had been sorry about that because she had wanted him to
hear the ecstatic praise she had for his work that evening, but Jimmy could tell him.
Still, she worried about his drinking and the possibility that he might not show up at all
the next night... or ever, for all she knew. Yet, she had been remiss for a long time as
far as Jo Ann was concerned. If there was a choice to be made, a risk to be taken, the
child was, after all, more important to her than the theatre.
"Jo Ann," she finally spoke more sharply than she intended.
But before Jo Ann could even answer there was a hammering on the door that almost
made the teenager drop her coke.
"Good God!" Maggie exclaimed and got to her feet. She almost knew that it was
Johnny, and in spite of the temper he was apparently in, she was rather relieved. At
least he hadn't run away. She started for the door. It was just as well, she thought. Now
that she had Jo Ann with her, she didn't really know what to say. Either the child had
had sex or hadn't. What would a mother say in either case?
"Mom, do you think you ought to?" Jo Ann was pale. She, too, suspected it was
Johnny, a very drunk and dangerous Johnny.
"Well, if I don't, he's going to take the door down," her mother explained, continuing
toward the door and finally opening it. Yes, it was Johnny, and he was as drunk, if not
more drunk, than he had ever been as far as Maggie knew.
"Thanks for letting me in," he said, still leaning outside against the door jamb. "I was
wondering what I was goin' to be doing with mahself tonight!" He finally stumbled
across the threshold, a near-empty whiskey bottle in one hand.
"Oh, Johnny," Maggie mumbled almost in tears, to Jo Ann's surprise. "I wish you
wouldn't..." She pointed to the bottle.
"Well now, I wouldn't have to if my women was to take care of me proper but if you all
is going to turn Johnny out into the cole..." He was exaggerating his drawl and baring
his teeth in a grin that frightened Jo Ann so that she automatically pulled closer to her
mother. "I don like being taken in and then shut out...
"I'm sorry, Johnny. I really didn't mean to shut you out but I have to see my daughter
sometimes..."
"Oh, well, now, I can take care of both youse..."
"What do you mean, both!" Maggie asked sternly, avoiding the embrace that the
intoxicated dancer was trying to give her.
"Oh, last night me and Jo Ann, we had our little dipsy-do after me and you had our big
dipsy-do." He was grinning, really enjoying the confusion on Maggie's face. "I'll tell ya,
Mama. You ain't got a thing she ain't got."
Jo Ann saw with a sinking feeling the sick look on her mother's face.
"He made me," she cried. "He said he would go away and leave the show if I didn't."
She almost wished she had kept silent as she saw a terrible expression of rage and
hatred come over her mother's face.
"You dirty..." Maggie started for him but the drunken man was still strong enough to
hold her off and even laugh while he did it.
"Oh I didn't touch no virgin territory, Maggie." Jo Ann's heart caught in her mouth.
Was there any was he could know about Blacky? Oh God! If her mother found out
about Blacky, what would she do? Jo Ann had not considered that. Maybe she would
have the dog destroyed!
Johnny Easter may have had a few good belts of whiskey tonight but he was not so
drunk that he could miss the play of fear and shame that flashed across Jo Ann's pretty
little face. Oh, ho! The kid had sure done something she shouldn't have! Christ, she
seemed to be pleading with him. For what? Not to tell something? Maybe she thought
he knew how she had lost her virginity and it was some way her mother must not
know. His kid brother maybe. Yeah! The old lady didn't mind laying with a black man,
but having her daughter get serious about one, well that was as bad as his kid brother
getting serious about a white gal! That was it, he thought with glee. The kid didn't want
him to spill the beans about her and Jimmy. Hell, he hadn't even known! But it was a
situation he could milk to his own advantage!
"Come on now, Jo Ann. You wouldn't want your ma to think Johnny Easter goes
forcing hisself on little girls, do you?"
Jo Ann didn't know what to do! Johnny was giving her that I-know-it-all look. Was it
possible that Jimmy had told him! Oh, God, the anguished girl thought. Anything was
possible! Her knees were feeling rubbery. She backed into a chair and sat down.
"Well," said Johnny nonchalantly, making his way into the house now, closing the door
behind him. "If they's anything a little white gal needs it's her reputation. No doubt
about that!"
Jo Ann had not said a thing either in her defense or against it, but her weakening
movements had advertised her guilt better than words could have done. Reputation,
yes. Maggie understood the necessity for a good reputation, indeed she did. And Jo Ann
had obviously thrown hers away, or it would be gone if Johnny Easter chose to talk,
apparently.
"What do you want?" Maggie said quietly and without much spirit.
It was unbelievably easy, thought Johnny. He couldn't imagine what chords he had
plucked but they had obviously been the right ones. It was something like having the
minister ask you to go to the organ and press the chords for "Amen" when you'd never
touched an organ in your life. It was a miracle of God when you did it right. Well, he
could see there had been a miracle around here tonight. He had both these white
women right in the palm of his little old hand!
"What?" he asked innocently. "Why I don't want nothin' I ain't already had, Miz
Fenderson," he drawled.
His words were met by a numb silence of hopeless fear just the same. Both mother and
daughter knew, for different reasons, one for her daughter's reputation and the other
for her dog's life possibly, that they were the trapped victims of this drinking man.
"W... what are you going to do?" Jo Ann asked in a fear-filled voice, breaking the
strained silence.
"I'm goin' to fuck ya," he explained, "like a man ought to fuck this women. I'm goin' to
fuck ya both!"
"Oh, no," Maggie broke in. "Let Jo Ann go! I'll do anything you want."
"Fuck ya both," Johnny repeated as though he hadn't heard. "Now both of ya, off with
them clothes while I watch." Both Maggie and Jo Ann hesitated, very aware of each
other's presence, hesitant to be shamed in front of one another. But Johnny caught the
eye of each of them at separate times with a meaningful look that he knew would mean
to each whatever they thought was a threat. Apparently the old lady really was
concerned about her daughter's reputation and Jo Ann didn't want her mother to know
about her love affair with Jimmy. Well, wasn't that nice... for himself! He sank into an
easy chair with a chortle of delight as both the women immediately started to remove
their clothes. His eyes fastened on Jo Ann as she slowly reached up behind her to
unfasten the zipper of her dress. Her fingers moved numbly as she slipped the dress
down over her shoulders and stepped out of it, tossing it on the floor behind her. She
was standing before him now clad in only her brassiere and little white panties. He
almost asked her if that's what she wore for Jimmy, but he was wise enough to know
that it was possible in this life to talk too much. When things were going your own
way, that was the time to shut up.
Her mother was already fumbling with the clasp of her own brassiere. Johnny's heavy
shaft began to jerk inside his pants as more and more succulent flesh, white flesh,
became exposed in front of him. God, they were stripping for him, and in a few
moments he would be using those beautifully naked bodies for any pleasure he wanted.
The fact that he would be violating both mother and daughter in front of each other
added a strange air of lewd excitement to the brutal act.
"Come on now, snap it along there," he taunted. "I wants to see them cunts. Let's get
them tits out and them asses!" Both of the women blushed under the humiliating
barrage of his words.
Johnny saw mother and daughter removing their brassieres at the same moment. He
couldn't believe the voluptuous sight that unfolded before his eyes. Both sets of tits
came unleashed at once in an upthrust magnificence that momentarily left him
spellbound. He'd never noticed it before, but it was amazing how the bodies of his two
victims resembled each other despite the difference in their ages. Of course the mother's
hair was redder. It was probably a dye job, though her pussy was red, too, he had to
admit. And Maggie's body was a little more lush, a little more mature, but Jo Ann's
made up for it with her firm young suppleness. They both had large tits but firm, soft
globes of lush satiny flesh peaked at the tips with berry-like nipples. Damn! They were
perfect.
The last of their garments finally lay at their feet, and they waited, trembling, beautiful,
narrow-waisted, and wide-hipped, with delicately tapering thighs framing the soft pussy
hair sparsely covering their vibrant loins. Johnny stared at the beautiful pair until he
could stand it no longer. He took another big swallow from his bottle, but he was still
drunk from power more than from alcohol.
"Come over here, you poor nigger, you" he ordered, pointing to the young girl. He
never even noticed that he had called her "poor nigger" the way his white employer had
called him when he was a child. But he was living the sense of power that he supposed
that old employer had. Maybe slavery had been illegal when he was a kid, but that
never stopped people from treating you like a slave. Maggie, though, heard the
expression, and she understood immediately his need for power, his need to treat
people the way he had been treated. She shuddered. She hoped to God, it wouldn't be
too bad. Well, there was only so much she would risk even for her daughter's
reputation.
"C'mon, honey chile," he coaxed. "You're gonna give ol black daddy some of those
sweet little lips." The confused young girl hesitated for just a second and then walked
slowly toward him kneeling easily when he put out his hand and pressed her down. He
straightened his legs and spread them apart so she could crawl between them, then slid
down in the chair until just his ass was resting on the edge. As the terrified young
teenager crawled between his knees, he tangled one hand in her long silky light hair
and pulled her head down, at the same time grinding his groin up against her face so
she could feel the hardness of his already erect cock through the material of his pants.
Jo Ann closed her eyes in bitter submission, knowing that it was useless to struggle.
Besides, she couldn't risk his telling anyone, especially her mother, about her and
Blacky.
"Pull it out for me, honey chile," he hissed from between tightly clenched teeth,
twisting her hair just enough to make her fear that he would tear it out by the roots.
She reached forward hurriedly to do his bidding, anxious to escape further pain. Afraid
that he was just waiting for the slightest excuse, in his drunken state, to punish her, she
moved desperately to please him, fumbling with the zipper on his pants to release the
giant throbbing cock underneath.
"Hurry it up, man!" Johnny shouted irritably from above her when she had difficulty in
unzipping his fly. "I'm gonna cum in my pants before you even get there."
After the frightened teenager fumbled for another moment, the huge fleshy black
instrument finally burst free. Johnny grabbed her hand and wrapped it around her thick
pulsating hardness, skinning it back so that the giant, blood-flushed black head popped
out from the thick foreskin a scant few inches from her staring eyes. Then his hands
were at her lips prying her mouth open and the hot spongy flesh of his cock tip rubbed
lightly against her teeth. She could see down the full awesome length of the stony pole.
It was huge! The nakedly exposed girl hesitated in her crouched position a moment,
sickened by the thought of her body being used again as a receptacle of lust by this
drinking man and of the lewd shaft he was going to fuck down her unwilling throat. It
had been different with Jimmy. There had been an atmosphere of love and tenderness
between them, and she had been eager to have him cum in her waiting mouth, but not
his stupid big brother!
Oh God, she was trembling and she just knew that she couldn't force herself to take
this vile thing between her lips. And yet just as she thought she couldn't, she thought of
Blacky and almost cried out his name. Her mouth relaxed and that was all Johnny
needed to be able to fuck the thick pole of his pulsating flesh forward into the sanctity
of her mouth. She could feel the giant head sliding wetly up the full length of her
tongue, the droplets of excited pre-cum seeping from the tiny glans slit at the tip filling
her cheeks with the pungent taste of his sperm. Her tormentor's hips began a slow
undulation on the chair, his thick hard cock sliding in and out of her ovaled mouth
with a wet sucking sound as he guided her head with his black fingers entangled in her
strawberry blond hair.
Johnny motioned jovially, as though they were conspirators, and Maggie moved closer.
The unwilling redheaded director watched with horror the puffing of her daughter's
cheeks as Johnny fucked his brutally thick cock in and out between Jo Ann's clasping
lips. She shuddered with each new grunt the big man made as he fucked into the
kneeling teenager's helplessly trapped face. Then he reached up to pull Maggie to her
knees beside the chair and began to run his rough hands over the smooth nakedness of
her familiar body, letting them rove over the full ivory tits, tweaking and twisting the
small buds of her nipples into hardness. He ran his palm down the sides of her body,
over the hour-glass curves of her waist and hips, his fingers hungrily kneading the
mother's flesh as he watched his thick black prick fucking into the daughter's wide
stretched buttery lips. Johnny was out of his mind with excitement as he abused the two
captive slaves kneeling submissively in fright before him.
As Jo Ann's wetly ovaled lips slid up and down on the thick hard cock, she could see
small tufts of his dark pubic hair kinking out around the base where his prick reared
out of the open fly. Out of the corner of her eye she could see the dancer's right hand
submitting her mother's body to terrible indignities. Nothing mattered now except to
get this horrible ordeal over with and to do that she had to please this drunken man! So
she began sucking in earnest, running her pink tongue wetly around and around the
hot lubricated head and teasing the tiny open slit of the long heated organ. She could
feel it throbbing as though it had a life of its own and was about to erupt at any
moment into a great gushing fountain of gagging sperm that could flow into her mouth
and throat in a never-ending stream of boiling creamy cum. If he wanted her to suck,
she would suck! If he wanted her to fuck, she would fuck! The very helplessness of her
position began to cause weird masochistic sensations to invade her tortured mind. Her
head bobbed up and down slavishly over the thick hard shaft of flesh, sucking to end it,
sucking to draw the thick milky semen from it until it collapsed in depleted exhaustion.
Above the nakedly kneeling young white girl, Johnny groaned and twisted, raining
obscenities down on top of her bobbing head and watching with delight her tightly
ovaled lips straining at his prick. At the same time he was playing his right hand over
Maggie's voluptuousness like a sex-crazed fiend, twisting and squeezing brutally at the
milky softness of her flesh until small red welts appeared where he had touched. Then
his hand descended to the crevice of her ass and delved deeply between her moons,
sending goose bumps running to the tips of her tits. His fingers curled down deeper
and began to rummage in her wetly heated cuntal slit up between her thighs. He could
feel them dilating involuntarily to his touch and he grinned.
Then Johnny moistened the tip of his middle finger in her moist cuntal crack and
slowly stroked it up the crack toward her tight little asshole while he mumbled in
incoherent excitement at having complete mastery over the two voluptuous bodies.
The tip of his outstretched slippery finger started to circle teasingly around the tight
rubbery ring guarding the entrance to her ass and, with a sudden thrust, sank deep
inside. Maggie jerked forward from the unexpected digging pain of the thick Callous
finger probing far into the cringing depths of her asshole. A low groan of protest came
from her lips as he dug deeper and deeper into the tightness of her rectum until she
thought she would faint from the cruel probe. In all her years of sexual experience she
had never had anything thrust up her asshole, but despite the initial pain she began to
sense the beginnings of an odd masochistic pleasure deep up inside her invaded belly.
She was even able to see a certain lewd fascination in the sight of her innocent
daughter's sucking lips clasped tightly around their ravisher's huge black rock-hard
prick.
Great swirls of heat were beginning to build in Johnny's tightly swollen testicles, and he
knew he would cum any second. It was a tremendous temptation for him to shoot his
hot load right down this little singer's velvet throat while her mother watched, writhing
on the end of his finger shoved up her ass. But he didn't want to waste it, not yet. He
had some more fun and games for these two white snotty broads. He jerked his finger
from Maggie's rectum with a loud pop and pushed Jo Ann's slaving mouth away from
his wildly excited cock.
"You all gonna have to wait for yoh dinner, honey chile," he said in that exaggerated
style of his to Jo Ann. "You suck cock like a little ol lady eating ice cream," he told her.
He thought he saw a slight look of disappointment on her lovely young face. It was all
he could do to keep from fucking his cock back into the saliva-warm depths of her
young mouth and ending it right then and there. But no, there was still plenty of time.
Besides...
"Okay, lie down on the floor, both of you," Johnny said, his voice thick from the
excitement of what he knew he was going to do to them next. He'd always wanted to
see two women make love and, by God, now was his chance!
"Oh, now, not that way," he snickered as the two women slumped wearily to the floor.
"Head to toe." He reached down and maneuvered Jo Ann until she and her mother
were facing each other, the loins of each opposite the face of the other. They did not yet
comprehend what he was going to force them to do.
"Okay, honey chile," he drawled to Maggie, "I know you suck cock like a champ so less
see how you eats pussy!" He pushed the beautiful mother's shocked face toward the vee
up between Jo Ann's legs. "Come on, taste that little pussy there. It's gooooood!" He
stared at her with that knowing glance that fills with dread because the threat of
blackmail was strengthened by fear of the unknown. Maggie knew she had to do it, but
how could she commit this revolting act with her own daughter? She finally got up the
courage to look quickly up at Jo Ann's eyes and to her amazement detected a sort of
hidden lust there. She thought she could even hear a little sob of expectation from the
pale-haired girl as her nakedly curved body shuddered.
At the lewd proximity of their faces to each other's cuntal flesh, a tremor of perverted
sensuality abruptly rippled through Maggie's belly. She had never before really noticed
how lovely her daughter was, even when she sang. She stared in enraptured awe at Jo
Ann's beautifully flared hips, at her proudly upthrust tits with their tiny hardened pink
nipples, the slenderness of her dipping waist, but mostly at the nearly concealed
pouting lips of her pink-slitted satiny cunt behind its soft screen of reddish blond curls.
God, and those flawless legs, those breathtaking thighs! She had to touch her, to feel
her!
"Jo Ann, baby," she said softly as one hand reached slowly out toward her daughter. Jo
Ann could not manage an answer at the moment. She was completely befuddled by the
wild mixture of sensations racing through her awakening belly and loins as she looked
at her beautiful mother lying in such enticing nakedness next to her. She could not
untangle the maze of emotions pounding madly at the inside of her skull, and it did not
help when the older woman's hand began gently stroking over her sensuous tit. For a
long moment the trembling teenager was unable to move, her body tingling electrically
as the stroking hand brushed maddeningly over the hardened nipple. She could not
keep her body from twisting a little.
"Mommy," Jo Ann breathed. A mood of deep tenderness spread over Maggie as she saw
her daughter's eyes grow soft with a dreamy far away look. Gently, the mother brushed
her hand down over the young girl's softly quivering belly toward the delight of her
pink little cuntal mouth. She wasn't surprised when Jo Ann moaned softly and
involuntarily opened her legs to her. Maggie moved closer to see and feel the warmly
perfumed wetness which had begun to seep from between the quivering girl's pussy and
saturate her sleek inner thighs.
"Oh, Mommy," Jo Ann breathed again with a little cry at the delicious feel of her
mother's fingers suddenly contacting, then straying into the intimate depths of her
wetly waiting cunt. God, her own mother was actually stroking and finger-fucking her.
The last shadow of shame dropped from her. It felt so heavenly as a knowing finger tip
brushed lightly over the bud of her tiny pulsating clitoris. Love and passion for the
mother she had felt separated from for so long melted into her very being. No longer
was she the distant director, the breadwinner, usually too tired for anything but sex
with someone else! It felt so right!
Maggie gazed down at the slowly twisting body of her lovely daughter, her eyes avidly
feasting on the succulent flesh up between the young singer's eagerly spread thighs.
They had both forgotten Johnny's presence, aware only of one another. Maggie
moistened her lips to speak, the lewd words exciting her as she knew they must be
exciting Jo Ann.
"Jo Ann, do you want me to... lick your pussy?"
"Pleeeeeeaaassse, Mommy, oh, God, yes! Make me cum!"
Johnny teetered several feet away, unable to contain his excitement as he watched the
two women nakedly writhing on the floor. They lay on their sides, close to each other,
legs spread open in obscene invitation. The agile black dancer could see Jo Ann's
beautifully rounded hips and her hair-fringed cuntal slit wet with moisture as Maggie's
finger played teasingly up inside it. Then he saw Maggie's face lower to the pleading
youngster's wetly shining crack. His brown eyes widened so the whites sparkled as he
watched in mounting fascination.
As her head dipped toward her daughter's softly flushed cuntal lips, wild images were
flickering through Maggie's sex-maddened mind. She had never done this before, but
now she wanted to taste and love. She let her eyes feast on the narrow ribbon of pinkly
moistened flesh, resting her cheek on the hot surface of Jo Ann's satiny smooth inner
thighs. She was close enough for her lips and nose to be tickled by the silken pussy
hairs that curled up softly. She could even see the tiny puckered asshole spasming from
the girl's passionate excitement. God, she could not hold herself back one moment
longer!
As she felt her mother's head moving slowly between her thighs, Jo Ann knew she was
utterly lost. Her belly seethed and her cunt flamed with lustful desire. Oh, her beautiful
mother, her wonderful mother was going to lick the raging need from her pussy. They
would be together forever now, bound together as never before. She knew it was
lesbianism, contrary to everything she had ever been taught, but she knew she wanted
it, wanted it now! The impassioned young girl gaped at her mother's lovely face moving
closer to her expectantly waiting pussy up between her legs. She was nearly overcome
by the incredibly erotic emotions and physical tremors that rippled through her vibrant
young body! She felt the first wet touch along the insides of her supple inner thighs,
sensed the warm puffs of breath. And then the magic contact of her mother's wet
tongue licking the hotly quivering cleft of her cunt, promising untold delight, yet to
come. Maggie licked in long brushing strokes from the bottom of the sensitive cuntal
crevice to the top, not entering but impelling the quivering girl to thrust her loins
forward with each tantalizing movement of the pink tongue across her hungry cuntal
lips.
Jo Ann felt her hardened clitoris quivering into a throbbing erectness and knew it was
peeking out from her widespread pussy lips, maddened with the first gentle stab of
ecstatic bliss as her mother's delicate pink tongue grazed it. The enravished girl expelled
her breath with a hiss and tossed her head from side to side in rising passion as Maggie
eased her tongue inside the moistened crack to draw it upwards from the cunt toward
the spasming bud of her daughter's clitoris. Jo Ann's lips began to mumble incoherent
little mewls of pleasure. Her breath caught in her throat, exhaling explosively at each
new delicious contact, delight flooding through her aroused young body with each
passing moment.
As she buried her face deeper into the warm cuntal flesh up between her daughter's
trembling thighs, Maggie's own loins were beginning to bum with a lustful flame. She
separated the fleshy outer folds of Jo Ann's hair-lined pussy with her buttery lips and
her mouth became an omnivorous ravisher, open and hot, all tongue, as it invaded the
smoldering liquid flesh beneath it. Ardently she lashed out at the tiny pulsating pink
clitoris, fucking everywhere into her daughter's hotly writhing pussy, as lurid wet
sucking sounds filled the room.
The teenaged nightingale moaned and squirmed to the rapturous mouthing of her
burning cunt, ripples of fantastic sensation running spasmodically over her smoothly
naked creamy white body. She began to pant explosively, spreading her legs as wide as
possible and thrusting her steaming loins lewdly forward to bring the tongue fucking
tighter into her wide-splayed cunt. She could hear her mother's slaving gasps for air,
never breaking the fervent contact of her pleasure-giving lips and tongue. Even her
beautiful nose was buried immersed in the wetly fluid flesh. A maddening pressure
began building in Jo Ann's softly convulsing belly.
Johnny Easter could stand it no longer! He began to tear feverishly at his clothes,
keeping his eyes locked on the two writhing female bodies fused together before him in
forbidden sexual pleasure. He was naked in a matter of seconds, his huge menacing
prick standing straight out from his belly like a lance. He moved quickly over behind
Maggie and began to tug and pull at her voluptuously squirming body. He turned her
half over so that she was on her knees, one on either side of her daughter's head, her
smooth rounded ass high, her face still buried in the wildly undulating, devouring pussy
below her, like a fish caught in a sea anemone. Johnny knelt behind her, close to her
obscenely offered ass and began to run his hands wildly up and down the smooth flesh
of her inner thighs, then he stabbed an extended middle finger into the hot cuntal
moisture of the madly sucking woman's grasping cunt.
The beautiful red-headed Maggie felt the strong hands on her and welcomed them. She
never stopped her voracious tongue-fucking of her beloved daughter below her, but she,
too, needed to be fulfilled. Her aching cunt also demanded release! She shuddered all
over as she felt the first hard cruel finger invading her hungry cunt hole, and she 
could not keep from pressing back eagerly against the maddening probe. Another finger
joined the first and she began to slowly rotate her nakedly trembling ass around them,
screwing back in time to meet their fucking thrusts. Fiery ripples of sensation shot
through her nerve ends at the delicious plundering of her maddened voracious cunt,
but it was not enough. She needed more! She needed a good hard cock! She raised her
sucking lips just far enough from her daughter's wetly twitching cunt to call to Johnny
in a muffled voice.
"Fuck me, Johnny! Use your cock! fuck me, fuck me!"
Johnny needed no further urging. He began to salaciously stroke his thick rigid prick as
he moved closer on his knees to those lewdly waving asscheeks.
Little Jo Ann was lying on her back now, her passion-distorted face directly underneath
her mother's hair-shadowed loins. She could see the lust-swollen lips of her mother's
wetly glistening pussy only inches away, the seeping moisture dampening the pink
erotic flesh. Then a huge shadow seemed to blot out the light as Johnny moved in
behind her mother. She watched his black hands move up the ivory columns of her
beautiful legs braced on either side of her head. She saw his long fingers slide into the
beautiful wet folds of her mother's pink cunt, brutally digging past the tender raw outer
lips, sinking deep up into the inner warmth. She felt her mother jerk forward as the
first wild sensations shot through her sex-starved body, and she saw her gyrate
sensuously back on the impaling fingers, hearing her mother begging Johnny to fuck
her. It was then she saw the huge menacing spear moving like the black weapon of a
knight edging into battle.
It was his immense prick, bigger than ever, it seemed. It loomed above Jo Ann's staring
eyes like a cannon being pushed onto the hill. She could see the swollen ridge on the
underside of the glans, the heavy dark veins, and the hairy sac of his sperm-bloated
balls. She watched in awe as Johnny's clutching fingers guided it slowly toward the
waiting slit up between her mother's straining legs. She saw it press the swollen cuntal
lips aside and slide wetly up and down the passion-soaked crock, mixing the slippery
fluid seeping from its dark tip with her mother's own cuntal wetness. A few drops of
the heated lubricant dripped down on Jo Ann's face and she licked at it hungrily,
marvelling at its exciting taste. Then the massive weapon began to press hard against
the flower-petal opening of her mother visibly quivering cunt. The narrow aperture
stretched, then stretched more until it seemed as if it would split in two, but then the
merciless Tone cudgel fucked inside with a sudden wet rush.
As the man's pelvis smacked into her upturned ass, sinking his thick plundering cock to
the hilt with one smooth stroke, the staring girl felt her mother driven forward by the
brutal impact. Then, without hesitation, Johnny began to fuck his huge shaft of black
male flesh again and again into the woman kneeling so subserviently before him. Jo
Ann heard her mother moaning wildly in passion, the sounds gurgling crazily in the
liquid heat of her daughter's passion-soaked cunt. New waves of sensation began to run
through the panting teenager as her mother's face was pressed hard against her eagerly
undulating young pussy with each of Johnny's powerful forward strokes. That was the
final trigger for the incredible pressure deep in her belly. It had to go! It needed release!
"Ooooooohhhhhhhhh, Mommy! I... I'm cummmmmmmmmiiinnnnnngggggg!" As
ecstasy deluged her nakedly twisting body, Jo Ann's melodic voice trailed off into a
choking sobbing whine and then rose once more into a thin high pitched wail of
delight. Intense sensations of forbidden rapture swept through her inflamed loins like a
prairie fire. She writhed in the throes of a sweet agony, jerked and tremored, but never
let her convulsing little cunt lose contact with her mother's wildly sucking mouth. The
licking tongue continued to shoot blissful sensations through her spasming body long
moments after the first shattering bolts of unbelievable pleasure had passed. Then it was
over and she lay back exhausted, her eyes fixed on that long thick black cock directly
over her face, pounding relentlessly into her mother's frantically quivering pussy.
It was at that moment she heard the doorknob turn.


Chapter 5


It was a while after Johnny Easter went reeling out of the house that his brother Jimmy
felt sure enough of his conclusions to go to the Fenderson house. In fact, once he was
sure, he went in a hurry. Johnny had been drinking heavily, and there was no doubt in
the younger boy's mind that his drinking brother was headed for Maggie and probably
Jo Ann, too. Yes, his twenty-three year old dancing partner was quite probably the man
who had raped Jo Ann. In his stupid blind hatred of white people, he was quite capable.
And why was he so prejudiced? Because some jerk he used to work for called him a
nigger.
"Well, why punch everyone else in the nose for it. Go back and punch him," Jimmy
had told him once in anger.
"I can't. He's daid, man," his brother had retorted.
"Then go punch his gravestone. What good does it do to make enemies out of friends?"
It may have penetrated his brother's thick skull a little bit that' he was being unfair,
Jimmy thought, but it would take time to unlearn a prejudice. The pastor was always
saying that, you got to give people time. A man can learn to hate in a day, but
sometimes he don't finally learn to love in a whole lifetime!
Jimmy covered the ground between his house and Jo Ann's in record time, it seemed to
him, although he was sorry he had not followed Johnny right away. He wasn't sure his
brother had come here, of course, but it was likely. As he approached the well-lit house,
it was hard for the boy to keep from remembering the marvelous love-making he and Jo
Anne had had earlier in the day just after school. A warm after-glow built up in his
veins as he saw a few buildings away the place where he and Jo Ann had lain in one
another's arms this afternoon. But now he turned his attention to the house and ran up
the front stairs. What was that? It sounded strangely like a woman's moan, as though
she were in pain. Quickly he put his hand on the knob of the door. If nothing were
wrong inside then he was certainly trespassing, yet all his instincts told him that Jo Ann
needed him now.
Just inside the door, he could hear the foul obscenities on his drinking brother's lips,
and he peeked into the room cautiously. Sweet Jesus! Both women were stark naked,
and he could see from behind his brother's back that Jo Ann was being forced to suck
on Johnny's lust-bloated prick while Maggie was... was... eating her own daughter's
cunt!
Jimmy saw the almost empty whiskey bottle waving around through the air at the end
of his brother's fingers. Whatever Jo Ann was feeling now, Jimmy knew the selfloathing 
that was going to follow. Christ, he wanted to break his brother's head open!
But if he burst in there, his brother would knock him flat with one blow and all he
would do for the women was display his bravado. It wouldn't help them any at all. He
would get Blacky. That was the only thing to do. Yet he would need a key. Jo Ann kept
one pinned to the inside of her dress, but he could see from here that her dress was in
the far corner of the room on the floor. But Maggie's purse was on that little table by
his elbow. Did he dare rummage through that?
One more glance at his beloved Jo Ann at Johnny's mercy convinced him that nothing
was sacrosanct except freeing her precious little body from his drunken brother's
ravishing. He opened the purse, took out the only set of keys he could find and headed
for the theatre.
As he tried the keys in the lock of the stage door, he could hear the slight growl on the
other side of the door.
"It's all right, Blacky," he called out. "You and I have a job to do."
Maggie was just beginning to moan in the final moments of her buildup. Her sweet
daughter's liquids were spread wetly over her face, and Johnny's huge prick was
plundering into her raging cunt like a merciless drill. She had never been so
shamelessly aroused before in her life, and she knew she owed it all to the wonderful
experience of making love to her beautiful young daughter. But she needed a hard cock
to quench the raging fires roaring unchecked through her loins, so she welcomed the
hot shaft plunging deep between her upturned asscheeks. As much as she despised
Johnny for what he was putting them through, she loved his virile cock.
Also, the nakedly kneeling mother realized that Johnny was close to his orgasm. She
could feel the bloated head of his massive organ swelling more and more with each 
piledriving fuck. She knew that when he began to spew his hot semen into her it would
trigger her own explosion, and oh God, what an explosion that was going to be! She
had never needed to cum so much in her life. And the knowledge that Jo Ann would be
able to see it all from underneath her spewing loins added a lewd excitement to the
whole thing.
God! Oh, there it was! She could feel Johnny's body begin to tremble all over as a deep
groan broke from his lips. She could actually feel the white-hot liquid rushing the
length of his bloated cock, heading for the hungry depths of her cunt. She waited for
the first hot blast that would set off her own orgasm.
As Jimmy opened the front door, he held on to Blacky's collar. Blacky knew everyone
in the room, including Johnny, so there might be no danger, yet a dog like Blacky
might well sense Jimmy's own desire to break up the orgy and jump Johnny. Whatever
Johnny was doing, he was still Jimmy Easter's brother, and Jimmy didn't want him
hurt, just scared, that's all. And scare Johnny was exactly what the big dog did. The
beast took one look at what was going on and barked with a sudden fury that made
Johnny jump up just as his wildly jerking cock began ejaculating, spraying sticky white
spurts of cum ail over Jo Ann's face below as his spewing was jerked abruptly from
Maggie's clasping wet hole.
"Oh, God, Johnny, why did you pull it out?" the aroused older woman screamed. "Why
did you pull it out?" Maggie rolled over onto her side in frustration, clamping her
shaking thighs tight together to try to quench the agonizing need deep up in her belly.
But the terrified Johnny had turned to face the direction of the sudden angry bark, his
cock still spewing wildly. He saw Jimmy, and his eyes bulged in surprise.
"What are you doing here?" was all he could mutter.
Startled, Jimmy had stood frozen in the doorway for a second, expecting and yet
paralyzed by the obscene spectacle of nakedly entwined limbs on the living room floor.
It was far more lewd than when he had left, and he almost released the dog in his
surprise.
"You hear me, boy?" his brother was shouting from a safe distance. "Why are you
here?"
Jimmy felt as though he had swallowed a ball of cotton and it was stuck in his throat.
"You get away from my girl," he hissed through clenched teeth.
"Whaaaaa... You call that little white cunt your girl?"
As if he knew that the big man had just insulted his beloved mistress, Blacky struggled
to free himself from Jimmy's grasp. It was his efforts at trying to keep the big dog under
control that calmed Jimmy's temper. He loved his brother. He loved Jo Ann. He
understood his brother's prejudice, but he could not tolerate his brother's reference to
his girl as a "cunt." Yet as he fought to control the lungings of the dog, it felt as though
something, some mysterious angel of pure reason was fighting to control his boiling
fury until suddenly he saw it. He saw, as clear as day, what needed to be said. He was
going to have to ask the pastor about this experience, because it was just as though an
angel had held him back and forced him to look while some great hand wrote the
words on the wall. They weren't as short or as well-written as the ones in the Bible,
maybe, but they were as much to the point.
"Jo Ann, honey," he said in a quiet way that brought even Blacky to attention.
Incidentally, he sounded just like the pastor, he thought later. "... now don't you go
hating all men the rest of your life because my brother called you a cunt. Just because
he'd dumb enough to hate all white people because one called him a nigger don't
mean..."
But Johnny had heard enough. He was just at that drunken spot a man visits sometimes
to see if he can find some hidden truth he needs, and he had found it. Without meeting
anybody's eye, he pulled on his pants, and grabbing the rest of his clothing in a loose
bundle, fled out the front door. Jimmy let go of the dog's collar then, and Blacky went
immediately to the two women to sniff them over and investigate just what it was they
had been up to... both of them together! Meanwhile, Jimmy was suddenly embarrassed
as he became more aware that he was facing two nakedly beautiful women. His gaze
was drawn irresistibly to where Maggie's figure still writhed slowly on the floor, three of
the fingers of one hand thrust up her cunt in a futile search for fulfillment.
"W... what's the matter with your mother? Did he hurt her?"
"No," Jo Ann assured him but she was embarrassed. She had enough experience now to
know what her mother was going through. "It's just that she..." Jo Ann's mind hesitated
a moment at the thought that had just been born there. It would be hard to share him,
but after what her mother had just done for her, the unbelievable pleasure she had
tongued into her every-grateful pussy. Yes, jealousy had no place here now!
"Jimmy," Jo Ann said in a firm voice. "Would you make love to my mother? She needs
it really bad. You see, she's about to cum and can't cum without a man."
"W... what?" Jimmy gaped, not willing to believe his ears. Had his girl friend just asked
him to make love to her own mother? Sweet Jesus, he had just driven off his brother!
Of course, it was different, he supposed, if a woman didn't have a steady man. "Your
mother don't have a boyfriend:" he asked skeptically.
"Oh, God, no!" Maggie moaned from the floor, sliding her fingers wetly from her
helplessly pulsing cunt. "Fuck me, for God's sake, stick your strong young cock in me
and fuck me!" And she fell back on the carpet lewdly letting her legs fall open so that
her moistly shining crack was offered up in obscene invitation to the unbelieving boy.
Jimmy could not move. This sensually beautiful woman, a woman whom he had always
hopelessly admired from a distance, the mother of his girl friend, the director of the
show he was in, was lying naked on the floor before him, asking, no, begging him to
fuck her. The tormented boy looked quickly over at Jo Ann and saw that she wanted
him to do it. With an inarticulate cry the youth began tearing crazily at his clothes. In a
moment, he was wearing only his undershorts but was having trouble getting them off
because his already stiff young cock had become trapped in them. He finally freed the
quivering staff by ripping the material, but the torn shorts caught around his ankles,
and he lost his balance and fell forward into the eager arms of the desperate woman
below him.
The wildly excited young boy fucked his stone-hard cock right up into Maggie's wetly
waiting cunt without any foreplay from either of them and then began to fuck madly
into her hot cuntal hole.
"Oh, God, faster! Deeper! Harder!" the tortured woman cried out. She dug her fingers
talon-like into the straining boy's lean young ass and tried to pull him deeper into her.
Jimmy worked hard, fucking her from the tips of his toes, but all his virile young
strength was useless against her intense arousal.
"It's not enough," Maggie moaned. "I've got to have more!" Never in her life had she
been this hot, and she was afraid it would take a telephone pole to satisfy her. It was
then that her daughter go an idea. She could sense that something had to be done and
done quick.
"Roll over on your back," she shouted to Jimmy over her mother's helpless moans. It
was a moment before the desperately trying young boy could make sense of her words,
but then he rolled over, taking Maggie with him just as he had done before with Jo Ann
earlier in he day. The surprised woman was sitting astride him now, his cock thrust up
between her shuddering thighs. Jo Ann stepped forward and pressed her mother's body
down flat against her young lover's chest so that her ass reared up high behind her.
"Come on, Blacky," Jo Anne cajoled the big dog. "Here. Jump up on Mommy." Blacky
needed no coaxing. He knew by now what it meant when he saw a female's naked ass
waving in the air before him. He stepped forward eagerly, sniffing at this new human
lover.
"What's... what's happening?" asked the confused redhead.
Very suddenly Jimmy Easter couldn't hold back the roaring sensations of lust that 
skyrocketed through him. He knew what Jo Ann wanted Blacky to do, and he could hardly
contain his excitement. It was incredible enough to have this lushly beautiful older
woman riding his aching cock, but when he visualized what going to come next...
"Please lift your ass up higher, Maggie," he said eagerly, "and I promise you'll get all
the fucking you want."
The frantically unfulfilled Maggie did not know what they were talking about at first.
Then she felt something nosing at her backside, and without any warning Blacky's hot
tongue licked lovingly upward through the wide-spread crevice of her nakedly exposed
ass.
"Aaaaaaaagghh!" she cried as pinwheels of exquisite sensation ricocheted around inside
her shamelessly writhing body. Then she felt the dog's strong forepaws on her hips and
the soft fur of his belly against her naked asscheeks. She had a sudden image of his
massive scarlet cock slipping wetly from its black furry sheath, dangling and dancing
somewhere close to her loins. But she was filled back there. There wasn't any place to
go except...
"Oh, Jo Ann! What are you going to make him do to me?"
"We're going to fuck you together, Maggie," Jimmy said, a feeling of unconquerable
power coming over him. He wrapped his strong young arms around the beautiful
naked body crouching over him so that she could not move.
"No! That's impossible! He's too big! He'll tear me open back there!"
But nothing could have changed Blacky's mind now that he was actually straddling this
excitingly aroused female. Jo Ann watched in awe as the dog humped closer to his
prize, his unbelievable long cone-shaped prick thrusting forward with no place to go
but her mother's fearfully puckering asshole. Her own cunt began to twitch again in
hunger as she watched the incredible spectacle.
"Oh, oh, Jimmy and Blacky, God!" Maggie choked out, feeling the animal's searing
hardness trailing through the widespread crack of her cringing ass as the youth's virile
young cock fucked-paralyzingly up into her hot clasping cunt from below. "Please don't
hurt me..."
"Just hold still, Maggie," Jimmy said as he fucked up into her wet hunger with his male
hardness, sending a shaft of blinding pleasure rippling through her body. "Just hold still
and Blacky will find it."
He did, too. Maggie felt the beveled needle-nosed tip suddenly catch and worm its way
up inside the tiny dimple of her ass's mouth. She sucked in her breath. There were
never any gentle motions from Blacky, and he humped forward again and again, his
huge hardened prick lustily grinding into the vainly resisting mouth of her virginal
asshole like a driven stake! Maggie could feel the tapered length of his massive cock
fiercely stretching the elastic rim of her back hole as the slippery shaft wormed all the
way up into the hot rubbery walls of her rectum.
"Aaaaaaagggghhhhhhh!" the shocked mother gurgled in reaction to the animal
impalement, her head flailing from the pain stabbing through her nakedly defenseless
body. She lurched desperately, trying to shake the piercing lance from her obscenely
expanded ass, but Jimmy's strong young black arms wrapped tightly around her waist
made that impossible. The helplessly trapped woman realized that there was nothing to
do but endure it, pinioned between the two of them, the man and the dog fucking into
her two sensitive passages at the same time.
Maggie could hear her own pain-filled babbling from the double fucking as well as
Jimmy Easter's lustful grunts and the dog's deep-chested whimpers as they both
humped with spine-shattering rhythms up into the intimate confines of her lewdly
expanded cunt and asshole. Only the intense flames of passion that Johnny's earlier
fucking had set ablaze in her hotly raging belly made it all bearable.
Then, strangely, the pain began to lessen to a weird blend of stimulation. She felt wetly
saturated over the whole area of her defenselessly exposed ass and loins. A new
sensation of erotic pain crept over her at the lewdly exciting thought of being fucked
from below by a nineteen year old boy while her own watchdog sodomized her from
behind.
The red-headed director felt Blacky's long, burning blood-filled cock fucking rapidly
into her back hole, pushing the spongy, resilient flesh of her asshole before it in soft,
rubbery waves as it thrust again and again all the way up into the hotly constricting
depths of her belly. With a vengeance, it ground into the nakedly warm softness
between her upturned asscheeks as the bloated animal balls slapped hard against the
cock-stuffed lips of her pussy below. She was impaled to the hilt on cock, and strange
masochistic sensations began to ripple through her sensuously kneeling body at the
thought of being so obscenely used.
The beautiful mother, moaning and whimpering in building passion, tried to move with
the human-animal tempo of her ravishers, wishing there were some way she could look
back up between her wide-split thighs and watch the lust-swollen cocks vanish up
inside her wetly heated holes, but she could only imagine the lust-inciting spectacle in
her own mind. Her full, ripe tits danced beneath her from the twin buffeting, their
hardened nipples grazing Jimmy's black chest while her red hair flailed wildly in the air
as she tossed her head from side to side.
"Oooooohhhhhh, sweet lovers, yes, fuck meeeeee! Fill me with your hard cocks!" the
lust-charged woman frantically begged.
Jo Ann watched the utterly obscene trio with mounting excitement. She saw her
boyfriend's beautiful thick black cock fucking with fury up into the pink wetness of her
mother's insanely squirming pussy while her own dog pistoned in and out of the
unbelievably stretched ass like a battering ram. Jimmy looked like he was lifting her up
off the floor with the brute force of his fierce fucks, raising her rounded white ass up to
the lewd in and out movements of the rhythmically fucking German Shepherd. Back
and forth, in and out, the blood-engorged cocks relentlessly drubbed, battering the
woman between them like a Raggedy Ann. And she enjoyed it! The lonely Jo Ann
stared covetously at the pair of glistening cocks racing madly into her lovely mother's
slippery passages. She was fascinated by the way the frayed pink edges of the inner
cuntal folds clung tightly to Jimmy's black cock on the out strokes and then
disappeared back inside her belly. But even more lewdly firing was Blacky's long
glistening hardness sucking the tight coral ridges back out' of her ass and then
pounding the soft anal flesh back in as the handsome animal lunged against her.
The child began to circle the wildly tangled trio and then stepped over her mother's
back facing Blacky, one leg on either side of the wantonly writhing bodies below her.
She spread her legs as wide as she could in this position and thrust her loins toward the
dog's panting face, where his pink tongue lolled.
"Lick me, Blacky," she ordered breathlessly, her twitching young cunt aching for that
magic tongue to lick the burning tingle from it. The faithful animal, without breaking
the rhythm of his powerful fucking into Maggie's rectum, shot out his long tongue and
curled wetly through the damp light hairs of Jo Ann's quivering little cunt.
"Oooohhhhhhh!" the ecstatic young girl crooned in relief, sounding just as if she were
singing a love song on stage. The power of the exquisite sensations flooding through
her wouldn't last long for she was already on the verge of orgasm just from watching
this obscene trio below her!
Jimmy Easter had seen his girl friend straddle her mother's back and lascivious thrills
rippled through his body as he looked past Maggie's heaving shoulder and saw the
humping dog bury its huge soft head between Jo Ann's trembling thighs. This was
without doubt the most fantastic fuck the young boy had ever had or even imagined!
This gorgeous woman glued tightly to his sweating black body was the stuff dreams are
made of. Sweet Jesus! Her greedily milking cunt was just about to sap his screaming
balls dry. The fucking black dog-cock racing up her asshole only a thin membrane away
from his own bloated prick was about to drive him crazy with its insistently pressuring
heat against the length of his swollen cock-flesh. Now his girl friend stood over their
locked bodies, her cunt juices dripping on her mother's back while she was being
tongue-fucked into insanity by that huge brute of a dog!
Suddenly Jo Ann's straining loins began to buck wildly back and forth and she threw
her head back, the cords in her neck standing out like steel cables. "Oh God! I'm
cumming! Aaaaaahhhh!" she screamed. She stood rigidly for a moment on tiptoes, her
naked young body shuddering wildly, then with one last whimper she staggered
backwards, away from the still fucking trio and collapsed on the floor in an exhausted
heap.
Maggie sensed her daughter's spent body sliding away from above her and then she
heard a whimpering growl behind her from Blacky. Passionately she began encouraging
the big dog and then felt the bullet-like jolts of his boiling animal-sperm shooting far
up into her rectum! She cried out in sudden abandon.
"Aaaaaaaauuuuugggghhhhhhhh! Faster! Faster!" the lust-maddened woman cried out
and then her own orgasm started! "Now! Noooowwww! I'm cuuuummiiiiiinnnnggggg!"
Maggie felt Blacky's scorching jets of animal-cum flooding her ass and bowels in an
almost continual steam while spasms of erotic rapture rocketed through her insanely
convulsing loins. She could feel every contraction of the dog's long tapering cock as it
rifled its load of seething dog-semen deep up into her greedily milking asshole.
Then below her, Jimmy gasped, too, groaning mindlessly as she plunged her flaming
cunt down onto his towering stone prick, her tortured breath rasping from her lungs!
Her hungrily clutching cunt held his cock in a vise-like grip while she viciously ground
her hips down in furious little circles. His huge pumping hardness began spewing its
gushes of fiery cream far up into the devouring walls of her gratefully receiving belly.
She held his wildly jerking cock immobile with the powerful muscles of her inner cunt
muscles, sucking and pulling, her own orgasmic secretions puddling with his as mad
convulsions enveloped the ecstatically screaming mother.
For at least five minutes the sounds of panting filled the room offset by the sharp click
of Blacky's nails whenever he stepped off the carpet onto the floor as he went from one
person to the next, sniffing, licking, his tail wagging happily.
Maggie was the first of the humans to raise her head. She shook her red hair as though
to be sure it was still there for she had been so thoroughly buffeted to such a complete
satisfaction that she felt like a handful of loose buttons, each finger and toe and
everything else disassembled and heaped in an awkward pile. She looked around her in
dazed satisfaction and then wearily sat up.
"Jo Ann... Jimmy," she started to say uncertainly when suddenly the doorbell rang
violently. "God!" she exclaimed and for the first time noticed that the window shade
was not as low as it should be, but no, the couch should hide what the shade didn't.
"Who could it be?" she wondered aloud.
Jimmy Easter was already jumping into his trousers. "Ma'am," he suggested, his head
still in a turmoil after the unbelievable experience he had just had. "I think you and Jo
Ann should pick up your clothes and go somewheres else. Let me get the door."
"What if it's Johnny?" asked Jo Ann in a worried voice. "You stay with him, Blacky,"
she ordered the big dog, who wagged his tail happily. He was ready for anything at this
point.
Maggie and her daughter rushed around picking up clothing while Jimmy finished
dressing and the doorbell rang three more times. Blacky was at the door by that time,
whining, and looking expectantly at Jimmy. Finally the boy joined him, reaching for
Blacky's collar as he opened the door.
"Well, Chris sake, man!" Johnny exclaimed as the door opened. He was leaning on the
doorjamb as though he had been there for hours. "Hell, it's about time you opened up.
You keepin' it all to yohself or did you leave yoh brother a piece of that white ass,
huh... nigger?" Was he laughing at his old prejudices?
Johnny's face was blank of emotion for a minute and Jimmy was not quite sure how to
take his remark, but then the older man could repress his mirth no longer and grinned
broadly. Jimmy could have wept with joy. Sweet Jesus, his brother had learned his
lesson. Now maybe the Easter Brothers could climb the ladder of success!
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Chapter 1


Vicky Ling could hear the birds of the small park in Hong Kong with exceptional
clarity as she lay on the blanket and sunned herself in the warm late June afternoon.
Off in the background, she could also hear the laughter of children and their parents.
The mixture of rapid Chinese and English hardly disturbed her, though, as she lay
immersed in thought. It had been a long hard year, and now that she had a full four
months to herself, she found that she did not know what to do with her time. Even
though the sun was almost directly overhead, she did not squint her almond-shaped
eyes against the glare. Her lush bikini-clad body was spread out on the blanket,
exposing as much of her shapely form to the tanning rays of the sun as possible. Not
that she really needed to become more tan then she already was. In fact, her brownish
yellow skin looked as though it was perpetually tanned. Her Oriental ancestry gave her
an even deep tanned look which could only come, in other people, from sunning
themselves in the nude. As it was, Vicky often did lay in the nude, enriching the
luscious hue of not only her round face, torso and long tapered legs, but her full,
melon-shaped breasts and cuntal area as well. Here in the public park, though, she
knew it would not be a good thing to expose herself to the limit of her voluptuous
form. No matter what she herself might think there were laws about such things in
public, and even though she was somewhat of a star, she would never be able to get
away with it.
Slowly, sensually, shifting her body slightly, she felt the warm rays of the sun pierce
through the skimpy cotton top of her white bikini, filtering through the cloth to bathe
her breasts in a luxurious dry heat, and the nipples of her brownish-yellow mounds
suddenly swelled into erection at the wonderful feeling. And with the swelling, came a
faint tingling in her loins, the tingling she could not erase ever since Roger Drendel had
left her the day before.
She couldn't be sure in her mind how she should feel about Roger having left her. He
was certainly the best lover she had had in a long time, perhaps the best she had ever
had in her twenty six years of life, although that would take a great deal of thought. She
had had so many since coming to Hong Kong to make her fame and fortune in the
movies made there. Still, a man like Roger Drendel doesn't come by every day. It was
just a sheer stroke of luck that she had met him at all. Even though she knew any kind
of a relationship with him couldn't last, he could at least have been a little less cold
about packing up and leaving the way he had. To think, he had lived with her for a
whole week, accepting her house, her food, her bed without so much as a thank you.
True, he had given her some of the most incredible orgasms she could imagine, but she
had done the same to him. That had been give and take. The least he could have done
was give her his address in London in case she should ever go to his home city. The
bastard. After she had allowed him to roam his hands over the sensually soft flesh of
her body, squeezing and kneading her full, pliant breasts, tweaking the hardened
nipples and running his finger along the moist slit of her vagina at the same time while
she stroked the throbbing hardness of his lust-swollen cock...
And now all she had of him were memories. That was what pissed her off the most.
Roger had simply told her that it was time for him to move on, and she knew that there
was nothing she could do to keep him with her. Despite his cultured background, he
preferred to look as though he wasn't really sure where his next meal was coming from.
He was traveling around the world on his father's money, having nothing better to do,
and Vicky was certain that he could have stayed in Hong Kong with her longer, if he
had wanted to. As she laid on her blanket with her deep black eyes closed, she could
picture him as she remembered him... thick, soft, almost white hair barely covering his
ears, the rugged look of a person who spent more time on a ski slope than anywhere
else, a muscular body that spoke blatantly of the fact that he was active and hard
driving, and between his legs, the largest cock she had seen in the year and a half she
had been in Hong Kong.
And his eyes...! His eyes had been a pale, steely blue, globes that looked more through a
person than at one. They were eyes that said there would be no discussion about what
he believed to be true... and he believed that he had to leave. Vicky could still feel the
piercing quality of his eyes as he told her, the day before, that it was time for him to
move on.
"Sorry, Vicky," he told her in a voice that was so matter of fact it was almost cold and
heartless, "but I gotta go. You're not the only woman with a cunt between her legs."
He spoke without looking at her as he packed his suitcase, and Vicky had hoped that
he would at least give her his address. But it was not to be. She stood at the doorway to
her bedroom wearing nothing but the bottom of her bikini, in the hopes that the sight
of her voluptuous body would encourage him to stay a little while longer. It had been
useless, though. While she was tied to the thriving city, Roger had other places to go.
He wanted to take as much time in going across the United States as he could. "After
all," he said, "it's my father's money, and he doesn't have anything else to do with it but
let me spend it."
"Why don't you spend some more of it here?" she asked him, trying to keep the hurt
sound out of her voice.
"It's like I told you... I don't like to spend any more time in a place than I have to. I
never intended to spend a full week here to begin with."
"Has it been so terrible being with me?"
"No... In fact, it's been pretty good. You're the best lay I've had since I've been away
from home these past five months, but you're not the only woman in the world."
"Is that all I was to you... just a good lay?" Roger stopped his packing as though he
were trying to think of an answer, and then he resumed his work without giving her
one.
"So that's it, isn't it," she said, half screaming, half crying. "I was just a resting 
place for your cock. You don't give a shit about anything or anyone but yourself."
"Lover, that's the only way to survive in this world. If you haven't learned that by now,
you're really in sad shape. I'll bet you didn't get to where you are now by being just
cute. You had to put that body of yours to good use, right?"
His words then had burned through her mind, and as she remembered them, she found
that they still made her feel uneasy.
"All right," she told him as he searched the room with his eyes to see if he were leaving
anything behind. "I'll admit I've had to use my body to climb to where I am. But we
have something really nice going right now. And you want to end it all just because you
want to see something else, right?"
"Right." And with that, he walked off, hopped into a cab and was gone.
Now, laying in the park, Vicky could see why she had become so attached to him. Even
though he thought of her as little more than a good lay, he had given her as much as he
had taken from her... in her bed, anyway. In that respect, he was a great deal better
than most of the men she had met since she had come to Hong Kong., So many things
had happened in that year and a half that it seemed like ages ago. She never would have
dreamed that she would become what she was so quickly.
Ever since she could remember, she had wanted to be an actress. She was the adopted
daughter of a middle class American couple in San Francisco. She had been ten when
she was finally taken by them, and they had encouraged her dreams by allowing her to
act in as many places in and around the city as she liked. But it had not been enough.
All the actors and actresses were either in New York City or Hollywood, and she did
not have enough faith in herself to go to either place. She had heard too many stories of
men and women going to Hollywood especially, only to find that for every acting
position, there were hundreds of applicants. The thought of failure was something she
could never take. She remained in the Bay Area, working in small night clubs and local
productions and keeping her eyes and ears open in the hopes that she would hear of
something that would give her a break.
And then it came! She heard of a man who was coming to San Francisco to look for
fresh faces in the Oriental Martial arts films he was making in Hong Kong. He would
be holding auditions in her city, and she decided that she had, by this time, nothing left
to lose. She was beginning to realize that no one from Hollywood would call her,
especially if she did not make her presence to them known. She decided that she would
risk failure and try out for some of the parts he was offering.
Alvin Silver was his name, and when Vicky arrived at the theater where he was giving
tryouts, she found that there were several hundred other people there as well. She
thought of just giving up and going back home, but she put that thought out of her
mind. Here was her break. True, she would not be trying out for a major Hollywood
film, but if she made it here, she could gain enough experience and exposure to make
her name known in Hollywood. It might be a start for her. She had not been virgin
then, having slept with one or two men, but until she tried out for the parts being
offered, she had always thought sex should be reserved for men she liked. Alvin Silver,
however, had other ideas. The nice-looking middle aged man had taken a special
interest in her, noting that Vicky was lucky enough to have an almost perfect body with
strangely mysterious Oriental features. Alvin singled her out from the line-up of other
girls and told her to meet him in his dressing room before the audition. She had, fully
aware that he wanted to fuck her. If she didn't go along with him, she would not be
hired. Not that she minded, really. He was rather handsome... and his fucking was as
good as any she had had.
Alvin must have thought she was well worth it, because a week later, she had gotten a
letter with a plane ticket to Hong Kong, where Alvin made his movies. She took her
chance then, saying good-bye to her adopted parents and leaving home for the first time
in her life.
The work was like nothing she had expected though. She thought Alvin worked. the
same way major Hollywood producers did, making something like one movie every
three months or so. She had been wrong. Alvin worked almost around the clock,
making a new movie at least once a week. Vicky, as well as everyone else in the pictures
were kept in the same area day after day, with little time to themselves from one picture
to the next. It was during this intensive filming that the alluring Oriental met John
Merril, one of the regular stars of Alvin's movies. He was an American, and generally
played the part of an American government official working in the far East. Because of
her mysterious, sensuality quality, Vicky often played the part of a spy working against
him, and it became almost routine to have a seduction scene involving John and Vicky.
The luscious Chinese-American was hardly bothered by the scenes, though. John was a
very handsome man, and it was after only four of these movies together that the two of
them married, adding a strong touch of reality to the scenes they play together. In
between pictures, John and Vicky spent most of their time in bed together, and the
somewhat inexperienced starlet learned all the sexual delights her husband could teach
her. The cock sucking, the cunt licking, the ass-fucking, all were things Vicky had 
never done, and she found that she loved them all with John. And John, to show his
appreciation for Vicky's eagerness to learn, got her a full year contract with the
company. Finally, after so many years of dreaming and working, Vicky was at last a full
time actress. Her career was finally intact.
With her security came more and more important parts in the company's movies,
including more seduction scenes with men other then John. Neither she nor John
seemed to mind that the other took on as many lovers as was possible. John, however,
finally had enough of the rigors of acting, and had decided to settle down with a quiet
girl from Kansas City he met while she was vacationing in Hong Kong. Still fond of
Vicky, though, he had given her a bank account totaling twenty-five thousand dollars
before he left. Vicky thought the arrangement was more than fair.
As she stretched her full, evenly dark body out on her blanket, she thought of the
money. She had a pretty good idea what she would do with it. She was getting a little
tired of the almost army-like way she was living now, and she was certain now that she
would be able to handle the cameras of Hollywood now. The money John had left her
would allow her to live in comparative comfort while she made her way into the major
motion pictures of America. Now that she had a great deal bf time on her hands,
having finished a full twelve months of filming, she was thinking more and more about
going back to America. After all, even though she had a steady job, it was not bringing
her the fame she thought she should have.
Or she had thought that up until a week ago. That was when she had met Roger. It had
been her first free night after filming, and she had gone to one of the most expensive
places in Hong Kong to celebrate... and perhaps decide if she wanted to stay or take a
chance and leave.
While she was sitting and talking to some of the people she filmed with, being able to
speak both Chinese and English, she saw a young man looking at her on the other side
of the room. It was plainly evident from the lascivious expression on his face that he
was gazing at her full, out-thrust breasts and her shapely, firm thighs, exposed nearly
fully, her silk robe having ridden up nearly to her nylon panties. Vicky found herself
attracted to the muscular, handsome young man, and she sauntered over to the empty
stool next to him.
"Like what you see?" she asked him, her eyes dancing with predatory delight. Now that
she was closer to him, she could see that he was expensively dressed. At first glance, she
had thought he might be just another of the many poor students who come through the
city, but she could tell now that it was because of his casual way about presenting
himself. She noticed that he was smiling at her knowingly, as though something he had
thought were finally confirmed.
"I like pretty much what I see. You're Vicky Ling, aren't you?"
The thought that she was actually recognized by him filled her with a great deal of
professional pride. But it was unusual enough for her to ask him how he knew her. No
one had ever asked her before. She had to tell them. "Some people collect stamps, I
watch Martial Arts films. A body like yours is hard to forget. I must have seen a good
twelve movies you've been in. Most of them made after you and John split up."
Vicky smiled and nodded. Those had been some of her most enjoyable movies. After
John had left, there was no need to even pretend discreetness in the seduction scenes
with other men. After the filming, Vicky and her co-star would retire to one of several
bedrooms and finish what they had started.
"You're acting is pretty shallow, but you sure look like you really get into those guys
you're supposed to fuck."
He spoke with a cultured British accent, and his use of words seemed totally strange.
"And what do you think, now that you've seen me for real?"
"The camera doesn't do that body of yours justice. That ass of yours really swivels."
Although Vicky generally liked to keep her sexual relations to people she knew, even
though she might know them only slightly, she felt a strong, familiar tingling in the
presence of this young man. The fact that he had recognized her made him someone
special to her. Her eyes followed the muscular torso down to his crotch, where she
could see that his cock was starting to balloon. Fucking this kid might be a lot of fun,
she thought, and she invited him to her apartment, lavish, though hardly lived in while
she worked. As soon as she had closed the door behind her, she looked at him hungrily,
and began undressing him in her living room.
"You don't like to waste time, do you?" he said almost sarcastically.
"Not with one of my fans, I don't," she replied.
"Besides, it's not every day I get to fuck a prince whatever you are."
As she helped him pull down his well-made yet casual pants, she saw his tight briefs,
stretched almost to the tearing point by the swell of his massive cock.
"I'm just a guy who's trying to make it with as many women around the world as I
can."
"Looks like you're gonna make it with a famous person this time," she said, engulfing
his mouth with her moistly open lips waiting to receive his hot, young tongue. When it
entered her, she wrapped their tongues around each other, clinging that way for several
moments, their warm, moist tongues passionately caressing at the tips. His large, strong
hands joined her slender waist, and she moved hers up beneath his arms to engulf Iris
strong, powerfully built shoulders, their loins rubbing tightly against one another in
erotic sensuality.
For a moment, she couldn't believe she was doing this. He was a total stranger to her at
that point. She didn't even know his name. In a way, it made this man something
different than any she had fucked. She was not using his body to advance her career
with him. She was being treated to pure sensual delights with no obligations on any
one's part. It made her feel more abandoned than she ever had. Her eyes were finally
fixed on the massive swell of his penis. She could not remember ever having seen one
like it. It was the largest she could remember, and the thought of having it rammed
between her legs made her all the more anxious. The head alone looked like a tightly
clenched fist about to ram through her now seeping cuntal lips.
He pulled his face away from hers and noticed that she was gazing wantonly at his
cock.
"Pretty good piece of meat, right? I haven't heard any complaints from any women
between London and here," he teased, waggling his naked hips to make the still
hardening, thick length of lust-aroused flesh sway back and forth in front of her sex
glazed eyes. "I may talk like a prince or whatever," he mocked her, "but I fuck like a
king."
"I can believe it, lover," she gasped in admiration, reaching out with both hands to curl
her slender fingers and thumbs around its hardening, fleshy heat, the smallness of her
Oriental hand totally unable to completely encircle it, the width of both her soft,
slightly-yellow hands leaving the heavy-veined cock protruding at both ends of her
grasping feminine fist!
He grunted lustfully to the feel of her sudden possession of it, slowly pressing his hips
forward and sliding its thick, comparatively white foreskin moistly back to completely
expose its swollen, blood-filled head. A small, glistening drop of pre-semen appeared to
partially hide the little split at its smooth, rubbery tip. Her mouth watered, his
masculine scent rising up from his sperm-filled balls and sharpening the sexual appetite
he had already unleashed within her.
"Don't you think something as wonderful as my cock deserves a kiss?" he said, his voice
thick with the lust she was arousing.
Vicky emitted a sensual moan of guttural desire from the depths of her throat as she
leaned forward, licking first with her warm, eager tongue to flick away the minute
bubble of hot, salty fluid from the tiny eye of his virile, young cock. It was like a drug
affecting her mind, its manly taste bending her consciousness with overwhelming
flames of passion. She kissed and licked it while she held the thickly swollen length in
her tightly milking hands, her head mindlessly filled with the pungent male aroma of
him. She heard his groans of sexual delight and felt the wild vibrating along the thick
length of his throbbing penis as she teased it mercilessly with her wet, swirling tongue,
sensations of new and unexplored lust churning deliciously up between her thighs and
setting to flow the vaginal juices of her already warmly seething pussy.
She squirmed to her knees in front of him as she tongued the underside of his rapidly
rising hardness, sensing the heated moisture which had seeped from between her
excitedly throbbing pussy lips to leave a dark stain against the front of her silk robe,
having soaked through the thin nylon panties up between her full, caressing thighs.
Visions of lust-fulfilling enchantment for hours to come flooded her brain with a wild,
all-consuming hunger. She opened her mouth wide, looking up to him so he could
watch, her thin yet full lips gleaming wetly. Her almond-shaped eyes were glazed with
her lust, and she met his pale-blue eyes unseeingly. Then she pressed her head forward
and tightly fastened them to the tip of his cock and let them slide slowly and moistly up
over the smooth rubbery head, locking them behind the soft fleshy rim while she licked
and teased maddeningly with her tiny swirling tongue. Her cheeks drew greedily
inward at it, while one hand moved down to scoop the heavy fullness of the cumbloated
balls freely swinging between his legs.
"Shit, Vicky... all those movies must have really taught you how to suck cock. I'm
gonna fill that mouth of yours with a river of sperm," he hissed at her, clutching her
head with both hands and running his fingers through her long, shiny black hair.
It was hardly the movies that had taught her, though. She had learned from actual
practice... and she had practiced as much as she could, deriving an all-encompassing
delight in having a man's penis in her mouth. She loved to draw out warm male sperm
from the tip of a hardened cock with sucking lips and hot caressing tongue. And she
was having that delight right now. Sucking almost vampirishly as he stood there before
her, slithering his huge, stiffened penis further and further back toward her hungrily
waiting throat.
"he was not sure if she would be able to take the whole thing in her or not. It was so
huge... but she had to try! She wanted to feel the first shot of hot sticky sperm against
her throat and straight down into her burning belly. She wanted to show him how
much she appreciated his recognition of her... as well as to taste and revel in his thick
drenching cum. God! Oh, God! The thought that he might stay for more than just a
night filled her with still more passion. She knew he would want to lick and suck her
hot, insatiable cunt as a reward for what she was doing to him. All sorts of sexual
pleasures with this young man were possible. She tried to imagine his thick penis in her
ass, but it would be nothing compared to his tongue worming through that vertical,
dark-hair fringed mouth between her dark thighs. A man like this would know how. He
was a man who really knew how to love a woman, she thought as she gently pressured
his sperm-bloated balls and sucked his mouth-stuffing cock with the gasping breath of a
person who had bitten off more than she could chew. It slipped down into her eagerly
swallowing throat, her mouth stretched wide with the hugeness of its long thick
hardness, the warmly pulsating head a raging ecstasy of near-choking enthrallment with
every thrust.
Then it happened, finally...
He tightened his fingers in her jet-black hair, ramming that inhumanly, delectable cock
down her wanting throat, and with her mouth stretched almost painfully, her
maddening desire for him screaming through her with insane passion, she had let him
use her however he wanted.
His thick, fire-filled hardness erupted like a volcano. Flooding spasms of his lava-like,
thick cum filled her mouth, and she could not swallow rapidly enough. For a moment,
she thought that she could climax along with him, rubbing her firm thighs together to
catch the quivering erect nub of her tiny clitoris between her excitedly flushed pussy
lips. But she couldn't. So she continued sucking... milking his emptying balls and
swallowing the nectarous taste of his hot, virile, sweet-tasting cum, the slavish act
lustfully stoking her want and need all out of proportions.
And after he had finished his orgasm, she had led him to her bedroom. It was then
when he had finally taken to playing with her wildly lust-hungering cunt, kissing and
licking it with a knowing lover's knowledge before they had both finally collapsed.
And now it was over. She had never known a lover like Roger Drendel, and she was
almost sure she never would again. For a full week, she had lived like a member of a
two-person orgy, delighting in not only the old, familiar ways of making love Vicky had
learned in her year and a half away from home, but in some new and exciting ways
Roger had picked up in his travels. The young man brought a new and vibrant spark to
Vicky's life, a spark that came from loving a man with no obligations or strings
attached. Throughout her acting career, Vicky had fucked men only to further or
enhance her own status. But Roger showed her that love between two people can be
had simply because it's fun...
And now he was gone. He had just taken off on her, much in the same way she had
taken off on many of her lovers.
The voluptuous Oriental began to think of her life in a new and totally different way,
now that Roger was gone. In the year and a half that she had been acting, she had very
little to show for it. Money to keep her secure, of course, and an almost endless stream
of lovers. But her life was as empty as she could imagine a life being. It was getting so
that the very act of sex itself was beginning to bore her. Her career had not turned out
the way she thought it might, even though she would fuck men who could advance her.
Now, as she lay sunning herself in the small public park, she could feel a slight wave of
depression coming over her. She thought of the person she had been in San Francisco,
and of all the dreams she had... dreams of becoming famous and rich... of having people
recognize her where ever she went. And how had everything turned out? She was
almost as unknown as she had been when she left home. And the endless chain of
men... In a way, there were times when she felt like a little more than a cheap whore...
worse. At least whores got paid for what they did. Vicky could see that all the sex... all
the love making... had been done virtually for nothing. And there were times when she
didn't even like the men she fucked. She thought of the sixty year old camera man she
had sucked off so that she could get a better close-up from him. She thought of the
script-writer, a blatant homosexual and unquestionably the worst lover she had ever
had.
He had sodomized her, and although she had nothing against ass-fucking, his had been
the worst. And all for giving her a few more lines in the movie she was making at the
time. And where had it all led? The only person who had finally recognized her had left
as though she was a common nobody.
Well, she thought, perhaps she was. Perhaps she was living in a dream world, a world
where she thought she was important but really wasn't. It was a sobering thought, but,
as she took a deep breath, she could see that it was true. It had been fun at times,
making one movie a week. She could not deny the fact that, even though there were
men she had not liked fucking, there had been several who would always stand out in
her mind. Perhaps it was a good thing that Roger had left the way he had. She could
see that even though she was secure now, it could all be taken away from her. She had
no foundation in her life. She was living each day at a time, and although she thought
she was making preparations for the future, she really wasn't. She had been content to
take what ever came along in the hopes that it would lead her to something. And she
could see now that it had been like running on a tread-mill.
But it wasn't too late to change, she thought to herself. She was being pressured to sign
another contract with the company, and she had been thinking long and hard about it.
She was torn between two conflicting thoughts. One told her that she needed more
experience in acting, and that she should stay on with the company to gain that
experience. The other idea, one that was becoming stronger and stronger in her mind,
was that she was wasting her time, that she could do better on her own, and that she
should take the money she had saved by working hard and try to make it on her own.
At the moment, the last thought, while a little frightening, was looking better and better
to her. It might take a little more time to make up her mind, but she could see the way
she was leaning now. Perhaps now that she was away from the pressure of work for a
full four months, she would be able to think more clearly and reach a decision. She
knew it would be the most important decision of her life... more important, in fact, than
the one which had brought her to Hong Kong. And she knew she would have to make
it alone. She had no friends in the British city to help her.
As she lay on her blanket, warming in the sun, she suddenly felt a cold chill pass across
her full, ripe breasts, as though a shadow was on her body, blocking the warming sun
rays. She slowly opened her eyes to see what had caused the shadow, and when she saw
what it was, she opened her eyes wide in surprise and raced her hands to her breasts in
an instinctive move of protection.
There, hovering over her body, was the largest German shepherd she had ever seen,
bending his head to sniff at her jiggling yellowish mounds of flesh. She drew her body
away from him in half fright, half wonder, and her actions seemed to startle the huge
beast. Vicky could see that there was nothing threatening about him, and as she sat
there, watching him watch her, she called out to him, holding her hand to show that
she did not want to hurt him.
"Come here, fellow," she said in a soothing voice. "I'm not going to hurt you if you're
not going to hurt me."
For a moment, the dog looked at her with wondering eyes. He had a hungry look about
him, as though he hadn't had anything to eat in almost a day. Yet, in a way, he looked
as though he was used to being taken care of. His coat, a deep, rich brown with a white
breast, was shiny, and carried only a hint of dirt and filth from living out doors. The
dog cocked his head to one side as he looked at Vicky's black almond-shaped eyes,
wondering if her soothing voice meant that he would not be mistreated. He finally
decided to take a chance, and he came over to her, rubbing his head against her hand
and sitting while she stroked his body.
The lovely Oriental actress looked around to see if there might be some people coming
for the dog. She was already growing fond of him, and she decided that if no one came
for him, she would keep him. He was very handsome at the moment, and Vicky, with
her vivid imagination, could see that once he was cleaned up and fed, he would look
even better. She had never had a pet, and it seemed to her that this dog might very well
fill the bill. He was friendly, handsome... and she needed something on which she could
depend. For a full half hour, the shapely Oriental played with the dog, all the while
listening and watching to see if someone claimed him. Finally, as the sun began to set,
she decided that the dog must be lost, or had run away from his owners, or was turned
out... or something. At any rate, she decided that she would take him home with her.
He could provide her with the companionship she found lacking from many of the
people she knew.
"How'd you like to come home with me, big fellow?" she asked, and she could see from
the happy expression on the dog's face that he very much wanted to go with the
alluring woman, and he hopped and jumped around when he saw that Vicky was about
to leave the park and take him with her. "I sort of thought that you might like that,"
she said, bending her ripe body over at the waist and patting him on the head. "And as
long as you're going to belong to me, I think I have the right to give you a new name. I
don't even know if your last owner was Chinese or not, so I don't know if you
understand English. Well, no matter. I think I'll call you Ching. That means "Change"
in Chinese, and something tells me that you might be bringing me a great deal of
change."
The huge German shepherd seemed happy enough with both his new name and his
new owner, and he followed close by Vicky's heels while she walked through the park
and along the seven city blocks to the apartment. For the first time since she had been
away from home, Vicky felt as though there was purpose and meaning to her life. She
knew that Ching would not run off on her the way Roger had... not if she treated him
well.
When she finally got to her apartment, the door man noticed the great beast entering
with her. He could hardly help it.
"Good evening, Miss Ling," he said to her as he held the door open for her. He knew
she acted in the movies, even though he had never seen her on the screen. As he gazed
intently at her scantily clad body, he could feel his cock swelling in his pants. He knew
of her reputation for sexual pleasure and freeness, and he hoped that there would come
a time when she showed him a little of her talents. She had only been living steadily in
the apartment for a week, though, and he figured he would just have to bide his time. "I
see you found a friend to help keep you company."
"That's right," she said, ignoring the doorman's obvious gaze on her loins. "Are there
any messages for me?'.
The door man was so taken by being almost able to see Vicky's dark cuntal hair at the
top of her bikini panties that it took him several seconds to answer. "Uh... yes, there
was," he stammered, finally looking up at her round, lovely face. "A Joseph Norman left
a message for you to call him as soon as possible."
Vicky searched through her mind, and found that the name meant nothing to her. "Do
you know who he is?" she asked the doorman.
"He sounded like an American, but he said he wanted to talk to you personally. He
wouldn't tell me anything."
Vicky took the phone number from the doorman and walked with her new pet through
the lobby and took the elevator to her top floor apartment, wondering what an
American would want with her.


Chapter 2


As Sonya Norman stood in the door way with a high-ball in her hand, she waited until
her husband hung up the phone.
"Who was that?" she asked in a provocative tone, after she took another sip of her
drink. For a long while, Joseph, her husband, did not answer her, being busy writing
something on his memo pad. Finally, he looked up at her bath-robed body, ignoring
her shoulder length blonde hair as he looked into her hazel eyes.
"That was Vicky Ling," he said in a voice that was more business like than interested.
"She was answering the message I had left her. She says she'll talk to me."
"And I suppose you'll go over to her apartment and try and get her to sign a contract
with you, right?"
"Honey, she's the hottest thing in the movies she makes, and even if she doesn't know
it, she's really popular. You know that. That's why we came."
Sonya began to see that once again her husband was going to be away from her. It was
incredible, she thought as she slinked from her place in the door way of their hotel
room and sauntered over to Joseph. For the last month, he had been so busy with work
that he had hardly given her any notice at all. "There are times when I think you would
rather be with a lawyer writing up a contract then in bed with me," she said, running
her long, slender fingers through her husband's neatly trimmed brown hair. "Why don't
you take a little time off and love me like you used to. You have the time. You can't be
thinking of seeing that trampish actress tonight, can you?"
Joseph gently, but firmly, pushed her hand away from his head. "Honey, I have a
million things to do before I talk with Vicky. And I don't want you calling her a tramp.
If she signs this contract, she's going to be making me a great deal of money at the box
office."
The lovely twenty four year old wife of five months pulled her hand away from him
sharply and stepped back from him. He returned his attention to his work, his
inattention angering her all the more. She had heard stories of Vicky, and she had no
doubt but they were true. It irked her to think that her husband could spend so much
time thinking about her while at the same time ignoring her needs. He was carrying his
work just a little too far. She could remember a time, earlier in their marriage, when she
was the only thing on his mind. She had never had sexual relations with any other man
before she met Joseph, and he had unlocked the pleasures of sex to her in a way she
had never dreamed possible. But lately, he had become so immersed in his work that
there were times when Sonya felt as though she was a total stranger to him... and he to
her.
"I'll be seeing her tomorrow to talk over the terms of my contract. I think she'll find
that it's more than generous."
Sonya nodded and walked away from her husband. She could feel a warm tingling in
her loins, and she was not sure if it was from the small drinking she had been doing or
the fact that she actually found herself rather sexy in the sheer, almost transparent robe.
She had bought it that afternoon in the hopes it might arouse her husband enough to
make him forget his work... at least for a little while. But it obviously hadn't worked.
Damnit, she thought to herself, she loved him, and she was pretty sure he loved her.
But he had a strange way of showing it. She closed her eyes and felt a wave of
depression falling over her. She hadn't been fucked by her husband in almost three
weeks now. Sometimes he would spend hours pouring over his damn work... work he
kept telling her would some day pay off and allow the two of them to live in comfort.
Then he would come to bed long after she was asleep, moving carefully so as not to
wake her. But then there were the times when they would go to bed together, and
Joseph would be so tired that he would immediately fall asleep, leaving Sonya with
shattered hopes of an orgasm that would never come. Those were the worst times of all.
She would lie awake in bed, next to her husband while he snored the night away, and
she would have to resort to her fingers to relieve the gnawing aching tingling in her
vagina. She had hoped that the trip to Hong Kong would allow her husband to unwind
a little, allow him to show her some of the affections she felt she was entitled. On their
first night here, she had appeared before her husband wearing only her bra and panties,
revealing as much of her luscious form to him as she could in the hopes that he would
put aside his work for the night. She could still remember his words as he looked up
from behind his desk, annoyed that she had interrupted his work.
"For God's sake, Sonya, put some clothes on. If someone came to visit, they'd think I've
married a slut."
Even now, two days later, the words burned in her mind. The lovely brunette felt that
she was failing her husband as a woman. How could she best compete with his work?
She saw no way. But she was determined that tonight, she would make a monumental
effort. Perhaps now that things with that tramp Vicky were starting to come together,
Joseph could relax a little and show her the love she wanted.
"Joe," she said in a cautious voice, "how about having a little sherry and coming to bed.
You've been working pretty hard."
Joseph looked up at her with a slightly annoyed expression on his face, which melted
into a blank stare. "Perhaps you're right. Why don't you bring in the decanter?"
Sonya could feel hope springing within her. Perhaps she had finally succeeded in
breaking through to her husband. With a sensual smile on her face, she went sweeping
off toward the small liquor cabinet. She felt a deep emotion of love filling her almost to
the bursting point, and the tingling between her legs increased in intensity. She would
do everything in her power to get him to bed with her at a decent time tonight. She
would let nothing stand in her way. Certainly not his work. He had become her whole
life to her, and she felt that if she lost him to his work, she would die.
She couldn't help feeling any other way. Love to her was warm kisses, gentle caresses,
sharing and caring for one another. And that included sex. She had never thought of
cheating on her husband simply for the sexual release she needed. She would be
content to share no other part of her husband's life if he would only treat her the way a
husband should treat a wife.
That wasn't asking too much. After all, she was no different than any other normal
woman, even if she hadn't made love with a man before she married Joseph. Before
then, she had simply not been all that attracted to any men, and she believed that sex
should be had only between two people who loved and respected each other. When she
had finally met the man she was to marry, she knew that she would be able to give him
everything a wife should, and she hoped that he would be everything a husband should
be.
At first, he had been. On their wedding night, she had freely given herself to him,
fearful of the unknown, but trusting and secure in the strong arms of her new husband.
Even though she had been raised by rather moralistic parents, she had overcome the
total fear of sex that such a situation can often bring about. Living in a rather free area
like Los Angeles had helped. On that first night, Joseph told her that he loved her all
the more because she had waited until she found the right man. He had whispered it to
her while he tenderly held her and kissed her, and she found that the slight fears of
entering the unknown world of sexual pleasures were rapidly melted away. As she was
gently swept up with the intoxicating rapture of love-making, she realized that perhaps
she had been a little too hard on herself. She could feel the overwhelming pleasures
coursing through her body that first night, and she thought herself somewhat of a fool
for having denied herself these pleasures for so long. But on that first night, she knew
she was about to make up for all those years of listening to her friends speak of the
sexual pleasures with their boy-friends. Then, after she had been driven almost insane
with passion by Joseph's tender fondling, he finally placed his massive, lust-engorged
cock at the seeping entrance to her vagina as she willfully spread her legs, lying there
nakedly exposed beneath him, her tight young virgin pussy being stretched in lustful,
almost unbelievable pleasure by his hugely throbbing penis head.
For a brief instant, she was not sure she would be able to stand the intense pain caused
by the tightness of her un-fucked vagina, but she was determined that she would have
the pleasure she could only barely imagine at that point. Everything that had led to that
point... the warm kisses and tender caresses... were forgotten as she focused all her
attention on his massive cock worming into the undefended mouth of her never-before
entered cunt. For an instant, the pain was almost overwhelming, and she had cried out,
begging him to stop and all the while hoping he wouldn't.
"Aaaaaaaaaahhhhhh... GOD! Joseph... It hurts... it hurts..." She winced and squirmed
and cringed beneath him, trying to accommodate his cunt-filling cock as best she could.
He tried to sooth her as best he could, knowing that she was a virgin and would have
this pain only for a little while.
"There... there, there, baby... relax... don't fight... The pain will go away in a moment or
two..." he gasped, his hot wet mouth dropping down onto hers as she had felt him flick
his hips, the huge rod of hardened flesh worming up into her and splitting wide her
vaginal walls with a mixture of pain and pleasure that, seconds later when she had
caught her breath, raised a shriek from her throat! Something up inside her had popped
and she knew he had ripped her hymen. For the briefest moment, there was a flash of
searing, blinding pain... and then nothing but pleasure... the pleasure that can only
come from having a man's penis in a tight, moist, hot cunt.
Joseph sensed that her agony was over, and he drove himself into her like a wild beast,
his hot breaths panting down into her face and against the sensitive flesh of her naked
breasts, the desire-swollen tip of his heavily hardened penis throbbing inside the
lustfully stretched mouth of her soft, dark-curled fringed vaginal mouth.
Worming his massive cock into her inch by inch, she could finally feel it heatedly
pulsating in her very belly, the passion she was feeling growing more and more intense
with his every deep thrust. And then, he began the heavy sawing in and out she had
only heard about, and she closed her eyes, allowing the all-encompassing pleasure to
wash over her, making her feel in a way she had never felt before. Everything about the
act of fucking was new to her, and she allowed her mind to focus on everything at once.
She delighted in the free-flowing of her vaginal secretions inside her that coated his
cock and made it slippery and glistening.
Then, suddenly, he had clutched more violently at the mounds of her naked breasts,
increasing the wonderfulness of his fucking. His hips and buttocks began to work faster
and harder between her welcoming loins, driving his blood-engorged hardness up into
her inexperienced belly with animalistic force, until she thought she could feel it
ripping through her stomach and all the way up between her sensitively swollen breasts.
It was like nothing Sonya had ever felt before, and she wished she had felt it long
before then. Her mind was reveling in the sensual pleasures, although her body,
because of inexperience, was virtually dormant and motionless.
"Come on, Baby... spread your legs more... move that ass of yours... fuck back... fuck
me back... harder... harder ..!" Joseph had to instruct her, and she was eagerly trying
everything he told her to do. Abruptly, he had dropped his lean, muscular body heavily
onto hers, his hips and buttocks pumping like a mad mans to make deeply impaling
cock massage the smooth wet walls of her vagina with a spell bounding sensation of
delight that raised little uncontrollable moans from her throat.
"AAAAAAHHHHHHHH... I'M CCCCCUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMIIINNNGGG,
SONYA...!"
And then her cuntal passage was filled with the heated wetness of his semen, and she
was lost in another world... a world of rapture and total delight that she had never even
dreamed was possible. At that moment, she had cum as well, and she could feel the
juices of her orgasm spreading through her cunt like a wild, raging river, washing away
every thought from her mind.
That first night had awakened her to a totally new world of pleasure, and, for a while,
there seemed as though there would be no end to it. They had fucked every night of
their week-long honeymoon, and each time she experienced a new and different
pleasure as Joseph brought all his love-making experience into play. She thought of
how he had once licked her vagina to orgasm... how she had sucked his cock until he
filled her mouth with his hot sperm. That week had been like no other in Sonya's life,
and she was glad that Joseph was so patient with her in bed, taking the time to teach
her the pleasures of sex.
But then things had begun to change. Right after the honeymoon, Joe's work began to
take up more and more his time. Their love-making was reduced from every night to
five times a week... and then three... and then one... and now... Now, she had gone for a
full three weeks without the sensation of his cock plunging in and out of her.
Sometimes he would come home so late from a board meeting that he simply collapsed
in bed, falling asleep immediately. Other times he would come home on time, but be so
utterly exhausted that he could not hold an erection long enough to make her cum. At
first, she thought it was just something he was going through. As a casting agent for a
major motion picture company in Hollywood, she knew that he was under a great deal
of pressure. His company was in the process of making a Martial Arts picture of great
quality, and he had been given the honored yet tiresome task of finding the best people
for the parts. That was why they were in Hong Kong. Joseph had spent hours... days...
watching the Martial arts pictures that came from the city, and he found the perfect
person for the seductive counter-spy part... Vicky Ling. He was especially glad to learn
that she had lived most of her life in San Francisco. Often times, there was a great
language or cultural barrier in working with Orientals, but it would not be like this
with Vicky.
When Joseph told her that he was taking her to Hong Kong with him, Sonya had been
delighted. She was convinced that he would get his work out of the way and they could
spend the rest of the time resting and getting back together like husband and wife,
instead of the sexless existence they were living now.
The curvaceous brunette young wife had to admit it to herself... she was selfish... jealous
of her husband spending his every waking hour with his work. She was proud of him,
and was willing to share him with his work... but only if she got some of him as well.
The way things were now, though, she was taking second place to his job, and no
matter how much she loved him, she was going to put her foot down. This was too
much.
As she brought the decanter of wine into Joe's working area, he looked up at her with a
strange wonder in his eyes, as though he couldn't believe what she was doing.
"What's that for?" he asked innocently.
"It's for drinking. Remember... you promised that you would try and relax a little and
come to bed..." Joe made an expression as though he had totally forgotten about her,
and then stood up behind his desk.
"I'm sorry, honey," he said, trying to sound apologetic. "I forgot all about it. I got
involved in something here, and I want to get it out of the way before I talk to Vicky
and her agent tomorrow. It's liable to take quite a while... something about citizenship
of an actor or actress. It could take quite a while, but I'll be in bed as soon as I can."
Sonya pursed her lips and tightened her hand around the wine decanter. At that
moment, she wanted nothing more than to hit Joe with it.
"Don't bother coming to bed at all," she said, keeping her voice even while at the same
time letting him know that she was angry with him. "As far as I'm concerned, you and
that damn work of yours can just stay away from me for the rest of the time we spend
here."
With that, she stormed out of the room, with Joe coming from around his desk to try
and talk to her. She heard nothing of what he said, and she entered the room,
slamming the door loudly behind her.
Later, after she had fingered herself to orgasm and she lay on her back, staring up at the
ceiling in her darkened bedroom, she could feel tears of frustration welling up in her
eyes. If Joe was cheating on her with another woman, she would at least know how to
handle it. But to be cheating on her with his work... that was something she couldn't
understand. She depended on him for so much, and he was giving her only a small part
of it.
The thought of taking another lover occurred to her then, as it had more and more
lately. Perhaps she could solve the problems of her marriage by showing Joe that she
was tired of playing second to his almighty work. It would certainly shock him to learn
that he couldn't take her for granted the way he had been of late. She ran through her
mind, sorting through the people she knew. There were quite a few men she knew who
had made it clear to her that they would not mind fucking her. She was attractive, she
knew, but up to now, she had done her best to discourage any thoughts of sexual
intimacy with them.
Ed Bryant; in particular, had made it very clear that he was more than simply interested
in her as a sex partner. The very thought of Ed, though, gave the attractive young wife
shivers. He was a good assistant to Joe, but as a person, he was a coarse, gross man. But
of all the people she knew, he was the only one who had come with them to Hong
Kong. He had taken a room in another hotel, although, if Sonya knew him at all, he
would probably not be spending very much time there. Or if he was, he would not
spend it alone. His reputation as a "ladies man" was widely known. Perhaps having sex
with Ed would really shake Joe up. It was well worth thinking about.


Chapter 3


At her four room apartment, Vicky found that her new found pet was not only friendly,
but well trained as well. When she opened the door and led him into the living room,
Ching sat and watched her while she put her things away. As he sat on his hind legs,
his eyes following her every move, he sensed that he was going to be fed in due time,
but even though his new owner occasionally walked near the thing he recognized as a
refrigerator, he continued to sit, waiting until she called him.
The alluring Oriental was very much impressed by the dog's well-trained behaviour.
She thought it was senseless for whoever had owned him to spend so much time with
him and then simply lose him. She thought of what she might be able to feed him.
She certainly didn't have any dog food in the house. In fact, since she preferred to eat
out at Hong Kong's restaurants, she had very little food of any kind. Prices in the
British port city were very high, and those things she did buy she bought with great
care. She remembered that she had two steaks in her refrigerator, and even though they
had cost her a pretty penny, she decided that perhaps Ching would want one. He
looked as though he could really use a good meal, besides, he had been so well behaved
since she had found him that it would be sort of a reward.
She walked over to where he was sitting and watching her and playfully hugged his
neck. A little whine escaped from deep in his throat as he pressed his great furry body
tighter against her still bikini clad form. The softness of his fur warmed Vicky in a very
delightful way. "Where do you come from, you handsome animal?" she asked, speaking
to him as though she would hardly be surprised if he answered. "Who do you belong
to? Who ever it was, they couldn't have given a shit about what happened to you. If
they did, they wouldn't have just let you run off like you did. Such a big, handsome
animal..." Ching stood up and curled his body against Vicky's naked belly, his tail
wagging as her soothing words set him completely at ease.
"Wellllll..." she said as she saw that he had accepted her as his new owner. "I can see
that you and I are going to get along just fine. You found me at a somewhat vulnerable
moment in my life, and I could sure use someone like you to love... someone who
won't just use me and take off on me. I'm tired of that. You won't do that to Vicky,
now will you?"
As if in answer to her question, Ching snaked out his wet, long tongue and lashed it
across Vicky's round, finely chiseled face. The shapely Oriental woman laughed at the
warm, wet feeling. "Ooooooohhh... so you're just like all the rest of them, are you," she
said playfully. "You just want to kiss and lick me. Well, I think I could take it from you.
You and I are going to become very good friends."
The voluptuous, long-haired Oriental beauty delightedly watched the huge, kingly
animal spin around in small circles as dogs do when they're happy, and then firmly
plant himself back to a sitting position, his warm brown eyes glowing, his great jaws
open with his long, pink tongue wetly visible as though he were smiling at her with
loving devotion. Then he leaned forward and brushed his head against the deeply
tanned skin of her thigh, whimpering as she again hugged him.
"Oh, you beautiful animal," Vicky said, her affection for her new pet warming her with
an almost sensuous sensation. "I'll bet you're really hungry by now. How would you
like a nice big steak? I'll bet you would. I wouldn't get used to steak if I were you,
though, I may have a great deal of money at the moment, but starting tomorrow, you'll
be getting food meant for a dog."
With that, she walked to her small kitchen and headed toward the refrigerator. This
time, Ching knew he was going to be fed, and he followed her close at her heels. He
had, until the day before, been the pet of a British couple, a kind man and wife who
had lived most of their lives in the city. In fact, Ching knew nothing other than the
small area of Hong Kong. While the man and wife had never treated him unkindly,
they had never gotten close to him, and had preferred to let him run as free as he could
in the city. Since they lived close to the park, that was where he had spent much of his
time. Finally, two days ago, the man had been called back to London, and he knew that
the dog would never be able to take the change in homes. Since the dog spent so much
of his time out in the open, the man believed that he could take care of himself, so
before he left, he let his pet out. Then he had locked up his house. When the dog
returned to his master's home and found him gone, he was confused, and wandered
around in the park, using his instincts as best he could to find food. When he saw the
lovely woman sunning herself in the park the next day, he decided to take a chance. He
did not like being without a human master. His instincts might allow him to survive,
but he preferred to live with someone who would feed him on a regular basis.
The Oriental girl pleased him very much. Most of the people in the park talked to him
in sounds he didn't understand, but the woman he had found made herself understood.
There was warmth and affection in her voice, and a soothing touch in her hands. Now,
as he watched her take something from the refrigerator, he could see that her affection
was nothing shallow. She was about to give him more raw, red meat than he had ever
seen in his life. Even the couple that had owned him before had not fed him like this.
He began jumping up and down, anxiously awaiting his first decent meal in almost two
days.
"Now, while you eat, I'm going to take a bath. All the sunning had made me feel
sweaty. And when I'm done with myself, I'll do the same to you. You'd like that,
wouldn't you? You look as though you could use a good cleaning."
Ching hardly heard her, though. He was too busy eating his meal as fast as he could,
evidence that he was as hungry as Vicky had thought.
In fact, he was eating as rapidly as he could, and Vicky found that she could not take
her eyes from the handsome beast while he wolfed down the big steak. In no time at all,
he was finished, and he sat looking at the Oriental woman with appreciation in his
eyes. The still bikini clad young actress looked at him with a mock-surprised expression
on her perfectly formed face.
"Say, you really can't wait to have a bath, can you?" she said, smiling affectionately. As
her black, almond-shaped eyes met his deep brown ones, she felt a shiver of excitement
ripple through her. There was a devotion in the dog's eyes, something that reminded
her of Roger for some strange reason. Perhaps it was part of the freely offered give-and
take relationship she had had with the young traveler. Ching asked for nothing other
than to be loved, and Vicky knew that she could give her affection to him without
thinking about what he might be able to do for her. After all, how could a dog further
her career? She could see that her affections for her new pet would not be based on
what he could give her in return, and that thought pleased her. She had never had a pet
when she was living in San Francisco, and she could see now that perhaps it might have
been a mistake. A pet can become a great friend... showering its owner with affection
and demanding only affection in return. It was the freest form of love there was, and
the most rewarding. If there was ever a time in her life when Vicky felt she needed
something secure, it was at this moment. All the men she had known simply used her
as she had used them. Sitting on her tiled kitchen floor was a . pet that would never
desert her.
Finally, after a year of lust and empty love, Vicky knew she would never be lonely
again. The curvaceous actress wondered briefly what the apartment rules were on
having a pet, but she was determined that she would keep him no matter what. It
meant moving to another apartment, well, so be it.
Getting ready to take her bath, she joyfully slipped out of her bikini, never once taking
her eyes away from her new pet... her male animal companion. She smiled at him
lovingly. God, he was so handsome, and already she felt very close to him.
"Ching, I wish you could talk to me," she said excitedly, looking down at where he sat
watching her. "It feels a little strange standing in the nude and not having someone all
set to fuck me. I'll bet you think I have a wonderful body, though. I can see it in your
eyes. All you men are alike," she said playfully as she dropped onto her knees to hug
his great neck, her resiliently out-thrusting, full breasts and rounded, soft buttocks
deliciously dancing and rippling with inner-sensuous feelings. Then she planted her lips
between his eyes, his cool wet nose brushing against the sensitive flesh between her full,
yellow-brown breasts. The sensation of his tongue lashing out and kissing her there
caused a wild chill to tremor up and down her spine.
"Why, you little devil," she teased. "You're really no different from all the other men.
Just let me get naked and all you want to do is kiss my breasts." Then she smiled at
him and held his massive head between her hands, the expression of delight
brightening her already joy-filled face openly evident to the great dog.
Even though he was used to casual surroundings, he was not used to the affection he
was being shown. Never had either of his previous owners been so loving or close to
him. The sweet taste of her luscious body lingered on his tongue, and the warmth of
her hands and arms when she held him inspired heated sensations in his animal loins
that he had never felt before. Now that she had fed him... and fed him well, he could
see that she was not going to turn him out the way his former owners had. He had
never known anyone like this alluring, mysterious Oriental. The sight and smell and
taste of her nakedness was also something new to him, and it was something he liked
very much.
He could not help but whimper when she hugged him and kissed him, or when tire
warm, soft smoothness of her human body rubbed against his. This was all very new to
him, and he was enjoying it very much. The sight of her beautiful nakedness was
pleasing to his eyes. He had never seen the wife of his former master naked. The
sounds his new owner made when she spoke to him were very pleasing to his ears. He
could feel a strange aching deep inside him, an ache that he could not understand, but
that he somehow knew would be taken care of by this woman. He was certain that he
had made the right choice when he had walked over to her in the park. His instincts
had once again helped him to survive. He had found a new home, one that pleased him
very much.
"How would you like to take a bath with me, Ching?" the lovely woman asked. "We
both could use one... you especially. It will help us become even closer. Would you like
that?"
Even though he did not understand the words, he could tell by the way she walked
away from him that he was expected to follow. Her dark buttocks enticed him to go
with her as she entered her bathroom, and the two of them, woman and dog, waited
while the tub filled with water. Vicky thought of the men she had taken baths with. She
knew that none of them would be as thrilling as taking a bath with her new pet. There
was no way she could describe the feelings she was getting as she thought of taking a
bath with her new pet, but she did know they were pleasurable. They gave her a strong
sense of belonging... of companionship. True, he was only a dog, but he was her dog...
and she was his mistress.
For a moment, she refused to believe that the sensations were sensual. She felt more
comfortable with the idea that they arose only from the strong closeness she felt for
Ching. As she lowered herself into the tepid bath water, she could feel her muscles,
which had become relaxed while she was sunning herself, become totally loose. She
covered herself with the white bubbles that had formed by the agitation of the water
against the bubble-soap she had poured into the tub. As she laid back against the tub,
she felt like a princess about to take part in some luxurious integument. She saw Ching
sitting next to the tub, looking at her with a strange sense of longing in his eyes.
"Come on in, Ching," she said. "The water's fine. You look like you could use a bath as
much as I could."
She couldn't help but laugh as her new pet fumbled over the slippery surface of the tub
and fell into the water with a splash. He seemed to enjoy the sensations of the warm
bath water, and he edged close to her, folding his ears close to his massive head. It was
almost like having a toy to play with in the tub, she thought. She began to feel like a
giddy little girl again, remembering all the fun she used to have when she took baths in
her old home in San Francisco. She giggled as she covered Ching's head with billowing
suds.
"Don't try and get away, darling " she said in a gay voice. "There's no escape. You're
going to clean if it's the last thing you do. I won't have a dirty pet around the
apartment. I may even do this to you every day."
As she played with .him in the tub, she made little cooing sounds which put him more
at ease. Soon, he was as happy in the tub as she was and she could joyfully move all
around him, soaping him with great billows of suds and kissing him on the nose over
and over again. She was kneeling in her knees by this time, and she shifted her position
to stretch out her legs as far as she could, drawing him between them while she washed
and loved him with delight and playfulness, his brown, glowing eyes never once losing
their warmth for her.
Finally, she had enough, and pulled the plug and turned on the shower to rinse both of
them off. And then a thought occurred to her. It would be so wonderful to wash his
dog-cock and balls. It would be a strange feeling to be fondling a penis that did not
expand as she touched it. Christ... if he had been one of her lovers, the cock would
already have been erect. But her lovely darling pet... he stood with an almost disconcern
while she did it. Her hands filled with suds from a bar of soap as she smoothed them
back and forth over the furry, hidden length of his sheathed animal cock and huge,
swinging balls... And then the unexpected happened! She would never have believed it
if she hadn't seen it, but it was true! The tip of his long scarlet cock appeared from its
concealing protection and began to swell as she lovingly, gently sudsed it with a slow,
rhythmic stroking action. She found that her eyes were fixed on it and her breaths came
in short gasps. God... It was getting huge... and she could feel the massive size growing
hard in her hand.
And then she got an even stranger surprise... She could hear him whimper, and she
finally realized that she was teasing him... edging him on in the way she would do to a
man she expected to fuck her. She would never have believed that such a thing was
possible. True, she had heard of such things, but all the while she had thought that they
were just rumors... but her suspicions were finally confirmed as she felt a strange,
insane vibration ripple through her... but that was crazy. He was only an animal. She
couldn't be feeling this way about a dog... Could she?
"You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Ching," she said as she tried to suppress the
feelings coursing through her body. "You should know by now I can't resist a cock...
and here you go, getting an erection. You little tease, you."
But even though she tried, she could not repress the strange sensations she was
receiving from holding his long, hardened cock in her hand... and the sensations in her
loins became stronger and stronger.
For some reason she could not understand, her mind drifted to the thoughts of Roger
and who she had felt that Ching and her most recent lover were so much alike. Perhaps
it was because he had left her so abruptly that she was feeling a sexual attraction by the
handling of a dog cock... She knew her fingers were not the same as having a penis
shoved up between her legs, and judging from the length and hardness of Ching's
penis, his would be as pleasurable as any man's she had had. But to actually let a dog
fuck her... She had never thought about it, and she felt a little uncomfortable with the
knew concept. Quickly, she rinsed away the soapy lather from Ching's patiently
unmoving body and stepped out of the tub with her pet following close behind. She did
not bother to dry herself as she ran a large, fluffy towel over her pet's wet fur, wanting
to dry him before he shook water all over the bathroom.
"Now, now," she soothed, smiling and trying to recapture the playful mood they had
had only moments before, moving around on her knees as she nakedly knelt next to
him, her dark, yellow-brown, wetly glistening breasts and buttocks rippling
provocatively from her exertion.
Then, as she moved around to his front, she was caught unaware by his warm, moist
tongue quickly darted out and lashed hotly against her cheek. Vicky knelt there
motionless, surprised yet far from repelled. To her surprise, the loving wet contact
increased the sensations already raging in her loins. For a long moment she stared
deeply into Ching's pleading, wide brown eyes, once again taking his large, handsome
head in her hands. He had kissed her. There was no doubt about it in her mind. She
could see the same glimmer of ferverency in his eyes that she recognized in all her male
lovers. Vicky decided to experiment further.
Slowly, the curvaceous naked Oriental leaned forward, holding Ching's face tenderly,
then, nearly breathless, she parted her sensuous lips with her tiny pink tongue. Eagerly,
Ching lashed out with his longer one and gently licked the tip in a fiery, desire
smouldering caress!
Vicky was unable to move. If a man had kissed her like that, she couldn't have felt
more aroused. And, as Ching repeated his action, the lovely Oriental realized that he
was exchanging feverish, tonguing caresses with her. For a moment, she was almost
sure she would lose her grip on reality. The most surprising thing about all of this was
the intensity of her feelings. She could not remember having more wildly provocative
sensations of desire than those now raging up between her legs, searing through her
loins to the secret depths of her fire-filled belly!
Her own short, panting breaths seemed unreal to her as she rolled over onto the tiled
floor of her bathroom. She lay wantonly on her back with her trembling thighs spread
partially open, her finger tips racing upward over the satin-smoothness of her flat belly
to the sensually swollen mounds of her dark-hued breasts. Her fingers found the tiny
brownish nipples which were already raised into little marbles of hardness and teasingly
fondled them, while her hotly glazed eyes searched the face of the huge animal moving
closer to her.
Ching felt the throbbing quiver of his loins from the torrid craving his new owner's
hotly smouldering eyes transmitted to him. He sensed, in his animal mind, that his
heart was pounding in his chest, and even though he did not consciously know why,
the instincts on which he had relied for the last two days again told him what to do.
His eyes were fixed on the nakedly rounding curves of her body sensually stretched out
on the floor before him.
Vicky could feel her breathing come unevenly as she watched her great new pet intently
gazing at the cuntal mound between her slightly parted thighs. She could feel the
excitement of the unknown wash through her body in wave after wave. Her desire was
so great that she couldn't have stopped him from what she knew he would do even if
she had wanted to stop him. And then, Ching lowered his head to lick out with his hot,
wet tongue over the smooth flesh of Vicky's softly quivering belly!
And the lovely Oriental's mind was awash with feelings so deeply sensual and
pleasurable that she thought she would die of happiness.
Again, she felt the gentle delight of the wetly curling length and she raised her head up
off the floor to watch him licking upward over the small rounded tummy of her flat,
quivering belly. Higher and higher he came, until at last he was licking the smooth,
sensitive undersides of her passion-swelling breasts, licking ever upward over them to
their passionately aching, nearly bursting little nipples!
"Aaaaaahhhhhh... you little darling animal," she cooed mindlessly as his eager tonguing
caresses licked wetly at the dark, throbbing tips again and again, sending maddening
charges of a new and totally alien desire searing through her nakedly sprawled body.
Her lust-clouded mind was erasing everything but the heatedly rising sensations his
wetly licking tongue-tip over the naked mounds of her yellow-brown, fully heaving
breasts was causing within her. She heard him whimper from deep in his great animal
throat, her impassioned gaze fixed on his incredibly seductive loving tongue. Then his
warm brown eyes raised to meet hers, their candent glow level with her own. She
waited, not daring to speak for fear of breaking the chain of wonderful feelings he was
causing in her. As she took shallow, gasping breaths between her slightly parted lips,
Ching moved forward and licked them as well...!
Ching felt the boiling of his animal blood racing through his powerful body as he once
more tasted the delicate essence of the naked Oriental's heat on her lips and fire-tipped
tongue. With his own, he whiningly flicked back at the tiny, darkly pink tongue darting
from her open mouth, licking and tasting its sweet wetness while faint mewling sounds
purred from behind it. He saw that her eyes had closed as she lay there beneath him,
impassionately returning caress for caress, tongue-lashing for tongue-lashing. His
animal instincts were driving on unlike anything he had ever known before. Something
hurtful throbbed in the weight of his heavy, sperm-laden testicles and he whimpered as
he slowly backed away from her.
As she felt his kisses stop, Vicky opened her eyes and saw him moving down between
her open legs. Her excited breathing quickened as she spread her legs further apart for
him. Lifting her head still higher, the nakedly inflamed Oriental girl watched him pose
his head above the nakedly quivering vaginal slit between her open, inviting thighs. She
screamed in her mind for him to lick her there... he had to lick her naked pussy now...
he just had to! She heard her own guttural little whine when he slowly lowered his face,
his hot animal breath taunting the sparse jet-black pubic mound there. Then, his cool
wet nose brushed against the hot yellow-brown flesh of her inner thighs... and finally
against the thin hair-lined lips of her eagerly waiting pussy crevice, and she groaned in
frantically growing passion.
"Uuuuuummmmmm... do it, lover..." Vicky began to huskily coo at him, pulling up her
legs and drawing them back, wildly trying to persuade him to continue his arousing
lickings. "Go ahead, baby... do it for Vicky... do it for me, lover. I... I want you to... I
want you to lick my cunt."
She was speaking to him as though he were one of her human lovers, but she didn't
care. The sensations were too pleasurable for her to care about anything but the
necessity to quench the raging fires searing through her vagina. She could not hold
back her sudden gasp when she felt his damp nose graze wetly against the tiny
puckered ring of her upturned anus. It was something she had not expected.
"Aaaaaahhhhhh... God! Oh, God!!" she blurted the moment his tongue snaked up
between her eagerly exposed buttocks to wormingly lick up and down the smooth,
yellow-fleshed valley surrounding her snug little anal mouth, the tip exploringly
burrowing into its tightly clasped, willingly offered lips.
Time seemed to stop for the now writhing Oriental woman. She had no idea how long
the titillation went on. It was too blissful for her to be bothered with time, and she
hoped it would go on forever. Nothing mattered except the delightful sensations searing
through her body from her Ching's expert tongue.
Vicky smiled knowingly at his unhappy whimpers. She knew that he did not yet
understand what she was going to do to him, and she also knew that once she began,
his whimperings would stop... at least she hoped they would. All the while she moved
her almond-shaped black eyes were fixed on his huge, hardened cock, and he noted
with some sadness that it was starting to withdraw back into its fur-lined sheath.
Finally, he lay down on the tile floor, stretching out and responding as she began to
whisper to him again... "Get on her back, darling Ching... You won't be unhappy for
very long... That's better... Oooooohhhhhh... that's perfect..." In mindless excitement
Vicky crawled and decidedly positioned herself so that her wetly exposed cunt was only
inches from his animal-face, and less when she drew her nakedly trembling thighs back.
She eased forward, comfortably placing her self so that her desire thrilled face was
directly over the opening of his massive furry cock-sheath where the huge, glistening
penis in all it's beauty had vanished.
Frenzied emotions of animal-like anticipation swept through the sensuously blinded
Oriental. The incredible thought alone of the totally wanton and imaginative act she
was about to perform with her new dog would never have occurred to her a day ago,
and it was driving her wild with salacious desire. Gently, she moved her arched hips
toward his big, animal-face, wantonly spreading her thighs as she lovingly took his
head... She lay breathing heavily on her side with one long tapered leg lifted while she
guided his nose gently in toward the pungent, wet heat of her throbbing pussy,
Instantly, she felt his thick, lengthy tongue lash out at the still hotly palpitating crevice
between her thighs, slashing through its glistening, flushed moistness like a liquid
flame, and if she had ever known lascivious, totally abandoned desire, it was at that
moment. The lust she could feel enveloping her seemed to make the whole world stop
right then and there. She lowered her cheek to rest on his warm, hard, furry belly, her
one hand quickly moving toward his hidden dog-cock.
Though still confused, Ching sensed that things were going to be better than they had
been only moments before. His lovely new mistress's pleasureful fondling was a delight
he had never experienced... or expected. Once again, he quickly sensed the throbbing
blood begin to pound through him from her finger-tip caresses and the heated aroma of
her warmly seething pussy hole. He felt her delicate fingers moving over his swollen
loins, their gentle touch causing him to tremble responsively. The urge to close his eyes
and lay there devotedly licking the hot sweetness of her thighs almost carried him away.
To her knowledge, Vicky had never done anything so totally abandoned, and it was
because of that thought that she allowed herself to enjoy fully what she was doing.
What was happening to her at the moment was so new and exciting that she gave
herself totally over to the pleasures sweeping through her body. She could care about
nothing any more... nothing but the dog-cock she was holding in her hand... Ching's
huge scarlet penis. She began to tauntingly manipulate the furry, outer flesh back and
forth, feeling it's hot thickness within. It had to come back out to her... it just had to.
She wanted it now, more than she wanted anything else... she had to feel and taste his
long, thick cock in her mouth.
His thick, incessant tongue laving the frantic bud of her tiny, raging clitoris...
oooooohhhhhh... God... She might have already cum a dozen times had this been a
human lover, but all her attention was focused and re-routed away from her vagina for
the moment, holding back her endless streams of climaxes because of the newness of
the situation. When she finally did cum, she knew, it would be nothing short of
maddeningly sensual. Oh, the beautiful darling, she thought passionately, clinging to
his still concealed cock-flesh and eagerly stroking it. With feeling and gentleness
combined, the luscious Oriental worked the heavy protective skin back and forth, his
warm head nestled between her fully spread thighs, his long searing tongue unrelenting
in the. wet, yielding crevice of her hotly steaming cunt. And then, it suddenly
reappeared, the brightly glistening tip of long thick hardness, ever slipping forward
toward her breathless, tongue-moistened lips. She reached forward and down with her
head... and finally, her lips were on his scarlet dog-cock!
With a blinding craving, Vicky in her lustful obsession, ovalled her lips to let the
slenderly tapered tip of the dog's smooth wet hardness slide easily between them, easing
further and further up into the hot moist dampness of her mouth. It moved slowly and
steadily along her tongue until it nearly reached the back of her throat. She brought her
tongue into play with an irresistible fervency, greeting and welcoming the strange
presence with mindless abandon. Her desire-fogged brain swam with the lustful
intoxication of what she was doing... and then she tasted the thick pulsating length of
his raw, hot cock-flesh, a sensation of wanton relish racing through her at it's sweet,
pungent maleness. God! Dear God! It was more delicious than any other cock she had
ever sucked... it was so hot and hard... swelling more and more with every passing
second.
She heard his high-pitched animal-whimper as he continued to lovingly lick her lust
inflamed pussy, and she began to suck and twirl her caressing little tongue hotly around
his long, thick cock... a reward for the incredible pleasure he was bringing to her. She
felt his powerful body responding to her skillful sucking, his canine loins jerking and
pressing forward. She brushed one exploring hand along his belly to his heavy, sperm
filled balls, cupping them gently with her finger tips. Again he whimpered, the
excitation causing him to begin a slow, rhythm of fucking up into the tightly clasped
oval of her warmly sucking lips.
God! she would never have believed that the taste of a dog-cock could be so exotic.
Vicky groaned sensually, beginning to nurse and tongue motherly at the ever
thickening length of burning, hard cock flesh with salaciously timed movements of her
head. Delicately sweet, her lust-filled brain raced wildly as though spiced with nature's
own semen itself. God...! Oh, God...! so delicious... so wonderful and so delicious...!
The smooth coned length of Ching's growing blood-engorged cock fucked into her
mouth in a timid cadence, while his own tongue laved the hot, liquid flesh of her
widely splayed cunt with animalistic hunger. She nipped and gently scraped the dog
cock with the sharp edges of her white, even teeth, at the same time swirling her hot
little tongue in tiny moist circles around his pulsing hardness, lost in the licentious
thrill of her actions.
God... it was like honey in her mouth, taperedly plunging in a slippery wet heat all the
way down to her throat. She tried to think for a moment of what his animal sperm
would taste like. She knew well enough what human sperm was like. Would Ching's be
the same? Better: She couldn't even begin to imagine, and she decided that she would
no longer try. The only way she would be able to tell was to actually taste it, to feel it
squirting from the tip in warm, thick creamy spewing jets. She hastened her cock
sucking to satisfy her wonderment as well as her mounting lust.
Ching had never known anything like this before. What a wonderful, lovely, kind
woman his new owner was. What she was doing was beyond his dog-instincts, but he
knew he liked it, and that she liked it as well. Even though he was licking her mating
hole, his cock felt as though it was slipping in and out of a warm, wet vagina. But there
was a difference in the feel of her little tongue and teeth that he had never felt in the
cunts of the bitches he had known, and it was that difference that made him all the
more happy. He whined to those sensations which were causing waves of fire-like
pressure deep in the depths of his swirling loins, knowing that soon... very soon... he
would have a tremendous release...!
Vicky had never sucked a man with the vigor and pleasure she was using and getting
from sucking on her dog's cock. She felt almost the animal herself, and the sensually
inflamed Oriental beauty mouthed and worked slavishly at her German shepherd's
huge hardened cock, her totally abandoned mind a furnace of simmering heat and
smouldering lust. She wanted nothing more than his hot, bestial dog-cum shooting into
her mouth... flowing down her throat... scaldingly flooding her insatiable belly. Raging
tongues of stabbing flame blazed between her legs. Her tremoring belly seethed and her
loins... the fire-filled wetness of her cunt glowing with the searing passion tormenting it.
She clutched at the loving animal's throbbing, swollen balls, beginning to gently milk
and caress them as she made loud slurping sounds while she sucked at this hugely
thickened cock.
Then she could feel it... She could feel her orgasm coming with the pent-up power of an
atomic explosion beneath his beautiful hot tongue, and she heard him whine... and then
yelp in his own bestial ecstasy.
And then his yelping became more like a guttural snarl, and at the same moment his
muscular flanks began to furiously hump, driving his massive unrelenting cock deep...
deep down into her throat. His sudden lustful lurch triggered wild, untamed sensations
of sheer joy inside her, and she moaned out around his mouth-stuffing cock, wildly
sucking and swallowing until it began to spasm in her mouth... and then... it erupted
volcano-like and spewed out in thickly cascading jets the thickly scalding liquid cum
from the bloated reservoir of his heavily inflated balls.
At that moment, Vicky was driven almost insane with the intensity of her passion. The
stream of milky, sizzling sperm was like fire hose water in her mouth, filling her cheeks
faster than she could ever hope to swallow it away. Time and time again, almost as
though a man were pissing down her throat, the climaxing German shepherd continued
to cum, the lust-charging sensation firing Vicky's orgasm in a way she had never been
fired before. For what seemed like an eternity, she gulped and swallowed her new pet's
cum until, at last, he was empty... and her belly was full.
For what seemed like ages, the satiated Oriental actress laid on the tile of her bathroom
floor, delighting in the ripples of her now ebbing orgasm. She knew, at that point, that
she had found the lover she had been searching for all her life. Here, at last, was a lover
who would make no demands on her, on whom she herself could make no demands.
She and her dog could exist solely for each other's sensual pleasure. She would never
again have to depend on the whims of lovers such as Roger Drendel or Alvin Silver. As
long as she fed and took care of Ching, he would continue to serve her sensual needs.
That thought had ramifications for the young Oriental woman. As her mind cleared of
the lust she had experienced for so long, she thought of the phone call she had made to
Joseph Norman earlier in the evening. What did he want to talk about? Oh, yes, having
her act in a major motion picture in Hollywood. Somehow, after what had happened
with her new pet, the whole idea of acting no longer seemed to be as important to her
as it had been. She had enough money to keep her happy and secure for the rest of her
life... or at least until she finally decided what she wanted to do. And as long as she had
Ching, she would never be starved for companionship. The idea of leaving acting all
together was looking rather good to her right now. She could almost imagine herself
living in some secluded area with her dog, each bringing the other to incredible
orgasms... day in and day out. In the year and a half, although she had fucked countless
men she had few friends. That was why her life had felt so empty. As long as she had
made so few friends, she felt that she would hardly miss people if she and Ching went
off somewhere and turned their backs on society.
Yes, she thought, it might work at that. She could see herself turning over a new leaf.
She could become a totally different person. It might not be as exciting and glamorous
as what she had wanted when she first came to Hong Kong, but it was well worth
thinking about. She would see what Joseph Norman had to tell her tomorrow.


Chapter 4


While Vicky Ling was debating with herself about her possible change in life, Sonya
Norman was tossing and turning in bed, unable to sleep because of the things on her
mind. No matter how hard she tried, she could not remain angry at her husband. After
all, he was doing the best he could in providing them a better than decent living. The
lovely brunette wife had never known a time in her life when she could buy anything
she wanted and not have to worry about the price. But still, her husband owed her
something, and she would rather have him sleeping with her than at some board
meeting... or some casting meeting... or some script writing meeting, her husband was
worth more to her than all thy money in the world. And she was determined that she
would keep him. If he was going to set her in second place to his work, she would just
have to show him that she did not like it. For much of the time she had been in bed,
she could not get the idea of taking a lover out of her mind. Yes! She could do it. She
had to. It was the only way she could think of to get her husband back. She would
allow another man to fuck her... something she had never thought about until this very
night. It was desperate, she knew, but she was at her wit's end. There was no other way
she could think of to get her husband back. She had , to shock him into remembering
that he had married her, and not some movie company.
And she would have to have him fucked as well. Something told her that one of the
reasons he was neglecting her was because he had totally forgotten how pleasurable sex
could be. He had become so totally immersed in his work that nothing else mattered to
him. And if she could not arouse him, she would have to get someone else who could.
She realized that it was a terrible blow to her feelings of herself as a woman, but there
was nothing else she could do. Her husband had become so estranged from her that it
would take nothing short of a miracle to bring him back to her. The more she thought
about it, the more she thought that she would have to ask Vicky Ling to help her. Even
though Sonya found the lovely, sexually free Oriental actress totally repulsive in her life
style, perhaps she was just the type of woman who could give her husband the shaking
up the confused young wife felt he needed.
As she began to drift into sleep, Sonya thought of what was happening to her marriage.
Things must be getting pretty bad if she had to depend on the likes of people such as
Ed Bryant and Vicky Ling. She knew that if she were wrong, everything could be
destroyed. She hoped she were not taking too big a gamble. It was to be the most
important decision of her life.
Breakfast the next morning in Sonya's and Joseph's hotel room was a silent affair.
Sonya was especially angry with her husband. He had stayed up almost the entire night,
catching a short nap at his desk, where she had found him when she got up fairly early
in the morning. She was amazed at his ability to drive himself so hard, but she could
see what it was doing to him as well as their marriage. He had bags under his eyes from
lack of sleep. Even though this was the only flaw in his otherwise handsome face, the
lovely brunette wife knew that he was driving himself to a heart attack. Earlier in the
morning, as she had laid restfully in bed, she thought about her plan and the
drasticness of it. Now that she could see what Joseph was doing to himself, she knew
that she had to go through with it. It would probably save his life, if not their marriage.
But while Sonya was angry at Joseph, he was silent because he was still working. He
sipped on his coffee and absentmindedly ate his toast and eggs while he read and reread 
forms and application blanks concerning Vicky's possible problem with
citizenship. Sonya tried to make, conversation with her husband, pretending to take an
interest in his work.
"It seems to me that you're going through an awful lot of work," she said, sipping her
own coffee and gently placing the cup in her saucer. She was wearing a sheer, mid
thigh length robe in an effort to give him one more chance before she put her plan into
action. She leaned forward and, presented Joseph with a enticing view of her cleavage,
the low cut and nearly open top of her robe exposing almost fully the full mounds of
her luscious breasts, and she moved her upper torso in such a way as to make the
sensually cream-white mounds nearly jiggle out of her robe. Joseph, however, was so
wrapped up in his work that he hardly noticed, or, if he did, he made no indication. He
spoke to her without even looking up.
"I want to make sure that we have everything ready in case she decides to sign with us,"
he told her in a voice that betrayed a hint of annoyance at having been disturbed.
"You mean you're not sure that she will sign with you?" Sonya asked, leaning forward
still more across the table and reaching over to lightly touch his arm, trying to gain his
attention.
"Honey... please... I have tons of work to do. We can talk about this after we get back
to the States."
That was the final straw. Sonya could feel her anger building up to the bursting point.
She stood up from her chair and glowered at her husband. "Well, I hope you have a
great deal of fun talking with Vicky Ling," she hissed as her husband looked up at her
with surprise on his face. "If you carry on a conversation with her the way you carry on
one with me, you'll probably put her to sleep."
And with that she stormed out of the living area of the hotel room and went back into
the bedroom feeling more frustrated than she would ever have dreamed possible.
Couldn't Joe see what he was doing to her, if not himself? She was feeling as though
she had failed as a woman. She fought to hold back her tears of frustration. Many times
she had thought that the problem might lie with her. If she couldn't turn on her
husband sexually, she must be failing as a woman. Having Ed fuck her would at least
prove to her that she had not failed as a woman. It would give her the reassurance her
husband was not giving her.
She wanted to take a shower before she called Ed and Vicky, and as she looked for a
towel and scented soap, Joe appeared in the doorway.
"I'm sorry, honey," he said in a tone that was apologetic out of responsibility rather
than any real concern. "We'll talk when I get back from Vicky's apartment. I expect
that it will be sometime in the afternoon, depending on how things go."
With that, he turned around and left. Sonya tightly pursed her lips. If he had stayed
just a few moments more, she would have finally exploded and told him to not bother
coming back. In that respect, she was glad he had left to quickly. She did not want to
close all the doors to a re-building of their marriage... but he left her so frustrated... so
empty. He had all but succeeded in closing her out of his life. Taking a deep breath, she
raced from the bedroom and searched through his telephone directory for the phone
number of the alluring Oriental woman. She wanted to talk to Vicky before her
husband got to her. Finding the number and quickly dialing, she heard the other end
ring several times before it was finally answered. 'I must be getting the little slut out of
bed,' she thought to herself. 'Well, tough. She's probably in bed with God only knows
how many men.' Finally, after almost two minutes of waiting, Vicky answered her
phone in a sleepy voice.
"Hello?"
"Hello, Miss Ling?"
"Yes... this is Vicky Ling. Who is this?"
"You don't know me. My name is Sonya Norman... Joseph Norman's wife."
"Norman... Norman... Ohhhhhh... the casting agent from Hollywood. Yes, what can I
do for you? Joseph is coming over still... isn't he?"
"Y... yes he is," said Sonya, breathing deeply to keep her courage up. There was
something about talking to this woman that the young wife did not like. How could she
forget about being asked to sign with a major motion picture company in Hollywood?
"In fact... he's on his way over there now. I want to ask a favor of you before he gets
there."
"Don't worry, Mrs. Norman... I won't lay a hand on your husband, if that's what's
bothering you."
In her apartment, Vicky really meant what she said. As long as she had Ching to give
her the type of loving she needed, she had no desire to even attempt to steal away
another woman's husband. Less than a week ago, she would never have thought that,
but her new pet had shown her such incredible pleasure that even a casual affair would
no longer be necessary.
"Well... in a way... that's what's on my 'mind..." said the lovely brunette wife. "But what
I want you to do is seduce him when he gets there."
There was a long silence at the other end of the phone, and Sonya began to think that
perhaps she might have read the free-spirited Oriental woman wrong. "Let me get this
straight," Vicky said. "What you want me to do is fuck your husband?"
"That's right."
"I'm afraid I don't understand."
"It's rather... rather complicated," Sonya said. She did not feel like discussing the
problems of her marriage with a total stranger. "Will you do it?"
"It sounds to me like you're trying to get your husband all fired up about something.
Are you and he having problems?"
Sonya was amazed at the perception the woman had of her situation. "Yes... yes,
something Hike that," she told Vicky. "But please... don't ask me too many questions.
The less you know the better it will be. Will you do it?"
"Well... I'll give him a look, and if I like what I see, I'll make an effort. He's not a fag, is
he?"
In spite of herself, Sonya smiled. "No... no, if anyone can get through to him... you
can."
"Well, like I say, I'll see what I can do."
"Thank you, Miss Ling."
"I assume the pleasure will be all mine," was the response, and with that, Vicky's end of
the phone went dead.
Sonya breathed a sigh of relief. It wasn't as bad as she thought it would have been. But
the worst was yet to come. She would have to call Ed Bryant... something she was
looking forward to with more dread then calling the Oriental actress. Quickly, so she
would not lose her courage, she dialed Ed's room. After a long series of rings, a woman
answered. 'Par for the course,' Sonya thought. "May I speak to Ed, please?" she said,
fighting to keep her voice even and clear.
"Yeah... yeah, sure," the woman said sleepily. In a moment, the deeply masculine voice
of Ed Bryant was at the other end.
"Yeah... What'cha want?"
"Ed... ? This is Sonya. I was wondering if you could stop by a little later. Joe is out for
the day, and I was thinking that I might get a little lonely." No matter what happened,
Sonya said, it was too late to change her mind or turn back.
"Sayyyyyyyyy... I never thought that I would hear something like that coming from
you. You finally come to your senses and realize that you can't get better than who
you're talking to right now?"
Sonya gritted her teeth to keep from telling him what she really thought of him.
"Well... I am on vacation, and Joe is away..."
"Say no more, lovely lady. I'll be there in less than an hour."
The click at the other end told Sonya that she had read Ed's intentions correctly. Just let
the man know that there was a free woman somewhere, and he would be off like a shot.
Cradling her phone, she looked at it for several seconds before her thoughts returned to
her. Things had been set in motion. It was too late to try and stop them now. From
what she knew about Ed, if she tried to send him away, he would probably rape her. As
she thought about what was to come, she could feel a warm tingling in her loins. She
had been so long without a man's cock... her husband's cock, in her vagina, that she
would probably welcome even Ed's. In a way, it was all Joe's fault that she had even
considered having sex with another man. If she could only get over her loathing of the
man, she would probably enjoy having sex with him. The way things stood now, she
could enjoy having sex with anyone.
To pass the time until Ed arrived, she decided that she would take her shower. Carrying
her soap and towel into the bathroom, she started the water running while she stripped.
As she became naked, she realized that she was flushing a deep scarlet at her own
thoughts. She tried to wipe them from her mind, but it was no use. She began to think
that if she didn't get a man's cock in her soon, she would die of frustration. While the
water became warm, she caught sight of herself in the full-length bathroom mirror, and
her hazel eyes fixed on her nakedly white curves. Rather than being able to put her
licentious thoughts out of her mind, she found that the sight of her sensual naked body
increased them, and small ripples of desire washed over her shapely young form. I'm
doing this for Joe, she told herself mentally in an effort to rationalize. As she continued
to gaze at herself in the mirror, she thought approvingly of her beauty. If only she
didn't have to go to such drastic measures to get her husband to appreciate her body.
Many men had told her of her sensual beauty, and she herself could not help but
admire her own firm young curves, the fullness of her breasts topped with their berry
like nipples, and the narrowness of her hand-span waist. She let her eyes trail down
over the generous, sweeping arch of her hips and the long, white columns of fully
rounded thighs and calves. She couldn't deny that there was something sexually
fascinating in the ivory-like outline her bikini halter left across the resilient mounds of
her firm, upthrusted breasts and cupping at her smoothly ovalled buttocks. Nor the
milky-white of her hips and lower belly where the silken triangle of sparse, lightly
brown curls began to sprinkle over her puffy little pubic mound and vaginal lips, which
at the moment was inspiring a strong tingling at the base of her soft, flat tummy.
She smiled to herself, pleased that she was as sensual as she had been when she first
married Joe. It had been a long time since she had looked at herself in the nude like
this. She stepped into the shower stall and felt her tension instantly relieved as the
finely spraying needles washed against her naked, satin-soft flesh, adding to her
sensations. She tried to ease her mind, tried to allow herself to become sexually aroused
enough so that she would not back out when the moment of truth came... the moment
of finality when Ed nakedly crawled between her willingly widespread legs and hung
there above her while she committed the act of adultery... something she never thought
she would do. She closed her eyes and could almost feel his cock probing at her
sensitive, throbbing vaginal mouth... and then the actual thrust of it's heavy hardness
up into her!
God! Could she go through with it? It had been so long since she had a man's cock in
her... but to actually want Ed's huge penis in her... it was something she did not want
to think about, but could not put out of her mind, no matter how hard she tried. All
her thoughts were increasing the warm tingling between her legs. At least she was glad
that what ever happened would be purely physical. She could never have a lasting
relationship with Ed... that was for sure.


* * *


Ed Bryant was humming a little tune to himself as he walked through the hotel hallway
and approached Sonya's room. He had wanted to get into that uppity little bitch's cunt
ever since he had first seen her. He was not the kind of man who was used to being
refused by women. Just last night, in fact, he had picked up a really fine British fucker,
and she had not been able to refuse his advances for more than five minutes. In fact, all
the while he had been talking to her in the cheap bar, his cock had expanded to the
point where the girl could not help but notice it. As she fixed her eyes on the swelling
ridge of flesh in his pants, he had reached out and gently, but firmly, cupped her breast
right there in the bar. That had been all it took to get her in the sack with him... and
she had been well worth it.
But as soon as Sonya called him that morning, he made some flimsy excuse and bolted
out of his hotel room. As good as that girl had been, Ed knew she couldn't hold a
candle to the sexy little bitch Joe was married to. Just thinking about her was making
his cock swell in his pants again, painfully pressing tightly against the confining cloth.
Christ... he'd just finished fucking that nice little piece he found in the bar not ten
minutes before Sonya had called, and here he was, already getting an erection as though
he hadn't had a woman in a week. Well... Foxy Sonya will get the full benefit of him for
the morning.
He did not even stop to wonder about her sudden turn around in her attitude toward
him. She was probably getting pretty tired of having her husband spend so much time
with his work. He had a pretty good idea of what was going on between them, and he
had decided that he would just wait and bide his time until things worked out for him.
It looked like they had, and that was good enough for him.
With determination, he pressed the buzzer to Sonya's hotel room and waited until she
came to the door. When she did, and opened it, his face broke out into a huge grin. She
was wrapped in a towel, and he could see that he had gotten her out of the shower.
Welllll...
"Say," he said, his eyes fixing on the swollen mounds of her breasts, barely hidden by
the thigh-length towel, their fullness jutting out and nearly touching him as he let
himself into her room. "I like the way you answer the door. I'll bet you don't do that
for Joe."
Sonya fought the urge to tell him to go to hell. She had invited him over, and she was
determined to see this plan through. Even if she did not, she knew her husband would
be getting the fucking of his life with Vicky, and the thought that her husband Would
be getting something that she was not galled her. She owed herself a good sexual
experience... even with a coarse man like Ed Bryant.
"You sure didn't waste any time coming here," she observed, forcing herself to look at
him. Against her will, she found her eyes travelling down his body to his crotch. My
God! His cock was already swollen. And it looked so huge! She had never seen his erect
cock before... even covered by his pants. Was it possible that a human could have a
cock so big?
"Baby, when you called, I figured I wouldn't keep you waiting. The thought of you
being here all alone was something that I just couldn't get out of my mind. A woman
like you deserves only the best. So here I am... just as ordered."
His talk was at first like a knife twisting in her guts, but all the while she had been in
the shower, the smouldering in her loins had increased to the point to where she knew
she would never be able to back out now. She had to have the release she had been so
long denied, and she had worked herself up to a state of sexual frenzy that even if there
were suddenly a war declared, she would want an orgasm before she did anything else.
"Would you like a little something to drink?" she asked him, not knowing exactly how
to put her plan into action. After all, she had never had an affair like this, and she did
not know if she should pretend that things would "just happen" or throw herself at
him.
"It's a little early for me to be drinking, lover," he said, his eyes blatantly travelling up
and down the scantly towel-clad body standing in front of him. While she stood there,
her mind racing with confusing thoughts and her heart pounding so loudly that she
was almost sure that the other people in the hotel would complain of the noise, Ed
reached out and began to soothingly stroke her back through the wetness of the thin
towel. Sonya stiffened automatically to his touch, and it took all her will to remember
that she actually wanted this coarse, overbearing man to fuck her. "Hey, come on,
lover," Ed said, his voice already thick with the obvious lust he was feeling. "You didn't
want me to come over here to talk about the weather, now did you? In case you're
interested, it's supposed to be fair and sunny. Now that we've gotten all that out of the
way, let's get down to business."
Sonya was aware of her mixed emotions. On the one hand, she was glad to see that this
man was taking charge. Even though she had wanted to fuck him, she could not think
of a way to bring it up. Now that he had, there was nothing left but the actual fucking...
something she was looking forward to in spite of herself. But on the other hand, she
certainly could not be expected to just remove her towel and fuck him... could she? She
liked to think that there would be at least a little conversation, a little sweet-talking, a
few preliminaries.
"Suppose we get out of the living room," she said, turning her head slightly and giving
him a teasing smile as she walked slowly to the bedroom. If she was going to go
through with this, she would at least have him on a bed. There was something about
having sex on the floor that just did not sit right in her mind.
"Fine with me, lover," he said, following close behind. As soon as they were both in the
bedroom, Ed closed the door and turned to face the woman who was going out of her
way to seduce him. Her walking had pulled some of the towel down her body, exposing
one lush, rounded breast... and another part of the towel had opened slightly along her
hips. The sight of her smooth-textured flesh caused a thousand tiny needles of fire to
spear at his already burning loins.
"Now, suppose you get rid of that skimpy piece of cloth," he said as he came closer to
her. "It ain't covering very much, and I don't like the idea of fucking through it."
This was it, Sonya thought to herself. Oh God... Joe, I hope you can forgive me for this.
I hope you understand I'm doing it for you... for us! The lovely young wife stood
motionless, her mind raging with confusion as she watched the older, muscular
assistant-caster nearly tear his shirt from his body and drop his pants all in one motion.
"Come on, lover," he hissed as he kicked off his shoes and socks. "What are you
waiting for. You called me, remember? If you're thinking of backing out, now that
you've made my cock all hard and swollen for you..."
"N... no... It's just that... well... this is all new to me and I..."
"Honey, fucking isn't new to you. Maybe you've been without it for so long that some
of the things are a little fuzzy around the edges. Ooohhh... don't look so surprised. You
don't think I know what goes on with you and that husband of yours? Well, lover, I
know what goes on real well. Nothing goes on. But something real fine is gonna
happen now." He removed his white cotton shorts, pulling them down off his lean hips
to expose the long swollen hardness of his thick cock poling out from his hair-covered
loins, his heavy balls swinging bullishly between his lank, sinewy thighs. My God!! He's
massive! Even though she had seen only her husband's cock, Sonya knew that the cock
she was looking at was larger than any other penis she could imagine... much larger.
As she stared, mesmerized by Ed's almost angry-looking hardness, he reached out and,
with one fluid motion, pulled her towel away from her, exposing her nakedness to his
lustfully greedy eyes. His eyes roamed over the soft, round melons of her widely-spaced,
brown-tipped breasts, jiggling slightly with her body motions caused from his removal
of her last, totally inadequate defense against his gaze. She was standing with her legs
slightly spread apart, and Ed's eyes left the mounds of flesh on her chest to travel down
her flat belly to her light brown cuntal mound. The soft, moistening petal-like hair
fringed lips of her vagina were presented lustfully to his eyes, and the brown tuff of her
cuntal triangle glistened... not only from her shower, but also from the excitement was
like a living thing inside her. She had worked herself up to such a state of sexual need
while she had been waiting for him that already there was a small trickle of vaginal
juices flowing along the evenly tanned flesh of her inner thigh.
"Sayyyyyyyyy..." he said as he came still closer to her and encircled her with his
powerful arms, the smoothness of her naked skip against his own increasing even more
the swelling of his throbbing cock. "I think I could make real good use of you. Have
you ever been fucked from behind?"
Sonya was so overwhelmed with a mixture of passion and fright of the unknown that at
first she had not thought she had heard him correctly.
"Have I what?"
"Have you ever been fucked from behind? I doubt it. Well, I think that's how I'm
gonna take you. Doggie-style. You'll love it. I've never heard any complaints."
Before Sonya had a chance to say anything, Ed pulled their two bodies to the bed and
gently, although firmly, tossed Sonya onto the mattress so that she was resting on her
stomach. Letting his eyes feed hungrily on the fleshy, perfect mounds of her ass-cheeks
and the deep tantalizing crevice separating them. As he knelt behind her, his lengthy
hardened cock thrusting out from his pelvis like a rigid flag-staff, his hands cupped the
satin-smoothness of her buttocks. Yessssss... he thought... fucking her from behind
ought to be really something.
Sonya felt his hands begin a gentle but forceful kneading of her buttocks. She had never
thought of being fucked from behind, and she wondered if it would be as good as when
Joe was on top of her... the way he had been when they fucked on a regular basis.
Maybe if she liked this, she would have her husband fuck her this way all the time. As
she tried to imagine what being fucked in this new position would be like, her body
jerked, and felt Ed's thumbs slip into the deep valley between the softly trembling
cheeks and press outward to pry them wider and wider apart.
"Aaaaaahhhhhh that hurts..." she moaned, determined that she would be able to stand
the pain of having her buttocks pulled like this if it didn't get any worse. She
remembered how much it had hurt when her husband had first rammed his cock into
her cunt, and how wonderful everything had felt after. She hoped it would be the same
way this time. She could feel the brush of cool air rush between her splayed buttocks,
and she could feel her passion beginning to take over from her fright at allowing a man
who was not her husband to fuck her.
She heard him laugh at her moans, and then she felt one of his hands slipping down
through the spread open vale to %the soft sensitive lips of her vagina. Her breathing
momentarily left her as she felt, for the first time in weeks, the wonderful feeling of
fingers other than her own teasing around her vaginal lips. She sensed his fingers on
the fleshy folds of her cuntal lips gently pulling them apart, actually feeling the clinging
inner-flesh moistly adhering and tingling as he separated it to again allow the cool air
to brush against the moist, inner parts of her vagina.
Ed wedged himself in between her widely spread thighs kneeing her only slightly
resisting legs further apart until the beautiful half moons of her deliciously curved
young ass were lusciously spread open to him so that he could see the tiny puckered
mouth of her anus, and below it, the soft outer lips of her moist, auburn hair-fringed
cunt. He stared at the thinly pink slit of inner vaginal flesh separating them in a
vertically curving line of glistening delight. Jesus... he had fucked a lot of cunts, but hers
was the best he had ever seen. It was worth all the waiting to be able to take her like
this. And to think... she had actually called him! Ed, ol' boy, he thought to himself,
you're really getting a good deal. A free trip to Hong Kong and the chance to fuck the
boss's wife. Not bad at all!
"If you wanted," he said, his voice almost sarcastic, "you could turn around and take a
look at this cock of mine. I'd wager a full year's pay you haven't seen one like it... ever."
He bent low in a crouch until his face was the level with the curl-lined folds of pussy
flesh which protected her vagina. He placed his hands and thumbs inward on her lower
buttocks and felt her lurch to their touch, then once more he began to press slowly
outward and spread them lustfully apart. With gleaming eyes, Ed noticed a moisture
forming and glistening on the soft insides of her thighs as her now slightly upraised
buttocks slipped wider and wider apart. "It's a beautiful pussy, Sonya... Well worth the
wait I've given it. That husband of yours' doesn't know what he's missing."
Sonya, in spite of the new and strange position she was in, could feel more and more of
her fright slipping away, only to be replaced with mounting waves of passion which had
been stored up so long. Even though she did not like the crude and coarse talk of the
man she had willfully seduced, she was becoming more aroused than she had been in
weeks. Perhaps if she just tried to imagine that it was her husband fucking her like this,
and not a man she did not like, it would feel still better. It was certainly worth a try.
Ed pulled her hips and buttocks up still higher, and then, for some reason even he
could fathom, he held himself back purposely tormenting himself, relishing the
anticipated moment when he would actually thrust his aching cock into that tightly
clasping little cunt-hole between her ass-cheeks writhing before him. Jesus! She was
acting as though she really wasn't sure what she wanted him to do... and he was
determined that he would make up her mind for her, if that were the case. He knew
that once he rammed his penis into her cunt, she would be able to think of nothing
other than the fact that she was being stuffed with him. Having her like this was well
worth all the waiting she had been putting him through.
And then he was tired of thinking. Now that he had her, he wasn't going to waste any
more time. He straightened and moved the entire length of his heavily pulsating cock
up into the deep white crevice of her buttocks, pressing the warm quivering cheeks of
flesh together to enclose it like a heated bun around a hotdog.
Sonya quivered, but she was determined that she would go through with this part of
her plan. She forced herself to allow this man to fuck her, and did her best not to move
away. She could feel him leaning forward and plant a warm, wet kiss with laving tongue
on the hollow of her naked back, and the rush of pleasure mixed with the feeling of
loathing she still felt for this man caused her to moan. She could remember that, once,
Joe had licked her pussy, and she could remember the intensely wonderful sensations
she had derived from that experience. In a way, she hoped that Ed would do the same
to her. Perhaps then, she would be more able to actually enjoy what she was putting
herself through.
Unknown to her, Ed was thinking of doing just that. Not only had he wanted to fuck
her ever since he had seen her, he had wanted to eat her pussy as well. Until now, he
never thought he would get the chance, but it looked to him as though she was willing
to let him do anything to her he wanted... and he wanted to do plenty! With his face
nearly pressed against the smooth satin-like skin of her alabaster back, he ran his hot,
wet tongue hungrily down the smooth clenching crevice of her up-thrusted buttocks,
which had begun to sway back and forth. She was not making any effort to resist him,
and he trailed his hot, saliva-moistened tongue down over the tiny lips of her anal
mouth, then drew back scant inches from the soft brown curls fringing the sensitive
outerfolds of her pussy, it's sweet, feminine aroma feverishly inciting his nostrils. Shit,
he thought as his thumbs came into play to pressure outward once more against the
fleshy, clinging cunt-lips, the thin vertical mouth flowering open to his greedy, lustful
gaze until the entire smoothness of her delicate inner cuntal walls were totally exposed
to him!
He sensed her passionate groans, knowing that whatever reservations she seemed to
have had when he first came to her hotel room were passing away very quickly. It
delighted him to know that he was able to make her forget that she was married to his
boss. His eyes fixed on the pink smoothness of her moistly glistening cuntal flesh,
noting the sensual secretions which were now uncontrollably trickling to coat her
cuntal area flesh in a wet bath of viscid delight. He breathed hard and blew teasingly
into her, wanting her to become as totally abandoned as she could. Christ... he didn't
want to fuck a dish-rag. He wanted some action out of this woman's ass. He wanted her
writhing and squirming, and his blowing seemed to have provided the spark necessary.
He could feel her begin to squirm with more and more force... the passionate force he
knew he was bringing out in her.
Sonya was indeed being swept through with a wind that had been all too long missing
from her life. She could feel herself losing the small amount of reservation she had
about Ed as she felt him pressing his face against her once again. She could sense inside
herself the realization of the erotic which Joe had neglected to bring her. It was almost
like a dream, and she took a deep breath as she felt him open his mouth wide and cup
her vagina with his hungry lips, completely encasing her cunt with his mouth. Again
she squirmed, and she felt his hands tighten on her buttocks to hold her in place so that
she did not pull her pussy away from his mouth.
And then a blazing sheet of blinding, searing passion scorched her being as she felt one
quick lash of his tongue thrusting up through the warm butter-like folds of her mouth
engulfed pussy!
"Aaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh...!" she gasped from the sudden, unexpected entry into her
heatedly moistened vaginal flesh, a surprising sigh smothering itself in the blankets
beneath her. She jerked forward with the first hot, teasing contact in an involuntary
spasm on total pleasure. She had never felt Joe's tongue enter her so deeply or skillfully.
She could feel her tight vaginal channel contract and open reflexively around the long,
smooth length of searing, wet tongue sunk suddenly deep up inside her.
From his position behind Her ass, Ed thought he could hear her breaths exploding
down into the blankets of the un-made bed... groans of pleasure that she had long been
without. Even though he could not see her face, he knew it would be twisted into a
mask of lust and passion. He could picture her beginning to twist her face harder and
harder into the cushioning softness as he started a tongue whipping up into her. He
forced his wide-open mouth closer and began to work over the entire widespread
crevice of her lovely upturned loins, sucking and licking as if he would never be able to
get enough, while her naked white ass-cheeks tremored and swayed around his cuntburied 
face as she lost all control.
Her neglected cunt flowered open wider and wider to Ed's unbelieving relish, her
wetness increasing with each further second his hungrily sicking mouth worked at the
hotly dilating little hole. He felt it running in warm, thin little trickles down his face as
he pressed snugly into the softly yielding flesh between her warm, white buttocks. He
would show this formerly uppity little cunt a thing or two about pussy-sucking. She
might even go bragging to her husband about the time she had.
He straightened and moved his loins in tighter behind her, licking at his cunt-smeared
lips while he grasped at the throbbing length of his thick cock. He inched .forward
between her widespread thighs, as far as he could possibly go, then guided the dancing
rod of swollen hardness with thumb and forefinger, eagerly using its heavily blood
engorged spongy tip to part the softly curling pubic hair. He could see and feel the
heated folds of her cuntal flesh close wetly over the rounded head of his cock. The tiny,
sensually puckering mouth of her anal-lips seemed to wink up at him, a go-ahead sign
that Ed hoped he would never forget as long as he lived. For a moment, he thought of
taking his cock out of her cunt and ramming it in her ass, but he decided against it.
Maybe another time. Right now, he wanted to give her the fucking of her life... and that
meant her cunt. Trapped between the delicious layers of hot wet vaginal flesh, he knew
that he had to fuck her... ram it into her as she never would have believed it could
happen.
By this time, Sonya was lost in a world of passion. Every small part of frustration she
had felt because of her husband was finally being fucked out of her. She could picture
in her mind what was happening to her... she could imagine what Ed must look like as
he posed his cock at the seething wet entrance to her vagina from behind. She was
enthralled that he had come now. If nothing else happened, she knew that she would
get a man's cock in her after so long having been denied. She could feel him thrust
hard into her, and she felt the hot giving walls of her tightly contracting vagina
soothingly slip up over and wetly encase the lust-hard length of his pulsating cock-head
up into her.
"Aaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh...!" Sonya gasped beneath him as she was overwhelmed with a
wave of passion. Nearly the entire length of his swollen hardness had soared up into the
tight wet cuntal passage with pussy-splitting force. She could remember how large his
cock had looked, and the thought that he had rammed the massiveness into her filled
her with a feeling so blissful that she almost wanted to die from the happiness. It had
been so long... and now it was coming true for her. She could feel it pressuring hard
against the tightness of her desperately clasping cuntal walls. She wasn't sure if the
tightness was from the fact that her cunt had become accustomed to only her fingers or
if Ed's cock was so huge and thick. At the moment, she didn't care. This man was
making her feel more like a woman than she had in three weeks, and she was going to
enjoy it as much as she could.
She was awash with passion as she concentrated on his long, thick penis skewering into
her this way... from behind. God, she felt so wet and open and wonderful because of it.
His long thick cock slid up into her easily from the warm, fluid secretions his amazing
tongue had caused to flow from her hotly palpitating vagina! She could see now that
she had done the right thing... at least as far as she was concerned.
She began to make little incoherent mewling sounds, and over them, she could hear
Ed's breaths rasping from his lungs in grunting bursts as he began to fuck harder and
deeper into her. And then, the first pin-pricks of her impending orgasm began to make
themselves felt with the hardness of Ed Bryant's cock ravaging up into the churning
depths of her belly.
"Aaahhh... God... OOh, God...!" she moaned.
"Come on, you hot little fucker," he hissed back at her. "You got me out of bed to come
over here. Let's see some action in that ass of yours."
Her own husband had never said anything like that to her... and then she remembered
that her husband was on the other side of town. She was lost in a world of passionate
lust that she had all but forgotten about in the. past three weeks... she had almost
forgotten how to fuck. Damn Joe anyway, she thought. And then she began writhing
and jerking her hips, fucking back against the battering blood-inflated head of his long
thick penis pummeling deep up into the soft underside of her flesh-filled belly. The
pleasure was incredible. She could feel that his thighs were coated with perspiration,
sticky-hot along the under and inner-sides of her own. With every thrust now she could
feel his heavy, sperm-bloated balls slapping down hard against the widespread lips of
her fully filled vagina and her tiny quivering clitoris which had never known such
sensations of feverish excitement before. They even slapped with a resounding caress
against the puffiness of her hair-covered pubic mound as he fucked into her from
behind without letting up.
AAAAAAHHHHHH...! He was splitting open her whole belly with his huge, thick
penis... up to the swollen, squashed mounds of her jerkily dancing breasts. There were
moments when she thought he was bursting inside her, expanding the intricate little
parts of her deeply impaled vagina that had been so empty and unused for so long. And
she loved every second of it. She had been looking forward to this for so long...
"Jesus..." Ed said clutching at her hips and thighs, then leaning forward to drop his
hands and tease beneath and into the soft, giving flesh of her belly below, the taunting
tips of his fingers stroking the puffy swell of her pubic mound, the erotic caresses
causing her tiny, straining clitoris immeasurable sensations of long absent pleasure.
And all the while his hugely swollen cock fucked ceaselessly up into her throbbing
vagina, the growing sensations beginning to rip through her kneeling body like no way
they had with her husband.
Sonya felt him inch in still closer between her wide-spread thighs to pressure them out
farther with his knees, ramming his lustfully swollen hardness deeper and deeper up
into her to the very hilt. His heavy, sperm-bloated testicles continued to beat a wanton
tattoo against her fervently quivering clitoral bud. Stretched open this way, he was
reaching never-ending depths up into her, bringing moan after moan from her panting
mouth. Her back was beginning to ache, but she was able to put that small pain out of
her mind with the much more noticeable pleasure emanating from her wonderfully
ravished loins. The pleasure sensations were, growing stronger and stronger, and her
burning vaginal passage was aflame with an erotic throbbing she would never have
dreamed possible. She could feel her cuntal channel rhythmically clasping at the thickly
hardened sinew of his lengthy cock. Maddening electric-like little prickles had begun
deep within her womb to spread relentlessly over the raw nerve-ends of her naked
sweating flesh. His hard hairy pelvis battered the softness of her wantonly upturned
buttocks with flat smacking sounds. She could hear his passionate grunts gutturally
escaping him while the familiar sensations of coming orgasm rippled through her own
loins and out the feverish, fleece-lined lips of her hotly seething cunt, dancing like
tongues of wild fire across her thighs and belly.
He squirmed and fucked madly into her, raising wild new whimpers from the depths of
her chest with every plunge from his kneeling position behind her. Goddddddddd... his
cock seemed to be continuously growing inside her now tire-filled belly... and reaching
higher and higher toward her very throat. The resilient flesh of her full breasts rippled
and jounced from the jarring impact of his barrage, their pebble-like nipples excitedly
tingling as they brushed and burrowed into the soft blankets. Then she found herself
mindlessly grinding the wide-stretched mounds of her up-turned buttocks back onto the
slickened rod of pleasure-bringing hardness that was skewering wildly up into her
passion-inflamed cunt. She was aware of nothing but the dynamic building pressure of
screaming, fluid urgency in her hotly boiling loins and belly... pressure that was
pyramiding toward that long awaited moment when a man's penis, and not her own
fingers, would give her an orgasm.
For his part, Ed couldn't have cared less about the problems Sonya and Joe were
having. All he knew or cared about was that he had at long last gotten to fuck this
luscious looking cunt... and she was fucking back as though she had wanted him to
fuck her like this for a long time. On his knees, bent over her quivering body from
behind, Ed gritted his teeth, beginning to strenuously fuck in and out of her with
longer, harder strokes, his own lean buttocks hollowing with every lunge. A feeling that
he was at last the master over, not only Sonya, but his boss as well, spiraled through
him as he held her flared, white hips tightly against his still-thickening cock. Finally, he
was getting into this tight cunt, and he was as pleased with himself as a man could be.
He squeezed her soft, satin-like flesh in greedy, lust-charged hands until it stood up in
thick, white hillocks. Each time he fucked harder up into her his fingers gripped tighter,
squeezing her soft, unresisting thighs hard enough to cause her to moan slightly from
the pain he was causing.
But it was a pain she had all too long been without, and she loved it. It made her all the
more aware that she was at long last being fucked by a man... even if that man was not
her husband. At this point, she didn't care who was at the other end of the cock that
was ramming so wonderfully into her cunt from behind. She was delighting in the
working his hands were giving her fleshy buttocks, and she felt him stretch her
tautened ass-cheeks even wider with his fingers, causing her more pleasure than she
would have thought possible.
Ed was excitedly watching the pink folds of glistening wet cuntal flesh clinging hungrily
around his rampaging cock like lustful sucking lips, vanishing again when he slammed
it up into her. Then, he thought of worming his finger up into the tiny puckered lips of
her anus, but, changing his mind, he levered forward on his knees and with a loud
grunt drove his hurtfully throbbing hardness to the very depths of it's aching capacity.
He could feel the warm, liquidish resistance spread before the rubbery, blood-swollen
head, forcing a choked, throaty moan from her as though the breath had been knocked
from her. "Aaaaaaaaauuuuuuuuugggggggg gihhhhhhhh...!" Sonya gasped beneath his
maddened fucking which, by this time, had destroyed her powers of reason. Vaguely,
she was aware of straining her upturned buttocks in a wanton cadence onto the heavily
pulsating cock that he was pumping blissfully up into the churning inferno between her
legs. And... and she was undulating her hips in a wild, crazy motion that defied all
description. She never thought that she would enjoy sex with this man as much as she
did, but there was no denying it. She was abandoning herself to the breathtaking
fucking she was getting from behind with an ungovernable and frantically building
passion. She realized that her head was flailing wildly, her shoulder-length, disheveled
hair whipping back and forth like tassels in the wind, and then, she finally twisted her
head sideways to look back at him so he could see the immense rapture his allconsuming 
fucking was bringing to her!
When Ed saw that he was really bringing her all this pleasure after she had been trying
for so long to ignore him, he almost went wild. He had known all along that sooner or
later this high-stepping young wife would come around to him, considering the way her
husband was ignoring her. He sensed the impossibility of his lustfully burning cock
growing even thicker in the seething furnace of Sonya's wetly clenching vagina as he
continued to ram it resoundingly up into the depths of her now hungrily quivering
belly. A sensually induced grin broke his rugged, handsome face at the thought that she
had all but pleaded with him to come over to her hotel room and fuck her, even though
she had never said so much. He couldn't care less what she thought of him after he was
finished with her... or, for that matter, what her husband thought of him. Maybe he
would get lucky and Joe would stay the way he was. Then this luscious woman would
want him to fuck her all the time. At the moment, that thought was looking pretty
good to the assistant casting agent. Considering the way she was writhing and
squirming under him right now, she was getting the fucking of her life, and she knew
it. He wanted her to remember who was doing this to her... just in case she wanted
more of the same at a later time.
Sonya had forgotten all about her plan for the moment. She had fallen under a spell of
lustful enchantment she had not known for a long time. There was a tremendous, ever
expanding balloon filled with joy blowing up to an impossible size within her! And
then... then... suddenly, without warning, she wailed an eerie shriek as that balloon
burst within her, sending wildly ecstatic sensations racing through her erotically
straining loins, overwhelming her with maddening bliss. She screamed again and again
in mindless passion as tears of utter joy streamed down her face, uncontrolled rapture
flowing through her writhing body with the sensuous rush of earth-shattering release.
Finally, she sensed the calm within, though she still trembled like a leaf in a storm, her
panting young belly quivering while her lover continued to incessantly fuck his
massively swollen cock deep up into her penis-filled vagina. With a mounting force,
rasping and grunting like a savage animal, Ed went on sawing in and out of her,
shoving her tear-stained face harder onto the mattress with every forceful, forward
lunge. Even though she had cum, she still delighted in the fact that he had not yet, and
was continuing to ram his cock up into her. She thought she would never be able to get
enough of his amazingly large penis. Her ravaged vaginal passage started to feel as if it
were being split wider still, and she thought she could feel the throes of yet a second
orgasm coming on. She gnashed her teeth with the incredible pleasure she was feeling,
inwardly praying that she would soon feel his lust-driven sperm empty into her.
Sonya felt a blissful pain even deeper in the depths of her belly as the huge, blood
inflated head of Ed's heavily buried cock suddenly flared into a massiveness which
threatened to tear the tiny, clam-like mouth of her womb apart. It jerked and began to
spurt and at last, she could feel the hotly gushing semen shooting into her in long
seething bursts, sloshing around deep up in the confines of her formerly empty belly.
She could feel her inner depths quivering from the long awaited contact of his liquid
fire. Then she could feel that she was indeed about to re-experience the orgasm she had
only moments before. The smooth wet walls of her still hotly palpitating vagina began
to close tighter of their own will and clasp hungrily around the cum-slickened cock in
quick-frictioned little spasms of delight. The uncontrollably excited cavern sucked and
milked insanely at Ed's rhythmically jerking cock as she feverishly began to work her
naked, upturned ass-cheeks back and in a new and wild untamed frenzy.
' Ed was himself lost in the rapture of orgasm. His over-taxed cock was wilting like a
dying summer rose now, and for a moment, he fell forward on her naked back, having
finally emptied her scalding load into the warm, gushing cavern on her cuntal passage.
Still, though, her hips and buttocks continued to writhe and squirm beneath him, her
sweat and passion-released wetness coating her naked flesh and making little wet
sounds which filled the bedroom as their naked skin slapped together.
For a long while, neither Ed nor Sonya could say anything, each being lost in the
rapture of after-orgasm. Sonya was still squirming her hips, attempting to have another
orgasm, but she could feel the deflated cock of her lover slipping out of her vagina, and
it caused her some dismay.
"Say, lover," Ed said as he finally caught his breath enough to speak. "Just where is that
husband of yours anyway?"
Sonya closed her eyes as she thought of her plan... and of having called Vicky Ling and
telling her to seduce him.
"He went to Vicky Ling's apartment," she told her lover, hoping that he would now
leave her alone so she could finger herself and release the still smouldering fires searing
in her belly.
"Wellllll, little lady," said Ed with a broad grin on his face. "I think I'm beginning to see
what's going on here."
"W... what are you talking about?" Sonya asked.
"Awwwwww, come on," said Ed as though Sonya was asking something a little obvious,
of the lovely wife were trying to cover up for her husband. "Joe goes off to the lovely
Vicky Ling's and leaves you here all alone. You decide that you want to get back at him
so you call me up. Very nice. Very, very nice. Once that luscious Oriental gets signed
up with us, Joe will want to spend more time with her, and you'll want to spend more
time with me. I like that."
Sonya couldn't believe what she was hearing. Ed was telling her that he wanted to carry
on an affair with her... that Joe was having an affair with a woman he had only met
today. Oh, God... that meant that if Vicky were signed, Ed would be wanting to fuck
her more and more. Once was enough. Sonya could feel once again like a woman... but
she had done all this for her husband... not Ed. And she knew that there would be
trouble if she tried to tell Ed the truth... that she had merely used him, and didn't want
to use him ever again. She was not the kind of woman who could carry on an affair
with a man... even if her husband approved, which she doubted he would.
But what could she tell the casting assistant? Somehow, she had to find the words to tell
him that all of what had happened was a one-shot deal... that she had done it for the
sake of her marriage.
"Well, I think I'm gonna leave you for the moment, lover," Ed said, bouncing off the
bed and starting to dress. "I don't want your husband to be getting all the kicks from
that foxy Ling. I think I'm going to pay them a visit."
"Noooooo..." Sonya said. If Ed went there and stopped Joe from being seduced, Sonya's
carefully thought out plan would be shattered. Joe might feel so guilty at having Ed see
him fucking another woman that her plan wouldn't work.
"Sorry, Lover," Ed said as he opened the door to her hotel. "I'm not a married man, and
I fuck who I please. You were pretty good, and something tells me that we're going to
have more little meetings like this. But I think I'll go and make the newest addition to
our film company as welcome as I can."
And with that, he was gone.
Sonya heard the door close as she lay on her stomach on top of the rumpled blankets.
In addition to the sensual feelings still flowing in her belly, she could feel the fear that
her plan might fail. All her work would be for naught. Joe would come home,
frightened that Ed might tell her he had been caught fucking Vicky and Sonya would
never be able to tell her husband that she had actually asked Vicky to seduce him.
What would he think of her if he knew that? He would probably never want to see her
again. And then things would be worse off than they were before. But she couldn't call
up Vicky's apartment and warn them. She didn't know what she could do other than
wait and see what happened.
And then Sonya had a thought. She didn't want to be at her hotel when Joe came back.
If something went wrong, she knew she would never be able to face him. He would
either be very angry or very ashamed, and either way she didn't want to be with him
when he first came home. Maybe if he came home and she were not there, it would
give him a little time to think of what he could tell her... if he thought he had to tell her
anything at all. She needed time to think things through herself.
She remembered reading about the city parks in some travel folders she had looked
through before she and her husband had come to Hong Kong. There was really no
point in staying in her hotel. Perhaps if she got out and spent some time alone in a
park, she would be able to come to some sort of conclusion about what she should do
with Ed, Vicky and her husband.
The closest park was only about a half hour's walk away. She remembered that it was
fairly close to Vicky Ling's apartment, but that made no difference. Perhaps the
symbolic closeness of the park to where the plan was being carried out would make her
think even clearer. She might even pay the alluring Oriental a visit later on in the day
to talk to her and find out if things had gone well.
Dressing quickly, she left her hotel room, her mind clouded with the thought that she
was really not cut-out for the type of intrigue she now found herself in.


Chapter 5


Joseph Norman was all business as he pressed the buzzer to Vicky's apartment. He was
carrying a folder filled almost to overflowing with forms, applications and contracts, and
he was proud of himself for being so well-briefed and able to answer any questions
Vicky might ask about her role in his film company.
He was about to press the buzzer again when the door to Vicky's apartment opened.
Joe was about to introduce himself when he could feel the hairs at the base of his neck
prickle. His eyes widened in surprise as he saw, First the alluring Oriental woman
standing in the door wearing nothing more than a sheer, almost transparent bathrobe
and holding a drink in her hand. For a long moment, his eyes were fixed at the black
haired woman standing in front of him. He had totally expected that she would be
professional and serious, but he could see that he had been wrong. Her robe was almost
open, and much of her firm, smooth thighs were revealed wantonly. A good deal of her
rich, yellow-brown bosom was exposed too, thrusting through the sheer material of her
nearly naked shoulders. Through the thin robe, he could see the deep, jet-black cuntal
triangle and the rich, brown nipples topping her full breasts.
And then, as his eyes somehow pulled away from her body, he could see, sitting next to
her, the largest German shepherd he had ever seen in his life. For a moment, he
thought that the great dog might attack him, but he appeared to be sitting and watching
the man with only a vague interest.
"Good morning," Joe said, taking a deep breath to steady his suddenly ragged nerves.
"We have an appointment. My name is..."
"You're Joe Norman, and you want me to join your film company. Well, come in, come
in," Vicky said, her face carrying a smile that was brazen in it's moist hot intensity. As
Joe walked through the door, she felt that his wife must be really desperate to actually
ask her to seduce him. He was really handsome and rugged looking. If Vicky had ever
had a lover like this, she would make sure that he never left her sight. How could a
man like this be neglecting his wife? He looked as though he was really dynamite in
bed... and she was glad to have the opportunity to find out.
Ever since his wife had called with her strange request, Vicky had done some serious
thinking, Now that she had her dog, she really had no need for the endless stream of
male lovers to which she had become accustomed. But she saw in Sonya's pleading the
opportunity to help someone and give her life the meaning she had thought about only
the day before. If she could actually help bring this man and his wife back together, she
was more than willing to put her talents to good use. With her loving dog to be her
constant companion now, she had thought that she would never take a human lover
again. How fitting, she thought, that the last time she would have a man, it should be
out of a sense of helpfulness. It would give her life the meaning she had sought for.
She was pretty sure, by this time, that she would not be signing Joe's film company. She
had all but had it with the rat-race of trying to make money and fame for herself. She
had enough to live on, and she found no further need for the fame she had once
thought she wanted. Now, she would go out in a blaze of passion, helping two total
strangers to find their lives together before she lived for herself and the pleasure she
could have with her dog.
"Is this a... a bad time for you?" Joe stammered. "I mean, it looks like you were just
getting out of bed and..."
"Not at all," she smilingly exclaimed, stepping away from him a little and taking a sip
of her drink. "I've been up for some time. You must realize that at the moment, I'm on
vacation, and I like to be comfortable."
Even though Joe tried to keep his mind on the business at hand, he could not take his
eyes off the nearly naked body so casually presented to him Although he did not realize
it, all the time he had spent in work and neglecting his wife was beginning to take it's
toll. Against his will, he could feel his cock starting to balloon in his pants, and he tried
hard to resist the lascivious thoughts which were flooding his mind. But Christ... what a
body she had. In all the movies of her he had seen, he had never once even considered
her to be as sensual as she was in real life.
"Would you like something to drink?" she asked in a tone that Joe recognized as
seductive. "It might be a little early for you, but I find that talking over drinks is much
easier."
Joe started to tell her that it was indeed too early for him, but he never got the chance.
Besides, he wanted the talk to go well, and if she could talk better over drinks, well... so
be it. There was nothing forcing him to actually drink what she offered him. He could
feel a flush start out of the collar of his shirt as Vicky left the living room, swaying her
hips sensually and followed by her dog close behind. He turned away as she returned,
and looked for a place where he could sit and talk as she pressed a glass into his hand.
Managing to get his thoughts under control, the casting agent looked up at the brazen
Oriental woman and said, "Shall we get right down to business?"
Vicky smiled. "Lover, would I like nothing better than to get right down to business,'
she thought. "Not just yet," she said as she sat down next to him on her couch. "Let's
just talk a little." 'Jesus... if this guy is having problems with his wife, the last thing I
want to do is scare him away. I still can't believe that he won't fuck her.' She crossed on
light brown leg over the other, and the robe inched high up on her thighs, almost to
her cunt, revealing a long expanse of her deep, almost bronzed flesh. Then Vicky leaned
forward slightly, turning toward Joe so that a good deal of her richly hued bosom, her
full, firm breasts, were exposed to his gaze. He was almost certain that he could detect
just a hint of the brown hardness of her nipples, and the flush came out of his collar
again. Try as he might, he wasn't able to take his eyes from her provocative lushness
now, even though, in the back of his mind, he could feel her dog brush up against his
feet between him and the alluring woman. He could also feel his penis spasming once...
twice... in his pants with beginning arousal.
'This is silly,' he thought to himself. 'I'm a married man with a lovely wife. I shouldn't
be having these thoughts. I'm here on business... and that's that!' Feeling a little
flustered, he took a healthy slug of the drink she had given him.
Sitting so close to this handsome man, Vicky could feel the initial warm seepings of
excitement begin to flow between her legs as she thought of what would be happening
soon. She was going to seduce this man and really show him what it was like to be
fucked. In a way, she was glad that his wife had asked her to do it. It would be a shame
to break up a marriage just for a good fuck. Not that she was above doing something
like that... or at least used to be. Now that she had turned over a new leaf, she was glad
that what she was about to do had the sanction of this man's wife. It sounded a little
strange to her, but ever since she had come to Hong Kong, she had seen a lot that she
never thought could have existed. For example, two days ago, she would never have
thought of fucking and sucking a dog, and now, she wanted nothing more... but after
she had one final fling at a man.
As Joe fumbled for words, she glanced at the front of his pants, and she was certain that
she could see his cock pulsing in his pants, jumping spasmodically from time to time,
pushing his trouser material out briefly. Her cuntal juices began to flow faster with her
increased anticipation. Everything was working out the way Joe's wife wanted... Vicky
could see that Joe was very well endowed, and she knew that she would really enjoy
having his cock thrust up between her legs.
Joe sipped at his drink, not really wanting it, but finding that he had to do something
to calm his jagged nerves. There was something about the nearness of this hot-blooded,
alluring Oriental that told him his wife might have been right about her... and he was
beginning to wish that they could just finish the contract talks and he could leave to
finalize everything.
The casting agent took a healthy gulp from his glass, draining it. He felt a warm,
relaxed lethargy begin to flow over him. The alcohol was beginning to have a
heightening effect on his bloodstream, while at the same time dulling his mind so that
the pounding of his heart seemed twice as loud. He could not take his eyes from the
sultry smiling face of Vicky Ling, at the kind of encompassing sex she invited, the full
rich softness of her firm, high breasts... for a moment, he wanted to tweak her nipples
into rock-hard erection, take each nipple in his mouth and roll it around and around
with his tongue...
He could feel his cock jerk into sudden, instant rigidity, as if it were alive and straining
for release from it's cloth prison. He tried to will it limp again. He had to stop thinking
like this... He was a married man... and there was work to do. The thought of his wife
only added fuel to his lustful thoughts. Damn... He had never thought about it until
this moment, but he had been neglecting her. Jesus... after he finished the meeting with
Vicky, he would have to fuck Sonya. He would never be able to work thinking like he
was now. He only hoped that it was not too late. His wife had been acting pretty angry
with him lately. He thought of the night before when she had left him at his desk and
slammed the door to her bedroom. He could see what he was doing to her now... and
he wanted to make sure that he never did anything like that again.
His balls were beginning to ache from the presence of quickly gathering sperm. He
needed release, desperately, and he realized that he had been a fool. What kind of a
man was he to be denying not only his wife, but himself as well, of the sexual pleasures
he now wanted so badly?
Vicky could see that Joe was beginning to lose his control. It was almost as if he had
forgotten what he had come to her room for. Wellll... that was alright with her. She
wasn't going to sign with him anyway. It would be a shame to have him come all this
way and not get anything out of her. She decided that it was time to press her
advantage. The dark-haired Oriental leaned close to him, and he could feel her hot
breath on his cheek, like the scorching heat of a branding iron. He knew that he should
stop her. The last think he wanted was to get involved with another woman. What
would Sonya think if she knew he was not fucking her but was fucking another
woman? But he couldn't move. She touched his knee, lightly, and her fingers seemed to
be like weights holding him in place.
"What do you say we have a little fun before we talk about contracts and things like
that?" she asked, her voice low and throaty.
"Vicky... Miss Ling... I'm... I'm married and... and..."
"And nothing, lover," she said, jiggling her breasts slightly and almost laughing to
herself as she saw his eyes widen in surprise. 'Shit,' she thought, 'he's been away from a
cunt for so long that he's acting like a fifteen year old. Looks like I'm gonna have 
to reeducate him.' Her motions against Joe made her feet press firmly against Ching, who
had been patiently lying between them. At the sensation of his mistress's touch, the
great dog whined. Vicky felt a slight pang of sadness at the fact that she had been
neglecting her new pet, but she had been asked to help, and she would have many days
ahead with her dog. To Joe's relief, the lovely Oriental stood up from the couch.
"I hope you'll excuse my while I let my dog out," she said moving in such a way so as
to keep Joe as aroused as she could. Ching followed her to the door, and when she
opened it, he looked at her questionably. Was he being sent away? Had he done
something wrong?
"You go on out, Ching " Vicky said in as soothing a voice as she could. "Go out and
play in the park. I'll come for you later."
Sadly, with his tail between his legs as though he thought he were being punished, the
great German shepherd walked through the hall and out the front door to the
apartment. Vicky felt unhappy that she had to send her dog away, but she knew that he
would probably go to the park where she had found him. She also knew that he would
not wander too far away. It was a sacrifice she had to make, and as long as she was
going to be fucked by Joe, she didn't mind so much that she would not be able to
concentrate on the favor Sonya had asked of her.
Still sitting on the couch, Joe felt as though Vicky was ready to talk about signing with
him, but as his eyes followed her swaying body while she returned to him, he was in for
the surprise of his life. Without warning, she reached out and touched his pulsating,
cloth-encased penis.
Joe almost leapt off the couch in a convulsive reaction to the electric shock of her touch
on his super-sensitive cock. Then Vicky stroked it lightly as she sat next to him again,
increasing the rhythm of her caresses. Her breasts pressed hotly, softly, against his arm
now as she moved as close to him as she could. Her lips found his jaw line and traced a
pattern upward along his cheek, her tongue flicking out to trail a path of fire over his
skin as her hand continued to run over his greatly swollen penis. Joe was totally
mesmerized. He couldn't move. The feelings that were searing through him were so
strong that he was fixed in his seat.
"For God's sake... Vicky... please..." he vainly protested, thoughts of his wife... his
marriage... his job all melting and forming a fuzzy dream in the back of his mind. He
couldn't fuck this woman. He had never thought of doing anything like that. He had
never thought of cheating on his wife with any woman, and he certainly didn't want to
start now. But try as he might, he couldn't move. There was something stronger than
his marriage holding him in place next to this teasing, seductive woman.
"Now, Joe, Vicky whispered. "You shouldn't fight that erection of yours. You want to
fuck me, don't you. I can feel it in your cock. You want to fuck me more than you want
to do anything else, isn't that right? And I want you to."
Joe opened his mouth, but he couldn't deny the truth to himself. All thoughts of Sonya
back in his hotel room vanished from his mind, and the three weeks he had immersed
himself in work and abstained from sex finally overflowed and took control. He leaned
forward and placed his mouth on hers, his tongue thrusting deep up into the warm
cavern of hers. Vicky's hand began to move faster on his turgid shaft, and she sucked
and nibbled at his tongue, swirling her own around and around his, darting into his
mouth and then withdrawing in a rhythm of copulation, with she as the aggressor she
was. As with a will of its own, Joe's left hand came up and found her breast, squeezing
and kneading the soft, hot pliant flesh through the sheerness of her robe, then dipped
under the flimsy cloth to draw the garment down and away, exposing one naked,
brown-yellow breast with its desire-swollen nipple and darker aureole. He could feel the
wetness from the seminal fluid which seeped from the hard tip of his cock as she
continued to massage him through his pants with practiced thoroughness. It was just
like old times, she thought to herself. Only tills time, she was doing this for other
people as well as herself. It gave her a warm feeling of being needed, and she was
determined that she would give this man the fucking of his life to save his marriage.
Then, suddenly, with his fingers kneading the soft resilient flesh of her round firm
breast and his rigidly erect cock jerking almost out of control, the thought of his wife
entered his mind once again. He couldn't be doing this. He had to get away. This was
wrong. He had never wanted anything like this to happen. He wrenched himself
violently from Vicky, pulling his bulging cock. His face was flushed with a brilliant
crimson... mostly from the guilt he was feeling. He averted his eyes from the alluring
Oriental, and her almond-shaped, coal-black eyes looked at him questionably.
"What's the matter?" she asked casually. "I hope you're not worried about your little
wife. She doesn't have to know about this... if you don't want her to."
"I... I can't cheat on her... I've been... I just can't, that's all."
While he was turned away from her, wondering if he should tell her that it had been a
long time since he had fucked his wife, and that it had been his fault, he felt her leaving
the couch. Hope rose in his body that she might stop teasing him beyond his strength
to resist, and he turned to her to tell her good-bye. But as he looked up at her, his
mouth gaped open and his eyes seemed to protrude with shock. Vicky was totally
naked. She had slithered out of her robe and was standing in its puddle with her legs
spread wide apart, her head and shoulders pulled back her hands knuckled
provocatively at him with her mouth parted, the tip of her wet, pink tongue showing
itself kitten-like. Her almond-shaped eyes glowed brightly with the lust she was
obviously feeling, and the moist, petal-like softly hair-fringed lips of her vagina were
presented eagerly to his eyes, the pure black triangle of her cuntal mound glistening in
the sun-light that bathed her apartment. Her high, smoothly rounded yellow-brown
breasts seemed to quiver as if with some inner vibration, the nipples hard and
distended. Her long, slender dark legs were moist with the flowing juices of her
passion-flowered cuntal mouth.
"Well, lover... like what you see?"
"Miss Ling... Vicky..." her name choked in his swollen throat, and he could say nothing
more. He could only stare at her, at her completely salacious pose, made all the more
mysterious because of her Oriental background. He could feel his cock begin its
maddening pulsations again.
Slowly, very slowly, Vicky lowered her hands, her black, slanted eyes fastened on his,
and pressed her fingertips to her mysteriously dark, curling pubic mound, slowly
caressing herself down between her legs, her long, polished nails glistening as they
blazed a path through the thin, black, silken hair. When her fingers reached the
glistening pink slit between her legs, she placed the thumb and forefinger of her left
hand on either side of the soft, shining lips and spread them gently apart, revealing the
trembling pink bud of her clitoris, tiny and throbbing with her excitement. With her
right forefinger, then, she traced up her cuntal slit until she came in contact with the
miniature phallus. She tweaked it once... twice... sending more rivulets of lubrication
trailing down her inner thighs. Then her middle finger went lower, poised at the lips of
her vagina and slipped easily up inside, burying itself to the first knuckle. She withdrew
it, slid it in again... and repeated her finger fucking with her slanted, coal-black eyes
glazed with passion. Faster and faster and faster her finger slid wetly in and out of her
tight cuntal sheath, and as she rolled and twisted her hips with delight at the sensation
searing through her flesh from her fingerfucking, she spoke to Joe in her low, hypnotic
voice.
"I don't want my finger in my cunt... I want your cock there. And I can tell that you
want to give it to me. You look like the kind of man who could give Vicky a really good
fucking."
The words... the blatant, graphic descriptions of what she expected of him... burned in
his mind. He could not think about his wife now. In fact, there was only one thought
on his mind as he watched the alluring, dark-haired Oriental finger fuck herself not
three feet away from his face...
He had to fuck her! HAD TO...!
Somehow, he found the strength to stand up, and he could feel the luscious, teasing
Oriental place her hands on his belt, opening it... and then Joe was helping her,
feverishly stripping himself, flinging his clothes wherever they happened to fall. There
was nothing on his mind at all concerning either his wife or getting Vicky Ling to sign
a contract with him. All he wanted to do was fuck this woman... this luscious Oriental
woman.
Now he was naked, as she was, his thick, blood-engorged penis standing out at a heavy
angle from his loins, quivering, seeping seminal fluid. He reached out to her and drew
her against him, and showered hot, moist kisses over the Oriental beauty's round face,
her long throat, into the valley of her full, dark breasts, his hands moving over the
smooth hillocks of her ass, cupping them... squeezing their soft, pliant flesh. She was
breathing into his ear, hot and sweet, and her tongue flicked out to dance inside, racing
along the soft, sensitive skin of his inner ear. Her hand searched down between their
tightly clasped bodies, located the hot, rock-hardness of his penis. He gasped as the hot
searing tips of her fingers closed over his rigid cock, and twirled together, as if trying to
blend into one. Vicky crushed the full length of her body desperately against his and
ground her pelvis hard into him. Then she twisted suddenly, pulling him over astride
her, opening her legs wide as they had been before, her cunt flaring open, eagerly
waiting.
The lust-incited young Oriental's hands were running wildly up and down along his
body, tracing the hard muscles of his shoulders, the cleft of his back, the tautly clenched
cheeks of his ass, exploring all of him as if she had never before felt a man, and she was
wanting to learn all there was about him. His cock rested hard against her thighs,
trailing dribbles of semen, mingling with her own flowing cuntal emissions. She
reached under her buttocks as she levered their entwined bodies up with the full
strength of her back, and quickly twirled around, so that she was lying on her stomach.
"Fuck me from behind, lover," she hissed. "I want you to put it in me doggie-style."
Her motion had been so fluid and skillful that he hardly noticed her turning in his
arms. Suddenly, he was presented with the deep-colored half moons of her ass-cheeks,
and while he had been too lust-intoxicated to hear what she had told him, he
understood what she wanted. He had never fucked Sonya like this, and he was actually
looking forward to the new experience.
Vicky reached back and under her up-lifted body and pulled her vaginal lips slowly
apart to give his cock greater contact with the moist, sensitive flesh as it slipped off her
thigh with her turning motion and returned to rest deliciously against her achingly
rigid clitoris from behind. It was that huge. Then she dropped her head to the rug and
wiggled her ass-cheeks invitingly at him.
Joe was completely in command now, despite the newness of this position. As he
watched her fingers stroke repeatedly in and out of her pink moist cuntal mouth in a
further invitation, he could feel his penis become still harder. He raised himself further
up over her wide-spread loins, placing his knees together between hers. Levering his
stiffly thickened cock forward, he aimed its broad rubber tip directly for the glistening
wet opening of her pussy. The lust-controlled Oriental actress instantly slipped her
fingers out of his way, once again pulling the outer lips apart to make it as easy for him
as she could.
The casting agent paused for a moment to enjoy the quivering heat clasping around the
throbbing tip of his cock, and then, with one long smooth stroke, rammed it all the way
into her cervix. He could feel the smooth wet walls of her cunt clamping around his
aching hardness so firmly and wetly it almost drove him crazy.
"Ooooooohhhhhh...!" Vicky moaned in a singing voice, feeling her throbbing vagina
flower open to receive his lust-lengthened thickness deep inside her. She forgot that she
was doing this for the sake of his marriage' now. In fact she forgot about everything...
even her dog, and she began to move in wild abandoned jerks beneath him, muttering
incoherent words to urge him on... not that he needed any further encouragement.
Setting up a steady slow rhythm, Joe plunged his penis up and up, deeper and deeper
into the warm soft oven of her cunt, feeling her vagina flourishing wetly before him, as
though she had never been fucked in her life.
"Aaaaaaahhhhhh... God... yes... yes..." she cried out into her living room as he pumped
harder, her broad, yellowish forehead covered with a light coat of glistening
perspiration that plastered her long ebony hair to her temples. Then he slithered his
strong hands under the wildly pumping cheeks of her buttocks, pulling them tighter
against him for still greater access to her open and pleading loins.
From this improved position, he squirmed down into her open pussy with all the pent
up strength of his hips and thighs, the smooth raw flesh of her inner cuntal walls
clasping and unclasping like a heartbeat around his nearly bursting cock. He pulled his
head back to watch the young actress. Her nostrils were flaring and her slanted almond
shaped eyes wide open, glazed glassily up into the room, a wild and unsatiated desire
burning like pinpoints of fire in her coal-black pupils.
"Come on, lover..." she hissed, "deeper, harder... fuck me... fuck me hard...!" she begged
him, gasping as if she were close to death. In the last two days, she had all but forgotten
what it was like to have a man's penis in her, and she was reveling in the revived
sensations. Swinging her soft, tender thighs up higher, she doubled herself up beneath
him like a ball of lust-maddened flesh. Joe wrapped his arms around her knees under
him, flattening her upper thighs down onto her breasts. Now there was nothing
beneath his pounding loins to impede his fucking into her upthrust cunt.
"Aaaaaaahhh... I'm cumming... I'm cumming... cumming...!" Vicky suddenly cried out
in a gasp of passion, waving her asscheeks in uncontrolled lust from side to side and
spiraling her cunt crazily up and down on his hotly plunging rod of flesh. Her body
arched higher yet, and she felt Joe's hands holding her firmly against his loins while she
quivered and jerked against him, her orgasmic secretions spewing out around his still
hard-driving penis, seeping down the wide-split crevice of her trembling buttocks to
drench his drum-tight balls as they slapped hard against the top of her cuntal mound.
And Joe Norman could feel his own orgasm coming on... an orgasm which was fed by
the intensity of Vicky's climax. He knew it wouldn't be long before he shot his load
into her wildly churning cunt.
And then he had an idea. It was something he had thought about doing, but had never
tried. He wanted to fuck this wild actress in a different way than he had ever fucked his
wife. He thought for a moment about how he would do it, and then he knew. He
looked down at the tiny puckered anal ring nestled tantalizingly in the narrow curving
crevice above his hardened shaft flashing in and out of her still welcoming pussy, and
he knew he wanted to fuck her there. With a grin, pleased at his imagination and
ability to take the upper hand away from this wild, free-fucking Oriental actress, he
clamped his fingers tighter into her softly fleshed buttocks to hold her in place. Then he
slipped his glistening wet cock out of the alluring woman's wide-stretched pussy and set
it firmly in place with his thumbs at her tiny pink anal ring.
On the outstroke his pistoning cock had been in Vicky's moistly churning cunt, and
then on the next instroke it was shoving its way by sheer force up into the narrower
confines on her tight little anus. Joe reached up with one hand to grip her shoulder and
pull her buttocks tighter against him.
"Uuuuuuuuuuhhhhhhhhhhhh...!" the alluring teasing Oriental actress screamed before
him as she thrashed and bucked from the unexpected entrance into her rectum. She
had been fucked in her ass many times before and had always enjoyed it, but usually
she had been given a little warning before it happened. The suddenness of Joe's entry
into her lustfully clenched rectum had taken her completely by surprise, and she could
feel his cock relentlessly shafting up the tight nether channel until his muscular belly
smacked flat against her wildly jerking buttocks.
Vicky's slanted, almond-shaped eyes bulged as she tried to relax her rectal muscles to
accommodate his massively swollen cock, her long black hair whipping from side to
side as she squirmed harder against the hardened thickness. She could feel his
throbbing penis inside her now like a heart beating in her anus, each pulse shoving her
inner walls a little farther outward from his hardness until she thought she would never
breathe again.
The young actress, amazed at his ability to think of assfucking, could feel him up
behind her beginning to smoothly stroke in and out, with short shallow thrusts at first,
but then gradually lengthening until just the expanded head of his cock was left inside
before he shoved back into her up to the hilt.
Joe gritted his teeth from the unexpected tightness of the narrow opening, pulling his
lips back in a grimace of pleasure. Even when he had first fucked the virgin-tight cunt
of his wife, he had never felt such a hot clasping pressure around his cock and the
sensations were driving him crazy. He continued stroking, getting used to the idea of
anal fucking, and he made, in the back of his mind, a note to try this with his wife... if
she would ever let him fuck her again.
Now that Vicky understood what her lover was doing, she was better able to accept his
massive cock in her ass, and she began to rock gently with him, meeting his inward
thrusts with her back-pushing buttocks, grinding the yellow-brown half-moons
lasciviously into his loins to take as much of his lusty cock as she could. She was
enjoying it now that her ass-channel had expanded and relaxed, and she moaned and
panted her passionate pleas as though she had never stopped fucking men.
"Aaaahhh... ooohhh... fuck it, lover... fuck me in the ass...!" she quavered back at him in
a pleading, lust-altered voice.
Joe Norman sweated and grunted up behind her wildly working ass-cheeks, pounding
harder and harder into the tight-clutching rectum. It wouldn't be long now, he was
thinking, before he would cum. The teasing Oriental was just too much. He wanted to
hold back for as long as he could, but he could tell that his balls were about to erupt.
Ed Bryant had hurried over to Vicky Ling's apartment as quickly as he could. He didn't
want Joe to have all the fun with her. He knew, as Joe had not, just what type of
woman Vicky was. He had heard the same stories Sonya had, and when he had come to
Hong Kong to talk to her, he knew that it would be only a matter of time before he
fucked the luscious little cunt of hers... and now it looked like it would be sooner. He
was tired of waiting, and knowing that Joe was probably wasting his time with her by
talking about his film company. He reasoned that a woman like Vicky would want to
fuck first and talk later, and judging from the way Joe had been acting with his wife
lately, the casting agent was all talk and no action. Vicky had probably gotten bored
with him and signed the fucking contract just to get him out of her apartment.
He was standing at the door to her place and was about to press the buzzer when he
noticed that the door was slightly open. He did not know that Vicky had not closed it
all the way when she had let her dog out, and he couldn't have cared less. The door was
open, and that meant an invitation that Ed was more than willing to accept. As he
gently pushed the ajar door – a little more open, he was certain that he could hear the
sounds of passionate grunting coming from the living room. "Shit," he said to himself
under his breath. "The woman never stops fucking." At the thought that he was about
to see her and some guy fucking on her living room floor, his cock swelled in his pants.
He was all set to join in on the fun. From what he had heard of Vicky Ling, two men at
once would be no problem at all for her.
Opening the door all the way, he stepped unannounced into the Oriental actress's
apartment, and his face split in a wide grin as he saw Joe, his boss, crouched behind
Vicky's upthrust light yellow buttocks, pumping for all he was worth in between the
young Oriental's buttocks. The sight increased the swelling of his cock, and he thought
that perhaps he would use this little tid-bit of knowledge in some way in the future...
perhaps to advance himself in the company. Joe might even make him a full partner in
the casting department to keep him from telling his sweet little wife what he was doing
right now. But all that was for later thought. Right now, the lust-aroused assistant was a
little enraged by the sight of his boss getting the full benefit of Vicky's uncontrolled
lust.
Blatantly unconcerned that he had walked in on the wildly fucking couple, Ed walked
over to them on the floor, and attempted to pull Joe from his position up behind the
moaning dark-haired Oriental woman.
Joe nearly laughed at the arms encircling his chest. He was so overcome with lust that
he didn't give a damn that Ed was watching him cheat on his wife, and he was certainly
not about to give up fucking this wildly thrashing woman now... and certainly not for
Ed Bryant, a man he did not especially care for. Instead, he rolled over onto his back,
pulling the impaled Vicky with him so that she now lay on top of him, her naked loins
openly exposed to the assistant's gaze. The muscles of the enchanting Oriental's firm,
yellowish belly were straining to the breaking point, but as she noticed that she was
about to be fucked by another man at the same time as she was being sodomized by
Joe, she became further aroused. She had taken on two men at once before, and she was
looking forward to doing it again. She managed to plant both her feet high up on Joe's
outstretched thighs, her knees bent to relieve the strain in her back and prepare herself
for the second entry she knew was about to come.
Standing above them, Ed quickly shucked out of his clothes. He may have just come
from fucking one woman, but he wasn't going to pass up an opportunity like this. Once
naked, his bulging hard cock throbbed at the sensual view of the young Oriental's cum
smeared pink cunt. Ed could see the thick dark shaft of Joe's penis protruding from
Vicky's anus beneath. Ed watched the moistness up between her thighs with greedy
eyes, the dark-hair lined slit making nibbling motions in the air as she continued
screwing her ass-cheeks back down onto Joe's deeply impaling hardness. Her firm,
yellow-brown breasts were dancing wildly on her chest above Joe's arms locked beneath
their voluptuous softness, and the wantonly writhing Oriental beauty looked so open
and inviting that the lust-controlled assistant would never be able to resist throwing
himself on top of her incredible body.
The sounds of Joe's sexual panting and moaning almost shocked Ed for a moment,
though. He would never have thought Joe the type of man to be cheating on his wife
like this! Perhaps things were better for him than he thought when he was fucking the
brunette beauty. From what he was seeing now, it looked as though there would be
many more times when he could shove his cock into Sonya's luscious, warm wet cunt...
but after he took care of Vicky first!
Moving swiftly in the heat of his lust, Ed groaned deep in his throat and knelt down on
the floor between Joe's outspread thighs, his long hard cock throbbing with anticipation
at the sight of the dark-fringed pussy eagerly awaiting him. As he glanced down at her
face, Ed could tell that Vicky Ling was almost out of her mind with desire, and while he
would rather have had this luscious woman all to himself without Joe, he could not
help crawling up over her wildly thrashing body with only the thought of sexual release
in mind. Positioning himself above the young Oriental's gyrating cunt, he aimed his
rigidly pulsating cock at the tender wet pussy flesh below.
The assistant pushed Vicky's thighs still farther apart as he moved into position. Then
grasping his hard, aching cock in his hands, he guided it without a moment's delay
deep into the moist open cavern other cunt.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh... Goooooooooooooooooooooood...!" Vicky groaned
as his lust-enraged penis slithered unimpeded up inside her tingling belly, joining Joe's
penis already buried there in her rectum. Vicky lay gasping for breath between the two
muscular men. Even though she had been asked to seduce Joe, and had no idea who the
second man was, she was not adverse to having him enter her cunt like this. There was
nothing wrong with getting as many cocks in her body as she could, and she liked the
massive size of the one that had just entered her vagina. She rocked back and forth,
delightfully sandwiched between the two of them, impaled on their cocks like an insect,
with only the thin wall of flesh between her anus and her cunt separating the two
pummeling shafts of male flesh.
Ed, already excited from watching Joe's wild fucking of the lovely Oriental's anus,
began to fuck hard into her hot moist pussy, while Joe beneath began thrusting up with
long hard strokes into the depths of her over-filled rectum. It took a moment, but then
they achieved a natural rhythm, buffering her between them like the team they were.
Vicky was uttering low moaning sounds which went on and on for all the time they
ground into her from the front and back, occasionally loosing a deeper groan from her
chest as they pumped into her loins with harder and harder force. As far as the lovely
actress was concerned, it was the most delightful thing that had happened to her in a
long time. She was helping to save a marriage as only she could, and she was being
rewarded with two cocks instead of one, as she had thought. She was delighting in
being fucked out of her senses by two of the largest cocks she had ever felt. She finally
found a resting place for her ankles, in the crook of Ed's knees, and her hips began to
jerk backwards to meet the upthrust into her impaled anus and then forward again to
swallow Ed's cock whole as it plunged into her steaming wet pussy. Her body felt as
though it would come apart at the seams, and a series of tiny pre-orgasms began
rippling through her loins, even the narrow cock-stuffed passage of her rectum
quivering excitedly in time to her clitoris.
"Aaaaaahhh... ooohhh... ooohhh..." she chanted rhythmically with each of their wild,
deep strokes into her cunt and up between her widespread ass-cheeks. Wilder and
wilder they drove into her, while between them the passion-crazed Oriental churned
and twisted as though she had gone mad. In all the times she had been fucked, she had
never felt so overwhelmed as she did at that moment.
Then she moaned loudly and jerked her pelvis back and forth with machine-gun
rapidity.
"Ooohhh... oh God...! Fuck me... fuck me harder... harder... I'm cumming... cumming...
God... keep it up... don't stop...!" Vicky cried out her orgasm that seemed to go on and
on until she thought and hoped it would never stop. Her loins swung back and forth,
around and around, searching out every ounce of the maddening sensations flooding
her wildly heaving belly.
Joe Norman below her sensed that the young dark-haired beauty was finally cumming
under his skill fucking and it caused a sense of guilt to begin creeping through his
mind. This should be Sonya above him, he thought, and not some woman he had just
met. Even though he knew he was cheating on his wife, he couldn't stop. He lunged
upward into her hotly clasping anus, imbedding his jerking cock as far up as it would
go, as the rush of his semen began streaming upward from the sanctity of his balls.
"Uuuuuuuggghhh... I'm cccuuummmmmmmmmiiinnnggg...!" he grunted, savoring the
way her buttocks were clenching into hard little balls against his pelvis. He was
enjoying his orgasm in spite of his guilt.
At the same moment, Ed Bryant felt the boiling sperm once more bubbling up from his
aching testicles, and he doubled the speed of his long hard strokes, fucking his
exploding cock repeatedly up against Vicky's still quivering cervix. He could feel her
cum-moistened pussy clasping and unclasping around his wildly throbbing shaft. The
casting assistant pumped his virile sperm far up into her convulsing belly until finally
he rammed his penis all the way in and held it there, vibrating her cunt around his lust
sensitized hardness.
And then it was over, the softening cocks slipping wetly back out of Vicky's two wide
stretched, cum-soaked openings. Ed rolled from her limp, satiated body and collapsed
beside the other two spent forms on the floor. He heard a slight popping noise as Joe's
thick shaft slipped from the tightness of the young Oriental's ass, looking through half
closed eyes at her upthrust swollen breasts heaving as she gasped to regain her breath.
"Wellllll... fancy meeting you here," he said to Joe, who had been only dimly aware that
it was Ed who had joined his wild fucking session with Vicky Ling, "I'll bet Sonya is
really pleased to know that you aren't bored here in Hong Kong."
Joe could feel a wave of apprehension creeping over him as he thought about what his
assistant could do to him. If Sonya ever found out that he had been cheating on her...
and not only cheating, but totally neglecting her in favor of another woman...
It had been a long time since Joe had had an orgasm. The tension and pressure that had
built up during the last three weeks because of work made the orgasm he just
completed seem all the more intense. His mind was whirling with confused thoughts.
What should he say to the leering assistant... to Sonya... to Vicky? He had never wanted
things to turn out like this. He had forgotten all about his reason for being there in the
first place.
For her part, Vicky wondered if she should tell Joe that his wife had actually asked her
to seduce her husband, and then she decided against it. She had done all she was asked
to do, and if Joe's wife wanted to tell him that this was part of a plan, that was their
business.
Joe looked at Ed and started to say something, but the grin his assistant had on his face
silenced him. "Now, don't you worry none, boss," the assistant said sarcastically. "I'm
sure that the two of us might be able to work something out to make your pretty little
wife believe that you were really talking to Vicky about the contract."
What could Joe do? He had never been in a situation like this before, and the feelings
of guilt were washing over him in such incredible waves that all he wanted to do was
hide somewhere. He loved his wife... he had never stopped loving his wife. But after
what he had just done, he wouldn't blame her if she packed her bags, went back to the
States and never spoke to him again. She would never understand that he had not gone
to Vicky with the intention of merely talking to her... not after the way he had been
treating her lately. He could see now how frustrated he had made her, and he would
have to change his whole way of thinking if he wanted to save what he could of his
marriage. His work had become so important to him that nothing else had mattered,
and he could see now that he had been wrong. He had been taking his wife for granted,
something he had never done with the people he worked with. He began to think that
if he had spent half the time with his wife that he had spent working on. Vicky's
contract, something like this would have never happened.
Slowly, he got up off the floor, trying to avoid the leering grin of assistant. He 
gathered his clothes in silence and dressed while Ed continued to taunt him.
"It looks to me, boss, that you and Vicky haven't talked very much about her coming
over to us. Wellllll... that's what you have an assistant for. You just go home to that
pretty little wife of yours and Miss Ling and I will handle all the details you didn't cover
in your... uh... session with her."
Vicky felt badly for Joe, but she could tell that somehow, things would work out for
him. Perhaps his wife would tell him what had really happened, and relieve the guilt he
was feeling. But what ever happened between Joe and his wife, she was looking forward
to spending a little more time with her new man. She had forgotten all about her dog,
and she wanted to better know the man who had made that possible. As Joe walked out
of her apartment, she could feel the wild tinglings beginning again in her belly as Ed
ran his hands lightly over the swell of her full breasts, and she was only vaguely aware
that Joe had left her apartment.


Chapter 6


Even though the sun was shining and the temperature was mildly warm, Sonya was not
happy as she sat in a very remote part of the city park. She was so removed from all the
rest of the people in the park that she might have been alone in her room. In a way, she
thought to herself, she was glad of that. It would give her the chance to think through
what had happened.
While the orgasm she had had with Ed was physically satisfying, she was beginning to
wish she had never asked him to come to her hotel room in the first place. She should
never have told him where Joe was. She knew he was the type of man who would go
rushing right over there and probably catch Joe being seduced by Vicky. What would
he feel like if that happened? She hoped that he might finally understand that he had
been neglecting her and come back to her, but she had her doubts. Perhaps Joe would
feel so guilty about being caught that he would become even more withdrawn from her
than he already was... if such a thing could happen. And would Ed tell Joe that she had
seduced him? Perhaps... perhaps not. There were too many things to think about. She
would have to wait until her husband came home before she could make up her mind
about what to tell him.
At the thought of her husband leaving her for whatever reason, she could feel her
vaginal lips tingling. She drifted back to her wedding night as she had the night before,
when she had been unable to sleep. God... she could remember the wonderful thrills
she had first experienced with him, and the thought that she might never again have
those feelings with the man she loved made her feel empty inside. She couldn't lose
him... she just couldn't! She would never be able to live without him.
As she closed her eyes, she could almost feel Joe's cock between his hairy thighs in her
hands... feel it splitting her vaginal lips as it plunged deep up into her and battered
against her cervix... her vaginal channel hot and moist and clasping tightly around his
lust-hardened shaft... and his cum filling her cunt... God... she knew she had to have
him again, and she was afraid that she might have made him more distant from her
than ever.
She was sitting on a park bench while she thought of Joe's cock, and as she opened her
eyes and returned to the present reality, she found that her whole body was tingling
with desire. She had sent herself into a sexual frenzy, and the thought of fingering her
cunt right then and there in the park almost overwhelmed her. Unconsciously, her
hand began to trail up her skirt covered thigh. Unknown to her, her actions had
unbuttoned the bottom of her sheer white-cotton blouse, exposing her naval to the cool
air, increasing her lascivious thoughts. Her breasts began to swell against her bra, and
the urge to feel and caress them was almost more than she could resist. It was amazing
to her that being fucked by Ed had left her wanting more, and she knew that it was
because she did not like the man. Sex without love, as far as Sonya was concerned, was
empty. She had to have Joe. She could feel her nipples quickly bursting into erection,
and she moved her hands over the outside of her blouse and gently kneaded her full,
billowing mounds. Her breathing increased as she lowered her hands from her breasts
to her waist and traced inwardly along her quivering thighs, pressing through the cloth
of her skirt against the mound of hair matted at her vaginal area. Through her panties,
she could feel her vaginal lips flowering, and she knew it was too late to stop from
fingering herself. She did not want to do it in the park, though, where anyone might
come and watch her. She decided that she would get home as quickly as possible. She
would have wanted to wait until she was sure her husband would be there, but she
would never be able to wait that long.
It depressed her that sex with Ed had been so unsatisfying for her. She could tell from
her one experience with him that he could totally satisfy any other woman... but not
her. For herself, she had to have the man she loved, and she was all but certain that she
would never have him again.
As she stood up from the bench to re-button her blouse, she heard a faint whining
sound near her feet, and she looked down to see the largest German shepherd she had
ever seen in her life!
Ching, being somewhat hurt at having been turned out of his new owner's apartment,
had wandered back to the park he knew so well. It was the only place he could think to
go. He felt totally dejected at having been asked to leave, especially since he could smell
all too well the feminine aroma emanating from between his owner's legs. He had
naturally assumed that she would do to him again what she had the night before, and
he couldn't understand why she had asked him to leave. The hurt inside was beyond
anything he had ever experienced, and his instincts had led him to the only place he
was sure he could call his home now... the city park where he had first found the nice
woman.
And then his keen senses had picked up the same female odor, and he had followed his
nose to that secluded area of the park where he had spent much of his time hiding. He
saw the woman sitting on the bench with her thighs slightly spread. Her small hand
worked in a pressing, circular motion against her crotch, causing her feminine buttocks
to grind against the wood of her seat. Her aroma was blazing against his sensitive nose,
and when he saw her stand to leave, something warm flowed through him at the sight
of her curvaceous young body. He had taken a chance once before with the other
woman, and he decided that he would take another chance now. He crept up to her
and whined.
Sonya saw him then... saw the massive brute moving toward her, and she froze in her
position, all the while staring in disbelief at his huge size. His rounded eyes were like
two limpid pools of brownish wonder and pleading, and for a moment, she forgot her
own problems and tried to make friends with him by kneeling down and holding out
her hand. Ching felt much better as he saw that she wanted to be friends with him, and
he walked closer to her, his tail wagging in his own expression of friendship. He could
sense fiery blood pounding through his powerful body. He slowly moved up toward
her, her pretty eyes wide and friendly, and then his tongue lashed out and laved across
the flesh of her belly exposed by the opening of her blouse.
Sonya felt the seething sensation of his smooth, moist animal-tongue to the very depths
of her loins, and she froze, watching with saucered eyes as his burning, wet coral
tongue licked once again at her naked belly flesh. Then his head dipped lower and
forced its way up under her skirt and his tongue lashed out against the lust-sensitized
skin of her inner thigh! The wetness of his tongue caused tremors which left the
wondering young wife chokingly helpless, and she could feel her whole body relaxing
and lowering to the ground until she was laying flat on her back, the massive dog
forcing his way further and further between her legs under her skirt. It was incredible.
She couldn't believe her own reaction to the wonderful sensations this animal-tongue
were bringing to her super-aroused thigh-flesh. It was a struggle just to raise her head
and look at him trying desperately to reach her vagina with his head and tongue.
Almost without thought, she became abandoned with the sensual feelings he was
bringing out of her and she reached down with her hand to unzip her skirt and open it
up to him, presenting him with an almost unimpeded access to her aroused cuntal lips.
Then she quickly unbuttoned her blouse and loosened her bra, freeing her swelling
breasts from their confinement.
The amazing animal pulled his head away from her loins and began laving upward over
the quivering smoothness of her stomach! Sonya faintly thought that she should try and
stop him, but she had become so aroused, first with her thoughts, and then with the
first exciting lash of his warm, wet tongue, that she found that she could do nothing to
prevent him from doing what he wanted.
Higher and higher he moved until he was finally tongue-lapping the rounded, full
undersides of her aroused, trembling breasts, creeping ever upward over them toward
their tiny, marble-hardened nipples! Sonya was utterly spellbound. She all but forgot
that she was not in the privacy of her hotel room... that she was out in the open area,
laying almost totally naked in public... but she didn't care. Perhaps this would make her
forget that she might be losing her husband. A moan escaped her lips when his feverish
tongue finally reached her erect nipples, wetly grazing over them again and again to
send maddeningly aroused spasms spiraling through her virtually nakedly exposed
body. God! Oh, God!... What was happening to her? She couldn't believe that she was
allowing this dog to lick her naked body in the park, but it felt so wonderful that she
didn't want to think about anything other than the all-consuming sensations his laving
tongue was bringing her.
In fact, she couldn't think of anything besides the rising heat his hotly licking tongue
working damply over the naked mounds of her breasts was fanning inside her! She
heard his deep throated whimper, her eyes fixed on his almost loving performance...
and then, he moved his head back down. The young wife's breath caught in her throat
as she raised her head to watch him poise between widespread legs, his nose inching
upwards between her open thighs toward her panty-covered vagina! Her hand shot
down to her loins quickly to remove this last bit of covering. In a fluid motion, she
slithered her cum-wet panties over her hips and down the tapered length of her calves
to her ankles, leaving them in a crumpled heap next to her. Then, to her stunned
amazement, the great dog lowered his head, his hot animal breath taunting the wispy
brown curls of her matted cuntal mound. His nose coolly brushed against the soft warm
flesh of her inner thigh... and then...
And then against the feverish lips of her burning cuntal crevice!
She heard his little growl as he seemed to sniff her mounting female excitement, his
wanton investigation of her now exposed loins. She thought of Joe, and the way he used
to lick her like this... the heavenly sensations his probing tongue had brought her in
another life brought back to her now by the actions of this huge dog... God... would it
be possible for this animal to do the same thing to her...?
Suddenly, Sonya felt his damp nose moving down below her shamelessly exposed
cuntal curls and rubbing wetly against the tiny puckered ring of her anus, the incredible
act very much surprising her. She lurched reflexively, gasping as his hot liquid tongue
snaked out to wormingly lick up and down the smooth vale surrounding her now
tightly clenched little anal mouth... the tip burrowing teasingly up into its roundly
ovalled lips!
"Oooohhh... ooohhhhhh..." the lovely young wife moaned softly. That she was not even
considering to resist the huge dog's wild, arousing exploration between her loosely
spread legs and wantonly tremoring body. Her whimpers audibly increased into an
enchanted oblivion that she wanted only to give herself to. Incessantly, his wonderful,
pleasure-giving tongue stroked and bathed her empty, wanting loins.
How long it went on, Sonya in her erotic intoxication was unable to tell... only that it
did go on, the heavenly searing tongue licking hypnotically through and over her
liquid, desire-inflamed cuntal flesh until she was moaning and squirming her whole
naked body almost frenziedly beneath it!
"Uuuuuhhh... uuuhhhh...!" she throatily murmured as he flicked the full mesmerizing
length of his hot tongue in a heated, lust-keening coil up into the clutching little mouth
of her smouldering vaginal channel. "Oooooohhh... yes... yes... do it for me lover... you
wonderful dog... make me cum... please... lick me more... lick me..." Sonya could barely
hear what she was saying, the words being instinctive as her passion had pyramided to
mindless intensity. She reached down to gently grasp his great head, drawing it tighter
into her with an animalish little groan of her own. She drew her knees up all the way
back to her passion swollen breasts, pulling his long canine nose even tighter down into
her wetly throbbing vagina.
Ching's eager tongue flicked up the hotly .clasping passage like a fire-brand his own
eager whines blending with hers as he lovingly licked and swirled into the glistening
pink flesh between her eagerly spread thigh and buttocks.
"Uuuhhh... yyyyyyeeesss... you beautiful darling animal... Lick it... lick my cunt,
lover...!" Sonya pleaded in a hitherto unknown salacity, undulating her opened,
wantonly presented loins and trembling round buttocks lasciviously up against his brain
shattering tongue.
Ching smelled as well as tasted the exotic raciness of her human, female passion, the
distinct aromatic flavor spurring his basic animal drive higher and higher. But even his
keen instincts could not advise him about what was happening within the confines of
his powerful body... only that the growing desperate need to be satisfied mattered as he
felt the rising heaviness of his own hungering animal loins.
Sonya actually whined out when his magnificent hot tongue suddenly deserted her
blatantly offered vaginal opening, and she quickly raised her head to see the handsome
dog backing away several steps. "Nnnooo... oh, lover... what is it... what's wrong...?" she
cried desperately to' his sudden, entreating whine. "Please... lover, don't leave Sonya
now... What do you want... ? What is it...?"
In lustful panic, the young wife watched him move to her side, stepping from between
her legs, then nosing against her soft hip in a gesture that she suddenly found herself
understanding!
God! He wanted her to turn over onto her stomach! Emphatically, he nudged her once
more, the deep sounds coming from his broad white chest adding to his forcefulness.
Sonya, when she finally understood, quickly rolled over, not wanting to miss one
second of this wonderful new experience. She was being swept up into a world of utter
and abandoned sexual joy she had never before imagined... not even with Joe...! She
lowered her long white legs and rolled over onto her stomach, wondering what delights
lay in store for her. She spread her thighs wide again, sensing that the dog wanted her
to, and she breathlessly pictured her naked white curves in her mind's eye. She lay
perfectly still, sensing his panting hot breaths against the naked mounds of her
buttocks. Then, she again joyfully felt the warm delight of his searing wet tongue
slithering into the smooth white crevice separating them!
Sonya's moans were beyond all control, sensations of wild lascivious charging stronger,
ever stronger through his simmering cunt and belly. The wanton desire to reach behind
herself with her small hands and widely spread the lush cheeks of her ass open, offering
his full access to her tiny, palpitating anus was as intense as the boiling inferno raging
at the heart of her hungering loins! She felt his loving, hot tongue wetly caressing and
splaying open the ragged, hair-fringed lips of her inflamed pussy, then licking the
insanely flushed folds on its arousing way back up toward the baby-like mouth of her
churning, exposed rectum.
"Ooohhh... ooooohh God" she thought she was about to lose her mind entirely. She
would... she absolutely would! It was all beyond anything Joe had done with her...
And then she lost her thoughts, for her animal-lover was suddenly nuzzling beneath her
slightly up-raised pelvis and lifting her more to a kneeling position, his animalistic
desire as clear to her as if he had come right out and told her. She did as he wanted,
obediently raising up, elevating her widespread buttocks as she had for her last lover,
Ed, such a short while ago. She was kneeling slave-like before the huge dog in
complete, mindless passion! She wanted him to fuck her. It would have been so much
better if she had found him before calling Ed... but she would have this animal now...!
Ching drew his thick, splaying tongue up through the full length of her wet, fire-filled
cuntal crevice, and Sonya gasped out her erotic delight, heedless of who might be
hearing her in the park. She eagerly tried to spread her knees even further to open the
throbbing wet pussy slit between her trembling thighs wider to him. His long, spiraling
animal-tongue lunged out with a hungry possessiveness, sweeping hotly through her
wet inner flesh and flicking hotly at the greedy clasping mouth of her vagina. He was
consciously inflaming her upraised loins to greater heat before he chose a new
anticipated position.
She tensed as the powerful dog's furry, muscular body crowded hotly in behind her
nakedly trembling buttocks, suddenly aware that he was rising up on his hind legs and
his strong forelegs were grasping at her upthrusting hips. God...! He was actually
mounting her, and she twisted her head to look back to watch.
The young woman's desire-confused brain whirled with the absolute luridness of the
thought that the dog was actually going to fuck her, and she trembled in her white
nakedness to the overwhelming sensations his lashing dog-tongue had set blazing in her
passion-incited loins. Then her glazed eyes saw the reflection of wildly locked position
in his large brown eyes. The bestial beauty of her own face sent an unbelievable jolt of
lasciviously burning lust whipping through her nakedly quivering body.
Then, she gaped in breath-taking awe as she lowered her eyes and saw his wetly
glistening cock emerging from its long sheath, scarlet and hard, the tapered end
slipping and dancing as it moved forward to probe the damp, pink crevice of her
insanely aroused cunt. She felt his strong canine body jerk back against the softly giving
flesh of her buttocks, saw the huge thick length of hardness trying to penetrate the thin
vertical mouth of her vulnerably upturned vagina.
He whimpered loudly; his forepaws locking tightly around the smooth white curves of
her naked hips as he thrust forward on his hind legs, desperately trying to bury the
sleek, throbbing rod of flesh up inside her cunt from behind!
Sonya could see it all, and with a deep throated moan of lustful surrender suddenly
shifted her head and ground her now hungrily tremoring buttocks back at it in an
attempt to capture the heavy lengthening hardness, the feverishly impassioned tension
inside her reaching near the unbearable point. Ooohhh... she wanted it... she had to
have his long, thick animal-cock inside her ragingly hungering cunt! God yes, she had
to have it fucking up into her eagerly thrusting belly before she went totally mad with
this new-found desire. Nothing was more important... nothing else mattered.
She reached down and back between her widely spread thighs, grasping the slippery
animal-cock to part her soft, silky pubic hair with the tip and guide its pulsating head
to the mouth of her hotly waiting vaginal hole. Immediately, the huge animal humped
forward, bursting it from her grip as he speared her defenseless cuntal channel open
wider and wider, sending the long spear of thickly hardened animal-cock deep up into
the hungrily squirming hole between her thighs.
Sonya gaped with bulging eyes as the burning scarlet rod of stiffened dog-cock slithered
upward into her with a wet, almost fierce lunge, burying itself all the way up to the hilt
in her painfully stretched vaginal passage. The animal's heavy sperm bloated balls
swung wildly down to smack noisily against the flatly curling softness beneath her
brown pubic hair.
It was seconds later before the intensive pressuring sensations of impalement exploded
through her young loins and she grunted out her choking gasp... "Oooohhh... Oh
God!!" she cried, her wide, brown eyes gaping unseeingly into space as her wildly
panting animal-lover began to excitedly fuck with rhythmic lunges up into her slavishly
kneeling body from behind. Her head jarring from his every savage, breast-rippling
thrust Sonya tried to concentrate on the long, scarlet length of hardness pistoning into
her as she began to move in tempo backwards to meet his powerful, breath-taking
strokes. Unprecedented sensations of base-lust filled her impulsively slaving body as she
thrust backward onto the ever thickening cock skewering deeper and deeper into her
feverishly tremoring belly from behind. Furiously, his savage muscular body battered
and thudded resoundingly against her eagerly yielding fleshy ass-cheeks, his painfully
huge cock a relentless shaft of glistening, pleasureful joy sinking deep up into her
sensuously filled belly. With uncontrollable whimpering mewls, the young wife rotated
her desperately working buttocks back at him with an abandoned fury, finding her
hotly clinging cunt walls back over the full length of his heavily hardened animal flesh
with a cry of passion.
The blissful signal of ecstatic delight was telegraphed through her lust inflamed young
body then, the distinct beckon of coming erotic fulfillment she had known only on the
night she had first fucked her husband. It spiraled through her seething loins like the
tingling pricks of a million rod-hot needles, and gnawed at the base of her quivering
belly with wild sexual promise of its coming joyful release. She whimpered loudly to the
jagged edges of her mounting sensual rapture, gaping into space, but seeing in her
mind's eye the powerful dog's thick wet cock vanishing like a telephone pole up
between the soft whiteness of her roundly absorbing buttocks, his furious fucking of her
tempoed to jerky, ever-quickening animal lunges. She could imagine the sight of her
own pink cuntal flesh wetly clinging to his huge hardness when he pulled out of her,
then disappearing back up inside again with his every thrusting charge, his heavy, 
cumladen balls smacking solidly below against the wide-split lips of her hotly searing
pussy...
Joe Norman was wandering through the park after he had left Vicky Ling's apartment.
His mind was clouded with thoughts that he had to try and straighten out before he
went back to his hotel room and faced his wife. He knew that she would think
something was wrong. Ordinarily, he would go right to work on something, but now,
he knew he would never be able to concentrate on anything. And having his wife
around would only make matters worse. He would feel guilty every time he looked at
her, and she was bound to suspect that he had fucked Vicky Ling. There was no way
she would not be able to... if she would be at her hotel room at all! Joe wouldn't blame
her if she walked out of his life and never saw him again.
After the incredible orgasm he had had with the sensual young Oriental, he could see
how terribly he had been treating his own Sonya, a woman he loved more than
anything in the world... even his work.
As he dwelt on the thought that his wife might, in fact leave him, he decided that if she
were still in his room when he got back, he would tell her everything. He had too long
kept her out of his life, and that was going to change right now... and starting with
what had happened with Vicky.
So lost in thought was he that he found he had no real idea as to where he was in the
park. He had wandered away from the path he thought he had been following, and he
now found that he was in a rather secluded section. 'God,' he thought, 'who would have
thought this park was so large?' He circled around and walked back the way he thought
he had come, but he found that he was entering a different section all together. He was
about to try yet another way when the sound of a woman's moaning reached his ears.
He stopped to listen, believing that some one might be hurt, but as he was more and
more able to make out the distinct sounds, he could tell that it was a woman in the
throes of passion. And it sounded like his wife, Sonya! But that couldn't be. His wife
would never fuck another man... at least not out here in the open. But then he heard
the woman's voice even more clearly as she raised to a lustfully heightened fever pitch:
"Ooohhh... oooooohhh, lover... I can't stand it! I'm going mad! Do if for me, darling...
harder... fuck me... fuck me harder, my darling...!"
Knots the size of grapefruit balled up with a sinking sick feeling as he followed the
sound of her voice to a small clump of bushes, indicating that she was on the other
side. It was too late, he thought to himself, feeling his heart sink. 'She's already left me.
I've treated her so poorly that she's decided she had it.' He could hear her ragged
breathing as he stumbled along the ground toward the bushes, and as they came into
view over the top, he stopped in absolute and complete shock. He could feel all his
strength leave him. He recognized the huge dog as the one Vicky had let out of her
apartment... and he was fucking his wife from behind... and she was loving it!
He didn't know what to think! Could he have treated his wife so badly that she needed
sexual release in any way she could find it? It was incredible to him, but that seemed to
be exactly what happened. He wanted to rush up to her and pull the dog away, and tell
her that he was a new and different man than the one he had been for the last three
weeks. But as he moved toward the wildly fucking couple, Ching, who had seen him
coming, bared his teeth in an obvious threat.
Joe froze, knowing that the dog could easily rip his throat wide open. His wife hadn't
seen him yet, and he could feel his confusion coupled with more than just a hint of rage
welling up in him as he watched the nakedly writhing body of his wife firmly impaled
on the wicked-looking length of long, thick dog-cock. And then he could hold his
emotions inside no longer, and he blurted out: "Jesus Christ, baby. I don't believe it. I
just can't believe it!"


Chapter 7


Lost in the throes of her impending orgasm, the brown haired young wife lifted her
head and barely noticed the presence of her husband, standing less than three feet
away, watching her while she fucked back as hard as she could into Ching's wildly
pummeling loins.
"Just what do you mean by fucking... fucking..."
"Fucking a dog?" Sonya asked, her voice dripping with a self-rightness she never
thought she would have. "Let me tell you one thing, husband of mine... he's a lot more
considerate of me than you are."
Her words burned into Joe's brain. She couldn't have hurt him more if she had actually
walked out on him. "That dog belongs to Vicky Ling," he told her. "I saw her let him
out."
"I hope the two of you had fun," his wife answered "Now if you'll excuse me... Lover,
why don't you show my husband how a woman likes to be fucked?" Sonya goaded as
she wantonly thrust her naked buttocks back at the mounting beast. "Come on, baby,
Fuck me hard. Fuck me, lover... fuck me... fuck..." Joe felt as though he was losing his
mind. He had to be. It seemed so impossible, and yet there it was, taking place right
before his very eyes. His own wife fucking a dog while he stood by, utterly helpless. She
was lost, he thought as the brute dog began to fuck rhythmically into her pinkly
clasping cunt harder.
With an unrestrained sensual moan, Sonya ground the twin white ovals of her
upthrusting buttocks back onto her animal-lover's huge hardness. "Ooohhh...
ooohhh...!" she gutturally sighed as he began to thrust once more, her held breath
gushing from her lungs. "Ooohhh... Goddd... he fucks me so well... so wonderfully, Joe,
darling... Don't you see... he's fucking meeeeee...!"
Joe watched in a strangely building fascination he could not deny, the meaning of her
words sinking into him. She was showing him what she wanted... something he had
been so blind to before. She wanted more than the money he was bringing in because
of his work. He had neglected that most important part of a marriage... the act of
showing his wife how much he really loved her... and as he gaped at the long scarlet
rod of glistening animal-cock pumping wetly up into her, he realized she was
accomplishing her purpose. God! What kind of a man had he been all this while? He
had let her down, and even though he had thought about this earlier in the day,
everything was now crystal clear. He had to tell her that he understood and that things
would change. His own heavy cock began to achingly throb in an unrealized hardness
at the sight of the powerful dog's full scarlet length sunk in his wife's eagerly nibbling
pussy to the hilt, his heavy animal-balls swinging wildly down beneath the moistly
saturated curls of her soft naked loins.
As she continued to moan and whimper beneath the incredible fucking the dog was
giving her Joe began to pull at his own clothing, as heedless of being out in the open as
his wife was. As soon as he was naked, he began stroking the burning length of his own
now rigid cock flesh. It had been too long since he had fucked his wife... but it was still
not too late!
"Honey, I understand... and I'm sorry. I can see who I've let my work almost destroy
our marriage. Can you forgive me?"
"Darling...!" she gasped as she heard his words, her eyes momentarily focusing on her
husband's hand clutching lustfully at his swollen penis, the sight of it firing fuel to her
sensual rapture. This was what she had worked so hard for... and she had to have his
penis now. Her plan had worked after all. But how could she...?
"Joe, darling... bring it to me... I want to lick and suck it for you... Please, lover... 
I want you so badly...!"
Joe staggered with the jolt of fiery sensations bursting through him at her request. She
hadn't sucked his penis since the night they were married. This could be like that night
all over again... a sort of second wedding night to start their life again. Why not? He
moved closer, his lust-fogged gaze fixed on the massive German shepherd watching him
as he fucked away with open jaws while Sonya humped her naked buttocks backward
onto him in a steady rhythm, meeting his long powerful strokes into her openly
absorbing vagina!
The churning woman felt a new hope springing from her insides when she realized
what she was going to do. She watched her naked husband kneel down in front of her,
at the same time feeling her animal-lover's forelegs like little furry arms clinging tightly
to her soft hips. She undulated her feverish buttocks, giving herself fully to the delicious
fucking the wonderful dog was pounding into her from behind.
And then she saw Joe's thickly hardened cock in front of her face, and without
hesitation, she reached out and curled her fingers around its hotly throbbing length,
feeling it jerk to her touch. Gently, she slid back its heavy foreskin, sensing it pulsate in
her warm, small hand, its moist bulbous head with its tiny slit at the tip intensely
thrilling her. She heard Joe's husky groan to her tender caresses, and saw the pearlish
drop of moisture bead at the little opening from the movement of her teasingly milking
hand! God... Oh! She wanted that... that and all that would follow, to the very last drop,
squirting hotly into her mouth and belly...!
Ching, who could tell that the man was at first going to try and pull him off this 
lovely new woman, could now see that the man was no threat to him. He watched with
interest at the man who had been at his owner's home, and he wondered in his dogmind 
why the man was here now. As long as the man allowed him to empty his aching
loins in this woman's mating hole, though, he did not care what happened. Now as he
eagerly clung to the soft smooth whiteness of the woman's hips while rapidly thrusting
the claiming hardness of his animal-cock deep up into the depths of Sonya's female
core, Ching saw the man's human phallus extended before him, its length of white
hardness level with her face. She took it into her hand and began petting it, the sighing
sounds from her soft, smooth body clearly registering with him. Then, when he saw
what she did with it, hot racing blood streamed through him! He watched her small
pink tongue dart out to lick wetly over the tip, his powerful loins trembling at the sight
as he continued humping forward and fucked deeper and deeper into her, his huge
hardness painfully throbbing...!
A maddening joy filled Sonya as her animal-lover fucked into her inflamed cunt from
behind and she gaped at Joe's long, hard cock jerking hotly in her clutching hand. She
drew in her breath and flicked out her tongue, bringing it into seething contact with the
smooth rubbery tip. She swirled it around slowly, while Joe twisted and groaned... then
she ventured toward the tiny split and wiggled her tongue-tip into it. Wild thrills
rippled through her trembling, naked body as she tasted the pungent sweetness the
droplets of his seminal fluid contained, causing her nostrils to flare erotically side. She
smoothed her hand along the rock-hard length to the velvety flesh at its thick base,
then downward to lovingly cup his sperm-bloated balls. Excitedly, she slipped her
warm, tongue-moistened lips down over the damp, spongily throbbing head, letting it
glide along the full length of her tongue, her hotly clasping mouth closed around it in a
soft liquid pressure.
Joe groaned above her lovely head, watching with lust-filled eyes her tightly locked lips
ovalling hotly around his burning cock. He could hardly believe the electrifying sight of
her beautiful young face and mouth so passionately distorted by his penis as she began
to suck him with a desire kept pent up for so long. Jesus Christ! How could he have
been so foolish as to be going without this for so long? He decided right then and there
that he would never again allow his work to come between him and his wife... Damn!
She was sucking him as if there were no tomorrow!
He began a slow upward undulations with his naked hips, sliding the thick swollen
hardness in and out of her lips with a slick, wet suction sound, guided by her hand
grasping at its base while he held her face between his own. He stared with intense
captivation at the puffing and hollowing of her smooth white cheeks as his thick cock
fucked in and out, her head beginning to back and forth with demanding fervency. Her
whole curvaceous sating-fleshed body quivered in naked ripples from the fierce jolts of
Ching's plunging cock hammering rapidly into her loins from behind, driving her
frantically on!
"Oooohhhhhhh... aaaaaaahhhhh...!" Sonya wildly groaned, caught between these two
wonderful lovers' beautiful, hardened cocks, both of them preparing to spill their hot,
liquid fire into either end of her naked body to finally pool together as one deep up in
her craving belly! In lust-filled joy, she ground her widespread buttocks back hard
against the German Shepherd's furry, battering body, feeling the tiny rivulets of
moisture dripping down the backs of her inner-thighs, while the mounting pressure in
her desire-flamed loins warned of the climactic moment near at hand for her as well!
Joe was almost too insane with lust to think about what was happening, but then, it
didn't matter. It was senseless anyway to try and reason with the roaring inferno of lust
bubbling in his balls! Ching's violently fucking cock pounding up into his wife's
luscious pink cunt was driving her smooth mouth forward onto his own aching
hardness until he wondered why she wasn't choking on it. It was touching her throat all
the way back to her tonsils, his pubic hair brushing at the tip of her lovely nose while
his sperm-inflated balls in her soft, warm hands ached in a mounting build-up of
massive pressure.
It was just like the first time he had fucked her, he thought, while her lips locked tightly
around almost the full length of his raging cock, increasing her unbelievably eager
sucking actions until he thought his balls would turn inside out! Great swirls of heat
were massing in their secret depths as he watched her passion-contorted face sucking
hungrily on it. He sense the muscles of his stomach tighten and he arched forward,
pushing his throbbing hardness further between the searing heat of her greedily sucking
lips. He gaped at the pink ridge pulling out from her mouth, clinging voraciously to it
as she pumped her head rhythmically up and down and undulated her hips back at the
dog in a wild uncontrollable frenzy.
Sonya heard his cry at the very moment of his bursting into her mouth, his jerking
cock gushing forth hot, stream-like jets of his pungent cum! It flooded her mouth and
throat with ifs delicious liquid heat. She sensed her cheeks bloating and contracting as
she swallowed in greedy, thick gulps, fastening her lips tightly around his spasming
cock so as not to lose a single drop of his love-fluid. On and on, his wonderful balls
continued to pump out his milk-white sperm deep up into her mouth, while his hands
clutched at her head, pulling her face harder onto his convulsively softening penis.
The ecstasy of it was greater than Sonya had anticipated, and as the first hot, piquant
taste of his cum, her own climax was triggered. She thrust her nakedly grinding ass
cheeks back harder at her panting animal-lover, wanting the full benefit of his
tremendously expanding cock fucking into her wildly flaming cunt! Every muscle in her
body contracted and jerked as she felt the erotic release of spasming rapture exploding
deep down in her screaming loins and belly. She continued to gulp and suck at her
husband's wonderfully erupting cock, her soft, curl-lined cuntal lips clenching and
opening like an angered fist from behind. Her insanely jerking young buttocks quivered
momentarily out of control, and then froze into firmness and she gurgled out a
whimpering wail as her wildly quaking body unleashed and exploded too in the
moment she had been straining toward. There was nothing but unbelievable bliss
washing through her body... the bliss of once again having an orgasm with her
husband. Time, space, motion... everything melted and dissolved in her mind, and
nothing mattered but the mindless rapture she thought she had lost forever. Again and
again, she was struck by the spasmodic twitching of every muscle and cord in her
pleasure-filled young cunt...
Then Ching began to pump forward faster to spew his hot load of wild animal sperm
deep up into the hidden sanctuary of her eagerly trembling belly. Once again, she
climaxed, half-screaming as Joe held her while she slammed her soft, yielding buttocks
back hard onto the animal's magnificently squirting cock...
EPILOGUE
Sonya squinted her eyes against the glare of the sun on the South American coast. She
could hear the gentle waves breaking against the beach, unhindered by the sounds of
swimmers. She and Joe had found a secluded area and had it virtually all to themselves.
After that fateful day in Hong Kong, Joe had decided that he had to have a vacation...
and he had to have it right away. He had been too long estranged from his wife, and
had decided to make up for lost time. His company, more than pleased with his work
record, allowed him to take a full month off, and he had taken his wife to Brazil the
next day. Even though it was the tourist season there, Joe knew of a little area where,
for some reason totally unknown to him, people rarely went. There, he and Sonya had
their second honeymoon, and the casting agent was firm in his resolve that he would
never allow his work to interfere with his marriage the way he had before. A full month
of intense lovemaking with his wife... that was what both of them needed. And .now
that the month was over, Sonya felt so totally refreshed and in love with her husband
that she almost wanted to die of happiness. It would be a shame to leave this area, she
thought. After a full month, she had still not gotten bored with merely sitting in the sun
and fucking her husband.
She thought of the dog who had come to her in the park a month ago... Ching. Even
though she had experienced a wonderful orgasm with the beast, she had no desire to
keep him... or get a dog of her own. Her husband's was all the cock she needed.
Perhaps in the future, she might think of getting an animal lover, but for the present,
she was enraptured to have her husband back. She wanted to give herself totally to her
husband, as he was now giving himself totally to her. Perhaps Vicky was able to spread
herself between lovers, but not all women were like Vicky.
Her thoughts were interrupted as she felt tiny grains of sand being dropped on her
belly, exposed almost to her cuntal mound through the string bikini she was wearing.
She opened her eyes to see her husband playfully burying her on the beach.
"Wake up, sleepy-head," he said to her. "I have some news for you."
"What time are we leaving today?" she asked. Although the month had been wonderful,
she was resigned to the fact that today was the last day.
"I'm not exactly sure what time we're leaving," Joe told her as he dropped his body next
to hers. "I've just finished talking to the head of the film company, and he's agreed to
give me another two weeks vacation."
Sonya's eyes widened as she thought that her husband would not be going back to the
rigors of his job for another fourteen days... And that meant another fourteen days
alone with her husband.
"Why... honey, that's wonderful!" she exclaimed. Already she could feel her nipples
start to swell into erection through the thin top of her bikini, and she could see that her
husband was thinking the same thing she was. His swimsuit could not hope to hide the
massive swelling of his penis. They had talked several times about fucking on the beach,
and now it looked as thought that would finally happen.
"The new assistant seems to be working out well enough for them," Joe explained. "Of
course lie's using mostly the notes I'd left behind, and things aren't really all that
complicated yet, but we have some more time together before we have to go back."
Sonya could feel a warm glow ripple over her body as she remembered Ed Bryant, Joe's
old assistant. For some reason the young wife was at a loss to understand Ed and Vicky
had really hit it off. Perhaps it was because in each other, they had found the perfect
partner for their insatiable sexual appetites. Having decided that she did not want to act
in the movies any longer, the alluring Oriental and Ed Bryant were now living in a
small valley in Switzerland. The film company had been unhappy to let Ed go,
especially now since Joe was also away, but Joe had worked so hard for them that the
casting pretty much ran itself... and would, it seemed, run itself for a little while longer.
The company had told Vicky that any time she wanted to join them, she could, and she
told them that she would think about it. Who knows? thought Sonya, Maybe, in the
near future, I'll actually get to meet the woman who saved my marriage and made all
this possible. She must be a very remarkable woman indeed!
"Hey... Lovely lady," she heard her husband sing out next to her. "You look as though
you're a million miles away."
She turned her pretty face to him and smiled.
"Honey," she said. "I'm right here... and if you don't believe it, I'll prove it to you."
With that, she leaned over and planted her mouth firmly on the opening lips of her
husband, thrilling in the knowledge that everything had worked out for her after all.
She would never have to worry about losing her husband again.


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE


"I just can't make myself do it, Liza. Every time I get to that part ... of 
... of his body I stop. Just the thought of ... of touching it with my mouth 
makes me gag. I mean it's not just in my mind, I get physically sick." The 
blonde haired woman paused, drew in a deep breath, and picked up the paper 
cup sitting on the end table. She threw back her head in a jerk and drained 
the glass, then held the cup lovingly in her hands and molded the pliable 
paper into a perfect square. "I know other women do it to their husbands," 
she said without raising her head, her voice muffled and monotone. "But I 
can't! I just can't!"


The matronly looking woman on the other side of the room pushed up her 
plastic-rimmed glasses to sit on the bridge of her nose and in a calm voice 
said, "How does your husband feel about this, Jackie?" She crossed her legs, 
her nylons making a soft, sleek swishing sound.


"Well, if it pleased him, I wouldn't be coming to a sex therapist, now would 
I?" blurted Jackie Carmichael with a sarcastic snicker. Staring straight 
ahead at the wall, trying to make sense of a senseless abstract painting 
that looked more like a housepainter's drip cloth than a work of art, she 
slumped down in the deep plush of the black leather sofa and traced 
arabesques on the puckered leather of the arm.


For a separate moment silence fell on the doctor's office. With a barely 
visible turn of the head, Liza Tyrell, M.D., Phd.D., S.T., took a fugitive 
glance at the digital clock that sat on the book shelf well concealed from 
her patients, and smiled. Jackie Carmichael was her last patient of the day, 
and today, she mused confidently, Jackie just might make her break through. 
Soundlessly, she took off her glasses and set them on the book shelf and 
studied appreciatively the slightly spread knees of her reticent patient.


But Jackie didn't notice. She was depressed and angry with herself for 
failing once again with the thing she had promised she would do this time. 
It was a promise that she had made to herself over two months earlier, on 
her first wedding anniversary-that she would suck her husband's 
magnificently formed cock, engulf it with her mouth, fill her throat with 
it, tease at it with her swirling tongue and draw every drop of his hot, 
spurting semen from him and hold it in her mouth, savoring the beautiful 
male elixir until it cooled, and then she would swallow it deep into her 
belly and take wild delight in doing this. She wanted to do it, for him and 
for herself, and bitterly cursed the thing inside her which had held her 
back from doing something to him she knew he wanted so much. And she would 
let him burrow his seeking mouth between her thighs as he had tried so many 
times to do, open the passion-swollen lips of her eager young pussy to his 
tongue and feel her clitoris rise voluntarily to the butter-fly wing attack 
of that tongue, rise with him as he sucked it between his lips and gently 
rake it with his teeth while he jammed his face and mouth hard down against 
the heavings of her pubic mound. But she couldn't....


At the suggestion of a close friend, she searched for help, and found it in 
Liza Tyrell, a tall, full-busted woman with a comforting manner and 
mellifluous voice. Jackie had vowed to work with the doctor, no matter how 
painful or agonizing it might be to search into her subconscious to find out 
what had caused this distinct revulsion in her for oral sex. For six weeks, 
every Tuesday from four o'clock until four forty-five she suffered herself 
to divulge her secret fears to the taciturn woman seated next to her.


Liza broke the silence: "Have you ever seen oral sex take place between a 
man and woman? It can be a most beautiful experience, For some reason 
Americans seem to think oral lovemaking is dirty, second to vaginal sex, but 
this is not true. Women, as opposed to men, are capable of two kinds of 
orgasm, thank God. We can climax through clitoral stimulation as well as 
vaginal ... and it maybe the...."


"But I've seen it and it's disgusting!" interrupted Jackie, sitting up 
straight and pounding her clenched soundlessly into the soft leather. "It's 
sickening!"


"Where have you seen it, Jackie?" asked the therapist, watching the blonde 
patient's full breasts heave with pent-up emotion, her nipples spiking out 
from the thin voil of her blouse. She noticed Jackie wore no bra.


The patient relaxed her posture and slumped back down in the sofa, her skirt 
riding up to mid-thigh. Jackie bit her lower pouty lip and curved in her 
right ankle, her knees now widely spread to reveal the soft inner flesh of 
her upper thighs. "I ... I can't tell you," she half whispered, blinking her 
eyes against welling tears and fighting the lump in her throat.


"Come now, my dear," urged Liza kindly. "We've been together every Tuesday 
for six weeks now. You know by now that you can trust me...." She reached 
over and rested her warm palm on Jackie's naked knee.


Jackie sighed, nodding her head, and started to speak. At first she groped 
clumsily for words, but as she progressed, the words came more easily to the 
blonde beauty, and she was able to draw an accurate picture from the past of 
what had formed her thinking.


"... When I was a child my father was killed in the war," she began. "It was 
very hard on Mom since she had three kids to support, and that wasn't easy 
when you don't have a pay check coming in every month." Jackie sucked in her 
breath and continued. "It got to the point sometimes where there was nothing 
to eat but dry bread and so ... so she went out to get a job."


Liza nodded approvingly with each struggled word. Her patient might be able 
to face it this time Time, patience, that's all it took ... along with 
loving care. Very loving. It had worked in the past with other patients, why 
not this one!


"... But the kind of job she got wasn't the kind you brag to your friends 
about," sniffed Jackie with a half-snicker, before staring down at her well 
trimmed nails again. "That's when she brought home her first man."


"Go on...."


"My brother and I had to sleep in the same room with Mom ... my sister was a 
baby at the time. When ... when she brought home her men we had to stay in 
the kitchen and she wouldn't let us in the bedroom." Silence fell, broken 
only by the slow sobbing of the distraught blonde. Liza tactfully reached 
behind her and picked up the kleenex box to set it beside Jackie.


"That's okay, honey. I'm here, I won't hurt you...." she whispered, handing 
the girl a kleenex to establish a positive physical response from the 
terrified girl.


"... She was fixing her mouth when I first looked into the bedroom," Jackie 
said," inspecting it very carefully, and running the tip of her tongue over 
her lips. The man sitting on the bed ... our bed...." she gasped, sobbing, 
"was opening his pants. She smiled and I guess she made some joke about how 
hard he was already, because they both laughed and she put her hand on his 
cock and started doing this." Jackie made a stroking gesture with her thumb 
and index finger forming a circle, stroking the middle finger of her other 
hand. "It looked so big she could barely get her fingers around it, and I 
couldn't understand how she could take it all inside her. Than she looked at 
it closely and squeezed the head, that huge, purple head that I knew was 
full of his blood. He nodded and gave her some money. Then he took all his 
clothes off and she took a basin of water and washed him all over and he lay 
down on our bed with his hands behind his head and she knelt beside him.


"I watched her begin to lick his hairy body. She kissed his eyes and ears 
and over his face, but not his mouth, and then his chest and down his belly. 
All the time she had his penis in her hand, pumping it slowly and playing 
with it. Then she licked his ... his testicles and started to run her lips 
along the length of it, and I could see it getting shiny and wet. She kept 
kissing it as if she liked it ... I mean she really looked as if she liked 
it! ... and then her tongue was running in circles around the tip of it. She 
was doing it like it was an ice cream cone. Then he reached for her hair and 
pulled her head down and she opened her mouth wide and sucked his huge thing 
into it. She must have been sucking very hard, because I could see the 
outline of it bulging through her cheeks. She got it all in her mouth and 
then began working her head up and down and twisting it around, and at the 
same time he had his hands between her legs and was running his fingers 
around it, in and out. Her head kept going up and down and her hair fell 
across his belly. Every time her head came up his penis, her lips pulled 
out, and then with just the head in her mouth, she'd suck down on it again, 
all the way, until her face was buried in the hair. He was jerking up at her 
with every stroke, and I could see what he must be feeling from the 
expression on his face. Then he put both hands on her head and thrust his 
thing in and out of her lips as fast as he could, and could see her throat 
muscles moving and I knew he was cumming in her mouth and she was trying not 
to have to swallow it. Her cheeks puffed way out and then he let go of her 
head, and she rose up slowly, her lips tight together as they came away from 
his thing, but there was string of whitish stuff that she picked off with 
her finger and wiped on her mouth. Then she leaned over and let it all run 
from her mouth into the wash basin. I thought she'd never stop spitting it 
out, and I wondered if it was going to make her sick, but it didn't seem to 
bother her, and she was smiling at him."


"My!" exclaimed the sex therapist sitting up straight in her chair. "You 
certainly have retained it all. You're progressing wonderfully, Jackie. I 
have a feeling it won't be long now." She paused long enough to cast a 
reassuring smile at her patient, then said. "And then what happened?"


"I ... I ran for the toilet and threw up."


"Oh...."


Jackie continued on her own. "She washed off his penis and dried it and 
helped him get dressed and then he was gone and she was washing her mouth 
out and combing her hair again. I don't think they'd been together longer 
than ten minutes."


Liza leaned forward in her chair. "Is that the only man your mother was 
with? Is that the only time you saw your mother do these things?"


"Oh, no! As soon as he left another man came. But that man kissed her and 
licked her all over. He even put a finger up ... up her ... rectum, and 
shoved it around. I could see red spots where he'd been sucking her skin, 
but she seemed to like it because she was squealing and twisting around. 
Then he pulled her legs apart and knelt down between them and licked her 
there like ... like a dog!" Jackie wrinkled up her nose in disgust. "He 
pulled it wide open with his fingers and ran his tongue around it and up 
inside her and licked her ... her clitoris and sucked on it, and she was 
pushing herself up to him and running her fingers through his hair and 
squeezing his face between his legs. Finally she put her head back and I 
could hear her scream and I guess she may have cum becasue of the way she 
was pushing his tongue up into her vagina.


"And then he'd had enough of that. He got off the bed and stood up and she 
knelt in front of him and pulled on his cock a couple of times with her hand 
and then took it in her mouth. She Worked on him so hard that her hair was 
flying wildly around her head, and she was squeezing his testicles every 
time she drew back and sometimes his cock would come all the way out of her 
lips and the tip of her tongue would slither around it like a snake before 
she got it inside again. Then he was holding her head and just fucking her 
mouth like it was down between her legs, that's all I can call it. And her 
cheeks were all puffed out again. He was really full of it, because it ran 
in trickles from her lips when she opened her mouth over the basin and just 
gobs of it came out. I think he was mad that she didn't swallow it, but she 
kept shaking her head, and he left after she had washed off his penis."


"You certainly have a graphic memory, Jackie. It's good that you can talk 
about it now without getting so upset. Do you remember when you first came 
in to see me, how shy and diffident you were?" The therapist smiled 
reassuringly. "You've made great progress." Liza sat up straight, crossed 
her legs and asked, "How long did you watch this happening?"


"I watched for hours," Jackie admitted, blushing deeply again. "I couldn't 
help but be fascinated, partly because it was my mother with a strange man 
and partly because it was the first time I'd ever seen a man's thing. 
Besides, I just wanted to see how many different things they would do with 
her."


"And how many things did they do to her?" asked Liza, her interest piqued.


"Oh, one man had her squeeze her breasts together and he did it to her up 
there until they were ready to cum, and then they put his penis in her mouth 
and came there. All except one, and he just had her kneel in front of him 
while he pumped his prick until he was ready to cum, and then she opened her 
mouth and held it waiting by the head of his thing until he started cumming 
in big, steaming spurts and I could see it squirting between her parted lips 
and all the way down her throat. I stayed there as long as I could."


"What drew you away?" Liza studied the woman's generous mouth, her sensuous 
full lips. "One of the men saw me and hit me."


"Then what did you do?"


"I went to the bathroom and sat there for awhile and thought about how it 
must feel for mother to make a living that way, having those men put their 
penises in her mouth and squirt there, and not caring about doing it to her 
between her legs like normal men do. Whatever she cared, she didn't show at 
all. She pretended to like it, but I guess she had to in order to support 
us. I sat there on top of the toilet seat and tried to imagine what it was 
like, but I couldn't."


"Did you go to sleep right after the men left or did you do something with 
yourself?" Liza asked with a knowing smile.


"I ... I had had my first period by then ... I was early ... ten years old. 
So ... so I used my fingers on myself pretending it was that man's big 
thing," she admitted shyly.


"And when you were cumming I bet you tried to think of a man's cock deep in 
your mouth, filling it with hot love juice, and the man holding your head 
tight while he fucked in and out of your lips, and that you thought you 
could taste it, even though you didn't know what it tasted like."


"Yes-I did, but I couldn't help it." Jackie murmured with a childish pout.


"And you wondered what it would feel like to have a man's tongue licking 
around up inside your cunt, too."


"Yes-that." She had shut her eyes at the turbulent memory. "But I knew from 
then on that using a mouth is only for whores."


"Oh, but you're wrong, darling, so wrong." Liza protested. "It can be one of 
the most beautiful experiences a woman can have. Unfortunately, many women 
think the way you do and as a result they have an unhappy marriage but they 
don't understand why. They don't know who to blame. The worst part is women 
with your fear keep trying with the same man and each time it doesn't work, 
it causes just that much greater of a chasm between them...."


Jackie wasn't certain she understood, but she nodded comprehendingly anyway, 
admiring the beautiful woman's insight. Obviously this woman had been around 
in her time, thought Jackie. Seeing this admiration, Liza leaned forward and 
rested her warm hand on Jackie's naked thigh.


"You see, each time you try and fail with your husband it's going to imprint 
that failure in his mind so that soon he won't even think you capable of it. 
What you need, my sweet, is practice, pure and simple. Practice maked 
perfect, after all...."


Jackie's eyes saucered as she watched the auburn haired woman rise up from 
her chair and sit down beside her patient, then she reached up behind her 
head and unclasped the barrett holding her thick red hair back, letting it 
fall luxuriously over her shoulders.


"If ... if I didn't have any hope, I would have given up long ago...." 
stammered Jackie, feeling the woman's hot breath bathing her neck. "I ... I 
do ... want to please ... my husband." She swallowed hard and turned to 
stare in to her therapists's lust dimmed eyes. "I don't want him to have an 
affair ... with a whore because I can't ... please him...." She stopped 
abruptly, feeling Liza's warm palm stroking her thigh, running her milky 
hands over the trembling flesh near her patient's pulsating flesh. No other 
woman had been that close to her physically, except her mother.


"You must learn, and I will help you," Liza smiled and wet her full, 
sensuous mouth. "That is the purpose of therapy, my sweet. To learn to give 
and accept, giving all and accepting all."


"But ... but this isn't what I thought...." Jackie stopped, feeling the 
therapist insinuate a worming finger into the elastic leg of her panties. 
She stiffened and jerked away, cowering in the corner of the couch.


"Let me help...."


In a galvanic response, Liza sat up straight, her eyes darting towards the 
doorway where a white capped nurse stood with a knowing grin on her face. 
"I'm sorry to intrude, Miss Tyrell, but I just got a phone call from Susan 
Ashely ... says she's going to have a nervous break down if she doesn't see 
you soon. Something about her husband raping her last night ... she asked 
that she be able to see you immediately. She'll be taking a taxi." The nurse 
checked her watch. "She should be here any second." Then she shot a 
mischievious smile at Jackie and closed the door.


Liza stood up, straightening her dress. "I'm sorry about the intrusion, 
Jackie. Just when we were about to make a breakthrough," she panted in a 
shakey voice. "I think you should come back on Thursday instead of waiting 
till next Tuesday. We don't want time to compromise the progress we've made, 
now do we?" She offered a hand to Jackie who sat muzzed on the couch, a 
puzzled look crossing her perfect features.


"Yes, Liza. You ... you have made me feel much better about myself. I don't 
even feel like having a cigarette. In fact," she grinned confidently, "I 
feel like going home and making love to Mike."


"Good ... I'll see you on Thursday, then."


CHAPTER TWO


Mike Carmichael sat nursing a gin and tonic, his eyes riveted to the six 
o'clock evening news. He threw down the newspaper and pushed back on the 
fake leather recliner and, resting his feet on the attached ottoman, reached 
up to untie his bartender's ascot and loosened the first three buttons of 
his white pleat-fronted shirt. God, it felt good to get off his feet and 
relax after ten hours of running around the Countryman's Club trying to 
sweet talk the horny rich bastards into pulling out the bucks instead of 
pawing all over the pussy cat costumed cocktail waitresses.


It would make everybody's job easier if the girls weren't running around in 
those skin tight-black merry widows that pushed up their breasts to make 
their cleavage look like the east rim of the Grand Canyon. And those black 
mesh stockings and spike heels! Oh, my Lord what had happened to morality? 
Sex for sale; look but don't touch-that was the motto of the Countryman's 
Club. House rules and all that crap. But if the big boss knew half of what 
was going on in his west coast club, he wouldn't be holed up in his Chicago 
penthouse taking count of his harem; he'd be out here kicking ass and 
cleaning house, if he were anything of a business man.


But this was no time to think about work, reflected Mike, flicking the 
station on the automatic control dangling from a cord next to his chair. The 
FBI's theme song ground out over the static. Mike winced and flicked the 
station again; if he wanted to see cops and robbers he'd still be down at 
the club.


Things were getting hot down there, and as manager it was his responsibility 
to keep the lid on the bubbling pot long enough to keep the cops out and the 
money coming in. The club, having a country-wide reputation to uphold, 
couldn't slip up and let the media get wind of the pandering and dope 
dealing going on behind the staged scenes of the Countryman's Club. God 
forbid! He'd lose his job and probably get black-balled from the business to 
boot. No, he'd have to find some tactful way of handling the white-hot 
scandal without getting directly involved. As it was, he sat right in the 
middle of it all, watching the whoring and the rolling, never making a dime 
off any of it. Maybe he ought to loosen up, make a few extra bucks and 
retire at forty. But then, that wasn't the answer either. No, he'd rather 
ride out the bad times and slide into the good ones. That's the way it was 
with work, and that's the way it was with marriage....


Jackie ... a hell of a woman. She was no whore, no wanton bitch. She was a 
magnificent, if petite, female, and she was also his wife. Jackie....


His thoughts were cut short by the sound of a key turning in the latch of 
the front door. It was Jackie.


"Hi, darling," she said cheerily, throwing her shoulder bag down on the 
carpeted living room floor and slumping into her husband's lap.


"Hmmm, must have been a good afternoon, huh?" He kissed her on the cheek 
with a teasing smack.


"As a matter-of-fact, my love," she crooned, throwing her arms around his 
neck and kissing him smotheringly on the neck, "it was a great afternoon."


"Must have gone shopping," he said with a groan. "Seems as if you go 
shopping every Tuesday. What happened did one of your rich relatives die and 
leave you a bundle? Christ, with the paltry allowance I give you, you'd be 
damned lucky to buy groceries."


"Now darling, you take good care of me and I'm not complaining about 
anything." Jackie tactfully skirted the subject. She reached for the 
unbuttoned gap of his shirt and slid her hand along the warm, hairiness of 
his chest and wriggled on his lap. "What do you say we skip dinner and head 
straight for bed," she whispered throatily into his ear before bathing it 
with her warm tongue.


"My God! What's gotten into you, baby? You haven't been that hot since I 
popped your cherry two years ago!"


"Just try me and see," she whispered back, wetting her lips, then mashing 
hers against his gin-flavored ones. Her right hand sought and found the 
growing bulge in his suit pants, stroking it into life until it throbbed and 
jerked in anticipation....


Mike Carmichael lay back on the snow-white sheet and luxuriated in the 
pleasure that the soft, sensuously searing lips were giving him as they 
traversed his deep, almost hairless chest, licking, pressing hotly into his 
flesh, as the tongue that flicked out from between them searched the hard 
muscle ridges and the deliciously naked young woman made soft ummm-m-m-ming 
sounds and her yellow blonde hair swept his body and the tips of her 
fingernails raked him with increasing abandon and the fine, full cones of 
her breasts, nipples already out-thrust just from the touching of their 
bodies, pressed against him.


Damn, maybe this time she'll go all the way, he thought. All the way down. 
Close those wetly glistening lips around the blood engorged head of his 
impatiently waiting cock, let her tongue play the way he knew it could, let 
the perfect white teeth rake the length of his heavily throbbing hardness, 
tease him beyond human endurance, make him blow his goddamn mind and body at 
once, and suck it all out of him.


It was about time, he thought. He'd waited for this a year and three months, 
which for a man of his nature was an eternity. He had forced himself to hold 
back, not treat her like a whore from the club, hold her slender, patrician 
nose in his strong fingers and pinch until he had to open her beautiful lips 
for a life-giving gasp of air and then fuck his prick deep as it could go, 
so far up into her slender throat that she choked on the length and bulk of 
it and was forced to suck and gulp it deeper up inside even to breathe.


The waiting for the right time and mood was hell, but he told himself that 
it was worth it, or would be, when it happened. Mike Carmichael loved his 
wife as much as it had ever been possible for him to love anyone, and he 
planned to stay married to her. So, while it would have been easy for a man 
of his physical strength to overcome her, force her to accept his cock in 
her mouth or up into her virginal young anus, he had chosen to gentle her 
and make her voluntarily seek every delight that could be had with a man, 
rather than reduce her to a reluctant, resentful, slave to his flesh. He 
wanted to help her overcome her fear of it, make her search for his cock 
with her mouth, and back up to him, pressing her smoothly curving young 
buttocks against her belly, inviting him to take any pleasure from her he 
might want.


And this, he thought, might be the night, if only he didn't press her. This 
night, she might suck him. Or at least go as far as letting that sensuous 
mouth touch the throbbing hardness she was now holding lightly, stroking, as 
her tongue lashed the rock-hard nipples of his chest and her mouth flattened 
against it with a hungry little sucking motion every few minutes.


She lay across him, long, tapering legs spread open to his probing fingers, 
allowing them the freedom of her most secret inner vaginal flesh, and the 
way she manipulated his cock told him she was doing it from desire rather 
than a sense that this was something she owed to her husband.


For Mike was an expert in bed, with tongue and fingers and cock, and when he 
had married Jackie, it had not been merely for her beauty, and certainly not 
for money, but she had challenged him with her eyes and her entire body, 
while speaking in whispers.


It was as if she had said audibly, I am a volcano-can you make me erupt deep 
inside my smoldering bowels?


He had accepted the challenge, and had soon come to wonder if the blonde 
hair and the green eyes that almost made him blow his was really concealed 
an iceburg.


Not that his bride wasn't eager and capable in bed, and a virgin in the 
bargain.


After the initial soft scream of pain when his thick, long trembling rod had 
fucked past the hymen and to the depths of her welcoming cunt, she had drawn 
one deep breath and showed him what a girl from the East could do. She had 
clutched and writhed and moaned in ecstasy and thrust her eager young cunt 
up to meet each flesh-ripping stroke and her legs had clamped tight around 
his humping body and her teeth had left their mark every place they could. 
And when he had almost driven her through the mattress with the violence of 
his cumming up inside her, she had not released him. She had held him 
captive between the soft, sweat-drenched vise of her tightly clenched 
thighs, her cuntal muscles still milking him greedily, refusing to let him 
go, until in a few minutes he was hard again and able to give her more of 
what she wanted and cried for.


No, Jackie had no reservations about fucking.


She would find ways to get his prick buried in her as many times a day as 
possible, and just having it fuck deep into her one time was enough to start 
her cumming out of her mind.


Mike Carmichael knew he did not have a frigid wife. Far from it. As long as 
he was content with straight fucking.


But she was damned strange when it came to putting her mouth around him down 
there.


He'd known a lot of girls who weren't over anxious to go down on him, until 
he had a chance to show them how good it could be. But never had he met one 
who didn't even want to get her cunt licked.


Jackie proved to be an exception. Oral lovemaking repelled her.


Months passed after their marriage before she would freely let him lick and 
suck her breasts, although she never tried to stop his hands from moving 
over every inch of her hot, trembling flesh. And when she did allow him to 
mouth and suck at the fine, peaked, trembling mountains of her bosom, she 
showed little response. There was no hardening of nipples, no quickening of 
breath as he worked expertly with his tongue and nibbled gently on the 
protruding hot, quivering mounds.


And she would never let him lick her below the navel, no matter what pleas 
he whispered, or how deftly his tongue tried to insinuate itself. And she 
would go just as far, and no farther, with him.


Everything seemed to be limited to above-the-belt action. She would kiss his 
mouth avidly, drawing his tongue between her lips and sucking and nibbling 
voraciously, moaning and clutching when she finally rolled him on his back 
and straddled him with her open thighs, finding the wet, heavily swollen 
head of his cock and guiding it to the pulsing lips of her cunt and 
swallowing it deep up into the eager depths of her belly and just about 
fucking him to death.


Saying nothing, just rocking and plungeing on him, her full lips drawn tight 
over the whitely glistening teeth and making strange, ecstatic grunting 
sounds deep in her throat every time his prick fucked to its full depth and 
his semen-swollen balls slapped hard up against her perfectly rounded young 
buttocks.


God, he often thought, how this girl can fuck!


But how the hell do I get her to kneel down and suck me? Suck, hell-just 
kiss it and lick it a little ... that's enough for now....


He lay back now, lightly stroking her legs, as the sharp even teeth bit a 
nipple and suddenly her mouth descended to his navel and her tongue swirled 
in it and then the passion-swollen-lips made a tight little oval around it 
and she began to suck him there, while her hand caressed his cock and her 
fingertips trailed over his heavily filled testicles. He was afraid to 
speak, afraid to break the spell he had taken pains to prolong.


They had shared two glasses of wine at the bedside, drinking until Jackie 
became giddy. Now his wife's wetly glistening lips had moved away from his 
navel, downward across the muscle-ridges of his belly until they were 
brushing the very edge of the triangle of pubic hair. Not only that, but her 
fingers were still closed tenderly, possessively around the thickening, 
throbbing mast of penile flesh that rose strongly from the juncture of his 
legs, and she was rubbing its length across the softness of her cheek while 
her lips and tongue nuzzled the hotly burning flesh around it.


She was panting, panting like a bitch in heat, moving her sparsely covered 
pubic mound in tiny, erotically driven little spasms as his fingers slipped 
wetly up between the lips of her passion-damp cunt, his thumb finding and 
twirling her rising clitoris as the middle finger sank to its full depths 
into the hot, slickly welcoming cavern of her pussy. Suddenly, she held his 
trembling cock straight up, drew the foreskin all the way down with a 
determined movement of her hand.


"Mmm-m-m-m-m...." she murmured.


Her head came up. Her eyes were closed tight. Her lips trembled and opened 
wide and her tongue snaked out towards the blood-engorged tip. Jackie was 
determined to make it work this time. Her tongue barely flicked across the 
thinly slitted little eye that was oozing clear lubricating moisture when 
the clamor of the phone broke like thunder in the room.


"Ooooooh God...." she gasped and jumped away from him.


"Goddamn it!" burst Mike as he grabbed for the phone with one hand and his 
wife with the other. It was a doubly-wasted effort. The phone tumbled off 
the nightstand as Jackie, cupping her hand over her still-virgin mouth, 
rolled from the bed and ran toward the bathroom. Mike cursed, gathered up 
the various parts of the phone and managed to gasp out, "What the hell do 
you want?"


"Mike, sorry I have to bother you, but we're having a problem down here at 
the club," an apologetic voice said.


"That goddamned club," Mike said, when he could speak. He knew the voice. It 
was George, the assistant manager at the Countryman's Club.


"It's really important, Mike. It's one of the girls ... found her all beat 
up lying on the dressing room floor. Nobody's saying anything about it. 
Either a pimp worked her over or one of her customers. Better get down here, 
Mike, before the cops hear about this. You'll come....?"


"Fuck ya, I'll come. What the hell else can I do?" Mike growled, looking at 
the still, everlasting, pinnacle of his cock. "Just because we all lose if I 
don't."


Mike hung up and strode down the hall to the bathroom, grimacing at the 
naked sight of himself, still wet from her mouth, still big and hard as a 
rutting bull-blooded bull. He was mad enough to kill, and he knew it showed 
in his face, because Jackie cowered as she met him in the doorway. And she 
seldom cringed.


"Mike...." she blurted. "What's wrong? Who was that on the phone?"


"George down at the club. One of the girls got worked over. Don't know who 
did it, Goddamned, now I have to play policeman on top of everything else. 
Boy, I tell you, Jackie, if it wasn't that I was so damned hard up for 
money, I'd quit that job in a second."


He jumped in the shower, flicked the faucets on, stood under the spray for a 
few seconds, bounded out and was rubbing himself dry with a towel and 
striding into the bedroom within half a minute. He dressed and was searching 
for his keys when Jackie said "Mike...." Her green eyes dropping to the 
prominent bulge in his pants. "I ... I'm sorry, I promise...."


"Not your fault, sweetheart. You probably would have hated yourself in the 
morning."


The door slammed and he ran to the '72 Pontiac GTO, started it, and roared 
away.


Mike arrived just in time to see the ambulance turn on its siren and rev 
away. It all seemed so ridiculous: some cheap waitress had probably been 
caught ripping off the rich bastard's wrist watch and he got hot. And 
because of this, he, Mike, was walking around with a half-hard cock and 
wondering how long it would be before he again got a chance to slip it into 
the hot sensuous mouth of his wife. Just the thought of her lips locked 
warmly around him brought him to full erection again, and to divert his 
mind, he began looking for George in the thinning crowd of bartenders and 
cocktail waitresses, all tutting and shaking their heads.


"George!" he called out, motioning with a waving hand toward the young 
assistant manager the boss had sent out from Chicago for training. George 
ambled across the hall, scathing the wall to brush past the onlookers.


George took one look at his boss and shuddered. Mike was hot and he had good 
reason to be. If any of the news media caught onto the fact that the 
waitresses at Countryman's were turning tricks on the side, it would be 
goodbye club for all of them, and there were few places that paid as well as 
Countryman's. They'd have to cover up the fact that one of their waitresses 
had been beaten for rolling a customer. The victim's name was Janet, and 
she'd been known for ripping off the customer's wrist watches and jewelry, 
not to mention the bar's scotch. She was a natural kleptomaniac. In karmic 
terms, she may have had this beating coming, but Christ! ... did the goddamn 
brute have to almost kill her?


"Bad, huh?" asked Mike, leaning his strong hand against the hallway wall and 
shaking his head, staring at the persian carpet splattered with blood.


George sighed, thrust his hands in his pockets andnodded. "Messed her up 
good. She had a shiner that damned near covered her whole face, poor girl. 
She didn't deserve that, you know."


Mike's eyes narrowed and he stared into space. "That's what you get for 
turning tricks, I guess," he said philosophically, through gritted teeth.


"Problem is, what do we do? How the hell are we going to cover it up?" He 
scratched his head, talking in a half whisper.


"We tell 'em it was an isolated incident, that's all. Tell 'em the beating 
happened out in the parking lot and somebody dumped her inside just to give 
the club a black name. That should keep the media shut up for a while. By 
that time maybe we'll have found out who the hell did it." He snapped his 
fingers and put his index finger to his lip. "Christ, I just hope she pulls 
through. What did the doctor say?"


"Oh, that's no worry. Said she'd pull through okay, though she might be off 
the floor for a while. In the meantime we'll have to find another dancer to 
take her place in the chorus line. Too bad, too, Janet had a fine pair of 
legs not to mention her tits," snickered George.


Mike blew out a lungful of air and chewed on his lower lip. He scanned the 
crowd. "Where's Mona? I have a feeling she might know something about this, 
maybe give us some hints. Just our luck to have a Pussy mother who's in 
tight with the big boss." He shook his head wearily. "Shit, she's the one 
who pulls the punches around here, you know. There ain't a goddamned thing 
goes on that she don't tell the boss, except, of course, that she's making 
enough to retire at thirty-five by panderin' these waitresses." He tutted. 
"Damned thing is, you and I have to explain the whole bit to the boss and 
she makes all the bread. Don't seem fair somehow. I think fern lib's gone a 
bit too goddamned far."


George drew out a cigarette from his silver-plated case and let it dangle 
from his lips while he fumbled in his pocket for a match; then he slipped 
the case back into the breast pocket of his black velvet vest. "You'd think 
they'd start giving it away."


"Not Mona." His eyes scanned the hallway in time to see the girls' 'Mother' 
disappear through her dressing room door. "I'm gonna go catch her now. There 
are a few things I gotta get straight with that woman." And to himself: 
"There's a big thing I'd like to get hard with her." He patted George 
consolingly on the shoulder with the instructions to keep cool and carry on 
with business as usual, and for chrissakes not to let the customers find out 
about what had happened to the chorus girl with the long legs.


He knocked on Mona's door. There was no doubt she would let him in. They 
were not strangers by any means, but Jackie didn't know about that.


Mona had been married to the big boss in Chicago up until four years ago 
when she decided to reinvest her alimony money in the business with the 
option to withdraw whenever she chose. In the time being, she would whore 
out the girls, doubling her money. She had often said she would retire at 
thirty-five, and Mike had no reason to doubt her. She was conniving and 
slick, and a good business woman and a better fuck. Mike and Mona shared one 
thing in common: they both hated the boss, but loved the money he paid. 
Better still, her back door was always open to him as manager of the club. 
He was the one person who could cause her to lose her alimony and job and 
that would put her back at point zero, just where she was when she started 
turning tricks in Chicago eleven years ago.


Above all, she was honest and brassy. But it was her tumultuous ass that he 
liked best. Mona had always made herself available to him because he was, as 
she often said, the only stud who would take care of her right and not ask 
for favors.


Mike didn't wait long. In a second Mona opened the door, motioned him 
quickly inside and bolted the door again. She leaned back against it, 
voluptuous in a veil-thin full-length dress that showed every detail of her 
fine, uptilted breasts and even the triangular tuft of pubic hair at the 
juncture of her thighs. She might have been described as gamin-faced if it 
hadn't been for the fullness of her mouth, a mouth that was always partly 
open, glistening in invitation. Her legs were long, tapering, 
smooth-muscled. She had a magnificent body and unbelievable control over all 
parts of it, he knew.


"I knew you'd come," she said, in her breathless way. "Mike, what the hell 
is going on here?"


"A girl was beaten up inside our club, and you and I are responsible. You 
for keeping an eye on the girls, and me for keeping an eye on the customers. 
What do you know about it?"


"Janet was clean. She wasn't turning any tricks this afternoon. I never let 
my girls turn tricks before a show, you know that, Mike. They look all used 
up, messy. I only work them after the show." She snubbed out the butt of her 
femininely slim brown cigarette.


"You see anybody come in here?" he demanded.


She shook her head. "No, there's never anybody back stage except for crew. 
It's a rule. Honest." He had to believe her.


"So what do we tell the boss? Christ, he's due in town next week."


Mike thought fast, then said: "We tell him the girl had been dating some guy 
who called her at work a lot-he beat her up in the parking lot and dumped 
her in here. She was found half an hour before dressing time, isn't that 
right? Christ...." he scratched his head. "There's janitors and chefs and 
god only knows who all around here that time of day. Could'a been any one of 
'em. We're clean, as far as I can see."


"Only problem is, Janet had a reputation for having slick fingers. More than 
likely she was turnin' some tricks on her own and got caught with a cuff 
link between her teeth. The girl was in the wrong business ... should'a been 
crackin' safes instead of balls."


"That's another thing. If the boss gets wind of your moonlighting we'll all 
be eatin' soup out of a pot and sleepin' in the same bed. Nobody'll have a 
job," rasped Mike. He watched her ass wiggle lewdly like two perfectly 
synchronized ball bearings as she slithered towards the small bar and poured 
them each a glass of scotch up neat.


She sipped her, making a face. "You're in no trouble, I'm the one who's 
gonna get my ass in the wringer. What can I do to help?"


Mike accepted the glass and said with narrowed eyes. "Hey, wait a minute. 
You think this could be an internal job?"


"Naw. Who?"


"Hmmm ... guess you're right." Mike took another deep sip off his drink. 
"It's late." He thought for a moment, then continued.


"The world is full of people who'd love to fuck over the boss, but it does 
seem like a chicken shit way of going about it."


Mona put down her glass and came to him, lifting his glass from his fingers. 
She pressed herself against him, "I'm up-tight, Mike."


There was no denying the stirring this woman brought to his loins. Her 
breasts were pointed globes of fire against his thin shirt, and her knee 
insinuated itself deftly between his legs. She rubbed it against him as she 
drew his head down and melted her urgent mouth against his. She worked 
skilled fingers into the front of his pants and found his organ. 
Instinctively, his hands found the ripe roundness of her buttocks. She 
gasped and moaned at his touch.


"Look, Mona, I can't...." he began.


"Why? Both of us are tense. We need something to calm us down. When's the 
last time somebody gave you head?"


"Jesus!" he spurt.


She stepped back and peeled the thin dress over her head and stood, 
tantalizing him with her sleek body. The legs were even better than he 
remembered from the last time, with the lift of her high heels. Slowly he 
unbuttoned his shirt, then let his pants drop and stepped out of them. He 
followed her to the large backless sofa that doubled as a bed when one of 
the girls felt ill. She grasped his swelling organ and pumped it. Her 
fingers couldn't close around it.


"Wow!!! ... beautiful," she whispered. She bent over him and kissed the tip, 
swirling her tongue over it, tasting. She lifted her head, tossing her mane 
of blonde hair back, studying him with laughing eyes. "You sure are ready. 
What's the matter, you get called out of bed?"


Mike laughed, throwing back his head.


"Well, I'll just give you something to perk you up, baby. Can't let this go 
to waste." Winking, she lowered her gaping mouth again and slowly drew the 
full length of his bulging cock into her mouth, and sent her tongue twisting 
around it and sucked steadily. After a minute she raised her head. "You 
manage to break Jackie into sucking you off yet?"


"No. I was close tonight. Then the damn phone rang."


The young woman knew of his problem. She had sensed it the first few times 
he'd come to see her. He had quickly taken her in the sixty-nine position, 
delving hungrily into her juicy cunt with his tongue and pistoning his 
throbbing cock into her willing lips. It had not taken her long to get a 
full confession of the situation from him, and she had later suggested 
various techniques through which he might lead his reluctant bride into the 
pleasures of oral lovemaking. Unfortunately, all had depended .on his being 
able to thoroughly use his mouth and tongue on her first, stirring a desire 
to reciprocate. But Jackie had unfailingly put him off, and home runs are 
not scored without first passing first base.


"How 'bout it, friend. You in the mood for something-different tonight?" the 
beautiful girl said hopefully. She took his hands and guided them to the 
sleek crease of her buttocks. "Okay?"


"If you want."


"Ummmmm-m-m-m," she said, bending to suckle his erect prick again, wetting 
it thoroughly from tip to base. "You know ... "


She maneuvered on the bed, placing a pillow under her pelvis as she lay 
belly-down, her trembling buttocks high. She spread her legs wide and rose 
to a half-kneeling position.


"In a minute," Mike said. He rolled her over and knelt between her legs. His 
tongue flicked out and he began to lick the satin flesh of her thighs, 
swiveling his head from one to the other as he moved slowly toward the bush 
of pubic hair. The pink line of her slit showed through it, pulsing, 
beginning to swell and open and close as his tongue drew near. She squeezed 
her thighs together tight for a moment against his face, then slowly parted 
the coral portal. He could smell the hot, musky scent of her as she opened 
her legs wide in invitation.


The flat of his tongue swept between the widespread lips and brought a 
rising gasp from her throat. Her hand went behind her head and she tilted 
herself up so that she could watch, directly and in the full-length dressing 
mirrors overhead and along the side of the sofa. His mouth glued itself to 
her nether lips and he sucked hard, letting his tongue curl deep into her 
moistening cuntal passage and then twitch as her interior muscles closed 
around it. He worked it around and then out, seeking the tip of her clitoris 
and teasing it, then nipping lightly, expertly with his teeth, bringing a 
squeal of delight.


"Oh, God, where did you ever learn to eat pussy?" she mumbled, tossing her 
head in abandon, thrusting her pelvis up and to his demanding mouth. "Nobody 
eats it like you do ... not even the girls...."


"Mmmmmmm...." He heard the words dimly as he continued to suck and lick, 
driving her wild with his thrusting tongue, exulting in the way her silken 
thighs clenched around his face as the juices flowed freely from her pulsing 
cunt into his mouth. "Mmmmmm...."


"Aaaaahhhhhh!!!!"


Her fingers clawed at his head, pulling him tight against the wet forest 
between her legs and she was bucking, back arched, screaming, cumming hard, 
gushing over his face, clamping him tight with her strong legs, holding him 
until the final spasm subsided. Then, while she was still trying to catch 
her breath, he rolled her on her belly, over the thick pillow and spread her 
legs wide. He dipped a finger in the secretions of her milking cuntal lips 
and spread it around the small, tightly puckered anus, felt her tremble in 
anticipation as, with his thumbs, he spread the smoothly curved half-moons 
of her buttocks wide. She raised her tail high in back, wriggling, taking 
her weight on knees and elbows as the throbbing head of his steel-hard cock 
touched the tiny, sensitively throbbing lips of her anus. He grasped her 
trembling hips in his big hands, held her tight as he pressed forward.


"Uuuugh!!!" She gasped softly as the blood gorged knob bored past the 
initial barrier of her tightly clenched sphincter muscle. But she gritted 
her teeth bravely and jerked back towards him, offering herself, and the 
head popped all the way up inside the warm, rubbery opening.


"Ummmmm ... go in slow, lover...."


He forced back the urge to ram his entire length into her with one powerful 
lunge. She rotated her hips and he pressed slowly. A fraction of an inch at 
a time, his heavily pulsating cock sinking deeper and deeper up into the 
hot, moist tunnel of her ass. The mirrors showed it from all possible 
angles. Her face contorted with a mixture of pain and pleasure, was canted 
forward, her eyes looking directly into a slanted window which allowed her 
to watch it happen. Her full lips were drawn back tight against the 
whiteness of her teeth, and her breathing was slow and deep, as with each 
manipulation of her body, she absorbed more of him. Each slow stroke 
measured only a fraction of an inch, but his progress was inexorable, and 
her taut, nakedly curved behind swayed from side to side and up and down, 
helping, urging, leading. Finally he was entirely inside her, his balls 
mashed tight against the softly curling hair of her pussy below. She sighed 
deeply, relaxing, and sank down on the mattress and pillow. Her anal 
sphincter tightened hungrily around the base of his cock and she began to 
work her interior rectal muscles and clench her buttocks back tighter 
against his naked pelvis.


She made a soft, humming sound. While there was no perceptible outward 
movement of her body, to Mike it felt like a hundred tiny fingers were 
milking his prick, running its full length, squeezing, sucking at him.


"Damn, this is good," she turned her face to the side and whispered. "Just 
having you way up in my belly, lying on me ... I cum so sweet and hard with 
you fucking me up in the ass like this. And then when you really start 
fucking into me fast, I get so damn wild. No ... No ... NO!!!! Not yet ... 
just lie there and let me do the moving.


Ummmmm ... Mike, you've got to fuck your wife in the ass this way. You'd 
drive her out of her mind!"


"No way," Mike whispered in her ear. "You know how it is with her ... I'll 
be lucky if she ever sucks me off."


"That's your own fault and you know it," Mona hissed back at him. "Hell, you 
never fucked her before you married her. That was your first mistake."


"You're lucky you have this ass to fuck," she said, giving it a twitch that 
sent waves of sensation along his cock. "A horny guy like you needs a chick 
who'd give you all the far-out fucking you need and then decide to walk off 
with you. You know I'm going to try to swipe you away from Jackie and I'll 
take good care of you as long as you take good care of me. Move it a little, 
lover."


She ground her behind against his deeply-embedded cock and he drew back and 
fucked hard up into her rectal passage, bringing a soft little grunt of 
mixed pain and pleasure. She raised slightly on her knees and writhed as he 
drove deep into her tortured upturned asshole again.


"Aaahhhh!! Good God! Work it around in there a little, hon! Deep! Hard! 
HARD! Ya, like that...."


Beneath him she began to heave and pant, thrusting her openly clenching anal 
mouth upward, moving it in tiny circular motions with each growing stroke of 
the long, unbending rod of flesh that connected them. Her face, and then her 
entire body, became flushed with her exertions, and her breathing was fast 
and ragged. With each withdrawal, the clutching anus drew back like a fish's 
mouth, and she gasped as the heavily fucking cock plunged deep into her 
again, churning in the hot, wet depths of her back passage. She raised 
herself higher, on hands and knees, and met each pummeling stroke with a 
backward thrusting that engulfed his entire huge length. His balls slapped 
wetly down against the openly thrashing lips of her cunt as he drove 
viciously into the hilt, then withdrew until only the bulging head remained 
up inside the warm rubbery walls of her rectum. His hands held the thrashing 
hips, leaving cruel red marks, and with each massive stroke she cried out. 
Her hair flew wildly with the tossing of her head, and her mouth was drawn 
wide in a grimace of passion as a series of orgasms, each stronger than the 
last, racked her eagerly working young body.


"Oh, what a wild fuck you are!" she cried, clenching her buttocks, holding 
him tight momentarily as the spasm of cumming hit her. "My ass ... my ass 
... my ass! FUCK ... FUCK ... FUCK IT! FUCK MY ASS!"


She was gyrating so wildly he could barely hold her, and finally, as his own 
cumming began, he threw his full weight on her, crushing her with nearly 
insane violence and the great load of sperm gushed deep into her hotly 
thrashing tail and they cried out together in a wild, cataclysmic final 
climax.


For a long time he lay on her naked back, until he was soft and limp up 
inside her semen-drenched anal channel.


"I should have married somebody like you," he said finally.


"Why?" She laughed softly and winked. "Good fucking you can buy. A wife like 
Jackie you can't buy. She may be a little shy, but she's a strong girl ... a 
real lady. She's a ballsy girl, even if you don't realize it."


"Hey? You tryin' to sell me a bill of goods or what? Sure I love Jackie. 
She's a damn good woman."


Mona held him tight. "I lie in bed and plot ways for you to make Jackie come 
around." She shook her head. "I happen to enjoy your company, but I like 
Jackie very much. There aren't many women would put up with a horny man like 
you. Oh sure, I could steal you if I tried, but I'm not your kind of wench, 
except in bed, and I do thank you for the pleasure of your company and all 
that shit."


"You're a fine lay," said Mike, slapping her on the buttocks. "And you got 
good taste ... hey? Who got you turned onto fucking in the ass, anyway? 
Somebody sure as hell turned you onto it," Mike said. He eased his weight 
over her, parting her legs. She squirmed under him, lifting her perfect 
buttocks. He began to rub his hardening cock slowly in the crease of her 
tail. "You've got a far-out ass."


"Nice of you to notice," Mona whispered, humping up at him. "You wanna know 
how I got turned onto fucking in the ass?"


"Make it short, I gotta get home."


"Okay," she said, her voice trembling as she worked her buttocks sensuously 
and slowly back against the pressure of his cock. "When Herbie, the big 
boss, remember? ... picked me up at a bus stop in Chicago, then married and 
divorced me, I didn't have any money to live on so I started turnin' tricks 
on the side here at the club. That was about a year before you came up from 
L.A....Anyway, after I started the girls trickin' I found it hard to get 
laid. Before that last bust over on the east side we used to have a house 
over there where the girls did their work. Nobody ever wanted to fuck me. I 
used to go into the rooms with the two-way mirrors and watch all the girls 
fucking and sucking and getting fucked in the ass and winding up using my 
finger or a dildo, and that's for the birds. There was this one girl, real 
smart girl, too, named Liza, went back to school and from what I hear she's 
still turnin' tricks but callin' it sex therapy. Ain't that somethin'? Tits 
out of the world, long, slender legs, tiny waist and the most beautiful ass 
you could imagine. I mean, every time she moved, even to light a cigarette, 
it rippled. So beautiful and lithe that I couldn't resist her. I couldn't 
wait to get her legs apart and get down on her and eat her pussy, and you 
know I'm not a dyke. Anyhow, she was so goddamn superior that just about 
every guy who came in wanted to put her down. Make her suck his cock and 
then fuck her cunt. They'd get her to suck their dicks until they were 
slippery and they'd get her belly down on the bed and ram it up her ass as 
hard as they could. She'd thrash around and carry on and it would sound like 
she was being killed. Beat her fists on the mattress and twitched her ass 
around and cried real tears. Man, she'd fuck thirty dudes in one night that 
way. Finally it dawned on me. She liked it!"


"So I invited her to my room, and we had a couple of drinks to loosen up. I 
was so hot from watching her with those men that I couldn't wait to get my 
hands on her. I took her to bed and I guess I tried to show her I could be a 
better lover than all those dudes-anyway, I kissed her all over and had my 
tongue running wild in that delicious young cunt of hers, where none of the 
dudes had bothered to do it, I admit, I loved doing it, feeling those strong 
satin thighs tight around my face, when she reached out and pulled me around 
one the bed and gave me her mouth, and we almost sixty-nined each other to 
death. Anyway, she said for me to try fuckin' in the ass because she came 
best that way."


"You tried it," Mike said. He stroked his cock and placed it against the 
throbbing tight circle of her anus and began to steadily push. "Fine tail, 
Mona, fine tail."


"Nothing like the first!" she gasped, feeling the blood swollen head of his 
cock pressed through the restraining ring of her spincter muscle. She sighed 
and relaxed, curving her back upward, offering herself. "Fuck me in the ass 
again ... this time fuck me like I'm Jackie."


"Hey ... you mean to tell me this is virgin ass I'm getting?" He poised 
himself and then drove deep into her, to the hilt of his staff, felt his 
balls hit the spread half-moons of her ass. "Up here?"


"That's right honey, you're the first ... Now get that cock up there and 
let's fuck!"


CHAPTER THREE


"Yes, I did. I really did try, but when the telephone rang it made me open 
my eyes and when I saw that great big hunk of flesh staring me in the eye 
and I felt it twitch under my hand, I just knew I would get sick to my 
stomach again." Jackie Carmichael lit a cigarette and took a long pull on 
it, every gesture strained with tension from an unsucessful night of 
lovemaking with her husband one night ago.


"But you were close, darling, and that's what matters. AT least you've 
progressed. When you first came to see me about your ... your problem, you 
didn't even want to talk about it. Remember how you blamed him at first?" 
the red haired sex therapist said matter-of-factly.


"But it's not easy. It's taken a long time for me to feel comfortable above 
having my husband working in a club with a hundred girls running around half 
naked, just willing and waiting. It's hard on the ego," admitted the blonde 
housewife with a quavering voice.


"That's only secondary, dear," said Liza calmly. "Forget about his work and 
think about what goes on in your home. I will help you, I will do to you 
what Mike wants you to do to him, and you can learn to respond, to accept a 
mouth up between your thighs and cry out for more of it."


"What?" I ... I couldn't let you do that, Liza. I mean you've helped me a 
lot, but that's ... not professional. Is it?"


"Darling," said Liza raspily, "professional has nothing to do with what you 
do, only how you do it. Please let me show you," she pleaded rising from her 
chair and sitting down next to her patient.


"I couldn't," Jackie said softly. "You're a woman!"


Jackie stood up in response to the therapist's gesture.


"Jackie, honey," Liza said softly, putting her arms around the blonde girl 
and holding her close, so that Jackie felt the full mounds of the other's 
breasts rubbing against her own, bringing a tingle that meant erecting 
nipples in spite of herself. "There is nothing wrong with two girls enjoying 
a bit of mutual affection, and it is exceptionally enjoyable when one can 
teach the other. Let me tell you one thing, Jackie. I am not a Lesbian, but 
I do enjoy having sex with a girl, particularly one as beautiful as you."


"I ... I don't know," Jackie murmured. She felt that it was somehow wrong, 
but that was an abstract thought, and the warmth and firm-flesh body pressed 
against hers, hips now rotating slowly, mound thrusting forward to rub her 
own were reality, a reality she could do nothing to ignore or put down as 
she felt the sudden surge of passion and knew the color was rising in her 
cheeks. "Oh, Liza...."


"Give me your mouth, darling."


Then Jackie's head was back and the soft moistness of the red head's lips 
was closing over her own, incredibly soothing. She felt Liza's tongue 
circling her mouth, which was growing swollen and heavy with need, and she 
let her jaw fall slack and admitted the probing tongue, and at first she was 
passive, but then began to draw on it, sucking it deep into her mouth, 
letting Liza tease it and lure it into her own suddenly eagerly responding 
cavern.


Liza's hands were moving over her body, cupping and kneading the smoothly 
curved moons of her buttocks, drawing her tight to the insistent pulsing of 
her pubic mound, and Jackie was rising to the rhythm until they were 
grinding hotly against each other, swaying so they almost toppled to the 
floor in their embrace.


"Come to my backroom," Liza whispered. "This is my room that I use for my 
advanced patients. I teach there."


She allowed herself to be led. Her mind was in a tumult as Liza, continuing 
her kissing and caressing, deftly relieved her of the dress and scanty 
underthings and bent to take first one rising nipple, then the other, into 
her mouth. Her teeth nibbled and her tongue swirled around them, and slowly 
she sank to her knees, still licking and kissing, hands sliding, finding 
secret spots of titillation that only an experienced woman such as Liza 
could find. She traced the contours of hip and thigh and buttocks until the 
red head was at the juncture of her thighs and Jackie could feel the hot, 
moist breath passing through her thinly curling strands of pubic hair and 
caressing the puckering, swelling cuntal lips, and the teasing of the deft 
tongue. She was moaning and thrusting her pelvis forward, involuntarily 
parting her legs to give full access to her near-virgin body.


Suddenly Liza stopped, rose to her feet and quickly stripped away all her 
clothes. This required only a few quick movements, for she wore only bikini 
panties under a thin summer dress. Then, naked, she drew Jackie down on the 
bed. The room was in semi-darkness. Jackie lay still, one leg partly raised 
as Liza moved over her and began to kiss her deeply on the mouth.


At first Jackie was repelled and frightened. What would Mike think if he 
knew she was spending her money on a sex therapist who was teaching her the 
evils of homosexual love? He'd kill her!


But then reminding herself that this was therapy, that the reason she had 
come to seek help from this woman was so that she might better satisfy her 
husband, she went with the, flow of the moment. Their tongues ebbed and 
flowed and their hot lips welded together and suddenly Jackie had to know 
more of the flesh of the vibrant therapist. Slowly she worked a knee between 
Liza's thighs, moving it higher and higher until her flesh touched the 
passion-wet triangle of red hair that framed Liza's hot, pulsing cunt. Liza 
responded with a rubbing motion of her mound against Jackie's leg as 
Jackie's hands found her breasts and began to squeeze and knead, getting 
more demanding with each passing minute, pressing the rising stalk of nipple 
until it extended almost a half inch.


"Oh, darling, there's nothing wrong with the way you love, you just need 
practice with a professional, that's all," Liza muttered against her mouth, 
"but I'm supposed to be the teacher, so let me...."


She slid away, downward on the bed, pressing Jackie on her back. Her hands 
molded Jackie's upthrusting breasts, gentle and knowing, teasing. Her mouth 
closed on one, slick and hot and skilled, and her tongue twirled the nipple, 
lashing it into even further erection, and then her teeth nibbled and she 
began to suck as Jackie writhed slowly, her hips rising and falling, her 
legs parting as a deft hand slid between them and found the eager lips of 
her cunt and gently parted them. Then the fingers were teasing, tickling the 
bud of her clitoris before dipping lower into the moist wet slit, finding 
the cuntal hole and insinuating themselves there. The hand continued to move 
as Liza's hotly demanding mouth moved from one breast to the other and back, 
as if she could not get enough of them. And finally the devouring mouth, led 
by the flickering spear of her tongue, moved lower, over the soft, rising 
mound of Jackie's belly and finally to the outskirts of the blonde triangle 
of cuntal hair, where the probing fingers were still finding their mark, 
readying it for the final oral assault that Jackie knew would carry her to 
heights of ecstasy she had never even imagined before.


Then Liza was shifting positions, moving to kneel between her widespread 
legs, and the mass of red hair was tumbling over the acutely-sensitive flesh 
of her inner thighs. On impulse, Jackie reached for the red mass and drew it 
upward, so she could watch everything the devouring mouth could teach her 
about eroticism.


Liza was working slowly on her patient, drawing little circles of fire with 
her tongue, then pressing her burning lips to the circles and sucking them, 
and Jackie was moaning and tossing under the oral stimulation, afraid she 
was going to start cumming, cumminngg ... CCUUMMING!!! before Liza's darting 
tonuge ever found the hotly throbbing cuntal slit.


But then the red hair dipped down, tongue flicking far out, and Jackie 
suppressed a soft scream as it slithered past the outer lips and darted to 
the pink coral inner mouth and then far up into her waiting, eager, 
uncontrollable cunt and swirled and twitched like a snake.


"Aaaggghhh!" Jackie gasped, and clamped her thighs tight around the 
therapist's head, thrusting her pubic mound up hard to the skilled mouth. 
"Liza!!!"


"Mmmmmm...." was the only response.


Then the tongue was working more furiously, sliding deep inside her, then 
withdrawing to lick the length and breadth of the grasping cunt, then 
beating a feather-tattoo on the pulsing bud of her clitoris. She was beyond 
protesting when Liza's paused to use her fingers to part the quivering 
buttock-moons and skillfully push a finger palm-deep into her anal hole. 
There was a sudden pain, which was almost immediately replaced by new, 
spreading pleasure as the therapist's skilled mouth again plunged into the 
spreading pool of juice that had begun to flow freely from the sweet depths 
of Jackie's enraptured cunt. She raised herself in steady rhythm to the oral 
delight, and the finger that was worming in and out of her virgin young 
rectal channel was moving in the same cycle.


"Ooohhh ... oooh! ... OOOHHH!" she moaned, bucking wildly as the sensations 
began deep inside her. "Liza ... Liza ... I'm going to cum! Cum! 
CUMMMMMMM!!!"


At this, Liza glued her avidly working mouth to the heaving nether lips of 
the other girl, and her head bobbed furiously to match the pelvic heavings. 
Her tongue curled around the tiny, throbbing shaft of Jackie's clitoris and 
she sucked it and teased it between her teeth and lips as Jackie flailed 
wildly beneath her.


"Oh! mmmy God! It's here! I'm cumming ... cummmiing! ... oh, Liza, oh my 
darling, oh, oh, OOOOHHHH ... I can't stop cumming! I don't want to stop! 
Eat me, oh, eat me, oh, eat my cunt....!"


Then, in near-delirium, unable to control herself, feeling the hot wetness 
of her cunt pouring out into the greedily devouring mouth, Jackie fainted, 
but even so her body twitched and tossed as Liza continued to lick and suck 
and swallow the sweetness until finally, after a seeming eternity, there was 
no more.


Jackie awoke with Liza helping her to sit up, holding the rim of a tall, 
cold glass of a faintly sweetish-tart drink to her lips. She let a few drops 
trickle into her mouth, then took a deep slow swallow. It had a strange but 
refreshing taste.


"Oh, Liza," she whispered when she was able to speak. "I never knew anything 
like that could happen to me ... but I fainted, didn't I?" she said, with 
downcast eyes, her cheeks flushing.


"That's okay, baby. It happens often with patients. You see the reason 
they've never enjoyed certain sexual practices is because they've formed a 
block. So when they finally do allow themselves to experience it, it's like 
a bomb going off in their bodies. They feel all the pleasure they've been 
denying themselves." She smiled seductively. "Now you'll be able to 
experience it with Mike, too, and he'll love you all the more for it," she 
said with a satisfied air of satisfaction at knowing her theory had proven 
true again: that once a woman had experienced with another woman, there was 
nothing she couldn't experience and enjoy with a male."


"I-hope you're right, Liza," Jackie whispered. "Thank you so very much."


"Darling," the red head said, "You should not be thanking me. I wanted to 
make love with you. That's my job, remember?"


Jackie felt herself blushing again, remembering the way she had wanted to 
seek out more of the red head's body, wondering why it had been so natural 
with Liza, and why she had resisted her own husband when he had tried to do 
the same to her. She told Liza, and the other girl laughed.


"You were thinking of your mother ... that because she did it with men, then 
there was something wrong with it, and something wrong wth a man who would 
do it to you. And the same with sucking a penis. I promise you, it is all 
good."


"And you really liked doing that to me?"


"I told you, darling. It was heaven! You are very sexually responsive 
woman," answered Liza proudly.


"Yes ... I responded," whispered Jackie. They were close together, 
love-slick bodies touching. "More than that. I want to know what it's like 
having my ... mouth on you."


"I'm always ready and willing." Then she assumed a more dignified air. "Why 
do you want to, Jackie?"


Jackie thought for a second, then said. "Because-well, I know what I just 
felt, and words won't describe the sensation. But I still can't imagine what 
Mike would get out of it, and I want to find that out if I can." She leaned 
over and gently kissed the tips of Liza's breasts, sucking, using her 
tongue, feeling the urgency building within herself. "You're so warm and 
sleek ... it's like what I feel for Mike, only different. If I did it to 
you, then I might know more about what he feels when he wants to put his 
mouth on me."


"Darling...." Liza's mouth touched Jackie's. "When you are with him, just 
relax and be with him the way you were with me, and that will be all you'll 
ever need."


"No. Please. I want to!" Jackie pressed the red headed woman down on the bed 
and began to kiss her open mouth. It tasted musky-sweet, and it took her a 
moment to realize that she was tasting her own orgasm on the passion-heavy 
lips. Their tongues twined and Jackie's hands sought and found breasts and 
thigh and the apex of the triangle that was moist with the juices of Liza's 
own heavy gushings of juice. She raised her head. "Teach me."


Gently, the red head's hands guided her head on its virgin journey.


Liza made it easy for her, freely offering her breasts and squeezing them, 
making the golden-circled nipples stand up rigid for the laving tongue, 
gently stroking Jackie's hair as the blonde mass made its slow trip downward 
through the gentle swells and hollows of her body. Jackie's fingers found 
the waiting throbbing cunt and worked along its length and into it as her 
tongue licked the velvet flesh, still sleek and wet with love. Liza spread 
her legs wide and lay back as Jackie slipped between them and knelt 
momentarily, goddess-like, drawing her hair high above her head and then 
freeing it to tumble in a shower far down her back. She bent low, fingertips 
caressing the now trembling inner thighs, and found herself eager to taste 
the sensitive flesh that gave off such a sweet sexual scent.


She extended her tongue and like a curious kitten, licked tentatively at the 
spot a few inches from the hematin colored slit that was pulsing with 
anticipation. She was eager to taste it for the first time, but held back, 
savoring the moment. Then she began to lick and kiss and rub her cheeks 
against the sleek, firm thighs, nuzzling closer, until finally she was 
there, a fraction of an inch away, and Liza's fingers were parting the pink 
lips, now deep red with eagerness, of the undulating cunt.


"Lick my cunt," Liza whispered hoarsely. "Now, darling...."


Jackie's mouth plunged forward, tongue fully extended. She felt an almost 
electric shock run through her as it made contact and Liza gasped and 
involuntarily humped up at her.


At first she wanted to dive in, burrow, bury herself, and she mashed her 
face against the gaping red maw, slobbering, gulping, licking furiously 
until the softly-whispered instructions of her partner penetrated.


"Just lick with the tip at first, darling. Ummm ... like that. Now a little 
side-to-side ... slip it up inside me and twirl around....


Aaahhh ... yes, now work on my clit ... Lick and suck and nibble very, very 
gently ... yess!"


After a few minutes Jackie found she needed no teacher.


Suddenly she twisted loose from the furiously assaulting tongue, flipped 
around on the bed until they were lying face-to-crotch on their sides. Liza 
plunged her salivating mouth between Jackie's parted legs and her tongue 
slithered in and out of the woman's cunt furiously as she sucked at her. 
Momentarily startled, Jackie spread Liza's legs wide again and her mouth 
sought its soft, hair-fringed target.


Locked together, clutching and grasping and writhing, they reached a 
shuddering climax together, one which left them both weak and utterly spent 
on the sweat-soaked sheet, their twined bodies slick with sweat as each 
tongue languidly sought for any stray drop of feminine cuntal nectar.


Later, as they drank glasses of red wine and smoked cigarettes, Jackie tried 
to express what she felt after her first lesson in lovemaking from the sex 
therapist.


"I think I know now why Mike wants to lick me between my legs," she said. 
"When my mouth was on you, I could feel every little ripple anywhere in your 
body. I knew what I was doing was good for you, and I wanted to make it good 
for you."


"It's good then ... you are willing to let Mike do it to you?"


"Oh, yes! I want him to." She frowned slightly. "But I may not be able to 
right away. I mean, with a man, it's bound to be different. Maybe even 
better...."


As her voice trailed off, Liza filled in with, "You're thinking of going 
down on him. Well, give it time, and don't force yourself. You'll love it 
even more than going down on me. The first time you may feel a little funny, 
but after that you'll be a pro."


"I hope so."


"I can tell you how to go down on Mike, but I can't teach you. But you have 
a loving mouth and I know you'll be able to satisfy him," Liza said. "In 
fact I have something I give to my patients with your same problem. It'll 
help tremendously."


"Oh?" Jackied couldn't imagine what that might be.


"A dildo. To feel it, you would swear that's it's the most beautiful cock in 
the world! It even has a soft foreskin that moves up and down, and you can 
fill it with cream. That helps you to imagine it being Mike's cock ... you 
know, spurting cum into your mouth. I've experimented with several different 
brands and found this one to be the most effective, judging from the 
responses from my patients-both men and women."


She took it out from the bottom drawer of her desk and handed the black box 
to Jackie. "Go home and practice with it, dear. And if you have any 
questions or feel a need for help, don't hesitate giving me a call. That's 
my job."


She kissed her patient on the forehead and opened the door for her, then 
slumped down in the leather sofa and lit a cigarette, a wry smirk crossing 
her beautiful face.


CHAPTER FOUR


"You're goddamned right he knows what's goin' on in his club. He's the 
manager isn't he?"Milton Berry chewed on the butt end of his Havana cigar, 
his fat beefy lips working nervously. "Damned shame, too," he added, 
pounding his fist on the arm of his desk chair. He shook his head violently, 
his jowels jouncing with the movement. "Countryman's Club used to be a good 
place to go for a few drinks, have dinner, and watch a couple of cunts kick 
their legs in the air. Now a fellow can't get laid there without paying a 
fortune and gettin' rolled on the side. Used to be you could pick up a broad 
and fuck her for nothin'. Now they're chargin' for it!" Milton smacked his 
lips and unplugged the cigar from his mouth, resting it in the ashtray near 
the telephone.


Across from him, seated in the straight back leather upholstered chair his 
drinkin' buddy crossed his legs and tapped his fingertips silently on the 
leather. "You're right, Milt. I remember when we used to take clients down 
there ... was damned impressive for the guys from Minneapolis to come here 
and see those tits hanging out over them corsets and pinch a tit here and 
there. Really helped business, too."


Milton Berry, president of Bettel Corporation, makers of industrail pipe 
fittings, leaned over his desk, thumbing through his desk calendar. "Yeah, 
Harvey's gonna be headin' back for Minneapolis in two days. That means we've 
got two days to find that signed contract and if we're lucky, the gold watch 
and diamond wedding ring that goddamned broad yanked off his finger." Milton 
snorted and picked up his cigar butt, absentmindedly studying it. "Can you 
believe that? We try to do the man a favor ... one of our best clients ... 
get him laid with a good lookin' broad, pay for his dinner, drinks at the 
club, and the goddamned whore rips him off."


"Holy shit!" sighed Sam. "After this we can sure as hell wipe him off our 
list of clients. You have any idea how much that whorin' bitch cost us in 
business?" The vice president sat up straight in his chair. "Five hundred 
grand, minimum. You believe that?" He slammed his fist into the resilient 
leather and stared out the window over the city's skyline. "There's only one 
thing to do, Milton. We gotta find that contract and the only person who 
could have it is the manager. I sure as hell think he's the one we're after. 
He sure as hell's gotta be the one makin' the bucks off those bitches."


Milton pooched out his lips and added. "You're right, Sam. If we don't find 
that contract before Harvey does, you know what will happen? He'll take it 
to his lawyer and say he wants to breach it, and then we're out five hundred 
grand. Just like that!" He snapped his fingers.


"That means we're all gonna have to pull in our belt. Christ, we'd have to 
lay off half the plant. Our inventory is already fifteen times the demand. 
When taxes come due, we're gonna be in a real bind."


Milton pulled himself out of his reverie. "Okay, here's the plan. We go to 
this guy ... you know, the manager ... what's his name?


"Mike Carmichael. I had my secretary check it out today."


"Yeah ... we go to his house and tell him we know what's goin' on with his 
girls down at the club. Christ, if the press ever found out about this 
they'd rip that place apart. They'd be out of business in two months ... 
Then we tell him we'll give him two days to come up with Harvey's stuff." 
Milton counted out on his fingers: "The contract, the watch, and the wedding 
ring. If he can't come up with it, we're goin' to the press first, then the 
police. They might be able to buy off the cops, but nobody tells the press 
what to report." He leaned over the desk to stare his vice president in the 
eye, his paunchy stomach rolling over the edge of the desk. "You read that 
article in last week's editorial section? Why they as much as came out and 
said the Countrymen's Club was falling' fast. Accused 'em of panderin' and 
dope peddling. Any reporter would give his right nut to bust into a story 
like that. The Washington Post would offer 'im a job in two seconds flat.


Sam sat silently, his eyes narrowed in concentration, nodding his head to 
each of his boss's allegations. "That's right, Milt. We got 'em. Now all we 
need is that contract and we'll make ourselves a buck." He smiled crookedly.


"Hey, hey!" Milton Berry straightened and leaned back in his chair, then put 
his feet to rest on the corner of his massive desk. "Smart thinkin', Sam. I 
hadn't thought of that."


* * *


In the dimly lit living room of her own home, Jackie threw down the magazine 
she'd been struggling to concentrate on for the past hour, and looked at the 
coockoo clock. Already the dinner sat dried up and overdone on the stove; 
obviously Mike had no plans for coming home for dinner. Another late night 
at the club.


Well, damn it, there was no use putting it off any longer. If she had a 
choice, she would have rather practiced on her husband, but if she didn't 
try soon, she might loose her courage and renege on her promise to herself 
to suck her husband's penis and enjoy it.


She went to her lingerie drawer and got the black box and opened it. It 
appeared terribly big, but she knew it was almost the same size as an erect 
cock. She took it out and stared at it, admiring the techniques of modern 
industry that could ever make anything look so life-like. Nine inches long, 
almost as thick as her clenched fist, which itself could not close around 
Mike's erect cock, it had heavy, heavy sperm-filled balls at the base. She 
went to the bathroom and filled the rubbery cock with very warm water, so it 
was the same temperature as Mike's body when they were making love. Then 
into the balls hanging below, she poured warm milk.


Feeling a strange admixture of anticipation and shame, she returned to the 
living room and shed off her robe. She lay back on the sofa and began to 
caress her nakedly stripped body, first with her fingers alone, probing, 
taunting the tip of her slowly rising clitoris, then with the hot, 
barely-yielding hardness of the dildo. With her left hand she began to pinch 
her nipples as she rubbed the head of the rubbery cock across the guardian 
hairs of her expectantly pulsing cunt. Then she slowly worked the huge head 
into her passage, working it in slowly, going a tiny fraction of an inch 
deeper with each stroke, until it seemed to be filling her belly and the 
heavy balls were jammed tightly into the nakedly exposed crevice of her 
buttocks. Then, yielding completely, she began to fuck herself in and out 
with it, each stroke driving to the full depth, feeling the base smack hard 
against her clitoris. Her breathing increased heavily with the speed of her 
self-fucking, and she cried out obscenities as she drew all but the tip out 
and then plunged the entire huge shaft brutally back into her desperately 
straining pussy hole again and again.


"Fuck-fuck-fuck! Oh, God, I'm fucking myself crazy!!!!" Jackie screamed as 
the cumming surged through her and she thrashed and bucked wildly for a long 
time before she was too weak to continue.


She lay back on the sofa, slowly easing the massive instrument from her 
warmly palpitating cuntal passage, sensing with her nostrils her strong 
sexual musk in the room. She held it close to her eyes and studied the shiny 
slickness of it. She brought it to her lips and began to lick her own juices 
from the length of the shaft, breathing deeply, imagining that the musty, 
heavy-sweetness was the love dew she had gorged on so freely between her 
therapist's legs-not so long ago.


Then she slid off the couch to a kneeling position down on the rug and began 
the part that was still difficult for her-taking the thing in her mouth. 
Holding it with two fingers of her right hand, she placed the base on a 
cushion of the sofa, at just about the height it would be if Mike were 
sprawled out beneath her, waiting, and this was really his magnificently 
hardened cock. She tried to imagine his young, lean, hard-muscled, driving 
body attacked to it, and closed her eyes to bring on the vision more 
clearly.


When it was fixed in her mind, she began to lick at the swollen head, 
circling it with her tongue, kissing it. Then she licked the full length of 
the dildo, around the heated balls, taking each into her mouth and laving it 
with her tongue, and then slowly retraced her course. The image was still 
strong in her mind, and with her hand she jerked the instrument toward her 
lips, as Mike would jerk his hips excitably beneath her hotly enclosing 
lips.


Finally, wetting her lips, she slid them tightly down over the head and 
worked it into her mouth, absorbing as much as she could, sucking gently, 
then harder, teasing it gently, then nipping it in soft little love bites, 
imagining his reaction. It no longer felt like the intruder in her mouth 
that it had been the first few times. Bobbing her head deeper and harder 
with each stroke, she was able to take it all the way to her tonsils without 
gagging. She set a steady rhythm dipping-rising-tonguingsucking rhythm, 
imagining Mike responding with his own gyrations, and the feel of his hands 
cupping the sides of her head, pressing it down further on the lust-engorged 
prick, and she felt a tingle deep in her loins.


She knew she was starting to cum back betwen her thighs again and working 
her lips more eagerly. She had not believed Liza at first when the therapist 
told her it was possible to cum with no stimulation other than a man's cock 
to suck, but it must be true, because she was ready to cum with just a 
sensuously formed piece of rubber and plastic.


She panted and slobbered and worked on the artificial prick until the tiny 
volcano that was building inside her erupted deep in her belly and then, 
head wildly bobbing, she sucked voraciously and squeezed the heavy 
testicles.


Jets of thick white cream spurted into her mouth, hot and slick and she 
squeezed the testicles in repeated frenzy, drawing on the jetting bulbous 
head, gulping the whitish, sticky mixture down as she would devour her young 
husband, Mike's, cum when the time finally arrived that she could do this 
with him instead of an unfeeling piece of rubber.


She formed her lips into a tightly locked "O" around the slickened shaft. 
Her cheeks bulged with the volume of the load which gushed into her mouth 
and in a last effort, she managed to drive the full length of the monstrous 
fake prick into the depths of her throat without gagging, and keep sucking 
it hungrily and desperately until nothing more came from the tip. Inch by 
inch she eased it from her tightly clasping lips, trying not to lose a drop 
of the delicious fluid she had sucked from it, just as she would, some night 
when Mike's real, rampant, alive cock was fucking her lust-heavy mouth of 
this miserable substitute.


Jackie managed to do what she wanted to do and knelt, nakedly on all fours 
still swallowing, kissing and licking the head of the thing which gave her 
pleasure, though she was loathe to admit it. She was totally aware of the 
lewdly grinning man who had been peeking through the front window of the 
living room. He stood there for a few obscene moments and then, trying the 
door and finding it open, slipped in unannounced. Finally he spoke:


"That was really something, honey. What's the matter, isn't your husband 
home often enough to give it to 'ya?"


With a startled half-scream, Jackie half-rose from her knees, then stumbled 
and fell to the carpet, the dripping obscenity of the cream-emptied dildo 
almost tumbling from her hands. "It ... my therapist told me to ... to 
practice ... with this." She let the lifeless instrument drop from her hands 
onto the floor.


In the doorway of the room stood the imposing hulk of Milton Berry. Now he 
was unzipping his fly, drawing out his already erectly throbbing cock that 
was fully as large as the one Jackie had just finished sucking. "If your 
husband isn't home, what you say you and me go into the bedroom for a little 
party. Don't seem right a beautiful girl like you should have to get 
yourself all worked up over that hunk of plastic." He stared down at the 
floor where the obscene huge rubber dildo, still assuming its erected shape, 
lay like a castrated genital.


"Who ... are you? What are you ... doing in my house?" she burst out, 
suddenly unconcerned about her nakedness.


"I'm a friend of your husbands. Shall we say we've done business together," 
the man said, and stroked the slowly growing shaft of his penis. "In fact I 
stopped by to see if he could do me a favor, but I never expected him to put 
himself out like this."


Jackie went rigid. "If Mike found you in his house, he'd call the cops."


"Your husband is in positon to call the cops on anybody, honey."


"He'd kill you then!"


"I doubt it. Mike would more likely kill you if he found out what his wife 
does while he's down at the club."


"My husband wouldn't believe a creep like you!" she spat.


"Oh yeah? Well, funny thing, honey. I had my photographer take a few shots 
of you while you were down on that thing." He pointed to the floor.


He picked up his jacket, fished two photographs from a pocket and shoved 
them in front of the terrified girl's face. She tried to look away but she 
couldn't. Obviously taken through the slit in the curtains of the living 
room, with nothing but the available light in the room, they were close-ups 
of her kissing and licking and sucking and wildly devouring the dildo. 
Worse, they didn't show it to be a dildo-anyone who saw them would easily 
believe it was a man's prick in her fist that she was going wild sucking on.


"Oh, my God!" Jackied whispered. Tears welled in her eyes and ran down her 
cheeks. She looked up at the fat man, naked now except for his socks and 
shoes, who stood before her, his cock a rampant, rigid pole that swayed 
terrifyingly close to her trembling lips. "Please, I'll give you money, 
anything! Just don't tell Mike. I wouldn't do any good to hurt him like 
that."


"Baby, I've got more money than you've ever seen. I don't want bucks ... I 
want head."


Jackie flushed. "You mean you want me to do that to you?"


"That's right, doll. He grabbed the photos from her hand. "Otherwise Mikey 
baby is gonna be mighty upset when he sees these photos. Ain't gonna do 
anything for his reputation when we turn them over to his boss. I know 
Herbie would be damned mad if he found out his manager was whoring his wife 
on the side."


"You wouldn't!"


"Try me and see. Now get down on those knees and start suckin!" he blurted 
imperiously. He shook the huge staff at her. "Come on, crawl over here and 
wrap those pretty little lips around it."


"No! NO!" Jackie protested.


He reached out, caught her by the hair and neck and twisted her down to her 
knees in front of him, paying no attention to her sudden cry of pain.


"Start sucking!" he laughed. "Honey, I'm gonna love this, and I think you're 
gonna love it to. I can spot a whore a mile away, and baby you've got the 
act down. Now suck it!"


"No...."


Again she tried to break from the powerful hold he had on the mass of her 
yellow hair, but his fingers were expert at holding. He kept his grip on her 
hair and worked his thumb into the nerve center below her left ear, almost 
paralyzing her. She felt the strength draining form her, and her knees were 
turning to jelly as the pain shot through her slender, nakedly trembling 
body. With his free hand, he held his massive, iron-hard cock. He began to 
rub it against the hot, silken skin of her face, across the cheeks over her 
eyes. The immense, bulbous, blood-swollen head was strangely soft and not 
unpleasant as it caressed her skin-a contrast to the unyielding hardness of 
the unbelievable length of his shaft.


Then he was rubbing the wetly moistened tip across her tightly compressed 
lips, the lips that only minutes before had been ravenously clamped around 
the imitation cock, sucking it, engulfing it, swelling with passion as she 
had swallowed in a wild fantasy. Jackie remembered how it had been, driving 
her head up and down the staff with complete abandon and wantonness.


And now the real thing was confronting her and she was recoiling from it, 
revolted by the man who wanted to fill her mouth, sickened by foulness of 
him that she knew more by instinct than by fact. Now the hotly burning cock 
of this unidentified man was rubbing slickly across her lips, pressing for 
entry to the hot, wet vault of her mouth. Not for a moment did the man 
relent. He was saying nothing now, just working his obscenely growing 
hardness against her velvet-soft lips, holding her head in his strong hand 
easily, making it impossible for her to move.


"Hey, you really don't want to suck it," he said after a long moment of 
trying to pry her lips apart. "You got guts girl, I kinda like that. Tell 
you what. You don't have to suck it, just lick it a little, and then you can 
jerk me off, you know, a hand job. Like the girls down at the club do. I'm 
not gonna tell anybody, and you sure as hell aren't, so why don't we just 
have a little fun. Huh?"


He released most of the pressure, but still kept his fingers knotted in the 
silken, disheveled mass of her blonde hair, and tilted her head up til she 
had to look deep into his blue eyes. She tried to read into them what she 
wanted to see-the belief that she would get off this lightly, not have to 
suck him as she had practiced earlier.


She hoped he would not force her farther, because there was a faint stirring 
in her loins, and the faint taste of his pre-cum was on her already-bruised 
and violated lips, and there was something about it which strangely, perhaps 
masochistically, made Jackie want to taste more.


"When she spoke, it was in a choked whisper. "W-What must I do?"


"Just kiss and lick the head of it, run your tongue around. Play with my 
balls while you're doing it, and make your lips soft. Pump it a little. I 
won't play any tricks on you. When I'm ready to come, you'll know it. Then 
you just use your hand and let me cum on your tits. Okay?"


"That's all?" She said without hope.


He released her then, Jackie shut her eyes tightly for a moment then took 
the full length of his hardness in her right hand and cradled his heavy, 
sperm-laden balls in her left. She stroked his spear of flesh, and finally 
opened her eyes barely enough to see what she was doing. The bulbous, 
purple-hued head beckoned. She took a deep breath and kissed it, leaving her 
lips lazy, relaxed, allowing them to conform to its contours. Surprisingly, 
she found it was not unpleasant-much more pleasant, in fact, than contacting 
the sterile aritifical flesh of the dildo on which she had practicied for so 
long.


"Lick it, Let me feel that sweet little tongue curling around it," the man 
said hoarsely.


Obediently, her tongue snaked out and wrapped around the excitedly bulging 
head. It moved as if it had been trained , for hours and days and months....


"Beautiful, oh, beautiful," the big man said, "Let me feel your lips too. 
Get them around the head ... just the end of my cock.


Jackie found herself wanting to comply. Without stopping the swirling 
movements of her tongue, she let her mouth oval open a bit wider, until the 
velvet fullness of her lips encompassed the hot, satiny mass. Involuntarily 
she compressed them around it and sucked for a moment.


It was so much better than the dildo ... she wished with all her heart it 
could have been her husband. Heavily, she felt the pulsing of blood through 
the rigid instrument as she slavered and caught the head tight and began to 
slowly rotate her head. She was surprised to discover the man was keeping 
his promise-he was not forcing her or threatening her now.


Then his fingers did find her hair, but lightly, in a way that was a caress, 
almost a love-gesture. He drew it high over her head and let it tumble back 
down, over her head and face like a waterfall, and then finally one hand 
cupped gently behind her head, holding it as he eased himself forward a few 
inches. The motion slid his cock a little deeper into her wetly, working 
lips, but she did not resist. Instead, she found herself cooperating, 
letting her warmly enclosing mouth open wider, beginning to suck while her 
tongue wrapped itself around the desire-hardened flesh in a wild, abandoned 
swirling motion.


"Oh, beautiful, soft-mouth girl," the man said in a ragged voice. "I didn't 
mean to force you to do it ... I just wanted you to lick my cock so much. 
Suck ... suck ... suck it all the way, honey. Work it deep...."


The words came to her dimly, and she was not about to be carried away to the 
point of believing the stranger. Her own husband had said sweeter words many 
times, trying to get her to do just this thing, and she had rejected them 
and him ... a man, any man, would say anything necessary to get what he 
wanted from a woman.


But, Jackie knew, unfortunately Mike had not forced her, as this man was 
forcing her, driving her into another new awareness of her capabilities as a 
woman-and she had gone this far, what more was there to lose. She knew she 
could take the full length of his cock back in her throat because she had 
taken the dildo. And when he came in her mouth as he was sure to do, the 
spurting would be no less violent than it had with the dildo.


Admittedly, she could not control it. When the man filled her mouth with his 
lewdly spurting cum, it would be a gushing that she would have to 
accommodate as best she could. If her mother could do it, so could she! She 
hoped only that, when the moment came, he would still leave her head free, 
let her take it as it came, rather than holding her face in a grip in his 
big hands and fucking uncaringly into her mouth.


"Ummmmm-m-m-m-m...." she acknowledged, not relinquishing the lustfully 
throbbing prick from between her lips.


She began to rotate her head, keeping her lips soft over the ridge of her 
teeth, feeling the thick hardness of the cock sliding slipperily around in 
her mouth. She worked her head down until the huge rubbery head was pressing 
hard against the back of her mouth, then lunged wildly forward onto the 
remaining length, feeling it pop by her tonsils and bury itself deep in her 
tightly constricted throat.


Then her sensuously flairing nostrils were pressed hard into the curling 
forest of his pubic hair, and almost gagging, she began to suck wildly at 
the entire length of the fleshy hardness that was imbedded to its full depth 
in her throat and she knew there was one thing much better than a dildo-a 
human cock!


This was a man-a man who would fill her mouth and belly with his real male 
cum! Just as men had done to her mother.


He was no better than a rutting animal, raping her lips this way, and she 
was no better than her mother for letting him do it!


And if she had been a proper woman, she would have done this for her own 
husband long ago.


She sucked with animal abandon and began to drive her avidly working lips up 
and down the throbbing prick hungrily, insatiable as an animal too long 
starved. Her mouth slurped and between each wild gulping she made a gasping 
"aah! ahh! aah!" sound as her teeth raked the staff lightly, in greedily 
driven nibbles. Vaguely, she was aware that her knees were becoming sore, 
the muscles of her neck tiring as her head bobbed wildly up and down. Her 
fingers of their own volition found their way into the crease of his nakedly 
grinding buttocks, then to the tight little circle of his asshole. He 
shifted and spread his legs lightly as she slowly, almost expertly worked 
her middle finger up into the tiny rubbery hole.


"God-damn. When you get to it, you can really suck cock baby!" he gasped. 
"Your husband is a lucky man."


"Ummmmm-m-m-m...." she responded, increasing the pace of her sucking. A 
great fire was welling up deep in her cunt below, and with part of her mind, 
she wondered if it was possible, the thing that Liza had told her-that a 
girl could cum just having a man's cock in her mouth. Well, she'd soon know. 
Something was happening. "Ummmmmm ... ahh! Ahhh! Ahhhhhh-h-h-h!" Oh God! She 
was cumming as though a wildly exploding comet were ricocheting around deep 
up inside her crazily churning belly!


"Oh, damn! I'm cumming! Jesus, you sweet cocksucking little cunt! I'm gonna 
cum all over your tonsils! Cum! Oh, just keep eating."


His hands went to her wildly-gyrating head, pulling it to him. Jackie 
eagerly allowed her mouth to be guided. Her cheeks suctioned madly at the 
first hot, white, steaming semen jetted into her throat. It came in a flood 
that nearly choked her, but it was more wildly delicious than anything she 
had imagined, even the dew of her therapist, Liza's cunt that she had 
thought would be the sweetest thing she would ever taste. Her mouth and 
throat were filling with this new, strange, lovely fluid, and she gulped it 
down convulsively while his fingers tangled in her hair and his spurting 
cock fucked without control into the eager, hot, wet cavern of her mouth. 
She made a tight, rigidly locked ring of her lips, not wanting a drop to 
escape, and held onto his pummeling buttocks wildly, ramming her finger 
deeply up into his ass, searching for the gland that would send more and 
more and more of his cum gushing hotly between her greedily sucking lips.


Finally, there was no more and his cock was growing soft in her mouth and 
she licked it furiously with her tongue, savoring every tiny glistening 
drop. When there was no more she leaned her face forward into his satiated 
genitals and pubic hair, hugging his hips, sobbing softly. She'd done it.


But it was terrible, she thought. Not terrible that she had sucked him to 
orgasm and swallowed his sperm, or even that she had cum herself. But she 
had wanted to do it, and that desire was sinful, just as her mother's desire 
had been sinful. She had denied her husband the very thing she had given to 
a stranger!


Now that it was finished, she was relieved, because she was more of a woman. 
Too much more, she thought as she clung to him, still trembling and feeling 
a strange want in her body, the overpowering urge to do it again-suck all 
night, learn all the delicious ways to do this new thing. Rubbing her face 
on the hardness of his belly, she took his emptied balls in her fingers and 
weighed them, squeezing gently. Then her mouth sought the flaccid, 
still-dripping cock and she began to lick hungrily at it, attempting to 
bring it to life once more, and make it grow huge and hot and explode again 
and again deep in her throat.


He let her suck for several minutes before gently pushing her head away. 
"Sorry, girl. There's just no more there yet. Just wait a bit and I'll have 
another belly full."


"What-what do you mean?" she whispered, still on her knees, tilting her head 
up slowly, her tongue licking the taste of him from her sperm-glistening 
lips.


"Got a friend outside. He's my photographer," guffawed Milton Berry. "As a 
matter-of-fact, he should be just about out of film by now."


"Oh, you bastard!" Jackie gasped, her head tossing, face reddening. She 
should have known better.


"Hell, you've been cryin' for it! Doesn't your husband take care of you, or 
does he get all the ass he can handle down at the club? Those little bitches 
down there are probably giving him a blow job right now."


"What are you talking about?" demanded Jackie, rising. "My husband has been 
truthful to me. He has no interest in other women!"


Milton merely laughed. "Are you kiddin' me, lady? Shit, every time he turns 
around there's some waitress rubbin' his thigh." And then it struck the 
president of Bettel Corp, that maybe this wife really didn't know what was 
going on down at the Countryman's Club. That was a bit of information he 
should stick under his hat and put to better use later. He changed the 
subject: "Don't bother gettin' up, honey. I'll let him in."


Still naked except for his socks and shoes, the blubbery man went to the 
door, opened it and called to the man waiting outside. Sam slipped into the 
house, bolting the door behind him. There was a wide beaming grin on his 
face. Up in front of his pants was an unmistakable hardness, pulsing 
excitedly as he looked at the nakedly weeping girl.


"Jesus Christ, Milt. We got ourselves a lovely! She one of the pussies down 
at the club?" he asked admiringly.


Milton shook his head. "Naw, just his wife."


"You ... you mean to tell me you were taking pictures of me and ... him?" 
She pointed at the fat man hovering above her.


"That's right, baby. Every last drop." Sam smacked his lips.


""Nouth of this sweet talkin', let's get fuckin'! chuckled Milt, grabbing 
Jackie's arm and marching her through the house, down the carpeted hallway. 
She knew what was coming, and she tried to refuse doing it in her husband's 
own bed, but finally capitulated. She had no choice.


With the door closed, Sam quickly shed his clothes. He was a tall, lean man, 
well-muscled, with light greying hair. His uncircumcised prick stood out 
straight from his hips, swaying as he came to her and put his hands on her 
breasts, squeezing until she winced with pain and cried out. Then a hand 
dropped to the triangle of her pubic hair, probing it, fingers slipping 
easily into the depths of her excitedly moistened cunt, rubbing the rising 
bud of her clitoris. He waited until her body thrust back at his hand of its 
own accord, then led her sobbing to the bed.


"Suppose I lay bath and you give me a good tongue bath, honey. Been a long 
time since I've had a woman so willing," he said.


She knew what he wanted. That much she had done with Mike-or almost that 
much, many times. She looked toward Milt, hoping he would have the decency 
to leave them alone and not watch her shame and humiliation, but he showed 
no sign of any intention to leave. He had settled in an overstuffed chair, 
was lighting a cigar while he waited for the show she was forced to put on 
to begin. Tears trickling wetly down her face, Jackie knelt on the bed at 
the man's side. She bent over him, began to kiss and lick around his eyes 
and mouth and ears. She did not resist, could not resist, as he took one of 
her hands and put it on the length of his throbbing, hugely-erect prick. She 
stroked it slowly, lightly, as her mouth continued its wetly licking 
journey. She knew she had to please him beyond all expectation or her life 
with her husband was over ... one look at those photos and she was as good 
as divorced!


Her tongue flicked wildly over his flesh, probing deep into his ear, then 
moving downward across the muscular chest, sought the nipples. She nibbled 
as she sucked on them, her mind made up now to become the whore they thought 
she was, and Sam sighed in contentment and his hands moved over her body, 
bringing a strange, masochistic tingle of excitement to her. Seeing the 
rising bulk of his prick, she forgot Milt was watching them, her own 
excitement rising at the helplessness of her position. Her tongue and lips 
got bolder, and she licked at the slightly perspiring flesh with increasing 
eagerness, squeezing the lust-hardened cock tightly in her fingers.


Then her head bobbed low, mouth opened wide, seeking the bulbous head that 
was now slowly seeping lubricating fluid from the tiny thin slit in the tip.


"Not yet," Sam said, restraining her head with his palm on her forehead. 
"Lick up the inside of my legs and wash my cock up and down with your 
tongue. Ummmm, yeah, baby. That's nice," he grinned as she began to follow 
his commands.


Jackie's face sought the space between his widely-spread legs. She used her 
tongue eagerly, sliding the flat of it over his hary skin, nuzzling it 
hungrily, breathing the man-scent of him deep through her flaring nostrils. 
She could not reach him the way she wanted to, kneeling at his side, so she 
crawled over his legs and bent low between them as he drew them eagerly back 
so that his knees pressed into his chest.


"Ummmmm...." she muttered at the obscene sight before her, licking her 
tongue into the crevice of his ass, parting the cheeks and licking hungrily 
at the tiny raised circle of his anus. "Ummmm...." she moaned deep in her 
throat from the rising excitement.


"You love that, don't you?" he asked.


"I-love it," she gasped, helpless now to control her unleashed passion.


She took his cock in her hand and then slowly, gently drew his balls into 
her mouth and sucked lightly, running her tongue over them as his hips began 
to rise and fall with his mounting excitement. Then the tip of her tongue 
fluttered up and down the length of the hotly pulsing prick, wetting it 
thoroughly. She tilted it toward her and began to lick all over the huge, 
bulbous head, running her tongue under the loose foreskin, circling the base 
of the head teasingly as though she had done this thousands of times before. 
She heard him groan, and felt the pressure of his hand with her soft, 
moistly sucking lips and rotated it a little in, then letting it almost slip 
from the skilled lips before capturing it again with a slurring wet sucking 
sound.


"Okay, gulp it down, honey," he said.


Eagerly, Jackie plunged her head down the full length of it, tongue 
swirling, cheeks drawing in as she sucked deeply. She buried the heavily 
throbbing prick in her salivating mouth all the way down to the base, 
feeling it work by her tonsils, almost gagging but controlling her throat 
muscles, loving the feel of it deep in there.


"Aah! Aah! Aah!" she gasped each time her head came up. She breathed through 
her nose, keeping the sucking lips clasped tightly around their prey. Her 
tongue and mouth and lips worked together on the heavily pulsing hardness 
and she squeezed his balls, wanting to make him cum, squirt his load of 
semen deep into her belly the way Milt had done.


"Not so quick, honey. Make it last for both of us," he cautioned.


Slowly she raised her head, letting the glistening length of his prick slide 
momentarily from her expertly working mouth. She licked her lips and nodded. 
She, too, didn't want it to end quickly. She breathed deeply for a minute, 
the firm cones of her breasts rising and falling, and she combed her hair 
back with her fingers. Then, when she thought he'd had time to subside, she 
bent over him again and this time she used her mouth slowly, barely sucking, 
just letting the massiveness of him fill the hot moist cavern between her 
facial cheeks, getting him hard again and keeping him there. Her jaw began 
to tire slightly, but she didn't mind. She wanted to see if she could make 
herself cum hard this way. She worked on him, eyes closed now, imagining 
everything erotic she had ever seen or heard of. The deeper he went into her 
throat, the .more it turned her on. She absorbed the prick to the base and 
began to work it around deeper in her throat, letting it slide slipperily 
over her softly giving palate. She felt the fire beginning to burn deep in 
her loins, and slowly increased the speed of her greedily sucking mouth.


It was like stirring a furnace with a poker of flesh. The sensation spread 
like boiling lava through her suddenly hotly exploding belly. Sher jerked 
her head away momentarily, gasping words.


"I'm cumming! Oh, God, I'm cummiinng!"


Then she closed her mouth down over his cock again, sucking madly, working 
her head while her fingers wormed deeply up in his anus and the explosion 
began. She wanted to cry out, but to do that she would have had to take the 
wild, sweet cock from between her lips, so she expressed herself with wild 
twitchings and writhings of her body that went on and on and on....


The wave passed, leaving her weak, his prick still deep in her mouth, still 
hard, still undrained. She lay immobile while the incredible sensation of 
cumming diminished, then began to suck him in earnest again.


Suddenly she became aware that Milt was no longer in the chair. He was on 
the bed behind her, kneeling, his cock ready and hard again.


"Raise your ass up a little more, Mrs. Carmichael," he said harshly. "Don't 
stop sucking ... getting fucked from behind while you're sucking cock will 
turn you on even more."


She had neither the will nor desire to resist.


Instinctively, she kneeled up higher to expose her naked buttocks more 
readily to him and reached back and found the rigid shaft of his cock and 
guided it to the moistly throbbing lips of her cunt. She bucked back as the 
hugely pulsating head parted the thinly curling strands of her pubic hair 
and slithered wetly up inside. Milt poised his body, then, gripping her by 
the sensously twisting curves of her hips, drove his cock to its fullest 
depth in her helplessly upturned cunt, filling her as she had never been 
filled before. She gasped and twitched the smoothly rounded cheeks of her 
ass back at his pelvis, beginning to rotate them, trying to get the 
magnificent hardness of his cock up inside her belly, if possible.


Her mouth still deeply filled, seh began to fuck the two men with both ends 
of her body, as Milt's fingers slid under her belly and found the dampened 
little bud of her clitoris and squeezed demandingly, rubbing, driving her 
wild. She slid her lips up on the rigidly throbbing cock in her mouth until 
only the hot, slick head remained within her lips, then began to suck and 
lick at it like an oversized banana in a hungry child's mouth.


"Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me!" she gasped, humping her ass back wildly at 
the driving cock in her cunt while she slobbered and slaved over the one 
between her hungrily demanding lips, lashing it wildly with her tongue, 
sucking, nibbling. "Fuck ... fuck ME!"....


Ten minutes later they were dressed and gone. Jackie pulled a robe around 
her and quickly set the house straight, removing all evidence that they had 
been there. Then she turned out the lights and slid into bed. She knew it 
was her imagination, but she could smell the heavy musky scent of cum all 
over the place, theirs and hers, mixed and mingled together in a lewd 
reminder of the obscene adultery she had committed for the first time in her 
life with Mike.


... But was it the first time for Mike? That's what bothered her as she slid 
into bed and lay in the dark. Had her failure to satisfy him sexually made 
him look for other women to satisfy that most basic of human needs?


CHAPTER FIVE


Jackie didn't hear her husband slip into bed that night, but she did have a 
vague stirring of suspicion when, just before sunrise, she snuggled up close 
to his sweet smelling body and let her hand trail down to the vee of his 
legs. Caressingly, her warm palm closed around his soft penis. Her eyes flew 
open like shudders-it was soft, but damp, too. So the men were right! Mike 
had been making love to someone down at the club.


There was to be no more sleep for Jackie that day. Her frustration at being 
unable to arouse her satiated husband was in itself enough to assure this. 
She drew the covers down and gazed at the limp curve of his flaccid cock 
which responded to nothing she could do with her hand. She wanted to slide 
down on the bed and draw it into her salivating mouth, work on it until it 
was long and thick and hard as she knew it could be, practice her new-found 
delicious skill.


But that was the last thing she wanted to do. She loved Mike, that was 
undebated. She'd married him knowing his job involved much contact with 
women, very beautiful women who enjoyed nothing better than showing off 
their bodies. Never had she suspected him of actually making love to any of 
those waitresses and dancers. Though she had never pressed him for the 
truth, she had suspected Mike of having an affair with Mona, whose job it 
was to keep the girls in line. It seemed almost natural: they worked 
together, had for the past three years; they had the same objective in their 
work, and Mona reeked of sex, though Jackie was loathe to admit it. Could 
Mike have been that frustrated? Would he willingly trade a night in bed with 
his wife, for the cheap thrills of Mona's lewd company?


Jackie did some fast soul searching in those early morning hours. She licked 
her swollen lips with her warm tongue, a slow smile awakening on her face as 
the lingering taste of male semen came to life from the moisture of her 
tongue. It was reminder enough of last night's orgy. Good God, she thought, 
sitting up bolt upright in bed. I'm no less adulterous for letting two 
strange men into my house and letting them have their ways with me! At least 
Mike had the decency to have his affair away from home. Was this what being 
sexually open meant? Having affairs on the side with no motive other than 
pure pleasure ... Tasting a stranger's cum in your mouth the next morning 
and not knowing his name ... Waking up in the morning and wanting to suck 
your husband into wakeful consciousness? If that was indeed the truth, she 
was an infant again! She was as innocent and morally unscathed as a two year 
old baby. Suddenly, Jackie felt a great sense of relief. There was no guilt, 
no shame at having made love to two strange men who'd come into her house 
under the guise of wanting to speak with her husband. No remorse, only 
gratitude for a lesson in loosening inhibitions and fears. Maybe, if she 
could learn more about sex, she could please Mike so that he wouldn't have 
to look for satisfaction away from home. By upbringing and her own nature 
she was a shy, reserved human being. She had been raised in a quiet, 
up-state New York town where everyone knew the affairs of everyone else. 
There were no secrets, no excuses. You lived your life, made mistakes, and 
paid for those mistakes, but everyone was equal. No one was above question. 
And that's the way she chose to carry on her marriage, too. Honestly, 
accepting the responsibility for her actions and making the best of her 
mistakes.


It had been her mistake not to open herself to the idea or oral lovemaking, 
and it had been her fault that Mike had to go elsewhere for it. Then, too, 
there was the matter of the unaccounted for $50 a week she'd been spending. 
Mike had been kind enough to not question her, but $200 a month was a lot to 
pay for learning to do something that should have come naturally.


Armed with these resolutions and feeling a great relief at what could have 
amounted to a monotonous pain of guilt over her actions the night before, 
she let her hand slip down to the warm cave under the covers and search for 
the softness of Mike's flaccid penis.


He woke up this time. With a deep rattle in his throat, he didn't open his 
eyes; instead, he instinctively rolled over on his back, his eyelids 
fluttering under the temptation to open his eyes, and fumbled with the lace 
yoke of Jackie's nightgown pulling it down to expose her warm breasts.


She felt his hands cupping her breasts, sliding down her flanks, closing on 
the softly curved melons of her buttocks as he probed under her sleep-warm 
body. He flipped off the covers and slipped to his knees before she had time 
to kiss him on the lips. His arms went around her, drawing her close. His 
mouth trailed over the swell of her belly, as he held up her pale pink 
nightie with one hand. His tongue flicked around the triangle of softly 
growing pubic hair, sending shivers of delight through her young body. Its 
tip drove toward the pulsing pink slit and unconsciously she shifted, 
parting her legs as his hot breath caused the outer lips of her cunt to 
swell in anticipation. Then, abruptly, he said, "I'm going to lick you down 
there, Jackie." She sensed an air of impatient need in his voice but this 
time she wouldn't deny him.


Unprotesting, she allowed herself to be pulled down prone on the bed. She 
hoped that none of the scent which the two strangers had left remained, then 
rationalized that any odors that might be there, her husband would attribute 
to himself and the musk he'd carried home from Mona. He pressed her back and 
began kissing her, sliding his tongue deep into her mouth. She sucked and 
drew on it and her hand went to his thickening prick, stroking it lightly, 
deftly, playing with the loose foreskin, feeling the velvet surface of the 
blood-engorged head and the drop of moisture that was forming at the little 
mouth in its tip. She sighed and undulated her body as his fingers found the 
moistening lips of her pussy and parted them, seeking the clitoris.


Then his avidly nibbling mouth was moving, closing on first one bare breast 
and then the other, while his tongue swirled at the rising nipples and his 
teeth nibbled their tenderly. Her legs closed tight on his probing hand, 
squeezing in passion and the darkening lips of her cunt began pulsing, 
opening to the skilled invasion of his fingers.


"Uuuuh ... uuuhhh!!" She thrust up against him, hands tangling in his hair 
as his head moved slowly downward over her body. "Oooh ... yesss!"


Her legs parted wide, offering him a feast of her nakedly exposed cunt. He 
hesitated, unable to believe this was happening. Then he moved, kneeling 
between her sweat-damp thighs, his moist mouth moving up her most sensitive 
flesh, the tip of his tongue tracing tiny circles on it as with his thumbs 
he pressed outward and parted the thinly hair-lined lips Of her pussy and 
stared at the pink, wetly pulsating inner walls.


She could stand the sensation no longer. With a soft cry, she captured his 
head in her hands and drew it downward as her pelivs surged up to the 
descending mouth. The flat of his tongue licked hotly at her inner cuntal 
lips, and then it swirled, snake-like, deep int the eagerly waiting passage 
and his lips fastened tightly to the moist naked flesh. His head rose and 
fell with the spasmodic undulations of her body as her thighs went tight 
around his face and she whimpered with passion. His tongue withdrew 
momentarily from her tightly clenching cunt and sought then the tiny, erect 
bud of her clitoris and lashed it furiously and soft slurping sounds filled 
the room as he greedily Sucked the rising excited sexual juices which flowed 
freely from within her trembling body.


"Aaah ... aaahh! My Goddd!!!" Jackie gasped, rolling on the bed, alternately 
opening her legs wide, then clenching them fast to the rhythmically bobbing 
head of her husband as his skilled mouth brought her to a rising pitch of 
ecstasy. "Mmmike ... MIKE, oh God, MMMIIIKKE!"


Her fingers cupped his cum-slick face and she rubbed it over her cunt while 
his lips and tongue continued to tantalize her. She reached for his 
rock-hard cock, but couldn't get it in her hand. She was beginning to cum, 
reaching a high peak of lust, feeling herself flowing, knowing he was 
licking and sucking as fast as her young, wild body released its 
love-fluids. Her mind began drifting and she thought of Liza's oral 
lovemaking. It had been marvelous, and had taught her to accept, but this 
was different. This was a man, her man. She had to concede that Liza's mouth 
was more skilled, more gentle, but she had heard it was that way with a 
woman-that only a woman could really be exquisite with her tongue. A man, no 
matter how hard he tried, still had the distraction of his male cock waiting 
impatiently below.


And now, within minutes, it would be up to her to do something about her 
husband's rampant cock. As one final orgasm shook her, she felt herself 
being drained, knew that her time had come. She cried out, a long, 
trembling, wild sound, let her nakedly thrashing young body have its will as 
her husband's tongue drove her to a final wild peaking. Then she went limp, 
falling back on the bed, arms and legs sprawled wide. She was gasping, her 
lips working like a fish's mouth, as he crawled up beside her and took her 
in his hard-muscled arms. She began to kiss and lick her cum from his mouth 
and face.


"Oh, wow," he whispered. "I knew it could be that way. Didn't I try to tell 
you?"


"Oh, you were right, darling," she whispered. "It's fantastic She couldn't 
tell him his was not the first mouth that had touched her cunt.


She thought quickly. Now was the time to get it all out in the open, but in 
such a way as to maintain the sexual feelings running like a hot wire 
between them. She had to have an explanation, because what she had let him 
do was too out of character for the shy, blonde wife. It was too sudden a 
change. When Mike's passion had cooled, he would begin to think. She had to 
forestall that.


In that moment, she decided to gamble.


"I wanted to," she whispered, kissing him tenderly. "For a long time I 
wanted to. But I couldn't let myself. Then-" she looked him squarely in the 
eyes, "-I realized you were doing it with other women. That it was something 
you have to do. I was afraid of losing you. I finally talked to a woman. I 
could have gone to a male therapist, but I thought...."


"You what?"


"I took $50 out of the allowance you give me, and I went to a therapist-a 
sex therapist to talk about my problem. She told me I should learn to 
experience the joys of sex...."


Jackie lay there prone on the bed, her nightgown pulled up to her navel, her 
right breast hanging over the elastic casing of the lace yolk ... watching 
her husband's pupils dilate.


"Wait a minute. Wait a minute," he said, shaking his head in disbelief. "Let 
me get this straight. You went to a sex therapist because you knew I was out 
making it with other chicks?"


"That's right ... And I don't feel bad about you doing that because 
obviously I wasn't satisfying you by just letting you fuck me. Anyway, Liza 
told me I should take you in the mouth and that I would love it."


"I like this therapist. What's her name?"


"Liza Tyrell ... she has a very nice office over on Jackson and third 
and...."


Mike supressed a chuckle. Christ, Liza Tyrell had really made it if she was 
off the streets teaching sex behind closed doors. Maybe she was getting old; 
that happens to whores faster than to anybody else. He told his wife nothing 
of what was going on in his mind. "Baby, I want to do it ... for us...." 
Jackie kissed him deeply on the mouth, sliding her tongue between his lips, 
and the pressure of her young, trembling body turned onto his back. Her hand 
closed on the rigid staff of his cock and began to pump it slowly, peeling 
the foreskin back. She could feel the stickiness of the cum which had seeped 
from it while he had been tongue-fucking her to orgasm. She bent over him, 
her lips soft and hot and wet, and began to kiss his body, sending hr tongue 
on a sensuous path over the hard muscle ridges of his chest and belly. She 
knelt by his hips and slowly lifted his cock. Then, lips quivering in lewdly 
rising excitement, she bent and kissed the swollen, glistening head. She 
heard him sigh and knew it would be all right.


Tentatively her tongue slid out, over the velvety roundness. She knew he was 
bigger than either of the two men. She licked slowly down the length of the 
staff to the base and then around the balls, enveloping them one at a time 
in the wet, warm cavern of her mouth, then moved upward, along the 
underside, her lips closing in little, wet kisses as the tip of her tongue 
teased hotly round the ridge at the base of the head and circled it until it 
glistened and she could taste the strong masculine flavor of him. His hands 
cupped her head, fingers tangling in the blonde, curling mass of her hair.


Her lips parted wide and closed on the lustfully throbbing tip and she 
sucked him wetly and warmly up inside over the ovaly contoured top of her 
hotly licking tongue.


"Aaahhh!" he whispered softly, all of the concerns of a hellish four days at 
work relieved now.


Tongue swirling, she drew his rampant cock deeper into her avidly working 
lips, lowering her head slowly, measuring it, loving the hot, throbbing 
length of it as it probed around in the hot, wet cavern of her mouth. She 
sucked hard and drew back, tongue wrapping itself around the tumescently 
pulsating hardness. She shifted slightly, changing the angle of her head so 
as to absorb more of him, and began to run her head up and down in long, 
slowly deepening strokes, drawing deeply on her husband's wildly excited 
cock, meeting the involuntary undulations of his hips and pelvis that, with 
each movement, drove deeper into her mouth until the smooth rubbery head was 
pushing past her tonsils, deep into the warmly compressing confines of her 
throat. She started to gag, then caught herself and controlled the spasm. 
Finally, with one determined plunge of her head, seh had taken all of him. 
He was buried to the base of her mouth. She lay unmoving for a few minutes, 
adjusting to the foreign presence. Then, with a wild, twisting, bobbing, 
tongue-thrashing movement, she began to suck him eagerly. Little purring 
sounds came deep from her throat, and her fingers closed around the hairy 
sack of his semen-heavy balls. She worked her finger deep into the open 
crevice of his buttocks and probed the tight, circular little ring of his 
anus, feeling him tremble and hearing him cry out softly.


His hands were massaging her bobbing head, drawing on the curls of her hair. 
She had found the rhythm and with each stroke, she drew back until only the 
hotly pulsating head remained between her hungrily sucking lips, then dove 
forward, gulping all of him down while his hand parted her legs and played 
with her wetly dampened young


"I'm gonna cum, baby," he gasped.


She let his saliva glistening cock slide from her passion-heavy mouth and 
quickly slid up on the bed to kiss him wetly on the lips, letting him taste 
his own juices.


"Not yet," she whispered. "I feel like I can cum, too, if you hold off a 
little."


She was panting, short of breath. She knelt over him, slowly working his 
cock between her hands until she detected a slight softening, then bent to 
her task again. This time she confined herself to kissing and licking the 
heavily throbbing shaft for a long time, hardly taking it into her mouth, 
while she let her own sensations flow, felt the heat spreading through her 
belly and knew that she could make it with him. Then she engulfed the 
rigidly pulsating rod of flesh back in her mouth in earnest, tonguing and 
sucking furiously, twisting her head, feeling the length of it whip around 
the greedily gulping interior of her mouth until her husband was crying out 
raggedly, trying to hold down her wildly bobbing head while she drew on it 
ferociously and raked it with her tiny teeth. She began to tremble all over 
as her own orgasm began and she was savage, relentless in her sucking and 
tonguing until she felt it get even bigger and harder between her 
voraciously nibbling lips.


The quick, thick spurting of the heated white cum almost took her by 
surprise, and she had to swallow hard and fast to absorb it as the warm 
creamy jets of hot male liquid spilled wildly into her greedily sucking 
mouth. Her hand milked the spurting staff desperately and it was out-lined 
against the tightly compressed cheeks of her face as, after a long moment, 
the gushing ended and she felt it beginning to soften between her lips. Her 
head sank deep into his lap and she continued to suck and swallow it deep 
down in her belly until his balls were drained and there was no more he 
could give her.


Jackie sucked at the now soft, small cock until Mike drew her up on the bed 
to him. He kissed her deeply, drawing on her tongue and tasting the 
aftermath of his cum in her mouth, while her young body slowly came down 
from its peak, the tremors of her diminishing orgasm still making her breath 
come unevenly.


"Oh, my," he said finally. "What's the name of that woman therapist again? I 
think I want to thank her personally."


"Oh, no you don't!" teased Jackie. "You've got me, remember?"


"More of you than I ever had before," he sighed, satisfied. He reached for 
his cigarettes. "Smoke?"


"Yes-I think I will."


He lit two and handed her one. The lazy column of smoke swirled in the air 
and he balanced a big ashtray on his flat, hard-muscled stomach. His free 
hand moved slowly down to her still, passion-swollen pussy lips and fingered 
them lightly.


"So you've been seeing a therapist, right?"


"That's right. Any complaints?"


"Complaints? Shit! That was fantastic."


"Better than what you get down at the club?" she said without thinking.


Mike snickered noncomittally and took a long pull on his cigarette. "Yeah," 
he said at last.


Jackie was not too bothered that her husband had had other women frequently. 
She had known he was a randy guy when she married him. But she felt 
confident in knowing that all the women he had known and would know, she was 
the one he would come home to and really love. With the others it would be a 
physical thing. The fact that he had repeatedly refused to give up his 
low-paying job to sell dope and pander women, was proof enough. She was no 
strange to the goings on down at the club. Jackie had listened to her 
husband on the telephone too many times to know his involvement had been 
nothing other than straight. He had a job to do, and he did it, indulging 
only when necessary in the side benefits-like Mona, for instance. She knew 
that no woman, no matter how skilled and abandoned with her body, would take 
him away. So, what hurt was involved she had buried deep within her, 
resolving never to think of it or to make an issue of it.


And, with an honesty rare in a woman, she had admitted to herself that her 
previous reluctance in certain areas of sex had been her fault, not his. 
Certainly Mike had always been both a skillful and considerate lover. God 
knew he could have forced his cock into her mouth, as that stranger had done 
last night. But rather than do that to her, he had gone to other women he 
knew for this kind of relief. Well, she thought with a faint smile, I don't 
think he's going to go back to Mona. But if there was one thing, one quality 
about Mike that his blonde headed wife did not understand, it was double 
standard. He liked his women sultry and wanton, but his wife had to be prim 
and shy. That she refused to understand.


"Liza ... that's the name of my therapist...." Mike coughed to camouflage 
his chuckle, thinking how coincidental it was that his wife should pick out, 
from all the names in the phonebook, the one woman who'd taught his 
part-time girl friend to fuck in the ass! It was too preposterous for words.


"What's so funny?" asked Jackie, sitting up on her elbows.


"Nothin," he answered with a straight face.


"Do you even care to hear? I mean if it's not important we can talk about 
something else."


"No, please continue."


"She told me that what you wanted to do was natural-and that it could be 
very good for both of us. I didn't believe her at first, because of what my 
mother did to support us when we were kids and Daddy was killed in the war. 
I didn't think love made any difference, but she me that it was different 
with a man you love."


"But how did you learn so fast?"


Jackie drew in a lungful of smoke, buying time. Should she tell him? No. 
"She told me just how to do it," Jackie went on. "You know how to use my 
lips and tongue and sense what you would like me to do next. I thought about 
it a long time, and decided I would try." She stubbed out her cigarette and 
ran her fingers through her long, blonde hair. "And I guess it was just 
instinctive, that's all," she conceded with a hidden smirk.


"You're great with your mouth, baby," Mike conceded.


Yes, he thought. She sure as hell is. He said nothing. Instead, he puffed on 
the last drag of the cigarette and left his mind wander. He thought that 
Jackie had been more than a neophite at cocksucking. Christ, she was a 
goddamned expert! He knew from long experience of being around whores at the 
club that sucking a prick was an art which took a lot of learning in almost 
all cases. But Jackie's tongue had done its job to perfection. She had never 
let him feel the raking of her teeth, except as a light, momentary 
titillation. She had alternated deep sucking with gently letting his cock 
slip in and out of her tightly puckered lips, so as to bring him to the 
point of cumming and then keeping him there so long he was ready to cry out 
with the need for instant release, and then not draining him unil he had 
reached the ultimate peak and couldn't have held back another second.


Yes, she had been unbelievably good. He couldn't let his suspicious mind 
wander. Jackie broke his reverie for him.


"How are things goin' down at the club since that girl. What was her name 
... Janet? ... was beaten up? Any idea who did it?" She rolled over onto her 
side, resting her head in the cup of her palm.


"Naw. No idea who got her." He paused long enough to stub out his cigarette 
and pick up the ashtray from its precariously balanced perch, and set it 
next to the clock on the bedside table. He slipped his hands behind his head 
and stared up at the ceiling. "I'm about ready to get out of the business, 
Jackie. I've just about had it."


"Yeah? How come?" Mike had always loved his work, loved it too much. 
Sometimes he wouldn't come home until three or four in morning, walking 
around the lushly furbished emptiness, dreaming of what he would do with the 
club if it belonged to him. No pandering, no dope dealing. It would take 
money and time and he had been saving.


"I'm tired of the whole goddamned mess." Mike shook his head and sighed 
exasperatedly. This whole business with Janet getting herself messed up is 
going to blow the lid off the kettle. I don't know, maybe it's a good 
thing."


"How's that?" asked Jackie, toying with a strand of hair, concentrating on 
her husband's concern.


"Mona suspects Janet was turning some tricks on her own and got busted with 
her hands too far above the belt. Seems she tried to rip him off of his 
watch and wedding ring. But it doesn't make any difference now if the press 
finds out about it and decides to sensationalize. The public's got a short 
memory and no patience. Once they get wind of what's going on in the club, 
they won't care if it had a damned good reputation for the past twenty 
years." His raspy voice revealed the tension, the strain of the past four 
days.


"What about if you were to catch the man who did it? Do you have any leads?" 
asked Jackie, sharing her husband's dilemma.


"Oh, hell. We have an idea what happened, but Christ, we can't call in any 
cops." He ran his strong fingers through his thick dark hair and stroked his 
forehead.


"Who?" Jackie flopped over on her stomach and pulled her nightie up to cover 
her bare breast.


"Mona found a card lying on the floor next to Janet. Seems the guy must have 
gotten drunk and made another date with her. Probably later found his ring 
and watch gone and followed her, then nailed her." Mike reached for the 
ashtray and his cigarettes, and pulled the sheet up to cover his naked 
stomach. "The business card was from a local place here-called Bettel 
Corporation. We'll hang onto it in case the cops come in."


"Mmm," purred Jackie, reaching out to remove the unlit cigarette from her 
husband's mouth "I think you need a hug."


Mike pulled his wife down to his chest, stroking her baby soft hair. "Youre' 
a hell of a woman, Then he thought of Mona and how different Jackie and Mona 
were: Mona, brassy and open sexually; Jackie, reserved and gentle. And 
Mona's suggestion came to mind. Sodomzing his wife was a sweet idea, but he 
had some strong doubts. So far as he knew, Jackie had no idea that such 
things happened between men and women. It had taken him much too long just 
to get his cock in her mouth and his tongue in her pussy, but from his own 
experience, he thought that every woman at least knew about oral love, even 
if they didn't do it. But getting buggered, well that was a whole new route, 
and he knew not too many of them went for it, except, possibly, as a far out 
change from their normal sex life. Even the whores down at the club would 
turn that trick, and then they charged extra.


CHAPTER SIX


Two hours later Milton Berry and his executive vice president, Sam Haggarty, 
sat sipping office-percolated coffee from styrofoam cups. The secretary 
slipped in unnoticed, set the morning's mail on the corner of the 
president's desk, next to his gold-plated name sign. Both men had had their 
backs to the silent intruder and turned in time to see her sleek black 
sheathed form disappear through the doorway. Fortunate too, for their 
conversation was not intended for virgin ears....


"You really think we got her, huh?" smirked Sam confidently. He shook his 
head and snickered. "Jesus, what a pair of lips that dame's got. Mike can't 
be too goddamned bright if he's leaving that hunk of dynamite home alone."


Milton slurped his coffee and, with a handkerchief from his breast pocket, 
dabbed at a spill that smeared, the plaid of his necktie. His double chin 
drooped over his starched shirt collar and his usual unctuous voice was 
muffled under the strain of his labor. "Yeah, she sure as hell knows how to 
give a guy a blow job." Milton's belly rose and fell with a deep chuckle. 
"With those photos she sure as hell isn't gonna think twice if we ask for 
more...."


Sam sat up straight, his smirk growing into a lewder grin. "What you got in 
mind, Milt?" He sat on the edge of his chair now.


"Just like I say. She's got the most beautiful ass I've seen in a hell of a 
long time, and I plan to get some before I'm too damned old to get it up 
anymore. Wanna go out with a bang, if you know what I mean." Milt refolded 
the soiled hankerchief, folding the stain inside, and stuffed it back into 
his pocket, and patted it flat.


"You mean you want to ... fuck her in the ass?" Sam sounded doubtful. 
"Jesus, maybe I'm gullible, but I believe her when she said she'd never 
sucked a cock before. So she did it, and was a damned good sport, too. But 
fucking her in the ass ... I don't know...."


"She'll fuckin' love it, I know those proud cunts." The president of Bettel 
Corporation took another slurp of his coffee, winced, and said, "What you 
say we give the little lady a call? Or are you man enough to take another 
whack at it?"


* * *


"No! Absolutely not! I will not see you or your friend again, and no, I 
didn't think you had the most beautiful cock I've ever seen," Jackie said 
sharply into the phone, and an involuntary twitching in her loins at the 
sound of Milton Berry's voice. "If you bother me anymore, I'm going to call 
my husband."


"No you won't, Mrs. Carmichael," Milt said confidently. "I only want to get 
everything clearly understood, pretty girl. We've made those photos into a 
film-so you know where you stand. His voice sounded scornful and 
incriminating. "You wouldn't want him to see them, now would you?"


"You bastard," spat the blonde haired wife, defiantly. It was not her habit 
to swear.


"I don't know how you can say that after the good time the three of us had 
together. Now, I want you to meet my friend and me for drinks tonight after 
work. Nothing dangerous about it, hon. We'll meet you at the Hotel 
Darlington in the bar. They've got a good little combo down there on Friday 
nights. Oh, and bring a friend if you like. There's only one thing better 
than a threesome, and that's a four-some," he chuckled at his own vile humor 
and hung up.


"I think you blew it," said Sam, his smirk now faded to a pale grimace.


"What the hell you talkin' about, Sam? We'll have a couple a drinks to get 
her loosened up and take a room for the night. Christ, if we treat her like 
a lady, she'll----"


He stopped as the vice president waved a sheet of paper before his face. 
"Better read this first."


Milton Berry snatched the letter from his vice president's hands and leaned 
back in his plush leather executive chair, his jaws working nervously as he 
read.


"Ah, shit," he grunted at last, massaging his temples with his pudgy 
fingers. "Wouldn't you just know it? The fuckin' bastard decided to do the 
deal anyway." He threw the letter down on the desk among the pile of Bettel 
Corp. addresses and sighed with tension. For a silent moment, he stared out 
the window over the city's skyline and chewed on his thumbnail.


"I only read the first line about his finding the contract in his attache 
case and wanting to do the deal. He say anything about the girl who rolled 
him for his watch and wedding ring?" Sam drummed his fingers nervously on 
the arm of his chair and crossed his legs to shift positions. Unlike the 
president of the corporation, Sam was far leaner and his buttocks was 
silently reminding him of that fact.


"Says he figures it was his fault for getting so drunk, and that he 
contacted his home office in Minneapolis and they want to go ahead and do 
the deal."


Sam wrinkled up his patrician nose. "That makes sense. They wouldn't be too 
pleased if they knew a employee of theirs was out getting drunk and laid 
while he's supposed to be doing business." The observation seemed to relieve 
some of the tension in the room; they had the solace of knowing all was not 
lost.


"You believe this?" Milt held up the letter and chuckled, shaking his head. 
"'. ... As for my wedding ring and watch, I will not hold you personally 
responsible. It was due to my own negligence that the watch was lifted, 
though it holds great sentimental value for me. I can accept it's loss. 
However, my wife will never understand how I managed to loose both. 
Therefore, I would appreciate it if your company would absorb the loss of my 
ring by having another made (same description, same diamond carat).' "


* * *


Within minutes of the time her blackmailers had contacted her Jackie was on 
the telephone to her sex therapist asking for help.


"Just a minute, Mrs. Carmichael," a sweet voice apologized. "Miss Tyrell is 
with a patient. Can I tell her to call you when she's through?"


"Please," Jackie set the receiver back on its cradle with trembling fingers, 
her heart pounding in her chest.


Not certain she had done the right thing by contacting her therapist, she 
poured herself a shot of scotch to bolster her courage. What would Liza 
think of her predicament, and what could the woman do to help her? After the 
first shot, she felt more confident, and after the second had burned its way 
down her gullet, she knew she'd done the right thing. Liza had already saved 
her marriage, and maybe she could do something about her honor, too.


The telephone burrrrred on its cradle and Jackie lunged for it. The 
mellifluous voice of Liza Tyrell, sounding confident and calm as usual 
flowed over the phone. "What's the problem, Jackie? I thought everything was 
going very well for you."


"It is. Too well...."


She explained the situation, sparing no details and was shocked at the lack 
of exclamation as Liza said matter-of-factly. "Let me go with you. They said 
for you to bring a friend, right?"


"Yes, but isn't that a little above the call of duty? I mean it's not like 
they're Robert Redfords or anything like that. God, one is fat and the other 
skinny. Not exactly attractive," she said, almost apologetically.


"That's okay, baby. Hang tight and I'll pick you up. What time?"


"Six."


"Good. Now just remember: if they should call back, don't get riled, don't 
call them names. Play it cool. I have an idea we can settle this 
painlessly."


The therapists' reassurance brightened the young woman's spirits as she 
poured herself another scotch up neat and set it on the rim of the tub as 
she ran her bathwater.


At precisely six o'clock, a blue convertible pulled up outside of the 
Carmichael's house and the therapist jumped out, her arms laden with a box.


Jackie was dressed and ready when she opened the door to let Liza in.


"Hello, Jackie," said Liza cheerfully. "I've got a box full of tricks here. 
Call it Pandora's box if you want." She set it on the sofa and sat down 
beside


"Can I offer you something to drink, Liza?" The blonde haired housewife felt 
self-conscious with her therapist in her own home. It hadn't been that way 
at the office, because that was a neutral place where she felt free to speak 
the truth and let her body speak freely, too. Too freely, she thought now 
seeing her female lover sitting in the same place where Jackie had made love 
to her husband several times while watching television. Somehow the change 
in characters made the young wife feel separated from herself and what she 
knew to be her role in life-a shy, modest housewife with no children and no 
profession. She shuddered involuntarily and camouflaged the horror of her 
predicament by a timely turn of the head. "A beer maybe?" She said abruptly.


"No thank you, darling. I've brought a few refreshments with me...." She 
reached into the box and pulled out a bottle and held it up for Jackie to 
inspect. "It's fine stuff. Got it in Mexico last time I was in Acapulco. 
I've used it on patients who claim they have no sexual urges," she laughed. 
"I know there's a damiano in it, and there's a lot more. Something the 
Indians down there get from the mescal buttons. A mellow dope, nothing 
heavy. It's not going to get you drunk, and it's not an aphrodisiac-if you 
want the truth, there's no such thing, but there are drinks which will make 
you lose your inhibitions, and baby, now is the time to loose yours. This 
will make you feel kind of sexy, and right now that's what you need."


Jackie winced and rested her forehead on the door jam in a mock feint. "Oh, 
how did I get into this, anyway?"


"Come sit by me, baby and have a sip of this." She held out a small glass of 
the liquid and watched as Jackie made a face as she sipped.


She wrinkled up her perky nose. She tried again; the taste was not so bad 
this time, and whatever was in it was certainly relaxing.


"And now to get you super relaxed, a little Columbian gold should set you 
straight in no time." Jackie watched in awe as her sex therapist pulled out 
a celephane baggie from the box and a pack of wheat straw rolling papers, 
and expertly sprinkled a few pinches of the marijuana into the paper and 
rolled it up. She licked it to seal the paper, then brushed her hands clean. 
"There. Now a match and we're about ready."


Jackie, who had smoked at parties in the past, picked up a match from the 
end table supply that sat handy in a decorated box and struck it. She took 
the slender cigarette and carefully lit it, drawing the smoke deep into her 
lungs, holding it. When she breathed again, she said, "This is really good 
stuff."


"I knew you'd need some relaxing and some advice, Jackie. That's why I'm 
here."


"But why would you want to help me out of this stupid predicament? God, it's 
almost embarrassing!"


Liza smiled and rested the palm of her hand on Jackie's knee. "Listen, 
honey," she said thickly. "I've had my dealings with men in the past." The 
therapist looked into her patient's puzzled eyes. "This wasn't my first 
profession." Liza paused. "You've been so honest with me, I feeel I've been 
holding out on you. I used to be a whore...." She broke off to accept the 
joint from Jackie's fingers.


"You what?"


"You heard me, baby. I used to turn tricks, and believe me, if you want to 
learn about men, just try charging for it."


"God, you don't seem like a ... a woman ... of the ... streets to me!" 
blurted Jackie, somewhat awed and confused.


Liza laughed. "It's not the way it used to be; I mean the profession is at 
least recognized, but I got tired of being busted and decided to approach 
the subject from a more professional point of view."


Jackie wasn't certain she comprehended the difference, but nodded 
understandingly anyway. She took another sip of the drink. The strong 
marijuana was making itself felt, too. Whatever the case, she was no longer 
nervous. She took another sip, this time emptying the glass, and then a long 
pull on the joint. She smiled and murmured, "Ummmm...."


"The reason you were frightened of these men is because you're used to being 
protected, and there was nobody to protect you when that man showed up and 
told you to suck his cock. You sucked him off. No big deal, but I've a 
suspicion you liked it. You have a fantastically sensuous mouth, Jackie."


Reticently, Jackie smiled. "You think we could have another joint? It's 
making me feel more relaxed."


Liza needed no urging to roll another joint. She drew on the pungent acrid 
smoke and handed it to Jackie. Time was slowing down for Jackie, and so were 
her inhibitions.


"As for the photos, don't worry. We find out his name and threaten to call 
his wife. That simple. There's no man alive who will risk his wife finding 
out for the sake of a couple of cheap photographs."


"You sure of that?" Jackie giggled, feeling euphoric now.


"I'd be willing to bet. The name of the sex game is please. Please him and 
there's nothing you won't be able to get out of him. That's why I'm going to 
dress you. Knock him out and he'll get clumsy and forget what he came for."


"What about Mike?" wailed Jackie. "God, if he ever finds out what I'm doing 
with two strangers ... I don't want to talk about it."


"Come on, now. Get that courage up. Trust me."


The staggering figure of lithe Jackie Carmichael rose off the couch and 
paused at the entrance to the hallway, flirtatiously crooking her finger, 
motioning for Liza to follow her to the bedroom. The marijuana and alcohol 
had taken their toll on her equilibrium.


Liza pulled the lustful looking garments from the box and followed the 
unsteady blonde down the hallway to the blue coolness of the bedroom. She 
laid the garment out on the bed and turned to Jackie. "I've brought 
something to help you get in the mood. How about slipping it on."


Jackie's mind was swirling. "I've ... never seen anything like that before!" 
She winced. "I don't think I can wear that, Liza. I know you went to a lot 
of trouble to bring it, but...."


"You feel so good-so feminine-when you wear things like this," Liza said. 
"Let me dress you."


"Me? Oh, no! I couldn't," Jackie protested.


Jackie tried to protest, but couldn't. Docilely, she allowed her therapist 
to ease her out of her dress and underthings, and then stood motionless 
while the young therapist stripped her naked.


She turned to see herself nude in the mirrors of her dressing table, and she 
found herself admiring her body, with the slender legs, the tiny waist 
rising from the rich swell of her hips and buttocks, the full, ripe spheres 
of her breasts with the nipples unaccountably erect and tender to the touch.


"First, the sheer black opera hose with the garter belt," Liza said. "Let me 
help you."


Jackie had never worn a garter belt. She stood as Liza fastened it in place 
and then obediently sat on the, edge of the bed and drew the long, sheer 
hose up the sleek curves of her legs and smoothed up the fabric over her 
burning skin. They came high on her thighs, almost to the darkly curling 
pubic hair that covered her cunt. She fumbled with the snaps until Liza 
dropped to her knees beside her.


"You haven't had much experience with this," Liza said. Her hands stroked 
Jackie's legs, getting the snaps of the elastic garters. "So lovely. You teh 
snaps of the elastic garters. "So lovely. You should wear hose whenever you 
can-it'll drive your husband wild."


Then, without warning, her head moved forward and down and her soft, 
sensuous mouth closed on Jackie's cunt. Her tongue dipped into it, sought 
and found the tiny exposed clitoris and lashed it furiously. Jackie cried 
out softly and tried to escape, but Liza held her legs apart with strong 
hands and feasted hungrily on the young, innocent girl. Jackie's body tossed 
on the bed and her legs scissored, at first trying to get away, then 
opening, finally clasping the touseled head buried between them. She felt 
the explosion deep in her belly and her nakedly pierced cunt bucked up 
wildly against the devouring mouth even as her hands cupped the red head and 
drew it tighter between her wide held thighs She felt the flowing of the 
juices within her, knew they were spilling from her tantalized cunt into the 
wildly-gulping lips of the girl who knelt between her legs. She cried out 
and grasped her breasts and squeezed them until they hurt, and looking down 
she could see Liza's flushed face glistening with the whitish gleam of her 
cum. The euphoria of what she had had to drink and the marijuana cigarettes 
settled over her, and, feeling an all-consuming lassitude, allowed herself 
to be licked and sucked between her legs until the other girl was completely 
satiated, and lying weakly, trembling on her knees, between her widespread 
legs. She cradled the head that was buried in her crotch until Liza was able 
to rise and stand, swaying, glassy-eyed before her.


"I-I couldn't help it," Liza said. "Was it good for you?"


"Yes," Jackie whispered. "I loved it."


"I won't do that again. I promise."


"That's all right," said Jackie reassuringly.


"Well, we'd better finish dressing you," Liza replied. Then she held up the 
black corset-like garment known as a Merry Widow.


"My God, that's just like the one's the girls wear down at the club!"


"Where did you say Mike works? It's not the Countryman's Club by any 
chance...."


Jackie nodded silently. "You were a waitress down there? ... a dancer 
maybe?"


"Let's say I did a little of each, neither very well."


The garment fit Jackie like a second skin from the juncture of her breasts, 
squeezing her already-tiny waist in further, pushing her tip-tilted breasts 
up and out, leaving the nipples bare.


They were still tender with passion, from moments before, the nipples 
themselves pointing out, the aureoles surrounding them dark with the blood 
that pulsed through her veins. Jackie wondered if she might be a true 
lesbian, because she responded so quickly to the caress of a woman, and was 
so eager to return it. But, she realized, she was equally quick to respond 
to a man, even a man who was brutal as the stranger had been. She stood, 
trembling, while Liza adjusted the Merry Widow on her, then lifted first one 
foot and the other to step into the whispy panties with the convenient 
slits, feeling deliciously whorish. Liza rose from her knees slowly after 
putting high-heeled shoes on her feet, stopping to lingeringly kiss each 
full, tender breast. Jackie held the other girl's head and drew her face up, 
but as she was about to kiss her on the lips, Liza drew back, offering her 
cheek.


"Why did you pull back?"


"We don't have time, Jackie. We've got to get to the hotel to win back your 
honor."


* * *


By the time Liza and Jackie reached the hotel, Jackie was floating on a 
soft, sensuous cloud of her own. The stopped at the valet's station long 
enough to slip the man a tip and turn over the car to him to park. With the 
trench coat pulled around her slender body, Jackie slipped through the 
revolving door of the hotel lobby and waited for Liza who seemed to be more 
under control than the giggling blonde. Word had been left at the desk for 
Mrs. Carmichael to head directly for Room 1311. A primp, plump desk clerk 
slipped her the key, a look of suspicion on her age-lined face.


Taking her by the elbow, Liza guided Jackie down the hall to the elevator 
and waited for the doors to hiss open hydraulically. They got off on the 
thirteenth floor.


Milt answered the door with a drink in one hand, and a cigar in the other. 
"Well, hello. Good of you to be on time, Mrs. Carmichael. And I see you've 
brought a friend." He grinned appreciatively at the full bosomed therapist, 
smiling as she brushed past.


Sam was sitting on the bed pouring himself another shot of brandy. "Hello. 
Could I get you a drink?"


Both accepted.


There was no mention of photographs, no mention of money or black mail. But 
the small screen set up by the curtained windows did bring a conversation 
into action.


"Are we going to watch films of your last year's camping trip, or what?" 
Liza wanted to know, sitting cross-legged on the bed sipping her drink.


Milt, the spokesman for the two randies, laughed. "I hope you'll find it a 
bit more pleasing than that." Then, with the mere flicking of a few 
switches, the movie was projected on a screen. Causually, Milt and Sam 
undressed. Their cocks were not hard, and Jackie thought they must have been 
in this sort of situation before. With nods of heads and roving eyes, they 
switched places as if vying in for a seat in the game of "Musical Chairs." 
Milt took his place next to Jackie on the sofa, r while Sam held close to 
Liza on the bed.


Sam freshened their drinks and resumed his seat next to Liza, who showed no 
sign of resistance as the lean man slipped his fingers down the gaping neck 
of her wrap-around dress to seek out the spiked out nipples of her breasts.


Jackie sucked in her breath, expecting to see the image of herself on the 
flickering screen. In her shy dismay, her coat had gaped open, bringing a 
sigh of shock from Milt. "Jesus, baby. That's just about the sexiest thing 
I've ever seen on a woman. Stand up and let's have a look at that."


For some unspeakable reasons, Jackie did not flinch at the request ... nor 
did she protest. With a salacious grin, she stood up, opening the coat and 
dropping in to the floor. Three mouths ovaled in shocked appreciation. She 
slumped down on the sofa, all reservations and shyness dissipated, and did 
not protest as Milt drew her hand to his cock as the screen flickered. 
Automatically, she pumped it and rolled the slowly swelling head sensuously 
between her fingers. Her mind seemed to be far away. All she was conscious 
of was her body and the relentlessly rising desire building like a slow 
moving forest fire down between her thighs.


"Suck it a little," he ordered softly.


Without hesitation, she twisted on the sofa until she could reach the rising 
staff and encompass it with her lips. She did it in such a way that she 
could still see the action unrolling on the screen. In the picture, a 
beautiful young girl who couldn't have been past her teens was depicted in a 
car at a drive-in movie. Her dress was hiked up above her hips and the front 
was open, baring her" full, young, rosy breasts to the hands and lips of the 
boy who was pressing her back against the seat. The boy's pants were down 
around his knees and his cock was rigid and trembling as he tried to get it 
into the soft silken fur of the girl's cunt. She was pretending to resist, 
squirming to get away. Then the boy rose up in the seat, held her head and 
rubbed the head of his cock over her cheeks and against her full, sensuous 
lips. Gradually the lips parted and his cock slid into her opening mouth. He 
pumped it into her but she began to choke and managed to get her head away. 
The camera came in close on his prick. It glistened with the wetness of her 
mouth. Then they were arguing. The car was an Oldsmobile, with a wide 
armrest which could be pulled down to to divide the seats. With much kissing 
and fondling, he manipulated her across it belly-down, and then moved in 
behind her. She tried to fight him off as he pressed his weight down against 
her, spreading her legs and buttocks wide, pressing the swollen head of his 
long, stiff cock against the tiny puckered anus. Then he lunged forward, and 
the huge tip pushed past the tightness of her sphincter muscle. The camera 
came in close on her face, registering the shock and surprise she felt at 
the penetration. Then there was a full shot of both of them, him fucking 
deeper and deeper into her, and the girl thrashing and gasping and faintly 
responding. His prick could be seen driving deeper and deeper into her 
asshole, until finally it was buried to the hilt and his balls were 
squashing flat against the spread moons of her buttocks. Slowly the girl 
began to arch her back and hump her asscheeks up at him as the slickly 
pistoning cock moved in and out of her, and her face mirrored the pleasure 
she was feeling. Within minutes, she was screwing back against him wildly, 
crying out for him to fuck her harder and deeper and her hands reached back 
to find him and pull him into her to the fullest.


"Like this film? That's what's going to happen to you if you don't...." He 
stopped short and let his fingers trail over her body, working past the 
bottom of the Merry Widow and into her thin panties, into the softly 
yielding crevice of her buttocks, probing. Jackie trembled and involuntarily 
parted her legs.


"Oooohhhh," Jackie murmured, moving to the touch of his fingers. One had 
slipped into the dampness of her pussy, and well-wetted, was working 
teasingly at the tight little ring of her anus. "I never knew girl's liked 
to have it there."


"The first time should be with a man who knows how," he whispered. "Let's 
slide these panties off. I'll show you." His hand pulled at the fragile 
fabric, and for a moment she tried to resist, bringing her legs close 
together, "Relax, honey. I won't let you get hurt," he whispered.


Above the crackling of the screen, Jackie could hear someone talking. She 
raised her head to see Liza motioning to her. "Hey, why don't you come over 
here? There's plenty of room."


Jackie took the hint and clambered over to the bed near Liza who was lying 
beside them now, her long legs wrapped 'tight around Sam, who was slowly 
sliding his long, curving cock from her well-lubricated cunt. "Let's take 
them off and put a pillow under your hips and you just lie on your tummy and 
watch the screen," whispered Liza.


Jackie found herself helpless to resist as Liza and Sam slipped the panties 
down her legs. Liza slid a thick pillow down on the bed and rolled Jackie 
over on it, so it was under her hips, raising her nakedly curved young 
buttocks up toward the mirrored ceiling. In the other of the well-placed 
mirrors, Jackie could see her full breasts hanging free, and the rich curves 
of her hips and buttocks. She was afraid Milt would jerk her legs apart and 
get on top of her, pinning her helplessly beneath him while he fucked his 
cock deep into her ... but he didn't.


As a new film, again featuring sodomy began, he merely lay beside her, 
sliding his hand over the full length of her sensuously reclining body, 
occasionally leaning over to kiss her ear or the back of her neck while his 
storng, deft fingers moved over her now nakedly stripped ass cheeks and up 
between her thighs to titillate lewdly at her helplessly exposed cunt. She 
could not help responding, and when he leaned over her and began to slither 
his tongue wetly over the smoothly rounded moons of her buttocks and down 
the thinly shadowed crevice to the moistly trembling slit of her cunt, she 
voluntarily parted her legs and raised her nakedly quivering ass cheeks 
higher to make herself more available to his hotly working mouth.


He buried his face in her flesh, and she writhed as his tongue probed her 
secret crevices like an angrily writhing snake. She had neither the will nor 
desire to resist when finally he moved down and gently drew her legs apart 
and knelt back between them, his face moving lower down her backside. He was 
pressing the softly yielding cheeks of her buttocks wide part with his 
thumbs and his wetly curling tongue was circling her asshole and then 
worming moistly up into it, probing and twirling, and she was grinding 
lewdly back at him and whimpering, begging him to do more.


Then, looking in the mirror, she saw Liza and Sam. Liza was on knees and 
elbows, the naked white cheeks of her buttocks spread wide too. Sam moved in 
behind her, his huge throbbing cock in his hand. He placed it against Liza's 
anus and pressed forward. As easily as if it had been her cunt, the girl's 
asshole parted as she absorbed the entire length of the man's rigidly 
throbbing cock in one smooth stroke, sighing with pleasure as it drove up 
inside her wide stretched rectal passage to its full depth. She rotated her 
ass wildly as it began to fuck slowly, regularly, in and out of her. There 
was no mistaking the expression of pleasure on Liza's face.


Suddenly, Jackie wanted more than the tongue deep up inside her hungering 
young rectal passage. She moaned desperately in ecstatic arousal and kneeled 
herself up on all fours, spreading her asscheeks wide in lewd invitation, 
bracing herself on her elbows as Liza was doing. It was then that she felt 
the huge pulsating head of the unidentified man's cock center on her tiny 
puckered anal hole, and instinctively she tightened it as strongly as she 
could; but her partner knew what to do. He smacked her buttocks sharply with 
the flat of his hand, and she cried out in pain and shock. But in that 
instant of involuntary relaxation, he drove forward into her, ramming past 
the vainly resisting barrier of her sphincter muscles, until the 
thick-ridged head was lodged thickly up inside the smooth rubbery walls of 
her hungrily stretched rectum.


"Aaagh!" she cried out. "Oooh God, Noooo!!" Tears welled from her eyes as 
the sudden, unexpected pain came rippling like a slicking sword through her 
futilely jerking body. Oh God, she thought wildly through her pain wracked 
mind, it had looked so easy with Liza.


"Easy, baby. Just relax. It won't hurt. It'll feel fine," he whispered in 
her ear. "Just grind your hot little ass back at me when I fuck into you."


He did not try to deepen his thrust at first, but slowly rocked his hard, 
experienced body back and forth over her. She found that by going loose and 
moving with him, the pain diminished and in its place a hot, burning 
pleasure was building. She was able to relax herself, and in a few minutes 
was pushing her widely stretched little rectal hole back at him harder, and 
gradually, a fraction of an inch at a time, his long, thick cock was working 
up deeper into her voluntarily engulfing bowels. It seemed to be endless, 
but looking in the mirror at the side of the bed, she could see by the 
whitely glistening length of his cock still protruding out from back between 
her open buttock cheeks that he was only halfway in. But each rocking of 
their bodies was only brought more of him up inside her, and while it seemed 
her body was being filled to exploding, her pelvis split by the strange 
intrusion, it was so new, so wild, so different, she wanted now with all her 
drug-driven passion to experience it all. She moaned softly down into the 
mattress and began to rotate her ass back against him with each stroke, felt 
the hot rod of flesh reaming relentlessly away at her back hole, and 
luxuriated in the lewd humiliation and degradation of this sworn enemy of 
hers doing it to her for the first time. There was still pain, or at least 
discomfort, but it was far outweighed by the hot, churning staff worming 
deeper and deeper around up inside her that felt so good! She discovered the 
man was anticipating every move she made. She tossed her hair clear of her 
eyes and looked back at him, wondering who he was ... why he had chosen her, 
and what her husband had to do with any of it. She tossed her hair clean of 
her eyes and looked back at him with her lust contorted young face so that 
he could see the effect he was having on her.


"Fuck! Fuck your cock all the way in!" she pleaded.


"It might hurt a little if I fuck it in too fast," he warned.


"I don't care. I want all of it up in me!"


"Okay, baby. Here goes!"


His strong hands-grabbed her hips, his thumbs digging deep into the smoothly 
gyrating moons of her buttocks, and he held her tight. He drew his cock back 
out of her until only the hugely bulging head of it was still lodged up in 
the tightly clenching ring of her anus. He drew a deep breath, then, with a 
heavy grunt, drove violently forward.


"Aaaaggg-g-g-!" she cried out in mingled pain and pleasure as the full 
length of his thick rod plunged deep up into the damp rubbery walls of her 
rectum without the slightest mercy. "Oh, God! You're ripping me open!"


Tears ran from her eyes. She felt her belly must burst. It did not seem 
possible that a man's cock could go so far up into her body from any 
direction, but it was there and she was totally and helplessly impaled. 
Through wetly brimming eyes, she could see Liza a couple of feet away, on 
hands and knees, easily churning her naked buttocks back hungrily as the 
lean man pumped into it. Liza looked over at her patient and through 
ecstatically responding lips smiled weakly in a way that said she was 
finally initiated, she had succeeded once more in overcoming sexual 
inhibitions.


Milt held Jackie's helplessly trembling hips until the girl had control over 
her movements again, and then he began to slowly fuck up into the soft, 
rubbery confines of her back passage, going deep, rotating it around inside, 
but doing it slowly at first, then increasing the tempo as the young, 
slavishly kneeling girl responded. She had become loose, and was twisting 
and bucking back to meet each stroke, panting and gasping. Deep inside, she 
felt an orgasm building, and she realized the heaviness of his sperm-filled 
balls with every stroke. The lewd, masochistic sensation of kneeling down 
like a slut before this apeish man was driving her wild.


"Oh God," she gasped. "Reach down under me and play with my pussy!"


"No, let me do it to you," Liza groaned. And Milt was crying out too, 
fucking harder and faster and his balls were drawing up and his cock getting 
bigger and harder at the moment when he exploded out his hotly flooding cum 
deep up into her hungrily churning belly. He buried himself deeper and in a 
moment, the thick, sticky whiteness of his orgasm was seeping back out from 
Jackie's still tightly clenched rectal lips, down the smoothly trembling 
crevice of naked buttock flesh, to the therapist's greedily licking mouth 
and tongue.


The four of them lay in a tangled mass of sweat-drenched flesh, all 
satiated, all weak, and groaning. Sam separated himself long enough to mix 
fresh drinks and bring them to the bed.


"Honey, you're good fuckin'," Milt said to Jackie.


"Too good to let go home so soon," called out Sam. "My turn now."


"Honey, I think this may be worth two years of therapy," winked Liza 
knowingly.


CHAPTER SEVEN


"Are you sure? Bettel Corporation?" Jackie was incredulous, but there was 
hope.


"Positive. That's what it says on his card." Liza's voice sounded jubilant 
over the telephone.


"Who did you....?"


"I told you I knew how to handle men like this...." she paused to read the 
name from the card...."this Milton Berry."


"But the photographs ... you said you had the photographs, too."


Liza chuckled into the phone. "Yes, I must say those men disappointed me, 
Jackie. I'm sure this is the first time either of them have ever attempted 
blackmail."


"What makes you think that?" Jackie clutched the receiver tight in her 
petite fist, wondering how in heavens name she could explain her bruised 
legs to her husband. Certainly he wouldn't believe she fell. No one ever 
gets bruised on the inside of their thighs, unless....


"I stashed the attache case under the bed until after they left ... they 
were too drunk to notice it missing anyway ... and took a look at the 
photos. Must say, Jackie, you are photogenic. As a matter-of-fact I saved 
them in case you want to put them in your photo album."


Jackie winced on the other end of the phone. "But what about the negatives? 
They said they were going to make them into a film?" she asked desperately.


"That's nonsense. Anybody knows there is no negative with a Polaroid print. 
I've got the originals, so don't worry, honey."


Jackie slumped into the chair with a movement that might have been a sigh. 
"Liza, how can I ever thank you for everything you've done. My God, I feel 
like a new person. I mean everything's changed since I met you ... my 
relationship with Mike, my sex life, everything!"


Liza, sitting at her office desk, looked down at the lewd photographs of her 
graduated patient whose sensuous lips were wrapped around the president's 
cock like she was trying to dissolve it in her hot mouth. "If I could just 
keep these photos ... Jackie, they're fantastic. I think I'd like to try 
using them in therapy; they certainly are stimulus enough to make anybody 
want to make love."


* * *


Jackie spared no detailes that night after the dinner dishes had been washed 
and cleared; it was time for bed. Jackie had on nothing but a thin 
transparent nightgown, knowing that the hint of her fine, lithe body 
underneath excited Mike as she walked around. Better still, it might open 
his mind to accepting the god-awful truth that in the past week she'd made 
love to her female therapist, had sucked a stranger's cock before her 
husband's, and had been indulging in anal sex. It would sound like something 
out of a cheap men's magazine when she finally admitted to the degradations. 
The only thing that would save her marriage would be her willingness. For 
that's what had started the whole damned mess, wasn't it?


Mike Carmichael had come back from the club bushed, his face and manner 
showing how dog-tired he was. The boss was due in from Chicago in four days, 
and he had not yet decided which would win the man's favors-the truth or 
lies. But after a couple of drinks and the fine food his loving wife had 
prepared and the semi-nude parading all evening-especially the latter-it was 
obvious to her that her husband was bubbling with life. His pants were 
tightly bulged, and as she bent over him to kiss his lips and interrupt the 
movie on TV, his hand came up underneath her gown, pushing the hem abruptly 
up her thighs before she could resist.


"Oh, you beast!" she jumped forward trying to escape the playful fingers 
coursing their way along the sensitive parts of her legs. "Stop it, Mike, 
please!" She giggled, knocking the glass of wine she was serving him. 
"Ooooh, God, Mike!"


Mike grinned and continued his rummaginag between his wife's legs, laughing 
aloud at the same time. "Hell, it's been a day and a half since I laid you, 
love."


"Mike," she started, "there's something I have to talk to you about."


Mike grinned his broad grin again and placed his hand on her buttocks, 
massaging the soft, tender flesh. She looked at him coyly as he continued 
the teasing ministrations. Jackie gritted her teeth as she felt the old 
feeling drifting slowly through the tips of her nerves. She was lucky to 
have Mike as a husband and he took good care of her, in spite of his 
filandering ways.


"Oooohh," she moaned again as her mind returned to reality. Mike's hand was 
running the full length of her soft, white cuntal crevice, sending chills of 
sensation rippling across her skin. He grabbed her and pulled her down in 
the lap.


"Say, what's the name of that sex therapist again? Christ, she must be a 
hell of a teacher. What does she use? Movies?" he chided, "Honey," she said 
as sweetly as April lilacs. "Can we go into the bedroom? There's something I 
want to talk to you about."


Mike's grin faded as he saw the serious look in her dulled eyes.


"Sure."....


She left out no details, telling him of the two men who had broken into her 
house and taken photographs of her. Wizened from sessions with Liza, she 
told the truth ... at least parts of it. When Mike asked her why they had 
taken photographs, she carefully skirted the issue, saying she had been 
undressing in the living room. She related the blackmail, the meeting at the 
hotel where Liza had snuck out with the attache case containing the 
photographs.


"Any idea who they were?" He asked, paling.


"Liza found a card, that's all. One-the tall one-was named Sam, and the 
other one-the fatter one-must be Milton Berry because that's what the card 
said."


"What card?" Mike suddenly sparked with interest.


"The business card, silly. He's president of Bettel Corporation. She stopped 
"Why are you looking at me like that?"


"Bettel? Shit! Are you sure?" He was sitting up straight now.


"What does that have to do with anything?" she asked, following his example 
and sitting up cross-legged on the bed.


"It just so happens that's the same card the man who beat up Janet left with 
her." He patted her on the knee and picked up the telephone with the other 
hand. "Baby, I think you just saved my job."


A telephone, call to Mona confirmed his suspicions. Together they surmissed 
the man must have slipped her the incriminating card, then after discovering 
his jewelry missing, clubbed her over the head. As for Jackie's two 
visitors, they were probably trying to get revenge. The rest was a mystery. 
At least now nobody would be going to the cops ... unless of course he did 
... for rape.


Jackie didn't want to testify in court, and understandably so.


"Where did they make love to you?" That was an issue that still hung heavy 
in the air. A man's jealousy is not easily rationalized, even in cases of 
rape.


Jackie's glass slipped from her hand, but she caught it in time. "Ah, the 
usual, you know," she said wincingly.


"How did they do it? Did they tear your clothes off, or try to seduce 
you...?" He shrugged his shoulders, his face reddening with a rage he 
struggled to conceal. He pounded one clenched fist into the pillow. "The 
bastards! I can't stand the thought of anybody touching you."


"I think I need a hug," Jackie said softly.


"Oh, Baby."


"Let's lie quietly and you hold me, okay?" she whispered with her soft, baby 
blue eyes.


Lying on the bed, she backed up to him, fitting herself to the curve of his 
body as he turned the bed lamp low. His big hand moved slowly over her satin 
flesh, cupping the peaks of her breasts as his lips nuzzled her neck and 
ear. She sighed softly and pushed back against his rising cock, and it 
rubbed high on her thighs, finding the softly curling bush of her pubic 
hair, slowly prodding at her pussy as she slowly moved her body in unison. 
His fingers found the hot, swelling outer lips of her cunt and parted them, 
rubbing the rising bud of her clitoris. When contact was made, she thrust 
her warmly quivering tail back at him demandingly, and under the stimulation 
of his hand, the juices of sudden excitement began to flow from her. He 
eased the tip of his cock toward her and she moved, lifting her upper leg, 
so it slipped from behind her up into the warmly enfolding crevice of her 
buttocks.


How many times had he tried to just rub it in there in the past and been 
rebuffed sharply? Mike thought. But now she seemed to be welcoming it. He 
held the hardening length of his cock in the tightly encasing crease that 
now was becoming slick with her cuntal secretions, feeling the blood pulsing 
more quickly now through his veins. Slowly she began to undulate the firmly 
contoured curves of her buttocks back against him, and her small hand 
reached back, to hold the head of his rock-hard prick directly against her 
tiny pulsing anus. His big arm circled her waist and held her close as she 
mewled softly and rubbed her ass teasingly back against him.


"Ummmmm...." she moaned. "I like that."


Then she astonished him by raising her leg and sliding over his, rubbing it 
sensually against him and at the same time humping back at the head of his 
prick.


"Jackie...."


"Put it in there, baby!" she gasped. "I want it!"


He couldn't believe her words, but there was no mistaking the urgent 
movements of her body against him, the way her impatiently moving young tail 
was jerking at the tip of his cock. Half dazed, he reached down to spread 
her buttocks wide with his fingers, and then pushed forward hard. He felt 
her sphincter muscle opening to allow him entrance, and then the head of his 
cock, with a slight popping noise, had slipped up into her back passage and 
she was sighing and moaning and writhing her nakedness sensuously against 
him. He tightened his grip on her waist and began to work it up into her, 
felt her cooperating with each move, until half the length of his cock was 
sunk up between the widely stretched cheeks of her openly spread buttocks. 
She was gasping softly with each storke, and then she reached for a pillow 
and drew it up to her stomach.


"Roll over on top of me from behind now, darling," she whispered hotly. "But 
don't let it slip out of me!"


She twisted her body over on her stomach and spread her legs wide and before 
he realized it she had forced herself up on elbows and knees, churning her 
taut-muscled ass up at his heavily throbbing loins as he bore down and 
deeper into her.


"Deeper-deeper!" she cried out. "Fuck me deeper!"


He held her churning hips in his big hands and with all his force rammed his 
cock deep up between her hungrily splayed ass cheeks. She cried out and 
slumped her head downward, her blonde hair spraying across the bed, but her 
sensuously grinding young tail never stopped moving. The one long hard 
stroke had buried his immense cock up to the base and his balls slapped hard 
against the wide-stretched moons of her ass and he could feel her interior 
anal muscles milking thirstily at the length of it, the circle of her 
sphincter muscle clamping him tightly around the hardness of his flesh.


"Fuck me! Oh, God, FUCK ME!" she cried out.


He needed no urging. He fucked up into her willingly absorbing ass 
relentlessly, bending low over her, so he could see the expression of 
ecstasy that twisted her beautiful face, hear the gasps of pleasure which 
came from her heavy, sensuous mouth with every deep-driving thrust of his 
cock. The smooth, rubbery walls of her hotly enclosing rectal passage clung 
to it and he was afraid he'd turn her inside out, but she seemed to be 
feeling no pain, only unbounded pleasure. He braced himself and fucked 
harder than he had ever fucked any girl in his life.


Jackie was being driven out of her mind by the wild, throbbing cock that 
invaded her back between her widespread buttock cheeks. There was som pain, 
but it was the sweetly erotic pain that comes with pleasure. Vaguely she 
realized how important it would be to invent some reason for her wild 
behavior again to so much out of character for her; but at the moment she 
could think of only the wild fucking from behind she was experiencing. Then, 
without warning, she felt the volcano beginning to erupt deep up inside her 
cock-filled bowels.


"I'm cummming!" she cried out. "Oh God, cummming! I'm cummiinng!!!!! Now! 
Cum with me darling!"


"Okay, Baby! I'll fill your sweet little ass till it runs up out of your 
tits!" Mike gasped.


With several long, deep, grinding strokes he exploded his building sperm 
deep into her hotly clenching rectal walls. He felt it gushing out and 
ricocheting all around the head of his rampant cock as her nakedly churning 
young buttocks writhed and bucked crazily under the vicious assault ... and 
then there was a long moment of draining, and they both subsided. She panted 
heavily and gradually sank to the mattress, and his weight was heavy on her. 
Her ass continued to twitch and churn beneath him for a long time, her 
possessively clenched anal muscles holding tight to the diminishing length 
of his prick. Their bodies glistened with sweat, and her skin had the feel 
of hot velvet against him. When he tried to lift his weight from her, she 
refused to let him go, held his slowly softening prick tight with her 
elastically contracted sphincter muscles as he rolled her on her side. They 
drifted off to exhausted sleep with his sperm-drained cock still wedged in 
the softly relaxed crevice of her asscheeks, soft and wet and slick with the 
stickiness of his cum. It mingled with the juices which oozed from her cunt, 
which was still rhythmically opening and closing as her body also slowly 
cooled. She drew his hands to the cones of her breasts and held them there.


Mike tried to think about it, trying to think what might have caused such a 
sudden change in his young, reticent wife, and the solution escaped him. He 
thought Liza must have given her another good talking-to. Broken down her 
defenses and inhibitions and told her that sooner or later she must become 
the woman she could be or likely lose her marriage. Whatever the cause, he 
was not about to complain.


In those soul-searching moments, lying tucked to his wife's pulsing body, he 
thought about the honesty and forthrightness Jackie had explemplied in the 
past weeks; how she had owned up to her mistakes, faced them squarely, and 
tried to rectify whatever damage those mistakes had caused in the past. One 
hell of a woman.


Could he match her courage? Could he tell Herbie the truth-that his ex-wife, 
dear woman that she was, was turning his club into a bordello. The club that 
used to carry the reputation as being one of the most disciplined in 
demeanor, most frivolous and harmless in spirit, and the purveyors of 
impeccable taste had fallen to the dogs.


CHAPTER EIGHT


The next morning, Mike was kissed awake by a beaming wife. He gazed at 
Jackie, smiling back, then tossed back the covers and padded naked to the 
bathroom. Jackie followed right behind and jumped into the shower with him 
to play teasing games as he washed himself. Doubly excited by the idea of 
again having a loving husband, she giggled and tickled him until he begged 
for mercy. It was like being honeymooners again.


Her fingers were everywhere as the steamy water needled down on their nude 
bodies, flushing them pink with the heat and the tingling sensations they 
both were very aware of. Jackie soaped and scrubbed his back and front and 
legs with gentle care, taking special time and interest in his genitalia. 
When it was fully awakened, her hungry mouth slipped around the shaft and 
sucked and nibbled on it until they both were going out of their minds with 
excitement. Not even taking time to dry off, Mike finally dragged her out of 
the shower and threw her dripping form down on the rumpled bed where they 
found ample occupation for the next half hour.


Later, when they went down to breakfast, they talked and laughed and giggled 
with the bright titillation of lovers. It was then Mike revealed his plan to 
her.


After that, they returned to the bedroom to dress. Succumbing quickly to the 
delights recently discovered in each other's bodies, they postponed dressing 
for half an hour longer.


It was a flushed and shaky couple that finally peered into the morning 
sunlight from the front porch of the house. Their spirits dampened only 
slightly by physical exhaustion, they slid into the car and drove the 
familiar route to downtown.


Mike parked the car and headed for Bettel Corporation, a looming skyscraper 
in the midst of the finncial district. Once they were inside the building, 
Jackie began to feel her first twinges of nervousness about what they had 
planned to do. "Do ... do I look all right, Mike?" she asked uncertainly.


Mike's eyes played momentarily over her lush form encased in the clinging 
blue knit dress, then he grinned devilishly. "Well, we might have a rough 
time keeping Milton down long enough to talk to him," he teased. "But, other 
than that you look great!"


"The very thought of the creep touching me again makes my skin crawl," she 
said, then took a long breath. Nervously, she leaned over to smooth the 
already smooth nylons that encased her shapely legs.


"I'll be there to protect you this time," Mike reassured. I'd just like to 
see that slimy lowlife try something again. Just for the pleasure of tearing 
him apart."


To their relief there was only a receptionist at the front desk.


"Tell Mr. Berry he has visitors, please," said Mike.


Jackie tugged on Mike's arm and stood on tiptoes to whisper in his ear: "Are 
you sure you want to do this, Mike? What if it gets in the papers? Are you 
sure you want to risk your job?"


He padded her on the rump in answer.


"Right this way, please," directed the receptionist, leading them down the 
hallway to the spacious office where "Milton Berry-President" was embossed 
on a metal plate hanging on the door.


Milton Berry, red-eyed and pale, peeked his head around the corner. He took 
one look at Jackie and gasped. "What-"


"Well hello, Milt. You'd never believe the trouble I had to go through to 
get your last name...." She brushed past the massive figure of Bettel 
Corporation's president. Mike followed.


Hands in his pockets nervously playing with his change, Mike smiled evilly. 
"I hear there's some business you have to discuss with me, Milt. Mind if I 
have a seat?"


"What do you want with me? I haven't got all day to chat!" Milton's voice 
was shaky beneath his angry tone.


Jackie tutted. "Now that's not what you told me last night, Milt."....


"Well, that's taken care of," grinned Mike triumphantly. "That fat slob 
isn't going to be causing any problems for either of us."


They turned the corner to where the car was parked. Mike opened the door and 
Jackie slid in beside him.


"One more stop to make and then it's home to bed."


Jackie rubbed his knee and rested her head on his shoulder while he reached 
over her to shift into first gear. "Got a surprise for you, baby. How would 
you like to be co-manager of a club?"


"Huh?"


"Mona and I have been talking and we've decided to open a place of our own. 
Of course she's going to have to change her ways, at least we'll be in 
control."


"Hmmm ... I don't know if I like the sound of that. You and Mona, huh?" She 
kissed him on the neck, a tongue licking titillation. "I can think of 
somebody else who knows how to take care of business. She's got money, too, 
and she's ripe for investment. But you've never liked redheads...."


THE END
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Chapter 1


Port City, Minnesota is a town twice blessed. During the spring and summer months, it
is the playground of near-by Duluth, catering to the wealthy who want to get away
from the hustle and bustle of the city for a little fun on the blue, shimmering waters of
Lake Superior. The small harbor provides a safe shelter from the winds which can, and
often do, whip down from the Canadian plains. Swimming along the smooth, clean
white sand beaches is among the best anywhere along the Great Lakes.
During the winter, it is a home for the loggers in that state, offering all the comforts of
a large city with none of the problems. Even though the winters can be very harsh, the
fact that jobs are plentiful and high-paying make the snow and cold merely another
aspect of play during the off hours. Much of the lake freezes, enabling people to ice
skate, while the deep-water port provides an outward access for logs and shipping. Port
City thrives on both tourism and a steady, employed work force, yet retained its small
town flavor.
Pretty, voluptuous, auburn-haired Susan Mead was thinking about something else
beside Port City's good fortune, though, as she looked through her sales records for the
week. While most of her water sporting business was taken care of during the summer,
she nevertheless did enough business during the winter to at least break even until the
snows melted and the fields were once again green and covered with picnickers. Today
had been a fairly slow day. Only a few people had come in to her sporting shop to buy
the snow mobiles and skis which were so popular around the small community. Her
full, perfectly developed breasts almost got in her way as she ran her pencil down the
sales column of the day's work-sheet, and the darkness of her ski-sweater cast a slightly
annoying shadow on the yellow pad paper.
The light jingling of the bell over the door of her shop broke the shallow train of
thought, and she looked up to se a man wearing a Navy Pea-coat, light, warm ski pants
and a Navy-blue knitted cap entering her shop. The howling winter winds blasted
through the open door as he entered, and Susan shivered as she felt the sharp cold air
sweep against her luscious skin.
For a moment, the man banged his gloved hands together to get the blood circulation
going once again, and then he removed his cap, revealing a thick, neat mat of jet-black
hair.
"Whew... kinda bitter out there," he said in a voice that made Susan smile. Since the
town was so small, only eight thousand people, she knew almost every one who lived
there, and most of the loggers who came and left with the coming and going of winter
were the same year after year. Both the loggers and the residents were used to the
winters of northern Minnesota, and would think twice before complaining about the
common place. Susan set her pen down and folded her hands on the counter-top,
pressing them slightly against her generous bosom.
"Yes... it is," she agreed. "Though I haven't been out all day. That's what people tell
me."
"My name's John Martin," he said, starting to unbutton his coat so he would not get
too over-heated. "I'll be working in the logging camp about three miles outside of the
town, and I was told you could help me find a place to live."
Susan ran her eyes up and down the man. He certainly looked like he could be a
logger. He had the necessary heavy build to take the strenuous labor of the woods, and
the rugged look of a man who had spent many long months out in the open air. Susan
was used to this type of request. During the summer, she opened her huge, three story
home to the tourists, and during the winter, to men who worked in the logging camps.
The winter residents were an especially helpful source of income, since they added to
the small amount of money she took in. She hardly ever saw her winter residents, as
they spent weeks away from her home, and only needed a place to pick up their mail,
and a reference point for a legal residence.
"You're in luck, Mr. Martin," Susan said smiling sweetly. "It so happens that the room I
have hasn't been taken yet. The men who come in for the winter jobs haven't arrived."
For what seemed like hours, the two people stared at each other, each caught up in a
strange charisma that made Susan feel a little uncomfortable... uncomfortable because
she couldn't explain it to herself.
"Oooooohhhh... then I'd be living here?" John said, raising his eye brows as he quickly
took in the sensual beauty of this woman. "I hope the rent won't be too much. I don't
have a lot of cash on hand."
"You won't have to worry about anything like that," she said, coming around from
behind her counter. "Getting hired by the logging companies is as easy as falling off a
log."
They both smiled at her little joke, and the faint uncomfortable feeling Susan
experienced seemed to flow from her shoulders. This Mr. Martin was a very friendly
person, not like so many of the rough, coarse loggers she was used to. "You should be
able to put quite a bit of money in the bank."
John, not much older than her own thirty-three years, smiled at her. "That's the reason
I came up here," he said. "I was looking for a job that would let me salt away enough to
take it easy during the summer."
With his Pea-coat open, Susan could see that he looked even more muscular than
before. His crew-sweater was tightly resting against his square chest, giving him the
appearance of not only a logger, but that of a man who might have spent a great deal of
time in the Merchant Marine. Clearly, this man was a drifter, as were most of the
winter lodgers.
"Do you run this store with your husband?" he asked, making conversation as he
looked around.
"I'm... uh... divorced," she told him in a tone that she hoped he would take as meaning
that she didn't want to talk about it. "I handle everything by myself. Oh... my daughter
does help out some with the sales, when she's not in school. At the moment, she's
somewhere in the house. She's on vacation."
"Pretty nice... pretty nice," he said, nodding his head slowly in approval. It seemed a
little strange to him that a woman could be running a store this size. He would have
thought that a woman as pretty as Susan wouldn't have a brain in her head... at least
not one that could take care of a sporting store. Shit, she had Judy beat in looks by a
long country mile. Watching her move through the store was a sheer pleasure. With his
eyes feasting on her smooth rounded buttocks highly accented by her stretch ski-pants,
he had the impulsive urge to reach out and run his fingers over the lithe little moons.
They swayed so softly and teasingly in front of him... He would have loved to weave his
hands through her near shoulder-length auburn hair, kiss her full, pouting lips and
suck that pair of large, proudly-cresting breasts that strained against her tight sweater.
He could tell... he could just tell that she would be a real fucker, once he got those
clothes off her. She looked like the kind of woman who would fuck... and do it gladly.
Closing his dark eyes for a moment, he could feel his cock give an anticipatory lurch
against his pants. He could almost feel his penis surrounded by the wet, velvet heat of
her cunt. Yes, she was a woman who would really know how to move that luscious ass.
Sexy, sensual, and pretty well off in the money department. He was certain that he
could bring her around to his way of thinking... he made it a point never to fuck a
woman unless she was willing. If things worked out right with this little woman here,
she would be more than willing. In no time, he would have her begging for a taste of
his penis. And he would give it to her.
"My... uh... ex-husband had this store when we were married," she told. "When he left,
he decided that he didn't want to have any strings holding him down."
"Sounds like a good man to have gone," he commented, watching her finely sculptured
face for her reaction. She lowered her eyes, and John was certain he could see her blush.
If he could find out why her husband had left a luscious looking fucker like this, he
might be able to use the information to his advantage. Her not wanting to talk about it
might be the key. Just play your cards right, he thought. She'll come around... they
always do.
"LORI!" she called. Then, turning back to John, she said, "Sometimes I wonder about
my daughter. She likes to help out when she's around. LORI!" she called again.
John heard the sounds of someone moving up the stairs, and he looked to the stairway
to see a bright-faced redhead come bouncing down the stairs. She was slipping into her
robe, and John could see through the sheerness of the thin material that she was
wearing nothing underneath. At first she didn't see John standing behind Susan, and
she had the look of a little girl who had just been taken away from her favorite
television program. She was deeply tanned, something that made John pause to think.
Where would she be getting a tan like that in this weather?
"Oh, mother," she said, the sound of extreme disappointment in her voice. Then she
saw that she and her mother were not alone, and a strange, seductive smile came to her
lips. John could feel another lurch of his already swollen penis at the view this little
vixen offered his tired eyes. Shit, he hadn't fucked Judy in almost four days. When he
saw her tonight... but that was something to be thinking about when he finally got
squared away. At the moment, he was going to let his eyes do a little feasting. Shit on a
brick... when he'd been told about this place, he never dreamed that he would be
entering what looked like paradise. The girl couldn't be a day over fourteen and even
though she was trying to act like a full grown woman, she had all the trappings of a
young cunt who's never even seen a penis, let alone had one up between her legs. And
her mother... something told the dark-haired man that just about every cock in this
town's tried to get into her tight little vagina, and without too much success. He wanted
to feel out the situation a little first. Making mistakes with women was one thing...
fucking a perfect deal like this was another!
"Lori," her mother said, "this is Mr. Martin. He wants to rent the room we have
upstairs. Would you show it to him?"
Lori looked at the man, and she was a little startled that she was clad in nothing more
than a robe. She squealed somewhat sweetly, and held the sides of her robe with both
hands. Rather than hiding her body, though, her actions only drew the sheer material
tighter against her lush, ripe body. John allowed his eyes to wander to her breasts.
Through the fabric, he could see the brown circles rimming her cherry-sized nipples.
Her breasts were like melons, and John would have been certain that she would be
wearing a bra. As she looked at the man, the comparative cold of the shop began to get
to her, and she shivered, goose-bumps covering the lush, smooth tanned skin of her
exposed shoulders.
"Are you going to be staying with us?" she asked in a voice that was both innocent and
suggestive at the same time. John couldn't help but think that she must be a real tease.
God, she must be driving half the boys in her high school wild. Being on a date with
her could really give a man lover's balls!
"If I like the room," he said, smiling broadly at her. He wanted her to get to like him. If
there was one thing he wasn't used to with women, it was aching balls... the pain that
comes with a long-held erection but no ejaculation. If this little cunt was going to tease
him at all, she would have to learn that there were no half-way measures with him.
"For God's sake, Lori!" her mother said in a scolding tone. "You shouldn't have come
down here half-naked like that."
"Welllll... I didn't know there was anyone with you. And even if I had, it wouldn't have
made any difference. I've worn less when I go swimming."
Susan looked over to John, as if for moral support, and she noticed that he was smiling
rather lecherously. Her first thought was that she didn't want this man in her house...
not if her daughter was going to insist on running around dressed so that every inch of
her body showed. But she thought the better of it. It really wasn't John's fault that her
daughter wanted to dress like that. She was away so much of the time that she really
wasn't used to having a man around the place. And John certainly didn't look like the
kind of person who would be the least bit interested in a fourteen-year-old girl. He may
look, but he would know better than to touch... or go further. There were still laws
against that type of thing.
"I think maybe I ought to show John the room," Susan finally said, allowing her better
judgement to prevail. "And I don't want you down here dressed like that. You could
catch your death of cold if someone came in. You go to your room and put something
warm on. When you're dressed, you can work the counter for a while."
"Awwww... I wanted to spend some more time under the sunlamp."
"Scoot," her mother told her, giving her a friendly pat on her firm, rounded, childish
buttocks. "You've spent enough time with it for one day."
Lori turned and bounced up the stairs the way she had come down, and her long, full
red hair billowed around her head, adding all the more to the teasing, sensuality she
already had, and would have even more once she became a little older.
John followed Susan up another flight of stairs, and turned the corner. The short
hallway led to a single room, completely set off from the rest of the house.
"I think you'll like this arrangement," Susan said as she unlocked the door and stepped
inside. "You can get to your room without disturbing either Lori or me. Of course, my
bedroom and yours are next to each other, separated by the walls, so if you decide to
move in here, and either one of us finds that the other is making too much noise, that
little matter will have to be taken care of."
"Oh... I think you'll find that I'm a reasonably quiet person," John said in an offhanded
manner. He looked around the room, finding it nothing fancy, but a good deal better
than the cockroach farm he'd stayed in the night before, when he'd first come to Port
City. There was a nice double bed, a small closet, a bathroom with both a shower and a
bath tub, and kitchen... in short, it was a nice, little cozy place, the likes of which he'd
seen a thousand of. A few pictures on the walls, a full length mirror on the wall
opposite the foot of the bed, a worn but hardly thread-bare rug covering the whole
floor...
"How much are you asking for it?" he said, turning to face her.
"At the moment, eight-five dollars. When the logging season starts, I charge one
hundred. But if you'll take it now, I won't increase the rent."
John turned down the corners of his mouth, indicating that he thought it was a bargain.
From his point of view, it was more than a bargain, what with two free women walking
around... one who needed a little work, and another who could use a few lessons. And
he was just the man for both jobs.
"I like it," he said, keeping his voice as business-like as possible. It was really all he
could do to grab Susan and throw her on the bed right then and there, but he resisted
that little temptation. He was still suffering the effects of being around that seductive
little Lori, and he literally willed his swollen cock back to limpness. It wouldn't do to
have his new landlady to see him with an erection just yet. He wanted to save that little
surprise for later.
"There's a door out back, so you can enter and leave when the front store is closed for
the day."
"I wanted to ask about that," John said, his face instantly brightening. "I sometimes
have... uh... visitors. Would that be all right with you?"
Susan could tell what John was getting at. While she didn't like the idea of visitors,
meaning women who would be staying over night in his room, while Lori was around,
she had decided long ago that as long as the room was more or less separated from the
rest of the house, it probably wouldn't make all that much difference. The young girl
could see a lot worse in the movies than a woman entering and leaving through a door.
And what she thought about what went on inside would be thought no matter what
Susan tried to do.
"No... I don't mind," she said in a soft voice. "I do ask that you try and be a little
discrete, though. What with Lori and all. I'm sure you understand how young girls can
be."
"I sure do," he said, not telling her exactly how he had come to understand. Generally,
there was nothing he liked better than fucking young girls silly. He walked to the
window of his room, and noticed that he had a perfect view of the Port City harbor.
Even though it was all but obscured with snow and ice, he could see that during the
summer months, it would be quite a teen-age hang out. There would be little for young
kids to do in a town like Port City. Most of them would dream of doing things they
had heard about happening in other towns and the large cities. Maybe Lori was one of
those... a dreamer, and a young girl who was in a hurry to grow up.
Just looking outside made John want to shiver. It looked so cold out there. The little
story he'd told Susan about looking for work was nothing short of a blatant lie. The
truth of the matter was, he really didn't know what the hell he would be doing in the
coming weeks. He would have to talk to Judy a little later about that. All he wanted was
just a place he could call home for about a month or so. He'd worked in logging camps
before, and the hard work was something he'd vowed he would never go back to doing
unless he were starving to death... and then he would think long and hard first.
"What about pets?" he asked, turning away from the window, and looking straight into
Susan's light brown eyes. "I have a dog... a real friendly animal. He'd love Lori, and I'm
sure she'd like him."
"What kind of a dog. Something small, I would hope," Susan said. "I don't think he
would be too friendly if he had to spend most of the time cooped up in this room while
you were away."
"Aw, that's no problem," John said, feeling a little friendly. Hell, he could probably get
her to agree to anything. "Mostly, he's German shepherd, but his mother did a little
fooling around in a back alley one night with a husky. He rather likes being outside in
the cold air."
"I'll tell you," Susan said thoughtfully. "If you take the room, keeping it clean is your
responsibility. Keeping the rest of the house is mine. If the dog doesn't bother me, you
could keep him for years."
John smiled. "Having him around might keep away people you don't like," he offered.
There was a short silence while John tried to think of how much money he would have
in the bank. He had enough money with him to pay for a month's rent, and enough to
get a large bottle of cheap wine. Something told him that he would need a little
something to clear his head. He would like to roll a couple of joints, but he decided to
wait. No point in pushing his luck so soon. He would just sit back and see what the
deal was before making any drastic moves.
"I'll take it, then," he said, pulling out his wallet from his Pea-coat pocket. He fished
through the thick wad of small denomination bills and handed them to Susan, who
counted them quickly, and then folded them and put them in the back pocket of her
tight ski-pants.
"I'll just leave you here," she said. "If you want to go out, see me, and I'll give you the
key to the back door, as well as the key to your room."
John thanked her, telling her that he would be down a little later. "All I want to do at
the moment is sort of stretch out a little," he said, tossing his Pea-coat on the bed and
walking to the window.
"I understand," Susan said, and she backed out of the door, closing it gently.
Once she was on the outside of the room, though, Susan's cold, rather unconcerned
reserve fell to pieces, and she found that she was panting as though she had been
running around outside. She couldn't understand it. She had never felt like this about a
stranger in her life. It was almost as though her husband had just come walking
through the door. She was feeling the same way now about this John Martin as she had
when she first saw Bruce. She had been a senior in college then, and as soon as she saw
Bruce drinking coffee in the student union, she knew that he was the man she was
destined to marry. She knew it was a silly thought now, but then, she was almost
certain she had heard bells and music from heaven. They had married after they both
graduated, and for five years, Bruce had been everything she could want in a husband...
an incredible lover, capable of bringing her to passionate climax after passionate climax.
He was a loving father to Lori as well, being the type of person who was able to give his
daughter everything she needed, and withholding those things which would have
spoiled her. For five wonderful, glorious years, Susan was living in what she was certain
was paradise.
Then the little cracks started appearing. Bruce spent more and more time at work. Even
though the obvious was right in front of Susan's face, she refused to believe that Bruce
might be spending time with another woman. Even after two years of living with only a
part-time husband, Susan felt that she could once again become the kind of woman
Bruce would want. She became more and more aggressive in her love making, doting
on his every wish, making sure that Lori was spending a little more time at Her friend's
house so she and Bruce would have more time together. Instead of making Bruce want
her more, though, she found that she had made things worse. It was almost as though
Bruce wanted to get away from her with such a passion that he was no longer making
excuses. He would just be eating dinner as quickly as possible, and when finished,
would say good-bye. Sometimes, he wouldn't come home until the next morning. At
the first signs of an argument, he would take off for the local bar. Susan was left to run
the sporting shop pretty much on her own, and she and her husband seemed to be total
strangers when ever they were with each other.
Finally, after eight years of marriage, Susan put her foot down. She braced herself for
what she was certain would be a bitter argument. She told him that she didn't like the
way he was treating her, and she demanded that he stay at home nights. His reaction
shocked her. While she was yelling at him at the top of her lungs, he merely stood
there with what could only be defined as a shit-eating grin on his face. Then he asked
her, calmly, what his alternatives were. When she told him that he could take off any
time he liked, he said, "fine. That's what I'll do." Without a further word, he packed
two suitcases and walked out the door. That was the last she ever heard of him. For
almost a full twenty minutes she had stood looking at the door, lost in a trance, certain
that he would at least come back and yell at her or something... anything that would let
her know that he thought she was still alive. A man just doesn't walk out like that after
eight years of marriage.
All the next day, and for the rest of the next week, Susan sat by her phone, waiting for
Bruce to call her and tell her... something... anything. His bank account had just barely
been touched. Of the five thousand dollars she and her husband had worked to save, he
had taken out only four hundred. After a week, she finally got a post-card... a picture
post-card from San Francisco telling her that all those things he'd left behind were hers
to do with as she wished. He didn't want her to even try looking for him, that San
Francisco was just one stop on a long, completely random world trip, and he wished
her all the best.
Susan had been so withdrawn that she thought of killing herself. Everyone in the small
town of Port City seemed to know what was going on with Bruce except her. The lady
at the post office had read the post card and spread the word even before Susan heard
about it. The lovely auburn-haired wife knew that all her friends meant well when they
came to offer their comfort and sympathy. None of them could seem to understand that
all she wanted was to be alone.
Nights had been the worst time. After years of sleeping with a man, how can a woman
suddenly come to the realization that she will never see that man again? Susan found
that she was touching herself in those places where Bruce used to touch her, rubbing
her open palm around in little circles against her passion-taut nipples, tweaking them
between her thumb and forefingers and bringing herself to the same sexual fever-pitch
Bruce would.
Then her hands would race down the naked sides of her body as she lay in bed, lightly
touching her soft, supple flesh, delighting in the feel of her body as it quivered against
her hands. Finally she would bring her fingers to rest in the down of her fluffy pussy
hair, seeped with the freely flowing moistures of her self-induced passions.
She had masturbated only occasionally before she married Bruce, and never during
those eight years they had lived with each other... not even on those nights when he
would be gone until morning. But after he was gone... after he was gone, Susan had to
face the fact that she was once again living alone. And after she had experienced those
pleasures which sex can bring to the body and mind, she knew she would never be able
to deny herself what ever passion she could get. She hardly dated at all during the last
five years, believing that if she allowed herself to fall under the spell of another man,
she would only end up as hurt the second time as she had the first.
Lori was a great boon to her. Someway, somehow, the young girl sensed that her father
had gone and would never come back. Thank God, Susan thought many times, that she
was at the age where it didn't affect her too much. She rarely talked about her father,
and never asked what had happened to him. It was as if he was little more than a
childhood memory for her.
But now... now Susan found that she was once again falling under that spell once again.
She knew she was a lonely, and therefore vulnerable woman. She knew that she should
really think about Lori's well being – that the girl would need a father... and that she
did not like living alone. She hadn't even thought about those things when she had first
seen John walking into her store. She hadn't thought about anything. One moment she
was working on her books, and the next, she felt as though she were thirteen years
younger, and no wiser for all the time she had lived. She tried to reason all the
unwanted feelings from her mind. She was being silly, childish, even dangerous to
herself, she knew. She tried to laugh it off by telling her it was nothing but a school
girl-type crush... something she would expect Lori to have. But she couldn't. She was a
full grown woman who had had these feelings before. She was old enough to know
what love was. And it was that thought that frightened her. She had made a terrible
mistake once. Now she had nothing but her will to keep her from making that mistake
again... and she could feel her will fading with every passing second!
Night in Port City can be a wonderful thing. Even though it is a busy town with many
things to do at night, the soothing voice blowing gently over Lake Superior can always
be heard. For years, there had been nothing as soothing as that sound to Susan. It was a
gentle breeze that would allow her mind to drift.
But tonight it was different. Tonight it was not a soothing breeze that blew across the
water... Tonight it was a harsh winter wind that blasted across a sheet of ice, shuddering
the sturdy house Susan had lived in for sixteen years. It kept her awake, and even
though her bedroom was the warmest room in the house, she did not feel cozy and safe
in her bed. Tonight she shivered, as though she was standing naked against the wind.
She had, for the rest of the day after she'd left John, been able to put the unwanted
thoughts out of her mind. Talking to Lori helped some. The young girl had a date with
the high school quarterback tonight. Bill Jennings was such a wonderful boy. It was
good to see that Lori was finally seeing someone nice, instead of that local gang she
used to hang around with.
Susan tried to dwell on the type of woman her daughter was becoming. She knew she
wasn't giving her all the attention she needed. She was at that age where she can be a
woman one moment, and a little girl the next. Susan had seen that when John had first
walked in. Lori had not really been ashamed that she was dressed so teasingly. The girl
was so young that she really didn't know what teasing meant. Thank God John hadn't
been too pushy. He'd acted as though he really thought she was a cute school girl. But
then, why should he act any differently? He must have... lady friends... That was why
he'd asked about having visitors.
Now there you go again, Susan scolded herself. You were going to try and put him out
of your mind, and you're thinking about him. The darkness of her bedroom seemed
like a cloud that enveloped her, and the sheets rubbing against her body as she moved
while she lay on her back, sharpened her awareness, making sleep impossible.
She could hear all the sounds the house made as the wind blew against the house. She
could hear the glass in the windows rattling. She could hear the house settling, she
could hear the distant... very distant cry of a timber wolf. That wail used to lull her to
sleep, but now it served as an omen.
For a while, her mind flitted back slowly as she remembered how Bruce's fingers would
run joyfully over her smoothly rounded hips, and then cup the pubic mound with his
joined palms. She had raised her legs then, pressing the soft light brown curls between
her thighs up against his hands, gyrating slowly, grinding herself up against his strong
palms. He would tease her, probing and searching until he would finally part the soft
throbbing furrow...
A thump against the wall of the far side of her bedroom jolted her back to reality. John
must be moving in. He had been gone for most of the time since he'd moved in, and
Susan assumed that he'd merely gone back to the hotel room where he was staying to
pick up his things. She was certain that she'd heard a voice... a female voice... talking to
him when he'd come home only a few moments ago. The two of them were laughing,
as though they'd been drinking. Still, they were fairly quiet, and Susan was used to
drinking men, living all of the last sixteen years in a logging community. So long as
they didn't bother her, Susan didn't care if they drank themselves to death. The thump
against the wall was the first sound she'd heard in the last half hour. And then she
heard John's voice, as clearly as though he were in the room with her...
"THAT'S IT, HONEY... SPREAD YOUR LEGS LIKE THAT!"
Susan could feel a tear welling up behind her eye. In his most passionate moments,
Bruce would say things like that. At the time, Susan hated such coarse, vile language. It
seemed to take away from the sheer romance of making love with her husband. But at
the moment, all she could remember were the feelings of arousal her Bruce would bring
to her, and the harsh directness of John's passion-laden voice was washed away with the
pleasurable memories of her nights with Bruce.
Involuntarily, an image flitted across her mind of herself, lying naked on a bed, while
tall, rugged John ground himself between her wide-spread thighs. The quivering in her
own loins made it impossible to shake that image. She and John... she and John... No,
in reality, she was alone... and lonely.
It wasn't fair! It just wasn't fair! She hadn't done anything to be feeling as lonely as she
had been for the last seemingly million years. It was as though something, somewhere,
was working against her, a god she had never been told about when she was younger...
a god that brought loneliness to people... She wanted to cry, but couldn't, and
desperately, she turned over and pressed her face into the softness of the bed, as if she
were trying to block out the erotic images which now seemed to be everywhere.
Anxiously, she clamped her thighs together to quiet the throbbing there. She wanted to
sleep! She wanted to escape the sounds she knew would be coming from the next room.
She didn't need any further reminders that she hadn't slept with a man since Bruce had
left her. Fingering herself now would mean that she was once again releasing emotions
that she would rather keep stilled within her. She didn't want to admit to herself that
John had aroused her. She couldn't allow herself to go through the same hell of loving
and being left alone twice.
In her troubled daze, she was only vaguely aware of the gradually louder rhythmic
poundings against the wall to her bedroom. It was as if her own accelerated pulse beat
was throbbing out loud with the darkened walls of her room. The bitter, harsh winds
only served to emphasize the sheet of loneliness which was being made manifest,
somehow, in the actions in the next room. In her lonely, tortured state, she could once
again recall Bruce's long, rangy penis sliding in and out of her tight elastic cunt, easing
the terrible pressure which would build there... which was building there again, now...
Oh God, what had happened? Why had he left?
Tentatively, her hand slipped down between her restless body and the bed, and groped
its way toward the aching pivot of her tightly pressed thighs. If only she could end the
cold emptiness there... She gasped aloud at the contact between her own cool fingers
and the hot burning flesh of her vaginal furrow. The flesh of her inner thighs was soft
and warm and there was a faint wetness emanating from the throbbing spot between
her legs. Gingerly, she fingered the damp pubic curls matted under her nightdress,
knowing, in the back of her mind, that it would be senseless to even try to stop herself,
totally unable to halt the never-adequate use of her hands.
"Mmmmmmmmmmm..." she moaned suddenly as her fingertips found the sensitive
inner flesh, and gingerly traced a feathery path along the ragged surface of the swollen
outer lips. Even though her own touch was never enough, she would have to settle for
it... and it did feel soooooo goooooood.
"FUCK ME, JOHN... OH, GOD FUCK ME NOW..!"
The piercing scream broke in on her consciousness, curdling her blood. She couldn't
even have the sanity of her fantasies. In a frustrated gesture, her mind once again
telling her that she was an utter failure, her hands flew up to her breasts. Don't think of
John... Don't allow yourself to get hurt again...
Her mental chant was silenced by the feeling of her own breasts. She was surprised to
find how comforting was the sensation of cupping the throbbing mounds in her palms.
She had all but forgotten how good that felt... She kept her hands there for a moment,
feeling her nipples awaken to turgidity through the thin material of her nightdress. A
passionate tingling was creeping all over her body, stretching from the very tip of her
head to the very ends of her toes, and she felt she was in the grip of something all
women... all humans must succumb to. A lonely frustration pervaded her body, and to
ease at least the physical pain, she began to tug at her nightdress, raising it up over her
hips, bringing it up until it had uncovered her breasts.
Mmmmmmmmmm... that's better... she thought, and she rolled over onto her back,
allowing her gaze to roam at will over her body. Despite her age, she had kept herself
young-looking and trim through constant work and exercise. Her body was
statuesquely perfect, smooth and lithe, the body of a twenty year old woman... the body
her husband had once loved. The soft globes of her breasts were like twin white
mountains, surmounted by the pinkish-brown domes of her turgid little nipples. Her
eyes swept down to the smooth plane of her abdomen, further still, to the raised mound
of her light brown pubic curls, at the vee of her long shapely legs. The perfection of her
body never ceased to amaze her. She was like a love goddess, a woman who would
never grow old, a woman to whom the pleasures of sex would always be exciting and
rewarding. She had been determined to keep her body youthful and fit, and would be a
little pleased with herself when some of the local men would make passes at her. She
would never take them up, but it was nice to know that she was a very attractive
woman. Bruce had always been proud of the way she looked. He used to tell her that a
lot of the people would come in and buy something from the store just for a good look
at her. Sometimes she thought that many of the men still did the same thing. There
were some attractive men in town, and she would go out dancing with them, and
sometimes she would allow them to kiss her good night. But she had never slept with
them. The love she'd had for Bruce was a thing she was certain she would never have
again, and when she felt those feelings coming to her, she was always able to still
them... until tonight!
She thought of her first few nights with Bruce. Then, his hands had roamed with
feathery touches all over her trembling body. He would carefully take off her nightdress
and then begin kissing every inch of her body, taking her breasts in his mouth,
titillating her nipples until she thought she would die from the exquisite agony. Then
he would drop down to tease his tongue into the puckered little indentation of her
navel, and still further to brush hip lips against the soft whisps of her brown pubic
triangle. She had let him lick her to orgasm on many occasions. She remembered the
first fears she'd had the first time he wanted to. She thought there was something evil,
something perverse about it. She'd begged him to stop, but he had soothed her, making
her feel comforted and secure with him, and she hadn't been sorry. Quite the contrary!
Several times, while he had been licking her sweet-tasting pussy, she would spin around
and take his cock between the softness of her lips. She had done it out of love, and
would revel in the pleasures of sex with her husband. And he had left her! He had
betrayed the trust she'd placed in him. How could she possibly allow something like
that to happen again?
"... nnnnnnnnggghhh..."
Another moan drifted through the walls of her room, and Susan was once again forced
back to reality. The voice was that of the woman John had brought with him, and her
groan had been passion-loaded and very feminine. Susan could remember groaning out
like that in her most passionate moments. Should she have been more like that? Would
Bruce have stayed with her if she had been even more loose than she was. She didn't
think so, but she would never know. Bruce hadn't once told her what the matter was.
Again her mind drifted back, this time to the last night of their honeymoon. Bruce had
guided his huge, pulsing hardness toward her trembling vagina, and she had held her
breath, hardly daring to breath as she felt the first nibbling contact between her delicate
cuntal flesh and the smoothly rubbery head of his penis. He had held it there for a
moment, and then had begun to rotate it slowly, up and down, making her thrill with
pleasure, the masculine hardness of his organ sending her into transports of delight. He
had slowly nudged forward, parting the soft fleshy folds as he advanced, finally
inserting the vast head just inside her tight elastic pussy opening. He was usually like
that, slow and gentle... and all the more arousing because of it. That was the way she
liked him best. She could almost feel him now, the throbbing hardness of his penis
parting her vaginal walls, sending shoots of joy coursing up her interior tissue and
resounding in every part of her body.
As with a will of its own, her hand had crept down and was tentatively playing along
the swollen, hair-lined outer lips, her nails scraping the velvety skin. Her body was
reacting to her fervent imagination and she could feel.. actually feel the flesh-splitting
entry of her husband's cock in her secret depths. Her testing fingers, goaded on by her
lascivious thoughts, probed deeper and deeper into the soft recesses of her open vaginal
furrow, dipping and searching in the honeycombs of her throbbing pussy. Her index
finger found the erect little knob of her clitoris and she gasped aloud as she came into
electrifying contact with it, sending myriads of passionate, searing jolts stabbing
through her. She held her finger against it for a moment, and then began to rotate it
gently. She moaned again and again as waves of incredible pleasure washed over her,
bathing her in an inferno of unwanted sensuality.
"OH, JOHN, GOD... YOUR COCK FEELS SO GOOD IN MY CUNT...!"
The rasping, passion-grating voice triggered off an animalistic response in Susan, and
with a groan, she thrust her fingers into the burning hole of her now hungrily writhing
pussy. She couldn't help it... her need was too great, and the woman in the other room
was being satisfied with a man's penis... a real penis... the kind she used to have when
she and Bruce would make love. She needed it. She had known all along that she
needed something besides her own fingers, but hearing another woman getting that
very thing she had been so long without made her all the more aware of her need! Oh,
God... why couldn't she love a man again...? Why couldn't she allow herself to have the
same love she had found once before?...
She felt momentarily relieved by her own digits in the hot interior of her vaginal
sheath, but the feeling didn't last, and tentatively, she began to move them slowly,
feeling her disappointment at the fact that she had to be doing this to herself while
another woman was getting the real thing. Now, as always before, she was guided by
the passionate instinct which was slowly and surely taking complete control, the instinct
of need unfulfilled. She had no recourse but to yield herself up to it completely. She
couldn't fight it. She had to admit her failure to herself, and John and the woman's
orgiastic lovemaking in the room next to hers was like a slap in the face of her
neglected body, making it cry out for the same thing. Furtively, her fingers dug deeper
and deeper, kneading crazily at the palpitating walls of her vaginal sheath. Her brain
was fermenting with wild, graphic images... the woman stretched out on the bed, her
long luscious legs askew, the gleaming pink flesh of her hungry young pussy visible
beneath the thatch of her cuntal hair – John, his cock long and thick and swollen with
passion guiding it toward the waiting opening... Bruce thrusting deeper and deeper into
her own stormy depths while she scissored her legs open and accepted him totally in
her eager cunt. Her passion was spurred to greater fury by the near-real images which
invaded her mind, and were re-enforced by each new sound from the wildly fucking
couple in the next room who were obviously rapidly nearing culmination.
"OH, CHRIST, YOU SURE CAN FUCK, JUDY...!"
Bruce used to tell her things like that, Susan thought. There were times in his wild
moments of passion when she and her husband would throw all caution to the wind,
each screaming out obscenities, words Susan never said except in the orgasmic passion
with her husband. She could almost believe now that she was writhing in bed, a long,
hot penis fucking into her juicy cunt... that she was in the woman's place next door, her
naked body flailing in wanton abandon, her mouth open, gasping for air, her hips
bucking and churning under the delicious impaling of a thick, passion-charged cock
which was storming deeper, faster into her.
With a moan, she jammed her fingers deeper into her warm, clutching pussy. The
heated inner walls lapped and clenched greedily at the invading fingers, and a thin
stream of perspiration ran down the crease of her buttocks and she raised her soft
buttery globes expectantly off her bed, her vagina flowering open as her fingers
plundered the secrets of her pulsating pussy. Her head lashed from side to side, her
shoulder-length, full brown hair trailing across her chiseled features. To the same
rhythm, her fingers rotated deliciously within her throbbing vagina and her pelvis
began to undulate forcefully in time to her finger-fucking.
Her body rocked and bucked in the age old tempo of copulation, and for the moment,
she forgot that she was alone, that she had only her fingers to give her arousal. She
forgot everything but the incredible pleasure she was feeling, spreading throughout her
entire body. Waves of joyous delight and heat were washing over her gyrating form as
her firm buttocks jiggled and rippled beneath the explosive stimulation of her loins. Her
lubricant-soaked fingers stabbed without mercy into her delirious vaginal sheath as she
writhed ecstatically in abandoned self manipulation. Her legs pulled up towards her
shoulders to give greater access to her feverish digits, and they raged insanely over the
tormented hub of her desires.
She groaned desperately, heedless of who might hear. Her inadequate hands tore
mindlessly at her raging cunt, and she knew that she was nearing climax, from the
thunder which was exploding in her brain. She felt as if she was on fire, every inch of
her flesh scorched with burning excitement, and deep groans were gurgling inhumanly
in her throat.
"FUCK ME HARDER... HARDER... AAAGGGHHH..."
Frenzied screams, the woman called Judy, paralyzing Susan, and then: "I'M
CCCUUUMMMIIINNNGGG... AAARRRGGGHHH...!!!"
Judy was cumming! A wave of jealousy bowled Susan over. Judy was climaxing from
the forceful thrusts of John's massive penis... her body was alive with sensation... the
ecstasy caused by deep, hard masculine drives into her cunt... It wasn't fair... she was
going to cum, too, but she had only her fingers. They helped a little, but they were
nothing like the real thing. No hand could take the place of a man's cock between her
legs... Nothing could... nothing...


Chapter 2


Lori Mead smiled as she watched Bill Jennings studying. She really liked the blonde
senior boy. She was convinced that she was the luckiest girl in her whole school. Bill
was so popular, and all the girl's were green with envy because Bill would invite her to
his home to study. Most of the friends Lori had would beg her to ask Bill for a date
with them, but Lori would just laugh them off. She wasn't about to spoil a good thing.
She didn't like the idea of another girl dating Bill. God knows she had gone through
enough trouble just to get him to notice her in the first place. Even though he would
come into the sporting shop enough times, nothing Lori tried to do could get him to
ask her out for the longest time. Of course, he was seeing Maggie Johnson, who was, as
far as Lori was concerned, the biggest slut in the school. Dark-haired Maggie would
make a special point of mentioning that she needed bras that were as large as her
mother's. While Lori also wore bras, her breasts were not nearly as large as Maggie's.
For some reason, though, Bill had tired of Maggie, and when he finally asked Lori to go
out with him, the fourteen year old red-head had been totally agog with rapture. To
think... Bill Jennings, the quarterback of the high school football team was interested in
her. He was all a girl could want. He was handsome, smart, his parents had a lot of
money, and he could kiss like none of the other boys Lori had ever dated. Just pressing
her lips against his, when they necked, was the most wonderful feeling in the world.
The young girl found that she couldn't concentrate in her studying. She lowered the
book onto her lap, looking across the room to Bill, but thinking about other things. Bill
had asked her-if she wanted to go steady. Naturally, she'd said yes, but when she asked
her mother for permission, the older woman had said no. Even though Lori liked her
mother, there were times when she seemed so old-fashion. Lori wondered if that was
why she didn't have a father like all the other girls. She knew that her mother had been
married once, and she could still remember faint thoughts of the man who was her
father. Daughter and father had never been close, though. He was away so much of the
time. And when he had gone, never to return, the young girl hardly missed him. She
wondered if he was anything like Bill was now, but there was no way she could tell.
Her mother never talked about her father, and Lori could sense that the topic of
conversation only made her mother feel bad. It was almost like talking about sex. Lori
was coming of age where petting and necking were no longer enough. She knew the
basics of sex... she'd learned them in her health class in school, and the young girl had
come to understand that babies were made by going all the way. Her mother had told
her that going all the way was something only a husband and wife did with each other.
There were times, though, when Lori was very tempted to take all her clothes off when
Bill would ask her. She would feel shivery all over, especially between her legs.
Sometimes she would get all wet and sticky there, and she knew, instinctively, that Bill's
hands against her vagina would feel so good. She would always stop him just as he
would reach up under her blouse. Even though she wanted him to touch her naked,
well-formed breasts, she had been taught that something like that was wrong. It was
one thing to have his hands pressing against her soft, pliant mounds when they were
covered by her sweaters and bra, but to be naked like that... that was something the
young girl wasn't sure she could handle. She trusted her mother's judgement. The older
woman had told her daughter that she must save herself for the man she married, as
she had, and Lori believed her. But now, as she gazed at the handsome blond boy
reading his science book, she began to think that he would like her all the more if she
could prove to him that she was a full grown woman, and not the little girl he seemed
to think she was.
Then, for some reason, Lori found that she was thinking of John, the man who had just
moved into her house. He was very nice... just about the way she vaguely remembered
her father being. She hadn't been all that embarrassed by being seen wearing only her
robe. Somehow, it was almost as if her father had returned for a visit. It was alright to
have your father see you naked, the young girl thought. After all, she and her mother
would sometimes take showers together, and there was nothing wrong with that. Her
mother was such a lovely woman... Lori hoped that she looked like her mother when
she became older. Even though mother and daughter had different color hair, Lori
thought they looked pretty much alike. She had seen pictures of her mother when she
was a little girl, and Lori thought the two of them were just twins with twenty years
between them. And her mother was a very active woman. She would go out on dates
with men sometimes, and during the summer months, going to the beach with her
mother was almost as much fun as going with her friends.
"I asked you if you were about through studying."
Lori shook her head, and realized that she had been drifting off into another world,
thinking about the summer months and the lazy days spent on the beach.
"Uh... yeah, I'm just about finished," she said, picking up her book. She glanced at the
wall clock in the living room and realized that it was getting late. Even though she
didn't have to worry about going to school for another four days, her mother liked her
to be home by eleven o'clock. It was now a little after, and the howling winter winds
outside told the girl that she would never be able to get home for another half hour. It
was less than a mile from Bill's house to her own, but everything would be covered with
snow.
"Well, then," Bill said, marking his place in his book and setting it down on the table.
"Suppose we have a little fun then. Mom and Dad won't be home until after midnight.
And with the weather being like it is, they could be late... very late."
He ended his statement with a smile, and Lori knew what he was getting at. She smiled
back at him. She liked kissing and pressing her body against Bill. He was so strong and
muscled. Sometimes they would lay on his couch for hours, their lips locked tightly.
She would open her mouth and let him French her. That was something she had never
allowed any other boy to do. And once, she had let him place his hand against the jean
and panty covered juncture of her thighs for a while. She had had to pull it off, because
he was suddenly fumbling with the clasp around her waist. She may like him, but she
couldn't allow that to happen. It was just too much.
As he watched her smiling back at him, Bill's cock gave a lurch against his slacks. Hell,
a man can only take just so much, he thought. He'd been going out with Lori for
almost four months now, and all he'd gotten was a quick feel... through her clothes, no
less. Tonight was going to be different, he thought. Tonight, he was going to get her so
hot that there would be no stopping her. Shit, by this time, when he was going out with
Maggie, he'd already fucked her a couple of times. He'd stopped going out with her
because Lori seemed so eager to have him. Taking it easy with a girl was one thing, but
there comes a time when a guy has to put his foot down. Enough is enough, and Bill
had had more than enough. Christ, her clothes were so tight that he could see the slit
of her cunt, and her breasts, though not as large as Maggie's, were just as nice looking.
He was tired of seeing them through her clothing. He wanted to see them as they really
were.
With a low, throaty chuckle, he walked over to her, and sat next to her on the couch,
draping his arm around her and pulling her against him. Their lips met, and Lori felt
the familiar waves of happiness wash over her. Kissing Bill like this had to be the most
wonderful thing in the world, she thought quickly. She noticed something a little
different this time, though. His lips were pressing against hers tighter than they usually
did, and his hands, instead of being on her face, were resting against her back, his
fingers open and lightly stroking her skin.
"I really like you, Lori," he breathed heavily after their long embrace. "I like you a lot."
The young girl shivered as she heard the words. Was he saying that he loved her? That
would be the most wonderful thing... if Bill said that he loved her. It would mean that
they could get married, and she could give herself to him the way she really wanted to.
"I really like you too," she said, surprised at the heaviness of her breathing. A feeling of
apprehension flittered over her. Something was different this time. She could just tell.
She wasn't sure if she liked it or not. It kind of frightened her.
"Well... since we like each other, why don't we go farther then we usually do."
"You mean... sleep with each other?" the young girl said, her voice cracking a little.
"Naw... we don't have to go to sleep. We could uh... do it right here on the couch...
before my parents got home. No one would know."
"I would know," Lori said, pulling her body away from him and looking into his eyes as
though she were seeing him for the first time. "We've talked about this... and I... I just
don't want to."
"Well, who not? For God's sake, Lori, you must be the only virgin left in the high
school."
"That's not true. There are lots of girls who haven't... done that."
"Yeah, well, they're all kids. I thought you were more mature and grown up then they
are."
He spoke as though he was totally disgusted with her, as though he wanted her to
know that he was disappointed with her. It was a trick he had been taught by one of his
older friends in college... get the girl to come around to you by making her think that
she's not grown up enough. She'll go out of her way to prove you wrong.
Lori was very hurt by what Bill was telling her. She almost wanted to do what he was
asking, but she knew that she shouldn't. She still believed what her mother had told
her, and she tried to deny the thrills of pleasure coursing through her body as she
thought of what it would be like to be naked in front of Bill. As if on cue, her breasts
gave a desperate tingling, pressing her nipples tighter against the confining cups of her
bra.
Bill thought he could detect a slight relaxation of Lori's luscious body as he said
nothing more. He still carried a hurt look on his face, and finally, Lori pressed her
supple body against his, trying to recapture the mood which had been broken moments
ago. "God, Lori," he said, "you know I don't want to fight with you. I can really
understand how you feel. It's quite a big step for a young girl like you to take. When
we're petting, it feels so good to touch you. How can something that feels so good be
wrong?"
Lori shook her head, not quite sure of herself. The sudden change in Bill's mood threw
her. She really wasn't sure what he would do next.
"Come on..." he said, his voice once again becoming more soothing and patient. "Let's
just make out, like we always do."
This was more to Lori's liking. At least it was something she was familiar with. Again
they embraced, Bill pulling her down on the narrow couch, his hands reaching, up to
cup the sensual swell of her lushly ripened breasts. He'd decided that he would be just a
little slower with her. If he could just get her hot enough, he was convinced that she
would let him go all the way. He had to get her trust back first. And when he had it...
he was really gonna put it to her. He would have to. He was tired of masturbating after
she left him. This was it!
Lori felt his long tongue moistly prodding into her own unresisting mouth. This is
much better, she thought. At least she could handle him if he didn't try to force herself
on him. Once again trusting him, she felt her own tongue meeting his and stabbing
wildly into his warm mouth, sending rampant thrills of intense desire searing through
her body. She fully believed that the matter about sex was settled now, and she molded
her form against his as she prepared for a necking session with the most popular boy in
her school.
Time seemed to lose all meaning as they lay against each other on the couch. While she
thought he was merely kissing her, she was finally brought out of the passionate trance
she had placed herself in, and she noticed that his hands had slipped under her blouse
and were now squeezing her breasts from under her clothing. She could feel his fingers
tracing a path lightly along the lacy upper part of her bra. This was farther that she had
ever let him go before, and for what seemed like forever, she was held spellbound as his
fingers deftly unbuttoned her blouse and exposed her quivering breasts. Then he was
taking her ripe mounds into his mouth, kissing them, first one, and then the other, his
hard hot tongue spiking her nipples to a tingling erection that sent electric surges of
sensation running from the tips of her shoeless feet to the top of her skull. She could
feel herself loosing the control she had fought so hard to keep, and it was all she could
do to say the things she knew she had to.
"No, Bill... please... no... we mustn't... my mother... mmmmmmmmmmmhhhhhhh...
Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmhhhhhhhh...!" The innocent young high school
girl's weak protests melted into a groan of ecstasy as his strong teeth fastened on her
left breast, biting the nipple first softly, then harder as his hands continued to squeeze
at the firm flesh of her ripe young breasts. She decided, quickly, that she would let him
go as far as he had, but no further.
"Mmmmmmmmmm, Lori, your tits are so soft... so warmm... They feel so good!"
The aroused redhead shook her head mutely, not wanting to admit to herself that his
sucking on her excitedly tingling breasts felt good... so much better than just his hands.
But she had to stop him. She couldn't let her control slip any further. "No Bill... we...
we have to stop!" she managed to say, even though it took almost all her strength. It
made her feel so grown up... so much like the woman she wanted to become.
Bill seemed to sense the total lack of conviction in her voice. His hands were running
down along her rib cage now, slowly, almost imperceptivity inching toward the waist
clasp of her jeans. His fingers were like feathers on the flat, exposed silken flesh of her
belly, and then, without unbuckling her pants, his fingers slipped under her clothing,
the tips of his fingers reaching for, and finding, the forbidden vee of her sparse pubic
hair. Lori was at first too aroused to say anything, but she finally managed to find the
strength. As soon as she opened her mouth to protest, though, her words changed to a
moan of pleasure... a pleasure she had never known before, and one that she wasn't
sure she wanted to stop.
"Oooooooooooooooohhh... aaaaaaaaaahhhhhhh," she groaned in mindless bliss as his
finger unzipped the zipper of her tight jeans and stroked along the sensitive wet slit of
her virginal little pussy. It rubbed in teasing circles around the quivering bud of her
hard clitoris. Oh God! She'd done something like this to herself several times in the
past, but not once had it ever felt this good. She would never have dreamed that
another person's hand on her vagina could make her feel so wonderful!
For a brief moment, Lori's mind cleared, and she was aware that her jeans were being
pulled down over her hips and thighs. She had to put a stop to this... This was wrong.
Even though it felt so good, it was wrong. "No! Stop! Stop!" she said, her voice hoarse
and thick, her breathing ragged. But it was no use. The cold air wafted against her
exposed loins as his fingers merely swirled across the erect clitoris even more eagerly,
then pushed through the moistened lips of her pulsing vagina. I shouldn't let him go
any farther, she thought. I have to stop him. Mother said this is wrong.
But her body, as though following the commands of a brain of its own, began to twitch
and squirm in helpless abandon, and she merely moaned as he pulled her jeans and
panties completely from her body, her long legs spreading wider to give him freer
access to her wet, throbbing pussy.
"About time," Bill moaned under his breath, jerking his finger suddenly from her
heated vaginal flesh. "Now we're going to find out just how much of a woman you
really are. We're going to fuck, Lori, and you're going to like it. Trust me."
The hurried withdrawal of his finger from her hotly pulsating young cunt and the
words he uttered so shocked the thirteen year old girl that she didn't realize he had
unfastened his fly until she urgently pulsing head of his cock pressed against her naked
thigh. Realization hit her like a bucket of ice water, and she shuddered, jolted at last
from her unwanted erotic arousal.
"NO! NO! YOU CAN'T!" Lori cried out, as she stiffened her body and tried to move
away from him, clamping her thighs together in an involuntary motion of protection.
"Open your legs!" Bill gasped, clawing at the tender flesh of her inner thighs with his
strong fingers. "For God's sake, Lori, you know it feels good."
"Noooooooooooo! Get away... get away from me!" the now-frightened girl wailed in
near hysteria. "NOooooooo!" The lovely redhead's tight-pressed thighs had trapped his
invading penis between them, but her fear-tensed muscles squeezing his blood-inflated
cock-head only served to enflame his already uncontrollable lust for her. He was certain
that if he could just get his cock into her, she would see that there was nothing to be
afraid of. She would like it, if he could only show her how wonderful it felt. Christ,
Maggie had put up this much of a struggle, and as soon as his cock had entered her,
she acted as though she couldn't get enough of it.
Lori felt Bill's body buck and jerk above her own nakedly cringing loins, felt his long
hard penis ramming back and forth between her tightly clamped thighs, heard his
incoherent gasps spewing from his mouth. She couldn't do what he wanted. She just
couldn't! Petting was one thing, but this... this was much more than she had ever
dreamed.
Then, much to her horror, his wildly throbbing cock began spurting out gushes of hot
thick sperm all over her trembling thighs. Lori lay completely still, trying desperately to
suppress the strange sensations of regret that spread throughout her unsatisfied body.
Why? she asked mentally. Why can't I have him the way I really want?
By the time Bill raised himself off her body to glare at her in anger, she could feel tears
of disappointment well behind her eyes. God! Oh, God! If she had it to do all over
again, she would have spread her legs like he asked. She would let him fuck her... let
him make her a woman!
"Goddamn it, Lori!" Bill exclaimed, rising to his feet with his rapidly deflating penis
still in one hand. "What the hell did you do something stupid like that for?"
The young girl couldn't answer. She couldn't explain her feelings to herself, let alone to
another person. She could only look at Bill and hope that he would give her another
chance. She could do it now... she was certain of it! She could be a woman for Bill. She
could be everything Maggie had been.
"You bitch, Lori," he raged again. You cold, cockteasing bitch!"
"Bill... I..." she started to say.
"Don't try and give me any apology," he snapped. "Shit, you'd think we were living in
the last century or something. I thought you were really with it. I thought you really
knew what the score was. I should have known better than to waste my time with a
cock-teasing girl."
Lori opened her mouth, but she couldn't think of anything to say. The half-naked
young boy bent down and picked up her jeans and threw them at her. "Here, you better
put these back on. We wouldn't want the little baby to catch cold, now would we?"
"Bill... please..."
"Yeah... I know what the story is. You want to wait until you're married. Well, that's
just too bad. I didn't have to wait before I met you, and I certainly won't have to wait
any more."
"Can't we talk?" she asked, her voice cracking with her pleading. She wanted him to
think of her as a woman. If she could only get him to listen, she would somehow find
the courage to do what he wanted. She was so aroused now that she wanted it as badly
as he did. But she needed a little time to calm her nerves.
"Talk with a cold slab of meat like you? That's a laugh. You come in here all smiles and
ready to pet. Fine. But like they say... when the going gets tough, the tough get going.
And you're pretty tough. So just get out of my sight!"
Lori could feel tears welling up in her eyes. How could her whole world have suddenly
collapsed in on her like this. Just an hour ago, she was feeling gay and happy. Now for
some reason, she felt so bad that she wanted to die. She wanted to get away from Bill as
much as he wanted her to leave. Maybe she could talk to him later... make him
understand that she just didn't know what she had been doing. She could feel his eyes
burning through her as she dressed, and then picked up her coat and books to leave.
She didn't want to look at him. She felt as though she had not only failed him, but
herself as well. She was so sure that she was a woman... and the fact that she might still
be a little girl was something she did not want to admit to herself.
"And don't bother coming back!" he snapped at her as she opened up the front door
and walked into the icy night wind. "I don't ever want to have anything to do with a
little girl like you again!"
That had been the worst thing he could have told her. It meant that she would never
get a chance to make up to him what she had done. She would never get a chance to
show him that she really could be a woman...


* * *


The walk home, through the howling wind and blowing snow seemed to clear Lori's
mind a little.
Even though it was bitter outside, she didn't notice. She would have to talk to her
mother. The two had always been close, and Lori was glad that she could talk to her
about just about anything. Her mother had explained the facts of life to her long ago,
though nothing she had said could have made the young girl ready for what happened
tonight.
Lori could remember the times she had fingered herself. Her mother had told her that
something like that was not bad, though the young girl could never bring herself to tell
her mother that she had actually done it. It gave her a great sense of relief to know that
her mother seemed to understand what the young girl could be growing through.
What could she tell her mother, though? That she was not sorry about what had
happened, only that it hadn't turned out right? That she would gladly go all the way
next time... if there were a next time? The young girl wasn't sure what she would tell
her mother. She would do like she always did... start out and see where the
conversation went. She hoped her mother would not be angry with Bill. There was no
reason why she should be. Strangely, now that she was away from Bill's house, Lori
didn't hate him, even though he had called her a little girl and had so much as thrown
her out in the cold. She was hoping he would at least walk her home. It was much too
cold a night to be walking alone.
The house was dark when Lori finally arrived. She let herself in the front door and
walked silently through the house part of the building. There were no lights on. That
meant her mother would not be up, waiting for her to come home. She would have to
go and wake her up.
Lori hesitated for a moment. She wondered if perhaps she shouldn't sleep on what had
happened. It might give her a better chance to think of what she would say to her
mother. She could collect her thoughts better after a good night's sleep. But the wild
tingling in her unsatisfied little vagina was a constant reminder that she would not be
able to handle this problem by herself. Even is she were to go to bed and finger herself,
she would never be able to sleep. She couldn't get the image of Bill glowering at her out
of her mind. She knew she would run through a thousand different conversations in
her mind, keeping her up until dawn. She just knew it. She hadn't felt like this since
the first time she had brought herself to orgasm. She had felt strangely guilty then, as
though the wonderful feelings that had happened were for some reason too good for
her. Talking to her mother the next morning had helped, but not as much as it would
have had she talked to her the night before. She didn't want to spend a restless, fitful
night in the cold darkness of her house.
The winter winds whipping around the house seemed to be a strange omen as the
young girl slowly climbed the stairs to her mother's bedroom. Even though she thought
her mother might be asleep, the young girl knew she would gladly help her with any
problem at any time. At the head of the stairs, she stopped. She still didn't know what
she was going to say. How does a daughter tell her mother that her boyfriend tried to...
tried to make love to her, and that what was bothering her was that she hadn't the
courage to go through with it. Lori knew her mother's beliefs on a woman making love
with a man she wasn't married to. Would her mother think that she had failed? Would
she think that Lori was little more than a cheap young tramp. That was what her
mother had called Maggie Johnson. Lori would never be able to take her mother
thinking that of her!
The young girl's heart was pounding in her chest as she stood at the head of the stairs,
her head lowered in a sense of shame she could not understand. Dam... if she didn't
talk to her mother, she would only cry herself to sleep, and she would feel so bad the
next morning that she wouldn't know what to do. No... if her mother had taught her
anything, it was that a problem had to be taken care of when it came up. Putting it off
only made things worse.
Gritting her teeth with determination, Lori inched to her mother's bedroom.
And then she stopped! She could hear something making a noise in there, and she was
almost certain she could hear something coming from Mr. Martin's room as well. At
first, it was impossible for the young girl to pick out the jumbled voice, and two
women! Could her mother actually have someone in her bedroom with her? That was
impossible! Her mother would never do something like that. That could only mean one
thing... her mother was hurt. Even though there hadn't been many crimes in Port City,
the young girl knew that no town was free from something like that. Maybe Mr. Martin
had done something to her mother. Even though she liked the stranger, she didn't
know very much about him. She would never have thought that Bill could be the way
he was... maybe she had been wrong about Mr. Martin as well.
"Mother?" she called out in a voice so soft and quiet she almost didn't hear it herself.
When she got no answer, she decided that she would look into her mother's room.
God! If something had happened to her... if she were hurt or something, who ever had
done it might still be there!
As quietly as she could, the young girl placed her hand on the knob to her mother's
bedroom door, then turned it slowly, praying that if there were anyone in the room,
they would not notice the slight creaking sound the door made as she pushed it in.
For a moment, the young girl's eyes could not make out the bouncing form on her
mother's bed. Her ears were assaulted by the strange mixture of combined pants, moans
and chants. She closed her eyes, and tried to concentrate on what she was hearing.
Through the thin wall separating her mother's room from the guest room, she heard
what was a woman's voice, screaming as though at the top of her lungs...
"I'M CCCUUUUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMM-MMMIIIIIINNNNNNGGG...
AAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRR...!"
The chilling cry pierced through the young girl's ears, and she could feel goose-bumps
covering her skin. She knew what was happening! Even though she had never heard the
words before, she knew instinctively what the woman who had screamed it meant. She
was having an orgasm... something Lori had learned about in her sex class in school.
The aching tingle in the young girl's loins increased in intensity as the thought of what
she had just come from at Bill's house. That was what Bill wanted to give her... That
was what she had brought on herself several times with her own fingers. But she had
never screamed like that. She would have been too afraid that someone would hear her!
Then she opened her eyes, and focused on the writhing form on the bed. It was her
mother... totally naked, her nightdress pulled up around her neck, her legs spread wide
as her own hands and fingers were clawing at her gyrating vagina. The .young girl
could see the contrasting whiteness of her mother blatantly against the sheets of her
bed. Her head was thrown back, her eyes were tightly clenched shut, and she looked
just like what Lori looked like when she... when she fingered herself there... in her
vagina. My God! My mother is masturbating! was all the redhead could think.
Somehow, she never though she would ever see another woman doing this to herself.
She never thought grown-ups did things like that. That was why she wanted to be
grown-up... so she would never have to bring herself the feelings she liked. A woman
shouldn't have to do something like that! Lori's own hand went to her mouth to
prevent her from screaming out her shock, and her other hand went automatically to
the wet spot at her seething loins. She could hear her mother panting loudly, just like
she would do before her hand became all sticky and wet with the juice that would flow
out from between her flushed vaginal lips. Her eyes were open wide as she stared at the
bucking form of her mother on the bed.
Susan was totally lost in the throes of her orgasm. In the darkness of her total sense of
loneliness, she almost cried as she heard Judy cry out her second orgasm right after her
first. The mother moaned in her torment and passion combined as she felt her body
awash with waves of heated passion.
"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" she chanted, heedless of the fact that her daughter was
watching intently. Her hips were churning, her fingers demonically probing and
swirling inside her frenzied depths. Her head was spinning and her mouth was open,
her lips twisted grotesquely. Her breasts were bobbing and she was grinding her
tormented pussy hard against her churning fingers. She was cumming too, and she felt
as if her body was being washed away, every single rational thought banished from her
mind and her flesh cleansed of nagging desire and want and feeling.
From far, far away, a deep, throaty masculine voice assailed her: "CHRIST... I'M...
I'M... UUUGGGHHHHHHHHH HHHHNNNNNNNN..!"
She knew that John was climaxing too, pouring his white hot passion into the woman's
hotly accepting belly. In her half-satiated demented state, Susan could almost feel the
heated wetness of his gushing offering as it cascaded frothily into her depths, pouring
with incredible intensity from the sanctity of his balls, and streaming non-stop into the
hot, receptive cavern of her thirsty pussy. Her brain was bombarded with a splintering
orgy of nude figures, fucking in all different positions in hurricane velocity. Her arms
and legs thrashed wildly as her hot steaming orgasmic fluids drifted down over her
drubbing fingers, warming her through and through... only it wasn't her fingers. It was
Bruce... or John... or some other large, masculine pleasure-giving cock which was at last
emptied and was slipping away from her wetly, satiated cunt.
Lori watched as though she was held by some unexplainable force. As she saw her
mother finally slow her movements, she inched out the door, pulling it shut as quietly
as she could. For a long time, she stood in the hall, trying to comprehend what she had
seen and heard. Her mother was masturbating... fingering her own vagina! Lori had
always thought that her mother was strong, that she would never have to do something
like that! Even though Lori knew there was nothing wrong with fingering herself, the
young girl thought of it as something childish, something girls did, but not women. She
knew she would never be able to talk to her mother tonight. She would never get the
sight of her mother's wide-spread legs out of her mind. Lori felt so embarrassed for her
mother that all she wanted to do was go to her own bedroom and cry herself to sleep.
As she tip-toed through the house, she began to think that perhaps she wouldn't talk to
her mother after all. Maybe she could talk to Mr. Martin. He seemed like a nice man,
and he might be able to tell her what was going on in Bill's mind.
Yes! That was it! She would talk to a man about this! Even though he was a stranger,
Lori felt a kinship with him. Perhaps if she thought of him as her father, he would
think of her as his daughter. She was pretty certain that she knew what her mother
would say. Her mother had told her time and time again that a woman shouldn't have
sex with a man she wasn't married to. But Mr. Martin... She would be able to get a
fresh insight on life from a stranger... especially from one she liked!
Alone in her bed, Susan was finally coming back to her senses. Again she had failed.
Again she had resorted to the lonely feelings which came to her every night. This time
had been the worst. This time she was blatantly reminded of the fact that she hadn't
had a penis in her vagina in years... too many years. It was something she didn't like to
think about. No matter how hard she tried, though, she knew she would never be able
to forget the pleasures Bruce had brought her... the pleasures she had come to take for
granted right up until the time he left her. Her fingers eased the physical emptiness a
little. They provided a short respite from the emptiness in her loins. God! If only she
never knew how wonderful it felt to have a man's cock... a man's thick, hard, throbbing
penis fucking into her vagina... then at least she could be satisfied with her fingers. As it
was, almost as soon as she climaxed, the pleasures were over, and she would once again
be reminded of the fact that she was alone. She wished she could somehow change the
way she felt about sex with men. Her experience with Bruce had left her with a bad
taste in her mouth for almost eight years. She was not bitter to all men. She just knew
that she would never allow herself to be so free. Even being married to Bruce had not
saved her from the loneliness she was feeling as she thought of the satisfaction Judy,
John's visitor, was probably feeling at this very moment.
Susan allowed her mind to rest. At least the tingling in her vagina would not keep her
awake for the rest of the night. She had taken care of that enough to allow her to go to
sleep. But she would still have to live with the knowledge that unless she changed her
whole way of thinking, she would have to eek out the rest of her natural existence by
being alone... watching the world seem to pass her by, while she lived in the cold cloud
of emotional solitude.
In John's room, the new lodger and Judy Merril, his current lover, were catching their
breaths.
"Shit, you little cunt... I'd all but forgotten what a nice little fucker you are."
The voluptuous blonde woman chuckled under her breath. "And who's fault is that?"
"Yeah... well, you know how things are. I just don't like to settle down."
"So you decided that you would cool your heels for a little while, right lover?"
"You got it, sugar. There comes a time when you gotta sit down and take a breather."
From the other side of his room, Samson gave a loud whining yawn.
"Who was taking care of the little cunt-lapper?" John asked her, moving around on the
bed to fish out his pack of cigarettes.
"Samson? He's really quite something. I could really enjoy taking care of him every
time you decide to take off for parts unknown."
"I'm sure you could, lover," he said, smiling at her through his cloud of cigarette
smoke. "But me and Samson... shit, I've had him for close to five years. I'd be lost
without him."
"From what I've seen of this place, you wouldn't be lost without me," she said, a teasing
hurt in her voice.
"Afraid I don't follow you, lover-cunt."
"I hear there's two women in this place. It must be kind of cozy, having two free cunts
walking around, begging for a taste of that log between your legs."
"You can just forget about that little fantasy," he said, taking a deep drag on his
cigarette. "One of them is as cold as dry ice. I talked to some of the men around town,
and they told me that the landlady is all talk and no action."
"And the other?"
"The other is a real cock-tease... a fucking thirteen year old pussy that doesn't fuck any
more than her mother."
"Her mother must have fucked at one time. Children don't grow on trees, you know."
"Yeah... I hear what your saying. Shit, Judy-cunt, at the moment, I got more than most
men got."
"Like what, lover?"
"Like you. I may work on this landlady and her daughter, but not until I decide it's
worth the work."
She laughed and brought both her arms around his neck, while Samson got to his feet,
walked around several times, and once again curled up and went to sleep.


Chapter 3


As violent as the winter storm had been during the night, the morning was as clear and
peaceful as possible. The wind had died down completely, and the skies had cleared. All
over the Port City area was a thick blanket of snow, clean and white. There were drifts
in places, but the main road had been cleared as soon as the snow had stopped falling.
With the coming of the sun came a rise in temperatures, making it possible to engage
in winter sports to the fullest possible degree.
The morning sun streamed in through Susan's bedroom window, and the reflection of
the sunlight off the snow made it seem to the auburn woman that a huge spotlight was
being focused through her window. She pulled herself out of bed, noting that it was
well after eight. If she wanted to open the sporting shop at nine, she would have to
hurry and get ready. A glance out her window told her that many people might want to
rent skis, toboggans and snow-mobiles. And she had them to rent. A day like today
didn't come all that often. Generally, the days were nice though overcast. People would
really want to get out on a clear sunny day like today... especially after the night.
Slipping into her robe, she hurried from her room to the kitchen of her house. Her
intent was to put a pot of coffee on the stove and have a quick something to eat. She
didn't want to take a great deal of time. It was the work, more than anything else, that
helped her live with the loneliness she had been unable to escape the night before.
As soon as she entered the kitchen, though, she stopped, gasping a little. She had
expected it to be empty, but she could see John Martin standing over the stove, fixing
himself breakfast. The smell of fried eggs and bacon filled the kitchen, and the aroma
made Susan feel very hungry.
"Good morning, John," she said, trying to be friendly. "I would have thought that you
would want to fix breakfast in your own room."
He turned, a little startled by her unexpected entry. "Well, I would," he explained
casually. "But I can't seem to get the stove to work. I went out and bought some things.
I hope you don't mind. If you like, you can join me. I always cook more than I need."
Susan looked at him, and then looked around the kitchen. The woman he'd had with
him the night before was no where in sight.
"You mean, you've been up for some time?" she asked. She would have thought that
after moving in... and making love all night, he would want to sleep in.
"I like getting up early," he told her. "Makes me feel like I'm wasting the day if I stay in
bed too late."
"But I would have thought that... after last night..."
She stopped. She knew that his private life was really none of her concern, and she
didn't want to embarrass him by mentioning it.
"Last night?" he said, leaning against the stove. "What happened last night?"
His question was totally innocent sounding. "I... uh... heard you and Judy... uh... in
your room..."
He broke out into a hearty laughter. "Oh... that! Well, I promise that the next time, we
won't be quite so loud. We hadn't really thought that there would be anyone up so
late."
Susan blushed and lowered her head. John looked at her, and felt his penis once again
give a little lurch in his pants. She's acting just like a virgin who can't really talk about
sex, he thought. If I can get her to talk about what happened to her husband, I should
really be able to clean up with her.
"I hope you weren't offended by what you heard," he said determined that he would be
friendly. He could tell that fucking her would be well worth what ever patience it took.
Just looking at her full, wide-spaced breasts told him everything he wanted to know –
and the way she crossed her legs under the table, exposing much of her firm, smooth
thighs through the split of her robe... God... if he looked hard enough, he could see the
small tuft of her cuntal hair nestled between her legs. He was pretty certain that she
wouldn't want him to be looking there, so he kept his wandering eyes as discreet as he
could. When she looked up to him, he quickly shifted his glance from the lusciousness
of her thighs to the deep, sensual brown of her innocent-looking eyes.
"Well," she finally said, "I wasn't really all that embarrassed. I was a little concerned
about Lori though. She's so young... She might get the wrong idea about what
happened."
"Just what would be the wrong idea?" he asked her, smiling a little. "She must know by
now that men and women fuck. Someday, she'll be doing it herself."
"I've always tried to teach her that only husbands and wives... do that... with each
other."
She looked at him with her brow furrowed. She didn't approve of his use of the word
"fuck" but she wasn't going to let that throw her. Words meant so little these days.
She'd heard a lot worse from some of the loggers who lived and worked in the town.
"Thinking like that is a little old-fashioned," he said, keeping his voice as warm and
friendly as he could. "But far be it from me to try and tell you how to raise your
daughter."
Hearing him say that made her feel a little better. At least she could see that he wasn't
going to try and impose his beliefs on her. As she sipped on her coffee, she thought of
how she had felt last night. She quickly glanced at him, and could feel that strange
feeling again... the feeling she had first felt when he walked into the store the day
before. Against her will, she could feel her breasts swelling slightly, and her vaginal lips
gave a tingling. God... she wanted to have him. She wanted to have his cock fucking
into her too-long empty cunt. It had been too long since she'd felt a man's hands
holding her passionately, his fingers lightly stroking her back, her belly, her fluffy
mound of brown cuntal hair. She shifted her position, trying to alleviate the unwanted
arousal, and she noticed that she was already seeping cuntal fluids against her robe and
nightie.
As though on cue, Lori suddenly bounded into the room, as bright and chipper this
morning as she had been morose the night before.
"Good morning, everyone," she said. Both Susan and John turned to look at her as she
sat down next to her mother and fished out a doughnut from the box that was always
kept on the table.
"Did you and Bill have a nice night last night?" her mother asked to make conversation.
She didn't like admitting it to herself, but it seemed all too natural to be sitting at the
breakfast table like this... mother, daughter and a near-total stranger who was so much
like Bruce in so many ways as to be frightening. Susan hadn't felt like this with any of
the other boarders she'd taken in. It was as though her family were re-united after so
many years.
Lori's brightness faded as quickly as it had appeared. She looked out the kitchen
window while she munched on her doughnut and seemed to be in deep thought. "It
was alright," she said. "We had a lot of fun."
The young girl felt a little uncomfortable with her mother for the first time in her life.
She hadn't forgotten about what had happened the night before, but she hadn't given it
any thought either. Being so young, she could flit from one problem to another with
little more than a change in mood. Her mother's question had rekindled the mood
she'd felt when she'd come home and seen her mother fingering her vagina. And she
hadn't forgotten that she wanted to talk to Mr. Martin about what had happened with
Bill. She didn't know how she could go about getting him alone. .She certainly didn't
want to talk about that with him while her mother was around.
"Say, you two," John said, noting that there was a strange, uncomfortable silence among
the three of them. "As long as I'm going to be living here for a while, I was wondering
if either of you could tell me what goes on in this town. I've got some time to kill, as
long as the camps aren't going to be hiring for a week or so..."
"There's nothing to do in this place," Lori said with a tone of disgust in her voice... the
tone that comes from having lived in a small area for a long time and having seen
everything there was to offer.
"Oooohhh, now," Susan said, "that's not all that true. This is a winter playground. If it
weren't, I wouldn't do half the business I do."
"Like what?" John asked. As long as he was just going to be taking it easy, he thought
he might as well have something to do.
"Well... there's the ice sail boats," Susan offered." It's a perfect day for something like
that."
"Awwwwwwww... I've done that a million times," Lori said.
"It's something I've never done," John said, thinking that it might be a nice way to get
this little girl away from her mother and pump her for information, anything that
would make it easier for him to get into her nice-looking vagina.
"There you are," Susan said with an air of finality. "You and Mr. Martin could take the
display model out on the lake. I doubt that anyone is going to come in and want to see
it. It's a little early for something like that."
"What do you say, Lori?" John asked. "You've been under your sun lamp for so long,
I'll bet you've forgotten what the real thing looks like." Lori hadn't looked at it as a way
to talk to the stranger away from her mother, but now that he seemed so eager to go, it
seemed like the perfect thing to do.
"Well, I guess we could do that," she said, trying to hide the sudden eagerness she felt
at the proposed project. "There's not all that much to see, though."
"No, I'm sure there isn't... but it'll all be new to me, and that will make it exciting."
"Are you sure you can handle the sail boat, Lori?" her mother asked.
"Oh, sure... I've done it hundreds of times."
"It's something I've never done," John said.
Generally, he preferred the excitement of doing things in a large city. Running a sail
boat on ice was something he had never even considered before. It had just never
appealed to him. But what the hell, if he could get the trust of Susan Mead through her
daughter, it was worth a try.
"Well, I'll just stay here and run the store while you two are out having fun then. You
will be careful, won't you Lori?"
"Yes, Mother... I'll be careful."
"And be sure you dress warmly. It looks a lot warmer out than it really is. I'm sure Mr.
Martin can tell you about cold winds and how dangerous they are."
"We'll use some of the clothing from the shop," Lori said as she pushed herself from
the table and entered the store.
"You have a very nice daughter there, Susan," John said, using her first name for the
first time since he had moved in. Again Susan blushed. She hadn't even known this
man for a day yet, and she was already trusting him to be alone with her daughter.
There was something friendly about the man... something that brought out her trust
right away. She wished she could understand what it was. She generally didn't think
this way about people she'd just met. She could almost see him now, living with her for
the rest of his life, and she hardly knew anything about him. For all he had told her, he
might be an escaped convict wanted in every state for murder. For a very brief moment,
she thought of changing her mind. How could she let her daughter, a budding woman
eager to prove that she was grown up, be going out alone with this man who she knew
to carry on sexually in a way she didn't approve? Maybe that was it, she thought. Surely
John wouldn't try anything with a mere child when he had real women to give him
pleasure. And what could he do on the frozen surface of the lake? Nothing... absolutely
nothing!
John was given some light-weight, warm clothing, and when he was dressed for his little
adventure, Lori came down, looking just as lovely as ever, even though she was all
wrapped up in nylon ski clothes and a heavy fur-lined hood. It gave her a snow-queen
appearance.
"You know where the boat is Lori," Susan said. "Now the two of you be careful and
watch out for the wind."
"Yes mother, we'll be careful," Lori said as she led John out the back entrance.
The boat was a little thing, barely able to hold two people. After Lori had opened and
tied the sail, she climbed in, sitting between John's slightly spread legs. Her small-girl
ass fit snugly against his loins, and she pressed her whole body tightly against his.
"Now... you won't have to do anything," she said. "Not that there's all that much to do
really. Once we get going in the wind, we just ride around."
Placing his arms around the young girl's body, his palms nearly cupping her fully
developed breasts from behind, John decided that he would sit back and enjoy the ride.
He was certain that if he just played it cool, this little cock-teaser would come around to
him. While her mother had been too wrapped up in something to notice, John could
sense that the young girl was pretty shaken up over what had happened to her and this
Bill person her mother had mentioned at the kitchen table. As new as John was to
mother and daughter, it was clearly evident that the two of them had their little secrets.
Find out what those secrets are, he thought, and you're more than half-way home.
Lori was about to cast the boat off when a huge, long-haired German shepherd came
running up to them, barking happily, eager to be running around in the open spaces.
"I thought I knew all the dogs in the town," Lori said as she held out her hand for the
dog to sniff. "I've never seen this one before though."
"That's because he's my dog," John said with some pride in his voice. "Samson and I
have been together for quite some time."
"Do you want to bring him in the boat with us?"
"Something tells me he would rather just run along side."
"He won't be able to keep up," Lori warned. We can get going pretty fast once we hit
the ice."
Behind her, John shrugged. Lori pushed the boat away from it's mooring, and almost
instantly, the sail billowed in the wind, pulling the boat through the deep snow that
had piled up near the ice line. Samson ran to keep up, but as soon as the boat cleared
the snow and was running on a glimmering sheet of ice, the huge dog found that, true
to Lori's warning, he couldn't keep up. Several times, as the young girl steered the boat
around turns, the dog's four feet slid out from under him, and he would belly-slide for
a short distance. Finally, he sat down, watching with disappointment as the boat flew
away from him, and he decided that he might just as well go back to the house where
his master lived now. At least there it was warm.
In the boat, John was feeling something he would never have though possible. The
simple pleasure of being in the ice boat with Lori was like taking a drive for no reason
at all, leaving every care in the world behind for a while. The wind was cold, but only
against his exposed face. The sound of the wind whipping around him with the speed
of the boat made talking impossible, and he found that it was actually quite enjoyable
just being out on the lake, seeing other people who had boats like this one merely
enjoying the day. God, if he would have thought he could have this much fun from
doing next to nothing, he would have gotten stoned before he'd left.
For what seemed like a long while, he didn't even think about Susan or Lori. The speed
of the boat was nearly breathtaking, and while there was . not all that much to see, the
scenery was lovely. They had traveled out pretty far from the Port City harbor, and
could see the line of trees that rimmed that area of the lake. If anyone had told John
that he would enjoy something like this as much as he was right now, he would have
thought they were crazy. But, he reasoned to himself, this was why he had come to a
small town in the first place... It was sort of a respite... a vacation to get away from
everything for a short while. True, the fact that Judy lived just outside of town had been
the reason he had specifically come to Port City. But he could see now why so many
people choose to live in small towns. The easy life and simple pleasures were sort of
nice... for a while anyway. Everyone gets tired of being just another face in the crowd of
a large city.
He noticed that Lori was guiding the boat to a specific area some three miles north of
Port City. There was a small cabin, sheltered by a line of trees, and while it looked
fairly rustic, it also looked inviting and lived-in... or at least used.
"Are we going to that shelter?" he yelled to her through the wind.
"Yeah," she called back. "We've been out for almost an hour, and I don't want to get
too chilled." She also wanted to go there for another reason. There would be no talking
to Mr. Martin while they were running in the boat. The wind made that impossible. If
she could get him inside, though...
Lori slowed the boat between the two wooden piers and tied it up so the wind would
not blow it away. It was an expensive piece of sporting equipment, and her mother
would never forgive her if she lost it.
"Come on," she said, hopping from the boat and running to the cabin. "During the ski
season, the Red Cross uses this place, but it should be pretty empty. We can get a fire
going and be all warmed up."
John had been so involved with his good feeling that he hadn't even noticed the time
passing so fast. And now that Lori mentioned it, he was kind of cold. The young girl
opened the door, and John followed her, shivering slightly as his mind focused on the
change of temperatures out of the wind.
The inside of the cabin was virtually empty. Obviously it hadn't been stocked just yet
for the season. There was a fire place and a large pile of logs.
"During the summer, when the kids and I go swimming, we'll come here. Sometimes
we'll sleep over night. The Red Cross knows we use it, so they leave it for us."
Rather than trying to build a wood fire in the fireplace, the young girl knowingly
worked with a newly installed gas heater, turning it up as high as she could and
lighting it. Almost immediately, John could feel the cabin heating up, and he removed
his nylon jacket, not wanting to get too warm for the return trip. Lori did likewise, and
as the cabin became even warmer, John could feel more and more relaxed. Away from
the openness of the lake, he could feel his lusting desires for this young girl's mother
returning, and he decided that it was time to put his plan into action.
"I was wondering something, Lori," he said, assuming the same old-friend tone he'd
had all morning. "Your mother told me she was divorced. She's a fine looking woman.
Why hasn't she remarried?"
Lori was leaning against the wall near the heater, her hands clasped together behind her
buttocks.
"I don't really know," she said off-handedly, as though she had something else on her
mind. "Daddy just took off one day. I guess she doesn't want the same thing to happen
again."
That shed a great deal of light on how Susan had been reacting, John thought. She
doesn't like drifters. Shit... if she's been thinking something like that for a long time,
she should be ripe for fucking. She's probably been ripe for a long time. No wonder she
was all hot and bothered when I mentioned that Judy was in the room. I'll bet she was
fingering herself like there was no tomorrow.
"I think a girl like you should have a father," John said. "Having just a mother must get
pretty bad sometimes."
"Sometimes," Lori said as though she was thinking of something totally different. "I
never really knew my father all that well. I don't think I miss him that much."
There was a short silence, during while John took a really good look at Lori. Now that
she was out of her thick nylon over-coat, he could see that she was fast becoming a
woman. She looked more desirable now than she had the day before when she was
wearing only the robe. He could see now how lovely and physically mature she was.
Shit, the bra she was wearing didn't look one bit padded, and she looked as full as her
mother. The soft pliant mounds of her breasts thrusted out from behind the ski-sweater
she was wearing, and her tight pants followed every curve of her body. Her little-girl
hips were not little girl at all... they were petite, sweeping outward with the graceful flair
of her hips. Her legs were rather long for a girl her age, starting with the firm fullness
of her thighs and tapering nicely along her calves to her trim little ankles. Her long,
shimmering red hair seemed to cascade from the top of her head to rest sensually on
her shoulders and breasts. It seemed to John that he was watching her become a
woman right in front of his eyes, maturity putting the finishing touches on her girlish
features in a matter of seconds. And even as he blinked while he stared at her, she
would become a little girl again, transforming once again into a slightly Tom-boyish
vixen. The man's cock began to swell in his pants as he thought of the only thing that
would make this girl totally grown up... a good fucking. Hell, some women took forever
to grow up, staying little girls for all too long, until fucking them was the hardest thing
in the world. Susan could be something like that... reverting to a childhood again
because she had deprived herself of a man's loving for too long.
"I... I... have a question for you now," Lori said, biting Her lower lip as she tried to find
the right words. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest as she thought of the
best way to bring up the topic. "I think I can ask you because I... uh... I heard you...
uh... last night..."
She suddenly stopped as John broke out into peals of laughter. "Jesus... I'll bet the
whole fucking town heard me and Judy last night. Your mother was telling me the
same thing this morning."
"Yeah... I... uh... saw my mother... uh... last night..."
"And she was fingering her vagina, right?"
Lori's mouth nearly dropped to the wooden floor of the cabin. She had never heard
something like that talked about so casually. John was still smiling as though he
thought the whole thing was funny or something. Yet his whole appearance was hardly
mocking. It was... knowing and expectant.
"Yeah," John continued, "Your mother's been without a man for so long that hearing
me and Judy must have really set her off. I hope the same thing doesn't happen to you.
You're much too nice a woman to have to settle for anything less than the real thing."
Lori gasped! This was exactly what she wanted to talk about, and now that the subject
had been brought up, she couldn't believe her ears. She knew she had been right in
wanting to talk to this man. He seemed to know so much about how people thought
and what it was like to be grown up.
"Something happened to me last night," she said, fighting to keep her voice even and
brave. Even though she was alone in the cabin with this strange man, she felt a
closeness to him she had never been able to feel with her mother. There was no beating
around the bush with Mr. Martin. When he meant something, he didn't mince his
words. "I was with my boyfriend, and he tried... he tried to... to go all the way with
me."
"And you got cold and couldn't do it?" John smiled as the young redhead nodded
slowly. Sweet Jesus on a crutch, he thought. This is gonna be a piece of cake. It's like
holding out some raw meat to a starving dog. Or better, a nice thick cock to two
starving women. Looks like you've hit the jack-pot, John, ol' boy.
"I really wanted to," she said softly. "I really wanted to do what he said, but I got so
scared. Then he called me a little girl, and I wanted to cry."
John nodded, forcing himself to keep from ripping off her clothes and fucking her right
then and there. Just a little while longer, he thought. Just keep cool and everything will
be all yours for the taking.
"I don't think he'll have anything to do with me now, and he's the most popular boy in
the school."
I hate to say this, Lori," John said in a deep, very masculine voice, "but living with your
mother without a man around the house is not a good thing. There is a time for being a
girl, and a time to become a woman."
"I know... That's what they told me in my health class."
"Would you like me to make you a woman, Lori?" John asked inwardly smiling but
presenting her with a calm, almost cold facial expression. Hell, he didn't care what the
reasons were. If he could fuck this luscious virgin here before he got into her mother,
that was alright with him.
Lori stared at him intently. She was certain that her heart would explode in her chest.
She thought of what her mother had taught her, but seeing the older woman
masturbating the night before had shattered those ideas. While the young redhead had
fingered herself several times, the sensations caused by Bill's hands last night had been
better than her own fingers. If only she had the courage then... and if only she could
find the courage now. She would never be able to stop Mr. Martin once he got going.
But she wanted to be the kind of woman Bill wanted her to be... like Maggie was.
"Yes!" she said, softly... meekly, trying to blot out all the things her mother had told her
about... doing that... with a man who was not her husband. So many of her friends said
they did, and while Lori didn't believe all of them, she was certain that some were
telling the truth. Things aren't now the way they were twenty years ago.
John moved slowly across the room and took Lori in his strong arms. For a moment,
the young girl looked deeply into the stranger's eyes, her expression one of pleading
and innocence.
"Mr. Martin," she breathed, determined that she would be able to go through with it.
"I've never done anything like this before."
"Call me John," he said in a soothing tone.
At that moment, a strange feeling came over the wandering man. Her pleading, her
innocence... everything about this young girl made him want to love her the way she
should be loved. She was placing herself in his hands as though he was her father. And
he was accepting the responsibility willingly. He generally didn't like to fuck virgins,
preferring a more experienced woman who really knew what she was doing. But this
young girl was asking him to teach her what she would have to know in later years, and
he wanted to teach her the right way. Fucking a woman was one thing, but this was the
first time he had ever had a responsibility of this magnitude. A woman's first time can
make or break her. She was thinking of him as her father, and he found that he was
returning the thought, and looking upon her the way a father would look upon his
daughter.
His mouth came gently down over hers in a wet, hot kiss that caused her to shiver in
his passionate hold. When his moist rigid tongue began thrusting insistently into her
warm wet mouth, snaking around her tongue in an irresistibly sensuous motion, Lori
groaned deep in her throat and found herself responding, as she had before. She began
to last her tongue back into the boarder's open mouth, at the same time pressing her
pants-covered loins tight against his hips. This was something she had done many times
with Bill, only now she knew she would go farther. Mr. Martin... John, hadn't forced
her to do anything. She had made this decision all by herself, and that would make it
easier to carry through. She was aware of what was happening this time.
John pulled his face away from hers. "I think we should get out of our clothes, Lori," he
said, his voice still soothing, but at the same time demanding. He heard the young girl
gasp, and he wondered if perhaps he had moved too fast.
He needn't have worried about that though. Lori had been nearly naked in front of Bill
the night before. She was certain she could get through that part without any problem.
Willing herself to become calm, she criss-crossed her arms and pulled her sweater up
over her head, tossing it aside as casually as she could. Then she unzipped her ski-pants
and peeled them over her full, firm thighs. Then she stopped, as though she really
didn't know what to do next. She had never been this far before, and her heart was still
pounding like a heavy triphammer. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply,
determined that she would find the courage to do what she knew she had to do.
Sensing the reason for her hesitation, John once again approached her. "You don't have
anything to worry about," he said soothingly. "I'm going to make you feel every bit a
woman, and you're going to love it. All you have to do is flow with the feelings. Do
whatever you want."
He reached behind her, unsnapping her brassiere and then pulling it patiently forward,
down over her arms, letting free the firmly rounded breasts which quivered a little as
the young girl's body swayed from the unaccustomed handling. John stared hungrily as
the perfect full mounds of soft, tanned flesh, noticing that the cooler air in the room
was making the brown nipples harden involuntarily. With a stifled groan, the man
buried his head between the resilient roundness, then began to eagerly slide his wet lips
over the hard berry-like tips, nipping lightly with his teeth.
Lori knew, at that moment, that she would be able to do anything John wanted her to.
This was nothing like what Bill had done the night before. John was so much more
passionate, but more important, he was treating her like a woman already, respecting
her in a way that Bill had never done.
Even though he would have liked to hold her like this for hours, John knew that there
were better things to do. Forcing himself to break contact with her, he quickly shed his
clothes, and Lori fastened her attention on him, her eyes widening as she saw the
massive size of his blood-inflated penis. Her mouth fell open as she saw the immensity
of his organ. It was much larger than Bill's was, and the young girl wondered if it
would be possible for her to take it between her legs. She had had nothing but her
fingers in her vagina before this, and she was certain that this massive cock would split
her in two.
Once again John embraced her, kissing her with all the passion he would have used on
a mature woman. As their mouths locked wetly together, Lori completely determined
that she could go through with this, her firmly round breasts pressed softly against
John's muscular chest, their hot brown nipples like points of fire on his naked skin. The
young girl groaned from the wild and all-encompassing sensations searing through her
loins. She trusted John completely now, trusted him as she had never trusted a man
before. It was impossible for her to think that anyone who could make her feel this
good could hurt her. John took her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, rolling
them and bringing up further moans of new and vibrant desire from her lushly
upturned mouth. Behind, her trim, panty covered hips were grinding as she twisted her
pelvis hard forward against his long thick cock, driving crazy with the need to fuck
her... a need he would never have thought so easily produced by a virgin.
"Lie down! I'm going to make you a woman!" he whispered in her ear, gently pulling
her down onto her back on the floor.
Rolling over on top of her petite nearly naked form already writhing madly beneath
him, John reached for her clenching and unclenching buttocks with both hands,
slipping her brief white panties away from the tender swell of her hips and thighs as 
she helped him by bending her knees so he could take them off her ankles. When the
handsome new boarder pressed his hotly throbbing cock up into the narrow valley of
the young redhead's churning loins, he could feel the heat of her nakedly exposed pussy
reaching up for the demandingly probing tip of his rigidity.
Lori held her breath and closed her eyes. This is it, she thought quickly. This is farther
than I've ever been. I have to finish. I have to know what it's like to be a woman... I
have to... I HAVE TO!!
She wanted it now as much as he did, and John felt with the thick bulbous tip of his
cock for the narrow mouth of her virginal cunt, holding her grinding buttocks up off
the floor. He could feel the redhead's excitement increasing more and more and then
finally, like a hot mouth nibbling wetly at his throbbing hardness, her sweet young
pussy made its first maddening contact with his pulsating penis.
Lori gasped, knowing that when her hymen ripped, she would be sent into pain, the
likes of which she had never felt before. She knew that millions of women before her
had endured the burning sensations of their tearing maidenheads. She could do it too.
She tried to imagine what it would feel like, but she couldn't. Everything was so new to
her that trying to conceive of the pain and bliss to come would be totally useless.
Slowly, they began to fit their loins together, Lori heeding John's advice to do what
came naturally to her. Little by little John's cock penetrated deeper, until it was finally
pressing threateningly against the thick membrane of her virginity... pushing it deeper...
deeper... deeper into the slippery wet sheath of her cunt... until...
"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAA-AAAAGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!"
Her hymen ripped, the edges tearing from her lubricated cuntal walls, sending a
blinding flash of searing pain coursing through her loins. For a brief moment, she
thought of begging him to stop. The pain was too intense. She would never be able to
stand it. It felt as though a red hot poker had been stabbed between her legs!
But as soon as she thought of pleading with him to halt, the pain suddenly vanished. In
a blinding flash, her loins were consumed in a seething inferno... and just as quickly,
the agonizing torture was over. She was no longer a young girl... she was a woman,
made a woman in the only way possible. As her mind had been instantly bathed with
pain, it was now dizzy with passion as she felt the hard thick pressure of his cock
struggling up into her eagerly waiting vagina. But unlike the pain, the pleasure did not
stop. It increased in intensity, growing more and more blissful, and she felt as though
her thighs were being split apart by a delicious girth. She had been waiting for this all
her life. John's pulsating hardness pushed relentlessly forward up into the very depths
of her belly, her tight inner walls clasping around the hardened rod like a wet, seething
glove. She could feel every pulsating vein on its underside, and the broad lust-filled tip
felt so good as it bumped against her tender cervix that she thought she would cry with
tears of physical joy. If she had only known the bliss a man's penis could bring her, she
would never have been mindlessly frightened the night before. Nothing that felt this
good could possibly be bad... no matter what her mother said.
The dark-haired boarder began a low, rhythmical fucking motion, gradually increasing
the length of his strokes until his loins were pumping like a battering ram against her
wildly squirming pelvis. At first, the strongly built man had been pulling the young
redhead up to meet him in quick jerking motions, his hands grasping her tautly
rounded buttocks, but now he felt her starting to come into her own, swooping up on
his rigid cock of her own accord, making little grinding-motions up against his pelvis
each time he buried himself to the hilt.
Even though this was the young girl's first fuck, the drifting man could tell that she was
learning so quickly that screwing her would be a pleasure... more than he had thought
the day before when he'd first seen her. The young girl had already lost control of
herself and would fuck for as long as he wanted.
Slowly, he felt her moist cunt being a gentle massaging motion around the thick hilt of
his impaling rod of flesh. John ground his pelvis into the squirming flaccid saddle of
flesh as she strained up to meet him, arching her back so that she lifted their bodies up
off the floor. Her thighs trembled ceaselessly under his body grinding into hers,
opening and closing around his hips like the useless struggle of a butterfly pinned to a
board. It was as if she had been born to fuck, and John the untapped well of her
passion. Gradually, her moans took up a natural chanting as old as man himself, a
savage bleating that matched the rhythmic pulse of his steady in-and-out fucking up
between her quivering thighs.
John could feel his cock expanding and growing up inside her soft tanned belly as he
carefully met her accelerating rocking movements, pulling his swollen hardness out to
an inch from the tip before driving it back into her palpitating cunt, then gradually out
again, faster and faster. Again and again he stroked into the warm steaming moistness
of her hotly clinging pussy, his sperm-inflated balls slapping each time against her
roundly working buttocks below.
The former virgin suddenly threw all caution to the wind and concentrated all her
attention on the blissful sensations that her seducer's lust-peaking thrusting fuck gave
her young body. He was right, she thought to herself with the last vestiges of reason...
all I have to do is let my feelings come as they want...
The broad-shouldered man raised himself up on his hands now spread on the floor
beside her shoulders, his dark eyes appreciatively watching the ecstatic uncontrolled lust
on her face. He was proud of her, as proud as a father would be upon learning that his
daughter was no longer a little girl, but a woman in every sense of the word.
The vision of the man on top of her was obscured by wave after wave of sheer pleasure
as John continued stroking into her hot moist vagina. There was only one thought on
her mind, a repetitious chant which blotted out all other thoughts... This is wonderful...
this is wonderful... this is wonderful... The abandoned young girl's mouth hung slackly
open to the side as she groaned out loud in the hollow sounding cabin, ceaseless deep
throated guttural sounds escaping from between her lips with each smooth stroke of
John's hard-pistoning cock. Her long red hair scattered about on the wood floor as she
wildly writhed beneath him.
John let his eyes pass down over the tautly stretched tendons of Lori's soft, tanned neck,
pausing to relish the gently heaving mounds of her wide-set teenage breasts, their firm
pink nipples jutting out like tiny berries offered up to him to devour, and then he
looked down past her tender cock-stuffed belly to their merging loins below.
As he fucked deeper and deeper between her wide-spread legs, he could see his blood
distended penis withdrawing almost full length from the clasping crimson pink lips of
her sparsely haired pussy, then rushing headlong back into the upthrusting mound
between her open thighs. The redheaded thirteen year old was pushing up to meet his
fucking thrusts as if she were unable to wait a split second for his next plunge into her
moist hot cunt. It was as though she had been fucking every day of her young life,
practicing for this very moment.
Each time John drove his cock home, the well-built man held there an instant, savoring
the delicious sensations as she shuddered passionately on his deeply impaling shaft of
flesh, her loins suddenly jerking in tiny quick rotations that threatened to make his
cum-laden balls explode at any minute. Again and again the young girl wrenched her
pelvis downward as the strong muscular man began the long withdrawal, her warm
moist pussy sucking at his throbbing cock like a wild animal in heat.
God almighty, she's a good fucker! John thought in amazement and pride as the
abandoned female heaved wildly beneath him like a demon. Letting his upper body fall
forward onto hers again, John decided that he would teach her a little something she
would probably not learn from her boyfriend. As he drove his swollen penis
rhythmically into the steaming hot wetness of her cunt, he reached up under Lori's
crazily jerking buttocks, and with his fingers he spread the narrow crevice of her
asscheeks wide, searching with the tip of his middle finger for her unprotected anus.
Teasingly, he passed over the tiny puckering nether mouth with his fingertip, sending
her loins into new spasms of activity from the sudden unexpected contact.
Spreading her legs even wider to give him still greater access to her ravenous pussy, the
no-longer innocent young girl pitched crazily under John Martin, and he sensed that,
before long, she would be reaching her climax. The way this wild young thing under
him was responding to his long hammering fucks, he would have thought she was
made a woman long ago.
Eagerly, Lori opened and closed her trembling thighs around his hips in perfect unison
with his relentless strokes into her all-consuming vagina. Into his ear she warbled
meaningless cries as though she had lost all control over her voice, now coming closer
and closer to the delirious moment of fulfillment she had been afraid to face the night
before.
Suddenly, the sex-delirious teenager pulled her knees up under her chest as high as they
would go, presenting her upward thrusting loins in desperate urging to his totally filling
cock-strokes, and then she found her voice again...
"Oooooohhhhhhhhhh... fuck it! Fuck it Hard! Hard!" she chanted, mumbling words
and phrases she had never used before, even when she had been fingering herself. They
seemed like the most natural things in the world to say, and they spurred John on with
the sweet innocence with which she used them. She pulled him into her as deeply as
she could, pounding her heels on his tightly clenched buttocks. Then she moaned as if
in pain, and pulled her thighs up higher, pressing her full-mounded breasts back flat
against her chest.
"I'm cumming!" the redhead exclaimed, using the words she had heard coming from
her mother the night before, understanding them fully now for the first time in her life.
"I'm cumming!" she repeated, as though she couldn't believe it.
The whole of her widely stretched pink pussy was presented up to her lust-crazed
seducer to use as he wished, begging him to teach her those things she had yet to learn.
Her ankles were now locked high up over his shoulders, and her toes were curled in
tight little balls. John could feel her throbbing little clitoris jerking along the top of his
slowly driving cock, as her loins squirmed against him in the wild uninhibited throes of
her orgasm. Her words once again became incoherent, unintelligible syllables whose
meaning was known only to herself, her wide unseeing gazing as if in wonder at the
shadowy reaches of the ceiling.
Jesus... look at this little piece go! John marveled as he grinned down at the young girl
racing out of control into a wild final climax. He gritted his teeth and then clenched his
buttocks tightly together to keep from cumming himself, slaving and sweating over her
harder than he had with any other woman. He wanted Lori's first fucking to be
something she would remember for the rest of her life... and he didn't want her to
forget who'd given it to her either. He was already planning to get as much out of this
tight little pussy as he could while he was living with her.
"I'M CUMMMIIINNNGGG!" Lori suddenly cried out again, the words urging him on
to plunge deeper into her wetly gyrating pussy. He could feel her ass-cheeks clenching
at his tensing cum-swollen balls beneath as she locked herself to him with all the
strength of her convulsively twitching thighs, shuddering against his body, the hotly
clasping inner walls of her cunt flooding warm orgasmic moistness out around his
buried hardness for what seemed like an eternity.
The young redhead held her breath for an interminable moment and then exhaled it as
though struck in the stomach, her body collapsing limply back onto the wood floor of
the cabin. She lay still and unmoving, uncontrollable palpitations of her well-fucked
cunt going on and on like a wild animal just beginning to be tamed, pulsating around
his cock lodged deeply up inside her satisfied little belly.
John let her rest for a moment beneath him, even though it was all he could do to keep
from going on fucking into her wetly clinging young cunt. God! He'd never seen
anything like it. He would never have thought that a virgin could fuck like this hot little
cunt had. If anyone had told him that such a thing was possible, he would have said
they were crazy. Appreciatively, he flexed his hotly aching penis deep into her tight
clutching vagina, hoping to bring her to life again.
"You're really something," John whispered approvingly in Lori's ear, at the same time
reaching his hands back under the young girl's still softly quivering buttocks to knead
the resilient flesh like ripe, luscious fruits.
The physically exhausted teenager felt the uneasy stirring of her conscience as she
gradually returned to her senses. But the feelings that were still sweeping through her
body told her that she had done the right thing. Her own fingers had never made her
feel so totally satisfied. She knew in her mind that she had done the right thing... no
matter what her mother believed.
At that moment, she felt John's finger rummaging through the fluids seeping from her
cunt and it ran up and down the narrow crevice between her buttocks, searching for her
tight little anal opening. Finding his goal, her strongly built seducer shoved hard against
the puckered rubbery ring until it gave before his incessant pressure. At first Lori had
no idea what he was doing to her, but she decided that she would trust him completely.
Any one who could bring pleasure like this man could never do anything she wouldn't
like.
"Aggggggh! Aaaaaahhhhhh! That hurts!" the breathless young girl complained beneath
him, her body bucking upward in an instinctive reaction to escape the thickness of his
middle finger now buried up to the knuckle in the tightness of her warm rectal
entrance. She was determined, though, that she would be able to stand anything he
could give her.
John, sensing her desire to experience everything she could, continued ramming his
finger up into her anus and again starting to slip his painfully expanded cock slowly in
and out of her cum-drenched cunt. Finally, he felt what he had hoped for – Lori
gradually adjusted to the painful invasion of her tight little rectum, and now she began
rocking back and forth again beneath him. Soon they were fucking together in
complete abandoned unison once again, Lori moaning out low as she sensed the
surprising ripples of yet another orgasm building deep in her loins. She never would
have dreamed that she could feel so completely filled. The sensations once again
spreading through her body were driving her wild.
"Oooooohhhhhh..." she suddenly cried out, the sound of her voice filling the empty
cabin. "I... I'm cumming again... ooohhh... Mr. Martin... Mr. Martin... I'm cumming
again!"
This time John could not hold back. His wildly jerking penis hotly expanded inside her
moistly pulsing cunt, the machine-gun spurts beginning deep, deep down in his aching
balls at long last. His hot cum spewed up into her wetly flooded cunt as he groaned
above her like a wild animal trumpeting his lust in the jungle.
"You got it," he grunted down at her. "Fuck your little pussy up onto my cock. Screw
me back, Lori... I'm cumming too. Fuck it!"
"Ooohhh..." Lori gasped as she felt the delicious heated wetness shooting into her like
liquid fire. Her cunt hotly clasped around its hard-driving thickness as her own lust
fired secretions once more erupted in innocent answer and spilled out into the already
drowning cavern of her wildly quivering cuntal passage.
John gave one last powerful lunge up between her upraised legs and held himself there
to spew out the last precious drop of semen into the sucking mouth of the young
redhead's pussy.
"There's cum... in your cunt... you're a woman... now..." the boarder grunted over her,
holding his exploding loins as tight to her squirming pussy flesh as he could. He could
feel her insides still gushing forth around his slowly deflating penis as she writhed
greedily, anxious to prolong this blissful moment for as long as she could, determined
that she would suck every drop of his sperm from the sanctity of his balls. Shoving her
ass-cheeks downward, Lori squirmed her frantically clutching anus around on his
skewering middle finger until the palm of his hand was pressed flat against her
buttocks, the tiny ring of flesh contracting around him. Then, it was all over for her. 
It had seemed endless, but she gave one last groan and trembled under him as she let
herself collapse on the floor. Her tapering legs fell outward from his body so that she
lay spread-eagled on the boards beneath him, her eyes closed in complete satiation.
John lay still for a moment savoring the total depletion he felt in his loins. The tender
redhead's well-fucked cunt fluttered slightly around his now limp penis, and then as he
slowly pulled himself away from her until it slipped uselessly out of her widely
stretched cuntal opening, he at the same time pulled his middle finger out from
between her silken ass-cheeks with a slight popping noise. As he rose to his knees
above Lori's seemingly unconscious form he could see the wetly tangled red-brown hair
around the lips of her pussy glistening brightly in the sunlight streaming through the
window. The smooth, artificially tanned flesh of her splayed out inner thighs was sticky
with the mingled wetness of their fucking, cum dripping in tiny white rivulets down the
crevice of her buttocks.
For a long time the love-spent couple said nothing, listening only to the constant wind
blowing around the cabin. Lori could not bring herself to open her eyes, wanting to
drift forever on the cloud of her first real orgasm. So this is what being a woman is like,
she thought. Nice... very nice... I could do this all the time. It feels so wonderful... so
wonderful. If Mr. Martin stays, he could do this to me again... and Bill could do this to
me any time he wants, and I'll never have to use my fingers again... A man's penis feels
so good in my cunt... soooooo good!
John looked down at her, smiling as he saw that she totally enjoyed what had happened
to her. Hell, he hadn't been fucked back like that in he didn't know how long. Even
Judy at her best had never been so wild. John was really proud of the young girl. He
never thought she would be able to learn so much in such a short time. He was pretty
certain that he'd unleashed a sex-demon, and that she was no longer a little girl. 
No, Lori was a woman in every sense of the word now. And John had made her that
woman. He was not only proud of her, he was proud of himself in a way that he had
never been. It was as though his whole life had been empty, without any real
accomplishments until this very moment.
At first he shuddered at what he was thinking. He liked wandering from town to town,
and he could see that in the back of his mind, the thought of settling down in this
sleepy little town was beginning to take hold. But as he watched Lori dress and get
ready for the return trip across the frozen Lake Superior, he shrugged it off. Hell, there
was nothing really great about Port City other than this little fucker and her mother...
and he knew he would be able to fuck women just about anywhere. Staying in a small
town like this just for a couple pieces of ass was ridiculous.


Chapter 4


Almost as soon as John and Lori had left for their little romp on the lake, Susan dressed
and prepared for the day's business. Time seemed to pass slowly for some reason.
People were not coming in as she thought they would be. She couldn't figure it out.
Generally, on a day like this, the store was swamped with customers. It seemed, after
less than an hour, that she had wasted her time in opening the store. It looked as
though it would be another slow day.
As she sat behind the counter, reading one of the current best sellers to pass the time,
she began to think about John Martin. The fact that she allowed her daughter to go out
on the lake with a man she hardly knew never ceased to amaze her, though what
surprised her even more was that she really wasn't worried. What was the strange
feeling she got every time she thought of the virtually unknown boarder? She wished
she could understand the power he had over her. He seemed to be so honest and
trustworthy... and for no apparent reason.
Slowly, she began to see what it was. She was seeing him in the way she used to see
Bruce when she had first met him. It was almost as though her husband had returned
after so many years of absence. John was, in a great many ways, the same person her
ex-husband had been when she first knew him. Only now he was a little older, a little
more even tempered, a little more sure of himself.
No! She couldn't start thinking like that. She hardly knew John at all. She couldn't
allow herself to dwell on those feelings she had reserved for Bruce, and she certainly
couldn't allow herself to be hurt once again. She couldn't fall in love again.
But no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't quell the wild tingling in her vaginal
lips. Sitting alone in her store, remembering what she had heard going on in the room
next to hers the night before, seeing John in the kitchen... everything served to remind
her that she had been too long without a man's penis in her empty vagina... too long
without a man to snuggle up against during the cold, lonely nights.
With a sigh, she turned her book upside down on the counter and closed her eyes. She
knew there was only one way she would be able to get through the day. She would have
to finger herself again to relieve the aching tingle of frustration in her pussy. She gave a
disgusted chuckle as she thought that it had been senseless to get dressed. She would
only have to remove her clothes again. She tried to will herself calm and collected.
Masturbation was such an admission of failure for her that she wanted to do it only as a
last resort. But it was no use. Even as she tried to make herself believe that someone
might come into the store, or that her daughter and her new boarder might return
home and catch her, she knew in the back of her mind that she would have to release
the pent up passions which were like a raging river held back by a flimsy earthen dike.
The empty quietness of the store, the knowledge that she wanted a man more than
anything else but would never be able to take what was offered to her for fear of being
hurt again all served to make the fires burning in her loins more and more intense.
She pushed herself away from the counter and closed the shop. At least she knew that
once she had stilled the strong demands of her vagina with her fingers, she would be
able to breeze through the day.
Carrying her lovely, mature form through to the back of her house, she was all set to go
into her bedroom when she heard a whining at the back door, followed by a scratching
against the glass. Wonderingly, she looked out, seeing the largest German shepherd she
had ever seen in her life. Instantly, she realized that it must be John's dog. His hair was
not the usual sleekness of German shepherds, but longer and thicker, a blatant visible
manifestation of his cross-breeding. She opened the door and let the beast in, relieved
for the moment that at least she would have some company.
"Well, boy," she said in a pleasing tone. "What's the matter? Everyone go away and
leave you too?"
The dog appeared friendly, and she couldn't resist the urge to bend down and hug him.
She knew he must be cold, and she wanted to feel what his thick, bushy fur was like. As
she wrapped her arms around his neck, Samson gave a little whine and lashed out with
his tongue, swiping it across her face in what could only be interpreted as a friendly
kiss.
"Well," she said, pulling her face away from him and smiling. "Aren't we forward? You
look a little hungry. How would you like something to eat?"
Even though the intelligent dog could not understand her words, he recognized the
soothing sounds of her voice, and he bounced around a little on the floor, smiling back
at her as dogs do. Susan walked to the refrigerator and pulled out half a pound of
ground beef. She was planning to have it for dinner one of these days, but she had put
it off, and she decided that she might as well give it to the dog. As long as he was going
to be staying with her for as long as John was, she might as well be friendly with him.
She put the meat on a dish and set it on the floor, watching as he almost comically
dipped on the tile in his eagerness to eat. She sat down heavily on a kitchen chair. For a
moment, she had been diverted from her sexual frustration, but as she watched the dog
eating, she was once again reminded of her empty vagina. The frantic little signals her
empty little belly was sending out made her aware once again that she would have to
rely on her fingers to provide those pleasures her husband used to. She sat motionless
for a moment, allowing her thoughts to ramble, and during that time, the feelings
became more and more intense. She felt that at any moment painful cramps might
double her over as her love-starved insides shuddered and twitched. Unzipping her
slacks and pulling them down over her thighs to her calves, she slid down in the chair
so that her buttocks were resting on the forward edge, her body curved forward. She
thought for a moment and decided to go ahead. She knew her daughter and John
would be away for some time. Who would know? Who would watch her do this to
herself? But still her hand hesitated a second before she was able to make it reach
down, but finally it dipped with decision, her forefinger sliding between her already
cum-slippery cuntal lips. God, she thought, what's the matter today? Generally she
never had to do something like this until night time, when she was truly alone. It must
be the presence of John Martin in the house, she reasoned, a constant reminder that she
could not overcome her own beliefs enough to allow herself the pleasures every woman
needs.
With fascination the young woman stared down at the way her slender finger pushed
aside the thin pink ribbons of flesh, delving deep into the moist little slit. She knew she
could make the sensations constantly change and grow by rubbing there... then here...
by fondling the thick full cuntal lips themselves, and best of all, by slowly circling her
finger around and around the outer periphery of her erect little clitoris. Even though
she had fingered herself the night before, somehow it was different in the glaring light
of the day.
"Oooooohhhhhh," she moaned as she gently pushed right on the center of the hot little
nubbin. It was almost as if it were an erect button that shot high voltage through her
passion-controlled body. For several moments the dreamy-eyed young woman fondled
and played with the aching flesh up between her thighs, delighting in the fact that this
time, she was fingering herself merely for the pleasure it brought her, her long shapely
legs stretched out in front of the chair, slightly opened.
And then a thought struck her. She knew that her fingers would never be enough. She
wanted her vagina filled with something other than her own digits. In a brazen display
of wantonness she slipped her slacks and panties completely off her legs and walked to
her refrigerator. Opening the vegetable bin, she rummaged around inside for a
moment, the naked lower half of her body made her feel a little giddy, almost like a
child of nature. With a grunt, she made her decision and straightened up holding a
fresh carrot in her hand. She stared at the massive root for a moment, noting the tiny
bits of dirt clinging to the outside. Now here was something she had never thought of
before. The carrot was certainly the size of a man's penis, and it would be much better
than her fingers, if only because it was something different. Delighting in the strange
feeling of the cool kitchen air wafting against her naked buttocks and cuntal lips, she
walked to the sink and washed the carrot, peeling off the outer skin with her potato
peeler. In a moment the long thick vegetable was naked in her hand and then Susan
turned her attention to the sharp tip. That will never do, she mused and picking up a
knife, carved the end of the carrot into a round blunt tip, smiling to herself as she
thought of the sheer lewdness of her intentions.
All this time, Samson was watching her, wondering what she was doing. This new
woman was acting more strangely than any other women he had known. The sight of
her naked loveliness plus the rich odors of obvious feminine arousal that permeated the
air around her, rising in almost visible waves from her soaked vagina, were beginning
to have a predictable effect on the trained animal. Didn't this lovely woman know what
he could do for her... wanted to do for her after she had fed him? He wanted to show
her happiness, but something warned him to be cautious. He could sense that this
woman here was not the same as all the other women his master had shown him. Still,
his eyes followed her eagerly as she left the kitchen and walked through the house to
her bedroom, holding the thick orange carrot in front of her like some sacred relic.
Even though he had never been told that he could roam through the house, Samson
noted that the woman didn't seem to mind, and he stole to the bedroom doorway and
peeked around just in time to see Susan lay down on her bed.
Susan had decided that with the carrot, she would get a better orgasm than with her
fingers, and she wanted to be more comfortable than she would be in the kitchen. She
set her homemade dildo beside her on the bed and stripped completely, her mind
racing with the thought of what she was going to do to herself. For a moment, she
wanted to cry. She had never done anything so wanton to herself before, and it seemed
to her that this was the ultimate of her years of frustration. But then she thought that if
this worked better than her fingers, she would never be frustrated again. It would be a
new experience that she might never get tired of.
Without giving herself any more time to think, she shoved, forcing the smooth orange
tip a short way inside, gasping a little at its unexpected coldness. Then she began to
rotate the hard blunt instrument slowly around and around, working it up into her
steaming pussy like a screw, bending forward in wide-eyed fascination to watch it
disappear inch by inch into the tight wet little opening.
"Aaassshhh," she gasped out as she felt her cunt gratefully accepting the strange
impalement, a powerful tremor running through her loins. How long had it been since
she had had anything this size in her cunt? she wondered to herself, delighting in the
penis-like massiveness filling her eagerly wanting vagina. Finally most of the huge
carrot was sunk up inside, just enough to the bright orange shaft sticking out to provide
a good grip. Wrapping her fingers around the pleasure-giving protuberance, the
brunette woman began experimentally moving the carrot in and out between her
auburn-rimmed pussy lips, just a little at a time, her eyes big and dreamy as she ground
lust into her body with the thick, long tool.
Bit by bit the trembling woman was able to discover that if she moved the carrot in
certain ways she was able to experience tremors of pleasures she hadn't felt in years. 
It was almost the same as having a hot, hard cock in her cunt once again.
Susan felt as if she were grasping a handle to her insides. Twisting the carrot in a rotary
motion, she was able to press the bulbous tip up against the sensitive opening to her
womb, deep inside, causing sharp and almost painful bolts of ecstasy to make her belly
quiver. It was something she hadn't felt in such a long time she'd almost forgot the
feelings existed. When she had aroused herself to a state bordering on blind madness
with this technique, the gasping woman decided it was time to sprint for the ultimate
goal... orgasm. Pulling the carrot out almost its full length, the hard, brightly-colored
surface slippery with her warm vaginal secretions, she suddenly rammed it far up
inside, as far as it would go, almost as if she were trying to hurt herself.
For an instant it looked as if the widely splayed woman had indeed broken something
inside as her eyes opened wide in surprise and her abdominal muscles tightened in
shock, her long silky legs jerking out stiff and trembling as her ass-cheeks clenched. For
almost a full ten seconds, the beautiful woman hung motionless in the air, lifting herself
up off the bed in her passion, her feet and head the only things touching the bed, her
fingers shoved right up to the mouth of her vagina, the thick orange carrot nearly
vanishing inside. Then, "Aaaaaahhhhhh," she moaned deliriously, her body coming to
life, tortured almost beyond endurance by the hard invading presence buried so far up
inside her tender belly.
Immediately her fingers jerked the carrot out half its length and then fucked it back in
again. She built up an uneven tempo, jerking the orange spear out, holding it there
moment as her body prepared for the onslaught, screaming in wild desire and then with
a heavy thrust she would bury it up inside her wetly quivering cunt. Slowly the tempo
increased until the strange substitute penis was a flashing streak of orange reflections
drumming in and out of the sobbing, gasping woman's sucking cuntal depths. Susan's
head was twisting wildly back and forth on her pillow, her eyes shut, her shoulder
length brown hair whipping across her flushed features. Further and further her legs fell
open until they were a great vee splayed out wide in front of her. With wonderful
certainty the panting woman knew her orgasm was almost there, could feel its awesome
potential building, building far up inside her throbbing belly. Drawing in a choked
breath, Susan shifted her grip on the blissful substitute penis that was bringing her to
completion ready to push herself over the edge with one last series of hard passionate
thrusts, eyes still tightly closed. Then her whole body went rigid with shock and fear as
she felt the unmistakable touch of something cold against her knee, accompanied by a
warm breath.
Susan's eyes flew open in terror, so certain was she that she had been caught in her
shameless act, the carrot still buried deeply in her pussy, its nobby orange length
protruding back out by itself as the frightened woman's hands flew away from the sides
of her body.
"It's... it's you," she blurted out in a mixture of anger and relief when she saw it was
John's dog. While her eyes had been closed the big animal had crept unseen into the
room and next to her bed, driven past the point of caution as he saw the lovely woman
so obviously thrusting something into herself, the maddening, exhilarating smell of her
passion filling the room with a heady aroma the lusty dog had been trained to know
well.
"Samson!" Susan said, remembering the dog's name, at the same time trying to come to
a sitting position. But the carrot in her cunt plus her still frighteningly shaking body
made it difficult to maneuver. Making one hand to clutch desperately at the impaling
vegetable between her legs only served to bring her to her senses. She couldn't allow
herself to realize that she had been masturbating. She had been thinking that a man's
thick was between her legs, and the dog's intrusion only made her face reality in a way
she hated.
"Damn it," she said, her voice thick with passion. Not only did she not like the idea of
a dog jumping up into her bed, as it looked like he wanted to, but more important, he
had totally destroyed the mood she had created for herself, and she wanted to get it
back as quickly as she could...
But Samson only ignored her harsh tone and whined eagerly as he hoped up and stood
between Susan's wide spread legs, too near her passion-drenched cunt to force himself
away now. While Susan lay back on her bed, the titillated German shepherd could not
resist moving his head forward until it was only inches away from the lust-arousing
loins before him, so that he could sense the heat emanating from the widespread pink
slit. Automatically his long tongue shot out to drink those juices, stabbing into the soft
pink flesh just above the visible stump of the carrot, then working down underneath
toward the little pucker of her anus.
The effect on Susan was as if she had touched a live wire. She stiffened in amazement,
her desire to get up completely driven from her mind by that hot, wet, living piece of
flesh sliding over her nakedly displayed loins. Looking down in wonder, stunned at the
intensity of her body's reaction to this strange dog's wild tonguing, the young woman
could only stare as the big animal did his best to lick over and around the carrot still
imbedded in the depths he so desired to invade. Gently, Samson opened his mouth
wider and firmly took the hard shaft between his teeth, as the glistening orange shaft
slid slowly and excruciatingly out of Susan's trembling loins.
"Aaahhh... nnnggg..." Susan moaned as her already aroused body spasmed from the
slow withdrawal. She would never be able to ask him to get off the bed now. All her
rational thought evaporated from her mind in a flash.
"Ooohhh... Samson..." she whispered weakly as the carrot fell to the floor. Like a bird
before a snake, the lust-paralyzed young woman watched that huge furry head poise
once more over more over her suddenly emptied cunt, wanting to stop this impending
strangeness, but helpless to move or cry out.
Again she sobbed, her back arching in shock as once again the long thick tongue shot
out, this time to bury itself up inside her soft vaginal opening, seeming to send a
million tiny fire-tipped needles shooting through her vulnerable body.
Before she could recover her control the darting pink tongue flickered over her
shuddering loins again and again, taking the breath from her lungs.
"This can't be... I can't... I can't..." she gasped out, unable to do more than writhe
helplessly on her bed, her fingers digging into the bedding. Could this be happening to
her? Was John Martin's dog actually trained to do something like this... trained to lick
and slaver over her nakedly offered loins?
Again and again her conscience told her to sit up on her bed and push the dog away.
But realization came to her in crystal clarity... Why shouldn't she allow Samson to give
her the pleasure she was going to give herself? Certainly he would not run away like
her husband. He would stay with her for as long as John stayed... and he would be
certain to get a job and stay the whole winter... perhaps even longer!
By the time she sorted through these thoughts, the curling dipping tongue now had
complete control over her pitifully cringing body, lapping molten fire into her pussy
with each loving stroke. Yes... yes... why fight it, she thought finally. Nothing that felt
so wonderful, so filling, so all-encompassing could ever be bad... not at all.
"Oh... Samson... lover..." she heard her voice moan. "Do it to me... lick... lick. Oh
please, baby, make Susan cum." Her mind completely controlled now by a lust she had
never before known, Susan's hips started a slow grinding up toward the dog's pleasure
giving tongue, thrusting her steaming cunt lewdly forward, her heels digging into the
mattress to give her more leverage. Out and in, out and in, wetly flashed that long thick
tongue, starting down at Susan's tiny little anus, gliding hotly over the quivering mouth
of her vagina, splaying aside her fever-pink cunt lips, slicing through the soft moist
flesh to finally rasp maddeningly across her achingly erect little clitoris. On and on,
again and again, Samson licked tirelessly, happily at the soft hair-fringed treasures
spread so deliciously before him, savoring the hot musky tastes and odors, trying to slip
his hungry tongue as far up into this new woman's fluttering pussy-mouth as it would
go. The handsome animal was happy that he could now repay this lady for feeding him
while at the same time do something he liked more than anything.
Susan seemed to have gone crazy below the slaving animal. Continuous choking mewls
of abandoned pleasure streamed from her half-parted lips and her buttocks churned
wildly on the mattress, lashed into a frenzy by the long tongue slicing deep into her
most secret parts. Flailing, thrashing, moaning, the completely conquered woman
twisted beneath her animal-lover in servile acceptance, welcoming his long pink tongue
into her innermost depths, totally lost in the ecstasy which she had denied herself for
years...
"Aaahhh... aaahhh... aaahhh..." she chanted mindlessly, each moaning utterance
coinciding with a burning swipe of Samson's incredible tongue. She was going to cum...
she just knew it... nothing could hold her back now. A throbbing force had taken
possession of her belly, just waiting for the moment when it would sweep over her
entire body, making her a helpless puppet, pulled by the age-old strings of culminating
passion. The gasping young woman's eyes slowly opened to stare unseeingly up at the
ceiling, a faint terror lurking in their deep brown depths, some ancient instinctual
hidden monster that would emerge from her past to turn her into a quivering mass of
helplessly reacting female flesh. Growing relentlessly, this irresistible force inside the
trembling young woman stretched itself thin for a moment, seeming to fill her belly
with a shuddering tension that would have to burst or split her wide open.
Then, suddenly, seemingly without transition, the orgasm that had eluded the desperate
woman for years exploded through her like fireworks, searing her insides with white
hot bolts of pure sexual energy. A long low wailing moan hissed from between clenched
teeth and her screaming loins thrust upward one last time as her legs held her body
rigid in an attitude of shuddering tension. She didn't move beyond that, just held there,
the cords of her slender neck standing out sharply through the translucent white skin
while the incredible explosion went on up deep inside her spasming body. It was an
endless moment for the climaxing young woman, without time of spatial reference, just
going on and on in a kind of silent explosion that swept away the accumulated
frustration of years of inadequate sex.
When it was finally over, Susan's whole body went limp as if someone had cut her
strings, and she lowered her body onto the bed in a gasping heap in front of the
surprised Samson. The handsome German shepherd reached down to try and continue
his eager licking at this woman's sweet-tasting cunt but she twisted her hips enough to
hide her treasures from him.
"Please..." she begged. "Got to... got to catch my breath." It was over for her now. She
had what she had wanted for so long... complete release. Susan marveled at the strange
way her body felt, limp yet weightless, tingling yet relaxed. It was almost as if a new
body... the one she had lost when Bruce left her... had suddenly come back to her.
While she lay there, her thoughts slowly came back to her, and a smile spread her
face... God... she hadn't felt this cleansed of tension and frustration in years... years...
She would have to see to it that John stayed now. She would never be able to take the
loss of another lover. If John were to leave and take his dog with him, Susan would
never be able to live. After living through so many tortuous years with nothing more
than her fingers, she had found the lover she needed once again. To have him leave...
That was unthinkable. She would do anything John wanted her to, if he would stay. She
would lower his rent... she would offer to give him everything she had if he would in
return give her Samson. Money would be no object. How can a price be placed on a
lover like this wonderful dog John had brought into her house. She wouldn't need
another thing in her life. As she drifted off into a faint sleep, she began to think that it
would be so nice to be on a deserted island with nothing and no one, only she and
Samson. He could lick her and lick her, giving her one continuous orgasm to make up
for the years of abstinence. She wouldn't eat, she wouldn't sleep... she would just cum
and cum and cum...
And then a thought shot through her mind, one that broke the trance she had placed
herself in. Lori and John... they would be coming home soon. She certainly couldn't let
them see her like this. Even though she was not in the least bit ashamed by what she
had done, she didn't want John and Lori to know. They would never understand. She
had found her perfect lover, and she knew that she and Samson were in a totally
different reality, one where normal rules do not apply, one that excluded all other
people, her daughter and her new boarder included!
Looking fondly up at the dog, the satisfied young woman felt a sudden rush of love for
the big animal come over her.
"Oh, Samson," she cried out, pulling herself up to cradle the dog's handsome head to
her still naked breasts. Samson naturally started to lick the proud soft mounds, but
Susan pushed him away. "No, no," she said. "You've done enough for the moment.
When we're alone, that's one thing, but we should be having company pretty soon."
Never considering in her own passion that the dog's needs should be satisfied as well.
She began to think quickly, trying to figure out a way that she would persuade John to
stay forever. Money, things... somehow she didn't think that something like that would
be enough. Maybe... just maybe... she could let him fuck her. Yes... YES! She could do
it... She could let him do anything he wanted to her... and he would stay around. She
would buy Samson with her greatest treasure all! Her feminine sensuality would be
something he would want.
She smiled as she thought of how her plan would work out. As far as she was
concerned, the plan was foolproof. Every body got something they wanted, and
everybody felt good. There could be nothing wrong with that.
Her mind made up, the naked young woman lifted herself up off the bed and dressed,
making everything look as though nothing had happened.


Chapter 5


John laid on his back on his bed, staring at the ceiling in his darkened room. He was
going over and over the feelings which had swept through him following his fucking of
Lori and the return trip across the lake. It was a sense of being needed, being depended
upon. He wasn't sure if he liked it or not. What had started out as a simple place to live
with two free cunts running around begging to be fucked had become something else
all together. Lori was looking to him as a daughter might look to a father, and he could
feel strong attachments for Susan, even though he hadn't fucked her at all. She seemed
to have everything he would want in a wife... if he wanted a wife at all, which he didn't.
A wife and daughter, a ready-made family... none of them appealed to him. He liked his
freedom far too much for things like that. He knew... he just knew that all he would
have to do was fuck Susan, and he would be trapped. She was that kind of woman. He
would never be able to tear himself away from her. A woman like Susan comes only
once in a lifetime for a man like John, and he was certain that he would never be able
to be the free man he was now if he were attached to Susan and Lori. He's spent so
much of his life going from place to place that the thought of settling down now, at this
very moment, was something that frightened. He didn't feel that way about Judy... or
any of the dozens of women he had fucked in his life. Nothing about them even hinted
a family. Judy would always be where she was, always ready and eager to give him a
wild fucking when ever he blew into town. He could come and go as he pleased with
Judy, and she didn't mind one bit. She could take care of herself when he wasn't
around. Susan, though, Susan would be the woman he could spend his life with... and
gladly. He would be willing to give up his wandering, his freedom, his whole way of life
for her. And he knew that he would never regret it once he did it. But he couldn't bring
himself to do it. Even though he knew he would be happy after it was all over, he
couldn't make the simple transition from one way of life to another. Settling down and
being a husband and a father was something he had avoided all his life. He wanted to
avoid it a little longer. He certainly wasn't unhappy with his life the way it was now.
Like everything else, it had its ups and downs. But he felt an emptiness... a yearning for
something. He didn't know just what that something was, but he'd felt it partially
satisfied this morning, after he had fucked Lori shitless, teaching her to be a woman. It
could be the necessity to accomplish something, he thought, the need to know that he
was more than just another face in the crowd in whatever city he went to... that he was
important to someone other than himself.
Yes, he thought, that could be it. Freedom with emptiness or settling down and making
something totally different out of his life. Those were the choices as they looked to him
at that moment, and he really wasn't all that sure which he wanted. He was the last
person he would have thought to have this happening to him, and he really didn't
know how to go about making a decision like that.
There was something else compounding his thoughts. Every time he thought of her,
thought of her full, shoulder-length brown hair, her full, out-thrusting breasts, her
luscious, rounded hips and firm buttocks, his cock would throb painfully in his pants.
God, he wanted to fuck her more than any other woman he could think of. He just
knew she would be wild in bed, screwing her hot eager pussy onto his cock as forcefully
as he drove his blood-swollen penis into her churning depths. It would certainly be a
match made in heaven, he thought with a wry smile on his lips. He wouldn't be able to
just fuck her... he would have to make love to her, and that difference would change his
life forever.
That was it, he thought. As long as he stayed around, he would never be able to make a
decision. He would have to leave. There was no other choice. He wasn't about to
change his whole life for one night of passion the likes of which he had never
experienced before. He may be giving up the best fuck of his life, but at least he had the
knowledge that he would have so many other women in front of him that he wouldn't
miss her too much. And after a while, he wouldn't miss her at all.
Reaching his decision to leave, he turned and dropped his feet to the floor, looking
around his room to see what had to be packed.


* * *


Standing outside John Martin's door, Susan took a deep breath. She closed her eyes,
knowing that she had no other choice but to go through with her plan to make John
want to stay in her house. She had never seduced a man in her life, had never even
thought of it. Now, she could almost feel her courage slipping away. She wondered how
she would feel after she had a man's penis in her vagina after all these years. She
wondered what thought would be running through her mind as she felt him rushing up
into the too long empty depths of her belly. Even as she stood outside the door, taking
deep breath to calm her nerves, she remembered the wild sensations Samson had
brought to her that morning. She would do anything to have those feelings again. She
had had several drinks of Brandy before she'd come up to John's room, making it easier
for her to go through with what she knew she would have to. She wished she'd had a
little more. But that was out of the question. The moment of reckoning had arrived,
and she would go through with it... regardless of the consequences.
She brought her hand up and knocked softly on John's door, and sighed as she heard
him say "Come in."
Opening the door, she saw him standing next to his small dresser, frowning slightly as
he looked at her. No... it was not really a frown, she thought. It was... something 
else... something she couldn't quite place.
"Is... is there something wrong?" he asked, trying to make his voice casual and polite.
The sight of her standing in his door unnerved him a little. He was hoping that he
could just leave in the morning without seeing her any more. She was a damned
attractive female... no doubt about that!
"No... there's nothing wrong," she said, feeling her courage coming back to her. She
actually began to enjoy being the aggressor for a change. This was something she
hadn't counted on. "I was just wondering how you were doing. As long as you're going
to be living here, I thought we might be friends." Susan's voice was low and sultry, and
she came inside the room, pausing momentarily to shut the door and then continuing
to within a step or two of John.
"I... I've been thinking," he replied, feeling a little flustered. He could tell that she was
coming-on to him, and that was unlike anything he would have thought possible from a
woman like her. Shit, a woman who's been so long without a man isn't that way
because she flirts with them. She's that way because she avoids them like the plague.
"It's a nice night for thinking," she retorted. "I've been doing some thinking myself."
"Where's your daughter?" he asked, hoping to appear casual and friendly while
diverting her attention away from what seemed obviously on her mind.
"Lori's with her boyfriend," Susan said. "She couldn't wait to get out of the house
tonight and see him about something. I guess that little ride the two of you took this
morning really helped her."
More than you'll ever know, he thought. At least he wouldn't have to worry about that
kid.
"I was thinking that I could repay you for making breakfast this morning," she said.
"Maybe we could have a drink together and get to know each other a little better. I like
to know as much as I can about my boarders once they move in."
John started to tell her to leave, but he decided against he. Hell... having one drink with
her wouldn't hurt anything, and he could still leave the next morning. At least they
would part on friendly terms. He wanted to tell her that he would be leaving anyway.
Maybe it would be better, or at least easier, after he'd had a drink.
"That sounds all right to me," he said in a cheery voice. "I don't have all that much
variety, though. Some Scotch, some ice, a couple of glasses..."
"That will be fine. Just a little something to loosen things up. You look like you could
use something." Inwardly, Susan knew she could use something as well... something
stronger than the brandy.
John felt a flush start out of the collar of his shirt as Susan went to the bottle of liquor
on the kitchenette table. He could feel it happening, just like he knew he would. If it
didn't seem so serious to him, he would have been laughing. It seemed so strange that
he would actually not fuck a woman for the first time in his life. He wasn't sure if his
feelings were fear or not, but if they were, he would accept them as such. He watched
her as she poured the glasses half-full and handed him one. He stared at the liquor for a
moment, watching it sparkle around the ice cubes. "To friendship," he said, toasting his
glass slightly to her. She smiled and raised her glass to her lips.
"Let's sit down while we talk," she said, taking a seat on the edge of his bed. He walked
to the chair next to his bed and slouched slightly. She crossed her legs putting one full
thigh over the other, and the hem of her skirt, a casual yet sensual outfit she hadn't
worn in months, rode up high, revealing a long expanse of her alabaster flesh. Then she
leaned back a little on the bed, pulling the hem of her skirt up still more. She had
changed from her ski-sweater to a thinner, more sheer blouse, and John was certain that
he could detect just a hint of the ruby hardness of her nipples, and the flush came out
of his collar again. He would have to keep in control of himself. He couldn't allow
himself to be swept away by the sensual beauty of this woman. His penis spasmed
once... twice inside his pants, and he was torn between two conflicting thoughts. One
was to just rip her clothes off and fuck her right then and there. The other was to ask
her to leave so he could get ready to move out. He felt as though he was powerless to
do either, though, and to steady himself, he took a long pull at his glass, draining his
Scotch.
"Let me pour you another one," Susan said, taking a healthy sip of her own drink. John
tried to tell her that he didn't want another, but she moved too quickly for him.
Susan was a little surprised by her own actions. She had every intention of seducing this
stranger, buying his dog with her luscious body. But something else entered into her
thinking. She wanted John as well... She wanted to have those feelings of a man's penis
in her vagina, and not just a dog's tongue. She wondered if she were being a little
greedy, wanting so much. But she put that little thought out of her mind. She could
have the best of both worlds. First she had had Samson, and now she wanted John...
wanted him the way so many men in the small town of Port City had wanted her. She
really shouldn't be surprised if she were rejected for some reason. She believed that the
things a person does eventually come back to that person. If John rejected her, it would
be because she had rejected so many others. But she was going to do her damndest to
see to it that she wasn't rejected.
She handed the handsome boarder his glass, aware of his eyes on her, and she glanced
at the front of his pants from beneath her lowered lids. She could see his cock there...
the first penis she had wanted in years. Her cuntal juices began to flow faster as she
thought of having his penis inside her... She had to have his cock. There was no two
ways about it now.
John drank again from his tumbler, and again, finally draining the last of his Scotch,
felt a' warm relaxed lethargy begin to flow over him. Too late he thought that the last
thing he wanted to do was get drunk with this seductive woman. He liked things a
whole lot better when he was calling the shots with a woman... not the other way
around. He kept staring at the suddenly sultry face of Susan Mead, at the kind of
mature, ripe sex she exuded, the full rich softness of her firm, high breasts... Oh God,
would he like to tweak those nipples into rock-hard erections... take each nipple in his
mouth and roll it around and around with his tongue. She would be such a better fuck
than her daughter. He wouldn't have to worry about teaching Susan anything... she was
acting like she could teach him a few things.
John felt his cock jerk into sudden, instant rigidity, as if it were alive, as if it were
straining for release from its cloth prison. He tried to will it limp again... trying, for the
first time in his life to not want to fuck a woman. He pulled his gaze from her breasts
and looked at her face. Their eyes met, and for a long, tension filled moment, neither
one of them said anything.
"John..." she said, feeling herself caught up in those emotions she had tried to subdue
for so long. She wanted Samson to take care of these unwanted feelings. She had to
remember why she was here. She couldn't let herself fall in love with John. The feelings
she had had for him right up until the moment his dog had started licking her vagina
were once again returning, and as she tried to stifle them, they only became stronger.
"John," she said again, her voice almost a pleading whisper. "I don't know what's come
over me. I sensed something about you as soon as you walked into the store...
something I felt once a long time ago... something I thought existed only in story
books."
John didn't want to admit it, but he was feeling the same thing. He thought he was
above something like that, or at the very least totally separated from it. But he would
have to face facts. He was falling in love with this woman. He had to fight it... had to...
"You... you do?" he managed, his breath quickening as he fought to subdue his feelings.
"I can tell that you feel the same thing," she said, lowering her head and looking at his
floor. People like us... we can tell things about each other right off. You want to... you
want to fuck me, don't you."
Hearing herself say "fuck" shocked Susan a little. It must be the liquor she had had... or
the passion she was feeling at the moment. She wasn't sure, and she really didn't care.
If she was going to throw caution to the winds, she might just as well throw all caution
to the winds. She could feel herself becoming a totally different woman in the presence
of this man.
"Oh, God!" the handsome wandering boarder gasped. His cock seemed to be
palpitating wildly in his pants now. If she had said something like that yesterday, he
would have taken her up on it without a second thought. Now, though, things were
totally different. She wasn't asking him just to fuck her, he knew. She was asking him
to settle down with her, to spend the rest of his life with her. And the more he thought
about it, the better it looked to him. He could put an end to the aimless wandering, the
one night stands, the endless chain of faceless women... he could do all that. But he still
wasn't sure that he wanted to.
The auburn-haired girl leaned close to him, still sitting on the bed, and he could
actually feel her hot breath on his cheek, like the scorching heat of a branding iron. She
reached out and touched his knee lightly, and her fingers seemed to burn through the
cloth. "I can tell that a man like you would really be able to fuck me like no other I've
met. That's why I've been without a man for so long... None of them affected me the
way you do. You can understand that..."
Yes, he certainly could. "Susan", he said in a pleading voice. "You hardly know
anything about me. Lori told me what happened with your husband, how he just took
off and left you without a word. The same thing could happen to me. I'm no logger. I
was just looking for a place to rest a while..."
"My husband had to get the wandering out of his blood," she told him. "You've done
that. Where does all this moving around from place to place get you?"
That was the question he had been trying to answer all day. He hadn't come up with
anything during the day, and with the way his brain was racing now, he couldn't do
any thinking at all.
Without warning, Susan reached out and touched his pulsing, cloth-encased penis.
John almost leapt off the chair in a convulsive reaction to the electric shock of her touch
on his super-sensitive cock. Susan stroked it lightly, delighting in the familiar feel of a
man's thick penis pressing against her fingers once again. She used to do this to her
husband so long ago... she could do it now. She wasn't all that sure why John was
resisting her, but she could feel that resistance fading quickly, and she was determined
that she would do anything in her power to make him want her as much as she wanted
him. She moved against him, her breasts pressing hotly, softly, against his arm now.
Her lips found his jaw line and traced a pattern upward along his cheek, her tongue
flicking out to trail a path of fire over his skin as her hand continued to run his greatly
swollen penis. Seducing him like this was easy, she thought. She had been silly to be
afraid. Even though this was all new to her, she found that she liked it. "Susan...
please... I... I was thinking about leaving in the morning... please..."
His words fell on deaf ears. Susan could sense that she was getting close to her goal...
getting him to want her as much as she wanted... needed him.
"Please... fuck me, John... fuck me now. I know you want to. You know that I want you
to. Why should we hold back." She probably couldn't have said that if she hadn't
allowed his dog to lick her to orgasm. But she had come to know that if something felt
good, that thing should be done.
"No... no... Shit... yes... YES!"
The handsome man couldn't help himself. The words tore from his throat in a
strangled kind of whisper, and then his mouth was grinding down on hers, his tongue
thrusting deep into her mouth. Susan's hand began to move faster on his turgid shaft,
and she sucked and nibbled at his tongue, swirling her own around and around his,
darting into his mouth and then withdrawing in an attitude of copulation, with she the
aggressor. It was going to happen! After all these years, she was finally going to have a
man... a real man to satisfy her. She had experience the orgasm of her life this morning
with John's dog. Now she was going to be loved once again the way she used to be.
With an amazing amount of will, she took hold of his hand and pressed it against her
breast. She delighted with anticipation as his fingers squeezed and kneaded the soft hot
pliant flesh momentarily, then fumbled with her blouse buttons, pulling the sheer cloth
open and dipping inside to draw the garment away, exposing one naked breast with its
desire-swollen nipple and dark brown aureole. Like so many other firsts, Susan had not
worn a bra, feeling that she would want to be as casual as she possibly could.
John could feel the wetness from the seminal fluid which seeped from the gland on the
hard tip of his cock as she continued to massage him through his pants with a
thoroughness he would never have thought possible from her. He was going to make
love for the first time in his life... not merely fuck, and the thought still scared him a
little. Out of control, the full impact of what he was doing hit his mind with the force
of a boxer's blow. He was giving up his old way of life in favor of a new one. He was
trading his empty freedom for a full useful life. He couldn't help himself. He was
rapidly moving beyond all rational thought now. The strange power this woman was
exerting over him was trapping him in a web of conflicting thoughts. It was still not too
late to turn back. He could still put this woman out of his life forever!
He wrenched himself violently from Susan, pulling his mouth from hers, turning his
body so that her hand left his bulging cock. His face was flushed with a brilliant
crimson... and he felt like a little boy instead of the full grown man he thought he was.
"What's the matter?" Susan questioned intently. "You really want to fuck me... you told
me so yourself."
Thinking quickly, John made up a lame excuse. He knew that a woman who had lived
all her life in one place would never understand his freedom. "Your daughter..." he said
softly. "She could come back. You wouldn't want her..."
"Sssssshhh..." Susan whispered. "Lori's going to be gone for some time. I told her she
didn't have to come home until late."
"NO!" he said, jumping up from the chair. He still wasn't ready to give up the freedom
he had come to know all his life. The thought of being a husband... a father... settling
down... none of them appealed to him. He couldn't see himself like that. He just
couldn't! His heart was hammering violently in his chest, and he was aware that his
cock was still seeping hot droplets of pre-cum into his pants. But he had to compose
himself, find a way to get Susan Mead to leave. He went over to his window and looked
out into the night, trying to think of something... anything...
And from behind him, Susan's voice whispered, "John..."
He turned, gathering his courage to say what had to be said, but when he saw her the
words froze in his throat. His mouth gaped open, and his eyes seemed to protrude with
shock.
Susan stood before him completely naked.
She had unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it off, and her skirt was laying in a puddle
around her feet. Her legs were spread apart, her head and shoulders pulled back and
her mouth was slightly open, the tip of her wet pink tongue showing kitten-like. The
moist, petal-like softly hair-fringed lips of her vagina were presented lustfully to his eyes
in innocent shamelessness, and the light brown hair of her cuntal triangle glistened in
the shimmering light of John's room. Her high, smoothly rounded breasts seemed to
quiver as if with some inner vibration, the nipples hard and distended. Her full,
luscious legs were moist with the flowing juices of her passion-flowered cuntal mouth
"Please... John... I need you... I want you so badly..."
"Susan..." her name choked past his swollen throat weakly, but that was all. He couldn't
say anything else. He could only stare at her. He never would have thought that any
woman could have such drive... such determination. It was a battle of wills... and he was
losing! He could feel his resistance slipping away with every maddening pulse of his
cock.
Slowly, slowly, Susan lowered her hands, determined that she would have this man or
die trying. With her eyes pleading at his, she pressed her fingertips to her eager curling
pubic mound, slowly caressing herself down between her legs, her nails glistening as
they blazed a path through the thick, brown, silken hair. When her fingers reached the
glistening pink slit between her legs, she placed the thumb and forefinger of her left
hand on either side of the soft shining lips and spread them gently apart, revealing the
trembling pink bud of her tiny pulsing clitoris to John's lust-ridden gaze. With her right
forefinger, she traced up her cuntal slit until the fingertip came in contact with the
miniature phallus. She tweaked it once... twice... her mind lost in the passion she was
creating for herself. All thoughts were banished from her mind now save one... she had
to have this man standing and watching her. She had to be fucked by John Martin. She
wasn't even thinking about Samson now. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she
knew that if John fucked her, she would never be without either him or his dog. But
she had to get his cock inside her... and she had to have it now! She wished she were a
virgin. She wished she could give him the gift of her hymen. That would be something
she knew he would never be able to resist. But she couldn't give him that.
Lost in a mindless whirlpool of passion, she began to fingerfuck herself with John
watching. She pressed her finger all the way in to her cunt, withdrew it, slid it in again,
withdrew it, her eyes fixed on his, both of them staring at each other with glazed
expressions on their faces.
A thought blazed into Susan's mind then, a thought to totally different from anything
she had ever thought before that she was amazed that it would occur to her.
"I want you to fuck me in the ass," she said, her passion laden voice barely above a
whisper. "I've never been fucked there. I want you to be the first, John... please fuck me
in the ass. I want my rectum to be filled with your cock!"
The words, the very thought of what she was saying, lashed John's mind into a swirling
frenzy as on and on she droned. Oh God... Sweet Jesus...
He was losing control. She was offering him her second virginity so willingly that he
had to have it. How could he leave behind a woman like this. He had fucked women in
the ass before, but none of them offered their nether passage with love as Susan was
now. She was willing to become his whole world if he was willing to have her. He had
never seen such devotion in a woman before, and he knew right then and there that he
would be a fool to walk away from it. He had to fuck her... had to seal the bond she
was presenting to him. As if he had somehow shed the husk of his body, John watched
himself in an objective way as his legs worked, moving his body forward, bringing him
closer to Susan. He watched her middle finger cease its rhythmic motion in and out of
her vagina as he approached, and her smile turned into one of passion as he claimed
her, pulling her finger away from her tight cunt with a wet sluicing sound, rubbing her
body hard against his, grinding her naked hips into him as her mouth sought and
found his.
John pulled away from her slightly and lowered his mouth onto one of the luscious
spheres of her breasts, enclosing the turgid little berry in his mouth, sucking on it
greedily, his tongue tickling the erect little knob unremittingly. His teeth pricked
delightfully against the crinkled aureole, and Susan braced herself for the pain and
passion she knew to be coming.
He ran his fingers lightly through her full brown hair, tangling his fingers in the
luscious mound. With his free hand, he explored the delicate curves of her body, feeling
her shiver under his touch. His fingers pinched and kneaded her succulent breasts,
before dropping down to embrace her firmly .sculpted hips, and then they dipped
between the slightly spread columns of her thighs. He felt as though he were feeling a
woman for the first time in his life, and he delighted as her heard her moan, not in lust,
but in passion... the passion that comes from being touched like this by a man who can
love her, and not merely fuck her.
"Mmmmmmmmm... God, Susan... I've never met a woman like you in my life," he
said. Somehow, words seemed to be so totally inadequate that he couldn't think of
anything to say.
"Oh God... Oh God..." she moaned as she felt the blissful jarring of his fingers on her
pussy. She was going to be a woman again... She almost couldn't believe it. It was
almost too good to be true.
His hands raced around from her front to squeeze appreciatively on the flaccid flesh of
her buttocks. Instinctively, she clamped her ass-cheeks together. She knew that she
would feel pain there when he fucked her, and she had to find the courage somehow to
stand it. But she could do it. She could! She had been able to withstand the pain of her
hymen being torn away from her cuntal walls... she could stand the pain of her rectum
being stretched.
Gently, knowing that this was all new to her, he maneuvered her lust-drunk body until
her back was facing him, and then he lowered her head down, until she was leaning
over the bed, her buttocks raised up to him as he bent his own head lower and lower to
the inviting crevice of her ass. "God... oh God..." she moaned, searching through her
whole body for the total amount of courage she knew she would need. She could feel
the edge of the bed pressing slightly against her throbbing vagina, increasing her
passion, and it was that little extra that enabled her to go through with her desires. She
closed her eyes, praying that she would be able to stand the first rush of pain she knew
would come. And after the pain? she asked herself. What then? She had only heard
about women being sodomized.
Gazing lustfully at the curved arcs of her buttery smooth buttocks, he caressed the pear
shaped mounds, looking with delight at the space beneath where just a tuft of two of
her brown pubic fleece was visible below a furrow of delicate moist pinkness. He
kneaded the soft firm mounds, digging his fingers into the warm smooth flesh, his eyes
fastened as if mesmerized on the alabaster skin.
He flattened his palms against the smooth satiny surface, bending his fingers so that the
tips grabbed at the tender flesh, revealing to his enflamed gaze the dark narrow split of
her backside. His eyes were riveted on the tight brown hole of her anus nestled between
the warm fleshy cheeks and he watched as the crinkled skin cringed from the unusual
exposure to the open air. He knew what pain she would go through her at first, and he
knew he would have to be as gentle with her now as he had been with her daughter
earlier in the day.
His gaze seemed to burn right through Susan and she wiggled her buttocks to present
as much of her anus to him as she could. Her efforts succeeded. She loved having his
hands on her like this, and as she began to writhe, he held her tighter, a tacit
expression telling her that everything would be all right.
Slowly John lowered his head closer to her, and with a deliberate movement, swiped his
tongue along the full length of her widespread split.
"Aaaaaahhh..." Susan moaned a blush of passion creeping over her from her boarder's
lascivious licking. It was better than she would have thought, and she could feel her
body relaxing, and felt his fingers straining the mounds of her ass even further apart,
causing a spasm of passion to ripple convulsively through her prostrate body. John was
now in a ferment of lust, all thought of the former life he had been leading washed
from his mind with the eagerness of this woman. He wanted to make her first
sodomization as wonderful for her as her first cunt-fucking had been. With a groan, he
reached back and unzipped his fly, allowing his blood-swollen cock to spring up in full
erection, red and pulsating with hot desire. The purplish head was distended and hard,
and he could feel a burning ache in his balls as his sperm fomented and roiled in
agonizing readiness. At that moment, John wanted her more than he wanted anything
else in the world. Grasping his engorged penis in one hand, his fingers circling the
thick, palpitating base, he guided it towards the enticing crevice of Susan's ass, laying it
along the tight crack, stretching it even further.
Susan gasped as she felt the hot hardness of his cock against her tender flesh, and a
new wave of passion coursed through her. God! He was much larger than she thought
he would be, and she was beginning to have doubts as to whether she would be able to
accommodate his massiveness in her ass. The bulging penis was like a red-hot poker
searing her soft flesh and incredibly it seemed to grow and expand as it lay there,
cradled in its warm, soft nest. John shifted slightly and ran his cock up and down the
tight dark split, lubricating it from the drops of cum which had seeped from the glans
tip.
With a sigh of both relief and frustration combined, Susan felt the laden weight
removed from her widespread buttocks. This was so new to her that she had no idea
what he was doing back there. She thought that at any moment she would be
screaming with pain and passion. Every bone in her body seemed to have a sharp
searing pulse of its own. She was tight now with anticipation. Her face was covered
with a thin film of perspiration as she eagerly awaited the first penetration of his cock
in her ass. She couldn't understand what was taking him so long. Wasn't it the same as
having his penis in her cunt? Certainly he wouldn't be waiting this long if he were
going to fuck her in her vagina. What was taking so long...?
"AAAGGGHHH... OOOOOHHHH..." her scream rang out like a siren as she felt a
pain in her rectum the likes of which she would never dreamed... a shooting, searing
stab which sent her hurtling into realms of agony hitherto unknown to her. And then,
in the same instant it had come, it was gone. There was no more pain... it was as simple
as that. Pain existed in one flash... pleasure existed in the next flash, and she was
sensing nothing but the delight of having her rectum filled with... with what?
"Shit..." John breathed, "what a tight asshole you've got!" His words send a shudder of
dread spasming through Susan. Could it be possible that she was too tight? she
thought. John was astonished at how tight her anus was, and how he could barely
rotate his finger in the hotly clinging passage. He should have known, he thought
finally. If she's never been fucked in the ass, it would naturally be tight. Her scream
startled him for a moment, and he was glad that he had decided to test it first with his
finger. He would have hated to try fucking his cock into something that was that tight!
Her dry passage yielding finally and he scoured his finger around inside her, his lust
feeding on her moans, which changed from those of agony to those of passion once
again. He pulled his finger out and once more guided his throbbing cock towards the
proffered hole. His penis had grown to enormous proportions, and as he steered the
burgeoning head, glinting a faint purple, he wondered how he would be able to insert it
inside the tiny aperture. Eagerly he began to grind against the tiny puckered mouth, his
rock-hard prick seeming like a jackhammer at the tender membrane.
Realization dawned slowly on Susan. That had not been his cock she had felt in her
ass... it had only been his finger. God! Just his finger, and it had hurt so much. For the
first time in her life, she felt totally alone. There was no one who could help her stand
the blinding pain she knew to be coming. She would have to do it alone... by herself. If
she could just get past that first rush... She'd had a sample of what was to happen.
While the pain had been intense, the pleasure had been totally rewarding. She knew
that having his penis in her ass would be even more rewarding. But she didn't know
how she would take his penis inside her. God! He would split her in two.
She held her breath as she felt the constant probing against her anticipating little back
passage and then...
"AAARRGGHH!!"
"AAARRGGHH!!"
A blinding wave of pain engulfed her and her breath caught in her throat. For a
moment, she was certain that she would never breath again. Her spinal column felt on
fire and her throat was dry and arid. Her mouth was opening and she thought she was
screaming, but no more sound came. She wanted to pull away, wanted to try and
remove herself from the searing impalement of his cock in her ass, but she willed
herself to remain, and she could feel John's fingers helping her, holding her still. For
what seemed like an eternity, her mind was awash with a sheet of fire, blotting out all
thought other than the agony in her rectum... Slowly, but surely, the pain began to
fade. John's pre-stretching of her tight passage had worked. She could feel the pain in
her ass ebbing and being replaced by the pleasurable feeling of his cock in her anus. He
had succeeded in imbedding just the head of his hardened shaft into her tiny cringing
hole, but he was certain now that she would be able to take the rest of him with no
problem. He marvelled again at how tight and clasping it was. It was like a rubber band
locked painfully around the column of his cock just below the lust-inflated head, and he
had to gasp for breath for a moment, before trying to ram forward.
"Oooooohhh... "Susan moaned. And then "Mmmmmmnnn..." She could feel him
lunging forward, sinking another inch of his cock into her tiny anus, stretching it
further, making it better able to hold his towering prick.
"Uuuggghhh..." she groaned as he moved forward. It was so different that having his
cock in her cunt, she thought... so different, and yet bringing her a pleasure just the
same... a pleasure total and all encompassing.
Grasping her firmly by the hips, John surged once more, and with superhuman
strength, managed to sink every last inch of his cock into the bent over woman's
completely penis-filled anus.
Driving through the darkened streets of Port City was sheer heaven for Lori as she sat
back and closed her eyes. Beside her, in the driver's seat, Bill Jennings lit another joint
and passed it to the young teenager, tapping her on the shoulder to get her attention.
"Uhhhhh... I think I've had enough," she said in a dreamy voice.
"Come on," he told her. "It's the last one. We might as well get rid of it."
Yes, we might as well, she answered silently, and she took it from him. As they passed
the cigarette back and forth in silence, Lori allowed her mind to drift to the events that
had happened just a little while ago. She had gone to Bill's house and begged
forgiveness, explaining that she had been pretty frightened the night before, when he
had tried to fuck her, but now she had met a man who'd taught her everything she
needed to know. At first Bill had been hesitant about getting all aroused with her again,
remembering that he had had to masturbate the night before after she had left. But she
was insistent... eager to show him the type of woman she had become. Finally he
relented, and he wasn't sorry one bit. He kept telling her over and over again that she
was infinitely better than Maggie... than any of the other women he had had, and he
wanted to meet the person who had transformed the young girl he'd known into the
woman he'd just fucked silly... and who's given him a return fucking he would
remember for as long as he lived.
Lori told him about the man who was living at her house, and Bill had produced several
marijuana cigarettes, getting the two of them stoned enough to actually decide to go
and visit him. Lori wasn't sure if he would be alone, remembering the sounds that had
come from his bedroom the night before. But, she decided, he would probably
understand. All Bill wanted to do was thank him. Something like that should please
him very much.
As the two teenagers finished the last joint and come closer to Lori's house, the young
girl felt a strange apprehension. Something was going to happen. She could tell. She
wasn't sure how she knew. Perhaps it was a woman's intuition. What ever it was,
though, it somehow caused her vagina to tingle again... the way it had been tingling all
day before Bill fucked her and took care of it. Perhaps it was the fact that she would
once again .be in the presence of John Martin, the man who had made her a woman.
He had been avoiding her all day for some reason. The young girl really wanted to see
him now though. It had been because of him that she had had the most wonderful
night of her life, and she wanted to thank him as much as Bill did. As Bill pulled his car
into the driveway, Lori noticed that there were lights on all over the house. She
breathed a sigh of relief. At least that meant that people would still be up. Maybe John
and her mother were talking. Lori was almost certain now that her mother had
something of a crush on John. The young girl hadn't recognized the looks until she had
lost her virginity, but she could see now that John and her mother would make a
wonderful pair. Maybe she would talk to her mother about it tomorrow. She wondered
briefly how her mother would take the news that she was no longer a virgin. Well...
that was for later.
The two teenagers entered the house through the store, and Lori's ears listened for the
sounds of people talking. There was nothing. The house was the same as she had left it,
except that her mother was no where in sight. A quick walking through the house
proved that it was empty.
"Well, I wouldn't worry about it," Bill soothed. "Maybe she's gone out somewhere. We
came to see "Well, I wouldn't worry about it," Bill soothed. "Maybe she's gone out
somewhere. We came to see this Mr. Martin anyway."
Nodding slowly, Lori led Bill around the outside of the house to the door that led to
John Martin's room. Entering the hall, both of them could see that there was a sliver of
light filtering under the crack of his door, and in their stoned condition, neither of
them noticed the low moans and panting sounds coming from within.
"Do you think he's busy?" Bill asked, a wave of uncomfortableness coming over him.
"Naw... he's only been here for a day," Lori said. "He's probably just reading or
something." Lori knocked on the door, and listened for an answer. It was then that she
heard voices... or something that sounded like voices. Her altered state of perception
told her that she had heard John Martin telling her to come into the room, and without
a moment's hesitation, she and Bill opened the door walking into the well lit room of
the new boarder.
And the two of them stopped short, staring at the scene which greeted them, their eyes
bugging, their mouths handing slack. Lori especially could hardly believe her eyes. She
had to shake her head to make sure she was not seeing some sort of hallucination
because of the pot she had smoked. Could this be possible? It had to be. Again she
blinked her eyes, but the forms she was seeing did not go away. It was true. She
couldn't believe it, but it was true. Her mother was bent forward on the bed, and John
Martin was behind her, pumping for all he was worth in between... in between her
buttocks.
MY GOD, Lori thought in a flash of understand, MY MOTHER IS BEING FUCKED...
FUCKED IN THE ASS!! I... I NEVER THOUGHT SOMETHING LIKE THIS WAS
POSSIBLE... MY MOTHER... AND MR. MARTIN... IN THE ASS... THEASS!!!
Bill was just as shocked as Lori, but he recovered much faster. At least he had heard of
something like this. It wasn't as totally new to him as it was to Lori.
"Wow!" he whispered to Lori. "Your mother is really something. I've only seen
pictures... never the real thing..."
Even though Bill had emptied his balls into Lori's cunt less than an hour ago, he could
feel his penis once again jerking into hardness. The sight of Lori's mother's lush
nakedness was making him as aroused as he had ever been. Where Lori had the ripe
body of a teenager, her mother's body was that of a mature woman... a woman who
would really know what making love was all about. She would have to be like that, to
allow a near stranger to be screwing her like this... in her rectum. Lori hadn't told him
very much about her mother, but she had said that she was pretty prim and proper.
Hell, it sure didn't look like she was that way now! Look at the way she's pumping that
ass of hers back against him. Jesus! Holy shit!!
A breeze blew in through the opened door, attracting the attention of both John and
Susan. The older woman could feel her whole world falling apart around her as she saw
the gaping forms of her daughter and a boy she had met only once or twice before
watching her being sodomized by John, but John gave a guttural laugh. Even though he
was nearing his orgasm, he still had enough reason to think quickly. 'That must be the
boy I fucked Lori for,' he thought. 'Looks like he's got a faint idea of what's going on
here. And it looks like he wants a little piece of the action. I wonder what Lori would
think if... if... "Susan, dear," he whispered to the now halted woman in front of him,
"You're going to be more of a woman than you ever dreamed possible. You're going to
be double fucked!"
Susan tried to protest. This wasn't what she had in mind at all. She couldn't get over
the embarrassment of being caught like this, but she had no chance to protest. She
could feel John pulling her away from the bed and rolling over onto the floor, carrying
her with him so that she now lay on top of his belly, her naked loins openly exposed to
both Lori and Bill. The muscles of Susan's flat white belly were straining from the
pressure of her legs falling down on either side of his body, until finally she managed to
plant both her feet high up on his outstretched thighs, her knees bent to relieve the
pain in her rectum caused by the sudden change of position.
Standing above them, his cock expanded fully and throbbing at this strange and lurid
view of Lori's mother's cunt, Bill could see the thick dark shaft of Mr. Martin's penis
protruding from Mrs. Mead's anus beneath. Bill watched the moistness up between her
thighs with wondering eyes, the hair-lined slit making tiny nibbling motions in the air
as she continued screwing her asscheeks back down onto Mr. Martin's deeply impaling
hardness. Her full ripe breasts were dancing wildly on her chest above John's arms
locked beneath their voluptuous softness, and the passion-controlled woman looked so
inviting and eager in this pose that Bill couldn't help but want to throw himself on top
of her.
"Come on, you young cunt-hound. Get into her.
Let's make a family affair out of this."
Neither Susan nor Lori nor Bill understood what he meant, but the young man wasn't
going to stop and think about it now. It really didn't look as though Lori's mother
seemed to mind what was happening now, and as long as she didn't, that was all right
with him. Moving swiftly, he shucked out of his clothes and positioned himself between
Susan's widespread legs, pushing them even further apart. In the next second, he had
his huge, impatiently pulsating penis in his hand, and, skinning back the thick foreskin,
guided it directly into the tight clasping channel of her moistly lubricated pussy.
"Oooooooo..." Susan groaned. She wasn't sure if she wanted all this to happen in front
of her daughter, but as soon as she felt the first delightful contact of a man's penis
against her flushed cuntal lips, she knew that the right thing had happened. In a mighty
heave, Bill buried his long hardness deep up into the quivering depths of her belly,
joining John's cock sunk to the hilt in her rectum. She could feel the two enormous
shafts throbbing side by side with only a thin membrane separating them. And then, as
if by some secret signal, they began fucking into her, thrusting up with long hard
lunges that threatened to tear her apart They fell into a mutual rhythm, buffeting her
cock-stuffed body between them as though she were a rag doll, and she grunted out her
passion, increased two fold with the addition of a second cock. The impaled brunette
could feel Bill's cock pulling tiny ridges of her clasping vaginal flesh out with the base
of his cock as he withdrew it for another deep thrust inside, and the same was true of
John's heatedly pulsating penis fucking in and out of her rectum.
She screamed and groaned, her mind washed over with wave after wave of passion and
love. She felt so full that if she could have picked a time to die, it would have been at
that instant. She could die of the sheer bliss of being so full after so many years of
emptiness. She no longer cared about her daughter watching her. She didn't care about
anything but the double fucking she was receiving.
Still gaping in total disbelief, Lori watched her mother and the two men writhing and
churning about on the floor like three animals trying to devour each other. The tingling
in her vagina... the tingling that had been there all during the ride home from Bill's
house, was increased a thousand fold by what she was seeing. She was learning
something from Mr. Martin once again... something she would never have thought
possible... Was there any more to learn? Could this be only the beginning of her sexual
lessons?
For a moment... the shortest moment possible, mother and daughter looked at each
other. But in the moment, a thousand things were passed between their eyes. The two
were so close during that moment that no words were necessary. The thought that
entered Lori's mind as she and her mother glanced at each other was so totally foreign
to the young girl that she had to think about it for a moment to make sure it was
possible... real... and what her mother wanted. Yes... YES! It could be done... it had to
be done! It would bring her and her mother so close that they would never be apart
again. It would be the final bond between mother and daughter... a bond that would
never be broken, just as the bond between her mother and John Martin would never be
broken... or that between her mother and Bill...
Moving as if in a dream, the young girl removed her clothes, her eyes once again
meeting her mother's in a final check to make sure she was doing the right thing.
Susan wet her lips as her daughter came closer, and she closed her eyes as Lori reached
toward her and clamped her hands lightly on the sides of her head. She sensed her
daughter's excitement and it made her rock her hips that much harder between John
and Bill. Oh God, she thought, this was the ultimate pleasure that anyone could
experience. All the desires that had been dammed up for ages were now going to be
simultaneously fulfilled as she was plundered willingly by the three of them at every
orifice.
Her thoughts were cut off as the palms of her daughter's tenderly working hands
pressed into her cheeks and her head was pulled sideways until her lips brushed over
the softness of the pubic mound that gyrated in lesbianic eagerness against her face.
There was nothing wrong with this, Susan thought to herself as she felt the last vestiges
of her reason flitter away like snow in the wind. Her daughter's vagina felt soft, warm
and moist. Yes... YES! Susan wanted to kiss her daughter down there.
Lori was staring off into space, her eyes focused on another planet as she pressed her
mother's face warmly into her secret feminine parts... the parts which had only recently
been unlocked, and the skewered little brunette mother could feel the erect nerve of her
daughter's clitoris brush wantonly against her lips.
"Mmmmmmmm," she mewled and immediately flicked her tongue from her mouth,
circling the tip against the moist hairlined slit. It tasted deliciously tangy and warm, like
nothing she'd ever experienced before.
The two men below her, excited by Susan's eagerness to experience everything she
could, began to increase the force of their deep fucking thrusts into her tightly clasping
cunt and rectum. They lunged into her with deep strokes, their eyes focused on the
third actor in the lascivious spectacle. Neither of them seemed to be shocked by Lori's
eagerness to do something she had never done before. It seemed like the most natural
thing in the world. To their lust-glazed eyes, the young girl's pussy seemed to dance
over Susan's face, her moist pink pussy lips, which both of them had fucked that very
day, fused and then opened to slide once more over Susan's working mouth.
"Oo-ooooo... mother... lick my cunt... suck it... stick your tongue in my pussy," the
stoned young teenage girl cried hysterically, her red hair flashing in a steam of crimson
over Susan's brunette tresses.
Then suddenly, as they watched through lust-dimmed eyes, Lori jerked her cunt hard
up and down, while Susan thrust her working tongue through the moistly clasping lips
to her daughter's hotly churning vagina. Her eyes rolling in sexual delirium, Lori began
to undulate her roundly plunging buttocks in a tight figure "8" pattern, her writhing
cunt choking off her mother's spasmodic gasps for breath.
A low moan of delight erupted from Susan's lips as her daughter's loins buffeted against
her face, straining her neck backward in a quivering bow that had the resilient spring of
a rubber band. "Aaaaaaaggghhh... ooooohhhhh..." Susan coughed at the mental picture
of what was happening to her.
"AAAAAAAHHHHHHH... I'M... OOOOOHHHHH ..Lori cried, her third orgasm of
the day almost upon her. Her eyes were clenched tightly shut, and a million tiny
needles seemed to be stabbing through her with every lash of her mother's tongue.
Again and again her mother's wet organ slithered up into her boiling depths until
finally...
"CCUUUUMMMMMMIIINNNNNGGGGG...!!!"
Her orgasm flashed crimson across her face. Her pussy mound smacked in a frenzy up
against Susan's wetly sucking lips while the throes of her release shook her full breasts
and thighs as though she had been struck by a bolt of lightning.
Susan was close to cumming too, and she wildly sought out her climax as she continued
her now uncontrollable gyrations on the two rapidly expanding cocks fucking into her.
The thought of her daughter screwing her pussy into her own mouth while the men
fucked her cunt and rectum was just too much. They felt too good as they pumped
their hotly throbbing shafts in and out of her contorting belly... she had to cum now!
Nothing else would do !
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" she chanted, her face contorted in an unrecognizable mask of wild
abandoned passion.
John and Bill felt her two passages opening around them and the warm gushes of wet
hot liquid flooding around their furiously pistoning cocks. They fucked faster, digging
deep, deep inside her, feeling the ecstatically aroused brunette jerk between them
several times, the muscles of her frantically heaving pelvis working and sucking at the
two cocks embedded up inside her belly as though trying to milk them dry. Her breath
came in short desperate gasps as she felt them thrust deeply again, their hot twin jets of
semen shooting from the tips of their wildly ejaculating cocks into her grateful belly.
Their juices mingled deep down inside her in a wet pool of passion that Susan never
before had known could exist.
The muscles of her drained exhausted body gave way abruptly, and her limbs fell out to
the sides of the rug in John's room. Susan lay still, her naked back flat on John's chest,
and Bill's spent body splayed over her own. Her heart pounded as though it would
burst, and she panted deeply for breath several moments, sinking into a half-conscious
daze of joy and satiation.
No one said anything for several moments. There was nothing that could be said. Not
with words, at any rate. The passion that had been emptied into Susan's body told all
that could be said. The room was filled with the heady aroma of sperm and cum and
sweat, and the sounds of the four panting people echoed through the room.
It had been the scent of passion that revived Samson from his sleeping place in another
part of the house. His keen nose had detected the scent through the lightly closed
doors, and he followed that scent as his instincts dictated. As he wandered through the
house, looking for the source of the aromas, he found that he could crawl through the
doors which Lori, in her stoned condition, had failed to shut tightly. Creeping up the
short flight of stairs that led to his master's bedroom, he knew he was on the right
track. The aroma was getting stronger!
Finally, as he approached the door, his eyes told him those things he already knew by
his nose. He could see four naked bodies lying on the floor... two of them women who
had orgasmed. And one of those women he knew very well. She was the one who's cunt
he'd licked earlier in the day. His animal penis had been aching all day because she had
failed to relieve the passion she had brought upon him, and he could sense that she
would be able to relieve it now.
Entering the room, he crept over to her, pushing at her with his cold, wet nose to get
her attention.
Susan opened her eyes slowly and looked at the dog. She had forgotten all about him,
in the throes of her passion with John. And then she remembered that he was the
reason she was here in the first place. She had gone through all this so she would never
be without love... his love.
She could see now that she would not be without love, though. The orgasm she had
received from John's ass fucking and Bill's cunt fucking had totally destroyed the walls
she had built for herself. She need never be lonely again. Not that she was sorry for
what she had done to Samson. No, she would never be sorry for that. He had been a
loving dog, and had made it possible for her to start her life all over again. How could
she possibly repay him for that? What could she do to the wonderful animal who had
made all things possible to her from now on?
For a long emotion-tight moment, Susan stared at the dog. Glancing down between his
muscular flanks, she could see that he was aroused, his scarlet gleaming hardness
emerging from its furry sheath. God... the same thing must have happened when he
licked me, she thought. And I was too selfish to think of it. I made him aroused before,
and I didn't do anything about it. Well... I'm going to do something about it now! I'm
going to do it right in front of all these people. They had a part in making me the
person I am now. There's no reason to want to hide anything from them!
She pulled away from John and Bill to a clear part of the floor, coaxing Samson to
follow her. He tried to press his face between her thighs, but she held him away. That
wasn't necessary... she was already aroused. Samson wouldn't have to do a thing this
time to receive his reward.
Samson... darling... you loveable sweetheart," she smiled, putting her hands of his
smooth, silky back. "Samson... lie down... lie down and roll over... Susan wants to do to
you what you did to me..."
Slowly, Bill and John and Lori came to their senses and watched the woman, none of
them wanting to say anything. They didn't understand what was happening, and as if
their three minds were one, they each watched the incredible in silence...
Susan raised up to her knees as the German shepherd, confused, backed away from her.
He looked displeased, but Susan did not hesitate. For her there was only one thing on
her mind... giving pleasure to the lover who had made pleasure possible for her. She
whispered in gentle tones, at the same time brushing her soft hand lovingly over him,
her eyes fixed on the solid length of long scarlet cock hanging below his belly...!
Samson watched the woman raise up and listened to the cooing sounds she made. He
recognized the command and he obeyed, trusting this new woman and laying down...
His whimpers vibrated through Susan as she saw his huge, hardened cock withdrawing
back into its fur-lined sheath. He lay down on the rug, stretching out and responding
when she continued to whisper: "Roll over... you're going to like this... I know you
are... ooooo... that's fine... that's just fine..."
In mindless excitement, Susan crawled and positioned herself so that her desire-filled
face was directly above the opening of his massive cock-sleeve where his big, scarlet rod
in all its beautiful hardness had vanished.
Frenzied emotions of animal-like anticipation swept through the sensually blinded
woman. The thought of the act alone was driving her salacious desire! gently, she
moved her arched hips toward his big animal-face, spreading her thighs as she lovingly
took his head between them... She lay, breathing heavily on her side, with one long leg
lifted while she guided his nose gently in toward the pungent, wet heat of her once
again throbbing pussy. Immediately, she felt his thick, lengthy tongue lash out at the
crevice between her thighs, bringing it to instant life once more, slashing through its
cum-glistening pinkness like a liquid flame. If there was ever a moment when she felt
completely free for the first time in her life, it was that moment. She lowered her cheek
to rest on his warm, hard belly, her one hand quickly moving toward his hidden dog
cock.
Though still confused, Samson was hardly nettled. The woman's pleasurable fondling
was a delight he had never before experienced with any of the women he had fucked
and licked. He quickly sensed the throbbing blood beginning to pound from her
fingertip caresses and the heated aroma of her warmly seething pussy hole. The urge to
close his eyes and lay there licking the hot sweetness of the thin lipped crevice between
the softness of her thighs almost carried him away...
To her knowledge, Susan had never felt so giving, so loving in all her life. It was all the
love she had stored up for years was finally going to be made manifest in her action.
She had to have it now... the feel and taste of his long thick beautiful cock in her
mouth!
His thick, incessant tongue laving the frantic bud of her clitoris brought about an
excitement she would have thought impossible, having just orgasmed. But it was
happening again. She was going to cum again, and it would be lovely... beautiful... Oh,
the darling, she thought passionately, clinging to his still concealed cock-flesh and
eagerly stroking it. With feeling, yet gentleness, Susan worked the heavy protective skin
back and forth, his warm head nestled between her fully spread thighs, his long searing
tongue unrelenting in the wet, yielding crevice of her hotly steaming cunt. And then, it
suddenly came out, the redly glistening tip of long thickened hardness, ever slipping
forward toward her breathless, tongue-moistened lips... until at last it actually touched
them.
With a blinding craving, Susan in her lustful obsession ovalled her warmly waiting lips
to let the slenderly tapered tip of the dog's smooth wet hardness slide between them,
easing further and further up into the host moist dampness of her mouth. It moved
slowly and relentlessly along her tongue until it reached the back of her throat. She
brought her tongue into play then with an irresistible fervency, greeting and welcoming
the presence with mindless abandon. Her desire-fogged brain swam with the lustful
intoxication of what she was doing... and then she tasted the thick, pulsing length of his
raw cock-flesh, a sensation of wanton relish racing through her as its sweet pungent
maleness entered her mouth. Mmmmmmmm... It was no less delicious than she would
have thought... and it was so hot and hard, swelling more and more with every passing
second!
She heard his high-pitched animal whine as he continued to lovingly lick her lust
inflamed pussy, and she began to suck and twirl her caressing little tongue hotly around
his long thick cock to repay him for the unbelievable pleasure he had brought to her.
She felt his powerful body responding to her sucking, his canine loins jerking and
pressing forward. She brushed one exploring hand along his belly to his heavy, sperm
filled balls, cupping them warmly at first, then lightly teasing them with her fingertips.
Again he whimpered, the excitation causing him to begin a slow rhythmic fucking
motion up into the tightly clasped oval of her warmly sucking lips.
God, the incredibly exotic taste of it was the mind-bending delight, Susan sensually
groaned to herself, beginning to nurse and tongue motherly at the ever-thickening
length of burning hard penile flesh with salaciously timed movements. Delicately sweet,
her lust-filled brain thought wildly, yet spiced with the sexy raciness of nature's semen
itself! Oh... Oooooohhhhh... God... so delicious... so, so delicious...
The smooth coned length of his growing, blood-engorged cock fucked into her mouth
in perfect cadence, while his own tongue laved at the hot, liquid flesh of her openly
splayed cunt with animalistic hunger! She nipped and gently scraped with the sharp
edges of her even white teeth, at the same time swirling her hot little tongue in tiny
moist circles around his pulsating animal-hardness, lost in the licentious thrill of her
action. God, it was like hot honey in her mouth, taperedly plunging in a slippery wet
heat all the way down to her throat. What would his dog-cum taste like? Mannish, like
Bruce's? Warm and thick, squirting from the tip of his beautiful cock in creamy
spewing jets?... or were animals different...?
Samson had never known anything like this with any other woman. What this pretty
new woman was doing was beyond anything his keen instincts could comprehend. She
had his hardened cock flesh inside her warm wet mouth, yet it felt as if it were
thrusting into the hot fleshy interior of a small clutching vaginal hole. But there was a
difference too, a pleasurable different in the feel of her little tongue and teeth. He
whined to those sensations which were causing waves of delight and fire-like pressure
deep in the depths of his swirling loins, knowing that very soon he would know a
tremendous release...!
Susan mouthed and worked slavishly at the German shepherd's huge, hardened cock,
her mind a furnace of simmering lust. Oh God... she wanted this hot, bestial dog-cum
shooting into her mouth... dribbling down her throat... scaldingly flooding her belly!
Raging tongues of stabbing flame blazed between her legs! Her tremoring belly seethed
and her loins... the fire-filled wetness of her cunt glowed with the searing passion
tormenting it. She clutched at the loving animal's hugely swollen balls, beginning to
lewdly milk and caress them as she noisily slavered over and sucked at his hugely
thickened cock. Oh God... God... She was going to cum like an atomic explosion
beneath his beautiful hot tongue. She heard him whine, then yelp, in his own bestial
ecstasy.
And then, his little yelp became an almost guttural snarl at the same time as his
muscular flanks began to pump furiously. His cock was driven deeper into Susan's
throat, and his sudden lurch triggered wild, untamed sensations of joy inside her. She
moaned out around his throat-plunging cock, wildly sucking and swallowing until it
began to spasm in her mouth... then... then it erupted volcano-like and spewed out in
thickly cascading gushes the scalding liquid cum from the bloated reservoir of his
heavily inflated balls!
At that moment, Susan was driven almost insane with the intensity of her exploding
passion. The stream of viscidly sizzling sperm was like an unceasing hose, filling her
frantically sucking mouth faster than she could ever hope to swallow it away. Time and
again, as if he were actually pissing down her desperately gulping throat, the climaxing
German shepherd continued to cum, the lust-charging sensations firing Susan's orgasm
like nothing before... earth-tremoring... And on and on it went... until finally the whole
world stood perfectly still...!


Epilogue


As far as John Martin was concerned, things couldn't have worked out better if he had
planned them. True, he had married Susan less than a week after their incredible night
together, but much to his surprise, he had lost none of his freedom. In fact, he was
actually encouraged by Susan to spend time with other women. The lovely auburn
woman seemed to realize that putting a leash on a husband was the surest way to make
him want to leave. As long as John knew he could come and go as he pleased, there was
no reason to think that he would take off as had Bruce.
There was another reason why Susan was so free too. As long as Samson was around,
the young woman knew that she would never be without the loving she had come to
need. And, of course, there was always Lori. The mother and daughter became so close
as to be almost one person. If the young teenager was not with Bill, and Bill was not
with another woman, generally Judy who was now a great friend of Susan, mother and
daughter would spend endless hours with each other, often joined by Samson.
At the moment, both Bill and John were occupied, the teenage boy with studying and
John with Judy. With school having started once again, Lori had less free time than
ever, and she and her mother would spend even more time with each other. Samson
seemed inexhaustible, always ready to partake in the pleasures of his new family.
"Finish your homework?" Susan asked her daughter as the young redhead girl bounded
into the living room.
"Yes, mother... I'm through studying for the night."
Almost as if on cue, Samson bounded into the living room, his bushy tail wagging, his
ears perked up. He could sense the keen aroma of beginning sexual excitement starting
in the two women, both of whom he had come to love deeply.
"Looks like Samson wants to have a little fun," Lori remarked, "and something tells me
he doesn't want to go for a walk."
"That's for sure," Lori said, pulling out a joint and handing it to her mother. As the
young girl had learned the pleasures of sex from her mother, so also had her mother
learned that smoking pot was nothing to be feared. She took the marijuana cigarette
from her daughter and inhaled deeply on the thick smoke, feeling her body relax totally
from the day's tension. In less than five minutes, both women were stoned and
stripped, Samson bounding at their feet, eager to get started.
Mother and daughter pressed their lips together in a passionate kiss. For a moment,
they were lost in a world of mounting lust, increased as they fondled each other's full
rounded breasts, pressing the nipples against each other.
Then they were brought out of their trance by Samson squeezing his furry body
between them.
"I'd say Samson can't wait," Lori breathed into her mother's ear.
"Sometimes I think he's just as human as the rest of us," Susan smiled as she pulled her
daughter to the carpeted floor. "I could kick myself when I think of how I was
neglecting the needs every woman has. With that line of thinking, I was neglecting the
needs everyone else has as well."
"I think you've made up for that a million times over," Lori whispered as she spread her
legs, allowing Samson's long snoot to press against her tingling vaginal split. She
gasped as she felt the dog's long tongue snake through her passion-fluttered cuntal lips,
and she allowed her mother to move up to her head. "It's time to forget about the past
and think only of the future," she added as she closed her lips over her mother's cunt.
How true, thought Susan as she felt her reason and consciousness flow away from her.
How true!
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Chapter 1


"I think the first thing to do is change her name," Zelda Harris told her agent husband,
Thor. They were on the way home from shopping for such outlandish things as
sleeping bags in order to keep Thor's fifteen year old daughter happy, who was visiting
them on her own free will for the first time this coming weekend. The girl had been
bred of an earlier deep-freeze marriage Thor had suffered a year of to one of his first
clients.
"The 'Alice image' is out of date," his present wife continued.
"Her mother was in love with Alice Faye," Thor grunted. "Still is, I guess." As far as he
knew, his former wife had never broken her vow of renewed chastity after the divorce,
or more specifically, after their daughter, Alice, had been conceived. She had dedicated
herself to raising a pure, unadulterated, and, as Zelda often put it, 100% pure corn oil
little girl, whose idea of exhilaration was camping!
"You know, Thor," his zesty, rarely quiet wife continued. "I think you're making a
mistake with this camping bit. I'm willing to bet that the reason she wants to come is to
try the richer side of the street for awhile. She can go nature loving with her mother."
"She's coming because she wants to get in the movies or get on television like they all
do. She thinks there's some kind of short cut."
"Sometimes there is," Zelda said thoughtfully, remembering how she had refused a very
important director two weeks in his bed on Majorca because she had fallen for Thor
Harris and though she had nothing against sleeping around, she couldn't leave him for
as long as two weeks! For one thing, she had been afraid of losing him!
"Oh, Christ, Zelda, your actresses today are actresses! They don't care where they act,
They just want to act! The kids been raised in a fairyland world that doesn't exist
anymore!"
"So we go camping... so?"
"So I don't think our new home is the place to douse the stars in her eyes. Christ, if
she's walking around impressed, she's not going to hear a damn thing I say."
"What are you going to say?"
"How the hell do I know?" he grunted irrationally, disturbed by the sudden need to
counsel his own daughter after so many years. 'Tell her what I try to tell them all, I
guess. Naw, I can't do that, either. Maybe I can get her a couple of auditions as a favor
somewhere. Maybe I can get a director to tell her to go get some schooling and
experience. I don't know."
Zelda reached over and patted his thigh, then snuggled her whole body over to him a
little more closely, planting her hand on his inner thigh with a little squeeze. She knew
why they were going camping even though they could barely face the uncomfortable
activity for their own sakes. Thor needed his daughter to see him and know him as a
human being and he hoped to accomplish that by meeting her on terms she
understood, in an atmosphere she loved. He had no idea what kind of image Alice's
disgruntled, puritanical mother had painted of him over the years, but the other night,
he had said very suddenly, with no preliminary conversation.
"I bet she thinks I have six arms one leg, and ten pricks!"
Zelda giggled with the memory. "So we disappoint her with the real you, huh?" she had
told him teasingly. Zelda could not imagine how he expected to reveal the real Thor
Harris in a cabin or fishing on a river, but she had learned to respect his crazy intuition
about things. He might not know why he wanted to do something, but they always
found out why he had done it and were glad afterwards that he had.
They had rented a cabin by a river where there was supposed to be good fishing, and
Thor had insisted that they use sleeping bags instead of bedding because they might
want to sleep outside. They picked up Alice at the railroad station and Zelda drummed
up her most enthusiastic tone of voice to tell the girl that this was a weekend when they
had planned a vacation. Off they went, right from the railroad station into the wilds.
She seemed willing to go along with anything they did, which surprised Zelda a little.
It was very easy to pull information out of the naive fifteen year old while they were
driving to the river. It seems that she had insisted upon coming in spite of her mother's
objections and insistence that the child's father could and would do nothing for his
daughter just as he had done nothing for her mother! Zelda watched her usually
imperturbable husband bristle. Then, after counting to ten under his breath, he
managed to sound reasonable.
"There's a certain charisma an actress must have, Alice. If she feels that she is too good
or pure to be contaminated by other people, she will not attract an audience or her
fellow workers. Acting is very much a group activity, a warm, touching, and loving
activity. It's not just having your name in lights."
"Mom said you look at it as sexual!" She said "sexual" with a slight grimace, obviously a
tone that she had picked up from her mother.
Thor looked at Zelda in exasperation. Zelda said for him, "I think 'sensual' is a better
word for it than 'sexual!' " She continued. "Of course, a sensual woman is both sexual
and an actress."
Alice was not sure that Zelda had the authority to advise on this matter. Guardedly she
asked, "Are you an actress?"
"A damn good actress," Thor interrupted loudly. "She gave up a successful career to
marry me!"
"Whatever for?" Alice naively blundered.
"She preferred the sexual to the acting sensuality," Thor said with a faint smile.
Zelda could not resist reaching over and squeezing his leg, and he quickly put his hand
down to catch her hand and keep it on his thigh. His wife understood that she was to
be an example of a warm, sensual woman now for Alice's edification. It was clear that
the young girl was wary but that she hadn't entirely swallowed her mother's teachings.
Such teachings ran counter to the prevailing social attitudes of the day so it was
probable that the girl was suffering a great deal of confusion. Zelda saw Thor's strategy
immediately. Douse the child with plenty of warmth, his gesture told his wife. Get the
girl's nervous system warmed up so that she would want to take acting classes, would
want to be a real actress instead of a remote star. There was no doubt that Alice, with
her soft brown, sparkling hair and her china doll features was beautiful, but that was no
longer the asset it used to be. It was no longer enough. She was going to have to gain
ability!
By the time they reached the cabin, they actually had the girl laughing. It had been
Zelda's idea to bring along a card table and folding chairs to picnic by the river. Lunch
had been prepared in advance and was riding in the cooler.
"Table and chairs?" the girl queried as Zelda sought her help in unloading the Hertz
trailer attached to the back of the car.
"Yes," Zelda said gaily. She was beginning to enjoy the trip after all. "I thought it would
be fun to have a picnic by the river instead of always having to eat in the cabin," she
said triumphantly.
"Sounds great," was all Alice said and pitched right in to help. She would much prefer
to sit on the riverbank and dangle her feet in the water while she ate, but she had
vowed to spend this weekend doing things their way, of trying a different kind of life
with different attitudes and values from her mother's. Her mother was lovely and
worked hard and was terribly disappointed because she had never found the career in
the movies that she had wanted. Her one pride was that she had chosen to be a loser
herself because she would not sell her virtues for success. But Alice had begun to
question her mother's values. She was such a beautiful woman, and yet she was such a
lonely person! Too many of the teenager's friends had suggested that if she continued to
adopt all her mother's attitudes about life and sex, Alice, too, was going to end up a
lonely old maid.
She had become very curious about her father. Her mother had moved her a thousand
miles away and made it clear to Thor that he was considered a contamination to be
done away with. The only way she knew that was by reading the return letter, which
her mother, surprisingly, had never thrown away but had kept with several old love
letters from the courtship period. Thor had defended himself against her allegations but
had agreed to stay away to keep the child from having to suffer any undue conflicts. It
took her three years to convince her mother to let her visit her father. She had had the
common sense to ask the help of a clergyman that her mother respected. The
clergyman accomplished the miracle, and now, here she was, almost surprised to
discover that her father was as normal as any other man she knew. On top of that, he
was quite handsome and very nice. His wife bleached her hair, but lots of women did
that these days. Some of the girls at school even did it!
The lunch consisted of a salad with all kinds of seafood in it, luxury things like lobster
and crab and shrimp, things her mother never bought. And they had wine, a white but
fruity wine that her father said was not very strong and kept filling and refilling her
glass with. She hated to object that she had never been allowed wine before, and
besides, it gave her the most delicious feelings!
She began to feel terribly grateful. It was strange. She had been taught to say "thank
you" religiously, but the words had been an empty form, she realized now. For the first
time in her life, her heart began to swell with the necessity to show her enthusiasm
about the food.
"That's a delicious salad," she told Zelda. She was savoring a piece of lobster as she
spoke. "What kind of salad dressing is it?"
"It's a concoction of my own," Zelda answered in pleased surprise. "I'm glad you like
it."
Thor, too, had begun to relax. After all, it was no less comfortable eating out by the
river than eating out on his terrace at home! Both he and Zelda fell to gaily laughing
and chatting, especially because they were drinking too much wine, much more than
they usually did. He wanted to get Alice high, to be sure she was well loosened and
happy. It was a wonderful power he felt as he saw himself able to do what he had never
been able to do with the gorgeous mother she so resembled... warm her up!
Alice found herself caught up in their infectious good humor. She was supremely
happy. She was happier than she could ever remember having been. She was doing
something that didn't seem to have any rules and regulations. She felt as though she
had burst out of a box, and she thought briefly of the naked women who did exactly
that, according to Bill, her secret boyfriend.
A kind of euphoria, a feeling of blissful well-being seemed to be seeping into her. She
began to wonder how her mother could have found Thor so unpleasant! Still, she had
always kept his letters! Well, his daughter thought he was very witty and funny. And he
certainly was handsome. The very tips of his short sandy hair were just beginning to
silver and he had beautiful blue eyes with dark lashes like her own. He looked as
though he kept in pretty good shape, too. So far she had seen him only in his tee shirt,
but his arms looked well muscled and he didn't have a flabby stomach at all. Both he
and Zelda were deeply tanned, more so than Alice. She and her mother loved camping,
but her mother had taught her to be careful of too much tan, that someday she would
look like a prune if she got too much tan. Zelda didn't look like a prune. The fifteen
year old didn't know how old Zelda was but she didn't seem to have a single wrinkle!
Her mother's strictures became less and less effective as the wine-drinking dragged on
into sillier and sillier heights.
Alice had never eaten so much either. Everything today had begun to have a special
taste, not really a new taste, but almost as if for the first time in her life, she felt free
enough to really notice for herself the subtle nuances of taste in the food before her.
Nobody was standing over her asking, "Isn't that good, dear? Isn't that delicious? I had
to pay a dollar and a half a pound for that. You had better enjoy it!"
"That was a fantastic lunch, Zelda," Thor said as he finally pushed away his plate and
filled all of their wine glasses again! "Every day I find a new reason why I married you!"
Thor was feeling really expansive as he sat at the table with two beautiful women seated
one on his right and the other on his left and a good meal under his belt. He couldn't
believe the rapidity of his success with his daughter, and he began to wonder a little
guiltily about her mother. It had been a long time ago. He had been young and perhaps
a bungler. Still, she had never remarried, either. Maybe the kid was rebelling against the
ice box treatment on her own!
He found himself wondering how she would look naked, just as he had wondered
about her mother and then had to marry her to find out. He had no qualms about
anything that ever went through his mind. It was his own private little room inside his
head. There was no censor there! He went even further in his imagination with this
girl, who had never been a real daughter to him. He saw her lying helpless underneath
his powerful body, completely his to do with as he wanted. She had worn a very
demure dress, unprepared for a camping expedition, but the dress could not hide the
swell of her beautiful tits that strained at the thin summer fabric. His gaze traveled over
her openly, and she began to blush, but, out of naivete probably, didn't try to look away
from him. "Oh, God! Look at that water!" he said suddenly, jumping up from his chair
and knocking it over in his enthusiasm. Thor's terrace overlooked a beautiful swimming
pool, and to him, water beside the table was to swim in, not fish in! The river looked
incredibly inviting, especially now after a good meal and in the broad sun of early
afternoon. He was beginning to get hot, and although the lunch had been so good that
he hadn't minded having to fight a couple of bees away from time to time, they were
now beginning to annoy him. "God, what've we got for after lunch, Zel? Did you think
of that?"
Alice couldn't imagine what he wanted at this point, but she was becoming more and
more entertained by these strange people, who camped with all the comforts of home
and yet had so much more of the camping spirit than her mother had ever had! Her
mother took her camping as a kind of substitute for the Girl Scout troop that didn't
exist in her home town. She was taken camping because it was healthy and fresh and
pure and there were all kinds of things a person should learn such as whittling and
drawing and knot-tying and weaving. Little Alice often looked with yearning eyes at the
groups who sat around a blazing fire and laughed and sang and just plain fooled with
each other! Little did her father know that he was giving her the gift she had most
wanted all her life, freedom from rules!
And now, Zelda had opened her magic ice box and produced the makings of some
other kind of drinks. She had a big quart of Bombay gin, a can of pink grapefruit juice
and three tall glasses.
"Ice cubes?" Thor asked in dismay as he peeked inside the box to find only a very large
chunk of solid ice.
Zelda closed the lid. With mock sternness she scolded, "Who is the bartender here, you
or me?"
"You, dear," he answered with a meek smile that inspired her to reach up and kiss him
smack on the lips. Then she opened the box again, produced an ice pick and proceeded
to cut them some ice from the block.
"I just didn't know you were so clever," he said. "I told you... I keep learning why I
married you!"
Zelda had thoroughly grilled the man who sold her the camping equipment to get all
the hints she could that would make her look like a real professional camper!
Fortunately, he really was an enthusiastic camper himself, but she couldn't quite bring
herself to do all of the things he had suggested. For example, he told her that when he
went out for a trip, he took a thick steak, poured an undiluted can of mushroom soup
over it inside a thick tinfoil wrapper, put a handful of small onions in, and wrapping it
securely, taped it to his motor while driving and by the time he got to his destination,
his meal was all hot and ready! Zelda had visions of mushroom soup trailing out
behind the car with an onion dripping here and there! She did buy a large iron skillet,
though, and was going to build herself a first rate fireplace while the others fished! She
had planned all of this out of a simple sense of duty to her husband, but now she was
becoming more enthusiastic about the idea and was eager to get started. First she had to
sit and sip the drinks with them. She wondered why Thor seemed interested in getting
Alice drunk! While the girl was off in the woods somewhere going to the bathroom, he
had put more gin in her drink.
"Alice, there's a toilet in the cabin," Zelda told her when she came back. "I forgot to
mention it."
"God, the birds don't use toilets, Zel!" Thor boomed out and for some reason they both
began to laugh simultaneously, apparently at nothing. Afraid that Alice might think
they were laughing at her, Thor went up to her then and squeezed her close to him.
"I'm hot," Zelda suddenly said, giggling still.
"Well, go jump in the pool and cool off," Thor invited with a sweep of his hand over
the river.
"Ohhhhhh, I'm too lazy to change," Zelda said.
"So go swim in your clothes," Thor said, a serious look of surprise on his features.
"They'd make me sink!" his wife answered.
"Don't be silly," he shouted jovially and circling away from Alice, he began to drag the
screaming Zelda toward the river. She struggled futilely against her husband's greater
strength and soon was forced back to the edge of the river, desperately clutching Thor's
arm.
"Oh, no! Come on, Thor! I can't! I caaannn't!" she shrieked in both fear and delight,
but it was no use. With a mighty heave he tossed her into the river, and where she fell
the water was no more than waist high, but high enough for her to disappear
momentarily in a great splash. In a moment she resurfaced and stood up.
Alice had sat frozen in shock for a moment, but when the dripping Zelda emerged from
the river, she could not help laughing at the blonde woman's bedraggled appearance.
"Thor, you... you hellion!" Zelda squealed in between laughs that were stripping her of
breath. "God, I'll fix you... you just wait!" With that she began stripping her clothes
from her curvaceous body. Alice watched in shock and disbelief as her father's wife
pulled off her dripping shirt and dropped it in a sodden heap on the grass. Reaching
behind her, Zelda found the clasps to her brassiere and in a moment it had joined the
shirt, letting free her beautiful completely tanned tits! There were no bathing suit
marks... no white places at all!
Alice had never seen many females naked before. She and her mother took modest
turns in their tent whenever they changed clothes, and because of this, she had always
avoided looking at the girls in her gym class and had dressed and undressed in the
bathroom, refusing to shower at all. But now she could not stifle the gasp of admiration
that came from her young lips as her voluptuous companion finished undressing. The
blonde woman stood on the edge of the river like a naked brown goddess, her well
tanned body already arching toward the water. Alice had never even imagined such
perfection.
"You better not dive from there, honey," Thor said, sincerely concerned. "It isn't that
deep on the edge, you know. Walk out a little."
"Oh, yeah," she said and entered the water slowly then, feeling her way among the
stones on the bottom of the river bed.
Alice could not help but feel embarrassed and glanced over at her father, but he was not
even looking at her. Instead, he too began to fumble with his clothes and Alice realized
with horror that he was going to do the same as his wife. She ought to get up and run
for the cabin, but the alcohol, it must have been, kept her riveted to her little chair as
Thor tore the clothes from his handsome body. She tried not to, but she watched in
wide-eyed fascination as her own father's shirt and trousers joined the pile of Zelda's
shirt and slacks and he stood clad only in his shorts. Surely, with his daughter here, he
would go no further! She tried to look away as he stripped them from himself but could
not, gasping in amazement at the size of his prick as it was released from the confining
material. Even soft, it looked bigger than Bill's, who had forced her to look at him one
day!
Then to her horror, Thor turned toward his daughter, mischief sparkling in his eyes.
"Come on in," he shouted to her and then disappeared into the river next to where
Zelda was lazily floating naked on her back, the pink tips of her tits jutting from the
water like the cones of tiny turrets that a child builds in the sand. Some part of Alice's
conscience, her mother's part, she knew, told Alice to get up and leave and go into the
cabin. She was getting into something that would horrify her mother, and she wasn't
sure she could handle it. Yet another part of her was fascinated by the naturalness of
the scene as husband and wife swam naked together. Her mother was always talking
about naturalness, but it was just a word, compared to this! Both adults looked over at
her as she stood and, hypnotized, moved closer and closer to the riverbank. They
beckoned with their hands and then turned toward each other laughing. The fifteen
year old could not resist!
The last of her fear and hesitation disappeared in a rising cloud of sheer happiness and
exuberance, and she quickly began to strip off her dress and underwear, throwing it
into a messy pile. In a moment she was naked and ran in a flash of pink and tan flesh
toward the river, wanting to cover her body, just the same, under the anonymity of the
water. Thor had time to catch only a glimpse of the loveliness that was so like her
mother, but his breath sucked in sharply. Her brunette beauty was the perfect
compliment to his dark-skinned, blond sultriness.
As she ran into the water and ducked under as soon as she could, the water closed
around Alice's young lush body, the effect of the alcohol intensifying all her sensations.
Oooohhh, she had had too much to drink! She could recognize the symptoms. Yet, it
felt so good! She seemed to feel each individual particle of the water, each velvet drop,
as it slipped past her tingling skin. She forgot for a moment as she swam under the
surface that she had to come up for air, it was so quiet and cool and clean-looking
down there, as clean as the lake where she and her mother often went.
Then she blushed as she came up right next to her father, who looked her straight in
the eye and smiled broadly. She ducked lower in the water so that her tits were covered,
the pink tips just an underwater shadow in the glow cast by the sunlight. Then she
forgot all about her body as the three of them splashed and played together like
children. Zelda even went out at one point and got a beach ball out of the car, and they
played a kind of dodge. At one point, Alice's arm brushed over Zelda's naked tits and a
small electric thrill seemed to run through her entire body. She looked up guiltily, but
Zelda just laughed as if nothing unusual had happened.
Thor made his way to the banking first as he began to tire. He stood on the riverbank
waiting. He was like an Adonis, a river God, his daughter thought, finding it easier to
look at him than she had expected. He was just beautiful! Her mind was still caught in
the haze of the alcohol she had consumed for and after lunch, and although she waited
for Zelda to be the next one out of the water. She was finally able to go out herself and
to stand naked with them in the grass without minding at all!
All three of them walked to the little cabin arm in arm. The fifteen year old girl
wondered why she hadn't thought of getting the clergyman to exert his pressure three
years ago! All of this time she could have enjoyed such close companionship, at least
occasionally! Never in her life had she felt such a sweet sense of total freedom! And she
made no objection at all when they all collapsed in a heap across the bed that had no
bedding on it yet. She could feel her father's heavy thigh pressing against her on one
side and Zelda's soft flank against her on the other.
"Oh, my head feels like it's made of cotton," she said.
"Oh, we know how to fix that for you," she heard her father say, and almost as if in a
dream she felt Zelda's and Thor's cool fingers lightly stroking against her temples. The
unsuspecting young girl was lost in the delicious sensations that their expert hands sent
through her spinning head and it was a little while until she realized that they were also
stroking her elsewhere. She felt a hand caressing her rib cage, just under her right titty.
Her eyes flew open in alarm, and she saw that it was Zelda who was touching her there.
Her father's wife smiled in motherly fashion.
"Just lie back and relax, honey," she said. "It's all right."
Alice hesitated in stiffness for a moment, but for some strange reason, she could not
help trusting the older woman, and besides, she was hardly in any shape to make
rational decisions anyhow. Besides, she had wanted to know what some other kind of
living was like, some other kind that did not involve all duties and responsibilities!
She was completely disoriented, not just because of the alcohol, but because her
pleasure-starved body was receiving so much and so suddenly all the sensations she had
seen others enjoy. The stroking hands that were gliding over her body sent fantastic
waves of dreamy sensations flooding through her tense body, and she wasn't aware
when those sensations began to have sexual overtones, being rather inexperienced in
that area. But her father's hands glided gently over her tanned and white flesh, moving
up between the tender softness of her thighs almost to the lust-inciting triangle of soft
brown pubic hair, almost, but not quite. Not yet!
But he was thinking about it, and Zelda knew he was thinking about it, and she had to
admit that it was a damn good idea. As long as it was his own daughter, she had no
fear of losing him. Her long slender fingers caressed the deep valley that was growing
between her fifteen year old tits, and from time to time the fingers slid up their resilient
firmness, almost to the nipples, but not quite.
Thor Harris looked down at his lovely daughter, so like her mother and yet so much
warmer and responding. He knew! He knew that he was going to fuck her and that it
was the best thing in the world that could happen to her! He could feel a yearning in
her pulling at him, too. She might not know how close she wanted him, but she sure as
hell wanted him! She was almost his now, almost ready. Just a little longer and she
would be his to handle like putty, the poor love-starved little thing!
He needed to wait just a little bit more, he told himself, but her soft, brown-haired
beauty was too much for him. He leaned down and pressed his lips tightly into the flat
naked flesh of her belly. The sudden wet contact sent a chill racing the length of Alice's
spine, and she automatically reached down and locked her hands in his hair. Mistaking
this for total surrender, Thor dropped his eager lips to her pussy, spreading the soft
brown curls with his thumbs and flicking his tongue lizard-like into the moist warm slit
of her pink cunt.
The teenager jumped from the sudden electric contact with the tiny bud of her clitoris.
Her eyes flew open, and she started to push him away, but Zelda quickly reached
forward and gripped each of her wrists and pushed her arms down to the mattress on
either side of her head. Alice automatically opened her legs as she started to struggle
against the restraint and Thor leaped forward and caught her in that obscene position
before she could close her legs again.
"Honey, after this, I won't do anything more you don't want, but God, you need it!"
Clamping his sweating palms against the soft insides of her thighs, he held her fast. Her
eyes opened wide in confusion as the tricked young teenager tried to close her wideopen 
legs, but it was a hopeless battle. She could see her handsome father crouched on
all fours down between her widely spread thighs smiling soothingly at her from
between her upstanding tits. The pink moist flesh of her naked cunt was presented up
to his lusty face in defenseless sacrifice as she lay frozen to the bare mattress, the
terrible truth dawning on her that maybe her mother had been right, that it was
dangerous to visit her father! Very dangerous indeed!


Chapter 2


Alice watched in horror as her father's tongue slowly circled his lips in nervous
anticipation of the tongue-fucking ravishment about to take place.
She finally located her own voice and begged, "Please let me up, Zelda! Oh, please!"
"Relax, honey," Zelda said gently. "He wouldn't hurt you for the world. He wouldn't
take your cherry! He just wants to show you something that will help you take your
relaxation back home with you."
"What... what do you mean?" the terrified girl could not help asking.
"He's going to show you what you can do at home to have the freedom and warmth
that's denied you. I guess you could use something like that, couldn't you, sweetheart?"
Zelda could not help almost crying herself. It was partly that she, too, had had too
much to drink and the slightest emotion made her weepy! She always felt sorry for girls
and women who were repressed like Alice was. She had been very, very lucky herself.
"I... I think it's wrong!" the poor girl stuttered out her mother's point of view, but
uncertainly, because her own friends differed on that. Perhaps this was her opportunity
to find out for herself!
While Zelda held her arms firmly to the mattress, Thor once again placed his palms flat
against the insides of her thighs, his thumbs resting on the soft flanges of her cunt.
Then with a slow torturing outward movement of his thumbs he drew the ragged pink
pussy lips slowly apart, exposing the moist slit of her defenseless cunt to his merciless
gaze. He watched it greedily for a moment and then with an animal-like groan, he
dropped his head and buried the full length of his tongue snake-like up into the warmly
throbbing walls of her cunt!
The captive daughter jerked, a soul-searing moan escaping from deep in her chest. In
vain her ass ground down into the uncovered mattress, scratching her asscheeks on the
buttons as she tried to escape the maddening assault on her genitals. Yet a good part of
her desire to escape was embarrassment about what he might find out about her, for in
one often regretted slip, she had allowed Bill to break through her virginity! She had
hated the experience and found that there was nothing to it. It meant nothing at all to
her except the loss of her hymen. She couldn't even feel him and had to ask him if he
were finished! Now, she didn't know whether her father would be able to tell that she
wasn't a virgin or not!
"Oh, God! Ooooohhhhhh!" Alice whimpered, confused in her desires and fears before
his depraved attack. Her head was up off the mattress, watching in horrified disbelief
that this could actually be happening to her as she saw his sandy head rocking up and
down in hungry, long-awaited feast between her open legs below. He had not known
how hungry for her he had become! Perhaps there was some mixture in his mind!
Perhaps she had awakened all the old frustrated desires he had buried with her
mother's memory!
"It can't be right! It can't be..." Alice groaned over and over to herself in undisguised,
yet unsure, humiliation, her head falling back onto the mattress and flailing helplessly
from side to side as her father's tongue speared in and out of the involuntarily dilating
lips of her velvet cunt. In spite of her terror at the horrible things being done to her
defenseless genitals by her own father, tiny wisps of forbidden pleasure began to ripple
deep down in her nakedly quivering belly and her arms tensed against Zelda's grip
while her firmly rounded tits jiggled from the lewd buffeting her body was undergoing.
She watched her tits and was proud in spite of everything! She had a damn goodlooking figure!
Then suddenly, to Alice's further horror, Zelda leaned down, still maintaining the grip
on the fifteen year old's wrists and blew gently on her upthrust nipples. Alice shuddered
at the new sensation that rippled through her pinioned young body as her nipples
stiffened reflexively. Then Zelda brought her mouth closer to the girl's straining tits and
began to slowly circle her tongue wetly around the tiny pink buds. Alice watched in
horrified disbelief as her nipples reacted further to this second unnatural attack and
began to harden, their color deepened as the blood rushed into them.
Thor's blue eyes remained wide open as his mouth and tongue fucked animal-like at the
widespread tightness of his fear-tensed daughter's cunt. He watched with incredulous
delight the contorted expressions on her face as Zelda's blond head lowered further and
further onto her swollen tits. He knew that she was totally unaware of the conflict of
emotions, the confusion of fear and ecstasy, that was playing across her beautiful china
doll face! He was waiting for the first signs of the surrender he knew was sure to come.
God, he had never been able to get that much expression on her mother's frozen
features!
Alice lay hypnotized almost in abject submission to the depraved outrages her helpless
body was being subjected to. There was nothing she could do and when she thought of
her mother, great tears of humiliation and shame welled up in her eyes. Yet they did
not spill over. She listened to the obscene wet sucking sounds her father was making
down between her hand-held thighs and watched his blond wife's tongue digging ever
harder and harder against her rock-hard nipples. Oh, God, how could she ever face her
mother again after allowing her body to be subjected to such cruel humiliation by the
inhuman couple above her, against whom her mother had tried to warn her! They were
defiling her as she had never thought possible, shaming her beyond her wildest
imagination. And there was nothing she could do but lie beneath them and accept any
further degradation they desired without so much as a scream in protest, for who would
hear? Oh, God, why had she come? The crazy part of it was that it was her father's own
wife who was not only helping the lust-crazed beast hunched on all fours down between
her cruelly spread legs but was actually joining in the depraved assault herself!
Thor's eyes remained locked on her young face as he continued the torturing fucking of
his tongue deep into her protesting cunt. At least she was no virgin, no matter what she
claimed! He watched the play of conflicting emotions on her face as she worried first
about her mother and then fell helplessly into the wondrous new sensations she was
feeling. He was unable to check a feeling of satisfaction with himself that he had finally
been able to save her from that cake of ice who was her mother! After all, she was as
much his daughter as he was hers! Women seemed to find that little fact very easy to
forget!
He certainly wished this beautiful child no harm! If she really wanted to become an
actress, then she had come to the right person, not as an agent but as a qualified,
advising parent. And he would do and say whatever was necessary to acquire her dream
for her! In his determination, he unwittingly gave an extra hard flick of his tongue. He
hoped to God that she wanted him to go further. He could never take her against her
will, not all the way. As Zelda knew, he simply wanted to bring her to orgasm so that
she would know what it was like and be able to use it for her own strengthening. Yet he
had a feeling that she was going to beg for it after awhile, and by God, he sure looked
forward to that! He chuckled softly as he got a better grip on her thighs. This would get
her, he grinned and flicked the tip of his tongue downward into the tight little puckered
hole of her ass that nestled just below the opening of her sweet-tasting cunt.
"Nnnnnnnnggghhhhh!" The unexpected searing contact with her sensitive asshole
brought a low moan of anguish from Alice's full red lips. She clenched her blue eyes
tightly shut and her lips bared back over her teeth from the wild sensations that were
racing deliciously out of control through her nakedly exposed body!
"Ooohhhhhm Daaaadddddyyy, please don't!" she whimpered, trying desperately to
screw her loins away from the hot flicking tongue still licking without mercy at her
asshole. The agent's only answer was a lewd chuckle from his wet lips and a further
stab into the tight fleshy ring.
"Aaaaaaggghhhh!" she groaned again as tiny goosebumps of unwanted excitement
rippled across her quivering belly and heaving tits. Just then Zelda's head dropped
lower and she took one of Alice's pink wet nipples in her mouth and began gently
nibbling at it with her teeth.
The young fifteen year old beauty sobbed helplessly before this double attack, and
suddenly, in spite of her revulsion and humiliation, she felt her body begin to desert her
in a strange way! Her asscheeks jerked forward involuntarily at the darting wet tongue
that was sending helpless new spasms of delicious sensation coursing through her
alcohol-sensitized nerves.
"Oh, what's happening? What's happening? Oh, no, it mustn't!" The cruel realization
of her loss of control suddenly hit her with full understanding, bringing further cries of
shame and humiliation at the thought. She was not only committing obscene incest
with her own father and his wife, but the more frightening and shameful thing was that
her body was suddenly enjoying it! She clenched her teeth together and fought with all
her might against the tiny little licking sparks of desire that threatened to burst
suddenly into uncontrollable flame and devour her. But it was a losing battle as the
merciless couple above her mewled and licked ceaselessly at her defenseless body.
And then she realized that here she was, trying to rebel against the strict and cold life in
which her mother had raised her and refusing that very opportunity she most needed to
taste of warmth and togetherness and honest love! There was a brief, leftover struggle
within her confused and tortured mind, but the dam burst! Her shamelessly aroused
body suddenly jerked spasmodically and began a slow abandoned movement up against
Thor's hard-fucking tongue, and a low soul-stirring moan came from deep in her young
chest. Forgotten were any thought of her mother and her interminable rules! Forgotten
was all humiliation. All that mattered now were the delicious, freeing shafts of pleasure
piercing through her flesh like tiny pricking needles of pure fire!
Her father sensed her sudden submissive surrender and with a savage grin, he fucked
his thick wet tongue deep into the quivering sheath of Alice's cunt again. And now her
blasted iceberg of a mother was no longer with them! She had been defeated, hopefully,
once and for all! He could feel the soft silky pubic hairs grazing tantalizingly against the
tip of his nose and the sides of his cheeks as his daughter now ground her whitely
rounded ass up against his face in a slow hypnotic rhythm. She was his now, he gloated
excitedly as he watched the pained contortions of her face as her eyes clenched her lips
baring back over the whiteness of her teeth.
He was convinced now that it wouldn't be long before she would be wanting him to
fuck it deep into that soft little belly of hers and shoot his eager sperm all the way up
into this tightly steaming little pussy... so deprived in the past... but no more! She
would soon be a true, warm woman, like any worthwhile hot bitch screaming to be
fucked by any cock she could get her hands on. Well, he gloated with delight, knowing
that idea was a little extreme, she'd get it now, all right! She'd get it good! He was
beginning to move his lips away from Alice's warmly streaming pussy when he was
stopped by his wife as she raised her beautiful head from his daughter's passion-swollen
tits.
"You can have yours later, doll," she said. "I want to be first!" And with these surprising
words she swung her naked body around and straddled Alice's chest, her ass just above
the deserted tits and her knees on either side of the girl's brown head. Her pussy was
poised just an inch or two away from Alice's passion-distorted face, tiny drops of
moisture seeping down onto the teenager's chin from between her step-mother's fleshy
pink cuntal lips. Alice stared uncomprehendingly at Zelda's waiting pussy as the
woman took the girl's head in her hands and tried to guide her mouth toward the wideopen hole.
Under the maddening torture of her father's flicking tongue, Alice had squirmed and
bucked until she thought the pounding of her heart would break out of her chest. It
seemed as though the delicious sucking of her cunt had gone on forever when suddenly
she became aware of what Zelda was trying to get her to do. For a moment she
hesitated, but all rational thought had long ago left her alcohol and rebellion-fogged
brain. Aware of neither shame not decency any longer, she knew only the incredible
sensations of joy that the two wonderful people above her had been sending through
her body.
Finding that her hands were now free, the warmly aroused young teenager circled her
arms eagerly behind Zelda's asscheeks and pulled her father's wife's widely spread loins
right down into her face. Her own head raised up a few inches off the mattress and her
tongue shot deep into the pink moist flesh of Zelda's pussy. Zelda actually jerked from
the sudden wet contact and pressed her hands harder on either side of the girl's dark
head, pulling her face up tighter to her lusting loins. Alice's tongue was circling around
maddeningly inside her cunt lips, the tip flicking against the wet sensitive walls of her
pussy like the tongue of an angry snake.
"Oooohhhhhh," a long groan escaped from deep in the woman's throat. "That's very
good, Alice. You sure know how! Do it more!"
Without a thought, the scheming blond chanted the words out, her aroused body
heaving and jerking. She opened her thighs wider so that her silky cunt would spread
open as much as possible. Alice obligingly pulled the crack of the offered pussy wide
apart with both her hands, stretching it seemingly cruelly as she heard Zelda begging
for more, and she dropped her tongue to the small puckered asshole below as had been
done so thrillingly to her! She fucked the tip hard against the fleshy, rubbery circle until
she felt it give slightly and the tip of her tongue entered just a little. Zelda fairly
shrieked her joy now as Alice teased against the tightness of her rectum, wanting only
to return the pleasure she herself had already received in such abundance!
"Aliiiiicccce! Oh God! Oh, my God!!!" Zelda cried out, amazed.
Moving her mouth away and moistening the tip of her forefinger in Zelda's flowing
cuntal secretions, Alice then pressed the slippery tip of her finger against the tiny little
hole of the woman's ass. Her mouth moved back up to Zelda's clitoris, and as she
nibbled gently against it she thrust with her finger, fucking it in to the first knuckle in
the older woman's asshole. She had heard about this, and Bill had tried it. God, how
furious she had been with poor Bill. Yet now she wanted it herself very, very badly, and
so she gave it to another!
"Uuuuuuuugggghhhh!" Zelda grunted.
The teenager, wide-eyed with lust and determination, fucked her finger in to the second
knuckle.
"Uuuuugggghhhh! Oh, honey, it hurts!"
Instinctively, the inexperienced brunette held her finger still and fucked her tongue
deep up into Zelda's cunt again until the woman could become accustomed to the
strange unnatural presence in her asshole.
Holding her breath with her mouth wide open, her lips drawn back tight over her teeth,
Zelda sat stock-still. Her expression was part pain and part amazement that the girl
should try this. She saw total amazement on her husband's face! After a seeming
eternity, the blond felt able to breathe again. Alice began to lick and suck in earnest
now, her own lust teaching her all she needed to know. She twisted her finger around
and around in Zelda's rectum, stretching it wider and wider with each circle until the
pain in the older woman's asshole merged with the tremendous pleasure coursing
through her naked pussy and she began thrusting her tanned ass back on the girl's
finger, skewering it in lewd rhythm to the lashing of the fucking tongue. Alice kept her
free hand behind her stepmother's ass to press the trembling blond's loins tighter into
her face, locking the woman to her slavering lips in a hot wet connection of tongue and
cunt.
Thor Harris had raised himself up and was sitting back on his haunches, watching in
amazement the bizarre spectacle before him. He stared in fascination at the way his
wife's beautifully rounded asscheeks pressed heavily down on Alice's firm white tits
every time she jerked backwards into Alice's fucking, pumping forefinger. This lewd
exhibition not only turned him on more than anything he had ever seen, but it
convinced him that the little girl he had thought an icy virgin was a well-experienced
hot little bitch. He chuckled.
As she crouched there, impaled between Alice's tongue and finger, a strange
masochistic wildness had taken hold of Zelda's body, and she ground her ass in wild
abandoned ecstasy hard up against the maddening probings into her steaming loins.
Nothing mattered now but the swirling agony of the lustful sensation rippling over
every inch of her nakedly exposed flesh. There was nothing else in the world, and she
writhed and twisted above her lewdly working step-daughter, gasping and moaning all
the obscene words that came into her tortured and anguished mind.
"God, Alice! Suck me, Alice! Lick me! Fuck your finger in my ass! Harder! Right into
the hole! Stick it all! Fuck it! Ooooohhhhh! Aaaaaaahhhhggg!"
Hearing Zelda's cries and understanding that she was approaching a quick climax, Alice
slaved like a demon below. She could see the lust-crazed blond looming above her, her
beautiful, curvaceous torso twisting and writhing as if in some exotic oriental dance.
Zelda's eyes were tightly shut and expressions of pain and ecstasy flickered over her
lovely tanned face. Her blond hair billowed out in glistening waves of sunshine around
her as she twisted her head helplessly from side to side. Her thighs spasmodically
opened and closed against the sides of Alice's head, and the teenager could feel their
warm soft resilience press tightly against her ears as the woman jerked involuntarily
from an extra deep flick of the tongue fucking into her sensitized cunt. The young girl
could feel the woman's belly begin to rise and fall more quickly, and her head flailed
more and more wildly from side to side, her long blond hair lashing out like white
whips!
Alice fucked her wet tongue deeper, and Zelda's thighs pressed more tightly into the
sides of the young girl's head, tightening and softening in rhythm to the thrust of the
punishing tongue. She knew that the woman was on the brink of something she had
never felt herself! An orgasm!
But she could wait! Her stepmother's tits were heaving and dancing wildly on her chest,
while her fingers twisted crazily in Alice's brown hair.
Then as she arched her back, her head stopped its flailing and tensed, the cords in her
neck standing out like steel cables. Her face contorted and a low guttural scream started
deep in her throat, choked off at the last moment by a long soulful gasp that sounded
strangely like a dying animal.
"Aaaaaauuuuuuuwwwwgggghhhhh!" Zelda felt as though she were losing her insides as
the fluids of her orgasm started deep in her belly and gushed out around Alice's still
fucking tongue and dribbled down her cheeks and chin. The climaxing blond could feel
it running wetly down the crack of her ass around the finger still sunk deep in her
widely stretched asshole and onto Alice's chest below. She gave one last gasp and half
collapsed, her head slumping forward onto her heaving chest, her hands supporting her
weight on the mattress by Alice's head. She could not move. The world had ended and
she had been consumed in the last cataclysmic fire that was the destruction of every
living thing. She couldn't decide whether she was being rewarded or punished for her
complicity in Thor's scheme to rape his daughter! She sat absolutely still, her arms
splayed out uselessly like a rag doll.
With her young brunette head still nestled between Zelda's still quivering thighs, Alice,
too, lay still. They could both feel the wetness of Zelda's orgasm spread out over Alice's
cheeks. Both girls were panting out their exhaustion together when the sound of Thor's
voice shattered their reverie.
"Okay, lover doll," he said to his wife. "Roll off now. It's my turn!"
Wrapped up in her lust with Zelda, Alice had almost forgotten that her father was
there. She closed her eyes tightly in a futile gesture to shut out the knowledge that he
had seen her shameful act with his wife. She suddenly wished that she could disappear
into the mattress like a flea!
Thor, deciding that her naivete had all been an act, felt free to be lusty with her now in
both action and language, just as lewd and lascivious as he would be with Zelda. "Now
I'm going to fuck you, honey," he breathed hoarsely. He stood up and advanced toward
her. She had not seen his prick get all bloated like that, she had been so lewdly
occupied with his wife, but it stood out now from under his belly like the menacing
shaft of a heavy blunt spear. With a devouring leer, he began stroking the
uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over the hard bulbous head.
"Do you like that, honey?" he asked, still enjoying the play of emotions that kept
crossing over her lovely face. Christ, he thought to himself. If she can get control over
what her face can do, she'll be one hell of an actress someday! But the thought
disappeared as soon as it arrived. He had become unbearably excited watching the two
women make love only a few feet away from him, and now he took pleasure in teasing
his daughter, seeing that there was shame on her face.
"Bet you never had anything this good stuffed into you," Thor continued in his teasing.
Again Alice was confused. The heat that was still unsatisfied in her loins had begun to
rise once more. And against her will, Alice's blue eyes dropped to the hard, fleshy
blood-engorged cock that her father was holding in his hand. God, it was thick!
In spite of her fear, the still slightly inebriated young girl found herself wondering how
a woman could possibly take a thing like that inside her without being completely split
apart. She lay still, her thighs still open wide, her breath coming so fast that she felt her
lungs would burst. Her belly quivered and heaved as though he already had the long
thick cock sunk fuckingly deep inside her helpless cunt.
Slipping his lips wetly around the nipple of Alice's heaving left titty, Thor bent down
over her prostrate body. She groaned and, still embarrassed, tried to twist away from
the sudden sharp sensation, but his hands, playing over the soft gentle flare of her hips
and thighs, held her fast. His lips roamed lewdly over the palpitating white mounds,
causing a blissful twitch to descent feather-like to her tingling loins below, and her ass
began a slow, impatient grinding down into the bare, uncomfortably rough mattress.
As his lies slavered over the soft sensitive parts of her young body, he moaned, "Damn
it, girl, you're getting hot!" His blue eyes seemed hard and cruel in the greed of his
desire, and he wanted to really make love to her like she had never been loved before!
"I'm going to screw you like you've never been screwed before, honey. You're going to
twist and squirm when this long hard cock of mine sinks into your belly, but after
awhile you're going to be begging for more. And, honey, you are going to be an actress
when I get through with you!"
Alice lay frozen under the prodding of his obscene words. Their very lewdness excited
her more and more, but still she fought within herself against this final surrender for
her mother had stolen back into her consciousness once again.
"Come on and spread your legs wide, sweetie. I'm coming now!"
Quivering, half in fear and half in alcohol-heightened anticipation, Alice did as he told
her so that he could lever up between her thighs with one hand resting on her shoulder.
He dropped his other hand down between their two poised bodies, taking the hard,
throbbing head of his lust-bloated cock and guiding it forward, using the thick rubbery
head to part the fleshy lips of her pink cunt. Alice turned her head to the side on the
bed, closing her eyes with a shudder as she felt the soft electric contact against the
sensitive edges of her moistly pulsating pussy. Holding her breath for what seemed an
eternity, she lay still in utter horror and anticipation before him, not even daring to
breathe.
"Ooooohhhhh," she gasped as she felt the first harsh pressure against the tight elastic
opening of her secretly hungry cunt. He pushed!
"Aaaaaagggghhhh," she coughed as the huge, blood-swollen tip slipped through,
stretching cruelly through the tight rubber orifice until the fifteen year old felt as
though her thighs were splitting apart from the relentless outward pressure.
"Ohhhh, Daddy, no, please! You're hurting me!" She was suddenly whining as she
jerked her eyes open in fear and saw Thor grinning above her. Oh, God, he was killing
his own daughter and enjoying it! Her mother had been right! To the young girl's
frightened mind, he seemed to like watching her suffer under the cruelty of his slow
relentless penetration of her helpless cunt.
Meanwhile, Thor was really trying to hold himself back. He knew that his beautiful
daughter trembling beneath him was afraid, just as her mother had been so many years
before. It was instinct for him to be patient with her, but that was the mistake he had
made years ago. It could very well have been his patience that ruined the woman's sex
life! Suddenly something snapped within him. His smile faded from his face and a
contorted expression of raw determination that looked like lust replaced the smile. He
could stand it no more, he thought, as he felt his young daughter to be his long-ago
wife! He would not put up with her foolishness any more! He would take her by force,
if necessary! Seeing her spread-eagled beneath him, the head of his blood-filled cock
disappeared slowly up into the hair of her brown-fringed pussy. He had to fuck her and
quick before she got away and talked him out of it!
He fell forward, his weight smashing her full firm tits back against her chest. At the
same time, he thrust his hips forward and his long thick cock slid into her cunt like a
raging express train, pushing the soft moist flesh of her cuntal walls before it in rippling
waves. There was no stopping it, and he groaned aloud with the exquisite torture as his
balls smacked heavily against the upturned cheeks of her tightly clenched asscheeks.
"God! Oh, God!" she cried beneath him. What a difference from Bill! She had never felt
filled like this with him that time! It seemed as though her father's hard cock was
ripping her cunt into a thousand tiny threads as he fucked mercilessly up between her
quivering open thighs. And now, now his monstrous prick lay stuck deep inside her
soft white belly, filling every part of her insides. There wasn't one tiny piece of flesh on
it that she couldn't feel as it pressed tightly against the soft inner flesh of her cunt,
enclosed in that warm moist sheath like a sword sliced cruelly into its victim's belly.
His handsome face directly over hers, Thor lay still for a moment. Alice, too, lay
immobile, afraid to move for fear of the pain it might bring. Neither made a sound for
a long moment, and then suddenly she felt a throb deep inside. The thickness of her
father's cock jerked up another half an inch as he flexed it inside her sensitive cunt.
"Aaaauuuuggghhhh!" she groaned breathlessly, her face contorting as the pain
deepened.
"I told you I'd stretch your tight little pussy, baby," he teased her as he flexed again
deep inside her cunt. "You just wait, though. There's no avoiding the pain for the
pleasure!"
"Aaaaaaggggghhhh," she groaned louder this time, the cords in her neck standing out
from the pressure of her resistance.
"Come on now, you've got to learn to relax and then you'll enjoy it, honey," he grinned
down in lewd delight to realize that he had been stubborn enough to go this far. "Don't
you enjoy it?"
There was no answer.
"I asked you if you didn't like it," he said, flexing again.
"Ooooohhh, yes! Yes!" she cried, afraid to offend him and not really knowing the
answer. The pain seemed too unbearable just yet. His cock seemed to her inhumanly
thick. Were they all... or most of them... like this?
"Let me hear you beg me, honey," he said with a strange lust-ridden grin.
She was busy noticing how glazed and far away his eyes were and gave him no
response.
"Come on, sweetheart, beg!" he said again.
"Beg what?" she cried, cringing, gritting her teeth to hold back a moan of despair.
"Beg me to fuck you. Come on!" He throbbed his huge bloated cock again, deep in her
trembling belly.
"Ooooohhh, God, don't! Daddy, I can't say that!" she cried, her far-away mother
frowning in her mind. It seemed to her the ultimate humiliation to beg him to do what
he would surely do anyway and to use words that would very likely made her mother
faint dead away if she ever suspected! No, she had to hold out about some things!
Having sex was one thing, but she didn't have to make it dirty!
But the apparently cold-hearted father had his reasons for dragging it out of her. He
demanded a total surrender or she would return to that icy world and be unhappy for
the rest of her life just like her silly mother! He knew he had to strip the last vestiges of
that coldness and resistance from her, and throbbing his lust-engorged cock deeper
inside her tightly resisting cuntal walls, he dug his fingers into the softness of her
shoulders at the same time.
"Come on, do it!" he commanded, a savage fire burning in his eyes and deep lines
between his eyebrows as he glared down at her. "Beg!" he repeated as sternly as he
knew how.
"Oh, God," she sobbed, her will broken by the helplessness of her position and by all
the alcohol she had unwittingly consumed. "Do it to me! Do it to me!"
"No!" he said flatly. "Not like that! Say 'fuck me!' " he demanded.
"Oh, fuck me!" she hissed through clenched teeth, tears gushing from her eyes as she
spit out the obscene words. Her humiliation, not before him so much as before the
frowning mother in her mind, and her degradation was complete. She would never be
the same again. She could never go home to her mother. She had better run away! She
had allowed herself to lose control over all the things she knew were right and now she
wished she were dead! She could never face her mother with the innocence that she
always had had. Her mother would know that she was a whore, nothing but a common
whore! Bitterly and irrationally the words bored into her mind. She was lost! Lost!
There was nothing left for her! Nothing at all! Nothing, that is, but the huge fleshy
instrument buried deep and now comfortably deep inside her burning, hungry cunt!
Thor sensed the loss of the last remaining ounce of resistance left in the young girl's
soul, and clamping his wet lips right down over her mouth he began a slow rocking
motion of his loins between her widely spread thighs. He could feel her tight narrow
cuntal hole widening slightly with each short smooth fucking strokes as she groaned in
helpless defeat below him. It wouldn't take long to turn this smooth soft-bodied young
teenager into a raw, squealing mass of helpless desire. He could feel it in the way she
had reacted to his earlier touches. Even though she was resisting and was convinced at
least partly that her mother was still right, he could detect a latent hot streak in her that
he had never found in her mother. It should make all the difference... he prayed! He
had watched her a few minutes ago with Zelda. God, what a show that had been!
Maybe she felt safer with a woman, felt that somehow she wasn't disobeying her
mother's anti-male strictures! Well, he was going to take care of that little problem right
now. She was going to get fucked by a real man, even if it was her own father!
Alice's lush young body began to react involuntarily. There was no longer any reason to
fight the lewd flames of alcohol and lust-fired desire coursing through her veins. She
had lost the battle against the obscene feelings, and even the agonizing thought of her
final surrender sent chills running along the base of her spine as she felt the slow
rhythm of her father's cock skewering wetly into her. It was unexplainable to her, but
suddenly she was free now, free from the image of her scowling mother, free to follow
the natural urges of her body.
Great changes took place in her feelings. Beneath her beloved daddy, her whole body
twitched and writhed, and she groaned incessantly up into the wetness of his mouth,
shoving her tongue with a sudden, complete abandon deep into his throat. Low hums
of passionate servile acceptance came in torrents from deep in her chest, her face
contorted with need, her mouth working, neck straining, nostrils dilated, a light
perspiration breaking out on her forehead under the now disheveled brown hair.
Thor slipped his muscular hands down along her sides and slid them under the soft
smooth mounds of her moving asscheeks, grasping them harshly, one in each hand. He
remembered with lust-inciting clarity his desires earlier in the day, to find the way to
stoke her little furnace and make it bum forever. Well, he had certainly accomplished
that! The realization that her sweet young asscheeks were in his capable hands and were
now his to do with as he pleased drove him to an even greater frenzy. They were
flexing and unflexing in lusty tempo, oozing warmly around his fingers as he pressed
his hands tightly into them. He jerked her harder to his loins and felt her pulling her
thighs back a little more, the moist wet circle of her cunt flowering open wider to
receive his cock to greater and greater depths.
For Alice, the pain was long gone now, and her legs on either side of his thickly
impaling, blood-engorged rod were jerking and quivering in uncontrolled abandon. Her
eyes were closed and her tongue worked and slavered up into his mouth as small
mewling sounds of velvety pleasure gurgled from deep in her throat. The cords in her
neck and thighs stood out hard and tense as she writhed beneath him from the
intensity of her feelings. There was no longer any thought of anything but the delicious
sensation of lying beneath her sweet daddy, who was fucking her against her will for
her own good, and of giving back to him the miracle of what he was giving to her!
It was Thor who felt enslaved now by his beautiful witch of a daughter, and he slaved
above her, moving,. suddenly into longer, smoother fucking that brought his throbbing
prick almost all the way out of her clasping cunt on the backstroke and then fucking
forward into her uptilted loins again until he could feel the harsh slap of his balls
against the unprotected crack of her ass. He grinned at the thought of a further
depravity, and he slid his hand down over the tight skin of her ass to find the small
puckered ring of her asshole cradled defenselessly below. It was soft and warm, and he
could feel it working with the movements of her asscheeks as they pushed against his
cum-laden testicles. She had done it to Zelda...
He pushed his forefinger with a sudden quick movement into the hairless little rubbery
ring, feeling the soft rubbery flesh yielding before his brutal attack.
"Ooooohhh," she gasped, the sound trembling from her lips in painful protest.
He thrust harder, not believing her torment. She wouldn't have done it to Zelda if she
hadn't had it done to her and knew what a pleasure it was in the long run!
"Ooooohhhhhh!" She groaned louder this time from the further outrage against her
defenseless asshole. She had completely forgotten her assault on her father's wife!
There was to be no respite from that finger. Thor worked the finger around inside,
stretching the rubbery ring wider and wider as he ground into her. And before she
could catch her breath to protest again, he slipped another finger in and felt the tight
resistance give way as it moved up into the soft warm depths.
Brief pictures of Zelda's asshole flitted through her mind. The deep guttural noises
coming from her own chest slowed into whimpers of pain for a moment and then
slowly subsided to be replaced by greater moans of pleasure as her tortured asshole
gradually became accustomed to the unnatural invasion.
Her father smiled a happy smile of triumph down into her open mouth as he felt her
begin slowly screwing her rectum back onto his fingers as he probed them methodically
around in the warm rubbery depths. She was hopelessly impaled between his hard
throbbing cock in her cunt and his fingers shoved tightly into her now fucked rectum.
So now, moaning and mewling beneath him, she began twisting around in complete
abandon under the double ravishment of her loins.
Slowly he slid his other hand up from the smooth rounded cheeks of her ass to where
his bloated cock was sliding smoothly in and out of her welcoming pussy-flesh, feeling
the soft hair-lined folds clasped tight to his rampaging cock and their softness pulling
and giving with each long hard jackhammer fuck into her widely splayed loins. With
his fingers, he fondled and played with the contracting lips of her pussy where he
entered her, bringing softer moans of abandoned pleasure from her mouth and at the
same time feeling the ever widening hole of her cunt opening in greedy voraciousness
to swallow the whole of his blood-veined cock fucking far inside her helpless belly.
He quickened the fucking, hot and pulsating and deep as she thrashed her body
beneath him. She was ready to cum. He could feel it as her legs on either side of him
jerked up and out. Ripping his fingers from her rectum with a wet hissing sound, he
pressed his hands behind her knees, pushing them back and down hard toward the
mattress on either side of her shoulders. The plane of her cunt was wide open to the
pile-driving thrust of his loins as he smacked brutally into her.
"Ahhhh! Oooohhh," she chanted beneath him, her face contorted into an
unrecognizable mask of wild abandoned passion.
He groaned and grunted and quickened his stroke even more, grinding hard and deep
so that his cock bored far up into the hidden untouched recesses of her womb. Her
voluptuously mounded tits heaved and quivered up against the pressure of his strong
chest, the tiny hardening nipples digging into his flesh like pebbles. And suddenly she
shivered under him!
"Oh, God! Oh, God! I'm going to explode!" she cried. "Oh, yes, I'm
cuuuummmmiiinnnnnngggg! That's it, isn't it, Daddy?" With each word her voice rose
in pitch.
The startled agent, who had given his daughter her first orgasm, felt her cunt opening
around him and warm gushes of liquid flooding around his wildly fucking cock. He
fucked faster, digging deeper, deeper inside of her. He wanted her to remember this all
of her life and to remember that it was her daddy who had made it happen! He felt her
jerk up toward him several times, the lips of her cunt working and sucking at his prick
as though trying to milk him dry. Her breath was coming in short desperate gasps as he
fucked repeatedly into her spasming cunt. Then he felt fingers sliding over the backs of
his own thighs. Zelda had moved around behind him and was kneeling, trying to get a
grip on his plunging hips. She succeeded for a moment and bent her head forward,
thrusting it deep between his legs from the back. He felt the hot moist softness of her
buttery lips as they slid wetly down his nether crack, and then she was sucking on his
lust-tightened balls as he fucked like a raging bull into his daughter below him. Zelda's
head was buffeted grotesquely back and forth by his wild lunges into Alice's flowing
cunt, but she clung to him, her arms wrapped around his thighs, her wet tongue sliding
down to the base of his cock, wet from Alice's orgasm, her lips nibbling at the swollen
sac of his testicles. It drove him marvelously crazy!
He could feel the hot, white, creamy semen building up inside his churning balls as
they lay imprisoned between the two panting women. They were ready to explode!
Maddened with new lust, he shoved his tongue far down Alice's young throat and with
harshly kneading hands pulled the widespread cheeks of her ass up hard against his
grinding pelvis as he fucked his spewing cock all the way to the hilt in her soft
unresisting cunt.
The fifteen year old could feel her insides splitting painfully as the head of the deeply
sunk cock suddenly flared into a hugeness that threatened to tear her thirsty womb
asunder and began to spurt. She could feel the delicious white-hot liquid shooting into
her like burning fire, ricocheting around inside her dilated cunt like streams of molten
lava. The very pores of her cunt clasped around it, erupting in answer and once again
spilling her own heated cum into the already drowning cavery of her lewdly convulsing
hole.
It was driving her insane! She couldn't let it stop! Frantically she reached around under
her squirming ass with both hands. Her fingers came into contact with Zelda's head
and, tangling in her stepmother's blond hair, they pulled her face tighter against Thor's
balls, driving him into an even greater frenzy.
The fifteen year old's shapely legs kicked out, flailing uselessly in the air. The huge
bloated member continued to jerk its completion, white-hot spurts still spewed from its
head, filling her womb and foaming out around the contracting fleshy lips clasping the
base of his cock, soaking the curly brown hair it was buried in.
"Oh, fill me, fill me, Daddy!" the young girl groaned incoherently around the swabbing
tongue still sunk deep into her mouth. The hot walls of her jerking cunt still sucked
thirstily at the throbbing prick until it gave one final spasmodic jerk and the last drop
emptied from it.
Zelda fell back on her haunches as Thor collapsed across his daughter's quivering
young body. He could still feel their young charge's cuntal secretions gushing forth
around his deflated limp cock-flesh. It seemed endless until she, too, suddenly gave one
last jerk and relaxed to a limp stillness, her legs protruding lifelessly out on either side,
her arms outstretched. Her flat white belly was filled to the bursting point with the
mixture of their hot white cum. The muscular agent lay still for a moment to recover
his strength and then slowly pulled himself from the girl's still form, his cock sliding
wetly from her battered cunt. All three lay still for several moments on the old mattress,
the only sound in the room the rasping of their hoarse breathing. Then Zelda got to her
knees and slowly crawled forward to the exhausted body of Alice. Bending forward, she
began slowly and methodically licking the warm sex juices from the thighs and belly of
her stepdaughter. Despite her fatigue, Alice's young body jerked and quivered in time
to the strokes of the cleansing tongue, and she heaved a sigh of disappointment as
Zelda at last pulled her streaming face away and moved over to Thor.
As Zelda knelt over the prostrate body of her husband to fondle his limp, useless prick,
Alice watched in fascination. The blond's lovely face dropped forward and she began to
lick and suck at the shrunken organ, her tongue starting at the base of his emptied balls
and sliding slowly and tantalizingly to the very tip before her lips closed over the glans
and slid down to the base. Miraculously, Thor's prick began to show signs of
resurrection under the gentle caresses of his wife. It twitched and throbbed and the
head began to swell as she twirled her tongue maddeningly around it. In a few minutes
it was once again upright and massive, jutting erect like the mast of a boat. Seemingly
satisfied with her work, Zelda swung her leg over Thor's prostrate form until she was
straddling his body, the dripping opening of her thoroughly aroused cunt just over his
renewed hardness. Then she lowered herself until the swollen cockhead was pressing
tightly against the flanges of her cunt, forcing the soft lips apart as she pressed
relentlessly downward.
Alice held her breath as she saw the whole lust-thickened length of that monster shaft
slowly swallowed up into Zelda's body. She felt her own body slowly start to move
across the space separating her now from the couple locked obscenely together so near
to her. She needed to be a part of this. Her body was completely aroused again, past
anything she had felt even a few minutes earlier. The young girl sensed that there was
nothing that would satisfy her now but complete exhaustion, knowing that she had
years of coldness to make up for! She needed her body used mercilessly until there was
not even a quiver of desire left in her. How fortunate that they had eaten such a good
lunch, for it was going to be some time before anyone gave a thought to food again!


Chapter 3


All kinds of plans were laid the next day before Alice offered to catch them some fish
for lunch. There was just a bit of jealousy eating at Zelda, and she was the kind of
woman who had to square things away before she could do anything constructive, so
she insisted upon their talking things over at breakfast. She wanted to make her
fireplace and knew she could never keep her mind on it if the relationship between her
husband and his daughter was not in some way clarified and resolved. For one thing,
Alice had announced that she wanted to stay a while longer than one weekend, and her
father had enthusiastically agreed. Zelda didn't want him to forget that, after all, she
was his daughter, and he had a wife who was perfectly capable of keeping him more
than happy!
A solution to this problem didn't occur to Zelda until Alice apologized. "I guess I was
kind of a snob," she told them, embarrassed.
"That you weren't," Zelda generously retorted, and then she got her idea. "If you think
you were a snob, you should meet my kid brother," she told the girl.
"Oh, Christ!" commented her husband, laughing derisively.
Zelda didn't take offense, however. "He was the only one in the family infected by the
morality plague, if you can call it that."
"No, Zelda," Thor broke in. "That's not morals. Something's wrong with the guy.
Maybe he had some kind of lousy experience or something! He's repressed as hell," he
explained, turning to his daughter:' "Twenty-eight," Zelda told Alice his age. "As far as
I know, he rarely dates a girl very many times before she wants to rape him, I suppose,
and that's the end of the dates. He just won't be raped!" She turned to Thor. "I'll bet
Alice could handle him, Thor. What do you think? She's pretty hot stuff now that she's
gotten a start!" Both father and daughter were pleased by the compliment and,
therefore, willing to entertain any ideas that Zelda wanted them to. As a struggling
young actress, the woman had developed a formidable array of sales techniques in order
to support herself. Door to door, she sold everything from books to jewelry. It was the
only kind of job that left her free for auditions when they came up. She knew the power
of a compliment.
"It would help if he wanted to be handled," Thor said sourly. He disliked the youngest
member of Zelda's large family. Nobody was quite good enough to sit in the same room
with Bob Golden seemed to be the young brother's opinion of himself!
"There would be no problem to solve then," Zelda said. "I couldn't help but think that
if Alice has half your ability to seduce someone successfully against their will, she might
be exactly what the doctor ordered!"
Needless to say, Alice's mother raised all kinds of objections to her daughter's staying
more than the weekend, but by the time Zelda got off the telephone, she had
reluctantly agreed. Zelda told her what a sweet and good little girl she was, what a
pleasure it had been taking her camping, and so forth. Thor sat in the background and
with a broad grin made gestures to Alice about buttering bread!
Bob Golden was invited to dinner almost immediately, and much to Alice's surprise, fell
right into their plans to get the two of them alone. She had been prepared to dislike
him but found him very disarming, as handsome as Zelda was beautiful, with dark hair,
brown eyes like Zelda and big dimples that his sister had missed. After dinner he took
her to a concert while Zelda and Thor stayed home.
"Well what do you think?" Thor asked his wife as soon as the young couple had gone.
"He looked plenty warmed up to her to me."
"He always looks warmed up," his wife said sourly. "Whatever goes wrong is not in his
approach, believe me."
"Well, come on. Let's have a drink and leave it to Alice. It's about time for my
approach," he told her, going to the bar.
"Now your approach is a different thing," Zelda began very seriously so that he didn't
know whether or not she was putting him on.
"What the hell's wrong with my approach!" Thor boomed across the room above the
noise of ice cubes being dropped into glass.
"It's getting to be very alcoholic," she said, moving languidly toward the bar to help.
"It may be alcoholic, but at least it's there," he said as he reached down the length of
her long well-shaped legs to the back of her knees and teasingly brought his hand up
under the hostess gown she was wearing, pushing the hem to the back of her thighs
before she could resist.
"Ooooooohhhhhh, a chronic alcoholic rapist!" she shouted, jumping forward trying to
escape the playful finger coursing its way up along the sensitive parts of her legs. "Stop
it, Thornton Harris!" she said but couldn't help giggling and then losing her balance as
she tumbled to the rug with a shriek of laughter. Thor grinned above her, and placing
one hand on the small of her back, he pinned her to the floor and continued
rummaging up between his wife's flailing legs, laughing at her helpless squeals for
mercy.
"Forgot your panties today, naughty little girl," he chided loudly as her gown flew up,
exposing the lusty, tanned cheeks of her ass. "Well, well, who's crawling in the window
tonight!"
"You! You! Please stop! You're killing me," she laughed as he continued to tickle at her
vulnerable loins. "I wonder... I wonder... how Alice... Hah! Hah! Stop!" She wanted to
try to get him to thinking about his daughter and Bob, but it was no use. His mind was
on her and where else did she really want it to be?
"I think I'll have my drink," he said suddenly, played out.
She breathed a sigh of relief as he straightened up. "Let's have a nice leisurely drink in
the bedroom," she suggested, "and talk... "
"Talk!" he scoffed. "You whore you! If I could get you to talk, with all the damn talking
you do everywhere else in the bedroom, I'd eat my shirt! Hell, I can't even say 'good
morning' without getting a cunt in my mouth!"
"If I say 'good night, dear,' I get a cock in my mouth, and I leave it to you which is the
better stopper! I don't dare talk in the bedroom and you know it!"
"The bedroom's a place for a man to be able to think dirty thoughts without being
interrupted!" Just inside their bedroom door, Zelda had seductively peeled the hostess
gown from her lush body and let it drop to her feet. "Well, I don't want to interrupt
you, dear. I'll just leave you..." He lunged for the door where she threatened to wander
into the hall stark naked. She had done it once when he thought it would be fun not to
stop her and had run right into the maid! He leaned against the door as though he were
using it for a prop to take off his shoes. "You've got me concerned now," he said,
untying them. "There's nothing I can do.
Zelda smiled at him coyly and did a small pirouette in the center of the large room
before she walked regally to the huge round bed and lay down in the very center of it.
She loved lying on the red velvet spread, custom made to go with the valances over the
filmy white curtains. It was the bedroom of her dreams... with the man of her dreams!
She spread her limbs in a sensually wide posture. She looked lazily up at him without
saying a word, just a sleepy smile playing over her lips.
Thor's breath sucked in sudden excitement at her lewd pose, but he objected to leaving
the spread on. "You're soft enough for me, baby, without that tickly thing." He tugged
at the spread.
Laughing, she made him take it off while she rolled around on it for as long as there
was any of it left to roll on. Damn, he thought as he chased her rolling body, there's
just no one else like her. His blue eyes, for the millionth time in their more than ten
years of marriage, played over her well-rounded curves, causing tiny ripples of desire to
run swiftly along the sensitive nerve-ends of his skin. His eyes roamed over the naked
feminine contours stretched out as if in sacrifice before him. They settled for a moment
on her full round tits, set closely together, leaving room for the narrowest of valleys
running between their magnificent firmness. He never failed to marvel at how they kept
their shape at all times, in spite of their size. That was probably why she had been so
successful with dancing roles and beach shots as an actress. She was moving into the
role of a very exciting sex image when they met, and it had always surprised him when
she gave all that up to be a housewife and spend her life coddling him, which she
certainly did!
He had decided from the first time she had walked into his office that he had to have
her, and Hollywood was a pretty good place to get tired of good-looking broads who
had nothing else to offer. But Zelda was different, and it was in her eyes from the first.
So he did have her, and it had lasted for a long time until she gave up that trip to
Majorca and admitted that she didn't want to leave him. Christ, he thought of all the
girls who'd give their right arms for the role she threw up! Considering how hard he
had worked to get her the part, he was made at first until it penetrated his thick head
that he was more important to her than a career, and what more could he ask for? So
they were married, and he had never regretted it once. Nothing at all had changed from
the old days, and he still marveled at her each time he saw her in the nude. She was
holding up pretty well for a thirty two year old, he mused silently to himself, and she
was enough for any man.
Thor's eyes flicked lower to the enticingly rounded brown-sheened hips that led to the
delicious sweep of her long full thighs. Between her slightly spread legs he could see
clearly through the soft dark pubic hair covering her loins the fleshy pinkness of her
cuntal slit glistening wetly in the dim bedroom light.
"Are you going to stand there all day in your stocking feet, lover, or are you going to
put your shoes back on and come to bed? Please hand me my drink and get naked
before I think of a conversation!" she teased at him, fully aware of the effect the
licentious position of her body was having on him. She squirmed her ass down into the
soft mattress, enjoying the power she was exerting over her husband by the lewd
exposition of her body and watching with secret satisfaction the changing expressions
flickering over his ruggedly handsome face.
"Christ, you're nothing but a little cock-tease," Thor growled playfully, "and you've
gotten yourself into a pile of trouble now, lady. You just might not get a chance to
breath again until some time tomorrow... if I let you up then!"
He handed her the drink and set his own down on the curved night table at the head of
the bed, at the same time pulling at his clothes. It took only a moment for them to fall
to the floor where he left them lying in a disorganized heap. He stood for a moment at
the edge of the big round bed, looking down at his beautiful blond wife's nakedly
exposed form spread waiting on the bed. His long thick prick stood out rigidly beneath
his firm belly that was requiring more and more work in the gym to keep that way!
Zelda had risen on one elbow to take a long sip from her drink and was looking right
at his nakedly bobbing, reddening prick.
"Hummmmmm," she said softly as she brought the glass down from her lips. "I never
saw that before!"
It was the expression on her face that made him laugh at the silly lie. "I always told you
you should be an actress," he said in between chuckles. "Open them wide, honey. This
little old stranger is coming in fast," he grinned as he took the glass from her hand.
"Hey, wait a minute," she protested as she rolled out of the way of his leap onto the
bed. "I just thought of something that can't wait, really!"
"What? What? What?" he asked impatiently.
"I think you better leave Alice to Bob now. I meant to talk about that and it slipped my
mind. Once did the trick and more than once could get you into deep trouble, agreed?"
"Oh, come on, baby," he pleaded good-naturedly. He saw through her jealousy, and he
was more pleased than he was ready to admit.
"Promise once was all, lover," she smiled but she was serious. "I couldn't be faithful to
you if you were in jail, you know that!"
"Oh, hell, I'm not going to jail!"
"If you won't promise something so important to me, we don't play," she said,
squirming seductively just out of arm's reach around the big bed.
"Okay, okay, if that's the way you want it, I'll promise. Get out the leash, and you can
watch me every minute to make sure I don't get accidentally carried away!"
"Ummmmmm, that's a deal," she said. "A leash in your nose ring as soon as we finish
here, so you better not hurry!" She moved over close now and stretched the full length
of her body close against his.
He breathed a big sigh of mock relief. "Good God, what it takes to turn you on!" He
took her hand and pushed it down around the thickness of his hard upstanding cock.
She began to stroke and then to massage it, rubbing the skin back and forth and then
slipping her hand down to cup his balls, cradling their softness in her palm. Thor
groaned and gritted his teeth as she gently ministered to his testicles and prick with a
gentle squeeze that sent shivers racing down his spine.
And now Zelda moved lower in the bed, trailing the soft moistness of her lips down
across his hairy stomach. Her fingernails scratched lightly over the desire-swollen rod of
veined flesh that reached up so yearningly toward the ceiling. Suddenly she was poised
on all fours with her face just above it until he could feel her hot breath blowing
maddeningly against it.
Stroking his blood-engorged cock first with one hand and then with both of them at the
same time, Zelda hunched herself over his loins. She leaned forward then and the warm
moistness of her open lips closed over the sensitively throbbing head of his cock. He
groaned and thrust his loins forward involuntarily, then reached down and tangled his
hands tightly in her long blond hair to guide the rhythm of her bobbing head below.
He lifted his head slightly from the pillow to watch her contorted face. It made the
sensation that much more exciting when he could see the thickness of his cock-shaft
buried lewdly between her sucking lips.
At the same time that she was trying to increase the twirling of her wet tongue around
the moist stickiness of the blood-inflated head, Zelda mumbled incoherently around his
fucking cock, struggling to say something more about Alice and Bob.
"Christ! Suck it! You can talk later!" Thor growled as she began to suck a little harder.
"You just go ahead and suck it good and then I'll listen to you sing the Star Spangled
Banner. How's that?"
She almost choked with the laugh that welled up inside. That was what she had tried to
sing one time when she auditioned for a part and was surprised with the director's
request to sing something. It was the only song that would come to mind and she was
no singer. It's the rare vocalist who can do The Star Spangled Banner so that it sounds
like music!
Thor, meanwhile, looked at the big mirror that was tilted exactly to their liking toward
the bed. He could get a good profile look at his beautiful wife's face as his hardening
shaft began to fuck rhythmically in and out of her tightly ovaled mouth. The very sight
of it caused his loins to tense and jerk into her face until in the mirror it looked as
though we were sinking the full length of it all the way down her velvet throat. Almost
all of it seemed to disappear with each hard thrust upward he made until only a little
stretch of it showed white and glistening, protruding from between her lips.
With a nerve-tingling lick on the outstroke, her wet tongue was making the head throb
and jerk as though his heart itself were beating inside. He watched in the mirror,
hypnotized, as the soft pink inner flesh of her lips was pulled out grotesquely, clinging
to the shaft of his cock as she sucked hungrily, her mind caught up in the task with all
its concentration ability. Her full-mounded tits jerked and danced below her pumping
torso, adding to the lust-inciting picture presented to him in the glass.
"Come on, honey, suck it," Thor hissed, dropping his head back heavily on the pillow
and pretending for the moment that it was his daughter, Alice, who was working over
him. Then Alice became her mother... Goddamn, he'd like to have that woman like
this, fucking it deep down in her throat. By God, he'd shove it all the way down to her
tonsils if he ever could get at it. He'd pump his hot sperm all the way down her throat
and into that little white belly of hers until she burst, the bitch! But then he realized
that he wouldn't take her on a silver platter anymore. His revenge wasn't worth the
trouble it would take to pull off his pants!
"Come on, baby, come on!" he grunted as his sultry blond wife slaved below, her body
beginning to glisten from the tiny droplets of perspiration that were forming over her
sun-tanned skin. He could feel the terrific pressure growing deep in his cum-bloated
balls and knew it wouldn't be long now. His cock felt like it was filled with hot lead and
ready to explode like a giant balloon that when it popped would spew its insides for
miles in all directions. He shoved his loins hard up against Zelda's cock-filled face,
hearing her protesting mumble that went unheeded in his quest for the final end of this
exquisite torture that was building, building, building until all at once he felt the white
hot stream begin deep in his balls and race like just-released steam up the entire length
of his fucking, plunging, stone-hard cock. He gasped and his lips bared back over his
teeth as though he were being tortured by fire.
"Oh, Christ, don't stop, honey! Keep sucking! Keep sucking away!" he groaned as his
hands tangled tighter in her long blond hair, convulsively ramming his spending cock
further and further down her throat. His experienced wife went on sucking wildly as he
continued shooting his load deep into her ovaled mouth.
With one last soul-rending groan, he emptied the final drops of his sperm between her
lips but she went on nibbling gently, sucking his exhausted glans dry. Gradually his
satiated prick deflated in her mouth. Thor threw his arms out to the side in total
collapse, a great sigh of relief escaping his lips. Zelda lay for a moment with her head
on her agent-husband's muscular thigh, still nibbling gently at the limp useless prick in
front of her, and then she crawled up over his belly and kissed him hard on the lips.
"I wonder what's happening to Alice and Bob," she asked softly.
"Christ, is that what you were trying to talk about with my hard cock in your throat?"
he wanted to know, incredulous. "I thought you wanted me to forget about Alice! I
think you're sweet on her yourself!" he teased, smiling up with a slight sparkle of
triumph as though he had just found the skeleton in her closet!
"Well, maybe I am," his wife teased back, but of course, he knew better!
Actually Bob Golden had been in therapy for some time now, but he had told no one.
He had already learned that the basis of his problem was simply that he was the
youngest in a large family, and a lot of the masculinity had been stamped out of him by
a crowd of siblings who were all bigger and stronger than he was. Self-assertion got him
no where in a house full of bossy parents. He had lost the ability to demand. His
problem with women was that they were just too aggressive these days. The most fragile
little dolls were sweet and modest and yielding until he got them into bed, and then the
slightest effort on their part to do anything their own way changed them, in his
distorted vision, into grabbing monsters, and he always lost his erection! Then he would
lash out at the poor girl, trying to kill the big monster that was in bed with him! Oh,
God! He knew that what he saw was unreal and that the girls were just being normal. A
few times he tried to explain, but the girls moved on no matter what he did or said, so
he didn't explain any more. He just kept wooing and waiting for the improvement to
come. Lately, it seemed to him that there had been a great deal of improvement, and he
finally felt ready. When Thor wanted him to take out his daughter and he had seen the
young girl, he was startled and pleased to feel immediate arousal.
She was a beautiful, innocent looking girl, he thought. She seemed to enjoy the kind of
music he liked, which was incredible, considering she was Thor Harris's daughter, the
young man thought wryly. He really enjoyed being with her and enjoyed, especially, the
way she seemed to look up to him and the way she waited for his guidance before
doing anything. He was beginning to feel stronger than he had felt before. She was
really too young for him, he thought, and yet, shortly after the intermission, he began
realizing that he was going to have to lay her. God, Thor wouldn't care! His cock jerked
all the way through Debussey's La Mer, hardly a lusty piece of music!
Alice felt the pressure building in her own loins, too, and she knew that somehow her
father and Zelda were wrong about Bob. He certainly wanted to make love to her. She
could sense it. And sure enough, after the concert he invited her to his apartment for
wine, which she was too young to have in a cocktail lounge. It was just an excuse to get
her into his apartment, and she knew it! But, after all, that's why she had gone out with
him!
He had her by the arm, a bit nervously, as they entered his place. Swinging the door
shut, his grip on her arm relaxed, and he let his hands fall gently down the contours of
her curvaceous body and rest firmly at the small of her back. She had never felt such
electricity. She would have sworn she could hear bells! He got the wine and they sat
together on the couch, but she had barely sipped any when he put his arm around her
and pressed her closer to him. Turning toward her, he pulled her in so close she could
feel the growing stiffness of his cock under the cloth of his trousers, and freely, she put
her arms around him and clung to him enthusiastically.
"Do you... do you mind?" he tried to ask.
She was very young and enthusiastic. "Oh, I want you to make love to me, Bob. Please
do. I want you very much!"
Tenderly and passionately the aroused young man brushed his lips over her neck to find
her gently rounded shoulders and down to the narrow cleft between her full tits. His
fingers had begun to fumble with the zipper of her dress and he managed to unfasten it,
then stood her up so it would drop all the way to the floor. All she was wearing now
was only a white lacy brassiere, white bikini panties and her stockings. Zelda had
outfitted her from the skin out! Bob's breath was coming rapidly as he devoured every
inch of her young voluptuous body with his eyes.
"You're sure you've done this before?" he asked, quivering lest she say no.
"I have," she assured him. She wanted to take the rest of her clothing off, but she
heeded Zelda's advice to let a man do that because he liked to. But Bob didn't fumble
as much now as he had with the dress. His fingers worked rapidly to unhook the
binding of her brassiere, and her firm supple tits shook free of the tight confinement.
She held his head gently as he moved his mouth over her naked trembling skin and
began to kiss the pink tips of her nipples, sucking them lovingly, hearing her sharp
intake of breath, feeling her thighs pressing firmly against his own.
Then she pulled him over to the couch, urging him coyly to take off his clothing, too.
She lay back against a pillow, waiting and aching for him to be inside of her, loving her,
satisfying her.
Bob was ecstatic over the continued lust he felt. It took him only a few seconds to shed
all of his clothing and he stood above her by the side of the couch looking down
admiringly at her lovely, still panty-clad body while his fully erect prick jerked
uncontrollably up against his stomach. It seemed to Alice that each cock looked larger
than the one before. Of course, so far, she had seen only two! She giggled at herself and
he thought she felt tickled as he bent down beside her and began tugging at the elastic
that held her stockings until he was able to pull them off. Then he lay down on the
couch beside her.
One hand ran up and down over her body, stroking every tantalizing curve and hollow
and she shivered, her legs scissoring together as he reached his fingers inside the elastic
of her panties so that he could feel the mound of soft hair-covered flesh between her
thighs. She writhed under his urgent touch as he stripped away the last piece of
material that covered her body. Then they lay there for a moment, clinging to one
another, their fingers and hands exploring each other's bodies as though they had never
touched a human body before! Well, Alice almost hadn't, she realized, but all that was
changed now! She savored every delicious second.
"Oh, Bob," she whispered, "you feel so good. You don't know what you're doing to me.
You're driving me wild!"
His hand was rubbing along the tender flesh on the inside of her thighs, his middle
finger searching in the tiny moist folds that protected her cuntal hole. His thumb found
the erect bud of her clitoris and rubbed it harshly, bringing further gasps of pleasure
and lust from her lips. He began to finger the blood-swollen lips of her cunt, teasing
her, making her wiggle and push her hips up in a vain attempt to force his fingers deep
inside her aching hole. Slowly he began to insert one extended finger up into her
throbbing cuntal hole, wiggling it as it penetrated, tantalizing her, causing groans of
passionate desire to escape from her parted lips. She was completely moist and ready
down there, aching to be taken.
"Ooohhh, don't wait! Don't make me wait! Do it now," she urged, but he ignored her
pleas and continued his pre-love play, wanting to bring her to a fever pitch before he
finally took her. He had never been like this before. Usually he had to jump right on
top of a woman and try to fuck his cock into her half-apologetically before it went
down!
After what Zelda and Thor had told the girl, Alice had been surprised at the absence of
any problems in getting this far. But she began to suspect now that the problem he was
having with women was not that he didn't try to make love to them, but that he
frustrated them, for the fifteen year old was going out of her mind!
Then Bob began to suck her nipples again, giving them sharp little bites that brought
groans of lust from her lips. Her hips began to revolve under his caresses, delicately at
first, but then with increasing fervor. In desperation, her hand slid down between their
tightly pressed bodies, searching for the throbbing rod of lust-heated male flesh hidden
between his thighs, and her fingers closed gently around the long thick shaft. He had
never liked to have a woman do this and his body jerked away for a moment, but then
his head dropped back to her tits as waves of passion swirled through his loins like the
twisting funnel of a tornado.
It was then that the young, inexperienced girl made her mistake. She felt she could not
control her mounting passion as she felt his hard cock throbbing in her hand. She
pushed him over playfully on his back before he knew what was happening and
brought her mouth down wetly on his desire-hardened prick, enclosing it in a warm
flood of saliva as her tongue began swirling around its pulsating tip. Her young lover
arched his back upward in surprise and watched in shocked disappointment as her soft
full lips sucked at him with croons of excited delight. With a sudden surge of revulsion,
he pushed her roughly away from him, his cock coming out of her mouth with a lewd
wet sucking sound.
"Christ Almighty!" was all he could sputter for a moment. His instinctive rage at her
taking over his role cooled as he saw the surprised and stricken look on her pretty face,
and he tried to make it all right with soft words. The softness, too, was an
improvement. But the magic had been taken out of their love-making. And his cock
was just beginning to deflate.
In a frenzy, he jumped on top of her, and for a little while she felt herself responding to
his urgent fucking, but before she could reach her own peak, he had begun emptying
his sperm deep inside her unready loins. She had wanted to ask him to wait now, to let
her have an orgasm, too, but she didn't dare. She was afraid that he would be offended
or whatever the hell was wrong with him!
He took her home immediately afterwards, saying almost nothing until he reached her
door. Then he only mumbled something about knowing that it wasn't her fault but that
he couldn't help it. She was almost sure she saw a tear in his eye as he turned to leave.
Well, she thought, as she stepped inside and closed the door on the strange evening.
There was no use in crying over spilt milk, her mother always said. But she abruptly
dismissed her mother from her mind, something that was getting easier and easier to
do.
She had gotten into the habit at her father's house of sleeping naked. She enjoyed
studying her body in the bedroom mirror as she moved and turned before it. Tonight,
her white and tanned body gleamed after a fast shower, and she stared at it, letting
herself admire the ripe sensual curves of her flesh. At fifteen her lush figure was ripely
blossoming into womanhood. It was hard to believe that it would actually become even
more voluptuously rounded although both her father and Zelda said that it would.
Already it looked so beautifully full. Her skin was like porcelain, and there wasn't a
blemish anywhere. She loved her body and wondered why her mother had such funny
ideas about bodies!
Dreamily she let her hands roam over the young full curves that were her! Her full
white tits were still taut with frustrated desire as she played with the hardened pink
nipples, making them stand even more erect. She pinched them harder until they ached
with an all-pervading need. Then she began to rub her tits more slowly, lifting them
until they were cupped lazily in the palms of her hands and she felt drowsily sexy and
very unfulfilled. Her attention was directed to the softness of her thighs and the
maddening tingle which burned deep in her loins. Pressing her legs tightly together, she
let her full firm thighs rub excitingly against the pulsating lips of her cunt.
Automatically, Alice glanced around the empty bedroom, almost expecting briefly to see
her mother pop in, considering the lewd thoughts that were racing through her mind.
She licked her lips in secret anticipation, and lying down on the bed, she let her fingers
stray casually to the hair-lined lips of her aching cunt. She plucked tenderly at the soft
mound, sliding her fingers downward along the warm moist slit between her legs. They
brushed slightly over the tiny throbbing hole where her desire-heated cunt was waiting
impatiently to receive attention.
The young brown-haired teenager hesitated for a moment, thinking that she would
really prefer to wait for a man, but she couldn't stand the pressure that was building
deep in her belly. So suddenly, with a deep helpless moan, she spread her long tanned
legs out wide on the silky white spread and propped her feet up on the wall next to the
bed, keeping her firm full thighs well apart. Staring down over her body, she watched
with undisguised fascination as her fingers gradually parted the soft brown strands of
pubic hair and drew the lips of her cunt gently apart, revealing the wet open slit
running down to the tightly clenched cheeks of her ass. She moistened her lips again
and could feel her heart beginning to pound furiously in her chest as her eyes stared,
glazed and unseeing now at the ceiling.
Along the pink, nakedly exposed opening, she teased her forefinger, pressing gently
into the soft wet pussy-flesh. Her fingernail scratched delicately at the rising hardness of
her clitoris, making the nerve-filled little piece of soft pink flesh stand up boldly. Her
middle finger, meanwhile, slipped unobtrusively into the very center of her pulsing
cunt, working its way insistently deep into the warm moist cavern.
Half closing her eyes, Alice played lingeringly with her aching cunt, tickling and
wiggling her finger in and out of the tiny hole until her ass was twitching automatically
in a fierce clenching and unclenching rhythm. Her other hand wandered back up to her
full white tits, letting her fingers roll the supple flesh and pinch at the stiffened nipples.
Her desire now had become almost uncontrollable. She recalled the frustrating
experience she had just been through with Bob Golden, and her desperate urge to be
satisfied mounted.
The young teenager's fingers were now racing madly in and out of her naked cunt as
she fingered herself in rising passion and desire. She wiggled her ass violently, thrusting
her loins up against her lewdly intruding fingers. She wanted to be fulfilled now! If only
that were possible. Why hadn't Bob taken her? Why? Why? She let herself be carried
away on a tide of remembrance of his hands on her naked flesh, savoring each erotic
memory, slowly increasing the obscene tempo of her fingers until they were flashing in
and out of her love-hungry cunt at a fever pitch of abandoned lust.
The frustrated fifteen year old panted desperately as the sensations in her tormented
cunt built wildly to the breaking point. Was it possible to do it to herself? She could feel
her heels drumming helpless on the wall and she delved even more furiously into the
tight pulsing hole of her starving cunt. Clenching the thumb and forefinger of her other
hand over the nipple of her tit, she pinched hard, bruising the tautly throbbing bud,
pinching, pinching! Suddenly she lay completely still, poised for a split second on the
brink of a violent orgasm.
Tightening her muscles in shuddering contractions as she felt herself suddenly explode
inside, she tensed herself. Never had she known that she could reach a climax all by
herself like this, and she let herself writhe in complete and utter abandon as she felt the
warm, wet fluids of lust bubbling deep inside her helplessly convulsing belly.
The finally satisfied girl slowly and gently withdrew her glistening fingers from the
cum-drenched well of her cunt with a long, heartfelt sigh of relief. The swollen outer
lips closed silently, gratefully together as the last of her passion secretions seeped wetly
between her fingers. Closing her blue eyes for a few moments, she savored the delicious
after-moments of her lewd finger-fucking, and her fingers rested lightly on the hard
mound of her pussy, playing softly with the pubic curls between her legs. Then
suddenly she was asleep.


Chapter 4


Alice was surprised to find how early she awoke the next morning. She felt refreshed
and happy and yet disappointed, too. Finger-fucking yourself was okay to relieve the
pressures of frustration, she decided, but it also seemed to leave a kind of hollow feeling
as though some part of yourself had evaporated into the air and not been replaced.
There was no give-and-take in it, and she missed that. It had been so much more fun
with her father and Zelda! Of course, she had been so sore the next day that she had
winced with pain as soon as she had gotten out of her sleeping bag and tried to take the
first step. The whole of the soft, sensitive area between her legs had felt raw and sore, as
if someone had been rubbing it with sandpaper. But she was sore no longer, and the
pain seemed so unimportant compared to the bliss.
She felt a little hungry now, but saw by the clock on her bureau that it was earlier than
six o'clock! So she lay back with the memories and contemplation of her new life, She
had no idea how she was going to face her mother. She didn't dare tell her the truth
because it would get her father into terrible trouble. Zelda had warned her about that.
God, she loved them! Never had she felt so flooded with love in her entire life!
Now she thought of Zelda's beautiful body swaying over her, her loins pressed down
hard into her face. And she had thought Zelda was cheap with her bleached hair! She
was so wonderful! God, it made her want to bleach her own hair because suddenly it
seemed to say to the world that she was a person! Not a snob!
She recalled next how it had felt as her father had licked and slavered his wet tongue
obscenely deep between her widely splayed legs. She remembered the unforgettable
pleasure-pain of his huge cock skewering into her hungry cunt time after time. She
recalled the entire sensuous kaleidoscopic experience, and as the images flashed through
her mind, she felt a dull ache of desire beginning once again deep in her belly.
Suddenly she sat up quickly on the edge of the bed and automatically pressed her legs
tightly together to try to hold in the desires that were struggling inside her.
As she sat up she caught sight of herself once more in the bedroom mirror and found
her gaze locked on the voluptuous tanned and white image. She' had slept naked, and
the perfection of her beautiful young body was presented to her in all ins entirety. Her
hands seemed to rise with a will of their own and slide up under the uptilted mounds of
her tits, cupping them and raising them a bit as if to let her see better. She recalled the
sensations that had flooded in through the tiny rock-hard nipples as she had been made
love to. She let her hands roam down over the smooth firm flesh of her hips and her
eyes fell automatically on the slender pink slit of her cunt revealed between her legs.
But she was not going to do it to herself! Oh, why hadn't Bob fucked her last night?
Somehow, now, being fucked was all that mattered anymore! She knew she would do it
again and again and again because she needed it. How had her mother been able to stay
away from it? In Alice, some great dam of sexual reserve had burst inside her that first
night camping and had made her a different person, more complete. Before that, she
had been locked up inside herself just like her mother! She wondered then if Bob was
locked up, too, in some way. His behavior had been so strange! Maybe Zelda would
understand it. It would be heavenly to have Zelda's brother join the group, so to speak.
Excited images of the four of them twisting and writhing erotically together began to
flash through the hopeful teenager's mind. She would just love to make it with Bob, at
least for her vacation!
As the mental images flashed through her mind, she could feel her lust mounting again
and could hardly wait for Zelda to get up so they could talk it over. She had one idea
herself that she bet Zelda hadn't thought of. Alice's own father had cured her! Why
wouldn't Bob's sister to the perfect cure for him! And suddenly she knew that it really
would solve his problem, that his sister was exactly what he needed and not just for her
expertise, either. Without having had a psychology course in her life, Alice intuitively
knew what any good doctor could have told her, that Bob needed badly to dominate a
member of his own family, the family that had so completely dominated him as he
grew up! And when Zelda heard over breakfast her stepdaughter's idea, she, too,
realized that the girl had something important. She could immediately see the mistake
that Alice had made with him in taking over the situation and advised her husband's
young daughter accordingly. Then, very carefully, they worked together on a plan to see
what Zelda herself could do for her little brother who was already twenty eight years
old and a bomb with the girls!
And so the trap was planned for the first night they could get Bob over for dinner
again, which was easy. He got lonely often, and Zelda was a tremendous cook. He was
willing to come that very evening. Thor was instructed in the role he was to play. He
only had to disappear right after dinner with his daughter. They could go to the movies,
Zelda suggested, and her husband readily agreed.
So that night, before Bob and Zelda had even finished their coffee, Thor and Alice left
with a flurry of apologies. Bob looked surprised, but Zelda got up and put a record on
the phonograph, asking him if he minded repaying her for the dinner tonight by
helping her brush up on her dancing. Thor was beginning to complain that she was
always getting her toes in the way of his feet lately!
"We can dance on the rug if we take off our shoes," she explained, trying not to sound
too bossy.
Accustomed to doing whatever she wished, Bob took off his shoes and led her onto the
living room rug reluctantly. For one thing, he was disappointed with his lack of
backbone. He didn't really want to dance but didn't know how to tell her. He was tired
but was relieved to hear the record she had chosen was a quiet old favorite that would
not require a great deal of effort.
Then she took him by complete surprise when she curled like a child warmly into his
arms, making sure he could feel the sharp full tips of her titties, pushing them
suggestively into his chest yet appearing to be quite innocent. We would see, she mused
to herself, if she was the great actress her husband always claimed she was. Now she
was playing the helpless, very feminine, dependent woman. Would it work to the extent
that Bob would be willing to make a pass at his own sister? Surely this would take every
talent she had!
Bob was stunned. In the first place, he had felt all evening at the dinner table that she
had had her eyes on him, why he didn't know. He had tried to ignore it but had
somehow felt her gaze almost burning a hole through him, even when he wasn't
looking at her. Then he recalled some of the secrets that he had finally shared with his
doctor, dreams that clearly indicated to the psychiatrist and then to Bob himself, his
incestuous feelings toward all of the women in his family. For instance, he dreamed one
night that he punched his mother and each of his sisters in the mouth, making them
bleed. He didn't do it just once, either, but kept running around in the dream having to
do it over and over as they renewed themselves and came back for more. It was the
compulsion to draw blood that the doctor hopped on the sexual interpretation and it
had made sense to Bob. So he decided at dinner, that it was his imagination, fed by his
new knowledge, that was making him think that Zelda was eyeing him!
Yet when they began to dance and he felt her stiffened nipples puncturing his chest,
there was no way he could ascribe the sensation to his imagination. For a breath
stopping moment he wondered if she had been contacted by his doctor and asked to
make a pass at him for the sake of cure, but he dismissed the suspicion quickly. He
knew that the doctor would not do that. And he still thought he was over-reacting
because of his therapy session. Nevertheless, he could not help thinking of her as a
woman, a desirable woman, even. Yes, she was really built and not so much older than
himself that he could not appreciate her sexual attributes. They had three sisters much
older, but Zelda was still... welll... What the hell was wrong with him? God! What was
wrong with her? Right now, the way she was pushing her body into him, he felt that he
had better be careful. The doctor would rejoice... but no! It was out of the question for
him to... to make love to his own sister! He tried to pull away a little, but she
murmured in his ear.
"Don't be afraid of me, Bob! It's always been hard for me to express my dependence
but tonight, for some strange reason, I seem able to... to lean on you and it feels so
good!"
Bob's face flushed in the dimness of the living room as he felt her push her loins
forward harder, spreading her legs slightly so that the lust-inciting mound of her pussy
rubbed hard against the top of his thigh. The soft silkiness of her dress seemed to hide
nothing from his senses, and he could feel the resilient flesh of her right thigh pressing
tightly between his own legs as they moved slowly in time to the dance music. She had
made contact with the softness of his prick and breathing wetly up into his ear, she
ground her leg slowly and methodically against it.
"Fell good?" she asked in a whisper as she felt the first slight stirrings of his cock
beneath his pants. "You feel terrific, very relaxing."
"W... we shouldn't be dancing this close, Zelda... a brother and sister... we... it would
look terrible if Thor and Alice... "
"Don't worry about them. They've gone to the movies and won't be back forever, at
least tonight." With that remark, she shimmied against his body, smiled, and laid her
head into his warm neck.
He was too surprised to even stop dancing, but suddenly he was very aware of her in a
new way. He smelled the faint but intoxicating perfume she wore. He felt the silkiness
of the simple red dress she was wearing under his hand. It was cut very low over her
full firm tits, giving him a view of the magnificent deep valley between them if he
looked down. The thin material clung tightly to her smooth thighs, almost making her
look more naked than if she had been wearing nothing at all. Recalling what his doctor
had said about letting it flow, about forgetting right and wrong and letting it happen to
him, he objected no longer and tried hard to fight the uneasiness that threatened to
overwhelm him.
What about Thor, he wondered, although he knew that neither his sister nor his
brother-in-law had many qualms about fooling around with others. It was their way of
life. But... but he was her brother! The realization haunted him. Yet, when the record
stopped, he allowed her to sit beside him very closely on the couch and looked down
when he noticed out of the corner of his eyes that she had opened her legs a little,
without seeming to mean to, and the thin material of her red dress slid higher up on
her thighs. She wasn't wearing any panties!
Incredibly, he found he couldn't keep his eyes from straying to the thin hair-lined lips
of her cunt, clearly visible between her long parted legs. To his horror, she spread them
a little more when she saw him watching, a teasing smile on her lips. He could see that
she was excited. The first tiny dewdrops of moisture rising between her legs were faintly
visible glistening in the tight narrow hole as she exposed herself to him. Despite his
reservations, he could feel the heat rising in his own body.
She poured cordials for them from a decanter on the coffee table, and the dress rode up
even more as she bent forward. Sipping her drink, Zelda scrutinized her beleaguered
young brother intently through half-closed eyes. She could feel that he was thinking
and while she could not help feeling a certain satisfaction from her position of power
over him, she reminded herself that she must not show it... she must not even feel it!
And so she worked on herself to make herself feel weak and dependent. Suddenly she
opened her eyes in awe. "I don't think I ever realized before how terribly handsome you
are," she said in her best feminine tones.
A desperate battle was raging inside her brother's tortured mind. According to his
doctor, an affair with a sister could be the very thing that would cure him. She even
seemed to want that! But how in the world could he do such a thing? A part of him was
dying to reach out and feel the firmness of her excitingly large tits. He longed to kiss
the moist redness of her provocatively upturned mouth. There was no denying it, he
was... but no, God! He couldn't do such a thing! It was wrong! There was a line a
person had to draw!
Yet suddenly, as though he had dreamed it, his arm was around her. He couldn't recall
putting it there, but there it was! Her supple body was curled intimately up against his,
her full ripe lips suddenly grazing his stubbly chin, her hand wandering teasingly over
his chest, already pushing the lapels of his suit away and unbuttoning his shirt button.
And it was his fault! He had put his arm around her at sometime, and she was only
responding!
"I... I'm sorry..." he began-awkwardly, his voice cracking with a mixture of shame,
embarrassment, and wild excitement. And his arm stayed put as though it had turned
itself off from his brain and was no longer obeying him. His words caught in his throat
as she groped carefully down around the twitching flesh of his thighs, not boldly, but
teasingly, as though she were doing it without thinking, her mind elsewhere. But then,
unbelievably, his own hand was deftly buried inside the neck of her low-cut dress,
edging toward her tits and she, quite naturally, responded by pulling down his zipper
and exposing the throbbing erection of his already semi-alert cock.
He knew she was only responding to his own advances. He saw what his arms and
hands were doing even though he could not recall starting it all or instructing them to
fondle her and hold her! She was reading his mind expertly. For example, the minute
he thought of her buttery mouth on his cock, she dropped lithely to her knees onto the
carpet, and under her heavy sensuous lids, her brown eyes were bright with eager
excitement as she stared hungrily at the palpitating length of his rapidly growing prick.
As she knelt there on the carpet in front of him, her moist lips poised only inches above
the glistening rod of thickening, lust burgeoning male flesh, Bob felt as if he had been
rocketed to some other unbelievable world. It had all happened so fast, before he had
time to think. He could hardly believe that he was sitting here half-naked in his own
sister's living room in front of this beautiful pantiless blonde who was his older sister
and who was so obviously aroused and excited by the sight of his swollen prick!
Reaching up with her slender hand while she gazed at him with modest eyes that gave
him the distinct feeling he had somehow put her into this abject position of love-slave,
Zelda began rhythmically squeezing around the base of his thick, blood-filled cock,
grasping its growing firmness, tugging obscenely at the blue-veined shaft and sending
flames of raw pleasure rippling through his loins which scorched and seared his flesh as
his prick throbbed into an unbelievable stiffness.
Sprawled back against the cushions of the couch, Bob watched his alluring older sister
with lust-glazed eyes. Her lovely blonde hair that used to be as dark as his own fell
around her face like an angelic aura of loving innocence, and her moist red lips floated
like a rare flower directly over the thick pulsing head of his cock. Bob's heart thudded
with mounting arousal. Good God, he couldn't believe it, and there flooded into his
brain a thousand shadows of the lewd dreams he had entertained subconsciously about
this gorgeous sister. It was like having them all come true at once! They came more
alive than he had ever dreamed them, fed the intoxicating message of his burning flesh.
This stunning, forbidden sister, this extremely desirable and long desired sister, actually
had her long tanned fingers wound tightly, desperately around his naked prick!
"Oh, Bob, darling, let me show you what a real woman is like," she crooned in a
seductive whisper, her face flushed, her eyes widening in greedy anticipation as she
spoke. He stared at her while crazy bolts of fierce untamed excitement were dancing up
his spine, his tormented cock leaping and pulsing in the warm circle of her hand, his
brain racing from a jumbled chaos of emotions.
Oh, God, this was wrong even if the doctor didn't think so! This was deeply wrong!
The sharp and clear denunciations cut viciously into his consciousness. The very
intensity of his excitement frightened him and made the gravity of his moral
transgression seem even stronger. How could he, a man who certainly knew right from
wrong, a man with taste and refinement, commit such a wanton act with his own sister!
He felt his self-respect, the foundations of his entire proper world shaken by the power
of his mounting sexual agitation. He had never felt anything so strong!
Then, finally, something snapped. In one split second he had cast aside the inhibitions
and narrow fears that had plagued him for so many years. His beautiful sister was
kneeling before him, asking him, begging him on hands and knees, to make love to her.
And he knew that he was powerless to do anything else. He was completely in the hold
of his rising incestuous lust.
Zelda sensed the change in him with beating heart. She quickly led the way when he
suggested they go into a bedroom and extended his hand down to her to help her up.
With no need of coaching, Zelda immediately fell back onto the huge round bed and
reached her arms up to him.
"Oh, God, you're beautiful, Zel," he could not help muttering, staring down at her. He
leaned over and pressed his lips tightly down against hers. She curled her arms around
him and gently steered him down on top of her, letting one of his legs fall between her
open thighs. She was surprisingly supple and soft and her body was glued into his as
though it belonged there. As he ground his lips harshly into her, she moved her thigh
up against his loins, bringing his cock to a painful hardness. He could feel the seminal
fluid seeping warmly from the tiny slit on the hardening, blood-bloated tip as it
smeared against the inside of his jacket and was sure that Zelda could feel the wetness
through the thin red material of her dress.
She continued massaging him with a practiced thoroughness until he thought the head
of his cock would explode. It was jerking now as though he would cum at the slightest
extra pressure. He could feel it building deep in his pulsating testicles below. He thrust
his tongue deep into her mouth as she sucked gently on it, nibbling with tiny sharp
nips of her teeth that sent chills running the length of his spine. Pulling his head away
to escape the teasing sensation, he placed his cheek against her hair.
"Was Alice good in bed?" Zelda suddenly asked as if jealous.
"Too inexperienced," he muttered, hoping she would drop the subject, which she did.
"Let's get naked," she next suggested. Bob realized suddenly that she was quivering
against his loins.
"You do want to fuck me, don't you?" she asked in a little girl's pleading tones. She
seemed to be breathing ever more deeply.
"Oh, yes, God, yes I want to," he admitted, the lewd words exciting him as they came
from his sister's mouth, directed to him! Then she played with him. She wrapped her
arms playfully around his neck and pouted her lower lip.
"Then tell me what you want to do to me!" she teased.
"I want to fuck you!" he said with surprising ease.
"How do you want to fuck me?" she asked as though the question were quite sincere.
"Very deep and hard as a rock. I want to fuck you like you've never been fucked
before!" he told her with a smile full of both lust and affection.
"Oh, God," she moaned, almost throwing him from her squirming body. "Let's get
naked. I can't stand it any longer. You're so... so good!"
Bob rose from the bed and began desperately stripping off his clothes, dropping them
anywhere on the floor they happened to fall. A slight tinge of self-consciousness came
over him as he stood over her spread-eagled form with his nakedly huge cock standing
out in front of him in full blood-hardened erection. But he just couldn't tear his eyes
away as, lifting her body slightly from the red velvet covered bed, the lust-inspiring
blond squirmed out of her flimsy dress she was wearing. She had nothing else on but
her high heeled shoes, and they fell to the floor with a double dull thud that sounded
almost like one.
Zelda looked up at the youthful brother standing stark naked above her, her brown
eyes riveted on his prick standing out in the air. She watched the throbbing of the
blood-filled head for a moment and then said, "God, what have I been missing all these
years! Christ, Bob, we could have had a ball! It sure is going to feel real good going up
inside of me and twisting around deep in my cunt like you said. Oh God, how I want
you to screw me with that!"
Inflamed further by her lewd words, Bob quickly knelt beside her, feeling the need to
touch her. He pushed his hand gently between her thighs and they fell limply open
without resistance of any kind. Slowly he moved his hand up between their full satin
like softness until his fingers came into sudden wet contact with the smooth curls of her
pubic hair growing darkly, tantalizingly up between her legs. He tried to press his
middle finger up between the soft moist flanges of her cunt, but she jerked
spasmodically away, not in protest, but from the unexpected contact that sent a shiver
of warm rippling sensation running through the nerve-ends of her naked flesh.
Reverently he ran his hands over her high-mounded tanned tits, her flat belly, her
thighs, up and down over her unprotected tanned nakedness with shaking hands that
brought small animal mewls of pleasure from between her tightly closed teeth. His own
lust was increased as he watched his hands bring gasping and quivering response from
her beautiful naked body. She opened her eyes and looked up at him for a moment,
their dark brown made ever deeper by the smoky veil of building lust that was coursing
through her.
Zelda was drifting into a world of deep soft pleasure. She had no conscious thought in
her mind. The only thing that mattered was the tiny licking flames running all around
her. They flickered between the silkiness of her inner thighs, out the tips of her now
throbbing and pebble-hard nipples, and down again to the burning core of her cunt
where it roared in white heat like the interior of a blast furnace.
"Oh, God, Bob," her voice whispered without her even knowing what it said. "Oh,
lover!"
Bob pressed his lips down over hers again and immediately felt the hot wet pressure of
her tongue spearing up into his mouth in her automatic quest for a warmer, wetter
contact with the person so deliciously torturing her body. His hands were continuing to
roam over her supple, yielding flesh, and he ran them back up between her open
thighs. This time they did not jerk away but opened voluntarily to admit him to the
very core of her being. He could feel the warm center of her loins flexing almost
imperceptibly in passionate answer to his naked touch.
"Aaaaaaaahhhhhh! Aaaaaaaahhhhhhh," she was sighing continuously up into his lips,
her tongue pushed up into his and circling around deep inside as though searching
desperately for another entrance to his mouth. Her passion spurred his own lust.
Disbelief buzzed continually through his dazed brain, that his own sister was writhing
and twisting beneath him as though she were his slave!
He moved over, being unable to stand it another minute, and slithered on top of Zelda
Harris's warm soft body like a protective blanket. He could feel her quivering helpless
out of control under him and reaching down with both hands, he drew her unresisting
thighs up the sides of his hips until the whole of her wetly throbbing cuntal slit was
presented up to him in welcome sacrifice. For a long tortured moment he held her legs
there and then started to reach back down and implant himself inside her, but at the
last second he stopped.
He found himself yearning for her total surrender, and it would be worth the risk of
breaking the spell she was under now. It would make up for a thousand little times he
had surrendered to her as a child, ten thousand times he had surrendered to everybody!
She must be made to take him into her steaming cunt herself! He held his breath and
spike in a whisper.
"Put it in for me, Zel. Reach down and put the fucking in!"
Then he let his breath out in a long gasp as he felt her hand obediently burrowing
down between their desire-tensed bodies and her warm fingers closing tightly around
his rigidly bloated flesh. She stilled for a moment as though a little reluctant, but a
second later, Bob felt her thumb and forefinger tighten around the pulsating head of his
prick and slowly but firmly push up. He gasped and his lips bared back over his teeth
as the thick foreskin peeled torturously back and she pressed the moist sensitive tip of
his cock into the wet fleshy folds of her burning cunt. He could feel the soft curly pubic
hair tickling gently against its heated length as it hung poised for entry between the
tight throbbing lips of her cunt. The hot smooth warmth was excruciating, and if was
all he could do to hold himself back from lunging forward to sink the whole of the
heavily throbbing weight hanging down between his legs with one mighty fleshsplitting 
fuck right up into the helplessly impassioned woman's quivering, waiting belly.
But for the first time he could ever remember, he was more than able to wait.
He waited because he sensed instinctively that she needed it, and his power lay in what
he Was in the position to give. Even though it tortured him beyond his wildest
imaginations, he waited. He had at last conquered his sister's soul, and she was
completely at the mercy of his desires at this moment. He waited, holding back the final
plunge that would fuse them together in one great wet pulsating mass of flesh. He was
wringing from her a final admission of surrender that would bind them together forever
in their incestuous act.
Indeed he sensed correctly for Zelda lay groaning in tiny unintelligible gasps that
seeped from between her passion-clenched teeth like quick puffs of steam from a
laboring locomotive. Her body ached with desire, and she was aware of his form
hovering over her. Her legs and loins were spread wide apart and wet from a delicious
pressure that she herself had placed there a seeming eternity ago. Oh God, how she
hungered. She hungered deep inside her contracting womb as though her belly were a
ravenous animal waiting to be fed. Oh, God, she needed to be filled.
Finally, Bob levered up into a push-up position over his sister's slowly undulating body
and looked down. Her beautiful face was contorted in indescribable rapture, and her
lips were pursed into a wet oval with tiny groans of pleasure escaping from around the
pinkness of her tongue circling moistly around the outside of her mouth. He looked
down between their bodies and could see his giant throbbing hardness pressed into the
wet folds of her pink and open cunt. The silken softness of her pubic hair surrounded
the stump-like rock-hard pole of flesh in a lust-inciting picture that caused his cock to
throb involuntarily harder against her.
"Oooooohhhhhh," she groaned helplessly as she felt the obscene contact grow closer.
Bob Golden strained with all his might against the all-consuming desire to fuck forward
at that very moment and impale her instantaneously like a ravished prisoner at the
stake! But he wanted to make her wait for him. There was too much of her that he had
not yet tasted, and he wanted all of it! Tonight she was his to do with as he wanted
after a long, long, long wait!
Her large, firm tits swaying out gently from her ribs and quivering slightly with each
soulful gasp that came from her mewling throat excited him, distracted him, and he had
to have them in some way. Slithering forward up over her chest, the depravity-minded
brother straddled her with one leg on either side of her ribs and gently placed his
throbbing cock in the deep narrow cleft between the beautifully tanned mounds so that
her warm titty-flesh enclosed it on both sides.
As he reached down and crushed the resilient softness between his strong fingers,
making tiny ridges of white that protruded between his knuckles, his hands shook.
With lust-bent desire, he kneaded and stretched them, watching them ooze through his
hands like foam rubber, soft, yet springing back into voluptuous shape the moment the
pressure lifted. He pushed them together until they met across her body and formed a
velvety yielding tunnel in which his cock was sensuously trapped. He pressed them
hard so that the nipples met at the top and then began a gentle rocking motion,
thrusting his whole rigidity through the warm flaccid channel formed by the firm plush
mounds. As he pushed, the huge bulbous head of his stony cock appeared at the far end
of the warm soft tunnel and brushed gently against her chin, leaving a tiny spot of
moisture each time it touched from the seminal fluid that seeped excitedly from the
end-slit.
Bob kept up the slow rocking motion between her quivering tits for several minutes,
feeling his prick growing and expanding until he was afraid it would erupt in a great
gushing fountain of sperm before he was ready. He had to force himself to sit still for a
minute and content himself with pushing and pulling at the maddening softness of the
two throbbing tits so warmly surrounding him. He tweaked at the nipples and rubbed
them over the top of his cock together, one against the other, watching with a lewd grin
as they jerked and throbbed into an even greater hardness than he had thought
possible. At the same time, he studied her face for the reaction it was having upon her.
It was electrifying!
Gazing unseeing up at the ceiling, Zelda's brown eyes were open, a thin veil smokey
with lust obscuring the dilated pupils. Her hips and ass writhed madly on the red velvet
bed below, her long tanned legs kicking out and then drawing up again as though
searching for some invisible lover to draw inside them. She was completely out of
control, and Bob knew that nothing he did now would matter. She would accept any
degradation his suddenly freed mind would force on her to quell the fire that was
raging unchecked in her devouringly lusty cunt.
' There was one more thing the young brother wanted to do before he fucked her. His
brown eyes locked on her full sensuous lips, still muttering nothings out into the air
from the pressure of her tortured need. They were wet and gleaming from her tongue
swirling around them as she lay suffering beneath him in unfulfilled desire. He wanted
something he had never allowed another woman to do! Yet it was exactly what he
wanted from her! He wanted to shove his lust-hardened cock in between them, and he
shuddered as the mere thought of that warm moist cavern closing around his rock-hard
cock caused it to jerk and almost ejaculate where it lay between her tits.
In order to place his knees on either side of her neck, Bob moved up a little, and his
long cock throbbed out directly over her face, presenting her glazed eyes with a view of
the pulsating sperm-filled ridge running beneath it. His sperm-bloated testicles lay
gently against her moistened chin. He sat still for a moment, feeling the soft warm
mounds of her titties squashed down beneath his ass. He did not move, in order to give
her time to adjust to the change in position. He wanted to take it very slowly, not
knowing whether or not she would object to what he was going to do, and he wanted
her body mad with desire so that he could have his complete will with her, so that he
could debase his sister in any way he felt the need!
Now as he crouched above her on the bed, marveling that she had not rushed him the
way other women were always trying to do, he instantly knew when he had waited long
enough. He placed both his hands gently down behind her head and lifted it up off the
bed, bending her lovely neck toward him so that her face and mouth were poised
directly in front of the palpitating head of his lusty cock. He pushed forward slightly,
his asscheeks rolling on the mountainous cushion of her tits behind, until the tip of his
angry red prick was pressed between her slightly open lips. He groaned as he felt the
soft surfaces brush gently against the sensitive skin of his swollen cock-head. He didn't
know what was making him do this depraved thing, but he was sure the doctor would
know, and, frankly, he didn't even care! Then her sudden accepting movement caught
him by surprise, and he watched with unbelieving delight as the tight round ovals of
her buttery mouth closed over the painfully stretched skin of his granite-like cock. It
seemed beyond his wildest dreams!
Slowly at first, she started using her tongue, and he could feel it swiping around him,
causing his cock to jerk inside her mouth. Her lips were soft and smooth and clasped
tightly to him in a close elastic ring, driving him wilder with their insistent pressure.
With pained intensity he could feel them moving down his prick as she took as much
of him as she could in her mouth, surrounding him maddeningly with the moist
warmth of her saliva and the tender flesh of her wet tongue. He placed his hands on
either side of her hollowing cheeks and pressed inwards to add to the excruciating
pleasure.
And then his experienced sister began to suck him with a moist nibbling pressure and
her tongue licked and curled around him as though she had done this a thousand times
before, all the hunger burning deep in her cunt now concentrated in one great gust of
sensation in her mouth. Bob groaned incoherently above her flailing head and pushed
his hands tighter against her cheeks. He wanted her to make him cum and he wanted
to make her swallow it so that she would know for the rest of her life that he had bent
her completely to his will, that he had dominated her, subjugated her and the rest of his
brothers and sisters and mother and father at last!
With this terrible need to be on top in mind, he flexed his loins in and out of the near
round hole formed by her sensuously full lips and rolled his ass around on her soft,
yielding tits as though he were attempting to crush them down into her chest.
Watching wild-eyed from above, he saw his glistening flesh disappear into her clasping
lips as though they were the lips of another hungrily nibbling cunt. He could feel all of
himself, every nerve he possessed pulsating and throbbing between her lips and into the
moist cavity of her saliva-filled mouth.
His sensitive loins were growing hotter and he was sweating between his legs, and still
she sucked, keeping his cock a willing prisoner in her mouth, burying her face in his
loins until he knew it was the end. The pressure building in his balls slapping against
her chin as she worked in her lust was excruciating, unbearable, and his hardened cock
seemed to lengthen and inflate beyond anything it had ever done before.
Suddenly there was a jerking in his loins, and nothing in the world could have stopped
the white-hot liquid flow that was rushing like a waterfall up from his aching balls and
out the tip of his spasming prick. Gripping her head tightly between his hands, he
shoved his spending cock deep into her throat. She groaned beneath him as the first
needle-thin spurt of fiery cum flooded into the back of her mouth, filling the warm
moist cavity, bloating and stretching her cheeks until they almost burst. Her throat
worked gluttonously, swallowing and sputtering to keep from choking on the sticky
white semen as he emptied his balls relentlessly into the depths of her belly.
As he felt the last of his orgasm drained from his now rapidly deflating prick, Bob's
body quivered above his enslaved sister. Momentarily exhausted, he had to brace
himself with his hands tangled in her long blond hair to keep himself from falling to
the side of the bed. He started to lift himself from her, but to his amazement, she would
not let his deflated cock escape from her lips. She continued to suck gently, undulating
her ass behind him down into the bed and rubbing her legs hungrily together as he
watched with disbelief the thin obscene trails of creamy white cum running down from
the corners of her mouth to her neck below and then into the red velvet bed. He had
never in his life felt anything like it, and it seemed as if he had been completely drained
of all the strength and desire he possessed.
Yet as his sister continued to suck and nibble at his deflated cock, it began to thicken
again in the soft slippery warmth of her mouth. She licked it and bit it gently, seeming
to take delight in her power to bring it to life again after its cataclysmic collapse.
Finally, when it had grown to full size once more after he had thought he could never
make love again as long as he lived, the young brother felt desire begin to rekindle in
his loins. Zelda continued to nibble for a moment longer, swiping her slippery tongue
around and around and around it until she was certain that it was restored to its full
length and power and then she let her head fall back heavily onto the bed. The
rejuvenated cock slipped wetly from her mouth, a thin lewd string of creamy semen still
connecting it to her lush lips. Her brown eyes fluttered open and she looked up at him
through smoky, desire-ridden pupils for a moment and then pleaded in a desperate
whisper.
"Fuck me, please?"
And he wanted to if only to give her some measure of what she had given him. He
wasted no time as he lifted his ass from the lust-inciting blond's squashed tits and
moved down over the naked length of her curvaceous body. He came to rest directly
between her already open thighs and reached down between them to complete the
incestuous connection. She was ready and there was no need to prepare her now. He
could feel the desire-moistened hole of her devouring cunt throbbing in desperate
anticipation as he guided his thick hard cock straight into her with his fingers.
For a brief moment only he paused to part the sparse dark pubic hair with the head of
his prick, and then with one long smooth fucking stroke, he rammed it into her all the
way up to her cervix. There was not the slightest resistance, she was so prepared. He
could feel the smooth wet walls of her cunt clamping around his stony cock so moistly
and firmly that it almost made him cum again right then.
"Oooooohhhhhhhh! Aaaaaaahhhhhhhh," she moaned beneath him, and he felt her
entire insides flowering open to receive him deep in her devouring womb. She was
groaning and murmuring incoherently now as he began to fuck viciously into her,
gritting his teeth with desire. Her body followed him and began to move in wild
abandoned jerks beneath him.
"Oooooohhhh God! OoooooohhhhhhhhGoddddd! You're so goooooooodddd!" she
groaned as if in anguish, her arms wrapped tightly around his neck, pulling his
muscular chest into the soft brown plushness of her tits.
He fucked his long, blood-engorged cock up and up, deeper and deeper into the warm
soft cavern of her hungering cunt, feeling the whole of her belly spreading open before
his lust-driven onslaught as though she had never been fucked before in her life.
She moaned incessantly as her body jerked and twisted and her face contorted in
ecstatic lust. Her beautiful soft mouth moved ceaselessly, and her nostrils flared in the
untamed animal desire that had taken hold of her body as if it were writhing in the
throes of an epileptic fit. Her forehead was covered with a light coat of glistening sweat
that had broken out below her disheveled blond hair. There was nothing that could
stop her wild race for fulfillment now, and her little brother fucked like a mad man to
give it to her!
"Goddddddd, yes! Yesssss," she cried up into the large bedroom as Bob slithered his
strong sinewy hands under the wildly pumping cheeks of her ass and cupped them
tightly, raising them up off the bed for greater access to her open and pleading loins.
From that position he squirmed down into her with all the strength of his hips and
thighs, feeling the smooth raw flesh of her cunt clasping and unclasping like the
heartbeat of a tender bird all around his bursting hot cock. He fucked into her from the
tips of his toes and rammed the last inch of his swollen hard cock thundering up her
cunt, bringing a new ecstatic moaning from her lips that resounded through the room
like the cry of a wounded and dying animal. Her nostrils flared again and her eyes,
open wide, gazed glassy-eyed and unseeing up into the dim light, a wild and unsatiated
desire burning lustfully in them.
Her ecstatic brother pulled his head back so that he could watch her face. It was
something that he didn't want to miss, the sudden and complete surrender of her whole
being to him. She was twisting and writhing beneath him, unable to control at all her
wild desire to be fucked and used in the most humiliating fashion by her own brother!
Her face was wildly contorted with lust, and her lips bared back tightly over her teeth,
while greater and more desperate sounds came streaming from deep in her savagely
heaving chest. Her arms, which had been wrapped tightly around his neck, her nails
clawing desperately into his back, slithered down now and dug demonically into his
muscular fucking asscheeks as they pounded down into her open and unprotected loins.
With each cruel, pile-driving fuck he made into her, obscene wet smacking noises
resounded through out the bedroom. Bob ran his hands from the smooth hollowing
cheeks of Zelda's ass down to her thighs and between them to the soft, passion-soaked
pubic hair surrounding her cock-filled, cock-sucking cunt. He wanted to feel the
clinging fleshy lips which held and throbbed around his lust-swollen hardness like a
tight rubbery mouth. The entire area of her loins was running with moisture which
overflowed wetly down the widely split crack of her ass.
Her body was slippery from the sweat of the wild untamed gyrations of her ravenous
body, and her head flailed uncontrollably back and forth on the perspiration-soaked
velvet beneath them. Her mouth was wide open in ecstatic abandon. She had become
something crazed and inhuman now as she twisted and churned, spreading her legs
wide apart and jerking them up to her shoulders, urging him on.
"Ohhhhhh, oh deeper! Harder! Fuck me, Bob! Fuck me harder!" she begged, gasping as
if she were close to death. She was nearing her orgasm and swung her tender thighs up
and wound them voluptuously around his back, churning her ass in uncontrolled
abandon from side to side and spiraling her cunt up and down crazily on his fucking
and hotly growing cock.
She suddenly squealed with a high-pitched gasp of intense lust, locking her ankles in a
death grip high up behind his laboring back. "I'm cummmmmmmiiiiiinnnnnnggggg!"
Then, almost at the same time, her arms snaked up tightly around his neck and she
smashed her open mouth to his where he could still taste the pungent flavor of his
sperm that had spurted into her throat such a short time ago. Her body arched and she
held tight to him, not moving, but quivering and jerking around him in a pulsating
rhythm that spewed her orgasmic fluid out around his still hard-fucking cock and down
her widely split nether crack, soaking his sperm-bloated balls as they slapped hard into
her tiny puckered asshole.
Though just a few short minutes ago, he had been sucked dry, the wildness of Zelda's
orgasm had started a slow aching pressure deep within his balls again, and he gripped
the cheeks of her still rotating asscheeks and squeezed with a crushing strength, feeling
her cringe as great gasps of lust began spewing from his own throat.
"Uuuuuuuggggggghhhhhhhhhnnnnnnngggg!" he grunted and groaned and increased
the viciousness of his strokes so that his pelvis smacked like a wooden paddle hard
against the swollen pink flanges of her cunt and his hardened cock dipped deep down
into the far hidden recesses of her pulsating belly. He felt himself cumming, and
throwing his hands down behind her knees, he shoved her trembling thighs up over her
shoulders and ground as far down into her open and yielding cunt as he could go,
bringing groans of left-over lust from her lips still locked tightly to his. Her arms still
clasped him in a viselike grip. The ache in his balls was unbearable. He had to cum
now!
Gasping then into the moistness of her mouth, he felt the bursting of his loins, heard
her whimpering cry, felt the tightening of her arms around his neck. Then, with a deep
soul shattering groan that went on and on into her mouth, he exploded inside of her,
shooting his hot liquid sperm deep down into the drowning depths of her open and
receptive womb.
Then they lay still, locked in the lewd incestuous embrace of forbidden love seemingly
forever, their limbs twined together. Then he rolled off her sweat-soaked body, his prick
slithering from her cum-drenched cunt with a wet sucking hiss. Her chest was still
heaving from the effort of their final orgasm.
Neither of them said anything, at least for now. He had made up his mind to tell her
about the therapy, though, after a rest and over a good stiff drink. Right now he
couldn't find any coherent words, and she couldn't either. The dazed young man knew
that there was little need for more expensive therapy. His sister had been doctor enough
and, he hoped, would continue a few follow-up treatments in the near future!


Chapter 5


In all her young life, Alice had never been to a costume party, even at Halloween. The
naturalness that her mother insisted upon instilling into her beautiful daughter
excluded most large group affairs outside of church suppers. In the little town where
she grew up, costumes beyond the age of eight were ranked in the same degrading
category as gambling and sex. So there was a great deal about her extended vacation
that Alice was not going to be able to tell her mother about, including her going-away
party, which was an honest-to-goodness Halloween party in August! And Zelda insisted
that she go as the beautiful Snow White. They gave the party around their pool and
pushed the furniture around in the living room and dining room so there would be
plenty of room available. Even the bedrooms were decorated with orange and black
mobiles and hanging jack o'lanterns. The excited Alice could not believe that every bit
of the sumptuous affair was to be in her honor! Her poor mother would have a heart
attack!
Bob Golden attended on the rich sensual invitation of his sister, who said such
suggestive things that his cock jerked inside his pants even though they were speaking
over the telephone! The image of her warm, soft, naked body floated before his eyes.
He had thought of no one else for the rest of the summer. He had dated no other
woman. He just couldn't!
When he arrived, he was handed a glass of Zelda's special punch. She was always
inventing special punches that drove people wild. He recalled wryly how disgusted he
used to get when he overheard talk of her potent punches and her sex-orientated
parties. Now he knew he could never stay away from a single one of her affairs again,
and as he sipped her punch, his head began to reel with excitement, and he took a
larger swallow of the sweet fruity mixture. Soon he felt a warm soft glow spreading
through his body, and then a wonderful sense of quiet well-being flooded over him. He
suspected that the aphrodisiac effect was due more to a general loosening of inhibitions
that had been gradually taking place in him ever since his lusty night with his
curvaceous sister. He chuckled to himself. He knew that if he drank enough of this
stuff, he could be thrown into the swimming pool and would just float around, hanging
on to his glass. Christ, it was good! And powerful!
He looked around the pool that reflected many of the gay costumes that the guests were
wearing. No one had come wearing very much, he noticed with a grin. He himself had
worn very suggestive tights. Most of the men had! Then his attention was attracted by
the loud booming laugh of his brother-in-law, the man he once thought was so crass
and tasteless and obnoxious! Mask or not, he could easily pick him out by following the
sound of the laughter to his large and strong figure as he stood talking to a beautiful
brunette. Bob sucked in his breath as he saw the perfection of the girl's figure from
across the room, the way the high, full swelling of her tits pushed out the thin blue
material of her dress that was tied like a corset up the front and shimmied over her
hips, concealing nothing of her softly rounded twin mounds of ass! She looked familiar
to him, but he decided that it was probably the costume. The little puff sleeves had
purple slashes in them, and he knew it was a fairytale figure with which he was very
familiar, something out of a Disney movie!
"That's quite a beautiful girl with Thor, isn't it!" Zelda said suddenly at his elbow.
"How about that lecherous husband of mine? He can always get the best!"
"He sure can!" her brother said enthusiastically and meaningfully to her.
Zelda smiled brilliantly at him, yet she thought to herself that she had really bitten off a
problem here. She loved her young brother deeply, and she was very happy to think
that he finally understood and believed that she loved him and always had loved him
and that his outcast feelings had all been figments of his own mind. On the other hand,
she loved her husband as a sexual partner, and little Alice had been most hopeful that
she could attract Bob back into her orbit tonight. Well, there was a very big difference
in their ages, and since Alice would be back with her mother all winter, it was perhaps
better to face reality. With her brother newly awakened to a more sensual way of life at
last, Zelda could not imagine his waiting around all winter, waiting for a teenager to
return for another short vacation next summer! If Bob wanted to stick with her tonight,
so be it. She had little doubt but that Thor would like to lead his daughter off
somewhere for a little love-play on her last night with them!
And sure enough, once they had had enough to drink and all of the guests had begun
to disappear into bedrooms and the cabana until the poolside was about the only
deserted area on the grounds, Thor sat his daughter down in the big white vinyl couch
that curved around one corner of the pool and held her tight. With a mischievous grin,
Zelda led her own doting Romeo to the other end of the couch so that the two couples
were almost facing. Thor and Zelda avoided each other's eyes for both of them felt
challenged and each was determined not to care what the other did.
"Mmmmmmmm, I love the way you touch my nipple like that," Alice heard Zelda's
voice drift hoarsely over from the other end of the couch. Her face flushed with
disappointment because she knew her sister was with Bob Golden, and she couldn't
help turning her head slightly to sneak a peek at what they were doing out of the
corner of her eye. Bob had inserted his hand down the front of Zelda's scanty
Cinderella dress and was obscenely massaging her tits. His sister had her head back on
his shoulder with her mouth slightly open, a rapturous expression on her face.
"Her brother had turned into quite a Don Juan," Thor whispered in his daughter's ear.
"I think he was a big fake all along!"
Alice tried hard not to care about any old Bob Golden and what he did. After all, she
had her daddy, and it was the last night she would see him, probably for a whole
winter! As she leaned back against her father's shoulder, he chuckled and drew her
head abruptly toward him with his hand and pressed his lips wetly to hers.
"We'll show them," he whispered and ground his mouth down again. She groaned and
struggled limply, embarrassed to be kissing her father in such an open place with other
people possibly around. She felt his hand pressed hard into the softness of her tit. She'd
like to make Bob jealous, but she didn't want to shock him. Of course, he was with his
own sister!
"Ssssshhhh," her father whispered into her mouth. "We have to make this look good,
you know."
As he commanded, she let herself go limp, beginning to appreciate the softness of his
lips pressing into her mouth. The thought crossed her mind that up until a couple of
weeks ago, no one had ever kissed her and already she felt like a long-experienced
woman! What in God's name was she going to do with herself during the long, cold
winter? Well, if she was going to learn what she had learned some day, she was sure
glad that it had been now and at the hands of her knowledgeable daddy. In spite of her
guard being up against letting herself get interested in him in any way other than a
father, she could feel tiny quivering sensations of excitement flit suddenly through her
stomach.
She pulled away and lifted her glass of punch to her lips and drained it, desperately
trying to collect her confused thoughts. She hadn't thought that having her father kiss
her could do this to her once the initial experience was over, particularly with Bob
Golden sitting so close. He had really roused her the night they had gone out together.
She had thought that would squelch any interest in her own father for good. She was
afraid to look over at Zelda and Bob now for fear of what she would see, and she
wondered if it was knowing what Bob was doing at the other end of the couch that was
stimulating her in the arms of her father. She didn't dare look at them. It was bad
enough listening to the soft mewling sounds coming from her stepmother's lips, and
the grating noise of Bob's heavy deep breathing told her how he was enjoying it. It was
funny, but she couldn't see anyone else around although a lot of lights were blinking on
and off inside the house on every floor!
Thor pulled her close to him, letting his hand dangle over her soft shoulder that was
bared to the little puff sleeves of her costume. His fingers brushed softly against the tip
of her tit. He was now chuckling inside to himself over the ridiculous situation his
beautiful wife had gotten herself into. Lewd obscene pictures of the things he wanted to
do to this young lush body next to him, once it had reached that stage of helpless
submission he knew so well, ran in kaleidoscopic pictures through his mind. She would
know she had been fucked when he finished with her tonight, that was for sure. She
would have a night to remember during the stark winter ahead. He held her tighter,
pressing his hand harder against the softness of her tit. Christ, he wished he could keep
her here where she could live!
Alice could feel her body twitch as her father's fingers dug into her, and she held her
breath. She pressed her thighs tightly together to cut off the slight tingle that had
started in her belly and was working its way slowly down to the sensuous point
between her legs. Thor pressed his fingers harder into her titty and she made no move
to resist as she felt the tiny bud-like nipple harden under the thinness of her brassiere.
She knew she ought to stop him soon. After all, he couldn't help it, and there was
Zelda goading him by her behavior. But she didn't want to stop him just yet, not until
the delicious tingle between her legs subsided!
The delicious punch had turned her body into a loose bundle of raw nerve ends that
her mind could no longer control, though, and she seemed to be having trouble
breathing. She could not believe the feelings that were beginning to course through her
flesh in tiny licking waves of desire. Thor had pulled her so close against him now she
could hardly move and had inserted his hand down the neck of her dress and into her
brassiere to cup a naked tit. She could feel small pinpricks of delicious feeling racing
through the tip as he rolled the tiny hardening nipple maddeningly between his thumb
and forefinger. The heat of his breath rushed wildly against her ear as he turned his
head toward her and locked his lips wetly against hers. For a moment she tried to twist
away, but the pressure of his mouth was too much for her in her present state.
"They're looking toward us," he breathed into her mouth. "Maybe we can give them
second thoughts."
She had almost forgotten about Zelda and Bob in her concentration on her own inner
feelings. Gently she let herself relax against her father, glad for the excuse she could
give herself for continuing. And now she thrust her tongue back sharply at Thor as he
sucked it deep into his mouth.
She marveled to herself at how well her father could kiss. This sure beat the dry
pecking that she had always thought a kiss was! This kind of kissing with wild animal
abandon and lust until she squirmed was something she always wanted now although
she mustn't, of course, back in her home town! Then there was a groan from the other
end of the couch and Alice wanted to look but didn't quite dare.
"Goddamn, look at that," Thor turned and whispered heavily in her ear, his hand
tightening harder on her tit. "Zelda's sucking him."
Alice was unable to stop herself from turning slightly, and she got a sudden clear view
through the dimness of the colored lights strung around the water of Zelda's head
bobbing up and down over her brother's loins, her lips clasped tightly in an oval circle
around his erect prick. The lust-swollen cock stood hard and rigid through the open
zipper of his fly, slight tufts of dark pubic hair protruding around the edge of the thick
base.
It was at that moment that Alice realized how futile it was to think that she could ever
retain Bob Golden's interest in her, a young teenager, all winter while she was away!
Hollywood was full of gorgeous women and he was a very desirable young man!
Disappointed, she unwittingly moaned, turning back to her father and hiding her face
tight against his shoulder. She hadn't thought of that, of how old he was and how
young and inexperienced and unavailable she was! Small tears of loss and humiliation
brimmed through her eyes. The awful sight of Bob's prick disappearing up into Zelda's
hungrily sucking mouth just as it would disappear into many another woman's mouth
during the long winter was just too much for the bewildered young teenager to stand.
The lewd sounds coming from next to her were echoing into the future, the rather
bleak-looking immediate future, starting tomorrow!
The wet sucking noises were punctuated intermittently by small mewls and groans of
totally absorbed pleasure. And then it seemed as though she could hear similar sounds
coming from every night of the winter, sounds that Bob and Zelda and her father
would happily make while she lay cold and lonely in her bed at home! She burrowed
her head into Thor's shoulder to try and shut out the sounds, but it didn't help for they
were all in her mind. She wanted to run and jump into the pool and drown! But they
would save her, and besides that would really get her father into trouble, and she
couldn't do that to him! So She could do nothing but lie here in her father's arms and
listen in torment while Zelda and Bob made love.
Then another deep animal-like groan erupted beside Alice, causing her to jerk her head
around. Zelda had lifted her dress up over her hips and crawled up over Bob's body.
Obviously she had worn no panties as Alice had not heard the telltale noise of clothing
being removed. She was straddling him, the round brown of her tanned ass poised
directly over the hardness of his long thick, lust-bloated cock. Reaching back
underneath her body with her hand, she grasped his thick rod and guided it into her
hungry cunt. Alice held her breath as she saw the huge bulbous head of Bob's prick
make contact with the moist open flanges of Zelda's cunt. She watched her stepmother
move the lust-engorged cock up and down in the wetly glistening slit for a moment,
parting the dark curly pubic hair and then with a slight grunt, grinding her ass down
hard on it.
In hypnotized wonder, the fifteen year old's blue eyes opened wide as she watched the
brother's throbbing cock slide slowly up into the wet clasping lips of Zelda's devouring
cunt, making an obscene sluicing noise as it entered. Zelda ground down on it all the
way until all Alice could see was a tiny bit of the base of his cock protruding from the
tight moist lips surrounding it. She watched, frozen in a sort of self-pity, as Zelda began
a slow grinding, up and down movement with her ass rising in the air above Bob's loins
until just the tip of his rock-hard cock was left inside the warm enclosing sheath of her
quivering flesh. Then, with a little grunt each time, the curvaceous blond dropped
heavily back down on him, impaling herself completely with each long smooth fucking
stroke.
There was a tight restrictive feeling catching at Alice's young throat and digging deep
into her belly as she turned her head away once more. She thought how she should be
feeling the revulsion her mother would experience, watching a brother and sister make
love like that. Of course, her mother was repulsed by any love-making. All Alice felt,
though, was a strange light-fingered quivering deep between her own thighs. Closing
her eyes, she pressed her face back tightly into her father's shoulder, but still the vision
of a man's cock, wet and glistening, skewering into the moist softness of a woman's
cunt raced through her mind. She clenched her eyes shut but could not blot out the
lewd exciting picture. Their soft moans and the wet sucking noises of their illicit
intercourse drifting across to her ears magnified the obscene image a thousand times.
Meanwhile, Thor's hand ground harder into her young but fully rounded tit as he, too,
suddenly became aware of the wet coupling of the two bodies next to them. He gave a
sudden hard pinch against his daughter's soft rubbery nipple, sending a flash of pain
and pleasure shooting down the full length of her spine. She uttered a low helpless
groan into his ear, which was quickly choked off by the harsh pressure of his wet lips
clamping over hers. His tongue flicked moistly into her mouth, causing her body to
squirm again down against the couch cushion in an attempt to stem the flowing tide of
lust creeping over her. But he ground his pelvis tightly into hers, sliding his hand down
to the soft roundness of her ass and pulling her loins up tightly into his.
"Here?" she quavered.
"It's the only deserted spot in the place!" he whispered. "I'll bet you a hundred dollar
bill you won't find an empty room inside the house!"
Still, it was embarrassing to her and she tried to squirm away from him, but his
strength was too great, and she only succeeded in worsening her position. She didn't
dare struggle too much for fear of bringing attention to them. Bob and Zelda mustn't
know they were here! Yet that made no sense, she told herself. What was the matter
with her? It was probably that she still wished that it could be Bob! Yes, that was why
her body stiffened as she felt her father begin massaging the softly mounded cheeks of
her ass from behind and pulling her loins harder against his. As he ground against her,
his mouth still locked wetly to hers, she gasped and held her breath, feeling the rising
hardness under his pants pressing into her own moistening genitals. The sweet power
of the aphrodisiac punch wafted lazily through her bloodstream, intensifying the
sudden uncontrolled sensations beginning to course through her flesh against her will.
Again she clenched her blue eyes tightly shut and fought against it will all her strength.
But the strong fingers of his hand pinching teasingly against her swollen nipple and the
hardness of his lusty prick grinding into her panty-clad pussy brought further soft
moans of defenseless submission to her lips. Her very helplessness and the thought of
the winter ahead were too much for the tortured girl's mind.
Thor dropped his hand down between their tightly merged bodies to the flatness of her
belly. Her body jerked slightly as she felt her father's fingers sliding the material of her
dress up the front of her thighs. She moaned and tried again to pull away, using all her
will power to overcome the sensations building up against her will deep in the pit of
her stomach. She gasped and held her breath as she felt the hem of her dress reach the
top of her thighs and his fingers suddenly come into hot searing contact with the
softness of her naked belly.
As she felt him slipping a finger slowly under the tight elastic leg band of her panties,
an electrifying shock rippled along the firm smooth flesh of her thighs. She squirmed
back a little, whimpering helplessly as the tip of his middle finger found the narrow
sensitive slit of her cunt and fucked gently into it, parting the soft pubic hair and
making sudden delicious contact with her tiny throbbing clitoris. It was wet and
slippery from the unwanted desire that permeated her whole being, and she sucked her
breath tightly to hold back the groan of pleasure that she felt building deep in her
chest. She didn't dare make a sound. No matter what Bob was doing to his own sister,
it was still more embarrassing to have to resort to your own father for sex! There was
nothing she could do, however, and she found herself reacting involuntarily to the
maddening caresses of her tits and cunt. She was wet between her legs and found her
hips suddenly squirming in involuntary rhythm to the light teasing of Thor's fingers
searching lewdly between her thighs. Her body was going to desert her and... and why
not? Thor was her father, but he was a very exciting man, too. She had decided after
the last session that her mother must have had rocks in her head to let him get away!
Furthermore, this might be her last chance for a long time to make any love with
anybody at all! Why shouldn't she satisfy her own sex-starved body while the others did
the same thing? Rationalization after rationalization flooded through the brown haired
teenager's tortured mind. It was a lot easier to feel lust for a man for whom daughterly
devotion had never been allowed!
Suddenly her body pressed up against Thor in wild abandon, surprising him. He hadn't
really meant to take her if she resisted. No, he couldn't go that far. But now here she
was giving in almost without a struggle. Obviously she had reasoned away her silly
inhibitions once again. It would very likely be some time before she was completely free
of them, but she would make it, he thought with satisfaction. And so in response to her
gesture, he smashed his lips down on hers, his tongue probing wetly into her mouth.
She sucked on it wildly, letting her soft female body melt into his hard masculine flesh.
She could feel herself begin to tremble with forbidden excitement and her fear slowly
faded. He held the kiss long and hard, and she could feel a slight jerk where his loins
pressed into her stomach.
"Oh, my God, I do want to fuck you!" he breathed into her ear.
The words strangely excited her. She reached down between their bodies and boldly
stroked his prick, feeling more wicked than she ever had before. Her tits and thighs
tingled maddeningly.
He whispered hoarsely, "Take off your dress!" He was unable to wait any longer. Alice's
hand trembled as she reached behind her back and slid the zipper silently down from
her lower back to her ass, lifted the Snow White costume over her head, and dropped it
softly back across the couch. She reached behind her again and unsnapped her
brassiere, gasping suddenly as a cool rush of night air kissed the tips of her naked tits,
causing the tiny rounded nipples to jump into even harder erection. The brassiere, too,
she dropped to the seat of the couch. Her near nakedness at the poolside and at a party
where any number of other people could wander by at any time sent wicked chills
racing through her flesh, arousing her as she had never been aroused before. The
thought that she would soon be writhing in lust with own father on the white vinyl
couch where her own stepmother and her brother were making love at the other end
only added to the forbidden thrill now. She could hear Thor next to her struggling
rapidly out of his own tights and frilly shirt and she smiled at his obvious impatience to
get at her. Yes, she had finally decided that this was a night to enjoy more than
anything she had ever enjoyed so that the memory would last and last and last!
Lifting her pelvis up from the vinyl, she stripped her panties down over the fullness of
her thighs and pulled them from her legs, dropping them with her other clothes on the
couch. Then her father's hands reached out and began running hungrily over her naked
flesh. She sat still, her arms at her sides, trembling from the wicked sensations running
through her. He dropped his head to her titty, cupping it in one hand and sucked the
tiny throbbing nipple deep into his wet mouth. Alice groaned and swayed in the dim
light, almost collapsing back on the cushions. She glanced quickly over to where Bob
and Zelda were making love, then she allowed Thor to pull her backward on the couch
with him. He reached to open her legs, but she stopped his groping hands.
"Let's save that," she said softly. "I want to suck your cock now!" Alice could hear the
soft mewling pleadings of Zelda and laughed softly to herself. She recalled what had
happened when she had tried to suck Bob's cock! Now that she thought about it, she
was undoubtedly getting the better deal! Bob had a long way to go and a lot to learn if
he was going to compete with her daddy. There was a lot to say for Thor's rough lovemaking!
Hearing her lewdly exciting words caused Thor's cock to jerk in sudden hungry
anticipation as she moved against him. The muscular agent lay with his leg thrown over
her, his chin nestled against her shoulder. The wet sucking noises of Bob's lovemaking
to Zelda filtered over to them in a low continuous rhythm, punctuated by the low
moaning noises of Zelda's passion. Periodically, as Bob's hard cock fucked extra deep, a
slight whimper of surprised delight would erupt from her lips. This symphony of
sounds excited Thor even more. Alice could feel his already hardened prick, lying across
her thigh, throb almost in unison to the sounds of his wife's passionate groans.
"Are you ready, dear Daddy?" Alice whispered in his ear, the sounds exciting her as she
knew they were him.
"Yes," he said thickly, hardly able to get the words out of his throat.
"Now turn over on your back then," she whispered low, delighting in the giving of
orders to him!
She was rather surprised, really, at her own courage and boldness, but she wanted so
badly to make the experience memorable for both of them that she was pleased with
herself. The thought of having her father shoot his sperm deep into his daughter's
mouth thrilled her as her loins, stimulated by his finger caresses, seemed to become
more and more moist and warm with the passing seconds of her determination. Her
mother was crazy! Anything that made a person feel as good as this could not be bad!
Alice began slowly, first running her tongue wetly down the hollows of his neck and
over his hair-covered chest. She found the small male nipples and nipped gently at
them, not sure they would respond, but to her pleasant surprise they did, and she could
feel him twist slightly from the strange sensation. She didn't know much about the
male body yet and worked slowly to learn.
With one eager hand the girl reached down and grasped his lust-hardened prick
between her fingers as she worked lower and lower with her tongue licking wetly at his
naked flesh. She recalled the wild sensations that had run through her own body when
Zelda and Thor had licked at her navel on the camping trip and she conferred the same
on him, running her tongue hotly around inside it until she felt his stomach begin to
heave beneath her. He was hairy and she could feel the soft wiriness of it against her
lips and face as she moved. She clutched his prick more tightly in her fingers, drawing
back the foreskin in a teasing motion that brought lustful moans from his lips.
As she worked her way lower, the position became more uncomfortable. She crawled
over him then, pushing his legs apart and kneeling on all fours between his thighs with
her feet hanging over the end of the couch. Her face was over her father's loins now,
and she continued the gentle skinning of her fingers back and forth over his hardened
cock. Her lips were a bare inch away from the tip, and she opened her mouth and
breathed softly against it, allowing her hot breath to flow over the blood-sensitized tip
with a maddening slowness.
"Ooooohhhhhh, God! Suck it, honey," Alice heard him groan above her. His words
excited her as she was sure anyone around them could hear it. Her tongue flicked out,
the tip coming into warm wet contact with the head of Thor's cock, and she circled it
about the smooth rubbery flesh as he groaned and twisted from the cruel teasing he was
being subjected to. The tip of her slowly searching tongue found the tiny opening of the
glans at the end and darted wetly into it. It was already moist from the tiny droplets of
seminal fluid seeping through from his rising excitement.
Suddenly she noticed that the sharp pungent taste and odor caused her mouth to
salivate and her nostrils to flare slightly. Her hands dropped to the base of his huge
erected cock, and she cupped the soft smooth testicles gently with one of them, grazing
her nails tantalizingly over the hairy sperm-filled flesh. The other hand she placed at the
thick base of his cock where it soared upward from the curly sand-colored pubic hair
that covered his lower stomach. Pinching it between her thumb and forefinger, she
pulled down hard, skinning back the foreskin until the large red throbbing head stood
long and nakedly exposed against the softness of her young tender lips.
Alice began planting moist warm kisses around it with lust-driven passion, beginning at
the tip and tracing a path down the full length of it to the base and then wetly back up
to the tip again. She played longer than she knew she should while getting up the
courage to take the whole huge thing into her mouth!
But she was driving her father crazy. He could stand it no more! With a gurgle of lust
deep in his throat, he reached down with his hands, tangling them in her long brown
hair, and he thrust his loins upward with the strength of a bull. Alice resisted for a
moment, doubts running wildly through her mind, but it was too late. The thick
spongy head fucked inside, crushing through her soft moist lips, between the whiteness
of her teeth and into the moist saliva of her mouth. She could feel the spongy stiff
substance rub the full length of her tongue, almost embedding itself deep in her throat.
She closed her eyes to try to concentrate on not choking! Saliva seemed to fill her
mouth, all of it, except that part filled by her father's great fleshy prick now protruding
banana-like from her ovaled lips.
"Ooooohhhhh, God, honey, your mouth is just like butter," she heard him murmur as
he began a slow rhythmic undulation of his hips up into her face.
"Tighten your lips, sweetheart, and suck harder," he hissed from above her head, his
voice coarse and thick from lust.
Following his instructions, Alice felt at the same time the excitement growing in her
own body from the mean debasing thought of her mouth being used this way by her
father as he had used her cunt once before. She sucked demon-like, swishing her
tongue wetly with as vengeance around and around the throbbing cock-head that was
fucking in and out of her widely stretched lips. She sucked to end it, her head bobbing
like a cork in stormy seas over his pumping loins. The masochistic joy of being used,
used like a cheap whore, permeated her body as tingling permissive mewling sounds
came from her lips locked tightly around his fucking rod of lusty flesh. He was going to
pump his lewd white sperm into her mouth until it ran from the edges of her lips in
sticky trails of blissful sensation that could be matched by nothing else in the world!
At the same time, on the other end of the couch, Zelda was still sliding wildly up and
down Bob's rock-hard cock. He had been vaguely aware that Thor and the beautiful
young brown-haired girl that he had admired earlier were beginning to make love next
to them. Despite his own involvement with his sister, he had stolen a glance over his
shoulder as the beautiful girl began to undress. God, she was really good looking, he
thought, as her tanned and ivory body slowly emerged from her clothing. Then his
attention was drawn back to Zelda as she began to move more and more wildly over
him.
As his sister labored heavily to finish it, Bob could see the end coming for both of them.
He heard her groan loudly just as he felt his own explosion deep within the tight wet
confines of her cunt shooting its fiery liquid deep up inside her. Both of their bodies
quivered for a moment, emptying themselves against each other, and then she collapsed
on him with a sigh of relief.
After catching her breath, Zelda slowly crawled from her young brother's satiated body,
his deflated cock slipping wetly from her cum-filled cunt with a soft sucking noise. Bob
then turned toward the other couple and tried to focus his eyes to see more clearly, but
he couldn't. The marvelous punch and the final wild race for fulfillment with Zelda had
dulled his senses. At the moment, the two on the other end of the white couch were
just a softly moving blur.
Finally he could see that the beautiful girl was hunched on all fours between Thor's
hairy legs. Her face was poised just above his huge, swollen prick. He heard his
brother-in-law ask her to suck him and could see that he was half-mad with lust. The
girl started to lean forward, her gorgeous brown hair spilling down over the agent's
heaving belly, then at the last moment she hesitated, as if she were not sure she really
wanted to do this. Bob was excited! She was a novice, much like himself. If she had
never sucked cock before, he knew of something else she probably hadn't done either.
The young man was anxious to make up for lost time. What fun it would be to take
another slow beginner along with him!
He watched with anticipation as Thor reached up and tangled his hands in her hair,
pulling her mouth down hard onto his cock. Bob stared with amazement as the huge
flesh prick with its bloated red head disappeared up into the girl's reluctant mouth. It
looked for a moment as if her lips would split from the pressure, it was so big. But in it
went, and in another moment, the girl was furiously sucking and mewling over Thor.
The young bachelor watched almost in a trance, hypnotized by the lewd sight of a
lovely woman performing this debasing act right in front of his eyes. Her taut full tits
were dancing under her body as she was buffeted back and forth by Thor's wild lunges
into her face, his cock sinking obscenely out of sight into her slavering mouth just
underneath the contrasting material of her little purple mask. He could feel his own
depleted cock jerking back to life from the excitement of watching this strangely
exciting scene as well as thought of what he wanted to do next.
It was all over for Harris, Bob saw. The man's insanely tormented prick seemed to
inflate to enormous size as a rapturous scalding jet of semen erupted deep in his balls
and rushed forcefully along the palpitating shaft of his wildly jerking organ to spurt
finally from the huge lust-bloated head far back into the brown-haired girl's soft young
throat.
"Aaaaarrrrrrhhhhhhggggggggg!" Bob could hear the tortured man shout again and
again as orgiastic surges of energy shot through his bucking, flailing body.
Desperately his clutching hands gripped the brown head tightly, and he cruelly fucked
his erupting cock far back into her eagerly clasping throat. Bob heard her gasp out a
muffled groan as the first hot onrush of the spewing liquid flooded into her mouth,
filling it, expanding her cheeks until they were swollen with hot sperm. Bob watched in
fascination as she swallowed greedily, choking and sucking on the searing male fluid,
seemingly anxious not to lose a single drop. She continued to milk the ejaculating
organ with lewd abandon, completely lost in her rapture.


Chapter 6


As soon as it was over for them, Bob found himself on his feet, moving toward the
sprawled, just finished couple with deep excitement. He knew that at these parties, once
a man was satisfied, another man was free to take over and that's what he intended to
do before she could regain her equilibrium! She was sprawled on the couch in exactly
the position he wanted, her ass waving almost in the air. He moved fast.
Almost before Thor could move out of the way, Bob had lifted her ass up higher so that
she was in kneeling position. The girl swayed there obscenely below him, not even
realizing what was happening, her rounded white ass thrust back toward him. He stood
above her, between her ankles, his monstrous cock, once again lust-hard and swollen,
standing out in front of him, the thin blue veins pulsing in its anger-bloated head.
"W... what's happening?" she finally asked, still dazed.
"A brand new experience," he told her. "Want one with me?"
With relief, Alice recognized Bob's voice. Oh, at last, she exulted to herself. "Y... yes!"
she said enthusiastically.
Hearing definite anticipation in her voice, he stooped and, grabbing both her ankles, he
pressured them out slowly, pulling her legs apart.
"My God, what are you doing?" she asked then in a whimper as a cool rush of night air
brushed between her thighs. She tried to rise but he pushed his hand down into the
small of her back, pressing her flat against the couch again. She struggled for a moment
and then lay still, her body shaking from her strange position before the unknown!
Bob dropped to his knees between her open legs, running his hands over the long firm
muscles of her claves and up the inside of her thighs to the moistened interior of her
legs. The sperm-smeared cleft between them was deep and inviting. Bob stared down at
the beautiful skin and then slowly drew apart the soft white mounds of her asscheeks.
Alice groaned and tried to tense them together again, but he dug his fingers hard into
the soft flesh, and she was forced to relax enough to let him spread them apart as he
wished.
Zelda Harris moved nearer to watch. Bob was certainly a changed man, and she hoped
Thor wouldn't stop him. A woman had to get it sooner or later, and it was good to see
her brother charge in like this! Thor had no intentions of interfering with another
man's fuck. No, sir! They both listened to Bob suck in his breath as the tiny ring of soft
tender anal flesh came into view. He pushed one hand down and thrust experimentally
at the interfolded ring with his middle finger. Alice jumped and cried out as she felt the
unnatural contact with the tight rubbery opening and she lurched forward to try to
escape the lewd intrusion she was guessing was about to come.
"You'll love it," Zelda suddenly boomed out. "Not at first, maybe, but you just wait!"
It was clear that they were not going to help her, and elated, Bob thrust forward again,
sinking his middle finger to the first knuckle up into her futilely resisting asshole.
"Aaaaauuuugggghhhh, God!" she gasped piteously and clenched her asscheeks together
as tightly as she could, trapping her lewd lover's hand between the hardened cheeks.
"Open it," he ordered loudly, pushing down with all his strength and popping his
finger through the desperate but useless resistance past the second knuckle. She
groaned aloud and relaxed in piteous submission, her ass limp to be used as he wished.
I'll love it, she repeated to herself over and over, unable yet to believe Zelda's words 
and yet trying to do so.
As Bob scoured his finger into her abused asshole, widening it and preparing it for the
greater assault to come, Zelda could see his other hand stroking and readying his thick
veined cock for the grand experiment. She doubted that he had ever done it before, and
she was happy as she saw his crude methods, that he had not chosen her to
"experiment" on! He was pulling back the thick foreskin of his hardened cock, exposing
the huge round bulbous head. It looked especially monstrous, considering where he
intended to put it! He then aimed it directly at the tiny puckered hole, now stretched
wide from the rummaging of his middle finger.
Again he opened her asscheeks wide with his thumbs, withdrawing his finger and
leaning forward to drop spittle from his lips to moisten and lubricate his entry. Then he
leaned forward, pressing the whole of his body into her back. The thick full length of
his cock lay jammed into the crack of her ass, the tip resting against the tiny throbbing
hole, wet from his saliva. Levering himself up on his elbows, he pushed slightly with his
hips for a moment, directing his rock-hard prick straight into the tightly clenched
nether hole!
Zelda had been holding her breath for what seemed an eternity as she watched him
make his preparation. She knew he had not recovered from the punch sufficiently to
really know what the hell he was doing except that he was doing it. She groaned, half in
pity for Alice and half in lust as she saw the unrelenting rod pop through the tight
restricting ring of rubbery flesh and saw Alice pitch forward on her belly in shock. She
watched with open mouth as she saw the tiny stretching asshole slipping over and
clasping the tip of Bob's cock like a tight rubber band. He grinned above the girl as
though he were giving her the greatest pleasure in the world and thrust his hips down
hard, sinking his bloated rod of lust-hardened male flesh halfway to the hilt.
"Aaaaaaagggggghhhhhh! God! No!" Alice screamed in pain, the cry muffled by her fear
that it would bring someone else running and she would be even further embarrassed
than she already was! But she flailed her legs out on either side of him, struggling
hopelessly to resist the cruel impalement.
Her pretty white ass jerked and twisted beneath him, trying to throw him off, but her
desperate struggles only worsened her obscene position. With each frantic buck of her
body his cock skewered into her tightly resisting asshole another cruel and painful inch,
until finally, as she gasped out the last of her strength, Bob's lewdly thick cudgel slipped
unimpeded into the warm rubbery depths of her rectum to the hilt! She jerked
spasmodically for a moment and then lay still to ease the pain of the cruel and complete
occupation of her rectum. It was useless to resist further as each throb of her skewered
body only served to widen and stretch the tiny hole to greater and more painful
dimensions.
"Oooooohhhh, what a tight little asshole," Bob hissed through clenched teeth above
her. He was having second thoughts about what he had tried. It was only something he
had heard about! In spite of his desire to begin fucking into her asshole immediately, he
reached down, grasping her soft flaring hips in his hands and pulled her back up to her
knees, bending her body almost double before him. With determination, he ground his
teeth together and took several long smooth strokes up between her asscheeks, bringing
further groans of pain and humiliation to her tortured Ups each time he fucked
forward.
Meanwhile, Thor had moved so he was standing right next to the obscenely coupled
pair. He was clearly going out of his mind. His own cock had begun to swell as he
watched the lewdly exciting spectacle in front of him. Putting down the glass of punch,
he bent down and began to run his hands wildly over Alice's tits and back, pinching
and pulling at the soft flesh until he could stand it no longer.
Then he demanded of the preoccupied Bob, "Turn her over!" Barely hearing his pleas,
Bob turned his head toward the agent as he continued fucking into the girl's
shuddering body. It was a moment before he understood what his brother-in-law
wanted.
Then he locked his hands tightly to Alice's hips and rolled over to the side, pulling her
backwards on top of him. His huge throbbing prick was still embedded deep inside her
asshole as she lay full length on her back tight against his stomach and chest. Her legs
splayed out limply on the outside of his legs, a low pleading mewl coming from her wet
tortured lips.
Thor lost no time. He leaped over between her widespread legs, straddling Bob's knees
and pushed her milk-white and tanned thighs farther apart. He grasped his hard aching
cock in his hands and guided it without a moment's delay deep into the moist open
cavern of her pussy.
"Ooooohhhh," the helpless girl groaned as it slithered deep inside her belly, joining
Bob's lust-bloated cock already buried there in her rectum. She lay moaning and
sobbing from the pain, sandwiched between the two of them, doubly impaled on their
cocks like an insect on a display board, with only the thin wall of flesh between her
asshole and cunt separating the two vicious instruments of torture.
Thor, already in a half-alcoholic and half lust-crazed daze from watching Bob's rape of
her asshole began to fuck furiously into her hot moist pussy while Bob fucked up
beneath with long hard strokes into the depths of her rectum. It took a moment, but
they finally achieved a natural rhythm, buffeting her between them like a sack of soft
resilient foam rubber. Alice was uttering a single low whine which went on and on all
the time they ground into her, interrupted occasionally by a deep grunt from her chest
as they smacked into her body with harder and harder force.
Paradoxically, she actually felt safer when her father joined in even though the two
thick cudgels skewered into her widely spread loins like twin battering rams, the moist
long cocks, wet their full lengths from the defenseless teenager's cuntal secretions, now
sliding easily in and out of her. The hair-fringed pink edges of her cunt drew back with
Thor's cock on the outstroke and then disappeared back inside as he fucked it home
again deep in her quivering belly. The same was true with the tight clasping hole of her
widely stretched asshole as Bob screwed into it with a demonic fury. On and on it went
as a bigger and bigger circle grew around the plunging trio, excited by the obscene
spectacle of the two men ravishing the helpless young girl between them at the same
time.
Then something absolutely impossible happened! Alice's low whining moans of pain
began to change, imperceptibly at first, and then there was no doubt. It had become a
low whimper of lustful pleading. She was beginning to enjoy it!
Perhaps this strange masochistic joy came from the very helplessness of her position or
from the lewd obscene thought of being fucked half to death by two men at once like
this and one of them her own father. But whatever it was, she felt it, and her hips
began to move backwards to meet the upthrust of her father's brother-in-law cramming
his into her rectum and then forward again to swallow the whole of her father's fucking
cock into her suddenly heated pussy. Her entire body undulated between the two men,
and her ass moved in tiny abandoned circles.
"Oooooohhhhh! Ooooohhhh! Aaaaaahhhh!" she chanted on and on in time to their
crushing fucks against her cunt and rectum. Wilder and wilder they became, punishing
her between them like a puppet. All three of their coarse groans intermingled in a lewd
symphony of mad sexual abandonment. Then she screamed, "Aaaaaaaahhhhhhgg!"
Then she seemed to be bursting. "Aaaaaauuuuuhhhggg! Oh God, keep on! Keep on!
I'm cummmming! I'mmmm ccccuuummmiiinnnggg!!!"
Out of her mind with desire now, the helpless young girl began sobbing out her orgasm
that seemed to go on and on until it seemed that it would never stop. The two men,
sensing their total conquest of her body and mind, both fucked forward and at the same
time embedded their suddenly wildly ejaculating cocks deep up into her pussy and
rectum and pumped their sperm far, far up into her heaving belly. They collapsed in a
spent and satiated heap for a moment. Thor rolled from the top of her body. His prick
was still hard in spite of his orgasm and slipped from her widely stretched cunt with a
wet sucking noise that could be heard all around the pool. Alice lay flat on her back on
top of Bob. His cock was still embedded deep in her asshole, and she looked as though
she were in a giddy daze but finally her smile faded, and a tiny tear crept out of her eye
and rolled down the soft purple mask.
"Oh, Daddy," she cried. "What am I going to do all winter!"
Thor leaned over her, picking her up bodily off Bob's exhausted, deflated prick and
cradled her in his strong arms.
"Don't you worry one little bit, baby," he told her. "Your old daddy will fix you up just
fine!
Alice had no idea what he meant or what he thought he could possible do, but the next
day, when he and Zelda took her to the train, there was a man waiting there with a
special cage. Thor excused himself for a minute and went over to the man, took out his
wallet to give him something, and then brought the cage back to Alice.
"I told you I'd fix you up," he told the surprised girl.
"For... for me?" she asked, wondering now her mother would take her having a dog!
"For you, honey," he said, "and if your mother objects, you just tell her I'm sending her
more money to pay for the dog food!"
Well a dog to play with was certainly better than being so alone, and after all, what else
could he do? She knew how to take care of her sexual needs with her own fingers, and
the dog would be marvelous company.
"Oh, Daddy," she sobbed on his big shoulder. "I always wanted a dog or... or
something!"
Well, her mother wasn't crazy about having a dog in the house, but there was nothing
she could do about Alice's enthusiastic promises to keep it clean and keep the house
clean and feed it and walk it if only she could keep it! It was obviously a shepherd, and
in no time at all, it was a very large shepherd and absolutely devoted to his young
mistress, who fed him and brushed him, and let him sleep on the throw rug beside her
bed. It felt so good to Alice to have someone to talk to even if he couldn't understand.
Her mother had suggested the name, Rover, and although Alice thought the name
terribly unimaginative, she decided to let her mother name him. Maybe the older
woman would feel better about keeping him if she did!
Alice delighted in watching Rover grow into a kind of awkward adolescence. He was so
lovable that way, but he was also very big and powerful now and she had to be strict
about making him mind because if he pushed against anything, it went flying! But he
was good. She could tell that it pleased him to please her and the sincerity of his
emotions often moved her to tears, and at such times she thought with nostalgia of the
vacation at her father's house.
Mostly she thought of it as she was going to bed and began slowly to undress, aware of
just how sensuous an act that could be now, since her awakening. She slipped her dress
upwards, exposing her young sleek calves and then the well-rounded thighs. The dress
snaked its way almost lewdly up over her head and her beautiful torso emerged. With a
flick of her fingers, her white cotton brassiere fell, and the full beauty of her ripely
swelling tits swung into freedom. They stood high and proud in the light, their turgid
nipples standing out like chocolate drops on the luscious white mounds, and then they
peaked higher as she raised her arms high over her head, pulling up her long brown
hair, then releasing it to cascade softly down over her alluring shoulders.
She was almost naked now, in just her sandals and the little cotton panties her mother
insisted she wear. She turned and bent over slowly, then drew the panties slowly down
over the gently curved hips and asscheeks, brushing them sensuously against her
smooth thighs and calves, discarding them at her feet by the dress. She kicked off the
sandals, and then all her delicious nakedness was exposed!
She stretched up languorously in the same ritual every night and with the same need.
Oh God, she needed a man. She needed the way a man could release her... or men for
that matter! She was thinking of the crazy double-fuck she had been submitted to and
smiled with nostalgia. God, what a beautiful memory! But all she had for the winter
were her own fingers, and the same thing was happening that happened before. After
she had finger-fucked herself for awhile, she no longer found it palatable. It wasn't that
she had any left-over inhibitions about such things. It was just that her own fingers
could never be as satisfying as actually making love. Maybe she ought to try to do
without it. Some people did! Like her mother!
So fighting with herself one night, she lay back on the bed. Yet, almost as if it were
acting under its own power, one of her hands strayed to her tits and began tweaking
the soft nipples into madly throbbing hardness. She groaned involuntarily and her legs
scissored open, exposing the thin slit of her cunt, nestled teasingly in the soft hair
between her thighs. Against her will, her body began to work itself into a burning lust.
Her nakedly exposed ass twisted against the mattress as though she were trying to bury
herself in it. Sheer wanton desire reflected in her eyes.
Alice was writhing lasciviously now, as if being attacked by some unseen lover. Her
hands were running over her body as though out of control. Her fingertips danced over
the flat ivory belly and came to rest together at the vee of her soft curl-covered pussy
mound. She groaned at the sudden contact of her own hands with the moist slit
between her thighs and pulled her knees up, her toes curled down into the mattress.
It was then that for the first time, Rover jumped on to the bed, disturbed by the frantic
actions of his young mistress. He whined in alarm over her quivering body, his nose
thrusting into her naked belly.
"Go away, Rover!" she laughed. What are you doing up here?"
Rover had never really been aware of her doing this before. But now he could smell the
pungent, musky odor that was emanating from her thoroughly aroused cunt, and a
spasm of excitement shook his great hairy body as if he had smelled a bitch in heat. He
lowered his head to his mistress's soft moist pussy flesh and began to sniff, his tail
wagging and trembling.
As his cold nose suddenly made contact with her tiny puckered asshole, Alice jerked.
She was on the verge of trying to push the excited animal off the bed when his tongue
snaked out and licked wetly up and down the crevice of her ass, the tip burrowing
slightly into the outer fleshy anal ring. An excited shudder passed through the young
girl's naked body, and she was unable to muster a single coherent thought for a
moment as a lightning bolt of delicious sensation rippled over her helpless flesh.
Automatically trying to squirm away, she was caught when the huge dog began to
greedily lap at the narrow pink slit up between her open thighs. He ran his red tongue
wetly the full length of it, from the tightly closed little ring of her anus, up over the
fluted pink edges of her cunt and up to the tiny sensation-filled bud atop her pubic
mound. His great tongue wetly spread through the soft hair-covered swelling like a
knife through hot butter. It flicked relentlessly between the girl's widely spread legs,
stopping sporadically to curl its way deep inside her convulsing cunt. She jerked
spasmodically as she squirmed under the shepherd, eagerly lapping and sniffing at her
vulnerable loins.
Soft mewls of involuntary pleasure were coming from her lips, pleasure she was not at
all sure she should have, but that thick slithering tongue licking at her was driving her
insane, forcing her to enjoy the forbidden sensations that she knew she should
completely reject. Raising her hands, she held them high in indecision for a moment
above her squirming body, then dropping them to grasp the beloved dog's ears.
As the young dog lifted his head from her warmly streaming cunt to nose her over on
her stomach in servile surrender, Alice groaned again. Her resistance was gone under
the maddening tongue which had so mercilessly lapped her pussy. She was enslaved by
the huge young beast panting over her, her quivering body spread-eagled, face down
now on the bed. The huge head lowered again, the thick tongue slithering into the
exposed crack between the moaning girl's asscheeks. Lasciviously, she twisted her hips
back toward the slavering shepherd behind her, spreading the ivory-white cheeks of her
ass to give the dog full access to her tiny brown anus. She was past all shame, all caring,
desiring onto have her need fulfilled. His long animal tongue lashed wetly at her for
another long moment, and then Rover stopped and began nuzzling under the lustparalyzed 
girl's crotch, pushing his huge head between her pelvis and the mattress and
finally raising her loins into a lewd uptilted position.
What he wanted was plain, and the girl obediently knelt, elevating her spread ass,
bending before the huge animal in abject surrender. The relentless red tongue had
lashed her to servile defeat... crushed her resistance with its vigorous and unremitting
attack on her most sensitive flesh. Besides, Alice was beginning to have new ideas
concerning the reason her father had given her a dog, a male dog, after all!
The beautiful teenager was now on all fours on her bed, and the giant dog mounted the
spread rounds of her ass, paws clutching at her back. His glistening scarlet prick
extended from its huge sheath, dripping, the tapered point slipping and dancing in her
hot wet crack as the animal trembled and tried to bury the sharp point and thick shaft
deep inside her body.
Sobbing now with ardent desire, Alice looked back, shifting her ass to try to capture the
lengthening lusty dog-shaft. Like a bitch in heat she strove to sheath the long scarlet
organ in her voracious young cuntal hole. But the sharp tip missed, slipped up to find
Alice's momentarily relaxed asshole, and attempted to enter her there. With a cry of
surprise, the girl tensed, evading the bending, up-sliding rod in fright, but the dog
returned immediately to the attack, having tasted a measure of success. The dog was
thrusting mindlessly, blindly now, the thin point of his prick sliding unsuccessfully
beneath, into the soft hair-nested cuntal crack, rubbing against her lust-swollen clitoris.
The hot scarlet of his cock contrasted startlingly with the fever-pink of the brown
haired girl's lust-inflamed cunt, spreading the lips wider as his still unhoused shaft
rubbed between her legs.
Rover was bucking madly behind his moaning mistress, trying to skewer her on the
still-lengthening taper of his huge dripping prick. Out of control, he growled in
frustration as his mistress in desperation reached back and grabbed the slippery animal
organ and guided the point of it up into the hungering slit of her cunt, spreading it
apart wider and wider with each forward fuck. Finally he jerked forward and buried the
huge cudgel deep inside the squirming girl's pinkly grasping cunt. It slithered forward
with a lewd wet rush until it was sunk to the hilt, his hairy balls swinging below her
passion-damp pubic hair. A moan of relief came from Alice's contorted lips as she
began to move rhythmically backwards to meet the thrust of the panting dog. As his
forelegs trapped her waist, she began to undulate her body and move her ass in lewd
circles, abandoning herself to the delicious animal fucking she was receiving from
behind. Her face was contorted in rapture from the vicious fucking the huge dog was
giving her. Her full taut tits danced tightly beneath her writhing torso, moving in time
to the shepherd's skewering cock as it fucked deeply into her from behind, a long hot
poker of glistening flesh burying itself relentlessly in her welcoming belly.
Swaying obscenely before the unching body of her beloved pet, Alice was completely
out of her mind with lust now and shouting lewd encouragement to the dumb beast
through clenched teeth. She was begging him to fuck her harder and faster and to spew
his cum far up into her devouring cunt. In her madness she wanted to be filled with
the-animal semen that would soon be bursting out of him. She was no longer human
herself. She was a sweating mass of lust-deranged flesh that begged to be subjugated.
She was reveling in humiliation at being screwed by this panting beast and ground her
ass back against his hairy jerking body like another animal. Her body was glistening as
tiny droplets ran slowly down the backs of her thighs onto the bed. Crazy random
pictures flashed through her mind of her father and Zelda grinning at her, and her own
face contorted into a return grin!
Finally a loud cry issued from Alice's young throat as she writhed under the hairy
bucking body of her gift from that other world. She was twisting her head wildly from
side to side, her brown hair flailing on the mattress. She was in the beginning throes of
a violent orgasm and screwed her ass back greedily against the shepherd like a shedemon 
gone insane. The giant animal's tongue hung red and wet from his mouth as he
fucked into her waving ass from behind. Saliva dripped from it, mingling with the sweat
on her back.
Suddenly she screamed and rammed back fiercely against the dog just as he jerked
forward and his cock began spitting its sperm in hard thin spurts deep into her clasping
cunt. Alice's whitely rounded ass began contracting uncontrollably, signaling her own
orgiastic upheaval deep in her quivering belly. Thick trails of the slippery cum ran
down the ivory columns of her thighs. Her ass glistened, displaying soaked pubic hair
and pink flesh as she pitched forward on her face on the bed, the rapidly deflating
animal cock slipping from her mauled cuntal hole with a sucking noise that echoed
lewdly through the room.
Rover stood above her, wagging his tail in obvious appreciation and perhaps the desire
to play that game again! In a last act of obscene depravity, he dropped his huge furry
head to her widely spread loins and licked at the white sticky liquid oozing from her
still quivering cunt. He gulped at it hungrily until at last there was no more, and then
he lay down contentedly between his mistress's open legs, his giant head nuzzled gently
into the soft vee of her ravished pelvis.
Alice paid no attention at all to this last indignity or the fact that her huge pet was up
on the bed instead of down on the rug where he belonged. Her mind was far away into
the past or the future, it didn't matter which. She was kissing her daddy and Zelda in
gratitude for the wonderful life they had opened for her... and she wasn't kissing them
her thank-yous on the lips, either!
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Chapter 1


At last, back home in Texas! There was no place in the world like Texas, Terry
Wainwright thought... No place else where people lived so bold and free and
passionate, yet so strongly rooted to the land... grazing land for huge herds of cattle,
land rich in oil, land saturated in a mystique of masculine prowess that never lost its
power for the beautiful redheaded girl. How she had missed the endless plains, which
stretched in infinite vastness toward the horizon, parched golden now by the blazing
summer sun.
From her bedroom window she could see young Peter Hennings out in the corral
working out Firebrand, the sleek black stallion he had just broken... And from the
kitchen below she could smell the fresh coffee and sausages that Bessie, the
housekeeper, was fixing. Bessie had been almost like a mother to Terry, had nursed her
as a baby, and cared for her as a young girl. After Terry was orphaned, Bessie had
become even more of a mother to her. And she wondered now, did Bessie know her
secret? Bessie somehow always seemed to know everything, yet if she did, she had never
let on.
Yes, it was good to be home. Here in the great open spaces of Texas she felt herself
again, unconstrained, free, and, at eighteen, a full-blooded, almost grown woman. It
had been so different back east, in the confining, rigid atmosphere of the Bromley
Boarding School in Connecticut where she had spent the last three years.
Her room now was exactly as it had always been, and she derived tremendous pleasure
from its warm familiarity. The lavender gingham curtains were blowing in the warm
morning breeze, just lightly billowing over the old oak bedpost, as she lay atop the
cotton quilt her grandmother had made and given her when she was very small, its
brightly colored pinwheel patterns so comforting in their playful innocence...
Terry rolled her head contentedly now on the crisp white linen pillow case, causing her
long blonde tresses to unfurl in a fan-like aura of golden splendor, her lovely smile full
of joy as she gazed with clear blue eyes out the window, watching with fascination as
Peter demonstrated his mastery over the once wild stallion. Peter had been away, too...
had left a year before Terry had, to study at Princeton. And he, too, seemed somehow
changed. His boyish good looks had lost their innocence, yet his most striking
characteristic remained the same – his intensity. And he rode the horse now with the
fierce concentration of energy that was so typically Peter.
Terry lay deliciously naked atop the cheerful quilt, her head slightly raised to see over
the twin peaks of her firm, large breasts.
Three years! Was it possible? Yes... she'd been fifteen when Uncle Craig had decided to
send her east to school. It was the only decent thing to do, he had said. And at the time
she had hated him bitterly for it, hated him with a passion, childishly swearing never to
return, never to set foot on the ranch again. But time had mellowed the pain... time and
delicious fantasies of their reunion.
Uncle Craig and the portly black housekeeper Bessie – they had been her parents after
her own mother and father were killed when their small private plane crashed in a
lightning storm. But Uncle Craig had been so much more to her, too...
Yes, it felt good to be home, but deep in her belly a disturbing feeling was beginning to
grow, beginning to eat away at the first flush of her joy at being home. For Uncle Craig
had married last year, married the foreman, Harry Martin's, widow, Maria. She had
heard about it in a letter, and she had been depressed for weeks.
How could he have done it? How could he have done that to her... betrayed her love for
him so totally, first by sending her away and then by marrying that little Mexican bitch.
Oh, she was good enough for a lout like Harry Martin... maybe too good for him... but
Uncle Craig didn't love her, couldn't love her... it was impossible, for she, Terry, was
his only love... except of course for his dead wife – Peter and his sister Alyssa's mother
– but she had died more than a decade ago.
Abruptly, Terry swung from the bed, her happy mood at awakening in her own bed for
the first time in so many years, all but replaced by a more sullen turn of mind. But it
wasn't Uncle Craig's fault... it was that damned bitch, that damned Maria Martin... she
had manipulated her way into Craig's heart, taken what was rightfully Terry's... How
could Craig ever feel for anyone else what he had felt for Terry...
Slowly, the exquisite eighteen-year-old blonde arose and walked toward the bath. Three
years at that ridiculous school with no one but Sara Wilkens, her roommate, to admire
her perfect ivory nakedness. She paused before the full length mirror at the door, gazing
appreciatively at what she saw her high-set, rounded, widely spaced breasts, so firm and
proud; their ruby nipples distended from the warm brush of air caressing them from
the window... her slender girlish waist that gently swelled into round provocative hips, a
flat smooth tummy, long, full, well-tapered thighs, curvaceous calves and nicely formed
ankles. She caught her long, pale blonde hair in her hand, the movement causing her
erect, rotund breasts to jut forth in full bloom...
Subconsciously, she smoothed her hands down over them and along her slightly
delineated ribs to the smoothness of her belly and through the soft entanglement of
silken hair covering the gentle swell at the erotic vee of her loins. She trembled and felt
the flush in her cheeks at her almost wanton stroking of her own body...
And thoughts of Uncle Craig immediately flooded her brain... the memories of a
twelve-year-old woman-child whose budding breasts and sparse, hair-sprinkled mound
barely announced her puberty... a slender frightened child who, in the. aftermath of the
loss of both her parents, found solace in the arms of her handsome Uncle, her mother's
brother, Craig.
"Don't worry, my darling," he had comforted her. "As long as I'm alive, you'll always
have someone to take care of you. " His arms held the young child tightly, gently, as
she cried into the comforting strength of his masculine shoulders...
Now Terry stared at the mirror, not seeing herself, remembering what had taken place
in this very house almost six years earlier... Somehow, somehow, she had known then
what it was she wanted and needed from the powerfully built man who was her new
guardian... Somehow, the overwhelming emotions that had been stirred in her at the
death of her parents had aroused in both of them intensely passionate sexual feelings.
And Terry had known... somehow she had known... what it was she needed from Uncle
Craig...
"Kiss me, Uncle," she had asked through her sobs... The pain of her loss was dissolving
and through her tears she was aware then only of her Uncle's body near hers, aware of
nothing beyond them. Nothing existed then but she and her uncle. He had kissed her
lightly, avuncular, on the lips... so softly, but then, somehow, his lips had lingered there
and he was holding her tightly against him. The warmth of his strong body was so
comforting to her as his hand ran tenderly through her hair... but the kiss didn't stop at
her lips it travelled about her face as if with a life of its own... to her forehead, her eyes,
her cheeks and then back to her mouth.
"I love you so," he had breathed.
"Do you, Uncle Craig, do you?"
"Oh God!" he moaned hoarsely, his voice thick with feeling. Terry could remember still
how he had hugged her to him and then began to run his big warm hand beneath her
skirt, up her legs, over her quivering belly to her tiny breasts, kissing her intermittently
as he fondled and taunted the tiny nipples that peaked the little mounds of flesh, until
she tingled all over... while his hand had smoothed down over her tummy to the puffy
little swelling so neatly creased by the pink slit where the tiny blonde hairs grew on
either side, and he had done things to her with his gentle finger that had sent waves of
joy soaring through her whole body. Then, before either of them had even realized
what was happening, he had slipped down in the couch and was between her widely
spread legs, his big hands warmly cupping her buttocks, his face snugly fitted into her
young loins, his hot tongue splaying the lips of her pussy as it licked and taunted the
sensitive pink flesh within... even slithering downward between her bottom-cheeks to
tickle the hole of her tiny anus while he held her legs up high and pressed back against
her small breasts.
Oh, God! she thought. How beautiful it had been! And then, somehow, Lord knows
how it had happened, but oh, how wonderful it was as his big hard juicy cock found its
way to her mouth... and she had sucked and sucked on his sweet hot cock with her
childish mouth until his love juice spurted into her mouth and she swallowed it.
Now, staring at her enticing naked body in the mirror, she thought that it must be a
wonderful release when one came. She had never known the pleasure; not with her
uncle, not even with her roommate Sara Wilkens. It had been nice with Sara, of course,
but making love with a girl couldn't compare to what it had been like sucking her
uncle's wonderful penis... as she had done so many times for the next few years. But
one thing Craig Henning's never did was take his niece's precious virginity.
But then had come their separation. Even now, as she thought of it, she could still feel
the pain it had caused her...
"Darling Terry," he had said, "We have to end this... it never should have begun in the
first place... you were just a child... still are. I don't know," he had added thoughtfully,
"Sometimes the emotions in reaction to a tragedy can tear down boundaries that are
best left untouched..."
"Oh no! Uncle Craig! What are you saying?" She cried hysterically.
"You're the same age as my own daughter, Alyssa... and soon you'll be a woman... You
have to forget me now, you must think about finding a young man and making a life of
your own..."
She had clung to him frantically, every inner fiber of her body caught up in the
whirlpool of the spontaneous fear he had brought into being within her. To live without
Uncle Craig! She could only see a vast black abyss of nothingness stretching out before
her...
But in time the painful void had been filled, mundanely, prosaically, with school and its
rigorously scheduled if meaningless activities...
But now she was home... and all could be so wonderful again between them, if only... if
only it weren't for Maria Martin.


Chapter 2


Peter Hennings could see the sweat beading now on Firebrand's sleek black neck, and
he brought the horse to a halt, dismounting and letting him wander about the corral
alone, more accustomed now than an hour ago, to the control of a rider. Soon, it would
be completely broken... a magnificent creature, it had been a challenge to Peter... a
challenge like his cousin Terry would be.
He took the white Stetson from his head and fanned his face with it as he strode from
the corral. It was only ten, but already the sun was strong. It would be hot today, real
hot...
He walked toward the ranch house thinking of his cousin... So Terry Wainwright was
back... his dad's precious little niece. Shit! He hated to admit it to himself, but she had
grown into a ravishing beauty. Christ! A girl like that could drive a man right out of his
mind. Ever since she had arrived, she could set his rod dancing in his pants every time
he looked at her. Shit... four years ago she wouldn't even look at him... but now, not
only had he gotten a degree from Princeton, he was turning out to be a hell of a good
hand... not an eastern dude like everyone had expected.
Seated at the large wooden kitchen table, Terry glanced out the window and noticed
Peter walking toward the kitchen, the dry Texas dust kicking up at the heels of his
hand-tooled boots...
Terry's first reaction was to want to leave the kitchen before he arrived, for as attractive
as Peter was, there was something about him that made Terry want to avoid him. She
didn't know just what it was. Perhaps his intensity, which was so attractive, was also
frightening to the young blonde.
"Good morning little cousin," he said, entering the kitchen and bending down to kiss
her on the cheek.
"Miss Terry don't seem to have much appetite this morning," Bessie chimed in from the
sink where she was washing dishes. "Why, after what passes for food back east, she
don't know what to do when she gets a plate full of good Texas home cooking..."
"Oh, you're cooking is wonderful, Bessie!... It's just... I don't know... all the excitement
of being home, I guess..."
"Well, Bessie," said Peter, "You can give me double what you gave Terry . .'. Firebrand
gave me quite a workout this morning... I'm famished!"
"Excuse me," said Terry, rising from the table. "I think I'll go for a little walk... it's been
so long. Maybe I'll wander down to the creek."
"Hang around till I fill my belly, and you'll have some company," said Peter.
Terry had wanted to be alone, but she didn't know how to tell Peter that without
insulting him. So instead, she smiled and nodded agreeably. To make conversation
while Peter wolfed down his breakfast, Terry asked him about his sister, Alyssa.
"Where is she, anyway," the blonde asked. "I haven't seen her but once since the night
I arrived... and she didn't even stop to chat..."
"Damned if I know," Peter answered. "That girl gets weirder and weirder every day...
just hangs out alone in her room or in the woods with that damned dog of hers,
Lyndon..." He finished his breakfast with a huge forkful of sausage and pancake, took a
last gulp of his coffee, then left the house with Terry. They walked down the dusty path
around the corral, then straight for almost half a mile until they reached the wooded
area and the small path that led to the creek.
The two of them sat on the bank of the creek and watched the water gently make its
way over the small rocks to tumble down a small waterfall just a few yards away. Terry
was breathing in the sweet air, listening to the sounds of the woods, trying very hard to
ignore the growing feeling of sexual attraction that was beginning to course hotly
through her body for her cousin. Then, suddenly, Peter was pulling her close to him
and holding her tightly, kissing her firmly on the mouth, trying to force her mouth
open with his hotly probing tongue.
"Peter... please... no," he heard her plead, her small hands pressed against his chest as
he enfolded her to him, her shoulder length pale blonde hair framing her alluring face,
her clear blue eyes betraying the passion he could sense she was feeling despite her
protest. And he was right, for as they had walked together, their bodies brushing up
against each other from time to time, she had begun to feel little tendrils of arousal
every time they touched. But it was so confusing to the young blonde... how could she
feel for Peter what Was meant only for his father... only for Uncle Craig... But to the
troubled young blonde, her passions seemed somehow too hard to fight... as she had
not been able to fight even the feelings aroused in her by her roommate Sara Wilkens.
Peter continued to hold her firmly, until he felt her full young breasts flattening against
him, their hard little nipples burrowing into the muscles of his chest. Then he lost all
control.
And she had seemed to want him too! Slowly, her arms had slipped upward around his
neck, tiny whimpering sounds escaping her as her lips parted in response to his hungry
mouth and he'd maneuvered her gently down onto the soft, grass covered bank. And
shit! Her kisses, soft and moist, went all the way to the depths of his belly. She closed
her eyes and offered herself, as if suddenly her whole delightful being had become
inflamed with hot tongues of lashing excitement surging through her... as if all of her
frustrations had been unleashed inside her at once, her warm soft passionate body
vibrating against him in its overflow of sensations.
"Oh, no! Peter! No!" she moaned.
"We mustn't... I'm-I'm a virgin..."
Peter was astonished at the revelation of this fact, but he was too carried away to let it
stand between them... "You want it as much as I do, Terry," he'd answered against the
heat of her soft lips.
And then she was close to tears... It was too much. It was true that Peter was attractive,
that her body was responding to him in a most incredible way, but it was Peter's father
she really loved. Only now, he wasn't hers any more... he'd married... and now she had
to find her own man. Terry was torn in two by her confused needs and desires...
"Hey, it's all right little girl," he comforted her.
"Oh God... no, no Peter... we can't... oh, please, don t...!"
But Peter took his cue not from her words but from her hotly pulsating body. His hand
slipped beneath her blouse to cup her breast outside her bra... and then he unfastened
the restricting garment and massaged the exposed satiny firm spheres into a maddening
hardness. She gasped as he took one of the nipples into his mouth, sucking gently, his
playing tongue obviously setting her off wildly, blinding her to the exploring touch of
his excited, hot hand slipping upward beneath her skirt caressingly, between her
smooth white thighs.
"Oh... oh... oh... Peter, darling... please... please stop... we mustn't," she panted with
sweet hot breath down into his face that was kissing and sucking at her breasts, while
her arms embraced his head even tighter to her.
But he didn't stop; instead, his probing hands continued to fondle and graze her
tingling flesh, investigating the full length of her trembling, soft, smooth body, roving
over her flat white belly and downward to the nylon concealed suppleness of her pubic
mound. He touched her there tenderly, his strong fingers stroking and teasing until she
became aware of his middle finger slipping inside the legband of her sheer, white
panties and abruptly into the moist virginal slit of her vagina. She gasped aloud at the
contact and he felt the electric-like sensation surging through her, causing her to writhe
feverishly beneath his hand.
"Oh, Darling! Darling... no, no, please... no!" she pleaded chokingly, his breathing
against the soft flesh of her delightful breasts coming in ever increasing gasps. "Oh...
oh... what are you doing to me?"
But Peter ignored her entreaties; his prick was screaming for release. Fuck! He couldn't
wait any longer! This was it... now! He knew she had to hear the metallic whisper of his
zipper as he unleashed the throbbing, thick length of rock-hard flesh, and then it
pressed against the silken warmth of her upper thigh. Immediately, he felt her
quivering body recoil automatically to its alien touch, even as his finger probed deeper
between her legs into the warm snug dampness of her vagina, while he sensed the
growing intoxicating waves of inner excitement that were ripping through her, and she
tossed her head passionately. Then, all of a sudden, she seemed to lay as if mesmerized,
physically entranced from the pleasurable sensations that he knew were raging
excitingly within her... She wanted it! She wanted Peter to bury his prick inside her!
The hell with Uncle Craig! The hell with him!
Peter searched for her hand... found it and placed it on his hardened cock, his own big
hand covering hers and enclosing her delicate fingers around it.
Then slowly, she had tightened them, squeezing compulsively, as if examining tactually
its hot rigidness, feeling it give slightly beneath the pressure while he gasped between
her breasts, the sound of her increased breathing filling the air as if she was
overwhelmed by its size.
"M-My God, Peter... it's... it's so big!" she exclaimed, holding tight to it, her voice
hoarse with passion. "I-I had no idea it would be... so long... and thick... M-my fingers
won't go around... ohhhh... my darling!"
Then, all of a sudden, she began to stroke it... massaging the thick layer of outer skin
back and forth... up and down... to the same rhythm he had established with his
probing finger deep inside her moist tight young vagina.
Fuck! There was no stopping him now, he thought! She was ready... had even
encouraged his advances. He couldn't stop... couldn't! Her whole luscious body vibrated
passionately, hungrily, as did his pressed tightly against her and in her hand. She
squirmed responsively beneath his finger sinking ever deeper within the tiny ring of her
cunt's maidenhead, now so moist from the lubrication he had stimulated there. It
seeped from the pouting vaginal lips, moistening her entire crotch even to the cleft
between her round, full buttocks... and then, in his excitement, it struck him that he
was about to destroy her still intact hymen... and he felt certain that she wanted him to!
She was ready!
His prick jerked in her hand at every loving stroke she administered, and as he
increased his maddening pleasure-inciting finger-thrusts up into her, she quickened and
lengthened the pumping of her small hand clutching tightly to his throbbing, fleshy
shaft, that seemed to grow and grow into unbelievable hardness.
It was the sudden little animal-like whimpers that began to tumble from her lips as she
seemed to squirm frantically against him, almost as if she were trying to slither down
his frame toward the jerking prick she was clutching hungrily in her dainty hand that
encouraged him further...
Suddenly, he was rolling on top of her between her legs, but abruptly she began to fight
him, clamping her long naked legs tightly together, her thighs clasping his stiff,
throbbing cock between them while he struggled furiously to get the hardened tip of his
prick into the moist opening of her virginal, if excited, vagina.
"Peter! No! Not this way! Stop! Stop! We can't... you mustn't!" she cried up at him, her
teeth clenched as she squirmed and fought with furor he hadn't realized she possessed,
clenching his rock-hard prick tightly as it strained inside her pantie-leg, its rubbery
head playing through the fleshy, hair-lined lips of her chaste, pink cunt, inching ever
forward from the weight and force of his near insane attempt to penetrate her. "No!
No... oh, please... My God!... Stop!" she half wept, and as she squeezed and writhed
furiously, he'd felt the rumbling in his balls and his cock began to pump within her
clutching fingers while he gasped aloud in uncontrollably ecstasy.
He was cumming! He groaned and grunted to the thick hot streams of sperm shooting
from his rod's jerking head, saturating her still obviously excited split, its quivering
open lips and the surrounding silken pubic hair, until she was drenched with the warm,
viscous liquid, even to the soft inner sides of her thighs, and it dribbled wetly down
between her legs to moisten her panties and the soft ground beneath her squirming
buttocks.
Then, in overwhelming shame and spent lust, he collapsed on top of her, breathless and
still gasping... Oh God! It was the worse thing that could have happened if he were to
have this gorgeous blonde for his own.
Terry got to her feet, wiping her tear-streaked face with the back of her hand. She
glanced briefly at Peter and then began to walk quickly away. Peter sat there full of
anger for himself. What a fiasco that had been. Damn it! He'd just have to woo her that
much harder... His Dad had gotten the last woman he'd set his sights on... Maria
Martin... and now he needed a wife of his own.
And shit! No man in his right mind would feel like he'd gotten second best with Terry
Wainwright. His head still swam with the recent memory of her naked body and his
sated rod began again to jerk at the mere thought of her voluptuous soft white body
stretched out in anticipation before him. He could still see in his mind's eye the thin,
hair-lined lips of her vagina clearly visible between her slightly parted legs... then, she
would open them for him, a little more, a teasing smile playing upon her pouting
mouth. He would see that she was excited by the first tiny dewdrops of moisture rising
between her legs, faintly visible and glistening in the tight, narrow pink slit as she
exposed herself to him...
Christ! He had to knock this off! He hadn't been this turned on by a woman since
Maria...
But he couldn't bear to think of that.


Chapter 3


It was early evening and still warm, but the daytime noises had been stilled and one
could hear the piercing chirp of the crickets and smell the settling sweetness of the
evening air. Dinner had been served early and a strange mood had pervaded the dinner
table, so many undercurrents of passion unacknowledged, yet bristling so near the
surface, had made light conversation rather difficult. And all of the members of the
family had gone separate ways after dinner, leaving Bessie in the quiet of the kitchen to
ready things for another day.
Craig had gone to be alone in his study, but he had been there only a few minutes
when his wife Maria entered, perched herself on the arm of his old leather easy chair,
and began running her long, red-tipped fingernails through his thick wavy dark hair.
"What is bothering you, my darling?" she asked in her slightly accented voice.
Craig reached up and held her hand in his. "It's nothing, love... Just-just some old
business."
"Poor darling," said Maria, getting to her feet. "I'll fix you a nice drink and then I will
leave you alone with your thoughts." The beautiful dark-haired Mexican woman was
very much in love with Craig Hennings. She had lived on the ranch a long time as
Harry Martin's wife until he had been killed by a wild stallion just over a year ago – at
least, that had been the cause of his death as stated on the certificate. But sometimes
Maria would wonder... She had been a good wife to Harry, but she had not loved him
with the consuming passion she felt for Craig Hennings. And Craig watched her walk
to the bar, his grey eyes full of admiration for her darkly sensual beauty, the cat-like
grace with which she poured him a healthy shot of Chivas, dropping an ice cube into it.
She turned toward him and he could see beneath her well-fitting white cotton blouse,
the full swell of her firmly ripe breasts and the outline of her dark nipples beneath, and
through the slim tailored skirt she wore, he could see the sleek lines of her long,
perfectly shaped thighs, her flat belly, her tiny waist.
Maria handed him his drink then leaned down and kissed him on the forehead with her
full, sensual lips. "See you later, love... feel better."
Craig watched her lusciously ripe little ass sway with unconscious provocation as she
left the room. Then he took a long swig of the Scotch... Christ! He sure needed that.
Maria took such good care of him...
But her presence in the house since her arrival a few short days before had rekindled
his lust!
He had been tempted all day to confide in Maria, to tell her everything and ask her to
help him... but every time he tried... something held him back.
Aw! He was just behaving like an idiot! That was all... He loved Maria with a fervor he
never realized he possessed. Just the thought of holding and caressing her tanned naked
loveliness was enough to set him off any time of day... he'd been so unbelievably
happy... and now, Terry... again.
Christ! What could he do. He rubbed at his broad, furrowed brow slumped down in his
chair. He couldn't start it all over again; his sister's little girl... she had a right to a life
of her own... and sure, it was a sin, a form of incest, what they had done when she was
just a child.
Suddenly there was a light tapping at the door to his study. Then, without waiting for
an answer, Terry entered, a ravishing smile radiating her lovely oval face. She was
wearing just her white terrycloth bathrobe, with her long blonde hair hanging straight
down her back. Craig could only stare at her bewitching child-like loveliness as she
glided gracefully across the room toward him, a little ball seeming to raise up in his
throat as if to choke him.
Without yet a word, he took his face between her small, soft hands and kissed him full
on the mouth, the heady aroma of some exotic essence, as well as her warm sweet
breath, filling his nostrils. He said nothing; he couldn't.
"These past three years seem almost to have not existed at all," she said softly. "Nothing
or no one in the world means to me what you do, darling Uncle Craig." She hung her
head momentarily and he could see the moist little tears forming at the inside corners
of her eyes. "But... I... I'm afraid that perhaps you don't love me anymore."
The choking wad was tight in his throat now. She had touched him at his most
vulnerable spot... his heart. He felt his own vision clouding momentarily as he saw
before him a lost little, broken-hearted orphaned girl; before he realized what he was
doing he had drawn her tightly against his breast as he kissed away her tears and gently
stroked her hair and arms and back.
"My darling little child," he whispered raspily. "You know I love you... have always
loved you! Why, you're my little... my little..."
"Am I still so little, Uncle?" she whispered, looking directly into his eyes as her arms
slipped around his neck and she kissed him again with partially opened, moist lips.
Had he been some kind of all-powerful wizard, Craig Hennings still could not have
prevented the erotic sensations that had charged through him. The pressure of her firm
pointed breasts against his chest and the fullness of her rounded buttocks squirming
down against his lengthening hardening penis suddenly filled him with an awareness of
her maturity with all of the frenzy of a lightning bolt.
"Jesus Christ!" he blurted, once he'd managed to twist his face free of her captivating
lips. "My God, Baby! We can't do this. It isn't right... You must have your own life... I
have my life with Maria," he stammered.
"Why can't we do this?" she whispered, forcing her arms around his neck and clinging
to him furiously. "And who says it isn't right? We belong to each other... just as
always... nothing has changed, Uncle Craig."
"But, it has, Terry darling! Don't you see?" Craig hissed, holding her tightly to him
once more, his big hot hands smoothing over her back and down to the swollen
hillocks of her lush buttocks that were pressuring and moving in hardly discernible
circles against his now rigid, jerking prick. "Y-you're a grown woman... and you need a
life of your own... I-I'm a married man now... and there's Peter... Peter has always
rather fancied you I think... you and he would certainly be a more appropriate
couple..." He stammered on and on attempting to explain the unexplainable.
But Terry was gaining a sense of her power over him. "I don't care... I don't care about
any of that. I-I love you Uncle Craig... I always have and I always will... I've saved
myself for you, Uncle... and I need you... look at me... look!"
All of a sudden, she withdrew one arm and was fumbling with the belt of her white
terrycloth robe. He might have stopped her... had he wanted to... and then she was
exposed down to the round little bowl of her belly, her firm, white proud breasts
nakedly heaving before him, their distended, cherry-peaked nipples capping their
swollen tips in a provocative loveliness that shipped his breath away.
Wild and licentious sensations spiraled through his big frame as uncontrollably his
hand moved to the soft, velvety texture of her waist and she quivered spasmodically to
his touch. He couldn't believe the feel of her silken warm flesh beneath his hand, nor
that he was actually moving it up along the slight delineation of her ribs, until finally it
was cupping the smooth, soft, pointed sphere of her trembling breast and she moaned
aloud, laying her head against his shoulder as if in total happiness at last.
"There..." she sighed raspily. "Now, tell me... is that the breast of a little girl, darling
Uncle? Is it?"
Craig Hennings' brain raced maddeningly. It was wrong, wrong... and he knew it was
wrong! But, Christ in heaven, he couldn't help himself! She was a vixen... a sensually
intoxicating little seductive bitch who was blinding him to all sense of reason with her
delicious young body! Jesus God! He had to have her... one way or another... had to
know for his own sake of reason whether he was lost forever to this satanic curse! There
was no other way; he couldn't go on tormenting himself with thoughts of her
perverting his brain... he had to know!
Abruptly, he clutched her to him and kissed her savagely, thrusting his tongue deep
into her mouth and she whimpered aloud in responsive ecstasy.
"All right, damn you!" he spat between clenched teeth while his huge hand squeezed
and churned the tender flesh of her soft breast, raising further little moans of pain-bliss
from her throat. Again, he kissed her, biting at her lips and sucking them into his
mouth, then, dropping his head suddenly to engulf one breast, drawing the entire
areola between his lips and teeth as the desire to taste her blood ran insanely through
him.
"Oh, Uncle!" she whined from the pain of his teeth sinking into the tender hard flesh
of her nipple. "Oh... oh... yes... do it...! Hurt me...!"
But then, he had pushed her off him and was on his feet. She stared after him as he half
stumbled toward the door, locking it. Then, he turned to face her, his expression almost
savage, twisted and drawn in a manner she had never before seen.
"T-take that goddamned robe off!" he half snarled. "Strip every stitch and get on that
bearskin rug over there. We belong to each other all right! And I'm going to fuck you,
my little niece! You hear? I'm going to fuck some sense in or out of both our heads...!"
Terry gaped at her uncle, this man whom she had placed upon a pedestal within her
mind, this idol whom she had worshipped as her secret God as long as she could
remember, gated at him in shock and a new, uncomprehending horror that was
growing by the second. This... this was not her gentle, sweet, loveable Uncle... not the
wonderful man who used to hold and fondle her... kiss her in tender, sensitive places...
that magnificent protective tower of love and strength whose loving manhood she used
to put into her mouth and suck... Subconsciously, she raised her hand to the exposed
breast he had sunk his teeth into and felt the trickle of blood there, while the sound of
the lewd and salacious word he had spat at her ricocheted about in her stunned brain.
"W-wait... wait Uncle," she stammered as he turned away and went to the liquor
cabinet, raising the bottle of Scotch to his lips... drinking, then wiping his mouth with
the back of his hand. Dear God, she had never seen him this way. No... he had
suddenly turned into some kind of wild man!
"Wait?" he leered. "Wait for what?" He set the bottle down heavily and moved toward
her until he was inches away. "You little bitch! You... you little baby slut! I tried to end
it all between us... let it die with time, but you wouldn't have it, would you? You came
home here with all intentions of taking up where you'd left off, not giving a damn if
you ruined my life, or Maria's... let alone your own! Your only concern was that tight
little pussy between your legs and a child-like obsession that I belonged to you. Well, all
right, little girl... just like you said, we belong to each other... so for the last 
time, strip before I tear that off you!"
"OH, my God!" Terry gasped, taking a step backwards as she still clutched at her
breast. She couldn't believe what she was hearing from her beloved uncle. She wagged
her head gently in a negative gesture of disbelief as her uncle began to remove his
clothes. She tried to speak but couldn't... and then his powerful chest with its mat of
hair was naked before her, his shirt on the floor beside him, and she couldn't help the
tiny sensations that moved upward along her spine at the sight of his powerful, nude
torso. Then, he was unbuckling his belt... and his pants were gone. Automatically, her
eyes locked upon the protruding bulge at the front of his Jockey shorts and then, they
were gone! A violent little spasm racked her soft body pruriently as she stared at him
completely naked now, his face drawn in an almost lewd grin, then her emerald eyes,
confused with both fear and desire, trailed down his massive frame to his heavy,
swollen penis she had dreamed of so many times; it stood out like an ugly spear of flesh
beneath his lean belly and her eyes had widened in utter disbelief. Dear God! Had her
memory played her false? Was that the... the huge monstrous thing she had sucked like
a lollypop as a child?
"You're wasting time, little girl!" he spat, suddenly assuming a salacious grin while his
hand began to stroke the thick, uncircumcised foreskin back and forth over the hard,
blood-filled head.
Craig's head swirled. He hardly knew what he was saying or doing, only that the lust
inside him had mounted to a peak where fulfillment alone could release him now.
Damn her, she'd wanted it this way, tried to seduce him, scrounging her ass down onto
his prick, baring her tits to him...
"Oh, Uncle, please... I..."
"Don't beg me! It'll get you nowhere!" he snarled. "It's gone too far now. I've got to
know... do we belong to each other? I've got to know, Terry... because if we do..." he
could not think straight at this point..."Get... get that fucking thing off!"
Tears streamed down her cheeks as in utter shame, Terry realized the mistake she had
made. Slowly, she finished opening the robe and let it slip from her shoulders to the
floor, closing her eyes the moment she saw the licentious expression of evil lust increase
on her uncle's face as he drank of her naked body.
"Jesus Christ!" he gasped. "You have become a woman, all right! You're beautiful,
baby... those hips and thighs... Fuck! Get over on the rug!" Once again, his use of the
vile four-letter word sent dual feelings soaring through her. Three years of wanting this
man to make love to her hadn't been completely destroyed by the reality of his sudden
character change; memories, mixed with the virile sight of his splendid muscular
physique, was causing exciting things to take place in her loins and belly; yet the
spectacle of his massive organ that had taken on a savage and frightening aspect to her,
as well as his vicious personality change, were responsible for the fear and revulsion
that was ever mounting inside her.
The tears still dribbled down her cheeks as she went before the fireplace and dropped to
her knees, lowering her head. Craig Hennings moved toward her, coming to a halt
directly in front of her, his hands on his hips, his strong legs widespread.
She said without looking at him: "I'm a virgin, Uncle Craig."
"Hah!" he growled. "You've been saving it for me, then?"
She didn't answer.
"Well?" he insisted.
"Y-yes," she answered. "I-I really was."
Craig's prick jerked at the licentious meaning of her words. "In that case... we better
not disappoint you," he said, gaping down at the entrancing figure of his captivating
young niece, kneeling before him like some slave out of another age... He couldn't
restrain the salacious, almost sadistic pleasures that were filling him. Christ! He had
become some sort of satyric monster, and in his half-drunken state he didn't want to
stop now... not without fulfilling himself, no matter what the price. It had started out as
a bluff, a bluff to frighten her and set her straight... but now... now his ruse had turned
on him, his own lust was consuming him... He couldn't live without it any longer... he
had to have her just as she had to have him!
Suddenly, he reached down and caught a fistful of her long silken blonde hair, jerking
her head upright. Her eyes stared up at him beseechingly.
"Suck it hard, bitch!" he spat. "Now that you're a big girl and like to seduce men... let's
see if you can suck a cock any better! Go on, suck it... or I'll beat you within an inch of
your life!"
Craig Hennings' handsome face was a drunken grotesque mask of sheer lust as he
watched the subservient naked loveliness of his awe-stricken, blonde-haired niece slowly
extend trembling hands toward his heavy jerking cock. Hesitantly, her slender fingers
touched it, then encircled it, causing a hot sensation of feeling to jolt through the fleshy
rod, echoing in his throat with a choking grunt. And then, he saw her eyes widen in a
combination of near-panic and baffling, confused desire, tiny flames of building passion
kindling in them...
The actual feel of his thick, long prick hot and hard in her hand incited galvanic
fermentations within Terry's loins and belly that made her gasp aloud. Her brain had
become an ensnarled turmoil of sudden awakening to tainted, aberrant dreams... yet,
the presence and sight of his massive, hardened stalk inside her small hand and only
inches from her face overshadowed the twinges of revulsion that were trying to make
themselves noticed within her mind. Deep, inbred, child-long desires couldn't be denied
and she whimpered in her mental agony as she knelt between her legs and gaped at the
huge paternal organ she had begun to stroke, a new masochistic emotion surging
through her as he wound his hand tighter in her long hair.
"Damn you! Suck it, I said!" Her uncle spat down at her, jerking her face closer to his
swollen prick. "There's no turning back now, little girl... live or die, we're going to
know!"
"Oooooohhhh... Oh, Uncle Craig," she moaned in an obvious blend of shame and
passion.
Again he grunted as she began to skin it back until the red-fleshed, mushroomed head
popped out from the thick foreskin, not an inch away from her lips.
"Well, you want it, don't you?" he hissed. "You always wanted to suck it... begged me
until I went half out of my mind! So, what's holding you back now? Answer me, damn
you! Do you or don't you?"
"Oh... oh, please... Uncle..." Terry pleaded in her erotic chaos, the degrading truth of
his words sending chills of shame up her spine, even as she stared along the full length
of his long, rigid shaft to the heavy, hair-covered sac of his testicles hanging powerfully
between his legs.
"Say it, if you want it! Say it!" Craig heard himself bark hoarsely, his own brain a
hotbed of drunken and deranged, abusive lust now, and he wound his huge hand in her
hair, twisting cruelly.
"Yes! Yes!" Terry cried out desperately, tears streaming from her eyes from the pain.
"Say it right! Hurry! Tell me what you want, bitch!"
"I-I want to... to suck your cock, Uncle!" she cried, her breast heaving with the sudden
convulsions of her sobs.
He loosened his hold of her hair, then, his eyes glazed, a vile, salacious leer destroying
his face. Subconsciously, his tongue shot from his mouth and began to lick at his dry,
bloodless lips, while he absorbed the delightful contours of her naked body. Bitch, he
thought! Perverted little slut! It was the end for both of them, he knew that much.
Somewhere, blocked away in the normal section of his brain, that one intelligent
thought made itself momentarily to the forefront.
He brushed it away. Nothing mattered now but the satiety of his degenerated lust...
come heaven or hell.
If Terry had felt tears of shame, remorse and degradation not a half-moment before,
they were suddenly blotted away by a series of releasing thoughts. Foremost, was the
fact that had he not been drunk, and had she not thrown herself at him like a wanton
whore, none of this would have happened. But she had... and now she must pay the
price of drawing the almost inhuman beast out in him... yet oddly enough, just the
awareness of his brutality was bringing her masochistic pleasure... fulfilling a hunger
she had never realized she possessed. She wanted him to force her this way! Dear
God...! But beyond all else the wonderful enlightenment of knowing that she had been
equally excited by Peter... that perhaps her future would lie with him... that perhaps,
after all, her Uncle Craig was not the only man in the world for her.
The maddening desire and excitement raced through her once more as she stroked his
heavy cock, and she felt him writhe and heard him groan drunkenly when she drew
back the foreskin from the glistening head, exposing the pulsating glans, then,
manipulating the thick, outer flesh back and forth, her mind saturated suddenly with
nothing else but the hot, hard feel of it in her tiny hand, her fingers hardly going
around it; then she moved her enchanting face forward while her brain trailed
backward in time and she became a little girl again... until her lips were but a fraction
of an inch from touching it.
Terry heard him choke in lustful anticipation while unexplainable trickles of desire
rippled through her own young belly and loins, spurring her on to draw in her breath
and flick out her tiny tongue, bringing it into warm contact with the soft, rubbery tip.
She swirled it around slowly, wetly, excitedly, while Craig twisted and jerked beneath
her taunting until her tongue tip finally found the little split at its end and wiggled into
it.
She tasted the pungent tang of the seminal droplets seeping from it and truly she was a
little girl playing, the little girl who loved her uncle, while a new, more enchanting
surge of ungovernable pleasure coursed through her as her nostrils flared wildly. She
licked down the full length of the heavy-veined prick and slowly back up, her small
hand smoothing along it in her tongue's wake, down to the velvety flesh of its massive
base, and even beyond to the soft full bag of his testicles, drawing her nails gently
beneath them, then weighing them in the small palm of her warm hand, while the
other again pressed the thick prepuce back until the ponderous head stood sleek and
naked... and she moved her wanting lips forward slowly, encompassing the spongy head
within their ovaled circle, letting his prick glide along the full length of her tongue as
her wet, rounded mouth absorbed more and more of it, the tiny drops of seepage from
it filling the warm shelter of her mouth with its acid-like piquancy.
Craig Hennings groaned above her bobbing head and began a slow undulating with his
hips, sliding his thick, carnally swollen cock in and out of her mouth with a wet
sucking sound, guided by his big hand wound in her long blonde hair. He watched in
lewd and warped fascination the puffing of her cheeks beneath him as her head nodded
on the end of his prick with unbelievable subservience, and he shoved the aching shaft
between her ovaled lips with growing fury. His grin widened with every in-thrust into
her receptive, sucking mouth, and she groaned in helpless, depraved passion between
his legs.
Terry couldn't fight the obscene thrill the perverted, illicit sucking of her uncle's cock
was bringing her, and salacious memories of similar childhood performances raced
through her mind.
Then she felt a huge sense of loss as Craig slowly pulled his cock from her mouth.
"No, baby," he panted. "I want to fuck you now. I want to fuck you in your virginal
little cunt..."
"Ooooohhh!" Terry moaned, half crazy now with lust. "Ooooh, yes, Uncle Craig! That's
what I want, your cock in my little pussy!" The thought was suddenly wildly, mind
blowingly exciting to the golden-haired girl who had waited all her life for this
fulfillment. Her mind was completely lost now in the desire to satisfy this obsessive
fantasy.
Craig began to plant hot, eager kisses on the silky down of her adolescent pubic hair, to
tenderly stroke her wet warmth of cunt lips with his outstretched middle finger. Then,
as he continued to kiss and lick the soft curls of her passion-moist pubic mound his
probing finger parted the sensitive layers of her cunt and located the rigid wetness of
her wildly tingling clitoris. Terry moaned loudly with increasing hunger. God! How
wonderful it was to have a man touch your vagina, to tease his finger over your naked
clitoris, to kiss your belly with fevered lips...
Momentarily, the thought of his early ferocity and brutality crossed her mind, but she
could not dwell on it, she was so consumed in raging desire herself now, not caring
about anything but the wondrous sensations churning through her young flesh, her
demanding flesh...
Slowly, Craig began moving up, his mouth trailing upward along the smooth, hot curve
of Terry's belly until his wet, soft lips covered one of her granite-hard nipples. He began
to suck greedily, making whimpering sounds of lust deep in his throat, one of his hands
squeezing the firmly pliant breast and the other still gently caressing her wet, pinkly
quivering pussy.
Terry felt as if her whole love-demanding body was enveloped in searing flame when
she snaked her arms tightly around Uncle Craig's neck, pulling him tight against her,
churning her torso hard against his wetly probing lips and fingers, feeling his huge,
quivering shaft like a branding iron against her belly. She cried out at the intense heat
of his fingering inside her, so good, so fantastically good! "Oooohhh, Uncle Craig,
ooohhh, I can't wait any longer, do it to me, Uncle Craig, give it to me, put it inside
me, fuck me, Craig, ooohhh, fuck me with your big hard penis now, right now, right
now!"
Her enticing, mesmeric words drove Craig Hennings up to boiling heights of desire.
Damn it, damn the power his young niece had over him! He'd fuck her all right, fuck
her for all he was worth! He'd fill that tight little virgin cunt of hers with a flooding
torrent of cum!
His massively pulsating cock rested hard against her heated young vagina now, trailing
web-like strands of semen as he moved. She arched for a moment, widening her legs,
feeling his cock slide like a firebrand along her thigh, over her aching, wetly throbbing
cuntal lips; then she settled back on the rug, moaning crazily, "Fuck me, Uncle Craig,
put it inside me, fuck me with your cock, ooohhh, aaahhh, fuck me, Uncle Craig, fuck
meeeee!"
Shifting his weight to one side, Craig reached down with his free hand and grasped his
long hard cock, moving his hips forward until the smooth, rubbery flesh of the tip
made light contact with the soft-fleshed warmth of her seeping cunt. With her pelvis
slightly elevated by the pillow beneath her buttocks, he was able to work with ease, and
using the lust-hardened cockhead like a wedge, he moved it up and down in the hairlined 
slit, parting the thin fleshy lips that hid the tiny opening to her virginal little belly.
She moaned when he brushed the tip of his cock across her pulsating clitoris, and he
teased over it several times until he couldn't wait to fuck her any longer. When his
blood-filled cock positioned right at the opening of her cuntal passage, he raised himself
higher over her spread-eagled young body to ready himself for the thrust of his lust
hardened cock quickly and deeply up inside her defenseless belly.
The flanges of her virgin pussy were parted outward, the soft hair-lined cuntal lips
spread open and wrapped tightly around the huge bulbous head of his cock, poised and
ready to drive far up inside her young body, taking – at long last – her precious young
virginity.
And suddenly Terry felt frightened. She began to beg him to stop, but the words had no
effect on her lust-obsessed Uncle. She had teased and provoked him and God damn it,
he'd take her now, fuck her so she'd never forget it.
The pressure Terry was feeling against the little opening of her cunt became greater and
greater, she was sure the huge rod of flesh could never fit inside her. It just couldn't.
"Nooooo! Pleeeeaaassseee! Oooooh!"
Her tight little cuntal mouth refused to give way under the insistent force, and he
continued pushing his hips forward with all his strength. His aching cock was ramrod
hard and stiff, and the thrill of finally having it pressing nakedly against his beautiful
young niece's seething pussy-lips made his penis swell even larger. Pushing his knees
out to force her legs wider apart, Craig gave a heavy shove forward and the huge
rubbery head of his cock popped suddenly up inside her excruciatingly stretched cunt.
"Aaaaggghhh!" she screamed as a great flashing pain seared through her captive loins,
and her vagina was stretched wide to take the giant head of his lust-hardened penis
inside. She felt like she was being impaled by a red-hot poker iron, and this was just the
tip of his cock! She couldn't imagine how it could hurt more when the rest of his
pulsing hardness was pushed up into her belly. Desperately, she tried to squirm her
naked body out from under him, but to no avail. She was held too securely by his arms
and legs, and looking down over the tops of her full round breasts she could see that
only an inch of his blood-engorged cock had penetrated her impossibly stretched
vagina. Her situation was hopeless.
The tightly clasping flesh around the head of his blood-filled penis served only to excite
Craig more. He had to have his cock buried all the way up inside her moist young cunt
before he jetted his load of hot cum. He jerked his hips forward in one final thrust and
his hard, hot cock roared into the previously untouched territories of her most sacred
treasure.
"Aaaaggghhh," Terry wailed loudly, as the implacably hardened pole of her uncle's flesh
cut deeper into her than she had ever dreamed possible. He had filled her almost to the
bursting point and she could actually feel every muscular ridge of his corrugated cock
through the tortured walls of her vagina.
Craig lay still for a moment. Never had there been such a tight little cunt; it seemed to
grip his prick like an iron fist encased in a velvet glove. He sucked in his stomach
muscles, tightened his arms and made his penis jerk hotly within the tight confines.
"Aaaagggh... don't move it," Terry moaned helplessly.
Delighted with her subservient plea for mercy, Craig flexed his cock again and again,
hearing her groan abjectly with each further twitch of his deeply sunk cock. Then,
gradually, he began short little movements in and out of her cunt. As her passage
became accustomed to his barbaric instrument, the whimpers of pain and protest
gradually changed to little chants of pleasure. Craig started rotating his hips, grinding
his maledom against her vagina until the mushroomed head was beating relentlessly
against her tortured cervix. He rocked above her, thrusting with long, smooth motions
as though he were astride a horse, rising and falling, rising and falling.
Terry had begun moving her hips in unison with his simultaneous harmony. Already
she felt tremendous jolts of pleasure arcing throughout her abdomen. Already he was
causing her body to feel more than she had ever felt before. Her mouth opened and
closed in wordless comments, as shining little beads of perspiration seeped to the
surface of her upper lip. Her neck tendons swelled, then grew taut, with the hoarse
pantings of carnal joy. The room swirled about her; his giant throbbing cock buried
deep inside her pulsating cunt and her love starved vagina together formed a lewd,
wetly sounding symphony of illicit lust. No longer did either of them think of morals...
of anything. Automatically, her body reacted and greedily sought more and more
pleasure, and the obscene words boiled out of her lust-constricted throat.
"Ooooohhh, Uncle Craig... fuck meeee!" The thought of her wanton behavior excited
her even further, and she groaned and caught her breath as the man's powerful hands
pulled her supple young buttocks tighter to his own rampaging prick. She heaved with
passion, the pain of a few moments ago long since evaporated under the heat of her
own passionate desires. She found her knees clenching and unclenching around his
muscular buttocks with each powerful thrust of his wonderful cock. She reached up and
wrapped an arm around his neck, pulling his sweating face down toward hers, and her
tongue shot deep into his mouth, slithering in and out in a wild semblance of oral
fucking. Uninhibited gurgling noises of velvet rapture poured from her lust-tightened
throat and she crooned, "Fuck... oh, fuck me, Uncle, fuck... fuck..."
She shoved her cunt lewdly up to him in answer, offering it as she had so often
dreamed of. She was filled now with insane pleasure; she willed and wanted more...
much more... never wanted it to end. At last, she and Uncle Craig, their illicit union
complete.
"Fuck me-eeee," she mewled. "Ohhhh... beautiful..."
Craig Hennings jammed her with ever-increasing force as her tightly locked young
vagina continued to pour out lubricant, lengthening his stroke, drawing his huge rod
almost out of the fleshy, moisture drenched sheath, then plunging downward in
quickening strokes as her cunt hungrily devoured it. Jesus, he thought, she's beginning
to go wild. He heard her grunt before hurtling her wildly sucking vagina up and down
on his throbbing shaft. She had taken complete control away from him as she sought
her own pleasure.
"Aaaaggghhh... ohhhh," she moaned as his cock slammed into and brushed past the
cervix, gasping and coughing with each inhalation into her tortured lungs.
The wildly fucking man's sperm inflated balls slapped hard down against the nakedness
of her unprotected working anus, and through his scrotum he could feel the delicious
softness of her asscheeks, and the hot dampness in the heated crevice where the warm
viscosity and his own saliva had seeped down the cleft from her pulsating cunt. His
throbbing sac seemed surely to split apart from the mounting pressure in it, and he
fought for control – fighting against the need to spew his white hot sperm into the
deepest depths. He began ramming her with increasing fury, wanting to bring her to
orgasm before he, himself, came.
Terry cried out wondrously with every fuck-stroke up into her gratefully accepting
young belly. She screwed her tongue into his throat in unison with each new thrust that
buried his burning shaft deeper. She pulled her legs back even higher, offering him
more and more of her greedily sucking little cunt. Craig glanced downward at his prick,
thinking he would go mad unless he came soon, watching. his whitely glistening cock
slip smoothly and powerfully in and out of her pinkly clasping pussy lips. Quickly,
then, in an effort to bring her along even faster, he slipped his hand beneath her
buttocks and once again teased at the rhythmically flexing hole of her tiny puckered
anus.
"Aaaaggghhh... oh, yes... put your finger in... hard!" Terry rotated her ass down
hungrily against this new invader, pressing down with her stomach muscles as though
she were trying to void something from her bowels, opening the rectum so it could
accept even further the lewdly worming digit.
Her first impression was of pain as she felt the palm of his hand flat against her hotly
grinding buttocks and the finger immediately sank its full length into her rectal passage
and began moving in and out in time with the thrusts of his penis. Then pain became
pain-pleasure. Abruptly she was attempting to skewer the rotating finger to the hilt,
shoving back against it as the same time she strained upward to devour more of his
warm fabulous hard cock deep into her heaving belly.
Craig dug mercilessly into her open little anus, his worming finger feeling the hard
thrusting flesh of his own cock through the thin membrane separating cunt from
rectum. Beneath him, his young niece writhed in complete abandon. Her motions,
together with her guttural croaks of delight and the tightness of her vagina, pushed him
over the edge of self-control and he knew his orgasm was only seconds away.
"Cum now," he commanded, praying she would obey. "I'm going to cum inside of you.
Cum with me..."
Terry, hearing the obscene words began grinding up and down on both impaling
instruments, her toes flexed and splayed out, her breasts heaving, and her legs lurching
from side to side. Then her eyes opened wide in disbelief as she felt the first beginnings
of the first orgasm of her life!
Craig grunted and hammered even deeper as he felt the walls of her vagina seeping the
warm, sticky fluid of her climax. With demoniacal strength, she shoved her pelvis
suddenly up from the bed, rotating her slightly bearded cunt lips around his pistoning
cock with renewed fury. Then she was screaming, "Yes... Oh God... Yes! I'm
cumming... I'm going to... cum! Cum in me... cum in me... CUM IN MEEEEEE!"
Terry convulsed beneath her uncle, her mouth and cunt both sucking furiously, her
panting rasping breath breaking into great gasping sobs, her pussy clenching and
clenching – actually milking him – and her asshole expanding and contracting against
his already deeply imbedded finger as though she were trying to pull in finger, hand
wrist and arm.
Craig was spurred on by her continuing climax, and he thrust deeper into her
voraciously pulsating vagina and anus, forcing her tortured crotch even wider. He
fucked into her as though his pelvis were a wild stallion that had never been broken...
and then... blessed relief. He gasped as he felt the sudden, surging waves of his boiling
white sperm shoot with a roar through the subterranean tunnel from balls to penis, and
he was instantly lost in incredible sensuality as powerful surges of his semen spewed
deep into the hot dark heart of her womb, filling her hungrily contracting little belly to
the bursting point. The walls of her vagina continued to work around his penis as if
they were part of some wonderfully warm milking machine, squeezing and massaging,
clasping and unclasping to drain out every wonderful drop of hotly cascading semen.
Terry's wildly fucked young body suddenly fell back onto the rug, her belly still rippling
from the aftermath of her galactic upheaval. Never had such bliss been experienced. She
was fulfilled completely. She was finally a woman... his woman... Uncle Craig's woman.
She looked into his face now and was shocked at what she saw, for in his eyes she was
aware that he was feeling great emotional pain, some sort of guilt or remorse. And
Terry realized that this was bliss to be tasted but once.
"It's all right, Uncle, darling," she whispered, stroking his hair with her gentle hand. "It
was something we had to do... it was wonderful... But I understand now... no more,
never again." He bent down and kissed her forehead. "And if we're lucky, time will heal
us... time will let me cease desiring you."
"I understand, Uncle Craig."


Chapter 4


"Let them call me crazy if they want to, eh Lyndon," Alyssa Hennings was talking to
her massive German shepherd, which lay sprawled on the floor of her bedroom. The
exquisite redhead was lying naked on the soft pink spread of her bed. A gentle breeze
blowing through her window and dancing about her nipples had made them hard and
rigid. She breathed deeply and her long red wavy hair spread out across the pillow like
a heavy fan.
Alyssa had few friends... she preferred her own company, preferred to spend her time
with her own thoughts or writing... writing a book about life on the ranch that would
shock the whole bloody world when it was published... and playing with Lyndon, a
particularly talented dog.
Alyssa was the same age as Terry and equally as beautiful, but very different as well.
Where Terry moved about in the world as a welcome child, Alyssa had always felt the
outcast. But her beauty was a rival to her cousin's. Besides the ripe fullness of her 
lustinciting breasts, her nicely rounded belly, the tiniest of waists, flawless white 
skin, and just the hint of burnished red pubic hair at the center of her loins, she had 
the unusual sort of redheaded coloring-bright coppery hair yet a complexion of most 
perfect cream. She could have had any man in town – but she preferred her wonderful 
German shepherd, Lyndon.
"Lick me," she whispered now to her dog. "Lick my cunt!"
The big German shepherd appeared to smile and then his head inclined and he moved
forward between her scissored-open legs. With single long swiping movement, his snout
went down and forward and then his tongue was snaking out lizard-like and whipping
through the moist wet furrow of her vulnerably spread vagina, ripping her soul to
shreds.
"Aaaarrrggghhh," she groaned, her beautiful red-tressed head flailing backwards, her
pelvic region thrusting upward to meet her canine lover's ardent tongue.
And then the dog did something that was so fiercely exciting it almost took her breath
away. For all of a sudden he drove his cold wet snout right up into her steaming pussy
flesh, wedging it in as deeply as he could. Then, when he'd done that he began
punctuating his snout in and out of her convulsing cunt with a savagely swift, staccato
like movement. "Oh! Oh! Oh! Lyndon! What are you doing!" she screamed as he punched his 
snout in and out between her legs with machinegun thrusts. This was wild, crazy... Oh, 
there couldn't be a man in the world as wonderful as her dog Lyndon.
Frantic with desire, she gripped his ears wildly and tried to drag his face all the way up
inside her. And all the while she was moaning as if she were delirious.
"Oh! OH! DAAARRRLLLIIINNNG!" she crooned, her head flailing from side to side
and her long red hair flying madly around the pillow. This was so totally mind-splitting,
so totally wonderful. His snout was pumping in and out of her loins like an oil drill,
making her lust spiral higher and higher with each lewd bestial thrust. She could feel
the bristly tough hairs all around his handsome Jaws whisking in and out of her cunt as
if they would rip her to pieces. But the pain didn't matter; nothing did. Only this
wonderful feeling in her loins which had turned her body to jelly. Only that mattered
and nothing else.
Alyssa's pelvis gyrated obscenely all over her dog's crazily fucking snout, but she didn't
care. "Yessss," she hissed over and over, not even conscious of what she was saying. The
passion-drugged redhead squirmed and twisted voluptuously on the bed and thrashed
her body all over her lover-dog's face like a woman gone mad, heaving her firmly
mounded breasts up and back with primeval desire. The needs of her flesh had taken
complete control, as they always did when Lyndon was around.
The huge German shepherd whimpered with growing need, feeling his mistress
responding beneath him. Occasionally, when she glanced downwards, she could
glimpse his thickening red penis slipping ever so slightly more from its well-concealed
sheath, the tiniest drop of milk-white sperm glistening in its red beveled tip.
A savage shudder of pure desire rippled through Alyssa's hopelessly turned on flesh.
She was almost there now, and the sight of her furry lover's enormous penis forced her
still higher. The sheer eroticism of her mad situation made her feel giddy to the point
of weightlessness. Here she was, as she had been so many times since she had been
given Lyndon at thirteen, in her own bedroom, being fucked by a dog. For four years
now Lyndon had been her lover... four years, and it never ceased to be as illicitly
thrilling as it had been that very first time...
The terrible, frustrating tingle in her loins was being swamped by other equally
tormenting sensations.
Her hotly seeping red-fringed pussy seemed to be carried away on a tide of sensuality.
"Lyndon!" she panted breathlessly. "That's it, darling! Oh, darling!" But the sounds
from her gasping throat came like a choking gurgle, so that she herself couldn't even
identify the strange sounds coming out of her mouth.
Her smoky, lust-glazed eyes peered down at her handsome canine lover through a veil
of lewd and lascivious yearning. Then her eyes glazed as wave after wave of unbearable
pleasure inundated her hungry loins. A spot of licentious saliva appeared on her
burning crimson lips. Every move of the muscular animal waxing so hungrily between
her shivering legs made her thighs feel like water. All of her flesh seemed to have
disintegrated with weakness and the sheer force of her passion. There was a raging
conflagration within her hair-fringed cunt that dominated her soul totally and without
mercy. Frenetic sensations of pure desire seemed to be ripping her apart.
"Darling... oh, good, that's it... love... oh, darling..." She trembled thrillingly beneath his
lavish nasal fucking. Her vagina was so moist and flowing with passion she was afraid
she might faint from sheer joy.
And then he went back to licking her again. Alyssa uttered a mindless little cry of pure
heaven as her canine darling's long, thick tongue suddenly snaked out, curling wetly at
its tip as it searingly splayed open the fervid, sensitive lips of her lasciviously waiting
cunt. And then, before she could get her head back on straight, Lyndon had laved his
way all the way down to the very mouth of her lust-inflamed vagina, separating wetly
the soft, hair-fringed folds, drawing with a scorching heat upward and in between the
swollen lips, and then finishing with an agonizingly electrifying twist at the delicate
little bud of her already hotly vibrating clitoris.
Alyssa gurgled like a baby, out of her mind with ecstasy. "Aaaarrrggghhh...!" This was
the most wonderful feeling in all the world! She wanted to burn up in it! Pressing her
fingers into his soft furry crown, she goaded him on as his lewdly lapping tongue
assaulted her most secretive inner recesses. Again and again the handsome brute
repeated his burning lingual caress, dragging gasps of pure lasciviousness from the 
sexintoxicated young redhead. His obscenely stroking tongue splayed through the
widespread crevice of her shivering white thighs, singeing her exposed and vulnerable
loins which were humping so lewdly up into his face, her soft, sparse-curled pubic
mound seething with primitive sexual debauchery.
By now, Lyndon's erotic lapping of her blazing vagina had left Alyssa no better than a
gibbering, whimpering idiot, wild to feel every last stroke of that long artful tongue of
his, crazy-mad to know every last thrilling, mind-bending sensation that flowed from its
electrified tip.
As for the German shepherd, he was going wild with desire himself. His enormous
cock, red and angry looking, was now fully exposed and bobbing gently with lewd
intent. And if he hadn't been well trained by his sexually demanding young mistress to
work her up to a fever pitch, he would have done as he wished and sunk the entire
bone-hard rod of his cock deep into her, right to the hilt.
But he knew well what to do, and he did it ruttishly, his long wet tongue slavering
through her red-curling pussy hair, then up in scroll-form through her eagerly
responding cuntal flesh to flick artfully at her ecstasy-drenched clitoris as Alyssa's
cream-white thighs shivered with longing.
The lustful scent of her loins made the dog's sensitive nostrils flare, and he lapped at
her loins with increasing urgency, drawing up all of the tender hair-fringed folds and
then letting them slap back again like liquid rubber. The moist pink flanges quivered
with expectancy, tremulous with desire for him, as the German shepherd's heart beat
frantically and his penis felt as if it were bursting.
"You darling..." she hissed mindlessly, lost in a lust-drugged fit. "That's it, lap my
cunt... oh... oh... you darling... that's it..." She murmured endearments through passion
clenched teeth, her slender white neck straining, her hips pumping upward into his
face, and her long legs thrashing. Her eyes were tightly shut, and her beautiful head
lolled from side to side on the pillow, rolling all of her long red hair back and forth
over her milky smooth shoulders. A tiny blue vein throbbed ardently in her temple as
all of her lust-ridden body gave itself over to pure sensuality. The sheer exquisite joy of
having her loins ransacked by her handsome animal-lover was incomparable.
"Darling! Oooohhh... love me to death! Lick me... oh, God, I'm dying... God... don't
stop... oh... oh... oh... Allyssa will cum in a minute lover... don't stop... faster... faster...
lick... oh God... you're... Oooohhh... Babeeeee!"
All the nerve-endings in her sex-taut body seemed to be shrieking out for completion...
but only... only the most wonderful blinding orgasm would... ooohhh... oh... ohhh...
Her belly was a furnace and the fluid cuntal channel between her legs had become a
raging river at floodtide. The full, sensually swollen mounds of her breasts felt as if they
were bursting with milk. Each time he lapped through her hair-fringed pussy slit, her
belly convulsed with new lust.
Her groans deepened with each long, drawn out lap of her cunt, mingling with the
lewd liquid noises of his tongue between her legs, and filling the bedroom in a
crescendo of carnal release. With one elbow, the wildly groaning redhead raised herself
up to momentarily watch her animal-lover, then fell backward again with a happy sigh.
Her feverish brain had become a blank to everything except his tongue, and her
breathing now came in ragged, sharply punctuated gasps. She was trapped by the
obscene emotion that had no name. Then there was a swift, whooshing intake of her
breath as Lyndon's irresistibly searching tongue spurted out between her widely spread
buttocks to worm its way up between her tingling asscheeks to her snug little anal
mouth, where it lewdly burrowed in as deep as it could!
The voluptuous redhead was wracked with agony as she twisted and turned on the
double bed, her molten hot breasts heaving sensuously from side to side, blissfully, as
the dog's tongue continued splaying open the hotly welcoming flesh – then lunging in
a maddening invading curl all the way up into the primitively clutching heat of her
craving vagina!
"Aaaagggghhh!"
Alyssa moaned with anguish, a moan that seemed not to have any ending. Her entire
vaginal region spasmed with burning energy like an exploding sun, and opening her
sex-drugged eyes to feed lustfully on the obscene spectacle of Lyndon's tongue lapping
so madly between her shivering white thighs only served to increase the maddening
quiver of her belly. She groaned giddily, everything inside her struggling for the climax
that was just out of reach. Her hotly smoldering flesh seemed to be burning up in its
own juices with each maddening lick and flick of the German shepherd's well-trained
tongue!
Lyndon licked deliriously, whining the whole time, his tongue lashing her naked flesh
like a whip, penetrating deeply through the warm, moist, hair-fringed folds between her
obscenely bucking thighs. He slavered thirstily in her ever-flowing cuntal secretions,
adoring her melodious sighs and moans and groans as they broke out about his head in
a tidal wave of encouragement. And yet his ruttish instincts clamored for still more!
Consequently, he abruptly discontinued his lapping of her steaming loins and backed
away from her on his hairy haunches. Alyssa wailed with anguish, gasped and drew
herself up on her elbows, her long red hair trailing out in back of her on the pillows,
her eyes humid and smoky with lust. Her abandoned pussyfolds clutched hungrily after
the swiftly departing tongue, but it was no use. He was gone.
"Lyndon! Darling, what have I done? Where are you going? Please, don't stop!"
But the big German shepherd didn't appear to be listening to the lust-fired young girl's
ardent love words. His eyes blazing with animal desire, he continued backing away...
until she finally understood. Could not help but understand when she saw it! His huge,
upraised red animal penis, completely exposed and glistening lewdly in its blood-filled
rigidity!
Breathless with wonder, her jaw hanging slack at the sight that never failed to drive her
sheer out of her mind with pure lust, Alyssa gaped at the gleaming red penis that had
emerged from its long furry cocoon beneath the big dog's belly, thick and wet, its
tapered end swaying tantalizingly as it left the protective sheath in an ever expanding
length of hardness.
It was bigger ,than any man Alyssa had ever known, and it was no wonder she
preferred her wonderful dog to any of the men who had chased after her. Now she
panted wordlessly, her eyes glazed over. as she confronted this marvelously formed
canine cock sliding with such agonizing slowness from its soft brown sleeve. She could
feel her mouth flooding with saliva. She was so turned on she was almost ready to
explode! She was thrilled beyond all measure that it was her beauty which could arouse
this powerful, good-looking animal to such a fever pitch of lascivious illicit desire,
transcending all bounds of known propriety.
And why not? Who said only a man could appreciate a woman's body? Lyndon had
proven over and over again that he knew all the little feelings and nuances required of
an ardent lover.
So why shouldn't he fuck her, ram his thickly bloated animal-cock high up into her
slippery passion drenched cunt...
Who was to say it was wrong... Her father? How could he say anything when he knew
she knew his secret... she knew... had known all along, what he was doing with her oh
so innocent little cousin Terry... She knew why Terry had to be sent to boarding school
back east. And certainly her brother Peter was in no position to moralize to her... Peter
chasing like a madman after Maria when she was still married to Harry Martin... Peter
violently in love with Maria... she had her suspicions too about how Harry Martin died,
but why should she say anything? That was all old news now... No, there wasn't a
damned soul in this family of damned souls that would dare to moralize to her! For to
be lust-mad was in their blood, all of them... every last one of the whole rotten family.
And even as these thoughts raced through her mind, she couldn't keep her lust-glazed
eyes off Lyndon's still expanding and lengthening animal cock. "Oooooohhhh," she
squealed, hopelessly thrilled and in the grip of a passion so obscene it was unnamable.
"Yes, I love you... you know I do... but lover darling... Oh God! I can't stand it – I've
got to cum!"
Alyssa scrambled for the pillows, stacking them high under her buttocks and hips so
that soon her open pelvis was raised high into the air as if on a dais for a temple
goddess, and she rested back on her shoulders with her glossy red hair spread out like a
fan around her head.
This position forced the burning hot flanges of her cunt to be open in an oval like a
mouth waiting to be tongue-kissed. Beyond those open and vulnerable portals Lyndon
could see all of her urgently waiting wetness, waiting for the plunge of his lust-stiffened
member. The redheaded eyes glowed with lascivious desire, and then she pulled her
knees back again until they pressed into her erotically tingling breasts, revealing still
further the lewdly raised mound of her flaming pussy, glistening with molten desire
where it lay nakedly spread open before him.
Alyssa raised her beautiful head to look down between her rising and falling breasts and
open legs at her handsome canine lover, who waited patiently with his massive shining
red cock bobbing with the instinctual heartbeat of his lust. Beyond that lay his heavy,
sperm-laden testicles that wanted to spurt deeply up inside her waiting belly. "Yes,
Lyndon," she croaked shamelessly. "Fuck me now! I'm ready, darling!" She reached
between her legs and lewdly stroked her middle finger through her greedily throbbing
pussy with a savage erotic gesture. "Get it in, baby, darling! Hurry lover!"
Lyndon wanted to, but he had been waiting for her to turn over. He had been trained
to fuck her from behind, his paws clutching her soft fleshy curves as they trembled
excitedly under him. But this was something new! Yet his beautiful mistress was
obviously ready and eager for him, and his own heart was also beating with a sex-crazed
animal heat. Perhaps it was all right this new way!
Lyndon whined as he moved hesitantly toward her on the bed. And then he was
mounting easily between Alyssa's widespread legs, his canine head panting hungrily
above hers, as his huge jerking penis swung in toward the steaming heat of her open
pussy lips... and finally brushed against it!
"Ooooohhhh... oh darling... put... put it in... yes, hurry before I go out of my mind..."
Alyssa closed her eyes tightly to better concentrate on the consuming torrents of
sensation that were flooding her nakedly quivering flesh. But then her arms were
snaking up around his furry muscular body and she was hugging him close, her softly
moistened lips kissing all over his hairy snout, her tongue stroking obscenely across his.
And as he answered her with his own licking of her passion-twisted features, she
reached down beneath him and her cool slender fingers gently gripped his slippery hot
animal-penis, parting her soft red pubic hair with its thick beveled tip, and bringing it
warmly into the pulsating opening of her surrendering vagina.
"Oh, in me..." she sighed huskily, fraught with passion. "Ooooohhhh... darling! Oh,
just the tip's inside me now, darling. Fuck it all into your y hungry mistress's cunt.
Hurry! My wonderful, wonderful Lyndon!"
The convulsively gasping redhead gripped the dog's swollen cock with a hunger born of
her passion. It felt as hot and hard as a rigid iron bar and yet soft and wet at the same
time. And suddenly Lyndon lurched forward as if on cue. For moments he had felt her
moistly clutching cuntal lips kissing his cock, nibbling at the fiery red tip like
something possessed, and now he could take no more. He fucked forward with a
primitive, purposeful stroke to satisfy his wildly throbbing animal lust.
"Uuuuuhhhhgggghhhh!" Alyssa barked as the huge dog drove his cock deep inside her.
At last! Her loins and brain were boiling like a witches' cauldron. His penis rammed up
so high into her belly she was afraid it would come out her throat.
Lyndon was squatting partially on his haunches between his mistress's wide-splayed
white thighs humping forward again and again to bury himself to the hilt in her hotly
streaming cunt. Each time he thrust his sperm-bloated testicles came swinging forward,
thumping with an obscene moist smack into the smooth, widely split crevice of her
buttocks. And then he began pumping into her with the staccato speed of a machine
gunner on an open trigger.
"Urrrrgggghhhh... darrrllliiinnng!" she gurgled ecstatically reeling with pleasure beneath
the stray dog's furious fucking. She felt as if she were already cumming, and her throaty
cries became one, long endless moan of mindless delight as he pistoned relentlessly up
between her legs. For Alyssa there was only Lyndon's deadly earnest reaming of her
tender vagina, and nothing else. Her passion-dilated cuntal passage flowered open like a
rose in the hot summer sun. She would not have denied him anything now. She was
totally enslaved and vulnerable, a helplessly groaning mass of aroused female flesh,
living for this excruciating thrill – this electric feeling of being fucked half-to-death by
this powerful German shepherd.
This was sex at its most primitive and basic level, and she wanted to wallow in it. He
was an animal on all fours, fucking her without tenderness or patience, but she didn't
care. His lightning thrusts were so mind-bending it made her teeth chatter and her head
spin. She squirmed and groaned salaciously around his thickly dominating animal-cock
which was despoiling her sacred redheaded beauty, feeling the entire blood-swollen
length of it as it sluiced wetly in and out of her flaming hot cunt.
Getting her breath momentarily, Alyssa looked down between their lewdly entwined
bodies to watch fascinated as his glistening red dog-penis pistoned rhythmically in and
out of her soft, curl-fringed vaginal mouth, which clung to it lasciviously. Her brain
seemed to dissolve further with each maddening, breathtaking plunge, and she reeled in
the blinding light of taboo animalism. Kicking our her legs, she wrapped them snugly
up around the furry muscles of his powerful back, and then began undulating her pelvis
with a wild, salacious grinding motion, meeting his powerful strokes with lewd ecstatic
abandon and wanton frenzy.
Like one possessed, the naked redhead humped her hotly working loins up at her
German shepherd lover, sliding forward onto his continuously skewering penis as it
plunged deeper and deeper into the tortured confines of her round little belly. The dog's
furry stomach and loins battered mercilessly against her milk-white flesh, thudding
resoundingly into her lewdly spread cuntal flesh, his enormous blood-engorged penis
sinking far up into the hot fluid inferno of her wildly clasping vaginal channel.
Almost unconscious of her actions, Alyssa rotated her buttocks and hips furiously
beneath him with her shameless mewls of pure happiness, spiraling her cunt hungrily
up and down around the punishing length of Lyndon's instinct-driven cock, a blissful
cry of anguished joy breaking from her parted lips.
And then she thought her head was going to explode right off her shoulders as she
sensed her longed-for orgasm coming hurtling towards her. Its advance signals splayed
through her erotically seething loins like the prickling of a million tiny needles,
torturing the pit of her sensuously shivering belly with the obscene promise of the most
shattering climax she'd ever known.
She seemed to be whining endlessly now, straining and yearning on the very edge of
the steep gorge of her approaching climax, only to feel it recede from her yet once
again, tantalizingly.
"Oh, come on, boy! That's it, you wonderful dear – oh! OH! Fuck meeee! OH!" Her
voice cracked with passion as she slavered ecstatically all over his panting canine face,
smothering it with burning moist kisses. Her loins felt as if they were going to explode
into millions of individual molecules.
Above her, Lyndon's hotly chugging animal heart raged out of control, hugging and
puffing with love for his redheaded mistress whose long soft legs were wound so snugly
around his swiftly moving back as were her arms, now, so passionately around his neck.
She pleaded with him, begged and cajoled as she kissed him feverishly, at the same time
thrusting her hugging vaginal walls up onto his aching rod of flesh as it drove faster
and faster in and out between her thighs. The burning heat of her loins was like a balm
to his savagely pumping cock, urging him madly higher.
"Darling... oh... lick my tongue... darling... kiss me... oh... oh... oh..." she begged, out of
her mind with lust, her face almost unrecognizably contorted. She opened her mouth to
gasp out something else, and just then the dog's long, thick wet tongue thrust into the
furnace of her mouth, brushing along her tongue as it moved to the very back of her
throat. And she sucked it wildly, unbridled bestial passion making her a creature devoid
of all reason. Her toes turned under and everything in her flesh seemed to scream
orgiastically. With the German shepherd's tongue in her mouth it was as if he were
fucking her there as well as in her madly churning cunt below. Sob after desperate sob
burst from her ovaled lips... this was it... it... there... and then... then... her 
first spasm of flesh-twisting, mind-thrashing orgasm hit her!
Alyssa whined like a mad woman and tried to fight him off, her pelvis thrashing with
uncontrollable sensual bliss. Her loins seemed to convulse in mid-air, twisting and
squirming with excruciating joy, her vaginal passage undulating and hugging
ecstatically over his swiftly moving dog-cock.
Lyndon responded by fucking her yet harder, and then he too was climaxing-spurting
out his hotly scalding animal cum into the depths of her writhing white belly.
The dog's tongue withdrew from her greedily sucking mouth and he began yelping for
joy as she flailed her head from side to side, her face twisted with obscene passion. The
brightest flash of erotic happiness blew off inside her like bursting cannon shot,
burning every' last nerve ending in her insanely shuddering body to a frazzle. The lewd
combination of their human-animal cum trickled warmly back out of her rippling
womb around Lyndon's still speeding cock, flowing down the insides of her bow-string
taut thighs as she milked her furry lover's penis of every last delicious drop of climactic
fluid.
Alyssa groaned lustfully, her head thick with happiness. She moaned and sighed softly,
her eyes hot and veiled with passion, her legs jerking convulsively as the last throes of
her orgasm rippled through her naked loins. Then her legs fell weakly apart on the bed
on either side of his relaxing hairy flanks. Affection and a hopeless sense of enchanted
wonder flooded her sated flesh from the tips of her toes to the very ends of her long,
lustrous red hair.
If this was depraved, it was the most wonderful depravity in the world, she thought.
And she felt herself a very lucky young woman indeed.
And as Lyndon's cum-drained member slipped wetly from her semen-flooded vaginal
mouth, with a loud lewd sucking noise, only one dark shadow crossed the exquisite
redhead's mind.
Terry! The little blonde bitch was unwelcome in this house as far as she was concerned.
And what's more, Lyndon was following her cousin around like a lovesick puppy. It
was bad enough her father and brother were in turmoil just because Terry was back.
But Lyndon – the dog was her own private property and she didn't want to share him
with anyone. Something would have to be done.
Lyndon's cum-drained member slipped wetly from her semen-flooded vaginal mouth
with a loud lewd sucking noise. She looked down affectionately, her eyes full of stars, at
his glistening deflating cock, heavy with the moisture of both their orgastic secretions,
sliding slowly from the red curl-fringed folds of her exhausted but joyously satiated
cunt, the lips of which seemed to be clinging after his softened member as if they never
wanted to let go.
A happy warm glow suffused her body and everything within seemed flooded with pure
liquid happiness.
"Goodnight my sweet love," she said to him softly.
He licked her face in reply, and then at the undersides of her full, heavy breasts.
Yes, something would have to be done about Terry!


Chapter 5


Bessie was unusually quiet the following morning at breakfast, as she went dutifully
about her work, making coffee, frying bacon and eggs. How much of this could a body
endure, she wondered. I been with this family more than twenty years, but sometimes a
person's got to draw the line. I love this family like my own, but the going's on here are
pure sin and I don't know what on earth to do... Ain't no one in this world got a bigger
heart than Craig Hennings, but I know he was sinning with his young niece last
night... and Miss Alyssa... why, she's stone crazy with that dog of hers... And heaviest of
all to bear is Maria's eyes. I dare say, sometimes I look in that woman's eyes and I see
she knows something she ain't never told no one, and I'd be mighty surprised if it
didn't have to do with the death of her husband, Harry Martin. I seen men killed by
horses before, and those wounds sure didn't look like no one but the devil himself done
it. Oh Lordy, I just don't know what to do... and I'm right about to burst from the
heaviness in my heart. It'd be easier to just up and leave if they wasn't the only family I
ever had.
At that moment, Craig Hennings walked into the kitchen and sat down heavily. His
head throbbed as if someone had been squeezing it in a vise the entire night. "God
damnit, Bessie," he shouted needless, "Do you have to make such a clatter with the
dishes."
"Sorry, Mr. Hennings," she said, and turned so that he could not see her eyes were
nearly brimming with tears. On top of everything else, she had never remembered him
speaking harshly to her before in all these years.
Peter was already at the table and greeted his father in a desultory fashion."
"Is Terry up?" Craig asked nervously.
"Up and gone."
"Gone? Gone where? I-I've got to talk to her..."
"She's got some fool notion about wanting to make friends with Alyssa... easier to make
friends with a rattle snake if you ask me..."
Christ! Craig thought. He had to talk to her. Christ! Would she ever forgive him? How
far had he gone? He couldn't remember a damned thing after she'd taken her clothes
off...
"Wouldn't mind seeing her myself," said Peter.
"You've taken a fancy to her haven't you." Craig was almost relieved to think that
perhaps Peter would court his lovely blonde niece, perhaps even marry her, and insure
that Terry would still be able to have a normal life, would be able to forget their
relationship and, let he and Maria live in peace together...
"She's not a bad looking Filly," he said grinning..."I'm sure you're aware of that too,
father!"
Craig turned a deep red. The meaning of Peter's insinuation was painfully clear. And if
there were any doubt in Craig's mind, Peter leaned across the table and with a lewd
grin on his face, said..."Thought I'd have to think twice about taking a hand me down
woman from my own dad."
Suddenly Craig bolted up from his chair and before he knew what he was doing his
hand flashed out and smacked his son harshly across the cheek.
Peter turned red with rage, but was motionless..."You'll regret that, father," he said,
slowly, calculatingly, his voice soft, yet behind it a furnace of vicious rage... This time
his father had gone too far... Yes... yes, he wanted Terry, wanted her badly, and he
would be happy with her... but only after he'd been victorious over his father. That
would come in time, he knew...
"I-I'm sorry, Peter," Craig stammered, horrified that his son knew... and horrified at the
action he had just taken.
"It's too late, father," Peter said calmly. "It's done."


* * *


Terry felt somewhat nervous about knocking on her cousin Alyssa's door. Ever since
she had arrived, Alyssa had given her an icily cold shoulder – that is, what little she saw
of her redheaded cousin, who seemed to prefer the company of her dog to that of
anyone human. From what she could tell, Alyssa spent all her time either in her room
or out in the fields with Lyndon. But she so desperately needed some female
companionship and she so badly wanted to be friends with her cousin.
All the years she was back east at school, she'd thought she'd had more than her fill of
female companionship, but with all that had gone on here in the past three days... with
Craig and with Peter... she just wanted to relax with another girl.
"Who is it?" came Alyssa's voice sharply from the other side of the door.
"Tit's me... Terry!"
"What do you want?" Alyssa was being deliberately sharp.
"Please, Alyssa... we don't have to be enemies..."
"All right, all right... Just a minute." Lazily, Alyssa rose from her bed and threw on her
robe, then opened the door to her cousin. "Don't be so damn dramatic... come on in."
Terry entered the room and sat beside the bed in an armchair, while Alyssa sat on the
bed, her back against the pine headboard. Terry couldn't help but admire her cousin's
lovely figure, her slender waist and her round full breasts which her thin cotton robe
did little to hide. Subconsciously, she found herself admiring, too, her long white
tapered thighs and perfectly formed calves, which were fully revealed as Alyssa let her
robe drape loosely at the top of her thighs. Lyndon lay on the oval mat beside the bed,
regarding his mistress's visitor with intensity. And Terry's mind wandered to thoughts
of Sara Wilkens, her roommate at school... and Sara was a lesbian... with whom Terry'd
spent many delicious hours, even though Sara hadn't been able to convert her... at least,
fully...
"Well..." said Alyssa, glancing at her fingernails with nonchalance. "What did you want
to talk about..."
"Please," said Terry..."I-I like you, Alyssa... there's no need to be so hostile..."
And suddenly, as she regarded her lovely blonde cousin, whom she had hated all
through her childhood as only a girl can hate such a close rival, Alyssa found surprising
feelings stirring in her... She had never admitted to herself the loneliness of the life she
had carved out... She had always enjoyed the eccentric image she presented of herself...
her chosen loneliness... but this was perhaps the first time since her mother had died so
many years ago that any female had ever offered her friendship. Perhaps Maria would
have, but the older Mexican woman had been so accustomed to Alyssa's habits, that she
had never thought to make an effort to change them... And now Alyssa felt her coldness
melting into an unaccustomed warmth at her cousin's offer of friendship...
"I'll drink to that," she said flippantly, to hide the sensitive emotions she was feeling,
and, partly to shock... and partly because she really wanted a drink, she reached into
her night table drawer and withdrew a small flask of brandy which she kept hidden
there...
And Terry was properly horrified..."Alyssa... before lunch!" she exclaimed.
The redhead raised an eyebrow. "My, how square you are, cousin."
"Certainly not," Terry smiled, and boldly took the flask from Alyssa.
The girls shared the strong liquor with clandestine pleasure, and the soothing alcohol
loosened the tensions between them...
And they began to talk... Terry's head swam delightfully while the warm secure feeling
in her belly inspired both confidence and a loose tongue. The beautiful redhead across
from her, with her enticingly full and pointed breasts, was making no effort to hiding
her own change of feelings, and the understanding and friendship that had suddenly
blossomed between them, both realized, was based upon their mutual need for one
another.
It wasn't long before Terry Wainwright began spilling her heart to Alyssa, telling her
what the redhead already knew well. But it felt good for Terry to unburden herself to
her cousin, and Alyssa in turn confessed her loneliness. Then Terry had stood and
embraced her cousin's head against her soft belly, stroking her hair and wiping the tears
from her cheeks..."Just yesterday, I hated you," she said between sobs..."But no more,
Terry... no more."
Then Alyssa had gotten to her feet and drawn Terry into her arms, pressing her cheek
against her breasts and caressing the soft blonde head.
It was a welcomed state of feeling that immediately drifted over Terry as they embraced,
even as her belly quivered and tiny, latent fermentations of desire came alive within her
at the perfumed feel of the other girl's full soft breasts beneath her cheek. Terry put her
arms around her waist and clung to her in the same manner she had done so many
times with her roommate at school... and then, the sudden fear that nothing would
come of their embrace... that Alyssa might not be so inclined at all... that she was truly
offering only a moment of consolation struck her.
But her fears were ungrounded, and slowly, somehow, the two cousins found
themselves lying side by side on the bed. The strange, never-before galvanic feelings
that had abruptly burst into being within Alyssa's person at the mere touch of her
beautiful blonde cousin was more than she could understand... She had never gone this
route in her life! But of course there always had to be a first time – like the first time
she had been sexual with Lyndon... And there was no doubt in her mind that the mere
sight and touch of her alluring cousin Terry was spurring her toward unbelievable
experimentation...
Instinctively, the perverse redhead knew just what to do as she slowly began to
unbutton Terry's blouse. It was something new and wickedly fascinating... as strangely
forbidden as her love for her dog... and she wanted it... needed it...
Terry could hardly believe what was taking place... yet it was exciting and she, too,
knew it was what she wanted...
She couldn't help the little whimpering noises that escaped her lips as she lifted her
body with helpful movements while Alyssa undressed her with trembling hands. In
seconds, she was naked and the breathtaking redhead was standing as she removed her
own things.
Alyssa lowered herself onto the bed, hardly aware of what she was doing. Slowly, Terry
raised her face so that her clear blue eyes looked upward into Alyssa's cat-like green
ones, then she whimpered again as she pressed her own delectable body toward her
cousin's until they made contact and her lithe suppleness seemed to flow into Alyssa's
quivering soft contours, while her hand clasped with open palm at the redhead's back
and her other opened slowly to cup with gentle fingers, Alyssa's full, firm breasts.
Alyssa gasped at the initial contact, overwhelmed with the stimulation the soft, small
hand had caused her, and she felt herself automatically maneuvering Terry's naked
loveliness tightly to her, while she pressed her own curvaceous form against her. She
bent her head downward while Terry raised hers, both of them straining until their lips
met, gently at first, each feeling the full, warm delineated imprint of the other, and then
more furiously.
Both were rigid, confused, but finally relaxed under the pressure of their desire, their
tongues meeting at the points of contact, their bodies following it up, beginning to
undulate and rub briskly against one another, their loins endeavoring to meet as were
their lips.
"Oh... oh God, Alyssa," Terry breathed warmly into the red headed girl's face. "I... I
don't know what... what came over me... you're... you're so lovely..."
"Shhh... don't speak, honey," Alyssa whispered, completely swept up in the erotic
salaciousness of their act, forcing her small pink tongue into the offered receptive
mouth before her, while at the same time, her hands began to caress the other's breasts
and traverse exploringly down her ribs to the swell of her hips, there to gently cup and
massage Terry's firm, warm-fleshed buttocks.
Terry moaned behind closed eyes, once more feeling Alyssa's long slender fingers
returning to catch at her nipple, rolling and squeezing it in a tender understanding way
that only a woman could know. She sensed her whole being quiver at the lewd
forbiddingness of their performance; she was suddenly alive with a growing lust and she
couldn't, had she wanted to, resist the other's licentious advances.
Alyssa's excited fingers crept over her like spiders as they gently rolled her onto her
back, her head upon the pillow. Terry nervously moistened her lips with the tip of her
tongue as she felt Alyssa's soft mouth engulf the nipple of her left breast, all of the
reddish-tinted areola and the hardened cherry-like nipple with a swift flicking tongue
that sent urgent, taunting messages radiating outward along the nerve ends of her flesh
to her brain.
Slowly, Alyssa slithered down her satiny, vibrant body until their faces were level with
each other, and her thigh crept along Terry's entwining around it, her soft reddish
fleece of hair brushing warmly against that of the blonde-haired girl. Again her lips
found Terry's with an agile, pliant, soft, sweet possession and her tongue fluttered into
her mouth.
Even as she was astonished at what was taking place, Alyssa couldn't help her
aggressive performance. She felt Terry's tiny tongue slip up into her mouth and she
sucked at it hungrily while the other girl's hand trailed over her passion-filled body with
fascinating touches, running over her breasts, her sides and back, their bodies finally
locking together once more as the caressing hand reached her soft, yielding buttocks
and pulled them apart to stroke excitingly at her tiny puckered anus with delicate
knowing fingers.
Then, Alyssa raised above the other, taking Terry's right breast in her hand, her fingers
teasing the palpitating, distended nipple. She let her desire-filled eyes rove over her
cousin's lithe, supple nakedness in confused delight. Finally, her voice trembled as she
said: "I-I've never done this before, Terry darling... have you?"
Terry hesitated. "Y-yes... at school. My roommate... was a lesbian... I-I let her make love
to me... there were never any boys..."
"A-and are you a lesbian too?"
Terry shook her head. "No... do you believe me?"
"Of course," Alyssa answered, smiling as she still caressed the other's warm, pliant
breast.
Alyssa traced the thin line of the other girl's pussy tauntingly, then, slipping her finger
downward into the warm cleft between her lush buttocks to caress the tight little hole of
her anus.
"I never thought you'd be so much fun to be with, cousin," Alyssa said grinning lewdly.
The redhead could hear her own breathing heavy in her chest. She said: "The... the very
feel of your warm, velvety skin... it drives me wild, Terry."
"I know... I-I feel that way too."
Then suddenly Alyssa was sliding away... sliding down her trembling, passion-incited
body.
Slowly, Terry raised her head to watch in captivation as Alyssa suddenly nestled her
face into the hollow of her spread thighs. Immediately, she was overcome with wild,
erotic sensations that danced and rippled through her loins and belly as she felt soft
kisses along the hot flesh of her inner thighs, felt the warm puffs of breath and then...
the magic, wet contact of Alyssa's tongue licking the soft, hair-lined cleft of her vaginal
slit as if experimentally... simply... licking in long grazing strokes that grew more bold...
from the bottom to the top, not entering, but causing her to raise her naked loins with
each tantalizing up-lick of tongue against her sensitive labia.
Terry sensed her clitoris quivering into hardness and knew that it was peeking out from
its hooded little canopy, enjoying the first stab of ecstatic bliss as the tiny pink tongue
grazed it. She expelled her breath with a hissing sound, rolling her head back and forth
on the pillow, while Alyssa, growing still more bold, eased her tongue inside the rapidly
moistening split to draw it upward from the vaginal mouth... upward toward the
tingling bud of her clitoris...
And from the oval rug on the floor, the huge dog Lyndon watched in rapt amazement,
his own breath quickening and growing hotter.
Terry's throat began to work insanely. She held her breath, then exhaled sharply at the
delicious contact... and suddenly, there came new delights.
Alyssa, whose own, soft, white loins were alive with little tongues of ever-increasing
carnal flame at the unexplainable and uncontrollable desires racing through her,
hungrily pressed her lips closer, separating the soft, fleshy, hair-covered flanges of
Terry's tight vaginal slit, reaching up simultaneously with both hands to caress the full,
firm erect breasts, while her mouth became ravenous in its new delight, open and hot,
nothing but tongue invading the seething, moist cunt before it, nothing but tongue
lashing at the erect clitoris, tongue everywhere in the blonde girl's throbbing pussy,
damp with the lubricating juices mixed with her own saliva... lizard-like in the rapidly
dilating vagina, and always returning to the sensitive, tingling clitoris.
Terry moaned passionately while ripples of lust-incited enchantment convulsed her
smooth, sensuous flesh. She began to gasp explosively and drew back her legs, thrusting
her open cunt upward lewdly to bring the magic tongue tighter into the quivering,
unfulfilled center of her body.
Alyssa was gasping, sucking air in short surges, never breaking the fervent, swirling
contact of her eager mouth, tongue and lips. Even her nose was now buried, immersed
in the moist, pink, velvety flesh of Terry's seething cunt...
"Oh... ooohhh... dear God... it's beautiful, darling!" Terry choked, nearly overwhelmed
with the rapture her red-haired cousin was bringing her. "Oh... don't stop... don't ever
stop! Oh God... I'm going out of my mind with the beauty of it...!"
Alyssa was sucking her clitoris and nipping at it with her pretty white teeth, sending
almost violent spasms of ecstasy spiraling through her. It was near maddening...
erotically maddening... but bearably maddening. Then, her tongue was sliding smoothly
in and out of her vagina, moistly rotating at its elastic mouth, slipping deeply inside her
small cuntal hole again and Terry knew her channel had dilated to its fullest before her
cousin's lovemaking.
Abruptly, she felt her hips being raised by strong slender hands cupping the rounded
moons of her buttocks, and she held her knees tight to her aching breasts as she felt the
enchanting tongue trail downward through the smooth crevice of her ass to her anus,
licking, then its tip pressing firmly into the small puckered hole, penetrating only a
fraction of an inch, though she tried to help by relaxing to the fullest degree. Once
more, the tongue returned to her cunt, curling up into her, then flickering higher to her
clitoris as the pressure mounted in her loins.
Alyssa slowly raised her head and smiled while Terry jerkily lowered her legs.
"Hey... come down here and kiss me," the magnificent redhead said.
Terry raised herself upright as Alyssa got to her knees, still between her legs. Terry
wrapped her arms hungrily around this beautiful girl's neck and planted her lips on the
gluttonous mouth, tasting the poignant flavor of her own self there. The reaction to her
senses set off wild, lustful sensations charging through her.
Alyssa took her inside her arms and held her, then pressed the other girl's cheek against
the soft resilient flesh of her own breast. She ran one free hand down over Terry's soft
belly and down further through the silken, blonde pubic hair of her fleshy little mound
to the split of her pussy, drawing a finger up between its moist, quivering lips.
Terry whimpered and tried to move closer. Alyssa cupped her own breast and pressed
the nipple into Terry's mouth, and she began to suck hungrily as her own small hand
came up to caress and hold the full, heavy breast lovingly.
Momentarily, Alyssa watched in mounting lust as the ravishing blonde-haired girl
sucked and nibbled at her breast. She watched until she couldn't stand it any longer,
and then she pressed the girl back down on the bed and straddled her, moving up and
over her until her full, rounded buttocks flattened the other girl's breasts into her chest.
Then, Alyssa raised up until her slightly opened cunt was hovering directly over Terry's
mouth... and Terry licked out with her small tongue, the enticing coral slit with its
enfringing red hair like a magnet to her as she laved her lingual member through the
velvety length of it.
She reached up with her hands and caught tight to the beautiful redhead's hips, pulling
her down closer while she ran her tongue through the pink warm sensitiveness of
Alyssa's cunt... exploring her clitoris, her vagina, her urethra as her own desires
continued to soar within her unfulfilled, carnally excited brain.
Then, all of a sudden, Alyssa was moving off of her to lie down by her side and Terry
couldn't help the disappointment reflected in her eyes.
"Is something wrong?" she asked of the redhead.
"OH... I've got a wonderful surprise for you, darling... you'll see..."
"Oh... but I want to cum, Alyssa..." Terry whispered hoarsely.
"And you're going to, my pet," Alyssa assured her with a loving smile. "The greatest
lover of them all is about to bring you to ecstasy... if you're ready."
An expression of confusion clouded Terry's eyes. She studied Alyssa, trying with
difficulty to understand her meaning. She had spoken as if there were someone else
hidden in the room... just waiting for the signal to be given to charge out and throw
himself onto her... My God! How could that be? No... no, it was impossible ...!
"You're frightened and confused, darling," Alyssa spoke softly, "But you needn't be.
You trust me, don't you?"
"Of course."
"Then turn over and get up on your knees, baby... with your lovely ass high in the air...
No questions. Do as I say."
Without another word, Terry responded, getting onto her knees and raising her
buttocks according to instructions.
"Now, Lyndon! Up boy!" Alyssa commanded with a snap of her fingers, and before
Terry realized what was happening she felt the weight of the great dog as it leaped onto
the bed, but she couldn't see him because he remained behind her, and as her belly
suddenly constricted she looked sideways at Alyssa's face, seeing her cousin pointing
toward her buttocks.
For what seemed an awesome eternity, Terry knelt in a fear-stricken daze until suddenly
she felt the huge animal's wet nose sniffing teasingly at her upturned loins. She gasped
at Alyssa who was smiling. Abruptly she wanted to scream... then felt the probing nose
against her anus, causing her to lurch forward from the shock.
"M-my God!" she exclaimed. Then, she felt his tongue snake out and lick wetly up and
down the crevice between her legs. She couldn't believe it as his huge educated tongue
laved at her anal ring, and she had to steel herself to keep from screeching out.
Chokingly, she started to protest, but then the animal began hungrily licking her
aroused cuntal slit and her words died in her throat. Dear God! His tongue was
running the full length of her cunt... and then, she felt Alyssa's hand on her thigh.
"Wider, baby," Alyssa hissed excitedly. "Spread your legs way apart so that your cunt
will open for him."
"Wh-what? My God! What... what are you saying?"
"Do it!" Alyssa snapped, her lovely eyes flashing in momentary anger.
Afraid not to, Terry responded, spreading her knees as Lyndon lashed his tongue the
full length of her open buttocks, from the snugly closed little pucker of her now
cringing asshole, down beneath to the tight pink edges of her fear-trembling pussy,
even to the very base of her belly where it penetrated to flick at her quivering clitoris.
He repeated it time and again, his canine lingual member laving through her sensitive,
hair-covered genitals, spreading her open in the most sensitive parts of her body until
she began to twitch noticeably with the tics of lust his lapping and sniffing of her loins
was causing.
Again, Terry gaped at her cousin, aware of the futileness of the gesture even as she did
it, and the exciting sensations she was beginning to perceive started to take command
of her.
"My... my God!" she gasped aloud to Lyndon's big, moist tongue splaying hotly
through the length of her pink velvety split. Then she found herself trying to widen her
knees even further in an effort to open her cunt more to him. His animal tongue thrust
up the damp coral furrow, tingling at the deep, dilated passageway as it ravished her
crotch in merciless, mounting bliss. She moaned loudly and suddenly saw Alyssa's
naked loveliness squirming down beneath her kneeling body... drawing her legs back to
her full, erect breasts, so that her coppery hair-covered cunt was completely exposed to
her.
And then, through the haze of her building passion, Terry felt Lyndon mount her, his
soft furry body crowding in toward her trembling buttocks, his forelegs clutching at her
hips in the manner of any male who would take her from behind. The animal's lashing
tongue had set the flames roaring in her bins, even more so than Alyssa's gentle
ministrations, and as she turned her head she caught the entire reflection of their
obscene orgy in Alyssa's vanity-mirror; the licentious sight of the powerful animal
mounting the salaciously spread moons of her soft white buttocks, plus the lurid
reflection of Alyssa lying on her back with her legs raised in lewd presentation of her
delightful, pink-gapped crotch to be licked and loved, sent maddening and lascivious
sensations of carnal rapture charging through her mind and body.
She saw the image of Lyndon's unbelievable, glistening, scarlet prick shoot out from its
long sheath, moist and hard, the tapered end slipping and dancing like a pointed,
greased candle in the dampness of her widespread crotch, and she felt his strong animal
body jerk against her in his effort to find an opening with the beveled thick shaft.
"Help, him baby! Hurry!" Alyssa hissed, while she, too, watched the mirror, her own
hand moving magnetically down between her raised, spread thighs to slip her probing
index finger in and out smoothly, separating the clasping lubricated lips of her own
spasming cunt.
With an unrestrained moan, Terry shifted her lush rounded buttocks in a searching
effort to capture the dog's lengthening prick, the wild tension within her mounting
insanely. She wanted the long, cruel-looking organ inside her... to fill her as Uncle
Craig's cock had done the night before... what an ironic mockery it would be for both
Craig and his son Peter, damn them! She reached back, grasping the damp shaft and
causing Lyndon to half growl, half whimper as she guided the pointed nozzle to the
sucking little mouth of her passion-flushed, moist vaginal opening, hardly realizing
what she was doing in her lust-blinded state.
Immediately, the great animal thrust and Terry felt his cock thrust into her vaginal
passage, which opened wider and wider as the dog began to hammer his long thick
animal-cock deep up inside her tight, contracting, hot channel.
Alyssa watched in lust-filled fascination, gaping as the thick scarlet cudgel slithered
forward with a powerful wet charge again and again, until it was sunk to its delicious
hilt... knowing the ecstatic delight, while her Lyndon's hairy, black balls swung beneath
Terry's damp, pubic-hair-lined crotch.
"Oh... oh, my God!" Terry blurted, her eyes wide but glazed as the beast fucked into
her from behind while she stared down at Alyssa's several fingers moving sleekly in and
out of her own, pink, wide-split cunt.
"Oooooohhh, ohhhh, oooohhh," she chanted in heavenly relief while she began to
move backwards rhythmically to meet Lyndon's powerfully long strokes plunging deep
into the very womb of her belly.
At last, when she couldn't stand the mere watching, along with her own fingering of
her cunt, any longer, Alyssa gently entwined her fingers in the younger girl's hair and
pressed her face downward into her crotch, immediately feeling Terry's smooth hot,
moist tongue, of its own volition, begin to lick the damp velvety flesh of her cunt... the
roundness of her lips sucking feverishly at her extended clitoris... the length of her
tongue darting up into her vagina to slash, swirl and lave... hot breath coming in tight
gasps against her own pink, sensitive flesh as she rotated her buttocks and crotch
furiously, just as was Terry grinding her ass back against the great hammering animal
cock, like a wanton whore straining for orgasmic release.
The lewd, erotic delight was more than Alyssa could bear watching any longer; her
climax was about to erupt inside her from the beautiful mouthing of her cunt that Terry
was administering. She tossed back her head and cried deeply as the bubble burst and
waves of pleasure drenched her loins and belly, causing her legs to jerk out
spasmodically on either side of Terry's lovely blonde head buried in her climaxing
crotch.
It was then that Terry began to utter muffled whimpers. Abruptly, she raised her face
and Alyssa saw her glazed blue eyes grow round and wide as she gasped: "Ooooohhhh,
my God! I-I'm going to! I – this must be it! I-I-I... yes! I'm going to cum! Oh, darling!
Yes... yes! I... now! Oooohhh! I'm cumming... cummmiiinnnggg...!"
Her voice died in a strangled blend of sob and sigh, her head twisting from side to side,
her long tawny hair flailing wildly as she began the first delightful spasms of orgasm,
screwing her smooth, rounded buttocks back hard onto the thick driving animal-cock
with abandoned fury.
Alyssa watched triumphantly in the mirror as Lyndon's tongue hung loosely from the
mouth of his great head, panting and dripping its saliva onto the smooth creamy flesh
of Terry's back while he fucked into the salaciously undulating buttocks from behind
with wild frenzy. Then, Terry shrieked again, slamming her ass back against the dog
with a frantic jerk as simultaneously, he thrust forward and his prick began to spew its
load of hot animal sperm deep up into the hidden recesses of her belly with long, hard
spurts. And yet again she screamed, her buttocks beginning to contract convulsively
while Alyssa watched the mirror to see the combination human-animal, thick, white
orgasmic liquid explode from the lips of her young tight cunt that was still clasping and
squeezing like a rubber band around Lyndon's long, thick prick, thin rivulets of the
sticky fluid trickling down the smooth white columns of her inner thighs... until at last
she collapsed, her head falling back to the soft cradle of Alyssa's loins, her cheek nestled
against the swollen down-covered mound of her moist pussy, a long sigh of release
escaping her.
And while Alyssa felt a tender bond of closeness with the cousin she had always hated,
there was too, an edge of triumph in her feeling, for now they could be close, and Terry
would never betray her, for they shared the same lascivious secret now...
Then suddenly the two women looked up and saw in the doorway, eyes bulging in
disbelief, the tall and leanly handsome figure of Peter Hennings.


Chapter 6


Peter stood in the doorway, gaping in lewd amazement at the unbelievable, salacious
sight he had just witnessed. Terry and his sister, as naked as a pair of dice in a cup;
Alyssa sprawled on her back with her creamy white thighs yawning wide, while Terry,
with her enticing round ass thrust high in the air, lay with her face nuzzled tightly in
Alyssa's red-haired crotch, her tongue licking furiously at the pink, open cunt as if she
couldn't get enough, and mounted behind his beautiful blonde cousin with his forepaws
clutching to her waist and hips, his near-foot of thick, scarlet animal-prick jack
hammering between her quivering, upraised young buttocks, sinking its full length into
her coral, velvety cunt, was that goddamned brute of a dog... fucking his heart out!
Christ in heaven!
Had it not been for the licentious aspects of the shocking spectacle, Peter realized that
he might have felt emotions closer to fury, but the lasciviousness of the orgy shoved all
other emotions to the back of his brain, for he had never witnessed a more obscene
sight, and uncontrollably, his cock leaped into a rock hardness, straining at the front of
his trousers. He was nearly overcome with immediate lust, and he clutched at his
swollen prick inside his pants subconsciously, as Terry let off a loud moan and began to
chant and wail, her head raising from the redhead's genitals to toss wildly from side to
side, while her soft, sensuous body jerked and convulsed on the end of the thick and
squirting animal-cock that was ramming and shooting its load into her soft, white belly.
It was at that precise moment, when she'd fallen forward to bury her face once more in
the redhead's open pussy, that he'd reached down and tore open the front of his
trousers, releasing his jumping and already aching shaft. He said; "A little human cock
for dessert ladies... or are you dieting?"
Alyssa bolted to her elbows, craning her neck, her face twisted in shock when she saw
her brother in the doorway. She doubted that Terry had heard or seen him, and she
stared in utter horror as she realized that his pants were open and he was holding his
heavy-looking prick lewdly in his hand, his pelvis thrust slightly forward. She sensed
her face flushing in vile shame at the thought of his standing there watching their
obscene performance, and then Lyndon interrupted with a vicious groan and
automatically she ordered him to silence. Meekly, the animal obeyed, hopping down to
the floor as Peter walked toward the bed, gripping his long, thick rod and she found her
eyes suddenly locking on it in rapidly growing awe-filled fascination.
It was then that Terry became conscious of another presence in the room and sat up
with a start, her lovely mouth dropping open in appalling guilt at the sight of him, her
immediate humiliation rendering her momentarily speechless. It was short-lived,
however, giving way to sheer astonishment, when she saw that he was holding his rigid,
heavy cock in his hand.
"Peter! My God!" she gasped, her face glowing crimson. "W-what are you doing here?"
"What the hell do you think I'm doing?" he snarled, grinning at both of them with 
lustfilled eyes. "I'm getting ready to join the party, baby... even the score with that
goddamned dog, what else?"
Then, wasting no time, Peter dropped his pants and shorts in one smooth motion down
his long muscular legs and stood naked before his sister and Terry. His keen eyes
narrowed lustfully and centered upon Alyssa's sleek willowy nakedness... he had not
seen his sister's body fully naked since they had been children. "So that's why you
prefer that goddamned dog's company to anyone human!" he said, almost hissing the
words through his teeth.
But Alyssa could not answer, so astonished was she at the realization that the sight of
her own brother's thick stalk of rigid flesh jutting out in an upward arch from his lean,
hairy loins, was having an incredibly arousing effect on her.
"I'm going to fuck you, little sister," she heard him say. For Peter, all boundaries had
been crashed at the sight of the crazy animal orgy he had witnessed. There were no
more taboos, no more propriety... and his cock was telling him he wanted to fuck his
sister.
And Alyssa couldn't hold back the tiny galvanic tingles his lewd words raised inside
her, not control the thrill of excitement his words had caused to ripple along his spine.
He was all man... every inch of him... and she stared at hint wide-eyed, her line of
vision fixing upon his stiff, thick sinewed cock, and she gaped as he drew the heavy
foreskin back exposing its huge purplish rubbery head and causing the tiny droplets of
its seminal fluid to ooze from the split at its tip. A tiny series of shudders spiralled
through her and she felt the gooseflesh standing out on her arms and thighs, belly and
breasts.
"Spread your legs, baby sister..." he barked hoarsely.
And Alyssa knew she wanted him to take her... wanted her brother's beautiful cock
probing the very depths of her belly. But fear of an age-old taboo made her move as
Peter climbed onto the bed to grab her and she tried to roll away. Roughly he pressed
her onto her back and forced his way between her kicking legs while Lyndon growled
and gave a start, his great muscular body tensed and quivering, yet, unmoving in
obedience to his mistress's last command.
Terry watched wide-eyed in astonishment at what was taking place now before her very
eyes.
"How do you want it, little sister... in the mouth or cunt... or maybe you'd like it in the
ass for a change!" Peter hissed down into her beautiful face... a face so similar to his
own... hardly knowing his own self in the raging lust that had overcome him, his
weight cradled between her forced open thighs, pinning her body while his strong
hands held hers tight to the bed.
Alyssa trembled in a powerful mixture of anger, desire and anticipation. She couldn't
deny the hot passion the sight of his massive cock had rekindled in her belly, nor could
she disavow the twinges of shame and humiliation that flickered through her mind at
the act she and Terry had been caught in, placing her in this position of degradation
she was now in. She struggled in her confused emotions, throwing her head from side
to side, tears of frustration streaming down the edges of her lovely cheeks.
"Well... do you want me to decide for you where to bury it, bitch?" he said to Alyssa as
he ground his rock-hard shaft against the tender, sensitive pink moist slit in her
defenseless crotch. "You seem to like sucking... maybe you'd prefer to eat a little cock
first, eh?"
"Oh God...!" Alyssa cried helplessly. "Go ahead, damn you! Fuck me! Fuck me! Go
ahead!" She spewed the words up at him, the fire licking through her loins at the brutal
contact with his heavy prick, spurred further by her own sheer helplessness and the
obscene position in which he was holding her. "Well...?"
"What are you waiting for, big bad brother? Afraid? Come on... fuck it! Fuck my cunt!
Now!" she half screamed up into his salaciously leering face, wiggling her buttocks
suddenly in lewd, suggestive invitation.
Peter needed no coaxing. He let free of her hands and reached down to draw her legs
up and back over her head before she realized what was happening, pressing the toes of
her feet into the mattress on either side of her shoulders. Her tortured body was bent
back double, the sudden pain of her strained muscles raising an agonized little groan
from her throat. The glistening, flat plane of her naked pussy was presented up to him
to ravage as he would with his thick cock aimed straight at her defenseless upturned
split. Suddenly, his strong body crushed down on her twisting form, smashing her taut
full breasts tightly back into her chest. His heavy rod plunged into her unresisting, still
lubricated cunt like a blunt, fence-post pushing the velvety moist folds of sensitive pink
flesh in rippling waves before its cruel, turgid head.
"Aaaaauuuugggghhh!" Alyssa grunted loudly at the thrusting, brutal impalement, even
more surprised now at its heavy-veined thickness crashing into her, ramming painfully
against her sensitive cervix. She winced beneath the agony, but it was only a temporary
shock that soon passed as the greedy moist walls of her vagina clasped around the
massive shaft voraciously, the hair-lined lips slithering up wetly to devour its length to
the hilt. His bloated balls smacked hard into the damp, naked crevice of her buttocks
and she moaned in masochistic, degraded humiliation at the pleasurable pain surging
through her.
Terry watched in fascination at the sight of Peter's raised buttocks tensing heavily as he
drove downward with unmerciful force in his lust-madness, sinking his huge prick all
the way into his sister's moist, gaping channel, until only a narrow white stretch of it
showed wet and glistening beneath his heavy balls. She cringed to the smack of his
pelvis against her cousin's loins, and stared as he withdrew and thrust, withdrew and
thrust, again and again in ever increasing rhythm, the underside of his prick's huge
head becoming visible with each withdrawal.
At last, he freed Alyssa's long shapely legs and quickly, if surprisingly to Terry, they
wrapped around his hips, her heels tight against the cheeks of his ass, straining in their
effort to pull him inside her. The cords on the insides of her thighs flexed tightly as she
raised her soft, down-covered genitals back up over his spearing cock, her hollowed
buttocks lifting inches off the bed while she struggled upward desperately in her
attempt to absorb the entire length of his beautiful rod back into the fleshy pink folds
of her hungry cunt. A moist, viscid sound filled the room as they fucked furiously and
Lyndon began to whimper on the floor beside the bed.
Terry felt her own belly quiver sensuously at the lascivious spectacle, and her loins
began to tingle once more as she became dimly aware of her hands moving over her
body lustfully. She couldn't help herself, any more than she could contain the
sensations that had given her to Alyssa and Lyndon earlier. Only the thought that this
was brother and sister fucking was tearing at her mind... yet after what she had done
with her uncle and – yes – a dog, how could she use any powers of judgment ever
again. How could she condemn their actions...
Abruptly, she crawled onto the bed beside their wild, passion-filled bodies and began
caressing the swollen nipples of Alyssa's heaving breasts. This she did with one hand,
while with the other she reached between Peter's legs to grasp the hot slipperiness of
his plunging cock. The heat and familiar thickness of it as it pounded savagely into
Alyssa's cunt aroused memories of the passion she had felt with him yesterday, and
momentarily she began to run her fingers into the soft, yielding flesh alongside the
driving shaft... feeling it slide hotly back and forth against the length of her probing
digit.
Alyssa's wildly writhing body was lifting and jerking as if completely out of control now
and her moans and whimpers of ecstatic pleasure were coming in continuous gasping
breaths.
"Oooooohhhhh... ooohhh... yes, yes, darling brother... fuck me hard... hard! Oh,
Darling... harder! Harder!" she wailed chokingly.
Terry caught up suddenly in a passion-blinding moment of her own, carefully adjusted
her hand until she was able to withdraw her finger and insert her thumb in its place;
then, with her free forefinger she began to edge her way down into the smooth
dampened cleft between Alyssa's buttocks, until she felt the tiny puckered circle of her
wildly working anus. Alyssa squirmed and jerked convulsively at the touch, and very
gently, Terry began to slowly press the tip of her finger into the tight opening... probing
almost imperceptibly deeper and deeper into the spongy warmth of the small clasping
orifice. Soon, through the thin wall of hot flesh separating Alyssa's cunt and rectum,
she was able to discern the urgent thrusting of Peter's cock driving against the pressing
contact of her thumb. It was beautiful and the sensation of lewd delight it caused within
her was all that Terry needed to set her off again.
She lay on her side facing them, her back to the edge of the bed where Lyndon waited,
whimpering. Suddenly, she raised her legs, opening her thighs wide as she jutted her
buttocks backward lewdly and called: "Come here boy! Lyndon, baby, come! Hurry...
here... here... eat it!"
The great animal had been taught to respond to such commands, and what his
mentality lacked his instincts made up for. He poked his wet, cool nose between her
thighs to the sensitive, tingling flesh of her exposed crotch, his long, wet tongue
thrusting into her well-lubricated vulva and up the moist passageway of her cunt like a
rapacious slithering snake, ravishing her open slit with pleasure-giving delight.
At first touch of something alien slipping inside the forbidden tender softness of her
heretofore unplundered rectum, Alyssa had felt a scream building in her throat... but
whatever it was it was being done so gently... so very, very gently, that instead of pain
she began to experience a weird and additional erotic pleasure... increasing with every
passing second as the probing depths of the unknown invader thrust its way deep up
into her nether hole... Slowly, Peter began to increase the pace and length of his stroke
fucking into her cunt, and she felt her whole body responding as it squirmed and
writhed beneath him.
Then, he dropped his mouth to hers and she shot her tongue upward between his lips
to be sucked, and she moaned incessantly in passion-filled acceptance of whatever lewd
or vile whim his mind could conceive to subjugate her to...
She raised her cunt up to him in simultaneous rhythm to his ever downward plunge,
sensing her own desire-twisted grimace of wanton joy as her mouth opened and closed
against his lips while her heart became completely his in abject surrender.
And then, all of a sudden, the still whimpering Lyndon bounced up into the bed,
frightening Terry at first, and causing her to jerk her fingers from Alyssa's seething,
moist genitals as she rolled onto her back, her thighs still yawning widely, exposing her
blonde, hair-fringed cuntal crevice to the great animal. She raised her head to look
down between her erect, firm breasts, seeing his tongue lick out and lash wetly up and
down the crevice surrounding her snug, tiny asshole, the tip burrowing slightly into the
outer fleshy anal circle. As she watched, he began to lap greedily the narrow pink slit
between her wide-spread thighs. He ran his tongue wetly through it, from the tightly
closed little anus up over the fluted pink edges of her cunt to the erotic plexus of her
clitoris enshrined at its peak. His thick tongue spread through the soft, fleece-covered
swelling like a saber through fatty flesh. It laved relentlessly through her wide-open
legs, pausing only sporadically to lunge in a curl deeply into her vagina. She spasmed
fitfully as she twisted and lurched under the powerful dog's tongue lapping and lashing
at her genitals once more.
Soft coos of bliss erupted from her until suddenly she placed her hand to the sides of
his great head and with a deep animalistic groan, kicked her legs back over her head
and with a deep animalistic groan, kicked her legs back over her head, pulling his nose
forward into her moist, throbbing vagina.
Dear God! She never would have believed that she could come to this... that an animal
could bring her such sheer delight... while her cousins... brother and sister, fucked each
other on the same bed, and she loved him even more because of it! She was going mad!
Truly she was losing her mind entirely! But... but if she was, she never wanted it to
change! Oh, God, she would suck cock a thousand times a night, every night of her life!
She'd suck and fuck anyone, anything that could raise her onto the cloud she was on
right at that moment! Whatever felt beautiful – like Lyndon's splendid tongue was
feeling beautiful!
It was shooting up her moist channel with breathtaking rapture, ravishing her upthrust
cunt wildly! And it was then that the feral, babbling, half-shrieks began to stream
crazily from her lips, pleading and encouraging the dumb brute salivating between her
churning buttocks.
"Oh... ohhhh, it's heaven! I'm going to cum again... Yes... yes! Oooohhh... lick it damn
you! Lick my cunt you beautiful animal!"
Alyssa barely heard Terry's vile screams of release as Peter fucked madly into her own
lust-inflamed cunt. Wildly, his bloated sac slapped into the moist crevice separating her
buttocks and she groaned loudly at the filling of her tingling passage as he began an
even deeper, harder thrusting into her seething crotch... Her head rolled loosely from
side to side, her mouth open in abandoned ecstasy. It was almost there... almost! Oh
God... Peter... Peter... His thick, expanding cock was digging into her like a pile driver...
and she felt the cords of her neck twitch and tighten in an unmistakable sign for her.
"Oh, Peter...! I'm going to cum! I am... Peter... fuck me harder, darling brother... I love
you... fill me with your load of creamy love-juice! Fill me full! I-I'm cumming... yes... I
am! I'm cummmiiinnnggg!" she gasped in a voice shrill with passion. "I'm
cummmiiinnnggg... arrrrgghhhh!"
Her hands darted behind his driving buttocks, pulling at him frantically to draw him
deeper and deeper into her widespread crotch. White, sticky liquid flowed wetly out
around his driving prick, spilling down the slit of her buttocks to flood his balls as they
rubbed tauntingly against her tightly puckered anus.
"Yes... oh, darling!" cried Terry suddenly.
"Fuck her hard! Shoot it into her, Peter darling...!"
Suddenly, Peter felt Terry's hands between his legs, her long nails raking gently and
teasingly against the soft, sensitive flesh of his balls, her other hand caressing his tensed
buttocks as he fucked furiously into the climaxing blonde. It was too much! Spurred on
by their lewd words and Terry's licentious manipulations, he dug deeper into the
squirming, hair-lined hole beneath him, once more pressing Alyssa's legs over her head,
pushing them farther and farther back while he hammered into her with demoniacal
force. Convulsive flashes of ecstatic pain shot through his loins as his sister beneath
him continued to grunt out her climax, the juices still flowing in unchecked spurts
down the full quivering cheeks of her jerking ass.
She was damned near exhausted as Peter groaned, signaling his moment, and abruptly
Alyssa felt the hot waves of his sperm shooting deep up into her open womb. Her head
swam in depraved sensuality as the hot, powerful squirts surged insanely into her,
filling her to the near bursting point with its milky whiteness. The hot, moist walls of
her vagina clasped and unclasped in automatic cadence, pulling at the jerking organ like
a voracious sucking mouth.
Alyssa's sleek, willowy body was drained of everything, her limbs collapsing loosely on
the bed as Peter's grip on her legs was released. She fell into a spread-eagled position of
obscenity, and she sensed the heavy weight lift from her while a cool rush of air
brushed over her sweat-soaked body.
Then suddenly the chime-like sound of the triangle on the front porch began to ring
wildly. All three sat up and looked at each other in astonishment, for it was only when
there were a full crew of hands at the ranch that that signal was used for meals... and
anyway... it was not yet dinner time. What on earth was going on?


Chapter 7


Craig Hennings was drunk-dead drunk, and he looked like a wild man as he banged
the triangle, circling inside it faster and faster with more and more urgency... and the
sound gave him an enormous feeling of relief... like a supernatural alarm releasing him
from the terrible guilt he bore... the guilt which he could no longer cover, no longer
keep inside. They could all know, the whole world could know, and make their decision
about what his fate would be.
Suddenly, his lovely wife Maria was tugging desperately at his arm...
"Craig... my darling... what is it... what's wrong?"
His manner was so much that of a man gone berserk that she couldn't hide the
desperate fright in her voice. Craig, always so mild-mannered, so calm – what had
happened?!
Peter and Alyssa and Terry had dressed and run out to the porch, their faces masks of
anguished puzzlement as they saw Craig's bizarre behavior. Lyndon had come
downstairs too, barking and yelping and adding to the incredible din of the triangle...
"So... sinners all of you... you're here... you've answered my call have you...?"
"Father... what is it? What's wrong?" Alyssa gasped.
"What's wrong?" Craig repeated, the tendons of his neck bulging, his eyes protruding
as he glared at his redheaded daughter..."You ask me what's wrong... what's wrong with
all of us... we are cursed... it's in our blood... our genes... perverse satans doomed to
break every commandment..."
My God! they were all thinking... had he flipped out completely?
And then, like a summer storm which quickly ends, bringing a strangely quiet peace in
its aftermath, Craig stopped banging the triangle, his features regained some semblance
to his normal face, and his manner grew quiet... Then slowly, with great consideration,
he looked in each of the faces that surrounded him, then walked into the house. They
all followed him into the living room and seated themselves, watching him closely for a
cue as to what was next.
Craig sat in a large easy chair and slowly pulled a piece of paper from the inside of his
shirt pocket. With great deliberateness, he unfolded it, looked around the room to be
sure he had everyone's attention, then began to read...
"Dear Mr. Hennings, I have been with your family and the Wainwrights, may their
souls rest in peace, for most of my born life, and I never thought the day would come
when I would leave this ranch, my home, and all of you who have been the only family
I have ever known... But I am a church-going, God-fearing woman and I cannot live
any longer under the same roof with such sinners... Judge not, the Bible says... and I
will not condemn you. But it is too heavy on my old heart not. There was too much
wickedness in this house... sex wickedness such as made the Lord destroy the kingdoms
of Sodom and Gomorrah... And worse! I know it wasn't no horse killed Harry Martin,
though your secret will stay with me until the day I die... You have my solemn oath on
that... for I have loved you all like my own children... life will never be the same for me,
but I must leave this house now as one must flee the fires of hell. May the Lord have
mercy on your souls. Bessie.
For a long time there was a heavy silence in the room... each person there thinking of
Bessie, how much she had meant to them all, and how horrified she must have been
about all of their behavior. All, that is, but Maria, who looked puzzled and troubled by
the letter. Finally she asked her husband, "Darling, what does this mean?" The part
about her husband's death had stunned her, striking terror in her heart, confirming
what she had instinctively always known – that Harry was not killed by a horse – but
by someone... someone... someone in the family! And suddenly, Maria was not sure she
wanted to hear the answer to her question and she broke out sobbing and held onto her
husband's shoulders from where she stood behind him as a drowning man clings to a
buoy...
But Craig gently removed her hands from his shoulders and guided her around to the
side of the chair..."Sit down," he said, and Maria obeyed.
"I killed Harry Martin!" he said, almost in a whisper but with powerful feeling behind
it.
The words punctured the silence of the room like the crack of a bullet. And Craig
continued in the same, peculiarly subdued tone of voice.
"He came to see me very late one night – this was when you – Peter – were following
Maria around like a lovesick dog. He was jealous... he wanted me to do something
about it... he was drunk. I told him you were just a boy, Peter, told him it didn't mean
anything. And then I saw blood on Harry's shirt cuff. I asked him where he got it and
he told me, with a strange glint of pleasure in his eyes, that he had given his wife what
she deserved."
Maria gasped and shuddered as she remembered the nightmare that had been. Harry
had cut her between her breasts with the knife so that no one could see the wounds.
Craig reached over and comforted his wife, then continued.
"I got mad then at Harry, furious... and it might just have been the moment I
discovered how much I, myself, cared for Maria. I made a fist, reached out to punch
him, but he had pulled the knife on me. We danced around each other like coyotes
until finally he had me backed up against the fireplace, the knife at my throat. I reached
my arm back and pulled the horse show trophy from the mantle and crashed it down
over his head... again and again and again... until I regained my senses and Harry was
dead... I got scared. I lifted his body and carried him out to the corral... Then I opened
the gate and let out the chestnut stallion that had not yet been broken. The animal
sensed the crazy nervousness in the air and began to tear wildly around the corral – as
I'd known he would – trampling Harry's body so it looked like the horse had killed
him. I went back to the house and waited till morning – till one of the hands found
him...
"I don't know how Bessie knew... I guess she was just too wise to be fooled, even when
the police were..."
Again there was an enormous silence as each person in the room allowed this new
knowledge to become part of their being... and somehow... it was so strange... it was
like a great feeling of release for all of them...
Terry glanced now at the grief-stricken form of Maria, and for the first time her jealousy
was replaced by a powerful feeling of compassion for the Mexican woman. She rose and
walked toward her, kneeling beside her chair and holding her head, with its thickly
curling dark hair tight against her breast. They held each other comfortingly like that
for a long, long moment while the others watched...
No one knew exactly how the transition occurred, but somehow – so easily – so
naturally, Terry began pushing the dark-haired woman's legs wider and wider apart, her
hand traveling up underneath Maria's skirt, pulling off her underpants, sliding off the
skirt, reaching up to touch the hair lined lips surrounding the other woman's tight
vaginal passage...
Alyssa's mind was spinning furiously trying to sort out her own feelings as she watched
the two women... experiencing Terry's touch now from a distance and squirming her
own buttocks nervously on the sofa, feeling the seam of her jeans come into electrical
contact with her softly swelling cuntal lips. And Craig was drawn to seek comfort with
his daughter. He moved to the sofa and placed his arm around her shoulders, then held
her tight, until, unconsciously, his hand had found a firm hold on his redheaded
daughter's breast, clenching and unclenching its firm full roundness with a rhythm that
matched the writhing of the two women in their passionate embrace.
The whole room was swirling as if in a strange ether of mindless passion, all of them
moving like figures underwater in the density of the abandoned lasciviousness which
was the very air they breathed...
Maria was lost in the excitement between her thighs, and felt a keen sense of loss as
suddenly Terry rose from her side and moved toward Peter Hennings, who had quickly
rid his body of the imprisoning clothes he wore. Terry lubricated her fingertips with
saliva from her red mouth then glided towards him. When she reached him, she knelt
before her cousin and seized his already semi-erect penis with one d at its base while
with the other she rubbed her moistened fingers along the sides and on the tip of the
now powerfully throbbing cock. Peter groaned and thrust his hips forward obscenely to
receive more of the woman's moist fingering on his swelling testicle sacs. His eyes were
closed so tightly that his entire face was unnaturally contorted, his lips drawn back in a
tortured grimace that gathered the skin around his eyes in deep furrows.
And then everyone heard Craig speak... in a strange voice... an almost unearthly voice
filled with passion and terror of the overpowering forces that seemed to control
everyone in the room...
"This is our heaven and our hell," was what he said. And everyone understood.
While this was happening, Maria had begun to rub both of her own hands over her
body, her fingertips dancing exploratively over the flat, tan belly and coming to rest,
together, at the vee of her soft, hair-covered crotch. She groaned at the thrilling contact
of her hands with the moist slit between her thighs and pulled her legs up like two
gloriously carved creamy columns above the chair and then, with a deep sigh, let them
fall gaping wide and crab-like on either side of the cushions. Her fingers crawled on her
nipples and pinched them roughly, making the sensitive flesh shiver and contract in
their erectness. It was clearly evident that the powerful confession Craig had made was
acting like a crazy aphrodisiac on them all.
Maria now slithered onto the floor like one possessed and writhed her open vagina
shamelessly as she undulated her hips against the rug... then her eyes opened wide in
amazement as she saw Lyndon heading towards her, wagging his tail furiously to stand
with his front paws placed on either side of the lovely Mexican woman's prostrate form.
There was a brief flash of fright in her eyes, but it lasted only a moment and then
changed to a look of sheer lust as the mammoth beast lowered his head to sniff
excitedly at her upturned crotch. He began to pant and shiver as the female odor
reached his nostrils, making him think he had trapped a lusty bitch in heat. The
woman tensed and moaned as his long red tongue flicked out and licked wetly up and
down the crevice between her buttocks, all the way from the top of her cunt to the tiny,
puckered anus cringing almost fearfully below it. She flinched involuntarily when the
pointed red tip found and burrowed slightly into the outer ring of elastic flesh
surrounding her anal passage...
It was almost more than Alyssa could stand, witnessing this obscene bestial act right
before her very eyes. Yet she shuddered and chilled from the sexual acceleration that
watching this gives...
And she did not protest when her father began to skillfully unbutton the top of her
shirt and slipped his sweating palm inside to cup and hold her warm naked breast.
And on the floor Maria was tugging at the German shepherd's head to pull it forward
into her well-lubricated vaginal lips. His giant tongue thrust up the moist passageway
like an attacking lizard, ravishing her upthrust vaginal slit without mercy. Wild
incoherent cries streamed from her lips, pleading and encouraging the dumb slavering
animal to violate her like the savage beast he was...
Alyssa could see the huge bulge throbbing inside the crotch of her father's jeans. She
began to gasp for breath squirming her buttocks harder and harder against the couch,
grinding the wet, swollen flesh of her open pussy down against the crotch of her velvet
jeans in a vain attempt to quell the fire raging in her stomach. Her father's hand moved
boldly now from one palpitating breast to the other, manipulating and squeezing them
with a passion that rendered her almost helpless...
While on the floor Maria was rolling over, kneeling on all fours, and the giant dog
reared up to mount the spread cheeks of her rounded buttocks, paws on her back. His
glistening scarlet penis emerged excitedly from its hairy sheath, the tapered point
dripping and dancing in the hot valley between Maria's full-rounded asscheeks. The dog
quivered and trembled, trying to bury the blood-red tip of the thick shaft into the
beautiful woman's firm tanned body. Moaning, Maria looked back, hungrily moving
her firm round buttocks here and there in a desperate attempt to capture the
lengthening animal cock, but always missing...
And on the floor beside them, Peter and Terry had begun to fuck wildly, but now they
turned to stare intently at the dog, humping with frustration behind Maria, attempting
to penetrate her with the still-hardening length of his monstrous animal penis... and at
that moment, Terry reached her arm out and guided the point of the animal's slippery
cock into the woman's pink moist slit, the shaft spreading it wider and wider apart with
each wild thrust.
Lyndon jerked forward and buried his huge staff deep in Maria's wet, grasping hole. It
slithered forward with a sucking rush until it was in her up to the hilt, his drooping
hairy balls swinging like church bells below her drenched pubic hairs. A cry of relief
escaped her lips as she began to move rhythmically back and forth, meeting the panting
canine's thrusts with wild, unconscious abandon. When his forelegs locked tighter
around her waist, she began to undulate her body and grind her upthrust buttocks back
in tiny lewd circles, completely surrendering herself to the beautiful animal-fucking she
was getting from behind. She turned her face from side to side, smiling ecstatically at
the others in the room so they could see the effect this bizarre animal fucking was
having on her. And for a moment the two couples watching stopped everything as they
watched the dog's hot scarlet penis jabbing wildly into Maria, contrasting sharply with
the fevered wet pink of her passion-crazed cunt...
Alyssa had lost all control of herself, succumbing to the worst sin of all... Her father
rubbed his fingers lightly now over the nipples, stopping to pinch them to pebble
hardness and causing a ripple of delicious sensation to flow through her each time he
did. Her breath was steadily quickening, coming in tight gasps as the burning sensation
in her trim young belly grew in maddening intensity. She knew they had all gone too
far... had gone beyond what anyone in their right minds could handle... yet she was
powerless to stop her father from squeezing and kneading her breasts. She was
completely aware of the seeping wetness between her thighs when her eyes strayed back
to the couple on the floor and the obscenely swaying body of Maria kneeling before the
humping German shepherd, while beside them Peter and Terry were fucking wildly,
seeming almost oblivious now to all around them. Maria was going completely out of
her mind, shouting lewd encouragement to the beast fucking into her cunt. She was
pleading to the dog to fuck her harder and faster, to shoot his scorching sperm up into
her battered womb. She was no longer human but a quivering mass of sweating, lust
deranged flesh that begged for more and more, screwing back her hindquarters like a
wild bitch dog in heat.
Small trails of sweat were building and running down the young girl's body, glistening
in the late afternoon sunlight. Alyssa's sense of identification with Maria was stronger
even than before, sending more and more powerful ripples of sexual need through her
own trembling limbs. She could feel her father becoming increasingly excited and was
certain that he could feel the frequent grinding of her vagina down against the couch
cushion. Craig was fondling his daughter's large breasts more wildly than ever now,
pinching her bud-like nipples harder until they throbbed higher in guilty incestuous
pleasure. A wash of shame came over Alyssa when she realized that she yearned to be
fucked... fucked by her own father... God! They had all gone completely out of their
minds!
Suddenly there was a wild cry from Maria on the floor. She was twisting her head
frantically from side to side, her long red hair sweeping the couch. She was
experiencing the first blinding throes of searing orgasm and fucked back greedily
against the German shepherd like a she-demon gone berserk. The magnificent animal's
tongue hung from his mouth as he fucked insanely into the human beauty under his
bucking weight. Saliva ran from it and drooled down onto her back. Then she screamed
and arched her back against the dog prick like a demented whore. At that exact
moment, the giant beast jerked forward and his cock began spewing its sperm in thin
hard spurts deep up in her naked young cunt. Alyssa stared in fascination as Maria's
backside began to thrash and buck crazily from side to side, up and down, forwards and
backwards, signifying the cataclysmic upheaval exploding deep in her own belly. Thick
white liquid oozed from her tightly squeezing cunt, milking the dog's thick prick of
every last drop of the precious animal sperm. Thin trails of the sticky white substance
ran down the ivory columns of her smooth quivering thighs, coming to rest in the small
pools behind her knees. Her buttocks glistened in the glinting sunlight, displaying the
soaked curls of her black pubic hair and the fragile pink flesh of her pussy as she
pitched forward on the floor and lay struggling for breath. The drained beast then
withdrew his deflating cock from her young vagina and with a long wet sucking noise
that was heard throughout the room. Maria was exhausted and useless, and the huge
dog stood above her with his long tail wagging gratefully.
And in another moment the bodies of Terry and Peter on the floor beside them began
to twist and writhe crazily with body shattering spasms, as they thrashed out their
insanely shattering simultaneous orgasms.
Alyssa wanted to resist her father, hold onto one last shred of sanity, but it was too
late... much too late. The deep wellspring of her passions had been thoroughly touched
and she knew there was no turning back from here.


Chapter 8


The next morning, Craig Hennings knew there was only one thing he could do. He
had not slept all night, and when the sun began to rise, he showered and dressed,
formulating in his mind exactly how he would carry out his plan.
He went downstairs to the kitchen for breakfast. It seemed hollow and empty without
the comforting presence of Bessie to take care of them all. He made himself some coffee
and when he had finished, left the house, climbed into his Jeep and drove to town. It
was only 9:30 when he arrived – that left him a half hour to kill before the bank would
open, and he walked down the familiar streets as if in a strange dream. These streets he
had known all his life somehow now looked unreal, dream-like, as if he had left them
behind long ago.
At ten he withdrew his entire life savings from the bank and received the money in five
separate cashier's checks.
He returned to the ranch, went to the corral and let every horse free. Then he went into
the house and gathered the entire family around the kitchen table – Terry, Alyssa, Peter
and Maria. The mood was strained, tense, heavy with guilt for what they had all been
through the night before. Craig spoke into the weighty silence.
"You must leave the ranch today..." he began simply. "It's the only way... We must all
leave this place and begin new lives – for we cannot maintain this sinful and hellish
existence." He gave them each a cashier's check... gave them each one – fifth of all he
had...
And when they had all departed, Craig went down to the basement and brought up a
huge can of kerosene. He spread the combustible fluid all about the house, saturating
everything – and then he set it afire, heard the house burst into flames before he
climbed into his Jeep, leaving all of his past behind forever.


THE END
RWS-440  Animal Lust
ANIMAL LUST
By Evelyn Streete


Chapter 1


About the only nice thing Cindy Kitteredge could say about her one-room studio in
Boston was that it had an eastern exposure... one that allowed as much sunlight into the
place as possible. Something like that was important for her painting, she told herself
over and over again. That was the reason she had stayed there all these months.
Now, though, as she stretched her slinky naked body its full length in her king-sized
bed, she silently cursed the bright light waking her at sunrise. She squinted her hazel
eyes in a vain effort to block out the light, which had once again waken her from a deep
sleep earlier than she would have liked. Even though her full, luscious blonde hair had
cascaded in front of her face during the night, giving her an innocent, almost child-like
appearance, it did nothing to hide the brightness and wake her. Tossing her shapely
body around on the bed to try and hide her face from the glaring light, she could feel
the thin sheet travel down her back all the way to her exposed buttocks. She liked
sleeping in the nude. It gave her a feeling of freedom she never thought she would
have... certainly not when she had been going out with Lance Martin.
GOD! Even though it was still very early in the morning, the very thought of Lance
brought her to an instant awakeness. How long had it been since she screamed at the
top of her lungs that she never wanted to see him again? It seemed like years, but it had
been, what, only three months.
The lovely young girl lay in her bed, her hazel eyes now wide open. She knew it would
be useless to try and get back to sleep again. It always, when the memory of Lance
filtered into her mind. One does not easily forget the man she is engaged to. Sighing in
resignation, Cindy pulled herself to a sitting position on the edge of her bed, her long,
nicely tapering legs resting on the floor, her tired face cradled in her small hands and
her full, luxurious breasts nearly reaching her knees in her bent-over position. A few
stray strands of her golden hair brushed against her flawless face, tickling her in an
annoying manner. Even though her back was presented to the huge picture window of
her third floor studio, she got the feeling that all of Boston was looking up at her
nakedness. She didn't care, though, at least not as much as she used to when she had
first moved in. But it was that feeling that all the world was looking at her nakedness
that had caused at least some of the problems between her and Lance... the thought that
no man should see her naked.
Brushing one hand through her uncombed hair to brush it back and away from her
face, she allowed her eyes to wander in a hazy fashion to her luscious breasts. She gazed
with almost fervent rapture at the creamy softness of her twin mounds and the deep
valley between them. For a long moment she stared at the brown nipples, peaking her
sensuous breasts like another set of eyes. Despite their eye-pleasing size, they were
nevertheless firm, and as she breathed, she could see them swell enticingly, then fall
gently as she exhaled.
Slowly, as her mind became more and more clear with her waking up, she allowed her
thoughts to drift to Lance, and the way his hands would play lightly over those breasts.
The mere thought of his strong fingers lovingly kneading and caressing her pliant
mounds brought her nipples to a sensual hardness, and she could feel the beginnings of
her arousal sweeping through her. She closed her eyes and tried to blot out the memory
of Lance, but could not. After all he had done to hurt her... after all they had done to
hurt each other, she still had to face the truth of the matter. She loved him. Perhaps he
would be the only man she loved. And she had told him that she never wanted to see
him again.
GOD!! How could she have been such a fool?
Standing and walking from her bed to the small shower stall that came with the room,
she knew the answer to that question. She had asked it so many times of herself, and
she had always come up with the same explanation. She had been a little child then. In
the three months since that day had passed, she had developed so quickly that she knew
if Lance were to meet her today, he wouldn't recognize her. The first blast of cold water
from the "shower head against her naked body brought her to instant awareness, and
the soothing warm water that followed allowed her to calm down enough to think once
again about the last night she had spent with Lance. She drifted into another world,
reliving each moment in her mind as though she were once again in her off-campus
one-room apartment.
She and Lance had been dating for almost the full four years they had been at college
together. At the beginning of their senior year, Lance had proposed marriage, and the
plan was that they would finally get married after the graduation ceremony. That year
seemed to pass by so quickly for both of them. Lance was studying to become an
architect, and was the envy of all the other students in his department, being the top
student in his class. Cindy was well on her way to becoming a painter, and the two of
them knew that, even though they had years of hard work ahead of them, they would
make it, as long as they had each other. It seemed like the perfect arrangement. Neither
one of them had given a thought to asking the other to give up any chance of a career.
In fact, Lance used to joke that he would like nothing better than to design a building
where Cindy's paintings could be displayed for all the world to see. It was dreams like
that that help to dilute the harsh reality of competition they knew they would have to
face.
The problem with their relationship, though, stemmed from the fact that Cindy
believed that a woman should save herself for the man she married. The two of them
had had several arguments about sex before marriage, but Lance had always backed
down.
"I'm sorry, honey," he would say. "It's just that I'm not used to an old-fashioned girl.
It's like the song says... 'the times are changin'."
"Well... they haven't changed for me," she answered every time. "I should think that
you would like to have a wife you knew was a virgin. If I don't sleep with you, you
know I don't sleep with anyone else."
Then they would kiss, long and deep, their tongues thrusting and meeting in each
other's mouths. There were times then when Cindy would be raised to such a fever
pitch that she would almost relent to Lance's gentle demands. She would always
maintain control over herself, though.
As that last college year progressed, however, Lance became more and more insistent.
Instead of being satisfied with merely kissing, he would trail his hands over her luscious
young body, allowing them to wander down her tapered, hourglass waist to her firm
buttocks. Then his fingers would open and close around her flesh there, kneading her
ass-cheeks through the cloth of her dress or skirt. The first time he had done that, she
had gently removed his hands, only to have them immediately go back, as though he
sensed that she would at least let him go this far with her.
She had to admit that having his hands on her buttocks like that made her feel all
tingly, and she liked the feeling. As the time of their graduation came closer and closer,
Lance became more and more insistent. Instead of keeping his hands on her ass, he
would trail his fingers lightly along her ribs, pressing them lightly on her belly, and
rubbing her vagina through her dress. She in turn would let her fingers trace the
hardened shaft of his cock through the confining cloth of his pants, shivering each time
she outlined its massiveness. Lance became even bolder after a bit, and his hands
wandered up to her breasts. There were times that last year when she would lay flat on
her back in her darkened bedroom and allow Lance's hands to wander freely over her
body. The first time he slipped his fingers under her blouse and kneaded her breasts
against her bra, and then underneath her bra, she gasped. She had never gone so far
with any one before, and the feelings that swept through her, centering in her flat little
belly and causing her vagina to generate what seemed like a river of wet heat, were
enough to make her want to die of happiness right then and there. Even in the
darkened room, she could see his massive penis straining against his pants, and as his
hands crept upwards and downwards along her body, it took every ounce of willpower
she had to keep from unzipping his fly and exposing his cock to her eyes. She resisted
this temptation, though, and she was certain that Lance would respect her wishes.
The final blow came suddenly and swiftly. They both finished their final exams on the
same day. There was nothing between them and graduation and marriage but the mere
formality of the cap and gown ceremony. They celebrated the end of college by going to
their favorite restaurant, a small, dark quiet bar close to the campus. By this time,
Cindy had become accustomed to feeling Lance's knee pressing against hers, and even
though she did most of the talking about what they would be doing after they were
finally married, she was so enraptured that she never gave it a thought. As usual, they
returned to her room, and Cindy fully expected that they would share another night of
petting before Lance returned to his own place and prepared for both graduation and
marriage.
She couldn't have been more wrong!
Lance was pretty much at the end of his rope. All the petting had told him what a
wonderful body Cindy had, and he was determined that he would fuck her that night if
it was the last thing he did. He was damn sick and tired of going home with balls that
felt as though they would burst apart, and he was doubly tired of having to masturbate
to relieve that pressure. The time had come now when he would be satisfied with
nothing less than fucking this woman who had promised to be his wife. Marriage was
just a formality anyway, he told himself. He'd tried his best to make Cindy as drunk as
possible without her catching on to what he had in mind. The time had come to see if
he had succeeded.
Expecting nothing out of the ordinary, Cindy lay down on her bed and reached up to
Lance, pulling his face down tightly on hers. As their lips met, though, she could sense
that something was wrong. There was an eagerness present that she had never noticed
before. She passed it off as excitement that came from knowing that they would soon be
leaving college and trying to make it in the real world. Lance's hands coursed along her
body to her buttocks. His fingers kneaded the flesh there for a moment, then traveled
up to her breasts. All the while, his tongue was forcing its way deep into her mouth,
and Cindy found that she was losing control of herself. The tingling in her vagina was
becoming like a forest fire raging out of control, and she finally regained enough of her
senses to push him off of her.
"Hey... what's the deal?" he asked her, his face looking like that of a little boy who has
had a piece of candy taken from him.
"I... I don't know," she stammered. "I think we should take a little breather, that's all."
Even in the darkness of her bedroom, Cindy could see that Lance's face was livid with
anger. "That's crazy," he told her in a voice that sounded like an adult scolding a little
child. "We're getting married in less than a week. This is just the beginning for us.
There's no reason why we shouldn't..."
"There is a very good reason," she shot back, coming to a sitting position and glaring at
him. "I want to wait until we're married. You said you were willing, and I'm taking you
at your word."
Lance pulled back and stared at her. "I can't believe you," he said, shaking his head.
"I'll bet you're the only senior on campus that's still a virgin. Make that the only
woman on campus. Maybe even Boston."
His words stung her as much as a slap across her face would have. Could this be the
same person she had been dating for almost four years... the same man to whom she
had promised the rest of her life?
"If that's the way you feel," she said, pulling herself away from him and brushing her
hair back with her hand, "then why don't you marry one of them?"
Lance gritted his teeth and tried to think of something to say to her. She used the time
to press her temporary advantage. "I mean... if sex is so wonderful, then you should be
willing to wait, like you promised. I know I am. Come on... we have less than a week
left."
Even as she spoke, Lance was certain that he would see a slight relaxation in her body.
Despite the "breather" she had requested, her breast nipples were hard and distended,
and were pressing tightly against her bra. Looking at her like this was almost like seeing
her in the nude.
Then Lance decided that he would change his tactics a little. Instead of trying to force
himself on her, he would get her as hot for him as he was for her. All it would take
would be a little more patience... and some knowledge he had picked up when he had
been dating other women on campus.
"I'm sorry, honey," he said, softening his voice. "You know that I love you. I don't want
to have a fight like this even after we're married, let alone before. What say we start all
over again?"
His honeyed words cut through the anger she had been feeling, and even though she
thought it would be best if she asked him to leave, she changed her mind. It looked as
though he was willing to respect her beliefs once again... and his hands did feel
soooooooo good on her body.
She looked at him, her teeth gritting tightly, but she knew that she would never be able
to fool him for very long. She broke out into a big smile and fell back onto the bed
again. "I suppose there's nothing wrong with a little make-up kiss," she said, her even
teeth exposed by her smile.
Sighing, Lance planted his lips against hers and thrust his tongue deeply into her
mouth once again. Cindy responded automatically, and then found that her tongue was
stabbing relentlessly into his mouth. This sent an increased thrill searing through her
already aroused loins, and she could feel the familiar wetness flowing through her
vaginal slice, dousing her thin nylon panties where they pressed against her cuntal lips.
Even though they had stopped for a moment, Cindy found that she was still as aroused
as she had been before she's pushed him away. She could feel her body being swept up
in a vortex of passion, the likes of which she had never known. His words blazed in her
mind... the only words she wanted to hear. He had told her that he loved her, and she
decided that she would trust him completely. After all, hadn't he promised that he
would respect her wishes?
She began to lose track of time, and Lance's hands on her body became more and more
bold.
She wasn't sure when it happened, but she was suddenly aware that his fingers had
opened the buttons to her blouse, and his hands had pulled away her bra, exposing her
quivering breasts to the cool night air of her room. And his mouth... His lips were no
longer pressing against hers, but were instead kissing her nipples, his tongue lashing
out and licking her full mounds, spiking her nipples to a tingling erection that sent
electric surges of sensation running the full length of her body. She pressed her hands
to his face and held his mouth against her breasts, even as she was vaguely aware that
his own hands were fumbling with the side zipper of her skirt. Suddenly, she was naked
before the man she was going to marry, and the cool air of her room wafted against her
exposed cuntal lips, causing her to shiver in mounting excitement. She had gone farther
than she would have thought possible, and even though she knew she should stop now,
she could not.
She moaned a weak protest which melted into a groan of passion as Lance's teeth
fastened on her left nipple, biting first softly, then harder as his hands continued to
squeeze at the firm flesh of her ripe young breasts.
"Mmmmmmmmm... your breasts are so soft and warm, just like I knew they would
be," Lance cooed.
The young co-ed closed her eyes and tried to will away the arousal she was feeling, but
it was no use. She found that she loved this sucking of her breasts. She wished Lance
had done it to her long ago. Her breathing was becoming more labored as his hands
coursed down along her naked rib cage, caressing the flat silken flesh of her shivering
belly, and then... entwining themselves in the delectable "vee" of her honey-blonde
cuntal hair. In spite of her beliefs, Cindy actually arched her hips up to make a tighter
contact of her cuntal mound against his hand, mindlessly becoming more aroused than
she had ever been before.
"Oooooohhh... aaahhhhhh..." she moaned in enraptured bliss as his finger stroked
along the sensitive wet slit of her virginal pussy and rubbed in teasing circles around
the quivering bud of her clitoris. Oh God! She had done this very thing to herself
dozens of times in the past, but it had never felt so good.
Cindy's breath hitched in her throat, and she suddenly remembered that she was losing
control of herself. She had to stop before it was too late. "Mmmmmm... no. NO!" she
said in a hoarse voice, but it was no use. His experienced titillating finger merely
swirled across her erect clitoris even more eagerly, then pushed through the moistened
lips of her pulsing vagina. Her mind cried out a silent warning... This was wrong
because... well, it just was! She didn't want to do this with anyone until she was
married.
But even as her mind told her that she was beyond control, her body began to take over
and twitched and squirmed in mounting abandon. Her tapering legs automatically
spread wider to give him freer access to her wet, throbbing pussy.
"This is it," she heard Lance moan above her. "I gotta fuck you now. I can't wait." He
pulled his finger from her heated vaginal chamber and sat up over her, hurriedly
unzipping his pants. His sudden withdrawal from her hotly pulsating cunt allowed
Cindy to gather her shattered reason, but what brought her to her senses was the
searing sensation of his urgently throbbing cock-head pressing against her naked thigh.
Her eyes opened wide in fear, and she jolted at last from her unwanted erotic arousal.
"Lance... please... PLEASE!" she cried out as she stiffened her body and tried to move
away from him, clamping her thighs together in an involuntary motion of protection.
"Come on, open your legs," Lance said impatiently, using his thumbs in an effort to pry
her thighs apart. His fingers were kneading at her soft upper-thigh flesh arousingly, and
it was all Cindy could do to retain her sanity.
"No... no... no..." she wailed, her voice betraying the fact, that she was losing the battle
for her reason. The voluptuous blonde's tight-pressing thighs had trapped Lance's
invading penis between them, and her tensed muscles squeezing his lust-inflated cock
head only served to inflame his already uncontrollable lust for her.
Cindy felt her future husband's body buck and jerk above her nakedly cringing loins,
felt his long, hard, hot penis fucking back and forth between her tightly clamped thighs,
heard obscenities he had never said before spew from his mouth on virtually incoherent
gasps. Then, much to her horror, his wildly throbbing cock began squirting out gushes
of hot thick sperm all over her trembling thighs. Cindy lay completely still, trying to
understand the strange feelings which were sweeping through her as she felt his liquid
passion spill into her cuntal mound. She could express them as only one thing... anger.
Anger that Lance had gone back on his word to wait just a little while longer... anger
that he had not respected her wishes.
She was seething as Lance pulled his body off of hers, and all she could do was glare at
him.
"Goddamn it, Cindy!" Lance exclaimed, rising to his feet with his rapidly deflating
penis still held in one hand. "Now see what you made me do." Whether in fear or
excitement, Cindy didn't know, but she was breathing in short gasping breaths, her full,
sweat-covered breasts heaving and falling sensuously.
"What I made you do?" she said, raising her eyebrows at him. "TOM did it. You
practically rape me, and then try and blame everything on me."
"Well, my God, Cindy. What the fuck did you expect? I thought you were ready to
become a woman, but I can see that I was wrong. You're nothing more than a little girl,
and as long as you keep thinking like you were living in the last century, that's what
you'll be. Just a little girl."
Cindy couldn't believe that she was hearing this from the man who, moments ago, had
told her he loved her. It was as though she were alone in the room with a stranger... a
stranger she didn't like one bit.
"So that's what you think of me, is it?" she said, pulling a blanket off the bed and
covering her naked body as best she could. "Maybe you would rather marry a woman
than a little girl."
"You bet your sweet ass I would," he snapped before he had a chance to think.
"Then get out of here," she hissed. "I want someone who will think of me as a person,
not just another object of lust. All this talk you gave me about letting people think what
they want is just that... TALK! If you half believed what you say, you would allow me
my own beliefs as well. I can see you for what you really are, Lance Martin, and I don't
like it. Get out! NOW! I never want to see you again."
Lance chuckled as he dressed, and then he was gone.
Cindy couldn't believe that he had actually left, and for what seemed like an eternity,
she stared at the door to her room. Then she broke into tears.


* * *


With a sudden jolt, Cindy realized that she was now in the present, that she was
standing in her shower stall, that she had been reliving something that had happened in
the past. Her thoughts had taken only a moment in real time, but they left her
shivering as much as if she had gone through the whole ordeal once again. After that
night, she had seen Lance only once, a fleeting glimpse of him during graduation.
Sighing in her shower, she finally turned off the water and stepped out onto the bath
mat. She wondered where he was now. She thought of him more and more these days.
Things with her art work were not going well at all. Her money, the little she had
managed to save while she was still in college, was just about gone. She had made the
mistake that so many college graduates do... she had put all her eggs in one basket.
While she knew that it would take a great deal of effort on her part to make it in the art
world, it never occurred to her that she might not make it at all. In the months since
she had been out of college, she had had little more than a few nibbles about her
painting. One in particular still looked as though it had promise. Neville Putnam, a
small but well established art director in the Cambridge area, had promised her that he
was at least slightly interested in showing her work in his studio. The last time she had
talked to him over the phone was about a week ago.
Now, as she patted her naked body dry from her shower, she decided that it certainly
couldn't hurt to give him a call. After all, if she ever hoped to make it in the world of
art, she knew that she would have to be more aggressive than she was. She would have
to go out and make people want to show her paintings. That was the only way, and she
knew it.
She wrapped her towel around her slender body and walked to her phone. Things were
getting so tight that she wondered how long she would be able to keep up the payments
for her private line. God, she thought to herself as she dialed Putnam's number from
memory, if something doesn't break soon, I'll have to try something else. She closed her
eyes and made a silent prayer that she would be exhibited in Putnam's studio. The
money wouldn't be all that great, but any little bit would help.
"Hello?" she heard a man's voice on the other end of the line say.
"Hello, Mr. Putnam," she said, fighting to keep her voice even and controlled. "This is
Cindy Kitteredge. I was wondering if you had reached a decision about the paintings I
sent to your office."
"Cindy... how nice to hear from you. As a matter of fact, I haven't reached a decision.
But that can be good news as well as bad. I was going to give you a call a little later in
the day, when I was sure you were awake."
Hearing his voice filled the lovely blonde artist with a strange combination of hope and
despair at the same time.
"Well... uh... when do you thing you can reach a decision?"
"That's what I wanted to talk to you about. Do you think we could have lunch together
this afternoon? We could work out the details then."
Hope was a living thing in Cindy. She agreed to meet him in a quaint little out-door
place near the Commons Area. As she returned her phone to its cradle, she couldn't
help but smile. While there was nothing totally positive in what he had told her, Cindy
knew that at least she was on her way. What ever details had to be worked out couldn't
be all that hard. Already she was dreaming of what it would be like to be a world
famous painter, and she did a little dance in her studio away from the phone to her
closet, where she looked for her very best dress. She wanted to make as good an
impression on Neville Putnam as she could.


Chapter 2


The early morning sunlight that had blazed through Cindy's window also streamed into
Lance Martin's apartment, though the six foot man had gone to bed so late the previous
night that it was hardly enough to wake him up. His dark, rugged body was curled into
a tight little ball under the bedding, and it was only the tossing he received from Gina
Williams that finally woke him.
"Come on, Sleepyhead," the petite red-headed student said in a condescending tone.
"Time to get up and get ready for your meeting."
Slowly, Lance pulled himself out of the dream he was having... a dream that had him
and Cindy running through a field of flowers, both of them totally naked. In a flash,
the dream vaporized, and he was faced with the reality of yet another day of showing
his designs to building contractors. As he opened his eyes, the fuzzy image of Gina's
pretty little face came into view, her terry-cloth bathrobe tied at the waist rather than
buttoned. It was opened nearly to her belly button, offering him a delightfully teasing
view of her apple-ish type breasts as she bent down to bounce him several times on the
mattress.
After the last night with Cindy, Lance had felt more alone than at any other time in his
life, and he had gone in search of someone who could fill the gap in his life. While he
did have some money, he knew it wouldn't last very long, and it had been his plan to
find a room-mate and share expenses. He knew Gina as a friend while he had been in
college, and the pert little red-head had been a great source of comfort to him during
those first few days after Cindy had told him that she never wanted to see him again.
She still had a year left in college, and since they already got along very well, it seemed
only natural that they could room together. How long it would last was anybody's
guess, but for the moment, they provided each other with the comfort they both
needed. Leaving college and entering the real world was something Lance did not want
to face alone, and Gina still needed a little guidance and help with her studies. It was a
perfect arrangement, though neither of them had any illusions of marriage... at least not
to each other.
"Yeah... I guess it is about that time," Lance smiled up at her, finally managing to clear
his head. If there was anything he hated, it was waking up from a nice dream. He had
been thinking about Cindy more and more lately. His appointment today was with a
Brock Reynolds, one of Boston's most influential art studio managers. Brock was
looking for a new and different design for a studio he wanted to build, and Lance had
been aggressive enough to at least get an appointment with him. Having to deal with
the needs of artists only served to remind him of Cindy. He really wished he could get
the courage to call his old girl-friend up. As soon as he had left her apartment that
night before they graduated, he had been sorry that he had forced himself on her. But
there was his pride to be reckoned with. No man likes to be tossed out of his future
wife's place, and judging from the way Cindy had gone out of her way to avoid being
with him, Lance gathered that she really didn't give a shit about him. Well, if that was
the way she wanted it, so be it. As long as he was with Gina, things weren't really all
that bad. While Gina didn't have the artistic sensitivity Cindy had, she was far from a
dumb girl. And in bed, her intelligence really come into play. There wasn't anything
she wouldn't do for Lance. Rather than emotions and love, she derived a sheer sensual
pleasure from fucking as long and often as she could. Her nipples seemed to be in a
constant state of aroused erection, and she was as insatiable as a woman could be. That
was the reason Lance had been so late in getting to sleep last night. Both he and Gina
had tried to wear each other out, each bringing the other to orgasm after orgasm. Lance
had known that he was pretty good in bed, but spending so much of his time with
Cindy had caused some of his talents to fall by the way-side. It took a woman like Gina
to bring out the best in him. She would suck his cock until a river of his cum would
flow into her mouth, then she would move into position and allow him to lick her cunt
and bring about a copious flood of her own liquid passion. After a few moments of rest,
they were ready to start again. There wasn't any position, any form of sex Gina
wouldn't try at least once, and finally, the two of them had to call a draw, neither one
able to say anything through their labored breathing.
"Do I smell breakfast?" he asked, pulling his naked, muscular body from the bed.
"You sure do. I took the liberty of fixing bacon and eggs for you," she smiled at him as
she sat at the table. "You'll have to look pretty good for Brock Reynolds today."
"Yeah... Jesus, Gina, there are times when I wonder if the whole thing is worth it. I
mean, the competition is so fucking fierce, and I haven't had anything better than a
promise that I'll be called. And most of those never even come through."
Gina smiled in a compassionate manner. While she couldn't help but feel sorry for the
hard times her friend was going through at the moment, she still had another year of
college to go through. Her own thought was that of so many college students.
She didn't think that things would be as bad for her when she finally graduated. Why
they would be different she didn't know. They just would, that's all.
"Hey, now," she said, pouting slightly in a cute, little girl manner. "That's not the Lance
Martin I know. Where's the old 'Fuck you, I'm going to get the job done' spirit?"
Lance smiled at her. "Waiting for a job to get done," he said, buttering his toast and
eating as though he hadn't had a meal in weeks. Despite the alluring body of the petite
red-head sitting across from him, her breasts sensually, though not totally exposed, he
couldn't help but think that he would rather be like this with Cindy. If things had
worked out the way he had planned, it would be Cindy sitting across from him.
"Don't you think you had better get dressed?" she asked as she pulled herself away
from the table and came around next to him. "Seeing you like this really makes me
want to suck you so bad..." Lance turned his naked body to one side and allowed Gina
to sit on his lap. Her arm came around his neck, and she pressed her lithe body tightly
against his hairy chest. Instinctively, his fingers reached into her nearly open robe and
found her left breast, the nipple hard and eagerly throbbing against his palm. He
caressed and kneaded the firm hardness of her supple mound. For a moment, the only
thought on his mind was slipping off her robe and fucking her right then and there in
the kitchen. His exposed cock was throbbing and aching with lust, but with a
tremendous surge of will, he removed his hand from inside her robe and stood up,
gentling her to the floor.
"Sorry, lover," he said with some disappointment. "You know I'd like nothing better
than to fill your cunt with my cock, but I have to make that appointment."
He heard her sigh her mounting frustration, but she knew that he was right. A great
deal rested on his making a good impression on Brock Reynolds. Being late could only
go against him.
She watched him in a sensual manner as he hurriedly ate his breakfast and dressed.
"Don't you have something to do besides watch me?" he asked in a joking manner.
"Studying or something?"
"Not at the moment," she said, running her tongue kitten-like along her lush lips. "I'd
rather study those balls of yours than read a dry book for some ancient professor."
"I'm afraid you'll have to wait for that," he smiled back at her as he walked out of the
door. "But I tell you, if it even looks like I'm going to get this assignment, we're going
to have a lot of celebrating to do."
Gina squealed in delight and clasped her hands tightly together as Lance closed the
door behind him.
Deciding that it would make a better impression if he arrived at Reynolds' home in a
cab, he hailed a taxi and gave the address of the fashionable area where the art director
lived. During the trip, he began to wonder about the situation he was getting into with
Gina. She was the most sensual woman he had ever met, and he could think of nothing
he would rather do than fuck her day in and day out. But he knew that there would
come a time when he would actually get tired of her. Since she was still in college, she
had none of the worries he had. Life for her was still a game, while for him it was a
constant battle against poverty. He still had enough money left to live in a comfortable
manner, but only if he was careful. Gina was already making things hard for him with
her demands that they go out every night and live it up as though there were no
tomorrow. As long as Lance performed like an Olympic athlete in bed, she was satisfied
with an occasional night on the town.
Even so, if Gina couldn't tell, Lance could see that their friendship was wearing thin.
The time would come when they would have to make a clean break with each other.
And something like that would make Lance feel even more lonely than he had when
Cindy had told him that she never wanted to see him again. Then he would be really
alone.
But there was no point in thinking about that now. Maybe he could talk to Gina and
explain that while they had a really good thing going with each other, it was something
that would not last for ever.
Damn! He shook his head as he saw that he was coming up on the Reynolds' home. He
wished he had used the trip to collect his thoughts and arrange his presentation instead
of thinking about Gina Williams. Certainly the last thing a man like Brock would be
interested in was his private life. Just seeing the mansion Brock lived in was enough to
let him know that he was entering a world of wealth and power. He wanted a piece of
that money, and he knew that he wasn't going to get it by thinking about Gina and
fucking at a time like this. After paying the cabby, he walked to the front door and
pulled the door-bell chain. He could hear the sound of the bell echoing through the
spacious interior, and it took several moments for someone to come and answer the
door.
And what an answer!
Lance had been expecting a stuffy butler to open the door, but he was pleasantly
surprised... and a little confused.
There was a woman standing at the door, and she was wearing a thin, almost seethrough 
robe that barely came down to her knees. She was almost a foot shorter than
Lance, and her long, full blonde hair cascaded well past her shoulders, covering her
breasts in a shimmering golden shower of silken strands. Her deep blue eyes were
sparkling with the promise of sensuality, freely given and freely received, and despite
the fact that her apple-shaped breasts were covered by her hair, Lance could see them
through the screen with alarming, arousing clarity. The robe she wore did very little to
hide her flawless curves from Lance's skillfully searching eyes, and his gaze traveled
automatically down her body to her vagina. There, as he knew he would, he could see
her golden cuntal triangle, full and tightly matted as it pressed against the sheer fabric
of her garment. Whoever this woman was, she made no secret of the fact that she knew
she was a beautiful woman, and she took a shameless pride in teasingly exposing herself
to the man at the door.
For a long moment, Lance could do little more than stare at the blonde goddess, and he
had to take a deep breath before he could speak. Even then, his voice nearly cracked
with the stunning quality of her beauty.
"Uh... I'm Lance Martin," he said, using every ounce of his will to wrench his gaze
away from her cunt and looking her straight in her blue eyes. "Mr. Reynolds is
expecting me."
"Hummmmmmm... I know," the woman said, turning her head to one side and smiling
ever so slightly. Lance wasn't sure, but he thought she winked at him. "I'm Susan
Reynolds, Brock's wife. Won't you come in?"
She opened the door fully and stepped to one side. Lance assumed a professional
attitude as he walked past her, feeling his cock give a little lurch in his pants as his right
arm brushed against her hardened, out-thrusting breasts. He was certain the action was
initiated by Susan, but as lovely and flawless as she was, Lance decided right then and
there that he would have nothing to do with her. Far too much depended on getting in
good with Brock Reynolds, and he didn't want to throw this chance away by making a
pass at a married woman.
"Could I get you something to drink?" she asked in a voice that was as smooth as silk.
She walked past him as though she knew his eyes were upon her, burning through the
thin robe she was wearing. Her hips swayed from side to side, the motions causing her
gown to press tightly against her buttocks and all but expose the delightful looking
crack between her ass-cheeks.
"No... no thank you," Lance stuttered. "It's a little too early for me, Mrs. Reynolds."
"Please... my name is Susan," she corrected as she went through several exaggerated
motions she filled a wine glass with a clear, sparkling wine. Everything she did dripped
of sex, and she moved as though she knew Lance couldn't take his eyes off of her. She's
putting on a show, the young designer thought to himself. And it's really quite a show.
I've seen strippers who don't have the moves she does... and she's only pouring herself
a glass of wine! Old Brock has really got himself a winner in this woman!!
"Please... sit down," she said as she lowered her curvaceous, petite form in a chair.
"Brock will be down shortly."
Lance sat down on a couch directly opposite from Susan, resting his briefcase across his
lap to hide the huge erection he could feel. It wouldn't do at the moment to even hint
that he was interested in fucking the wife of the man who could make all his dreams
come true. He sat forward on the couch, nearly gasping aloud as Susan crossed her legs,
causing her robe to ride more than three quarters up her firm-fleshed thighs. She
twisted her body slightly to one side in what seemed to Lance as a well-rehearsed
motion, and the effect was mind-blowing. Her thighs were spread just enough, and the
robe had ridden just high enough to give Lance's eyes an unhindered view of her cunt.
Without even thinking about it, his eyes fell to the juncture of her thighs, and he could
see the golden sparkle of her vaginal mound as clearly as if she had been wearing
nothing at all. The shimmering light from the front window filtered through the sheer,
skimpy gown and against the droplets of her passion already flowing from her visible
cuntal lips. The sheen of her inner thighs was so obvious that Lance had to grip his
briefcase as tightly as he could to keep from ripping off her robe and fucking her right
then and there. He closed his eyes for a moment and remembered the delightful feel of
Gina's hard nipples against his palms from earlier that morning. His balls, which had
quickly filled to the aching point with his sperm then felt as though they were going to
blow apart now. God... he knew that as soon as he went back home, he would fuck
Gina without a word.
"So you're the young man who is going to help out Brock," Susan purred over the top
of her wine glass.
"That... uh... that hasn't really been decided yet," Lance told her, trying his best to be
casual. "I really haven't been asked to help out on the design, just to show some of my
drawings."
"And suppose we take a look at them," a deeply masculine voice said from behind
Lance. The young architect was instantly relieved that he would now have some
distraction from the sensuality dripping at him from across the room. His first
impression of the art director was that Brock was a stately man and in total command
of all things around him. Tall and dressed as though he had more money then he knew
what to do with, Brock walked with control and poise to the bar in the living room and
poured himself a glass of white wine as his wife had done. His head was covered with a
thick mat of prematurely gray hair, giving him the strange combination of both
distinguish that came with age and the vitality that came with youth.
"I must apologize for my wife's manners," he said as he reached for a second glass. "I
would have thought that she would have offered you something to drink."
"I did, love," Susan said, never once taking her eyes off the now-standing Lance. "He
told me that it was a little too early in the day for him."
"Really?" Brock said, raising one eye brow. Lance thought that he had made his first
mistake by refusing the offer, but Brock shrugged his shoulders and sat down on the
couch holding his own glass. "Each to his own," he commented. "Now suppose we get
right down to business, right? Do you mind if Susan takes a look at your sketches with
us? I find that she often sees things I might miss."
Lance glanced at the lovely woman, who had already stood and started to walk to the
couch. Her long strides reminded Lance of a cat stalking its prey, and when she took
her seat, Lance noticed that he could do nothing but sit between them, husband and
wife leaving him just enough room on the couch between them. Susan made no effort
to move her ass, not even when Lance's body was forced tightly against hers. As he sat
between the Reynolds, Lance could smell the faint scent of Susan's perfume wafting
against his nostrils, and he could see her full, sensuous breasts from this position with
the slightest turn of his head.
"I've gone through several ideas and come up with several I think you might like,"
Lance said, forcing his concentration to the business at hand. "You gave me only the
barest of specifications, but I think they were enough to come up with three concepts."
Lance found the silence in the living room uncomfortable as both Susan and Brock
waited for him to fumble through his briefcase for his drawings. Every so often, the
lovely blonde woman would shift her position, and her shapely ass would rub against
Lance's causing his cock to balloon against the confinement of his pants. He managed
to put his lascivious thoughts out of his mind as he pulled out his drawings, forcing
himself to look only at them and the man to whom he was presenting them.
"This first one is a basic design with a few new additions of my own. It's pretty
standard, and what it lacks in innovation, it makes up for in convenience. People
coming in to look at the show follow a rather linear path, and paintings can be
arranged in a variety of ways with no problems."
Brock sipped on his wine and offered no comment other than a grunt. Lance couldn't
tell if the grunt was one of approval or disappointment. He quickly breezed through the
various views of his first design, showing how it would look from different perspectives.
"The second one here is more imaginative, and as a result, a little more expensive to
build. Instead of having the show on one floor, the gallery is divided in a slightly off-set
manner, giving an illusion of size in a compact area. Also, there is more area for
paintings to be shown, assuming you want to use the staircase as part of the gallery.
The sun window in both floors allows natural lighting to take the place of artificial, and
I'm sure this would be more pleasing to any artists you might exhibit."
"Why is that?" Susan asked as she downed the last of her wine and leaned forward to
get a better look at Lance's second drawing.
Lance turned his head, his eyes dropping to the opening of Susan's robe. Her breasts
were totally exposed to him in this position, and he was certain that her nipples were
hard and sensitive, eager to be touched and pinched. With little more than a slight
stretching of his neck, he could see down her robe along the flat plane of her belly to
the top of her luscious cuntal mound. His mind raced for an answer to her question.
"Artists prefer natural light," he explained, controlling his voice as best he could. "It's
brighter than artificial lighting without being glaring."
"You seem to know a great deal about the needs of artists," she said suddenly, turning
her eyes from his drawings and focusing them at his own. For a long, tense moment,
they gazed at each other, Lance looking at the reflection of his face in the sea-blue pool
of her eyes.
"I... I was once engaged to an art student in college," he said, his voice barely above a
whisper.
"Oooooo... so you're not married now?" Susan asked, her face broken with a strange
smile of satisfaction.
"No... I'm... I'm not married." He almost told them that he was living with a woman at
the moment, but he thought the better of it. There was something about Brock that
gave Lance the impression that his current activities might not be understood. Until he
knew how Brock felt about things like pre-marital sex, he thought he would just cool it.
There was no need to alienate anyone.
"Could I see the third drawing?" Brock said in a very casual voice.
Lance sighed, believing that he was making a less than praiseworthy presentation. He
brought out the last of his plans, one that he was especially proud of. He had worked
longer on this last one than on any of the others, mostly because its design was such a
drastic departure from the ordinary that the problems had taken longer to work out.
"This one is my personal favorite," he said, the pride he felt coming through in his
voice. "The walls are made of glass, allowing a maximum of light to come in. The
gallery is a series of halls around the central lobby, and the whole thing is three stories
tall. The possibilities for the lobby itself are endless. It's large enough to house
sculpture, a board of paintings, a fountain... just about anything. The major problem, as
you can see, is that the top story is larger than the first. I've spent a great deal of time
working out the basic foundation needs for this design, and Boston is very fortunate to
be situated in an area where this design would work. No earthquakes, no high winds,
and the roof could be modified to take care of snow and rain problems."
"This third one looks as though it would be incredibly expensive to build."
"Yes... it would be expensive, but not out of the question," Lance said, coming to the
defense of his design. "I wouldn't have presented it if I thought it would be out of the
question."
Brock pulled out a pencil-thin cigar from inside his coat pocket and lit it, all the while
never once taking his eyes off the third drawing. He flipped through the other floor
plans, showing the building from different angles. Lance was certain that he was
thinking through the building costs of this strange and innovative design. In a way, the
young architect hoped that he would take a great deal of time thinking through the
numbers. Lance himself had thought long and deep about them, and he was certain
that Brock would come to the same conclusion that he had... that being that the whole
project was more possible than it at first looked.
"I like these drawings, Lance" Brock finally said after a long silence. "I naturally can't
give you an answer at this moment, but I will get back to you later on in the day, or at
the very latest, tomorrow."
Lance could feel all his hopes dissolving with those words. He had heard them so many
times before that they seemed like little more than a polite brush off. He forced a smile
and collected his drawings, putting them carefully in his briefcase so they would not
become folded.
"I'll show you to the door," Susan said, getting to her feet and setting her empty glass
down on the table in front of the couch. Lance followed her through the house, so lost
in his mounting despair and frustration that he hardly noticed the sensual swaying of
her hips. When they got to the front door, well out of sight from her husband, the
lovely blonde woman pressed herself just a little too tightly against Lance for his
comfort.
"You know, Lance" she said in a voice that was deep and husky, "I wouldn't worry too
much about having to wait for an answer. Brock gives the appearance of being a hard
business man, but I think I can make him reach a decision that would be very favorable
to you... and in a very short time."
The young college graduate looked at her, trying to read the expression on her face.
"Are you telling me that you'll try and get him to accept one of my designs?" he asked,
hardly able to believe that this young lovely woman would do something like that.
"I'm telling you that I'll do everything I can," she said, the lower part of her nearly
naked body pressing lightly against the swollen expanse of Lance's pants-covered penis.
"Of course, you'll have to pay a little price for my services."
Lance tilted his head slightly as he tried to understand what she was driving at.
"What price would that be?"
"Oooooo... nothing you wouldn't want to pay, I'm sure. But that's all in the near future.
I'll tell you what. If Brock doesn't call you by tomorrow, I will."
With that, she opened up the front door, and Lance was certain this time that she gave
him a little wink. The almost predatory smile on her full lips blazed into his memory,
and his face was riddled with confusion as she closed the door.
Susan stood at the inside of the door for a moment before sauntering into the living
room. There, Brock had lit another thin cigar and refilled his wine glass.
"You look as though you were really taken with young Lance," Brock observed.
Susan merely smiled, then grunted a stifled chuckle.
"And you weren't fooling me with that cute little 'Don't call us, we'll call you' act. It
just isn't you, and you know it."
Brock broke out into a peal of laughter. "That's right love," he said. "But what Lance
doesn't know won't hurt me. I'm pretty certain that he's gone over the figures for all
those designs. He knows what he's talking about, and he knows his work. I just want
him to sweat a little. Better he does it with me than some of the real butchers in the
world."
"I know what you're talking about, lover. I was thinking the same thing," his young
wife answered. "But I wouldn't hold off for too long. He might get the idea that you
aren't interested in his work, and if he goes to someone else, you'll want to kick
yourself in the ass for letting him go."
"You'd better listen to your own words," Brock said. "I could tell the way you were
looking at that cock of his. Jesus, I'll bet that if I hadn't been around, you would have
fucked him right here and now."
Susan closed her eyes and smiled, trying to imagine what Lance would look like naked,
and how he would feel with his well muscled body pressed against hers.
"Listen... how would you like to handle him on your own?" Brock finally said. "I'll be
away at the office all day tomorrow, and you can really show him a good time. Maybe
he'll come down a little on his price if he thinks I'll be jealous because my wife is
fucking him on the side."
She purred her approval at his plan, then squealed in delight as she opened her arms
and fell against him. For a long time, their lips met and their tongues explored the
caverns of each other's mouth. Until she had met Brock, Susan was certain that there
wasn't a man alive who agreed with her views on marriage. She had learned a long time
ago that sex and love could be separated, and that having fun in bed was just that... fun.
Most of the men she knew thought that they owned her lock, stock and barrel, but not
Brock. In her husband she found a man who believed that sex was something to be
shared with as many people as possible. It was something that far too many people kept
repressed in themselves. Things like that made for very unhappy people, and unhappy
people were no good to anyone. Both Susan and Brock had their little flings, and often
would tell each other about them. Rather than destroying their marriage, they found
that fucking other people actually brought them closer to each other. Since no two
people were the same, they both learned things that they could use with each other. It
had been this totally open philosophy that kept their marriage going strong for three
years, and as long as it worked, neither of them saw any reason to tamper with the
formula for success.


* * *


Having used most of his pocket money on he cab getting to the Reynolds' home, Lance
found that he was forced to take a sub-way home. All during the trip, he couldn't get
the thought out of his mind that Susan Reynolds had really come on to him. There was
no doubt in his mind that she was all set and eager to have him fuck her... and she
didn't even give a shit that her husband was in the room with them. Jesus! How could a
man keep a wife like that? he asked himself over and over again. Lance couldn't believe
that a man like Brock wouldn't notice that his wife came on to men. Maybe their
marriage was little more than a convenience... something for tax purposes. He knew
one thing, though. As much as he wanted to fuck Susan, he was going to play a "handsoff" 
policy. He didn't want to do anything that would make as powerful a man as Brock
Reynolds pissed off at him. He was going to play it straight right on down the line. The
last thing he needed at this point was a jealous husband with the ability to make things
impossible for him in Boston. And Brock Reynolds certainly had that power.


Chapter 3


Picking through the salad she had ordered, Cindy Kitteredge tried hard not to look at
Neville Putnam. She had met him only once before, but she had forgotten what he
looked like. Now that she was sitting across the table from him, she began to wish that
she had never agreed to meet him for lunch. He was a loud, boisterous person with all
the social graces of a charging bull. He made no secret of the fact that he wanted to
make love to her, "show her a good time" as he put it. That had been one of the first
things he'd said to her when the met at a small, quiet eating place, and Cindy had
thought then that he was merely joking. As the lunch progressed, though, she could tell
that he was deadly serious. His knee was pressed against hers all during lunch, and his
obvious staring at her breasts, sensually outlined by her tight-fitting pale blue blouse,
made Cindy feel naked and defenseless. Every so often, his hand would rest on hers,
and even though she pulled it away each time, Neville didn't seem to take the hint.
Still, Cindy wanted to have her work shown, and if this was the price she would have to
pay, she decided that she would go through with it... or at least think more than twice
before she made a firm refusal.
Neville was dressed in a leisure suit, the kind that has its distinction in being as bland
as possible, hiding things like paunches and general flabbiness. To a normal person,
Neville wouldn't appear any different than the ordinary man, but Cindy had the trained
eye of an artist. She could see that Neville was little more than a fat slob, the kind who
has always gotten what he wanted, the kind who over-eats and under-exercises. It
showed in his manner and his body. At least if he had been somewhat handsome,
Cindy wouldn't have been so repulsed by him. As it was, though, she knew that even if
she went through with what he had in mind, it would take every ounce of strength she
could muster.
"So, Mr. Putnam," she said, finally looking up for the first time in a long time from her
meal, "what do you think about my paintings?"
"Hum? Oh, yes, your work," he said, finally managing to take his eyes away from her
breasts and look her straight in her eyes. "Well, like I told you earlier, a great deal
depends on you. Things are pretty competitive, ya know. In this business, we all have to
do things we might not like... 'course, something like that shouldn't be too hard for a
good-looking woman like you to understand."
He punctuated his sentence with a leering grin that made Cindy's blood run cold.
Memories of her last night with Lance came back to her. If she couldn't do what Lance
wanted, how could she do what Neville wanted? Of course, there was something new
added this time... the promise of success at last. Even though Neville hadn't told her as
much, she was pretty certain that if she played along with him, he would show her
work in his studio. True, his wasn't the only studio in Boston, nor was it even the most
famous. But a new artist has to start somewhere, and she could certainly do worse for
herself.
She lowered her head, trying to think of something to say, when her thoughts were
broken by the loud throaty laugh of the man sitting across from her.
"NIVEN!!" he practically yelled at the top of his lungs. "Niven Bradbury. What the fuck
are you doing here?"
Cindy looked up first at Neville's smiling face, then turned around to see who he was
shouting at. She knew at once. Niven Bradbury was well known to anyone who dealt in
the world of art. She was the front runner of a new breed of gallery directors, and the
only one in the Boston area who was a woman. Cindy had seen pictures of her many
times, but seeing her in person was like looking at a total stranger. The pictures didn't
do her justice one bit.
Niven was a stunning woman nearly six feet tall. Her long flowing ebony hair billowed
in the gentle spring wind, exposing her classically featured face. Her eyes were narrow,
as though she were squinting in the sun, and her whole appearance was that of a
woman who knew what she wanted and would stop at nothing to get it. It had been
that drive that had made her one of the most successful women that the Eastern art
establishment had ever known. She was dressed in a tight black one-piece outfit that fit
her like a second skin. Cindy's eye saw that she wore no bra at all, and if she wore
panties, there were no seams showing under the garment. Her tanned skin seemed to
blaze sharply from her coal black outfit, and she walked into the eating area as though
she owned it. As she passed from behind a table, Cindy noticed the animal that had
become her trademark... a jet black German shepherd she knew to be named Marvel.
Niven never traveled anywhere without the dog, and even those places that did not
allow pets made an exception in Niven's case.
"Well, Neville," Niven said as she took an empty seat at their table. "Are you trying to
make this young girl believe that you can really help her?"
The obese man gave a hearty laugh at her question, and Cindy, feeling slightly
embarrassed, looked away from Neville to Niven.
"I'm Cindy Kitteredge," she introduced herself. "Neville is thinking about showing my
painting in his gallery." She smiled sweetly as she said it, hoping that she would make a
good impression on this woman.
"I'm sure he's thinking about a lot more than that Niven said with a slight turning of
her head.
Marvel walked around and lay down between Cindy and Neville, lifting his great head
and pressing it against Cindy's left thigh. Cindy lowered her hand and stroked the
animal, delighting in the soft feel of his silky fur. She was glad for this distraction, as it
broke an uncomfortable feeling she had been having ever since she and Neville had
been eating. As she petted the huge dog, she noticed that Niven' had brought the chair
a little closer to her, and the gallery directoress' leg was resting casually against Cindy's.
The young artist gave it no thought, however. Maybe Niven was just being friendly.
"So you think you want to be an artist," Niven said, her voice almost grating, yet
strangely friendly at the same time. "I'm sure you know by now that such things are
easier said than done."
"I'm finding that out," Cindy said, her voice sounding politely exasperated. "Mr. Put...
uh... Neville here says he really wants to show me in his gallery, but there are a few
little details to work out yet."
Niven smiled slightly as her eyes flitted from Cindy to Neville and back again to Cindy.
"Uh huh," she said, nodding her head slightly. "And I'm sure Neville is just the one to
work them out." Then she assumed a new posture, one that was totally business like
and professional. "Listen," she said, her voice becoming abrupt and full of authority,
"never let it be said that I never tried to help out a new and budding artist. Just in case
things don't work out the way you would like, you drop by my gallery and we'll see if
we can't work out our own little deal."
Cindy's eyes brightened intently. She never thought that she would ever get the chance
to meet Niven Bradbury, let alone receive an invitation for an appointment. Her first
thought then was to tell Neville that he could forget all about showing her in his
gallery, but she thought better of it. Even though she didn't like the man, it was her
obligation to work with him first. And she had received invitations before, only to have
her work rejected. It wouldn't do to burn her bridges before she crossed them.
"Niven, much as I would like to share this new talent with you, I'm afraid that she and
I have to leave," Neville said, standing up. "Cindy, let's go to my gallery and talk about
those little details. I never like to expose my secrets with the competition."
Feeling her heart sink a little, Cindy excused herself to Niven and walked next to
Neville, giving Marvel one last glance. There had been something in the dog's eyes that
Cindy couldn't quite place... something she had never seen in any other dog. And the
way Niven looked at her... almost the same as the way Neville had been all afternoon.
Well, she told herself, it was probably nothing.
As she watched Cindy walking away with Neville, Niven smiled to herself. Then she
looked down at her loyal dog, who looked slightly disappointed for some reason.
"Don't you worry, Marvel," she said in a soothing voice as she reached out to pet the
great animal's head, "you'll have your turn with her. If she's half as innocent as she
looks, she'll come running to me when she finds out that Neville is serious. And then it
will be my turn... excuse me... our turn. Waiter...!"
Cindy found that having the little talk with Niven calmed her down a great deal. Even
though Neville was still his old loud self, Cindy sensed a slight change in him, or at
least she thought she did. He seemed to be a little more concerned with business, and
he talked about art with her as they rode a cab to his gallery. Cindy felt it was because
another gallery director had shown interest in her that Neville was suddenly more
professional, and she decided that she would press what little advantage she had, just to
see what Neville was really thinking.
"It's interesting that Niven Bradbury showed such an interest in me," she said, feeling a
little more secure in her position as an artist.
"Ahhh... I wouldn't put all that much credence in what she says," Neville said in a
slightly tired voice. "She says that to a lot of artists. Trouble is, and I'm sure you know
all about this, it's one tiling to arrange an appointment. It's another to arrange a
showing of your work."
Even though his voice was slightly condescending, Cindy nevertheless thought that she
had a small ace in the hole, something to fall back on if things didn't work out with
Neville.
They arrived at his studio, and he let both of them in.
"I thought there would be people here," she said, looking around the empty office and
feeling a little uncomfortable at all the vacant desks.
"Now... why would you think something like that?" he asked, sauntering through to his
own private office behind the row of desks. "I only have people here when I'm giving a
showing. Most of the secretaries are out working with possible artists. There's a lot of
behind-the-scenes work that a lot of people don't even think about."
He held open the door to his inner office, and Cindy walked past him, glancing around
to see that her paintings were all against a wall, each frame taped with a number.
"I took the liberty of already arranging them," he said as he closed and locked his office
door in one graceful motion, then walked to a liquor cabinet. "That was one of the
things I wanted to talk to you about... the arrangement of your work."
Cindy couldn't believe her ears! He had already gone through and arranged them. That
meant he was going to show them!
She smiled as she watched him fill two glasses with a rich, red drink.
"Why didn't you tell me you had already decided that you were going to give me a
showing?" she beamed, taking the glass that was handed her without even thinking.
Neville only smiled at her and raised his glass in a toast. It was all he could do to break
out in laughter. If there was anything he knew, it was how to make a woman just about
beg him for his cock. He had figured out this young lovely almost as soon as she had
come into his office with her work. It had been right then and there that he decided
that he would fuck her, come hell or high water. Sure she had talent, but she acted as
though she really didn't believe it. If he had told her that he would show her work only
if she let him fuck her, there was a good chance that she would just take her painting
away. But if he agreed to show her and then put the moves on her, there was an even
better chance that she would want to keep what she had, as long as her showing was a
sure thing. She has already tasted the first small bit of success. She would certainly want
to go all the way, rather than have a sure thing taken away from her.
"Now... suppose we sit down and I'll show you what I have planned," he said,
motioning her to an empty chair in front of his desk.
Cindy could just about hear what he was saying, though. She never thought that she
would finally make a showing. Sure, that had been what she had been working so hard
for, but now that she had it, she couldn't believe it. It was just too good to be true. Her
mind was filled with images of herself as the newest rising star in the art world... fame,
fortune, glamour... all were hers... or at least within her reach. She took her seat, only
vaguely aware that Neville was pulling her work out for her to see. She took another
healthy gulp of the drink in her glass. She had thought that it was only wine when she
had watched Neville pouring it, but it tasted like no other wine she had ever had. It was
much sweeter than a red wine should be, and a good deal more robust. Still, she liked
it. It had a warm soothing effect, and it didn't taste as though it would get her all that
drunk.
Neville smiled as he watched her drink what he had given her. It was just a little
insurance... something to make sure that this young cunt really didn't try and get away.
And there was no way of her knowing what she was drinking. It was hash oil, a strong
concentrate of the intoxicating ingredient in pot, flavored with the sweet syrup of .
Italian soda and just enough wine to mask everything. A little went a long way, and
Neville had never known the woman yet who needed any more than a little, "Now this,
I feel, would make a good first painting, one that will capture attention right away as
people come in."
Cindy nodded, already feeling the effects of the drink. Everything seemed to be just a
little fuzzy around the edges... and strangely funny. She looked at her painting, seeing it
as though she were looking at it for the first time. It was an abstract in pastel colors,
and the paints all seemed to blend in with each other. It was certainly a striking
painting, one of her favorites, and she nodded her approval with it as the introduction.
"Now... this one here," Neville said, "I was wondering about it. I thought it might
follow the first, but there were some things I couldn't quite understand."
Cindy stared at him as he talked. He looked and sounded as though he were on the
other side of the room. His voice was strangely tiny, as though he were speaking
through a telephone. But what shocked her most was that his body seemed to have
changed a little. He didn't appear to be the paunchy businessman she thought he was.
Now that he was talking about art, he locked professional and in total command of the
situation. 'Maybe this is what he's really like' she thought, 'a warm person who's really
interested in giving a new talent a break.' Neville continued talking, occasionally
looking up to see Cindy looking at him. He smiled slightly as he saw the obvious signs
that the concentrated hash oil was already taking effect. 'That's the nice thing about
hash,' he thought. 'No wasted time.' He could feel his cock expanding in his pants,
throbbing with anticipation as he mentally envisioned what this young bitch would
look like naked. He worked his way closer to her, all the while talking about her
painting.
"Now, Cindy... suppose you describe what this contrasting in this area is supposed to
be," he said, finally standing next to her and resting the bottom of the painting on the
floor.
The young artist was very aware of his nearness, and it sent strange little thrills running
through her body. He had been so patient with her, and even though his knee had been
pressing against hers all during lunch, she reasoned that that had been nothing at all...
just his way of showing her friendship. She was actually sorry that she had been cold to
him all that time, and she wondered if there weren't some way she could make it up to
him. She decided that she could start by being as friendly as she could.
"That area was drawn while I was watching some children out of my window... sort of
an addition to what I had in mind," she answered. "I was pretty unhappy when I did
most of it, but seeing those children reminded me of a better time."
"Good... very good," he said, pressing his buttocks up lightly against her shoulder. At
first, his touch startled her, and she thought of moving away. Then she remembered
that she wasn't going to be so cold towards him.
"You realize, of course, that these questions are just fillers for the cards that we'll attach
to your work," he told her, pulling aside her second painting and showing her the third.
Cindy listened to him talking about her third, feeling more and more relaxed. Being in
this office wasn't so bad, she thought. It was a well furnished place, and except for the
desk, it could have been someone's living room. It certainly had a homey look about it.
She began to sink in the chair a little, her mind more concerned with feeling good now
than her exhibit. She wriggled down a little, and felt her skirt rise along her lightly
crossed thighs. Neville was such a wonderful man, she thought. After all, he's the only
director who's shown any interest in me as an artist. And she could certainly do a lot
worse than having her work shown in his studio. She downed the last of her drink, and
allowed her hand to drop to one side of the overstuffed chair, dangling casually as her
muscles seemed to relax all at once.
Neville looked at her, and knew that the drug had taken full effect. She didn't care
about her paintings at the moment, he knew. She knows I'm going to show her. Now
let's see how much else she knows!
He extended his hand and brushed it casually against her exposed knee, then ran it
teasingly up her leg.
Instantly, Cindy stiffened as she felt a stirring of the same sensations Lance used to
bring her. Since the time she had told him she never wanted to see him again, she had
never allowed any other man to touch her. But that had been mainly due to the fact
that her work took up so much of her time. And now, this kind, wonderful man was
making a pass at her... a very obvious pass at that, something she would never have
allowed Lance to do, except that once.
She had always regretted kicking him out like that. If she could only have given him the
love he wanted... needed. She knew she should have been more understanding with
him. She could have called to apologize and try and work things out. But her pride had
gotten in her way, and she hadn't done it.
Now she was being given another chance at the pleasures she had been denying herself.
True, she hardly knew this man, but he had done so much for her... and he wanted to
make her a success in the art world!
A little spurt of excitement raced through her blood as Neville's hand trailed lightly up
her thighs. She felt a strangely warm tingle there... in her vagina, and she was tom
between two conflicting thoughts. One that she really shouldn't do what he was silently
suggesting with a man she wasn't married to. The other was that she wanted to show
this man how much she appreciated what he had already done for her. She reasoned
that if she didn't go along with him, he might decide not to show her work at all, even
though he had it all planned out.
She was finding it hard to think clearly, and the few drops of moisture seeping from her
cuntal lips onto the fringe of golden down surrounding them weren't making things
any easier.
Her head felt more and more fuzzy, as though it were filled with cotton batting, and her
thoughts came in an illogical order. She had trouble putting them into any sequence at
all. Her head whirled as she sensed the headiness on his nearness to her. The thrills
that were coursing through her body became stronger as she realized that he had
slipped his hand up from her thigh and was pressing his palm against her breast from
behind! His fingers slipped through the upper opening and touched the lace of her bra.
He began to slowly stroke the tender round globe of her nakedly cupped breast,
running his finger maddeningly over the sensitive surface of her firm flesh. Cindy flexed
under the sudden assault, and pulled forwards slightly as he grasped one tiny throbbing
nipple between his thumb and forefinger, massaging the little bud into a hard knob. He
whispered something in her ear that made her flush and shiver, and then went on,
kneading her succulent breast between his fingers while the flood of excitement and
pleasure she had felt only once before washed over her.
Now Neville had brought his body around to her front, and his free hand began
crawling with a lust-provoking slowness along her leg, creeping closer, ever closer to
her vagina, his finger snaking under the elastic legband of her thin nylon panties. With
a gentle pressure, he parted Cindy's closed thighs, and then began to tease at the light
sprinkling of golden vaginal hair there at the base of her belly.
Cindy closed her eyes and tried to reason away the pleasure his touch was bringing her.
But the thought that she wanted to make him as happy as he could make her successful
was overwhelming. The seep of moisture between her thighs swelled to a flood, soaking
the flimsy crotchband of her panties, and she abandoned herself to the pleasures at
hand, letting the sensations sear through her. This was an exchange, she told herself.
I'm giving him myself as a seal on an agreement. And it did feel good... sssoooooo
gggoooddd! As good as when Lance did this! Better!
She leaned back, relaxed again, as Neville continued his maddening ministrations.
Suddenly a little gurgling moan welled from Cindy's throat, escaped her half parted
lips, as Neville's middle finger pushed aside the soft fleecy curls of her pubic hair and
wormed its way between the moist walls of her softly yielding pussy. She groaned softly
and squirmed her open cunt down against the impaling finger, her breath coming in
sharp, short gasps, as her whole torso quivered and quaked beneath this new invasion.
He began to turn and twist his probing finger teasingly around up inside, expanding
Cindy's tight little virginal hole with each rotation. The wild taunting of her now
stretched cuntal channel sent waves of fire roaring through her trembling body, white
hot flames licking at her loins, amplified a thousandfold by the hash oil.
She slumped back against the huge chair in her daze, her eyes shut tightly, her mind
closed, wiped bare of thought and reason. Nothing mattered but her success... and the
satisfaction of the flames burning in her pussy.
She felt Neville's hand leaving her breast and fumble around behind her, find the zipper
of her skirt and pull it down, then return to her blouse and open the buttons, slowly,
one at a time. With a brisk motion of his hand, he pulled her blouse away from her
body, and slipped her bra away from her shoulders. Cindy struggled against her passion
filled mind, torn between the need to satisfy the wild flames induced in her and the
faint knowledge that this was something that went against things she believed in...
things that had already cost her the man she was to marry!
And then she felt the cool air blast against her naked breasts as Neville finally removed
the lacy cloth of her bra. He moved quickly in front of her, kneeling in front between
her knees, and fastened his mouth over the small quivering bud of her nipple. His
tongue darted out, laving the protuberance, licking it, teasing it into a stiff little
erection. He began to suck on the tender bud, delicately at first, then with increasing
pressure, as if it were some sweet, sun-ripened berry from which he must extract the
last drop of goodness.
With a soft sucking sound, Neville pulled his finger from the warm, moist channel of
her wetly throbbing cunt, slipped his hand under her round, smooth buttocks, lifting
her from the chair and drawing her to the floor, while his other hand trailed a slow,
teasing path from her breasts along the soft, unresisting belly, to tug at the sheer cloth
of her panties, ease under the elastic waistband then slide it down over her quivering
hips and thighs, leaving her skirt in a small blanket on the chair. She jerked back
automatically as a ripple of cold air wafted across her glistening, naked pussy.
His middle finger sought the center of her naked loins again as she lay next to him. He
teased thrillingly at the full mound of gold pubic hair there, then suddenly curled down
into the moist ready slit between her widespread thighs. Gently the tip stroked the
throbbing bud of her clitoris, coaxing it into a quivering erection, while Cindy moaned
at the little shocks of pleasure that stabbed through her. Once more he parted the pink
fleshy lips of her moist little vagina, once more his finger burrowed deep into the hotly
pulsating cuntal passage and Cindy squirmed and bucked beneath it in wild abandon.
Everything seemed like a dream to her, moving in slow motion through the haze of her
drug-induced state. Somewhere, deep within the recesses of her mind, she heard a voice
telling her that this was something she shouldn't be doing... that if she couldn't do it
with the man she was going to marry, she certainly shouldn't do it with a man she
hardly knew. But there was no way she could stop herself now. Neville was far more
deliberate in his actions than Lance had been, and she was filled to the brim with the
sensations that flowed through her blood, warming it and sending it racing through her
veins.
She heard the metallic sound of a zipper as the gallery director opened his fly, and then
felt the hard, fleshy rod of his blood-filled cock burst forth, to press against the soft,
cool flesh of the outside of one thigh. She moaned and turned to stare at his huge,
jutting member. God! She knew right then and there what he had in mind. There was
no longer any doubt about it. And she had to face the fact that she wanted it as badly as
he did... more so. She wanted to feel his cock in her more than anything else in the
world.
"I'm going to fuck you," Neville said in a soothing voice, a voice that took away the last
of her fear. "I'm going to fuck you, and I know that you want me to."
Cindy couldn't speak. Her eyes were fixed in the massive spear-like penis jutting from
his hairy loins, hardly hidden by the slight paunch he had. She opened her mouth,
trying to put into words the last iota of her resistance... the thought that this might still
be wrong, since she was not married to him.
But her desire for success was overriding, and she knew that if she was ever to become
famous and rich, it would start right here and now. And she wanted to show how much
she appreciated what Neville was doing for her.
Taking her silence as approval, he bent down and grasped her ankles, spreading her
thighs wider and wider until she let out a gasp of slight pain. Then he grasped his 
lustengorged cock in his hand and guided it down towards her still hotly pulsating pussy
lips spread openly before him. Cindy held her breath, remembering what had happened
the last time this situation had occurred. Then she had been frightened, but not nearly
as aroused as she was now. Her only thought now was that his cock was too large...
that she would never be able to take it all the way up inside her cunt. He would split
her in two! She was sure of it! She stared, mesmerized by the very size of his penis. It
looked much larger than she remembered Lance's, and she gasped as he slowly,
teasingly parted the soft silky strands of her pubic hair with the swollen head of his
mammoth cock, until he found the tight elastic opening of her vagina. He prodded his
huge rod against the fleshy cuntal lips, parting them as easily as he had parted the hairs
of her pubic curls, and then began to fuck it into the narrow moist channel, until Cindy
felt the tight protective ring that guarded the open passage up between her wide-held
thighs stretch almost unbearably.
It suddenly occurred to her that he did not know she was still a virgin, and she opened
her mouth to tell him. No words came out though. As she took a deep breath to warn
him, he fucked his massive cock in one smooth stroke up into the seething wet passage
of her tight young cunt. For the briefest possible moment, his penis stopped at the
membrane of her virginity, and then it seemed as though her cuntal muscles gave way.
She could feel the thickness of her penis slithering deep up into her hot, throbbing
cuntal sheath.
Cindy's breath hitched in her throat as she became aware of a stabbing pain in her
vagina, and a river of heated blood that came with the tearing of her maidenhood. Her
eyes opened, and she stared at the ceiling, her mouth hanging open and her face
contorted in a mask of agony that seemed to last an eternity.
And then it was over.
The burning pain that had come with the loss of her vaginal protection was gone as
quickly as it appeared, and she was left with nothing but the sensation of having a
man's penis deep in her belly. She groaned then, and ground her buttocks in an effort
to accommodate the strange presence, while his huge shaft speared into her like a
sword plunging up to the hilt in its sheath. Her lips began to twitch and tremble in
excitement, and then little spasms of pleasure, the likes of which she had never felt even
when she fingered her cunt, began to flow through her, touching every cell in her body
from head to toe. Her velvety little pussy seemed to catch fire, and the white hot flames
licked deep into her belly, making her wish that she had done this long ago. The
feelings were delightful, and obliterated every thought in her mind. No longer was she
doing this for her own success, or to show Neville how much she appreciated all that he
was going to do for her. The only thing of which she was aware was the mounting
storm gathering between her legs... a storm that would break with a force hitherto
unknown in all her life.
Now Neville arched backwards, withdrawing the rigidly throbbing pole of his cock,
entered the nakedly squirming young woman again, began to fuck back and forth,
driving his penis into her open cunt like a machine-driven piston. She churned and
thrashed beneath him, delighting in the mounting of sensations in her own body with
every deep entry he made into her. She abandoned herself completely to the pleasure
that seared through her. Love it... love it... love it, she thought to herself in mindless
passion. This was the most wonderful thing she had ever known, and she hoped it
would never stop.
Her face was contorted with passion now, and little cries of ecstasy escaped her parted
lips. Neville ground in and out, then arched back again, and slid his hands under the
sensually quivering mounds of her buttocks, raising them at the same time as he fucked
his rigid cock deep into her. Another moan escaped her lips, and then she jerked back
convulsively, to instinctively wind her smooth, warm legs around his hips. Her
throbbing moist little vagina clasped his iron-stiff penis and held it as Cindy, for the
first time in her life, surrendered to the pleasures of the flesh. Suddenly she felt the
tantalizing slap of Neville's sperm-filled balls against her deliciously upturned buttocks,
slapping against the ring of her anus and sending shivers of delight searing through her
body.
Nothing mattered to her now, not her former life with Lance and the reason they had
broken up... not the fact that this went against all that she held dear to her... not even
the fact that this could launch her on a new and wonderful career. Nothing mattered
but the wild fires of lust which raged out of control in her hungrily throbbing young
cunt. She twisted in wild abandon under Neville's hard-fucking penis, and then,
suddenly, an insane cry broke from her lips.
"AAAAGGGGHHHHH! I'M CUMMING!! I'M CCCCUUUMMMMMIINNNGG!!!!"
Her head rolled from side to side, her mouth hung open in her passionate ecstasy, and
then the warm juices of her cum spilled forth, trickling down to flow around and over
Neville's still heavily fucking cock, to trickle out and flow wetly down the crevice of her
buttocks.
Above Cindy, Neville groaned, driving faster and faster, like a lust-maddened animal,
his throbbing balls seeming about to burst with their load of white, hot milky sperm.
Suddenly, the viscous fluid surged the length of his ballooned penis, squirted forth in
searing, powerful streams to fill to the brim the still clasping, sucking channel of her
hungrily absorbing little pussy.
Drained of all strength, Cindy collapsed on the floor, her legs splayed widely to the
sides, as Neville lifted his buttocks and slipped his deflating penis from the wetly
glistening hole of her pussy, thin strands of his sperm following down her naked thighs.
For a long while, the two of them lay side by side, panting and gasping for breath. Bit
by bit, Cindy felt her sanity return, and as it did, she finally realized what had
happened. She had let a man fuck her... a man she hardly knew, a man she found to be
almost totally unattractive.
For a moment, the thought frightened her, but then she remembered that he was going
to show her art work in his gallery, and the feeling of satisfaction at finally having made
it washed away any thoughts of shame she would have felt otherwise. She gathered all
her strength and opened her eyes, turning her head to look at the man who was going
to make all her dreams come true.
"When are you going to put my work on display?" she asked, her voice crackling
slightly with her exhaustion.
For a long while, Neville did not answer. She could hear his deep breathing, and she
felt his chest heaving up and down as though he was too worn out from his fucking to
answer. Finally, though, she heard him sigh.
"Well, now," he said, his voice sounding strangely cold and distant, "that's something
I'm afraid we're going to have to work on."
"I... I don't understand," she said, forcing a smile to her pretty lips. "I thought that you
said there were just a few details to work out."
"Yeah... I said that, and one of them is a repeat performance of what just happened."
Cindy sat up quickly, her brow furrowed as she gazed at the man laying next to her on
the floor.
"A repeat performance?" she asked, as though she couldn't be sure she had heard
correctly.
"That's right," Neville answered, finally coming to a sitting position. "I've got big plans
for you, and not all of them have to do with the world of art. You didn't really think I
was going to take a chance with an unknown talent without at least some returns, now
did you?"
He smiled as he talked, and Cindy could see that she had been tricked into believing
that she was going to get something for nothing. She should have known better, she
thought to herself. She should have followed her first feelings about this man.
"What... what plans," she stammered, hoping that they were things she would be able
to meet. After she had tasted her first bit of possible success, she hoped it would not all
be taken away from her.
"Well... you're one great little cunt," Neville said, standing and getting dressed. "And I
can see that you have a lot of mileage left in you. Someone ought to take good use of
your talents. And believe you me, they aren't all confined to a paint brush and canvas.
If you can fuck like that, I'm sure you can suck a cock like no other woman I know. I'd
love to give that a try right now, but unfortunately, I have pressing work to do. Maybe
later in the day. If I can find the time, that is."
Cindy watched dumbfounded as Neville went about getting ready for afternoon work,
totally ignoring her as she sat naked on his office floor. She couldn't believe what he
was telling her. It was just too... too... She didn't know, but she could see that she was
going to have to pay a very high price for what she wanted.
"Well... come on, now," he said as he took a seat behind his desk. "I'm sure you have
things that you have to do. You won't get them done if you just sit there."
The two of them stared at each other, each waiting for the other to move first. Cindy
was the first to weaken. Realizing that she had no other choice but to leave, she slowly
dressed, aware that the burning eyes of the art director were watching her every move.
Then a thought hit her. Perhaps Neville thought that he would toy with her, make her
come crawling to him whenever he snapped his fingers. Well, hadn't Niven Bradbury
told her just a little while ago that if things didn't work out, Cindy could come to her?
Looking at her painting on the floor, laying next to the little warm pool of her cum,
Cindy pursed her lips in deep thought. Reaching her decision, she bent down and
picked up her work.
"And just where do you think you're going with those," Neville asked in a voice he
would have used with a small child.
"I'm going to find someone who won't play games with me," was her answer. "I don't
think I have to put up with you."
She said it with determination in her voice, hoping that it would hide the insecurity she
really felt. If Neville was going to give her a showing, someone else would too... and
without asking as much.
"Right," Neville said sarcastically. "You go out into the real world and see how far you
get. I'm sure that there are a lot of gallery directors that will give an unknown like you
a big chance. Maybe even Niven Bradbury." He ended his sentence with a throaty laugh
that burned through Cindy's mind and soul.
"That's exactly where I'm going," the young blond girl said as she lifted her head up
high, trying to recapture some of her pride. "I'm going to her and let her handle my
work."
"Just remember one thing," Neville called to her as she walked out of his office. "I'll
always be around, though the price might be a little higher... just in case things don't
work out too well between you and Niven."
Cindy slammed the door behind her as hard as she could. Her head was still spinning
from the effects of the hash oil, but she was determined that she would make it. She
had to. Even though he might think so, Neville wasn't the only director in Boston.
There had to be others who would give her a break without demanding what he did.
She had come so far, only to have her dreams dashed against reality. But she had
weathered this, and she could go on.
At least she hoped she could!


Chapter 4


Gina was in class the next day when Lance was sitting at his drafting table, trying to
put his future into some sort of order. Everything seemed totally black, as though there
was nothing he could do that would straighten out his mess. All his hopes had been
placed in landing the Reynolds project, and it began to look as though he wouldn't get
it. He'd made some phone calls when he'd come back the day before, people with
whom he'd left a few ideas. None of them had paid off, though, and with each rejection,
he sank lower and lower into the pit of despair.
And there was Gina to contend with. After spending just a little time in the presence of
Susan Reynolds, Lance could see Gina for what she really was... a nice lay, a nice kid, a
nice person, but little more than that. She had none of the depth of character Susan, or
Cindy, for that matter, had. In time, certainly after she graduated, Gina would become
a full grown woman. But as long as she was in college, she could avoid all the trials that
real life presented. Lance had been that route before... more than a year ago when he
had still been in college. He knew it was time for him to emotionally mature, and as
long as he stayed with Gina, he would not. It was as though he was still afraid to admit
to himself that he was finally out of college.
His choices were clear. He could stay with Gina, and at least not be totally alone, or he
could tell her that living with her was holding him down, and make it on his own while
looking for someone who could give him more.
He would have to go for the second choice. He was only fooling himself as long as he
stayed with the lovely perky little red-head. He knew she would be able to take care of
herself well enough. She might be a little hurt when he told her, but that would pass
soon enough. And maybe they could still be friends afterwards.
Having reached his decision, he picked up his drafting pencil and fried to immerse
himself in work. He would talk to Gina as soon as she came home from class. The best
way, he knew, would be to come right out and tell her, without beating around the
bush. But work came slowly and hard. The whole thing seemed so useless when he
wasn't sure that it would pay off in the end. He was merely drawing lines on a piece of
paper. Without direction and purpose, all his ideas weren't worth shit.
The ringing of the telephone startled him, and he stared at it while it rang twice. His
first thought was that it was probably Gina telling him that she would be late in coming
home. Might as well answer it, he thought.
Picking it up, he said hello as though he really didn't want to talk.
"Well, now," said a woman's voice at the other end. "It sounds as though we had a hard
night last night."
At first he couldn't place the voice, and then he knew. It was Susan Reynolds'! Now
what the hell did she want? Brock couldn't have made his decision already, could he?
"Good morning, uh... Susan," he answered. "No, I didn't have a hard night. I was just
trying to get some work done, and I thought you might be someone else."
Her low grunting chuckle made him a little apprehensive, but as he envisioned her
lovely petite body, his cock throbbed with eager anticipation. He'd love to get into her
tight little cunt, but he knew that was totally out of the question. The last thing he
wanted to do was fool around with a married woman. Any married woman. Husbands
had a nasty tendency to get pissed off at things like that.
"I called to ask if you could come over this morning," she said, her voice dripping with
seduction. "There are a few things about your designs that still have to be gone over."
Lance's cock deflated instantly as he thought that he had landed the project. It would be
wonderful if that happened, and fucking Susan, Gina, or anyone else, for that matter,
wouldn't make a bit of difference.
"What did Brock want to know?" he asked, hoping that he could pump a little
information from her to make his presentation just that much easier.
"We'll talk about it when you come," she said in a low voice. "You are coming, aren't
you?"
"Huh? Oh... sure. Right as rain. I'll be there as soon as I can get a cab."
He hung up the phone immediately, then dialed for a cab. The only thought running
through his mind was that he was at last going to make it. Success was within his reach,
and he sure as hell wasn't going to do anything that would fuck it up. He was certain
that he could put up with the teasing Susan was sure to give him as long as Brock was
going to be there. Besides, he asked himself,' how far could she go with her husband
sitting next to him? Becoming a success was the most important thing. After he made
it, he could fuck all the women he wanted. A little abstinence now would pay off a
thousand fold. That was where the formula for success lay, he thought as he saw his cab
arrive. Being willing to go without for a little while.


* * *


"Do come in," Susan said as she opened the front door for him, stepping to one side
and allowing him to enter. She was holding a glass of wine in her hand, actually
dangling it loosely in her fingers. Lance tightened his grip on his briefcase and lowered
it, trying to hide the tenting of his pants caused by his erection. Susan was dressed in
her all but see-through gown, which revealed that she wore neither panties or a bra
underneath. She was just as lovely, just as alluring as he remembered her being, and
Lance was grateful that Brock would be around. As before, he knew it would take all his
strength just to keep from fucking her.
She sauntered past him and entered the living room, heading straight for the bar there.
"Is it still too early in the day for you?" she asked, holding up a flask of wine.
Lance almost said yes, but decided that a little celebration might be in order. Besides,
his nerves were all but shattered with the anticipation of success. A little wine might be
just the thing to calm him down enough.
"Sure... what the hell?" he said, forcing a smile. Susan chuckled again as she filled his
glass nearly to the brim. Then she walked slowly to where he was sitting on the couch
and handed it to him.
"I hope you like it," she said as she sipped on her own. "It's a Rhine wine, but not one
that is easily found around here. We brought this bottle back with us when we went to
Europe last spring." Lance tested it, and found it surprisingly mild. Though it was red,
it was still sweet, and the after-taste was one that lingered delightfully.
"Now... shall we get down to business? Susan asked, twisting her body to offer Lance a
virtually unhindered view of her sensually formed body. Automatically, his eyes fell to
her nearly exposed breasts, and he noticed that her nipples were already .firm and erect.
Her breathing was slightly labored, and she inched her buttocks on the couch until they
were nearly touching his.
"Don't you think that we should wait until Brock comes down?" he asked, feeling his
forehead break out in a nervous sweat.
"Silly," she laughed. "Brock is at work. He won't be home for hours. I brought you over
to talk to me... not him."
Lance's mouth dropped slightly, and his cock gave a little lurch in his pants. This is
senseless, he thought to himself. I'd better get the hell out of here before I do
something I'll regret for the rest of my life. If Brock caught me with his wife... He
shuddered at that thought. Brock could really make life hard if not impossible for him
in Boston. In the whole Atlantic Seaboard, for that matter.
Forcing his mind to a sense of discipline, he cleared his throat and asked, "Well... what
would you like to know?"
Susan ran the tip of her wet tongue lightly along her luscious lips before she answered.
Then she took a deep breath and thrust her breasts towards him in such a way that he
was looking down the opening of her robe and gazing at the full, rounded mounds
almost against his will.
"You could tell me if fucking that little red-head you live with is everything you want it
to be," she said, lounging back slightly.
Lance's breath and heart stopped as he heard her question. Without asking, it was
obvious to him that already Brock had done a little checking up on his life-style, and he
took some offense at that. Who he fucked was really none of Reynolds' business, project
notwithstanding. He wondered if he should even honor the question with an answer,
and decided that he would.
"Gina... that's her name... Gina and I are old friends, and uh, yes... being in bed with
her is pretty good."
He answered with as straight a face as he could muster, and couldn't quite Figure out
the little smile she gave him as she listened to him.
"That's odd... I would think that a man like you would rather have a real woman
instead of a college girl. But then, who am I to say?"
Lance felt a little flush under his collar. This subject matter was getting to him,
reminding him that he had been thinking just that not more than half an hour ago.
Susan was carrying and holding her body as though she knew he couldn't take his eyes
off her. Every now and then she would shift her position, offering him a full view of
either her breasts or the golden triangle of her cuntal mound, visible through the sheer
cloth of her gown. She sipped on her glass and looked at Lance over the edge, as
though she were sizing him up for some sort of kill. Lance, trying to put the thought of
fucking this married woman out of his mind, sipped on his own wine, and felt his head
reacting to the alcohol this early in the day. Try as he might, he could not pull his eyes
away from the lovely view her shapely form offered him. One moment, his eyes were
focused on her breasts, delighting in her hardened nipples gazing back at him like a
second set of eyes. Their brownness was enticing, inviting, arousing, and his fingers
trembled with eagerness to reach out and touch them. She had moved close enough to
him so that her breasts occasionally grazed across his arm, and he could tell that her
mounds were hard and firm.
Then she would alter her position ever so slightly, and Lance would be presented with a
totally different view, that of her sensuous vagina, glistening through her robe with the
fluids of her passion that were already seeping through her passion-flushed cuntal lips.
His eyes traveled down from her breasts to her cunt, and he could see that her pussy
was nibbling slightly, making an almost imperceptible sucking motion against the air
between her full, well-rounded thighs. Gina, in all her loveliness, couldn't hold a candle
to this woman, who was doing all she could to tease him into fucking her.
Lance knew he had better change the subject before things got totally out of hand.
"Uh... don't you want to talk about my drawings?" he asked, taking a healthy slug on
his drink to cover up the fact that he wanted her.
"Oooohhhhh... not really," she said, sliding just a little closer to him and crossing one
evenly tanned leg over the other. As she did, her robe, as useless as it had been before,
was now actually a weapon against Lance's defenses. The hem rode high up on her
thighs, almost all the way to her cunt, revealing completely a long expanse of her
beautiful, flawless flesh. He heard her take a deep breath, and a flush rose from his
collar again, but he couldn't take his eyes from her provocative lushness now. His penis
spasmed once, twice, inside his pants with beginning arousal, and he could feel his balls
filling with sperm. God... The pain in his testicles was becoming almost unbearable, and
it threatened to nearly burst his balls as she said, "I would much rather talk about you."
Lance reeled back as though he had been struck in the face. Susan's voice was smooth,
soft and very seductive. She smiled as he pulled away from her, hitting his body on the
back of the couch and jerking his head. Susan could feel the initial warm seepings of
excitement begin to flow down between her legs as she thought of what would be
taking place in the next hour. Ooohhh... she was going to take Lance's penis for a ride
he would never forget. Never.
She took his now empty glass from him, and dropped her eyes to the front of his pants.
She could see his cock pulsating there, and she knew that he was turned on as she was.
Now there remained only the dispelling of his fear of fucking her. Her cuntal juices
began to flow faster with her increased anticipation as she saw the massive adequacy of
Lance's cock clearly outlined in his pants.
She bounced up from the couch in a slow, easy motion as she prepared to re-fill his
glass. Lance took the opportunity to stand up himself and try and think of a way out of
this.
"Uh... Mrs. Reynolds" he stammered, "I really think that I'd rather talk to your
husband. If it's all the same with you."
"Please... there's no need to be formal," she said. "I don't mind you calling me Susan."
"All in all, Mrs. Reynolds," he said, determined that he would end this little game right
here and now, "your husband is the one who will have the final say on the project, and
as long as he's not around at the moment..."
"And he's not going to be around for quite some time," she said, totally ignoring his
words as she returned to the couch and handed him his glass. "And as for the final
decision, that all depends on our getting to know you a little better. Brock knows all
about that little red-head in your place, but he told me he thinks you could do better.
I'm inclined to agree."
The talented young designer drank again from his glass. He felt a warm relaxed
lethargy begin to flow over him. The drinks were beginning to have a heightening effect
on his bloodstream, while at the same time dulling his mind so that the pounding of his
heart seemed twice as loud. He kept staring at the sultry face of Susan Reynolds, at the
kind of encompassing sex she exuded, the full rich softness of her breasts, firm and
high-set. God... he'd like to tweak her nipples into a rock-hard erection, take each one
and roll it around in his mouth with his tongue.
What am I thinking about? he thought, shaking his head slightly to get these ideas out
of his mind. This woman's husband held all the cards for his success. What would
Brock do if he knew his wife was going out of her way to tease him. He tried to will his
cock limp, but it remained achingly, throbbingly blood-swollen. His eyes went to her
face.
She was looking directly at the bulge in his pants.
With a surge of will and strength, Lance finished his wine and came to a standing
position.
"I think... I... I'd better be going," he managed to say.
She followed him with her eyes, and once again, he looked deeply into her face. She
had the same gentle loveliness Cindy had, but with more openness and desire.
"If you're worried about what Brock will say," she said, twisting her body slightly so her
breasts and cunt were still presented to his view as he stood, "don't be. He knows what
I'm doing, and he doesn't really care."
"Yeah... I'll bet," Lance said, totally unable to take his eyes off of her. That'll be the day
when a husband lets his wife fuck any Tom, Dick or Harry.
"Besides," she said, coming to a standing position directly in front of him, "you
wouldn't want to leave with an erection like you've got. I'll bet your balls are just
aching for release."
Lance stood totally transfixed by her words. She certainly didn't beat about the bush
with what she wanted. The thought that sanction was on her actions was something he
just couldn't believe, no matter what she said.
She was right about his balls needing release, though. Shit, if Gina wasn't home from
class when he got back, he was going to masturbate as soon as he walked into his
apartment. His cock was throbbing more now than it had been the day before when he
had first met Susan. Something was going to have to be done, that was for sure. And
fucking Susan Reynolds definitely wasn't it!
Still standing, the blonde woman leaned forward slightly, her hot breath like a branding
iron on his cheek. Her hand, the one not holding her glass of wine, dropped down
slowly, reached out and touched lightly at the cloth of his pants.
"Now, suppose we end this foolishness," she said as though she were scolding a child.
"I can't believe a man like you would be satisfied with a little girl like Gina."
Her fingers seemed to bum right through the cloth of his pants as they trailed a path
slowly from his thigh to the massive outline of his cock. "We're both adults. We should
act like it."
Lance could feel all the strength leaving his legs as her fingernails scraped through his
trousers. He could feel the edges lightly grazing his ballooning penis, and his own
fingers tightened into little balls. He was fighting his own arousal, and he could tell it
was a losing battle.
"My cunt's on fire right this minute," she breathed as she brought her face closer to his.
"The only thing it wants is that cock of yours, I want to feel your penis inside me,
Lance. I want your cum spewing up into my belly. And I can tell that you want to fuck
me. Now... what's the problem?" Even as she spoke, she pressed the full of her palm
against his rock-hard cock and massaged it through his pants. Lance was in a situation
he never thought could exist. Here he was, being seduced by a lovely woman, and the
last thing he wanted to do was fuck her. No matter what she said, he couldn't believe
that her husband didn't care. And far too much rested on making sure that her
husband was happy with his work.
Her breasts were pressed hotly against his chest as she moved closer to him. Her lips
found his jaw line and traced a path upward along his cheek, her tongue flicking out a
pattern of fire as her hand continued to massage gently over his greatly swollen penis.
The thought of Brock coming home suddenly and finding them like this was too much
for Lance, and he tried to pull his body away from her, with only minimal success.
"Mrs... Susan... for God's sake..."
"You want to fuck me," she droned. "I know you do. I want you to. I want you to fuck
me. I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me..." The words were virtually
hypnotic, and they burned into Lance's slightly intoxicated mind.
"No... I... NO... OOOHHH... SHIT... YES!"
The young architect couldn't help himself . The words tore from his throat like a
strangled whisper, and then his mouth was grinding tightly against hers, his hands
reaching out and grasping her buttocks, his tongue thrusting deep into her mouth.
Susan's hand began to move faster on his turgid shaft, and she sucked and nibbled at
his tongue, swirling her own around and around his, darting into his mouth and then
withdrawing it in an attitude of copulation. As if with a will of its own, Lance's left
hand came up and found her breast, squeezed and kneaded the soft, hot pliant flesh
momentarily, then dipped into the opening of her robe to pop several buttons and
expose her upper torso completely to his fingers. He could feel the wetness from his
seminal fluid which seeped from the gland at the hard tip of his cock as she continued
to massage him through his pants.
Then, suddenly, with his fingers kneading the soft, resilient flesh of her firm, round
breast and his rigidly erect cock nearly jumping out of his pants, the full impact of what
he was doing struck Lance's mind like a boxer's blow.
'My God!' He thought. 'What if Brock should come home? He would never believe that
she wanted me to do this, that it was her idea right from the start. This has to be a trap
of some sort... something designed to see just how far I'll go.' He wrenched himself
violently from Susan, pulling his mouth from hers, turning his body so that her hand
left his bulging penis. His face was flushed with a brilliant crimson from the intense
arousal he was feeling. He averted his eyes from the luscious blonde woman, panting
raggedly.
"What's the matter, Lance, Lover?" she questioned casually. Then she went on. "Don't
tell me you're still worried about Brock coming home. I told you... he's going to be
gone all day. And believe me, he really doesn't care. He and I have an open marriage,
one that really works."
Lance could do nothing but shake his head. He had heard all about open marriages,
and nothing he had heard about them had been good. Everything was all right until
one of the spouses came home or found out that the other was taking the openness at
face value. On paper, such things were possible. But in reality, people were only
human, and very prone to things like jealousy. And a man like Brock Reynolds, used to
getting his way, would never stand for a thing like letting his wife fuck someone other
than him!
His back still turned toward her, Lance could hear her utter a soft, nearly silent chuckle.
Then she whispered, "Lance, honey."
He turned, gathering his courage to say what he knew had to be said, but when he saw
her, the words froze in his throat. His mouth gaped open and his eyes seemed to
protrude with shock.
Susan stood before him, completely naked.
She had finished unbuttoning her robe and allowed it to drop. The young, blonde
woman was standing in the puddle of her garment with her legs spread wide apart, her
head and shoulders pulled back, her hands knuckled provocatively at him with her
mouth parted, the tip of her wet, pink tongue showing kitten-like. The moist, petal-like,
softly hair-fringed lips of her vagina were presented lustfully to his eyes, and the
shimmering mound of her golden cuntal triangle glistened invitingly in the late
morning sunlight. Her high, smoothly rounded breasts seemed to quiver as if with
some inner vibration, the nipples hard and distended. Her long, slender legs were moist
with the flowing juices of her passion-flowered cuntal mouth.
"Well, Lance?" she asked. "Do you like what you see? Isn't it better than something a
college girl would have?"
"Susan..." Her name choked past his swollen throat weakly, but that was all. He
couldn't say anything else. He could only stare at her, at her complete openness, and
his cock began its maddening pulsations again.
Slowly, slowly, Susan lowered her hands, her eyes fastened on his, and pressed her
fingertips into the mysteriously golden curling hairs of her cuntal mound, slowly
caressing herself down between her legs, her nails glistening as they blazed a path
through the thick, yellow, silken hair. When her fingers reached the glistening pink slit
between her legs, she placed the thumb and forefinger of her left hand on either side of
the soft, shining lips and spread them apart, revealing the trembling pink bud of her
tiny pulsating clitoris to Lance's lust-ridden gaze. With her right forefinger, then, she
traced up her cuntal slit until the fingertip came in contact with the miniature phallus.
She tweaked it once, twice, tantalizingly, sending more rivulets of lubrication trailing
down her inner thighs. Then her middle finger went lower, poised at the lips of her
vagina, then slipped easily up inside, buried itself to the first knuckle... and then the
second. She withdrew it, slid it in again, withdrew it, slid it in, fucking herself with
glazed-eyed abandon. Faster and faster her finger slid wetly in and out of her naked,
tight cuntal sheath, and as she rolled and twisted her hips with delight at the sensations
searing through her flesh from her own manipulations, Susan began to talk to Lance in
a low, hypnotic voice.
"I want you to fuck me, Lance. I want your cock instead of my finger in my cunt. I
have to have it, Lance. I want to feel your big penis in my vagina... and I want to feel
your finger up my ass at the same time. And then, I want to suck your big cock, suck it
until I milk it dry."
The words, and the utter casualness with which she spoke them, lashed Lance's mind
into a swirling frenzy as on and on she droned. Oh God! Oh, shit... he had to have her.
He didn't care that he might lose all chance of success or she was lying and her
husband came home. He knew nothing but the incredible heat churning in his cock
and balls. The sight of this lovely naked woman fucking herself like this was too much
for him. She was all that mattered in the world.
AND HE HAD TO FUCK HER!!
As if he had somehow shed the husk of his body, Lance watched himself in an objective
way as his legs worked, moving his body closer and closer to Susan. He watched her
middle finger cease its rhythmic motion in and out of her vagina as he approached, and
her face broke in a smile of sheer passion and lust. His hands went to her, pulling her
finger away from her tight, golden cunt with a loud wet sluicing sound, rubbing her
body hard against his, grinding her naked hips into him as her mouth sought and
located his.
Then her hands were on his belt, opening it, and Lance was helping her, feverishly
stripping himself, flinging his clothes uncaringly, wherever they happened to fall. Now
he was as naked as she was, his thick, blood-engorged penis standing out at a heavy
angle from his loins, quivering, seeping seminal fluid.
"Ooooooo... Lance... it's lovely... it's beautiful," she crooned, stepping back to admire
his lust-swollen cock. "It's as nice as I knew it would be... nicer! Mmmmmmmmmm... I
can't wait to feel your cock up inside me. I want to feel your cum washing all around
my cunt. And I can see that you can't wait to give it to me. Tell me, Lance. Tell me that
you can't wait any longer than I can."
"God... yes... yes... yes..."
"Come on. You can say it better than that." Lance smiled as he realized that she really
wanted to hear words that would increase her fiery passion all the more. Now he was
smiling as well, and he took a deep breath as though he was going to scream at the top
of his lungs.
"I... WANT... TO... FUCK... YOU!!!" Her laughter rippled through the room as she
went back to him and pulled him down to the thick carpet in the floor, entwining her
body with his, Lance didn't care about anything now but this soft, warm woman who
was pressing tightly to him. He was dimly aware that he could very well regret his
action in the future. There was a possibility that he was throwing away the greatest
project he could obtain, but that didn't matter to him. Now now!
Lance showered hot kisses moistly over the blonde beauty's face, her throat, into the
smooth valley of her breasts, his hands moving over the smooth hillocks of her ass,
cupping them, squeezing them almost painfully in her fever. She was breathing into his
ear, hot and sweet, and her tongue flicked out to dance inside, racing along the
sensitive skin of his inner ear. Her hand searched down between their tightly clasped
bodies, located the hot rock-hardness of his penis. He gasped as the searing tips of her
fingers closed over his rigid cock, and then his mouth closed over hers and their
tongues lashed and twirled together, as if trying to blend into one. Susan crushed the
full length of her body desperately against his and ground her pelvis hard into him.
Then she twisted suddenly, pulling him over astride her, opening her legs wide as they
had been before. Her cunt flared open, eagerly waiting.
The lust-enticed young woman's hands were running wildly up and down along his
body, tracing the hard muscles of his shoulders, the cleft of his back, the tautly clenched
cheeks of his ass, exploring all of him as if he were some new piece of property she had
just bought. His cock rested hard against her thighs, trailing dribbles of semen,
mingling with her own flowing cuntal emissions. She reached under her buttocks as she
levered their entwined bodies up with the full strength of her back, and with both
hands, pulled her vaginal lips slowly apart to give his cock greater contact with the
moist, sensitive flesh as it slipped off her thigh to lie full length in her warm, wet
crevice, the cock-head resting deliciously against her achingly rigid clitoris. Then she
relaxed, dropping her body onto the carpet, his rigid shaft trapped hotly between her
soft, hot thighs.
Lance wedged his hands between her shoulders and the rug and ran them down the
smooth curves of her back and hips, making little purling sounds deep in his throat.
The raised edges of her spine felt hot... white-hot, as she undulated her body eagerly
against him in a slow, teasing tempo. The tenseness of the cords in her thighs pressed
against the outside of his hips, and he wondered vaguely how they would grip him
moments from now, when he fucked his hard piston-like cock deep up into her hot
little belly.
Susan's nails traced across his back, leaving small red welts in their sharp path. Lance
pushed his hands down farther beneath her, cupping the fullness of her buttocks in his
palms, pulling her seething pussy hard up against him. He moved his cock up and
down in the fiery slit, sensing it growing wetter and wetter as her passion seethed out of
her. Her ass-cheeks began a more desperate rotation up against his loins until her legs,
without warning, suddenly snaked out wide on either side of him, her calves locking
against the backs of his thighs, pulling him tighter to her.
"Mmmmmmmmmmmmm... Lover... give it to me now. NOW! Give me your cock.
Shove your penis up inside me. Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Her dainty, moist hands circled around his lustfully palpitating cock and guided it up
between the moist pink lips of her surging pussy. Lance groaned animally as he felt her
hands move his lust-swollen cock up and down between the lips of her sensitive vagina.
The pressure in his balls was excruciating now as she positioned his cock-head at the
softly trembling opening to her hotly seeping cunt, and he knew that he couldn't hold
back another second. Now. Now. Now.
Lance flexed his hips with a sudden, powerful lunge that drove his cock deep up inside
the hot gaping mouth of her hungrily clasping cunt, pushing it home wildly, his balls
hammering wetly, almost harshly against the naked flesh of her upturned buttocks.
"Uuuuuuuhhhhhhaaaaa...!" she moaned beneath him. Lance felt the soft elastic cuntal
flesh slip wetly, hotly around the full expanse of his fleshy rod, consuming it as it raced
to the full length of her naked belly, its way well-lubricated. Then, suddenly, his 
cockhead rammed hard against the sensitive end of her cervix as every single inch of his
wildly throbbing penis filled her.
"Mmmmmmm... oooooohhhh!" she mewled. "Oooooooooohhhhhh... that's the way to
fuck me. Mmmmmmm... your cock is so big, so wonderful, so hot... I can feel every
inch of it. Give it to me. Fuck me. Fuck me..." Her wild, abandoned cries caused the
lust-enraged young man to grind his pelvis harder into the squirming, pliant flesh
beneath him, fucking up into Susan with long, hard strokes. She strained back under
him, arching her loins up at him, lifting both their bodies completely off the floor. She
moaned and mewled wildly under his hard-driving cock now, opening and closing her
legs around his hips as she worked up and down in a pagan tempo. Her mouth gaped
open wide, her head flailing from side to side in wild, insane abandon.
"It's good... it's great... aaaahhhh... that's the way, lover... oooohhhh... shove your finger
up my ass! Do it, Lance... shove your finger up my ass and make me cum... cum...
cummmmmm!"
As though he were a slave to her passion, Lance obeyed. He reached under her,
between her wildly rotating buttocks as he drove his wildly pistoning shaft up into the
steaming hot moistness of her openly trembling pussy. He stretched the roundly
straining moons of her ass-cheeks wide with his hands, then dipped his middle finger
toward her quivering anus and found it. A small warm stream of moisture was running
down the widespread crevice from where he was fucking so hard up into her cunt. It
lubricated the tightly puckered anal ring, and he probed experimentally for a moment
with his middle finger. Then he thrust forward with his digit, feeling the tight rubbery
opening yield under the pressure, then give way completely. His finger slid up to the
first knuckle into the tight elasticity of her nether passage. She leapt her body upward
to crash into his with a wet slapping sound at the sudden lancing pain of his rapid
entry. And then she was screaming for him, saying, "Aaaahhhhhhhhh... it's soooooo
good, lover... soooooo gooooooood!"
He thrust again, sinking his middle finger up in her quivering anus to the second
knuckle. Again she trembled in slight pain, but despite this, Lance felt her begin to
screw her buttocks back down on his groping middle finger until it was sunk all the
way to the palm of his hand. He waggled it around inside her warm rectal passage,
eliciting more cries of delight from the young blonde woman. He could feel through the
thin wall of flesh separating her two passages, the underside of his madly fucking cock
sliding in and out of her wet hot cunt. He timed the thrusts of his finger with the
forward stabs of his lust-driven cock, impaling her completely on two strong, hard rods
of flesh. She moaned wildly under him, and he could feel his cock growing and
expanding inside her vagina until he thought it was going to burst from the unbearable
pressure building in his balls. He had to cum soon. He had to, he had to! If he didn't
cum, fill her with his fire-hot seed, he was going to go out of his mind! Ooooo...
oooohhhhhh... he just knew she would be this good. As soon as he had first seen her
the day before, he knew that she would be the best fuck a man ever had.
His passion-crazed mind was chanting crazily, have to cum, have to cum, have to cum...
as he fucked deep and hard into her tight, hot pussy. He sent his hard wet middle
finger slamming far up into her rectum, and she was moaning wildly beneath him now,
her sweat-slicked body a dervish of motion and passion, straining for her own building,
climbing orgasm.
And Lance wanted her to cum too, wanted to mingle his hot bursting cum with hers
simultaneously, and he began ramming his lust-enraged cock up into her tight sucking
cunt still harder, in time with his finger skewering deep into the hot rubbery depths of
her asshole. She gripped him tightly between her imprisoning thighs, opening and
closing them around him in time to his long hard thrusts, and he knew that this lovely,
wild, wanton woman was approaching her own climax. He continued his deep
thrusting with both his cock and fingers with all the strength he possessed in his young
muscled body.
Susan swung her hips up and clasped his waist in a vise-like grip, pulling him deeper
and deeper into her convulsing young cunt with each powerful thrust of his loins. The
handsome young man made one last mighty stab into her wetly convulsing vagina and
let his white hot semen surge deeply into her belly. He simply couldn't hold back any
longer.
"Ooooooohhh... Christ... I'm cumming, baby... I'm cumming... oooooohhhhhh...
aaaaaahhhhhh!" he moaned. The woman groaned beneath him as she felt the warm
searing flood of his hot liquid sperm jetting deep up into the waiting depths of her
near-exploding cunt. A delicious warmth spread through the whole inside of her sperm
filled pussy, a warmth that rapidly became a ball of flame which made her cum... and
then cum again then a third time! She could feel her passion flowing through her body
like a boiling river of heated passion. It seemed as though she could cum forever, that
the river washing through had no end.
But finally, Lance was spent. With the last of his strength, he rolled slowly from the
totally satiated woman beneath, his rapidly deflating penis slipping with a swishing
sound from her cum-soaked vagina. Side by side the two lay breathing heavily on the
warm rug.
Susan was certain at that point that Lance would fill every need of her little group... the
group to which she and Brock had been members for a long time. There was always a
need for a man of Lance's talents, and Susan could see that once he was told about it,
he would be more than eager to join.
But all that was up to Brock. He was the most important member of the group, and
only on his word would Lance be asked to join. Naturally, Susan would do her best to
persuade Brock that Lance should be a member, and there would be the little matter of
finding a woman who could join at the same time... something that would keep things
even.
Susan opened her mouth to tell Lance that there was every chance he would be asked,
but she decided against it. After all, he didn't know anything about it yet. Instead, she
told him that his plans of design would more than likely be accepted.
Lance hardly heard her, though, as he was still basking in the after-glow of his
incredible fucking.


Chapter 5


Petting the head of her dog as she spoke, Niven looked deeply into Brock's eyes.
"She said she would be here in something like half an hour," the lovely sable-haired
woman said in her deep, sultry voice. "I think you ought to get behind that mirror."
Brock nodded slowly, never once taking his eyes from the nearly exposed breasts of the
lovely woman. There was little in the art world he didn't hear about, and almost as soon
as Cindy had had her meeting with Neville, both Brock and Niven had known about it.
Niven was a member in very good standing of the little group of artists and people who
deal with them. When she had told Brock that there was a good possibility that a new
female member might be in the making, Brock had nearly flipped. Even though she had
not told him as much, Brock knew that his blonde wife would be, in effect, testing
Lance Martin for membership. It was Niven's idea that Cindy Kitteredge be tested as
well. Since things were a little slow at Brock's studio, he decided that he would come
over and see for himself who this new possible member checked out. There was no
point in Susan having all the fun!
"She should be here in a couple of minutes," Brock said, finishing his drink and
standing. "Did she say anything about how her... uh... meeting with Neville went."
"Not a word," Niven said, smiling seductively and petting Marvel, "but from the tone in
her voice, I suspect that it went just about the way I thought it would."
"That Neville is such an asshole," Brock said with disgust. "It's all take with him. I'm
surprised that there are still people who deal with him."
"There's a lot of people like this Cindy. New talent that just needs a place to show their
work. Neville certainly takes advantage of them."
Brock chuckled to himself. He knew what the real score was when it came to dealing
with artists. Treat them fairly, and they'll come through for you. He hadn't become as
successful as he had by treating them otherwise. The proof was in the pudding, as the
saying goes. There were times in the year when Neville's studio was barely making it.
Both Niven's and his never did poorly.
"I just hope you put on a really good show, lover," Brock said, opening a false door in
her wall. "I'll be watching with an eagle eye."
She smiled as she knew what Brock meant. If she could get him aroused by her little
act, then she would be doubly rewarded... first with .Cindy, and later, when Brock came
out with his cock so swollen and hard that he would want instant relief.
"You just leave everything to me," she assured him as the wall closed.
As soon as he was hidden, she heard a little knock at her office door, and, after giving a
little wave to Brock in the mirror, she went to answer it.
Cindy stood at the other side, looking three sheets to the wind.
"My, my..." Niven said casually. "You look like you don't have a friend in the world."
Cindy tried to keep a stiff upper lip. She felt like such a fool after what she had done
the day before. She should have known better than to go off with Neville yesterday. Sue
should have trusted a woman... a person who wouldn't think of taking advantage of her
the way Neville had. And Niven Bradbury was far more successful than Neville
Putnam. At least Niven would give her a straight answer right away. There would be no
beating around the bush... no teasing the way there had been with Neville.
"I... I want to apologize for coming to you second fiddle like this," she said, trying her
best to relax. Her actions must be totally obvious to a woman like Niven. Here she was,
after she had all but ignored her the day before.
"Hey... don't worry about it," Niven said, walking to her seat and sitting down with
such grace that she nearly took Cindy's breath away. Marvel rose from his position next
to Niven's chair and sat at the left side of Cindy. Automatically, Cindy reached out to
pet the black animal's head, and delighted in the softness of his sleek, smooth fur. "I
was there myself once, you know," Niven continued, the soothing tone in her voice
making Cindy feel more and more relaxed. "Things are pretty tight sometimes. We all
have to do things we might regret later."
Cindy narrowed her eyes and looked at the stunning raven-haired beauty. What could
she mean by that, the young blonde thought to herself. Has Neville been calling up all
over town and bragging about what happened.
"Would you like a little something to drink?" Niven asked. "I find that conversation
flows more easily over drinks."
"Uh... no thank you," Cindy said, remembering what had happened the last time she
drank. She wanted to keep a clear head about her this time. She knew that she was
dealing with the big time now, and the last thing she wanted was to act in an
unprofessional manner.
"Hummmmm... then how about something to smoke?" Niven suggested. "I've got some
really fine pot here, and..." Cindy's mouth nearly hit the floor, and she eased herself
down into the chair behind her to prevent herself from falling. She couldn't believe that
a business woman like Niven Bradbury would actually suggest something like smoking
pot at a time like this. If there was anything Cindy didn't want to do, it was make
thinking next to impossible, and the few times she had tried grass, that had been
exactly what happened.
"I... uh... I really don't think so," the young blonde girl stammered, thinking that she
might be making a bad impression on this woman by being and acting a little too
"square."
"Well... each to his or her own," Niven said as she opened a small wooden box and
removed several joints. "I hope you don't mind if I smoke some though. I find that it
helps me to relax when talking to a prospective artist."
Cindy could say nothing, so she merely watched with mounting fascination as the
lovely ebony-haired woman lit a fat, tightly rolled joint and inhaled deeply on the thick
white smoke.
Behind the two-way mirror, Brock was smiling. If there was anything Niven understood
about human psychology, it was how to get someone to do something they might not
want to do. Cindy would come around pretty soon, once she saw that Niven was not
trying to threaten her.
There was another thought that burned into Brock's mind as well. Cindy would make a
fine addition to the little group. There wasn't anything about her that wasn't perfect.
Her lush, full blonde hair swept down from her head to enticingly screen her generous
breasts. The short skirt she was wearing was like an extension of her flesh. Rather than
hide any part of her body, the tight-fitting garment followed every curve, every hollow.
The top two buttons of her blouse had come un-done (or had never been fastened) and
Brock could see down the front of her chest to the lacy white bra supporting her firm
looking breasts... The hem of her skirt had ridden up nearly to her cunt, and all Brock
had to do was lower his head a little, and he could see the light pinkness of her flimsy
nylon panties. Already the narrow crotch-band was soaked with her cuntal fluid... a sure
sign that this young woman was repressed. She was constantly aroused, and it looked as
though she did little about it. Jesus... that meant that once she got going, she would
fuck like there was no tomorrow.
And Niven Bradbury was just the person to light a fire on that pussy of hers!
As Brock had suspected, Cindy was becoming more and more interested in the grass
Niven was smoking. The two women talked casually about Cindy's approach to art, and
the more they talked, the more it seemed to Cindy that Niven was interested in giving
her a show. The lovely older woman smoked the joints as though they were cigarettes,
and Cindy began to think that it would make a better impression on the gallery director
if she did smoke some pot. She certainly wasn't being as forceful and obnoxious as
Neville Putnam had been.
"I think maybe I will have something to smoke," she said, changing the topic of
conversation suddenly. She wondered if Niven would say anything about her changing
her mind, but the older woman seemed to take it in stride. In fact, she continued
talking as though Cindy had told her that the sky was blue, reaching in a fluid motion
for a joint in the wooden box and lighting it.
"Well... come on over here and sit next to me," Niven demanded as she held out the
joint slightly. "When I get stoned, I really don't feel like moving around all that much."
Cindy hopped from her chair and sat on the office couch next to Niven. For the young
blonde girl, it was almost like being in college again. This was the way things used to be
then. Her friends would smoke more pot than she would, but she had done her share,
and she knew what to do and how.
Instantly, as she took the burning marijuana cigarette from Niven's fingers, Cindy felt a
closeness with the older woman she hadn't felt with anyone in the months since she
had left college. There was something about this older woman that instilled a sense of
trust... added to by her casualness and openness about drugs.
As she smoked on the joint, there was a short silence. Neither woman spoke for a
passing of minutes, and Cindy felt the tension she had known for the last two days
passing out of her like a river. This was something she should have done when she was
first asked, she thought. It's a lot easier to think when you're relaxed, even if you are
stoned in the bargain.
"I feel a lot better with you than I did with Neville," Cindy said, as a wave of relaxed
feelings washed over her. Once again, it looked like she was going to have her work
shown, though this time, without the strings attached that Neville wanted to put on.
"The world is like that," Niven answered, seeing that Cindy was finally coming around.
"For all Women's Lib has done, this is still a man's world, and we women must learn
how to survive."
"That's for sure," Cindy said almost childishly. She could feel her trust being extended
to this older woman... almost as though she were her older sister. Niven twisted her
body just a little, as much for Brock's benefit as Cindy's. Every now and then, Niven
noticed that Cindy was staring at her body, teasingly, though tastefully exposed in just
the right places to arrest attention without being too garish.
Indeed, Cindy found that her own eyes were constantly being fixed on the sensuous
swell of Niven's breasts. The older woman carried her body well, as though she was
always coming-on to someone. There was no doubt in Cindy's mind that Niven knew
she was a beautiful woman. With her money and talents, Niven could hardly be
anything but lovely. And she wore her clothes so well. Where Neville had used his
garments to hide those aspects of his body that were unattractive, Niven used her
clothing to its best advantage. At the moment, she was wearing a pale blue one-piece
suit, totally different than the black outfit she had had when Cindy first saw her, but
certainly no less stunning. The front of it came to a sweeping "V", the point of which
was nearly at the older woman's navel. Her full, well-rounded breasts pulled apart the
garment and juggled sensually each time she moved even slightly, evidence that Niven
wore no bra. The elastic band of the garment followed the contours of her waist like a
second skin, hugging her hips and legs tightly. The even tan of Niven's flesh contrasted
sharply with the light color of her clothing, and there was no doubt as to where cloth
ended and skin began. Niven is certainly a lucky woman, Cindy thought to herself.
Beauty, grace, money and power... all the things people dream about but rarely obtain.
"What are you thinking?" Niven asked, leaning forward slightly. Her voice brought
Cindy back to her senses, and she shook her head as though she had just come out of a
light trance.
"Oooo... I was just thinking that you really have it made," the young blonde woman
answered. "I can't imagine you ever having to go through a lot of the things I have to."
"Oh, that's where you're wrong, Cindy dear," Niven said, inching still closer. Cindy
noticed that she could feel Niven's hot breath against her cheek, and the sensation was
strangely exciting. Being so close to this glamorous woman was making the younger
girl's heart pound in her chest.
"I've had to pay my share of dues," Niven continued. "And some of them were to
people a lot worse than Neville. Tell me, what would your boyfriend think if he knew
what had happened between you and that art director."
At first, Cindy was a little shocked. How was it possible that Niven could know
something had happened? Then she thought it through. Neville was so obvious that
anyone could have seen through him... anyone but a young artist trying to make it,
Cindy added to herself.
"I... I don't really have a boyfriend," Cindy said, feeling slightly ashamed at the
admission. She thought that perhaps she shouldn't. It was a pretty complex situation,
and it really didn't make any difference.
Niven pulled back in an action of mock surprise. "Are you telling me that a lovely
woman like you isn't going out with men?" she asked, her voice raising in semi-shock.
Cindy smiled and flushed a little. To think, that a woman as lovely as Niven Bradbury
had told her that she was a good-looking woman... And all this time she thought she
was just average.
"Oh, I'm not really all that pretty," Cindy said with a modest voice.
"Nonsense," Niven scolded. "And you could look a lot better than you do now with just
a few minor alterations. Your hair, for instance."
"What's the matter with my hair?" Cindy asked, her eyes brightening and coming up to
meet Niven's.
"Well... the way you wear it makes it hide some of your face, as though you were
ashamed of the way you look. Frankly, I can see why a man like Neville would really
make a play for you. Any man would have to be either blind or crazy not to think you
were attractive. Now come here. I'm going to show you something."
Niven stood up and gently pulled Cindy to her feet. The dark-haired beauty came
around behind Cindy, planting the two of them in front of the full-length mirror. Then
Niven ran her hands through Cindy's blonde tresses, pulling them back and out of her
face, stroking her head lightly as she did so.
Behind the mirror, Brock nearly gasped. Niven was right. As lovely as Cindy had been
before, having her exposed more made her twice as beautiful. This Cindy Kitteredge
was the kind of woman who should never cover up any part of her body!
Standing behind her and looking over Cindy's shoulder, Niven ran her hands through
the younger girl's hair in a loving manner. For a moment, Cindy felt a little funny
about this, but Niven was so soothing and tender. Cindy could feel her body pressing
up against the soft flesh of the older woman, and she actually allowed her head to rest
against Niven's shoulder. The pot was making all her muscles become limp and relaxed,
and in no time at all, she was leaning back against Niven, who was stroking her head
with more and more deliberation.
Cindy couldn't understand her body's reactions. She was actually becoming aroused by
this. But that was silly! Niven was another woman. How could a woman produce the
same sensations that a man could? Nevertheless, the young, stoned blonde woman was
feeling now the way she used to when Lance would stroke her head during those nights
in her room. She could feel her vaginal lips reacting now the way they had then. Her
panties were becoming flooded with her cuntal juices, and her whole body felt tingly
and excited. Did Niven know the reaction she was causing? Cindy thought to herself as
she closed her eyes and allowed Niven to lead them back to the couch. Apparently not,
for Niven merely sat down the way she had been before, although this time closer.
Close enough so that their bodies were touching.
"I tell you, Cindy, you really are a lovely woman. I would like to show you just how
lovely. Do you know what your body looks like?"
At first, Cindy didn't understand the question. "Of course I know what my body looks
like," she said a little defensively. "I mean... well..."
"No, I don't think you do," Niven pressed. "Few people do. They really don't take the
time to see, really see themselves. You should look at yourself with the eye of an artist,
instead of just seeing if everything is in the right position. Here... let me undress you,
and I'll show you." Cindy felt a little funny about this request, but the more she
thought about it, the more sense it made to her. Niven could certainly show her things
about herself that she might not see. Cindy knew that art models know everything
about their bodies, so that they can offer the best possible poses to painters and
sculptors.
Again Niven stood up, motioning for Cindy to join her. Then the young girl felt
Niven's skilled hands moving lightly over her clothing, pulling open buttons gently and
slowly. All the while, Cindy felt her apprehension leaving her body.
Niven was such a wonderful woman, and her stoned condition made everything about
this seem totally natural.
And then she was naked, and standing in front of the mirror. The cooling air of the
room bathed her curvaceous young body enticingly, bringing her small pink nipples to
a rigid hardness as Niven's hands ran lightly over her smooth flesh.
Behind the mirror, getting a full view of Cindy's lovely nakedness, Brock could feel his
cock spasm constantly in his pants. He couldn't remember a time when he had seen a
woman with the natural beauty that radiated from every inch of Cindy's body. The
blonde couldn't possibly know the effect her body would have on men. Being around
her would be a constant teasing situation, with some poor guy never knowing which
end was up.
Cindy's body was rapidly being covered with goose bumps as she felt Niven's hands
running up and down her arms, pulling them out and away from her body.
"You see," Niven's voice droned, "With your arms out like that, your breasts are seen as
they really are... firm, round, lovely..." As she spoke, she ran her hands lightly up and
down along Cindy's ribs, touching her smooth flesh lightly and tantalizingly. Cindy's
eyes were closed, and her mind seemed to drift off into another world. The last bit of
her apprehension left her beneath this light massage, and she could feel a wonderful
warmth flowing through her body instead... a warmth that was centered in her tender
young vagina.
Marvel, who was watching all of this with mounting anticipation, began to get excited.
His super-sensitive nose could pick out the scent of female arousal, though he couldn't
tell from which woman it came. The scent was strong enough to come from both at the
same time. The sight of the new woman standing totally naked was enough to make
him want to lick her vagina right then and there, but he knew that he would have to
wait until he was given the command. His eyes zeroed in on Cindy's golden cunt, and
hope was a living thing in his animal chest.
Cindy couldn't believe the feelings sweeping through her body. They were erotic in
nature, and she liked them. They felt so much better than when Neville had done this
to her. Her mind whirled with the implications of what was happening to her. The
erotic sensations washing through her belly, the pounding of blood in her quivering
pussy lips, her heart racing a mile a minute... all these things told her that she was
becoming aroused at the touch of another woman.
If what she had done with Neville just the day before had been against everything she
held dear, this went against all her training. She had only heard about women who did
things like this to each other, and she had never considered herself one of them.
But there was no denying the fact that she actually liked the feelings Niven's touch was
bringing her. They were more intense then when Neville or Lance had touched her,
almost as though Niven, being a woman, knew what would arouse a woman all the
more.
Cindy's breathing was becoming labored, and she wondered what she should do. All
this was so totally new to her that she was afraid of making a mistake. She gasped with
the erotic tremor of delight that rippled over her intensively sensitized flesh and
through her drug-dazed mind as the lovely Niven's hands began deliberately caressing
her soft white buttocks, spreading them apart to slip between and lightly stroke her
tight little puckered anus with a gentle finger. Once more, Cindy shivered with alien
excitement, sensing the growing moisture up between her legs that had seeped from her
aroused vagina and ardently flushing pussy lips.
Suddenly, Niven's soft hands slithered down her rounded hips and smoothly tapered
thighs as she lowered to her knees before her and began kissing the satiny warm skin of
their inner flesh, working slowly upward to the sparsely covered, golden-haired lips of
her now hotly tingling cunt.
The enticing gallery director's onyx eyes sparkled gem-like as they locked on the
narrow pink crevice where already a tiny dewdrop of viscid moisture glistened from the
young artist's building passion. Lustfully, she flicked out her tongue-tip, swiping its
fresh young deliciousness into her mouth. Then she drew her hot wet tongue from the
point where the pink ribbon of velvety flesh enjoined the smooth cleft between Cindy's
lush buttocks, lightly tracing the thin coral line separating her desire-swollen vaginal
lips through the golden entanglements of silken curls upward to its very peak, feeling
the tremor of erotic pleasure ripple over the gorgeous girl's naked body. With her
thumbs, she spread open the soft outer cuntal lips until Cindy's delicate pink clitoris
came into full view before her, then she wetly licked at it, causing the younger girl to
gasp out a choking moan.
Niven moved Cindy back to the sofa, and the young girl fell into it, feeling as though
she was moving in slow motion, the way she would in a dream. Niven released her light
touch on the girl just long enough for her to remove her own clothing. Cindy used that
time to gaze at her reflection in the mirror, delighting in the sight of her own nakedly
aroused body. For what seemed like an eternity, the young blonde gazed at herself, and
the vision of her full, sensually quivering breasts aroused her all the more. She allowed
her eyes to sweep down from her breasts to her vagina, the golden matted curls of her
pubic hair sparkling like little diamonds in the light of the room. She spread her legs a
little, and smiled as she saw her own clitoris coming to life in the mirror. Niven was
right, the young girl thought slowly, deliberately. I really am a lovely woman.
The young girl's thoughts were suddenly changed and made all the more arousing as
she felt her fully rounded thighs being raised and pressed back toward her shoulders.
She lifted her head to dazedly watch the lovely gallery owner's face bury itself into her
now nakedly exposed loins, her long black tresses tauntingly grazing the silken flesh of
her quivering belly as she began to lick and suck as her hot wet cunt with a near
furious hunger.
Cindy's scattered thoughts were suddenly thrown to the wind completely as she wished
that she had smoked more of the pot Niven had offered. The mind-bending sensations
Niven Bradbury was firing in her sensitive young loins and causing to flutter intensively
in her young belly were breathtaking. She delighted in the fact that she was lying there
on her back with her legs spread out wide beneath this lovely woman whose hot, wet
mouth and probing tongue were bringing her unbelievable pleasure... yes... yes...
Oh God! She was sucking her tiny sensitive clitoris and nipping at it with her taunting
white teeth, sending violent spasms of lust-building intoxication spiraling through her.
It was maddening... erotically maddening! Then suddenly, her searching tongue had
moved downward and was sliding smoothly in and out of her hot moistened cuntal
walls, wetly rotating around the bearded edges of its elastic-tight mouth, slipping deeply
up inside her again as her sluice dilated receptively to the woman's new and exciting
lovemaking.
A shudder raced over Cindy as she felt her widely spread buttocks being raised by the
long #slender hands cupping them, and she now held her own knees tight to her
breasts as she sensed the hot, lust-provoking tongue trail downward through her
smooth crevice to her tiny flexing anus. It licked there with a mind shattering bliss that
raised guttural moans from deep in her chest. Then its tip pressed firmly between the
hairless, baby-like lips of the excited little hole, penetration but a fraction of an inch,
even though Cindy had tried to help by relaxing her anal muscles to the fullest. And
then, once more the deliciously working hot tongue returned to her inflamed cunt,
darting up into her like a frightened little serpent and always flicking back to her
quiveringly erect clitoris, while the pressure mounted wildly in her fervid young loins.
Then Niven raised her head and smiled. Cindy lowered her legs slowly, a wave of
disappointment at the loss of the pleasure-bringing tongue fluttering through her.
"Now it's your turn," Niven said in a low throaty voice. "Come up and kiss me."
Cindy immediately sat upright while the naked Niven got to her knees between the
young girl's lewdly spread legs. Without a moment's hesitation, Cindy wrapped her
arms around the older woman's neck, planting her soft young lips on the moist
glistening mouth, tasting the poignant flavor of her own vaginal secretions there. The
reaction of her aroused senses set off new infusing excitement coursing madly through
her.
Cindy moaned, attempting to move closer as Niven cupped her own erect full breast
and pressed its hardened nipple upwards, while at the same time pulling her own body
away just enough to remove her mouth and insert the nipple in Cindy's mouth. For a
moment, Cindy didn't know what to do, then she instinctively began to suck hungrily,
her small hand coming up to tenderly hold and caress the resilient mound of warm,
tanned flesh.
"You like that, don't you?" Niven breathed heavily. "You like sucking my breast, don't
you?"
"Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm... mmmmmmmmmmmm..." Cindy moaned in
her overwhelming passion.
The sight of the young blonde's lovely face glued so possessively to her breast fired
Niven's lust to even greater intensity, and she knew that Cindy would do anything
now.
"Now lick my cunt, Cindy dear," the older woman said softly. "I want you to lick and
suck my vagina, just like I did to you."
The lovely older woman quickly maneuvered her body up onto the couch until she
straddled Cindy's prostrate form, moving up until her rounded tanned buttocks
flattened the young girl's erect high-set breasts hard down against her chest.
Cindy looked up at the beautiful face knowingly, remembering the intensive erotic
pleasure the woman's hot moist tongue had brought her. She realized that she had
never even thought of doing anything like this before, but now it was the only thought
on her mind. She wanted to do this for Niven... wanted to do it more than she wanted
anything else in life. Then Niven was raising up until her wet, hair-fringed cunt was
directly over Cindy's excitedly gasping mouth... and the young girl licked out readily
with her tiny moistened tongue, spreading the dark curls of Niven's cuntal mound,
drawing it experimentally up through the length of glistening velvety flesh.
"Uuuuuuunnnnnngggggghhhhh!" Niven groaned passionately as unprecedented
sensations of raging desire charged hotly through Cindy's body at the newness of this
strange act. The young girl reached up with trembling, eager hands to grasp tightly the
beautiful woman's flared hips, pulling her loins down closer as she laved her wildly
flittering little tongue through the hot, pink folds of Niven's warmly secreting cunt...
exploring her erect quivering clitoris and the seethingly moist walls of her vagina, her
own passionately inflamed desires continuing to mount within the exotic rapture
clouding her brain.
Wildly, Cindy's growing lust burned inside as she continued to lick and suck at the
hotly moistened loins up between the older woman's beautiful, widespread thighs. Her
small, soft hands clutched at the full, rounded mounds of the softly yielding buttocks,
while the latter, her hands smoothing down over her nakedly trembling belly, parted
the flushed, hair-lined lips of her pink sensuous cunt with fingers on either side,
exposing the intricate velvety folds of coral-hued flesh to the young girl's open, avid
mouth and lashing tongue.
"Oh... oooooohhhhhh...!" Niven choked in her uncontrollable passion, at last noticing
the way the curvaceous blonde girl's hips and buttocks had begun to writhe and squirm
in under her.
"Get up on your knees and let me lie down," Niven said quickly, fighting for breath
after every word. "I want to watch Marvel fuck you from behind while you lick my
pussy! Hurry!"
Something vague passed through Cindy's mind, but it was impossible for her to think
clearly. She merely stared in passion-filled entrancement, her wet, seething young pussy
forcing her unquestionable decision with its insane desire for fulfillment. Drunkenly,
she tried to get to her knees between the beautiful woman's long, widespread tanned
legs.
"Hurry... hurry!" Niven rasped, and Cindy moved as quickly as she could, raising her
naked white buttocks high in the air, aided by a gentle push from Niven.
"Come Marvel! Up! Fuck her, Lover! Fuck her!"
Cindy felt the weight of the powerful animal leap onto the sofa behind her, and as her
softly hanging young breasts swayed beneath her chest and her belly quivered
uncontrollably, she looked up at the beautiful raven-haired woman to see her drug
sparkling eyes gleaming as she directed the ebony German shepherd back to her offered
white buttocks.


Chapter 6


Cindy could not explain the feelings that were running through her at the sound of
Niven's command. While she had never thought once about performing lesbianism, she
had at least heard of it before. The very thought of allowing a dog to... to fuck her...
that was something so totally different from everything she had ever known that she
wasn't sure if she could actually go through with it. She knew one thing, though. The
fire in her vagina was like an atomic bomb, and she had to quell the raging torment
there. If it was at all possible that Niven's black German shepherd could do that, she
was willing to give it a try.
Both Marvel and Brock had been eagerly awaiting Niven's order. Brock had been
almost certain that Niven couldn't bring the young blonde girl to such a fever pitch that
she would actually allow the dog to fuck her. But Niven never ceased to amaze him,
and he decided that he wouldn't put it past her to arouse Cindy to such a state that the
young girl wouldn't know which end was up. His cock throbbing painfully, his eyes
glued to the incredible spectacle taking place in Niven's office, Brock held his breath,
wondering if Niven's plan would be followed through.
But as anxious as the man was, it could not match the eagerness Marvel felt. Ever since
the new, lovely blonde had walked into the office, his nostrils had been blasted with her
feminine passion. He knew that he would get a chance to fuck her, and watching his
mistress lick and suck this young girl's seething vagina made him all the more aroused.
When he had been finally given the command he so eagerly wanted, he moved without
hesitation.
Cindy sensed his warm animal breath sniffing and brushing against her insensitively
inflamed cunt and again she looked at the lovely older woman who was watching
salaciously with eagerly awaiting eyes.
God... she wanted to scream out as she felt the wet animal nose tease against her tiny
exposed anus. She would never have believed that such an act could make her all the
more aroused, but it did, and she jerked forward with an erotic shock. Abruptly, she
sensed Marvel's hot, wet tongue snake out and lick moistly up and down the smooth,
deep crevice separating her high-raised buttocks. It taunted the tiny recessed circle of
her anal ring, then began licking at the pink, slightly revealed flesh of her desire
moistened cunt, running the full length of it, until she sensed Niven's impatient hand
squeezing her sensitively hanging breast.
"Spread your legs wider! Wider, Cindy darling!" the lovely sable-haired woman said.
"Open your cunt fully to him."
Again the massive coal-black dog ran his hot thick tongue the full length of her
vulnerable loins. He licked all the way up and down from the snugly clenched little
mouth of her rectum to the hotly flushed lips of her willingly spread pussy. Time and
again, the great dog repeated the act, his hotly searing tongue laving through her soft,
hair-fringed young cunt lips as he had been skillfully trained to do, spreading Cindy's
vaginal slit open in the tenderest, most sensitive parts until she began to squirm and
writhe her naked buttocks back at his hungry animal lappings.
The young blonde could feel herself losing all control! The sensations brought upon her
by Marvel's amazing tongue were totally unlike any she had ever known, and all the
more intense for that. She tried to widen her legs further to open the throbbing pink
flesh between her straining thighs, determined that she would get the fullest possible
enjoyment out of what was happening to her. Marvel's ravishing animal tongue splayed
wildly through the wetly flooding flesh, teasing at the mouth of her welcoming vagina
and licking at her quivering, squirming loins. Then, she saw the raven-haired woman
drawing her knees all the way back to her breasts so that her naked, silken haired cunt
and widespread ass-cheeks were completely presented to her.
At that moment, Cindy felt the powerful animal mount her from behind, his hard,
furry body crowding in toward her raised buttocks, his powerful forelegs clutching like
hairy male arms at the milk-white satiny flesh of her rounded hips. The beautiful beast's
lashing tongue had already set her seething loins afire with mind-shattering desire and
as she turned her head to look back, she caught the sight of their entire reflection in the
full length mirror. The picture of the handsome German shepherd mounting the spread
white moons of her smoothly ovaled buttocks, plus that of the raven-haired older
woman's curvaceous nakedness, her richly tanned thighs pulled back in total
presentation of her sensuously moist cunt to be licked and sucked, sent unbelievable
sensations of desire ripping through Cindy's brain and body.
She breathlessly gaped at the sight of Marvel's glistening scarlet penis as it emerged
from its long sheath, wet and hard, the drippingly tapered end slipping and dancing as
it probed the damp, pink crevice of her voraciously hungering young cunt. She felt the
strong animal body jerk against the flesh of her softly yielding buttocks as he tried to
penetrate the moist steaming mouth of her vagina with the thickly pointed shaft of
jerking cock-flesh.
"Reach back and spread your cunt to help him," Niven gasped almost impatiently, as
she, too, watched with glazed, rapacious eyes the reflection in the mirror of her own
slender feminine hand moving down between her spread thighs to work a probing
index finger smoothly in and out between the blood-swollen lips of her moistly
contracting cuntal sluice. She knew that Brock was getting a show he would never
forget as long as he lived, and she wondered what he would do to this lovely blonde
woman when it was his turn.
With an escaping sensual moan, Cindy shifted her quivering white buttocks about in an
effort to capture the dog's lengthening hard cock, the impassioned tension burning
inside her mounting to nearly an unbearable point. Dear God! She wanted... had to
have the long thick animal cock inside her soft, moist cunt... racing up into her
seething, fire-filled belly before she went mad with her building desire! She reached
back between her widespread thighs, grasping the slippery animal organ, guiding its
pulsating, hot tip to the wetly lubricated mouth of her hungrily nibbling vagina. She
moved it up and down several times to part the thin blonde pubic hair and immediately
the beast fucked forward, spearing his animal penis into her inflamed cuntal channel,
pushing aside the heated walls further and further apart as he buried the long rod of
thickened cock deep up into her hotly squirming young pussy hole.
Niven watched in total fascination as the thick scarlet rod of dog-cock slithered forward
with a wet bestial charge until it was sunk to the hilt, Marvel's hairy, sperm-bloated
balls swinging wildly into the softness below the young girl's damp, golden pussy hair.
"Oh God...!" Cindy choked out, her wide blue eyes staring glazed as the great dog
began to fuck jerkily into her from behind while she subconsciously watched Niven's
several immersed fingers moving sleekly in and out of her own pink, moistly splayed
cunt. "Oooohhh... ooohhh... ooohhh..." she chanted in sensuous relief, beginning to
screw her lush young buttocks back with an abandoned rhythm to meet the animal's
powerfully long strokes into her.
Niven watched in mounting fascination, her slender fingers pummeling the lubricious
raw flesh of her own insatiable pussy, while her eyes locked onto Cindy's face,
enraptured by the supreme fucking Marvel was giving her. She watched the full, whitely
quivering breasts dancing and swaying beneath her writhing young torso, keeping
cadence with the huge animal's heavy lengthened cock fucking deeper and deeper into
her from behind, his strong sinewy body smacking and spreading further apart the soft
white moons of her upraised buttocks with every solid stroke. His cock was a piston of
glistening animal flesh, sinking to its full depths into her soft, fire-enraged belly.
Suddenly Niven reached down and entwined her fingers in Cindy's golden, lush hair to
gently press the passion-crazed girl's lovely face downward between her drawn-up,
widespread thighs into the moist, hair-fringed flesh of her burning loins, feeling the
pretty girl's hot wet tongue begin to lick voraciously at the glistening, velvety folds of
her widely splayed cunt... the lush softness of her ovaled lips sucking wildly at the erect,
tiny clitoris. Then, the length of the lust-incited girl's searing little tongue darted
feverishly up into her clasping vaginal hole, slashing, swirling, sucking... while Niven
felt her young, hot breaths coming in tight gasps against her sensitive, inner cunt-flesh,
all the time rotating her luscious white ass-cheeks furiously, grinding them back onto
Marvel's massive cock like a bitch-animal in heat.
Niven knew that once Cindy got going, there would be no stopping her, but she would
never have dreamed that there was this much passion locked up in the young artist.
The young Venus had lost all control, and at that moment was little more than a
deranged mass of sensually perspiring female flesh. The lewdly erotic sight was more
than Niven could any longer stand. Her own climax was about to erupt inside her from
the beautiful mouthing that the ecstasy-maddened girl was administering. She tossed
back her beautiful head in an unrestrained spasm, wailing deeply as her vagina seemed
to burst and waves of orgasmic pleasure washed through her insatiable loins and belly,
causing her long shapely legs to jerk out spasmodically on either side of Cindy's golden
head buried deep between her quaking tanned thighs.
Abruptly, Cindy lifted her sensuously slackened face to cry out a guttural sound from
deep in her own chest. Her glazed blue eyes grew round and wide as she blurted:
"Oooooooooo Goooooooood! I can't stand it... I... It's too much... too much...!" And
her voice died in a strangled mixture of sob and sigh, her head tossing wildly from side
to side, her long blonde hair flailing crazily as she began the first convulsions of climax,
screwing her wildly undulating buttocks back onto the long thick driving animal penis
with a wantonness she would never have known she possessed.
Niven watched in the mirror, delighting in the fact that Cindy had finally become the
full woman she was capable of. The art director knew that as long as Cindy had kept
herself repressed, a great part of her talent would never come out. Now that she could
see all the things that were possible, her work would be all the better for it. The 
ravenhaired beauty gazed with a hypnotic interest as Marvel's long dripping tongue hung
loosely from the open mouth of his head, panting and dripping saliva onto the white
smooth flesh of Cindy's lovely hollowed back, while the ebony animal fucked with a
wild fury into her insanely contorting buttocks from behind. Then, Cindy shrieked and
slammed her lush, rounded ass back against the assaulting animal with a desperate,
frantic jerk as simultaneously the brute fucked forward and his massive cock began to
spew its heated animal sperm deep up into her desperately constricting belly with long
hard strokes.
Again, the young blonde artist screamed, her smoothly taunted white ass cheeks
beginning to contract convulsively while Niven watched the mirror to see the
combination animal-human cum thickly seep licentiously from her tightly clenching
cunt-mouth, which was still clasping and milking Marvel's slowly deflating cock, thin
rivulets of the sticky white fluid running down the velvety-sleek columns of her inner
thighs. At last, she collapsed on top of Niven's loins, giving one last gasping sigh of
release before fainting from sheer exhaustion.
Niven smiled at the young girl, knowing that she would now become the total woman
she had been destined to be. It gave the older raven-haired woman a good feeling to
know that she had had a part... a very major part, in bringing out the very best of this
young woman. Lovingly, Niven ran her finger lightly through Cindy's tangled blonde
tresses, bringing the young girl back to life.
For a moment, Cindy didn't know where she was. Then, as realization dawned on her,
she felt a wave of shame flowing over her. She would never have believed that she was
capable of doing the things she had just finished. To think... she had actually, willingly,
willingly performed in the most debasing of lesbianism... and to think that a dog had
actually fucked her.
Cindy's mind was tom with two conflicting thoughts. Everything she had ever been
taught by her parents told her that what she had just done was wrong... evil somehow.
But there was no denying the fact that she had loved every moment of it. Even now,
though the sensations she had experienced were but a rapidly fading memory, she knew
that she would do anything to experience those feelings again. Nothing that felt so
totally wonderful could possibly be bad. Oooohhh! If she had only known what those
sensations were like when she had been engaged to Lance... She would never have
thrown him out of her room. She would have made him feel as good as she knew now
he could have made her feel.
A small tear trickled down her left cheek as she thought of all the pleasure she had
denied herself the past years... and the torment she had put herself through because of
it.
"Why... what's the matter, Cindy darling," Niven asked, genuinely concerned for the
young girl's well-being.
"I... I was just thinking of all the time I've wasted... all the things I could have 
done if I hadn't been so... so... stupid."
To the surprise of the young girl, Niven broke out into peals of laughter. The young
blonde stared at this lovely woman wondering what was so funny. As soon as Niven
was able to catch her breath, she wrapped her arms around the younger woman's neck.
"Everyone has to start somewhere," Niven said in a soothing tone. "I should think that
you would be happy that you have your whole life to live yet... full of the knowledge
that there are a great many good times left in store."
Behind the one-way mirror, Brock stroked his massively ballooned cock through the
tight confinement of his pants. 'Nice words, Niven,' he thought. 'And I aim to be a part
of those good times. A woman like Cindy is far too good to be limited to Niven and her
dog. I'm going to really bring out her best.'


Chapter 7


Cindy stood at the front door of Niven's home, her breath coming in short spurts of
eager anticipation. The young blonde artist would never have thought that it was as
possible to make as much money as Niven did. Sure, she realized that the black-haired
gallery director was very successful, but her home was like a mansion! It was built right
at Boston's lovely Northside beach, overlooking the ocean. If Cindy hadn't known
better, she would have thought the home was in a secluded part of the world, with no
people around for miles, rather than in one of the largest cities of the nation.
It took all her effort to ring the bell. She still could not believe what had happened to
her. Following her incredible afternoon with the lovely gallery owner, Niven had signed
a contract to give Cindy's work a showing. To celebrate the opening, Cindy had been
invited to a party, where she would be introduced to all the important people in the
Eastern art establishment. According to what Niven had told her over the phone the
day before, even Brock Reynolds would be there. Cindy nearly gasped when Niven had
told her that. To think... the most important man in art east of the Mississippi would be
in this very house. Niven had promised that she would introduce them, and Cindy
hoped that she wouldn't fall all to pieces when she finally met the man. She had heard
so much about him, none the least of which was that if an artist was shown in his
gallery, fame and fortune were a certainty.
In the three days since she had last seen Niven, Cindy had been totally occupied with
her work. She had had little time left over for social activities, though she was looking
forward to her new life... a life made possible by Niven's wonderful lovemaking. Niven's
and Marvel's that is, she added to herself as the front door was pulled open.
As soon as Cindy gazed at Niven's lovely face, her heart fluttered as though she was
just a school girl. The young blonde smiled as she remembered what that face had felt
like buried tightly in between her legs, Niven's deep-thrusting tongue bringing her
pleasure she would never have known about. Her mind raced for a moment,
remembering with a slight disgust as she thought of how she had allowed Neville to
take advantage of her, and all for nothing. Her relationship with Niven had been both
give and take, each party working for the other person's pleasure as well as her own.
'Sort of the way things would have been if I hadn't been so naive with Lance,' Cindy
thought ruefully.
"Come in... come in," Niven said, stepping to one side and motioning the young girl
into her living room. "I gather you will feel just a little uncomfortable at first, but once
you get to know everyone, I'm sure you'll like them."
"Uh... Neville Putnam... will he be here?" Cindy asked, preferring not to see the
paunchy man again.
Niven smiled. She knew why Cindy did not like the older man. She herself preferred
not to be around him. As it turned out, Neville was such a loner that he had never even
been asked to join the little group of Boston artists, and those who knew him were very
glad for that.
"No... Neville won't be here," Niven answered, putting her arm lightly around Cindy's
shoulder. "You won't have to deal with the likes of him any more. You're in the big
time now. Big people, and the big money that goes along with it."
Cindy breathed a sigh of relief as she allowed herself to be led into the huge living
room. At first, it seemed to the young blonde girl that the place was wall to wall people.
Some of them she recognized from seeing pictures. Artists, directors, art reviewers –
everyone seemed to feel completely at ease with everyone else. Cindy was certain that it
would be a long time before she could feel like one of these people. They were all so
successful, and she was just starting out, still feeling her wings yet.
Niven seemed to understand what Cindy was going through. The last thing she wanted
was for this lovely blonde to feel uncomfortable... especially since she had great plans
for her. Cindy had passed her first test for membership without even knowing that she
was being tested. The real test would come a little later, when Brock finally got to her.
After that, Cindy would be a full fledged member of the Boston Artists, and the success
that had eluded Neville would be presented to her. The young blonde still needs a little
prodding, Niven thought as she maneuvered Cindy toward a crowd of people. But I'm
certain that things will work out just fine.
"Excuse me," Niven said to a handsome man sipping on a drink. "I'd like to introduce
Cindy Kitteredge, the guest of honor today. Cindy, meet Max Barnett."
Max, a tall, distinguished looking middle-aged man with a closely trimmed beard,
looked away from the group of people and directly into Cindy's widening blue eyes.
She knew the man to be the most respected reviewer of art in the city. Showings had
been made or broken on his daily column, and it was Cindy's hope that she made a
good impression on him. If he wrote favorably about her work, she would be living on
cloud nine for months.
"Welllllll..." Max said, raising his eye-brows and drinking in the innocent loveliness of
the young girl. "So Niven has agreed to give you a showing. You must have quite a
talent to make it in the big league so quickly." Even as he spoke, his trained eyes
traveled to her out-thrusting breasts, accented rather than hidden by her tight-fitting,
low-cut white blouse. He could see her nipples straining against her bra, and he was
certain that since she was here, he would get a chance to play with those breasts... get a
chance to tweak her cherry-sized nipples to full hardness. "I'm sure a new member like
you will be more than welcome."
Cindy smiled, though she wasn't sure what he was talking about. She turned to Niven,
who merely smiled back. "He means... a new member of the art establishment," Niven
explained. She didn't want to give everything away at the moment. The timing was all
wrong. Cindy may have come a long way in a short time, but there were still some
things she had to go through before she was ready to take on a full membership...
especially in a club she knew nothing about.
Max, seeing Niven's slight apprehension, knew that Cindy was as yet being primed, and
decided that the stunning raven-haired woman knew what she was doing.
"I'm sure there will be another party after your opening," Max said, moving close
enough to have his ass pressing lightly against Cindy's buttocks. "And I'll more than
likely be there. I'm sure you and I will get a chance to know each other better then... a
lot better."
He smiled and winked, and Cindy was so enraptured by just being in the presence of
this important man that she hardly noticed.
From somewhere in the house, loud music was started. It seemed to filter through all
the rooms at the same volume, indicating that Niven had her home totally designed for
perfect sound. As soon as the music started, the party really began. Max placed his
drink down on a small table and started dancing with one of the women in his little
group... a lovely red-head Cindy knew to be the graphic artist for an advertising agency
in the city.
"You wait here for a moment," Niven told her as she left. "I'm going to find someone
who is very interested in you."
With that, the older sable-haired woman made her way carefully through the dancing
crowd of people in her home, and disappeared for a moment. Cindy was left alone with
all the strange people, yet she did not seem out of place. Every now and then, someone
she recognized from pictures would dance past her and say hello. The whole setting
reminded Cindy of her college days in a way. There must be something like twenty
people here, she thought to herself. All of them are dancing and having fun, and even
though I'm little more than a stranger, they all want to make me feel like one of the
crowd.
Her thoughts were interrupted as she felt a hand lightly resting on her shoulder. She
spun around, and came face to face with Brock Reynolds. Niven, knowing that Brock
liked to work alone in situations like this, made the necessary introductions and then
back away, dissolving into the crowd and starting to dance in Max's little group.
For a long moment, Cindy couldn't say anything. To think... she was nearly touching
the most powerful man in Boston's art... a man who had handled the most famous
artists of the twentieth century. She had heard so much about him that she all but
believed that he would be walking on water.
Brock sipped on his drink, then reached out at a passing tray and removed one for
Cindy. Handing it to her, he looked deeply into her eyes, moving his muscular, 
welldressed body close enough for the tips of her breasts to touch his chest.
"Well... how do you like our little group?" he asked, breaking the ice.
For a moment, Cindy could do little more than stare at this man. Then she shook her
head a little and decided that she could be her natural self.
"I like them," she said, looking at the man over the top of her glass as she raised the
drink to her lush lips. "I haven't met many of them, though. Most of them I know only
by their reputations."
"There are better ways to know people," Brock said as though he were a wise sage
revealing her the secrets of life. "This little get-together is as much for your benefit as
well as ours. We like to know a person who looks like she's going to rise all the way to
the top."
Hearing him say something like that filled Cindy with a feeling of wonderfulness. To
think that a man like Brock Reynolds thought she had it in her to become something
famous... If she had allowed herself to think like she was now just a year ago, she would
have thought she was fooling herself. Now that success and fame were within her grasp,
she was almost certain that everything was a dream... that she would all too soon wake
up and find herself in her small, cramped one-room studio.
For a long moment, Cindy and Brock looked deeply into each other's eyes. The young
blonde artist felt a deep attachment for this man for some reason. She wasn't sure, but
she thought it might be because being with him now, here, at this party, made her a
part of a group of people she never thought she would come into contact with.
Abruptly, the loud music ended, and in its place was substituted something much softer
and slower. The other people at the party gravitated to various corners of the huge
room, some forming groups of three and four, some pairing off into couples. All were
dancing, or at least moving in time to the music, and it seemed only natural that Cindy
and Brock do the same thing. Without so much as a thought, the young girl relaxed her
lush body up against Brock's as he led her through the room to a rather secluded area.
Dancing like this is so wonderful, she thought as she wrapped her arms around Brock's
neck, while at the same time his hands slid down her ribs and came to rest at the firm
fleshed cheeks of her skirt-covered buttocks. It was like something out of a movie, she
thought, just being totally comfortable and at ease with all these people. None of them
had made her feel as though she was just a novice in her work. Everyone... even Max
Barnett seemed to respect her, which was totally out of what she had heard to be his
character.
She closed her eyes and rested her head against the well-muscled shoulder of Brock
Reynolds, hardly noticing that his hands were beginning to open and close in a
kneading fashion on her ass-cheeks. When she did notice, she found the action so
soothing that she didn't mind. In fact, she arched herself just a little to give his hands
better contact against her flesh. She could feel her heart fluttering... much the way it
had when Niven had massaged her, but she put aside thoughts that anything was going
to happen to her now. Surely Brock wouldn't try anything with all these people around.
Not that she would mind all that much if he did, really. She had come a long way in
such a short time, and Brock certainly wasn't anything at all like Neville Putnam. No...
this man was distinguished and mature. He was genuinely concerned for her, and kind
and gentle. And married. She remembered that often his wife would accompany him to
gatherings, and though Cindy hadn't seen her at Niven's house thus far, the chances
were pretty good that Susan was around somewhere.
Cindy and Brock danced slowly, each gyrating and turning lightly to the music, which
seemed to come from everywhere at once. The general din of the crowd had died down
considerably, and Cindy was in such a state of peace with herself that she was afraid 
to open her eyes and see why everyone was so silent.
Brock, however, knew exactly what was happening. Niven's house was so large that
there were plenty of empty rooms. Most of the party members had drifted to them, and
the few that were still in the main rooms were already engaging the general activity of
the group. Brock watched two people, Judith Merrile and Fritz Gerald, slowly sink to
the floor not ten feet from where he and Cindy were dancing. Their mouths were
locked, and the older art director could tell that their tongues were dancing wildly in
each other's mouths. The expanding and hollowing of their cheeks was totally
distinctive. Judith stretched her lovely body out on the floor, her long red hair fanning
out under her head. Fritz had one hand on her breast, massaging it through the sheer
fabric of her one-piece shoulderless gown, while his other hand freely roamed the
length of her long gracefully tapering legs, pulling the hem of her gown up as his
fingers moved from her knee to her thighs to the juncture of her legs. Brock could feel
his cock expanding painfully as Judith spread her legs wide apart, offering Fritz an
unhindered passage to her vagina. She wore no panties, and as soon as Fritz's middle
finger touched her passion-flushed cuntal lips, Brock could hear her squeal with
mounting delight. Fritz's hand on her breast was already removing the shimmering
black one-piece from her body, exposing her full, lust-hardened breasts now. Brock
smiled as he remembered the times he had fucked Judith. There wasn't anything the
lovely red-head wouldn't do, since she derived as much satisfaction from giving pleasure
as receiving.
The pressure of Brock's expanding penis pressed against Cindy's belly, bringing her out
of the light trance she had been in, and she opened her eyes for the first time in what
seemed like hours. Almost instinctively, she looked around to see where everyone had
gone, and her eyes rested on the now-gyrating forms of Fritz and Judith at her feet.
Instantly, Cindy stopped her dancing, totally shocked that two people could actually do
what they were doing without the slightest concern for who might see them. Still, the
sight was incredibly arousing, and she stared with a growing fascination, her cuntal lips
becoming wet and tingly with a passion she thought she would never experience from
such a lascivious sight. She was now increasingly aware of Brock's ass-kneading, and for
a moment, she stiffened, pulling her body away from his. But Brock was insistent, and
his hands felt strangely wonderful. He pulled her tighter against his body, letting her
feel the massiveness of his cock against her quivering belly.
Even through the several layers of cloth, Cindy could feel the heated passion emanating
from Brock's penis. It burned into her skin like a hot poker, causing her to shudder
with a combination of fear and eager anticipation. Slowly, but clearly, she began to
realize Brock's intentions. What surprised her the most were her own feelings, though.
She wanted him... actually wanted him to fuck her. He was totally unlike Neville, who
had tricked her into taking his cock up into her vagina. Brock was a man... a real man
who had no need for the little games and tricks that Neville used. In a way, Brock was
like... like Lance. So kind and patient and understanding.
She willed the thought of her old boyfriend out of her mind. There was no point in
dwelling on the past. She was starting a new life for herself... one that had already
begun with Niven. There was really no reason why she couldn't continue her rebirth
with Brock.
Then she remembered. Brock was a married man! The thought of having a husband
cheating on his wife... with her, made Cindy cringe with a frustration she had never felt
before. Here she was, ready to learn new and exciting things from a man who could
help her in years to come, but she would not. She did not want to be a party to
problems she was certain would occur if she allowed Brock to do what he wanted...
what she wanted. Vaguely, she thought of how she would feel if she and Lance had
gotten married and she'd found out that he had cheated on her. She would feel hurt...
more hurt than anything else could make her. She wouldn't put another woman
through that.
Still, she was increasingly aware of the warm tingling pressure down between her legs,
and although she tried to suppress it, the sensations were steadily growing more and
more intense.
I've got to leave, she thought, as she continued to stare at the lust-provoking scene less
than three feet away from her, noticing that the massaging of Brock's hands on her
buttocks were becoming more arousing.
But even as she thought the words, some frozen inertia held her in the room, pressed
tighter and tighter against Brock's thickly expanded cock. She could feel a tear well up
in her eyes, a tear of frustration at the fact that her morals were getting in the way of
her satisfaction. She didn't want to hurt Brock's wife, but she was certain that she
would never be able to hold down her mounting desire.
With a surge of will, she wrenched her body away from Brock, forcing herself
backwards through the kneading fingers on her ass, and walked quickly from the room,
entering a hall in her meanderings and then turning into an empty room. She knew
that all she heeded was to be alone for a few moments... just long enough to let the fires
beginning to rage in her vagina to quell to a point where she could deal with them.
As she moved away from him and ran into the empty bedroom, Brock smiled. He
wasn't certain what her motives were, but he could tell that she was aroused, and that
was all he needed. If he could do the same thing to her that Niven had... get her hot
enough... she would be putty in his hands. The pressure in his semen-filled balls was
reaching the breaking point, and he knew he would have to do something with his
cock... and fast! If this little blonde cunt was going to play hard-to-get, that was alright
with Brock. Just as long as she didn't play too hard!
He followed her into the room... not the one he would have chosen, had it been up to
him, but certainly adequate. The young girl was sitting on the edge of the double bed,
panting hard as though she were trying to catch her breath.
"What's the matter, Cindy?" Brock asked, his voice filled with a warm concern.
Cindy could only look at him, but her eyes, instead of meeting his, came to rest on the
tight tenting of his pants, caused by the massive erection his cock revealed there. Her
mind raced with a collection of thoughts. She remembered Niven's lips on her own
vagina, and the wonderful sensations that had brought about. She shivered as the taste
of the young raven-haired woman's cum suddenly re-appeared in her mind with a
mouth-watering delight. And Marvel's cock slithering up into her from behind! God...
Even Neville's cock, plunging through her flushed vaginal lips. Everything had been so
wonderful... soooooo wonderful. And now, now she wanted Brock's penis in her body.
But she couldn't have it! He belonged to another woman, and Cindy did not want to
destroy the life of this incredible man by making herself available to him, even though
it was what she wanted more than anything. How could she explain her feelings
without Brock misunderstanding?
She couldn't. All she could do was shift her gaze from his swollen prick to his eyes, and
then back to his massive cock, visibly throbbing even through the cloth of his pants.
"Well... well..." Brock said soothingly as he sat down on the bed next to her. "It 
appears to me that you want a little loving done on you. Am I right?"
Cindy almost nodded, then caught herself. How could he ask something like that? How
could he be so crude and blatant about something as important as... sex? Suddenly
Brock was no longer a kind and gentle man in her eyes. He was... he was... something
else. Not as bad as Neville, but certainly not the mature distinguished man she thought
he was.
"That's nothing to be ashamed of," he soothed her, moving his body closer to hers on
the bed. "Sex... love... whatever you want to call it... it's as important as breathing.
Everyone has to have it. Otherwise, people shrivel up and die on the inside."
Even though his words made sense to the young girl, hearing them coming from a
married man made them seem so... so ugly and false. She looked at her hands loosely
placed in her lap, and then at the handsome face of the man sitting next to her.
"Isn't that what a wife is for?" she asked, controlling her voice to hide her contempt.
She did not want to anger this man, since he could very well be of great help to her
later on. But she believed that she had to stand firm with him. If he was too weak to
resist temptation, she would have to be the strong one.
To her surprise, Brock smiled at her as though he were about to break out into peals of
laughter. "Is that what's bothering you?" he asked, bringing his arm up and around her
shoulder and pulling her body tightly, passionately, against his. "The fact that I'm a
married man certainly doesn't stop my wife. Or me either. As a matter of fact, Susan is
right here at this party with someone I want you to meet later on. Both she and I
believe in separating business and pleasure. And the time is ripe for pleasure right
now."
Cindy couldn't believe what he was telling her. It seemed as though he and Susan had
an open-marriage. Cindy had heard about such things, but she didn't believe that they
were possible. Either the husband or the wife was a weak link, and would go into fits of
jealousy that could ruin a person's life. That was what she had read, and that was what
she believed.
But if Susan was here, at the party, and Brock knew that she was with someone, then
there must be some credence to what he was telling her. On paper, and in words, what
he said made sense. But she would have to meet Susan to make sure that she felt the
same way... and that Brock wasn't merely lying just for a good time.
She never got the chance. Suddenly, Brock's lips were pressing tightly against hers, and
his tongue was driving deeply into her mouth, dancing with hers there.
The young girl was stunned... too stunned to do anything. Her hands were still resting
in her lap, and she could neither pull away as she knew she should, nor respond, the
way she wanted. Her eyes closed automatically, and she could feel her heart pounding
in her chest. And then she felt Brock's hand travel up from her hips to her sensuous
mounds, finding one and squeezing it lovingly. His palm was pressing tightly against
the erect little nipple, and the sensations searing through Cindy's entire body were
breaking down her will as though her resolve had been little more than a house of
cards.
As though it had a mind of its own, her left hand reached out from its nest in her loins
to lightly touch the face of the husband kissing her. She opened her eyes, trying to force
her hand away from him, but she could not. With a little moan of resignation, she felt
the fires of her passion sweep through her body and concentrating on her now aching
vagina with a mind-boggling tingling. Her other hand came up and she wrapped her
arms around his neck, falling backwards onto the bed and pulling him down on top of
her. She knew she shouldn't do this thing. Brock was a married man, and she was
allowing her own selfish desires to control her... desires she was certain would ruin his
marriage... and then his life.
But she couldn't help herself. The pleasures she had experienced in the last few days
had shown her what she had been missing in life. Her own repression had caused her
to lose the man she'd loved so long ago. It was as though the dam holding back her
natural desires had suddenly burst in a way she would never have dreamed it possible.
Her lesbian experience with Niven just a few short days ago had shown her the way to
new and exciting pleasures, but that had not been the same as allowing a married man
to take her like this. What happened between her and Niven had been strictly between
the two of them. Now she was involving another person... Brock's wife. And she didn't
even know the woman.
As they kissed deeply, Brock took one of her hands and removed it from his neck,
placing it lightly, but demandingly against the swollen mass of his iron-hard penis.
Then he began a massaging motion until he was certain Cindy would continue it on
her own. Cindy shuddered as she felt his heated penis, and she quivered as it throbbed
to her touch. She had to have it. She had to have this man's cock in her. She wanted to
touch it... see it... feel it shooting sperm as far into her as possible. This was not merely
a fling with a total stranger... or someone who was going to take advantage of her. If
anything, she was taking advantage of him and she wanted to do everything possible
now. As long as she was going to let a married man fuck her, she might as well be as
totally abandoned and wanton as she could. Living for the moment... that was what
Niven had taught her. Cindy was certain that, in the long run, she would regret what
she was about to do. But that didn't stop her. If Brock was willing to live up to the
consequences of his actions, then she could do. She would be just as much to blame for
what would follow as this man.
WHY BOTHER HOLDING ANYTHING BACK NOW?
Reaching her decision, she found the top of his zipper and pulled it down, releasing his
throbbing cock from its cloth prison. It sprang out like a coiled snake ready to strike,
and she shivered as its heated mass pressed nakedly against her small hand.
For a long moment, she massaged it, delighting in its feel against her hand. It was huge,
and she shivered as she noticed that it was impossible for her to close her fingers
completely around it. Nevertheless, she tried, feeling his lust-heated blood coursing
through his shaft. Moan after moan came from Brock's lips, but he did nothing to alter
the incredibly skillful manipulations Cindy was making on his penis. He decided then
and there that he would entrust his cock to her care... that he would let her alone and
allow her to do what she wanted without any help or prodding from him. He was
certain that if she were simply left to her own, she would take his penis for a ride he
would never forget!
True to his thoughts, Cindy became more and more bold with her experimentations.
She pulled her body up to a kneeling position and stared at Brock's throbbing shaft of
white-hot flesh for a moment, then slipped his pants over his legs, dropping the
garment to the floor and returning to caress the huge, erect cock which stood straight
up from his hair-covered loins.
While the hair on his head was gray, his massive penis was sheltered in a thick jungle
of ebony tangles. The sharp contrast gave him a handsome and totally distinguished
look Cindy had never seen before. She stared in wonder at the thick pole of flesh
jutting from the dark-haired loins. It looked bigger than any of the penises she had seen
before... bigger even than Lance's, and she couldn't imagine how she would be able to
take it inside her body. She continued to caress his huge pulsating hardness with her
small, light hand, low crooning sounds beginning to come from her throat. The more
she looked at it, the more definite an idea in her mind became. She had never even
dreamed of it before, but now, staring and massaging this man's penis, such a thing not
only seemed possible... it seemed natural. The very thing that would have to be done.
She would suck his cock. She didn't know how the idea had entered her mind. She had
never even heard of such a thing before. But now the mental image of what it would be
like to have his cock in her mouth... having his thick cum shooting down her throat...
would not leave her. And the more she thought about it, the more she wanted to do it.
She shifted her slender body so that she was between his widespread legs, and then,
almost as an after thought, she remembered that she was still dressed. As long as she
was being so wanton, she thought to herself, she might as well get her clothes off too.
After what she had seen in the dancing room, there was little doubt in her mind what
was going on at this party. If she ever expected to become a member of the Boston art
establishment, she might just as well do what they were doing. Niven had showed her
that total inhibition was not only possible, but something to be enjoyed. She had lost
the man she loved because of fear... she had allowed herself to be tricked by Neville
because of fear. The time had come to stop!
She crossed her arms, reached for the bottom hem of her blouse and pulled it upwards
over her body in one fluid motion. Without a moment's further hesitation, she pulled
her bra from her full breasts, nearly ripping the garment in her eagerness to remove it.
All the while, the tingling in her vagina was becoming so intense that she knew she
would have to do something fast. Panting from her eagerness, she unzipped the side
zipper of her skirt, exposing her body completely to Brock Reynolds as she unhooked
her thumbs under the elastic waistband of her skimpy nylon panties. She bounced on
the bed as she moved to strip herself as quickly as possible. This was the total freedom
from inhibition Lance had tried to teach her... the pleasure Niven had brought to her by
making it possible for her to receive pleasure from anything she wanted. Now she was
going to prove to herself that she had learned her lessons well... that she could become
the totally free person so many other people fail to be.
Positioning herself once again between Brock's widespread, trembling thighs, she
dipped her head toward his long erect penis. Her long blonde hair brushed tantalizingly
against his muscular belly and upper thighs as her little pink tongue darted out to lick
the small pearl of moisture from the glans of his stiffened penis.
Brock gasped in delight, though he was far from surprised with her actions. He had
seen what she was capable of doing when he had watched her lick and suck Niven's
vagina while she was fucked by Niven's dog. He knew this was her way of making
herself happy. She was deriving pleasure from the very act of giving pleasure, and now
that she was a totally free woman, there would be no end in sight for her.
Cindy moaned slightly as her tongue swirled in quick wet circles around the throbbing,
red exposed cock-head. She closed her eyes and allowed the headiness of his masculinity
waft at her nose as it rose like a steaming heat from his loins.
"Yeaaaahhh..." Brock groaned, totally unable to control his passion. "Come on, suck it...
suck my penis."
Rather than shocked by his words, Cindy found that she was all the more aroused. The
pleasure she was both receiving and giving was a sheer animal pleasure. It would be
useless to pretend that she was doing anything but sucking a cock. 'I'm sucking a
cock... I'm sucking a cock... her mind repeated over and over again as though she
couldn't believe that she ever do it. The odor rising from his contracting balls filled her
with a wild abandoned delight, and she sank her pretty face even deeper between his
thighs to gently mouth the lust-bloated sac of his testicles.
"You can do it, Cindy," Brock hissed behind his tightly clenched teeth, raising his head
up to stare at the enticing sight of Cindy's nakedly swaying breasts and her lust
contorted young face. He could tell that she was really loving every moment of this as
much as he was. Maybe even more. She had never done this before, he guessed, and the
newness of it filled her with all the more thrill.
As though to prove what he had been thinking, a blissful moan escaped from Cindy's
wetly ovalled lips as she sank her saliva-filled mouth down on the gallery director's
swollen penis. Hungrily, she sucked at the stiffened length of his cock, drawing it in as
deeply as it would go until her whole throat was stuffed with the hard male flesh. She
ran her tongue teasingly around the warm, bloated glans, delighting in the way she
could make his body jerk and moan under her. With an eager twist of her slim youthful
thighs, she moved so that her madly throbbing penis could rub against his tensed thigh!
Grinding her eagerly quivering vagina against Brock's thigh, she began to tease his
pulsating penis by nipping gently up and down the entire length of his blood-engorged
shaft.
"Ooohhh... God damn... you hot little cunt..." Brock moaned, his hips starting a slow,
driving upwards thrusting, his mind shattered by the needles of fire ripping through his
entire body, sending shuddering waves of pleasure washing to his cock.
Seeing that she was pleasing this man, the wildly excited young artist pressed her
ovalled lips as hard as she could against the huge rod of male flesh plunging up into her
mouth. Her tongue felt the urgent pulsing of the swollen veins on the underside of his
excitedly thrusting penis. Almost frantically then, she undulated her hot, blonderimmed 
little cunt against his hairy leg as she strove to cum with him.
Standing at the bedroom door, his huge penis jutting out in front of his loins like a
spear, Max Barnett smiled as he watched the incredible spectacle. He didn't know
where this hot little blonde artist had come from, but he could see that she was going to
make quite an impression on the art world. Anyone who could totally release herself
the way Cindy was doing right now was bound to have the ability to be creative!
Without a moment's hesitation, he walked over to the bed. When he had seen the two
of them come in, he been busy taking care of Niven. He'd been one of a threesome, and
when Niven traveled on to someone else, Max decided that he would get to know the
guest of honor a little better.
For a moment, he wondered how he would be able to join in on the fun on the bed. He
didn't want to pull Brock away, that was for sure. He had too much respect for the
man.
But that nice looking little ass of hers... yes. YES!
"Come on, Cindy," he said as he climbed up into the bed and wrapped his hands
around the young girl's waist. "You can lift your ass higher than that."
"Uuuuuummm..." she moaned, thrilling to the feeling of his fingers near her ass-cheeks.
The thought of actually taking on two men at the same time filled her with as much
desire as when she had first thought of sucking Brock's cock. It made her feel freer than
she had ever felt before. Everything was so new that she was totally caught up in the
spell.
Max began to knead the dough-like flesh of her buttocks, running his fingers over and
around the smooth, hairless half-moons.
"Mmmmmmmmm... uuuuuunnn..." she moaned around the blood-filled cock in her
mouth. She didn't know who had come into the room, or what was going to happen,
but she loved it so far, and she decided that she would continue, no matter what it was.
Max inserted his thumbs in the enticing crack of her ass and spread her buttocks apart,
revealing to his trained eyes the small brown ring of her anus. He could see it constrict
instinctively as the cooler air of the room blasted at it, and he could also see that Cindy
was trying to will it into a state of relaxation. She may not yet knew what he was going
to do, but she was trying to ready herself for anything. Smiling, he inserted his middle
finger into the puckered hole.
"Aaahhhggg..." Cindy moaned as the invading finger sent waves of pain searing
through her ass... pain she had never expected. She could feel her rectal walls trying to
yield with the finger in her ass, and when they had somewhat, the pain was gone. In its
place was the delightful sensation of a man's finger in her rectum. This too, was totally
new to her, and she could tell that this was only the beginning. After his finger would
come his cock. His huge throbbing penis was going to be inserted in her ass. She knew
it. She just knew it. And the feeling of his finger in her nether passage was so
wonderful, she wished he would fuck her in the ass right then and there. She couldn't
wait. She didn't care about the pain she knew would come. If she could stand the first
blast, everything would be perfect.
She returned to Brock's cock as Max moved his finger around her anus, trying to
stretch the walls as much as possible. She may not care about the pain... but he did! He
knew it would be better for both of them if she were a little less tight. He ran his finger
in further up the crevice, widening it, causing Cindy to moan again around Brock's
lust-bloated shaft.
Instinctively, Cindy tried to pull away, but she willed herself to remain motionless,
determined that she would be able to withstand the pain. Besides, as long as Brock's
cock was in her mouth, she was certain that she would be able to take anything.
Holding her firmly, Max could sense that she was as ready as she would ever be. He
quickly removed his finger from her anal passage and pulled her up even higher toward
him. She balanced herself on her elbows, making sure she never lost contact with the
nearly exploding cock in her mouth, waving her buttocks high in the air, determined
that she would go through with this new and exciting aspect of fucking.
Max knelt behind her, his body arching almost like a conquering warrior, the
casualness of his profession totally hidden by the fiery lust that now took control. His
thick, swollen penis, throbbing with excitement, stood erect and arched like his body.
He moved forward and placed the searing tip of his cock at the dark, tight opening
between Cindy's quivering ass cheeks.
The young blonde felt the hard rubbery head of his penis exploring her from behind. It
was poised at the head of her anal passage like a wooden spear ready to plunge into her
willing, eager body. Even as it just rested there, she knew that the first plunge would
send unbelievable ripples of pain washing through her, and she closed her eyes, trying
to prepare her mind for the onslaught. She tried to focus her mind on the cock in her
mouth, hoping that by running her tongue over and around its searing heatedness, she
could remove some of her awareness from her ass.
Max took a deep breath, knowing that he would have to plunge into her ass in one fell
swoop. With a grunt, he fucked into her anus, the force of his jerk sending Cindy's
body thrusting forward in pain.
"Ooooooooo... OOOOOOOOO... !!" she moaned, the cock in her mouth slipping out
along her lower jaw as her rectal crevice seemed consumed with sharp, total agony, a
pain that shot forward up her back like a hot, lead bullet. Even as the pain washed
through her seemingly without end, she delighted in what was happening to her. Never
would she have dreamed that she could like being fucked in the ass like this while she
sucked on a penis. The very thought of her wanton abandonment... her willingness to
do these new and strange things filled her with a passion which came from the depths
of her inner being. She felt Brock's hands reach out and grip the sides of her head
tightly, repositioning her lush lips back around his throbbing cock, and she willed her
whole body to relax as she again lowered her head to take the gallery director's cock
deep into her throat.
Behind her, Max grunted, pushing his long, hot penis further and further into the tense
throbbing interior of her nether chamber. His fingers gripped her firmly fleshed
buttocks tighter as he held her with all his strength to keep her steady.
Max smiled as he felt her ass hole relax enough for him to begin fucking her in earnest.
He began to saw his cock slowly in and out, each sodomizing stroke widening the
straining elastic channel and easing his entry all the more. His passion rose as Cindy
regained enough of her reason from the pain to begin fucking back, and he moved
more passionately now, his dangling hairy balls slapping at the moist flesh of her
vaginal slit, tingling and flowing copiously by the sexual fervor her situation had placed
her in.
At first, Cindy felt as though she was being ripped apart by a flaming poker, torn to
shreds by the hot iron shaft of his penis. She could feel his hips pumping back and
forth, back and forth, back and forth, each deeply penetration stroke making her ass all
the more able to accommodate the massiveness of his cock.
Her body was covered with sweat as the last of the pain seemed to vanish into thin air,
and she was left with the sheer delight of having two cocks in her at the same time.
Almost as if on cue, Brock and Max began a rhythmic tempo, each matching the other
stroke for stroke, making her body gyrate and thrash and rotate from the force of their
inward and outward pistoning. She felt as if she were melting, as if her body was bathed
in voluptuous waves of pleasure that threatened to make her body explode into a
million different pieces. Her mind was a seething sea of lust and passion, and she
moved her head up and down along the shaft in her mouth as she undulated her hips
back and forth, all her inherent feminine knowledge coming into play at once. She had
to cum... SHE HAD TO! And she wanted to cum at the same time as the two men who
were fucking her at once. She moaned unceasingly around the lust-bloated shaft in her
mouth, feeling the gathering waves of her orgasm rising, ready to wash over her body at
any moment...


Chapter 8


Lance Martin had been late getting to the party. He believed in getting his work out of
the way first, before he allowed himself to enjoy a little pleasure. Besides, he was a little
apprehensive about being with a lot of people he hardly knew. When Susan had invited
him to come to Niven's home, his first instinct was to refuse. He was an architect, not
an artist. She had told him that Brock wanted to have one final look at his drawings
before making a decision, and he wanted to see them at the party. While it was Lance's
belief that work like that was best done in an office, the thought that he would have
another chance at fucking the totally wanton Susan Reynolds was the deciding factor.
From the little bit Susan had told him about Niven and her parties, Lance was pretty
certain that he and Susan would solidify their budding friendship.
By the time he got there, the party was in full swing. Susan, rather than Niven,
answered the door, much to Lance's relief. He made some small talk with several people
still scattered around the living room, and he noticed that most of the people were more
interested in fucking each other, rather than talking to him. Had he been alone, that
would have bothered him, but being with Susan made all the difference.
Try as he might, he could not see the gray-haired form of the blonde woman's husband,
and he asked her about him.
"Ooohhh... don't be such a spoil sport," she said as she maneuvered him into a secluded
corner of the room. "He's here. I think he's taking care of one of the new artists he's
going to be handling. Suppose you and I get ourselves lost in this house."
She punctuated her sentence by lightly dragging her finger along his jaw line, and
Lance could feel his cock balloon in his pants and give a little spasm.
"I've missed seeing you in the last few days," she said, pressing her lovely, full body up
against his. Despite the fact that they had fucked before, Lance still could not get over
the apprehension of fucking another man's wife, especially since he knew Brock was
here. The thought that he could come in on the two of them filled him with a dread he
would rather do without.
"Uuuuuummm... I can feel your cock," she breathed excitedly as she let her hand drop
from his face to his loins. "It's getting hard already! Now suppose you and I put it to
good use. No sense in wasting anything, now is there?"
Her touch on his erect organ galvanized him and he could feel it springing into
interested life under her deft caresses. Shit, he thought, why should I worry about what
Brock will think? I still can't get over this woman not caring she's married, but what
the fuck?
She took his arm and pulled him gently into one of the empty bedrooms. Lance smiled
as she closed the door behind her and headed right for the bed in the room. There
certainly wasn't wasting any time with this woman, he thought. She gets what she
wants, no beating around the bush.
Susan had been waiting for Lance's arrival, determined that she would save all her
passion for him and him alone at this little party. Now that he was here, she was
determined that she would release all the pent up passion she had been storing during
the day... and do it now! She knelt down on the bed, drawing Lance with her. With a
kitten-like smile on her luscious lips, she began stripping him. He returned the favor,
loving the way her body felt warm and yielding against his hands. She strained her
breasts into his palms as he removed her blouse and bra, offering the golden firmness of
her sensuous mounds to him, urging him to partake of them. Her fingers were
unbuttoning his shirt, slipping inside and tangling playfully with the hairs on his chest,
and then slipping further down to unzipped his fly, gasping with delight like a child
with a new toy as his now frenzied cock leapt into view already turgid with passion.
"Oh God, darling, I can hardly wait..." Susan moaned, her body swaying with ecstasy as
she gave herself to Lance's caresses. The young man felt the tension slipping away from
him as he caressed the succulent body offered so willingly to him. What surprised him
the most was his willingness to let this woman make all the decisions away from him. It
made everything so simple, and left more energy for sheer and unadulterated passion.
He felt his worries about meeting her husband glide right off his shoulders as he sank
into the mattress, the petite young blonde woman clasped securely in his arms.
He covered her luscious body with hot, eager kisses, and felt his cock swell and grow as
it bobbed between his legs. His hands were searching, probing between the slender
columns of her now naked legs for her pulsating pussy, caressing the velvety folds of
her cunt with passionate hunger, noting how moist her vagina was, her lubricants
already seeping out of her tantalizing cuntal mouth.
Her hands reached down and circled the thick circumference of his throbbing cock,
pressuring it infinitely, sending shudders of raw pleasure coursing up and down the
length of his back, exciting him beyond belief.
There was the hot, soft invitation of her delectable young pussy, pink and fragile, the
petal-shaped opening glistening a chiffon rose, surmounted by the reddish tip of her
already excitedly rising little clitoris, and framed by a soft golden halo of silky curls. He
couldn't wait much longer... he wanted more than anything now to ram his heavy,
blood-laden cock home in her experienced cunt, and nothing was going to stop him.
"Put your cock in me from the back!" Susan pleaded suddenly, turning abruptly over
on her stomach and presenting the firm globes of her shapely little buttocks to him.
Instantly, his hands went out and kneaded the pliant flesh, grasping her firmly by the
hips and raising her up until she was on her knees. His eyes stared hypnotized at the
tantalizing orbs, smooth and pear-shaped without flaw, and unerringly, he guided the
thick shaft of his cock towards the faint glimmer of moist flesh visible below the
graceful curve of her ass.
Without warning, her hands reached back and once more grasped his hardened penis
in her slender fingers, and without preamble, began to guide it towards the twitching
entrance to her hungry valley. Lance, his hands digging into the soft resilient dough of
her buttocks, needing no further invitation, and with a heave, he slammed forward and
planted his towering cock half-way up the wet, slippery channel of her naked, enticing
pussy.
"Uuuggghhh... oooooohhh..." Susan moaned as she felt her cuntal passage opening to
accept his hurried thrust. He continued to slide forward, feeling the soft willing walls
slip around his engorged penis like a wet velvet glove, until he finally hit bottom, the
hard rubbery head of his penis touching the sensitive membrane of her cervix, and his
contracting balls wedging neatly beneath the well-rounded spheres of her shapely
backside.
"Aaaaaahhh... nnnggghhh..." Susan sighed again as she felt replete with his masculinity,
totally impaled on his lust-inflated penis. She could feel the crisp dark curls of his pubic
thatch tickling the soft skin of her ass, and she knew that he had sunk every last
millimeter of his rod in her depths. She loved the feeling of having him enter her from
behind like this. The sheer animal quality of it appealed to her, just like everything else
about her affair with him. It was a liberating feeling, and Susan, above all, was a
liberation-minded woman.
Slowly, Lance began to withdraw, easing his bloated cock out of her soft welcoming
depths, until just the head was wedged between the resilient moons of her buttocks,
before ramming forward again, almost overturning Susan with the strength of his
fucking thrust.
"...nnnggghhm..." she gasped again. "That's lovely... ooohhh... Lance... that's lovely..."
Lance began to fuck his heavy penis inside her, rotating it gently, feeling the responsive
throb of her inner walls as she flexed her supple interior muscles with amazing ease.
Her cuntal walls began a rhythmic squeezing, contracting and milking until he felt that
he would ejaculate at any moment from the delicious pressure.
He began to fuck in and out of her, enjoying her back thrusts as he plunged to enter
her, and thrilling to her tightening as he exited. He had never known anyone who
could make love quite like Susan. Not even Gina, in all her passion, could match the
skill and verve... and total lack of inhibition. Her straight-forwardness made him feel all
the better. It would be a lot nicer in this world if people would only stop playing games
and get right down to the matter at hand.
His hands reached forward to squeeze the ripe melons of her breasts, hanging
enticingly from her gently undulating body. He rubbed the hardening buds of her
nipples, running them between his fingers, making her shriek with pleasure. The
emptiness of the bedroom was filled with the sounds of their passionate grunting,
making the world seem to disappear and leave the two of them totally alone with each
other.
The heated pressure in Lance's body was building up to a feverish pitch, and his furious
pumping increased in velocity. Their bodies were bucking fiercely against each other,
jerking and twisting and gyrating as one.
"God... Susan... that's it. Fuck back! Fuck back!" Lance gasped, his face a mask of sweat,
his head flailing from side to side.
"O-ooohhh... Lover... you feel... so... good... inside... me...!" Susan panted, her body
cavorting with paroxysms of pleasure. "I'm going to cum now... I'm almost there...
I'm... I... AAAGGGHHH...!!"
And Susan was climaxing, her buttocks waving wildly, the force of her spasms jerking
his penis unbearably. Her mouth was uttering mindless, obscene words, and her shrieks
were wild and vibrant, and he didn't have time to notice anything else, because he was
cumming too. A deep, harsh strangled moan escaped his throat as he pounded his hips
against her thrashing buttocks with the force of a jackhammer, and moaned again and
again in frenzied abandon as the first rumblings of his seething sperm escaped the
darkness of his balls and rushed like molten lava into the depths of her milking vagina.
Stream after stream of it surged along the throbbing tube of his penis and rushed into
the hot slippery canal of her thirsting cunt.
"Keep... fucking... back...!" he hissed, his voice hoarse with the lust he felt, with
disappointment, the last dregs of his cum-juice being drained from him. Finally, it was
over, and they lay against each other, his penis deflated and flaccid, both panting, their
commingled fluids staining the bedding beneath them.
As he lay there, his mind drained of all thought, reason came back slowly. He thought
that he would be thinking about his later meeting with Brock and the success that
would be his. But he was not. Against his conscious efforts, the vision of Cindy entered
his mind. It would have been so wonderful to share his future with her, now that he
had one. That, of course, was out of the question. He didn't even know where she was
or what she was doing. If it were at all possible, he would at least like to hear
something about her. The fact that he had heard nothing about her in the few art
magazines he had been reading lately told him that the success she had wanted so badly
was not yet hers. He wondered if she had given up completely and decided that she
would try something a little less demanding. It was totally possible that she wasn't even
on the East coast any more, having thought that a move to the West would do her
some good.
Somehow, without her, all the success in the world didn't matter. Even though the
naked Susan was laying next to him, he knew he couldn't afford to develop any deep,
long-lasting relationship with her. She was like the wind... here one moment with him,
and gone the next with someone else. Not that it bothered him. As long as she was fair
with him, he really couldn't complain.
But he felt lonely... alone somehow. There was an emptiness in his life he knew could
only be filled by Cindy. And he had really closed the door on her by his inability to
understand her as she needed. If only he could be given a second chance with her. He
had matured a great deal since his leaving college, and he wanted to at least have the
chance to show her. He sighed his frustration, and next to him, Susan caught the
general drift of his thoughts.
"Something the matter lover?" she asked as she brought herself to a sitting position,
pressing her lush naked body tightly against his.
"Oooo... nothing really," he said, deciding that it wouldn't help any to bother her with
his troubles.
"Good," she said, coming instantly to life. "Then let's go talk to my husband, shall we?"
With that, she hopped off the bed and left the room, totally uncaring that she was stark
naked. Lance's mouth fell to the floor at her request. She really expected that her
husband wouldn't mind that she and he were going to talk to him, both totally naked
to the world. He was almost certain that she was playing a little game with him. In spite
of all she had told him, he didn't believe that her husband would like the rules of an
open marriage rubbed in his face. It was one thing to allow something like that, but to
have his wife and her lover merely saunter up to him... that was something Lance knew
he would never be able to take.
Still, he decided that he would call her bluff on this account. As long as she really didn't
care, or seem to care, there was no reason why he should either!
Susan knew exactly where her husband was. She had seen him entering one of the
other bedrooms in the house with Cindy, a promising new artist Brock wanted to deal
with later on. It was Brock's idea to use Lance's innovative building design to house a
showing of Cindy's work, and both Brock and Susan thought it would be a good idea if
artist and designer got together, to work out a few necessary details. She glanced over
her shoulder to make sure that Lance was following her, and proceeded without
hesitation to the bedroom just down the hall. She smiled as she heard the passionate
sounds coming from the other side of the door, and she knew that once Lance saw the
type of people he was dealing with, he would shed the old-aged morals he still seemed
to have... morals that were hindering his work and making his life miserable. 'Who
knows?' the lovely naked blonde thought as she reached for the door knob. 'Maybe
Cindy and Lance will hit it off really well.' "My husband's in there... along with a
couple of other people, judging from the sounds," Susan said as she waited for Lance to
catch up with her. "This should prove to you once and for all that both Brock and I
mean what we say when we tell people that we have an open marriage."
She opened the door and walked into the room, as Lance stood in the door jam,
shocked that the people at this party didn't give a shit one way or the other about
barging in on people fucking.
But if Susan's actions were startling, they didn't have nearly the effect that the sight on
the bed did. At first, Lance couldn't believe his eyes. There were three people on the
bed, each so caught up in their mounting sexual passion that they hardly noticed the
entrance of Susan and Lance. The young man had a hard time understanding what was
happening to the three people, and when be did, it was almost more than he could
believe.
A beautiful young blonde woman was busy sucking on Brock's cock, taking it deeply
into her mouth as though her very life depended on getting as much of it as she could.
And she was herself being fucked in the ass by a man Lance had never met.
The whole scene was like no other Lance could imagine! He could see clearly the
passion-contorted face of Brock Reynolds, and he glanced at Susan, seeing a bland
expression on her face. She must be telling the truth, Lance finally decided. No words
she could have used would make him believe that her open marriage with Brock was
possible. Only seeing proof would satisfy the young man... and he was seeing the proof
with his own eyes. And whoever that woman was, Lance wanted to get to know her
better... much better. She was more wild than Susan... than Gina... and he could tell
that fucking her would be the greatest pleasure possible.
Brock did notice Susan's entrance, but he was far too wrapped up in his passion to care.
Animalistic groans spewed from between his tightly clenched teeth as his hands tangled
tightly in Cindy's blonde tresses. He pulled her face deeper and deeper between his
loins until he could feel her soft trembling lips pressing against the very base of his
excited cock. Behind her, Max was grunting and moaning now, his body sweating,
tense and alive with excitement. He increased his tempo and plunged his swollen penis
still deeper into Cindy's heaving, shuddering passage! He rammed back and forth,
driven now with wild, unimaginable sensuality, and the young blonde woman received
his deep-penetrating blows with a gasping ecstasy.
She sucked furiously on the long thick penis fucking into her mouth as she felt herself
caught up in the whirling vortex of her orgasm surging through her loins. Her body
was steaming with heightened passion and sensuality, and she could hold back not
another moment. With an inhuman gurgle of blissful anguish, she grasped Brock's
sperm-bloated balls as the first of her climaxing shock waves rippled through her. At
the same time, a guttural cry rose from deep in Brock's throat as he felt the first squirt
of hot thick cum shoot from his aching testicles and begin its headlong rush along the
length of his wildly jerking cock. An instant later, the lust-heated liquid gushed deep
into the young girl's mouth, and every nerve in his orgasming body exploded as wave
after wave of his mind-shattering climax swept over him.
Cindy wanted to delight in this, her first taste of male semen, but that was impossible.
No sooner was her mouth flooded with a tidal wave of sperm then she felt Max's body
behind her, jerking and bucking as he emptied his balls into the stretched passage of
her ass.
The art critic cried out as he felt the white hot sperm gathering and churning from his
throbbing balls, welling up like a maelstrom and shoot in a never-ending river deep into
her. He opened his mouth to cry out, but there was no sound... only the total bliss of
sexual release.
On and on it came, Cindy's mouth and ass being flooded at the same time with
converging rivers of semen which seemed to burn right through her body and meet in
her belly. But she hardly noticed. Her own orgasm, so total and all-encompassing,
swept through her, destroying all reality, making her aware of nothing but the boiling
sea of cum cascading out from her passion-flushed cuntal lips.
Again and again she felt the river of her lust wash through her. She stiffened her body,
determined that she would do everything in her power to make this wonderful moment
last forever. Even as she felt the two cocks in her body becoming limp and slipping
from her mouth and ass, she moved in such a way so as to keep them inside her for as
long as possible. Finally, though, nature took its course, and she was left with the
hitherto unknown sensation of having been fucked to the fullest... a sensation she
would give anything in the world to have again. With an impassioned moan, she
bellowed out the last of her orgasm, rising high up on her knees before totally
collapsing between the two panting men on the bed.
It was as Cindy rose up that Lance received the shock of his life, recognizing his exgirlfriend!
The room was totally silent, except for the heavily labored breathing of the three people
on the bed. Susan came over to them and touched her husband, who opened his eyes
and looked up at her.
"Darling," she said in a casual tone, "I brought Lance Martin with me to talk with
Cindy here."
As though she was in a dream, Cindy heard the name of the man who would have been
her husband. She opened her eyes with a start and turned her head, looking into the
wide-open dark eyes of Lance.
Neither one could say anything! Each was so shocked at seeing the other that words
simply failed to come to them. Lance opened his mouth to say something, but couldn't.
Cindy was at first a little ashamed at being seen like this by Lance, especially after what
she had done to him... and why. But she decided that she had come so far in such a
short time that she could handle even this. After all, judging from his nakedness, Lance
had certainly been no angel in the time they had been apart from each other. "Well,
well," Brock said. "Now we can get down to business."
The sound of his voice broke the trance Lance was in, and he looked at the older man.
"I wonder if the three of you would leave us alone," he said, fighting to keep his voice
controlled. "I would like to talk to... this artist alone."
"Sure... sure," Brock said as he hopped from the bed and cradled his wife in his arm.
"I'm sure the two of you will get along just fine." He gave Lance a knowing jab in the
ribs, and he, Susan and Max left the bedroom, each laughing as they exchanged
opinions about how Lance was going to handle the pert little blonde.
Neither Lance nor Cindy noticed them, though. Even after the door was closed and
they were left totally alone with each other, they couldn't think of words. They looked
deeply into each other's eyes, searching, wondering, questioning...


EPILOGUE


"Feel like going out tonight?" Cindy asked as she wrapped her arms around Lance's
neck while he sat in his chair, making an effort to read his newspaper.
At her touch, Lance smiled and folded the paper, taking her hands and kissing the
palms while he guided her around to the front. After their meeting at Niven's home less
than a month ago, they found that they had both matured enough to act like adults
instead of children. Instead of trying to make their feelings known by words then,
Lance had merely walked to her as she looked at him from the bed. When she could see
that he wanted her as much as she wanted him, she too, said nothing. Rather, she held
out her arms, knowing that she was now able to give him the love he wanted, needed...
deserved. He entered the folds of her body, secure in the fact that he was no longer a
little boy who had to have his way all the time. Then, as their lips met in a hungry,
passionate kiss, they found that words were not only unnecessary, but worthless. Later
on, after the party, they had talked, a little hesitantly at first, but soon with the
happiness as though they had never been apart. Lance could see that Cindy had learned
to give herself totally to the man she loved, and Cindy could tell that he wanted her
more than life itself. Getting married the next day was almost an afterthought...
something that seemed to go without saying. It had been a quiet wedding, with only a
few close friends... Niven and Marvel, Brock and Susan.
After the wedding, the plans for Lance's building and Cindy's showing were finalized,
with both Niven and Brock receiving concurrent rights to the showing.
With their future secure at last, and their relationship with each other solidified finally,
neither Cindy nor Lance could imagine anything going wrong.
"Uh... what did you have in mind?" Lance asked his new wife in answer to her
question. "Someone giving a party?"
"As a matter of fact, Niven called up and invited us over. There's a little get together,
and I told her that I would talk to you about it first."
Lance could feel his penis expanding at the thought of going to Niven's home again.
Now that he was married to one of the fastest growing artists in the country, he felt
totally at ease with Niven's friends. And he had been accepted as a member in good
standing with the little group they had. He hadn't seen Susan since he and Cindy had
gotten married, preferring to spend as much time as possible getting to know and
understand Cindy in her new role. It might do the both of them a little good to get out
of the house and learn new experiences.
"How do you feel about going?" he asked her as he pulled her onto his lap. She cradled
herself against his chest and kissed him lightly before answering.
"Well," she said thoughtfully, looking into his eyes. "Not that being with you has been
boring in the least, but..."
"But it would be nice to see some other people again, right?"
At first, Cindy wondered if Lance had really come around to thinking that an open
marriage could work. As long as it was just the two of them, he talked a good case.
Cindy was certain that she could handle the responsibility that came with the situation,
but even she had her doubts in the back of her mind.
"I want to go," she said after reaching her decision.
"Good," he said. "So do I. What time do we have to be there?"
"Niven told me around seven o'clock."
Lance glanced at his watch. "That gives us something like an hour to get ready," he
observed. "Now how do you think we could best use that time?"
Cindy looked at his boyish face, trying to read the strange expression there. The corners
of his mouth were turned up in a little smile, and she narrowed her eyes, looking for
some clue into what was going on in his mind.
Then she understood!
Squealing her delight, she slipped her hand down the front of his pants, finding the tip
of his cock already moist with a drop of pre-cum. She tried to massage his swollen shaft
without unbuckling his pants, causing him some slight pain.
"Hey... hold on a moment," he laughed, gentling her off his lap and unfastening his
trousers. "Suppose we make things a little easier."
She chuckled as she watched him fling his clothes around the living room, and then she
decided that she would get naked as well. They embraced each other, dropping to the
floor in a graceful motion. Cindy was certain, as she felt the tip of her husband's cock
brush against her thigh, that their open marriage could work. No matter how many
men fucked her, she would always have that special feeling for Lance... the feeling she
had had since the first day she had met him... the feeling that had never died. Lance
buried his face between the full thrusting mounds of his wife's face, his tongue lashing
out to lick and orally caress her smooth soft flesh. No matter how good Susan was in
bed, there was something in this woman here that made her more important to him
than any other. He didn't know what it was. He didn't want to know! That would take
all the mystery out of it, and it was that little bit of mystery that would keep Cindy
fresh and vibrant for the rest of her life... a life Lance wanted to share with her forever.


THE END
